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Creative Portfolio                                  by Kseniia Kulykivska
My Creative Portfolio consists of:
1. [bookmark: _GoBack]2 chapters of my science fiction novel written in literary style - ‘Grandpa, Where Are You From?’
2. A piece of flash fiction in the genre of science fiction - ‘Bibo’
3. An extract from a short dystopian, magic realist story - ‘No Home’

Grandpa, Where Are You From?
Chapter 1
A tall, shadowy figure rounds a grey corner of a triangular building. The city seems to hold nothing but the idea of simplicity and similarity of things. His pace is slow; there is nothing for him to rush for or from. His lips, touched by a cruel hand of age, hum birdy-like sounds. The old man feels like a child who just sneaked candy from under their mom’s nose. The wrinkly corners of his lips lift ever so slightly from the simple joy of life. The familiarity of this city makes him relive his childhood memories, his history, and see his identity in the eyes of brutal blocks. A sweet taste of peace spreads through his mind - a syrup that is happiness.
Temptation possesses his feet, making them cross each other’s designated paths, leading to one of his favourite destinations. And all of his problems will be forgotten as soon as he touches an iron door, cold to the touch, but sweet to the memory. He awaits for the moment of a burning liquid to rush down his throat in hopes of retaining his sensibility until the end of the day. But work comes first; that’s what they used to say, that’s what they were taught, that’s what he was programmed to believe. 
Trees changed their dressing not so long ago; they now look rustier with golden beams of sun that wrestle to break through thick, brown wires, to touch humans with their blessing from above. As unappreciative as we humans can be to the sublime heavenly touch of this perfect landscape, amidst the gloom and repetition of things, we selfishly look only to our own feet. The brutality of those endless grey blocks buries its roots of the communist past somewhere 6 feet under. He, the watchman of this terrain and its history, feels like a fish in the sea. The streets often remind the old man of prison, and as a watchman, during his usual mid-day rounds, he keeps an eye on jailbirds nesting in their artificially created comfort. A five-story building stretches to his right along with a set of grey brick garages to his left, and in the middle of this tandem of constructive architectural peace walks the guardian of the past – Anatoly. 
Anatoly possesses a great power to observe things in their slightest details; with the eye of a hawk, he keeps the peace alive and blossoming, just like his cherished orchids on the windowsill. He looks inside every window, examining humanity’s cells framed with iron grids and glass, without consent or a warrant. Their walls, covered with layers of putty, paint, and thin flowery wallpaper, a dusty carpet to one side, behind an even dustier sofa, to create an illusion of the space being smaller than it is. Perhaps, such methods of cover are there only to protect their secrets from the walls that might have ears. The terror is still there, Anatoly thinks to himself, that warm rush of blood, their eyes afraid of every dark, mouldy corner, looking out for the Soviet self-loading pistol colt 5.45 starring right at them with a single blank eye.
As he examines those nurtured islands of similitude, each one being the same, his soul jumps inside with excitement, that shakes and punches the walls of his old body. Everything stays as it should be, each thing in their designated place: his past and his present, and his full of hopes future combined. Anatoly comes from a country that lives on in memories and history, not forgotten but definitely not desired either. The USSR was Atanoly’s life: 40 years of communism, 40 years of happiness, 40 years of a meaningful life. 
His wrinkled hands in his pockets touch cold coins and aimless money, his fingers rattle them in a tumultuous dance. As he walks, Anatoly looks at his leather boots, just a glimpse, perhaps to spot another coin on the ground. And if he finds that coin, he will show it to his granddaughter, and give it to her for future luck. His feet stumble, the black leather of his boots contrasts with the grey concrete street. But the contrast of black, grey and white is interrupted by single splashes of yellow, orange and red from the trees above. If he looks at his feet long enough while walking, everything starts twirling, and his head gets dizzy. 
Anatoly looks up at the dreary sky, thinking of his long-gone parents and how it would feel to hold their hands in his again. Suddenly, the light patter of his boots along concrete changes to a piercing splash. He stops and lowers his gaze to his boots again; they now bathe in a puddle. The old man peers into the quavering mirror of nature, distorting his true shape into a creature from somewhere above - a creature with an aim, a purpose, and a job he pursues until his last breath. A second later, his reflection shows a youthful man in his 20’s: dark hair frames a high forehead, deep gray eyes reflect on the grey imagery around him, and a face that is due to be touched by the cruelty of age. 
Anatoly looks at his own reflection and memories begin to rush through grey cells while he sends happy signals to himself and to anyone who hears the worn-out leather playing in the cold, autumn puddle. He raises his hand to touch that whirl of dark hair, only to feel chilled bare skin. And the distorted reflection of reality fades, to reveal his old self to the grey, watery eyes. 
‘Mom, I want to jump in a puddle too!’ demanded a child passing by, holding her mom’s hand. 
‘I am wearing my rubber boots!’ says the girl, excitement growing in her young eyes. 
The mom, clearly in a rush, ignores the demands of her own childish reflection. She looks at Anatoly, who raises his hand to wave at the little girl, and her face changes. Judgment - that’s what Anatoly sees in her eyes. 
‘She probably thinks I am a local madman. Tch, you should probably listen to your child, you,’ murmurs Anatoly to himself. 
He smiles at the little girl with two braids falling on her shoulders, dressed all in purple. He waves at her, and the girl smiles back. But in realization, quickly turns her head to her mom, who now gives the old man a cold stare, immediately moving her heels faster. His head starts to buzz, with computer-like beeping and clock-ticking noises.
‘I know, we are almost there. Old man will fix us,’ says he and continues to walk. 
Simple grey buildings change into even more grey buildings, but with built-in colored shops on the ground floors. He approaches a red metal door in the corner, and with a light push, he enters his final destination – hуndelyk. 
‘100 grams of Comradery, my Dear!’ 
The woman behind a wooden bar turns to the glass shelfs behind her back. Her small, black heels click on the white tiled floor, the sound echoing in the cold room. The yellow, smoke-stained walls are covered with photographs of old Kyiv. Anatoly’s favorite is the one that shows Khreshchatyk - the center of the city, and the center of his soul. All of the other printed moments and memories on the walls depict the pathos of Soviet architecture of the Stalin period mixed with Ukrainian Baroque. The combination of both, reflected in the style of those tall and gracious buildings, often made people feel small and frail. 
‘Tolya!’ exclaimed an old man holding his shot glass in one hand and a cigarette in the other. He invites Atanoly to sit with him at the cheap, plastic table and drags a squeaky plastic chair along the clean floor. The grey old eyes follow everyone’s movements until the sound of a shot glass pierces the hospitality of the room with a loud clink.  

Chapter 2 
Anatoly finally feels the long-wanted liquid running down his throat, and it settles the buzzing in his head. He knows what to do, his duty; it is hidden behind that rusty metal door near the toilets, and before that, he has to walk through a corridor with a mouldy wooden floor. The corridor is often immersed in shadows, and no one seems to pay attention to that, because the map of this place can be drawn with one’s eyes shut. 
He puts a shot glass on the bar, his body leans onto the wooden surface. 
‘Is Fedor here by any chance?’ asks Anatoly the barmaid. 
‘I don’t keep track of his whereabouts. What do you need?’ says she as her hand reaches to grab the empty glass. 
‘Another one?’
‘Between the first and last the break must be fast. Go on, Darling,’ he smiles at the barmaid as he twists his torso, the head follows to look at the TV that sits high in the right corner of the room. 
‘I think I need my head fixed. Those noises are becoming unbearable,’ another shot is placed near his hand, he grabs it and briskly empties the glass. 
‘And for how long have the noises been bothering you? I might just quickly call Fedor to see if he can help,’ the barmaid grabs a towel from the wooden bar and starts polishing the glass. 
‘For a week, but…’ He doesn’t finish his sentence because the woman behind the bar interrupts him with a loud exclamation. 
‘Ahhh! For a week? Tolya, what in the devil were you thinking?’ 
‘Darling, you know me, I hate these, uh, medication shmetication. What will it fix, tell me? The buzzing will always be there, I just need more shots. Would you mind? Where are you going?’ 
The woman suddenly opens a door on the left side from the shelves and walks into a small closet with a wooden chair, a table, and a bright red phone on it. She rustles through the papers on the table, her face frowning. She finds what she wants, pulling out a small flip notebook and grabbing a black pen that lies on the floor; she briskly writes something down. Anatoly stands there, oblivious to the fact that it might mean something horrible, but he only smiles to himself while watching the barmaid being worried about him. It is a nice feeling to have when someone worries about you – you suddenly feel needed, suddenly, the realization that someone might cry when death seeps in strikes his electric brain. 
He feels this way about his granddaughter, who always reminds him of himself: artistic, clever, talented, and always shining with positivity. She is his gold, his pride, and now the vessel of his memories. Every working day of the week, he walks her to school, and she is always excited to ask him more about the long-gone childhood he once had. And he would tell her about the green, endless fields, and reminisce about his job at a restaurant, playing the saxophone for stupid money. He tells her everything, and with his stories, the Soviet Union remains present in the world that was ruined by democracy. When she becomes old enough to understand politics and human struggles – he will tell her all about the wonders and riches of the ghost country.
‘Hello? Fedor? Thank god! No, not at all. Listen, we might have a problem. No, a different one,’ the woman’s voice sends Anatoly back to reality. 
‘Mh, okay. Got it. Right. Yeah,’ she nods as she speaks; her black hair falls on her forehead, which makes Anatoly laugh because she looks like one of those car toys that constantly shake their small, plastic heads. 
‘I will, yeah. Bye,’ her eyes turn to Anatoly, her face expression fades into the normal mask she puts on every morning before going to work. 
The woman puts the phone down, and scribbles something in the notebook quite fast, then shuts it close and places it on the same chaos of a table. That table is always filled with paperwork, and for people unfamiliar with the place, it might indicate poor management. But to Anatoly, it was, simple as that, just a number of papers scattered along the red, scratched wooden surface, holding the history of every man that walks in. The door closes behind her, and she walks out of the small room approaching the old man who is waiting to hear some answers. 
‘And what was that about?’ asks Anatoly, putting both arms on the table. He crosses them under his chest and leans onto the bar. 
‘You and your childish behavior. You should thank Fedor for being so kind to you. If you weren’t one of the best at your job – he would say ‘go to hell’ and hang up,’ she grabs the towel again and looks for a glass to polish. 
‘Tch, Darling, don’t pick on my brains,’ he lets out a big sigh.
‘I thought you would remember that the thing inside your brain saves you from dying, considering your years of expansive alcoholism,’ the barmaid raises the sparkling glass to the ceiling to look for any fingerprints and gets another crystal receptacle in her manicured hands. 
Anatoly’s head starts buzzing again, the vibrations pierce his whole body and send electric waves through it. He grabs his bald head with his swollen hands and shuts his eyes. He can hear the small gears moving; they rattle and squeak, asking for something only Fedor can provide.  
‘See, and this is what I mean by saying that you are just stupidly childish, Tolya. He will be waiting for you at the ‘Rodina’ café. Quick, he has somewhere to be,’ the barmaid gives him a small ticket that says his name and date of birth: 8th of March 1949; with a photograph of him in his 20s glued to it. He takes the ticket out of her hand and places it in the left pocket of his jacket, patting it gently once it sits comfortably close to his heart. 
‘Give me another one, and I will leave you to your frustration,’ says he, and a smile grows on his face, revealing even more wrinkles and age lines that feel like his face is being tightened from both sides of his ears. 
‘Tolya, just go for God’s sake!’ The woman throws a damp towel at him; her eyebrows rise in nuisance. 
Anatoly can only laugh back as he covers his face with his arms crossed, slowly moving his feet towards the dim corridor. The joy shivers his body because in one minute and 45 seconds he will enter a warm, sunny day somewhere on the 12-th of April 1961. 
His steps echo from every wooden panel and two dark walls that lead to two doors: the toilet and the glistening past. He can’t see the doors, but he knows they are there. He knows which wooden panel screaks the most and which part of the wall has a strip of wallpaper holding on to the glue’s last breath. Without seeing the room, he can feel it, as he can clearly sense a smell of chlorine used to clean the toilets, and his senses guide him right through the sawdust door. 
The toilets are much brighter than the rest of the place: white tiled floors, ghost-pale tiled walls, off-white cabins, and a pearly-white sink with a mirror above it. He often thinks to himself of those toilets deliberately being so white, just to shine the light on things he doesn’t usually notice. Every dusty spot in this room makes him frown and look elsewhere. The LED lamp on the ceiling diffuses the bright light; it flickers every fifteen seconds, that’s how he knows how much time he spends here: thirty seconds to empty his bladder, nine seconds to wash his hands, and a second to look at the aged and frightening reflection of himself in the mirror. Different shades of white force him to do things quickly. Unlike in his house, this toilet room holds no invitation for regular 30-minute newspaper reads on a smooth surface of a shiny toilet seat. 
Forty seconds is the time he spends there; the last five he spends leaving the toilets, right into the same dim corridor, automatically stretching his left arm to the side. His fingertips touch the cold, metal door, damaged by smoke, time, people, and perhaps age too. Anatoly feels as if he is touching his own flesh, even though his body is completely warm and soft. The bullet holes and knife scars rip the strong flesh; the loops scream and squeal from every contact with the long, old hand. The door looks like it has lived through the first and second world wars, and all of the wars prior, but was able to remain true to its steel morals. Anatoly unites with the door and pushes it further, as the black matter consumes the soles of his shoes, fluid-like, drowning the old body in darkness. He closes the door and doesn’t look back. 
With each step: right foot, ‘tic’, left foot ‘tic’, right foot again… He counts those steps all the time, in anticipation of the upcoming changes. ‘Tic’ say his leather boots, still moving in the dark, getting more and more used to the cold chill that occupies his clothes and moves its troops of ants along his soft skin underneath the fabric. It was impossible to see anything, but the smell that spreads around sends Anatoly back to his cherished memories of the Soviet past. The room, with each of his steps, fills with the smell of fresh Kyiv's bread, sweet warmth, famous for its golden crust. The right leg moves forward again, stepping into the musk of petrol and the sounds of machine honks somewhere outside. Anatoly's eyes are wide open, but the room remains dark. 
‘Twenty,’ another step invites a trail of machinery oil. 
‘Twenty-two,’ Anatoly stops, raising his hand that only he can feel because he knows it is still there. 
Another door, another block of steel, another protector of this world, another Anatoly. The door turns bright green and slowly examines his body with a red laser that moves from the ceiling to the floor. He removes his hand and turns his back to the iron officer for it to scan him again, now moving the red light from the floor back to the ceiling. 
‘Come in,’ he hears the voice of his younger self, that husky, warm, and full of life voice echoes in his heart and makes it beat faster. 
As the voice fades, the door opens itself without rush, slowly pouring warm, yellow light into the room. And he hears it – the honk of his first car. 


Bibo
'Bibo, we will see you around at some point! Keep the house neat and tidy, alright? Cheers,’ said my owner as she shut the door close followed by a loud metal bang. 
I follow her figure with my multi-lensed eyes; I watch her disappear on the side of the house I have never cleaned before, have never decorated it either. The outside flat doesn’t look the same to me; everything is green. Sometimes someone from above sprinkles a lot of water on the big squared sculptures; sometimes that someone forgets to turn off the lamp, and the flat is immersed in the golden shine. But I must not, I must not leave my flat, I am the flat. 
Bibo is the name the family gave me when I was first teleported to the apartment, which sounded weird to me because people at the factory often called me the 'iron bastard stealing our jobs.' But I have never thought of myself as a stealer… I move my little 4 legs to the kitchen, with the pulled-out brushes on the soles of my feet cleaning the floor as I go. 
'A cup of tea would be nice,' - I say to myself - 'If I could drink tea… Can I? My programe says nothing about it. Should I check? Oh, no! Should I call Linda?' the perfectly round metal head fumes from the thoughts. 
'Ah, it's so hard to be a human.’ I proceed cleaning the kitchen, wiping down every counter, every corner, every piece of dust I can find, and the more I do it - the more agitated I become. 
My feet brush the floor, my 4 metal arms hold all sorts of cloths: one for glass surfaces, the other two, both pink and soft to the touch (fluffy is the right word), are for dust only. The other hand holds the antibacterial spray, that smells like some big puddle of water Linda is so obsessed with. I even start humming a little song I've heard from my always broadcasting and never shutting down friend. As my limbs move across the kitchen, as I dance and sing, I think I am starting to achieve a true understanding of the art of being a human. Until my metal body indicates a burning smell underneath my feet. 
'Oh, for mechanic's sake!' 
The brushes, the so-soft yellow brushes on my feet are burning. I can see the fire spreading and consuming my legs, slowly burning down the very purpose, the very essence of my existence. But I get even more petrified when I see a hole in the linoleum floor, Linda said to be particularly careful with.  


No Home
I walked down what used to be my favourite street: green trees lining the pavement, the fresh smell of the Sunday market with its fruit, vegetables and freshly-baked bread, just around the corner of a bright red, five-story building. You could see it once you smelled it, so vivid, but now it existed only in my cherished memories of those times. My street, my path, my life was engraved on it, by the millions and billions of footsteps I had once laid upon it - the path of my youth. It was the very concrete path I used to walk to school every day, sometimes frustrated, sometimes excited to see my classmates, awaiting to hear about their holidays. But the buildings were gone, and so were the people, and for the past eight years 9only armed pigs remained amongst us, guarding the ashes of what was once someone’s life. 
My eyes filled with pain and anguish as I walked past the wooden bench where the man in his fifties stretched out his motionless body, his pale, old skin covered with numerous of scars violently drawn on him. 
‘Pigs,’ I thought to myself, my eyes watered from the upcoming tears. 
I shouldn’t have cried, Pigs didn’t like tears, I would have been beaten if they saw me. But how could I not, when I knew what it felt like to lose a home. It burned my lungs and my limbs were poked by thousands of needles. Not many people knew what it was like to lose their home, and it wasn’t something I would wish on someone, except for those who decided my home was then theirs. 
The void that my city represented was loud, the silence that fell upon us was unbearable to hear, so we tried not to. The void was also quiet, in a mischievous and malicious way, where every corner of the street screamed and shouted from pain, because you expected it to be there. From every remained building, apartment, and streets, grunts and squeals could be heard, along with the splashing of dirt from a huge mud puddle and a huge rounded body that was soaking in the brown, sinking liquid.
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