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By the evening, after day sun, a light breeze arose and was silently rustling in the grass. Shades started their climbing on flanks of hills. Rabbits were sitting on the sand without moving as grey sculptures. Then steps had been sounded from the direction of high road – somebody was roaming on crunchy dead leaves of sycamores. The rabbits hid with no sound. The haughty heron flushed hardly and flied off to lowers above water. Everything froze for a moment and then two menfolk had came out to clearing by the track from creek, one – after another, and here, at the clearing, he also was staying behind. They both were dressed in linen trousers and same jackets with brass buttons. Both wore black creased hats, and had tightly rolled blankets thrown over the shoulder. The first was vivid, dark-complexioned, and small, with anxious eyes and strict firm face. He had everything expressive: strong short arms, narrow shoulders, thin straight nose. But the second, who was walking behind, – tall, big, with flat face and idle eyes; he was walking clumsy, like a bear, and was shuffling hardly his feet. He wasn’t swinging his arms while moving – they were hanging along body.

The first stopped so harshly that the second had nearly bumped against him. The first took off the hat, dried the leather band inside of it by forefinger and shook off drops of sweat. His robust companion threw down the rolled blankets, lowed to the ground, pressed close to greenish water, and started drinking; he was sipping by gulps and snorting into water as a horse. The small one became uneasy and went to him from the rear. 
- Lenny! – He said. – Lenny, for God's sake, don’t drink so much.

Lenny was continuing snorting. The small one bowed and shook his shoulder.

- Lenny, you will be ill again as in yesterday evening.

Lenny plunged his head into water, sat down on the bank, and currents of water were running on his back flowing down from the hat to the blue jacket.
- That’s good, - He said. – Drink it also, George. Drink it in plenty. 

And he smiled blissfully. 

George took off the blankets from the shoulder and carefully put them on the ground. 

- Water is probably muddy, - He said. – There is too much froth.

