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HepeBHs

In the vast plains of central Russia, where the fields stretched endlessly under a gray
sky, two brothers named Tikhon and Kuzma Krasov lived their lives tied to the soil and the
harsh rhythms of the countryside.

B OeckpaiiHux paBHMHAX IeHTpabHOW Poccum, rie mosst 6eCKOHEYHO TSHYJIUCH TI0J, CEPhIM
HeOOM, KWJIM CBOel XU3HBIO JiBa Opara — TuxoH u Ky3sma KpacoBsl, cBsi3aHHBIE ¢ 3eMJIEH U CYpO-
BBIMHM PUTMaMH JICPEBEHCKON KHU3HU.

Their family roots went deep into the earth of Durnovka, a small village forgotten
by time, where their ancestors had toiled as serfs, thieves, and wanderers.

KopHu ux ceMbr yxomauim riryOoKo B 3emunio JlypHOBKM — MaJIeHbKOM JIepeBHU, 3a0bITON Bpe-
MEHeM, TJie TIPEIKUA TPYIINCh KPEOCTHBIMU, BOPOBAJIM U CKUTAITUCh.

The Krasovs came from a line marked by shame — grandfathers who stole horses, fathers
who begged and drank away their days.

KpacoBbl mipoucxomuin U3 pofa, OTMEYEHHOTO TO30pOM: JeJibl BOPOBAJIU JIOIIA/IEH, OTIbI
MOOUPAJIKCH U TIPOITUBAJIM JJHUA HATIPOJIET.

But the brothers had tried to rise above it, starting as young clerks in a nearby town,
then becoming peddlers who roamed the roads with packs of goods on their backs.

Ho Gpatbst HOMBITAIMCH OAHATHCS BBIIIIE: HAYAIM MATBYMIITKAMU-TIPUKA3YNKAMK B COCEIHEM
rOpOJIKE, a IOTOM CTaJId KOPOOESHHUKAMU, XOAUBIIMMH 10 JIOPOraM ¢ KOTOMKaMH 32 TUICYaMU.

Tikhon, the older one, was built like a bull, with a thick neck and sharp eyes that missed
nothing.

TuxoH, cTapimii, ObLT CIIOXKEH KaK OBIK, C TOJICTOM IlIeel M OCTPhIMU IIa3aMH, HE YITYCKABIIIUMHU
HUYEro Ha CBETe.

He had a fire in him, a drive to grab what he could from life.
B HEM rope oroHs — kajiHasi, HEYKpOTUMAsl Kak/la XBaTaTh OT XKU3HU BCE, UTO BOZMOXHO.

Kuzma, slimmer and quieter, carried a book in his pocket and dreamed of words that
could change the world.

Ky3bma, XynoImasblii ¥ TUXU, HOCHJI B KapMaHe KHUTY U MeUTall O CJIOBaxX, CIIOCOOHBIX Tiepe-
BEPHYTh MUD.

They traveled together for years, selling cloth, pots, and trinkets to peasants in distant
hamlets.

MHoro JieT OH1 XOIUJIA BMECTe, TPoJaBasi KPeCTbsIHAM B IAJIbHUX JEPEBYIIKAX CYKHO, TOPIIKU
1 BCSIKYIO MEJIOYb.

But money tore them apart.
Ho nenbru pasinyuniv ux.

A fight over a few rubles turned bitter, and they split ways, cursing each other under
their breath.
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Ccopa u3-3a HeCKOJIbKUX pyOsiell cTaja TOPbKOW, U OHM Pa3OIILIKCh, BIIOJITOJIOCA MTPOKJINHAS
Apyr gpyra.

Tikhon headed back to Durnovka, where he took over an old way station on the edge
of the village.
TuxoH BepHyJcs B [lypHOBKY 1 3a0pajt cTapylo MOYTOBYIO CTAHIIMIO HA CAMOM Kpalo JePEeBHHU.

It was a rundown place with creaking wooden floors and a yard full of mud, but he saw
potential.

Mecto OBLIO BETXO€ — CKPUIISAIIME TONBI, IBOP MO KOJICHO B TPsSI3H, — HO OH YBUJET B HEM
BO3MOKHOCTb.

He turned it into a hub — a postal stop for letters from far-off cities, a shop selling vodka
and bread, and a store with shelves of sugar, tea, and nails.

OH 1mipeBpaTuJI ero B IIEHTP: TIOUTY IS TUCEeM M3 JaJIbHUX TOPOIOB, KaOaK ¢ BOIKOW M XJ1e00M,
JIaBKY, TJIe Ha IMOJIKaX JIekKau caxap, 4aid ¥ TBO3JIH.

At forty, Tikhon was still hungry for more.
B copok net TuxoH Bc€ eré xoTen O0MbIIIero.

He went to auctions where broke landowners sold their fields cheap, snapping up parcels
of land like a wolf taking scraps.

OH e311J1 Ha TOPTH, TJie Pa30PUBIIKECS MOMEIIUKY MTPOJABAIA 3eMITIO 32 OECIIEHOK, W CKyTMaJ
YYaCTKH, TOYHO BOJIK XBAaTA€T KYCKHU.

His hands grew calloused from work, his pockets heavier with coins.
Pyku ero orpy6enu ot paOOTbl, KApMaHbl OTSKEJIEM OT MOHET.

Life at home was empty, though.
Jloma ke 1apuia mycrora.

He lived with a mute cook, a woman with sad eyes who couldn’t speak a word.
OH xuJ1 ¢ HEMOM KyXapKOH — KEHIIMHON ¢ TPYCTHBIMU I71a3aMH, HE IIPOPOHMBLIEN HU CJIOBA.

She gave birth to his child one stormy night, but the baby died before dawn, its tiny cries
fading into silence.

OpnHax eI OypHOH HOYBIO OHA pofMia eMy peOEHKa, HO MITaJieHell yMep JI0 paccBeTa, ero ca-
OBIi IJ1a4 pacTasiyi B TUILINHE.

Tikhon sent her away, her face pale and broken, and married a noblewoman from
a fading family, hoping for sons to carry his name.

TuxoH otocnan e€ mpoub — ONieqHYI0, CJIOMJICHHYIO — U JKEHUJICS Ha OOeTHEBIIeH TBOPSHKE,
HaaesCh Ha C]:IHOBGIZ-HEICJICIIHI/IKOB.

But fate laughed at him — their children came stillborn, one after another, leaving the
house cold and childless.

Ho cynp6a nocmesiiach: 16TV poXkIaIuCh MEPTBBIMU, OIUH 32 IPYTUM, U JOM OCTAJICS XOJIOJI-
HBbIM 1 O€3/1€THBIM.
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One small triumph came when the last of the old masters, the family that had owned
his ancestors as serfs, died in poverty.

Mauienpkoit IoOejol CTajo, KOorjaa MocjaeJHANA W3 MPEeKHUX X03sIeB — CeMbs, BJIAJICBINAS €r0
MMpeaKaMu KaK KpEroCTHbIMU — YMEP B HAULICTE.

Tikhon stood at the grave, a grim smile on his face, feeling the chains of the past break.
THUXOH CTOSIT y MOTHJIBI C MPAYHOM YJIBIOKOM, UyBCTBYSI, KaK PBYTCS 1€ MPOIILIOTO.

Troubles piled up like winter snow.
BGIII)I HaBaJIMBaJIUCh, TOYHO 3UMHUU CHET.

The government took over liquor sales, shutting down his dramshop and cutting his
profits.
TocymapcTBo 3a0paso mpogaxky BoaKH cede, 3aKphIB ero Kadak u 00pe3aB JTOXOIbI.

That summer, a drought scorched the land - fields turned to dust, rivers shrank
to trickles, and crops withered under a merciless sun.

Tem neToM 3acyxa BBIKIJIA 3eMJTIO: TTOJIsI OOPATHJIUCh B MBLTh, PEKU 0OMeteNt, Xjieda 3acoXim
1oy 6ECTIONIAHBIM COJTHLIEM.

Tikhon rode his horse through the parched earth, his shirt soaked with sweat, cursing
the sky.
TUXOH CKakKaJ 1Mo UccoxIel 3eme, pyoarika JuIuia OT MoTa, OH MPOKJIMHAI HEOO.

At the fair in town, amid the noise of haggling merchants and drunken songs, he drank
too much, his mind swirling with questions about life’s cruelty.

Ha apmapke B ropoze, cpeiayd roMoHa TOPrOBUEB U IbSHBIX [ECEH, OH HAMWICS, U B TOJIOBE
KPYTHJIHCh BOTIPOCHI O )KECTOKOCTH KU3HHU.

Why did he fight so hard?
3auyeM OH Tak ObeTcA?

But he shook it off, made his deals, and rode home with a full cart.
Ho on otMaxHysics, 3aKJII0YMIT CAEIKY U ITOE€XaJl IOMOM € TIOJIHOM TEJIETrOM.

The war with Japan echoed from afar, like thunder over the horizon.
Boiina ¢ flnonuent rpemena riae-To J1ajJeko, TOYHO TPOM 32 TOPU3OHTOM.

Soldiers marched off, but in Durnovka, it meant little — just higher prices and empty
bellies.

Conparel yxonwid Ha (PpOHT, HO B JlypHOBKE 3TO 3HAYWJIO JIMIIb JOPOTOBU3HY U ITyCThIE
JKETYIKU.

Rumors of change stirred the air: socialists talking about land for all, uprisings in the
cities.

ITo BO3AyXy HOCHIJIUCH CITyXH O IIepeMeHaXx: COLMAJIUCTBI TOBOPHIIH O 3eMJIE JUIsI BCEX, B TOpoJax
BCIIBIXUBAJIA 6yHTI)I.

Tikhon first nodded along, thinking reform might help.
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CThIO.

THUXOH cHavyasia KUBaJl — MOXET, pepOpMbI ¥ IOMOT'YT.

But when whispers reached him of plots against landowners like him, his blood ran cold.
Ho Korja o HEro JOUIIM IETIOTKHY O 3aroBopax nmpoTrB TaKUX, KaK OH, KPOBb 3aCThLJIA B JKHUJIAX.

His own tenants, the peasants who worked his fields, eyed him with hate.
CoOcCTBEHHBIE ApPE€HAATOPLI — KPECTbAHE, MaxaBIIUE €ro Moy — CMOTPEIN Ha HETO C HCHABU-
One night, in the village square lit by flickering lanterns, a crowd gathered.

OpHaX 6! HOUBIO Ha TUIOIIA/IY TPH poKaleM cBeTe (poHapeit codpasiack Toma.

They shouted about freedom, refusing to pay rent.
Kpuvanu o Bosie, OTKa3bIBAIHCh MJIATUTH OOPOK.

Tikhon faced them down, his voice booming, but fear gripped his heart.
THUXOH BBIIIEN K HAM, TOJIOC IPpeMeJt, HO Cep/lle CKUMAIIOCh OT CTpaxa.

The rebellion fizzled out, guards came, and order returned.
ByHT yrac, mpuexaam cTpaXXxHUKH, TIOPSIOK BOCCTAHOBUJICS.

Still, trust was gone; he saw enemies in every shadow.
Ho nosepue ncuesno; B Kax10i TeHU OH BUEI Bpara.

Among his workers was Rodka, a strong peasant with a temper like fire.
Cpenu paboTHUKOB ObUT POfIbKa — KPETKHiA MyKHK C HOPOBOM, TOYHO OTOHb.

Rodka’s wife, called the Young Bride, was beautiful in a simple way, with dark hair and

steady eyes that hid her pain.

Kena ero, Mononyxa, Oblla KpacuBa IMO-AE€PEBEHCKU: TEMHBIE BOJIOCHI, CIIOKOWHBIE I71a3a,

CKPBIBaBILIKE OOJTb.

Tikhon noticed her too much, his gaze lingering as she carried water or tended the

animals.

TuxoH CIMIIIKOM 4YacTo CMOTpPEJT Ha Heé, B3IVIAL 3aICPKUBAJICA, KOI'la OHA HOCHUJIA BOY WJIN

KOpMUJIa CKOTHUHY.

One evening, alone in the barn with the smell of hay thick in the air, he gave in to his

desire.

(0)113:P 9113 BEUYCPOM B Capac, ri€ ryCro 1naxjo CCHOM, OH IMOAOAJICA KETaHUIO.

She said nothing, her face blank as stone.
Oma He cka3aJia HU CJIOBA, JIUIIO — TOYHO KaMeHb.

Rodka was violent, beating her for small things, and Tikhon feared him.
Ponpka ObuT OyiiHBIM, OWIT €€ 3a MeJioun, M TUXOH OOosiICs ero.

But the Bride endured, her spirit unbroken despite the bruises.
Ho Monoayxa tepriena, 1yx €€ He CJIOMAJICS, HECMOTPS Ha CUHSIKHU.
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Then Rodka died suddenly, foaming at the mouth after a meal.
[Motom Ponpka BHE3aIrHO ymep — MeHa y pra Moclie yKHUHa.

The village buzzed with talk — was it poison?
HepeBHs rynena: sia?

Tikhon suspected her, though no proof surfaced.
TuxoH nogo3peBa e€, HO 0Ka3aTeIbCTB He ObLIO.

He kept her on as a servant, her presence a reminder of his weakness.
OH ocraBui e€ B pabOTHUIAX — e€ MPUCYTCTBUAE HATIOMUHAJIO O €ro CIad0CTH.
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KoHen 03HakoMuUTEJIbHOT0 (pparmMeHra.

Texkcr npenocrasinen OO0 «JIutpec».

IIpounTaiiTe 3Ty KHUTY LIEJIMKOM, KYIMB II0OJHYIO JIETaJIbHYIO Bepcuio Ha JluTpec.

BesomnacHo onnatuTh KHUTY MOKHO OaHKOBCKOM Kaprtoit Visa, MasterCard, Maestro, co cuera
MOOWIIBHOTO TenepoHa, C TUIaTeKHOro tepMuHana, B catone MTC wm Cesi3Hoii, yepes PayPal,
WebMoney, fAunekc.densru, QIWI Komesnek, 60HyCHbIME KapTaMu WX APYTUM YIOOHBIM Bam crio-
coOom.
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