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MPEAVNCITOBUE

MNepBoe norpyxeHue 6bin0 06palLeHO BHYTPb — K dwuno-
codpun, namMaTn, TMXMM MybuHaM AnYHOro onbita. KapTuHbl
OTKpbIBANIUCb KaK 3epkana Ayxa, OTpaxalolwue BHYTPEeHHue
[BWKEHUS MbIC/IM U YYBCTBaA.

Tenepb nepen HamMu nHoe naMepeHune. XyLOXHMK BCTyna-
eT B AManor He TO/bKO C CaMMM COBOM, HO U C MUPOM BO-
Kpyr — ¢ MMQOM M 3M0COM, C NPUPOLON U ee BEYHbIM AblXa-
HMeM, C NaMATbI0 HapoAa U C apxXeTMnaMm YenoBeyecTsa.

Ha 3Tux cTpaHuLax OXWBAeT HAPTCKUM 3M0C — ApEeBHSAS
nMo3Ma O reposix, YoM NOABUIM CTaAU CMMBOJSIAMU HE TOJbKO
NS OCeTUH, HO M ON19 BCero yenoseyecTsa. JpeBHue obpasbl
COeOMHAITCS C COBPEMEHHbIMM CMbICIAaMM, MOKa3blBag, 4TO
MUP HMKOrOA He yxoAWT B MpoLuioe, a MPOAO/MKAET XMUTb
B KQXXA0OM BPEMEHM.

Panom c reposiMu npefaHuWii packpbiBalOTCS UHbIE neisa-
xu: ropbl Ocetnn, yTpeHHue TyMaHbl, TAUHCTBEHHbIE KaMHMU
n neca, a Takxe 6epera KpbiMa, rge 3akaTbl M rpo3bl CTaHO-
BATCS PUAOCOPCKMMM BULEHUSMM.

bepera KpbiMa XxpaHAT namMsatb O 4EPHOMOPCKUX CKU-
$hax — MpaHOSA3bIYHOM HApOAE, Ybsl KYJbTypa U A3blK CBSA3AHbI
C TEMU Xe UCTOKAMMU, YTO MUTAKT U OCETUHCKUI ITHOC. Yepes
CapMaToB M anaHOB 3Ta HWTb AOLWNA A0 HAWWX AHEeR, U NoTo-
MYy KapTWHbI XYOOXXHWKA C/I0BHO MOACKA3bIBAKOT: BCE B MuUpe



CBSI3aHO HEBWUAMMBIMU KOPHAMU. Mudbl, HapoAabl U KynbTypbl
He ncyesatoT 6eccnenHo, HO MPOLOIKAKT XUTb B HOBbIX (op-
Max, B HOBbIX F0/10CaX, B HOBbIX BpeMeHax.

XYLOXHUK Kak ByATO OTKpbIBAaeT nepen, HamMu UCTUHY: UC-
TOpUS He WMAEeT POBHOM AOPOroM, a ABMXETCS MO Cnupanu.
Kaxpoe Bo3BpalieHme K MUy M K ApEBHUM KyNbTypaMm — 3T0
He LWar Ha3aj, a HOBbI BMTOK, B KOTOPOM MpOLUNOe pacKpbl-
BAeTCs B MHOM CBeTe. Ml B 3TOM CBeTe Mbl y3HAaeM CaMuX ce-
69 — Kak HacnemHMKOB, Kak NpopomkaTenei, Kak Tex, KTo
HeceT ApeBHME KOPHU B byayLiee.

Mpupopa y Auamasa — He POH U He yKpalleHue, 8 paBHO-
NpaBHbIN cobecegHUK: OHa XPaHUT TalHy ObITUS, TaK Xe Kak
MU XPaHUT TakHY NaMaTw.

JTa kHMra — o BcTpeyax. O BCTpeyax € reposiMu 3noca
M C TULWIMHOW FOPHbIX AOPOr, C WYMOM MOPCKUX BOMH U C ro-
NOCaMU ApeBHUX npefaHui. KapTWHbl CTAHOBATCS MOCTaMu:
MeXAy YenoBEeKOM W 3eMien, Mexay HACTOSLMM U BEYHO-
CTbt0, MeXAY NMMYHbIM BOCNIOMUHAHWEM W KONNEKTUBHOW CyAb-
6own.

Mbl npurnawaeM ymTaTens NpoAoOIXKUTb NyTb — MNyTb, KO-
TOpbIM HAYMHAETCH B CepALe XYLOXHWMKA M MPOXOAMT yepes
Mudbl, nensaxm u dunocoduto, 4Tobbl CHOBA BEPHYTHLCH
K CaMOMy u4enoBeky. JTOT NyTb — MpPOAOIKEHME [AMANora,
HAYaToro npexpae, HO Tenepb OH PaCWMPSAETCSH: CTAHOBUTCS
nonndoHWen ronocos, B KOTOPOM CAbIWHbI U NereHabl npea-
KOB, U AbIXaHWe Npupoabl, U BOMPOCbl BEYHOCTK.

The first journey was directed inward — toward
philosophy, memory, the quiet depths of personal
experience. The paintings unfolded as mirrors of the spirit,
reflecting the inner movements of thought and feeling.

Now another dimension opens before us. The artist
enters into dialogue not only with himself but with the
world around him — with myth and epic, with nature and its
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eternal breath, with the memory of a people and the
archetypes of humanity.

On these pages the Nart epic comes alive — an ancient
poem of heroes whose deeds became symbols not only for
the Ossetians but for all humankind. Ancient images merge
with contemporary meanings, revealing that myth never
belongs solely to the past but continues to live within
every age.

Alongside the heroes of legend arise new landscapes:
the mountains of Ossetia, morning mists, mysterious stones
and forests, as well as the shores of Crimea, where sunsets
and storms become philosophical visions.

The shores of Crimea preserve the memory of the Black
Sea Scythians — an lIranian-speaking people whose culture
and language share the same origins that nourish the
Ossetian ethnos. Through the Sarmatians and the Alans this
thread has reached our days, and thus the artist’s paintings
seem to suggest that everything in the world is bound
by invisible roots. Myths, peoples, and cultures do not vanish
without a trace but continue to live in new forms, in new
voices, in new times.

The artist seems to reveal a truth: history does not move
along a straight road but unfolds in spirals. Every return
to myth and to ancient cultures is not a step backward but
a new turn, where the past discloses itself in a different
light. And in that light we recognize ourselves — as heirs, as
continuators, as those who carry the ancient roots into the
future.

In Atsamaz's art, nature is not a background or
decoration, but an equal interlocutor: it guards the mystery
of existence just as myth guards the mystery of memory.

This book is about encounters. Encounters with the
heroes of the epic and the silence of mountain roads, with
the roar of sea waves and the voices of ancient traditions.
The paintings become bridges: between man and the earth,

5



between the present and eternity, between personal
remembrance and collective destiny.

We invite the reader to continue the journey — a path
that begins in the heart of the artist and passes through
myths, landscapes, and philosophy, only to return once more
to the human being. It is a continuation of the dialogue
begun earlier, now expanding into a polyphony of voices,
where one hears the legends of ancestors, the breath
of nature, and the questions of eternity.



HAPTCKWI 3N0C
N COBPEMEHHOCTDb

HapTtckmii anoc — 3To cepaLe OCETUHCKOW KynbTypbl, ee
XMBAA NaMsTb U BECKOHEYHbIN UCTOYHMK 06pa3oB. OH BO3HMK
B rMybOKOM ApeBHOCTU, KOrAa HapoA MCKan OTBETbl Ha Beu-
Hble BOMPOCHI: YTO eCTb CUNa U CNPaBeannBOCTb, rae rpaHMua
MeXay NOABMIOM U XXepTBOW, MeXAy ropaoCTbio U CMUPEHMU-
eM? JTW BOMNPOCHl OCTAKTCA aKTyasbHbIMU U CEFOAHS, U NOTO-
MY 3M0C HUKOrAa He CTapeer.

B obpa3sax HapTOB Mbl BUAUM He TONIbKO repoeB NpoLIo-
ro, HO M apxetunsl yenoseyectBa. CocnaH — 370 MYXeCTBO
n Tparmdeckas cyabba; baTpags — onuueTBOopeHue SpocTu
M OUMLLAIOLLETrO OTHS; YacTblpaXM — 3alLMTHUK ClpaBeanBo-
CTU M BOX[Ab, BeOYLMIA CKBO3b MCMbITaHMs. Kaxablin repon —
3TO CMMBOJI, KOTOPbI NPOAO/IKAET XUTb U B COBPEMEHHOM
yenoseke.

Auamas XapeboB 06paLlaeTcst K anocy He Kak K Aanekomy
NpefaHuio, a Kak K XXMBOM peanbHOCTU. Ero kapTuHbl genarot
MW@ OLLYTUMBIM: Mbl BUAMM HE My3eiHble TeHU, a CUJIbl, KOTO-
pble ABUXYT MMPOM U YenoBekoM. [epou 3noca B ero XuBeo-
nucu obpeTaloT HoBble GOPMbI — TO MeTadu3nyeckue, TO
CMMBOSIMYECKME, TO MOYTH abCTpakTHble. B 3ToM ecTb rnybuHa:
MWD He NPUHALNEXMT TONbKO MPOLIOMY, OH MPUHALNEXMUT
BEYHOCTU.



CoBpeMeHHOCTb B KapTMHax AuaMasa BCTpedvaeTcs
C ApPEBHOCTbIO TaK e eCTeCTBEHHO, KakK peka coefuHseTcs
C MOpeM. JMoC CTaHOBWUTCS 3epKasoM, B KOTOPOM 4enoBeK
XXI Beka y3HaeT CBOM COBCTBEHHbIE TPEBOMU M Hadexapl. Yto
3HAYUT ObITb CUAbHBIM? YTO 3HAYMT OCTABATbCS YENIOBEKOM
B MMpe€, NOMHOM XaoCa U pa3pylleHnin? 3TM BOMpPOCHl 3By4aT
B HapTax, M OHM Xe 3By4aT B HaC.

B 3TOoM ouepke — rnaBHOE HAMNOMWHAHWE: KynbTypa
He XMBET apXvMBaMW, OHAa >XMBET B TBOpuYecTBe. HapTckui
3N0C — He KHMra Ha Mosike, a AbIXaHWe, KOTOpoe NpoaosKa-
eTCs B KapTWHaX, B My3blke, B c/loBax. M noka XyaoxHuK 06-
pawaetcs K Mudy, Mud CTaHOBUTCS COBPEMEHHOCTLIO.

KapTtuHbl Auamasza — 370 npogonxeHue Haptuagel B Uge-
Te M cBeTe. OTO HOBble CTPaHULbI APEeBHEeR M03Mbl, HAaNUCaH-
Hble He C/I0BaMM, a Mas3KaMu KUCTU. U, MOXeT BbiTb, UMEHHO
TaK 3MOC OCTAEeTCS XMBbIM: OH MPOXOAMUT CKBO3b BEKA, UTOObI
KaX[bl pa3 BO3BPALLATLCS K HAM B HOBbIX 06pa3ax, B HOBbIX
ros0cax, B HOBbIX OTKPOBEHMSX.

The Nart epic is the heart of Ossetian culture, its living
memory and an inexhaustible source of imagery. It arose
in deep antiquity, when people sought answers to eternal
questions: What is strength and what is justice? Where lies
the boundary between heroism and sacrifice, between pride
and humility? These questions remain relevant today, and
thus the epic never grows old.

In the figures of the Narts we see not only heroes of the
past, but also archetypes of humanity. Soslan embodies
courage and tragic fate; Batraz represents fury and the fire
of purification; Uastyrdzhi is the protector of justice, the
leader guiding through trials. Each hero is a symbol that
continues to live within the modern human being.

Atsamaz Kharebov turns to the epic not as a distant
legend, but as a living reality. His paintings make myth
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tangible: we see not museum shadows, but forces that move
both the world and the human soul. The heroes of the epic
in his art take on new forms — sometimes metaphysical,
sometimes symbolic, at times almost abstract. There is
depth in this: myth does not belong solely to the past; it
belongs to eternity.

In Atsamaz’s canvases, modernity meets antiquity as
naturally as a river joins the sea. The epic becomes a mirror
in which a person of the 21st century recognizes their own
anxieties and hopes. What does it mean to be strong? What
does it mean to remain human in a world filled with chaos
and destruction? These questions echo through the Narts,
and they echo within us.

This essay reminds us of one essential truth: culture
does not live in archives; it lives in creativity. The Nart epic
is not a book on a shelf but a breath that continues
in painting, in music, in the spoken word. And as long as the
artist turns to myth, the myth itself becomes modern.

The paintings of Atsamaz are a continuation of the
Nartiad in color and light. They are new pages of the ancient
poem, written not with words but with brushstrokes. And
perhaps this is how the epic remains alive: it passes through
centuries in order to return to us again and again — in new
images, in new voices, in new revelations.



PA3LEN |. MEM3AXM
OCETUU

CENTO BOPOXHKMC, Y BOOOIMOA / THE
VILLAGE OF BORDINIS, AT THE
WATERING PLACE

XunBoe TaHeTCs K BOAE, KakK ayuwa K UCTOKY

Ha necHoi onyluke, rae oopora CMBAETCs C TPaBOW, CO-
bpanuck y Boponos BOpaxXHUC — KOpOBbI, XPaHUTENbHULbI
TUXOM U TPYAHOWM XM3HU. MIX MUP MPOCT U SCEH: CBET CONHLA,
npoxnaga BOAbl, PUTM [HS, KOTOpbIM TeyeT 6e3 Chnewkw.
Ho B 3TOM NpOCTOM — MyApOCTb BEYHOCTW.

Bona otpaxaetr Hebo M aepeBbs, U B ee Bnecke MOXHO
YBUAETb HE TOMbKO JIMLA XXMBOTHbIX, HO M BEYHbIM MOPSLOK
npupoabl. Bce xMBoe NpUXoamT K UCTOYHMKY, YTOObI HANWUTLCS
M NPOAO/MKUTb MYTb. TaK U YENIOBEK, YTOMJIEHHbIN AOPOraMu,
ULLET MECTa, rae aywa obpeTaeT cuay 1 NOKOM.

OTU KOPOBbI C/IOBHO 4acTb 60MbLIOrO Xopa, Fae Kaxkabli
ronoc — HanoMMHaHMe 0 eAMHCTBE BCero cywero. Mx npucyt-
CTBME Y BOLbl FOBOPUT: XM3Hb MPOAOMKAETCS, OHA TEYET, Kak
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Cenno bopdxHuc, y 8odonos (xyd. Auamas Xapebos)
The Village of Bordjnis, at the Watering Place (art by Atsamaz
Kharebov)

3Ta peKa BPEMEHW, U BCE B Hel CBA3aHO — AbIXaHue Aepe-
BbEB, CBET HEDEC, Waru NyTHUKOB, TATy4Yee MblYaHue, pa3pato-
LLeecs B TULIMHE.

KapTuHa yuuT Hac BMAETb B NPOCTOM — BeyHoe. TaMm, rae
YXMBOTHbIE MbIOT BOAY, YEJIOBEK MOXET HAYYMTbCS MUTb TULIK-
HY, HaCbILLATbCS CNOKOWCTBMEM U BO3BpaLLaTh cebe paBHOBE-
cve.

Beab y Kak4oro ectb CBOW BOAOMOM — HE TO/IbKO UCTOY-
HUK ANS Tena, Ho U ans ayxa. M npuxons K HeMy, Mbl Hanos-
HSIEMCS CUNTOW, YTOBbI MATU Lasiblue JLOPOraMU XU3HMU.

All living things turn to water, as the soul turns
to its source
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On the forest edge, where the path blends with the
grass, the Bordzhnis — the cows, guardians of quiet and
humble life — have gathered at the watering place. Their
world is simple and clear: the sun’s light, the coolness
of water, the rhythm of a day flowing without haste. Yet
within this simplicity lies the wisdom of eternity.

The water reflects the sky and the trees, and in its
shimmering surface one can glimpse not only the faces
of the animals but also the eternal order of nature. All living
beings come to the source to drink and to continue their
journey. So too does a human, weary of the roads, seek his
own «watering places» — places where the soul regains
strength and peace.

These cows seem like part of a great choir, where every
voice is a reminder of the unity of all existence. Their
presence at the water speaks quietly: life continues, it flows
like this river of time, and all within it is connected — the
breath of the trees, the light of the heavens, the footsteps
of wanderers, and the deep lowing that lingers in silence.

The painting teaches us to see the eternal in the simple.
Where the animals drink water, man may learn to drink
silence, to nourish himself with peace, and to restore his
balance.

For each of us has our own watering place — not only
a source for the body, but also for the spirit. And when we
come to it, we are filled with strength to walk further along
the roads of life.
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OCEHb / AUTUMN

Ha kapTvHe nepep HamMu nNpocTas yauua, NOKPbITas KOB-
pPOM M3 YNaBLUMX NIUCTbEB. XKentoe, KpacHoe, OXpUCTOe crie-
TAeTCs B XXMBOW Yy30p, KOTOPbIM 3eMAs MPUHUMAET, CNOBHO
6narogapHbii gap yxoaawero BpeMeHu. [loMa CToaT CnoKow-
HO, YyTb YCTano, a AepeBbs, Pa3METaB BETBU, BCE €LLE XPaHST
B cebe 300710 cuaHMe. Hag 3TMM TUXUM nensaxkeM BUCUT
npoxfagHoe Hebo, NpuUrNyweHHOe, HO He MpaYHOe: OHO
HeceT CBET paBHOBECUS, @ HE TbMbl.

«OceHb» 30eCb — He MPOCTO CE30H Mpupoabl, 3T0 MeTa-
(dopa uyenoBevyeckom XusHW. B kaxkpgom ee uBeTe yuTaeTcs
3penocTb, B KaXKAOM McTe — nctopmsa npoxutoro. KpacHole
NATHA NIMCTBbI — 3TO CTPACTM M YyBCTBA, NEPEXMTbIE HAMMU;
XeNnTble KPOHbl — MyApoCTb OMblTa; TEHM Ceporo — Te
yTpaThl M TUWWHBI, YTO HEM3OEXHO NpMXOOAT C rogaMu.
Ho Bce 3TO CknapgbiBaeTcs B rapMOHMIO, @ He B paspylue-
Hue.

Ynuua Ha KapTuMHe nycTbiHHA. M MMeHHO B 3TOM nycToTe
ecTb 0c0060e 3HayeHWe: OHa AAeT BO3MOXHOCTb YC/bIWaTb
COOCTBEHHbIE LWArn, COBCTBEHHOE AbiXaHWE. 3TO He oAMHOYe-
CTBO, @ BHYTpeHHu guanor. OceHb BCerga 30BET HAC K pas-
MbILL/IEHMIO: O TOM, YTO MPOMAEHO, YTO OCTAB/IEHO MO334M,
M 0 TOM, YTO BCE eLle Bnepeaum.

CBeT B KapTUHE NbETCA MATKO, CIOBHO TFOBOPUT: KOHeL,
He BCerga ecTb yTpaTta. MHoraa KoHew — 3TO TO/IbKO HOBas
dopMa cywectBoBaHus. JIMCTbA YMUPALOT, HO B UX MNafeHuu
€CTb KpacoTa, a B UX pasfioXXeHNn — obellaHne HOBOM BECHbI.
Tak M YyenoBeyeckas XM3Hb: KKA0e 3aBepLlieHne B Hel ecTb
MOArOTOBKA K HOBOMY Hauvainy, K MUHOMY Kpyry.

JTa paboTa HaNOMMHAET: UCTUHHAS CUJTAa OCEHM — HE B ee
ybbIBaHWMK, @ B €€ COKOMHOM nonHoTe. OHa yYMT HAC NPUHMK-
MaTb NMepeMeHbl He Kak noTepro, a Kak nepexod. «OceHb» —
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OceHb (xy0. Auama3z Xapeb6os)
Autumn (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

3TO He TONbKO yX0f, 3TO BpeMsi cobpaTb B cebe CBET MPOXM-
TOrO M COXPaHUTb €ro B cepaLe.

In this painting, we see a simple street covered with
a carpet of fallen leaves. Yellow, red, and ochre weave into
a living pattern that the earth receives as a grateful gift from
passing time. The houses stand quietly, somewhat weary,
and the trees, though half-bare, still carry a golden glow
within their branches. Above this quiet scene stretches
a cool sky — subdued, yet not dark, bearing the light
of balance rather than of sorrow.

Here «Autumn» is not merely a season of nature, but
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a metaphor for human life. In every color we read maturity,
in every fallen leaf — the story of what has been lived. The
red patches of foliage are the passions and emotions we
have endured; the golden crowns are the wisdom
of experience; the gray shadows are the losses and silences
that inevitably come with time. Yet all these elements merge
into harmony, not destruction.

The street in the painting is empty. And it is within this
emptiness that meaning arises: it allows us to hear our own
footsteps, our own breath. This is not loneliness but inner
dialogue. Autumn always calls us to reflection: on what has
been walked, what has been left behind, and what still lies
ahead.

The light in the painting pours gently, as if to say: an
ending is not always a loss. Sometimes an ending is simply
a new form of being. Leaves fall, but in their descent there is
beauty, and in their decay lies the promise of spring. So it is
with human life: every conclusion is a preparation for
another beginning, another cycle.

This work reminds us: the true power of autumn lies not
in its decline but in its serene fullness. It teaches us
to accept change not as loss, but as transition. «Autumn» is
not merely departure — it is the time to gather the light
of what has been lived and preserve it in the heart.
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OCEHb B TOPAX / AUTUMN IN THE
MOUNTAINS

B ropax oceHb NpMXOOWUT HE KakK BHE3amHbIiA B3pbIB,
a KaK MeaNieHHOe AOblXxaHWMe BpeMeHW. 34eCb, Cpeamn BEYHbIX
BEPLUMH, OHAa pPa3BOPAYMBAET CBOM KPACKM TOPXKECTBEHHO
M Myapo, C/IOBHO APEBHMIA XpaMOBbIM 06psia. 30/10Tble Kpo-
Hbl JEepPEBbEB 3aAropakoTCs MSATKMM CBETOM, KpacHble u barps-
Hble aKLLEHTbl BMJIETAOTCA B 3€/€Hb, M BCE 3TO HAaNOMWHAET
TKaHb, COTKaHHYIO CaMOM NpUpPOLON.

JTa KapTMHa nepenaeTr 0coboe YyBCTBO TULLMHbI U BENU-
yms. OceHb B ropax — 3TO He TOMbKO CMEHa Ce30Ha, HO M Ha-
NOMMHaAHME O KpyroBopoTe ObiTus. Kaxpoe nepeBo 34eCb
CNIOBHO CBMAETENIbCTBYET O BPEMEHW: 3€/IEHbIE BETBM FOBOPAT
O NPOLWIOM JieTe, 30/10Tble IMCTbS O HACTOSALWEM, a OnaBlue
TEHW Ha 3eM/e — 0 HensbexHOM ByayLueM.

[opbl HAa TOPU30OHTE, YXOOALWME B CUHEBY, KaXKYTCS BEYHbI-
MM U HENoABMXHbIMW. HO MMeHHO Ha uXx GoHe 0cobeHHOo fc-
HO olylaewb ObICTPOTEYHOCTb XM3HM. [lpMpoga yumT Hac:
BCE NPOXOOMT, BCE MEHSETCS, HO B 3TOM M3MEHEHUU — [Ny-
H6uHHasa kpacoTta. OceHb He pa3pyLaeT JIeTo, a 3aBEPLUAET ero,
npeBpalLas 3e/ieHb B 30/10TO, OHOCTb — B 3PeNOCTb, MrHOBE-
HME — B BEYHOCTb.

Hebo, nonHoe 06n1akoB, CNOBHO 3€pKaNiio YenoBEYECKOM
AYLWN: TO NPO3paYHOEe U CBET/I0E, TO 3aTAHYTOE CEPbIMU TEHS-
MU. M BCce ke CKBO3b obnaka npobuBaeTcs CBET, OCBeLLas
3eMJI0 MSITKUM CUSIHMEM. DTO CMMBOJT HAZEXAbl: AAXKe B YXO-
A€ W yBAOAHUM eCTb CBOSI KpAcoTa, AaxKe B MpPOLLAHMM eCTb
obellaHMe HOBOM BCTpeYMm.

JTa KapTMHA — pa3MblWIEHNEe O BHYTPEHHEM COCTOSIHUM
yenoeeka. OceHb B ropax HanMoOMMHAET HAaM O MPUHSATUK:
O TOM, YTO XM3Hb HE H0/HKHa ObITb BEYHOM BecHOW. BayxHo
YMeTb pafoBaTbCs KoMy nepuogy — M OBypHOMY LBeTe-
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OceHeb 8 20pax (xyo. Auama3 Xapebos)
Autumn in the Mountains (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

HWIO, M CMIOKOMHOMY 30/10TOMY CUSIHUIO, U TUXOMY YXOAY.

B 3tomM — Myapoctb rop. OHu Buaenun becuncneHHble oce-
HM M 3HAKOT: KKAAS M3 HUX — He KOHel, a 4YacTb 60nbloro
Kpyra. Tak 1 YyenoBek, BCMAaTpPMBasiCb B 3Ty KAapPTUHY, YyBCTBY-
eT: B ero Ayle ToXe eCTb ropbl, Ha CKJIOHaX KOTOPbIX OCEHb
npeBpaLLaeT OnbIT B CBET.

In the mountains, autumn does not arrive as a sudden
burst but as the slow breathing of time. Here, among eternal
peaks, it unfolds its colors solemnly and wisely, like an
ancient ritual. Golden crowns of trees glow with gentle light,
crimson accents weave into the greenery, and all of it
resembles a fabric woven by nature itself.

This painting conveys a sense of silence and grandeur.
Autumn in the mountains is not merely a change of season
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but a reminder of the cycle of existence. Each tree becomes
a witness to time: green branches speak of the past summer,
golden leaves of the present moment, and fallen shadows
on the ground of the inevitable future.

The mountains on the horizon, fading into blue, seem
eternal and unshakable. Yet against their stillness, the
fleeting nature of life is felt more keenly. Nature teaches us:
everything passes, everything changes, but within this
change lies profound beauty. Autumn does not destroy
summer — it completes it, turning green into gold, youth
into maturity, a moment into eternity.

The sky, filled with clouds, mirrors the human soul: at
times clear and luminous, at times veiled in shades of gray.
Yet through the clouds the light still breaks, casting a gentle
radiance over the land. It is a symbol of hope: even in fading
and departure there is beauty, even in farewell there is the
promise of return.

This painting becomes a meditation on the human spirit.
Autumn in the mountains reminds us of acceptance — that
life need not be an endless spring. It is important to rejoice
in every stage: the exuberant blooming, the calm golden
glow, and the quiet departure.

This is the wisdom of the mountains. They have seen
countless autumns and know that each one is not an ending,
but part of a greater circle. And so too does a person, gazing
upon this work, feel the mountains within their soul, where
autumn turns experience into light.
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MEPBbIN CHEF / THE FIRST SNOW

B ropax nepBbiii cHer — 370 BCerga 4ymo. OH noxuTcs
He KaK X0n04HOEe MOKpPbIBano, a Kak CBET/bIA 3HAK 0bHOBe-
HMg, obelaHne HOBOro umkna. Ha BepwuHax yxe cuset be-
JIM3HA, CZIOBHO CaMu Hebeca CnyCTUAMCL HA 3EMJII0 U KOCHY-
JINCb ee AblIXaHUEM YUCTOTbI.

JTa KapTMHa nepeaaeT MOMEHT, KOrAa OCEHb ELLE He YLua
OKOHYATENbHO, HO 3UMa YXXe NoC/iana CBOM BECTHMK. 30/10Tble
[epeBbs Y NOAHOXMS HANOMMHAKT O TEMje yXoOallero Bpe-
MEHM, O CUSHUU MPOXUTLIX OHEN. A BbICOKME MUKW, OKYTaH-
Hble CHEroMm, CJIOBHO 30BYT K MHOMY M3MEPEHUID — Tyaa, rae
BEYHOCTb M HEMOABUXKHOCTb CTAHOBATCS BUAUMbBIMM.

Peka, TekyLLas CKBO3b A0JIMHY, OTPAXKAET 3TO CONPUKOCHO-
BEHWe BpeMeH. B ee Bogax — u cuHeBa neadsiHoro 6yayuiero,
n oTbneckn oceHHero conHua. OHa Kak »XMBAs rpaHuua, rae
BCTPEYAKTCA [OBa MMpA: Temnbld W XONOAHbLIA, 3eMHOW
M HeBEeCHbIN, NPEXOaALWMIA U BEYHDIN.

Ocoboe MecTo 3aHMMAeT B KApTMHE MaNieHbKMIA AOMUK
Ha ckane. OH KaXeTCs XpPYNKUM Mepen BEIMYMEM TOp,
HO MMEHHO B 3TOM XPYMNKOCTU — UCTMHA YE0BEYECKOrO CyLle-
CTBOBAHMA. YenoBek Man Mo CPaBHEHMIO C NPUPOLOM, HO €ro
[OM — 3TO TOYKa CBETa, CBMAETENbCTBO TOro, YTO Aywa cno-
cobHa HaWTK CBOE MECTO Jaxe cpeam neasHoro 6esmoneus.

«[lepBbln cHer» — 3T0 MeTadopa Havana. Kaxgas >u3sHb
nepeXxMBaeT CBOM CE30Hbl, U CHEr HA BEPLUMHAX — HANOMMU-
HaHWME O TOM, YTO HOBblE MCMbITAHUSA HeM3bexHbl. Ho cHer
He TO/MIbKO XONoA4: OH HeceT C COBOM UMCTOTY, OH O4MLLAET
B3N8, OH 3aCTaBNsSeT CepAue NMOMHWUTb O TOM, YTO 3a KaX-
[ObIM KOHL,OM CKPbIBAa€TCS HOBOE Havasno.

[opbl, 06navyeHHble B Oenn3Hy, He TONbKO BO3BbILWAMOT-
C9 — OHM CJIOBHO CTAHOBATCA OAMXKe K HebecaM. W, rnaps
Ha HWUX, 3puUTe/Nb YYBCTBYET: MEPBbIM CHEr — 3TO Mpurnaile-
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llepebili cHez (xy0. Auamaz Xapebos)
The First Snow (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

HWe K BHYTPEHHEMY BOCXOXAEHWI0. JTO 30B TULUMHbLI, 30B
K caMoMy cebe.

In the mountains, the first snow is always a wonder. It
does not fall as a cold shroud, but as a luminous sign
of renewal, a promise of the next cycle. The peaks shine
in whiteness, as if the heavens themselves descended upon
the earth, touching it with the breath of purity.

This painting captures the moment when autumn has
not yet departed, but winter has already sent its messenger.
The golden trees at the foothills speak of warmth and
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radiant days now behind, while the snow-covered summits
call to another dimension — a realm where eternity and
stillness become visible.

The river flowing through the valley mirrors this
encounter of seasons. Within its waters lie both the deep
blue of icy futures and the glow of autumn’s sun. It is
a living boundary where two worlds meet: warm and cold,
earthly and celestial, fleeting and eternal.

A small house perched upon the rock draws the eye.
Fragile before the grandeur of the mountains, yet in its
fragility lies the truth of human existence. Man is small
compared to nature, yet his home — his light — testifies that
the soul can find its place even in the midst of icy silence.

«First Snow» is a metaphor of beginnings. Every life
experiences its own seasons, and the snow upon the peaks
is a reminder that new trials are inevitable. Yet snow is not
only cold — it is cleansing, it purifies the gaze, it reminds
the heart that behind every ending lies a new beginning.

The mountains, clothed in white, do not merely rise
higher — they seem closer to the heavens. And as one gazes
at them, there is a sense that the first snow is not only
a natural event but a call — a call to inner ascent, to silence,
to one’s true self.
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MO AOPOIE B KBAMCA / ON THE
ROAD TO KVAISA

Cyactbe — 3TO NMPO3pPayHbIi CBET NETa, Pas3fnTbIN
B BO34yXxe

Ha nepsbit B3rnag, ata KApTMHA KaXKeTCs NpoCTbiM newnsa-
KEM: AlepeBEHCKNIM 3ab0p, AOM C 6eNoit KpbllLen, CKOLEHHOE
Mone M CTOr CEHa, ropbl Ha 3agHEM naaHe. Ho MMeHHO B 3TOM
NpocToTe 3ak/oyeHa ee cuna. B Helt — gbixaHWe NOANIMHHOMN
YKM3HU, KOTOPast XpaHUT B cebe NaMsTb U KOPHM.

3abop, He pOBHbIN M CTPOTU, a rPYObIN U XKMBOW, CNOBHO
paccKa3blBAEeT UCTOPUIO YENOBEYECKMX PYK, KOTOpbIE ero CTa-
BM/IX. DTO TPaHULA U B TO XX€ BPeEMS 3HaK YKOPEHEHHOCTMH,
NpocToe HaMOMWHaHMeE: «34eCb — MOM AOM, MOS 3eMAsa». [lom
c 6enow Kpbllen CTOUT B LLEHTPE, KaK TUXMUIA XpaHWUTENb NaMsi-
TH, KaK cepfLe, U3 KOTOpOro MCXoauT Tenno.

XXapkoe neto obHMMaeT BCe BOKpYr. Bo3myx ApoXuT
OT 3HO$, HaNOEHHbIM apOMATOM CKOLUEHHOM TpaBbl. 3a 3a60-
poM none — Tpya, €4a, u3Hb. CTOr ceHa — 3HAK OCEHM, Ha-
NMOMWHAHME O BEYHOM LIMK/E, B KOTOPOM CMEHSAKTCS BpeMe-
Ha, HO OCTAaeTCsd HEM3MEHHOM CBSA3b YENIOBEKA W MPUPOAbI.
B none cnbllWHO XyXoKkaHWe nyen, 3BEHAT CTPEKO3bl, U 3TOT
XOp NpUpoAbl NpPeBpaLaeT TUIMHY OHS B HE3PUMYH MY3bIKY.

A ropbl Boanu — BedHble ceugetenu. OHU COBHO XpaHaT
MOKOW M [OCTOMHCTBO, BO3BbIWASICb Hag YENOBEYECKOW No-
BCEAHEBHOCTbIO, YTOObI HAMOMMHATL: BCE MPUXOASLLEE U Bpe-
MEHHOE NNWb OTTEeHsIeT Be4yHoe. MX NMHUKM B LAbIMKE 30BYT
3a cob0oM, OTKpbIBas He TONbKO AOPOry B yLieNbe, HO U LOpory
B camoro cebs.

«[Mo popore B KBalca» — 3TO He TONbKO MeM3ax. JTO
nyTb, BEAYLIMIA K OyweBHOM scHOCTU. Kaxapbli, KTO XoTs Obl
pa3 wen noaobHolM 4oporon — cpeau TpaBs, AEPEBLEB M 3ana-
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o dopoee 8 Ksauca (xyd. Auamas Xape6os)
On the Road to Kvaisa (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

Xa CBeXero CeHa, 3HaeT 3TO YYBCTBO: BO3BpalleHMe AOMOW,
OaXe ecnn NyTb KAXKEeTCS AaNleKnM.

KapTuHa [OpllMT HOCTanbrMen, HO He nevanblo. JTO pa-
[OCTHAa HOCTaNbrMa — Kak namaTb O AETCTBE, KOraa CYacTbe
Obl710 NPO3paYHbIM U NIETKMM, PACTBOPEHHbIM B Bo3ayxe. OHa
HanOMMWHAaeT: HacToswee BOraTcTBO — He ropoAa v ABOpLbI,
a TakMe npocTblie CUueHbl — ropbl, nose, 3abop M TUWKHA ae-
peBEHCKOro yTpa.

3TO — rMMH oMy U 3emne. M noka OHM XUBYT B cepaLe,
YenoBek He OJUHOK.

Happiness is the transparent light of summer,
dissolved in the air

23



At first glance, this painting seems Llike a simple
landscape: a village fence, a house with a white roof,
a mown field with a haystack, and mountains in the
background. Yet it is precisely in this simplicity that its
power lies. It carries within it the breath of genuine life,
preserving memory and roots.

The fence, uneven and rough, seems to tell the story
of the hands that built it. It is a boundary and at the same
time a sign of belonging — a quiet reminder: «Here is my
home, my land.» The house with the white roof stands at the
center, like a silent guardian of memory, like a heart from
which warmth flows.

Hot summer embraces everything. The air quivers with
heat, heavy with the fragrance of freshly cut grass. Beyond
the fence lies the field — symbol of labor, food, and life. The
haystack is a sign of autumn, a reminder of the eternal cycle
in which the seasons change, yet the bond between man
and nature remains unbroken. From the field comes the
buzzing of bees, the whir of dragonflies, and this summer
chorus turns the stillness of the day into invisible music.

And in the distance, the mountains rise — eternal
witnesses. They seem to preserve dignity and peace,
towering above human everydayness to remind us: all that is
fleeting and temporary only highlights what is eternal. Their
hazy outlines beckon, opening not only the road into the
valley but also the road into one’s own self.

On the Road to Kvaisa is not merely a landscape. It is
a path leading toward inner clarity. Anyone who has walked
such a road — among grasses, trees, and the scent of fresh
hay — knows this feeling: a return home, even when the
journey seems long.

The painting breathes nostalgia, but not sorrow. It is
a joyful nostalgia — like the memory of childhood, when
happiness was transparent and light, dissolved in the air. It
reminds us that true wealth is not found in cities and
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palaces, but in such simple scenes: mountains, a field,
a fence, and the silence of a village morning.

This is a hymn to home and to the land. And as long as
they live in the heart, a person is never alone.

FOPbI KOXXHOW
OCETWUM / MOUNTAINS OF SOUTH
OSSETIA

[opbl — 3M0 MUWUHA, KOMOpPAs 2080pUM 20/10COM
geyHocmu

Ectb HeuTo ocoboe B TOM, Kak ropbl MOAHMMALOTCS K HEOY.
OHM He TopOonATCA U HE CNOPST, HO CTOAT, C/IOBHO CaMa 3eMns,
obpeTwas ronoc 6e3 cno.. Korga cMOTpULLb Ha HUX, MOHUMa-
€lb: OHM He MpPOCTO MeN3ax, OHM — XKMBOE HaNoOMWHAHWE
0 TOM, YTO MMp Bosblie HalwmMx 3abOT, Bbile HAWWUX TPeBOr
M JONTOBeYHEee HaLWMX XKU3HEN.

OrpoMHbI KaMeHHbIM yTeC Ha MnepeaHeM MnnaHe — Kak
cepaue 3ToM OOMMHbL. B ero TpewwmHax u cknagkax TauTtcs
ObixaHune BekoB. OH BMaen 6osblle, YEM MOXKET BMECTUTb Ye-
NIOBEYECKAs NaMsATb: pacCBETbI U 3aKaTbl, FPO3bl U MOJHUM, Te-
HM BOMHOB M NACTYXOB, LIarM Tex, KTO MpoOXoAaua Mo 3TUM
CKNOHaM M ucyesan B BEYHOCTU. KaMeHb XpPaHUT BCE, HO HU-
Yyero He NPoOM3HOCUT BCAYX. Ero MonyaHue — 3To KHMra, KoTo-
PYIO KaXAblM YMTAET NO-CBOEMY.

fopbl y4aT HAaC CMUPEHMID. Mbl Manbl Nepes X BENUUYUEM,
M BCE X€ B 3TOM MasioM OTKpbIBaeTcs cuna. Yenosek, rnaas-
WM Ha BEPLUMHbI, CaM CTAaHOBMUTCA Bbllle, NOTOMY YTO €ro
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MbIC/Ib MOAHMMAETCS BMeCTe C HUMW. 30€eCb HET HYXAbl B C/10-
Bax O MpPeoAoseHnM — CaM BO3AyX HANOMHEH YPOKOM: NOA-
HuManca. Maon. byob 4acTblo ABMXKEHMSA, KOTOpOe He 3HaeT
KOHLa.

M B TO e BpeMS ropbl HANOMMHAOT: NMYTb BaXXHEE BepPLUU-
Hbl. BepwwnHa nuwb ToYka, HO AOpOra K HeM — 3TO XKW3Hb.
CKNOHBbI, KAMHK, TPOMbl — BCE 3TO HE NPEeNnATCTBUA, A yunuTens.
OHu roBopaT: «He cnewwn. B kaxpaom ware yxe ecTb Bey-
HOCTb».

HOxHast OceTnst XpaHUT B CBOMX rOpax He TOIbKO KpacoTy
NpupoAabl, HO M MaMATb HApoAa. OTU BepPLMHbl CbIWANIM
M NeCHWU, N MONUTBbI, U KpUKKN BMTB. OHM BNMTanm 601b U pa-
AOCTb, OTHYaAsiHWME M HadexAay. Ml noTOMy OHM CTanu CUMBOJIOM
CTOMKOCTM: KTO POAMNCH Cpeau 3TUX rop, HOCUT KX Ccuny
B cepALe.

CMOTpS Ha KapTUHY, MOXXHO NOYYBCTBOBATb: rOpbl HE Mpo-
CTO CTOSIT — OHW 30BYT. 30BYT BbIMTK 33 Npesenbl MPUBLIYHOIO,
NOAHSATb B3rNSA Bblle FOPU30HTA, BCMOMHWUTb, YTO Mbl TOXeE
CBSi3aHbl C BEYHOCTbO. Mbl CNOBHO CNbIWUM UX HGE3MONBHbIN
YPOK: YenoBek yMUpaeT, HO Jopora ero Ayxa NpoAo/mMKaeTcs.

fopbl — 3TO 3epKaso, B KOTOPOM KaxXAbl BUAMT cebs. KTo
MLLET NOKOW, HaX0AMT Nokomn. KTo uwet cuny, obpeTaet cuny.
KTo vwLeT cMbICn, OTKpbIBAET B HUX BEYHOCTb.

N, MoxeT 6biTb, UMEHHO NO3TOMY YeNOBEK BO3BPALLAETCS
K ropaMm CHOBa WM CHOBA: MOTOMY YTO OHM HAMOMWMHAKT eMy
O IMaBHOM — O 6ECKOHEeYHOCTM MyTWU, O CBeTe, KOTOpbI BCe-
A3 Bblle HAC, M O TOM, YTO KaXKAblM HALW War no 3emne ectb
war K Heby.

Mountains are silence that speaks with the voice
of eternity

There is something unique in the way mountains rise
toward the sky. They do not hurry and they do not argue;
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lopel tOxHOG Ocemuu (xyd. Auama3 Xape6os)
Mountains of South Ossetia (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

they simply stand, as if the earth itself had found a voice
beyond words. When you look at them, you understand: they
are not merely a landscape — they are a living reminder that
the world is greater than our worries, higher than our fears,
and more enduring than our lives.

The great stone outcrop in the foreground is like the
heart of this valley. In its cracks and ridges lies the breath
of centuries. It has witnessed more than human memory
could ever hold: sunrises and sunsets, storms and lightning,
the shadows of warriors and shepherds, the steps of those
who once crossed these slopes and then vanished into
eternity. The rock holds everything, yet speaks nothing
aloud. Its silence is a book, one that each of us reads in our
own way.

The mountains teach us humility. We are small before
their greatness, and yet in this smallness there is strength.
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A person who gazes at the peaks becomes higher himself,
for his thought rises with them. There is no need for words
of conquest here — the very air carries the lesson: ascend.
Walk. Be part of the movement that has no end.

At the same time, the mountains remind us: the path is
more important than the summit. The summit is but a point,
while the road toward it is life itself. The slopes, the stones,
the trails — they are not obstacles, but teachers. They
whisper: «Do not hurry. In every step there is already
eternity.»

The mountains of South Ossetia preserve not only
natural beauty but also the memory of a people. These
peaks have heard songs and prayers, the cries of battle, the
echoes of grief and joy. They have absorbed despair and
hope, and thus they have become a symbol of resilience.
Whoever is born among these mountains carries their
strength in the heart.

Looking at the painting, one can feel: the mountains do
not simply stand — they call. They call us to go beyond the
ordinary, to raise our gaze above the horizon, to remember
that we too are bound to eternity. Their silent lesson is clear:
man may die, but the road of his spirit continues.

The mountains are a mirror in which each person sees
himself. Whoever seeks peace finds peace. Whoever seeks
strength gains strength. Whoever seeks meaning discovers
eternity in them.

And perhaps that is why we return to the mountains
again and again: because they remind us of the essential —
the infinity of the path, the light that always shines above
us, and the truth that every step we take upon the earth is
also a step toward the sky.
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CE/10 EPMAH, IOXXHAA OCETNA / THE
VILLAGE OF YERMAN, SOUTH
OSSETIA

KaMHKM noMHST To, 4TO 3abbiBaeT Bpema

Bbicoko B ropax HxHown Ocetnn, cpeam CKIOHOB U AOJWH,
rae TUILMHA TYCTeeT, CNOBHO MPO3payHblii BO3AYX, NEXMUT Bbl-
cokoropHoe ceno EpmaH. Ero apeBHss 6awHs BO3BbILAETCA
Haf CeNfoM, CNOBHO XpaHuTeNnbHUUA BekoB. OHa KaxeTca ya-
CTbl0 CaMOM 3eM/IU: ee KaMeHHble CTEHbl BbIpOCAM M3 Heap
rop, a ee CMyaT BNMCaH B IMHUKM 06NAKOB.

BawHs — 310 He TonbKO coopyxeHue. OHa — AbIXxaHue
BPEMEHM, KOTOPOE He yMuUpaeT. Kaxablvi ee KaMeHb Obln noga-
HAT pyKaMu NpenkoB, BNOXEH C BEPOM B TO, YTO XKM3Hb NpPO-
[OMKAETCS, YTO POS U 3EMNS UMEKOT CBOM KOPHU U BEPLUMUHBI.

BeTep ckonb3uT No ee BepLUMHe, CONHLIE KAacaeTcs ee rpa-
HeM’, U B 3TUX KACaAHMUAX OXMBAET AManor Bekos. bawHa mon-
YWT, HO B €€ MOoNYaHUKM — BosblUe C/I0B, YEM MOXET BMECTUTb
nobas kHura. OHa roBOpUT O TOM, YTO BCE NPEXoaAaLLe, KpoMe
namatu. O TOM, YTO Hapof4, NEPEXMBLUMI UCMbITAHUSA, HAXOAUT
B cebe cunbl MATU BRepes.

EpMaH CTOMT He TOAbKO Kak MaMSATHMK MPOLIOro,
HO M Kak opueHTUp byayuiero. OHa yKasblBaeT: BCE, YTO Mbl
[enaeM, yKnaaplBaeTcs B Ty e TKaHb BPEMEHM, YTO U KAaMHMU
ee CTeH. Mbl NpoAOIXKaeM ee UCTOPUID — HALMMKM MOCTYNKa-
MW, CTOBAMM, XXM3HbHO.

Bokpyr Hee npocTtop 1 ceet. O6naka NnbIBYT Had ropamu,
KaK MbICIM O BEYHOM. B 3TOM npoctope 6alHS CTaHOBUTCS
He OAMHOYECTBOM, @ LLEHTPOM MMpa: OHA COEAMHSET 3eMJI0
n Hebo, noaert M AyxoB, BPeMS ylleallee U Bpems rpsay-
wee.
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Ceno Epman, OxHas Ocemus (xy0. Auama3s Xapeb6os)
The Village of Yerman, South Ossetia (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

M uvenosek, cMOTpAWMI Ha EpmaH, MOXeT yc/blwaTh TU-
XU ypOK: CTOMKOCTb He B KaMHe, a B ayxe. KaMHM MOryT ObiTb
pa3pyLeHbl, HO AyX, OAHAXAbl NOAHSABLUMM MX BBbICb, OyoeT
XWTb BEYHO.

bawHa EpmaH — 310 3epkano gng Tex, KTo ULLeT CBOK A0-
pory. OHa HanomuHaeT: GbiTb TBEPAbIM, KaK ee OCHOBaHue;
ObITb OTKPbITHIM Heby, Kak ee BepLIMHA; BbiTb YacTbio 3eMau
M B TO Xe BPeM$sl CTPEMUTLCS BBbICb. Tak YenoBeK CTaHOBUTCS
He TONIbKO MYTHUKOM, HO U XpaHuTenem, npoaoskatenem ge-
JIMKOrO MYTW, KOTOPbIN CBSA3bIBAET MOKOMEHUS B OAHO LeENoe.

Stones remember what time forgets
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High in the mountains of South Ossetia, among the
slopes and valleys where silence thickens like transparent
air, lies the highland village of Yerman. Rising above it
stands its ancient tower, the guardian of centuries. It seems
part of the earth itself: its stone walls have grown out of the
depths of the mountains, and its silhouette is inscribed into
the lines of the clouds.

The tower is not merely a structure. It is the breath
of time, which does not die. Every stone was lifted by the
hands of ancestors, laid with faith that life continues, that
the clan and the land have both their roots and their
summits.

The wind glides along its peak, the sun touches its
edges, and in these touches the dialogue of centuries comes
alive. The tower is silent, yet in its silence there are more
words than any book could contain. It speaks of how
everything is transient — except memory. It tells of a people
who, having endured trials, find within themselves the
strength to move forward.

Yerman stands not only as a monument of the past but
also as a guidepost for the future. It points to this truth: all
that we do is woven into the same fabric of time as the
stones of its walls. We continue its story — through our
actions, our words, our lives.

Around it stretch vastness and light. Clouds drift over the
mountains like thoughts of eternity. And in this vastness the
tower becomes not a solitary presence, but a center of the
world: it unites earth and sky, people and spirits, time
departed and time yet to come.

And the one who gazes upon Yerman may hear a quiet
lesson: strength lies not in the stone but in the spirit. Stones
may be broken, yet the spirit that once raised them skyward
will live forever.

The tower of Yerman is a mirror for those who seek their
path. It reminds us: to be firm as its foundation, to be open
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to the sky as its summit, to be part of the earth and yet
strive upward. Thus a person becomes not only a traveler
but also a guardian, a continuer of the great journey that
binds generations into one whole.

B TOPAX OCETUMH,
CENIO EANC / IN THE MOUNTAINS
OF OSSETIA, THE VILLAGE OF EDIS

B rnybuHe ropHoi ponmHbl nexut Eanuc — BbICOKOropHoe
ceno KOxHon OceTun. Ero kpbiwm cepebpsaTcs Ha CONMHUe, Kak
3Be3[bl, yNaBLUME B TPaBbl, @ OMA TECHO NPUXMMAKOTCS ApYr
K Apyry, CNOBHO Lensicb TensoM. Paoom cTpyutcsa peka, bery-
Was MeX KaMHeN, M BO3BbIWAETCS LPEBHUA KAMEHHbIN
CTONN — MONYaNMBbLIM CBUAETENb BEKOB, YbE€ MPUCYTCTBUE
nNpuAaaeT 3TON 3eMne 0Cobyr cuny.

C nepBoro B3rmgaa Eguc kaxeTtcs ManeHbKMM U CKPOM-
HbIM, HO B HEM — [bIXaHWE BEYHOCTM. 34€eCb Kaxnoe cTpoe-
HWe — He MPOCTO LOM, a NPOLOIKEHUE POoaa, KOpHEW, nams-
™. KaMHu CTeH BNMTanM ronoca Npegkos, M, NoAXoAs K HUM,
C/IOBHO C/bIWMWLWb MX LUEMOT: XXWUTb — 3HAYUT XPaHMUTb, CTPO-
UTb M NepegaBaTh Aanblue.

Jleto B cene Eanc ceetnoe mn uucroe. Bo3gyx HanosHeH
ApOMaTOM TOpHbIX TPaB, MEPEKAMYKOM NTUL WU XKYpYaHMEM
pyybeB. Bce 3pmecb OpllWMT MpPOCTOTOM, U UMEHHO B 3TOM
NMPOCTOTE POXAAETCA OLLYLIEHME CYACTbs. YenoBek 4yBCTBY-
eT ceba 4acTblo LLeNoro: OH He BO3BbLILAETCS Hah ropamu,
a XXMBET C HMUMM B COMNACKM, BMNJIETas CBOW PUTM B ObIXaHWeE
npupoabl.
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fopbl, 0GHMMalOLLME CeN0, — 3TO He CTeHbl, @ Kpblibs. OHK
He 3aMbIKalT NPOCTPAHCTBO, @ PaCKpPbIBAKOT €ro, AaBas yeno-
BEKY BO3MOXHOCTb YC/blWaTb CaMoro cebs. B ux TeHu
He CTpalWHO — HanpoTMB, CNOKOMHO. OHWM HANOMMWHAIOT: BCE
3eMHOe Mnpoxoadauie, HO OCTaeTCs TO, YTO YeNlOBEK BOXWUI
B KaMeHb 1 AyX.

[peBHuin cTonn y BXoda B Ceno CJI0BHO rOBOPUT: CU1a Ha-
pofa — B MaMsATU M NpPeeMCTBEHHOCTU. OH CTOMT Kak CMMBON
YCTOMYMBOCTM, YKa3biBasl, YTO Yepe3 MOKONEHWUS MPOXOAUT
He TONbKO Tpy4, HO M CBET AyLUW.

Eovc yunt BuaoeTb Benunkoe B Manom. B ero gonnHe — kpa-
COTa, KOTOPYH He HY)KHO YKpaLaTb; B €ro 4OMax — CBET, KOTO-
PbIA HE HY)XHO YCMAMBATb. 34eCb YeN0BeK M NpUPOLA He Mpo-
TMBOCTOSAT APYr APYrY, @ CTAHOBATCS €4AMHbBIM OblXaHUEM,

N BCSKUIM, KTO NOAHUMET B394 K ropam Hag cenom Eaumc,
MOMMET: NyTb K BEPLIMHAM HAYMHAETCA C MANoro wara —
C POAHOro goma, C Tponbl, Beaylen yepes gonuHy. M B aTom
CKpbITa MyApoCTb: AOPOra B BEYHOCTb MPOXOAMT yepes npo-
CTYIO XXM3Hb, HANOMHEHHYIO TPYAOM, NHOOOBbLIO U CBETOM.

Deep within a mountain valley lies Edis — a highland
village of South Ossetia. Its rooftops glimmer in the sunlight
like stars fallen into the grass, and the houses lean close
to one another as if sharing their warmth. Nearby flows
a river winding among stones, and an ancient stone pillar
rises — a silent witness of centuries, whose presence lends
a sacred strength to this land.

At first glance, Edis seems small and humble, yet within
it breathes eternity. Each house here is not merely
a dwelling, but an extension of kinship, of roots, of memory.
The stones of its walls have absorbed the voices
of ancestors, and standing before them, one can almost hear
their whisper: to live is to guard, to build, and to pass on.

Summer in Edis is bright and pure. The air is filled with
the fragrance of mountain herbs, the calls of birds, and the
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B 2opax Ocemuu, ceno Educ (xyo. Auama3 Xape6os)
In the Mountains of Ossetia, the Village of Edis
(art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

murmur of streams. Everything here breathes simplicity —
and in that simplicity, one feels happiness. Man is not set
above the mountains, but lives in harmony with them, his
rhythm entwined with the pulse of nature.

The mountains that embrace the village are not walls
but wings. They do not confine the space but open it,
allowing one to hear oneself. In their shadow there is no
fear — rather, there is peace. They remind us that all things
earthly are passing, but what man once laid into stone and
spirit remains.

The ancient pillar at the village’s entrance seems to say:
the strength of a people lies in memory and continuity. It
stands as a symbol of steadfastness, pointing to the truth
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that across generations what endures is not only labor, but
also the light of the soul.

Edis teaches us to see greatness in the small. In its valley
lies a beauty that needs no adornment; in its houses, a light
that needs no strengthening. Here, man and nature do not
oppose each other — they become one breath.

And anyone who lifts their gaze to the mountains above
Edis will understand: the path to the heights begins with
a single step — with the home, with the small path leading
through the valley. In this lies wisdom: the road to eternity
passes through a simple life, filled with labor, love, and
light.

3ATAOOYHbIE KAMHW / MYSTERIOUS
STONES

Ectb B ropax HOxHoi OceTnn MecTa, roe caMa 3eMns Ka-
XeTCa xpaHsawen TanHy. Ha cknoHax, cpegy TpaeB U peakux
[epeBbeB, IeXKaT KAMHU — ByATO C/ly4alHO pacCbiNaHHble py-
KOW BenmKoro Teopua. Ho yem gonblie CMOTPULLB HA HUX, TEM
SCHee MOHMMaelb: B UX MONYAHUK 3aKJIHOUYEH CMbIC/, KOTOPO-
ro Mbl He YMeeM Cpasy yC/bIWwaTh.

Kaxapbli KaMeHb — 3T0 6onblue, YeM Kycok nopogbl. OH —
CBUAETENb BPEMEHW, APEBHWUIA XPaHUTENb, MPOXMBLUMIA BEKa
M OCTaBLUMICSA HeM3MeHHbIM. KaMHKM nexar 3aecb ¢ Tex nop,
KaK ropbl NOAHAINUCL U3 FYOUH 3eMAKU, U BULENM BCE: U CONH-
La TbicAYeneTui, U 3uMHUe Bypu, M Warn NyTHUKOB, NMPUXO-
AMBWKX M yxoamBLuMX. OHM MONYAT, HO UX MOMYaHME rPOMYe
MHOIUX C/OB.
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YTo BneYeT Hac K 3TMM KaMHAM? MoxeT ObiTb, YyBCTBO
COMpUYACTHOCTM BEYHOCTU. YenoBek — MUMONETEH: OH pOX-
[AeTCs, XUBET, YXOOMT, 0CTaBnAs 3a cobow nuwb cnedpl. Ka-
MeHb Xe npe6bbiBaeT. OH HanOMWHAeT HaM, 4TO BpeMms
He Bcerga NuHerHo. OHO cknafbiBaeTcs B CNOM — Kak Tpe-
WMHBI ¥ IMHUM HA ero NOBEPXHOCTU.

B nereHgax roBopuau: KaMHM — 3TO Cepaua Npeakos,
OKaMeHeBLMe, 4YTobbl HaBcerga ocTaTbCsi € 3eMnen. Jpyrue
BEpW/N, YTO OHM ynanu ¢ Hebec, korga 6oru cnopunm 3a 06-
napjavue 3TmMu ropamu. Ho, MoxeT BbITb, UICTUHA B APYroMm:
Kbl KaMeHb — 3TO YacCTb BENMKOrO TeKCTa MWpa, Hamnu-
CaHHOrO He YepHuIaMu, a AblXaHWEM BETPa U BECOM BEKOB.

Cros mepen HMMMW, HauyMHaelb NOHMMATb, YTO 3aragka —
He B KaMH$iX, a B Hac camux. Bonpoc, KoTopblit OHKM 3a4altorT,
3BYUMT TaK: «YTO oOcCTaHeTcd nocne Te6s?». Bemb cuna
He B TOM, YTOObl MPOXWUTb XM3Hb SPKO U LUIYMHO, @ B TOM, YTO-
Obl OCTaBuTb B 3emne, B JIOASX, B MAMITU YTO-TO MPOYHOE,
KaK KaMeHb.

N Torpa CTaHOBMTCS $CHO: 3TM 3arafoyHble KaMHU —
He 6e3MonBHble Mblbbl. OHW — 3epKano BEYHOCTU, B KOTOPOM
4yenoBeK BMAMUT COBCTBEHHYI XPYMNKOCTb U OAHOBPEMEHHO —
BO3MOXHOCTb ObITb YAaCTbO Yero-To 6onbluero.

There are places in the mountains of South Ossetia
where the earth itself seems to guard a secret. Upon the
slopes, among grasses and scattered trees, lie stones — as if
tossed by the hand of a great creator. Yet the longer one
gazes upon them, the more clearly their silence begins
to speak, carrying a meaning we are not trained to hear at
once.

Each stone is more than a fragment of rock. It is
a witness of time, an ancient guardian who has endured the
centuries unchanged. These stones have lain here since the
mountains first rose from the depths of the earth, and they
have seen everything: the suns of millennia, the fury
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3aeado4Hbie KamMHU (xyo. Auamas Xape6os)
Mysterious Stones (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

of winter storms, the footsteps of travelers who came and
went. They do not speak, yet their silence is louder than
words.

What draws us to them? Perhaps it is the sense
of belonging to eternity. Human life is fleeting: we are born,
we live, we depart, leaving only fragile traces behind. The
stone remains. It reminds us that time is not always linear —
it gathers in layers, like the cracks and veins etched upon its
surface.

Legends once said that stones are the hearts
of ancestors, turned to stone so they could remain forever
with the land. Others believed they fell from the heavens,
when gods quarreled over the possession of these
mountains. But perhaps the truth is simpler and deeper:
each stone is a fragment of the great text of the world,
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written not in ink but in the breath of wind and the weight
of centuries.

Standing before them, one begins to realize that the
mystery lies not in the stones, but within ourselves. The
question they ask is simple and eternal: «What will remain
after you?» For strength is not in living loudly, but in leaving
something enduring — in the land, in people, in memory —
as steadfast as stone.

And so we see: these mysterious stones are not silent
masses. They are mirrors of eternity, in which man glimpses
both his fragility and his chance to belong to something
greater.

CENNO AXEP, OXKHAA OCETUA / THE
VILLAGE OF DJER, SOUTH OSSETIA

Ha xonmax HOxHow Ocetmm, cpeam 3010TbiX TPaB M BET-
poB, cToMT ceno [Xkep — OZHO M3 MNaBHbIX MANOMHUYECKMX
MecT pecny6smku. 34ech, CJIOBHO B AMAnore C BEYHOCTbHO, CO-
WIMCb BOEOMHO PYMHbI APEBHUX CTPOEHMUI, LLEPKOBb CBSTOMO
leoprus — [xepbl p3yap, M ob6naka, NeTawme HaL HUMMK
HEBECHbIMU KOHAMMU.

KameHHas apka, nopocLas 3eneHbto, HaNnoMMHAET O Npo-
LUIOM, KOTOPOE He MCYe3aeT, a MpeBpalLaeTCs B YaCTb NaHA-
wadTa namaTu. YyTb Bbille BO3BbIWAETCS LLEPKOBb CBATOMO le-
oprus — CBSITbIHS, F4e BEKAMU COBEPLLAOTCS MOMUTBLI M Kyaa
€XEerofHO CTEeKAKTCS NANOMHUKKU. [kep M3BECTEH vyLecamu
W nereHiamMu, U Kaxkapli, KTo NpUXOAMT Cofa, YyBCTBYET: 3TO
He MpOoCTO XpaM, a MeCTo, rae 3emns U Hebo conpukacatTcs.
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Ha BepwwuHe xonmMa — OpeBHee CBATUAMLLE, OTKyAa OT-
KpblBaeTcs BMA Ha ropbl U beckpaiHee Hebo. Tam, rae yveno-
BEK BO3HOCU/I MOJIUTBY CTONETUSIMM, BO3LYX XPAHWUT TULLUHY,
HaMOMHEHHYI0 AYXOBHOM CMOM. 30eChb KaXKAblA KaMeHb, Kax-
[blVi MOPbLIB BETPA 3BYYUT KaK HAaMOMUHaHKWe: Bepa U KynbTypa
He MCYe3aloT, OHU NepexmnBaloT paspyLleHns U BHOBb poXxaa-
t0TCA, KaK 0bnaka, NpuHUMatoLWwme 0bMK KOHel B Hebe.

JTn HebecHble KOHW — CUMBON ABUMXEHWUS U cunbl. OHK
HecyT B cebe AbiXxaHue MpeakoB, KOTOpble KOraa-To BO34BMI-
NN apKy U LLepKOBb, OHW HAMOMWHAIOT: YeNoBeK — NULb NyT-
HWK, HO ero Bepa MOXeT B3/eTeTb Bbille 06/1aKOoB.

[xep yunT: yypeca poxaarTcs He TOMbKO B CTEHAX XpaMma,
HO U1 B TOM, KaK CcepaLe OTK/MKAEeTCs Ha KpacoTy mupa. lNanom-
HWMYECTBO Cl0Ja — 3TO He TONbKO Aopora no 3emne, Ho U A0po-
ra k cebe. Apka, LepKkoBb, CBATUAULLE, 0BNaka — BCe 3TO 3Be-
HbSl OQHOW Lenu, KOTOpasi CBSA3bIBAET YeNioBeka C BEYHOCTbIO.

N, rnags Ha KapTWHY, Mbl MOHUMAEM: CBATbIHM — 3TO
He KaMeHb U He OepeBo, a CBET, KOTOPbIN XMBET B HAC, KOraa
Mbl YUUMCS BUMOETb HEOECHbIX KOHEN Hajg, X0NMaMu U CblwaTtb
BEYHbIN 30B AOPOrU K CBETY.

On the hills of South Ossetia, among golden grasses and
whispering winds, stands the village of Djer — one of the
republic’s most sacred pilgrimage sites. Here, as if
in dialogue with eternity, the ruins of ancient structures, the
Church of Saint George — Djery Dzuar, and the clouds
galloping above like celestial horses, meet as one.

A stone arch, overgrown with greenery, speaks of a past
that has not vanished but has become part of the landscape
of memory. Just above it rises the Church of Saint George —
a sanctuary where prayers have been offered for centuries
and where pilgrims still gather every year. Djer is renowned
for its miracles and legends, and everyone who comes here
feels: this is not merely a church, but a place where earth
and heaven touch.
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Ceno [wep, OwHas Ocemus (xyd. Auama3 Xape6os)
The Village of Djer, South Ossetia (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

At the summit of the hill lies an ancient shrine, opening
onto the vast mountains and the boundless sky. Where
generations have lifted their prayers, the air still holds
a silence imbued with spiritual power. Here every stone,
every gust of wind, resounds with the reminder that faith
and culture do not vanish — they survive destruction and are
born anew, like clouds that take the form of horses in the
heavens.

These celestial horses are symbols of movement and
strength. They carry within them the breath of ancestors
who once raised the arch and the church. They remind us
that man is but a wanderer, yet his faith can soar higher
than the clouds.

Djer teaches us: miracles are not born only within the
walls of a sanctuary, but in the way the heart responds
to the beauty of the world. Pilgrimage here is not only
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a road across the earth, but a road inward, toward the self.
The arch, the church, the shrine, the clouds — all are links
in a single chain that binds humanity to eternity.

And gazing upon this scene, we begin to understand:
sanctity is not stone or wood, but the light that dwells
within us when we learn to see the heavenly horses above
the hills and to hear the eternal call of the road toward the
light.

JNNETO B TOPAX / SUMMER IN THE
MOUNTAINS

Jleto B ropax npmxoauT He TMXO, a TopxecTBeHHo. OHo
pa3BopayMBaeT CBOM 3e/leHbli KOBep, YCbINAHHbLIMA LBETaMMU,
M KaxJoe OepeBOo C/IOBHO MOANEBaeT 3TOMYy XOpy, Cussa cee-
XecTblo NUCTBbI. Bo3gyx HamonHeH apoMaTtoM Tpas, Npo3pauy-
HbIM M 3BOHKMM, BYATO CaMa XXM3Hb UrPaeT Ha CTPyHax BeTpa.

Boanv nogHMMaloTCs ropbl — CMHME, NPO3payHble, CI0BHO
COTKAHHbIE M3 CBETA M TUWMHBI. VX BepLIMHbI HAMOMMWHAMOT:
33 NEerkoCTblo SIeTa CKPbITA BEYHOCTb, M 3Ta BEYHOCTb CMOTPUT
Ha HaC CKBO3b 06n1aKa M CONHeYHble BnKN.

JleTHUi nyr B ropax — 3TO He NPOCTO NPOCTPAHCTBO, 3TO
BpeMs, OCTaHOBNEHHOE B CBOEM COBepLIeHCTBe. 34ecb Bce
CBA3aHO: Nyena, cobupatowwas HekTap, 0bnako, NabiByLLee Hag,
BEpLIMHAMM, KaMeHb, HarpeTbir conHueM. Bece 3gech noet oa-
HY M Ty )Xe NeCHb — MeCHb BbITUS, B KOTOPOM HET HM Hayana,
HM KOHUA.

Jleto yumut Hac pagoctm npoctoro. OHO He TpebyeT noaBu-
OB U CNOB, @ TONMbKO BHMMATENbHOrO B3rsga. B kKaxaom
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Jlemo 8 2opax (xy0. Auamaz Xapeb6os)
Summer in the Mountains (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

LIBETKE CNPATAHO YyA0, B KAXXAOM MOpbiBe BETPA — MyApOCTb,
B KaXXA,0M TpaBMHKe — BeYHas aopora.

M notomy, rnagq Ha 3TO NIeTo B ropax, YesoBeK NoOHMMaeT:
MCTUHHOE C4YacTbe — He B obnagaHuM, a B CO3epuUaHuu;
He B TOM, YTOObl NOKOPWUTb BEPLUMHBI, @ B TOM, YTOObI YC/bl-
WaTb AbIXaHXe MMPA M CAaMOMY CTaTb YaCTbIO €ro My3bIKK.

Summer in the mountains arrives not quietly, but
triumphantly. It unfolds its green carpet strewn with flowers,
and every tree seems to join this chorus, shining with the
freshness of its leaves. The air is filled with the fragrance
of grasses, clear and resonant, as if life itself were playing
upon the strings of the wind.

In the distance, mountains rise — blue, transparent,
woven from light and silence. Their peaks remind us: behind
the ease of summer lies eternity, and that eternity gazes at
us through clouds and glimmers of sunlight.
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A summer meadow in the mountains is not merely
a space, but time itself, suspended in its perfection.
Everything here is connected: the bee gathering nectar, the
cloud drifting above the ridges, the stone warmed by the
sun. All sing one and the same song — the song of being,
without beginning and without end.

Summer teaches us the joy of the simple. It does not
demand feats or words, only an attentive gaze. In every
flower a miracle is hidden, in every gust of wind wisdom,
in every blade of grass an eternal road.

And so, gazing upon this summer in the mountains, one
understands: true happiness lies not in possession, but
in contemplation; not in conquering the peaks, but
in hearing the breath of the world and becoming oneself
a part of its music.

FOPHbIN PYYEM /MOUNTAIN STREAM

[OpHbIM pyyYyern — 3TO XMBAS HWUTb, KOTOpPas CBSA3bIBaEeT
BEPLMHbI U A0NAUHBI, HE6O M 3emnto. OH poxaaeTcs TaM, rae
TAKOT CHera W NbAbl, rAe UCTOKU MPSYYTCS B KAaMEHHOMW rny-
OMHe, M CNyCKaeTCs BHWU3, 4TOObl AAPUTb XXM3Hb BCEMY, YTO
BCTPEYAET Ha CBOEM MYTHU.

Ha nepBbliii B3rnaa — 370 BCero N1b BoAa, berywas mex-
Oy KaMHsSIMU. Ho ecnu BCAywaTbCsl, B €e WOopoXe 3BYUYUT My-
3blka BpeMeHW. OHA TO HEXHA, KaK KonblbenbHas, To cTpemu-
TeslbHa, Kak 30B K ABMXEHWI. B Helt — Ta ke aHeprus, yto
B Cepaue YenoBeKa: XaXAa WMATM Bnepen, UCKaTb LOPOrY,
NpobuBaTbCs CKBO3b NPENSTCTBUS.

KamHu B pyybe — 3T0 CMMBOA UCMbITaHMI. OHU nperpax-
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[T NyTb, HO He OCTaHaBIMBAKT TeueHue. Bopa He cnoput
C HUMW, He pa3pyLIAEeT UX SSPOCTHbIM yaapoM. OHa MArko o6-
XOAMT, NPUHUMAET ux GOopMy, HO OCTAaeTCs BEpHOM CaMoW ce-
6e. Tak u yenoBek, BCTpeYasiCb C TPYAHOCTSIMMU, MOXeT obpe-
CTW cuny He B 6opbbe, a B yMEHUWU Teub Janblue, COXpaHas
CBOE BHYTPEHHee TeyeHue.

EcTb B pyube ocobas uncToTa: OH Npo3payeH, OH He CKpbl-
BaeT CBOel cyTu. B 3ToM npo3payHoOM OBWXKEHMU Mbl BUAWUM
YPOK: UCTUHHAS CUMa HE HYXXOAEeTCs B MAaCKe, UCTUHHAS XMU3Hb
He BOUTCS OTKPBLITOCTU.

M ewe — B 3TOM pyube CAbILIMTCS roI0C BEYHOrO KPYroBo-
poTa. Buepa oH 6bin CHerom Ha BepluMHe, 3aBTpa CTaHeT pe-
KOW BHM3Y, @ MOTOM CHOBa 06/1aKOM, CHOBa OOXAEM, CHOBA
pyybeM. Tak U yenoBek: ero Xu3Hb — NuLb OAUH MUT 6ONb-
Oro MyTW, HO 3TOT MMUI CTAHOBMTCS 3BEHOM BEYHOTr0 ABUXKe-
Hus.

[OpHbIM pyyeir Ha KapTUHE HAaNOMWHAET: BEYHOCTb XMBET
He TONbKO B KaMHe, HEMOABWXXHOM M BEYHOM, HO M B BOQJE,
B €€ YMEHMM MEHSITbCA M BCE XXE 0CTaBaTbCsl CaMol coboi. U,
rNS4s8 Ha Hero, NMOHMMaellb: Halla Aywa ToXe AOMKHA ObiTb
KaK py4yer — cBOOOLHOM, XXMBOM M YCTPEMIEHHOM K CBETY.

A mountain stream is a living thread, binding together
the peaks and valleys, the sky and the earth. It is born where
snow and ice melt, where hidden springs awaken in the
heart of stone, and it descends to give life to everything
along its path.

At first glance, it is only water flowing among rocks. Yet
if one listens closely, its murmur becomes the music of time.
At moments it is gentle, like a lullaby; at others, swift and
insistent, like a call to movement. Within it pulses the same
energy that lives in the human heart — the urge to move
forward, to seek a way, to flow through obstacles.

The stones in the stream are symbols of trials. They
block the path, yet they do not halt the current. The water
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lopHeili pyyeli (xyd. Auama3s Xapebos)
Mountain Stream (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

does not fight them, nor does it shatter them with rage. It
bends around them, takes their shape, and yet remains true
to itself. So it is with human life: difficulties are not
overcome by force alone, but by learning how to continue
flowing, while preserving the essence of one’s inner current.

There is a special purity in the stream: it is transparent,
hiding nothing of its nature. In this clarity lies a lesson —
true strength wears no mask, true life has no fear of being
seen.

And in the voice of the stream we hear the rhythm
of eternal return. Yesterday it was snow upon the summit,
tomorrow it will be a river in the valley, and later a cloud,
a storm, and again a stream. So it is with us: a human life is
but a moment in the great cycle, yet even that moment
becomes a link in the endless chain of movement.
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The mountain stream reminds us: eternity resides not
only in the stone, fixed and unmoving, but also in the
water — in its gift of change, in its freedom, in its
persistence. And looking upon it, we understand: our soul,
too, must be like the stream — free, alive, and forever
reaching toward the light.
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PASLEN II.
KPBIMCKMM LUK T

KPbIM, BEYEP
B NOHM30BKE / CRIMEA, EVENING
IN PONIZOVKA

Beuep B lNOHWM30BKE — 3TO He MPOCTO Yac nepep, HacTyn-
JIEHMEM HOYM. ITO BpeMS, Koraa Mope un beper HauMHAKT TU-
XWW pasroBop, a CBET MOCTEMEHHO YyCTynaeT MecTto TeHu. Bce
3aMennseTca: Kopabnb BOANM C/IOBHO 3aCTbUl B OXMOAHWM,
CKanbl CTAHOBATCS TEMHEE U cepbe3Hee, a Hebo OKpaLIMBaeT-
CSl B MATKME OTTEHKM YXOASLLEro AHS.

Ha kapTuHe Beuep AblwMT npoxnanon. KameHHble 0TKOChI,
ele XpaHawue Tenno COMHLA, OCTbIBAOT M MOrpyxarTcs
B cMHeBy. CBET noc/efHero 3akaTta CKOJIb3UT MO MNOBEPXHOCTH
MOPpS$, NpeBpaLLas ero B 3epKano, rae pacTBOPSETCS rOPU3OHT.
B 310l monynpo3payHoi rpaHuue Mexay OHEM U HOYbK YyB-
CTBYETCS TaMHa: C/IOBHO MWUP FOTOBUTCS K Mepexoay B MHOM
pWTM, B MHOE U3MEpPEHME.

3pecb BCe roBOpuUT O TUWMHE. Ho 3TO He nycTas TULK-
Ha, @ HaMONHEHHas: B HEW C/bIWHbI WOPOX BOJH, AbIXaHWe
BETpa, €4Ba Pas/IMYMMBbIM CKpMM MauTbl Kopabns Bganun. ITa
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TULWIMHA He [aBWT, @ 0CBODOOXAAeT, N03BONAS YC/bIWaTb Ce-
64.

Beuep B [loHM30BKE — 3TO MeTadopa 4enoBevyeckon
XM3HU. [ofoBHO OHIO, KOTOPbLIM 3aBepluaeTcs, Kaxablit npo-
XWUTBIM MUT YXOAMT B NaMsTb, OCTaBAAS nocie cebs nuwb oT-
bnecku u cnegbl. Ho 3T cnegbl — He ucyesHoBeHue, a obe-
WaHMe: 338 HOYbKD BHOBb MpUAET YTpO, 32 CyMPakoM — CBET.
M TakoB BEYHbIM PUTM ObITUS.

Mope B 3TOT Yac CTaHOBMUTCS 3epkanoM BeyHocTn. OHO Ha-
MOMMHAET, YTO BCe B MUPEe TeKyye, HO BCe B MUpe U BO3Bpa-
waetcq. BonHbl cTtupatoT cnenbl Ha Gepery, HO NamaTb Mops
XpaHuT Bce. Tak M yenoBek: OH MPOXOAMT, HO ero AbIxaHue
OCTaeTCs B BEYHOCTU.

Ckana, BO3BLIWAKLWANCA HA MepeaHeM MnaHe, — CUMBON
ctovikoctu. OHa BCTpevaeT KaxAbli Beuyep M Kaxgoe yTpo,
Heu3MeHHo npebbiBasi Ha cBoeM MecTe. M yenosek, Nofo06HO
3TON cKane, obpeTaeT BennumMe Toraa, Koraa o0CTaeTcsl BEPHbIM
cebe nepep NULOM NepemeH.

KaptuHa «KpbiM, Beyep B [NOHW30BKE» — 3TO HE NpOCTO
nensax. JT0 OTKPOBEHME O TOM, YTO KpacoTa He B Benuuuu
M He B FTPOMKOM XecTe, a B TUXOM COrfacum ¢ cammm cobow
n MupoM. Beuep 3gecb — 310 obelaHune nokos u Byayliero
pacceeTa, HanoMMHaHME O TOM, YTO KOHeL, — 3TO NnLWb nepe-
XO0pA, a CBET BCeraa BO3BpaLlaeTcs.

Evening in Ponizovka is not merely the hour before
nightfall. It is a time when the sea and the shore begin their
quiet conversation, when light slowly yields to shadow.
Everything slows down: the distant ship seems frozen
in anticipation, the cliffs grow darker and more solemn, and
the sky softens into the fading hues of the departing day.

In the painting, evening breathes with coolness. The
rocky slopes, still holding the warmth of the sun, begin
to surrender to the deepening blue. The last light of sunset
slides across the surface of the sea, turning it into a mirror
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Kpbim, seuep 8 [ToHU308Ke (xy0. Ayama3 Xapebos)
Crimea, Evening in Ponizovka (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

where the horizon dissolves. In this fragile boundary
between day and night lies a secret: the world seems poised
to enter a different rhythm, another dimension.

Here, everything speaks of silence. Yet it is not an
empty silence, but one that is full — full of the whisper
of waves, the breath of the wind, the faint creak
of a ship’s mast in the distance. It is a silence that does
not weigh upon the heart but frees it, allowing one
to listen inward.

Evening in Ponizovka becomes a metaphor for human
life. Like a day that draws to its close, each lived moment
slips into memory, leaving behind only traces and
reflections. Yet these traces are not signs of disappearance
but of promise: after night will come morning again, after
twilight, light. Such is the eternal rhythm of existence.
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The sea at this hour becomes a mirror of eternity. It
reminds us that all things in the world are fluid, yet all
things return. The waves erase footprints on the shore, but
the memory of the sea keeps them all. So it is with human
beings: we pass, but our breath remains in eternity.

The cliff rising in the foreground is a symbol
of steadfastness. It greets every evening and every dawn,
unchanging in its place. And so it is with man: he attains
greatness when he, like the cliff, remains true to himself
in the face of change.

The painting «Crimea, Evening in Ponizovka» is not
simply a landscape. It is a revelation that beauty does not
dwell in grandeur or in loud gestures, but in quiet harmony
with oneself and with the world. Here, evening is
a promise — of rest, of renewal, of the light that always
returns.

KPbIM, 3ATAOYHbIN
BEYEP / CRIMEA, MYSTERIOUS
EVENING

Beuep B KpbiMy npuxoguT He cnewwa, Kak APEBHWUA Mya-
peL, KOTOpbIM HeceT C CoboM TUIWMHY M TanHy. ConHue yxe
CNpSATANoCh 33 rOPUM3OHTOM, M HEGO OKPacMNOoCb B MATKMe OT-
TEHKM pO30BOro M NMA0BOro. Hag Mopem, COBHO Mpo3pauy-
HOe BUAEHWe, BOCXOAUT YyHa — OFPOMHAs M 3arafoyHas, Kak
3HaK, MOC/MAHHbIM U3 UHbIX MUPOB.

JTOT Beuep He roBopwuT rpomko. Ero cuna — B MonyaHum.
B HeM HeT apkux Kpacok 3akaTa, HO ecTb rnybuHa, rae Bce Ka-
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xetcs 6onee 3HaUMTENbHBIM WM Cepbe3HbiM. Jlerkuii cympak
OKyTbiBaeT nobepexbe, 4OMA WM CKanbl, NpeBpallas npuBbIY-
Hble oyepTaHus B cuMBONbl. Bce ctaHoBuTCcs MeTadopoi: mo-
pe — BEYHOCTU, FOpbl — CTOMKOCTU, JIyHA — TalHbI.

Mope B 3TO BpeMs KaxeTcs 6€3MONBHbIM 3epKanoMm, Ko-
TOpoe OTpaXaeT He CTONbKO BHELHWM MUp, CKONbKO BHYT-
peHHWW. haps Ha ero rnafb, YenoBEK HauyMHaeT C/blWwaTb
COBCTBEHHbIE MBIC/IM MHAYe: sicHee, TUWe, rybxe. N B 3TOM
BHYTPEHHEM OTPaXXEHUW POXAAETCS OlylleHue conpuyact-
HOCTU YEMY-TO BEJIUKOMY.

3arapoyHbii Bedyep B KpbiMy — 3TO He TO/MbKO KpacoTa,
HO u oTkpoBeHue. OH HaNOMWMHAET: XMU3Hb — 3TO He TO/bKO
[OBWXKEHUWE W CBET, HO U OCTAHOBKA, U TULIKHA. ToNbKO B nayse
MOXHO YCNbIWATb BEYHOCTb. TONbKO B NOIYMPaKe MOXHO YBU-
[eTb CBET, KOTOPbIN CKPbIT AHEM.

JlyHa Hap MopeM — Kak OpeBHSS KHUra, OTKpbITas nepeq
yenosekoM. OHa XpaHWUT NaMATb O MOKONEHUAX, O MOAUTBAX
M Hagexaax, 0 TOM, YTO N0AM BeKaMu CMOTpPenu Ha Hee, Mbl-
TasiCb pasragatb ee cMbicn. U Kaxabii BUOEn B Hel cBoe: Ans
OOHMX — 3HaK nbBW, AN ApYrMX — npeaBectue nyTw, Ang
TPeTbMX — HANOMUHAHME O TOM, YTO Mbl IULLIb CTPAHHUKM NOA,
HeboM.

KaptnHa «KpbIM, 3aragouyHbii Beyep» — 3TO npurnawle-
Hue K MeguTaumm. OHa roBOPUT O TOM, UTO UCTUHHbIE TAWHbI
He TaM, rae Mbl MLLEM WYMHO, a TaM, F4e Mbl OCTaeMCs B TH-
wuHe. N ecnn BCMOTPeTbCS B 3TOT Beuyep, MOXHO YC/bIWwaTb
BEYHbIM LIENnOT: MUP 3arafoyveH, HO B 3TOM 3araflke — ero
KpacoTa.

Evening in Crimea arrives unhurried, like an ancient sage
carrying silence and mystery. The sun has already hidden
beyond the horizon, and the sky glows in gentle shades
of rose and violet. Above the sea, like a transparent vision,
rises the moon — vast and enigmatic, as if a sign sent from
another world.

51



Kpbim, 3a2ado4qHbili seyep (xyd. Auamas Xapebos)
Crimea, Mysterious Evening (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

This evening does not speak loudly. Its power lies
in stillness. There are no blazing colors of sunset, but
instead a depth where everything seems more solemn, more
significant. A soft dusk envelops the shore, the houses, and
the mountains, turning familiar shapes into symbols.
Everything becomes metaphor: the sea as eternity, the
mountains as steadfastness, the moon as mystery.

The sea at this hour is like a silent mirror, reflecting not
so much the outer world as the inner one. Gazing upon its
surface, one hears one’s own thoughts differently — clearer,
quieter, deeper. In that reflection, a sense of belonging
to something vast and timeless awakens.

The mysterious evening in Crimea is not only beauty, but
revelation. It reminds us that life is not only light and
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movement, but also pause and stillness. Only in silence can
eternity be heard. Only in twilight can one glimpse the
hidden light that daylight conceals.

The moon above the sea is like an ancient book opened
before humankind. It carries the memory of generations,
of prayers and hopes, of those who for centuries have looked
upon it, trying to decipher its meaning. Each saw something
different: for some, a sign of love; for others, a herald
of a journey; for still others, a reminder that we are but
wanderers beneath the sky.

The painting «Crimea, Mysterious Evening» is an invitation
to meditation. It tells us that the true mysteries are not found
in noise and seeking, but in stillness. And if one looks deeply
into this evening, one may hear the eternal whisper: the world
is mysterious, and in its mystery lies its beauty.

KPbIM, MOHM30BKA / CRIMEA,
PONIZOVKA

Ectb MecTa, roe BpeMs CIOBHO pacTBOPAETCS B MPOCTPaH-
ctBe. KpbIM NpuHagnexuT UMEHHO K TakMM MecTaM. 34ecb
YTPO PpOXAOAeTCa Hag MOPEM, M KaXAbld PACCBET MOXOX
Ha NepBYy CTpaHULY Mupa.

Ha kaptMHe — [oHW30BKa, HEGONLLLON YrofioK KPbIMCKO-
ro nobepexbs. CKpOMHblE AOMA C KPAaCHbIMM U 3€NeHbIMU
KpbllWaMuK MNpUTaUNUCb CpPegy 3efIeHW, CNOBHO 3Has, uTo
OHM — NMWb TOCTM Ha 3eMne, rae rocnopcteyetT mope. OHo
33aHMMAET MONIOBMHY MOMOTHA, YXO4A BAANb M COEOUHSASCH
C HeOOM B TOHKOM, e4Ba 3aMETHOMN JIMHUM.
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Hap MopeM — obnaka, Taxenble U CBeTnble OLHOBpe-
MEHHO, TrOTOBble Pa3pasuTbCs AOXKAEM WAM  PaCCbiNaThCs
B OMPIO30BYI0 MpO3payvyHOCTb. B 3TOM M3MeH4YMBOCTM Heba
M BOAbI 3aK/loYeHa cama cyTb KpbiMa: OH HMKOrga He 6GbiBa-
€T OMHAKOBbIM, OH BCErA4a HOBbIM — B KaXAOM JHe, B KaX-
LOM B3rnsige.

Mope 3pecb — He npocto npoctpaHctBo. OHO noxoxe
Ha 3epkano 6eCKOHeYHOCTH, B KOTOPOM OTPaXKaeTCs Aylia ye-
noseka. Ero BonHbl HanOMKHAT AblxaHWe BceneHHom: Beu-
Hoe, puTMMYHOe, Bcenornowaiouwee. CMOTpS Ha Mope, Mbl
yunMmcsa noHMMaTb cobCcTBeHHYO cBoboay M BMecTe C TeM —
COBCTBEHHYIO OrpaHMYEeHHOCTb. Mbl — Kanin Ha ero noeepx-
HOCTHK, HO Kaxaas Kanns HeceT B cebe oTbneck 6e36pexHoro.

JTa KapTWMHA HAMOMMHAeT O XPYMNKOM CYacTbe NPUCYT-
ctBus. CuaeTb Ha CKAOHe, ciywatb NpuboK, YyBCTBOBaTb CO-
NeHbIV BO34YX, M 3HATb: BCE 3TO He NOBTOPUTCA TOYHO TaK Xe
HuKorga. Mope BeyHO, HO Halle MrHOBeHWe — KpaTko,
M UMEHHO NO3TOMY OHO BecueHHo.

XYAOXHMK CMOTPUT Ha [MOHM30BKY C NlOOOBLIO MYTHMKA,
KOTOpbIM Hawen B NPOCTOM Mer3ae — rapMOHUIO, @ B TU-
WnHe nobepexbs — OTKAMK cepaua.

There are places where time seems to dissolve into
space. Crimea belongs to such places. Here, the morning is
born above the sea, and each sunrise feels like the very first
page of the world.

On the canvas we see Ponizovka, a small corner of the
Crimean coast. Modest houses with red and green roofs are
nestled among the greenery, as if aware that they are only
guests in the land ruled by the sea. The sea itself takes half
of the canvas, stretching into the distance, merging with the
sky in a thin, almost invisible line.

Above the water, the clouds are both heavy and
luminous, ready either to burst into rain or dissolve into
turquoise clarity. In this changeability of sky and sea lies the
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Kpeim, MNoHu308ka (xyd. Auamas Xapebos)
Crimea, Ponizovka (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

essence of Crimea: it is never the same, always new —
in each day, in each glance.

Here, the sea is not merely a space. It is like a mirror
of infinity, reflecting the human soul. Its waves resemble the
breath of the universe: eternal, rhythmic, all-embracing.
Looking at the sea, we begin to understand our own freedom
and, at the same time, our own limits. We are drops upon its
surface, yet each drop carries within it the gleam of the
boundless.

This painting reminds us of the fragile joy of presence:
to sit on the hillside, to listen to the surf, to breathe the
salty air, and to know — this moment will never repeat itself
in the same way again. The sea is eternal, but our instant is
brief, and precisely for that reason it is priceless.
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The artist gazes at Ponizovka with the love of a wanderer
who has found harmony in a simple landscape, and in the
silence of the shore — the echo of his own heart.

'YP3Y® / GURZUF

Y3kas ynuMua, yxoAsuwias BBEpX, KaMEHHble CTeHbl, AOM
C OKHaMM, 0BpaLLeHHbIMU K CBETY, CTPOMHbIE KUMAPUChI U TH-
Xue [OBOPUMKM — BCe 3TO Co3aaeT atMocdepy KaMepHOCTH
u yioTa. B [yp3yde paxe TMWMHA 3BYYUT, CNOBHO XpaHs B ce-
6e ObiIxaHWe BeKOB, a KaXAblii NOBOPOT AOPOrK HAMOMMUHAET
0 YYXKMX LIArax M HE3PUMbIX FOI0CaxX MPOLLAOrO.

JTa ynnua — He npocTo nyTb. OHa TAHETCs BBbICb, KAK A0-
pora BpeMeHu. KaMeHHble orpaabl, yBUTbIe 3e1eHblo, Noao6-
Hbl CTPaHWMLAM LpEBHEN KHWUIM, TLE COSIHEYHblE OTO/IECKM
M TEHM MXa CTaHOBATCS BykBaMu. benbii 4OM € BbICOKMM da-
CafoM BNepeam CTOUT, Kak CTPaX M XpaHWUTeNb NaMsaTH: oH be-
pexKeT He TONbKO apXMUTEKTYpY, HO U Ty aTtMocdepy, YTO HEBO3-
MOXHO BbICTPOWUTb 3aHOBO — €€ MOXHO /IMLb YHACNenoBaTb.

B lyp3yde Bce HanosHeHO 0COObLIM CBETOM M BO34YXOM:
30eCb CMeLWaHbl 3anax Mopsl U XBOWMHbIX pOL, CNagocCTb
(dpPYKTOB U CONb UCTOpUKU. B 3TOM Npo3payHOM CUSAHUKM MUP
pacKpbIBAETCS ry6XKe, YeM KaXeTCs: BUAMILb He TONbKO Yu-
Ly, HO W NOAeN, KOraa-To MAYWMX MO HeW, CAbIWUWb MUX
CMeX, pa3roBopbl M Laru, AAaBHO pacTBOPUBLUMECS BO Bpe-
MEHMU.

Ho lyp3yd — 3TO He TONbKO NaMsATb yauL M KaMHER. ITo
MeCTO BAOXHOBEHMS, rae KOraa-To HaXo4uIu TeMbl AN CBOUX
TBOpEeHUN MNywknH 1 Yexos, ABa3oBckuii M KopoBuH. 3oecb
caMa peanbHOCTb MpeBpalLlaeTCs B UCKYCCTBO: yAuLA CTaHO-
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lyp3yd (xyd. Ayama3 Xapebos)
Gurzuf (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

BUTCS CTPOKOM CTUXOTBOPEHUS, OOM — >XMBOMWUCHIO, BUA
33 NOBOPOTOM — MY3bIKOMW.

[yp3yd yuuT: MCTMHHAs KpacoTa >XMBET He B BeUYUM
M He B WyMe, a B AeTanax — B u3rnbe foporu, B KAMEHHOM
CTeHe, B OKHe, paCnaxHyToOM K MOpCKOMY BeTpy. B ero TmwuHe
3BYYMT XU3Hb, B €r0 NpocToTe — rnybuHa.

KaptuHa «[yp3yd» HanOMWHAET: 3TO He TONIbKO reorpa-
dug, HO M cocTosHMe aywwu. [pocTpaHCTBO, rae npoLoe
M HacToswee BCTYNAaT B TUXWUIA AMANOT, FAe YenoBeK, OCTaHO-
BMBLUMCb, MOXET YC/bIWATh BEYHOE M OTKPbITb ANs cebs Kpa-
COTY, CKPbITYO B MaNiOM.

A narrow street climbing upward, stone walls, a house
with windows turned toward the light, slender cypresses,
and quiet courtyards — all this creates an atmosphere
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of intimacy and warmth. In Gurzuf even silence has a voice,
carrying the breath of centuries, and every bend of the road
seems to preserve the echo of footsteps and the whispers
of forgotten lives.

This street is more than a path; it rises like the road
of time itself. The stone fences entwined with greenery are
like the pages of an ancient book, where moss and sunlight
form the letters. The white house with its tall facade ahead
stands as a sentinel and guardian of memory: it protects not
only architecture, but an atmosphere that cannot be
recreated — it can only be inherited.

In Gurzuf everything is filled with a unique light and air:
the scent of the sea mingles with pine groves, the sweetness
of fruit with the salt of history. In this transparent radiance
the world reveals itself more deeply — one sees not only the
street, but also the people who once walked it, hears their
laughter, their voices, their steps dissolved into time.

But Gurzuf is more than memory woven into stones and
walls. It is a place of inspiration, where Pushkin and
Chekhov once wrote, where Aivazovsky and Korovin found
themes for their canvases. Here reality itself becomes art:
a street turns into a line of poetry, a house into a painting,
the view beyond the bend into music.

Gurzuf teaches that true beauty lies not in grandeur or
noise, but in details — in the curve of a road, in a stone wall,
in @ window opened toward the sea wind. In its silence life
resounds; in its simplicity there is depth.

The painting «Gurzuf» reminds us: it is not only
geography, but a state of the soul. A space where past and
present enter into a quiet dialogue, where a person, pausing
for a moment, may hear the eternal and discover beauty
hidden in the small.
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YP3Y®OCKWMI 3THOM, / GURZUF
SKETCH

JTioa — 3To Bcerga MrHoseHune. OH He cTpeMuTca BbiTb
3aBepLIEHHON CMMGOHMEN, HO B €ro NerkoCTu CAbIWKUTCS My-
3blKa HacToswero. Tak 1 B 3TOM nensaxe [yp3yda: CoNHeYHbIn
CBET NOXMUTCA Ha YepenuyHble KpbiW, A0POora YXOAMT BHMS,
33 Hel — ropbl, KOTopble Bceraa Obiiv M ByayT cBMOETENSIMU
YenoBeyYeCKOM XKU3HU.

30ecb HEeT TOPXXEeCTBEHHOCTH, 34eCb — AblxaHue aHs. Jlio-
AW MAyT MO yAuue, KTO-TO pPasroBapvBaET, KTO-TO CMELMT,
M KaX bl OBUXETCS B CBOEM puTMe. Ho Bce oHUM obbenmHe-
Hbl MPOCTPAHCTBOM — Y3KOW yAuLUen, 4OMaMuK, CBETOM, KOTO-
pblii CMArYaeT KaMeHb U AenaeT ero TensbiM.

[opbl 32 FOPU30HTOM KaXyTcs BeYHbIMU. OHM — KaK Mon-
YanuBble XpPaHUTENN: NOKa YEIOBEK MEHAETCS, CTPOUT, yXOaUT
M BO3BpALLAETCS, OHM OCTalTCa. VX TMWMHA AenaeTt ropoj
BEYHbIM.

[yp3yd B 3TIOAE — 3TO HE My3el U He aeKkopaums, a XunBas
TKaHb, B KOTOPOW NpoLioe, HacToswee v byayuiee nepenne-
Tatotcq. Kaxpoe MrHoBeHWe 34eCb — ManeHbKas KapTuHa,
KaxJas nporynka — ucropms.

JTa paboTa HaNOMWHAET: LLEHHOCTb UCKYCCTBA — HE TOMb-
KO B 60/bWMX MNONOTHAX U TPOMKUX CHOXKETAX, HO U B YMEHUU
OCTaHOBUTLCS M 3aMeTWUTb npocToe. Beab MMeHHO npocToe —
yAMUQ, KpbILWa, ropbl HA FOPU30HTE — AAeT OlyLleHMe NOJHO-
Thbl XXM3HM.

A sketch is always a moment. It does not aspire to be
a complete symphony, yet within its lightness we hear the
music of the present. So it is with this view of Gurzuf:
sunlight rests upon the tiled roofs, the road descends, and
beyond it the mountains — eternal witnesses of human life.
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lyp3ydckuli amrwod (xyd. Auamas Xapebos)
Gurzuf Sketch (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

There is no solemnity here, but rather the breath of the
day. People walk along the street; some speak, some hurry
on, each moving in their own rhythm. And yet they are all
united by the space — the narrow street, the houses, the
light that softens the stone and makes it warm.

The mountains on the horizon seem eternal. They are
silent guardians: while people change, build, leave and
return, they remain. Their silence makes the town eternal.

Gurzuf in this sketch is not a museum nor a stage set,
but a living fabric in which past, present, and future are
interwoven. Every moment here is a small painting, every
walk a story.

This work reminds us: the value of art lies not only
in grand canvases and dramatic plots, but also in the ability
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to pause and notice the simple. For it is the simple —
a street, a roof, the mountains on the horizon — that gives
us the fullness of life.

KPbIM, CMUMEW3 / CRIMEA, SIMEIZ

CuMens — 3TO He NPOCTO KYpOpTHbIW yronok KpbeiMa. 310
MEecCToO, rAe AOpora CTaHOBMTCS BPEMEHEM, a AOMA — XPaHM-
Tendamu namati. Ha kapTuHe ynuua yxoguT Briaybb, Mexay Ka-
MEHHbIMU CTEHaMM M CafaMU, U KaXKEeTCd, 4YTO OHa 30BET
He TONIbKO Bnepes, HO M BHYTPb CAMOro YesoBeKa.

CBeT noxuTca Marko, npespawias 6envie gacagbl 4OMOB
B CMSIHME. MIX OKHA CMOTPAT B CTOPOHY Frop U Heba, C/IOBHO Ca-
MW QOMa — 3TO INasa, obpalleHHble K BEYHOCTM. bennsHa
CTEH HAMOMMWHAET YUCTbIM NINCT, HA KOTOPOM KaXK bl AEHb MK-
LIETCS UCTOPUS YENOBEYECKOM XM3HU: NPUXOAAT U yXOLAT no-
KONEHUS], HO B KAMHE U [lepeBbAX OCTAETCA UX AblXaHMeE.

[opbl HA FOPM30HTE — KaK 3aCTbiBLIAs BEYHOCTb. MXx Benu-
yne He NOAABASET, @ HA0OOPOT, CO3[AET OLYLLEHNE MOKOS.
OHM — CMMBON YCTOMYMBOCTM, KOTOPbIE HAMOMMHAIOT: 3a BCe-
MW MepeMeHamu, 3a BCEMM 33a60TaMM M LUYMOM €CTb HEeYTo
HeM3MeHHoe. MyapoCTb rop — 3TO MOJIYaHWE, U B 3TOM MOJ-
YaHMM MOXHO YCblWATb OTBETbI HA BOMPOCHI, KOTOpPbIE
HEBO3MOXHO 3a4aTb C/TOBAMM.

Cama popora B Cumeunse — 310 Metadopa nyti. OHa Be-
[eT CKBO3b TUILUMHY CaAa, BAOAb ALOMOB, MMMO NIOLEN U UX CY-
0e6. OHa yuuT: Kaxabli Liar, faxe caMblii NpOCTON, He Ucye-
3aeT beccnegHo, a CTAHOBUTCA 4YacTblo obuwien ucTtopuu. Mol
MOEM, M BMeCTe C HaMM [OBMXETCA BpemMs — He Brepeg,
a Bryb6b.
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3eneHb BOKPYT yNuLbl HANOMWHAET O BEYHOM KPYroBOpO-
Te. [lepeBbs U KyCTbl CMEHSIIOT IUCTBY, TAHYTCS K CBETY, a No-
TOM YCTYNakT MecTo HOBbIM noberam. B aTom putme npuposabl
4enoBeK HaXOoAMT yTelleHue: BCe YXOAMUT, HO BCe BO3BpalLaeT-
cq. M TaK ke, KaK BecHa BO3BpallaeTcsl K AepeBbsiM, NaMsThb
BO3BpALLAETCs K MecTaMm, KoTopble Bbliv oporu cepauy.

KapTvHa HanonHeHa TUWWHOW. HO 3TO He nycTas TULIKWHA,
a HanonHeHHas. B HeW cnblwMTCS AbixaHue BeTpa, WenoT
JIUCTBbI, AANbHUI WYM MOpS. DTO TULWIMHA, B KOTOPOM YenoBek
nepectaet 6bITb TOJIbKO CO60M 1 YyBCTBYET cebs YacTbio 60Mb-
Wero — 4acTblo NpUpOAbl, YACTb0 BPEMEHU, YaCTbi0 BEYHO-
CTU.

Cumens 3pecb MpeacrTaer He KypopTOM, He TropoaoMm
Ha KapTe, @ 06pa3oM OyXOBHOr0 MPOCTPAHCTBA. JTO MuUp, Fae
KaXabli 4OM — Kak MeTadopa yKpbITUS, Kaxaas ropa — Kak
CMMBOJ1 BEYHOCTW, Kaxnas pJopora — Kak obpas cyabbbl.
M B 3TOM rapMOHUM Mbl BUAMM He TONIbKO Mei3ax, HO 1 oTpa-
XeHune camux cebs.

Simeiz is not merely a resort town of Crimea. It is a place
where the road becomes time itself, and the houses —
keepers of memory. On the canvas, the street leads inward,
between stone walls and gardens, and it seems to call us not
only forward but also deeper into ourselves.

The light falls gently, turning the white facades of the
houses into radiance. Their windows look toward the
mountains and the sky, as if the houses themselves were
eyes gazing into eternity. The whiteness of the walls recalls
a clean page, upon which the story of human life is written
each day: generations come and go, yet their breath lingers
in stone and in trees.

The mountains on the horizon are like frozen eternity.
Their greatness does not overwhelm but instead creates
a sense of peace. They are symbols of permanence,
reminding us that beyond all changes, all concerns, all noise,
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Kpbim, Cumeus (xyo. Auamaz Xapebos)
Crimea, Simeiz (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

there is something immutable. The wisdom of the
mountains is silence — and in that silence, one can hear
answers to questions that words cannot frame.

The very road of Simeiz is a metaphor of the path. It
leads through the stillness of gardens, past houses,
by people and their destinies. It teaches that each step, even
the simplest one, does not vanish without trace but becomes
part of a greater story. As we walk, time moves with us —
not only forward, but inward.

The greenery surrounding the street speaks of the eternal
cycle. Trees and shrubs change their leaves, stretch toward
the light, and then give way to new growth. In this rhythm
of nature, one finds consolation: everything passes, yet
everything returns. Just as spring comes back to the trees, so
does memory return to the places dearest to the heart.
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This painting is filled with silence. Yet it is not an empty
silence, but one that is full. In it, one can hear the breath
of the wind, the whisper of leaves, the distant murmur of the
sea. It is a silence in which one ceases to be only oneself
and feels a part of something greater — part of nature, part
of time, part of eternity.

Here, Simeiz appears not as a resort, not as a point on
a map, but as an image of spiritual space. It is a world where
every house is a metaphor of shelter, every mountain
a symbol of eternity, every road an image of destiny. And
in this harmony, we see not only a landscape, but also the
reflection of ourselves.

KPbIM, TOPA KOLLKA / CRIMEA,
MOUNT KOSHKA

KaptnHa «KpbiM. Topa Kowka» OTKpbiBaeT nepepg Hamu
MUp, rae Npupoaa U MUd COeAMHAIOTCA B eQMHOE AblXaHMe.
Ha nepBoM nnaHe — 3eneHble KPOHbI AepeBbeB, MOMHbIE XU3-
HM M CBEeTa, 338 KOTOPbIMW BO3BbILIAETCS KaMeHHas rpomMajga
ropbl. Ee oueptaHus cypoBbl M BefiM4aBbl, CIOBHO CaMa 3eMis
NOAHSANA 3TOT MCMOAUMHCKMI CTPaX Ha 3almTy Mops M Heba.
B ee cknoOHAxX CbIWKTCSA HE TONIbKO LLOPOX BETPA, HO M OT3BYK
NereHA, KoTopble BEKaMM XMBYT Cpean KPbIMCKUX rop.

Mo npepaHuio, KOrAa-To 34€Chb XWN OTLWENbHUK, YenoBeK
C TEMHbIM MPOLLUbIM, CTPEMUBLUMICS K UCKynneHuto. OH oT-
peKkcs oT cyeTbl MMpa, MOCeNUCa B newepe, NOCTUACS U MO-
NNNCA, HO TEHU ObINbIX TPEXOB He OTNyCKanu ero. M ogHaxapl
3101 AyX ABMCA K HEMY B 06/1MKe NpeKkpacHOM AeBbl, Xenas
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BEPHYTb €ro K cTpacty u nageHuto. OTWwenbHUK He ycToan,
M B TOT MUT Hebeca HM3O0LWM C KapaoLwmum cBeToM. B Hakasa-
HWe BCe Tpoe — MOHaX, AeBa M KOBapHas KOLKa, 4To conpo-
BOXAana UCKyLIeHne, — 06paTUANCh B KaMeHb. Tak BO3HUKU
ckana mea, ckana MoHax 1 ropa Kowwuka.

Cama ropa xpaHuT 3T0 UM$S He cnyvaiHo. OHO mpoucxo-
AT OT KpbIMcKoTaTapckoro Kow-Kas (Qos Qaya): gaya —
«CKana», qos — «MapHbii». B 3TOM Ha3BaHMM 3BYYMT TalHa
[BOVCTBEHHOCTU: 3eMHOe 1 HebecHoe, NIOTCKOe U AyXOBHOe,
nageHue 1 BO3pOXAeHUe.

CMOTps Ha KapTuHy, nMoHuMMaewb: lopa Kowka — 370
He NpocTo NPUPOAHbLIA cunyaT Hag Cumensom. 3TO CMMBON
namaTu o0 Yenoseyeckon cnaboctu n o cune HebecHOro CBeTa,
KOTOpbIM crnocobeH npeBpaTuTb [Aaxe nNajgeHue B YpOK,
a rpex — B KAMeHHOe HanoMMHaHWe ANs NOTOMKOB.

3eneHb nepepn ropor CNOBHO NOJYEPKMBAET €e CYpOBYHO
HenoABMXHOCTb. XXMBOE M MeHSIoLeecs OKpy)XaeT BeyHoe,
M B 3TOW BCTpede BMAHA punocodums 6bITUS: YeOBEK poXaa-
eTCs, XXMBET U YXOOMT, a KAMEHb M lereHaa oCTatoTcs.

[opa Kowka CTaHOBUTCS HAMOMWHAHMEM O TOM, YTO UCKYN-
NeHue Bcerga ConpsXKeHO C UCMbITaHUEM, a NYTb YenoBeka —
3TO NOMCK pPaBHOBECUA MexAay CnaboCcTbio U CUNION, 3EMHbBIM
n HebecHbIM.

The painting «Crimea. Mount Koshka» reveals a world
where nature and myth merge into a single breath. In the
foreground we see the crowns of trees, full of life and light,
while behind them rises the rocky mass of the mountain. Its
outlines are stern and majestic, as if the earth itself had
raised this stone sentinel to guard the sea and the sky.
Within its slopes one can hear not only the whisper of the
wind, but also the echo of legends that have lived among
the Crimean hills for centuries.

According to legend, long ago a hermit lived here —
a man with a dark past, seeking redemption. He turned away
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Kpbim, 2opa Kowka (xyd. Auamas Xapebos)
Crimea, Mount Koshka (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

from the vanity of the world, settled in a cave, fasted and
prayed, but the shadows of his sins gave him no rest. One
day an evil spirit appeared to him in the guise of a beautiful
maiden, luring him back to passion and ruin. The hermit
faltered, and at that very moment the heavens descended
with punishing light. In retribution, all three — the monk,
the maiden, and the cunning cat that accompanied the
temptation — were turned to stone. Thus were born the Diva
Rock, the Monk Rock, and Mount Koshka.

The very name of the mountain holds its secret. It
comes from the Crimean Tatar Kosh-Kaya (Qos Qaya): gaya
means «rock,» and qos means «paired.» In this name
resonates the mystery of duality: the earthly and the
heavenly, the carnal and the spiritual, the fall and the
renewal.
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Looking at the painting, one realizes that Mount Koshka
is not merely a natural silhouette above Simeiz. It is
a symbol of memory — of human weakness, and of the
strength of the celestial light that can turn even a fall into
a lesson, and sin into a stone reminder for generations.

The greenery before the mountain seems to emphasize
its immovable severity. The living and ever-changing
surrounds the eternal, and in this encounter lies the
philosophy of existence: man is born, lives, and passes away,
but stone and legend endure.

Mount Koshka stands as a reminder that redemption
always comes with trial, and that the path of humanity is the
search for balance between weakness and strength, the
earthly and the divine.

KPbIM. MEPE/ FPO30M / CRIMEA,
BEFORE THE STORM

B KpbiMy rpo3a npmuxoaut He cpasy. CHayana Hebo Hauu-
HaeT MeLneHHO cobupatb B cebe cuny, n Kaxaas obnayHas
NNHWS CTAHOBUTCS NpeagecTMeM nepeMeH. Mope, elle Henas-
HO CMOKOMHOEe W Npo3payHoe, OKpaLIMBaeTcs B rnybokue cu-
HMe TOHa, CNOBHO BMWTLIBAET TPEBOrY, YTO BUTAET B BO3AYXE.

Ha kapTMHe Mbl BUOMM 3TOT MOMEHT OXuAaHus. BeTpbl
elLle He CoOpBanuCh, FPOM eLle He MPOo3BYyYas, HO caMa TULIMHA
HaMoNHeHa HanpskeHnem. Bce BOKpyr 3amupaeT: LepeBbs
CTOAT HEMnoABMXHO, AOMA CNOBHO MPUCNYLIMBAKOTCS, NOAU
BbIXOASAT HA 6ANKOHbI U CMOTPAT BAANb. OTO TULUMHA HE NYCTOo-
Tbl, a NPenYYBCTBUSI.
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lpo3a — 3710 BCerga rpaHuua. OHa pasgensieT MUp Ha «4o»
n «nocney. Tak 1 B XM3HM YenoBeka: ObIBAaOT MOMEHTbI, KOrAa
BCE BOKpYr elle CMOKOMHO, HO BHYTPU yxXe cobupaeTtcs cuna,
rotoeas npeobpasutb cyabby. [po3a yuuT Hac NpuUHUMaTHL ne-
peMeHbl, Belb MMEHHO OHM OYMLLAKT BO3A4YX W OTKPbIBAIOT
MyTb HOBOMY.

CBeT 4OMOB BHM3Y HAMOMWHAET O YE/I0BEYECKOM MPUCYT-
CTBMM, XPYMNKOM U BpeMeHHOM. HO MMeHHO 3TO Tenno yenose-
YECKOM XM3HWU JenaeT nensax He TONMbKO BeNUYeCTBEHHbIM,
HO M 6AU3KMM. Mbl BUAUM, YTO B OFPOMHOM TeaTpe Mpupoabl
BCerga 0CTaeTcsl MecTo ANS MaseHbKOro MMpa YenoBeka.

KaptuHa HeceT B cebe dunocodpmio oxuaanmsa. OHa ro-
BOPUT: He cTouT 604Tbcs rpo3bl. OHa NpuxoauT, Ytobbl AaTb
3emMe AblXxaHue, AepeBbsiM CUNY, Yenoseky — obBHOBNEHMe.
N B 3TOM CTONKHOBEHMU Heba M Mop$, TbMbl U CBETA, CTpaxa
M Hagexabl Mbl BUAMM OTPAXEHWE BEYHOro 3aKOoHa MUpa:
BCE POXAAeTcs yepe3 HamnpshkeHwe, U BCe OBHOBAsETCS ye-
pes bypto.

In Crimea, the storm does not come at once. At first, the
sky begins to gather its strength slowly, and every line
of cloud becomes a herald of change. The sea, calm and
transparent only moments before, turns into a deep blue, as
if absorbing the tension floating in the air.

On the canvas, we see this moment of waiting. The
winds have not yet broken loose, the thunder has not yet
spoken, but silence itself is charged with expectation.
Everything around stands still: the trees unmoving, the
houses as if listening, people stepping out onto balconies
to gaze into the distance. This is not silence of emptiness,
but silence of anticipation.

A storm is always a threshold. It divides the world into
«before» and «after» So it is in human life: there are
moments when all seems calm, but within, a force is
gathering, ready to transform destiny. The storm teaches us
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Kpbim. [eped 2po3oli (xy0. Auamas Xapeb6os)
Crimea, Before the Storm (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

to accept change, for it is change that clears the air,
strengthens the trees, and gives renewal to the human soul.

The light of the houses below reminds us of human
presence — fragile and temporary. Yet it is this warmth
of human life that makes the vast landscape not only grand,
but also intimate. It shows that in the great theater
of nature, there is always a place for the small world of man.

This painting carries the philosophy of expectation. It
tells us: do not fear the storm. It comes to give breath to the
earth, strength to the trees, renewal to the soul. And in this
encounter of sky and sea, darkness and light, fear and hope,
we see the reflection of an eternal law: everything is born
through tension, and everything is renewed through the
storm.
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ANTA / YALTA

4nTa — ropog, rae cama NOBCeAHEBHOCTb CTAHOBUTCA Ya-
CTbH0 BEYHOTO MpasaHMKa. 34eCb Nporynka no HabepexHom —
He MpoCTO ABWMXEHME, a BCTpeYa C MOPEM M HeboM, C Abixa-
HMEM rop, CNyCKaMLWMXCS K BOAE.

Ha kapTuHe ynuua y Mops TSHEeTCs BAaNb, U N0AN UayT
Mo Hel C NerkocTbto, 6yATO CaMM CTAHOBATCS YaCTbl NOTOKA.
MX Wwarn cnmMBaloTCs C pUTMOM BOJH, @ TEHU PaCTBOPAHOTCS
B CONMHeYHOM cBeTe. Kaxabli MWUr 34ecb MOXOX Ha Kaap
M3 HeckoH4YaeMoro GunabMa, roe OeNCTBUTENbHOCTb M MeyTa
nepenneTawTca.

CTapuHHbIA GOHapb BO3BbILWAETCA Nocpean HabepexHOoW,
KakK CMMBON MAMATW: OH BUAOEN TbICSYM paccBeTOB, BeckoHeu-
Hble MOTOKM MPOXOXMX, CAbIWan CMeX U TULWKMHY. W, CNoBHO
XPaHUTENIb, OH HAaNOMMHAET HaM O TOM, 4YTO Yy MOpS BCe Mo-
BTOpSIETCS — HO HMKOrAa He OblBAaeT OAMHAKOBBIM.

qnTa B 3TOM 06pa3e — He TOMbKO KYPOPTHbIA rOpoa,
HO 1 punocodckoe NpocTpaHCTBO. Mope cTaHoBUTCS MeTado-
povi cBobOAbl, B KOTOPOM YEeNOBEK WLET OTpaKeHue cob-
CTBEHHOM Aywu. fopbl — CMMBOA CTOMKOCTM, @ yAMLA Y MO-
ps — O0POra XM3HU, BEAYLLAS K TOPU3OHTY.

N, rnags Ha KapTuMHY, Mbl MOHMMAEM: B SAnTe BpeMs TeyeT
MHauye. 34ecb KaXKAbli LWar npeBpallaeTcs B BOCMNOMUHAHME,
Kakabli B3rnsg Ha Mope — B obelwwaHune. N B 3Toi npocToTe
NPOrynKkM CKPbIBAETCS BENMKOE — YyMEHME ObITb B HACTOSILLEM
M NIOOUTb CaM MOMEHT XXU3HMW.

Yalta is a town where everyday life turns into a part
of an eternal celebration. Here, a walk along the
promenade is not just a movement, but an encounter with
the sea and the sky, with the breath of mountains
descending toward the water.
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Snma (xyd. Auamas Xapebos)
Yalta (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

On the canvas, the seaside street stretches into the
distance, and people walk upon it lightly, as if becoming part
of the current themselves. Their steps merge with the
rhythm of the waves, their shadows dissolve into sunlight.
Every moment here feels like a frame from an endless film,
where reality and dream intertwine.

An old street lamp rises in the middle of the promenade,
a symbol of memory: it has seen thousands of sunrises,
endless flows of passersby, heard laughter and silence. Like
a guardian, it reminds us that by the sea everything
repeats — and yet nothing is ever the same.

In this image, Yalta is not only a resort town but also
a philosophical space. The sea becomes a metaphor
of freedom, in which a person seeks the reflection of their
own soul. The mountains are a symbol of resilience, and
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the seaside street — a road of life leading toward the
horizon.

And as we gaze at the painting, we realize: in Yalta, time
flows differently. Here, every step turns into a memory, every
glance at the sea — into a promise. And within the simplicity
of a walk lies something profound: the art of being present
and loving the very moment of life.
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PA3SLOE/ III.
OUNOCODCKUE ObPA3bI
N IMPUKA

OKMOAHWUE / EXPECTATION

Ha kaptuHe — Mope. Ero rmagp cnokorHa n 6e3mMaTexHa,
Hebo pacTBopseTCcs B BoAE, @ FOPU3OHT TSIHETCS B HeCcKkoHeu-
HocTb. Ha nepegHem nnaHe — XeHwMHa C pebeHkoM. OHu
cToaT y 06pbIBa, U UX QUIYPbI KAKYTCS ManeHbKUMU MNepeq,
NIMLOM Bennumnsg NpoCTPaHCTBa.

KaptuHa Ha3BaHa «OxmaaHue». 3TO HE TPEBOXHOE OXM-
[aHuWe, a cocpefoTOYeHHOe, MOSIHOe BHYTPEHHEero CMbIC/a.
XeHWwnHa aepxxut pebeHka 3a pyky, M B 3TOM XecTe eCTb yBe-
PEHHOCTb: «Mbl BMECTe, 1 3TO — [MaBHOE».

Mope 3pecb — 06pa3 BeyHocTU. OHO XpaHuT B cebe ncrTo-
pWKY, KOTOPble YenoBeK HUKOrAa He Y3HaeT, U TalHbl, KoTopble
Henb3s pasragatb. HO UMEHHO B 3TOM COKpbLITOM pOXAaeTcs
CUNa OXMAAHMA: OHO He MYCTO, OHO HAaMOAHEHO BO3MOXHO-
CTAMM.

OxwnpaHuve — 3TO MOMEHT, KOrga BpeMs He CTOMT Ha Me-
CTe, a CrywaeTcs, CTaHOBUTCA NAOTHbIM. 3TO Kak AbIXxaHue ne-
pen CNoBOM, KaK TULLMHA nepep My3blkon. XyA0XHWUK NMOKa3bl-
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Oxcudanue (xyd. Ayama3 Xapebos)
Expectation (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

BAET: OXMAAHWE — He May3a, a Npouecc Co3peBaHMs, Koraa
byayluee yxe roToBUTCS NPOSBUTLCS.

XeHwwmHa 1 pebeHoK CToST Ha Kpato MUpa, U MOpPe OTKPbI-
BaeTCs nepep HUMU, Kak KHura. OHM eLle He 3HAKT, Y4TO B Hel
HaMMCaHo, HO YyXe YyBCTBYIOT ee ApixaHue. «OxunaaHme» cra-
HOBMTCS 006pa30oM LOBEpUS K XXMU3HWU, YMEHUEM MPUHUMATH TO,
YTO AOKHO MPUNITU, U XPAHWUTb HAZEXAY.

KapTMHa HanmoMWHAET: MHOrAA CaMble BaXKHble MOMEHTbI
B XKM3HM NPOUCXOAAT He TOraa, Koraa cobbiTme coBepluaeTcs,
a TOraa, Koraa Mbl yYMMCs XAaaTb.

In the painting we see the sea. Its surface is calm and
tranquil, the sky dissolves into the water, and the horizon
stretches into infinity. In the foreground stand a woman and
a child. They face the edge of the world, their figures small
before the vastness of space.
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The painting is titled «Expectation». This is not anxious
waiting, but a concentrated state, filled with inner meaning.
The woman holds the child’s hand, and in that gesture lies
assurance: «We are together, and that is what matters.»

The sea here is the image of eternity. It holds stories
humankind will never know, and mysteries that cannot be
unraveled. Yet it is within this hidden depth that the power
of expectation arises: it is not empty, but filled with
possibilities.

Expectation is a moment when time does not stand still,
but thickens, becomes dense. It is like a breath before
a word, like silence before music. The artist shows us:
expectation is not a pause, but a process of ripening, when
the future is already preparing to emerge.

The woman and child stand at the edge of the world,
and the sea opens before them like a book. They do not yet
know what is written within it, but they already feel its
breath. «Expectation» becomes the image of trust in life,
of the ability to receive what is to come, while guarding
hope.

The painting reminds us: sometimes the most important
moments in life are not when events occur, but when we
learn how to wait.

HOCTAJIbI A / NOSTALGIA

Ha kaptMHe — ropHbit nensax. OceHb yxe BCTynuna
B CBOM NpaBa: AepeBbs NblNAKT KPACHbIM M 3010TbIM, A Ha ro-
PU30HTE, 33 MATKMMM XOJIMaMM, BO3BLILIAIOTCS CHEXHblE BEp-
WnHbl. Bce NpoCTpaHCTBO AbIWMT NPO3pPayHbiM  XONOAHbBIM
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CBETOM, CJIOBHO CaMa npupoaa 3ajepXkana AbixaHue, No3Bo-
NS B3rna4y NPOHWKHYTL BryOb BpEMEHM.

HaseaHue kapTuHbl — «HocTanbrus». 310 YyBCTBO peako
CBS3aHO TONMBKO C KOHKpeTHbIM MecToM. CKopee, 3TO coCToS-
HWe Oywu, KOrga Hacrosiwee CTaHOBWUTCS CAULWIKOM TOHKWUM
M NO3BONSET HaM OLLYTUTL Npoweauwee. B 3Toi oceHn, B 3TUX
ropax ecrtb ronoc NamaTM — He rPOMKUI, HO HEOTCTYMHbIW.

Xy[ooXHMK BYATO XOYeT cKasaTb: HOCTaNbrMg — 3TO He ne-
4anb O TOM, YTO YLUMO, @ MOCT MeXAY MPOLUIbIM U HACTOSILLUM.
Kaxpapbl uBeT MnCTBbI HeceT B cebe BOCMOMMHAHMSA: O JOpore,
BeAyllen B ropbl; O OblXaHWM BETPa, XOJOAHOM U YUCTOM;
0 JeTCTBe, rae Bce Ka3anocCb 6ONbIUMM U BEYHBIM.

Bbicokne Tonong B nepegHeM MnfiaHe MOXOXM Ha CTpaxew
BpeMeHn. OHM CTOSAT NpsSIMO, CIOBHO yTBEpXAas: «Mbl Buaenu
BCe, YTO ObIIO, U NPOLOMKAEM XPaHWUTb 3TO B TUWMHE». A 3a-
CHeXeHHble BeplWHbl BAANAM HAMNOMMHAKT O Hepocarae-
MOM — O MeyTax, O Hajexnaax, 0 TOM, YTO BCerga ocCTaeTcs
YACTbKO HAC, AaXKe eCiv Mbl HUKOTAA He OOCTUTHEM BepLUMHbI.

«HocTanbrus» B 3TOM KapTMHE — 3T0 06pa3 BHYTPEHHEro
cgeTta. [la, npownoe yuwno, HO OHO He WMCYE3N0: OHO XXMBET
B HAC TaK Xe, KaK CUNeT OCeHb nepepn HacCTynieHUeM 3UMbl.
N XyOOXHMK HAanOMUHAET: NaMATb — 3TO He Lenb, yaepXKuBa-
lOLLAs HAC, @ CBETUNbHUK, KOTOPbIM OCBELLAeT NyTb Bnepes.

In the painting we see a mountain landscape. Autumn
has already taken hold: trees blaze in red and gold, while on
the horizon, beyond soft rolling hills, rise snow-capped
peaks. The whole scene breathes with a transparent, cool
light, as if nature itself were holding its breath, allowing the
gaze to slip into the depths of time.

The title — «Nostalgia». This feeling is rarely tied
to a single place. Rather, it is a state of the soul, when the
present becomes too thin and allows us to sense the past.
In this autumn, in these mountains, there is a voice
of memory — not loud, yet insistent.
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Hocmaneeus (xyd. Ayamaz Xapebos)
Nostalgia (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

The painter seems to say: nostalgia is not sorrow for
what is gone, but a bridge between past and present. Every
color of the leaves carries a memory: of roads leading to the
mountains, of the breath of the wind, cold and pure,
of childhood, when everything seemed vast and eternal.

The tall poplars in the foreground resemble guardians
of time. They stand upright, as if declaring: «We have seen
all that has been, and we continue to preserve it in silence.»
And the snowy peaks in the distance recall the
unattainable — dreams, hopes, those elements that always
remain a part of us, even if we never reach the summit.

In this painting, «Nostalgia» becomes the image of an
inner light. Yes, the past is gone, but it has not vanished: it
lives within us, just as autumn shines before the onset
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of winter. And the artist reminds us: memory is not a chain
that holds us back, but a lantern that lights the way forward.

MAPT / MARCH

B ropax MapT — 3T0 He nNpoCTO Mecsl, KaneHaaps,
a BCTpeyva ABYX CTUXMI: 3UMbl U BeCHbl. CHer ele AepxuTtca
B TeHsX, 6eneet Ha BeEpLUMHAX U CKJIOHAX, CJIOBHO CTapas nec-
HS, KOTOPYIO eLLe He OTMyCKaeT namsaTb. HO yxe cnblweH apy-
rov MOTMB — LWYM BOAbl, Berywen € BbICOTbl, NPO3pavyHOM
M MONOJOMN, KaK AbIXaHWE HOBOM XM3HMU.

bepesbl CTOAT y MOAHOXbA CKan, UX BETBU eLle rofbl,
HO B HUX YXXe YyBCTBYeTCS CKpbiTas cuna. OHU TAHYTCS BBEPX,
K CBETY, C/IOBHO 3HAlOT: BOT-BOT MpMAET BPEMS pacnyCTUTbCS.
A psooM pydybM, NpobuBasiCb CKBO3b KaMHM, MOKT CBOK
MepBY BECEHHION MECHIO — MECHK NPOBYXAEHUS U ABUXKE-
HuS.

MapT — 3TO MOMEHT OXMAAHUS, MPO3PaAYHOro, Kak rop-
Hbl BO3ayX. OH yuuT BMAETb HE TOMBKO TO, YTO €CTb cenuvac,
HO M TO, YTO ewe rpaaet. B HeM ecTb TULWMHA, HaNONHEHHas
npesyyBCTBUEM MEPEMEH, M €CTb CUNA, KOTOpasi MeaJsIeEHHO
Npoby>KaaeT NpMpoay OT 3UMHErO CHa.

JTa KapTMHA HANOMMWHAET: XXM3Hb — BCeraa nepexog. Mol
MOCTOSAHHO CTOMM Ha TFpaHWLE Mexay npolwenwum u oyay-
WM, MEXAY XON0AOM WU TEMNOM, MEeXAY MOMYaHMeM U nec-
Heln. M B 3TOM nepexode ecTb 0cobas KpacoTa: Xpynkas,
HO NOJIHAsA HALEeXAbl.

In the mountains, March is not just a month on the
calendar but a meeting of two elements: winter and spring.
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Mapm (xyd. Auama3 Xapebos)
March (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

Snow still lingers in the shadows, gleaming on the peaks
and slopes like an old song that memory refuses to let go.
Yet another melody is already rising — the sound of water
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rushing down from the heights, clear and young, like the
breath of new life.

Birches stand at the foot of the cliffs, their branches still
bare, yet already filled with hidden strength. They reach
upward, toward the light, as if they know that the time
to unfold is near. Nearby, streams breaking through the
stones sing their first spring song — the song of awakening
and movement.

March is a moment of expectation, transparent as the
mountain air. It teaches us to see not only what is here now
but also what is yet to come. There is silence filled with the
anticipation of change, and there is a force slowly
awakening nature from its winter sleep.

This painting reminds us: life is always a passage. We
constantly stand at the boundary between past and future,
between cold and warmth, between silence and song. And
within this passage lies a unique beauty — fragile, yet full
of hope.

OCEHHWMM 3THOA / AUTUMN SKETCH

OceHb B ropax — 370 CMMOHMUS TULWIKHBI U CBeTa. B npo-
3pa4yHOM BO3AYXE KAXKAbIM 3BYK 3BYUMT YuMLLe, KaXKAAN Kpacka
cuset spye. JIMcTbs, 0XBaYeHHbIe 30/10TOM M anbiM MIAMEHEeM,
CNOBHO MpOLAKTCA C NETOM, HO HE B NeYyanu, a B BEUYMUM.
B nx napeHun — He yracaHue, a TOpXecCTBEHHOe 3aBeplue-
HMe, KaK B My3blKe, rae NocneaHss HoTa He McyesaeT, a pac-
TBOPSIETCA B BEYHOCTW.

03epo xpaHUT HeBeCHOe OTpaXKEHME, U KAXKETCS, YTO B €ro
BOLAX XXMBET ABOMHOM MMUP: OOMH — 3E€MHOW, C AepeBbAMM,
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ropamu, BETBAMW, OPYrom — HEBWOMMBIN, YBOAALWMI B3rNag,
B rybuHy. BeTBu pepeBa Ha nepegHeM niaHe HanoMuHaloT
NMHUKM cyabbbl: U3BMAUCTBIE, HenpeackasyeMble, HO BCE Xe
Beaylume BBepx, K CBETY.

[opbl Boaneke OKpalleHbl pO30BbIM CMSHMEM 3akaTa. Mx
BEpLWMHbI BYATO 3HAKT, YTO 3MMa yxe 6/1M3KO, HO MMEHHO
cenyac, B 4aC 0CeHu, OHM 0COBEHHO KpacwuBbl, C/IOBHO nepe-
XMBAIOT MTHOBEHME OTKPOBEHMS.

OceHHMI 3TI0A — 3TO He MPOCTO New3ax, 3TO pasMbllune-
HWMe O TOM, UYTO KaXAbl KOHeL, eCTb NMPOAOMIXEHWe, KaxAaas
TeHb HEeCeT CBEeT, a KaXA0e NpoLaHMe poxaaeT HOBYO BCTpe-
yy. B 3TOM 3TI0AE — MYyApOCTb NPUPOAbI: YMETb YXOAUTb A0-
CTOMHO, OocCTaBngg nocne cebs KpacoTy, KOTOpasi OCTaHeTcs
B NaMsATK.

N, MoxeT 6bITb, OCEHb — 3TO 3epKaso yenoseka. Korga oH
OMNSIAbIBAETCS Ha MPOMAEHHbLIM NYTb, HA MPOXMUTbIE TOAbI, TO
BMOMT: BCe, UTO BbIN0, HE MCYE3N0, HO MPEeBPATUNOCH B 3010TO
BOCMOMMHAHUM, B KPACHbIM OFOHb YYBCTB, B TUXMI CBET 3aKaT-
HbIX MrHOBeHUIN. OceHb He Npo yTpaTty, a Npo MOMHOTY: B HeW
cobpaHo BCe, YTO AaNa XXM3Hb, M 3Ta NOAHOTA 3BYUUT Kak rap-
MOHMUSI.

BetBu pepesa Ha ¢oHe BOAbl HAMOMMHAIOT, YTO Aaxe
B OOH2XXEHHOCTM eCTb KpacoTa, JaXe B MpeayyBCTBUMU 3U-
Mbl — cuna. MNpupoaa yuuT: He HY>XKHO 60ATbCS YBSAAHUS, NO-
TOMY UYTO OHO eCTb NIMWb YacTb BeyHoro Kpyra. OceHb — 3TO
He KOHeL, a obpeTeHMe HOBOro U3MEpPEHUS, KOrAa Aylla yumT-
CSl BUAETb B NPOCTbIX Kpackax Benuyume bbitus.

Autumn in the mountains is a symphony of silence and
light. In the crystal-clear air, every sound rings purer, every
color glows brighter. Leaves, clothed in gold and crimson
fire, bid farewell to summer — not with sorrow, but with
grandeur. In their fall lies not fading, but a solemn
conclusion, like music where the last note does not vanish,
but dissolves into eternity.
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OceHHuli 3mrd (xyd. Auama3 Xape6os)
Autumn Sketch (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

The lake preserves the reflection of the sky, and it seems
that within its waters lives a double world: one — earthly,
with trees, mountains, and branches; the other — invisible,
drawing the gaze into its depths. The branches of the tree
in the foreground resemble the lines of fate: winding,
unpredictable, yet always reaching upward, toward the light.

The mountains in the distance are bathed in the rosy
glow of sunset. Their peaks seem to know that winter is
near, yet at this moment of autumn they are more beautiful
than ever, as if touched by a revelation.

Autumn Sketch is not merely a landscape, but
a meditation on how every ending is also a beginning, how
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every shadow carries light, and how every farewell contains
the seed of a new meeting. Within this sketch lies nature’s
wisdom: to depart with dignity, leaving behind a beauty that
lingers in memory.

Perhaps autumn is a mirror of human life. When one
looks back on the path already traveled, on the years already
lived, one sees that nothing is lost: it has all become the
gold of memory, the crimson fire of emotions, the quiet glow
of twilight hours. Autumn is not about loss, but about
fullness: it gathers everything life has given, and this
fullness resounds as harmony.

The bare branches against the water remind us that even
in bareness there is beauty, even in the premonition
of winter there is strength. Nature teaches us not to fear
fading, for it is only part of the eternal cycle. Autumn is not
an end, but the discovery of a new dimension, when the soul
learns to see in simple colors the grandeur of existence.

MUP TOE XMBYT CKA3KW / THE
REALM WHERE FAIRY TALES LIVE

EcTb MecTa Ha 3eMne, KOTOpble OTKPbIBAKTCA KaK OKHa
B MHOE M3MEepeHne — MUp, B KOTOPOM XMBYT CKa3Kku. B ropax,
Cpeau KpUCTaNbHOMO BO3AyXa M KypualluxX MOTOKOB, peasb-
HOCTb C/IOBHO pacTBOPSIETCS M CTAHOBUTCA YEM-TO GOMbLIMM,
YyeM NpocTo Npupoda. 34ecb BOAa He NPOCTO TeYyeT, a MoeTt
LPEBHIO NeCHb, KAMHM He MPOCTO /IeXaT, @ XPaHAT NaMaATb
BEKOB, @ Jleca He MpOCTO LWYMSAT, @ PacCcKasblBalT UCTOPUM,
yC/bllWaHHbIe OT BeTpa.
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Ha kapTuHe oTKpbIBaeTCs Ta camas CTpaHa — Tennbli CBeT
MagaeT Ha CKanbl U TPaBbl, CBEPKAET Ha poOrax ropHbIX KO3-
nos, kotopble 6yaTto cownu ¢ Mudos u nereHd. Ux cunyatol
BE/IMYECTBEHHBI, KaK CTPaXM 3Toro Mupa. B ux rnasax — cno-
KOWHag MyapocTb, 6YATO OHM 3HAIOT 60/bLIEe O BEYHOCTH, YEM
yenosek. OHWM CTOST Ha rpaHULE BUMOAMMOIO U HEBUAMMOTO,
3E@MHOr0 M CKa304YHOTrO.

Boponap HMCNapaeT ¢ KAMEHHOM CTyneHu, CJIOBHO Hebec-
HbI MOTOK, COEAMHSIIOWMI MUP NitoAen U MUP AyXOB. Ero wym
MOXHO YC/bIWATb KaK rofoC BPEMEHU: OH HAaMOMWHAET, yTo
BCE MPOXOAMT M BCE BO3BPALLAETCS BHOBb. A Npo3payHasg pe-
Ka, oTpaxkatoLas Hebo u ropbl, — Kak 3epkano, B KOTOPOM ye-
NOBEeK BMAMT He TONbKO NPUPOAY, HO U caMoro cebs.

JTOT ners3ax — He MpocTo m3obpaxkeHue rop u 3pepeil.
JT0 npurnaleHne BOWTU B NPOCTPAHCTBO, FAe AeTCKMEe MeyThl
obpeTaloT NnoTb, rae YenoBek nepecraeT ObiTb TONLKO CTPaH-
HWKOM M CTAHOBMTCS YaCTbiO SIereHAbl.

Mup, roe >KMBYT CKa3KW, HAYMHAETCS He rae-To Janeko,
a 340ecb — B Cepaue Toro, KTo yMeeT BUAETb Yy40 B MPOCTbIX
Bewax: B npobnecke cBeTa Ha BOAe, B Tpone, yxoasliewn
B 1eC, B Wopoxe AncTBbl. Ckasku He ywnu. OHW AbIWaT B 3TUX
ropax, TeKyT B peke, CMOTPST C BbICOTbl B MMa3aX XXWMBOTHbIX.
N ecnn oCTaHOBUTLCA U NPUCIYLIATLCS, MOXHO YCAbIWATL MX
TUXUIM TONOC — rON0C BEYHOCTH, FOBOPSLLMI A3bIKOM KPACOThI.

There are places on earth that seem less like parts
of the everyday world and more Llike windows into
another dimension — into the realm where fairy tales
dwell. In the mountains, among crystal air and murmuring
streams, reality dissolves into something greater than
mere nature. Here water does not simply flow — it sings
an ancient song. Stones do not merely lie still — they
guard the memory of centuries. Forests do not merely
rustle — they recount stories whispered to them by the
wind.
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Mup ede musym cka3ku (xyd. Ayamas Xapebos)
The Realm Where Fairy Tales Live (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

The painting opens onto such a realm. Warm light falls
on rocks and grasses, glimmers on the horns of mountain
goats that seem to have stepped straight out of myth and
legend. Their silhouettes are majestic, like guardians of this
enchanted land. In their eyes rests a calm wisdom, as if they
know more about eternity than humankind itself. They stand
at the threshold of the visible and the invisible, of the
earthly and the magical.

The waterfall cascades from its rocky ledge like
a celestial stream, binding the world of mortals with the
world of spirits. Its roar can be heard as the voice of time:
reminding us that all things pass, and all things return
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again. The clear river, reflecting sky and mountains, becomes
a mirror where one sees not only nature, but also oneself.

This landscape is not simply an image of mountains and
animals. It is an invitation to step into a space where
childhood dreams take form, where a person ceases to be
merely a wanderer and becomes part of legend.

The realm where fairy tales live begins not in some
faraway place, but here — in the heart of anyone who can
recognize wonder in simple things: in a glimmer of light
upon the water, in a path vanishing into the woods, in the
rustle of leaves. Fairy tales have not vanished. They breathe
in these mountains, flow in the river, and gaze from the eyes
of animals. And if one pauses to listen, their quiet voice can
be heard — the voice of eternity, speaking in the language
of beauty.

B LAPCTBE YYOEC / IN THE
KINGDOM OF MARVELS

Mepen HamMK pacKpbiBAeTCs KapTMHA, M KaxeTcs — caMm
MWp MpUINaWaeT BOMTU B CBOM TaiHbI, B LAPCTBO vyaec. Peka
TUXO CTPYUTCS MEX KaMHel, ee BOAA YMCTA M MPO3PayHa,
CNOBHO 3epKano, B KOTOPOM OTpaxaeTcs Hebo v BeTBM aepe-
BbeB. Haf Hel CKNOHSETCs apka MOryumx CTBOnOB, 06pasys
BpaTa — BpaTa B WHOW MUp, rae 3eMHoe u HebecHoe nepe-
naeTarTcs.

B 3TOM npocTtpaHcTBE KaxAbli 3BYK — C/IOBHO MOJSIUTBA,
KaXaas TeHb — KaK CTPOKa M3 BENMKOM KHUIM npupoapl. [1Ba
oneHs, croswue y bepera, KaKyTcs XpaHUTENSIMMU 3TOTO MUpa.
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MUx pora, ycTpemneHHble K Heby, NoaobHbl APEBHUM CUMMBO-
nam cunbl M 6NaropoacTea, a B3rNs4 — CMOKOWHbBIA U ACHBIW,
CIOBHO OHM 3HAIOT TO, YTO HaM TONIbKO NPEACTOUT NOHATD.

Ho 0bpa3 oneHs B 3TOM TUILIMHE — HE TOMbKO YacCTb Mew-
3axa. [1ns oceTuH OH ABNSETCS OLHMM M3 OCHOBOMOMAraoLLMX
CMMBONOB KyNbTypHOro koaa. OneHb — 3TO 3HAaK YMCTOTbI
M AYyXOBHOro nytu, durypa, rnyboko yKOpeHeHHas B 3nuye-
CKMX npepaHusx. B HapToBCKOM 3noce BCTpevyaroTcs 4vepTbl
[APEBHUX TreHeanornyeckux MuQoB, rae OneHb BbICTynaeT
npapoauTenem, BeAywMM Hapod K HoBOMY Hauvany. Ckudbl
M anaHbl M3006paxanu ero Ha 3010TbIX YKPALLEHUAX, B POCMU-
Ccax M pesbbe, BUAS B HEM MOCPeAHMKA MEXAY 3EeMHbIM
n HebecHbIM. B ero rpauuu, B NNaBHOCTM OBWUXEHUS, B BENU-
4YMM pOrOB OHM YNABAMBANM AbIXaHWE BEYHOCTM, CTPEMIeHME
K CBETYy 1 beccmepTuio.

34ecb, Ha KapTUHe, OfleHb C/IOBHO BbiWwen U3 rmybuH na-
MSTW, YTOBbI HAMOMHUTL: NPUPOAA U KyNbTypa HepasaenuMmbl.
To, 4TO Mbl BMAMM nepepn rMnasaMuM — XUMBOTHOE Yy BOAbI, —
€CTb OTPaXeHWe ThicaYeneTHnx MudoB, KOTOpble XMBYT
B KaXXA,0M Hapofe v NPOA0/MKALT 3By4aTb Yepes Beka.

3[0ecb HeT CyeTbl, HET WyMa — TONbKO TUXO€ MPUCYTCTBUE
yyna. B aTom wapcree yyaec yenoBek nepectaeT HbiTb X039U-
HOM W CTAHOBWTCS MYTHUKOM, NPUIMAWEHHbIM B AOM CaMOM
npupoapl. 34eCb OH YYUTCS CMUPEHMIO, OLLYLLAET, YTO UCTUH-
Hoe BOraTCTBO He B TOM, YTO MOXHO B34Tb, a B TOM, YTO MOX-
HO CO3epLaTb U XPaHWTb B cepaLe.

M korpa cMOTpUWb Ha 3Ty KapTUHY, MOHWMMAellb: Yyaeca
He rae-To Aaneko, He B Mudax v npegaHuax. OHM pagoM —
B KXX[AOM pyybe, B KaXKAOM [epeBe, B KKAOM B3MNSAE Xu-
BOTHOro. Hafo NuMwwb OCTAaHOBMUTBLCA, BAOXHYTb rybxe M yBu-
[leTb, 4TO MMp caM no cebe — BenMKoe Yyao.

Before us unfolds a painting, and it seems as if the world
itself invites us to enter its mysteries — into the kingdom
of marvels. The river flows gently among the stones, its
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B uapcmee uydec (xy0. Auama3s Xapeb6os)
In the Kingdom of Marvels (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

waters pure and transparent, like a mirror reflecting the sky
and the branches of the trees. Above it, an arch of powerful
trunks bends, forming a gateway — a threshold to another
realm where the earthly and the celestial intertwine.

In this space, every sound is like a prayer, every shadow
like a line from the great book of nature. Two deer, standing
at the river’s edge, appear as guardians of this world. Their
antlers, raised toward the heavens, resemble ancient
symbols of strength and nobility, while their calm, lucid gaze
seems to hold a wisdom we have yet to grasp.

Yet the image of the deer here is not merely part of the
landscape. For the Ossetians, it is one of the foundational
symbols of their cultural code — a sign of purity and
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spiritual ascent, a figure deeply rooted in epic traditions.
In the Nart sagas, traces of ancient genealogical myths
portray the deer as a forefather, guiding the people toward
renewal. Among the Scythians and the Alans, it was a central
figure in art, carved and engraved on gold ornaments,
embodying the bridge between the earthly and the divine.
In its grace, in the fluidity of its movements, in the grandeur
of its antlers, they recognized eternity’s breath and the
striving for light and immortality.

Here, on the canvas, the deer seems to have stepped out
of the depths of memory to remind us: nature and culture
are inseparable. What we see before our eyes — an animal
by the water — is the echo of myths carried through
millennia, still alive and resonant today.

Here there is no haste, no noise — only the quiet
presence of wonder. In this kingdom of marvels, man ceases
to be a master and becomes a traveler, welcomed into the
home of nature itself. Here he learns humility, realizing that
true wealth lies not in what can be taken, but in what can be
contemplated and kept within the heart.

And when you look at this painting, you understand:
marvels are not distant, not confined to myths and legends.
They are here — in every stream, in every tree, in every gaze
of a creature. One only needs to pause, breathe deeply, and
see that the world itself is the greatest of all wonders.
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PASLEN IV. MU®D N 3M0OC

MEY APTYPA / ARTHUR’S SWORD

B kaMHe NoKoWTCA KIMHOK CyAbbObl, 03apeHHbIN
CBETOM NpefaHuii. B HeM cnneTatotcs ctenu

n mMops, ronoc batpasa v nereHga Aptypa. OH

He MpOCTO OpY)XMe — OH NaMATb Hapogaa, CTaBLas
MeYyoM BEYHOCTU

MNepepn HamMu KapTuHa, rae Med ApTypa — CNOBHO 3aCTbiB-
WK B BeYHOCTU cMMBOA. OH BOTKHYT B KaMeHb, U OT 3TOrO
KaMH$i pacxoauTcs ceeyeHue, ByaTo cama 3emns XpaHuT Tam-
Hy wu3bpaHHOCTM. KaMeHb CTaHOBMTCA NbeaecTtanoM Cubl,
a MeYy — OCblo, COeaUHAIOWEN HEOO U 3eMto. TakK BUAUT ero
XYLOXHUK: HE Opy>Xue BUTBbI, HO 3HaK CyAbObl, K04 K MOHK-
MaHWI0 gpeBHero Mmda.

CornacHo HOBbIM MCCIeLOBaHUAM, B 3TOM 06pase yragbl-
BAOTCS OTrONOCKM HAPTCKOro anoca. Meu ApTypa C10BHO npo-
pomkaeT cynbby batpagza — repos, KOTOpbIA MOCne CMepTH
caM npeBpaTUICs B Mey, OpOLIEHHbIN B MOpE..

NctuHHas cynbba batpasa, pacckasaHHas B CKa3aHwusXx,
HaYMHAETCA C ero YyAeCHOro poXAEHUS: OH NOSIBUICS Ha CBeT
M3 KaMH$, HanWTaHHOrO KPOBbID ero oTua Xamblua, youToro
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KOBAPHO M XKeCToKO. YXe B CaMOM 3TOW TalHe poXXAeHUS Obin
3aKJIl0YeH ero nNyTb — CTaTb opyareM mectu. batpas ceepwumn
BO3Me3[4ue 3a CMepTb OTUa, W, MCYepnaB CBOE 3eMHOe npes-
Ha3HaueHue, BEPHYNCS B MEPBOCTUXMIO, CIMBLUMCL BOEAMHO
C CMMBONIOM CBOEM Cunbl U Cyabbbl — HeBeCHbIM MeyoM. 3T
6bl1 aKkT ero cobCTBEHHOM BOMM, HUHANbHOE U COBEpLUEHHOe
BOMNOLWEHME ero repouyeckoi, HO TparMyeckom CYLWHOCTU.
B TOT Mur, Korga nereHgapHbit Med nNeTUT B BOAY, AylIa
M cywHocTb baTtpasa nokmMaatoT Teno 1 CAMBAKTCS C KJIMHKOM.
OH He npocTo yMUpaeT — OH CTaHOBUTCS MeyoM. Ero 3emHoe
TeNo yXOAMT, HO AyX, BOWMHCKAN CYWHOCTb BO3BpaLLAETCS
B CTUXMIO, U3 KOTOPOM OH Obla NpU3BaH.

MMeHHO 3TOT apxeTun CTan, N0 MHEHUIO YYeHbIX, MOCTOM
MeXay anaHCKMMK MpefaHusMu U eBpOnencKMMK nereHpa-
mu. [x. Konapycco, X. tomesunb, K. JIuttntoH u J1. Mankop
OTMeyYanu, YTo B OCHOBE apTypOBCKOro UMKAA Nnexut pgodeo-
JanbHbIA repouMyeckuin 3noC CapMaToB M anaH, nepecenus-
wuxca B bputaHuio u Manauio B coctaBe pUMCKMX BOMCK. 3TO
06CTOATENLCTBO OKA3aN0Ch CTOMb pellatowuMm, YTo NO3BOANNO
JIutTnTOHY M Mankop ckasartb:

«a0po 6ydyuieli numepamypsi 06 Apmype u [paane 3apodu-
10cb 8 cmensix dpesHeli Ckuguu, 61a200apsa 3ame4amensHoOMy
Hapody, 4ee B8AUAHUE HA UCmopur U @onskaop 3anada euje
npedcmoum oueHUMs No O0CMOUHCMBY».

XYLOXHUK CNIOBHO MOATBEPXAAET 3TO: B €ro KapTuHe Mey
ApTtypa — 310 n Mey baTpaa3sa, BOTKHYTbIM B KAMEHb, U OfHO-
BPEMEHHO 3HaK rybuHHOM NMamaATM HapoAoB. 34ecCb nereHaa
M XMBOMUCb CXOZATCS, 4TOObI MOKa3aTb: MUd He MCUe3aeT, OH
MPOAOMKAET XMTb B HOBbIX 06pasax.
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Meu Apmypa (xyd. Auamaz Xapebos)
Arthur’s Sword (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

Within the stone rests the blade of destiny,
illumined by the light of legend. In it the steppes
and seas are entwined, the voice of Batraz and
the tale of Arthur. It is not merely a weapon —
but the memory of a people, transformed into the
sword of eternity

Before us lies the painting where Arthur’'s sword stands
as a symbol frozen in eternity. Driven into the stone, it
radiates a glow, as if the earth itself preserves the secret
of election. The stone becomes a pedestal of power, and the
sword — an axis uniting heaven and earth. This is how the
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artist envisions it: not as a weapon of war, but as a sign
of destiny, a key to the understanding of ancient myth.

According to recent research, this very image resonates
with echoes of the Nart epic. Arthurs sword seems
to continue the fate of Batraz — the hero who, after his
death, became a sword cast into the sea.

The true destiny of Batraz, as the legends tell, begins
with his miraculous birth: he was born from a stone imbued
with the blood of his father Khamyts, treacherously slain.
In this mysterious birth his path was already inscribed —
to become the instrument of vengeance. Batraz avenged his
father’s death, and having fulfilled his earthly mission,
returned to the primordial element, merging with the
symbol of his strength and destiny — the celestial sword. It
was an act of his own will, the final and perfect embodiment
of his heroic yet tragic essence. In the moment when the
legendary sword flies into the water, the soul and essence
of Batraz leave his body and unite with the blade. He does
not merely die — he becomes the sword. His earthly body
perishes, but his spirit, his warrior’s being, returns to the
very element from which he had once been summoned.

This archetype, scholars argue, became the bridge
between Alanian traditions and European legend.
J. Colarusso, G. Dumézil, C. Littleton, and L. Malcor observed
that the Arthurian cycle is founded upon the pre-feudal
heroic epic of the Sarmatians and Alans, who had settled
in Britain and Gaul within the Roman legions. This
circumstance was so decisive that Littleton and Malcor could
state:

«the nucleus of the future literature of Arthur and the Grail
was born on the steppes of ancient Scythia, thanks
to a remarkable people whose influence on the history and
folklore of the West still awaits full recognition.»

The artist seems to affirm this: in his painting Arthur’s
sword is also Batraz’s sword, set into the stone, a sign of the
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deep memory of peoples. Here, legend and painting
converge to show that myth does not vanish — it continues
to Llive on in new forms.

ABbJ1IOKO HAPTOB / THE APPLE
OF THE NARTS

B rnybuHax npenaHuit HapToB cBepkaeT obpas — 9610ko
HapTOB, 30/I0TOM MNOL, POXAAMWMICS HA BEPLUMHE CBSILLEH-
HOro fepeBa CNoBHO coniHue. OHO BYATO CBETUTCS WM3HYTPM,
oTbpacbiBas Markue oTbiecku Ha BCe BOKPYr: Ha APEBO, YbM
BETBM TAHYTCS BBbICb, HA 3€MJ/I0, KOTOpAs XpaHuT B cebe na-
MATb NOKoSeHWA. DOH CIOBHO AbIWWT FYOUHOMW — OT TennblX
TOHOB 3aKaTa [0 X0JIoAHbIX nepenuBoB HebecHoro ceeta. Xy-
LOXHUK MOKA3blBAET HE BELLb, @ XXMBYIO JIEreHAY, SBEHHYIO
yepes Kpacku U INHWUW.

Pas B rog oHO co3peBano, HamoeHHOe CBETOM COMHLA
M OblXxaHuMeM Hebec. 370 6bIIO He NPOCTO S6/10KO — 3TO GbiN
Aap cynbbbl, [ap eouHCTBA.

HapTbl cobupanuch BMecTe, 4To6bl pasaennTb nnod. Kax-
Abl/ NOy4Yan CBO YacTb — U C HEHD CUAY, 340POBbE U AOMTO-
netve. B 3TOM TauHCTBe Aenexa 3akntyanacb MCTMHA: MOKa
A6/10K0 NPUHAANEXano BCEM, HAPTbl OCTAaBaAUCh MOFYYMMM,
nX pof Obln HEPYLWIMM, @ XKM3Hb — CBETNA.

Ho cka3saHue XpaHuT U MHYIO CTOPOHY. B aywwm nogen oa-
HaXkabl NMPOHMKNA TeHb XagHocTu. OgHKU 3axoTenn obnagatb
6710KOM TONbKO na cebs, 3abbiB, YTO OHO NPUHAAIEXMUT Ha-
poay. Ccopbl 1 HepoBepue pasbenanu cepaua, u Toraa s6no-
Ko ucyesno. C ero yTpaToi ywna v HeCOKpywmnMas cuna Hap-
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TOB, UX €OQMHCTBO CTano 3blOKUM, a BpPeMS He MOLaAMI0 UX
MOLLM.

B 3toM npwuTtuye 3akniyeH ypok: MCTMHHASg Cuna Hapoaa
POXOAEeTCS He M3 4YyAeCHbIX AApOoB, @ M3 YMEHWUs AenuUTbCs
nmu. Noka nnoabl cyabbbl OCTAOTCA 0OLWUMM, XXMBET U HAPOA,
a KOrja Kaxapli CTpeMUTCS yaepXaTb MX NMwWb ansg cebs —
30N0T0e 6/10K0 UCYE3aeT, YHOCS € cobow cBeT M beccmepTue.

Tak XyOOXHWK BMOMT $SI6/I0KO HapTOB — KaK CUSHOLLMMA
CMMBON NaMATU u npepoctepexeHns. OHO He NpoCTo nnog,
a 3epkano Aywu: B HEM OTpaXaeTcsq BOMPOC, KOTOPbIN
M CerofHs CTOMT nepej YesoBeYecTBOM — CMOCOBHbI U Mbl
pasfenuTb Aapbl 3eMAM U Heba, 4Tobbl COXpaHWUTbL CUAY
XWU3HU?

In the depths of the Nart legends gleams an image — the
Apple of the Narts, a golden fruit born upon the summit
of the sacred tree like a sun. It seems to shine from within,
casting gentle reflections upon all around: upon the tree
whose branches reach upward, upon the earth that holds
within itself the memory of generations. The background
breathes with depth — from the warm tones of sunset to the
cool shimmers of celestial light. The artist reveals not
a mere object, but a living legend, embodied through colors
and lines.

Once each year it ripened, infused with the radiance
of the sun and the breath of the heavens. It was not merely
a fruit, but a gift of destiny, a gift of unity.

The Narts would gather to share the apple. Each received
a portion, and with it strength, health, and long life. In this
act of sharing lay the hidden truth: as long as the apple
belonged to all, the Narts remained mighty, their kin
unbreakable, their life filled with light.

Yet the tale preserves another side. One day the shadow
of greed entered human hearts. Some desired to keep the
apple for themselves alone, forgetting that it was meant for
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S6noko Hapmos (xyd. Ayamaz Xapeb6os)
The Apple of the Narts (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

the people. Discord and mistrust eroded the bonds
of kinship, and then the apple vanished. With its loss
departed the indestructible strength of the Narts, their unity
became fragile, and time did not spare their might.

In this parable lies a lesson: true strength is not born
of miraculous gifts, but of the ability to share them. As long
as the fruits of fate remain common to all, the people
endure; but when each strives to hold them only for himself,
the golden apple disappears, carrying away with it light and
immortality.

Thus the artist envisions the Apple of the Narts — as
a shining symbol of memory and warning. It is not merely
a fruit, but a mirror of the soul: in it gleams the question
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that still faces humanity today — are we able to share the
gifts of earth and sky, and thereby preserve the strength
of life?

YACTbIPOXHN

Ha Kpb1naTom KoHe OH cnyckaeTcs ¢ Hebec, 4Tobbl
HaMOMHUTb: NYTb MY>XYUHbl — 4€CTb 1 NOMOLLb

Apyrmm

Ha kapTuHe nepen Hamu OTKpbIBAETCS BeIMYECTBEHHOE
BMOEHME: B HEOECHOM CMSHUM, HaL TFOPHbIMW BeEpLUMHAMM,
BO3BbIWAETCS YacTblpaxun — cenobopoabivi BCAAHMK Ha CBOEM
6enom Kpbl1aToM KOHe, C KpbUibSIMM CBeTa 3a ChnMHOM. Ero
¢durypa cnoBHO BblpacTaeT M3 CaMOM BEYHOCTWU: 30/10TUCTOE
CBeYeHue OKpYXaeT ero rofiosy, Npespawlas repos B CUMBON
HebeCHOro NoKpoBmUTENLCTBA. o4 HUM, BHU3Y, Ha QOHe 3ene-
HbIX CKMOHOB M ApeBHMX BalleH, cobpanncb HapTbl — ropAble
BOMHbI, YbM B30Pbl 0OpaLLeHbl K HEOECHOMY 3aLLUMTHUKY.

YacTbipokM — OOMH M3 LLEHTpaNbHbIX HeboXuTenen oce-
TUHCKOM TpaauuUuK, NMOKPOBUTENb MYXKYMH, MYTHUKOB U BOU-
HOB. B HapTCKOM 3noce OH NpeacTaeTt B 06/1MKe Myaporo cepo-
6oponoro Myxa, cnyckatouweroca ¢ Hebec, 4Tobbl NPOBEPUTH
NI04Een: NOMOrakT NI OHWM APYr ApYry B Hyxae u bene, 3Ha-
0T /W, 4YTO TaKoe YecTb U Munocepaue.

OH — nocpenHuk mexay borom n niogbmu. Cpeam cmept-
HbIX MOXeT SIBNATbCS KaK HULWMI cTapel, 4Tobbl UCMbITaTb MX
cepaua. Ong XeHWwuH ero nMs nof 3anpeTom, U OHW Ha3biBa-
tOT €ro MHOCKasaTeNlbHO — «[1oKpoBUTENb MYXUMH». B OceTum
eMy MOCBSLLEHbl CBATUANLIA, @ B HOSIOpe B 4eCTb YacTbipaKu
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coBepluaoTcs obpsaabl M NpasfHecTBa, r4e BeCb Hapog, BCMo-
MWHAET O ero cune u 3awmumre.

YacTbipoXu — Bpar BOpOB, YOuiiL, MKeLoB U KagTsonpe-
CTYMHWKOB, HO MOKPOBUTENb YeCTHbIX U AobpbiX. B 3ToM —
ero MUCCUs: XpaHUTb CNpaBeanBOCTb U BbiTb CBETOM, K KOTO-
pOMY TSIHETCS YeNoBeK B UCMbITAaHUSAX.

Xy[ooXHWK nepenaert 3To yepes f3blK Kpacok: Hebeca 03a-
peHbl 30/10TbIM CUSIHUEM, KPblbSl KOHS PACKUHYTbI, C0BHO
caMa HebecHas cuna HeceT YacTblpaXu K noasM. BouHbI CHK-
3y, MpOTArMBaKOWME PYKM U MNOAHUMAIOWME Meuu, — 3TO
He NpoCTO HapTbl, HO 06pa3 BCero HapoAa, KOTOPbIA ULLET 3a-
WMTbl U FOTOB C1ef0BaTh 32 HebeCHbIM NOKPOBUTENEM.

Tak KapTUHa COeMHSIET NereHay 1 Be4YHOCTb: B obpase Ya-
CTbIPOXW Mbl BUAMM He TONbKO reposi 3noca, HO U CUMBON
BEPHOCTU, MYXECTBa W CBETA, KOTOPbIN HUCXOAMT K I0ASIM TO-
roa, Korga oHu Gonblue BCEro HyXAawTcs B HAaNOMWHAHWUK
0 npasgae.

On a winged steed he descends from the skies,
to remind: the path of a man is honor and aid
to others

In the painting a majestic vision unfolds: in radiant
light, above the mountain peaks, rises Uastyrdzhi — the
bearded horseman upon his white winged steed, with
wings of light unfurled behind him. His figure seems
to emerge from eternity itself: the golden glow encircling
his head turns the hero into a symbol of divine
protection. Beneath him, on the green slopes where
ancient towers still stand, the Narts have gathered -
proud warriors, their gazes lifted toward the heavenly
guardian.

Uastyrdzhi is one of the central celestial beings
of Ossetian tradition, the protector of men, travelers, and
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Yacmeoipdwu (xyd. Auama3s Xapebos)
Uastyrdzhi (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

warriors. In the Nart epic he appears as a wise, white-
bearded figure descending from the heavens to test
humankind: do they aid each other in need and sorrow, do
they still know honor and compassion?
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He is the mediator between God and mortals. Among
people he may appear as a beggar, testing their hearts. For
women his name is taboo; they address him figuratively as
«the Protector of Men.» In Ossetia many sanctuaries are
dedicated to him, and every November great rituals and
celebrations are held in his honor.

Uastyrdzhi is the enemy of thieves, murderers, liars, and
oath-breakers, yet the patron of the honest and the good.
His mission is to preserve justice, to be the light to which
humanity turns in moments of trial.

The artist conveys this through color and vision: the sky
glows with golden radiance, the wings of the horse spread
wide, as though heaven itself bears Uastyrdzhi toward
humankind. The warriors below, raising their arms and
swords, are not merely the Narts, but the image of a whole
people, seeking protection and ready to follow their celestial
patron.

Thus the painting unites legend and eternity: in the
figure of Uastyrdzhi we behold not only a hero of epic lore,
but the living symbol of fidelity, courage, and the light that
descends to humanity when the memory of truth is most
needed.
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YACTbIPO)XW BHE BPEMEHU
N MPOCTPAHCTBA / UASTYRDZHI
BEYOND TIME AND SPACE

OH He 3HaeT npeaena HU B Hebe, HU B 3emie —
[lOpora ero nposieraeTt CKBO3b BEYHOCTb. BpemeHru
HET [7151 TOr0, KTO XPaHUT CBET: YacTbipaKu naeT
[0poroi 6eckoHeyHocT TaM, rae Yyacbl TepaT
CBOM X0f, ABNAETCA OH — MPOBOAHWUK CKBO3b MMPBbI

Ha 370l KapTuHe YacTblpaXuW npeacrtaeT uHaye — He Kak
HebeCHbIM BCaAHWK, SIBNEHHbIM HAZ 3€MHbIMKW rOpaMu, HO Kak
CYLWEeCTBO, MPEO0AO/EBAOWEEe TPaHMLLbl CaMOr0 MUpPO3LaHuS.
Ero 6enbit KOHb B3BMBAETCS BBbICb, CMSAS 30/10TOM FPUBOM,
a anblii nnaw, pa3BMBAETCS, CNOBHO MJIAMS B KOCMWYECKOM
BeTpe. 3a ero CAMHOM packpbiBakoTcs He Hebeca OceTum,
a BpaTa WMHbIX U3MEPEHUIA: 3eNeHbIN U KPACHbIM CBET 06pasy-
0T KOPMAOP, BEAYLLMIA CKBO3b MPOCTPAHCTBO M BpEMSI.

Hag HMM napuT 3HaK BEYHOCTM — MepeBepHyTas nNupamu-
[a C YyacaMu. ITO He NPOCTO CUMBO/ XOAA BPEMEHMU: CTPENKM,
obpaweHHble B 6e34HY KOCMOCA, YKa3blBalOT Ha TO, YTO Ya-
CTbipAkM npebbiBaeT TaM, rae BpeMs TepseT BnacTb. Bokpyr
MepUaT NAaHeTbl U MUPbI, CIOBHO HAMOMMHAs, YTO €ro no-
KPOBMTENBCTBO HE OrPaHUYEHO 3EeMJIEM M HApPOLOM — OHO
NpocTMpaeTca TyAa, rAe YenoBeK TOMbKO HAaYMHAET NoCTUraTb
6€eCKOHEeYHOCTb.

Ecnn B Tpaguumm YacTblpoXm — MOKPOBUTENL MYXUMH,
MYTHMKOB M BOMHOB, TO 34€Cb OH NMPEACTAeT KaK XpaHWUTENb
CaMOI [oporu, BedyLen CKBO3b 3Moxm M Mupbl. Ero ucnbita-
HWMS KacarTCcs He TOMbKO NMOMOLM BAMXKHEMY MW BEPHOCTU
CNOBY — OHM BbIXOAAT B 60/1€e BbICOKMM MAaH: CnocobeH nu
YenoBeK HeCTU MPaBAY U YeCTb, MEPEXOAa Yepes pybexu Xus-
HW M CMEpPTH, Yepe3 rpaHuLbl ObITUS?
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XYOOXXHMK CNOBHO OTKPbIBAeT HAM TaWHbIM nMK YacTblp-
IKU: OH — He TO/MbKO nocpefHuKk mexay borom u nogbmu,
HO ¥ MPOBOAHUK MeXAy BpeMeHaMu 1 namepeHusmu. Ero be-
Nbli KOHb CTOWUT Ha BEpLIMHE TOpbl, @ CaM BCAJHUK YXe
He NPUHAZNEXUT HU 3eMie, H1 Heby. OH 9BNEeH B BEYHOCTU —
TaM, rae nereHa v KOCMOC C/IMBAIOTCS B eMHOe BUAEHMeE.

Tak YacTblpoku CTaHOBMUTCS 0O6pa3oM He TOJIbKO OCETWH-
CKOro HeboXxuTens, Ho U YHMBEPCANbHOIO CMMBONA: CUJbI, YTO
npoBepseT yenoBeka, Kyaa bbl HWM NpPOCTUPANCs ero nyTb —
B OONMHAX 3eMHbIX Unn B Be3bpexHbix npoctopax Bcenew-
HOMW.

He knows no boundary in heaven or on earth —
his road stretches through eternity. For the keeper
of light, there is no time: Uastyrdzhi rides upon
the path of infinity. Where clocks lose their
motion, he appears — the guide through worlds

In this painting Uastyrdzhi appears in another form — not
as the heavenly horseman revealed above earthly mountains,
but as a being who transcends the boundaries of creation
itself. His white steed rises upward, its golden mane ablaze
with light, while his red cloak streams behind him like fire
in the cosmic wind. Behind him unfold not the skies of Ossetia,
but gateways to other dimensions: green and crimson beams
form a corridor that leads through space and time.

Above him hovers the sign of eternity — an inverted
pyramid with a clock. It is not merely the symbol of passing
hours: its hands, pointing into the abyss of the cosmos,
reveal that Uastyrdzhi dwells where time itself has no
dominion. Around him shimmer planets and spheres, as
though to remind us that his guardianship is not confined
to earth and people, but extends even into realms where
humanity only begins to grasp infinity.
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YacmeblpOmu 8He 8pemMeHu U npocmpaHcmea
(xyd. Auama3s Xapebos)
Uastyrdzhi Beyond Time and Space
(art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

If in tradition Uastyrdzhi is the protector of men,
travelers, and warriors, here he is revealed as the guardian
of the road itself — the path that leads across ages and
worlds. His trials no longer concern only help to one’s
neighbor or loyalty to an oath — they rise to a higher plane:
can a human carry truth and honor across the thresholds
of life and death, across the boundaries of existence itself?

The artist seems to unveil a hidden face of Uastyrdzhi:
he is not only the mediator between God and mortals, but
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also the guide between times and dimensions. His white
steed stands upon the mountaintop, while the rider
belongs neither fully to earth nor sky. He is revealed
in eternity — where legend and cosmos merge into one
vision.

Thus Uastyrdzhi becomes not only an Ossetian celestial
figure, but a universal symbol: a power that tests humanity
wherever its path may lead — through earthly valleys or into
the boundless expanses of the Universe.

HAPT ALUAMAS / NART ATSAMAZ

30n0Tas CBUPE/b MOET, U MUP CK/IOHSIETCA K ee
3BYKY. 3BEPM M MTULbI TAHLYIOT BMECTE, ropbl

1 HebOo AbIWAT B YHUCOH. My3blKa CUibHEE Meya,
OHa COEAMHSAET BCE XMBOE

MNepen HamMu KapTWHA, C/IOBHO XWBas CMMGOHMS NpuUpo-
Abl. B LeHTpe — oHOLWA B CBETE CUAHUS, NOA, CEHbIO MOTyYero
ApeBa, YBEHYAHHOrO 30/10TbIMKU MA0AAMU. Ero pyku noaHsThl
K rybaMm, u 3By4uT 30/10Tas CBMpENb — TOT CaMblii BONLWEOHbIN
Aap, Y4TO OCTaBUN eMy OTel, HapTa Aua, Yyepes pyky boxecTsa
Adcatu. Ot ceupenu CTpyuTcs My3bika, M CaMa KapTuHa Ha-
MONHAETCS ee AbIXaHWeM.

Bokpyr Auamasa cobpanucb BCe co34aHMs 3eMan. J1bBbl
M ONE€HU, CNIOHbI U MedBeaM, MTULbI U pbibbl, 3BEpU Fop U CTe-
nen — KaxAablM cnylaeT, KaxAabli XXMBET B pUTME ero Meno-
Ann. TITMubl pacnpaBnstoT Kpblibsi, C10BHO TaHLys B BO34YXe;
3BEPU CKNIOHSIOT roN0Bbl, 3aBOPOXEHHbIe 3ByKamu. [laxe ne-
peBO HaA HWM He MPOCTO CTOMT — OHO KAXKEeTCs MOLWUM, ero
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NAOAbl CUSAKOT KAK CONHLA, @ BETBM TSHYTCS BBbICb, COEAMHSS
3emni0 1 Hebeca.

B 3TOoM BMaeHMM packpbiBaeTcs CyTb reposi. Auamas —
He BOWMH W HE OXOTHWK, ero Cuna B APYroMm: B My3blKe, YTO
npobyxnaet Mup, B Aape COeauHATb XuBoe. Ero Mckycctso
CNOCOBHO 3aCTaBUTL rOpbl ABMraTbCs, @ CBETUNA CULTbL Apye.
Ho un ero cyabba oTMeyeHa ne4yaTblo ApaMbl: 0O60Bb K AryH-
ne, nodyepu CanHar-Angapa, 3a3By4ana B ero cepgue Kak Ho-
Bbl akkopA. He BCTpeTMB B3aMMHOCTWU, OH pa3bun CBOKO
CBMpenb Ha Kycku. Ho AryHaa cobpana OCKONKK, U YyaeCHbIM
WHCTPYMEHT BHOBb 3a3BYyYalsl, NJIEHNB BECb MUP.

Ha kapTvHe XyAoXHMK nepenaet MMEHHO 3TOT MOMEHT —
TpuyMd rapMoHuu, Koraa Mysblika Auamasa obbeauHsieT Bce
XMBOE. 30eCb HET BPaXAbl U CTpaxa, HeT pasaeneHunii. Tonbko
€AMHCTBO, POXXAAaeMoe 3BYKOM 30/10TOM CBUpENHU.

Han npeBoMm, BOKpyr KoToporo cobpanocb BCe >XMBOE,
CNI0BHO HanucaHo B Bo3gyxe wuMma: «Hapt Auamas». 3710
He NMpOCTO MMS reposi, @ 3HaK TOro, YTO B HEM COEAMHAIOTCS
nereHaa v cama npupopa. Ero Mysbika — 3T0 AblxaHue 3emMu
“ necHb Hebec, a ero cyabba — HaNOMWHAHME, YTO UCTUHHAS
CUNa 3aKJIKOYAETCS He TONbKO B OPYXXWM, HO U B TOM, YTO CMo-
CO6HO 3axeyb aywy 1 06beaUHUTL MUP.

The golden flute sings, and the world bows to its
sound. Beasts and birds dance together,
mountains and sky breathe as one. Music is
stronger than the sword, it binds all living things

Before us lies a painting like a living symphony
of nature. At its center stands a young man bathed in radiant
light, beneath the canopy of a mighty tree crowned with
golden fruits. His hands are raised to his lips, and the golden
flute resounds — the wondrous gift left to him by his father
Atsa, bestowed through the hand of the deity Afsati. From
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Hapm Auamas (xyd. Auama3 Xapebos)
Nart Atsamaz (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)

the flute flows music, and the canvas itself seems filled with
its breath.

Around Atsamaz all the creatures of the earth have
gathered. Lions and deer, elephants and bears, birds and
fish, the beasts of mountain and steppe — each listens,
each moves in the rhythm of his melody. Birds spread their
wings as though dancing in the air; animals bow their
heads, enchanted by the sound. Even the great tree above
him does not simply stand — it seems to sing, its fruits
glowing like suns, its branches stretching upward to join
earth and sky.
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In this vision the essence of the hero is revealed.
Atsamaz is not a warrior nor a hunter; his power lies
elsewhere: in music that awakens the world, in the gift
of binding all life together. His art can move mountains and
make the sun and moon shine brighter. Yet his destiny bears
the mark of drama: his love for Agunda, daughter of Sainag-
Aldar, sounded in his heart as a new chord. When she did
not return his love, he shattered his flute to pieces. But
Agunda gathered the fragments, and the wondrous
instrument once again sang, enchanting the world.

The painting captures this very triumph of harmony —
when Atsamaz’s music unites all living beings. Here there is
no fear, no enmity, no division. Only unity, born of the song
of the golden flute.

Above the tree, around which all living beings have
gathered, the name shines in the air: «Nart Atsamaz». It is
not only the name of a hero, but the sign that in him legend
and nature converge. His music is the breath of the earth
and the song of the heavens, and his destiny reminds us that
true strength lies not only in weapons, but in what can
ignite the soul and bring the world together.
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5O HAPTA BATPAL3A

C NAPANINE/IbHBIM MWPOM / THE
BATTLE OF NART BATRADZ WITH THE
PARALLEL WORLD

Ha kaptuHe baTpans npeacraeT B npenenbHOM Hanpsxe-
HUKU cun. Ero purypa CNoOBHO COTKaHA M3 MeTanna U niaMeHu:
Teno, 3akaneHHoe B BoAe Ky3Heua KypaanaroHa, roput BHYT-
peHHUM CBeTOM. [IIHHbIM Mey CBepKaeT, MpOoH3as NPOCTpaH-
CTBO, a BOJIOCbI, OXBa4YeHHble OFHEM, pa3BeBakTCs, NpesBpa-
WAsCb B MOTOK XMBOO MiaMeHMU.

MNepen HUM — He Bpar U3 NJ0TU M KPOBM, a CUAKOLWAS CTe-
Ha uHoro Mupa. OrpoMHbIM Kpyr CBeTa, OC/ENUTENbHbIN
n BecnowasHbii, CTOMT KaK rpaHULA Mexay peanbHOCTSIMU.
baTpan3 BpbiBaeTcs B 3Ty rpaHb, ero pyka npoH3aeT nperpa-
Ay, 6yato cam BoMH BGpocaeT Bbi30B CaMoM cyabbe n 3aKoHaM
Mnpo3aaHusa. OCKONKM CKan noA HoraMu pasneTarTcs, Kak
CMMBOJ TOrO, YTO 3eMHag TBepAb He cnocobHa yaepxaTb re-
pos, Ubsl CUNA yCTpeMeHa B 3anpenenbHoe.

B HapTckux ckasaHusx baTpan3 Obin poxaeH onsg MecTu.
Ero 3akanunu B HeyenoBeyeCcknx yCnoBusaX, U OH CTan Heno-
6eouMbIM, 33 WUCKIIIOYEHWEM €AMHCTBEHHOro YS3BMMOMO Me-
CTa — TaM, rae KysHeu gepxan ero wwunuamu. OTOMCTMB
ybuiiuaM oTua, OH BbINOJIHMA CBOE MNpegHasHaveHune. Ho no-
cne 3Toro ocrancs 6e3 uenu, 1 ero cuna, Hekorga fapyrowas
CnpaBeanuBoCTb, obpatunach B paspywenune. batpaas notpe-
6oBan BNacTM Hag HapTaMu, HO rOpAbIA Hapon oTkasancs. To-
rfa OH BOCCTan NPOTWMB HWUX, U €ro rHeB eABa He YHUUTOXMUI
CaM HapTCKMI pOL.

XYLOXHUK M300paXkaeT 3TOT MOMEHT CMMBOAMYecku: ba-
TpaA3 He CpaxaeTcs C BparaMu, a C CaMUMM MapannenbHbIM
MMPOM — C 3epKajioM, KOTOpPOe OTpaXkaeT ero COBCTBEHHYIO
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HeyKkpoTuMmyto cuny. Ero 6utea — 310 BmTtBa € Co6OM, C NycTO-
TOW, OCTaBLUENCS NOCNe CBEepLIeHHOW MUCCUU. ITO Tpareaus
repos, Ybsl MOLb OKasanacb H6onblie, yem TpeboBana Xu3Hb,
M 4bs cyabba — He Tonbko Nobeda, HO M pasnag C cCaMuM Co-
601 1 CBOMM HAPOLOM.

KaptuHa npespaluaeT 3noc B puaocodCcknin obpas: Kax-
[blVi YenoBek, AOCTUTHYB BEPLUMHBI CUbI, CTANKMBAETCS C rpa-
HMLen — uTO Agenatb Aanblle, KOrga UuUenb MCnonHeHa?
N He cTaHeT nn ero cobCTBEHHAs IHEPrus paspyLuUTebHOMN,
eC/n ee He HaNpaBuTb B co3uaaHue?

In the painting Batradz appears in the ultimate tension
of power. His figure seems forged of metal and flame: a body
hardened in the waters of the smith Kurdalagon, burning
with an inner light. His long sword flashes as it pierces
through space, while his fiery hair streams outward like
a torrent of living fire.

Before him stands not an enemy of flesh and blood, but
a radiant wall of another world. A great circle of blinding
light rises as the boundary between realities. Batradz hurls
himself against it, his hand piercing the barrier, as if the
warrior were defying destiny itself and the laws of creation.
The rocks beneath his feet shatter into fragments, symbols
of the earth’s inability to contain a hero whose strength
surges beyond mortal limits.

In the Nart sagas Batradz was born for vengeance.
Hardened under inhuman trials, he became invincible, save
for a single vulnerable place — where the smith held him
with the tongs. After avenging the murderers of his father,
his purpose was fulfilled. But with his mission complete, his
power turned to a curse. Batradz demanded to rule over the
Narts, yet the proud people refused. Enraged, he turned
against them, and his wrath nearly brought their destruction.

The artist renders this moment symbolically: Batradz
does not fight enemies, but the parallel world itself —
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boti bampadsza ¢ napannensHsiM Mupom (xyo. Auamaz Xapebos)
The Battle of Batradz with the Parallel World
(art by Atsamaz Kharebov)
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a mirror reflecting his own unyielding force. His battle is
with himself, with the void left after his mission was done. It
is the tragedy of a hero whose power exceeded what life
required, whose fate was not only triumph but conflict with
his own people and with his own being.

The painting transforms epic into philosophy: every
human, reaching the summit of strength, encounters
a boundary — what comes after the goal is fulfilled? And will
their own power become destructive if it is not guided
toward creation?

HAPT COCJIAH B CTPAHE
MEPTBbIX / NART SOSLAN IN THE
LAND OF THE DEAD

BpaTa 0TKpOIOTCA — M MpaK 3aroBOPUT, OrOHb
U 3MEeM CTaHyT A0POroi. Ho TOT, KTO ULLET UCTUHY
B TEHW, HAET ee B COBCTBEHHOM cepaLie

MNepen HamMu KapTWHA, Toe NepenneTakwTcs peanbHOCTb
M BUOEHUS, 3€MNS XMBbIX U CTpaHa MepTBbiX. Bce npocTpaH-
CTBO XONCTa C/IOBHO Pa3BOPAYMBAETCS KAK OrpoOMHOE OKO
Cyab6bl, B UbeM B3rMISAE OTPAXKEHbl MKW U TaliHbl HOTO MUpa.

CocnaH, HaApTCKM Trepoi, BHM3Y KapTWHblI BoOCCedaeT
Ha YepHOM KOHe, Bbe3xas B uapctBo bapacteipa. Ero nytb
NpoxoomMT uepe3 BpaTa, Bedywue He B O0ObIAEHHOCTD,
HO B MUp, F4e CMepTb CTAHOBUTCS NPOCTPAHCTBOM UCMbITAHUNA.
Bokpyr — XyTKMe KapTUHbI: BUCALLME HA AEPEBLAX M CTONHaXx
Tena, U3-noj KOTOPbIX FOPST BeYHble KOCTPbl M3 pacKaneHHbIX
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KaMHew; 03epo, K1Llallee 3MesMu 1 xxabamu, rae noan Myyu-
TeNbHO MNAaBAKOT CPeAM HEUYUCTU; CTPaAHHbIE MpoLeccun Ay,
bpepylime K cBeTy u obpaTHoO.

Cpeon 3tMx obpasoB nosensetca Bepyxa, ero ymepuas
XeHa, — He KaK Mpu3pak nevanu, Ho Kak npoBogHuua. OHa
po6biBaer ans CocnaHa nuctbs € gepeBa A3sa, 4to pacreT
MMWb B CTPaHe MepTBbIX, MU AAPUT €My eOMHCTBEHHbIN LWaHC
Ha BO3BpaweHue. Ho ee cnoBa 3By4yaT Kak MpUroBop
M NpenoCTepexXeHne: XXMBOM He MOXEeT OCTaBaTbCs B LApCTBe
MepTBbIX, HO U MePTBble He AOMKHbI BbIPBATLHCS B MUP XMUBbIX.
Ytobbl 06MaHyYTb MX, NoakoBbl KOHS CocnaHa nepeBopaynBa-
toTCa 3a40M Hanepes. Cnedbl KOMbIT CTaHYT JIOXKHbIM MyTeM,
M MepTBeLbl, BpocMBIMECS BAOrOHKY, BEpHYTCS 06paTHO,
He Hanas Bbixoaa.

B3srnag KapTuHbI yCTpeMAeH BHYTPb 3TOW  MUCTEPUM:
Ha XO/ACTe Mbl BMOMM He TONbKO MyTewecTBue repos,
HO M KapTy uenoBeveckon aywu. CocnaH NpOXOOAMT CKBO3b
CTpax, UCKYLIEHUS U TOCKY, HO He Aa9 Toro, 4ytobbl BAageThb
6oraTctBOM MM BNACTbIO, @ YTOObI BbINOAHWUTL 06ET M UCMbI-
TaTb camoro cebs. Ero cTpaHcTBME — CMMBON AOPOrU KAXA0ro
YyenoBeKa K 3anpeTHoOW yepTe, rae obHaxaeTcs camoe CoKpo-
BEHHOE: CNOCOBHOCTb 0TKAa3aTbCs OT cobnasHa, ycnblwaTb Co-
BET, BEPHYTbCS, He yTpaTuB cebs.

XYLOXHMK COeOQMHSET BCE 3TO B €4MHbIM KOCMOC 06pa30B:
ropbl, NoA3eMHble peku, rnasa cyapbbl, GUrypbl MyyeHUKOB
M cTpaxew — BCe cobpaHo B Lenoe, rae cMepTb CTAHOBUTCS
3epKanom xu3Hu. M B 3Tom 3epkane durypa CocnaHa — 310
He TONbKO repoi 3Mmoca, HO U 06pa3 BEYHOro CTpaHHMKA, KO-
TOPOMY CYXOEHO MCKaTb NyTb MeXAy CBETOM W TbMOW, XM3-
HbIO M CMEPTbIO, HAAEXA0W U OTUASIHUEM.
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Hapm Cocna+ 8 cmpare mepmaeix (xyd. Auamas Xapeb6os)
Nart Soslan in the Land of the Dead (art by Atsamaz Kharebov)
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The gates will open — and darkness will speak,
fire and serpents become the path. Yet he who
seeks truth in the shadow shall find it within his
own heart

Before us is a painting where reality and vision
intertwine, where the land of the living meets the realm
of the dead. The whole canvas unfolds like a vast eye
of destiny, in whose gaze are reflected the torments and
mysteries of the other world.

At the lower part of the painting, Soslan, the Nart hero,
rides a black steed into the kingdom of Barastyr. His path
leads not into the ordinary, but into the domain where death
itself becomes the space of trials. Around him stretch
haunting scenes: bodies hanging from trees and pillars,
beneath which burn eternal fires of heated stones; a lake
swarming with serpents and frogs, where men and women
struggle in endless torment; processions of wandering souls
moving toward the light and back into shadow.

Amid these visions appears Vedukha, his deceased
wife — not as a phantom of sorrow, but as a guide. She
brings Soslan the leaves of the Az-tree, which grow only
in the land of the dead, and grants him the sole chance
to return. Yet her words are both warning and judgment: no
living man may remain in the realm of the dead, nor may the
dead be allowed to escape among the living. To deceive
them, Soslan’s horse is shod with reversed horseshoes. The
prints of its hooves will point the wrong way, and the dead,
chasing after him, will be lured back into Barastyr’s domain.

The gaze of the painting is drawn into this mystery: on
the canvas we see not only the hero’s journey, but a map
of the human soul. Soslan passes through fear, temptation,
and sorrow, not to claim riches or power, but to fulfill a vow
and test his own being. His wandering becomes the symbol
of humanity’s path toward the forbidden threshold, where
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the deepest truth is revealed: the strength to refuse
temptation, to heed wise counsel, to return without losing
oneself.

The artist gathers all of this into a cosmic vision:
mountains, subterranean rivers, the eyes of fate, the figures
of martyrs and guardians — all woven into a whole where
death becomes the mirror of life. And in that mirror Soslan
stands not only as a hero of epic, but as the image of the
eternal wanderer, destined to search for the road between
light and darkness, life and death, hope and despair.
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3AKJTIOYEHUE

Kaxabl nyTb uMeeT cBOM Bexu. Ho MCKYCCTBO — 3TO A0-
pora, y KOTOpOi HeT KoHLUa. BTopoi ToM 3aBepLuaeT Hale ny-
Tewecrtene no Mmpam Auamasa XapeboBa, HO AU YC/IOBHO:
KapTUHbl M MbICM, CODpaHHble 34eCb, MPOJO/MKAKT XMUTb
3a npegenamm KHUru.

B atoM ToMe Mu@d BCTpeTUNCS C COBPEMEHHOCTbIO, 3M0C —
C IMYHBIM NepexuBaHuneMm, npupoga — ¢ ¢unocoduen. U ece
3TU IMHUW CNOXWUIIUCb B €AMHOE NOJIOTHO, TAe YeN0BeK BHOBb
obHapyxmBaeT cebss — cpeou rop M MopeK, Cpeam repoes
M CUMBOJIOB, CPeAM TULLMHBI U CBeTa.

3aKpbIBas CTPaHULbl KHUMM, Mbl MOHUMAEM: UCTUHHOE UC-
KycCTBO He yknagbiBaetcq B nepensiet. OHO npopomkaetcs
B MamMaTu M BO B3I/194e, B pa3roBOpe M B MOMYAHWUK, B TOM,
4TO POXKAAEeTCa B Aylle Nocae BCTPeyun C NOJ0THOM.

MckycctBo Auamaza — 310 npurnawenue. Npurnawexuve
BMOETb Mybxe, YeM MO3BONAIOT [1a3a; C/blWATh TULIKUHY;
MOMHUTb ApEBHEE WM OTKPbIBaTb HOBOE; He 60ATbCS 3afaBaTb
BOMPOChI, HA KOTOpPble HEeT roTOBbIX OTBETOB.

MoxeT 6blTb, MMEHHO B 3TOM WM €CTb NABHbIMA CMbICH
€ro KapTWH: OHM He 06eLalT Nokos, HO AapaT nyTb. [yTb,
rLe KaxAabl 3puTeNnb CTAHOBWUTCA MYTHWMKOM, a Kaxpaas
BCTpEYa C WMCKYCCTBOM — HOBOM BEXOM B JIMYHOM CTpaH-
CTBUM.
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Tak 3aBeplIaeTcs KHUra, HO He 3aBepLlIaeTcs UCTopwus.
OHa NPOAO/IKAETCA — B XKM3HM XYLOXKHMKA, B NAMATU HApoaa,
B Ka)KAOM YeNoBeKe, KOTOpPbI OTKPbIBAET 3TU CTPaHULLbl U BU-
JMT B HUX COBCTBEHHOE OTPAXXEHME.

Every journey has its milestones. Yet art is a road without
end. This second volume brings our journey through the
worlds of Atsamaz Kharebov to a close — but only
in appearance: the paintings and reflections gathered here
continue to live beyond the boundaries of the book.

In this volume, myth met modernity, epic met personal
experience, nature met philosophy. All these lines wove
together into a single canvas, where once again a human
being discovers themselves — among mountains and seas,
among heroes and symbols, among silence and light.

As we close these pages, we realize: true art cannot be
contained within a binding. It continues in memory and
in vision, in conversation and in silence, in what awakens
within the soul after encountering a canvas.

The art of Atsamaz is an invitation. An invitation to see
deeper than the eyes allow; to hear silence; to remember the
ancient and to discover the new; to dare ask questions for
which there are no ready answers.

Perhaps this is the very essence of his work: the
paintings do not promise rest, but they offer a path. A path
where every viewer becomes a traveler, and every encounter
with art is a new milestone in one’s personal journey.

Thus the book comes to an end, but not the story. It
continues — in the life of the artist, in the memory of his
people, and in every person who opens these pages and sees
within them their own reflection.
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BJTATOOAPHOCTU

JTa KHura poamnacbk bnarofaps y4actmio M nobpoTte MHo-
rmx nogen. B kaxaon cTpaHuLe — He TOJIbKO BAOXHOBEHME
XYOOXXHUKA U Tpyh COCTAaBMTENEN, HO M NoadepXKKa Tex, KTo
wen paaom: COBETOM, BHUMAHMEM, C/TIOBOM.

Mbl Bbipaxkaem rnybokyto bnarofapHocTb ceMbe Auamasa
XapeboBa — 3a OoBepue M Bepy, 3a TO, YTO MO3BOJIUAU NPU-
KOCHYTbCS K €ro Hacneguto U pasgenuntb ero ¢ umtarenem. Mol
6narofapHbl Opy3bSAM XYOOXHMKA — TeMm, KTO pasgenset
C HMM NyTb TBOPYECTBA, KTO OLIYLLAET €ro BHYTPEHHWI CBET
M OTKNIMKAETCS Ha Hero cepgueM. bnarogaps wx yyactuio
n 0obpoTte Mbl Nlydlle MOHMMAEM XMBYHO CUITy €ro MCKYCCTBA.
Mbl 6narogapvM Konner w uccnegoBaTtenen, YoM TPy4bl
0 HapTCKOM 3noce U Kynbrype OceTun ctanu BaKHbIM GOHOM
ON19 3TON KHUTW.

Ocobas 6narogapHOCTb TEM, KTO MOMOran B NPaKTUYECKMX
Jenax — B NOAroTOBKE WANKCTPaLMIA, B peAAKTUPOBAHMM Tek-
CTOB, B BEpPCTKe, B OPraHM3aumm BbICTAaBOK. Kaxgoe ycunue
CTasIo YacTbio obLLero gena.

Ho 6narogapHOCTb MPUHAANEXMT HE TONIbKO N0AsM. Mbl
CKNIOHSIEM rONOBbI Nepen camoi 3emnei OceTtuun, nepes ee ro-
paMM U pekamu, nepen e€e TPaauMUMIMM M NpeaaHusMu.
MMEHHO OHM BOOXHOBASAM XYOOXHWMKA M BOOXHOBASA/IM HAC.
be3 3710l 3emMnM He Bb1I0 Bbl 3TUX KAPTHUH.
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Mbl 61arofapuM U YMTaTENSl, KOTOPbIA OTKPbIA 3TY KHMUTY.
Beob MCKycCTBO XMBO TOMbKO B Auanore. Kaxpas BcTpeuva
C KapTMHOM 3aBepluaeTcs B aywe 3putens. Bol — npoponxe-
HUE 3TOM KHUIW, ee COaBTOp.

MycTb 3Ta 61arofapHOCTb CTAHET MpU3HAHMEM: TBOpYeE-
CTBO — 3TO BCEraa COBMECTHbIM TPy, @ UCKYCCTBO — Aap, KO-
TOPbIV NPUHALNEXMUT BCEM.

This book was born through the kindness and
participation of many people. Within each page lives not
only the artist’s inspiration and the compilers’ work, but also
the support of those who walked beside them — offering
advice, attention, and words of encouragement.

We express our deep gratitude to the family of Atsamaz
Kharebov — for their trust and faith, for allowing us to touch
his legacy and share it with the reader. We are grateful
to the artist’s friends — those who share his creative path,
who feel the inner light of his spirit and respond to it with
their hearts. Through their presence and kindness, we come
to understand more deeply the living power of his art. We
thank colleagues and researchers whose studies of the Nart
epic and the culture of Ossetia became an important
foundation for this book.

Special thanks go to those who assisted in practical
matters — in preparing illustrations, editing texts,
typesetting, and organizing exhibitions. Each contribution
became part of the whole.

But our gratitude is not only to people. We bow our
heads before the land of Ossetia itself — before its
mountains and rivers, its traditions and legends. It was they
that inspired the artist, and they that inspired us. Without
this land, these paintings would not exist.

And we thank the reader who has opened this book. For
art lives only in dialogue. Every encounter with a painting is
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completed in the soul of the viewer. You are the
continuation of this book — its co-creator.

May this acknowledgment serve as a reminder: creativity
is always a shared endeavor, and art is a gift that belongs
to all.
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