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Above the sea of ​​thorns, loneliness floats in a cloud,
quietly bubbling like a hotly-inflamed porridge,
golden ginger root.
I know I'll find you soon, somewhere in the mountains,
My sweet cookie, my dearest image.
Silence is my sorrow and I don't want to know it,
I will find solace in a smile and in passion.
In the embers of love, where fire gnaws at the twigs,
a fast-eating flame, the silence between us will quickly crack.
Full of laughter and forget-me-nots, you will be shining, my dear, even at breakfast.
Once upon a time… but how much rain, huh? A downpour, in the season when winter is leaving but spring has not yet arrived, and on the Misty Island the rain pours down like a bucket.
That day, it was raining outside as if someone was having a watering contest and had drilled holes, not just in the allowed places on the watering can. Is there a law about where holes should be drilled on a watering can? I don't think there is. But there is a law about how an eight-year-old boy should feel, who has parents who are going to separate. Such a boy should feel guilty, scared, and sorry. Matthew was eight, he was quite sad and scared, but he wouldn't admit it even to himself.
‘Once upon a time,’ Matthew thought at that moment, ‘there was rain and a house...’ Matthew's eyes widened. ‘Look at her.’
‘Look at this house!’ - its roof just disappeared behind the opposite door. There must be a Ferrari engine installed in its basement.’
‘Matt… Matthew?’
The therapist's voice penetrated the boy's world like a drill. Matthew shook out his curls... he had drifted off into his thoughts. In the last three months this had happened to him constantly and made him feel terribly guilty. But the worst thing was his eyes, because they were getting wetter from the rain that was drowning the Misty Island.
However, crying was his own business and no one had the right to nag him about it.
Matei was aware that, like a real scoundrel, he was wandering around his own head unkindly... and-and-and... that's exactly why they made him see a doctor. His parents thought he was going crazy. Ha! Worried, Matthew asked himself conscientiously: ‘Am I going crazy?’ And he answered himself quite honestly: ‘I'm not, but mom and dad are totally crazy.’
Matei guessed that the only one who went beyond the order of everyday life was Blueberry. However, Blueberry was real. Completely real, no matter what they told him.
The psychotherapist's office didn't look like a doctor's office. It was filled with miniature waterfalls that moved marble balls with their momentum. Spread out in sprawling clay plates, green gardens were sprinkled with river pebbles and small rocks, and arranged next to two feet high bonsai oaks and pots with colorful flowers. The door of the office opened onto a winter garden, from the ceiling of which strawberries hung. The setting had to be natural and very soothing, because ‘psychotherapist’ means a doctor who calms your nerves. ‘Idiot story,’ the boy decided, because for him this afternoon was filled with tears of rain, scraps of yawns, disgruntled grunts and unspoken curses. All this wasn't at all soothing, was it? Suddenly, from behind the pot with the blue, tufted flower, Blueberry peeked out. Matthew jumped.
‘Hey,’ the doctor said, startled.
‘Nothing,’ Matthew shot back and sat down again.
‘You can’t do this, Matthew, you’re not helping me’ - the therapist shook his head reproachfully, – ‘but you should help me. It’s hard at home for you… your parents’ divorce and all that. You’re lonely… but I’m here for you and now you can talk freely. Your father told me that you have an imaginary friend that you play with.’
The doctor dismissed these words as a ‘sudden attack, right on target,’ but Matt had expected them from the very beginning. It was a mistake that his father heard him laughing with Blueberry. A huge mistake, but could a normal person expect - to see a grown man standing behind the door and eavesdropping on his son. Then the father basically spat everything out in front of his mother. After the typhoon of yet another scandal passed, with the topic: ‘Which of the two is to blame for the child being so sensitive, for crying all the time and for not being well with his nerves?’, his mother and father unanimously decided that Matthew needed psychotherapy. Whatever that complicated word meant. They hadn’t judged unanimously for a long time – they usually accused each other of whatever came before their eyes.
Matthew became more aggressive – he wanted to stop the invasion of his territory at the root. The adults didn't understand anything.
‘Well, I'm just making up things to keep me from getting bored’ – the boy replied cautiously but cockily. – ‘Is there something wrong?’
‘I understood that you can even smell your friend,’ the psychotherapist continued harshly.
‘Traitorous parents,’ Matthew thought, ‘of course I can smell it. Blueberry smells like chocolate blueberry cupcakes, and that's great. It's a good thing I didn't speak about the House. I'm always getting myself into trouble!’ Matthew licked his dry lips - he had to answer the doctor.
‘In school they teach us to make up stories – that's how imagination develops.’
It was just like the white beans – the grown-ups only hear things they understand. Anything different worries them to death. The grown-ups would pretend they didn’t see anything, even if the weirdos had settled down to live in their bed and paid their rent regularly. How could they see Blueberry? And the boy took matters into his own hands – mom and dad had to calm down – to give Matt time to sort things out.
‘Stories, then,’ the therapist looked at the boy for a moment. His gaze was not very reassuring, ‘okay then.’
‘Can I leave now?’ a hint of hope crept into the boy's voice.
‘No, my boy,’ the therapist smiled almost sinisterly, ‘your father will pick you up in an hour to go to the lawyer downstairs. Now tell me about this ‘real’ friend of yours.’
An hour, and then the downstairs. Matthew already knew that lawyers were the people who separated parents in the courts. The people who measured, weighed, and cut families in two.
‘Fake stories,’ muttered Mathieu, ‘there’s nothing to talk about them.’
‘Well, then, we’ll be silent for an hour,’ the doctor pursed his lips. His smile was now truly sinister. ‘Give me two minutes…’
The therapist got up from his chair and left, and the boy bristled at his. A whole hour, and then the lawyer from downstairs. There was no escape in sight – he had been trapped.
Blueberry appeared at the waterfall with the spinning marble ball.
‘Quuu-ick,’ she shouted, ‘I saw the House.’
Blueberry was small but full of energy. She was nice when she wanted to be and very harsh when being nice wasn't particularly smart. In fact, she was harsh most of the time. She had grassy green eyes and skin the color of milk chocolate, sprinkled, for luxury, with a thousand freckles of candy violets. Blueberry was beautiful and extremely smart. When Matt said he was going to catch the House, Blueberry encouraged him. Encouragement he could no longer expect from his parents. Matt was eight years old, but he knew very well that his family would soon disappear.
His mom and dad kept telling him he was special and they loved him, but they had lost the ribbon that connected them. Ribbon? Seriously? They thought he was a baby. Matthew didn't sleep for two nights, but he discovered what connected his parents. The Runaway House – it connected them!
Until a year ago, for the three of them, the House was just a joke. It was a joke that Matthew laughed at because his parents laughed. It was nice!
Mom and Dad didn't want Matthew to grow up in an apartment. They had chosen the house they wanted, but they didn't have the money for it. They stuck its picture on the refrigerator to remember how much they wanted it. However, the house kept ‘running away’ from them and eventually turned into the Runaway House. But one day, the jokes and teasing turned into accusations. ‘You can't buy a house!’ - the mother gritted her teeth at the father. ‘Buy it yourself... You work, right!’ - the father replied angrily.
Blueberry appeared that same day. Matthew first noticed her in the photo, next to the House, then the little one jumped out of the photo and started popping up wherever she wanted. Matt soon realized that only he could see her, and the thought filled him with pride – she might not have her own room, but she had her own secret.
‘The house slipped behind the door. Where the ‘uncle doctor’'s strawberries are.’
‘The strawberries are his, so we're leaving,’ Blueberry snapped.
‘What does he have to do with it?’ Matthew didn’t understand.
‘Everything,’ Blueberry laughed and pointed to the pots, ‘everything has something in common – him, the flowers, and… the lawyer from downstairs – because there’s no moss here.’
‘Your words don't make any sense,’ Matthew snapped.
He didn't like it when Blueberry spoke vaguely and slurredly. No one would speak vaguely and slurredly to him anymore. The vague and slurred words meant only one thing: They said things that made his head and stomach ache, and the crushing feeling of guilt scratched at his heart. Tears welled up in his anger. Matt pushed back his curls and quickly pulled his sleeve over his eyes.
‘Have you chosen what you will be?’ Blueberry smiled at him.
Matthew spun uneasily on his heel.
‘Are we going to catch her?’ he asked.
‘Who?’
‘The House.’
‘Whoah!’
Blueberry jumped up excitedly, but then repeated seriously.
‘What will you be, tell me?’
‘All avatars are stupid,’ Matthew muttered.
Green eyes shone with emerald sparks.
‘Choose quickly, this is not your stupid computer to hang around on,’ the little girl snapped.
Matthew was startled by the metallic notes in the girl's voice.
‘You're pretty... don't be angry,’ the boy sniffed, trying to appease her.
‘You're spreading like soft dough for buns’ Blueberry snapped at him. ‘Sooob!’
‘I'm not crying’ the boy shrugged humbly. ‘Where are we going when we're not even home?’
‘Like you're feeling home when you're at home? Stay here or leave now.’
The grassy look in Blueberry's eyes darkened almost to an oily color. Matthew scolded himself mentally - she was helping him, and he was acting like a baby. The boy took her little hand.
Blueberry squeezed his thumb, but then hurried away.
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