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WHEN THE BELLS … RING

    When the final song has ceased, when the memorable farewell photos were made, everybody by crowd have run out to smoke on a street, on porch. I have left with them to inhale of some fresh air, though did not smoke. Weather has not deteriorated at all and still remained wonderful: it was not uniform cloud in the sky, the sun shine was dazzling bright, but the beams did not burn, though were hot as in the summer. They only cheerfully played in green foliage of trees. Easy, cool, freshening spring wind has made the business very quickly, and in five minutes we were a little having cheered up and steel in a status more or less sensibly to think and to support conversation. Having stood in an environment of our "warm" company, I have learned about one idea, which was just born, and however, maybe, for a long time - I am not taken to warrant for the accuracy. The idea consist in what: to be going at an entrance on the market "Orehovo" at 2:30 p. m. and to go on a barbecue. After short minute voting, the invention has received almost absolute support, and inexpressibly pleased everybody, we have begun to go to the houses.

    Having looked around and having noticed, that it was nothing to do any more on the porch, I have hurried to join to Baliasnikov, who already disappeared with Timofeev from my look. I have caught up Dmitri, when he walked in proud loneliness - Sergey has gone home. We were joyful, in an anticipation of great festival and we have followed to an example of Timofeev at once, not losing the minutes. Having come running home, I have engaged in the business, not paying slightest attention to boundless not appeased curiosity of the parents. Then I thought only of one matter - to be in time. In haste I have thrown off from myself smart clothes, having exchanged black varnished shoes on worn out sports shoes of not clear colour, silk trousers - on the old jeans with a rather doubtful shade, shirt and jacket - on T-shirt and jeans jacket. God, it suddenly became such comfortable! I have taken off from houses like a bullet, not losing a second. I even have forgotten to have a meal. But despite of all my diligence I have looked at the watch and has understood that I am late already. I have gone to the underground almost mechanically. I believed that so I shall reach up to the nominated place of meeting faster. Hardly having reduced a step, I have looked round around. Everywhere: and in the street, and under ground, - where I occurred, it sparkled in my eyes from mad quantity of red ribbons and bows, which so were arranged well on all eleven-forms without exception.   

    Having reached up to "Orehovo" and having left the underground, I have understood, that actually my way has appeared is even longer, rather than I would go on foot. By the way, I have spent five minutes for my path from the underground. As always, having was late on ten minutes, I have seen huge crowd near the market and I was incurred there like mad. As soon as I have approached Golubev has started to collect our money. Though were thrown off all on sixty roubles, but in few minutes it was collected two and a half of thousand from our numerous noisy company. Then the most interesting things have began: the organization was absent completely. After "cash department" has passed in the order of Slavik completely he has gone to the market with Tihomirov and Chesnokov, and all others have remained to stand near the market. At first they have bought batteries for a radio tape recorder, apparently, that it was not boring. We waited for them approximately fifty minutes. By the way, very amusing incident took a place for this time. We were tormented in expectation and stood at a front entrance on the market. The tape recorder shouted, it was brought already purchased foods to a gate. And suddenly someone has seen in the market Pestovskaya Yulia Gennadievna and Bohan Zoya Alexandrovna - our teachers, which were directed to an exit. Having seen us and having appreciated our stocks, they have not slowed down to greet with an expressive smile. From surprise we just were with opened mouthes, not knowing what to answer in such juicy situation. We would stand in complete silence any time, having swallowed the tongues, but it has not passed also of five seconds, as everybody have burst in a thunderous laughter. Slava just brought the next portion – nine bottles of vodka. At this time he has become puzzled looking at the unexpected visitors so, that he nearly has not issued precious packages from the hands. He had time to catch them only by miracle. In gratitude their contents have answered with deafening ring. «It is interesting, how will you answer the exams!» - the visitors have told with some mockery, having left as silently and suddenly, as they have appeared. After twenty minutes, when all was purchased: nine bottles of vodka "Zavalinka", eighteen bottles of beer "Ochakovo" in capacity 2,25 l., as much of bottles of soda water in capacity 1,5 l., five jars of cucumbers in marinade, bread, pork, fillet, crackers, smoked fish, fish for "Klinskoe", bananas, oranges, apples, two blocks of cigarettes "LD-lights", plastic glasses, six batteries for the tape recorder, - our noisy crowd has started messages passionate long, wearisome and painful discussion on a subject: where to go. The diversified offers acted absolutely from all of us. Therefore to come to the mutual agreement it was is rather problematic. For example, such ideas sounded aloud: to go to a pond, to go to a military division, to go to a cemetery. These variants have disappeared at once, because in the given places there was a huge quantity of riders in regimentals, and the neighbourhood with them would be extremely undesirable. Any way, these discussions have begun to bother. But for Tihomirov who, having sat in the middle roads under the first tree, has told: «That is enough! You have fucked me off, let's stay here, give me some beer!», - the discussion would proceed even one hour. We have accepted very tempting offer: to find a car, to take products up to the mountain and to go to "The Pines". So we have acted. But it has failed to find a car. The drivers passed without a stop, having seen such company. It was necessary to drag all foods on foot. By the way, we have chosen rather strange route if not to tell greater. Our path ran through a cemetery deserted gardens, bogs and sandy land. When we have reached woods at last, having overcome difficulties, we were finally beat out from the forces. Our company has found a huge clearing in the woods, hardly having run some more thirty meters. We could not stand any more, having exhausted. It was decided to take a rest of ten minutes, and then to begin organization of a celebration.

    I have examined our place, having sat down on a log and deeply inhaling clean wood air. All shone with a circle pure, wonderful, gently luminous paints. I as though was transferred to other the world in one instant. It was absolutely opposite world, covered by warm, soft, tender light. It was something exciting in air, that gave sensation of ease, pleasure and happiness. All of us have tested sharp pleasure in those seconds, which happens at the man only rare minutes, when he is cheerful and is rather happy. On that mysterious cleaning in the woods anything was perfect. We have forgotten about all fluctuations and fears, have forgotten about daily life. Only silent clear pleasure was everywhere, and easy clouds occasionally floated in heavenly blue which were penetrated by the sun.

    When I have wandered from the ideas for one second, I have seen that the people already has begun organization of a party, slightly having had a rest. Everything occured marvellously quickly. It has not passed also of ten minutes, as "the table" was ready. But there was one more problem. It was nothing to sit. At the moment I have regretted most of all that I did not have camera. The picture was amazing and unusual as a matter of fact: Baliasnikov, Tihomirov, Chesnokov and Stroy dragged a huge log - «Lenin at harvest works». It should be seen! The truth, their hands were more black than night after such feat. So I and Bogdanov have run with the already devastated plastic bottles to a spring, having shown the initiative, the boon it was nearby. Well, all is spread out and pour out. It would seem, it is time to begin, but Tihomirov unexpectedly was distinguished again. He has struck us at all with the phrase: «Guys, I shall not drink vodka!». Then everybody begun to refuse vodka. As it is strange, I was among them, by the way. We felt well, the mood was excellent without plentiful drinking. But, however, the atmosphere of a holiday has taken a place very soon. The people already lifted glasses after two minutes. My patience has overflowed by Artak. He have addressed to me: « Yura, let's drink some vodka! ». Slavik gave a toast to us. We drunk a toast to all graduates that we remained are amicable among themselves, as now. It is possible to consider this minute as the beginning of our holiday. It seemed, the time flies with the double speed, it rushed promptly and inevitably. It is strange, and the very interesting thing was observed. We consumed alcoholic drinks in huge quantities. When the vodka was completed, we have begun to drink beer with a pleasure. But even thus we remained sober, and it was in a such heat! Solely, that it was possible to notice  is some weariness and sadness which was reflected by eyes of each of us. The sharp lack of beer was found out in two and a half of one hour. So it was necessary to equip the walker. It was Bogdanov  who  has acted voluntary. He should go to school to bring the sister to home at 17:00, and it means, that he should rise in a mountain all the same. We have pulled out from pockets the rests of money and have asked him to go to the market and to buy something of kind of foods. Romik already has come back to us in forty minutes, and the fun has proceeded. Certainly, we were drunk a little to the moment of his returning, though the "fun" it is hardly possible to name it so. We unsuccessfully tried to muffle the feeling of grief and pain, but it only accrued, contrary to expectations. And it accrued so, that we were damp eyelids, and intolerably it would be desirable to cry. Though  it is necessary to have a fun in this holiday, but, perhaps, such pure, virgin feeling was not tested by anybody. It was something  in our hearts, that  suppressed pleasure, though the sincere of happiness has put up at our souls that day, despite of the problem. Meanwhile the watchs ticked. The time is sands, irrevocably slipping through fingers. It was ruthlessly carried away forward. There were six and a half of hours. We had only piece of black bread and three packings of sausages.Though they laid under the sun, but till now they have remained frozen. The strange cleaning in the woods has become empty. The majority of us has decided to go to take a walk. have run away from us imperceptibly and they have started to fry those frozen sausages. Varfolomeev, unique, not having calculated the opportunities, wandered between the trees, asking for a cigarette at those whom he met and, that most interesting, condom which is not known what for it was necessary for him. Our place began to be filled in five minutes. Larionceva and Savenkova have lay down to get sunburnt, having spread a blanket under beams of the deep red evening sun slowly driven on west. We  had no cigarettes any more, so it was necessary to ask the girls. Thus even nobody has felt, that the cigarettes were with menthol, though anybody from us does not like it. It was twenty minutes to seven of hours. We have begun to be going. During five minutes the clearing in the woods became as a new, so to tell. It was not neither glasses, nor bottles. All rubbish was thrown out accurately  in the garbage container. Then we have woken the slept girls with the large work. I and Baliasnikov left by least, therefore we have shared the stayed foods among themselves, as well as it is necessary. By the way, it is necessary to notice, that Dimon practically did not drink that evening, because then it was a birthday of his mother, and he should be at office at 10:00 p. m.. A long road to a school discotheque  was coming us. After we have left the woods, at once went to a spring to be freshened. But here the majority of us as though have run into irrevocably left childhood. They jumped, played the fool on clean spring herb and spattered by cool spring water during ten minutes, being gradually directed to the school. Someone went slowly, someone  is fast. In result, when we have risen in a mountain, there was only some men. As we had some time, we was decided to go to the market. Having bought there any qantity of soda water and beer, we were directed to school, to a conference hall, where everything began at one time. We have found a new problem on a school porch. in such ruthless heat It was very difficult to bring something, in particular, beer. But we have not become puzzled and attacked, having fulfilled the precise plan.           Lyubov Fedorovna and Irina stood near the door, and somewhere in a depth of a gloomy corridor covered by a lonely solar beam Elena Borisovna separated not absolutely sober Kamalov and Golubev which have fought because of the girl, as always. I together with Dimon have come first, Slavik went behind us, trying to hide two bottles of beer behind a thin black T-shirt. Our plan has worked. As soon as we have come Irina, certainly, has not missed a chance to begin conversation, and Slavik imperceptibly has slipped in a lobby in the meantime. As if to our conversation, I do not remember its essence any more, frankly speaking, as then it interested me a little. And consequently, having felt my indifference, Irina has asked the most primitive question, which it was possible to expect from her: « Yuri, are you drunk?» I frankly have answered, not deliberating: «No, I'm not. I'm just happy!» Then I have risen to a conference hall, to discoteque, actually. To a deepest regret I have seen that it is nothing to do there, basically. It was no more than ten men inside. But in a small premise, where we were standing in pairs absolutely recently, complete drunk chaos reigned. Through rich cloud of  tobacco smoke it was possible to indistinctly see any silhouettes having fun. They drunk beer, spilled vodka, smoked cigarettes and cigars, thus dirty swore. I have stood near a hall in a hope to find somebody from our former class during twenty minutes. Then Baliasnikov has approached to me, and having decided that  it is really nothing to do here, we were directed to an exit.

     Having left the walls of school, I have directed to the market, and, having bought one more bottle of beer (Dimon has refused because of the understandable reason), we together with Dmitri went to a bus stop. On that moment we were complete fresh, colourful, bright and, that is most important, pleasant impressions. We have sat on a bench and in complete silence, not making word, have started to admire the most beautiful sunset. The huge bright red solar disk slowly lowered behind the tops of trees, leaving bluish fog and long-awaited cool after itself. Very soon our bus has approached, and has taken away us on east, in impenetrable night darkness. When I have returned home, as here a celebratory atmosphere has caught. It appears, my parents waited for me - one of the originators of a celebration for a long time. Having given them an hour, I have hurried to plunge in strong treating dream. The next day they have woken me early in morning. But I have not risen from a bed, continuing to lay till four o'clock in the afternoon. My hotly favourite friend Baliasnikov, who has gone to me with a small gift - a bottle of beer, has deduced me from an apathetic status finally. That day we have stayed with Dima till deep evening, being divided by impressions about magnificent day, but the story of a yesterday's holiday was known for us only a half, as it has appeared. It has received the not less colourful continuation after our leaving. 

    I shall try to retell all the picture of that day. The truth, I do not vouch for the accuracy, because I was not present there, and only heard the another's story. After we have left our guys, namely: Larionceva, Menshova, Savenkova, Bogdanov, Golubev, Stroy, Tihomirov and Chesnokov,  have decided to arrange an own discoteque which should be better school one, in their opinion. The continuation of a banquet should be held, by one word. Having bought the foods: that is vodka, beer, soda water, they have went to "the little table". It was a small metal table with benches on a children's platform near school. The fun proceeded till three o'clock in the morning. This company was heard even by celebrating teachers at school. The test for durability already began about two hours. Bogdanov has not sustained by first and he has not "sustained" so unsuccessfully, that nearly has not spoiled Golubev's boots. And in rest it was cheerful, as far as I believe. Drunk Romik and Slavik, the loudly shouting tape recorder, the swearing tenants of the first floors of the next houses, dancing Tihomirov, who has decided to sing favourite "Madam" by a duet with Michail Krug, and applauding girls - It is possible to consider this as the worthy ending of beautiful day. The last ring has managed!

    The "hated" examinations were coming in one week. But weather began to become bad in couple of days in a mark of the ending of fun. All the sky was covered by grey fog of clouds for three weeks. There was cold northern winds and unending torrential rains also have begun. In evenings it was already impossible to find the large bright shining "star" in the sky. They named it Venus. She withdraws us to immense star space.Venus occur in the evening sky by very first and disappear by the latest,when begins to be shown the young dawn of the next day.

