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Chapter 1. The story of how I sewed family shorts.
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Once upon a time I was studying at school, like everyone else. And it was a wonderful time, because the school was reputable, namely: named after A.S. Pushkin. From the first grade I made it clear to my classmates that I was cool in literature and Russian language, our subjects were taught by a nice retired granny, I only remember her name - Lydia. So, we studied from the first to the fifth grade, under her supervision. My second crush (the first time I fell in love was in kindergarten) happened here, in the third grade. I began to like one girl named Katya, but I didn’t tell anyone about it, only my best friend. Katya sat to the left of our desk with a hooligan boy named Karen. They communicated with him periodically, but I began to look at her much more often during lessons. I dreamed that we were running hand in hand across the school yard. Without admitting anything, I finished my studies in the 4th grade, and when we came to the training camp after the summer, in the 5th grade, I saw her with a very sloppy haircut, her hair, which reached her back, was cut roughly and unskillfully (apparently by one of her relatives), and this spoiled the impression of her so much that all my feelings disappeared somewhere at once. Then we began to go to the classrooms, since there were more subjects and now each had its own teacher. Until the 9th grade, no one touched my soul, I did not fall in love. One of the subjects was "labor" - in theory, the lesson there should have been divided into "male" and "female" labor. Our labor teacher was a good man, but, of course, a drinker. Men's labor in the 5th and 6th grades was held in the basement, where there was a workshop. There we learned what a mallet was, how to use it, and each made wooden hooks and hangers. That was the end of it, because for some reason the shop teacher left or was fired. And so, in the 7th grade, the mischievous boys were assigned to women's work lessons so that they wouldn't hang around and cause trouble while the girls were learning to sew and make salads. I remember these lessons, for some reason they were taught by two young women. They told us jokes, funny stories, we had a good chat with them, but they also demanded that we, boys, complete assignments. The only assignment that some of my friends and I completed was sewing clothes. There I learned to sew, sew on buttons, but the assignment was: sew men's underwear. I don't remember how I did it, apparently, they explained everything to us, but in the end, I ended up with underpants that I sewed myself. Of course, I didn't wear them, and I don't remember where they ended up.
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