MHHOBPHAYKI/I POCCHUUN

®enepalibHOE TOCYIApCTBEHHOE OI0/KETHOE 00pa30BaTEIbHOE YUPEKICHHE
BBICILIET0 00pa30BaHuUs
«Poccuiickuii rocyapcTBeHHbI T'YMAHUTAPHbII YHUBEPCUTET»
(®T'BOY BO «PITY»)

NMHCTUTYT JIMHI'BUCTUKU

Kadenpa eBporneiickux s3pIKOB

CTUJIb 1 ’KAHP B IIEPEBO/IE

PABOYASA [TPOTPAMMA JJUCHUITJIMHBI

Hanpasnenue 45.04.02 «JIuHrBUCTHKA»
Hamnpasnennocts «/IHOCTpaHHbBIE SI3BIKK
YpoBeHb BhICIIEro 00pa3oBaHus: MarucTparypa
®dopma 00yueHHs: OuHas

PII/I agantupoBaHa 1jis U1l
C OTPAaHUYECHHBIMU BO3MOXKHOCTAMM
310pOBbSI U UHBAJIUIOB

Mocxksa 2023



CTWJIb 1 ’)KAHP B IIEPEBO/IE

PaGouas mporpamma TUCHUTUTHHBI

CocraBuUTENb:
JOKTOP (PHIIOJIOTMYECKUX HAYK, JOIEHT (3BaHKe), Ipodeccop Kadeapbl eBpONCHCKUX SI3bIKOB

E.B. Hnvuna

OTBETCTBEHHBIN PEIAKTOP:
Kangunat gunonsornueckux Hayk, 3aB. KaQeapoil eBporeicKux s36IK0B

E.B. Cemeniox

YTBEPXIEHO
[Iporokon 3acenanus kadpeapsl
Ne 4 ot 30.03.2023



OT'JIABJIEHUE
1. TIOSCHHTEITBHAS BATTHCKA ...e.uvreeuteeesuseeassteeaauseeaasseaasseesssaeanseeessbeeeaasseeambeeesabe e e asbe e e asbeeeanbeeeneeeannneeanes 4
1.1,  1lenb ¥ 3a0a9H THCITHTIIIHIHBL ......vvveesissseeesssseeeesassssseesssssssesassssasssssssssssnsssseessnssssesassssssessnsnseess 4
1.2. TlepeueHs TUTAHUPYEMBIX PE3yIBTATOB OOYUCHHS 110 TUCHIUTUIMHE, COOTHECCHHBIX C
WHJIMKATOPaAMU TOCTHKEHUS KOMIIETECHIHM .....vvvveeeiniiieeeaiiiee Oummoka! 3akinaaka He onpeaeseHa.
1.3. MecTo TUCHMITIIMHBI B CTPYKTYpE 00pa30BaTEIbHOM IPOTPAMMBHI ......... Ommnoka! 3akaanka He
onpejeseHa.
2. CTPYKTYPA JHCTIATITHHDBL . .....veuvesteeutesseesseessesseesseesseassesbeasseassesbe e seess e abe e bt assenbeenbe e s e e be e b e e snenbeenbeennennes 5
3. COHCPIKAHUE JIACIIHTIIIIIHBL. 1. .. vvveeutveesstseesssseesssesssssssssssseesssesssssesssssesssssssssssesssssesssssesssssessssssesnsnsssnsnnens 5
4. OOpa30BATEIIBHBIE TEXHOOTHH ....viuvviesseesriessesssreessesssseassesssneessesssneessesasseessesaneessesasneessnesneessesaneees 6
5.  OLeHKa IIaHUPYEMBIX PE3YIIBTATOB OOYUECHMS ... .vvevriesrieiiriasreesireasseesinesneessneareessnesreessneaneessnesns 6
5.1 CUCTEMA OLICHUBAHYS .cevvvvvnsseeesseesssssnssssssssessssssnnsssesssssssssssnsteesssssssssnnnteeesesessssnnnnteeeseeessmn 6
5.2  Kpurepuu BBICTABICHHS OIECHKU 1O JTUCTIHITITITHE . ....vvesveeseesseeesuessnsessseessesssnssssesssessssesssnesnes 7
5.3  OueHouHble cpeAcTBa (MaTepHUalbl) AJIs TEKYIIETO0 KOHTPOJIS YCIEBAEMOCTH,
MIPOMEXYTOYHOH aTTECTAITUN OO0YIAFOIIIMXCS TIO JTUCTIHITITITHE «...vvevveenteeseveesteessveesseesnseessnesssesssnesnseenes 7
6. VYdeOHO-MeToauUYecKoe U HHDOPMAITMOHHOE OOCCTICUCHHUE TUCIIHILTIHBI ..vvveevvveeeiveesireesssneesnenas 95
6.1  CHOHCOK UCTOYHHMKOB H JIATCPATYPBI «..veeuvivrertiestenseesteasseassesseesseassesseessessnesseesseessesssesseessesnnesnes 95
6.2 Ilepeuenb pecypcoB HH(DOPMALIMOHHO-TEIEKOMMYHUKAIMOHHON ceTH «HTEpHETY. ........... 96
6.3 IIpodeccuonanbubie 0a3bl JAaHHBIX U HHOOPMAITHOHHO-CIIPABOYHBIE CHCTEMBL. ......ccvevreree. 96
7. MartepualbHO-TEXHHYECKOE 00CCTICUCHHUE TUCIIUIIITHHBI 1...vvveesveeessreesssreesssseessssesssssesssssessnseesssnes 96
8. Obecneuenue 00pa30BaTEIBLHOTO MPOIIECCa JIJIS JIUII C OTPAHMYECHHBIMUA BO3MOYKHOCTSIMHU
3ITOPOBBST F MTHBAITHIIOB ...ttt tutvtesststesssstesssssssssesssssesssssesssssssssssesssssssssssssssssssssssssssssesssssssssssesssssssnssssssnssessnes 97
9. METOUUCCKUE MATCPHAITBL ... eeuuveauteesseeasseesseeasseeaseeassesssseassesasseessesssseessssansesssssansesssssansesssnssssessnnns 98
9.1 Ilnanbl ceMUHAPCKUX/ MPAKTUUIECKHUX/ TAOOPATOPHBIX 3AHATHH ....oevviervieririaiiesireaiienineeneens 98
9.2 Meroanyeckne peKOMEHIAIMH IO MTOATOTOBKE MMCHbMEHHBIX padoT . Ommoka! 3akiaagka He
onpejeyeHa.
0.3 VIHBIC MATEPHAITBL.......uveeteeiuiiesieeasieesieeaneeesieessreesseesnseenes Omuobka! 3akiiajgka He onpejeaeHa.

[Ipunoxenue 1. AHHOTaLMS pab0Yel MPOrPAMMBI TUCHUTIITHHDBL .....eovviereereessreenseesneesneesneesneeeneees 101



1. lHosicHUTEJBLHASA 3AIUCKA

1.1. Heapb u 3272494 AMCHUTIMHBI

1.1. Lenp u 3a1a4n TUCITUILIMHBI
Llens AUCIUIIIMHBI - HAYYUTH CTYAEHTOB aJeKBATHO MEPENABATh COAEPKATENBHBIE U (DOPMAJILHBIE 0COOEHHOCTH
TEKCTOB Ha aHTJINHCKOM SI3BIKE Cp€ACTBAMHU PYCCKOT'O SA3bIKaA.

3amauu JUCLUILINHEI :

JaTh CTyJCHTaM CIEAYIOIINe MPAKTUHISCKUE HABBIKU U BRIPA0OTATh Y HUX CIEAYIOMINE KOMICTECHIINN: OTPEICIATh
(GYHKIIMOHATBHBIN CTHIh UCXOTHOTO TEKCTA, OMPEACISTh MPOOIEMHBIC YIACTKH U HAXOAUTh HAU0O0JIee MPUeMIICMbIe
BAapHUaHThI IEPEBOAA TEKCTOB HA PYCCKUMH S3BIK.

1.2. [lepeueHp IaHUPYEMBIX PE3yIbTATOB 00YUEHHUS 110 IUCUUIUIMHE, COOTHECEHHBIX C
WHJIMKATOpaMH JOCTUXKEHUSI KOMIICTCHITUH:

[1K 2 CriocoOeH K MpUMEHEHUIO METOJIOB B CITOCOOOB JIMHTBHCTUYCCKOTO aHAIN3a, CO3/IaHuUs U
00pabOTKH TEKCTa HA €CTECTBEHHOM SI3BIKE C YUETOM SI3BIKOBBIX U KCTPAIMHIBUCTUYECKHUX (DaKTOPOB
B IPOeCCUOHATIBHOMN IEATEIILHOCTH
I1K 2.2 CnocoGeH co3/1aBaTh U peJaKTUPOBATh TEKCTHI HA PYCCKOM M U3y4aeMbIX SI3bIKaX C y4ETOM
nepeaayn/ COXpaHeHUs: KOMMYHUKAaTHBHO-TIpParMaTu4eckoi HH(popMaIum

Komnerenuus
(Ko ¥ HAUMEHOBAHUE)

Nuauxkaropsl
KOMIIeTeHIIN I
(K01 1 HAMEHOBAHUE)

Pe3yabTaThl 00yyeHus

I1K 2 CnocobeH k
MIPUMEHEHHIO METOJIOB 1
CIIOCOOOB JIMHI'BUCTUYECKOTO
aHamM3a, CO3/IaHus ’
00paboTKH TeKCTa Ha
€CTECTBEHHOM SI3BIKE C
YUYETOM SI3BIKOBBIX U
IKCTPATMHTBUCTUYECKHX
¢bakxTopoB B
npo¢ecCuOHAITBHON

TS TEeITIbHOCTH

[1IK 2.2 CrnocobeH co3gaBaTh
Y peIaKTHPOBATh TEKCTHI HA
PYCCKOM U M3y4aeMbIX
SI3bIKax ¢ y4eToM nepegaun/
COXpaHEHHMS
KOMMYHHUKATHBHO-
IparMaTu4ecKoi
nHpopmanuu

1. 3name:

- OCHOBHBIC INEPEBOIYCCKHE MPUEMbI U
MOJIXO/IbI K TIEPEBOTY.
2. Ymemo:

- MMOJIB30BATELCS
UHCTPYMEHTapUeM;

- YUYUTHIBATh BAXKHOCTh KOHTEKCTa U
0COOEHHOCTH 1IETIEBOH ayTUTOPUH;

- TIOPOXJAaTh TEKCT, COCIUHSIONIUA B
ceO¢ DSKBUBAICHTHOCTh OPUTHHAITY U

MIePEBOTUECKUM

COOTBETCTBHE peYeBBIM "
CTHINCTHYECKHUM HOpPMaM  PYCCKOTO
SI3BIKA.

3. Bnadems: ciocOOHOCTBIO OTOMPATH
U UCTOJIb30BaTh B HAYUYHOU
JIESATEITLHOCTH HEOOXOTUMYTO
nHPOPMALIMIO 110 TpodIeMam,
CBSI3aHHBIM C MPEIMETOM Kypca, C
WCTOJIB30BaHUEM KaK TPaJUIMOHHBIX,
TaK ¥ COBPEMEHHBIX 00pa30BaTeIbHbIX
TEXHOJIOTHI; CIOCOOHOCTEHIO
CaMOCTOSITETbHO H3Yy4aTh U
OPHEHTUPOBATHCS B MACCHBE HAYYHO-
MOMYJISIPHOW ¥ HAYYHO-
HCCIIEI0BATENbCKOM, XyI0)KECTBEHHON
JUTEPATYPHI M MYOIUIIUCTUKH C yUETOM
TIOJTYYCHHBIX 3HAHUH.

1.3. MecTo IUCIUIUTMHEI B CTPYKTYPE 00pa30oBaTEIbLHOM MPOrpaMMBbl
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Jucuunnuna «CTHIb U )KaHp B IEPEBOJIE» OTHOCUTCS K DNEKTUBHBIM nucuuiiniaM 1 brnoka Yacru,
dbopMupyeMoil ydacTHUKaMH 00pa30BaTEIbHBIX OTHOIICHHH.

Jlnist 0OCBOCHMS TUCHUILUIMHBI (MOOY15) HEOOXOAUMBI 3HAHUS, YMEHUS U BIIAJCHUS, CPOPMUPOBAHHBIE B
xoze u3ydeHus: KypcoB «llepBblii mHOCTpaHHBIN A3bIK» U «l'epMeHeBTHKa». B pe3ynbrare 0CBOCHUS
TUCLUUIUIAHBL (MOOYisl) (OPMHUPYIOTCS 3HAHWS, YMEHUS W BIAJCHUS, HEOOXOIMMBIC Ui HTOTOBOH
aTTeCTalUu.

2. CTpyKTYypa IMCHUIIHHBI
OO6niast TpyA0EMKOCTh TUCIMIUTHHBI cocTaBisieT 3 3.¢., 108 4., B ToM uunciie KoHTaKkTHas paboTa 00ydaroIuXCs
¢ npenonasatenem 30 4., caMmocTosTeIbHAS paboTa o0yJaromuxcs 78 .

CrpyKTypa AMCIMILIMHBI 1JIs1 04HOH opMBbl 00yUeHust

O0peM pucuUIIMHBL B (popMe KOHTAKTHOM paboThl OOydYarOHMMXCS C IeJarorn4ecKuMu
paboTHUKaMu W (WJIM) JHMIIAMH, TPUBJICKAEMBIMH K pealu3aliii 00pa3oBaTEeIbHON MPOrpaMMbl Ha
UHBIX YCJIOBUSX, P TPOBEACHUHN YUEOHBIX 3aHATHI:

Cemectp | Tun yueOHBIX 3aHATUI KonunuectBo
4acoB
4 Jlekuun 8
4 CemuHapbl 22
Bcero: 30

O0beM AUCHHUIUTUHBI (MOTYJIsT) B hOpPME CAMOCTOSITEIILHON paOOThI 00YYAIOIIHUXCS COCTABIISET
78 akageMHUYecKux 4Jaca.

3. Coeprxanue U CUMIIMHBI

Paznen 1. O01iue ocHOBBI EePEeBOIYECKOM AeATEIbHOCTH.

[lonsTre (hyHKIMOHANBHOTO CTHIIS; OmNpejaeieHre (DYHKIMOHAIBHOTO CTHIIS WCXOJHOTO TEKCTa, OCHOBHBIC
MIPUEMBI TIEPEBOJIA; OCHOBHBIE TPYIHOCTH MEPEBOMAA: UIUOMATUUYECKUE BBIPAKEHUSA, PEAIUU, JIUTEPATypHbIE U
KyJlbTypHbIe ayurro3uu. CripaBouHble Matepraisl. Bumasr cnoBapeil. OOIIES3pIKOBBIE U CIICIIHAIBHBIE CIOBAPH.
Konrekctapiii cinoBapp FO.AnpecsHa. crnpaBodnble u3ganus. CiloBapH ITUTAT, COYETAEMOCTH, IIEPCOHAIIHM,
NINOMATHYCCKUX BI)Ipa)KeHI/II\/'I, JIMHI'BOCTPAHOBCIYCCKHUC. CHOBapI/I CMHOHHMMOB PYCCKOI'O sA3bIKa. KpaTKaSI

ucropus nepesoza. Ilepconanuu. OTpakeHue JINYHOCTH IEPEBOIUMKA B IIEPEBO/IE.

Pazpea I1. 7Kanp u cTuib B iepesoge.

XyI0KeCTBEHHBIN CTHIIb: BCEOXBATHOCTH KaK KIIFOUEBasi 0COOEHHOCTh XYA0KECTBEHHOT0 cTWIsl. HelTpanpHebIii,
BO3BBILICHHBIA U CHW)KEHHBII CTHIIM, CPEJICTBA U3 BBIPa’KEHMsI HAa aHIVIMHCKOM SI3bIKE U CIIOCOOBI Iepeauu Ha
PYCCKOM. SI3BIKOBBIE CIOXHOCTH, BO3HHMKAIOIIME IIPH IEPEBOJNE XYHNOKECTBEHHBIX TEKCTOB: HWIHOMBI,
pasroBOopHasi pedb, MpocTopedne, OpaHb, KAPTOHU3MBI, CIJHI, Aapro, OKKa3MOHAJIM3MBI, HEOJOTHU3MBI,

apxau3Mbl, UCTOpu3Mbl. [lepeBoa napoauil. PacxoxieHne MeXay BbIpa3UTEIbHBIMU CPEICTBAMU AHTJIUHCKOTO
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U PYCCKOTO SI3BIKOB; HCIONb30BaHue cyddukcanmm u mnpedukcallii B PYCCKOM SI3bIKE JUIS TIepeladu
SMOIIMOHAJILHO-OIICHOYHBIX ~KaTeropuid. [lepemaua muanekTHbIX (HOHETUYSCKUX, MOPQPOJOTUYCCKHX U
CEMaHTHYECKUX OCOOCHHOCTEH XYyJI0KECTBEHHOT'O TEKCTa, COIMAIBHBIX U PErHOHABHBIX NTUANICKTOB. [lepeBon

IIO3THYCCKUX TCKCTOB.

4. O0pa3oBaTe/ibHbIe TEXHOJIOTHH

JUis  naHHOW JUCHMIUTMHBL 00pa3oBaTeNIbHbIE TEXHOJOTUU TPEICTABIICHBl JIEKLIUAMU,
CeMHHapaMu M CaMOCTOSATEIbHOW paboToil cryneHToB. Ha cemunHapax mpoBOguTCs 00CYyXIEHHE
npo0sieM, MOJHATHIX Ha JIEKIMSX, OCMBICIIEHHE MPOYMTAHHBIX CTYJEHTaMH pabOT UM MaTepualioB,
pa30upPArOTCS BBIMOJTHEHHBIC JIOMa TPECHUPOBOYHBIC YIPAXKHEHUS U 3a1a4n. JKenaronme MOryT J1e1aTh
HeOoubIIre COOOIICHUSI M TPE3CHTAllMN Ha TpeANIOKEHHBIE IpernojaBareneM TeMbl. [lo Hambosee
3HAYUMBIM TEMaM MPOBOSITCS KOHTPOJIbHBIE WM KOJUIOKBUYMBI.

K paccmorpeHnio W OOCYXKACHHWIO TIPHUBICKACTCS MaTepual Ha TPAJAUIHOHHBIX WM
3JEKTPOHHBIX HocuTensx. llpennararoTcss 3amaHuss Ha TOUCK cBedeHud B HMHTepHere, ux
COMOCTABJICHHE M OLEHKY (MHOrJa NeEepeBOJ C JPYIHX SI3bIKOB). OTO IOMOTaeT IMOBBICUTH
MHTEPAaKTUBHOCTH AK€ TAKOW TPaJIULIMOHHON (POPMBI MEAArOTMYECKO KOMMYHHUKAIIUH, KaK JIEKITHS.

Jis  mpoBeneHUs  y4eOHBIX 3aHATHH 1O  JUCIHHUIUIMHE  UCIOJB3YIOTCS  pa3lInYHbIC
oOpa3oBaTenbHble TeXHOJIOTHH. JIJI1 OpraHu3anu y4eOHOTO Mpolecca MOXKET OBITh HCIIOJIb30BAHO
AJIEKTPOHHOE 00y4YeHUE U (WJIK) AUCTAHIIMOHHBIE 00pa30BaTENbHbBIE TEXHOJIOTHUH.

5. OneHka NJIAHUPYeMbIX Pe3yJIbTATOB 00y4eHUs

5.1 Cucrema ouneHuBaHus

OreHka 3a ceMecTp CKJIaJbIBACTCS U3 CIEAYIOIIMX COCTaBISIIOMMX (MakcuManbHas cymma 100
0aIoB):

1) omenku 3a mocemieHue ceMuHapoB (Bcero 10 6amioB) u akTuBHYIO paboTy Ha HEHX (70 30
6aJ10B) — UTOTO 32 paboTy Ha ceMuHapax 70 40 OasoB;

2) olieHKa 3a TEKYIYI0 KOHTPOJIbHYIO padoTy (10 10 6annos);

3) otieHKa 3a pa3paboTKy mpoekTa / 1okiana mo teme (no 20 6anios);

5) utoroBast KOHTpoIbHas padoTa (110 30 O6anIoB).

Jlns mony4yeHust BICOKOM OLIEHKU CTYJIEHTY HEOOXOJWMO CHCTEMaTHYEeCKH JAEMOHCTPUPOBATH
YCTOWYMBBIE PE3YJbTAaThl 00YUECHHUS.

[Tonmy4yeHHBII COBOKYITHBIN PE3YJIbTAT KOHBEPTUPYETCS B TPAJAUIMOHHYIO IIKATY OLIEHOK U B
IKany oneHok EBpormeiickoil cucreMsl nepenoca u HakoreHus kpeautos (European Credit Transfer
System; nanee — ECTS) B COOTBETCTBUU ¢ TAOJIUIICH:

Ixana
100-6annpHast mkana | TpagunuoHHas mkana ECTS
95 -100 A
8394 OTJINYHO B
68 — 82 XOPOIIIO 3a4TEHO C
56 — 67 D
50 _55 YIOBJIETBOPUTEILHO E




20-49 FX

0_19 HCYHAOBJICTBOPUTCIILHO HC 3a4TCHO

5.2 KpnTeplm BBICTABJICHHUSA OLCHKH 110 JTUCHUIIJIMHE

Banasl/ | Ouenka no Kpurtepuu ouneHKH pe3yabTaTOB 00y4eHUs M0 AUCHUILINHE

HIxana | gucHUIIAHE
ECTS

100-83/ OTJINYHO/ BricTaBnsiercs oby4daromemMycsi, €Ciii OH TITy00KO U MPOYHO YCBOUI TEOPETUUECKUH U
AB 3a4TEeHO NpaKTHIECKMH MaTepHal, MOXET NPO/IEMOHCTPHPOBATE OTO Ha 3AHATHAX H B X011€
MIPOMEKYTOYHOM aTTeCTALNH.

OO0y4arouuiicss UCYUCPITBIBAIONIC U JIOTUUCCKU CTPONHO U3IaraeT y4eOHbI MaTepua,
YMEET yBA3BIBaTh TEOPHUIO C MPAKTUKOM, CIIPABIISIETCS C PEIICHUEM 33134
pogecCHOHaNBHON HAIPABICHHOCTH BRICOKOTO YPOBHS CIOKHOCTH, TPABIIIFHO
000CHOBBIBACT MIPHUHSATHIC PEIICHUS.

CB00OOHO OpHEHTHPYETCS B yUeOHOM U TPo(ecCHOHANBHON IUTepaType.

OreHKa MO JUCHUTUINHE BBICTABIIOTCS 00yJaromeMycs C YI6TOM pe3yIbTaToB

TEKYIIEeH W IPOMEXYTOYHOH aTTeCTAITIH.

KommnereHnuu, 3akperui€HHbIC 3a TUCIUIUTMHOM, COPMUPOBAHBI HA YPOBHE —

«BBICOKHUI.

82-68/ XOpoI10/ BricTaBisiercs 00y4daromemMycsi, €Clii OH 3HAET TEOPETUYECKUH U IPAKTUIECKUI

MaTepuai, TPaMOTHO U MO CYIIECTBY U3JIaraeT ero Ha 3aHSATHIX U B X0

IIPOMEKYTOUHOH aTTeCTalluy, He JOIyCKasl CylIECTBEHHBIX HETOUHOCTEH.

OO6yuaronuiics IPaBUIBHO IPUMEHSIET TEOPETUUECKUE TTOI0KEHUS TIPH PEeLICHUN

MPaKTUIECKUX 33a]1a9 IPO(PECCHOHANBEHON HAPABICHHOCTH Pa3HOTO YPOBHS

CIIO)KHOCTH, BIIaJIeeT HEOOXOANMBIMH JIJIS STOTO HABBIKAMH U MPUEMaMH.

JlocTaTo4HO XOPOIIO OPUEHTHPYETCS B y4eOHOU U TpodecCHoHABHON JIUTepaType.

Or1eHKa M0 JUCIUTUINHE BBRICTABISIOTCS 00ydJaromeMycs ¢ Y96TOM pe3yIbTaToB

TEKYIIEeH W IPOMEXYTOUYHOH aTTeCTAIH.

Kommnerennnu, 3akperui€éHHBIE 32 TUCIHIUTHHON, COPMHUPOBAHBI HA YPOBHE —

«XOPOILHUIY.

67-50/ YIIOBJIETBO- BricTaBnsiercs oby4aromemMycsi, €Clii OH 3HaeT Ha 0a30BOM YPOBHE TEOPETHUECKHMA U

MPaKTUYECKU MaTepuall, AOIMYyCKaeT OT/IeJIbHbIC OITMOKHU IIPH €r0 U3I0KEHUH Ha

3aHATHAX U B X0/1€ HpOMe)KyTO‘IHOﬁ aTTeCTalluu.

OO0y4aronuiicss UCTIBITHIBAET ONpEeIEHHbIE 3aTPYAHEHUS B IPUMEHEHUN

TEOPETUYECKUX TOJIOKEHUN TIPH PEIISHUH MPAKTUIECKUX 3a7a4 MpodhecCUoHaTbHON

HaIpPaBJIEHHOCTH CTAaHAaPTHOTO YPOBHS CII0KHOCTH, BIIJIe€T HEOOXOIUMBIMHU IS

9TOro 6a30BBHIMU HABBHIKAMH U MPUEMAMHU.

JleMOHCTpHpYeT TOCTaTOYHBIN YPOBCHb 3HAHUS YI€OHOH TUTEPATyPHI IO JUCIUTUINHE.

OrieHKa Mo JUCIUTUINHE BBRICTABIIOTCS 00ydJaromeMycs ¢ y4ETOM pe3yIbTaToB

TEKYIIEH W IPOMEXYTOYHOHN aTTECTAIIH.

KommnereHnmu, 3akperui€éHHbIC 32 TUCIHIUTHHOW, COPMHUPOBAHBI HA YPOBHE —

«IIOCTAaTOYHBIN.

49-0/ HEY/IOBJICT- BricTaBnsieTcst o0yJaromemycs, eclii OH He 3HAaeT Ha 0a30BOM YPOBHE TEOPETHUEC KU

F,FX BOPUTEITHHO / | ¥ TIPaKTHYEeCKUH MaTepuan, JIOHyCIiaeT rpyObIe OMMOKK MPY €ro N3JI0KEHNH Ha
3aHATUAX U B XO04€ TPOMEKYTOUHOU aTTECTAIIUH.

HE 3a4TCHO Y ..

OO0y4aronuiicss UCTIBITBIBAET CEPhE3HBIE 3aTPYJHEHUS B IPUMEHEHNH TEOPETHIECKUX

MOJIOKECHUH TP PEIICHUH NPAKTHIECKUX 33729 IPOoPeCcCHOHANBHON HAIPaBICHHOCTH

CTaHAapPTHOTO YPOBHS CIIOKHOCTH, HE BIIaIeeT HEOOXOMMBIMU IJISl TOTO HABBIKAMU U

IpUEMAMH.

JemoHCTpHpYeT (parMeHTapHbIC 3HAHUS YUCOHOM JTUTEPATyPHI IO AUCIUILTHHE.

O1eHKa M0 JUCHUILUINHE BBICTABISIIOTCS 00yJaromeMycsi ¢ YI6TOM Pe3yIbTaToB

TEKYIIEH U IPOMEXYTOYHOH aTTeCTAIUH.

KomrereHnmy Ha ypOBHE «JOCTATOYHBIIY, 3aKPEIUIEHHBIC 32 TUCIUTUIMHOW, HE

c(OpMHUPOBAHBI.

C 3a4TEHO

D,E purenbHo/
3a4TCHO

5.3 OueHouyHble cpeacTBa (MaTepuHaabl) IJsl TeKyIIero KOHTPOJS YycCHeBaeMOCTH,
NMPOMEKYTOYHOM aTTECTAUM 00y4alOLIMXCSl M0 JUCHHILIHHE
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Bonpocs! ajst utorosoro kourposs (IIK 2.2)

1. PasnunHble MIKOIBI ¥ HATIPABJICHHSI B TEOPUU MEPEBOIA

2. [TonsiTHe GYyHKIMOHANBHOTO CTHIIS, €r0 3HAYMMOCTD JUTS MPAaKTUKHU nepeBoja. [loHATHe IUTepaTypHOTO
s3b1Ka B Poccuu 1 B anrnoroBopsmux crpanax. OcoOOEHHOCTH MEPEBOA Xy 10KECTBEHHBIX TEKCTOB.
3. [puHIUIEI paboThI CO CIPABOYHBIMU MaTEpHATAMU

4, IlepeBona 0e33KBUBaICHTHOM JICKCHKH

5. [lepeBoa OKKa3MOHATH3MOB

6. IlepeBoa HEOIOTH3MOB

7. IlepeBoa xamamMOypoB

8. [epenaua peanuit

9. Iepenaua KynbTypHBIX aJUIFO3ui. PaboTa ¢ niuraramu.

10. Ilepemava pa3nIHBIX IMEH COOCTBEHHBIX.

Kpurtepun oueHnBaHus 11 POMEKYTOYHOM aTTecTALMH 00y4aommxcs (BONpPOChI K
3a4ery)

—pe3yinbTaT, COAEPKALIUN MTOTHBIA MPABUIIBHBIN OTBET, MOJHOCTHIO COOTBETCTBYIOIIUN TPEOOBAHUSIM
kputepus — 85 — 100 %;

—pe3yJIbTaT, CoAep KAl HENOIHBIA IPABUIIBHBIM OTBET (CTENEHb MOJIHOTHI OTBETA — O0see 75%)
WA OTBET, COJICPIKAIINN HE3HAYNTEIbHBIE HETOYHOCTH, T.€. OTBET, UMEIOIINN HE3HAYUTEIbHBIE
OTCTYIUIEHUS OT TpeOoBaHUN KpUTepus, — 75 — 84% OT MaKCHMaJIbHOTO KOJIMYECTBA OAJIIOB;

—pe3ynbTaT, CoAepKAIINN HEMOTHBIA MTPABUIBLHBIN OTBET (CTEMEHb MOJTHOTHI 0TBETa — 10 75%) uiun
OTBET, COJIEP>KalINii HE3HAUNTENbHbIE HETOYHOCTH, T.€. OTBET, UMEIOIINH HE3HAUUTETIbHBIC
OTCTYyIUICHUS OT TpeOoBaHMi kpurepus — 60 -74 % OT MaKCUMAIILHOTO KOJIMYECTBA OAJIOB;

—pe3yJIbTaT, COAECPKAIINN HEMOIHBIN MPaBUIIbHBIA OTBET, COJEPK AN 3HAYUTEIbHbIE HETOYHOCTH,
OImUOKH (CTETEeHb MOJHOTHI 0TBeTa — MeHee 60%) — 10 60 % OoT MaKCHMaTBbHOTO KOJUYECTBA OAJIOB;

—HEIpaBWIbHBII OTBET (OTBET HE IO CYIIECTBY 3aJaHMsl) WM OTCYTCTBUE OTBETA, T.€. OTBET, HE
COOTBETCTBYIOIINH TOTHOCTHIO TpeboBaHusAM Kputepus, — 0 % OT MaKCUMaIBHOTO KOJIMYECTBA
OaJUIOB.

5.3.1.1 Oo6pasmsr TexctoB (I1K 2.2)

Alice's Adventures in Wonderland
Lewis Carroll

Chapter 1 - Down the Rabbit-Hole

Alice was beginning to get very tired of sitting by her sister on the bank, and of having nothing to do: once or
twice she had peeped into the book her sister was reading, but it had no pictures or conversations in it, “and what
is the use of a book," thought Alice “without pictures or conversation?'

So she was considering in her own mind (as well as she could, for the hot day made her feel very sleepy and
stupid), whether the pleasure of making a daisy- chain would be worth the trouble of getting up and picking the
daisies, when suddenly a White Rabbit with pink eyes ran close by her.

There was nothing so very remarkable in that; nor did Alice think it so very much out of the way to hear the
Rabbit say to itself, "Oh dear! Oh dear! | shall be late!" (when she thought it over afterwards, it occurred to her
that she ought to have wondered at this, but at the time it all seemed quite natural); but when the Rabbit actually
took a watch out of its waistcoat- pocket, and looked at it, and then hurried on, Alice started to her feet, for it
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flashed across her mind that she had never before seen a rabbit with either a waistcoat-pocket, or a watch to take
out of it, and burning with curiosity, she ran across the field after it, and fortunately was just in time to see it pop
down a large rabbit-hole under the hedge.

In another moment down went Alice after it, never once considering how in the world she was to get out again.
The rabbit-hole went straight on like a tunnel for some way, and then dipped suddenly down, so suddenly that
Alice had not a moment to think about stopping herself before she found herself falling down a very deep well.
Either the well was very deep, or she fell very slowly, for she had plenty of time as she went down to look about
her and to wonder what was going to happen next. First, she tried to look down and make out what she was
coming to, but it was too dark to see anything; then she looked at the sides of the well, and noticed that they
were filled with cupboards and book-shelves; here and there she saw maps and pictures hung upon pegs. She
took down a jar from one of the shelves as she passed; it was labelled "'ORANGE MARMALADE', but to her
great disappointment it was empty: she did not like to drop the jar for fear of killing somebody, so managed to
put it into one of the cupboards as she fell past it.

“Well!" thought Alice to herself, “after such a fall as this, | shall think nothing of tumbling down stairs! How
brave they'll all think me at home! Why, | wouldn't say anything about it, even if | fell off the top of the house!
(Which was very likely true.)

Down, down, down. Would the fall never come to an end! "I wonder how many miles I've fallen by this time?"
she said aloud. "I must be getting somewhere near the centre of the earth. Let me see: that would be four
thousand miles down , | think--' (for, you see, Alice had learnt several things of this sort in her lessons in the
schoolroom, and though this was not a very good opportunity for showing off her knowledge, as there was no
one to listen to her, still it was good practice to say it over) “--yes, that's about the right distance--but then |
wonder what Latitude or Longitude I've got to?' (Alice had no idea what Latitude was, or Longitude either, but
thought they were nice grand words to say .)

Presently she began again. "1 wonder if | shall fall right through the earth! How funny it'll seem to come out
among the people that walk with their heads downward! The Antipathies, | think--' (she was rather glad there
was no one listening, this time, as it didn't sound at all the right word) “--but I shall have to ask them what the
name of the country is, you know. Please, Ma' am, is this New Zealand or Australia?' (and she tried to curtsey as
she spoke-- fancy curtseying as you're falling through the air! Do you think you could manage it?) "And what an
ignorant little girl she'll think me for asking! No, it'll never do to ask: perhaps | shall see it written up
somewhere.'

Down, down, down. There was nothing else to do, so Alice soon began talking again. "Dinah'll miss me very
much to-night, I should think!" (Dinah was the cat .) "I hope they'll remember her saucer of milk at tea-time.
Dinah my dear! | wish you were down here with me! There are no mice in the air, I'm afraid, but you might
catch a bat, and that's very like a mouse, you know. But do cats eat bats, | wonder?' And here Alice began to get
rather sleepy, and went on saying to herself, in a dreamy sort of way, "Do cats eat bats? Do cats eat bats?' and
sometimes, "Do bats eat cats?' for, you see, as she couldn't answer either question, it didn't much matter which
way she put it. She felt that she was dozing off, and had just begun to dream that she was walking hand in hand
with Dinah, and saying to her very earnestly, "Now, Dinah, tell me the truth: did you ever eat a bat?' when
suddenly, thump! thump! down she came upon a heap of sticks and dry leaves, and the fall was over.

Alice was not a bit hurt, and she jumped up on to her feet in a moment: she looked up, but it was all dark
overhead; before her was another long passage, and the White Rabbit was still in sight, hurrying down it. There
was not a moment to be lost: away went Alice like the wind, and was just in time to hear it say, as it turned a
corner, "Oh my ears and whiskers, how late it's getting!" She was close behind it when she turned the corner, but
the Rabbit was no longer to be seen: she found herself in a long, low hall, which was lit up by a row of lamps
hanging from the roof.

There were doors all round the hall, but they were all locked; and when Alice had been all the way down one
side and up the other, trying every door, she walked sadly down the middle, wondering how she was ever to get
out again.

Suddenly she came upon a little three-legged table, all made of solid glass; there was nothing on it except a tiny
golden key, and Alice's first thought was that it might belong to one of the doors of the hall; but, alas! either the
locks were too large, or the key was too small, but at any rate it would not open any of them. However, on the
second time round, she came upon a low curtain she had not noticed before, and behind it was a little door about
fifteen inches high: she tried the little golden key in the lock, and to her great delight it fitted!

Alice opened the door and found that it led into a small passage, not much larger than a rat-hole: she knelt down
and looked along the passage into the loveliest garden you ever saw. How she longed to get out of that dark hall,
and wander about among those beds of bright flowers and those cool fountains, but she could not even get her
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head though the doorway; "and even if my head would go through,' thought poor Alice, "it would be of very
little use without my shoulders. Oh, how | wish | could shut up like a telescope! I think | could, if I only know
how to begin.' For, you see, so many out-of-the-way things had happened lately, that Alice had begun to think
that very few things indeed were really impossible.

There seemed to be no use in waiting by the little door, so she went back to the table, half hoping she might find
another key on it, or at any rate a book of rules for shutting people up like telescopes: this time she found a little
bottle on it, ("which certainly was not here before," said Alice,) and round the neck of the bottle was a paper
label, with the words "DRINK ME' beautifully printed on it in large letters.

It was all very well to say "Drink me," but the wise little Alice was not going to do that in a hurry. "No, I'll look
first,' she said, “and see whether it's marked "poison" or not'; for she had read several nice little histories about
children who had got burnt, and eaten up by wild beasts and other unpleasant things, all because they would not
remember the simple rules their friends had taught them: such as, that a red-hot poker will burn you if you hold
it too long; and that if you cut your finger very deeply with a knife, it usually bleeds; and she had never
forgotten that, if you drink much from a bottle marked “poison,' it is almost certain to disagree with you, sooner
or later.

However, this bottle was NOT marked “poison,' so Alice ventured to taste it, and finding it very nice, (it had, in
fact, a sort of mixed flavour of cherry- tart, custard, pine-apple, roast turkey, toffee, and hot buttered toast,) she
very soon finished it off.

* * * * * * *

* * * * * * *

"What a curious feeling!" said Alice; "I must be shutting up like a telescope .'

And so it was indeed: she was now only ten inches high, and her face brightened up at the thought that she was
now the right size for going though the little door into that lovely garden. First, however, she waited for a few
minutes to see if she was going to shrink any further: she felt a little nervous about this; “for it might end, you
know,' said Alice to herself, “in my going out altogether, like a candle. | wonder what | should be like then?'
And she tried to fancy what the flame of a candle is like after the candle is blown out, for she could not
remember ever having seen such a thing.

After a while, finding that nothing more happened, she decided on going into the garden at once; but, alas for
poor Alice! when she got to the door, she found he had forgotten the little golden key, and when she went back
to the table for it, she found she could not possibly reach it: she could see it quite plainly through the glass, and
she tried her best to climb up one of the legs of the table, but it was too slippery; and when she had tired herself
out with trying, the poor little thing sat down and cried.

"Come, there's no use in crying like that!" said Alice to herself, rather sharply; "I advise you to leave off this
minute!" She generally gave herself very good advice, (though she very seldom followed it), and sometimes she
scolded herself so severely as to bring tears into her eyes; and once she remembered trying to box her own ears
for having cheated herself in a game of croquet she was playing against herself, for this curious child was very
fond of pretending to be two people. "But it's no use now,' thought poor Alice, “to pretend to be two people!
Why, there's hardly enough of me left to make ONE respectable person!'

Soon her eye fell on a little glass box that was lying under the table: she opened it, and found in it a very small
cake, on which the words "EAT ME' were beautifully marked in currants. "Well, I'll eat it," said Alice, "and if it
makes me grow larger, | can reach the key; and if it makes me grow smaller, | can creep under the door; so
either way I'll get into the garden, and | don't care which happens!'

She ate a little bit, and said anxiously to herself, "Which way? Which way?', holding her hand on the top of her
head to feel which way it was growing, and she was quite surprised to find that she remained the same size: to
be sure, this generally happens when one eats cake, but Alice had got so much into the way of expecting nothing
but out-of-the-way things to happen, that it seemed quite dull and stupid for life to go on in the common way.
So she set to work, and very soon finished off the cake.

* * * * * * *

JIsrouc Kapposui. AHs B cTpaHe dy/ec
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JIstouc Kappom. Ans B cTpane uyzaec
mepeBoJ ¢ anrimiickoro Bragumupa Habokosa
Lewis Carroll. Alice's Adventures in Wonderland

K Yuraremnro.

OTa cka3ka U3BECTHA MAJICHBKUM YHTATENSAM BO BCEM
mupe. Ee aBTop - 3HaMEHUTHIN aHTIUUCKUNA THcaTelNb
JIsrouc Kappoin. Pacckas 06 Anuce nepeBen Ha pycCKuid
s3Ik Bmagumup HabokoB u Anmca crana AHeil, 3axuna
HOBOH XW3HBIO.

JIstouc KOPPOJIJI. AHA B CTPAHE UYJEC

nepeBoy ¢ anriuiickoro Baanumupa HABOKOBA

I'maBa 1. HBIPOK B KPOJIMYbBIO HOPKY

AHe CTaHOBMJIOCH CKYYHO CHJIETh 0€3 JIesia PsIoM C CECTpOil Ha
TpaBsIHOM CKaTe; pa3a JiBa OHa 3arjisiHyJa B KHIKKY, HO B Hel He
OBLIIO HU Pa3roBOPOB, HU KapTWHOK. "UTO TpOKy B KHIDKKE 0Oe3
KapTHUHOK U 6€3 pa3roBopoB?" - mogymana AHsl.

Omna yyBCTBOBajIa ce0s IIIyIOW U COHHOW - TaKoW ObUT >KapKui
neHb. ToIbKO UTO MPHUHANIACH OHA PACCYKIATh PO ce0sl, CTOUT U
BCTaTh, YTOOBI HAOPATh POMAIIIEK M CBUTh U3 HUX II€Mb, KaK BIPYT,
OTKyJla HA BO3BMUCH, ITpoOeskan MumMo Hee benbrit Kponuk ¢ po3oBeiMu
rJ1a3aMu.

B 3TOoM, KOHEUHO, HUYEro 0COOEHHO 3aMeyaTeIbHOrO He OBLIo; He
yauBUiIach AHS M TOT/Ia, KOraa ycibeixana, uto Kpommk Oopmoder
cebe o Hoc: "Boxe Moii, boxke MoOH, s HaBepHsKa ormo3garo’.
(Tonpko MOTOM, BCIIOMHUHAS, OHA 3aKIIFOYHIIA, YTO TOBOPAIIUI 3BEpEK
- TUKOBWHA, HO B TO BpeMs €i MOYeMy-TO Ka3ajoch 3TO OYCHB
ectectBeHHBIM.) Korma ske Kponmnk Tak-Takvi W BBITAIIMI Yachl W3
JKWJIETHOT'O KapMaHa Y, B3IJISIHYB HAa HUX, NOCIELIMWI Jaiblile, TOrAa
TOJBKO Y AHU OJIECHYJIA MBIC]TB, UTO € HHUKOTZIa HE MPUXOIUIOCH
BHJIETh, YTOOBI Y KPOJIMKA ObUIM 4achl ¥ KapMaH, Ky/1a Obl X COBaTh.
Ona BcKOYMIIa, Cropasi OT JIFOOOMBITCTBA, MOOCKANA 32 HUM 4epe3
TOJIC ¥ KaK pa3 ycrelia 3aMEeTHTh, KaK IOPKHYJI OH B OOJIBIITYI0 HOPY
IOJT ITUTIOBHUKOM.

AHS MTHOBEHHO HBIPHYJIA BCJIE/I 32 HUM, HE 33yMBIBasiCh HaJ TEM,
Kak e yJlacTcsl BEUIC3TH OIATh Ha cBeT boxuil.

Hopa cnepBa mia mpsiMmo B BUIE€ TYHHENA, a MOTOM BHE3AITHO
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obopBanach BHU3 - TaK BHE3AITHO, YTO AHSI HE yCIeNa U axXHYTh,
KaK yXe CTOMMS Tajaja KyAa-TO, CIIOBHO Tomnana B O€3JOHHBIHN
KOJIOJell.

[a, xonoper, TOMKHO OBITh, OBUT OYEHB TIYOOK, MM JKe TMajaia
OHa OYEHBb MEJJICHHO: Y HEe IO ITyTH BIIOJHE XBAaTall0 BPEMEHH
OCMOTPETHCS ¥ IOAYMaTh O TOM, YTO MOJKET aNbIIe CIYYHTHCS.
CriepBa OHa B3TJIsIHYJIa BHU3, YTOO Y3HaTh, YTO €€ OXKHAAeT, HO
riryOorHa ObLTa 6ecrIpocBeTHAs; TOTJa OHAa MOCMOTpENa Ha CTEHBI
KOJIOJIIa ¥ 3aMEeTHJIa, YTO HAa HUX MHOYKECTBO TIOJIOK U ITOJIOYEK; TYT
W TaM BHCEJIH Ha KPIOYKax reorpaguueckie KapTel 1 KapTuHku. OHa
najana BHU3 TaK IJIaBHO, YTO yCIela MUMOXOJIOM A0CTaTh C OJHOM
13 MOJIOK OaHKy, Ha KOTOpod 3Hauminock: "KiyOHu4HOE Bapense'.
Ho, k BemukoMy ee coxxajieHHI0, OaHKa OKa3aiach mycroil. Ei He
X0Tenock Opocath ee, 3 00sS3HU yOUTH KOTo-HHOYIb BHU3Y, U
MIOTOMY OHa YXHTPHJIACh IOCTaBUTHh €€ B OJWUH W3 OTKPBITHIX
mKa(IIKOB, MUMO KOTOPBIX OHA Iajaa.

"OnHako, - mogyMana AHs, - TOCJIE€ TAKOTO HUCIBITAHUS MHE HU
YYTOYKH HE TIOKAKETCS CTPALTHBIM TIOJIETETh KYBBIPKOM C JIECTHHIIHI!
Kak moma Oynyt auButhcst Moeit xpadbpoctu! Uto nectauma! Ecnu Ob1
s JaXKe ¢ KPBIIIK TPOXHYJack, u Torna O s He mukHy’da! DTo yixe,
KOHEYHO".

Buwus, BHU3, BHU3... Beuno mu Oynet manenue?

- Xorena ObI 51 3HaTh, CKOJIBKO BEPCT C/ENama 5 3a 3TO BpeMsl,

- CKazaja OHa TPOMKO. - JIOIKHO OBITh, sI yXKe TpPUOIHKAIOCHh K
LEHTPY 3eMIIH. DTO, 3HAYUT, Oy/IeT MPUOIUIUTENHHO IIEeCTh THICSIY
BepcT. Ma, kaxeTcd, Tak... (AHSA, BUANTE JIA, BEIyIAJIa HECKOJIBKO
TaKuX BEIIEH B KJIACCHOW KOMHATE, U XOTA ceiiyac He OUeHb KCTaTH
OBLIO BBICKA3bIBaTh CBOE 3HAHME, BCE JKE€ TAKOTO POJIa YIPAKHEHUE el
Ka3aJI0Ch ITOJIC3HBIM. )

- ...Jla, xaxxercs, 3T0 BepHOE pacCTOSAHKE, HO BOIIPOC B TOM,

Ha KaKO¥ IMUPOTE WM JIOJITOTE s HAaXO0Xych? (AHA HE WMeNna HU
MaJIeHIIeTo MPEACTABICHUS, YTO TAKOE JIOJITOTAa W IMUPOTa, HO ei
HPABHJICS TIBIIITHBIA 3BYK 3THX JBYX CJIOB.)

Hemnoro morois oHa onsTh MPUHATIACH TyMaTh BCIYX:

- A BApYT 5 IpOBaIItOCh CKBO3b 3eMiTio? Kak 3a0aBHO OyZIeT BBIATH
Ha TOM CTOPOHE U OUYTUTHCS CPEIU JIFOAEH, XOIAIINX BHU3 TOJIOBOM!
AnTHnaruu, kaxercs. (Ha 3ToT pa3 ona Obuta paga, 4To HEKOMY
CIIBIIIATH €€: MOCIIEHEe CIOBO KaK-TO HE COBCEM BEPHO 3BY4aJIo.)

- Ho MHe nipuzieTcst cipocuTh y HUX Ha3BaHHE WX CTpaHEIL. byabre
JOOPBI, CyIapbIHs, CKa3aTh MHE, Ky/1a s monania: B ABCTPaIHIO WM B
Hosyto 3enmanmuio? (Tyr oma mompoOoBama TpHcecTh - Ha
Bo3ayxe-To!) Ax, 3a KaKkyro Jypouky npumyt mens! Her, myudme He
CIPAalINBaTh: MOXKET OBITh, S YBHXKY ATO TJie-HHOYIb HAITUCAHHBIM.

Buus, BHU3, BHM3... OT Hedero jaemath AHS BCKOpE OISITh
3aropopuia. "Ceroaus BeuepoM JuHa, BepHO, OyneT ckydatb 0e3
meHs". ([luna Obuta komika.) "Hagmeroch, 4To BO BpeMs 4as He
3a0yAyT HATHUTH € MoJIoKa B Omrofiie. Jlunaa, Muasi, ax, eciid ObI ThI
ObLIa 371eCh, cO MHO! MEIIieli B Bo3myxe, MOKallyi, HEeT, HO 3aTO ThI
MoTJ1a OBl MOMMATH JIETYYyO MBITIB! J[a BOT €IST M KOIIKH JIETy4nuX
MeItei? Eciou HeT, modem xe onu 1Mo Kpsimam opoast?” Tyt Aus cTana
BITaJaTh B IPEMOTY W TPOJOJDKANA TOBTOPSATH COHHO M CMYTHO:
"Komku Ha Kppllle, JeTydre MbIIIN" ... A TOTOM CJIOBa IYTalHCh U
BBIXO/AMJIO YTO-TO HECYPA3HOE: JIETYYHE KOIIKH, MBIIIN Ha KpBIIIE...
Omna 9yBCTBOBaJa, 4TO OMOJIET €€ COH, HO TOJBKO CTallo e
CHUTHCS, YTO TYJIAET OHA MOJ PYKy ¢ JIMHOW M OYeHb HACTONYUBO
cropamuBaeT y Hee: "Ckaxu MHe, [uHa, mpaBay: ena JU Thl
KOTIa-HUOYIb JIETYYUX MBITIEH?"... - KaK BOPYT...
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byx! byx!

AHs oKa3anach CUASIIEH Ha Kyde XBOPOCTa U CYXHUX JIMCTHEB.
[Tagenne 6110 OKOHYeHO. OHA HUYYTh HE YIMUOIAch W Cpazy XKe
Bckoumyia Ha HorH. [locMoTpena BBepX - Tam ObLI0 Bee TeMHO. [lepen
Hell ke ObUT APYTof IIMHHBIN MPOXOA, M B TIyOWHE €ro BUAHENACh
CIIMHA TOPOIIMBO ceMensmero Kponuka. AHS, BUXpEM COpPBaBLINCH,
KMHYJach 32 HUIM M YCIEJia YCIbILaTh, KaK OH BOCKJIMKHYJ Ha
noBoporte: "OX, MOM YIIKH U YCUKH, KakK NMo3AH0 ctaHoBuTcsa!" OnHa
ObLIa COBCEM OJIM3KO OT HEro, HO, 0OOTHYB YTOJI, TOTEPsUIa €ro H3
Buay. OdyTuiach OHa B HU3KOHM 3ajie, OCBELICHHON PsIOM JIaMil,
BUCALINX Ha MOTOJIKE.

Boxkpyr Bceii 3anmbpl ObTM MHOTOYMCIICHHBIE ABEPH, HO BCE
oKazanuck 3anepteiMu! U mociie Toro kak AHs MpoLLIACh BIOJIb OJIHON
CTOPOHBI U BEpHYJIach BAOJb APYroi, NpoOys KaKIyI IBEpb, OHA
BBIIIUIA Ha CEPEIMHY 3aJIbl, C TPYCTHIO CTIpamnBas ce0s, Kak ke el
BEIOpATHCS HAPYKY.

BreszanHo oHa 3ameTHia epe co00¥ CTOMMK Ha TpeX HOXKKax,
BECH CJCIaHHEIN U3 TOICTOro cTekia. Ha mem Huuero He OBLIO,
KpOMe KpPOILIEYHOT'O 30JI0TOTO KITIOUHMKA, U MEPBON MBICIbI0 AHH OBLIO,
YTO KJIIOYMK 3TOT MOAXOOWT K OXHOW W3 ABEpEd, TOJBKO UTO
HCIPoOOBaHHBIX €10. He TyT-To ObU10! 3aMKM OBLIM CIIMIIIKOM BEJIHMKH,
KIItOUUK He oTnupai. Ho, o0olias 3amy Bo BTOpOil pa3, OHa Haluia
HU3KYIO 3aHABECKY, KOTOPOM HE 3aMeTHiIa paHblle, a 3a 3TOM
3aHaBECKOM OKazajach KpouedHas aBepb. OHa BCyHyla 30J0TOH
KJIFOYUK B 3aMOK - OH KaK pa3 MOIX0u!

AH oTBOpHMIIA IBEPILY M YBUEIA, YTO OHA BEJET B Y3KUH IIPOXO
BEJIMYMHOM € KPbICHHYIO0 HOpPKY. OHa BCTana Ha KOJICHH U, B3[JISIHYB B
mIyOWHY TPOXOja, YBUAENAa B KpPYIJIOM IIPOCBETE YTOJIOK
yyaecHewero caga. Kak nmotsHymno ee Tyna U3 CyMpaydHOii 3aJIbl, KakK
3aX0TeNIOCh e TaM MOOPOIUTh MEKAY BBICOKMX HEXHBIX LIBETOB H
MPOXJIaTHBIX CBETIbIX (POHTAHOB! - HO W TOJIOBBI OHAa HE MOTIJIA
MIPOCYHYTH B JIBeph. "A ecnu 6 u Morna", - momymana OegHas AHs,

- "To Bce paBHO 0e3 TuIeY JaieKo He yiaenb. AX, Kak st Obl XOTelna
OBITH B COCTOSTHUM CKJIJIbIBaThCs, Kak moa3opHas Tpyoa! Ecim O 51
TOJIBKO 3HaJIa, KaK HadaTh, MHE, MOXalIyH, ynajaoch Obl 3TO".
Buaure 11, cyqniioch CTONBKO HEOOBIYAHOTO 3a TIOCIIE/IHEE BpeMs,
4TO0 AHS YK€ Ka3aJoCh, YTO HA CBETE OYEHb MaJlo JIeHCTBUTEIHHO
HEBO3MOYKHBIX BeEIIEH.

IlocTosima oHa y ABEpIIBL, MOTONTANACh, /1a M BEPHYJACh K
CTOJIMKY, CMYTHO HaJIesiCh, YTO HalJET Ha HEM KaKoi-HUOYIb Ipyroi
KITIOY WJIM TI0 KpaliHel Mepe KHIKKY NpaBWil Ul JIIOACH, JKeJaromux
CKJIaJIbIBAThCA 0 IPUMEPY TOJ30PHOIM TpyOBI; Ha 3TOT pa3 OHa
yBHJENIa Ha HEM CKJITHOUYKY (KOTOpOH paHbllle, KOHEYHO, He OBbLIO, -
nogymana AHs), 1 Ha OyMa>KHOM SIpJIBbIYKE, IPUBSI3aHHOM K TOPJIBILLIKY,
OBLIN HATIeUaTaHbl KPACHBO U KPYITHO 1Ba ci1oBa: "BBIITEM MEHS".

Ouenp Jerko ckazarb: "Breimeil meHs", HO ymHas AHA He
cobupasacy aelictBoBaTh ompomerunBo. "[locmortpro cmepma", -
cKa3alla OHa, - "ecTh i1 Ha Hel moMeTka "say". OHa IOMHHUIA, YTO
YHTajga HEKOTOPhIE MUJIBIE PACCKA3UKHU O JETSIX, KOTOPhIE MOKUPATINCH
JUKUMH 3BEPSMH, U C KOTOPHIMU CIIyYaJIUCh BCSIKHE Jpyrue
HENPUATHOCTU - BCE TOJBKO NMOTOMY, YTO OHM HE CIIYIIAJIUCHh
JPY’KECKUX COBETOB U HE COONIOJAJIN CaMBIX IPOCTBIX IpPaBUJl, Kak,
HanpuMmep: eciiu OyJellb Aep)kaTh CIUIIKOM JOJIro KO4yepry 3a
pacKaJeHHBIH JOKpacHa KOHUHUK, TO 0003OKEIIb PyKY; €CIH CIHIIKOM
INIyOOKO BOTKHEIIb B Iajell HOX, TO MOXET IOMTU KpOBb; U,
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HAaKOHEII, €CJIH TJIOTHEITh U3 OYTHUTIOYKH, IIOMEUEHHOH """, TO paHo
WJIH TTO3HO TIOYYBCTBYEIh ceOs HEBAXKHO.

Ho B manHOM city4ae Ha CKIISTHKE HUKAKOTO IPEIOCTCPEIKECHUS HE
OBLIO, M AHS pElIIach HCIIPOOOBATh cojiepkumoe. M Tak Kak OHO
BecbMa €il MoHpaBMIIOCH (erne Obl! 3TO OBIT KaKOH-TO CMEIIaHHBII BKYC
BHIITHEBOT'O TOPTA, CIMBOYHOTO MOPOXKEHOTO, aHaHaca, >KapeHOH
WHJICHKY, TAHYYCK U TOPSYUX TPEHKOB C MAclioM), TO CKIISHKa
BCKOpE OKa3ajach MyCTa........

- BoT cTpanHOe 4yBCTBO! - BOCKJIMKHYIa AHS. - JIOJKHO OBITH, 5
3aXJIONBIBAIOCH, KaK TEIECKOII.

JeiicTBUTENpHO: OHA TeTIeph ObLIa HE BEIIIIE IECATH TIOMMOB POCTY
Y BCS OHA TPOCHsIIA TIPU MBICIIH, YTO NP TAaKOH BEIIMYMHE € JIETKO
MO’KHO IPOWTH B JBEPILY, BSAYIIYIO B IUBHBIN can. Ho crepBa Hy»KHO
OBLIIO IOCMOTPETH, IEPECTAIA I OHA YMEHBIIATHCS: TOT BOIPOC
OYECHb €€ BOIHOBAJ. "Beab 3T0 MOXKET KOHUUTHCS TEM, UTO I BOBCE
MoracHy, Kak cBeya, - ckasayia AHs. - Ha uto ke s Torma Oymy
moxoxa?". U oma mompoOoBaa BooOpa3uTh cebe, Kak BBHITISIIUT
IaMmsi, TTOCIie TOT0, KakK 3ayellb cBedy. Hukorma paHeiie oHa He
oOpailiaia Ha 3TO BHUMaHUSI.

Yepes HeKOTOpOE BpeMsi, yOSAUBIIMCH B TOM, YTO HUYETO OOJbIIIe
C HeW He TPOWCXOIUT, OHA PEITIIa He MEUIA OTIIPABUTHCA B Cafl.
Ho, yBrl! Korna 6enHast AHs mojoIiuia K IBEpH, OHA CIIOXBAaTUJIACh,
YTO 3a0bl1a B3STh 30JI0TOM KJIIOYMK, a KOTJa IOIllia 33 HUM K
CTEKJISTHHOMY CTOJIHKY, TO OKa3aJI0Ch, YTO HET HUKAaKOH BO3MOXXHOCTH
JI0 HETO JIOTSIHYThCS: OHA BUJIETA €r0 COBEPIIECHHO SICHO, CHU3Y,
CKBO3b CTEKJIO H MOMBITAJIACH JIaXKe BCKapaOKaThCs BBEPX IO OJIHOM
M3 HOXKCK, HO CIIMIIKOM ObBLIO CKOJIB3KO; M YyCTaBilasd OT TIICTHBIX
MIOTIBITOK, OeTHSKKA CBEPHYJIACh B KITyOOYEK M 3aIliaKaa.

- Byzner Te6e makare. Uto TOJIKY B cie3ax? - JOBOJIBHO PE3KO
ckazania AHs cebe camoii. - CoBeTyro Te0e ToTUYac e IepecTarh.

CoBeTbl, KOTOpHIE OHa cede aBaia, OOBIYHO OBLTH BeChMa JT00phIE,
XOTsI OHa PeaKo ciuepoBana uM. MHorma oHa OpaHmia ce0s Tak
CTPOTO, YTO CJIC3bI BHICTYIIAJIM Ha Tjla3aX, a pa3, MOMHUTCS, OHa
ronpo0OoBaia BEIIPATh ceOs 3a yIIU 3a TO, YTO CIUIYTOBala, Urpas
cama ¢ co0oif B kpokeT. CTpaHHBIH 3TOT peOEHOK OYEeHb JFOOMI
MpeJCTaBIIsATh U3 cedst NBYX Jrojei. "Ho 3To Teneps HU k yemy", -
noaymana 6eanast Ans. - Bexb ot MeHs octanock Tak mano! Ha dro
s1 TOXych?.."

Tyt B3MIAL ee ymal Ha KaKyl-TO CTEKJISIHHYIO KOPOOOYKY,
JISXKAIIYIO TOJT CTOJIOM: OHA OTKpbLJIa €€ M Halllla B HEM Malt0CeHbKUI
MUPOKOK, HA KOTOPOM H3SIIHBINA y30p H3IOMUHOK 00pa30Ball JBa CIIOBA:
"CBELLIb MEHA!"

- Hy uto0 xe, u cbeMm! - ckazana And. - I ecnu ot 3TOTO 51
BBIPACTy, TO MHE YAACTCs AOCTATh KIFOY; €CIIH K€ 5 CTaHy elle
MEHBIIIE, TO CMOTY TIOJIJIe3Th MO/ JBepb. Tak wiu uHave, 1 Oyay B
COCTOSIHMH BOUTH B caj. byas uto Oymert!

Ona cpema Kycodek W crama chpammBath cebsa: "B kakyro
CTOPOHY, B Kakyt0?" - ¥ DU 3TOM JIaJIOHh MpPIKUMalla K TEMEHH,
YTOOBI IOYYBCTBOBATh, [0 KAKOMY HalpaBJICHUIO OYJET pacTy roJIoBa;
OJIHAKO, K €€ BEJIMKOMY YJIMBJCHHIO, HUYErO0 HE CIYYHUJIOCh. OHA
ocTaBajach BCe TOTO K€ pocTa. Bmpodem, Tak OOBIKHOBEHHO W
OBIBaeT, KOT'/Ia CIllb MUPOXKOK, HO OHA TaK MPUBBIKJIA HA KAXK/IOM IIIary
KAATh OJTHUX TOJBKO YyJIEC, YTO )KU3Hb YK€ Ka3allach € TIymoil u
CKYYHOM, KOT/Ia BCE [IIO0 CBOUM TOPSIIKOM.

IToaToMy OHa mpuUHSIIACH 32 MHUPOKOK, U BCKOPE OH OBLI
VHIUTOMKEH. «..eveeureereeieaneenteesiiesieeseeseesneesaees
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I''IABA TIEPBAA,

B KOTOPO# AJinca 4yTh He MPOBAJTWIACH CKBO3b 3eMJII0

Anmca cuzena co crapiieil cecTpoi Ha Oepery U Masiach: 1eaTh eil ObLTo
COBEpILEHHO HEYEro, a CHACTh 0e3 Jefa, caMu 3HaeTe, AeJI0 HeJIerKoe; pa3-Apyron
OHa, IpaB/ia, CyHyJIa HOC B KHHUTY, KOTOPYIO CECTpa YUTajla, HO TaM He 0Ka3aJioCh
HU KapTUHOK, HA CTUIIKOB. "KoMy HY>KHBI KHIDKKH 0€3 KapTHHOK.- MJIM XOTh CTHIIIKOB,
He moHumaro!" - nymana Anuca.

C rops oHa Havana MOAYMBIBaTh (IIpaBia, celdac 3TO TOkKe OBbLIO JIEJI0 He
13 JIETKHX - OT apbl €€ COBCEM Pa3MOPHIIO), YTO, KOHEYHO, HETIIOXO OBI CIUIECTH
BEHOK U3 MaprapuTOK, HO IIOXO TO, YTO TOTJa HYKHO IMOJHUMATECS U UATH
coOuparh 3TH MaprapuTKH, Kak BAPYT... Kak BAPYT coBceM psiioM MOSBUIICS OeIbIi
KPOJIMK C PO30BBIMU TJIa3KaMu!

TyT, pazymeercs, eiie He ObIJI0O HUYETO TAKOTO HEOOBIKHOBEHHOT0; AJIHCA-TO
HE TaK YK YIUBUIACh, Taxke KOTJa ychbixana, uro Kponuk ckazan (a ckasai oH:
"Ati-aii-aii! S onasapiBaro!"). Kcratu, motom, BcrioMuHas 000 BCeM 3TOM, OHa
pemmia, 9To BCe-TaKi HEMHOXKO YAHBUTHCS CTOWIIO, HO Ceifdac el Ka3ajioch, 9To
BCE UJIET KaK HaJo.

Ho xorna Kpomnuk moctan u3 )xuieTHoro kapMmasa (fa-na, umenso!) YAChI
(macrosmue!) 1, eqBa B3MIISIHYB HAa HUX, OIIPOMETHIO KUHYJICS OexaTh, TyT Anrca
TaK 1 MoAcKoumal

Eme 6w1! Bens 910 06611 IepBBIH Kponuk B xKUIIETKE U MIPH Yacax, KAKOTO OHA
BCTpETHJIa 32 BCIO CBOIO KHU3HB!

Cropas oT JII00OTBITCTBA, OHA CO BCEX HOT TIOMYAJIaCh BAOTOHKY 32
Kponukom u, yecTHOE CIIOBO, YyTh-UyTh €ro He JorHaa!

Bo BcsikoM citydae, oHa Tocrienia Kak pa3 BOBpeMsi, YTOObI 3aMETHTh, KaKk
Bensrit Kponuk ckpbuics B 00JIBIIION HOpPE TIOJ] KOIMOYEH N3TOPOIBIO.

B 1y ke cekyHny Anrca He pa3gyMbIBas pUHYJach 32 HUM. A KOH 0 yem
MoJlyMaTh € He Meaio Obl - Hy XOTh O TOM, KaKk OHa BeIOEpeTCsi 0OpaTHO!

Hopa cniepBa 1nia poBHO, Kak TOHHEINb, a IIOTOM Cpa3y OOphIBAJIaCh TaK
KpPYTO ¥ HEOKUJAHHO, 4YTO AJIMca aXHYTh HE YCIIeNa, KaK MoJieTeNa-mojeTea BHA3,
B KaKOW-TO OY€Hb, 0U€Hb TITyOOKHI KOJIOEII.

To nu Konozaen ObLT IEHCTBUTEIHHO YK OUEHb MTYOOKUH, TO JIU JIeTeNna
AJrica yK OYeHb HE CIela, HO TOJIBKO BCKOPE BBISICHIIIOCH, UTO TEIIEPh y Hee
BPEMEHU BBOJIIO U JUTS TOTO, YTOOBI OCMOTPETHCS KPYTOM, U JUISI TOTO, YTOOBI
MOIyMaTh, YTO €€ KJIET BIEepPEeH.

[lepBbIM 1€TIOM OHA, MOHSTHO, NOTJIsZENIa BHU3 H MOTBITANIACH pa300paTh,

Ky/la OHa JIETUT, HO TaM OBUIO CIIMIIKOM TEMHO; TOTJa OHA CTajla paccMaTpUBaTh
CTEHBI KOJIOJII[a ¥ 3aMETHJIa, YTO BMECTO CTEH IIUIN CILUIONIb MKadbl U MIKAPINKY,
MOJIOYKH U TIOJIKH; KOe-TJie ObLIM pa3BeLIaHbl KAPTUHKHU U TeorpaduiecKue KapThl.

C onHOH U3 MONIOK Anrca cyMerna Ha JIETy CHATh OaHKy, Ha KOTOPOH
kpacoBanack 3tukeTka: "AIIEJIbCUHOBOE BAPEHbBE". banka, yBbI, OblTa ITycTa, HO,
x0Ts Arca ¥ Obljla CHJIBHO pa3odyapoBaHa, OHa, OIacasiCh YIIMOUTh KOro-HUOY1b, HE
Opocuina ee, a yXUTPUIACh OMAThH MMOCTABUTh OaHKY Ha KaKyl0-TO TOJIKY.

- a,- ckazaia cebe Anica,- BOT 3TO IoJieTesa Tak moyierena! Yk Ternepb
g He 3aIuiady, eciiy mosevy c jectHunbl! Jloma ckaxyT: BOT MojogunHa! Moxer,
JaKe ¢ KPBIILY cJievy U He MUKHY !

(borock, uTo TYT OHa ObLIa TaXke yepecuyp mnpasal)

W ona Bce nerena: BHU3, ¥ BHU3, 1 BHU3! Heyxxenu aTo HUKOT 1A HE
KOHYHTCA?

- UntepecHo, CKONBKO 5 mposeTena? - rpoMKo ckazaia Anuca.- HasepHoe,

s yxe Tae-Hu0yap okoJio menTpa 3emun! Hy ma: kak pas ThICSY MIECTh KHIIOMETPOB
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WJIM YTO-TO B 3TOM POJIE...

(Hemo B ToM, 9TO AJHica y)ke 00ydasach pa3HbIM HayKaM H Kak pa3 HeaBHO
MTPOXOJIUJIA YTO-TO B ATOM POJIEC; XOTs ceiiuac ObUT HE caMblil Ty4INUH CITydait
OJIECHYTH CBOMMHU MTO3HAHUSIMH - BEJIb, K COXKAJICHUIO, HUKTO €€ HE CITyIIaj,- OHa
Bceraa ObLTa HE MPOYb MOTPAKTHKOBATHCS. )

- Hy na, paccrosiHue s onpenenuia NpaBuibHO,- OpoAoJbKaia oHa.- Bot
TOJIBKO UHTEPECHO, Ha KaKMX K€ 5 TOT/la MapaieNsax U MepuauaHax”?

(Kak BugnTe, Anvica mOHATHS HE UMeEINa O TOM, YTO TaKOe Mapauienin u
MEpHINAHBL,- el IPOCTO HPAaBUIIOCH IIPOM3HOCUTH TaKHe KPaCHBHIE, TMHHBIE CJIOBA.)

HemHoro oTnoxHyB, OHa CHOBa Hayana:

- A BIpyr s Oy1ly Tak JIeTeTh, JETEeTh U MPoJiedy BCIO 3eMIII0 HACKBO3b?

Bot 65110 OB1 310pOBO! BBINIE3Y - M BAPYT OKaXyCh CPEIH 3TUX... KOTOPHIE XOIAT Ha
rojioBax, BBepx Horamu! Kak onu Ha3pIBaloTCca? AHTU... AHTUIISTKY, 4TO JI1?

Mbui-mo ¢ eamu, KOHeUHO, NPEKPACHO 3HAEeM, Yo mex, KMo Hcugem Ha
Opy20oll CMOpOHe 3eMHO020 Wapa, HA3bl8arOM (80 BCAKOM Cyyde, 8 CMAPUHY HA3bIBAU)
AHMUNOOAMU.

(Ha stot pa3 Asnuca B ayiie o0pazoBaiach, 4TO €€ HUKTO HE CIIBIIIUT: OHA
cama IOYyBCTBOBaJIa, YTO CIIOBO KaKOE-TO HE COBCEM TaKOe.)

- Tonmpko MHE, TIOXKAITYH, TaM MPUAETCS CIIPAIINBATE Y TIPOXO0XKHX, Ky/Ia s
nonana: "U3BuHuTe, TETA, 3T0 ABCcTpanus win Hosas 3enanaus"?

(BnobaBok Asuca mompITajIach eie BeKIUBO npucects! [Ipencrasmisere? ,
Kawnkcen B Bo3ayxe! Bbl ObI cMOTIIH, KakK BEI TymaeTe?)

- Ho Benp 3Ta TeTs Toraa nogaymaer, 4to sl Iypouyka, COBCEM HHUEro He
3Hato! Her yx, nmydime e 6yny cnpammBaTs. Cama npountaro! Tam Benb, HAaBEpHO,
r/1e- HUOyIb HAIMCaHo, KaKasi 3TO CTpaHa.

W nampiie - BHU3, BHU3 U BHU3!

Tak Kak HUKaKoro JIPYroro 3aHATUS Y Hee He Obu1o, Ajrica BCKOPE OIISITh
3aroBopmIia cama ¢ COOOH.

- luaka OyneT ceroiHsl Be4epoM ykacHO 000 MHe ckydaTh! ([nHoit 3Baim
ee KoIKy.) X0oTh Obl OHU HE 3a0bLIH JaTh € MOJIOUKa BOBpeMs!.. Muiast Most
Junouka, xopo1o 061 ThI ObLIa ceifuac co MHOM! MBIIeK TyT, MpaBa, HABEPHOE, HET,
HO ThI OBI JIOBHJIA JIETY4HX MbItieid. He Bce 1 Tebe paBHO, kuca? ToIbKO BOT 5 HE
3HA0, KYIIAIOT KOIIKH JIETYYHX MBIIIEK HITH HET?

U Tyt Anuca coBcem 3apemalia M TOJIBKO TTOBTOPsAJIa CKBO3b COH:

- CKyIIaeT KOIIKa JIETY4Yyr0 MBIIIKY? CKyIIaeT KOIIKa JIETyYyr0 MBIIIKY?

A wHOT/Ia y Hee ToIy4aloch:

- CKyIIaeT MbIIIKa JETy4yl0 MOIIKY?

He Bce nu paBHO, 0 4eM cIIpalnBaTh, €CIH OTBETA BCE PABHO HE
MIOJTyYHIIIb, TIpaBa’?

A TIOTOM OHa 3aCHYJIa MO-HACTOAIIEMY, U € yXKe CTal0 CHUTHCA, YTO OHA
ryjsietr ¢ JInHKO#M 1oz pyyKy ¥ HU € TOTO HHU C CETO CTPOTo roBoput eii: "Hy-Ka,
Juna, mpu3HaBalca: Thl XOTh pa3 e1a JETy4YUX MbImen?"

Kak Bapyr - Tpax! 0ax! - oHa nulenHyJIaCh Ha K4y XBOPOCTa H CYXHX
nucTheB. Ha ueM moset u 3akoHYMIIC.

Annca HY KaleJIbKU He YIIN0ach; OHa MOMEHTAIBHO BCKOYMIIA HA HOTH U
OCMOTpEJIach: IEPBBIM JICJIOM OHA B3IJISIHYJIa HaBepX, HO TaM OBIJIO COBEPLICHHO
TEMHO; 3aTO BIEPEAH CHOBA 0Ka3aJ0Ch HEUTO BPOJIe TOHHEIS, U TAE-TO TaM BIIAJIH
MenbkHyna purypa benoro Kposnka, KoTopblii yieneTsBal BO BECh AyX.

He tepsist Bpemenu, Anmca 6pocunack B morosio. OnsiTh Ka3ajaock, YTO OHA
BOT- BOT JIOTOHHT €T0, U ONATh OHA yCIIeJa yCIbImaTh, Kak Kponuk, cBopaunBast 3a
YTOJI, B3/IbIXaET:

- Ax BHI ymku-ycuku mou! Kak s onaszneiBaro! boxe moii!

Ho, yBsI, 32 moBopoToM benbrii Kponuk OecciieHo ucues, a cama Asrca
OYyTHJIACh B OYE€Hb CTPAHHOM MECTE.

9T0 OBUIO HU3KOE, JUIMHHOE MOA3eMENbe; CBOJIbI €r0 ¢1a00 OCBEIAINCh
psnamu BucsuMx jamil. [IpaBna, mo Bceil JyiMHe CTEH UM ABEPH, HO, K OOJIBIIOMY
CO’KaJICHHIO, BCE OHU OKa3aJIUCh 3alepThl. AllMca TIOBOJIBHO CKOPO YAOCTOBEPHIIACH B
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3TOM, JABaXKIbI 000151 Bce OA3EMENbE U 110 HECKOJIbKY pa3 IOJepraB KaXXIyto ABEPb.
Omna yHBIIO pacxaxuBaja B3aJ U BIEpes, IbITAACh NPUIYyMaTh, KaK €il oTcroga
BBIOPATHCS, Kak BAPYT HATKHYJIACh HA MaJICHBKHH CTEKIISTHHBIM CTONMK, HA KOTOPOM
JIeXkKaJl KPOXOTHBIM 30JI0TOU KIIFOUHUK.

Anuca oueHb 00paioBajach: OHa IMOAyMaa, YTO 3TO KIII0Y OT KaKOW-HUOYIb
n3 neepeid. Ho yBe1! MoskeT ObITh, 3aMKH OBIITH CITUIIKOM OOJBIINE, 3 MOXKET OBITH,
KITIOYMK OBUI CIIMIIKOM MaJIeHbKHUi, TOJIBKO OH HUKaK HEe XOTeJl OTKPhIBATh HU OJTHON
nsepu. OHa 1OOPOCOBECTHO MPOBEpsIa OAHY ABEPH 3a APYroM, U TYT-TO OHA
BIIEPBbIC 3aMETHJIa ITOPY, CITyCKABIIYIOCS 0 CaMOTI0 110714, a 3 HEll...

3a Heii ObU1a MaJIeHbKas IBEpLIa - CAHTUMETPOB TPUALATH BHICOTOM. Anuca
BCTaBMJIA 30JI0TOM KIIFOYMK B 3aMOYHYIO CKBaKUHY - U, O PaJ0CTh, OH KaK pa3
nopouien!

Anmnca oTBOpHIIa ABEPILy: TaM ObLT BXOJ B Y3€HBKHI KOPUAOD, YyTh MOIIUPE
KpbIcHHOro J1a3a. OHa BCTalla Ha KOJIEHKH, 3arJIsIHyJIa B OTBEPCTHE - U aXHyJIa:
KOPUIOP BBIXOJMJI B TAKOW UyIIECHBIH Cajl, KAKUX Bbl, MOXKET OBbITh, U HE BUABIBAJIH.

IIpencraBnsere, Kak €i 3aX0TENOCH BBIOPATHCS U3 3TOI0 MPAYHOIO HOA3e-

MeJIbsl Ha BOJIIO, TIOTYJISTh CPEAH MPOXJIAAHBIX (OHTAHOB U KIIyMO C SIpKUMH IIBeTaMu?!
Ho B y3kuii 1a3 He mporwia Obl faxke ogHa AlMCHHA rojoBa. ""A eciu OBl M IPOIIUIA, -
nogyMana OeIHKKA,- TOXKE XOPOLIETO Majio: BEIb T'OJI0BA AOJDKHA OBITh Ha ruievax!
[ouemy s Takas Gomnbinas U HeckianHas! BoT ecnu ObI st ymesa BCsi CKIIQABIBAThCS,

KaK [oa30pHast TpyOa wity, ellle Jydiie, Kak Beep,- Toraa Ol aqpyroe aeno! Hayqmn

OBl MEHsI KTO-HUOY/Tb, s OBI CIIOXKIIIACH - ¥ Bce B Topsiake!"

(Bynb BBl Ha MecTe AJHCHI, BBl ObI, IOXKaTYH, TOXKE PELIHIIH, YTO ceifuac
HUYETO HEBO3MOXHOTO HET!)

Tak wnm uHave, CUAETH Nepe]] 3aBETHOU ABEPIIeii OBIJIO COBEPIIIEHHO
Oecrosne3no, u Anuca BepHyJIach K CTEKIISTHHOMY CTOJIMKY, CMyTHO HaJ€sCh, 4TO,
MOJXKET OBbITh, TAM BCE-TaKW HAMJIETCS IPYTrOH KIIFOY WM, Ha XYJOU KOHEIl, KHUXKa!
"VUUCH CKIIAABIBATBCS!" Hu Toro, Hu Apyroro oHa, paBja, He HaIlIa, 3aT0
oOHapyxuiia XopomeHbKu# my3bipek ("Py4aroch, 4To paHbliie ero TyT He ObUIO" -
noyMana Asuca, K TOPJIBIIIKY KOTOPOro ObUT IPUBs3aH OyMa)KHBIH SPIBIK (Kak Ha
OyTBUIOUKE C JIEKAPCTBOM), 4 HA HEM OOJBITUMH OYKBaMH OBLIO YETKO Hale4aTaHo:
"BBIIENA MEHS!"

KoneuHo, BBIMIAAENO0 3TO OUEHb 3aMaH41BO, HO Anica Obula yMHas J€BOYKa
W HE CTelIa OTKIMKHYThCS Ha JII00E3HOE MPUTTIallICHHE.

- Her,- cka3ana ona,- s CHa4uasia mOCMOTPIO, HanucaHo Tyt "An!" unu
HET.

OHna HeapoM repedrTala MHOYKECTBO IOYUHUTENBHBIX PAcCKa30B Mo JeTel, ¢
KOTOPBIMH CITy4YaJIUCh Pa3Hble HEMPUSATHOCTH - O€IHBIE KPOIIKH U MOTHOaJH B TUIAMEHH,
1 IOCTABAJINCh HA ChEICHUE AUKHUM 3BEPSM,- U BCE TOJIBKO IIOTOMY, YTO OHU
3a0bIBaNIN (MJTM HE XOTENIM TIOMHUTH!) COBETHI CTapUINX. A BeIb, KaXKETCs, TaK
MIPOCTO 3aIIOMHUTD, YTO, HAIIPUMED, PACKAJICHHOHN JTOKPAaCcCHA KOUYEePro MOKHO
o0keubcs, eciu OyAelb AepKaTh ee B pyKax ciIMIIKoM 1oiro; uyto ecan OYEHD
rIIyOOKO TOpe3aTh Majel HOKOM, U3 3TOr0 Majiblia, Kak MPaBuJiIo, MOHAET KPOBb, U
TaK Jlajiee ¥ ToMy 1o100Hoe.

N yx Annca-To OTIIMYHO IOMHMJIA, YTO €CIIU BBINBEIIb CIIMIIKOM MHOTO M3
OyTBUIKH, Ha KOTOPOI HApHCOBAaHbI Yepen U KOCTH U Hamucano "fAx!", To moutu
HaBepHsIKa Te0e HE MO3I0POBUTCS (TO €CTh COCTOSHUE TBOETO 30POBhS MOXKET
YXYALUATHCS).

OpHako Ha 3Toi OyTHUTOUKE HE OBIIO HU Yeperna, HU KOCTeH, HU HaJlluCH
"An!", u Anrca pucKHyJa TOIPOOOBATh €€ COMECPKIMOE.

A Tak KaKk OHO OKa3aJI0OCh HEOOBIKHOBEHHO BKYCHBIM (Ha BKYC - TOYb-B-TOYb
CMECh BHILIHEBOTO MTUPOra, OMJIETA, aHAHACA, )KAPEHON MH/IOIIKH, TAHYYKH U TOPIINX
TPEHKOB C MacJIOM), OHa cama He 3aMeTHJIa, KaK My3bIPeK OITyCTell.

- Oi4, 910 K€ 3TO CO MHOMH aenaetcs! - ckazana Anuca.- S, HaBepHOe, I
MpaBJa CKJIaAbIBAIOCh, KaK MOa30pHas TpyOa!

Croputb ¢ 3TUM OBUIO TPYIHO: K ’TOMY BPEMEHHU B HEH OCTaJIOCh BCETO
JIMILb YETBEPTh METpa. AJlnca Tak U CUsUIa OT paloCTH, YBEPEHHAs!, UYTO OHA TETEPh
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CBOOOTHO MOYKET BBIMTH B Uy/IeCHBIN cax. Ho Bce-Taku oHa pemmiia Ha BCIKAN Ciiydait
HEMHOTO MTOIOKIATh U yOEAUTHCS, 9TO OHA YK€ TiepecTalia yMEHbIIaThes B pocTe. "A
TO BAPYT s OyIy AenaThCs BCe MEHBIIIE, MEHBIIE, KAK CBEYKa, a IOTOM COBCEM
ucuesny! - He 6e3 TpeBOTU MoAymaia oHa.- Bot Obl morisiieTs, Ha 4To g Oyay

TOraa moxoxa'.

U ona nonsITanack BOOOPa3UTh, HA YTO IOX0XKE IUIaMsI CBEYH, KOTJIa CBEYa
[oracia, Ho 3TO €i He yJalloCh,- Bellb, K CYaCThIO, € 3TOr0 HUKOra He
MPUXOAUIIOCH BUJETb...

[lonoxknaB HEMHOTO M yOEIUMBIIKCE, YTO BCE OCTACTCs MO-TIPEeKHEMY, Asnca
noOesxana ObLIo B cajl; HO - Takas He3agada! - y caMoro BBIXOa OHA BCTIOMHUIIA,
YTO OCTaBUJIA 30JI0TOW KJIFOUMK Ha CTOJIE, a HOAOEKaB OMSTh K CTOJIHKY,
o0HapyXwuia, 9T0 TeIepb €l HUKaK A0 KJI0Ya HE JOTSHYThCH.

U rmaBHOE, ero OBLTO TaK XOPOIIO BUIHO CKBO3b CTEKIIO!

Omna nompo6oBasia BIe3Th HA CTOJI 10 HOKKE, HO HOXKKH OBIITH TOXKE
CTEKJISTHHBIE U YKaCHO CKOJIb3KHUE, U KaK AJica HU CTapajiach, OHA BHOBb U BHOBb
che3KaJla Ha T0JI U, HAKOHEL, HACTapaBIINCh U HAChE3KABIINCH 10 H3HEMOKCHHS,
OeqHsDKKa celia MPSMO Ha TI0JT M 3aIliaKasa.

- Hy Bor, emie wero He xBatano! - ckazana Anmnca cede JOBOIBHO
ctporo.- Cie3amu ropro He momoxeib! CoBetyto TeOe epecTarbh CHI0 MUHYTY!

Anmca BooO1ie Bceria gaBana ce0e MPeBOCXOTHBIE COBETHI (XOTS CIIyIIanach
WX JaJieKO-/1aIeKo He BCET/Ia); MHOT/IA OHA 3aKaThiBaja cebe Takue BHITOBOPHI, UYTO
eJIe MOrJia yIepXaThbcs OT ClIe3; a Kak-TO pa3 OHa, HOMHHTCS, Jaske MONpoOoBana
BBLIIPATh ce0sl 3a yIIH 3a TO, YTO CXKYJIbHUYATA, UTPast cama ¢ co00 B KPOKeT. DTa
BBUIYMIIIMIIA YKACHO JIFOOMIIA TOHAPOIIKY OBITH ABYMS Pa3HBIMU JIFOJIbMU Cpa3y!

"A ceifuac 3TO HE TIOMOXET,- ToTymana OeqHast AJrca,- 1a ¥ He
nonyuutcs! Y3 MeHs Tenepb U OIHON NPUWINYHOU AeBOUYKH He BIAaeT!" TyT oHa
3aMEeTHIIA, YTO IO/ CTOJIOM JIEKHUT JIAPYHK, TOXKE CTEKISHHBIN. Anca OTKpBIJIa ero -
Y TaM OKa3aJicsi MUPOXKOK, Ha KOTOPOM M3IOMUHKaMU Oblila BBIJIOXKEHA KpacuBas
"Hagnuchk: "CBhEIIb MEH!"

- Hy u magHo, cbeM,- ckazana Anuca.- Eciiv st OT Hero crany no0oJibIiie,
sL CMOTY JIOCTaTh KJIIOY, @ €CJIM CTaHy eIlle MeHbIIIe, IIPoJie3y Mo ABepb. byap 4to
Oyzer - B caj s Bce paBHO 3a0epych! boubie ninn Menbiie? bonpie wiu MeHbIe? -
03a004YEHHO MOBTOPSUIA OHA, OTKYCHB KyCOUEK MUPOXKKA, U AaXKe MOJI0KMIa ce0e pyKy
Ha MaKyliKy, qTOOBI CJICIUTH 3a CBOUMMU NIPEBPAILICHUAMU.

Kak >xe oHa yAMBHIIaCk, KOTJIa 0Ka3aJI0Ch, YTO €€ pa3Mepbl HE N3MEHIIINCH!

Boo01e-to 00bIYHO Tak U OBIBAET € TEM, KTO €CTh MMUPOXKKH, HO AJHca TaKk
YK€ MPUBBIKJIA XXJIaTh OAHUX TOJBKO CHOPIIPU30B U YyA€C, YTO OHA AaX€ HEMHOKKO
paccTpouach - moYeMy 3TO BAPYT OMSATH BCE MOILIO, KaK OOBIYHO!

C rops oHa PHUHSIACK 32 MUPOXKOK U JOBOJIBHO CKOPO IMOKOHYMJIA C HUM.

I'nasa I. BHM3 ITO KPOJIMYbEN HOPE

AJrice HacKy4YWJIO CHIETH C CeCTpoi Oe3 Jena Ha Oepery peKw;
Pa3oK-Apyroi OHa 3aryisgHyjia B KHWKKY, KOTOPYIO YMTaja cecTpa, HO
TaMm He ObUTO HU KAPTHHOK, HU Pa3srOBOPOB.

-- UTo TONKY B KHIKKE, -- Tolymana AJuca, -- i B Heil HeT
HU KapTUHOK, HA Pa3rOBOPOB?

Ona cugena W pasMbllUIsLIIA, HE BCTATh JIM € U HE HAPBATh JIN
IBCTOB AJIA BEHKA; MBICJIN €€ TCKIIXM MEIJICHHO U HECBA3HO -- OT Kaphbl
ee KIOHIIO B coH. KoHeuHo, crutecTr BeHOK ObLI0 ObI OYeHb MPHSATHO,
HO CTOUT JIM Py 3TOTO MOABIMAThCS?

Bapyr mumMo npobexan KpoJuK ¢ KPaCHBIMU IJ1a3aMHU.

Koneuno, Hu4ero yzauBuTenbHOro B 3ToM He Obuto. IlpaBna,
Kponuk Ha 6ery roBopui:

-- Ax, 60ske moii! S onmasabiBaro.

Ho wu 310 He mokazanock Anrice 0co6eHHO CTpaHHBIM. (BecromuHas



19

00 3TOM TO3Ke, OHA MOoAyMalla, 9To €il ciemoBasio OBl YIAWBHUTHCA,
OJIHAKO B TOT MHUT BCE Ka3ajJocCh i BIIOJHE eCTeCTBEHHBIM). Ho,
koraa Kponuk BAPYT BRIHYI 4ackl U3 KUJICTHOTO KapMaHa U, B3TJISHYB
Ha HUX, MOMYaJcs jAajbiue, Anmuca Bckoumia Ha Horu. Ee Tyr
OCEHWJIO: BeIb HUKOT/IA paHbIIIe OHA HE BUIETA KPOJIMKa C YacamH, Ja
eIIe ¢ JKUJIETHBIM KapMaHOM B Tipuaady! Cropasi oT JOOOIBITCTBA, OHA
noOesxana 3a HAM I10 TOJII0 M TOJIBKO-TOJBKO YCIIea 3aMeTHTh, YTO OH
IOPKHYII B HOPY TIOJT H3TOPOABIO.

B ToT 3xe mMur Anmca 1opKHYyJa 32 HUIM CIIEZIOM, HE yMasi O TOM,
KaK k¢ OHa OyZeT BEIOMPAThCs 00pPaTHO.

Hopa chauana nuta npsiMmo, poBHasi, Kak TyHHEIb, a IOTOM BIpPYT
KpyTo oOpsiBasach BHH3. He ycmena Anwca u rira3oM MOPTHYTb, Kak
OHa Hayasa MajaTh, CJIOBHO B TTyOOKHH KoJloel.

To nmu xonozen OblT OUeHb TTyOOK, TO JM Hajaja OHa OYEHb
MEJUIEHHO, TOJIPKO BPEMEHH y Hee OBLIO JOCTaTOYHO, YTOOBI IPUITH B
ce0st ¥ moIyMaTh, 4To ke OyneT nanpmie. CHadala OHa IOMBITAACH
pasTiAa€Th, 4YTO XACT €€ BHHU3Y, HO TaM 6]31.]10 TEMHO, 1 OHa HUYCT O
He yBujena. Torma oHa mpuHSIIach CMOTpPETh MO cTopoHaM. CTEeHBI
KOJIOAIa ObUTH yCTaBJeHBl MmKadhaMi W KHUKHBIMH ITOJIKAMI; KOe-TIe
BHCEJI HA TBO3AMKAX KapTUHBI U KapTel. [Iposeras MuMo OZHOW W3
MOJIOK, OHA MPHUXBaTHJIA ¢ Hee OaHKY ¢ BapeHbeM. Ha OaHke HamicaHO
" AIIEJIbCMHOBOE", HO yBHI! OHa OKa3anack mycToil. Anuca modosiiach
OpocuTh OaHKy BHU3 -- Kak Obl HE YOUTH Koro-HnOyns! Ha ety ona
YMYAPHIIAch 3aCyHYTh €€ B KaKOH-TO mKad.

-- Bor »T0 ynana, tak ynanal--nogymana Amnuca.--Ynacte C
JIECTHHUIIBI TENeph Il MEHS Iapa IyCTSKOB. A HAIlM periar, 9To s
y’KacHO cMenasi. Jla cBanuch st XOTh € KPBIIIH, 51 ObI U TO HE TTHKHYJIA.

BriosiHe BO3MOXKHO, YTO TaKk OHO U OBLIO OBI.

A oHa Bce majiana u najgana. Heyxenu stomy He OyeT KoHa?

-- laTepecHo, CKOBKO MUJIb I YK€ TpoJieTena? -- ckaszaja
Anuca BeiyX. -- 51, BepHO, MpUOJIIIKAIOCh K LIEHTPY 3eMiu. [laiiTe-ka
BCIIOMHHTb... DTO KQKETCS, OKOJIO YE€THIPEX THICSY MHJIb BHU3.

Bunumie 1, Anrca BeIydriia KOe-4TO B 3TOM POJie Ha YPOKax B
KJIACCHOM, M, XOTh ceiyac OBII HE CaMBIM MHOAXOMAIIMH MOMEHT
JIEMOHCTPHUPOBATH CBOM MTO3HAHUSA -- HUKTO BEJ[b €€ HE CIBIIAl, --
OHa HE MOTJIa YJepKaThCs.

-- Jla Tak, BEpHO, OHO U €CTb, -- IpoaoirKana Anuca. -- Ho
WHTEPECHO, Ha KaKOH ke s Tora IIUPOTE U J0JIToTe?

Ckazatb 110 IpaBjie, OHa TIOHATHUS HE UMeNa O TOM, YTO TaKoe
HIMPOTa U JIONTOTa, HO el OYeHb HPABIIIUCH 3TH clioBa. OHHU 3ByYalid
TakK Ba>XHO U BHYIHI/ITCHBHO!

[Tomon4aB, oHa Havana CHOBA:

-- A He mpoedy Jiu s BCIO 3eMITI0 HackBo3b? BoT Oyner cmenHo!
Brinesaro -- a monu BHA3 royioBoit! Kak nx Tam 30ByT?.. AHTHIIATHH,
KaXeTcsl...

B riny6une aymm oHa mopajaoBajiach, 4TO B 3TOT MHT €€ HUKTO HE
CJIBIIIIUT, TIOTOMY YTO CJIOBO 3TO 3BYydYasio KaK-TO HE TaK.

-- IIpuaercss MHE y HMX CIPOCHUTB, KaK HAa3bIBAETCS MX CTPAHA.
“Ilpocture, cynapeind, rae 1?7 B Ascrpanmunm win B Hosoit
3enangnu?"

U ona nompoboBaia caenarh peBepanc. Moxenrb ce0e IpeICTaBUTh
peBepaHc B Bo3ayxe Bo Bpewms maaeHusi? Kak, mo-tBoemy, TeOe Obl
yIaJIoCh €ro caenaTs?

-- A oHa, KOHEYHO, IOJyMaeT, UTO 5 cTpamrHas HeBexaa! Her,

He OyTy HIKOTO CHpamuBaTh! MoXeT, YBIKY Tle-HUOYIh HaAIHCh!

A oHa Bce majana u nagana. J{enats Hedero--nmomonyas, Anmca
CHOBA 3arOBOPHIIA.
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-- Jluna 6yaeT MeHs CeTOMHS Bech BeUep UCKaTh. Eif 0e3 MeHs
TaK CKy4HO!

JvHOW 3Bany UX KOUIKY.

-- Hageroch, oHM He 3a0yAyT B MOJAHUK HAJUTh € MOJIOYKA...

Ax, J/luHa, Muias, Kak *aJb, 9T0 TeOs co MHOU HeT. [IpaBaa, MBIIeK
B BO3[YyX€ HET, HO 3aTO MOILEK XOTb 0T0aBisii! IHTEpecHo, enst nu
KOILIKHU MOIIIEK?

Tyt Anmca mouyBcTBOBaNa, 4TO I1a3a y Hee cimmatorcsa. OHa
COHHO OopMoOTaIa:

-- Enat nu komku Momrek? EnsT nu KoKy Morek?

HNHorna y Hee Nomy4asocs:

-- Exar nu Mok komrex?

Anuca He 3HajJa OTBETa HU HA MEPBbBI, HU HA BTOPO BOTIPOC, U
noToMy eii ObIJIO BCe PaBHO, Kak MX HH 3a7aTh. OHAa MOYYBCTBOBAJIA,
9TO 3achimaeT. Eil yke CHHIIOCH, 9TO OHa uaeT 00 pyKy ¢ luHoi u
03a004YCHHO CIPAIINBAET €€:

-- [Tpusnaiics, Jluna, Thl KOraa-HUOYIb €12 MOIIEK?

Tyt pazmancs cTpamHsiid Tpeck. Annca yrana Ha Kydy BaJeKHUKa
U CyXUX JIMCTHEB.

Ona HMYYTH He YIIHOJIACh U OBICTPO BCKOYMIIA HA HOTH. B3rmsanyna
HaBepX -- TaM 06110 TeMHO. [lepen Hel TAHYyICs APYTOit KOpUAOp, a B
KoHIe ero MenbkHyn bensiit Kponuk. Henmp3st ObUT0 TEpATH HI MUHYTHI,
u Anrca noMyanack 3a HUM ciegoM. OHa cibllnana, Kak ucdesas 3a
noBopotoMm, Kponuk npousHec:

-- Ax, mou ycuku! Ax, mon yuiku! Kak s onasnapisao!

IToBepHyB 3a yroma, Anuca oxxujaana TyT ke yBuaeTb Kponuka, HO
€ro HUTJe He ObIJI0. A OHAa OYyTHJAach B JUIMHHOM HHU3KOM 3ale,
OCBEILIEHHOM DSIJIOM JIaMII, CBUCABIIHX C MTOTOJIKA.

HBepeil B 3aie ObUIO MHOXXECTBO, HO BCE OKA3aJIMCh 3alepThI.
Anrca nmonpoOoBaia OTKPHITh UX -- CHa4aja ¢ OJJHOH CTOPOHBI, MOTOM
C Jpyroi, HO, yOEIMBIINCE, YTO HU OJIHA HE TOJIAETCsI, OHA MPOIILIa
IO 31y, C TPYCTBIO cooOpakasi, Kak €il 0Tcioja BEIOpaThCsL.

Bapyr oHa yBuzena CTEKIISIHHBIA CTOJIMK Ha Tpex Hoxkkax. Ha Hem
He OBUIO HUYEro, KPOMe KPOIIEYHOTO 30JI0TOr0 KIFOYHMKA. AJmca
pelmIa, 4YTo 3TO K04 OT OAHOM M3 JIBeped, HO yBBI! -- TO M
3aMOYHbBIC CKBAXXKMHBI OBIIM CIMIIKOM BEJIMKH, TO JH KIFOUUK CIUILIKOM
MaJl, TOJIbKO OH HE MOJIOIIEN HU K OJJHOW, KaK OHa HU cTapajach.
[Ipoiiascy mo 3amy BO BTOpOW pa3, Annca yBHIEa 3aHABECKY,
KOTOPYIO HE 3aMeTHIIa paHblle, a 33 Hell OKa3anach MaleHbKas IBepLa
JIFOMIMOB B IIATHAIIATH BBIIIMHOW. AJIFica BCTABWIIA KIIFOUYHUK B 3aMOYHYIO
CKBaKMHY -- M, K BeTMYalIIIeH ee pafoCcTH, OH mojaore!

Ona OTKpbUIa IBEpIly U YBHAENA 332 HEW HOPY, COBCEM Y3KYIO, HE
mIMpe KPBICUHOM. AJrca BcTajla Ha KOJICHH U 3arJisiHyjla B Hee -- B
rIyOWHE BHIHENCA caJl yIUBUTENBHOW KpacoThl. AX, Kak el
3aX0TeNIOCh BBIOPAThCs U3 TEMHOT'O 3ajla ¥ IOOPOJUTh MEXIY SPKUMHU
LBETOYHBIMU KJIIyMOaMH M NpoxJiaaHbIMU GoHTaHamu! Ho oHa He Morna
MIPOCYHYTH B HOPY J1aXe TOJIOBY.

-- Ecim 6 Most To1oBa u miponuia,--mogymaina oeaHast Anmca,--4To
tonky! Komy HyxHa rojoBa 0e3 ruiedeil? Ax, mouemy s He
CKJIQJIBIBAIOCh, KaK MOA30pHas TpyOa! Ecmu 6 s TopKo 3Hama, ¢ 9ero
Ha4aTh, 5 ObI, HABEPHO, CyMeTa.

Buaumbs am, B TOT ACHB CTOJBKO OBUIO BCAKHUX yIUBUTEIBHBIX
MPOMCLIECTBHUI, YTO HUUTO HE Ka3aJOCh €l Terepb He BO3MOXKHBIM.

Cuzers y MaJeHbKOI JBepIibl HE ObLIO HUKAKOTO CMbICa, U Anuca
BEpHyJIach K CTEKSIHHOMY CTOJIMKY, CMYTHO HaJesiCh HAWTH Ha HEM
JOpyrod KII0Y WIM Ha XyJOH KOHEN PYKOBOJACTBO K CKJIaJbIBAHHIO
HarroA001e moI30pHON TpyOsl. OHAKO Ha 3TOT pa3 Ha CTOJIE OKa3aIcs
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ITy3bIPEK.

-- 51 coBepmieHHO yBepeHa, YTO PaHbIIE ero 37ech He ObuTo! --
cKazaja mpo cebst Amca.

K ropuneliky my3beipbka Oblia MpUBsizaHa OyMaXkka, a Ha OyMaKke
KPYIHBIMH KPacHBBIMU OykBaMu ObLT0 Hamucano: BBIITEM MEH!"

3T0, KOHEYHO, OBIJIO OYEHBb MUJIO, HO YMHEHBKast AJIFica COBCEM HE
TOPONMIIACH CJICOBATh COBETY.

-- [Ipexxae Bcero Hamo yOeaUTHCS, YTO HA 3TOM ITy3bIPHKE HHUT/IE
HeT moMmeTkH: — Sg!" -- cka3ana oHa.

Bunuib 11, 0Ha HAYUTATACh BCAKKX MPEICCTHBIX HCTOPUH O TOM,
KaK JIETH CrOpaliv )KMBbEM WU TIOTIAJA)IA Ha ChEICHUE TUKUM 3BEPSIM,
-- ¥ BCE 3T HETIPUATHOCTH MTPOUCXOIFIIN C HUMHU IIOTOMY, YTO OHHU HE
JKeJaau coOMI0AaTh MPOCTSHIITNX TIPABUI, KOTOPHIM 00yYald UX APY3bs:
€CJIM CIUIIKOM JIOJITO JIEP’KaTh B PYKax PacKaJICHHYI JOKpacHa
KOYepry, B KOHIIE KOHIIOB 000KEITLCS; €CITN TIOTTy0Ke MOJIOCHYTh 10
Majblly HOXXOM, W3 Maiblia OOBIYHO WAET KPOBb; €CIIH Pa30M OCYIIUThH
Iy3BIpeK ¢ moMeTKon *SAn!", paHo WM MO3AHO MOYTH HaBEpHSKA
MOYyBCTBYeIlb HemoMmoranue. [locnenHee mpaBuiao Ainvca ITOMHEIIA
TBEPJIO.

OpHaKo Ha 3TOM Iy3bIpbKE HUKAKWUX MIOMETOK He ObLIO, M Aunca
PUCKHYJIa OTHHUTHL K3 HET'O HEMHOTO. Hamurtok 6I>IJ'I OYCHb IMPUATCH Ha
BKYC--OH Y€M-TO HallOMUHAJI BUIMHEBBI MUPOT C KPEeMOM, aHaHaC,
JKApEHYI0 MHJIEHKY, CIMBOYHYIO IOMAAKY W ropsdue TPEHKH C MacIOM.
Anrca BbIIUIA €T0 J0 KOHIIA.

* k* Kk k%

-- Kakoe ctpannoe omtymienue! --Bockinkayna Anmca.--5, BepHO,
CKJIaJIBIBAIOCh, KaK TOA30pHAas TpyOa.

W He ommbnack -- B Hell celiyac ObUIO BCEro AECATh AI0MMOB
pocty. OHa moymaia, 9To Teneph JIETKO MPOMAET CKBO3b JIBEPILY B
YyJIeCHBIN caJl, U 04eHb 00pagoBanachk. Ho cHavana Ha Beskmii ciryqai
OHa HEMHOXKO TTO/IOXKIaNa -- €i XOTeN0Ch yOeAUThCS, 9TO OOJIBIIIEe OHA
HE YMEHBIIIAeTCsI. DTO €€ CIIeTKa TPEBOKUIIO.

-- Ecin 51 m manbie OyAy Tak yMEHbBIIATHCS,--CKa3aja OHa Ipo
cebs, -- 1 MOT'Y ¥ BOBce ucue3HyTh. Cropto kak ceeuka! MHTEpecHO,
Kakas s Toraa oymy?

W ona mocrapaiack mpencTaBuTh cede, KaK BBITISAUT IIams
CBEYM TIOCJIe TOTO, Kak CBeYa MOTyXHeT. HacKkoiabKo el TOMHUIIOCH,
TaKOro OHA HUKOIJAa HE BUJajIa.

[Momok1aB HEMHOrO M YOEIMBIIMCH, YTO OOJbIIE HHYETO HE
MIPOUCXOUT, OHA PEIINia TOTYac ke BoIUTHU B cal. bennspkka! [ogoiins
K JIBEpIle, OHA OOHAPYKUJIA, YTO 3a0bUIa 30JI0TOW KIIFOUHK Ha CTOJIE, a
BEpHYBIINCH K CTOJIy, MOHsIA, YTO €f Temeph 0 HEro He
noTssHyThcs. CKBO3b CTEKJIO OHA SICHO BUJETa CHU3Y JICKAIIWid Ha
cTone Kio4yuK. OHa MOMBITATACh B300PaThCS HA CTOJ IO CTEKIISTHHOM
HOXXKE, HO HOXKKa OblIa OYEHb CKOJIb3Kas. YCTaB OT HampacHBIX
ycuini, OefHast AJrica cena Ha IoJ 1 3arilaKana.

-- Hy, xBarut! -- cTporo npuka3zaia oHa ce0e HEMHOTO CITYCTsI.

-- Cne3zamu ropio He momokenrb. CoBeTylo TeOe CHIO e MUHYTY
nepecrTars!

Ona Bceria naBaiia ce0e XOpOIIKE COBEThI, XOTh CIIEJ0Bajla UM
Hevacto. [lopoii ke pyrama cebs Tak OeCIOIIAIHO, YTO Tia3a ec
HAIOIHSJINCH cIe3aMM. A OJHAXKIbl OHA Ja)Ke IOIbITalach OTILIENATh
ce0s Mo ImeKaM 3a TO, YTO CXHTPHIIA, UTPas B OJUHOUYKY TapTHIO B
KPOKET. DTa TIYIIIIKA OUYCHb JIFOOWIa TPUTBOPATHCS IBYMS Pa3HBIMU
JIEBOYKAMU CPa3y.
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-- Ho ceifuac 3T0 mipu BceM JKelTaHWH HEBO3MOXKHO! -- TIoTymMana
Oennast Anmca. -- MeHs 1 Ha OJHY-TO €/IBa-€Ba XBaTaer!

TyT oHa yBHena MO CTEKIIOM MaJICHBKYIO CTEKISIHHYIO KOPOOOUKY.
Anuca OTKpbUIa ee--BHYTpHU ObUT MHPOKOK, HA KOTOPOM KOPHHKAMHU OBLIIO
kpacuBo Hanmcano:  CBEILb MEHS!"

-- Yro k,--cKkazayia Anuca,--s Tak ¥ cAenar. Eciau npu sToM 5
BBIPACTy, sI JOCTaHy KJIIOYHK, a €CJIHM YMEHBIIYCh -- IPOJe3y MO
nBeph. MHe ObI TOJIBKO TOIACTh B Cal, a KaK --- BCE paBHO!

OHna oTKycHJIa OT IUPOXKKA U C TPEBOTOH TOAyMaa:

-- PacTy mnu ymensiarocs? Pacty nian ymensiaoch?

Pyky Anuca npu 3TOM NOJ0KHIIA HA MaKyIIKy, YTOOBI 4yBCTBOBATb,
4yTO ¢ Hel npoucxoauT. Ho, k BennyaiilieMy ee yAUBICHUIO, OHA HE
cTajia HY BbIIe, HU HIbKe. KoHeuHo, Tak Becerna 1 ObIBaeT, KOrja eib
MUPOKKK, HO AJMca ycrena NPUBBIKHYTH K TOMY, YTO BOKpPYT
MIPOUCXOANT OJTHO TOJNBKO YANBUTEIHHOE; € MOKa3aJIoCh CKYYHO M
[JIYTO, YTO JKW3HB OISTH TOIUIA TO-00BIMHOMY. OHa OTKyCHIIA e1le
KYCOY€K U BCKOpE Chela BECh MUPOKOK.

To be, or not to be: that is the question:
Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to suffer
The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune,
Or to take arms against a sea of troubles,
And by opposing end them? To die: to sleep;
No more; and by a sleep to say we end
The heart-ache and the thousand natural shocks
That flesh is heir to, 'tis a consummation
Devoutly to be wish'd. To die, to sleep;
To sleep: perchance to dream: ay, there's the rub;
For in that sleep of death what dreams may come
When we have shuffled off this mortal coil,
Must give us pause: there's the respect
That makes calamity of so long life;
For who would bear the whips and scorns of time,
The oppressor's wrong, the proud man's contumely,
The pangs of despised love, the law's delay,
The insolence of office and the spurns
That patient merit of the unworthy takes,
When he himself might his quietus make
With a bare bodkin? who would fardels bear,
To grunt and sweat under a weary life,
But that the dread of something after death,
The undiscover'd country from whose bourn
No traveller returns, puzzles the will
And makes us rather bear those ills we have
Than fly to others that we know not of?
Thus conscience does make cowards of us all;
And thus the native hue of resolution
Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought,
And enterprises of great pith and moment
With this regard their currents turn awry,
And lose the name of action.-Soft you now!
The fair Ophelia! Nymph, in thy orisons
Be all my sins remember'd.

K.P.
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BbITh 11k HE OBITH, BOT B YEM BOIIPOC.

Uro BbI1IIE:

CHOCHTSH B Jyllle ¢ TEPIIEHUEM YAApHI

[Ipameit u cTpen cyapObI KECTOKOM HiH,
BoopyxuBmnce mpotuB Mopsi OeICTBHIA,
Bopr6oii mokoHunTs ¢ HUIM? YMEpeTh, YCHYTb -
He Oonee; u 3HaTh, YTO 3TUM CHOM IIOKOHYMIIb
C cepaeqHoi MyKOIO ¥ C THICSYBIO TeP3aHUH,
KotopeiM miioTs 00pedeHa, - 0, BOT UCXO0[
MHorosxenanHslil! YMepeTs, yCHYTh;

Ycuyts! U BuneTs cHbL, 061TH MOXeT? BoT 0HO!
Kakwue cHbI B ipeMoTe CMEPTHON CHSATCH,

JIMmb TAEHHYIO CTPSIXHEM MBI 000JI0UKY, - BOT UTO
Y nepxxuBaet Hac. U 3ToT 10BON -

IIprumHa TOMTOBEYHOCTH CTPAJaHbsI.

Kto 0 cTan Tepnets Cyb0bl HACMELIKU U OOHIBI,
I'ner npuTecHUTENENH, KHYIMBOCTh TOPACLOB,
JIto0BUM OTBEPrHYTOU Tep3aHUE, 3aKOHOB
MennuTensHOCTh, BIACTEH OSCCTRIICTBO U MIPE3PEHbE
HuuroxxecTBa K 3aciyre TeprennBoi,

Korza 651 cam Bce cueTsl MOT IOKOHYHUTh
Kakum-unbyap Hoxom? Kto 6 Hec Takoe Opems,
CreHas, Becbh B MOTY MO/ TATOTOIO KU3HH,
Korga 651 cTpax 4ero-To mocie cMepTH,

B nHeBegomoii cTpane, OTKy1a HU €IMHBII

He Bo3Bparasncs myTHHUK, BOJIH HE CMYyIIAJ,
BHuymast Ham ckopeil ucnbITaHHbIe OebI
CHOCHTB, YeM K HEM3BEJAHHBIM OexaTh? 1 BOT
Kak coBecTh enaeT u3 Bcex Hac TPYCOB;

Bort kak pemmmMoCcTH IPUPOHBIN LIBET

ITox kpackoi MBICITH YaxHET U OJNeaHEeT,

U npennpusites BaXKHOCTH BEJIUKOM,

OT 3TuX OyM TeueHbe U3MEHMUB,

TepstoT 1 Ha3BaHbe €. - Ho tume!
IIpenectras Odenus! - O HuMal!

I'pexu Mou B MOJTUTBaX MOMSHU!

M. Jlo3uHcKknit

BeITh it He OBITH, - TAKOB BOIIPOC;

Uro GuaropoHeil AyXOM - MOKOPSITHCS
[pamam u cTpenam sipOCTHOM CyIbOBI
Wns, ononuace Ha MOpe CMYT, Cpa3uTh UX
[IpotuBoOOpCTBOM? YMEpeTh, YCHYTD, -
U TonpKo; 1 cKazaTh, 9TO CHOM KOHYAEIIh
TocKy ¥ ThICSIYy IPUPOIHBIX MYK,
Hacnenpe nnoty, - kKak Takoil pa3Ba3Ku
He xxaxnats? YMepeTs, yCHYTbh. - Y CHYTH!
W Buznets cHbl, ObITh MOKeT? BOT B 4eM TpyaHOCTS;
Kaxue cHbI IpUCHATCS B CMEPTHOM CHE,
Korga Me1 cOpocum 3TOT OpeHHBIH LI1yM,
Bot 4ro cOuBaer Hac; BOT rae Npu4rHa
Toro, yTo OeACTBUS TaK A0JITOBEUHBI;

Kto cHec Obl m1eTH 1 TITyMIIeHBE BEKa,
I'HeT cunpHOrO, HaCMEILIKY ropena,
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Bbons ipe3pennoii 0By, CyIei HelpaBIy,
3aHOCYHNBOCTH BIIACTEH W OCKOPOJICHBS,
YuHumble 0e3pOTOTHOM 3aciyre,

Korpa 6 on cam mor nath cebe pacuer
[IpocteiM kumkazom? Ko OBI TIIICS ¢ HOIIICH,
Urto6 oxaTe U MOTETh O] HYAHOH JKU3HBIO,
Korga 651 cTpax yero-To mocie cMepTH, -
be3BecTHBII Kpail, OTKyAa HET BO3BpaTa
3eMHBIM CKHUTAIbLIAM, - BOJIIO HE CMyIIal,
Buymias Ham TeprneTs HEB3rObl HAIIK

W He criemmTh K APYyTryM, OT HAC COKPBITHIM?
Tak Tpycamu Hac Aenaer pa3ayMbe,

U Tak pemmMmocTy IPUPOAHBIN 1IBET

XupeeT 1moJi HaJeTOM MBICIIU OJeTHBIM,

W HaunHaHbs, B3HECILIUECS MOLIHO,
CBopauuBasi B CTOPOHY CBOH X0/,

Tepstot ums aeiicteus. Ho tume!

Odenua? - B TBoux MmonuTBax, HUM)a,

Jla BCHOMHSITCSL MOU TPEXMU.

Bopuc Ilactepnax

BeITh Mi HE OBITH, BOT B 4eM Bompoc. JJocToHO J1b
CMUPSATHCS IO yIapaMA CYIB0FI,

Wb Haio oka3aTh COMPOTUBIIEHBE

W B cMepTHOI CXBaTKe ¢ IEIBIM MOpeM Oejl
[ToxoHunTh ¢ HUMU? YMepeTb. 3a0bIThCS.
U 3HaTh, 4TO 3THM OOpHIBACIIIH LICTTH
CepaedHbIX MYK U THICSYH JTUIICHUH,
[Ipucymux temny. ITo 1M HE LETb
Kenannasn? Ckonyatbesi. CHOM 3a0BITHCS.
YCHYTb... ¥ BUIETh CHBI? BOT U O0TBeT.
Kaxue cHbl B TOM CMEPTHOM CHE IPUCHSITCS,
Korzaa nokpoB 3eMHOT0 4yBCTBa CHSIT?

Bort B uem pazragka. Bot uto yanunser
HecuacTbsiM HallIUM >KM3HB HA CTOJIBKO JIET.
A TO KTO CHecC OBl YHU)KEHbS BEKa,
Henpasny yraerarenei, BEIbMOX
3aHOCYHUBOCTH, OTPUHYTOE TYBCTBO,
Heckoperii cyn u 6osee Bcero

HacMmemku He1OCTOMHBIX HaJ JOCTOMHEIM,
Korma Tak mpocTo CBOIUT BCE KOHITHI

VY nap xumxkana! Kto 0wl cornacuics,
KpsixTs, mon Homlel )KU3HEHHOH TIIECTUCH,
Korma Ob1 HEM3BECTHOCTH TIOCTIE CMEPTH,
Bosi3ub cTpaHbl, OTKyAa HA OQUH

He Bo3Bpaiancsi, He CKJIOHsIA BOJIU
MUuUpuThCS JIy4Ie CO 3HAKOMBIM 3JI0M,

Uem GercTBOM K HE3HAKOMOMY CTPEMUTHCS !
Tak Bcex HaC B TPYCOB HPEBPAIIACT MBICHb,
U BsHeT, KaK IIBETOK, PEUIMMOCTh Hallla

B Gecrionse yMCTBEHHOTO TYITHKA,

Tak moru0aroT 3aMBICIIBI ¢ Pa3MaxoM,

B Havane obemasmme ycmex,

Ot gonrux ormararenabcTs. Ho moBonbHO!
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Odemus! O pagocts! [TomsHN
Mowu rpexu B CBOUX MOJHUTBaX, HUM(a.

BoITh Witk HE OBITH? - BOT B 4YeM Bompoc!
Uro O6maropoaHeit s TyIIn - TEPIIETh
Cynp0bI-00MUHAIIBl YAAPHI, CTPEITHI

Wnb, npotus Mopst 6ex BOOPYKach,
IToxoHUNTH C HUMH? YMEPETh, YCHYTb,

U Bce... 1 roBOpUTH, YTO CHOM MOKOHYHII
C cepaeunoii 6011b10, C THICSYBIO CTPAJAAHHIH,
Hacnensem tena. Benp koH1a Takoro

Kak me xenats Ham? YMepeTh, YCHYTb,
YcHyTb... U, MOXET OBITh, YBUACTD CHBL...
Ax, B 3TOM-TO U Jieno Bce. Kakue
IIpuCHUTECS CHBI HAM MOTYT B CMEPTHOM CHE,
Korma mMb1 cOpocHM 3TOT IITyM 3eMHOM?
Bot 31eck nogymats Hano... OTTOTO

YV Hammx ropecTeil Tak KU3Hb AJIMHHA.
Kto cHec Ob1 BpemeHH ynapsl, Taym?

U ruer rocron? HacMmemnku Harieos?
CrpagaHusi OTBEpTHYTOMH JTIOOBU?
MennutensHocTs cyaoB? U cnech Bnacten?
IInHKH, 4TO TEPNENUBBIA U JOCTONHBIN

OT HEAOCTOMHBIX MOMYYaET, - ECIU

ITokost MOT OBl OH JOCTHYBL HOXKOM
IIpocTeM? KTO cTai ObI 3TOT Ipy3 TallUTh,
Ilores u Bopya moJ TSKKOM JKHU3HBIO?

Her, y>xac nepesa uemM-To 1ociie CMepTH,
Ta HeoTKpbITast cTpaHa, OTKyAa

K Ham myTemecTBEeHHUK HE BO3BpaIasics,
COuBaeT Hally BOJIIO, 3aCTaBIISIET
3HAaKOMBIE HaM F'OPECTH CHOCHUTD

U He 6exaTh OT HUX K TEM, YTO HE 3HAEM.
Tak B TpycOB Hac co3HaHbE MPEBpALIAET,
W Tak npupoAHBI LIBET PENIEHbS] MEPKHET,
UyTb JISKET Ha HETO T€Hb OJIEAHOM MBICIIH,
U tak nena BHICOKOM, CMEJION CHITBI,
OCTaHOBUBIINCH HA MTYTH, TEPSIIOT
Hassanbe "netictBust". Ho tume! 3necs
IIpexpacnas Odenus.

Bxomur Odenus.

[TomsiHn
Mou rpexu B CBOUX MOJIUTBaX, HUM(a!

The Raven

Once upon a midnight dreary, while | pondered,
weak and weary,
Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten
lore -
While | nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came
a tapping,
As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my
chamber door -
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"'Tis some visiter", | muttered, "tapping at my chamber
door -
Only this and nothing more."

Ah, distinctly | remember it was in the bleak December;
And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost

upon the floor.
Eagerly | wished the morrow; - vainly | had sought

to borrow
From my books surcease of sorrow - sorrow for
the lost Lenore -
For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels
name Lenore -
Nameless _here_ for evermore.

And the silken, sad, uncertain rustling of each purple
curtain
Thrilled me - filled me with fantastic terrors never
felt before;
So that now, to still the beating of my heart, | stood
repeating
"Tis some visiter entreating entrance at my chamber
door -
Some late visiter entreating entrance at my chamber
door; -
This it is and nothing more."

Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then no

longer,
"Sir", said I, "or Madam, truly your forgiveness
I implore;
But the fact is | was napping, and so gently you came
rapping,

And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at my
chamber door,
That | scarce was sure | heard you" - here | opened
wide the door; -
Darkness there and nothing more.

Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there
wondering, fearing,
Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared
to dream before;
But the silence was unbroken, and the stillness gave
no token,
And the only word there spoken was the whispered
word, "Lenore?"
This | whispered, and an echo murmured back the
word, "Lenore!"
Merely this and nothing more.

Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me
burning,
Soon again | heard a tapping somewhat louder than
before.
"Surely", said I, "surely that is something at my
window lattice;
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Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this mystery
explore -
Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery
explore; -
'Tis the wind and nothing more!"

Open here | flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt
and flutter,
In there stepped a stately Raven of the saintly days
of yore;
Not the least obeisance made he; not a minute stopped
or stayed he;
But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my
chamber door -
Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my chamber
door -
Perched, and sat, and nothing more.

Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into
smiling,
By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance
it wore,
"Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou", I said,
""art sure no craven,
Ghastly grim and ancient Raven wandering from
the Nightly shore -
Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night's
Plutonian shore!"
Quoth the Raven "Nevermore."

Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse
so plainly,
Though its answer little meaning - little relevancy
bore;
For we cannot help agreeing that no living human
being
Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his
chamber door -
Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his
chamber door,
With such name as "Nevermore."

But the Raven, sitting lonely on the placid bust, spoke
only
That one word, as if his soul in that one word he did
outpour.
Nothing farther then he uttered - not a feather then
he fluttered -
Till I scarcely more than muttered "Other friends have
flown before -
On the morrow _he_ will leave me, as my Hopes have
flown before."
Then the bird said "Nevermore.”

Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly
spoken,
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"Doubtless", said I, "what it utters is its only stock
and store

Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful
Disaster

Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one
burden bore -

Till the dirges of his Hope that melancholy burden bore

Of 'Never - nevermore.™

But the Raven still beguiling my sad fancy into
smiling,
Straight | wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird,
and bust and door;
Then, upon the velvet sinking, | betook myself
to linking
Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird
of yore -
What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and ominous
bird of yore
Meant in croaking "Nevermore."

Thus | sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable
expressing
To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burned into my
bosom's core;
This and more | sat divining, with my head at ease

reclining
On the cushion's velvet lining that the lamp-light
gloated o'er,
But whose velvet-violet lining with the lamp-light
gloating o'er,

_She_shall press, ah, nevermore!

Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from
an unseen censer

Swung by seraphim whose foot-falls tinkled on the
tufted floor.

"Wretch", | cried, "thy God hath lent thee - by these

angels he hath sent thee

Respite - respite and nepenthe from thy memories
of Lenore;

Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe and forget this lost

Lenore!"
Quoth the Raven "Nevermore."

"Prophet!" said I, "thing of evil! - prophet still,
if bird or devil! -
Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee
here ashore
Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land
enchanted -
On this home by Horror haunted - tell me truly, |
implore -
Is there - is there balm in Gilead? - tell me -
tell me, I implore!"
Quoth the Raven "Nevermore."



Bopon

29

"Prophet!" said I, "thing of evil! - prophet still, if bird
or devil!
By that Heaven that bends above us - by that
God we both adore -
Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the distant
Aidenn,
It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels
name Lenore -
Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels
name Lenore."
Quoth the Raven "Nevermore."

"Be that word our sign of parting, bird or fiend!"
| shrieked, upstarting -

"Get thee back into the tempest and the Night's
Plutonian shore!

Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul

hath spoken!
Leave my loneliness unbroken! - quit the bust above
my door!

Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form

from off my door!"
Quoth the Raven "Nevermore."

And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is
sitting
On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber
door;

And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon's that
is dreaming,

And the lamp-light o'er him streaming throws his

shadow on the floor;

And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating

on the floor
Shall be lifted - nevermore!

(1844-1849)

[orpyxeHHnslif B CKOPOb HEMYIO
U YCTaJIbIH, B HOUb TIYyXYIO,
Pa3, xorna nonuk B npemore
ST HaJl KHATOM OJTHOI'O
W3 3a0bITBIX MUPOM 3HAHUH,
KHUTOU MOJIHOM 00asHUMH, -
Ctyk moHeccs, CTyK HEXXTaHHBII
B JIBEPH JI0Ma MOETO:
"OTO MyTHHUK MOCTyYaIcs
B JIBEPH JIOMa MOETO,
ToNBKO MyTHUK -
Oosbiie HUYEro".

B nexabpe - s momHIO - OBLIO0
3TO MOJIHOYBIO YHBLIOM.

B ouare mox neriom yriu
pasropajiuch HHOT/IA.
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I'pyzibl KHUT HE YTOJISUIH
HUM Ha MUT MO Meyvalu -
006 yrpauenHoii JIenope,
TOM, Yb€ UM HABCET/A -
B conme anrenos - JleHopa,
TOH, Ybe UM HaBCETIa
B sTom mupe crepnocs -
0e3 ciena.

OT npixaHbs HOUM OYPHOUH
3aHABECKHU LICJK MyPIypPHBI
IIlenecren, 1 HEMOHATHBIM
CTpax poxaaiics OT BCETO.
Hywman, cepaiie yCokoro,
BCE eIlle TBEPAII TIOPOIO:
"DTO rocTh CTYIUTCS POOKO
B JIBEPH JIOMa MOETO,
3ano3aablii rOCTh CTYYHUTCS
B JIBEpH JIOMa MOETO,
Tonbko rocTs -
u 6osbIie HIYero!"

U xorpa npeoponeno
CepJle CTpax, s MOJIBUJI CMEJIO:
"BrI mpocTrTe MHE, OOUIETH
HE XOTeJl sl HUKOTO;
$1 Ha MUT yCHYJ TPEBOXKHO:
CJIMIIKOM THUXO0, OCTOPOXKHO, -
CMIIKOM THXO BBI CTy4YaJIUCh
B JIBEpH JioMa Moero..."
M oTKpbLI TOTIA S HACTEKD
JIBEPH JIOMa MOETO -
Mpaxk HOUHOH, -
1 OOoJIbIlIe HUYETO.

Bce, uTo n1yx Moiil BoJIHOBAJIO,
BCE, YTO CHIWJIOCH ¥ CMYIIAJIO,
o cux nop He nmocemano
B 3TOM MHPE HHUKOTO.
W nu ronoca, HY 3HaKa -
13 TANHCTBEHHOT'O MpaKa...
Brpyr "Jlenopa!" npo3Byuano
0JIM3 JKHJTUIIA MOETO...
CaM mIenHy s 3To UM,
U IPOCHYJIOCH OT HETO
Tonwko 3x0 -
OOJTbIIIe HUYETO.

Ho nyma mos ropena,
MIPUTBOPHUI ST IBEPH HECMEIIO.

CTyK OIAATH pazgancs rpoMue;
g noxyman: "Huugero,

OTO CTyK B OKHE CITy4alHBIH,
HUKaKOMU 3/IECh HETY TalHBI:

ITocMmoTpIO U YCIIOKOIO
TpETIET CepALla MOETO,

Y CIoKOI0 Ha MTHOBEHBE
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TpEIeT cepAiia MOero.
Jt10 BeTep, -
0oJbllIe HUYero".

S1 OTKpBLT OKHO, U CTPAHHBIN
TOCTh MOJIHOYHBIM, TOCTh HEXKIAHHBIH,
BopoH napcTBEHHBIN BIETAET;
sl IPUBETA OT HETO
He moxmancs. Ho orBaxkHo, -
KaK XO03s5IMH, TOPJI0, BAXKHO
[Toneren on mpsiMoO K ABEPH,
K JIBEpH JIOMa MOETO,
U Bciopxnyn Ha 6roct Ilamnazesr,
cell TaK TUXO Ha HETO,
Twuxo cemn, -
¥ OOJNbIIIe HUYETO.

Kak a1 TpycTHO, KaK HA OOJBHO, -
YIBIOHYIICS 51 HEBOJIBHO

U ckazan: "TBoe KOBapcTBO
no0OenM MBI 0€3 Tpya,

Ho 1e0s1, MOt rOCTh 3710BELLMIA,
Bopon apesnuii. BopoH Bemuit,

K nHawm ¢ npenenos Beunoit Houn
MPWIETAOLIUHN CI0/a,

Kax 30ByT B cTpaHne, oTKy1a
MpUiIeTaenb Tol croga?"

U oreetun BopoHn:
"Hukorma".

Tl'oBopuT Tak sicHO nrTHIIA,
HE MOTY 51 HaJIMBUTHCSI.
Ho kazanock, uTo Hajgexaa
el HaBeK ObliIa YyK/a.

Tort He xau cebe oTpampl,

B YbeM J0My Ha Oroct [lammampr
Csner Bopoun Haj nBepsmu;
OT HECUaCThsl HUKY/IA, -
Tot, ko BopoHna yBuzen, -
HE CIIaceTcs] HUKYIa,
Bopona, ube ums:

"Huxkorma".

I"'oBopun 0H 310 CIIOBO

TaK MevyajbHO, TaK CYpOBO,
Uro, Ka3zanoch, B HEM BCIO yIIy

W3JIMBAJ; U BOT, KOTJIa
HenermxuM Ha U3BasHbH

OH CHJIEJl B HEMOM MOJTYaHbHU,
A mwennyn: "Kak cyactbe, npyxoa

yJIeTeNr HaBCer/a,
VYnerur u 3Ta nTHLA

3aBTpa yTpoM HaBceraa'.

" oreTun Boposn:
"Huxorna".

U ckazain s, B3IpOTHYB CHOBA:
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"BepHO MOJIBHTB 3TO CIIOBO
Hayuwun ero xo3stun
B JIHH TSDKEJIbIC, KOTIa
On npecnieayem Obut Pokom,
Y B HECUACTHE OJIMHOKOM,
BmMmecTo necHu 1edbequHOM,
B OTH JIOJTHE TO/1a
Jlnst Hero OBLI CTOH €IMHBIN
B OTH TPyCTHBIE TOJa -
Huxkorpaa, - yx Gomnbiue
Hukorga!"

Taxk s ;yman 1 HEBOJIBHO
YIBIOHYJCS, KaK HUA OOJIBHO.
[ToBepHY TUXOHBKO KPECIO
K OrocTy OnegHOMY, TyAA,
I"'ne 6611 Bopown, norpy3uncs
B 0apxar Kpecen u 3a0bLICs...
"Crpawnsiii Bopon, Mol y>kacHbIi
rOCTb, - HOAyMaJ s TOTJa -
Crpawnsiit, tpesHuit Bopon, rope
BO3BEHIAIONINH BCETA,
UTo0 ke 3HaYUT KPUK TBOM:
"Hukorma"?

VYraaate cTaparoch TIIETHO;
cMoTpuT Bopon 6e30TBETHO.

CBoii ropsuii B30p MHE B CepIle
3apOHMUJI OH HaBCETa.

U B pa3zaymbu Hajl 3arajikoi,
s IOHUK B IPEMOTE CIAIKOU

l'onoBoit Ha Gapxar, mammnon
o3apeHHbld. Hukorna

Ha nusoBelit GapxaT kpecer,
KaK B CUACTJIMBBIC IrOJa,

Eii yx HE CKIIOHSATBCS -
Hukorma!

U xazaock MHE: CTPYHIIO
JIBIM HE3PHMOE KaJIHJIO,
[Tpunerenu Cepadumsl,
[IEJICCTEIN UHOTIa
Wx maru, kak JyHOBEHbBE:
"Or1o bor mHe niieT 3a0BeHbe!
Ileii xe cimankoe 3a0BeHbE,
e, 9To0 B cepilie HaBcer/Ia
06 ytpauenHoii JIenope
cTepsach namsTh - HaBceraal..
U ckazan mue Bopon:
"Hukorma".

"4 MO0, IPOPOK 3TIOBELIHH,
NTHLA ThI WIb AEMOH BeIlUi,

3moit mu [{yx Te6s n3 Houn,
WIN BUXPb 3aHEC CIO/Ia

W3 mycThIiHM MEpTBOM, BEUHOH,
Oe3HaIe)KHOM, OECKOHEYHOM, -



33

Bbyner nu, Moo, CKaXku MHE,
OyZer Ju XOTh TaMm, Kyaa
CHu3o0ii1eM MBI TIOCTIE CMEPTH, -
cepaly OoTasIX HaBceraa?"
1 oreTun Bopon:
"Huxorma".

"4 MoJTI0, TIPOPOK 3JIOBEIIN,
NTHIA Tl WIb JEMOH BEIINH,
3aknuHato HeOoM. borowm,
OTBeuail, B TOT J€Hb, KOTJa
S Dnem yBIXKY NaTbHEH,
OOHHMMY JIb JYIIOH MevaabHOMI
Hymy csemityro JIeHOpHI,
TOH, Ybe UM HaBCETIa
B conme anrenos - Jlenopa,
Tyde3apHoi HaBcerna?"
U otBeTun Bopon:
"Hukorma".

"[Ipoub! - BOCKJIMKHYI s, BCTaBas,
JIEMOH THI HJIb TITHIIA 3J1asl.
[Ipous! - Bepuucs B npeaenst Houw,
yTOOBI 0OJIBIIIE HUKOT A
Hu oaHO U3 nepreB YepHBIX,
HE HAIIOMHHJIO TTO30PHBIX,
JbxuBBIX ciioB TBoMX! OCTaBb XKe
6roct Ilammaaer HaBceraa,
W3 nymm moeit TBO# 00pa3
s ICTOPTHY HaBcerna!"
U oreetun BopoHn:
"Hukorma".

U cupur, cuur ¢ Tex nop oH
TaM, HaJ JBEpbI0 YyepHblil BopoH,

C 6rocra onenuoro ITamramsr
HE MCYE3HET HUKYA.

V Hero Takue ouu,
Kak y 3noro Jlyxa Houw,

CHOM 00BATOT0; U JIaMIIa
TeHb OpocaeT. HaBcerna

K aT0#i TEHM YepHON NTHLIBI
MIPUrBOKACHHBIN HaBcerna, -

He BocmpsiHeT nyx Moi -
HuKorma!

(1890)

[lepeBog [Im. MepeskkoBckoro

Bopon

Kak-To B 1101HOYb, B 4aC YIPIOMBIN, TOJHBIM TSITOCTHOIO TYMOH,
Hap crapyuHHBIME TOMaMU 51 CKIIOHSUICS B TIOJYCHE,

I'pe3am cTpaHHBIM OTAABaICH, - BAPYT HESICHBINA 3BYK pa3aancs,
Byaro xTo-To mocTywancs - moctydancs B ABEPb KO MHE.
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"3T0, BEpHO, - POIIIETITAN 5, - TOCTh B MTOJIHOYHON THIIIMHE,
l'ocTh cTyunTcs B 1Beph KO MHE".

ScHo nmomHt0... Oxkunanbe... [lo3aHel oceHu peiaabs...
W B kKamuHe 0YEpTaHbsI TYCKJIO TIACIOIUX YIJICH. ..
O, KaK JKa)/1aj sl paccBeTa, Kak 5 TIIETHO K1l OTBETa
Ha ctpamanbe 6e3 npuBeTa, Ha BOIIPOC O HEW, 0 Hel -
O Jlenope, uto OnmcTaja sipue BCeX 3eMHBIX OTHEH, -

O cBeTuie NMPSKHUX THEH.

U 3aBec mypmypHBIX TpemeT u3gaBai Kak OyaTo JeTeT,

Tpener, nener, HAOJIHABLIMK TEMHBIM YyBCTBOM CEPLIE MHE.

HenonaTHBIN cTpax cMupsis, BCTal s ¢ MecTa, IOBTOPSIS:

"3T0 TOJBKO TOCTh, OITy>KAas, TOCTYJalICs B IBEPb KO MHE,

[To3nHui rocTe NPUIOTA OPOCUT B IOJTYHOYHOU TULIMHE -
T'octh cTyunTCs B ABEpH KO MHE".

"ITogaBuB CBOM COMHEHBS, TOOEAUBIIIHN CIIACEHDS,

S ckazan: "He ocynure 3amenneHbs Moero!

OTOM MOTHOYBIO HEHACTHOM 5 B3JIPEMHYJI, - U CTYK HESCHBIN

CnuikoM THX ObUI, CTYK HESICHBIH, - ¥ HE CJIBIIIAI 5 €ro,

S He capruan..." TyT packpbli sl 1BEph KUIHILA MOETO:
TeMa - 1 OoJbIlIe HUYETO.

B3op 3acTbL1, BO ThME CTECHEHHBIN, U CTOSII 51 U3yMJICHHBIH,
CHaM OTIaBIINCH, HEJOCTYITHBIM Ha 3eMJIe HU JIJISl KOTO;
Ho xak mpexie HOYb MOJT4asa, ThMa AyIIe He OTBeYala,
Jlums - "Jlenopa!" - mpo3By4aIo UMS COJTHIIA MOETO, -
OTO § MIETHYI, ¥ 3X0 MOBTOPHIIO BHOBB €r0, -

X0 - 00JIbIlIe HUYETO.

BHOBB 51 B KOMHaTy BepHYJICS - 00epHYJICA - COIPOTHYJICS, -
Ctyk paszaincs, HO CIbIIIHEE, YeM 3BY4all OH O TOTrO.
"BepHo, 4T0-HHOY b CIOMUIIOCH, YTO-HHOY/b MOIIEBEIUIIOCH,
Tam, 3a cTaBHSIMH, 3a0MJIOCH y OKOIIKa MOETO,
310 - BETEp, - YCMHPIO s TPEIET CepALa MOero, -

Berep - Gosnbiie Hugero".

51 TONKHYJ OKHO € PEHIETKOM, - TOTYAC BaXKHOKO MOXOIKON

N3-3a craBHeil Brien BopoH, ropelii BopoH crapeix qHel,

He cxyioHmics 0oH y4THBO, HO, KaK JIOPJ, BOILLIEN CIIECHBO

W, B3MaxHyB KpBLJIOM JIEHUBO, B MBIITHONW BaXKHOCTH CBOEH

Omn B3neren Ha OrocT [annaasl, yTo HaJ ABEPBIO OBLT MOEH,
OH B351€TEN - U CEN HaJ HEH.

OT nedanu s OYHYJICA U HEBOJIBHO YCMEXHYJICS,

Bunas BaXXHOCTH 3TOM NTHUIIGI, >KUBIIEH JOJITHE TOAA.

"TBO# XOXO0JI OIIMIIAH CJIABHO, U TJISAMIIL Thl pe3adaBHO, -

S mpoMonBHIL, - HO CKaXXU MHE: B IAPCTBE ThMBI, TJI€ HOUb BCET/AA,

Kax w1 3Bascs, ropasiii Boposn, TaMm, rie Houb 1aput Beerga?"
Momneun Bopon: "Huxorma".

[ITnma sicHO oTBeuaia, U XOTh CMBICIIAa OBLIO MaJIo.
[ToguBuIICs 51 BCEM CepIieM Ha OTBET €€ ToTra.

Jla 1 KTO He MOJUBUTCS, KTO C TAKOW MEUTON CPOJIHUTCH,
Kto nmoBeputh cormacutcs, 4To0bI rie-HUOY b, KOT/Ia -
Cen Hag IBEpBIO TOBOPSIITNI O6€3 3aTHKH, 0€3 Tpyaa



35

Bopon ¢ knmnakoit: "Huxorma".

W B3upas Tak cypoBo, JIUIIb OAHO TBEPAMII OH CIIOBO,

TouHO BCIO OH Iylly BBUIWI B 3TOM cioBe "Hukoraa",

U xpbl1amMu He B3MaxHyJI OH, U IIEPOM HE IIEBENbHY OH, -

A mennHyn: "py36s COKPBUINCH BOT YK MHOTHE T'0/1a,

3aBTpa OH MEHs MMOKUHET, KaK HaJeX/Ibl, HaBceraa'.
Bopon monsun: "Hukorma".

VYcipixaB OTBET yAa4HbIN, B3APOTHYII SI B TPEBOT€ MPAYHOM.

"BepHo, ObLI OH, - 1 TOTyMalJl, - Y TOTO, Ybsl )KU3Hb - bena,

VY cTpananbua, Ybd My4Y€Hbs BO3pacTaji, KaK TEUCHbE

Pex BecHoi1, ube oTpeueHbe 0T Hanexapl HaBceraa

B miecHe BBUIHIIOCH O CYACTBHU, YTO, MOTUOHYB HaBCET/IA,
BHOBE He BCIIBIXHET HUKOTIA".

Ho, ot ckopOu oTapixas, yasi0asch U B3bIXasl,

Kpecno s cBoe nmpuasunyn npotuB BopoHa Toraa,

U, cxionsics Ha 6apxaT HEXKHBIN, 5 paHTa3nn Oe30pEKHOM

Otnancs nymoi maTexxHoit: "Oto - BopoH, Bopos, na.

Ho o uem TBepaut 3moBemmuii 3TuM depHbIM "Huxorma",
CrpamnsiM kpukoM: "Hukorna'.

A cupmen, 10ra oK MONHBIN U 33 JyMYHUBO-0€3MOJIBHBIH,

B30psI NTHLIBI KIIIN MHE CepALE, KaK OTHUCTAs 3BE3/1,

U ¢ nevanero 3am034a10i1 royIoBoi cBOEH ycTanoi

S npunbHYII K IOAYIIKE aJIOW, U NIOyMaJl 1 TOTJA:

A - onpuH, Ha Gapxar anblid - Ta, KOTO JIIOOUIT BCET/a,
He npunsHeT yx HUKOrza.

Ho mocToii: BOKpyr TeMHeeT, 1 Kak O0yJITO KTO-TO BEET, -

To ¢ xagunpHUIEH HEOECHOH cepaduM MpHIeN croaa?

B mur HescHbI ynoeHbs st Bckpuyail: "IIpoctu, MmydeHse,

Oro Oor nocnai 3a0BeHbe o JIeHOpe HaBcera, -

Ile#t, o, meli ckopeii 3a0Benbe 0 JleHope HaBcerma!”
Kapknyn Bopon: "Hukorna".

WU Bckpuyan g B ckop6u ctpactHOil: "IITHIA THI - UITb AyX y>KaCHBIH,
HckycuTenem jm nocnaH, Wib Tpo30i NpUOUT Croaa, -
Tw1 mpopok HeycTpamumblii! B kpaii edanbHbIN, HETIOTUMBIN,
B kpaii, Tockoro oepKUMBIi, TH TPHUIIEN KO MHE crofa!
O, ckaxu, Hal Ty JIb 3a0BEHbE, - 5 MOJIIO, CKaXKH, korna?"
Kapknyn Bopon: "Hukorga".

"TBI IPOPOK, - BCKpUYa s, - Bemui! "IIThna Tel - niab IyX 30BN,
OTUM HeOOM, 4TO HaJl HAMH, - 0OTOM, CKPBITHIM HaBCETa, -
3axJIMHAa0, yMOJIsisl, MHE CKa3aTh - B Iipefeax Pas
MHe OTKpOeTCs JIb CBSITasl, YTO CPEb aHTENIOB BCETAA,
Ta, xotopyro Jlenopoii B Hebecax 30ByT Bcernga?"

Kapknyn Bopon: "Hukorma".

W Bocknuknyn 5, BctaBast: "IIpous oTcrona, nTuna 3mnas!

TrI U3 apcTBa THMBI U OyPH, - YXOJIH OISATh TY/A,

He xo4y 4 mKu M030pHOH, KU, KaK 3TH MEPbs, YEPHOH,

Y nanuch ke, nyX ynopHbri! BeITh X04y - onuH Beerzaa!

BrIHb CBOH jKE€CTKHI KITIOB U3 Cep/IIla MOETo, I/ie CKOpOb - Bcera!”
Kapxuyn Bopon: "Hukorma".
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N cunut, cunur 3noBemuii Bopon dyepHbiit, BopoH Benui,
C 6rocra 6niegnoro [lanmnagsl He yMYHTCS] HUKY .
OH 1I41UT, yeAUHEHHBINH, TOYHO J[eMOH MOJTyCOHHBIM,
CBer cTpyHTCSA, TeHD JOXHUTCS, - Ha TIONY APOKUT BCETA.
W nyma Most U3 T€HH, YTO BOJHYETCS BCETAA.

He Boccraner - Hukoraa!

(1894)

[Tepeson K. banbmonTa

Bopon

Kak-To B 1mommHOYs, B 4ac YHBUIBIN, 51 BHUKAII, YCTaB, 0€3 CHIIBI,
Mex TOMOB CTapUHHBIX, B CTPOKU PACCYXKACHbSI OJJHOTO
ITo oTBepruyTOil HAyKe U PacCIbIIAT CMyTHO 3BYKH,
Brpyr y n1Bepu CJIOBHO CTYKH - CTYK Y BXOJ/Ia MOETO.
"DTO - TOCTh,- MPOOOPMOTAII 5, - TaM, Y BXOJla MOETO,
I'octh, - 1 Gonbiie HUYEro!"

AX! MHE IOMHUTCS TaK SICHO: ObUT IeKaOphb M JICHh HCHACTHBIH,
BblL1 Kak pu3pak - OTCBET KPACHBIN OT KAMUHA MOETO.
XKnan 3apu 51 B HeTepIeHbE, B KHUTAX TIIETHO YTCLICHbE
S wckan B Ty HOYb My4YE€HBS, - OJIEHBS HOYB, 0€3 TOH, KOTO
3Banu 31ech JIunop. To ums... lllemdyT anrens ero,

Ha 3emute xe - Her ero.

IITesKOBHUCTHIN U HE PE3KUH, IIOPOX aJIOU 3aHABECKU

Myuui, TOTHWI TEMHBIM CTPaxoM, YTO HE 3HA s 10 HeTO.

Urtob6 cMuputh B cebe OMeHbs cep/iia, J0Iro B yTEeIIeHbE

S tBepaun: "To - moceuenbe NpocTo Apyra OAHOro".

[ToTopsut: "To - mocenierse mMpocTo Apyra OJHOTO,
Hpyra, - 6onpme aHuyero!”

Haxkowner, Binanes BoJieH, s ckasaji, He Meis Ooie:
"Coap s MucTpucc, i3BUHATE, 9TO MOJTYAI 5 JI0 TOTO.
Jeno B ToM, 4TO 3a7jpeMai s 1 He cpa3y paccibIxal s,
CralwIif CTYK HE pa3o0palt 51, CTYK Y BX0Jla MOeTo'".
T'oBOpSI, OTKPBLI SI HACTEKD JBEPU JOMa MOETO.

TeMa, - 1 OONbIIIE HUYETO.

W, cMoTpst BO Mpak Ii1yOOKHi, 00 Kaaul s, OUHOKHUH,
[onHebIii rpe3, 4To BeaaTh CMEPTHBIM HE JaBajioch 10 TOO!
Bce 6e3MomnBHO OBIIIO CHOBA, ThMa BOKPYT ObljIa CypoBa,
Paznanock 01HO MHIB CIOBO: MISMTYYT AHTENbI €TO.
A wennyn: "JIuaop" - ¥ X0 MOBTOPWIIO MHE €T0,

9X0, - 0OJIbIIIE HUYETO.

Jlumie BepHYJICS ST HECMETO (BCsI TyIlia BO MHE TOpera),

Bcxope BHOBB 51 CTyK paccibliial, HO SICHEH, YeM J10 TOTO.

Ho cka3an s1: "Oto craBHEil BeTep 3bI0JIeT CBOCHPABHBIM,

OH u BBI3BaJ CTpax HeJlaBHUM, BETEP, TOJIBKO U BCETO,

Bynn ciokoitHo, ceparie! 3To - BETep, TOIBKO U BCETO.
Berep, - Oonbie Hugero! "
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PactBopm cBOE OKHO 51, ¥ BJIETEN BO TITyOb ITOKOS
CratHbl#i, TpeBHU BOpoH, ITyMOM KpPBUTBEB CIIABSl TOPXKECTBO,
[TokIOHHUTBCS HE XOTeJ OH; He KOJICOIACh, TTOJIeTEe OH,
CIOBHO JIOpJ] Wb JI3/IU, CEJI OH, CEJT Y BXO/a MOETO,
Tawm, Ha 6emsrit 6roct [lannanel, cen y Bxoma Moero,
Cemn, - 11 00JIBIIIE HUYETO.

4 ¢ yneIOKO# MOT TUBUTHCS, KaK 30€HOBas MTHIIA,
B crporoit BaskHOCTH - CypoBa 1 ropa Oblia Tora.
"ThI, - CKa3all s, - JILIC U YePEH, HO HE pOOOK U YIIOPEH,
Jpesuwuii, Mpaunsiii BopoH, ctpannuk ¢ 6eperos, rae HO4b Beeraa!
Kax »xe mapcTBenno 161 ipo3BaH y [Imytona?" On Torna
Kapknyn: "bonsmie Hukoraa!"

[Tuna sicHo mpoKpuYana, U3yMUB MEHS CHaJama.
BBUIO B KpHKe CMBICIIA MAJIO, M CJIOBA HE IIUTH CIOJIA.
Ho He BceM 6i1arocioBeHbe OBUIO - BE€JATH MOCEIICHRE
[Tuikl, 4TO HAJT BXOJIOM CSJIET, BETHYaBa U rop/a,
Uro Ha Oemom OrOCTe CANET, YepHOKPHLIA U TOPAa,

C xnunukoit "boneme uukorma!'.

Opnunokuit, BopoH "epHbIi, ceB Ha O10cT, Opoca, yIIopHEIi,

JIuiib ABa CJIOBA, CJIOBHO AYIIY BbUIMJI B HUX OH HaBCE€TrAa.

Nx TBEPAd, OH CJIIOBHO CTBIHYJI, HAU OJHUM IIEPOM HEC NBUHYII,

Haxonen s ntune kunyin: "Panpie ckpbutich 6e3 ciena

Bce apys3ss; T6I 3aBTpa crunemnis Oe3HagexHo!.." OH Toraa
Kapknyn: "bonbuie aHukormal!"

B3nporuyin s, B BOJTHEHbE MPaYHOM, TIPU OTBETE CTOJ

"9T0 - BCe, - cKa3all 5, - BUJHO, YTO OH 3HAET, )KMB TO,

C GeHsAKOM, KO0 Tep3au OecrolaIHbIe eqalm,

['Hanu BAajb U ANbIIE THAH HEYIauu U HYXK/Ia.

K niecHsiM ckopOu 0 HaJekKAaxX JHIIb OJUH MPUIIEB HYXIa
3nana: Oosblie HUKorga!"

A ¢ yneIOKO# MOT TUBUTHCS, KaK TIISIIUT MHE B IYIIY IITHIA

BricTpo Kpecio moaKaTHII sl MPOTHB MTHIIB, CEJT Ty/1a:

[Iprmxumasce K MATKOHM TKaHU, pa3BUBAI s LIENIb MEYTAHUN

CHbI 3a CHaMU; Kak B TyMaHe, gymain si: "OH Kuj roaa,

UTo X MPOPOYHUT, BELIUM, TOIUH, )KUBILINNA B CTapbl€ TOJia,
Kpukowm: 6ospie Hukorma?"

DTO0 Jymal s ¢ TPEBOTOM, HO HE CMEII IISTTHYTh HU CIIOTa

[Tture, 4bM 1J1a3a NAJTUIU CEPJLIC MHE OTHEM TOT/Ia.

DTO0 lyMall ¥ HHOE, TIPUCIIOHSCH Y€IOM B TIOKOE

K Gapxaty; MBI, Ipexie, TBOE TaK CUACITH UHOTA. ..

Ax! mpu mamre He CKIIOHATHCS € Ha 6apxaT HHOTIa
Bonsiie, 6oibiie HUKOTIA!

U, xazanocsk, Ki1yOBI IbIMa JIbET KYPIJIBHHIIA HE3PHUMO,

[ar ayTh cibimeH cepadrma, ¢ Heil BOIIEIIIEro CIJIa.

"BenHblii!- s BCKpU4a,- TO 60rOM IOCJIaH OTJIBIX BCEM TPEBOTaM,

Otapix, Mup! 94TOO XOTH HEMHOTO ThI BKYCHJI 3a0BEHBE, - 127

Ileii! o, meii TOT cnaakuit oTabix! mo3adyas Jluxop, - o, na?"
Bopon: "bonsmre Hukorga!"

"Bemmit, - st BCKpUJall, - 3a4eM OH MPUOBLT, ITHIIA WX JSMOH
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Hckycurenem i mociian, Oypei npurHas Jim crona?

41 He mait, XOTh 1TONTH YHBIHAH! B 3T0i#f 3aKiATO# mMycThIHE,

3nech, Tae MpaBUT yKac HbIHE, OTBeYail, MO0, KOTAa

B l'anmaane mup Haiiny s? o6pety 6anb3am korga?"
Bopon: "bonsmre Hukorga!"

"Bemwuii, - s Bckpr4al, - 3a4eM OH NMPUOBLI, ITHUIIA WU ]I

Pann neba, uto Hax Hamu, gaca CTpamrHoro cyna,

OTBeuaii gyIie evanbHOM: 5 B palo, B OTYA3HE JalTbHEH,

Berpeuy nb 00pa3 ujeanbHbIN, 9TO MEX aHTEIIOB Beeraa?

Ty Moto JIuHOp, ybe UM IIENYYT aHremns! Beerga?”
Bopos; "bonsmre Hukorga!"

"JT0 CcI0BO - 3HAK pa3iayKH! - KPUKHYI 5, TIOMast pyKH. -

Bo3sBparucs B kpasi, rae MpayHo miemetr CTukcoBa Boja!

He ocrtaBb 31€Ch IepbeB YEPHBIX, KaK CICIOB OT CJIOB [TO30PHBI?

He xouy npyseii TnerBopHbix! C OrocTa - Mpoyb, 1 HaBceraa!

IIpous - U3 cepaLa KIOB, U € IBEPU - IPOUb BUIEHbE HaBceraa!
Bopon: "bonbiie Hukorga!"

U, xak OyATO ¢ OIOCTOM CJIUT OH, BCE CUIHUT OH, BCE CHJIIUT OH,
Tawm, Hag BxomoM, BopoH depHEIii ¢ 6eTbIM OFOCTOM CITUT BCETAA.
CBGTOM JIaMIIbI O3apCHHI)II>'I, CMOTpPUT, CIOBHO ACMOH COHHBIH.
TeHb JI0KUTCS YAJTUHEHHO, Ha TIOJY JISKHUT roja, -
U nyme He BcTaTh U3 TCHU, TyCTh HAYT, UAYT rOja, -

3Haro, - 00JIbIIIe HUKOrAa!

(1905-1924)

ITepeson B. bprocosa

Bopon

[TonHouys MpakoM npupacTalia; OAUHOKHA U yCTaIIbII

S Gponwin o criey TaitHbI JPEBHUX, HO OECCMEPTHBIX CIIOB.
VYepInss, MIbLIH CTPOKU; BAPYT Pa3Aajcs CTyK HETPOMKHM,
C110BHO KTO-TO cKpebcs poOKO B IBEPh MOMX BOJIILIEOHBIX CHOB.
"CTpaHHUK, - B3JJ]pOTHYB, I [TOAyMall, - HApyIIaeT CIaJA0CTh CHOB,
CrtpaHHUK, TOJBKO U BCETO".

O, s MOMHIO, JIe)I0 OBLTO B JIeKaObpe YHBUIOM, CTBUIOM,

W xamuH Bop9as 6€3 CHIIBI, YCTyTas TCHIM CIIOpP.

CTpacTHO Ka)aal s pacCBETa, - TIIETHO NPOUCKAB OTBETOB,
VYTeueHuil B KHATaxX BETXUX - IO noTepstHHoU Jlenop,

ITo npekpacHeel u3 CMEPTHBIX C YyIHBIM UMeHeM JIeHop,
Ueif GBI CMEPTHBII Yac Tak CKOP.

[ITopox 1m1enKkoBoOi NOPThEPHI, BKPAIUUBBIN, INIyXOH, HEBEPHBIH,
TepeOui, TSHYI MHE HEPBBI, YKac IOJHUI CYIIECTBO,

Tax 4To, cTpaxu OTTOHSIS, S TBEPAUI KaK 3aKIMHAHbE!

"O Housere NPOCUT CTPAaHHUK Y IIOpOTra MOETO,

O Housere MOJIMT CTPaHHUK Y IIOPOTa MOETO,

CtpaHHUK, TOJBKO U BCETO".

Bcxkope, MykecTBa HUCIIONHACS, 5 MIATHYJ KaK B OMYT B TIOJTHOYb:



39

"Cap... MaiaM... - He 3Haf0, KTO BHI - HE HUIITUTE CTPOTHX CJIOB:
S B mpemoTe OBLT IIEYaNBHOM, U TaK THXO BBl CTyYalIH,

Bel cTonb ¢1ab0 mocTy4any B JBEPH JOMa MOETO,

Uro, s ;ymai, moKa3aiock..." - paclaxHyJI s ABEPb PHIBKOM -
TeMHOTa H... - HUYETO.

B TbMy HEJIBM)KHBIM BIMBIIUCH B3TIISAIOM, 3aMep 51; U OyITO PSIOM
AHTeN CHOB M CTPaxXoB aJa YepHOe KPbLIO POCTEP.

Tummaa ObUTa TTONTHEHIIEH, TEeMHOTA ObIiIa KPOMEIITHOM,

W nums npuspak 3Byka HEKHBIN 1menoT foHocui: "Jlenop!"

JT0 5 menTan, u 5Xo0 Bo3Bpamiano mue: "Jlenop!" -

Oxa 0ecToe3HbIH cop.

B xomHaTy BepHYBIIHCH TPYCTHO, O3 HAAEK/I, B CMATCHHBIX YyBCTBaX,
S ycnplman Te e CTYKH, - 4yThb SICHEH, 4eM 10 TOrO.

A mogyman: "Jla Bemb 5TO y OKHA CKpeOeTCs BeTep;

['nsany - ¥ B OIHO MTHOBEHBE OYJET BCE OOBSICHEHO,

Cepatie CTOUT YCIIOKOUTH - OyZeT Bce OOBSICHEHO. .

Betep - Tonbko u Bcero!"

Ho enBa oTKpbLI 51 CTaBHIO, KaK HA CBET, C BAJIbSKHOMN CTaThIO
Bbriaropoanoit ApeBHEN 3HATH, BOPOH BBICTYIIHII U3 ThMBI.

He cMy1masic HM CeKyH/1bl, U3BUHEHU, 1aXe CKYAHbIX,
[IpenbABUTH U HE TIOJYMaB, OH yCeJcs HaJl IBEPbMH -

Kak Ha TpoH, Ha GrocT [lannags! B3rpoMo3aniIcs Hall ABEPbMU -
HasBy B3uparh Ha CHBIL.

Buns ropnoe Bennube, BUASA, KaK CMEIIHO HAIBIIEH

OTOT JIOpA U3 POJia ITUYBUX, CKPBITh YJIBIOKY Sl HE CMOT.
"TBI, XOTh BpEMEHEM IOTPENaH, HO YK, BEPHO, HE U3 POOKUX;
Tak ckaxu: Ha TeX AOPOrax, 4YTo ThI B )KU3HH MTPEBO3MOT, -
3Basn Kak Te0s B TOM ajie, YTO ThI B )KU3HH ITpeBo3Mor?"
Kapxknyn Bopon: "Nevermore".

Ceii GECXUTPOCTHOIO PEUbl0, CKOJIb CKYTIOH, CTOJIb YEIOBEUbEi,
VY nuBiICHHBIA OECKOHEUHO, 51 BO33PHIICS HA HETO;

[Totomy Kak, coriaacuTech, CMEPTHBIM paHbIlle M HE CHUJIOC,
UYrtoObI NTHIIBI TPOMO3IMIINCH HAJI TOPOTaMH JIOMOB,

Urto0 Ha OOCTHI TPOMO3AMINCEH HAJl TIOPOraMHU I0MOB -

ITtune! ¢ kanakort "Nevermore".

Hy a BopoH, B rpycTy CI0BHO, MOJIBUJI TOJIBKO 3TO CJIOBO,
Bynro B 3TOM camoM ci0Be Bcs Aylia Oblia ero.

U 3amMoIik, TIepo He APOTHET; U3 MEHS e C1a0blid, pOOKHit
Brinox BeipBasics Herpomkwuii: "4 npyseii coepeus HE MOT, -
Tax 1 OH K YTpYy HCUE3HET, KaK Ha/IeX bl 10 Hero'.

Pex 3meck Bopon: "Nevermore".

3BYK B HOUM TaKUM OBbUI PE3KHM, TaK IIyTalolle YMECTHBIM,
Uro 51 nepHyIcs ¢ HUIM BMECTe, 1o co00ii He dys HOT.
"Ho, xoHEYHO, - 00pMOTAJT 51, - 3TO BECh 3aI1ac CJIOBAPHBIH,
Uro kakoi-TO OETHBIN Mablii 3ay4UTh €My TTOMOT,
XOopoHs CBOU HAJEKABI U KIISTHS TSKEIIBIA POK
beckoneunsim "Nevermore".

Bopon Bce ke ObLT 3a0aBeH, U, 9TOO IPyCTh CBOIO pa30aBHTh,
51, nena cBOM OCTAaBUB, KPECJIO BBIKATHII BIIEpET;
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B HeM yceBIIHCH TOYA00HEH repe1 OF0CTOM ¢ MTHUIICH TOpIoii,
Paspewmnts pemwunn s TBEpIO, YTO UMEJ B BULY CEU JIOpA,

Yro nMen B BUAY CE€l MpaydHbIi, CTapblid, MyAPBIA ITHYUH JIOPL,
I'oBops Mue "Nevermore".

Tak cuzen st OTPEeLIeHHO, B MUP JOTaJ0K IOrPYKEHHBIM,
Hy a BopoH B3IUIs,10M Ker MHE, CIIOBHO IJIAMEHEM, HYTPO;
["o10BOI#1 KITOHSCH yCTaNO HA OAYIIKK OapXaT ajlblid,
Bapyr ¢ Tockoro 0co3Hai s, YTO CKIOHUTHCS TOJIOBOU -
UTto Ha ATOT bl Oapxat JUIb CKIOHUTHCS TOJIOBON

Eii Henn3s, o - nevermore!

Bapyr xak OynrTo ciagocTh AbIMa OT HE3PUMOTO KaIuia
Boznyx B kOMHaTe crycTuia, aHTeJIbCKUI TOHECCS XOP.
"I'mymerit! - st Bckpugai. - bor, Bus, Kak rTOpbKH TBOH OOUIBL,
C anrenamu nureT HaMUTOK 11 3a0BeHus Jlenop!

[leti sxe cHamoObe, ek xaaHo U 3a0yab cBoto Jlenop!"
Kapxknyn Bopon: "Nevermore".

"O, BellyH - MyCTh 3JI0H, Bce Xk Beluii! - MTUIa JIb ThI, Wb 3714 MPUCTICIIHUK! -
[ocnan nu THI CUITOH TPEITHON, Wb TeOs HU3BEPTHYJ IITOPM -

CkB03b 0€3MOJIBBE CBETJIBIX JlaJIeH, depe3 Oper, Iie BOJIHBI CIIaJIH,

B sToT oM, r01071b TI€YATH, - TOBOPH: IO CUX JIU TIOP

EcTh mapyronuii 3a0BeHbe ClIaKUil COH cpelib BEYHBIX TOp?"

Kapxknyn Bopon: "Nevermore".

"O, BEIIyH - yCTh 3JI0H, BCE JK BEIIUH! - ITUIIA JIb THI, HJIb 3J1a TPUCIICIITHUK !
3axnuHato HeGecamu, borom, deii Tak MIJT HaM B30D:

Ceii nymie, 60J1bHON OT CKOPOM, Aal HAJEKAY BCTPEUH CKOPOH -

Hym cnusiaust ¢ JIeHopoi#t, ¢ He3aOBeHHOO JIeHop,

C Toli mpekpacHenIel U3 CMEPTHBIX, CMEPTHBIN Yac 4el ObLT Tak cKop'.
Kapxknyn Bopon: "Nevermore".

"Bynb THI ITHUIIA WM BSIBOJ! - STUM CIIOBOM THI JOCTABHII
Cepany MHoras nevanu! - Tak 3aKOHYUM pas3rosop!

Yobupaiics B Houb, 00patHO! [Ipoub netu, B 00baThS ana!

Tam, HaBepHO, OyIyT pajbl KU, YTO MOJIBHII ThI KaKk BOp!
[Ipous u3 xu3HHU, cepana, noma! PactBopuce B HOUM Kak Bop!"
Bopon kapknyi: "Nevermore".

Jlo cux mop BO ThMeE CEpAUTO BCE CUIUT OH, BCE CUANT OH
Han moeit meuToii pa3duTol, B cepAie J0Ma MOETo;

UepHbIii OTHb MEXK BEK CTPYHUTCS, OYATO IEMOH B HEM TAHUTCH,
[la u TeHb 3710BeIEH NTULIBI B [TOJI BPOCIIA YK€ TaBHO;

W nyie Moeit oT 3TOM YepHOI TeHU HE JaHO

OropBsartscs - nevermore!

[TepeBon I'ennaamst AMuHOBA.

Aaexcanap Musmrtapes 2003

Bopon

Kax-mo nouwto 6 nonyopeme s cuden 6 nycmviHHOM 0ome

HAO NPeCcmpanHbiM U3PEYeHbeM UHKYHAOYIbl OOHO,

207108011 KIOHACH 6Ce HUdice... Bopye ck603b con — 6ce baudice, budice
MO U CKPUN 8 OKOHHOU HUWe, MO iU CKPENCEm 3a CIEHO.

"Kmo, — npobopmoman s1, — 6pooum mam 6 NOMeMKax 3a CMmeHou,

6 3Mom NO30HUL 4ac HOYHOU?"
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Tlomnio, 8 nonnoub 3mo 6bLI0: 30 OKHOM 0eKaOPb YHLLIbLIL
Ha KOBpE Y30 YePMUIO yeell mieouux nsmHo.

A He moe ycHymb u 8 umenvbu om ar006U UCKAT 3a06eHb3,
om MOCKU N0 MO, Ybe UMS CEeMMd 20PHE20 NOJIHO,

no Jluno, no moii, uve ums 8 Hebecax Hapeuero,

motl, Ymo Hem OA6HbIM-0ABHO.

A wenkoe yymo CabluHbll WOPOX, WEeNnOMOK 8 6a2PO8blX WUMOopPax
008011AKUBAL MHE OYULY CMYMHBIX CMPAX08 NeieHoul!

U, enywa cepoyebuenve, s peutun 6e3 npomeoietvbs

06epb OMKPbIMb 6 CE0U BIAOCHbSL MeM, KMO 8 NO30HULL YAC HOYHOU
uwym Kpoea u CnaceHws 8 3mom no30HUll 4ac HOYHOU

Om cmuxuu 1e0sHOI.

bvicmpo noodotios k nopoey, ecayx ckazan s: "Paou boeaa,

CIP UnU Maoam, npocmume — Cam He 3Har0, Ymo co MHou!

A 0asHo ocmagnen 6cemi... 8bl RPUWUIU 8 MAKOE BPEMA. ...

cmyKa 6 08epb He HcOaJl COBCeM 5 — CIUUWKOM C8bIKCA ¢ MUUUHOU".
Tax ckazas, 51 08epb HAPYIHCY PACNAXHY] — NePeoo MHOI

MPaK, 00UH 1UUb MPAK HOYHOU.

B 0om ¢ kpulavya ckoabsHyn s menvlo, om ceds 20Hs 8 CMAMEHbU
Mo, 4mo 0ajice 8 CHOBUOEHbU CMEPMHBIM 8UOEMb He OAHO.

A K020a 3aMKHYICSI CHOBA KPYe Oe3MOI8UsL HOYHOZO,

68 MUUHEe 803HUKIIO C1080, muxull 300x. "Jluno... Jluno...".

Ho ycenviwan auwe cebs s — sxo, mue wennys "Jluno...",
CMOJIKLO, 80A/Ib YHECEHO.

Tonvbko 06epb 3a MHOU 3aKPbLIACH (0, KAK 2YIKO cepoye OULocy!),
6HOBb YCUIEHHbI MOJIYAHbEM, OMINEHEHHbII MULUUHOT

mom dice 38yK pazoaica 20e-mo. "Ymo oac, — nodyman s, — paz nemy
HUKO020 mam, 3Hayum, 3mo gemep 80emn 3a CMEeHOU.

Ilpocmo eemep, nanemas u3z 3umbl, U3 MoMbl HOUHOU

bvemcs 6 cmasHu 3a cmeHou”.

Hacmescv mym oxno packpwia s. Bopye 3awenecmenu Kpvlivsi
U yepromulil YepHblll 60POH, BECHHUK OPeBHOCIU 3eMHOU,

0e3 NOKNIOHA WAaAzoM MEepobiM 8 00M 8oUeNl NOXOOKOU 10pod,
63MAX KPLLIOM — U 3aMep 20pO0 OH HA NPUOTIOKe 08EePHOLL,
cen Ha benvitl 6rocm Ilannadsl — mam, Ha NPUMoIoKe 0BepHOI,
cell — u 3amep Hado MHOU.

Om ucnyea s 0UHYICA U HEBOILHO VIbIOHYICA:

Max OvL1 HONOPEH U BadCEH, MAK 630bIMA OH 20pO0 2pyOb!

"Xomb X0X01 MGOU U NPUSTAJICEH, — 5 3AMEMUIL, — HO OMBANCEH
dosicer 6bimb mol, ubo cmpauter uz Cmpansvt 3ab6envs nymo.
Kax orce 36amo mebs, o Bopon, uepes Cmukc oepacasuuti nymo?"”
Kapknyn eopon. "neseppprymu!”.

Ymo oic, He MOz He NOOUBUMBCA 51 pyaade 2yNoU NMUYbL:
Xomb omeem u He Obll C8A3HBIM, K MECmy He Obll OH HUYYmb,
HUKoeoa 6 s He nosepui, YMoodvL 8 KOMHAME HAO 08ePbIO
8UOE DMAKO20 36ePsi KMO-HUOYOb K020a-HUOYOb -

umob na mpamoprou Ilannade obnapysicun kmo-Hubyow
meapw no knuuxe "Hesepppryms".
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Ho u30as ceoti xpun bpedosulii, 60poH 80ab 2is10e CYyPoso,
Kax neegey, K020d COpEemcsi ¢ 8euux CMpyH NOC1eOHULl 36K.
Tax cuden oH, meHb HEMAsl, YEPHBIX KPbLL He NOObIMAS,

u 8300xHyn a: "llonumaro: mel npuwien Ko Mue Kax opye,

HO momy, uell 00M — MO2und, Hu Opy3etl yc, Hu noopye..."
"He seprymu!" — on xapkHyn gopye.

B30dpoenyn s creeka: 6edb mym-mo 6 mouky oH nonan kak 6yomo!
Ho pewwn: "llpuneg ynwiiviii — 6ce, wmo civldams mvl NPUBLIK

6 UbeM-mo oome, Ha Komopwlli Damym, Ha pacnpagy cKopulii,
HAMpPasul Hecwacmuil ceopy, u yoo2uii meotl A3vik

6 MOl CKOPOHOU napmumype auttb 00UH MOMUSE NOCMuU2!

He gepHymsb! — mocknugwiil Kpux".

Yemexuynca a ykpaokoii, max neeko Hatios pazeaoxy

MO MAlHbL, U YCENC 8 KPecio, Ymob clecka 630peMHymb...
Ho s3sunace panmasmos cmas exkpyz mens! M 6 xpuniom epae,
8 0eP3KOM, MEP3KOM IMOM 2pae 6ce UCKAT 5L CMbICTL U CYMb.

B mom 3106ewjem ke nmuuvem ce xomen nOCmudb 5 Cymb
npueosopa "ne sepnyms!”.

Taxk cuden 51 6e3 08UNCEHbSA, NOSPYIHCEHHDIL 8 PAZMBIULTIEHbS
nepeo nmuyeti, 4mo copauUM 630pOM MHE CEEPIUNA 2PYOb.
Ilepedyman s nemano, 2010601 CKIOHACH YCMAO

Ha nodyuiexk bapxam anviil, a1vlil bapxam, 1amMnou 4yme
0CBeUyeHHbIL — HA KOMOPUBILL MY, K KOMY 3AKA3aH Nymb,
HUK020a YHC He 8ePHYMb.

Bopye nponuncs 6 6030yx cnanvhu apomam KypuibHuy 0aibHUXx,
6HU3, 60 MbMY, C 8bICOTN ACMPATILHBIX 3ACMPYUICS CEEMAbII NYMb,
U He3pUMBIX X0pOo8 nenve caviuly A: "Bo ucyenenve

Hebo winem mebe 3ab6enve — max 3a6y0b ee...3a0)0b...

neti dice, netl 8UHO 3a08eHbs1, U NOKOU 6epHemcs 8 2pyob..."

Tym on kapxuyn.: "ne eepnymo!"”

"Kmo mwvi? — Kpukny s ¢ docadou — 0yx? npopox? ucuadve aoa?
uckycumensi NOCIAHHUK? UM CMPAHHUK 8 Mope 6el,

YEePHLIM BUXPEM 3AHECEHHbIL 8 IMOM KPAll ONYCMOWEHHDbI,

8 00M MOt CKOpOHbLUL U cmemeHubili? Ho ckadicu mue: pasee Hem,
Hem 6anvzama 6 I anaade, wmob eepuyms crenomy ceem?".

"He eepnymsv" — npuwen omeem.

"IITmuya, 0b1601 Mbl, He 3HAI, — 51 GCKPUUAT, — HO 3AKTUHAIO

IMUM HeDOM, 2OPHUM CBEMOM, YKAZVIOWUM HAM NYMb!

Hanpopousb MHe, 20CTb HE36AHHbIN, YMO 8 3eMme 00emMOBAHHOU
cmodicem 6HO8b K JIuno sicenannoli cepoye 6eoHoe npuibHymo

U 6epHYMb MOM C8em OIANCEHHBIN XOMb HA MU2... KO20a-HUbYOb ...
Kapxuyn sopon: "He seprymu”.

Tym s 6cman: "Teoe npuznanve NPUHALI 51 — KAK 3HAK NPOUWAHBSL.
Yxo0u orce, kmo 6 mot nu 6vL1 — 6 OYpIO, 6 A0, KYOa-HuUb6YOb!
yepHblX nepves He 0apu MHe! IHCUBLIX €106 He 2080pu Mie!
00uUHOUeCcma80 eepHu mue! ¢ brocma — 60w, 6 HeO0OPbLIL nymy!

U u3 cepoya ko8 ceotl 8vlp8uU, YUmodvlL HCU3Hb BEPHYIACH 8 2PYO0b".
Kapxnyn eopon "He sepryms”.

U ¢ mex nop cuoum ynoprno Ha0o MHOW0 80POH YepHbI,
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U OO CMPAHHBIM SMUM 630POM He NPOCHYMbCL, He YCHYMb.
U 6 2naszax y opesneti nmuybl 0eMoH OpeMIowuLl Maumcs,

U OM KPLIbEE MeHb JOACUMCS HA NOTLY, OPOACA YYMb-YYMb ...
U Oywu uz smou menu, ymo ne2na numou Ha epyob,

He NOOHSIMb — U He BEPHYMb.

ACT I

Covent Garden at 11.15 p.m. Torrents of heavy summer rain. Cab whistles blowing frantically in all directions.
Pedestrians running for shelter into the market and under the portico of St. Paul's Church, where there are
already several people, among them a lady and her daughter in evening dress. They are all peering out gloomily
at the rain, except one man with his back turned to the rest, who seems wholly preoccupied with a notebook in
which he is writing busily.

The church clock strikes the first quarter.

THE DAUGHTER [in the space between the central pillars, close to the one on her left] I'm getting chilled to
the bone. What can Freddy be doing all this time? He's been gone twenty minutes.

THE MOTHER [on her daughter's right] Not so long. But he ought to have got us a cab by this.

A BYSTANDER [on the lady's right] He won't get no cab not until half-past eleven, missus, when they come
back after dropping their theatre fares.

THE MOTHER. But we must have a cab. We can't stand here until half-past eleven. It's too bad.

THE BYSTANDER. Well, it ain't my fault, missus.

THE DAUGHTER. If Freddy had a bit of gumption, he would have got one at the theatre door.

THE MOTHER. What could he have done, poor boy?

THE DAUGHTER. Other people got cabs. Why couldn't he?

Freddy rushes in out of the rain from the Southampton Street side, and comes between them closing a dripping
umbrella. He is a young man of twenty, in evening dress, very wet around the ankles.

THE DAUGHTER. Well, haven't you got a cab?

FREDDY. There's not one to be had for love or money.

THE MOTHER. Oh, Freddy, there must be one. You can't have tried.

THE DAUGHTER. It's too tiresome. Do you expect us to go and get one ourselves?

FREDDY. I tell you they're all engaged. The rain was so sudden: nobody was prepared; and everybody had to
take a cab. I've been to Charing Cross one way and nearly to Ludgate Circus the other; and they were all
engaged.

THE MOTHER. Did you try Trafalgar Square?

FREDDY. There wasn't one at Trafalgar Square.

THE DAUGHTER. Did you try?

FREDDY. I tried as far as Charing Cross Station. Did you expect me to walk to Hammersmith?

THE DAUGHTER. You haven't tried at all.

THE MOTHER. You really are very helpless, Freddy. Go again; and don't come back until you have found a
cab.

FREDDY. I shall simply get soaked for nothing.

THE DAUGHTER. And what about us? Are we to stay here all night in this draught, with next to nothing on.
You selfish pig—

FREDDY. Oh, very well: I'll go, I'll go. [He opens his umbrella and dashes off Strandwards, but comes into
collision with a flower girl, who is hurrying in for shelter, knocking her basket out of her hands. A blinding
flash of lightning, followed instantly by a rattling peal of thunder, orchestrates the incident]

THE FLOWER GIRL. Nah then, Freddy: look wh' y' gowin, deah.

FREDDY. Sorry [he rushes off].

THE FLOWER GIRL [picking up her scattered flowers and replacing them in the basket] There's menners f'
yer! Te-00 banches o voylets trod into the mad. [She sits down on the plinth of the column, sorting her flowers,
on the lady's right. She is not at all an attractive person. She is perhaps eighteen, perhaps twenty, hardly older.
She wears a little sailor hat of black straw that has long been exposed to the dust and soot of London and has
seldom if ever been brushed. Her hair needs washing rather badly: its mousy color can hardly be natural. She
wears a shoddy black coat that reaches nearly to her knees and is shaped to her waist. She has a brown skirt with
a coarse apron. Her boots are much the worse for wear. She is no doubt as clean as she can afford to be; but
compared to the ladies she is very dirty. Her features are no worse than theirs; but their condition leaves
something to be desired; and she needs the services of a dentist].

THE MOTHER. How do you know that my son's name is Freddy, pray?
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THE FLOWER GIRL. Ow, eez ye-00a san, is €? Wal, fewd dan y' de-ooty bawmz a mather should, eed now
bettern to spawl a pore gel's flahrzn than ran awy atbaht pyin. Will ye-oo py me f'them? [Here, with apologies,
this desperate attempt to represent her dialect without a phonetic alphabet must be abandoned as unintelligible
outside London.]

THE DAUGHTER. Do nothing of the sort, mother. The idea!

THE MOTHER. Please allow me, Clara. Have you any pennies?

THE DAUGHTER. No. I've nothing smaller than sixpence.

THE FLOWER GIRL [hopefully] I can give you change for a tanner, kind lady.

THE MOTHER [to Clara] Give it to me. [Clara parts reluctantly]. Now [to the girl] This is for your flowers.
THE FLOWER GIRL. Thank you kindly, lady.

THE DAUGHTER. Make her give you the change. These things are only a penny a bunch.

THE MOTHER. Do hold your tongue, Clara. [To the girl]. You can keep the change.

THE FLOWER GIRL. Oh, thank you, lady.

THE MOTHER. Now tell me how you know that young gentleman's name.

THE FLOWER GIRL. I didn't.

THE MOTHER. | heard you call him by it. Don't try to deceive me.

THE FLOWER GIRL [protesting] Who's trying to deceive you? | called him Freddy or Charlie same as you
might yourself if you was talking to a stranger and wished to be pleasant. [She sits down beside her basket].
THE DAUGHTER. Sixpence thrown away! Really, mamma, you might have spared Freddy that. [She retreats
in disgust behind the pillar].

An elderly gentleman of the amiable military type rushes into shelter, and closes a dripping umbrella. He is in
the same plight as Freddy, very wet about the ankles. He is in evening dress, with a light overcoat. He takes the
place left vacant by the daughter's retirement.

THE GENTLEMAN. Phew!

THE MOTHER [to the gentleman] Oh, sir, is there any sign of its stopping?

THE GENTLEMAN. I'm afraid not. It started worse than ever about two minutes ago. [He goes to the plinth
beside the flower girl; puts up his foot on it; and stoops to turn down his trouser ends].

THE MOTHER. Oh, dear! [She retires sadly and joins her daughter].

THE FLOWER GIRL [taking advantage of the military gentleman's proximity to establish friendly relations
with him]. If it's worse it's a sign it's nearly over. So cheer up, Captain; and buy a flower off a poor girl.

THE GENTLEMAN. I'm sorry, | haven't any change.

THE FLOWER GIRL. I can give you change, Captain,

THE GENTLEMEN. For a sovereign? I've nothing less.

THE FLOWER GIRL. Garn! Oh do buy a flower off me, Captain. | can change half-a-crown. Take this for
tuppence.

THE GENTLEMAN. Now don't be troublesome: there's a good girl. [Trying his pockets] I really haven't any
change—Stop: here's three hapence, if that's any use to you [he retreats to the other pillar].

THE FLOWER GIRL [disappointed, but thinking three halfpence better than nothing] Thank you, sir.

THE BYSTANDER [to the girl] You be careful: give him a flower for it. There's a bloke here behind taking
down every blessed word you're saying. [All turn to the man who is taking notes].

THE FLOWER GIRL [springing up terrified] I ain't done nothing wrong by speaking to the gentleman. I've a
right to sell flowers if | keep off the kerb. [Hysterically] I'm a respectable girl: so help me, | never spoke to him
except to ask him to buy a flower off me. [General hubbub, mostly sympathetic to the flower girl, but
deprecating her excessive sensibility. Cries of Don't start hollerin. Who's hurting you? Nobody's going to touch
you. What's the good of fussing? Steady on. Easy, easy, etc., come from the elderly staid spectators, who pat her
comfortingly. Less patient ones bid her shut her head, or ask her roughly what is wrong with her. A remoter
group, not knowing what the matter is, crowd in and increase the noise with question and answer: What's the
row? What she do? Where is he? A tec taking her down. What! him? Yes: him over there: Took money off the
gentleman, etc. The flower girl, distraught and mobbed, breaks through them to the gentleman, crying mildly]
Oh, sir, don't let him charge me. You dunno what it means to me. They'll take away my character and drive me
on the streets for speaking to gentlemen. They—

THE NOTE TAKER [coming forward on her right, the rest crowding after him] There, there, there, there!
Who's hurting you, you silly girl? What do you take me for?

THE BYSTANDER. It's all right: he's a gentleman: look at his boots. [Explaining to the note taker] She thought
you was a copper's nark, sir.

THE NOTE TAKER [with quick interest] What's a copper's nark?
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THE BYSTANDER [inept at definition] It's a—well, it's a copper's nark, as you might say. What else would
you call it? A sort of informer.

THE FLOWER GIRL [still hysterical] | take my Bible oath | never said a word—

THE NOTE TAKER [overbearing but good-humored] Oh, shut up, shut up. Do | look like a policeman?

THE FLOWER GIRL [far from reassured] Then what did you take down my words for? How do | know
whether you took me down right? You just show me what you've wrote about me. [The note taker opens his
book and holds it steadily under her nose, though the pressure of the mob trying to read it over his shoulders
would upset a weaker man]. What's that? That ain't proper writing. | can't read that.

THE NOTE TAKER. I can. [Reads, reproducing her pronunciation exactly] "Cheer ap, Keptin; n' haw ya flahr
orf a pore gel."

THE FLOWER GIRL [much distressed] It's because I called him Captain. | meant no harm. [To the gentleman]
Oh, sir, don't let him lay a charge agen me for a word like that. You—

THE GENTLEMAN. Charge! | make no charge. [To the note taker] Really, sir, if you are a detective, you need
not begin protecting me against molestation by young women until I ask you. Anybody could see that the girl
meant no harm.

THE BYSTANDERS GENERALLY [demonstrating against police espionage] Course they could. What
business is it of yours? You mind your own affairs. He wants promotion, he does. Taking down people's words!
Girl never said a word to him. What harm if she did? Nice thing a girl can't shelter from the rain without being
insulted, etc., etc., etc. [She is conducted by the more sympathetic demonstrators back to her plinth, where she
resumes her seat and struggles with her emotion].

THE BYSTANDER. He ain't a tec. He's a blooming busybody: that's what he is. I tell you, look at his boots.
THE NOTE TAKER [turning on him genially] And how are all your people down at Selsey?

THE BYSTANDER [suspiciously] Who told you my people come from Selsey?

THE NOTE TAKER. Never you mind. They did. [To the girl]] How do you come to be up so far east? You were
born in Lisson Grove.

THE FLOWER GIRL [appalled] Oh, what harm is there in my leaving Lisson Grove? It wasn't fit for a pig to
live in; and | had to pay four-and-six a week. [In tears] Oh, boo—hoo—o0—

THE NOTE TAKER. Live where you like; but stop that noise.

THE GENTLEMAN [to the girl] Come, come! he can't touch you: you have a right to live where you please.

A SARCASTIC BYSTANDER [thrusting himself between the note taker and the gentleman] Park Lane, for
instance. I'd like to go into the Housing Question with you, | would.

THE FLOWER GIRL [subsiding into a brooding melancholy over her basket, and talking very low-spiritedly to
herself] I'm a good girl, | am.

THE SARCASTIC BYSTANDER [not attending to her] Do you know where | come from?

THE NOTE TAKER [promptly] Hoxton.

Titterings. Popular interest in the note taker's performance increases.

THE SARCASTIC ONE [amazed] Well, who said | didn't? Bly me! You know everything, you do.

THE FLOWER GIRL [still nursing her sense of injury] Ain't no call to meddle with me, he ain't.

THE BYSTANDER [to her] Of course he ain't. Don't you stand it from him. [To the note taker] See here: what
call have you to know about people what never offered to meddle with you? Where's your warrant?

SEVERAL BYSTANDERS [encouraged by this seeming point of law] Yes: where's your warrant?

THE FLOWER GIRL. Let him say what he likes. I don't want to have no truck with him.

THE BYSTANDER. You take us for dirt under your feet, don't you? Catch you taking liberties with a
gentleman!

THE SARCASTIC BYSTANDER. Yes: tell HIM where he come from if you want to go fortune-telling.

THE NOTE TAKER. Cheltenham, Harrow, Cambridge, and India.

THE GENTLEMAN. Quite right. [Great laughter. Reaction in the note taker's favor. Exclamations of He knows
all about it. Told him proper. Hear him tell the toff where he come from? etc.]. May | ask, sir, do you do this for
your living at a music hall?

THE NOTE TAKER. I've thought of that. Perhaps | shall some day.

The rain has stopped; and the persons on the outside of the crowd begin to drop off.

THE FLOWER GIRL [resenting the reaction] He's no gentleman, he ain't, to interfere with a poor girl.

THE DAUGHTER [out of patience, pushing her way rudely to the front and displacing the gentleman, who
politely retires to the other side of the pillar] What on earth is Freddy doing? | shall get pneumonia if | stay in
this draught any longer.

THE NOTE TAKER [to himself, hastily making a note of her pronunciation of "monia™] Earlscourt.

THE DAUGHTER [violently] Will you please keep your impertinent remarks to yourself?



46

THE NOTE TAKER. Did I say that out loud? | didn't mean to. | beg your pardon. Your mother's Epsom,
unmistakeably.

THE MOTHER [advancing between her daughter and the note taker] How very curious! | was brought up in
Largelady Park, near Epsom.

THE NOTE TAKER [uproariously amused] Ha! ha! What a devil of a name! Excuse me. [To the daughter] You
want a cab, do you?

THE DAUGHTER. Don't dare speak to me.

THE MOTHER. Oh, please, please Clara. [Her daughter repudiates her with an angry shrug and retires
haughtily.] We should be so grateful to you, sir, if you found us a cab. [The note taker produces a whistle]. Oh,
thank you. [She joins her daughter]. The note taker blows a piercing blast.

THE SARCASTIC BYSTANDER. There! | knowed he was a plain-clothes copper.

THE BYSTANDER. That ain't a police whistle: that's a sporting whistle.

THE FLOWER GIRL [still preoccupied with her wounded feelings] He's no right to take away my character.
My character is the same to me as any lady’s.

THE NOTE TAKER. | don't know whether you've noticed it; but the rain stopped about two minutes ago.

THE BYSTANDER. So it has. Why didn't you say so before? and us losing our time listening to your silliness.
[He walks off towards the Strand].

THE SARCASTIC BYSTANDER. I can tell where you come from. You come from Anwell. Go back there.
THE NOTE TAKER [helpfully] Hanwell.

THE SARCASTIC BYSTANDER [affecting great distinction of speech] Thenk you, teacher. Haw haw! So long
[he touches his hat with mock respect and strolls off].

THE FLOWER GIRL. Frightening people like that! How would he like it himself.

THE MOTHER. It's quite fine now, Clara. We can walk to a motor bus. Come. [She gathers her skirts above her
ankles and hurries off towards the Strand].

THE DAUGHTER. But the cab—[her mother is out of hearing]. Oh, how tiresome! [She follows angrily].

All the rest have gone except the note taker, the gentleman, and the flower girl, who sits arranging her basket,
and still pitying herself in murmurs.

THE FLOWER GIRL. Poor girl! Hard enough for her to live without being worrited and chivied.

THE GENTLEMAN [returning to his former place on the note taker's left] How do you do it, if | may ask?
THE NOTE TAKER. Simply phonetics. The science of speech. That's my profession; also my hobby. Happy is
the man who can make a living by his hobby! You can spot an Irishman or a Yorkshireman by his brogue. | can
place any man within six miles. | can place him within two miles in London. Sometimes within two streets.
THE FLOWER GIRL. Ought to be ashamed of himself, unmanly coward!

THE GENTLEMAN. But is there a living in that?

THE NOTE TAKER. Oh yes. Quite a fat one. This is an age of upstarts. Men begin in Kentish Town with 80
pounds a year, and end in Park Lane with a hundred thousand. They want to drop Kentish Town; but they give
themselves away every time they open their mouths. Now | can teach them—

THE FLOWER GIRL. Let him mind his own business and leave a poor girl—

THE NOTE TAKER [explosively] Woman: cease this detestable boohooing instantly; or else seek the shelter of
some other place of worship.

THE FLOWER GIRL [with feeble defiance] I've a right to be here if | like, same as you.

THE NOTE TAKER. A woman who utters such depressing and disgusting sounds has no right to be
anywhere—no right to live. Remember that you are a human being with a soul and the divine gift of articulate
speech: that your native language is the language of Shakespear and Milton and The Bible; and don't sit there
crooning like a bilious pigeon.

THE FLOWER GIRL [quite overwhelmed, and looking up at him in mingled wonder and deprecation without
daring to raise her head] Ah—ah—ah—ow—ow—o00!

THE NOTE TAKER [whipping out his book] Heavens! what a sound! [He writes; then holds out the book and
reads, reproducing her vowels exactly] Ah—ah—ah—ow—ow—ow—o0!

THE FLOWER GIRL [tickled by the performance, and laughing in spite of herself] Garn!

THE NOTE TAKER. You see this creature with her kerbstone English: the English that will keep her in the
gutter to the end of her days. Well, sir, in three months | could pass that girl off as a duchess at an ambassador's
garden party. | could even get her a place as lady's maid or shop assistant, which requires better English. That's
the sort of thing | do for commercial millionaires. And on the profits of it | do genuine scientific work in
phonetics, and a little as a poet on Miltonic lines.

THE GENTLEMAN. | am myself a student of Indian dialects; and—

THE NOTE TAKER [eagerly] Are you? Do you know Colonel Pickering, the author of Spoken Sanscrit?
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THE GENTLEMAN. I am Colonel Pickering. Who are you?

THE NOTE TAKER. Henry Higgins, author of Higgins's Universal Alphabet.

PICKERING [with enthusiasm] | came from India to meet you.

HIGGINS. I was going to India to meet you.

PICKERING. Where do you live?

HIGGINS. 27A Wimpole Street. Come and see me tomorrow.

PICKERING. I'm at the Carlton. Come with me now and let's have a jaw over some supper.

HIGGINS. Right you are.

THE FLOWER GIRL [to Pickering, as he passes her] Buy a flower, kind gentleman. I'm short for my lodging.
PICKERING. I really haven't any change. I'm sorry [he goes away].

HIGGINS [shocked at girl's mendacity] Liar. You said you could change half-a-crown.

THE FLOWER GIRL [rising in desperation] You ought to be stuffed with nails, you ought. [Flinging the basket
at his feet] Take the whole blooming basket for sixpence.

The church clock strikes the second quarter.

HIGGINS [hearing in it the voice of God, rebuking him for his Pharisaic want of charity to the poor girl] A
reminder. [He raises his hat solemnly; then throws a handful of money into the basket and follows Pickering].
THE FLOWER GIRL [picking up a half-crown] Ah—ow-—ooh! [Picking up a couple of florins] Aaah—ow—
ooh! [Picking up several coins] Aaaaaah—ow—ooh! [Picking up a half-sovereign] Aasaaaaaaaaah—ow—
ooh!!!

FREDDY [springing out of a taxicab] Got one at last. Hallo! [To the girl] Where are the two ladies that were
here?

THE FLOWER GIRL. They walked to the bus when the rain stopped.

FREDDY. And left me with a cab on my hands. Damnation!

THE FLOWER GIRL [with grandeur] Never you mind, young man. I'm going home in a taxi. [She sails off to
the cab. The driver puts his hand behind him and holds the door firmly shut against her. Quite understanding his
mistrust, she shows him her handful of money]. Eightpence ain't no object to me, Charlie. [He grins and opens
the door]. Angel Court, Drury Lane, round the corner of Micklejohn's oil shop. Let's see how fast you can make
her hop it. [She gets in and pulls the door to with a slam as the taxicab starts].

FREDDY. Well, I'm dashed!

Bliss

ALTHOUGH Bertha Young was thirty she still had moments like this when she wanted to run instead of walk,
to take dancing steps on and off the pavement, to bowl a hoop, to throw something up in the air and catch it
again, or to stand still and laugh at--nothing--at nothing, simply.

What can you do if you are thirty and, turning the corner of your own street, you are overcome, suddenly by a
feeling of bliss--absolute bliss!--as though you'd suddenly swallowed a bright piece of that late afternoon sun
and it burned in your bosom, sending out a little shower of sparks into every particle, into every finger and toe? .

Oh, is there no way you can express it without being "drunk and disorderly” ? How idiotic civilisation is! Why
be given a body if you have to keep it shut up in a case like a rare, rare fiddle?

"No, that about the fiddle is not quite what |1 mean,"” she thought, running up the steps and feeling in her bag for
the key--she'd forgotten it, as usual--and rattling the letter-box. "It's not what | mean, because--Thank you,
Mary"--she went into the hall. "Is nurse back?"

"Yes, M'm."

"And has the fruit come?"

"Yes, M'm. Everything's come."

"Bring the fruit up to the dining-room, will you? I'll arrange it before | go upstairs."”

It was dusky in the dining-room and quite chilly. But all the same Bertha threw off her coat; she could not bear
the tight clasp of it another moment, and the cold air fell on her arms.

But in her bosom there was still that bright glowing place--that shower of little sparks coming from it. It was
almost unbearable. She hardly dared to breathe for fear of fanning it higher, and yet she breathed deeply, deeply.
She hardly dared to look into the cold mirror--but she did look, and it gave her back a woman, radiant, with
smiling, trembling lips, with big, dark eyes and an air of listening, waiting for something . . . divine to happen . .
. that she knew must happen . . . infallibly.

Mary brought in the fruit on a tray and with it a glass bowl, and a blue dish, very lovely, with a strange sheen on
it as though it had been dipped in milk.
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"Shall I turn on the light, M'm?"

"No, thank you. I can see quite well."

There were tangerines and apples stained with strawberry pink. Some yellow pears, smooth as silk, some white
grapes covered with a silver bloom and a big cluster of purple ones. These last she had bought to tone in with
the new dining-room carpet. Yes, that did sound rather far-fetched and absurd, but it was really why she had
bought them. She had thought in the shop: "I must have some purple ones to bring the carpet up to the table."
And it had seemed quite sense at the time.

When she had finished with them and had made two pyramids of these bright round shapes, she stood away
from the table to get the effect--and it really was most curious. For the dark table seemed to melt into the dusky
light and the glass dish and the blue bowl to float in the air. This, of course, in her present mood, was so
incredibly beautiful. . . . She began to laugh.

"No, no. I'm getting hysterical." And she seized her bag and coat and ran upstairs to the nursery.

Nurse sat at a low table giving Little B her supper after her bath. The baby had on a white flannel gown and a
blue woollen jacket, and her dark, fine hair was brushed up into a funny little peak. She looked up when she saw
her mother and began to jump.

"Now, my lovey, eat it up like a good girl," said nurse, setting her lips in a way that Bertha knew, and that meant
she had come into the nursery at another wrong moment.

"Has she been good, Nanny?"

"She's been a little sweet all the afternoon,” whispered Nanny. "We went to the park and | sat down on a chair
and took her out of the pram and a big dog came along and put its head on my knee and she clutched its ear,
tugged it. Oh, you should have seen her."

Bertha wanted to ask if it wasn't rather dangerous to let her clutch at a strange dog's ear. But she did not dare to.
She stood watching them, her hands by her side, like the poor little girl in front of the rich girl with the doll.
The baby looked up at her again, stared, and then smiled so charmingly that Bertha couldn't help crying:

"Oh, Nanny, do let me finish giving her her supper while you put the bath things away.

"Well, M'm, she oughtn't to be changed hands while she's eating," said Nanny, still whispering. "It unsettles her;
it's very likely to upset her."

How absurd it was. Why have a baby if it has to be kept--not in a case like a rare, rare fiddle--but in another
woman's arms?

"Oh, I must!" said she.

Very offended, Nanny handed her over.

"Now, don't excite her after her supper. You know you do, M'm. And | have such a time with her after!"

Thank heaven! Nanny went out of the room with the bath towels.

"Now I've got you to myself, my little precious,” said Bertha, as the baby leaned against her.

She ate delightfully, holding up her lips for the spoon and then waving her hands. Sometimes she wouldn't let
the spoon go; and sometimes, just as Bertha had filled it, she waved it away to the four winds.

When the soup was finished Bertha turned round to the fire. "You're nice--you're very nice!" said she, kissing
her warm baby. "I'm fond of you. | like you."

And indeed, she loved Little B so much--her neck as she bent forward, her exquisite toes as they shone
transparent in the firelight--that all her feeling of bliss came back again, and again she didn't know how to
express it--what to do with it.

"You're wanted on the telephone,” said Nanny, coming back in triumph and seizing her Little B.

Down she flew. It was Harry.

"Oh, is that you, Ber? Look here. I'll be late. I'll take a taxi and come along as quickly as I can, but get dinner
put back ten minutes--will you? All right?"

"Yes, perfectly. Oh, Harry!"

"Yes?"

What had she to say? She'd nothing to say. She only wanted to get in touch with him for a moment. She couldn't
absurdly cry: "Hasn't it been a divine day!"

"What is it?" rapped out the little voice.

"Nothing. Entendu," said Bertha, and hung up the receiver, thinking how much more than idiotic civilisation
was.

They had people coming to dinner. The Norman Knights--a very sound couple--he was about to start a theatre,
and she was awfully keen on interior decoration, a young man, Eddie Warren, who had just published a little
book of poems and whom everybody was asking to dine, and a "find" of Bertha's called Pearl Fulton. What Miss
Fulton did, Bertha didn't know. They had met at the club and Bertha had fallen in love with her, as she always
did fall in love with beautiful women who had something strange about them.
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The provoking thing was that, though they had been about together and met a number of times and really talked,
Bertha couldn't make her out. Up to a certain point Miss Fulton was rarely, wonderfully frank, but the certain
point was there, and beyond that she would not go.

Was there anything beyond it? Harry said “No." Voted her dullish, and "cold like all blonde women, with a
touch, perhaps, of anaemia of the brain." But Bertha wouldn't agree with him; not yet, at any rate.

"No, the way she has of sitting with her head a little on one side, and smiling, has something behind it, Harry,
and | must find out what that something is."

"Most likely it's a good stomach," answered Harry.

He made a point of catching Bertha's heels with replies of that kind . . . "liver frozen, my dear girl," or "pure
flatulence,” or "kidney disease,"” . . . and so on. For some strange reason Bertha liked this, and almost admired it
in him very much.

She went into the drawing-room and lighted the fire; then, picking up the cushions, one by one, that Mary had
disposed so carefully, she threw them back on to the chairs and the couches. That made all the difference; the
room came alive at once. As she was about to throw the last one she surprised herself by suddenly hugging it to
her, passionately, passionately. But it did not put out the fire in her bosom. Oh, on the contrary!

The windows of the drawing-room opened on to a balcony overlooking the garden. At the far end, against the
wall, there was a tall, slender pear tree in fullest, richest bloom; it stood perfect, as though becalmed against the
jade-green sky. Bertha couldn't help feeling, even from this distance, that it had not a single bud or a faded petal.
Down below, in the garden beds, the red and yellow tulips, heavy with flowers, seemed to lean upon the dusk. A
grey cat, dragging its belly, crept across the lawn, and a black one, its shadow, trailed after. The sight of them,
so intent and so quick, gave Bertha a curious shiver.

"What creepy things cats are!" she stammered, and she turned away from the window and began walking up and
down. . ..

How strong the jonquils smelled in the warm room. Too strong? Oh, no. And yet, as though overcome, she flung
down on a couch and pressed her hands to her eyes.

"I'm too happy--too happy!" she murmured.

And she seemed to see on her eyelids the lovely pear tree with its wide open blossoms as a symbol of her own
life.

Really--really--she had everything. She was young. Harry and she were as much in love as ever, and they got on
together splendidly and were really good pals. She had an adorable baby. They didn't have to worry about
money. They had this absolutely satisfactory house and garden. And friends--modern, thrilling friends, writers
and painters and poets or people keen on social questions--just the kind of friends they wanted. And then there
were books, and there was music, and she had found a wonderful little dressmaker, and they were going abroad
in the summer, and their new cook made the most superb omelettes. . . .

"I'm absurd. Absurd!" She sat up; but she felt quite dizzy, quite drunk. It must have been the spring.

Yes, it was the spring. Now she was so tired she could not drag herself upstairs to dress.

A white dress, a string of jade beads, green shoes and stockings. It wasn't intentional. She had thought of this
scheme hours before she stood at the drawing-room window.

Her petals rustled softly into the hall, and she kissed Mrs. Norman Knight, who was taking off the most amusing
orange coat with a procession of black monkeys round the hem and up the fronts.

" ... Why! Why! Why is the middle-class so stodgy--so utterly without a sense of humour! My dear, it's only by
a fluke that I am here at all--Norman being the protective fluke. For my darling monkeys so upset the train that
it rose to a man and simply ate me with its eyes. Didn't laugh--wasn't amused--that | should have loved. No, just
stared--and bored me through and through."

"But the cream of it was," said Norman, pressing a large tortoiseshell-rimmed monocle into his eye, "you don't
mind me telling this, Face, do you?" (In their home and among their friends they called each other Face and
Mug.) "The cream of it was when she, being full fed, turned to the woman beside her and said: 'Haven't you ever
seen a monkey before?™

"Oh, yes!" Mrs. Norman Knight joined in the laughter. "Wasn't that too absolutely creamy?"

And a funnier thing still was that now her coat was off she did look like a very intelligent monkey-- who had
even made that yellow silk dress out of scraped banana skins. And her amber ear-rings: they were like little
dangling nuts.

"This is a sad, sad fall!" said Mug, pausing in front of Little B's perambulator. "When the perambulator comes
into the hall--" and he waved the rest of the quotation away.

The bell rang. It was lean, pale Eddie Warren (as usual) in a state of acute distress.

"It is the right house, isn't it?" he pleaded.

"Oh, I think so--I hope so," said Bertha brightly.
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"I have had such a dreadful experience with a taxi-man; he was most sinister. | couldn't get him to stop. The
more | knocked and called the faster he went. And in the moonlight this bizarre figure with the flattened head
crouching over the lit-tle wheel . . . ™

He shuddered, taking off an immense white silk scarf. Bertha noticed that his socks were white, too--most
charming.

"But how dreadful!" she cried.

"Yes, it really was," said Eddie, following her into the drawing-room. "I saw myself driving through Eternity in
a timeless taxi."

He knew the Norman Kbnights. In fact, he was going to write a play for N.K. when the theatre scheme came off.
"Well, Warren, how's the play?" said Norman Knight, dropping his monocle and giving his eye a moment in
which to rise to the surface before it was screwed down again.

And Mrs. Norman Knight: "Oh, Mr. Warren, what happy socks?"

"l am so glad you like them," said he, staring at his feet. "They seem to have got so much whiter since the moon
rose.” And he turned his lean sorrowful young face to Bertha. "There is a moon, you know."

She wanted to cry: "l am sure there is--often--often!"

He really was a most attractive person. But so was Face, crouched before the fire in her banana skins, and so
was Mug, smoking a cigarette and saying as he flicked the ash: "Why doth the bridegroom tarry?"

"There he is, now."

Bang went the front door open and shut. Harry shouted: "Hullo, you people. Down in five minutes." And they
heard him swarm up the stairs. Bertha couldn't help smiling; she knew how he loved doing things at high
pressure. What, after all, did an extra five minutes matter? But he would pretend to himself that they mattered
beyond measure. And then he would make a great point of coming into the drawing-room, extravagantly cool
and collected.

Harry had such a zest for life. Oh, how she appreciated it in him. And his passion for fighting--for seeking in
everything that came up against him another test of his power and of his courage--that, too, she understood.
Even when it made him just occasionally, to other people, who didn't know him well, a little ridiculous perhaps.
... For there were moments when he rushed into battle where no battle was. . . . She talked and laughed and
positively forgot until he had come in (just as she had imagined) that Pearl Fulton had not turned up.

"l wonder if Miss Fulton has forgotten?"

"l expect so," said Harry. "lIs she on the 'phone?"

"Ah! There's a taxi, now." And Bertha smiled with that little air of proprietorship that she always assumed while
her women finds were new and mysterious. "She lives in taxis."

"She'll run to fat if she does," said Harry coolly, ringing the bell for dinner. "Frightful danger for blonde
women."

"Harry--don't!" warned Bertha, laughing up at him.

Came another tiny moment, while they waited, laughing and talking, just a trifle too much at their ease, a trifle
too unaware. And then Miss Fulton, all in silver, with a silver fillet binding her pale blonde hair, came in
smiling, her head a little on one side.

"Am | late?"

"No, not at all," said Bertha. "Come along." And she took her arm and they moved into the dining-room.

What was there in the touch of that cool arm that could fan--fan--start blazing--blazing--the fire of bliss that
Bertha did not know what to do with?

Miss Fulton did not look at her; but then she seldom did look at people directly. Her heavy eyelids lay upon her
eyes and the strange half-smile came and went upon her lips as though she lived by listening rather than seeing.
But Bertha knew, suddenly, as if the longest, most intimate look had passed between them--as if they had said to
each other: "You too?"--that Pearl Fulton, stirring the beautiful red soup in the grey plate, was feeling just what
she was feeling.

And the others? Face and Mug, Eddie and Harry, their spoons rising and falling--dabbing their lips with their
napkins, crumbling bread, fiddling with the forks and glasses and talking.

"l met her at the Alpha show--the weirdest little person. She'd not only cut off her hair, but she seemed to have
taken a dreadfully good snip off her legs and arms and her neck and her poor little nose as well."

"Isn't she very liée with Michael Oat?"

"The man who wrote Love in False Teeth? "

"He wants to write a play for me. One act. One man. Decides to commit suicide. Gives all the reasons why he
should and why he shouldn't. And just as he has made up his mind either to do it or not to do it--curtain. Not
half a bad idea.”

"What's he going to call it--'Stomach Trouble' ?"
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"I think I've come across the same idea in a lit-tle French review, quite unknown in England.”

No, they didn't share it. They were dears--dears--and she loved having them there, at her table, and giving them
delicious food and wine. In fact, she longed to tell them how delightful they were, and what a decorative group
they made, how they seemed to set one another off and how they reminded her of a play by Tchekof!

Harry was enjoying his dinner. It was part of his--well, not his nature, exactly, and certainly not his pose--his--
something or other--to talk about food and to glory in his "shameless passion for the white flash of the lobster"
and "the green of pistachio ices--green and cold like the eyelids of Egyptian dancers."

When he looked up at her and said: "Bertha, this is a very admirable soufflée! " she almost could have wept with
child-like pleasure.

Oh, why did she feel so tender towards the whole world tonight? Everything was good--was right. All that
happened seemed to fill again her brimming cup of bliss.

And still, in the back of her mind, there was the pear tree. It would be silver now, in the light of poor dear
Eddie's moon, silver as Miss Fulton, who sat there turning a tangerine in her slender fingers that were so pale a
light seemed to come from them.

What she simply couldn't make out--what was miraculous-- was how she should have guessed Miss Fulton's
mood so exactly and so instantly. For she never doubted for a moment that she was right, and yet what had she
to go on? Less than nothing.

"l believe this does happen very, very rarely between women. Never between men," thought Bertha. "But while
I am making the coffee in the drawing-room perhaps she will 'give a sign' "

What she meant by that she did not know, and what would happen after that she could not imagine.

While she thought like this she saw herself talking and laughing. She had to talk because of her desire to laugh.
"l must laugh or die."

But when she noticed Face's funny little habit of tucking something down the front of her bodice--as if she kept
a tiny, secret hoard of nuts there, too--Bertha had to dig her nails into her hands--so as not to laugh too much.

It was over at last. And: "Come and see my new coffee machine," said Bertha.

"We only have a new coffee machine once a fortnight," said Harry. Face took her arm this time; Miss Fulton
bent her head and followed after.

The fire had died down in the drawing-room to a red, flickering "nest of baby phoenixes," said Face.

"Don't turn up the light for a moment. It is so lovely." And down she crouched by the fire again. She was always
cold . . . "without her little red flannel jacket, of course," thought Bertha.

At that moment Miss Fulton "gave the sign."

"Have you a garden?" said the cool, sleepy voice.

This was so exquisite on her part that all Bertha could do was to obey. She crossed the room, pulled the curtains
apart, and opened those long windows.

"There!" she breathed.

And the two women stood side by side looking at the slender, flowering tree. Although it was so still it seemed,
like the flame of a candle, to stretch up, to point, to quiver in the bright air, to grow taller and taller as they
gazed--almost to touch the rim of the round, silver moon.

How long did they stand there? Both, as it were, caught in that circle of unearthly light, understanding each
other perfectly, creatures of another world, and wondering what they were to do in this one with all this blissful
treasure that burned in their bosoms and dropped, in silver flowers, from their hair and hands?

For ever--for a moment? And did Miss Fulton murmur: "Yes. Just that." Or did Bertha dream it?

Then the light was snapped on and Face made the coffee and Harry said: "My dear Mrs. Knight, don't ask me
about my baby. I never see her. | shan't feel the slightest interest in her until she has a lover," and Mug took his
eye out of the conservatory for a moment and then put it under glass again and Eddie Warren drank his coffee
and set down the cup with a face of anguish as though he had drunk and seen the spider.

"What | want to do is to give the young men a show. | believe London is simply teeming with first-chop,
unwritten plays. What | want to say to 'em is: 'Here's the theatre. Fire ahead.™

"You know, my dear, | am going to decorate a room for the Jacob Nathans. Oh, | am so tempted to do a fried-
fish scheme, with the backs of the chairs shaped like frying-pans and lovely chip potatoes embroidered all over
the curtains."”

"The trouble with our young writing men is that they are still too romantic. You can't put out to sea without
being seasick and wanting a basin. Well, why won't they have the courage of those basins?"

"A dreadful poem about a girl who was violated by a beggar without a nose in a lit-tle wood. . . . "

Miss Fulton sank into the lowest, deepest chair and Harry handed round the cigarettes.
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From the way he stood in front of her shaking the silver box and saying abruptly: "Egyptian? Turkish?
Virginian? They're all mixed up," Bertha realised that she not only bored him; he really disliked her. And she
decided from the way Miss Fulton said: "No, thank you, | won't smoke," that she felt it, too, and was hurt.

"Oh, Harry, don't dislike her. You are quite wrong about her. She's wonderful, wonderful. And, besides, how
can you feel so differently about someone who means so much to me. | shall try to tell you when we are in bed
tonight what has been happening. What she and | have shared."

At those last words something strange and almost terrifying darted into Bertha's mind. And this something blind
and smiling whispered to her: "Soon these people will go. The house will be quiet--quiet. The lights will be out.
And you and he will be alone together in the dark room--the warm bed. . . . "

She jumped up from her chair and ran over to the piano.

"What a pity someone does not play!" she cried. *What a pity somebody does not play."

For the first time in her life Bertha Young desired her husband. Oh, she'd loved him--she'd been in love with
him, of course, in every other way, but just not in that way. And equally, of course, she'd understood that he was
different. They'd discussed it so often. It had worried her dreadfully at first to find that she was so cold, but after
a time it had not seemed to matter. They were so frank with each other--such good pals. That was the best of
being modern.

But now--ardently! ardently! The word ached in her ardent body! Was this what that feeling of bliss had been
leading up to? But then, then-- "My dear," said Mrs. Norman Knight, "you know our shame. We are the victims
of time and train. We live in Hampstead. It's been so nice."

"I'll come with you into the hall," said Bertha. "I loved having you. But you must not miss the last train. That's
so awful, isn't it?"

"Have a whisky, Knight, before you go?" called Harry.

"No, thanks, old chap."”

Bertha squeezed his hand for that as she shook it.

"Good night, good-bye," she cried from the top step, feeling that this self of hers was taking leave of them for
ever.

When she got back into the drawing-room the others were on the move.

" ... Then you can come part of the way in my taxi."

"I shall be so thankful not to have to face another drive alone after my dreadful experience."

"You can get a taxi at the rank just at the end of the street. You won't have to walk more than a few yards."
"That's a comfort. I'll go and put on my coat."”

Miss Fulton moved towards the hall and Bertha was following when Harry almost pushed past.

"Let me help you."

Bertha knew that he was repenting his rudeness--she let him go. What a boy he was in some ways--so
impulsive--so--simple.

And Eddie and she were left by the fire.

"I wonder if you have seen Bilks' new poem called Table d'Hoéte," said Eddie softly. "It's so wonderful. In the
last Anthology. Have you got a copy? I'd so like to show it to you. It begins with an incredibly beautiful line:
'‘Why Must it Always be Tomato Soup?"

"Yes," said Bertha. And she moved noiselessly to a table opposite the drawing-room door and Eddie glided
noiselessly after her. She picked up the little book and gave it to him; they had not made a sound.

While he looked it up she turned her head towards the hall. And she saw . . . Harry with Miss Fulton's coat in his
arms and Miss Fulton with her back turned to him and her head bent. He tossed the coat away, put his hands on
her shoulders and turned her violently to him. His lips said: "I adore you," and Miss Fulton laid her moonbeam
fingers on his cheeks and smiled her sleepy smile. Harry's nostrils quivered; his lips curled back in a hideous
grin while he whispered: "Tomorrow," and with her eyelids Miss Fulton said: "Yes."

"Here it is," said Eddie. ""Why Must it Always be Tomato Soup?" It's so deeply true, don't you feel? Tomato
soup is so dreadfully eternal.”

"If you prefer,” said Harry's voice, very loud, from the hall, "'l can phone you a cab to come to the door."

"Oh, no. It's not necessary," said Miss Fulton, and she came up to Bertha and gave her the slender fingers to
hold.

"Good-bye. Thank you so much."

"Good-bye," said Bertha.

Miss Fulton held her hand a moment longer.

"Your lovely pear tree!" she murmured.

And then she was gone, with Eddie following, like the black cat following the grey cat.

"I'll shut up shop," said Harry, extravagantly cool and collected.
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"Your lovely pear tree--pear tree--pear tree!"

Bertha simply ran over to the long windows.

"Oh, what is going to happen now?" she cried.

But the pear tree was as lovely as ever and as full of flower and as still.

Green Tea

J. Sheridan LeFanu

PROLOGUE

Martin Hesselius, the German Physician

Through carefully educated in medicine and surgery, | have never practiced either. The study of each continues,
nevertheless, to interest me profoundly. Neither idleness nor caprice caused my secession from the honorable
calling which I had just entered. The cause was a very trifling scratch inflicted by a dissecting knife. This trifle
cost me the loss of two fingers, amputated promptly, and the more painful loss of my health, for I have never
been quite well since, and have seldom been twelve months together in the same place.

In my wanderings | became acquainted with Dr. Martin Hesselius, a wanderer like myself, like me a physician,
and like me an enthusiast in his profession. Unlike me in this, that his wanderings were voluntary, and he a man,
if not of fortune, as we estimate fortune in England, at least in what our forefathers used to term "easy
circumstances.” He was an old man when I first saw him; nearly five-and-thirty years my senior.

In Dr. Martin Hesselius, | found my master. His knowledge was immense, his grasp of a case was an intuition.
He was the very man to inspire a young enthusiast, like me, with awe and delight. My admiration has stood the
test of time and survived the separation of death. | am sure it was well-founded.

For nearly twenty years | acted as his medical secretary. His immense collection of papers he has left in my
care, to be arranged, indexed and bound. His treatment of some of these cases is curious. He writes in two
distinct characters. He describes what he saw and heard as an intelligent layman might, and when in this style of
narrative he had seen the patient either through his own hall-door, to the light of day, or through the gates of
darkness to the caverns of the dead, he returns upon the narrative, and in the terms of his art and with all the
force and originality of genius, proceeds to the work of analysis, diagnosis and illustration.

Here and there a case strikes me as of a kind to amuse or horrify a lay reader with an interest quite different
from the peculiar one which it may possess for an expert. With slight modifications, chiefly of language, and of
course a change of names, | copy the following. The narrator is Dr. Martin Hesselius. | find it among the
voluminous notes of cases which he made during a tour in England about sixty-four years ago.

It is related in series of letters to his friend Professor Van Loo of Leyden. The professor was not a physician, but
a chemist, and a man who read history and metaphysics and medicine, and had, in his day, written a play.

The narrative is therefore, if somewhat less valuable as a medical record, necessarily written in a manner more
likely to interest an unlearned reader.

These letters, from a memorandum attached, appear to have been returned on the death of the professor, in 1819,
to Dr. Hesselius. They are written, some in English, some in French, but the greater part in German. | am a
faithful, though | am conscious, by no means a graceful translator, and although here and there | omit some
passages, and shorten others, and disguise hames, | have interpolated nothing.

CHAPTER I. Dr. Hesselius Relates How He Met the Rev. Mr. Jennings

The Rev. Mr. Jennings is tall and thin. He is middle-aged, and dresses with a natty, old-fashioned, high-church
precision. He is naturally a little stately, but not at all stiff. His features, without being handsome, are well
formed, and their expression extremely kind, but also shy.

I met him one evening at Lady Mary Haddock's. The modesty and benevolence of his countenance are
extremely prepossessing.

We were but a small party, and he joined agreeably enough in the conversation, He seems to enjoy listening
very much more than contributing to the talk; but what he says is always to the purpose and well said. He is a
great favourite of Lady Mary's, who it seems, consults him upon many things, and thinks him the most happy
and blessed person on earth. Little knows she about him.

The Rev. Mr. Jennings is a bachelor, and has, they say sixty thousand pounds in the funds. He is a charitable
man. He is most anxious to be actively employed in his sacred profession, and yet though always tolerably well
elsewhere, when he goes down to his vicarage in Warwickshire, to engage in the actual duties of his sacred
calling, his health soon fails him, and in a very strange way. So says Lady Mary.

There is no doubt that Mr. Jennings' health does break down in, generally, a sudden and mysterious way,
sometimes in the very act of officiating in his old and pretty church at Kenlis. It may be his heart, it may be his
brain. But so it has happened three or four times, or oftener, that after proceeding a certain way in the service, he
has on a sudden stopped short, and after a silence, apparently quite unable to resume, he has fallen into solitary,
inaudible prayer, his hands and his eyes uplifted, and then pale as death, and in the agitation of a strange shame
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and horror, descended trembling, and got into the vestry-room, leaving his congregation, without explanation, to
themselves. This occurred when his curate was absent. When he goes down to Kenlis now, he always takes care
to provide a clergyman to share his duty, and to supply his place on the instant should he become thus suddenly
incapacitated.

When Mr. Jennings breaks down quite, and beats a retreat from the vicarage, and returns to London, where, in a
dark street off Piccadilly, he inhabits a very narrow house, Lady Mary says that he is always perfectly well. |
have my own opinion about that. There are degrees of course. We shall see.

Mr. Jennings is a perfectly gentlemanlike man. People, however, remark something odd. There is an impression
a little ambiguous. One thing which certainly contributes to it, people I think don't remember; or, perhaps,
distinctly remark. But I did, almost immediately. Mr. Jennings has a way of looking sidelong upon the carpet, as
if his eye followed the movements of something there. This, of course, is not always. It occurs now and then.
But often enough to give a certain oddity, as | have said, to his manner, and in this glance traveling along the
floor there is something both shy and anxious.

A medical philosopher, as you are good enough to call me, elaborating theories by the aid of cases sought out by
himself, and by him watched and scrutinized with more time at command, and consequently infinitely more
minuteness than the ordinary practitioner can afford, falls insensibly into habits of observation, which
accompany him everywhere, and are exercised, as some people would say, impertinently, upon every subject
that presents itself with the least likelihood of rewarding inquiry.

There was a promise of this kind in the slight, timid, kindly, but reserved gentleman, whom I met for the first
time at this agreeable little evening gathering. | observed, of course, more than | here set down; but I reserve all
that borders on the technical for a strictly scientific paper.

I may remark, that when | here speak of medical science, | do so, as | hope some day to see it more generally
understood, in a much more comprehensive sense than its generally material treatment would warrant. | believe
the entire natural world is but the ultimate expression of that spiritual world from which, and in which alone, it
has its life. | believe that the essential man is a spirit, that the spirit is an organized substance, but as different in
point of material from what we ordinarily understand by matter, as light or electricity is; that the material body
is, in the most literal sense, a vesture, and death consequently no interruption of the living man's existence, but
simply his extrication from the natural body--a process which commences at the moment of what we term death,
and the completion of which, at furthest a few days later, is the resurrection "in power."

The person who weighs the consequences of these positions will probably see their practical bearing upon
medical science. This is, however, by no means the proper place for displaying the proofs and discussing the
consequences of this too generally unrecognized state of facts.

In pursuance of my habit, | was covertly observing Mr. Jennings, with all my caution--I think he perceived it--
and I saw plainly that he was as cautiously observing me. Lady Mary happening to address me by my name, as
Dr. Hesselius, | saw that he glanced at me more sharply, and then became thoughtful for a few minutes.

After this, as | conversed with a gentleman at the other end of the room, | saw him look at me more steadily, and
with an interest which | thought I understood. | then saw him take an opportunity of chatting with Lady Mary,
and was, as one always is, perfectly aware of being the subject of a distant inquiry and answer.

This tall clergyman approached me by-and-by; and in a little time we had got into conversation. When two
people, who like reading, and know books and places, having traveled, wish to discourse, it is very strange if
they can't find topics. It was not accident that brought him near me, and led him into conversation. He knew
German and had read my Essays on Metaphysical Medicine which suggest more than they actually say.

This courteous man, gentle, shy, plainly a man of thought and reading, who moving and talking among us, was
not altogether of us, and whom | already suspected of leading a life whose transactions and alarms were
carefully concealed, with an impenetrable reserve from, not only the world, but his best beloved friends--was
cautiously weighing in his own mind the idea of taking a certain step with regard to me.

I penetrated his thoughts without his being aware of it, and was careful to say nothing which could betray to his
sensitive vigilance my suspicions respecting his position, or my surmises about his plans respecting myself.

We chatted upon indifferent subjects for a time but at last he said:

"1 was very much interested by some papers of yours, Dr. Hesselius, upon what you term Metaphysical
Medicine--1 read them in German, ten or twelve years ago--have they been translated?"

"No, I'm sure they have not--1 should have heard. They would have asked my leave, I think."

"l asked the publishers here, a few months ago, to get the book for me in the original German; but they tell me it
is out of print."

"So it is, and has been for some years; but it flatters me as an author to find that you have not forgotten my little
book, although,” I added, laughing, "ten or twelve years is a considerable time to have managed without it; but |



55

suppose you have been turning the subject over again in your mind, or something has happened lately to revive
your interest in it."

At this remark, accompanied by a glance of inquiry, a sudden embarrassment disturbed Mr. Jennings, analogous
to that which makes a young lady blush and look foolish. He dropped his eyes, and folded his hands together
uneasily, and looked oddly, and you would have said, guiltily, for a moment.

I helped him out of his awkwardness in the best way, by appearing not to observe it, and going straight on, |
said: "Those revivals of interest in a subject happen to me often; one book suggests an other, and often sends me
back a wild-goose chase over an interval of twenty years. But if you still care to possess a copy, | shall be only
too happy to provide you; I have still got two or three by me --and if you allow me to present one | shall be very
much honoured."”

"You are very good indeed," he said, quite at his ease again, in a moment: "l almost despaired--1 don't know
how to thank you.

"Pray don't say a word; the thing is really so little worth that I am only ashamed of having offered it, and if you
thank me any more I shall throw it into the fire in a fit of modesty."

Mr. Jennings laughed. He inquired where | was staying in London, and after a little more conversation on a
variety of subjects, he took his departure.

CHAPTER 1. The Doctor Questions Lady Mary and She Answers

"I like your vicar so much, Lady Mary," said |, as soon as he was gone. "He has read, traveled, and thought, and
having also suffered, he ought to be an accomplished companion.”

"So he is, and, better still, he is a really good man," said she. "His advice is invaluable about my schools, and all
my little undertakings at Dawlbridge, and he's so painstaking, he takes so much trouble--you have no idea
wherever he thinks he can be of use: he's so good-natured and so sensible."”

"It is pleasant to hear so good an account of his neighbourly virtues. | can only testify to his being an agreeable
and gentle companion, and in addition to what you have told me, | think | can tell you two or three things about
him," said I.

"Really!

"Yes, to begin with, he's unmarried."

"Yes, that's right---go on."

"He has been writing, that is he was, but for two or three years perhaps, he has not gone on with his work, and
the book was upon some rather abstract subject--perhaps theology."

"Well, he was writing a book, as you say; I'm not quite sure what it was about, but only that it was nothing that |
cared for; very likely you are right, and he certainly did stop--yes."

"And although he only drank a little coffee here to-night, he likes tea, at least, did like it extravagantly."

"Yes, that's quite true."

"He drank green tea, a good deal, didn't he?" | pursued.

"Well, that's very odd! Green tea was a subject on which we used almost to quarrel.”

"But he has quite given that up," said I. "So he has."

"And, now, one more fact. His mother or his father, did you know them?"

"Yes, both; his father is only ten years dead, and their place is near Dawlbridge. We knew them very well," she
answered.

"Well, either his mother or his father--1 should rather think his father, saw a ghost,” said I.

"Well, you really are a conjurer, Dr. Hesselius."

"Conjurer or no, haven't | said right?" | answered merrily.

"You certainly have, and it was his father: he was a silent, whimsical man, and he used to bore my father about
his dreams, and at last he told him a story about a ghost he had seen and talked with, and a very odd story it was.
I remember it particularly, because | was so afraid of him. This story was long before he died--when | was quite
a child--and his ways were so silent and moping, and he used to drop in sometimes, in the dusk, when | was
alone in the drawing-room, and | used to fancy there were ghosts about him."

I smiled and nodded.

"And now, having established my character as a conjurer, | think I must say good-night!" said I.

"But how did you find it out?"

"By the planets, of course, as the gypsies do," I answered, and so, gaily we said good-night.

Next morning | sent the little book he had been inquiring after, and a note to Mr. Jennings, and on returning late
that evening, | found that he had called at my lodgings, and left his card. He asked whether | was at home, and
asked at what hour he would be most likely to find me.

Does he intend opening his case, and consulting me "professionally," as they say? I hope so. I have already
conceived a theory about him. It is supported by Lady Mary's answers to my parting questions. | should like
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much to ascertain from his own lips. But what can I do consistently with good breeding to invite a confession?
Nothing. I rather think he meditates one. At all events, my dear Van L., | shan't make myself difficult of access;
I mean to re turn his visit tomorrow. It will be only civil in return for his politeness, to ask to see him. Perhaps
something may come of it. Whether much, little, or nothing, my dear Van L., you shall hear.

CHAPTER III. Dr. Hesselius Picks Up Something in Latin Books

Well, | have called at Blank Street.

On inquiring at the door, the servant told me that Mr. Jennings was engaged very particularly with a gentleman,
a clergyman from Kenlis, his parish in the country. Intending to reserve my privilege, and to call again, | merely
intimated that | should try another time, and had turned to go, when the servant begged my pardon, and asked
me, looking at me a little more attentively than well-bred persons of his order usually do, whether | was Dr.
Hesselius; and, on learning that | was, he said, "Perhaps then, sir, you would allow me to mention it to Mr.
Jennings, for | am sure he wishes to see you."

The servant returned in a moment, with a message from Mr. Jennings, asking me to go into his study, which was
in effect his back drawing-room, promising to be with me in a very few minutes.

This was really a study--almost a library. The room was lofty, with two tall slender windows, and rich dark
curtains. It was much larger than | had expected, and stored with books on every side, from the floor to the
ceiling. The upper carpet--for to my tread it felt that there were two or three--was a Turkey carpet. My steps fell
noiselessly. The bookcases standing out, placed the windows, particularly narrow ones, in deep recesses. The
effect of the room was, although extremely comfortable, and even luxurious, decidedly gloomy, and aided by
the silence, almost oppressive. Perhaps, however, | ought to have allowed something for association. My mind
had connected peculiar ideas with Mr. Jennings. | stepped into this perfectly silent room, of a very silent house,
with a peculiar foreboding; and its darkness, and solemn clothing of books, for except where two narrow
looking-glasses were set in the wall, they were everywhere, helped this sombre feeling.

While awaiting Mr. Jennings' arrival, | amused myself by looking into some of the books with which his shelves
were laden. Not among these, but immediately under them, with their backs up ward, on the floor, I lighted upon
a complete set of Swedenborg's "Arcana Calestia," in the original Latin, a very fine folio set, bound in the natty
livery which theology affects, pure vellum, namely, gold letters, and carmine edges. There were paper markers
in several of these volumes, I raised and placed them, one after the other, upon the table, and opening where
these papers were placed, | read in the solemn Latin phraseology, a series of sentences indicated by a penciled
line at the margin. Of these | copy here a few, translating them into English.

"When man's interior sight is opened, which is that of his spirit, then there appear the things of another life,
which cannot possibly be made visible to the bodily sight."”. . ..

"By the internal sight it has been granted me to see the things that are in the other life, more clearly than I see
those that are in the world. From these considerations, it is evident that external vision exists from interior
vision, and this from a vision still more interior, and soon." .. ..

"There are with every man at least two evil spirits.”. . ..

"With wicked genii there is also a fluent speech, but harsh and grating. There is also among them a speech
which is not fluent, wherein the dissent of the thoughts is perceived as something secretly creeping along within
it."

"The evil spirits associated with man are, indeed from the hells, but when with man they are not then in hell, but
are taken out thence. The place where they then are, is in the midst between heaven and hell, and is called the
world of spirits--when the evil spirits who are with man, are in that world, they are not in any infernal torment,
but in every thought and affection of man, and so, in all that the man himself enjoys. But when they are remitted
into their hell, they return to their former state.”. . . .

"If evil spirits could perceive that they were associated with man, and yet that they were spirits separate from
him, and if they could flow in into the things of his body, they would attempt by a thousand means to destroy
him; for they hate man with a deadly hatred.” . . . .

"Knowing, therefore, that | was a man in the body, they were continually striving to destroy me, not as to the
body only, but especially as to the soul; for to destroy any man or spirit is the very delight of the life of all who
are in hell; but I have been continually protected by the Lord. Hence it appears how dangerous it is for man to
be in a living consort with spirits, unless he be in the good of faith.” . . . .

"Nothing is more carefully guarded from the knowledge of associate spirits than their being thus conjoint with a
man, for if they knew it they would speak to him, with the intention to destroy him." . ...

"The delight of hell is to do evil to man, and to hasten his eternal ruin."

A long note, written with a very sharp and fine pencil, in Mr. Jennings' neat hand, at the foot of the page, caught
my eye. Expecting his criticism upon the text, | read a word or two, and stopped, for it was something quite
different, and began with these words, Deus misereatur mei--"May God compassionate me." Thus warned of its
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private nature, | averted my eyes, and shut the book, replacing all the volumes as | had found them, except one
which interested me, and in which, as men studious and solitary in their habits will do, | grew so absorbed as to
take no cognisance of the outer world, nor to remember where | was.

I was reading some pages which refer to "representatives™ and "correspondents,” in the technical language of
Swedenborg, and had arrived at a passage, the substance of which is, that evil spirits, when seen by other eyes
than those of their infernal associates, present themselves, by "correspondence,” in the shape of the beast (fera)
which represents their particular lust and life, in aspect direful and atrocious. This is a long passage, and
particularises a number of those bestial forms.

CHAPTER IV. Four Eyes Were Reading the Passage

I was running the head of my pencil-case along the line as | read it, and something caused me to raise my eyes.
Directly before me was one of the mirrors | have mentioned, in which | saw reflected the tall shape of my
friend, Mr. Jennings, leaning over my shoulder, and reading the page at which I was busy, and with a face so
dark and wild that | should hardly have known him.

I turned and rose. He stood erect also, and with an effort laughed a little, saying:

"l came in and asked you how you did, but without succeeding in awaking you from your book; so | could not
restrain my curiosity, and very impertinently, I'm afraid, peeped over your shoulder. This is not your first time
of looking into those pages. You have looked into Swedenborg, no doubt, long ago?"

"Oh dear, yes! | owe Swedenborg a great deal; you will discover traces of him in the little book on Metaphysical
Medicine, which you were so good as to remember."

Although my friend affected a gaiety of manner, there was a slight flush in his face, and | could perceive that he
was inwardly much perturbed.

"I'm scarcely yet qualified, | know so little of Swedenborg. I've only had them a fortnight,” he answered, "and |
think they are rather likely to make a solitary man nervous--that is, judging from the very little | have read---I
don't say that they have made me so," he laughed; "and I'm so very much obliged for the book. | hope you got
my note?"

I made all proper acknowledgments and modest disclaimers.

"I never read a book that | go with, so entirely, as that of yours," he continued. "l saw at once there is more in it
than is quite unfolded. Do you know Dr. Harley?" he asked, rather abruptly.

In passing, the editor remarks that the physician here named was one of the most eminent who had ever
practiced in England.

I did, having had letters to him, and had experienced from him great courtesy and considerable assistance during
my visit to England.

"I think that man one of the very greatest fools | ever met in my life," said Mr. Jennings.

This was the first time | had ever heard him say a sharp thing of anybody, and such a term applied to so high a
name a little startled me.

"Really! and in what way?" | asked.

"In his profession," he answered.

I smiled.

"I mean this," he said: "he seems to me, one half, blind--1 mean one half of all he looks at is dark--
preternaturally bright and vivid all the rest; and the worst of it is, it seems wilful. | can't get him--1 mean he
won't--I've had some experience of him as a physician, but I look on him as, in that sense, no better than a
paralytic mind, an intellect half dead. I'll tell you--I1 know I shall some time--all about it," he said, with a little
agitation. "You stay some months longer in England. If | should be out of town during your stay for a little time,
would you allow me to trouble you with a letter?"

"I should be only too happy," I assured him.

"Very good of you. | am so utterly dissatisfied with Harley."

"A little leaning to the materialistic school,” | said.

"A mere materialist,” he corrected me; "you can't think how that sort of thing worries one who knows better.
You won't tell any one--any of my friends you know--that | am hippish; now, for instance, no one knows--not
even Lady Mary--that | have seen Dr. Harley, or any other doctor.

So pray don't mention it; and, if I should have any threatening of an attack, you'll kindly let me write, or, should
I be in town, have a little talk with you."

I was full of conjecture, and unconsciously | found I had fixed my eyes gravely on him, for he lowered his for a
moment, and he said: "I see you think I might as well tell you now, or else you are forming a conjecture; but you
may as well give it up. If you were guessing all the rest of your life, you will never hit on it."

He shook his head smiling, and over that wintry sunshine a black cloud suddenly came down, and he drew his
breath in, through his teeth as men do in pain.
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"Sorry, of course, to learn that you apprehend occasion to consult any of us; but, command me when and how
you like, and I need not assure you that your confidence is sacred."”

He then talked of quite other things, and in a comparatively cheerful way and after a little time, | took my leave.
CHAPTER V. Dr. Hesselius is Summoned to Richmond

We parted cheerfully, but he was not cheerful, nor was I. There are certain expressions of that powerful organ of
spirit--the human face--which, although | have seen them often, and possess a doctor's nerve, yet disturb me
profoundly. One look of Mr. Jennings haunted me. It had seized my imagination with so dismal a power that |
changed my plans for the evening, and went to the opera, feeling that | wanted a change of ideas.

I heard nothing of or from him for two or three days, when a note in his hand reached me. It was cheerful, and
full of hope. He said that he had been for some little time so much better--quite well, in fact--that he was going
to make a little experiment, and run down for a month or so to his parish, to try whether a little work might not
quite set him up. There was in it a fervent religious expression of gratitude for his restoration, as he now almost
hoped he might call it.

A day or two later | saw Lady Mary, who repeated what his note had announced, and told me that he was
actually in Warwickshire, having resumed his clerical duties at Kenlis; and she added, "I begin to think that he is
really perfectly well, and that there never was anything the matter, more than nerves and fancy; we are all
nervous, but | fancy there is nothing like a little hard work for that kind of weakness, and he has made up his
mind to try it. I should not be surprised if he did not come back for a year."

Notwithstanding all this confidence, only two days later | had this note, dated from his house off Piccadilly:
DEAR SIR,--I have returned disappointed. If I should feel at all able to see you, | shall write to ask you kindly
to call. At present, | am too low, and, in fact, simply unable to say all | wish to say. Pray don't mention my name
to my friends. | can see no one. By-and-by, please God, you shall hear from me. | mean to take a run into
Shropshire, where some of my people are. God bless you! May we, on my return, meet more happily than I can
now write.

About a week after this | saw Lady Mary at her own house, the last person, she said, left in town, and just on the
wing for Brighton, for the London season was quite over. She told me that she had heard from Mr. Jenning's
niece, Martha, in Shropshire. There was nothing to be gathered from her letter, more than that he was low and
nervous. In those words, of which healthy people think so lightly, what a world of suffering is sometimes
hidden!

Nearly five weeks had passed without any further news of Mr. Jennings. At the end of that time | received a
note from him. He wrote:

"I have been in the country, and have had change of air, change of scene, change of faces, change of everything-
-and in everything--but myself. | have made up my mind, so far as the most irresolute creature on earth can do
it, to tell my case fully to you. If your engagements will permit, pray come to me to-day, to-morrow, or the next
day; but, pray defer as little as possible. You know not how much I need help. I have a quiet house at Richmond,
where | now am. Perhaps you can manage to come to dinner, or to luncheon, or even to tea. You shall have no
trouble in finding me out. The servant at Blank Street, who takes this note, will have a carriage at your door at
any hour you please; and | am always to be found. You will say that I ought not to be alone. | have tried
everything. Come and see."

I called up the servant, and decided on going out the same evening, which accordingly 1 did.

He would have been much better in a lodging-house, or hotel, I thought, as I drove up through a short double
row of sombre elms to a very old-fashioned brick house, darkened by the foliage of these trees, which
overtopped, and nearly surrounded it. It was a perverse choice, for nothing could be imagined more triste and
silent. The house, | found, belonged to him. He had stayed for a day or two in town, and, finding it for some
cause insupportable, had come out here, probably because being furnished and his own, he was relieved of the
thought and delay of selection, by coming here.

The sun had already set, and the red reflected light of the western sky illuminated the scene with the peculiar
effect with which we are all familiar. The hall seemed very dark, but, getting to the back drawing-room, whose
windows command the west, | was again in the same dusky light. | sat down, looking out upon the richly-
wooded landscape that glowed in the grand and melancholy light which was every moment fading. The corners
of the room were already dark; all was growing dim, and the gloom was insensibly toning my mind, already
prepared for what was sinister. | was waiting alone for his arrival, which soon took place. The door
communicating with the front room opened, and the tall figure of Mr. Jennings, faintly seen in the ruddy
twilight, came, with quiet stealthy steps, into the room.

We shook hands, and, taking a chair to the window, where there was still light enough to enable us to see each
other's faces, he sat down beside me, and, placing his hand upon my arm, with scarcely a word of preface began
his narrative.
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CHAPTER VI. How Mr. Jennings Met His Companion

The faint glow of the west, the pomp of the then lonely woods of Richmond, were before us, behind and about
us the darkening room, and on the stony face of the sufferer for the character of his face, though still gentle and
sweet, was changed rested that dim, odd glow which seems to descend and produce, where it touches, lights,
sudden though faint, which are lost, almost with out gradation, in darkness. The silence, too, was utter: not a
distant wheel, or bark, or whistle from without; and within the de pressing stillness of an invalid bachelor's
house.

I guessed well the nature, though not even vaguely the particulars of the revelations | was about to receive, from
that fixed face of suffering that so oddly flushed stood out, like a portrait of Schalken's, before its background of
darkness.

"It began,” he said, "on the 15th of October, three years and eleven weeks ago, and two days--1 keep very
accurate count, for every day is torment. If | leave anywhere a chasm in my narrative tell me.

"About four years ago | began a work, which had cost me very much thought and reading. It was upon the
religious metaphysics of the ancients."

"l know," said I, "the actual religion of educated and thinking paganism, quite apart from symbolic worship? A
wide and very interesting field."

"Yes, but not good for the mind--the Christian mind, | mean. Paganism is all bound together in essential unity,
and, with evil sympathy, their religion involves their art, and both their manners, and the subject is a degrading
fascination and the Nemesis sure. God forgive me!

"l wrote a great deal; | wrote late at night. | was always thinking on the subject, walking about, wherever | was,
everywhere. It thoroughly infected me. You are to remember that all the material ideas connected with it were
more or less of the beautiful, the subject itself delightfully interesting, and I, then, without a care."”

He sighed heavily.

"l believe, that every one who sets about writing in earnest does his work, as a friend of mine phrased it, on
something--tea, or coffee, or tobacco. | suppose there is a material waste that must be hourly supplied in such
occupations, or that we should grow too abstracted, and the mind, as it were, pass out of the body, unless it were
reminded often enough of the connection by actual sensation. At all events, | felt the want, and | supplied it. Tea
was my companion-at first the ordinary black tea, made in the usual way, not too strong: but I drank a good
deal, and increased its strength as | went on. | never, experienced an uncomfortable symptom from it. | began to
take a little green tea. | found the effect pleasanter, it cleared and intensified the power of thought so, | had come
to take it frequently, but not stronger than one might take it for pleasure. | wrote a great deal out here, it was so
quiet, and in this room. | used to sit up very late, and it became a habit with me to sip my tea--green tea--every
now and then as my work proceeded. | had a little kettle on my table, that swung over a lamp, and made tea two
or three times between eleven o'clock and two or three in the morning, my hours of going to bed. | used to go
into town every day. | was not a monk, and, although | spent an hour or two in a library, hunting up authorities
and looking out lights upon my theme, | was in no morbid state as far as I can judge. | met my friends pretty
much as usual and enjoyed their society, and, on the whole, existence had never been, | think, so pleasant
before.

"I had met with a man who had some odd old books, German editions in mediaval Latin, and | was only too
happy to be permitted access to them. This obliging person's books were in the City, a very out-of-the-way part
of it. | had rather out-stayed my intended hour, and, on coming out, seeing no cab near, | was tempted to get into
the omnibus which used to drive past this house. It was darker than this by the time the 'bus had reached an old
house, you may have remarked, with four poplars at each side of the door, and there the last passenger but
myself got out. We drove along rather faster. It was twilight now. I leaned back in my corner next the door
ruminating pleasantly.

"The interior of the omnibus was nearly dark. | had observed in the corner opposite to me at the other side, and
at the end next the horses, two small circular reflections, as it seemed to me of a reddish light. They were about
two inches apart, and about the size of those small brass buttons that yachting men used to put upon their
jackets. | began to speculate, as listless men will, upon this trifle, as it seemed. From what center did that faint
but deep red light come, and from what--glass beads, buttons, toy decorations--was it reflected? We were
lumbering along gently, having nearly a mile still to go. | had not solved the puzzle, and it be came in another
minute more odd, for these two luminous points, with a sudden jerk, descended nearer and nearer the floor,
keeping still their relative distance and horizontal position, and then, as suddenly, they rose to the level of the
seat on which I was sitting and | saw them no more.

"My curiosity was now really excited, and, before I had time to think, | saw again these two dull lamps, again
together near the floor; again they disappeared, and again in their old corner I saw them.
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"So, keeping my eyes upon them, | edged quietly up my own side, towards the end at which I still saw these tiny
discs of red.

"There was very little light in the 'bus. It was nearly dark. | leaned forward to aid my endeavor to discover what
these little circles really were. They shifted position a little as | did so. | began now to perceive an outline of
something black, and | soon saw, with tolerable distinctness, the outline of a small black monkey, pushing its
face forward in mimicry to meet mine; those were its eyes, and | now dimly saw its teeth grinning at me.

"I drew back, not knowing whether it might not meditate a spring. | fancied that one of the passengers had
forgot this ugly pet, and wishing to ascertain something of its temper, though not caring to trust my fingers to it,
I poked my umbrella softly towards it. It remained immovable--up to it--through it. For through it, and back and
forward it passed, without the slightest resistance.

"I can't, in the least, convey to you the kind of horror that | felt. When | had ascertained that the thing was an
illusion, as | then supposed, there came a misgiving about myself and a terror that fascinated me in impotence to
remove my gaze from the eyes of the brute for some moments. As | looked, it made a little skip back, quite into
the corner, and I, in a panic, found myself at the door, having put my head out, drawing deep breaths of the
outer air, and staring at the lights and tress we were passing, too glad to reassure myself of reality.

"l stopped the 'bus and got out. | perceived the man look oddly at me as | paid him. I dare say there was
something unusual in my looks and manner, for | had never felt so strangely before."”

CHAPTER VII. The Journey: First Stage

"When the omnibus drove on, and | was alone upon the road, | looked carefully round to ascertain whether the
monkey had followed me. To my indescribable relief | saw it nowhere. | can't describe easily what a shock | had
received, and my sense of genuine gratitude on finding myself, as | supposed, quite rid of it.

"I had got out a little before we reached this house, two or three hundred steps. A brick wall runs along the
footpath, and inside the wall is a hedge of yew, or some dark evergreen of that kind, and within that again the
row of fine trees which you may have remarked as you came.

"This brick wall is about as high as my shoulder, and happening to raise my eyes | saw the monkey, with that
stooping gait, on all fours, walking or creeping, close beside me, on top of the wall. | stopped, looking at it with
a feeling of loathing and horror. As | stopped so did it. It sat up on the wall with its long hands on its knees
looking at me. There was not light enough to see it much more than in outline, nor was it dark enough to bring
the peculiar light of its eyes into strong relief. | still saw, however, that red foggy light plainly enough. It did not
show its teeth, nor exhibit any sign of irritation, but seemed jaded and sulky, and was observing me steadily.

"l drew back into the middle of the road. It was an unconscious recoil, and there | stood, still looking at it. It did
not move.

"With an instinctive determination to try something--any thing, I turned about and walked briskly towards town
with askance look, all the time, watching the movements of the beast. It crept swiftly along the wall, at exactly
my pace.

"Where the wall ends, near the turn of the road, it came down, and with a wiry spring or two brought itself close
to my feet, and continued to keep up with me, as | quickened my pace. It was at my left side, so dose to my leg
that | felt every moment as if | should tread upon it.

"The road was quite deserted and silent, and it was darker every moment. | stopped dismayed and bewildered,
turning as | did so, the other way--1 mean, towards this house, away from which I had been walking. When |
stood still, the monkey drew back to a distance of, | suppose, about five or six yards, and remained stationary,
watching me.

"1 had been more agitated than | have said. | had read, of course, as everyone has, something about ‘spectral
illusions,’ as you physicians term the phenomena of such cases. | considered my situation, and looked my
misfortune in the face.

"These affections, | had read, are sometimes transitory and sometimes obstinate. | had read of cases in which the
appearance, at first harmless, had, step by step, degenerated into something direful and insupportable, and ended
by wearing its victim out. Still as | stood there, but for my bestial companion, quite alone, | tried to comfort
myself by repeating again and again the assurance, ‘the thing is purely disease, a well-known physical affection,
as distinctly as small-pox or neuralgia. Doctors are all agreed on that, philosophy demonstrates it. | must not be
a fool. I've been sitting up too late, and | daresay my digestion is quite wrong, and, with God's help, | shall be all
right, and this is but a symptom of nervous dyspepsia.' Did | believe all this? Not one word of it, no more than
any other miserable being ever did who is once seized and riveted in this satanic captivity. Against my
convictions, I might say my knowledge, | was simply bullying myself into a false courage.

"1 now walked homeward. | had only a few hundred yards to go. | had forced myself into a sort of resignation,
but I had not got over the sickening shock and the flurry of the first certainty of my misfortune.
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"l made up my mind to pass the night at home. The brute moved dose betide me, and | fancied there was the sort
of anxious drawing toward the house, which one sees in tired horses or dogs, sometimes as they come toward
home.

"l was afraid to go into town, | was afraid of any one's seeing and recognizing me. | was conscious of an
irrepressible agitation in my manner. Also, | was afraid of any violent change in my habits, such as going to a
place of amusement, or walking from home in order to fatigue myself. At the hall door it waited till I mounted
the steps, and when the door was opened entered with me.

"l drank no tea that night. I got cigars and some brandy and water. My idea was that | should act upon my
material system, and by living for a while in sensation apart from thought, send myself forcibly, as it were, into
a new groove. | came up here to this drawing-room. | sat just here. The monkey then got upon a small table that
then stood there. It looked dazed and languid. An irrepressible uneasiness as to its movements kept my eyes
always upon it. Its eyes were half closed, but | could see them glow. It was looking steadily at me. In all
situations, at all hours, it is awake and looking at me. That never changes.

"I shall not continue in detail my narrative of this particular night. | shall describe, rather, the phenomena of the
first year, which never varied, essentially. | shall describe the monkey as it appeared in daylight. In the dark, as
you shall presently hear, there are peculiarities. It is a small monkey, perfectly black. It had only one peculiarity-
-a character of malignity--unfathomable malignity. During the first year looked sullen and sick. But this
character of intense malice and vigilance was always underlying that surly languor. During all that time it acted
as if on a plan of giving me as little trouble as was consistent with watching me. Its eyes were never off me. |
have never lost sight of it, except in my sleep, light or dark, day or night, since it came here, excepting when it
withdraws for some weeks at a time, unaccountably.

"In total dark it is visible as in daylight. | do not mean merely its eyes. It is all visible distinctly in a halo that
resembles a glow of red embers, and which accompanies it in all its movements.

"When it leaves me for a time, it is always at night, in the dark, and in the same way. It grows at first uneasy,
and then furious, and then advances towards me, grinning and shaking, its paws clenched, and, at the same time,
there comes the appearance of fire in the grate. | never have any fire. | can't sleep in the room where there is
any, and it draws nearer and nearer to the chimney, quivering, it seems, with rage, and when its fury rises to the
highest pitch, it springs into the grate, and up the chimney, and | see it no more.

"When first this happened, | thought | was released. | was now a new man. A day passed--a night--and no
return, and a blessed week--a week--another week. | was always on my knees, Dr. Hesselius, always, thanking
God and praying. A whole month passed of liberty, but on a sudden, it was with me again."

CHAPTER VII1. The Second Stage

"It was with me, and the malice which before was torpid under a sullen exterior, was now active. It was
perfectly unchanged in every other respect. This new energy was apparent in its activity and its looks, and soon
in other ways.

"For a time, you will understand, the change was shown only in an increased vivacity, and an air of menace, as
if it were always brooding over some atrocious plan. Its eyes, as before, were never off me."

"ls it here now?" | asked.

"No," he replied, "it has been absent exactly a fortnight and a day--fifteen days. It has sometimes been away so
long as nearly two months, once for three. Its absence always exceeds a fortnight, although it may be but by a
single day. Fifteen days having past since | saw it last, it may return now at any moment."

"ls its return,” I asked, "accompanied by any peculiar manifestation?"

"Nothing--no," he said. "It is simply with me again. On lifting my eyes from a book, or turning my head, I see it,
as usual, looking at me, and then it remains, as before, for its appointed time. | have never told so much and so
minutely before to any one."

| perceived that he was agitated, and looking like death, and he repeatedly applied his handkerchief to his
forehead; | suggested that he might be cured, and told him that | would call, with pleasure, in the morning, but
he said:

"No, if you don't mind hearing it all now. I have got so far, and I should prefer making one effort of it. When |
spoke to Dr. Harley, | had nothing like so much to tell. You are a philosophic physician. You give spirit its
proper rank. If the thing is real----"

He paused looking at me with agitated inquiry.

"We can discuss it by-and-by, and very fully. | will give you all I think, " | answered after an interval.
"Well--very well. If it is anything real, | say, it is prevailing, little by little, and drawing me more interiorly into
hell. Optic nerves, he talked of. Ah! well--there are other nerves of communication. May God Almighty help
me! You shall hear.
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"Its power of action, | tell you, had increased. Its malice became, in a way, aggressive. About two years ago,
some questions that were pending between me and the bishop having been settled, | went down to my parish in
Warwickshire, anxious to find occupation in my profession. | was not prepared for what happened, although |
have since thought | might have apprehended something like it. The reason of my saying so is this--"

He was beginning to speak with a great deal more effort and reluctance, and sighted often, and seemed at times
nearly overcome. But at this time his manner was not agitated. It was more like that of a sinking patient, who
has given himself up.

"Yes, but | will first tell you about Kenlis my parish.

"It was with me when | left this place for Dawlbridge. It was my silent traveling companion, and it remained
with me at the vicarage. When | entered on the discharge of my duties, another change took place. The thing
exhibited an atrocious determination to thwart me. It was with me in the church--in the reading desk--in the
pulpit--within the communion rails. At last, it reached this extremity, that while | was reading to the
congregation, it would spring upon the book and squat there, so that | was unable to see the page. This happened
more than once.

"l left Dawlbridge for a time. | placed myself in Dr. Harley's hands. | did everything he told me. he gave my
case a great deal of thought. It interested him, | think. He seemed successful. For nearly three months | was
perfectly free from a return. | began to think | was safe. With his full assent | returned to Dawlbridge.

"l traveled in a chaise. | was in good spirits. | was more--1 was happy and grateful. | was returning, as | thought,
delivered from a dreadful hallucination, to the scene of duties which | longed to enter upon. It was a beautiful
sunny evening, everything looked serene and cheerful, and | was delighted, | remember looking out of the
window to see the spire of my church at Kenlis among the trees, at the point where one has the earliest view of
it. It is exactly where the little stream that bounds the parish passes under the road by a culvert, and where it
emerges at the roadside, a stone with an old inscription is placed. As we passed this point, | drew my head in
and sat down, and in the corner of the chaise was the monkey.

"For a moment | felt faint, and then quite wild with despair and horror, | called to the driver, and got out, and sat
down at the road-side, and prayed to God silently for mercy. A despairing resignation supervened. My
companion was with me as | reentered the vicarage. The same persecution followed. After a short struggle |
submitted, and soon | left the place.

"I told you," he said, "that all the beast has before this become in certain ways aggressive. | will explain a little.
It seemed to be actuated by intense and increasing fury, whenever | said my prayers, or even meditated prayer. It
amounted at last to a dreadful interruption. You will ask, how could a silent immaterial phantom effect that? It
was thus, whenever | meditated praying; It was always before me, and nearer and nearer.

"It used to spring on the table, on the back of the chair, on the chimney-piece, and slowly swing itself from side
to side, looking at me all the time. There is in its motion an indefinable power to dissipate thought, and to
contract one's attention to that monotony, till the ideas shrink, as it were, to a point, and at last to nothing--and
unless | had started up, and shook off the catalepsy I have felt as if my mind were to a point of losing itself.
There are no other ways," he sighed heavily; "thus, for instance, while | pray with my eyes closed, it comes
closer and closer and closer, and | see it. | know it is not to be accounted for physically, but | do actually see it,
though my lids are closed, and so it rocks my mind, as it were, and overpowers me, and | am obliged to rise
from my knees. If you had ever yourself known this, you would be acquainted with desperation.”

CHAPTER IX. The Third Stage

"l see, Dr. Hesselius, that you don't lose one word of my statement. | need not ask you to listen specially to what
I am now going to tell you. They talk of the optic nerves, and of spectral illusions, as if the organ of fight was
the only point assailable by the influences that have fastened upon me--I know better. For two years in my
direful case that limitation prevailed. But as food is taken in softly at the lips, and then brought under the teeth,
as the tip of the little finger caught in a mill crank will draw in the hand, and the arm, and the whole body, so the
miserable mortal who has been once caught firmly by the end of the finest fibre of his nerve, is drawn in and in,
by the enormous machinery of hell, until he is as | am. Yes, Doctor, as | am, for a while | talk to you, and
implore relief, | feel that my prayer is for the impossible, and my pleading with the inexorable.”

I endeavoured to calm his visibly increasing agitation, and told him that he must not despair.

While we talked the night had overtaken us. The filmy moonlight was wide over the scene which the window
commanded, and | said:

"Perhaps you would prefer having candles. This light, you know, is odd. | should wish you, as much as possible,
under your usual conditions while I make my diagnosis, shall I call it--otherwise | don't care."

"All lights are the same to me," he said; "except when I read or write, | care not if night were perpetual. | am
going to tell you what happened about a year ago. The thing began to speak to me."

"Speak! How do you mean--speak as a man does, do you mean?"
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"Yes; speak in words and consecutive sentences, with perfect coherence and articulation; but there is a
peculiarity. It is not like the tone of a human voice. It is not by my ears it reaches me--it comes like a singing
through my head.

"This faculty, the power of speaking to me, will be my undoing. It won't let me pray, it interrupts me with
dreadful blasphemies. I dare not go on, | could not. Oh! Doctor, can the skill, and thought, and prayers of man
avail me nothing!"

"You must promise me, my dear sir, not to trouble yourself with unnecessarily exciting thoughts; confine
yourself strictly to the narrative of facts; and recollect, above all, that even if the thing that infests you be, you
seem to suppose a reality with an actual in dependent life and will, yet it can have no power to hurt you, unless
it be given from above: its access to your senses depends mainly upon your physical condition--this is, under
God, your comfort and reliance: we are all alike environed. It is only that in your case, the 'paries,’ the veil of the
flesh, the screen, is a little out of repair, and sights and sounds are transmitted. We must enter on a hew course,
sir,---be encouraged. I'll give to-night to the careful consideration of the whole case.”

"You are very good, sir; you think it worth trying, you don't give me quite up; but, sir, you don't know, it is
gaining such an influence over me: it orders me about, it is such a tyrant, and I'm growing so helpless. May God
deliver me!"

"It orders you about--of course you mean by speech?"

"Yes, yes; it is always urging me to crimes, to injure others, or myself. You see, Doctor, the situation is urgent,
it is indeed. When | was in Shropshire, a few weeks ago" (Mr. Jennings was speaking rapidly and trembling
now, holding my arm with one hand, and looking in my face), "I went out one day with a party of friends for a
walk: my persecutor, | tell you, was with me at the time. I lagged behind the rest: the country near the Dee, you
know, is beautiful. Our path happened to lie near a coal mine, and at the verge of the wood is a perpendicular
shaft, they say, a hundred and fifty feet deep. My niece had remained behind with me--she knows, of course
nothing of the nature of my sufferings. She knew, however, that | had been ill, and was low, and she remained to
prevent my being quite alone. As we loitered slowly on together, the brute that accompanied me was urging me
to throw myself down the shaft. | tell you now--oh, sir, think of it!--the one consideration that saved me from
that hideous death was the fear lest the shock of witnessing the occurrence should be too much for the poor girl.
I asked her to go on and walk with her friends, saying that | could go no further. She made excuses, and the
more | urged her the firmer she became. She looked doubtful and frightened. | suppose there was something in
my looks or manner that alarmed her; but she would not go, and that literally saved me. You had no idea, sir,
that a living man could be made so abject a slave of Satan," he said, with a ghastly groan and a shudder.

There was a pause here, and | said, "You were preserved nevertheless. It was the act of God. You are in His

hands and in the power of no other being: be therefore confident for the future."
CHAPTER X. Home

I made him have candles lighted, and saw the room looking cheery and inhabited before I left him. I told him
that he must regard his illness strictly as one dependent on physical, though subtle physical causes. | told him
that he had evidence of God's care and love in the deliverance which he had just described, and that I had
perceived with pain that he seemed to regard its peculiar features as indicating that he had been delivered over
to spiritual reprobation. Than such a conclusion nothing could be, I insisted, less warranted; and not only so, but
more contrary to facts, as disclosed in his mysterious deliverance from that murderous in fluence during his
Shropshire excursion. First, his niece had been retained by his side without his intending to keep her near him;
and, secondly, there had been infused into his mind an irresistible repugnance to execute the dreadful suggestion
in her presence.

As | reasoned this point with him, Mr. Jennings wept. He seemed comforted. One promise | exacted, which was
that should the monkey at any time return, | should be sent for immediately; and, repeating my assurance that |
would give neither time nor thought to any other subject until | had thoroughly investigated his case, and that to-
morrow he should hear the result, | took my leave.

Before getting into the carriage | told the servant that his master was far from well, and that he should make a
point of frequently looking into his room.

My own arrangements | made with a view to being quite secure from interruption.

I merely called at my lodgings, and with a traveling-desk and carpet-bag, set off in a hackney carriage for an inn
about two miles out of town, called "The Horns," a very quiet and comfortable house, with good thick walls.
And there | resolved, without the possibility of intrusion or distraction, to devote some hours of the night, in my
comfortable sitting-room, to Mr. Jennings' case, and so much of the morning as it might require.

(There occurs here a careful note of Dr. Hesselius' opinion on the case, and of the habits, dietary, and medicines
which he prescribed. It is curious--some persons would say mystical. But, on the whole, I doubt whether it
would sufficiently interest a reader of the kind I am likely to meet with, to warrant its being here reprinted. The
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whole letter was plainly written at the inn where he had hid himself for the occasion. The next letter is dated
from his town lodgings.)

I left town for the inn where | slept last night at half-past nine, and did not arrive at my room in town until one
o'clock this afternoon. | found a letter m Mr. Jennings' hand upon my table. It had not come by post, and, on
inquiry, | learned that Mr. Jennings' servant had brought it, and on learning that | was not to return until to-day,
and that no one could tell him my address, he seemed very uncomfortable, and said his orders from his master
were that he was not to return without an answer.

I opened the letter and read:

DEAR DR. HESSELIUS.--It is here. You had not been an hour gone when it returned. It is speaking. It knows
all that has happened. It knows every thing-it knows you, and is frantic and atrocious. It reviles. | send you this.
It knows every word | have written--1 write. This | promised, and | therefore write, but | fear very confused,
very incoherently. | am so interrupted, disturbed.

Ever yours, sincerely yours,

ROBERT LYNDER JENNINGS.

"When did this come?" | asked.

"About eleven last night: the man was here again, and has been here three times to-day. The last time is about an
hour since.”

Thus answered, and with the notes | had made upon his case in my pocket, | was in a few minutes driving
towards Richmond, to see Mr. Jennings.

I by no means, as you perceive, despaired of Mr. Jennings' case. He had himself remembered and applied,
though quite in a mistaken way, the principle which I lay down in my Metaphysical Medicine, and which
governs all such cases. | was about to apply it in earnest. | was profoundly interested, and very anxious to see
and examine him while the "enemy" was actually present.

I drove up to the sombre house, and ran up the steps, and knocked. The door, in a little time, was opened by a
tall woman in black silk. She looked ill, and as if she had been crying. She curtseyed, and heard my question,
but she did not answer. She turned her face away, extending her hand towards two men who were coming
down-stairs; and thus having, as it were, tacitly made me over to them, she passed through a side-door hastily
and shut it.

The man who was nearest the hall, | at once accosted, but being now close to him, | was shocked to see that both
his hands were covered with blood.

| drew back a little, and the man, passing downstairs, merely said in a low tone, "Here's the servant, sir."

The servant had stopped on the stairs, confounded and dumb at seeing me. He was rubbing his hands in a
handkerchief, and it was steeped in blood.

"Jones, what is it? what has happened?" | asked, while a sickening suspicion overpowered me.

The man asked me to come up to the lobby. I was beside him in a moment, and, frowning and pallid, with
contracted eyes, he told me the horror which I already half guessed.

His master had made away with himself.

I went upstairs with him to the room--what | saw there | won't tell you. He had cut his throat with his razor. It
was a frightful gash. The two men had laid him on the bed, and composed his limbs. It had happened, as the
immense pool of blood on the floor declared, at some distance between the bed and the window. There was
carpet round his bed, and a carpet under his dressing table, but none on the rest of the floor, for the man said he
did not like a carpet on his bedroom. In this sombre and now terrible room, one of the great elms that darkened
the house was slowly moving the shadow of one of its great boughs upon this dreadful floor.

I beckoned to the servant, and we went downstairs together. I turned off the hall into an old-fashioned paneled
room, and there standing, | heard all the servant had to tell. It was not a great deal.

"1 concluded, sir, from your words, and looks, sir, as you left last night, that you thought my master was
seriously ill. I thought it might be that you were afraid of a fit, or something. So I attended very close to your
directions. He sat up late, till past three o'clock. He was not writing or reading. He was talking a great deal to
himself, but that was nothing unusual. At about that hour I assisted him to undress, and left him in his slippers
and dressing-gown. | went back softly in about half-an-hour. He was in his bed, quite undressed, and a pair of
candles lighted on the table beside his bed. He was leaning on his elbow, and looking out at the other side of the
bed when I came in. | asked him if he wanted anything, and he said No.

"l don't know whether it was what you said to me, sir, or some thing a little unusual about him, but | was
uneasy, uncommon uneasy about him last night.

"In another half hour, or it might be a little more, 1 went up again. 1 did not hear him talking as before. | opened
the door a little. The candles were both out, which was not usual. | had a bedroom candle, and | let the light in, a
little bit, looking softly round. I saw him sitting in that chair beside the dressing-table with his clothes on again.
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He turned round and looked at me. I thought it strange he should get up and dress, and put out the candles to sit
in the dark, that way.

But I only asked him again if | could do anything for him. He said, No, rather sharp, | thought. He said, 'Tell me
truth, Jones; why did you come again--you did not hear anyone cursing?' 'No, sir," | said, wondering what he
could mean.

"No,' said he, after me, 'of course, no;' and I said to him, 'Wouldn't it be well, sir, you went to bed? It's just five
o'clock;" and he said nothing, but, 'Very likely; good-night, Jones." so | went, sir, but in less than an hour | came
again. The door was fast, and he heard me, and called as | thought from the bed to know what | wanted, and he
desired me not to disturb him again. | lay down and slept for a little. It must have been between six and seven
when | went up again. The door was still fast, and he made no answer, so | did not like to disturb him, and
thinking he was asleep, | left him till nine. It was his custom to ring when he wished me to come, and | had no
particular hour for calling him. | tapped very gently, and getting no answer, | stayed away a good while,
supposing he was getting some rest then. It was not till eleven o'clock | grew really uncomfortable about him--
for at the latest he was never, that | could remember, later than half past ten. I got no answer. | knocked and
called, and still no answer. So not being able to force the door, | called Thomas from the stables, and together
we forced it, and found him in the shocking way you saw."

Jones had no more to tell. Poor Mr. Jennings was very gentle, and very kind. All his people were fond of him. |
could see that the servant was very much moved.

So, dejected and agitated, | passed from that terrible house, and its dark canopy of elms, and | hope I shall never
see it more. While | write to you | feel like a man who has but half waked from a frightful and monotonous
dream. My memory rejects the picture with incredulity and horror. Yet | know it is true. It is the story of the
process of a poison, a poison which excites the reciprocal action of spirit and nerve, and paralyses the tissue that
separates those cognate functions of the senses, the external and the interior. Thus we find strange bed-fellows,
and the mortal and immortal prematurely make acquaintance.

CONCLUSION. A Word for Those Who Suffer

My dear Van L--, you have suffered from an affection similar to that which | have just described. You twice
complained of a return of it.

Who, under God, cured you? Your humble servant, Martin Hesselius. Let me rather adopt the more emphasized
piety of a certain good old French surgeon of three hundred years ago: "l treated, and God cured you."

Come, my friend, you are not to be hippish. Let me tell you a fact.

I have met with, and treated, as my book shows, fifty-seven cases of this kind of vision, which | term
indifferently "sublimated," "precocious," and "interior."

There is another class of affections which are truly termed- though commonly confounded with those which |
describe--spectral illusions. These latter | look upon as being no less simply curable than a cold in the head or a
trifling dyspepsia.

It is those which rank in the first category that test our promptitude of thought. Fifty-seven such cases have |
encountered, neither more nor less. And in how many of these have | failed? In no one single instance.

There is no one affliction of mortality more easily and certainly reducible, with a little patience, and a rational
confidence in the physician. With these simple conditions, | look upon the cure as absolutely certain.

You are to remember that | had not even commenced to treat Mr. Jennings' case. | have not any doubt that |
should have cured him perfectly in eighteen months, or possibly it might have extended to two years. Some
cases are very rapidly curable, others extremely tedious. Every intelligent physician who will give thought and
diligence to the task, will effect a cure.

You know my tract on "The Cardinal Functions of the Brain.” | there, by the evidence of innumerable facts,
prove, as | think, the high probability of a circulation arterial and venous in its mechanism, through the nerves.
Of this system, thus considered, the brain is the heart. The fluid, which is propagated hence through one class of
nerves, returns in an altered state through another, and the nature of that fluid is spiritual, though not immaterial,
any more than, as | before remarked, light or electricity are so.

By various abuses, among which the habitual use of such agents as green tea is one, this fluid may be affected as
to its quality, but it is more frequently disturbed as to equilibrium. This fluid being that which we have in
common with spirits, a congestion found on the masses of brain or nerve, connected with the interior sense,
forms a surface unduly exposed, on which disembodied spirits may operate: communication is thus more or less
effectually established. Between this brain circulation and the heart circulation there is an intimate sympathy.
The seat, or rather the instrument of exterior vision, is the eye. The seat of interior vision is the nervous tissue
and brain, immediately about and above the eyebrow. You remember how effectually | dissipated your pictures
by the simple application of iced eau-de-cologne. Few cases, how ever, can be treated exactly alike with
anything like rapid success. Cold acts powerfully as a repellant of the nervous fluid. Long enough continued it



66

will even produce that permanent insensibility which we call numbness, and a little longer, muscular as well as
sensational paralysis.

I have not, | repeat, the slightest doubt that | should have first dimmed and ultimately sealed that inner eye
which Mr. Jennings had inadvertently opened. The same senses are opened in delirium tremens, and entirely
shut up again when the overaction of the cerebral heart, and the prodigious nervous congestions that attend it,
are terminated by a decided change in the state of the body. It is by acting steadily upon the body, by a simple
process, that this result is produced--and inevitably produced--1 have never yet failed.

Poor Mr. Jennings made away with himself. But that catastrophe was the result of a totally different malady,
which, as it were, projected itself upon the disease which was established. His case was in the distinctive
manner a complication, and the complaint under which he really succumbed, was hereditary suicidal mania.
Poor Mr. Jennings | cannot call a patient of mine, for | had not even begun to treat his case, and he had not yet
given me, I am convinced, his full and unreserved confidence. If the patient do not array himself on the side of
the disease, his cure is certain.

The End

Howard Phillips Lovecraft
The Call of Cthulhu

The Call of Cthulhu

Of such great powers or beings there may be conceivably a survival... a survival of a hugely remote period
when... consciousness was manifested, perhaps, in shapes and forms long since withdrawn before the tide of
advancing humanity... forms of which poetry and legend alone have caught a flying memory and called them
gods, monsters, mythical beings of all sorts and kinds...

Algernon Blackwood

I. The Horror In Clay

The most merciful thing in the world, | think, is the inability of the human mind to correlate all its contents. We
live on a placid island of ignorance in the midst of black seas of infinity, and it was not meant that we should
voyage far. The sciences, each straining in its own direction, have hitherto harmed us little; but some day the
piecing together of dissociated knowledge will open up such terrifying vistas of reality, and of our frightful
position therein, that we shall either go mad from the revelation or flee from the light into the peace and safety
of a new dark age.

Theosophists have guessed at the awesome grandeur of the cosmic cycle wherein our world and human race
form transient incidents. They have hinted at strange survivals in terms which would freeze the blood if not
masked by a bland optimism. But it is not from them that there came the single glimpse of forbidden eons which
chills me when I think of it and maddens me when | dream of it. That glimpse, like all dread glimpses of truth,
flashed out from an accidental piecing together of separated things — in this case an old newspaper item and the
notes of a dead professor. | hope that no one else will accomplish this piecing out; certainly, if I live, I shall
never knowingly supply a link in so hideous a chain. I think that the professor, too intended to keep silent
regarding the part he knew, and that he would have destroyed his notes had not sudden death seized him.

My knowledge of the thing began in the winter of 1926-27 with the death of my great-uncle, George Gammell
Angell, Professor Emeritus of Semitic Languages in Brown University, Providence, Rhode Island. Professor
Angell was widely known as an authority on ancient inscriptions, and had frequently been resorted to by the
heads of prominent museums; so that his passing at the age of ninety-two may be recalled by many. Locally,
interest was intensified by the obscurity of the cause of death. The professor had been stricken whilst returning
from the Newport boat; falling suddenly; as witnesses said, after having been jostled by a nautical-looking negro
who had come from one of the queer dark courts on the precipitous hillside which formed a short cut from the
waterfront to the deceased's home in Williams Street. Physicians were unable to find any visible disorder, but
concluded after perplexed debate that some obscure lesion of the heart, induced by the brisk ascent of so steep a
hill by so elderly a man, was responsible for the end. At the time I saw no reason to dissent from this dictum, but
latterly I am inclined to wonder — and more than wonder.

As my great-uncle's heir and executor, for he died a childless widower, | was expected to go over his papers
with some thoroughness; and for that purpose moved his entire set of files and boxes to my quarters in Boston.
Much of the material which | correlated will be later published by the American Archaeological Society, but
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there was one box which I found exceedingly puzzling, and which I felt much averse from showing to other
eyes. It had been locked and I did not find the key till it occurred to me to examine the personal ring which the
professor carried in his pocket. Then, indeed, | succeeded in opening it, but when | did so seemed only to be
confronted by a greater and more closely locked barrier. For what could be the meaning of the queer clay
bas-relief and the disjointed jottings, ramblings, and cuttings which | found? Had my uncle, in his latter years
become credulous of the most superficial impostures? | resolved to search out the eccentric sculptor responsible
for this apparent disturbance of an old man's peace of mind.

The bas-relief was a rough rectangle less than an inch thick and about five by six inches in area; obviously of
modern origin. Its designs, however, were far from modern in atmosphere and suggestion; for, although the
vagaries of cubism and futurism are many and wild, they do not often reproduce that cryptic regularity which
lurks in prehistoric writing. And writing of some kind the bulk of these designs seemed certainly to be; though
my memory, despite much the papers and collections of my uncle, failed in any way to identify this particular
species, or even hint at its remotest affiliations.

Above these apparent hieroglyphics was a figure of evident pictorial intent, though its impressionistic execution
forbade a very clear idea of its nature. It seemed to be a sort of monster, or symbol representing a monster, of a
form which only a diseased fancy could conceive. If | say that my somewhat extravagant imagination yielded
simultaneous pictures of an octopus, a dragon, and a human caricature, | shall not be unfaithful to the spirit of
the thing. A pulpy, tentacled head surmounted a grotesque and scaly body with rudimentary wings; but it was
the general outline of the whole which made it most shockingly frightful. Behind the figure was a vague
suggestions of a Cyclopean architectural background.

The writing accompanying this oddity was, aside from a stack of press cuttings, in Professor Angell's most
recent hand; and made no pretense to literary style. What seemed to be the main document was headed
"CTHULHU CULT" in characters painstakingly printed to avoid the erroneous reading of a word so unheard-of.
This manuscript was divided into two sections, the first of which was headed 1925 — Dream and Dream Work
of H.A. Wilcox, 7 Thomas St., Providence, R. I.", and the second, "Narrative of Inspector John R. Legrasse, 121
Bienville St., New Orleans, La., at 1908 A. A. S. Mtg. — Notes on Same, & Prof. Webb's Acct." The other
manuscript papers were brief notes, some of them accounts of the queer dreams of different persons, some of
them citations from theosophical books and magazines (notably W. Scott-Elliot's Atlantis and the Lost Lemuria
), and the rest comments on long-surviving secret societies and hidden cults, with references to passages in such
mythological and anthropological source-books as Frazer's Golden Bough and Miss Murray's Witch-Cult in
Western Europe . The cuttings largely alluded to outré mental illness and outbreaks of group folly or mania in
the spring of 1925.

The first half of the principal manuscript told a very particular tale. It appears that on March 1st, 1925, a thin,
dark young man of neurotic and excited aspect had called upon Professor Angell bearing the singular clay
bas-relief, which was then exceedingly damp and fresh. His card bore the name of Henry Anthony Wilcox, and
my uncle had recognized him as the youngest son of an excellent family slightly known to him, who had latterly
been studying sculpture at the Rhode Island School of Design and living alone at the Fleur-de-Lys Building near
that institution. Wilcox was a precocious youth of known genius but great eccentricity, and had from childhood
excited attention through the strange stories and odd dreams he was in the habit of relating. He called himself
"psychically hypersensitive", but the staid folk of the ancient commercial city dismissed him as merely "queer."
Never mingling much with his kind, he had dropped gradually from social visibility, and was now known only
to a small group of esthetes from other towns. Even the Providence Art Club, anxious to preserve its
conservatism, had found him quite hopeless.

On the occasion of the visit, ran the professor's manuscript, the sculptor abruptly asked for the benefit of his
host's archeological knowledge in identifying the hieroglyphics of the bas-relief. He spoke in a dreamy, stilted
manner which suggested pose and alienated sympathy; and my uncle showed some sharpness in replying, for
the conspicuous freshness of the tablet implied kinship with anything but archeology. Young Wilcox's rejoinder,
which impressed my uncle enough to make him recall and record it verbatim, was of a fantastically poetic cast
which must have typified his whole conversation, and which | have since found highly characteristic of him. He
said, "It is new, indeed, for I made it last night in a dream of strange cities; and dreams are older than brooding
Tyre, or the contemplative Sphinx, or garden-girdled Babylon."”

It was then that he began that rambling tale which suddenly played upon a sleeping memory and won the
fevered interest of my uncle. There had been a slight earthquake tremor the night before, the most considerable
felt in New England for some years; and Wilcox's imagination had been keenly affected. Upon retiring, he had
had an unprecedented dream of great Cyclopean cities of Titan blocks and sky-flung monoliths, all dripping
with green ooze and sinister with latent horror. Hieroglyphics had covered the walls and pillars, and from some
undetermined point below had come a voice that was not a voice; a chaotic sensation which only fancy could
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transmute into sound, but which he attempted to render by the almost unpronounceable jumble of letters:
"Cthulhu fhtagn."

This verbal jumble was the key to the recollection which excited and disturbed Professor Angell. He questioned
the sculptor with scientific minuteness; and studied with frantic intensity the bas-relief on which the youth had
found himself working, chilled and clad only in his night clothes, when waking had stolen bewilderingly over
him. My uncle blamed his old age, Wilcox afterwards said, for his slowness in recognizing both hieroglyphics
and pictorial design. Many of his questions seemed highly out of place to his visitor, especially those which
tried to connect the latter with strange cults or societies; and Wilcox could not understand the repeated promises
of silence which he was offered in exchange for an admission of membership in some widespread mystical or
paganly religious body. When Professor Angell became convinced that the sculptor was indeed ignorant of any
cult or system of cryptic lore, he besieged his visitor with demands for future reports of dreams. This bore
regular fruit, for after the first interview the manuscript records daily calls of the young man, during which he
related startling fragments of nocturnal imaginery whose burden was always some terrible Cyclopean vista of
dark and dripping stone, with a subterrene voice or intelligence shouting monotonously in enigmatical
sense-impacts uninscribable save as gibberish. The two sounds frequently repeated are those rendered by the
letters "Cthulhu" and "R'lyeh."

On March 23, the manuscript continued, Wilcox failed to appear; and inquiries at his quarters revealed that he
had been stricken with an obscure sort of fever and taken to the home of his family in Waterman Street. He had
cried out in the night, arousing several other artists in the building, and had manifested since then only
alternations of unconsciousness and delirium. My uncle at once telephoned the family, and from that time
forward kept close watch of the case; calling often at the Thayer Street office of Dr. Tobey, whom he learned to
be in charge. The youth's febrile mind, apparently, was dwelling on strange things; and the doctor shuddered
now and then as he spoke of them. They included not only a repetition of what he had formerly dreamed, but
touched wildly on a gigantic thing "miles high" which walked or lumbered about.

He at no time fully described this object but occasional frantic words, as repeated by Dr. Tobey, convinced the
professor that it must be identical with the nameless monstrosity he had sought to depict in his dream-sculpture.
Reference to this object, the doctor added, was invariably a prelude to the young man's subsidence into lethargy.
His temperature, oddly enough, was not greatly above normal; but the whole condition was otherwise such as to
suggest true fever rather than mental disorder.

On April 2 at about 3 P.M. every trace of Wilcox's malady suddenly ceased. He sat upright in bed, astonished to
find himself at home and completely ignorant of what had happened in dream or reality since the night of March
22. Pronounced well by his physician, he returned to his quarters in three days; but to Professor Angell he was
of no further assistance. All traces of strange dreaming had vanished with his recovery, and my uncle kept no
record of his night-thoughts after a week of pointless and irrelevant accounts of thoroughly usual visions.

Here the first part of the manuscript ended, but references to certain of the scattered notes gave me much
material for thought — so much, in fact, that only the ingrained skepticism then forming my philosophy can
account for my continued distrust of the artist. The notes in question were those descriptive of the dreams of
various persons covering the same period as that in which young Wilcox had had his strange visitations. My
uncle, it seems, had quickly instituted a prodigiously far-flung body of inquires amongst nearly all the friends
whom he could question without impertinence, asking for nightly reports of their dreams, and the dates of any
notable visions for some time past. The reception of his request seems to have varied; but he must, at the very
least, have received more responses than any ordinary man could have handled without a secretary. This original
correspondence was not preserved, but his notes formed a thorough and really significant digest. Average
people in society and business — New England's traditional "salt of the earth" — gave an almost completely
negative result, though scattered cases of uneasy but formless nocturnal impressions appear here and there,
always between March 23 and April 2 — the period of young Wilcox's delirium. Scientific men were little more
affected, though four cases of vague description suggest fugitive glimpses of strange landscapes, and in one case
there is mentioned a dread of something abnormal.

It was from the artists and poets that the pertinent answers came, and | know that panic would have broken loose
had they been able to compare notes. As it was, lacking their original letters, I half suspected the compiler of
having asked leading questions, or of having edited the correspondence in corroboration of what he had latently
resolved to see. That is why | continued to feel that Wilcox, somehow cognizant of the old data which my uncle
had possessed, had been imposing on the veteran scientist. These responses from esthetes told disturbing tale.
From February 28 to April 2 a large proportion of them had dreamed very bizarre things, the intensity of the
dreams being immeasurably the stronger during the period of the sculptor's delirium. Over a fourth of those who
reported anything, reported scenes and half-sounds not unlike those which Wilcox had described; and some of
the dreamers confessed acute fear of the gigantic nameless thing visible toward the last. One case, which the
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note describes with emphasis, was very sad. The subject, a widely known architect with leanings toward
theosophy and occultism, went violently insane on the date of young Wilcox's seizure, and expired several
months later after incessant screamings to be saved from some escaped denizen of hell. Had my uncle referred
to these cases by name instead of merely by number, I should have attempted some corroboration and personal
investigation; but as it was, | succeeded in tracing down only a few. All of these, however, bore out the notes in
full. 1 have often wondered if all the objects of the professor's questioning felt as puzzled as did this fraction. It
is well that no explanation shall ever reach them.

The press cuttings, as | have intimated, touched on cases of panic, mania, and eccentricity during the given
period. Professor Angell must have employed a cutting bureau, for the number of extracts was tremendous, and
the sources scattered throughout the globe. Here was a nocturnal suicide in London, where a lone sleeper had
leaped from a window after a shocking cry. Here likewise a rambling letter to the editor of a paper in South
America, where a fanatic deduces a dire future from visions he has seen. A dispatch from California describes a
theosophist colony as donning white robes en masse for some "glorious fulfiment" which never arrives, whilst
items from India speak guardedly of serious native unrest toward the end of March 22-23.

The west of Ireland, too, is full of wild rumour and legendry, and a fantastic painter named Ardois-Bonnot
hangs a blasphemous Dream Landscape in the Paris spring salon of 1926. And so numerous are the recorded
troubles in insane asylums that only a miracle can have stopped the medical fraternity from noting strange
parallelisms and drawing mystified conclusions. A weird bunch of cuttings, all told; and | can at this date
scarcely envisage the callous rationalism with which | set them aside. But | was then convinced that young
Wilcox had known of the older matters mentioned by the professor.

Il. The Tale of Inspector Legrasse.

The older matters which had made the sculptor's dream and bas-relief so significant to my uncle formed the
subject of the second half of his long manuscript. Once before, it appears, Professor Angell had seen the hellish
outlines of the nameless monstrosity, puzzled over the unknown hieroglyphics, and heard the ominous syllables
which can be rendered only as "Cthulhu" ; and all this in so stirring and horrible a connexion that it is small
wonder he pursued young Wilcox with queries and demands for data.

This earlier experience had come in 1908, seventeen years before, when the American Archaeological Society
held its annual meeting in St. Louis. Professor Angell, as befitted one of his authority and attainments, had had a
prominent part in all the deliberations; and was one of the first to be approached by the several outsiders who
took advantage of the convocation to offer questions for correct answering and problems for expert solution.
The chief of these outsiders, and in a short time the focus of interest for the entire meeting, was a
commonplace-looking middle-aged man who had travelled all the way from New Orleans for certain special
information unobtainable from any local source. His name was John Raymond Legrasse, and he was by
profession an Inspector of Police. With him he bore the subject of his visit, a grotesque, repulsive, and
apparently very ancient stone statuette whose origin he was at a loss to determine. It must not be fancied that
Inspector Legrasse had the least interest in archaeology. On the contrary, his wish for enlightenment was
prompted by purely professional considerations. The statuette, idol, fetish, or whatever it was, had been captured
some months before in the wooded swamps south of New Orleans during a raid on a supposed voodoo meeting;
and so singular and hideous were the rites connected with it, that the police could not but realise that they had
stumbled on a dark cult totally unknown to them, and infinitely more diabolic than even the blackest of the
African voodoo circles. Of its origin, apart from the erratic and unbelievable tales extorted from the captured
members, absolutely nothing was to be discovered; hence the anxiety of the police for any antiquarian lore
which might help them to place the frightful symbol, and through it track down the cult to its fountain-head.
Inspector Legrasse was scarcely prepared for the sensation which his offering created. One sight of the thing had
been enough to throw the assembled men of science into a state of tense excitement, and they lost no time in
crowding around him to gaze at the diminutive figure whose utter strangeness and air of genuinely abysmal
antiquity hinted so potently at unopened and archaic vistas. No recognised school of sculpture had animated this
terrible object, yet centuries and even thousands of years seemed recorded in its dim and greenish surface of
unplaceable stone.

The figure, which was finally passed slowly from man to man for close and careful study, was between seven
and eight inches in height, and of exquisitely artistic workmanship. It represented a monster of vaguely
anthropoid outline, but with an octopus-like head whose face was a mass of feelers, a scaly, rubbery-looking
body, prodigious claws on hind and fore feet, and long, narrow wings behind. This thing, which seemed instinct
with a fearsome and unnatural malignancy, was of a somewhat bloated corpulence, and squatted evilly on a
rectangular block or pedestal covered with undecipherable characters. The tips of the wings touched the back
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edge of the block, the seat occupied the centre, whilst the long, curved claws of the doubled-up, crouching hind
legs gripped the front edge and extended a quarter of the way clown toward the bottom of the pedestal. The
cephalopod head was bent forward, so that the ends of the facial feelers brushed the backs of huge fore paws
which clasped the croucher's elevated knees. The aspect of the whole was abnormally life-like, and the more
subtly fearful because its source was so totally unknown. Its vast, awesome, and incalculable age was
unmistakable; yet not one link did it shew with any known type of art belonging to civilisation's youth — or
indeed to any other time. Totally separate and apart, its very material was a mystery; for the soapy,
greenish-black stone with its golden or iridescent flecks and striations resembled nothing familiar to geology or
mineralogy. The characters along the base were equally baffling; and no member present, despite a
representation of half the world's expert learning in this field, could form the least notion of even their remotest
linguistic kinship. They, like the subject and material, belonged to something horribly remote and distinct from
mankind as we know it. something frightfully suggestive of old and unhallowed cycles of life in which our
world and our conceptions have no part.

And yet, as the members severally shook their heads and confessed defeat at the Inspector's problem, there was
one man in that gathering who suspected a touch of bizarre familiarity in the monstrous shape and writing, and
who presently told with some diffidence of the odd trifle he knew. This person was the late William Channing
Webb, Professor of Anthropology in Princeton University, and an explorer of no slight note. Professor Webb
had been engaged, forty-eight years before, in a tour of Greenland and Iceland in search of some Runic
inscriptions which he failed to unearth; and whilst high up on the West Greenland coast had encountered a
singular tribe or cult of degenerate Esquimaux whose religion, a curious form of devil-worship, chilled him with
its deliberate bloodthirstiness and repulsiveness. It was a faith of which other Esquimaux knew little, and which
they mentioned only with shudders, saying that it had come down from horribly ancient aeons before ever the
world was made. Besides nameless rites and human sacrifices there were certain queer hereditary rituals
addressed to a supreme elder devil or tornasuk ; and of this Professor Webb had taken a careful phonetic copy
from an aged angekok or wizard-priest, expressing the sounds in Roman letters as best he knew how. But just
now of prime significance was the fetish which this cult had cherished, and around which they danced when the
aurora leaped high over the ice cliffs. It was, the professor stated, a very crude bas-relief of stone, comprising a
hideous picture and some cryptic writing. And so far as he could tell, it was a rough parallel in all essential
features of the bestial thing now lying before the meeting.

This data, received with suspense and astonishment by the assembled members, proved doubly exciting to
Inspector Legrasse; and he began at once to ply his informant with questions. Having noted and copied an oral
ritual among the swamp cult-worshippers his men had arrested, he besought the professor to remember as best
he might the syllables taken down amongst the diabolist Esquimaux. There then followed an exhaustive
comparison of details, and a moment of really awed silence when both detective and scientist agreed on the
virtual identity of the phrase common to two hellish rituals so many worlds of distance apart. What, in
substance, both the Esquimaux wizards and the Louisiana swamp-priests had chanted to their kindred idols was
something very like this: the word-divisions being guessed at from traditional breaks in the phrase as chanted
aloud:

"Ph'nglui mglw'nafh Cthulhu R'lyeh wgah'nagl fhtagn."

Legrasse had one point in advance of Professor Webb, for several among his mongrel prisoners had repeated to
him what older celebrants had told them the words meant. This text, as given, ran something like this:

"In his house at R'lyeh dead Cthulhu waits dreaming."

And now, in response to a general and urgent demand, Inspector Legrasse related as fully as possible his
experience with the swamp worshippers; telling a story to which I could see my uncle attached profound
significance. It savoured of the wildest dreams of myth-maker and theosophist, and disclosed an astonishing
degree of cosmic imagination among such half-castes and pariahs as might be least expected to possess it.

On November 1st, 1907, there had come to the New Orleans police a frantic summons from the swamp and
lagoon country to the south. The squatters there, mostly primitive but good-natured descendants of Lafitte's
men, were in the grip of stark terror from an unknown thing which had stolen upon them in the night. It was
voodoo, apparently, but voodoo of a more terrible sort than they had ever known; and some of their women and
children had disappeared since the malevolent tom-tom had begun its incessant beating far within the black
haunted woods where no dweller ventured. There were insane shouts and harrowing screams, soul-chilling
chants and dancing devil-flames; and, the frightened messenger added, the people could stand it no more.

So a body of twenty police, filling two carriages and an automobile, had set out in the late afternoon with the
shivering squatter as a guide. At the end of the passable road they alighted, and for miles splashed on in silence
through the terrible cypress woods where day never came. Ugly roots and malignant hanging nooses of Spanish
moss beset them, and now and then a pile of dank stones or fragment of a rotting wall intensified by its hint of
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morbid habitation a depression which every malformed tree and every fungous islet combined to create. At
length the squatter settlement, a miserable huddle of huts, hove in sight; and hysterical dwellers ran out to
cluster around the group of bobbing lanterns. The muffled beat of tom-toms was now faintly audible far, far
ahead; and a curdling shriek came at infrequent intervals when the wind shifted. A reddish glare, too, seemed to
filter through pale undergrowth beyond the endless avenues of forest night. Reluctant even to be left alone
again, each one of the cowed squatters refused point-blank to advance another inch toward the scene of unholy
worship, so Inspector Legrasse and his nineteen colleagues plunged on unguided into black arcades of horror
that none of them had ever trod before.

The region now entered by the police was one of traditionally evil repute, substantially unknown and
untraversed by white men. There were legends of a hidden lake unglimpsed by mortal sight, in which dwelt a
huge, formless white polypous thing with luminous eyes; and squatters whispered that bat-winged devils flew
up out of caverns in inner earth to worship it at midnight. They said it had been there before d'Iberville, before
La Salle, before the Indians, and before even the wholesome beasts and birds of the woods. It was nightmare
itself, and to see it was to die. But it made men dream, and so they knew enough to keep away. The present
voodoo orgy was, indeed, on the merest fringe of this abhorred area, but that location was bad enough; hence
perhaps the very place of the worship had terrified the squatters more than the shocking sounds and incidents.
Only poetry or madness could do justice to the noises heard by Legrasse's men as they ploughed on through the
black morass toward the red glare and muffled tom-toms. There are vocal qualities peculiar to men, and vocal
qualities peculiar to beasts; and it is terrible to hear the one when the source should yield the other. Animal fury
and orgiastic license here whipped themselves to daemoniac heights by howls and squawking ecstacies that tore
and reverberated through those nighted woods like pestilential tempests from the gulfs of hell. Now and then the
less organized ululation would cease, and from what seemed a well-drilled chorus of hoarse voices would rise in
sing-song chant that hideous phrase or ritual:

"Ph'nglui mglw'nafh Cthulhu R'lyeh wgah'nagl fhtagn."

Then the men, having reached a spot where the trees were thinner, came suddenly in sight of the spectacle itself.
Four of them reeled, one fainted, and two were shaken into a frantic cry which the mad cacophony of the orgy
fortunately deadened. Legrasse dashed swamp water on the face of the fainting man, and all stood trembling and
nearly hypnotised with horror.

In a natural glade of the swamp stood a grassy island of perhaps an acre's extent, clear of trees and tolerably dry.
On this now leaped and twisted a more indescribable horde of human abnormality than any but a Sime or an
Angarola could paint. Void of clothing, this hybrid spawn were braying, bellowing, and writhing about a
monstrous ring-shaped bonfire; in the centre of which, revealed by occasional rifts in the curtain of flame, stood
a great granite monolith some eight feet in height; on top of which, incongruous in its diminutiveness, rested the
noxious carven statuette. From a wide circle of ten scaffolds set up at regular intervals with the flame-girt
monolith as a centre hung, head downward, the oddly marred bodies of the helpless squatters who had
disappeared. It was inside this circle that the ring of worshippers jumped and roared, the general direction of the
mass motion being from left to right in endless Bacchanal between the ring of bodies and the ring of fire.

It may have been only imagination and it may have been only echoes which induced one of the men, an
excitable Spaniard, to fancy he heard antiphonal responses to the ritual from some far and unillumined spot
deeper within the wood of ancient legendry and horror. This man, Joseph D. Galvez, | later met and questioned;
and he proved distractingly imaginative. He indeed went so far as to hint of the faint beating of great wings, and
of a glimpse of shining eyes and a mountainous white bulk beyond the remotest trees but | suppose he had been
hearing too much native superstition.

Actually, the horrified pause of the men was of comparatively brief duration. Duty came first; and although
there must have been nearly a hundred mongrel celebrants in the throng, the police relied on their firearms and
plunged determinedly into the nauseous rout. For five minutes the resultant din and chaos were beyond
description. Wild blows were struck, shots were fired, and escapes were made; but in the end Legrasse was able
to count some forty-seven sullen prisoners, whom he forced to dress in haste and fall into line between two rows
of policemen. Five of the worshippers lay dead, and two severely wounded ones were carried away on
improvised stretchers by their fellow-prisoners. The image on the monolith, of course, was carefully removed
and carried back by Legrasse.

Examined at headquarters after a trip of intense strain and weariness, the prisoners all proved to be men of a
very low, mixed-blooded, and mentally aberrant type. Most were seamen, and a sprinkling of Negroes and
mulattoes, largely West Indians or Brava Portuguese from the Cape Verde Islands, gave a colouring of
voodooism to the heterogeneous cult. But before many questions were asked, it became manifest that something
far deeper and older than Negro fetishism was involved. Degraded and ignorant as they were, the creatures held
with surprising consistency to the central idea of their loathsome faith.
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They worshipped, so they said, the Great Old Ones who lived ages before there were any men, and who came to
the young world out of the sky. Those Old Ones were gone now, inside the earth and under the sea; but their
dead bodies had told their secrets in dreams to the first men, who formed a cult which had never died. This was
that cult, and the prisoners said it had always existed and always would exist, hidden in distant wastes and dark
places all over the world until the time when the great priest Cthulhu, from his dark house in the mighty city of
R'lyeh under the waters, should rise and bring the earth again beneath his sway. Some day he would call, when
the stars were ready, and the secret cult would always be waiting to liberate him.

Meanwhile no more must be told. There was a secret which even torture could not extract. Mankind was not
absolutely alone among the conscious things of earth, for shapes came out of the dark to visit the faithful few.
But these were not the Great Old Ones. No man had ever seen the Old Ones. The carven idol was great Cthulhu,
but none might say whether or not the others were precisely like him. No one could read the old writing now,
but things were told by word of mouth. The chanted ritual was not the secret — that was never spoken aloud,
only whispered. The chant meant only this: "In his house at R'lyeh dead Cthulhu waits dreaming."

Only two of the prisoners were found sane enough to be hanged, and the rest were committed to various
institutions. All denied a part in the ritual murders, and averred that the killing had been done by Black Winged
Ones which had come to them from their immemorial meeting-place in the haunted wood. But of those
mysterious allies no coherent account could ever be gained. What the police did extract, came mainly from the
immensely aged mestizo named Castro, who claimed to have sailed to strange ports and talked with undying
leaders of the cult in the mountains of China.

Old Castro remembered bits of hideous legend that paled the speculations of theosophists and made man and the
world seem recent and transient indeed. There had been aeons when other Things ruled on the earth, and They
had had great cities. Remains of Them, he said the deathless Chinamen had told him, were still be found as
Cyclopean stones on islands in the Pacific. They all died vast epochs of time before men came, but there were
arts which could revive Them when the stars had come round again to the right positions in the cycle of eternity.
They had, indeed, come themselves from the stars, and brought Their images with Them.

These Great Old Ones, Castro continued, were not composed altogether of flesh and blood. They had shape —
for did not this star-fashioned image prove it? — but that shape was not made of matter. When the stars were
right, They could plunge from world to world through the sky; but when the stars were wrong, They could not
live. But although They no longer lived, They would never really die. They all lay in stone houses in Their great
city of R'lyeh, preserved by the spells of mighty Cthulhu for a glorious surrection when the stars and the earth
might once more be ready for Them. But at that time some force from outside must serve to liberate Their
bodies. The spells that preserved them intact likewise prevented Them from making an initial move, and They
could only lie awake in the dark and think whilst uncounted millions of years rolled by. They knew all that was
occurring in the universe, for Their mode of speech was transmitted thought. Even now They talked in Their
tombs. When, after infinities of chaos, the first men came, the Great Old Ones spoke to the sensitive among
them by moulding their dreams; for only thus could Their language reach the fleshly minds of mammals.

Then, whispered Castro, those first men formed the cult around tall idols which the Great Ones shewed them;
idols brought in dim eras from dark stars. That cult would never die till the stars came right again, and the secret
priests would take great Cthulhu from His tomb to revive His subjects and resume His rule of earth. The time
would be easy to know, for then mankind would have become as the Great Old Ones; free and wild and beyond
good and evil, with laws and morals thrown aside and all men shouting and killing and revelling in joy. Then the
liberated Old Ones would teach them new ways to shout and kill and revel and enjoy themselves, and all the
earth would flame with a holocaust of ecstasy and freedom. Meanwhile the cult, by appropriate rites, must keep
alive the memory of those ancient ways and shadow forth the prophecy of their return.

In the elder time chosen men had talked with the entombed Old Ones in dreams, but then something happened.
The great stone city R'lyeh, with its monoliths and sepulchres, had sunk beneath the waves; and the deep waters,
full of the one primal mystery through which not even thought can pass, had cut off the spectral intercourse. But
memory never died, and the high-priests said that the city would rise again when the stars were right. Then came
out of the earth the black spirits of earth, mouldy and shadowy, and full of dim rumours picked up in caverns
beneath forgotten sea-bottoms. But of them old Castro dared not speak much. He cut himself off hurriedly, and
no amount of persuasion or subtlety could elicit more in this direction. The size of the Old Ones, too, he
curiously declined to mention. Of the cult, he said that he thought the centre lay amid the pathless desert of
Arabia, where Irem, the City of Pillars, dreams hidden and untouched. It was not allied to the European
witch-cult, and was virtually unknown beyond its members. No book had ever really hinted of it, though the
deathless Chinamen said that there were double meanings in the Necronomicon of the mad Arab Abdul
Alhazred which the initiated might read as they chose, especially the much-discussed couplet:

That is not dead which can eternal lie,
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And with strange aeons even death may die.

Legrasse, deeply impressed and not a little bewildered, had inquired in vain concerning the historic affiliations
of the cult. Castro, apparently, had told the truth when he said that it was wholly secret. The authorities at
Tulane University could shed no light upon either cult or image, and now the detective had come to the highest
authorities in the country and met with no more than the Greenland tale of Professor Webb.

The feverish interest aroused at the meeting by Legrasse's tale, corroborated as it was by the statuette, is echoed
in the subsequent correspondence of those who attended; although scant mention occurs in the formal
publications of the society. Caution is the first care of those accustomed to face occasional charlatanry and
imposture. Legrasse for some time lent the image to Professor Webb, but at the latter's death it was returned to
him and remains in his possession, where | viewed it not long ago. It is truly a terrible thing, and unmistakably
akin to the dream-sculpture of young Wilcox.

That my uncle was excited by the tale of the sculptor I did not wonder, for what thoughts must arise upon
hearing, after a knowledge of what Legrasse had learned of the cult, of a sensitive young man who had dreamed
not only the figure and exact hieroglyphics of the swamp-found image and the Greenland devil tablet, but had
come in his dreams upon at least three of the precise words of the formula uttered alike by Esquimaux
diabolists and mongrel Louisianans?. Professor Angell's instant start on an investigation of the utmost
thoroughness was eminently natural; though privately | suspected young Wilcox of having heard of the cult in
some indirect way, and of having invented a series of dreams to heighten and continue the mystery at my uncle's
expense. The dream-narratives and cuttings collected by the professor were, of course, strong corroboration; but
the rationalism of my mind and the extravagance of the whole subject led me to adopt what I thought the most
sensible conclusions. So, after thoroughly studying the manuscript again and correlating the theosophical and
anthropological notes with the cult narrative of Legrasse, | made a trip to Providence to see the sculptor and give
him the rebuke | thought proper for so boldly imposing upon a learned and aged man.

Wilcox still lived alone in the Fleur-de-Lys Building in Thomas Street, a hideous Victorian imitation of
seventeenth century Breton Architecture which flaunts its stuccoed front amidst the lovely colonial houses on
the ancient hill, and under the very shadow of the finest Georgian steeple in America, | found him at work in his
rooms, and at once conceded from the specimens scattered about that his genius is indeed profound and
authentic. He will, | believe, some time be heard from as one of the great decadents; for he has crystallised in
clay and will one day mirror in marble those nightmares and phantasies which Arthur Machen evokes in prose,
and Clark Ashton Smith makes visible in verse and in painting.

Dark, frail, and somewhat unkempt in aspect, he turned languidly at my knock and asked me my business
without rising. Then | told him who | was, he displayed some interest; for my uncle had excited his curiosity in
probing his strange dreams, yet had never explained the reason for the study. | did not enlarge his knowledge in
this regard, but sought with some subtlety to draw him out. In a short time | became convinced of his absolute
sincerity, for he spoke of the dreams in a manner none could mistake. They and their subconscious residuum
had influenced his art profoundly, and he shewed me a morbid statue whose contours almost made me shake
with the potency of its black suggestion. He could not recall having seen the original of this thing except in his
own dream bas-relief, but the outlines had formed themselves insensibly under his hands. It was, no doubt, the
giant shape he had raved of in delirium. That he really knew nothing of the hidden cult, save from what my
uncle's relentless catechism had let fall, he soon made clear; and again | strove to think of some way in which he
could possibly have received the weird impressions.

He talked of his dreams in a strangely poetic fashion; making me see with terrible vividness the damp
Cyclopean city of slimy green stone — whose geometry, he oddly said, was all wrong — and hear with frightened
expectancy the ceaseless, half-mental calling from underground: "Cthulhu fhtagn" , "Cthulhu fhtagn."”

These words had formed part of that dread ritual which told of dead Cthulhu's dream-vigil in his stone vault at
R'lyeh, and I felt deeply moved despite my rational beliefs. Wilcox, | was sure, had heard of the cult in some
casual way, and had soon forgotten it amidst the mass of his equally weird reading and imagining. Later, by
virtue of its sheer impressiveness, it had found subconscious expression in dreams, in the bas-relief, and in the
terrible statue I now beheld; so that his imposture upon my uncle had been a very innocent one. The youth was
of a type, at once slightly affected and slightly ill-mannered, which I could never like, but I was willing enough
now to admit both his genius and his honesty. | took leave of him amicably, and wish him all the success his
talent promises.

The matter of the cult still remained to fascinate me, and at times | had visions of personal fame from researches
into its origin and connexions. | visited New Orleans, talked with Legrasse and others of that old-time
raiding-party, saw the frightful image, and even questioned such of the mongrel prisoners as still survived. Old
Castro, unfortunately, had been dead for some years. What | now heard so graphically at first-hand, though it
was really no more than a detailed confirmation of what my uncle had written, excited me afresh; for | felt sure
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that | was on the track of a very real, very secret, and very ancient religion whose discovery would make me an
anthropologist of note. My attitude was still one of absolute materialism, as | wish it still were, and | discounted
with almost inexplicable perversity the coincidence of the dream notes and odd cuttings collected by Professor
Angell.

One thing | began to suspect, and which I now fear | know, is that my uncle's death was far from natural. He fell
on a narrow hill street leading up from an ancient waterfront swarming with foreign mongrels, after a careless
push from a Negro sailor. | did not forget the mixed blood and marine pursuits of the cult-members in
Louisiana, and would not be surprised to learn of secret methods and rites and beliefs. Legrasse and his men, it
is true, have been let alone; but in Norway a certain seaman who saw things is dead. Might not the deeper
inquiries of my uncle after encountering the sculptor's data have come to sinister ears? | think Professor Angell
died because he knew too much, or because he was likely to learn too much. Whether | shall go as he did
remains to be seen, for | have learned much now.

I11. The Madness from the Sea

If heaven ever wishes to grant me a boon, it will be a total effacing of the results of a mere chance which fixed
my eye on a certain stray piece of shelf-paper. It was nothing on which | would naturally have stumbled in the
course of my daily round, for it was an old number of an Australian journal, the Sydney Bulletin for April 18,
1925. It had escaped even the cutting bureau which had at the time of its issuance been avidly collecting
material for my uncle's research.

I had largely given over my inquiries into what Professor Angell called the "Cthulhu Cult", and was visiting a
learned friend in Paterson, New Jersey; the curator of a local museum and a mineralogist of note. Examining
one day the reserve specimens roughly set on the storage shelves in a rear room of the museum, my eye was
caught by an odd picture in one of the old papers spread beneath the stones. It was the Sydney Bulletin | have
mentioned, for my friend had wide affiliations in all conceivable foreign parts; and the picture was a half-tone
cut of a hideous stone image almost identical with that which Legrasse had found in the swamp.

Eagerly clearing the sheet of its precious contents, | scanned the item in detail; and was disappointed to find it of
only moderate length. What it suggested, however, was of portentous significance to my flagging quest; and |
carefully tore it out for immediate action. It read as follows:

MYSTERY DERELICT FOUND AT SEA

Vigilant Arrives With Helpless Armed New Zealand Yacht in Tow. One Survivor and Dead Man Found
Aboard. Tale of Desperate Battle and Deaths at Sea. Rescued Seaman Refuses Particulars of Strange
Experience. Odd Idol Found in His Possession. Inquiry to Follow.

The Morrison Co.'s freighter Vigilant , bound from Valparaiso, arrived this morning at its wharf in Darling
Harbour, having in tow the battled and disabled but heavily armed steam yacht Alert of Dunedin, N.Z., which
was sighted April 12th in S. Latitude 34?21', W. Longitude 152?17', with one living and one dead man aboard.
The Vigilant left Valparaiso March 25th, and on April 2nd was driven considerably south of her course by
exceptionally heavy storms and monster waves. On April 12th the derelict was sighted; and though apparently
deserted, was found upon boarding to contain one survivor in a half-delirious condition and one man who had
evidently been dead for more than a week. The living man was clutching a horrible stone idol of unknown
origin, about foot in height, regarding whose nature authorities at Sydney University, the Royal Society, and the
Museum in College Street all profess complete bafflement, and which the survivor says he found in the cabin of
the yacht, in a small carved shrine of common pattern.

This man, after recovering his senses, told an exceedingly strange story of piracy and slaughter. He is Gustaf
Johansen, a Norwegian of some intelligence, and had been second mate of the two-masted schooner Emma of
Auckland, which sailed for Callao February 20th with a complement of eleven men. The Emma, he says, was
delayed and thrown widely south of her course by the great storm of March 1st, and on March 22nd, in S.
Latitud e 49?51"' W. Longitude 128?34, encountered the Alert , manned by a queer and evil-looking crew of
Kanakas and half-castes. Being ordered peremptorily to turn back, Capt. Collins refused; whereupon the strange
crew began to fire savagely and without warning upon the schooner with a peculiarly heavy battery of brass
cannon forming part of the yacht's equipment. The Emma 's men shewed fight, says the survivor, and though the
schooner began to sink from shots beneath the water-line they managed to heave alongside their enemy and
board her, grappling with the savage crew on the yacht's deck, and being forced to kill them all, the number
being slightly superior, because of their particularly abhorrent and desperate though rather clumsy mode of
fighting.
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Three of the Emma 's men, including Capt. Collins and First Mate Green, were Killed; and the remaining eight
under Second Mate Johansen proceeded to navigate the captured yacht, going ahead in their original direction to
see if any reason for their ordering back had existed. The next day, it appears, they raised and landed on a small
island, although none is known to exist in that part of the ocean; and six of the men somehow died ashore,
though Johansen is queerly reticent about this part of his story, and speaks only of their falling into a rock
chasm. Later, it seems, he and one companion boarded the yacht and tried to manage her, but were beaten about
by the storm of April 2nd, From that time till his rescue on the 12th the man remembers little, and he does not
even recall when William Briden, his companion, died. Briden's death reveals no apparent cause, and was
probably due to excitement or exposure. Cable advices from Dunedin report that the Alert was well known
there as an island trader, and bore an evil reputation along the waterfront, It was owned by a curious group of
half-castes whose frequent meetings and night trips to the woods attracted no little curiosity; and it had set sail
in great haste just after the storm and earth tremors of March 1st. Our Auckland correspondent gives the Emma
and her crew an excellent reputation, and Johansen is described as a sober and worthy man. The admiralty will
institute an inquiry on the whole matter beginning tomorrow, at which every effort will be made to induce
Johansen to speak more freely than he has done hitherto.

This was all, together with the picture of the hellish image; but what a train of ideas it started in my mind! Here
were new treasuries of data on the Cthulhu Cult, and evidence that it had strange interests at sea as well as on
land. What motive prompted the hybrid crew to order back the Emma as they sailed about with their hideous
idol? What was the unknown island on which six of the Emma 's crew had died, and about which the mate
Johansen was so secretive? What had the vice-admiralty's investigation brought out, and what was known of the
noxious cult in Dunedin? And most marvellous of all, what deep and more than natural linkage of dates was this
which gave a malign and now undeniable significance to the various turns of events so carefully noted by my
uncle?

March 1st — or February 28th according to the International Date Line — the earthquake and storm had come.
From Dunedin the Alert and her noisome crew had darted eagerly forth as if imperiously summoned, and on the
other side of the earth poets and artists had begun to dream of a strange, dank Cyclopean city whilst a young
sculptor had moulded in his sleep the form of the dreaded Cthulhu. March 23rd the crew of the Emma landed on
an unknown island and left six men dead; and on that date the dreams of sensitive men assumed a heightened
vividness and darkened with dread of a giant monster's malign pursuit, whilst an architect had gone mad and a
sculptor had lapsed suddenly into delirium! And what of this storm of April 2nd — the date on which all dreams
of the dank city ceased, and Wilcox emerged unharmed from the bondage of strange fever? What of all this —
and of those hints of old Castro about the sunken, star-born Old Ones and their coming reign; their faithful cult
and their mastery of dreams ? Was | tottering on the brink of cosmic horrors beyond man's power to bear? If so,
they must be horrors of the mind alone, for in some way the second of April had put a stop to whatever
monstrous menace had begun its siege of mankind's soul.

That evening, after a day of hurried cabling and arranging, | bade my host adieu and took a train for San
Francisco. In less than a month | was in Dunedin; where, however, | found that little was known of the strange
cult-members who had lingered in the old sea-taverns. Waterfront scum was far too common for special
mention; though there was vague talk about one inland trip these mongrels had made, during which faint
drumming and red flame were noted on the distant hills. In Auckland I learned that Johansen had returned with
yellow hair turned white after a perfunctory and inconclusive questioning at Sydney, and had thereafter sold his
cottage in West Street and sailed with his wife to his old home in Oslo. Of his stirring experience he would tell
his friends no more than he had told the admiralty officials, and all they could do was to give me his Oslo
address.

After that | went to Sydney and talked profitlessly with seamen and members of the vice-admiralty court. | saw
the Alert , now sold and in commercial use, at Circular Quay in Sydney Cove, but gained nothing from its
non-committal bulk. The crouching image with its cuttlefish head, dragon body, scaly wings, and hieroglyphed
pedestal, was preserved in the Museum at Hyde Park; and I studied it long and well, finding it a thing of
balefully exquisite workmanship, and with the same utter mystery, terrible antiquity, and unearthly strangeness
of material which | had noted in Legrasse's smaller specimen. Geologists, the curator told me, had found it a
monstrous puzzle; for they vowed that the world held no rock like it. Then I thought with a shudder of what Old
Castro had told Legrasse about the Old Ones; "They had come from the stars, and had brought Their images
with Them."

Shaken with such a mental revolution as | had never before known, I now resolved to visit Mate Johansen in
Oslo. Sailing for London, | reembarked at once for the Norwegian capital; and one autumn day landed at the
trim wharves in the shadow of the Egeberg. Johansen's address, | discovered, lay in the Old Town of King
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Harold Haardrada, which kept alive the name of Oslo during all the centuries that the greater city masqueraded
as "Christiana." | made the brief trip by taxicab, and knocked with palpitant heart at the door of a neat and
ancient building with plastered front. A sad-faced woman in black answered my summons, and | was stung with
disappointment when she told me in halting English that Gustaf Johansen was no more.

He had not long survived his return, said his wife, for the doings sea in 1925 had broken him. He had told her no
more than he told the public, but had left a long manuscript — of "technical matters" as he said — written in
English, evidently in order to guard her from the peril of casual perusal. During a walk rough a narrow lane near
the Gothenburg dock, a bundle of papers falling from an attic window had knocked him down. Two Lascar
sailors at once helped him to his feet, but before the ambulance could reach him he was dead. Physicians found
no adequate cause the end, and laid it to heart trouble and a weakened constitution. | now felt gnawing at my
vitals that dark terror which will never leave me till I, too, am at rest; "accidentally” or otherwise. Persuading
the widow that my connexion with her husband's "technical matters" was sufficient to entitle me to his
manuscript, | bore the document away and began to read it on the London boat.

It was a simple, rambling thing — a naive sailor's effort at a post-facto diary — and strove to recall day by day that
last awful voyage. | cannot attempt to transcribe it verbatim in all its cloudiness and redundance, but I will tell
its gist enough to shew why the sound the water against the vessel's sides became so unendurable to me that |
stopped my ears with cotton.

Johansen, thank God, did not know quite all, even though he saw the city and the Thing, but I shall never sleep
calmly again when I think of the horrors that lurk ceaselessly behind life in time and in space, and of those
unhallowed blasphemies from elder stars which dream beneath the sea, known and favoured by a nightmare cult
ready and eager to loose them upon the world whenever another earthquake shall heave their monstrous stone
city again to the sun and air.

Johansen's voyage had begun just as he told it to the vice-admiralty. The Emma, in ballast, had cleared
Auckland on February 20th, and had felt the full force of that earthquake-born tempest which must have heaved
up from the sea-bottom the horrors that filled men's dreams. Once more under control, the ship was making
good progress when held up by the Alert on March 22nd, and I could feel the mate's regret as he wrote of her
bombardment and sinking. Of the swarthy cult-fiends on the Alert he speaks with significant horror. There was
some peculiarly abominable quality about them which made their destruction seem almost a duty, and Johansen
shews ingenuous wonder at the charge of ruthlessness brought against his party during the proceedings of the
court of inquiry. Then, driven ahead by curiosity in their captured yacht under Johansen's command, the men
sight a great stone pillar sticking out of the sea, and in S. Latitude 47?9', W. Longitude 123?43', come upon a
coastline of mingled mud, ooze, and weedy Cyclopean masonry which can be nothing less than the tangible
substance of earth's supreme terror — the nightmare corpse-city of R'lyeh, that was built in measureless aeons
behind history by the vast, loathsome shapes that seeped down from the dark stars. There lay great Cthulhu and
his hordes, hidden in green slimy vaults and sending out at last, after cycles incalculable, the thoughts that
spread fear to the dreams of the sensitive and called imperiously to the faithfull to come on a pilgrimage of
liberation and restoration. All this Johansen did not suspect, but God knows he soon saw enough!

I suppose that only a single mountain-top, the hideous monolith-crowned citadel whereon great Cthulhu was
buried, actually emerged from the waters. When | think of the extent of all that may be brooding down there |
almost wish to kill myself forthwith. Johansen and his men were awed by the cosmic majesty of this dripping
Babylon of elder daemons, and must have guessed without guidance that it was nothing of this or of any sane
planet. Awe at the unbelievable size of the greenish stone blocks, at the dizzying height of the great carven
monolith, and at the stupefying identity of the colossal statues and bas-reliefs with the queer image found in the
shrine on the Alert , is poignantly visible in every line of the mates frightened description.

Without knowing what futurism is like, Johansen achieved something very close to it when he spoke of the city;
for instead of describing any definite structure or building, he dwells only on broad impressions of vast angles
and stone surfaces — surfaces too great to belong to anything right or proper for this earth, and impious with
horrible images and hieroglyphs. I mention his talk about angles because it suggests something Wilcox had told
me of his awful dreams. He said that the geometry of the dream-place he saw was abnormal, non-Euclidean, and
loathsomely redolent of spheres and dimensions apart from ours. Now an unlettered seaman felt the same thing
whilst gazing at the terrible reality.

Johansen and his men landed at a sloping mud-bank on this monstrous Acropolis, and clambered slipperily up
over titan oozy blocks which could have been no mortal staircase. The very sun of heaven seemed distorted
when viewed through the polarising miasma welling out from this sea-soaked perversion, and twisted menace
and suspense lurked leeringly in those crazily elusive angles of carven rock where a second glance shewed
concavity after the first shewed convexity.
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Something very like fright had come over all the explorers before anything more definite than rock and ooze and
weed was seen. Each would have fled had he not feared the scorn of the others, and it was only half-heartedly
that they searched — vainly, as it proved — for some portable souvenir to bear away.

It was Rodriguez the Portuguese who climbed up the foot of the monolith and shouted of what he had found.
The rest followed him, and looked curiously at the immense carved door with the now familiar squid-dragon
bas-relief. It was, Johansen said, like a great barn-door; and they all felt that it was a door because of the ornate
lintel, threshold, and jambs around it, though they could not decide whether it lay flat like a trap-door or
slantwise like an outside cellar-door. As Wilcox would have said, the geometry of the place was all wrong. One
could not be sure that the sea and the ground were horizontal, hence the relative position of everything else
seemed phantasmally variable.

Briden pushed at the stone in several places without result. Then Donovan felt over it delicately around the
edge, pressing each point separately as he went. He climbed interminably along the grotesque stone moulding —
that is, one would call it climbing if the thing was not after all horizontal — and the men wondered how any door
in the universe could be so vast. Then, very softly and slowly, the acre-great lintel began to give inward at the
top; and they saw that it was balauced

Donovan slid or somehow propelled himself down or along the jamb and rejoined his fellows, and everyone
watched the queer recession of the monstrously carven portal. In this phantasy of prismatic distortion it moved
anomalously in a diagonal way, so that all the rules of matter and perspective seemed upset.

The aperture was black with a darkness almost material. That tenebrousness was indeed a positive quality ; for it
obscured such parts of the inner walls as ought to have been revealed, and actually burst forth like smoke from
its aeon-long imprisonment, visibly darkening the sun as it slunk away into the shrunken and gibbous sky on
flapping membraneous wings. The odour rising from the newly opened depths was intolerable, and at length the
quick-eared Hawkins thought he heard a nasty, slopping sound down there. Everyone listened, and everyone
was listening still when It lumbered slobberingly into sight and gropingly squeezed Its gelatinous green
immensity through the black doorway into the tainted outside air of that poison city of madness.

Poor Johansen's handwriting almost gave out when he wrote of this. Of the six men who never reached the ship,
he thinks two perished of pure fright in that accursed instant. The Thing cannot be described — there is no
language for such abysms of shrieking and immemorial lunacy, such eldritch contradictions of all matter, force,
and cosmic order. A mountain walked or stumbled. God! What wonder that across the earth a great architect
went mad, and poor Wilcox raved with fever in that telepathic instant? The Thing of the idols, the green, sticky
spawn of the stars, had awaked to claim his own. The stars were right again, and what an age-old cult had failed
to do by design, a band of innocent sailors had done by accident. After vigintillions of years great Cthulhu was
loose again, and ravening for delight.

Three men were swept up by the flabby claws before anybody turned. God rest them, if there be any rest in the
universe. They were Donovan, Guerrera, and Angstrom. Parker slipped as the other three were plunging
frenziedly over endless vistas of green-crusted rock to the boat, and Johansen swears he was swallowed up by
an angle of masonry which shouldn't have been there; an angle which was acute, but behaved as if it were
obtuse. So only Briden and Johansen reached the boat, and pulled desperately for the Alert as the mountainous
monstrosity flopped down the slimy stones and hesitated, floundering at the edge of the water.

Steam had not been suffered to go down entirely, despite the departure of all hands for the shore; and it was the
work of only a few moments of feverish rushing up and down between wheel and engines to get the Alert under
way. Slowly, amidst the distorted horrors of that indescribable scene, she began to churn the lethal waters;
whilst on the masonry of that charnel shore that was not of earth the titan Thing from the stars slavered and
gibbered like Polypheme cursing the fleeing ship of Odysseus. Then, bolder than the storied Cyclops, great
Cthulhu slid greasily into the water and began to pursue with vast wave-raising strokes of cosmic potency.
Briden looked back and went mad, laughing shrilly as he kept on laughing at intervals till death found him one
night in the cabin whilst Johansen was wandering deliriously.

But Johansen had not given out yet. Knowing that the Thing could surely overtake the Alert until steam was
fully up, he resolved on a desperate chance; and, setting the engine for full speed, ran lightning-like on deck and
reversed the wheel. There was a mighty eddying and foaming in the noisome brine, and as the steam mounted
higher and higher the brave Norwegian drove his vessel head on against the pursuing jelly which rose above the
unclean froth like the stern of a daemon galleon. The awful squid-head with writhing feelers came nearly up to
the bowsprit of the sturdy yacht, but Johansen drove on relentlessly. There was a bursting as of an exploding
bladder, a slushy nastiness as of a cloven sunfish, a stench as of a thousand opened graves, and a sound that the
chronicler could not put on paper. For an instant the ship was befouled by an acrid and blinding green cloud, and
then there was only a venomous seething astern; where — God in heaven! — the scattered plasticity of that
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nameless sky-spawn was nebulously recombining in its hateful original form, whilst its distance widened every
second as the Alert gained impetus from its mounting steam.

That was all. After that Johansen only brooded over the idol in the cabin and attended to a few matters of food
for himself and the laughing maniac by his side. He did not try to navigate after the first bold flight, for the
reaction had taken something out of his soul. Then came the storm of April 2nd, and a gathering of the clouds
about his consciousness. There is a sense of spectral whirling through liquid gulfs of infinity, of dizzying rides
through reeling universes on a comets tail, and of hysterical plunges from the pit to the moon and from the
moon back again to the pit, all livened by a cachinnating chorus of the distorted, hilarious elder gods and the
green, bat-winged mocking imps of Tartarus.

Out of that dream came rescue-the Vigilant , the vice-admiralty court, the streets of Dunedin, and the long
voyage back home to the old house by the Egeberg. He could not tell — they would think him mad. He would
write of what he knew before death came, but his wife must not guess. Death would be a boon if only it could
blot out the memories.

That was the document | read, and now | have placed it in the tin box beside the bas-relief and the papers of
Professor Angell. With it shall go this record of mine — this test of my own sanity, wherein is pieced together
that which | hope may never be pieced together again. | have looked upon all that the universe has to hold of
horror, and even the skies of spring and the flowers of summer must ever afterward be poison to me. But | do
not think my life will be long. As my uncle went, as poor Johansen went, so | shall go. I know too much, and the
cult still lives.

Cthulhu still lives, too, | suppose, again in that chasm of stone which has shielded him since the sun was young.
His accursed city is sunken once more, for the Vigilant sailed over the spot after the April storm; but his
ministers on earth still bellow and prance and slay around idol-capped monoliths in lonely places. He must have
been trapped by the sinking whilst within his black abyss, or else the world would by now be screaming with
fright and frenzy. Who knows the end? What has risen may sink, and what has sunk may rise. Loathsomeness
waits and dreams in the deep, and decay spreads over the tottering cities of men. A time will come — but | must
not and cannot think! Let me pray that, if | do not survive this manuscript, my executors may put caution before
audacity and see that it meets no other eye.

Ravin's of a Piute Poet Poe
C.L. Edson
(Scholastic Magazine, 1963)

Once upon a midnight dreary -- eerie, scary -- | was wary;

I was weary, full of sorry, thinking of my lost Lenore.

Of my cheery, eerie, faery, fiery dearie -- nothing more.

I lay napping when a rapping on the overlapping coping

woke me -- grapping, yapping, groping -- | went hopping,
leaping!, hoping that the rapping on the coping

was my little lost Lenore.

That, on opening the shutter, to admit the latter critter,

in she'd flutter from the gutter, with her bitter eyes aglitter.

So | opened wide the door -- what was there?

The dark wier and the drear moor -- or, I'm a liar!:

The dark mire, the drear moor, the mere door ...

And nothing more.

Then in stepped a stately raven, shaven like the Bard of Avon.
Yes, a shaven, rovin' raven seeking haven at my door.

And that grievin', rovin' raven had been movin® (get me, Steven?!)
For the warm and loving haven of my stove and oven door.

Oven door and ... nothing more!

Ah, distinctly I remember, every ember that December

Turned from amber to burnt umber. (I was burning limber lumber
in my chamber that December and it left an amber ember.)

With each silken sad uncertain flirtin' of a certain curtain,

That old raven, cold and callous, perched upon the bust of Pallas
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just above my chamber door -- a lusty, trusty bust thrust

just above my chamber door.

Had that callous cuss shown malice, or sought solace there on Pallas?
You may tell us, Alice Wallace! Tell this soul with nightmares ridden,
Hidden in the shade and broodin’, if a maiden out of Eden

Sent this sudden bird invadin' my poor chamber

(and protrudin® half an inch above my door!).

Tell this broodin' soul (he's breedin® bats by so much sodden readin’--
Readin' Snowden's "'Ode to Odin™!) ...

Tell this soul with nightmares ridden if -- no kiddin'! --

on a sudden, he shall clasp a radiant maiden born in Aiden

(or in Leyden, or indeed in Baden-Baden) ...

Will he grab this buddin' maiden, gaddin® in forbidden Eden,

Whom the angels named Lenore? And that bird said, "*Nevermore!"
"Prophet™, cried I, "thing of evil, navel, novel, or boll weavil,

You shall travel! On the level! Scratch the gravel now, and travel --
Leave my hovel, I implore!™

And that raven, never flitting (never knitting, never tatting,

never spouting Nevermore) still is sitting (out this ballad!)

On the solid bust, and pallid -- on the vallid, pallid, bust

Above my chamber door.

And my soul is in the shadow which lies floating on the floor --
Fleeting, floating (yachting, boating) on the fluting of the matting,
Matting of my chamber door!

[And that's all there is, and nothin® morel!]

A Visit from Saint Nicholas In The Ernest Hemingway Manner

James Thurber

This page formatted 2004 Blackmask Online.

http://www.blackmask.com

It was the night before Christmas. The house was very quiet. No creatures were stirring in the house. There
weren't even any mice stirring. The stockings had been hung carefully by the chimney. The children hoped that
Saint Nicholas would come and fill them.

The children were in their beds. Their beds were in the room next to ours. Mamma and | were in our beds.
Mamma wore a kerchief. | had my cap on. | could hear the children moving. We didn't move. We wanted the
children to think we were asleep.

“Father,” the children said.

There was no answer. He's there, all right, they thought.

“Father,” they said, and banged on their beds.

“What do you want?” I asked.

“We have visions of sugarplums,” the children said.

“Go to sleep,” said mamma.

“We can't sleep,” said the children. They stopped talking, but I could hear them moving. They made sounds.
“Can you sleep?” asked the children.

“No,” I said.

“You ought to sleep.”

“I know. I ought to sleep.”

“Can we have some sugarplums?”

“You can't have any sugarplums,” said mamma.

“We just asked you.”

There was a long silence. I could hear the children moving again.

“Is Saint Nicholas asleep?” asked the children.

“No,” mamma said. “Be quiet.”

“What the hell would he be asleep tonight for?” I asked.

“He might be,” the children said.
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“He 1sn't,” I said.

“Let's try to sleep,” said mamma.

The house became quiet once more. | could hear the rustling noises the children made when they moved in their
beds.

Out on the lawn a clatter arose. | got out of bed and went to the window. | opened the shutters; then | threw up
the sash. The moon shone on the snow. The moon gave the lustre of mid-day to objects in the snow. There was a
miniature sleigh in the snow, and eight tiny reindeer. A little man was driving them. He was lively and quick.
He whistled and shouted at the reindeer and called them by their names. Their names were Dasher, Dancer,
Prancer, Vixen, Comet, Cupid, Donder, and Blitzen.

He told them to dash away to the top of the porch, and then he told them to dash away to the top of the wall.
They did. The sleigh was full of toys.

“Who is it?” mamma asked.

“Some guy,” I said. “A little guy.”

I pulled my head in out of the window and listened. I heard the reindeer on the roof. | could hear their hoofs
pawing and prancing on the roof.

“Shut the window,” said mamma.

I stood still and listened.

“What do you hear?”

“Reindeer,” I said. I shut the window and walked about. It was cold. Mamma sat up in the bed and looked at me.
“How would they get on the roof?” mamma asked.

“They fly.”

“Get into bed. You'll catch cold.”

Mamma lay down in bed. | didn't get into bed. I kept walking around.

“What do you mean, they fly?” asked mamma.

“Just fly is all.”

Mamma turned away toward the wall. She didn't say anything.

I went out into the room where the chimney was. The little man came down the chimney and stepped into the
room. He was dressed all in fur. His clothes were covered with ashes and soot from the chimney. On his back
was a pack like a peddler's pack. There were toys in it. His cheeks and nose were red and he had dimples. His
eyes twinkled. His mouth was little, like a bow, and his beard was very white. Between his teeth was a stumpy
pipe. The smoke from the pipe encircled his head in a wreath. He laughed and his belly shook. It shook like a
bowl of red jelly. | laughed. He winked his eye, then he gave a twist to his head. He didn't say anything.

He turned to the chimney and filled the stockings and turned away from the chimney. Laying his finger aside his
nose, he gave a nod. Then he went up the chimney. | went to the chimney and looked up. I saw him get into his
sleigh. He whistled at his team and the team flew away. The team flew as lightly as thistledown. The driver
called out, “Merry Christmas and good night.” I went back to bed.

“What was it?” asked mamma. “Saint Nicholas?”” She smiled.

“Yeah,” I said.

She sighed and turned in the bed.

“I saw him,” I said.

“Sure.”

“I did see him.”

“Sure you saw him.” She turned farther toward the wall.

“Father,” said the children.

“There you go,” mamma said. “’You and your flying reindeer.”

“Go to sleep,” I said.

“Can we see Saint Nicholas when he comes?” the children asked.

“You got to be asleep,” I said. “You got to be asleep when he comes. You can't see him unless you're
unconscious.”

“Father knows,” mamma said.

I pulled the covers over my mouth. It was warm under the covers. As | went to sleep | wondered if mamma was
right.

Anthony Burgess: The Clockwork Orange
PART 1
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"What's it going to be then, eh?"

There was me, that is Alex, and my three droogs, that is Pete, Georgie,
and Dim. Dim being really dim, and we sat in the Korova Milkbar making up
our rassoodocks what to do with the evening, a flip dark chill winter
bastard though dry. The Korova Milkbar was a milk-plus mesto, and you may, O
my brothers, have forgotten what these mestos were like, things changing so
skorry these days and everybody very quick to forget, newspapers not being
read much neither. Well, what they sold there was milk plus something else.
They had no licence for selling liquor, but there was no law yet against
prodding some of the new veshches which they used to put into the old
moloko, so you could peet it with vellocet or synthemesc or drencrom or one
or two other veshches which would give you a nice quiet horrorshow fifteen
minutes admiring Bog And All His Holy Angels and Saints in your left shoe
with lights bursting all over your mozg. Or you could peet milk with knives
in it, as we used to say, and this would sharpen you up and make you ready
for a bit of dirty twenty-to-one, and that was what we were peeting this
evening I'm starting off the story with.

Our pockets were full of deng, so there was no real need from the point
of view of crasting any more pretty polly to tolchock some old veck in an
alley and viddy him swim in his blood while we counted the takings and
divided by four, norto do the ultra-violent on some shivering starry
grey-haired ptitsa in a shop and go smecking off with the till's guts. But,
as they say, money isn't everything.

The four of us were dressed in the height of fashion, which in those
days was a pair of black very tight tights with the old jelly mould, as we
called it, fitting onthe crotch underneath the tights, this being to
protect and also a sort of a design you could viddy clear enough in a
certain light, so that | had one in the shape of a spider, Pete had a rooker
(a hand, that is), Georgie had a very fancy one of a flower, and poor old
Dim had a very hound-and-horny one of a clown's litso (face, that is). Dim
not ever having much of an idea of things and being, beyond all shadow of a
doubting thomas, the dimmest of we four. Then we wore waisty jackets without
lapels but with these very big built-up shoulders ("pletchoes' we called
them) which were a kind of a mockery of having real shoulders like that.
Then, my brothers, we had these off-white cravats which looked like
whipped-up kartoffel or spud with a sort of a design made on it with a fork.
We wore our hair not too long and we had flip horrorshow boots for kicking.

"What's it going to be then, eh?"

There were three devotchkas sitting at the counter all together, but
there were four of us malchicks and it was usually like one for all and all
for one. These sharps were dressed in the heighth of fashion too, with
purple and green and orange wigs on their gullivers, each one not costing
less than three or four weeks of those sharps' wages, | should reckon, and
make-up to match (rainbows round the glazzies, that is, and the rot painted
very wide). Then they had long black very straight dresses, and on the
groody part of them they had little badges of like silver with different
malchicks' names on them--Joe and Mike and suchlike. These were supposed to
be the names of the different malchicks they'd spatted with before they were
fourteen. They kept looking our way and | nearly felt like saying the three
of us (out of the corner of my rot, that is) should go off for a bit of pol
and leave poor old Dim behind, because it would be just a matter of
kupetting Dim a demi-litre of white but this time with a dollop of
synthemesc in it, but that wouldn't really have been playing like the game.
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Dim was very very ugly and like his name, but he was a horrorshow filthy
fighter and very handy with the boot.

"What's it going to be then, eh?"

The chelloveck sitting next to me, there being this long big plushy
seat that ran round three walls, was well away with his glazzies glazed and
sort of burbling slovos like "Aristotle wishy washy works outing cyclamen
get forficulate smartish." He was in the land all right, well away, in
orbit, and | knew what it was like, having tried it like everybody else had
done, but at this time I'd got to thinking it was a cowardly sort of a
veshch, O my brothers. You'd lay there after you'd drunk the old moloko and
then you got the messel that everything all round you was sort of in the
past. You could viddy it all right, all of it, very clear--tables, the
stereo, the lights, the sharps and the malchicks--but it was like some
veshch that used to be there but was not there not no more. And you were
sort of hypnotized by your boot or shoe or a finger-nail as it might be, and
at the same time you were sort of picked up by the old scruff and shook like
you might be a cat. You got shook and shook till there was nothing left. You
lost your name and your body and your self and you just didn't care, and you
waited until your boot or finger-nail got yellow, then yellower and yellower
all the time. Then the lights started cracking like atomics and the boot or
finger-nail or, as it might be, a bit of dirt on your trouser-bottom turned
into a big big big mesto, bigger than the whole world, and you were just
going to get introduced to old Bog or God when it was all over. You came
back to here and now whimpering sort of, with your rot all squaring up for a
boohoohoo. Now that's very nice but very cowardly. You were not put on this
earth just to get in touch with God. That sort of thing could sap all the
strength and the goodness out of a chelloveck.

"What's it going to be then, eh?"

The stereo was on and you got the idea that the singer's goloss was
moving from one part of the bar to another, flying up to the ceiling and
then swooping down again and whizzing from wall to wall. It was Berti Laski
rasping a real starry oldie called “You Blister My Paint." One of the three
ptitsas at the counter, the one with the green wig, kept pushing her belly
out and pulling it in in time to what they called the music. | could feel
the knives in the old moloko starting to prick, and now | was ready for a
bit of twenty-to-one. So | yelped: "Out out out out!" like a doggie, and
then 1 cracked this veck who was sitting next to me and well away and
burbling a horrorshow crack on the ooko or earhole, but he didn't feel it
and went on with his "Telephonic hardware and when the farfarculule gets
rubadubdub.” He'd feel it all right when he came to, out of the land.

"Where out?" said Georgie.

"Oh, just to keep walking," | said, "and viddy what turns up, O my
little brothers."

So we scatted out into the big winter nochy and walked down Marghanita
Boulevard and then turned into Boothby Avenue, and there we found what we
were pretty well looking for, a malenky jest to start off the evening with.
There was a doddery starry schoolmaster type veck, glasses on and his rot
open to the cold nochy air. He had books under his arm and a crappy umbrella
and was coming round the corner from the Public Biblio, which not many
lewdies used these days. You never really saw many of the older bourgeois
type out after nightfall those days, what with the shortage of police and we
fine young malchickiwicks about, and this prof type chelloveck was the only
one walking in the whole of the street. So we goolied up to him, very
polite, and | said: "Pardon me, brother."

He looked a malenky bit poogly when he viddied the four of us like
that, coming up so quiet and polite and smiling, but he said: "Yes? What is
it?" in a very loud teacher-type goloss, as if he was trying to show us he
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wasn't poogly. | said:

"l see you have books under your arm, brother. It is indeed a rare
pleasure these days to come across somebody that still reads, brother."”

"Oh," he said, all shaky. "Is it? Oh, | see." And he kept looking from
one to the other of we four, finding himself now like in the middle of a
very smiling and polite square.

"Yes," I said. "It would interest me greatly, brother, if you would
kindly allow me to see what books those are that you have under your arm. |
like nothing better in this world than a good clean book, brother."”

"Clean," he said. "Clean, en?" And then Pete skvatted these three books
from him and handed them round real skorry.

Being three, we all had one each to viddy at except for Dim. The one |
had was called "Elementary Crystallography," so | opened it up and said:
"Excellent, really first-class,”" keeping turning the pages. Then | said in a
very shocked type goloss: "But what is this here? What is this filthy slovo?

I blush to look at this word. You disappoint me, brother, you do really."

"But," he tried, "but, but."

"Now," said Georgie, "here is what | should call real dirt. There's one
slovo beginning with an f and another with a c." He had a book called "The
Miracle of the Snowflake.'

"Oh," said poor old Dim, smotting over Pete's shoulder and going too
far, like he always did, "it says here what he done to her, and there's a
picture and all. Why," he said, "you're nothing but a filthy-minded old
skitebird."

"An old man of your age, brother," | said, and I started to rip up the
book I'd got, and the others did the same with the ones they had. Dim and
Pete doing a tug-of-war with “The Rhombohedral System." The starry prof type
began to creech: "But those are not mine, those are the property of the
municipality, this is sheer wantonness and vandal work," or some such
slovos. And he tried to sort of wrest the books back off of us, which was
like pathetic. "You deserve to be taught a lesson, brother,” I said, “that
you do." This crystal book | had was very tough-bound and hard to razrez to
bits, being real starry and made in days when things were made to last like,
but I managed to rip the pages up and chuck them in handfuls of like
snowflakes, though big, all over this creeching old veck, and then the
others did the same with theirs, old Dim just dancing about like the clown
he was. "There you are," said Pete. "There's the mackerel of the cornflake
for you, you dirty reader of filth and nastiness."”

"You naughty old veck, you," | said, and then we began to filly about
with him. Pete held his rookers and Georgie sort of hooked his rot wide open
for him and Dim yanked out his false zoobies, upper and lower. He threw
these down on the pavement and then | treated them to the old boot-crush,
though they were hard bastards like, being made of some new horrorshow
plastic stuff. The old veck began to make sort of chumbling shooms--"wuf waf
wof"--so Georgie let go of holding his goobers apart and just let him have
one in the toothless rot with his ringy fist, and that made the old veck
start moaning a lot then, then out comes the blood, my brothers, real
beautiful. So all we did then was to pull his outer platties off, stripping
him down to his vest and long underpants (very starry; Dim smecked his head
off near), and then Pete kicks him lovely in his pot, and we let him go. He
went sort of staggering off, it not having been too hard of a tolchock
really, going "Oh oh oh," not knowing where or what was what really, and we
had a snigger at him and then riffled through his pockets, Dim dancing round
with his crappy umbrella meanwhile, but there wasn't much in them.

There were a few starry letters, some of them dating right back to 1960
with "My dearest dearest™ in them and all that chepooka, and a keyring and a
starry leaky pen. Old Dim gave up his umbrella dance and of course had to
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start reading one of the letters out loud, like to show the empty street he
could read. "My darling one," he recited, in this very high type goloss, "I
shall be thinking of you while you are away and hope you will remember to
wrap up warm when you go out at night.” Then he let outa very shoomny
smeck--"Ho ho ho"--pretending to start wiping his yahma with it. "All
right," Isaid. "Let it go, O my brothers." In the trousers of this starry

veck there was only a malenky bit of cutter (money, that is)--not more than
three gollies--so we gave all his messy little coin the scatter treatment,

it being hen-korm to the amount of pretty polly we had on us already. Then
we smashed the umbrella and razrezzed his platties and gave them to the
blowing winds, my brothers, and then we'd finished with the starry teacher
type veck. We hadn't done much, I know, but that was only like the start of
the evening and | make no appy polly loggies to thee or thine for that. The
knives in the milk plus were stabbing away nice and horrorshow now.

The next thing was to do the sammy act, which was one way to unload
some of our cutter so we'd have more of an incentive like for some
shop-crasting, as well as it being a way of buying an alibi in advance, so
we went into the Duke of New York on Amis Avenue and sure enough in the shug
there were three or four old baboochkas peeting their black and suds on SA
(State Aid). Now we were the very good malchicks, smiling good evensong to
one and all, though these wrinkled old lighters started to get all shook,
their veiny old rookers all trembling round their glasses, and making the
suds spill on the table. "Leave us be, lads,” said one of them, her face all
mappy with being a thousand years old, "we're only poor old women." But we
just made with the zoobies, flash flash flash, sat down, rang the bell, and
waited for the boy to come. When he came, all nervous and rubbing his
rookers on his grazzy apron, we ordered us four veterans--a veteran being
rum and cherry brandy mixed, which was popular just then, some liking a dash
of lime in it, that being the Canadian variation. Then | said to the boy:

"Give these poor old baboochkas over there a nourishing something.
Large Scotchmen all round and something to take away." And | poured my
pocket of deng all over the table, and the other three did likewise, O my
brothers. So double firegolds were bought in for the scared starry lighters,
and they knew not what to do or say. One of them got out "Thanks, lads," but
you could see they thought there was something dirty like coming. Anyway,
they were each given a bottle of Yank General, cognac that is, to take away,
and | gave money for them to be delivered each a dozen of black and suds
that following morning, they to leave their stinking old cheenas' addresses
at the counter. Then with the cutter that was left over we did purchase, my
brothers, all the meat pies, pretzels, cheese-snacks, crisps and chocbars in
that mesto, and those too were for the old sharps. Then we said: "Back in a
minoota,” and the old ptitsas were still saying: "Thanks, lads,” and "God
bless you, boys,” and we were going out without one cent of cutter in our
carmans.

"Makes you feel real dobby, that does," said Pete. You could viddy that
poor old Dim the dim didn't quite pony all that, but he said nothing for
fear of being called gloopy and a domeless wonderboy. Well, we went off now
round the corner to Attlee Avenue, and there was this sweets and cancers
shop still open. We'd left them alone near three months now and the whole
district had been very quiet on the whole, so the armed millicents or rozz
patrols weren't round there much, being more north of the river these days.
We put our maskies on--new jobs these were, real horrorshow, wonderfully
done really; they were like faces of historical personalities (they gave you
the names when you bought) and I had Disraeli, Pete had Elvis Presley,
Georgie had Henry VIII and poor old Dim had a poet veck called Peebee
Shelley; they were areal like disguise, hair and all, and they were some
very special plastic veshch so you could roll it up when you'd done with it
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and hide it in your boot--then three of us went in.

Pete keeping chasso without, not that there was anything to worry about
out there. As soon as we launched on the shop we went for Slouse who ran it,
a big portwine jelly of a veck who viddied at once what was coming and made
straight for the inside where the telephone was and perhaps his well-oiled
pooshka, complete with six dirty rounds. Dim was round that counter skorry
as a bird, sending packets of snoutie flying and cracking over a big cut-out
showing a sharp with all her zoobies going flash at the customers and her
groodies near hanging out to advertise some new brand of cancers. What you
could viddy then was a sort of a big ball rolling into the inside of the
shop behind the curtain, this being old Dim and Slouse sort of locked in a
death struggle. Then you could slooshy panting and snoring and kicking
behind the curtain and veshches falling over and swearing and then glass
going smash smash smash. Mother Slouse, the wife, was sort of froze behind
the counter. We could tell she would creech murder given one chance, so |
was round that counter very skorry and had a hold of her, and a horrorshow
big lump she was too, all nuking of scent and with flipflop big bobbing
groodies on her. I'd got my rooker round her rot to stop her belting out
death and destruction to the four winds of heaven, but this lady doggie gave
me a large foul big bite on it and it was me that did the creeching, and
then she opened up beautiful with a flip yell for the millicents. Well, then
she had to be tolchocked proper with one of the weights for the scales, and
then a fair tap with a crowbar they had for opening cases, and that brought
the red out like an old friend. So we had her down on the floor and a rip of
her platties for fun and a gentle bit of the boot to stop her moaning. And,
viddying her lying there with her groodies on show, | wondered should | or
not, but that was for later on in the evening. Then we cleaned the till, and
there was flip horrorshow takings that nochy, and we had a few packs of the
very best top cancers apiece, then off we went, my brothers.

"A real big heavy great bastard he was,” Dim kept saying. | didn't like
the look of Dim: he looked dirty and untidy, like a veck who'd been in a
fight, which he had been, of course, but you should never look as though you
have been. His cravat was like someone had trampled on it, his maskie had
been pulled off and he had floor-dirt on his litso, so we got him in an
alleyway and tidied him up a malenky bit, soaking our tashtooks in spit to
cheest the dirt off. The things we did for old Dim. We were back in the Duke
of New York very skorry and | reckoned by my watch we hadn't been more than
ten minutes away. The starry old baboochkas were still there on the black
and suds and Scotchmen we'd bought them, and we said: "Hallo there, girlies,
what's it going to be?" They started on the old "Very kind, lads, God bless
you, boys," and so we rang the collocol and brought a different waiter in
this time and we ordered beers with rum in, being sore athirst, my brothers,
and whatever the old ptitsas wanted. Then | said to the old baboochkas: "We
haven't been out of here, have we? Been here all the time, haven't we?" They
all caught on real skorry and said:

"That's right, lads. Not been out of our sight, you haven't. God bless
you, boys," drinking.

Not that it mattered much, really. About half an hour went by before
there was any sign of life among the millicents, and then it was only two
very young rozzes that came in, very pink under their big copper's
shlemmies. One said:

"You lot know anything about the happenings at Slouse's shop this
night?"

"Us?" | said, innocent. "Why, what happened?"

"Stealing and roughing. Two hospitalizations. Where've you lot been
this evening?"

"l don't go for that nasty tone," | said. "I don't care much for these
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nasty insinuations. A very suspicious nature all this betokeneth, my little
brothers."

"They've been in here all night, lads,” the old sharps started to
creech out. "God bless them, there's no better lot of boys living for
kindness and generosity. Been here all the time they have. Not seen them
move we haven't.”

"We're only asking," said the other young millicent. "We've got our job
to do like anyone else." But they gave us the nasty warning look before they
went out. As they were going out we handed them a bit of lip-music:
brrrrzzzzrrrr. But, myself, | couldn't help a bit of disappointment at
things as they were those days. Nothing to fight against really. Everything
as easy as kiss-my-sharries. Still, the night was still very young.

Terry David John Pratchett
The Color of Magic

The Discworld Series — 1

Prologue

In a distant and second-hand set of dimensions, in an astral plane that was never meant to fly, the curling
star-mists waver and part...

See...

Great A'Tuin the turtle comes, swimming slowly through the interstellar gulf, hydrogen frost on his ponderous
limbs, his huge and ancient shell pocked with meteor craters. Through sea-sized eyes that are crusted with
rheum and asteroid dust He stares fixedly at the Destination.

In a brain bigger than a city, with geological slowness, He thinks only of the Weight.

Most of the weight is of course accounted for by Berilia, Tubul, Great T'Phon and Jerakeen, the four giant
elephants upon whose broad and startanned shoulders the disc of the World rests, garlanded by the long
waterfall at its vast circumference and domed by the baby-blue vault of Heaven.

Astropsychology has been, as yet, unable to establish what they think about.

The Great Turtle was a mere hypothesis until the day the small and secretive kingdom of Krull, whose rim-most
mountains project out over the Rimfall, built a gantry and pulley arrangement at the tip of the most precipitous
crag and lowered several observers over the Edge in a quartzwindowed brass vessel to peer through the mist
veils.

The early astrozoologists, hauled back from their long dangle by enormous teams of slaves, were able to bring
back much information about the shape and nature of ATuin and the elephants but this did not resolve

fundamental questions about the nature and purpose of the universe. [1]

1 The shape and cosmology of the disc system are perhaps worthy of note at this point. There are, of course,
two major directions on the disc: Hubward and Rimward. But since the disc itself revolves at the rate of once
every eight hundred days (in order to distribute the weight fairly upon its supportive pachyderms, according to
Reforgule of Krull) there are also two lesser directions, which are Turnwise and Widdershins. Since the disc's
tiny orbiting sunlet maintains a fixed orbit while the majestic disc turns slowly beneath it, it will be readily
deduced that a disc year consists of not four but eight seasons. The summers are those times when the sun
rises or sets at the nearest point on the Rim, the winters those occasions when it rises or sets at a point around
ninety degrees along the circumference. Thus, in the lands around the Circle Sea, the year begins on Hogs'
Watch Night, progresses through a Spring Prime to its first midsummer (Small Gods' Eve) which is followed by
Autumn Prime and, straddling the half-year point of Crueltide, Winter Secundus (also known as the
Spindlewinter, since at this time the sun rises in the direction of spin). Then comes Secundus Spring with
Summer Two on its heels, the three quarter mark of the year being the night of Alls Fallow-the one night of the
year, according to legend, when witches and warlocks stay in bed. Then drifting leaves and frosty nights drag
on towards Backspindlewinter and a new Hogs' Watch Night nestling like a frozen jewel at its heart.the Hub is
never closely warmed by the weak sun the lands there are locked in permafrost. The Rim, on the other hand, is
a region of sunny islands and balmy days. There are, of course, eight days in a disc week and eight colours in
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For example, what was Atuin's actual sex? This vital question, said the Astrozoologists with mounting authority,
would not be answered until a larger and more powerful gantry was constructed for a deep-space vessel. In the
meantime they could only speculate about the revealed cosmos.

There was, for example, the theory that ATuin had come from nowhere and would continue at a uniform crawl,
or steady gait, into nowhere, for all time. This theory was popular among academics. An alternative, favoured
by those of a religious persuasion, was that ATuin was crawling from the Birthplace to the Time of Mating, as
were all the stars in the sky which were, obviously, also carried by giant turtles. When they arrived they would
briefly and passionately mate, for the first and only time, and from that fiery union new turtles would be born to
carry a new pattern of worlds. This was known as the Big Bang hypothesis.

Thus it was that a young cosmochelonian of the Steady Gait faction, testing a new telescope with which he
hoped to make measurements of the precise albedo of Great ATuin's right eye, was on this eventful evening the
first outsider to see the smoke rise hubward from the burning of the oldest city in the world.

Later that night he became so engrossed in his studies he completely forgot about it. Nevertheless, he was the
first. There were others...

The Colour of Magic

Fire roared through the bifurcated city of Ankh-Morpork. Where it licked the Wizards' Quarter it burned blue
and green and was even laced with strange sparks of the eighth colour, octarine; where its outriders found their
way into the vats and oil stores all along Merchants Street it progressed in a series of blazing fountains and
explosions; in the Streets of the perfume blenders it burned with a sweetness; where it touched bundles of rare
and dry herbs in the storerooms of the drugmasters it made men go mad and talk to God.

By now the whole of downtown Ankh-Morpork was alight, and the richer and worthier citizens of Ankh on the
far bank were bravely responding to the situation by feverishly demolishing the bridges. But already the ships in
the Morpork docks — laden with grain, cotton and timber, and coated with tar — were blazing merrily and, their
moorings burnt to ashes, were breasting the river Ankh on the ebb tide, igniting riverside palaces and bowers as
they drifted like drowning fireflies towards the sea. In any case, sparks were riding the breeze and touching
down far across the river in hidden gardens and remote brickyards. The smoke from the merry burning rose
miles high, in a wind-sculpted black column that could be seen across the whole of the Discworld. It was
certainly impressive from the cool, dark hilltop a few leagues away, where two figures were watching with
considerable interest.

The taller of the pair was chewing on a chicken leg and leaning on a sword that was only marginally shorter
than the average man. If it wasn't for the air of wary intelligence about him it might have been supposed that he
was a barbarian from the hubland wastes.

His partner was much shorter and wrapped from head to toe in a brown cloak. Later, when he has occasion to
move, it will be seen that he moves lightly, cat-like.

The two had barely exchanged a word in the last twenty minutes except for a short and inconclusive argument
as to whether a particularly powerful explosion had been the oil bond store or the workshop of Kerible the
Enchanter. Money hinged on the fact.

Now the big man finished gnawing at the bone and tossed it into the grass, smiling ruefully.

"There go all those little alleyways," he said. 'l liked them.'

'All the treasure houses,' said the small man. He added thoughtfully, ‘Do gems burn, I wonder? 'Tis said they're
kin to coal.'

'All the gold, melting and running down the gutters,’ said the big one, ignoring him. 'And all the wine, boiling in
the barrels.'

There were rats," said his brown companion.

‘Rats, I'll grant you.'

"It was no place to be in high summer.’

"That, too. One can't help feeling, though, a well, a momentary—'

He trailed off, then brightened. 'We owed old Fredor at the Crimson Leech eight silver pieces," he added. The
little man nodded.

its light spectrum. Eight is a number of some considerable occult significance on the disc and must never, ever,
be spoken by a wizard.why all the above should be so is not clear, but goes some way to explain why, on the
disc, the Gods are not so much worshipped as blamed.
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They were silent for a while as a whole new series of explosions carved a red line across a hitherto dark section
of the greatest city in the world. Then the big man stirred.

‘Weasel?"

'Yes?'

‘| wonder who started it?"

The small swordsman known as the Weasel said nothing. He was watching the road in the ruddy light. Few had
come that way since the widershins gate had been one of the first to collapse in a shower of white-hot embers.
But two were coming up it now. The Weasel's eyes always at their sharpest in gloom and halflight, made out the
shapes of two mounted men and some sort of low beast behind them. Doubtless a rich merchant escaping with
as much treasure as he could lay frantic hands on. The Weasel said as much to his companion, who sighed.
"The status of footpad ill suits us,' said the barbarian, 'but as you say, times are hard and there are no soft beds
tonight.'

He shifted his grip on his sword and, as the leading rider drew near, stepped out onto the road with a hand held
up and his face set in a grin nicely calculated to reassure yet threaten.

"Your pardon, sir—' he began.

The rider reined in his horse and drew back his hood. The big man looked into a face blotched with superficial
burns and punctuated by tufts of singed beard. Even the eyebrows had gone.

'‘Bugger off,' said the face. "You're Bravd the Hublander, aren't you?'

Bravd became aware that he had fumbled the initiative.

‘Just go away, will you?' said the rider. 'l just haven't got time for you, do you understand?' He looked around
and added: 'That goes for your shadow-loving fleabag partner too, wherever he's hiding.'

The Weasel stepped up to the horse and peered at the dishevelled figure.

'‘Why, it's Rincewind the wizard, isn't it?" he said in tones of delight, meanwhile filing the wizard's description of
him in his memory for leisurely vengeance. 'l thought I recognized the voice.'

Bravd spat and sheathed his sword. It was seldom worth tangling with wizards, they so rarely had any treasure
worth speaking of.

'He talks pretty big for a gutter wizard," he muttered.

"You don't understand at all,' said the wizard wearily. 'I'm so scared of you my spine has turned to jelly, it's just
that I'm suffering from an overdose of terror right now. | mean, when I've got over that then I'll have time to be
decently frightened of you.'

The Weasel pointed towards the burning city. "You've been through that?' he asked.

The wizard rubbed a red, raw hand across his eyes. 'l was there when it started. See him? Back there?' He
pointed back down the road to where his travelling companion was still approaching, having adopted a method
of riding that involved falling out of the saddle every few seconds.

‘Well?' said Weasel.

'He started it,' said Rincewind simply. Bravd and Weasel looked at the figure, now hopping across the road with
one foot in a stirrup.

'Fire-raiser, is he?' said Bravd at last.

'No," said Rincewind. 'Not precisely. Let's just say that if complete and utter chaos was lightning, then he'd be
the sort to stand on a hilltop in a thunderstorm wearing wet copper armour and shouting 'All gods are bastards'.
Got any food?"

"There's some chicken,' said Weasel. 'In exchange for a story.'

"What's his name?' said Bravd, who tended to lag behind in conversations.

"Twoflower.'

Twoflower?' said Bravd. 'What a funny name.'

"You,' said Rincewind, dismounting, ‘'do not know the half of it. Chicken, you say?'

'Devilled," said Weasel. The wizard groaned.

"That reminds me," added the Weasel, snapping his fingers, 'there was a really big explosion about, oh, half an
hour ago.'

"That was the oil bond store going up,' said Rincewind, wincing at the memory of the burning rain.

Weasel turned and grinned expectantly at his companion, who grunted and handed over a coin from his pouch.
Then there was a scream from the roadway, cut off abruptly. Rincewind did not look up from his chicken.

'One of the things he can't do, he can't ride a horse," he said. Then he stiffened as if sandbagged by a sudden
recollection, gave a small yelp of terror and dashed into the gloom. When he returned, the being called
Twoflower was hanging limply over his shoulder. It was small and skinny, and dressed very oddly in a pair of
knee length britches and a shirt in such a violent and vivid conflict of colours that Weasel's fastidious eye was
offended even in the half-light.



89

'‘No bones broken, by the feel of things,' said Rincewind. He was breathing heavily. Bravd winked at the Weasel
and went to investigate the shape that they assumed was a pack animal.

"You'd be wise to forget it," said the wizard, without looking up from his examination of the unconscious
Twoflower. 'Believe me. A power protects it.'

‘A spell?' said Weasel, squatting down.

'‘No-00. But magic of a kind, | think. Not the usual sort. | mean, it can turn gold into copper while at the same
time it is still gold, it makes men rich by destroying their possessions, it allows the weak to walk fearlessly
among thieves, it passes through the strongest doors to leach the most protected treasuries. Even now it has me
enslaved—so that I must follow this madman willynilly and protect him from harm. It's stronger than you, Bravd.
Itis, I think, more cunning even than you, Weasel.'

‘What is it called then, this mighty magic?'

Rincewind shrugged. 'In our tongue it is reflected-sound-as-of-underground-spirits. Is there any wine?'

"You must know that | am not without artifice where magic is concerned,’ said Weasel. ‘only last year did |-
assisted by my friend there—part the notoriously powerful Archmage of Ymitury from his staff, his belt of moon
jewels and his life, in that approximate order. | do not fear this reflected-sound-of-underground-spirits of which
you speak. However,' he added, 'you engage my interest. Perhaps you would care to tell me more?'

Bravd looked at the shape on the road. It was closer now, and clearer in the pre-dawn light. It looked for all the
world like a--

'A box on legs?' he said.

'I'll tell you about it,' said Rincewind. 'if there's any wine, that is.'

Down in the valley there was a roar and a hiss. Someone more thoughtful than the rest had ordered to be shut
the big river gates that were at the point where the Ankh flowed out of the twin city. Denied its usual egress, the
river had burst its banks and was pouring down the fire-ravaged streets. Soon the continent of flame became a
series of islands, each one growing smaller as the dark tide rose. And up from the city of fumes and smoke rose
a broiling cloud of steam, covering the stars. Weasel thought that it looked like some dark fungus or mushroom.
The twin city of proud Ankh and pestilent Morpork, of which all the other cities of time and space are, as it
were, mere reflections, has stood many assaults in its long and crowded history and has always risen to flourish
again. So the fire and its subsequent flood, which destroyed everything left that was not flammable and added a
particularly noisome flux to the survivors' problems, did not mark its end. Rather it was a fiery punctuation
mark, a coal-like comma, or salamander semicolon, in a continuing story.

Several days before these events a ship came up the Ankh on the dawn tide and fetched up, among many others,
in the maze of wharves and docks on the Morpork shore. It carried a cargo of pink pearls, milk-nuts, pumice,
some official letters for the Patrician of Ankh, and a man.

It was the man who engaged the attention of Blind Hugh, one of the beggars on early duty at Pearl Dock. He
nudged Cripple Wa in the ribs, and pointed wordlessly.

Now the stranger was standing on the quayside watching several straining seamen carry a large brass-bound
chest down the gangplank. Another man, obviously the captain, was standing beside him. There was about the
seaman—every nerve in Blind Hugh's body, which tended to vibrate in the presence of even a small amount of
impure gold at fifty paces, screamed into his brain—the air of one anticipating imminent enrichment.

Sure enough, when the chest had been deposited on the cobbles, the stranger reached into a pouch and there was
the flash of a coin. Several coins. Gold. Blind Hugh, his body twanging like a hazel rod in the presence of water,
whistled to himself. Then he nudged Wa again, and sent him scurrying off down a nearby alley into the heart of
the city. When the captain walked back onto his ship, leaving the newcomer looking faintly bewildered on the
quayside, Blind Hugh snatched up his begging cup and made his way across the street with an ingratiating leer.
At the sight of him the stranger started to fumble urgently with his money pouch.

'‘Good day to thee, sire,' Blind Hugh began, and found himself looking up into a face with four eyes in it. He
turned to run...

'I' said the stranger, and grabbed his arm. Hugh was aware that the sailors lining the rail of the ship were
laughing at him. At the same time his specialised senses detected an overpowering impression of money. He
froze. The stranger let go and quickly thumbed through a small black book he had taken from his belt. Then he
said 'Hallo.'

‘What?' said Hugh. The man looked blank.

'Hallo?' he repeated, rather louder than necessary and so carefully that Hugh could hear the vowels tinkling into
place.

'Hallo yourself," Hugh riposted. The stranger smiled widely, fumbled yet again in the pouch. This time his hand
came out holding a large gold coin. It was in fact slightly larger than an 8,000-dollar Ankhian crown and the
design on it was unfamiliar, but it spoke inside Hugh's mind in a language he understood perfectly. My current
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owner, it said, is in need of succour and assistance; why not give it to him, so you and me can go off somewhere
and enjoy ourselves?

Subtle changes in the beggar's posture made the stranger feel more at ease. He consulted the small book again.

‘I wish to be directed to an hotel, tavern, lodging house, inn, hospice, caravanserai," he said.

'‘What, all of them?' said Hugh, taken aback.

'?' said the stranger.

Hugh was aware that a small crowd of fishwives, shellfish diggers and freelance gawpers were watching them
with interest.

'Look," he said, 'l know a good tavern, is that enough?' He shuddered to think of the gold coin escaping from his
life. He'd keep that one, even if Ymor confiscated all the rest. And the big chest that comprised most of the
newcomer's luggage looked to be full of gold, Hugh decided. The four-eyed man looked at his book.

'I would like to be directed to an hotel, place of repose, tavern, a—'

'Yes, all right. Come on then,' said Hugh hurriedly. He picked up one of the bundles and walked away quickly.
The stranger, after a moment's hesitation, strolled after him.

A train of thought shunted its way through Hugh's mind. Getting the newcomer to the Broken Drum so easily
was a stroke of luck, no doubt of it, and Ymor would probably reward him. But for all his new acquaintance's
mildness there was something about him that made Hugh uneasy, and for the life of him he couldn't figure out
what it was. Not the two extra eyes, odd though they were. There was something else. He glanced back. The
little man was ambling along in the middle of the street, looking around him with an expression of keen interest.
Something else Hugh saw nearly made him gibber.

The massive wooden chest, which he had last seen resting solidly on the quayside, was following on its master's
heels with a gentle rocking gait. Slowly, in case a sudden movement on his part might break his fragile control
over his own legs, Hugh bent slightly so that he could see under the chest.

There were lots and lots of little legs. Very deliberately, Hugh turned around and walked very carefully towards
the Broken Drum.

'‘Odd," said Ymor.

'He had this big wooden chest,' added Cripple Wa.

'He'd have to be a merchant or a spy,' said Ymor.

He pulled a scrap of meat from the cutlet in his hand and tossed it into the air. It hadn't reached the zenith of its
arc, before a black shape detached itself from the shadows in the corner of the room and swooped down, taking
the morsel in mid-air.

'A merchant or a spy,' repeated Ymor. 'l'd prefer a spy. A spy pays for himself twice, because there's always the
reward when we turn him in. What do you think, Withel?'

Opposite Ymor the second greatest thief in Ankh-Morpork half-closed his one eye and shrugged. 'I've checked
on the ship,' he said. 'it's a freelance trader. Does the occasional run to the Brown islands. People there are just
savages. They don't understand about spies and | expect they eat merchants.'

'He looked a bit like a merchant,’ volunteered Wa. 'Except he wasn't fat.'

There was a flutter of wings at the window. Ymor shifted his bulk out of the chair and crossed the room, coming
back with a large raven. After he'd unfastened the message capsule from its leg it flew to join its fellows lurking
among the rafters.

Withel regarded it without love. Ymor's ravens were notoriously loyal to their master, to the extent that Withel's
one attempt to promote himself to the rank of greatest thief in Ankh-Morpork had cost their master's right hand
man his left eye. But not his life, however. Ymor never grudged a man his ambitions.

'B12," said Ymor, tossing the little phial aside and unrolling the tiny scroll within.

‘Gorrin the Cat,' said Withel automatically. 'On station up in the gong tower at the Temple of Small Gods.'

'He says Hugh has taken our stranger to the Broken Drum. Well, that's good enough. Broadman is a—friend of
ours, isn't he?'

'‘Aye," said Withel, 'if he knows what's good for trade.'

'Among his customers has been your man Gorrin,' said Ymor pleasantly, ‘for he writes here about a box on legs,
if 1 read this scrawl correctly.’

He looked at Withel over the top of the paper. Withel looked away. 'He will be disciplined,’ he said flatly. Wa
looked at the man leaning back in his chair, his black-clad frame resting as nonchalantly as a Rimland puma on
a jungle branch, and decided that Gorrin atop Small Gods temple would soon be joining those little deities in the
multifold dimensions of Beyond. And he owed Wa three copper pieces.

Ymor crumpled the note and tossed it into a corner. 'l think we'll wander along to the Drum later on, Withel.
Perhaps, too, we may try this beer that your men find so tempting.'
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Withel said nothing. Being Ymor's right-hand man was like being gently flogged to death with scented
bootlaces.

The twin city of Ankh-Morpork, foremost of all the cities bounding the Circle Sea, was as a matter of course the
home of a large number of gangs, thieves' guilds, syndicates and similar organisations. This was one of the
reasons for its wealth. Most of the humbler folk on the widdershin side of the river, in Morpork's mazy alleys,
supplemented their meagre incomes by filling some small role for one or other of the competing gangs. So it
was that by the time Hugh and Twoflower entered the courtyard of the Broken Drum the leaders of a number of
them were aware that someone had arrived in the city who appeared to have much treasure. Some reports from
the more observant spies included details about a book that told the stranger what to say, and a box that walked
by itself. These facts were immediately discounted. No magician capable of such enchantments ever came
within a mile of Morpork docks.

It still being that hour when most of the city was just rising or about to go to bed there were few people in the
Drum to watch Twoflower descend the stairs. When the Luggage appeared behind him and started to lurch
confidently down the steps the customers at the rough wooden tables, as one man, looked suspiciously at their
drinks.

Broadman was browbeating the small troll who swept the bar when the trio walked past him. 'What in hell's
that?' he said.

‘Just don't talk about it," hissed Hugh. Twoflower was already thumbing through his book.

'What's he doing?' said Broadman, arms akimbo.

It tells him what to say. | know it sounds ridiculous," muttered Hugh.

'How can a book tell a man what to say?'

'I wish for an accommodation, a room, lodgings, the lodging house, full board, are your rooms clean, a room
with a view, what is your rate for one night?' said Twoflower in one breath.

Broadman looked at Hugh. The beggar shrugged.

'He's got plenty money,' he said.

Tell him it's three copper pieces, then. And that thing will have to go in the stable.’

*?' said the stranger. Broadman held up three thick red fingers and the man's face was suddenly a sunny display
of comprehension. He reached into his pouch and laid three large gold pieces on Broadman's palm. Broadman
stared at them. They represented about four times the worth of the Broken Drum, Staff included. He looked at
Hugh. There was no help there. He looked at the stranger. He swallowed.

'Yes," he said, in an unnaturally high voice. 'And then there's meals, o'course. Uh. You understand, yes? Food.
You eat. No?' He made the appropriate motions.

'Fut?' said the little man.

'Yes,' said Broadman, beginning to sweat. 'Have a look in your little book, I should.'

The man opened the book and ran a finger down one page. Broadman, who could read after a fashion, peered
over the top of the volume. What he saw made no sense.

'Fooood," said the stranger. "Yes. Cutlet, hash chop, stew, ragout, fricassee, mince, collops, souffle, dumpling,
blancmange, sorbet, gruel, sausage, not to have a sausage, beans, without a hear, kickshaws, jelly, jam. Giblets.'
He beamed at Broadman.

'All that?' said the innkeeper weakly.

'It's just the way he talks,' said Hugh, 'Don't ask me why. He just does.'

All eyes in the room were watching the stranger-except for a pair belonging to Rincewind the wizard, who was
sitting in the darkest corner nursing a mug of very small beer.

He was watching the Luggage.

Watch Rincewind.

Look at him. Scrawny, like most wizards, and clad in a dark red robe on which a few mystic sigils were
embroidered in tarnished sequins. Some might have taken him for a mere apprentice enchanter who had run
away from his master out of defiance, boredom, fear and a lingering taste for heterosexuality. Yet around his
neck was a chain bearing the bronze octagon that marked him as an alumnus of Unseen University, the high
school of magic whose time-and-space transcendent campus is never precisely Here or There. Graduates were
usually destined for mageship at least, but Rincewind — after an unfortunate event — had left him knowing only
one spell and made a living of sorts around the town by capitalising on an innate gift for languages. He avoided
work as a rule, but had a quickness of wit that put his acquaintances in mind of a bright rodent. And he knew
sapient pearwood when he saw it. He was seeing it now, and didn't quite believe it.

An archmage, by dint of great effort and much expenditure of time, might eventually obtain a small staff made
from the timber of the sapient peartree. It grew only on the sites of ancient magic - there were probably no more
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than two such staffs in all the cities of the circle sea. A large chest of it... Rincewind tried to work it out, and
decided that even if the box were crammed with star opals and sticks of auricholatum the contents would not be
worth one-tenth the price of the container. A vein started to throb in his forehead.

He stood up and made his way to the trio.

'‘May | be of assistance?' he ventured.

‘Shove off, Rincewind,' snarled Broadman.

' only thought it might be useful to address this gentleman in his own tongue,' said the wizard gently. 'He's
doing all right on his own," said the innkeeper, but took a few steps backward. Rincewind smiled politely at the
stranger and tried a few words of Chimeran. He prided himself on his fluency in the tongue, but the stranger
only looked bemused.

‘It won't work," said Hugh knowledgeably, 'it's the book, you see. It tells him what to say. Magic.'

Rincewind switched to High Borogravian, to Vanglemesht, Sumtri and even Black Oroogu, the language with
no nouns and only one adjective, which is obscene. Each was met with polite incomprehension. In desperation
he tried heathen Trob, and the little man's face split into a delighted grin.

'At last!" he said. "My good sir! This is remarkable!" [4].

'What was all that?' said Broadman suspiciously.

'What did the innkeeper say?" said the little man.

Rincewind swallowed. 'Broadman,’ he said. "'Two mugs of your best ale, please.’

"You can understand him?'

'Oh, sure.'

Tell him tell him he's very welcome. Tell him breakfast is—uh—one gold piece.' For a moment Broadman's face
looked as though some vast internal struggle was going on, and then he added with a burst of generosity. 'I'll
throw in yours, too.'

'Stranger,' said Rincewind levelly. 'if you stay here you will be knifed or poisoned by nightfall. But don't stop
smiling, or so will 1."

'Oh, come now," said the stranger, looking around.

"This looks like a delightful place. A genuine Morporkean tavern. I've heard so much about them, you know. All
these quaint old beams. And so reasonable, too.'

Rincewind glanced around quickly, in case some leakage of enchantment from the Magician's Quarter across
the river had momentarily transported them to some other place. No — this was still the interior of the Drum, its
walls stained with smoke, its floor a compost of old rushes and nameless beetles, its sour beer not so much
purchased as merely hired for a while. He tried to fit the image around the word 'quaint’, or rather the nearest
Trob equivalent, which was 'that pleasant oddity of design found in the little coral houses of the sponge-eating
pigmies on the Orohai peninsular'.

His mind reeled back from the effort. The visitor went on, 'My name is Twoflower,"' and extended his hand.
Instinctively, the other three looked down to see if there was a coin in it.

'Pleased to meet you,' said Rincewind. 'I'm Rincewind. Look, | wasn't joking. This is a tough place.'

'‘Good! Exactly what | wanted!'

'Eh?'

"What is this stuff in the mugs?"

This? Beer. Thanks, Broadman. Yes. Beer. You know. Beer.'

'Ah, the so-typical drink. A small gold piece will be sufficient payment, do you think? | do not want to cause
offense.’

It was already half out of his purse.

'Yarrt,' croaked Rincewind. 'l mean, no, it won't cause Offense.'

'‘Good. You say this is a tough place. Frequented, you mean, by heroes and men of adventure?'

Rincewind considered this. "Yes?' he managed.

‘Excellent. | would like to meet some.’

JB Cabell: Jurgen
1.

2 Although in Trob the last word in fact became 'a thing which may happen but once in the usable lifetime of
a canoe hollowed diligently by axe and fire from the tallest diamondwood tree that grows in the noted
diamondwood forests on the lower Slopes of Mount Awayawa, home of the firegods or so it is said.'
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Why Jurgen Did the Manly Thing

It is a tale which they narrate in Poictesme, saying: In the 'old

days lived a pawnbroker named Jurgen; but what his wife called him
was very often much worse than that. She was a high-spirited woman,
with no especial gift for silence. Her name, they say, was Adelais,

but people by ordinary called her Dame Lisa.

They tell, also, that in the old days, after putting up the shop-windows
for the night, Jurgen was passing the Cistercian Abbey, on his way home:
and one of the monks had tripped over a stone in the roadway. He was
cursing the devil who had placed it there.

"Fie, brother!" says Jurgen, "and have not the devils enough to bear
as itis?"

"I never held with Origen," replied the monk; "and besides, it hurt
my great-toe confoundedly."

"None the less," observes Jurgen, "it does not behoove God-fearing
persons to speak with disrespect of the divinely appointed Prince of
Darkness. To your further confusion, consider this monarch's
industry! day and night you may detect him toiling at the task
Heaven set him. That is a thing can be said of few communicants and
of no monks. Think, too, of his fine artistry, as evidenced in all

the perilous and lovely snares of this world, which it is your

business to combat, and mine to lend money upon. Why, but for him we
would both be vocationless! Then, too, consider his philanthropy!
and deliberate how insufferable would be our case if you and I, and
all our fellow parishioners, were to-day hobnobbing with other
beasts in the Garden which we pretend to desiderate on Sundays! To
arise with swine and lie down with the hyena?--oh, intolerable!"

Thus he ran on, devising reasons for not thinking too harshly of the
Devil. Most of it was an abridgement of some verses Jurgen had
composed, in the shop when business was slack.

"l consider that to be stuff and nonsense," was the monk's glose.

"No doubt your notion is sensible," observed the pawnbroker: "but
mine is the prettier."

Then Jurgen passed the Cistercian Abbey, and was approaching
Bellegarde, when he met a black gentleman, who saluted him and said:

"Thanks, Jurgen, for your good word."
"Who are you, and why do you thank me?" asks Jurgen.

"My name is no great matter. But you have a kind heart, Jurgen. May
your life be free from care!™

"Save us from hurt and harm, friend, but I am already married."

"Eh, sirs, and a fine clever poet like you!"
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"Yet it is a long while now since | was a practising poet."

"Why, to be sure! You have the artistic temperament, which is not
exactly suited to the restrictions of domestic life. Then | suppose
your wife has her own personal opinion about poetry, Jurgen."

"Indeed, sir, her opinion would not bear repetition, for | am sure
you are unaccustomed to such language."

"This is very sad. | am afraid your wife does not quite understand
you, Jurgen."

"'Sir," says Jurgen, astounded, "do you read people's inmost
thoughts?"

The black gentleman seemed much dejected. He pursed his lips, and
fell to counting upon his fingers: as they moved his sharp nails
glittered like flame-points.

"Now but this is a very deplorable thing," says the black gentleman,
"to have befallen the first person I have found ready to speak a

kind word for evil. And in all these centuries, too! Dear me, this

is a most regrettable instance of mismanagement! No matter, Jurgen,
the morning is brighter than the evening. How I will reward you, to
be sure!™

So Jurgen thanked the simple old creature politely. And when Jurgen
reached home his wife was nowhere to be seen. He looked on all sides
and questioned everyone, but to no avail. Dame Lisa had vanished in
the midst of getting supper ready--suddenly, completely and
inexplicably, just as (in Jurgen's figure) a windstorm passes and
leaves behind it a tranquillity which seems, by contrast, uncanny.
Nothing could explain the mystery, short of magic: and Jurgen on a
sudden recollected the black gentleman's queer promise. Jurgen
crossed himself.

"How unjustly now," says Jurgen, "do some people get an ill name for
gratitude! And now do | perceive how wise | am, always to speak
pleasantly of everybody, in this world of tale-bearers."

Then Jurgen prepared his own supper, went to bed, and slept soundly.

"I have implicit confidence," says he, "in Lisa. | have particular
confidence in her ability to take care of herself in any
surroundings.”

That was all very well: but time passed, and presently it began to

be rumored that Dame Lisa walked on Morven. Her brother, who was a
grocer and a member of the town-council, went thither to see about
this report. And sure enough, there was Jurgen's wife walking in the
twilight and muttering incessantly.

"Fie, sister!" says the town-councillor, "this is very unseemly
conduct for a married woman, and a thing likely to be talked about."

"Follow me!" replied Dame Lisa. And the town-councillor followed her
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a little way in the dusk, but when she came to Amneran Heath and
still went onward, he knew better than to follow.

Next evening the elder sister of Dame Lisa went to Morven. This
sister had married a notary, and was a shrewd woman. In consequence,
she took with her this evening a long wand of peeled willow-wood.
And there was Jurgen's wife walking in the twilight and muttering
incessantly.

"Fie, sister!" says the notary's wife, who was a shrewd woman, "and
do you not know that all this while Jurgen does his own sewing, and
is once more making eyes at Countess Dorothy?"

Dame Lisa shuddered; but she only said, "Follow me!"

And the notary's wife followed her to Amneran Heath, and across the
heath, to where a cave was. This was a place of abominable repute. A
lean hound came to meet them there in the twilight, lolling his
tongue: but the notary's wife struck thrice with her wand, and the
silent beast left them. And Dame Lisa passed silently into the cave,
and her sister turned and went home to her children, weeping.

So the next evening Jurgen himself came to Morven, because all his
wife's family assured him this was the manly thing to do. Jurgen

left the shop in charge of Urien Villemarche, who was a highly
efficient clerk. Jurgen followed his wife across Amneran Heath until
they reached the cave. Jurgen would willingly have been elsewhere.

For the hound squatted upon his haunches, and seemed to grin at
Jurgen; and there were other creatures abroad, that flew low in the
twilight, keeping close to the ground like owls; but they were

larger than owls and were more discomforting. And, moreover, all
this was just after sunset upon Walburga's Eve, when almost anything
is rather more than likely to happen.

So Jurgen said, a little peevishly: "Lisa, my dear, if you go into
the cave | will have to follow you, because it is the manly thing to
do. And you know how easily | take cold."”

The voice of Dame Lisa, now, was thin and wailing, a curiously
changed voice. "There is a cross about your neck. You must throw
that away."

Jurgen was wearing such a cross, through motives of sentiment,
because it had once belonged to his dead mother. But now, to
pleasure his wife, he removed the trinket, and hung it on a barberry
bush; and with the reflection that this was likely to prove a
deplorable business, he followed Dame Lisa into the cave.

6. YueOHo-MeTOANYECKOE U HH(OPMAILHOHHOE 00ecniedeHHe M CIUTTHHbI
6.1 CnHMcoK HCTOYHHMKOB U JIUTEPATYPhI
JIuteparypa

Ocnoenas
1. KazakoBa Tamapa AnaronbeBHa. [IpakTnueckue ocHOBBI iepeBoja : English <=> Russian :
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yuebHoe ocobue / T. A. Kazakona. - Cankr-IlerepOypr : Coro3, 2005. - 317 c. - (M3y4qaem
WHOCTpPaHHBIC S3BIKK). - 3ari1. 00:1. Takke: Translation techniques. - bubauorp. B kon1e kH. - ISBN
5-940330-49-5 : 68.75.

2. bapxynapos Jleonnn CtenanoBud. SI3bIK ¥ IEPEBO/T : BOIIPOCHI OOIIEH M YaCTHON TEOPHH
nepeBo/ia : [Ha MaTrepuae nep. XyHKeCTB. U 00IIECTB.-TIOJIUT. JIUT. C aHTJL sI3. HAa pyC. ¥ C PyC. Ha
anri.] / JI. C. bapxynapos. - M3x. 2-e. - M. : URSS : JIKH, 2008. - 235 c. ; 22 cwm. - bubnuorp. B
koH1e kH. - ISBN 978-5-382-00577-5 : 134.42.

6.2 IlepeueHb pecypcoB HH(POPMALMOHHO-TEJIEKOMMYHUKAIIMOHHOM ceTH « AHTEepHET».
Heobxo0umo oobasums mo, umo HeodX00UMo 0/ u3y4eHust OUCYUNIUHBL

HarnuronaneHas sektponnas oudauorexa (HOB) www.rusneb.ru
ELibrary.ru Hayunast snektponnas 6ubamoreka www.elibrary.ru
Onekrponnas oudianorexa Grebennikon.ru www.grebennikon.ru
Cambridge University Press

ProQuest Dissertation & Theses Global

SAGE Journals

Taylor and Francis

JSTOR

www.multitran.ru

WWW.M-w.com

6.3 IlIpodeccuoHanbHbie 6a3bl JAHHBIX H HHPOPMALMOHHO-CITPABOYHBIE CHCTEMbI
Joctyn k npodeccuoHanbHbIM 6a3am naHHbIX: https://liber.rsuh.ru/ru/bases

WHdopmanoHHbIe CIIPABOYHBIE CUCTEMBI:

1. Koncynbrant Ilmoc

2. Tapanr

3. HammoHanbHBII KOPITYC PYCCKOTO SI3bIKA
4. T'pamora.py

7. MaTepuajibHO-TeXHHYECKOe ofecredeHue JUCHUILINHBI

3aHATUSA 10 KypCY MOKHO MPOBOJIUTH C MakCUMalbHOH 3()()EeKTUBHOCTHIO B KOMITBIOTEPHOM
KJlacce WITM ayIUTOPHH C AOCTYNOM B WHTEpHET, MPOEKTOPOM | IKpaHOM s mpeseHTtanuii, CD-
npourpsiBaTenb, DVD-npourpsisatens,. HeobxonuMo Takke Haqu4Me AOCKU WM Quumyapra, YTo0b!
IpernojaBaTesib MOT pa30oupaTh MPUMEPHI MO X0y OOBSICHEHHUS U 3aIIMChIBATh 3a/1aHUS.

Onepaunonnas cucrema: Microsoft Windows 2000, Microsoft Windows XP, Microsoft
Windows Vista;

- He menee 256 Mb onepaTuBHOI namMsTH, peKOMeH1yeMblil 00bEM - 512 Mb;

- Buneokapra u MoHUTOD ¢ pa3pemieHruemM He meHee 1024x768 Touek.

Cocras nporpammuoro obecnedenus (I10), coBpemeHHBIX NpodeccHOHAIBHBIX 023 JaHHBIX
(b1) u uadpopmannonno-cnpapounbie cucrem (MCC)

Ilepeuens ITO

1. Windows
2. Microsoft Office
3. Kaspersky Endpoint Security
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8. Obecneuenne 00pa3oBaTEJBLHOI0 MPOIECCA IJIf JIMI ¢ OTPAHUYEHHBIMU BO3MOKHOCTSIMU
310POBbsI H HHBAJIHI0B

B xoze peamuzanuy JUCHUIUIMHBL HCHOJB3YIOTCSA CIEAYIOIIME JONOIHUTENbHBIE METOJIb
00y4eHHs, TEKYIIEr0 KOHTPOJS YCIIEBAEMOCTH M IPOMEXKYTOUYHOH aTTecTaluu OOy4Jaromuxcs B
3aBUCUMOCTH OT UX MHIUBUIYaTbHBIX OCOOCHHOCTEMN:

® Uil CJENBIX W CIA0OBUIAIIMX: JIEKUUU O(QOPMISIIOTCS B BHJE AJIEKTPOHHOIO JOKYMEHTa,
JOCTYIHOI'O C IOMOLIbIO KOMIIBIOTEpA CO CIELUAIN3UPOBAHHBIM IPOrPAaMMHBIM 00€CIIEYEHUEM;
MUCHMEHHBIE 33/IaHUS BBIMOJHAIOTCS HA KOMIBIOTEpE CO CIEHUAIN3UPOBAHHBIM IPOTPAMMHBIM
obecreyeHneM WIM MOTYT ObIThb 3aMEHEHbl YCTHBIM OTBETOM; OOECHeuMBaeTCs WHIUBHIyaIbHOE
paBHOMepHOe ocBenieHue He MeHee 300 JroKC; JUIsi BBINOJTHEHUS 3aJaHusi MPU HEOOXOIUMOCTH
IIPEJOCTABIIAETCS YBEIMUYMBAIOIIEE YCTPOWCTBO; BO3MOXKHO TaK)XK€ HCIHOJIb30BAaHHE COOCTBEHHBIX
YBEIIMYHUBAIOIINX YCTPOHUCTB; MUCHbMEHHBIC 3aJaHus O(DOPMIISIOTCS YBEIWYCHHBIM MPU(TOM; 3K3aMEH
1 3a4€T MPOBOAATCS B YCTHON (hOpMe MIIM BBINOJIHAIOTCS B MUCbMEHHOM (popMe Ha KOMIIbIOTEpE.

® Ui TUIyXUX M CIA0OCHBIIAIIUX: JIEKIUH O(QOPMIISIIOTCS B BUAE SJCKTPOHHOTO JOKYMEHTA,
00  MpenoCTaBiIACTCS  3BYKOYCHIIMBAIOUIAs — ammaparypa HWHAWBUIAYAIBHOTO  TOJb30BAHUS;
IIUCbMEHHBIE 33JaHUsl BBIOJHSIOTCS Ha KOMIIBIOTEpE B INMUCBMEHHOH (opme; 3K3aMeH U 3auéT
MIPOBOJISATCS B MUCBMEHHOM (hOpMe Ha KOMITBIOTEPE; BO3MOXKHO MIPOBEICHUE B (DOpME TECTHPOBAHHUS.

® /Ul JIMILl C HapyLICHUSMU OIOPHO-JBUTATEIBHOIO ammapara: JIEKIUU Oo(GOpMIISIIOTCS B BHJIE
JIEKTPOHHOI'O JIOKYMEHTa, JOCTYIIHOTO C IIOMOINBIO KOMIBIOTEPA CO  CIEHUATU3UPOBAHHBIM
NpOrpaMMHBIM ~ OO€ClieYeHUEeM; THChMEHHBIC 33/IaHUSl  BBIOJHSIOTCS HAa  KOMIBIOTEpE CO
CIELUAIU3UPOBAHHBIM NIPOIPAMMHBIM 00eCIieueHHEeM; SK3aMeH U 3a4€T IMPOBOJATCS B YCTHOU dopme
WM BBITIOJTHSIOTCS B MIMCBMEHHOM (popMe Ha KOMITbIOTEpE.

ITpu HEOOXOMMMOCTH MpeycMaTpUBAETCs YBETUUEHUE BPEMEHHU AJIs IIOATOTOBKU OTBETA.

[Ipouenypa npoBeneHus NMPOMEXKYTOUYHOW aTTeCTAlMU AJisi OOy4aroUIUXCSl YCTAHABIUBAECTCS C
y4€TOM UX MHAMBHUIYAIbHBIX NCUXO(pU3NUYEeCKUX ocobeHHocTell. [IpomMexxyTouHas arrecTanus MOXKeT
MIPOBOJIUTHCS B HECKOJIBKO ITAIOB.

IIpy mpoBeneHUMM TPOLEAYPHl OLEHUBAHUS pPE3YAbTaTOB OOY4YEeHHs MpeaycMaTpUBaeTCs
WCTIOJIb30BaHNE TEXHUYECKUX CPE/ICTB, HEOOXOIMMBIX B CBS3HM C WHAWBUIYAJIbHBIMA OCOOCHHOCTSIMHU
oOydJaroluxcsi. OTH CpeAcTBa MOTYT OBITh IPEJOCTABICHbl YHUBEPCUTETOM, MM MOTYT
HCIIOJIb30BaThCsl COOCTBEHHBIE TEXHUUECKHUE CPEJICTBA.

IIpoBenenue npoueaypsl OLEHUBAaHUS PE3YJAbTaTOB OOYyUYEHMs JOMYCKAeTCs C UCIOJIb30BaHHEM
JMCTaHIIMOHHBIX 00pa30BaTeIbHBIX TEXHOJIOTHHA.

ObecneunBaercsd JA0OCTYH K HH(MOPMAIMOHHBIM U OubnmorpaduyeckuM pecypcam B CETH
WuTepHer 1t Kaxaoro odyyvaroierocs B (opMax, aJaiTHPOBAHHBIX K OTPAHUYEHUSIM UX 3[J0POBBS U
BOCTIPHUATHSA HHPOPMALIUH:

e UIsl CIIENBIX W CHA0OBUIAIIMX: B I€YaTHOM ¢opMme yBeIWYEHHBIM WIpUPTOM, B Qopme
AJIEKTPOHHOTO IOKYMEHTa, B (hopme ayauodaiina.

® JIUIsl TIIYXUX U CJIa0OCIHBIIAIINX: B Ie4aTHOU (opme, B (hopMe FIMEKTPOHHOTO JJOKYMEHTA.

® 1151 00Y4JaIOLINXCSl C HApYIIEHUSIMH ONOPHO-ABUraTeIbHOIO anmapara: B Ie4yaTHOH ¢opme, B
(opMe IMEeKTPOHHOTO JJOKYMEHTa, B (hopme ayaunodaiina.

Y4eOHble ayIUTOpUU i BCEX BHJIOB KOHTAKTHOW M CaMOCTOSTEIbHON paboOThI, HaydHas
OMOMMOTEKa W WHBIE TIOMENIEHUS [JI1 OOYYEeHHS OCHAIIEHBI CHEIUATBHBIM OOOpPYJIOBAHHEM |
y4eOHBIMU MECTaMH ¢ TEXHHYECKUMU CPEJICTBAMHU O0yUEHUSI:

® ISl CJICTIBIX U CITA0OBUASIINX: YCTPOMCTBOM JIJII CKAHUPOBAHUS M UTEHHUs ¢ Kamepoil SARA
CE; nmucrimeem bpaiinsa PAC Mate 20; npuntepom bpaiinsg EmBraille ViewPlus;

oISl TIYXUX M CIA0OCIHBIIAININX: aBTOMAaTU3WPOBAHHBIM pPa0OYUM MECTOM Ui JIOJEH C
HapyIICHUEM CITyXa U CIabO0CIbIIIANINX; aKyCTUYECKUI YCUIIUTENh U KOJIOHKH,
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o1 OOy4arOIIMXCS C HApyLIICHUSAMU OIOPHO-ABUTATEILHOTO ammnapaTa: IepeaBUKHBIMH,
perynupyemMbIMi 3proHomudeckuMu napramu CH-1; KOMOBIOTEPHOW TEXHHKOH CO CIIEHAIbHBIM
IPOrPaMMHBIM 00ECTICYCHHEM.

9. MeToauuecKkue MaTepHuaJibl

9.1 Ilnanbl ceMUHAPCKUX/ MPAKTHYECKHX/ JIA00PATOPHBIX 3aHITHIA

IIman nexumii
B Kkypce mpemycMOTpeHBl JICKIMOHHBIE 3aHATHS. JIEKIIMM  HOCAT  yCTaHOBOYHO-

03HAKOMHTEIILHBINH XapakTep W IMPEnoJiaraloT aKTUBHYIO CaMOCTOSTEIbHYIO padoTy CTyAeHTOB. B
3aBUCHMOCTH OT 3aIUIAHMPOBAHHOI'O KOJMYECTBA YaCOB HEKOTOPBIE TEMBI MOTYT OBITh OObEIMHECHBI.
OCHOBHBIE TEMBI JIEKIIUH.

ITonstue q)YHKI_II/IOHaJ'ILHOl"O CTUJIA; OIIPCACIICHHUC (bYHKI_[I/IOHaJ'IBHOFO CTHJII UCXOAHOI'O TCKCTA,
OCHOBHBIC ITPUEMBI IIEPCBOJAA; OCHOBHBIC TPYAHOCTHU IMEPCBOJAA: NANOMATUICCKHUEC BbIPAKCHU,
peainy, JIUTCPATYPHBIC U KYJIbTYPHBIC AJUIFO3UU.

CrpaBounbie MaTepuaibl. Bumsr cioBapeit. OOmIesI3bIKOBBIC U CTICIHATIBHBIC CIIOBapH. KOHTEKCTHBIH
cnoapb FO.AnpecsHa. cnpaBounble u3ganusa. CioBapu HUTAT, COYETAEMOCTH, IEPCOHAIINM,
HUIMOMATHYECKUX BBIPAKEHUHN, TMHTBOCTpaHOBeAuYeckue. C1oBapy CHHOHUMOB PYCCKOTO SI3bIKA.

Kpatkas ucropus nepesoaa. Ilepconanuu. OTpakeHre JUYHOCTH IEPEBOAUNKA B IIEPEBO/IE.

XyI0KECTBEHHBIN CTUJIb: BCEOXBATHOCTh KaK KJII0OUEBasi OCOOCHHOCTb XYA0KECTBEHHOT'O CTUJIAL.
HelitpanbHplii, BO3BBIIIEHHBIA U CHUKEHHBIN CTWIIN, CPEICTBA U3 BBIPAKCHUSI HA AHTJIMHUCKOM SI3BIKE U
CIOCOOBI IIepeIauk Ha PyCCKOM.

SI3BIKOBEIC CJIOKHOCTH, BO3HUKAIOIIMEC ITPU MEPCBOJAC XYTOKECCTBCHHBIX TCKCTOB: HAWUOMEI,
pasroBopHasd peub, MPpOCTOPCUHUC, 6paHB, JKaproHusmel, CJIBHT, apro, OKKa3nOHAJIN3Mbl, HCOJIOTU3MBI,
apxXan3Mbl, HCTOPU3MBIL.

[IepeBon mapoauii.

Pacxoxnenne Mexly BBIPa3UTEIbHBIMYU CPEACTBAMH aHTJIMICKOTIO U PYCCKOTO SI3BIKOB;
UCMOJIb30BaHUE CyPPUKCALMU U TPEPHUKCALUN B PYCCKOM SI3bIKE IS TIepeiaul YMOLMOHATBHO-
OLICHOYHBIX KaTeTOPHil.

Hepez[aqa JAHUAJICKTHBIX (I)OHCTI/I‘leCKI/IX, MOpq)OJ'IOFI/ILICCKI/IX 1 CEMaHTUYECKUX 0COOCHHOCTEH
XYOOXKECTBCHHOI'O TCKCTA, COONNAJIBHBIX U PETUOHAJIIBHBIX JUAJIICKTOB. HepeBogl ITO3THYCCKHX TCKCTOB.

[Inan ceMuHApPCKUX 3aHATUN U CAMOCTOSITETLHOM pabOThI CTYIEHTOB
B cootBercTBUU ¢ yueOHBIM IJIAaHOM IPETYCMOTPEHBI CeMHHapckue 3aHsaTus. Hekotopeie u3

HUX CTPOTO 00s3aTENIbHBI, a JPyrue AONYCKAalOT PacCMOTPEHHE TOM WM WHOM TeMbl C pa3HOU
CTENEHbI0 MMOAPOOHOCTH: pa3BOpayMBaHUE W YTOYHEHHUE TEMbl WIHM, HANpOTHB, OOBEAUHEHUE
HECKOJIBKUX TEM.

HpakTuyeckoe 3ausaTre Ne 1. O01rue ocCHOBBI EePEeBOIYECKOI 1eATEILHOCTH.

OcHoBHBIE TPOGJIEMBI

OTpa)KCHI/Ie JIMYHOCTH NEPEBOAYMKA B ICPCBOAC.

Pa3znaTounsiit MmaTepuan
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Lewis Carroll: Alice in Wonderland (otpsiBku) — iepeBoant B. Habokosa, b. 3axonepa, H.
HemypoBoii

William Shakespeare: Hamlet (orpbiBkr) — nepeBoap! b. [Tacrepnaka, M. Jlozunckoro, K.P., A.
Pannosoi

Edgar Allan Poe: The Raven — mepesoasr A. Muurapesa, B. bprocosa, I. Mepesxxkosckoro, K.
Banbemonta, I'. AMuHoBa

IpakTuyeckoe 3ansiTue Ne 2-12. JKaHp ¥ CTHIb B IepeBoJIe.

OcHoBHBIE POOJIEMBI

Xyn0KEeCTBEHHBIH CTHITb: BCEOXBATHOCTh KaK KIIt0YeBas 0COOEHHOCTD XY/I0KECTBEHHOTO CTHIIA.
HeliTpanbHblid, BO3BBIIEHHBIA U CHUKCHHBIN CTUIIM, CPEICTBA U3 BRIPAKECHUS Ha AHIJIMICKOM SI3bIKE
1 criocoOBbI Nepeiauy Ha pyCCKOM. SI3bIKOBBIE CIIOKHOCTH, BOSHHUKAIOIIKE TIPY TIEPEBO/IE
XYZA0KECTBEHHBIX TEKCTOB: MIMOMBI, pPa3rOBOpHAasl peub, IPOCTOpEUne, OpaHb, ’KaproHU3MBI, CII3HT,
apro, OKKa3MOHAJIM3MBI, HEOJIOTU3MBI, apXau3Msbl, HICTOpU3MEIL. [lepeBon maponuii. Pacxoxnenne
MEXy BBIPA3UTEIBHBIMU CPEICTBAMH aHTIIUICKOTO U PyCCKOTO SA3BIKOB; UCIIOJIB30BaHUE
cyddukcanmu 1 npeduKcanuu B pyCCKOM S3bIKe IS IEpeJadyn 3MOLMOHATBHO-OLIEHOYHBIX
kareropuil. Ilepenaua auanekTHeIX HOHETHUECKUX, MOP(HOJIOTMYECKUX U CEMAHTHUECKIX
0c00EHHOCTEH XyJ0KECTBEHHOT0 TEKCTA, COLIMAIbHBIX U PErHOHATIBHBIX AUaeKToB. IlepeBox

ITO3THYCCKUX TCKCTOB.

Pazpgatounslii Matepuan

Catherine Mansfield: Bliss

GB Shaw: Pygmalion

John LeFanu: Green Tea

HP Lovecraft: The Call of Cthulhu

CL Edson: Ravin's of a Piute Poet Poe

James Thurber: A Visit from St. Nicholas in the Ernest Hemingway Manner
Anthony Burgess: The Clockwork Orange

Terry Pratchett: The Colour of Magic

JB Cabell: Jurgen

MaTCpI/IaJ'IBHO-TeXHI/I‘-ICCKOe o0OecrieucHUEe 3aHATHS:

CeMuHapcKue 3aHITHS IO JUCIUTUIMHE MOYKHO TPOBOJIUTE C MAKCUMAIIbHOU
3¢ EKTUBHOCTHIO, €CIIU MPOBOJUTH UX B KOMIBIOTEPHOM KJIACCE WM ayTUTOPHHU C TOCTYIIOM B
WuTepHeT U 3KpaHoM s npe3eHTanuii. HeoOxoanMo Takke Haaudue JOCKH WK (Grumyapra, 4TOOBI
MperoiaBaTeslb MOT pa3dupaTh IpUMEPHI M0 X0y OOBSICHEHUS U 3alMChIBATh 331aHUS.

Taxoke He0OX0IUM JIOCTYII K HAyYHOH, yueOHOI U y4eOHO-METOIMUECKOM JTuTeparype u
CIIOBapsIM
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9.2. MeToanyeckne peKOMEHIAIUH 10 MOATr0TOBKe MUCbMEHHBIX padoT

Marepuan noxianga opopmisieTcs B Buze pedepara mo teme (CM. mpuMepsl TeM Bbiiie). O0bem
pedepara — 18-20 Thic.3HaKkoB. Pedepar nomkeH BKIHOUYaTh BBOJHYIO YaCTh, OCHOBHYIO 4aCTh U
BBIBO/IBI, IOJDKEH OBITh CHAOXKEH CIUCKOM HCTIOIb30BaHHOH JINTEpATYphl U UCTOYHUKOB. JlocTaTouHOE
KOJINYECTBO NMPOPA0OTaHHBIX HAyYHBIX PabOT IO TeME — He MeHee 5-7. JlocTaTouHOe KOJIUYECTBO
HUCTOYHUKOB — HE MEHEE 3-X.

Jlonoanumenvhas pexomendyemas rumepamypa

1. Anekcanaposa, 3.E. CioBapb CHHOHMMOB pyccKoro si3bika. - M., 2003. - 564 c.

2. Bnaxos, C., ®nopun, C. HenepeBoaumoe B iepeBoe. - M., 2006. - 360 c.

3. Tanp, H. 5. CnoBo xuBoe u MmepTBOE: OT “Manenbkoro npusma” a0 “Kopabins qgypakos”. - M.,
2001. - 368 c.

4. Hosblll 6051611101 aHTIO-pyccKuil ciioBapb. B 3 1. - M., 1999.

Kasaxkogsa, T. A. Imagery in Translation. [TpakTukym o xymoxecTBeHHOMY niepeBony. - CII6.,

2003.

2. Cewmeniok, E. B. [Ipo6nemMa ctunuzanuu 1 rnepeBoj (Ha MaTepuase aHTJIMACKOW U aMepUKaHCKOH

XYA0KECTBEHHOH JuTepaTypbl). Jucc. ... kana. ¢puinon. Hayk. - M., 2003

CroBapu nepcoHaInit

CnoBaphb reorpaguiecKkux Ha3BaHUI.

Yykosckuii, K. 1. Beicokoe nckyccrpo.//Uykosckuii, K.1. Cobpanue counnenuii B 15 1. T. 3. -

M., 2001.

Bartlett, J. Caplan. J. Familiar Quotations. JIro6oe n3nanue

Longman Dictionary of Language and Culture. JIro6oe nznanue.

Thorne, T. Dictionary of Contemporary Slang. - Lnd., 2005.

Webster’s Third International Dictionary. JIro6oe uznanue.
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IIpunoxenne 1. AHHOTAITHSA
paboueil mporpaMMbl JUCIUTTTHHBL

AHHOTAIIUSI PABOYEHA ITPOTPAMMBI JIUCHUATLIAHBI

HucuuumHa «CTWIB W KaHP B mepeBoje» peanusyercs B VHCTUTYTE JMHTBHCTUKU Kadeapon
€BPOMNENCKUX SI3bIKOB.

enp mUCHMIUIMHBI - HAYYUTh CTYJECHTOB aJICKBAaTHO INeEpeaBaTh COJAEpKaTeIbHbIC U (HOpMaTbHBIC
0COOCHHOCTH TEKCTOB Ha aHTJIMICKOM SI3BIKE CPEICTBAMU PYCCKOTO SI3BIKA.

3amaun JUCHMILINHGI:

JaTh CTYJCHTAM CJICIYIOIINE MPAKTHUECKUE HABBIKA M BBIPA0OTATh Y HUX CICIYIONUE KOMITCTCHITUH:
onpenenaTh (YHKIMOHAIBHBIA CTHJIb HCXOJHOTO TEKCTa, OMNPENCNsTh MNPOOJIEMHBIC YYacTKU |
HaxO0JUTh HauboJIee MpUeMJIEMbIC BAPUAHTHI IIEPEBOA TEKCTOB HA PYCCKHI SI3BIK.

B PE3YJIbTATC OCBOCHUA JUCHUIIJIMHBI CTYACHT JOJIZKCH

1. 3uame:

- OCHOBHBIC TIEPEBOTYCCKUE IPUEMBI M TIOAXO/BI K TIEPEBOTY.

2. Ymemon:

- TIOJIB30BATHCS TIEPEBOTIECKIM HHCTPYMEHTAPHEM;

- YYUTBIBATh BAKHOCTh KOHTEKCTA M OCOOCHHOCTH 1I€JIEBO ayTUTOPHH;

- MOPOXIAaTh TEKCT, COCHMHSIOMIMI B ce0e¢ SKBUBAJCHTHOCTh OPHIMHAIY W COOTBETCTBHE PEUYCBBIM WU
CTHJINCTUYECKHM HOPMaM PYCCKOTO S3bIKa.

3. Bradems: criocoOHOCTBIO OTOMPATH W UCIIONB30BATH B HAYYHOU JIEATETHLHOCTH HEOOXOIUMYIO HHPOPMAIHIO
1o npo0JieMaM, CBS3aHHBIM C MPEIMETOM Kypca, C UCIOJIb30BAaHUEM KaK TPAJAUIIMOHHBIX, TAK H COBPEMEHHBIX
00pa30BaTeNbHBIX TEXHOJOTHH; CIIOCOOHOCTBIO CaMOCTOSITENIFHO H3y4aTh M OPUEHTHUPOBATHCS B MAacCHBE
HaYYHO-TIONYJISIPHOM M HAY4YHO-HCCIIEI0BATENILCKOM, Xy10/KECTBEHHON JINTEPATYPhI M ITYyOIHIUCTUKU C YUETOM
MOJyYECHHBIX 3HAHUH.

Ilo pucuumiuHe MpeaAyCMOTpCHA MPOMECIKYTOYHAA aTTECCTAllUA B (1)0pMe 3a4cTa.

061112151 TPYAOCMKOCTb OCBOCHUSA JUCHHUIIJIMHBI COCTABJISACT 3 3aueTHEIC CAWHUIIBI.



