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The Door in the Wall

(IBepb B cTeHe)

One confidential evening (oHaxx/ 16l BeuepoM B JIOBEPUTEILHOM 00CTaHOBKE:
«OJIHMM JIOBEPUTEIIBHBIM Beuepom»), Not three months ago (menee Tpex mecsies
nasan), Lionel Wallace told me this story of the Door in the Wall (Jlaiionen

Younec pacckasan mue uctoputo o JIsepu B Crene; to tell — paccrazams). And at
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the time | thought that so far as he was concerned it was a true story (1 B To Bpems

S ImoayMall, 4To IHOCKOJIBKY 3TO KaCacTC:A Cro, /Tol 51O IMpaBaAMvBasA HCTOpI/I}I).

confidential ["kOnfl'denSql], concerned [kqn'sWnd], true [trH]

One confidential evening, not three months ago, Lionel Wallace told me this
story of the Door in the Wall. And at the time | thought that so far as he was

concerned it was a true story.

He told it me with such a direct simplicity of conviction (on pacckazan mue ee
C TaKOW HEMOCPEJICTBEHHOM npocToTo yoexaennoctr) that | could not do
otherwise than believe in him (uro st He MOr mOCTYIUTHL MHAYE, KAK TTOBEPUTH B
Hero = emy). But in the morning, in my own flat (1o ytpom B Moeli coOcTBeHHOI
kBaptupe), | woke to a different atmosphere (st mpochyJicst B ipyroit armocdepe),
and as I lay in bed and recalled the things he had told me (u moka s nexain B
KpPOBaTH M BCIIOMHUHAJI BEIIM = 710, YTO OH pacckaszai Mue), stripped of the glamour
of his earnest slow voice (suieHHOe YapyroIiei CUIbl ero HCKPEHHETO
necnemnrHoro rosoca), denuded of the focussed shaded table light (umennoe = 6e3
c(pOKYCHPOBAHHOT'O CBETa HACTOJILHOM JIaMITbl ¢ abaxxypoM; shade — abaorcyp;
light — ceem; namna), the shadowy atmosphere that wrapped about him and the
pleasant bright things (npuspaunoii armocdepsl, kKoTopas OKyThIBasa €ro u
npusTHBIC sipkue Beruiisl), the dessert and glasses and napery of the dinner
(mecepr, u 6okasbl, 1 yopancTBo yxuna) We had shared (koTopblii MbI €11
«paznenunn»), making them for the time a bright little world quite cut off from
every-day realities (uro menano: «aenas» ux Ha TOT MOMEHT SIPKUM MaJIeHbKHM
MHPOM = MUpKOM, COBEPIIEHHO OTPE3aHHBIM OT OyIHUYHOMN JCHCTBUTENBHOCTH), |
saw it all as frankly incredible (st yBumen 3To Bce, kak OTKPOBEHHO HEBEPOSTHOE).
“He was mystifying (on 3anumasics MuctudukanusMu = j1a oH Bce Beixyman)!” |

said, and then (ckasan s1, a morom): “How well he did it (kak 310poBo y Hero 310



noayunsock)l.. It isn’t quite the thing I should have expected him, of all people, to
do well (BTO HE COBCEM TO, UTO MHC CJICAOBAJIO OKUAATh OT HETO, N30 BCCX JHO,[ICI\/’I,

4TO OH CJIEJIAET XOPOIIO = 3TOTO KaK pa3 OT HEeTo s He OXuam).”

otherwise ['ADqwalz], atmosphere ['xtmqsflq], earnest ['Wnlst]

He told it me with such a direct simplicity of conviction that | could not do
otherwise than believe in him. But in the morning, in my own flat, | woke to a
different atmosphere, and as | lay in bed and recalled the things he had told me,
stripped of the glamour of his earnest slow voice, denuded of the focussed shaded
table light, the shadowy atmosphere that wrapped about him and the pleasant
bright things, the dessert and glasses and napery of the dinner we had shared,
making them for the time a bright little world quite cut off from every-day realities,
I saw it all as frankly incredible. “He was mystifying!” I said, and then: “How well
he did it!.. It isn’t quite the thing I should have expected him, of all people, to do

well.”

Afterwards, as | sat up in bed and sipped my morning tea (rmotom, koraa s
CHJICJT B KPOBATH M IMUJT. KITHJ MEJIKHMHU TIIOTKaMU» CBOW yTpeHHu# 4aii), | found
myself trying to account for the flavour of reality (s oGHapysxu1, 4TO MBITaOCH
00BSICHUTH TOT HAJICT pealbHOCTH; 10 account for — obwsacuams) that perplexed
me in his impossible reminiscences (koTopbIii 03a1aunI MEHS B €0 HEBEPOSTHBIX
BOCcTIoMuHaHusX ), by supposing they did in some way suggest, present, convey
(TpeAroI0KKB, YTO OHU KaKUM-TO 00pa30M BHYIIAIOT, IEPEIAIOT, BEIPAKAIOT) —
| hardly know which word to use (s Bpsi Jin 3Ha10, KaKoe CII0OBO MCIIOJIb30BATh) —
experiences it was otherwise impossible to tell (sneuatienus, koropsie nHaue

HEBO3MOJXKHO BBICKA3aTh).

account [g'kaunt], reminiscence ["reml'nlsns], experience [Ik'splgrigns]



Afterwards, as | sat up in bed and sipped my morning tea, | found myself
trying to account for the flavour of reality that perplexed me in his impossible
reminiscences, by supposing they did in some way suggest, present, convey — |

hardly know which word to use — experiences it was otherwise impossible to tell.

Well, | don’t resort to that explanation now (xy, Teneps s He puderan K
sToMy 00BsicHeHH0). | have got over my intervening doubts (s mpeooen
Bo3HHKaromue comuenus). | believe now (rereps s cuntaro), as | believed at the
moment of telling (kak st cauran B MoMeHT pacckasa), that Wallace did to the very
best of his ability strip the truth of his secret for me (uro Yosutec crapancs uzo
BCEX CHJI OOHAKUTH IIPaBy CBOEH TaiiHbl it MeHs). But whether he himself saw
(1O TO 71U OH caMm moHuMaJ; to see — sudems; nonumams), or only thought he saw
(vm muns rymadt, guro monumaet), whether he himself was the possessor of an
inestimable privilege (To v on ObUT 00J1a1ATEIEM HEOIIEHUMOM TIPUBUIICTHH ), OF
the victim of a fantastic dream (um sxepTBO# (hanTacTryeckoro cua), | cannot
pretend to guess (s He ocMenuBaroCh rajaath; to pretend — netmamscsi, npunacamo
yeunus, cmapamucsi, omeadxcusamucsi, peuiamocsi). Even the facts of his death
(maxxe daxtel ero cmeptu), which ended my doubts forever (kotopeie HaBcera
YHUYTOXUIN MoU comHenus), throw no light on that (se nposimarot: «6GpocaroT»
cBeTa Ha 310). That much the reader must judge for himself (nmenno sTo unTaTens
JIOJDKEH OIICHHUTH caM; 10 judge — coenams 6b1600; oyenusams, cyoums, that much

= S0 much — cmonvko-mo, smo-mo).

intervening ["Intq'vInIN], possessor [pqg'zesql, privilege ['privllIiG]

Well, | don’t resort to that explanation now. I have got over my intervening
doubts. I believe now, as | believed at the moment of telling, that Wallace did to
the very best of his ability strip the truth of his secret for me. But whether he

himself saw, or only thought he saw, whether he himself was the possessor of an



inestimable privilege, or the victim of a fantastic dream, | cannot pretend to guess.
Even the facts of his death, which ended my doubts forever, throw no light on that.

That much the reader must judge for himself.

| forget now what chance comment or criticism of mine moved so reticent a
man to confide in me (s y>xe He TOMHIO, KaKO€ MOE CITy4ailHOE KPUTUIECKOE
3aMeYaHue MOJBMIJIO TAKOTO CIEPIKAaHHOTO YeoBeKa J0BepuThes MHe; to forget —
sabwvieams). He was, | think, defending himself against an imputation of slackness
and unreliability (on, s monararo, 3amumaics OT OOBUHEHHS B CIIaA00CTH U
HeHaaexHoct; slack — crabwui; usmooscoennoiit, yemaswuii; reliable —
naoexcnwiit;, 10 rely — nonaeamscs) | had made in relation to a great public
movement in which he had disappointed me (kotopoe st caiean B CBs3H €
KPYITHBIM OOIIIECTBEHHBIM JBIKCHHEM, B KOTOPOM OH HE OIIPaBIal MOMX
oxxuaanumii; to dissapoint — pazouaposvieams; oomanvisamo Inadexcowil, ne
onpasowvieams loscuoanuil). But he plunged suddenly (1o on Bapyr BeTpsut; to
plunge — uwipsms,; 6pocamscs eneped; ecmpesamy). “l have” he said, “a
preoccupation (s He mepecTaro Koe 0 4eM JyMaTh; preoccupation —

036160”[6HHOCWlb,' HEe6HUMAaHUeE, H€6HMMClm€]ZbHOCWZb) —7

chance [CRns], reticent ['retlsqnt], unreliability ['Anrl"lalg'bllItl]

| forget now what chance comment or criticism of mine moved so reticent a
man to confide in me. He was, | think, defending himself against an imputation of
slackness and unreliability |1 had made in relation to a great public movement in
which he had disappointed me. But he plunged suddenly. “I have” he said, “a

preoccupation —

“I know (s1 3Ha10),” he went on (rpo10JpKWIT 0H; 10 O 0N — npodoascams),
after a pause that he devoted to the study of his cigar ash (rociie nayssr, koTopyio

OH TOCBSITHII M3YYEHHUIO Teria cBoeid curapsi), “I have been negligent (s Ob11



Hepaaus/Oecnieuen). The fact is (nemo B Tom) — it isn’t a case of ghosts or
apparitions (3to He ciay4ail = omo He c6513aH0 ¢ IPUBUICHUSIMHU WM /KaKUMH-

HUOY 16/ BueHUsIMI) — but — it’s an odd thing to tell of, Redmond (xo, Pexmom,
3TO CTPAaHHOE JIE]I0, YTOOBI paccKa3aTh O HEM = CTPAHHO TOBOPHUTH 00 3TOM Jielie)
— | 'am haunted (mens /aro-to/ mpecnenyer; to haunt — neomcmynno
npecaedosamo Ikoeo-n.l; myuums, ne oasame noxkosi lo moicisax u m. n./). | am
haunted by something (uto-To mpecneayer mens) — that rather takes the light out
of things (uto 3abupaer cBet u3 Bcero = ompauaet Bce), that fills me with longings

(4TO HAIMOJIHACT MEHS TOCKOH)... ”

negligent ['negliGgnt], ghost [gqust], haunt [hLnt]

“I know,” he went on, after a pause that he devoted to the study of his cigar
ash, “I have been negligent. The fact is — it isn’t a case of ghosts or apparitions —
but — it’s an odd thing to tell of, Redmond — | am haunted. | am haunted by
something — that rather takes the light out of things, that fills me with longings...”

He paused (on caenan naysy), checked by that English shyness
(ocTaHOBJICHHBIM TOM aHTTIMICKOM 3acTeHUYNBOCTHIO) that so often overcomes us
when we would speak of moving or grave or beautiful things (kotopas Tax gacto
O0A0JIEBACT HAC, KOIrga Mbl XOTCJIN 6BI BBICKA3aTbCA O TPOIaTCJIbHBIX, HJIX
INEYajJbHBIX, WX IIPEKPACHBIX B€IIaX = O TpOraTCJIbHOM, UJIH II€YAaJIbHOM, UJIU
npekpacHom). “You were at Saint Athelstan’s all through (Ter iporen Becs kypc
Cent-ATtencrenckoro kostemka; all through — ecé yenuxom, oo konya),” he said,
and for a moment that seemed to me quite irrelevant (u Ha MUHYTY 3TO TIOKa3aJ10Ch
MHe coBepiinenno HeymectHsiM). “Well (uto x)” — and he paused (1 ox
ocranoBuiics). Then very haltingly at first (morom, chauana 3anunascs), but
afterwards more easily (1o nocie 6osiee HenpunysxeHHO), he began to tell of the
thing that was hidden in his life (o nauan pacckassiBaTh 0 TOM, 4TO OBLIO CKPBITO

B = 0 matune ero xu3un), the haunting memory of a beauty and a happiness that



filled his heart with insatiable longings (/o/ HaBs34YKMBBIX BOCIIOMUHAHUSIX KAKOH-TO
KpaCOThI U CHACTDBA, KOTOPBIC HAITOJIHAIN €ro CCpaAlc HEHACBITHOM }Kaﬁ(ﬂoﬁ/TOCKOﬁ)
that made all the interests and spectacle of worldly life seem dull and tedious and
vain to him (kotopsble caenanu = om Komopsix BCE HHTEPECHI M 3PEIHINa MUPCKOM
JKU3HU CTAJIM Ka3aTbCs €MY YHBUIBIMU, U CKYYHBIMHU, U ITYCTBIMHU, to make —

oenams, 3aCmasyisim).

irrelevant [I'relevgnt], beauty ['bjHtl], insatiable [In'selSqbl]

He paused, checked by that English shyness that so often overcomes us when
we would speak of moving or grave or beautiful things. “You were at Saint
Athelstan’s all through,” he said, and for a moment that seemed to me quite
irrelevant. “Well” — and he paused. Then very haltingly at first, but afterwards
more easily, he began to tell of the thing that was hidden in his life, the haunting
memory of a beauty and a happiness that filled his heart with insatiable longings
that made all the interests and spectacle of worldly life seem dull and tedious and

vain to him.

Now that I have the clue to it (tenieps, Korja y MeHs eCTh KJIFOY K 3TOU
3arajike: «k aromy»), the thing seems written visibly in his face (sce ato 6yaT0
/6b110/ siBHO HammcaHo y Hero Ha juie). | have a photograph in which that look of
detachment has been caught and intensified (y menst ectb potorpadusi, Ha KoTOpOii
OBUT YJIOBJICH U YCUJICH 3TOT OTCTpaHeHHbIH B3rJsin). It reminds me of what a
woman once said of him (3To HarmoMuHaeT MHE 0 TOM, YTO CKa3aja 0 HeM OJHa
enmHa) — a woman who had loved him greatly (sxenmmna, kotopast 0O4eHb
mroomiia ero). “Suddenly (BHesamHo),” she said, “the interest goes out of him
(Bcsikmii mHTEpEC /k okpyxaromemy/ mokumaet ero). He forgets you (o 3a0biBact
o Bac). He doesn’t care a rap for you (emy coBepriieHHO HET Jiena o Bac; he

doesn’t care a rap — emy cosepuiernno éce pasnolnanniesamn; to care —



3abomumucs, becnokoumucs,; rap — menkas obecyenennas monema /6 Upnanouu

6 XVIII 6./) — under his very nose (/xoTs Bbl/ IpSIMO Y HEro 101 HOCOM)...”

photograph ['fqutggrRf], caught [kLt], greatly ['greltll]

Now that I have the clue to it, the thing seems written visibly in his face. |
have a photograph in which that look of detachment has been caught and
intensified. It reminds me of what a woman once said of him — a woman who had
loved him greatly. “Suddenly,” she said, “the interest goes out of him. He forgets

you. He doesn’t care a rap for you — under his very nose... ”

Yet the interest was not always out of him (tem He MeHee uHTEpeC He Beera
nokuaan ero), and when he was holding his attention to a thing Wallace could
contrive to be an extremely successful man (u xora on 3ajiepKuBaj CBOe
BHUMaHHUE Ha YeM-TO, Y OJUIEC MOT OBITh YPE3BhIUANHO MPEYCIIEBAIOIINM
YEJIOBEKOM = YPE3BBIYAaHO MPEYyCIeTh B 3ToM; t0 CONtrive — npudymvieams;
cymems, yxumpumucst). His career, indeed, is set with successes (ero kapbepa
MIOMCTHHE ycesiHa ycnexamu; to set with — ycoinams, yceusamv). He left me
behind him long ago (on naBHo npes3oren mens; to leave behind — ocmasname
nozaou, onepexcams; npesocxooums); he soared up over my head (ox Bocrapu
HaJ MOCH royioBoif; t0 soar up — ezmeimes, évicoxo eziemems), and cut a figure in
the world that I couldn’t cut (u cran /3amerHoli/ Ghurypoii B o01iecTBe, Kakoii s He
cMmor crath, to cut a figure — npouseecmu sneuamnenue, cmams gueypotr) —
anyhow (1o He B aToMm Jsiesio). He was still a year short of forty (emy eiie He Obu1O
U copoka: «0bLI10 0e3 roay copok»), and they say now (u temeps rosopst) that he
would have been in office and very probably in the new Cabinet if he had lived
(4TO OH MOT OBI IMOJIYYHTh XOPOIIYIO JIOJDKHOCTh U OUEHb BEPOSTHO B HOBOM
KaOUHETe = ouiesl bbl 6 HOBOE NPABUMENbLCE0, €CITH Obl OH ObLI JkKB; t0 be In
office — 6wimob y 61acmu, 3anumams nocm, 6x00umb 6 COCMAas NPASUMENIbLCMEA,

umems munucmepckutl nopmahens). At school he always beat me without effort (s



IIKOJIE OH BCEI/Ia JIETKO: «0e3 yCuIms» MpeBOCXO M MeHs ) — as it were by nature
(Tak cKka3aTh, €CTECTBEHHO; as It were — kak 6yomo, max ckazamo). \We were at
school together at Saint Athelstan’s College in West Kensington for almost all our
school time (Mb1 BMecTe yuniuch B CeHT-ATEICTEHCKOM KOJIISKE B 3araiHoM
KeHCHHITOHE Ha MPOTSHKEHUH ITOYTH BCETO HAIIIETO IIKOJIBHOTO BPEMEHH = BCETO
Bpemenu yueOnl). He came into the school as my co-equal (ou moctymr B iikoury
kak posHs MHe), but he left far above me (1o 3axonumn /yuedy/ 3HaunTenLHO
o0orHaB MeHs: «ropas/o BEIIIe MeHs»), In a blaze of scholarships and brilliant
performance (B Giiecke mo3HaHui U OJeCTAIMUX pe3ynbpTaToB; scholarship —
obpazosannocme, nosnanus, yuenocms). Yet | think | made a fair average running
(TeM He MEHEe s CUMTAIO, YTO JOOMIICS TOBOJIBHO HEIJIOXMX: «CPEIHUX» YCIIEXOB;
to make good one's running — ne omcmasams, npeycnesams, running — oee,
veza). And it was at school | heard first of the Door in the Wall (v nmenno B
IIKOJIe s BriepBbie yenbixan o /Isepu B Ctene) — that | was to hear of a second
time only a month before his death (o kotopoii BTOpoii pa3 MHE MpeICcTOsIIO

YCIBIIIATH BCETO 3@ MECSIL IO €T0 CMEPTH).

success [sgk'ses], soar [sL], average ['xvrIG]

Yet the interest was not always out of him, and when he was holding his
attention to a thing Wallace could contrive to be an extremely successful man. His
career, indeed, is set with successes. He left me behind him long ago; he soared up
over my head, and cut a figure in the world that I couldn’t cut — anyhow. He was
still a year short of forty, and they say now that he would have been in office and
very probably in the new Cabinet if he had lived. At school he always beat me
without effort — as it were by nature. We were at school together at Saint
Athelstan’s College in West Kensington for almost all our school time. He came
into the school as my co-equal, but he left far above me, in a blaze of scholarships

and brilliant performance. Yet | think | made a fair average running. And it was at



school | heard first of the Door in the Wall — that | was to hear of a second time

only a month before his death.

To him at least (15 Hero, no kpaitaeit mepe) the Door in the Wall was a real
door leading through a real wall to immortal realities (/Isepr B Ctene Obua
peanbHOU JBEPBIO, BEAYLIEH CKBO3b pEabHYIO CTEHY K O€CCMEPTHBIM
peanbaocTsam). Of that | am now quite assured (B 3Tom s Tereps COBEPIIEHHO
YBEpEH).

And it came into his life early (1 5To pano Bomwio B ero »*wu3mHs), when he was
a little fellow between five and six (korza o ObLIT MaleHEKUM PEOCHKOM IISTH-
mrectu siet). | remember how (st mommro, kak), as he sat making his confession to
me with a slow gravity (korza oH ces 1 Havall CBOM pacckas: «Cell AeIalouum
NIpU3HAHUE» C HECIIENIHOM cepbe3HoCThi0), he reasoned and reckoned the date of it
(OH MNBITAJICS ONPCACINTD, KOTAa 3TO Ha4aJloCh. «aymall U BBIYUCIIAT AaTy 3TOFO»).
“There was,” he said, “a crimson Virginia creeper in it (tam 0bUT KaKOH-TO
MaJIMHOBBIN I[I/IKI/Iﬁ BI/IHOFpaZ[/HJ'IIOH_I; Creeper — mom, Kno noJjizaem, noJjsyuee
pacmenue) — all one bright uniform crimson in a clear amber sunshine against a
white wall (uckTrounTEeIIBEHO OJTUH SIPKHIA 0THOOOPa3HbIi MaJTUHOBBIHN IBET B
SICHOM COJTHEYHOM STHTapHOM cBeTe Ha (oHe Oenoit crensr). That came into the
impression somehow (3To Kak-To OTIeYaTaaoch B COZHAHUM: KIIPHUIILIO BO
Brieyatiienue»), though I don’t clearly remember how (xots st He moMHIO TOUHO
kak), and there were horse-chestnut leaves upon the clean pavement outside the
green door (a Ha YUCTOM TPOTyape IHepe 3CIEHOM ABEPHIO OBLIN JIUCThS KOHCKOTO
kamrana). They were blotched yellow and green (onu ObuH IISTHHCTBIE —
JKeNThIe U 3elieHbIe), You know, not brown nor dirty (3naers, Hi KOpUYHEBBIE, HU
rpsizHbIe), SO that they must have been new-fallen (tak uto onu, HaBepHOe, omnanu
HenaBHo). | take it that means October (s 3akiro4aro, 4To 3TO 03HAYACT OKTIOPh =
3HaquT, 0611 OKTSIOPE). | l00k out for horse-chestnut leaves every year (s ciiexy 3a
JMCThSIMU KOHCKOTO KalTaHa Ka /el roj), and | ought to know (u s 3uaro:

«JIOJDKEH 3HAThY).
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early ['WII], crimson [krimzn], year [jW]

To him at least the Door in the Wall was a real door leading through a real
wall to immortal realities. Of that | am now quite assured.

And it came into his life early, when he was a little fellow between five and
six. | remember how, as he sat making his confession to me with a slow gravity, he
reasoned and reckoned the date of it. “There was,” he said, “a crimson Virginia
creeper in it — all one bright uniform crimson in a clear amber sunshine against a
white wall. That came into the impression somehow, though I don’t clearly
remember how, and there were horse-chestnut leaves upon the clean pavement
outside the green door. They were blotched yellow and green, you know, not
brown nor dirty, so that they must have been new-fallen. | take it that means

October. I look out for horse-chestnut leaves every year, and | ought to know.

“If I’m right in that (ec;u s ipaB B 3TOM = eciii He omrbarock), | was about
five years and four months old (MHe ObLITIO OKOJIO TISITH JICT U YETHIPEX MeCsIeRB).”

He was, he said, rather a precocious little boy (on 6b11, ckasas oH, J0BOJIEHO
Pa3BUTOI HE MO TO/IaM MaJIbUYHIIKA; PreCOCIOUS — cKopocnenblil, paHHUll, PaHo
pazsusuuiics, He no 2ooam pazeumot) — he learned to talk at an abnormally early
age (oH HayuuiICs pa3roBaprBaTh HEOOBIKHOBEHHO paHo), and he was so sane and
“old-fashioned (1 on ObLT Tako¥t GaropasyMHbIN U «B3pocibiiy; 0ld-fashioned —
CMAapOMOOHDBILL, XAPaKmepusyemvlil nogeoeHueM KaK y 63pociozo),” as people say
(xax roBopsT Jroan), that he was permitted an amount of initiative that most
children scarcely attain by seven or eight (uto emy pasperiani KOJIUIeCTBO
UHHUIIUATUBBI = CIMOAbKO CAMOCMOSMENbHOCTU, CKOIBKO OOJBITUHCTBO IETCH
¢/IBa MOJIy4aroT K CEeMH-BOChMU ToaaM; initiative — unuyuamusa, cnocobnocmo k
camocmosmenvuoim axkmusnvim oetucmeusm). His mother died when he was born
(ero mMaTh ymepIia npu pojiax: «korjaa oH ObL1 poskiaeH»), and he was under the less

vigilant and authoritative care of a nursery governess (1 ox ObUI 1101 MEHEE
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OIUTEILHBIM M BIACTHBIM IPHCMOTPOM OOHHBI; NUISEry gOVErness — bouna;
socnumamenvruya, nacmasnuya). His father was a stern, preoccupied lawyer (ero
oTelr ObUT CTPOTUM, /BeuHO/ 3aHATHIM/TIOTPY>KEHHBIM B CBOH JIejIa aJIBOKATOM),
who gave him little attention (kotopsrit yaensa emy Majio BHHMaHus), and
expected great things of him (u oxxugan ot vero Benukux aen). For all his
brightness he found life a little grey and dull I think (s mymaro, HecMOTpst Ha cBOM
CIIOCOOHOCTH, OH CUUTAJI )KU3Hb HEMHOTO cepoii u ckyunoit; for all — necmomps,
xoms). And one day he wandered (1 ojiHa 161 OH OTIIPABHIICS TTOOPOIUTE; L0

wander — 6pooums, cmpancmeosans, CKUMAMbCsL).

precocious [pri'kquSgs], people [pJpl], initiative [I'nISqtlv], authoritative
[L'TOrltqtlv]

“If I’m right in that, I was about five years and four months old.”

He was, he said, rather a precocious little boy — he learned to talk at an
abnormally early age, and he was so sane and “old-fashioned,” as people say, that
he was permitted an amount of initiative that most children scarcely attain by seven
or eight. His mother died when he was born, and he was under the less vigilant and
authoritative care of a nursery governess. His father was a stern, preoccupied
lawyer, who gave him little attention, and expected great things of him. For all his

brightness he found life a little grey and dull I think. And one day he wandered.

He could not recall the particular neglect that enabled him to get away (ou He
MOI' BCIIOMHHUTD, KaK MY yI[aJ'IOCb: «KaKas XaJaTHOCTb ITO3BOJINJIa» yz:paTb), nor
the course he took among the West Kensington roads (1u Harnpasienue, KOTopoe
on usbpai cpeau nopor 3anaanoro Kencunrrona). All that had faded among the
incurable blurs of memory (Bce 3To mocTeneHHo UCYe3JI0 CPEIU HEU3ICUNMBIX
pasMbITOCTel = nposanos namstr). But the white wall and the green door stood
out quite distinctly (1o Oenas cTeHa u 3eeHas ABEPh BIICISINCH COBEPIICHHO

OTYETIINBO).
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As his memory of that remote childish experience ran (kak cienoBaio u3 ero
BOCIIOMHHAHUN O TOM JAJIEKOM = OaéHem COOBITUM B NeTCTBE, t0 run — bearcams;
enacumn, bbimo svipasicennvim), he did at the very first sight of that door
experience a peculiar emotion, an attraction, a desire to get to the door and open it
and walk in (o mpu epBoM ke B3IIISAIE HA TY JABEPH HCIIBITAaT HEOOBIKHOBEHHOE

qyBCTBO, BIICUCHHE, J)KEITAHNE TIOAOUTH K IBEPH, OTKPHITH €€ U BOWTH).

among [q'mAN], incurable [In'kjugrgbl], peculiar [pl'kjHIlq]

He could not recall the particular neglect that enabled him to get away, nor the
course he took among the West Kensington roads. All that had faded among the
incurable blurs of memory. But the white wall and the green door stood out quite
distinctly.

As his memory of that remote childish experience ran, he did at the very first
sight of that door experience a peculiar emotion, an attraction, a desire to get to the

door and open it and walk in.

And at the same time he had the clearest conviction that either it was unwise
or it was wrong of him (u B To >xe BpeMsi OH UMeI = ouwyyuyan OYeHb YETKYIO
yOeXKIEHHOCTh, YTO JINOO 3TO HebIaropasyMHo, oo HenpasuibHO) — he could
not tell which (on He Mor moHsTE: «cka3arb» uto /u3 aByx/; to tell — omauuame,
pasznuuame; 0cosHasams, nonumams, nocmuzams) — t0 yield to this attraction
(ecnu OH MOJIACTCS: «IOAATHCA» STOMY BiiedueHn0). He insisted upon it (on
HacTaumBas Ha 3ToM) as a curious thing that he knew from the very beginning (kax
Ha JIF000NBITHOM (haKTe, KOTOPBIN OH 3HAJ C CaMOro Havajia) — unless memory
has played him the queerest trick (eciiu nmamsiTh He chIrpaiia ¢ HUM HEOOBIUHEHIITY O
mrytky) — that the door was unfastened (/nacmausan/ ato neps OblIa OTKpHITA),
and that he could go in as he chose (1 uro on cMokeT BOiiTH, Korja pemurcs; to

choose — npeonouumamu; pewamscsi Ha KaKol-1. 6b1OOP).
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| seem to see the figure of that little boy (s Tak u Brxy burypy Toro
MaJIeHbKOT0 MajiburKka; t0 seem — xazamucs), drawn and repelled
(MPUTATUBAEMOIO M OTTAJIKHBACMOI'O = KOTOPOTO U BJICUYET K JBEPH, U
orrajkuBaeT oT Hee). And it was very clear in his mind, too (u Obu10 eie oueHb
SICHO = OMHUenIu60 0CO3HABANIOCH B €T0 yMe; Clear — uemxuil, omuemaugolii
ocosznasaemviil, sicno suoumeiit), though why it should be so was never explained
(XOTs HUKOT/Ia HE MPOSICHUIIOCH, TIOUEMY = XOmsi MAK U He SCHO, ¢ 4e20 OBl 3T0),
that his father would be very angry if he went through that door (uto ero oreir

OUYEHb PACCEPIIUTCS, €CIIM OH BOUIET uepe3 ATy IBEPh).

either ['alDq], unfastened ['An'fRsnd], figure ['flgq]

And at the same time he had the clearest conviction that either it was unwise
or it was wrong of him — he could not tell which — to yield to this attraction. He
insisted upon it as a curious thing that he knew from the very beginning — unless
memory has played him the queerest trick — that the door was unfastened, and that
he could go in as he chose.

| seem to see the figure of that little boy, drawn and repelled. And it was very
clear in his mind, too, though why it should be so was never explained, that his

father would be very angry if he went through that door.

Wallace described all these moments of hesitation to me with the utmost
particularity (Youiec omucan MHE BCce 3TH MOMEHTHI KOJICOaHMSI ¢ KpaiiHei
00CTOsTEILHOCTRIO/B Meibyaiimx aerassix). He went right past the door (on
npoires npsimo MuMo Bepw), and then, with his hands in his pockets (a motrom
[3acynys/ pyxu B kapmansl), and making an infantile attempt to whistle (i cienas
pebsiaeckyro TonbITKy 3acBucTeTh), Strolled right along beyond the end of the wall
(moOpen npsiMo BIEpeI, IOKA HE KOHYMIIACH CTEHA: «3a MPEAEIIbl KOHIA CTCHBI»).
There he recalls a number of mean, dirty shops, and particularly that of a plumber

and decorator (Tam, kak OH BciOMHHAET, /ObL1/ Psifl 3aXyNANbIX, TPSI3HBIX JIABOK U
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0cO0EHHO MaCTCPCKasa BOOOIIPOBOAYHKA U MAaCTEPaA I10 BHyTpeHHef;I OTACIJIKEC
nomenienuii), with a dusty disorder of earthenware pipes (¢ nbuIbHBIM
OecriopsiIkoM U3 TIIMHSAHBIX Tpy0), sheet lead, ball taps (siucToB cBuHIa, KpaHOB:
«IIApUKOBBIX KpaHOB»), pattern books of wall paper (/moammTeix B/ kHUrH
obpasios oboes), and tins of enamel (1 6anox ¢ smankio). He stood pretending to
examine these things, and coveting, passionately desiring the green door (ou crosi,
Jieyias BUJI, 4TO pacCMaTpUBaET 3TU BEILH, HO /Ha camoM nene/ xaxmad, CTPACTHO

xenan /BepHyThCs/ K 3eJICHOU JBEPH).

whistle [wisl], plumber ['plAmq], passionate ['pxSqnlt]

Wallace described all these moments of hesitation to me with the utmost
particularity. He went right past the door, and then, with his hands in his pockets,
and making an infantile attempt to whistle, strolled right along beyond the end of
the wall. There he recalls a number of mean, dirty shops, and particularly that of a
plumber and decorator, with a dusty disorder of earthenware pipes, sheet lead, ball
taps, pattern books of wall paper, and tins of enamel. He stood pretending to

examine these things, and coveting, passionately desiring the green door.

Then, he said, he had a gust of emotion (3arem, oH cka3zai, y Hero Oblia = e2o
oxeamuna 0ypst amouuit; qust — espwie lenesa u m. n./). He made a run for it (ou
nomuasics K Heit), lest hesitation should grip him again (roka kosje0anus cHoBa He
oxBaTuiu ero), he went plump with outstretched hand through the green door and
let it slam behind him (on mporesn npsiMo ¢ BBITAHYTON PYKOH Yepes 3eIeHYI0
JIBEPbh, ¥ OHA 3aXJIOMHYJIACh 32 HUM: «1 TIO3BOJIMJI €1 3aXJIOMHYTHCS 32 COO0M»;
plump — noanwui; oxpyenviii, nyxaviii; npsamoi, pewumensbHwlil, 6€302080POUHbLI
/06 omKasze u m. n./; HaNPABIEeHHbIIL HENOCPEOCMEEHHO NPIMO /0 830pe, 63271510¢/).
And so, in a trice (u Takum 00pa3oM, B OJJUH MUT; trice — menosenue, mue,
momenm), he came into the garden that has haunted all his life (on Boren B can,

KOTOPBIH /C TeX TOp/ He AaBaj /eMy/ IOKOsI BCIO €ro »u3Hb; t0 haunt — vacmo
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3ae30/camos nposedamn, HABeWamy /KaKoe-i. Mecmo, ooell u m. n./; HeOMCmynHo
npeciedo8amn /K020-1./, XOOUMb X60CMOM, MYYUMb, He 0A8AMb NOKOS /O MbICISX

It was very difficult for Wallace to give me his full sense of that garden into
which he came (Yoiecy Ob110 0YeHBb TPYIHO TIepeaTh MHE CBOE TTOJTHOE

OIIYIIEHUE OT TOTO Caja, B KOTOPBIA OH BOIIIE).

hesitation ["hezl'telSn], outstretched ["aut'streCt], behind [bl'halnd]

Then, he said, he had a gust of emotion. He made a run for it, lest hesitation
should grip him again, he went plump with outstretched hand through the green
door and let it slam behind him. And so, in a trice, he came into the garden that has
haunted all his life.

It was very difficult for Wallace to give me his full sense of that garden into

which he came.

There was something in the very air of it that exhilarated (6s110 HEuTo B
caMmoM ero Bo3jyxe, 4To Becesniio), that gave one a sense of lightness and good
happening and well-being (uto maBano 9yBCTBO JIETKOCTH, /M/ CHACTBS: TOTO, YTO
IIPOM30IILIO YTO-TO XOpoiiee» u Oarononyyns); there was something in the sight
of it that made all its colour clean and perfect and subtly luminous (6s110 uTO-TO B
ATOM CaJe; «B €r0 BUAE», UTO AEJIaJ0 BECh €r0 LIBET YUCTHIM, /n/ COBEPILIEHHBIM U
HEXHO CBeTSIIMMCS; Subtle — neorcnoii; ymonuennoii, usvickanmwiil; Heynosumbviil,
monkuil; edea paznudumsiii). In the instant of coming into it one was exquisitely
glad (momazmast Tyma, cpasy *e OKa3bIBaCIILCS COBEPIICHHO CUaCTIUB/pag) — as
only in rare moments and when one is young and joyful one can be glad in this
World (KaK MOYKHO OBITH CHACTJIMBBIM B OTOM MHUPC B pCAKNC MI'HOBCHHUA U KOT 1A
/Te1/ eme moson u Becen). And everything was beautiful there (i Bce Tam Ob110

IPEKPacHo)...
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exhilarate [Ig'zlIrelt], subtly ['sAtll], exquisitely [Ik'skwlzItll]

There was something in the very air of it that exhilarated, that gave one a
sense of lightness and good happening and well-being; there was something in the
sight of it that made all its colour clean and perfect and subtly luminous. In the
instant of coming into it one was exquisitely glad — as only in rare moments and
when one is young and joyful one can be glad in this world. And everything was

beautiful there...

Wallace mused before he went on telling me (Yosuec 3amymarncs, nmpexe
YeM OH MPOJIOJDKUII paccKasbiBaTh MHE). “YOU see (Buauis jin),” he said, with the
doubtful inflection of a man who pauses at incredible things (¢ comueBarometics
WHTOHAIIMEH YeI0BeKa, KOTOPBIH JeacT naysy, /Ipex/ie 4eM cka3aTh HEUTO/
COBEpIIICHHO HeBeposTHOE), “there were two great panthers there (tam Ob11 J1Be
OrpOMHBIX TTaHTephI)... YE€S, spotted panthers (n1a, natHuCThIC aHTEePBHI; SPOL —
namno). And | was not afraid (a s ne 6osuics). There was a long wide path with
marble-edged flower borders on either side (Tam ObuTa AUTMHHAS TITEPOKAsT
TPOIHMHKA C I[BETOYHBIMH OOPAIOpaMHU U MPAMOPHBIMHU KpastMu 10 00€ CTOPOHBHI;
either — u mom u opyeoii, oba,; kaxcowui), and these two huge velvety beasts were
playing there with a ball (u 3Tu 1Ba rpomaHBIX OapxXaTHBIX 3BEPsI UTPAJIH TaM C
mstaom). One looked up and came towards me (oauH O IHSIT B3I U ITOIIES KO
mHe), a little curious as it seemed (¢ irobonbITcTBOM, Kak kKaszaiocs). It came right
up to me (ou momorren npsimo ko mue), rubbed its soft round ear very gently
against the small hand (rexxHO ToTepcst CBOMM MSATKUM KPYTIIBIM YXOM O
masieHsKyto pydonky) | held out and purred (kotopyro st ipoTsiHyJ1, u 3aypuan). It
was, | tell you, an enchanted garden (sto ObL1, roBopro Tebe, 3a4apoBanHbIii ca). |
know (s 3uar0). And the size (a pazmep)? Oh (o)! it stretched far and wide (on
npocTUpascs Bo Bce ctoponsl), this way and that (crona u Tyza). | believe there
were hills far away (mue kaxxercs, Bianeke 0L X0aMbl). Heaven knows where

West Kensington had suddenly got to (bor ero 3naet, Ky1a BAPYT 110/1€BaJICs
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Banmaaneni Kencunrron). And somehow it was just like coming home (1 mouemy-
TO 3TO OBLIO B TOYHOCTH KaK MPHUXO] JOMOM = Ka3a10Ch, CIIOBHO ThI OKa3aJICst

JI0Ma).

enchanted [In'CRntld], believe [bl'lJv], heaven [hevn]

Wallace mused before he went on telling me. “You see,” he said, with the
doubtful inflection of a man who pauses at incredible things, “there were two great
panthers there... Yes, spotted panthers. And | was not afraid. There was a long
wide path with marble-edged flower borders on either side, and these two huge
velvety beasts were playing there with a ball. One looked up and came towards me,
a little curious as it seemed. It came right up to me, rubbed its soft round ear very
gently against the small hand | held out and purred. It was, | tell you, an enchanted
garden. | know. And the size? Oh! it stretched far and wide, this way and that. |
believe there were hills far away. Heaven knows where West Kensington had

suddenly got to. And somehow it was just like coming home.

“You know, in the very moment the door swung to behind me (3uaers, B ToT
caMblii MOMEHT, KaK JIBEph 3aXJIOMHYJIACh 32 MHOM; 10 SWing to — zaxnonnymocs;
to swing — kauamuwcs, konebamscs), | forgot the road with its fallen chestnut
leaves (s1 3a0b1T JOpOTY C €€ ONMaBIIMMHU JIMCThIMU KalltaHa), its cabs and
tradesmen’s carts (ee sxunaxkamu 1 mososkamu Toprosies), | forgot the sort of
gravitational pull back to the discipline and obedience of home (s 320511 TO
IPaBUTALIMOHHOE MIPUTHKECHUE = msacomenue Ha3a K JOMaIHeld UCIUIUINHE 1
nosuHoBeHuo), | forgot all hesitations and fear (st 3a0b11 BCe coMHEHUS U CTpaxw),
forgot discretion (3a0s11 00 octoposkHoctu), forgot all the intimate realities of this
life (3a0b11 000 BeeX peabHOCTSIX: «BCeX ONM3KUX/3HAKOMBIX PEaabHOCTAX» ITOU
xusuan). | became in a moment a very glad and wonder-happy little boy (st cran 3a
MTHOBEHHE OY€Hb CYACTIMBBIM M BOCTOPKEHHBIM, /0y aT0 yBHIEN/ KaKoe-TO 4y10,

masbunikoi) — in another world (B apyrom mupe). It was a world with a
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different quality (3o ObLT MEp C IpYTUM Ka4eCTBOM = C JIPYTMMHU CBOMCTBAMH), &
warmer, more penetrating and mellower light (¢ 6osee TemsiM, 60ce
IIPOHUKAIOIMUM U 0oJiee TycThiM cBeToM; Mellow — msexuil, counsiii, 2ycmoti lo
eonoce, yeeme u m. n.l), with a faint clear gladness in its air (¢ Tuxoii sicuoi
paJiocThio B ero Bo3ayxe), and wisps of sun-touched cloud in the blueness of its
Sky (u K1O0YKaMu ClIerka OKpalIeHHBIX COJHIIEM 00JIakoB B ToTyOou3He Heba). And
before me ran this long wide path, invitingly (a nepemo MHo# Oexana 3aMaHYHUBO
aTa JUTMHHAS UpOoKast Tporna; to invite — npuenawams), with weedless beds on
either side (c ximymbamu 6e3 copusikoB; Weed — copras mpasa, copusik), rich with
untended flowers (n300unyromuX: «0OraThIX» HEYX0KEHHBIMH IIBETAMU =
I[BETaMH, 32 KOTOPBIMHU HUKTO He yxaxuBaet; t0 tend — sabomumucs lo kom-n.1,
yxaxcusams;, npucmampusams), and these two great panthers (i ¢ sTumu 1By Ms

OTrPOMHBIMH ITAHTEPAMH).

obedience [g'bJdIgns], discretion [dI'skreSqn], quality ['kwOlltl]

“You know, in the very moment the door swung to behind me, I forgot the
road with its fallen chestnut leaves, its cabs and tradesmen’s carts, I forgot the sort
of gravitational pull back to the discipline and obedience of home, I forgot all
hesitations and fear, forgot discretion, forgot all the intimate realities of this life. |
became in a moment a very glad and wonder-happy little boy — in another world.
It was a world with a different quality, a warmer, more penetrating and mellower
light, with a faint clear gladness in its air, and wisps of sun-touched cloud in the
blueness of its sky. And before me ran this long wide path, invitingly, with
weedless beds on either side, rich with untended flowers, and these two great
panthers.

“I put my little hands fearlessly on their soft fur (s 6eccrpaniao nosmoxun Mou
MaJIeHbKHE PyUYKH Ha ux Msrkuid mex), and caressed their round ears and the

sensitive corners under their ears (u jlackasn ux Kpyrjble YIIH U 9yBCTBUTEIbHbIC
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mecTa oy yiramu), and played with them (u urpan ¢ mumu), and it was as though
they welcomed me home (1 Ob110, Oy1TO OHU TIPUBETCTBOBAJIH/PATYIITHO
NPUHUMAITA MEHS IOMOM = IPUBETCTBOBAJIM, ITOKA3bIBas, UTO 5 371€Ch — Yy ceOsI
noma). There was a keen sense of home-coming in my mind (y mens B ayiie
BO3HUKJIO CHJILHOE OIMYIICHHWE BO3BPAIICHUS JOMOK; MiNd — yum; namsame; oywa),
and when presently a tall, fair girl appeared in the pathway and came to meet me (u
KOT/Ia Yepe3 HEKOTOPOE BPEMsI BBICOKAsl, CBETIIOBOJIOCAS JICBYIIKA MOSIBIIIACH Ha
JIOPO’KKE M MOJI0IUIa BCTpeTUTh MeHst ), Smiling, and said “Well?’ to me (yssibasics,
u ckasana MHe «Hy?»), and lifted me, and kissed me (i nmoaHsia MeHs, 1
nomenosaina), and put me down, and led me by the hand (i onycruia mens, u
ToBeJIa MeHs 3a pyky), there was no amazement (He BO3HUKJIO HUKAKOTO
uzymienns), but only an impression of delightful rightness (so smms pagoctHoe
OIIYIIIEHNE, YTO HHAYC M OBITh HE MOYKET. «BIICYATICHUE PAJIOCTHOM
npasuisHOCTH»), Of being reminded of happy things that had in some strange way
been overlooked (/omymenue/, korga Tebe HAMOMUHAIOT O CYACTIUBBIX BEIIax,
KOTOPBIE KAKUM-TO CTPaHHBIM 00pa3oM /Tel/ He 3ameTwt; to overlook — ne
3amemums, npocmompems, nponycmums). There were broad steps, | remember (s
TIOMHIO, TaM ObUTH IIMPOKKE cTyrneHbkn), that came into view between spikes of
delphinium (koTopsie mpencTanu B30py MEXy MIUITAMU IIITOPHUKA; 10 come into
View — npeocmamo Inepeo enazamul, nosisumocs, cmamo éuoumsim; delphinium
— denvunuym, wnopnux), and up these we went to a great avenue between very
old and shady dark trees (v 1o HEM MBI TOAHSTUCEH K OOJIBIION IUPOKON ajliee
MEXK/Ty OY€Hb CTaphIMU ¥ TEHUCTHIMK TeMHBIMU jepeBbsimu). All down this avenue,
you know (3naerin, B1oJib Beell aToi anien), between the red chapped stems, were
marble seats of honour and statuary (mesxay 6arpssHbIME 00BETPEHHBIMU CTBOJIAMMU
ObUIM MpaMOpHBIE TIOYETHBIC CUIeHbs U cTatyu), and very tame and friendly white

doves (i odeHb pydHBIC U IPYKEITOOHBIC OebIe TOTYOH). ..

broad [brLd], view [vjH], dove [dAV]
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“I put my little hands fearlessly on their soft fur, and caressed their round ears
and the sensitive corners under their ears, and played with them, and it was as
though they welcomed me home. There was a keen sense of home-coming in my
mind, and when presently a tall, fair girl appeared in the pathway and came to meet
me, smiling, and said ‘Well?’ to me, and lifted me, and kissed me, and put me
down, and led me by the hand, there was no amazement, but only an impression of
delightful rightness, of being reminded of happy things that had in some strange
way been overlooked. There were broad steps, | remember, that came into view
between spikes of delphinium, and up these we went to a great avenue between
very old and shady dark trees. All down this avenue, you know, between the red
chapped stems, were marble seats of honour and statuary, and very tame and

friendly white doves...

“And along this avenue my girl-friend led me (u o sToii ayutee Mos mojapyra
nosesia MeHs), looking down (risias Baus /ua mens/) — | recall the pleasant lines
(s Becmomunaro muitbie uepThl), the finely-modelled chin of her sweet kind face
(ToHKO OYEepUYEHHBIH MOA0OPOIOK €€ ouapoBareabrHOro qo0poro auia; modelled —
nennoul; penvegusiil, ckynsnmypheiil) — asking me questions in a soft, agreeable
voice (/ona/ 3amaBajga MHE BOIIPOCHI MATKUM, IpUATHBIM rojiocoMm), and telling me
things, pleasant things | know (1 pacckasbiBana MHE 4TO-TO, YTO-TO MPUATHOE, YTO
s 3Ha10), though what they were | was never able to recall (xotst uto umenno, s Tak
u "He cMor BeromuuTh)... And presently a little Capuchin monkey (a nekotopoe
BpeMsI CIIyCTs MaJieHbKasi 00e3bsiHKa-KamyIuH), Very clean (ouens uncrast), with a
fur of ruddy brown and kindly hazel eyes (¢ mexom KpacHOBaTO-KOPUUIHEBOTO
1[BETa U J0OpBIMU KapuMu Ta3amu; hazel — necroti opex,; opexosutii, ceéemio-
kopuuneswlil, kapuii), came down a tree to us and ran beside me (criiyctunace ¢
JiepeBa K HaM U rooerxasa psijiom co Muoit), looking up at me and grinning (ruisis
BBEPX Ha MEHS M YXMBULIACK, 10 grin — ckanumo 3y0wu1; ockiabumucsi;

vxmwiismocst), and presently leapt to my shoulder (a uepes HexoTopoe Bpems
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3arnpeIrHyJa MHE Ha Tuiedo; to leap — npwvieams, ckaxams). SO We went on our
way in great happiness (1 MbI [OIILIK 110 HaIllel JO0POre B BEJIMKOM CYacThe)...”
He paused (on ocranoBmiics).

“Go on (mmpomomkaii),” I said.

pleasant [pleznt], monkey ['mANKkI], hazel [helzl]

“And along this avenue my girl-friend led me, looking down — I recall the
pleasant lines, the finely-modelled chin of her sweet kind face — asking me
questions in a soft, agreeable voice, and telling me things, pleasant things I know,
though what they were | was never able to recall... And presently a little Capuchin
monkey, very clean, with a fur of ruddy brown and kindly hazel eyes, came down a
tree to us and ran beside me, looking up at me and grinning, and presently leapt to
my shoulder. So we went on our way in great happiness...”

He paused.

“Go on,” I said.

“I remember little things (s momuio menoun). We passed an old man musing
among laurels, | remember (s moMHIO, MBI IIPOIILJIM MUMO CTapyKa,
pasMBIILIAIONIETo cpe/au JaBpos), and a place gay with paroquets (1 mecra,
IIeCTPOro OT JUIMHHOXBOCTHIX roryraes) and came through a broad shaded
colonnade to a spacious cool palace (i mpuiuIM Yepe3 MUPOKYHO 3aTEHEHHYIO
KOJIOHHAJTy K IPOCTOpHOMY TipoxJjaaHomy asopity), full of pleasant fountains
(n3o0mnyromemy kpacussivu ontanamu), full of beautiful things (mosmomy
kpacusbix Berieit), full of the quality and promise of heart’s desire
(mpencnoJHEHHOMY JO0OPOTHOCTH U oOemanus /MCIOHEeHNs/ 3aBETHBIX JKEJIaHU;
one’s heart’s desire — 3asemnoe, coxposennoe scenanue). And there were many
things and many people (i Tam Ob1IO MHOTO Belllel 1 MHOTO Jiroj1eii), Some that
still seem to stand out clearly and some that are a little vague (#exoropsie,

/koTophbie/ Bce eliie, KaXeTcsl, BBIACISIIOTCS Y€TKO = HEeKOMOPbIX 5 U Ceudac NOMHIO,
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a HeKOTOpbIe BUIHBI HeueTKo), but all these people were beautiful and kind (1o Bce
3TH JIIOU ObLIN IIpeKpacHbl 1 100pkI). IN some way (kakum-To odpazom) — |
don’t know how (s He 3Haro kak) — it was conveyed to me (MHe ObLTO TIEpeIaHO)
that they all were kind to me (uro onu Bce 100ps! k0 MHe), glad to have me there
(pambr mpuHsATe/BUEeTH MeHs Tam), and filling me with gladness by their gestures
(v HAMOJTHSAIOT MEHS cuacTheM cBoMMH kecTamu), by the touch of their hands
(xacanuem pyk), by the welcome and love in their eyes (paayiiem u J1000BbIO B

ux riasax). Yes (ma) —”

paroquet ['pxrgklt], spacious ['spelSqgs], fountain ['fauntin]

“I remember little things. We passed an old man musing among laurels, |
remember, and a place gay with paroquets, and came through a broad shaded
colonnade to a spacious cool palace, full of pleasant fountains, full of beautiful
things, full of the quality and promise of heart’s desire. And there were many
things and many people, some that still seem to stand out clearly and some that are
a little vague, but all these people were beautiful and kind. In some way — I don’t
know how — it was conveyed to me that they all were kind to me, glad to have me
there, and filling me with gladness by their gestures, by the touch of their hands, by

the welcome and love in their eyes. Yes —”

He mused for a while (ou 3agymascs Ha HekoTopoe Bpems). “Playmates |
found there (xpyseii muist urp nHamen s tam). That was very much to me (ato 6s110
o4yeHb MHOTO 15 MeHst), because | was a lonely little boy (moTomy uTo s ObLT
onuHOKMM MankurkoMm). They played delightful games in a grass-covered court
(OHM UTpai B PaJOCTHBIC UTPHI BO ABOPE, IOKPHITOM TpaBoii) Where there was a
sun-dial set about with flowers (rie ObuTH CoTHEUHBIC Yachl, 0OpamIICHHBIC
useramu). And as one played one loved (korma urpaeiis, To HaYMHACIIb JTIOOUTh:

«TIOOHIIIBY). ..
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“But — it’s odd (1o cTpanno) — there’s a gap in my memory (B Moeii mamsiTu
ecth poben). | don’t remember the games we played (s He moMHIO UTP, B KOTOPBIE
Mbl urpain). | never remembered (u mukoraa ve momuw). Afterwards, as a child
(Bmocaenctsuu, pedbernkom), | spent long hours trying, even with tears (st rpatin
JOJITHE YacChl, MBITASACh J0 CIIE3: «Iaxe co ciesamm»; t0 spend — mpamumo,
nposooumy), 10 recall the form of that happiness (BcriomMauUTE BHT TOTO cYACThs = B
YeM 3aKJIF0YalIoch TO cyacThe; fOrm — ¢gopma, enewnuil 6uo, snewnee
ouepmanue). | wanted to play it all over again (s xoTein ceirpath B Hee cHoBa; all
over again — crosa, eute pasz, 3anoeo) — in my nursery — by myself (B gerckoii
xomuate cam). No (aet)! All | remember is the happiness and two dear playfellows
who were most with me (Bce, 4To st TOMHIO, — 3TO CYACThe U JIBYX JIOPOTUX

Jpy3eit 1Mo urpe, KOTopbie OBUTH CO MHOW OOJIBIIE BCETO). ..

delightful [dI'laltful], hour [aug], even [Jvn]

He mused for a while. “Playmates I found there. That was very much to me,
because | was a lonely little boy. They played delightful games in a grass-covered
court where there was a sun-dial set about with flowers. And as one played one
loved...

“But — it’s odd — there’s a gap in my memory. [ don’t remember the games
we played. | never remembered. Afterwards, as a child, | spent long hours trying,
even with tears, to recall the form of that happiness. | wanted to play it all over
again — in my nursery — by myself. No! All | remember is the happiness and two

dear playfellows who were most with me...

Then presently came a sombre dark woman (3arem depe3 HeKOTOpOe BpeMst
NpUIIIa XMypasi MpadHasi skeHIuHa), With a grave, pale face and dreamy eyes (c
CCPbC3HBIM 6J'ICI[HI>IM JIMIIOM U MEUYTAaTCIIbHBIMUAU FJ'IaBaMI/I), a Sombre woman
wearing a soft long robe of pale purple (xmypas sxenina, ojeras B MArkKoe

JUIMHHOE ojiestHre Os1e1Ho-ypIrypHoro 1seta), Who carried a book and beckoned
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(xoTopas Hecna kuury u ciaenaia /mue/ 3uak) and took me aside with her into a
gallery above a hall (1 moBesia MeHst B CTOpOHY ¢ CO0O0I B rajiepero HaJl 3aJI0M) —
though my playmates were loth to have me go (xoTst Moy TOBapHIIK 110 UTpaM He
XOTEJU OTIyCcKaTh MeHs; |0th — necknonnwiil, ne dcenarowuii umo-i. denams;
neoxommuwiil; 10 be loth to do smth. — ne xomems denamo umo-n.), and ceased their
game and stood watching as | was carried away (1 mpekpaTiim Urpy u CTOSUIH,
HaOJTr0/1as1 3a TeM, Kak MeHs yBoaaT). ‘Come back to us (Bo3Bparinarics k Ham)!’
they cried (xpuuanu onu). ‘Come back to us soon (ckopee Bo3sparmarics k Ham)!” |
looked up at her face (s mocmoTpen BBepx Ha ee uio), but she heeded them not at
all (Ho oHa coBepIlleHHO HE OOpaliana Ha HUX BHuMaHus; to heed — ob6pawameo
sHUManUe, yuumsleams, npunumams 6o snumanue). Her face was very gentle and
grave (ee suio ObLIO OYEHb CIIOKOMHBIM U cephe3HbiM). She took me to a seat in
the gallery (ona mosena mens k ckambe B raniepee), and | stood beside her (u st cran
Bosie Hee), ready to look at her book as she opened it upon her knee (rorossrii
cMoTpeTh /Hal ee KHUTY, KOT/la OHa pacKpblia ee Ha KoJieHsx). The pages fell open
(ctpanunpsl pacnaxuynuck). She pointed (ona moxaseiana), and I looked,
marvelling (a s cmoTpen, uzymisscs), for in the living pages of that book | saw
myself (160 Ha *HMBBIX CTpaHUIaX TOW KHHUTH 5 YBHJIEN ceOs); it was a story about
myself (3o 6w11a cTopust 060 mue), and in it were all the things that had
happened to me since ever | was born (u B Hell ObUTH BCe COOBITHS, KOTOPBIC

TIPOM30IILUIA CO MHOU C T€X IMOp, KaK s POJIUIICS). ..

though [Dqul, ready ['redl], knee [nJ]

Then presently came a sombre dark woman, with a grave, pale face and
dreamy eyes, a sombre woman wearing a soft long robe of pale purple, who carried
a book and beckoned and took me aside with her into a gallery above a hall —
though my playmates were loth to have me go, and ceased their game and stood
watching as | was carried away. ‘Come back to us!’ they cried. ‘Come back to us

soon!’ I looked up at her face, but she heeded them not at all. Her face was very
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gentle and grave. She took me to a seat in the gallery, and | stood beside her, ready
to look at her book as she opened it upon her knee. The pages fell open. She
pointed, and I looked, marvelling, for in the living pages of that book | saw myself;
it was a story about myself, and in it were all the things that had happened to me

since ever | was born...

“It was wonderful to me (3to 6su10 yaMBHUTEILHO 171 MeHs ), because the
pages of that book were not pictures (rmoToMy 4To CTpaHHIIBI TOH KHUTH OBLIN HE
kapTuHKamu), you understand, but realities (monumaernisb, a peaJbHOCTHIO).”

Wallace paused gravely (Yosutec cnenan 6omsinyio nay3sy) — looked at me
doubtfully (¢ comuenuem norusaen Ha MEHs).

“Go on (mpomosmkait),” I said. “I understand (s1 monumaro).”

because [bl'kOz], picture ['plkCq], doubtfully ['dautfull]

“It was wonderful to me, because the pages of that book were not pictures,
you understand, but realities.”
Wallace paused gravely — looked at me doubtfully.

“Go on,” I said. “I understand.”

“They were realities (3to Obu1a peasibHOCTh) — Yes, they must have been (na
U KaK MHave: «OHH, J0DKHO ObITh, ObLTN»); people moved and things came and
went in them (irou 1BUTATUCH, @ COOBITHSI/TIPEAMETHI Ha CTPAHUIIAX: «HA HUX»
NOSIBJISLTMCH U rcuesainn); my dear mother, whom | had near forgotten (mos
J0porast MaTyIIka, KOTopyro st moutu 3a0wi1); then my father, stern and upright
(moTom Mot oTetr, cTporuii u yectHsIi), the servants, the nursery, all the familiar
things of home (ciyru, merckas komHaTa, Bce 3HaKOMBIC Bely goma). Then the
front door and the busy streets, with traffic to and fro (3aTtem mapanubii Bx01 1
OKUBJICHHBIE YJIUIIBI C IBMKEHHEM B3aj U Brepen; to and fro — 63ao u enepeo;

myoa u crooa): | looked and marvelled (s cmorpen u uzymisiics), and looked half
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doubtfully again into the woman’s face and turned the pages over (1 caosa
CMOTPCII HAITIOJIOBUHY C COMHCHHUCM B JIMIIO KCHIIWHBI U IICPCBOpAYNBaAJI
ctpanuiel), SKipping this and that (mpormyckas To u 310), to see more of this book
(uToOBI yBUAETH OOJIbIIE B 3TOM KHIre), and more (1 6oskire), and so at last |
came to myself hovering and hesitating outside the green door in the long white
wall (i Tak, HakoHel, s o1IeN 10 ce0sl, MEIIKAFOIIETO U KOJICOTFOIIEeToCs Iepet
3eJICHOM JIBEphIO B IIMHHON Oeroii crene), and felt again the conflict and the fear

(u cHoBa onryTw /BHyTpeHHIOIO/ 00pBOY U cTpax; to feel — uyscmeosams,

owyuiams).

mother ['mADq], busy ['blzl], hover ['hOvq]

“They were realities — yes, they must have been; people moved and things
came and went in them; my dear mother, whom | had near forgotten; then my
father, stern and upright, the servants, the nursery, all the familiar things of home.
Then the front door and the busy streets, with traffic to and fro: | looked and
marvelled, and looked half doubtfully again into the woman’s face and turned the
pages over, skipping this and that, to see more of this book, and more, and so at
last | came to myself hovering and hesitating outside the green door in the long

white wall, and felt again the conflict and the fear.

““And next (a /aro/ morom)?’ | cried (Bockiukny 1), and would have turned
on (1 xoTen ye nepeBepHyTh /cTpanuity/ naneiie), but the cool hand of the grave
woman delayed me (1o npoxiiajHas pyka cepbe3HON MKEHIUHBI yIepikaia MeHs,
to delay — 3aoeporcusams, 3amednsime,; npensmemeosams).

““Next (namsre)?’ | insisted (mactausan s1), and struggled gently with her
hand (1 msirko 6oposics ¢ ee pykoit; gently — amsiexo, nescno, kpomro), pulling up
her fingers with all my childish strength (orTsruBas BBepx ee nabliibl Bcemu
moumu aetckumu cuiamu), and as she yielded and the page came over she bent

down upon me like a shadow and kissed my brow (u xorja ona ycrynuia, u
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CTpaHMIIA IEPEBEPHYIIACh, OHA CKJIOHWJIACh HAJI0 MHOM, KaK MPU3PAK, U

noresioBaia MeHs B J100; shadow — menw,; npuspax).

yield [jJId], shadow ['Sxdqu], brow [brau]

“‘And next?’ I cried, and would have turned on, but the cool hand of the grave
woman delayed me.

““Next?’ I insisted, and struggled gently with her hand, pulling up her fingers
with all my childish strength, and as she yielded and the page came over she bent

down upon me like a shadow and kissed my brow.

“But the page did not show the enchanted garden (Ho cTpanuia He nokazasa
3auapoBaHHOTO caja), Nor the panthers (nu manTep), nor the girl who had led me
by the hand (ru neBymiku, kotopas Bena MeHs 3a pyky), nor the playfellows who
had been so loth to let me go (1u ToBapuiieii 1o Urpam, KOTOPbIE TaK HE XOTEIIH
ormyckath MeHs). It showed a long grey street in West Kensington (ona nokasasa
JUIMHHYIO cepyto yiuiy B 3anagHom Kencunrrone), on that chill hour of afternoon
before the lamps are lit (B TOT X0I0AHBIN TOCICTIONYACHHBIN Yac MEPeT TEM, KakK
saxkurarot gamisl; 0 light — saorcueams), and | was there (u s Obu1 Tam), @
wretched little figure (HecuactHast manenbkas Gurypka), weeping aloud
(mrauymast Bo Bech rojioc), for all that | could do to restrain myself (recmotps Ha
BCE MOM YCWJIMS: €4TO 51 MOT CJeliaTh, 4ToObD cuepkathes), and | was weeping (u
s akan) because | could not return to my dear playfellows (motomy uro s HE Mor
BEPHYTHCSI K MOMM JIOpOTMM Tipusitessiv o urpam) wWho had called after me
(koTopsie kpuuanu Beseq Mue), ‘Come back to us (Bepuuch k Ham)! Come back to
us soon (Boszsparaiics ckopee)!” I was there (s 66u1 Tam). This was no page in a
book (3o Obuta He cTpanuia B kuure), but harsh reality (a cyposas
nerctBuTenbHOCTH); that enchanted place and the restraining hand of the grave
mother at whose knee | stood had gone (To 3auapoBanHOe MECTO ¥ CIEPIKMBAIOIIAS

pyKa nevyaibHOU MaTepH, y KOJEH KOTOPOM s CTosI, ucuesnu; 10 g0 — yxooumeo;
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ucuesamv; Qrave — 8adCHblll, CIMEeNneHHblll, CEPbe3Hblll, MPAYHbIL, NeYATbHbIIL) —

whither have they gone (kyna oun npomna)?”

wretched ['reCld], aloud [qg'laud], whose [hHz]

“But the page did not show the enchanted garden, nor the panthers, nor the
girl who had led me by the hand, nor the playfellows who had been so loth to let
me go. It showed a long grey street in West Kensington, on that chill hour of
afternoon before the lamps are lit, and | was there, a wretched little figure, weeping
aloud, for all that I could do to restrain myself, and | was weeping because | could
not return to my dear play-fellows who had called after me, ‘Come back to us!
Come back to us soon!’ I was there. This was no page in a book, but harsh reality;
that enchanted place and the restraining hand of the grave mother at whose knee |

stood had gone — whither have they gone?”

He halted again, and remained for a time (ox ocTaHOBHIICS OISITH U OCTABAJICS
/mommuarum/ HekoTopoe BpeMs), staring into the fire (ycraBusiiicek B oros
KaMHHa).

“Oh (ax)! the wretchedness of that return (sx, kak My4uTeILHO OBLIO
BO3BpAIAThCS: «0, My4eHHUs BO3BpalieHus»)!” he murmured (mporentai oH).

“Well (ny n)?” | said after a minute or so (cka3zai s 4epe3 MUHYTY WU OKOJIO

TOTO).
halt [hLIt], murmur ['mWmgq], minute ['minlt]
He halted again, and remained for a time, staring into the fire.

“Oh! the wretchedness of that return!” he murmured.

“Well?” I said after a minute or so.
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“Poor little wretch | was (s Ob1 HecyacTHBIM uesoBeukom) — brought back to
this grey world again (koToporo cHoBa BEpHYJIN B 3TOT CEPhIi MUP:
«ripuBeieHHBIN 0OpatHO...»)! As | realised the fulness of what had happened to
me (kora s 0CO3HaJ MOJIHOTY = NOJIHOCHbIO TO, YTO CIYYUIIOCh CO MHOM), | gave
way to quite ungovernable grief (s mpenasncs 6e3ynepxxuomy ropro; to give way —
noooasamucsi, npedasamvcsi lomuasnuio, copiol; dasamo sonio lcnezaml). And the
shame and humiliation of that public weeping and my disgraceful homecoming
remain with me still (ctei1 1 yHIKEHHE OT TOTO IPHITIOIHOTO I1J1a4a U MOETO
MI030PHOTO BO3BPAIIICHHUS JOMOH 51 IOMHIO: OCTAIOTCA» 710 cuX 1op). | see again
the benevolent-looking old gentleman in gold spectacles who stopped and spoke to
me (s CHOBa BMXKY CTaporo JUKCHTIIBMEHA 0JIaroKenaTeIbHOW BHEIITHOCTH B
30JI0TBIX OYKaX, KOTOPBIH OCTAHOBHJICS M 3arOBOPHJI co MHOI) — prodding me
first with his umbrella (cnauana TknyBIIero mens ceonm 30HTOM; t0 prod —
konomos, meikams). ‘Poor little chap (0exubiii manbi),” said he; ‘and are you lost
then (te1, 3HaunT, motepsisics)?” — and me a London boy of five and more (u sto
MHE — JIOHJIOHCKOMY MaJsibuuIike sty JieT ¢ rakom)! And he must needs bring in
a kindly young policeman (u emy HernpemeHnHo Haz0 /ObUT0/ IPUBECTH MUJIOTO
moJiooro nojmierickoro) and make a crowd of me (i coGpatk ToIITy BOKpYT
mens), and so march me home (u rak conpoBoauTh MeHs JoMoit). Sobbing,
conspicuous and frightened (psinaroruii, Gpocaroruiics: B riasza /Bcem mpoxoxum/
Y UCITYTaHHBIN; CONSPICUOUS — 6uOHbILL, 3amemublil, Opocalowuticsi 6 2nasa), |
came from the enchanted garden to the steps of my father’s house (st purren u3

3a9apPOBAaHHOI'0 Cala K CTYIICHAM I0Ma MOCTO OTI_Ia).

ungovernable [An'gAvqgnqbl], grief [gr)f], conspicuous [kqn'splkjugs],
frightened ['fraltgnd]

“Poor little wretch I was — brought back to this grey world again! As |
realised the fulness of what had happened to me, | gave way to quite ungovernable

grief. And the shame and humiliation of that public weeping and my disgraceful
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homecoming remain with me still. | see again the benevolent-looking old
gentleman in gold spectacles who stopped and spoke to me — prodding me first
with his umbrella. ‘Poor little chap,’ said he; ‘and are you lost then?” — and me a
London boy of five and more! And he must needs bring in a kindly young
policeman and make a crowd of me, and so march me home. Sobbing, conspicuous

and frightened, | came from the enchanted garden to the steps of my father’s house.
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