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IT’aTepo 0cobMMBUX YOTOBIKIB 3i6panvcsa B oaHomy Kiy6i, meta
i 3aCHOBHUK sIKOr0O HeBiZiomi. UneHCTBO HabyBa€eThCS 3a 3arpo-
IIIeHHSIM, BUKJTFOUEHHs 3a 0a)kaHHsAM HeMOivBe. To 1[0 X 1ie
3a Micrie i YoMy ofiHi KlyOMeHHU BOJTIFOTh BTEKTH 3BificH, a iHIIi
JlafiHi Ha Bce, abH JTUIITUTHUCA?

Five distinguished men gathered in the Club — the goal and the
Progenitor of which are unknown. The membership is acquired
by invitation, dismemberment due to a wish is impossible. What
is that place? Why some clubmen are eager to run away and
others are willing to do everything to stay?
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HiBumHi 3ma/10cs1, Haue BiH BUHMK 3 TyMaHy. BUCOKMI 4o/IOBiK i3
[IOBr'UM, 3aueCaH’M Ha3aj, BOJIOCCSIM HaXWIMBCS [0 Hel i MOCMiXHYBCS
HaCTi/IbKU JIMLeMIpDHO, IIJ0 Ha MWTh CTaB JKMBUM YTiJIEHHAM CJIOBA
«OMaHa».

— Bu, yacom, He 3aryounmcs?

— AM... ox, — [iBUMHA 3aIIapisacsa i MPOTH BOi 3pobuIa KpoK
Hazaj. — H-ui, mane... 1 7o 6i6/mioTeku.

YoJI0BIK IJIABHUM PDYXOM BUTOHYEHOI DYKM BKa3aB Ha CyCIiJiHIO
OyziBIO.

— Bawm Tyzu, — Bupas3 Horo o0mudst SMiHMBCS Ha O1/TbII IPUBITHUM.

— JIgkyto, — He3HaOMKa 3poOu/ia M[0Ch Ha KINTAAT PEBEPAHCY,
sIKuii OyB 3aiiBUM. AJte iii BiH 3/aBCsl BUNIPaBAaHUM Uepe3 JTUCKYUUH uop-
HUI CMOKIHT TaHa.

— Ilepernporyto, a jo TyT?

[JiBunHa nepeiimanacst He TAEMHULIIMH TIOXUIeHOT OyiBi 3 BiH3e-
JIbOBaHUMHU JiBepuMa. TyT noBHO Takoro. O Hi, il [jikaBWIO KyJu MOCITi-
I1aB 1l YOJIOBIK 3 TpalyIMBUM TorisgoM. HanTo BrieBHeHO GiceHsTa
y CBIT/IMX OYax 3arnpollyBasiy /10 3arajJbHOr0 TaHLIo.

— Ha »anb, nefi, BaM CHOAU He MOXXHAa, — He3HalioMellb BUPiB-
HSBCA i BIIPAaBHO 3auecaB Bosioccs Ha3zajl. — Tyt YosoBiumii Kinyo.

He uekarouy BifNOBiZi BiH 30BCiM He eJleraHTHO LITOBXHYB JBepi
no3aj cebe i 3HWMK y TeMpsiBi HeCKiHUeHHOTO Kopujopa. Bij Hboro
JIVILLIMBCS JIAILIe apOMaT BUILYKaHOTO TIapgyMmy.

Heginomo xTo, konw i Hagiio 3acHyBaB Yomnosiunii Kny0. Asie Bci
3Ha/IM HOTO TpaBH/Ia: OJHOYACHO UJIEHCTBO OTPUMYBAJIO I’ ATh 0COOJIU-
BUX UOJIOBIKiB, sIKi BTpaua/M CBOI iMeHa, HaOyBaloud HaTOMiCTh Oe3Mex-
HOi BMazu. BoHu Mo pobutu TyT 1110 3aMaHeThCs, ane 371e0ibInoro
30MpasTHCs B OLIATHUX TIOTAHO OCBIiT/IEHUX KiMHATax i HaCOMO/KyBaTUCs
KOMIIaHi€r0 OIUH OJJHOTO.

CroroziHi 11e Oy/a MajeHbKa 3aia 3 TOMMMHU CTiHAMHU i M’SIKUMU
Mebnsmu. Konmy He3HatioMellb Y CMOKIHTY BBIHIIIOB [0 Hei, To mobaunB
yeTBipKy 3pinux Aobpe BOpaHMX 4osOBiKiB. IIpu iX HeMope/bHIN 30B-
HIIIIHOCTI, Yy TOCTAaTh i 00/IMUYS KOXKHOTO XOTi/IOCS BIVISI/IATHUCS TOAMHAMM.

The girl thought he appeared out of thin air. A tall man with long
slicked back hair leaned over her and smiled so insincerely that for
a moment he became the word “deception”.

“Are you, maybe, lost?”

“Ehm... oh,” the girl blushed and stepped back unwillingly, “N-no,
sir... L... to the library.”

The man smoothly pointed with his graceful hand to the neighbor-
ing house.

“There’s your way,” his expression changed to a more amicable
one.

“Thank you,” the girl did some sort of a curtsey, which was odd.
But she thought it was fitting with the mood of gentleman’s sleek black
tuxedo.

“Sorry, but what’s in here?”

The girl wasn’t interested in the mysteries of the sloping build-
ing with decorative carved-wood doors. Oh no, she was rather interested
where the playful looking man was hurrying to. The devils in his bright
eyes were too eager to take you for a dance.

“Unfortunately, my lady, you can’t come in here,” the stranger
stood tall and combed his hair back. “It’s Men’s Club.”

Never waiting for an answer, he crudely pushed the doors and dis-
appeared in the shadows of a never-ending hallway. The only thing that
stayed after him was the odor of his exquisite perfume.

It’s unknown who, when and why founded Men’s Club. But every-
one knew it’s rules: only five special men got membership; in request they
would lose their names, gaining immense power.They could do Here what
they pleased. Though, the main thing that they did was to gather here in
luxurious shadowy chambers and enjoy the company of each other.

Today it was a smaller chamber with bare walls and soft furniture.
When the stranger entered, he saw the four well-dressed virile men. And
although they were not beautiful, one wanted to stare at their postures and
faces for hours.
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— Tajap TH He TIpUiifiel, — NPOLiAUB Kpisb 3y6u TpeTiii. Moro
pyZa BepxiBKa BHCOUYi/a HaJ iHIIMMHM TIOHYPUMHU i HaXuieHUMH BOIK.
JIMcKyua 3auicKa Bi/j0vBaa Teruie CBIT/IO 0300/1eHUX CBITU/IBHUKIB TakK,
Haue cama ropisa Borsem. Yepes 1je COHSIYHI OKYJ/ISIpH Ha auyKyBaTOMy
HOCI BUIVIZIA/TN IOPEYHHMU.

[T’ s1TMi1 3aMiCTh TIPMBITAHHS TOLIKiPUBCS:

— HeopminHo Konmuch Taxk i Oyze, ane cborofgHi He Mosi yepra, —
YOJIOBiK BCiBCS y KpiC/I0 i CTaB MOBiNBLHO TMepeOHMpaTH TaibIsIMUA 10
i IJIOKITHUKY.

Ha HbOro po3aparoBaHO BUPSUUINACH.

XTOCH i3 MPUCYTHIX TPUHAIIOB Ha 300py BOCTaHHE. I 1je TOYHO He
IT’siTwid. Bo 3 TakMM HOMEPOM JIUIIIAIOTLCST HAZIOBIrO, X0ua i MpruOyBaroTh
CaMOTHIMH. THIII K 3’SIBJISIOTECS TI0 ABOE i PiJJKO 3aTpUMYyIOThCs Ge3
rapTHepa.

— Hisik He 36arHy uomy came 3apas3s... — POTATHYB HU3bKUM TOJI0-
com TTepumii. BiH BAyM/TUBO BIVISIZIABCA Y CTiHY, HiOM Ha Hill i cripaBai
BUCIB Ka/leH7jap 3 To3HaukamMM. Moro uyopHsiBa rojoBa criepiacsi Ha
PYKy, a TyOu cTUCHY/MCs Bif HarpykeHHsi. Lle pa3om i3 6inoro copou-
KO0 i TOAMHHMKOM Ha PYLi HaZlaBasio oMy BUIVISAY AupekTopa (ipmu,
y SIKOTO Ta/lafoTh Mpojaki. IKOM He CBiT/Ii oui 3 mMpoKuMU OGpoBamwy,
y AKUX Oy/10 1[0Ch AUTSUe, BiH O HaraiyBaB OaHKipa.

— O, TinbKu He TounHak! — poctorHae Tperiit i 6e3cuno cros3
3i cBoro micug. Moro i Tak Myunia JymMKa rpo 4eproBy HeNpUTOMHICTh
CBOr0 Maii0yTHBOTO, a TYT IIie U 11ei KyuepsiBUil TYyTHUTb.

Yonogika mrypxHyB y 6ik UerBepTuil. HuzeHbKuii GinsiBuii TOB-
CTYH y CTapOMOZIHOMY KOCTIOMi, KOTPHI MaJio 3 KUM FOBOPUB i pifiKo crie-
peyaBcs, SKIL[O CIIpaBa He CTOCYBaslacs JliTepaTypy UM KyXHi, HaliMeHI1le
BIMCYBaBCs y nadocHy KommaHito. Ase Oyzb XTO, ONUHUCH Y Ty MHUTb
y Kny6i, oapa3sy 3BepHyB O yBary Ha HOro CBiT/mii obpas.

— IIIo? IMoBiTps i Tak 3arycte. OCh-0Ch MOTPiCKAKOTbCS BiKHA, —
rapKHyB DyJMi i MOTATHYBCS [0 KejMxa YepBOHOIO BUHA, SIKMH 3 ycix
CKJITHUX CWJI HamaraBcsl He [J0laBaTy MoAigM JpaMaTh3My.

“Thought you wouldn’t come,” the Third hissed through his teeth.
His red head was held higher than every other’s in the room. The sleek
hair reflected the warm light of the lamps in such a way, that it seemed
like burning. The shades on his crooked nose looked fitting.

The Fifth grinned to welcome.

“It will surely come to that, but today is not my turn,” the man sat
down and started plucking at the arm of the chair.

Everybody looked at him annoyed.

One of them came to his last meeting. And it surely wasn’t the
Fifth. With such a number people stay longer, although they come soli-
tary. Others come in two and rarely stay without their associate.

“I can’t contemplate, why now...” hummed the First. He looked
intently at the wall, as if there really was a marked calendar. His dark
head leaned on the hand and his lips clenched in tension. This emotion,
matched with his white shirt and a watch on his hand he looked like
a president of a company losing stocks. If it were not for his bright eyes
and childlike bushy brows, he would look like a banker.

“Oh, don’t even start!” moaned the Third and powerlessly slipped
out of his place. He was already tormented by a thought of an unclear
future, to add the curly one’s complaining.

The man was nudged by the Fourth. He was a short stout blond
man in a weathered suit who never talked and complained much, if only
the topic were not literature or kitchen. He was the least fitting for this
lousy company. But whoever appeared in the Club would notice his bright
image first.

“What? The air is already too stuffy. The windows are about to
crack,” growled the red-head and reached for the red wine in the glass,
which was taking all its glass power not to make the events more dramatic.





