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Any resemblance to real persons and events is purely 
coincidental 

 

This world is full of emigrants: some of them live outside their 
country, and some inhabit their own country. The saddest of all is, 
when the human souls become emigrants and the beasts invade to 
replace the human beings. 

— Max 

 

 

 

The first to smell something fishy were the airport 

authorities. Never until now were the flights to Nullia so full of 

returning emigrants. Most of them were young people, not 

unemployed at that, on the contrary, many of them had 



prestigious jobs abroad, some were married and even had 

children. The airplanes were overflowing with passengers; 

funny things happened, like two persons travelling on the same 

seat and even in the plane toilets, as though it were a train of 

sorts. 

Some larky phrases turned up: 

“The planes are as crammed as crèches in the capital, the 

Party’s treasury during the Crisis and the sprat-jars from the 

time before the Crisis.” 

What was happening was completely inexplicable. The 

salaries in Nullia were the lowest in all Europe, the 

unemployment rates were rising, the young people were leaving 

the country as it was running out like a sandglass—the yellow-

brown stream was silently and disconsolately measuring the 

time after which Nullia, once an inhabited land, would thence be 

a mere geographical designation. The steel birds used to be full 

when taking off from the capital and half-empty upon returning, 

excepting the summers, when there was a flood of foreigners 

and locals, coming from abroad. Also, during some of the 

traditional yearly holidays, when sons and daughters, banished 

to different places in the world, returned to see their parents and 

leave them a few cash for medicaments. 

But now the height of the vacation season was yet far, even 

though here and there one could spot Germans and Russians—

the customary lovers of Nullia’s sea resorts. 

Neither was a large-scale PR action of the government 

going to happen soon. Even to the blind in this land—advertised 

as green and sunny on the postcards, but in fact gloomy and 

dreary to most of its natives,—it was more than obvious that the 

present government was not particularly eager to welcome the 

young and educated Nulls back to their motherland. Not simply 

because there was no work for them here. To the ruling party it 



was better that this “explosive mixture,”—as once a leading 

minister blundered out calling the children and grandchildren of 

Nullia abroad,—should be kept away, beyond the frontiers of 

their native country. When journalists flung out at him for this 

inadvertent remark, he did not deny it, but without a shadow of 

confusion explained that the Null emigrants had anyway 

established themselves there, that they were helping their 

relatives at home, meaning they were also helping their native 

country, that they were developing and, all in all, everything was 

just fine. What that minister kept in silence, however, was 

published the very next morning by a woman journalist, who 

was sacked by the evening. In her opinion, the reason for such a 

statement was the reluctance of the authorities to admit young 

people, and especially emigrants, to the public and political life 

and the eventual government of the state—a citadel, from whose 

invisible and subterranean dungeons one could overhear the 

clattering of jaws, while corpses emerged occasionally on the 

surface. The final denationalisation was under way—the final 

pillage of what had remained from the wealth once possessed by 

the whole people. Nullia’s fortune and influences were 

redistributed in fits of imperturbable brutality—no feelings 

whatsoever,—and the main dealers were members of the ruling 

party, the government, the parliament and the circles of the 

companies behind them. 

Why, then, a second week already, those unwanted Nulls 

were flowing in so abundantly, in such a mysterious silence, 

from the planes arriving from all around the world? Why, while 

exiting the airport waiting halls, they were looking furtively 

around, not as returnees, but as illegal immigrants? 

Customhouse officers, policemen and the rest of the 

administration watched in astonishment how, right in front of 

their eyes, the country’s gene pool was altering and its type was 



growing higher and higher in quality, while the average age of 

the population was lowering. They were not sure whether to be 

glad or worried. Some of them were vaguely smelling a rat: 

something unusual was happening or was about to happen. But 

what? 

 

 

The Hare was the only one who noticed yet another strange 

regularity—whenever a new group of emigrant Nulls poured out 

of a plane, the airport illumination began to falter: firstly, for no 

obvious reason, it lit up, at times becoming as bright as a day, as 

though the sun was rising in the big hall. Such anomalies 

affected the Hare—at first they scared him, making his heart 

pound as a drum. By and by, he got used to them, they 

sharpened his senses and all of a sudden, out of the mist of 

childhood began to float memories, mostly sad. One memory 

was doggedly haunting him and he was doing his best to ignore 

it. 

He said nothing to anyone about the unusual electric suns, 

he was the only one to form a pretty good idea about their 

probable origin. Not only because he was vigilant and 

experienced. Compared to his buddies, the Hare was made of 

different clay: he loved reading all stuff, including mystical and 

esoteric, he believed in E.T.s, oracles and soothsayers. He was 

of a medium height, bald, graceful, but his most impressive part 

were his enormous ears and his singularly mobile face—as if he 

were changing one mask for another; his eyes were animated, 

curious and turned incessantly in all directions, as though 

exiting the orbits at times, and perching on the back of his neck 

to avoid omitting even the slightest detail. 



He was no common customs officer, although the idea of 

“a common customs officer” alone could stir one to laughter; 

and even children knew it was easier to become a member of the 

Academy of Sciences than a customs officer. The Hare was a 

God-chosen, which in his case meant, appointed by the top 

authority. By the will of destiny he grew up in the 

neighbourhood of the present-day Prime Minister, together they 

had learned to smoke, together they had done all kind of 

juvenile mischief, and to this day they were still coming 

together at the football field every Sunday. The Prime Minister, 

or the Chieftain, as he was nicked by those he allowed to hang 

about with him, was the Hare’s natural hero. The Chieftain even 

made up his nickname, back then in childhood, because of his 

ears, but mostly on account of his timidity. He came to be his 

buckler against the other kids in the neighbourhood and in return 

the Hare did his homework for him. Once he even gave up for 

him his puppy love, in order to demonstrate his loyalty. And that 

was the memory which was now pestering the Hare. This act 

won over the everlasting benevolence of his childhood pal, and 

turned out to be a profitable investment for his future—the 

Chieftain always found ways of taking care of him. As ever 

before, the Hare was taking pains to emulate him in 

everything—to show off, to look magnanimous,—and these 

things were not beyond the means of “a common officer” at the 

capital airport customs. And, since the Chieftain was a Foreign 

Secretary before becoming the Prime Minister, the Hare could 

learn from him to be suspicious, mistrustful, observant and, as 

much as possible, to analyse the facts. 

Now the customs officer looked at his expensive watch, the 

dial showed Friday. Sunday was coming after tomorrow and 

after finishing their football game, during their usual beer time, 

he had to share with the Chieftain his observations. At all cost, 



even at the risk of taking a slanging and being called “a 

downright idiot,” which sometimes happened. No, he did not 

feel insulted; on the contrary, he was glad for the attention paid. 

He must try and put the facts in proper order, to put them in 

writing—how many Nulls had arrived, what their flights were, 

where they came from, how many of them held foreign 

passports, what their average age was and all kinds of other 

details. Since the moment the Chieftain became head of the state, 

he surrounded himself with a dozen of political science experts, 

sociologists and other intellectuals of various calibre. In his 

heart he despised them, but influenced by them, he made 

attempts to behave “academically”, that was his term, especially 

when facing the public, and he was seldom short of public. Even 

during the traditional Sunday meetings around the playground 

some journalists with mikes and cameras were trotting around, 

tripping about, pushing one another, falling and getting up, and 

shining with pleasure should they inadvertently catch a phrase 

from the lips of the Prime. The Hare was well aware that all 

these dodgers with diplomas profited by tickling the Ego of the 

Chieftain, who actually mocked them by emphasising he had 

read but one, only one book, in his entire life—about Indians. 

Maybe this was the true reason why he ruled the state as though 

its people were a headed by him—its chieftain and chief shaman. 

Nobody, however, could deny his animal instinct; all his 

political opponents envied him that. 

The other thing they envied him about was that he had 

turned his work into a game. The state was the toy of his dreams. 

Pretty soon after he had got it, he became bored with it, but his 

passion for power remained as fresh as ever. That is why he 

abandoned the tedious sessions and the signing of innumerable 

documents to his ministers, and himself he abandoned to 

pleasures. He travelled home and abroad, inaugurated new 



objects, he basked in his people’s gratitude, he succumbed and 

seduced, he knocked his rivals out in the ring, he scored goals at 

the football playground. Since childhood, for him football was 

the most important thing in the world. Firstly, because it was the 

most popular game in the world, secondly, because in the past he 

was not particularly gifted to play football and was consequently 

shunned by the other boys. Now at last he got his settling of 

scores and was insatiable with every chance to score again and 

again, and be the centre of attention. By and by, the football 

field became the unofficial ruling centre of the state, on the 

analogy of the hunting fields and knight jousts for the kings of 

the past. 

 

 

It was Sunday, approaching noon. The football players 

were long exhausted and were barely dragging feet round the 

playground. All of them were dreaming but of one thing: taking 

a shower and sitting in the nearby pub, surrounded by 

bodyguards, where they normally hang loose in the Chieftain’s 

company. Actually, this was the main reason not to miss their 

Sunday football meetings, notwithstanding their other 

commitments and all the remonstration of their families. After 

all, few people were privileged to participate in taking political 

and economic decisions of crucial significance for the state, 

while drinking beer with the topmost statesman, to solve 

personal problems and have a share in the Lion’s feast. 

The two half-times were over, but in this place time was a 

mere convention. The referee, recently appointed as Senior 

Prosecutor, did not even have a watch and knew nothing about 

chronometers. In return for it, however, he vigilantly watched 



the Chieftain’s reactions; he was well aware of the unwritten 

rules and kept them strictly. The actual career of his life was 

forged here and now, on the playground, and his purpose was to 

become the Chief Prosecutor of the Republic. None of the 

players ever even thought of asking about the time, the end of 

the game or simply of going home. It was a complicated 

situation with a simple reason. There was no victory yet, the 

result was nil-nil. However they endeavoured not to score a goal, 

the opponents’ team could not manage to arrange it so well that 

the Chieftain could kick the ball into their net in a manner it 

would not look like a set-up job. They had tried, in the past, to 

stage matches in his favour, but it all ended up in a scandal—he 

was able to smell the rat and his ego erupted like a volcano. 

There were matches the result of which was the opposite, or 

equal, but then the Prime Minister would throw himself into the 

armoured jeep and would race his way to his residence at full 

speed, followed by his escorting automobiles. 

Why was all the morning’s rush then? In such cases all the 

other players went home crestfallen and disappointed. Although 

the matches were played almost every Sunday with 

approximately the same team members, there was nothing these 

people could tell one another—they were not friends, on the 

contrary, most of them could not stomach one another and in 

certain situations they would not hesitate to settle one another’s 

hash. They all knew full well the reason for their passionate love 

of football—it was exactly the reason for their membership in 

the Chieftain’s Party. Power. The subsequent benefits. 

Untouchability. 

Now, while they were shuffling along the playground and 

wondering what to undertake, nobody noticed how the Hare, 

surprisingly, as though emerging from a nearby shrub, thrust 

past the players, nabbed the ball and passed it to the Chieftain, 



who kicked it with determination along the right line toward the 

opponents’ goal. This very instant all knew the thing to do. 

Squeezing their last strength, the players of his own team ran 

against their opponents, ready to tear them into pieces but not 

allow them to impede the future scorer. The others rushed to 

protect their goal, but in such manner that in no way would 

obstruct the scoring, while at the same time obscuring their 

likely collaboration with the enemy team. 

Thank goodness, this time it worked! Even the goalkeeper 

threw himself quite sincerely to the attacker’s feet, but to no 

avail. The tall, bony figure of the Prime Minister pushed him 

aside and lead the ball to the goal line, stopped and rolled it into 

the goal net using his arse. His favourite trick—that of mocking 

the opponents,—revealed in depth his personality and sense of 

humour. This eccentricity of his and, above all, his downright 

unaffectedness in every moment, were qualities to be envied by 

all his political opponents. Not because they liked them, but 

because the voters dug such performances and voted for the 

Chieftain in a manner quite similar to the way the ultras shouted 

in the grandstands—enthusiastically, threateningly and with 

unconcealed idiotic expressions on their faces. 

The Prime Minister’s teammates cried in frenzied relief: 

“Goal! Goal! Goa-a-a-a-al!” 

The opponents gazed with inquisitive sharpness at the 

scorer: they looked truly unhappy. This part of the theatre was 

rehearsed and brought to perfection. Only then he smiled and 

victoriously raised his hand. 

The end. At long last, the painful match was over. All were 

pleased, even happy. Of course, the happiest one was the 

Chieftain, as happy as a child. That is why his voters liked him. 

Whatever blunder he would make, whatever nonsense he would 

blurt out, afterwards he would sincerely apologise. That gave 



him a special pleasure, he took delight in this bravery to admit 

his own mistakes—naturally, the insignificant and inoffensive 

ones,—and this happened often, several times a day. Afterwards 

he usually chummied with anyone who came his way, jovially 

posed, impishly invited the newswomen to touch his muscles 

and as a reward, unscrupulously slapped their bottoms. He was 

convinced that his most faithful voters were the women and 

especially the mothers—in him they recognised their ungrown-

up boys. The opposition reproved him for the time and money 

squandered on account of his insatiable Ego, but for many Nulls 

everything was just the way it should be. 

Without any doubt one could say: the Chieftain had found 

the right tribe. All the rest were simply details. Take for example, 

the recent statement of a prominent psychologist: 

“Our Prime Minister is so touching and at the same time, 

so depressing in his naturalness that we could easily say we 

have, right in front of us, the only male individual in this country, 

who has gained from feminism. All that remains to be done in 

order that he could achieve 100 % electoral activity in favour of 

his party is that we be collectively castrated.” 

This statement was published a year and a half ago in 

several unimportant newspapers and here and there on the 

internet, and had, by that time, simply confirmed its being but a 

trifling detail on the picture. Since that day till now, however, 

reality was changing with every passing day. 

 

 

The beers were served; the company was expecting its 

leader to raise the toast. The Chieftain raised his glass and right 

then noticed one of his faithful sociologists at the doorstep, so 



he drained it at a gulp and went to see him. The players also 

poured the frothy liquid down their parched throats and belched 

with satisfaction. Such a demonstration of superiority over 

conventional norms was an integral part of their cultural 

tradition. 

As usual, a second turn of pint-pots was served, all of them 

with a thick layer of froth atop—alluringly flickering amber. 

Nobody drank, something was wrong—the Chieftain came with 

a dour face and silently took his seat. After the first joy of the 

scored goal, now his face was showing his second typical 

expression—the high-strung wild beast barely able to suppress 

its fury. The tension in the air became denser, there was an 

awkward silence. 

The Chieftain coughed up heavily and fixed his inquisitive 

gaze on the players. The sharp features of his conical head 

became tense and his short, impossibly curly hair bristled up. 

His pursed lips and the devil lurking in the depth of his eyes, 

intensified his demonic appearance. He took another round, 

staring in reverse order, at his companions. One by one. They 

became frightened, a wave of hesitance swayed them and they 

started to squirm on their chairs, like worms on fishhooks. Their 

breathing became heavier and painful. 

The words that fell quietly from the Chieftain’s lips came 

as an echo: 

“Here we are playing football, drinking beer, while the 

state… Or none of this concerns you?” 

Nobody answered. They were but immobile presence, 

helplessly staring at him. 

“What are you staring at me for?” the Prime Minister asked. 

“My rating has dropped with another five percent and this 

according to the survey of a friendly agency… I can never 

understand this tribe of ours, always dissatisfied! I give my 



everything to Nullia! I lost my friends, I can’t sleep for anxiety, 

I have no personal life!” He raised his voice again, until finally 

it became a nervous shrieking. “And now, a little more than a 

month before the elections my rating is collapsing! And that, 

despite the millions we pour into treacherous agencies, 

televisions, newspapers!... But if there are carrots, there is also a 

cudgel! How long are we going to play democracy with these 

opposition guys, eh? We have ready accusations, what are we 

waiting for? What…?” 

At this instant he sharply dropped his speech: his attention 

was arrested by two young women in T-shirts and miniskirts, 

who entered the bar. 

“It’s too late for that,” said the Rat, a well-known banker 

and an influential figure in Nullia, as well as the Chieftain’s 

personal treasurer. This nondescript and small middle-aged man 

with little eyes and bristling moustaches was speaking slowly, 

frugally, as though spitting his words out into his hands and then 

swallowing them back. 

“It is never late!” The Beak said, coming off his seat with 

selfless zest. That nickname belonged to the Minister of Internal 

Affairs, an athletic man with a flat face as square as a road sign, 

and a beaky long nose. “There’s insufficient room in our prisons, 

however.” 

“We stop building roads and highways, and we start 

building prisons,” said the Minister of Constructions. 

“It’s late for this, too,” said the Rat again. 

“Why shouldn’t we adapt some abandoned barracks?” 

enthusiastically continued the Minister of Internal Affairs. “We 

could populate them in no time.” 

The Chieftain came back to the conversation: 

“How many accusations can we make?” 



“Almost 2000, the key ones,” replied the Beak. “We have 

informed them, if they keep quiet we won’t touch them. 

However these last few months they began to raise their heads.” 

“How many lines have we tapped?” 

“Over 50000, to mention only the political. We have three 

special cars that can intercept mobile calls in a perimeter of half 

a kilometre. They are on no book, we need no permits.” 

“So you can listen in even on me!” The Chieftain jumped 

up. “Why did nobody tell me about this?” 

“For security reasons.” 

“What security reasons? Everybody at this table knows.” 

“True,” imperturbably replied the Interior Minister whose 

eyes gave out a lurid flicker. “But if anyone would let the cat out, 

God have mercy on him!” 

“Gently with your threats!” drawled the Boar, a burly man 

with huge jaws and sharp crooked teeth. He was a leading 

businessman in the country and was trusted by the Prime 

Minister on account of his pecuniary contribution to the Party 

and personally to the Chieftain, which eventually cashed down 

tenfold; one of the few who were not afraid to tantalise the 

malicious and vindictive nature of the Interior Minister. 

“Simply informing you.” 

“I know you also listen in on us,” said the Boar between 

his teeth. “We ain’t no greenhorns, you know!” 

“You know too much” clattered the Beak, “and know-it-

alls get…” 

“That’ll do!” interrupted them the Chieftain to mitigate the 

tensions. “So, what’s the number in the lists you mentioned?” 

“Over 50,000,” complacently smiled the Interior Minister. 

“Not wasting your time, eh? But I never heard what you 

said. I only  know there are special intelligence means in this 



country, aimed at criminals, tax fraudsters, drug traffickers and 

corrupt politicians… Clear?” 

“Completely,” nodded the Interior Minister and again the 

familiar flicker danced in his eye. “I have never been afraid to 

assume full responsibility!” 

The two looked at each other and sparks, invisible to the 

others, flew between them. An instant afterwards, the Beak 

smiled wryly and continued: 

“Can’t it be simplified? So many people died from heart 

attacks, car crashes, and stray bullets?” 

The Chieftain sprang from his seat again. 

“Do you listen to what you’re saying in front of so many 

people?” 

“Anyway they could guess that. I prefer they know, I feel 

easier this way: when the secret is shared, our bonds are 

stronger.” 

After a brief reflection, the Chieftain snorted and took the 

floor again: 

“Those you’re talking about, were in the way of our 

business, but they were themselves up to the neck in shit. If we 

take it onto the opposition, the Europe guys will start howling. 

The Americans won’t support us either. Only Putin would show 

sympathy with our situation, but won’t take such a pain in his 

ass… There’s the E.U. for you now! If we’d come in power 

earlier, I would never have signed the treaty of our accession! 

Not for my sake, today people live worse!” 

He thought again a moment and then surveyed his 

followers, with half-closed eyes. 

“Now I want you to listen to me carefully… The tribe has 

difficulties guessing the right path, which is why it is a tribe. 

Someone must show it to the tribe. And that’s what we are doing, 

even though we make mistakes, history will excuse us. On the 



whole, everything is under control. From prosecution and police 

to a simple forest guard, everything is in our hands. Also, the 

banks, the big business, the media… There are a couple of 

newspapers and one or two televisions that still deceive the 

people. But the greatest danger comes from the social networks; 

anyone can jabber anything they want in them. This breeds 

anarchy! To all of them we must, too, show the right path. The 

so-called intellectuals are not dangerous, those who aren’t with 

us and prefer to die in peace are welcome, and nobody would 

interfere with them. The few exceptions are to give us colour in 

the eyes of Europe, including the NGOs which, I admit, are 

getting on my nerves. Pay attention to those, who are building 

up some business and are not looking in the right direction: 

taxes, police, and checks, help them find the right path… Well, I 

believe we all know our tasks. Someone has said “Everybody 

helps the common work with whatever he can.” Correct? 

“Yes, Sir… Chieftain!” some of them said. 

“Many of the people who elected us are regretting it now. 

We must not let them down! We must take care of them as true 

parents, love them, but never forgive their mistakes! If we are 

consistent and dedicated, we’ll cope with it. Happiness lies in 

caring for others! Cheers!” And he energetically raised his pint-

pot. 

“Cheers!” The others echoed vivaciously. The Chieftain 

was good at kindling them. 

 

 

Before getting up from his chair, the Hare realised again 

how difficult it was to see through his friend. He was never able 

to understand when the Chieftain was in earnest and when in 



jest, when he was exaggerating or fabricating it, and when 

bluffing or lying. Sometimes it seemed like the Prime Minister 

became tangled in his own words and contradicted himself, at 

other times it looked like he was extemporising and did not 

know what he was talking about. But he always believed 

himself. That was exactly why the Hare was unable to see 

through him, because he, too, believed him. 

Immediately after the toast the Hare rose from his seat, but 

felt embarrassed at once, and sat back again. It was too late. All 

the eyes around the table were fastened on him. 

Everybody considered the customs officer as one of the 

most innocuous in their company, and he was seldom noticed. 

Everybody knew him to be there only because of the Chieftain’s 

sentiments to his childhood friends, not all of them, of course. 

The Chieftain himself could see that voters appreciated this, and 

often gave away to the media different juicy stories from his 

past, in which his relatives, friends and classmates played some 

role. In this fashion, he simply advertised himself, assisting the 

yellow newspapers in filling up their pages, and they were 

genuinely appreciative and responded likewise. 

“Why d’ye stick out like a mast!” rumbled rather jovially 

the Premier. “If you feel like taking a leak, then go! Why 

torment your bladder?” 

They all laughed, including the Chieftain. 

“You know I take my leak after my ninth pint,” bashfully 

smiled the Hare. 

“One of your undisputable virtues!” 

A new outburst of laughter. 

“If it’s not this, then you need to say something, am I 

right?” 

“As always.” 

“Speak then.” 



The Hare took his pint in huge gulps, for courage, and 

inadvertently hiccoughed. Everybody burst laughing again, but 

this time they were wrong. The Chieftain knew full well that his 

chum of old didn’t start speaking unless he had a serious reason 

to; so he heavily hit the table and shouted: 

“What is so funny, then? You always seek to ridicule 

somebody. Who passed me the football to score the victory goal? 

This is the least reason why he deserves respect… You are going 

to listen carefully now, because I am sure he has something 

important to tell us.” Then he turned to the Hare: “Speak!” 

“Something’s going on in this state,” said the Hare quietly, 

after a brief silence. 

A moment ago these words would cause a burst of hearty 

laughter, but this time everybody’s tongue was tied. 

“Something’s always going on in a state, bro,” replied the 

Prime Minister with a definitive amicability. “This is why it’s a 

state, not an iconostasis, you know, although we kneel in front 

of it!” Pleased with his artistic expression, he waved an inviting 

glance around that was followed by a couple of handclaps. 

“Come, come, no need for grovelling!... What are you waiting 

for?” 

The Hare continued: 

“I meant something… something bad is happening.” 

“And what may that be?” 

“In the last three months all airplanes carrying passengers 

from Europe, Canada, the USA, Australia and some other 

destinations, are full of emigrant Nulls. I made a comparison 

with the last three years. Here!” 

And he handed over a file, which the Chieftain put at his 

side. 

“I am not into reading, you know. Go on!” 



“The arrivals—here I refer to Nulls only, who work or are 

emigrants—are over ten times more than those who’ve arrived 

during the previous years.” 

“Ten times!” The Prime Minister was dumbfounded. 

“Mostly young and well employed abroad. In order to 

come they have either taken an unpaid leave, or have quit their 

jobs. This is hard to tell from their papers. I asked some of them, 

they were both kinds. They avoid giving details.” 

“Did they bring their families along?” The Premier was 

beginning to worry. 

“Differently. Some had brought their children as well.” 

“Luggage?” 

“Most of them were carrying hand luggage and mostly two 

suitcases with presents. That’s confusing.” 

“It’s downright suspicious!” The Interior Minister jutted in. 

“Have you any explanation?” asked the Chieftain 

ponderously. 

“None,” replied the Hare. “But it looks to me there are 

signs of an organised campaign.” 

“Damn it!” burst out the Chieftain. “I don’t know if there’s 

any campaign, or that may be some idiotic coincidence, but right 

now I’m in no mood to deal with those migratory birds. There’s 

no jobs here for the local, and if those emigrants or only a part 

of them choose to remain… They will push the unemployment 

ratings to the limit!” 

“That is the least danger,” the Beak chipped in. “We need 

no uninvited guests right before the elections, let alone such 

know-it-alls as them! We need to cook up a law for them, that if 

they had not lived here the last year, they have no right to vote.” 

“Too late,” uttered the Rat again. This time he spoke 

lavishly long. “In a few days the Parliament will take a pre-



election vacation. Anyway, whatever the number of those 

emigrants, it would hardly impact the elections.” 

“No vacation before we pass that law,” sharply retorted the 

Interior Minister. “As to their numbers, every single vote of 

theirs against ours is a danger; it will influence the other voters, 

too.” 

“What if the world crisis pressed them to come and seek 

work here?” the Boar gave a muffled growl. “Most of them are 

young and well-educated. This means greater competition and 

lower salaries.” 

“You, the so-called businessmen, think only about money 

and nothing else,” the Beak snapped at him and cocked his nose 

menacingly, as though he wanted to peck at him. 

“And you, the so-called politicians, don’t think at all, blink 

like dullards and wonder what’s going on,” the Boar’s jaws 

chattered. 

“Beware of your language when you address the Minister 

of Interior Affairs!” 

“And a fine minister you are!...” the Boar’s eyes became 

bloodshot. 

“That you shall find when the economic police and secret 

services land on you!” 

“All right, shut up now!” said the Chieftain 

magnanimously in the end. Now, as usual, he wasn’t able to 

resist the temptation to delight in another round of strife 

between his associates. They were trying to find out who was 

closer to the Chieftain’s heart. “We have more important work to 

do.” He turned to the Hare again: “You have done well, it’s 

obvious who your teacher is.” 

“No need to ask, it’s you.” 



“I know you believe this sincerely. But let’s see now, how 

good a student you are. Which, above all, is most important in 

analysis?” 

“The proposed solution of a problem.” 

“And is there such?” 

The Hare did not reply, only pricked up his ears. 

“What’s wrong?” 

“I heard hissing. There’s a snake nearby.” 

The Chieftain laughed from the heart. 

“Here we have an entire menagerie: hares, rats, boars, 

beaks, why, there might be snakes too… Go on, have you a 

solution to offer?” 

All of a sudden the customs officer inexplicably changed. 

His facial expression altered, his body relaxed on its skeleton, as 

though another man entered his skin. His eyes bulged and his 

voice came alien, from a distance. 

“True… Only animals.” 

“What are you talking?” The Premier was well aware of his 

idiosyncrasies, they were amusing at times, but he wasn’t 

feeling like them right now. “What beasts?” 

“All of us here are animals,” repeated in his trance the Hare. 

“Animals.” 

“I guess I should forbid you to drink beer,” shook his head 

the Chieftain and turned to the others: “Any suggestions?” 

“Yeah,” said the Interior Minister. “We declare quarantine 

and annul all incoming flights, and then we compulsorily send 

back those who arrived these last three weeks.” 

“Are you mad?” the Chieftain gave him a curt rebuttal. 

“What quarantine, what compulsion? Immediately we’ll have 

human rights defenders and doctors without borders all over the 

place. We are in Europe, after all, not Cambodia.” 



“Were we in Cambodia, just a few decades ago,” the Beak 

said, “we’d have no emigrants, no unemployment. No elections, 

either.” 

“And we’d all be keeping alive with a mess-tin o’rice a 

day!” grunted the Boar. “And going to work on bikes, dressed in 

dungarees.” 

“Not all of us,” retorted the Interior Minister. “You and 

your comrades that have lost count of your money.” 

“Then maybe you mean our Leader, too?” viperously 

insinuated the businessman. 

“Didn’t I tell you two to stop!” yelled the Prime Minister 

and turned to the Hare. “Here are your snakes, they’re sittin’ 

right at our table.” 

The Hare sat down. 

“Anybody told you to sit?” nervously asked the Chieftain 

and the Hare sprang up to his feet instantaneously, his lean body 

convulsing. “Congrats, buddy, you’re way above their heads you 

are! From now on, you’ll be present at the sessions in the 

Interior Affairs. Mr. Interior will send men to you and starting 

tomorrow, you’ll be making copies of the documents of all 

incoming emigrants. The official label of this operation will be 

“strict control, potential threat of Islamic terrorism.” The same 

reason will be used in Parliament in order to continue working 

and voting. Whatever their plot, nothing will stay concealed, 

sooner or later it’ll all come in the light. Take your file, you’ll 

need it… As for his guys,” he pointed to the Boar, “as well as 

the guys of other good comrades of ours, they’ll be working 

cheek by jowl with the police.” 

“How come with the police?” retorted the Interior Minister. 

“We’ll be the laughingstock of the people. Most of these guys 

are former prisoners.” 



“What did ya say?” the Chieftain gaped with surprise at 

these words, but attempted to stomach it. “If you had to, if you 

could, why haven’t you arrested them yet?” 

“’Cause most of ’em are now businessmen, or bank owners, 

or television and newspaper owners… and they’re friends of 

yours.” 

The silence that followed was deafening. 

The Beak realised that none of this should have been 

spoken, and now he had to find the least painful way out of the 

trap he had laid for himself. 

Most of the men present immediately recognised 

themselves in his words and the tension round the table grew no 

end. The Boar began growling and chattering his jaws, ready to 

devour flesh. The Rat began to blink as damaged traffic lights. 

Neither he, nor anybody else round that table could believe their 

eyes. They knew there was a bit of creaking between the Prime 

and his Interior Minister, but it was the first time that they 

witnessed it revealed in public. All of them had their eyes fixed 

on the Chieftain. What would his reaction be? 

Not the one they anticipated: he did not burst out, he even 

smiled, but his smile was arrogantly polite, and his voice—

freezingly kind. 

“As I have said, Mr. Minister of Interior Affairs, I have no 

friends, only a mission. Its name is Nullia. For the sake of my 

Motherland I have renounced all human things. That is why I 

have been chosen by the people, that’s why they trust me, that’s 

why they’ll vote for me again: to be their Saviour… Now listen 

to me! Your job is to keep the Law and put the criminals in 

prison. If the people you are referring to are guilty and at large, 

that’d mean you did not keep the Law and should be put into 

prison with them. If they are innocent, they you’re not to blame. 

This means, you must apologise to them. Well, which is it gonna 



be?... I hope, the latter? Then allow me to help you: some of 

these blokes happen to be right at the table. You can offer your 

apologies immediately and I am sure they are quite eager to 

accept it.” 

The Beak expected anything but this, even a straight one in 

the face. But not this. Most poignant of all to him was this 

politeness. 

“Sorry, Boss! Myself don’t know what fit got the better of 

me. Of course, I’ll apologise to all. Just one thing, if you please, 

don’t address me with such politeness!” 

The Prime Minister, unlike his interlocutor, was able to 

contain himself within the limits, especially when dealing a 

punishing bloke. He was reasonable enough not to make new 

unneeded enemies. This time his smile looked genuine: 

“As you wish, Beak, or Mr. Minister, whichever you 

prefer?” 

“Not important!” The Beak was a happy child now. “I beg 

all of you to accept my heartfelt apologies!” 

Unlike relatives, common interests possess the ability of 

quickly healing all kinds of deteriorated human relationships. In 

an instant the unpleasant situation was forgotten, at least for the 

time being. Even the Boar looked sort of touched—his lips 

almost covered his jaw that was slightly stirring as though he 

were chewing his favourite truffle. All around the table were 

pleased with the dénouement of the conflict between the two 

most powerful in authority. The Interior Minister, who, after a 

fashion, was disturbing for all of them, was now humiliated in 

public and seemed surprisingly amenable and quieter than the 

grass. The Rat was keeping a wary eye on every mimic of his 

face and knew all was but a facade. If the banker could have his 

way, he would advice the Premier to keep on natural and 

magnanimous appearances, and not demonstrate, as now, his 



power bringing to bay a resentful fellow such as the Beak. But, 

as his favourite phrase went, “Too late, son!” 

Jocund, the Chieftain addressed the Interior Minister in a 

paternal and edifying tone: 

“Let me tell ya why these “bad lots” are important for us. 

First, because we are made of the same stuff, speak simple and 

understand each other on the spot. And second, because we 

always do our jobs to the end. Remember it! 

The Beak nodded. 

“Now I want you two to hug,” said the Chieftain 

unexpectedly. 

Both felt on pins and needles. 

“There are no eternal enemies, there are only eternal 

interests, am I right?” 

After a long hesitation, the Beak and the Boar came 

together and hugged each other. There was applause and general 

excitement. The Prime Minister truly knew how to raise their 

morale. 

“Before we click glasses at parting, bear in mind we leave 

out next Sunday. We’ll meet again on Sunday after the next. And 

now, cheers!” 

The company raised the perspiring pint pots and dried them 

to the bottom. A massive belch followed and here, as usual, the 

Chieftain was peerless. 

“Why are you still towering?” said he to his childhood 

friend, in patently high spirits. “Something else is bothering you, 

speak!” 

“You’ll laugh at me.” 

“I won’t, I solemnly promise.” 

“All right then… Several times, as the emigrants were 

crossing the waiting hall, the lights became stronger, the whole 



airport went bright as a Christmas tree, as thought the sun…” 

The Hare dropped his speech for excitement. 

The Chieftain could hardly suppress his smile. Hew knew 

about his occult penchants. 

“And I was having it that electricity in Nullia goes off 

often and it was getting darker, not lighter. Go on!” 

“And it looked as if they were extraterrestrial. I tried to 

take a shot with my mobile, but the battery collapsed.” 

“Keep on, keep on!” 

“Unprecedented energy, I felt it on myself. It gave me 

goose bumps all over. And more than that, I heard some 

sounds.” 

“What sounds?” 

“From outer space.” 

That was the limit! An uproarious laughter burst out, the 

lead for which gave the Premier himself. 

 

March, 2012 

As usual, this morning, too, Teddy drank her morning 

coffee while surfing Facebook. The better part of her online 

friends were Nulls and this habit not only kept her active, but 

also directed her, helped her follow the events in her native 

country, saved her hours of searching out a great number of 

websites and blogs, existing and coming into existence, whose 

great variety was always a surprise to her. 

More than twenty years ago, when Eastern Europe was 

inundated by the so-called “democracy”, the young girl had just 

graduated from the history department of the University and was 



working as a teacher in an out-of-the-way village in the province. 

As it was written in her “Komsomol biography,” her parents 

were ordinary, but intelligent people, and she was one of the 

excellent pupils in her class. What was more important, she had 

a strong intuition and even stronger ambition—to leave for good 

not the village, but the country, and to live in Europe. She was 

helped by Fortune in the person of a Dutchman of Nullian origin, 

who lived in Geneva and was visiting the village to inspect his 

grandparents’ property. They met accidentally in front of the 

village school and her smile bewitched him, while her freckles 

gave him the coup de grace. Later he confessed to her his secret 

craving to find a Null girl for a wife. He had been captivated by 

her gracefulness and sweet beauty, by her warm brown eyes and 

her blonde hair, but the freckles—pastel Nullian stars on her 

even more pastel face—of such he had never even dreamt. 

Two months later Teddy quit her job. 

A year later they were married and long time afterwards 

her parents were looking askance at her not for having married 

pregnant in the fourth month, but for learning it from their 

neighbours. 

Now Teddy was a genuine Swiss citizen and even a regular 

lecturer in the University of Geneva, her son was soon going to 

be eighteen, and it was long since they had split up with her 

husband, remaining friends. 

While reviewing her Facebook profile, Teddy first noticed 

Bobby’s message. 

Bobby was a computer specialist, living in Australia, in the 

beautiful and humid Brisbane. Teddy knew him from University. 

Bobby was a maths graduate and they’d probably never have 

met if it hadn’t been for a common passion of theirs. They were 

both members of a students’ rock-and-roll club and while 

rocking in the dancehall and shouting with delight, they fell in 



love. People foretold them they were meant to be an ideal family 

and the most active fortune-teller was a girl, a friend of Teddy’s, 

who was all the time urging her to marry Bobby, lest another girl 

should steal him from her. She was concerned with the financial 

matter of the fact, above all. 

Still a student, Bobby successfully created a computer 

programme for banking, which was going to sell well all over 

the world later and that, of course, would make him adequately 

wealthy. 

Teddy was well aware of what her friend meant, but one 

way or another, while making love with Bobby, while dancing, 

hitch-hiking or running around at meetings, she overlooked 

proposing or, most likely, was expecting him to take the lead. A 

typical programmer, in real life Bobby was autistic: and this 

made him an easy prey to seductresses. That was precisely what 

Teddy’s female friend did. First she took pains to cram some 

computer terms, to become informed about his programme, then 

she started wooing him while both were still in the university. 

She used but one tool only—flattering his Ego of a 

programming genius, called to conquer the world. But in order 

to do this, he had to find the right woman first. 

It took only a couple of months and Bobby yielded. First, 

he quit the club. Then he dated Teddy less and less frequently. 

By and by, Teddy’s friend managed to take full possession of 

him and, losing no time at all, only a few months later they 

registered their marriage. 

That was the first and last time when Teddy wept for a man, 

she split up with both of them and quit dancing rock-and-roll. 

Meanwhile she graduated and, as at the time there was job 

assigning, she had to become a village teacher. She took it as a 

punishment for her folly and lack of common sense. That’s why, 

whenever destiny allowed her a second chance in the person of 



the melancholy foreigner of Nullian origin, she never hesitated 

for a moment and acted after the fashion of her former friend. A 

few months later she was taking walks, arm in arm, with her 

future husband, along the romantic streets of Rousseau’s cite 

and was wondering how fast the memory of her former 

boyfriend was fading away. 

A good twenty years elapsed since. Bobby used to come, 

now and then, to her mind, in an apparent serenity, without any 

special feelings. This usually happened on lonesome evenings 

when her son was gone with friends and came home in the dead 

of nights, she pour for herself a glass of Nullian wine—they sold 

it in several shops in Geneva,—loosened herself and let the 

memory machine play anything arbitrarily. 

But this time Bobby, quite unexpectedly, contacted her on 

his own initiative. He knew neither where she lived, nor what 

she was doing, but as an experienced computer specialist, he 

guessed she might have a Facebook account. He sent her a 

friend request and she accepted it. For the first time since many 

a year, a burning ball rolled down through her from her head, 

and nestled in her belly. Teddy knew quite well the meaning of 

this: obviously, after so many years, she wasn’t as indifferent to 

Bobby as the imagined. An uncanny feeling of perplexity and 

incertitude seized her at this thought. She tried to wipe it away 

and unaware of what she was doing, she went to the fridge, 

automatically took a box of her favourite ice-cream, almost full, 

and gobbled it up at once. She was used to doing it long time 

ago and her parents never neglected reprimanding her. Her son 

had the same habit now, but she was trying to save her 

reproaches. Of course, her stomach pained, but the fiery ball 

disappeared. 

Little by little she and Bobby restored their friendship. 

Their new relationship was well regulated. The internet was a 



perfect instrument of maintaining this delicate balance. When he 

asked about her number or at least her skype, she flatly 

refused—their communication was to continue only through 

Facebook messages. Regardless of these computer impediments, 

soon she knew he had divorced, gained overweight, had no 

children and, in spite of his abundant wealth, was gloomy and 

lonely. The last two impressed her as a belated invitation, in 

which there was a hint of uncertainty and danger. Teddy did not 

comment on his state and tried to keep a polite, but indifferent 

tone. She replied she was also divorced, but not rich, nor lonely, 

that she was feeling perfectly happy with her son and missed 

none of that rock-and-roll stuff. Bobby realised then and there, 

that his invitation had been turned down, but decided not to give 

up. He tried to chat on the weather in “those years,” reminding 

her of several pleasant moments; he even tried to apologise for 

his mistake, but her reaction was adamant. Teddy wrote back to 

him, telling him they could continue their online contacts, as 

they had done, every now and then, on one condition: no 

mention of the past. He had to give in, for he was sure to lose 

her again, were he to try otherwise. For some time he kept the 

status quo pressed on him. But one night, having drunk more 

vodkas and beers than usual, he wrote to her that he was going 

on a business trip to Geneva and they could see each other over 

a cup of coffee, even if for a couple of minutes. Both knew there 

was no business trip at all, and in the long run Teddy stopped 

replying to all his messages for over two months. Then, to force 

her attention on him, Bobby placed on his Facebook wall a 

pathetic public letter, only to get a snapping reply from her and 

realise that again he’d made a mistake. He had never imagined 

that his former girlfriend, whom he had known for a darling and 

sensitive creature, could be so furious. In the end, they gradually 

continued their correspondence with a frequency that suited 



neither. At least, it gave them a feeling of safety—to Teddy, that 

she would not go through a new disenchantment; and to Bobby, 

that she was still with him and, most importantly, that he was 

not alone in this world. 

The first message she got this morning was his. 

“Hi there, ‘lady-partner’—that was the only connection 

with their common past she allowed him,—good morning! I 

drank up my noon beer long time ago and am still at home. It’s 

winter where you are, and the dampness and swelter are 

maddening. How are you? Has your young troublemaker started 

chasing the girls yet?... These days I am being under a 

permanent attack by some patriots. I know they are after my 

money and wouldn’t mind lending a hand, if only I could see 

sense. But it seems to me there is no sense, here.” 

Teddy knew Bobby had a generous hand. She decided to 

advise him not to give in, but on a second thought she realised 

that would put her in the position of a second wife, who frugally 

oversees their shared assets. And yet, she was curious about who 

these people were. 

“Good day and don’t overdo it with that beer, without 

tonsils you’ll catch pneumonia directly. We are fine and soon I 

leave for University… And who are those benevolent attackers 

of yours?” 

“Patriots, enthusiasts, two of them younger than us, live in 

Paris and London. All three use nicknames: the Radical, the 

Diplomat and the Prophetess, you’ll see them among my 

Facebook friends. I believe they’re interesting chaps… Know 

what, you’ve always been the better judge of people than me. I 

am the one for computers, banks and programming, you were 

right, I became totally autistic… Teddy! Why don’t you 

‘interview’ them?” 



Somehow, this sounded as “Would you wash my shirt?” 

But only somehow. So, “why not, I could!” she replied. 

“I’ll invite you for a drink,” was his reply, “whenever you 

are free, just connect with them, you’re in the same time zone. 

Run now, for your lecture is about 30 minutes later. I’ll be 

having an afternoon nap, bye!” 

After saying goodbye, Teddy went out, then down along 

the narrow cobbled streets, past fountains, toward her favourite 

University. 

 

 

She came home when the clock was approaching eight. 

One look was enough for her to see everything in the sitting-

room was precisely as she had left it in the morning. She peeped 

in the kitchenette, the food was untouched. Clearly, her son had 

not come back again; lately this was happening oftener and 

oftener. She came to his room and, just in case, knocked on the 

door. No reply. So she came in. 

Nobody. She opened the wardrobe and scrutinised its 

contents. Some clothes were missing. She fed the aquarium 

fishes, looked for the turtle and concluded her son had taken it 

too, as it was missing. Since early childhood, he was quite 

attached to all kinds of living creatures, his passion remained 

after his adolescence. Quite a number of them had lived in their 

house: cats, dogs, hamsters, an iguana, even a tiny, sprightly 

frog. They had taken it here from her Dad’s village in Nullia, in 

spite of Teddy’s resistance. Before leaving their flat in Geneva, 

the frog sent them hopping mad twice. The first was in the very 

beginning, when they let it slip on the plane and it started 

leaping, as a ping-pong ball, slaloming amidst the cheered-up 



passengers until it finally lighted up on an old German lady’s 

red, romantically curly hairdo. The victim was so disgusted that 

she took off her wig and hurled it on the matted aisle between 

the seats and flew all the way to Zurich like that—with a fierce 

expression on her face, making incessant, but doomed attempts 

to smooth down her natural white hair, bristling as a bunch of 

hay. The second and more dangerous incident with the naughty 

green pet was the latter’s successful attempt at leaping from the 

open aquarium on the child’s table (where her abode was), into 

eight-year-old sleeping Max’s gaping little mouth. Luckily it 

managed to leap back out before the frightened boy would shut 

his mouth and swallow it and choke. Fortunately, the little pet 

managed to escape some time after, but Teddy’s son thought for 

a long time his mom had thrown the frog out. Now there were 

only fishes and a small, pet turtle in their home. And for some 

time Max took the turtle out with himself on all occasions. 

Things were becoming clear now. Her son not only had a 

girlfriend, but another woman had taken her place and accepted 

him even with his pet turtle. How long was that going to 

continue, were they two going to meet one day? At this thought 

Teddy sharply turned her head and left the room. She shut the 

door nervously on the outside and did her best to calm down. 

She took a deep breath: she had made herself a promise never to 

be a jealous Nullian mother-in-law, and there are two sides to 

every story—in that way she could do less washing and ironing. 

Teddy took a shower. Poured herself a glass of red wine 

and sat back in her favourite armchair commanding a view of a 

small public garden in the coquettish little block where they had 

rented their cosy two-room apartment. The streetlamps outside 

imparted a fairy softness to the trees and shrubbery around. 

Their leaves were covered by the flimsy March snow, which had 

just fallen in feeble quantities; its last snowflakes were flitting 



about, splashed by the colourful tinges of the lamplights. Teddy 

knew the snow was going to melt the very next day. She half-

shut her eyes to enjoy a little longer the dance of the snow 

butterflies. By grades, she returned to the morning chat with her 

boyfriend from the students’ years, now a weighty Australian 

businessman. She felt a wave of anger beginning to take 

possession of her and in order to overcome it, she rose and sat at 

the computer. 

She entered Facebook and soon found Bobby’s 

acquaintances that he had mentioned that morning. She couldn’t 

make up her mind whom to tackle first. Perhaps the so-called 

Prophetess? No, she had had enough communicating with 

women today. A few hours ago she’d had a quarrel with the only 

Nullian colleague of hers, entirely in the spirit of the ancient 

tradition that Nulls should always quarrel, even if there are only 

two of them at the dire end of the world. So, this evening she 

decided to get in touch with the Radical. 

She clicked the button for sending a friendship request and 

got approval immediately. Now she could send him a message—

her fingers ran along the keyboard. 

“Good evening, Sir. I am Teddy from Geneva. Bobby 

asked me to contact you, if you don’t mind?” 

The reply was instantaneous. 

“Yes! I was expecting you! Happy to make the 

acquaintance, Teddy. Bobby said everything depended on you.” 

Before she replied, she noted the fact that the man on the 

other side did not stand on ceremony, inspired, as it were, by the 

frivolity of the English language, unlike her—in both her native 

Nullian and in French she adhered to the polite terms of address. 

“I beg your pardon?... What “everything”? Her inquiry was 

sincere and she wrote the last word in separate letters, then she 

had a gulp from her wine and the astringent taste began to ease 



her. Just for a second a thought crossed her mind that she had 

already began to form an addiction. 

“I mean his part, mostly financial, in the realization of our 

project. Didn’t he tell you?” 

“Actually… no, he didn’t. We had no time to discuss it at 

length. You, Sir, will tell me about it, but may I know your real 

name, please?” 

“Why’s that? We’re not gonna be lovers, right?” 

Her new acquaintance was indeed a rum bird and the 

reason for it was hardly in the English language. 

“Why would you hide your name, Sir?” 

“Don’t think I am being paranoid! I have solid proof that 

the Nullia services are spying on everybody who’s against the 

current regime. And as I keep contacts with a huge number of 

such people, I am most likely also under surveillance. If I were 

in the country such a measure would be unnecessary, they could 

easily track down my computer data. Here, however, I am 

beyond their reach… Why not drop that ‘sir’?” 

It was hard for her to behave with such familiarity to a 

stranger. 

“Even if they are listening in on you, what could they 

possibly do to you?” 

“Many things. But don’t you think I fear them! I am 

responsible for other people and therefore must be wary.” 

“When was the last time you were in Nullia, sir?” 

“Recently, during the autumn elections… Won’t you give 

up that ‘sir’ at last?” 

“All right… I was there last summer. Did you vote?” 

“I was sent from pillar to post and back, they did 

everything to prevent me from voting.” 

“I know that several other acquaintances of mine were not 

able to vote in Nullia.” 



“The ruling establishment are aware we are working 

against them and employ all means possible inside and outside 

the state to sabotage the civil rights of the emigrants.” 

“It feels weird… I have not discussed politics for a long 

time. Years ago we used to go around all meetings, processions 

and vigils… So, what?” 

“We would not get that far, if we’d chosen to go on with 

the meetings and hadn’t left our homeland.” 

“You only need to add we are to blame for all happening at 

home.” 

“You said it: at home. For what’s happening at home we, 

too, have certain responsibility. Our guilt is enough to remind us 

we are also to blame. Incidentally, mass protests in Nullia are 

back in fashion.” 

Teddy felt a mixture of irritation and curiosity to her new 

acquaintance. 

“Do you mean that the natural aspiration of a person to 

choose the path of self-realisation, without impeding other 

people, could be implicated with guilt?” 

“Yes, we concentrate on our personal well-being while our 

country needs us… Only children are innocent in Nullia.” 

A pause ensued. Then Teddy wrote: 

“Aren’t you too cruel to yourself and other people?” 

“That is why they call me the Radical… In the beginning I 

also used to complain and swear with the rest of them. Some of 

us even wept. Have you observed how a person weeps while 

chatting on Facebook?” 

“No.” 

“There are two indications. There is an abrupt pause while 

you’re chatting. Then the other party changes the subject and 

continues the chat like muddleheaded.” 



Such a long pause followed now. The Radical broke the 

silence first: 

“Teddy!... You aren’t weeping, are you?” 

The answer on the other side was curt: 

“Cheers!” 

“Cheers! What to?” 

“You say.” 

“To the success of our cause.” 

“So, it’s time you tell me about it, then… I’m all ears.” 

“We are building up a united organisation of the emigrant 

Nulls from all over the world. ‘Liberation’. We want to enkindle 

the youth, part of whom are not even born in Nullia.” 

“‘Liberation’? Why, aren’t we free? What I mean is, our 

country is developing in democracy, now it’s a member of the 

European Union.” 

While writing this down, Teddy had the vague feelings 

these were all copybook phrases. 

“Are you mad?” The reply was inexorable and not very 

polite. “The Premier is under investigation by an international 

commission on charges of criminal past. This bloke is the cover 

of criminals and monopolists, together they plunder the 

population with excises and taxes, together they steal European 

money and racket the business. There is unemployment, people 

are rummaging the bins, everyone who’s able to emigrate, 

leaves the country… The Nullian citizens need our help!” 

It wasn’t the first time when Teddy heard such thoughts, 

true, not so radical and so wrought-up, but she tried to keep a 

cool head and not pay attention. It could be said she was trying 

to keep one of her mother’s dicta—not to have a finger in every 

pie, but to take care of herself and her closest relatives. Another 

time it occurred to her that this wasn’t entirely right, her son, too, 



took her down a notch on that account, but what could she 

change, after all? She had no clue how to go on. 

“I admit I am confused. We’ve all come to a pretty pass… 

Is it possible to change the situation in any way at all?” 

“Nothing is impossible, Teddy. Long ago our forefathers 

fought arm-in-hand for their freedom. If need be, we will do the 

same. During the Balkan wars hundreds of thousands of Null 

emigrants returned to their homeland in order to fight for their 

country.” 

“And most of them perished when their country needed 

them so badly!” 

“Like it needs us—today!” 

At this juncture, Teddy realised that despite his utterly 

unceremonious behaviour, her interlocutor was no longer irritant 

to her. On the contrary, he had begun to inspire in her 

amazement, even admiration. She wrote on an impulse: 

“I admit I haven’t had such a conversation for years. You 

speak about our forefathers, about the Balkan wars… I’ve 

grown unused to hear such stuff.” 

The Radical gave her no second for hesitation. 

“Get used to it! While we outside are basking in ‘our 

standards’, our country is being outrageously devastated!” 

“I cannot agree,” retorted Teddy, “that I am ‘basking in my 

standards’, my life is a battle I fight alone every day. And we 

cannot talk about devastation when new roads and highways are 

being constructed, and buildings are being restored.” 

“On account of the giant commissions in the pockets of 

politicians, the new highways begin to crumble before they have 

even been finished.” 

“This may be so, but there are construction works, even 

though on the surface of it, and everything is happening 

according to some democratic schedule. After all, we aren’t 



living in the 20th century. No one is arrested or assassinated for 

political reasons.” 

“Good gracious, Teddy! You have absolutely no idea 

what’s happening there! Nullia is plunged into an economic and 

political genocide, the gallows and fire-squads of the past have 

been replaced by famine and police outrage… Fear and 

hopelessness have seized the people; the ruling party will go to 

all lengths to keep their power. We must return to liberate our 

country. And I am ready to die for this cause!” 

“All right. Let me ask you, a cause is an idea that sets a 

significant and, if possible, a realizable purpose. What is your 

purpose?” 

“I know what you’re hinting at. The situation seems 

hopeless only because we dare not imagine it could be remedied. 

With difficulty, but it could. Strikes, demonstrations, civil 

disobedience, if need be, taking up the arms, until those bandits 

are thrown out and requited! And you must know one thing: 

deep in their hearts they are dying of fear!” 

“Suppose we succeed… What after?” 

“After that the country will be ruled through referenda, as 

is Switzerland.” 

Teddy drank up her wine and looked at her watch. It was 

close to midnight. At that time she would usually be asleep or 

trying to fall asleep, keeping her healthy ways on account of 

which once she ridiculed her mother; now her son ridiculed her 

for the same. 

The Radical seemed to be reading her thoughts. 

“It’s probably time you went to sleep. But I have not told 

you the most important yet.” 

“Don’t worry, I can be a little late tomorrow… But before 

that I want to ask you something I don’t understand. How could 



they admit us into the European Union and why are they still 

tolerating us?” 

“They needed our markets and this made them shut their 

eyes. And now they’re at bay how to deal with us. Take a look at 

the statements of the politicians in the West, enter their websites, 

read the news—they all call us the Mafia state. Shame and 

disgrace!... The other day I went to Paris on business, tried to 

pick up a French girl, she asked me where I came from and I 

said I was Chinese.” 

“You made me laugh!” Teddy felt a distant, long forgotten 

excitement. It’s been a long time she hadn’t talked with a 

strange man, younger than her at that. 

“Glad of it,” went on passionately the Radical. “I seldom 

succeed with my jokes… Most people of my generation think 

likewise, not only emigrants, but those who live in the country, 

as well. We, the younger, should take things in our hands. Don’t 

you think so?” 

“On the whole, I do. Would this mean you’ll quit your job, 

your peaceful life… the French girls?” While writing the last 

words she felt a little uneasy—that seemed a bit too playful, and 

Teddy, critical of herself as she always was, defined it as an 

attempt at flirting. Her friend paid no attention to her quip. 

“There is time for everything. During a war, life changes 

thoroughly.” 

“During a war?” 

“We are in battle; you are now one of us, one of the 

thousands of emigrants on the battlefield.” 

“Have you ever been in the army?” 

“I was expecting that question. I have never been in the 

army and I have never lived through my own revolution. But the 

time comes for everything. And our time to do something 

important in our lives has come!” 



“How many are you that are ready to return home?” 

“Tens of thousands. We have set ourselves a term, a year 

and a half, to get prepared. We must not allow the next elections 

to happen, as so many times before now. We foresee a change in 

the Constitution and the referendum will become the principal 

form of government.” 

“What if your plan fails?” 

“Then we go out in the streets! Revolution!” 

“Good God!” 

“We rely on your friend and other Nulls to support us 

financially.” 

“Are you serious? To perform a coup d’état in the 21st 

century, in a E.U. member state?” 

“Don’t call our rebellion a coup d’état!” 

“They won’t allow any of this to happen!” 

“Nobody’s gonna ask them!” 

“The abyss between elites and people is global. If the status 

quo of one country is overturned, that could start a chain 

reaction in all of Europe, as this happened in the Arabian 

countries.” 

“Nothing can be better! Our little Nullia will put the 

beginning of the battle against the hegemony of globalism!” 

“You really believe that!” 

“We both believe that, Teddy!.. Will you talk to Bobby?” 

“I will.” 

Immediately after blurting out her short answer Teddy 

realised two things. The responsibility she took upon herself, 

and, second, that from that day on nothing was ever going to be 

the same as before. Vague and dangerous challenges would 

confront with her calm and comfortably arranged life. But 

wasn’t she, in spite of all her precautions, aspiring precisely 



toward this, after all? Even it weren’t true, hadn’t she to give 

herself a little more time for consideration? 

Again did the Radical forestall her: 

“Don’t feel sorry for your promise. Your son will be proud 

of you. And now, cheers! Welcome to our fold!” 

“Cheers!” She wrote and drained the glass of wine. “Tell 

me something about yourself!” 

“I live in London. I am a sculptor, work with stone. In the 

beginning I earned my living with my art, sold to private 

collectors here and in Paris, but they were struck by the crisis 

and the orders came to an end. A colleague and I created a small 

factory for tombstones, Europe is getting older and for now we 

have work. I hope one day to go back to sculpture, but right now 

I have given myself entirely to our organisation. That’s all. Good 

night.” 

“Good night!” 

While pulling the curtains of her bedroom windows down, 

Teddy noticed how the wind outside was swirling the 

snowflakes in a spiral and they were chasing each other in the 

air like multicoloured butterflies. Since her childhood, she had 

never seen such a beautiful winter. 

 

Translated from the Bulgarian by Petko Todorov Hinov 
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