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Chapter 1

HOW SHASTA SET OUT
ON HIS TRAVELS

This is the story of an adventure that happened in
Narnia and Calormen and the lands between, in the
Golden Age when Peter was High King in Narnia and his
brother and his two sisters were King and Queens under
him.

In those days, far south in Calormen on a little creek
of the sea, there lived a poor fisherman called Arsheesh,
and with him there lived a boy who called him F ather.
The boy’s name was Shasta. On most days Arsheesh went
out in his boat to fish in the morning, and in the after-
noon he harnessed his donkey to a cart and loaded the
cart with fish and went a mile or so southward to the vil-
lage to sell it. If it had sold well he would come home in
a moderately good temper and say nothing to Shasta, but
if it had sold badly he would find fault with him and per-
haps beat him. There was always something to find fault
with for Shasta had plenty of work to do, mending and
washing the nets, cooking the supper, and cleaning the
cottage in which they both lived.

Shasta was not at all interested in anything that lay
south of his home because he had o nce or twice been
to the village with Arsheesh and he knew that there was
nothing very interesting there. In the village he only met
other men who were just like his father — men with long,
dirty robes, and wooden shoes turned up at the toe, and
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I'maBa 1

IIOBEI

9TO MOBECTb O COOBITUAX, cMy4unBHIIMXCA B HapHun
U K I0Ty OT He€ TOrja, Korja e npasuin Koponb [Iu-
Tep U ero Opar u fiBe CeCTpbl. B Te mHU faneko Ha iore,
y Mopsi, ki1 GeHbI ppI6aK 0 MMeHY ApPIINII, a C HUM
ManbuVvK 1o uMenn Ilacra, 3BaBmmit ero OTHOM. Y TPOM
Apuyin BEIXOAWI B MOpe JIOBUTD pbIOY, a JHEM 3amps-
raj ocja, Kjaaja pbi0y B IOBO3KY M €Xal B OMVKaiuIyio
JepeBHIO TOProparb. Ecii OH BhIpy4Yan MHOTO, TO BO3-
Bpamancsa B fo6pom ayxe u Illacty He Tporasm; eciu Bbl-
pydasa MaJo, IPUANPAJICS, KaK TOIBKO MOT, U Jaxxe Ou
Manbuuka. [Ipupparbes ObIIO He TPYAHO, HOTOMY YTO
[ITacTa feman BCE IO JOMY: CTPAIAN U yOUpaIl, a Takxe
CTMpas ¥ YVHUTI CETH.

[Mlacra HMKOTfa HE AyMaa O TOM, 4YTO JI €KUT OT
HUX K fory. C ApumieM B iepeBHe ObIBaJI, ¥ €My TaM
He HpaBuIochb. OH BU/IE/I TOYHO TAaKUX JIIOfIell, KaK ero
OTel], — B HEONPATHBIX JJIMHHBIX OEXKaX, CAHAINAX
U TIopOaHaxX, ¢ TPA3HBIMU VIMHHBIMK O OpoiaMu, Mej-
JIEHHO TOJIKOBABIINX 00 O4YeHb CKYYHBIX fIe/IaX. 3aTO ero
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turbans on their heads, and beards, talking to one an-
other very slowly about things that sounded dull. But he
was very interested in everything that lay to the North
because no one ever went that way and he was never al-
lowed to go there himself. When he was si tting out of
doors mending the nets, and all alone, he would often
look eagerly to the North. One could see nothing but
a grassy slope running up to a level ridge and beyond
that the sky with perhaps a few birds in it.

Sometimes if Arsheesh was there Shasta would say,
‘O my Father, what is there beyond that hill?” And then if
the fisherman was in a bad temper he would box Shasta’s
ears and tell him to attend to his work. Or if he was in
a peaceable mood he would say, ‘O my son, do not allow
your mind to be distracted by idle questions. For one of
the poets has said, “Application to business is the root of
prosperity, but those who ask questions that do not con-
cern them are steering the ship of folly towards the rock
of indigence”

Shasta thought that beyond the hill there must be
some delightful secret which his father wished to hide
from him.In reality, however, the fisherman talked
like this because he didn’t know what lay to the North.
Neither did he care. He had a very practical mind.

One day there came from the South a stranger who
was unlike any man that Shasta had seen before. He rode
upon a strong dappled horse with flowing mane and tail
and his stirrups and bridle were inlaid with silver. The
spike of a helmet projected from the middle of his silken
turban and he wore a shirt of chain mail. By his side hung
a curving scimitar, a round shield studded with bosses
of brass hung at his back, and his right hand grasped
a lance. His face was dark, but this did not surprise Shasta
because all the people of Calormen are like that; what
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’KIBO 3aHMMAJIO BCE, UTO JIEKUT K CEBepY, HO Tyfia ero He
nmyckam. Cyufis Ha IOpore U 3aHMMasICh IOYMHKOI CeTH,
MaJIbB4MK C TOCKOIJI ITIAJIe/l Ha CeBep, HO BUJIe/T TONBKO
CKJIOH XOJIMa, He00 1 peKNX ITHII.

Korma Apumin 6eiBan moma, Illacta cmpammsar:
«Oren, 4TO TaM, 3a XonMoM?» Ecimu Apmmin cepaucs,
TO JipaJl €ro 3a YIIN, eC/IU >Ke ObUI CIIOKOEH, OTBEYaJl:
«CpIH MOJ1, He fyMail o mycTtoM. Kak ckasan mygpern,
IpUIeXKaHye — KOPEHb YCIIeXa, a Te, KTO 3a/Ia€T ITyCThle
BOIIPOCHI, BEAYT KOPAO/Ib ITTYIIOCTI Ha pUQbI Heyaaum».

[ITacTe Ka3amoOCh, YTO 32 XOJIMOM — KaKasi-TO [{UB-
Hasl TaliHa, KOTOPYIO OTEL] 0 I OpPbI CKPBIBAET OT HETO.
Ha camowm e piente ppib6ak roBopus Tak, ubo He 3HaJI, [ja
U 3HaTb He XOTeJI, KaKue 3eM/IM JIeXKAT K ceBepy. Y Hero
OBIT IPaKTUIECKUIT YM.

OpHaxxapl ¢ Iora OpuOBUT He3HAKOMeEL], COBCeM
MHOI1, 4eM Te, Koro Bupen Illacta go cux mop. OH cugen
Ha [IPEeKPACHOM KOHe, I CEJIJI0 eT0 CBEPKaIo CepeOpOM.
CBepKanu U KO/IbYyTa, M OCTpUe LIjIeMa, Topyaliee Hajy
TIopbaHoM. Ha 60Ky ero Bucen AtaraH, CIMHY IPUKPBI-
BaJI Mef{HBIII LIIUT, B pyKe ObII0 Kombé. HesHakoMery 6b1
TéMeH /11[oM, HO [IlacTa MpMBBIK K TEMHOIIBIM, & VM-
BIJIO €T0 MHOe: 60pOfia, BBIKpAIlleHHasI B aJIblil 1{BET, BU-
Jlach KO/bI[AMU U JIOCHU/IACh OT 6/1arOBOHMIL. ApIINII
HOHSIJL, 4YTO 9TO TAPXaH, TO €CTh BEIbMOXKa, Y CKJIOHMJICA
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did surprise him was t he man’s beard which was dyed
crimson, and curled and gleaming with scented oil. But
Arsheesh knew by the gold on the stranger’s bare arm
that he was a Tarkaan or great lord, and he bowed kneel-
ing before him till his beard touched the earth and made
signs to Shasta to kneel also.

The stranger demanded hospitality for the night
which of course the fisherman dared not refuse. All
the best they had was set before the Tarkaan for supper
(and he didn’t think much of it) and Shasta, as always
happened when the fisherman had company, was given
a hunk of bread and turned out of the cottage. On these
occasions he usually slept with the donkey in its little
thatched stable. But it was much too early to go to sleep
yet, and Shasta, who had never learned that it is wrong to
listen behind doors, sat down with his ear to a crack in
the wooden wall of the cottage to hear what the grown-
ups were talking about. And this is what he heard.

‘And now, O my host, said the Tarkaan, Thave a mind
to buy that boy of yours.

‘O my master, replied the fisherman (and Shasta
knew by the wheedling tone the greedy look that was
probably coming into his face as he s aid it), ‘what price
could induce your servant, poor though he is, to sell into
slavery his only child and his own flesh? Has not one of
the poets said, “Natural affection is stronger than soup
and offspring more precious than carbuncles?”

‘It is even so, replied the guest dryly. ‘But another
poet has likewise said, “He who attempts to deceive the
judicious is already baring his own back for the scourge.”
Do not load your aged mouth with falsehoods. This boy
is manifestly no son of yours, for your cheek is as dark as
mine but the boy is fair and white like the accursed but
beautiful barbarians who inhabit the remote North’
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IO 3eMJIM, He3aMeTHO NoKasbiBas Illacte, 4TO6GBI U TOT
IPEKJIOHWI KOJICHML.

Hesnakomern, mompocun Hou/lera Ha OJHY HOUYb,
M ApIIMII He ITOCMET OTKa3aThb eMy. Bcé mydinee, 4To
ObIIO B OMe, XO3AVMH IOCTABIII II€Pef] HUM, 2 MaJIbUVKY
(Tak Bcerga OBIBAIO, KOTA MIPUXOAV/IV TOCTH) Jlall K-
COK x7e6a 1 BbITHAJ BO JBOp. B Takux cioyyasx [lacra
CIIaJI C OC/IOM, B cToiIe. Ho mockonbKy 6b110 emmé paHo
Y HUKTO HUKOIZIA He TOBOPU/I €My, UYTO IOACTYLUIBATh
HeJIb351, OH CEJI Y CAMOJl CTEHBI.

— O, x03amun! — npomonBui TapxaH. — MHe yrop-
HO KYIUTD Y TeOs 3TOT0 MajIb4MKa.

— O, rocriopyH Moit! — orBetmn poibak, u Illacta
yrajas 1o ero royuocy, 4To I71asku y Hero ajadHo Osec-
Hymu. — Kak e npopam s, TB ot BepHbIN pad, cBOero
cobcTBeHHOTO CchlHa? Pa3Be He ckaszan moat: «CuiibHa,
KaK CMepTb, OTIJOBCKasl TI000Bb, @ CBIHOBHSAA JJOPOXKe,
9eM a/IMa3bI» ¢

— B03MOXHO, — CyXO BBITOBOPWM/I TapXaH, — HO
Apyroit moaT ropopmi: «KTo Xo4er roctst 0OMaHyTh —
Tojiee, 4eM rueHa». He OCKBepHsiit 10XXbIO CBOM YCTa.
OH T1ebe He CbIH, 16 O THI TEM €H JIMI[OM, a OH CBETeNl
u 6enl, Kak MPOK/IATHIE, HO MpeKpacHble HeYeCTUBIIBI
C ceBepa.



10 C.S.Lewis: The Hors e and H is Boy

‘How well it was said, answered the fisherman, ‘that
Swords can be kept off with shields but the Eye of Wis-
dom pierces through every defence! Know then, O my
formidable guest, that because of my extreme poverty
I have never married and have no child. But in that same
year in which the Tisroc (may he live for ever) began his
august and beneficent reign, on a night when the moon
was at her full, it pleased the gods to deprive me of my
sleep. Therefore I arose from my bed in this hovel and
went forth to the beach to refresh myself with looking
upon the water and the moon and breathing the cool air.
And presently I heard a noise as of oars coming to me
across the water and then, as it were, a weak cry. And
shortly after, the tide brought to the land a little boat in
which there was nothing but a man lean with extreme
hunger and thirst who seemed to have died but a few
moments before (for he was still warm), and an empty
water-skin, and a child, still living. ‘Doubtless, said
I, ‘these unfortunates have escaped from the wreck of
a great ship, but by the admirable designs of the gods, the
elder has starved himself to keep the child alive and has
perished in sight of land. Accordingly, remembering how
the gods never fail to reward those who befriend the des-
titute, and being moved by compassion (for your servant
is a man of tender heart) —°’

‘Leave out all these idle words in your own praise,
interrupted the Tarkaan. ‘It is enough to know that you
took the child — and have had ten times the worth of his
daily bread out of him in labour, as anyone can see. And
now tell me at once what price you put on him, for I am
wearied with your loquacity’

“You yourself have wisely said, answered Arsheesh,
‘that the boy’s labour has been to me of inestimable value.
This must be taken into account in fixing the price. For
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— JIuBHO CKa3aj KTO-TO, — IIapMpOBaj pbrIOaK, —
YTO OKO MYAPOCTU OCTpee Kombs! 3Hall Ke, O MO BbI-
COKOPOJHBIIT TOCTB, UTO $, IO OEIHOCTY CBOEI, HUKOTTA
He 6Ob1 >xeHat. Ho B rop, xorma Tucpok (ma »xuBét oH
BEYHO) Hayal CBOE Be/MKOe ¥ O1aroc/ioBeHHOe 11apCT-
BOBaHIe, B HOYb ITOTHOTTYHMSI, OOV IMIIV/IN MEHS CHa.
51 BcTan ¢ mocrenu M BBILIeN MOIJIAETh Ha TYHY. Bapyr
HOC/IBIIIAJICA TUIECK BOZABI, CJIOBHO KTO-TO TpéO Bécna-
MU, U cmabbiil Kpuk. HeMHOTroO mossxe mpunms npubumn
K 6epery MaJIeHbKYI0 JIOIKY, B KOTOPOJ JIeXKaJI MCCYILeH-
HBIIT TOJIOOM 4eioBeK. JJO/KHO OBITh, OH TONBKO YTO
yMep, 160 ellé He OCTBUI, @ PAXOM C HUM OBbIT IyCTO
COCY/, U )XVMBOJ MJIajieHel. BCnoMHMB 0 TOM, 4TO 60N
He OCTaBJIAI0T 6e3 Harpajpl foOpoe Jieno, st MPOCIe3nI-
cs1, 6o pab TBOI MATKOCEPHEYEH, ...

— He xBanu cebs1, — mpepsan ero tapxaH. — Tbl
B35 M/IafIeHI[a, ¥ OH OoTpaboTan Tebe BAECATEpO TBOIO
cKypHylo muity. Terepb ckaku MHe LieHY, 100 5 ycTasn
OT TBOCETO HYCTOPC‘II/IFI.

— Tb1 My#po 3ameTws, TOCOAMH, — CKas3an Pbl-
0ak, — 4TO TPyJ ero BuirofeH MHe. Ectu s mpomam sToro
OTPOKa, TO IOJKEH KYIIUTD VIV HAHATD JPYTOro.
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if I sell the boy I must undoubtedly either buy or hire
another to do his work’

Tl give you fifteen crescents for him, said the
Tarkaan.

‘Fifteen!” cried Arsheesh in a voice that was some-
thing between a whine and a scream. ‘Fifteen! For the
prop of my old age and the delight of my eyes! Do not
mock my grey beard, Tarkaan though you be. My price
is seventy’

At this point Shasta got up and tiptoed away. He had
heard all he wanted, for he had often listened when men
were bargaining in the village and knew how it was done.
He was quite certain that Arsheesh would sell him in
the end for something much more than fifteen crescents
and much less than seventy, but that he and the Tarkaan
would take hours in getting to an agreement.

You must not imagine that Shasta felt at all as you and
I would feel if we had just overheard our parents talking
about selling us for slaves. For one thing, his life was al-
ready little better than slavery; for all he knew, the lordly
stranger on the great horse might be kinder to him than
Arsheesh. For another, the story about his own discov-
ery in the boat had filled him with excitement and with
a sense of relief. He had often been uneasy because, try
as he might, he had ne ver been able to love the fisher-
man, and he knew that a boy ought to love his father.
And now, apparently, he was no r elation to Arsheesh at
all. That took a great weight off his mind. “‘Why, I might
be anyone!” he thought. T might be the son of a Tarkaan
myself — or the son of the Tisroc (may he live for ever)
or of a god!’

He was standing out in the grassy place before the
cottage while he thought these things. Twilight was com-
ing on apace and a star or two was already out, but the
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— Jlato Tebe mATHAAATh IONTyMecsAlleB, — CKasasl
TapXaH.

— Ilarnaguars! — B3BbUT Apmmm. — IIaTHagnaTH
MOHET 3a yC/IaZly MOMX O4ell M OIopy Moeil cTapocTu!
He cmerlics Hamo MHOI0, A cel. Mos IleHa — CeMbJecAT
MOJTyMeCSLEB.

Tyr [lacTa mopgHANCA M TUXO YIIEN, MOTOMY 4YTO
3HaJI, KaK JIIOIV TOPTYIOTCA, @, CTaso OBbITD, APIINII BbI-
PY4uUT 3a Hero OOJIblile NATHAALATA MOHET, HO MEHbIIIe
CEMUJECATH, U CIIOp NPOTAHETCA He OIMH Yac.

He mymaiire, uro Illacta 4yBCTBOBaM TO XK€ caMoe,
4TO IIOYYBCTBOBA/IN OBl BbI, €C7IM ObI BAIlIV POIUTENIN pe-
VI Bac Ipopiath. JKusHb ero 6bi1a He my4le pabCTBa,
U TapXaH MOT OKa3aTbcA fobpee, yeM Apummr. K Tomy
e OH O4eHb 00pajioBajcs, y3HaB CBOIO McTopuio. OH
4aCTO COKPYIIAJICA IPEXJe, YTO He MOXKeT MOOUTD PbI-
6aka, 11 KOTJIa TIOHSA, YTO TOT €My YY>KOil, C JYIIN €ro
ynano Tskkoe 6pemsa. «HasepHoe, i CbIH KaKOTO-HM-
Oynb TapxaHa, — IOAyMal MaJlbuuK, — wim Tucpoka
(ma >KMBET OH BEYHO), a TO U 6oKecTBa!»

TeM BpeMeHeM CyMepKM CIyIJAINCh M PefKue 3BE3-
JIbl yKe CBepKa/y Ha Hebe, XOTS Y 3aJJHero Kpast OHO OT-
nuBano 6arpaHueM. KoHb mpuirenblia, MpUBA3aHHBIN
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remains of the sunset could still be seen in the west. Not
far away the stranger’s horse, loosely tied to an iron ring
in the wall of the donkey’s stable, was grazing. Shasta
strolled over to it and patted its neck. It went on tearing
up the grass and took no notice of him.

Then another thought came into Shastas mind.
‘T wonder what sort of a man that Tarkaan is, he said out
loud. ‘It would be splendid if he was kind . Some of the
slaves in a great lord’s house have next to nothing to do.
They wear lovely clothes and eat meat every day. Perhaps
hed take me to the wars and I'd save his life in a battle and
then hed set me free and adopt me as his son and give me
a palace and a chariot and a suit of armour. But then he
might be a horrid cruel man. He might send me to work
on the fields in chains. I wish I knew. How can I know?
I bet this horse knows, if only he could tell me’

The Horse had lifted its head. Shasta stroked its
smooth-as-satin nose and said, ‘I wish you could talk,
old fellow’
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K cTonby, MupHo muman Tpasy. lllacta mormagui ero
II0 XOJIKE, HO KOHb HMKAaK He OTpearupoBa Ha JacKy,
U ManbuuK nopgymamn: «KTo ero sHaet, Kakoil OH, 3TOT
TapxaH!»

— Xopomro, ecru fo6psiit, — npogomxun [lacta, He
3aMeTUB, YTO Pa3MbIIIIAET BCIYX. — Y HEKOTOPBIX Tap-
XaHOB Pabbl HOCAT IIENTKOBBIE OIEXK/IbI I KAXKIBIN I€Hb
enAT Maco. MoxeT ObITh, OH BO3bMET MEHA B IIOXOf,
U 51 CIIaCy eMy XKVI3Hb, ¥ OH OCBOOOJIUT MeHs, ¥ YCHIHO-
BT, U NIOJAPUT ABOpeL... A BAPYT oH kecTokuit? Torga
3aky€T MeHA B Lemn. Kak 65! y3HaTh? KOHB-TO 3HaeT, fa
He CKakeT.

Kounb nopnan ronosy, n lllacTa, nmornagus ero meén-
KOBBII HOC, BOCK/IMKHYII:
— AX, ymes1 6bI Tl TOBOPUTB!
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And then for a second he thought he was dreaming,
for quite distinctly, though in a low voice, the Horse said,
‘But I can’

Shasta stared into its great eyes and his own grew al-
most as big, with astonishment.

‘How ever did you learn to talk?” he asked.

‘Hush! Not so loud, replied the Horse. ‘Where I come
from, nearly all the animals talk’

‘Wherever is that?” asked Shasta.

‘Narnia, answered the Horse. “The happy land of Nar-
nia — Narnia of the heathery mountains and the thymy
downs, Narnia of the many rivers, the plashing glens, the
mossy caverns and the deep forests ringing with the ham-
mers of the Dwarfs. Oh the sweet air of Narnia! An hour’s
life there is better than a thousand years in Calormen. It
ended with a whinny that sounded very like a sigh.

‘How did you get here?’ said Shasta.

‘Kidnapped, said the Horse. ‘Or stolen, or captured
whichever you like to call it. I was only a foal at the time.
My mother warned me not to range the Southern slopes,
into Archenland and beyond, but I wouldn't heed her.
And by the Lion’s Mane I have paid for my folly. All these
years I have been a slave to humans, hiding my true na-
ture and pretending to be dumb and witless like their
horses’

‘Why didn’t you tell them who you were?’

‘Not such a fool, that’s why. If theyd once found out
I could talk they would have made a show of me at fairs
and guarded me more carefully than ever. My last chance
of escape would have been gone’

‘And why — ’ began Shasta, but the Horse interrupted
him.

‘Now look; it said, ‘we mustn't waste time on idle
questions. You want to know about my master the
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— 41 ymer0, — THXO, HO BHATHO OTBETU/I KOHb.

Hymas, 4roaroem Yy cHurcs, I acra Bcé-Takn

KPUKHYII:
— bbITh TOTO HE MOXeT!
— Tume! — cxaszan xoHb. — Ha Moeit poguHe ecTb

TOBOpAILYE )KIBOTHBIE.
— I'me aT0? — cpocun lacra.
— B Hapuumn.

J xorpga ob6a OHM yCHOKOMINCH, KOHb paccKasa:
Mens ykpanu. Ecnu xo4ers, B35/ B IIeH. B 6bITHOCTD
MOI0 >KepeOEHKOM MaTh 3alpeliana MHe yoerarh janeko
K 10Ty, HO A He ciymascs. Vl mommatnusicsa sa sTo, BUJNUT
neB! MHOTO JIeT 5 C/Iy>KY 37IbIM JIIOIAM, IPUTBOPAACD TY-
IIBIM ¥ HEMBIM, KaK X KOHI.

— IToueMy ke TBI M He IPU3HAEUIbCA?

— He Taxoit s gypak! Ouy 6yyT OKa3bIBaTh MEHs
Ha ApMapKax ¥ CTOPOXUTH ITylle npe>xHero. Ho ocra-
BUM IIyCThle 6ecenbl. Thl XO4elb 3HaTh, KAKOB MOII XO-
3sauH AHpaauH. OH xecToK. Co MHOJI — He O4eHb, KOHU
mopory, a Tebe, YeNOBEKy, /Ty4llle yMepeThb, YeM ObITb
paboM B ero fgoMme.
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Tarkaan Anradin. Well, he’s bad. Not too bad to me, for
a war horse costs too much to be treated very badly. But
youd better be lying dead tonight than go to be a human
slave in his house tomorrow’

“Then Id better run away, said Shasta, turning very
pale.

“Yes, you had, said the Horse. ‘But why not run away
with me?’

‘Are you going to run away too?” said Shasta.

“Yes, if you’ll come with me, answered the Horse.
“This is the chance for both of us. You see, if I run away
without a rider, everyone who sees me will s ay “Stray
horse” and be after me as quick as he can. With a rider
I've a chance to get through. That's where you can help
me. On the other hand, you can’t get very far on those
two silly legs of yours (what absurd legs humans have!)
without being overtaken. But on me you can outdistance
any other horse in this country. That’s where I can help
you. By the way, I suppose you know how to ride?’

‘Oh yes, of course, said Shasta. ‘At least, I've ridden
the donkey’

‘Ridden the what?’ retorted the Horse with extreme
contempt. (At least, that is what he meant. Actually it
came out in a sort of neigh — ‘Ridden the wha-ha-ha-ha-
ha?’ Talking horses always become more horsy in accent
when they are angry.)

‘In other words, it continued, ‘you can’t ride. That’s
a drawback. I'll have to teach you as we go along. If you
can't ride, can you fall?’

‘I suppose anyone can fall; said Shasta.

‘1 mean can you fall and get up again without crying
and mount again and fall again and yet not be afraid of
falling?’

T— TI'll try; said Shasta.
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— Torga s ybery, — ckasan Illacra, cunpHO TIO-
6r1eqHeB.
— ITa, 6eru, — ckasan KoHb. — CO MHOI BMeCTe.

— TbI TOXe yOXKUIIIB?

— [la, ecnut yOeXMIIb Thl, — KUBHY KOHb. — Torma
MBI, MOXXeT OBITB, 11 criacémcs. [lonnmaents, ecnu 51 6yny
6e3 BCcaJHUKA, IOV YBUJAT MEH, IOAYMAIOT: «Y HEro
HET X03sMHa», — U IIOTOHSATCS 32 MHOM. A C BCATHUKOM
apyroe peno... Bor u momoru Mue. Thbl Befib faneko He
YA€ Ha 9TYUX YPALKMX HOTaxX (HY M HOTU y Bac, JIIo-
meit!), Te6st OMIMAIOT. YMeelllb e3AUTh BEPXOM?

— Koneuno, — ckasan lacra. — f gacto e3xy Ha
ocre.

— Ha uém? Xa-xa-xa! — npe3purenbHO yCMeXHYICA
KOHbB (BO BCAKOM CIIy4ae, XOTe/l yCMEXHYThCSA, @ BBIIIIO
CKOpeil «r0-ro-rol..»; y ToBOpsAIMX KOHE TOLIaiMHbII
aKIIeHT CI/IbHee, KOTJja OHM He B #yxe). — OgHMM crio-
BOM, He yMeelllb. A IafjaTh XOTA ObI?

— ITapgats ymeet Beakmii, — orBeTun Hlacra.

— HaBpsapg mu, — ckasan xoHb. — Tbl ymeemb na-
JaTh, ¥ BCTAaBaTh, U, HE T1/Ia4a, CAIUThCA B CEMIJIO, I CHOBA
IajaTh, M He 60ATHCA?

— JI... mocTaparoch.





