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Guests arrived at the young landowners, the Vinogràdovs, who had only married last winter and had been living in the village all winter: two brothers, the Borìsovs, and the writer Gvózdev. The elder Borìsov was very slender, nearsighted, and a very kind person in his thirties. The hair on his head and in his beard was very light and thin. He was called Nikolài Andréevich. He was an associate professor at the university.
His brother, a student, was simply called Sergéi, and everyone loved him for his healthy, handsome appearance, cheerful and steady character, wit, and appealing beliefs.
Alexéi Petróvich Gvózdev was a fiction writer whose works were highly regarded by the segment of the audience that primarily demands from a writer a pleasant, sincere, and kind-hearted idea. He dressed in a Russian style and had his hair cut in a circle.
All three of them arrived in the best of spirits, and the whole house came to life with their arrival. Not only the gentlemen but also the servants were delighted with the arrival of the cheerful and generous guests. Vinogràdov himself was particularly pleased: although he had recently married and had not yet tired of enjoying the first happy moments with his young, beautiful, and healthy wife, the monotony of country life and a single love was beginning to weigh on him.
When the zemstvo1 carriage, pulled by a pair of strong and round horses with wet, tied-up tails, rolled up to the Vinogràdovs’ kryl’tsó2, there was a commotion and bustle. Vinogràdov himself, without a coat and hat, in an old student's tuzhurka3 that he wore at home because his wife liked it, rushed out onto the porch, smiling with a joyful and animated expression.
« These are the guys, well done for coming! » he shouted with a hearty, resonant voice.
The guests, laughing and responding to greetings, spilled out on both sides of the carriage, pulling out the guns and cartridge cases they had brought with them. Behind them, two beautiful hunting dogs also emerged: a dark-red, curly-coated setter named Ajax, belonging to Gvózdev, and a sturdy, slender Gordon setter named Marx, belonging to Sergéi Borìsov.
The arriving worker Ivàn, grinning cheerfully, picked up two burlap sacks from the carriage and, following the gentlemen, carried them into the front hall.
« What’s this? » Vinogràdov asked cheerfully, raising his eyebrows high.
Ivàn, always grinning cheerfully, turned the rim of a sack and, from there, silver and red bottle necks peeked out. Gvózdev, who was taking off his coats, paused and theatrically tapped his neck4 with his free hand, making everyone laugh.
« Well, how glad I am to see you all, » said Vinogràdov, his eyes sparkling, helping one person after another remove their coats and warmly shaking hands with everyone.
He even gave Borìsov, the eldest of them, a kiss on his cheek, as they had been old and close friends, university mates.
« Well, my friend, we’re more than glad to have you, » Borìsov laughed. « Things have fallen apart without you… Everyone is in a bad mood and bored to death. »
« Is that so? » Vinogràdov asked with pleasure.
« Ask them. And as a matter of fact, after you’ve been cooped up for a while, you’d be delighted to get some fresh air. »
« We have plenty of air here, you can eat it, » Vinogràdov said with a laugh.
« We’ve seen it, my dear… What a blessing! »
The hostess herself came out to the front hall, Vinogràdov’s young wife.
Klàvdia Nikolàevna was very delicate and tender, a blonde woman of small stature with tiny little hands and feet. She had big, innocent, light eyes that, along with her soft, curly hair, gave her the appearance of an angel, which she was aware of and proud of. In fact, she always tried to be kind and meek. She was dressed well and stylishly, but loosely to hide her slightly rounded belly: she was pregnant.
« Welcome, gentlemen! » she said, warmly extending both hands to them with graceful coquetry.
« So you’re not kicking us out! » Gvózdev said playfully, shaking her hand with delight and care, as if she were made of glass.
« I might! » she replied mockingly.
Her husband interrupted her, anxiously and hurriedly rushing towards her.
« Go, go, Klava… The door is open. »
Klàvdia Nikolàevna, even more charmingly coquettish, amiably shook her head, like a spoiled child does, but still stepped back into the living room.
She was excited to be pregnant and took great care to protect her baby every minute. The thought of having her future child thrilled her at all times, fearing that even a gust of wind might cause her to give birth to the baby, so delicate and frail, dead or deformed, as she used to say.
The guests, trying not to delay her given her delicate condition, quickly took off their coats and walked through the living room into the dining room, where the servant, a beautiful and healthy girl named Ànnushka, was setting the table, hurriedly making the crockery clink.
« We’ve already had our lunch, » Klàvdia Nikolàevna said with a pleasant ease given by the awareness of not being misunderstood. « I assume you’re starving, aren’t you? »
« Oh, we are, » Gvózdev admitted, rubbing his hands.
« Good. Then I’ll get you something to eat immediately. Please start with some vodka and then leave the rest to me: do you prefer chicken or steak? »
« We’ll take anything, as long as there’s something to eat, » Gvózdev and Sergéi Borìsov replied in unison.
Klàvdia Sergeyevna smiled at them, fixed her hair, and went to instruct the preparation of the chicken. The men settled noisily around the table, offering vodka and zakuski5 « It’s a miracle we arrived safe and sound, my friend… We almost got stuck in the mud twice, » Borìsov said.
« Yes, the road is terribly damaged, » Vinogràdov confirmed. « Last night I went to Ostàdnoye to see the Zemstvo and could hardly get out of the ditch… Past the little bridge, you know?... »
« That’s right, we got stuck right there too. »
« We had to get out and pull the carriage ourselves. We wouldn’t have been able to do it, but a lad who looked frozen came to help. Imagine a guy, a very skinny type, dressed in rags and exhausted, who says though: “All’s right…” He crawls under the rear, and as soon as he pushes, I was almost crushed! » Borìsov told with a sort of innocent excitement with which all weak men describe other people showing their strength, incomprehensible to them.
Vinogràdov listened and laughed, cuddling the head of his red-haired Ajax, who had sunk his nose into his knees. He loved dogs very much. Ajax waved his tail happily, casting his intelligent, kind eyes on the table.
« You have seen my dog, haven’t you? » Sergéi asked and, without waiting for an answer, he called out: « Marx, here! »
The beautiful dog, bumping into the seated guests, immediately responded to the call and began rhythmically ticking his tail against the legs of the chair, like a pendulum.
« You see him? » Sergéi said proudly. The dog was truly beautiful.
Vinogràdov, who took delight in showing off and was genuinely a connoisseur of purebred dogs, carefully examined the animal.
« He’s stunning, » he said, completely convinced.
« Touch his nose, » Sergéi continued enthusiastically, « it’s as cold as ice. »
« Yes! » Vinogràdov agreed, after poking the dog’s cold nose with the palm of his hand. « He must have an exceptional sense of smell. Have you tried him out? »
Sergéi became a little sad because he hadn’t yet tested the hunting abilities of the dog and was afraid he might not perform well.
« Not yet… »
« Well, we’ll try him tomorrow. Kirilla told me there’s already a great quantity of mallards and teals, and I saw geese myself yesterday… Not that far from here… What a pity, I forgot my rifle. I didn’t expect it at all… Well, gentlemen, more vodka? »
Vinogràdov confidently poured vodka into the glasses, and although he had already had lunch, he poured some for himself ‘for company’. Everyone clinked glasses and drank, then began to savour sprats, pickled herrings, and marinated mushrooms deliciously and for a long time. Then they had another drink and another, trying one snack after another.
Klàvdia Nikolàevna entered and sat down at the free end of the table. With her arrival, the conversation livened up, as she was light-hearted, witty, and, most importantly, an attractive conversationalist. The topic shifted to city topics. The Vinogràdovs had many relatives and acquaintances in the city. In the midst of the conversation, the men discreetly had another four shots of vodka each and began discussing a recent bloody clash between two political parties. Since they all shared the same beliefs, the conversation went on cheerfully and pleasantly for everyone, despite the sombre topic.
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Ànnushka, who had feelings for Sergéi Borìsov and was quite pleased with his arrival, threw herself into the kitchen and shouted from the doorstep:
« Akulina, the bàrynia6 ordered chickens! »Akulina, a chubby and good-natured woman with a benevolent face, tucked up her skirt and replied « Right away! », while she walked across the yard to the chicken house.It was already getting dark outside, and the stars were brightening. Everything on the ground looked dark and scary, but the air was clear and smelled of damp earth and fresh manure from the livestock yard. Inside the chicken house, a person couldn’t see a thing. The hens had long roosted on their perches and were asleep. Only the old rooster kept fidgeting and moaning in the darkness, and somewhere, the young chicks were cheeping softly. They had spent the whole day running in the sun and happily digging in the warm, deep manure. They were warm and well-fed, and couldn’t calm down even in their sleep, chirping and wriggling.Akulina entered the chicken house, bending down and muttering, « Let’s see, I’ll take a speckled one… And a couple of white ones. There are many white ones. »Stretching out her arms, though she couldn’t see anything in the darkness, she easily found the roosts and began to feel them carefully. The chickens were restless, but they were so clueless that they didn’t understand or suspect anything. They only fidgeted when they felt Akulina’s fingers on their heads but immediately settled down as she moved on. When Akulina, in her estimation, reached a speckled chick, she grabbed it tightly with both hands and took it out to the light. The chick let out a piercing cheep and started to tremble. The rooster moaned loudly and angrily but didn’t move. In the light, the chick turned out not to be speckled at all but black. However, Akulina tied its legs with a cloth anyway and threw it on the ground. Then she continued to look for two more chicks in the darkness. Although these were not white or speckled either, she tied their legs like the first one and, holding them by their feet, carried them to the kitchen.The chicks squealed in fear and struggled, totally unaware of what was happening. Everything – being held upside down, or the evening they had never seen before as they usually went to sleep with the sun – had a terrifying and incomparable impact on them, a profound animalistic dread. But soon they let go and fell silent, opening their beaks helplessly, spreading their wings, with their heads hanging down.« Pashka, hand me the knife! » Akulina shouted in a loud voice through the open kitchen door.Pashka, a twelve-year-old boy with curly hair and freckles, son of Akulina and a soldier passing through, who had been taught to read and write by Klàvdia Nikolàevna, pushed away the alphabet book on which he had been sweating hard all day, wiped his nose with his fingers, and jumped out onto the terrace with a large knife in his hand.« Can I do it, Mommy? » he said, trembling.« OK, here you go, » Akulina said indifferently, handing Pashka a reddish chick.Pashka, who had been used to and enjoyed slaughtering animals since he was very little, despite being a very kind and quiet boy, eagerly grabbed the reddish chick by both wings, placed its head on the doorstep of the kryl’tsó, and, aiming carefully, struck it with the knife. But it was already dark, and Pashka didn’t aim right, only managing to chop off half of the chick’s head. Drops of blood, brain, and a half-severed eye splattered. Pashka struck again, and the deformed head rolled away. Thick, almost black blood poured generously onto the ground as Pashka held the chick by its legs and watched the blood flow.« You idiot, what did you chop their heads off for? Give them to me, » Akulina said angrily, took a knife, and with confident movements, she cut the throat of the first one, then it was the turn of the other chick. She threw them on the ground and went into the kitchen
3
4
5
6
7
8
From the same publisher

OPS/images/cover-image.png
Mikhail Artsybashev

BLOOD

Short story

edited by Bruno Osimo
translated by Erika Terragni





OPS/images/image.png





OPS/toc.xhtml
		Table of Contents		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		From the same publisher





		Footnotes






OPS/js/book.js
function Body_onLoad() {
}





