Celtic Heart: Wind, Blood and Silver...
It is raining. I'm sitting in the room in front of the fire-place. There is no light here, only the gleams of the fire, driving away the shadows, which are dancing on the boundary between darkness and light. I'm fingering over the strings of the harp and listening to every sound of the melody without beginning and without end. 

Suddenly the wind opens my window, the drops of the rain come into the room and the flavour of wet grass and apples fills it. I know this flavour: it means that here in my garden a story has appeared. Someone's story...

I go out through the window and run, tangling in the threads of the rain, to the garden to find the story. And soon I see one: it hangs between the leaves and the blossoms of an old tree. I take the story very carefully, hide it into the little casket, made from alder and decorated with skilful carving, and go home...

There is a cup of tea with field flowers and the echo of nightingale's voice on the shelf above the fire-place. It's delicious. I take off the crown of rain, taste the tea and at last open the casket.

The story begins...

"A structure of human's body was investigated in the past and is investigated in our days by many people. A lot of scientists try to solve the mysteries of human’s body, creating different devices with very complicated construction. But I'm sure nobody pondered over the question, what takes place there in a body by the will of a soul and peculiarities of the attitude to the world. Nobody mused over what flows along the vessels instead of that usual red physiological solution and sometimes mixed with it in different proportions and in very amazing combinations like a sorcerous potion.

Certainly, when I formulated this hypothesis, which can't be checked in a scientific way, because here only feelings can help, I tried to understand what there was in my body, what the components of my heart were... And what kind of heart it is, my heart.
My heart, as I have ascertained, belongs to a wonderful island called Ireland. I recall Pushkin's lines and here appears the formula: "Russian in soul, but Celtic in heart". Then I felt that the blood running along the veins flows into this organ beating like a percussion, and from there it runs out together with silver, carrying in its crystals illusory echoes of the past.

Through the lungs the wind gets into my heart... But not like that atmospheric phenomenon, which blows every day around us. It's something quite of another kind. By the way, there are a lot of varieties of the wind. For example,  the wind of spinning - wheel. It appears when the wheel of this wooden creator of the fate begins to revolve. And it can be so strong that the hair begins to quiver, the eyes begin to blink with delight and I wish to exclaim: "Hey, my wheel, spin and rush like a wind along heather highlands, beneath moon of green!"  And I'm filled with the wind of beautiful Celtic music.

How can I learn about the appearance of this wind? It's easy, because this gentleman is never remarkable for a special tact and always tries to show its willful character in all the beauty. It happens this way: I sit in the room, string beads on the silk thread, listen to music, performed on the Celtic harp and suddenly realize that I'm not here, in the usual space. I have flown away on the wings of the wind, dissolved in the music and feel that the soul turns into the strings, with raptures repeating every note of the refined melody.

But at this moment the harp is joined with the ethnic drums, flutes, bag-pipes. The tempo of the music speeds up, the beads thread falls down from the slim fingers and you, like Cinderella in the crystal shoes, dance around, led by frantic and at the same time surprisingly soft jig. And with every new repetition (there may be as many repetitions as possible in Celtic music) the heart beats harder and harder.

                                              “And the song like grape
along my spine and veins
          climbs, and till the light of morn
   yarn is drawn by silkworm.”

But music ends and I am again what I'm. Or on the contrary, somebody other, not me, appears.

The wind is disappearing... But not forever, only until the acoustic guitar is in my hands. Then fingers carefully touch its taut strings, waking up a life in the instrument, and the welcome guest is here again. It is going into the body through the lungs, through the skin, looking for the way to the heart. It makes me play the chord by the chord. One moment, and the river of song flows, sometimes soft and tender, sometimes piercing sad, sometimes impetuous, foamed by passion.

At such moments everything becomes unimportant. There is only so-called “here and now": a guitar, voice and, of course, Celtic heart. This heart makes the fairy potion of wind, blood and silver go along the vessels, enveloping the joints. And a beautiful Korolevna, who lives in me, puts on a dress, embroidering with white and violet heather, in which the moonlight has tangled, lets down plaits, flaps with hands-wings... And flies away to the remote emerald island.

She flies away to return when a song ceases and the strings of the guitar grow quiet."

The rain has already stopped. The fire is burning down in the fire-place. The stars appear on the night sky and their cold silver light, percolating into the room, leaves wonderful signs on my emerald silk dress, twines round my hair like a ribbon, lies on the floor like a path, inviting me to go with it. And in the silence of the darkness, through the mist, along the dewy grass I'm going...

The path is ending in the garden, and I realize here is a guest, waiting for me. It is a wind. My wind! It flies around me, embraces my wrists and suddenly like a whirlwind throws off the ribbon from my head. I feel its spice freshness, my blood changes into the fairy wine, and I laugh, spreading my wings...

I soar up to the sky and fly together with the wind, hearing its voice. It whispers only one word: "Korolevna..."

