Amnenuiickuit azvik ¢ Poounzonom Kpyso
(6 nepeckasze 0n1sa oemeii)

Robinson Crusoe Written Anew for Children by James Baldwin

AnantupoBai Uibsa @pank

Memoo umenus Havu @panka

| WISH TO BE A SAILOR (st x04y 0bITH MOPSIKOM)

MY name is Robinson Crusoe (Moec wmsi = mens 306ym PoOuH30H
Kpy3o0). | was born in the old city of York (s pomwics: «Owu1 poxiacH» B
crapom ropose Mopke), where there is a broad river (re ects mupokas pexa;
there is/are — wumeemcs), with ships coming and going (c xopaGsimu

MPHUXOISIIUMHU ¥ YXOSIIUMH).

When | was a little boy (korna st Obl1 ManieHbKUM MabunkoMm), | spent
much of my time (s mpoBoawsn mHOro cBoero Bpemenw; t0 spend —

nposooumsw lepemsl) looking at the river (risiis Ha pexy).

How pleasant was the quiet stream (kakuMm KpacHMBBIM OBLI THUXHI
notok; pleasant — npusmueiil;, padocmuvlil;, Muabll, CUMNAMUYHBLL),
flowing, always flowing (texymmii, mocrosauo Texymuii; t0 flow — meus;
always — scecoa, neusmenno), toward the far-away sea (o nanpasiacHuO K
najgexkomMy Mopio; far-away — oanexuti, oanvuuil, far — oanexo; away —

npouv)!
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| liked to watch the ships (mHe HpaBuOCH CMOTpEeTh Ha KOpabH) as
they came in (korma onu mpuxomwiu) With their white sails (¢ Genbivu
napycamu) spread to the wind (pacmpocrepteiMu Ha Betpy; to spread —

Pazsepmul8amu/csi/; packuovleamu/cs/; npOCMupamy/cs/; paccmunamu/cs/).

| liked to think of the strange lands (Mue HpaBuiIOCH AyMaTh O
qyxIbIX 3emutsix) Which they must have visited (koTopsie oHH, JOHKHO OBITH,
MIOCETHITN: «JI0JDKHBI ObuTH ToceTuTh»), and of the many wonderful things
(v o MHOTMX TmpekpacHbIX Bemax/coobiTusx) they must have passed

(koTOpBIE OHU, TOJHKHO OBITh, YBUACIU/C KOTOPBIMU CTOJIKHYJIHCH).

| wished to be a sailor (s xoren Ob1TH MOpsikom). | thought how grand
it must be to sail and sail (s gyman: kak mpexkpacHo, JOJKHO OBITh: «3TO
JOJKHO OBITHY» MJIaBaTh 1o napycamu; sail — napyc; to sail — naasame na
saxme, xooums Ha sxme, uomu noo napycamu) on the wide blue sea (o
HIMPOKOMY cuHemy Mopio), With the sky above (c mebom Harepxy) and the
waves beneath (i Bonmamu Bum3y). Nothing could be pleasanter (muuro nHe

MOTJIO OBITh TIPUSTHEE).
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My father wanted me to learn a trade (moii orerr XoTes, 4TOOBI s
Hayumiicsi pemeciy). But | could not bear the thought of it (Ho s He mor
BbIHECTH MBICIH 00 3ToM). | could not bear the thought of working every day
in a dusty shop (s He mor BeIHECTH MBICTH O pabOTEe KaXKIbI JIEHL B

IbLIbHOM Marasune; dust — nawib).

| did not wish to stay in York all my life (s He »enan octaBaTbcst B
Mopxe Bce xu3up). | wanted to see the world (s xoren ysumers mup). |
would be a sailor and nothing else (s xoTen ObITH MOPSKOM ¥ HHKEM
ApYyrum).

My mother was very sad when | told her (most maTh OblIa MeyabHa,

Korja s ckasan eif; to tell — cosopums, paccrkazvisamy).

A sailor's life, she said, was a hard life (>xu3ub Mopsika, ckazana oHa,
9TO TsbKejas »KU3Hb). There were many storms at sea (ma mope ObIBacT
MHoro mropMmoB/0yps), and ships were often wrecked (u xopabGiu wacro

TEPIIAT KpylIeHue; Wreck — kpyuenue).

She told me, too, that there were great fishes in the sea (ona Taxke
CKasajla MHE, 4YTO €CThb = 8Cmpeualomcst B MOpe orpoMHbIe pbiobl), and that
they would eat me up if | fell into the water (1 uro oHHUCBEIAT MEHSI, €CIIH I

ymajay B BOLY).

Then she gave me a cake (3atem ona nana mue nupor), and kissed me
(u momenoBana mens). "How much safer it is to be at home (kax mHoro =

Hackonbko Oe3omacHee ObITh = ocmasamuvcs qoma)l" she said.

But I would not listen to her (1o s e ciyman ee). My mind was made
up (mMoe pemenne OblIO0 TpHHSATO, t0 Make up one’s mind — npunsmo
pellenue; «HAcmpoums Ccou pasymy», mind — pasym, YMCMEEHHble
cnocobrnocmu, ym; Hacmpoenue, pacnonoxcenue oyxa), and a sailor | would

be (u /Bce xe IMEHHO/ MOPSIKOM SI XOTEJI CTaTh).
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When | was eighteen years old (korga mue ObLI0 BOCEMHAIIATh JIET),
| left my pleasant home and went to sea (moxwHys MO MWJIBIH JIOM U

OTIIPaBHIICS B MODE).

pleasant [pleznt], quiet [ kwaiat], toward [to”wo:d], spread [spred], visit [ vizit],
beneath [b1 ni:0], world [wa:1d]

| WISH TO BE A SAILOR

MY name is Robinson Crusoe. | was born in the old city of York,

where there is a broad river, with ships coming and going.
When | was a little boy, | spent much of my time looking at the river.

How pleasant was the quiet stream, flowing, always flowing, toward
the far-away sea! | liked to watch the ships as they came in with their white

sails spread to the wind.

| liked to think of the strange lands which they must have visited, and

of the many wonderful things they must have passed.

| wished to be a sailor. | thought how grand it must be to sail and sail
on the wide blue sea, with the sky above and the waves beneath. Nothing

could be pleasanter.

My father wanted me to learn a trade. But | could not bear the thought

of it. I could not bear the thought of working every day in a dusty shop.

| did not wish to stay in York all my life. | wanted to see the world. |

would be a sailor and nothing else.
My mother was very sad when | told her.

A sailor's life, she said, was a hard life. There were many storms at

sea, and ships were often wrecked.
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She told me, too, that there were great fishes in the sea, and that they

would eat me up if | fell into the water.

Then she gave me a cake, and kissed me. "How much safer it is to be

at home!"' she said.

But I would not listen to her. My mind was made up, and a sailor |

would be.

When | was eighteen years old, | left my pleasant home and went to

Sed.

| MAKE MY FIRST VOYAGE (s coBepiai moe nepBoe

nmyTemecTBue)

| SOON found that my mother's words were true (s Bckope Hamen =
NOHsL, 94TO clioBa Matepu ObutH mpasmioi; to find — naxooums). A sailor's
life is indeed a hard life (>xu3nb Mopsika /u/ B camMom Jiesie TsKeast KU3Hb,

hard — orcecmruii;, mpyonwiii, msoicenviil).
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There was no time for play on board of our ship (ne Osuto Bpemenu
JuUIst UTp Ha Oopty Hamero kopa6ist). Even in the fairest weather (naxe npu
camoii xoporieit moroze) there was much work to be done (6vu10 MHOTO
paboThl, KOTOPYIO HYXHO OBLUIO CJIElaTh: «KOTOpas JOJbKHA Oblia OBITh

cleaHay).

On the very first night the wind began to blow (8 camyio nepsyio
HOYb HayaJs JyTh Berep). The waves rolled high (BosHBI kKaTHITMCEH BBICOKO).
The ship was tossed this way and that (kopa®is Opocano Tyna u cyzaa; to
toss — opocamw, xuodame, wevipams). Never had | seen such a storm

(HuKOTA S HE BUJIEN TAKOTO MTOpMA; t0 See — sudemn).

All night long the wind blew (Bcto Hous Hamposer myn Betep; to blow
— oymy). | was so badly frightened (st Obu1 Tak cuibHO Hanyras; badly —
CKBEPHO, OVPHO, NJOX0; KpAliHe, O4eHb CUIbHO /Apudaem SMOYUOHAIbHO-
yeunumenwhwii ommenox/) that | did not know what to do (uro se 3uan, uro
nenats). | thought the ship would surely go to the bottom (s momymait, dro

4TO KOpalJIb HaBEPHSKA MOWIET Ha JIHO; Surely — xoneuno, nenpemenno).

Then | remembered my pleasant home and the words of my kind

mother (Torya s BCMOMHIII MO MUJIBIH JIOM M CJI0Ba MOEH 100poii MaTepH).

"If I live to reach dry land (eciu s noxwuBy /Toro, uto/ 1006epych 10
CYIIH: «JI0CTUTHY cyxoi 3emim»),” | said to myself, "l will give up this
thought of being a sailor (s oTkaxkych oT MbIcH OBITH MOpsikoM; tO give up
— ocmasums, omkazamvcst;, opocums [nanp.mvicaw, npusvruxyl). | will go
home and stay with my father and mother (s otnpasmitock nomoi u Oymy
KHTh: «OCTAaBaThCs/TPeObIBATh» ¢ MOMMHU OTHOM M Matepbio). | will never
set my foot in another ship (s Hukorza He MOCTaBIIO MO HOTY Ha JAPYroi

KOpabJIb = HOTa MOSI HE CTYIHT HU Ha Kakoi kopaodiip)."”

Day came (nens mpuinen = HacTai JeHb). The storm was worse than
before (mtpom Obut xyxke, yem npexzae). | felt sure that we were lost (s

IMOYYyBCTBOBAJI TOYHO = ObL yeepeH, 4TO MbI ObLIH INOTCPAHBI = YTO MbI
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npomnanu; to feel — uyscmeosams, sure — yeepennviii; yoeouswutics; t0
lose — mepsams, ympauusams). But toward evening (uo /6mmke/ k Beuepy)
the sky began to clear (nmebo wHawamo mposcusaTees; to begin —
nauunams/cs/). The wind died away (Berep crux; to die — ymupamo;
samuxams /o eempe, 36yke/). The waves went down (BoJIHBI YCIIOKOMIIUCE:
«omyctuiauchy). The storm was over (3axkonumics; to be over —

3aKaHYuBamucsi; OVer — no my Cmopowy, 3d, uepes).

The next morning the sun rose bright (na ciemyromiee yTpo cosmIe
BCTAIO sApKkuM; t0 rise — scmasams, noonumamscs) and warm upon a
smooth sea (u TeruibIM HajJ pOBHBIM MopeM; SMooth — araokuir). It was a

beautiful sight (3To 6b11 IpexpacHbIil Bu).

As | stood looking out over the wide water (moka st ctosut, cMOTpsI
BJAJIb Ha IIUPOKYI0 Boay; to stand — cmosms, out — napyocy), the first
mate came up (mooies mepBblii TOMOIIHKUK KanuTaHa; mate — mosapuuwy,
HAnapHuk, MNOOPYYHLIU, HNOMOWHUK, /MOp./ NOMOWHUK KANUMawa /8
mopeosom ¢rome/; 10 come up — nooxooums). He was a kind man (o 0s11
noopeiM genoBekom), and always friendly to me (u Bcerma npyxentoOHBIM

110 OTHOILICHHUIO KO MHE).

"Well (ny), Bob,” he said, "how do you like it (kax tebe 3TO
upasutcs)? Were you frightened by that little gale (/me/ Gwbur /mu/ ThI
HAlyraH 3TUM BeTepkoM; gale — wmopm; Oyps, eemep om 7 do 10 6annos
/nopwis, osudxcywuticsi co ckopocmoto om 51 0o 100 xunomempos 6 uac/;

/mosm./ éemepok, 3epup)?"

"I hope you don't call it a little gal (naxerock, BbI He HasbIBacTe = He
cmaneme dce vl Hazvleams 310 BetepkoMm),” | said. "Indeed it was a terrible

storm (Ha camom Jjiernie 310 ObUT y)KaCHBIH mMTOPM)."
The mate laughed (romornHIK KanuTaHa 3acMesLIcs).

"Do you call that a storm (ter Ha3siBaems 310 mropmom)?" he asked

(cripocuit on). "Why, it was nothing at all (1a 1y, 310 6B1770 HHUTO BOOOIIIE =
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OBbLI CyIIUi MycTsIK; WY — nouemy?; medcoomemue, svipadicaiowee camvie
PA3HOOOpA3zHble SMOYUU 8 3ABUCUMOCIU OM  KOHMEKCmA: YOusjieHue,
coenacue unu necoanacue, nemepnenue u m. n.). You are only a fresh-water
sailor (Te1 Bcero muib nmpecHoBOIHBIA MopsiK; fresh water — npecnas 6ooa;
fresh — ceearcuir), Bob. Wait till we have a real storm (romos i, moka y Hac

Oyzaer HacTosIIuUi IITOp™m)."

And so | soon forgot my fears (u Tak st Bckope 3a0bl1 cBOM cTpaxw; L0

forget — zabvi6amy).

Little by little (mano-nomany), | gave up all thoughts of going home

again (s Opocua MBICIM CHOBA OTIPABUTHCA = 6epHymbcsi JTomoi). "A

sailor's life for me (>xu3ub Mmopsika /ato/ mst menst),” | said.

My first voyage was not a long one (Moe mepBoe myTeliecTBUE He

OBLIO TOJITUM).

| visited no new lands (s me mocermn HOBBIX 3emenb/cTpan), for the
ship went only to London (tak kak kopaOib cxoaui ToJibko B JIonmon). But
the things which | saw in that great city (no Bemiu, KOTOpbIC s YBHIET B
BeskoMm ropoje) seemed very wonderful to me (xasammch MHE Bechbma

YIUBUTEIILHBIMH).

Nothing would satisfy me but to make a long voyage (Huuro He
MOTJIO OBl yJOBJIETBOPUTH MEHSA, KpOME /Kak/ COBEPIIUTH JJIUHHOE

nytentectsue). | wished to see the whole world (s1 sxenan yBugers Bech Mup).

indeed [1n"di:d], board [bo:d], weather ["weda], done [dan], began [bi"gaen],
frighten ["frart(o)n], surely [" fuali], worse [wa:s], smooth [smu:6], beautiful
['bju:tafal], friendly ["frendli], terrible ["terabl], laugh [la:f], forgot [fa"got],
fear [f1a], voyage [ vouds], wonderful ["wandafal], satisfy [ saetisfar], whole
[haul]
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| MAKE MY FIRST VOYAGE

| SOON found that my mother's words were true. A sailor's life is
indeed a hard life. There was no time for play on board of our ship. Even in

the fairest weather there was much work to be done.

On the very first night the wind began to blow. The waves rolled high.

The ship was tossed this way and that. Never had | seen such a storm.

All night long the wind blew. | was so badly frightened that | did not
know what to do. | thought the ship would surely go to the bottom.

Then | remembered my pleasant home and the words of my kind

mother.

"If 1 live to reach dry land,” | said to myself, "I will give up this
thought of being a sailor. | will go home and stay with my father and mother.

I will never set my foot in another ship."

Day came. The storm was worse than before. | felt sure that we were
lost. But toward evening the sky began to clear. The wind died away. The

waves went down. The storm was over.

The next morning the sun rose bright and warm upon a smooth sea. It

was a beautiful sight.

As | stood looking out over the wide water, the first mate came up. He

was a kind man, and always friendly to me.

"Well, Bob," he said, "how do you like it? Were you frightened by
that little gale?"

"I hope you don't call it a little gale,” | said. "Indeed it was a terrible

storm.”

The mate laughed.
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"Do you call that a storm?" he asked. "Why, it was nothing at all. You
are only a fresh-water sailor, Bob. Wait till we have a real storm."

And so | soon forgot my fears.

Little by little, | gave up all thoughts of going home again. "A sailor's

life for me," | said.
My first voyage was not a long one.

| visited no new lands, for the ship went only to London. But the

things which | saw in that great city seemed very wonderful to me.

Nothing would satisfy me but to make a long voyage. | wished to see

the whole world.

30ecb monvko HebOLULON (hpasmenm KHUU.
Tonnocmuio kHuzy modxcno kynums na catime WWw.franklang.ru ¢
COOmMBemcmayroulem A3blIK08OM pazoeie (AHIUUCKULL A3blK), 8 noopaszoeie
«Texcmol Ha anenutickom A3viKe, A0aANMUPoOsanHvle no memody umeHus VMnvu
Dpankay
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