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1. HossicHUTEIBLHAA 3aNIHCKA

1.1. Ilenp v 3aga4u AUCUUTUIMHBI
L[eﬂb AUCHUIIJIINHBI - HayLII/ITI) CTyZ[eHTOB AICKBATHO HCpeﬂaBaTL COI[Gp)KaTeJ'H)HLIC nu (bOpMaJ'ILHI)IC

0COOEHHOCTH TEKCTOB HA aHTIIMICKOM SI3BIKE CPEICTBAMH PYCCKOTO SI3BIKA.

3amayu JUCIUTUIAHEI |

JaTh CTyJ€HTaM CJIEIYIOILIIe MPAKTHUECKUE HaBbIKU U BBIPAOOTATh y HUX CIIEIYIOIIUE KOMIIETCHIINH:
oTIpenenaTh (PYHKIIHOHAIBHBIN CTHIIb HCXOIHOTO TEKCTA, OMPEACISITh IIPOOIEMHBIC YIACTKH U HAXOAUTh
HauboJiee IpuemiieMble BapUaHTHI TIEpeBO/Ia TEKCTOB HAa PYCCKUI SI3BIK.

1.2. IlepeueHb MIaHUPYEMBIX PE3yAbTATOB O0YUESHHUS MO JUCLUUIUINHE, COOTHECEHHBIX C
WHIUKATOPaMH JTOCTHIKEHUS KOMIICTCHIIAN

[1K 2 CriocoOeH kK IpUMEHEHUIO METOIOB U CIIOCOOOB JIMHTBHCTUYECKOTO aHAIN34a, CO3JIaHMS U
00pabOTKH TEKCTA HA €CTECTBEHHOM SI3BIKE C YUETOM SI3BIKOBBIX M OKCTPATUMHTBUCTHYECKUX
(bakTOpOB B PO ECCUOHATBHOMN IEATEILHOCTH
[1K 2.2 Crioco0eH co3/1aBaTh U peJaKTHPOBATh TEKCTHI HA PYCCKOM M M3y4aeMbIX SI3bIKaX C
Y4ETOM TIepe/iaur/ COXpaHEHUs] KOMMYHHUKATUBHO-TIParMaTu4eckoi nHdopMariu

KoMnerenuus
(Ko 1 HANMEHOBAHWE)

HNuagukaropbl
KOMIIeTeHIIii
(Ko ¥ HAMMEHOBAHUE)

Pe3yabTaTrsl 00yueHus

1K 2 CriocobeH K
NPUMEHEHHIO METOJIOB U
croco0oB
JMHTBUCTHYECKOTO aHAJN3a,
co3nanus u 00paboTKH
TEKCTa Ha €CTECTBEHHOM
SI3BIKE C YUETOM SI3BIKOBBIX U
IKCTPAJTMHIBUCTHUECKHX
(dakTopoB B
npodeccuoHaNbHOM
JeSTEIbHOCTH

I1K 2.2 Cniocoben
CO3/71aBaTh U PEAAKTUPOBATH
TEKCTHI Ha PYCCKOM U
U3y4aeMBbIX S3BIKaX C
y4eTOM Tepenayn/
COXpaHEHHMS
KOMMYHHUKATHBHO-
IparMaTu4ecKoi
nHpopmanuu

1. 3name:

- OCHOBHBIC MEPEBOTYCCKUEC TPUEMBI
Y TIOJIXO/IBI K TICPEBOTY.

2. Ymemn:

- MOJIb30BAThCA
WHCTPYMCHTapHUEM;
- YUUTBIBATb BAXXHOCTHb KOHTCKCTa U
0COOEHHOCTH IIEJIEBOU ayAUTOPHH;

- IOPOXKJATh TEKCT, COCTUHSIONINN B
cebe SKBHBAJICHTHOCTh OPHTHHAITY W
COOTBETCTBUEC PEUYCBBIM u
CTWJIUCTUYECKUM HOPMaMm PYCCKOTO
SI3bIKA.

3. Bradems: ciocoOOHOCTBIO
OTOMpaTh U KCIIOIH30BATH B HAYYHOI
JESITeTIbHOCTH HEOOXOAUMYIO
nHGOPMAITUIO TI0 TIPoOIeMaM,
CBSI3aHHBIM C MPEIMETOM Kypca, C
HCTIOJIb30BaHUEM KaK
TPAaAULIHUOHHBIX, TAK 1 COBPEMCHHBIX
00pa3oBaTeNbHBIX TEXHOJIOTHH;
CHOCOOHOCTBIO CAMOCTOSITETILHO
HU3y4aTb U OPUCHTHUPOBATLECA B
MacCHBE HAYYHO-TIOMYJISIPHOU 1
HAy4YHO-UCCIICIOBATEIHCKOM,
XYJ0XKECTBCHHOH JINTEPATYPHI U
Hy6J'II/II_[I/ICTI/IKI/I C y4€TOM
MOJTyYEHHBIX 3HAHUU.

NEPEBOAYECKHUM

1.3. MecTo AMCIUIUIMHBI B CTPYKTYpEe 00pa3oBaTeIbHOW POTPaAMMEI




Jucuumimza (Modyns) «CTUIb 1 KaHp B IEPEBOE» OTHOCUTCS K BapuartusHoit yactu 1 bioka
JUCLHUIUIMH y4eOHOro IlaHa DJIEeKTUBHAs TUCLMILIMHA.

Jis  OCBOEHHSI JUCHUIUIUHBI  (M0OY/is) HEOOXOAWMBI 3HAHUSA, YMEHUS U BIaJCHHUS,
c(OpMHUPOBAHHBIE B X0JI€ U3y4yeHUs! KypcoB «llepBblif HHOCTpaHHBIN SA3BIK» U «I €pMEHEBTHKA.
B pesynbrare 0CcBOCHHS AUCHUUIUIMHBL (M0O0Y/is) GOPMHUPYIOTCS 3HAHUS, YMEHHUS W BIIAJICHUSA,
HE00XO0UMBIE /111 UTOTOBOM aTTeCTALUU.



2. CTpyKTYypa AUCHHUILIMHBI

CTpyKkTypa IMCUMILJIMHBI 1JIS 04HOI opMbI 00yUeHMsI

OO0mas Tpy10EMKOCTh JUCIUIUIMHBI COCTABIISCT 2 3.€., 76 4., B TOM YUCJIe KOHTAKTHas paboTa
oOyuaroruxcs ¢ npenogasatenieM 40 4., camocrosTenbHas padoTta o0ydaromuxcs 36 d.

Ne n/m Bunsbi yueOHoii padoThI,
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3. Coaep:xaHue TUCHHUILIUHBI

Paznen 1. O0uue 0CHOBBI MepPeBOIYECKOil 1eATETbHOCTH.

[NousTre GYHKIMOHANBHOTO CTHIIS; ONpeeneHue (PYHKINOHAIBHOTO CTHIISI HCXOIHOTO TEKCTa;
OCHOBHBIE ITPUEMBI IIEPEBOJIA; OCHOBHBIE TPYJHOCTH MEPEBOJA: UINOMATUYECKIE BBIPAXKEHUS, PEATIIH,
JUTEpaTypHbIE U KyJIbTypHBIE ajutto3ud. CripaBoYHbIe MaTepuaibl. Bunsl cnoBapeil. OOmes3bIKOBbIE U
crieranbHble cnoBapy. KontekcTHel cnoBaps FO.AnpecsiHa. cipaBouHble n3ganus. CioBapu LUTAT,
COUYETaeMOCTH, IEPCOHATNI, HIMOMAaTHUECKUX BBIPAKEHUH, TMHIBOCTpaHoBequeckue. CioBapu
CHHOHHMOB pyccKoro si3bika. Kpatkas uctopus nepesoja. [lepconanuu. OTpaskeHue TUYHOCTH

MepeBOAYMKA B ICPECBO/JC.

Paznea I1. Kanp u ctuas B nepeBoje.

XyI0’KECTBEHHBII CTHIIb. BCEOXBATHOCTD KaK KIIOUEBasi 0COOEHHOCTh XYA0KECTBEHHOTO CTHJISL.
HeiitpanbHblii, BO3BBILICHHBIA U CHUKEHHBIA CTUIIH, CPEACTBA U3 BBIPAXKEHUS HA AHTJIUHCKOM SI3BIKE U
CHOCOO0BI IIepelaun Ha PyCCKOM. SI3BbIKOBBIE CII0XKHOCTH, BOSHUKAIOLIME IPU IIEPEBOIE XYy 10’KECTBEHHBIX
TEKCTOB: UIMOMBI, pa3rOBOpPHAs peyb, IPOCTOpeune, OpaHb, )KaprOHU3MBI, CII3HT, apro,
OKKa3MOHAJIN3MBI, HEOJIOTU3MBI, apXanu3Mbl, HCTOpU3MEL. IlepeBon naponuii. Pacxoxxaenue Mexay
BBIPA3UTEIbHBIMU CPEICTBAMH aHIIMHCKOTO M PYCCKOIO SI3bIKOB; HCIIONB30BaHue cypdurcanuu u
npeduKcanuy B pyCCKOM sI3bIKe [UIS IIepeladun 3MOLMOHANBHO-0LEHOYHbIX KaTeropuil. [lepegaua
JUAJIEKTHBIX (JOHETUIECKUX, MOP(OIOTHIECKUX U CEMAHTUIECKUX OCOOCHHOCTEH XY0KECTBEHHOTO

TEKCTa, COOUAIIbHBIX U PCTUOHAJIbHBIX TUAJICKTOB. HepeBoz[ ITO3THUYCCKUX TCKCTOB.

4. O0pa3oBaTejibHbIe TEXHOJIOTHU
Jlns maHHOW MUCHUIUIMHBI 00pa3oBaTelbHbIE TEXHOJOTMH MPEICTABICHBI JIEKIUSMHU,

CEMHUHapaMHU U CaMOCTOSITeNIbHOI paboToii cTyneHToB. Ha ceMuHapax mpoBOAUTCS 0OCyXKIeHUE
po0JIeM, TOJAHITHIX Ha JIEKIUSIX, OCMBICICHUE POYUTAHHBIX CTYIEHTaMH padOT U MaTEPHAJIOB,
pa3buparoTCsi BHITIOJIHEHHBIEC IOMa TPEHUPOBOYHBIE yNpaXXHEHUS U 3a1auyu. JKenaromiyue MoryT
JienaTh HeOOJBIITNE COOOIICHHS U MPE3EHTAIIMU Ha MPE/IJIOKEHHbBIE TTPET0/1aBaTeIeM TEMBI.

K paccmoTpennio u OOCYXIEHUIO TPUBJICKAETCS MaTepHall Ha TPAJAUIIMOHHBIX WU
JNEKTPOHHBIX HocuTensx. llpennaratorcs 3amaHust Ha TOMCK cBeneHuM B MHTepHere, ux
COTOCTABIIEHHE M OLEHKY (MHOrJa NEepeBOa € APYIHMX S3bIKOB). DTO IMOMOIaeT IOBBICUTH
WHTEPAKTUBHOCTh XK€ TAaKOW TPAJUIIMOHHOW (OPMBI MEJAarormyeckoil KOMMYHHKAIUH, Kak
JIEKIUA.

B mepuwon BpeMEHHOr0 MPUOCTAHOBICHUS TOCEIICHUS] OOYYAIOIIMMUCS TOMEIIEHUNH |
tepputopun PITY. nna opranmzamuu y4eOHOro mpoiecca ¢ MPUMEHEHHEM JJIEKTPOHHOTO
00y4eHUs] W JMCTAHIMOHHBIX O0pPa30BaTEIBHBIX TEXHOJIOTHMH MOTYT OBITh HCIOJIb30BAHbI
crenyromue o0pa3oBaTeNIbHBIE TEXHOIOTHH:

— BUJICO-JICKIIUH;

— OHJIAMH-JIEKI[UU B PEKUME PEATBHOTO BPEMEHU;

— DJIEKTPOHHBIC YUYCOHUKH, YIEOHBIC TOCOOUS, HAyUYHbIE U3AHUS B DJICKTPOHHOM BHUJE U
JOCTYT K HHBIM 3JIEKTPOHHBIM 00pa30BaTeIbHBIM PeCypcaM;



— CUCTCMBbI IJId 3JICKTPOHHOT'O TCCTUPOBAHUS;
— KOHCYJIbTallH C UCITIO0JIb30BAHUEM TCICKOMMYHUKAIIMOHHBIX CPEACTB.

5. OueHka IJIaHUPYEeMbIX pPe3yJbTATOB 00yUYeHHsI
5.1. Cucrema orieHUBaHUS
OueHka 3a CeMecCTp CKJIAAbIBACTCS U3 CIEAYIOUIUX COCTABJISIIONMX (MakCHMalbHas

cymma 100 6ansnos):

1) ouenku 3a nocemnieHre ceMuHapoB (Bcero 10 6aioB) U akTUBHYIO paboOTy Ha HUX (110
30 6amnoB) — uToro 3a paboty Ha cemuHapax 10 40 6amos;

2) OlleHKA 3a TEKYIIYI0 KOHTPOJIbHYIO padoty (1o 10 6asmioB);

3) oreHka 3a pa3paboTky mpoekra / moknana mo teme (10 20 6aios);

5) urorosast KOHTpoJsibHas padoTa (10 30 Gamios).

Jlnst  moyydeHWsT  BBICOKOH — OIIGHKH  CTYACHTY HEOOXOJMMO  CHUCTEMATHUYECKU
JEMOHCTPHUPOBATh YCTOWUYUBBIC PE3YIIbTATHI O0YUCHHS.

100-6anmnan TpaanunonHas mkaja kana ECTS
IKaJIa
95-100 A
OTJINYHO

83-94 B
68 — 82 XOPOIIIO 3a4TEHO C
56 — 67 D

YIIOBJIETBOPUTEIHHO

50 -55 E

21 -49 FX
HEY/I0BJIETBOPUTEIILHO HE 3a4TCHO
0-20 F

52KpI/ITepI/II/I BBICTABJICHHUA OLICHKH I10 I[I/ICI_[I/IHJ'H/IHCJ'

Banasl/ Ounenka no Kpurepun onieHkn pe3yibTaToB 00y4eHus 1o
Hlkana AUCUHHUILINHE AUCHUIINHE
ECTS

1 MoryT yTOUHATBLCA 1 AOMONMHATLCSA B COOTBETCTBUM CO CNELMMUKON ANCUUMIHBI, YCTAHOBMNEHHBLIX ()OPM KOHTPONS,
NPUMEHSIEMbIX TEXHOMOMIA OBYYEHNS U OLLEHUBAHWSI.



Banany/
HMIxana
ECTS

OneHka no
AMCUUILINHE

Kputepun oneHkn pe3y1bTaToB 00y4eHuUs 10
AUCHUILINHE

100-83/
AB

«OTIIMYHOY/
«3a4TEHO
(oTIIM4HO)»/
«3a4TEHOY

BricTaBnsiercst 00y4aromeMycsi, €I OH TITyO0KO U TPOYHO
YCBOMJI TCOPETUYCCKHUI U MPAKTUICCKUIT MaTepHal, MOXKET
MNPpOACMOHCTPHUPOBATH 3TO HA 3aHATUAX U B XO/C
MPOMEKYTOYHOM aTTECTAIINH.

OOyuyaronmiicss HICYSPIBIBAOIIE U JIOTHYECKH CTPOHHO
u3j1araeT yueOHbIi MaTepual, yMEeT YBSI3bIBATh TCOPHIO C
NPAKTHKOM, CIIPABJISICTCS C PELUICHUEM 3a/1a4
npodecCHOHAIBHON HAPABICHHOCTH BHICOKOTO YPOBHS
CJIO)KHOCTH, ITPABUIIBHO O60CHOBBIBaeT IIPUHATBIC
pelIeHus.

CB0OOHO OpHEHTHPYETCS B Y4eOHOU U
npodecCHOHaIBHOM JTUTEpaType.

OneHka 1o JUCLUIUIMHE BBICTABIISAIOTCS 00YJaroIEeMycs C
Y4ETOM PE3YNBTATOB TEKYIIEH U IPOMEKYTOYHOU
aTTECTALIUH.

Komnerenuuu, 3akperi€éHHple 3a JUCLHUIUIMHOM,
c(hOpMHUPOBAHbI HA YPOBHE — «BBICOKHII».

82-68/

«xXopouIoy/
«3a4TEHO
(xoporo)y»/
«3aUTEHO

BeicraBisiercs oOyyaromemycs, €cii OH 3HaeT
TEOPETUYECKUI U IIPAKTUYECKUNA MaTepuai, paMOTHO U 10
CYILLECTBY M3JIaracT €ro Ha 3aHATUSAX U B XOJ€
IIPOMEKYTOUYHOM aTTECTallMH, HE JOIYCKasl CYyIIECTBEHHBIX
HETOYHOCTEH.

OOyyaromuiicst MpaBUIbLHO IPUMEHSET TEOPETHUECKUE
MIOJIOXKEHUS IIPU PELICHUHN TPAKTUYECKUX 3a1a4
npodeccuoHaNIbHOM HANIPaBIEHHOCTH PA3HOTO YPOBHS
CJIO’KHOCTH, BJIaIe€T HEOOXOIUMBIMH IS STOTO HaBBIKAMH
Y IpUEMaAMHU.

JlocTaTo4HO XOpOILIO OPHUEHTUPYETCS B ydeOHOU U
npodeccuoHanbHOM TuTEpaType.

OreHka 1Mo JTUCHUIUIMHE BBICTABIISIOTCS 00YJarOIEeMycs C
Y4ETOM PE3YNbTATOB TEKYIIEH U IPOMEKYTOUHOU
aTTeCTaluu.

KomnereHnuuu, 3akpeniéHnble 3a JUMCUUTLUIAHOMN,
c(OpMHPOBAHBI HA YPOBHE — «XOPOIINI».




Banany/ OneHka no

Kputepun oneHkn pe3y1bTaToB 00y4eHuUs 10

Ixana AUCHHUILINHE AUCHHUILINHE
ECTS
67-50/ «YIOBIETBOPH- BricTaBisiercst 00y4aromeMycsi, €Clii OH 3HaeT Ha 0a30BOM
D,E TEJIbHOY/ YPOBHE TEOPETUUYECKUN U IIPAKTUYECKUN MaTepHal,
«3a4TEHO JIOITYCKAET OTAEIbHBIC OIMIMOKU MPHU €T0 U3JI0KESHUU Ha
(ynoBnerBopu- 3aHATHAX U B XOJI€ IPOMEKYTOUYHOM aTTECTALUH.
TEJIBHO)»/ OOyuarouuiicss UCIIBITHIBACT ONpPEACTIEHHbIEC 3aTPYAHEHUS B
«3a4TEHOY IIPUMEHEHNUN TEOPETUYECKUX TI0JI0KEHUH NIPU PELICHUU
NPAaKTUYECKHX 33/1a4 MPO(HeCCHOHATLHOW HAPABICHHOCTH
CTaHJapTHOI'O YPOBHS CIIO)KHOCTH, BJIAZICET
HEOOXOAUMBIMH JIJIS1 3TOTO OA30BBIMHU HABBIKAMU U
MpUEMAMHU.
JleMOHCTpHpYeT 10CTaTOYHBIA YPOBEHb 3HAHUS YUEOHOM
JUTEPATypBI 110 TUCLUILIMHE.
OrneHka 1o JUCIUILIMHE BBICTABISAIOTCA 00Y4arOIIEMYCS C
Y4ETOM PE3YIbTATOB TEKYIIEH U IPOMEKYTOUHOMU
aTTECTALIUU.
Komnerenuuu, 3akpeni€¢HHble 3a JUCIUILIINHON,
c(OopMUpPOBaHbI HA YPOBHE — «IOCTATOYHBINY.
49-0/ «HeyloBIeTBOpUTE | BricTaBnsercs o0ydaromemMycsi, €Ciiu OH He 3HaeT Ha
F.FX JTHHOY/ 0a30BOM ypOBHE TEOPETUUYECKUI U MPAKTUUECKUI
HE 3a4TEHO MaTepHal, JoIycKaeT Irpyoble OIMOKY IPU €ro U3JI0KEHUN

Ha 3aHATHUAX U B XOJ€ MPOMEXYTOYHOU aTTECTALMH.
OO0yuaromuiics CIBITHIBAET CEPbE3HBIC 3aTPYIHEHUS B
IIPUMEHEHNUN TEOPETUYECKHUX MOJI0KEHUN ITPU PEIICHUH
NPaKTUYECKHX 3a/1a4 MPO(heCCHOHAIbHONW HAPaBIEHHOCTH
CTaHJapPTHOTO YPOBHS CIIOKHOCTH, HE BJIAZCET
HEOOXOAMMBIMU JIJIs1 3TOTO HaBBIKAMU U MPUEMaMHU.
JlemoHcTpHpyeT pparMeHTapHble 3HaHUS yueOHOU
JUTEPATYpPBI 11O TUCLUIUIMHE.

OneHka 1o JUCLUIUIMHE BBICTABIISIOTCS 00YYarOMEMYCs C
y4E€TOM PE3YNbTATOB TEKYILEH U IIPOMEKYTOYHOU
aTTeCTalUN.

KomneTeHy Ha ypoBHE «IOCTaTOYHBINY, 3aKPETUIEHHBIE
3a JUCHUIUIMHOM, HE CPOPMUPOBAHBI.

5.3. OneHouHkIe cpecTBa (MaTepratbl) IS TEKYIIETO KOHTPOJIS YCIIEBAeMOCTH,
MIPOMEKYTOUYHOM aTTECTAIIMN O0YYAIOIIMXCS IO TUCITUTLINHE

Bonpocs! 1151 utorooro koutpoJsi (IK 2.2)

1. PaznuuHble MIKOJIBI U HAMPABJIEHUSI B TEOPUU MIEPEBOIA




2. [onsiTre (GyHKIIMOHATBHOTO CTHJIS, €0 3HAYNMOCTH JUIS IPAKTHKH epeBoa. [lonsaTre
JUTEpPaTYPHOTO s3bIKa B Poccun u B aHTIOroBOpsmux crpanax. OcoOEHHOCTH mepeBoaa
Xy10’KECTBEHHBIX TEKCTOB.

[TpuHIHUITE pabOTHI CO CIIPABOYHBIMHA MaTEpUATAMU
[TepeBoxa Oe33KBUBAICHTHON JICKCHKH

ITepeBoa OKKa3MOHAIM3MOB

[IepeBon HeonOTH3MOB

[lepeBon xaramMOypoB

ITepenaua peanuit
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[lepenava kynbTypHBIX aJTr03uii. Pabota ¢ riuraramu.

10. [lepenava pa3nMYHBIX KIMEH COOCTBCHHBIX.

Kpurepun oueHnBaHus AJsl MPOMEKYTOYHOM aTTECTALUN 00YYAOIIUXCS (BONPOCHI
K 3a4eTy)
—pe3yNbTaT, COACPKAIIUN MOJHBIN MPaBUIbHBIN OTBET, MOJTHOCTHI0 COOTBETCTBYIOIIUN
TpeboBanusm kpurepus — 85 — 100 %;
—pe3yNbTaT, CoAepKAIIUN HEMOIHBINH MPaBIIbHBIN OTBET (CTENEHb MOJHOTHI OTBETa — OoJee
75%) unu OTBET, COMEP KAl HE3HAUYNTEIbHBIE HETOUHOCTH, T.€. OTBET, UMEIOIIUIN
HE3HAYNTENIbHBIE OTCTYIUICHUS OT TpeOoBaHui Kputepus, — 75 — 84% OT MaKCHUMaIbHOTO
KOJIMYeCcTBa 0aJlioB;
—pe3yJbTaT, coAepKaIlUi HENOJHBIA TPaBIIIbHBIN OTBET (CTENEHb MOJHOTHI OTBETa — 10 75%)
WM OTBET, COJIEP KA HE3HAUUTEIbHbIE HETOYHOCTH, T.€. OTBET, HMEIOIINI He3HAYUTEIbHbIE
OTCTYyIUICHUs OT TpeboBanuil kpurepus — 60 -74 % OT MaKCUMAIBHOT'O KOJIMYECTBA 0aJlIOB;
—pe3yNbTaT, CoAepKAIIUN HEMOIHBIN MPaBIIbHBIN OTBET, COACPKAIINN 3HAUUTEIbHBIC
HETOYHOCTH, OLITUOKY (CTENEeHb MOTHOTHI 0TBeTa — MeHee 60%) — 10 60 % OT MaKCUMaIbHOTO
KOJIMYECTBA 0aJjIoB;
—HeNpaBUWIbHBIM OTBET (OTBET HE MO CYIIECTBY 33aJJaHUs) MJIM OTCYTCTBHE OTBETA, T.€. OTBET, HE
COOTBETCTBYIOIIHH IMOJHOCTHIO TpeOoBaHUAM KpuTepus, — 0 % oT MakCHMalIbHOTO KOJIMYECTBA
0asoB.

Oo6pa3ub! TexkcroB (IIK 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! I 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 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.
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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
MARMAVLADE', 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 I 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 I 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, | 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 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! | 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; | 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, I can creep
under the door; so either way I'll get into the garden, and I 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.

* * * * * * *

JIstouc Kappost. Aust B cTpane uyzaec



JIstouc Kappomnn. AHd B cTpaHe uynec
TepeBo ¢ aHrmiickoro Biamnvupa Habokosa
Lewis Carroll. Alice's Adventures in Wonderland

K Yuraremro.

OTa cKa3Ka U3BECTHA MAJIEHbKUM YHUTATENsIM BO BCEM
mupe. Ee aBTop - 3HaMEHUTHIM aHTJIMACKUNA MHCaTelNb
JIstonc Koppomn. Pacckas 06 Anuce nepeBen Ha pyCCKuit
361K Bmagumup HaOokoB u Anmca crana AHeil, 3axuna
HOBOH >KHM3HBIO.

JIstouc KOPPOJIJI. AHA B CTPAHE UYJIEC

nepeBoy ¢ anrauiickoro Bnagumupa HABOKOBA

I'nasa 1. HBIPOK B KPOJIMYbIO HOPKY

AHe CTaHOBWJIOCH CKYYHO CHJICTh 0€3 Jiejia PSIJIOM C CeCTPOr Ha
TpaBsTHOM CKaTe; pasa JjBa OHa 3arjsHyja B KHIDKKY, HO B HEl He
OBIJIO HU Pa3rOBOPOB, HU KapTHHOK. "UTO TPOKy B KHWXKKe 0e3
KapTUHOK U 0e3 pa3roBopoB?" - moaymaia AHsl.

Omna yyBCTBOBasIa ce0s IIIyIOW U COHHOW - TakOW ObUT KapKuid
JieHb. TOIFKO 9TO MPHUHSIIACH OHA PACCYXAATh PO ce0s, CTOUT N
BCTaTh, YTOOBI HAOpPATh POMAIIIEK U CBUTh M3 HUX IICTIb, KAK BIAPYT,
OTKy/la HH BO3bMHCH, podexan Mumo Hee benbiit Kponnk ¢ po3oBeiMu
ria3aMH.

B »TOM, KOHEYHO, HUYETO OCOOEHHO 3aMeYaTeIbHOIO HE OLUIO; HE
yauBHIach AHS U TOTJIa, KOraa ycibixayia, uyTo Kpomuk OGopmouer
cebe mox Hoc: "boxe Moii, boke MoH, s HaBepHsKa oro3zar0’.
(Tonpko mMOTOM, BCTIOMHUHAS, OHA 3aKIIFOYMIIA, YTO TOBOPSIIUI 3BEpEK
- TUKOBHMHA, HO B TO BPeMs €il MoYeMy-TO Ka3ajioch 3TO OYEHBb
ecrectBeHHBIM.) Koraa ke Kpomnk Tak-Taku W BHITAIIMI Yachl W3
SKUJIETHOTO KapMaHa U, B3IJISIHYB Ha HUX, OCTICIINI Jajbllie, Toraa
TOJIBKO Y AHU OJIECHYJIA MBIC)TB, YTO €l HHUKOTJa HE MPUXOIMIOCH
BHJIETh, YTOOBI y KPOJIMKA OBIIIM Yackl 1 KapMaH, KyJa Obl X COBaTh.
OHna BCKOYMIIA, CTOpasi OT JIFOOOMBITCTBA, MOOEKaaa 3a HUM dYepes
ToJIe ¥ KaK pa3 ycresa 3aMEeTHUTh, KaK IOPKHYJ OH B OOJIBIIYI0 HOPY
OJT IIUIIOBHUKOM.

AHS MTHOBEHHO HBIPHYJIA BCJIEH 32 HUM, HE 33 TyMbIBasiCh HaJl TEM,
KakK € yJacTcsl BBUIE3TH OIATh Ha CBeT boxuil.

Hopa criepsa nuta mpssMo B BHJI¢ TYHHEJS, a MTOTOM BHE3AITHO



obopBaiach BHU3 - TaK BHE3AITHO, YTO AHS HE yCIeNa W axHYTh,
KaK y’Ke CTOMMS Tajanga KyJda-To, CIIOBHO Iomajga B Oe3MOHHBIN
KOJIOZEII.

Ha, xonozet, T0MHKHO OBITh, OBUT OYEHB TIYOOK, MM JKe Majaia
OHA OYEHb MENJICHHO: Y Hee MO0 IYTH BIIOJIHE XBaTalO BpPEMEHHU
OCMOTPETHCS ¥ IOAYMATh O TOM, YTO MOJMKET ANbIIe CIYIHTHCS.
CriepBa OHa B3TJISIHYJIa BHH3, YTO0 Y3HaTh, YTO €€ OXHAAET, HO
riryonHa ObLTa OecTpocBeTHAs; TOT[la OHAa IMMOCMOTpENa Ha CTEHBI
KOJIOZIA ¥ 3aMETHIIA, YTO HA HUX MHOXKECTBO TIOJIOK U MTOJIOYEK; TYT
Y TaM BHCEJH Ha KPIOYKaxX reorpauueckue KapTel 1 KapTuHku. OHa
Majiaja BHU3 TaK IJIaBHO, YTO yCIlesla MUMOXOJOM JI0CTaTh C OJHOM
13 TIOJIOK OaHKy, Ha KOTOpoi 3Hadminock: "KinyOHM4HOE BapeHbe'.
Ho, x BenmukomMy ee coxxanenuto, 6aHka okaszanach myctoil. Eil He
XOTeNoch Opocath ee, u3 00sA3HM YOUTh KOTO-HHUOYOb BHHU3Y, H
MOTOMY OHA YXHTPHJIACh IOCTaBUTH €€ B OJUH W3 OTKPBITHIX
mKapIIKOB, MUMO KOTOPBIX OHA Iajana.

"OnHako, - mogymaina AHs, - TOCJI€ TAKOT'0 HCIBITAHUS MHE HHU
YyTOUYKH HE TIOKAKETCS CTPAITHBIM MOJIETETh KYBBIPKOM C JIECTHHIIHI!
Kak moma OynyTt nuButhes Moert xpadbpoctu! Uro nectanma! Ecou Obl
S JaXKe C KPBIIU IPOXHYJIACh, M Torja O s He MuKHy’na! DTo yKe,
KOHEYHO".

Buuz, BHU3, BHU3... Beuno nu Oynet manenue?

- Xorena ObI g 3HATh, CKOJIBKO BEPCT cAeTaa g 3a 3T0 BpeMs,

- CKa3aja OHa IPOMKO. - J[OJDKHO OBITh, S yKe NPHUOIMKAIOCh K
HEHTPY 3eMITH. DTO, 3HAYUT, OyJIeT MPHUOIM3UTENHHO IIEeCTh THICSY
Bepct. Jla, kaxercs, Tak... (AHA, BUANTE JIA, BEIy9rja HECKOJIBKO
TaKUX BEIEW B KJIACCHOW KOMHATE, U XOTA ceiiyac HE OUCeHb KCTaTH
OBLIO BBICKA3bIBATh CBOE 3HAHHE, BCE K€ TAKOTO pojia yIpaKHEHUE ei
Ka3aJ10Ch ITOJIC3HBIM. )

- ...Jla, kaxxercs, 3T0 BepHOE PacCTOSIHUE, HO BOIIPOC B TOM,

Ha KaKOW IMUPOTE WIH IOJITOTEe 51 HaX0Xych? (AHS HE WMena HU
MAaJICHIIeTo MPEICTaBICHNS, YTO TAKOE JIOJITOTa W IMUPOTa, HO el
HPABWJICS TBITITHBIN 3BYK 3TUX JIBYX CIIOB.)

HemHoro moross oHa onsTh MpUHAJIACH JyMaTh BCIYX:

- A BIpYT 5 IPOBANIOCH CKBO3h 3eMinto? Kak 3a0aBHO OyJleT BHIATH
Ha TOM CTOPOHE U OYYTUTHCS CPEIU JIFOAEH, XOIAIINX BHU3 TOJIOBOM!
AwnTHnaTad, kaxercs. (Ha aTor pa3 ona Obuta pajia, 4To HEKOMY
CIIBIIIATH €€: MOCIIEIHEE CIOBO KaK-TO HE COBCEM BEPHO 3BYHaJIo.)

- Ho MHe ipuneTcst cripocuTh y HUX Ha3BaHUE WX CTPaHbI. byapTe
JIOOpBI, CyAapbIHs, CKa3aTh MHE, Ky/ia s Momnana: B ABCTPaIHIO WX B
Hoeyto 3enanauto? (Tyr oHa mnompoOoBajia NPHCECTh - Ha
BO3yxe-To!) AX, 3a KaKyro Typodky npumyT MeHs! Her, mydmre He
CIIPAIINBaTh: MOXKET OBITh, S YBHKY ATO T/ie-HHOYIb HATIICAHHBIM.

Baus, BHU3, BHU3... OT Heuero jaenath AHS BCKOpE OISITh
3aroBopmia. "Cerojas BeuepoM J(uHa, BepHO, OyAeT ckydaTh 0e3
Mmens". (Jluna Obta komka.) "Haneroch, 4To BO BpeMs 4as He
3a0yIyT HAIKMTh €i MoJIoKa B Oimrote. [luHa, Muiiasi, ax, €Cid Obl ThI
ObLIa 37eCh, co MHOI! MEIIIEH B BO3AyXe, IMOXKAITYH, HET, HO 3aTO ThI
MorJja Obl MOMMATH JIETYYYyO MBITIE! J[a BOT €8T M KOIIKH JIETy4ruX
MeIrei? Eciam Het, modeM e oHM 110 KpbimaMm opoasat?" Tyt Aus crana
BIIJaTh B PEMOTY W TIPOJOJDKAIA TOBTOPSATH COHHO M CMYTHO:
"Komku Ha Kpbllie, JeTydne MO ... A TOTOM CJIOBa IMYTalIHCh U
BBIXOJIMJIO YTO-TO HECYpa3HOE: JIETYYUe KOIIKU, MBI Ha KpBIIIE...
Ona yyBCTBOBaja, 4TO OJOJIENl €€ COH, HO TOJBKO CTaJlO el
CHUTBCS, YTO T'YJISIET OHA ITOJ PyKy ¢ JIMHOM M O4YeHb HACTOWYMBO
crpamuBaeT y Hee: "Ckaxu MHe, J{MHa, mpaBay: ena JU Thl
KOTIa-HUOY/Ib JIETYINX MBITIEH?"... - KaK BAPYT...



byx! byx!

AHs oKa3anach CUAAIIEH Ha Kyde XBOPOCTa U CYXHX JIMCTHEB.
[Tanenne 6110 OKOHUeHO. OHA HUYYTh HE YIIUOJIAch W Cpazy xKe
Bckouwnia Ha HorH. [locMoTpena BBepX - TaMm ObLTO Bee TeMHO. [lepen
HE e ObUT APYToH JUTMHHBIN IPOXOA, U B TIIyOWHE €ro BUAHENACh
CIIMHA TOPOIUIMBO ceMeHsmero Kponuka. AHs, BUXpEM COPBAaBIIKCH,
KHMHYJach 32 HUIM M YCIIE€Jla YCNbIAaTh, KaK OH BOCKJIMKHYJ Ha
noBopote: "Ox, MOM YIIIKH U YCUKH, Kak Mo3AH0 cTaHoBuTcsA!" OHa
ObLa COBCEM OJIM3KO OT HEro, HO, 0OOTHYB YIOJI, TOTEPsIIa €ro H3
Buny. OdyTHiach OHa B HU3KOW 3ajie, OCBEMICHHOH PsIOM JaMmil,
BUCSIIMX HA MTOTOJIKE.

Boxkpyr Bceii 3ambpl OblIM MHOTOYMCIICHHBIE ABEPH, HO BCE
okaszanuch 3anepteiMu! U mocne Toro kak AHs IpoILIACh BAOJb OAHOM
CTOPOHBI Y BEPHYJIach BAOJb APYroi, Npolys KaKIyO IBEpb, OHA
BBIIIUIA HA CEpEeIMHY 3aJIbl, C TPYCTHIO CIIpammnBas ce0s, Kak ke el
BEIOpATHCS HAPYKY.

BresamHo oHa 3ameTHia epe co0oi CTOMMK Ha TpeX HOXKKaXx,
BECH CAEIAHHEIN U3 TOJICTOro cTekia. Ha mem Huuero He OBLIO,
KpOMe KpOIIEYHOT0 30JI0TOT0 KIIIOYHMKA, U MIEPBO MBICIBI0 AHH OBLJIO,
YTO KJIIOYUK 3TOT HOAXOOUT K OJHOW W3 ABEPEH, TOIBKO 4YTO
ucnpoOoBaHHBIX €t0. He TyT-T0 ObL10! 3aMKM OBLIIM CIIMIIIKOM BEJIHKH,
KIIFOYMK He oTrupasl. Ho, 00ois 3ary BO BTOpOil pa3, OHa Haluia
HU3KYI0 3aHaBECKY, KOTOPOH HE 3aMeTWIa paHblle, a 3a 3TOi
3aHaBECKOM OKa3zanach KpoueyHas aBepb. OHa BCyHysa 30J0TOH
KJTIOYHMK B 3aMOK - OH KaK pa3 moaxoau!

AHs 0TBOpHUJIa IBEPILY M YBUAENA, YTO OHA BEJET B Y3KUN IPOXO]
BEJIMYMHON C KPBICUHYIO HOpPKY. OHa BCTana Ha KOJICHH U, B3[JISIHYB B
rIyOMHY TpOXOJa, YBHIENA B KPYIJIOM TPOCBETE YroJOK
yyaecHeimero caga. Kak moTsHyso ee Tyaa u3 cyMpadHOil 3ai1bl, KaKk
3aX0TeJIOCh € TaM MOOPOIUTh MEKAY BBICOKMX HEXHBIX LIBETOB H
NPOXJIaJHBIX CBETIbIX (POHTAHOB! - HO W TOJOBHI OHAa HE MOTIJA
MIPOCYHYTH B JiBepb. "A eciu 6 u Morja", - moaymMaia OeaHas AHs,

- "To Bce paBHO 0e3 TuIeY aieKo He yiaenb. AX, Kak st Obl XOTena
OBITH B COCTOSIHMM CKJIaJbIBAaThCA, KaK oA30pHas TpyOa! Ecim Ob1 5
TOJIbKO 3HaJIa, KaK HayaTh, MHE, MOXaIyH, ynanoch Obl 3TO".
Buaute 1y, CIIydnIioch CTONBKO HEOOBIYAHOTO 32 TIOCIIe/IHEE BpeMs,
4yTO AHS YK€ Ka3aJoCh, UYTO HA CBETE OYCHb MaJlo JEHCTBUTEIHHO
HEBO3MOXKHBIX BEIIEH.

[locTosima oHa y ABepIIbl, MOTONTANACh, Jla U BEPHYJIACh K
CTOJIMKY, CMYTHO HaJesICh, YTO HAHJET Ha HEM KaKOH-HUOYIb APYroi
KJII0Y WJIM 110 KpailHel Mepe KHIDKKY NpaBWil Ui JIFOACH, >KeJarolux
CKJIaJIbIBAaThCS IO IPUMEPY TO/I30PHOM TPYOBI; Ha 3TOT pa3 OHa
yBHJIEJIA HA HEM CKJISIHOUKY (KOTOpPOM paHbllle, KOHEYHO, HE ObLIO, -
nogymana AHsi), 1 Ha OyMa)KHOM SIpJIBIYKE, IPUBSI3AHHOM K TOPJIBILIKY,
ObLIM HaIleUaTaHbl KPACHBO M KPYITHO jiBa ciosa: "BBITTEM MEHS",

Ouenp serko ckazate: "Breimeit mens", HO ymHas AHA He
cobupanachk aercTBoBaTh omnpomerynBo. "llocmorpro cnepsa', -
cKazalla oHa, - "ecTh JIn Ha Hek moMmeTka "saxa". OHa TOMHUJIA, YTO
YUTajla HEKOTOPhIE MUJIBIE PACCKA3UKH O JETSIX, KOTOPhIE MOKUPAIHIChH
JUKUMH 3BEPSMH, M C KOTOPBIMH CIIyYalIHCh BCSIKHE JIpyTue
HENPUATHOCTU - BCE TOJBKO MOTOMY, YTO OHHM HE CIyLIAIUCh
JIPY’KECKHX COBETOB M HE COOJIIO/IAIA CaMBIX TMPOCTBIX MPaBHI, Kak,
HampuMep: ecinu OyAems Jep’kKaTh CIHUIIKOM JOJTO KO4Yepry 3a
pacKaJeHHBIN TOKpacHa KOHUHUK, TO 00030OKEIIb PYKY; €CIH CIHIIKOM
rIyOOKO BOTKHEIIb B TAJiell HOX, TO MOXET TOWTH KpOBb; W,



HaKOHEII, €CJIM TJIOTHEIIh 13 OYTBIIOUKH, ITOMEUEHHOM "1, TO paHo
WM TTO3THO TIOYYBCTBYEIIh ce0sl HEBAXKHO.

Ho B manHOM citydae Ha CKIITHKE HUKAKOTO IPEIOCTEPEIKECHUS HE
OBLI0, M AHS pelIniIach UCIPoOOBaTh conepkumoe. M Tak kak OHO
BeCchMa €l MOHpaBMWIIOCH (ere Obl! 3TO OBLT KAaKOH-TO CMEIIaHHEII BKYC
BUIITHEBOTO TOPTa, CIMBOYHOTO MOPOXXEHOTO, aHaHaca, >KapeHOH
WHJICWKY, TAHYYCK U TOPSYUX T'PEHKOB C MAaclioM), TO CKJISTHKA
BCKOpE OKa3ajach ITycCTa........

- Bot crpanHoe 4yBCcTBO! - BOCKIMKHYa AHS. - [I0OKHO OBITh, 51
3aXJIONBIBAIOCh, KaK TEJIECKOII.

JleiicTBUTENBHO: OHA TETIePh ObLJIa HE BBIIIE IECATH TIOWMOB POCTY
Y BCS OHA MPOCHSLIA TIPU MBICJIY, YTO IPH TAKOH BEIMYMHE € JIETKO
MOJKHO MPOWTH B IBEPILY, BESAYIYIO B IUBHEIN can. Ho criepBa HYy»KHO
OBIJIO TOCMOTPETH, MIEPECTalIa IM OHAa YMEHBIIATHCSA: 3TOT BOIPOC
OYEeHB €€ BOTHOBAI. "Benb 3TO MOXET KOHYUTHCS TEM, UTO 51 BOBCE
MoracHy, Kak cBe4a, - ckasasna AHs. - Ha uro ke s torma Oymy
nmoxosa?". Y ona mompoboBaia BooOpa3uTh cebe, KaK BBITIISAAT
TUTaMsi, TIOCTIE TOTO, KaK 3a/yellb cBedy. Hukorma paHbiie oHa He
oOpainaia Ha 3T0O BHUMaHUSI.

Uepes HEKOTOpOE BpeMsl, yOSMBIIICH B TOM, YTO HUYErO OOJIbIle
C Hell He TIPOMCXO/IUT, OHA PEIINIa HE MEeIUIsl OTIIPaBUTHCS B Cal.
Ho, yBol! Korna 6ennas AHs mozonuia K IBEpH, OHAa CIOXBATHIIACH,
YTO 3a0bLTa B3SITh 30JI0TOW KJIFOYMK, a KOTJa IOIlia 33 HUM K
CTEKJISTHHOMY CTOJIUKY, TO OKa3aJ0Ch, YTO HET HUKAKOW BO3MOXKHOCTH
IO HETO JIOTSHYTHCS: OHA BUJIeNIa €r0 COBEPIIEHHO SICHO, CHU3Y,
CKBO3b CTEKJIO U MOMBITANACH JaXKE BCKApaOKaThCs BBEPX IO OJHOM
13 HOXCK, HO CIMIIKOM 6I)IJ'IO CKOJIB3KO; M YyCTaBmlasAd OT TIICTHBIX
TIOTIBITOK, OETHSDKKA CBEPHYJIAch B KITyOOYEK M 3aIliaKaa.

- Byner te6e miakath. YTo TOJIKY B clie3ax? - TOBOJBHO PE3KO
ckazasia AHst cebe camoii. - CoBeTyro Tebe TOTUaC JKe NePecTaTh.

CoBeTbl, KOTOpEIE OHa cede JaBaiia, OOBIYHO OBLTH BeChMa JT0OphIE,
XOTSI OHA PEJIKO clieaoBana uM. MHorma oHa OpaHmia ce0s Tak
CTPOT0, YTO CJIe3bl BBICTYIAIM Ha IJ1a3axX, a pa3, MOMHHUTCS, OHA
norpoOoBalia BEIPATh ce0s 3a YIIU 3a TO, YTO CILTYTOBANA, Hrpas
cama ¢ co0oif B kpoker. CTpaHHBI 3TOT PeOEHOK OUYEHBb IJFOOMI
MPEACTABIATh U3 ce0s IByX mroaeit. "Ho 3To Teneps HU Kk uemy", -
noaymana 6emHas Aus. - Begs ot MeHs octanock Tak Maio! Ha gto
sl TOXKYCB?.."

Tyt B3I €€ ynan Ha KaKyr-TO CTCKJISIHHYI KOpPOOOUKY,
JIeXKaIIY0 MOJ] CTOJIOM: OHA OTKpbLJIa €€ ¥ Halllla B HEM MaIlOCeHbKUM
MUPOKOK, HA KOTOPOM H3SIIIHBIA y30p H3IOMHHOK 00pa30Ball JBa CIIOBA:
"CBELUb MEHA!"

- Hy uto *xe, u cpem! - ckazana Aus. - U ecnu ot atoro s
BEIPACTy, TO MHE YIaCTCs JIOCTATh KIIOY;, €CJIM K€ 5 CTaHy elle
MEHBIIIe, TO CMOT'Y TIOJJIe3Th IO ABepb. Tak uinu uHave, 1 Oyny B
COCTOSIHMH BOWTH B cajl. byas uto Oyner!

Ona cwena Kycodek W crama crhpammBarh ceds: "B kakyro
CTOPOHY, B KaKyt0?" - ¥ IPH 3TOM JIaJIOHb MPIKAMaJIa K TEMEHH,
YTOOBI TOYYBCTBOBATh, 110 KAKOMY HAlPAaBJICHHUIO OyIET pacTH rojI0Ba;
OJIHAKO, K €€ BEJIMKOMY YAMBJICHHIO, HUYETO HE CIYYHJIOCH: OHA
ocTaBajach BCe TOTO € pocTa. Brpodem, Tak OOBIKHOBEHHO U
OBIBaeT, KOT/Ia elIb MUPOKOK, HO OHA TaK MPUBBIKJIA HA K&XKIOM IIary
XKJIATh OJHUX TOJBKO UYJEC, UTO KU3Hb YK€ Kazanach € TIynoil u
CKy‘IHOfI, Koraa BCE IIJI0O CBOUM ITOPAAKOM.

[ToaromMy oOHa MpUHSAIACH 32 MUPOKOK, M BCKOPE OH OBLI
YHHUUTOKCH. .viviviiiiiiiiiiiiiiin s



I''TABA TIEPBAZ,

B KOTOPO# AJiica 4yTh He MPOBAJTWIACH CKBO3b 3eMJII0

Adrica cuzienia co cTapiei cecTpoi Ha Oepery U Masiiach: 1eiaTh ei ObLTo
COBEpILEHHO HEYEero, a CUAECTh Oe3 Jeia, CaMH 3HaeTe, eNI0 HEelleTKoe; pa3-apyrou
OHa, IIPaBJa, CyHyJa HOC B KHUTY, KOTOPYIO CECTpa YnTalla, HO TaM HE OKa3aJloch
HU KapTUHOK, HU CTHIIKOB. "KoMy HY>XHBI KHIXKH 0€3 KapTHHOK.- FJTH XOTh CTHIIIKOB,
He moHumMaro!" - nymana Anuca.

C rops oHa Havaja NOAYMBIBaTh (IpaBia, celdac 3T0 Toxe OBbUIO JIENI0 He
U3 JIETKHX - OT Kapbl €€ COBCEM Pa3MOPHIIO), YTO, KOHEYHO, HETNIOXO OBI CIUIECTH
BEHOK M3 MaprapuToK, HO IUIOXO TO, YTO TOTAA HY>KHO ITOJHUMATHCS U UATH
cOOMpaTh 3TH MaprapuTKH, Kak BIpPYT... Kak BAPYT coBceM psoM MOSBHIICS OeIbIid
KPOIMK C pO30BBIMU Ia3KamMu!

Tyt, pazymeeTcs, emie He ObLTO HHYETO TAKOTO HEOOBIKHOBEHHOT0; AITMCA-TO
HE TaK YK YAUBUIACH, JaXKe KOTJa ycabixaia, uTo Kpomuk ckasan (a ckasai oH:
"Ati-aii-ait! S onmasgeiBaro!"). Keratu, motom, BcrioMuHas 000 BCeM 3TOM, OHa
pelmia, 9To BCce-Taki HEMHOXKO YAMBHUTHCS CTOMIIO, HO ceifuac ei Ka3aaoch, 9To
BCE UJIET KaK HaJo.

Ho xorna Kponuk gocTan u3 kuiaeTHOro kapMasa (1a-aa, umenHo!) HAChHI
(Hacrosmime!) U, eBa B3TIIIHYB HAa HUX, OTIPOMETHIO0 KHHYJIICS O€KaTh, TyT AJrca
TaK U NoJACKo4Ynia!

Eme Ow1! Benb 310 0611 IepBBIN Kposink B JKMIIETKE U TIPU Yacax, KaKoTro OHa
BCTPETHJIA 3a BCIO CBOIO JKHU3HB!

Cropas oT m00OTBITCTBA, OHA CO BCEX HOT TIOMYANIaCh BIOTOHKY 3a
Kponukom u, 4ecTHOE CIOBO, UyTh-UyTh €ro He JorHaal

Bo Bcskom ciydae, oHa mocrena Kak pa3 BOBpeMsl, YTOObI 3aMETUTh, KaK
Bbenwiit Kponuk ckpbuics B 00JIBIION HOpPE TIOJ] KOIOYEH H3TOPO/IBIO.

B 1y ke cekyHny Anuca He pa3gyMbIBas pUHYJach 32 HUM. A KOil 0 uem
Mo yMaTh €il He MemIasno Okl - Hy XOTh O TOM, KaK OHa BbIOepeTcsi 00paTHO!

Hopa cniepsa nima poBHO, Kak TOHHEINb, a IIOTOM Cpa3y OOphIBAJIaCh TaK
KpPYTO M HEOKUIAHHO, YTO AJIMCa aXHYTh HE YCIIeNa, KaK MoJieTeNa-moyieTena BHU3,
B KaKOW-TO O4YeHb, O4Y€Hb TyOOKHIA KOJIO/EII.

To nu xonojen ObLT IEHCTBUTENHLHO YK O4YEHb TITyOOKHIA, TO JIU JieTena
Anmca yk 0O4eHb He CIIelIa, HO TOJIbKO BCKOPE BBISICHUIIOCH, YTO TETIEPh Y Hee
BpPEMEHH BBOJIIO U JUIS TOTO, YTOOBI OCMOTPETHCS KPYTOM, M JUISI TOTO, YTOOBI
MOJyMaTh, YTO €€ JKJIET BIEePEaH.

[lepBBIM HeOM OHA, IOHSATHO, TIOTJISA/IENa BHU3 U TIOMBITATAach pa3o0parsk,

Ky/a OHa JIETHT, HO TaM OBLIO CIUIIKOM TEMHO; TOT/Ia OHA CTaJla pacCMaTpUBaTh
CTEHBI KOJIOAIIA ¥ 3aMETHJIa, YTO BMECTO CTEH IILJIM CIUIOINIb IIKA(BI U IKAQUUKH,
MIOJIOYKH U TOJIKH; KOe-TJe ObUIM pa3BelIaHbl KAPTUHKH U TeorpaduuecKue KapThl.

C onHolt U3 MoJIOK AJrca cyMena Ha JIETy CHATb OaHKy, Ha KOTOPOH
kpacoBaiach 3tukeTka: "AIIEJIbCUHOBOE BAPEHbBE". banka, yBsI, Obl1a mycTa, HO,
x0Ta Annca u Obljla CHIIFHO pa3oyapoBaHa, OHA, OMAcasCh YIIHONUTh KOTO-HUOY b, HE
Opocuia ee, a yXUTPUIIACh OMSAThH IOCTABUTh 0AaHKY Ha KaKyIO-TO MOJIKY.

- [a,- ckazana cebe Ammca,- BOT 3TO TOJIETeNa TaK mojeTena!l Yk Ternephb
s He 3aIuTavy, eciiv mojedy ¢ jgectHuip!! JJoma ckaxyT: BoT MonmogunHa! Moxer,
JlaKe C KPBIIU Ccliedy U He THKHY!

(borock, uTo TYT OHa ObLIa axe yepecdyp mnpasal)

U ona Bce nerena: BHU3, U BHU3, U BHU3! Heykenn 3To HUKOTAA HE
KOHYHUTCS?

- UutepecHo, CKOJIBKO 5 mpojeTena? - [poMKo ckazana Anuca.- HasepHoe,

s y’Ke TJie-Hu0y1p oKkoJo rieHTpa 3emin! Hy ma: Kak pa3 ThICAY IIECTh KHJIOMETPOB



WJIHA YTO-TO B 3TOM POJIE...

(Iemo B TOoM, uTO Anrica yke o0ydanach pa3HbBIM HayKaM M Kak pa3 HeJaBHO
MPOXOIMIIA YTO-TO B 3TOM POJE; XOTs ceifuac ObUT HE caMblii Ty4IIUHN CITydait
OJIECHYTh CBOMMHU MO3HAHUSIMH - BEJIb, K COXAJICHHUIO, HUKTO €€ He CITyIlas,- OHa
Bceraa ObUTa He TTPOYb IOTPAKTHKOBATHCS. )

- Hy na, paccrosiHue s onpenenuia NpaBUibHO,- IpOJoJDKana oHa.- Bot
TOJIBKO MHTEPECHO, Ha KaKMX K€ 5 TOTJla Mapajensax U MepuauaHax”?

(Kak Bugnre, Anrca mOHSATHS HE UMeINla O TOM, YTO TaKOe Mapalied U
MepHINaHbl,- €if MPOCTO HPAaBMUIIOCH IIPOU3HOCUTH TaKHe KPacHBbIE, ITMHHBIE CIOBA.)

HemHoro oTioxHyB, oHa CHOBa Hayana:

- A BIpyr s Oyny Tax JIeTeTh, JIETeTh U poJiedy BCIO 3eMIII0 HACKBO3b?

Bor 65110 OBI 310pOBO! BBIITE3Y - M BAPYT OKAXKYCh CPENIN ITHX... KOTOPbIE XO/IAT Ha
royioBax, BBepx Horamu! Kak oHu Ha3bIBalOTCSI? AHTH... AHTUISTKY, 4TO JIU?

Mei-mo ¢ samu, KoHeuHo, NPEeKPACHO 3HAeM, YMo mex, KMo Hcueem Ha
Opy2oll CMOpOHe 3eMHO20 Wapa, HA3bI8AIOM (80 BCAKOM ClLyyde, 8 CMAPUHY HA3bIBAIU)
AHMUNOOAMU.

(Ha stot pa3 Anuca B ayiie 00pagoBaiach, 4TO €€ HUKTO HE CIIBIIIUT: OHA
cama IO9yBCTBOBAJIa, YTO CIOBO KaKOE-TO HE COBCEM TaKoOe.)

- Tompko MHe, TIOXKaTY#l, TaM IPUAETCS CIPAIINBATE y TPOXOXKUX, Kya 5
nonana: "U3suHuUTE, TETA, 3T0 ABCcTpanus win Hosas 3enanaus"?

(BnoGaBok Anuca mombITanach eile BexIuBo npucects! [Ipencrarnsere? ,
Kunkcen B Bo3ayxe! Bl ObI cMoOTIIH, KakK BB JymMaeTe?)

- Ho Benp aTa TeTs Toraa mogyMaeT, 4To s [ypouKa, COBCEM HHYEro He
3nato! Het yx, nmy4me e Oyny cnpammBats. Cama npountaro! TaM Beib, HaBEpHO,
re- HuOyIb HaNFCaHO, KaKas 3TO CTpaHa.

W panpime - BHA3, BHU3 ¥ BHU3!

Tak kak HUKAKOTO APYTOTo 3aHATHS Y Hee He ObLT0, Alica BCKOPE OTSITh
3aroBOpHIIa cama ¢ COOO0H.

- lunaka Oynmer ceromHs Be4epoM ykacHO 000 MHe ckydaTs! ([nHoit 3Bam
ee KOIIKY.) X0Tb Obl OHU HE 3a0bUTH 1aTh €if MOJIOUKA BOBpeMs!.. Muas Most
JluHouka, xopoio Obl Tl ObLIA ceifuac co MHOM! MEIiiek TyT, IpaB/a, HABEPHOE, HET,
HO THI OBI JIOBMJIA JIeTy4nX MbItieid. He Bce i Tebe paBHO, kuca? ToIbKO BOT 5 HE
3HA0, KYIIAT KOMIKY JIETYYHMX MBIIIEK WIIH HeT?

U Tyt Anuca coBceM 3aapemana U TOJIBKO MOBTOPsIIa CKBO3b COH:

- CKyIIaeT KOIIKa JIETy4uyro MbIIKY? CKyIIaeT KOIIKa JETY4Iy0 MBIIIKY?

A WHOT/Ia y Hee TOoIy4alioch:

- CKyIIaeT MBIIIKA JIETY4IyI0 MOIIKY?

He Bce nu paBHO, 0 4yeM cripalrBaTh, €CJIU OTBETA BCE PABHO HE
MOJTyYHIIIb, TIpaBa’?

A TIOTOM OHa 3acHyJIa MO-HACTOSIIEMY, U €H YK€ CTalo CHUTHCA, 4TO OHA
ryisiet ¢ JInHKO# oA pyyKy ¥ HU € TOTO HHU C CET0 CTPOro ropopur eii: "Hy-ka,
JuHa, npu3HaBaics: Thl XOTh pa3 ejia JICTy4YuX Mblimen?"

Kak Bapyr - Tpax! 6ax! - oHa nmenHynach Ha Ky4y XBOPOCTa M CYXUX
nmucTheB. Ha ueM moser u 3aKkoHYMIICs.

Anuca HY KanenbKy He ynnbiach; OHAa MOMEHTAIFHO BCKOYHIIA HA HOTH U
OCMOTpeJach: NEPBHIM JI€JIOM OHa B3TJISHYJIa HABEPX, HO TaM ObUTO COBEPIIECHHO
TEMHO; 3aTO BIIEPEAHN CHOBA 0Ka3aJOCh HEUTO BPO/Ie TOHHENS, U I/Ie-TO TaM BJIAJIH
MenbkHyJa purypa bemoro Kponnka, KoTOpbIii yiemneTsBal BO BECh AyX.

He tepss Bpemenu, Anuca 6pocunack B moroxio. OnsiTh Ka3ajaock, YTO OHa
BOT- BOT JJOTOHHUT €T0, U OIATH OHA yCIIea yCIbImaTh, Kak Kponuk, cBopaunBast 3a
YTOJI, B3JIBIXAET:

- Ax BBl ymku-ycuku Mou! Kak s onasneiBaro! boxe moii!

Ho, yB#I, 3a moBopoToM benbrit Kponuk Oeccreqno ucues, a cama Anmca
OYyTHJIACh B OYE€Hb CTPAHHOM MECTE.

3710 OBIJIO HU3KOE, [UTMHHOE ITO/I3EMENBE; CBOJBI €T0 Cl1a00 OCBEIIATNCH
psnamu Bucsuux jamil. [IpaBaa, mo Bcel AJMHE CTEH UM ABEPH, HO, K OOJIBIIOMY
CO’KaJICHHIO, BCE OHU OKa3aJIMCh 3alepThl. Arca JOBOJIBFHO CKOPO YIOCTOBEPHIIACH B



3TOM, JBaXK/bI 00015 BCe MO3EMENIbE U 10 HECKOJIBKY Pa3 MoJepraB KaX Iyl JBepb.
Ona yHBUIO pacxaxuBajia B3aJ U BIEpea, IbITasICh IPUIyMaTh, KaK eil oTcroaa
BBIOPATHCSI, KaK BAPYT HATKHYNACh Ha MaJICHbKHI CTEKIISTHHBIH CTOJMK, Ha KOTOPOM
JIeXkKaJl KPOXOTHBIN 30JI0TON KIIFOUHUK.

Adnrica odeHb 00pajoBaIach: OHa MOAyMala, 9TO 3TO KIF0Y OT KaKOH-HUOY b
u3 asepeit. Ho yBe1! MoseT ObITh, 3aMKH OBIITH CIUIIKOM OOJIBIIHE, a MOXKET OBITH,
KIIIOUMK OBUT CITUITKOM MaJICHBKHI, TONBKO OH HUKAK HE XOTeJ OTKPHIBATH HU OJJHOMH
nsepu. OHa 10OPOCOBECTHO IPOBEPsUIA OAHY ABEPh 3a IPYrol, U TyT-TO OHA
BIIEPBBIE 3aMETHJIa IITOPY, CITyCKABIIYIOCS 10 CaMOTr0 10714, a 3a Hell...

3a Heil ObuTa MaJleHbKas ABepIia - CAHTUMETPOB TPUALIATH BEICOTOH. Annca
BCTaBUJIA 30JI0TOW KIIIOYMK B 3aMOYHYIO CKBKUHY - U, O PaJIOCTh, OH KaK pa3
nopgomuren!

Anuca oTBOpHIIa ABEPILY: TaM ObLT BXOJ B Y3€HBKHI KOPUAOP, UyTh MOLIKNPE
KpbIcHHOTO Ja3a. OHa BCTalla Ha KOJIEHKH, 3arIsiHyJIa B OTBEPCTHE - U aXHYJIa!
KOPUAOP BBIXOAMJI B TAKOW UyJICCHBIH Cajl, KAKUX Bbl, MOXKET OBbITh, U HE BUABIBAJIH.

IIpencraBnsiere, Kak eif 3aX0TENIOCh BBIOPATHCSA U3 3TOT0 MPAaYHOro MoJ3e-

MeJIbsl Ha BOJIIO, ITOTYJISTH CPEAH NPOXJIaAHBIX (OHTAHOB U KIIyMO C IPKUMH [[BETaMu?!
Ho B y3kwii 1a3 He mporia 061 1axe ogHa AnrcrHa roiosa. "A eciu OBl ¥ IpOIILIA,-
nogymaina OemHsKKa,- TO’KE XOPOLIETo Majlo: BEIb T0JI0BA AOJDKHA OBITh Ha rievax!
[Mouyemy s Takast 6onbast U HeckagHast! BoT eciu ObI st ymena BCsl CKIIIbIBAThCS,

KaK MoJ30pHas TpyOa iy, elle Jydille, Kak Beep,- Torna Osl apyroe neno! Hayunn

OBI MEHS KTO-HHOYIb, 51 ObI CJIOXKHUIIACH - ¥ BCE B MOpsiake!"

(Bynp BBl Ha MecTe ANHKCHI, BBl ObI, TOXKATYH, TOXKE PELIIIIH, YTO ceifuac
HUYETO HEBO3MOXKHOIO HET!)

Tak nnu nHAYe, CHAETH IIepe T 3aBETHOM ABEpIIeH ObLTO COBEPIICHHO
OecronesHo, 1 Anuca BEpHYJach K CTEKITHHOMY CTOJIMKY, CMyTHO HaJEesCh, 4TO,
MOJKET OBITh, TaM BCE-TaKU HAWJCTCS IPYTroOH KIIIOY WK, Ha XyJOH KOHEIl, KHUXKKa:
"YUUCH CKIIAABIBATBCSH!" Hu Toro, HU Apyroro oHa, paBja, He HaIIUIa, 3aTO
oOHapyXuia XOpoIIeHbKUH my3bIpek ("'Pydaroch, 94To paHbIle ero TyT He ObLI0",-
nogymaina AJmca, K TOPJIBIIIKY KOTOPOro ObUT MpUBsi3aH OyMa)kKHBIH SPIBIK (KaKk Ha
OYTBUIOUKE C JIEKAPCTBOM), @ HA HEM OOJBIIMMH OyKBaMH OBIJIO Y€TKO Harle4aTaHo:
"BBIIE MEHS!"

KoneuHo, BBIMISIIENI0 3TO OYE€HBb 3aMaHYMBO, HO Asnca Oblia yMHast JeBOUKa
W HE CTlelnyia OTKIMKHYThCS Ha JIF00E3HOE MPUTTIAIlIeHHE.

- Her,- cka3ana oHa,- 1 cHa4yasia MOCMOTPIO, HanucaHo TyT "An!" unu
HeT.

Omna HeapoM IepeunTaia MHOXKECTBO OYUUTENbHBIX PACcCKa30B MPo JIeTel, ¢
KOTOPBIMH CITy4YaJTUCh Pa3HbIe HEMPHUSITHOCTH - O€HbIe KPOIIKH U MOTH0aH B INIAMEHH,
Y JI0OCTaBAJINCh HAa ChEIEHHE AUKUM 3BEPSM,- U BCE TOJIBKO IIOTOMY, YTO OHU
3a0bIBANIN (MJIH HE XOTEIM MOMHUTB!) COBETHI CTAPIINX. A Be/b, KAXKETCSI, TaK
MIPOCTO 3aIIOMHUTH, YTO, HAIIPUMED, PACKAJICHHOHN TOKpacHa KOUeproi MOKHO
o0xeubcs, eciu OyAemb JepKaTh ee B pyKax ciaumKoM aouro; uro eciu OYEHD
riry0OOKO Tope3aTh Majeln HOXKOM, U3 3TOro Najiblia, KaK IpaBuilo, OHAET KPOBb, U
TaK Jajee ¥ TOMy 1moJo0Hoe.

U yx Annca-To OTIMYHO IIOMHMJIA, YTO €CIIU BBIIBEIIb CIIMIIKOM MHOTO U3
OyTBUIKH, Ha KOTOPOM HApUCOBaHBI Yepen U KOCTH U Hanucano "Sa!", To mourn
HaBepHsKa TeOe He MO3I0POBUTCA (TO €CTh COCTOSHUE TBOETO 370POBhS MOXKET
YXYAIIUTHCS).

OnHako Ha 3ToH OyThUIOUKE HE OBIJIO HH Yeperna, HA KOCTeH, HU HaJlliuCH
"SAn!", m Anuca puckHyIa MonpoOoBaTh €€ COAEPKUMOE.

A Tak KaKk OHO OKa3aJI0Ch HEOOBIKHOBEHHO BKYCHBIM (Ha BKYC - TOYb-B-TOYb
CMecCh BUIIIHEBOT'O IIUPOra, OMJIETa, aHaHACa, )KaPEHOW MHIIOMIKH, TAHYYKH U TOPTINX
TPEHKOB C MacjoM), OHa cama He 3aMETHJIa, KaK ITy3bIPEK OIyCTell.

- Oif, 9TO e 3TO CO MHOH Aenaercs! - ckazana Anmca.- S, HaBepHOe, 1
mpaBja CKJIaIbIBAl0Ch, KaK M0A30pHas Tpyoa!

CrnopuTh ¢ 3TUM OBUIO TPYIHO: K 3TOMY BPEMEHHU B HEH OCTaJIOCh BCETO
JIUIIb YeTBEPTh METpa. Ajnca Tak M cusia OT paJoCTH, YBEpEeHHAs, YTO OHA TeTeph



CBOOOJTHO MOYKET BRIMTH B UyIeCHBIHN caa. Ho Bce-Taku oHa pemmmiia Ha BCAKHHA CiTydai
HEMHOTO TIOJIOKIAaTh U yOSTUTRCS, UTO OHA Y)Ke IepecTalia yMEHBIaThCsl B pocTe. "A
TO BAPYT 51 OyAy enaThCsl BCe MEHBIIIE, MEHBIIIE, KAK CBEYKa, a IOTOM COBCEM
ucuesny! - He 6e3 TpeBOrW moaymasa oHa.- Bot Obl mornsaeTsb, Ha 4To 51 Oymy

TOrAa moxoxa'.

U ona nomneitanace BOOOPa3uTh, HAa YTO IOXOKE IJIaMs CBEYH, KOTJa CBEYa
roracna, Ho 3TO €il He yJaJloCh,- Be/lb, K CYACThIO, €11 3TOr0 HUKOTa He
HIPUXOANUIOCH BUJETb...

IlopoxnaB HeMHOIO ¥ yOEAMBIINCE, YTO BCE OCTAETCS MO-IIPEXHEMY, Aluca
noOesxana ObIIO B cajj; HO - Takas He3agada! - y caMoro BbIXO/1a OHA BCIIOMHUIIA,
YTO OCTaBWJIA 30JI0TON KIIIOYHMK Ha CTOJIE, 8 IOAOEKAB OMSTh K CTOJIHKY,
o0OHapy»Xuia, 4YTo TeHeph el HUKAK 70 KI04Ya He JOTAHYThCS.

U rnaBHOE, ero OBUIO TaK XOPOLIO BUIHO CKBO3b CTEKIIO!

Ona nomnpo6oBana BiIE3Th HA CTOJ 110 HOKKE, HO HOKKHU OBIITH TOXKe
CTEKJISIHHBIE U Y’KAaCHO CKOJIb3KHE, U KaK AJlica HU CTapajlach, OHAa BHOBb U BHOBb
Che3Kasla Ha I0JI U, HAKOHEL], HACTapaBLINCh M HAChE3XKABIIICH 10 N3HEMOXKCHHS,
OeITHsKKa celia MPsIMO Ha TI0JT M 3arlaKana.

- Hy Bor, emre wero He xBaTaino! - cka3ana Anmca cebe JOBOJIBHO
ctporo.- Cine3amu ropro He momoxeb! CoBeTyto Tebe mepecTarh CHI0 MUHYTY!

Anuca BooOIIe Bcer/ia gaBana cede MPeBOCXOJHBIE COBETHI (XOTS CIIyIIanach
UX JaJIeKO-JIaIeKO He BCET/Ia); MHOT/IA OHA 3aKaThiBaja ce0e Takue BHITOBOPHI, YTO
eJie MOrjia yepKaThes OT cjie3; a Kak-TO pa3 OHa, IOMHHUTCS, Jake TonpodoBaa
BBIIPATh ce0sl 3a YN 3a TO, YTO CXKYJIbHUYAJA, UTPast caMa C COO0H B KPOKeT. DTa
BBIIYMIIIMIIA YKACHO JIFOOWIIA TOHAPOIIKY OBITh ABYMS Pa3HBIMU JIFOJIbMU Cpa3y!

"A ceifdac 3TO HE TOMOXET,- TogyMana OeqHas Afica,- 1a U He
nonyuurcst! Y3 MeHsl Tenepb U OIHON NpUINYHON AeBOUYKH He BeIAAET!" TyT oHa
3aMeTHUJIa, YTO MO/ CTOJIOM JIEKUT JIAPYHUK, TOXKE CTEKIISTHHBIN. AjKca OTKpbLIa ero -
Y TaM OKa3ajcs MHUPOKOK, Ha KOTOPOM M3IOMHUHKaMH ObllIa BBUIOJKEHA KpacuBast
Haanuce: "CbEIIb MEHA!"

- Hy u nanmHo, chem,- cka3ana Anwca.- Eciu s oT Hero crany mo0oJibIiie,
sl CMOTY JIOCTaTh KJIIOY, a €CJIM CTaHy ellle MeHbIIIe, IIPoJie3y oA ABepb. byap 4to
Oyzer - B caj s Bce paBHO 3a0epych! bonbiie wnn menbmie? bombire mim Merbpie? -
032004EHHO MMOBTOPsIa OHA, OTKYCHB KyCOYEK ITUPO’KKA, U Ja)e MOJI0Xuia cede pyKy
Ha MaKylIKy, ‘ITO6I)I CJICIUTH 3a CBOMMU NIPECBPAIICHUAMMU.

Kak e oHa yauBHiIack, KOrua 0Kazaioch, 4TO €€ pa3Mephl He W3MEHHIINCH!

Boo6me-To 00bI4HO Tak U OBIBAaET € TEM, KTO €CTh MUPOXKKH, HO AJca TaKk
YK€ IMMPUBLIKJIA XXIaTh OJHHUX TOJIbKO CIOPIIPU30B U YYJCC, UTO OHA JaKE€ HEMHOXKKO
paccTpouiach - oYeMy 3TO BAPYT OIATH BCE MOILIO, KaK 00BIYHO!

C rops OHa MPUHSIACH 32 MUPOXKOK U JOBOJBHO CKOPO ITOKOHYMIIA C HUM.

Inasa |. BHU3 110 KPOJIMYbEM HOPE

Annce HaCKy4WJIO CHJETh C cecTpoi Oe3 jiena Ha Oepery peKw;
Pa3oK-ApYroH OHa 3arisiHyja B KHHXKKY, KOTOPYIO YUTajla cecTpa, HO
TaM He ObUIO0 HU KapTUHOK, HU Pa3rOBOPOB.

-- UTo TONKY B KHIDKKE, -- IOJymMasa AJica, -- €ClId B Heil HeT
HU KapTUHOK, HA Pa3roBOPOB?

Ona cuzena W pasMbIIUIsUIA, HE BCTATh JH € U HE HAapBaTh JIH
[[BETOB JIUIsl BEHKA; MBICIH €€ TEKJIM MEJIJICHHO U HECBSI3HO -- OT JKaphl
ee KJIOHWIO B coH. KoHewHo, crijiecTr BEHOK OBII0 OB OUeHB MPHUSTHO,
HO CTOMT JIM PAJH 3TOTO MOJBIMATHCA?

Brpyr mumo npobexan KpoJIMK ¢ KpaCHBIMU TJIa3aMu.

KoHeuHo, HUYero yaMBUTENHHOTO B 3TOM He Obuio. [IpaBna,
Kponmk Ha 6ery roBopui:

-- Ax, 60ske moit! S onasnapiBaro.

Ho w310 He mokazanoce Annce oco0eHHO cTpaHHBIM. (BecmomuHas



00 3TOM TO3Ke, OHA IMOayMajia, 9TO € CJIeIoBajgo OBl yIUBHUTHCS,
OJIHAKO B TOT MHT BCE Ka3ajJoCh €H BIIOJHE €CTECTBEHHBIM). Ho,
korga Kposiuk Bapyr BeIHYIJ Yackl U3 )KUIIETHOTO KapMaHa U, B3TJISTHYB
Ha HUX, NOMYaJcs jAajiblie, Anrca Bckoumia Ha Horu. Ee TyT
OCEHWJIO: BElb HUKOT/Ia paHbIlIE OHA HE BUJEA KPOJIUKa C 4acaMH, J1a
eIIe ¢ )KMIIETHBIM KapMaHoM B Tipuaady! Cropast oT JIFOOOMBITCTBA, OHA
no0esxaa 3a HAM TI0 TIOJTI0 M TOJBKO-TOJIBKO yCIIea 3aMETHTh, YTO OH
IOPKHYJI B HOPY I10J U3TOPOJIBIO.

B TtoT xe Mur Annca IOpKHYyJa 32 HUM CIEI0OM, HE JyMasl O TOM,
KaK K¢ OHa Oy/IeT BEIOUPAThCs 0OPaTHO.

Hopa chnauana nuia npsMo, poBHasI, Kak TyYHHEINb, & TOTOM BJPYT
KpyTo oOpriBanack BHU3. He ycnena Amnuca u ri1a30M MOPTHYTh, KaKk
OHa HayaJa najaTth, CJIOBHO B IIIyOOKHU Koloael.

To nu xonozaen OblT OYeHb ITyOOK, TO JU Majana OHa OYEHb
MEJIEHHO, TOJIbKO BPEMEHH y Hee ObIJIO 0CTaTOYHO, YTOOBI IPUITH B
ce0sl ¥ o TyMaTh, 94To ke OyaeT nanpire. CHavyala OHa IOMBITAIACh
pasTisiieTh, YTO JKIET €€ BHU3Y, HO TaM ObLJIO TEMHO, M OHA HUYETO
He yBHena. Toraa oHa NpUHSAIACE CMOTPETh MO CTOpoHaM. CTeHbI
KoJlofa ObUIM yCTaBJeHBl IIKadaMH M KHIDKHBIMH ITOJIKAMU; KOE-T/Ie
BUCEITU Ha TBO3IMKAX KAPTHUHBI M KapTel. [lponeras MuMo OAHOH U3
MOJIOK, OHA MPHUXBaTWiIa ¢ Hee OaHKy ¢ BapeHbeM. Ha OaHke HamucaHO
" AIIEJIbCMHOBOE", HO yBBHI! OHa OKa3anack mycToil. Anuca modosiach
OpocuTh OaHKY BHHU3 -- Kak Obl He yOUTB KOoro-HuOyap! Ha nety ona
YMYAPHUIACh 3aCyHYTh €€ B KaKOH-TO mKad.

-- Bor 3710 ynana, tak ynanal--nomymana Amuca.--YHacte C
JIECTHHULBI TENepb Al MEHS Iapa IyCTSIKOB. A HAIlW PeIiaT, YTo s
yKacHo cMednast. J{a cBaimch sl XOTh ¢ KPBIIIH, s OBl M TO HEe THKHYJIA.

BrioaHe BO3MOXKHO, YTO TaK OHO M OBLIO OB

A ona Bce manana u nagana. Heyxenn stomy He Oyner KoHma?

-- lnTepecHo, CKOJIBKO MUJIb S YK€ TpoJieTena? -- ckazaja
Anmca BeayX. -- 51, BepHO, IpUOIMIKAIOCH K IIEHTPY 3eMutn. [laiiTe-ka
BCIIOMHHTb... ITO KQKETCSI, OKOJIO YETHIPEX THICSY MUJIb BHHU3.

Bugynus nu, Anuca Bbly4unia KOe-4To B 3TOM poJie Ha YpPOKax B
KJIACCHOM, M, XOTh ceiiyac OBII HE CaMBIM MOAXOMSIIMH MOMEHT
JE€MOHCTPUPOBATH CBOM MO3HAHMS -- HUKTO BEJb €€ HE CIbIIIAN, --
OHa HE MOTJIa YAEP)KaThCAL.

-- Jla Tak, BEpHO, OHO U €CTb, -- MpoaoIKana Anuca. -- Ho
WHTEPECHO, Ha KaKOM e s TOTJja IIUPOTE U JI0JITOTE?

Ckazatp 10 npaBJie, OHA OHSITHS HE UMeNla O TOM, YTO TaKoe
HIMPOTa U JIOJT0Ta, HO €l O4eHb HPaBHIIKCh 3TH clioBa. OHU 3BYYaJH
TaK BaXKHO U BHYIIUTEIHHO!

ITomonuaB, OHa Ha4aj1a CHOBA!

-- A He TIpoJiedy JIH s BCIO 3eMITI0 HacKBO3bk? BoT Oyzer cMeriHo!
Brinesato -- a moau BHU3 royioBoit! Kak ux Tam 30ByT?.. AHTHUNATHU,
KaXeTcs...

B riyOune aymm oHa nmopazsoBaiach, 4TO B 3TOT MUT €€ HUKTO HE
CJIBIIIUT, TIOTOMY YTO CJIOBO 3TO 3BY4YallO KaK-TO HE TaK.

-- [IpuneTcs MHE y HHUX CIIPOCHTH, KaK Ha3bIBa€TCS UX CTPaHA.
“llpocture, cynapsins, rae 1?7 B Ascrpammun win B Hosoit
3enanann?"

U ona mompo6oBaia cuenaTs peBepanc. Mokenrsb cede MpeacTaBuTh
peBepaHc B BO3AyXxe Bo Bpewms naaeHus? Kak, mo-rBoemy, TeGe Obl
YAAIIOCh €ro CAeNaTh?

-- A oHa, KOHEYHO, ITOYMAET, UTO 5 CTpamHas HeBexzaa! Her,

He Oyay HUKOTO cipamuBarh! MoxeT, yBIXKy T/ie-HUOyIb HAAIHCH!

A oHa Bce majana u najgaia. Jlenats Heuero--nomonauas, Asuca
CHOBA 3arOBOpPHJIA.



-- luna OyaeT MeHsI CETONHS BeCh Beuep UCKaTh. Eif 06e3 MeHs
TaK CKy4HO!

JMHOM 3Bajv UX KOLIKY.

-- Hageroch, oHu He 3a0yAyT B MOJIHUK HAJUTh € MOJIOYKA...

Ax, Jlunaa, MuyIas, Kak ajib, 9To Te0s1 co MHOH HeT. [IpaBma, MBITIeK
B BO3IyX€ HET, HO 3aTO MOILIEK XOTb 0T0aBisii! MIHTEpecHo, enst nu
KOIIKHA MOIIICK?

Tyt Annca mouyBcTBOBaIa, 4TO I1a3a y Hee cimmatorcsa. OHa
COHHO OOpMOTaJIa:

-- Ensr nu xomrku mMomek? EQsT au KOMWKK MoIiek?

WNHorna y Hee NoJry4aiocs:

-- Engar nu Mok xomex?

Anuca He 3Haja OTBETA HU Ha MEPBBINA, HU HAa BTOPOH BONpPOC, U
MOTOMY €H OBIJIO BCe PaBHO, KaK UX HH 3a7aTh. OHa MOYYBCTBOBAJIA,
4yTO 3achimaeT. Eil yxke cHHoCh, 4To OHa uaeT 00 pyky ¢ JuHoi u
03a004YCHHO CIPAIINBACT €€:

-- [lpusnaiics, JluHa, Thl KOT/1a-HUOY b €J1a MOIIEK?

TyT paznancs cTpalHblid TpecK. Annca ynana Ha Kydy BaJeKHHKa
U CYXUX JINCTHEB.

OnHa HUYYTh He yIHOIack 1 OBICTPO BCKOYMIIA HA HOTU. B3rmisHyna
HaBepX -- TaM ObuT0 TeMHO. [lepen Hell THyICs APYToit KOpUaop, a B
KoHIe ero MenbkHyn bensiit Kponnk. Henmb3st 0110 TEpsATh HI MUHYTHI,
u Anuca noMmyanach 3a HUM cieqoM. OHa cipliiana, Kak ucdesas 3a
noBopotoMm, Kposuk npousHec:

-- Ax, mou ycuku! Ax, mou ymku! Kak s oma3neiBaro!

IToBepHyB 3a yroi, Anuca okujana TyT ke yBuneTb Kponuka, HO
ero Hurje He Obl10. A OHAa OYYTHIIACh B JUTMHHOM HH3KOM 3aje,
OCBEILIEHHOM PSIIOM JIaMIl, CBUCABIIMX C ITOTOJKA.

Bepeii B 3ame ObLTO MHOXKECTBO, HO BCE OKA3aIIUCh 3aIIEPTHI.
Anmnca monpoOoBana OTKPBITh UX -- CHa4Yalla ¢ OJHOH CTOPOHBI, MTOTOM
C JIpyroi, HO, yOeIMBIINCh, YTO HU OJIHA HE MOJJaeTCsl, OHA MPOIIyia
10 3aI1y, C TPYCThIO cooOpaxasi, Kak €il 0TCIoia BEIOPAThCSL.

Brpyr oHa yBuzena CTEKJISTHHBIA CTOJNMK Ha Tpex HoxkKax. Ha Hem
He OBUIO HUYEro, KpOMe KPOIIEYHOTO 30J0TOro KIFoYMKa. Aumca
pernia, 94To 3TO K04 OT OAHOW U3 1Bepel, HO yBbI! -- TO Jn
3aMOYHBIE CKBaXHHBI OBUTM CIIMIIKOM BEJIHMKH, TO JIM KJIIOUYHK CIIUIIKOM
MaJl, TOJIbKO OH HE IMOJIOIIEN HU K OJJHOW, KaKk OHa HHU CTapajach.
[Ipoiinace mo 3aly BO BTOpOW pa3, Ajuca yBHJENa 3aHABECKY,
KOTOPYIO HE 3aMeTWIa paHbllle, a 32 Hell OKa3aiach MaleHbKas JIBepLa
JIOWMOB B MATHAAATH BBIIMHONW. AJlMca BCTaBHUJIA KITIOYHK B 3aMOYHYIO
CKBAXUHY -- ¥, K BeJIM4alIIeil ee pagocTy, OH nozgores!

Ona OTKpbUIa IBEpLY U YBUAETA 32 HEH HOPY, COBCEM Y3KYIO, HE
HIMpe KPBICUHOM. AJlica BCTajla Ha KOJICHU U 3ariisiHy/la B Hee -- B
rnyOMHe BHIHEJCS cajl YAWBUTENBHOM KpacoThl. AX, Kak eif
3aX0TeJIOCh BBIOPAThCA U3 TEMHOT'O 3aJ1a ¥ TOOPOIUTh MEXKAY SPKUMHU
LBETOYHBIMU KIyMOaMu M mpoxianHeiMu GoHTaHamu! Ho ona He Morna
MPOCYHYTH B HOPY JIaXKe TOJIOBY.

-- Ecnm 6 Most TotoBa u mpornuia,--mogyMaia oegaast Anvca,--4to
tonky! Komy HyxHa rojnoBa 0e3 ruieueil? AX, moueMy s He
CKJIaJIBIBAIOCh, KaK MO30pHAast Tpy6a! Ecim 6 s TOMBKO 3HAmA, ¢ 94ero
HavaTh, s ObI, HABEPHO, CyMeTa.

Bugnme a1, B TOT J€HB CTOJBKO OBUIO BCSKHX yIUBHTEIBHBIX
MIPOUCIIECTBUM, YTO HUYTO HE Ka3aJI0Ch €l TeNepb HE BO3MOMKHBIM.

Cunets y MAJICHBKOM JIBEPITHI HE OBLIO HUKAKOTO CMBICTIA, M AJrca
BEPHYJIaCh K CTEKJIIIHHOMY CTOJIMKY, CMyTHO HaJ€siCh HANTH Ha HEM
JOpYroii K04 WM Ha XyJIOW KOHEl PYKOBOACTBO K CKJIaJIbIBAHUIO
Hanoo0ue moa30pHoH TpyObl. OHAKO HA 3TOT pa3 Ha CTOJIE OKa3aJcs



My3BIPEK.

-- 51 coBepIICHHO YBEpeHa, YTO PaHBIIE €Tro 371eCh He ObUI0! --
cKazaya mpo cebs Anuca.

K ropubiiky my3sipbka Oblia MpuBsizaHa OyMakka, a Ha OyMaKke
KPYIHBIMH KPAaCHBBIMHI OykBaMu ObL10 Hamucano: BBIITEM MEH!"

OT0, KOHEYHO, OBIJIO OYeHh MHUJIO, HO YMHEHBKAst AJIFiCa COBCEM HE
TOPOTHJIACH CIICIOBAThH COBETY.

-- Ilpexne Bcero Hamo yOETUTHCS, YTO HA ITOM ITy3bIPHKE HHUT/IE
HeT moMeTku: — Sn!" -- cka3ana oHa.

Bunumib 1, oHa HaYUTAIaCh BCIKUX MPEICCTHBIX UCTOPHIA O TOM,
KaK JICTH CTOpaJii )KUBbEM WJIU TIOTAalId Ha ChEICHUE TUKUM 3BEPSIM,
-- ¥ BCE 3T HEMPHUSTHOCTH MTPOUCXOAMIN C HUMH IIOTOMY, YTO OHHU HE
JKeJMaau coOM0AAaTh MPOCTEHINTUX MPABKI, KOTOPHIM 00yYaly UX JPY3bs:
€CJIM CITUIIKOM JIOJITO JICPXKAaTh B PyKaxX PacKaJCHHYIO JOKpacHa
KOYepry, B KOHIIE KOHIIOB O0O0CKEIILCS; €CITH TIOTTy0)Ke IMTOJIOCHYTh 10
MaNbIy HOXKOM, W3 MaNbla OOBIYHO WAET KPOBb; €CIIH Pa30M OCYIIHUTh
My3bIpeK ¢ moMeTkor ~ An!", paHo WM MO3AHO MOYTH HaBEpHSIKA
MOYyBCTBYellb Hemomoranue. [locieanee mpaBmiio Anuca MTOMHHIA
TBEPJIO.

OpHaKo Ha 3TOM ITy3bIPhKE HUKAKUX MIOMETOK He ObLIo, W Aumca
PUCKHYJIa OTIHUTL M3 HETO HEMHOTO. Hamutok 6I)IJ'I OYCHDb IPUATCH Ha
BKYC--OH YeM-TO HAIIOMUHAJI BHIMHEBBI MHPOT C KPEMOM, aHaHAC,
JKapEHYI0 MHJEHKY, CIMBOYHYIO IIOMAJKy U FOPSIYAE I'PEHKHU C MACIOM.
Anuca BBITIIIIA €70 IO KOHIIA.

* k% k k%

-- Kakoe crpannoe omrymienue!--Bockinkayia Anvca.--5, BepHO,
CKJIA/IBIBAIOCH, KaK TO30pHas TpyOa.

W we ommbiace -- B Hel ceidac OBIIO BCETO JECATh TI0HMOB
pocty. OHa moymaa, 4To Terepb JIETKO MPOMIeT CKBO3b JIBEPILYy B
YyJEeCHBIN call, 1 049eHb 00pajoBanack. Ho cHavana Ha BCsAkHii ciryqai
OHa HEMHOXKO MOI0XK 1aja -- €l XOTeNoCh yOeUThCs, 4TO OOIIbIIe OHA
HE YMEHBIIAETCS. DTO €€ CIIerKa TPEBOKMUIIO.

-- Ecnu g wm nanpmie Oyay Tak yMEHbBIIAThCS,--CKa3aia OHa Ipo
cebs1, -- 1 MOTY U BoBce nc4e3HyTh. Cropro kak cBeuka! lHTEpecHO,
Kakas s Toraa oyy?

U oHa nocrapanack NpeACcTaBUTh ce0e, KaK BBITJISAMT IUIAMs
CBEYM TIOCIIE TOTO0, KaK cBeya IMOTyXxHeT. HacKoIbKo el TOMHUIIOCH,
TaKOro OHA HHKOI'Ja HE BUJaja.

[Momok1aB HEMHOTO W YOEIUBIIKMCH, YTO OOJbIIE HUYETO HE
MIPOUCXOJIUT, OHA PEIINIIa TOTYAC K€ BbIUTHU B cal. bennsokka! [ogoiins
K JIBEpIle, OHA OOHapy’KWJiIa, 9TO 3a0bLTa 30JI0TON KIFOYMK Ha CTOJE, a
BEPHYBIINCH K CTOJIy, IOHsJIa, 4TO €d Tenephb J0 HEro He
noTsHYThcst. CKBO3b CTEKIIO OHA SICHO BHUJENA CHU3Y JIeXKalluil Ha
crone kmouyuk. OHa MOIBITaTach B300paThCS HA CTOI 10 CTEKIITHHOM
HOXXKE, HO HOXKKa ObLIa OYEHB CKOJIb3Kas. YCTaB OT HaIpacHBIX
ycunui, OeHas Ajrca cena Ha oI 1 3aruiakana.

-- Hy, xBatuT! -- cTporo npukasaina oHa ce0e HEeMHOTO CITYCTsI.

-- Cne3amu ropio He momMokemnib. CoBeTyio TeOe CHIO e MUHYTY
nepecraTs!

Ona Bcerza aBaia cebe XOpoIIne COBEThI, XOTh ClIe0Balla UM
Hewacto. [lopoii ke pyrama cebs Tak OecnolaaHo, YTO Tia3a ee
HAIOJIHSJINCH Ce3aMM. A OJHAXJbl OHA Ja)Ke€ IOIbITalach OTIIENATh
ce0sl Mo IIeKaM 3a TO, YTO CXUTPHIIA, UTPasi B OJMHOYKY IapTHIO B
KpPOKET. DTa TIYIBIIIKA OUYeHb JIFOOWIA TPUTBOPATHCS IBYMS Pa3HBIMU
JIEBOYKAMH Cpa3y.



-- Ho ceifgac 3T0 mipu BceM KeJTaHUU HEBO3MOXKHO! -- TIoTymMaa
Ocexnas Anmca. -- MeHs 1 Ha OJJHY-TO €/1Ba-€1[Ba XBaTacT!

TyT oHa yBHeNA O] CTEKJIOM MaJICHBKYIO CTEKIISTHHYIO KOPOOOUKY.
Anmca OTKpbUIa ee--BHYTPH ObLT TUPOXKOK, HA KOTOPOM KOPUHKaMU OBLIO
kpacuBo Hammucano:  ChEIIb MEHS!"

-- Uto x,--cKa3zana Amnuca,--s Tak U clienar. Eciu npu sToM s
BBIPACTY, sl JOCTaHY KJIIOYHK, a €CIH YMEHBIIYCh -- IPOJE3y MOJ]
nBepb. MHe OBI TOJIBKO TIOIACTh B ¢al, a Kak --- BCE paBHO!

OHnHa oTKycwIa OT IUPOKKA U C TPEBOTON MO yMara:

-- Pacty unu ymensiarocs? PacTy uin ymMeHbI1aroch?

Pyky Anuca npu 3TOM IMOJIOKUIIA HAa MaKyIIKy, YTOOBI YyBCTBOBATb,
4yTO ¢ Hel mpoucxonut. Ho, k BennyaiiieMy ee yIUBICHUIO, OHA HE
CTaJia HY BbIIIe, HU HIke. KoHeuHO, Tak Beerna u ObIBaeT, KOT/a elib
MUPOXKKH, HO AJMca ycrejia NMPUBBIKHYTh K TOMY, YTO BOKPYT
MIPOUCXOANUT OJHO TOIBKO YAMBHUTEIHHOE; € MOKAa3aJloCh CKYYHO W
TJIyNO, YTO JKM3HBb OISTHh TONUIa TMO-00Br9HOMY. OHA OTKYCHIIA e1le
KyCOYEK 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.



BbITh M1k HE OBITH, BOT B YEM BOIIPOC.

Yro BbILLIE:

CHocuTb B AyllIe ¢ TEPIEHUEM yAaphl

[Ipameit u cTpen cyapObl KECTOKOH HIIH,
BoopyxuBImch mpoTuB Mopsi O€ICTBHIA,
Bopr6oii mokoH4nTh ¢ HUIM? YMEpeTh, YCHYTb -
He Gonee; u 3HaTh, YTO 3TUM CHOM IIOKOHYHIIb
C cepaedHoit MyKOTO U C THICSYBIO TeP3aHU,
KoTopbiM mnots o0pedeHa, - 0, BOT UCXON
MHorosxenanHeli! YMepeTs, yCHYTb;

Ycuyts! U Bunets cHel, 661Th MOkeT? BoT 0HO!
Kakwue cHbl B jpeMoTe CMEPTHOM CHATCH,

JIume TACHHYIO CTPSXHEM MBI 000JI0UKY, - BOT YTO
Vnepxuaet Hac. 1 3TOT 10BOJ -

IIpyunHa TOITOBEYHOCTH CTPAaHBbS.

Kto 6 crTan TepnieTh cyibObI HACMEIIKH U OOHUIBI,
I'net npuTecHuTENEH, KUYIUBOCTH FOPIAECLOB,
Jto6BU OTBEprHyTOI Tep3aHHUE, 3aKOHOB
MeamuTeNbHOCTh, BIacTel OECCTHIZACTBO M IMTPE3PECHBE
HuuroxecTsa Kk 3aciayre TeprneanBoi,

Korga 651 cam Bce cueThl MOT TOKOHYHUTH
Kakum-anOyap Hoxom? Kto 6 Hec Takoe Opems,
CreHas, Bech B IIOTY IO/ TATOTOIO KU3HH,
Korga 651 cTpax yero-To mocie CMepTH,

B HeBenoMoii cTpaHe, OTKyJa HU €IUHBII

He Bo3Bpamasics nyTHUK, BOJU HE CMYIIA,
BHymast HaM ckopel HCTbITaHHBIe OeIbl
CHoOCHTB, YeM K HEM3BEAaHHBIM OexaTh? 1 BOT
Kak coBecTs Jienaer u3 Bcex Hac TPYCOB;

BoT kak pemnuMoCTH NpUPOIHBII LIBET

[lon xpackoi MBICIIM YaXHET U OJleHEET,

W npeanpusaTbs BaXXHOCTH BEIUKOM,

OT 3TUX OyM TeueHbEe U3MEHHUB,

TepsitoT 1 Ha3BaHbe nen. - Ho tume!
[Ipenectnas Odenus! - O mHumoda!

I'pexu Mou B MOSTUTBAX MOMSHH!

M. Jlo3uHCKnit

BrITh Mtk HE OBITH, - TAKOB BOIIPOC;

UYro OiaropomHeit TyXoM - IIOKOPATHCS
IIpamam u cTpenam SpoCcTHON Cy OB
Wnsb, ononayace Ha MOpe CMYT, CPa3UTh X
[IpotuBoGopcTBOM? YMeEpeTh, yCHYTH, -

W TonpKO; U CKa3aTh, YTO CHOM KOHYAEIITh
Tocky u ThICSI9y IPUPOJHBIX MYK,
Hacnenpe minoty, - Kak Takol pa3BsI3Ku
He xaxmats? YMepeTs, yCHYTh. - Y CHYTB!
W Bugets cHel, ObITH MOXKET? BOT B 4eM TPyAHOCTH;
Kaxue cHbI IpUCHATCS B CMEPTHOM CHE,
Korga Mb1 cOpocum 3TOT OpeHHBII 1I1yM,
Bort uTo cOmBaeT Hac; BOT re mpuInuHa
Toro, uTo OeACTBUS TaK JOJITOBEYHEL,

Kto cHec Obl my1eTH 1 rIyMIIeHBE BEKa,
['HeT cUIbHOTO, HACMEIIKY TOpAela,



Bons npe3penHoit 1008y, cyeit HenpaBy,
3aHOCYMBOCTH BJIACTEH U OCKOPOJICHBS,
YuHumble 0e3pOnOTHOM 3aciyre,

Korna 6 o cam mor naTth cebe pacuer
IIpocTeiM kuEKamoM? KTo OBI mIiescs ¢ HOIIeH,
Ut06 0xaTh M MOTETH MO HYJHON KU3HBIO,
Korza 651 cTpax 4ero-To mociie cMepTH, -
Be3BecTHBI Kpail, OTKyAa HET BO3BpaTa
3eMHBIM CKUTAJIbIaM, - BOJIIO HE CMYIIA,
Baymias Ham TepneTh HEB3r0/Ibl HaIlIH

W He criemmTh K APYyruM, OT HAC COKPBITHIM?
Tak Tpycamu Hac menaeT pa3aymbe,

W Tak pemmMocTy IPUPOAHBIN [BET

XupeeT Mo HaJIeTOM MBICIIH OJIeTHBIM,

W naunHaHBS, B3HECIIIHECS MOIITHO,
CBopauunBasi B CTOPOHY CBOH X0,

Tepstrot ums aevictus. Ho tume!

Odenns? - B TBonx MonuTBax, HUM}a,

Jla BCTIOMHSTCSI MOU TPEXHU.

Bopuc Ilactepnak

BrITh Ti HE OBITH, BOT B 4eM Bompoc. J{ocToiHO JIb
CMHPATHCS IO yIapaMHu CyTHObI,

Nnp Hazio oka3aTh COMPOTUBIIEHBE

W B cMepTHOM CXBaTKe C IIEJIBIM MOpeM O
[HoxoHunTh ¢ HUMH? YMepeThb. 3a0bIThCS.
U 3HaTh, 4TO 3TUM OOpPHIBACIIIb IEITh
CepaevHbIX MK U THICSYH JTUIICHHH,
IIpucymux temy. OTO I HE LETb
Kenannasn? Ckonyatbesi. CHOM 3a0BITHCS.
YCHyTb... ¥ BUAETH CHBI? BOT 1 OTBeT.
Kakue cHbl B TOM CMEPTHOM CHE HPUCHATCA,
Korna nokpoB 3¢eMHOT0 4yBCTBa CHAT?

Bor B uem paszraaka. Bot uto yanuHsger
HecuacThsiM HaIIUM >KM3Hb HA CTOJIBKO JIET.
A TO KTO CHec OBl YHIU)KEHbS BEKa,
Henpasny yraerarenei, BEJIbMOX
3aHOCYHBOCTH, OTPUHYTOE UyBCTBO,
Heckoperii cyn u 6onee Bcero

Hacmemku HeJOCTOMHEIX HaJ JOCTOMHEIM,
Korma Tak mpocTo CBOAUT BCE KOHITBI

VY nap kumxkana! Kto Ovr cormacuics,
KpsixTa, non HolIel *KU3HEHHOH IJIECTUCH,
Koraa 661 HEM3BECTHOCTH TIOCTIE CMEPTH,
Bosi3ub cTpaHbl, OTKyAa HU OUH

He Bo3Bpaiancs, He CKIOHsIa BOJIU
MHuUpHUTECS JTy4IIe CO 3HAKOMBIM 3JI0M,

Yem 6ercTBOM K HE3HAKOMOMY CTPEMHTHCS!
Tak Bcex HacC B TPyCOB IPEBPAILAET MBICTIb,
U BsiHET, KaK I[BETOK, PEIIMMOCTh Hallla

B 6ecrmoibe yMCTBEHHOTO TYITHKA,

Tak moru0arT 3aMbICIIBI C PA3MaXxOM,

B nHauane oGemaBmme ycmex,

Ot nosrux ornarareibcTB. Ho moBobHO!



Odenus! O pagocts! [TomsHU
Mowu rpexu B CBOMX MOJHTBaX, HUM(a.

BbITh Witk HE OBITH? - BOT B YeM BOTIPOC!
Uro OnaropomHel s Iy - TepIeTh
Cynp0BI-00MIUUITE yAAPHI, CTPEITBI

Wnb, npotus Mopst 6e1 BOOpYXach,
[ToxoHuuTH C HUIMH? YMEPETH, YCHYTH,

U Bce... 1 roBOpUTH, YTO CHOM MOKOHYHII
C cepaedHoii 00IbIO, C THICSYBIO CTPAJAAHHIA,
Hacnensem tena. Benp koHma Takoro

Kak e xenats HaM? YMepeTh, YCHYTh,
YcHyTb... U, MOXET OBITh, YBUACTD CHBL...
Ax, B 3TOM-TO U Jieno Bee. Kakue
IIpricHATECS CHBI HAM MOTYT B CMEPTHOM CHE,
Korna mMp1 cOpocHM 3TOT IIyM 3eMHO#M?
Bot 3aeck nogymare Hano... OTTOrO

YV Hammx ropecTeil Tak >KU3Hb AJIMHHA.
Kto cuec 661 BpeMeHU yaapsl, TIyM?

U raer rocnion? Hacmeniku Harieos?
CrpagaHusi OTBEpTHYTOM JTI00BU?
MennurensHocTh cyfoB? U cniech Bacteil?
IInHKY, 4TO TEpNENUBBIM U JOCTONHBIM

OT HEAOCTONHBIX TOTYYaAET, - ECIU

[Toxost Mor ObI OH JOCTHYL HOKOM
[IpocteiM? KTO cTai ObI 3TOT Ipy3 TaIIUTh,
[Totes n Bopya Mo TSHKKOM YKU3HBIO?

Her, yxxac nepes uem-To mocie cMepTH,
Ta HEOTKpBITasI CTpaHa, OTKyAa

K HaMm myTeriecTBeHHUK He BO3BpaIlajcs,
COuBaet HaIy BOJIO, 3aCTaBIISET
3HAKOMBIE HaM TOPECTH CHOCUTD

U He 6exath OT HUX K TEM, YTO HE 3HAEM.
Tak B TpycoB Hac co3HaHbe NMPEBpAIIAET,
W Tax npupOoAHBII IBET PEIICHBS MEPKHET,
UyTb JISKET Ha HEro TeHb OJIEAHOM MBICIIH,
N Tak nena BBICOKOM, CMEJIONM CHUJIBI,
OcTaHOBUBIINCH HA MYTH, TEPSIIOT
HasBanbe "netictBus". Ho tume! 3necs
[pekpacuas Odenwus.

Bxonut Odenusi.

ITomstHM
Mou rpexu B CBOMX MOJHUTBaX, HUMpa!

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 -



""Tis some visiter", | muttered, "tapping at my chamber
door -
Only this and nothing more."

Ah, distinctly |1 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, I 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;



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,



"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

"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!"
I 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)

[MorpyeHHbIl B CKOPOb HEMYIO
U YCTaJblii, B HOUb TIYXYIO,
Pa3, xorzna noHuK B ApemMoTe
s1 HaJl KHUTOM OJTHOTO
W3 3a0BITHIX MUPOM 3HAHUH,
KHUTOM MOJHOM 00asHUM, -
Crtyk moHeccsl, CTYK HeXTaHHBIN
B JIBEpHU JOMa MOETO:
"OTO MyTHUK NOCTyJaICs
B JIBEpY JOMa MOETO,
ToJIBKO IyTHUK -
Oomnblre HUYEro".

B nexabpe - s moMHI0 - OBLITO
3TO MOJIHOYbIO YHBUIOH.

B ouare nox nemiom yriu
pasropaiguch HHOTJA.



I'pynibl KHUT HE yTOJISLIN
HHM Ha MHUT MOCH TIeJaa -
006 yrpauenHoii Jlenope,
TOI, Yb€ UMS HaBCETJa -
B conme anrenos - JleHopa,
TOH, Ybe UMS HaBCETIa
B 3TOM Mupe cTepnocs -
0e3 crena.

OT nbixaHbs HOYM OypHOU
3aHABECKHU ICIK MyPIYPHBIH
IIenecren, 1 HETTOHATHBIN
CTpax poXKIaycs OT BCEro.
Hdywman, cepie ycrokoro,
BCE €IIle TBEPIMI TIOPOIO:
"DTO rocTh CTYIHUTCA POOKO
B JIBEPH JI0OMa MOETO,
3ano3aaelii FOCTh CTYUHTCS
B JIBEPHU JOMa MOETO,
TosbKO TOCTh -
u Oosnbine Huaero!"

U korjpa npeononeno
cepJilie cTpax, s MOJIBUJI CMEJIO:
"Bsl npocTtrTe MHE, 0OUAETH
HE XOTeJI 51 HUKOTO;
51 Ha MUT yCHYJ TPEBOXKHO:
CJIMILIKOM THXO, OCTOPOXKHO, -
CaMIIKOM THXO BBl CTYYaJIUCh
B JIBEpHU JAoMa Moero..."
U oTkpbL1 TOrA S HACTEKD
JBEpU JI0Ma MOETO -
Mpaxk HOUHOH, -
1 OOJIbIIIE HUYETO.

Bce, uTo 1yx Moil BoJIHOBAJIO,
BC€, YTO CHIWJIOCH U CMYIIAJIO,
Mo cux nop He nocenano
B 3TOM MHpE HHUKOTO.
W vu ronoca, HU 3HAKA -
13 TAMHCTBEHHOT'O MpakKa...
Bapyr "Jlenopa!" npo3Byyaio
OJIH3 SKHITHIIIA MOETO...
CaM mienHys s 3T0 UM,
U MIPOCHYJIOCH OT HETO
Tonbko 3X0 -
0oJTBITIe HUYETO.

Ho nyma mos ropena,
MIPUTBOPHI 51 IBEPH HECMEIIO.

CTyK omATh pa3najics rpoMye;
s mogymai: "Hudero,

OTO CTyK B OKHE CITy4aliHBIH,
HHMKaKOU 371€Ch HETY TalHBbI:

ITocMOTpIO U YCIIOKOIO
TpeTeT cepAla MOero,

Y CIoKo0 Ha MIHOBEHBE



TpereT cepia MOero.
JT0 BETED, -
OoJbIIe HUYero".

Sl OTKpBUT OKHO, U CTPAHHBIN
TOCTh MOJTHOYHBIM, TOCTh HSKTaHHBIH,
BopoH napcTBeHHBIN BIETAET;
sl IpUBETa OT HEro
He noxnancsa. Ho orBaxkuo, -
KaK XO3sIMH, TOPJ10, BaXKHO
[Toneren oH mpsIMO K ABEPH,
K JIBEpPH JIOMa MOETO,
U Bciopxnyn Ha 6roct [lanmnaznsr,
CellI TaK THXO Ha HEro,
Twuxo cemn, -
1 OOJIBIIIE HUYETO.

Kak HE TpycTHO, KaKk HU OOJBHO, -
YIBIOHYIICS 5T HEBOJIBHO

U ckazan: "TBoe koBapcTBO
nmo0euM MbI Oe3 Tpyaa,

Ho Te6s1, MOl rOCTh 3JI0BEIIHI,
Bopon npeBHuii. Bopon Bemuii,

K nawm ¢ npenenos Beunoit Houn
NPUWIETAOIUN CrOa,

Kak 30ByT B cTpaHe, OTKyJa
npuiieTaenisb Tol crona?"

U oreeTun Bopon:
"Hukorga".

I'oBopuT Tak sicHO NTHUIIA,
HE MOT'Y 51 HQINBUTKCSI.
Ho xa3anock, uTo Hagexaa
el HaBek ObLIa UyXJa.

Tot He 1 cebe oTpapl,

B ubeM JoMy Ha OrocT [lammass
Csner Bopon Han aBepsimMu;
OT HECUYaCThsI HUKY/IA, -
Tot, kto Bopona yBugenn, -
HE CIIaceTcs HUKy/Ia,
Bopona, ube ums:

"Huxkorma".

I"'oBOpuII OH 3TO CIIOBO

TaK HevyabHo, TaK CYpOBO,
Yro, ka3asioch, B HEM BCIO YLy

W3ITUBAI; ¥ BOT, KOTJa
HenemxuM Ha n3BasHbH

OH CHJENl B HEMOM MOJTYaHbH,
A mentayi: "Kak cuactee, apyk0a

yJeTeny HaBCer/a,
VYieTur u 3Ta nTHLA

3aBTpa yTpoM Hascerna'.

N orBetus1 BopoHn:
"Hukorma".

U ckazai s, B3ApOTHYB CHOBA:



"BepHO MOJIBUTB 3TO CIIOBO
Hayuun ero xo3suH
B JTHU TsDKEIIbIC, KOTIa
On mpecnenyem 0bu1 Pokowm,
Y B HECYACThE OJTMHOKOM,
BmecTo necHu nebeanHoM,
B 3TH JIOJTHE TO/Ia
st Hero OBLI CTOH €IMHBINA
B OTH TPYCTHBIE T0J1a -
Huxorpa, - yx 6obie
Hukormaa!"

Tax st ;ymas 1 HeBOJIBLHO
yIBIOHYJICS, KaK HU OOJBHO.
TIoBepHYJ TUXOHBKO KpPECIIO
K OfocTy OnegHOMY, Ty/a,
I'ne 6611 BopoH, morpysuics
B Oapxar kpecen u 3a0bUICS. ..
"Crpawnslii Bopon, MOl y»KacHBbI
roCTb, - OJTyMaJ s TOTJa -
Crpaiunslii, npeBHU BopoH, rope
BO3BCIIAIONINAM BCETa,
Y0 ke 3HaYUT KPUK TBOM:
"Huxorma"?

Yragats cTaparoch TUIETHO;
cMoTpuT Bopon 6e30TBETHO.

CBoii ropsmuii B30p MHE B CepIie
3apOHMJI OH HaBCETHA.

U B pa3zgymbu HaJ 3araJikou,
s IOHUK B IPEMOTE CIAJKOU

I'onosoit Ha 6apxart, Tammon
o3apeHHblid. Hukorna

Ha nunoBelit Gapxat kpecel,
KaK B CHACTJIUBBIE IO/,

Et yx HE CKIIOHSTBCS -
HUKoOrma!

U kazanock MHE: CTPYHIIO
JbIM HeSpI/IMOC Kaauio,
[Mpunerenu Cepadumsl,
HIEJECTEIN NHOTIA
X 1iaru, Kak TyHOBECHbE:
"9t1o bor mue nurer 3a0BeHbE!
Ileit sxe cmagkoe 3a0BEHbE,
e, 9Tob B cep/iie HaBcera
06 yrpauennoii Jlenope
cTepiach maMsTh - HaBceraal..
U ckazan mue Bopon:
"Hukorma".

"4 Moo, TPOPOK 3TOBEIIUH,
MITUIIA Thl WJIb JIEMOH BEIIHH,

3moit ym [lyx Te6st u3 Houwn,
WU BUXPh 3aHEC CIOJIa

W3 nycTeiHM MEpPTBOM, BEYHO,
Oe3HaneKHOM, OECKOHEYHOH, -



Byner nu, Moo, Ckaku MHe,
OyZIeT 1 XOTb TaM, KyJa
CHHU30HEM MBI ITOCIIE CMEPTH, -
cep/lly oTabsIX HaBceraa?"
U oteeTun Bopon:
"Huxorma".

" MoJTt0, TIPOPOK 3TOBEIIHHA,
NTULA Thl Wb I€MOH BELIH,
3aknuHaro HeboMm. borom,
OTBEYaii, B TOT JICHb, KOTJIa
51 Dpem yBIKY naibHEH,
OOHMMY JIb JYIIOH MevanbHOM
Hyuy ceetiryto JIeHopsl,
TOH, Ybe UMS HaBCETIa
B conme anrenos - JleHopa,
myde3apHoit HaBcerma?"
N otBeTun Bopon:
"Hukorga".

"IIpoun! - BOCKJIMKHYI 5, BCTaBasi,
JIEMOH THI Wb TITHIIA 3J1as.
IIpous! - BepHuCH B npeaenst Houwn,
yTOOBI OOJIBIIIE HUKOTIA
Hu oaHO U3 nepreB YEpHBIX,
HE HAIIOMHIJIO MTO30PHBIX,
JIxuBBIX cioB TBouX! OCTaBb ke
6roct Ilamraner HaBcera,
W3 nymm moeit TBOM 00pa3
sl HICTOPTHY HaBceraa!"
U oreetun Bopon:
"Huxkorma".

U cupur, cuur ¢ Tex mop oH
TaM, HaJ| IBEpbI0 YepHblid Bopow,

C orocra O0nexaoro Iammamgs:
HE UCYE3HET HUKY/Ia.

V Hero Takue o4,
Kak y 3mioro Jlyxa Houw,

CHOM 00BATOrO; U JIaMIIa
TeHb OpocaeT. HaBcerna

K aT10i1 TeHH yepHON NTULIBI
MIPUTBOK/ICHHBII HaBCET/1a, -

He BocnpsiHeT 1yx Mo¥ -
HUKOT1a!

(1890)

IlepeBoa M. MepeskkoBCKOTo

Bopon

Kak-To B 101HOYB, B 4aC yTPIOMBIM, IIOJIHBIA TATOCTHO TyMOH,
Hanx ctapuHHBIME TOMaMU $1 CKJIOHSIICS B IIOJIyCHE,

I'pe3am cTpaHHBIM OTHaBajICA, - BAPYT HESACHBIN 3BYK pa3jancs,
Byaro KTO-TO moOCTydasics - MOCTy4ascs B ABEPh KO MHE.



"9T0, BEPHO, - MPOIICIITAN 5, - TOCTh B TIOJIHOYHOH THIIINHE,
T'ocTh cTyunTcs B 1Beph KO MHE".

Slcuo momHIO... Oxunanne... [103aHEH OCeHU PHIIAHBAL. ..
1 B kKaMuHe 0YepTaHbsI TYCKJIO TJCIOLIUX YIJICH...
O, KaK >Ka)XIaJ sl pacCBeTa, KaK s TIIETHO X/Iajl OTBETa
Ha cTpaganbe 6e3 mpuBeTa, Ha BOIIPOC O HEH, O HEH -
O Jlenope, 9To OimMCTaa spUe BCEX 36MHBIX OTHEH, -

O cBeTniIe PEKHUX THEH.

U 3aBec mypmypHBIX TpENeT U3aBaj Kak OyJTo JIETIET,

Tpermet, nener, HAMOMHSIBIINN TEMHBIM YyBCTBOM CEPJIIEC MHE.

HenonsTHeIM cTpax cMupsis, BCTal g ¢ MECTa, IOBTOPSS:

"3TO TOJBKO rOCTh, OIIyKAas, IOCTYYalCs B IBEPb KO MHE,

Ilo3nHul rocTh NPUIOTA IPOCUT B OJTYHOYHOM TUIIWHE -
T'ocTh cTyunTcs B 1Beph KO MHE".

"TlogaBHB CBOM COMHEHbBS, TOOEAUBIIIHN CIIACEHDS,

S ckazan: "He ocyaure 3amennieHbs Moero!

OTOi1 MOJIHOYBIO HEHACTHOM s B3APEMHYI, - U CTYK HESCHBIH

CruiikoM THX ObUI, CTYK HESICHBIM, - M HE CJIBIIIAN 5 €ro,

S ne cnpiman..." TyT packpbli sl ABEPh XKUIHILA MOETO:
TeMa - 1 OosbIIIe HUYETO.

B3op 3acTbl1, BO TbME CTECHEHHBIN, U CTOSIT 51 U3YMJICHHBIH,
CHaM OTJaBIINChH, HEMOCTYITHBIM Ha 3eMJIE HH IS KOTO;
Ho xak npeskne HOUb MOTYala, ThMa IyIIe He OTBeYala,
Jlums - "Jlenopa!" - mpo3By4dano UMsi COIHIIA MOETO, -
DTO s HISTHYII, ¥ X0 TIOBTOPUJIO BHOBB €T0, -

DX0 - 00OJBIIE HUYETO.

BHOBB 5 B KOMHATY BepHYJICS - 00EpHYJICS - COILPOTrHYJICS, -
Cryk paszpaics, HO CibIILIHEe, YeM 3ByYall OH JI0 TOTO.
"BepHo, 4T0-HHOY/Ib CIOMUJIOCH, YTO-HUOYIb MOLIEBEIIIIOCH,
Tawm, 3a craBHSIMH, 3a0MJIOCH Yy OKOLIKa MOETO,
310 - BEeTep, - YCMHPIO s TPEIET CepAlia MOero, -

Betep - Gomnblire Huuero".

51 TONKHYN OKHO € PELIETKOH, - TOTYAC BaXKHOKO MOXOKOU

N3-3a craBHe Bolen Bopon, ropaeliit BopoH crapeix qHel,

He cxmonmiics oH y4THBO, HO, KaK JIOPJI, BOIIEN CIIECUBO

U, B3MaxHyB KpbLIOM JICHHBO, B MBIIIHON BaXKHOCTU CBOEH

On B3neren Ha OrocT [lammazapl, 4To HaM ABEPHIO OBLT MOEHA,
OH B351€TEN - U CeJI HaJl HEl.

OT nevanu s OUHYJICA U HEBOJIBHO YCMEXHYJICS,

Buas BaXXHOCTE 3TOM NTHITEI, KUBIICH JIOJITHE TOAA.

"TBo# X0XOJI OUTUIIAH CJIABHO, U TJISIUIIG TH Ipe3a0aBHO, -

Sl mpoMONBHIL, - HO CKa)KU MHE: B ITAPCTBE ThMBI, TJI€ HOUb BCETAA,

Kax o1 3BasICS, Topsii BopoH, Tam, T/ie HOYb apuT Beeraa?"
Momnsun Bopon: "Huxkorma".

IItuna sicHo oTBeYana, ¥ XOTh CMBICIIA OBLIO MaJIo.
TToguBuIcs 51 BCEM CepIIIleM Ha OTBET €€ TOT/a.

Jla ¥ KTO He MOJUBUTCS, KTO C TAKOM MEUTOWU CPOJHUTCH,
Kto noBeputs coriacutcsi, 4To0bI Te-HUOY b, KOT/IA -
Cen Haj IBEpPHIO TOBOPSAIINI O€3 3alMHKH, 0€3 Tpyaa



Bopon ¢ kimmukoit: "Hukorma".

U B3upas Tak cypoBo, JIUIIb OJHO TBEPAMII OH CIIOBO,

TouHO BclO OH Iylry BEUIMI B 3ToM cioBe "Hukorna",

U xpbutamMu He B3MaxHyJI OH, U IIEPOM HE LIEBEIbHYJ OH, -

S menuyn: "Apy36s COKPBITUCH BOT YK MHOTHE TO/A,

3aBTpa OH MeHsI IOKMHET, KaK HaJeK/bl, HaBceraa'.
Bopon momsmi: "Huxorma".

VYcibixaB OTBET yAauHbli, B3APOTrHY 51 B TPEBOIE MPAvyHOM.

"BepHo, ObLI OH, - 51 IOJyMaJ, - Y TOTO, Ybs XHU3Hb - bena,

VY cTpananbua, YbH My4€Hbs BO3PACTAIH, KAK TEUEHBE

Pex BecHoil, ube oTpeueHbe oT Hanexapl HaBcerna

B mecHe BBUIMIIOCH O CYACThH, YTO, TIOTUOHYB HaBCeT/a,
BHOBB He BCIBIXHET HUKOTIA".

Ho, ot ckopOu oTapIXas, yapI0asich U B3IbIXasl,

Kpecno s cBoe nmpunBunyn npotuB BopoHa Torna,

U, cxitonsich Ha 6apxaT HEXKHBIN, 5 paHTa3nu 6e30peKHOM

Otnancs nymoit Marexxsoit: "Oto - Bopon, Bopos, aa.

Ho o uem TBepauT 3nmoBemuii 3tuM uepHsM "Hukorna",
CrpamnasiM kpukoM: "Hukornpa".

S cunen, A0ra oK MOHBIN U 33 yMYHUBO-0€3MOJIBHBIN,

B30pEel NTUIIBI )KIJIH MHE CEpALE, KaK OTHUCTAs 3BE3/a,

U ¢ nevanpio 3an03aa10i rooBoi cBOEH ycTanon

S1 mpuiIbHYI K OAYIIKE aJlol, U ITOAyMall s TOra:

A - oguH, Ha Gapxar ablii - Ta, KOTo JIOOWI BCeTAa,
He npunbHeT yx HUKOTAA.

Ho mocToii: BOkpyr TeMHEeT, 1 Kak OyJITo KTO-TO BEET, -

To ¢ xagunbHUIEH HEOECHOH cepaduM mpuien croa’?

B mur HescHbIl ynoeHss s Bckpuyai: "[Ipoctu, MmyueHse,

Oto Oor nocan 3a0BeHbe 0 JIeHope HaBcerna, -

Ile#1, o, meii cropeii 3a6Benbe o Jlenope HaBcerma!”
Kapknyn Bopon: "Huxorpa".

U Bckpuyan st B ckopOu ctpacTHoit: "IITHIIA THI - WIIb IyX YKAaCHBIH,
HckycuTenem 1 OCIAH, Wb TPO30il IpUOHT croaa, -
TrI mpopok HeycTpamuMblit! B kpaii nedaabHbIN, HETIOIUMBIH,
B kpaii, Tockoro oepKUMBIi, THI TPHUIIEN KO MHE crofa!
O, ckaxu, Haly J1b 3a0BEHBE, - T MOJIIO, CKaXkH, Korma?"
Kapknyn Bopon: "Huxorpa".

"TBI IPOPOK, - BCKpU4a s, - Bemuii! "[ITuna Tsl - Wb AyX 3JI0BEIINH,
OtuM HeOOM, 4TO HaJ HaMH, - 0OTOM, CKPBITBIM HaBCEIa, -
3aKIMHa0, YMOJISIsl, MHE CKa3aTh - B Iipezienax Pas
MHe OTKpOeTCs JIb CBATAs!, YTO CPEIb AaHTEJIOB BCET/a,
Ta, xotopyto Jlenopoii B Hebecax 30ByT Bcerga?"

Kapknyn Bopon: "Hukorna".

W Bocknuknyn 4, Bctasas: "[Ipous oTcrona, ntuna 3mias!

TrI U3 mapcTBa TbMBI U OYpH, - YXOIH OIATH TYa,

He xouy s 15ku 1O30pHOM, JIKU, KaK 3TU ME€Pbsl, YEPHOH,

Y nanuce xe, 1yx yrnopHsii! beITe xouy - oquH Beernal

BrIHb CBOM KECTKHIA KITIOB U3 CEp/IIla MOET0, T/ie CKOpOb - Bceraa!”
Kapknyn Bopon: "Hukorna".



N cuaut, cuaut 310Beniuit Bopon uepusiii, Bopon Bemuid,
C 6rocra GieqHoro [annaaer He yMUUTCS HUKYA.
OH I IUT, YeTUHEHHBIN, TOYHO J[eMOH MOJIyCOHHBIH,
CBer CTpyHTCA, TeHD JOXHUTCS, - Ha TIOTY APOKUT BCETA.
1 nymia Most U3 T€HU, YTO BOJIHYETCS BCETAa.

He BoccTanet - nukoraa!

(1894)

[Tepeon K. bansmonTa

Bopon

Kak-To B MoyiHOYB, B 9ac YHBUIBIH, 51 BHUKAJ, yCTaB, 0€3 CHIIHI,
Mex TOMOB CTapUHHBIX, B CTPOKU PACCYXKAECHbSI OJJHOTO
ITo 0TBEpruyTOil HAyKE U PaCcCHbIIAl CMyTHO 3BYKH,
Bnpyr y nBepu CIOBHO CTYKH - CTYK Y BXO/a MOETO.
"ITO - TOCTh,- IPOOOPMOTAII 5, - TaM, Y BXOJIa MOETO,
I'octs, - 1 6onbiie HUUero!"

Ax! MHE TOMHUTCS TaK SICHO: ObLIT IEKa0Oph U ICHb HCHACTHBIM,
BbI Kak npu3pak - OTCBET KPACHBIN OT KAMUHA MOETO.
Knan 3apu 1 B HeTepIeHbE, B KHATAX TIIETHO YTEIICHbE
Sl uckan B Ty HOYb My4Y€HbBS, - OICHbS HOUYB, 0€3 TOMH, KOTO
3Banu 37ech Jlunop. To ums... lllemuyT anrensl ero,

Ha 3emute xe - HeT ero.

[1TeIKOBUCTHIN U HE PE3KUI, IIOPOX aJIOU 3aHABECKU

My4us, TOTHUI TEMHBIM CTPaxoM, YTO HE 3HAJ S JI0 HETO.

Uto6 cMupuTh B cebe OMEHbS cep/a, JOITO B YTeIIEHbE

S tBepnun: "To - mocemieHbe NPocTo Apyra oAHOro".

[ToBTopsit: "To - mocemenbe MPoCcTo APyra OAHOTO,
Hpyra, - 6omnbire Hugero!"

Haxowner, Biagest Boiieit, s ckazai, He MeuIs Ooie:
"Coap s MucTpuce, U3BUHHATE, YTO MOJTYAI 5 JIO TOTO.
Jleno B TOM, 4TO 33peMall sl ¥ He Cpa3y paccibIXa f,
CnaObli cTyK He pa3o0palt s, CTyK Y BX0oza Moero".
I"'oBOpSI, OTKPBLT sI HACTEKD JABEPHU JIOMa MOETO.

TeMa, - 1 OOITbIIIE HUYETO.

U, cmoTpst BO Mpak riryOOKHiA, JOTO KA 5, OJJUHOKHUH,
[onHbIi1 rpe3, 4TO BelaTh CMEPTHBIM HE IaBaJIOCh /10 TOO!
Bce 6e3MonBHO ObLITIO CHOBA, ThMa BOKPYT Oblia CypoBa,
Paznanock 0J1HO THUIIL CIIOBO: MISTYYT aHTEJIBI €TO.
S mennyn: "JIuaop" - ¥ X0 TOBTOPUIIO MHE €T0,

DX0, - 00IbIIE HUYETO.

Jlums BepHYIICS s HecMelo (BCs TyIlia BO MHE TOpEna),

Bckope BHOBB 1 CTYK paccibliiall, HO SCHEH, 4eM JI0 TOTO.

Ho ckazan s1: "OT10 cTaBHEH BeTep 3bI0/1€T CBOCHPABHBIH,

OH 1 BBI3BAJI CTpaxX HEABHUIA, BETEP, TOIBKO U BCETO,

Byas criokoitno, cepate! D10 - BeTep, TOIBKO U BCETO.
Berep, - 6onbiue auyero!



PacTBOpmII CBOE OKHO I, ¥ BIETEN BO IITy0h MTOKOS
Crarnbli, npeBHUIT BOpOH, IITyMOM KPBUTEEB CJaBsT TOPKECTBO,
[TokJIOHUTBCS HE XOTEN OH; HE KOJIEOISICh, TIOJIETEN OH,
CoBHO JIOpJ Wb JI3/IU, CEI OH, CEJl y BXOJa MOETO,
Tawm, Ha 6emnbiit 6roct [lanmaael, cen y Bxoma MO€ro,
Ced, - ¥ 00JIbIIIE HUYETO.

$1 ¢ ynbiOKo# MOT TUBUTHCS, Kak 20€HOBAas MTHIIA,
B crporoii BaxkHOCTH - CypoBa u ropja Oblia ToTAa.
"ThI, - cKa3all 1, - JILIC ¥ YepPEeH, HO HE POOOK U YIIOpEH,
JHpeBHuii, Mmpaunsiii BopoH, ctpanauk ¢ 6eperos, rae HOYb Beera!
Kaxk >xe mapcTBenHo T61 ipo3BaH y [Imyrona?" OH Torna
Kapknyn: "bonsuie Hukoraa!"

[Tuia sicHo nmpokpuyana, U3yMUB MECHSI CHaJaa.
Bb110 B KpHKe CMBICIIA Majlo, U CJIOBA HE IILIH CIOJIA.
Ho me Bcem 0arocinoBennse OBUIO - BEAATE MTOCEIIEHBE
[TTHIbL, 4TO HAZT BXOJIOM CSIJICT, BENUYaBa U ropJa,
Uro Ha Gerrom OrocTe CsIIeT, YepHOKPHLUIA U ropa,

C xmnukoii "bonpme nukorma!'.

OnunoKuMi, Bopon uepHBIi, ceB Ha Or0CT, Opocal, YIIOPHEIH,

JInme JBa CJIOBa, CJIOBHO AYyIIY BBUIMJI B HUX OH HaBCCraa.

Hx TBEPAA, OH CJIIOBHO CTBIHYJI, HU OJHUM II€POM HC ABHUHYII,

Haxkowner s nture kuny: "Panbie ckpputHCh 0e3 criena

Bce npys3ss; ThI 3aBTpa cruHens 6e3ranexHo!.." OH Torna
Kapknyn: "bonbmie aHukoraal!"

B3naporuyin si, B BOJTHEHbE MPauyHOM, ITPH OTBETE CTOJ

"3JT0 - BCe, - CKa3all 4, - BUJIHO, YTO OH 3HAET, )KUB TO,

C OeHsAKOM, KOro Tep3ajii OeCIoa HbIe eYay,

['HaJM BIaJTb W AJTBIIIE THAIH HEY/Ia4H U HYK/A.

K necHsM ckopOH 0 HaJek1aX JIHIIb OJUH MPUTIEB HYKIa
3nama: Oonpire HuKoraa!"

Sl ¢ ynbIOKo# MOT TUBUTHCS, KaK TISAAT MHE B AYITY NTHIA

BricTpo kpecno moaKaTHII sl MPOTHB HTHIIBI, CEJI Tya:

IIpmwxumasce K MATKOHM TKaHU, pa3BUBAJ s LIENIb MEYTAaHUMN

CHbl 3a CHaMU; Kak B Tymase, nymai si: "OH KUl roja,

YTo 5k OpOpOUHUT, BELIMMI, TOLINN, KUBIIUK B CTapbie roja,
Kpukom: Gomnpiie Hukorga?"

DTO0 Iymar s ¢ TPEBOTOM, HO HEe CMEIl IIeTTHYTh HU CJIora

[Iturte, 9pM r1a3a MAIUITN CEP/ITIE MHE OTHEM TOT/Ia.

DTO AyMaln U UHOE, IPUCTIOHSICH YE€JIOM B IIOKOE

K Gapxaty; MbI, Ipex/ie, IBOE TaK CUICIIA UHOTIA. ..

Ax! mpu namme He CKIIOHATHCA € Ha 6apxar HHOTIa
Bonbmre, 6onpiire HuKOTAA!

W, xazanock, KiryObl IbIMA JIbET KYPHIIHHHUIIA HE3PUMO,

[ar gyTs cipimien cepadrma, ¢ Hell BOIIEIIETO CIO/a.

"Benneplit!- s Bckpuvai,- To 00roM MOCIaH OTABIX BCEM TPEBOTaM,

Otxpix, MUp! YTOO XOTH HEMHOTO ThI BKYCHJI 3a0BEHbE, - 1a7

Ileit! o, meti ToT cnaakuit oTaeIx! Mo3abyas JInuop, - 0, ma?"
Bopon: "bonbmie aukoraa!"

"Bemmwii, - s BCKpHUYaJI, - 3a4€M OH IPHUOBLT, ITUIA WIIH JIEMOH



Bopon

HckycurteneM i mocinad, Oypei mpurHaH Jiu croga?

S He man, XOTh NOJH YHEIHUI! B 3T0# 3aKIIATON IMyCTHIHE,

3neck, I1e MPaBUT yKac HBIHE, OTBeYal, MOJIIO, KOTa

B T'amaane mup Hatiny s5? oOpety Oanb3am korjpa?"
Bopon: "bonsme aukormgal"

"Bemui, - s1 BCKpUYall, - 3a4eM OH MPUOBLT, NITHUIIA WIH J

Pamu meba, uTo Hax Hamu, yaca CTpamrHoro cyna,

OtBevaii ayIie nevaabHOMU: 51 B paro, B OTYM3HE JallbHEH,

Berpedy b 00pa3 uaealbHbIA, 4YTO MEXK aHTEJIOB BCeraa?

Ty Moro JIuHOp, Uybe UMsI IENYyT aHTems! Beeraa?"
Bopon; "bonsme aukormgal"

"DTO0 CcII0BO - 3HAK pa3nyKu! - KPUKHYII 5, IoMast pyKH. -

Bo3sspatucs B kpas, rae MmpadHo miemner CTukcoBa Boaa!

He octaBb 31€Ch IepheB YEPHBIX, KaK CIEIOB OT CJIOB ITO30PHBI?

He xouy npyseit TierBopHbix! C GrocTa - mpous, 1 HaBceraa!

IIpous - U3 cepaua KIIOB, U C ABEPU - IPOUYb BUACHBE HaBCEra!
Bopon: "bonbmie nukorga!"

U, xak OyATO ¢ OIOCTOM CJIUT OH, BCE CHUHUT OH, BCE CHJIIUT OH,
Tawm, Hag BXomoM, BopoH uepHEIii ¢ OerbiM OIOCTOM CIIUT BCETHA.
CBCTOM JIaMIIbI O3apeHHbII>i, CMOTPHUT, CIOBHO ACMOH COHHBIH.
TeHb JTOKUTCS YIAJIMHEHHO, HA TIOJTY JISKHUT roJa, -
U nyme He BcTaTh U3 TCHU, MyCTh YT, UAYT roja, -

3Haro, - 6oblle HUKOraa!

(1905-1924)

Ilepeson B. bprocosa

[TonHOYs MpaKOM MpHUpacTana; OAUHOKUMA U yCTAIIbII

S Opoanin o ciiey TalHbBI IPEBHUX, HO OECCMEPTHBIX CIIOB.

Y CBITUISAs, MIIBUTA CTPOKHU; BAPYT pa3faics CTYK HETPOMKHI,
C0BHO KTO-TO cCKpebcs poOKO B JBEph MOMX BOJIIIEOHBIX CHOB.
"CTpaHHUK, - B3APOTHYB, 1 MOyMaJl, - HApyIaeT clIaJ0CTh CHOB,
CrtpaHHHUK, TOJIBKO U BCero".

O, s TOMHIO, J1eNo OBLIO B IeKa0pe YHBLUIOM, CTBHIJIOM,

N xamuH Bopyas 6€3 CHIIb, YCTyTasi TEHSIM CIIOopP.

CrpacTHO xa)Jal s pacCcBeTa, - TIIETHO NPOUCKAB OTBETOB,
VYTemeHunii B KHUrax BeTXuX - N0 MoTepssHHOM JIeHop,

IIo npekpacHeiel 3 CMEPTHBIX C YyAHBIM UMeHeM JIeHop,
Yeii ObLT CMEPTHBIH Yac Tak CKOP.

[ITopox 11eaK0BOM NOPTHEPHI, BKPAUUBBIN, INIyXOH, HEBEPHBIH,
Tepebu, TSHYI MHE HEPBBI, y>Kac MOJHHI CYIIECTBO,

Taxk 4T0, CTpaxu OTTOHSIS, S TBEPAMI KaK 3aKIMHAHbE!

"O HowlIere NPOCUT CTPaHHUK Y IIOPOTa MOETO,

O HOwJIere MOJIUT CTPAaHHHK Y TIOPOTa MOETO,

CrtpaHHHK, TOJIBKO U BCEro".

BCKOpe, MYXECTBA UCIIOJIHACH, [ IIAarHyJj Kak B OMYT B IIOJIHOYb!:



"Cap... MaiaM... - He 3Har0, KTO BHI - HE UIITUTE CTPOTHUX CJIOB:
S B npeMoTe OBLT MeYanbHON, M TAK TUXO BBl CTYJalIH,

BeI cTonb ¢1a60 moCTy4a u B ABEPH AOMa MOETO,

Yro, s mymai, MoKa3anock..." - pacaxHyl s IBEpb PbIBKOM -
TeMHOTa H... - HUYETO.

B TbMy HEeJIBMKHBIM BIUBIIKCH B3MJISIIOM, 3aMep s, U OYATO PAIOM
AHTEJ CHOB U CTPaxoB aJia YepHOEe KPBLIO MPOCTep.

TummHa ObUTa TTOTHEHIIEH, TeMHOTa OBbIJIa KPOMEIITHOM,

W nums npuspak 3ByKa HEXKHBIN menoT qoHocui: "Jlenop!"

OT0 5 menTan, u 3Xo Bo3Bpaiaio Mue: "Jlenop!" -

Dxa OecIoJIe3HbIH cop.

B komHaTy BepHYBIINCH TPYCTHO, 0€3 HAJECKA, B CMATEHHBIX YyBCTBaX,
S ycnplian Te e CTyKH, - YyTh SICHEW, YEM JI0 TOrO.

S mogyman: "Jla Beqn 3T0 y OKHaA CKpeOeTcst BeTep;

I'nsany - ¥ B 0JTHO MTHOBEHBE OYET BCe OOBSICHEHO,

Cepatie CTOUT YCIIOKOUTH - OyIeT Bce 00BSICHEHO. .

Betep - Tonbko u Bcero!"

Ho enBa oTKpbLI 5 CTaBHIO, KAK HA CBET, C BAJIbSKHOMN CTaThIO
BbriaroponHoii ApeBHEH 3HATH, BOPOH BBICTYNHII U3 ThMBI.

He cmyiasice HU CEKyHIbl, U3BBUHEHUM, 1a’K€ CKYIHbIX,
[IpeabsiBUTH U HE MOAYMaB, OH YCEJCS HaJ IBEPHMU -

Kak Ha TpoH, Ha OrocT [lanmaaer B3rpoMo3quiics Hax JBEPHEMU -
HasiBy B3upaTh Ha CHBIL.

Buns ropaoe Benuube, BUs, KaK CMEITHO HAIBIIICH

DTOT NOpA U3 PoJa MITUIBHX, CKPHITh YIBIOKY 51 HE CMOT.
"Tbl, XOTh BPEMEHEM TOTPENaH, HO YK, BEPHO, HE M3 POOKHX;
Tak ckaku: Ha T€X IOpOrax, 4TO ThI B XKU3HH IIPEBO3MOT, -
3Basn Kak TeOs B TOM ajie, YTO ThI B )KU3HU IIpeBo3Mor?"
Kapknyn Bopos: "Nevermore™.

Ceii 0eCXUTPOCTHOIO PEYbl0, CKOJIb CKYIIOH, CTOJIb YEIOBEYbEH,
Y auBneHHBI OECKOHEYHO, 51 BO33PUIICS HA HETO;

IloTomy Kak, corimacuTech, CMEPTHBIM paHbllle U HE CHUJIOCH,
UToOb!I NTULEI TPOMO3IMINCH HaJ TIOPOTaMH JIOMOB,

Yro0 Ha 6F0CTHI TPOMO3IMINCE HAJ TIOPOTaMHU IOMOB -

ITtuie! ¢ kanakor "Nevermore™.

Hy a BopoH, B IpycTH CJIIOBHO, MOJIBHJI TOJIBKO 3TO CJIOBO,
Bynro B 3TOM camMoM cJI0Be Bcs Aylua Oblia ero.

U 3amoiik, Iepo He APOTHET; U3 MEHS e CI1a0blid, pOOKHit
Brinox BeipBascst Herpomkuil: " npyseit coepeus He MoT, -
Tak 1 OH K YyTpy UCUE3HET, KaK HaJleX/bl 10 HEro'".

Pex 3mecs Bopon: "Nevermore".

3BYK B HOYM TaKUM OBLT PE3KUM, TaK MyTarOIIe YMECTHBIM,
UTo s AepHYIICS C HUM BMECTE, 10l COOO0M HE Tys HOT.
"Ho, xoHEedHO, - GOPMOTAJI 5, - 3TO BECh 3aIac CIOBAPHBIH,
Yro kakoi-TO O€HBIN Manblii 3ay4UTh €My IIOMOT,
XOpoHs CBOU HAJEXKIbI U KIISIHS TSDKEIbIN poK
Beckoneunsim "Nevermore".

Bopon Bce xe ObLT 3a0aBeH, U, 9TOO IPyCcTh CBOIO Pa30aBUTh,
51, nena cBOM OCTaBUB, KPECIIO BBIKATHII BIIEpE]T;



B Hem yceBmich moyno0Hel mepea 610CToM C ITHIICH TOPI0H,
Pazpemuth pemun s TBEpJ0, YTO UMEN B BULY CEU JIOP/I,

UYro umen B BUAY Ce€d MpaydHbIi, CTapblid, MyApBIA ITHYUH JIOPL,
I'oBopst mue "Nevermore".

Tak cunen st OTPELIEHHO, B MUP JOTaJ0K NOrPYKEHHBIM,
Hy a BopoH B3MIs110M eT MHE, CIIOBHO IUIAMEHEM, HYTPO;
T"onoBo# KIIOHSCH YCTaNIO0 HA TOAYIIKK OapXaT ajlblid,
Bapyr ¢ ToCKOK 0CO3HAT 51, UTO CKIOHUTHCSA FOJIOBOM -
UTo Ha ATOT aliblii OapXart JHIL CKIIOHUTHCS TOJI0BOH

Eii Henp3s, o - nevermore!

Bapyr kak OyATO ClIagoCcTh IbIMa OT HE3PUMOT0 KajIuiia
Boznyx B kOMHAaTe CrycTHIIa, aHT€IILCKUAN JJOHECCS XOP.
"I'mymerit! - s Bckpugai. - bor, Buas, Kak TOpbKHA TBOH OOUIBI,
C aHrenamu mIIeT HAMATOK 1T 3a0BeHUs JIeHOp!

Ieit sxe cHamoObe, Tel xaIHOo U 3a0yab cBoto JleHop!"
Kapkuyn Bopos: "Nevermore™.

"O, BeIllyH - MyCTh 3JI0i1, Bce K Beluil! - NTUIa JIb ThI, WJIb 371 MPUCTICIIHUK! -
[TocnaH 11 THI CUIIOH TPEITHOM, Wb TeOs HU3BEPTHYJ IITOPM -

CkBO3b 6€3MOJIBBE CBETIIBIX JajeH, uepes Oper, Iie BOIHbI CHaly,

B sTOT 1OM, F0107TB TI€YANIH, - TOBOPU: JIO CUX JIH TTOP

Ecth mapytomiuii 3a0BeHbe ClIaJKHI COH cpelib BEYHBIX TOp?"

Kapkuyn Bopos: "Nevermore™.

"O, BelllyH - MyCTh 3JI0i1, Bce K Beluil! - NTUIa JIb THI, UJIb 3714 MPHUCTICIITHUK !
3aknmuuaro Hebecamu, borom, deli Tak M1 Ham B30p:

Ceii gymie, 00JIpHOM OT CKOPOH, Taif HAIEKTY BCTPEUH CKOPOH -

Hym cnusiaus ¢ JleHopo#, ¢ He3a0BeHHOIO JIeHOD,

C Tol mpekpacHeneld 13 CMEPTHBIX, CMEPTHBIN Yac yei ObUT Tak cKop'.
Kapknyn Bopos: "Nevermore™.

"Byap T ITHIIA WK TBSBOJ! - 3THM CIIOBOM THI JOCTABHII
Cepany MHoras nevanu! - Tak 3aKOHYMM pa3rosop!

Ybupaiics B HOub, 0OpatHoO! IIpoys jeTu, B 00bsTHS anal

Tam, HaBepHO, OYAYT paJibl KU, YTO MOJIBUII ThI KaK BOp!
IIpous u3 ku3Hu, cepana, noma! PactBopuck B HOuM Kak Bop!"
Bopon kapknay: "Nevermore™.

Jlo cux mmop Bo TbMe CEpANTO BCE CUANT OH, BCE CHJIUT OH
Han moeit meuToii pa30uToi, B cepAle JoMa MOETo;

UepHBIil OTHb MEXK BEK CTPYHUTCS, OYATO IEMOH B HEM TaHUTCH,
Ja v TeHb 370BeNIEH NITULIBI B T10JI BPOCIIa YKE JaBHO;

W nyme Moeil oT 3Tol YepHOU TEHH HE TaHO

Otopsartscs - nevermore!

IlepeBon 'ennagns AmuHOBa.

Adexcanap Muautapes 2003

Bopon

Kax-mo nouvio 6 nonyopeme s cuden 8 nycmvlHHOM 0ome

HAO NPECMPaHHbIM U3peUeHbeM UHKYHADY bl OOHO,

20710801 KIOHACH 6ce Huokce... Bopye ckeéo3b con — éce baudice, bnudice
Mo N CKpUn 6 OKOHHOU Huuie, Mo U CKpextcem 3d CMeHO.

"Kmo, — npobopmoman si, — bpooum mam 6 NOMeMKax 3a CMeHoll,

6 9Mom nO30HUIL Yac HOYHOU?"



Tlomnio, 8 noaHo"b 3mMo 6bLI0: 30 OKHOM 0eKaOPb YHbLIbLI,
HA KOBPE Y30 YePMUIO0 yeiell mietouwux namHo.

A He moe ycHymb u 6 umenbu om 1006U UCKAT 3a068eHbS,
om MOCKU N0 MO, Ybe UMS C8eMma 20PHe20 NOJIHO,

no Jluno, no moii, uve ums 6 Hebecax HapeueHo,

motl, Ymo Hem OA8HbIM-0aBHO.

A wenkoe uymo CabluHbLIL WOPOX, WEeNnOMOK 8 6a2POBbIX WMOpPax
00801AKUBAT MHE OVULY CMYNHBIX CMPAX08 NeleHou!

U, enywa cepoyeduenve, s pewiun 6e3 npomeoienvbs

06epb OMKPbIMb 8 CE0U GNAOCHbSL MeM, KO 8 NO30HUIL YaC HOYHOU
uwym Kpoea u CnaceHbs 8 3mom no30HUlL 4ac HOYHOU

Om cmuxuu 1e0sHOI.

Bvicmpo noootioa k nopoey, ecyx cxazan s: "Paou boeaa,

COP UU MAOAM, NPOCTIUME — CAM He 3HAI0, MO CO MHOU!

A 0asno ocmasnen 6cemu... 8bl NPUULTU 8 MAKOE 8PEMS...

CMyKa 8 08epb He JHCOANL COBCEM 51 — CIUMKOM CEbIKCSL ¢ MUMUHOU".
Tax ckazae, s 06epb HAPYIICY PACNAXHYT — NEPedO MHOU

MPaK, 0OUH JUb MPAK HOYHOU.

B 0om ¢ kpuLivya ckonwbsHyn s menvlo, om cebs 20Hs 8 CMAMEHbU
Mo, YUMo 0adice 8 CHOBUOECHbU CMEPMHBIM 8UOEeMb He OAHO.

A K020a 3aMKHYACSL CHOBA KpYe Oe3MON8USL HOYHOZO,

68 MULUHEe 603HUKIIO Cl080, muxull 8300x. "Jluno... Jluno...".

Ho ycnvnwan nuwn cebs st — 3xo, mue wennys "Juno...”,
CMOJIKIO, 80AJIb YHECEHO.

Tonvko 06epb 3a MHOU 3aKPLIIACH (0, KAK VKO cepoye Ouiocs!),
6HOGb YCUNICHHBI MOTYAHbEM, OMIMEHEHHbIT MUUWUHOU

mom dce 38yK pazoaics 20e-mo. "4Ymo sic, — nooyman s, — paz Hemy
HUKO20 mam, 3Ha4um, 3mo eemep 80em 3a CIEeHOI.

IIpocmo eemep, Hanemas u3 3umbl, U3 MbMbl HOYHOU

Ovemcs 6 cmasHu 3a cmenou”.

Hacmeoco mym oxno packpwin s. Bopye 3awenecmenu kpulivsi
U yepromulil YepHbulill 60POH, BECIHUK OPEGHOCHU 3eMHO,

0e3 NOKIOHA Wazom meepobiM 8 00M 8oUel NOXOOKOU 10poda,
83MAX KPLLIOM — U 3aMep 20pO0 OH HA NPUTHOTIOKE 08EPHOLL,
cen Ha benvui 6rocm [lannadel — mam, Ha NPUMoOaOKe 08EPHOL,
cen — u 3amep HA0o MHOU.

Om ucnyea s 04HYICA U HEBONbHO VIILLOHYICA:

Max OvLI YONOPEH U BAANCEH, MAK 830bIMAT OH 20pO0 2pyOb!

"Xomb X0X01 MBOU U NPULTIAJICEH, — 51 3AMEMUTL, — HO OMBAICEH
Odosicer 6vimv mol, ubo cmpauter uz Cmpanvt 3a66eHvsL Nymb.
Kax oice 36amv mebs, o Bopon, uepez Cmuxc depoicaguuti nyms?"
Kapknyn sopon: "neseppprymu!”.

Ymo oic, He MOz He NOOUBUMBCSL 51 pyaade 2yNoU NMUYbL:
Xomb omeem u He Obll C8A3HbIM, K MECY He Oblll OH HUYYmb,
HUK020a 6 5 He nogepul, Ymobdvl @ KOMHAME HAO 08EPLIO
8UOEIL DMAKO20 36epPsi KMO-HUOYOb K020a-HUbYOb -

umob na mpamopnot Ilannade obuapyicun kmo-Hub6yoo
meapw no knuuxe "Heseppprymv".



Ho uzoas ceoti xpun dpedosulil, 60pon 60ab 2is0el Cyposo,
KAK negeuy, Koeoa COp8emcs ¢ 8ewux CmMpyH nocieOHUll 36yK.
Tax cuden oH, meHb HeMAsl, YEPHBIX KPbLIL He NOObIMAS,

u 6300xuyn a: "l[lonumaro: mol npuuien Ko MHe Kax opye,

HO moMmy, Yell 0oM — Mo2uia, Hu Opy3eti yic, Hu noopye..."
"He sepuyms!" — on kapknyn opye.

B3opoenyn s crecka: 6e0b mym-mo 8 mouky o nonasu kax 6yomo!
Ho pewun: "llpuneg ynwiiviti — 6ce, 4mo Cavlidams mvl NPUGLLK

8 ubeM-mo oome, Ha Komopwiti Damym, Ha pacnpagy cKopulii,
HAMPAsU HecHacmui ceopy, u yoo2uti meotl a3viK

6 9Motl CKOPOHOU napmumype auttb 00UH MOMUE NOCMUL!

He gepHymb! — mocknugulii Kpux".

Yemexnynca a ykpaoroti, max nezxko Hauos pazeaoxy

9MOoU MaiiHbl, U yCencs 6 Kpecio, Ymoob ciecka 630pemMHyms...
Ho s36unace panmasmos cmas eéxpyz mensa! M 6 xpuniom epae,
8 0epP3KOM, MEP3KOM IMOM 2pae 6ce UCKA 5L CMBICTL U CYMb.

B mom 3106ewjem kauve nmuubem gce xomen HOCMUdb si Cymb
npuzosopa "ne sepnyms!".

Tax cuden s 6e3 08UNCEHbSA, NOSPYIHCEHHDIL 8 PAZMBIULTIEHbA
nepeo nmuyetl, Ymo 20pAuUM 30POM MHE CEEPIUNA 2PYOb.
Ilepedyman s Hemano, 2010801 CKIIOHACL YCMAN0

Ha nooyuiex bapxam anviil, aivlii bapxam, 1aMnou 4yme
0CBeUjeHHbLIL — HA KOMOPYBILL MY, K KOMY 3AKA3aH Nymb,
HUKO020a YIIC He 6EPHYMb.

Bopyz nponuncs 6 6030yx cnanvhu apomam KypuibHuly 0anibHUXx,
6HU3, 60 MbMY, C 8bICOM ACMPATILHBIX 3ACMPYUNCS CEEMIbILI NYMb,
U HE3PUMBIX XOPO6 nenve caviuly A: "Bo ucyenenve

Heb6o wnem mebe 3ab6enve — max 3a6y0b ee...3a0)0b...

neti gice, nel 8UHO 3a068eHb3, U NOKOU 8epHemcs 8 2pyob..."

Tym ou kapxuyn: "ne sepuyms!”

"Kmo mu1? — Kpukuyn s ¢ docadoti — 0yx? npopok? ucuadve aoa?
uckycumensi NOCAIAHHUK? UM CMPAHHUK 8 Mope 6eO,

YEePHbIM BUXPEM 3AHECEHHbIU 8 IMOM KPall ONYCMOWEHHbIL,

6 00M MOl CKOpOHbLL U cmemennubili? Ho ckadicu mue: pasee Hem,
Hem banvzama 6 I anaade, umobd eéepruymo cienomy ceem?".

"He gepnyms " — npuwen omaem.

"ITmuya, Obs6oN Mbl, He 3HAI0, — 5 6CKPUUAT, — HO 3AKTUHAIO

IMUM HEOOM, 20PHUM CEEMOM, YKAZVIOWUM HAM NYMb.

Hanpopoyb MHe, 20CMb He36AHHbIN, YMO 8 3eMle 00emMO8AHHOU
cModicem 6HO8b K JIuHO dicenannoll cepoye 6eoHoe NpUIbHYmb

U 6ePHYMb MOM C8em OIANCEHHBIN XOMb HA MU2... K020a-Hubyob...".
Kapxuyn sopon: "He eéepryms”.

Tym st 6cman: "Teoe npusnanve RPUHSLIL 51 — KAK 3HAK NPOUAHBSL.
Yxo0u orce, kmo 6 mol Hu 6vL1 — 6 OYpIO, 6 A0, KYOa-HUOYOb!
YePHBIX nepbes He 0apu MHe! JIJCUBLIX CI08 He 2080pu MHe!
00uHouecmeo eepnu mue! ¢ 6rocma — 6o, 8 Hed0OPvLL Nymb!

U u3z cepoya xmios ceoli 8bipsu, Ymoobl HCU3HbL BEPHYIACH 8 2PYOb .
Kapxuyn sopon "He sepnyms".

U ¢ mex nop cuoum ynopHo Haoo MHOI 80POH UepHblll,



U NOO CMPAHHBIM IMUM B30POM He NPOCHYMbCA, He YCHYMb.
U 6 enazax y dpesneti nmuybi 0eMOH OpeMIowutl maumcsi,

U OM KPbLIbes MeHb JONCUMCS HA NOTY, OPOAHCA YYMb-YYMb ...
H oywu uz smou menu, ymo ne2na nIUmou Ha epyob,

He NOOHIMb — 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 hame is Freddy, pray?

THE FLOWER GIRL. Ow, eez ye-00a san, is e? 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? I 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, I 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?

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 I never said a word—

THE NOTE TAKER [overbearing but good-humored] Oh, shut up, shut up. Do I 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 | called him Captain. I 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, I 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 I 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 1 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
I 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?

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! I 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 I 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 I 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—o0!

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—o00!

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?
THE GENTLEMAN. | am Colonel Pickering. Who are you?

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

PICKERING [with enthusiasm] I 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 | 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.

"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. I 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 | 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.

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 | 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, | think so--1 hope so," said Bertha brightly.

"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. "l saw myself driving through
Eternity in a timeless taxi."

He knew the Norman Knights. 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: "I 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' ?"

"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.

"I 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.

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.

"l 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? 1'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: "l 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.

"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 | 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 | 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, I 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 I omit some passages, and shorten others, and disguise names, | 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 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 | think don't remember;
or, perhaps, distinctly remark. But | 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 |
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 | 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, I saw him look at me more
steadily, and with an interest which | thought | understood. I 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 I 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.

| 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:

"l 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, | 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," 1 added, laughing, "ten or twelve years is a considerable time to have managed
without it; but | 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, I 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; | 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: "I 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 | 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 II. The Doctor Questions Lady Mary and She Answers

"I like your vicar so much, Lady Mary," said I, 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. I can only testify to his being an
agreeable and gentle companion, and in addition to what you have told me, | think I 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. | 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 1 must say good-night!" said I.

"But how did you find it out?"

"By the planets, of course, as the gypsies do," | 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? | hope so. | have
already conceived a theory about him. It is supported by Lady Mary's answers to my parting questions. |
should like 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; | 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, I 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 Cealestia," 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, | 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 I 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 |
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 | 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 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, I 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 V. 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 | 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:

"I 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 I think they are rather likely to make a solitary man nervous--that is, judging from the very little |
have read---1 don't say that they have made me so," he laughed; "and I'm so very much obliged for the
book. I hope you got my note?"

I made all proper acknowledgments and modest disclaimers.

"I never read a book that I go with, so entirely, as that of yours," he continued. "I 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.

"l mean this," he said: "he seems to me, one half, blind-- 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--1'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--1 know | 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," | assured him.

"Very good of you. | am so utterly dissatisfied with Harley."

"A little leaning to the materialistic school,” I 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: "l 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.

"Sorry, of course, to learn that you apprehend occasion to consult any of us; but, command me when and
how you like, and | 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. | 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 | should feel at all able to see you, I 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 | 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:

"l 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 | need help. |
have a quiet house at Richmond, where |1 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 | ought not to be alone. | have tried everything. Come and see."

| 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, | 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. I 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.
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.

| 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."

"I 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, I 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.

"I 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 I spent an hour or two in a library, hunting up authorities and looking out lights
upon my theme, 1 was in no morbid state as far as | can judge. | met my friends pretty much as usual and
enjoyed their society, and, on the whole, existence had never been, I think, so pleasant before.

"I had met with a man who had some odd old books, German editions in mediaeval 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. |
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 | was sitting and | saw them no more.

"My curiosity was now really excited, and, before | 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.



"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 I did so. | began now to perceive an
outline of something black, and I 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.

"l 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, | 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.

"l 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 1, 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, I 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, | 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 I quickened my pace. It was at my left side,
so dose to my leg that I 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 | 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.

"I 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, I 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. I 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 I 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, | might say my
knowledge, | was simply bullying myself into a false courage.

"I 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.

"I 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 |
mounted the steps, and when the door was opened entered with me.

"I drank no tea that night. | 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 I 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. I 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 VIII. 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."
"Is 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."

"Is 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, |
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. | have got so far, and | 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. I will give you all I think, " I 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.

"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 I 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.

"I left Dawlbridge for a time. | placed myself in Dr. Harley's hands. I did everything he told me. he gave
my case a great deal of thought. It interested him, I 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 I submitted, and soon | left the place.

"l 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 | 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 I pray with
my eyes closed, it comes closer and closer and closer, and I see it. I know it is not to be accounted for
physically, but I 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 | 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 I am. Yes,
Doctor, as | am, for a while I 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 | 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?"

"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. | dare not go on, I 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 new 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. | 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. I 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. | 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. | 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 I 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 I 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, |
doubt whether it would sufficiently interest a reader of the kind | am likely to meet with, to warrant its
being here reprinted. The 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.

| 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.

| 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.

| 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
guestion, 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, I 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.

| 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. | 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.

"I 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 | 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 | 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 | came in. | asked him if he wanted anything, and he said
No.

"I 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. | saw him sitting in that chair beside the dressing-table
with his clothes on again. He turned round and looked at me. | 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. I 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, I 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 I 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 | shall
never see it more. While I write to you I 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: "I 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
I 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 I 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 I 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 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 I cannot call a patient of mine, for | had not even begun to treat his
case, and he had not yet given me, | 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 1 think of it and maddens me when I 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, | 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 | 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
guarters in Boston. Much of the material which I correlated will be later published by the American
Archaeological Society, but there was one box which | found exceedingly puzzling, and which | 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 I 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 how 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 | 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 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
guestioned 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, | 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 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. | 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 1 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 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 | 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 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. VVoid 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 I 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.
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,

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 I 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 | 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 I 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. I 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 | 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 | 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 |
could never like, but I was willing enough now to admit both his genius and his honesty. I 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 I felt sure 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 I 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 I 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.

| 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.



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 | 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 | 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 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 | 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 I think of the extent of all that may be brooding
down there I 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. | 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.

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 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 I do not think my life will be long. As my uncle went, as poor Johansen went, so | shall
go. | know too much, and the cult still lives.

Cthulhu still lives, too, I 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
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 1, "'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' more!]

A Visit from Saint Nicholas In The Ernest Hemingway Manner

James Thurber
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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. I 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?” | 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,” | said.

“You ought to sleep.”

“I know. | 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. | 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?” | asked.

“He might be,” the children said.

“He isn't,” | 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,” | said. “A little guy.”

| pulled my head in out of the window and listened. | heard the reindeer on the roof. | could hear their
hoofs pawing and prancing on the roof.

“Shut the window,” said mamma.

| stood still and listened.

“What do you hear?”

“Reindeer,” | said. | 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. | 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. I 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. | 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.” | went back to bed.

“What was it?”” asked mamma. “Saint Nicholas?”” She smiled.

“Yeah,” | said.

She sighed and turned in the bed.

“I saw him,” | 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,” | 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.

| 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

"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 I 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.
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 I 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 itin 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 | 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 inthe 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
wasn't poogly. I 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. "lIs 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," | 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 | 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,” | 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," I 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
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,”" I said. "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 umbrellaand 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, | 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 snug
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 a real 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
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 I 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?"

"I don't go for that nasty tone," I said. "I don't care much for these
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:
brrrrzzzzrerr. 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. [2]

2 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



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 A'Tuin 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.

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 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.



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, 1 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.

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?'

'l 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 | 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.

'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 | must follow this madman willynilly and protect him from harm.
It's stronger than you, Bravd. It is, | 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
I- 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...

"' 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 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.

'l 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.

'l 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. 'I'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. 'lI'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 | 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.'

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, | 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 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.

'l 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!" [3].

'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.'

3 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.'



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 I.'

'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.

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
asitis?"

"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 | am already married."
"Eh, sirs, and a fine clever poet like you!"
"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 I 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 | have found ready to speak a

kind word for evil. And in all these centuries, too! Dear me, this

is @ most regrettable instance of mismanagement! No matter, Jurgen,
the morning is brighter than the evening. How | 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
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.
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® JUIs CJICIBIX U CIa0OBUIAIINX:

- JeKIUH O(OPMISIIOTCS B BHJAE AJIEKTPOHHOTO JOKYMEHTa, IOCTYIMHOTO C IOMOIIBIO
KOMIIbIOTEpA CO CHEMATM3UPOBAHHBIM IIPOIPAMMHBIM 00€CIIEYEHUEM;

- TNHCHhMEHHBIC 33JaHUSl BBHINOJHAIOTCS HA KOMIBIOTEPE CO CHEIHATM3HUPOBAHHBIM
IPOrpaMMHBIM 00€CIIEYEeHHEM, HJIM MOT'YT OBbITh 3aMEHEHBI YCTHBIM OTBETOM;

- obecrieunBaeTCsl HHIMBUyalbHOE paBHOMepHOe ocBerieHne He menee 300 mokc;

- JUIsl BBIIOJHEHUS 3aJaHMsl NP HEOOXOJUMOCTH IPENOCTABISCTCA YBEIMYMBAIOLIEE
YCTPOMCTBO; BO3MOXHO TAaK)K€ MCIIOJIb30BaHUE COOCTBEHHBIX YBEIMUMBAIOIIMX YCTPOUCTB;

- IUCbMEHHBIE 3aJJaHUs O(POPMIIIOTCS YBETUYEHHBIM HIPUPTOM;

- 9K3aMeH M 3a4€T MPOBOAATCSA B YCTHON (hOpMe UM BBHIIOJHSIOTCSA B MUCBbMEHHOM (popme Ha
KOMIIBIOTEPE.

® Ui TIYXHX U cIa0O0CITBIIIANIHX:

- JeKuud O(OPMIISIIOTCA B BHJIE AJIEKTPOHHOIO JIOKYMEHTa, JHUOO TMPEeAOCTaBISETCS
3BYKOYCHJIMBAIOIIAs alllapaTypa WHAWBUYAIbHOTO 110JIb30BaHMS;

- MUCHbMEHHBIE 33JJaHUS BBIMOJIHSAIOTCS Ha KOMITBIOTEPE B MUCHbMEHHOM (hopme;

- 9K3aMeH M 3auéT MNpOBOAATCA B NHUCbMEHHOW (opMe Ha KOMIBIOTEPE; BO3MOXKHO
npoBeeHue B (hopMe TeCTUPOBAHHUS.

e JUIs JIUL C HAPYIIEHUSIMH OIIOPHO-/IBUTATEIBHOTO allapara:

- JeKUUM O(OPMISIOTCS B BHJAE 3JIEKTPOHHOTO JOKYMEHTa, IOCTYHHOTO C IOMOIIbIO
KOMITHIOTEPA CO CHEIHATN3UPOBAHHBIM ITPOTPAMMHBIM 00€CIICUeHUEM;

- IHUCBMEHHbIC 33JaHUS BBINOJHAIOTCA HA KOMIBIOTEPE CO CHELHAIM3HMPOBAHHBIM
MIPOrpaMMHBIM 00€CIICUYCHUEM;

- 9K3aMeH M 3a4€T NPOBOAATCSA B yCTHON (hopMe UM BBIIOJIHAIOTCS B MMCBbMEHHOM (popme Ha
KOMIIBIOTEPE.

ITpu HEOOXOIMMOCTH MpeycMaTpUBAETCs YBEIUUYEHUE BPEMEHH JJ1s1 IOATOTOBKU OTBETA.

[Iponienmypa  mpoBeAeHHsST  MPOMEKYTOYHOH  arTecTamuu Il OOydaromuxcs
YCTAHABIMBACTCSI C Y4YETOM HUX HMHIUBUAYAIbHBIX ICUXO(PHU3UYECKUX OCOOEHHOCTEH.
[TpomexyTo4Hast aTTeCTAIsI MOKET MTPOBOJIUTHCS B HECKOJIBKO ATAIOB.

ITpu npoBeneHUM NPOLEAYPHI OLIEHUBAHUS PE3YNbTaroB OOy4YeHHs MpeaycMaTpHUBaeTCs
UCTIOJNIb30BAaHNE TEXHUYECKHUX CPEJICTB, HEOOXOAMMBIX B CBS3M C HWHIUBUAYaJbHBIMU
0COOEHHOCTAMHU O0yJaroIuXxcsi. DTH CPEJACTBa MOTYT OBbITh HPEAOCTaBIEHbl YHHUBEPCHUTETOM,
WJIM MOTYT MCIIOJIb30BaThCSl COOCTBEHHBIE TEXHUYECKUE CPEJICTBA.

[IpoBeneHne mpoueAypbl OLIEHUBaHMS  pE3ylbTaroB  OOy4eHHUs JOMYyCKaeTcss ¢
UCTIOJIb30BaHUEM JAMCTAHIIMOHHBIX 00pa30BaTeIbHBIX TEXHOIOTHIA.

ObecneunBaeTcs AOCTYN K MH(MOPMALMOHHBIM M OuOIMorpaduyeckuM pecypcaMm B CETH
WuTepHer s kaxkzaoro oOywarouierocsi B ¢opMax, aJalTHPOBAHHBIX K OTPAaHUYEHUSM HX
3JI0pOBbsI U BOCTIPUATHUS HHPOPMALIUU:

® IS CHEMNBIX U CIIA00BUIAIINX:

- B [Ie4aTHOM (hopMe yBEIMYEHHBIM HIPUPTOM;
- B (hopMe IIEKTPOHHOTO JOKYMEHTA;

- B hopme ayauodaiina.

® Ui DIIYXUX M CIa0OCHbIIAIINX:

- B IeYaTHOH popme;

- B (hopme 31eKTPOHHOTO TOKYMEHTA.

e Ui 00y4aroIuXcs ¢ HAPYIICHUIMU ONTOPHO-ABUraTeIbHOIO anmapara:
- B IeYaTHOH Gopme;

- B (hopme 31eKTPOHHOTO TOKYMEHTA;

- B hopme aynuoddaiina.

Y4eOHble aymUTOPUH I BCEX BUAOB KOHTAaKTHOW M CaMOCTOSITEIIBHON pabOTHI, HaydHAs
O6ubnMoTeKa M MHbIE MOMEIICHUS /sl 0OyueHHUs] OCHAIIEHBI CIIEHUATbHBIM 00OpYAOBAaHHEM U
y4eOHBIMH MECTaMH C TEXHHYECKHUMH CPEICTBAMHU OOYUCHUS:



® JUIS CIENBIX ¥ CIAa0O0BUISIINX:
- YCTpPOMCTBOM JIJIs1 CKaHupoBaHus 1 ureHus ¢ kamepoir SARA CE;
- nuciieeM bpaiins PAC Mate 20;
- mpunTepom bpaitns EmBraille ViewPlus;
e JUIS TUIYXHX U CIa0OCHBIIIANINX:
- aBTOMATHU3WPOBAaHHBIM pab0OYMM MECTOM JJIsi JIIOJCH C HapyIICHHEM CliyXa W
CJIa0OCITBIIIAIINX;
- aKYCTHYECKHUH YCHIUTEIh U KOJIOHKH,
e Ui OOYYArOIIUXCS C HAPYIICHUSIMHU OMTOPHO-JABUTaTEIHHOTO armapara:
- IEPEABIKHBIMU, PETYIUPYEMBIMH dproHomMuueckumu napramu CH-1,
- KOMITBIOTEPHOUW TEXHHUKOU CO CIIeUaTbHBIM MTPOrPAMMHBIM 00€CIICYCHUEM.

9. MeToanuecKne MaTepHAJIbI®

9.1. Ilnanbl cemMunapckux 3aHATUR

Ilnan nexuuii
B kxypce mnpenyCMOTpeHBI JIEKIMOHHBIE 3aHATHA. JIEKIMM HOCAT YCTaHOBOYHO-

03HAKOMHTEJIbHBIN XapaKTep U MPEIoIaraloT akTUBHYIO CAMOCTOSATENIbHYIO pa0OTy CTY/IEHTOB.
B 3aBucuMoOCTH OT 3aluIaHMPOBAHHOTO KOJIMYECTBA YacCOB HEKOTOPHIE TEMBI MOTYT OBITh
00BEINHEHDI.

OCHOBHBIE TEMBI JIEKIIUH.

ITonsTHe GYHKIMOHANBHOTO CTHJIS; ONpeieneHue (PYHKIMOHAIBHOTO CTHIISI HCXOIHOTO TEKCTa,;
OCHOBHBIE ITPUEMBI [IEPEBOJIa; OCHOBHBIE TPYJHOCTH MEPEBOJIA: UINOMATHIECKIE BBIPAXKEHUS, PEaTiH,
JUTEepaTypHbIE U KYJIbTYPHBIE aJUTIO3HUH.

CrpaBounbie MaTepuabl. Bumsr ciioBapeii. OOmIes3bIKOBEIE U CTIEIHATbHBIE CIoBapy. KOHTEKCTHBIH
cnoBapsb 0. AnpecsiHa. cipaBodHble n3anus. ClioBapy [UTAT, COYETAEMOCTH, IEPCOHAINHN,
UAMOMATHYECKUX BBIPAXKEHHI, TMHIBOCTpaHOBeAueckue. CioBapu CHHOHUMOB PYCCKOTO SI3bIKa.

Kpatkas ucropus nepesona. Ilepconanuu. OTpaxeHne JMYHOCTH IEPEBOIINKA B IEPEBO/IE.

XyI10’)KECTBEHHBIH CTHIIb: BCEOXBATHOCTD KaK KIIOUEBasi 0COOEHHOCTb XYA0KECTBEHHOTO CTHJISL.
HeliTpasibHblil, BO3BBIICHHBIN U CHU)KEHHBIN CTHIIH, CPEJICTBA U3 BBIPAXKCHMSI HA aHIVIMICKOM SI3bIKE U
CIOCOOBI ITepeady Ha PyCCKOM.

S13BIKOBBIE CIIOKHOCTH, BO3HUKAIOIINE IIPH MEPEBOAE XyA0KECTBEHHBIX TEKCTOB: UAHOMBI, pa3rOBOPHAsI
peus, IpocTopedre, OpaHb, KAPrOHU3MBI, CIIPHT, apro, OKKa3MOHAIM3MBbI, HEOJIOTU3MBI, apXan3MBbl,
HUCTOPU3MBI.

[lepeBoa mapoaui.

PacxoxxneHne Mexay BhIPa3UTEIbHBIMU CPEACTBAMH AHIJIMICKOTO U PYCCKOTO SI3bIKOB; UCIIONIb30BAHUE
cydukcaru 1 npeUKCaluy B PyCCKOM S3bIKE JIJIS MePeIadd SMOIIMOHAIbHO-OIICHOYHBIX KaTEerOpUH.

[epenaua quaneKTHBIX POHETUYECKUX, MOP(OIOTUIECKUX U CEMAHTHIECKUX 0COOEHHOCTEH
XYJ0’KECTBEHHOI'O TEKCTA, COLIMANBHBIX U PErHOHAIBHBIX AUAIEKTOB. [IepeBoa Mo3THYECKUX TEKCTOB.

5 MeToanueckne maTepuansl Mo AVCLMMMNMHE MOTYT BXOAUTbL B COCTaB pabouyeii nporpamMmmbl, Tnbo paspabaTbisaThes
OTAEeNbHLIM LOKYMEHTOM.



IInan ceMMHApPCKUX 3aHATHI U CAMOCTOATEJLHONH Pa0d0ThI CTYICHTOB
B coorBercTBUM ¢ Yy4eOHBIM IJIAHOM TIPEAYCMOTPEHBI CEMHHAPCKUE 3aHATHS.

HekoTopsie U3 HUX CcTpOro o0s3aTebHbl, a APYrue JIOMYCKAaIOT PACCMOTPEHUE TOM WM WHOM
TEMBI C Pa3HON CTEMEHBIO MOJAPOOHOCTU: Pa3BOpPAUYMBAHUE U YTOYHEHHE TEMbI WM, HAIIPOTUB,
00BbeIMHEHNE HECKOJIBKUX TEM.

[Ipaktryeckoe 3aaaTre Ne 1. O0mue 0CHOBHI IEPEBOTICCKOM MEATETLHOCTH. (2 1)

OcHOBHBIE TPOOTIEMBI

OTpa)KeHI/IC JIMYHOCTHU NIEPCBOAYNKA B IICPEBO/JC.

Paznatounsiit MmaTepuan

Lewis Carroll: Alice in Wonderland (orpeiBku) — nepeBoasl B. Habokoga, b. 3axonepa, H.
HemypoBoit

William Shakespeare: Hamlet (otpbiBki) — nepeBop! b. [Tacrepnaka, M. Jlozunckoro, K.P., A.
Pamnosoi

Edgar Allan Poe: The Raven — nepeBoast A. Muurtapesa, B. bprocosa, /. MepeskkoBckoro, K.
bansmonTa, I'. AMuHOBa

Hpaxtudgeckoe 3ansatre Ne 2-10. YKanp u cTuib B iepeBoe. (18 gacos)

OcHOBHBIE TPOOTIEMBI

Xyl0’)KECTBEHHBIN CTHIIB. BCEOXBATHOCTD KaK KIFOUEBasi 0COOCHHOCTh XYI0)KECTBEHHOTO CTHIIS.
HeliTpanbHblii, BO3BBIIICHHBINA U CHU)KEHHBIN CTHIIM, CPEICTBA U3 BBIPAXKECHUS HA aHTJIMICKOM SI3bIKE
U CIIOCOOBI TIepeiayn Ha PYCCKOM. SI3bIKOBBIE CIIOKHOCTH, BOSHUKAIOIINE TPH MEPEBOJIE
XYI0)KECTBEHHBIX TEKCTOB: UIMOMBI, PA3rOBOpHAsI peub, MPOCTOpeUne, OpaHb, )KaPrOHU3MBI, CIIDHT,
apro, OKKa3MOHAJIN3MBbl, HEOJIOTU3MBI, apXau3Msbl, ucTopusMel. [lepeBos napoauii. Pacxoxaenue
MEXy BBIPA3UTENBHBIMU CPEACTBAMH AHIJIMICKOTO U PYCCKOTO SI3bIKOB; HCIIOIb30BAaHUE
cyhdukcanum u npedruKcauy B pycCKOM SI3bIKE JUIS Iepeadn IMOLMOHATIBHO-0IEHOYHBIX
kareropuil. Ilepenava nuanekTHeIX (HOHETHUECKUX, MOP(HOJIOTMYECKUX U CEMaHTHIECKUX
0coOeHHOCTE! Xy10’KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa, COLUATIbHBIX M PETHOHANBHBIX AUaieKkToB. [lepeBon

IMO3TUYCCKUX TCKCTOB.

PaznaTounsiii 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

MaTepI/IaJIBHO-TeXHI/I‘-IGCKOC 00€CIICUCHHEC 3aHATH;

CemuHapCcKue 3aHATHS MO AUCIHUIUIMHE MOYKHO TPOBOIUTH C MAKCUMAaIbHON
3G PEKTUBHOCTHIO, €CITH IPOBOANTH X B KOMITBIOTEPHOM KJIacCe MM AyJAUTOPHH C IOCTYIIOM B
WuTtepHeT u skpaHoM 1 npesenTanuii. Heooxoaumo Taxoke Hanudue T0CKH Wi (Giaumyapra,
9TOOBI IPENoAaBaTeIb MOT pa3doUpaTh MPUMEPHI MO X0y OOBSICHEHHUS U 3aIMCHIBATH 3a/IaHHS.
Taxoxe He0OXO0IUM JTOCTYII K HAYYHOH, Y4eOHOH 1 yueOHO-METOJUUECKOM JTUTepaType u
CJIOBAPSIM

9.2. MeTtoauyeckne peKOMEHIAlUK 110 TTOATOTOBKE MUCbMEHHBIX paboT

Marepuan oknaja opopmisieTcs B Buze pedepara 1o reme (CM. IpUMeEpbI TEM BBILIE).
O0bveM pedepara — 18-20 Tric.3HaKOB. Pedepar momkeH BKIIOYATh BBOJHYIO YaCTh, OCHOBHYIO
YacTh U BBIBOJIbI, IOJKEH OBITh CHA0KEH CIIMCKOM UCIOIb30BAHHOM JIUTEPATypbl U UCTOUHUKOB.
JlocTaTouHo€ KOIMYECTBO MPOpabOTaHHBIX HAYYHBIX paboT 10 TeMe — He MeHee 5-7.
JlocTaTouHo€ KOJIMYECTBO UCTOUHUKOB — HE MEHee 3-X.

ﬂOnOﬂHumeﬂbHaﬂ peKOMedeemaﬂ Jdumepamypa

1. Anekcanaposa, 3.E. CioBapb CHHOHMMOB pyccKoro si3bika. - M., 2003. - 564 c.

2. Buaxos, C., ®nopun, C. HenepeBoaumoe B niepeBoje. - M., 2006. - 360 c.

3. Tamp, H. . CioBo xuBOe u MepTBoe: 0T “Manenskoro npunua’” 1o “Kopabns nypakos”. -
M., 2001. - 368 c.

4. Hosslil OosbLION aHTIO-pyccKuit cnoBaps. B 3 1. - M., 1999.

1. Kazakosa, T. A. Imagery in Translation. IIpakTukym 1o Xy/10K€CTBEHHOMY IEPEBOY. -
CII6., 2003.

2. Cewmeniok, E. B. [IpoGiema cTunm3anuy U nepeBo (Ha MaTepualie aHTInHCKON 1
aMEepUKaHCKON XyA0KeCTBEHHOM JuTepaTypsbl). Jucc. ... kana. pumnon. Hayk. - M., 2003

3. CroBapu nepcoHanuit

4. CrnoBapsb reorpau4eckux Ha3BaHUM.

5. Uykosckuii, K. 1. Beicokoe uckyccrpo.//Yykosckuii, K.1. Cobpanue counnennii B 15 1. T.
3.- M., 2001.

6. Bartlett, J. Caplan. J. Familiar Quotations. JIro6oe n3znanue

7. Longman Dictionary of Language and Culture. Jlro60e u3nanwue.

8. Thorne, T. Dictionary of Contemporary Slang. - Lnd., 2005.

9. Webster’s Third International Dictionary. Jlxo6oe n3nanue.



Ipunoowcenue 1
AHHOTALUS JMCHUTIJIUHBI

Hucnuminna «CTIWIb U sKaHP B nepeBoje» peanusyercs B MHCTUTYTe TMHTBUCTUKH Kadeapoit
€BPOIIECHCKUX A3BIKOB.

L[eﬂb AUCHUIIJIMHBI - Hay'-II/ITI) CTyﬂeHTOB aICKBATHO HepenaBaTb COHGp)KaTCJ'ILHBIe u q)OpMaJ'H)HI)Ie
0COOCHHOCTH TEKCTOB Ha aHTJIUHCKOM SI3BIKE CPEICTBAMH PYCCKOTO SI3bIKA.

3agaun JUCLIUAILINHEL:

aThb CTy}_IeHTaM CJ'Ie).IyIOHII/Ie HpaKTH‘IeCKI/Ie HAaBBIKHU U BI)Ipa6OTaTI) y HUX CHCHyIOHII/Ie KOMIICTCHIINN
onpeaensaTh GyHKIMOHATBHBIA CTHIIb UCXOHOTO TEKCTA, OTMPEACIATh MPOOJIEMHBIC YIaCTKUA U HAXOJUTh
HaH6onee HpI/IeMHeMBIe BapI/IaHTBI HepeBoz[a TCKCTOB Ha pYCCKI/Iﬁ SA3BIK.

JuciumuinHa HarpasieHa Ha JOPMUPOBAHUE CICTYIOIINX KOMIICTCHIIU:

1K 2 CriocoOeH kK IpUMEHEHHIO METOIOB U CIIOCOOOB JIMHTBHCTUYECKOTO aHAIIN3a, CO3JIaHUs U
00pabOTKH TEKCTA HA €CTECTBEHHOM SI3BIKE C YUETOM SI3BIKOBBIX M AKCTPATUHTBUCTHUECKUX
(bakTOpOB B NPOPECCUOHATBHOMN IEATEILHOCTH

[1K 2.2 Crioco0eH co3/1aBaTh U peJaKTUPOBATh TEKCTHI HA PYCCKOM M M3y4aeMBbIX SI3bIKaX C
Y4ETOM TIepe/iaur/ COXpaHEeHUs] KOMMYHHUKATUBHO-TIParMaTu4eckoi nHdopMariu

B pesynbTaTe 0CBOCHHS AUCUUILIMHBI CTYAEHT JOJIKEH

1. 3namo:

- OCHOBHBIC MIEPEBOTYCCKUE TPUEMBI U MOIXObI K IEPEBOTY.

2. Ymems:

- TIOJI30BATHCSI TIEPEBOTICCKUM HHCTPYMEHTAPHEM;

- YYUTHIBATH BAXKHOCTh KOHTEKCTA M OCOOCHHOCTH IIEJICBON ayAUTOPHH;

- MOPOXKJATh TEKCT, COCIUHSIIOIIUN B ce0€ SKBHBAJICHTHOCTh OPUTHMHAIY W COOTBETCTBHE PEUCBBIM W
CTHJIMCTUYCCKUM HOPMaM PYCCKOTO S3bIKa.

3. Bnademp: crnocoOHOCTHIO OTOMPATh W KCIOJIL30BATH B HAYYHOW JESITEIBHOCTH HEOOXOIMMYFO
UHGOPMAITUIO TI0 TPOOJIeMaM, CBA3aHHBIM C MPEAMETOM Kypca, C MCIIOJb30BaHUEM KaK TPaJIUI[UOHHBIX,
TaKk M COBPEMEHHBIX O00pPa30BaTEIbHBIX TEXHOJOTHMH; CIIOCOOHOCTBIO CaMOCTOSITEIbHO H3Yy4aTh U
OpPUCHTUPOBATHLCS B MAaCCHBE HAYYHO-TIOMYJIAPHOM M HAaydHO-HCCICIOBATENLCKOU, XYJ0KECTBEHHOM
JUTEPATYPHI ¥ MYOIUIIMCTUKHU C YISTOM MOTYICHHBIX 3HAHHH.

[To nucnuIuinHE TpeTycMOTPEeHa MPOMEXKYTOUHas aTTecTalus B (hopMe 3ayeTa.

OO01mast Tpy10€MKOCTh OCBOSHUS TUCIUTIIMHBI COCTABIISIET 2 3aYCTHBIC ¢IUHUIIBI.



JIUCT UBMEHEHUM

[Tpunoxenue 2

Teker akTyanu3zanuu wim npunaraeMmsiid Kk PIT/1 noxkymeHT,
COJIeprKaIMi H3MECHEHHUS

ara

Ne
IPOTOKOJIA




