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MPEAVNCITOBUE / PREFACE

«CnyxuTb [Jobpy v LeHnTb Kpacoty — 3Hauut
0CTaBaTbCs YE/IOBEKOM [aXe CPeam Xaoca.
KaptuHa — 310 He u3obpaxeHune, a MOCT Mexay
Lywow u MMpoM. Yepes Hero NpuUxoamT CBET.
[o6po 1 Kpacota — 310 ABa Kpbina, Ha KOTOPbIX
nogHuMMaetcs aywa.» — Auamas Xapebos

JTa KHUra He 4BngeTcs anbboMOM B NPUBLIYHOM CMbIC-
e CNoBa, XOTS B HeW ecTb KapTuHbl. OHa He gBnseTcs
M HAYyYHbIM UCCNEfOBAaHMEM, XOTS B ee TeKCTaX MOXHO Yno-
BWUTb OTTeHKM ¢umnocodckoro aHanusa. lepen umtatenem —
MHOW >XaHp, 0c0b0e MPOCTPaAHCTBO CO3€pLAHMS U pasMblLl-
NeHus. ITO KHWra-nyTelecTBne, B KOTOPOM KapTUHbI XYO0X-
HMKa Auamasa XapebGoBa CTAaHOBSITCS He MPOCTO MANOCTpa-
LUMAMKM, @ NOpTafiaMM B MHOFOMEpPHble MUPbI, @ 3cce — ny-
TEBOAHbLIMU 3aMETKAMMU U OTK/IMKAMU Ha MeEpEXMBAHUE ITUX
MUPOB.

Mbl  NPUBBIKAM  BOCMPUHMMATb  KMBOMWUCb  [Na3aMu,
HO pegKo NpUCAYWMBAEMCS K TOMY, YTO OHA «rOBOPUT» Halle-
My BHYTpeHHeMy Mupy. Barnan Ha kapTuHbl Auamasa Xapebo-
Ba OTKPbIBAET He TOMbKO KpacoTy GopM M H6OoratcTBo Kpacok,
HO M rNybuHHbIE BOMPOCHI: O BPEMEHU U BEYHOCTU, O pa3py-
WEHUN U CO3MIAHMM, O NaMSATU U NpeayvyBCTBUM, O MPUCYT-
CTBUM U OAMHOYECTBE. JTO BOMPOCHI, HA KOTOPblE HEBO3MOX-



HO OaTb OKOHYaTeNbHbIA OTBET, HO MOXHO BCTYMWUTb C HUMMU
B Mef4J/1eHHbI, OBEpUTENbHbIA pa3roBop.

Kaxpoe npousBeaeHue XyOOXHMKA CJIOBHO OCTaBaseT
B BO34yxe Bubpaumio, kotopas Tpebyet otBeTa. M 3TOT oTBET
poxpaetca B dopMe cnoBa — ¢unocodckoro, obpasHoro,
C/10Ba, B KOTOPOM MbIC/Ib U YYBCTBO MepenneTtalTcs. Tak Kap-
TUHBbI 1 3cce 0bBpasyloT AManor, NPoAOMKAKLWMNCSA B CO3HA-
HWK yuTaTens.

Punocodckme 3cce, cobpaHHble B 3TOM KHUIE, HE MpeTeH-
YT Ha TO, YTOObl «PasbACHUTL» UAN «OBBACHWUTL» KApPTUHbI.
Ckopee, OHM CTPEMSTCS YNOBWUTb AblXaHWE MbICAW, poxaae-
MOWM B MOMEHT co3epuaHus. 34ecb HeT roToBbix dopmyn,
HO eCTb HaMeKM Ha TO, YTO KaXAblA M3 HAC MOXET OLLYTUTD,
ecnv No3BonuT cebe 3amMeannTbCs U BCIYLWATLCS.

Kaxpgoe 3cce conpoBoXAaetcs penpoayKuMein KapTuHbI
Auamasa Xapeboa. MnncTpauumn pacnosioxkeHbl cpasy no-
cne TekcTa, Y4Tobbl YUMTaTeNb MOr BOCMPUHUMATL MbICIb U 06-
pa3 B UX eCTeCTBEHHOM eAMNHCTBeE.

YUteHne 3TON KHUMM — MpUrNaeHne K BHyTPEHHeMY nyTe-
wectButo. OCTaHaBNUBASACH Y KaXAOM KapTUHbI, BCMAaTPUBasChb
B ee 0bpasbl 1 CMMBOLI, Nepexoas K 3cce, a 3aTeM BO3Bpa-
WAsiCb K CBOMM COBCTBEHHBIM MbICAAM, YUTaTeNb CTAHOBUTCS
YYaCTHUKOM TPUEOMHOro AManora: XyAoXHUK — CI0BO — CO-
3epuarowmi. 1 MMeHHO B 3TOW BCTpeYe poXaaeTcs NoASIMH-
HOe MOHMMaHMWe UCKYCCTBA KakK AyXOBHOMO OMbITa.

KapTvHbl — 3TO OKHa B WHble M3MepeHus. Brnageswucb
B HMX, Mbl HAYMHAEM OLLYLWATbL AbIXaHWE NPOCTPAHCTB U MMU-
pOB, KOTOPbIX NpeXxAe He 3Hanu, HO KOTOpble TaUHCTBEHHbIM
obpasoM y3HaeM. 3gecb Bpems TeyeT MHaue: 3aMeanssach
[0 BEYHOCTU UM YCKOPSSICb A0 OCNENUTENBHOMN BCMbILIKM.

Jcce, CONPOBOXAAKOLWME MOMOTHA, NOAOOHbI OTPAXKEHUAM
B BOJE: OHM He AybnMpyloT KapTuHY, a NPeNoMAsIoT ee, noka-
3bIBaOT 0TBNecK B Mupe Mbican. MHoraa oTpaxkeHue okasbiBa-
eTcs ficHee CaMoro npegMeTa, MHoraa — 3bI6KMM, APOXaLUM
OT BETPa, HO BCErAa XMBbIM.



Kaxpas ctpaHuua — Kak war B n1abupuHTe: KapTUHbI CTa-
HOBATCA ABepsIMWM, CNOBa — KOpPUAOpaMW, a uuTatenb —
CTPaHHUKOM, MAYLIMM HaBCTpeyy cBeTy. [Ae-T0 OH yBUAWT py-
WHbl ATNaHTWUAbl, roe-To — MNpa3fgHUK OAMHOYeCTBa, rae-To —
npenyyBCTBME HOBOWM 3Be3abl. HO BCe 3TU CHOXeTbl COeamHs-
t0TCS B OLHO: B ABWXKEHME AyLUM, ULYyLLEen CMblca B 0bpaszax.

KaptuHbl Auamasa XapeboBa MOXHO YBMAETb KaK 3epKa-
Na NamaTu, rae OTPaXalTCs 3abbiTble nepexuBaHus U yTe-
psiHHble cnoBa. OHWM HAaNOMMHAKOT HaM O TOM, YTO B r1ybuHe
Oywun Bcerga XpaHWUTCS Heyto Bonbliee, YeM Mbl CMOCOBHbI
0CO3HaTb. MHOraa KapTuHbl 3ByYaT Kak ronoca 6yayuwero, Tu-
X0 Npopoyalime To, YTO eLle He CBepLIMIOCh. JTU rofoca Be-
YT HAaC CKBO3b TbMY U TYMaH K TOMY, YTO AO/MKHO OTKPbITbHCS
LWL B CBOE BpeMSI.

M Torpa scce CTaHOBATCS He NMPOCTO C/IOBAaMM, @ MyTEBbIMU
3aMeTKaMu CTPaHHUKA, 3anNnCaHHbIMKM Ha Beperax 3TMX BHYT-
PEHHUX MOpEeWN.

Kaxbli, KTO OTKPOET 3Ty KHUTY, OKAXETCS Ha nepenyTbe:
nepen HMM ByayT OKHa, 3epkKana, KapTbl u ronoca. Ho nuuwb
OH CaM pewuT, Kakoi NyTb BbiOpaTb. Beab MCKYCCTBO He paet
rOTOBbIX OTBETOB — OHO AAeT K/YM K ABepaM, BedyluMm
B 6ECKOHEYHOCTb.

«To serve Goodness and to cherish Beauty is

to remain human even amidst chaos. A painting is
not merely an image, but a bridge between the
soul and the world. Through it, light enters.
Goodness and Beauty are the two wings on which
the soul ascends.» — Atsamaz Kharebov

This book is not an album in the conventional sense,
although it contains paintings. Nor is it a scientific study,
though its texts sometimes carry the tone of philosophical
analysis. What lies before the reader is another genre —



a special space of contemplation and reflection. It is a book-
journey in which the paintings of Atsamaz Kharebov become
not mere illustrations, but portals into multidimensional
worlds, while the essays serve as quiding notes and
responses to the experience of those worlds.

We are accustomed to perceiving painting with our eyes,
but we rarely listen to what it speaks to our inner world.
Looking at the works of Atsamaz Kharebov reveals not only
the beauty of form and richness of color, but also profound
questions: about time and eternity, about destruction and
creation, about memory and foreboding, about presence and
solitude. These are questions for which no final answer can
be given, yet into which one can enter in a slow, intimate
dialogue.

Each work of art seems to leave a vibration in the air,
demanding a response. That response arises in the form
of a word — philosophical, figurative, a word in which
thought and feeling intertwine. Thus, the paintings and the
essays form a dialogue that continues within the reader’s
consciousness.

The philosophical essays collected in this book do not
claim to «explain» or «decode» the paintings. Rather, they
seek to catch the breath of thought born in the moment
of contemplation. There are no ready-made formulas here,
but there are hints of what each of us may sense if we allow
ourselves to slow down and listen.

Each essay is accompanied by a reproduction
of a painting by Atsamaz Kharebov. The illustrations are
placed directly after the text, so that thought and image may
be perceived in their natural unity.

Reading this book is an invitation to an inner journey.
Pausing before each painting, studying its images and
symbols, moving on to the essay, and then returning to one’s
own reflections, the reader becomes a participant in a triadic
dialogue: artist — word — contemplator. And in this meeting
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is born the true understanding of art as a spiritual
experience.

The paintings are windows into other dimensions.
Looking into them, we begin to feel the breath of spaces and
worlds we did not know before, yet which we mysteriously
recognize. Here time flows differently: slowing into eternity
or rushing into a blinding flash.

The essays accompanying the canvases are like
reflections in water: they do not duplicate the painting but
refract it, showing its echo in the world of thought. At times
the reflection appears clearer than the object itself; at other
times it trembles, quivering in the wind — but it is always
alive.

Each page is like a step into a labyrinth: the paintings
become doors, the words corridors, and the reader a wanderer
walking toward the light. Somewhere he will see the ruins
of Atlantis, elsewhere the festival of solitude, elsewhere the
premonition of a new star. Yet all these scenes unite into one
movement: the journey of a soul seeking meaning in images.

The paintings of Atsamaz Kharebov may also be seen as
mirrors of memory, reflecting forgotten experiences and lost
words. They remind us that in the depths of the soul there is
always something greater than we can consciously grasp. At
times the paintings sound like voices of the future, quietly
prophesying what has not yet come to pass. These voices
guide us through darkness and mist toward what can only
be revealed in its proper time.

And then the essays become more than words — they
become the traveler’s notes, written on the shores of inner
seas.

Whoever opens this book will find themselves at
a crossroads: before them lie windows, mirrors, maps, and
voices. Yet only they will decide which path to take. For art
does not offer ready answers — it offers keys to doors that
lead into infinity.



ONNOCODUNA KAPTUH /
THE PHILOSOPHY
OF PAINTINGS

KapTMHa — 3TO OKHO B MMp, KOTOpbIA Henb3s U3MepuTb
BpeMeHeM M npocTpaHcTBOM. OHa He MoAYMHSAETCS 3aKOHaM
NOTWKM, HO CNYLWAEeT 3aKOHbI cepaua. B kaxaom maske 3aknto-
yeHa TaWHa: TaM, FAe KMUCTb KacaeTcs XONCTa, POXAAeTcs
He n3obpaxeHue, a AbIXaHWME UHOTO U3MEpPeHMS.

dunocodursa KapTUHbI B TOM, YTO OHA CTAHOBMUTCS XMBbIM
cobecegHUKOM. 3puTeNb He CTOMT Mepej Hel, Kak nepeq, Be-
LLbtO; OH BCTyMaeT C Hel B AManor, Kak ¢ cywecrtBoM. KapTuHa
3a4aeT BOMpOChbl, HA KOTOpble HEBO3MOXHO OTBETUTb Cpa3y.
OHa oTKpbIBaeT ABepu B NPOCTPAHCTBO, rae 06pasbl CTaHOBAT-
ca Metadopamu, a MeTadopbl — MYTEBOAHbIMU HUTIMM
K CMbICAy.

KaptuHa He konupyeT pencteutenbHOCTb. OHa noaobHa
3epkany, B KOTOPOM OTPAXXaeTcs He BHELWHWWA MUp, a BHYT-
PeHHUN. XyOOXHWUK MpeBpallaeTcs B MeanaTopa Mexay Tau-
HOW OblTMS M YenoBekoM. M KaxAabli 3puTenb, CONPUKACcasachb
C KApTMHOM, OTKPbIBAaeT COBCTBEHHOE 3€pKano: B HEM OXMBaA-
0T €ro BOCMOMMHAHUA, ero TPeBOru, ero HageXxabl.

KaptuHa — 310 monuTtBa 6e3 cnos. OHa obpaleHa
He K yMy, a K cepauy. OHa coeguHseT mMud un dunocodmio,



npownoe u byayuiee, HAPOAHOE U BCENeHCKoe. Tak XXMBOMUCH
nepectaer ObITb «MCKYCCTBOM M300paxeHus» U CTaHOBUTCS
MCKYCCTBOM OTKPOBEHMUSI.

B atom 1 3akntovaetca punocodmsa KapTUHbL: OHa He 06b-
SICHSeT M He gokasbiBaeT. OHa BeneT. Benet Tyaa, roe yenosek
BMepBble 0CTAETC HaeaMHe C caMnM coboi — U, BbITb MOXKeET,
BMepBble C/bILWUT roN10C TULIMHBI.

Auamas nuweT He KpackaMu, a BUOpaLUMSIMM CBETA U BHYT-
peHHeW TUWKHbI. Ero KapTMHbl — 3TO He npeaMeTHbI Mup,
a OTneyaTkM nepexunBaHuii, 06pa3oB, MbiCNen, KOTopble
He HaWTh B cnoBax. Kaxabli LBeT — Kak ronoc, Kaxaas nu-
HUS — KaK AblXaHWe, KaXAbIA nepexod TOHOB — Kak NyTb Ay-
WK Yepes pafocCTb M TPEBOrY, CBET U MpaK, NaMaTb U Npo3pe-
Hue.

B kapTMHax Auamasa HeT ciayvanHocTu. [axe abcTpakums
y Hero — 3710 He urpa GopM, a NyTb K CYLHOCTHOMY. TaMm, rae
Apyrue BMAST XaoC /JIMHUI M NATEeH, Y HEero packpbiBaeTcs
PUTM BCENIEHHOW, €ee TalHas rapMoOHMUS. DTO MeTaPU3MKa,
BNAETEHHAs B >XMBOMMUCb: HEOMWCYyeMOe CTAaHOBUTCS BWUAM-
MbIM, HEBUAMMOE — OLLYTUMBIM.

A painting is a window into a world that cannot be
measured by time or space. It does not obey the laws
of logic, but listens to the laws of the heart. Within every
brushstroke lies a secret: where the brush touches the
canvas, there is born not an image, but the breath of another
dimension.

The philosophy of painting is that it becomes a living
companion. The viewer does not stand before it as before an
object; he enters into dialogue with it, as with a being. The
painting asks questions that cannot be answered at once. It
opens the door to a realm where images turn into
metaphors, and metaphors become guiding threads toward
meaning.



A painting does not copy reality. It is like a mirror
in which not the outer world, but the inner one is reflected.
The artist becomes a mediator between the mystery
of existence and the human being. And every viewer,
standing before the painting, finds their own mirror: in it
awaken their memories, their anxieties, their hopes.

A painting is a prayer without words. It speaks not to the
mind, but to the heart. It unites myth and philosophy, past
and future, the voice of a people and the voice of the
universe. Thus, painting ceases to be «the art of depiction»
and becomes the art of revelation.

This is the philosophy of painting: it does not explain
and it does not prove. It leads. It leads to the place where
one is, perhaps for the first time, alone with oneself — and
perhaps for the first time, hears the voice of silence.

Atsamaz paints not with colors, but with vibrations
of light and inner silence. His paintings are not about the
material world; they are imprints of experiences, images,
and thoughts that words cannot contain. Every color is
a voice, every line a breath, every transition of tones
a journey of the soul through joy and anxiety, light and
shadow, memory and revelation.

In Atsamaz’s art, nothing is accidental. Even abstraction
for him is not a game of forms but a path to essence. Where
others might see chaos of lines and spots, he reveals the
rhythm of the universe, its hidden harmony. This is
metaphysics woven into painting: the indescribable becomes
visible, the invisible becomes tangible.
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PASLEN |. DUTOCODCKUNE
N METAOU3NYECKUE
OBPA3bI

PASBUTO... / SHATTERED...

M3 xaoca NMHUIA, OCTPbIX YINIOB M BCMbIWEK LiBETa NPOCTY-
naeT u4enoBeyeckoe nmuo. Ero B3rsig nNpamMon M SICHBIN,
HO OKpY>XeHMe MOXOXKe Ha OCKOJIKM 3epKana Uan CTekna, B Ko-
TOpbIX OTPa3uMAWCb 3MOLMM W MEPexMBaHug. 3TO NUMLO —
He TOMIbKO MOPTPEeT, a CUMBON AyLUM, KOTOpas nepexuna yaap,
noTepIo MU BHYTPEHHWIA KPU3UC.

HasBaHue «Pa3buTo...» 3a4aeT KY: nepes HaMu CoCTos-
HMe, Korga MpUBbIYHBIA MUp pacnancg Ha 4vactu. KpacHble
N SipKMe Masku — cneabl 60aun M cTpacTu; GMpLO30BbIE U FONy-
Oble TMHMKM — XONOZ4 OCKOJMKOB; XeNnTble — Npobneckn Hagex-
Abl. Bce 310 cknagbiBaeTcs B 06pa3 yenoBeka, Ybe BHYTPEH-
Hee «s» 0Ka3al0Cb OKPYXXEHO pa3nomMamu.

Ho B ueHTpe — rnasa. OHM CMOTPSAT CKBO3b XaoC U OCTa-
0TCS LeNnbIMU, XXMBbIMW. B 3TOM — rnaBHoe moc/iaHue: pgaxe
KOrfa Xm3Hb pa3buta Ha dparMeHTbl, CYLHOCTb YenoBeKa Co-
xpaHseTcs. JIMYHOCTb MOXET ObITb MCKaKeHa OCKOJIKaMM,
HO B3rNg4 — 3TO TO, YTO CBSA3bIBAET HAC C LEN0CTHOCTbIO.
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KapTvHa roBopuT 0 TOM, YTO KaXKAbli NPOXOAMT Yepes MOo-
MEHTbl Pa3pylweHUs — JMYHble, 3MOLMOHANbHbIE, COLManb-
Hble. HO MMEHHO B TpelMHax NpoaBaSeTcs rnybuHa: 0CKONKK
OTPaXalT HAC C pasHbIX CTOPOH, 3aCTaBAsOT BuAeTb cebq
nHaue.

— «Pa3buto...» — 3T0 npu3HaHue 60aM, HO M Bepa B TO,
4TO U3 OCKONKOB MOXHO CO6paTh HOBbIM 0Bpas, HOBOE «s».

Ockonku He o3Ha4yawT paspyweHus. OHM NUWb yKasbiBa-
0T Ha HOBbIN MyTb: CO6paTh dparMeHTbl OMbITa U NPEBPATUTb
ux B cBeT. Jaxe uepes TpelmHbl NPOCTYNaeT XMUBOW B3rNaa —
HanoMMHaHuWe, 4TO YenoBeK cunbHee Nboro Hagnoma.

From the chaos of lines, sharp angles, and flashes
of color, a human face emerges. Its gaze is direct and clear,
yet the surroundings resemble shards of a mirror or glass
in which emotions and experiences are reflected. This face is
not merely a portrait, but a symbol of a soul that has
endured a blow, a loss, or an inner crisis.

The title «Shattered...» provides the key: before us is
a state in which the familiar world has broken into
fragments. Red and bright strokes are traces of pain and
passion; turquoise and blue lines — the coldness of the
shards; yellow — glimpses of hope. Together, they form the
image of a person whose inner self has been encircled
by fractures.

Yet at the center are the eyes. They look through the
chaos and remain whole, alive. This is the main message:
even when life is broken into fragments, the essence
of a person endures. The personality may be distorted by the
shards, but the gaze is what connects us to wholeness.

The painting speaks of the fact that everyone goes
through moments of destruction — personal, emotional, and
social. Yet it is precisely in the cracks that depth is revealed:
the shards reflect us from different angles, compelling us
to see ourselves differently.
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Pazbumo... (xyo0. Auama3z Xapeb6os)
Shattered... (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)
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— «Shattered...» is both an acknowledgment of pain and
a belief that from the fragments one can assemble a new
image, a new self.

Shards do not mean destruction. They only point
to a new path: to gather fragments of experience and
transform them into light. Even through the cracks, a living
gaze emerges — a reminder that the human being is
stronger than any fracture.

MPEOYYBCTBUE / PREMONITION

KaptuHa «[lpegyyBcTBME» CNIOBHO COTKAaHa M3 (parmex-
TOB CHa M MpoOpoYecTBa. 3TO MUP, rae MPUBbIYHbIE Bely —
CTYN, KPEeCT, KHOMKa, /MU0 — TepsiloT CBOK O0ObIAEHHOCTb
M NpeBpaLLatoTCs B 3HAKKU. Kaxabin 3nemMeHT 34ecb — CMMBOJ,
HaMeK, HaMeTaHHbIM a3 XyAOXHWKA Ha TO, YTO MOKa ele
He C/Ty4YnUnoCh, HO YXKe OLLYLIAETCS B BO3yXe.

B3rnag yenosevyeckoro nMuUa B LEHTpe KapTUHbI TPEBOXEH
M BHWMMaTeNeH. JTO B3NS4 4YeNnoBeKa, KOTOPbIM YyBCTBYeT
npubnuxeHune nepemeHbl. OH OKPYXXeH XaoTUYeCKMM MOoTo-
KOM 00pa3oB: neTawme KOMeTbl, OOpYLIMBAOWANACA CTEHA
C TSXKENbIM LWAPOM, XXMBOTHOE C OCTpbIM npodunem. Bce 310
rOBOPUT O HEYCTOMYMBOCTM MMpPA, O TOM, YTO CTPYKTypa npu-
BbIYHOM PEaNbHOCTN MOXET PYXHYTb B /11060 MOMEHT.

BmecTte € 3TMM XaoCOM MOSBASIOTCS M CUMBOJbI HAAEXAbI:
30/10TOW KpYr CBEeTa, KPecT, CMHUE U 3eneHble NITHa — LBeTa
BOAbI 1 Heba, HaNOMUHAKLWME O YNCTOTE U OBHOBNEHUW.

Takum obpasom, «[pegyyBcTBue» — 3TO HeE NPOCTO Tpe-
BOra, a ABOMCTBEHHOE YYBCTBO: OAHOBPEMEHHO CTpax nepep
pa3pyLeHNEM U OXMAAHUE OUULLEHMS.
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lpeduyscmsue (xyd. Auama3 Xapebos)
Premonition (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

Mbl BCE XMBEM B 3MOXY NpeayvyBCTBUIA: YYBCTBYEM YrpoO3bl,
nepeMeHbl, KpU3nChI, elle A0 TOro, Kak oHM HactynatT. Kap-
TMHA HAMOMWHAET, YTO MpeayvyBCTBME — 3TO Mpeaynpexae-
HMe, OAHHOe HaM, 4ToObl Mbl MOMM NOAroTOBWUTLCS. [laxe
B XaoCe CMMBOJIOB OCTAlOTC OPUEHTUPbI: BEPA, BHYTPEHHSS
cuna, cnocobHOCTb YBUAETH CBET CKBO3b TbMY.

MNpenyyBCTBME — 3TO rpaHMLA MeXAy HacToAWwMUM 1 byay-
wuM. OHO AaeT YenoBeKy BO3MOXHOCTb YC/bIWATb 30B CyAb-
Obl ewe [0 TOro, Kak cobbITMe NpuAaeT. 3Ta KapTUHA rOBOPUT:
He 6oWcsa 3HaKoB, CMOTPU MM B rnasa. B kaxanom npeauvys-
CTBMM €CTb TPEBOra, HO M CBET HAAEXAbl.

The painting «Premonition» seems to be woven from
fragments of a dream and a prophecy. It is a world where
familiar things — a chair, a cross, a button, a face — lose
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their ordinariness and turn into signs. Each element here is
a symbol, a hint, the artist’s trained eye catching what has
not yet happened, but is already felt in the air.

The gaze of the human face in the center of the painting
is anxious and attentive. It is the gaze of someone who
senses the approach of change. He is surrounded
by a chaotic stream of images: flying comets, a collapsing
wall with a heavy sphere, an animal with a sharp profile. All
this speaks of the instability of the world, of the fact that the
structure of familiar reality can collapse at any moment.

Yet along with this chaos appear symbols of hope:
a golden circle of light, a cross, blue and green patches —
the colors of water and sky, reminding us of purity and
renewal.

Thus, «Premonition» is not merely anxiety, but a dual
feeling: both fear of destruction and anticipation
of cleansing.

We all live in an age of premonitions: we sense threats,
changes, crises even before they arrive. The painting
reminds us that premonition is a warning given so that we
may prepare. Even in the chaos of symbols, there remain
guiding points: faith, inner strength, the ability to see light
through darkness.

Premonition is the boundary between the present and
the future. It grants a person the chance to hear the call
of destiny before the event comes. This painting tells us: do
not fear the signs — look them in the eye. In every
premonition there is anxiety, but also the light of hope.
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MHOTOMEPHbIV MUP /
MULTIDIMENSIONAL WORLD

[Nepen HamMKM pacKkpbiBAeTCS MUp, B KOTOPOM MPUBbLIYHOE
n3MepeHne NpOCTPaHCTBA M BPEMEHW pacTBOpSsEeTCs, yCcTynas
MEeCTO MHOXECTBEHHbIM CnoaM ObiTus. LleHTpanbHoe cus-
HUe — 3T0 MICTOYHMK, M3NYYaloLWMIM CBET, KOTOPbIM CoeguHseT
BCE YPOBHM U PEANnbHOCTU. ITOT CBET — HE TONbKO dum3mnye-
CKWM, HO U AYXOBHbIN: CUMBOS XKM3HU, CO3HAHMS, CMbICAa.

o obe CTOpOHbI OT CBETA PACKMHYThI pa3Hble chepsbl Ye-
JIOBEYeCKOoro cyuwiectsoBaHus. (ieBa — MUp KaMHS M 3eMJIN,
MOTOKOB M apokK, HAMEKM Ha MaTepuanbHOE U apXUTEKTYPHOE,
Ha KOPHW, KOTOpble YAEPXXMBAOT HAC B NioTHOM mupe. Cnpa-
Ba — CMMBOJbI ObITa M M300MNIMA: MKLLA, HAMWUTKKU, NPEAMETDI,
opyams Tpyda. 34ecb OTpaXKeHa NOBCEAHEBHOCTb M YenoBeye-
CKas ucropms.

BHU3y, Ha «BOAHOM» rnagu, Mbl BUOUMM pasHble GOpPMbI:
KOJIOHHY, WwneM, durypy yenoeka B cdhepe cBeTa. ITO Kak ny-
TEWeCTBEHHMKM B MPOCTPAHCTBE CMbIC/IOB, Fae Kaxaas ¢gop-
Ma — Bexa, apXeTun, NamaTb O LMBUIM3ALUAX.

KapTvHa npurnalwaeTt Hac 3aayMaTbCs: BCE, YTO Mbl HA3bl-
BAEM «peasibHOCTbIO», — NIULb O4HA U3 NPOEKLMIA MHOrOMep-
HOro NMPOCTPaHCTBA. Mbl XXMBEM Cpa3y B HECKOJIbKMX U3Mepe-
HUAX: PU3NYECKOM, OYXOBHOM, KY/IbTYPHOM, 3MOLMOHANBHOM.
Ho 06bl4HO BMAMM TOSIbKO OAMH CIOM, HE 3aMeYast OCTasIbHbIX.

CBeT B LEHTpe — 3TO HAMOMMHAHWE O TOM, YTO Y KAXKAO0M
XWM3HWU eCTb BHYTPEHHUI MCTOYHMK. OH OAMHAKOB ANS1 BCEX,
M UMEHHO K HEMY Mbl CTPEMMMCS, AAXKe HE 0CO3HABASA 3TOTO.

MHOXeCTBO CMMBONIOB — 3TO HOraTcTBO MMPa, B KOTOPOM
YesioBEK XMBET OQHOBPEMEHHO: paboTa, AOM, KynbTypa, UCTO-
pus, AYXOBHOCTb, MPMpPOAa.

Pa3sHoobpasne hopM Ha KapTMHE MOKA3bIBAET, YTO XKM3Hb
HMKOr4a He OQHOMEPHA: KaXObli M3 HacC coeamHsieT B cebe
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MHozomepHbili Mup (xy0. Ayama3 Xapebos)
Multidimensional World (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

NM4yHoe n obliecTBeHHOe, MaTepuanbHOE M AYyXOBHOe, Bpe-
MEHHOE U BeYHoe.

Apku BBEpXY C/IOBHO OTKpbIBAKOT BpaTa: nmepexon B Apy-
roe u3MepeHume BO3MOXEH, HO OH TpebyeT B3rSHYTb Aasnblue
MPUBbIYHbIX FPAHULL.

MHOroMepHbI MUp HaMOMMUHAET, YTO PeanbHOCTb LIUPE,
4yeM Mbl gyMaeM. Mbl XMBEM Cpa3y B HECKOJbKMX CNOAX:
B MMUpE BELLEN, B MMpE MAEN, B MUPE MaMSTU U B MUpe byay-
wero. LleHTpanbHbIM CBET CBA3bIBAET BCe 3TO BoeauHo. Yeno-
BEK — HEe NpPOCTO XUTeb TPEXMEPHOrO NPOCTPAHCTBA, OH My-
TEWeCTBEHHUK MeXAy W3MepeHUsIMU, WLYLWKUIA CBOe MecTo
B 6ECKOHEYHOM CTPYKTYype ObiTHS.

Before us unfolds a world in which the familiar
dimension of space and time dissolves, giving way
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to multiple layers of existence. The central radiance is the
Source, emitting a light that unites all levels and realities.
This light is not only physical but also spiritual: a symbol
of life, consciousness, and meaning.

On either side of the light stretch different spheres
of human existence. To the left — the world of stone and
earth, of streams and arches, hints of the material and
architectural, of the roots that hold us in the dense world.
To the right — symbols of daily life and abundance: food,
drink, tools, implements of labor. Here everyday existence
and human history are reflected.

Below, upon the «watery» surface, we see various forms:
a column, a helmet, a human figure in a sphere of light. They
resemble travelers in the space of meanings, where each
form is a milestone, an archetype, a memory of civilizations.

The painting invites us to reflect: all that we call
«reality» is but one projection of a multidimensional space.
We live simultaneously in several dimensions — physical,
spiritual, cultural, emotional. Yet we usually perceive only
a single layer, failing to notice the rest.

The light at the center is a reminder that every life has
an inner source. It is the same for all, and it is toward it that
we strive, even without knowing it.

The multitude of symbols represents the richness of the
world in which a person lives at once: work, home, culture,
history, spirituality, nature.

The diversity of forms in the painting shows that life is
never one-dimensional: each of us unites within ourselves
the personal and the collective, the material and the
spiritual, the temporary and the eternal.

The arches above seem to open gateways: a transition
into another dimension is possible, but it requires us to look
beyond familiar boundaries.

Multidimensional World reminds us that reality is wider
than we think. We live at once in several layers: in the world
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of things, in the world of ideas, in the world of memory, and
in the world of the future. The central light binds it all
together. A person is not merely a resident of three-
dimensional space — he is a traveler between dimensions,
seeking his place in the infinite structure of being.

MPA3OHNK OOMHOYECTBA /
FESTIVAL OF SOLITUDE

Ha kapTMHe — Muctuuyeckuit nangwadr, rae BoAa, ropobl
“ HebO coeamHATCS B €AMHOM NpoCTpaHcTBe. Bce kaxeTcs
NpPasAHUYHbIM U OLHOBPEMEHHO MYCTbIHHbLIM.

B ueHTpe — oauHokas dwurypa, CTodwas Ha ManeHbKOM
OCTpOBKeE, CNOBHO nocpean 6ecKoOHeYHOWM LOpOoru, yxoaswen
B cBeT. OHa — CMMBON 4enoBeka, KOTOPbI OCTAeTcs OAMH
Ha MyTW K TOPWU30HTY, F4e CMSET 3aKaT WM PacCBET. JTO 0aM-
HOYECTBO He TParM4yHo: HaNpOTMB, OHO BO3BbILWEHHO U HANoN-
HEHO 3HAYEeHMUEM.

Mo obe CTOpOHbI — BbICOKME KOMOHHbI, HA KOTOPbIX CTOST
CTaTymn naun ceeTswmecs wapbl. OHM HANOMMHAKT U QaKenbl,
M CTpaxew, BbICTPAMBAIOLWMX TOPXKECTBEHHbIM kopuaop. Bce
MPOCTPaHCTBO GYATO roTOBO K NPOLECCUM — HO YenoBek uaet
OAMH. OTO W eCTb MapafoKC KapTWHbI: Npa3gHuK 6e3 Tonnsl,
TopXXecTBo 6e3 3putenen.

CneBa pacteT 6enoe apeBo — C/NOBHO APEBO XMW3HU, NU-
LWeHHOe NIMCTBbl, HO BCE e >XMBoe. Y ero KopHerM — [Ba
MaNneHbKMX CyLecTBa, NOXoxue Ha eguHoporos. OHM Hano-
MWHAIOT: OaXe B OLMHOYECTBE Mbl OKPYXXEHbl TUXMMMK CMyT-
HMKaMW — CUMMBOSTAMM YNCTOTbI U HEBUIMMOW MOALEPKKM.
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Hebo nonHo cdhep 1 nnaHeT, a B BEpXHEN 4acTun cusiet be-
nas durypa, noxoxas Ha naamsa UAKM Ha aHrena. 370 3HAK TO-
ro, YT0 OAMHOYECTBO OTKPbIBAET HE MNYCTOTY, a BbIXOA K BbIC-
WK1M MUpaM, rae YenoBek obpeTaeT CBS3b C YeM-TO HONbLLIMM,
4yeM OH cam.

KapTvHa roBopuT, YTO OAMHOYECTBO He Bcerga — OTCYT-
CTBME, MHOTAA OHO — NYTb K cebe. B Mupe noctosiHHOro wyMma
M obleHns cnocobHOCTb OCTaTbC OAHOMY MOXeT ObiTb
NPa3AHUKOM, BHYTPEHHWM pUTYanoMm ouuweHus. «lpasgHuk
O[MHOYEeCTBa» — 3TO MOMEHT, KOrAa 4YenoBek YyBCTBYeT BeNu-
yuMe CBOEro MyTu, Aaxe ecnu psaaoM Het ceupeteneit. Konox-
Hbl U GUIrypbl HAa HUX CMMBOAU3MPYHOT, YTO NYTb KAXKAOr0O
M3 Hac MMeeT LeHHOCTb, C/IOBHO ero OCBelalT HeBUAUMbIE
OrHM.

OamMHOYecTBO He HYXXHO 60sTbCa. B HEM — OTKpbITHME TNy-
BUHbI, BO3SMOXHOCTb YC/bIWAThL Ce65 U YBUAETb CBET, KOTOPbIN
BeAeT Hac Aanbliue. 3Ta KApTMHA HAaNOMUHAET: AaXe KOrga Mbl
O4HW, MUP TOPXKECTBYET BMECTe C HaMMU.

In the painting — a mystical landscape where water,
mountains, and sky merge into a single space. Everything
appears both festive and desolate at the same time.

At the center stands a solitary figure on a small islet, as
if in the middle of an endless road leading into the light. It
is the symbol of a human being who remains alone on the
path toward the horizon, where sunset or sunrise glows. This
solitude is not tragic; on the contrary, it is exalted and filled
with meaning.

On either side rise tall columns crowned with statues
or glowing spheres. They resemble both torches and
guardians, forming a solemn corridor. The entire space
seems prepared for a procession — and yet the person
walks alone. That is the paradox of the painting:
a celebration without a crowd, a triumph without
spectators.
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lpasdHuk oOuHoyecmaa (xy0. Auamas Xapeb6os)
Festival of Solitude (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

To the left grows a white tree — like the tree of life,
stripped of leaves yet still alive. At its roots are two small
creatures resembling unicorns. They remind us that even
in solitude we are accompanied by quiet companions —
symbols of purity and invisible support.

The sky is filled with spheres and planets, and above
shines a white figure, like a flame or an angel. It is a sign
that solitude reveals not emptiness but an opening to higher
realms, where the human being discovers connection with
something greater than oneself.

The painting tells us that solitude is not always
absence — at times it is the path to the self. In a world
of constant noise and conversation, the ability to remain
alone can itself be a festival, an inner ritual of purification.
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Festival of Solitude is the moment when a person feels the
grandeur of their path, even if there are no witnesses nearby.
The columns and the figures upon them symbolize that each
of our journeys has value, as though lit by invisible flames.

Solitude need not be feared. Within it lies the discovery
of depth, the chance to hear oneself and to see the light that
guides us onward. This painting reminds us: even when we
are alone, the world celebrates with us.

MOTEPAHHAA ATNTAHTUOA / LOST
ATLANTIS

[Nepen HamMu MU U peanbHOCTb, CNETEHHbIE B €4MHbIN
06pa3. B npocTpaHcTBE KApTUHbBI BEAMYME U PYMHbI COEAMHS-
I0TCA B MO33M0 NaMatu. KaMeHHble Qurypbl BO3BbILIAKTCS,
KaK 3aCTbIBLUME TUTaHbl U CTPaXkU, — CBMAETENN rnbenu, Ha-
NMOMWHAKOLWME O TOM, YTO BCAKAS UMBUAM3ALMSA NPOXOAUT Ye-
pes pacuBeT U NageHue.

Booa 1 Hebo oTpaxaloT apyr apyra, co3aaBas OlyLeHMe
3bI6KOCTM: BCE 34€Ch C/IOBHO HAaX0AMTCA MEXAY CHOM U SBblO.
Ha ropu3oHTe ropuT COMIHLEe-3aKaT, OKpalMBalOWMMU MUp
B anoKa/MMNTUYECKME M B TO XE€ BPEMS pPaCCBETHbIe TOHA.
B 3TOM cCBeTe 4yBCTBYETCS 3aKOH LMKJIOB: MCYE3HOBEHME
1 BO3POXAEHNEe, rbenb M HOBOE HA4ano.

Ha rnagkor noBepxXHOCTM BOAbl MOKOATCS cusowme cohe-
pbl, 6yaTo KpucTannbl namatu. OHKU 3akn4yaloT B cebe aHep-
TMI0 MPOLLU/bIX MUPOB, YTPAYeHHblE UCTUHbI U LYXOBHblE CO-
KpoBMLa. B HMX OTpaxawTca M OrOHb, M CBET, M TOCKA
MO COBEPLUEHCTBY.
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YenoBek C NOCOXOM, NPOTSHYBLUMIM PYKY K OAHOM U3 cdep,
CTAHOBMUTCS CMMBOJIOM Yel0BeYecTBa: Mbl BCerga uilem To,
4yTO MoTepsnu, 30BeM K cebe ATnaHTuay, CTpEMMMCS COoeaum-
HWUTBCS C ApeBHel MyapocTbio. HO psaoM CTOMUT KaMeHHas
CTaTyq — npeaynpexaeHne 0 TOM, YTO MyTb MOMCKA MOXET
obepHyTbca NMMBO OTKpoBEHMEM, MO0 OKaMeHeHWeM B Npo-
LIOM.

ATnaHTMAa B 3TOM KapTMHE — He TOSIbKO MUbUUYECKUIN Ma-
Tepuk. OHa — 06pa3 Bcero, YTo UcyesaeT: 3abbITblX KYyNbTyp,
YTPayYeHHbIX UCTUH, Halen COBCTBEHHOM BHYTPEHHEN LLeNoCT-
HOCTW. KapTMHa roBOPUT: HUYTO He McYe3aeT OKOHYaTesbHO.
B Mude, B namatu, B Tocke no yrpayeHHoMy ATnaHTuaa npo-
LOMXAET XUTb. M Kaxabl U3 Hac HOocuT B cebe ee oTbneck —
CBOM COOCTBEHHDIM 3aTOHYBLUMIA KOHTUHEHT AYLUW.

Before us lie myth and reality, woven into a single image.
In the space of the painting, grandeur and ruin merge into
a poetry of memory. Stone figures rise like frozen titans and
guardians — witnesses of destruction, reminding us that
every civilization passes through its own ascent and decline.

Water and sky mirror one another, creating a sense
of uncertainty: everything here seems suspended between
dream and waking. On the horizon burns a setting sun,
painting the world in both apocalyptic and dawning tones.
In its light is felt the law of cycles: disappearance and
rebirth, downfall and new beginning.

Upon the still surface of the waters rest shining spheres,
like crystals of memory. They hold within themselves the
energy of vanished worlds, lost truths, and spiritual
treasures. In them are reflected fire, light, and humanity’s
longing for perfection.

A man with a staff, reaching toward one of the spheres,
becomes the symbol of humankind: forever searching for
what has been lost, forever calling Atlantis back, striving
to be joined again with ancient wisdom. Yet beside him
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lomepsHHas AmnaHmuda (xyo. Auyamas Xape6os)
Lost Atlantis (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

stands a stone statue — a warning that the path of seeking
may end either in revelation or in petrification within the
past.

Atlantis in this painting is not only a mythical continent.
It is the image of all that disappears: forgotten cultures,
abandoned truths, our own lost wholeness. The painting
tells us: nothing vanishes completely. In myth, in memory,
in the longing for what is gone, Atlantis endures. And each
of us carries within a reflection of it — our own sunken
continent of the soul.
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ATTOKANININCNC / APOCALYPSE
UNVEILED

Mbl BUOUM MUP, PACKONIOBLUMICS Ha 0610MKK. KameHHble
6aCcTMOHbI HAMOMUHAKOT ApEeBHUE XpaMbl U OQHOBPEMEHHO —
MU, 3acTbiBlUME B CTPafaHMMU. 3eMns pa3oLlliach TpelmHa-
MW, U3 KOTOPbIX BbIPbIBAE€TC OrOHb, CJIOBHO CaMa nnaHeTta
bosnblie He B CMnax CAepXuBaTb HakonaeHHyt 6onb. Cpeam
3TOM NYCTbIHWM ABWXKYTCS TEHM NOAeN — ManeHbkue, 6ecno-
MOLLUHbIE, HO BCE e MpoAo/mKatoLme nyThb.

OpHako B Hebe poxaaeTca MHOM 3HAK: chepa, NMoxoxas
Ha 3eMJilo, ONNeTEHHas OrHeHHbIMM BeTBIMKU. OHa MapwT Hapg
pyMHaMu, Kak cepaLe, KoTopoe eLlé BbETcs, HeCMOTpS Ha u-
oenb Tena. 3aecb ANOKanAUMNCUC CTaHOBUTCA HE KOHLOM, a OT-
KpoBeHueM. B HEM — He TOMbKO paspyLieHne, HO U ouulLLe-
HWe, CHATME MOKPOBa, 0BHAXEHUE UCTUHBI.

OJTa KapTMHa rOBOPUT: MUPbI PyLIaTCs, LMBUAN3ALMUK MOTU-
6aloT, HO B CAMOM aKTe paspyLleHus TauTCs BO3SMOXHOCTb HO-
BOro Hayana. TaM, rae BCMbIXHY/ OroHb, NPOBLETCS POCTOK.
Tam, roe TpewmHa, NposBUTCS CBET.

Anokanuncuc y AuaMasa — 3TO He CMepTb, a Nepexoa.
N paxe ecnn 4yenoBek Man U ys3BMM, OH CMOCODEH MPOMTH
CKBO3b OFOHb, YTOObI BCTPETUTb POXKAEHME HOBOIO AHS.

We gaze upon a world broken into scattered shards.
Stone bastions resemble ancient temples and, at the same
time, faces frozen in silent suffering. The earth has split
apart, fire erupting from its wounds, as if the planet itself
can no longer contain the burden of accumulated pain. Amid
this desolation move shadows of people — small, fragile, yet
still walking forward.

And vyet, in the sky appears another sign: a sphere
resembling the Earth, entwined with fiery branches. It
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Anokanuncuc (xyd. Auamas Xapebos)
Apocalypse Unveiled (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

hovers above the ruins like a heart still beating despite the
body’s demise. Here Apocalypse is not an ending but
a revelation. It carries not only destruction, but also
purification — the lifting of veils, the unveiling of truth.

This painting tells us: worlds collapse, civilizations
perish, but within the very act of ruin lies the seed of a new
beginning. Where fire has burned, a sprout will rise. Where
there is a fracture, light will break through.

In Atsamaz’s vision, Apocalypse is not death but
transition. And even if humankind is small and vulnerable, it
can pass through the fire to witness the birth of a new dawn.
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METADU3NKA
bbITUA / METAPHYSICS OF BEING

Ha kapTuHe durypa MbicnTens BO3BbILIAETCS Ha4 MUPOM,
C/IOBHO CaMa ropa obpaTtunacb B yenoevyeckoe Teno. OH cu-
AT, CK/IOHMB TOMIOBY, U MOrPY>XEH B MONYANMBOE pasMblilie-
Hue. Ero no3a — He XecT CTpafjaHus, a HanpsHkeHHoe ciyLia-
HWE TULLMHDI.

Mog HUM — npoueccus Naen, KPoweyHbIX B CPaBHEHUN
C ruraHtckon ¢urypoir. OHM MAYT UEMOYKOM MO MYCTbIHHOM
paBHMHE, Kak no nytn uctopuun. Kaxagbii 3 HMX HeceT CBOI
cyabby, HO BCe OHM ABWXKYTCA NOA B3rNS40M MOMYaNMBOro KO-
Nnocca, KOTopbld CUMMBONM3MPYET CaMy MbIC/Ib, CaMy CMoCob-
HOCTb YeNnoBeKa K CO3epLaHMIo.

JlyHa Ha doHe — kak BTOpoe OkKo, HebecHoe 3epkano,
KOTOpoe BMecCTe C Be/MKaHOM B3blBaeT K BeyHocTu. CBeT ee
XON0A4EeH, HO He MepTB — OH OCBELWAeT AOopory TeMm, KTo
ULLET.

«MeTadm3unka 6bITUg» — 3TO HE BOMPOC U He OTBET, a nay-
33, B KOTOpPOM u4enoBeK BCTpeyaeTcs € BOeCcKOHe4yHOCTbHO.
Mbl — CTpaHHUWKM, ManeHbkMe U Xpyrnkue, HO Haj HaMu Bce-
roa Bo3sBblwaetcs durypa PasmbliuieHns, HanoOMWHAKOLWAS:
ObITb — 3HAUMT CNPALLNBATD.

KapTvHa roBopuT 0 TOM, YTO BENMYME YeNloBEKA HE B CU-
Nle, @ B CNOCOOHOCTM 3aayMaTbCs. B 3TOM akTe co3epuaHus
M poxpaeTca MeTapusnka — TalHa ObITMS, KOTOpas He OT-
KPbIBAeTCS B C/IOBAX, HO XXMBET B MONYAHUM.

In the painting, the figure of a thinker rises above the
world, as if the mountain itself has turned into a human
body. He sits with his head bowed, immersed in silent
reflection. His posture is not one of suffering but of intense
listening to silence.
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Memacpusuka 6eimus (xyd. Ayamaz Xapebos)
Metaphysics of Being (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

Beneath him stretches a procession of people, tiny
compared to the giant figure. They walk in a line across
a desolate plain, as if along the path of history. Each carries
their own destiny, yet all move under the gaze of the silent
colossus who embodies thought itself, the very capacity
of humanity for contemplation.

The moon in the background is like a second eye,
a celestial mirror, calling together with the giant toward
eternity. Its light is cold, yet not lifeless — it illuminates the
way for those who seek.

Metaphysics of Being is neither question nor answer, but
a pause in which humanity encounters infinity. We are

29



wanderers, small and fragile, yet above us always stands the
figure of Reflection, reminding us: to be is to ask.

This painting tells us that human greatness lies not
in power but in the ability to wonder. In that act
of contemplation arises metaphysics — the mystery of being,
which is not revealed in words but dwells in silence.

HENCIUTASA YALLA /
UNTASTED CHALICE

EcTb MrHoBeHuWe Mexay pewmMoCTblo U CTPAaXxOM — TOH-
Kas rpaHb, roe poxgaaerca cyabba. MNepen HaMuM — npocTpax-
CTBO OXMAaHus 1 Bbibopa. Ckanbl M ropbl 06pasyroT CTPOrui
dOoH, a BOAA C ee nNpo3payHom rnybMHONM npespaLlaeT nemsax
B CMMBON BpeMeHW. B LeHTpe KOMMo3uumm — urypa xe-
WMHbI, 3aCTbIBLLIAA Y OFPOMHOro cocyaa. Yawa cusert, C10BHO
TauT B cebe TalHy, HO OCTAETCS HETPOHYTOM.

JlectTHMua, Beamywas BHM3, M NOTOKM BOAbI, Majatolime
C BbICOTbI, HAMOMMWHAKT O ABWXEHWUM XKM3HU, O MOCTOSHHOM
TeyeHmn. Ho cama vawa — HenoaBmxkHa. OHa xaeT. OHa xpa-
HWT TO, YTO MOXET ObITb OTKPbITUEM MU UCMBITAHUEM.

HazBaHune «Hewncnutasa yawa» 3By4MT Kak meTadopa ve-
NnoBeYeckon cyabbbl. B Kaxnon >KM3HM €eCTb MCNbITaHue,
BCTPeYa C YeM-TO HeuzbexHbIM. Ho noka yawa He noaHsTa,
OCTaeTcs NPOCTPaHCTBO AN18 BbI6Opa, ANS HaAEeXAbl, AN CBO-
6oapl.

durypa Ha KapTMHe C/IOBHO B COMHEHWW: CTOUT NiM MpU-
KOCHYTbCS K 3TOM Yawe? OTBeTa HET — M UMEHHO B 3TOM CM/a
obpasa. 3puTento nepeaaHa Ta e naysa, To e konebaHue.
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Heucnumas yawa (xyd. Ayama3s Xapeb6os)
Untasted Chalice (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

KapTWHa HanoOMWHAET: eCTb B HalleN XWU3HU TalHbl, K KO-
TOpbIM Mbl NpUBAUXKAEMCS, HO He BCEraa pellaemcs KOCHYTb-
cs. MiHoroa cama BO3MOXHOCTb BbIOOpa OKa3bIBAETCS BaXKHee,
4yeM ero pesynbrar.

There is a moment between resolve and fear — a fragile
line where destiny is born. Before us lies a space of waiting
and choice. Cliffs and mountains form a solemn background,
while the transparent depth of the water turns the
landscape into a symbol of time. At the center stands the
figure of a woman, frozen before a great vessel. The chalice
glows as if it holds a secret, yet it remains untouched.
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The staircase leading downward and the streams
of water falling from above recall the constant flow of life.
And yet the chalice itself is still. It waits. It holds within it
what may be revelation or trial.

The title «The Untasted Chalice» resounds as a metaphor
for human destiny. In every life there is an ordeal, an
encounter with the inevitable. But as long as the chalice is
not lifted, there remains space for choice, for hope, for
freedom.

The figure in the painting seems caught in hesitation:
should one reach for the chalice? No answer is given — and
therein lies the power of the image. The viewer inherits the
same pause, the same trembling moment.

This painting reminds us: in life there are mysteries we
approach but do not always dare to touch. Sometimes the
very possibility of choice matters more than the outcome.

KBAHTOBbIN MMUP / QUANTUM
REALM

Mbl NPUBLIKAW K IMHEMHOCTU: eCTb AEeHb U HOYb, XXWU3Hb
M cMepTb, Nobena n nopaxenue. Ho B rybmHe peanbHOCTH
CKPbIT MHOW NOPSAOK, FAe HUYTO He OKOHYaTeNnbHo. TaM Kax-
A3s 4acTMLA CyLecTByeT Cpa3y B HECKONbKMX BO3MOXHOCTAX,
KaXkaas [opora OLHOBPEMEHHO OTKPbITA M 3aKkpbiTa. JTO —
KBAHTOBbIN MUP.

OH CnOBHO 3epKano 419 YenoBeyeckoro CO3HaHUS: Mbl TO-
)€ XXMBEM B Cynepnosuumun. B Hac XMBYT pasHble «a» — TOT,
KTO Nt06uT, U TOT, KTO BOMUTCA; TOT, KTO AEMCTBYET, U TOT, KTO
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monuut. [oka Mbl He aenaem BblIbOp, BCe 3TU «9» peasnbHbl.
Ho cTout BbIbBpaTh — M 0AHA BO3MOXHOCTb CBEPHETCS, a ApY-
ras CTaHeT cyabbon.

B kBaHTOBOM MMpe HeT abCoNTHOM TBEPAOCTH, BCE MY/b-
cupyeT u konebnetca. M, MoxeT BbITb, MCKYCCTBO BAMXKe BCEro
K 3TOM 3bI6KOCTU. KapTuHa nnam My3bika TOXe CyL,eCTBYIOT B CY-
nepno3nuun: NoKa Mbl He MOCMOTPUM, OHa MOXeT BbITb M 0b6pa-
30M, U CMMBONOM, W ABEPbI B MHOW MUP. TONbKO Hal B3rNsA
3aKpennsieT ee, CBOPaUYMBast TbiCSUYY BO3MOXHOCTEN B OAOHY.

MoxeT 6bITb, KBAHTOBbIA MWUP YYUT HAC CMUPEHUIO: Mbl
He ueHTp BceneHHon, a ogHa U3 ee BO3MOXHOCTEN. HO U Ha-
Aexnae: noka ectb cynepnosuuus, byayluee He npegpeLleHo.
Mbl — 4actuupl BbibOpa, M Hawa cBoboga B TOM, YTOOBLI
He OCTaHaBAMBATLCA HA OAHOM peanbHOCTU.

JTa KapTMHa C/I0BHO NpurnawaeT B3MISHYTb HAa peanb-
HOCTb B ee XpYynKOM1, HeBUAUMOM OcHoBe. [epen HaMu — Mup,
rae npoCTPaHCTBO HEYCTOMYMBO, @ MATepus Mpo3pavHa, Kak
AbixaHue. MNy3bipu-chepbl NapaT Hag 3eMnen u BoAoM, oTpa-
Xas cBeT, He6O U TeHU, — OHU MOXOXKM Ha aTOMbI, MblibHblE
My3blpy U ManeHbKWe BCeNeHHble OAHOBPEMEHHO.

34ecb HET MpuBbIYHOM TBEpAOCTU. Topbl M aepeBo ByaTo
pacTBOPAIOTCS, CTAHOBSATCA JIMHUSAMU HA TPaHWLLE CHA U SBM.
Bce nNpocCTpaHCTBO AbIUNT MHOXECTBEHHOCTbI): OJHO U TO Xe
MOXeT OblTb peanbHbIM U UIO30PHbIM, LeNbiM U pa3butbim,
HaYanoOM M KOHL,OM.

B 31O 3bI6KOCTM BO3HMKAET [MaBHbIA CMMBOJT KAPTUHbI —
BO3MOXHOCTb. KBaHTOBbIN MUp — 3TO He Xaoc, a COCTOsiHME
OXMOAHUA: KaXKAAA YacTMua XpaHuT B cebe Thicavy [0pOT,
M TONbKO B3MNA4 Onpefensier, Kakas U3 HMX CTaHeT peanbHo-
CTblO.

KapTvHa Auamasa roBopuT O HaC CaMMUX: Mbl TOXe COCTO-
MM U3 MHOXECTBA «si». Mbl — U CTpaXx, M HagexXaa, M NamaTb,
n Meuta. loka Mbl He BbiBUpaeM, BCe 3TO XXMBET BHYTPU Hac
O0OHOBpPEMeHHO. M, MOXeT 6blTb, UMEHHO B 3TOM MHOXECTBEH-
HOCTM U 3aK/K0YaeTcs TalHa cBoboapl.
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Keanmoseili mup (xyd. Auamas Xape6os)
Quantum Realm (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

«KBaHTOBbIM MWp» — HAMNOMMHAHME, YTO peanbHOCTb
He ¢dukcmpoBaHa. OHa TeuyeT, konebnetcs, oTKpbiBaeT 6ecko-
HeyHble NyTU. M KaXAabli YyenoBek — Kak Habniogatens, ybe
NPUCYTCTBME POXAAET CaMy TKaHb ObITHS.

We are accustomed to linearity: there is day and night,
life and death, victory and defeat. Yet in the depths of reality
another order is hidden, where nothing is ever final. There,
every particle exists in multiple possibilities at once, every
road is simultaneously open and closed. This is the quantum
world.

It is like @ mirror of human consciousness: we, too, live
in superposition. Within us dwell different selves — the one
who loves and the one who fears; the one who acts and the
one who remains silent. Until we make a choice, all these
selves are real. But once we choose, one possibility
collapses, and another becomes destiny.
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In the quantum world there is no absolute solidity;
everything pulses and trembles. And perhaps art is closest
to this fragility. A painting or a piece of music also exists
in superposition: until we look, it can be image, symbol, or
doorway into another world. Only our gaze secures it,
collapsing a thousand possibilities into one.

Perhaps the quantum world teaches us humility: we are
not the center of the Universe, but one of its possibilities.
And it teaches us hope as well: as long as superposition
endures, the future is not predetermined. We are particles
of choice, and our freedom lies in not confining ourselves
to a single reality.

This painting invites us to glimpse reality in its fragile,
invisible foundation. Before us lies a world where space is
unstable and matter is as transparent as breath. Bubbles and
spheres hover above earth and water, reflecting light, sky,
and shadows — they resemble atoms, soap bubbles, and
miniature universes all at once.

Here, solidity dissolves. Mountains and a lone tree fade
into outlines, becoming lines at the border between dream
and waking. The entire space breathes multiplicity: the same
thing can be both real and illusory, whole and broken,
beginning and end.

Out of this uncertainty emerges the central symbol
of the painting — possibility. The quantum world is not
chaos but a state of waiting: each particle holds a thousand
paths, and only the gaze decides which will become reality.

Atsamaz’s work speaks of ourselves: we too are made
of many selves. We are fear and hope, memory and dream.
Until we choose, all of these live within us at once. And
perhaps within this multiplicity lies the secret of freedom.

«Quantum World» is a reminder that reality is never
fixed. It flows, it trembles, it opens infinite paths. And every
human being is like an observer, whose very presence gives
birth to the fabric of existence.
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KBAHTOBbI NMEPEXOL, / QUANTUM
PASSAGE

JTa KapTMHA FOBOPUT HE O HAyKe — OHA O XXM3HMU.

KBaapartbl, yxoasawme BAaAb, MOXOXM Ha CTYNEHM HALIEro
MyTW: AETCTBO, HOHOCTb, 3PEnoCTb, CTapoCTb. Mbl He WAEM
MO HUM MJIABHO; Mbl COBEPLUAEM MPbLIKKK, AENAaEM BbiOOp, Me-
HsaeMmcs. Kaxabl TakoM NPbIXKOK — 3TO Nepexos.

Mapswue chepbl — 3TO HALWM BO3MOXHOCTM M MIHOBEHMSI.
OpHu cnaroT apko, gpyrue enBa 3aMeTHbl; 04HU BAM3KKM, Apy-
rve paneku. Kaxapli U3 Hac TSHETCS K TOMY, YTO 30BET ero:
K opyxbe, K Nto6BK, K HOBOMY A€y UM K TULLUHE.

OTpaxeHWe B BOJE HANOMWMHAET, YTO Yy BCEro ecTb ABe
CTOPOHbI: BHELLHAS U BHYTPEHHSAS, BUAMMAs U CKpbITas. Hawwm
MOCTYMNKKW OT3bIBAKOTCS B XM3HU APYrMX, KakK AEePEBbsl OTpaxa-
t0TCA B 3epKane o3epa.

Tak «KBaHTOBbIM nepexog» rOBOPUT He O YacTuuax,
a 0 HAaCc CaMux: O TOM, KaK Mbl pacTeM, Kak nepectynaem
M3 OLHOr0 COCTOSIHMA B APYroe, M KaK KaXKAbIA Mepexon 3axXu-
raet CBeT — B HAaC CAMMX M BOKPYT Hac.

XXW3Hb He TeyeT NpAMOM NMHMEN — OHa ABUXKETCS CKaYvKa-
MU. Kaxaplt nepexom OTKPbIBAET HOBble FOPM30HTbI, HOBbIE
CMbIC/bl, HOBbIE BCTPEYM.

Kak cBeT, poXKaatoLMINCs U3 TULWMHDI, HALWW Waru ocBella-
0T NYTb M HaM, U OPYIUM.

JT1a pabota — 0 mepemMeHax, cune, 6e3 KOTOpON HeBO3-
MOXHO OBMXEHWE Brnepes.

This painting does not speak of science — it speaks of life.

Squares receding into the distance resemble the steps
of our path: childhood, youth, maturity, old age. We do not
move across them smoothly; we leap, we choose, we
change. Each leap is a passage.
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Kearnmoeseili nepexod (xyd. Auamas Xapebos)
Quantum Passage (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

The floating spheres are our moments and possibilities.
Some shine brightly, others barely glimmer; some lie close,
others far away. Each of us reaches toward what calls to us:
friendship, love, a new endeavor, or silence.

The reflection in the water reminds us that everything
has two sides: outer and inner, visible and hidden. Our
actions echo in the lives of others, as trees reflect in the
mirror of a lake.

Thus, Quantum Transition is not about particles, but
about us: about how we grow, how we cross from one state
into another, and how each passage kindles light — within
ourselves and around us.

Life does not flow in a straight line — it moves in leaps.
Every transition opens new horizons, new meanings, new
encounters.

37



Like light born from silence, our steps illuminate the
path — for us, and for others.

This work is about change, about the power without
which no movement forward is possible.

TPOMNA CTAJIKEPA / THE STALKER’S
TRAIL

TonbKo TOT, KTO BXOAMT B TEHb, MOXET YBMAETb CBET
nHoro mupa. MNepen HaMM — NPOCTPAHCTBO NEPEXOAOB M Te-
HeW. Bbicokne urypbl BblpacTaloT M3 CTEH, MpPEeBpaLLasich

B Bpata, B npoxodbl, B Kopuaopbl. OHM — He nwoau
M He CTaTyM, a XXMBbIE TEHM MAMSTU, XPAHUTENN HEBELOMOTO
nyTw.

B ueHTpe KapTuMHbI — 4enoBek B KpacHoM. OH cTouT

Ha nopore, KakK MLYWMIN, KaK CTPaHHUK, FOTOBbIM BOMTH
B MUP, TAEe HET ACHbIX rpaHuL,. Bokpyr Hero — MHOXeCTBO Cu-
NYy3TOB, yXOOAWMX BAANb, PAaCTBOPSOWMXCS B MepcrneKkTuBe.
Kax bl U3 HUX — Kak BO3MOXHOe Oyayliee, Kak OTpaXeHue
YYXMX Cyned unm cobCTBEHHbIX «ai».

HaseaHue «Tpona Crankepa» oTcbliaeT K 06pa3y nposoa-
HWKa B HEM3BECTHOEe. JTO YenoBeK, KOTOpbIA MAET Tyaa, KyAa
Apyrue He peLatTcs CTynuTb, M BO3BpallaeT OTTyAa He oTBe-
Tbl, @ BOMpOChIl. B ero ware HeT yBepeHHOCTH, HO eCTb peLu-
MOCTb: BOMTU B MPOCTPAHCTBO, r4e CaMa peanbHOCTb CTaHO-
BMTCS 3bIOKOW.

KapTvHa roBopuT 0 TOM, YTO Yy KaXKAOro ecTb CBOM MyTb
B HeBegoMoe. Mbl BCe CTAaHOBMMCS CTafIKepaMu, KOrga npoxo-
AVM Yepes KOpUaopbl XXU3HU, Fae TeHW NpOoLoro 1 byayuiero
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Tpona Cmankepa (xyd. Auama3s Xapebos)
The Stalker’s Trail (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

TAHYTCS pSaoOM C HaMu. U rnaBHoe — He B0ATbCS 3TUX TeHen,
BEAb OHW NULLIb OTPAXKEHUS HAC CaMUX.

Only one who steps into the shadow can glimpse the
light of another world. Before us lies a space of passages
and shadows. Towering figures rise from the walls, turning
into gates, into corridors, into thresholds. They are neither
people nor statues, but living silhouettes of memory,
guardians of an unknown path.

At the center of the canvas stands a man in red. He
pauses on the threshold, a seeker, a wanderer ready to enter
a world without clear borders. Around him move countless
figures receding into the distance, dissolving in perspective.
Each one is like a possible future, an echo of other destinies,
or fragments of his own selves.

The title «The Stalker’s Trail» evokes the image of a guide
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into the unknown. He is the one who goes where others
dare not step, bringing back not answers but questions.
In his stride there is no certainty, only resolve — to enter
a space where reality itself becomes unstable.

This painting tells us that each of us has our own path
into the unknown. We all become stalkers when we walk
through the corridors of life, where shadows of past and
future stretch beside us. And the key is not to fear these
shadows, for they are only reflections of ourselves.

MOWN META®U3NYECKUE
PASMBbILLWJTEHWNA / REFLECTIONS
OF METAPHYSICS

KaptuHa BCcTpeyaeT Hac TMWKMHOW. PyuHbl 3aMKa Ha doHe
rop KaxyTcsi 06/10MKaMu He TONbKO KaMH$, HO U BPEMEHMU.
OHK cTOAT Nocpean A0NMHbBI, CIOBHO NaMsTb, KOTOPYO HEBO3-
MOXHO CTEpeTb, HO KOTOPasi YXXe€ He NPUHALNEXMUT XXMBOMY
HacTosLeMy.

He60 npo3payHo 1 CNOKOWMHO, HO B HEM — CTPaHHble 3Ha-
ku. OrHeHHas chepa BMCUT, Kak BTOpPOE COMHLE MK Aanekas
NNaHeTa, HaNoMMHag, YTO Hag UCTOPUEN YeloBeKa BCEraa na-
pUT 4TO-TO BoNbLUEE, YEM OH CaM.

OpuHokoe pepeBo 6e€3 NWUCTBbI, €r0 BETBM, BbITSHYTbIE
K Heby, — CNOBHO HEpBHbIE IMHUM MbIC/IM, MPOH3aloLwue npo-
cTpaHcTBO. OHM TAHYTCS BBbICb, KAaK BOMPOC, KaK COMHEHME,
KaK MOMCKK OTBETA.

JTa pabota — He nei3ax B 0ObIYHOM CMbICNE. ITO BHYT-
peEHHee pa3MblleHne, B KOTOPOM MpUpoaa, pyMHbl U HEBO
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Mou memagu3suyeckue pasmeiwineHus (xyd. Auamas Xapebos)
My Metaphysical Reflections (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

CTaHOBATCS 06pa3om Aywu. 3aMOK — CMMBOA TOrO, YTO py-
wuTcs. [lepeBo — cMMBON TOrO, YTO MwweT. CBeTuna Ha Hebe —
CMMBO TOTO, YTO OCTAETCSH HEMOCTUXKUMBIM.

MeTadum3nka 34ecb He B OTBAEYEHHbIX (opmynax,
a B OLWWYLEHWUU: YEeNOBEeK BCeraa >XMBET MexAay pyuHamu
M 3BE30aMU, MeXAy NPOLWAbIM U BEYHOCTbIO. M Kaxabli nen-
3a)K CTAaHOBWTCS 3epKasioM Halei cOBCTBEHHOM MbIC/N.

The painting greets us with silence. The ruins of a castle
against the mountains appear as remnants not only of stone
but of time itself. They stand in the valley like a memory that
cannot be erased, yet no longer belongs to the living present.

The sky is transparent and calm, yet it carries strange
signs. A fiery sphere hovers like a second sun or a distant

41



planet, reminding us that above human history there always
floats something greater than ourselves.

A solitary leafless tree, its branches stretched upward,
resembles the nervous lines of thought piercing the air. They
reach toward the heights like a question, a doubt, a search
for an answer.

This work is not a landscape in the ordinary sense. It is
an inner meditation where nature, ruins, and sky become the
shape of the soul. The castle is the symbol of what
collapses. The tree is the symbol of what seeks. The celestial
orbs are the symbol of what remains beyond comprehension.

Metaphysics here is not found in abstract formulas but
in a feeling: humanity always dwells between ruins and
stars, between the past and eternity. And every landscape
becomes a mirror of our own thought.

[MAPAJINIEJIbHbBIE MUPbI / PARALLEL
REALMS

JTa KapTWMHa CNOBHO OTKPbIBAeT ABEPb B MHOMOC/OMHYHO
BcenenHyto. MNepep rnasamu 3putens nepennetatTcs o6passbl,
NpUYHagnexawue pasHbiM WM3MEpeHuaM: [ApeBHMEe ropojaa
1 GUrypbl BOMHOB, XXEHCKWUIA NIUK B IyOMHE CBETALWErocs Kpy-
ra, GaHTaCTUYeCKUM BCAAHWUK HA KPbINAaTOM KOHE, TEHU UHbIX
umMBMnM3aumin. Bce 3pechb cylwecTByeT psaoM, HO He conpuka-
CaeTCca HanpsMy — KaXAbld MUp MAET CBOen AopOoron, co-
XPpaHsAa COOCTBEHHYIO TalHY.

CneBa — KaMeHHble NIMKWU, CNIOBHO Bblpe3aHHble W3 rop,
HaNnOMWHAHME O TOM, YTO MUG M UCTOPUS BCeraa COCeACTBYIOT.
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lapannensHeie Mupel (xyo. Auamas Xape6os)
Parallel Realms (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

CnpaBa — CTUXMSI LBUXKEHMS: KOHM, KOMbsl, KPblibs, Miams.
A Hap BCEM — CUSIIOLMIA KPYT, KaK CUMBOJ FpaHULbl Mexay
peanbHOCTAMM.

HazeaHue «[MapannenbHblie MUpPbI» FOBOPUT O TOM, YTO Mbl
HUKOr4a He XXMBEM /IMLb B OAHOM NPOCTpaHCTBe. B Hac nepe-
CEeKaloTCs pasHble nnacTbl: npownoe u byayuee, Mud U pe-
anbHOCTb, BUOMMOE U COKpbITOe. MHoraa OoHW compuKacatT-
€Sl — M TOr4a pPOXKAAETCS 03apeHMe.

KapTuHa HanoMMHaET: BCE, YTO Mbl CYUTAEM KHECYLLECTBY-
IOLLMM», MOXET BbITb JIMLb UHLIM CNOEM BbITUS. Mbl — XuTe-
NM OLHOrO0 MMPa, HO Hala Aylla YyBCTBYET MPUKOCHOBEHME
napannenbHbiX MUPOB.

This painting opens a doorway into a layered universe.
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Before the viewer’s eyes, images intertwine, each belonging
to a different dimension: ancient cities and warrior figures,
the serene face of a woman within a radiant circle,
a fantastical rider on a winged horse, and shadows of other
civilizations. All exist side by side, yet do not directly
touch — each world follows its own path, preserving its own
mystery.

On the left, stone faces carved from the mountains
remind us that myth and history always stand together. On
the right, the realm of movement unfolds: horses, spears,
wings, fire. And above it all hovers a shining circle, a symbol
of the boundary between realities.

The title «Parallel Worlds» suggests that we never live
in a single space alone. Within us, multiple layers intersect:
past and future, myth and reality, the visible and the hidden.
At times they brush against one another — and in those
moments, revelation is born.

This painting reminds us: everything we consider
«nonexistent» may simply be another layer of existence. We
are inhabitants of one world, but our souls feel the touch
of parallel worlds.

CMYTHbIE BPEMEHA / TROUBLED
TIMES

CMyTHblE BpeMeHa Bceraa npmxoaat BHe3anHo. OHKM cno.-
HO HAABWralTCA C FOPM30HTA, OKPALUEHHOrO TPEBOXHbIM
HeboM, raoe CBETUNO ropUT He KakK COMHLE, @ KakK 3HaK MUCMbITa-
HMs. B 3TOM XenTom Kpyre ecTb 1 CBET, M yrpo3a: OH corpeBa-
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€T, HO U CNIenuT, AaBas NOHSTb, YTO SCHOCTb MOXeT 06epHyTb-
CSl OTHeM.

Ha nepenHeM nnaHe yenoBek MAeT No ctyneHsMm. Ero ¢u-
rypa Mana B CPaBHEHUW C WMCMONMHCKUMM COOPYXKEHUSIMU
M KOCMUYeckumMu obpasamu BOKpyr. Ho MMeHHO B 3TOM Mano-
CTM — Benuue: Yenosek NpPoao/KaeT ABUXKEHUE Jaxe Toraa,
KOrga MUp BOKPYT APOXMUT U PYLUKUTCS.

(CneBa u3 cKkan MgAMT OFPOMHOE OKO — BCEBMAsLLee,
B KOTOPOM 3acTblfa c/e3a. 370 Ce3a UCTOPUM, Cnesa NamaTu.
OHa napaeT Kak NOTOK BOAbl, MUTAOWMIM 3€MIIK0, — HANOMM-
HaHWe 0 TOM, YTO JaXe B CKOpOW eCTb UCTOUHMK KU3HU. Ka-
MEHHble CTeHbl, C/IOBHO NMLA, CKpbIBalOT B cebe cTpapaHue
M MOMYaNMBbIN NPOTECT.

CnpaBa BO3HMKAET IMraHTCKOe 3[aHMe C apKOW, yxoas-
wew B ronyoyto rybuHy. 3To MOXeT ObITb M XpaM, 1 KPenocTb,
1 BXOA B MHOM MUP. OHO CTOMT MPAYHO U BEUYECTBEHHO, KakK
cumBon Byaylero, KOTOpoe OTKPbIBAETCS He cpasy, a Tpebyer
CMefocTu BOWTH B ero BopoTa.

Hebo HanosHeHO NTMULAMM, HO MX MONET TPEBOXEH, bec-
nopsigoveH. OHM HAaNOMMHAKOT MbICAK, MeyYylmnecs B cMmsTe-
HWU, KOTOA HeT SICHOCTU M MOKOS. 3TO — AbIXaHUE CMYTHbIX
BPEMEeH: pa3opBaHHOCTb, HeonpeaeneHHocTb, 6opbba TbMbl
“ cBeTa.

Ho cpegu 3toro xaoca uyenoBek maet Bnepen. OH Man,
HO ero nyTb Benuk. B 3ToM o6pase 3akntyeHa dunocodus
KapTUHbI: CMYTHbIE BPEMEHA CTPALLHbl, HO UMEHHO B HUX POX-
[aeTcs CTOMKOCTb. McnbiTaHng ounwatot, 601b CTAHOBMTCS Na-
MATbIO, A [OBWXEHue Bnepes — eOUMHCTBEHHbIM OTBETOM
Ha TbMY.

KaptnHa «CMyTHble BpeMeHa» HanoMWHAET: MCTopuUS
BCerga npoxonuT uvepes bypu. Ho Tam, roe nnayer kaMeHb
M CBETUTCS TPEBOXHOE COJHLe, BCeraa ecTb Luar YenoBeka,
KOTOpbI He caaeTcs. M MMeHHO 3TOT Wwar BeAeT HAac K HOBOW
SCHOCTW.



CmymHbie spemeHa (xy0. Auyamas Xapeb6os)
Troubled Times (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

Troubled times always come suddenly. They arrive like
a horizon shrouded in storm, with a sky where the sun burns
not as a source of warmth, but as a sign of trial. In its yellow
circle lies both light and threat: it gives brightness, yet
blinds, showing that clarity itself can become fire.

In the foreground, a solitary figure ascends the steps.
Compared to the colossal structures and cosmic symbols
around, the human form is small. Yet in this smallness lies
greatness: man continues his path even when the world
trembles and collapses around him.

On the left, from within the cliffs, stares a colossal eye —
all-seeing, holding a tear. It is the tear of history, the tear
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of memory. Falling as a stream, it nourishes the earth —
a reminder that even in sorrow lies the source of life. The
stone walls, like faces, conceal both suffering and silent
protest.

To the right rises a monumental building with an arch
opening into blue depth. It may be a temple, a fortress, or
a gateway to another world. It stands dark and immense,
a symbol of the future that does not reveal itself
immediately, but demands the courage to enter.

The sky is filled with birds, but their flight is restless,
chaotic. They resemble thoughts scattering in confusion
when clarity and peace are absent. This is the breath
of troubled times: fragmentation, uncertainty, the struggle
of light and shadow.

Yet within this chaos, the figure moves forward. Small
though it is, its path is vast. In this image lies the philosophy
of the painting: troubled times are fearsome, but within
them resilience is born. Trials purify, pain becomes memory,
and moving forward remains the only answer to darkness.

The painting «Troubled Times» reminds us: history always
passes through storms. But where stone weeps and the sun
burns with unease, there is always the step of man who does
not surrender. And it is this step that leads us toward a new
clarity.
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PASLOEN 1. NICTOPUA
N KYJIbTYPA

KOCTA / KOSTA

Becb Mnp — Mo xpam, Nt060Bb — MOS CBATbIHS,
BceneHHas — oteyectBo Moe... — Kocta Xetarypos

Ha stoi kaptuHe Kocta Xertarypos! npeacraer B cus-
HMM — He TONbKO KaK YenoBeK, HO KakK CMMBOJ, KaK NPOBOA-
HWK cBeTa. Ero cepaLe ropuT KpacHbIM NaaMeHeM, CJI0BHO Ca-
Ma noboBb, 06paLLeHHas K Hapoay. 3TOT OrOHb He MOXMUPaeT,
HO OCBelaeT JOPOry: Nyyu, ucxoasdwme OT cepaua, nagatot
Ha kapty Ocetuu, npeBpawas ee B MNPOCTPAHCTBO NaMATK
“ CyabObl.

Bokpyr — MHororonoceii Mup. Hebo yceinaHo niaHetamu
M 3BE34AaMM, KaK HaNOMWHaHMeE 0 TOM, 4yTo TBOpYecTBO Kocra
NMPUHALNEXMUT He TONbKO CBOENM 3eM/e, HO U BCEMY YenoBeye-

! Kocra JleBaHosuu XetarypoB (1859—1906) — OceTMHCKMit no3T, apa-
MaTypr, nyéauumct, aTHorpad, >kuBonwucel, obuiectBeHHbIM pestenn. Oc-
HOBOMO/IOXHWMK OCETUHCKOM NUTepaTypbl U OCETUHCKOFO NMTepaTypHOro
A3blKa.
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ctBy. Ero cnoBa 3By4aT CKBO3b BEKa, KaK 4acCTb BCENEHCKOM
rapMOHUMU.

Ha kapTMHe psagoM € NO3TOM Mbl BUOAMM CLEHbI U3 XKMU3-
HW — Tpya, rope, MOAUTBY, NoneT Aywu. 3TM obpasbl CI0BHO
BbIPACTalOT M3 ero CTUXOB: B HUX U CTpajaHWe Hapopna, U ero
Hagexna, M obpalleHue K BeYHOCTU.

Lenb ntopen, obpamnsitolas KapTy, — 3TO CaM HapoA, Co-
eMHeHHbIM cnoBoM Kocta, crtoawmii nneyom K nnedy. OHu
06pasyioT XMBYIO FPaHuULY, HE NONUTUYECKYIO U HE BOEHHYIO,
a AYXOBHYI0, COTKAHHYI0 U3 NaMSATU U eAUHCTBA.

Ho rnaBHoe — cam 06pa3 noata. B ero cnokoiHom ¢urype
3aKfloveHa uenas dunocodua: nucatenb — He BAACTUTEND,
He BOMH, a TOT, KTO HeceT cBeT cepaua. Ero cuna — B cnose,
ero opykme — UCTUHA, ero NOABUI — BEPHOCTb.

JTa KapTMHa — TIMMH He Tonbko Kocta XeTtaryposy,
HO M CaMOM maee KynbTypbl: CNOBO CNOCOBHO COeamHsTL no-
KONeHus,, XpaHUTb UCTOPUIO, NpeobpaxaTb CTpajaHue B Kpa-
coty. M notomy durypa Kocta 34echb cusieT Kak BeUHbIH 3HaK:
MOKa ecTb ero no33us, ecTb U AOPOra, BeayLwas K CBeTy.

In this painting, Kosta Khetagurov® appears
in radiance — not merely as a man, but as a symbol, a bearer
of light. His heart burns with red flame, like pure love
offered to his people. This fire does not consume but
illuminates, its rays falling upon the map of Ossetia, turning
it into a landscape of memory and destiny.

Around him lies a polyphonic world. The sky is strewn
with planets and stars, a reminder that Kosta’s legacy belongs
not only to his homeland but to all humanity. His words
resound through centuries, as part of the universal harmony.

! Kosta Levanovich Khetagurov (1859-1906) — Ossetian poet,
playwright, publicist, ethnographer, painter, and public figure. The founder
of Ossetian literature and the Ossetian literary language.
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KOCTA (xyd. Auamas Xapebos)
Kosta (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)
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Scenes of life surround the poet — labor, sorrow, prayer,
the flight of the soul. These are images drawn from his
poetry: the suffering of his people, their hope, their address
to eternity.

The chain of people framing the map is the nation itself,
bound together by Kosta’s word, standing shoulder
to shoulder. They form a living border — not political, not
military, but spiritual, woven from memory and unity.

But above all, the central image is the poet himself.
In his calm figure lies a philosophy: a writer is not a ruler,
not a warrior, but one who carries the light of the heart. His
strength is in words, his weapon is truth, his legacy is
loyalty.

This painting is a hymn not only to Kosta Khetagurov but
to the very idea of culture: that words can unite generations,
preserve history, and transform suffering into beauty. Thus his
figure shines here as an eternal sign: as long as his poetry
exists, there will always be a path leading toward the light.

XPAM MOEW AYLUM / THE TEMPLE
OF MY SOUL

B kaxxooMm ropoge ectb XpaM, KOTOPbIM BO3BbIWIAETCS Haf,
KpblWaMn oMoB. Ho Ha 3TOM KapTMHE XpaM — He NpocTo ap-
XWUTeKTypa, a obpa3 BHyTpeHHero mupa yenoseka. Ero cre-
Hbl — 3TO CTEHbl NaMATH, €ro Kynon — CBOA AyXa, ero ceet —
OblXaHWe Jywu.

CHer noXMTCS Ha KpbllWM M AepeBbs, NpeBpawas ux
B XpyCTanbHble obnaka. benusHa 3uMbl ouMLaeT NpoCcTpaH-
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CTBO, [eNas ero NoxoXuM Ha MONUTBY. B 3ToW TUWKMHE XpaMm
CNOBHO 3BYYWT 6€3 CNOB: OH rOBOPUT HE KONOKOMAMK, a Ca-
MWM CBOWMM NPUCYTCTBUEM.

Obpa3z «xpama MOer Aaylwu» poxaaeT QGUIoCoPCKyo
MbIC/Ib: KaXAbl YenoBek CTpOUT B cebe BHYTPEHHWUI Xpam.
B HeM HeT cTeH U3 KaMH$, HO eCTb CBOAbI U3 Bepbl, HAAEXAbI
n nobBuM. N Kak ropoa He MoxeT 6bITb camMnm coboi 6e3 xpa-
Ma, TaK M Oyla He MOXeT ObITb LenocTHon 6e3 3Toro BHYT-
peHHero NpoCTpaHCTBa.

KapTMHa nokasbiBaeT xpam cpeau AOMOB, Cpeau NoBce-
AHEBHOCTU. DTO BAXHbIM CMMBON: OyXOBHOE BCeraa CTouT
psaoM C o6blgeHHbIM. OHO He OoTAeneHo, OHO BM/ETEHO
B CaMy TKaHb XM3HW. N noTOMy Xpam CTaHOBMTCS 06pasoMm
Hawen cnocobHOCTM BWAETb BEYHOE B 3EMHOM, BbICOKOE
B MPOCTOM.

3MMHME Kpacku — cAepXaHHble, ronybole, cepebpu-
CTble — MNOAYEepPKMBAIOT MAEK MOKOS M YWUCTOTbl. 34eCb HeT
TPeBOrun, HeT ABWXeHMs Tonnbl. Bce 3amupaeT B 0XuaaHuw,
M UMEHHO B 3TOM TULLUMHE AyLIA HAXOAMUT XpaM.

JTa KapTMHA HAaMOMMHAET: XpaM Ay HeNb3sa pPa3pylunTb
BpeMeHeM. OH Bcerga C HaMu, B KaXA0M [bIXaHUW, B KAXKA0M
B3rnaae K Heby. Ero cTeHbl — 3TO HawwM MbICAK, ero CBeT —
Hawa Bepa, ero BbICOTAa — HAWa CNOCOBHOCTb MOAHMMATHLCS
Hag, coboW.

In every city there is a temple that rises above the
rooftops. But in this painting, the temple is not merely
architecture — it is the image of the inner world of a human
being. Its walls are the walls of memory, its dome the vault
of spirit, its light the breath of the soul.

Snow rests upon rooftops and trees, turning them into
crystal clouds. The whiteness of winter cleanses the space,
making it resemble a prayer. In this silence, the temple
seems to speak without words: not with bells, but through
its very presence.

52



Xpam moeli dywu (xyd. Auamas Xapebos)
The Temple of My Soul (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

The image of the «temple of my soul» gives rise
to a philosophical thought: every person builds an inner
temple within themselves. It has no walls of stone, but it has
arches of faith, hope, and love. And just as a city cannot be
itself without a temple, so the soul cannot be whole without
this inner space.

The painting shows the temple among houses, amid
everyday life. This is an important symbol: the spiritual
always stands beside the ordinary. It is not separate — it is
woven into the very fabric of life. And thus the temple
becomes an image of our capacity to see the eternal in the
earthly, the lofty in the simple.
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The winter tones — restrained blues and silvers —
emphasize the idea of stillness and purity. Here there is no
anxiety, no rush of the crowd. Everything falls silent
in expectation, and it is precisely in this silence that the soul
finds its temple.

This painting reminds us: the temple of the soul cannot
be destroyed by time. It is always with us — in every breath,
in every glance toward the sky. Its walls are our thoughts, its
light our faith, its height our ability to rise above ourselves.
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PASLOEJ I1lI. POOVHA
N AOETCTBO

ANOM MOEIO OETCTBA / THE HOUSE
OF MY CHILDHOOD

oM Moero getcTBa CTOMT Ha NepekpecTke NaMsaTu U Ha-
crosiwero. Ero okHa — Kak rnasa, B KOTOPbIX OTPaXakoTcs BCe
rofbl, MPOXWTble 34€eCb: YTPEHHWUIA CBET, OETCKMIM CMeX, nep-
Bble CTpaxu M nepsble Hagexabl. Kaxaag 3aHaBecka, Kaxabln
6ankoH, Kapas OBepb — 3TO MMaBa B KHWUre, KOTOPYK M-
Wewb He Tbl OAMH, @ BECb TBON MUP.

Crapble cTeHbl 3HAOT TO, Yero Mbl caMu 3abbuin. OHM NoOM-
HAT Waru, X10MNK1 ABEpEeN, Ten/ble pa3roBopbl Ha KyXHe, nep-
Bble BCTPEYM M MpOWAHUS. B 3TMX TeHAX M O/IMKax XuBeT
Npownoe, KOTOpPOe HMKOrAa He YXOAMT OKOH4YaTenbHo. OHO
MpOCTO OTCTynaeTt Brnybb, 4Tobbl OOHAXAbl BEPHYTbCS — 3a-
naxom xseba, TeHbl 00/1aKa, IXOM [aNEeKOM MeCcHM.

Ha 3Toi ynuue paxe TULIKMHA 3BYYMT MHAYE: OHA HaMoJHe-
Ha ronocamu ywenwmx net. ConHeYHble yun, nagas Ha cTe-
Hbl, C/IOBHO PACKPbIBAIOT CKPbITYI0 TKAHb BPEMEHM: [OM YXe
He TOT, a Tbl BCE elle TOT pebeHOoK, YTo BEeXMT Mo ABOpY, Cro-
TbIKasACb O KAMHU U M489 B be3o06nayHoe Hebo.
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Lom moezo 0emcmasa (xy0. Auamasz Xapebos)
The House of My Childhood (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

[loM Moero geTcTBa — 370 He 34aHMe, @ NPOCTPAHCTBO BHYT-
pu cepaua. OHO He NpUHAANEXUT KUpNM4YaM 1 6ankoHaM, a na-
MSTU U ayle. 3TOT AOM HMKOrAa He ByaeT paspyLueH A0 KOHLA,
MOTOMY YTO OH CTOWT Ha 3eMJ/le HaLlero BHyTPeHHero Mmpa.

M notoMmy, Koraa g CMOTPHO Ha KapTWHY, S BUXY He yauuy
M He MalluHBbI, a y3Hato cebs. B 3ToM MecTe cxondTcs ABa Bpe-
MEeHW — Mpownoe U HacToswee. 34eCb YYUWbCA MOHUMATD:
BCE MEHSeTCs, HO OCTAeTCs HeuyTo, YTO CUNbHEee BPEMEHU —
CBET, B KOTOPOM OTPAXAeTCs HALLA XM3Hb.

The house of my childhood stands at the crossroads
of memory and the present. Its windows are like eyes,
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reflecting all the vyears lived here: the morning light,
children’s laughter, the first fears, and the first hopes. Every
curtain, every balcony, every door is a chapter in a book
written not by you alone, but by your entire world.

Old walls know what we ourselves have forgotten. They
remember footsteps, the slam of doors, warm conversations
in the kitchen, first meetings and farewells. In these
shadows and glimmers lives the past, which never truly
leaves. It simply recedes into depth, only to return one
day — in the scent of bread, in the shadow of a cloud, in the
echo of a distant song.

Even silence sounds different on this street: it is filled
with the voices of vanished years. Sunlight falling on the
walls seems to reveal the hidden fabric of time: the house is
no longer the same, yet you are still the child running
through the yard, stumbling over stones, and gazing into
a cloudless sky.

The house of my childhood is not a building, but a space
within the heart. It does not belong to bricks and balconies,
but to memory and soul. This house will never be fully
destroyed, because it stands upon the ground of our inner
world.

And so, when | look at the painting, | do not see a street
or the cars, but | recognize myself. In this place two times
meet — past and present. Here we learn to understand:
everything changes, yet something remains stronger than
time — the light in which our life is reflected.
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POOHbIE MECTA / NATIVE PLACES

lNepen HamMM — CTapas ynuua, AOMa, OEpPeBbs, LEPKOBb
C KpecToMm, yxoasuime Boanb. Bce 3HaKOMO M NPOCTO: KaMHU
Ha fopore, KpbllWW, MOTEMHEBLLUME OT BPEMEHMU, CBET, KOTOPbIH
JIOXMTCS Ha CTEeHbl MArKMMK Bimkamu. Ho B 3TOM npocrtoTe 3a-
KKYEHa Cuiia, NOTOMY YTO MMEHHO OHAa Npoby)KaaeT B Hac
4yBCTBO KOpPHS.

«PofiHble MecTa» — 3TO He NMPOCTO M306paXeHWe AEPEBHU
WM ropoaa, 3To 06pas MCToKa. 34eCb KaxXAblM OOM XPaHWUT
namaTb, KaXAblli KAMEHb MOCTOBOM 3HAET Larn Tex, KT0 >KMn
[0 Hac. B 3TOM TULLIMHE CNbIWATCS He TONbKO 3BYKM HacTosLLe-
ro, HO M 3X0 MPOLNOro: CMEX, MOMUTBBI, F0/10Ca NPeAKOB.

KapTuHa C/IOBHO HaMOMMHAET: Y KaXKA0ro 4YenoBeka ecTb
CBOS TOYKA BO3BpalleHMs. M gaxe ecnu Xu3Hb YBOAWUT Hac
Jlaneko, B cepALe BCeraa ocTtaércs Aopora K poaHbIM MecTaM.
3T0o popora He TONbKO reorpaduyeckas, Ho U AyXOBHasl.

CBeT Ha rop13oHTe B KapTMHe — 3T0 obewaHune. PoaounHa
MOXET ObITb CYpOBOW, CKDOMHOM, NULLEHHOM Bnecka, HO B Hel
BCEraga ectb Npaeaa. M MMeHHO 3Ta NpaBaa LeflaeT ee AN Hac
becLeHHOoM.

«PofiHble MecTa» MOKa3blBAlOT: BO3BPALLEHME — 3TO
He 6ercTBo OT HacCTOALLEro, a BCTpeya C caMmM coboi. Beap
yenoBek 6e3 KOpHA — Kak aepeBo 6e3 no4ysbl. A poamHa gaet
TY 3eMJ110, M3 KOTOPOM MPOPaCTaloT HALM CUJIbl, HAWKU MEYTbl
M Halla Bepa.

Before us lies an old street, houses, trees, and a church
crowned with a cross fading into the distance. Everything
here is familiar and simple: stones in the road, rooftops
darkened by time, light resting softly upon the walls. Yet
within this simplicity lies strength, for it awakens within us
the sense of root.
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PodHbie mecma (xyd. Auama3s Xapebos)
Native Places (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

«Native Places» is not merely the image of a village or
town, but the image of origin. Here every house carries
memory, every cobblestone knows the steps of those who
came before. In its silence, we hear not only the sounds
of the present, but the echo of the past: laughter, prayers,
the voices of ancestors.

The painting seems to remind us: every person has
a point of return. And even if life takes us far away, the road
to our native places always remains in the heart. It is not
only a geographical road, but a spiritual one.

The light on the horizon in the painting is a promise.
Homeland may be austere, modest, lacking in splendor, yet
it always carries truth. And it is this truth that makes it
priceless for us.

«Native Places» shows us that return is not an escape
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from the present, but a meeting with oneself. For a person
without roots is like a tree without soil. And homeland is the
earth from which our strength, our dreams, and our faith
grow.

MOW ropof / MY TOWN

EcTb ropoga, KoTopble CTaHOBATCS JULWb MECTOM XUTeb-
cTBa. A ecTb — Te, YTO HaBcerga nocenstoTcs B cepaue. OHu
AblLLAT BMECTe C YeN0BEKOM, XXMBYT B €ro NamsTu, CTaHOBATCA
4acTblo ero cyabbol. [ng XygoXKHMKA 3TOT ropog, — MMEHHO
TaKOW: pOAMHA, YKOPEHMBLLASACS B Aylue, KaK AepeBo B 3eMne.

Ha nonoTHe ynuua KaxeTcs NpoCcTOM M 3HAKOMOM: MaLlu-
Hbl, LOMa, pAabl AepeBbeB. HO 3a 3ToM ByAHWMYHOW KApTUHOM
MOAHUMAKOTCS TOpbl — BEYHble CTPaXKW, KOTOpble 0OHMMAOT
ropoja CBoeW MoLbl. MX CHeXHble BepLIMHbl HAaMNOMMHAKT:
Laxe B CyeTe NOBCEAHEBHOCTM €CTb HEYTO, YTO BbIle U YMLLe,
4yeM Mbl.

30ecb Kaxaoe 34aHMe XpaHUT CBOK MCTOPWMIO, KaXAablH
MOBOPOT A0POrM CBA3aH C BOCMOMMHAHMEM. 3TO He MpOoCTo
apXMTEKTypa — 3TO Yy30pbl NaMaTU. XyAOXHUK CMOTPUT
Ha ynuuy rnasamu pebéHka, KoTopbii 6eran 3aecb KOraa-To
OOCMKOM; [/1a3aMM HOHOLWIKM, KOTOpbIM MeuyTan o Oyayuwiem;
rnasaMu 3penoro 4enoBeka, KOTOPbIM MOHWMMAET LeHy Kop-
Hen.

KapTuHa nonHa TMXOM, UCKpeHHeN NnobBu. B Hel HeT no-
Ka3HOW TOPXXECTBEHHOCTM, HET XXEeNaHWs YKpacWUTb AEeWCTBM-
TeNbHOCTb. Hanpotue, MMEHHO B MPOCTOTE M Y3HABAEMOCTU
pOXAaeTcs 4YyBCTBO NPUHAANEXHOCTU. [opop  CTaHOBUTCS
He MeCTOM, a 4YaCTblo CaMOro YenoBseka.
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Moli 20pod (xyod. Auama3 Xapeb6os)
My Town (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

M noTtoMmy, rsaas Ha 3T0 MOMAOTHO, Mbl MOHMMAEM: 1t060Bb
K pOAHOMY ropofy — 3TO OAHA M3 CaMblX YMUCTbIX GOpM Ntob-
Bu. OHa He TpebyeT A0KA3aTENbCTB, HE ULLET BbIFOAbI, HE HYX-
naetca B cnoax. OHa NpocTo ecTb — Kak BO34yX, KakK CBET,
KaK AblXaHWe rop Hag yauuamu.

There are cities that are merely places to live. And there
are cities that forever dwell in the heart. They breathe with
us, live in our memory, and become part of our destiny. For
the artist, this city is exactly that — a homeland rooted
in the soul, like a tree in the earth.

On the canvas, the street seems simple and familiar:
cars, houses, rows of trees. Yet behind this everyday scene
rise the mountains — eternal guardians embracing the city
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with their power. Their snow-covered peaks remind us: even
in the bustle of daily life, there is something higher and
purer than ourselves.

Here, every building holds a story, every turn of the road
is bound to a memory. This is not just architecture — it is the
pattern of remembrance. The artist looks upon the street
with the eyes of a child who once ran barefoot here; with
the eyes of a young man who dreamed of the future; with
the eyes of a grown man who knows the value of roots.

The painting is filled with quiet, sincere love. There is no
pomp, no attempt to embellish reality. On the contrary, it is
in simplicity and familiarity that the sense of belonging is
born. The city becomes not just a place, but a part of one’s
very being.

And thus, as we gaze upon this canvas, we understand:
love for one’s native city is among the purest forms of love.
It asks for no proof, seeks no benefit, and needs no words. It
simply exists — like air, like light, like the breath of the
mountains above the streets.

CTAPbI KBAPTANN / THE OLD
QUARTER

Crapblit KBapTan — 3TO MECTO, F4e CaMa TULWWMHA 3BYYUT
rpomye cnoe. Ero yskue ynuubl, HepoBHble 33060pbI, AePEBAH-
Hble AOMa C MOKOCUBLUMMMCA KPbILAMKU — CNOBHO CTPOKM py-
KOMMCK, KOTOPYIO NUCANU BECATKU MOKONEHUN.

B 3Tx cteHax HeT 6necka HOBMU3HbI, HO €CTb AblXaHWe na-
MaTU. KaMHM MOCTOBOWM, pXxaBble BOPOTa, AOLLATble CTEHbl —
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BCE XPaHMUT C/ieq YenoBeYecKomn XM3HU: Warn geten, Topons-
WMXCS B LIKOMY, pa3roBopbl cocenew, 3anax xneba u3 okHa,
TeHb, YNaBLWY OT AepeBa Ha KPblibLO. 34eCh Kaxaoe NITHO
CBeTa M KaXdas TpelMHa — 3HaK TOro, YTo BPEMS He TONbKO
paspyLiaeT, HO U NPUAAET 3HAYMMOCTb.

Crapbiit kKBapTan — 3T0 MeCTO, rae BUAEH PUTM XM3HU. OH
He ObICTPbIN, He WYMHBbIM, @ pa3MepeHHbIN, KaK AblxaHue cns-
Wwero ropofa. 34ecb MOXHO YCNbIWaTb, KaK MUP NPOXOAMT
CKBO3b HAaC: OHWM W TOAbl CMEHSIOTCS, HO MaMsaTb OCTaeTcs
B JepeBe 1 Kupnuye.

C BbICOTbI OTKPbIBAETCS BMA HA HOBbIe AOMA, HO OHU elle
He ob6penu Toro Beca, Kakon HeCyT cTapble NOCTPOMKM. TONbKO
MPOXMUTbIE XMU3HWU AENaloT NPOCTPaHCTBO XuBbIM. U cTapbiv
KBapTan — 3TO He NPOCTO YacTb ropojaa, a cepiue ero ayliu,
ero YKOpeHeHHOCTb, ero naMsTh o cebe.

30ecb 4yenoBek MOHMMaET: mpowsioe He ucyesaeT. OHo
He yLI0, OHO BMJ/IETaeTCs B HAcTosLLee, CIOBHO CTapas TKaHb
B y30p HOBOro KoBpa. M moka cTosT 3TM AoMa, MoKa ynuubl
MOMHSAT Waru, Mbl TOXe MOMHUM — He C/I0BaMW, a BHYTpPEeH-
HWM YYBCTBOM MPUHALNEXHOCTU.

Crapbiit KBapTan yunt BUOETb BEYHOCTb B NPOCTOM. B pxa-
BOM 3abope, B NOTEMHEBLUEN AOCKe, B CTApOM OKHe, rae oT-
paxaetcq Hebo. OH HaNOMMHAET, UTO KM3Hb — 3TO HE TO/bKO
OBWXeHWe Brnepes, HO U YMEHUE XPaHWUTb cefbl NPOXMUTOrO.

M korga Mbl CMOTPUM Ha KapTUHY, Mbl MOHUMAEM: B KaXXA0M
ropofe ectb CBOM CTapble KBapTanbl. Ho Ha camMoM gene oHu —
BHYTPM HaC. OTO Te MeCTa B AyLle, FAe XXMBET NaMsATb 0 Npeakax,
0 [eTcTBe, 0 BpEMEHM, KOTOPOE MpPOLUSO, HO OCTaBM/IO CBET.

The old quarter is a place where silence itself speaks
louder than words. Its narrow streets, uneven fences, and
wooden houses with sagging roofs are like the lines
of a manuscript written by generations.

These walls do not shine with newness, yet they breathe
memory. The cobblestones, the rusted gates, the weathered
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Cmapeili keapman (xyo. Auamas Xape6os)
The Old Quarter (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

planks — all bear the trace of human life: the footsteps
of children hurrying to school, the neighbors’ conversations,
the scent of bread from a window, the shadow of a tree
falling across a porch. Here, every patch of light and every
crack is a sign that time not only erodes but also endows
with meaning.

The old quarter reveals the rhythm of life. Not fast,
not noisy, but measured — Llike the breath of a sleeping
city. Here one can sense the world passing through us:
days and years change, but memory remains in wood and
brick.

From above, one can see new houses rising, yet they
have not acquired the weight that the old buildings carry.
Only lives lived grant a place its soul. And the old quarter is
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not merely part of a city, but the heart of its being, its
rootedness, its memory of itself.

Here one understands: the past never disappears. It does
not leave, but weaves itself into the present, like old fabric
in the pattern of a new carpet. And as long as these houses
stand, as long as the streets remember footsteps, we too
remember — not with words, but with an inner sense
of belonging.

The old quarter teaches us to see eternity in the
ordinary: in a rusted gate, in a darkened board, in an old
window reflecting the sky. It reminds us that life is not only
about moving forward, but also about preserving the traces
of what has been lived.

And when | look at the painting, | realize: every city has
its old quarters. But in truth, they are within us — the places
of the soul where memory lives: of ancestors, of childhood,
of time that has passed, yet left behind its light.

MOW ropof 3MMOW / MY TOWN
IN WINTER

Mo ropopg, 3MMOI B 3TOM KapTUHE C/IOBHO OKYTaH MSMKOM
TULWWHON. YNuUUbl NOrpyXeHbl B 6enu3HY, CHeXHble BETBU Ae-
peBbeB CKNOHUANCL APYr K Apyry, 06pasys X1BOW cBOA, NOA
KOTOpbIM TeyeT HecnewHas Xwu3Hb ropoga. CHer 3gecb —
He xonog, a bnarofatb, CBETN0E NOKPbLIBANO, KOTOPOE NPUMMU-
psieT U YMUPOTBOPSAET BCE BOKPYT.

Penkne npoxoxue, CMny3Tbl KOTOPbIX TAKOT B rybuHe ynu-
Lbl, HE HapYLWAaT 3TOr0 MOKOS, a, HANPOTMUB, CTAHOBATCA Ya-
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CTblO 0OLWENn rapMOHUU. VX Warn KaxkyTcs TULWE HA MATKOM
CHery, 1 OT 3TOro ropog, 3BY4uT KakK My3blka MonyaHusg. MoHa-
pv Ha 060YMHE ropaT 3010TbIMU TOUKAMM, CNOBHO 3Be34pbl, CO-
Wweawmne Ha 3eM/t0, — OHW A06aBASIOT Tenna 1 ylTa B MOpO3-
HbI BO34YX.

JTO MOMOTHO TOBOPWUT O MPOCTbIX, HO BEYHbIX BeLaXx:
0 TOM, KaK 3MMa OYMWIAET B3NS4, KaK TUILUMHA CTaHOBUTCA
NeKapcTBOM A9 AyWM, KakK B KaXKAOM MIHOBEHMM CKPbITa
Kpacota. B CHeXHbIX ynmMuax M TUXOM CusiHUM dOoHapen
ecTb 0cobasg nosHoTa M3HM — 6e3 cyeTbl, 6€3 rpoOMKMX
CNOB, TONbKO [AblXaHWe ropoda U PpUTM YenoBevyeckux La-
roB.

«MoW ropog 3MMOW» — 3TO BOCMOMWHAHME O TOM, YTO
CYaCTbe MOXHO HAWTU B MPOCTOM CO3epLUaHuu: B 6enom ceete
3UMbI, B MPO3PaYyHOM BO34YyXe, B MOKOe, KOTOpbIA AapUT Cepa-
Le caMoMy cebe. 3TO KapTUHa-Ha3uaaHWe: Cpeam Xonoaa Bce-
rAa MOXHO YC/bIWaTh TEMA0, eCAu CMOTPULLL F1a3amu Bnaro-
AAPHOCTU.

In this painting, My Town in Winter seems wrapped
in gentle silence. The streets are covered in white, the snow-
laden branches bend towards each other, forming a living
arch under which the quiet life of the city flows. The snow
here is not cold, but a blessing — a luminous mantle that
reconciles and calms everything around.

The few passersby, their silhouettes fading into the
distance, do not disturb the stillness; rather, they become
part of its harmony. Their footsteps are softened by the
snow, and the city begins to sound like music of silence.
Streetlights glow like golden stars descended to earth,
adding warmth and comfort to the frosty air.

This canvas speaks of simple yet eternal things: how
winter clears the vision, how silence heals the soul, how
beauty hides in every moment. In the snowy streets and the
quiet glow of the lamps lies a fullness of life — without
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Moii 20pod 3umoli (xyd. Ayamaz Xapeb6os)
My Town in Winter (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

haste, without noise, only the breathing of the city and the
rhythm of human steps.

My Town in Winter is a reminder that happiness can be
found in simple contemplation: in the white light of winter,
in the crystal air, in the peace the heart gives itself. It is
a painting that teaches: even in cold, warmth can be
heard — if one looks with eyes of gratitude.
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MOA POOVHA / MY MOTHERLAND

JTa KapTWHa BCTPEYaEeT Hac NPOCTOTOM: y3Kaa yauua, cTa-
pble AOMa, CUAY3T LEPKBU, YXOOALWEN BBbICb C KPECTOM Ha Ky-
none. Jlyun 3axoaawero conHua npobmeaTcs ckBo3b obnaka
M NI0XKATCS Ha KPbIWW M OepeBbs MATKMM CBETOM. B 3TOM nent-
3aXe HEeT BHELWHEeM MbIHOCTU, HO eCTb HeyTto Oonbliee —
NOAJIMHHOCTb M rNybuHa.

«Mos PoguHa» — 3T0 He reorpaduyeckasl Touka U He Kap-
Ta, 3TO NpexAae BCero CoCTosiHMe cepaua. 34eCb Kaxabli Ka-
MeHb MOCTOBOM XPaHMUT CNedbl WaroB, Kaxaoe AepeBo BNuUTa-
N0 AblXaHWe BeTpa, 3HAKOMOro C AEeTCTBA, KaXAbli AOM HeceT
B cebe naMaTb Tex, KTO Xun Ao Hac. PogMHa — 3TO KopeHb,
6e3 KoToporo YenoBek TepsieT cebs.

XYOOXHWMK MOKa3blBae€T He WAeanM3MpOBaHHbIA 00pas3,
a XXMBYIO peanbHOCTb. PoanHa MoXeT ObiTb CKPOMHOM, Aaxe
CypoBOi. HO MMEHHO B 3TOM NPOCTOTE 3aK/OYAETCs ee cuna.
JTO NpOCTPaHCTBO, FAe YeNOBEK YYMTCS BUAOETb MpaBay: BU-
[EeTb KpacoTy B HECOBEPLUEHHOM, Hagexay B OyaHMYHOM,
CBET B CAMOM OObIYHOM.

CBeT Ha ropu3oHTe B KApTUHE — CMMBOJ Hagexabl. [axe
B CyMepKax, gaxke cpeau Tsaxectu oHen, PogmHa Bceroa Hecet
B cebe obewaHme: «Tbl He OAMH, TBOM KOPHM XMBbI». PogHble
MeCTa CTaHOBATCS HE TOMbKO NaMATbO, HO U UCTOYHUKOM CUbI.

JTa pabota roBopuT: PoguHa — 3TO He TOMbKO mpoLlsioe,
HO M HacToswee, kKoTopoe GopMUpYyeT Hac, U Byayuiee, KOTO-
poe Mbl co3gaeM. OHa y4YnT HAC NMOMHWTb, YTO BO3BpaALLEHME
[OMOM — 3TO He 6ercTBo, a BCTpeya ¢ camum coboii. Beab ve-
nosek 6e3 PoamHbl — cnoBHO AepeBo 6e3 NoYBbl: MOXET XWUTb
KaKoe-TO BPEMS], HO HE CMOXET MYCTUTb HOBbIE KOPHMU.

N notomy «Mosa PoguHa» — 3TO He TOAbKO MpWU3HaHMe
B NI106BU K 3eM/IE, HO M HaNmOMMHaHME: Mbl BCErOa OCTaeMCs
4aCTblo ee OblXaHus, ee UCTOPUK, ee CBETa.
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Mos PoduHa (xyd. Ayamaz Xapebos)
My Motherland (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

This painting greets us with simplicity: a narrow street, old
houses, the silhouette of a church crowned with a cross. Rays
of the setting sun break through the clouds, resting softly on
rooftops and trees. There is no outward grandeur here, yet
there is something greater — authenticity and depth.

«My Homeland» is not a point on a map, but above all
a state of the heart. Every cobblestone carries the imprint
of footsteps, every tree has absorbed the breath of winds
known since childhood, every house bears the memory
of those who lived before us. Homeland is the root without
which a person loses themselves.

The artist does not show us an idealized image, but
a living reality. Homeland can be modest, even austere. Yet
within this simplicity lies its strength. It is the place where
one learns to see truth: to see beauty in the imperfect, hope
in the ordinary, light in the everyday.
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The light on the horizon in the painting is a symbol
of promise. Even in twilight, even amid the weight of days,
homeland always carries within it the assurance: «You are
not alone, your roots are alive.» Native places become not
only memory but also a source of strength.

This work tells us: homeland is not only the past, but
also the present that shapes us, and the future we create. It
teaches us to remember that returning home is not an
escape, but a meeting with ourselves. For a person without
homeland is like a tree without soil: it may live for a while,
but it cannot grow new roots.

Thus «My Homeland» is not only a declaration of love for
the land, but also a reminder: we always remain part of its
breath, its history, its light.

PAHHEE YTPO / EARLY MORNING

Ha kapTmHe — MrHoBeHue npobyxaeHus. Peka TaHeTcs
CKBO3b Nein3ax, ee NoBepxXHOCTb CMOKOMHA M OTpaxaeT CBeT
Heba, rae TONbKO 3apOoXAAlTCa nepsble Nyun. MocT coeamHs-
eT ABa bepera — C/IOBHO CBSI3b MeXAy TbMOM U CBETOM, HO-
YblO U AHEM, NPOLbLIM U ByAYLLUM.,

[epeBbs ele norpyxeHbl B T€Hb, HO Hafd ropamu yxe
poxpaeTca pacceeT. B 3Tom nepexope 3akniueHa ocobas
rapMoOHMs: MUP C/IOBHO 33afdepXan AblXxaHWe, Mo3BOAAS HaM
yCablWwaTh ero cepauebueHue.

«PaHHee yTpo» — 3TO He MPOCTO Mern3ax, 3To 06pa3 co-
CTOSIHMA Ayln. B KaXpoM M3 Hac eCcTb TakMe MrHOBEHWS, KO-
roa Npownoe ele He OTnyweHo, a byaywee ewe He HacTy-
nuno. 3T0 BHYTPEHHWI MOPOr, KOr4a YEenoBEK CTOMT MeXay
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OBYMS MMpaMu M crnocobeH yCablwaTe COOCTBEHHOE [AbiXa-
HME B YHUCOH C AbIXaHWEM 3eMIIN.

KapTMHa HanoMuHaeT: yTpo — 3TO He TONbKO BpeMs Cy-
TOK, HO U cMMBON Havana. OHO HeceT B cebe obelaHue: aa-
Xe ecnn Houb Oblna TSKenow, 3a Hew obssaTtenbHo npuaet
cBeT. «PaHHee yTpo» yuMT Hac 3aMeyaTb He LWyMHble nobe-
[bl, @ TUXME OTKPOBEHWS, KOTOpble NPUXOANAT B MPOCTbIX Be-
Wax: B CBeTe Ha peke, B O4epTaHMM MOCTOB, B MPO3PaAYHOM
BO3A4yXe.

310 paboTa 0 TOM, YTO KaX[oe YyTpO — HOBasi BO3MOX-
HocTb. OHO He rpomKko 3asBnseT o cebe, HO UMEHHO B 3TOM
ero cuna. YMeHue BCTPETUTb YTPO — 3HAYMT yMeTb NPUHATb
YXM3Hb 3aHOBO.

In the painting we see the moment of awakening. A river
winds through the landscape, its surface calm, reflecting the
light of a sky where the first rays are just being born.
A bridge links the two banks — like a connection between
darkness and light, night and day, past and future.

The trees are still immersed in shadow, yet above the
mountains dawn has already begun. Within this transition
lies a special harmony: the world seems to hold its breath,
allowing us to hear its heartbeat.

«Early Morning» is not merely a landscape, but an image
of the soul's state. Within each of us there are such
moments, when the past has not yet been released, and the
future has not yet arrived. It is an inner threshold, when one
stands between two worlds and can hear their own breath
in unison with the breath of the earth.

The painting reminds us: morning is not only a time
of day, but a symbol of beginning. It carries a promise: even
if the night has been heavy, light inevitably follows. «Early
Morning» teaches us to notice not loud victories, but quiet
revelations, which arrive in simple things — in the shimmer
of the river, the outline of bridges, the transparency of air.
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PanHee ympo (xyd. Auama3s Xapebos)
Early Morning (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

This work tells us that every morning is a new possibility.
It does not proclaim itself with force, yet within that
humility lies its strength. To welcome morning is to accept
life anew.
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CTAPAA HABEPEXHA4A / THE OLD
EMBANKMENT

Peka xpaHUT TeueHbe [Hel, a cTapble LoMa —
[bIXaHbe NamaTh. Ml BMecTe oOHM CTaHOBATCA
06pa3oM BEYHOCTK.

Ectb MecTa, roe AbixaHWe BpeMeHU YyBCTBYETCS 0COBEHHO
scHo. CTapas HabepexHas — O4HO M3 TakMX MEeCT. 34ecb peka
TEYET CMOKOMHO, OTpaxkas HeBO M KPOHbI AEPEBLEB, a CTapble
[l0Ma Ha BO3BbILIEHMM CMOTPST Ha HEE CBOMMW OKHAMM, CJIOB-
HO XXMBblE CBMAETENM AABHO NPOLWEAWNX COObITUIA.

B 3T1X KaMH$IX 1 CcTeHaxX CNbIWaTCa 0T3BYKM npownoro. Ko-
roa-To 34ecb 3ByYanu ronoca, CMex, Wwarm — u Bce 310 6yato
pacTBOPMNOCh B BO34YXe, HO He ncyesno 6eccnegHo. OHo BNu-
TanoCb B CTEHBI, B JIMCTbS, B CaM BO34yX, U Tenepb HabepexxHas
XPaHWUT He TOMbKO apXUTEKTYPY, HO M YENOBEYECKYH NaMsiTh.

Peka y ee noaHOXMS — CNOBHO 3epkano BpemeHu. OHa
BCEraa TeYeT, M B TO Xe BpeMs Bceraa octaetcst cobon. Ckonb-
KO Obl JIET HM MPOLLIO, €€ TEYEHME COEAMHSET NOKoNeHMs. Te,
KTO >KWJ1 paHblLe, 1 Te, KTO XXMBET Ceivac, BUAENN 1 BUOAT Of-
HY U Ty XXe BOAY, YXOASLIYIO BAASb.

Crapas HabepexkHas yuMT Hac MOHMMATb, YTO KpacoTa —
3T0 He TO/bKO HOBble 30aHMS M ONEecKk COBPEMEHHOCTH,
HO M TUWMHA CTaporo, MPOCTOro, MpOLIEAWEro Yepes rofbl.
B ee 0bnuke ectb 6naropoacTBO BPEMEHM, B €€ TPELMHAX —
NpaBAa XM3HU, B €€ TEHSAX — YMUPOTBOPEHME.

JTa KapTMHA HaNoOMMWHAET HaM: B KaXXA0M ropoje ecTtb Me-
CTa, rae Mbl MOXEM MPUKOCHYTLCS K CBOEN COOCTBEHHOM My-
6uHe. [ynaa no crapoi HabepexxHOM, Mbl C/IOBHO MAOEM
He TOJIbKO BAOJIb PEKW, HO M BAOMb COOCTBEHHOM NAMSTHU.

N notoMy cTtapas HabepexHas cTaHOBMTCS 0O6pa3oM Beu-
HOro: MOCTOM MeXAy MNpOW/biIM M HACTOSILMM, MPOCTPaH-

73



Cmapas HabepemHas (xyd. Auama3 Xapebos)
The Old Embankment (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

CTBOM, rae YyenoBeK obpeTaeT CBA3b C CAMUM COBOM, C UCTOPU-
€1 1 C BEYHOCTbI0, KOTOPAs KMBET B MPOCTbIX U TUXMX MECTax.

The river keeps the flow of days, the old houses
hold the breath of memory. Together they become
the image of eternity.

There are places where the breath of time can be felt
most clearly. The old embankment is one of them. Here the
river flows quietly, reflecting the sky and the crowns of the
trees, while the old houses above gaze upon it with their
windows, like living witnesses of long-gone days.

Within these stones and walls echo the sounds of the
past. Once there were voices, laughter, footsteps — all of it
seemed to vanish into the air, yet nothing disappeared
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without a trace. It was absorbed into the walls, into the
leaves, into the very air, and now the embankment preserves
not only architecture but also human memory.

The river beneath is like a mirror of time. It always flows,
and yet it always remains itself. No matter how many years
pass, its current connects generations. Those who lived
before and those who live now saw and see the same water,
forever moving onward.

The old embankment teaches us that beauty is not found
only in new buildings and the brilliance of modernity, but
also in the stillness of the old, the simple, the weathered.
In its appearance there is the nobility of time, in its cracks
the truth of life, in its shadows a sense of peace.

This painting reminds us: in every city there are places
where we may touch our own depths. Walking along the old
embankment, we walk not only by the river but also
alongside our own memory.

Thus, the old embankment becomes an image of the
eternal: a bridge between past and present, a space where
man finds connection with himself, with history, and with
the eternity that dwells in quiet, simple places.

PEKA JINAXBA / LIAKHVA RIVER

Ha kaptvHe — JInaxsa, cBepkawwas B CONHEYHOM CBe-
Te, ronybas xuna semnu, 6erywas CKkBo3b OCEeHHMe nensa-
XW. Ee TeyeHne CMOKOWHO M B TO Xe BPEMS XKMBO: Npo-
3payHas Boga urpaeT 6AMKamMu, OMbIBAeT KaMHU U OTpaxa-
eT B cebe Hebeca. Peka 3mecb — He NpoOCTO MPUPOAHbIV
06pas, a CMMBON BpeMEHM, KOTOpOe ABWXKETCS, YHOCS C Co-

75



6oV AoHKW, HO BCerga BO3BPALLAETCS K HaM B BEYHOM Kpyro-
BOpOTe.

30n0Tble KPOHbI AEPEeBbEB, CKNOHAOWMXCA K BOAE, CNOB-
HO NOACNYWMBAOT ee TUxyr necHb. OHM cToaT Ha Beperax,
KaK CTpaXKu, OXpaHsoLLmMe NOKOM U YUCTOTY 3TON peku. BeTsu,
OT/IMBAIOLLME KENTbIM U OpaHXeBbIM, FOBOPST O LWeApOCTU
OCeHW, 0 KpacoTe MOMEHTA, KOTOPbIN BOT-BOT YMAET, HO UMEH-
HO NO3TOMY LieHeH BABOMHeE.

Jlnaxea B 3TOM 06pa3e cTaHOBUTCS MeTadopoi camoM
XW3HU. B ee cTpeMUTENbHOM TeuyeHWM ecTb CUa U CBEXECTb,
HO B ee OTpaXKeHUsX — MOKOM M co3epuaHue. Yenosek, rnsaas
Ha TaKyl0 peky, CNOBHO BMAMT M CBOE CODCTBEHHOE TeyeHwue:
TO BbICTpOE, TO 3aMeAneHHoe, HO BCeraa YCTpeM/IEHHOe Bne-
pen.

«Peka JlnaxBa» — 3TO rMMH NpocToTe M KpacoTe. B wyme
BOObl W LIENOTe JINCTBbl CABbIWMKTCS FONOC 3eM/W, KOTOPbI
HanmoMMHAeT HaM O KOPHAX, O BEYHOM CBA3M C MPUPOLOMN.
KapTvHa AbllWUT TUWKMHOM, HO 3Ta TUILUMHA HAMOSHEHA BHYT-
PEHHWM 3BYYaHMEM: 34eCb eCTb MeCcTo A5 MbICIU, BOCNOMM-
HaHWa 1 6narofapHoOCTU.

In the painting, the Liakhva sparkles in the sunlight —
a blue vein of the land, flowing through autumn landscapes.
Its current is calm, yet alive: transparent waters shimmer
with light, wash over stones, and mirror the sky above. The
river is not just a natural image here, but a symbol of time
itself, moving forward, carrying away days, yet always
returning in its eternal cycle.

Golden crowns of trees bend gently towards the water,
as if listening to its quiet song. They stand on the banks
like guardians, protecting the peace and purity of the
river. Their branches, glowing with yellows and oranges,
speak of autumn’s generosity, of the fleeting beauty
of a moment that passes quickly but is treasured all the
more for it.
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Pexka Jluaxsa (xyo. Auamas Xapebos)
Liakhva River (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

The Liakhva River becomes a metaphor for life itself.
In its rushing flow lies strength and freshness; in its
reflections, calm and contemplation. Gazing at such a river,
one sees ones own life mirrored: sometimes swift,
sometimes slow, but always moving forward.

«The Liakhva River» is a hymn to simplicity and beauty.
In the murmur of the water and the whisper of leaves, one
hears the voice of the land, reminding us of our roots and
our eternal bond with nature. The painting breathes silence,
yet it is a silence filled with resonance — a space for
thought, memory, and gratitude.
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CTAPAA LEPKOBb / THE OLD
CHURCH

Cpeny KpbllWw M OCEHHMX [LepeBbeB BO3BbIWAETCA CTapas
LepKOBb — KaK 3HaK, KOTOpbI BpeMs He cMorno crepetsb. Ee
KaMHUW XpaHAT AbIXaHWEe BEKOB, ee Kynos BuAeN, Kak MeHs-
NIMCb NOKOMNEHUS, ee 3BOH Koraa-To cobupan nogen B MUHYTHI
pagoctm u ckopbu. OHa CTOMT He TOMbKO KakK CTPOEHMe,
HO Kak CMMBON — MpPUCYTCTBME BEYHOCTU B Cepaue noBce-
AHEBHOCTU.

OceHb obpamngeT xpam 30/10TbIM BeHLOM. KpoHbl, non-
Hble CBEeTa, C/IOBHO rOpSIT TUXMM OFHEM, U B 3TOM CUSAHWUM
XpaM KaxeTcs elle ApeBHee, ewe 3HauuTenbHee. OceHb Ha-
MOMMHAeT HaM O KPYroBOpOTE >XM3HW: JINCTbS OMAZAMoT,
HO 3eMns poXpaaer HoBble nobern. Tak U LLePKOBb: ee CTeHbI
CTapetoT, KaMeHb TEMHEET, HO AyX, 3aK/Il0UYEHHbI B Hel, 0CTa-
€TCS HEeM3MEHHbIM, KaK BeYHOE [bIXaHue.

Crapas uepkoBb yuuT cMupeHuto. OHa He comepHuyaer
C HebOM, He CTpeMUTCS K BbiCOTe cOBOPOB 1 ABOPLOB, @ CTOUT
CKPOMHO, MNOYTM 3aCTEHYMBO, CpeaM [OMOB WU [EePeBbEB.
Ho umeHHO B 3TOM CKpOMHOCTM — ee cuna. OHa CNoBHO roBo-
pUT: BEIMYME HE B FPOMKOCTM M Bnecke, a B CNOCOBHOCTM
ocTaBaTbCs. Bek 3a BekoMm, aeHb 3a AHEM, B pafoCTu U rope —
NpPOCTO CTOSATb U BObITb.

CUMMBONIMYHO, UYTO LLepKOBb BO3BbIWAETCS HA KpbIaMu —
OHa KaK HanoOMWHaHWe YenoBeKy NMOAHATb B3MNSA Bbille CBOe-
ro 6oita. Mbl XmMBeM cpeau 3abOT, MENKMX TPEBOI, 3€MHbIX
nnaHoB. Ho CTouT B3rsHYTb HA Kynoa LEPKBMU, U B 3TOM Xe-
CTe — B CAMOM [BWXEHWUM [N1a3 BBEPX — OTKPbIBAETCS Apyroe
nsMepeHue. Yenosek, faxe ecnu OH 3TOFO HEe OCO3HAET, ULWeT
Hebo.

M®unocodus 3TOM KapTUHbI NpocTa 1 ryboka. Bce 3emMHoe
npexofduie: AOMA BETLWAKT, MCTbS OMNAAAlT, AaXKe KaMeHb
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noanaeTcs BpeMeHu. Ho B KaxAOM ropofe, B Kaxgon aywe
0CTaeTCcs He4yTo, YTO CBA3bIBAET HAC C BeYHOCTbo. [1ng ooHMxX
37O Bepa, AN9 ApYrux — NamsTb, AN TpeTbMX — CaMa Kpaco-
Ta mMupa. Ho B noboM cnyvae ctapas LepKoBb CTAHOBUTCS
CMMBOJIOM 3TOM CBSAI3W: TUXON, YCTOMYMBOM, HEYracMMOMN.

KapTvHa roBopuT 0 TOM, Y4TO AyXOBHOE NMPUCYTCTBUE BCe-
roa pspom. OHo He TpebyeT A0Kas3aTenbCTB, HE HYXOaeTcs
B cnoBax. OHO XMBET B TULIMHE CTaporo xpama, B oTbnecke
CBeTa Ha ero Kynose, B WeMNoTe OCeHHUX OepeBbeB BOKPYT.
N ecnn npucaywaTtbCs, MOXHO YCbIWATb He 3BOH KOM0KONa,
a ronoc caMoM BEYHOCTU.

B3npas Ha «CTapyto LiepKOoBb», Mbl MOHWMAEM: BPeEMS Me-
HSIeT BCe BOKpPYF, HO €CTb HeyTo, YTO Bbllle BpemMeHu. U 3To
KHEYTO» BCErfa OTKPbITO YeNIoBEKY — CTOMT JiMlb MOAHSATb
rNasa Haj Kpblllen CBOero Aoma.

Amidst the rooftops and autumn trees, the old church
rises — a sign that time could not erase. Its stones carry the
breath of centuries, its dome has witnessed the passing
of generations, its bell once gathered people in moments
of joy and sorrow. It stands not merely as a structure but as
a symbol — the presence of eternity in the heart of everyday
Life.

Autumn crowns the church with a golden halo. The
trees, aflame with quiet fire, make the church appear even
older, even more significant. Autumn reminds us of the
cycle of life: leaves fall, yet the earth brings forth new
shoots. So it is with the church: its walls may age, its stone
may darken, but the spirit within remains unchanged, like
eternal breath.

The old church teaches humility. It does not compete
with the sky, does not strive for the height of cathedrals and
palaces, but stands modestly, almost shyly, among houses
and trees. Yet in this modesty lies its power. It seems to say:
greatness is not in noise or splendor, but in the ability
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Cmapas uepkoss (xy0. Auamas Xapeb6os)
The Old Church (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

to endure. Century after century, day after day, in joy and
in sorrow — simply to stand and to be.

It is symbolic that the church rises above the rooftops —
a reminder for man to lift his gaze beyond his daily cares. We
live amidst worries, small anxieties, earthly plans. Yet with
a single glance toward the dome, in that upward motion
of the eyes, another dimension opens. Man, even
unconsciously, seeks the sky.

The philosophy of this painting is simple yet profound.
All that is earthly is transient: houses decay, leaves fall, even
stone yields to time. But in every town, in every soul,
something remains that binds us to eternity. For some, it is
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faith; for others, memory; for still others, the beauty of the
world itself. In every case, the old church becomes a symbol
of that bond: quiet, steadfast, unextinguished.

This painting tells us that the presence of the spiritual is
always near. It asks for no proof, requires no words. It lives
in the silence of the old temple, in the glow of light upon its
dome, in the whisper of autumn trees surrounding it. And if
one listens closely, one may hear not the ringing of bells,
but the voice of eternity itself.

Looking at «The Old Church», we come to understand:
time changes everything around us, yet there is something
that stands above time. And this «something» is always open
to man — if only he lifts his eyes beyond the roof of his own
home.

CTAPbI/ MOCT / THE OLD BRIDGE

Crapblii MOCT — 3TO He MpOCTO nepexon, yepes peky. OH
coeaunHseT aga b6epera, HO Ha camMoM dene — ropasno 6onb-
Lie: OH CoeaMHSEeT NPOLIoe M HacToswee, NOAENA U UX CyAb-
Obl, MFTHOBEHMSI M BEYHOCTb. Ha KapTMHe OH 3aHMMaeT ne-
pefHWUi NnaH, HO CIOBHO pacTBopsieTcs B OOnblIEM: B peke,
B OepeBbsx, B Hebe. OH He rocnoacTByeT, a CAYXUT —
“ B 3TOM €ro UCTUHHOE Bennyme.

Ero apka — Kak MogHATas pyka BpPEMEHM, NPOTAHYTas
HaBCTpeYy KaXKaoMy, KTo naet no HeMy. CKONbKO MOKOMEHUM
npowno no 3tou popore? CKONbKO LWAroBs, ronocos, cyaeb
XpaHuna B cebe ero KaMeHHas TBepab? MocT Monuwr,
HO B 3TOM MO/YaHWMM 3aK/IO4EeHA MyApOCTb: Nepexoibl Heob-
XOAMMBbI, KXKA0€ 3aBepLUeHne BeAeT K Havany.
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Peka nog HUMM TeyeT, He ocTaHaBAMBaACb HU Ha mMur. OHa
NPUHUMAET B Ceb5 OTpaXKeEHMS AepeBbEB M AOMOB, HeDa M 06-
NaKoB, M BCe e ABWXKeTCs Brnepen, 06HOBASAICH Kaxay ce-
KyHOY. 3TO Ta Xe caMag peka, KOTOPYK BUAENM HalK Npeaku,
M OOHOBPEMEHHO HOBasl, KaK CaMa >XWM3Hb: Mbl MeHseMcs,
HO ocTaeMcsl coboi; BpemMs yXOAuT, HO OCTaeTCs BEYHOe [OBM-
XeHue.

OceHb BOKpYr NonHa MArkmx Kpacok. [lepeBbs CTOST B 30-
NOTOM ybpaHCTBe, TpaBa Ha CKAOHAX UrpaeT CBETOTEHbID. 3TO
He BpeMs yracaHus, a TUXoro nepexona, Korga MuMp roToBUTCS
K MOKOI 3WMMbl, U UMEHHO B 3TOM MOKOe pOXAAeTCs HOBOe
AbiXxaHue. Tak u cTapblli MOCT — OH HANOMWMHAET, YTO MNyTb
Bnepes Bceraa HauYMHAETCs C Lara yepes pybex.

3a MOCTOM OTKpbIBaeTcs Aanb. [JJoMMKM C BenbiMK CTeHa-
MW U CUHUMKU CTaBHSAMU KaXYTCS MaNeHbKMMKU TOUKaAMW
B OFPOMHOM MPOCTPAHCTBE, a ropbl YXOAAT B TyMaH. B 3atom
coyeTaHun BAMXKHEro U AanbHero, NPOCTOro U BEYHOr0 POXK-
paetcs dunocodus KapTUHbL: YenoBeKk CTpOMUT CBOE Masoe,
HO Haj HUM BCerga packpbiBAeTCs BENMKOE.

Crapbli MOCT CTOMT HaA PEKOM, CNOBHO CTpaXk MaMsiTw.
OH XpaHMWT wWwarn u rosoca, COeaAMHSET CyabObl, OXpaHseT
Hagexay, 4YTo BCe, YTo Obl1O, He ucyesno beccnepgHo, a Ha-
WNO MpoAOMKEHME Ha ApyroM bBepery. 3T0 He MpoOCTO ap-
XUTeKTypa, a obpas BpemeHu, obpas namsaTu, obpas uyeno-
BEYECKOM XXM3HM — MOCT, KOTOPbIA KaXKAblA U3 HAaC CTPOMUT
B cebe caMOM, coefnHAs TO, YTO BbINO, U TO, UTO eLle TOoMb-
Ko Byper.

The old bridge is not merely a passage across the river. It
joins two banks, but in truth, it binds far more: it unites past
and present, people and their destinies, fleeting moments
and eternity. In the painting it occupies the foreground, yet
seems to dissolve into something greater — into the river,
the trees, the sky. It does not dominate, it serves — and
therein lies its true greatness.
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The Old Bridge (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

Its arch is like the raised hand of time, extended toward
everyone who sets foot upon it. How many generations have
walked this road? How many steps, voices, and lives are
preserved in its stone firmness? The bridge does not
answer — it simply remains silent, and within that silence
rests its wisdom: transitions are necessary, every ending
leads to a beginning.

Beneath it, the river flows without pause. It gathers
reflections of trees and houses, of clouds and sky, yet moves
steadily forward, renewed each moment. It is the same river
our ancestors once beheld, and at the same time it is ever
new — like life itself: we change, yet remain ourselves; time
passes, yet movement is eternal.

Autumn spreads its gentle colors around. Trees stand
in golden attire, grasses on the slopes shimmer with light
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and shade. This is not a season of decline but of quiet
passage, when the world prepares for winter’s rest, and
in that rest a new breath is born. So too the old bridge
reminds us: the way forward always begins with a step
across a threshold.

Beyond the bridge the distance opens. White-walled
cottages with blue shutters appear as tiny marks in the vast
expanse, while the mountains fade into mist. In this union
of near and far, of the simple and the eternal, the painting
reveals its philosophy: man builds what is small, but above
him there always unfolds the great.

The old bridge stands above the river like a guardian
of memory. It preserves footsteps and voices, binds destinies,
safeguards the hope that nothing of the past vanishes
without trace, but finds continuation on the other shore. It is
not merely architecture, but an image of time, of memory,
of human life itself — a bridge each of us must build within,
joining what has been with what is yet to come.

B CTAPOM MAPKE / IN THE OLD PARK

B ctrapom napke uapuT ocobasi TMLWIMHA. ITO He nycrTas
TUWMHA, @ HAMONMHEHHA — KaK [bIXaHWe 3eMAW, KaK 3XO
MHOTMX NneT. 34eCb AepeBbs CTOAT CBUAETENSMU BPEMEHM:
OHM MOMHST Waru, ronoca, pasroBopbl, KOTOPbIX AABHO YXe
HeT, M1 B MX CTBONAX 3acCTbliM Cnedbl BCEX NPOLeAwnx
3MOX.

Ha kapTMHe Mbl BUAWM 3TOT MUP OCEHU. 30/10Tble KPOHbI
CK/IOHAKOTCS K 3emne, TpaBa MOA HOramMu YCbiNaHa TEHSMM
n bnvkamu cgeta. [lopora TAHeTCS BAaNb, B CTOPOHY PEKM,
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M KaXeTcs, YTO 3TO He MPOCTO TPOMMHKA, @ HUTb, COEAUHAIO-
Was YenoBeka C BEYHOCTbIO.

YnaBlwee aepeso y 0604MHbI — KaK CUMBOJ 3aBEpLUEHHO-
ro nytu. OHO Hekorga 6b110 XMBbIM, LUYMENO NNUCTBON, TAHY-
NOCb K CONHUy. Tenepb OHO NEXMUT B TEHU, HO U B 3TOM eCTb
CBOSI KpPacoTa: 3aBepLUEHHAs XXM3Hb CTAHOBUTCS YaCTblo HOBO-
ro UMKna, NUTaeT 3emnto, poXKaaeT HOBYIO 3eeHb. Tak 1 B ye-
noseyeckon cyabbe — KOHewl, OAHOro MyTW CTAHOBWUTCS Haya-
NoMm apyroro.

Crapbin mapk yuut Hac mygpoctu. OH MOKa3bIiBaeT, 4TO
XW3Hb NPeKpacHa He TONMbKO B CBOEM MOMOAOCTU U LBETEHUM,
HO M B 3peNiocTu, B YBAAAHUM, B TUXOM BO3BPALLEHUMN K 3eM-
ne. 30eCb Kbl IMCT HAaNOMUHAET O TOM, YTO BCE NMPUXOAUT
K 3aBepLUeHuto, HO BMecTe C TeM — HMYTO He ucyesaeT. Bce
BO3BpaLLAeTCs B APYroM obnuke, B ApYyroM BpeMeHU, B Apy-
FOM AblXaHWUW.

B 3TOM ner3axe ectb nokoi u GnarogapHocTb. [Tokon —
MOTOMY 4TO BCe MAET CBOMM Yepenom, 6es3 cnewkun u Tpeeoru.
bnarogapHocTb — NOTOMY 4TO YenoBek, BCTYNas B 3TOT Napk,
YyBCTBYET, YTO OH YaCTb TOrO Xe UMKNA, YTO M AepeBbs, U K-
CTbS1, ¥ TEHM.

KapTvHa roBopuT HaM: CTapoCTb — He KOHel, a npespa-
weHune. MNapk ctaHOBMTCS 06pa3oM BEYHOrO Kpyra, B KOTOPOM
KaXJas XM3Hb — KaK IUCT, NafaoLWMIM Ha 3eMnto, YyTobbl AaTb
MecTo HOBOMY pOCTKY. M B 3TOM CMeHe BpeMeH Mbl y3HaeM
rapMOHMIO, KOTOPAs BbIle CTPaxa U CUIbHEE BPEMEHM.

In the old park there reigns a special kind of silence. It is
not empty, but full — like the breath of the earth, like the
echo of many years. The trees here stand as witnesses
of time: they remember the footsteps, the voices, the
conversations long gone, and in their trunks are inscribed
the marks of passing eras.

On the canvas we see this autumnal world. Golden
crowns bow toward the earth, the grass underfoot is strewn
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B cmapom napke (xyd. Auama3s Xapebos)
In the Old Park (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

with shadows and glimmers of light. The path stretches
onward, toward the river, and it feels as though it is not
merely a path, but a thread binding man to eternity.

The fallen tree by the roadside is a symbol
of a completed journey. Once it lived, rustling its leaves,
reaching for the sun. Now it lies in shadow, yet even in this
there is beauty: a life completed becomes part of a new
cycle, nourishing the soil, giving rise to new growth. So it is
with human destiny — the end of one path becomes the
beginning of another.

The old park teaches us wisdom. It shows that life is
beautiful not only in its youth and flowering, but also
in maturity, in fading, in the quiet return to the earth. Here,
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every leaf reminds us that all comes to its close, and yet
nothing vanishes: everything returns in another form,
another time, another breath.

In this landscape there is peace and gratitude. Peace —
because everything follows its course, without haste or
worry. Gratitude — because as one walks into this park, one
feels part of the same cycle as the trees, the leaves, and the
shadows.

The painting tells us: old age is not an end, but
a transformation. The park becomes the image of an eternal
circle, where each life is like a leaf falling to the ground,
making room for a new sprout. And in this rhythm of seasons
we recognize harmony — stronger than fear, greater than
time.
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PA3SLOEN IV. 3AKJTOHEHUE

NOPOI'M KAK META®OPA XN3HW

TaM, roe KOHYaeTCa ofiHa 40pOora, HauMHaeTCs
[pyras — Kak cama >u3Hb.

Hopora Bcerga 6onblue, YEM MPOCTPAHCTBO MEXAY OBYMS
BexamMn. OHa — HWTb, CBA3bIBAOLLAN MIHOBEHMS, CyAbObl,
3noxu. B Hel ecTb Hayano M HEU3BECTHbIM KOHEL, eCTb Mo-
BOpOTbl, NOAbEMbI M cnycku. [lopora — 310 dopma camoM
XW3HW: Mbl MOEM Bnepen, Hecsa B cebe n CBET, M TEHU NpoMn-
JNIEHHOTO.

Kaxgasa Tpona XpaHMWT warn, KOTopble OCTaBMAM Ha HeM
JOoM 00 Hac. M B TO e BpeMs OHA OTKpbITa AAsi TOro, KTo
CTYNMT Ha Hee 3aBTpa. B 3TOM TailHa [oporu: oHa coeamHseT
npownoe u byayulee, genas Ux HaCTOALWMUM.

Ectb moporu npsmbie, Begylime K uenn 6e3 COMHEHWMN.
EcTb foporu M3BMAKUCTbIE, FAe KaXKAblM MOBOPOT — Kak HOBas
rnaea cyabbol. ECTb Tponbl 3abbiTbie, 3apocClumMe TpPaBoM, —
HO M OHM NPOAOIKAKT XUTb B NAMSTH.

YenoBek He NpoCTO MAET NO AOPOre — OH CaM CTAaHOBUTCS
poporon gna apyrux. Ero cnoea, noctynku, cnegbl — BCE 3TO
YKa3bIBAET NYTb TEM, KTO NMPUAET 33 HUM.
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Hopora yunt cMmnpeHuto 1 Hagexae. OHa TpebyeT ycunus,
HO Weapo AApUT OTKPbiITUE FOPU3OHTOB. B Helt — TuwuHa
M BeTep, UCMbITaHMS U PadoCTb, MFHOBEHMS OAMHOYECTBA
M BCTPeYU, KOTOpble MEHSAIOT BCE.

M korga ™Mbl TOBOPUM O NMPOMAEHHbIX HaMK O0pPOrax, Mbl
npencrasnsieM cebs 4acTblO BEIMKOIO ABWMXEHUS BCEro MUPa,
YaCTbi0 BEYHOIO LIECTBUS BPEMEHU, B KOTOPOM KaXKAblM Yeno-
BEK — NYTHUK, ULLYLLNIA CBOM CBET.

MMeHHO B 3TOM — TalHa u rybuHa mMmpos Auamasa Xa-
peboBa: ero KapTUHbI CTAHOBSATCS OTPAXKEHMEM Tex AOPOr, UTO
Mbl MPOXOAMM B XM3HU. OHWM He npocTo m3obpaxatoT npo-
CTPAaHCTBO — OHM NOKAa3blBAKOT MyTU OyWK, ee CTPaHCTBUS
CKBO3b CBET M TbMY, NaMaTb U Hagexay. Ero mupsl — 370 po-
pOru, KOTOpble COeAUHSIOT 3eMHOEe U BeYHoe.

Where one road ends, another begins — just like
life itself.

A road is always more than the space between two
milestones. It is a thread weaving together moments,
destinies, and epochs. It has a beginning and an unknown
end, with turns, ascents, and descents. The road is the very
form of life: we move forward, carrying within us both the
light and the shadows of what has passed.

Every path holds the footsteps of those who walked
before us. Yet it remains open to those who will step upon it
tomorrow. That is the secret of the road: it unites the past
and the future, making them present.

There are straight roads, leading to their goal without
hesitation. There are winding roads, where every turn is
a new chapter of fate. There are forgotten trails, overgrown
with grass — and yet they continue to Live in memory.

A human being does not merely walk along the road —
he himself becomes a road for others. His words, his
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deeds, his traces — all point the way to those who will
follow.

The road teaches humility and hope. It demands effort,
yet generously grants the discovery of horizons. Within it lie
silence and wind, trials and joy, moments of solitude and
encounters that change everything.

And when we speak of the roads we have walked in life,
we imagine ourselves as part of the great movement of the
whole world, part of the eternal march of time, in which
every person is a traveler seeking his light.

This is precisely the mystery and depth of Atsamaz
Kharebov’s worlds: his paintings reflect those very roads we
walk in life. They do not merely depict space — they reveal
the paths of the soul, its journeys through light and shadow,
memory and hope. His worlds are roads that unite the
earthly and the eternal.

ANOPOTA NOC/E AOXKAA / ROAD
AFTER THE RAIN

3a Kaxzon bypert npuxoauT AblXxaHWe HOBOM
TULIMHBDI.

[oxab YXOAMUT, HO ero AbIXaHWE eLle XMBET B OTPAXKEHMU-
ax. Boga Ha mopore — Kak 3epkano, B KOTOPOM MMp 3aHOBO
y3HaeT cebs. Bce npuBblvHOE — O0OMa, fepeBbs, obnaka — Ka-
YKETCS HOBbIM, OYATO BNEPBbIE OTKPbITbIM.

[opora nocne goxas — 3TO He NPOCTO MyTb, MOKPbLITbIN
B/laro. D710 3HaK obHoBneHusa. Bce, yTo ObIIO CMBITO Kanng-
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MW, yXO0AMT B npounoe. Bce, 4To ocTtanocb, HANOMHEHO CBeXe-
CTblO U FOTOBO K HOBOMY [bIXaHMUIO.

B ston popore — obelwaHue: Bnepeam He TOIbKO NOBOPO-
Tbl U UCNbITaHWS, HO U HOBble ropu3oHTbl. CBeT, Npobugato-
WMIACA CKBO3b Ty4yu, CIOBHO FOBOPUT: MUp Bcerga crnocobeH
BOCKPECHYTb nocne Mpaka.

Mbl naem no 3Tol Aopore, OCTaBAAS Ciedbl B ee BAaXKHOM
MOBEPXHOCTU, M KAXKAbIN LiAr CTAHOBUTCSA He TOMbKO ABUXe-
HWeM Bneped, HO M BbIGOPOM B MOAb3Y Hagexabl. [opora
YUUT HAC BEPUTb: 33 KAKAbIM AOXKAEM MPUXOAUT SICHOCTb,
33 KaXaou TbMOM — npobneck ceeTa.

Tak n XM3Hb: OHA He OCTaHaBAMBaeTcs Ha bype, HO pox-
faeT B cebe HOBble CUAbl, 4TOOLI MATKU Aanbwe. M gopora no-
cne ooxaa — 3To gopora B byaywiee, B KOTOPOM eCTb MeCTO
06HOBNEHMIO, CBETY M Hagexae.

After every storm comes the breath of a new
silence.

The rain has passed, yet its breath still Llives
in reflections. The water on the road is like a mirror where
the world rediscovers itself. Everything familiar — the
houses, the trees, the clouds — appears renewed, as if
revealed for the first time.

The road after rain is not merely a path covered with
moisture. It is a sign of renewal. All that was washed away
by the drops belongs to the past. What remains is filled with
freshness and ready for a new breath.

In this road lies a promise: ahead are not only turns and
trials, but also new horizons. The light breaking through the
clouds seems to whisper: the world is always capable
of rising again after the darkness.

We walk along this road, leaving our footprints upon its
damp surface, and every step becomes not only a movement
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Lopoza nocne 00305 (xyd. Ayama3 Xapebos)
Road After the Rain (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

forward but also a choice in favor of hope. The road teaches
us to believe: after every rain comes clarity, after every
darkness — a glimpse of light.

So it is with life: it does not stop at the storm, but gives
birth to new strength to move on. And the road after rain is
the road into the future — a future with space for renewal,
light, and hope.
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NOPOTA XXU3HW / THE ROAD OF LIFE

TaM, roe BecHa Hec/1a LBeTHI,
BOWHa NpuHecna cnesbl.

Ectb poporu, koTopble BegyT Hac B Byayuiee. EcTb goporwy,
YTO CTAHOBATCS CMMBOAAMW MYTU, MCMbITAHUMA M NAMATK.
M ecTb ogHa popora, MMsa KOTOPOM HaBCeraa BNMCAHO B UCTO-
puto KOxHon OceTnmn Kak 60/1b M Kak Hagexaa — 3apckas go-
pora.

20 mag 1992 ropma 3Ta gopora CTtana MeCcToM Tpareauu.
Mo Hel pBuranacb KONOHHA H6exeHues U3 LixnHBana — ropo-
[a, 0CaxXaeHHOro, 06CTpennMBaeMoro, OKa3aBLUEroCs Ha rpaHu
rYMaHUTapHOM KaTacTpodbl. XXeHLWMHbI, LETU U CTAPUKK UCKa-
NI CnaceHue, Hecs C coOOM MocnefHWMe MUCKPbl HadeXnbl...
Ho BolMHa He ocTaBuna Mx Jaxke B MYTU: OHA HaCTUra MUX
n 6e3xanoctHo obopBana XM3HWM Ha [opore, KOTOPYK Hapon,
Ha3BaN «4OPOroM XXMU3HU»,

BecHa Torga usena, npobyxaanace Nnpupoaa, ConHue co-
rpesano 3emnt. Ho Tam, roe BomkHbl Bblnn 3ByYaTh AeTckue
ronoca v NecHu o Hagexae, pasaannch BoicTpensl. BMecto cee-
Ta M Tenna nNpuwam TbMa u ckopbsb. Tak aeHb 20 Masi cTan AHEM
CKOpPOHOro HAaNOMMWHAHMS: HET HUYETO CTPALUHEE BOMHbI, KOTO-
pas NpoTArMBAET CBOM PYKU AaXe K 6e30pYXXHbIM U HEBUHHbIM.

CeropoHsa 3apckas popora — He NpOCTO MapLlpyT B ropax.
3T0 fopora naMsaTu, fopora cfies, 4opora, Ha KOTOPOM 3BYYUT
6e3MoNBHbIV KpUK. HO OQHOBPEMEHHO 3TO A0POra MyXecTBa:
Belb, HecMOTpsi Ha 6onb, Hapon HKxHoi OceTun coxpaHun
BEPY, BbICTOS M NPOAOIXKMUA CBOW MyTb.

Kaxkabl war no 3ToM Aopore HamnoMMHAEeT HaM O LeHe
Mupa. M noTomy «aopora XX13HW» 0CTaeTcs CMMBOJIOM: NaMms-
TbH) O HEBMHHO YOMEHHbIX M HAZEXA0M Ha TO, YTO Tpareauu
He NoBTOpATCS.

93



Hopoea mu3Hu (xyo. Auamas Xape6os)
The Road of Life (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

Where spring carried blossoms,
war brought tears.

There are roads that lead us into the future. There are
roads that become symbols of journeys, trials, and memory.
And there is one road whose name is forever inscribed in the
history of South Ossetia as both sorrow and hope — the Zar
Road.

On May 20, 1992, this road turned into a place
of tragedy. Along it moved a column of refugees from
Tskhinval — a city besieged, shelled, and on the verge
of a humanitarian catastrophe. Women, children, and the
elderly sought refuge, bearing within them the final sparks
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of hope. But war did not leave them even on the way: it
overtook them and mercilessly cut short their lives on the
road that the people called «the Road of Life.»

It was springtime — nature awakening, blossoms
unfolding, the sun warming the earth. Yet where children’s
voices and songs of hope should have been heard, there
were gunshots. Instead of light and warmth came darkness
and grief. Thus May 20 became a day of solemn
remembrance: there is nothing more terrible than war
reaching out its hand even to the unarmed and the innocent.

Today the Zar Road is not merely a mountain route. It is
a road of memory, a road of tears, a road where a silent cry
resounds. And yet, it is also a road of courage: for despite
the pain, the people of South Ossetia kept their faith,
endured, and continued their journey.

Every step along this road reminds us of the price
of peace. And so the «Road of Life» remains a symbol:
a memory of the innocent who were slain, and a hope that
such tragedies will never be repeated.
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O XYAOXHUKE

AuaMas XapeboB poamncs B HOxHoin Ocetmn — 3emne,
rae ropbl MOAHMMAIOTCA K Heby, a TULIMHA XPaHUT BEYHOCTb.
3K ropbl CTanu €ro NepBOM LIKOJION: B IMHUAX XpebToB OH
YUYUNCSH rapMOHWMK, B NMepennBax paccBeToB — LBETY, B ApEB-
HWMX NpefaHnax — roaocy Hapoaa.

C paHHMX neT OH TAHYNCS K UCKYCCTBY, CJIOBHO K TalAHOMY
A3blKy, KOTOpPbIM TFOBOPWUT cama npupoga. Ero kucte — 310
He MpOCTO MHCTPYMEHT, 3TO ronoc NamsaTn u ayxa. B ero kap-
TUHAX XXWMBET O4HOBPEMEHHO JIMYHOE WM BCENeHCKoe: BOCMOo-
MWHaHWS [eTcTBa M ApeBHMe MWdbl, 3amax rOpHbIX TpaB
M AbIXaHWe KOCMOoca.

TeopuecTBO AuaMasza HEBO3MOXHO OTAENUTb OT €ro BHYT-
peHHero nytu. s Hero XXmBonucb — He pemecso, a guno-
codpua. OH MWeT Ha XONCTe OTBETbl HA Te e BOMpOChl, YTO
TPEBOXWIN MYApEeLOB: YTO eCTb ObITMe? rae rpaHuua Mexay
peanbHOCTbIO M CHOM? YTO CKPbITO 33 BUAUMbIM?

Ero pabotbl — 370 nyTewecteus. OgHu BeoyT Brybb nams-
TU: B CTapble KBapTanbl LixMHBana, k peke JInaxsa, K 4eTCKOMY
LOMY, rae Kaxaas TeHb XpaHWT uctoputo. lpyrue nepeHocart
B MMONOrMYECcKMnii KOCMOC: K HapTaM, K BeYHOM ATnaHTuae,
K CUMBONaM, KOTOpble He 3HAKT BPEMEHMU.

Auamas — XyLOXHMK-MO3T. Ero Xonctbl — 370 CTUXM, Ha-
MMCaHHbIe KpackaMu. B Hux ectb 605b M Hagexaa, ofMHove-
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CTBO W NpasfgHuK, paspylieHue u cosupaHue. OH coeguHseT
B cebe TpagmMuMIo U COBPEMEHHOCTb, IMYHOE U KOIIEKTUBHOE,
3eMHoe U MeTadmsnyeckoe.

Xueonuce Auamasa — 3TO 3epKano ero Hapoga U OfHO-
BPEMEHHO OKHO B MUpP. B HeM cnbiweH ronoc OceTuu, HO 3TOT
ros0C OT3bIBAETCS B CEpALAx Noaew B 1060 Touke nnaHeTbl.

OH xuBeT u pabotaeT B Ocetnn, octaBasiCb BEPHbIM 3eM-
ne, KOTOpas BAOXHOBW/A €ro C caMoro Havana. Ho ero kapTu-
Hbl y>Ke NPUHaANexaT MUPY: OHU — MOCT MeXAy KynbTypamu,
BPEMEHEM U NII0AbMM.

Tak dopMupyeTcs 06pa3 XyaoXKHUKA, A KOTOPOro MCKYC-
CTBO — 3TO He yKpalleHue, a cyapbba. Auamas Xapebos —
CBUAETeNb U MeBeL, CBOEro BpeMeHu, u BMecTe C TeM — Mpo-
BOOHMK K BEYHOCTMU.

Atsamaz Kharebov was born in South Ossetia — a land
where the mountains rise toward the sky and silence
preserves eternity. These mountains became his first school:
in the lines of the ridges he learned harmony, in the
shimmer of dawns he learned color, and in ancient legends
he heard the voice of his people.

From an early age, he reached toward art as though it
were a secret language spoken by nature itself. His brush is
not merely a tool — it is the voice of memory and spirit.
In his paintings, the personal and the universal coexist:
memories of childhood and ancient myths, the scent
of mountain herbs and the breath of the cosmos.

The art of Atsamaz cannot be separated from his inner
path. For him, painting is not craft but philosophy. On canvas
he seeks answers to the same questions that once stirred the
minds of sages: What is being? Where is the boundary between
reality and dream? What lies hidden beyond the visible?

His works are journeys. Some lead into the depths
of memory: to the old quarters of Tskhinval, to the Liakhva
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River, to the childhood home where every shadow carries
a story. Others transport us into a mythological cosmos:
to the Narts, to the eternal Atlantis, to symbols that know no
time.

Atsamaz is a painter-poet. His canvases are poems
written in colors. Within them are pain and hope, solitude
and celebration, destruction and creation. He unites
tradition and modernity, the personal and the collective, the
earthly and the metaphysical.

The art of Atsamaz is both a mirror of his people and
a window onto the world. In it resounds the voice of Ossetia,
yet that voice echoes in the hearts of people everywhere.

He lives and works in Ossetia, remaining faithful to the
land that has inspired him from the very beginning. Yet his
paintings already belong to the world: they are bridges
between cultures, between times, between human beings.

Thus emerges the image of an artist for whom art is not
ornament but destiny. Atsamaz Kharebov is both witness and
poet of his time — and at the same time, a guide toward
eternity.
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MOC/EC/TOBUE

Kaxpas KHWra umeeT CBOM rpaHuLbl — CTpaHuLbl, nepe-
nneT, 3aBepLlIeHHOCTb. Ho nckycctBo Aamasa BbIXOAMT 33 3Tn
npeaenbl. Korga Mbl 3akpbiBaeM nocaegHuin AMCT NepeBoro To-
Ma, Mbl MOHWMMAEM, YTO He AOWAM A0 KOHLQ, @ NMULWb OTKPbIIN
HOBble FOPU30HTbI. KapTUHbI XyLOXHMKA HEe OCTaBASOT TOUYKM;
OHM OCTaBASIKOT MHOIOTOYME, 30BYT K NPOLOIKEHMIO.

JTO MHOroTouMe — He Cly4yarHocTb. B kaxaow kapTuHe
CKpbIT BOMPOC, HA KOTOPbIM HENb3q OTBETMTb Cpasy. Yto ectb
Bpems? YTo ecTb NamMaTb? YTO eCTb CBET, KOTOPbIM pOXAAETCs
M ymMupaeT Ha xoncte? U kaxxpas nonbiTka OTBETa MpeBpalla-
eTCs B HOBOe nyTellecTsue. Tak XXMBOMUCb CTAHOBUTCS He My-
3eeM MpoLLIoro, a 4OPOron B byayliee.

YutaTtens, npowealinii NyTe NEPBON KHUTU, YXKe CTan Co-
aBTOPOM: Beb MMEHHO €ero rnasa, ero BHYTPeHHUI MUp Ao-
NOAHWAKN yBUAEHHOe. MCKyCCTBO CylecTByeT TONbKO B Aua-
nore. XygoXHWK BKNagblBaeT CBOK TULIMHY M CBOM CBeT,
HO 3aBepluaeT KapTUHY 3puUTenb — CBOUM AblXaHWEM, CBOMM
BOCMOMMHAHMEM, CBOMM BOMPOCOM.

Mbl He npolwaeMcs Ha 3TUX CTpaHuuax. Mbl OTKpbIBaeM
[Bepb B NpoOAONIXEHME — BO BTOPOM TOM, B HOBble BCTpeYM
C MudoM, npupogon u dmunocodueinn. Ho rnasHoe npomonxe-
HMe — B CaMOM uyuTaTene, B €ro MamsaTu, B ero B3rsge
Ha Mup.
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N ecnn xota Obl 0AHA KAapTMHA MOMOIA OCTAHOBMUTLCS
M yCAbIWaTh TULLMHY, ecin XOTa Obl OAHO 3CCe CTano 3epka-
NOM ANng COBCTBEHHbIX MbICNIeN — 3HAYUT, NyTb Obln He Hanpa-
CeH.

MyCTb 3Ta KHWra CTaHeT HaNOMUHAHWEM: UCKYCCTBO He 3a-
BEpLUAETCS PaMKOM, TaK e KaK >XM3Hb He 3aBepLluaeTcs no-
cnenHen ctpaHuuen. Bce npoponmxkaerca.

Every book has its boundaries — pages, a cover, a sense
of completion. Yet the art of Atsamaz transcends these
Llimits. When we turn the final page of the first volume, we
realize that we have not reached an end, but only opened
new horizons. His paintings never place a period; they leave
an ellipsis, a call to continue.

This ellipsis is not by chance. Within each painting lies
a question that cannot be answered at once. What is time?
What is memory? What is the light that is born and dies
upon the canvas? Every attempt at an answer turns into
a new journey. Thus painting becomes not a museum of the
past, but a road into the future.

The reader who has traveled through the first volume
has already become a co-creator: for it is their eyes, their
inner world, that complete what is seen. Art exists only
in dialogue. The artist offers his silence and his light, but the
painting is completed by the viewer — with their breath,
their memory, their question.

We do not take leave on these pages. We open the door
to what continues — to the second volume, to new
encounters with myth, with nature, with philosophy. Yet the
truest continuation lies within the reader, in memory, in the
way they look at the world.

And if even one painting has helped someone pause and
hear silence, if even one essay has become a mirror for their
own thoughts — then the journey has not been in vain.
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May this book be a reminder: art does not end with
a frame, just as life does not end with the last page.
Everything continues.
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