The sun rose slowly, as if it wasn’t sure it was worth all
the effort.

Another Disc day dawned, but very gradually, and this
is why.

When light encounters a strong magical field it loses
all sense of urgency. It slows right down. And on the Disc-
world the magic was embarrassingly strong, which meant
that the soft yellow light of dawn flowed over the sleeping
landscape like the caress of a gentle lover or, as some would
have it, like golden syrup. It paused to fill up valleys. It piled
up against mountain ranges. When it reached Cori Celesti,
the ten mile spire of grey stone and green ice that marked
the hub of the Disc and was the home of its gods, it built up
in heaps until it finally crashed in a great lazy tsunami as
silent as velvet, across the dark landscape beyond.

It was a sight to be seen on no other world.

Of course, no other world was carried through the
starry infinity on the backs of four giant elephants, who
were themselves perched on the shell of a giant turtle.
His name — or Her name, according to another school of
thought — was Great A'Tuin; he — or, as it might be, she —
will not take a central role in what follows but it is vital to
an understanding of the Disc that he — or she — is there,
down below the mines and sea ooze and fake fossil bones
put there by a Creator with nothing better to do than upset
archaeologists and give them silly ideas.



ConHlle NMOJHUMAIOCh MEIJIEHHO, CIOBHO He ObIIO
YBEPEHO B TOM, 4TO 9TO CTOUT TaKMUX YCUINIL.

Hap InckoM 3aHUMascs elle ofiuH feHb. Pasropancsa
OH OY€Hb HETOPOIIZIMBO, I BOT IIOYEMY.

Korpa cBeT BcTpevaeTcst ¢ CUJIBHBIM Marn4eckKuM Io-
JIEM, OH TYT >Ke TepsieT BCAKOE IPENCTAaBIEHNE O CIIEMIKe
U MTHOBEHHO 3aMefJisieT CKOpocTb. A Ha [lucke marus
0O HENPWINYUA CUIbHA, U3 9ero ciefyeT, 9YTO MATKUIA
JKE/ITBIN YTPEHHMIA CBET CKOJIb3WI 110 CIALLEMY IIE3aXY,
OyATO IPUKOCHOBEHME HEXHOTO JTI0OOBHMKA MM, KaK
BBIPA3MINCh OBl HEKOTOPbIE, CTOBHO 30/IOTUCTHIN CUPOIL.
[Teproguyecku OH MPUTOPMAKMBAJI, YTOOBI 3aIIOTHUTD
monuHbl. CKaIUIMBA/ICSA y TOPHBIX Xpe6ToB. JJOCTUTHYB
Kopu Yenectu, gecATUMUIBLHOTO LIIUIA U3 CEPOTO KaMHA
U 3€JIEHOTO JIbJa, oTMevaromero ITym [lucka u ciay»Kalero
IOMOM MeCTHBIM 60raM, CBET Hada/l [POMO3INUTHCS BBBIC.
V1, HakoHell, OOPYILIN/ICS TUTAaHTCKMM, JIEHUBBIM, OecuryM-
HBIM, KaK 06apxar, I[yHaMJ Ha PacCTWIAIOLINIICS Hablie
TeMHBII TaHgmadT.

[Tono6HOTrO 3penuia He yBUAUIIb OOTIbIIIe HUTTIE.

W 310 ecTecTBEHHO, BeAb OPyrye MUPHI He MEPENBU-
TaloTCs 0 3Be3THON 0€CKOHEYHOCTH Ha CIMHAX YeThIpex
VICIIOIMHCKMX CJIOHOB, KOTOpbIE CTOAT Ha MaHIUpe THU-
TaHTCKON 4Yepenaxu. 3samu Ee — wn, cormacHo gpyroi
mkose ¢unocodcekort mpicmn, Ero — Bemmxuit A Tyu.
OHa — mn, MOXeT cTaTbcsl, OH — He ChITPaeT B IIOCNIENY-
IOLIMX COOBITUAX BaKHOI POJTH, HO I/Is1 HOHMMaHMs [ncka
>KM3HEHHO BayKHO 3HATh, YTo OHa — mmu OH — HaXOOUTCS
TaM, BHU3Y, IIOfI 3a/IeXKaMM Py, MOPCKUM WIOM 1 (pajb-
MIVBBIMY MCKOIIA€MBIMM KOCTSAMY, ITOJIOKEHHBIMU TYAa



6 T. PRATCHETT: THE L1GHT FANTASTIC

Great A'Tuin the star turtle, shell frosted with frozen
methane, pitted with meteor craters, and scoured with
asteroidal dust. Great A'Tuin, with eyes like ancient seas
and a brain the size of a continent through which thoughts
moved like little glittering glaciers. Great A'Tuin of the great
slow sad flippers and star-polished carapace, labouring
through the galactic night under the weight of the Disc. As
large as worlds. As old as Time. As patient as a brick.

Actually, the philosophers have got it all wrong. Great
A'Tuin is in fact having a great time.

Great A'Tuin is the only creature in the entire universe
that knows exactly where it is going.

Of course, philosophers have debated for years about
where Great A'Tuin might be going, and have often said
how worried they are that they might never find out.

They're due to find out in about two months. And then
they’re really going to worry...

Something else that has long worried the more imagi-
native philosophers on the Disc is the question of Great
A'Tuin’s sex, and quite a lot of time and trouble has been
spent in trying to establish it once and for all.

In fact, as the great dark shape drifts past like an endless
tortoiseshell hairbrush, the results of the latest effort are just
coming into view.

Tumbling past, totally out of control, is the bronze shell
of the Potent Voyager, a sort of neolithic spaceship built and
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CospareneM, KOTOPOMY fieaTh OOJbllle HEYero, Kpome
KaK cOMBATb C TOJIKY apXeoloroB 1 BHYIIATb MM Aypall-
KI1€ TeOpUIL.

3Be3gHaa yepenaxa Bemukuit A'TynH, 4eil maHIVpD
MOKPBIT KOPKOJI 3aMep3IIero MeTaHa, U3PhIT METeOPUT-
HBIMU KpaTepaMu 1 OTHUIN(OBAH aCTePONIHOI IBIIbIO.
Bermukuit A'Tyun, by 171a3a IMOXO0XM Ha JpeBHUE MOpS,
a MO3T pa3MepoM C KOHTUHEHT, 10 KOTOPOMY CKO/Ib3SIT Ma-
JIeHbKIIe CBepKalolIle TefHNKI-MbICN. Benmknit A'Tyns,
o6nmajiaTe/Ib OTPOMHBIX, MEJINTE/IbHBIX /IACT U OTIONMN-
POBAHHOTO 3Be3[aMM IUTKA, Me[/IeHHO, C TPY/OM ILIbI-
BYILVIT CKBO3b I'dJTAKTUYECKYIO HOYb 11 HECYILNii Ha cebe
BCIO TsKeCTb Jlncka. OrpoMHBIN, Kak MUPHL. JIpeBHUI, KakK
Bpewms. be3sponoTHbIN, KaK KMPINY.

Hy, Boob6mie-To, TyT dpunocodsr 3abmyxpatorcsa. Ha
camoM fienie Benmmknmit A'TynH OTTATMBaeTCA Ha MOTHYIO
KaTYIIKY.

Bemukuit ATynH — 3T0 eAMHCTBEHHOE CYIIECTBO BO
BCE/IEHHOI, KOTOpOe a0COMIOTHO TOYHO 3HAET, Kyfla OHO
HaIIPaBJIAETCA.

Koneuno, ¢punocods! y>xe MHOTO /I€T CIOPAT O TOM,
KyZa MOXKeT HalpaByATbcs Benmmkmit A'TynH, 1 9acTo BbI-
Ka3bIBaIOT 00€CIIOKOEHHOCTD Te€M, YTO OHY HUKOTIZIA 3TOTO
HE Y3HAIOT.

Ho um cy»x/ieHo y3HaTb 3TO MecAna depes gBa. VM BoT
TOTA OHM IOIUIAIIYT. ..

Tex ¢punocodos, y koro ¢panTasmus 6p1a moborade, Born-
HOBAJI HECKOJIPKO MHOJ BOIIPOC: KaKOB BCe-TaKy Mo7 Benmn-
koro A'Tynna? OHu 3aTpaTum HeMajo BpeMeHI U TPYHOB,
IBITAsACh Pa3pellNThb 9Ty 3arafiKy pa3 U HaBCerna.

W BOT ceifyac, Mo Mepe TOro KaK OTpOMHBIN TEMHBIN
CIUIYST MPOIUIBIBAET MUMO, IIOJO0OHO OeCKOHEYHOI pac-
YyecKe U3 4YepeIallbero MaHIups, Mbl MOXKeM HaO/I0fjaTh
Pe3y/IbTaThI MOC/IETHNX JIesTHUIT 3TUX Gprmocodos.

To, 4T0, KYBBIPKaACh, IPOHOCUTCS PSJIOM, — 3TO BbI-
IIefIIas U3-I0J KOHTPOA 6poH3oBas o6omouka «Mory-
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pushed over the edge by the astronomer-priests of Krull,
which is conveniently situated on the very rim of the world
and proves, whatever people say, that there is such a thing
as a free launch.

Inside the ship is Twoflower, the Disc’s first tourist. He
had recently spent some months exploring it and is now
rapidly leaving it for reasons that are rather complicated but
have to do with an attempt to escape from Krull.

This attempt has been one thousand per cent successful.
But despite all the evidence that he may be the Disc’s last
tourist as well, he is enjoying the view.

Plunging along some two miles above him is Rince-
wind the wizard, in what on the Disc passes for a spacesuit.
Picture it as a diving suit designed by men who have never
seen the sea. Six months ago he was a perfectly ordinary
failed wizard. Then he met Twoflower, was employed at an
outrageous salary as his guide, and has spent most of the
intervening time being shot at, terrorized, chased and hang-
ing from high places with no hope of salvation or, as is now
the case, dropping from high places.

He isn't looking at the view because his past life keeps
flashing in front of his eyes and getting in the way. He is
learning why it is that when you put on a spacesuit it is
vitally important not to forget the helmet.

A lot more could be included now to explain why these
two are dropping out of the world, and why Twoflower’s
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4yero Bospkepa», 9TaKOr0 KOCMUYECKOTO KOPAO/Is 3MmoxXm
HEOJINTA, IOCTPOEHHOTO U BLITOKHYTOTO B IIPOCTPAHCTBO
KpenaMn-acTpoHoMaMy Kpyina. 9To KOponeBCcTBO O4YeHb
yEOOHO pacionoXxnnock Ha camoM Kpato cBeta 11 HeflaBHO
TOKa3aJIo, YTO TaKas MITYKa, KAK KOCMOHABTMKA — B JaH-
HOM CJIy4yae peNnTMIMOHABTUKA, — CYIIeCTBYeT Jake Ha
ITnocxom Mupe.

BuyTpu xopabnsa HaxoguTcs [IBanBeTOK, IePBLIIT TY-
puct ITnockoro mupa. HemaBHO OH ITpOBET HECKOTBKO Me-
CsleB, MyTemecTBys o HUCKY, a Telepb CTPeMUTENTbHO
MOKMJAET ero 1o IPUYMHAM, KOTOPbIe JIOBOTbHO-TAKU
3aIlyTaHHBI, HO ¥IMEIOT HEKOTOPOE OTHOILEHME K IIOIIbITKe
6erctBa us Kpymna.

OTa MOMBITKA YA/NTACh HA THICAYY MPOLIEHTOB.

OpHako, HeCMOTpPA Ha TO 4TO J|BaljBeTOK BIIOIHE MO-
XKeT CTaTb IIEPBBIM U NOCIeOHUM TYpUCTOM [I1CKa, OH TeM
He MeHee BOBCIO HaC/IaXXAaeTCsA OTKPBIBAIOIIVIMCS BUJIOM.

CnegoM 3a HUM, IIOOTCTAB MIUIM HaA [IBe, IaJaeT BOJI-
me6HuK PyHCBUH], 06MaYyeHHbIN B TO, 4TO Ha JlucKe cunm-
taeTcs ckadpangpom. CkadaHap 9TOT YeM-TO HAITOMUHAET
BOJIO/Ia3HBIN KOCTIOM, CO3[JaHHBII JIIO[bMII, KOTOpPbIEe HM-
korga He Bupgenu Mops. lllects MecArieB Hasan PuHcBUHL
OBL/I COBEPIIEHHO OOBIYHBIM HeyaBIIMMCS BOMIIEOHNKOM.
ITotoM oH BcTpeTu | BaniBeTKa, 3a COBEPLUIEHHO BO3MYTH-
TeZIbHYIO CYMMY AeHeT CTaJI €T0 TUIOM, U C TeX IOp KU3Hb
PuncBuHAa KpyTO M3Menmnacsy. OH mopBeprancs obcrpe-
JIaM, 3aIyTUBAHNAM, IIPeCIefOBaHNIAM, BICeN 6e3 BCAKON
HaZIe>X/IbI Ha CIIaceHVIe HaJl BCAKVMMM ITPOTIACTAMY U — Kak,
HaIlpuMep, cefidac — Iafajl ¢ OrPOMHOI BBICOTHL.

Y Hero HeT BpeMeH! /TI000BaThCs BUAMI, IIOTOMY Y4TO
neper ero rima3amu 6eCKOHeYHON BepeHNIeil IPOHOCUTCS
IpOILTast )KM3Hb, KOTOPas 3ac/IoHsieT Bech 0630p. OH 1mo-
CTeIIeHHO HaulHaeT IOHVMATb, I0YeMy, HafieB ckadaHzp,
TaK Ba)KHO He 3a0bITh IPUXBATUTD C COOOI IIIEM.

MHoOro MoXHO 6bLIO 6bI J00aBUTH, YTOOBI 0ODBsC-
HUTD, II0YEMY 9Ta IAPOYKa MOKNAET CBOI MUP U IIOYEMY
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Luggage, last seen desperately trying to follow him on hun-
dreds of little legs, is no ordinary suitcase, but such ques-
tions take time and could be more trouble than they are
worth. For example, it is said that someone at a party once
asked the famous philosopher Ly Tin Weedle ‘Why are you
here?’ and the reply took three years.

What is far more important is an event happening way
overhead, far above A'Tuin, the elephants and the rapidly-
expiring wizard. The very fabric of time and space is about
to be put through the wringer.

*

The air was greasy with the distinctive feel of magic, and
acrid with the smoke of candles made of a black wax whose
precise origin a wise man wouldn’t enquire about.

There was something very strange about this room deep
in the cellars of Unseen University, the Disc’s premier col-
lege of magic. For one thing it seemed to have too many di-
mensions, not exactly visible, just hovering out of eyeshot.
The walls were covered with occult symbols, and most of
the floor was taken up by the Eightfold Seal of Stasis, gener-
ally agreed in magical circles to have all the stopping power
of a well-aimed halfbrick.

The only furnishing in the room was a lectern of dark
wood, carved into the shape of a bird — well, to be frank,
into the shape of a winged thing it is probably best not to
examine too closely — and on the lectern, fastened to it by
a heavy chain covered in padlocks, was a book.
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IBanBerkoB CyHIYK, KOTODPBII B IIOCIEHMIT pa3 BUJe-
JIM TIPBITHYBIIMM BCJIef, 32 XO35IMHOM, — 3TO He COBCEM
00bIuHBIIT TpefMeT OGaraxka. OgHAKO MOJ06HbIE BOIPOCH
TpeOyIOT BpeMeHM, KOTOpOe He CTOUT Ha HUX TPAaTUTb.
K npumepy, ogHaX/[bI HA OGHON BeuepUHKe 3HAMEHUTO-
ro ¢unocoda Jlait Tunp Bumna cnpocunn: «Ilouemy BbI
3ecb?» OTBeT 3aHAM TPU TOfia.

Yro ropasno 6omee BaKHO, TaK 3TO COOBITHA, IIPOVIC-
XOJsILIie HaBePXY, BBICOKO Hax A'TynHOM, CTToHaMM U ObI-
CTPO TEPSIOLVM KUCTIOpOof, BommebHrkoM. CamMast TKaHb
IPOCTPAHCTBA M BpEeMEeHM BOT-BOT OyfleT IpOIyIeHa de-
pes MsACOpyOKy.

*

Bosgyx ObI1 XapakTepHO MAC/ISHUCTBIM Ha OLIYIIb
" efKUM. 3Tech LjapuiIa Marus U [bIMIIN CBeYY U3 YepHO-
TO BOCK3, O TOYHOM IIPOMCXOXKTEHUN KOTOPOTO MYApPBIt
4Ye/loBeK He CTAaHeT PacCIpallNBarh.

B aT0i1 KOMHaTKe, PacIONIOXEeHHOI ITyOOKO B IIOfIBA-
nax Hespumoro YHuBepcuTeTa, BEAyILIETr0 Marn4eckoro
ydebHOro 3aBemenus IImockoro mupa, MpUCYyTCTBOBA-
JI0 HeYTO O4YeHb CTpaHHOe. IIpexie Bcero, y Hee ObIIO
CIVIIIKOM MHOTO M3MEpeHMIT, He TO YTOOBI BUAVMBIX, HO
OpOpALINX Ile-TO PAAOM, BHe 0/ 3peHns. CTeHsI OblIn
HOKPBIThI OKKY/IBTHBIMY CUMBOJIaMJ, a OO/IBLIYIO YacTbh
nosa saHuMana BoceMukparnas Iledats 3acros. JTa ne-
4aTh, 10 OOILIEIIPU3HAHHOMY B BOMIIEOHBIX KPyrax MHe-
HUIO, o0/Tazana MOpasUTeNbHON CHEP>KUBAIOLIE CUITON,
KOTOPOJ MOXXET IIOXBAaCTAaTbCsA JMIID JIETAIIUI MPAMO
B IIe/Ib KMPIINY.

EnnucrBeHHOI Mebenbio B KoMHate 6bita Kadempa u3s
TEMHOTO JiepeBa, BbIpe3aHHas B (opMe ITUIBI, — JIAHO,
JIaJTHO, €C/IN 9eCTHO, B (hOpMe HEeKOero KPBIIATOTO CyIIe-
CTBa, K KOTOPOMY, BIIpOYeM, Ty4llle He IPYCMATPUBATbCS.
Ha aroit xadenpe, oOMoTaHHAsI TSHKETON LEIbI0 C 3aMKa-
MU, JIeXKajia KHUATA.
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A large, but not particularly impressive, book. Other
books in the University’s libraries had covers inlaid with
rare jewels and fascinating wood, or bound with dragon
skin. This one was just a rather tatty leather. It looked the
sort of book described in library catalogues as ‘slightly
foxed;, although it would be more honest to admit that it
looked as though it had been badgered, wolved and possibly
beared as well.

Metal clasps held it shut. They weren't decorated, they
were just very heavy — like the chain, which didn’t so much
attach the book to the lectern as tether it.

They looked like the work of someone who had a pretty
definite aim in mind, and who had spent most of his life
making training harnesses for elephants.

The air thickened and swirled. The pages of the book
began to crinkle in a quite horrible, deliberate way, and
blue light spilled out from between them. The silence of
the room crowded in like a fist, slowly being clenched.

Half a dozen wizards in their nightshirts were taking
turns to peer in through the little grille in the door. No
wizard could sleep with this sort of thing going on — the
build-up of raw magic was rising through the University
like a tide.

‘Right; said a voice. “‘What’s going on? And why wasn’t
I summoned?’

Galder Weatherwax, Supreme Grand Conjuror of the
Order of the Silver Star, Lord Imperial of the Sacred Staff,
Eighth Level Ipsissimus and 304th Chancellor of Unseen
University, wasn't simply an impressive sight even in his red
nightshirt with the hand-embroidered mystic runes, even
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Bonbimasg, HO He 0COOEHHO BHYUIMTETbHAas KHUIA.
Y APYIUX KHUT B YHUBEPCUTETCKUX OMOIMOTEKaX MMEIOT-
Cs1 TIepeIlIeThl, MHKPYCTUPOBAHHBIE PEIKUMI KaMEeHbsAMU
¥ BOCXVUTHUTETbHBIM JIePEBOM VIV OOTAHYTbIE TPaKOHbEM
wKypoit. OgHako 9TOT GOMUAHT OB IepeIIeTeH B J0-
BOJIbHO TOTPeNaHHyl KoXy. C BUAY OH ITOXOAWI Ha Te
KHWTY, KOTOPBIe ONMCBIBAIOTCA B OMOMMOTEYHBIX KaTaIo-
rax Kak «Cjerka IOoTpelaHHble», XOTs YecTHee ObIIo Obl
IPU3HATD, YTO €TI0 He TOJBKO «TPeHas», HO TPBI3N, KY-
Casy 1, BO3MOXKHO, Ipajiy KOTTAMI.

Merannndeckue 3aCTeXKI YAEP>KUBATIN €T0 B 3aKPbl-
TOM nonnokeHnn. Oco6eHHOIT KPacoToit OHY ITOXBACTATHCS
He MOITIM, 3aTO OT/IMYA/INCh IPOYHOCTBI0O — KaK U II€lb,
KOTOpas He CTONbKO NMpUKpervsIa GomManT K Kadenpe,
CKOJIBKO OTPaHMYMBAJIA €Tr0 CBOOOLY.

Beirisaenu 3acTeXKn Tak, CIOBHO ObUM CpabOTaHbI
4e/I0BEKOM, ITPEC/IENIOBABLIMM KOHKPETHYIO I1e/Ib U IOCBA-
TUBIIVMM OOJIBLIYIO YaCTh )KU3HU M3TOTOBIEHUIO COPYII /I
CTIOHOB.

Bosnmyx cryctucs u nonten kimy6amy. CTpaHNIIbI KHA-
T Ha4ya/Iy COBEPIIEHHO XYTKO, HAPOYMUTO HECIELIHO I10-
TPECKUBATh, a IOTOM U3 HUX BBIIIECHY/ICS HapY>Ky TOMY-
60it cBeT. TuiMHa OXBaTM/Ia KOMHATY, CJIOBHO MeJJICHHO
CKMMAOLINIICA Ky/aK.

[TonnoXNHBI 00/1a4eHHBIX B HOYHbIE PyOAIIKM BOJI-
IeOHNKOB 110 OYepely 3aIyIAAbIBAIN BHYTPh KOMHATKM
CKBO3b HEOOJIBIIYIO peIeTKy B iBepy. [locmymb TyT, Kor-
1a BOKPYT TBOPUTCS TaKO€ — aKKyMY/IMPYIOLIAsACA ChIpas
Marus BOJIHOJ 3aX/IeCTHY/Ia YHUBEPCUTET.

— Tax, — paspganca deii-To ronoc. — Yrto mpomncxo-
put? V modemy He MOC/TAIM 32 MHOM?

lanppep BerpoBock, BepxoBHOo-Benukunii 3aknnHa-
tenb CepebOpsiHoit 3Be3nbl, Vimnepckuit Jlopa CasieH-
Horo Ilocoxa, agusupgyanpreiimmit Bocbmoro Yposus
u 304-it ApkkaHuep Hespumoro YHuBepcurera, gaxe
B aJI0i HOYHOJI py6allKe ¢ BBIIINTBIMU BPYYHYIO MUCTH-
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in his long cap with the bobble on, even with the Wee Willie
Winkie candlestick in his hand. He even managed to very
nearly pull it off in fluffy pompom slippers as well.

Six frightened faces turned towards him.
‘Um, you were summoned, lord, said one of the under-
wizards. ‘That’s why you’re here, he added helpfully.

T mean why wasn't I summoned before?” snapped
Galder, pushing his way to the grille.
‘Um, before who, lord?’ said the wizard.

Galder glared at him, and ventured a quick glance
through the grille.

The air in the room was now sparkling with tiny flashes
as dust motes incinerated in the flow of raw magic. The Seal
of Stasis was beginning to blister and curl up at the edges.

The book in question was called the Octavo and, quite
obviously, it was no ordinary book.

There are of course many famous books of magic. Some
may talk of the Necrotelicomnicon, with its pages made of
ancient lizard skin; some may point to the Book of Going
Forth Around Elevenish, written by a mysterious and rather
lazy Llamaic sect; some may recall that the Bumper Fun
Grimoire reputedly contains the one original joke left in
the universe. But they are all mere pamphlets when com-
pared with the Octavo, which the Creator of the Universe
reputedly left behind — with characteristic absent-minded-
ness — shortly after completing his major work.
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YeCKMMI pyHaMM, JaXKe B [UIMHHOM KOJIIIaKe C IOMIIOHOM
Ha KOHIle, JaXke C IMOACBEYHMKOM B cTmie «Cnm-mos-
IeTKa» B pyKe, IPeACTaB/IsI cO00i BechbMa BHYIINTENb-
Hoe 3penuie. EMy coBceM HEMHOXKKO He XBaTajIo, YTOObI
BBIIJIALETh MMIIO3aHTHBIM JJa)Ke B MOXHATBIX IJIENTaHIaX
B BUJI€ 3aIYMKOB.

K HeMy noBepHynuCh MIeCTb IepemyTaHHbIX NI,

— 9-3, HO 3a TO6OJI TTOCBIIA/NM, TOCTIOANH, — CKa3aJl
OfiMH 13 BOJIIEOHNKOB YPOBHEM IIOHIKE M YCITY>K/IMBO
Ho6aBuI: — VIMEHHO [TOTOMY THI 3[€Ch.

— 1 umero B BUAY, IOYEMY 32 MHOIL He IIOC/Ia/Ii paHb-
me? — pABKHYN lanbaep, NpoTalKuBaACh K pelleTKe.

— 9-3, paHbllle 4ero, TOCIOANH? — YAUBMICA BOJI-
HIEOHMK.

lanbpep cBMpeno MOCMOTpeN Ha HETO M OTBAKUICA
OpOCKUTD OBICTPBIN B3I CKBO3b PELIETKY.

Bospgyx B KOMHaTe MCKPU/CA OT KPOLIEYHBIX BCIIBI-
IIeK — 3TO YAaCTUMYKM NBIIY BOCIUIAMEHAINCH B MTOTOKE
coIpoit Marun. IledaTh 3acTos HauMHaIA Ty3bIPUTHCA U 3a-
Kpy4MBaTbcA MO KPasAM.

KcTarn, kH1Ta, 0 KOTOPOI MAET pedb, HasbiBamach OK-
TaBo. VI HaJlo OTMETNTB, YTO 3TO Obl/Ia HEOOBIKHOBEHHAs
KHMUTA.

Cy1iecTByeT MHOXXeCTBO 3HAMEHUTBIX TPYHOB B 0071a-
ctu Marun. Koe-kTo MoxxeT ynoMAHyTh HekpoTenmnkoMm-
HIUKOH, CTPAaHMIIBI KOTOPOTO CHIE/IaHbl U3 SPEeBHEN KOXI
ALlepUIl; HEKOTOPbIe MOTYT yKa3aTh Ha «Kuury CaAleHa-
ro Ilepuxopa, Yro Bepmurca Okomno [JByx», HallMCaHHYIO
TaMMHCTBEHHOI U TOBOJIBHO JIEHMBOW CEKTOM JI/TaMalCTOB;
KTO-TO MO>KeT IIPUIIOMHUTD, 4TO «Ipumyap KpyToit IloTe-
XW» COIEPKUT €UHCTBEHHYIO BO BCEIEHHOV OPUTMHAIb-
Hyio 1yTKy. Ho Bce oHU He 60rtee ueM jieleBble GpOLIIO-
pbl 1o cpaBHeHMIO ¢ OKTaBO, KHUTOIL, KoTopyto Co3faTeNnb
Bcenennoit ¢ xapaKTepHOII [JIsl HETO PACCesIHHOCTDIO T0-
3a6bU1 Ha [lVICKe BCKOpe TT0CTIe OKOHYAHA CBOEN TPaH/-
03HOJI pabOTHL



