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A woman is a feeling, an emotion, a flight of random thoughts. This short book, even a brochure, is a collection of everything described above.


Every woman (blonde, brunette, brown-haired or grey-haired) can recognise itself in my sketches: in the flutter of eyelashes, a short glance, a thoughtful smile. Every woman is a fragile flower. And every woman is a praying mantis. The main thing is to keep balance.


When Lyalya was here, I often spent time with her. This storybook represents fragments of my happy childhood and youth memories of her soulful cooking, which I turned into simple recipes with a backstory.


With slight sarcasm, Irm Falk.


Sketch 1: Coffee and Bones
History isn't silent about the fact that every woman has a highlight. History is silent about the fact a praying mantis lives inside every woman.


She can be as sweet, kind, and affectionate as she wants. But sometimes. Sometimes, the mantis lifts its head. Most often, this manifests itself in little details. It's little things that rarely anyone notices. But even if someone spots them, they're usually misunderstood.


She sits in front of him: airy and magical. She calmly drinks a double espresso without sugar or milk. The bitter taste of her drink doesn't fright her.


And he thinks, "What a charming twist! What strength hide in this fragile body? After all, she should be drinking a latte. Or a smoothie. Or whatever women drink."


She smiles back at him mysteriously, like Mona Lisa.


Do you know what her secret is? If he makes a mistake, she can break all his bones, one at a time. And the funny thing is that she knows how many he has.



Sketch 2: D Stands for Determination
The first letter of her name was D.


The first letter of her last name was D.


The first letter of the name of the street where she grew up was D, too.


She loved Disco music and Signs of Fate.


She was incredible, beautiful, and witty. She didn't understand what else needed to love her forever.


She thought and thought and thought about it. One morning, during breakfast, she understood that "D" stood for determination.


So, she moved mountains and then bit his head off.


Unfortunately, he didn't notice anything.



Sketch 3: Wounded Doesn't Mean Killed
She's reflected in the shop's windows and looks, looks, looks at herself.


She's again dressed inappropriately for the weather. She's unhappy with her hair again. She thinks she could tighten her skin a little, and her eyes would look more expressive.


She freezes in the wind, choosing a more comfortable place for an early breakfast.


She's confused and a little out of context in this world. What's wrong with that? Predators also get wounded.


She flips through the menu with chilled fingers and thinks, "Steak. Medium rare steak and honey whiskey. A little bit."


The waiter waits patiently. He's young, sweet, sleepy, and indifferent to her problems. Finally, she looks up at him, smiles charmingly and says, "Spinach salad and double espresso, please."


Six in the morning. Wounded doesn't mean killed.



Sketch 4: Hamlet
She saw all his performances. She knew by heart his answers to every interview question he had ever given. She critically and in detail analysed each of his film roles, even the most insignificant ones. She tracked, took aim, and prepared for the final jump.


One day, right after the performance, he received a rose. It was a garden rose with sharp, thick thorns. It was a strange rose, ugly and beautiful at the same time. He had never received flowers like these before. Fans always brought him expensive, perfect flowers. These flowers looked so solemnly as if he was playing Hamlet. But he never played Hamlet. Even through his talent, the directors couldn't spot Hamlet in him.


So, he received a rose. When he brought it to his nose for the hundredth time and inhaled the aroma, he saw a phone number that somebody wrote on the petal. It was so strange that he dialled this number. He did it just out of curiosity.


Her voice was neither joyful nor surprised. And it was as strange as a garden rose, as a telephone number on a petal. Therefore, when she named the place and time of the meeting, he came there. He did it just out of curiosity.


They'd lunch at a cheap eatery to avoid the reporters' attention. The pies here were too hot and tasteless, and the coffee was almost cold and watered down. But he attached no importance to either one or the other.


They wandered through the dark, cold streets. He recited from memory poems by Shakespeare and Blake. She didn't laugh inappropriately like other women. She didn't interrupt or praise him excessively. She listened carefully and intently as if she were his director or critic. And this seriousness amused and frightened him. 


In the morning, she nervously smoked in a chair, tucking her long bare legs under her, and looked thoughtfully at him while he slept. He looked vulnerable. She finished her cigarette and went into the dawn.


He never met her again. He tried to find her. However, it was a complicated problem because he didn't know her name, age, and other adequate parameters by which one could find a person.


He couldn't understand what he did wrong. At first, he loved her. Then he hated her, and then only a misunderstanding remained. This misunderstanding remained with him until the end of his life.


He never knew that she had given him the greatest gift he had ever received. She didn't bite his head off. She loved the genius inside him so much that she couldn't do that. And one day, he not only played but also directed Hamlet.
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