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     A Wort form Theo Autor.



In moste Cases, the Detektive Storys in modern Literaturen Havel
their Prototyps or the maien Plot of the Story took Place to be in
Real life. The author, who took up this folder under the No. My
work in this sense is almost no different, as the main character
has already been in my life in two and two ways. The first time as
a fairy-tale character "The Golden Scallop Rooster" in the work of
A.S. Pushkin and the second time in the form of a real rooster,
bought by me on the market chicken. When he grew up, he began to
crow a shouted cry on any occasion, regardless of the time of day,
whether it was dawn or sunset. What accordingly brought all my
neighbors to terrible exhaustion, trying to directly and indirectly
get rid of this bird neighbors sent all sorts of inspections.
Measurements of decibels were carried out, all the corners where
the cockerel was grayed, there were attempts to lure it to his
garden, apparently for the purpose of execution, but the rooster
was a cunning. And this extraordinary rooster life in my garden
inspired me such a fantastic-detective story. The story is tied on
two separate lines intersecting at one point under the name, the
legend of the calendar of the ancient Mayan civilization. I hope
the reader will entertain his imagination by reading this story.
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Chapter 1. A
Farm on Theo outskirts.


Today Alexander Stepanovich Krivosheev is a farmer. The man is
wealthy and respected, of a large physique, and wears a huge red
beard. At first glance he gives the impression of a real Russian
brown bear, with all his habits and habits. But it's not really
what it looks like. Without a beard, he looks thirty-five years
old, and his eyes immediately give out a soft and docile character.
When you hear his voice, you immediately understand what this
person has boundless love for all life on this earth. A smooth,
velvet voice envelops the listeners. Especially his wife Vera
Feodorovna and three children. Elsewhere, he tries to keep quiet.
Together they live on the last edges of the district center, near
the paved highway connecting the city No.








It's all fine and wonderful now, and it wasn't always like that.



After graduating from college, Sasha went into the army and
returned with her already a real, strong man. Fate immediately
smiled at him with a broad smile. His first visit to the dairy
plant, so much incredible luck. Alexander Stepanovich was offered
the position of engineer of the entire production line. As far as
the army, he graduated from college as an engineer of the meat
technologist dairy industry.








And the bonus to luck for the correction was an acquaintance, the
first day he meets in the dining room of this factory is a girl of
heavenly beauty. She gracefully swam past the new engineer and
moored to the table, at which there was already a whole flock of
quack ducks. Stunned with surprise, the tray in Alexander's hands
trembled, and in place with him a glass of tea, in which stood a
spoon. It is familiar to all jinn-la-la as the ringing of a huge
bell was carried all over the dining room, forcing everyone to shut
up and look back. Alexander had never experienced such a state
before, he tried to take himself in his hands, but his hands
trembled treacherously, and the spoon in the glass never ceased to
knock on the edges, giving a piercing melody of his heart.



That same evening he took Vera home, and a year later they had a
wedding. Over time, Vera Feodorovna gave birth to Alexander
Stepanovich three children, a son and two daughters, all of them
were weathers.



And, it would seem, to live and to make good, but no, came dashing
times. Everything around changed so quickly that neither words to
say nor pen to describe. Especially the people and the relationship
between them.



And that's when everything was so good and stable, the director,
contrary to common sense, introduced us to confirmed technology,
which from a healthy product turns it into a beautifully disguised
poison. Nights, lying in bed, there were conversations with his
wife on the subject of a deal with his own conscience. Aleksandr
Stepanovich could not withstand such internal pressure and the
director's resignation was on the table. The manager did not even
blink an eye, immediately signing the application. He, too, is
tired of constant reproaches and threats from the engineer
technologist. Naturally, Vera Feodorovna was morally ready to be
fired. And for the director it looked like stripping the garden
from weed, somehow calmer, when people silently work and do not
muddy the water at the factory.



Life did not stop there, the benefit of the real estate market
price for apartments in the city center soared to incredible
heights. At the family council, the idea of selling the apartment
and the proceeds to buy an abandoned fazenda in the area, all
approved to cheers. In order to turn the abandoned fazenda into a
farm needed a loan. Alexander and Vera's parents acted as
guarantors and mortgaged their real estate. Although the contract
with the bank was read out to the holes, the bank blew the
Krivosheev family anyway, no one really knew all the details. So
the credit yoke was a terrible burden on the neck of Alexander
Stepanovich, but now his parents were involved in this story. And
it gave additional concern to whoever was in this skin, knows,
there's not a moment when you don't think about it.



Time passed, children grew up, provided possible help to parents,
studied well, made plans for the future. Only the financial burden
of the reinforced concrete slab lay at the feet of Alexander
Stepanovich and did not change in spite of the efforts of the
family.








Winter 2019,  snowmen fluffy blankets lay on the spacious
fields of the farm Krivosheev. A huge cap of snow fell on the roof
of the house, slightly squinting hanging on the annexes around the
house. Alexander went outside, to look at the sky, while everyone
else was preparing a festive table. He saw an absolutely clear sky
filled with bright, twinkling stars. He took a few steps on the
crisp snow, captured a handful of snow, crumpled it into a bell and
shouted: - well, when, threw a snowball into the sky. And suddenly,
a big bright star began to flicker as if she were shining Morse's
alphabet. She knew Alexander in the army case, he read: everything
will be fine.



In high spirits, he went into the house, rubbing his palms and
inhaling this divine scent of ready-made products, went into the
hall and sat down at the table, to his honorable place. Within a
minute all the elegant and cheerful sat down at the table, began to
take care of each other. There was still time before midnight and
the chimes on TV. Knocking a fork on a glass, Alexander's son
demonstrated a desire to say the word.



His:



Dad, my sisters and I are here, and I'd like you and your mom to
ask for permission to buy a couple of hundred chickens for the
summer in the new season. We have saved up money and want to
increase it.  



Taking a short pause, he continued.



For our full service, we have already agreed on everything who will
be responsible for what.



Sisters in one voice:



Yes, that's our business plan.



Alexander looked at his wife, she nodded to his approving gesture,
and clapping his hands said:



So be it.



At the same moment begin to beat the chimes, everyone's enthusiasm
and joy fill the entire space of the huge hall. Everyone kissed
congratulating each other and giving gifts.



It's 2020. In the spring, as agreed, Alexander Stepanovich went to
the agricultural fair and bought two hundred chickens collected by
his children. At a similar price bought food for six months and all
this rabid farm brought to the farm. Having unloaded from the car,
sat down on a bench near the house to see how the daughters with a
squeak and a joyful cry began to consider these yellow lumps.








 They shouted to him:



	

Dad, you sniffed them, come here to smell how amazing they smell.







Alexander waved his hand and said, carry them to the barn under the
lamp, the nights still cool. The girls picked up cardboard boxes
and dragged the chickens into the barn.



	

By the end of May, the chickens became stronger, and the weather
recovered, and began to let the girls a flock of young chickens in
the garden. We have set a schedule for monitoring food and water
for birds. A month later, everyone began to notice how crests stand
out in some birds, clearly indicating their gender trait. Young
cockerels quickly divided chickens into commands and during the day
before sunset they did not intersect, and then all together went
into the barn.
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