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IIpeaucaosue

Brl 3HaeTe nim u3ydaete aHIIMICKUI 13bIK 7 Bbl XOTHUTE y3HATh OTBETHI HA BOIIPOCH, OTKY/A Y
BepO:moza ropo, a y clioHa — X000T; Kak MOsIBUIICS aji(paBUT U MOYEMY KOIIKH T'YJISIIOT CAaMH 110 cede;
YTO MPOU3OMIET, €CJIM MOTBLIJIEK TOIHET Horoi? M Bac, KOHEUHO, UHTEpECYeT, KaK BBIIVIAAENIO IEPBOe
Ha 3emJie MCbMO U IT0OYeMy y HOCOpora Takasi Koxka? B Takom ciyuyae 310 nocodue 11 Bac!

CoOopHuK aHrMiickoro nucatens Penpspna KumumHra, Kyna BOLUIM CKa3KH, pacCKa3aHHBIE
TnHcaTesieM ero COOCTBEHHBIM JETSIM, He TOJIBKO YHECET BaC B Uy/IECHBIN M yIUBUTEIbHBIN MUP TIPO-
IIJIOTO ¥ OTBETUT BaM M BAllIUM JETSAM Ha 9TU KaBEp3HbIE BOIPOCH, HO U IOMOXET 00OraTUTh Balll
JIEKCUYECKHI 3ariac HOBBIMH CJIOBaMH M BhIpaKeHUsIMU. B mocobun oObsicHEHbI HEKOTOPBIE TPYAHO-
CTHU aHIVIMHCKOM rpaMMaTUKU. B KOHILIEe KaxXa0ro pacckasa npejjlaraercs BbIIIOJTHUTD Psjl 3aJaHuil,
KOTOpbIE TIOMOTYT 3allOMHUTb HOBBIE BCTPETUBILMECS B IMPOLIECCE UTEHHUsI CIIOBA M BbIPaKEHMS, a
TAKoKe JTy4llle MOHATh COAEpKaHUE PACCKa30B.

3aHMMaTesbHble, 3HAKOMBIE C PaHHEro JeTcTBa CKasku KurumHra cospmaiyT Beceslylo aTMo-
cepy Ha 3aHATHSIX MO AHITIMACKOMY SI3BIKY M 3apyOeXHOW JMTepaType, a KOMMEHTapHy MOMOTYT
C JIETKOCTbIO MPEOJIONETh TPYAHOCTA IPAMMATUKK aHIJIMHACKOTO S3bIKA, BO3HUKAIOLIME MTPU YTEHUU
HeaJanTUPOBaHHBIX TEKCTOB.
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How the Whale Got His Throat

In the sea, once upon time, O my Best Beloved, there was a Whale!, and he ate fishes. He ate
the starfish and the garfish, and the crab and the dab, and the plaice and the dace, and the skate and
his mate, and the mackereel and the pickereel, and the really truly twirly-whirly eel. All the fishes he
could find in all the sea he ate with his mouth — so! Till at least there was only one small fish left in
all the sea, and he was a small ’Stute Fish?, and he swam a little behind the Whale’s right ear, so as
to be out of harm’s way. Then the Whale stood up on his tail and said, ‘T'm hungry’. And the small
"Stute Fish said in a small ’stute voice?, ‘Noble and generous Cetacean, have you ever tasted Man?’

‘No’, said the Whale. ‘What is it like?*

This is the picture of the Whale swallowing® the Mariner with his infinite-
resource-and-sagacity, and the raft and the jack-knife and his suspenders, which you
must not forget. The buttony-things are the Mariner’s suspenders, and you can see the
knife close by them. He is sitting on the raft, but it has tilted up sideways, so you don't
see much of it. The whity thing by the Mariner’s left hand is a piece of wood that he
was trying to row the raft with when the Whale came along. The piece of wood is
called the jaws-of-a-gaff. The Mariner left it outside when he went in. The Whale’s
name was Smiler, and the Mariner was called Mr. Henry Albert Bivvens, A. B. The
little ‘Stute Fish is hiding under the Whale’s tummy, or else I would have drawn him.
The reason that the sea looks so ooshy-skooshy is because the Whale is sucking it all
into his mouth so as to suck in Mr. Henry Albert Bivvens and the raft and the jack-
knife and the suspenders. You must never forget the suspenders.

‘Nice,” said the small ‘Stute Fish. ‘Nice but nubbly.’

‘Then fetch me some,’ said the Whale, and he made the sea froth up with his tail®.

‘One at a time is enough,’ said the ’Stute Fish. ‘If you swim to latitude Fifty North, longitude
Forty West’ (that is Magic), you will find, sitting on a raft, in the middle of the sea, with nothing on
but a pair of blue canvas breeches, a pair of suspenders® (you must not forget the suspenders, Best

! whale — kur

2>Stute = Astute Fish — Mynpas Priba

3 in astute voice — JIYKaBbIM TOJIOCOM

* What is it like? — Kaxoii ou? Ha 4t0 OH Moxox?

5 to swallow — miotars, rporareiBath (T.X. to swallow down)

® he made the sea froth up with his tail — mope Bcrie-HuT0CH IO ero xBoctom. to make smb do smth — 3acraB-nsTe/m00y ) 1aTH
KOro/4ro-Mbo cyienarhb YTo-J.

7 Jatitude Fifty North, longitude Forty West — nsiTeaecsT rpamgycoB ceBep-HOM MIMPOTHL, COPOK TPaJyCcOB BOCTOUHON JOITOTHI

8 with nothing on but a pair of blue canvas breeches, a pair of suspenders — Ha Hem ObLIM TOJIB-KO XOJIIEBBIE TOTYObIe OPIOKK
7
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Beloved), and a jack-knife®, one shipwrecked Mariner, who, it is only fair to tell you, is a man of
infinite-resource-and-sagacity!'?.’

So the Whale swam and swam to latitude Fifty North, longitude Forty West, as fast as he could
swim, and on a raft, in the middle of the sea, with nothing to wear except a pair of blue canvas
breeches, a pair of suspenders (you must particularly remember the suspenders, Best Beloved), and
a jack-knife, he found one single, solitary shipwrecked Mariner, trailing his toes in the water. (He
had his Mummy’s leave to paddle'!, or else he would never have done it, because he was a man of
infinite-resource-and-sagacity.)

Then the Whale opened his mouth back and back and back till it nearly touched his tail, and
he swallowed the shipwrecked Mariner, and the raft he was sitting on, and his blue canvas breeches,
and the suspenders (which you must not forget), and the jack-knife. He swallowed them all down
into his warm, dark, inside cupboards, and then he smacked his lips — so, and turned round three
times on his tail.

Here is the Whale looking for the little ‘Stute Fish, who is hiding under the
Door-sills of the Equator. The little ‘Stute Fish’s name was Pingle. He is hiding among
the roots of the big seaweed that grows in front of the Doors of the Equator. I have
drawn the Doors of Equator. They are shut. They are always kept shut, because a
door ought always to be kept shut. The ropy thing right across is the Equator itself;
and the things that look like rocks are the two giants Moar and Koar, that keep the
Equator in order. They drew the shadow-pictures on the Doors of the Equator, and
they carved all those twisty fishes under the Doors. The beaky fish are called Beaked
Dolphins, and the other fish with the queer heads are called Hammer-headed Sharks.
The Whale never found the little ‘Stute Fish till he got over his temper, and then they
became good friends again.

U Iapa noaTAXEK (Ha HEM He ObLIO HHUYETO, KPOME XOJIIEBBIX FOJ'ly6bIX 6p}0K U apbl HO}ITH}KGK)

9 jack-knife — GosbI0# CK1aIHOM HOXK

10 man-of -infinite-resource-and-sagacity — mpoHu-I1aTeNIbHEIN YesloBeK ¢ Oe3rpaHIIHBIMI BOMOKHOCTSIMY; a man of a great

sagacity [— oueHb IIPOHMUIIA-TEJIBHBIN YeIOBEK
' He had his Mummy’s leave to paddle — Mawma pa3perumia emy riaBath Ha Jiofke; to have leave to do smth — nmerts paspe-
IIeHue Jien1ath 4To-1mbo; to ask leave to do smth — npocuts no3Bosenus caenarb 4To-IM60

8
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But as soon as the Mariner, who was a man of infinite-resource-and-sagacity, found himself
truly inside the Whale’s warm, dark, inside cupboards, he stumped and he jumped and he thumped
and he bumped, and he pranced and he danced, and he banged and he clanged, and he hit and he
bit, and he leaped and he creeped, and he prowled and he howled, and he hopped and he dropped,
and he cried and he sighed, and he crawled and he bawled, and he stepped and he lepped, and he
danced hornpipes'? where he shouldn’t, and the Whale felt most unhappy indeed. (Have you forgotten
the suspenders?)

So he said to the "Stute Fish, “This man is very nubbly, and besides he is making me hiccough!3.
What shall I do?

“Tell him to come out,” said the ’Stute Fish.

So the Whale called down his own throat to the shipwrecked Mariner, ‘Come out and behave
yourself. I've got the hiccoughs.’

‘Nay, nay!” said the Mariner. ‘Not so, but far otherwise. Take me to my natal-shore and the
white-cliffs-of-Albion, and I'll think about it.” And he began to dance more than ever.

‘You had better take him home,’ said the "Stute Fish to the Whale. ‘T ought to have warned you'*
that he is a man of infinite-resource-and-sagacity.’

So the Whale swam and swam and swam, with both flippers and his tail, as hard as he could
for the hiccoughs; and at last he saw the Mariner’s natal-shore and the white-cliffs-of-Albion, and he
rushed half-way up the beach, and opened his mouth wide and wide and wide, and said, ‘Change here
for Winchester, Ashuelot, Nashua, Keene, and stations on the Fitchburg Road’; and just as he said

240 stump — TSKENO CTyIaTh, KOBBUIATH; t0 jump — npbiraTs; to thump — HaHOCHUTB TSUKETBIA yaap, CTy4aTh; to bump — Tonkars,
MUXaTh (OYEeHb CHJIBHO); t0 prance — npbiraTb, CKakaThb, pe3BUThCs; to dance — TaHIieBaTh; to bang — rpoxorarh, KOJIOTUTh, CTY4aTh; to
clang — Gpen-uartb, 3BeHeTb; to hit — ynapsrto(cs); to bite — kycarb(cs1); to leap — npbirath, BCKakuBarth; to creep — rnosnsarb; to prowl
— OponuTh, UATH Kpagyurch; to howl — BeITh, peBeTh; to hop — npeirats, ckakath Ha OqHO¥ Hore; to drop — 30. majfarh, BaIUThCS; tO
cry — kpuuarth; to sigh — B3apixath; to crawl — nonsars; to bawl — opats Bo Bcio IIOTKY; to step — 1mararhb; Aenarth na (B TaHie); to
lep — npoka3zuu4ars; to dance hornpipe — TaHieBaTh XOpHNAKM (AHIMICKUIA MaTPOCCKHI TaHEeL[, OOBIYHO COJIBHBII)

B heiis making me hiccough [- u3-3a Hero s MKaio (6yk6: OH 3aCTaBNIsIET MEHs UKaTh)

B | ought to have warned you — I nokeH ObLT TeOs TPENYTPEIHTD.
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‘Fitch’ the Mariner walked out of his mouth. But while the Whale had been swimming, the Mariner,
who was indeed a person of infinite-resource-and-sagacity, had taken his jack-knife!> and cut up the
raft into a little square grating!® all running criss-cross, and he had tied it firm with his suspenders
(now you know why you were not to forget the suspenders!), and he dragged that grating good and
tight into the Whale’s throat, and there it stuck! Then he recited the following Sloka!’, which, as you
have not heard it, I will now proceed to relate!®:

By means of a grating
have stopped your ating.’

For the Mariner he has also an Hi-ber-ni-an. And he stepped out on the shingle, and went home
to his Mother, who had given him leave to trail his toes in the water; and he married and lived happily
ever afterward. So did the Whale. But from that day on, the grating in his throat, which he could
neither cough up nor swallow down'®, prevented him eating anything except very, very small fish; and
that is the reason why whales nowadays never eat men or boys or little girls.

The small "Stute Fish went and hid himself in the mud under the Door-sills of the Equator. He
was afraid that the Whale might be angry with him.

The Sailor took the jack-knife home. He was wearing the blue canvas breeches when he walked
out on the shingle. The suspenders were left behind, you see, to tie the grating with; and that is the
end of that tale.

When the cabin port-holes are dark and green
Because of the seas outside;

When the ship goes wop (with a wiggle between)
And the steward falls into the soup-tureen®,

And the trunks?! begin to slide;

When Nursey lies on the floor in a heap,

And Mummy tells you to let her sleep,

And you aren’t walked or washed or dressed,
Why, then you will know (if you haven’t guessed)
You're ‘Fifty North and Forty West!’

1S But while the Whale had been swimming, the Mariner ... had taken his jack-knife — Ho moka Kut msut, Mopsik B35
CBO¥ OOJIBIION CKJIATHON HOX

16 grating — pemerka, cerka

17 Sloka — moka (c10ka) — KaHp [OY3MM, JBYCTH-IINE WK TPEXCTULIIE

13 to proceed to do smth — 30. mpucrynars, nepexo-auTh K 4eMy-1u00, IPUHATHCS 3a YTO-JTMO0

19 he could neither cough up nor swallow down — oH He MOT HU BBIIUTIOHYTb, HU TIPOIJIOTHTb.

20 soup-tureen — CynHuLa

21 trunks — 6o mn. u. KOPOTKHUE HITaHbl, CIIOPTUBHLIE TPYChL

10
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Questions and tasks

1. How did the story begin? Why did the Whale want to find the Mariner?
2. Describe the Mariner.

3. What did the Mariner do after the Whale had swallowed him?

4. Why did the Whale have to take the Mariner home?

5. According to the story why were you not to forget the suspenders?

6. Retell the story.

11
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How the Camel Got His Hump*

Now this is the next tale, and it tells how the Camel got his big hump.

In the beginning of years, when the world was so new-and-all, and the Animals were just
beginning to work for Man, there was a Camel, and he lived in the middle of a Howling Desert
because he did not want to work; and besides, he was a Howler himself. So he ate sticks and thorns
and tamarisks and milkweed and prickles, most ’scruciating idler?*; and when anybody spoke to him
he said ‘Humph!?*’ Just ‘Humph!” and no more.

Presently the horse came to him on Monday morning, with a saddle on his back and a bit? in
his mouth, and said, ‘Camel, O Camel, come out and trot?’ like the rest of us.’

This is the picture of the Djinn making the beginnings of the Magic that brought
the Humph to the Camel. First he drew a line in the air with his finger, and it became
solid; and then he made a cloud, and then he made an egg — you can see them at
the bottom of the picture — and then there was a magic pumpkin that turned into a
big white flame. Then the Djinn took his magic fan and fanned that flame till that
flame turned into a Magic by itself. It was a good Magic and a very kind Magic really,
though it had to give the Camel a Humph because the Camel was lazy. The Djinn
in charge of? all Deserts was one of the nicest of the Djinns, so he would never do
anything really unkind.

‘Humph!” said the Camel; and the Horse went away and told the Man.

Presently the Dog came to him, with a stick in his mouth, and said, ‘Camel, O Camel, come
and fetch and carry like the rest of us.’

‘Humph!” said the Camel; and the Dog went away and told the Man.

Presently the Ox came to him, with the yoke on his neck, and said, ‘Camel, O Camel, come
and plough?® like the rest of us.’

2 hump - rop6
23 scruciating = excruciating — My4u-TenbHbIN, yxacHbIi; idler — neHTsi, nexeOoka

% Humph! - I'm!

25 bit — 30. yauna

27 to trot — CIEIIUTh, TOPOIUThCS; ...trot like the rest of us — ...nmocnenm, kak ocTanbHble (KaK MBbI)
% in charge of — oTBeTcTBEeHHBII 32

B to plough — naxarb
12
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‘Humph!” said the Camel; and the Ox went away and told the Man.

At the end of the day the Man called the Horse and the Dog and the Ox together, and said,
‘Three, O Three, I'm very sorry for you (with the world so new-and-all); but that Humph-thing in the
Desert can’t work, or he would have been here by now, so I am going to leave him alone, and you
must work double-time to make up for it.’

That made the Three very angry (with the world so new-and-all); and they held a palaver?®, and
indaba, and a punchayet, and a pow-wow?* on the edge of the Desert; and the Camel came chewing
milkweed most ’scruciating idler, and laughed at them. Then he said ‘Humph!” and went away again.

Presently there came along the Djinn in charge of All Deserts, rolling in a cloud of dust (Djinns
always travel that way because it is Magic), and he stopped to palaver and pow-wow with the Three.

‘Djinn of All Deserts,” said the Horse, ‘is it right for any one to be idle, with the world so new-
and-all?’

‘Certainly not’, said the Djinn.

‘Well, said the Horse, ‘there’s a thing in the middle of your Howling Desert (and he’s a Howler
himself) with a long neck and long legs, and he hasn’t done a stroke of work?? since Monday morning.
He won’t trot*.

Here is the picture of the Djinn in charge of All Deserts guiding the Magic with
the magic fan. The Camel is eating a twig of acacia’', and he has just finished saying
‘Humph!’ once too often (the Djinn told him he would), and so the Humph is coming.
The long towelly thing growing out of the thing like an onion is the Magic, and you
can see the Humph on its shoulder. The Humph fits on the flat part of the Camel’s
back. The Camel is too busy looking at his own beautiful self in the pool of water to
know what is going to happen to him.

Underneath the truly picture is a picture of the World-so-new-and-all. There
are two smoky volcanoes in it, some other mountains and some stones and a lake and
a black island and a twisty river and a lot of other things, as well as a Noah’s Ark.
I couldn’t draw all the deserts that the Djinn was in charge of, so I only drew one,
but it is a most deserty desert.

% to hold a palaver — BecTu JUTHTEIHHBIE TIEPETO-BOPHI

30 indaba — BcTpeya; punchayet — manyaer (coBeT, coOpanue B FOxHON A3un); pOW-wow — 3HaxXaphb; liepe-MOHHUSI 3aKJIMHAHUS;
cOopuIIie, COBET; ipMapKa

32 He hasn’t done a stroke of work — OH niazier o na-Jeri He ynapui; to do some work — BITIONHSTE padoTy

33 He won't trot — OH He MoweBeTUTCA.

31 twig of acacia — BeTouka akanuu

13
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‘Whew!” said the Djinn, whistling, ‘that’s my Camel, for all the gold in Arabia! What does he
say about it?’

‘He says “Humph!’said the Dog; ‘and he won'’t fetch and carry.’

‘Does he say anything else?’

‘Only “Humph!”; and he won’t plough,’ said the Ox.

‘Very good,’ said the Djinn. ‘T1l humph him if you will kindly wait a minute.’

The Djinn rolled himself up in his dust-cloak, and took a bearing across the desert, and found
the Camel most ’scruciatingly idler, looking at his own reflection in a pool of water.

‘My long and bubbling friend,” said the Djinn, ‘what’s this I hear of your doing no work, with
the world so new-and-all?’

‘Humph!’ said the Camel.

The Djinn sat down, with his chin in his hand, and began to think a Great Magic, while the
Camel looked at his own reflection in the pool of water.

“You've given the Three extra work ever since Monday morning, all on account of your
’scruciating idleness,” said the Djinn; and he went on thinking Magics, with his chin in his hand.

‘Humph!’ said the Camel.

‘I shouldn’t say that again if I were you*4,” s aid the Djinn; ‘you might say it once too often.
Bubbles, I want you to work?>.’

And the Camel said ‘Humph!” again; but no sooner had he said it than he saw his back, that he
was so proud of, puffing up and puffing up into a great big lolloping humph?®.

‘Do you see that? said the Djinn. “That’s your very own humph that you’ve brought upon your
very own self by not working. Today is Thursday, and you’ve done no work since Monday, when the
work began. Now you are going to work.’

‘How can I,” said the Camel, ‘with this humph on my back?

3* 1 shouldn’t say that again if I were you. — Ha TBoem MecTe s1 ObI GOMIbILIE ITOTO HE TOBOPHLL.

351 want you to work — I xouy, 4TOGBI THI paboTalI.
38 but no sooner had he said it than he saw his back, that he was so proud of, puffing up and puffing up into a great big lolloping
humph — HO, KaK TOJIBKO OH 3TO CKa-3aJ1, OH YBUJIEJ, YTO Ha €ro CIIMHE, KOTOPOI OH TaK TOPIMJI-CS, MTHOBEHHO B3J1YJICSI O'POMHBIH

rop06; to lollop — 6yxs. GexaTh BIPUIPBIKKY
14
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‘That’s made a-purpose,” said the Djinn, ‘all because you missed those three days. You will
be able to work now for three days without eating, because you can live on your humph; and don’t
you ever say I never did anything for you. Come out of the Desert and go to the Three, and behave.
Humph yourself!’

And the Camel humphed himself, humph and all, and went away to join the Three. And from
that day to this the Camel always wears a humph (we call it hump’ now, not to hurt his feelings; but
he has never yet caught up with the three days*’ that he missed at the beginning of the world, and
he has never yet learned how to behave.

The Camel’s hump is an ugly* lump
Which well you may see at the Zoo;
But uglier yet is the hump we get
From having too little to do.

Kiddies and grown-ups t00-00-00,
If we haven’t enough to do-00-00,
We get the hump —

Cameelious hump —

The hump that is black and blue!

We climb out of bed with frowzy?*° head

And a snarly-yarly voice.

We shiver and scowl and we grunt and we growl*
At our bath and our boots and our toys;

And there ought to be a corner for me
(And I know there is one for you)
When we get the hump —
Cameelious hump —

The hump that is black and blue!

The cure for this ill is not to sit still,

Or frowst with a book by the fire;

But to take a large hoe and a shovel also,
And dig till you gently perspire*!;

And then you will find that the sun and the wind,
And the Djinn of the Garden too,

Have lifted the hump —

The horrible hump —

The hump that is black and blue!

I get it as well as you-00-00 —

37 he has never yet caught up with the three days — on Tak u He HaBepcTas Tpy JHS. ..
38 ugly — 6e300pa3HbIil, Mep3KUi
39 frowzy — pactpenanHbiit

%0 to shiver — JpOKaTh, TpeneTaTs; to scowl — XMy-puthest; to grunt —Bopuars; to growl at — 6pro3xkarh, KaToBaThesl HA YTO-
TO/KOT0-TO

1o perspire — norethb
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. Knura OJId YTCHUA Ha aHTJIN-

If T haven’t enough to do-00-00!
We all get hump —
Cameelious hump —

Kiddies and grown-ups too!
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Questions and tasks

1. What animals came to the Camel? What did they offer to the Camel and what was the answer?
2. Why were the animals very angry after the

Man had talked to them?

3. Retell the story from the moment the Djinn appeared in it.

4. What did the Djinn do for making the Camel work?

5. What ‘advantages’ did the hump on the back give to the Camel?

6. Retell the story.
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How the Rhinoceros“Gt His Skin

Once upon a time, on an uninhabited island on the shores of the Red Sea, there lived a Parsee
from whose hat the rays of the sun were reflected in more-than-oriental splendour*’. And the Parsee
lived by the Red Sea with nothing but his hat and his knife and a cooking-stove of the kind that you
must particularly never touch. And one day he took flour and water and currants and plums and sugar
and things, and made himself one cake which was two feet across and three feet thick**. It was indeed
a Superior Comestible (that’s Magic), and he put it on the stove because he was allowed to cook on
that stove, and he baked it and he baked it till it was all done brown and smelt most sentimental®.
But just as he was going to eat it there came down to the beach from the Altogether Uninhabited
Interior one Rhinoceros with a horn on his nose, two piggy eyes, and few manners*. In those days the
Rhinoceros’s skin fitted him quite tight*’. There were no wrinkles in it anywhere. He looked exactly
like*® a Hoah’s Ark Rhinoceros, but of course much bigger. All the same, he had no manners then,
and he has no manners now, and he never will have any manners. He said, ‘How!” and the Parsee
left that cake and climbed to the top of palm-tree with nothing on but his hat, from which the rays
of the sun were always reflected in more-than-oriental splendour. And the Rhinoceros upset the oil-
stove with his nose, and the cake rolled on the sand, and he spiked that cake on the horn of his nose,
and he ate it, and he went away, waving his tail, to the desolate and Exclusively Uninhabited Interior
which abuts on the islands of Mazanderan, Socotra, and the Promontories of the Larger Equinox>!.
Then the Parsee came down from his palm-tree and put the stove on its legs and recited the following
Sloka, which, as you have not heard, I will now proceed to relate: —

‘Them that takes cakes
Which the Parsee-man bakes
Makes dreadful mistakes.’

This is the picture of the Parsee beginning to eat his cake on the Uninhabited
Island in the Red Sea on a very hot day, and of the Rhinoceros coming down from
the Altogether Uninhabited Interior, which, as you can truthfully see, is all rocky.
The Rhinoceros’s skin is quite smooth and the three buttons that button it up® are
underneath, so you can't see them. The squiggly things on the Parsee’s hat are the
rays of the sun reflected in more-than-oriental splendour, because if I had drawn real
rays they would have filled up all the picture. The cake has currants® in it; and the

*2 Rhinoceros — HOCOpOr

43 splendour — Grieck, BeMKoIeIHUe, POCKOLIb. [T0-I06HbIE CII0BA, OKAHUMBAIOLUECS HA ~OUr B GPUTAHCKOM BAPUAHTE AHI/IHIi-
CKOTO $13bIKa, B aMEpUKaHCKOH opdo-rpaduu mumrytcst 6e3 OyKBbl U M OKaH4MBaioTcs Ha -or: splendour (GB) — splendor (US),
labour (GB) - labor (US), armour (GB) — armor (US), colour (GB) — color (US) u np.

4 two feet across and three feet thick — 18a (pyta B mmpuHy (0T Kpast 10 Kpasi) ¥ TpH (pyTa B TONIHHY

45 smelt most sentimental — oucHb CHIEHO (o1yTH-MO) Hax

46 and few manners — u ¢ IOXMMK MaHepamu (IJIOXO BOCHIMTAHHBIN); Manner — yH. 4. XOpOIlie MaHepbl, yMe-Hue ceOsi BeCTr

T In those days the Rhinoceros’s skin fitted him quite tight. — B te 11 mxypa va Hocopore cupena ouens miotHo. to fit —
OyKe. OBITH B TIOPY, XOpOIIO chAeTh; tight — 6yxe. MIIOTHO MpuUIETalOIIKiA, TECHBIHA

8 He looked exactly like... — OH 6bUT OUYeHBb TIOX0XK Ha... (OH BBINJISAET B TOYHOCTH, KaK...)

5! he went away, waving his tail, to the desolate and Exclusively Uninhabited Interior which abuts on the islands of
Mazanderan, Socotra, and the Promontories of Larger Equinox — kpyTs XBocToM, OH y111eJ1 B [7TyOb 32a0POIIEHHOTO 1 COBEPIICHHO
HEOOHTa-eMOro OCTPOBA, KOTOPBIH MPUMBIKAeT K ocTpoBam Ma-3aziepad, Cokorpa u mbicam Benukoro PaBHoneHcTBus; interior —
OyKe. BHYTPEHHHI, PACIIONIOKEHHBII B ITyOU-He (CTpaHbl, OCTPOBA)

* to button up — 3aKpBITh(CA), 3aCTETHYTh Ha BCE ILy-TOBULIbI

59 currant — 30. kopuHKa, caG3a (COpTa GECCEMAHHOTO H3I0Ma)
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wheel-thing lying on the sand in front belonged to one of Pharaoh’s chariots when he
tried to cross the Red Sea. The Parsee found it, and kept it to play with. The Parsee’s
name was Pestonjee Bomonjee, and the Rhinoceros was called Strorks, because he
breathed through his mouth instead of his nose. I wouldn't ask anything about the
cooking-stove if I were you.

And there was a great deal more in that than you would think.

Because, five weeks later, there was a heatwave>? in the Red Sea, and everybody took off all the
clothes they had. The Parsee took off his hat; but the Rhinoceros took off his skin and carried it over
his shoulder as he came down to the beach to bathe. In those days it buttoned underneath with three
buttons and looked like a waterproof. He said nothing whatever about the Parsee’s cake, because he
had eaten it all; and he never had any manners, then, since, or henceforward>*. He waddled straight
into the water and blew bubbles through his nose, leaving his skin on the beach.

Presently the Parsee came by and found the skin, and he smiled one smile that ran all around
his face two times. Then he danced three times round the skin and rubbed his hands>. Then he went
to his camp and filled his hat with cake-crumbs, for the Parsee never ate anything but cake, and never
swept out his camp. He took that skin, and he shook that skin, and he scrubbed that skin, and he
rubbed that skin just as full of old, dry, stale, tickly cake-crumbs and some burned currants as ever
it could possibly hold. Then he climbed to the top of his palm-tree and waited for the Rhinoceros
to come out of the water and put it on’’.

This is the Parsee Pestonjee Bomonjee sitting in his palm-tree and watching the
Rhinoceros Strorks bathing near the beach of the Altogether Uninhabited Island after
Strorks had taken off his skin. The Parsee has rubbed the cake-crumbs into the skin,
and he is smiling to think how they will tickle Strorks when Srorks puts it on again. The
skin is _just under the rocks below the palm-tree in a cool place; that is why you can'’t
see it. The Parsee is wearing a new more-than-oriental-splendour hat of the sort that
Parsees wear; and he has a knife in his hand to cut his name on palm-tree. The black
things on the islands out at sea are bits of ships that got wrecked going down the Red
Sea; but all the passengers were saved and went home. The black thing in the water

52 _..than you would think — ...yem TBI MoOT ceGe pen-CTaBHTH (... YEM ThI JyMa)
33 heat-wave — TMIEPUOJL CUIILHOM JKapbl

34 then, since, or henceforward — Torza, ¢ Tex MOp WJIK BOpeIb

55 to rub one’s hands — TIOTHPATh PYKH (B 3HAK O0-OpeHNsI, yIOBJIETBOPEHHUS 1 T. [1.)

57 ,..waited for the Rhinoceros to come out of the water and put it on — ... a1, korza Hocopor BbliizieT 13 BO/IBI M HAJICHET ee.
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close to the shore is not a wreck at all. It is Strorks the Rhinoceros bathing without
his skin. He was just as black underneath’® his skin as he was outside. I wouldn’t ask
anything about the cooking-stove if I were you.

And the Rhinoceros did. He buttoned it up with the three buttons, and it tickled like cake-
crumbs in bed. Then he wanted to scratch, but that made it worse; and then he lay down on the sands
and rolled and rolled and rolled, and every time he rolled the cake-crumbs tickled him worse and
worse and worse. Then he ran to the palm-tree and rubbed and rubbed and rubbed himself against
it>8. He rubbed so much and so hard that he rubbed his skin into a great fold over his shoulders,
and another fold underneath, where the buttons used to be*® (but he rubbed the buttons off), and
he rubbed some more folds over his legs. And it spoiled his temper®, but it didn’t make the least
difference to the cake-crumbs. They were inside his skin and they tickled. So he went home, very
angry indeed and horribly scratchy; and from that day to this every rhinoceros has great folds in his
skin and a very bad temper, all on account of the cake-crumbs inside.

But the Parsee came down from his palm-tree, wearing his hat, from which the rays of the sun
were reflected in more-than-oriental splendour, packed up his cooking-stove, and went away in the
direction of Orotavo, Amygdala, the Upland Meadows of Antananarivo, and the Marshes of Sonaput.

This Uninhabited Island
Is off Cape®' Gardafui,
By the Beaches of Socotra

56 underneath — 30. oz

38 to rub against smth — tepetbcst 000 uTO-IIM60

39 where the buttons used to be — rze paHbliie ObUTH IMyTOBHIIbI
60t spoiled his temper — 310 BcropTHIIO €ro xapak-Tep

o1 cape — mbic
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And the Pink Arabian Sea:

But it’s hot — too hot from Suez
For the likes of you and me
Ever to go

InaP. &O.

And call on the Cake-Parsee.
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Questions and tasks

1. Describe how Rhinoceros looked like formerly? How did he manage to do this? 2. What did
the Parsee do when he found the Rhinoceros’ skin?

3. Describe a ‘modern’ Rhinoceros.

4. How did the Rhinoceros get his skin?

5. Retell the story.
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How the Leopard Got His Spots

In the days when everybody started fair, Best Beloved, the Leopard lived in a place called
the High Veldt. 'Member®? it wasn’t the Low Veldt, or the Bush Veldt, or the Sour Veldt, but the
’sclusively®? bare, hot, shiny High Veldt, where there was sand and sandy-coloured rock and ’sclusively
tufts of sandy-yellowish grass. The Giraffe and the Zebra and the Eland and the Koodoo and the
Hartebeest® lived there; and they were ’sclusively sandy-yellow-brownish all over; but the Leopard,
he was the ’sclusivest sandiest-yellowest-brownest of them all — a grayish-yellowish catty-shaped kind
of beast, and he matched the ’sclusively yellowish-greyish-brownish colour of the High Veldt to one
hair. This was very bad for the Giraffe and the Zebra and the rest of them; for he would lie down by
a ’sclusively yellowish-greyish-brownish stone or clump of grass, and when the Giraffe or the Zebra
or the Eland or the Koodoo or the Bush-Buck or the Bonte-Buck came by he would surprise them
out of their jumpsome lives. He would indeed! And, also, there was an Ethiopian with bows and
arrows (a ’sclusively greyish-brownish-yellowish man he was then), who lived on the High Veldt with
the Leopard; and the two used to hunt together — the Ethiopian with his bows and arrows, and the
Leopard ’sclusively with his teeth and claws — till the Giraffe and the Eland and the Koodoo and the
Quagga and all the rest of them didn’t know which way to jump, Best Beloved. They didn’t indeed!

After a long time — things lived for ever so long in those days — they learned to avoid® anything
that looked like a Leopard or an Ethiopian; and bit by bit® — the Giraffe began it, because his legs
were the longest — they went away from the High Veldt. They scuttled for days and days and days
till they came to a great forest, ’sclusively full trees and bushes and stripy, speckly, patchy-blatchy
shadows, and there they hid: and after another long time, what with standing half in the shade and
half out of it, and what with the slippery-slidy shadows of the trees falling on them, the Giraffe grew
blotchy, and the Zebra grew stripy, and the Eland and the Koodoo grew darker®’, with little wavy
grey lines on their backs like bark on a tree-trunk; and so, though you could hear them and smell
them, you could very seldom see them, and then only when you knew precisely where to look. They
had a beautiful time in the ’sclusively speckly-spickly shadows of the forest, while the Leopard and
the Ethiopian ran about over the ’sclusively grayish-yellowish-reddish High Veldt outside, wondering
where all their breakfasts and their dinners and their teas had gone. At last they were so hungry that
they ate rats and beetles and rock-rabbits, the Leopard and the Ethiopian, and then they had the Big
Tummy-ache®, both together; and then they met Baviaan — the dog-headed, barking Baboon who is
Quite the Wisest Animal in All South Africa.

Said the Leopard to Baviaan (and it was a very hot day), ‘Where has all the game gone?’

And Baviaan winked®. He knew.

Said the Ethiopian to Baviaan, ‘Can you tell me the present habitat of the aboriginal?
Fauna? (That meant just the same thing, but the Ethiopian always used long words. He was a grown-
up.)

And Baviaan winked. He knew.

62 o
63

member = remember — MOMHUTD

sclusively = exclusively — vickounTeIbHO, TOJHKO

% Eland — anmuiona kauna; Koodoo — KyJy, BuHTOpO-Tas aHTiona; Hartebeest — 6y6an, KOpoBbsl aHTHIIONA
65 to avoid — n3berarb, OCTeperarbest

6 pit by bit — Mano-niomainy, mocTeneHHoO

57 the Giraffe grew blotchy, and the Zebra grew stripy, and the Eland and the Koodoo grew darker — Kupad cran natau-
cThiM, 3ebpa crasia ojocatou, a AHTUIoNa KaHHa u Kymy craimm TemHee.

68 Tummy-ache — 60Jb B JKUBOTHKE
% to wink — murars, Mopratb

70 aboriginal — UCKOHHbIN, MECTHBIH, IEPBOOBITHBII
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Then said Baviaan, “The game has gone into other spots’!; and my advice to you, Leopard, is
to go into other spots as soon as you can.’

And the Ethiopian said, ‘That is all very fine, but I wish to know whither the aboriginal Fauna
has migrated.’

Then said Baviaan, ‘The aboriginal Fauna has joined the aboriginal Flora because it was high
time for a change’?; and my advice to you, Ethiopian, is to change as soon as you can.’

That puzzled the Leopard and the Ethiopian, but they set off to look for the aboriginal Flora, and
presently, after ever so many days, they saw a great, high, tall forest full of tree-trunks all ’sclusively
speckled and spotted and spotted, dotted and splashed and slashed and hatched and cross-hatched
with shadows. (Say that quickly aloud, and you will see how very shadowy the forest must have been.)

‘What is this,’ said the Leopard, ‘that is so ’sclusively dark, and yet so full of little pieces of light?’

‘I don’t know,” said the Ethiopian, ‘but it ought to be the aboriginal Flora. I can smell Giraffe,
and I can hear Giraffe, but I can’t see Giraffe.’

‘That’s curious,” said the Leopard. ‘I suppose it is because we have just come in out of the
sunshine”. I can smell Zebra, and I can hear Zebra, but I can’t see Zebra.’

This is Wise Baviaan, the dog-headed Baboon, who is Quite the Wisest Animal
in All South Africa.

I have drawn him from statue that I made up out of my own head, and I have
written his name on his belt and on his shoulder and on the thing he is sitting on. 1
have written it in what is not called Coptic and Hieroglyphic and Cuneiformic and
Bengalic and Burmic and Herbraic™, all because he is so wise. He is not beautiful,
but he is very wise, and I should like™ to paint him with paint-box colours, but I am
not allowed. The umbrella-ish thing about his head is his Conventional Mane.

"1 $pot — NATHBIIKO, MECTO, MECTHOCT
2 it was high time for a change — naBHo npuiIa mopa nepemex
75 sunshine — 30. conHeunblii cBet
7 Coptic — xonrrckmii s1351k; Hieroglyphic — nepormu-uaecknii s3p1k; Cuneiform(ic) — kmmHooOpa3HbIi 3HaK (B aCCHPUICKHX
Hagmcsx); Bengalic — 6enranbckuii s3pk; Burmic — 6upmanckuii s13p1k; Herbraic — npeB-HeeBpelickuii s13bIk
41 should like — MHe GBI XOTEI0CH
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39 ERPI
THY IDWBEHHURT @ GRcaao  \
IISESYRY Lay-ny

\
TESSAS(HATAL

‘Wait a bit’, said the Ethiopian. ‘It’s a long time since we’ve hunted’® ’em”’. Perhaps we’ve
forgotten what they were like.’

‘Fiddle!™ said the Leopard. “I remember them perfectly on the High Veldt, especially their
marrow-bones”. Giraffe is about seventeen feet high, of ’sclusively fulvous golden-yellow from head
to heel; and Zebra is about four and a half feet high, of a ’sclusively grey-fawn colour from head
to heel.

‘Umm,’ said the Ethiopian, looking into the speckly-spickly shadows of the aboriginal Flora-
forest. “Then they ought to show up in this dark place like ripe bananas in a smoke-house.’

But they didn’t. The Leopard and the Ethiopian hunted all day; and though they could smell
them and hear them, they never saw one of them®.

‘For goodness sake®!,” said the Leopard at teatime, ‘let us wait till it gets dark®?. This daylight
hunting is a perfect scandal.’

So they waited till dark, and then the Leopard heard something breathing sniffily in the starlight
that fell all stripy through the branches, and he jumped at the noise, and it smelt like Zebra, and it
felt like Zebra, and when he knocked it down it kicked like Zebra, but he couldn’t see it. So he said,
‘Be quite, O you person without any form. I am going to sit on your head till morning, because there
is something about you that I don’t understand.’

Presently he heard a grunt and a crash and a scramble, and the Ethiopian called out, ‘T've caught
a thing that I can’t see. It smells like Giraffe, and it kicks like Giraffe, but it hasn’t any form.’

76 to hunt smb — 0XoTHTBCS Ha KOrO-TO, TIpecieoBaTh KOro-To
"7 %em = them

8 Fiddle! — Bamop! (Yenyxa!)
7 marrow-bones — konenn, KyJIaku

80 they never saw one of them — oHM Tak U He yBU/IENM HA OHOTO U3 HUX; Never — Oyk6. HUKOTa, HU pa3y
81 For goodness sake — Pajgu Gora!

82 ti it gets dark — rnoka He ctemHeeT

25



P. 1. Kurmar, M. B. lupsieBa. «Just So Stories for Little Children / ITpocto cka3ku. Kaura yist aTeHrs Ha aHTIIVIA-
CKOM $I3bIKE»

‘Don’t you trust it,” said the Leopard. ‘Sit on its head till the morning — same as me. They haven’t
any form — any of ’em.’

So they sat down on them hard till bright morning-time, and then Leopard said, ‘What have
you at your end of the table, Brother?’

The Ethiopian scratched his head®* and said, ‘It ought to be ’sclusively a rich fulvous orange-
tawny from head to heel®*, and it ought to be Giraffe; but it is covered all over with chestnut blotches.
What have you at your end of the table, Brother?’

And the Leopard scratched his head and said, ‘It ought to be ’sclusively a delicate grayish-fawn,
and it ought to be Zebra; but it is covered all over with black and purple stripes. What in the world
have you been doing to yourself, Zebra? Don’t you know that if you were on the High Veldt I could
see you ten miles off? You haven’t any form.’

‘Yes,” said the Zebra, ‘but this isn’t the High Veldt. Can’t you see?’

‘I can now,’ said the Leopard. ‘But I couldn’t all yesterday. How is it done?’

‘Let us up,’ said the Zebra, ‘and we will show you.’

They let the Zebra and the Giraffe get up; and Zebra moved away to some little thorn-bushes
where the sunlight fell all stripy, and Giraffe moved off to some tallish trees where the shadows fell
all blotchy.

‘Now watch,’ said the Zebra and the Giraffe. ‘This is the way it’s done. One — two — three! And
where’s your breakfast?’

Leopard stared, and Ethiopian stared, but all they could see were stripy shadows and blotched
shadows in the forest, but never a sign of Zebra and Giraffe. They had just walked off and hidden
themselves in the shadowy forest.

‘Hi! Hi!’ said the Ethiopian. ‘That’s a trick worth learning®. Take a lesson by it, Leopard. You
show up in this dark place like a bar of soap in a coal scuttle.’

‘Ho! Ho!” said the Leopard. “‘Would it surprise you very much to know that you show up in this
dark place like a mustard-plaster on a sack of coals?

‘Well, calling names won’t catch dinner,’” said the Ethiopian. ‘“The long and the little of it is that
we don’t match our backgrounds. I'm going to take Baviaan’s advice. He told me I ought to change;
and as I've nothing to change except my skin I'm going to change that.’

‘What to?’ said the Leopard, tremendously excited.

“To a nice working blackish-brownish colour, with a little purple in it, and touches of slaty-blue.

It will be the very thing for hiding in hollows and behind trees®¢.’

So he changed his skin then and there, and the Leopard was more excited than ever; he had
never seen a man change his skin before.

‘But what about me?” he said, when the

Ethiopian had worked his last little finger into his fine new black skin.

‘You take Baviaan’s advice too. He told you to go into spots.’

‘So 1 did,” said the Leopard. ‘I went into other spots as fast as I could. I went into this spot with
you, and a lot of good it has done to me.’

‘Oh,’ said the Ethiopian, ‘Baviaan didn’t mean spots in South Africa. He meant spots on your
skin.’

‘What’s the use of that? said the Leopard.

83 to scratch one’s head — nouecarh 3aTbUIOK

el [ ought to be ’sclusively a rich fulvous orange-tawny from head to heel... — D10 fomKHO OBITH COBEp-ILIEHHO OypbIM
CMYIJIO-PBKHM C TOJIOBBI 10 HOT...

85 That’s a trick worth learning. — 310 TpIoK, KoTopo-My crout HayunThcst. This film is worth seeing. — Dtor duem cront
MIOCMOTPETb.

8 It will be the very thing for hiding in hollows and behind trees. — 1o Gyner kak pa3 To, YTO HYXHO, JUIsl TOTO, YTOOBI
MIPATATHCS] B HUBMHAX U 34 JICPEBbsIMU.Very — 30. IMEHHO, KaK pa3
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‘Think of Giraffe,” said the Ethiopian. ‘Or if you prefer stripes give them perfect satisfaction®’.’

‘Umm,’ said the Leopard. ‘I wouldn’t look like Zebra — not for ever so.’

‘Well, make up your mind®®,” said the Ethiopian, ‘because I'd hate to go hunting without you,
but I must if you insist on looking like a sunflower against a tarred fence.’

Tl take spots, then,” said the Leopard; ‘but don’t make ’em too vulgar-big. I wouldn’t look like
Giraffe — not for ever so.’

This is the picture of the Leopard and the Ethiopian after they had taken Wise
Baviaan’s advice and the Leopard had gone into other spots and the Ethiopian had
changed his skin. The Ethiopian was really a negro, and so his name was Sambo.
The Leopard was called Spots, and he has been called Spots ever since. They are out
hunting in the spickly-speckly forest, and they are looking for Mr. One-Two-Three-
Where's-your-Breakfast. If you look a little you will see Mr. One-Two-Three not far
away. The Ethiopian has hidden behind a splotchy-blotchy tree because it matches
his skin, and the Leopard is lying beside a spickly-speckly bank of stones because it
matches his spots. Mr. One-Two-Three- Where's-your-Breakfast is standing up eating
leaves from a tall tree. This is really a puzzle-picture like “Find-the-Cat’.

Tll make ’em with the tips of my fingers,” said the Ethiopian. ‘There’s plenty of black left on
my skin still. Stand over!’

Then the Ethiopian put his five fingers close together (there was plenty of black left on his
new skin still) and pressed them all over the Leopard, and wherever the five fingers touched they
left five little black marks, all close together. You can see them on any Leopard’s skin you like, Best
Beloved. Sometimes the fingers slipped and the marks got a little blurred; but if you look closely at
any Leopard now you will see that there are always five spots — off five fat black finger-tips.

7 to give satisfaction — npuHectn ynoBneTBope-Hue, TPUHECTH U3BUHEHNS

8 to make up one's mind — pemmMThes Ha YTO-TMOO0 WM ClIeTIATh YTO-TNO0
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‘Now you are a beauty!” said the Ethiopian. “You can lie out on the bare ground and look like
a heap of pebbles. You can lie out on the naked rocks and look like a piece of pudding-stone. You
can lie out on a leafy branch and look like sunshine sifting through the leaves; and you can lie right
across the center of a path and look like nothing in particular. Think of that and purr®!’

‘But if I'm all this.” Said the Leopard. ‘why didn’t you go spotty too?’

‘Oh, plain black’s best for a nigger,” said the Ethiopian. ‘Now come along and we’ll see if we
can’t get even with Mr. One-Two-Three-Where’s-your-Breakfast!’

So they went away and lived happily ever afterward, Best Beloved. That is all.

Oh, now and then you will hear grown-ups say, ‘Can the Ethiopian change his skin or the
Leopard his spots?’ I don’t think even grownups would keep on saying® such a silly thing if the
Leopard and the Ethiopian hadn’t done it once — do you? But they will never do it again, Best Beloved.
They are quite contented®' as they are.

I am the Most Wise Baviaan,

saying in most wise tones,
‘Let us melt into the landscape®> —

just us two by our lones.’
People have come — in a carriage — calling.
But Mummy is there...
Yes, I can go if you take me —

Nurse says she don’t care.
Let’s go up to the pig-sties®?

and sit on the farmyard rails!
Let’s say things to the bunnies®,

and watch ’em skitter their tails!
Let’s — oh, anything, Daddy,

so long as it’s you and me,
And going truly exploring,

and not being in till tea!
Here’s your boots (I've bought ’em),

and here’s your cap and stick,
And here’s your pipe and tobacco.

Oh, come along out of it — quick!

¥ to purr — MypJIbIKaTh, ypyarb
D to keep on doing smth — niponomkars genate 4To-IMO0
%1 to be contented — GbITh JOBOBHBIM, YAOBJIETBO-PUTHCS
92 landscape — nanamadt, neisax
93 pig-sty — cBHAapHUK
4 bunny — KPOJIMK
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Questions and tasks

1. Why couldn’t the Leopard and the Ethiopian find any breakfast?

2. What was the Baviaan’s advice? Did the Leopard and the Ethiopian follow this advice?
3. How did the animals hide from the Leopard?

4. What was the use of spots for the Leopard?

5. How did the spots appear on the Leopard?

6. Retell the story.
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The Elephant’s Child

On the High and Far-Off Times the Elephant, O Best Beloved, had no trunk®. He had only a
blackish, bulgy nose, as big as a boot, that he could wriggle about from side to side; but he couldn’t
pick up things with it. But there was one Elephant — a new Elephant — an Elephant’s Child — who was
full of ’satiable curtiosity®®, and that means he asked ever so many questions. And he lived in Africa,
and he filled all Africa with his ’satiable curtiosities. He asked his tall aunt, the Ostrich®’, why her
tail-feathers grew just so, and his tall aunt the Ostrich spanked him with her hard, hard claw®®. He
asked his tall uncle, the Giraffe, what made his skin spotty, and his tall uncle, the Giraffe, spanked
him with his hard, hard hoof. And still he was full of ’satiable curtiosity! He asked his broad aunt,
the Hippopotamus, why her eyes were red, and his broad aunt, the Hippopotamus, spanked him with
her broad, broad hoof; and he asked his hairy uncle, the Baboon, why melons tasted just so, and his
hairy uncle, the Baboon, spanked him with his hairy, hairy paw®. And still he was full of ’satiable
curtiosity! He asked questions about everything that he saw, or heard, or felt, or smelt, or touched,
and all his uncles and his aunts spanked him. And still he was full of ’satiable curtiosity!

One fine morning in the middle of the Precession of the Equinoxes'® this ’satiable Elephant’s
Child asked a new fine question that he had never asked before. He asked, “What does the Crocodile
have for dinner? Then everybody said, ‘Hush!” in a loud and dretful tone!®', and they spanked him
immediately and directly, without stopping for a long time.

By and by'®, when that was finished, he came upon Kolokolo Bird sitting in the middle of a
wait-a-bit thorn-bush, and he said ‘My father has spanked me, and my mother has spanked me for
my ’satiable curtiosity; and still I want to know what the Crocodile has for dinner!’

Then Kolokolo Bird said, with a mournful cry, ‘Go to the banks of the great grey-green, greasy
Limpopo River, all set about fever-trees, and find out.’

That very next morning, when there was nothing left of the Equinoxes, because the Precession
had preceded according to the precedent, this ’satiable Elephant’s Child took a hundred pounds of
bananas (the little short red kind), and a hundred pounds of sugar-cane (the long purple kind, and
seventeen melons (the greeny-crackly kind), and said to all his dear families, ‘Good-bye. I am going
to the great grey-green, greasy Limpopo River, all set about with fever-trees, to find out what the
Crocodile has for dinner.” And they all spanked him once more for luck, though he asked them most
politely to stop.

Then he went away, a little warm, but not at all astonished, eating melons, and throwing the
rind about'®, because he could not pick it up.

He went from Graham’s Town to Kimberley, and from Kimberley to Khama’s country, and
from Khama’s Country he went east by north, eating melons all the time, till at last he came to the
banks of the great grey-green, greasy Limpopo River, all set about with fever-trees, precisely as
Kolokolo Bird had said.

% trunk — xo6oT
% ssatiable curtiosity = in satiable curtiosity — orpomMHoe (HeHaCBITHOE) JII0-OOIBITCTBO
97 the Ostrich — cTpayc

%8 the Ostrich spanked him with her hard, hard claw — Crpayc 6ospHO oTIIIENaN ero CBOMM KpbUIoM; claw — k6. KOroTb,
KJICLTHS; npe3p. namna, pyka; hard — tsoxensiid

% hairy paw — Bonocaras (crpamsas) jana

100 the Precession of the Equinoxes — acrponom. IIpe-tieccus, [penBapenne paBHOIEHCTBHIA

10 in a loud and dretful (dreadful) tone — T'POMKHUM I'PO3HBIM TOHOM
102 by and by — Bckope

103 throwing the rind about — pa36pacsiBast kopku; rind — Oyxe. KOXypa, LIenyxa, KopKa
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Now you must know and understand, O Best Beloved, that till that very week!®, and day, and
hour, and minute, this satiable Elephant’s Child had never seen a Crocodile, and did not know what
one was like. It was all his ’satiable curiosity.

The first thing that he found was a Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake!® curled round a rock.

“Scuse!'® me,’ said the Elephant’s Child most politely, ‘but have you seen such a thing as a
Crocodile in this promiscuous parts?’

‘Have I seen a Crocodile? said the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake, in a voice of dretful
scorn. “‘What will you ask me next?’

“Scuse me,’ said the Elephant’s Child, ‘but could you kindly tell me what he has for dinner?’

Then the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake uncoiled himself very quickly from the rock, and
spanked the Elephant’s Child with the scalesome, flailsome tail.

‘That is odd,’” said the Elephant’s Child, ‘because my father and my mother, and my uncle and
my aunt, not to mention my other aunt, the Hippopotamus, and my other uncle, the Baboon, have all
spanked me for my ’satiable curtiosity — and I suppose this is the same thing.’

So he said good-buy very politely to the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake, and helped to coil
him up on the rock again, and went on, a little warm, but not at all astonished, eating melons, and
throwing the rind about, because he could not pick it up, till he trod on!” what he thought was a log of
wood at the very edge of the great grey-green, greasy Limpopo River, all set about with fever-trees.

But it was really the Crocodile, O Best Beloved, and the Crocodile winked one eye — like this!%!

“Scuse me,” said the Elephant’s Child most politely, ‘but do you happen to have seen a
Crocodile!” in these promiscuous parts?’

Then the Crocodile winked the other eye, and lifted half of his tail out of the mud; and the
Elelphant’s Child stepped back most politely, because he didn’t wish to be spanked again.

‘Come hither, Little One,” said the Crocodile. ‘Why do you ask so much things?’

‘Scuse me,” said the Elephant’s Child most politely, ‘but my father has spanked me, my mother
has spanked me, not to mention my tall aunt, the Ostrich, and my tall uncle, the Giraffe, who can
kick ever so hard, as well as my broad aunt, the Hippopotamus, and my hairy uncle, the Baboon,
and including the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake, with the scalesome, flail-some tail, just up the
bank, who spanks harder than any of them; and so, if it’s quite all the same to you, I don’t want to
be spanked any more.’

‘Come hither, Little One,’ said the Crocodile, ‘for I am the Crocodile,” and he wept crocodile-
tears to show it was quite true.

Then the Elephant’s Child grew all breathless, and panted, and kneeled down on the bank and
said, “You are the very person I have been looking for all these long days. Will you please tell me
what you have for dinner?’

‘Come hither, Little One,” said the Crocodile, ‘and I'll whisper.’

Then the Elephant’s Child put his head down close to the Crocodile’s musky, tusky mouth, and
the Crocodile caught him by his little nose, which up to that very week, day, hour, and minute, had
been no bigger than a boot, though much more useful.

‘[ think,” said the Crocodile — and he said it between his teeth, like this — ‘I think today I will
begin with Elephant’s Child!’

104 6511 that very week — 110 Toii camoii Heenu

105 Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake — nByxmBeTHast ropHast 3mest [Tuton; bi — npucm. iBy(x); rock — ckana, yrec; snake — 3mest

106 5Geuse = Excuse
107

108

to tread (trod, trodden) on — HacTynats Ha; to tread on eggs —cTynarhb, JEHCTBOBATh OCTOPOKHO
winked one eye — like this! — monmurayn — Bot Tax! (T. e. TakuM 06pazom)

109 4o you happen to have seen a Crocodile — Bam He ciyuasnocs Buaetrs Kpokonwnina (Bbl citydaiiHo He Bujenn Kpokoaunna)?
31



P. 1. Kurmar, M. B. lupsieBa. «Just So Stories for Little Children / ITpocto cka3ku. Kaura yist aTeHrs Ha aHTIIVIA-
CKOM $I3bIKE»

At this, O Best Beloved, the Elephant’s Child was much annoyed, and he said, speaking through
his nose, like this, ‘L.ed go! You are hurtig be!’

Then the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake scuffed down from the bank!! and said, ‘My young
friend, if you do not know, immediately and instantly, pull as hard as ever you can, it is my opinion
that your acquaintance in the large-pattern leather ulster’ (and by this he meant the Crocodile) ‘will
jerk you into yonder limpid stream!!'! before you can say Jack Robinson.’

This is the way Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake always talk.

Then the Elephant’s Child sat back on his little haunches!'?, and pulled, and pulled, and pulled,
and his nose began to stretch. And the Crocodile floundered into the water, making it all creamy with
great sweeps of his tail, and he pulled, and pulled, and pulled.

And the Elephant’s Child’s nose kept on stretching!'?; and the Elephant’s Child spread all his
little four legs and pulled, and pulled, and pulled, and his nose kept on stretching; and the Crocodile
threshed his tail like an oar, and he pulled, and pulled, and pulled, and at each pull the Elephant’s
Child’s nose grew longer and longer — and it hurt him hijjus!

Then the Elephant’s Child felt his legs slipping, and he said through his nose, which was now
nearly five feet long, “This is too butch for be!’

Then the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake came down from the bank, and knotted himself
in a double-clove-hitch!'* round the Elephant’s Child’s hind-legs, and said, ‘Rash and inexperienced
traveller, we will now seriously devote ourselves to'" a little high tension, because if we do not, it is
my impression that yonder self-propelling man-of-war with the armour-plated upper deck’ (and by
this, O Best Beloved, he meant the Crocodile) ‘will permanently vitiate your future career''¢.’

That is the way all Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snakes always talk.

So he pulled, and the Elephant’s Child pulled, and the Crocodile pulled; but the Elephant’s
Child and the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake pulled hardest; and at last the Crocodile let go of the
Elephant’s Child’s nose with a plop that you could hear all up and down the Limpopo.

Then the Elephant’s Child sat down most hard and sudden; but first he was careful to say “Thank
you’ to the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake; and next he was kind to his poor pulled nose, and
wrapped it all up in cool banana leaves, and hung it in the great grey-green, greasy Limpopo to cool.

‘What are you doing that for?’ said the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake.

“Scuse me,’” said the Elephant’s Child, ‘but my nose is badly out of shape, and I am waiting
for it to shrink!!7.’

‘Then you will have to wait a long time,” said the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake. ‘Some
people do not know what is good for them.’

The Elephant’s Child sat there for three days waiting for his nose to shrink. But it never grew
any shorter, and, besides, it made him squint. For, O Best Beloved, you will see and understand that
the Crocodile had pulled it out into a really truly trunk same as all Elephants have today.

110 scuffed down from the bank — criomsna ¢ Hacel-niv; to scuff — oyxe. MaTH ene oTpeIBas HOTW OT 3eMutd; bank — Baj, HackIb,

Oeper, oTMeJb

1 your acquaintance in the large-pattern leather ulster’ (and by this he meant the Crocodile) ‘will jerk you into yonder

limpid stream... — TBOI1 3HAKOMBIIf B KOKaHOM MaJbTO C KPYI-HBIM Y30pOM (IO 3THM OH MMeJl B BUy KPOKOIWIIA) MTHO-BEHHO
npuBezieT TeOsI BOH B TOT NPO3pavHbIi pyuelt... to jerk — 6yxe. pe3ko TonkaTk, GpocHTh; yonder — BOH TOT; stream — MOTOK, pydei

12 haunch — JISIKKa, Oepo

13 kept on stretching — mponomxkan BeitsiruBatses; to keep (kept, kept) — nmponomkars(cs); to stretch — T-HyTbCS, YITMHATHCS,
BBITSITUBATBCS

114 double-clove-hitch — MOp. TBOWHOW BBIOJIEHOUHBIH y3ei

115 to devote oneself to smth — nocesTiTs ce6st 4eMy-JI00

116 win permanently vitiate your future career — Hagonro ucnoprur Tebe Oynyiee; career — 6yke. Kapbepa

"7 1 am waiting for it to shrink — 51 XKLy, TOKa OH YMEHBILHTCS
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At the end of the third day a fly came and stung him on the shoulder, and before he knew what
he was doing he lifted up his trunk and hit that fly dead''® with the end of it.

“Vantage!"” number one!” said the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake. “You couldn’t have done
that with a mere-smear nose. Try and eat a little now.’

Before he thought what he was doing the Elephant’s Child put out his trunk and plucked a large
bundle of grass, dusted it clean against his fore-legs, and stuffed it into his own mouth.

This is the Elephant’s Child having his nose pulled by the Crocodile'®. He is
much surprised and astonished and hurt, and he is talking his nose and saying, ‘Led
go! You are hurtig be!’ He is pulling very hard, and so is the Crocodile; but the Bi-
Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake is hurrying through the water to help the Elephant’s
Child. All that black stuff is the banks of the great, grey-green, greasy Limpopo River
(but I am not allowed to paint these pictures), and the bottly-tree with the twisty roots
and the eight leaves is one of the fever-trees that grow there.

Underneath the truly picture are the shadows of African animals walking into
an African ark. There are two lions, two ostriches, two oxen, two camels, two sheep,
and two other things that look like rats, but I think they are rock-rabbits. They don't
mean anything. I put them in because I thought they looked pretty. They would look
very fine if I were allowed to paint them.

“Vantage number two!’ said the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake. “You couldn’t have done that
with a mere-smear nose. Don’t you think the sun is very hot here?’

‘It is,” said the Elephant’s Child, and before he thought what he was doing he schlooped up a
schloop of mud from the banks of great grey-green, greasy Limpopo, and slapped it on his head,
where it made a cool scoopy-sloshy mud-cap all trickly behind his ears.

“Vantage number three!” said the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake. ‘You couldn’t have done
that with a mere-smear nose. Now how do you feel about being spanked again?’

“Scuse me,’ said the Elephant’s Child, ‘but I should not like it at all.”

‘How would you like to spank somebody?’ said the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake.

‘I should like it very much indeed,‘ said the Elephant’s Child.

118 ¢o hit (hit, hit) dead — yIapUTh HACMEPTh, YOUTb

19 ’vantage = advantage — npenMyIecTBo, JOCTOMH-CTBO

120 having his nose pulled by the Crocodile — xoropomy Kpokonu BHTATHBaeT HoC
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‘Well,” said the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake, ‘you will find that new nose of yours very
useful to spank people with.’

‘Thank you,* said the Elephant’s Child, T'll remember that; and now I think I'll go home to all
my dear families and try.’

So the Elephant’s Child went home across Africa frisking and whisking his trunk. When he
wanted fruit to eat he pulled fruit down from a tree, instead of 2! waiting for it to fall as he used to
do. When he wanted grass he plucked grass up from the ground, instead of going on his knees as he
used to do'?2. When the flies bit him he broke off the branch of a tree and used it as a fly-whisk; and
he made himself a new, cool, slushy-squishy mud-cap whenever the sun was hot. When he felt lonely
walking through Africa he sang to himself down his trunk, and the noise was louder that several brass
bands. He went specially out of his way to find a broad Hippopotamus (she was no relation of his),
and he spanked her very hard, to make sure'?* that the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake had spoken
the truth about his new trunk. The rest of the time he picked up the melon-rinds that he had dropped
on his way to the Limpopo for he was a Tidy Pachy-derm.

One dark evening he came back to all his dear families, and he coiled up his trunk and said,
‘How do you do? They were very glad to see him, and immediately said, ‘Come here and be spanked
for your satiable curtiosity.’

‘Pooh,’ said the Elephant’s Child, ‘I don’t think you peoples know anything about spanking; but
I do, and I'll show you.’

Then he uncurled his trunk and knocked two of his dear brothers head over heels.

‘O Bananas!” said they, ‘where did you learn that trick, and what have you done to your nose?’

‘I got a new one from the Crocodile on the banks of the great grey-green, greasy Limpopo
River,’ said the Elephant’s Child. ‘T asked him what he had for dinner, and he gave me this to keep.’

‘It looks very ugly,’ said his hairy uncle, the Baboon.

‘It does,’” said the Elephant’s Child, ‘But it’s very useful,” and he picked up his hairy uncle, the
Baboon, by one hairy leg, and hove him into a hornets’ nest'?4.

Then that bad Elephant’s Child spanked all his dear families for a long time, till they were very
warm and greatly astonished. He pulled out his tall Ostrich aunt’s tail-feathers; and he caught his tall
uncle, the Giraffe, by the hind-leg, and dragged him through a thorn-bush; and he shouted at his
broad aunt, the Hippopotamus, and blew bubbles into her ear when she was sleeping in the water
after meals; but he never let any one touch Kolokolo Bird.

At last things grew so exciting that his dear families went off one by one in a hurry to the banks
of the great grey-green, greasy Limpopo River, all set about with fever-trees, to borrow'?> new noses
from the Crocodile. When they came back nobody spanked anybody anymore; and ever since that
day, O Best Beloved, all the Elephants you will ever see, besides all those that you won’t, have trunks
precisely like the trunk of the ‘satiable Elephant’s Child.

This is just a picture of the Elephant’s Child going to pull bananas off a banana-
tree after he had got his fine new long trunk. I don't think it is a very nice picture; but
I couldn’t make any better, because elephants and bananas are hard to draw. The
streaky things behind the Elephant’s Child mean squoggy marshy country somewhere
in Africa. The Elephant’s Child made most of his mud-cakes out of the mud that he
found there. I think it would look better if you painted the banana-tree green and the
Elephant’s Child red.

121 instead of — BMecTO TOT'0, YTOOBI

122
as he used to do — kak oH, ObIBaJIO, Jesa (Kak OH MPUBBIK JEJIaTh)

123 to make sure (of) — yOeIUTHCS, YIOCTOBEPUTHCS B YeM-JIOO0
124 hornets’ nest — rueszo IIepITHe R

125 to borrow — OyKe6. 3aHUMATh, 3AaMMCTBOBATh; to borrow money — B3sTh B3aiiMbl (O JIEHbrax)
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I keep six honest serving-men

(They taught me all I knew);

Their names are What and Why and When
And How and Where and Who.

I send them over land and sea,

I send them east and west!2¢;

But after they have worked for me,

I give them all a rest.

I let them rest from nine till five,

For I am busy then,

As well as breakfast, lunch, and tea,

For they are hungry men:

But different folk have different views;

I know a person small —

She keeps ten million serving-men,

Who get no rest at all!

She sends ’em abroad on her own affairs'?’,
From the second she opens her eyes —
One million Hows, two million Wheres,
And seven million Whys!

126 1 send them east and west. — §I MOCKLTAIO KX HA BOC-TOK U Ha 3amaj,.

127

affair — geso, 3anaTue
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Questions and tasks

1. What questions did the Elephant’s Child ask the animals? Why?

2. What did the Elephant’s Child want to find out when he set off to the Limpopo River?

3. What question did the Elephant’s Child ask the Crocodile when he saw him for the first
time? What did the Crocodile answer?

4. What advantages did the Elephant’s Child get thanks to his curtiosity?

5. Describe how the family met the Elelphant's Child and what happened then.

6. Make up the plan of the story and retell it.
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The Sing-Song of Old Man Kangaroo

Not always was the Kangaroo as now we do ehold him!?, but a Different Animal with four
short legs. He was grey and he was woolly, and his pride was inordinate: he danced on an outcrop in
the middle of Australia, and he went to the Little God Nqa.

He went to Nqa at six before breakfast, saying, ‘Make me different from all other animals by
five this afternoon.’

Up jumped Nqa from his seat on the sand-flat and shouted, ‘Go away!’

He was grey and he was woolly, and his pride was inordinate; he danced on a rock-ledge in the
middle of Australia, and he went to the Middle God Nquing.

He went to Nquing at eight after breakfast saying, ‘Make me different from other animals; make
me, also, wonderfully popular by five this afternoon.’

Up jumped Nquing from his burrow in the spinifex!** and shouted, ‘Go away!’

He was grey and he was woolly, and his pride was inordinate; he danced on a sandbank in the
middle of Australia, and he went to the Big God Nqong.

He went to Nqong at ten before dinner-time, saying, ‘Make me different from all other animals;
make me popular and wonderfully run after by five this afternoon.’

Up jumped Nqong from his bath in the saltpan and shouted, ‘Yes, I will!’

Nqong called Dingo — Yellow-Dog Dingo — always hungry, dusty in the sunshine, and showed
him Kangaroo. Nqong said, ‘Dingo! Wake up, Dingo! Do you see that gentlemen dancing on an
ashpit? He wants to be popular and very truly run after. Dingo, make him so!’

This is the picture of Old Man Kangaroo when he was the Different Animal
with four short legs. I have drawn him grey and woolly, and you can see that he is very
proud because he has a wreath of flowers in his hair. He is dancing on an outcrop
(that means a ledge of rock) in the middle of Australia at six o'clock before breakfast.
You can see that it is six o'clock because the sun is just getting up. The thing with the
ears and the open mouth is Little God Nqga. Nqa is very much surprised, because he
has never seen a Kangaroo dance like that before. Little God Nqa is just saying, ‘Go
away,’ but the Kangaroo is so busy dancing that he has not heard him yet.

The Kangaroo hasn't any real name except Boomer'3'. He lost it because he
was so proud.

128 Kangaroo — keHrypy; nepe. uuym.1. KOpeHHOI KHTelb

129 we do behold him — BcriomoratesbHbli maron do ynotpe0isietcs B MOJOOHBIX CIIydasx [Uisl mpuaaHust (pa-3e Goblieit

SMOILMOHAJIBHOCTHU U, KaK IPaBUJIO, Ha pyC-CKI/lﬁ SA3BIK HE NEPEBOJUTCA. le/l MPOMU3HECEHUHU BBIACIIA-ETCA MHTOHALITMOHHO.

130 spinifex — 3apociu komouek; spiny — Komo4nii

131 Boomer — OyKe. caMell KEHTI'ypy; YeJIOBeK, CO3/1alo- I IIyMHXY BOKDPYT Yero-Jinoo
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Up jumped Dingo — Yellow-Dog Dingo — and said, ‘What, that cat-rabbit?’

Off ran Dingo — Yellow-Dog Dingo — always hungry, grinning'* like a coal-scuttle, — ran after
Kangaroo.

Off went the proud Kangaroo on his four little legs like a bunny.

This, O Beloved of mine, ends the first part the tale!

He ran through the desert; he ran through the mountains; he ran through the salt-pans; he ran
through the reed-beds!*}; he ran through the blue gums; he ran through the spinifex; he ran till his
front legs ached.

He had to!3!

Still ran Dingo — Yellow-Dog Dingo — always hungry, grinning like a rat-trap, never getting
nearer, never getting farther, — ran after Kangaroo.

He had to!

Still ran Kangaroo — Old Man Kangaroo. He ran through the ti-trees; he ran through the mulga;
he ran through the long grass; he ran through the short grass; he ran through the Tropics of Capricorn
and Cancer'; he ran till his hind legs ached.

He had to!

Still ran Dingo — Yellow-Dog Dingo — hungrier and hungrier, grinning like a horse-collar!'*®,
never getting nearer, never getting farther; and they came to the Wollgong River.

Now, there wasn’t any bridge, and there wasn’t any ferry-boat'?’, and Kangaroo didn’t know
how to get over; so he stood on his legs and hopped.

He had to!

He hopped through the Flinders!*, he hopped through the Cinders!*, he hopped through
deserts in the middle of Australia. He hopped like a Kangaroo.

132 40 grin — cKayuTh 3yOBl, YXMBUISATHCS

133 reed-bed — 3apociii TPOcTHHKA; bed — Oyxe. Kpo-BaTh, KIymMOa, rpsiaKa
134 He had to! — Ou 661 BoiHYX/1eH (OH qoJIKeH ObLT OeKaTh).

135 Tropics of Capricorn and Cancer — ceBepHBIi ¥ I0KHBII TPOITUKH

136 horse-collar — XOMYT

137 ferry-boat — mapom, cyHO 151 [IepeBo3a uepes peKy M T. IL.

138 He hopped through Flinders — On nepenpsirnyn yepe3 Onunzaepc; GiauHaepc — Ha3BaHUE OCTPOBA
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First he hopped one yard; then he hopped three yards; then he hopped five yards; his legs
growing stronger; his legs growing longer. He hadn’t any time for rest or refreshment, and he wanted
them very much.

Still ran Dingo — Yellow-Dog Dingo — very much bewildered!*’, very much hungry, and
wondering what in the world or out of it made Old Man Kangaroo hop.

For he hopped like a cricket; like a pea in a saucepan; or a new rubber ball on a nursery floor.

He had to!

He tucked up his front legs; he hopped on his hind legs; he stuck out his tail for a balance weight
behind him; and he hopped through the Darling Downs.

He had to!

Still ran Dingo — Tired-Dog Dingo — hungrier and hungrier, very much bewildered, and
wondering when in the world or out of it would Old Man Kangaroo stop.

Then came Nqong from his bath in the saltpan, and said, ‘It’s five o’clock.’

Down sat Dingo — Poor-Dog Dingo — always hungry, dusty in the sunshine; hung out his tongue
and howled.

Down sat Kangaroo — Old Man Kangaroo — stuck out!#! his tail like a milking-stool behind
him and said, ‘Thank goodness that’s finished!’

Then said Nqgong, who is always a gentleman, ‘Why aren’t you grateful to Yellow-Dog Dingo?
Why don’t you thank him for all he has done for you?’

Then said Kangaroo — Tired Old Kangaroo — ‘He’s chased me out of the homes of my
childhood'#?; he’s chased me out of my regular mealtimes; he’s altered my shape so I'll never get it
back; and he’s played Old Scratch with my legs.’

Then said Nqong, ‘Perhaps I'm mistaken'*, but didn’t you ask me to make you different from
all other animals, as well as to make you very truly sought after'#*? And now it is five o’clock.’

This is the picture of Old Man Kangaroo at five in the afternoon, when he had
got his beautiful hind legs just as Big God Nqong had promised. You can see that it
is five o’clock, because Big God Ngong's pet time clock says so. That is Ngong, in his
bath, sticking his feet out. Old Man Kangaroo is being rude to Yellow-Dog Dingo.
Yellow-Dog Dingo has been trying to catch Kangaroo all across Australia. You can
see the marks of Kangaroo's big new feet running ever so far back over the bare hills.
Yellow-Dog Dingo is drawn black, because I am not allowed to paint these pictures
with real colours out of my paint-box; and besides, Yellow-Dog Dingo got dreadfully
black and dusty after running through the Flinders and the Cinders.

I don't know the names of the flowers growing round Ngong’s bath. The two
little squatty'® things out in the desert are the other two gods that Old Man Kangaroo
spoke to early in the morning. That thing with the letters on it is Old Man Kangaroo’s
pouch. He had to have a pouch just as he had to have legs.

13 .
0 Cinder - 6]/K6. JlaBa U3BEPraolIerocs ByJIKaHa, 30J1a, Ierell

140 to bewilder — CMyIIaTh, CTABUTh B Ty-IHK, COMBATh C TOJIKY

141 ¢0 stick (stuck, stuck) out — Topuyatp

142 He’s chased me out of the homes of my childhood. — OH BbITHa;T MEHST U3 MOETO POAHOTO JIoMa (U3 0Ma, Te s TIPOBeI
JIETCTBO).

143 Perhaps I’'m mistaken — Bo3moskHo, 51 omm6achk. . .
144 sought after — nonb3yommiicss cipocoM, MOITYJISIPHBII

145 squatty = squat — cuasIMii Ha KOPTOYKax (0 JIIAAX); IPUIABIINHA K 3emJie (O JKMBOTHBIX)
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‘Yes,” said Kangaroo. ‘I wish that I hadn’t'6. T thought you would do it by charms and
incantations, but this is a practical joke.’

‘Joke!” said Nqong, from his bath in the blue gums. ‘Say that again and I'll whistle up Dingo
and run your hind legs off.’

‘No,’” said the Kangaroo. ‘I must apologize. Legs are legs, and you needn’t alter ‘em so far as I
am concerned. I only meant to explain to Your Lordliness that I've had nothing to eat since morning,
and I'm very empty'#” indeed.’

‘Yes,’ said Dingo — Yellow-Dog Dingo, — ‘Tam just in the same situation. I've made him different
from all other animals; but what may I have for my tea?

Then said Nqong from his bath in the salt-pan, ‘Come and ask me about it tomorrow, because
I'm going to wash.’

So they were left in the middle of Australia, Old Man Kangaroo and Yellow-Dog Dingo, and
each said, ‘that’s your fault.'*® ¢

This is the mouth-filling song

Of the race that was run'*’ by a Boomer,

Run in the single burst — only event of its kind —
Started by Big God Nqong from Warrigaborrigarooma,
Old Man Kangaroo first: Yellow-Dog Dingo behind.

Kangaroo bounded away'>°,

His back-legs working like pistons —
Bounded from morning till dark,
Twenty-five feet to a bound.

146 1 wish that I hadn’t. — Kanp, uro s mpocut. (MHe Gbl XOTEIOCh, YTOOBI ITOrO HE ObLIO).
4T I'm very empty — sl O4eHb rojiozieH; to be empty — pase. GbITH TOOTHBIM, TTPOrOJIOIATHCS
18 That's your fault! — 3to TH BUHOBaT!

149 t0 run - 30. YIIPaBJISITh, KOHTPOJIMPOBATh

150 to bound away — yCKakaTh
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. Kuaura qia arenvsa va anmmii-

Yellow-Dog Dingo lay

Like a yellow cloud in the distance —
Much too busy to bark!s!.

My! but they covered the ground!

Nobody knows where they went,

Or followed the track that they flew in,
For that Continent

Hadn’t been given a name.

They ran thirty degrees,

From Torres Straits to the Leeuwin
(Look at the Atlas, please),

And they ran back as they came.

S’posing'>? you could trot

From Adelaide to the Pacific,

For an afternoon’s run —

Half what these gentlemen did —

You would feel rather hot,

But your legs would develop terrific —
Yes, my importunate'>* son,

You’d be a Marvellous Kid!

151 46 bark — JIasiTh, PSABKATh
152 S'

153

posing = supposing —

[Ipeanonoxum. ..

importunate — 30. HACTOHYMBBIiA, yIPAMBII, HA30MIMBBIIT
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Questions and tasks

1. Why did the Kangaroo go to the different Gods?
2. How did Ngong make the Kangaroo’s wish come true?

42



P. . Kurutuar, M. B. [Hupsesa. «Just So Stories for Little Children / [Tpocto cka3ku. Kuura myis areHns Ha aHTITAN-
CKOM $I3bIKE»

KoHen 03HaKOMHUTEJIBHOT0 (pparmMeHra.

Texkcr npenocrasieH OO0 «JIutPec».

[IpounTaiiTe 3Ty KHUTY LIEJIMKOM, KYIMB IIOJHYIO JIEraJbHYIO Bepcuio Ha JlutPec.

BesomnacHo onnatuTh KHUTY MOKHO OaHKOBCKOM Kaprtoit Visa, MasterCard, Maestro, co cuera
MOOWIIBHOTO TenepoHa, C TUIaTeKHOro tepMuHana, B catone MTC wm Cesi3Hoii, yepes PayPal,
WebMoney, fAunekc.densru, QIWI Komesnek, 60HyCHbIME KapTaMu WX APYTUM YIOOHBIM Bam crio-
COOOM.
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