


Results, 0 KoTopbIx cpa3y coobLumm no paamo, were baffling and
provocative. 3To cyLLecTBo He 1Meno cell CTpoeHWA, M3BECTHOrO HayKe.
HecmoTpA Ha BO3pacT, KOTopkii, BepoATHO, cocTaBnAn forty million ner,
BHyTpeHHMe opranbl bei wholly intact. Ocobb xapakTepu3oBanach
oYt He rnogBepreHHon paspylleHuio leathery. CHauana Jleitk
0BHAPYHMA, YTO CYLLECTBO CyX0e, HO BCKOPEe HEernoBperkaeHHas
CTOPOHa CTana HanoMHATLCA OPraHMYecKon HUOKOCTLIO C pungent
and offensive 3anaxom. 370 6bi1a He blood, Ho rycTas TEMHO-3eEHasn
fluid. K Tomy BpemeH, Koraa Jlek gocTur this stage, Bce TpuaLaTs
ceMb cobaK bbIv yBeAeHbl B 3aroH 0Ko/10 the camp, Ho Aarke oTTyaa
A0HOCKACA UX AnKMM barking.

(I JaBKpadT «XpebTbl 6e3yMiA»)

baffling — nopasutensHbii million — munamoH

barking — nai1 offensive — oTTankvBaoLMM
blood — KpoBb (3anax)

camp — fnarepb provocative — HacToparkmBaloLLM
cell — kneTka pungent — pe3kui (3anax)

fluid — rxmgKocTb result — pe3ynsrar

forty — copok stage — cTaguq; clieHa

intact — HenoBperkOEHHBIN this — 310

leathery — wéectkui wholly — cosepLueHHo

Results, quickly reported over the wireless, were baffling and
provocative indeed. This thing was no product of any cell growth science
knows about. Despite an age of perhaps forty million years, the internal
organs were wholly intact. The leathery of almost indestructible quality
was an inherent attribute of the thing. At first all that Lake found was
dry, but soon organic moisture of pungent and offensive odor was
encountered toward the thing's uninjured side. It was not blood, but
thick, dark-green fluid. By the time Lake reached this stage, all thirty-
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seven dogs had been brought to the corral near the camp, and even at
that distance a savage barking was heard.

The bas-relief npencragnAan cobor HenpaBuabHLIM rectangle
TONLLVHOM MeHee [ioMMa M NAoLadbio NpubnmnsnTenbHO NATb Ha
LECTb OI0MMOB; OH ABHO MMeN coBpeMeHHoe origin. OgHaKo ero Bua
no Ayxy 1 no 3ameiciy 6ein far from modern. Tam npucyTcTBOBaNM
MYCbMEHa, HO MOA NamATbL He Moma Wix identify.

Han hieroglyphics 6eina ¢purypa, Hekaa impressionistic KapTuHa. 310
6bI110 CBOEr0 pofa Monster, Unn C1MBOA, MPeACTaBNALLLMIA monster:
TaKoe MOrJ10 MopoamTh TOMbKO a diseased fancy. Ecnm A ckary, 4to Moe
extravagant BoobparkeHue NpeanormnIo MHe 0aHOBPEMEHHO 0bpa3bl
of an octopus, ApaKkoHa 1 human caricature, To A cMory nepeaate Ayx
of the picture.

(I NaBrpadT «308 KTynxy»)

bas-relief — 6apensed identify — ngeHtudmLmpoBats

caricature — KapvKaTtypa impressionistic —

diseased — 6onbHoOM MMMPECCUOHUCTCKIM

extravagant — pasubirpaBlumiica;  modern — coBpeMeHHbIN
Henensin monster — 4y0BMLLE

fancy — BoobparkeHie octopus — oCbMUHOr

far — panero origin — npoucxorkaeHne

from — o7, 13 picture — KapTWHa

hieroglyphic — viepornud rectangle — yeTbIpEXYronbHK

human — yenoBeyecKuin

The bas-relief was a rough rectangle less than an inch thick and
about five by six inches in area; obviously of modern origin. Its designs,
however, were far from modern in atmosphere and suggestion. And
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there was writing of some kind; but my memory could not identify
this.

Above hieroglyphics was a figure, it was an impressionistic picture.
It was a sort of monster, or symbol representting a monster, of a form
which only a diseased fancy could conceive. If | say that my extravagant
imagination offered simultaneous pictures of an octopus, a dragon,
and a human caricature, | can present the spirit of the picture.

IIKek 6bin a boy, KoTopeIt nNpodasan buttermilk. OgHaxasl OH
BcTpeTun a witch. OHa nonpocuna gate en his buttermilk for free.
«Ecnn bl He gawb MHe some buttermilk, — ckazana the witch, —
A nocary TebA B MeLLOK U yHecy». [IeK oTKkasanca aate the witch
buttermilk, the witch cyHyna ero B MeLLIOK, KOTopbIn HOCKNa Ha her
shoulders.

OnHa nowuna ¢ Hrm home. Ho no nytu the witch Bapyr remembered,
YTO 3abblna ropLuoyeK of fat, KoTopblv Kynuna B ropode. ek 6bin
oYeHb heavy, 1 BedAbMa He XoTena HeCcTV ero B ropofd, MO3TOMy OHa
nonpocKna some men, KoTopble YmcTAv the hedge y aoporu to take
care 3a eé MellIKOM, MOKa 0Ha He came back.

(«[drseK-naxTay, aHmMnMcKan CKaska)

back — Ha3an his —ero

boy — MarnsuK home — fom

buttermilk — naxta men — fi0au

came — Past Simple ot to come remember — nomHuT,
(MprxoanTh) BCMNOMMHATL

fat — up shoulder — nnevo

for free — 6ecnnatHo some — HeMHOI0, HECKOJbKO

heavy — TAENbIN take care — npucmaTpyrBaTh

hedge — 3abop witch — BebMma

her —ee



AHrnMnckmnn a3bik ¢ @engslow

Jack was a boy who sold buttermilk. One day he met a witch. She
asked him to give her some of his buttermilk for free. “If you don't give
me some buttermilk,” said the witch, “I'll put you into my bag and carry
away". Jack refused to give the witch any of his buttermilk, so the witch
put him into a bag that she carried over her shoulders.

She walked home with him. But on her way she suddenly
remembered that she forgot a pot of fat that she bought in the town.
Jack was very heavy, and the witch did not want to carry him back to
the town, so she asked some men who were brushing the hedge by
the road to take care of her bag till she came back.

Korga npuiino Bpems, oHa Hadana aymate o the skeins. Ho the
King He FOBOPWA O HMX HK CIIOBA, W OHa peLunsa, YTo OH 0 HKx forgot.

OaHaKo B mocneHun AeHb NocneHero MecALa Koposb NPUBOANT
eé to a new room. Tam He bbINo HUYEro, KpoMe a spinning-wheel 11 a
stool. Koponb roBopu:

«Tenepb, MoA goporaA, I'll shut you oo 3aBTpa, 4am efpl 1 some
flax, 1 ecnn Tl He spin K HoYW NATL Skeins, Tebe OTPYHAT rOoBY».

I oH went away.

The girl o4eHb 1cnyranack, oHa He ymena to spin — YTO *Ke OHa
MOKareT 3aBTpa Koponto? HuKTo He will come et nomoub. OHa cena
Ha TabypeTry v cTana to cry.

(«ToM-TuUT-TOT», aHTIMIACKaA CKa3Ka)

away — rpoyb girl — geBoyKa, AeByLLKa
come — MpvIXoauTb l—~A
cry — nnakarb king — Koponb
flax — nén new — HOBbIl
forgot — Past Simple 1 Past Parti-  room — KomHaTa
ciple ot to forget (3abbiBaTh) shut — 3aKpbiBaTh
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skein — MOTOK NpsAm stool — TabypeTKa
spin — MpACTb went — Past Simple oT to go
spinning-wheel — npsnka (natv)

When the time came, she began to think about the skeins. But the
king did not say any word about them, and she decided that he forgot
them.

However, the last day of the last month he takes her to a new room.
There was nothing in it but a spinning-wheel and a stool. And he says,
‘Now, my dear, I'll shut you here tomorrow with some food and some
flax, and if you do not spin five skeins by the night, your head will be
cut” And he went away.

The girl was very frightened, she didn't know how to spin, and what
will she show the king tomorrow? Nobody will come to help her. She
sat down on a stool, and began to cry.

A noTtoM A yBuAgen a woman. Ei 6bi10 oKono Tpuauati NATU
neT, 1 oHa bbina faintly stout, Ho sensuously Hecna cBOW NULLHME
KWNOrpamMMbl, Kak 3T0 MOMyT AenaTk HeKoTopble rKeHLIMHbL. OHa
ynblbHynack slowly 1, NpoaA MWMMO MyMa, Kak Oyato OH Obif
NpY3paKoM, noxana ToMy pyKy. 3aTeM OHa 3aroBopuna C MyHem
TUXM, FPYOBIM FON0COM:

— [lpuHecn cTynbA, NoanyncTa, 4tobsl somebody Mor cecTb.

— 0, KoHeYHo, — cornacuncA YnncoH 1 Hanpaswnca the littleoffice.

— A xouy to see you, — intently ckazan Tom. — Cagucb Ha the
next train.

— XopoLwo.

— Bctpetumca y news-stand.

(®. Crott Ouuarepansa «Benvkuin [31com»)
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faintly — 6negHo sensuously — 4yBCTBEHHO
intently — Hanpsr<eHHo slowly — MeaneHHo

little — manerbrMin somebody — KT0-HWOYOb
news-stand — ra3seTHbIM KOCK stout — Mo/IHbIN, TONCTEIN
next — cnenywowinmn train — noe3g

office — KoHTOpa woman — reHLLMHa

see — BMETb

Then | saw a woman. She was in the middle thirties, and faintly
stout, but she carried her surplus flesh sensuously as some women
can. She smiled slowly and walking through her husband as if he were
a ghost shook hands with Tom. Then she spoke to her husband in a
soft, coarse voice:

‘Get some chairs, why don't you, so somebody can sit down.”

‘Oh, sure,” agreed Wilson and went toward the little office.

‘I want to see you,” said Tom intently. “Get on the next train.”

“‘All right”

‘I'll meet you by the news-stand.”

OHa TakHe Ha4Yana Nonb30BaThCA SoMe cream, YTobel caenats her
face HemMHoro Kpacusee.

OaHarabl the customer NpULLIEN KaK 06bI4HO, MooxKmn his nickel
Ha the showcase 1 nonpocun ceou stale xnebupl. [Toka Mmucc MapTa
JocTaBana ux C MoskuK, pasganack cupea of a fire-engine.

Nokynatenb mocrelmn K Osepwn to look. Mucc Mapta seized
BO3MOMHOCTbIO.

Ha HmKHel nonke 3a the counter neran QyHT CBEHero Macna,
KOTOPbI AeCATb MUHYT Ha3ad ocTaBu the dairyman. XnebHbIM HOHOM
Mucc MapTa caenana myboKu cut Ha Karkdor YEPCTBOM byXaHKe,

8



XuTbl TEnerpaMma: yumm si3biku

BOXMNa Tyda no 6oMbLLUoMy KycKy of butter, n cHoBa npwrkana
MOMOBVHKIA APYT K APYrY.
(0. TeHpwn «YapogelHble xnebLibi»)

butter — macno his — ero

counter — MpunNaBoK look — cmoTpeTh

cream — Kpem, Masb nickel — MoHeTa B NATL LieHTOB
customer — nokynarenb seized — Bocrnonb3oBanack
cut — Hagpes (BO3MOMKHOCTBIO); Seize —
dairyman — MonouHmK XBaTaTh(CA), LennATLCA

face — nmuo showcase — npunaBox
fire-engine — noxapHasa MalLMHa some — HeMHOro

her —eé stale — uépcTBLIN

She also began to use some cream in order to make her face a little
more beautiful.

One day the customer came in as usual, laid his nickel on the
showcase, and asked for his stale loaves. While Miss Martha was
getting them there from the shelf, the siren of a fire-engine was heard.

The customer hurried to the door to look. Miss Martha seized the
opportunity.

On the bottom shelf behind the counter was a pound of fresh butter
that the dairyman had left ten minutes before. With a bread knife Miss
Martha made a deep cut in each of the stale loaves, inserted a big
piece of butter, and pressed the loaves tight again.

— Mwuiccnc XmnToH Kelobut was seriously paHeHa u ceyac
yMUpaeT.

— Tbl crazy! — furiosly 3axkpuyan oH. — 370 oH was hurt, a He oHa!
KTo could hurt Mmoo ManeHbKyio 3ncu? [1a, A threatened e, aa npoctmt
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MeHA bor, Ho A He touch HWM OAHOrO BOMOCKA Ha €€ XOPOLUEHbKOM
ronoske. He rosopute such things... Toi! CKarkmTe, 4To oHa is not hurt!
— Mbl HaLwv her pAAoOM C MEPTBLIM MyHeM, 1 oHa bbina terribly
wounded.
OH groaned v 3aKpbi L0 pyKamu. B TedeHme NATY MUHYT OH Was
silent. 3aTeM OH NOAHAN L0 1 3aroBOPWIT CO MHOM with cold despair.
— MHe Heyero to hide oT Bac, OHeHTIbMeHbl, — CKa3an oH. — A
3acTpenunn the man, Ho OH TOMe CTPenAn B MeHA, Tak YTo 3T0 He a
murder.
(A. KoHaH [onn «[nALyLLme YenoBeyximn»)

cold — xonogHbIn seriously — cepb&3Ho
could — mor silent — mMon4anmBLIN
crazy — cymMaclueLmm such — taron
despair — otuasaHue terribly — ykacHo
furiosly — ApoctHo thing — el

groan — CTOHaTb threaten — yrporxatb
hide — npATats touch — Tporats

hurt — panub was — 6bin

man — 4e/10BeK, Myr4MHa with —c

murder — y61iiCcTBO wounded — paHeHbIi
not — He

“Mrs. Hilton Cubitt was seriously injured and is dying now.”

“You're crazy!” he cried, furiosly. ‘It was he who was hurt, not she!
Who could hurt my little Elsie? Yes, | threatened her, God forgive me,
but I didn't touch a hair of her pretty head. Don't say such things... you!
Say that she is not hurt!”

‘We found her near her dead husband, and she was terribly
wounded.”

He groaned and hid his face in his hands. For five minutes he was
silent. Then he raised his face and spoke with cold despair.

‘I have nothing to hide from you, gentlemen,” he said. ‘I shot the
man but he also had his shot at me, so it's not a murder.”

10
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A Xappuc H1Koraa He BuauT, what an idiot oH cebA BuICTaBMAET, U
KaK OH IS annoying MHOM/X fliofer, KoTopble HUKOraa He MpUYNHANM
eMy H1Karoro harm. OH obellaeT UM cneTb ellé 0gHy comic song
nocne yHmHa.

Mbl nobpanuce go winio3a CaHbepw at half-past three. Peka
oYeHb sweetly pretty npamMo Tam 1 backwater o4apoBaTenbHa; HO He
MbITaNTeCh MOTWU Ha BEC/IAX BBEPX MO TEYEHMIO.

OaHarabl A nonbitanca to do so. | was sculling, 1 cnpocun the
fellows, OymMaloT N1 OHW, YTO 3[4eCb MOXKHO MOAHATLCA BBEPX MO
TeveHuio. OHKM ckazanu: «0, Aa»; oHW Tak gymaioT, ecnn A pulled 130
BCex cun. Mbl 6bIMM Kak pa3 nof ManeHbknMm foot-bridge. A pulled
Be/MKronenHo. [lBoe Mowx [Opy3er CKasanu, 4T0 MM [OCTaBnAeT
yOoBOMbCTBME to watch me.

(. K. =epoM «Tpoe B NoAKe, He cymTanA cobaKkmy»)

annoy — pa3/paraTb idiot — ot

at—sB me — MeHdA, MHe

backwater —oTtBOAHOM KaHan; pretty — xopoLueHbK1
3aBob pull — (34) nogHaneub

comic — KOMUYECK scull — rpectn

do — nenatb S0 — TaK

fellow — napeHb song — recHn

foot-bridge — neluexogHbii MocT  sweetly — cnagro

half-past three — nonosuHa watch — Habniogats
YETBEPTOro what — y10

harm — Bpen

And Harris never sees what an idiot he is making of himself, and
how he is annoying a lot of people who never did him any harm. He
promises them to sing another comic song after supper.
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We reached Sunbury Lock at half-past three. The river is sweetly
pretty just there and the backwater is charming; but don't attempt to
row up It.

| tried to do so once. | was sculling, and asked the fellows if they
thought it could be done, and they said, oh, yes, they thought so, if |
pulled hard. We were just under the little foot-bridge.

| pulled splendidly. My two friends said it was a pleasure to watch
me.

— Bbl yrke aasHo offered rooms? — cnpocin A. — HasepHoe, net
NATHaAUaTb-ABaAuaTh, right?

— lopa3no gonblue, — quietly otBeTMNa oHa. — Mbl npriexanu
clofa from the farm, korga ymep Mot oTel. 370 bbino twenty-seven
neT Ha3zaf.

A hastened 3akoH4ATL pa3roBop. A Mano 4To y3Han. Kto beina
Ta feBylKa from the miniature, Kak 3Ta KapTuHa nonana B dusty
KHUHKHBIM LKA, ocTaBanoch 3aragror. CTpaHHo, HO A He Mor 3adaTb
a direct Bonpoc.

Tak npoLuso ellé asa aHA. Pabota gradually 3aHMMana moit ym,
n the face of the miniature noceLano MeHA BCE perke. Ho BeuyepoM
TpeTbero AHA, TO eCTb B Sunday, CyYnnocs HeYTo MoboMnbITHOE.

(L. K. OrepoM «[TopTpeT HeHLLIMHbI»)

direct — npAmoi miniature — MyHMaTIOpa

dusty — nbibHbIN offer — npeanaratb

face — nviuo quietly — tmxo

farm — depma right — npaBunbHO

from — ot, 13 room — KOMHaTa

gradually — noctenenHo Sunday — BocKpeceHbe

hasten — nocnelunts twenty-seven — aBajLaTh ceMb
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‘Have you offered rooms for a long time?” | asked. ‘I suppose,
fifteen—twenty years, right?”

‘Longer than that,” she said quietly. “We came here from the farm
when my father died. That is twenty-seven years ago now.”

| hastened to close the conversation. | did not learn much. Who was
the girl from the miniature,

how the picture came to the dusty book-case were still mysteries.
Strangely, | could not put a direct question.

So two days more passed by. My work took gradually my mind, and
the face of the miniature visited me less often. But in the evening of the
third day, which was a Sunday, a curious thing happened.

Tomac-l'eHpw, HecomMHeHHO, bbin a beautiful cat, 1 ato was the
explanation. Ho gentleman cats Tore TpeboBann 0OBACHEHWI,
KoTopble Tomac-leHpu Bcerga 6bin rotoB WM to give. [lepeBeHcKue
ManbUMLLIKA LienbIM1 OHAMM loitered round, Habnilogas 3a Apakamu,
a pasbApPeHHbIE HeHLLWHBI constantly Nprxoamnm Ha Hally KyxHio,
YTOOBI LLBLIPHYTb Ha cTon dead cats, Bo33BaTb K Hebecam 1 Ko MHe
0 CnpaBed/IMBOCTM. Halla KyxHA mpeBpatunack B a cat's morgue,
M A KyNWA HOBBIM KyXOHHBIM CTOM. [loHadany «CrpaBeaniMBoCTb»
BOCCTaHaBNMBanack npw nomoLLm half a crown, Ho LieHsl pocii.

— [locMoTpw, YTO HaTBOpPWA your beast, — cKa3ana odHa irate
FKEeHLLIMHa, NoABMBLLAACA B cepedHe obena. A looked. Tomac-IeHpu
younn 6eHoe HMBOTHOE, KOTOPOe Was happier MEPTBbLIM, YEM HIBbLIM.

(k. K. Or<epom «[laneHme Tomaca-leHpi»)

beast — <1BOTHOE crown — KpoHa

beautiful — xpacyBbIi dead — MEpPTBLIN

cat —xor explanation — ob6bACHeHWEe
constantly — nocroAHHO gentleman — grkeHTIbMeH
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give — 1aBaTb look — cmoTpeTb
half — nonosnHa morgue — Mopr
happy — cuactviBbI round — BOKpyr
irate — pa3rHeBaHHbIN was — 6bin

loiter — cnoHATLCA your — TBOW, Balll

Thomas Henry was certainly a beautiful cat, and this was the
explanation. But gentleman cats were demanding explanations, too,
which Thomas Henry was always ready to give them.

The village boys loitered round all day to watch the fights, and angry
women constantly came into our kitchen to fling dead cats upon the
table, and appeal to Heaven and myself for justice.

Our kitchen became a cat's morgue, and | purchased a new kitchen
table. At first, “justice” was generally satisfied with half a crown, but the
prices rose.

‘Look what your beast has done,” said one irate female, who arrived
in the middle of dinner.

| looked. Thomas Henry killed a poor animal, that was happier dead
than alive.

OH oTtocnan otua back into the shop, a MaTb Ha KyxHiO, YTOObI
NPUrOTOBUTL eMy Yali, 1 for a while Mbl caenu 1 pasroeapuBani. Ero
pa3roBop bbln CTpaHHoM cMeckio of self-laudation 1 yoosneTBopeHmA
at the conviction, 4To OH «CMacéH», B COMETAHMM C TAKMUM He O4eBOHBIM
yOOBNETBOPEHMEM OT TOro, 4To most other people He bbIAM TaKOBLIMIA.
A rose, 4TOOBI YT,

OH gocTan 13 KapMaHa a religious paper 1 yKasan Ha KOMOHKY:

— [lonaraio, Bac He nHTepecyioT the Lord's gardens, cap?

A B3MAHYN Ha rasety. Tam 6ObINO HanmcaHo: «Muctep LIKoH
Bappwar, one hundred rnHel.

14
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— BblI MHOr0 HepTByeTe, M1cTep bappuar, — cka3an A v returned
him rasery.
— [ocnoge will repay ctopuLen, — OTBETWI OH.
(0. K. [I<epoM «HenoBek, KoTopblii COUNCA C MyTi»)

at—y, npu other — pyroi
back — Hazan paper — bOymara, razeta
conviction — ybergeHvie people — nioau

for a while — HexoTopoe Bpems
garden — ca

guinea — rviHen

him — emy

hundred — cTo0

religious — penuro3tbin
repay — B03[aBaTb

return — Bo3BpaLLaTb

rose — Past Simple ot to rise

into—B (NoagHMMaTHLCA)
Lord — locnogs self-laudation —
most — 00/bLLan YacTb CaMOBOCXBaneHme
one — OJVH shop — marasuH

He sent his father back into the shop, and his mother to the
kitchen to make his tea, and for a while we sat together talking. His
conversation was a strange mixture of self-laudation and of satisfaction
at the conviction that he was “saved,” combined with equally evident
satisfaction that most other people weren't. It was boring. | rose to go.

He took a religious paper from his pocket, and pointed to a column:

“You are not interested in the Lord's gardens, | suppose, sir?”

| looked at the paper. There was the name, ‘Mr. John Burridge, one
hundred guineas.”

“You subscribe largely, Mr. Burridge,” | said, and returned him the
paper.

“The Lord will repay a hundredfold,” he answered.
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