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Ball lightning

Polyakov is calling. He then worked as an instructor at the CS "Spartak", asks why we are not going to the Caucasus. Why does one of the strongest Spartak
teams not participate in the CA championship? And the guys and I already ate mountaineering that season. However, for a long time I did not resist and started
calling the guys. Bashkirov was the first to agree. Our team by that time consisted of Bashkirov, Sasha Zybin, Oleg Korovkin and Viti Koprov. Yura Vizbor also
went with us.

We arrived at Uzunkol, all interesting routes have already been sorted out. There is a mountain with a very beautiful wall, called "Trapezium". Many climbers
had an eye on this wall. She was not done for only one reason - she severely hit with stones. I beat it so that the rockfall overlapped the entire shadow and
went to the glacier. All this is unpredictable, but a very beautiful wall. And we declared it to the CA. Vizbor then said: "Are you crazy ?!"

We went out on the wall five of us. Yura walked with us to the assault camp. We are walking along the moraine, over the stones that fell from the wall. Yura is
anxious, I try to assure him that we will return if we feel something amiss. On this and parted. But he had a premonition of trouble. He told me many times -
come back. Yura was a strong telepathic person.

We stayed under the wall, day of observation, day of treatment. On the third day we passed this wall. And, can you imagine, not a single stone touched us.
Spalling, destruction of a giant massif is going on slowly. It thaws during the day, freezes at night. We were lucky.

- Here you are, Volodya, and I see a familiar picture. Stones are thundering down the couloirs and gutters. Huge "suitcases", hitting, form small clouds in the
form of stone dust. Sort of like small mines or shells exploding. Everything rushes down the couloir like an artillery fire zone. And the heaviest shelling in the
middle of the day.

- In the middle of the day we were already high. When we climbed the ridge, bad weather began. The front is passing us, thunderclouds. Zero visibility. Fog.
You can't see where to go off the ridge. We set up a tent in a snow pan. Rather, an insert from the Austrian tent, it is smaller than our pamir. It's a bit crowded
for five people. Disassembled the iron. I asked Korovkin and Bashkirov not to undress in case the clouds stretch and we can see the descent to the glacier.

We settled in a tent. And here again my fate played a role. Once again I am convinced that you will not get away from your fate. I always slept in the tent on
the left, on the edge. This was my place, although not the best. Everyone knew that. And here, since it was very crowded, Zybin and I, as the largest ones, lay
down with our heads inside the tent, and the rest with their "jacks" head towards the exit. Oleg Korovkin lay down in my usual place - on the left from the
edge. We gave an evening connection, said that we had passed the wall. We are all right, we cannot go down yet due to lack of visibility.

At two o'clock in the morning I suddenly wake up and see a ball of phosphoric color the size of a tennis ball hanging between me and Zybin, which has suddenly
taken on a life of its own. I don't know in what sequence he worked, but he left marks on each. I remember screaming from one side or the other. Then I was
stunned by a strong discharge and a burn. Further more. I don’t understand what is happening. Consciousness flickers - it returns, then leaves. How long it
lasted, I can't imagine, and no one knows. Ball lightning behaved incomprehensibly. The fabric (material) did not touch. On my sleeping bag, she left a hole
with a diameter of a centimeter and a half - a small hole. And almost the entire thigh was struck. And the tent remained intact. I heard only a crack.

It is difficult to say who and how it burned, but it fried me decently. There is one thought in my head, if we do not report what happened on the radio, we will
not be able to withstand the painful shock. I asked Kaprov (he was the only one who could do something) to find a walkie-talkie and tell the camp that we
urgently need help. The last thing I felt before losing consciousness was that my thigh was burned out. When consciousness returned, I had the feeling that I
was completely burnt out. The head works, but the body is not. I felt no pain, no hands, no legs. I could not move anything. How long I was in this state - I do
not know. One thought was why my head works if I died? Then I felt the fingers of my left hand and was able to move them. I decided that if I find a tooth on
my chest with this hand, then I am alive and not completely burned out. The boar's tooth is my amulet, my talisman. I was born in the year of the wild boar
and I always wear his tooth on a chain in the mountains. In Moscow, I don’t wear it, only in the mountains. I touch my chest, but I can't find a tooth. I conclude
that I burned out. But when it let go a little, and I felt pain in my legs, I realized that I was alive. I ask Vitya Kaprova to untie my legs. I got the impression that
my legs were braided.

I began to let go, and I finally realized the need for communication and help, otherwise we would not last long. We contacted and found out that people are
coming to us. There was hope, it was necessary to wait.

As it  turned out later,  I  have eight  contacts  with ball  lightning in  different  places. All  4th degree burns, charring.  All  have the 4th degree.  Everything
immediately burns to the bone. Zybin and Bashkirov received six each. Volodya Bashkirov has burns above his left eye and on the fifth point, his knee and hand
are very badly affected. Zybin has a touch in the genitourinary organs. When urinating, there is fluid with black lumps. One Kaprov received a minor burn in the
heel. Down he himself went. But Oleg Korovkin, who lay in my place, received three touches. Touching the solar plexus, apparently, decided everything.

When I regained consciousness, I touched him, he was lying next to me, and I realized that he was dead. But I gave the command to Kaprov to revive him:
mouth-to-mouth artificial respiration, heart massage.

In the morning we hear over the communications that Kavunenko's group died on the Trapezium. Apparently, there was confusion and it was decided that not
only Oleg had died, but the whole group.

The rescue squad was headed by Borya Korablin. Borya is a fighter, a high-class athlete. When I found out that he was coming to us, it became easier for me
purely psychologically. He counted up and said that at 12 he would be with us. Until 12, the body waited, and when there was a delay in time, the pain began to
intensify. And then the sun began to bake, the burnt places are burning. Bashkirov passed out instantly, completely passed out. Sasha Zybin is behaving
normally, but his scrotum is burnt and he is very worried about how everything will go further, whether there will be children. I say: "If you, Sasha, relieve
yourself, then everything is in order, you are 100% a man." I don’t know why it occurred to me, but, can you imagine, he believed and calmed down. Later, he
had a son.

The rescue squad came up. The guys stayed a little late and we went through this expectation very hard. I was conscious.

The doctor suggested treating the burns with alcohol. I say, we will all die of pain shock, let's better drink 100 grams of alcohol, and you give us pain-relieving
injections. Bashkirov had to open his jaw almost with a knife. Everyone is passed out except me. I don’t know why. Maybe I was responsible for the group.

They laid us down on aki. The burns are wet. The worst thing is the bandages. They sent me off for a day.

I woke up when we were carried almost vertically along a grassy slope. I don't think they would have dropped it. My son Igor came up. They brought us to the
camp. Doctor Elkonev began to make bandages. Not a fun thing. After that, we lay down with Sasha Zybin and Volodya Bashkirov, and I offer to drink brandy.
Volodya could not drink, he was unconscious, and Sasha and I drank a bottle to a sweet soul. It became easier.

In the morning, Lyusya Korovkina arrived. Comes to me: “Where is Oleg? I brought medicines, all kinds of medicines, I need to help him. " “Lucy,” I say, “Oleg
is gone, he left us. We left it where there is always snow, where it is cold. " I explained to her as best I could. And without any hysterics we drank brandy with
her. Why do I say all the time, drank, drank. It relieved the pain, but oddly enough, there was no hops.

They wanted to transport us by helicopter, but the weather did not allow. Then the Akii were loaded onto a truck. It’s just so difficult to lie down, if you don’t
put it down, you still end up on a burnt place. And then along the mountain road ...

We arrived in Karachaevsk. A doctor came out of the hospital, got on the wheel, looked at us and said, we don't take such patients. They took us to Pyatigorsk .
It started pouring rain, they somehow pulled the tarp, leaks everywhere. I lie in aki, as in a trough of water. I think now I'm going to die of pneumonia.

***

We are lying for the third day, problems with the toilet. And next to him lies the grandfather and shouts that he had left a tube with an enema. An elderly nanny
was specially summoned for us, as the most experienced one. So this nanny really pulled out an enema mouthpiece from my grandfather.

Finally, we were sent to Moscow. Climbers and familiar doctors met there. My friend Lev Uspensky, he is older than me, my first friend in Moscow. When I
arrived in Moscow in 1960, Lev was the chairman of the mountaineering section of the Moscow "Spartak". He is a doctor, surgeon and mountaineering instructor
by profession. I managed to go through part of the war. He is still working, doing operations in the 1st Medical. Leo did a lot for me and for Spartak Moscow.
And when I saw Lev in Moscow, I believed in a successful outcome.

They put us in a burn center, but for some reason in different wards. I asked for a long time to unite us, but then I learned that the doctors were afraid of our
memories of what happened. And we were separated so that there were no psychological difficulties.

Burn center. We did not see any burns there, but there were no such burns as we had. The department was headed by Yulia Mikhailovna, a wonderful woman
and a high-class specialist. Her soul is open. She worried about the sick, was ill with them. We needed her so much that it is impossible to forget her, even after
many years. I often fainted from pain.

Once I hear two voices through the veil of returning consciousness: a male and a female. The male says, "I need to talk to him, I need to do the stuff." I
recognize the voice of Ariy Iosifovich Polyakov. I open my eye - indeed it is. And a woman's voice replies: “Lord! Leave him alone. He is no longer a tenant. " I
understand, it is about me and I say: "Yulia Mikhailovna, who are you talking about?" She was embarrassed, and Arik didn't care what material to write, even
laudatory odes, even an obituary.

- I told him, let him write what he wants, but only does not name my name. My biggest fear was that my mother would find out. By the way, she didn’t know
everything completely.
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We often talked with Yulia Mikhailovna. She explained that first I had to wait for the dead tissue to be rejected, then I had eight skin grafts. Skin was taken
from healthy areas and engrafted on the burned areas. In the morning, Yulia Mikhailovna said that Mikhail Ilyich Kuzin, the teacher and chief of Lev Uspensky,
would come to us personally. At that time he was the director of the Vishnevsky Institute, an honorary member of many of our and foreign organizations.

****

Asks: “Well, climber, how are you? What will you do?" I answer, in a year I will be climbing. He laughed and told Yulia Mikhailovna to prepare me for the
operation tomorrow.

The next day I am in the operating room with a mask, Yulia Mikhailovna is trying to remove the bandages. The pain is terrible, the skin is ripped off. And I
heard the voice of Cousin: “Why are you torturing him? In a minute he will shut down, and do with him what you want. " I woke up in the ward, I asked Yulia
Mikhailovna how I was doing. She enthusiastically talks about the work of Kuzin, about his hands, with what skill, how exactly he separated the microns of the
dead tissue from the living. It's fantastic. Kuzin operated on all of us. As planned, I underwent eight operations. The work is delicate. We removed a layer of
healthy skin without breaking the hairline and applied it to the diseased part.

It turns out that I have the most ideal option for a skin transplant: dark skin, straight hair and something else. Bashkirov is red-haired, curly, they planned six
operations for him, and did about twelve. They make him a transplant, and his tissue is rejected. There are no transplants for redheads and curly ones. What
they just didn’t do. He has more scars than me.

They made me the last leg. The largest and most difficult operation. I threw it out after her! The guys told me, carried utter nonsense, tried to get out of bed.
Later I was ashamed to look Yulia Mikhailovna in the eyes.

To relieve pain, I was allowed to inject drugs without restrictions. And each injection counts, the name is written down. I ask Yulia Mikhailovna, can I have some
brandy? She replies: "Do what you want." And I ordered the nurse to do whatever I ask.

They carried flowers, bottles, food, various delicacies. Then Yulia Mikhailovna could not stand it, spat - let them go. In the burn center, enhanced nutrition,
proteins are required. So they brought us food from the Berlin restaurant three times a day. Our mountaineering section fed us. On these grubs we got a decent
amount of money. How long we lay, a sinful deed, I do not know.

I remember Yulia Mikhailovna examining me and asking me to raise my hand. The skin was growing under my arm. I raise my hand by 25 degrees, and she
says: "You are lazy, Vladimir Dmitrievich." I put it in my head. She told me about it on the eve of the weekend. On Monday comes, asks how the hand. As I
raised it, as much as 90 degrees. When she looked under my arm, she immediately dragged me into the operating room: my whole transplant flew. The fabric
is torn. I had to do it all over again. The remnants of my tissue (skin) were in the refrigerator, she took them out and re-implanted them.

The rehabilitation period in the first physical culture dispensary lasted quite a long time. I went to the gym for the first time, and there are many patients there.
And he walked one circle step. The instructor looked at me and said: "Go to the ward so that I don't see you again." Never mind, I probably looked. I had to
break myself every day and always without witnesses, because I had to swear and shout.

In the burn center, we were offered to register the second group of disability, without the right to work. But we all refused unanimously. And when, a year later,
we informed them that we had made the ascent, they did not believe us much.

In 79, we were in the Pamirs, made the first ascent to the Union championship - Abalakov peak, left edge. True, I had to prepare steeply. Before leaving for the
Central Pamir, we made a very interesting wall of the Pravdy Vostoka peak of the 5th category of difficulty in Koksa. On this wall, I realized that I could work
again, as before, walk normally, on my own. With this we went to the Abalakov peak.

Koksu is a portable sports camp, where collective vouchers were given for athletes with the 2nd category and above, with the experience of ascents of the 5th
category of difficulty. Promising athletes from all regions gathered. There I was the head of the training unit.

The way to this camp goes from the Alai Valley, Darout-Kurgan and 30 kilometers to the side. The region is autonomous. The peaks are under 5 thousand.
Geologists found the area for us. Vouchers for 30 days. From there, many went to climb Lenin Peak.
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