Week 9 - Abandoned Soviet Sanatorium
Can you hear the silence?  Everyone is enjoying themselves.  Abandoned, relaxed with the surroundings.  The offices are full of work.  There, the ghosts labour twenty-four seven, to toil all day and night.  Luxurious, made better than the most expensive hotel rooms for the sick that believe the hard times are behind them.  Like everything, they left the long, lone illness behind them, walked away from that, no, not forgotten.  Painful memories, they are always in the back of the mind.  With a new mot comes new life, that has made them whole again, to walk with fellow man once more. This is a genius of humanity that has helped a load of people.  Now lost love, everyone has moved on, like the neglected architectural design that were fit for us all.  Think of its beauty, to be made so well to make you well.  When you have beauty, you enjoy the silence of sanity, with the wisdom of watching the countryside, full of creatures living in a green landscape, calling to each other with love songs from above.  Like the decorative painted walls in some of the rooms, when you look, you can see the grey marble statues inside and out, with same coloured veined marble ceilings, still breathing the heartbeat sounds with that echo.  Voices of heroes who have been and gone, fit for the people of any empire. Tskaltubo Spa Resort; ditched into a time warp.  Still stuck in the 1950’s, similar to the movie, The Shining.  You could only indulge in a different world that compels you, if only you were there in it.  Heyday, the best is to come with these wonderful baths.  Caesar would be proud of these immaculate baths.  Into the events, the main man, Stalin, used it as a military Sanatorium of the Soviet Union, and his own place of rest sheltered as he stayed and had a few rooms to himself in the hotel.  A bathhouse named after him, “Stalin’s Bathhouse; number 6 with its own private pool built for him.  Times have moved on for the local people.  The decaying buildings are all around them.  The same can’t be said for them, the poverty.
Upkeep cost money, especially when you’ve worked hard for it once. The same with your lost.  Gone, families before you, it’s hard to work again when you’re old, left with the maintenance that a lot of people have paid in full with their lives.  Once you have aged, the cracks show, especially are one of last of the disregarded few, time does not change.
History moves on when you’re all gone and buried in the ground.  Heroes?  What heroes!   
They give it back after they take it all.  A game of chess, one big checkmate.  No…no, one just, no one could not move a stalemate, so you made up new rules to get rid of the other when you have a war.  They called it religious ethnic cleansing at the time, same as the spas, they made you better and clean?
What is good for some people’s minds is not good for others.  Smell the decay - it’s all around, like the fountain of water that turned red with blood.  Radisha, an 82-year-old man lost his leg[1].  Now he’s got one leg going forward and one lost behind him in time of war.

