… Theresa, only few inches away from the body of Ignatius, sleeplessly listened to the breathing of Francisca and the twins, who were squeezed in the bed drawer; she was embracing the tiny Angela with one hand and caressing her own belly with the other. Inside her there was a lively human being. It was becoming more and more exhausting, to live with the corpulent, awkward body, but anyway it was just the question of days now, when she would deliver.
It was going to be her fifth child, five noisy brats in no more than five years. Francisca is five, Aloysius and Ludovic three, Angela merely a year and already the new one is coming. How quickly they are coming, all too quickly. If such rhythm was to go on for much longer, it would be the end of her, the ceaseless giving of births would kill her. She used to have strong, vigorous body, but now she is sucked dry and ill, sometimes she cannot hold urine, the children have sucked out her breasts. The breasts are big and strained now, they are heavy and sore, but soon they are going to be like loose, empty bags. She needs to feed them on and on, those little devils, they eat out of her body, the little gluttons will devour her.
As Ignatius moved slightly, she shrivelled up. She felt he was getting impatient, she knew he would not wait for much longer; soon after the birth he would be lying on her and she would get pregnant again. The male lust does not recognize that she is wounded down there and bleeding, flowing away. She could ask him not to spill the semen inside her, but he would not listen, he would get enraged for this is his right. It is not only the thing of the animal instinct. He doubtlessly wants the ten little images of himself, the procession of little beggars. He must be blind for he has not yet figured out that everything goes to hell. A lot of what one sows or plants does not grow, but vanishes in the depths. It is unlike her: whatever he plants into her, everything sprouts. Their land used to be fertile and the farm abundant, but now the poverty is knocking on the door, beating on it, the crammed house cannot survive for much longer on this land.
She must ask Stefania once again about how to protect herself. Stefania should advise her something stronger. After the twins she suggested Theresa to press with both her hands strongly on her womb and each time to wash her vagina thoroughly with the apple vinegar. But soon after that Angela was born, she scorned the old woman in her thoughts, and now the labour pains were announcing another sorrel. She had only caught cold down there, for she had been visiting the piggery in the middle of the winter to wash with the icy vinegar.
The child inside her revolved roughly so her hand nearly slipped off her belly, and it tore the thread of her thoughts. Once again she listened to the breathing of each one separately: everyone slept calmly, their lives were so careless, the feeling of fear was unknown to them. They were quite like the young trees which in the tempest playfully bow down to the ground, but the next moment, when the wind subsides, they are set upright. She should not eavesdrop, she thought, or else she might deliver a child with the ears of a donkey. She started to pray quietly, pray for not to flow off yet and to slow down the labour pains, for the baby to have small ears, for the husband’s lust to fatigue and for his semen to become sterile.
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