THE LAST RING

   This great, I even would tell greatest, the event was necessary for date of May 25, 2000. As well as was conceived, at twelve o’clock at our school that long-awaited concert was held, because of which almost everybody, from teachers up to the pupils, were in the extremely exited status within last two weeks. The basic turmoil began for one week - time of merciless rehearsals. It, as well as all on Earth, had not only minuses, but also not there was not enough of positive parties: first, the pupils was removed from all lessons three days in succession. As far as I see, our beloved teachers did such victims that each of us, eleven-forms, clearly imagined, what is his role in performance consists. There were almost no problems…. Except for one - mathematics! Nadegda Petrovna did not agree to exchange the lessons on «any rehearsal». And some man at school, including the class-masters and even the director, - I do not speak about the pupils - could not affect the decision of our «iron» lady and the more so force to change her mind. So everyone at once were obliged to be present in conference hall after the lessons of mathematics and to be engaged in the fixed business - to rehearse. To do it again and again. However, there were a little who reached there. As weather was magnificent, very much many, switching me, having heard that any lessons will not be, by hugest crowd were went to the park, on fresh spring air and, naturally, with not “empty hands”. There on a nature where the silence occasionally by singing of birds, caressing hearing, we were rather free and are happy among majestic trees and virgin foliage. There was no burning, grief. We had everything, that the soul will wish: the good company, cards, draughts and beer. Sometimes, the truth, it was not possible to run away unnoticed from school and then.. .. It was necessary to sit in a conference hall of three hours - a stuffy premise with closed  windows, that is why completely deprived of day time light. In general, we managed to make a set - another in draughts, well and about cards and beer, certainly, it was necessary to forget. And once I all the same have decided to see, do the rehearsal has anything extraordinary. As I did not accept any direct participation in a concert, that having stopped at the entrance, began to observe like as from the party. The teacher have appeared the good censors. But if one really promoted giving of direct beauty to performance, others simply deleted from the program objectionable to them parts, on prejudices of morals or for any other reasons. So, for example, Elena Borisovna of all forces tried to force acting to read (in direct sense of a word – on paper) verses correctly: With due expression and intonation, while Lubov Fedorovna was beaten in a hysterics from the words, which have not attracted to her and expressions such, as: «The jail house of Orehovo», «Love a nature - yours mother!», «Oh, oh, oh, Elena! Where has taken such pretty legs? ». Because of such rigid criticism both censorship magnificent, colourful and ridiculous numbers were spoiled up to unrecognizability and as a result have lost the main essence, «highlight». We needed to do nothing only to reconcile to this mercenary and mean act, you see all examinations were ahead more, and tell we that against, as it here would be reflected in results of session and, as a consequence, on our certificates. So, the exact script was not known for anybody, due to the not planned changes in the program of a concert, but it was already late to recede!

    On this day I have gone to school early, by nine hours, I was thinking to hand over the abstract on world art culture. But the study was closed - teacher has not come yet. Then I unwillingly have risen upward, in a hall, hoped to meet him there. Instead of it, to the greatest surprise, I have found out three graduates - classmates: Eliseev, Baliasnikov and Bogdanov. And I was betraid to favourite entertainment to mine in one minute, having forgotten about the intention. It was game in «fool». The truth, game proceeded not for long. It has not passed also of ten minutes, as we were prevented by the people, who began to arrive in huge quantities on general rehearsal. As I already spoke, as I do not accept  any direct participation in a concert, with affection and with any inconceivable pleasure, that I am completely released of hardest burden of the responsibility, has started to observe for turmoil and preparations on a speed hand, which were made everywhere: in a hall and on a stage. In haste placed beside chairs, which as always catastrophically did not suffice, inflated and here hung up on walls, by the way, already lost the true colour for a long time, multi-coloured balloons, attaching its threads by adhesive tape. On a stage connected the equipment. Among huge quantity of compact discs and audio cassettes chaotically scattered on all table, there was a stereo system, beside the heap of the confusing wires laid. There was the whole crowd consisting fussed it seems, of five  man, and in middle sat Baliasnikov. In general, he also should respond for technical support, DJ, in common. The people surrounding him, all time argued among themselves, and everyone tried to give the useful advice. Testing unearthly pleasure, therefore as has not allowed to involve itself in this «roundabout», I have departed in a distance and began to observe. The great variety of various technical shifts was created at me on eyes, which initiator, certainly, was Baliasnikov Dmitri Leonidovich. He thought during five minutes above one important problem: how to connect two microphones to the stereo system, which had only one input! I do not know, would he think about an adapter costing, by the way, only two and a half roubles, but, nevertheless, ours Kulibin has solved a task in own way, having chosen a rather original way, which I would name so: «a method of parallel twisting of wires of one microphone on a socket second one». As a result of such act of vandalism at the most responsible moments there were most unpleasant incidents, technical overlays, so to tell.

   I calmed the inflamed inquisitiveness, I have set off home to change clothes, you see, there were only 1,5 hours up to a concert, and it is not enough. Having come running to home, hastily having dressed in stylish clothes: a new white shirt, as soon that bought, jacket, silk trousers and varnished  shoes, not having forgotten about dark glasses for greater importance, I have hurried to return to the main center of excitements, passions, that is to native, unique and unforgettable school. In which times having overcome ten-minute distance, which each meter has remembered by heart from the  childhood, I have appeared on it threshold, where the twenty man crowded already. Having made out in this crowd the familiar persons, at once I has not missed the moment to join. We stayed not long on fresh air: in five minutes all of us, wet for sincere excitements, the performances about a future party and intolerable heat, rose on a narrow  ladder to a conference hall. Everyone received a balloon at in a course. The coming ten minutes the people was silent enough - gave to it the appropriate form. There was ten minutes to twelve. We, eleven-forms, begin to be under construction in pairs in small premise at an entrance in a hall. That business, everyone should enter there in pairs and to occupy the places from a stage, whether on any ancient tradition of this school, whether under our script. The splitting in pairs was approximately thus: first pair – Nickolai and Sophia - turns to the right, second pair – Vladimir and Elena - goes directly, third pair. … On the third place there was yours obedient the servant. As I did not accept  participation in rehearsals, I had no concept where I should stand and with whom to leave. It appears, they have written down me with Zotova Olga, who was in absence, as was found out. Having addressed to Elena Borisovna with a rhetorical question «what to do?», the problem was solved at once. And the result of the sanction has struck me so, that I long could not believe in it. … third pair – Yuri and Anastasia - turns to the left. Yes, that is Nastia, to which was connected so much all ridiculous both bitter, amusing and malicious, but as is spoken, about it next time. So, she very much worried, repeatedly repeating, that very much is afraid. First, she never rehearsed way out with me before, and secondly, any rehearsal does not go in comparison with increasing feeling of excitement and anxiety in front of public - unfamiliar people. I, to admit, was nervous too: the palms were hardly damp. As soon as the ceremony began also crowd, that is the column, was set from a place, I gently have taken Nastia to the left hand, and we were directed inside by precise measured step. When she has told me, that it is terrible, I said by the sure and little bit strict tone: «Is quiet!». Nastia really hardly has calmed down, and, by the way, by the end of ceremony neither at her, nor at me remained also of slightest trace though any of excitement. Only tears shed from eyes from time to time, it was necessary to think that we for ever shall leave native up to crazy school, that we shall keep away each other early or late, not wishing that, when so much still remained not made, inexpressible. … For example, I had not  time to tell Anastasia something, in due time and not only her, probably, it is unimportant now. Never all of us reflected, as the time was quickly carried by, and together with it and this treasured is time, which of the whole eleven years. Ahead grief, melancholy of school, of dialogue, and the perfect attitudes have developed not only between the pupils, but also they not bad concerned with the teachers. Well yes good, the past will not return. … And we shall return to school, in a hall, on a stage. The ending. The last ring. A huge bell with a bright red bow. Unfortunately, the operator has not fixed this perfect, delightful moment. But any chamber in the world could not transfer those feelings, which everybody have tested for these some minutes: both teacher, and parents, and graduates of this school, city, country. On their persons, in their eyes, hearts and souls … sad pleasure, bitter fun and intolerable pain of separation. Since then will pass years, but this memory, these feelings will stay in our souls during all stayed life. 

