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Chapter 1

Peter Breaks Through
[luTep naeT Hanposiom

11 children, except one, grow up. They soon know that they

will grow up, and the way Wendy knew was this. One day
when she was two years old, she picked a flower and ran with it to
her mother. She probably looked charming, for Mrs. Darling put
her hand to her heart and cried: “Oh, why can’t you remain like
this for ever!” There was nothing more, but from now on Wendy
knew that she must grow up. You always know after you are two.
Two is the beginning of the end.

Wendy’s mother was a lovely and romantic lady. Her sweet
mouth had one kiss that Wendy could never get, though it was
seen clearly in its right corner.

The way Mr. Darling won her was this: the many gentlemen
discovered at the same time that they loved her and they ran to
her house. Mr. Darling took a cab and left them behind. He got
all of her, except the kiss.

Mr. Darling was one of those who know about stocks and
shares. Of course no one really knows, but he often said “Stocks
were up” and “Shares were down” in a way that any woman would
respect him.

Wendy came first, then John, then Michael.



€ A\
R
)
ST

-l

B BIPACTAIOT BCE HeTH, KpoMe ogHoro. OHU JOBOJIBHO OBICTPO IO-
HUMAIOT, YTO KOIJa-HuOyAb BRIPACTYT, 1 BeHAU IOHSIA 3TO
caenyiomum obpasom. OgHasKIbl, KOTAa eil ObLIO aBa roja, OHa
copBajia IBETOK 1 mobexkasa ¢ HUM K mMaMme. HaBepHoe, OHA BBHI-
rJIsfleia 0YapoBaTeNbHO, TaK KaK MHUCCUC [lapJuHr IpuKaia pyKy
K CepAIly M BOCKJMKHYJA: «Hy moueMy Thl HE MOJKEIb OCTATLCS
Takoil Hascergal» U Gojbllle HUYEro, HO ¢ TexX mop Bewgu suaia,
uTo OoHAa moB3pocJeeT. O0 9TOM Bcerja y3Haelllb, KAK MCIIOJHUTCS
nBa roga. JlBa roza — 3TO HAYAJIO KOHIIA.

Mama Bengu Oblia MUJIOBUAHONM M pOMaHTHUYHOU Jexu. Ha ee
cIaIKuX Iy0ax ObLJ IOIeayii, KoTopulii BeHau HU pasy He ynaBa-
JIOCH IIOMMAaTh, XOTSA OH SICHO BUIHEJICA B IIPABOM YrOJIKE ee pTa.

Muctep dapausr 3aBoeBaJjl CBOIO JKEHY TaK: HECKOJIBKO I KEHTIb-
MEHOB OJHOBPEMEHHO MOHSJIHN, UTO JIOOAT ee, W IMo0e:Kalu K Hel
momoi. A muctep [lapauHT B3sJ M3BO3UMKA U omepeana ux. OHa
JocTajlach €My BCSA IeJINKOM, KpOMe TOTO IIOIeJIys.

Muctep dapauHT OBLI M3 TeX, KTO pa3dupaeTcs B aKIUAX U
Kanutagax. KoHeuHo, HUKTO B 9TOM IIO-HACTOAIIEeMY He pasbupa-
eTCsi, HO OH YacCTO I'OBOPHWJ <«AKINU MOTHSAIUCH» U «IIpoIeHTsI
yIajam» ¢ TaKUM BHIOM, UTO JII00asd JKeHIMHA 3ayBaskaJja ObI ero.

ITepBoii mosBuiachk Bernnu, morom :xoH, 3aTem Maiik.



Peter Breaks Through

Mrs. Darling loved to have everything just so, and Mr. Darling
had a passion for being exactly like his neighbours; so, of course,
they had a nurse. As they were poor, because of the amount of
milk the children drank, this nurse was a strict Newfoundland
dog, called Nana. She belonged to no one until the Darlings took
her on. She proved to be quite a treasure of a nurse. Of course
her kennel was in the nursery. She had a genius for knowing
when a cough is a not worthwhile thing and when it needs stock-
ing around your throat. When Nana was escorting the children
to school, she walked calmly by their side when they were well
behaved; and butting them back into line if they strayed. On
John’s football days she never forgot his sweater, and she usu-
ally carried an umbrella in her mouth in case of rain.

Mr. Darling knew it, yet he sometimes worried whether the
neighbours talked.

Nana also troubled him in another way. He had sometimes
a feeling that she did not admire him. “I know she admires you
very much, George,” Mrs. Darling assured him, and then she
would sign to the children to be especially nice to father. Dances
followed, in which the only servant, Liza, was sometimes allowed
to join. She looked so tiny in her long skirt and maid’s cap, though
when she was engaged, she had sworn, that she would never see
ten again.

There never was a simpler happier family until the coming of
Peter Pan.

Mrs. Darling first heard of Peter when she was tidying up her
children’s minds. It is the nightly custom of every good mother
after her children are asleep to examine in their minds, repacking
into their places all that have wandered during the day.

I don’t know whether you have ever seen a map of a person’s
mind. Doctors sometimes draw maps of parts of your body, and it
can become very interesting, but trying to draw a map of a child’s
mind is very confused, it keeps changing all the time. There are
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MuTep naget Hanponom

Muccuc HapauHr a1001aa, 4TOOBI Bee OBLIO, KAaK II0JIaraeTcs,
a mucrtep [apJuHT yKacHO XOTeJ JKUTb B TOUHOCTH, KaK €ro co-
celu; IOTOMY, pasyMeeTrcd, OHUM B3AJM HAHIO. HO Tak Kak oHU
ObLIM OeIHBI — BeIb JE€TU MUJIU CTOJBKO MOJIOKA, — HAHEHN y HUX
crayna crporad cobaka Mmoponsl HbIoGAYHAJIEH 0 Kanuke Hama.
Ho Toro xKak [apauHru HaHAIU ee, oHA Oblia Huubeil. HoHa oKa-
3ajiach He HAHEH, a cokpoBuilieM. KoHypY eii, KOHeUHO, ITOCTaBUIN
B IETCKOM. ¥ Hee OBLI TAJAHT OTJINYATH Kalllesb, He CTOAIIUI BHU-
MaHUA, OT KalllJsd, IPU KOTOPOM HYKHO OBLIO KyTaTh T'OPJIO IIap-
dom. Korga Hana Besia feTeil B KOy, OHA CTEIIEHHO BHINIATMBAJIA
DPAIOM, €CJI OHU BeJIU ce0A XOPOIIIo; U MOATAJTKNBAJIA UX T'OJOBOM,
BBICTpauBas 00paTHO B PAM, ecau oHU pa3dbpenanmuchk. OHa HU pasgy
He 3a0bljIa IPUXBATUTh C CO00I CBUTEP B Te JHU, Korga J[»KOH urpa
B (yT6OJI, 1 OOGBIYHO HecJa B HACTHU 30HTHUK HaA CJIyYail TOMKIA.

MI/ICTep I[apJII/IHI" 3HaAJI 3TO M BCE€ PaBHO MHOI'Ja 6eCHOKOI/IJICH,
He 00JITAIOT JIX Uero cocenu.

Hbsnua TpeBo:kuia ero u mo Apyroil npuuuHe. MIHOrIa OH UyB-
CTBOBAJI, UTO OHAa UM HEe BOCXUII[aeTCsd.

— 1 3Ha10, OHA OUEHBb CUJIBHO TOOOM BOCXUIAETCS, [3KOPIAK, —
yBepsasa ero Mmuccuc J[apJuHT ¥ IIOTOM OOBIYHO IIOJaBajia JeTIM
3HAK, 4TOOBI OHU CTAJIX C OTIIOM OCOOEHHO JIACKOBBI. 3a 9TUM CJIe-
AOBAJI TaHIBI, K KOTOPBIM HMHOTIOA Pas3pelllaju IIPHUCOeANHUTBCA
WX eIWHCTBEHHOMU cay:kanke JIuse. B cBoeil niuHHON 100Ke U Uell-
e JIusa Kasajach IPOCTO KPOXOTHOM, XOTA, KOTla ee HAHWUMAJIH,
OHA KJIAJAach, UTO el y:Ke JaBHO MUCIIOJHUJIOCH AeCAThH JIeT.

Ha cBeTe mpocTo He CyIIleCTBOBAJIO 60Jiee CUACTIUBOM CEMbHU 0
nosaBieHusa IIurepa IIana.

BnepBrie muccuc lapauwHr y3Hajia O HeM, HaBOJASA HOPANOK B
OeTCKUX MbICIAX. Kaskmas xopolras MaTh COOJIIOJAaeT STOT erKe-
BeuepHUM 00pAI: Ioce TOTO, KaK ee AeTH YCHYJIHW, OHA HCCJIeqyeT
WX MBICJIU, PACKJAABIBAA IO MeCTaM BCe, UTO OJIyXKAaJ0 B TOJIOBE
IeJbIA JEeHb.

He 3suaro, Bujegu Ju Bbl KOrJa-HUOYIb KapTy UeJIOBEUECKOTrO
yma? JloKTopa MHOT/Ja PUCYIOT CXeMbI YacTeil Balllero Teja, U 3TO
MOXKeT OBITH CTPAIIHO MHTEPECHO, HO MOIBITATHLCA HAPHUCOBATE Kap-
Ty MBICJI€H peGeHKa OYeHBb CJOKHO — TaM IIOCTOSHHO BCE MEHS-
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Peter Breaks Through

zigzag lines on it, like your temperature on a card, and these are
probably roads in the island, for the Neverland is always more or
less an island, with splashes of colour, and coral reefs and rakish
ships, and savages, and gnomes who are tailors, and caves through
which a river runs, and princes with six elder brothers, and an old
hut, and one very small old lady with a hooked nose.

Of course the islands of Neverland are very different. John’s,
for instance, had a lagoon with flamingoes flying over it at which
he was shooting. Michael, who was very small, had a flamingo
with lagoons flying over it. John lived in a boat turned upside
down on the sands, Michael in a wigwam, Wendy in a house of
leaves sewn together. John had no friends, Michael had friends
at night, Wendy had a wolf left by its parents.

Occasionally in her travels through her children’s minds
Mrs. Darling found things she could not understand, and the most
confusing was the word Peter. She knew of no Peter, and yet he
was in John and Michael’s minds, while Wendy’s was covered all
over with him. The name stood out in bolder letters than any of
the other words, and as Mrs. Darling looked she felt that it had
a cocky look.

“Yes, he is rather cocky,” Wendy admitted with regret.

“But who is he, my pet?”
“He is Peter Pan, you know, mother.”

Mrs. Darling did not know, but after thinking about her child-
hood she just remembered Peter Pan who was said to live with
the fairies. She had believed in him at the time, but now that she
was married and full of sense she doubted whether there was such
a person.

Mrs. Darling consulted Mr. Darling, but he smiled. “Mark my
words,” he said, “it is some nonsense Nana has been putting into
their heads. Leave it alone, and it will go away.”



MuTep naget Hanponom

erca. Ha Hell 3ursaru, Kak Ha JIUCTe ¢ OTMETKaMU TeMIIepaTyphl,
HaBepHOe, 9TO JOPOTH Ha OCTPOBe, BeJb HebriBasas crpaHa Becersa,
TaK WJIU WHaUYe, OCTPOB; C KPACOUHBIMU IATHAMU, KOPAJIJIOBBIMU
pudamMu 1 GBICTPOXOTHBIMHU KOpPaOJIaAMM; C AUKaApPAMH, THOMaMU-
IIOPTHBIMH U IIeIlepaMu, CKBO3b KOTOPbIE OETyT PEKHU; TaM HPUHITHI
C IIIECTHIO CTAPIIMMU OpPaThIMU U BeTXasd Jlauyra, 1 OfHa MaJleHb-
Kasd CTapyIIKa ¢ KPIOYKOBATBIM HOCOM.

Koneuno, octpoBa HeOvbIBaI0ii CTpaHbl CUJILHO PA3IMYAIOTCA.
Y I:xoHa, HaIpuMep, ObLaa JaryHa C JeTalIluMN Haj Hell ITu-
mamMu (JIaMUHTO, B KOTOPHIX OH cTpeasa. A y Maiikia, Tak Kak
OH OBLJI COBCEM MaJIEHBKUM, JIATYHBI JIeTaJau HaL daMuuro. [[3KoH
SKUJI B JIOAKEe, MIEPEBEPHYTO BBEPX AHOM Ha mecKax, Maikmg —
B BUTBaMe, a BeHU — B JoMe M3 CIIUTHIX BMECTE JUCTHEB. ¥ KO-
Ha He OBLIO Apyseii, y Maiikjia ApPy3bs MOABISAIUCHL IO HOUAM,
a y Bengu 6B BOJTUOHOK, OPOIIIEHHBIH POJUTEIIMU.

Bpemsa oT BpeMeHH! B CBOUX MYTEIIeCTBUAX IO yMaM JeTeil Muc-
cuc [lapauHT 00HAPY’KUBaJIa TO, YTO He MOTJIA MOHATH, U CAMBIM
o3aJauymBaOIUM ObLIO cI0BO «IIuTep». OHA He 3HaIa HUKAKOTO
ITutepa, a on 6611 B rosioBax JxoHa u Maiikjaa, Torga Kak y Ben-
I¥ UM Bce OBLIO mcImcaHo. MMs BbIZeJIAIOCH 0oJiee KPYIHBIMU
OyKBaMU Cpeau OCTAJIbHBIX CJIOB, 1, BCMATPUBAsACH B HETO, MUCCHC
JlapuHT YyBCTBOBAJa, UTO V HET'O AeP3KUIl BU.

— Ha, ITutep oueHs nepskuii, — npusHasa Bengu c coskase-
HUEM.

— Ho xT0 Ke oH, geTouKa?
— Ou ITurep IIsu, Mama, THI Ke 3HAEIIb.

Muccuc [dapnuHr He 3HAjNa, HO, IIOAYMaB O CBOEM JeTCTBE,
cpasdy BcuomHuiaa IIutepa IlsHa, KOTOPBIN, KaK TOBOPUIIU, *KWJI
y deii. B Te BpemeHna oHa BepuJsia B Hero, HO Tellepb, OyAydmM 3a-
MyKHeH u 6JaropasdyMHOI KeHIIIMHOM, COMHEBAJIach B €ro CyIIle-
CTBOBaHUU.

Muccuc [apjauHTr I0COBETOBAJIACh ¢ MUCTePOM JlapjinHroM, HO
TOT OTBETUJI C YJILIOKOI:

— 3alloOMHU MOU CJIOBA, — CKasaJl OH. — JTO KaKasa-To Yemyxa,
KOTOopyio BOMa uM B rooBbl Hana. OcTaBb, 1 Bce HMpOIET.



Peter Breaks Through

But it did not go away and soon the troublesome boy gave
Mrs. Darling quite a shock.

Some leaves of a tree had been found on the nursery floor,
which certainly were not there when the children went to bed.
Mrs. Darling was puzzling over them when Wendy said with
a tolerant smile:

“I do believe it is that Peter again!”

“What do you mean, Wendy?”

“It is so naughty of him not to wipe his feet,” Wendy said,
sighing. She was a tidy child.

She explained in a matter-of-fact way that Peter sometimes
came to the nursery in the night and sat on the foot of her bed

and played on his pipes to her. Unfortunately she never woke, so
she didn’t know how she knew, she just knew.

“What nonsense you talk, darling. No one can get into the
house without knocking.”

“I think he comes in by the window”.

“My love, it is three floors up.”

“Were not the leaves at the foot of the window, mother?”

It was true; the leaves had been found very near the window.

“My child,” the mother cried, “why did you not tell me of this
before?”

“I forgot,” said Wendy lightly. She was in a hurry to get her
breakfast.

Oh, surely Wendy had been dreaming.
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MuTep naget Hanponom

Ho 510 He mpo11yio: BCKOpe HECHOCHBIN MaJIbUHIIKA CUJIBHO Ha-
nyraJ muccuc Jlapyiusr.

OpHAKABI YTPOM Ha IOJY AETCKON MOABUJINCH CYXWe JIUCTh,
KOTOPBIX TaM TOYHO He OBLIO, KOTZA AETHU JOMKUJIUCH cnaTh. Muc-

cuc [lapauHT JJoMaja HajA 3TUM TOJIOBY, Korga Benau ckasaja co
CHUCXOOUTEJbHOM YJILIOKOI:

— 1 yBepena, sTo onars Ilurep!
— Y70 THI X0OUeIllb CKa3aTh, Beuau?

— Kak nypHO ¢ ero CTOPOHBI He BBLITEPETh HOT'M, — CKasaja
Benau, B3gpixas. OHa ObljIa akKKYypPaTHBIM pebeHKOM.

Kak meuro camo coboit pasymMeiIieecsa, OHa O6’I>5ICHI/IJIa, qTo
nHOoTrga II0 HOYaM HI/ITep IIPpUXoauJI B JETCKYIO, CaauJICd Ha KpPO-
BaThb y Hee B HOraX MW HI'DaJl Ha OYIOOUYKeE. K COXaJIEHNI0, OHa HU

pas3y He IIPOCHYJaCbh, TaK YTO HEIIOHATHO, OTKy/Ja OHAa 3TO 3HAaeT,
IIPDOCTO 3HaAET 1 BCe.

— Yo 3a epyHAY ThI TOBOPHIIL, Muaasd. HUKTO He MOKeT II0-
ImacTh B IOM, He IOCTY4YaB B ABEDPb.

— §1 nymato, OH BolleJ uyepe3 OKHO.

— JI1060Bb MOsI, 9TO K€ TPeTUil dTaK.

— A pasBe JuCTbA He JIeKaJIUu MOA OKHOM, Mama?

9to Oblia ImpaBaa, JUCTbSI O0OHAPYKUJIU IIPAMO 10T OKHOM.

— Hursa moe, — BOCKJUWKHYJIA MaMa, — HO IIOYeMYy ThI He CKa-
3aJjia MHe 06 3TOM paHbIIe?

— § zabnlma, — OGecmeuno orBetusaa Bengu. OHa Topommiach
K 3aBTPaKy.

O, HEeCOMHEHHO, BeH,III/I BC€ 9TO IIPUCHUJIOCH.

11



Peter Breaks Through

But, on the other hand, there were the leaves. Mrs. Darling
examined them very carefully; they were dry leaves, but she was
sure they did not come from any tree that grew in England.

Certainly Wendy had been dreaming.

But Wendy had not been dreaming, as the very next night
showed, the night on which the extraordinary adventures of these
children may be said to have begun.

On the night we speak of all the children were once more in
bed. It happened to be Nana’s evening off, and Mrs. Darling had
put them to bed and sung to them till one by one they had let go
her hand and slid away into the land of sleep.

All were looking so safe and comfortable that she smiled at
her fears and sat down calmly by the fire to sew.

The fire was warm and the nursery dimly lit by three night-
lights. Soon the sewing lay on Mrs. Darling’s lap. She was
asleep.

While she was dreaming the window of the nursery opened,
and a boy jumped on the floor. He was accompanied by a strange
light, no bigger than your fist, which rushed about the room like
a living thing and I think it must have been this light that woke
Mrs. Darling.

She started up with a cry, and saw the boy, and somehow she
knew at once that he was Peter Pan. He was a lovely boy, clad in
skeleton leaves, but the most charming thing about him was that
he had all his first teeth. When he saw she was a grown-up, he
gnashed the little pearls at her.



MuTep naget Hanponom

Ho, ¢ gpyroii cTOpoHBI, JUCThA Bce-Taku Obliu. Muccuc Hap-
JIVHT OYeHb TINATEeJIbHO UX HCCJIeNOBaja; TO OBLIUN CyXue JINCTHI,
HO OHA TOYHO 3HaJla — B AHIJINM TaKue Ha JepeBbAX HE PacTyT.

Koneuno sxe, Benau Bce mprCHUIOCH.

Ho 510 He 651710 cHOM BeHau, 4TO 1 HOATBEPANIOCH CIIeAyIoLe
JKe HOUbIO, TOI caMOii HOUbIO, KOTa, MOXXHO CKa3aTh, 1 HAYAJINCH
HeoObIualiHbIe IPUKJIIOUEeHNU JeTeil.

B HOUYB, 0 KOTOPOIT MBI TOBOPUM, BCe AETU CHOBA JIEXKAJIU B KPO-
BaTax. Cayumioch Tak, 4To y HoHBI TeM BeuepoM ObIJI BBIXOTHOI;
muccuc [lapjguHT UCKyIlajia JeTell U Ileja UM, IIOKa OHU, OAWH 3a
IPYTUM, OTIIYCTUB €€ PYKY, He YCKOJIb3HYJN B CTPaHy CHOB.

Bcee BBITVIAAEJI0O TAKUM 6e30macHBIM U YIOTHBIM, 4YTO OHa y.IIbIﬁ'
HYyJIaCh CBOMM CTpaxaM Hu CIIOKOIHO ceJia C IIUThEM Y KaMHHa.

OT OrHA IILJIO TEIJIO, ¥ JeTCKaA TYCKJIO OCBEIIAJIach TPEMS HOU-
HUKaMu. BcKope mImThe JeKajao Ha KojJgeHAX muccuc IlapJiuHr.
Ona ycuyJa.

Iloxa ona cmaJia, OKHO JeTCKO¥ paclIaxHyJOCh, 1 Ha II0JI CIIPLIT-
HYJI MaJIbUYUK. Ero cOImpoBOosK1a CTpaHHbINA OTOHEK — MaJIeHbKIUH,
He OoJibIlle Balero Kyjaaxka. OH MeTajcs 0 KOMHATe, KakK JKUBOM;
s TyMaio, HaBepHOe, STOT OTOHEK M pas0yamya Mmuccuc Japuur.

OHa mojcKouYMJia ¢ KPUKOM, yBHUJeJa MajJbUWKa U IIOUEMY-TO
cpasy moHsjaa, uTo 9To Ilutep IlsH. 9TO OBLI CIaBHBIN MAJIbUYHUK,
OIeThIli B a’KypHBIE JIUCTHA, HO CAMBIM BOCXUTUTEJLHBIM B HEM
OBLJIIO TO, UTO Y HEr0 COXPAHWJINCHL BCE MOJIOUHBLIE 3yObI. ¥YBUIEB
B3POCJIYIO JKEHIINHY, OH 3aCKPerKeTaJs Ha Hee CBOUMU KEeMUYKUH-
KaMu.



( hapter 2

The Shadow
TeHb

M rs. Darling screamed, and, as if in answer to a bell, the door
opened, and Nana entered. She growled and dashed at the
boy, who jumped lightly through the window. Again Mrs. Darling
screamed, this time in fear for him, she thought he was killed.
She ran down into the street, but he was not there; she looked up,
and she could see nothing.

She returned to the nursery, and found Nana with something
in her mouth, which happened to be the boy’s shadow. As he
jumped at the window Nana had closed it quickly, too late to catch
him, but his shadow had not had time to get out.

You may be sure Mrs. Darling examined the shadow carefully,
but it was quite the ordinary kind.

Nana had no doubt of what was the best thing to do with this
shadow. She hung it out at the window, thinking “He is sure to
come back for it; let us put it where he can get it easily without
disturbing the children.”

But unfortunately Mrs. Darling could not leave it hanging out
at the window, it was so like the washing and worsened the whole
look of the house. She thought of showing it to Mr. Darling, but
he was totting up winter coats for John and Michael, with a wet
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M uccuc JlapJuHT BCKPUKHYJIA, U, OYyATO B OTBET HA 3BOHOK, OT-
KpuliIach ABephb u Bolraa Hona. Oma 3apbeiuaja u Opocuiach
K MaJIbUUKY, KOTOPBIH JIETKO BBIMIPBITHYJ B OKHO. VI CHOBa Muccuc
Hapauur BCKPpUKHYJIA, HA 9TOT Pas UCIIYyraBIIKUCh 3a HEro, OHA pe-
minjaa, 4To MaJbuuK pasbuicsa. OHa cberkasa BHU3, Ha YJIUILY, HO
ero TaM He ObLIO; OHA IIOCMOTpEJIa BBEPX U HUUEro He yBHeJia.

Ona BepHyJIach B JETCKYI0 U oOHapyskuia tTam Hauy, Ta uTo-
TO JepsKajia B IaCTH, KaK BBIACHUJIOCh — TeHb Majbuuka. Korma
OH MOJCKOYMJI K OKHY, HoHa GBICTPO 0UyTHJIACH PAAOM, CIUIIKOM
MO3JHO, UTOOBI €r0 CXBATUTH, HO TeHb BHIPBATHCA HE yCIIeJia.

MoskeTe OBITh YBE€pEeHbl, MUCCHC HapJII/IHI‘ TIIIaTeJIbHO OCMOTpPE-
Jla TeHb, HO Ta OKasaJjach caMoii OOBIUYHOIA.

Y Houbl He OBLIO COMHEHUII B TOM, KaK JIydYIle IOCTYIUTh
¢ Terbo. OHa moBecuJia TeHb 3a OKHO, peruB: «OH 0043aTeIbHO 3a
Hell BepHEeTCH; IIyCTh OHA BUCUT TaM, I'ie OH JIeTKO ee JOCTAHeT, He
HODOECIIOKOUB IeTel».

Ho k coskanenunio, muccuc JlapJauHr He MOTJIa OCTABUTH TEHD BU-
CeTh 3a OKHOM, Ta ObLa CJUIIKOM IIOX0Ka Ha BRICTMPAHHOE Oejbe
u yxyamazia obmuit Bug noma. OHa nymajia IOKasaTh TeHb MUC-
Tepy HapJauHTy, HO TOT IOACUUTHIBAJ CTOMMOCTh 3MUMHUX IIAJIbTO
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The Shadow

towel around his head to keep his brain clear. It seemed a shame
to trouble him; besides, she knew exactly what he would say: “It
all comes of having a dog for a nurse.”

She decided to roll the shadow up and put it away in a drawer,
until a fitting opportunity came for telling her husband.

The opportunity came a week later, on that unforgettable Fri-
day. Of course it was a Friday.

“I ought to have been specially careful on a Friday,” she used
to say afterwards to her husband, while Nana was on the other
side of Mrs. Darling, holding her hand.

“No, no,” Mr. Darling always said, “I am responsible for it all.
I, George Darling, did it.”

They sat thus night after night remembering that fatal Fri-
day, till every detail of it was stamped on their brains.

“If only I had not accepted that invitation to dine at 27,”
Mrs. Darling said.

“If only I had not poured my medicine into Nana’s bowl,” said
Mr. Darling.

“If only I had pretended to like the medicine,” was what
Nana’s wet eyes said.

Then one or more of them would break down; Nana at the
thought, “It’s true, it’s true, they ought not to have had a dog
for a nurse.” Many a time Mr. Darling put the handkerchief to
Nana’s eyes.

“That fiend!” Mr. Darling cried, and Nana’s bark was the echo
of it. But Mrs. Darling never blamed Peter; there was something
in the right-hand corner of her mouth that wanted her not to call
Peter names.
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TeHb

i Isxona u Matikiia, 06epHYB I'OJIOBY BJIAXKHBIM IIOJIOTEHIIEM IJIA
sAcHocTu yMa. Kasajmoch HeyIOOHBIM ero 6eCIIOKOUTh, ¥ TIOTOM, OHA
TOYHO 3HAJIA, YTO OH OTBETHUT: «Bce oTTOro, 4To y Hac B HAHBKAX
cobaka».

OHa pelmia CBePHYTb T€Hb U yOpaTh ee B KOMOJ O Te€X IIOP,
IIoKa He IpeACcTaBUTCA INOAXOAAINUIT caydail pacckasaTb o Hel
MYXKY.

Ciryuaii mpencTaBuUJICS HeJeslel 03e, B Ty He3a0BEeHHYIO IIAT-
uuny. Komeuno, 510 Obljia IATHAIIA.

— MHe ciegoBaJio OBITH 0COOEHHO BHUMATEIbHOM B IIATHUILY, —
TOBOPUJIA OHA BIIOCJEACTBUH MYXKY, B TO BpeMda Kax HoHa cupmeia
10 APYTYIO CTOPOHY OT Muccuc JlapjuHr, Jep:ka ee 3a PyKy.

— Her, HeT, — oTBeuas Bcerga Mmuctep JlapguHr, — 9TO I HeCy
OTBETCTBEHHOCTH 3a Bce. 1, [:kopmk [lapauHT, 9TO HATBOPUJI.

Taxk oHM cuaesn KasKIblIi Beuep, BCIIOMUHAaA Ty POKOBYIO IIAT-
HUIYy, IIOKa BCe ee HO,HpOﬁHOCTI/I He OoTIIedvaTaJIiChb B UX I'0OJIOBaXx.

— Ecau O6bI TOJIBKO A He IPUHSAIA IPUIJIAIICHNE Ha YKUH B
JIOM HOMED ABAAIlaTh CEMb, — TOBOPHUJA MHuCCUC J[[apJIUHT.

— Ecau 6bI TOJMBKO S He HAJNUJI CBOE JIEKApCTBO B MUCKY
Hbsub1, — roBopusa mucrep lapauHr.

— Eciu ToMbKO GBI 1 MPUTBOPUIACE, UTO MHE HPABUTCS 9TO Jie-
KapCTBO, — TFOBOPUJIN BJIasKHBIE riasza HoHEI.

3areM 0OBIUHO KTO-TO OAMH M3 HUX He BbIAep:kuBaJ; HoHa mpu
MBICIHN: «ITO IIpaBja, IpaBAa, He CJIeSOBAJO UM OpaTh cobaxKy B
HAHbKU». 1 He pa3 mucrtep HapJuHT npuUKJaabIBaJI HOCOBOH mJa-
TOK K ryiasam HaHBI.

— Kaxoit merogaii! — BckpukuBaja mucrep Hapiawer, u Jjgai
Hsubr or3niBasica emy sxom. Ho muccuc lapiamHr HUKOTZA HeE
yuperasia Ilutepa; uTo-TO B IpaBOM YTrOJIKE €€ PTa He AaBajo el
003BIBATH €T0.
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The Shadow

They sat there in the empty nursery, recalling every detail of
that terrible evening. It had begun so uneventfully, like a hun-
dred other evenings. Nana put on the water for Michael’s bath and
carried him to it on her back.

“I won’t go to bed,” he had shouted, “I won’t, I won’t. Nana, it
isn’t six o’clock yet. I shan’t love you any more, Nana. I tell you
I won’t be bathed, I won’t, I won’t!”

Then Mrs. Darling had come in, wearing her white evening-
gown. She had dressed early because Wendy so loved to see her in
her evening-gown, with the necklace George had given her. She
was wearing Wendy’s bracelet on her arm. Wendy loved to lend
her bracelet to her mother.

She had found her two older children playing at being herself
and father on the occasion of Wendy’s birth, and John was saying:

“I am happy to inform you, Mrs. Darling, that you are now
a mother,” in just such a tone as Mr. Darling himself may have
used.

Wendy had danced with joy, just as the real Mrs. Darling
must have done.

Then John was born, with the pomp that he imagined due to
the birth of a male. Michael came from his bath to ask to be born
also, but John said brutally that they did not want any more.

Michael had nearly cried. “Nobody wants me,” he said, and of
course the lady in the evening-dress could not stand that.

“I do,” she said, “I so want a third child.”

“Boy or girl?” asked Michael, not too hopefully.

“Boy.”
18



TeHb

OHU cumeau B IYCTOH AEeTCKOM, BCIOMMHAA KaKIYIO IEeTasb
TOTO y:KacHOTO Beuepa. OH HAaUajiCsI COBEPIIEHHO OOBIMEHHO, KaK
COTHU IPYrux BeuepoB. HoHa BKJOUMIA BOLY, UTOOLI HaOpaTh
BOIBI M Kynauusa Maiikjia, ¥ IToHecJa ero Tyjaa Ha CIIMHE.

— § He moiigy cmaTh, — BommJ oH. — He moiigy, He OUAY.
Hbomua, eme HeT mrectu 4dacoB. S Goibilie He Gyay J0OUTH TeOsd,
Hbsua. I'oBopio Tebe, s He OyAy KyIaTbCs, He O6yay, He Oyny!

3arem Boiiia muccuc JlapauHr B 6esiom BeuepHeM miaaTbe. OHa
ofiesach MOpaHbIlle, IOTOMY uTO BeHiu 00MIa CMOTPETh Ha MaMy
B BeuepHEeM ILIaThe C O)KepesbeM, KoTopoe momapui eit [[3Kopaxk.
Ha pyxe y Hee 0bL1 Gpaciaer Bergu. Benam sobuia ogamkuBaTh
CBO#1 GpacjierT MaTepu.

OHa yBUZeJia JBYX CBOUX CTApPIIUX AeTell, N300paskaioiniux ee
caMy M OTIIa II0 cJayd4aro pokaeHus Benau, [:KOH rOBOPHMII:

— CuactyiuB coo0IIUThL BaM, Muccuc JlapJauHr, Tenepsb BBI CTa-
JI MaTepblo, — TOYHO TAKWUM Ke TOHOM, KaKUM CKasaj Obl caM
muctep apausr.

Benpu sansnscaisa oT pafocTy, TOYHO TaK Ke, KAK U CIeJ0BaJIO
Hacrodalleit muccuc [apausr.

3arem pogmiicsa [[»KOH, ¢ TBIIIIHOCTHIO, KOTOPYIO OH BOOOpaKaJ
mogobaroIeil posKIeHNI0 MYKUMHBI. MaliKJ BBIIIE] U3 BaHHON U
TOKe MOIPOCUJICA POAUTHCA, HA UTO [2KOH Irpy00 OTBETUJI, YTO UM
00JIbIlIe HUKOTO He HYsKHO.

Maiika 4yTh He pacILiaKaJcs.
— § HUKOMY He HYKeH, — CKasaJj OH, U, KOHEUYHO Ke, Jeaun
B BeUepPHEM ILIaThe He MOIJIA dTOTO BbIHECTH.

— MHe HYKeH, — CKasaJjla OHa, — f TaK X0Uy TPEeTLero pe-
OeHKa.

— Mausbuuka uiu geBouky? — cupocus Maiikia 6e3 oco6oii Ha-
eI IBL.

— Maasunka.
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The Shadow

Then he had thrown himself into her arms. Such a little thing,
but not so little if that was to be Michael’s last night in the nursery.

They go on with their memories.

“It was then that I rushed in like a tornado, wasn’t it?”
Mr. Darling said, despising himself.

Perhaps there was some excuse for him. He, too, had been
dressing for the party, and all had gone well with him until he
came to his tie. It is a strange thing to tell, but this man, though
he knew about stocks and shares, had no real mastery of his tie.
Sometimes the thing gave up to him without a contest, but there
were occasions when it would have been better for the house if he
had swallowed his pride and used a made-up tie.

This was such an occasion. He came rushing into the nursery
with the little beast of a tie in his hand.

“What is the matter, father, dear?”

“Matter!” he yelled; he really yelled. “This tie, it will not tie.”
His voice became dangerously sarcastic. “It will not tie round my
neck! Oh yes, twenty times I have made it up round the bed-post,
but round my neck, no! Oh dear no!”

He thought Mrs. Darling was not impressed enough, and he
went on strictly, “I warn you, that unless this tie is round my
neck we don’t go out to dinner tonight. And if I don’t go out to
dinner, I never go to the office again, and if I don’t go to the of-
fice again, you and I starve, and our children will be thrown into
the streets.”

Even then Mrs. Darling was calm. “Let me try, dear,” she said,
and indeed that was what he had come to ask her to do. With her
nice cool hands she tied his tie for him, while the children stood
around to see their fate decided. He thanked her carelessly, at
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TeHb

Torma oH KMHYJICS B ee 00baTusA. TaKkoil IyCcTAK, HO TOJIBKO €CJIu
He IyMaTh, YTO 3TO OBLI mocaenuuit Beuep Maiikja B JeTCKOI.

Onn IIPOJOJIXKAJIN BCIIOMHUHATD.

— 9T0 OBLIO TOTAA, KOTZA s BOPBAJICA KaK yparaH, ga? — CKa-
3aj1 mucTep JapiauHr, mpesupas cels.

IToxxanyit, ero MmoxkHO ompasaaTh. OH TOXKe oJeBaJicA B roc-
TH, 1 Bce OBLIO IJIagKO IO TeX IIOpP, ITOKAa He MOILIO A0 TaJICTyKa.
CtpanHO 00 3TOM TOBOPUTH, HO OH, XOTh 1 3HAJI BCe 00 aKIUAX U
KamuTajaxX, He YMeJ HO-HACTOAIIEMY YIPaBIATBCSI CO CBOMM IaJ-
ctyxkoM. MlHOTIa 5Ta Bellb IOoAfaBajiack eMy 0e3 00pbObI, HO B He-
KOTOPBIX CIAYUYaAX IJIs BCeX AJOMOUYAAIEB ObIIO ObI JIYUIIlE, €CJIU ObI
OH IIPOTJIOTHJI CBOIO TOPJIOCTD ¥ BOCIHOJIb30BAJICH YiKe 3aBI3AHHBIM
TaJICTYKOM.

To 6b11 Kak pas Takoi caydai. OH B6eKAT B JETCKYIO C 9TUM
MaJIeHbKUM TaJICTYKOM-UyJZOBUIIEM B PYKe.

— YT0-TO CIAYUYNIOCH, HATIOUKA, JOPOTOM?

— Cayuniaocs! — 3aBOINJI OH; OH JEMCTBUTEIHHO BOIMJI. —
ITOT rajiCcTyK, OH He 3aBA3BIBAETCS.

B ero rosoce mosiBuIach OrnacHas MPOHUS.

— Ou He 3aBA3bIBaeTCs BOKPyT moeii mien! Hy ga, aBagmats pas
Y MEeHs MOJIYYHJIOCH 3aBA3aTh BOKPYI CTOJIOMKA KPOBATH, HO BOK-
pyr 1reu Het! O, 60xxe, HeT!

OH pemnj, YTO He MIPOW3BesJ Ha Muccuc I[apjJuHT TOJKHOTO
BIIEYATJIEHUSA, U CTPOTO ITPOJOJIIKUII:

— Ilpegynpe:xkaaio Tebsi, €CJu 3TOT TAJCTYK He OKaKeTcs Ha
Moeli Iiee, MBI He IOWJEeM CerogHs BeuepoM B TOCTU HA YyKUH.
U ecnu s He moIAy Ha Y:KUH, S HUKOrJa He BEPHYCh Ha CIYKOY,
U ecJu i He BEPHYCh Ha CJIYKO0y, MBI ¢ TOOOII yMpeM C T'OJIOAY,
a HaAIW AeTH OyAyT BHIOPOIIEHBI Ha YJIUILY.

W naxe Torma muccuc IlapiMHT ocTaBajiach CIIOKOMHOI.

— ITo3Bosb MHE ITOIPOOOBaTh, MUJIBII, — CKas3ajia OHa, 1, pa-
3yMeeTcs, 3TO OBLIO UMEHHO TO, O UeM OH ee Impocuy. CBOMMU TOH-
KMMU TIPOXJAAHLIMH PYKaMM OHA IIOBSA3ajia €My TajiCTyK, IIOKa
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The Shadow

once forgot his rage, and in another moment was dancing round
the room with Michael on his back.

The gaiety had ended with the appearance of Nana, and most
unluckily Mr. Darling ran into her, covering his trousers with
hairs. They were not only new trousers, but they were the first
he had ever had with braid on them. He had had to bite his lip to
stop the tears coming. Of course Mrs. Darling cleaned him, but
he began to talk again about it being a mistake to have a dog for
a nurse.

“George, Nana is a treasure.”

“No doubt, but I have an uneasy feeling at times that she con-
siders the children as puppies.”

“Oh no, dear, I feel sure she knows they have souls.”

“I wonder,” Mr. Darling said thoughtfully, “I wonder.” His
wife felt that it was an opportunity for telling him about the boy.
At first he smiled at the story, but he became thoughtful when
she showed him the shadow.

“It is nobody I know,” he said, examining it carefully, “but it
does look like he is a fiend.”

“We were still discussing it, you remember,” says Mr. Dar-
ling, “when Nana came in with Michael’s medicine. You will nev-
er carry the bottle in your mouth again, Nana, and it is all my
fault.”

He was a strong man, but there is no doubt that he had be-
haved rather foolishly over the medicine. If he had a weakness, it
was for thinking that all his life he had taken medicine bravely,
and so now, when Michael turned his face away from the spoon
in Nana’s mouth, Mr. Darling had said reprovingly, “Be a man,
Michael.”

22



TeHb

JIeTU CTOSLIN BOKPYT ¥ CMOTPEJIN, KaK pellaeTca ux cyabba. OH He-
OpesxHO mmobJsiaromapul ee, cpasy 1o3abbIB O CBOeM I'HeBe, U Uepes
MTI'HOBeHUE KPY'KUJI I10 KOMHAaTe B TaHie ¢ MaiikjioM Ha cIuHe.

Becenbe 3akoHUUIOCH ¢ moABJeHUeM HaHbI: Muctep Hapiauar
COBEPIIIEHHO HEKCTATU C HEHM CTOJKHYJICS, IIOCJIE UeTO ero OPIoKU
TMMOKPBLINCH IMIEPCTHI0. JITO OLLIM HE IIPOCTO HOBbIE OPIOKM, a Iep-
BbIe B €r0 JKU3HU OPIOKM C TecbMOi. EMy IpHIILIOCH 3aKyCUTH
ry0y, 4TOGBI OCTAHOBUTH IIOJACTYIAIONIINE CJIe3bl. KOHeUHO, MUCCHC
Hapauur mouncTtuia OPIOKM, HO OH OIATH 3aBeJI PA3TOBOP O TOM,
Kakas 9To omubKa — Jep:KaTh c00aKy B HAHBKAX.

— I:xopmk, Hoxa mpocTo coKpoBuUirie.

— HecomueHHO, HO BpeMeHaMU MeHsS 0eCIIOKOUT MBICJIb, UTO
OHAa CUHMTAaeT AeTel MIeHATaMH’.

— Ax, Her, mOporoi, s yBepeHa, OHa 3HAET, YTO Y HUX €CThb
IYIIIN.

— CoMHeBaioChb, — IIPON3HEC MHUCTEP ,uap.J'II/IHI‘ 3ayM4YnBO, —
COMHEBAIOCh.

Ero :xena IIOYyBCTBOBaJia, UTO IIpeACTaBUJICA cnyqaﬁ pacckKa-
3aTh 0 MasbunKe. CHauaja OH OTHEcCCS K 9TOit HCTOPUU HACMEIIlJIN-
BO, HO IMpu3agyMaJiCd, Korjga oHa IIoKas3aJia eMy TE€Hb.

— {1 He 3Ha0, KTO 3TO, — CKas3ajg OH, TINATEJbLHO H3y4YUB
TeHb, — HO, IIOXO0JKe, OH HEeroisi.

— M= Kak pas o0Cy:KIajau 3Ty T€Hb, MOMHUIIL, — TOBOPHUT
muctep Hapausr, — xKorga Bouwia HoHa ¢ sekapcTBoM miia Maii-
KJa. TbI GoJbIlle HUKOTAA He OyJellb HOCUTH JIEKapCTBa B MACTH,
Hbshua, aTO Bce MOsA BUHA.

OH 6Bl CHUJIBHBIM UYeJIOBEKOM, HO 0e3 COMHEHWUil, ¢ TeM Jie-
KapcTBOM OH IMoBeJ cebs AOBOJBHO Tyyno. Ecau u Oblia y HeEro
cJ1aboCcTh, TaK TOJBKO B TOM, UTO OH IIoJiaraj, OyATO BCIO 'KMU3Hb
OH MY:KECTBEHHO ITHJI JieKapCcTBa, M Korga MaiKJ OTBepHYJCSA OT
JIOKKY, KOTOPYIO IoAHecsa eMy B mactu Haua, mucrep apaumur
YKOPU3HEHHO CKasaJ:

— Bynap my:kumHoOit, MaiikJ.
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The Shadow

“Won’t; won’t!” Michael cried naughtily.

“Michael, when I was your age I took medicine without a mur-
mur. I said, ‘Thank you, kind parents, for giving me medicine to
make we well’.”

He really thought this was true, and Wendy believed it also,
and she said, to encourage Michael, “That medicine you some-
times take, father, is much nastier, isn’t it?”

“Ever so much nastier,” Mr. Darling said bravely, “and I would
take it now as an example to you, Michael, if I hadn’t lost the
bottle.”

He had not exactly lost it; he simply had hidden it on the top
of the wardrobe at night. What he did not know was that Liza had
found it, and put it back on his washstand.

“I know where it is, father,” Wendy cried, always glad to be of
service. “I’ll bring it,” and she went off before he could stop her.
Immediately his spirits left in the strange way.

“John,” he said, shaking, “it’s most beastly stuff. It’s that
nasty, sticky, sweet kind.”

“It will soon be over, father,” John said cheerfully, and then
Wendy rushed in with the medicine in a glass.

“Michael first,” father said stubbornly.
“Father first,” said Michael, who had a suspicious nature.

“I shall be sick, you know,” Mr. Darling said threateningly.

“Come on, father,” said John.
“Hold your tongue, John,” his father screamed out.

Wendy was puzzled. “I thought you took it quite easily, fa-
ther.”
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TeHb

— He 6yny, He 6yay, — KampusHo Kpuuaa MaikJ.

— Matiiki, Korga s ObII B TBOEM BO3pacTe, S IPUHUMAJ Je-
KapcTBa 6e3pomoTHo. f ropopui: «Coacubo, 1o00pble POAUTEIN, BbI
IaeTe MHE JI€KapCTBO, UTOOBI s IIOIPABUJICS» .

OH meiicTBUTEIBLHO BePUJI, UTO TaK u Oblio. VI Bengu Toske Be-
puia, oHA cKasaJia, YTOOBI moaboaApuTh Maiikia:

— To JexapcTBO, KOTOPOE Thl MHOTa IPUHUMAaeIIhb, IIalouKa,
OHO eIlle IPOTUBHEee, Ipasaa?

— Topasgo mpoTuBHEe, — CMeJIO OTBeTUI MucTtep Jlapauur, —
A ObI IPUHSAJ ero ceiiuac, uToOLI IMOKa3aTh Tebe mpumep, Maiiki,
ecyi OBl He IOTEPSAJ IY3bIPEK.

He To 4TOOBI OH €r0 IIOTEPSJ, IPOCTO KAK-TO HOUBIO OH CIPATAJ
ero Ha mKady. OH elie He 3HAJ, YTO JIM3a HaIlJa IMy3bIPEK U II0-
cTaBUJIa ero 00paTHO Ha YMBIBaJbHUK.

— ¥ sHmaro, rme oHO, mama, — BCKPUKHYJa BeHam, Bcerga ro-
TOBadA YCAY:KUTh. — §I mpuHecy ero, — um y0e)kaja, ITOKa OH He
ycIieJl ee OCTaHOBUTL. ToTuac ke MY:KeCTBO CTPAHHBIM 00pasoM
eTo MMOKUHYJIO.

— J»xoH, — cKasaJ OH, B3JparuBas, — 3TO caMas IPOTUBHAS
mTyka Ha cBere. Takas ragkas, JUOKas, CJOagKasd.

— CKOpO BCe 3aKOHUWTCS, Iama, — 00aApo oTBeTUa JKOH, U
TYT BJieTeJia BeHIu ¢ JIeKapCcTBOM B CTaKaHE.

— MaiiKJ mepBbIii, — CKas3aJl OTell YIPAMO.
— ITama nepBBIil, — OTBeTUJ HeJOBepUUBLIA Maiiki.

— MeusaA CTOITHUT, THI 3HAEIb, — CKaszajy Mucrtep lapiauur c
YI'PO3OIA.

— Hy ke, nana, — ckasaJj [[’KoH.
— Ilpunep:ku A3BIK, [[KOH, — KPUKHYJ Ha HETO OTeIl.

Bengu 6nl1a o3amauena.
— § gymana, THI IIbEIIb €T0 COBEPIIIEHHO CIOKOWHO, IIala.
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The Shadow

“That is not the point,” he answered. “The point is, that there
is more in my glass than in Michael’s spoon.” His proud heart was
near to explosion. “And it isn’t fair: I would say it though it was
with my last breath; it isn’t fair.”

“Father, I am waiting,” said Michael coldly.

“It’s all very well to say you are waiting; so am I waiting.”

“Father’s a coward.”

“So are you a coward.”

“I’m not frightened.”

“Neither am I frightened.”

“Well, then, take it.”

“Well, then, you take it.”

Wendy had a brilliant idea. “Why not both take it at the same
time?”

“Certainly,” said Mr. Darling. “Are you ready, Michael?”

Wendy said the words, one, two, three, and Michael took his
medicine, but Mr. Darling hid his behind his back.

There was a yell of rage from Michael, and Wendy exclaimed
“0 father!”

“What do you mean by ‘O father’?” Mr. Darling asked. “Stop
that noise, Michael. I meant to take mine, but I missed it.”

The way all the three were looking at him was dreadful. “Look
here, all of you,” he said, as soon as Nana had gone into the bath-
room. “I have just thought of a brilliant joke. I shall pour my
medicine into Nana’s bowl, and she will drink it, thinking it is
milk!”

26



TeHb

— He B sTOM €0, — OTBEeTHJ OH. — [lesio B TOM, UTO B MOEM
craxame 0oJbIlle, UeM B JoKKe y Maiikaa. — Ero ropmoe cepmiie
OBLIO TOTOBO pasopBaThbcia. — M 9TO HeUECTHO, s IMIOBTOPUJ OBI,
JasKke UCIIyCKas MOCJeIHUH B3I0X: 9TO HEUECTHO.

— Ilama, a KAy, — XOJIOZHO cKasaJy ManKJI.

— Teb6e xopoiiio roBoputTh: «f xay». Tak u g EKOy.

— Ilama — Tpyec.

— TsI cam TpycC.

— §1 ze 6oroCh.

— W a ue 6010Ch.

— Xopol11o, Torga BEIIEH ero.

— Xopo1ro, TorAa ThI BBITIEHN €ro.

B rosnosy Benau nmpuriinia 6JectAiias uaes:
— ITouemy GBI BaM He BBIIIUTH OJHOBPEMEHHO?

— Koneuno, — ckazau mucrep dapauar. — Tsl rotoB, Maiika?

Beupgu cocumTasa: pas, gBa, Tpu, — MalKJ BBIINWJI JIEKAPCTBO,
a mucrep Hapauur cupsaTaa cBoe 3a CIIUHY.

Maiika ucIycTUJI APOCTHBIN BOIJIb, a BeHaAM BOCKJIMKHYJIA:
— Ax, nmamna!

— Yro sHauuT: «Ax, mama»? — cupocus muctep apauuar. —
IIpexkpatu mymers, Maiikia. §I cobmpasica OPUHATL CBOe JeKap-
CTBO, HO He ycCIeJ.

Bo B3ramsamax Bcex TPOMX UUTAJCS YyKac.

— IlocaymaiiTe, geTu, — CKasaj OH, KakK TOoJbKO HaHa BuIIIa
B BaHHYI0. — §I TOJBKO UTO OmpUAYyMAaJ 3aMedyaTeJbHYIO ITYTKY.
§1 HaabIO cBOE JIeKapcTBO B MUCKY HoHBI, 1 0Ha BbLIaKaeT ero, ay-
Mas, YTO 3TO MOJIOKO!
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The Shadow

It was the colour of milk; but the children did not have their
father’s sense of humour, and they looked at him with disapproval
as he poured the medicine into Nana’s bowl. “What fun!” he said
doubtfully, and they did not dare uncover him when Mrs. Darling
and Nana returned.

“Nana, good dog,” he said, patting her, “I have put a little
milk into your bowl, Nana.”

Nana wagged her tail, ran to the medicine, and began drink-
ing it. Then she gave Mr. Darling such a look, not an angry look:
she showed the tears, and crept into her kennel.

Mr. Darling was frightfully ashamed of himself, but he did
not give up. In a horrible silence Mrs. Darling smelt the bowl.
“O George,” she said, “it’s your medicine!”

“It was only a joke,” he cried, while she comforted her boys,
and Wendy held Nana. “Much good,” he said bitterly, “I’m wear-
ing myself to the bone trying to be funny in this house.”

And still Wendy held Nana. “That’s right,” he shouted. “Hold
her! Nobody holds me. Oh dear no! I am only the breadwinner, why
should I be held — why, why, why!”

“George,” Mrs. Darling begged him, “not so loud; the servants
will hear you.” Somehow they called Liza the servants.

“Let them!” he answered carelessly. “Let the whole world.
But I won’t allow that dog to lord it in my nursery for an hour
longer.”

The children cried, and Nana ran to him beggarly, but he
waved her back. He felt he was a strong man again. “The place
for you is the yard, and you’ll be tied up there this instant,” he
cried.
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TeHb

JlekapcTBO GBLIO O€JIBIM, KaK MOJIOKO, HO Yy JeTeil OTCyTCTBO-
BaJIO OTI[OBCKOE YYBCTBO I0MODPA, ¥ IIOTOMY OHU OCY3KJAOIIe CMOT-
pesu, KaK OH HaJMBAaJ JIEKapCcTBO B MUCKY HoHEI.

— Bor 3a6aBHO! — cKa3aj OH ¢ COMHEHUEM, 1 OHU He IIOCMEeJN
pasobauuTh ero, Korga BepHyauchk muccuc Japauur u Hona.

— Hbomua, xoporas cobaka, — CKasaj OH, HOIVIAXKHBAS ee, —
s HaAJWJ HEeMHOTO MOJIOKA B TBOIO MUCKY, HoHa.

Hbua 3aBusisisia XBOCTOM, IToA0eKaIa K JIEKapPCTBY U Havaja Jia-
KaTh. 3aTeM OHA TaK IOCMOTpesa Ha mMucrepa JlapauHra... HET, He
CepPAUTO: y Hee BBICTYIINUJIN CJIe3hbl, ¥ OHA YIIOJ3JIa B CBOIO KOHYDY.

Muctepy JapauHTy ObLIO Y3KAaCHO CTBIAHO, HO OH He CAABAJICH.
B :xyTKOI TuIuHe Muccuc JapiauHr IOoHIOXaJaa MUCKY.
— Ax, I>xopask, — CKal3ajJ OHa, — 9TO JKe TBOe JIEeKapCTBO!

— 910 6bLTa BCEro JUINL IITyTKa, — KPUYaJ OH, IMOKa MaMma
ycIokamBajia MaJbuUKOB, a Benau oonumasia Hoamy.

— QueHb XOPOIIIO, — CKA3aJI OH C TOPEUbI0, — i JIe3y U3 KOMKH,
cTapasich, YTOOBI B JoMe OBIIO BeceJio.

A Bennu Bce oonuMmasa Hamy.

— IlpaBusnbHO, — 3aKpuuan oH. — O6HUMAa ee! MeHA HUKTO
He obamMaetr. O 6o:xe, HeT! {1 Bcero JUITL KOPMUJIEI], 3aUeM MeHs
00HMMATDL, 3a4eM, 3auem!

— M»xopmK, — B3MoJuIach Muccuc [fapauHr, — He TaK I'POM-
KO, CJIyT'M yCJIBIIIAT.
ITouemy-TO OHU HaswIBau JIU3y «CayraMm».

— Hy u nycts! — oTBetun on 6ecneuno. — Ilycts Bech Mup
capimuT. Ho s GoJibIlle He TO3BOJIIO 3TOH cobake XO3AMHUYATD
B MOeli eTCKOM HU MUHYTHI!

Hetu 3ammakanu, Haona mogbeskana K HEMY C YMOJISIOITUM BHU-
oM, HO OH OT Hee oTMaxHyJicaA. OH CHOBa UyBCTBOBAJ ce0sI HACTO-
ANUM MYKUUTHOMU.

— TBoe MecTO BO BOpe, U ThI OyAeINib MPUBSI3aHa TaM TOTYAC
JKe, — BOCKJUKHYJI OH.
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The Shadow

“George, George,” Mrs. Darling whispered, “remember what
I told you about that boy.”

Alas, he would not listen. He was determined to show who was
master in that house. He lured Nana out of the kennel with nice
words, and pulled her from the nursery. He was ashamed of him-
self, and yet he did it. When he had tied her up in the backyard,
the unhappy father went and sat in the corridor, with his hands
to his eyes.

In the meantime Mrs. Darling had put the children to bed in
unusual silence and lit their night-lights.

Mrs. Darling went to the window. It was securely closed. She
looked out, and the night sky was peppered with stars. A nameless
fear clutched at her heart and made her cry, “Oh, how I wish that
I wasn’t going to a party tonight!”

She went from bed to bed singing to them, and little Michael
put his arms round her. “Mother,” he said, “I’m glad of you.”
They were the last words she was to hear from him for a long
time.

No. 27 was only a few yards distant, but there had been
a slight fall of snow, and Father and Mother Darling picked their
way over it with caution not to stain their shoes. They were the
only persons in the street, and all the stars were watching them.
Stars are beautiful, but they may not take part in anything, they
must just look on. They are not really friendly to Peter, who had
a mischievous way of stealing up behind them and trying to blow
them out; but they are so fond of fun that they were on his side
tonight, and they were impatient to get the grown-ups out of the
way. So as soon as the door of 27 closed on Mr. and Mrs. Darling
there was an excitement in the firmament, and the smallest of all
the stars in the Milky Way screamed out:

“Now, Peter!”



TeHb

— Ixopmex, sKopask, — mporlenrana muccuc HapawHr, —
BCIIOMHU, YTO A TeOe TOBOPUJIA O TOM MaJbUuKe.

VBB, OH U cayinaTh He craj. OH peIlIuTeJabHO OBII HACTPOEH
IOKasaTh, KTO B JoMe x03AuH. OH BeiMauua Hany us 6yaKM JIaCKO-
BBIMU CJIOBAMU ¥ BBIBOJIOK ee m3 geTcKoil. OH cThiguicA cam cebd,
¥ BCe paBHO Tak moctymnui. IIpuBsasaB Houy Ha 3agmeMm mgBope, He-
CUACTHBIN OTeIl CeJI B KOPUAOPE U 3aKPELI IIa3a PYKaMMU.

Tem BpeMeHeM Muccuc lapjauHr yjaosKujia AeTed craTh B He-
OPUBBIYHOMN TUIIMHE U 3aKTJIa HOUHUKU.

Muccuc [apauHTr mogonia K oKHy. OHO OBLJIO MJIOTHO 3aKPhI-
To. OHa BBIMVIAHYyJa, HOUHOe He0O ychimanum 3Be3abl. CMyTHBIN
CTpax CXKaJj ed cepAlle U 3aCTABUJ BOCKJIUKHYTH:

— Ax, Kak Xe MHe He XOUeTCA UATHU CEeTOAHA B roctu!

Omna o0oryia KpOBaTKM JeTeli, HameBas UM, U MAJbIII MalKi
00XBaTUJI ee pyKaMu:

— Mama, — ckasaJy oH, — a Tak Tebe pan!

ITH CJIOBA CTAJIU IIOCAEIHNMY, KOTOPLIE OHA YCJIBIIIIAJIA OT HETro
mepes HOJTOU Pa3JIyKON.

oM HoMep ABaAllaTh CeMb OBLI BCETO B HECKOJbKUX ApAaX,
HO IIIeJI JJeTKUH CHEKOK, M MaMa 1 mnama [[apJuHru IpoKJagblBa-
Ju cebe MyTh OCTOPOXKHO, UTOOLI He 3alavyKaTh 00yBb. OHU OBIIU
eIMHCTBeHHBIMH MPOXOXKUMHU HAa YJIUIlE, U BCe 3Be3Abl HAOIIONAIN
3a HUMU. 3Be3Abl IPeKPacHbl, HO OHU He MOT'YT HU B UE€M Y4acCTBO-
BaTh, UM IIOJIOKEHO TOJILKO HaOonaTh. Henb3sa ckasaTh, YTO OHU
IPy:Keaio6HO oTHOCATCA K IluTepy, KOTOPHIH OasioBaicsa, HOAKPa-
ILIBAsiCh K HUM C3aJM U IBITAACh UX 3a4yTh; HO OHU TAK JIIOOAT
BeceJibe, UTO B TY HOYb BCTAJM Ha €ro CTOPOHY U C HeTepIeHWeM
JKIaJIM, TIOKa B3POCJble YUAYT mpoub. M KaK TOJBKO OBEpPH AoMa
HOMep ABaAllaTh CeMb 3aKPhLIach 3a MUCTEPOM U Muccuc [lapjauHr,
Ha HeOOCBOJE MOAHAJIOCH BOJHEHNUE, a caMasd MajleHbKas M3 BCeX
3Be3n Mieunoro Ilytu KpukHyIa:

— Ilopa, ITurep!



( hapter 3

Come Away, Come Away!
B nyTb-mopory!

F or a moment after Mr. and Mrs. Darling left the house the
night-lights by the beds of the children continued to burn
clearly. Then Wendy’s light blinked and gave a yawn, the other
two yawned also, and before they closed their mouths all the three
went out.

There was another light in the room now, a thousand times
brighter than the night-lights. In the time we have taken to say
this, it had been in all the drawers in the nursery, went through
the wardrobe and turned every pocket inside out, looking for Pe-
ter’s shadow. It was not really a light; this light was made by
quick flashing about, but when it came to rest for a second you
saw it was a fairy, no longer than your hand. It was Tinker Bell
elegantly dressed in a skeleton leaf, through which her figure
could be seen to the best advantage.

A moment after the fairy’s entrance the window was blown
open by the breathing of the little stars, and Peter flied in. He
had carried Tinker Bell part of the way, and his hand was messy
with the fairy dust.

“Tinker Bell,” he called softly, after making sure that the
children were asleep, “Tink, where are you?” She was in a jug
for the moment, and liking it very much; she had never been in
a jug before.
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1le MUHYTY IIOCJIe TOr0, KaK MUCTED M Muccuc JlapJuHT BbI-

LA U3 [O0Ma, HOUHUKHN y AeTCKUX KPOBATel MPOJOJIAKAJIHU IO-
peTh sicHO. IToToM HOUHMK y KpoBaTu BeHAu 3aMuraa u 3eBHYI,
IBa IPYTUX TOMKE 3€BHYJIM, M TaK, C OTKPBITBIMU PTaMH’, BCE TPHU
MOTAaCJIn.

B KomHaTe yiKe ObLI APYroii OrOHEK, B THICAUY pas3 sgpue HOU-
HUKOB. 3a TO BpeMs, IIOKAa MbI O HEM I'OBOPKUM, OH MOOBLIBAJ BO BCEX
KOMOJax AeTCKOii, 00Iapuj rapepod 1 BBEIBEPHYJ HAPYKY KarK-
OBl KapMaH B mouckax Teuu IluTepa. 9To OLLI He COBCEM OTOHEK;
CBET IIIeJI OT OBICTPBIX BCIIBIIIEK, HO KOI'Za OH HA MUT' YCIOKOMJICSH,
CTaJI0 BUAHO, UTO 3T0 (¢ess — He OoJjblie Bareii dagouu. To ObLia
Tunkep Be, n3bICKAHHO ofleTasi B aXKyPHBIE CyXUe JIUCThS, KOTO-
pble BBICTABJIANU ee (PUTYPKY B CAMOM BBITOLHOM CBeETe.

Cpasy mocisie moABaeHUs ey MajJieHbKUWE 3BE3JOUKM, IOAYB,
pacumaxHyJu OKHO, u BjyeTes Ilutep. Hacts nyTu oH Hec TuHkep
Besm Ha pykax m UCTIAYKAJ UX BOJMIEOHOM HBLILITOM.

— Tunkep Besn, — mo3Bas OH TUX0, YOEAUBIINCH, UTO AE€TU
sacuyau. — TuHK, rae THI?

B ToT MOMeHT oHa OblJa B KYBIIWHE, W €l TaM Upe3BLIYAMHO
HPaBUJIOCH, IIPEXKIe OHA HUKOTAA He ObIBajla B KYBIITHMHAX.
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Come Away, Come Away!

“Oh, do come out of that jug, and tell me, do you know where
they put my shadow?”

The loveliest tinkle answered him. It is the fairy language.

Tink said that the shadow was in the big box. She meant the
drawers, and Peter jumped at the drawers. In a moment he had
recovered his shadow, and in his joy he didn’t see that he had shut
Tinker Bell up in the drawer.

If he thought at all, but I don’t believe he ever thought, it was
that he and his shadow, when brought near each other, would join
like drops of water, and when they did not he was horrified. He
tried to stick it on with soap from the bathroom, but that failed.
Peter sat on the floor and cried.

His sobs woke Wendy, and she sat up in bed. She was not
alarmed to see a stranger crying on the nursery floor; she was
only pleasantly surprised.

“Boy,” she said politely, “why are you crying?”

Peter could be unusually polite also, having learned the grand
manner at fairy ceremonies. He rose and bowed to her beautifully.
She was much pleased, and bowed beautifully to him from the
bed.

“What’s your name?” he asked.

“Wendy Moira Angela Darling,” she replied with satisfaction.
“What is your name?”

“Peter Pan.”

She was already sure that he must be Peter, but it did seem
a very short name.

“Is that all?”
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B nytb—pgopory!

— A HY BBIXOAU W3 KYBIIUHA U TOBOPH, Thl 3HACIIH, KyJda OHU
IeJau MOIO TEeHb?

EMy oTBeTHI IpeKpacHeHIInii 3BOH. ITO SI3BIK (Deii.

THUHK 0TBETUJIA, UTO TeHb B 60JBLIIOM AluKe. OHA MMeJia B BULY
Komoz, u ITutep moackoums K Komoay. OH cpasy B3sJ CBOIO TE€Hb,
Ha PaJoCcTAX HE 3aMETHB, UTO 3aKpPBLI B Komozae Tunkep Be.

Eciu oH 0 ueM-TO 1 AyMAaJ (a A moJjarai, OH BooOIIe He JyMaJ),
TaK 9TO O TOM, YTO OH M €r0o TeHb, KOI'[a UX IOJHECYT APYT K APY-
I'y, COJBIOTCS KaK KAl BOAbI, U KOrJa 9TOTO He IIPOU30IILI0, OH
npuites B yakac. OH MONbITANCA IPUKJIEUTE €€ MBLJIOM 13 BAHHOI,
HO eMy 9TO He yaaJyioch. IluTep ces Ha MOJ U pacILIaKaJCH.

Ero Bexaunbel pasoynuau Bemau, oHa cesa B KpoBaTu. Ee He
BCTPEBOYKMJIO TO, UTO HA IOJY MEeTCKOI IIJaueT He3HAKOMeIl, OHa

Obla JUIIb TPUATHO YAUBJIEHA.

— MaspunK, — cKasaja OHA BEKJNBO, — II0OYeMy ThI ILJIa-
yenn?

ITuTep TOKE MOT OBITH HEOOBIYATHO BEIKJMBHIM, OH BHIYUMJICS
CBETCKVM MaHepaM Ha mpueMax y (eii. OH BCTaJ 1 rpariuo3Ho ei
TIOKJIOHUJICS. BeHAM 3TO 0OYeHb IOHPABUMJIOCH, I OHA WBAIIHO IIO-
KJIOHUJIACh eMy 13 KPOBaTH.

— Kax Teb6s 30ByT? — CIPOCHJI OH.

— Bengu Moiipa Aamxena [apgauHr, — HTOBOJBHO OTBETHUJIA
oHa. — A Kak 30ByT Tebsa?

— Ilurep IIaH.

Omna y:ke ObljIa YBEepeHAa, UTO OH U eCThb IIluTep, HO ero M4 IIo-
KasaJIoCh e CJIUIIKOM KOPOTKHUM.

— U Bce?
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Come Away, Come Away!

“Yes,” he said rather sharply. He felt for the first time that
it was a shortish name.

“I’m so sorry,” said Wendy Moira Angela.
“It doesn’t matter.”
She asked where he lived.

“Second to the right,” said Peter, “and then straight on till
morning.”

“What a funny address!”

Peter’s spirits fell. For the first time he felt that perhaps it
was a funny address.

“No, it isn’t,” he said.

“I mean,” Wendy said nicely, remembering that she was host-
ess, “is that what they put on the letters?”

“Don’t get any letters,” he said scornfully.

“But your mother gets letters?”

“Don’t have a mother,” he said. Not only had he no mother,
but he had not the slightest desire to have one.

“O Peter, no wonder you were crying,” she said, and got out
of bed and ran to him.

“I wasn’t crying about mother,” he said rather angrily. “I was
crying because I can’t stick my shadow on. Besides, I wasn’t cry-
ing.”

“It has come off?”

“Yes'”
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B nytb—pgopory!

— Jla, — OTBETWUJI OH JOBOJILHO Pe3KO. BilepBhie B JKM3HU OH
IIOYYBCTBOBAJI, UTO UMSA Y HET0 KOPOTKOBATO.

— Ilpomry mpoienuns, — ckasaJya Beugu Moiipa Armxena.
— Huuero cTpatrsoro.
Omna copocuJia, rae OH JKUBET.

— Bropoit nmoBopoT HanmpaBo, — orBeTua Ilutep, — a moTom
IIPAMO O CaMoro yTpa.

— Kaxoii cmernoit agpec!

Hacrtpoenwue y Ilurtepa ymnamo. Iloskanyii, BnepBbie B JKU3HU OH
TIOHAJ, UTO Y HETO CMEIITHOM ajZpec.

— Hwuuero cmeIlrrHoro, — ckKasaJ OH.

— To ecThb, — cKazaja BeHnu meamKaTHO, BCHOMHIB, YTO OHA
X03sdliKa, — TaK U IMUIITYT HA MUChMax?

— He mosnyuaio HUKaKUX OUCEM, — OTBETUJI OH IPE3PUTEIbHO.
— Ho TBos Mmama moJjyuaer mucbma?
— Het y MmeHsa MaMBbI, — CKas3aJ OH.
Y Hero He ObLIO HE TOJIBKO MaMbl, HO M MAaJICHIIIETrO JKeJJaHMsI

ee NMETh.

— Ax, Ilutep, HEeyAMBUTEJILHO, UTO ThI ILTaKajJ, — cKasaja
OHA, BBLIE3Jia U3 KPOBATH U IIOA0€KajIa K HEMY.

— § nmnakan He m3-3a mMaTrepu, — CKas3aJI OH JOBOJIBHO Cep-
AUTO. — A IIJIaKaJl, IIOTOMY 4YTO HEe MOTY IIPMJIEIIUTH CBOIO TE€HBb.

U BooOGIIEe, I He IIaKaJl.

— Omna oTopBaJiach?
— Ha.
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Come Away, Come Away!

Then Wendy saw the shadow on the floor, looking so dirty,
and she was sorry for Peter. “How awful!” she said, but she could
not help smiling when she saw that he had been trying to stick it
on with soap.

Fortunately she knew at once what to do. “It must be sewn
on,” she said in a patronizing manner.

“What’s sewn?” he asked.
“You’re awfully ignorant.”
“No, I’m not.”

“I shall sew it on for you, my little man,” she said, though he
was tall as herself. Wendy got out her sewing bag, and sewed the
shadow on to Peter’s foot.

“I dare say it will hurt a little,” she warned him.

“Oh, I shan’t cry,” said Peter, who already believed that he
had never cried in his life. And he clenched his teeth and did
not cry, and soon his shadow was behaving properly, though still
a little tired.

“Perhaps I should have ironed it,” Wendy said thoughtfully,
but Peter was indifferent to appearances. He was now jumping
in the wildest fun. Alas, he had already forgotten that he owed
his happiness to Wendy. He thought he had attached the shadow
himself. “How clever I am!” he crew joyfully.

For the moment Wendy was shocked. “You boaster,” she ex-
claimed with sarcasm; “of course I did nothing!”

“You did a little,” Peter said carelessly, and continued to
dance.

“A little!” she answered with pride; “if I am no use I can
leave.”

And she jumped into bed and covered her face with the blan-
ket.
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B nytb—pgopory!

Tyt Bengu yBujesa Ha HOJIy TeHb, Ta BBITJIALea OUeHb I'DA3-
HOM, u el crajo kanb [IuTepa.

— Kaxkoii y:xkac! — ckasaja oHa, HO He cyMeJa CAepKaTh yJIbIO-
Ky, KOTZIa yBUJeJa, YTO OH IBITAJICA IPUKJIEUTh TeHb MBIJIOM.

K cuacTrio, oHA cpady cooOpasuia, UTO AeJATh.
— Ee Hamo npuinmuTh, — MPOM3HEC]a OHA ITOKPOBUTENLCTBEH-
HBIM TOHOM.

— YT0 3HAYUT «IPUIITUTH» ?
— TBI y:KacHBIN HeBeXKIa.
— Her, a He Taxoii.

— 1 mpumibio ee Tebe, MO MaJIeHbKUI, — CKas3aja OHAa, XOTb U
ObljIa OJHOrO C HUM pocTa. BeHAu mocTaJia CBOM MEIIOK C IITHUTheM
¥ IPUINKJIA TeHb K cTymHAM IluTepa.

— Ilosnararo, OyzeT HEMHOTO 00JIBHO, — IIPEAYyIIPEeaa OHa ero.

— O, a He 3amaauy, — orBeTuJ Ilurep, KOTOPBIN yKe TOBEPUI
B TO, UTO HUKOTZA B KM3HU He Maakaj. OH CTUCHYJ 3yObI U He
3alIaKaJl, 1 BCKOPEe ero TeHb BeJia cebsi KaK IMOJIOMKEeHO, XOTA BUJ
y Hee ObLJI HEMHOT'O IIOMSTHIM.

— Hasepnoe, Haz0 ObIJIO €€ MOTJIAAUTh, — 3aAyMYNBO IIPOM3-
Hecsia Beugu, mo ITutepy Obli Ge3pasinueH ero BHemHui Bug. OH
IIPBITAJ B JUKOM BeceJibe. ¥ Bbl, OH yiKe 3a0bLI, UTO CBOUM CYACTHEM
o0s3aH Bergu. OH mymaJsi, YTO OH caM IPUKPENNJ CBOIO TeHb.

— Kaxroit a ymHBIIN! — pagocTHO KyKapeKaJ OH.

Ha mruoBenbe Bennu pacrepsaiacsk.
— XBaCTyYHHUIIKA, — BOCKJMKHYJIA OHA HaCMeILInuBo. — S, Ko-
HEUYHO, HUYEro He caesaJal

— Hewmmnoro caenana, — 6ecrieuHo ckasaJj Ilutep 1 mpomoIKmI
TaHIeBaTh.

— Hemuoro! — orBeTmyia oHa ropmo. — Eciau s 6ojbliie He
HYXHA, s MOTY YIAJIUThCH.

W oHa mphIrHyJa B IOCTEIb, HAKPBIBIIINCH OJIESAJIOM C T'OJIOBOIA.
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Come Away, Come Away!

To make her look up he pretended to be going away, and when
this failed he sat on the end of the bed and touched her gently
with his foot. “Wendy,” he said, “don’t leave. I can’t help crow-
ing, Wendy, when I’m pleased with myself.” Still she would not
look up, though she was listening. “Wendy,” he continued, in
a voice that no woman has ever yet been able to resist, “Wendy,
one girl is more use than twenty boys.”

Now Wendy was a woman to her fingertips, though they were
not very big, and she looked out of the blanket.

“Do you really think so, Peter?”
‘“Yes, I do.”

“It’s very sweet of you,” she declared, “and I’ll get up again,”
and she sat with him on the bed. She also said she would give him
a kiss if he liked, but Peter did not know what she meant, and he
held out his hand in expectation.

“Surely you know what a kiss is?” she asked in confusion.

“I shall know when you give it to me,” he replied coldly, and
not to hurt his feelings she gave him a thimble.

“Now,” said he, “shall I give you a kiss?” and she replied with
a slight primness, “If you please.” She behaved rather foolishly
by giving her face to him; he only dropped an acorn button into
her hand. She slowly returned her face to where it had been be-
fore, and said nicely that she would wear his kiss on the chain
around her neck. It was lucky that she did put it on that chain,
for it was afterwards to save her life.

When people are introduced, it is usual for them to ask each
other’s age. So Wendy, who liked to do the correct thing, asked
Peter how old he was.
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Yro6Bl 3aCTAaBUTH €€ BBITIAHYTH, OH HPUTBOPUJICI, UTO yXO-
IUT, a KOTIa 9To He cpaboTajio, ceJl Ha Kpaii KpoBaTHU U JIETOHBKO
IIOTPOTAJ ee HOTO.

— BeHam, — cKasaJy oH, — He yaajdicd. SI He MoTy He KyKa-
pekaThb, Beuau, Korga a HOBOJIEH COOOI.

OHa Bce paBHO He BBITJIAIBIBAJIA, HO IIPU 3TOM CJIYIIIaja.

— BeHau, — IPOOJIXKUJ OH TOJIOCOM, IIepel KOTOPBIM He MOT-
Jla YCTOATH ellle HU OJHA JKeHIWHA, — BeHau, OT OAHOU JeBOYKH
MOJIL3BI OOJIBIIIE, UeM OT ABaAIlaTA MaJbUUIIeK.

U Beugu, xoTopas ObLIa JKEHIUHON OO0 KOHUMKOB HaJbIEB,
XOTh OHU U OBLIM MaJIeHbKUMU, BREITVIAHYJIA U3-TI0J ofesia.

— TbI mpaBma Tak gymaelns, [Tutep?
— Ha, npasaa.

— OueHb MHJIO C TBOEH CTOPOHLI, — 3asgBUJa oHa. — Torma
A OIIATH BCTAHy.

U oma cesma Ha KpoBaTu pAgoM ¢ HuM. Eille oHa cKasaja, 4TO
HOJapUT eMy IIOIeyii, ecli OH 3aXoueT, HO [TuTep He 3HAT, 0 UeM
OHA TOBOPHUT, Y BEIXKUAATEILHO MIPOTAHYJ PYKY.

— TsI TOYHO 3HAEIb, UTO TaKOe TOILEJNyi? — cIpocujia OHA
B CMATEHUU.

— V¥s3Harw, Korga Tel MHE ero galllb, — OTBETHJI OH XOJIOZHO,
¥, YTOOBI He O0UIeTh ero, oHa JaJjia eMy HaIllepCTOK.

— A Temepsb, — CKasaJl OH, — MHe TOXKe JaTh Tebe MmoLeayi?

— Ecyu xouemb, — OTBETHJIA OHA HEMHOI'0O UYOIIOPHO. BBLIO
JOBOJILHO IVIYIIO C €€ CTOPOHEI IIOJACTABJIATEL €My JINAI0 — OH IIPoC-
TO CYHYJ €l B PYKY sKeayaeByio myropumny. OHa MeIJIEHHO OTO-
IBUHYJA JIUIO, BEPHYBIINCH B MCXOJHOE IIOJIOMKEHNE, U BEKJIUBO
CKazaja, 4To OyJeT HOCUTH ero IIOIeJyH Ha IelNoYKe BOKPYT IIeu.
K cuacTpio, OHA OEeHACTBUTEJIbHO IIPUKPEINNIA MKeJIyAb K IelI0UYKe,
TaK KaK BIIOCJIEICTBUM 3TO CIACJIO el KU3Hb.

Korpa nronu 3HaKOMSATCSA, OHU O0BIYHO CIPAIINBAIOT APYT APY-
ra o Bospacre. I Berzau, Koropas J00MIA BCe AeIaTh MPaBUIbHO,
cupocuia y Ilurepa, CKOJIBKO eMy JIeT.
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Come Away, Come Away!

“I don’t know,” he replied uneasily. He really knew nothing
about it, he had only suspicions, but he said at random, “Wendy,
I ran away the day I was born. It was because I heard father and
mother,” he explained in a low voice, “talking about what I was
to be when I became a man.” He was extraordinarily excited now.
“I don’t want ever to be a man,” he said with passion. “I want
always to be a little boy and to have fun. So I ran away to Kensing-
ton Gardens and lived a long long time among the fairies.”

She gave him a look of the deepest admiration, and he thought
it was because he had run away, but it was really because he knew
fairies. She poured out questions, to his surprise, for they were
rather annoying to him, getting in his way, and sometimes he had
to give them a hiding. Still, he liked them on the whole. He told
her about the beginning of fairies.

“You see, Wendy, when the first baby laughed for the first
time, its laugh broke into a thousand pieces, and they all flew
about, and that was the beginning of fairies.”

Boring talk, but being a stay-at-home she liked it.

“And so0,” he went on good-naturedly, “there ought to be one
fairy for every boy and girl.”

“Ought to be? Isn’t there?”

“No. You see children know such a lot now, they soon don’t
believe in fairies, and every time a child says, ‘I don’t believe in
fairies,” there is a fairy somewhere that falls down dead.”

Peter thought they had now talked enough about fairies, and
he suddenly remembered that Tinker Bell was keeping very qui-
et. “I can’t think where she has gone to,” he said, rising, and he
called fairy by name. Wendy’s heart beat with excitement.
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— $§1 He 3Ha0, — OTBETUJ OH CMYIIEHHO.

OH melicTBUTEJIbHO HUUEro 00 3TOM He 3HaJI, Y HEeTO OBLIN TOJIb-
KO MOJ03PEeHNsA, U OH CKasaJ Hao0yM:

— Bengu, Kak TOJBKO A POAUJICA, A cpa3y cberkaya. ITO CAYUU-
JIOCh TIOTOMY, UTO A YCJBIIIAJT, KaK MaMa U mama, — 00bACHSJI OH,
TIOHU3UB T'0JIOC, — TOBOPUJIM O TOM, K€M A CTaHY, KOTZa BBIpac-
Ty. — IluTep OBII Upe3BBIYANHO B3BOJHOBAH. — §I XOTeJT HUKOT-
Jla He CTaHOBUTBHCA B3POCJIBIM, — CKasaJl OH ¢ KapoM. — I xoren
BCerja OCTaBaThCS MaJIEHBKUM MaJbUNKOM U BeceJuThcsa. [loTromy
u cbekan B KeHCMHITOHCKUI TapK U AOJIT0-J0JITO JKUJI TaM Cpeau

deii.

Benpgu BarasgHya Ha HEro ¢ rIyO0Oo4YadIIuM BOCXHUIEHNEM, 1 OH
pelui, 4To 9TO u3-3a ero mobera, HO Ha CAMOM JeJjie IPUUYNHA 3a-
KJIIouajiach B ero saHakomcTse ¢ eamu. OHa 3achilmaja ero BOIpo-
caMu, yTOo yauBmio IluTepa, TaKk KaK OHUM CHUJIBHO eMy HaJIoedasu,
MIyTaJUCh IO HOTaMM, M MHOTAA IPUXOAUIOCH 3aaBaTh UM TPeI-
Ky. Tem He MeHee B IeJIOM OHM eMy HpaBujauch. OH moBemas ei
0 IIPOMCXOKIEHUU (peii.

— 3Haelb, Benau, Korga nepebliii pe0eHOK BIEPBbIE 3acCMesdI-
cs, er0 CMeX PaCCHIMAJICS Ha ThICAYY KYCOUKOB, OHU PasjeTeJInCh,
¥ BOT TaK MOABUJIUCH (heu.

CKyUHBIH PasroBop, HO eif KaK JOMOCeIKe OH HPABUJICH.

— W mosToMy, — MPOAOJIKAJ OH HOOPOAYIIIHO, — Y KasKIOTrO
MAaJbUMKa U JEeBOUYKHU JOJIKHA OBITH CBOS (pes.

— HomxHa 6bITH? Tak u ecTnh?

— Her. Ilorumaenb, geTu Temepb 3HAIOT OYEHb MHOIO, OHU
OBICTPO IIEPEeCcTalOT BepUTh B (eii, U KaxKAbIll pa3, Korjga pebeHOK
roBopurt: «$1 He Bepio B (eil», rae-To ogHa (esd magaeT 3aMePTBO.

IIuTep pemina, YTO OHM JOCTATOUYHO HOTOBOPHJIM O Qedx,
¥ BAPYT BCIOMHNJ, UTO JABHO He cablmuT Tuukep Be.

— He monmmalo, Kyga oHa Jejiack? — CKasaJ OH, BCTaBasd,
¥ 1103BaJI (pero Mo UMeHH.

Cepatie Beuau 3a0110Ch OT BOJTHEHUS.
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Come Away, Come Away!

“Peter,” she cried, clutching him, “you don’t mean to tell me
that there is a fairy in this room!”

“She was here just now,” he said a little impatiently. “You
don’t hear her, do you?” and they both listened.

“The only sound I hear,” said Wendy, “is like a tinkle of
bells.”

“Well, that’s Tink, that’s the fairy language. I think I hear
her too. Wendy,” he whispered gladly, “I do believe I shut her up
in the drawer!”

He let poor Tink out of the drawer, and she flew about the
nursery screaming with fury. “You shouldn’t say such things,”
Peter answered. “Of course I’'m very sorry, but how could I know
you were in the drawer?”

Wendy was not listening to him. “O Peter,” she cried, “if she
would only stand still and let me see her!”

“They hardly ever stand still,” he said, but for one moment
Wendy saw the romantic figure come to rest on the cuckoo clock.
“O the lovely!” she cried, though Tink’s face was still distorted
with passion.

“Tink,” said Peter friendly, “this lady wishes you were her
fairy.”

Tinker Bell answered boldly.

“What does she say, Peter?”

He had to translate. “She is not very polite. She says you are
a huge ugly girl, and that she is my fairy.”
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— Ilutep, — BOCKJIMKHYJIA OHA, BIIENUBIINCH B HEI'0, — HE XO-
YeIllb JIM ThI CKa3aThb, YTO 3/eCh, B 9TOl KOMHAaTe, (esa!

— Oma ObLya 37eCh TOJBKO UTO, — OTBETUJ OH HEMHOT'O HeTep-
IIeJINBO, — ThI HE CJBIIININD €€, HeT?
W o6a mpucayIiainch.

— §1 TonBKO CIIBIITY 3BYK, — CKasaJjia BeHau, — KaK 3BOH KO-
JIOKOJIbUHNKA.

— Hy, sto Tunk, tak pasrosapusaior peu. Kasxercs, 1 Toxe
ee cabliry. BeHau, — mpolirenTas oH pagocTHO, — AyMaio, s 3a-
KPBLI ee B KoMoje!

OH BpImycTUJ OeZHAKKY TUHK M3 AIIWKa, W Ta 3ajeTaja Io
JIETCKOM, BU33Ka OT IPOCTH.

— TsI He HOJKHA TOBOPUTH TaKoe, — Bo3pasua Ilutep. —
KoneuHo, MHe OUeHb KaJlb, HO OTKyZAa A MOT 3HATh, UTO THI B KO-
moze?

BeH}_II/I He CJIyIlliaJjia ero.
— Ax, HI/ITep, — BOCKJIMKHYJIa OHa, — €CJIHn OBl TOJIBKO OHA
OCTaHOBMJIaCh MU gajia cebs paCCMOTpeTL!

— Onu BOO6H.Ie pPeagKo oCTaHaBJIMBAIOTCA, — CKas3aJl OH, HO
B TOT K€ MUI BeH}.‘[I/I yBugeJjia, KaKk poOMaHTUYEeCKO€ CO3JaHne IIpn-
CeJIO OTOOXHYTH Ha Hacax C KYICYH.II{Oﬁ.

- AX, KaKad MuJjaad, — BCKPHKHYJIa OHa, XOTd JINILO Tuuk
OBLIO BCE ellne IIePEeKOoIIIeHO0 OT I'HeBa.

— Tunk, — ckasaa Ilutep apy:xenr00HO, — 3Ta JIeIW XOUeT,
4yTOOBI THI CTaJIa ee (heeii.

Tunkep Benn gep3ko emy oTBeTHJIA.
— Yo oua rosopur, ITurep?
Emy npuiiiock nepeBecTH.

— OHa He 0OYeHb-TO BeIKJIMUBA. |'OBOPUT, UTO ThI OOJIbIIIAA, HE-
KpacuBas JeBUOHKA, M UTO OHA MOoA (ded.
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Come Away, Come Away!

He tried to argue with Tink. “You know you can’t be my fairy,
Tink, because I am a gentleman and you are a lady.”

To this Tink replied in these words, “You silly ass,” and disap-
peared into the bathroom. “She is quite a common fairy,” Peter
explained in her defence.

They were together in the armchair by this time, and Wendy
asked him more questions.

“If you don’t live in Kensington Gardens now... ”

“Sometimes I do still.”

“But where do you live mostly now?”

“With the lost boys.”

“Who are they?”

“They are the children who fall out of their perambulators
when the nurse is looking the other way. If they are not remem-
bered in seven days they are sent far away to the Neverland.
I’m captain.”

“What fun it must be!”

“Yes,” said playful Peter, “but we are rather lonely. You see
we have no female companionship.”

“Are none of the others girls?”

“Oh, no; girls, you know, are much too clever to fall out of
their perambulators.”

This flattered Wendy very much. “I think,” she said, “it is
quite lovely the way you talk about girls; John just hates us.”
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OH mombITaJICs CHOPUTH ¢ THHK.

— TBI JKe 3HaeIlb, Thl He MOJKeIIb OLITH Moel (eeii, TUHK, 1TO-
TOMY UTO A — IKEHTJIbMEH, a Thl — JIeIH.

Ha uto TuHK oTBeTMJIa ciaenyioliee:

— Hypak, — u ucuesjia B BAHHOIA.

— Ona camas oObiuHasa ¢esda, — ckasas IIutep B ee ompasma-
HUeE.

K Tomy BpeMeHHU OHU BMeCTe CHIeJIU B Kpecie, 1 Beuau 3abpa-
CBIBAJIA €r0 HOBBIMU BOIIPOCAMIU:

— Ecuu ThI ceifuac He KuBelllb B KeHCMHITOHCKOM IIapKe, TO...

— WHorga »KusBy.

— A rze THI JKUBeIIIb Yallle BCero?

— C IOoTepAHHBIMY MaJLUUIITKAMMU.

— Kro oun?

— IleTu, KOTOpPBIE BLINAJY U3 KOJACOK, MOKA X HAHBKU CMOT-
pesu 1o cTopoHaMm. Eciu HMKTO O HMX He BCIIOMHUT B TeUeHUE
HeJequ, UX OTIPAaBJIAIOT moxajbiie, B He6piBanyio ctpamy. I ux
KamuTaH.

— Mok HO OBITH, 3TO 3a0aBHO!

— Ha, 3a6aBHO, — JiyKaBo oTBeTuJI IIuTep, — HO MBI TaM OY€Hb
ONVHOKM. 3HACIIb, Y Hac HET KeHCKOr'o o0IIecTna.

— Cpenu Bac HET MeBOYEK?

— OX, HeEeT. I[eBO‘{KI/I, ThI 3Haelllb, ropa3go ymHee, OHU He BbI-
ImagamT U3 KOJISACOK.

Benau Oblya Ype3BbIYANHO MOJbIEHA.

- ,T_[yMan, — CKasaJjia OHa, — 39TO O4Y€Hb JIIO663HO, 4TO ThI TaK
T'OBOPHIIB O J€EBOYKAaX. I[JICOH HaC ITPOCTO HEHaBUIUT.
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Come Away, Come Away!

For reply Peter rose and kicked John out of bed, blankets and
all. This seemed to Wendy rather rude for a first meeting, and
she told him with spirit that he was not captain in her house.
However, John continued to sleep so securely on the floor that
she allowed him to remain there. “I know you meant to be kind,”
she said, “so you may give me a kiss.”

She had forgotten his ignorance about kisses. “I thought you
would want it back,” he said a little bitterly, and offered to return
her the thimble.

“Oh dear,” said the nice Wendy, “I don’t mean a kiss, I mean
a thimble.”

“What’s that?”

“It’s like this.” She kissed him.

“Funny!” said Peter seriously. “Now shall I give you a thimble?”

“If you wish to,” said Wendy, keeping her head straight this
time.

Peter thimbled her, and immediately she screamed. “What is
it, Wendy?”

“It was as if someone were pulling my hair.”

“That must have been Tink. I never knew her so naughty be-
fore.”

And indeed Tink was flying around, using offensive lan-
guage.

“She says she will do that to you, Wendy, every time I give
you a thimble.”
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B orser IluTep momHANCca m cKuHYJA I[)KOHa HA IIOJI BMeECTe
C OJIeAJIOM M BCEM OCTaJBLHBIM. JTO ITOKA3aJ0Ch BEeHIUM CIUIIKOM
rpyOBIM [JIs TIEPBOTO 3HAKOMCTBa, M OHA C KapoM cKasaja, YTO
B ee foMe OH He KanuTaH. OgHako [[3K0OH Tak 6e3MATEKHO TPOIOJI-
JKaJI CIaTh Ha IOJIy, UTO OHA PeIllnja ero He OeCIIOKOUTS.

— $1 3Ha10, THI XOTeJI clleIaTh MHe IPUATHOe, — CKasaja OHa. —
Mo:xkelb mogapuTh MHE IIOTIETY.

Omna yske 3a0bljIa, UYTO OH HHUYETr0 He 3HAET O MOIeIysIX.
— Tak u gymaJi, 4TO ThI 3aX0UeIllb B3ATh ero 00paTHO, — CKa-

3aJI OH C TOPEYbIO U MPEIJIOKNII el BepHYTh HAIIEPCTOK.

— O, 6oxxe, — ckasaya Muiaas BeHam, — s umMesaa B BUAY He
IOIeNyii, a HAIIePCTOK.

— Y710 310?

— Bor uro.
U omna moresioBaja ero.

— 3auaruo! — ckasaJu [Iutep ceppesno. — Temepb U MHe AATh
Tebe HaepCTOK?

— Ecuu xouems, — ckasaJsa BeHau, gep:ka Ha 9TOT pas roJIOBY
IpAMO.

ITuTep «gau eit HaIepPCTOK», M B TO JK€ MI'HOBEHME OHA BCKPUK-
HyJIa.
— Yo ¢ To60M, Beugu?

— ByaTo KTo-TO IepHYyJ MeHSA 3a BOJIOCHI.

— 910, momxHO ObIThb, TuHK. Hukorga He BuUIes, 4TOOBI OHA
Tak 0e300pasHUYAIA.

W B camom gesie, TUHK JeTajsa BOKPYT, BEIKPUKUBAsSI OOMIHBIE
cJI0Ba.

— OHa roBOpuT, 4TO OYJeT 3TO AejaTh BCAKUH pas, Benau, kak
s O0yoy JapuTh Tebe HalepCcTOK.
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Come Away, Come Away!

“But why?”

“Why, Tink?”

Again Tink replied, “You silly ass.” Peter could not under-
stand why, but Wendy understood, and she was just slightly dis-

appointed when he admitted that he came to the nursery window
not to see her but to listen to stories.

“You see, I don’t know any stories. None of the lost boys
knows any stories.”

“How awful,” Wendy said.

“Do you know,” Peter asked “why swallows build their nests
under the roofs of houses? It is to listen to the stories. O Wendy,
your mother was telling you such a lovely story.”

“Which story was it?”

“About the prince who couldn’t find the lady who wore the
glass slipper.”

“Peter,” said Wendy excitedly, “that was Cinderella, and he
found her, and they lived happily ever after.”

Peter was so glad that he rose from the floor, where they had
been sitting, and hurried to the window.

“Where are you going?” she cried with anxiety.
“To tell the other boys.”
“Don’t go Peter,” she begged, “I know such lots of stories.”

Those were her exact words, so there can be no doubt that it
was she who first provoked him.
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— Ho nmouemy?
— ITouemy, Tuuk?

W cumoBa TuuK oTBeTHIIA:

— Hypaxk.
Ilurep He MOr mHOHATH, HMOUYEeMYy, HO BeHau moHMMasa, OHA

TOJBKO OBLIa CJIETKA pasodyapoBaHa, KOTAA OH IPU3HAJICSA, UTO II0-
ABJIAJCA IIOJ OKHOM JETCKOM He MOBUJIATHCA C Hell, a IMOCJayIIaTh
CKa3KHu.

— Bupuinp Jgu, 1 He 3HAIO CKa30K. VI HUKTO U3 HMOTEePSIHHBIX
MaJIbUHIIIEK He 3HaerT.

— Kaxoii y:xac, — ckasaya Bengu.
— TsI 3Haemb, — cupocua Ilurep, — moueMy JIaCTOUKU CTPO-
ST CBOMW THe3[a IOJ KpbIamMu AoMOB? UTOOBI CAyIIATh CKa3KH.

O, Bengu, TBoS MaMa paccKasbiBajla BaM TaKyI0 IIPEKPaCcHYIO
CKasKy.

— Kaxryio ckasxky?

— O mpuHIle, KOTOPBLIM He MOT HAaWTU Jiequ, HOCUBIIIYIO XPYyC-
TaJIbHBIE OAIlIMaYKM.

— Ilurtep, — 3aBoJiHOBaJIach Beuau, — 3T0 0 30JYIIIKe, OH Ha-
IIeJI ee, 1 OHU YKUJIMN LOJITO W CYACTINBO.

HI/ITep TaxK 06pa1103anc51, 4TO IIOAHAJICA C IIoJia, I'le OHU CuIe-
JIX, W IIOCIIEIIINJI K OKHY.

— Kyzna Te1? — BOCKJMKHYJIA OHA C TPEBOTOM.
— PacckasaTh MaJIbUHUIIIKAM.

— He yxonu, Ilutep, — B3MosmIach 0OHA, — § 3HAIO TAaK MHOTO
CKa30K.

HMMeHHO TaK OHa U cKasaja, IIOATOMY HEeT HUKaKNUX COMHEHUM:
OHA IepBas CTajia ero IOACTPEeKATh.
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Come Away, Come Away!

He came back, and there was a greedy look in his eyes now
which ought to have alarmed her, but did not.

“Oh, the stories I could tell to the boys!” she cried, and then
Peter caught her and began to pull her toward the window.

“Let me go!” she ordered him.

“Wendy, do come with me and tell the other boys.”

Of course she was very pleased to be asked, but she said, “Oh
dear, I can’t. Think of mummy! Besides, I can’t fly.”

“I’1l teach you how to jump on the wind’s back, and then we
go away.”

“0Oo!” she exclaimed with enthusiasm.

“Wendy, Wendy, when you are sleeping in your silly bed
you might be flying about with me saying funny things to the
stars.”

“Qo!”

“And, Wendy, there are mermaids.”

“Mermaids! With tails?”

“Such long tails.”

“Oh,” cried Wendy, “to see a mermaid!”

He had become frightfully tricky. “Wendy,” he said, “how we

should all respect you.”

She was trembling with excitement.
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On BEpPHYJICA, C JKaQAHO IropAIINMHA I'Ia3daMHU, YTO JOJIXKHO OBLIO
€€ HaCTOPOMXUTb, HO HE HACTOPOIMKMUJIO.

— AX, CKOJBKO CKas3OK s Morjia Obl paccKasaTh MaJbul-
KaM! — BOCKJIMKHYJIA OHA, mocje dyero Ilurep cxBaTui ee u mora-
LW K OKHY.

— Ornyctu MeHs! — IpHKasajia oHa.

— Bengu, jgeTuM cO MHOI, OyJeIllhb pacCKasbiBaTh CKAa3KU
MaJLUUIITKAaM.

Koneuno, et ObLJI0 OU€Hb HIPUSATHO, UTO OH €€ IIPOCUT, HO OHA
cKasaJa:
— Boxe, a e mory. Ilomymait o mamouke! K Tomy ke a He

yMelo JIeTaTh.

— §1 mHayuy TebaA 3amphITMBATL BETPY HA CIUHY, W MBI IIO-
MYTMCH.

— 0-0! — BcKpuuajga oHA C BOCTOPIOM.

— Beugu, Bengu, ThI CIIMIIIL B CBOEH AypPaIlKOil KPOBATH, & MOT-
Ja OBl JIeTaTh CO MHOM U IITYTUTDH CO 3BE3TaMMU.

— 0O-o!

— U, Bengu, TamM ecTb PyCaJKH.

— Pycanxku? C xBocramu?

— C TaKMMU AJUHHBIMU XBOCTAMU.

— O! — BockaukHyJga Benau. — YBumers pycaiary!

B meM moABMJIOCH OTTACHOE KOBApCTBO.

— Bengu, — ckasajg OH, — a KaK MBI Bce Oymem Tebsa yBa-

JKaThb...

Beugu aposkajia oT BOJIHEHH.
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Come Away, Come Away!

“Wendy,” he said, the sly one, “you could cover us in at
night.”

“OO"’
“None of us has ever been covered in at night.”

“00,” and her arms went out to him.

“And you could sew our clothes, and make pockets for us.
None of us has any pockets.”

How could she resist? “Of course it’s awfully fascinating!” she
cried. “Peter, would you teach John and Michael to fly too?”

“If you like,” he said indifferently, and she ran to John and
Michael and shook them. “Wake up,” she cried, “Peter Pan has
come and he will teach us to fly.”

John rubbed his eyes. “Then I shall get up,” he said.

Michael was up by this time also, but Peter suddenly signed
silence. Their faces took on the secretive look of children listening
for sounds from the grown-up world. All was still. Then every-
thing was right. No, stop! Everything was wrong. Nana, who had
been barking all the evening, was quiet now.

“Out with the light! Hide! Quick!” said John, taking command
for the only time throughout the whole adventure. And thus when
Liza entered, holding Nana, the nursery seemed quiet, very dark,
and you would have sworn you heard its three naughty habitants
breathing angelically as they slept. They were really doing it art-
fully from behind the window curtains.

Liza was in a bad temper, for she was mixing the Christmas
pudding in the kitchen, and had been drawn from it, with a raisin
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— Bengu, — ckasaJj 3ToT xutpei. — TbI MoTJIa ObI YKPBIBATH
HAaC II0 BeuepaM.

— 0-o!
— HuxTo He YKpBIBAJ HAC IIO BeUepaM.

— 0-o!
W ona mpoTaHyIa K HEMY PYKH.

— TsI Morya OBl IITONATE HAIILY OZEMXKIY, CAesaaa ObI HaM Kap-
Manbl. Hu y KOro us Hac HeT KapMaHOB.

Kaxk oma moria ycToATH?
— KomeuHO, B3TO ’KYTKO B3axXBaTHIBAIOIE, — BOCKJUKHYJIA
ona. — Ilurtep, THI HayuuInb JetaTh [xoHa u Maiikaa?

— Ecau xouelb, — CKasaJl OH PAaBHOAYIIIHO, 1 OHA IoabesKaia
K [Isxony u MaiikJay u cTajga uX TPACTH.

— IlpocwinmaiiTech, — 3aKpuuaJia oHa, — mpuiiesa [Turep Ilam,
OH HAyYHUT HAC JIeTATh.

0= moTep rJasa.
— Torga a BcTany, — CKasaJ OH.

K Tomy BpemeHu mpocuyJica u Maiiki, Ho BHesamHo IIuTtep cae-
JlaJ UM 3HAK 3aMoJ4aTh. VIX JWIa IPUHSAIA TOT 3aTOBOPIIUIIKUI
BUJ, C KOTOPBIM JeTHU MPUCIYIINBAIOTCA K 3ByKaM M3 MHUpPa B3pPOC-
JbIX. BeLio Tuxo. 3uauut, Bce B mopAake. Her, crom! Bee 66110 He
tak. HaHa, KoTopas Jiasja Bech Beuep, ceifuac mMoJIdaJa.

— Tacure cBer! IIpsubrecs! BeicTpo! — crasan I[»xoH, oTmaB
KOMaHIy eIUHCTBEHHBIN pas 3a BCe BpeMs MX IMpUKJioueHus. Ta-
KuM o6pas3om, Korga Boinaa JImsa ¢ Hauoii Ha mOBOIKe, 0Ka3aJI0Ch,
YTO B JIETCKOM TUXO0, OUYeHb TEMHO, ¥ MOYKHO OBLIO HMOKJIACTHCH,
YTO TPOE ee HEIOCJYIITHBIX O0MTAaTesiell aHTeJIbCKU COIAT BO CHeE.
B nelicTBUTEBHOCTU OHU MCKYCHO AeJaJid 3TO 33 OKOHHBIMHU 3a-
HaBeCKaMU.

Jluza mpeOnIBajsia B JypPHOM HAaCTPOEHHUM, OHA B30MBAJIa POXK-
IeCTBEeHCKUI NyAUHT HAa KyXHe, OTKyJa ee, C IPUIUIIIEH K IeKe
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still on her cheek, by Nana’s absurd suspicions. She thought the
best way of getting a little quiet was to take Nana to the nursery
for a moment, but under control of course.

“There, you suspicious beast,” she said, not sorry that Nana
was out of favour. “They are perfectly safe, aren’t they? Every
one of the little angels asleep in bed. Listen to their sweet breath-
ing.”

Here Michael, encouraged by his success, breathed so loudly
that they were nearly detected. Nana knew that kind of breath-
ing, and she tried to free herself.

But Liza suspected nothing. “No more of it, Nana,” she said
strictly, pulling her out of the room. “I warn you if you bark
again I shall go straight for master and missus and bring them
home from the party, and then, oh, won’t master make it hot
for you.”

She tied the unhappy dog up again, but do you think Nana
stopped to bark? Bring master and missus home from the party!
Why, that was just what she wanted. Unfortunately Liza returned
to her puddings, and Nana, seeing that no help would come from
her, pulled at the chain until at last she broke it. In another mo-
ment she had rushed into the dining-room of 27 and lifted up her
paws to heaven, using her most effective way of making a com-
munication. Mr. and Mrs. Darling knew at once that something
terrible was happening in their nursery, and without a good-bye
to their hostess they rushed into the street.

But it was now ten minutes since three troublemakers had
been breathing behind the curtains, and Peter Pan can do a great
deal in ten minutes.

We now return to the nursery.

“It’s all right,” John announced, leaving his hiding-place.
“Peter, can you really fly?”

Instead of troubling to answer him Peter flew around the
room.
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M3IOMUHKOII, BBITAIIIUJIN HeJiellble mogo3peHus Haubl. OHA permin-
Jia, YTO JIYUIIUH cIIoco0 JOOUTHCA TUIIINHBI — OTBECTH HA MUHYTKY
Houy B 1eTCKyi0, HO, KOHEUHO, II0J HAaA30POM.

— Bor, momo3puTebHOE ThI JXMBOTHOE, — IIPOU3HECJIA OHA, He
COUYBCTBYs TOMY, uTo HomHa Bmasa B HeMua0CcTh. — OHU B TIOJHOM
6e3omacHOCTH, pasBe HeT? KayKabIii aHTeJI0UeK KPEIIKO CIIUT B KPO-
BaTke. Ilocaymaii, Kak cJaagKoO OHU COIIAT.

Tyt Maiikj, BIOXHOBJIEHHBIN CBOMM YCIIEXOM, 3acCOMesl TakK
TPOMKO, UTO UX UYTh He oOHapy:kuau. HoHa moHsANa, UYTO 3HAUUT
9TO COmeHUe, W MOMbITAIach OCBOOOIUTHC.

Ho JIusa mHuuero He 3amoo3puia.

— XsBarut, Hana, — ckasajia oHa CTpPOro, BhHITaCKMUBasd €€ U3
KomHaThl. — IIpemympeskpaio, OymeIh JIaATh, S MOUAY IIPSIMO
K X03s€eBaM U IIPUBEAY UX M3 I'OCTEH AOMOM, U TOTAA... BOT 3a4aCT
Tebe XO3ANnH.

OHa cHOBa IIPUBA3aJIa HECUACTHYIO cOGaKy BO JBOPE, HO BBI Iy-
maeTe, HoHa mepecrasia jasaTh? IIpuBecTu MucTepa U MUCCHUC U3
rocreil momoii! Begr mMeHHO 3TOro oHa M xoTeaa. K coskajeHUro,
JIuza BepHyJach K CBOUM OyAWHTaM, 1 HaHa, MOHAB, YTO IIOMOIIHA
OT TOM He IOKIeIlbCs, JepraJia Iellb, ITIoOKa HaKOHeIl ee He 000pBa-
Ja. Yepe3d MUHYTY OHA BJieTeJia B TOCTUHYIO AOMAa HOMED IBaAIlaTh
ceMb U BO3JeJia JIAIbl K HeOy, IPUMeHUB CBOI caMblii NefiCTBeHHBIH
cocob6 uTo-1160 coobuTsb. Muctep u Mmuccuc J[apJuHT cpasy IIo-
HAJU: B I€TCKOI CIYUYMUJIOCH HEUTO Y3KacHOe, 1, He IOIIPOIIaBIINCh
C XO03ANKOM, IMMOCIEITNJI HA YIIUILY.

Ho mporinio yKe gecATb MUHYT C TOMO MOMEHTAa, KaK TPU IPO-
Kas3HHUKa COIIeJId 3a 3aHaBecKoii, a Ilutep IIsH MHOTOE MOXKeT cae-
JIaTh 34 OEeCATh MUHYT.

BepHeMcs B JeTCKYIO.

— Bce B mopanke, — 00baBua [[K0H, BEIXOAA U3 YKPBITUI. —
ITuTep, THI IpaBAa yMeeITh JIETATH?

He yrpy:xnas ced6sa orBeToM, Ilutep obyieTes KOMHATY.
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It looked very easy, and they tried it first from the floor and
then from the beds, but they always went down instead of up.

“How do you do it?” asked John, rubbing his knee.

He showed them again.

“You’re so quick at it,” John said, “couldn’t you do it very
slowly once?”

Peter did it both slowly and quickly. “I’ve got it now, Wendy!”

cried John, but soon he found he had not.

Of course Peter had been joking with them, for no one can fly
without fairy dust. Fortunately, as we have mentioned, one of his
hands was messy with it, and he blew some on each of them, with
the striking results.

“Now just move your shoulders this way,” he said, “and
let go.”

They were all on their beds, and brave Michael let go first. He
did not quite mean to fly, but he did it.

“I flewed!” he screamed while still in the air.

John let go and met Wendy near the bathroom.

They were not nearly so elegant as Peter and their heads were
hitting against the ceiling. Peter gave Wendy a hand at first, but
had to stop, Tink was so furious.

Up and down they went, and round and round.

“I say,” cried John, “why shouldn’t we all go out?”

Of course it was to this that Peter had been luring them.
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RaSaJIOCb, 9TO OUYEeHb JIETKO, W CHa4YaJia OHU HOHpOﬁOBaJII/I
C ImoJia, IIOTOM C RpOBaTeﬁ, HO BCerga IiagaJjgu BMeCTO TOroO, YTOOBI
B3JI€eTE€Th.

— Kax TbI 9T0 Aenaernsb? — copocua [KoH, TOTUPas KOJEHO.
OmH elre pas UM IMOKasaJl.

— Tax 6bIcTpO, — cKasaya [[K0H, — HeJb3d JIU eIlle pas3, TOJNb-
KO OYeHb MEIJIEHHO?

ITutep MOBTOPUJ U OBICTPO ¥ MEAJIECHHO.
— § monsan, Beuau! — saxkpuuan [[:KOH, HO TYT Ke BBISICHUI,
YTO HUYEro OH He IIOHSJI.

Koneuno, IIutep moaiyynBa Hag HUMU, BeIb HUKTO HE CMO-
JKeT BaJieTeTh 0e3 MBLIbIEI (eii. K cuacThio, Kak MbI yiKe YIIOMHU-
HaJIM, OJJHA eTo pyKa Oblia B Hell mcuaykaHa, ¥ OH CAYJ HEMHOMKKO
Ha KayKAO0T0, C IPEBOCXOJHBIM Pe3yJIbTaTOM.

— A Tellepb IIPOoCTO HO}.IBPII‘afITe IjieyaMu BOT TaK, — CKas3aJl
OH, — U OTpI:IBafITer.

OHU CTOANTM B CBOUX KPOBaTAX, W Xpabpblit Maiiky oTopBaJscs
nepBbiM. OH He TIPeAIoJaray, uTo B3JIeTUT, HO ¥ HeTo MOJYyUNJIOCh.

— 1 snerio! — KPUKHYJ OH, KOrja ObLI B BO3AyXe€.

J»X0H TOKe OTOpPBAJICA U BCTPETUJICA C JieTAllelr BeHau 0Ko0JI0
BAHHOM.

Onu ObLIN JaJIeKO He TaK 3JIeTaHTHBI, Kak Ilutep, u OMIKCH
rosoBamu 0 noToJsiok. Cuauasa Ilurep moman pyky Bewmgu, mo TyT
JKe OTIEePHYJ, TaKk Kak TUHK MpUIIa B IPOCThb.

Hetu seranu m BBepX U BHUB, U KPYIKUIU, KPYIKUIIN.

— Ilocnymaiite, — BCKpuKHYJI [[3KOH, — a mouemy ObI HaM He
yaeTeThb?

Koneuno, uMmeHHO Ha 3T0 1 mogbuBaJ ux Ilurep.

59



Come Away, Come Away!

Michael was ready: he wanted to see how long it took him to
do a billion miles. But Wendy hesitated.

“Mermaids!” said Peter again.
“OO"’
“And there are pirates.”

“Pirates,” cried John, putting his hat on, “let us go at once.”

It was just at this moment that Mr. and Mrs. Darling hur-
ried with Nana out of 27. They ran into the middle of the street
to look up at the nursery window. Yes, it was still shut, but the
room was lighted up, and most frightful sight of all, they could
see in shadow on the curtain three little figures circling round
and round, not on the floor but in the air.

Not three figures, four!

Will they reach the nursery in time? If so, how delightful for
them, and we shall all breathe a sigh of relief, but there will be no
story. On the other hand, if they are not in time, I promise that
it will all come right in the end.

They would have reached the nursery in time if the little stars
were not watching them. Once again the stars blew the window
open, and that smallest star of all called out:

“Look out, Peter!”

Then Peter knew that there was not a moment to lose. “Come,”
he ordered, and flew out at once into the night, followed by John
and Michael and Wendy.

Mr. and Mrs. Darling and Nana rushed into the nursery too
late. The birds were flown.
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Mai#iKkJs GBLT TOTOB, OH XOTEJI Y3HaTh, 34 CKOJBKO OH IPOJIETUT
mMuanapa muiab. Ho Berau xosebasacs.

— Pycanku! — cuoBa ckasaj ITurep.
— 0-o!
— Tam ecTh 1 TUpPATHI.

— Ilupatsl, — s3akpuuaiu JIX0H, HaJgeBas CBO IIJIAIY, — Je-
TUM HeMeIJIs.

B sTo mraoBenue muctep u muccuc Jlapauur ¢ HaHoii crieruian
U3 AoMa HOMep ABaAlaTh ceMb. OHU BBIOEIKAIN HA CEPEeAUHY YJIH-
IbI, YTOOBI ITOCMOTPETHh HAa OKHO AeTcKoi. [la, oHO Bce ele ObLIO
3aKPBITO, HO KOMHATa ObLiIa APKO OCBEIleHa, 1, YTO CAMOe CTPAIIl-
HOe, — OHU YBHUEJIU Ha 3aHaBECKe TeHU TPeX MaJIeHbKUX (UTYPOK,
OecIipecTaHHO KPYIKaIlIUXCHA, TOJLKO HEe Ha IOJY, a B BO3IyXeE.

He Tpu Gpurypku, a uetnipe!

VYeneror au oun mobeskars g0 gerckoi? Ecim ga, Iad HUX 2TO
OyzeT MpeKpacHO, U BCe MbI B3JOXHEM C O0JierueHueM, HO CKas-
Ku He BoIfifer. C Apyroii CTOPOHBI, €CJIM OHU He YCIeIoT, 0belaio
BaM — B KOHIIe Bce OyZeT XOpPOIIIO.

Onu 6bI yCIIEJUN JOUTH IO AETCKOI, ecau Obl He CJaeAUBIINE 3a
HUMHA MaJIeHbKNe 3Be3Abl. 3Be3J0UKM CHOBA IOy, OKHO OTKPBI-
JIOCh, W caMas MaJIeHbKAad M3 HUX KPUKHYJIA:

— Beperucs, ITurep!
IIuTep MOHAI, UTO HEJNB3SA TEPATh HU CEKYHIEL.
— Bmepexa! — mpukasas oH U cpasdy BbLIETEJ B HOUB, a BCJIE[

3a HUM Benpnu c I:xoHom u Maiirkgiom.

Muctep u muccuc [apauur u Hama BOe:Kaau B JEeTCKYIO CJIUIII-
KoM mo3nHo. IITuuku ynmopxayau.
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The Flight
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(14 S econd to the right, and straight on till morning.”

That, as Peter had told Wendy, was the way to the Neverland;
but even birds could not have found it with these instructions.
Peter, you see, just said anything that came into his head.

At first his companions trusted him completely, and so great
was the pleasure of flying that they wasted time circling round
church needles or any other tall objects that took their imagina-
tion.

They remembered with a smile that not so long ago they had
been proud of themselves for being able to fly round a room.

Not long ago. But how long ago? They were flying over the
sea before this thought began to disturb Wendy seriously. John
thought it was their second sea and their third night.

Sometimes it was dark and sometimes light, and they were
very cold and again too warm. Did they really feel hungry at
times, or were they pretending, because Peter had such a joyful
new way of feeding them? His way was to follow birds who had
food in their mouths suitable for humans and steal it from them.
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BTopoﬁ IIOBOPOT HAIPaBO, 4 IIOTOM IMPAMO OO CaMOT0
(( yTpar.

910, Kak ckasan Ilutep Bemau, m O6bl1 myTh B HebObIBaIyIiO
CTpaHy, HO Aa’ke HTUIILI HE CMOTJIM ObI HAWTH ee ¢ TAKMMU WHC-
TpyKmuamu. Ilurep, 3HaeTe Jix, IIPOCTO TOBOPUT IEePBOE, UTO €MY
MPUXOAUT B TOJIOBY.

CHauajia ero COyTHUKHU IIOJHOCTBIO €My HOBEPSIU, U UX YAO-
BOJIBCTBUE OT II0JIeTa OBLIO TaK BEJMKO, UTO OHU TPATUJIU BpeMsd,
KpysKa BOKPYT INNWUJEHN IepKBeil MM JPYruxX BBICOKUX 3TaHUM,
KOTOpHIEe MOpakajau UX BoOOpakeHUe.

OHU HACMeIJIMBO BCIIOMUHAJIM, UTO HE TaK AaBHO I'OpANJINCH
CO60fI, OTTOI'O YTO MOIJIM JieTaThb II0 KOMHAaTe.

CoBcem memaBHOo. Ho Korma sxe sTo O0bL10? OHU IepejeTanu
MOpe IIepel TeM, KaK 9Ta MBICJIb CTaJla BCephe3 0ecImoKonTh Benau.
JKOH gyMaJi, 4TO 3TO OBLIO Y2Ke MX BTOPOE MOPE W TPEThbA HOUb.

Wuorga 6b1710 TeMHO, WHOTZA — CBETJIO, OHU 3aMep3aju, a Io-
TOM MM CTAHOBUJIOCH CAUIIKOM Temo. Ha camom Jiu fesie oHU TIO-
POl YYBCTBOBAJIM TOJIOL WUJIW IPUTBOPAINUCH, BeAb y Ilutepa GbLI
TaKkoOW BeceJblll cmocobd mx KopMmMuTh? Ero cmocobd 3akJrouasics
B TOM, YTOOBI IIPECJIeIOBATh IITUIl, B KJIIBAaX KOTOPLIX ObLIa exa,
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Then the birds would follow and steal it back; and they would all
go chasing each other cheerfully for miles. But Wendy noticed
with concern that Peter did not seem to know that this was rather
a strange way of getting your bread and butter, nor even that
there are other ways.

Certainly they did not pretend to be sleepy, they were sleepy;
and that was a danger, for the moment they fell asleep, they fell
down. The awful thing was that Peter thought this funny.

“There he goes again!” he would cry gladly, as Michael sud-
denly dropped like a stone.

“Save him, save him!” cried Wendy, looking with horror at
the cruel sea far below. Eventually Peter would dive through the
air, and catch Michael just before he could strike the sea, and it
was lovely the way he did it. But he always waited till the last
moment, and you felt it was his cleverness that interested him
and not the saving of human life.

He could sleep in the air without falling, by lying on his back.

“Do be more polite to him,” Wendy whispered to John, when
they were playing “Follow My Leader.”

“Then tell him to stop showing off,” said John.

“You must be nice to him,” Wendy impressed on her brothers.
“What could we do if he leaves us?”

“We could go back,” Michael said.

“How could we ever find our way back without him?”

“Well, then, we could go on,” said John.

“That is the awful thing, John. We should have to go on, for
we don’t know how to stop.”
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noaxondAmnias I JIIoAeil, 1 OTHUMATh ee. 3aTeM OOBIUHO ITHILbI
mIpecJieOBaJIu ero 1 oToupau eny ob6paTHO; U TAK OHU BECEJO I0-
TOHAJHU APYT Apyra muuasa 3a mujeii. Ho Berau ¢ TpeBoroii ormeTu-
aa, uro Ilurepy, KakeTrcs, HEM3BECTHO, UTO 3TO AOBOJBHO CTPAaH-
HBII cmoco0 Ho6GBIBaTh cebe xJjeb HacyIHbIN, 1 OH JaKe He 3HAaeT,
YTO eCTh Apyrue.

VK TOUHO OHUM He HPUTBOPSJINCH, YTO XOTSAT CIaTh, OHU 3aChI-
HaJi; 1 9TO OBLJIO OIIaCHO, Belb CTOMJIO UM TOJBKO YCHYTh, KAK OHU

majgaju BHuU3. A camoe y:KacHoe — aTo Becenuyo IluTepa.

— Onare magaer! — OOBIYHO KpHUYAJ OH PAaJOCTHO, Korja
Maiika BAPYr KaMHeM IIajgaj BHUS.

— Cmacu ero, cnacu! — Kpuuana Bemau, ¢ yacom risagsa Ha
rPO3HOE MOpe HAJEeKO BHH3y. B KOHIle KOHIOB, IIuTep HBIPpAI B
BO3AyXe BHU3 M JOBMJ MalKja, Mpeae 4eM TOT IIagajl B BOXLY,
¥ TO, KaK OH 9TO IPOJEJLIBAJ, OBLIO 3710poBo. Ho oH Becerga »man
IO TIOCJIEJHEr0o MOMEHTA, M YYBCTBOBAJIOCH, UTO €r0 MHTEpPecoBaja
CcOOCTBEHHAs JIOBKOCTh, 4 He CIACEHUE YeJIOBeUEeCKOMN *KU3HU.

OH Mor cmaTh B BO3AyXe U He IIaJaTh, JIeyKa Ha CInHe.

— Byab ¢ HuM noBe:xkanBee, — menHyJia Beagu [»KoHy, Korma
OoHU urpanu B «lesait Kax s».

— Torma crkaku eMy, YTOOBI IMepecTaj 3aJaBaTbCA, — OTBETHUJI
IxoH.

— BBI 10K HBI OBITH ¢ HUM JIF00€3HBI, — BHYyIajaa Beugu cBo-
uM OpaTbamM. — UTo MBI OyZeM AesaTh, €CJI OH Hac 6pocuT?

— M&=1 morsiz 661 BepHYThCA 00paTHO, — cKasay MaiikJi.
— Kak xe Ham HaliTu mopory Hasaz 6e3 Hero?
— Hy, Torga monxerum mansine, — ckasaja I[»KoH.

— B rom-TO Bech yikac, oxkon. Ham npumercs jgeTeTh AaJblile,
BeJb MBI He 3HAeM, KaK OCTAHABJIMBATLCS.
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This was true, Peter had forgotten to show them how to stop.

John said that if the worst came to the worst, all they had to
do was to go straight on, for the world was round, and so in time
they must come back to their own window.

“And who will get food for us, John?”
“I pulled a bit out of that eagle’s mouth, Wendy.”
“After the twentieth try,” Wendy reminded him.

Peter was not with them for the moment, and they felt rather
lonely up there by themselves. He could go so much faster than
they that he would suddenly get out of sight, to have some adven-
ture in which they had no share. He would come down laughing
over something frightfully funny, but he had already forgotten
what it was.

“And if he forgets adventures so quickly,” Wendy argued,
“how can we expect that he will remember us?”

Indeed, sometimes when he returned he did not remember
them, at least not well. Wendy was sure of it. She saw recogni-
tion come into his eyes as he was about to pass them; once she
even had to call him by name.

“I’m Wendy,” she said excitedly.

He was very sorry. “I say, Wendy,” he whispered to her,
“always if you see me forgetting you, just keep on saying ‘I’m
Wendy,” and then I’ll remember.”

Of course this was not too good. However, to make it up to
them he showed how to lie on a strong wind, and this was such
a pleasant change that they could sleep with security. So with
occasional argues, but on the whole easy-going, they came near
the Neverland. After many moons they did reach it, perhaps not
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1 npasna, Ilutep 3a6b11 UM ITOKA3aTh, KAK OCTAHABINBATHCH.

JK0H cKasaJ, 4TO, eCJIM CIYUYUTCS caMoe XyJIlIee, UM IPUAET-
cA IIPOCTO JIeTEeTh BIiepel, 3eMJid Belb KPyIJas, U CO BpeMeHEeM
OHU JTOJIXKHBI BEPHYTHCA K CBOEMY OKHY.

— A K10 6ymer Hac KOPMUTH, [KOH?
— $1 ke BBEIXBaATHMJ KyCOUeK M3 KJIIOBa opJia, Berau.
— C gBajAaToil IONBITKY, — HAIOMHMJIA BeHau.

ITutepa He OBLIO C HMUMM B 3TOT MOMEHT, X OHH UYBCTBOBAJIU
cebs TaM, HaBEPXY, JOBOJBHO OAMHOKO. OH MOT IIepeIBUTraThCA Ha-
CTOJILKO OBICTpEee, YeM OHM, YTO BHE3AIIHO MCUe3aJ U3 BUAY pagu
MIPUKJIIOYEHNsI, B KOTOPOM OHH He yuyacTBOBaar. OH MOT CIIYCTUTE-
cs, CMesCh HAJ 4eM-TO YKacHO 3ab0aBHBIM, TOJIBKO yiKe I03a0bIB,
HaJ 4eM.

— W ecau oH Tak GBICTPO 3a0BIBAET O CBOUX MIPUKJITIOUEHUAX, —
paccy:knana Benau, — Kak MbI MOYKeM HaJeATbCSA, YTO OH OyJeT
TIOMHUTH Hac?

B camom gesne, MHOTrOa, BO3BPAIlasiCh, OH MX He HMOMHWJI, IIO
KpaliHeil Mmepe, He TaK Xopolno. Beuau Gelia B 9ToM yBepeHa. OHa
BHEJNa, KAK B €ro rjasax IOABJSEeTCA MCKOPKA y3HaBaHWS, KOI-
Ia OH coOMpaJjICsA IPOJIETETh MUMO; OSHAMKILI el qaske IIPHUIILIOCH
OKJIMKHYTDL €ro 0 MMEHH.

—d BeH}II/I, — CKas3aJia OHa B3BOJIHOBAHHO.

OH 10JITO U3BUHSJICA.

— Caymaii, Beaau, — 3alenTas oH eif, — KaKAbIH pas, Kak
YBUIUIIE, YTO 5 TeOs 3a0bly, IIPOCTO MOBTOpAii: «f1 Beram», u Tor-
Ia s BCTIOMHIO.

KomeuHo, 9T0 6bL7I0 He OueHb XOpoIrno. OgHAKO YTOOBI MCKY-
IIUTh BUHY, OH IIOKA3aJ, KaK JIeXKaTh IIPU CHJILHOM BETpe, U 9TO
Oblyia BecbMa IPUATHASA IIepeMeHa: TeIephb OHY MOLJIX CIIaTh B 6€30-
nacHoctu. TaK, ¢ peIKUMHU Pa3MOJBKaMM, HO BIIOJHe 0e33a60THO,
oHU pubIMKaanch K HeObiBasoii crpame. Yepes MHOTO JIYH OHU
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so much because of Peter or Tink as because the island was look-
ing for them. It is only thus you may sight those magic shores.

“There it is,” said Peter calmly.
“Where, where?”
“Where all the arrows are pointing.”

Indeed thousands of golden arrows were pointing at the island
to the children, all directed by the sun, so they would find their
way before night.

Wendy and John and Michael stood on tip-toe in the air to get

their first sight of the island. Strange to say, they recognized it at
once, and until fear fell upon them they were happy to see it.

“John, there’s the lagoon.”
“Wendy, look at the turtles hiding their eggs in the sand.”

“I say, John, I see your flamingo with the broken leg!”

“Look, Michael, there’s your cave!”
“John, what’s that in the brushwood?”

“It’s a wolf with her puppies. Wendy, I do believe that’s your
little puppy!”

“There’s my boat, John, with her sides broken!”
“No, it isn’t. Why, we burned your boat.”

“That’s her, anyway. I say, John, I see the smoke of the red-
skin camp!”

“Where? Show me, and I’ll tell you by the way smoke curls
whether they are on the war-path.”
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o Hee MOOpauCh, BEPOSATHO, He TOJBKO Osarogaps Ilurepy wim
THUHK, HO U IOTOMY, UTO OCTPOB caM UX HUCKaJ. TOJbKO TaK MOXKHO
YBUIETH 3T BOJIIIIeOHEBIE Oepera.

— Bor u oH, — ckazau Ilurep cnokoiiuo.

— T'me, rae?

— Tam, KyIa yKa3bIBalOT BCE CTPEJIKMU.

U, peificTBUTEJIbHO, AETAM YKa3bIBaJU HA OCTPOB THICAYU 30-
JIOTBIX CTPEJIOK, HAIPaBJIAEMBIX COJHIIEM, YTOOBI T€ HAIILJINU CBOI

IIYTb OO TOro, KaK OHO CKPOEeTCA Ha HOYb.

Benam, :xoH m Maiikj BCcTaau B BO3AYyXe Ha IIBLITOYKH, UTO-
OBI MOJIYUUTH IIEPBOE IpeacTaBaeHne o6 octpoBe. Kak Hu cTpaHHO,
OHU cpasy ero y3HaJu, 1, MOKa WX He OXBATUJ CTPax, OHU OBLIU
pajzbl ero BUIETD.

— JI»K0H, BOH TBOA JiaryHa.

— BeHpam, mocMOTpU, Uepenaxy IPAUYyT SHIla B IIecKe.

— Caymaii, [IKO0H, S BHIKY TBOero (IaMHUHTO CO CJIOMAHHOM
HoroOI1!

— ITocmoTtpu, Maiikj, BOH TBOA meirepal
— JI*KOH, UTO 9TO TaM, B 3aPOCIAX?

— Bouauwuria ¢ gerembiniaMu. BeHau, s 1yMamo, 9TO TBOHM BOJI-
YOHOK!

— 9T0 ModA JoaKa, Ko, ¢ mpodbuThbiMu Goxamu!
— Her, 910 He oHa. Kak ke, Beb MBI COKTJI TBOIO JIOJIKY.

— Bce paBHo aT0 oHa. Cayiaii, [[3KOH, g BUKY IBIM OT Jiareps
KPaCHOKOXKUX!

— I'me? TTokaKu, 1 I CKAXXy II0 KOJIBIAM ALIMA, BBIILIN OHU
HA TPOIIY BOMHBI WJIX HET.
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“There, just across the Mysterious River.”

“I see now. Yes, they are on the war-path.”

Peter was a little annoyed with them knowing so much, but
his triumph was not far off, as I have told you that fear fell upon

them soon.

It came as the arrows went, leaving the island in dark.

They had been flying apart, but they crowded together close
to Peter now. His careless manner had gone at last, his eyes were
shining, and a tremble went through them every time they touched
him. They were now over the fearsome island, flying so low that
sometimes a tree touched their feet.

Tinker Bell had been asleep on Peter’s shoulder, but now he
woke her and sent her forward.

Sometimes he stood still in the air, listening carefully, with
his hand to his ear.

“Would you like an adventure now,” he said to John, “or
would you like to have your tea first?”

Wendy said “tea first” quickly, and Michael pressed her hand
in gratitude, but the brave John hesitated.

“What kind of adventure?” he asked with care.

“There’s a pirate asleep in the grass just beneath us,” Peter
told him. “If you like, we’ll go down and kill him.”

“I don’t see him,” John said after a long pause.
“I do.”

“Suppose,” John said, “he’ll wake up.”
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— Tawm, Ha Toi cTropoHe TauHcTBeHHOI Peku.
— Teneps BuKy. [la, OHU Ha TpPOIe BONHBI.

IIutep OBLI HEMHOI'O PasmoOCaJOBaH TEM, YTO OHM TAK MHOIO
3HAIOT, HO ero TpUuyM{@ OJM3HUJICS, Belb, KaK A I'OBOPUJ, BCKOpPE
MX OXBATHUJI CTPax.

Crpax Impuires, KOTAa UCUEsIN CTPEJIbl, OCTABUB OCTPOB B TEM-
HOTE.

JleTesan OHM IIO OTHEJIBHOCTH, HO TeIEpPh CIPYAUINCH BOKPYT
ITurepa. Ero 6ecreunocTb, HaKOHEIl, IpoIlaja, rjasa 3abdjecTes,
U JeTell mpoOupaJja ApPo:Kb BCAKUII pas3, KaKk OHU JO0 Hero AoTpa-
ruBajuchb. OHU yiKe ObLIM HAJ 3JIOBEIIMM OCTPOBOM U JIETEJIH TaK
HU3KO, UTO MHOTIAa KacaJuch HOTAMU JIePEBLEB.

Tunkep Besn ciana Ha niaeue I[lurepa, HO Ternmeph OH pasOyaU
ee U OTIPaBUJI BIIepes.

Bpemenamu OH 3aMUPaJ B BO3yXe U BHUMATEIBLHO IPUCTYIIIN-
BaJICs, IPUJIOKUB PYKY K YXY.

— TowI OBI cefiuac mpeAIOYesS MPUKJIOUEHMWE, — CIPOCUJ OH
H:xoHa, — wmju cHavajia yaio?

Bengu Boimasnia:

— CuauaJjia yazo.

Maiiks 6JarogapHO MOMKAaJ el PYKy, a cMesbuak J[JKOH 3aKo-
Jebacs:

— Kaxkoe npukaiouerrne? — CIPOCHUJ OH OCTOPOIKHO.

— Tyr, opsAMO [I0J HAMU, B TPaBe, CIIUT IHUPAT, — CKasaJl eMy
IIutep. — Xouelb, CIyCTUMCS 1 yObeM ero?

— 1 ero He BuiKyYy, — orBeTHJ [[JKOH IIOCJIE TOJITOTO MOJTYaHUSA.
— i Buky.

— A uTo ecsou, — ckasaua [[»KOH, — OH IIpPOCHETCs?
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Peter spoke with anger. “You don’t think I would kill him
while he was sleeping! I would wake him first, and then kill him.
That’s the way I always do.”

“Do you kill many?”

“Tons.”

John said “How great,” but decided to have tea first. He asked
if there were many pirates on the island just now, and Peter said
he had never known so many.

“Who is captain now?”

“Hook,” answered Peter, and his face became very strict as he
said that hated word.

“Jas. Hook?”

“Aye.”

Then indeed Michael began to cry, and even John could speak
with pauses only, for they knew Hook’s reputation.

“What is he like? Is he big?”

“He is not so big as he was.”

“How do you mean?”

“I cut off a bit of him.”

“You!”

“Yes, me,” said Peter sharply.

“I wasn’t meaning to hurt you.”

“Oh, all right.”

72



Monet

ITutep 3aTOBOPUJI C BOSMYII[EHUEM:

— He nymaerns ke ThbI, UTO s yObio ero Bo cHe! CHauaja s ObI
ero pa3byami, a moroM youi. I Bcerma Tax mesaro.

— U mHOTUX THI yiKe yous?

— Viimy.

— Bor 3m0poBo, — ckasaJu [[»)K0oH, HO peIlInJl CHayaJia BBIIIUTH
yai. OH CIIpocuI, MHOTO JI MUPATOB ceiiuac Ha ocTpoBe, u Ilurep
OTBETHJI, YTO TAK MHOTO ellje He ObIBaJIO.

— Kro cefiuac y HuX Kanutau?

- RpIOK, — OTBETHJI HI/ITep, 1 JINIO ero CTaJI0 CYPOBBIM, KOTI'-
Aa OH IIPOM3HEeC HEHaBUCTHOE MMdA.

— I:xe3 Kpok?

— Tax Touno.

TyT, KOHeUHO Ke, MalikJ pacmiakaicda, u gaske [[:K0OH MOT ro-
BOPHUTH TOJBKO C 3allMHKaMI, TAK KaK UM OblJIa M3BECTHA peIyTa-
nusa Kproka.

— A Kakoii ou? OrpomMHbIi?

— He Takoit orpoMHBIN, KaK OBIJI.

— Kax aro?

— 1 oTpesas oT HETO HEMHOMKKO.

— Tor!

— Ha, a, — orBeruu [Iutep pesko.

— §I e xoTen TebsaA OOUAETD.

— A, magHo.
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“But what bit?”

“His right hand.”

“Then he can’t fight now?”

“Oh, can’t he just!”

“Left-hander?”

“He has an iron hook instead of a right hand, like claws.”

“Claws!”

“I say, John,” said Peter.

“Yes.”

“Say, ‘aye, aye, sir.””

“Aye, aye, sir.”

“There is one thing,” Peter continued, “that every boy who
serves under me has to promise, and so must you.”

John paled.

“If we meet Hook in open fight, you must leave him to me.”

“I promise,” John said loyally.

For the moment they were feeling less weird, because Tink
was flying with them, and in her light they could recognize each
other. Unfortunately she could not fly so slowly as they, and so
she had to go round and round them in a circle. Wendy liked it,
until Peter explained the drawbacks.

“She tells me,” he said, “that the pirates sighted us before the
darkness came, and got Long Tom out.”
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— Ho uTo TBI OTpesan?

— IlpaByio pyKy.

— 3HauuT, Temepb OH He MOMKEeT ApaThca?

— Kak e, He MoxkeT ou!

— JleBoii pykoii?

— VY Hero xeJje3HbIN KPIOK BMECTO IIPaBOil PYKU, KaK KOTOTh.

— Korors!

— Cuaymaii, :xoH, — ckasaia Ilurep.

— Ha.

— TI'oBopu: «EcTb, cop».

— EcTb, cap.

— TyT emre Koe-uto, — mpomoiEma Ilurtep, — KaKIbIA MaJib-
YUK U3 TeX, KTO CIYKHUT II0J MOEeH KOMAHIOI, MOJKEH IIOKJIACTD-
cdA, U THI TOXKeE.

JxoH mobsegHeIT.

— Ecau Mbl BeTpetuMcea ¢ KpioKoM B OTKPBITOM 000, ThI JOJI-
’KeH OCTaBHUTL €ro MHeE.

— Knauychb, — mpemaHHO ckasaj I[KoH.

Ceiiuac uM OBLIO HE TaK KYTKO, MOTOMY uTO THUHK JeTeja ps-
JIOM, U B €e CBeTe OHU MOTJIN Pas3rysaneTh APYr apyra. K cosxame-
HHUIO, OHA He MOIJIa JIETETh TaK JKe MeJJIEHHO, KaK OHU, U II03TOMY
el IPUXOAMIOCH KPYKUTH BOKPYT. BeHIU 3TO HPABUJIOCH [0 TeX
nop, noka Ilutep He 00BACHUI, B YEM IIOABOX.

— OHa roBOpUT MHE, — CKa3ajJ OH, — YTO HHPATHI 3aMeTHJIN
HacC 0 TOTO0, KaK CTeMHeJs0, U BuiKaTuau Jauuaaoro Toma.
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“The big gun?”

“Yes. And of course they must see her light, and if they guess
we are near it they are sure to let fly.”

“Wendy!”
“John!”
“Michael!”

“Tell her to go away at once, Peter,” the three cried together,
but he refused.

“She thinks we have lost the way,” he answered coldly, “and
she is rather frightened. You don’t think I would send her away
all by herself when she is frightened!”

For a moment the circle of light was broken, and something
gave Peter a loving little pinch.

“Then tell her,” Wendy begged, “to put out her light.”

“She can’t put it out. That is about the only thing fairies
can’t do. It just goes out of itself when she falls asleep, same as
the stars.”

“Then tell her to sleep at once,” John almost ordered.

“She can’t sleep except when she’s sleepy. It is the only other
thing fairies can’t do.”

“Seems to me,” muttered John, “these are the only two things
worth doing.”

He got a pinch, but not a loving one.

“If only one of us had a pocket,” Peter said, “we could carry
her in it.” However, they had set off in such a hurry that there
was not a pocket between the four of them.
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— Ilymky?

— Ha. I koHeuHO, UM BHUJIEH €e CBET, & €CJIU OHU JA0raJlaloTcsd,
YTO MBI PALOM, TOYHO OTKPOIOT OT'OHb.

— Bengu!
— Jl:xo0H!
— Maiig!

— Ckaxu eii, uToOBI yJjeTesa HeMeAJeHHOo, [luTep, — 3aKpu-
YaJIi BCE TPOE XOPOM, HO OH OTKAa3aJiCs.

— OmHa cunTaer, MbI 3a0JIyAUINCH, — XOJOJHO OTBETUJ OH, —
¥ OHA CHUJIBHO HAIyraHa. BuI ske He gJyMaeTe, 4TO s IIPOTHAJ OBI ee
OIHY-ONUHEIIeHbKY, KOTIa el TaK CTPAIIHO!

Ha mraoBeHme Kpyr cBeTa DPasOMKHYJCSA, M KTO-TO HEXKHO
ymunaya Iurtepa.

— Torpma craxu eit, — B3MoJamjgach BeHau, — myCcTh IIOTACUT
CBOIi CBeT.

— OHa He MOXeT ero moracuTb. JTO €IWHCTBEHHOE, Uero He
moryT caenats eu. OH caM racHeT TOJBKO TOr[Ia, KOTZa OHA 3a-
CBIIIAET, KaK y 3BEe3/I.

— Torma Benu eii ceiiuac ke yCHYThb, — UyTh JIU He IIPUKAa3aj
HxoH.

— OHa He CMOXKeT YCHYTBH, €CJIn eli He 3axoueTrcd. ITO BTOpoOE
€IVMHCTBEHHOE, Yero (peI/I He MOT'yT geJjiaTh.

— M=ue kaxxercd, — 3aBopuay [JKOH, — 5TH IBe eIUHCTBEH-
HbIe BeIlli KaK pas M CTOMJIO OBl CIejiaTh.

OH TOKe HOJIYUYMJI IIUIIOK, HO COBCEM HE HEKHBIMH.

— Ecau OBl TOJIBKO Yy KOro-TO M3 Bac OBLT KapMaH, — CKasal
ITuTep, — MOKHO OBLTIO OBI HECTHU €e TaM.

Ho oHu oTnpaBaAInCch B TAKOH CIEIIKe, UYTO HA Y KOTO U3 YeT-
BEPBIX He OKa3aJioch KapMaua.
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The Flight

He had a happy idea. John’s hat!

Tink agreed to travel by hat if it was carried in the hand.
John carried it, though she had hoped to be carried by Peter. Soon
Wendy took the hat, because John said it hit his knee as he flew.
And this, as we shall see, led to trouble, for Tinker Bell hated to
owe to Wendy.

In the black hat the light was completely hidden, and they
flew in silence. To Michael it was awful. “If only something would
make a sound!” he cried.

As if in answer, the air was torn by the most terrible crash he
had ever heard. The pirates had fired Long Tom at them.

The sound of it echoed through the mountains, and the ech-
oes seemed to cry, “Where are they, where are they, where are
they?”

Thus the terrified three did learn the difference between an
island of make-believe and the true island.

When at last the heavens were quiet again, John and Michael
found themselves alone in the darkness. John was walking in the
air mechanically, and Michael was floating without knowing how
to float.

“Are you shot?” John whispered in a tremble.

“I haven’t tried yet,” Michael whispered back.

We know now that no one had been hit. Peter, however, had
been carried by the wind of the shot far out to sea, while Wendy

with Tinker Bell were blown upwards.

It would have been well for Wendy if at that moment she had
dropped the hat.
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ITurepy npumia ynaunad uged. [lnana [:xonHal

THHK COrJIacuJach IIyTeIeCTBOBATD B IILIAIE, €CJIN €€ IIOHECyT
B pyKax. [I?KOH B3sAJ ILIANY, XOTA OHA HaAesaJIach, UYTO ee IIOHeceT
ITutep. Beckope muany Bsasa Bengu, moromy urto KOH cKasad,
4TO Ta ObET ero o KoJeHKe, KOrJa OH JeTUT. A 9T0, KaK Mbl YBU-
IUM, IpUBeEJO K Oene, Benb Tunkep Bessn 10 cMepTy He XOTEJI0OCH
OBITH B Hoary y Beupgu.

B uepHOIi 1MLIs1Ie CBET OBLI MMOJHOCTHIO CIPATAH, I OHU II0JIeTe-
au B Tumune. [na Maiikiaa 310 OBLIO yKacHO.
— XoTb OBI UTO-HUOYAB YCJBINIATE! — BOCKJIMKHYJ OH.

Byaro B oTBeT BO3AyX pasopBaJj cCaMbIi CTPAIITHBINA I'POXOT, KO-
TOPBIA OH KOrga-ju0o ciabliiaa. [IupaTsl OTKPHLIN II0 HUM OT'OHBb
u3 [nuuuoro Toma.

B ropax pasgaisoch X0, KoTopoe OyaTo Kpudaso: «I'me omHm?
T'ne ouu? I'me ouu? »

Tak HamyraHHas TPOMIA YACHWJIA PA3SHUIY MEXKIY BBILYMAH-
HBIM OCTPOBOM M HACTOSII[HIM.

Korpga, HakoHel], He60 YCIIOKOMUIOCH, [:k0H u Maiikjg o0Hapy-
SKWJIN, YTO OHU OJHU B TeMHOTe. /[}KOH MexXaHWUYeCKU Iepedupa
B BO3AyXe Horamu, a MaiikJ mapuji, He MOHUMAasA, KaKk y Hero sTo
MOJIy4aeTcs.

— Teba moacTpenuau? — npomrentas [KOH, IposKa.

— Iloka He mpoBepAJ, — OTBETUJI eMy Ierrorom Maiik.

Ceiiuac MBI 3HaeM, UTO Bce ocTajuch meabl. Ommaxo Ilutepa
B3PBIBHOM BOJIHOI OTHECJIO TajieKo B Mope, a Beunu ¢ Tuakep Bean

IIOAKWHYJIO BBEPX.

Hns Bengu Ob1y10 OBI Jiydyllie, ecau OB B TOT MOMEHT OHA ypO-
HUJIA ALY,
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I don’t know whether the idea came suddenly to Tink, or
whether she had planned it on the way, but she at once jumped
out of the hat and began to entrap Wendy.

Tink was not all bad; or, rather, she was all bad just now, but,
on the other hand, sometimes she was all good. Fairies have to be
one thing or the other, because being so small they unfortunately
have room for one feeling only at a time. They are, however, al-
lowed to change, only it must be a complete change. At present
she was full of jealousy of Wendy. Of course Wendy could not
understand what she said in her lovely tinkle, and I believe some
of it was bad words, but it sounded kind, and she flew back and
forward, clearly meaning “Follow me, and all will be well.”

What else could poor Wendy do? She called to Peter and John
and Michael, and got only laughing echoes in reply. She did not
yet know that Tink hated her with all her heart. Confused, and
now tired in her flight, she followed Tink to her death.
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§1 He 3HaM0, npumia U 9Ta uAed THHK BHe3aIlHO WJIN OHA BCe
CILJIAaHMPOBAJa II0 IIYyTH, HO OHA cpasdy BBICKOYNJIA U3 AN U CTa-
Jla 3aMaHUBaTh BeHIU B JIOBYILIKY.

TuHK ObL7Ta He Takad YK IJIoOXas; WU, BepHee, OHA ObLIa ILJIO-
X0f UMEHHO B TOT MOMEHT, HO, C IPYTO¥l CTOPOHLI, OHA OLIBaJa U
Iobpoii. PeaM MTPUXOAUTCA OBITH MW IJIOXUMU UM XOPOIIUMM,
BeIb M3-3a TOTO, UTO OHM TaKWe MaJieHbKUe, K COKAaJeHWI0, OHU
MOT'YT MCHBITBIBATH JIAIIEL OLHO YyBCTBO 3apas. TeM He MeHee UM
TIO3BOJIEHO MEHATHCA, HO TOJHKO 9TO HOJKHA OBITH MOJTHAS IepeMe-
Ha. Celiuac oHa Oblyia mosiHa peBHocTu K Bengu. Koneuno, Beunu
He MOrJIa TOHATH TO, UTO TOBOpmJa ()esi CBOMM HEKHBIM IIepPe3BO-
HOM, ¥ cIHaeTcs MHe, TaM OBLIM U IIJIOXHE CJIOBa, HO 3ByYaJd OHU
MPUATHO, OHA JieTajia B3aJ U BIlepen, ABHO uMes B Buny: «Ciaemyit
3a MHOI1, 1 Bce OyZeT XOPOIIOo».

Yro ocraBayock Aeaarth benusaskke Beuau? Ouma ssasna ITurepa,
H:xona u MaiikJjia, HO eif 0OTBeUaJIO TOJBKO HaCMeILInuBoe 9xX0. OHa
ele He 3HaJa, uTOo TMHK HEHABUIUT ee BceM cepaiieM. PacrepsaH-
Hasg ¥ M3HYpPeHHas mojeTroM Benpau ciemosaisa 3a THHK K cBoei
rubesiu.



( hapter 5

The Island Come True
OCTpoB HasiBy

F eeling that Peter was on his way back, the Neverland had
again woken into life.

In his absence things are usually quiet on the island. The fair-
ies sleep an hour longer in the morning, the beasts take care of
their young, the redskins overfeed for days and nights. But with
the coming of Peter, who hates peace, all begin to move again.

On this evening the chief forces of the island were disposed
as follows. The lost boys were looking for Peter, the pirates were
looking for the boys, the redskins were looking for the pirates,
and the beasts were looking for the redskins. They were going
round and round the island, but they did not meet because all
were going at the same speed.

All wanted blood except the boys, tonight they were out to
meet their captain. There were six of the boys on the island at
this time, counting the twins as two. Let us imagine lying among
the sugar-cane and watching them as they steal by, each with his
hand on his knife.

The first to pass is Tootles, he is brave but the most unfortu-
nate of all. He had been in fewer adventures than any of them,
because the best things always happened just when he had left.
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yBCcTBYsA Bo3BpaieHnue IIutepa, HeGbiBasas cTpaHa CHOBa
npobyAmiach K KU3HU.

B ero orcyTcTBUE JKU3Hb Ha OCTPOBe OOBIUYHO 3amMupaer. Peu
CIIAT II0 yTPaM Ha yac JoJibIlle, 3BePU BOCIUTHLIBAIOT CBOUX JI€TEHBI-
e, KPaCHOKOKMe JHAMU U HouaMu ob6wenmatorcsa. Ho ¢ mosasie-
HueM IluTepa, HeHaBUAEBIIETO CIOKOMCTBYUE, BCe CHOBA IIPUXOAUT
B IBUKEHUE.

B sTOT Beuep riaBHbIE CUJIBI OCTPOBA PACIIOJIATAJINCH CJIEAYIO-
miuM obpasom. IloTepsanubie Maabuniliku nckaau Ilurepa, mupaThl
BBICJIEIKUBAIN MAaJbUYMUINEK, KPACHOKOXKKE BBICJIEKUBAJIN IIHpa-
TOB, a 3BePHU BBICJIEKUBAIU UHAEHIEB. OHU KPYKUIU U KPYKUIN
110 OCTPOBY, HO HE BCTPEUAJINCH, IIOTOMY UTO CKOPOCTH V BCeX ObLIa
ooVHAKOBasd.

KpoBu xakmaniu Bce, KpOMe MaJILUNIIEK, KOTOPHIE BHIIILIN TeM
BeUEpPOM BCTPETHUTH cBoero KamurtaHa. Ceiuac mMOTePAHHBIX MaJlb-
YHUIIeK Ha OCTPOBE OBLIO IIECTEPO, €CJAUW CUUTATH OJIM3HEIOB 3a
aBoux. IlpeacTaBuUM, UTO MBI JIEJKUM CPEIUN CaXapHOTO TPOCTHUKA
u HabJI0aeM, KaK OHU BCe KPAAYyTCs, MOJOKUB PYKY Ha KMHIKAJ.

ITepBbIM npoxOauT BOJMTYH, OTBaYKHBII, HO cCAaMbIF He3aLauIM-
BBHIIl 13 BceX. EMy BBIIAJI0O NPUKJIIOUEHUI MEHBbIIE, YeM JII000OMY
Ipyromy, IIOTOMY UTO caMoOe NHTepecHOe Bcerja IIPOUCXOANMIIO, KaK
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This bad luck had given a gentle melancholy to his face, but in-
stead of spoiling his nature had sweetened it; so that he was quite
the shyest of the boys.

Next comes Nibs, the cheery and kind-hearted, followed by
Slightly, who cuts whistles out of the trees and dances to his own
melodies. Slightly is the most conceited of the boys. He thinks he
remembers the days before he was lost, with their manners and
customs. Curly is fourth; he is a pickle, and so often has he had
to deliver up his person when Peter said strictly, “Stand forth
the one who did this thing,” that now he stands automatically
whether he has done it or not. Last come the Twins, who cannot
be described because we should be sure to be describing the wrong
one. Peter never quite knew what twins were, and his band was
not allowed to know anything he did not know. So these two were
always keeping close together.

The boys disappear in the dark, and after a pause, but not
a long pause, for things go quickly on the island, the pirates come
on their track.

A more disgusting band has never been in nature. Here, a lit-
tle in advance, is the handsome Italian Cecco, who cut his name in
letters of blood on the back of the governor of the prison at Gao.
That gigantic black goes behind him, with his name mothers still
terrify their children on the banks of the Guadjo-mo. Here is Bill
Jukes, every inch of him tattooed, the same Bill Jukes who got
six dozen lashes from Flint before he would give the bag of gold
pieces. And Gentleman Starkey, once a teacher in a school and
refined in his ways of killing. And Irish bosun Smee, a strangely
kind man who stabbed, so to speak, without offence. And many
other bandits long known and feared on the Caribbean Sea.

Among them, the blackest and largest James Hook, or as he
wrote himself, Jas. Hook. He lay in a chariot pulled by his men,
and instead of a right hand he had the iron hook with which from
time to time he hurried his pirates. This terrible man treated them
as dogs, and they obeyed him. His dark face had deadly paleness
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TOJIBKO OH OTJIydaJiCd. dra HeBe3y4YeCThb IIpuagaJjia ero Jiuny TUuxXyrro
I'pycThb, HO BMECTO TOTI'O, YTOOBI HCIIOPTUTH €My XapaKTep, CMATYN-
Jia ero; ImoaTomMmy OH OBLII CAMBIM CKPOMHBIM M3 MaJIbUUIIIEK.

Cnenyromum umer IlepbIlliKo, Becesablii W JOOPONYIITHBIN, 3a
HUM — MaJbli, KOTOPHIM BhIpe3aeT U3 AepeBbeB CBUCTKU U ILJIfA-
meT moj coOCTBeHHBIE Mejaoxwu. Majblln — caMblili BEICOKOMED-
HBIN m3 Masbuuinek. OH cumraeTr, 4YTO IOMHUT BpPeMeHa IO TOTO,
KaK II0TePsAJICS, C UX HpaBaMU M o0bluadgMu. KyapsAIl ueTBepTHIH,
OH 030PHUK, U €My TaK 4acTO IPUXOAUJIOCH IIOAHMUMATLCH, KOTLa
ITutep crporo cupamuBan: «IlycTh BcTaHeT TOT, KTO 9TO HAaTBO-
pHUJI», UYTO Telleph OH BCTaeT aBTOMAaTHUYeCKH, He3aBUCUMO OT TOTO,
cliejiayl OH 4TO-TO uau HeT. IlociegurmMuy unyT Bausuenbl, KOTOPBIX
HEBO3MOJKHO OIINCATh, IOTOMY YTO MBI TOYHO Oy/IeM OIUCHIBATH HE
Toro. IluTep HUKOTZA TOJIKOM He 3HAJ, KTO U3 HUX KTO, & KOMaHe
He paspelIaeTcs 3HaTh TO, uero He 3HaeT Ilutep. IlosTomy aTu BOE
BCerja IepsKayiuch OJImKe APYT K APYTY.

MaibuuIIKy ncues3aT B TEeMHOTE, U IIOCJIe Iay3bl — HeI0JIr0oH
maysbl, BeJ[b HA OCTPOBE BCE IIPOMCXOAUT OBICTPO, — HA UX CJIEJ
BBIXOJSAT IUPATHI.

BoJjiee omepa3uTesbHOM OaHALI CBET He BUAbIBAJI. BOT, HEMHOTO
BIEpenn, KPacaBUMK UTAJNbIHEII UeKKO, KOTOPLIA BLIPE3aJ CBOe
UM KPOBaBBIMHU 6yKBaMI/I Ha CIIMHEe HaYaJIbHHKAa TIOPbMBI B I‘ao.
3a HUM YepHBIN TMTaHT, ero MMeHeM MaTepU 0 CUX IIOp IIyraioT
cBoux jmereii Ha Geperax ['yamxumo. Bor Buan »kykc, KarKabIit
IIOMM KOTOPOT'O MOKPBIT TaTYNPOBKaMM, TOT caMmbiii Bui [[:xyKc,
noayuuBIInii oT PInHTA MIECTh JIOKUH YIAPOB ILIETKOI, IIPeKae
yeM OTHAJI MEeIOK 30JI0ThiX. VI CTapKu-IKeHTJIbMeH, ObIBIIUNI He-
KOTJla yYHuTeJeM B IITKOJe M YOMBABINIUIN C OCOOBIM HM3SIIECTBOM.
N 6onmanm-upaauger; CMu, cTpaHHO HOOPBIA UeJIOBEK, BOH3ABIIIMHA
HOXK, TaK cKas3aTb, He KeJjasd HUKOro obuaeTh. VI MHorme apyrue
TrOJIOBOPE3hl, JaBHO M3BEeCTHLIE M HaBOAUBIIMNE cTpax Ha Kapwuo6-
CKOM MOpe.

Cpenu HUX caMbIfl YepHBI W caMblil rpoMangHbiii — [l:Keiimc
Kpioxk, nau, Kaxk ou cam nognuckiBaica — Jxe3 Kpiok. O nexan
B KOJIECHUIIE, KOTOPYIO TAIllWJIN €T0 JIOAU, & BMECTO IIPaBON PYKU
y Hero ObLI KeJIe3HBIN KPIOK, KOTOPHIM BPEeMs OT BpEMEeHU OH IO[-
TOHAJI TUPATOB. JTOT Y)KACHBIN UeJIOBEK o0palajica ¢ mupaTamu,
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and his hair was waved in long black curls giving a threatening
expression to his face.

His eyes were as blue as the forget-me-not, and full of deep
melancholy, except when he was sticking his hook into you, at
which time two red spots appeared in them and lit them up hor-
ribly. The elegance of his diction, even when he was swearing, no
less than his behaviour, showed his difference from his crew. It
was said that the only thing he was afraid of was the sight of his
own blood.

Such is the terrible man against whom Peter Pan is opposed.
Which will win?

On the trail of the pirates, stealing noiselessly down the war-
path, come the redskins. They carry tomahawks and knives, and
their naked bodies shine with paint. In the van, on all fours, is
Great Big Little Panther, he has so many scalps that in his present
position they somewhat make difficulties for his progress. Bring-
ing up the rear comes proud Tiger Lily, a princess in her own
right. She is the most beautiful of the Piccaninnies. There is not
a brave who would not have the unruly thing to wife, but she pre-
fers the altar to an axe. Look how they pass over fallen branches
without making the slightest noise. The only sound to be heard is
their heavy breathing. The fact is that they are all a little fat. For
the moment it makes their chief danger.

The redskins disappear as they have come like shadows, and
soon their place is taken by the beasts, a great and mixed pro-
cession: lions, tigers, bears, and the innumerable smaller savage
things; for every kind of beast and, more particularly, all the
man-eaters live close together on the favoured island.

When they have passed, a gigantic crocodile comes. We shall
see for whom she is looking presently.

All are keeping a sharp look-out in front, but none suspects
that the danger may be creeping up from behind.
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KaK C IICaMH, 1 OHU IIOBMHOBAJINCHh €MY. Ero CMYyTJIoe JHUIIO OBLIO
MepTBeHHO'6JIe,HHLIM, a BOJIOCHI 3aBUBaJIMCh B AJIMHHBIE€ YE€PDHBIE
JIOKOHBI, IIpHaaBad JIMIY YyI'POKaloIlllee BbhIPpaXeHue.

Ero riasa 6bLiu TOJyOBIMH, CJIOBHO He3aOyAKM, W HAIOJTHEH-
HBIMU TJIyOOKOU MeJlaHXOoJumel, KpoMe TeX MTHOBEHUIH, Korjga OH
BOHBaJ B Te6sA CBOII KPIOK — TOT/la B HUX HMOSBJIAINCEH IBE€ KPacHbIe
TOUYKU, 03aPABIINE UX KYTKUM CBeTOM. M3bICKAHHOCTh €r0 peuu,
Ia)Kke KOT[a OH pyrajcd, TaK sKe KaK U ero XOpoIllrne MaHephl IIo-
KasbIBaJIM, HACKOJHKO OH OTJIMYAJICA OT CBOEM KOMAaHAbI. ITOT Ue-
JIOBEK, IO CcJayxXaM, 00fAJICS TOJHbKO OJHOTO — BHUIa COOCTBEHHOI
KpOBH.

TakoB 5TOT CTpPAIIHBLIN uesioBeK, npoTuBHUK IIutepa Ilsna.
Kro e us Hux mobegut?

Ciremom B3a mmpaTraMu, HO TPOIE BOMHBI, BUIAMMOM TOJIBKO
ONBITHOMY IJIa3dy, 0eCHIYMHO KpamyTca KpacHoKoxkue. OHU HecyT
TOMaraBKM U HOKM, a UX OOHaYKEHHBIe Tesia OJIeCTAT OT KPacKMU.
Bnepenu ma uerBepenbkax — Bemuxuii Mansiii dryap, Ha HeMm
CTOJIBKO CKAaJILIIOB, UTO JasKe MEIIAlT eMy ABUTaThCA BIiepen. 3a-
MbIKas ItectBue, uaer ropgas Turposas Jluaums, mpumHIilecca Io
npoucxokgennio. OHa caMas KpacuBas us mieMeHu IIuKaHWHMH.
Her xpabpera, KoTopulii OBl He XOTeJ B3ATHL 3TO CBOEHpPaBHOE Cy-
IIIeCTBO B JKEHBI, HO OHA MpeAIoYuUTaeT aarapo tomop. CmoTpure,
KaK CTYyIIalT OHHM II0 YHABIIMM BeTKaM 0e3 MaJieHIero Iryma.
EnuHCTBEHHBIN 3BYK, KOTOPBIN MOYKHO YCJIBIIIATh, — UX TIKEJI0e
nvixanue. Ileso B ToM, YTO OHM HEMHOTO pactojictenu. Ceiiuac aTo
MIPeICTaBJAeT IJis HUX TVIABHYIO OIACHOCTD.

Nupeiiner ncuesaroT Tak ke, KaK M IIOSIBUJINCH, CJIOBHO TEHWU,
¥ BCKOpe MX MECTO 3aHMMAIOT 3BePr — OOJIbIIIAA 1 PA3HOIIEPCTHAS
IIPOILIECCHS: JIbBEI, TUI'PhI, MEABEAN 1 O€CUMCIeHHbLIe XUIIHUKN I10-
MeHbIIIe; Belb BCe 3BePU, a OCOOEHHO Te, UTO OXOTATCA Ha JIOJIei,
JKUBYT Ha 9TOM 0JIarOCJIOBEHHOM OCTPOBE 00K O OOK.

ToJbKO OHUM TPOILIN, KaK MOABUIACH TUTAHTCKASA KPOKOIUIIN-
ma. MbI CKOpO y3HaeM, KOT0O OHA Ceiuac BBICJIEKUBAET.

Bce HampsasKeHHO BCMATPUBAIOTCSA BIEpen, He MoJ03peBasi, UTo
OITACHOCTh MOXKET HMOAKPACTbCS C3aAU.
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The first to fall out of the moving circle was the boys. They
fell down on the grass, close to their underground home.

“I do wish Peter would come back,” every one of them said
nervously, though in height and in width they were all larger
than their captain.

“I am the only one who is not afraid of the pirates,” Slightly
said, in the tone that prevented his being a general favourite; but
perhaps some distant sound disturbed him, for he added hurriedly,
“but I wish he would come back, and tell us about Cinderella.”

They talked of Cinderella, and Tootles was sure that his moth-
er must have been very like her.

It was only in Peter’s absence that they could speak of moth-
ers, the subject being not allowed by him as silly.

While they talked they heard a distant sound. You or I, not
being wild things of the woods, would have heard nothing, but
they heard pirate’s song.

At once the lost boys — but where are they? They are no long-
er there. Rabbits could not have disappeared more quickly.

I will tell you where they are. With the exception of Nibs, who
has taken off running to look around, they are already in their
home under the ground. But how have they reached it, for there is
no entrance to be seen? Look closely, however, and you may note
that there are here seven large trees, each with a hole as large as a
boy. These are the seven entrances to the home under the ground,
for which Hook has been searching in vain these many moons.
Will he find it tonight?

As the pirates came, the quick eye of Starkey sighted Nibs
disappearing through the wood, and at once his pistol flashed out.
But an iron claw held his shoulder.

“Captain, let go!” he cried.

Now for the first time we hear the voice of Hook. It was a black
voice. “Put back that pistol first,” he said threateningly.
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HepBLIMI/I 13 9TOT'0 KPyrosopoTa BBIIIJIN MaJIbUYUIIIKHN. Onu mo-
BaJIMJIMCh HAa TPpaBy HeEIIOZaJIEKy OT CBOEI'0 IIOA3€MHOI'0 KHUJINIIA.

— Bor 6561 ITuTep cKopee BepHyJICs! — IIOBTOPSJIN BCe HEPBHO,
XOTs KasKIbIH M3 HUX ObLI BBIIIIE POCTOM W IIHWpEe B ILIeYaX, YeM
UX KalluTaH.

— §1 emuHCTBEeHHBIN M3 Bac, KTO He OOMTCA MHUPATOB, — CKa-
3aJ1 MaJbIIll TOHOM, KOTOPBIH M He JaBaJ €My CIelaThCsI BCeoOI M
JIO0MMIIEM; HO, BO3MOYKHO, €r0 00eCIIOKOUJ KaKOM-TO OTAaJI€HHbIN
3BYK, TaK KaK OH ITOCIIEIIIHO J00aBMJI: Ho a To:xe x0uy, 4TOOBI
ITutep BepHyJCcA 1 paccKasaJ HaM 0 30JYIIKe.

OnHu moroBopusiz 0 30JYIIIKe, 1 BOJTYyH ObIJI YBEepeH, YTO ero
MaMa HaBepHAKa Obljia Ha Hee OUeHb ITOXO0KA.

Toabko B orcyTcTBue IluTepa oHU cMesln TOBOPUTH O MaTepAX,
aTa TeMa CUMUTAJIACh TUIYIIOCTHIO M IIOTOMY ObLIa 3aIlpelneHa.

PasroBapuBasi, OHU YCJBIIIAIN OTHAJEHHBIA 3BYK. Bbl miau
d, He OyAyYM JIeCHLIMU TUKAPAMU, HUUYEro Obl He YCJBIIIANN, HO
MaJIbYUIIKY Y3HAJIU TUPATCKYIO IIECHIO.

W cpasy moTepsaHHBbIe MAJbUUINKU... Ho rae :xe ouu? Ux yxe
IaBHO TYT HeT. KpoJuKu 1 To He Mcuesau ObI TaK OLICTPO.

S Bam pacckamy, Kyga OHU JOesnch. Bce, 3a HUCKJIIOUEHUEM
ITeprIiiika, KOTOPBIM COpBAaJiCS B Pa3BeAKy, ysKe ObLIM B AOMeE IIOJ
semieii. Ho KaK oHu Tyjaa momaJjiu, Beb HUKAKOT'0 BXOJa HE BU[I-
HO? OmHAKO, BCMOTPEBINNUCH MOBHUMATEJbHEE, MOXKHO 3aMETUTH
ceMb OOJIBIIUX HEePEBbEB, ¥ KAMKAOTO — T'poOMagHOEe AYILIO, Yepes
KOTOPOE MOJKET IIPOJIe3Th MAJbUUIIKA. ITO CEMb BXOIOB B UX IIO[-
3eMHOe KUJIbe, KoTopoe KpIoK TIEeTHO pas3bICKUBAaeT YiKe MHOTO
ayH. Haiimer qu oH ero aToii HOUb0O?

Korgma mupats! BBIIILIN, 30pKUH r1as CTapKu ycIeJa 3aMeTUTh
IlepsIlliKO, MCUE3AIOIIero B Jecy, U TYT K€ B ero PyKe CBEPKHY.JI
nuctoJseT. Ho eMy B ILJIeU0 BOUJICA KeJIE3HBIN KPIOK.

— Kanwuran, myctu! — BckpukHya Crtapku.

Tyt Mbl BriepBhIie cabliuM rojgoc Kpioka. Ero romoc mpaues.
— CHauaJia yoepu OHCTOJIeT, — CKas3aJ OH C YI'PO30ii.
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“It was one of those boys you hate. I could have shot him
dead.”

“And the sound would have brought Tiger Lily’s redskins. Do
you want to lose your scalp?”

“Shall I after him, Captain,” asked Smee, “and tickle him with
Johnny Corkscrew?” Smee had pleasant names for everything,
and his cutlass was Johnny Corkscrew, because he twisted it in
the wound.

“Not now, Smee,” Hook said darkly. “He is only one, and
I want all the seven. Spread out and look for them.”

The pirates disappeared among the trees, and their Captain
and Smee were alone. Hook sighed heavily, and I know not why it
was. He felt a desire to tell his faithful bosun the story of his life.
He spoke long and earnestly, but Smee, who was rather stupid,
did not know in the least.

Later he caught the word Peter.

“Most of all,” Hook was saying passionately, “I want their
captain, Peter Pan. It was he who cut off my arm.” He waved the
hook threateningly. “I’ve waited long to shake his hand with this.
Oh, I’ll tear him!”

“And yet,” said Smee, “I have often heard you say that hook
was worth a score of hands, for combing the hair and other home-
ly uses.”

“Yes,” the captain answered, “if I was a mother I would pray
to have my children born with this instead of that,” and he cast
a look of pride upon his iron hand and one of scorn upon the other.
Then again he frowned.

“Peter threw my arm,” he said, “to a crocodile that happened
to be passing by.”

“I have often noticed,” said Smee, “your fear of crocodiles.”
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— 9TO0 OOUH N3 TeX MAJIbUUIIIEK, YTO Thl HEHABUIUIIH. S mor
OBI ero IIPUCTPEJINTD.

— U TBo# BhICTpeEs mpuBes Obl ciona mHAeineB Turposoi Jlu-
anu. Tl X0UeIllb JUMINTHCA CKaJabia?

— f cxowky 3a HUM, KanuTtan? — cupocus Cvmu. — U morexo-
uy ero cBouM :xouau IIITomopom?

CMu BceMy qaBaJl CJIaBHBIE IIPO3BUIIA, U €TI0 KOPTUK Ha3bIBaJI-
ca «:xouuu IIITomop», MOTOMY UTO OH IIOBOPAUMBAJ €r0 B PaHe.

— He ceiiuac, Cmu, — orBetusn Kpiok yrpomo. — OH ojauH,
a MHe HYKHBI Bce ceMepo. BceM pasoiTHCh U UCKATh UX.

IIupaTel HMCUe3Ju Cpequ AepeBbeB, KamuTad u CMU oCTaINCh
BaBoeM. KpIOK TSAMeJI0 B3TOXHYJI, U A AOTagbIBaloCch, mouemy. OH
VCIILITHLIBAJ KeJIaHNe MOAEJUTLCA ¢ BEPHBIM OOIMAHOM HCTOPUEN
cBoel km3Hu. OH paccKashIBaJ LOJI0 M MCKpPeHHe, HO CMu ObLI
HACTOJIBKO IJIYI, YTO BOOOIIe HUYEro He IIOHSLI.

YyTh 1M03:Ke OH YJIOBUJ CJI0BO «IluTep».

— Boabire Bcero, — ropopus Kpiok ¢ :xapomM, — MHe HYKEH
ux Kanutad — Ilutep IIsoH. 3TO OH JIUIINI MEeHA PYKH, — OH yIPo-
JKaroIe pasMaxmWBaJl CBOMM KPIOKOM. — §I mMaBHO KOy MOMEHTAa,
Korjga mo)kXmy ero pyky stuM. O, s pasopBy ero!

— U Bce e, — cxasan CMu, — A 9aCTO CJBIIIAJ, KAK ThI I'0-
BOPUJI, UTO KPIOK CTOUT JECATKA PYK — MM MOYKHO PacCuechIBaTh
BOJIOCEI, OH IIOJIE3€H B XO3AMUCTBE.

— ITa, — oTBeTHJ KamuTaH, — OyIb A MaTepPbI0, TO MOJUJICA
ObI, YTOOBI MOM JETH POJUJINCH C STUM BMECTO 3TOT0, — U OH KHU-
HYJ TOPABLINA B3TJIAMA HA JKeJIe3HYI0 PYKY M IPe3pUTeIbHBIN — Ha
apyryio. IToTrom cHOBa HAXMYpPUJICA.

— IluTtep Gpocuy MO PYKY, — CKa3ajJ OH, — KPOKOAWJINIIE,
KOTOpas CJAYYAHO IPOII0I3aIa MUMO.

— § yacTo 3ameuas, — cxaszas CMu, — UTO THI OOUIILCSI KPO-
KOJWJIOB.
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“Not of crocodiles,” Hook corrected him, “but of that one
crocodile.” He lowered his voice. “It liked my arm so much, Smee,
that it has followed me ever since, licking its lips for the rest
of me.”

“In a way,” said Smee, “it’s sort of a compliment.”

“I want no such compliments,” Hook barked. “I want Peter
Pan, who gave the brute its taste for me.”

He sat down on a large mushroom, and now there was a trem-
ble in his voice. “Smee,” he said, “that crocodile would have had
me before this, but by a lucky chance it swallowed a clock which
goes tick tick inside it. So before it can reach me I hear the tick
and run away.”

b

“Some day,” said Smee, “the clock will run down, and then

he’ll get you.”

Hook wetted his dry lips. “Yes,” he said, “that’s the fear that
haunts me.”

Since sitting down he had felt strangely warm. “Smee,”
he said, “this seat is hot.” He jumped up. “Hammer and tongs
I’m burning.”

They examined the mushroom; they tried to pull it up, and
it came away at once in their hands, for it had no root. Stranger
still, smoke began at once to rise. The pirates looked at each
other. “A chimney!” they both exclaimed.

They had indeed discovered the chimney of the home under
the ground. The boys stopped it with a mushroom when enemies
were in the neighbourhood.

Not only smoke came out of it. There came also children’s
voices, for so safe did the boys feel in their hiding-place that they
were cheerfully talking. The pirates listened darkly, and then re-
placed the mushroom. They looked around them and noted the
holes in the seven trees.
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— He KpokoauioB, — mompaBui ero Kpok, — a ogHY KPOKO-
puaunity. — O moHu3uI rojgoc. — Eif Tak moHpaBuUjIach MOsA PyKa,
CMu, UTO ¢ TexX IIOp OHA OXOTUTCA 3a MHOIi, 00JIM3bIBAasCh Ha TO,
YTO OT MEHs OCTaJIOCh.

— B kaxoMm-To cmbicie, — 3amerus CMum, — 3TO Bpoje Kak
KOMILINMEHT.

— He HY’XHBI MHe TaKue KOMILINMEHTHI, — PABKHYJI KpOK. —
Ms=e my:xeH IIutep I1sH, KOTOPHII faj 3BepIOre MEHsS PacIpobOBaTh.

OH ceJ1 HA OTPOMHBIH I'prb, U B €r0 I'0JIOCE IIOABUIACH APOIKb.

— CMu, — cKasaJj OH, — KPOKOIWJHIlA y:Ke ZaBHO ObI mo0pa-
Jach 10 MeHs, HO, K CUACThIO, OHA IIPOTJIOTHUJIA Yachl, ¥ TellePb OHU
B Hell TukaioT. Tak uTo mepen ee MOABJEHUEM S CJBIIIY THUKAHBE
u yberaro.

— Opmamanl, — ckaszag CMu, — 4Yachkl OCTAHOBATCHA, U TOTIA
KPOKOAUJ TeOs IMoiiMaerT.

Kprok 061mu3aJ mepecoximnue ryobl.
— Ia, aToT cTpax He JaeT MHE MOKOs.

C Tex mop KakK OH cejl, KpIOK YyBCTBOBAJI CTPAHHOE TEILIO.
— CMmu, — ckasaJj OH, — 9TO CUIeHbe — ropsuee.

OH IOACKOYMII.

— Paspasu mMensa rpom, aa A ropio.

OHu ocmoTpesu rpud; mOmpobOBANIM €ro BBITAIUTL, U OH TYT
JKe OKasaJicsl y HUX B PYKaX, TaK Kak He nuMeJ KopHeii. Emie 60Jib-
Ille UX YAUBUJIO TO, YTO ABIM IIPOJOJIMKAJ IMOAHMMATBCA. Iluparsl
TeperJasaHyJIuCh.

— Tpyba! — BOCKIMKHYJIU 00Aa.

OHUu HeliCTBUTENHHO OOHAPYKUJIN ABIMOXOJ TOA3€MHOTO KHU-
auimia. MaJbunIKY BCerJa 3aKpPhIBAJIN ero rpuboM, Korga mobam-
30CTHU OBLIN Bparwu.

Ho orTyna BBIXOAUI HE TOJBKO ABIM. J[[OHOCHJINCH U HETCKUE
roJjioca, Beab MAJbUYNIIIKNX B YKPBITUN YYyBCTBOBAJIN ce6${ HaCTOJIb-
Ko Oe3omacHo, uTo Beceso Gonranu. IIupaTsl MpauyHO HOCYIIATIH,
a 3aTeM BepHyJu rpmb Ha mMecTo. OHU OCMOTPEJIHNCH U 3aMETUIU
IYILIA B CEMU JIePEBbsX.
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“Did you hear them say Peter Pan’s from home?” Smee whis-
pered, reaching for Johnny Corkscrew.

Hook nodded. He stood for a long time lost in thought, and at
last a freezing smile lit up his black face. Smee had been waiting
for it. “Uncover your plan, captain,” he cried.

“To return to the ship,” Hook replied slowly through his
teeth, “and cook a large sweet cake with green sugar on it. There
can be only one room below, for there is only one chimney. The
silly moles had not the sense to see that they did not need a door
for each one. That shows they have no mother. We will leave the
cake on the shore of the Mermaids’ Lagoon. These boys are always
swimming about there, playing with the mermaids. They will find
the cake and they will eat it up, because, having no mother, they
don’t know how dangerous it is to eat sweet cakes.”

Smee had listened with growing admiration.

“It’s the wickedest plan I ever heard of!” he cried, and in their
triumph they danced.

They never finished it, for another sound broke in and stilled
them.

Tick tick tick tick.
Hook stood trembling.

“The crocodile!” he whispered, and ran away, followed by his
bosun.

It was indeed the crocodile. It had passed the redskins, who
were now on the trail of the other pirates. It crept after Hook.
Once more the boys appeared into the open and presently Nibs

rushed into their centre.

“I have seen a wonderful thing,” he cried, as they gathered
round him. “A great white bird. It is flying this way.”
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OcTpoB Hassy

— ToI cabliiai, oHu cKasaau, [Iutepa IIsma HeT JoMa? — mpo-
menTtan Cmu, noranysiuck K [xoruu IllTomopy.

Kpiok xuBHyJ1. OH JOJT0 CTOSI, IIOTPYKEHHBIN B CBOU MBICJIH,
¥, HAKOHEII, JeJeHAIasa YIIy YJIbI0Ka 03apujia ero TeMHOe JIHIIO.
CMu KJIaj 3Toro.

— OTKpoii cBOH IJIaH, KalluTaH, — BCKPHUYAJ OH.
— BepuyThca ma Kopabab, — MeIJeHHO Ipoleaus Kpiok
CKBO3b 3y0OBI, — ¥ IPUTOTOBUTH OOJIBIIION CJAJKWUI IUPOT C 3e-

JIeHOH TyIa3ypbio. BHM3Y MOKeT OBITh TOJBKO OfHA KOMHATAa, TaK
Kak TYT TOJBKO OfHa Tpyba. ¥ TJIyOBIX KPOTOB HE XBAaTUJIO yMa
JIorafaThCs, YTO MM He HY)KHAa ABePb IJA KaKJ0ro. OTO 3HAYUT,
Yy HUX HeT mMaTepu. MBI ocTaBUM IHpPOT Ha Gepery JlaryHbl pyca-
JIOK. MaJbumMIKy BCerja TaM IJIaBaioT ¢ pycankamu. OHu HaWgyT
IINPOTr U ChEeOAT €ero — y HUX Belb HET MaTepu, 1 OHU He 3HAaIoT,
KaK OIaCHO eCTh CJIaJKIe ITUPOTH.

Cvmu CJIylIaJ ero ¢ Bo3pacrarliyuM BOCXUIIEHNEM.

— 9TO caMbIii KOBAPHBLIN ILJIAH U3 BCEX, UTO s CJBIIIAI! — BOC-
KJIUKHYJ OH, U, JUKYd, OHU 3aILJIACAJIH.

OHU He 3aKOHYUJIUN CBOM TaHell, TaK KaK paB,I[aBIlII/IfICH 3BYK
3aCTaBUJI UX 3aMepPeTh.

— Tuk-rak, THK-TaK, TUK-TaK.
Kprok cTosa, aposka.

- Kpoxo,amn/ma! — IIpOIIIeIlTaJl OH 1 IIOMYaJICA IIPOYb, a 6011'
MaH 3a HUM.

Jto B camoMm feje OblLia Kpoxoauauiia. OHa obormana mHOeli-
IleB, KOTOPbIE ceifuac IIJIN 0 cjaeny Apyrux nupatos. OHa moJisiia
3a Kprokom.

MaJpUMIIKY CHOBA IOABUJINCHL HABEPXY, M IIOUYTH CPasy B UX
KpyTr BopBascs IlepsImiko.

— § Bumen yOUBUTENBHYIO IIITYKY, — BOCKJIHKHYJ OH, U BCe
CTOJITUJINCH BOKPYT Hero. — Boabiiyio 6eayio ntuity. OHa JIeTUT
croza.
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The Island Come True

“What kind of a bird, do you think?”

“I don’t know,” Nibs said, filled with awe, “but it looks so
tired, and as it flies it groans, ‘Poor Wendy.’”

“Poor Wendy?”

H

“I remember,’
Wendies.”

said Slightly at once, “there are birds called

“See, it comes!” cried Curly, pointing to Wendy in the heav-
ens.

Wendy was now almost overhead, and they could hear her sad
cry. But the sharp voice of Tinker Bell came more clearly. The
jealous fairy had now cast off the mask of friendship, and was
rushing at her victim from every direction, pinching her.

“Hello, Tink,” cried the wondering boys.

Tink’s reply rang out: “Peter wants you to shoot the Wendy.”

It was not in their nature to question when Peter ordered. “Let
us do what Peter wishes!” cried the simple boys. “Quick, bows and
arrows!”

All but Tootles went down their trees. He had a bow and arrow
with him, and Tink noted it, and rubbed her little hands.

“Quick, Tootles, quick,” she screamed. “Peter will be so
pleased.”

Tootles excitedly fitted the arrow to his bow. “Out of the way,

Tink,” he shouted, and then he fired. Wendy fell to the ground
with an arrow in her breast.



OcTpoB Hassy

— Yro 3TO 3a IMTHUIIA, ITIO-TBOEMY?

— $1 He 3Ha10, — mpousHec I1ephIIIKo ¢ 61aroroBeHeM, — HO OHA
BBITVIAOUT TAKOU yCTaJIOl, OHA JIETUT U CTOHeT: «Bemuas Beuam».

— Bennaa Beugu?

— § BcmomMHMI, — TYT *Ke cKasay MaJbIlll, — eCcTh TaKue IITH-
IbI — «BEHIM».

— CmoTpuTe, OHa JeTuT, — 3akpuuai Kyapsaii, ykasoiBas HaA
Benau B HeGecax.

BeH,I_II/I 6I>IJIa ViKe IIOUTHU HaA UX IrojJioOBaMu, M OHHU CJIBIIIAJIN
ee KkayobHBIN miad. Ho 6Gosee oT4eTINBO 3ByYaJl IIPOH3UTEIHHBIN
rosoc Tuakep Benn. PeBHuUBaA des coOpocuia MacKy ApyKearo0us
¥ HaJieTajia Ha CBOIO JKePTBY CO BCeX CTOPOH, I[UIIAs ee.

— IlpuBer, Tunk, — 3aKpUYaIU yAUBJIEHHbIe MAJIbUNIIKN.

Orer TuHK mposByuas Tak: «Ilutep xouer, 4TOOBI BbI IPU-
crpeauau BeHaum».

WM 6BLI0 He CBOHMCTBEHHO OcIapuBaTh nMpukKasbl [Iurepa.
— Cpenaem 1O, uero xouet IluTtep! — 3aKpUUYaIU IPOCTORYIII-
HBbIe MAJIBUYUIIKU. — BBICTPO, JYK U CTPEbI!

Bce, kpome BoaryHa, KUHYJIHCH K CBOUM JAepeBbaAM. Ero jgyk
¥ CTpesbl ObLIM IPM HeM, THMHK 3aMeTHUJa 9TO M IIOTUPAja CBOU
DYUYKH.

— Ckopee, BoaryH, ckopee, — 3aBu3ikajga oHa, — Ilurep Oy-
IeT Tak pam.

BoaTyH ¢ BolHeHHEeM IPUJIOKUI CTPEaY K JYKY.
— Iloctoponucs, TUHK, — KPUKHYJ OH U BHICTpeanJ. BeHIu
ymoaja Ha 3eMJIIO CO CTPeJIOH B IPyau.



( hapter 6

The Little House
ManeHbKnn oMUk

F oolish Tootles was standing like a winner over Wendy’s body
when the other boys, armed, jumped from their trees.

“You are too late,” he cried proudly, “I have shot the Wendy.
Peter will be so pleased with me.”

Overhead Tinker Bell shouted “Silly ass!” and rushed into hid-

ing. The others did not hear her. They had crowded round Wendy,
and as they looked a terrible silence fell upon the wood.

Slightly was the first to speak. “This is no bird,” he said in
a scared voice. “I think this is a lady.”

“A lady?” said Tootles, and fell a-trembling.
“And we have killed her,” Nibs said with a croak.
They all whipped off their caps.

“Now I see,” Curly said. “Peter was bringing her to us.”
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I \ ryneiit BoaTyH cToAn Hanm TesioM BeHAU CIOBHO IOGeIUTeNb,
KOT'Jla BOOPY’KEHHBbIE MAJLUMINKN BBICKOUMJIM M3 CBOUX [e-
peBbLEB.

— Omnosganu, — KPUKHYJ OH UM ropgo. — f y:ke sacTpenunna
Beuau. Ilutep 6ymeT MHOII TOBOJIEH.

Tunkep Bessn BeIKpukHyJsa cBepxy: «Jypakl>» — u cTpesoi
ymuasiack B yKpbeiTue. OcraibHbie ee He yeablmanu. OHU CTOJINI-
JICh BOKPYT BeHau, u, MOKa OHM Ha Hee CMOTPEJIH, Ha JecC OIyc-
THJIACh 3JI0BeIasd TUIIHUHA.

MaJbIIl 3aroOBOPUII IIEPBHIM:

— 9TO He ITHUIla, — CKasajJ OH MCIYTraHHBIM rojocom. — MHe
KasKeTcs, 9TO JIeJU.

— Jlegu? — ckasaa BoaTyH, 1 ero mpobpaJja JpoKb.

— A MBI ee yOuan, — XpUILIo ckasaj IlepbIliko.

Bce copBasu ¢ cebs manku.

— Teneps a mousan, — ckazan Kyapsami, — Ilurep npuses ee
IJIs Hac.
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The Little House

“A lady to take care of us,” said one of the twins, “and you
have killed her!”

They were sorry for Tootles, but sorrier for themselves, and
when he took a step nearer them they turned from him.

He slowly moved away.

“Don’t go,” they called in pity.

“I must,” he answered, shaking. “I am so afraid of Peter.”

It was at this tragic moment that they heard a sound which
made the heart of every one of them rise to his mouth. They heard
Peter crow.

“Peter!” they cried, for he always signalled his return.

“Hide her,” they whispered, and gathered quickly around
Wendy. But Tootles stood aside.

Again came that clear crow and Peter dropped in front of

them. “Greetings, boys,” he cried, and mechanically they saluted,
and then again was silence.

He missed it in his hurry to tell the wonderful news.
“Great news, boys,” he cried, “I have brought at last a mother

for you all.”

Still silence, except a little sound from Tootles as he dropped
on his knees.

“Have you not seen her?” asked Peter, becoming troubled.
“She flew this way.”
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ManeHbkuii JOMUK

— Yro6sl ey 0 Hac 3a00THIaCh, — IPOM3HEC OOUH u3 Bimus-
HeI0OB, — a THI ee you!

Bcee xxanenu BoaTyHa, HO erfe 60Jbllle UM OBLIO JKAJIKO CAMUX
cebsi, 1 Korga BoJTyH K HMM IIIardHyJ, TO BCe OT HETrO0 OTBEPHY-
JIACB.

OH MeAJIeHHO IIOIIeJI IPOYb.
— He yxonu, — 3BaJii OHU €TO C KaJOCTHIO.

— 1 moszkeH, — OTBETHJI OH, B3IPOTHYB, — s TaK 00ioch IIu-
Tepa.

VMeHHO B 9TOT TparmnyecKUii MOMEHT OHU YCJIBIIITAIN 3BYK, OT
KOTOPOI'0 UX CepAlla UyTh He BBIMPLITHY I U3 rpyau. OHM yeabIia-
Ju KyKapekanbe Ilurepa.

— ITurep! — saxkpuuanu oHU, Beab [IuTep Bcerza mogaBaj Ta-
KO 3HAK O CBOEM BO3BpAaIlleHUU.

— CrupsaueM ee, — 3alllelITaJd OHU U OBICTPO CTPYAUINUCH BOK-
pyr Beuau. Tonsko BoiTyH ocTajicsa CTOSTHL B CTOPOHE.

CHOBa pasjajoch 3BOHKOE KyKapeKaunbe, u Ilurep npuseMin-
Csl IPAMO Tepe] HUMM.

— IIpuBercTBYyIO Bac, pebsaiTa, — BOCKJIUKHYJ oH. OHUM MexXaHu-
YeCKHU OTJAJIU YeCTh, ¥ CHOBA HACTYIIMJIA TUIIKNHA.

Oxn He OGpaTI/IJI Ha 3TO BHUMaHUA, TOPOIIACH COO6H_II/ITI> 3aMmevya-
TEeJIBHYIO BECThb:

— OTJanuYHAaA HOBOCTD, pe0ATa, — BOCKJIUKHYJ OH, — 1, HAKO-
HEeI[-TO, JOCTAJI IJIA BaC MaMy.

W cHoBa THINIMHA, KPOME eJie CJBIIITHOrO 3ByKa: BoJITyH ILjIeI-
HYJICA HA KOJIEHU.

— B&I ee me Bugenaun? — szabecrnoxousicsa IIutep. — Ona jerena
croza.
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The Little House

Tootles rose. “Peter,” he said quietly, “I will show her to you.”
When the others would still have hidden her he said, “Back, twins,
let Peter see.”

So they all stood back, and after he had looked at her he did
not know what to do next.

“She is dead,” he said uncomfortably. “Perhaps she is fright-
ened at being dead.”

He thought of flying off till he was out of sight of her, and

then never going near the spot any more. They would all have
been glad to follow if he had done this.

But there was the arrow. He took it from her heart and faced
his band.
“Whose arrow?” he demanded.

“Mine, Peter,” said Tootles on his knees. “Strike, Peter,” he
said firmly, “strike true.”

Twice did Peter raise the arrow, and twice did his hand fall.

“I cannot strike,” he said with awe, “there is something stays my
hand.”

All looked at him in wonder, except Nibs, who fortunately
looked at Wendy.

“It is she,” he cried, “the Wendy lady, see, her arm!”

Amazing to say, Wendy had raised her arm. Nibs bent over
her and listened respectfully.

“She lives,” Peter said.
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ManeHbkuii JOMUK

Boaryn BcTa.

— Ilutep, — cKasaJy OH TUXO0, — f MIOKaXXy Tebe ee.
OcTanbHBIE TIPOAOJIMKAIN ee IPATATh, KOTJA OH cKa3aJ:
— Hagapg, Bausuensl, mycts Ilutep yBUauT.

Bce orcrynuau, IluTep mocMoTpes Ha Hee M He 3HAJ, UTO Je-
JaTh JaJjbIlle.

— Omna MepTBa, — CKas3ajJ OH PACTEePSIHHO, — HaBEpPHOe, el
CTPAITHO OBITH MEPTBOM.

OH ayMaJ yjaeTeTh HOJAJIbIIe OTCIONA, IIOKA OHA HEe IIPOIIaJeT
U3 BUAY, 1 00JbIlIe HUKOIrJa 0JIM3KO He IIOAXOAUTh K 9TOMY MECTY.
U Bce ObLIM OBI TOJBKO PAALI IOCJIEI0BATEL 34 HAM, €CJIN ObI OH TakK
cresag.

Ho tam 6n11a crpesa. OH BRITAIUJ CTPEJIYy U3 €e cepAra U IIo-
BepHYJICA K cBoeii OaHe.

— Ysa crpesna? — morpe6GoBasa orBera IluTep.

— Mos, ITurep, — npusHaysica BoaTyH, cTOd Ha KOJEHAX. —
VYaaps, ITutep, — ckasay OH TBEPAO, — yAAPb IIO-HACTOAIIEMY.

HBaskner Ilutep mogHUMAN CTPENy, U ABAKIBI €70 PyKa OIyc-
KaJjachk.

— He mory ygaputb, — CKasaJ OH C yKacoM, — UTO-TO OCTa-
HaBJIMBaeT MOIO PYKY.

Bcee B3IVIAHYJIM Ha HEro C yAuBJIEHHUEM, KpoMe Hepbumca, KO-
TOpI:IfI, K CHaCTbhlO, CMOTPEJI Ha BeHlII/I.

— 9T0 0OHA, — BOCKJUKHYJI OH, — Jiequ Beuau, cmoTpure, aTo
ee pykal

ITopasurenrHo, HO Benau mogusaa pyky. IlepbIIIKO CKIOHMII-
cA HAJI Hel W MOYTHUTEIbHO IPUCIYIIAJICH.

— Kaxercs, oHa ckazajya: «Benubrit BoaTyH», — mpoIrenTas oH.

— Oma xuBa, — 3amerua Ilurep.
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The Little House

Then Peter knelt beside her and found his button. You remem-
ber she had put it on a chain that she wore round her neck.

“See,” he said, “the arrow struck against this. It is the kiss
I gave her. It has saved her life.”

“I remember kisses,” Slightly interrupted quickly, “let me see
it. Yes, that’s a kiss.”

Peter did not hear him. He was begging Wendy to get better
quickly, so that he could show her the mermaids. Of course she
could not answer yet. But from overhead came a sad note.

“Listen to Tink,” said Curly, “she is crying because the Wendy
lives.”

Then they had to tell Peter of Tink’s crime, and almost never
had they seen him look so severe.

“Listen, Tinker Bell,” he cried, “I am your friend no more. Go
away from me for ever.”

She flew on to his shoulder and begged, but he pulled her off.
Not until Wendy again raised her arm did he relent to say, “Well,
not for ever, but for a whole week.”

Do you think Tinker Bell was grateful to Wendy? Oh dear no,
never wanted to pinch her so much.

But what to do with Wendy?
“Let us carry her down into the house,” Curly suggested.

“Yes,” said Slightly, “that is what one does with ladies.”

“No, no,” Peter said, “you must not touch her. It would not
be respectful.”

“That,” said Slightly, “is what I was thinking.”
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ManeHbkuii JOMUK

IIuTep omycTUICA PALOM C Hell HA KOJIEHHW UM HallleJl CBOIO IIy-
ropuny. IloMHUTEe, OHA INPUKPEINNWJA €€ Ha IEINMOYKY, BHUCEBIIYIO
Ha 1mee?

— CMmoTpuTe, — CKasaJl OH, — cTpeja yaapujaack o6 sto. Ilo-
enyii, KOTOphIi A el mogapua. OH cmac el JKU3Hb.

— 1 momHIO TIOIEeIyH, — OBICTPO BMernaJicsa MaJblin, — gaiTe
MHe IIOCMOTpeTh. [la, 5TO U eCTh MOIEeJNyH.

HI/ITep ero He cablmaia. OH yiapanimuBaJl BeH,E[I/I BbBI3JOPaBJIN-
BaThb IIOCKOpee, uyTOOBI TTOKAa3aTh e PpycCaJioK. KOHe‘IHO, OHa IIOKa
He MOoIJia eMy OTBeduaThb. A CBEPXY pa3gainChb JKaJI00HbIe 3BYKHU.

— Cuaspimmiute, 970 TuHK, — ckasaa Kyapsam, — oHa peser, I0-
Tomy uTOo BeHau :KuBa.

WM mpuiiniock pacckasars IIlutepy o snomesanuu TuHkK, U Ka-
JKeTcs, BIIePBbIe OHM YBHUEJIN €r0 TAKUM CYPOBBIM.

— Caymaii, Tuakep Besn, — 3axpuyas oH, — OOJIbIIIE A C TO-
6oii He Apy:Ky. IIpousb OT MeHs HaBceraa.

TuHK cieTesia K HEMY Ha IJIeUO W CTajJla yMOJAThH, HO IluTep
ee cmaxnayJya. Tonpko korga Bengu cHOBa HOAHANA PYKY, OH CMAT-
YmMIICA U CKas3am:

— JlagHO, He HaBcerja, a Ha IEJIYI0 HeJlelo.

Ber gymaetre, Tunkep Bexan Onlna 6aaromapHa Benmu? Boxe,
HeT, HUKOTJA ellle el TaK CHUJIbHO He XOTeJIOCh €€ YIIUIHYTh.

Ho uto genats ¢ Beugu?

— ITaBaiiTe oTHeceM ee BHU3, B JOM, — HpemJo:Kua Kymapsri.

— Ha, — coraacuaca MaJsbIlll, — MMEHHO TaK M IOCTYIIAIOT
c Jenu.

— Her, mer, — ckasau Ilutep, — K Heli HeJIb3sd IIPUKACATHCS.

910 OBLI0 OBl HEYBAXKUTEIHHO.

— VIMeHHO TaK A W HOgyMaJI, — CKasaJ MaJibII.

105



The Little House

“But if she lies there,” Tootles said, “she will die.”

“Yes, she will die,” Slightly admitted, “but there is no way
out.”

“Yes, there is,” cried Peter. “Let us build a little house round

her.”
They were all delighted. “Quick,” he ordered them, “bring me
each of you the best of what we have.”

In a moment they were as busy as tailors the night before
a wedding. They rushed this way and that, down for bedding, up
for firewood, and while they were at it, who should appear but
John and Michael. As they dragged along the ground they fell
asleep standing, stopped, woke up, moved another step and slept
again.

“John, John,” Michael cried, “wake up! Where is Nana, John,
and mother?”

And John rubbed his eyes and muttered, “It is true, we did
fly.”

You may be sure they were very happy to find Peter.
“Hello, Peter,” they said.

“Hello,” replied Peter friendly, though he had forgotten them.
He was very busy measuring Wendy with his feet to see how large
a house she would need. John and Michael watched him.

“Is Wendy asleep?” they asked.
“Yes'7’

“John,” Michael suggested, “let us wake her and get her to
make supper for us.” But as he said it the other boys rushed on
carrying branches for the building of the house.
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ManeHbkuii JOMUK

— Ho ecsu oHa 6ymeT JekaTh 3lech, — cKasasm BoaTyH, — To
yMper.

— Ia, ona ymper, — npusHaj Masasint. — Ho gpyroro Beixoma
HeT.

— EcTb BBIXO/, €CTh, — BOCKJIMKHYJ IInuTep, — IOCTPOUM BO-
KPYyT Hee MaJIeHbKUH JOMUK.

Bce mpumiu B BOCTOPT.
— BricTpo, — mpukasaJ OH UM, — TaIllUTe CIOfA BCe caMoe
Jydlee, YTO y HaC eCTh.

BMur oum sacyeTunnuch, Kak MOPTHBLIE B HOUD IIepe] CBaab0OI.
OHu HOCWJICH B3aJ U BIIepe]], BHU3 3a IOCTEJIbI0, BBEPX 3a JPO-
BaMu, U IIOKa BCe 6BIJII/I 3aHATHI, ABUJINUCH, KTO 6BI BBEI AyMaJud —
ko m Maiika. OHE TaIuIKUCh IO 3eMJie UM 3aChIIajad Ha XOmy,
OCTaHABJINBAJINCH, IIPOCHINATINCD, JeJaJU eIlle OAWH Iar U CHOBAa
3aChIIIaJIN.

— II:xoH, :xoH, — BCcKpuKmBaJa Maiika, — mpocHuchk! I'me
Homua, IxoH, 1 Mmama?

J»XOH TIoTep CBOM TIJja3a U IPobOpPMOTAaJI:
— Mp1, npaBga, yJjeTean.

BynabTe yBepeHbl, OHU OBIIM OYeHb panbl, uTo Hamwiu [Iutepa.
— Ilpuser, ITutep! — crazanau oHU.

— IlpuBer, — orBerms Ilutep Apy:KeSIIOOHO, XOTA OH UX HE
nmomuUA. OH OBLT OUEHb 3aHAT, M3MepAd ImaraMm BeHau, UTOOBI
y3HaTh, KaKOHM BeJIWUYUHBLI AOM eii moHamobutcsa. :xoH m Malka
HaOJJIIOmAIN 32 HUM.

— Bengu couT? — CIPOCUJIN OHU.

— Ha.

— I:xoH, — mpeaaoxua Maiiki, — maBaii ee pa3dyaum, IycTh
IIPUTOTOBUT HAM YXKUH.

He ycmes oH 1oTOBOPUTH, KAK MPUMUYAJIUCH MAJTBUUIIIKY C BET-
KaMu IJIs IIOCTPOMKHU IOMaA.
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The Little House

“Curly,” said Peter in his captain’s voice, “see that these boys
help in the building of the house.”

“Ay, ay, sir.”
“Build a house?” exclaimed John.
“For Wendy,” said Curly.

“For Wendy?” John said, surprised. “Why, she is only a girl!”

“That,” explained Curly, “is why we are her servants.”
“You? Wendy’s servants!”
“Yes,” said Peter, “and you also. Go with them.”

The amazed brothers were dragged away to hack and carry.
“Chairs and a fireplace first,” Peter ordered. “Then we shall build
a house round them.”

“Yes,” said Slightly, “that is how a house is built.”

Peter thought of everything. “Slightly,” he cried, “bring
a doctor.”

“Ay, ay,” said Slightly at once, and disappeared, scratch-
ing his head. He knew Peter must be obeyed, and he returned in
a moment, wearing John’s hat and looking serious.

“Please, sir,” said Peter, going to him, “are you a doctor?”

The difference between him and the other boys at such a time
was that they knew it was make-believe, while to him make-be-
lieve and true were exactly the same thing. This sometimes trou-
bled them, as when they had to make-believe that they had had
their dinners.

“Yes, my little man,” Slightly anxiously replied.

“Please, sir,” Peter explained, “our lady is very ill.”
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ManeHbkuii JOMUK

— Kyapam, — nmpukasan [IuTep cBOMM KamWMTaHCKUM T'OJIO-
COM, — CJIeIW, YTOOBI 3TU MAJBbUYUKN MOMOTAJIU CTPOUTH AOM.
— EcTb, cap.

— Crpoutsb 1oM? — BOCKJIUKHYJ J[JKOH.

— HOna Beagu, — yrounua Kynpsarn.

— IInsa Benngu? — mopasuiuca [:xoH. — Ho oHa Bcero jumib
JIeBUOHKA!

— IloaTomMy MBI eif U cAy:KuUM, — 00BbAcHUI Kyapsri.

— Bu1? Cayru Beugu?!
— Ha, — crasax Ilutep, — u BbI TO:Ke. nuTe ¢ HUMU.

MzymaeHHbIX OpaTheB yTAIMUJIN PYOUTh U TACKATh BETKU.
— CHauaJia cTyJabA U KaMUH, — pacnopanuica I[Turep. — Ilo-
TOM BOKPYT HUX IIOCTPOUM JOM.

— Ha, — moarBepama Maubiin, — goMa Tak M CTPOAT.

IIutep momymaJ 060 BceM.
— Mauslmn, — KPUKHYJ OH, — IPUBEAU AOKTOPA.

— EcTb, c3p, — TYT Ke ckasaj ManbsImn u, ImoyecaB 3aTHLIOK,
ucues. O 3Han — IluTepy HaZO NOOUUHATHCA, M BEPHYJICA Uepel
MUHYTY B Iuiamne [[)KoHA, IPUHAB CEPbE3HBIN BU/I.

— Ilpomry Bac, ¢ap, — ckasau [Iutep, npubanKasch K HeMY, —
BBI JOKTOP?

PasHuiia Mmexkay HUM M OPYTUMU MAJIBYUIITKAMHU B TAKHE MO-
MEHTBI 3aKJIIOYAJIACH B CJAENYIOIEeM: OHI HOHNMAJIN, YTO 9TO HOHA-
POIIIKY, a IJIS Hero W IMOHAPOIIKY ¥ B3alpaBay ObLIO OTHO U TO Ke.
WMHorma 9TO IPUYMHSIIO UM HEyJ00CTBA, HAIPUMED, KOrga IIPUX0-
OUJIOCH IPUTBOPATLCA, OYATO OHU ysKe moobeman.

— Hda, IpyKOK, — BCTPEBOKEHHO OTBeTUJ MaJbIl.

— Ilosxkanyiicra, cap, — o06bsacHsg [Iutep, — HAaIlIa Jegu OYeHb
0oJIbHA.
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The Little House

She was lying at their feet, but Slightly had the sense not to
see her.

“Tut, tut, tut,” he said, “where is she?”
“Over there, on the green.”

“I will put a glass thing in her mouth,” said Slightly, and he
made-believe to do it, while Peter waited.

“How is she?” asked Peter.
“Tut, tut, tut,” said Slightly, “this has cured her.”
“I am glad!” Peter cried.

“I will call again in the evening,” Slightly said; “give her beef
tea out of a cup with a spout.” But after he had returned the hat
to John he blew big breaths, which was his habit on escaping from
a difficulty.

In the meantime the wood had been alive with the sound of
axes; almost everything needed for a comfortable house already
lay at Wendy’s feet.

“If only we knew,” said one, “the kind of house she likes
best.”

“Peter,” shouted another, “she is moving in her sleep.”

H

“Her mouth opens,” cried a third, looking respectfully into

it. “Oh, lovely!”

“Perhaps she is going to sing in her sleep,” said Peter.
“Wendy, sing the kind of house you would like to have.”

Immediately, without opening her eyes, Wendy began to sing:

“I wish I had a pretty house,
The littlest ever seen,

With funny little red walls
And roof of mossy green.”
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ManeHbkuii JOMUK

Benpu jesxana y ux HOr, HO y MaJbpIlia XBaTUJI0 yMa CAeJaaThb
BUI, OYATO OH ee He BUIUT.

— Tax-Tak-Tak, — ckasaJj oH. — I'me xe oHa?
— Bou Tam, Ha JyKalike.

— § mosoiky el B POT CTEKJSHHYIO INTYYKY, — CcKasaa Ma-
JIBIII ¥ TIPUTBOPUJICS, UTO JeJaeT 3TO, moKa IluTep KaaJt.

— Kaxk oma? — cmpocu ITutep.

— Tax-Tak, — ckasajy MaJpIIll, — 3TO ee BBLLIEUYUJIO.
— {1 paxn! — BockaukHyJa ITuTtep.
— 1 saiigy elre pas BeuepoM, — cKasaj MaJjiwlln, — gaBaunTe

ell KpenKuii OyJILOH U3 YAITKU C HOCUKOM.
Ho, BepuyB maany [[»KoHY, OH ITyMHO BBIJOXHYJI C 00JI€TUEHN-
€M, OH BCerja TaK Jejaj, Korja TPYAHOCTH OCTaBaJINCh II03aU.

TeM BpeMeHeM JIeC OXKUBJISAIN YAaPhl TOIIOPOB, W IIOYTH BCE He-
o0xoauMoe AJid VIOTHOTO JOMHKA yJKe JIeKaso Y Hor Beupgu.

— Ecuuz GBI TOJIBKO 3HaThb, — CKa3aJl KTO-TO, — KaKue goMa e
60JIbIIIe BCETO HpaBATCA.

— Ilurep, — BOCKIMKHYJ APYroii, — OHA IIIEBEIUTCA BO CHE.

— OHa OTKpBIBAET POT, — B3aKpWUaJ TPETHil, MOUTUTEIHLHO
B Hero sarisgHys. — Kax muio!

— Mosxer, oHa cmoer Bo cHe? — zamerusa Ilutep. — Benawm,
CIIOIi, KaKoMl ObI THI XOTeJa AJIA ce0s JOMUK.

TyT ke, He OTKPLIBAA IJ1a3, Benau samesia:

JoMuK X0uy XOpPOIIIEeHbKUI,
IIycTs OymeT caMblii KPOIIIEUHBIH.
KpacHuoii mycTh 6ymeT cTeHa,
Kprima kak Mox 3eJieHa.
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The Little House

They laughed with joy at this, for by the good luck the branch-
es they had brought were sticky with red sap, and all the ground
was carpeted with moss. As they built the little house they broke
into song themselves:

“We’ve built the little walls and roof
And made a lovely door,

So tell us, mother Wendy,

What are you wanting more?”

To this she answered:

“Oh, really next I think I’ll have
Gay windows all about,

With roses peeping in, you know,
And babies peeping out.”

With a blow of their fists they made windows, and large yel-
low leaves were the curtains. But roses —?

“Roses,” cried Peter strictly.

Quickly they made-believe to grow the loveliest roses up the
walls.

Babies?

To prevent Peter ordering babies they hurried into song
again:

“We’ve made the roses peeping out,
The babes are at the door,

We cannot make ourselves, you know,
’cos we’ve been made before.”

Peter thought this to be a good idea, at once pretended that it
was his own. The house was quite beautiful, and no doubt Wendy
was very comfortable within, though they could no longer see her.
Peter walked up and down, ordering finishing touches. Nothing
escaped his eagle eyes. Just when it seemed absolutely finished:

“There’s no knocker on the door,” he said.
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ManeHbkuii JOMUK

OHU 3aCcMeANUCH OT panoctu, IIOTOMy 4TO, K C4aCTbhIO, Ha BeT-
KaX, IDUHECEHHBbIX 13 JieCa, 3aCThIJI KpaCHbIﬁ I[peBeCHBIfI COK, a 3e-
JIEHBIM MXOM ObLjIa YyCTJ/IaHa BCA 3€MJISA BOKPYT. IToxa onu CcTpouaIn
MaJIeHbKUH AOMUK, OHN CaMU 3alleJiu IIEeCHIO:

EcTb 1OMUK — CTEHBI 1 KPbIIIA.
KpacuBas B JoMUKe ABEPb.

XOoTUM IMOCKOpPEee YCIBIIIATE:

Yro, mama Benau, HaM gesaTh Temepb?

Ha sT0 ona orsernia:

Teneps moHALO6ATCA MHE
Becenrble okomKHU.

ITycTe OyAyT pO30OUKU Besme
W pagocTHBIE KPOUIKHU.

Y;[apaMI/I KYyJIaKOB OHH IIpoaeJiaJii OKHa, a 0OJIBIIINE KEJIThIe
JUCTBhA cTajnu 3aHaBeckamu. Ho pOSI)I...?

— Possl, — ctporo npukpukHya Ilurtep.

OHU OBICTPEHBKO NMIPUTBOPUJINUCH, YTO BBIPACTHUJIMN Y CTEH IIpe-
KpacHeHIIe po3sbl.

Kpomiku?

Yro6s! ITuTtep He mpUKa3aa UCKATh KPOIIIEK, OHU CHOBA IIOCIIE-
VIV 3aTeTh:

Po3ss1 BEIpallieHsl HAMH,

A KpOIIIKU y ABEPH.

Cebs He cresiaeM MbI CAMU,
Mgz1 caenansr — cmoTpu!

IIuTep pemiwi, 4TO 9TO OTJUYHAS HIed, U CPasy MPUKUHYJI-
cd, 6yaTo cam ee mpuAyMai. JJOMUK TOJMYyUYHUJICS OUeHb KPACUBBIM,
u Ge3 coMHeHUI, BeHau GbLIO B HEM OUEHb YIOTHO, XOTS TEIEPb
OHU ee He BuAeau. [IuTep XOoAMJI B3aJ-BIIepel, PACIIOPAKAACH Ha-
CUYeT HOCJIeSHUX IITPUX0B. HUUTO He YCKOJIB3HYJIO OT €ro OPJIMHO-
ro B3opa. ToJbKO IMOKAa3aJI0Ch, UTO BCE MTOJHOCTHIO TOTOBO:

— Her nBepHOro MOJIOTKA, — CKAa3aJl OH.
113



The Little House

They were very ashamed, but Tootles gave the sole of his shoe,
and it made an excellent knocker.

Absolutely finished now, they thought. Not of bit of it.
“There’s no chimney,” Peter said; “we must have a chimney.”

“It certainly does need a chimney,” said John importantly.

This gave Peter an idea. He removed the hat off John’s head,
knocked out the bottom, and put the hat on the roof. The little
house was so pleased to have such a capital chimney that, as if to
say thank you, smoke immediately began to come out of the hat.

Now really it was finished. Nothing remained to do but to
knock.

“All look your best,” Peter warned them; “first impression is
awfully important.”

He was glad no one asked him what first impressions are; they
were all too busy looking their best.

He knocked politely, and the wood was as still as the children.
Not a sound to be heard except from Tinker Bell, who was watch-
ing from a branch and openly making fun of them.

What the boys were wondering was, would anyone answer the
knock? If a lady, what would she be like?

The door opened and a lady came out. It was Wendy. They all
whipped off their hats.

She looked surprised, and this was just how they had hoped
she would look.

“Where am 1?” she said.

Of course Slightly was the first to get his word in. “Wendy
lady,” he said rapidly, “for you we built this house.”

114



ManeHbkuii JOMUK

ManpuuInKy 3aCTHIAUINCH, HO BOJTYH AaJj MOAOIIIBY OT CBOETO
OOTHHKA, U 13 Hee BBIMIEJ OTJIUYHBIA MOJIOTOK.

Temeps y:K TOUHO Bce, perrnau oHu. Ho He TyT-TO OBLIO.
— Her Tpy6s1, — 3ameTus I[IuTep, — HaM Hy:KHa TpyoOa.

— Koneuno, Tpy0a IIpocTO HeoOXoguMMa, — BayKHO CKasal
IxoH.

9ro HaToaKHYJ0 IluTepa Ha uneo. OH COPBAJ ILJIANY C TOJIOBBI
H:koHa, BLIOMJ V Hee MHO U IIOCTABUJ NLJIANY Ha KpbITy. [[loMuk
OBLJI TaK paj 3all0JyYUTh CTOJIb OCHOBATEJIbHYIO TPYOY, UTO, OYATO
B 0J1arOIapHOCTD, U3 ILIAIBI CPa3y Ke IMOBAJUJI AbIM.

Temeps TOuHO pabora ObLIa 3aKoHUeHa. OCTaBaJIOCh TOJBKO
IOCTy4aTh B ABEPb.

— BceMm npuHATH HAWJIYUIIWHA BUI, — npenynpenu [lutep. —
IlepBoe BIeuaTeHne — YyKAaCHO BasKHOE.

OH OBLT pajl, UTO HUKTO He CIIPOCUJ €T0, UTO 3HAUUT «IIePBOE
BIIeUATJIEHWE»; BCEe OBLIM CJIUIIKOM B3aHATHI — NPUHUMAJIMN Ha-
WIIyYMIuy BUA.

OH BeXKJIMBO IOCTYYAaJl, a JIeC, TaK JKe KaK U MaJbUYMIIKHU, 3a-
mep. He OBLI0 CABINTIHO HU 3BYKa, ToabKo Tunkep Besr, mabaogasa
C BETKH, OTKPBITO HAJ HUMHU IIOTEIIAJIACH.

MaJpuMIIKK YMAaJIW TOJBKO O TOM, OTKPOET JU KTO-HUOYAb
aBepb? Eciu nenm, To Kakas oHa?

JBepb OTKpBLIACh, 1 BHIIILIA Jenu. ITo O0blia Beugu. OHu cop-
BaJiu ¢ ce0s IIamKu.

Benpgu BhITIIAAEN A YAUBIEHHOI, UMEHHO TaK, KaK OHU U OKU-
JaJu.

— T'me a? — cmpocuia oHa.

Koneuno, MaJbIIl mepBbIM BCTABUJI CBOE CJIOBO.
— Jlemu BeHawy, — BBIDAJUJ OH, — MBI IIOCTPOUJIH STOT JOM
I Te0s.
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The Little House

“Oh, say you’re pleased,” cried Nibs.

“Lovely, darling house,” Wendy said, and they were the very
words they had hoped she would say.

“And we are your children,” cried the twins.

Then all went on their knees, and holding out their arms cried,
“O Wendy lady, be our mother.”

“Of course it’s fascinating, but you see I am only a little girl.
I have no real experience,” Wendy said, all shining.

“That doesn’t matter,” said Peter, as if he were the only per-
son present who knew all about it, though he was really the one
who knew least. “What we need is just a motherly person.”

“Oh dear!” Wendy said, “you see, I feel that is exactly what
Iam.”

“It is, it is,” they all cried; “we saw it at once.”

“Very well,” she said, “I will do my best. Come inside at once,
you naughty children; I am sure your feet are wet. And before
I put you to bed I have time to finish the story of Cinderella.”

They went in. I don’t know how there was room for them,
but everything is possible in the Neverland. And that was the
first of the many joyous evenings they had with Wendy. Soon
she covered them in the great bed in the home under the trees, but
she herself slept that night in the little house. Peter kept watch
outside with his sword, for the pirates could be heard feasting far
away. After a time he fell asleep, and some fairies had to climb
over him on their way home from a party. They would have mis-
chiefed any of the other boys, but they just pinched Peter’s nose
and passed on.



ManeHbkuii JOMUK

— Craku, uTo Tebe HPaBUTCS, — BOCKJIUKHYJ IIephImiKo.

— Muslii, YyIHBIN JOMUK, — CKasaJyia BeHau, 1 9TO OBLIU Te
caMble CJIOBA, KOTOPbIE OHM HAMEs/INCh YCJBIIIAT.

— A MBI TBOU JeTH, — 3aKpUvau BIM3HeIsl.

TyT Bce yInauu Ha KOJIEHHU U, IPOTAHYB PYKU, 3aKPUYATIN:
— Jlenqu Bengu, O0yap Harreii mamoii!

— KoHeuHO, 5T0O 3aMaH4YnBO, HO, BUAUTE JIU, S BCEro JUIIL Ma-
JeHbKasd MeBOUKa. Y MeHs U OILITA-TO HeT, — CcKasaJja cuAiolas
Bengu.

— 9To HeBayKHO, — mpousHec IluTtep Tak, 6YATO OH eIUHCTBEH-
HBIII M3 MIPUCYTCTBYIOIIUX B 3TOM pasdupajicd, XOTA B MeHCTBU-
TeJbHOCTH 3HAJI MEeHbIIIe BCEX.

— HawMm #Hy:KHa TOJBKO MaTepUHCKas 3aboTa.

— Bosxe moit! — cxkaszana Bengu. — 3Haere, KayKeTcs, 3TO KaK
pas mo MHe.

— HOa, na, — 3aKpuyajnd BCe, — MBI CPa3y 9TO IMOHAIN.

— OueHb XOPOIIIO, — CKas3aJ 0HA, — OYyIy CTapaThCs M30 BCEX
cuii. BBICTPO B I0M, O30PHUKM, HABEPHAKA Bl IIPOMOYMJINA HOTH.
" mepen TeM, Kak Bac YJIOKHUTH, y MeHs OyAeT BpeMs, YTOOBI 3a-
KOHYHUTDH CKa3Ky 0 S0JIYIIKe.

Onu BoOILIM BHYTPb. He 3HA10, KAK OHU TaM IIOMECTUJIUCH, HO
B HeGbIBasI0i cTpame BCce BO3MOXKHO. JTO OBLI IEPBBIA 13 MHOMKE-
CTBa PAJOCTHBIX BEUEPOB, IIPOBEJEeHHBIX ¢ Benau. Bckope ona
YKDPbLIa UX OJesJIOM Ha 6OJIBbIIION KPOBATU B OMeE IO JePEBbAMMU,
HO caMa B Ty HOUYb JierJja cuaTh y cebs B momuke. [Iutep creper
CHapy’Ku, C MEUOM, TaK KakK BAaJieKe IITyMHO BECeJUJIUCh IUPAaTHI.
Korga ou 3acHyJ, (heaM, BO3BPAIIABIINMCA JOMOI C BeUEPUHKH,
MIPUIILJIOCH Uepes Hero mepesesars. OHU caenanau ObI MAKOCTh JIIO-
6oMy IPYroMy MaJIbUHMIIKe, HO [lnTepa oHM TOJIBKO IIUIIAJHN 38 HOC
¥ muIu cebe gajbliie.



( hapter 7

The Home under the Ground
Nlom nop 3emnen

ne of the first things Peter did next day was to measure

Wendy and John and Michael for hollow trees. Hook, you re-
member, had laughed at the boys for thinking they needed a tree
apiece. But this was ignorance, for unless your tree fitted you
it was difficult to go up and down, and no two of the boys were
quite the same size. Once you fitted, you let out your breath at
the top and went down at exactly the right speed. While to go up
you breathe in and out in turn.

But you simply must fit, and Peter measures you as carefully
as for a suit: the only difference is that the clothes are made to fit
you, while you have to be made to fit the tree. Usually it is done
quite easily, Peter does some things to you, and after that you fit.
Once you fit, great care must be taken to go on fitting.

Wendy and Michael fitted their trees at the first try, but John
had to be adapted a little.

And they grew to love their home under the ground; especially
Wendy. It consisted of one large room with a floor in which you
could dig for worms to go fishing. In this floor grew firm mush-
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H a yTpo cienyioiero fHA IluTep mepBBIM feJoM u3Mepus Ben-
nu, »xona m Maiikjia s AepeBbeB ¢ AYILJIOM. BbI moMHUTE,
Kpiok cMmesiicss Haa MaJbUUIIKAMU M3-3a TOTO, UTO OHU CUMUTAJIH,
OyATO KasKIOMY M3 HHX HY!KHO II0 AepeBy. Ho aTo oT HeBe:xecT-
Ba, Belb €CJIU JePeBO He MOAXOIUT, TO CIIYCKATLCA U IMIOJHUMATHCS
OueHb TPYAHO, a BeIb HasKe JBOE MAJbUUIIEK He ObLIBAIOT OUHA-
KoBbeIMUu. Korma Oymio BIOPY, CTOUT HaBEPXY BBLIJOXHYTH, U BbI
CKOJIb3UTE BHU3 C HYKHOU CKOopocThio. Torga Kax AJasd TOro YTOObI
MOAHATHCS HAaBEPX, HAMO IIOIEPEMEHHO BALIXATb U BHIABIXATh.

Hy:xHO TOJBKO TOAXOAUTH IIOA AYIIO0, u IIluTep nuamepsaer Bac
TaK JKe TIIATEJbHO, KaK [JId KOCTIOMa: €JUHCTBEHHOE Das3jaiudue
3aKJI0YAETCA B TOM, UTO OJeKIA NOJIKHA IOJXOAUTL BaM, a TYT
Bac HYKHO CAeJIaTh HIOAXOAINM IO pasMep JepeBa. OOBIUHO BCe
TTPOUCXOIUT JOBOJLHO OBICTPO, IlMTep Koe-uTO ¢ BaMu JejaeT, u
IIocjie dTOr0 BBI moaxoxuTe AepeBy. Ecau BBl MOAOLLIN, HYYKHO
TI[AaTeJIBHO 3a00TUTHCA O TOM, UYTOOBI OCTaBaTHCA B (hopMe.

Beuau 1 MaiiKJ IOAOIILIN CBOUM JePeBbIM C IIePBOI HOMBITKH,
HO J[;KOHA MIPHUIILIOCH, HEMHOI'O IMOAIPABUTD.

OHU IOCTEIeHHO IIOJIIOOMIM CBOM JOM IIOJ 3eMJieil, 0COOEHHO
Bengu. OH cocTosAJ U3 OAHOM OOJIBIIION KOMHATHI, C IIOJIOM, B KO-
TOPOM MOXKHO OBLIIO HAKOIIAThL UepBeli A peidatKku. B moay pocau

119



The Home under the Ground

rooms, which were used as stools. A Never tree tried hard to grow
in the centre of the room, but every morning they sawed the trunk
through, level with the floor. By tea-time it was always about two
feet high, and then they put a door on top of it, the whole thus
becoming a table; then they sawed off the trunk again, and there
was more room to play. The bed was tilted against the wall by
day, and let down at 6:30, when it filled nearly half the room. All
the boys slept in it, except Michael, lying like sardines in a tin.
There was a strict rule against turning round until one gave the
signal, when all turned at once. Michael should have used it also,
but Wendy desired a baby, and he was the littlest, and the short
and long of it is that he was hung up in a basket.

The house was rough and simple. But there was one hiding-
place in the wall, no larger than a bird-cage, which was the pri-
vate apartment of Tinker Bell. No woman could have had a more
elegant boudoir and bed-chamber. There was a chandelier, but of
course she lit the apartment herself. Tink was very conceited and
her chamber, though beautiful, looked rather important, having
the appearance of a nose permanently turned up.

Really there were whole weeks when Wendy was never above
ground. The cooking, I can tell you, kept her nose to the pot, and
even if there was nothing in it, even if there was no pot, she had
to keep watching that it came boiling just the same. You never ex-
actly knew whether there would be a real meal or a make-believe,
it all depended upon Peter’s caprice. Of course it was hard, but if
you could prove to him that you were getting loose for your tree
he let you eat.

Wendy’s favourite time for sewing was after they had all gone
to bed. When she sat down to a basketful of their stockings, she
would lift her arms and exclaim, “Oh dear, sometimes I think
spinsters are to be envied!”

Her face shone when she exclaimed this.
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Oom nop 3emnen

Kpenkue rpubbl, KOTOPHIe HUCIOJb30BAJINCH KaK CTYJIbA. B meHTpe
KOMHATHI YIIOPHO IbITaJIoCh pacTu [Hepero-HexepeBo, HO KaKgoe
YTPO MaJbYMKU CIUJIMBAJU CTBOJ BPOBEHH ¢ mosioM. K uaenuTuio
OHO BBIPACTaJIO A0 JBYX ()YTOB BBICOTOM, CBEPXY HA HEro KJajau
IBepPb, BCE 3TO TAKMM 00pa30oM IIPEBPAIaioch B CTOJI; IIOTOM CTBOJI
CHOBa CIUJIMWBAJIU, OCBOOOMKAAA MeCTO Ijsa urp. Ha JeHb KpoBaTh
CTaBUJIM K CT€HE, a K IIOJIOBUHE CEeIbBMOT0 ONYCKaJau, TOrJa OHa
3aHMMaJia IIOYTH IIOJOBMHY KOMHATHI. Bce MaJbUMIIKH, KpOoMe
Maiikyia, cnajau Ha KpPoBaTH, YJIOMKEHHbIe, KaK capAWHbI B OaHKe.
B0 cTporoe mpaBuJio — He IEPEeBOPAYNBATHCA, ITIOKA He HOAALYT
CUTHAaJ, TOTJa OHU IIepeBOpauMBainCh Bce BMecTe. MalKJa ToXXKe
IOJI;KeH OBbLJI cIaTh CO BCEMHU, HO BeHIU CTPacTHO XOTeJI0Ch UMETh
MJIafeHIla, ¥ OH OBbLJI CAMbIM MAJIeHbKUM, OLHUM CJIOBOM, OH CIIAJI
B KOpP3UHE, MOABEIIeHHON K IIOTOJIKY.

Jom ObLT IPOCTHIM U CypoBhIM. HO B cTeHe GBLIO OJHO TaiiHOe
MEeCTeYKO — He 00JbIlle KJETKH AJIA OTHUI[ — JUYHasg KBapTupa
Tuakep Benn. Hu y ongHO# »KeHIUHBI He OLLIO CTOJb JJIETaHTHO-
ro 6yayapa u cuanbHu. Tam 6blIa U JIIOCTPAa, HO, pasyMmeeTcs, des
caMa OCBelllaja cBoe ;Kujuilie. THHK ObLaa CTPAIIHO TOPIeIUBOM,
U ee CIIaJIeHKa, XOTh U KpacuBasi, BBITJIAAEa JOBOJIbHO HAIIBIIIeH-
HO, HAIIOMHUHAsA BEUHO 3aJpaHHBIN HOC.

Benau wmHOrma mesibIMu HENEJNAMHU He IMOJHWMAJAch HaBepX.
Hapno ckasaTh, m3-3a TOTOBKM OHA BCe BpeMsA TOpYaJia HOCOM B Kac-
TpioJie, W JaKe ecJi B Hell HUUero He ObIIO, JaKe eCJaW W caMoit
KacTploJiu He OBIJIOo, el MPUXOAUIOCH TOUHO TaK JKe CJAeAUTh, UTO-
ObI TaM Bce KumeJsio. Hukorma He 6bLJIO M3BECTHO HABEPHAKA, OyIeT
JIVl CETOAHSA HACTOAIMIAA eIa UJI IIOHAPOIIKY, BCe 3aBUCEJIO OT Kall-
pusa IIutepa. KoHeuHo, IpUXOAUIOCH TYTO, HO €CJI MOYKHO OBLIO
eMy JOKa3aTh, UTO BBl CJIUIIIKOM IIOXYAEJU IJIA CBOETO JAepeBa, OH
paspelraJ moecThb.

JIrobumoe Beuau BpeMs I MINTHA HACTYIIAJIO OCJE TOTO, KaK
BCe JIOJKUJINCH cuaTh. Korga oHa caguach mepen KOP3UHOM, MMOJI-
HOI WX UYJIOK, TO MHOTa BCILIECKMBAJIA PYKAMU W BOCKJIMIIAJIA:

— Bo:xe! MHorma MHE KayKeTCs, UTO CTAPBIM J[eBaM MOYKHO II0-
3aBUI0BATH!

Ho nuiio ee mpu aTom cuso.
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The Home under the Ground

As time passed by did she think much about the beloved par-
ents? I am afraid that Wendy did not really worry about her fa-
ther and mother; she was absolutely sure that they would always
keep the window open for her. What did disturb her at times
was that John remembered his parents unclearly only, as people
he had once known. While Michael was quite willing to believe
that she was really his mother. These things scared her a little,
and she tried to fix the old life in their minds by setting them
examinations, as like as possible to the ones she used to do at
school. The other boys thought this awfully interesting, and in-
sisted on joining. They sat round the table, writing and thinking
hard about the questions she had written on the desk. They were
the most ordinary questions — “What was the colour of Mother’s
eyes? Which was taller, Father or Mother? Was Mother blonde
or brunette? Answer all three questions if possible.” Or “(1) De-
scribe Mother’s laugh; (2) Describe Father’s laugh; (3) Describe
Mother’s Party Dress; (4) Describe the Kennel and its inmate.”

They were just usual questions, and when you could not an-
swer them you had to make a cross; and it was really dreadful
what a number of crosses John made. Of course the only boy who
replied to every question was Slightly, but his answers were per-
fectly absurd.

Peter did not take part in it. For one thing he despised all
mothers except Wendy, and for another he was the only boy on
the island who could neither read nor spell; not the smallest word.
He was above all that sort of thing.

By the way, the questions were all written in the past tense.
What was the colour of Mother’s eyes, and so on. Wendy, you see,
had been forgetting, too.

Adventures, of course, as we shall see, were of daily occur-
rence. The difficulty is which one to choose. Should we take the
fight with the redskins at Gulch? It was a bloody event and espe-
cially interesting as showing one of Peter’s peculiarities, which
was that in the middle of a fight he suddenly changed sides.
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Oom nop 3emnen

Bpewmsa 11110, HO YacTO JIX OHA AyMaJjia O CBOMX JIIOOMMBIX PO-
anutensax? Boroch, Benau He oueHb-TO BOJIHOBaJIach 00 OTIle U Ma-
Tepu; OHa Obljia abCOJIIOTHO YBEepeHa B TOM, UTO OHU Bcerga OyayT
IepsKaTh OJid Hee OKHO OTKPBITBIM. UTO AelCTBUTENLHO IIOPOH
ee TPEeBOXKUJIO, TaK 9TO TO, UTO I[’KOH MOMHUJ POAWTENEH JIUIIH
CMYTHO, KaK Jofei, ¢ KOTOPLIMU KOT/Za-To ObLT 3HaKOoM. A Maiiki
BOOOIIle OBIJI TOTOB TTOBEPUTH, UTO BEHAW M €CThb MX HACTOAIIAS
MaMa. 9TO HeMHOIO ee IyraJjio, ¥ OHa cTapaJjiach, YTOOBI B UX IIa-
MSTHU 3allevyaTJieJIuCh IpeKHIe BpeMeHa, yeTpanBas UM 9K3aMeHbI,
MMomO0HBIE TEM, UTO OHA cAaBaJja B IIKoJje. OcTaabHbIe MATbUUAIITKYA
CUMTAIN MX YKACHO MHTEPECHBIMM U HACTAWBAJIY Ha TOM, YTOOBI
moydJacTBoBaTh B HUX. OHM yCcasKMBaJUCh BOKPYT CTOJIA, IMHUCATIU
¥ yCepIaHO PasMBIMJIAIN HaJ BOIIPOCaAMM, KOTOphIe OHA MHcajia Ha
Iocke. Bompochl ObLIM caMbIMHU OOBIUHBIMU: « Kaxkoro mBeTa ObIIu
riasa y mambi? KTo 6bl1 BblIlle — mama mau mama? Mama ObLia
OJIOHAWHKOM mau OproHeTKoii? OTBeThTe IO BO3MOYKHOCTH HA BCE
Tpu Bompoca». Wnu: «1) Omummwure mamMuH cMmex; 2) Omwumiure
nanuH cMmeX; 3) Onuimure MaMUHO BeuepHee miaaTtke; 4) Onuiure
KOHYPY U ee obuTaTeas».

To 6blIM camble OOBLIUHBIE BOIIPOCHI, 1 €CJIM Bbl HE€ MOIJVIM Ha
HHUX OTBETUTH, TO AJOJIMKHBI OBLLIM IIOCTABUTH KPEeCTHUK; KOJINYeCTBO
KPECTUKOB I[}ROHa OBLIO IIPOCTO IIyTraroIIM. PaSYMeeTCH, eInHC-
TBEHHBIM, KTO OTBeYaJl Ha BCe BOIIPDOCHI, 6b1s1 MaJbIlll, HO €ero OT-
BeTHI OBLIHN COBEPIIIEHHO HeJIeIIbIMMU.

ITuTep B 9TOM He yuyacTBOBaJI. Bo-mepBbIX, OH IIPe3upa BCEX
MmaTepeii, Kpome BeHIu, a BO-BTOPBLIX, OH OBLI €IWHCTBEHHBIM
MaJbUMKOM Ha OCTPOBE, KOTOPBIA HE yMeJ HU YATAThH, HU IINCATH,
Jaxke caMble MaJieHbKUe cjioBa. OH OBLJI BBIIIIE 3TOTO.

Me:x oy mIpoUYMM, BCe BOIIPOCHI OBLLIM HAIMCAHBLI B IPOIIEAIIeM
Bpemenu. Kakoro msera Obliy Ij1asa y MaMbl, U Tak gajee. Beunau,
BUINTE JU, TOXKE CTaja Bce 3a0bIBATh.

IIpukaoueHnsa, KOHEYHO, KAK Mbl YBUAUM, IIPOUCXOLUIN €XKe-
nHeBHO. TpyaHOCTL B TOM, KaKoe M3 HUX BeIOpaTh. MoikeT, B3ATh
CTBIUKY C KPAcCHOKOXKUMHU B ¥Yireabe? To Oblaa KPOBOIPOJIUTHAA
ucropusi, 6oJjiee Bcero MHTepecHas TeM, uTo IIlutep OposABUI OLHY
13 CBOUX 0COOEHHOCTEN, TAKYIO, KaK BHE3AaIHBIN Iepexo] Ha CTO-
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The Home under the Ground

At the Gulch, when victory was still in the balance, he called
out, “I’m redskin today; what are you, Tootles?” And Tootles an-
swered, “Redskin; what are you, Nibs?” and Nibs said, “Redskin;
what are you Twin?” Of course this would have ended the fight if
the real redskins inspired by Peter’s methods had not agreed to
be lost boys at once. And so at it they all went again, more furi-
ously than ever.

The extraordinary result of this adventure was — but we have
not decided yet that this is the adventure we are to tell about.
Perhaps we might tell how Peter saved Tiger Lily’s life in the
Mermaids’ Lagoon, and so made her his ally.

Or we could tell of that cake the pirates cooked hoping that
the boys might eat it and die. And how they placed it in one spot
after another; but Wendy always seized it from the hands of her
children, so that in time it became as hard as a stone, and was
used as a missile.

Or suppose we tell of the birds that were Peter’s friends, par-
ticularly of the Never bird that built a nest in a tree overhanging
the lagoon. That is a pretty story, and the end shows how grateful
a bird can be; but if we tell it we must also tell the whole adven-
ture of the lagoon.

Which of these adventures shall we choose? The best way will
be to toss for it.

Lagoon has won. This almost makes one wish that the gulch or
the cake had won. Of course I could do it again, and make it best
out of three; however, perhaps fairest to tell about the lagoon.



Oom nop 3emnen

POHY Bpara B pasrap OuTBbl. B Vienbe, Korja IepeBeca HU Ha
uybell cTOpoHe He ObLI0, [InTep BEIKPUKHYI:

— CeromHda s KPacHOKOKUM. A TbI, BoaTyu?

Boaryn orBeTuni:

— KpacHoxo:xkuii. A 11, IIepbIIIKo?

Ilepsimmko ckasai:

— KpacHoko:xkuii. A BbI, Biinsuensr?

KoHeuHO, 9TO MOTJIO CTaTh KOHIIOM CPa’KeHUs, eCJIU ObI HaCTO-
AlWe THAEHIILI, BIOXHOBUBIINCH TaKTUKOM IluTepa, TyT :Ke He co-
TJIACUJINCH CTATh IMOTEPAHHBIMU MajJbummikamu. OHUM HAUYaJau BCe
cHauaja, 60Jiee 0JKEeCTOUeHHO, YeM Korja-aubo.

BuIgaronuMcess HTOrOM 9TOT'0 IPUKJIIUYEHUS OBIJIO... HO MBI eIl[e
He PeIluiau, TO JIA 9TO HNPUKJIIUYEHNEe, 0 KOTOPOM MBI IIOBEIaeM.
HasepHoe, Jyuille pacckasaTb 0 TOM, Kak IluTep cmac oT cmepTu
Turposyio Jluauio B JlaryHe pycajioK, UTO IIPeBPATHUJIIO €e B ero
COIOBHMUILY.

A MolKeT, paccKasaTh 0 IUPOTe, UCIIEUEeHHOM HUpaTaMu B Ha-
IesKae, YTO MaJbUYUIIKHU CheddaT ero u morubuyr. O ToM, KaKk OHU
moadpachIBaIu €ro TO B OAHO MECTO, TO B Ipyroe, HO Beuau Bcerma
BBIXBaThIBAJIa €T0 U3 PYK CBOUX JeTeil, TaK UTO CO BpeMeHeM MUPOT
CTajJl TBEPAbIM, CJIOBHO KaMeHb, M HCIIOJb30BAJICA KaK MeTaTelb-
HBIA CHapALI.

Wau nydiire pacckasaTh 0 OTUIAX, APY3bax Ilurepa, B uacTHOC-
t1 o IITune-HenTume, KoTopasa cBuJia THE3[I0 HA JlepeBe, CKJIOHUB-
mieMcs Haj JaryHoi. UyaecHasa uMcCTOpus, ee KOHEI IIOKa3bIBaerT,
KaKuMHU 0JaroJapHbIMK OBIBAIOT IITHIILI; HO TOTJA HAM IPUIETCS
IMOBEeJATH IeJIUKOM O NPUKJIIOUEHNN B JIaryHe.

Kaxkoe 'Ke u3 a3Tux OpuKJIOUeHUN BbIOpaTh? Jlyulie Bcero Ku-
HYTD JKpebuii.

WKpeobuit nan ma naryny. KTo-To, BO3MOKHO, XOTeJ ObI, YTOOBI
OH BBITIAJI Ha YIIleJabe UK Ha mupor. KoHeuHo, MOKHO IIepeurpaTh
¥ BBIOpATH JyUlllee U3 TPeX; OAHAKO, MOKAJIYi, clipaBeAInBee Bce-
ro pacckasaTh O JaryHe.



(hapter 8

The Mermaids’ Lagoon
NaryHa pycanok

he children often spent long summer days on Mermaids’ la-

goon, swimming or playing the mermaid games in the water.
You must not think from this that the mermaids were friendly
with them: on the contrary, it was among Wendy’s regrets that
all the time she was on the island she never had a nice word from
them.

They treated all the boys in the same way, except of course
Peter, who talked with them on Marooners’ Rock by the hour,
and even sat on their tails. If the children tried to join, mermaids
immediately disappeared.

It has been rather pretty to see the children resting on a rock
after their mid-day meal. Wendy insisted on their doing this, and
it had to be a real rest even though the meal was make-believe.
So they lay there in the sun, while she sat beside them and looked
important.

The Marooners’ Rock was not much larger than their great
bed, but they all knew how not to take up much room. They
were dozing, or at least lying with their eyes shut, and pinching
occasionally when Wendy was not looking. She was very busy,
sewing.
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M AJBLYUIIKY YaCTO ITPOBOAUIM AOJTHE JieTHUe nHU B Jlaryme
pycaJIoOK — OHU KYIaJICh UJW UTPAJU B BOJE B PyCATOUYbU
urpsl. Ho He mopymaiiTe, YTO PyCaJKU C HUMU APY:KUJINA: HAIPO-
TUB, K pasouapoBanuio BeHau, 3a Bce BpeMs, IPOBEIEHHOE €10 Ha
OCTPOBe, OHA He YCJBIIIAa OT HUX HU OJHOTO JOOPOTO CJIOBA.

Ko Bcem MaJIbUMIIIKaM, pa3dyMeeTcda, KpoMe HHTepa, OHHM OTHO-
CHUJINCh TOYHO TaK Ke; OH YacaMu 6osran ¢ Humu Ha CKajie U3roes
u gaxKe CujeJl y HuxX Ha XBOCTaX. Ecan AeTHU IIbITAJIMCh IIPHUCOEeaM-
HUTBCA, PYyCAJIK MOMEHTaJIbHO HCUe3aJin.

Bruio IIPUATHO IIOCMOTPETHh, KaK JE€TH OTABIXAIOT HAa CKaJIe II0C-
Je oﬁep;a. BeH,lII/I HacTamBaJia — OTAbIXaThb CJI€AOBaJIO IIO-HaACTOdA-
meMy, JaxKe eciiu 06611 OBLI BbIAYMaHHBIM. OHuU JIe;Kanu Ha cKaJie
B JIydyax COJIHIIAQ, a BeH,lII/I cupeJsia pagoM C BaXXHBIM BUIOM.

CkaJja n3roes ObljIa HEMHOTHM OOJILIIIE UX OTPOMHOM KPOBATH,
HO OHM BCe 3HAJIM, KaK He 3aHMMATh MHOro mecra. OHU apeMaan
WJIM IIPOCTO JIEYKAJIU C 3aKPBITLIMU IJIa3aMM, MHOTAA MUHASI IPYT
IPY:KKY, MoKa Beuau He Bumeaa. OHa ObLIa OUeHb 3aHATAa IIITO-
MaHbEeM.
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The Mermaids’ Lagoon

While she sewed a change came to the lagoon. Little ripples
ran over it, and the sun went away and shadows stole across the
water. Wendy could no longer see her needle, and when she looked
up, the lagoon that had always been such a laughing place until
this time seemed frightful and unfriendly.

Of course she should have waked the children at once. Not
only because of the unknown that was creeping toward them, but
because it was no good for them to sleep on a cold rock. But she
was a young mother; she thought you must stick to your rule
about half an hour after the mid-day meal. So, though fear was
upon her, she would not wake them. Even when she heard the
sound of oars, though her heart was in her mouth, she did not
wake them.

It was well for those boys then that there was one among them
who could feel danger even in his sleep. Peter jumped up, and
with one warning cry he woke the others.

He stood still, one hand to his ear.

“Pirates!” he cried. The others came closer to him. A strange
smile was playing about his face, and Wendy saw it and shivered.
While that smile was on his face no one dared address him. The
order came sharp.

“Dive!”
Instantly the lagoon seemed empty.

The boat came nearer. It was the pirate boat, with three fig-
ures in her, Smee and Starkey, and the third a captive, no other
than Tiger Lily. Her hands and ankles were tied, and she knew
what was to be her fate. Yet her face was calm; she was the daugh-
ter of a chief, she must die as a chief’s daughter.

They had caught her boarding the pirate ship with a knife in
her mouth. No watch was kept on the ship, for Hook thought that
the sound of his name protected the ship.
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JlaryHa pycanok

IToka oHa mITOIIaJIa, B JaryHe YTO-TO U3MeHMJIOCh. I1o Hell mpo-
Oeskajia psaAOb, COJHIIE CKPBIJIOCH, U II0 BOJe TIOIIOJIBIN TeHu. BeHau
yKe He MOTJIa BUAETh CBOIO UTOJIKY JIJIA IIUTHS, M KOTJA OHA OTJIs-
Jlejach, JlaryHa, KOTopas Bcerza Obljaa PafoCTHBIM MECTOM, IIOKa-
3aJach el UysKOU M myTarolnei.

Koneuno, Benau cienoBasio cpa3y pas0oyAuTh MajJbu4uKOB. U He
TOJIBKO IOTOMY, UTO K HUM IIOAKPAALIBAJIOCH HEUTO HEM3BECTHOE,
HO U MOTOMY, YTO Ha XOJIOAHOI CKaJje crmaTh BpenHo. Ho ona ObLia
ele MOJIOZOM MaMOM M pelnja CTPOTro MPUAEPKUBATHCS IIPaBUIa
0 IIOJIy4acoBOM cHe mocJie obena. IloaTomy xoTh Bengu u mcmyra-
Jach, OHa uX He pasbyaumia. [{aske Kormga IOCJBIIIAJICA ILJIECK Be-
ceJi, HECMOTPSA Ha TO, YTO Cep/Ile V Hee YIILJIO B IATKHU, OHA UX He
MmogHAJIA.

K cuacTbio MJIA MaJIbUYMKOB, Cpeqn HUX OBLI TOT, KTO MOT IIO4YYy-
ATHb OIIaACHOCTBb JaixKe BO CHE. HI/ITep BCKOYMJI 1 OMHUM TPEBOMHBIM
KPHMKOM IIOJHAJ OCTaJIbHBIX.

OH IOCTOSAJ HEMOABUIKHO, MPUJIOKUB OAHY PYKY K YXY.

— IlupaTtnl! — BOCKJIMKHYJ OH.

OcranbHble IPUIBUHYJINCh K HeMy Oam:ke. CTpanHasd yabIOKa
3aurpaJia Ha ero Jjuie, Beuau yBumesa ee u B3gporuyiaa. Iloka sTa
yabIOKa OblIa Ha ero Jiniie, HUKTO He cMeJ K HeMy oOpalaThbCs.
IIpukas mposBy4as pesKo.

— Hripaewm!
B oaHO MrHOBEHUE JIaryHA OKAas3ajach IIyCTOM.

Jlonxa mognibLia 0amaxe. To ObLIa MUpaTcKasd ILIOIKA, B HEl
cugeao tpoe — Cmu, Crapku, a TpeTbs ObLiIa MJIEHHUIIA, HE KTO
uHOU, Kak Turposas Jlunus. Ee pyKu 1 JTOABIXKKY ObLIN CBA3aHBI,
¥ OHA 3HAJIA, KaKas yJacThb ee skaeT. Ho JuIo ee ocraBasoch HEBO3-
MYTHMBIM, Beb OHA ObLJIa JOUEPHIO BOMK IS U cOOMpPAIach yMEpPeTh,
KaK Imomo0aeT mouepu BOXKIA.

Ee moifimanu, Korga oHa IbITaJIach IPOOPaThCA HA MUPATCKUI
KOpabJb ¢ HOsKOM B 3y6ax. Ha cygHe He BBICTABJISAIN L030D, TAK KaK
Kpiok cuuTai, 4To OAMH 3BYK €ro MMEHU 3all[UI[aeT Kopabib.
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The Mermaids’ Lagoon

In the gloom that they brought with them the pirates did not
see the rock till they crashed into it.

“Luff, you lubber,” cried an Irish voice that was Smee’s;
“here’s the rock. Now, what we have to do is to pull the redskin
on to it and leave her here to drown.”

Tiger Lily was too proud to fight back.

Quite near the rock, but out of sight, two heads rose from wa-
ter, Peter’s and Wendy’s. Wendy was crying, for it was the first
tragedy she had seen. Peter was less sorry than Wendy for Tiger
Lily: it was two against one that angered him, and he meant to
save her. An easy way would have been to wait until the pirates
had gone, but he was never one to choose the easy way.

There was almost nothing he could not do, and now he imi-
tated the voice of Hook.

“Ahoy there, you lubbers!” he called. It was an amazing imita-
tion.

“The captain!” said the pirates, staring at each other in sur-
prise.

“He must be swimming out to us,” Starkey said, when they
had looked for him in vain.

“We are putting the redskin on the rock,” Smee called out.

“Set her free,” came the astonishing answer.
“Free!”
“Yes, cut her ropes and let her go.”

“But, captain — ”
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JlaryHa pycanok

Bo mpake, KOTODPBIH OHM IPUHECJIHN ¢ 000, MUpPaTHI HE 3aMe-
THJIN CKaJy, IIOKa He Bpe3aJuch B Hee.

— ITo BeTpy, canara, — pasgajics I'OJIOC C UPJIAHICKUM aKI[eH-
TOM, IpuHaAIexkapiuii CMmu, — TyT ckaja. Temepb Hamo caelaTh
Tak: BBITAIIIUTh KPACHOKOMKYIO M OCTABUTH TYT, YTOOBI OHA YTO-
HyJIA.

TurpoBaa Jlunaus OBLIM CIAUIIKOM TOPAOI, UTOOBI COITPOTHUB-
JATHCA.

JHoBoabHO OJIM3KO K CKaJie, He3aMeTHbIe IJIs TUPaTOB, HaJd BO-
IOl BO3BBIIIAJINCH IBe ToJIoBbl — IIuTepa u Bengu. Benau miaaka-
Ja — To ObLjIa IepBas Tpareins, KOTOPYIO oHa yBuieaa. Ilutepy
OBLIIO JKaJKo JIManio He TaK CUJIBLHO, KaKk Benau: ero cepamio, 4To
IBOe OBLJIN IIPOTHUB OJHOI'0, 1 OH cobupasics ee cractu. IIpoire Bece-
ro OBLIO JOMKAATHCHA, KOTAA IHUPAThl VILILIBYT, HO IluTep HUKOrIa
He MCKAaJ JIETKUX ITyTeil.

On YMeJI IIOUTH BCE€ Ha CBETe ceifuac 3aroBopuJ roJiocomMm KpIO'

Ka.

— 9ii, Ha JoAKe, cajaru! — mos3BaJj oH. CX0oACTBO OBLIO IIO-
TPSICAIOIIIHM.

— Kanwuran! — ckasaju mupaTrhl, YCTAaBUBIINCH IPYT Ha Apyra

B M3YMJIEHUU.

— IMoJy:xHO OBITH, OH ILILIBET K HaM, — cKasaa CTapKu, moka
OHU TINETHO IILITAJNCH BEICMOTPEeTh KpioKa.

— Mgl BeICasKMBaeM KPACHOKOMKYIO Ha CKANy! — OTKJIMKHYJICA
CMmu.

— OcBoboguTe ee, — MOHECCS OIIEJIOMJISIONINMA OTBET.
— OcsoboguTrn!
— Jla, paspesKkbTe BePeBKU 1 OTIIYCTHUTE.

— Ho, kanuras...
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The Mermaids’ Lagoon

“At once, do you hear,” cried Peter, “or I’ll strike my hook
into you.”

“This is strange!” Smee whispered.

“Better do what the captain orders,” said Starkey nervously.

“Ay, ay,” Smee said, and he cut Tiger Lily’s ropes. At once
like an eel she slid into the water.

Of course Wendy was very excited over Peter’s cleverness; but
she knew that he would be excited also and very likely crow and
thus give himself away. So at once her hand covered his mouth.
But at that moment “Boat ahoy!” rang over the lagoon in Hook’s
voice, and this time it was not Peter who had spoken.

“Boat ahoy!” again came the voice.

Now Wendy understood. The real Hook was also in the water.

He was swimming to the boat. Wendy saw evil black face as he
rose from the water and, trembling, she would have liked to swim
away, but Peter did not move. He was trembling with excitement
and also top-heavy with conceit. “Am I not a wonder, oh, I am
a wonder!” he whispered to her, and though she thought so also,
she was really glad that no one heard him except herself.

He signed to her to listen.
The two pirates were very curious to know what had brought
their captain to them, but he sat with his head on his hook in

a position of deep melancholy.

“Captain, is all well?” they asked shyly, but he answered with
a groan.

Then at last he spoke.
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JlaryHa pycanok

— WKwuso, cabiniure, — 3axpuvait I[lutep, — He TO IPOTKHY Bac
CBOUM KPIOKOM.

— Crpanno! — mpomenTtana Cmvu.

— Jlyuiie genaTs TO, YTO MPUKAa3bIBAeT KaluUTaH, — 3abecmo-
Komyicsa Crapku.

— EcTb, cop, — ckazag CMu u mepepesas BepeBKu Turposoit
JInmnmuu. OHa TYT Ke, KaK yropb, CKOJb3HYJIa B BOAY.

Bengu, xoHeuHo, oueHb o0pasoBajach HaxoguusocTu Ilutepa,
HO OHAa 3HaJa, YTO OH TOYKe o0paayeTcs W, CKOpee BCero, sakykape-
KaeT 1 TeM caMbIM cebs BhizacT. IloaToMy OHA OBICTPO IPUKPHLIA
eMy poT JagoHb0. Ho B 3TOT MOMEHT HaJ JIar'yHOU pasgaJics T'oJIOC
Kproka: «9i1, Ha Joake!» — u Ha 3TOT pas3 To ObLI He IIuTep.

— 9i1, Ha JoxKe! — CHOBa JOHECCS I'0JIOC.

Teneps Bemgu momana. Hacrosamuii Kpok Toyke HaXOIHJICS
B BOJeE.

OH MBI K Joake. BeHau pasrisesia ero TeMHOe 3J10€ JIUIIO,
KOorJja OH WOAHSAJCA W3 BOABLI; OHA 3aTpelerajia, €l XOTeJoCh
VILIBITh KyAa mojaibiie, Ho IIutep He memoxHyacsa. OH aposxalt
OT BO3OYIKAEHUSI, K TOMY 2K€ ero MepPeroJHAI0 CaMOIOBOJILCTBO.

— Hy, pasBe a He uyno, 0, 4 uyno! — mrentas oH Berau, u XoTa
OHA TOMKe TaK CUMTaja, OHa ObLja OUeHb paja, YTO HUKTO, KpoMe
Hee, IIuTepa He CJIIBIIIINUT.

OH cresas el 3HaK MPUCIYIIATHCA.
TeMm BpemMeHeM ABa IHpaTa HeLOYMeBAaJl, UTO MPUBEJIO0 K HUM
KamuTaHa, a TOT CHUJeJ, IOAIIePEB T'OJOBY KPIOKOM, B II03€ TJIy0o-

KOH mevaJiu.

— Kanwuras, Bce B mopanke? — poOKO CIPOCUJIUN HIUPATHI, HO
OH B OTBET TOJIBKO 3aCTOHAJI.

Haxowuen Kprok 3aroBopu.
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“The game is up,” he cried, “those boys have found a mother.”

Wendy swelled with pride.

“0 evil day!” cried Starkey.

“What’s a mother?” asked the ignorant Smee.

Wendy was so shocked that she exclaimed. “He doesn’t know!”

Peter pulled her beneath the water, for Hook had started up,
crying, “What was that?”

“I heard nothing,” said Starkey, raising the light over the wa-
ters, and the pirates saw a strange sight. It was the nest I have
told you of, floating on the lagoon, and the Never bird was sitting
on it.

“See,” said Hook in answer to Smee’s question, “that is a
mother. The nest must have fallen into the water, but would the
mother leave her eggs? No.”

There was a break in his voice, as if for a moment he remem-
bered happy days when — but he waved away this weakness with
his hook.

“If she is a mother, perhaps she is here to help Peter,” suspi-
cious Starkey said.

“Ay,” Hook said, “that is the fear that haunts me.”

“Captain,” said Smee, “could we not kidnap these boys’ moth-
er and make her our mother?”

“It is an excellent plan,” cried Hook. “We will kidnap the chil-
dren and carry them to the boat: we will throw the boys into the
sea and Wendy shall be our mother. Do you agree, my bullies?”
asked Hook.
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— Bce nponajo, — 3aKpuyal OH, — MAaJbUHUIIKHN HAILIA cebe
Mamy.

Beuju nepemnosiHsgia ropAaoCTb.

— 3yocuacTHbIN AeHb! — BcKpudas Crapku.

— Yro Takoe «MaMa»? — crupocu HeBexga Cmu.

Bengu Tak 3TO MOTPSCIO, YTO OHA BOCKJIMKHYJIa: «OH He 3HaeT!»

IIuTep yTAHYJ ee IOJ BOAY, IOTOMY 4uTO KpPIOK IOAIPHITHYJI,
BOCKJINKHYB:
— Y70 5T0 6BLIO?

— f1 Huuero He ciblmad, — ckasan CTapKu; OH IOAHSAI HA
BOMIOM (poHAPH, ¥ MUPATHl YBUAEJN CTPAHHYIO KAPTUHY. ITO OBLIO
THEe30, 0 KOTOPOM fA YIIOMHUHAJI, IJILIBYIllee MO0 JaryHe, B HEM CH-
neaa Iltunma-HenTuia.

— Buaummb, — ckasaa Kpiok B orBer Cmu. — BoT uTo Takoe
mama. 'He310, HOJKHO OBITH, YIIAJ0 B BOAY, HO OCTABUT JU MATh
csoux nredmnos? Her.

B ero roJsioce 4To-TO APOrHYJI0, OYATO Ha MI'HOBEHME OH BCIIOM-
HUJI CYACTJINBBLIE JHU, KOTZA... HO OH OTMAaXHYJICA OT MUHYTHOM
cJ1ab0oCTH CBOUM KPIOKOM.

— Eciau aT0o MaMa, TO, HaBepHOE, OHAa 371eCh, UYTOOBI TOMOYb [1u-
Tepy, — cKasaJ HeJoBepuuBblii CTapKu.

— HOa, — crasaa Kpiok, — 5T0 momo3peHre Tep3aeT MeHs.

— Kanwuran, — ckazaa Cmu. — A mouemy ObI HaM He BRIKPACTh
MaMy 9THX MaJIbUUINEK U He coejaTh ee cBoeil MmaMoii?

— IIpeBocxXOmHBIN IJaaH, — BOCKIWUKHYJ Kpiok. — MbI mo-
XUTUM JeTeli ¥ MPUTAIINM WX Ha KOopabsib: MaJbUUIIEeK OpocuM
B Mope, a Berau cranmer Hameit mamoii. Hy, rosmoBopessi, corjac-
HBI? — cupocu ux Kprox.
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“There is my hand on it,” they both said.
“And there is my hook. Swear.”

They all swore. By this time they were on the rock, and sud-
denly Hook remembered Tiger Lily.

“Where is the redskin?” he demanded.

He had a humour at moments, and they thought this was one
of the moments.

“That is all right, captain,” self-satisfied Smee answered; “we
let her go.”

“Let her go!” cried Hook.

“It was your order,” the bosun muttered.

“You called to us to let her go,” said Starkey.

“Brimstone and gall,” thundered Hook, “what is going on

here!” His face had gone black with rage, but he saw that they
believed their words.

“Lads,” he said, shaking a little, “I gave no such order.”
“It is very strange,” Smee said, and they all felt uncomfort-

able.

“Spirit that haunts this lagoon,” Hook cried, “do you
hear me?”

Of course Peter should have kept quiet, but of course he did
not. He immediately answered in Hook’s voice:

“Hammer and tongs, I hear you.”
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— Bor Moa pyka, — mpousHecau 00a B OAUH T0OJIOC.
— W wmoit kpiok. Kiaaemcs.

U oM nokasanauchk. K aToMy BpeMeHU OHU y:Ke ObLIU Ha cKaJie,
u 1yt Kprok Bciomena o Turposoit JIuauu.

— I'me KpacHOKOXasi? — mMOTPeOOBaJ OH OTBETA.

BpeMeHaMI/I Y HETrO IIOABJIAJIOCH YWYBCTBO IOMOpPAa, 1 IINUPAaThI pe-
OI1JIn, 9TO 9TO IIyTKa.

— Bce B mopsake, KaouTaH, — CaMOJOBOJbHO OoTBeTUI CMU. —
Mgzl ee OTIYCTHIIN.

— Ornyctuau! — B3pesea Kpiok.

— Ilo TBOemMy mpuUKasdy, — IPOMAMJINAI OOIIMAaH.

— TurI KPHUKHYJ HaM, IITO6I:;I MBI €€ OTIIYyCTUJIN, — IIOATBEPANJI
Crapku.

— Cepa u Kemrub, — mporpemesa Kprox. — Jla uTo 31€ech TBO-

purcs!
Ero siuio mouepHeao OT SAPOCTH, HO OH BUJEJI — HUPATHI BEPU-
JIX B TO, YTO TOBOPUJIH.

— Pebara, — ckasaJy oH, B3aparuBasd. — §I TaKMX TPUKAa30B
He JaBaJl.

— Ouenb cTpanHo, — ckasayg CMu, 1 BceM CTajio He 1o cebe.
— Hyx, oburaromuii B Jaryane, — mo3paj Kpiok. — TwI cabl-
HIXIIL MeHs?

IIuTepy, KOHEUHO, CTOWJIO IOMAJIKUBATE, HO, IIOHATHOE I€JI0,
oH He cmosuas. U TyT ke oTBeruJ rosocom Kproka:

— Paspasu MeHs rpoM, A CJBIITY TeOs.
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In that supreme moment Hook did not whiten, but Smee and
Starkey clung to each other in terror.

“Who are you, stranger? Speak!” Hook demanded.

“I am James Hook,” replied the voice, “captain of the JOLLY
ROGER.”

“You are not,” Hook cried hoarsely.

“Brimstone and gall,” the voice answered, “say that again,
and I’ll stick anchor into you.”

“If you are Hook,” said Hook, “tell me, who am 1?”
“A codfish,” replied the voice, “only a codfish.”

“A codfish!” Hook echoed, and his proud spirit broke. He saw
his men step back from him.

“Have we been captained all this time by a codfish!” they mut-
tered.

Suddenly Hook tried the guessing game.

“Hook,” he called, “have you another voice?”

Peter could never resist a game, and he answered cheerfully
in his own voice, “I have.”

“And another name?”

“Ay, ay.”

“Vegetable?” asked Hook.

“No.”

“Mineral?”
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B sTor KpuTuuecKuii MmomMeHT Kpiok me mobiaenmes, Ho Cmu
u CTapKu BIENWJINCH APYT B APyra B y2Kace.

— Ko T8I, He3uakomern? 'opopu! — morpedosas Kpmok.

— f H:xeiimc Kpiok, — orBeTus rosoc. — Kamuran «Becesoro
Pomsxepar.

— TsoI He 0H, — XpuUILIO 3aKpuyag Kpok.

— Cepa u »Keaub, — oTBeTHJI rojioc. — CKasKeIlb 9To elle pas,
U 5 BCAKy B T€0A IKODPb.

— Ecau te1 Kpiok, — cKasajs oH, — TO KTO Torzaa s?
— Tpecka, — oTBeTHJ roJjioc. — Becero JuIIb TPecKa.

— Tpecka? — moBTOopua Kpiok, 1 ero ropanlii AyX OBLI CJIOM-
geu. OH yBHUIeJI, KaK ero JIIOAU OTIIATHYJINCh OT HEro.

— Bce 5T0 BpeMs HaIllUM KaIUTAHOM ObLiIa TpecKa? — 6GOpMo-
TaJu OHMU.

KpioK BAPYT peIiuja HOUTpaTh B 3aTagKu.

— Kprok, — mo3Baja o, — y TebA ecTsb Apyroii royoc?

ITutep HUKOTIA HE MOT YCTOATH IIepe UTPOM, TT09TOMY PamoCT-
HO OTBETHUJ YK€ CBOUM T'OJIOCOM:

— EcTsb.

— A npyroe uma?

— EcTb, cap.

— TsI oBomg? — crupocus Kpiok.

— Her.

— Kameusn?

139
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“NO ”

“Animal?”

“Yes ”

“Man‘),7

“No!” This answer rang out scornfully.
“Boy‘)”

“Yes ”

“Ordinary boy?”

“No"’

“Wonderful boy?”

To Wendy’s pain the answer was “Yes.”
“Are you in England?”

“No.”

“Are you here?”

“Yes.”

Hook was completely puzzled. “You ask him some questions,”

he said to the others.

“Can’t guess, can’t guess!” cried Peter. “Do you give it up?”
“Yes, yes,” they answered readily.
“Well, then,” he cried, “I am Peter Pan.”

In a moment Hook was himself again, and Smee and Starkey

were his faithful followers.
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— Her.

— TBI 2KMBOE CYII[ECTBO?

— Ha.

— Myxunua?

— Het! — oTBeT mpo3ByYaJ IPE3PUTETHHO.
— Manpuug?

— Ia!

— OOBIKHOBEHHBII MaJbUNK?

— Her!

— Bouarmebuprii?

K oropuenuio Bengu, orBeTom 6610 «Jla».
— Cetiiuac TeI B Auraun?

— Her.

— Tl 370€CH?

— Ha.

Kpiok OBLT COBEepIIIEHHO 03aJaueH.
— Cmpocure y HEro 4To-HuUOyIb, — 00paTHUJICA OH K OCTAJILHBIM.

— He yragaernn, He yragaemrs! — kpuuaia [Iutep. — Craerech?
— [la, ma, — Cc TOTOBHOCTBHIO COTJIACUJINUCH TUPATHIL.
— Hy uto &, — BeIKpuUKHYJ [Iutep, — a ITutep Ilsn!

B T0 ke mruoBenue Kpiok BHOBB cTajJ caMuMm coboit, a Cmu
u CTapKu — ero BePHBLIMU IPUCIIEIITHUKAMN.
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“Now we have him,” Hook shouted. “Into the water, Smee.
Starkey, mind the boat. Take him dead or alive!”

He jumped, and at the same time came the gay voice of Peter.

“Are you ready, boys?”
“Ay, ay,” from various parts of the lagoon.
“Then attack the pirates!”

The fight was short and sharp. Here and there a head jumped
up in the water, and there was a flash of steel followed by a cry.
In the confusion some attacked at their own side.

Where was Peter all this time? He was looking for bigger
game.

The others were all brave boys, and they must not be blamed
for backing from the pirate captain. His iron claw made a circle of
dead water round him, from which they disappeared like fright-
ened fishes.

But there was one who did not fear him: there was one pre-
pared to enter that circle.

Hook rose to the rock to breathe, and at the same moment
Peter climbed it on the opposite side. Neither knew that the other
was coming. Each looking for a support met the other’s arm: in
surprise they raised their heads; their faces were almost touch-
ing; so they met.

Peter had no fear; he had one feeling only, gladness. Quick as
thought he seized a knife from Hook’s belt and was about to stab
him, when he saw that he was higher up the rock than his enemy.
It would not have been fighting fair. He gave the pirate a hand
to help him up.

It was then that Hook bit him.
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— Temepb oH HaIl, — 3akpuuaa Kpiok. — Cmu, B Bogy! Crap-
KM, CMOTPH 3a JIOAKOI. B3sTh ero "KUBBIM WJIN MEPTBBIM!

Kpiok mpeIrHYJ B BOAY, U TYT JKe Pa3fajiCsi TOPKECTBYIOMIUIA
rojoc Ilurepa:

— Peb6ara, BbI roTOBBI?
— Jla, cop! — HOCJIBIIIAIOCH C PASHBIX CTOPOH JIAT'YHBI.
— Torga arakyem nupaTos!

Bursa 0bl1a :KecToKkoi u ObicTpoii. To 1 meio 13 BOALI IIOKAa3EI-
BaJINCh T'OJIOBBI, CBEPKAJIa CTaJIb, CJABLIIIAJNCH KPUKK. B cymaroxe
HEKOTOpbIe HAIlaJaJau Ha CBOUX.

T'me ke Bce sT0 BpemsaA ObLa IluTep? OH MCKAaJN AUYL HOKPYII-
Hee.

Bce ManpunKy ObLIN XPaOPLIMK, M UX HEJL3dA BUHUTL B TOM,
YTO OHM OTCTYIIMJIN Iepel] KaIUuTaHOM IHpPAaToB. JKele3HbI KPIOK
OYEePTHJI BOKPYT HEro KPyr CMepPTH, M3 KOTOPOI'0 OHU ITOCIIEIININ
VICUE3HYTh KaK HUCIyraHHbIEe PLIOKH.

Ho 66171 1 TOT, KTO He 60AJICA KaluTaHa: UMEeHHO OH T'OTOBUJICS
BOUTH B 9TOT KPYT.

Kpiok moauAicsa Ha CKaJy, UTOOBI OTABIINIATHCA, M B TOT Ke
momeHT [IuTep BckapabKaJica ¢ APyroi croporbl. Hu oqun ns HUX
He TI0J03peBajl O IpeaCcToAIel BcTpeue. M o6a B MOMCKAX OIOPHI
CTOJIKHYJIVCHh PYKaMU; OHU YAWBJIEHHO IIOAHAJU I'OJOBBI, UX JIUIA
IIOUTHU CONIPUKOCHYJINCHh, TAK OHU BCTPETUJINCH.

IIuTep He CTPyCHJ, €JUHCTBEHHOE, YTO OH UYBCTBOBAJI, OBLLIA
pamocTh. BeICTpO Kak MOJHUS OH BeIXBaTUJI y Kpioka ms-3a mosca
HOK U ysKe OBLI I'OTOB BOH3WUTH €0, KOT/a 3aMEeTHJI, YTO CTOUT Ha
cKaJie BBIIIIe CBOero Bpara. 9To 6bL1a ObI HeuecTHad 6uTBa. OH mpo-
TAHYJ IUPATy PYKY, YTOOBI IOMOYb €My IIOJHATHCS.

U tyt Kpiok ero yKycui.
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Not the pain of this but its unfairness was what confused Pe-
ter. It made him helpless. Every child is confused the first time
he is treated unfairly. No one ever forgets the first unfairness; no
one except Peter. He often met it, but he always forgot it.

So when he met it now it was like the first time; and he could
just stare, helpless. Twice the iron hand clawed him.

A few moments afterwards the other boys saw Hook in the
water heading for the ship; his face was white with fear, for the
crocodile was in chase of him. On ordinary occasions the boys
would have swum alongside cheering; but now they were uneasy,
for they had lost both Peter and Wendy. They were shouting “Pe-
ter, Wendy” as they went, but no answer came except laughter
from the mermaids. “They must be swimming back or flying,” the
boys decided. They were not very anxious, because they had faith
in Peter. They laughed because they would be late for bed; and it
was all mother Wendy’s fault!

When their voices died away there came cold silence over the
lagoon, and then a weak cry.

“Help, help!”

There were two small figures on the rock; the girl had fainted
and lay on the boy’s arm. With a last effort Peter pulled her up
the rock and then lay down beside her. He saw that the water was
rising. He knew that they would soon be drowned, but he could
do no more.

As they lay side by side a mermaid caught Wendy by the feet,
and began pulling her softly into the water. Peter woke with
a start, and was just in time to force her back. But he had to tell
Wendy the truth.

“We are on the rock, Wendy,” he said, “but soon the water
will be over it.”
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He cToabK0 60J1b, CKOJIBKO HECIIPABEAJIUBOCTD orteomuia I1u-
Tepa. ITO CAeJIao ero 0ecImoMOITHBIM. JIF060T0 pebeHKa mopaska-
eT, KOrZa C HEUM BIIEPBEIE IIOCTYIIAIOT HecIlpaBeqinBo. Bce moMHAT
CBOIO IIEPBYIO HECIIPABEIJUBOCTH; Bce, Kpome Ilmurepa. O uacrto
¢ Hell cTaJKUBAaJICS, HO Bcerga o0 aToM 3a0bIBAJ.

ITosTOMYy OH BOCIIPUHSAJ 9TO, KaK B IEPBBIN pas, U MPOCTo Gec-
TIOMOIITHO CMOTPEJI BO Bee Ii1asa. JKene3Hblil KPIOK BOH3UJICS B HETO
IBaKIbI.

CoycTa mapy MIHOBEHUIT MaJbUUINIKK yBUAeau Kpioka B Boge,
HAIIPaBJAIOIIEroca K KopabJo; JUI0 ¥ Hero 1mobejeso oT cTpaxa —
ero mpecjenoBaia KPOKOAUINIA. B 00BIYHOM cUTyalluy MAJbUYNKU
TOILJIBLIY OBl 32 HUM C PAJOCTHBIMU KPUKaMMU, HO cefiuac OHU BOJI-
HOBAJINCh, BeAb ¢ HUMU He 6bL10 HU IIuTepa, uu Benau. OHu Kpu-
vyanau «Ilutep, Beuam», moxa mIbLIN, HO B OTBET CJBIIIAJIUA TOJIbKO
XO0XOT PyCaJIOK.

— Joa:XHO OBITH, OHU IILIBYT WJIM JIETAT 00paTHO, — 3aKJIIO-
ynau pebsara.

OHU He CHUJIBbHO TPEBOXKUJINCH, IIOTOMY UTO Bepuau B IluTepa.
MaJbuMKN XUXUKAJIN, UTO MO3AHO JATYT CIATh, IIPUYEM II0 BUHE
mMambl Bengn!

Kax ToJIbKO X T0JIoCa CTUXJIU, B JaryHe HACTYINUJIa X0J0 HA
TUIINHA, KOTOPYIO IPEPBAJ CJIa0BINH KPUK:

— ITomorure, momorure!

Ha cxane BugHe mch ABe MaJIeHbKUE (I)I/II‘prI/I; AJE€BOYKa ObLIa
06e3 co3HAHUA U JeKasa YV MaJIbUMKa Ha PYKax. HI/ITep u3 1mocJjen-
HHUX CHUJI BBITAIIIUJI €€ Ha CKaJly, a 3aTeM JieI' pAJOM. On 3aMeTunJI,
4YTO BOIa IIOACTYIIaeT. On 3HAJI, YTO OHU CKOPO YTOHYT, HO HUYETO
He MOT IIoJgeJiaTh.

Kak TOIbKO OHM yJIETJIUCh PAIOM, pycajKa yxBaTuja BeHau
3a HOTY UM cTajia GecIIyMHO CTacKUBaTh ee B Boay. Ilutep B3gpor-
HYJ ¥ OYHYJICA KaK pas3 BOBpeMsd, UT0OBI ee oTorHaTh. Ho emy mpu-
IIIJIOCh CKasaTh BeHau mpaBay.

— Mpz=I Ha ckaJie, Benau, — ckasaj 0OH, — HO CKOPO ee HaKpoeT
BOJIOM.
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She did not understand.

“We must go,” she said.

“Yes,” he answered in a small voice.
“Shall we swim or fly, Peter?”

He had to tell her.

“Do you think you could swim or fly, Wendy, without my
help?”

She had to admit that she was too tired.
He groaned.
“What is it?” she asked, anxious about him.

“I can’t help you, Wendy. Hook wounded me. I can neither
fly nor swim.”

“Do you mean we shall both be drowned?”

“Look how the water is rising.”

They put their hands over their eyes and thought they would
soon be no more. As they sat thus something touched Peter as

light as a kiss, as if saying “Can I be of any use?”

It was the tail of a kite, which Michael had made some days
before. It had torn itself out of his hand and flew away.

“Michael’s kite,” Peter said without interest, but next moment
he had caught the tail, and was pulling the kite toward him.

“It lifted Michael off the ground,” he cried; “why should it
not carry you?”

“Both of us!”
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Bengu me monumasa.

— Ham mazmo yxoauTh, — CKasaJia OHA.

— ITa, — oTBeTuJ caabbIiM rosocom IluTep.
— Ilutep, MBI IIOILJIBIBEM WJIU HOJIETHAM?
On goJyKeH OBLI eif paccKasaTh.

— Bengu, nymaerib, y Te€0s MOJYUYNTCA SOIJILITH WK SOJETETH
6e3 mMoeil momormu?

Oma 6bl71a BRIHYKIEHA IPU3HATD, UTO CJAUIIKOM ycCTaJa.
OH 3acToHAaJI.
— Yro ¢ ToOO#? — mcmyraJjach OHa 3a HETO.

— § He cmory momoub Tebe, Beugu. Kpiok pauua meus. f me
MOT'Yy HHU JIETE€Th, HU ILJILITH.

— XoueIllb CKa3aThb, MBI 00a yToHEeM?

— Buauinb, Boja mOogHUMAETCA.

OHU 3aKpBLIN IJIa3a PYKAMHU U IyMaJl, YTO CKOPO UM IIPUIET
KoHell. Ho TyT 4TO-TO JIeTKoe, KakK IOIeJyil, KOCHYJIOCH IeKu I1u-

Tepa, OyaTo cupainuBad: « MoikeT, 4 BaM HPUT0KYCh? »

To ObLT XBOCT BO3AYIIIHOTO 3Mes, KOTOPBIN MaiKJ caea He-
CKOJBbKO gHeli Hasaa. OH BBIPBAJICA y HEro U3 PYKHU U yJIeTell.

— Bosgymusiit 3meit Maiikiaa, — Bsajo ckasan [Iutep, HO uepes
MTHOBEHME CXBATUJI €T0 3a XBOCT U Y Ke IMOATATUBaJ K cebe.

— On Benpb mogHuMaa Maiikjia ¢ 3eMJin, — 3aKpuUYa OH. —
ITouemy ObI eMy He HOOHATH U TeOs!

— Hac oboux!
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“It can’t lift two; Michael and Curly tried.”
“Let us draw lots,” Wendy said bravely.

“And you a lady; never.” Already he had tied the tail round her,
but she refused to go without him. With a “Good-bye, Wendy,”
he pushed her from the rock; and in a few minutes she was out of
his sight. Peter was alone on the lagoon.

The rock was very small now; and by and by there was to be
heard a sound at once the most musical and the most melancholy
in the world: the mermaids calling to the moon.

Peter was not quite like other boys; but he was afraid at last.
A trembling ran through him. Next moment he was standing on
the rock again, with that smile on his face and a drum beating
within him. It was saying, “To die will be a big adventure.”
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— JIBoux OH He BBIAEpPKUT, Maiika ¢ Kyapsaimom mpoboBasiu.
— HaBaii TAHYTH Kpebuit, — cmeso 3adaBuia Beugu.

— TwI :xe geBouka. Hu 3a uro.

OH y:xe ycnes 00BsA3aTh €€ XBOCTOM, HO OHA OTKAa3bIBAJIACh Jie-
TeTh 0e3 Hero. Co caoBamu «IIpormaii, Beugu!l» oH CTOJIKHYJ ee co
CKaJIbl, ¥ Yepe3 HeCKOJbKO MUHYT OHA CKPBLIACH U3 Buay. Ilutep
ocTaJiCAd B JlaryHe OIWH.

CraJia crajia cOBCeM MaJIeHbKOI, M BCKOPE IIOCJBIIIAIOCH IIe-
HUe, caMoe MeJOAUYHOE U I'PYCTHOE B MUPE: 9TO PYCAJKHU B3bIBAJIA
K JIyHE.

IIuTep oTanuajica OT ZPYTUX MaJbUYNKOB, HO TYT Jajke OH HC-
nyraics. ITo ero Teay npobesxasa APoKb. A B CJeAYIOIIUI MUT OH
CHOBA CTOSJI Ha CKaJjie ¢ YJABIOKOM Ha JuIle, ¥ BHYTPU HEr0 CJIOBHO
6us 6apabaH. JIumo ero 6yATO TOBOPUJIO: «YMEPETh — 9TO TOXKe
0O0JIBIIIOE IPUKJIIOUEHUE .



(hapter 9

The Never Bird
MTnua-Hentnua

S teadily the water rose till it was licking at Peter’s feet; and
to pass the time he watched the only thing on the lagoon.
He thought it was a piece of paper, perhaps part of the kite, and
wondered how long it would take to drift ashore.

Presently he noticed as a strange thing that it was undoubt-
edly out upon the lagoon with some definite purpose, for it was
fighting the tide, and sometimes winning. When it won, Peter,
always sympathetic to the weaker side, could not help clapping.

It was not really a piece of paper; it was the Never bird, mak-
ing desperate efforts to reach Peter on the nest. She had come
to save him, to give him her nest, though there were eggs in it.
I rather wonder at the bird, for though Peter had been nice to her,
he had also sometimes tortured her.

She called out to him and he called out to her, but of course
neither of them understood the other’s language. In fairy-tales
people can talk to the birds freely, and I wish I could pretend that
this was such a story. But truth is best, and I want to tell you only
what really happened. Well, not only could they not understand
each other, but they forgot their manners.
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B ofla HEYKJIOHHO IIOJHMMAaJach, IIOKa He Iojgobpajnach K HO-
ram Ilutepa, m 4TOOBI KaK-TO 3aHATHL cebsI, OH paccMaTPUBAJ
€IMHCTBEHHBIN IIPeAMeT, HaxXoqAImuiica B jaryHe. OH pemui, 4To
9TO KYCOK Oymaru, BO3MOJKHO, YaCThb BO3AYIIHOTO 3Mes, U pas-
MBIIILJIAJ, CKOJIBKO €My mOTpe6yeTcs BpeMeHM, YTO0hI IPUOUTHCA
K Gepery.

Bckope oH 3aMeTHUJT HEUTO CTPaHHOE: 0e3 COMHEHUM, IIpeMeT
IJIBLI II0 JaryHe C KaKOM-TO OIIpedesIeHHOIi IiejIbi0, TaK KakK 00-
poJjics ¢ MPUJANBOM M MHOTAA mobesxknay. Korma on mobemui, Ilu-
Tep, BCerga MPUHUMABIINI CTOPOHY ¢Ia00ro, He MOT He 3aXJIOHATh
B JIAJIOIITH.

Ha camom gese To ObLI He Kycok Gymaru, a Iltuma-Hentura,
OTUYASHHO MBITABIIASCA HOLILIBITE K IluTepy B cBoeMm ruesge. Oua
IIPUILIBLIA CHACTH €ro, OTAAB CBOEe I'HEe3[0, HeCMOTPA Ha TO, YTO
B HeM ObLIM siiria. Ee IOBOJIBHO TPYAHO IIOHATHL, Beab IluTep, XOTh
¥ OBLI K Hell 1o0p, MHOTAA ee MYYHJI.

Ona kpuuana IluTepy, a OH B CBOIO ouepegb Kpuuas eii, HO,
pasyMmeeTcs, OHU He MOHUMAJHU SA3BIK APYT Apyra. B ckaskax Joau
CBOOOJHO PAs3roBapWBAIOT C NITUIAMH, U MHE XOTEeJOCh ObI, UTO-
OBl 9TO OBbLIA OAHA M3 TaKuX mcropuii. Ho mpaBaa mpeBblie Bce-
ro, 1 s X04Uy paccKasaTh UMEHHO TaK, KaK ObLIO Ha caMOM JeJie.
Yro K, OHM HEe TOJBKO He IOHMMAaJHu APYT APyra, HO U 3a0bLIN
0 XOPOIUX MaHepax.
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The Never Bird

“I — want — you — to — get — into — the — nest,” the bird
called, speaking as slowly and clearly as possible, “and — then —
you — can — drift — ashore, but — I — am — too — tired —
so — you — must — try — to — swim — to — it.”

“What are you quacking about?” Peter answered.

“I — want — you — ” the bird said, and repeated it all over.

Then Peter tried to speak slowly and clearly.
“What — are — you — quacking — about?”
The Never bird became annoyed; they have very short tem-

pers.

9y

“You empty-headed jay,” she screamed. “Why don’t you do

as I tell you?”

Peter felt that she was calling him names, and at random he
answered hotly:

“So are you!”

Then rather curiously they both shouted out the same remark:
“Shut up!”

“Shut up!”

However the bird was determined to save him, and by one last
effort she pushed the nest against the rock. Then she flew up;
deserting her eggs, so as to make her meaning clear.

Then at last he understood, and caught the nest and waved his
thanks to the bird as she flew round above.

There were two large white eggs, and Peter lifted them up and
reflected. The bird covered her face with her wings, so as not to
see the last of them; but she could not help looking between the
feathers.
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MTnuya-Hentnua

— § xo0-uy, uTOOBI THI 3a-6paji-ca B MOe I'He-310, — Kpudaja
NTAIA KaK MOYKHO MeJJieHHee W OTUYeTJUBee, — TOrJa Thl Cy-Me-
elrs f0-0paTh-ca A0 Oe-pe-ra, HO S OUEHb y-CTa-jia, TaK 4TO Tebe
HAJ[0 MI0-CTA-PaTh-CA [0 HEro AO-ILIbITh.

— Yro TBI TaM KpAKaemnb? — orBeTus Ilurtep.

— d xouy, uTOOBI ThI... — CKasaJjia IITHUIIAa WU IOBTOpPHJA BCe
cHayaJja.

Teneps u [IuTep mompo6OBaJ TOBOPUTH MEAJIEHHO U OTUETIHUBO.
— Yro TBI TaM KpA-Ka-eIrb?

IItuna-HenTuita Havajia CepAUTHCH, Y HAX OUEHDb BCIIBLIBLYUM-
BBIM Xapakrep.

— IlycrorosoBas TpeI[oTKa, — 3aBONMUJA OHA, — IIOYEMY ThI
He IeJiaellb, 4To Tebe roBopAT?

ITuTep mouyBCTBOBAJ, UTO €ro 00O3BAIM, W 3aMaJbUNBO OTBeE-
THJI HAyTaz.

— Cama Taxas!

Kax HE cTpaHHO, OHM 004 BLIKPUKHYJIN OSHO M TO JKe:
— 3amouumn!

— 3amourumn!

TeM He MeHee ITHIIA TBEPAO PEIna ero CIIACTH, U IOCIeIHNM
PBHIBKOM OHA MOATOJKHYJIA I'He30 K ckajie. Ilorom oHa Bajerea,
OCTaBUB siiI1a, YTOOBI ACHO AATh MOHATDH, UEr0 OHA XOUeT.

Haxonern IIuTep Bce IOHSAJ M yXBATUJICSA 34 THE3J0, MAXHYB
IITHUIEe PYKOU B 3HAK 0JIarofapHOCTH, IIOKA OHA KPYKUJIA CBEPXY.

B rHesme je:xasio mABa O0OJBIMUX O€JBIX AiIla, [IluTep MOTHAT
ux ¥ 3agymaiica. IlTuia mpuKphlIa riia3a KPLLILAMU, UYTOOBI HE
BUAETH MX ImlOejib, HO He CMOTJIa YAEeP:KaThbCA W HOATJIAALIBAJIA
CKBO3b IIephd.
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The Never Bird

I forget whether I have told you that there was a stick on the
rock, driven into it by some pirates of long ago to mark the site
of buried treasure. The stick was still there, and on it Starkey
had hung his hat. Peter put the eggs into this hat and set it on
the lagoon.

The Never bird saw at once what he was up to, and screamed
her admiration of him. Then Peter got into the nest, placed the
stick in it as a mast, and hung up his shirt for a sail. At the same
moment the bird flew down upon the hat. She drifted in one direc-
tion, and he drifted in another, both cheering.

Of course when Peter landed he pulled out the nest in a place
where the bird would easily find it; but she liked the hat so much
that she left the nest. As we shall not see her again, it may be
worth mentioning here that all Never birds now build their nest
in that shape.

Great was the fun when Peter reached the home under the
ground almost as soon as Wendy, who had been carried by the
kite. Every boy had adventures to tell; but perhaps the biggest
adventure of all was that they were several hours late for bed.
Wendy, though happy about having them all home again safe and
sound, was shocked by the lateness of the hour, and cried, “To
bed, to bed,” in a voice that had to be obeyed. Next day, however,
she was tender, and gave out bandages to every one, and they
played till bed-time at limping and carrying their arms in band-
ages.



MTnuya-Hentnua

He momHI0, TOBOPHMJI JIX 5, YTO B CKaJje ObLIA MajKa, KOTOPYIO
IaBHBIM-JIABHO YKPEIINJIN IUPAThI, YTOOLI OTMETUTh MECTO, TIe 3a-
KomaHbI coKpoBuina. Ilajgka ocrasack Ha mecTe, a CTapKu mosBe-
CUJI Ha Hee CBOIO ILIANY. Ilurep CHAM HNLIANY, MOJOMKIII Ty/Aa AAIa
¥ IIyCTUJI ee II0 JIaTyHe.

IItuma cpasy moHsAJMA, B UeM JeJI0, U KPUKOM BhIPAsmja eMy
cBoe Bocxuirenue. Ilorom Ilutep 3abpaJicsi B THE3IO, YCTAHOBUJI
B HEM ITaJIKY BMECTO MauThl, a CBOIO PyOaIlIKy pa3BecuJ KaK mapyc.
IITuma TeM BpeMeHeM cJjeTejia Ha NUIANY. TeueHHEeM ee IIOHECJIOo
B OJHY CTOPOHY, a ero B IPYyTyio, OHU 00a Becesio PacIpoIlaancCh.

Pasymeercs, xKorgma IluTep mocTur cyiu, OH BBITAIUJ T'HE3-
0, 4TOOBI IITHIIA JIETKO MOTJIA er0 HaliTh; HO el TaK IIOHPaBUJIACh
ILJIAIA, YTO OHa Opocuja cBoe THe3m0. II0CKOJIbKY 00JIbIlIE MBI C
Hell He YBUIWMCS, CTOUT YIOMAHYTh, UTO C Te€X MOpP Bce IITuIrsi-
Henrume! crangu BUTh THe3Ma B (hopMe IS,

CroJBbKO Ke OBbLIO pamocTu, Korga Ilutep mobOpajcsa MO IOSI-
3eMHOTO JIoOMa IIOUTH OZHOBPEMEHHO ¢ BeHAM, KOTOPYIO IIPUHEC
BO3YITHBIN 3Meli. KakaoMy MalbuuKy OBLIO UTO paccKasaTh; HO,
HO)RaJny;I, X TJIaBHBIM IIPUKJIIOYEHHNEM CTaJIO TO, YTO OHHU JIerJu
CIaTh Ha HECKOJbKO YacOB IO3:Ke. BeHAu, HECMOTPS Ha PaJoCThb,
YTO OHU CHOBA BCe I0Ma, I€JIbl 1 HEBPEANMBbI, IIPUIILJIAa B yiKacC OT-
TOTO, UTO TaK MO3HO, 1 3akpuuana: «Cmarhb, cliaTb» — T'OJIOCOM,
KOTOPOMY IIPHMILIOChL IIOBMHOBAThCA. Brpouem, Ha CclaeqyroIiui
IeHb OHA momo0pesa, BcexX IepeBA3ajia, M O CaMOTO Beuepa OHU
Urpajau, IPUTBOPAACH XPOMBIMU U AeP)Ka PYKU Ha IIepeBA3HU.



Chapter 10

The Happy Home
Cyactnnsoe cemMencTeo

ne important result of the fight with the pirates on the lagoon

was that it made the redskins boys’ friends. Peter had saved
Tiger Lily from a dreadful fate, and now there was nothing she
and her warriors would not do for him. All night they sat keeping
watch over the home under the ground and waiting for the attack
by the pirates which could not be far away. They called Peter the
Great White Father, lying themselves down before him; and he
liked this extremely, so that it was not really good for him.

“The great white father,” he would say to them in a very lord-
ly manner, “is glad to see the Piccaninny warriors protecting his
wigwam from the pirates.”

“Me Tiger Lily,” that lovely creature answered. “Peter Pan
save me. Me no let pirates hurt him.”

She was far too pretty to suffer humiliation, but Peter thought
it his due, and he would answer tolerantly, “It is good. Peter Pan
has spoken.”

Always when he said that it meant that they must now shut
up, and redskins accepted it, but they were by no means so re-
spectful to the other boys, whom they looked upon as ordinary
warriors.
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B AXXHBIM IIOCJIEACTBHEM CXBATKHM C HNUPATAMHK B Jar'yHE CTAJIO
TO, UTO MAJBUUIIKYU IOAPYKUINUCH C KPACHOKOKUMU. Ilutep
cuac Turposyro JIunuio oT KyTKOU yJacTu, U Tellepb OHa U e€e BO-
WHBI OBLIY TOTOBHI pafiu Hero Ha Bce. Houm HampoJser oHU cujenu,
OXpaHsA MOJ3€MHBIIN I0M, U KIAJIN HANAJeHUs IUPATOB, KOTOPOe
OBl He 3acTaBuyo ceba xmaTh. OHM HaswiBamu IluTepa Bemukwuit
Beasrit Orery, nmajas mepej HAM HUI[, ¥ €My 9TO OUYeHb HPAaBUJIOCH,
YTO COBCEM €ro He KPAacuJio.

— Benukuit Beabrit Orelr, — 0OBIYHO TOBOPUJI OH UM BeJIUe-
CTBEHHBIM TOHOM, — Pajl, UYTO BOMHBI [IMKaHMHU 3aIUINAIOT ero
BUI'BaM OT IIMPATOB.

— Moa Turposasa JIunus, — oTBedasao eMy IIpeJecTHOe CO34a-
uue, — IIurep Il cnac mos. Mos He ITO3BOJIUT IUpaTaM OOMIKATH
ero.

Ona ObLIa CAUIIKOM KpPacuBa, UYTOOBI TEPHETh YHUIKEHUA, HO
IluTep cumras, 4YTO TaK OHO W JOJIKHO OBITH, M CHUCXOAUTEIHHO
OTBEYAJI:

— 9ro xopoiro. ITurep IIsH ckasaa cBoe CIOBO.

OOGBIYHO TaKMe CJI0Ba HHTepa O3Ha4dvaJIl, 4TO MM HAOO IIOMOJI-
yaTb, U HH,I[efII.U:I 9TO IIPMHUMAJIX, HO OHU OTHIOAb HE OBLIU CTOJIb
JHe YBaXXHUTeJbHbI K OCTAJIBHBIM MaJIbBUUIIIKaM, KOTOPBIX CUHNTAJIN
OOBIYHBIMH BOMHAMM.
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The Happy Home

Secretly Wendy sympathized with them, but she was far too
loyal to listen to any complaints against father.

We have now reached the evening that was to be known among
them as the Night of Nights, because of its adventures and their
end. The day had been almost uneventful, and now the redskins
in their blankets were at their posts, while the children were hav-
ing their evening meal. All except Peter, who had gone out to get
the time. The way you got the time on the island was to find the
crocodile, and then stay near him till the clock struck.

The meal happened to be a make-believe tea. They sat around
the table, and the noise, as Wendy said, was positively deafening.
There was a fixed rule that they must never hit back at meals,
but should address the matter of dispute to Wendy by raising
the right arm politely and saying, “I complain of so-and-so”. But
what usually happened was that they forgot to do this or did it
too much.

“Silence,” cried Wendy when for the twentieth time she had
told them that they were not to speak all at once. “Is your cup
empty, Slightly?”

“Not quite empty, mummy,” Slightly said, after looking into
an imaginary cup.

“He hasn’t even begun to drink his milk,” Nibs interrupted.

This was telling, and Slightly didn’t miss his chance.
“I complain of Nibs,” he cried quickly.

John, however, had held up his hand first.

“Well, John?”

“May I sit in Peter’s chair, as he is not here?”

“Sit in father’s chair, John!” Wendy was shocked. “Certainly
not.”

“He is not really our father,” John answered. “He didn’t even
know how a father does till I showed him.”
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CyacTtnmBoe ceMencTBo

Benau Braiime Oblyia Ha CTOPOHE MaJBUYUKOB, HO OHA OBIJIA CIIUIII-
KoM mpenana IIutepy, 4TOOBLI BHICIAYIIINBATE JKAJO0BI Ha OTIA.

Mzl ysxe moOpasuch OO0 Beuepa, KOTOPBIN OHM Ha3LIBAJIU MEXK-
Iy coboit Houbto Houeil: n3-3a IPUKJIIOUYEHU U TOTO, K YeMY OHU
nmpuBeau. J[eHb MpOIIEJ IMOYTH 0e3 IPOUCIIECTBUM, WHIEUIIHI B
CBOMX OfledJiaX 3aCTYHHWJMU Ha IOCTHI, B TO BpeMsa KaK BCe JeTHu
yxxuHanu. Bce kpome Ilutepa — OH OoTIpaBUMJICA y3HATh BpeMd.
Yro0BI y3HATh BpeMs Ha OCTPOBE, HAMO OLIJIO HANWTH KPOKOIUIUILY
¥ TIOJIOKIATEH PAJAOM C Hell, TOKa TPOObIOT Yachl.

Ha sToT pas y:xuHOM cTaJy KakOyaTomaui yaii. OHu pacceanch
BOKPYT CTOJIA, W IIIyM, IO CJI0BaM BeHau, CTOSI IIPOCTO OTJIYIIIH-
TeJabHBIM. CyII[ecTBOBAJIO JKEeCTKOe IPABUJIO: HeJIb3sA JaBaTh Coaun
3a eI0i, MOXKHO TOJILKO O0paTUThCA C IIpeaMeTOM ciiopa K Benmu,
BEKJIMBO IMOJHSB IMIPaBYIO PYKY M CKasaB: «§l :Kaayrooch Ha TOro-
TOo». Ho 00BIYHO ITOJIyYaJsIoch TaK, UTO OHM JIMOO 3a0BIBAJIM O IIpa-
BUJIE, JIUOO 00paIlajJnuch CIAUIIKOM YK UYacTO.

— Tuxo, — KpukHyJa BeHau mociyie TOro, Kak B JBaAIlaThIN
pas o0bACHUJIA UM, UTO TOBOPUTH BCEM BMecTe HeJab3sa. — TBod
yaIka mycra, MajbIi?

— Emre He coBcem, MaMO4Ka, — cKasaj MaJjbIl, TOCMOTPEB
B BOOOpasKaeMyIo UaIkKy.

— OH gaxe He MPUTPATHBAJICA K MOJIOKY, — BMmernajcs Ile-
PBIIIIKO.

910 OBLI0 A0ETHUYECTBO, 1 MaJIBIII He YIIYCTHJ IIIaHca.

— ¥ meHs xajgoba Ha [IepbIIlIK0, — OBICTPO BHIKPUKHYJ OH.
Opnrako [[»KOH TOAHSAJ PYKY PaHBIIle HETO.

— Ha, Mxou?

— MookHo s cany ua crya IIutepa, pas ero Her?

— CecTb Ha manuH cTya, [:xoH! — cKasaja moTpsiceHHas Bem-
nu. — Koneuno, Her.

— Ho oH Bemb He II0-HACTOSAIEMY HAII IIala, — BO3Pa3MJI
HxoH. — OH maske He 3HaJI, KaK BeAyT cebdA maIlkbl, TIOKa A eMy He
IMOKAas3aJl.
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The Happy Home

This was muttering. “We complain of John,” cried the
twins.

The telling broke out again.

“Slightly is coughing on the table.”
“The twins began with cakes.”

“Curly is taking both butter and honey.”
“Nibs is speaking with his mouth full.”
“I complain of the twins.”

“I complain of Curly.”

“I complain of Nibs.”

“Oh dear, oh dear,” cried Wendy, “I’m sure I think that spin-
sters are to be envied.”

She told them to clear away and sat down to her work-bas-
ket, a heavy load of stockings and every knee with a hole in it as
usual.

While she sewed the boys played around her. It had become
a very usual scene, this, in the home under the ground, but we
are looking on it for the last time.

There was a step above, and Wendy was the first to recog-
nize it.

“Children, I hear your father’s step. He likes you to meet him
at the door.”

Above, the redskins prostrated themselves before Peter.
“Watch well. I have spoken.”

He had brought nuts for the boys as well as the correct time
for Wendy.

“Peter, you just spoil them.”

“Ah, old lady,” said Peter, hanging up his gun.
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CyacTtnmBoe ceMencTBo

9TO CUMTATIOCH BOPDUAHUEM.
— ¥ Hac kajoba Ha [[»xoHa! — 3akpuuanau BausHeIs.

S6eqHMUECTBO BCILIXHYJIO C HOBOM CUJIOM.
— A MaunpIln KaIlLisgeT Ha CTOJ.

— A BiusHelbl HAYAJIW C TUPOKHBIX.

— A Kyzapsi ecT MacJyio ¢ MeoM.

— A TIepbIIIIKO FTOBOPUT C HAOUTHIM PTOM.
— ¥ meHd Kajyo0a Ha BiausHeros.

— A y mena ma Kyapsarima.

— A y mensa Ha IlephImKo.

— O, 60:xe, KasKeTcs, TOYHO CTapbIM JeBaM MOMHO II0O3aBHI0-
BaThb, — BCKpDHYaJIa BEHI[I/I.

Omna Bejesia M IIpubpaThCs U ceja K CBOel paboueil KOp3uHKe,
HaOUTOI UyJKaMM’, U KasKIbIi, KaK MIoJiaraeTcs, ObIJ ¢ ALIPOM Ha
KOJICHKE.

OHa mmjaa, a MaJbUYUKKU UTPA BOKPYT Hee. ITO yiKe CTaJO
OPUBBIYHON KapTUHOM B JOMeE IIOJ 3eMJiei, HO Mbl BUJUM €€ B II0-
cIegHUN pas.

HaBepxy IIOCJIBIIIIAJINICH IIIarv, n BeHI[I/I Yy3HaJIla uX HepBOfI.

— IeTtwu, a caslmry maru Bamrero orita. O JI06UT, KOTZa BbI eT0
BCTPEUaeTe y ABEPU.

HaBepxy KPaCHOKOMH1e IIPOCTEPJIUCH IIepen HHTepOM.
— Hecure JO030P XOPOIIIo. S ckasau cBoe CJIOBO.

ManpunkaM OH IIPWHEC OpPeXoB, a BeHau cooOIIMJ TOUHOE
BpeMms.

— IluTep, ThI UX OaJIyelIb.

— Yo T8I, cTapyimkal — ckasai Ilutep, Bemas pyxbe.
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The Happy Home

“It was me who told him mothers are called old lady,” Michael
whispered to Curly.

“I complain of Michael,” said Curly instantly.

The first twin came to Peter. “Father, we want to dance.”

“Dance, my little man,” said Peter, who was in good hu-
mour.

“But we want you to dance.”

Peter was really the best dancer among them, but he pretend-
ed to be scandalized.

“Me! My old bones would rattle!”
“And mummy too.”

“What,” cried Wendy, “the mother of such a crowd, dance!”

“But on a Saturday night,” Slightly suggested.

It was not really Saturday night, for they had long lost count
of the days. But always if they wanted to do anything special they
said this was Saturday night.

“Of course it is Saturday, Peter,” Wendy said, softening.

“People of our figure, Wendy!”
“But it is only among our own children.”
“True, true.”

So they were told they could dance, but they must put on their
night-gowns first.

“Ah, old lady,” Peter said to Wendy, warming himself by the
fire, “there is nothing more pleasant of an evening for you and me
than to rest by the fire with the little ones near by.”

“It is sweet, Peter, isn’t it?” Wendy said, pleased. “Peter,
I think Curly has your nose.”
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CyacTtnmBoe ceMencTBo

— 9TO A eMy CKasaJl, YTO MaM Ha3bIBAIOT «CTAPYIIKAMMU», —
npomrentan Maiika Kyapsamry.

— V¥ meHsd xanoba Ha Maiikaa, — Beinanaua Kyzapsri.

Ilepsuiit Bausuer mogoiea k ITurepy.
— Ilama, MBI XOTHUM TAHIIEBATD.

— Taunyii, Mol MalbuMK, — cKasay IIluTep, KOTOPBIH OBLI
B XOpOIIleM HACTPOEHUH.

— Ho m=r XO0THUM, YTOOBI ThI TaHIleBaJI.

ITuTep TaHIleBaJ JIydIlle BCeX, HO cAejiajJ BUI, OYATO OH BO3-
MYIIIeH.

— ! I'pemeTh cTapLIMU KOCTAMU?
— W mamouKa ToXKe.

— Yro? — BockaumKHyJsa Benagm. — Mama Tako¥l opasbI,
¥ BAPYT mAmieT!

— Ho cerogus ke cyoboTHUI Beuep, — HaMeKa MaJsrbIii.

Bpsig au to ObL1a cy660Ta, BEeAb OHU LAaBHO IOTEPSIU CUET
musaM. Ho Becerga mpu skelaHUU CHejIaTh HEUTO OCOOEHHOE OHU T'o-
BOPUJIU PO cy60OTHUMI Beuep.

— Hy xomeuHO, cerogHs ke cyooora, IIutep, — cMAruymiaach
Bengu.

— C mammumu purypamu, Bemgn!
— Ho MBI Beab cpeau COOCTBEHHBIX TeTei.
— W npasga...

Manpuuirkam pas3peinjan ImoTaHIlieBaTb, TOJIBKO CHaYajsia OHU
ObLIU OOJIXKHBI HAOETh IINKaMBbl.

— 9X, crapyiuka, — ckasaa Ilutep Benmgu, rpesich y Kamu-
Ha, — HEeT HUYero IpusTHee, YeM OTAbIXaTh BEUEPOM Y OT'HA PSAIOM
¢ To0OI M HAIIIMMHU MAaJIIOTKaMU.

— Kax mwmio, ga, Ilutep? — ckasaya goBoabHas BeHgu. —
ITurep, Kamercd, y Kyapsimna TBoit HoC.
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The Happy Home

“Michael takes after you.”
She went to him and put her hand on his shoulder.

“Dear Peter,” she said, “with such a large family, of course,
I have now passed my best, but you don’t want to change me, do
you?”

“No, Wendy.”

Certainly he did not want a change, but he looked at her,
blinking, like he was not sure whether he was awake or asleep.

“Peter, what is it?”

“I was just thinking,” he said, a little scared. “It is only make-
believe, isn’t it, that I am their father?”

“Oh yes,” Wendy said formally.

“You see,” he continued apologetically, “it would make me
seem so old to be their real father.”

“But they are ours, Peter, yours and mine.”
“But not really, Wendy?” he asked anxiously.

“Not if you don’t wish it,” she replied; and she heard his sigh
of relief. “Peter,” she asked, trying to speak firmly, “what are
your exact feelings about me?”

“Those of a faithful son, Wendy.”

“I thought so,” she said, and went and sat by herself at the
extreme end of the room.

“You are so strange,” he said, puzzled, “and Tiger Lily is just
the same. There is something she wants to be to me, but she says
it is not my mother.”

“No, indeed, it is not,” Wendy answered with frightful pas-
sion. Now we know why she didn’t like the redskins.
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CyacTtnmBoe ceMencTBo

— A Maiiki Bech B TeOsd.
OHa moJoIILIAa K HEMY U IIOJIOMKIJIA PYKY eMy Ha ILJIedo.

— Ioporoit ITuTep, — ckasaja oHa, — y HAC Takas 0OJIbITadg
ceMbs, KOHEUHO, MOU JIyUIlle TOABI ysKe I03aM, HO Thl BeIb He 3a-
XOUYeIlb TPOMEHATh MeHA Ha KOT0-TO JPyroro?

— Her, Bengu.

Besyc/ioBHO, OH He XOTeJ HUYEro MEeHATh, HO OH CMOTPEJ Ha
Benau, moprasi, 0yATo He IOHMMAJ, BO CHE OH WX HAABY.

— B uewm geno, ITutep?

— § mpocTo momymaii, — CKasaJ OH HEMHOTO MCIYraHHO. —
Benpb a ux mama TOJIBKO IIOHAPOIIKY, MpaBaa?

— O, ma, — oTBeTuJia BeHau HATAHYTO.

— Buauinb Jau, — OIPOAOJI:KHUJ OH, OIIPpaBAbIBasgchk. — MHe Ka-
JKeTCsI, A IIOUYBCTBYIO ce0s TAaKMM CTAPBIM, €CJIM CTAaHy MX HACTO-
AIIAM OTIIOM.

— Ho Begp onu Hamwu, IluTep, TBOM M MOHU.

— Ho ue mo-macTosiemMy? — obecrokoesnHo cupocu Ilurep.

— Her, ecsiz TBI He X04elllb, — OTBeTUJia BeHau 1 yciablinaia
ero B30X oOjserueHusa. — IluTep, — cIpocuJia OHA, CTapasch ro-
BOPHUTH TBEPAO, — KaK Thl KO MHE OTHOCHUIIILCT?

— Kaxk npemaHHBI cbIH, BeHIN.

— Tax & u gymana, — ckKasaja BeHau M OTOIILJIa B CaMBIH
NAJIbHUI KOHEIl KOMHATHI.

— Ts1 Tarkas CTpaHHasA, — IIPOI'OBOPHMJI OH O3aJa4dY€HHO, —
nu TI/II‘pOBaH JIunusa Touno takas sxe. OHa XoueT GBITH MHE KeM-ToO,
HO I'OBOPUT, YTO HE MaMOii.

— Her, pasymeercsa, He MmaMoii, — OoTBeTuJa BeHau myraroiie
pesxko. Temeph HOHATHO, IOUEMYy OHa HEIOJIIO0JMBaja KpPacHO-
KOMKHUX.
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The Happy Home

“Then what is it?”
“It isn’t for a lady to tell.”

“Oh, very well,” Peter said, a little irritated. “Perhaps Tinker
Bell will tell me.”

“Oh yes, Tinker Bell will tell you,” Wendy answered scorn-
fully. “She is an abandoned little creature.”

Here Tink, who was in her bedroom, overhearing, screamed
out something bold.

“She says she is proud in being abandoned,” Peter inter-
preted.

He had a sudden idea. “Perhaps Tink wants to be my mother?”

“You silly ass!” cried Tinker Bell in a passion.

She had said it so often that Wendy needed no translation.

“I almost agree with her,” Wendy told back. If she had known
what was to happen she would not have talked back.

None of them knew. Perhaps it was best not to know. Their
unknowing gave them one more glad hour; and it was their last
hour on the island. They sang and danced in their night-gowns.

Then at last they all got into bed for Wendy’s story, the story
they loved best, the story Peter hated. Usually when she began
to tell this story he left the room or put his hands over his ears.
Possibly if he had done it this time they might all still be on the is-
land. But tonight he remained on his stool; and we shall see what
happened.



CyacTtnmBoe ceMencTBo

— Torgma Kem xe?
— Jlegu 06 TOM He TOBOPST.

— IlpekpacHo, — ckasan IluTep HEeMHOro pasgpaKeHHO. —
Moxer, Tuukep Benn mHe cKaykeTr?

— O pma, Tuukep Benn Tebe ckakeT, — oTBeTusa BeHau mpe-
3puUTeIbHO. — BpollenHoe MajleHbKOe CO3JaHue.

TYT TuHk, KOTOopada cuaejsia B CBOe# criajbHe U ImoAacJIylmnBaJja,
A€P3KO YTO-TO BEIKPUKHYJIA.

— Ckasajia, TOPAUTCA TE€M, UTO OHA OpOIITeHHAs, — MOSCHUJI
ITuTrep.

Buesamnno ero ocenuniia mujes.
— MoxeTt, TUHK XoueT OBITHL MOeil MaMoi?

— IOypak! — ruesuo 3axpuvaysa Tunkep Bem.

Omna oBTOpPsJIa 9TO TaK YacTo, YTO BeHau He Hy KAajJach B IIepe-
BOJZIE.

— U a ¢ Heil moutu corsiacHa! — orpwisHyJack Bergu. Ecau
OBbI OHa 3HAaJIa, YTO BCKOPE IIPOUBOHIET, OHA ObI, KOHEUHO, HE OI'DHI-
3aJIacCh.

HuxkTto 13 Hux He 3HaJ. BO3MOKHO, 9T0 OBLIO U K Jyuliemy. Ux
HeBeJeHNe TMOJAPUJIO UM JINIIHAN CUACTINBBINA Yac, MOCJIeHUN Ha
aTOoM ocTpoBe. OHU IIeJIM ¥ TAHIEBAJIM B CBOMX IIHKaMaX.

HaxoHel oHU yJIerJICh B KPOBaTh, UTOOBI IIOCIYIIIATh CKA3KY
Benau, nx camyio Ji00MMYI0 CKasKy, KoTopyio IluTep HeHaBUIe.
0O6n1uHO, Korga BeHau HaunHaia ee pacCKasbiBaTh, OH BHIXOAUI U3
KOMHATHI MJIN 3aKPBIBaJ yIiu pykamu. HaBepHoe, ecau ObI B 3TOT
pas OH TaK U IMOCTYOUJI, OHU, CKOpee BCero, A0 CUX MOP OBLIU OBI Ha
octpoBe. Ho B TOT Beuep OH ocTajica Ha CBOEM CTYJIe; IIOCMOTPUM,
YTO U3 9TOTO BBIILIO.



Chapter 11

Wendy’s Story
Cka3ka BeHaun

66 Listen,” said Wendy, beginning her story, with Michael
at her feet and seven boys in the bed. “There was once
a gentleman — ”

“I wish he had rather been a lady,” Curly said.
“I wish he had been a white rat,” said Nibs.
“Quiet,” their mother said. “There was a lady also, and — ”

“Oh, mummy,” cried the first twin, “you mean that there is
a lady also, don’t you? She is not dead, is she?”

“Oh dear,” sighed Wendy.

“Little less noise there,” Peter called out, determined that she
should have fair play, however beastly a story it might be in his
opinion.

“The gentleman’s name,” Wendy continued, “was Mr. Dar-
ling, and her name was Mrs. Darling.”

“I knew them,” John said, to annoy the others.

“I think I knew them,” said Michael doubtfully.
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Cﬂymaﬁ're, — HauaJa pacckas Bengu, Maiikia jexas
y ee HOT, a ceMepo MaJIbUHINeK — B KpoBaTu. — JKui-
OBLI ONWH I3KEeHTJIbMEH...

— Jlyurmie 661 OH OBLT Jeou, — cKasaJ Kympsi.

— Jlyurire 6esoit KpbIcoit, — mobaBuJ IIephIIIKo.

— Tume, — crkasana ux maMma. — Jlegu TaMm TosKe ObLjia H...
— MamouKa, — BOCKJUKHYJ OIUH 13 BJIM3HEI0B, — TO eCThb

JeI’ TaM TOYKe ecTb, na? OHa He ymepJja, HeT?
— O 6o:xe! — B3moxHyJa Bengu.

— A my, morunie, — OpuKpuUKHyYJ IIutep, yOe:KaAeHHBI, UTO
Bengu nMeer mpaBo Ha UeCTHYIO UTPY, KaKoii ObI UyJOBUIIHON Ha
ero B3IJISAA HU ObLiIa MCTOPHUS.

— II')KeHTIbMEHa 3BajauW, — MPOAOJKMIa BeHmau, — Mucrtep
HapawHr, a gegu — muccuc JapauHr.

— § ux 3man, — ckasai H?ROH, YTOOBI JOoCaauTh OCTaJIbHBIM.

— Kaxercs, a Toske, — ¢ comHeHneM gobasui Maiikii.
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Wendy’s Story

“They were married,” explained Wendy, “and what do you
think they had?”

“White rats,” cried Nibs, inspired.
6‘No.”

“It’s awfully puzzling,” said Tootles, who knew the story by
heart.

“Quiet, Tootles. They had three descendants.”

“What is descendants?”

“Well, you are one, Twin.”

“Did you hear that, John? I am a descendant.”

“Descendants are only children,” said John.

“Oh dear,” sighed Wendy. “Now these three children had
a faithful nurse called Nana. But Mr. Darling was angry with her
and chained her up in the yard, and so the children flew away.”

“It’s a good story,” said Nibs.

“They flew away,” Wendy continued, “to the Neverland, where
the lost children are.”

“I just thought they did,” Curly broke in excitedly.

“Wendy,” cried Tootles, “was one of the lost children called
Tootles?”

“Yes, he was.”
“I am in a story. Hurrah, I am in a story, Nibs.”

“Quiet. Now I want you to think about the feelings of the un-
happy parents with all their children flown away.”
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Ckaska Bengn

— OnHu 6bLIH JKeHaTbl, — 00bAcCHUIAa BeHau, — U KaK BBI Ay-
MaeTe, YTO y HUX OBLIO?

— Besble KpBICEI? — € BOOAYINIEBJIeHEM KPUKHYJ [IephIiko.
— Her.

— V:KacHO TPYAHO OOTAafaThbCsA, — CKasasl BoJITyH, 3HABIIHUK
CKa3Ky HAM3yCTh.

— Tumre, BoatyH. ¥ HUX OBLIO TPOe OTIPHLICKOB.

— A KTO 5T0 — OTIpbIcKu?

— Hy, Te1 oquH 13 HUX, BiausHerr.

— TerI cabrnai, Ixxou? f ornpsick!

— OTHOpbICKU — BCETO JIUIID JeTh, — OTBeTuJ I[2KOoH.

— Ax, Oo:xxe Moii, — B3mOXHyJIa BeHgum. — VY 39TUX Tpoumx
Ierell ObLIa IpemaHHas HAHA, KoTopyio 3Banu Hsua. Ho mwuctep
HapiuHr paccepauicsa Ha Hee, IOCAWJI HA IIeNb BO JBOPE, U TOTAA
IeTHu yJIeTesn.

— 3ameuaTeJbHasA CKasdKka, — ckasaJ [lepsImiko.

— Onu yiserenu, — mnpojoikuia Benau, — B HeGbviBamyio
CTpaHy, I'lle JKUBYT IOTePAHHEIE JEeTU.

— Tak a u 3Hasm, — B3BOJIHOBaHHO nepebua Kymapsr.

— Bengu, — KpukHyJ BoiaTyH, — a OZHOro 13 IPOIMIABIINX -
Tei 3Baau BoaTyu?

— Ha.
— § ecTh B ckaske. Ypa, g B cCKaske, IlephIIIKoO.

— Tuxo. A Temeps s X0Uy, UTOOBI Bl IIOAYMAaJIH, YTO UYBCTBY-
IOT HeCYaCTHbIe POAUTEU, JeTH KOTOPHIX YJIETEJH.
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Wendy’s Story

“0o!” they all groaned, though they were not really thinking
about the feelings of the unhappy parents.

“It’s awfully sad,” the first twin said cheerfully.

“I don’t see how it can have a happy ending,” said the second
twin. “Do you, Nibs?”

“I’'m frightfully anxious.”

“If you knew how great a mother’s love is,” Wendy told them
triumphantly, “you would have no fear.” She had now come to the
part that Peter hated.

“You see,” Wendy said, “our heroine knew that the mother
would always leave the window open for her children; so they
stayed away for years and had a lovely time.”

“Did they ever go back?”

“Let us now,” said Wendy, “look into the future. Years have
passed by, and who is this elegant lady of uncertain age getting
off a train at London Station?”

“O Wendy, who is she?” cried Nibs, excited as if he didn’t
know.

“Can it be — yes — no — it is — the fair Wendy!”

“And who are the two noble grown figures accompanying her?
Can they be John and Michael? They are! See, dear brothers,”
says Wendy pointing upwards, “there is the window still stand-
ing open. Ah, now we are rewarded for our faith in a mother’s
love. So up they flew to their mummy and daddy, and pen cannot
describe the happy scene.”

That was the story, and they were as pleased with it as the
storyteller herself.
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Ckaska Bengn

— 0-0! — BacroHanmu OHU, XOTA BPAL JU AyMaJW O TOM, UTO
YYBCTBYIOT HECUACTHLIE POMUTEJIN.

— VY:KacHO IPyCTHO, — PaJOCTHO CKa3aJl OJUH U3 BIN3HeIoB.

— He monmMaio, KaK y 9TOM CKa3KM MOJYKET OBITh CUACTIMBBIHA
KOHeI, — cKasaJ BTopou Bausuer. — A TvI, [IepsIiko?

— MeHs 5T0 cTpaIlIHO 6€CIIOKOUT.

— Ecau 6bI BbI 3HaJIM, HACKOJIBKO CHUJIbHA MaTe€pPHUHCKad JIIO-

60Bb, — cKasaja BeHIu TOP:KECTBEHHO, — BBI OBl HUUETO He 00s-
auck. — OHa mojolia K TOM YacTH UCTOPUM, KOTOPYIO HEHABUIEJ
ITurep.

— Bupgure nu, — npomoskuia Beugu. — Harmra repouns sHa-

Jia, YTO MaMa Bcerjga 6y11e'r OCTaBJIATHh OKHO OTKPBITBIM OJId CBOUX
JIeTefI; IIO9TOMY OHHM He€ IIOABJIAJJIMCH I'ogaMM M IIPEKPacHO IIPOBO-
ANJIN BpeMd.

— Tak oHU Bce-TaKU BEPHYJIUCH?

— IMaBaiiTe Tenepb, — cKasajyia Beuau, — 3arjasaHeM B OyayImee.
IIpoiau rogel, HO KTO 9Ta dJIETaHTHAS JaMa HeoIIpedeJeHHOT0 BO3-
pacra, KoTopas BBEIXOAUT M3 IMoe3[a Ha JIOHLOHCKOM BOK3aJje?

— Kro ona, Beagu? — saxpuuai IIepbIliko, B3BOJIHOBAHHBIN
Tak, OyATO OH He 3HAJI.

— Mosxer... ma... HeT... 3TO... Hallla MpeKpacHas Benanu!

— A uT0 3a ABe 0J1aTOPOMHBIE BOBMYKAaBIITHE (DUTYPHI €€ COIPO-
Boxkgaor? Mowxer, aTo Iyxon m Maitkn? 3to onu! Bumgure, mopo-
rue OpaThbs, — CKasaja Beuau, yKasbIiBas BBEPX, — OKHO IO CUX
IIOP OCTaeTCs OTKPBITHIM. AX, Tellepb MBI BO3HATPAYKIEHEI 3a HAIITY
BEpPY B MATE€PUHCKYIO JIO00Bb. V1 OHHM B3jeTeqn K MaMOYKe C IIa-
HO‘IKOI';I, " X cHuacThbe 6BI.TIO HEeOIINMCyeMbIM.

Bor u BcA ckaska, M MaJIbuMKaM OHA HpaBMJIaCh TakrK e, KaK
W caMou pacCcKasuuiie.
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Wendy’s Story

So great indeed was their faith in a mother’s love that they
felt they could afford to be heartless for a bit longer.

But there was one there who knew better, and when Wendy
finished he groaned.

“What is it, Peter?” she cried, running to him, thinking he
was ill. “Where is it, Peter?”

“It isn’t that kind of pain,” Peter replied darkly.
“Then what kind is it?”
“Wendy, you are wrong about mothers.”

They all gathered round him, so alarming was his excitement;
and he told them what he had concealed until this time.

“Long ago,” he said, “I thought like you that my mother would
always keep the window open for me. So I stayed away for moons,
and then flew back, but the window was closed. My mother had
forgotten all about me, and there was another little boy sleeping
in my bed.”

I am not sure that this was true, but Peter thought it was
true; and it scared them.

“Are you sure mothers are like that?”
“Yes.”
So this was the truth about mothers.

“Wendy, let us go home,” cried John and Michael together.

“Yes,” she said, holding them.

“Not tonight?” asked the lost boys confused. They knew in
their hearts that one can live quite well without a mother, and
that it is only the mothers who think you can’t.
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Ckaska Bengn

X Bepa B MaTepPUHCKYIO JIO0OBb ObLiIa TAK BEJHWKA, YTO UM Ka-
3aJI0Ch, OYATO OHU MOTYT ceGe O3BOJIUTh MOOBITH GeccepaeuHbIMU
elre HeMHOMKKO.

Ho xoe-xTo 3HaJ 00 9TOM 6OJILH.IB, " Korjga Benpu 3akoHYmMJIA,
OH 3aCTOHaAaJI.

— B uewm geno, Ilutep? — BOCKIMKHYJIA OHA, OAOerasa K HeMY,
OHAa pelmiaa, 4To ox 3abosen. — I'me 6oaut, ITutep?

— 9To0 He Ta 60Jib, — oTBeTuJ [luTep MpadHo.
— Torga Kakas xe?
— Benau, THI omubaenibcsa HacUYeT MaTepei.

Onu Bce co6paInch BOKPYT HEr0, BCTPEBOYKEHHBIE IO BOJHEHN-
€M, U OH PaccKasajl UM TO, UTO CKPBIBAJ J0JITOE BpeMs.

— JlaBHBIM-Z]JaBHO, — CKasaJl OH. — §I, KaK ¥ BHI, AyMaJl, UYTO
MoA MaMa Bcerza OyIeT Aep:KaTh JJid MeHA OKHO OTKPBITHIM. Ilo-
ATOMY {1 IPOIajajl MHOTO JIVH, HO KOTJa IpuJjeTeJ o0paTHO, OKHO
6nL10 3amepTo. Mama coBceM 3a0bLia 000 MHe, U B MOEH KpOBaTKe
cIiaj APyrou MaJibumK.

S He yBepeH, uTO 3TO mpaBnaa, HO IluTep Aymas Tak; u JeTu
HUCIIyTaJIUCh.

— Touno Bce MaMBI Takue?
— Ha.

Bot Takoii Oblia mpaBga 0 MaTepsax.

— Bengu, netum gomoiit! — sakpuyasum B OAWH Tojoc [[»KOH
u MamkJ.
— IMa, — ckKasaja oHa, OOHUMAA UX.

— Ho He cerogus sxe BeuepoM? — CIPOCUIY IOTEPAHHBIE MAJb-
YHUIIKY, COUTBIE C TOJKY. B riiy6rHe IyIIy OHU 3HAJIU, UTO MOXKHO
HEeILJIOXO JKUTH 6€3 MaMBbl, ¥ UTO 9TO TOJIBKO MaTepu JyMaioT, OyATO
0e3 HUX He MPOKUBEIIIb.
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Wendy’s Story

“At once,” Wendy answered firmly, for the horrible thought
had come to her: “Perhaps mother is crying over them.”

This fear made her forget of what must be Peter’s feelings,
and she said to him rather sharply, “Peter, will you make the nec-
essary arrangements?”

“If you wish it,” he answered, as coolly as if she had asked
him to pass the nuts.

Wendy did not mind the parting, he was going to show her
that neither did he.

But of course he cared very much. He was so full of anger
against grown-ups, who, as usual, were spoiling everything, that
when he got inside his tree he breathed intentionally quick short
breaths. There is a saying in the Neverland that, every time you
breathe, a grown-up dies; and Peter wanted to take revenge as
fast as possible.

Then having given the necessary instructions to the redskins
he returned to the home.

“Wendy,” he said, “I have asked the redskins to guide you
through the wood, as flying tires you so.”

“Thank you, Peter.”

“Then,” he continued in the sharp voice, “Tinker Bell will take
you across the sea. Wake her, Nibs.”

Nibs had to knock twice before he got an answer, though Tink
had really been sitting up in bed listening for some time.

“Who are you? How dare you? Go away,” she cried.

“You are to get up, Tink,” Nibs called, “and take Wendy on
a journey.”

Of course Tink had been delighted to hear that Wendy was go-
ing; but she was determined not to accompany her, and she said
so in more offensive language. Then she pretended to be asleep
again.
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Ckaska Bengn

— IIpamo ceituac, — TBepAo 3asgBmja BeHauw, Tak Kak eil mpu-
IIIJIa B TOJIOBY ysKacHas MBICJIb: a BAPYT MaMa UX yiKe OILJIaKuBaer.

JTOT cTpax 3acTaBUJI 3a0BITHL €e 0 TOM, KaKoBO ceiiuac ITurepy,
¥ OHA CKasajla eMy JOBOJIbHO PEe3KO:
— Ilutep, THI coenaels Bce HEOOXOAUMbIE IIPUTOTOBIEHU?

— Kak ckakelb, — OTBETUJI OH TaK HEeBO3MYTHUMO, 6y,lITO OHa
IIOIIpOCHJIa ero mepemgaTb 3a CTOJIOM OpPeXu.

Benpgu He TPEBOXUJIa pa3jiyKa, a OH X0TeJI IIOKa3aTb, 4TO U ero
TOMKeE.

Ho, 6e3yc10BHO, OH CUJIbHO NepekuBaji. ETo mepemosHsia 3J10-
0a Ha B3POCJBIX, KOTOPbIe KaK OOBIYHO BCe MOPTHUJIU, M KOTAa OH
OUYTHJICS B lepeBe, TO HapOUHO HECKOJbKO pas ObICTPO BAOXHYJI U
BeIIOXHYJI. B HeGbIBaI0O# cTpaHe BEPUIIN, UTO KaKIbIH pas, Koraa
JIeJlaelllb BAOX W BBIJOX, yMUpPAaeT B3pPOCIbIii, a [luTep xoTea oTo-
MCTUTH UM KaK MOKHO CKopee.

3aTeM, OTIaB HEOOXOAMMbIE PACTIOPAKEHUA KPACHOKOMKUM, OH
BEPHYJICA B IOM.

— Bengu, — ckasaj OH, — $ IIOIIPOCHUJ KPACHOKOKHUX, OHU
IPOBEIYT Bac Uepes Jiec, Thl Belb TaK yCTaelllb, KOTJa JIETUIIb.

— Cnacwub6o, ITurtep.

— IloTomM, — pes3ko mpomo:Kua o, — Tunkep Bein mepese-
TUT ¢ BamMu uepe3 Mope. IlepoIlliko, pas3dbyau ee.

HepLIH_IHy IIPUIOIJIOCH IIOCTYyYaTh ABaMKAbI, IIPpEXX A€ 4eM OH IIO-
JIY4HUJI OTBET, XOTA Ha CaMOM JeJie Turk AaBHO CHIeJia B KpOoBaTu
u ciayuiaJua.

— Kto Tam? Kak TwI mocMmesn? Youpaiical — 3akpuuaja oHa.

— Tebe HamO BCcTaTh, TUHK, — mM03BaJ IIepBINIKO, — ¥ IPOBO-
IUTL Bengu.

Hecomuenno, TuHK mpuiia B BOCTOPT, YCJBINIAB, UTO Bem-
IV yJeTaeT, HO OHA PELINTEJbHO He co0MpaIach ee IIPOBOXKATH U
CKasaja 3T0, TOJBKO B OoJjiee KpenmKuX BhIpaskeHUaAX. [locie uero
IIPUTBOPUIACH, OYATO CHOBA 3acHYJIA.
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Wendy’s Story

“She says she won’t!” Nibs exclaimed, after which Peter went
firmly toward the young lady’s chamber.

“Tink,” he screamed out, “if you don’t get up and dress at
once I will open the curtains, and then we shall all see you in your
night-gown.”

This made her jump to the floor.

By this time the boys were sad, not only because they were
about to lose her, but also because they felt that she was going off
to something nice to which they had not been invited.

Crediting them with a nobler feeling Wendy melted.

“Dear ones,” she said, “if you will all come with me I feel al-
most sure I can get my father and mother to adopt you.”

The invitation was meant specially for Peter, but each of the
boys was thinking of himself, and at once they jumped with joy.

“But won’t they think there are too many of us?” Nibs asked
in the middle of his jump.

“Oh no,” said Wendy, quickly thinking it out, “it will only
mean having a few beds in the drawing-room.”

“Peter, can we go?” they all cried begging. They thought that
if they went he would go also, but really they hardly cared.

“All right,” Peter answered with a bitter smile, and immedi-
ately they rushed to get their things.

“Get your things, Peter,” Wendy cried.

“No,” he answered, pretending indifference, “I am not going
with you, Wendy.”

‘“Yes, Peter.”
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Ckaska Bengn

— OHa TOBOPUT, UYTO HE IIOJEeTUT! — BOCKJIUKHYJ IIephIIiKko,
mocye yero Ilurep pemuTeabHO HAIpaBWJICA K CIAJbHE MOJIOTOM
Jenu.

— TuHK! — BBIKPpUKHYJ OH. — EcJu TbI ceifuac ke He BCTa-
Helllb ¥ He OIeHeIbCHd, I OTKPOI 3aHABECKM, U MBI BCE YBUIUM
Te6A B HOUHYIIKE.

9To 3aCTABUJIO ee CIIPBLITHYTH HA TOJI.

K ToMy BpeMeHU MaJbUYMINIKU 3aTPyCTUIN, HE TOJBKO IIOTOMY,
YTO UM IIPEJCTOSAJIO HMOTePATh, BeHau, HO ¥ IMIOTOMY YTO UM Kasa-
JIOCh, UTO TaM JajieKo, Kylda MX He IPUIJIACUIU, ee KIeT HeuTO
IIpeKpacHoe.

IIpunuceiBasg um 6ojiee 0J1arOPOAHLIE UYBCTBA, BeHIu pacTasia.

— HMoporue mou, — ckasaja oHa. — KcJiu BbI Bce OTIIPAaBUTECH
CO MHOW, TO f IIOUTU YBEPeHA, UYTO CMOT'y YTOBOPHUTH ITally ¢ MaMOM
BaC YCHIHOBUTb.

IIpuraamienne npegHasHadyaioch coenuaabuo aad Ilutepa, HO
KayKJbIN 113 MaJbUNKOB IIPUHSAJ 9TO Ha CBOU CUET, M OHHU cpasy 3a-
MPBITaJIN OT PAJOCTH.

— A oHU He pemIaT, UTO HaC CAUIIKOM MHOTO? — crpocuJ Ile-
PBIIIIKO, TOAIPHITHYB.

— Her, uto THI, — cKasasa Beugu, OLICTPO 3TO 00AyMBIBAA. —
TonabKko mpuAeTcA IMOCTABUTL B TOCTUHON HECKOJHKO KpOoBaTeid.

— Ms=1 moikeM moJsieTeTs, [IuTep? — B3MOJMINCH MAJBUUIIKH.
Onu cumranu, YTO €CJIUW OHU JIETAT, TO U OH TOXKE, HO HAa CaMOM
Jlesie M OBLIO IIOYUTH BCE PABHO.

— Jlagao, — oTrBerus IluTep ¢ ropbKoi yJabIOKOI, 1 OHU He-
Meaas OpOCUINCH COOMPATh BEIIH.

— Cobupaii Bemu, ITutep, — BoCcKJIMKHYJIa Benau.

— Het, — oTBeTUJI 0OH, IPUTBOPAACH PABHOAYIIHBIM. — §I He
moJieuy ¢ BaMu, BeHau.

— Iloneruius, ITurep.
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Wendy’s Story

“NO ”»

To show that her going would leave him indifferent, he jumped
up and down the room, playing gaily on his pipes.

“You will find your mother,” Wendy argued.

Now, if Peter had ever had a mother, he no longer missed her.
He remembered only her bad points.

“No, no,” he told Wendy, “perhaps she would say I was old,
and I want always to be a little boy and to have fun.”

“But, Peter — ”

“No.,’

And so the others had to be told.

“Peter isn’t coming.”

Peter not coming! Their first thought was that if Peter
was not going he had probably changed his mind about letting
them go.

But he was far too proud for that. “If you find your mothers,”
he said darkly, “I hope you will like them.”

“You will remember about changing your clothes, Peter?”
asked Wendy.

“Yes.”

“And you will take your medicine?”

“Yes.”

That seemed to be everything, and an awkward pause fol-
lowed.
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Ckaska Bengn

— Her.

Yro06BI TOKa3aTh, OyATO eMy HeT Jejia OO ee OThe3na, llurep
HayaJl CKaKaTh II0 KOMHATE, BECeJI0O Urpas Ha CBUPEJIN.

— TbI Halizemb cBOIO MaMy, — yroBapuBaJjia ero BeHam.

Ecau y ITurepa u Oblia KOrga-to MamMa, ceiiuac OH II0 Hell He
cKkyuaiyi. OH IOMHMJI TOJHKO €e HeJOCTATKHU.

— Het, HeT, — ckasag oH Benau, — BAPYTr oHa CKakeT, UTO
d y3Ke BBIPOC, a s X0UY BCEeTa 0CTaBAThCA MAJEHBKUM MaJbUUKOM
¥ BECeJIUTHLCA.

— Ho ITurep...

— Her.

IIpumniiaock ckasaTh 06 9TOM OCTAJIbHBIM.

— IluTtep He moyieTHUT.

ITutep He moserut! X mepBOii MBICIABIO OBLTIO, uTO pas Ilu-
Tep ¢ HUMHU He JIETUT, TO, CKOpee BCero, OH IepeayMaeT uxX OTIIyC-
KaTb.

Ho oH gjia 5TOro OBLLI CJAUIIKOM TOPIbIM.

— Ecau Halizere maTepeii, — CKasajJ OH MpPayHO, — HaJeloCh,

OHM BaM IIOHPABATCHA.

— TbI HIOMHHIIIL, YTO HALO0 MEHATH OLeXay, Ilutep? — cmopo-
cuia Beugu.

— Ha.

— W 71 OymeIs TpUHUMATE JIEKAPCTBO?

— Ha.

Bpoge Bce 6b1J10 cKa3aHO, IIOCJIe0BaJa HEJIOBKAS IMaysa.
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Wendy’s Story

“Are you ready, Tinker Bell?” Peter called out.
“Ay’ ay-,’
“Then lead the way.”

Tink flew quickly, but no one followed her, for it was at this
moment that the pirates attacked the redskins. Above, where all
had been so still, the air was filled with shouts and the clash of
steel. Below, there was dead silence. Wendy fell on her knees, but
her arms were held out to Peter. All arms were held out to him;
they were begging him silently not to leave them. As for Peter, he
seized his sword, and the lust of battle was in his eye.



Ckaska Bengn

— Tunakep Bemn, Te1 roToBa? — Kpukuya Ilurep.

— Ha, cap.
— Torma mokaswIBail JOpPOTY.

TuHK OBICTPO BbLIETEJa, HO HUKTO 3a Heil He IocJiefoBaJl, Io-
TOMY YTO MMEHHO B 9TOT MOMEHT IMpAThl HAIlaJud HAa KPaCHOKO-
sxkux. HaBepxy, rme J0 9TOro OBLIO TAK TUXO0, BO3AYX HAIIOJIHUJICS
KpUKaMu U OpAllaHbeM CcTaju. BHU3Y Iapujia MepTBas THUIIUHA.
Benau ymaJsia Ha KOJIeHH, HO ee PYKHU OBLIN IPOTAHYTHI K IIuTepy.
Bce pyku ObLIM MPOTAHYTHI K HEMY, OHU 0e3MOJIBHO yMoJsaau [1u-
Tepa ux He 6pocath. UTo mo camoro IIuTepa, ToO OH BEIXBATUJI CBOM
MeU, ¥ B IJla3aX ero CBeTHJIaCh JKasKaa OUTBEI.



( hapter 12

The Children Are Carried Off
[leTn noxumieHsl

he pirate attack had been a complete surprise: a sure proof
that Hook had leaded it unfairly, for to surprise redskins is
beyond the power of the white man.

By all the unwritten laws of war it is always the redskins who
attack, and they do it just before the dawn, at which time they
know the whites lose their courage.

This usual procedure was so well known to Hook that he can-
not be excused.

Around the brave Tiger Lily were a dozen of her warriors, and
they saw the trustless pirates falling on them. It is written that
in traditions of their race the noble warrior must never express
surprise in the presence of the white. Thus terrible as the sudden
appearance of the pirates must have been to them, they stood still
for a moment. Then, they seized their weapons, and the air was
torn with the war-cry; but it was now too late.

It was a killing rather than a fight. Thus died many of the
flower of the Piccaninny tribe.

What were Hook’s feelings about himself at that triumphant
moment? Delight must have been in his heart, but his face did
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A TaKa IUPATOB CTAJIA IIOJHON HEOKUIAHHOCTHIO: ABHOE JOKa-
3aTeJbCTBO TOT0, YTO KPIOK IIPOBEJ ee HeUECTHO, IIOTOMY UTO
3acTaTh BPaCILJIOX MHAEHIEeB 0€JIOMY UeJIOBEKY He O] CUJIY.

ITo Bcem HemmcaHbIM 3aKOHaM BOMHBI, aTAKOBAJIU BCerga MH-
IeHIIbl, M OHU JEeJIAJIM 9TO IIepel PACCBETOM, TaK KaK 3HAJIM — B DTO
BpeMs OeJible IMagaroT TYXOM.

ITOT MPUBLIYHBIA TOPAAOK OBLT TaK XOPOIIIO n3BecTeH Kpioky,
YTO OMPABIATH €r0 HEeJIb3s.

Boxkpyr Turposoii JIunuu crodia AOKKUHA BOMHOB, KOTA OHU
YBUEJIN, YTO BEPOJIOMHBIE TUPAThI PUHYJINCHh HA HUX. B 3aKoHax
UX pachl CKa3aHO, UTO O0JAarOPOAHBLIN BOWH He JOJI’KEH BLIPAKATD
yAUBJIeHNE B IPUCYTCTBUU OegHOIUIbIX. [TosaTOMy, Kak HU yiKac-
HO OBLTO IJId HUX BHE3aIllHOE IOSBJeHNe MUPATOB, OHU HA MIHO-
BeHMe 3aMepJu. 3aTeM OHHU BBIXBATHJIN CBOE OPYIKIUE, M BO3AYX
pasopBaJj 60eBO¥ KJaUY, HO OBLIO YiKe CJIUIITKOM IIO3THO.

910 cKopee Oblia pesHd, a He OuTBa. Tak morud mOUTH Bech
IIBET IIJIEMEHU ITukanuHU.

Yro ;e uyBcTBOBaJ caM KprOK B MOMeHT cBoero Tpuymd@a?
B ero cepztie H0KHO OBLIO IAPUTH JUKOBAHNE, HO JUIO KalluTaHa

185



The Children Are Carried Off

not reflect it. The night’s work was not yet over, for it was not
the redskins he had come out to destroy. They were the bees to be
smoked, so that he gets at the honey. It was Pan he wanted, and
Wendy and their band, but chiefly Pan.

Peter was only a small boy, so why the man hated him? True
he had thrown Hook’s arm to the crocodile, but even this hardly
accounts for a revenge so pitiless and furious. The fact is that
there was something about Peter which drove the pirate captain
mad. It was not his courage, it was not his attractive appearance,
it was not —. We know quite well what it was, and have got to
tell. It was Peter’s cockiness.

This had got on Hook’s nerves, and at night it disturbed him
like an insect. While Peter lived, the man felt that he was a lion
in a cage into which a sparrow had come.

The question now was how to get down the trees, or how to get
his dogs down? He ran his greedy eyes over his followers, search-
ing for the thinnest ones. They felt uncomfortable, for they knew
he would not hesitate to beat them into the trees with sticks.

In the meantime, what about the boys? We have seen them at
the first sound of the fight, they turned into stone figures, open-
mouthed, all with arms held out to Peter. We return to them as
their mouths close, and their arms fall to their sides. The storm
above has stopped almost as suddenly as it arose, but they know
that it has determined their fate.

Which side had won?

The pirates, listening at trees, heard the question asked by
every boy, and alas, they also heard Peter’s answer.

“If the redskins have won,” he said, “they will beat the tom-
tom; it is always their sign of victory.”
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et noxuLleHsl

BeIpaskaJsio apyroe. Hounas pabora elfe He OblIa 3aKOHUEHA, BeIb
OH IIPHUIIIEJ He AJIA TOTO, UTOOBI YHHUUTOKUTH KPaCcHOKOKUX. OHu
OBLIM ITUeJIaMHU, KOTOPBIX CJIEeT0BAJIO BBIKYPHUTh, UTOOBI JOOpPaATHCS
no mega. Emy #Hy:kHbI Oblyiu [1ou, Benau u Bca ux 6aHza, HO TJaB-
Hoe — IlaH.

IIuTep OBLI BCETO JHIIb MAJEHBKUM MaJbUMKOM, IIOUEMY Ke
ATOT UeJI0OBeK Tak ero HeHaBuzes? IIpaBga, Tor 6pocus pyKy Kpio-
Ka KPOKOAUJIUIE, HO JasKe 9TO eIBa JIX ObLIO IPUUNHOI AJIS CTOJb
06e3:KaJIOCTHO! 1 APOCTHOM MecTu. Ileso B Tom, uTo B IIuTepe 66110
HeuTo, npuBoauBIiinee Kpioka B Gemrerncrso. He oTBara, He ero mpu-
BJIeKaTeJbHasA BHEITHOCTh, He... MBI IpeKpacHO MOHWMMAaeM, UTO
9TO OBLIO, ¥ MBI BHIHYKJEHBI 00 9TOM CKas3aTh. To Oblia Iep30CTh
ITurepa.

Ona peiicTBoBasia KpIOKY Ha HEPBBI, a HOUYBbIO OECIIOKOMJa,
csoBHO Hacekomoe. [Toka 6511 kuB [Iutep, Kprok uyBcTBOBaJ cebs
JIBBOM, B KJIETKY KOTOPOI'O 3ajieTes BopoGeii.

Bompoc cocTosn B ToM, KaK IPoOpaThCs MO, fepeBbs MJIN KaK
COYCTUTH BHU3 cBouX ncoB? OH OKUHYJ KaAHBIM B3TJIALOM CBOUX
TIPUCIIEIITHUKOB, BBIOMpPasa camMoro xymoro. IM crano He mo cebe,
Be#b OHU 3HaMM — KpIOK, He K0JIeGJIsACh, IPOTOJKHET UX B IEPEBO
OGpeBHOM.

Yro e TeM BpeMeHeM IIPOMCXOAMIIO ¢ MaJdbunKamu? MuI Bue-
JIZ UX IIPU IePBBIX 3BYKaX OUTBHI, 3aCTHIBIINMHU, OYATO KaMEHHbIE
(urypsl, ¢ OTKPLITHIMUA PTAMHU U C PYKaMU, IPOTAHYTHIMU K IluTe-
py. MBI BosBpalaeMcsi K HUIM, KOT/JJa OHU YKe 3aKPBLIN PThI, a UX
PYKH yoajau BIOJIb Tejia. Bypsa HaBepxy CTHUXJA TaK Ke BHe3allHo,
KakK ¥ HavaJlach, HO OHU 3HAaJIM, YTO CyAb0A UX pellleHa.

KTo ke omep:xan Bepx?
ITupaTsl, TOACHYIIUBAIOIINE V NEPEBbEB, YCJBIIIAINA BOIIPOC,
KOTOPBIX 3aJaBajii BCe MAJLUMIIKN, U, VBB, OHU YCJBIIIIAIN OT-

Bet IluTepa.

— Eciu KpacHOKOKMe mobequin, — cKasaJ OH, — OHHU OyAyT
OUTH B TaMTaM, OHU BCerJa TaK AeJIaloT B YeCTh II00EeIbI.
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The Children Are Carried Off

Now Smee had found the tom-tom, and was at that moment
sitting on it. “You will never hear the tom-tom again,” he mut-
tered. To his amazement Hook signed him to beat the tom-tom,
and slowly there came to Smee an understanding of the dreadful
wickedness of the order.

Twice Smee beat upon the tom-tom, and then stopped to listen
gladly.

“The tom-tom,” the fiends heard Peter cry; “an Indian vic-
tory!”

The fated children answered with a cheer that was music to the
black hearts above, and almost immediately they repeated their
good-byes to Peter. This puzzled the pirates, but all their other
feelings were swallowed by a delight that the enemy were about
to come up. They smiled at each other and rubbed their hands.
Rapidly and silently Hook gave his orders: one man to each tree,
and the others to arrange themselves in a line two yards apart.



et noxuLleHsl

K tomy Bpemenu CMmu HallleJl TaMTaM, OH KaK pa3 Ha HeM
cupmes.

— Huxorga 6oJibilie BBl He YCJIBIIINTE TaMTaM, — IPOOOPMO-
TaJ OH.

Ho x ero yzusnenuio Kpiok czesan 3HaK yfapuTh B TaMTaM,
u ¥k CMu MeAJIeHHO IIPUIIJIO IOHUMAaHME Y Kacalollero KoBapcTBa
3TOrO IIPMKasa.

CMu gBaX bl yIAPUI B TAMTAM, 4 3aT€M OCTAHOBUJICS U PALOCT-
HO IIPUCIYIIAJIC.

— Tamram! — yceubiianau Herogsau Kpuk ITurepa. — MuHmeibr
nobenmun!

OG6peueHHBbIE AETHU OTBETUJIU €My PAJOCTHLIMH KPUKAMM’, OHU
3ByYaJIl KaK MY3bIKa JJIA 3J0/e€B HaBEPXY, U MOUYTHU CPa3y MaJb-
YUIITKY CHOBA MOIIPOINAJNCh ¢ IluTepoM. TO 03a7aunI0 IUPATOB,
HO BCe MX YYBCTBA MOTJIOTUJ BOCTOPT OTTOTO, UTO Bpar CKOPO JOJI-
JKeH MOAHAThCA HaBepX. OHU YXMBLIBHYJINCH APYT APYTY U IOTEP-
Jau pyku. KpioK GBICTPO U THUXO OTAaJI IPUKA3hl: Y KasKA0T0 AepeBa
IO IUPATy, 4 OCTAJbLHBIM BBICTPOUTHCA B JUHUIO Ha PACCTOSIHUU
B IBa Apra.



C hapter 13

Do You Believe in Fairies?
Bbl Bepute B (hen?

he first to come out from his tree was Curly. He jumped out

of it into the arms of Cecco, who threw him to Smee, who
threw him to Starkey, who threw him to Bill Jukes, and so he
was thrown from one to another till he fell at the feet of the black
pirate. All the boys were pulled from their trees in this pitiless
manner.

A different treatment was given to Wendy. With ironical po-
liteness Hook raised his hat to her, and, offering her his arm,
escorted her to the spot where the others were. He was so fright-
fully elegant, that she was too charmed to cry out. She was only
a little girl.

We tell on her only because her mistake led to strange re-
sults. If she had haughtily unhanded him (and we should have
loved to write it about her), she would have been thrown through
the air like the others, and then Hook would probably not have
been present at the tying of the children. And he would not have
discovered Slightly’s secret, and without the secret he could not
have made his attempt on Peter’s life.

They were tied so they could not fly away. All went well until
Slightly’s turn came, because every time pirates tried to fasten
the unhappy boy tight in one part he bulged out in another. The
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H epBbIM u3 aepesa mosBuicdad Kyapsin. OH BRICKOYMI U3 HErO
OpAMO B pyKu YeKKo, KOTOpbIN mIBRIPHYJI ero Cvmu, CMu —
Crapku, a Crapku — Bunny [[PKyKCy, 1 TaK OHU OpocaJiu ero, moKa
OH He yIIaJI [10Jl HOTY YePHOro nupaTa. Bcex MaabUMKOB BLITAII[AIN
13 JIePEeBbeB CTOJIb Ke 0e3:KaJIOCTHLIM 00pasoM.

Hpyroii npuem 0bl1 oKazaH Benau. C HaCMEILJIUBOUN BEKJIU-
BOoCThI0 KpIoK MpUIIOAHA Hepes Hel ALY W, IPeIJIoKUB PYKY,
MIPOBOAUII TyJa, Te HaXOOUJINCh ocTaabHble. OH BeJ cebs ¢ youii-
CTBEHHOII 9JIeTaHTHOCTBHIO, M OHA ObLIa CIUIIKOM OYapoBaHA, UTO-
ObI 3aKpuuaTh. OHA Beab ObLJIA BCETO JIUIIIbL MAaJeHbKOM JeBOUKOIH.

Mgzl roBOpHM O HEHl TOJBKO IIOTOMY, UTO e€e OMmImbKa IIpuBeJia
K CTPaHHBIM IMOcJeAcTBUAM. Eciu Obl OHa HAAMEHHO He IIofaja
eMy pykKHu (a MbI OBI ¢ paJoOCThIO Hamucaau 00 3ToM), ee OLI Gpoca-
JIZ B BO3JyXe KaK OCTaJbHBIX, U TorAa KpioK, BOBMOYKHO, HE IIPHU-
CyTCTBOBAJ ObI IIPU CBSA3bIBAHUU AeTeii. VI He pasramai Obl ceKpe-
ta MaJibliiia, 6e3 KOTOpOro He cMOT ObI COBEPIINTh IIOKYIIIeHNe Ha
skus3ub Ilutepa.

Bceex ux cBA3ayn, YTOOBI OHU HE CMOTJIN yJIeTeTh. Bee IIo X0-
poIllo, IOKa He IpuIlljia ouepedb MaJsbliia, IOTOMY UTO KasKIbIHA
pas, KaKk IMUpaThl MBITAJNCHL CBA3ATh HECUYACTHOTO MAJbUMKA II0-
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Do You Believe in Fairies?

pirates kicked him in their rage; and strange to say it was Hook
who told them to stop. Slightly knew at once that Hook had dis-
covered his secret, which was this, that no boy so fat could use
a tree. Poor Slightly, he was in a panic about Peter, bitterly re-
gretted what he had done. He was used to the drinking of water
when he was hot, so he had rounded out, and instead of reducing
himself to fit his tree he had shaped his tree to make it fit him.

Hook only signed that the captives were to be carried to the
ship, and that he would be alone.

How to carry them? Again Hook’s genius got over the diffi-
culties. He signed that the little house must be used as a carriage.
The children were thrown into it, four strong pirates raised it on
their shoulders, the others fell in behind, and singing the hate-
ful pirate songs the strange procession set off through the wood.
I don’t know whether any of the children were crying; if so, the
singing drowned the sound.

The first thing Hook did was to tiptoe to Slightly’s tree, and
make sure that it was easy to pass. Sharply he listened for any
sound, but all was as silent below as above. Was Peter asleep,
or did he stand waiting at the foot of Slightly’s tree, with his
dagger in his hand?

There was no way of knowing, except by going down. Hook let
his cloak slip to the ground, and then biting his lips, he stepped
into the tree. He was a brave man, but for a moment he had to
stop there and wipe his forehead. Then, silently, he let himself go
into the unknown.

He came down safely, and stood still again, recovering his
breath. As his eyes got used to the dim light various objects in
the home took shape; but the only one on which his greedy look
rested, was the great bed. On the bed lay Peter fast asleep.

Unaware of the tragedy being enacted above, Peter had con-
tinued, for a little time after the children left, to play gaily on
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Bbl Bepute B hen?

KpeIue ¢ OAHOUM CTOPOHBI, APyras ero CTOpoHa BhIupaJsa. IIuparsl
B IPOCTH IIMHAJIU €ro, U KaK HU CTPAaHHO, UMeHHO KpIoK mpuKasam
UM IIPeKPaTUuTh. MaJbIIll cpa3y IOHAI, 4To KPIoK OTKPBLI ero ceK-
pPeT, KOTOPBIi COCTOSAN B TOM, UTO TAKOI IMyXJbI MAJBUYHUIIKA He
cMor OBbI BOCIIOJIB30BAThCS AepeBoM. Bemubrii MaJibliil, oH OosICs
3a IIutepa, TOPbKO COXKajged O TOM, UTO HATBOPUJI. ¥ HEro ObLia
MPUBBIYKA HUTHL BOAY, KOTJa »KapKO, M3-3a Uero OH pPacIoJIHe,
a BMECTO TOr'0, YTOOBI IIOXY/JETh IIOJ CBOE JEPEeBO, OH BBLICTPYTAaJ
ero mox ceds.

RpIOK TOJIBKO OTAAJI SHAK IIePeIlIPaBUTh IIJIEHHNKOB Ha Kopa6m>
1 IMpuKasaJ, YTOOBI €TI0 OCTAaBUJIN OOHOTIO.

Ho kak mx mepempaButh? U cHoBa renuii Kproka mpeonosien
TpygHOocTu. OH Bejes MCIOJb30BAThH JOMUK B KaueCTBEe HOCUJIOK.
Heteit mobpocaau B JOMUK, UETBEPO KPEIMKUX MUPATOB IMOMHAIU
ero Ha IJIeYM, OCTAJbHBIE IMPUCTPOUIUCH C3aaU, 1M, pacieBas OT-
BpaTUTeJIbHBIE TUPATCKIUe ITIeCHU, CTPAaHHAasa IPOIlecCuA IBUHYJJIaCh
yepes Jiec. HensdBecTHO, IJIaKaj U KTO-TO U3 AeTeU WJIU HET, €CJAN
Ia, TO IIeHMe 3arJyIIaao 3BYKH.

Ilepsrim mesnom Kprok mogkpascsa K gepesy MauibIia 1 yoesui-
¢, 4TO JIeTKO B Hero mpoJjeser. OH YyTKO MPUCIYIIIUBAJICST K JIIO-
OBIM IITOPOXaM, HO BHU3Y OBIJIO Tak Ke THUXO0, KakK 1 HaBepxy. Cmaua
au Ilutep UaM CTOSN B OKHIAHUM Y IIOJHOMKbsA AepeBa Maubliia
C KMHXKAJIOM B pyKe?

Y3HATh 9TO MOXKHO OBIJIO TOJBLKO CIYCTHUBINHCHL BHU3. KpHOK
MATKO cOpocus Ha 3eMJII0 ILJIAIl, a IIOTOM, 3aKycuB I'y0y, BJe3 B
nepeBo. OH OBLI OUeHb XPAOPHIM YeJIOBEKOM, HO Ha CEeKYHIY 3amep-
JKaJjcs, 4ToOBI yTepeTh mOT co J0a. 3aTeM OH OeCIITyMHO CITyCTUJICS
TI0]] 3eMJII0 HABCTPEeUy HEeM3BECTHOCTHU.

OH 6J1aTOIOJIYyYHO IIPU3EeMJINJICSI U CHOBa 3aMep, UTOOBI OTbI-
maTtbeda. Korpa ero riiasa OpuBBIKIN K TYCKJIOMY CBETY, IIPeIMETEI
B IOMe CTaJI IPHUoOpeTaTh OUuepTaHusa, HO TOJbKO Ha OMHOM U3 HUX
ero JKaaHbIH B3TJIAM 3aJepikaJsicsa — Ha 0oJbIiioi kpoBatu. Ha Heit
gexxkan IIutep 1 KpemKo cmaJ.

He nomospeBaloiuii 0 Tparequu, KOTopas pasbirpajach HaBep-
xy, IluTep Kaxkoe-ToO BpeMs IIOCJE TOTO, KaK OeTU YIILJIN, IPOLOJI-
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his pipes: no doubt rather a sad attempt to prove to himself that
he did not care. Then he decided not to take his medicine, so as
to annoy Wendy. Then he lay down on the bed outside the blan-
ket, to annoy her more; for she had always covered them inside
it, because you never know that you may not grow chilly in the
morning. Then he nearly cried; but he thought how shocked she
would be if he laughed instead. So he laughed and fell asleep in
the middle of it.

Thus unprotected Hook found him. He stood silent looking
across the room at his enemy. Did no feeling of compassion dis-
turb his heart? The man was not completely evil; he loved flowers
(T have been told) and sweet music; and, let it be frankly admit-
ted, the idyllic scene excited him deeply. Mastered by his better
side he would have left the house under the ground, but for one
thing.

What stayed him was Peter’s bold look as he slept. The open
mouth, the drooping arm, the arched knee: they were a symbol of
such cockiness, that they made Hook’s heart hard.

Though a light from the one lamp shone dimly on the bed,
Hook stood in darkness himself, and at the first step forward he
discovered a difficulty, the door of Slightly’s tree. Feeling for
the catch, he found that it was low down, beyond his reach. He
rattled the door and pulled himself against it. Was his enemy to
escape him?

But what was that? He had caught sight of Peter’s medicine
within easy reach. He immediately knew that the sleeper was in
his power.

Lest he should be taken alive, Hook always carried a dreadful
drug.

Five drops of this he now added to Peter’s cup. His hand shook,
but it was in triumph rather than in shame. Then he took a long
look upon his victim, and turning, picked his way with difficulty
up the tree. As he arose at the top he looked the very spirit of
evil breaking from its hole. Muttering to himself, he disappeared
in the trees.
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JKaJI BeCeJIO urpaTh Ha AYAOUYKe: HECOMHEHHO, JOBOJIBHO XXaJIKad
IIOIIBITKa AOKa3aTb CaMOMY ce6e, 4TO eMy BC€ PaBHO. IToTrom Ha-
370 Bengu oH peninJ He IIPMHUMAaTh JIEKapCTBO. 3aTeM OH Jier Ha
KpoBaThb IIOBEPX oJgedJia, YTOOBI IocaguTh eu elie 0oJIbIIIe: OHa JKe
BCerga mX YKpbIBaJia, BeAb HEJIb3dA OBITH YBEPEHHBIM B TOM, YTO
K yTPYy He II0XO0JIogaeT. ITorom oH YyTh HE pacCIlJlIaKaJICdA, HO IIoay-
MaJI O TOM, KaK OBl BO3MyTHJIacCb Benpgu, ecin OB BMECTO 5TOT'0 OH
3acMedJICA. HOBTOMY OH paccMedJiCd; TaK CMeAChb, OH 1 YCHYJI.

Takum 6e33aImuTHBIM 1 00HapyKuI ero Kpiok. O Movua cToAT
U TUIAZIeJT Ha CBOEro Bpara uepes Bcio KomHaTy. Heyskenu cocTpana-
HUe He TPOHYJIO ero cepaie? Beanb oH OBLT He COBCEM ILJIOXUM U€JIO-
BEKOM: OH JIFOOMJI IIBETHI (TaK MHE PACCKa3bIBAJIM) U HEKHYIO MY-
3BIKY; W HAJ0 YeCTHO NMPU3HATH, UAUJINYECKAsa KapTuHa TiIy6oKo
ero B3BOJIHOBaJa. Bo3bMu ero Jydiinas CTOPOHA BePX, OH MOKUHYJI
OBI OM IIOJ 3eMJieii, ecyiu ObI He OJHO 00CTOATEIHCTBO.

Ero ocranoBmiio To, Kak Aep3Ko BeITJAges IIuTep Bo cae. C oT-
KPBITBIM PTOM, OTKHMHYTOM PYKON M COTHYTO!I B KOJIEHE HOTOM —
B HeM OBLTIO CTOJILKO JAEP30CTH, UTO 3TO OXKecToumyio cepaie Kpioka.

HecmoTpsa Ha To, UTO JlaMIIa TYCKJIO OCBeIllajia KpoBaTh, Kpiok
OCTaBaJICSI B TEMHOTE, U, CIeJIaB IIePBBIM ITar, OH HATKHYJICA Ha
MIPensiTCTBUE — aBepb OoT mepeBa Mausbima. HarynsiBas 1mieKoJ-
Iy, OH O0HAPYKMUJI, UTO Ta HAJEKO BHU3Y, U €My He JOTAHYThCS.
On moTpsAc IBeph M HaBAJUJCSA Ha Hee. Hey:xesu ero Bpar omsAThb
CyMeeT CIIacCTUCh?

Ho uto ar0? Ou 3amerus JekapcTBo Ilurepa, 10 KOTOPOTO Jier-
KO ObLTO HOTAHYTbCcA. OH TYT K€ COo00pasuj, UTO CIAIUN HAXO-
IWUTCS B €ro BJIACTH.

Yro6bl ero He B3AJMU JKUBLIM, KPIOK Bcerma HOCHJ C CO0Oi
CMEepPTOHOCHBIU 7.

On mobaBm IATH Kamesb aaa B ctakaH [Iutepa. Ero pyka apo-
JKaJjia, HO CKopee OT JJMKOBaHMA, UeM OT CThIZa. 3aTeM OH OpPOCHJI
JOJITHI B3IJISAA HA CBOIO KEPTBY, PA3BEPHYJICA M C TPYAOM BJE3
B mepeBo. Korga oH mosBHMJICS HaBepXy, TO BBIMVIALEI TOYHO 3JIOM
IyX, BBIPBABIIIUMCSA W3 CBOEro Jorosa. bopmoua cebe monm HOC, OH
CKPLLICSA B JIeCy.
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Peter slept on. It must have been not less than ten o’clock by
the crocodile, when he suddenly sat up in his bed, woken by he
knew not what. It was a soft knocking on the door of his tree.

Soft, but in that stillness it was threatening. Peter felt for his
dagger. Then he spoke.

“Who is that?”

For long there was no answer: then again the knock.
“Who are you?”

No answer.

He was thrilled, and he loved being thrilled. In two steps he
reached the door.

“I won’t open unless you speak,” Peter cried.

Then at last the visitor spoke, in a lovely bell-like voice.

“Let me in, Peter.”

It was Tink, and he quickly opened the door. She flew in excit-
edly, her face flushed and her dress stained with dirt.

“What is it?”

“Oh, you could never guess!” she cried, and offered him three
guesses. “Out with it!” he shouted, and without a pause she told
of the capture of Wendy and the boys.

Wendy bound, and on the pirate ship; she who loved every-
thing to be just so!

“I’ll save her!” he cried. He thought of something he could do
to please her. He could take his medicine.

His hand closed on the fatal drug.
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ITutep cman. Beuio, HaBepHOe, HE MEHbINE AECATH YacOB II0
KPOKOAMJIBEMY BPeMEHHU, KOTJa OH BAPYI ceJ HAa KPOBaTH, IPO-
CHYBIIICh HEIIOHATHO OT uero. B [Beph ero gepeBa KTO-TO MATKO
CTyJaJl.

Msarko, HO B 9TO¥ THIINHE CTYK 3BydYaJ mmyrafoine. Ilurep Ha-
mIymnaja cBoil KuH:KaJj. [loTroM oH 3aroBopu..

— Kto Tam?

Emy moJjro He oTBe4ajin, ¥ BHOBb Pa3fajiCAd CTYK.
— Ko TBI?

Huxkakoro orsera.

ITuTep GBI 3aMHTPUTOBAH, 4 9TO eMy HPABUJIOCH. B 1Ba IpPBIK-
Ka OH OKAasaJjICA y ABEpH.

— He OTKPOIO, IIOKA He CKaXelllb, — KPHUKHYJI OH.

HaI-COHeIL II0CeTUTeJIb 3aroBOpmuJ HEeXHBIM I'OJIOCOM, ITIOXOMHM
Ha 3BOH KOJIOKOJIBYNKOB.

— Bnyctu mensa, Ilutep.

Ito Oblma TuHK, M OoH OBICTPO OTKPBLI ABepb. OHaA Bieresa
B3BOJIHOBaHHAs, €e JIUIO TOPeJIo, a ILJIAaThe ObLIO 3aJAIAaHO I'PA3BIO.

— B uem geio?

— Hu 3a uTo He Jorafaenibca, — BOCKJIUKHYJA OHA U IIPEJIO-
JKUJIa eMy OTTajgaTh ¢ TPexX pas.

— BrixkaageiBait! — kpuknya ITutep.

" ona Ha OOHOM JBIXaHWM paccKasajia eMy O TOM, Kak BeHau
¥ MaJIbUMKOB B3SJU B IJIEH.

Beugu cBsizaHa, 0OHA HA IUPATCKOM KopaldJje, OHA, KOTOpas Tak
JII00MJIA TOPALOK BO Beem!

— 1 cmacy ee! — xKpuruya oH. TyT oH mogyMaJ, UTO MOT ObI
crenath Berau npuatHOoe. OH MOKET IPUHATH JEKaPCTBO.

Ero pyka npubausmiachk K pPOKOBOMY 3€JbIO.
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“No!” cried Tinker Bell, who had heard Hook mutter about his
act as he made his way through the forest.

“Why not?”

“It is poisoned.”

“Poisoned? Who could have poisoned it?”

“Hook.”

“Don’t be silly. How could Hook have got down here?”

Alas, Tinker Bell could not explain this, for even she did not
know the dark secret of Slightly’s tree.

“Besides,” said Peter, believing himself, “I never fall
asleep.”

He raised the cup. No time for words now, and with her light-
ning movements Tink got between his lips and the medicine, and
bottomed it.

“Why, Tink, how dare you drink my medicine?”
But she did not answer. Already she was rolling in the air.

“What is the matter with you?” cried Peter, suddenly afraid.

“It was poisoned, Peter,” she told him softly; “and now I am
going to be dead.”

“0 Tink, did you drink it to save me?”
“Yes.”
“But why, Tink?”

Her wings hardly carried her now, but she landed on his
shoulder and gave his nose a loving bite. She whispered in his
ear “You silly ass,” and then, flying to her chamber, lay down
on the bed.
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— Het! — B3Bu3rHysaa TuaKep Bes, KoTopas ciabliaia, Kak
Kpiok 6opMoTas 0 ToM, YTO OH CHAeJiaJl, IpodupasAch uepes Jec.

— ITouemy?

— OHO oTpasJyeHO.

— Orpasieno? Kro mor ero orpaBuTh?

— Kpioxk.

— He roBopu raymocreii. Kak 661 Kprok cyctuica cioma?

¥YBEI, 9Toro TunKep Besn 00bACHUTL He MOTJIa, BeIb JasKe OHA
He 3HaJa MpPauyHyI0 TaiiHy mepeBa MaJrbima.

— K Tomy ke, — ckasan IluTep yBepeHHO, — s HUKOTZA He
CILITIO.

OH moAHSAJ cTakaH. YroBapMBaTh OBLIO HeKorga, n THHK Kak
MOJIHHMS OYYTHJIACH MEKAY ero rydaMu 1 JeKapCTBOM, OCYIIIUB CTAa-
KaH J0 JHA.

— TuHK, KaK ThI TOCMeJa BBIIUTH MOE JIeKapCTBO?
Ho ona me orBerusa. Ee yike Kpy:KHUJI0 B BO3OyXe.

— Y0 9TO0 ¢ TOGOI? — 3arkpuuaa IluTep, BHe3amHO HCIIyras-
IINCh.

— OHo OBLIO OTPaBJIEHO, — CKas3aja OHAa TUXUM T'0JOCOM, —
¥ ceiiyac A yMpy.

— O, TuHk, THl BEIINJA €r0, YTOOBI CIIACTUA MEHs?

— Ha.
— Ho nmouemy, Tunk?

KpbLabs efgBa JepsKajiy ee, HO OHA CIIYCTHUJIACh K HEMY HA IJIeYO
¥ JIACKOBO IoIlesioBaJia B Hoc. OHa mpoIllernraia eMy Ha yXo:

— TsI gypakx.

A 3aTeM oHa moJieTesia 4O CBOeHl CIIaJbHU U JieTJia Ha KPOBATh.
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Every moment her light became weaker; and he knew that if
it went out she would be no more.

Her voice was so low that at first he could not make out what
she said. She was saying that she could get well again if children
believed in fairies.

There were no children there, and it was night time; but he
addressed all who might be dreaming of the Neverland.

“Do you believe in fairies?” he cried.

Tink sat up in bed to listen to her fate.

She thought she heard answers, and then again she wasn’t
sure.

“What do you think?” she asked Peter.

“If you believe,” he shouted to them, “clap your hands; don’t
let Tink die.”

Many clapped.
Some didn’t.

The clapping stopped suddenly; as if mothers had rushed to
their nurseries to see what was happening; but already Tink was
saved. First her voice grew strong, then she jumped out of bed,
then she was flying through the room more cheerful than ever.

“And now to save Wendy!”

The moon was riding in a cloudy heaven when Peter rose from
his tree. It was not such a night as he would have chosen. He had
hoped to fly, keeping not far from the ground so that nothing
should escape his eyes; but in that light to have flown low would
have meant disturbing birds and informing a watchful enemy
that he was approaching.
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Ee oronek ciabes ¢ Kaskmoii cexkymumoit, m Ilutep 3Haj, uTo,
€cJId CBeT IIOTacHeT, ee He CTaHeT.

Ee rosoc 6b11 HACTOJABKO TUXUM, YTO CHAYaJIa OH HE MOT Pas3o-
OpaTh, 0 uem oHa rosoput. OHa ckasaja, YTO MOIJia ObI BBEI3IOPO-
BeTb, €CJi ObI IeTU IIOBEPUJIN B (eii.

Tam He ObLIO HeTeii, M OBLIO IIO3JHO, HO OH O0OpaTujca K TeM,
KoMy Morja cHuThcsa HeOnIBasias cTpaHa.

— B&I Bepure B (eii? — KPUKHYJ OH.

TuHK cesia Ha KpoBaTH, UTOOBI YCJBIIIATL, KaK PEIIUTCA ee
cynnoa.

Eii mokasaiock, UTO OHA ycJibiniajia HeCKOJIBKO OTBETOB, HO IIO-
TOM CHOBa 3aCOMHeBaJIaChb.

— Kax 161 fymaernb? — cupocuia oHa y IIutepa.

— Eciau BepuTe, — KPUKHYJ OH UM, — XJIOIHUTE B JIaJOIIH,
He paiiTte TUHK ymepeTh.

Muorue XJIOTHYJIN.
Kro-To He xJI0TIHYI.

TyT XJTOTIKY TPEKPATUINCE, OYATO MaMBbI IIOCIIEIII NI B JETCKUE
TIOCMOTPETDb, YTO HMPOUCXOAUT, HO TuHK Obliaa cmaceHa. CHauasa
OKpEeIl ee TI'0JIOC, a 3aTeM OHA BBHINPBITHYJA M3 KPOBATH M CTAJa
JIeTaThb II0 KOMHAaTe 0oJjiee 3aJ0PHO, UeM IIPEKIe.

— A Teneps nopa cnacars Bernau!

JlyHa miblia B ob6auHoM Hebe, Korga [Iutep BrIGpasicsa U3 cBoe-
ro gepeBa. OH ObI IIpeAmouesi, YTOOBI HOUb ObLiIa Apyras. Ilutep
HajesJics, YTO MOJIETUT, AepsKach HU3KO HaJ 3eMJeil, YToObl HUUTO
He YCKOJIb3HYJIO OT ero B3IrJIsa; HO JIeTeThb HU3KO IIPU TaKOM CBe-
Te 03HAYAJIO ObI MMOTPEBOMKUTEL ITHUIl U TEM CAMBIM IPEeNyIPEIUTH
OAUTENIHLHOTO HEIIPUATEJSI O CBOEM MPUOIUIKEeHUN.
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There was no other way but to walk in redskin manner, at
which happily he was an expert. But in what direction? A light
fall of snow had removed all footmarks. He had taught the chil-
dren something that he had himself learned from Tiger Lily and
Tinker Bell, and knew that they were not likely to forget it.
Slightly would cut a mark in the trees, for instance, Curly would
drop seeds, and Wendy would leave her handkerchief at some im-
portant place. The morning was needed to search for such signs,
and he could not wait.

The crocodile passed him, but not another living thing, not
a sound, not a movement; and yet he knew well that death might
be at the next tree, or creeping up him from behind.

He swore this terrible oath: “Hook or me this time.”

Now he crawled forward like a snake, and he ran across
a space on which the moonlight played, one finger on his lip and
his dagger at the ready. He was frightfully happy.
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Emy He ocrasoch HUYEro ApPyroro, Kak IIepefBUTaTHCA CIIO-
cob0oM KPacHOKOXKWX, B 4YeM OH, K CUacThio, Ipeycunes. Ho kynga
HampaBuTbcA? Beimas jerkmii CHeXXOK u 3aMeJ1 Bce cienbl. OH Ha-
y4usa pedar ToMy, uTo caM y3HaJ oT Turposoii JIuauu u or Turkep
Besnn, u noruMa, YTo OHU, CKOPee Bcero, o6 aToM He 3abblim. Ma-
JIBIII, HAIIPUMeED, Aejaj Obl 3apyOKM Ha JepeBbax, KyapsAin 6pocas
OBl ceMeHa, a Bernu ocraBusa 66 HOCOBOM IJIATOK B KAKOM-HUOY b
BaykHOM MecTe. Ho 9Tr 3HAKM MOKHO PasrifafeTb TOJIBKO YyTPOM,
a OH He MOT KJaTh.

Mumo IIpoiniia KpoKogujanuia, HO 6osiblile He OBLIO HU OOHOT'O
JHHUBOI'O CyllleCcTBa, HNU 3BYKa, HU OBUXXEHUNdA, 1 BCE€ PABHO HI/I’I‘ep
X0po1I0 IIOHUMaJ, YTO CMEPTh MOMET TauTbCA 3a COCEOJHUM Jepe-
BOM MJIM HAKMHYTBCA HA HEro cdagu.

U oH mpousHec CTPAITHYIO KJIATBY:
— Ha aror pas uau Kpiok, uian .

OH moJI3 BIepen, KaKk 3Mes, W Iepeberaj mMecTa, Ha KOTOPBIX
Urpajl JYHHBIA CBET, IPUKAB OQUH IIaJIell K rydaM, ¢ KHHKAJIOM
HarotoBe. OH OBLJI YKaCHO CUACTJIUB.



Chapter 14

The Pirate Ship
[TnpaTtckuin Kopabsnb

ne green light blinking over Kidd’s Creek, which is near the

mouth of the pirate river, marked where was the brig the
JOLLY ROGER. She was the cannibal of the seas, and hardly
needed the watchful eye, for she was protected in the horror of
her name.

She was wrapped in the blanket of night, through which
no sound from her could have reached the shore. There was
little sound of the ship’s sewing machine at which hard-working
Smee sat.

A few of the pirates leant against the bulwarks, drinking;
others sat by barrels playing cards; and the tired four who had
carried the little house lay on the deck.

Hook walked the deck in thought. It was his hour of triumph.
Peter had been removed for ever from his path, and all the other
boys were in the brig, about to walk the plank.

But there was no triumph in his step. Hook was very de-
pressed. It was because he was so terribly alone. This mysterious
man never felt more alone than when surrounded by his faithful
dogs. They were not his equal.
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3 eJIeHbI# OTOHEK, MUTaBIINK Haj 6yxToit Kuama, uTo Hezaaexko
OT YCThsI MUPATCKOM PEKHU, yKa3bIBaJl MECTO, T'Zle CTOAJ Opur
«Becensbrit Pomxep». To ObLT MOpPCKO#I KaHHMOAJI, U eaBa JI OH
HYKJaJicd B HaZ30pe — OJHO €ro MM IIOBEepPrajo B yKac.

Houb oxyThIBaja OpUT CBOMM IIOKPOBOM, CKBO3b KOTOPBIH 10
Oepera He JOHOCHJIOCh HUM 3BYKa. DbLja CJABIIIHA JUIIL KOpadeb-
Had IIBelHaA MAaIlIMHKA, 38 KOTOPO# cumesa tpyaara Cmu.

HeckonbKO IMPaTOB, IPUCIOHUBIINUCH K (HaIbIIOOPTY, BBIIIM-
BaJIM; APYTYe CUAENIN Bolje O0UeK, urpas B KapThl, a Te 4eTBepo,
YTO HeCJIN AOMUK, U3MOJK/IeHHBIE, JIeXKAJIHN Ha manyoe.

Kpiok 3agymMunBo mpoxaskuBaJica 1o mnaayode. To ObLI uac ero
Tpuymda. ITutep yopaJics ¢ ero myTu HaBCeraa, a OCTAJIbHBIE MaJlb-
YUITKY OBLIM Ha KopabJie W JKAAJW Ka3HU — C 3aBA3AHHBIMU PY-
KaMM OHU JOJIXKHBI OBIJIM HMPOHTH II0 JOCKe, IOJIOXKEeHHON Ha 00pT
KopabJd.

Ho B ero moxoake He 661710 pagocTu. Kpiok ObLI KpaiiHe yapy-
yeH. Bce moromy, uTO OH OBLI Y2KAaCHO OAWHOK. OTOT HEIOCTUKU-
MBI UeJIOBEK UyBCTBOBaJ ce0dA erfe 0oJjiee ONMHOKUM, KOTZa €ro
OKpYysKaJsu BepHbIe Ichl. OHU OBLIN eMy He POBHA.
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Hook was not his true name. Those who read between the lines
must already have guessed he had been at a famous public school.
Thus it was offensive to him even now to board a ship in the same
dress in which he grappled her. But above all he prized the good
manners.

Good manners! However much he may have degenerated, he
still knew that this is all that really matters. Most uneasy thought
of all, was it not bad manners to think about good manners? He
was worried by this problem. Ah, do not envy Hook.

The unhappy Hook was so powerless that he fell forward like
a cut flower.

His dogs thinking him out of the way for a time, immediate-
ly relaxed; and they broke into a drunken dance, which brought
him to his feet at once, all traces of human weakness gone, as if
a bucket of water had passed over him.

“Quiet, you lubbers,” he cried, “or I’ll cast anchor in you”;
and at once the noise was stopped. “Are all the children chained,
so that they cannot fly away?”

“A.y, ay.”
“Then bring them here.”

The poor prisoners were dragged from the hold, all except
Wendy, and ranged in line in front of him.

“Well, bullies,” he said, “six of you walk the plank tonight,
but I have room for two cabin boys. Which of you is it to be?”

“Don’t irritate him unnecessarily,” had been Wendy’s in-
structions in the hold; so Tootles stepped forward politely. Toot-
les hated the idea of serving under such a man, but an instinct
told him that it would be reasonable to lay the responsibility on
an absent person. And though a somewhat silly boy, he knew that
only mothers are always willing to take the heat.
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Hacrosiee umsa Kproka 66110 apyrum. Te, KTO uuTaeT MeXKIy
CTPOK, yiKe J0TaJajuicCh, YTO OH YUHMJICA B OJHOI IIPOCIABJIEHHOM
mkoJse. I1oaTOMy OH CUMTAT OCKOPOUTEIBHBIM B30HTH HA GOPT KO-
pabJsia B TOM Ke OJesHUU, B KOTOPOM Opasi ero Ha abopgax. Ho
IIPEBLIIIEe BCETrO OH CTABUJI XOPOIIIe MaHepPEL.

Xoporme manepbl! Kax 6bI HM3KO OH HU IIajJl, OH BCEe PABHO
CUMTAJ, YTO JIUIIh OHU IMO-HACTOSAIEeMY BasKHbI. BoJbIlle BCero ero
TPEBOKUJIA MBIC/Ib, HEe AYPHOM JIM 9TO TOH — AYMAaTh O XOPOIIIUX
MaHepax? Ira mpobiema tepsaJsa ero. O, He 3aBuayiite Kpioky.

Hecuactusiit Kpiok Tak obeccuiies, 4To ymaja 6yATO COpBaHHBIM
IIBETOK.

Ero mcel, pemms, 4TO OH MM KaKOe-TO BpeMs He IIOMeIIaerT,
cpasy pacciaaOunCh U YCTPOMUJIU MbAHBIE TAHIIBI, YTO TYT K€ IIO-
CTaBMJIO €ro Ha HOTHW, W BCe NMPU3HAKM UYeJIOBEUYECKO# cjabocTu
B HEM HMCUe3JIH, OYATO Ha HEro BBLIWJIN BeAPO BOALI.

— A Hy Tuxo0, cajaru! — KpuKHyJ oH. — He To BcaiKy B Bac
SAKODb.

I'BasT TOTUYAC K€ MIPeKpPaTUICH.

— Bce meTu 3aKoBaHbBI, UTOOBI OHU HE CMOTJIM YJIETETH?

— Tax Touno.
— Torga BeguTe ux crma.

HecuacTHBIX TJI€EHHUKOB, BCEX, KpomMme BeH,III/I, BBIBOJIOKJIN M3
TPIOMa M IIOCTPOMJIM IIepea HUM B PAL.

— Hy uTo, ronosopessl, — ckasaJy oH. — IllecTepo us Bac ce-
TOMHA HOUBIO OTIPABATCA IO JOCKEe B MOPEe, HO ¥ MEeHA eCTh MECTO
nas aByx oHr. KTo 13 Bac umu 6yaer?

— He snure ero nonamnpacHy, — Tak BeHAu MHCTPYKTUPOBAJIA
MaJbUMKOB €Ille¢ B TPIOME; II03TOMY BOJITYH BEKJIMBO BBICTYIIMJI
Buepen. BosTyHa coBceM He pajoBajia MAes CJIYMKUTHb IOJ Hada-
JIOM TAaKOTO YejI0BeKa, HO MHCTUHKT IIOACKAa3aJ eMy, UTO Pa3yMHO
OyZeT CBAJUTh OTBETCTBEHHOCTD HA KOrO-HUOYAb OTCYTCTBYIOIIETO.
" xoTsA OH OBLI IIYIOBAT, OH 3HAJ, UTO TOJbKO MaTepy BCerjaa ro-
TOBBLI IIPUHATEL yaap Ha ceds.
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So Tootles explained, “You see, sir, I don’t think my mother
would like me to be a pirate. Would your mother like you to be
a pirate, Slightly?”

He winked at Slightly, who said darkly, “I don’t think so,” as
if he wished things had been otherwise. “Would your mother like
you to be a pirate, Twin?”

“I don’t think so,” said the first twin. “Nibs, would — ”

“Shut up,” cried Hook, and the talkers were dragged back.
“You, boy,” he said, addressing John, “you look as if you had some
courage in you. Did you never want to be a pirate, my seaman?”

John had sometimes experienced this wish at mathematics;
and he was struck by Hook’s picking him out.

“I once thought of calling myself Red-handed Jack,” he said
shyly.

“Good name. We’ll call you that here, if you join.”

“What do you think, Michael?” asked John.
“What would you call me?” Michael asked.
“Blackbeard Joe.”

Michael was impressed. “What do you think, John?” He want-
ed John to decide, and John wanted Michael to decide.

“Shall we still be respectful subjects of the King?” John
asked.

Through Hook’s teeth came the answer: “You would have to
swear, ‘Down with the King.””

Perhaps John had not behaved very well so far, but he shone
out now.
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BoaryHn o0bAcHMI:

— Bugure snu, c3p, BpAA JU MOS MaMma xoTeja ObI, 4YTOGHI
s cTas] mmpaToM. A TBOS MaMma xXoTreja Obl, YTOOBI THI CTaJ MUpa-
ToM, MaJibi?

OH mopgmurayJs MasbIily, KOTOPBIM MpauyHo npousHec: «§f1 Tak
He IyMaio», CJIOBHO MeuTaJl, YTOObI Bce OBIJI0 Ha00OPOT.

— A Barma mama xoTeJja 6bI, YTOOBI BBI CTAJIY MUpPaTaMu, Bans-
HelnI?

— He gymaio, — orBerus nepBblii Bamsnern. — Ileprimiko,
a TBOA ...?7

— Mouruats! — B3peses Kpok, u rosopyHoB orraiuan. — ThI,
mapeHb, — CKasaJ oH, obpamasachk K [[sxomy. — Iloxoike, B Tebe
ecTb oTBara. Hukorga He XOTeJ CTATh MUPATOM, MOPAK?

JK0H MHOr[a MCILITHIBAJ TaKOe JKejaHne Ha ypoKax mMaTeMma-
TUKH; 1 OH OBLI IIOpaskeH TeM, uTo KploK BLIOpaJl MMEHHO ero.

— §I kak-To mymas o ToM, uTOOBI HasBaTh ceba «I[:xex Kposa-
Basa Pyka», — ckasaJ oH poOKo.

— OrauuHoe uMsA. MuI Tak u OymeM TebGs 3BaTh, €CJIU IIPUCO-
eIUHUIILCA.

— Yro craxemb, Maiika? — cupocua [[JKoH.
— A xak OyayT HasbIBaTh MeHA? — crpocua MaiKJ.
— Ixo Yepnaa Bopoga.

MaiikJ OBl BIIEUATJIEH.

— Yro cramersb, [[»KoH?

OH xoTeJ, YTOOHI perieHne TpuHAJI [[3K0H, a [[)KoH x0Tes1, 4To-
0nI perrua Maika.

— U MBI ocTaHeMcs yBajKaeMBIMU IONNAHHBIMU KOpPOJIA? —
nouHTepecoBajca I[»KoH.

Kpiok oTBeTHs CKBO3b 3yObI:
— Bawm mpugerca gaTh KAATBY «J0J0# KOPOJIs».

Mosxer, no Toro [:KOH Bes ceba He OUEeHb XOPOIIO, HO TYT OH
OJIecHY.JI.
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The Pirate Ship

“Then I refuse,” he cried, striking the barrel in front of
Hook.

“And I refuse,” cried Michael.
“Rule Britannial!” screamed Curly.

The infuriated pirates hit them in the mouth; and Hook cried,
“That decides your fate. Bring up their mother. Get the plank
ready.”

The boys went white as they saw Jukes and Cecco preparing
the fatal plank. But they tried to look brave when Wendy was
brought up.

No words of mine can tell you how Wendy despised those pi-
rates. To the boys there was some attraction in the pirates; but all
that she saw was that the ship had not been tidied for years.

“So, my beauty,” said Hook, as if he spoke in syrup, “you are
to see your children walk the plank.”

“Are they to die?” asked Wendy, with a look of such frightful
disgust that he nearly fainted.

“They are,” he said. “Silence all, for a mother’s last words to
her children.”

At this moment Wendy was grand. “These are my last words,
dear boys,” she said firmly. “I feel that I have a message to you
from your real mothers, and it is this: “We hope our sons will die
like true English gentlemen.”

Even the pirates were awed, and Tootles cried out, “I am going
to do what my mother hopes. What are you to do, Nibs?”

“What my mother hopes. What are you to do, Twin?”
“What my mother hopes. John, what are — ”
But Hook had found his voice again.

“Tie her up!” he shouted.
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Mupatcknii Kopabnb

— Torza a1 0TKa3bIBAIOCh, — KPUKHYJI OH ¥ CTYKHYJI II0 OOUKe,
crosasiei nepen Kproxom.

— W a oTkasnIBaioCch, — 3akpuvaa Mamki.
— IIpaBb, Bpurauusa! — B3Busraya Kyapsi.

PasbapeHHbIle TUpATHl HaJaBaJu UM 3aTPeIIuH, a Kprok 3a-
opaJi:

— Bamma cyngnba perieHa. Begure mx MaTh. M IpPUTOTOBBTE
IOCKY.

Masbuuintku mobJaegHes i, Koraa yBuaeau, uro JiKyke u Yek-
KO TOTOBAT POKOBYIO JOCKY. Ho OHM mocTapajuch IPUHATL Xpao-
pBIii BUI, KOrjga mpuBeau Bengu.

Y mMeHsa Her cJoB, YTOOBI Imepegarb, KaxK BeHZ[I/I IIpesupaJja nmm-
parTos. ,I[JIH MaJIbUMKOB B IIMpaTax OGBLIIO UTO-TO nmpurdrarejgabHoOe,
HO BeHI{I/I BHugeJsia TOJIbKO, UYTO 3TOT KOpaGJIL He YNCTUJIN rogaMu.

— Hy, KpacaBuiia, — ckasaj KpioK rojiocom ciagkuM, Kak Cu-
pou. — Ceiiuac TBI YBUIUIIH, KAK TBOU JETH IIOUIYT II0 JOCKe.

— Onn nmorudbuyT? — cupocuJa Beuau, B3arJIAHYB Ha HEro C Ta-
KUM y3KacaroluM IIPe3PeHrueM, YTO OH YyTh He yIaj B 00MOPOK.

— Hla, — ckasan Kpiok. — Bcem mosruats! ITociensee cioBo
MaTepu K CBOUM JETsM.

B sToT MmomenT Benau Obljia BeJIMKOJIEIIHA.

— BoT Mou mocsiegHME CI0BA, AOPOTHUE MaJIbUMKU, — cKasaja
oHa TBepAo. — MHe KaKeTcd, 1 MOT'Y CKal3aTh 3a BCeX BaIlIMX Ha-
CTOSAIMINX MaTepei BOT uTo: « MBI HaJleeMcs, Hallll ChIHOBBLSA ITOTU0-
HYT KaK MCTUHHBIE aHTJINNCKNUE MTKEHTJIbMEHBI» .

Haxe mupaTsl 3aTperneranu, a BoaTyH BCKpuuaJ:
— § mocrymiaio Tak, Kak HajgeeTca MaMa. A Tul, Ilepnimiko?

— Kak mazeercs mama. A BbI, BiusHensr?
— Kak magmeercsa mama. I[»KOH, THI...?
Ho tyt Kprox BHOBB 00pes gap peuu.

— CBsa3aTh ee! — BBIKPUKHYJI OH.
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The Pirate Ship

It was Smee who tied her to the mast. “Listen, honey,” he
whispered, “I’ll save you if you promise to be my mother.”

But not even for Smee she would make such a promise.
“I would rather have no children at all,” she said scornfully.

It is sad that not a boy was looking at her; the eyes of all were
on the plank. They were no longer able to hope that they would
walk it bravely.

Hook smiled on them, and took a step toward Wendy. He want-
ed to turn her face so that she should see the boys walking the
plank. But he never reached her because he heard something.

It was the terrible tick-tick of the crocodile.

They all heard it — pirates, boys, Wendy; and immediately
every head turned toward Hook. All knew that what was about
to happen concerned him alone. And from being actors they sud-
denly became spectators.

But the gigantic brain of Hook was still working, and under
its guidance he crawled on the knees along the deck as far from
the terrible sound as he could go. The pirates respectfully cleared
a passage for him.

“Hide me!” he cried hoarsely.

The pirates gathered round him, they had no thought of fight-
ing. It was Fate.

Only when Hook was hidden the boys rushed to the ship’s
side to see the crocodile climbing it. Then they got the strangest
surprise of the Night of Nights; for it was no crocodile. It was
Peter.

He signed to them not to give any cry of admiration that might
cause suspicion. Then he went on ticking.



Mupatcknii Kopabnb

K maute Bengu npussassiBaa Cmu.
— Ilocaymait, Musasi, — 3alIenTal OH, — fA cracy Tebsa, ecau
moo0eIljaelnb CTaTh MOeil MaMoOii.

Ho gaxxe Cmu oHa He cTajia ObI 9TOT0 00€INATh.
— IlycTte gyurmne y MmeHs BooOIile He OyneT mereiil — ckasaja
OHA IIPE3PUTEJIBHO.

I'pycTHO, HO HMKTO M3 MAJBUMKOB HA Hee He CMOTPEeJ; UX
B3IJIAABI YCTPEMUINCh Ha AoCcKy. OHM yiKe M He HaJIesJNCh IIPO-
TH II0 Heli Xpabpo.

Kpiok yxMbLIbHYJICA U IIATHYJI K Beugu. OH X0Tes pa3BepHYTH
ee Tak, 4ToOBI OHa YBHUIEJA, KAK MaJbUNKU IIPOUAYT mo mocke. Ho
OH He JIOIlIeJI 10 Hee, IOTOMY UTO KOe-UTO YCJbIIIIall.

9To OBLIO yyKacHOe TUKAHbe KPOKOMMJINIIEI.

OHU Bce ero ycabllnanau: BeHau, MalbuUuKU, IUPAThl; U Cpasy
UX TOJIOBHI IOBepHyJNCh K Kproky. Bce moHmManu: To, 4TO IpoO-
M30MIEeT, KacaeTcs ero ogHoro. VI3 nefiCTBYIOIMX JIUI OHW BHE3all-
HO IIpeBPaTUJIUCH B 3puUTeJiei.

Ho xosoccanpubiii yM Kproka mpogossxan paGoraTb, U BeO-
MBI UM, OH TIOIOJI3 HA KOJIEHSX 110 mayy0e mogajbIie OT JKyTKOTO
3ByKa. IlupaThl BeXKJINBO Hepel] HUM PACCTYIINJINCH.

— CropaubTe MeHs! — IPOXPHUIIES OH.

IIupaThsl CTOMNNUINCH BOKPYT HEr0, OHU U He IYyMaJIu COIIPOTUB-
aarscsa. Jto ovlaa Cyanoa.

Tonbko korga Kpiok ckphlicsa us Bua, pebsara KUHYJINCH K 60p-
Ty Kopabjd IIOCMOTpeTh, Kak OyJeT KapaOKaThCA KPOKOAUJIUILA.
W 1yt ux xpan cambiéi crpanabiii ciopnpus Houm Houeit — aTo
On11a BoBce He Kpokomuiuiia. To 6s11 ITuTep.

On IIogaJI MM 3HaK He KpudyaThb OT BOCTOpPra, 4To MOIJIO OBI BBI-
3BaTh IIOJJO3PEHUE. 3areM OH IIPOAOJIKUJI TUKATB.



Chapter 15

“Hook or Me This Time”
«Ha 371071 pas unun Kprok, unu a»

S ometimes strange things happen to all of us without our no-
ticing for a time that they have happened. For instance, we
suddenly discover that we have been deaf in one ear for half an
hour. Now such an experience had come that night to Peter. When
last we saw him he was stealing across the island with one finger
to his lips and his dagger at the ready. He had seen the crocodile
pass by without noticing anything special about it, but then he
remembered that it had not been ticking. At first he thought this
weird, but soon decided that the clock had run down.

Peter began to think how he could turn the catastrophe to his
own use; and he decided to tick, so that wild beasts should believe
he was the crocodile and let him pass. But the crocodile heard the
sound, and it followed him; and we will never know why, for, like
slaves to a fixed idea, it was a stupid beast.

Peter reached the shore and went straight on. As he swam he
had but one thought: “Hook or me this time.” He had ticked so
long that he went on ticking without knowing that he was doing
it. If he had known he would have stopped, for to board the brig
by help of the tick, though a brilliant idea, had not occurred to
him. On the contrary, he thought he had climbed its side as noise-
less as a mouse; and he was amazed to see the pirates moving back
from him, with Hook as scared as if he had heard the crocodile.
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H HOTZIa ¢ HAaMM HPOUCXOMAT CTPAHHBIE BEIM, KOTOPhIEe MbI He
cpa3y 3ameuaeM. K mpumepy, BAPYr OOHapy:KMBaellb, UTO
moJjryaca ObLI IIyX Ha ogHO yxo. IIomo6HOe MPOUM30IILI0 B Ty HOUb
u ¢ IIutepom. B mocienuuii pas Mbl BUAEJIN €r0 KPamgyIIUMCS IO
OCTPOBY C IIaJIblleM Ha Iybax u ¢ KuHKajioM HarotoBe. OH yBuUIe,
KaK MUMO HEro IIponoJj3ja KPOKOAWUINIA, U He 3aMeTHJ HUYEero
0CO0EHHOTO0, HO IIOTOM BCIOMHMIJI, UTO OHA He TmKaja. CHauaja aTo
TIOKa3aJ0Ch €My CTPaHHBIM, HO BCKOPEe OH CHIeJiajl BBIBOJI, UTO UaChl
OCTaHOBUJIVICH.

ITurep cranm gymaTrsh, Kak o0epHYTH 3Ty KaracTpody cebe Ha
IMOJIb3y; OH PEeNINJ THUKATh, UYTOOBLI AUKKE 3BepPU IPUHSAIN ero 3a
KPOKOIAMJINILY W IPONyCTUIN. HO KPOKOAMINIIA YCJIBIIIATIA DTOT
3BYK M IIOCJIeOBaJia 3a HMM; MBI HUKOTZA He y3HAeM, IIOUYEMY,
Belb, KaKk Bce paObl HABSI3UMBOU HIeN, TO OBLIO IJIyIIOe *KMBOTHOE.

ITutep mobpaJsica mo Oepera u cpasdy Bomrea B Boxy. IIoka ou
IIJIBLJI, Y HET'O B I'OJIOBE 6BIJIa JIUIITHh OOHA MBICJIb: «Ha 9TOT pa3 Uan
Kpmok, uiu a». OH Taxk MOJT0 TUKAJ, UYTO IPOJOJIKAJ AeJaTh 9TO,
caM TOoro He 3aMmeuasa. Ecyiu 6bI OH 3aMeTHUJI, TO ITPEeKPaTuJI Obl, BeIb
B300paThcAa Ha OOPT KOpabJid ¢ ITOMOIIBIO TUKAHBA HE IPUIILIO €My
B TOJIOBY, XOTh 9TO U ObLIO OjecTsaIned maeeii. Hamporus, oH Oy-
MaJi, YTO BCKapabkaJyics Ha 60PT THMXO0, KaK MBIIb, U yIUBUJICSH,
KOra YBUAEJ, UTO MUPATHI MOIATUJINCH OT Hero, a Kpok Tak Ha-
Iyrad, 6yATO YCJBIIIAT KPOKOIUIINILY.
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“Hook or Me This Time”

The crocodile! No sooner did Peter remember it than he heard
the ticking. At first he thought the sound did come from the croc-
odile, and he looked behind him quickly. Then he realized that he
was doing it himself, and immediately he understood everything.
“How clever of me!” he thought at once, and signed to the boys
not to applaud.

It was at this moment that Ed Teynte the quartermaster came
along the deck. Peter struck true and deep. John covered pirate’s
mouth with his hands to stop the dying groan. Four boys caught
him to avoid the noise. Peter gave the signal, and the body was
cast overboard. There was a splash, and then silence.

“One!” Slightly had begun to count.
None too soon Peter disappeared in the cabin.

“It’s gone, captain,” Smee said, wiping off his spectacles.
“All’s still.”

Slowly Hook let his head lift, and listened so carefully that he
could have caught the echo of the tick. There was not a sound, and
he drew himself up to his full height.

“Prepare the plank!” he cried, hating the boys more than ever
because they had seen his shame. “Do you want a touch of the cat
of nine tails before you walk the plank?”

They fell on their knees. “No, no!” boys cried so piteously that
every pirate smiled.

“Bring the cat, Jukes,” said Hook; “it’s in the cabin.”

The cabin! Peter was in the cabin! The children looked at each
other.

“Ay, ay,” said happy Jukes, and he walked into the cabin.

Then a horrible scream was heard from the cabin. Then a crow-
ing sound was heard and it was well understood by the boys, but
to the pirates it was almost stranger than the scream.
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«Ha aTtoT pas wnun Kpiok, unmn a»

Kpoxomgununa! Kak tonabko IluTep o Hell BCIIOMHUIJ, OH Cpasy
yeJsiiaa Tukanbe. CHaUaMa OH PeIu, 4To 3BYK U3/1aeT KPOKOAN-
JuIa, u 6eICTPO orusAHyJcA. IloToM 0CcOo3HAJ, YTO TUKAET OH caM,
¥ BMUT Bce MOHsAJI. «KaKoi & yMHBIN!» — cpasy moAgyMaJj OH U II0-
Iaj MaJbuHMIIKaM 3HAK He allJIoAUPOBaTh.

HWMmeHHO B TOT MOMEHT pyJieBou O TuHT 1m1es mo naayoe. Yaap
IIutepa OBLT TOYHBIM M TJIYOOKMM. [[KOH TYT Ke NPUKPBLI PY-
KOU pOT mmpara, 4To0blI 3aTJIYIINTh IIPEeICMEePTHBIA CTOH. YeTBepo
MaJbYMKOB IOAXBATHUJIMN €ro, UTOObI mM30esKaTh IryMa. Ilutep mo-
IaJl 3HAK, W TeJo copocuiu 3a 6opt. Pasgancsa BCIIeCK, ¥ HACTY-
mujaa TUIIXHA.

— Opuu! — mauaua mozcuer MaJiblin.
IIuTep ese yciea MCUYE3HYTh B KaloTe.

— Ona ymma, KanuTaH, — ckKasan Cmu, mpoTupas CBOU
oukmu. — Bce Tuxo.

KpIOK MeIJIEHHO IIOAHAJ I'OJIOBY MW IIPHMCJIyIIIaJCd TaK BHUMA-
TeJIbHO, YTO MOT' OBl YVJIOBUTH JaxKe 9X0 THKaHbdA. Bb1y10 HE CABIMTHO
HHU 3BYKa, 1 OH BBIIIPDAMMJICA BO BECH POCT.

— ToToBbTE MOCKY! — KPUKHYJ OH, HEHABUAA MAJbUUKOB eIlfe
cUJbHEee, IOTOMY UTO T€ CTAJIU CBUAETEISIMU €ro 1030pa. — XOTUTe

OTBEATh IJIETKU-AEBATUXBOCTKHU, IIPEKIe UeM IIPONTH II0 JocKe?

OHu ynanu Ha KojsieHu. «Her, HeT!» — 3akpuuaau MajJbUUKU
TaK KaJ00HO, UTO BCe IIUPATHI 3ayJIbIOATNUC.

— Ilpunecu miaetrry, I:xyke, — ckasan Kpiok. — Oma B Karore.

Katora! Tam sxe [Turep! eTu neperasaHyInuch.

— Ects, cop, — ckasaa moBoabHBIN [[)KYKC U BOIIIEJ B KAIOTY.

IToToM M3 KaiOThI AOHECCS KYTKHUHM BOILIL. 3aTeM pasgaioch
KyKapeKaHbe, TaK XOPOIII0 3HAKOMOE MAJIbUYMKaM, HO IJIs [IUPATOB
OHO MIPO3BYYAJIO ellle 0oJiee CTPAaHHO, YeM BOILIb.
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“Hook or Me This Time”

“What was that?” cried Hook.
“Two,” said Slightly.

The Italian Cecco hesitated for a moment and then came into
the cabin. He tottered out.

“What’s the matter with Bill Jukes?” hissed Hook.
“He’s dead, stabbed,” replied Cecco in a hollow voice.
“Bill Jukes dead!” cried the frightened pirates.

“The cabin’s as black as a pit,” Cecco muttered, “but there is
something terrible in there: the thing you heard crowing.”

“Cecco,” Hook said in his most steely voice, “go back and bring
me that doodle-doo.”

Cecco, bravest of the brave, cried “No, no”.

“Did you say you would go, Cecco?” Hook said thoughtfully.

Cecco went. All listened and again came a scream and again
a Crow.

No one spoke except Slightly. “Three,” he said.

“Hammer and tongs,” Hook thundered, “who is to bring me

that doodle-doo?”

“Wait till Cecco comes out,” muttered Starkey, and the others
supported him.

“I think I heard you volunteer, Starkey,” said Hook.

“No, by thunder!” Starkey cried.
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«Ha aTtoT pas wnun Kpiok, unmn a»

— Yro sT0 O6B1LT0? — BCKpuyaa Kpiok.
— IIBa, — ckasan MaJbIii.

Uranbpamen YeKKo, TOK0JIe0aBITNCH CEKYHIY, 3allles] B KalOTy.
Bermresr oH 0TTYy1a HETBEPIOM TOXOAKOIM.

— Yro crpsacaocs ¢ Buanom xxykcom? — mpomruiena Kpox.
— OH MepTB, €ro 3aK0JIONN, — IJIYX0 OTBETHJ UeKKOo.
— Bun [I)xyKc MepTB! — 3aKpUYaIN IIepenyranHble IUPaThL.

— B katote Temu0, — mpobopmoTas Yekko. — Ho Tam BHyTpU
YTO-TO YsKaCHOE: 3TO OHO KYKapeKaJo.

— Yexko, — ckasdag Kpiok cBouM caMbIM CTaJbHBIM TI'0JIO-
com. — Vau u mpuHeCcH MHE 3TOrO IIeTYIIKA.

YeKKo, Xpabpeiinmuit n3 XpabpbIX, BCKPUIAJ:
— Her, nmer!

— TsI ckasaj, uto moiigernib, Yekxo? — mpousHec Kpiok 3a-
OYMYHUBO.

Yekko moimes. Bece mpucayIiaanch, 1 CHOBA pasfaJicad BOILIb,
a 3aTeM KyKapeKaHbe.

Bce mosuanu, kpome Masbimia:
— Tpu, — ckasaJ OH.

— Pagpasu meus rpom, — mporpoxoran Kpok, — KTo mocra-
HeT MHe 5TOro KpukKyHa?

— Ilomo:xkmem, moka BeIliZmeTr UYekko, — mpoopuaa Crapkwu,
¥ OCTaJIbHBIE €r0 IOAAePKATIN.

— Kaskerca, ToI BeI3Bajicsa 106poBoJibiieM, CTapKu, — cKasas
Kpmoxk.

— Her, rpom u moaHusa! — s3akpuuaa Crapku.
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“Hook or Me This Time”

“My hook thinks you did,” said Hook, crossing to him.
“I’ll hang before I go in there,” replied Starkey, and again he
had the support of the crew.

“Is this mutiny?” asked Hook pleasantly. “Starkey’s ring-
leader!”

“Captain, mercy!” Starkey cried, all of a tremble now.

“Shake hands, Starkey,” said Hook, holding out his claw.

Starkey looked round for help, but all deserted him. As he
backed up Hook advanced, and now the red spot was in his eye.
With a despairing scream the pirate jumped upon Long Tom and
threw himself into the sea.

“Four,” said Slightly.

“I’ll bring out that doodle-doo myself,” Hook said, and rushed
into the cabin.

“Five.” How Slightly wanted to say it, but Hook tottered out,
without his lantern.

“Something blew out the light,” he said a little uncertainly.

“What of Cecco?” demanded Noodler.

“He’s as dead as Jukes,” said Hook shortly.

All the pirates took up the cry, “The ship’s doomed!” At this
the children could not resist a cheer. Hook had almost forgotten

his prisoners, but as he turned round on them now his face lit up
again.
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«Ha aTtoT pas wnun Kpiok, unmn a»

— A Mo KpIOK IyMaeT nHaue, — cKasaJy KpIiok, mpubamnxasach
K HEeMYy.

— § cxopee moBellrych, ueM oAy Tyma, — orsetua Crapku,
¥ KOMAaHA CHOBA ero IIoaep xaa.

— 9ro0 uTO0, OyHT? — J100€e3HO ocBemomuica Kpok. — Crapku
3aYUHIIUK!

— ITomaau, kKamuran! — 3zaxpuuan CrapKu, OXBaueHHBIH
IPOIKBIO.

— IToxxkmeM Apyr APyry PyKH, — CKasaJ KallUuTaH, IPOTSITHU-
Basd KPIOK.

Crapku orjsagesica B IIOMCKaX IIOMOIIM, HO BCE OTBEPHYJIHCH
ot Hero. OH oTcTynui, a Kplok npugBuHyacsa K HeMY, U B ero rJja-
3aX IOSBUJINCH [Be KpacHble NCKOPKU. C BOILIEM OTUAAHUSA IUPAT
BcupwIrayJ Ha [iauaHoro Toma u 6pocuscsa B Mope.

— Yernipe, — ckaszay MaJsIil.

— $1 cam mpuBeny 5TOro meTyInKa, — cKasaja Kpok u punyacs
B KaIoTy.

— Ilare.
Kax xe MausbIllly X0TeJI0Ch 3TO cKas3aTh, HO TyT KpIoOK, 1mara-
sICh, BBIIIEJI U3 KAIOTHI 6e3 cBoero (ouaps.

— Yro-To moracuiio Mo (hoHaph, — CKasaJ OH HECKOJbKO He-
YBEepeHHO.

— A uto ¢ Hexkko? — cupocun Hynamep.
— OH MepTB, Kak u [[:KyKc, — KOPOTKO OTBeTHJ KpIoOK.

Bce nmupaThl IOAHANN KPUK:

— Kopabuab mpoKIaT!

Tyt y»X geTu He CMOIJIM CHEpP)KaTb pamocTu. Kprok uyTs He
3a0BLJI O CBOUX IJIEHHMKAX, HO KOTZa OH K HUM IIOBEPHYJICA, €T0
JIUII0 CHOBA OCBETUJIOCH.
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“Hook or Me This Time”

“Lads,” he cried to his crew, “Open the cabin door and drive
them in. Let them fight the doodle-doo for their lives. If they kill
him, we’re so much the better; if he kills them, we’re none the
worse.”

For the last time his dogs admired Hook. The boys, pretending
to struggle, were pushed into the cabin and the door was closed
on them.

“Now, listen!” cried Hook, and all listened. But not one dared
to look at the door. Yes, one, Wendy, who all this time had been
bound to the mast. It was for neither a scream nor a crow that she
was waiting, it was for the appearance of Peter.

She had not long to wait. In the cabin Peter had found the
thing for which he had searched: the key that would free the chil-
dren of their chains. They took all the weapons they could find.
First signing them to hide, Peter cut Wendy’s ropes, and then
nothing could have been easier than for them all to fly off to-
gether; but one thing closed the way, an oath, “Hook or me this
time.” So when he had freed Wendy, he whispered to her to hide
herself with the others, and himself took her place by the mast.
Then he crowed.

To the pirates it was a voice crying that all the boys died in
the cabin; and they were panic-stricken.

“Lads,” Hook said, trying to cheer them, “there’s a Jonah
aboard.”

“Yes,” they muttered, “a man with a hook.”

“No, lads, no, it’s the girl. Never was luck on a pirate ship
with a woman on board.”

Some of them remembered that this had been a saying of
Flint’s. “It’s worth trying,” they said doubtfully.

“Throw the girl overboard,” cried Hook; and they made a rush
at the figure by the mast.
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«Ha aTtoT pas wnun Kpiok, unmn a»

— Pebsara, — KPUKHYJ OH cBoeit komaHae. — OTKpoiiTe 1BEpPh
KaloThl W 3aBefuTe WX TyAa. IIycTh cpaskaloTcs 3a CBOIO JKU3HD
¢ merymrkoM. Ecau oHM ero yobloT — HaM Ke JIyYIlle; a eCJau OH
UX — XYyKe He OyIer.

B mocnegumit pas ncel Kpioka uM BocXuTmINCh. Majabpuniex,
CIleJIaBIIINX BUJ[, YTO OHU COIPOTUBJAIOTCH, 3aTOJKAIU B KAIOTy
¥ 3aKPBLIU 32 HUMU IBEDbD.

— A remepsb caymaiite, — ckasaa Kpiok, u Bce mpuciyIna-
JINCH.

Ho HuKTO He ocMeJIMBaJICS B3TJISHYTH Ha ABepb. HUKTO, KpoMe
Bemngu, koTopas Bce elfe Oblia npuBssana K maure. OHa 'Kaasa He
BOILIIS MJIV KYKapeKaHbs, OHA JKjaajia mossiaenus [lurepa.

JKnmate el npuiiaock Hemoiaro. B katore IluTep Halmmesa To, 4To
WCKaJI: KJII0U, YTOOBI OCBOOOAUTE AeTeli oT reneii. OHM B3sAIU BCe
opy:kue, uro cymeau Haditu. CHauasga, JaB UM 3HAK CIPATATHCSH,
ITutep mepepesas BepeBKU BeHOu, U Temepsb He 0CTABAJIOCh HAYETO
mmpolre, 4YeM BCeM BMeCTe yJeTeTh; HO IIYTh ObLI OTPe3aH KJIATBOM
«Ha atoT pas unu Kpok, niu s». ITosTtomy, ocBo6onus Beuau, ou
IIeIIOTOM CKAasaJj el COpPATAThCA C OCTAJIbHBLIMH, a CaM 3aHAJ ee
MecTo y MauThl. IIoTOM OH 3aKyKapeKaJ.

anaTaM 9TOT I'OJIOC BO3BECTUJI, YTO MAJIBUYNKN morubJau B Ka-
I0Te; UX OXBaTuja IIaHuKa.

— Pebara, — ckasaa Kpiok, meiTasgch UX IpuOOOAPUTH, — Ha
0OpTY €CTh TOT, KTO IPUHOCUT HEeymauy.

— Ida, — 3aBOpYaJH OHH, — YEJOBEK C KPIOKOM.

— Her, pebsara, Her, 9T0 mAeBUYOHKAa. Hu OgHOMY IIHpPaTCKOMY
KOopabJIio ¢ KEeHIUHON Ha 0OPTy yAauu He OBLIO.

KT0-TO M3 HUX TIPUIIOMHUJI, UTO TO K€ caMoe TOBOpuJI PIUHT.
— CrouTt mpoBEpUTH, — OTBETUJIU OHU C COMHEHUEM.

— BpocbTe AeBUOHKY 3a 00pT, — 3axkpuuaia Kpok, U mupaTh
KUHYJIUCH K (PUTrype y MauThI.
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“Hook or Me This Time”

“There’s none who can save you now, missy,” the pirate
hissed.

“There’s one,” replied the figure.
“Who’s that?”

“Peter Pan the avenger!” came the terrible answer. Twice
Hook tried to speak and twice he failed.

At last he cried, “Hack him!”

“Forward, boys!” Peter’s voice rang out; and in another mo-
ment the clash of arms was resounding. If the pirates had kept
together it is certain that they would have won; but they ran this
way and that, striking wildly, each thinking himself the last sur-
vivor. Man to man they were the stronger; but they only defended
themselves, which enabled the boys to choose their victim and
attack in pairs. There was little sound to be heard but the clash
of weapons and Slightly monotonously counting — five — six —
seven — eight — nine — ten — eleven.

I think all were gone when a group of boys surrounded Hook.
Again and again they closed upon him, and again and again he
threw them back. He had lifted up one boy, and was using him as
a shield, when another, who had just passed his sword through
the pirate, jumped into the fight.

“Put up your swords, boys,” cried the newcomer, “this man
is mine.”

Thus Hook found himself face to face with Peter. For long the
two enemies looked at one another.

“So, Pan,” said Hook at last, “this is all your doing.”

“Yes, James Hook,” came the strict answer, “it is all my
doing.”

“Proud and haughty youth,” said Hook, “prepare to meet your
fate.”
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«Ha aTtoT pas wnun Kpiok, unmn a»

— Tenepr HUKTO TebA He cmaceT, AaMOYKa, — IIPOLIUIIE]
nupar.

— Cmacer, — oTBeTuJja (urypa.
— Kro e aT0?

— ITurep IlsH, McTUTENb! — pasmajcA y:Kacalolluii OTBET.
Kpiok ABasKABI IBITAJICA YTO-TO CKa3aTh, HO JBAKIbI COMBAJICS.

Haxomnen oH KpUKHYJI:
— W3pybuTtsh ero!

— Bmnepen, pebsaral — pasgasics rosaoc Ilurepa, u uepes MIHO-
BeHIE TOCJBIIIAJCA 3BOH OpYy:KuA. Eciu Obl IHUpaThl Aep:KaIiCh
BMeECTe, KOHEUHO, OHM Obl mOoOemui, HO OHM Oeraju Tymaa-ciofa,
OTUYAAHHO CpakafcCh, M KaKABIA CUMTaJ ce0s MOCJTeTHUM U3 BbI-
JKUBHINX. B cXxBaTKe OQUH Ha OAMH OHU OBLIN CUJIbHEE, HO IIMPAThI
TOJILKO 3AIUINAJNCh, YTO AABAJO MaJbUMKAM BO3MOYKHOCTH BBI-
OupaTh JKePTBY M HamagaTh Ha Hee 1m0 aBoe. CJIBIIIAIOCH TOJIBKO
OpAllaHbe OPYKUSA U MOHOTOHHEBIIN cueT MaJsibIia:

— IIATk... IIECTh... CEMb... BOCEMb... I€BATh... JECATh... ONMH-
HAAIATE...

Hymato, co BceMu nmupaTtaMu OBLIO MOKOHUYEHO, KOT[a I'PyMIIa
MaJgbuniliek oxkpy:kmiaa Kpioka. CHOBa M CHOBAa OHM IIOAXOIUJIN
Bce OJMiKe, M CHOBA M CHOBA OH oTOpachkiBanm mx Hasazx. O mon-
HSJI ONHOI'0 MAJIbYMKA U MCIIOJIb30BaJ €ro KakK IUT, KOrjga Apyroi
MAaJIbYUINKA, TOJbKO UTO IIPOH3UBIIHUH IIIIIAT0N IUPATA, BIPBITHYJI
Ha moJie 60s.

— CopsausTe 1mmaru, pedsaral — BOCKJIMKHYJ OH. — ITOT 4e-
JIOBEK Moti!

Tak Kpiok croaxuysacda ¢ [lurepom sumom K jguity. Jlosroe Bpe-
Ms Bparu CMOTpeJIX APYT Ha Apyra.

— Hraxr, IIsn, — HaxkoHer npousHec KpioK, — 3To Bce TBOUX
PYK ZeJo.
— Ha, I:xeiimc Kprok, — mposBydYasl CypOBBIHI OTBET, — 3TO

BCE MOUX PYK [eJo.

— CaMOIOBOJIbHBINA 1 WCIOPYEHHBIN IOHOIIA, — CKasaj
KpoK, — OPUTroTOBLCS BCTPETUTDH CBOIO CYALOY.

225



“Hook or Me This Time”

“Dark and evil man,” Peter answered, “I attack you.”

At first there was no advantage to either side. Hook tried to
close and strike his iron hook into Peter; but Peter doubled un-
der it and stabbed him in the ribs. At the sight of his own blood,
which, you remember, he could not stand, the sword fell from
Hook’s hand.

“Now!” cried all the boys, but with a fine gesture Peter invited
his opponent to pick up his sword. Hook did so at once, but with
a terrible feeling that Peter was showing good form.

“Pan, who are you?” he cried.

“I’m youth, I’'m joy,” Peter answered, “I’m a little bird that
has broken out of the egg.”

This, of course, was nonsense; but it was proof to the unhappy
Hook that Peter did not know who he was, which is the sure sign
of good form.

Hook was fighting now without hope. That passionate heart
no longer asked for life, but for one thing it craved: to see Peter
show bad form before it was cold forever.

James Hook, you were not wholly unheroic figure, farewell.

For we have come to his last moment.

Seeing Peter slowly advancing upon him with a dagger, he
jumped upon the bulwarks to cast himself into the sea. He did
not know that the crocodile was waiting for him.

He had one last triumph. As he stood on the bulwark looking

over his shoulder at Peter, he invited him with a gesture to use
his foot. It made Peter kick instead of stab.
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«Ha aTtoT pas wnun Kpiok, unmn a»

— 3J0#1 1 MpavHBIH# UesioBeK, — OTBeTuJ IluTep, — a Hama-
maro.

Cuauajia HU Y OAHOI CTOPOHBI IIPEeNMYIIlecTBa He ObLI0. Kpiok
cTapaJjcs IONOUTH IOOJIMKe M BCAAUTL CBOII Kpiok B IluTepa, HO
TOT IIPUTHYJICA ¥ BOH3UJI eMy IImary B peopa. IIpu Buge cobcTBeH-
HOUM KPOBU, Uero, KaK Bbl IOMHHTE, OH He IIepeHoCcuJ, KpioK BbI-
POHMJI U3 PYK IIIIary.

— Hy xe! — 3akpuuaau MaabuuIIKu, HO [TuTep coenas 6aro-
POIHBIH JKeCT, IPeIJIOKUB COMePHUKY MOAHATD Inary. Kpox Tak
¥ TIOCTYIUJI, C YKAaCcOM IIOHWMAs, uTo [luTep IpoaeMOHCTPUPOBAT
XOpOoIline MaHephl.

— Ko T8I Takoit, I[Isa? — Bckpuuana Kpok.

— § mosomocTh, g pagocTh, — orBeTua Ilutep. — f mageHsn-
KU IITeHeIl, BIIYIUBIININACA U3 CBOEH CKOPJIYIIHI.

ROHe‘IHO, TO GBLI B310P, HO 4JIA HECUaCTHOI'O RpIOICa 9TO CTaJIO
AOKa3aTeJIbCTBOM, UTO HI/ITep He 3HaJl, YTO OH 13 cebs mmpencraBJisd-
eT, a 3TO BepHI:IfI IIPM3HaAK X0poIero BOCIIMTaHUdA.

Tenmepsr Kproxk mpomos:kan 60if 6e30 BCAKON Hame:xAbl. Ero
CTPacTHOe cepAIlle GOoJbllle He 3KEeJalo *KUTh, OHO JIUIIb XOTEJO
yBUAETb, uTo IluTep AypHO BOCIUTAH, MPEXKIe UYeM OXJialeTh Ha-
BEYHO.

Hexetimc Kpiok, THI OBLI He JIMIIIEH TepOM3Ma, IPOIIaii.

Benpb npuiites ero mocjaeqHU dac.

YBumes, uro Ilutep MeaieHHO TpubIMIKAETCA K HEMY C KUHMKA-
aoM, KpioK BcOpeITHYJI Ha (QaJbIIOOpPT, YTOOBI OPOCUTHCA B MODE.
OH He 3HAJ, UTO TaM €r0 yiKe IMOMKUAaeT KPOKOAMIUIIA.

Emy BbImas mocaenumuit momeHT TpuyMpa. Korma on croan Ha
danpmbopre, orsAnbiBasgch Ha IluTepa, OH KeCTOM IIPEJIONKII

IaTh eMy MUHKAa. ITO 3acTaBUJoO IluTepa mMHYTH €r0 HOTOM BMECTO
TOTO, UTOOBI YIAPUTH KMHIKAJIOM.
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“Hook or Me This Time”

“Bad form,” Hook cried with a smile, and went satisfied to
the crocodile.

Thus died James Hook.

“Seventeen,” Slightly sang out; but he was not quite correct
in his figures. Fifteen paid for their crimes that night with their
lives; but two reached the shore: Starkey was captured by the red-
skins, who made him nurse for all their children; and Smee, who
since then wandered about the world in his spectacles, saying he
was the only man that Jas. Hook had feared.

Wendy, of course, had stood by taking no part in the fight,
though watching Peter with shining eyes. But now that all was
over she became important again. She praised them, and then she
took them into Hook’s cabin and pointed to his watch which was
hanging on a nail. It said “half-past one!”

She got them to bed in the pirates’ bunks quickly; all but Pe-
ter, who walked up and down on the deck, until at last he fell
asleep by the side of Long Tom. He had one of his terrible dreams
that night, and cried in his sleep, and Wendy held him tightly.



«Ha aTtoT pas wnun Kpiok, unmn a»

— HypHoe BocmuTaHue, — HACMEILINBO 3aKpudai Kpok u 1o-
BOJIBHBIH yIIaJl K KPOKOJUJIAILE.

Tak moru6 [:xeiimc Kpiok.

— CeMmHaamaTh! — KPUKHYJ MaJIbIIT, HO OH HEMHOTO OIITH6GCSA
B mu@dpax. B Ty HOUb 3a CBOM HPECTYILICHUS IMOILIATHUJINCEH JKU3-
HBIO IATHAAIIATL IXPATOB, HO JBOUM YIAAJIOCh HOOPATHCS IO Oepe-
ra: Crapku momaJl B IJIEH K WHAEHWIIaM, KOTOPbLIE 3aCTABUJIMN €ro
HAHYUTE geTeit; a CMU ¢ TeX mop OPOAUII II0 CBETY B CBOMX OUKAax,
pacCKasbIiBasi, YTO OH €IMHCTBEHHEIN UYeJOBEK, KOTOPOro 0OsJCSA
Ixe3 Kprok.

Benpgu, pasymeercs, ocTaBajiach B CTOPOHE, He IPUHUMAA yUac-
Tua B OUTBe, XOTA OHA M cMoTpesa Ha [IuTepa cuAIIUMHU TJIasa-
mu. Ho Temmeps, Korga Bce 3aKOHUYMIIOCH, OHA CHOBA BBIIILIA HA IIeP-
BbIil miiaH. OHa mMOXBaIMWIa MAJbUYMKOB, 4 3aTeM OTBeJla B KalTy
Kpioxa u ykasaja Ha yachl, BUCeBITre Ha reosae. OHu MoKa3bIBaIu
II0JIOBUHY BTOPOTO HOYU!

OHa OBICTPO YJI0KUJIA UX CIATh B KPOBATU IIMPATOB; BCeX, KPO-
me IluTepa, KOTOpBIH pacxakuBaJ IO Hajaybe, IOKa HaKOHEIl He
sacuyJa Bosje [[nuuHOoro Toma. B Ty HOUb €My CHUJIUCH JKYTKUE
CHBI, OH KpuuaJ, a BeHIu Kpemko ero obHUMaJIa.



Chapter 16

The Return Home
BosBpalLeHune Jomon

B y early morning they were all on the go. Boys put on pirate
clothes cut off at the knee, shaved smoothly, and walked on
the deck with the true nautical roll.

It need not be said who was the captain. Nibs and John were
first and second mate. There was a woman aboard. The rest were
sailors before the mast, and lived in the forecastle. A few sharp
orders were given, and they turned the ship round, and headed
her for the mainland.

Captain Pan calculated, after consulting the ship’s map,
that if this weather lasted they should strike the Azores about
the 21st of June, after which it would save time to fly.

Some of them wanted it to be an honest ship and others were
in favour of keeping it a pirate. The general feeling was that Peter
was honest just now to soothe Wendy’s suspicions, but that there
might be a change when the new suit was ready, which, against
her will, she was making for him out of some of Hook’s wickedest
clothes. It was afterwards whispered among them that on the first
night he wore this suit Peter sat in the cabin with Hook’s cigar-
holder in his mouth and one hand clenched, all but for the fore-
finger, which he bent and held threateningly like a hook.
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C paHHero yrpa Bce ysKe ObLIu Ha Horax. MaJbUMINKKA HaLeIu
MMUPATCKYIO OJeKIY, 00pes3aB ee M0 KOJIEHO, YMCTO MOOPUIUCH
¥ XOIWJIH 110 maiybe BpasBaJKy KaK 3allpPaBCKUE MOPAKH.

He HY:XHO roBOPUTH, KTO OBLI KanuTaHnoMm. Ileprimmko u I:Kou
CTaJIi ero MePBBIM U BTOPHIM HmOMOITHUKaMu. TaksKe Ha 6OpPTY Ha-
xoamiaach KeHImHA. OcTajabHbIe OBLIN MPOCTBIMU MaTPOCAMU U
ToMeIaJuch B KyOpuKe. BblI0 0TIaHO HECKOJIBKO YEeTKUX MIPUKa-
30B, U OHU Pa3BEPHYJIU KOpabJib, Aep:Ka Kypc Ha MaTepUK.

Kamnuran IIsH BBIUMCINJ, CBEPUBINNCHL C KOpPaOeJbHOH Kap-
TOM, UTO IIPU TaKOIi IIOrojle OHU HAOCTUTHYT AB30PCKHX OCTPOBOB
K JIBAAIlaTh EePBOMY HIOHS, IIOCJIe 4Uero, 4ToObl cOepeusb BpeMmsd,
IMOJIeTAT.

HexoTopbie xoTenu, YTOOBI 9TO OBLT YeCTHBIN KOpabdJb, Ipyrue
ObLINM 3a TO, UYTOOBI OH OocTaBaJicAd nupaTckum. OOIiee BIieUuaT/IeHe
O0bLI0 TakuM: IIuTep YecTeH TOJIBKO AJIA TOTO, YTOOBLI YCBIIIUTE II0-
nospeHusa Beuau, , BOBMOKHO, BCe I3MEHUTCS, KOTQa OyeT roOTOB
HOBBI KOCTIOM, KOTOPBLIA OHA, IIPOTHUB CBOEU BOJIM, IINJIA eMy 13
muuanmux Hapanos Kproka. ITos:ke oHU IIeIITAJINCh MEXKAY COOOI,
YTO B MEPBYIO HOYb, KOTJa OH HAMeJ 3TOT KOCTIOM, IluTep cumen
B KaoTe ¢ MyHAINTYKOM Kpioka B 3ybax, c:kaB B KYJIAK BCe IaJib-
IIbI, KPOME YKAa3aTeJIbHOT0, KOTOPBIM OH COTHYJI ¥ YI'POYKAIOIIE BhI-
CTaBUJ BIIePe[l, CJIOBHO KPIOK.
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The Return Home

Instead of watching the ship, we must now return to that lone-
ly home from which three of our heartless characters had flown
so long ago. It seems a shame to have ignored No. 14; and yet we
may be sure that Mrs. Darling does not blame us.

One thing I should like to do very much, and that is to tell
her that the children are coming back, that indeed they will be
here on Thursday. This would spoil so completely the surprise to
which Wendy and John and Michael are looking forward. They
have been planning it out on the ship: mother’s delight, father’s
shout of joy, Nana’s jump through the air, when what they ought
to be prepared for is a good hiding.

All the beds are aired, and Mrs. Darling never leaves the
house, and look, the window is open. So we might well go back to
the ship. However, as we are here we may stay and have a look
round.

The only change to be seen in the nursery is that between
nine and six the kennel is no longer there. When the children
flew away, Mr. Darling felt that all the blame was his for having
chained Nana up, and that from first to last she had been wiser
than he. Of course, as we have seen, he was quite a simple man;
indeed he might have passed for a boy if he had been able to take
his baldness off. But he had also a sense of justice and a lion’s
courage to do what seemed right to him. And after the flight of
the children, he went down on all fours and crawled into the ken-
nel. To all Mrs. Darling’s invitations to him to come out he replied
sadly but firmly:

“No, this is the place for me.”

He swore that he would never leave the kennel until his chil-
dren came back. And there never was a more humble man than
the proud George Darling, as he sat in the kennel of an evening
talking with his wife of their children.

Very touching was his respect to Nana. He would not let her
come into the kennel, but on all other matters he followed her
wishes completely.
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BosBspatleHne gomon

BmecTo TOro 4ToOBI CIAEOUTH 3a KOopabJyieM, MBI ceiiuac TOJIMK-
HBI BEPHYTHCS B OAWHOKUI JOM, M3 KOTOPOI'0 TPOe HaIIux Geccep-
IeUYHBIX TepOeB TaK OaBHO yJerTeju. MHe KayKeTCs IIOCTHIAHBIM
Hallle IpeHeOpeskeHne K JOMY HOMEDP YeThIPHAAIIATH; TeM He Me-
Hee MbI MOJKeM OBITh YBEPEHBI, UTO MUCCUC [{apJMHI Hac B 3TOM
He YIpPEeKHeT.

ExuHCcTBeHHOE, UTO MHE OYeHb XOTeJIOCh OBl CIeaTh, TaK 9TO
CKasaThb e, UTO JeTH BO3BPAIIAIOTCS U TOUHO MPUOYAYT B UeTBEpPr
BeuepoMm. Ho 3TO coBepIlleHHO MCIOPTUJIO ObI CIOPHPU3, KOTOPBIHA
npeasrymanu Beragu, [[:xon u Maiika. OHu miaHUpPOBaJIM €ro Ha
KopabJie: BOCTOPT MaMbl, CYACTIUBLIM KPUK IAIbl, HOAIPLITUBAIO-
myio B Boaayxe HoHy, XO0Ts UM cJiefioBajio GbI TOTOBUTHCS K XOPO-
e mopKe.

Bce kpoBaTKU npoBeTpeHbI, MuUcCUC apJaWHT HUKOTJAa HE BBI-
XOIUT U3 JOMAa, U, CMOTPUTE, OKHO OTKPBITO. I109TOMY MBI CIIOKOI-
HO MOJKeM BEPHYTBHCA Ha KOpadiab. XOTsdA, Pas YK MbI 31€Ch, MOYKHO
0OCTaThCA U IIOHAOJIIOLATE.

B meTckoil TOJIBKO OfHA IepeMeHa: ¢ JeBATU IO IIeCTU KOHYPHI
TaMm GoJsbitie HeT. Korza metu yiereau, muctep HapJuHr oco3HAT
CBOIO BUHY — BeJb 9TO OH mocaaua HsHY Ha 1enb — U TO, YTO OT
Hauajla U OO0 KOHIla OHa Oblaa Myapee ero. KomeuHo, Kak MbI Bce
y:Ke 3HaeM, OH ObLI IIPOCTOAVIIHBIM YeJOBEKOM U JasKke MOT OBl
COMTH 3a MaJIbUMKa, ecJu Obl cyMeJs M30aBUTHCS OT JIBLICUHBI. Ho
y Hero Tak:ke ObLIO UYyBCTBO CIIPABEAJUBOCTU U JbLBUHAs OTBAra,
4TOOBI JeJIaTh TO, YTO KAa3aJ0Ch eMy IpaBUJIbHBIM. [loaToMy mmocJie
TOTO, KaK JeTHU yJeTeJ’, OH BCTAJ Ha YeTBEPEHbKU U 3aI0JI3 B KO-
Hypy. Ha Bce yropopsl muccuc JapJuHr BRIATH OTTYAA OH IMeYallb-
HO, HO TBEPJO OTBEYAJ:

— Her, Mmoe mecTO 37€CH.

OH MOKJAJCA, UTO He IOKMHET KOHYPHI, IMOKA He BEepPHYTCH
metu. VI He OBLIO UeJIOBEKa CMUPEHHee, UeM TopAabli I[:Kopa:k
HapauHr, Korjga OH cUAeJ B KOHype II0 BeuepaM, 6ecefys co cBoeit
JKEeHOM O JeTdaxX.

OueHb TporaTeJbHBIM CTAJO €ro yBaskenue K Home. Ou He 1m03-
BOJISITI €/l BEPHYTHCA B KOHYPY, HO B OCTAJbHOM OH HCIIOJIHSJI ab-
COJIIOTHO BCE €€ JKeJIaHus.
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The Return Home

Every morning the kennel was carried with Mr. Darling in it
to a cab, which moved him to his office, and he returned home in
the same way at six. The strength of character of the man will be
seen if we remember how sensitive he was to the opinion of neigh-
bours. Inside he must have suffered; but he kept a calm exterior
even when the young criticised his little home, and he always
lifted his hat to any lady who looked inside.

Soon the meaning of it was found out, and the heart of the
public was touched. Crowds followed the cab, charming girls
climbed it to get his autograph; interviews appeared in the better
class of papers, and people invited him to dinner and added, “Do
come in the kennel.”

On that eventful Thursday, Mrs. Darling was in the nursery
waiting for George’s return home; a very sad-eyed woman. I find
I won’t be able to say nasty things about her. She was too fond of
her worthless children, and she couldn’t help it. Some like Peter
best, and some like Wendy best, but I like her best. Suppose, to
make her happy, we whisper to her in her sleep that the children
are coming back. They are really within two miles of the window
now, and flying strong, but all we need whisper is that they are
on the way.

It is a pity we did it, for she has started up, calling their
names; and there is no one in the room but Nana.

“0O Nana, I dreamt my dear ones had come back.”

Nana had tears in her eyes, but all she could do was put her
paw gently on her mistress’s lap. They were sitting together thus
when the kennel was brought back. As Mr. Darling puts his head
out to kiss his wife, we see that his face is more worn than before,
but has a softer expression.

He gave his hat to Liza, who took it scornfully; for she had no
imagination, and she was quite unable of understanding the mo-
tives of such a man. Outside, the crowd who had accompanied the
cab home was still cheering, and he was naturally not unmoved.
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BosBspatleHne gomon

Kaxxmoe yrpo 6yaxy ¢ mucrepom J[apiuHroM IIepPeHOCUJIU B
Keb, KOTOPBIM OTBO3MJI €ro Ha paboTy; TaKUM Ke 00pasoM OH BO3-
Bparajcsa oMol K miectu yacam. Cuiay xapakrepa 3TOr0 YejoBe-
Ka MOJKHO IIOHATH, €CJIM BCIHOMHWTH, KAK UYBCTBUTEJEH OH OBLJI
K MHEHHIO coceneii. B myine oH, KOHEYHO, CTPAJaj, HO COXPAHSIII
BHEIIIHEee CIIOKOMCTBUE, Ja)ke KOTga JeTH 3JIO0CJIOBUJIU II0 IIOBOXY
€ero MaJICHbKOI'0 JOMHKA; 1 OH BCErga IPUBETCTBEHHO IOMAHNMAJ
LISy, eCJU BHYTPD 3aryisblBajia gaMa.

Bckope Bce ysHaIM HNPUYMHY, WM CepAIlla Jiogeil ObLIN TPOHY-
TeI. TOJIBI JIOgEl ciiefoBaiu 3a KeOOM, CUMIIATUYHBIE AEBYIITKU
ocasKIaau ero, UYTOObI MOJYUYUTEH aBTOrpad; MHTEPBHIO O HEM IIOSB-
JISLJIMCH B CAMBIX JIVUIIIUX raseTax, JIIOAU IPUTJIAIIaIn ero Ha obe,
mobaBiAs npu aToM: «HempemeHHO mpues:kaiiTe B KoHype!»

B ToT 3HaMeHaTeIbHBIN YeTBepT Muccuc JlapJuHT cugesa B 1eT-
cKoM, oxkumasa [»KopasKxa ¢ paboTsl, 1 TJiasa 3TOHN MKEeHITUHBI ObLIN
MOJIHBI TTevasu. Jlymato, g He MOTY CKas3aTh O Heil HUYeTo ILJI0XO0TO.
OHa CJUIIKOM CHJILHO JII00MJIA CBOMX HETOAHBIX JeTell U Huuero He
MOTIJIa ¢ 3TUM TonesiaTb. Komy-To GoJsbilie Bcex HpaButcs Ilurep,
KoMmy-To — BeHpau, HO MHe 00JbIlle BCero HpaBUTCSa muccuc llap-
aunur. ITomararmo, 4ToObI CHeJaTh €e CUaCTIMBOI, MBI IIIEIIHEM eil,
TMOKa OHA CIUT, YTO MeTu Bo3BparaTcsa. OHU BCeTo B ABYX MUJISIX
OT OKHA U JIETAT OYeHb OBICTPO, HO HAM HYKHO TOJBKO IIENHYTH
eif, YTO OHU y:Ke B IyTHU.

3psA MBI 9TO CAeJian, IIOTOMY UTO OHAa IOACKOUYMJIA U II03Bajia
UX, a B KOMHAaTe He ObLI0 HUKOTr0, KpoMe HoHEI.

— Ox, Hsua, MHe IPHUCHUJIOCH, UTO MOU JIOPOTHE BEPHYJINCH.

Y HsHbI B rii1asax CTOAJM CJIe3bl, HO OHA CMOTJIA JIMIIIb MAT-
KO IIOJIO}KUTH CBOIO JIally Ha KOJIeHU x03AnKu. Tak u cumeau oHH
BMecCTe, KOrja IpuBesjin KOHYpy. Mucrep lapJauHr BBICYHYJ TO-
JIOBY, UTOOBI TIOIEJIOBATh JKEHY, U MOYKHO OBLIO YBUIETH, UTO €TI0
JUIO cTayo 6Gojiee M3BMYUYEHHBIM, UeM PAaHBbINle, U OHO IIPUOOPESO
0oJiee KPOTKOE BRIpaKeHUe.

OH oTzax cBoio nuIAny Jluse, Koropas ¢ Mpe3peHrueM ee B3s1Ja;
y Hee Beb He OBIJIO BOOOpaKeHUs, U OHA ObLIa HecImocoOHa MOHATH
MOTHBBI TAKOTO uejoBeKa. CHapy»Ku Bce elre 0g00pUTEIHHO IIIyMe-
Jla TOJINA, COIIPOBOXKAABINAA Kel, 1 eCTeCTBeHHO, MucTep Ilapauur
He MOT OCTAaBaThCA K 3TOMY PABHOAYIIHBIM.
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“Listen to them,” he said; “it is very nice.”
“Lots of little boys,” said Liza with a smile.

“There were several adults today,” he told her flushing. Social
success had not spoilt him; it had made him sweeter. For some
time he sat with his head out of the kennel, talking with Mrs. Dar-
ling of this success, and pressing her hand.

Then, feeling sleepy, he curled round in the kennel.

“Won’t you play me to sleep,” he asked, “on the nursery pi-
ano?” and as she was crossing to the nursery he added thought-
lessly, “And shut that window, I feel cold.”

“0 George, never ask me to do that. The window must always
be left open for them, always, always.”

Now it was his turn to beg her pardon. She went into the
nursery and played, and soon he was asleep. And while he slept,
Wendy and John and Michael flew into the room.

Oh no. We have written it so, because it was planned by chil-
dren before we left the ship. But something must have happened
since then, for it is not they who have flown in, it is Peter and
Tinker Bell.

Peter’s first words tell all.

“Quick Tink,” he whispered, “close the window! That’s right.
Now you and I must get away by the door. When Wendy comes
she will think her mother has forgotten her; and she will have to
go back with me.”

Now I understand what had puzzled me until this time, why
when Peter had destroyed the pirates he did not return to the is-
land and ask Tink to fly with the children to the mainland. This
trick had been in his head all the time.
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— Ilocnymait, — ckasaj OH, — KakK JKe 9TO IPUATHO.
— Tosnma ManbuuIliek, — ycMexuyJjach JIusa.

— CerogHsa OBLIO HECKOJBbKO B3POCIBIX, — CKasajJ OH e,
BCIILIXHYB. YCIeX B OOIleCTBE He MCIOPTHUJI €ro, a CIejajl Msrde.
HexkoTopoe BpeMsi OH CHIeJI, BEICYHYB I'OJIOBY U3 KOHYPBI, U I'OBO-
pui ¢ muccuc JlapiauHr 00 5TOM ycliexe, CIKUMAas ee PyKy.

3aTeM, KOTr[a ero CTajo KJIOHUTb KO CHY, OH CBEDPHYJICA B KO-
Hype KJIYOKOM.

— TbsI He mourpaelrb MHe, — IIOIPOCHJ OH, — Ha IMHAHUHO
B JI€TCKOM?

W moxa oma 11j1a 1o JeTCKOM, OH 0e3qyMHO MpudaBuMI:

— W 3axpoii ToO OKHO, MHE XOJIOIHO.

— Ax, JI;KopmK, HUKOTAA He mpocu MeHsa 00 aTom. OKHO Bcer-
Ia DOJKHO OCTaBaThCA JJIS HUX OTKPBITHLIM, BCErAa, BCerza.

Temepb OH yMOJATI ee o ImpolineHunr. OHA IOILIA B AETCKYIO U
cTajla UrpaTh, U BCKOpe OH YCHYJ. A IIOKa OH CHajl, B KOMHATY
Bieresnu Bergu, Hxxon u Maiik.

Ax, Her. MBI 9TO Hanucaau, HaBepHOE, IIOTOMY, UTO TaK CILIa-
HUPOBaJIM JeTH [0 TOTO, KaK MBI IOKMHYJIM Kopabiab. Ho c Tex
IIOP, JOJIYKHO OBITH, UTO-TO IIPOUS3OIILIO, IIOTOMY UYTO BMECTO JeTeil
B KomHaTy Bieresu Ilutep u Tunkep Bes.

Ilepsoie ke caoBa IluTepa Bce MPOACHUIIH.

— Brictpee, Tunk, — 3amrenTtay oH. — 3axkpoii okHo! BoT Tax.
Temeps HaM HamO BLIHATH uepes ABepb. Korma Benau npuietur, oHa
moAyMaeT, YTO MaMa IIPo Hee 3a0bliua, UM el MPUAETCA BEePHYTHCA
CO MHOM.

Tenepr A mOHMMAIO, UTO MeHA CMyINayio nu nouemy Ilutep He
BEPHYJICA Ha OCTPOB, KOTa UCTPEOUJ IUPATOB, BEJb C AETHMU HA
MaTepuK MorJia moJsieteTb TuHK. OH 3agyMaJll 3Ty XUTPOCTH C ca-
MOro HauaJa.
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The Return Home

Instead of feeling that he was behaving badly he danced with
joy; then he looked into the nursery to see who was playing. He
whispered to Tink, “It’s Wendy’s mother! She is a pretty lady, but
not so pretty as my mother. Her mouth is full of thimbles, but not
so full as my mother’s was.”

Of course he knew nothing whatever about his mother; but he
sometimes boasted about her.

“You will never see Wendy again, lady, for the window is
closed!” Peter cried triumphantly.

He looked in again to see why the music had stopped, and now
he saw that Mrs. Darling had laid her head on the piano and that
tears were in her eyes.

“She wants me to open the window,” thought Peter, “but
I won’t!”

He looked again, and the tears were still there.

“She’s awfully fond of Wendy,” he said to himself. He
was angry with her now for not seeing why she could not have
Wendy.

The reason was so simple: “I’m fond of her too. We can’t both
have her, lady.”

But the lady would not accept it, and Peter was unhappy.

“Oh, all right,” he said at last and opened the window. “Come
on, Tink,” he cried, “we don’t want any silly mothers”; and he
flew away.

Thus Wendy and John and Michael found the window open
for them after all, which of course was more than they deserved.
They landed on the floor, unashamed of themselves. The youngest
one had already forgotten his home.
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OH He YYBCTBOBAJ, UTO IIOCTYIAeT AYPHO, BMECTO 3TOTO OH 3a-
ILJIsIcaJl OT PAJOCTH, a IIOTOM 3aTJIAHYJ B JETCKYI0, UTOOBI IIOCMOT-
peThb, KTo Tam urpaer. O menuyna TUHK:

— 91o mama Beuau! OHa KpacuBasi, HO He TaKas Kpacuasd,
KaK MosA mMama. ¥ Hee Ha ry0ax MHOI'O HAIIEPCTKOB, HO MEHBIIIE,
yeM ObLIO Y MOeIi.

Koneuno, om B0oOOIIle HUYEro He IIOMHHJI O CBOEM Mame, HO
MHOI'A OH €I0 XBACTAJICH.

— Bam HuKorzga 6oJbIlie He YBUAETH BeHau, jieiu, OKHO-TO 3a-
nepto! — szaxpuduais [Iutep TopKecTBYyIOIIE.

OH cHOBa 3arJIgHYJ IOCMOTPETH, II0YEMY IIPEKPATUIACH MYy3bI-
Ka, ¥ YBUAEJ, UYTO Muccuc [[apJuHT YPOHUJIA TOJIOBY HA MHAHUHO,
a B Iyla3ax y Hee ObLIU CJIE3HI.

«OHa xoueT, YTOOBI I OTKPBLJI OKHO, — moaymaJs Ilutep. — Ho
s He OTKPOIo!»

OH mocMOTpeJ Ha Hee CHOBa, CJIe3bl ObLIM Ha MeCTe.

«OHa y:kacHo go6utr Berngu», — ckKasaa oH camomy cebe. Ou
Pas03Jamnicsa — KakK OHA He IIOHHMAeT, IIoueMy BeHu Heb3sa ObITh
C Hel.

IIpuumnua GbLIa mpocTa:
— $1 Tosxe sr00J10 ee. Ho oHA He MOsKeT JoCTAaThbCA HaM 000MM,
Jenu.

Ho smenu me cMupuiiach ObI ¢ 9TUM, 1 [IuTep mouyBcTBOBAJ cebs
HeCYaCTHBIM.

— A, magHO, — CKasaJ OH, HaKOHeIl, U OTKPHLI oKHO. — Ilose-
Tenu, TUHK, — npoKpuuaa oH. — He HY)KHBI HaM 3TU AypanKue
MaMbI!

" own yueres.

Tak Bengu, [:xoH u Maiikja Bce Ke IIPUJIETENIN K OTKPBITOMY
OKHY, XOTs, KOHEUHO, OHM COBCEM JTOro He 3aciayxusBaju. Ouu
MPU3EeMJINJINCh HA II0JI, He MCILITHIBAA HHKAKOI'0 YyBCTBA BUHEI.
CaMblii MJIAIIIINNA YKe IIOUTHU 3a0BITI CBOM JOM.
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The Return Home

“John,” he said, looking around him doubtfully, “I think
I have been here before.”

“Of course you have, you silly. There is your old bed.”
“So it is,” Michael said.

“I say,” cried John, “the kennel!” and he dashed across to look
into it.

“Perhaps Nana is inside it,” Wendy said.

But John whistled. “Hello,” he said, “there’s a man inside it.”

“It’s father!” exclaimed Wendy.

“Let me see father,” Michael cried, and he took a good look.
“He is not so big as the pirate I killed,” he said with disappoint-
ment.

I am glad Mr. Darling was asleep; it would have been sad if
those had been the first words he heard his little Michael say.

Wendy and John had been surprised finding their father in
the kennel.

“Surely,” said John, like one who had lost faith in his memo-
ry, “he used not to sleep in the kennel?”

“John,” Wendy said hesitatingly, “perhaps we don’t remem-
ber the old life as well as we thought we did.”

A fear fell upon them; and serve them right.

“It is very careless of mother,” said that young fiend John,
“not to be here when we come back.”

It was then that Mrs. Darling began playing again.
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- ,I[HCOH, — CKas3aJl OH, HEYBEPE€HHO OCMaTpuBasChb, — KaXXeT-
Cd, A OBLIT 30eCh PaHbIIIe.

— Koneuno, 6b1y1, Aypauok. BoT TBos cTapas KpoBaTh.
— W npaspa, — ckasan Maiik.

— Cwmorpure, — sakpuuai [;xoun. — Komypa!
W KuHyJICA K Hell 3arJaaHYTh BHYTPb.

— Mosxer 6bITh, TaMm Houa, — ckasayia Bengu.

Ho [I;x0H IpUCBUCTHY.I.
— 3apaBCTBYyIiiTe, — cKasajJ oH. — TaM BHYTPHU UeJOBEK.

— 9r0 Ke mamnal — BOCKJUKHYJa Beugu.

— Tlokaxure mHe mamy! — s3aBomma MailKjl 1 BCMOTPEJICSA B
Hero. — OH He Takoil 0OJBINONA, KaK MUPAT, KOTOPOTO i yOmsu, —
cKasaJl OH C pa3ouapoBaHUEM.

S pag, uro muctep Jdapauur cras; 66170 ObI TEUYATBHO, €CJIN ObI
9THU CJIOBA CTAJIU MEPBBIM, UTO OH YCJIBIIIAJ OT CBOEr0 MaJeHbKOTr0
Maiikia.

Benau u [[)KOH yAMBUINCH, YBUAEB OTIIA B KOHYPE.

— Touno, — ckasaa [[KOH, CIOBHO yTPATUB JOBeplre K CBOeH

IIaMATH, — OH PaHBbIIl€ He CIIaJI B KOHYDe€.

— H»xoH, — HeyBepeHHO cKasaJjia BeH1, — HaBepHOE, MBI IIOM-
HUM HaIIy IIPEeXHIOI "KU3Hb He TaK XOPOIIO, KAK MbI JyMAJIH.

M crano He mo cebe, 1 moAeIOM.

— Kak 6ecrieuHo ¢ MAMUHOM CTOPOHBI, — CKa3aJ MOJIOIOH He-
rogauK J»KOH, — He OBITH 37[eCh, KOTJAa Mbl BEPHYJIUCH.

U Tyt muccuc [JapJuHT onaTh 3aurpala.
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The Return Home

“It’s mother!” cried Wendy.

“So it is!” said John.

“Then are you not really our mother, Wendy?” asked Michael,
who was sleepy.

(131

“Oh dear!” exclaimed Wendy, with her first real shame, “it

was quite time we came back.”

“Let us creep in,” John suggested, “and put our hands over
her eyes.”

But Wendy, who saw that they must break the joyous news
more gently, had a better plan.

“Let us all slip into our beds, and be there when she comes in,
just as if we had never been away.”

And when Mrs. Darling went back to the nursery to see if
her husband was asleep, all the beds were occupied. The children
waited for her cry of joy, but it did not come. She saw them, but
she did not believe they were there. You see, she saw them in their
beds so often in her dreams that she thought this was just the
dream hanging around her still.

She sat down in the chair by the fire.

They could not understand this, and a cold fear fell upon all
the three of them.

“Mother!” Wendy cried.

“That’s Wendy,” she said, but still she was sure it was the
dream.

“Mother!”
“That’s John,” she said.

“Mother!” cried Michael. He knew her now.
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— 9r1o mama! — 3akpuuaia Beugu.
— Touno! — moaTeepaua I[JKOH.

— 3HauuT, THl HEe HACTOAIIASA HaIlla MaMa, BeHau? — cmpocusa
cOoHHBIN MaKJ.

— O, 60xxe! — BocKJIMKHYJIA BeHU, BIIepBLIe IO-HACTOSIIEMY
YCTBIAUBIINCH, — MbI BEPHYJINCH KaK Pa3 BOBpeMs.

— HMaBatiTe mogKkpazeMcsa, — IPeIJIoKUII [[3KOH, — U 3aKPOEM
eli pykamu riasa?

Ho y Bennu, xoTopas moHmmasa, 4To pagoCTHbIe HOBOCTH HAJI0
MIPeTIOTHOCUTD 0oJiee AeTMKAaTHO, OBLI IJIAH MOJYYIIe.

— IMaBaiiTe TUXOHBKO JIAMKEM B KpPoBaTU u OyaeM Tam, Korja
OHa 3aijer, OyATO MBI HUKYyJa He yJIeTaJu.

1 xorma mmccuc JapauwHr 3amiia B JEeTCKYIO, YTOOBI IIPOBE-
PUTH, YCHYJ JIX ee MY3K, KPOBAaTU ObLIN 3aHATHL. [eTu :xianu ee
PaZOCTHOTO KPpUKA, HO ero He mociaegoBasto. OHa yBuieaa ux, HO He
IoBepuUa, YTO 3TO OHU. [loHMMaeTe, OHA TaK YaCTO B CBOMX CHAaX
BHUJeJIa UX B KPOBATKAaX, UTO PeInia, OyATO el CHUTCS COH.

Omna mpucesia Ha CTYJ Y KaMKHA.

JeTyu HUYero He IOHUMAJIU, U XOJIOZHBIN yXKac OXBaTUJ BCEX
TPOUX.

— Mama! — saxkpuuana Bengu.

— 9ro Beuam, — ckasaja oHA, HO-TIPEKHEMY YBepeHHas, UTO
el CHUTCA COH.

— Mamal
— A oo [I:x0H, — cKasaJja OHa.
— Mama! — saxkpuuan Maiikia. Temeps oH ee y3HAI.
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The Return Home

“That’s Michael,” she said, and she held out her arms for the
little selfish children. Yes, Wendy and John and Michael who had
slipped out of bed and run to her.

“George, George!” she cried when she could speak. And
Mr. Darling woke to share her joy, and Nana came rushing in.
There could not have been a lovelier sight; but there was none to
see it except a little boy who was staring in at the window. He had
had many pleasures that other children can never know; but he
was looking at the one joy which he lost for ever.
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— A s1o Maiikja, — ckasaja OHa W NPOTAHYJA PYKH K CBOUM
MaJIEHbKUM BTOUCTUYHBIM AeTAM. [la, Benau, [I:xoH u MaiKJ BbI-
CKOJIb3HYJIN U3 CBOUX KPOBaTell 1 OPOCUJINCH K HEH.

— I:xopmxk, [»Kopak! — BcKpuuajga oHa, KOTZa CMOTJIA 3aT0-
BopuTh. VI Muctep JlapJauwHT OPOCHYJICA, UTOOBI Pas3ieUTh C HEH
pazmocTh; TYT sKe BOe:kasa Homa. He Gbl10 Ha cBeTe 3pesuIia uy-
IecHee, HO ero He BHUIEJ HUKTO, KpOMe MAJEeHLKOT0 MaJIbUMKa,
KOTOPHII IPUCTAIBHO CMOTPEJ Yyepesd OKHO. OH 3HAJI MHOTO Pajoc-
Tel, KOTOphbIe OLIINM HEeBeIOMbBI IPYTUM JETAM; HO ceifiuac OH BUIE]
eIMHCTBEHHYIO PaJoCTh, KOTOPOU JUIINJ cedd HaBceraa.



Chapter 17

When Wendy Grew Up
Korga BeHau Bbipocna

hope you want to know what became of the other boys. They

were waiting below to give Wendy time to explain about them;
and when they had counted five hundred they went up. They went
up by the stair, because they thought this would make a better
impression. They stood in a row in front of Mrs. Darling, with
their hats off, and wishing they were not wearing their pirate
clothes. They said nothing, but their eyes asked her to have them.
They ought to have looked at Mr. Darling also, but they forgot
about him.

Of course Mrs. Darling said at once that she would have them;
but Mr. Darling was strangely depressed. They saw that he con-

sidered six a rather large number.

“I must say,” he said to Wendy, “that you don’t do things by
halves.”

The first twin was the proud one, and he asked, flushing, “Do
you think it’s too many of us, sir? If so, we can go away.”

“Father!” Wendy cried, shocked. He knew he was behaving
unworthily, but he could not help it.
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aJleloCh, BbI XOTHUTE Y3HATH, YTO CTAJIO C APYTUMHU MAJIbUYNKA-

mu. OHU KJAajJIu BHU3Y, UTOOBI HATh BeHAu BpeMs Bce 00B-
SCHUTB; a KOTa AJOCUUTAJIMN JO HATHCOT, BOILIK. OHU IOIHAINCH
110 JIECTHHUIIE, PEIIIMB, UTO 3TO IIPOM3BENET XOpOoIllee BIeUaTJIeHUe.
MajpuyMKy BBICTPOWJINCH B PsAf Iepen Mmuccuc [Hapauur, CHAB
IIJIAOBI ¥ COXKAJesd, 4TO HA HUX InuUparckKasa omexkia. OHM HHUYEro
He TOBOPUJIN, HO IJIa3aMH YMOJISJIN UX B3ATh. VIM cjemoBajio ObI
CMOTpEeTh TaK W Ha mucrtepa [lapjuHra, HO IPO HEro OHU OYEeMY-
TO 3a0BLIN.

Komeuno, muccuc [apausr cpady cKkasaja, 4TO BO3bMET UX; HO
mucrep JapJuHT KaK-TO CTPAHHO 3arpycTui. MaabumuKy MOHSIN:
OH CUHUTAET, YTO IIECTEPO — ITO CIUIIKOM MHOTO.

— IMoyKeH cKasaThb, — o0paTujcsa oH K BeHAW, — YTO THI HU-
Yyero He AeJjaellb HAIIOJOBUHY.

Ilepsoriit BausHel ObIJI TOPABIM, ¥ OH CIIPOCHUJI, BCIILIXHYB:
— BbI gymaeTe, Hac CAUIIKOM MHOTO, cap? Ecau Tak, MBI MO-
JKeM yHUTH.

— Ilama! — BOCKJHMKHYJIA HOTpACeHHasaA Bennau.
OH IMOHMMAJI, 4YTO BeJeT ce0s HeJOCTOIHO, HO HMYEro He MOI
C 9THUM IIOJEJIATh.
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“We could lie doubled up,” said Nibs.
“I always cut their hair myself,” said Wendy.

“George!” Mrs. Darling exclaimed, pained to see her dear one
showing himself in such an unfavourable light.

Then he burst into tears, and the truth came out. He was as
glad to have them as she was, but he thought they should have
asked his agreement as well as hers, instead of treating him as
a zero in his own house.

It turned out that not one of them thought him a zero; and he
was satisfied. He said he would set up them all in the drawing-
room if they fitted in.

“We’ll fit in, sir,” they assured him.

“Then follow me,” he cried gaily. “Mind you, I am not sure
that we have a drawing-room, but we pretend we have, and it’s
all the same. Hoop la!”

He went off dancing, and they all cried “Hoop la!” and danced
after him, searching for the drawing-room. I forget whether they
found it, but at least they found corners.

As for Peter, he saw Wendy once again before he flew away.
He did not exactly come to the window, but he passed it so
that she could open it if she liked and call to him. That is what
she did.

“Wendy, good-bye,” he said.

“Oh dear, are you going away?”

“Yes.”

“You don’t feel, Peter,” she said hesitatingly, “that you would
like to say anything to my parents about a very sweet subject?”
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Korga Bengn Beipocna

— MbsI MOXKEM CIIaTh, CJAOKUBIINCEH BIBOe, — CKasaJ IIephIIKo.
— § Bcerga crpury ux cama, — gobasuia Beugu.

— I:xopmk! — BOCKJIMKHYJa MuUccuc JlapauHTr, KOTOPOit 60Jh-
HO OBLTIO BUMETH, KaK ee JIOOMMBIN MYsK BBICTABJIsSET ce6s B HEBBI-
TOJHOM CBETeE.

TyT oH 3amaakKaJi, u IpaBja BuIILIa Hapy:Ky. OH ObLI paj mpu-
HATHh UX TaK JKe, KaK ¥ OHa, HO OH AYMAaJl, YTO UM CJIeJ0BAJIO OBI
CIIPOCUTH U €r0 COoTJIacusA, a He 00paIriaThCsa ¢ HUM KaK C IIyCTHIM
MECTOM B ero COOCTBEHHOM JOME.

BBIﬂCHI/IJIOCB, 4YTO HUKTO HE CUMTAJ ero IIyCTbIM MeCTOM, M OH
0b11 yaoBieTBopeH. OH cKasajl, UYTO YCTPOUT MX BCeX B TOCTUHOIM,
€CJIM OHM TaM IIOMECTATCH.

— MpbI momecTuMCA, COP, — 3aBEPUJIU OHU €ro.

— Torpma 3a MHOM, — pPagOCTHO 3aKpuyaj oH. — MmeliTe B BUYy,
d He yYBepeH, UTO y HacC eCTh I'OCTUHAA, HO MBI IIPeACTaBUM, OYATO
€CTb, BeJb 9TO OJHO U TO Ke. Omsa!

OH BBIIIEJ, TPUTAHIIOBEIBAA, U BCe AeTu 3akpuyanu «Omis!»
¥ YCTPEMUJINCH 38 HUM B MIOMCKAaX rocTuHoM. He mMoMHI0, OTBICKAIN
JU OHU ee, HO, TI0 KpaiiHel Mepe, KA bl HalreJ cebe yroJ.

Yro xe go Ilurepa, oH yBumeaca ¢ Berau ermie pas, mepep TeM,
Kak yiereTh. OH He mpubamiKaicsa K OKHY, a JIeTaJ MUMO TaK, UTO-
06! BeHau MorJia OTKPBITH OKHO U IO3BATh €0, ecJiu OBl 3aXO0TeJa.
Yro oHa m creJsaJja.

— Ilpomaii, Bengu, — ckasaj OH.
— 0O, 6oike, ThHI yJeTaellb?
— Ha.

— Tebe He kKakercs, [Iurep, — cKasaja oHa HeyBEePEHHO, —
4yTo Tebe CJe0BaJo GBI CKA3aTh MOUM DOJUTEJISM O UeM-TO OUeHb
MPUATHOM?
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“No.”

“About me, Peter?”

“No.”

Mrs. Darling came to the window, for at present she was keep-
ing a sharp eye on Wendy. She told Peter that she had adopted all
the boys, and would like to adopt him also.

“Would you send me to school?” he asked craftily.

“Yes.”

“And then to an office?”

“I suppose so.”

“Soon I would be a man?”

“Very soon.”

“I don’t want to go to school and learn useless things,” he told
her passionately. “I don’t want to be a man. O, if I was to wake up

and feel there was a beard!”

“Peter,” said Wendy the comforter, “I should love you in
a beard.”

Mrs. Darling held out her arms to him, but he pushed her
away.

“Keep back, lady, no one is going to catch me and make me
a man.”

“But where are you going to live?”
“With Tink in the house we built for Wendy. The fair-

ies will put it high up among the tree tops where they sleep at
nights.”
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— Her.

— 9ro Kacaercs meus, [Turep?

— Her.

Muccuc [lapauHr moAoIjia K OKHY, Teleph OHA He CIIycKaJa
rnas3 ¢ Beugu. Oua ckasana IluTepy, 4TO YCHIHOBUJIA BCEX MaJb-
YMKOB U C YIOBOJILCTBHEM YCHLIHOBMJIA ObI 1 €ro.

— U BBI OTIIpaBUTE MEHSA B IITKOJY? — XUTPO OCBEIOMUJICSA OH.

— Ha.

— A mortom Ha paboTy?

— Ilomnarato, ga.

— U a cKopo cTaHy MYXKUMHOMN?

— OueHb CKOpPO.

— §1 He X0Uy MATH B MIKOJY ¥ YUUTHCA TaM 0eCIIOJIe3HBLIM Be-
miaM, — OTBETHJI OH el ¢ KapoM. — W A He X04y CTaHOBUTLCS

B3pocabiM. O, BAPYT A OSHAMKIBI IIPOCHYCH ¢ Oopomoii!

— Ilurtep, — ckasajia yremureabuuiia Beagu. — 1 Oyay Jro-
O6uThb TebA 1 ¢ 6GOPOLOIA.

Muccuc HdapauHr nporanyaa K Ilutepy pyKu, HO OH ee OT-
TOJKHYJI.

— He nmoaxogute, jeam, HUKOMY He IIOMMATh MEHA U He cle-
JaTh B3POCJBIM.

— Ho rge TbI Oygenis s KUTH?
— MpbiI ¢ Tulk OyaeM JKUTh B JOMUKEe, KOTOPBIH ITOCTPOUIN AJIA

BeHL[I/I. Den IIOJHUMYT €ro BbBICOKO Ha BEPXYIIKHW OEPEBBEB, I'Je
OHMU CIIAT IIO HOYaM.
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“How lovely,” cried Wendy so feelingly that Mrs. Darling held
her tightly.

“I thought all the fairies were dead,” Mrs. Darling said.

H

“There are always a lot of young ones,” explained Wendy,
“because when a new baby laughs for the first time a new fairy
is born, and as there are always new babies there are always new
fairies.”

“I shall have such fun,” said Peter, with eye on Wendy.

“It will be rather lonely in the evening,” she said.
“I shall have Tink.”

“Tink won’t care about you,” she reminded him tartly.

“Tell-tale!” Tink called out from somewhere round the corner.
“It doesn’t matter,” Peter said.

“0 Peter, you know it matters.”

“Well, then, come with me.”

“May I, mummy?”

“Certainly not. I have got you home again, and I mean to keep

”»

you
“But he so needs a mother.”
“So do you, my love.”

“Oh, all right,” Peter said, as if he had asked her from polite-
ness only. But Mrs. Darling saw his lips trembling, and she made
this handsome offer: to let Wendy go to him for a week every year
to do his spring cleaning.

Peter flew away and took Mrs. Darling’s kiss with him. The
kiss that had been for no one else, Peter took quite easily. Funny.
But Mrs. Darling seemed satisfied.
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— Kak mumio! — Kpuxnaysnaa BeHau Tak ropsiduo, 94ToO MHUCCHUC
HapauHr cTajga gep:KaTh ee Kpemde.

— ¥ nymana, Bce heu ymepsu, — ckasaja muccuc lapausr.

— IloCcTOSIHHO IIOSBJSAETCSI MHOI'O HOBBIX, — O0BbsCHMJIA BeH-
O1, — IOTOMY UTO KOTIa HOBOPOKAEHHBIN pPe0OeHOK BIEPBbIE CMe-
eTcs, PoKAaeTcsa HoBasd Gesd, a TaK KaK JeTU IMTOCTOSIHHO POKIAIOT-
cdA, BCe BpPeMs MOABJSIOTCSA HOBBIE (eu.

— Kax xe mHe OyzeT Becesio, — ckasaJ Ilurep, morisaniBas
Ha Bengmn.
— Ho mo Beuepam TebGe OymeT oueHb OAUHOKO, — CKasaJja OHa.

— Co muoit 6ymer Tunk.

— TuHK He moszaboTuTcsa o Tebe, — HAIIOMHUJIA OHA eMy A3BU-
TeJIbHO.

— f6ena! — BeIKpuUKHYJa TUHK OTKyZa-TO 13-3a yIJja.
— 9To HeBayKHO, — cKasaj Ilurep.

— O, ITurep, THI 3HAEIIH, UTO BaXXHO.

— Hy, Torga jeTum co MHOIA.

— MosxHO, MamMouKa?

— Koneuno, HeT. Tl HaKOHEI[-TO JOMA, U A X0UYy, UTOOHI 3/IeCh
ThI ¥ OCTABAJIaCh.

— Ho emy Taxk Hy:xHa MaMa.
— Kax u Tebe, 11000Bb MOs.

— Hy u magHo, — ckasas Ilurep, 6yATO OH IIPOCUT €€ TOJBKO
U3 BEKJNBOCTH.

Ho muccuc HapauHr 3ameTnja, KaK y HeTo 3aJpOsKaJii I'y0bl,
U coejajia eMy Jo0e3Hoe IpeaosKeHne: OTIycKaTh BeHIu K HeMy
Ha HeAeJI0 KasKIbIH roj AJIs BeCeHHell YOOpKU.

IIuTtep yneren u yHec ¢ coboii momenyit muccuc apaunr. Ilo-
1esyii, KOTOPbIfi HUKOMY He maBaJics, IIuTep samonyumna 6Ges Tpy-
nma. CrpanHo. Ho muccuc JapauHr Kasajiach JOBOJIbHOM.
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Of course all the boys went to school. Before they had attend-
ed school a week they saw what fools they had been not to remain
on the island; but it was too late now. Soon they settled down to
being as ordinary as you or me. It is sad to have to say that the
power to fly little by little left them. In time they could not even
fly after their hats. Out of practice, they called it; but what it
really meant was that they no longer believed.

When Peter came for Wendy at the end of the first year, she
flew away with him in the dress she had sewed from leaves and
berries in the Neverland, and her one fear was that he might
notice how short it had become. But he never noticed, he had so
much to say about himself.

She had looked forward to thrilling talks with him about old
times, but new adventures had crowded the old ones from his
mind.

“Who is Captain Hook?” he asked with interest when she
spoke of his enemy.

b

“Don’t you remember,” she asked, amazed, “how you killed
him and saved all our lives?”

“I forget them after I kill them,” he replied carelessly.

When she expressed a doubtful hope that Tinker Bell would
be glad to see her he said, “Who is Tinker Bell?”

“0 Peter,” she said, shocked; but even when she explained he
could not remember.

“There are such a lot of them,” he said. “I expect she is no
more.”

I expect he was right, for fairies don’t live long, but they are
so little that a short time seems a good while to them.
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KoneuHo, Bce MaJIbUMKU IOULIN B IIKOJY. IIpoyuuBHIInch Tam
HeJleJIl0, OHU IOHSAJIN, KAKUMYU OBLIN IJTyNIIaMU, YTO HE OCTAJNCh
Ha OCTpOBe, HO OBLIO yiXe NIO3LHO. Bckope OHM YyrOMOHMJINCH U
CTaJli TAaKUMMU JKe OOBIKHOBEHHBIMM, KaK A WJU Bbl. ['pyCTHO, HO
HaJI0 CKa3aTh, YTO YMeHUe JIeTATh IIOCTEIIeHHO UX ITOKMHYJI0. A co
BPEMEHEM OHU Ja’Kke He MOTJIM YTHAThCA 3a cBouMU nuianamu. OT-
CyTCTBUE IPAaKTUKU — BOT KaK OHM 9TO Ha3bIBaJM; HO Ha CaMOM
JleJe OHU IIPOCTO IIePECTAaNN BEPUTh.

Korga Ilurep npuieren 3a BeHau B KOHIE IEPBOro roja, OHA
IoJjieTejia ¢ HUM B TOM ILIATbe, KOTOPOE CIIHNJIA U3 JIUCTHEB U ATO[
B HeOniBastoil cTpame, omacasiChb, YTO OH 3aMETHUT, KAK OHO KOPOT-
Ko. Ho ou me o6paTuy Ha 5TO HUKAKOr0O BHUMAHUS, €MY CJIUIIKOM
MHOTO HaZo GBLIIO paccKasaTh O cebe.

Ona c HeTepIIeHnueM K gaJjia 3aXBaThIBAalOIINX Pa3roBoOpoB O CTa-
PBIX BpeMeHaX, HO HOBBI€ IIPUKJIIOUEHHNA YK€ BBITECHMJIN UX M3
ero nmamMdaTu.

— Kto0 Takoit Kanutan Kpok? — CIOpoCHJI OH C MHTEPECcoOM,
Korga Bemjgu 3aroBopuiia Ipo ero Bpara.

— PasBe ThBI He IOMHUIIb, — YAUBJIEHHO CIIPOCHJIA OHA, — KaK
TBI YOUJI €T0 U CIIaC HaM JKU3HbD?

— § s3abpIBato 0 HUX cpasdy IIOcjie TOro, Kak ybmBaio, — OTBe-
THUJI OH 0e3Pas3IuYIHO.

Korpa ona BhIpasmia poOKyio Hamexay, uro Tunkep Bemn o6-
pasoBaiach OBl eif, OH CIIPOCHJI:
— Ko rakaa Tuukep Bemnn?

— Ax, ITutep! — orrreIoMIeHHO BOCKJIMKHYIa Benau, HO OH He
BCIOMHIJI, Ja)ke KOTJa OHA eMy O0BsACHUJIA.

— HWx Beawb Tak MHOTO, — CKasaJ oH. — J[ymalo, ee y:Ke HeT.

U a gymaio, oH OBLT IpaB, BeAb (her JKUBYT HEOOJr0, HO OHU
Takue MaJleHbKMe, YTO UX KOPOTKAas JKU3Hb KaXKeTCs UM OUYeHb
OJINHHOM.
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Wendy was pained too to find that the past year was but as
yesterday to Peter; it had seemed such a long year of waiting
to her. But he was exactly as fascinating as ever, and they had
a lovely spring cleaning in the little house on the tree tops.

Next year he did not come for her. She waited in a new dress
because the old one simply would not fit; but he never came.

Peter came next spring cleaning; and the strange thing was
that he never knew he had missed a year.

That was the last time the girl Wendy ever saw him. The years
came and went without bringing the careless boy. When they met
again Wendy was a married woman, and Peter was no more to her
than a little dust in the box in which she had kept her toys.

All the boys were grown up by this time; so it is not worth-
while saying anything more about them. You may see the twins
and Nibs and Curly going to an office, each carrying a little bag
and an umbrella. Michael is a train engineer. Slightly married
a lady of title, and so he became a lord. You see that judge in
a wig coming out at the iron door? That used to be Tootles. The
bearded man who doesn’t know any story to tell his children was
once John.

Wendy got married and had a daughter. She was called Jane,
and always had a very curious look, as if she wanted to ask ques-
tions. When she was old enough to ask them they were mostly
about Peter Pan. She loved to hear of Peter, and Wendy told her
all she could remember in the very nursery from which the flight
had taken place. It was Jane’s nursery now. Mrs. Darling was now
dead and forgotten.

There was no kennel in the nursery now, for Nana also had
passed away. She died of old age, and at the end she had been
rather difficult to get on with; being very firmly assured that no
one knew how to look after children except herself.
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Benau Taxske ObLIO 0OJBHO Y3HATH, YTO I'OJ IpOLIesa ajsa Ilu-
Tepa, KaKk OOUWH JeHb, el »Ke OH IIOKA3aJICSI OYeHb AOJII'MM W3-3a
TOrO, 4TO OHA KAaja. Ho OH OBLI TaK ke ouapoBaTeJieH, KaK BCer-
Ia, 1 BeCeHHAd yOOpKa B JOMMKE Ha BepXYIIKe JepeBa IIPOIILIa
YymecHO.

Ha caenmyromiuii rom oH 3a Hell He mpuJjeTes. Benau :kaajga ero
B HOBOM ILIATHE, TAK KAK BBIPOCJIA M3 CTAPOI'0, HO OH He IIOSBUJICH.

IIuTep mpuaeTes Ha CIAEAYIOIIYIO BECEHHIOK YOOPKY, U caMoe
CTPaHHOE, OH Jajke He 3aMEeTUJI, UTO IPOIYCTHJI LB IO,

9to ObLI mOCJIeTHUN pas, Korma BerHau Bumesia ero B IeTCTBE.
Ilau rompl, a 6e33a00THLII MAaJbUMIIKA He HOABJIAJCA. Korma
OHM CHOBAa BCTPETHJINCh, BeHau ysKe Obliaa 3amyskeMm, u Ilutep
CTaJI JJIsl Hee UeM-TO BPOo/ie IbLIN B KOPOOKe, I'le OHAa XPaHuJa CBOU
UTPYIIKHA.

Bce ManbuMKM K TOMY BPEMEHU TOYKe BBIPOCJHU, II09TOMY 6O0JIh-
IIIe HeT CMbICJAa O HMX TOBOPUTH. BBl MOKeTe BCTPEeTUTh Biusue-
moB, Ilepeimko u Kyapsaiia, uaymuMyu Ha CIy:KO0y ¢ UueMOoJaHuM-
KaMu 1 30HTamMu. MaKJ cTajg MantmHUCTOM. MaJIbIII »KeHnJICa Ha
JIeBYIIIKe 3HATHOTO POja, M Telephb OH JIOPA. BuamTe TOTO Cyabio
B MapuKe, KOTOPBI BRIXOAUT U3 ABEepPU, 00UTOI sKeye3om? PaumbIiie
ero 3BaJyiu BoiTyHoM. A GOpomATHIII MYy;KUNHA, KOTOPBIN He 3HAET
HU OJHOU CKas3KM, YTOOBI PacCKa3aTh CBOUM JETAM, KOTAAa-TO OBII
JsKoHOM.

Bengu BhILIa 3aMyK U pomuiia nouky. Ee masBasnu [keliH,
¥ Y Hee Bcerna ObLI OUeHb JII0003HaTeIbHBIH BUI, OYATO el He Tep-
mmeJioch 000 BCeM paccrpocuTh. Korga oHa IIOB3poc/iesia HAaCTOJb-
KO, UTOOBI 3a7aBaTh BOIPOCHI, TO B OCHOBHOM 3TO OBLIN BOIIPOCHI
o ITutepe IIane. OHa ¢ yAOBOJIBCTBUEM CJIyIIajia PACCKA3hbl O HEM,
u Bengu B TOHi caMoO¥l JEeTCKOM, OTKyJa OHU KOTJa-TO YJIETeJH,
paccKasbIBaJjia el Bce, UTO yIaBajJoCh BCIIOMHUTE. [leTcKas Tenepb
npuHagaexana [[yxeiin. Muccuc JlapauHr ymepJsa u ObLia Imosa-
ObITa.

Konypa B meTcKoii y:Ke He cTosIa, TaK Kak HoHa ToxKe yIiLia us
skusuu. OHa yMepJa OT CTapoCTHU, W B IIOCJEIHIE JHU C Hell OBbLIO0
TSIJKEJIO U3-3a ee TBepoil yOe:KIeHHOCTH B TOM, UTO HUKTO, KpOMe
Hee, He 3HAET, KaK 3a00TUTHCA O IETAX.
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Once a week Jane’s nurse had her evening off; and then it was
Wendy’s part to put Jane to bed.

“Ah, how time flies!” Wendy said.

“Does it fly,” asks the artful child, “the way you flew when
you were a little girl?”

“The way I flew? Do you know, Jane, I sometimes wonder
whether I ever did really fly.”

“Yes, you did.”
“The dear old days!”
“Why can’t you fly now, mother?”

“Because I am grown up, dear. When people grow up they for-
get the way.”

“Why do they forget the way?”

“Because they are no longer gay and innocent and heartless.
It is only the gay and innocent and heartless who can fly.”

And then one night came the tragedy. It was the spring, and
Wendy had told the story for the night, and Jane was now asleep
in her bed. Wendy was sewing on the floor, very close to the fire,
for there was no other light in the nursery. Soon she heard a crow.
Then the window blew open, and Peter dropped in on the floor.

“Hello, Wendy,” he said, not noticing any difference, for he
was thinking only of himself.

“Hello, Peter,” she replied, squeezing herself as small as pos-
sible.

“Where is John?” he asked, suddenly missing the third bed.

“John is not here now,” she answered.

“Is Michael asleep?” he asked, with a careless look at Jane.
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Pas B Hemeso y HaHu [[:xeliH ObLI BRIXOAHOM, ¥ HACTyIaja oue-
penb Bennu yrimanweiBaTh oxeiin.

— Kaxk e setut Bpemsal — ckasaja Beugn.

— OHO JileTaeT, — CIPOCHUJIO XUTPOE AUTI, — KaK Thl, KOrja
ObljIa MaJIeHbKasa?

— Kak a? 3naemb, [IkeiiH, MHOTAA I COMHEBAIOCh, JieTaja Ju
s Ha CaMOM JeJie.

— Ha, neraua.
— Kakx e Torga 6bLI0 4yecHO!
— A mouemy THI ceifuac He JeTaelllb, MaMa?

- HOTOMy 4TO d BBIPOCJIa, Joporasd. BSDOCJIBIE 33_6I>IBaIOT, KaK
9TO OeJiaeTcsd.

— Ho mouemy oHU 3a0BbIBAIOT?

— IToToMy YTO OHU IIepecTaioT OBITHL BECEJBIMHU, TPOCTOMYIII-
HBIMU U 6eccepAeuHbIMU. A TOJTBLKO Becesble, IPOCTOAYIITHbBIE 1 Oec-
cepJeyHbIe YMEIOT JIeTaTh.

A moToM omHAaXKABI HOUBIO IPOM30IILJIa Tpareand. Bbblia BecHa,
Benau y:xe pacckasajia Jouepu CKas3Ky Ha HOUb, 1 J[JKeiiH ciaja B
cBoeil KpoBaTKe. BeHau Immja Ha MOJIy, OYeHb OJM3KO K KaMUHY,
Tak KaK B IETCKOU He OLLIO APYroro cBeTa. BApyr oHa ycJbImiaia
KyKapexkaHbe. IIoToM pacmaxHyJIOCh OKHO, M Ha IIOJ OIIyCTUJICS
ITurep.

- HpI/IBeT, BeH,III/I, — CKas3aJl OH, He 3aMevdyasd HUKaK1uX nu3mMe-
HeHUM, IIOTOMY 4YTO AyMaJ TOJIBKO O cebe.

— Ilpuser, IIutep, — ckasana Bennu, che:KuBasich, YTOOBI Ka-
3aThbCs KaK MOJYKXHO MEHBIIIE.

— A rge H:xou? — cupocuia Ilutep, 3aMeTUB, YTO He XBaTaeT
TpeTheil KpoBaTU.

— Jl»xoHa 3mech HeT, — OoTBeTuUJa BeHmu.
— Maiika cout? — crapocua IluTep, 6e3pasinyHo TNIAHYB Ha
JKeiiH.
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“That is not Michael,” she said quickly.

Peter looked. “Is it a new one?”

“Yes. ”»
“Boy or girl?”
“Girl.”

Now surely he would understand; but not a bit of it.

“Peter,” she said, hesitating, “are you expecting me to fly
away with you?”

“Of course.” He added a little strictly, “Have you forgotten
that this is spring cleaning time?”

She knew it was useless to say that he had missed many spring
cleanings.

“I can’t,” she said apologetically, “I have forgotten how to
fly.”

“I’ll teach you again.”
“O Peter, don’t waste the fairy dust on me.”

She had risen; and now a fear came upon him. “What is it?”
he cried.

“I will turn up the light,” she said, “and then you can see for
yourself.”

For almost the only time in his life Peter was afraid. “Don’t
turn up the light,” he cried.

She let her hands play in the hair of the tragic boy. She was
not a little girl heart-broken about him; she was a grown woman
smiling at it all, but they were wet-eyed smiles.
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— 9r1o He Maiikja, — OBICTPO CKasaja OHa.

ITuTep mpucMmoTpescs:
— Yro0, HOBBIH peOeHOK?

— Ha.
— Majapuuk uiau aesouxa’?
— IleBouKa.

Temeph y»K TOYHO OH JOJIKEH OBLI AoragaThCcsd, HO He TYT-TO
OBLIO.

— Ilutep, — cKasaja OHa, 3alIHYBIINCH, — ThI XOUEIlb, YTOOBI
A 1moJeTesia ¢ To0oi?

— Koneuno, — m mpubaBujJ HEMHOIO CypoBO: — ThI 3a0bLia,
4TO ceiluac BpeMs BeCeHHell yOOpKu?

OHa moHMMAaJa, 4To 0ecIIoJe3HO TOBOPUTH €My O TOM, CKOJbKO
BeCEHHUX YOOPOK OH IPOIYCTHI.

— §1 He mory, — ckasayia oHa cKoHGYKeHHO. — JI pasyumiach
JIeTaTh.

— § mayuy Tebsa cHOBA.
— Ax, IIurep, He TpaTh Ha MEHS CBOIO BOJIIIIEOHYIO MBLIBITY.

TyT oHa mogHsJach, u IluTepa oxBaTUJI cTpax.
— Y0 5T0? — KPUKHYJ OH.

— § saxxry cBer, — ckasaja oHa. — U Torma TbI caM yBH-
IUIIb.

ITosxanyii, BuepBble B sxkus3HU I[luTep ucnyrascs.
— He sasxuraii! — 3akpuuai oH.

Ona moryagujia MO BOJOCAM HECUYACTHOrO Majbuuinky. Oma
ObLIa ysKe He MaJIeHbKOM JIeBOUYKOI, KOTOPOM OH pas0uJ cepiile,
a B3POCJION JKEeHIIUHOMN, U OHAa yJIbIOHYJIach eMy, HO TO GbLIa yJIBIO-
Ka CKBO3b CJIe3HI.
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Then she turned up the light, and Peter saw. He gave a cry of
pain and drew back sharply.

“What is it?” he cried again.
She had to tell him.

“I am old, Peter. I am so much more than twenty. I grew up
long ago.”

“You promised not to!”

“I couldn’t help it. I am a married woman, Peter.”
“No, you’re not.”

“Yes, and the little girl in the bed is my baby.”
“No, she’s not.”

He sat down on the floor and cried. Wendy did not know how
to comfort him, though she could have done it so easily once. She
ran out of the room to try to think.

Peter continued to cry, and soon his sobs woke Jane. She sat
up in bed, and was interested at once.

“Boy,” she said, “why are you crying?”

Peter rose and bowed to her, and she bowed to him from the
bed.

“Hello,” he said.

“Hello,” said Jane.

“My name is Peter Pan,” he told her.
“Yes, I know.”

“I came back for my mother,” he explained, “to take her to
the Neverland.”

“Yes, I know,” Jane said, “I have been waiting for you.”

When Wendy returned she found Peter sitting on the bed
crowing, while happy Jane was flying round the room.
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3aTeM OHa 3asKIya cBeT, u IluTep yBugena. OH BCKPUKHYJI, KaK
OyATO OT 00JIM, ¥ PE3KO OTCKOYMJ HA3al.

— YT0 5T0? — CHOBA KPUKHY.J OH.
Eit nmpuniock pacckasaTh.

— § Beipocia, IIutep. MHue y:ke 3a gBamamaTh. I maBHO cTajga
B3POCJIOM.

— Ho TbI oGeriaia He B3pOCJIeTh!

— § mnuero He cmorya nogeaaTthb. S samy:kem, Ilurep.
— Her, Henpasaa.

— IlpaBma, a m1eBOYKa B KPOBATH — MOS JOYKA.

— Her!

OH ceJs Ha TOJI U 3alljlakajl. BeHau He 3HaJa, KaK ero yCIIOKO-
UTh, XOTA KOT/Ia-TO eil TaK JIeTKo 9To yaasajock. OHa BbIOe:Kaia 13
KOMHATBI, IBITAsICh COOPATHCS C MBICISMIA.

ITuTep IpPOMOIIKAI MIAKATH, M BCKOPE €ro BCXJIUIIBI pas3oyuian
Ioxeiin. OHa cejla B KPOBATU U CPasdy MOMHTEPECOBAIACH:

— Mausibunk, — cKasaJjia OHa, — II0YeMYy ThI ILIaUYellhb?

ITutep BecTanm U MOKJIOHUIICA €if, M OHA IOKJIOHUJIACH €My B OT-
BeT M3 KPOBaTH.

— IlpuBer, — cKasaJ OH.

— IlpuBer, — ckasana [[)KeiiH.

— Memna zoByrT Ilurep IIsH, — coo6mIMI OH €.

— MHa, a 3Haro.

— 1 BepHyJica 3a cBoell MaMOil, — OO0'BSCHUJ OH, — UTOOBI 3a-

opaTh ee B HeOnIiBasTyio cTpany.
— IMa, a 3Hato, — ckKasaja J[JKeiiH, — A Teba Kaaja.

Korga Bennu BepHyJIach, TO yBuzeia, uTo Ilutep cugur Ha Kpo-
BaTKe U KyKapeKaer, a cuactjauBas [[JKeiH JeTaeT 110 KOMHAaTe.
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When Wendy Grew Up

“She is my mother,” Peter explained.
“He does so need a mother,” Jane said.

“Yes, I know.” Wendy admitted rather sadly; “no one knows
it so well as 1.”

“Good-bye,” said Peter to Wendy; and he rose in the air, and
the shameless Jane rose with him.

Wendy rushed to the window.
“No, no,” she cried.

“It is just for spring cleaning time,” Jane said, “he wants me
always to do his spring cleaning.”

“If only I could go with you,” Wendy sighed.

“You see you can’t fly,” said Jane.

Of course in the end Wendy let them fly away together. We
see her standing at the window, watching them flying in the sky
until they were as small as stars.

Jane is now a grown-up, with a daughter called Margaret. And
every spring, except when he forgets, Peter comes for Margaret
and takes her to the Neverland, where she tells him stories about
himself, to which he listens passionately. When Margaret grows
up she will have a daughter, who is to be Peter’s mother in turn.
And thus it will go on, so long as children are gay and innocent
and heartless.

THE END



Korga Bengn Beipocna

— Ona moa mama, — o0BbacHUJI ITutep.
— Emy Tak HysKkHa MamMa, — cKazaja [[JKeiiH.
— Ha, a sHaro, — mpusdHajia BeHIW ¢ IpycTbio, — HUKTO He

3HaeT 9TOr0 JIy4dIlle MeHdA.

— Ilpomiaii, — ckasan Ilutep Beumau u momusajca B BO3AYX,
a Oeccrriokas I[PKeliH B3JeTesa 3a HUM.

Benau 6pocuiach K OKHY.
— Her, mer, — 3aKpuuajia oHa.

— TosabKO Ha BpeMsdA BeceHHel yOopKu, — ckasaJya [[:keiin. —
OH x0ueT, UTOOBI s BCETa Jejiajia eMy BECEeHHIOI YOOPKY.

— Ecau 6bI TOIBKO A MOTJIA IIOJIETETh ¢ TOOOI, — B3AOXHYJIA
Beugu.

— Ho TBI 'XKe He yMeelIb JeTaThb, — cKazaja [[»KeiiH.

Pasymeercs, B KoHIle KOHIIOB, BeHI1 paspeminia UM yJIeTeTh.
Mzl BuUAuM ee y OKHa, OHa HAOJIIOOAeT, KaKk OHM HMCUe3aloT B Hede,
IOKAa He CTAHOBATCA MAaJIeHbKNMU, CJIOBHO 3Be3[bI.

JxeliH BBIpOCJTA, V Hee MOSBUJACH JOYKa Mo mMeHH Mapra-
per. 1 Kaskayoo BecHy, KpOMe TeX, KOrJa OH IIPO STO 3a0bIBaerT,
ITurep mpuieraer 3a Mapraper, uToObl 3a0paTh ee B HeObIBamyio
CTpaHy, I'ie OHA PACCKA3bIBAET eMy CKa3KHU IIPO HEero caMoro, U OH
C JKamHOCTBIO ux cayiinaetr. Korga MaprapeT BeIpacTeT, y Hee TOXKe
HOABUTCA JOUYKAa, KOTOPas B CBOIO ouepenb crameT mamoii Ilurepa.
W rak OyzeT mIpomoIiKaThCA M MPOAOJIMKATHCA, IIOKA AeTH BeceJbl,
IIPOCTOAYIIHLI 1 OeccepIedHsl.

KOHEIT



Activities

4
Masbl 1-3
1. 3amosHuUTE MPOIYCKN APTUKIAMM, IIe 9TO HEOOXO0IMMO.

1) “If only I had pretended to like medicine,” was what
Nana’s wet eyes said.

2) One day when she was two years old, she picked flower
and ran with it to her mother.

3) Michael, for he was very small, had flamingo with
lagoons flying over it. John lived in boat turned
upside down on ____ sands, Michael in _ wigwam, Wendy
in house of leaves sewn together.

4) On John’s football days she never forgot his sweater,
and she usually carried _ umbrella in her mouth in case
of rain.

5) She was in a jug for moment, and liking it very much;
she had never been in jug before.

2.

IlosicuuTe 3HAYEHME BBIIEJIEHHBIX CJIOB.

1) She knew of no Peter, and yet he was in John and Michael’s
minds, while Wendy’s was covered all over with him.

2) Mrs. Darling loved to have everything just so, and Mr. Dar-
ling had a passion for being exactly like his neighbours.

3) She explained in a matter-of-fact way that Peter sometimes
came to the nursery in the night and sat on the foot of her
bed and played on his pipes to her.

4) Michael came from his bath to ask to be born also, but John
said brutally that they did not want any more.

5) “Leave it alone, and it will go away.”

6) Mrs. Darling first heard of Peter when she was tidying up
her children’s minds.
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YnpaxHeHusi

3. Haix’mn’re 9KBUBAJIEHTHI K aHTJIMMCKMM CJ0OBAM M CJIOBOCOUYETA-

HUAM.

00HIMATH KOT'0-JI.
IJISCaTh OT PaJgOCTU
CTOJIKHYTBCS C KeM-JI.
YCBHIITAHHBIA 3Be34aMU
3eBHYThH

BeUyepHee IIJIaThe
IPOTJIOTUTH TOPAOCTD
IJIOTHO 3aKPBITHIM
BEJKJINBO

3acChIlIaTh BOIIPOCAMU
HaCMEeILJINBO BOCKJIUKHYTh
BU3XKATh OT SPOCTHU
OPUATHO YAUBUTHCA

JIOMAaTh I'OJIOBY HaJ 4YeM-JI.

O6pa3gyiiTe cylIeCTBUTEIBHBIE.

appear —

dark —

satisfy —

breathe —

draw —

weak —

to swallow pride
peppered with stars
evening-gown

give a yawn

put arms round smb
exclaim with sarcasm
to run into smb

to dance with joy

be pleasantly surprised
securely closed

to pour out questions
to puzzle over smth
politely

to scream with fury

begin —

excite —

strange —

feel —

invite —

5. Ilepeckaskure (pparMeHT 2-i TJIaBBI OT JIUIA JIOOOTO TepPO.
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Activities

maBbl 4-6

1. SanumuTe NpeaIOKEeHNT B BOIPOCUTEIHHOMH U OTPUIIATEIHHOM
¢opme.

1) John thought it was their second sea and their third
night.

2) Tink agreed to travel by hat if it was carried in the hand.

3) The pirates disappeared among the trees, and their Captain
and Smee were alone.

4) “Peter wants you to shoot the Wendy.”

5) In a moment they were as busy as tailors the night before
a wedding.

2. 3amoJHUTEe NPOIYCKHU IPeIIOraMu.

1) He removed the hat John’s head, knocked out the bot-
tom, and put the hat __ the roof.

2) Peter kept watch outside  his sword, for the pirates
could be heard feasting far away.

3) There were six the boys  the island ___ this time,
counting the twins as two.

4) He sat down __ a large mushroom, and now there was
a tremble his voice.

5) John carried it, though she had hoped to be carried Pe-
ter.

3. Hanumure TpaHCKPUNIUIO cJOB. Beryunre ux.

swallow pleasure disgusting
joyful suitable concern
careless beneath weird
make-believe sweeten frightened
melancholy behavior noiselessly
prevent brute disturb
mermaid interrupt
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YnpaxHeHusi

4. Hanumure ¢opMBI IJ1aroios.

tell
keep

stand
fall
bring

move

rise

hear

sleep
hold

5. Brpi0epure 11000r0 reposi U ONMUIIUTE €ro.

masbl 7-9

1. CoeamHuTe YacTH MpEIJI0KEeHMIA.

1) Of course the only boy
who replied to every
question was Slightly...

2) He had a humour at mo-
ments...

3) The Never bird saw at
once what he was up
to...

4) His iron claw made a cir-
cle of dead water round
him...

5) As they sat thus some-
thing touched Peter as
light as a kiss...

6) Her face shone...

a) from which they disap-
peared like frightened
fishes.

b) as if saying “Can I be of
any use?”

¢) when she exclaimed this.

d) and they thought this
was one of the moments.

e) but his answers were per-
fectly absurd.

f) and screamed her admi-
ration of him.

269
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2. CocraBbTe BOIPOCHI, HAYNHAS CO CIIOB B CKOOKaX.

1) The stick was still there, and on it Starkey had hung his
hat. (Who?)

2) Already he had tied the tail round her, but she refused to
go without him. (What?)

3) As they lay side by side a mermaid caught Wendy by the
feet, and began pulling her softly into the water. (When?)

4) By this time they were on the rock, and suddenly Hook re-
membered Tiger Lily. (Where?)

5) If the children tried to join, mermaids immediately disap-
peared. (yes/no question)

3. 3amoaHNTE TAOJUIYy B COOTBETCTBHU C NPAaBUJIAMU UYTEHUS
OoKOHYaHUA -ed.

[t] [d] [1d]
insisted exclaimed laughed treated
seemed cooked decided tried
placed watched talked fitted
looked cried imitated

4. Hanumure wunMeHa CylleCTBUTEJbHBIE BO MHOKECTBEHHOM
qucJjae.

leaf — surprise —
story — baby —
life — foot —

5. Ilepeckaskure coObITHA 8-i TIIABBI OT JIUILA:

1) Benau.
2) INurepa Iloua.
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YnpaxHeHusi

maebl 10-12

1. OopagsyiiTe mpuaaraTejJbHbIE.
silence — puzzle —
love — faith —
alarm — fright —
beast — cheer —
excitement — care —
lord — respect —
imagination — doubt —

2. Haijigure B TeKcTe aHIVINIICKHE YKBUBAJEHTHI CJIOB U CIOBOCO-
quaHHﬁ, BBIINMUIIIUTE UX.

0e3’KaJIOCTHBIH 3aKPBIBATH VI PyKaMu
MepTBas TUIIUHA MaTepUuHCKas JI000Bb
OTIIPBICK 3amIphIraTh OT PAOCTHU
KaMeHHaa Gurypa OTJTYIIIATOTITU I
PeNTuTeIbHO HATTPABUTHCA JKeCTKOe IPaBUJIO
TepIeTh YHUKEHUS IPUBBIYHAA KapTUHA
COIIPOBOJKAATH CUJIBLHO IIEPEKUBATDH
HeTUCaHbIN 3aKOH HeJIOBKAaA maysa

0e3 IPOUCIIIeCTBUH 3aMepeThb

3. CocraBbTe BOIIPOCHI, HA KOTOPbI€ JaHHbIE IIPEeIJIOKEeHUA ﬁleyT
OoTBeTaMH.

1) Twice Smee beat upon the tom-tom, and then stopped to lis-
ten gladly.

2) It was Pan he wanted, and Wendy and their band, but chief-
ly Pan.

3) While she sewed the boys played around her.
4) The meal happened to be a make-believe tea.
5) They sang and danced in their night-gowns.
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Activities

4. Hajimure B TeKCTe M BBHINUIINTE CIOBA C JAHHBIMHU 3BYKaMH
(5—6 ciaos).

[n]

[e1]

[A]

(2]

5. BriOepure a100yr0 yacth Texkcra (10—15 npensoskennii) u mepe-
BeINTE HA PYCCKMM A3BIK.

nasbl 13-15

1. Bei6epuTe U MOgUEPKHUTE TJIAr0J B MPaBMIbHOMN (hopMme.

1) However much he may degenerated/have degenerated/to be
degenerated, he still know/knew/has known that this is all
that really matters.

2) When last we see/saw/have seen him he was stealing/stole/
has stolen across the island with one finger to his lips and
his dagger at the ready.

3) No time for words now, and with her lightning movements
Tink get/got/has got between his lips and the medicine, and
bottom/bottomed/has bottomed it.

4) Slightly kEnow/knew/has known at once that Hook discover-
ing/discovered/had discovered his secret, which was this,
that no boy so fat could use a tree.

5) To the boys there was/were/is some attraction in the pi-
rates; but all that she see/saw/has seen was that the ship
was not tidied/has not been tidied/had not been tidied for
years.
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YnpaxHeHusi

2. Ybu ato caosa? Haiimure B TeKcTe NPeAJIOMKEHUA U NlepeBeIUTe
MX Ha PYCCKUH A3BIK.

1) “There’s none who can save you now, missy.”

2) “I’ll bring out that doodle-doo myself.”

3) “I’m a little bird that has broken out of the egg.”
4) “Shall we still be respectful subjects of the King?”

5) “I feel that I have a message to you from your real mothers,
and it is this: ‘We hope our sons will die like true English
gentlemen.’”

3. Hanmumure TpaHCKPUNLUIO CI0B. Beryuure ux.

mutiny rattle anchor
mysterious applaud behave
crawl syrup scornfully
dagger plank addressing
immediately disturb infuriated
reducing watchful tottered
spectator captive passage
equal dragged catastrophe
annoy

4. Hanumure CcTeneHu CpaBHEHHUA NMpuJjaaraTejJdbHbIX.

happy
fast

bad

poor

cheerful

5. Ilepeckasxure 14-10 raasy.
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Activities

masbl 16-17

1. Haiigure B TexkcTe npeajaoxeHnda C JaHHbIMU CJIOBAMHA U CJI0OBO-
COUYeTaHMUAMM. HepeBelmTe IIpeajJoKeHnusaI Ha pyccxnﬁ A3BIK.

keeping a sharp eye get away by the door
break the joyous news more gently lion’s courage

do things by halves serve them right

the heart of the public was touched on the go

out of practice a lady of title

gave a cry of pain behaving unworthily
make a better impression sailors before the mast

among the tree tops

2. Hanummnre MPOTUBOIOJIOKHbIE 10 3HAYEHHUIO CJIOBA.

silly — small —
closed — difficult —
old — always —

3. 3amoJHHUTE MPOIYCKH NMPABUJIbHON (opMoOii riaaroJa.

1) She (to know) it was useless to say that he
(to miss) many spring cleanings.

2) We (to write) it so, because it (to be planned)
by children before we (to leave) the ship.

3) Now I understand what (to puzzle) me until this time,
why when Peter (to destroy) the pirates he did not
return to the island and ask Tink to fly with the children to
the mainland.

4) As for Peter, he (to see) Wendy once again before
he (to fly) away.

5) When Peter (to come) for Wendy at the end of the
first year, she (to fly) away with him in the dress
she (to sew) from leaves and berries in the Never-
land, and her one fear (to be) that he might notice
how short it (to become).

4. CocraBbTe IaH 17-it raaBel. IlepeckaskuTe TEKCT, MCIOIb3Y S
mJiaH.



English-Russian Vocabulary

Crucox

NPUHATHIX 0003HAYEHUN U COKPAIIeHUN

adj adjective — mpumiarareiabHoe
adv adverb — mapeune
conj conjunction — coio3
exclamation MesKoMeTHe
n noun — CyII[eCTBUTEIbHOE
num numeral — uncauTEeIBHOE
prep preposition — mpegsor
pron pronoun — MeCTOMMeHUe
v verb — ruaron
Aa add v npubaBaaTh, [O6ABIATE

abandon [3'b&ndan] v ocraButs,
NIOKUHYThH, 3a6POCUTH

aboard [3'b>:d] adv Ha GopTy

about [3'baut] : be ~ 6wITH TOTO-
BBIM, COGHPATHCA

above [3'bAV] prep mag adv Beie,
HaBepxXy

absence ['&bsns] n orcyrcrsue

accept [ok'sept] v npurmmars,
CMUDATHLCA

accompany [3'kampani] v compo-
BOXKJATDH

account [3'kaunt] v cunraTs

acorn ['e1ikd:n] n xenyne

across [3'krps] adv ma Ty cropo-
HY prep CKBO3b, Uepes

act n mocTymox

actor n axrep, HelcTByIOIIee

JIAILO

admire [ad'mars] v

1aThCA

BOCXHU-

admiration [,2@dmi'reifn] n Boc-
XUIeHne

adopt [3'dbpt] v ycriHOBAATE

admit [od'mit]
IPU3HABATH

U JOIyCKATh,

advance! [ad'vains] v npozsu-
raTbCs BIepe., IPUOIMKATHC

advance? nn : in ~ 3apanee

advantage [od'va:ntid3] n mpe-
UMYIIIECTBO, BbIT'OJa

adventure [ad'ventfa] n mpwm-
KJIIOUeHLe

after all Bcé xe, B KOHIle KOH-
1I0B, Belb

age n BO3pacT

ago adv Tomy Hasang; long ~
JaBHO
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English—-Russian Vocabulary

agree [2'grii] v corsamarsca
agreement n corsacue

ahoy [3'ho1] exclamation ma ma-
ay6e! Ha Kopabure! (okauK)

air [e3] n Bosgyx

alarm [3'laim] v BerpeBoORUTE

alas [3'les] exclamation yBel

alive [3'la1v] adj musoii

ally ['aela1] n corozuuk

alongside [3,lbn'said] adv Bmoas
prep pagom

amaze [9'meiz] v usymMIATH, HO-
paskaThb

amazement n usymaeHUe, yIUB-
JIeHue

anchor ['&nka] n axops

angelically [®n'd3elikli] adv an-
reJbCKH, KaK aHTel

anger ['®ng3] v cepaurs; n 3J0-
6a, THEB

angry ['aengri] adj cepaursrii;
BO3MYIIeHHBIHI

animal ['&enimal] n xwusoe cy-
II1eCTBO

ankle ['®&nkl] n moxprrKa

annoy [3'n>1] v pasapaxaTs, cep-
IUTHb, JOCAXKIATh

anxiety [®n'zaisti] n Tpesora

anxious ['a&nfas] adj 6ecnorosa-
muiics, BCTPEBOKEHHBIN, Tpe-
BOYKHBIN

apart [3'pa:t] adv mo ormenn-
HOCTH

apartment [3'pa:tmant] n kBap-
THPA

apiece [3'pi:s] adv momryuno, Ha
KayK[0r0

276

apologetically [ pbla‘dzetikli]
adv oIpaBIbIBAACH, IPUMUPH-
TEJIBHO

appear [2'pI3] v moaBIATECA

appearance [3'p1arans] n mosas-
JIeHHUe; BHEITHOCTD

approach [a'provtf] v mpubau-
KATHCS

arch [a:{] v crubarbca

argue ['a:gju:] v cnopurs, y6ex-
1aTh

arise [3'raiz] v (arose, arisen)
BO3HUKATE, HOABIATLCS

arm n pyka; put one’s arms
round smb oO6HMMATH KOTI'O-JI.;
~S OPYsKHe; U BOOPYKATbCS

armchair ['a:mtfea] n kpecio

arrange [9'reind3] v BeicTpam-
BaThb

arrangement n (0061410 80 MH. U.)
MIPUTOTOBJIEHUA

as for conj uro Kacaercs, 4TO 70

ashamed [o'feimd] adj npu-
CTBIXKeHHBIIT; be ~ of CTHIAUTD-
cd 3a

ashore [3'[>:] adv x Gepery, na
Geper

asleep [3'slizp] adj cuamuii; be ~
cnatb; fall ~ sacuyTs; be fast ~
KDPemKo CIaTh

ass [@s] n ocex; mypak, riymer

assure [9'[21] v 3aBepaTs, y6ex-
IaTh

astonishing [a'stbnif1n] adj ome-
JIOMUTEJIbHBIT

attack [9'tek] v arakoBarh, Ha-
nafaTh; 1 aTaka



AHrno—pycckuin crnoeapb

attempt [2'tempt] v moxymars-
cd; N TOMBITKA

attend [o'tend] v mocemars;
~ school xoauTh B MIKOIY

avenger [3'vend3a] n mcTurens
avoid [3'vo1d] v usberars
awe [2!] n Tpener, Giarorosenue

awkward ['>:kwad] adj mexos-
Kui

axe [aeks] n Tonmop

aye [aI] exclamation ma! ectn!
caymarck! ay = aye

Bb

back [baek] adv Bazazn; n cuura
backyard n saguuit 1BOP
bag n memok, cymMKa, ueMomaH
baldness ['bo:ldnas] n apicuna
band n Kxomanzga, 6anga
bandage ['baendid3] n nosaska

bandit ['baendit] n 6amzur, ro-
JIOBODE3

barrel ['beerl] n 6ouka

basket ['ba:skit] n kopsuna; ~ful
II0JTHAS KOP3UHAa

bath [ba:0] n Bauna
bathe [be1d] v kynars, MBITE

battle ['baetl] n 6uTrBa; lust of ~
KAk OMTBBI

beard [b1ad] n Gopozna

beast [biist] n 3Beps, :KUBOTHOE,
YyIOBUIIIE

beastly ['bi:stli] adj nporusnbii

beat v (beat, beaten) 6urn(ca),
KOJIOTUTH, BOUBATH

bed n xpoBaTs; ~room, ~-chamber
CIIAJIbH; ~time BpeMs JIOKUTE-
cd CIIATh

bedding n mocTesnn, mocTeabHBIE
MIPUHALIEKHOCTH

beg v ymoasTh; ~ pardon mpo-
CHUTB IIPOIEeHUA

beggarly [begali] adv ¢ mons6oit,
YMOJISIONIE

begin [b1'gin] v (began, begun)
HauYMHATH

beginning n Hauyago0; TPOUCXOMK-
neHue

behave [br'heiv] v Bectu cebs,
IIOCTYyIIaThb

behaviour [b1i'heivjs] n mosege-
HUeEe, XOpoIlnne MaHePhbI

believe [bi1'lizv] v Bepurs, nxy-
MaThb, moJjararb, ~ in smth Be-
PUTH B CylIlecTBOBaHUE (Uero-ii.)

belong [b1'lbn] v npunagIexars

beloved [b1'lavid] adj mo6umebrii

belt n mosic, pemens

beneath [b1'nii0]
prep 1op

bend v (bent) crubars

adv BHUBY;

berry ['beri] n aroma
beside [b1'said] prep psmom c

besides [bi'saidz] prep xpome
Toro, 0ojee TOro

beyond [bi'jond] adv Bre, 3a mpe-
neaaMu

birth [b3:0] n pomxzaenune, nosas-
JICHUE Ha CBeT

bite v (bit, bitten) kycarp; s13BUTH
bitter ['b1ta] adj roppruii
bitterly adv ropnko, ¢ ropeubio
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blame n BuHa; U 06BUHATH, yIIPeE-
KaTh

blanket ['blaenkit] n omesano

blink [blink] v murars, mopraTs

blow [blau] v (blew, blown) nyTs;
n ymap

board [b>:d] v nogrUMaTBCA Ha
60pT (KopabJis)

boast [baust] v xBacraTs(csa)

boaster n xBacTyu

boat [baut] n mogka, xopabisb,
CYZHO

body ['bbdi] n Teno

boil [b>1l] v Kuners, BapuTs

bold [bauld] adj xpa6psrii, geps-
KW; BBIAEJEHHBIN (PKUPHBIM)
mpudTom

boldly adv mepsko

bone [baun] n kocTs

bosun ['bsusn] n 6onman

both [bauB] pron o6a, oGe; u...
H..., KaK..., TaKk U

bottom ['bbtm] n guo; v TuTH KO
IHA

bow [bau] n moxmon; ayx (opy-
Jcue); U KIaHATbCS

bowl [baul] n mucka
braid [breid] n Tecbma
branch [bra:nt] n sBeTra

brave [breiv] adj cmensrii, xpa6-
poIii; n xpabpeir

bravely adv xpa6po

break [breik] v (broke, broken)
JoMAaTh, paspyllaTh, pPBaTh;
~ the news coob1aTs HOBOCTH;
~ down pacmiakarses; ~ through
BPBIBATHCSA
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breast [brest] n rpyas
breath [bre0] n grixanue, B3gox

breathe [bri:d] v gprmars, BIBI-
XaTb, BBIABIXATh

breadwinner ['bred wina] n xop-
MUJIeI]

brimstone ['brimstan] n cepa

brushwood ['brafwud] n sapoc-
JIN, KyCTapHUK

brute [bru:t] n ;xusoTHOE, 3Bepn
bucket ['bakIt] n Bexpo

build [b1ld] v (built) coopysxars,
CTPOUTH

bully ['buli] n ronosopes
bulwark ['bulwak] n ¢pansmbGopr

burn [b3:n] v (burnt) ropers,
JKeUb

burst [b3:st] v B3peIBaTHCS; ~ into
tears pacIIakaTbcs

busy ['b1zi] adj sanaroii

butt v Gomarbcsi, ymapaTb roJo-
BOU

button ['bAtn] n nyrosuna

Ce

cab n Takcu, Kebd

cabin ['kabin] n kamora; ~ boy
IOHTA

call [ko:l] v masbIBaTh; KpUUATH,
3BaTh; ~ out BBIKPUKUBATH;
~ again 3ax0auTh, HaBEIIaTh;
~ smb names 063LIBATL KOT'O-JI.

calm [kaim] adj cnoxoiiubiii,
MUPHBITA

calmly adv cnoxkoiino, xJamHO-
KPOBHO, HEBO3MYTHUMO
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cane n TPOCTHUK; sugar-cane ca-
XapHBIN TPOCTHUK

capital ['kaep1tl] adj ocnosarenn-
HBIT

captive ['kaptiv] n nnennuxk,
ILJIeHHBIN

capture ['kaeptfa] v 6pars B mwIEH
card [ka:d] n (urpansuas) Kapra

care [keda] n zabora; take ~ of mpu-
CMATPUBATh; U BOJHOBATBHCS;
~ about 3a6oTuThcst 0 (KOM-JI.)

careful ['keafl] adj ocToposxumrii,
BHUMATEJIbHBIN, TIIATEIbHBIHA

careless ['kealas] adj mebpesx-
HBIN, 0€33a00THBIN, 6€CIIeUHbBIH

carpet ['ka:p1t] v yerunars, mo-
KpPBIBATH

carry ['keeri] v mectu, mepeso-
3uTh; ~ off moxwumare

carriage ['kaerid3] n Hocuiku
case n ciaydai

catch [kat] v (caught) noiimars,
CXBaTUTb, JIOBUTh; ~ sight of
3aMeTUTh, IOMacThCA Ha IJiasa;
n mexoJaga

cause [kd:z] v cayxure npuun-
HOM, BBEIZBATDH

caution ['kd:fn] n ocropoxuOCTEL

cave 1 Ielepa

certain ['s3:tn] adj ysepennsiii,
onpe e IEHHBIT

certainly adv Touno, KoHeumHo

chain [tfein] n memouxra, mems;
U 3aKOBBIBATH B IeIIM; ~ UP IIO-
caguTh Ha Ielb

chance [tfains] n cayuaitrOoCTS,
LII4HC, BO3MOXXHOCTh

chandelier [ fenda'l13] n mrocTpa

character ['kaerikta] n xapak-
Tep; repoit

chariot ['fzriat] n xomecauna

charm [tfa:m] v ouapossIBaTEL

chase [tfe1s] v npecienosaTs, K0-
TOHATDH

cheek [tfi:k] n mexa

cheer [tf13] n omoGpurenbHBIN
BOBTJIAC; Beceabe; U 060PATE

cheerful adj pagocTHbIil, HEYHBI-
BaIOIIUH

chief [tfi:f] n Boxaw; adj rnas-
HBI, OCHOBHOM

chiefly adv rmaBHBIM o06pasowm,
B OCHOBHOM

chimney ['fimni] n Tpy6a, meI-
MOXOJ

cigar-holder n MyHAIITYK

circle ['s3:kl] n kpyr

clap v xJomaTh, almJIOAUPOBATH

clash n nasr, 6psuanue (opyrcus)

claw [kI>:] n koroTs, KpIOK; U XBa-
TaThb

clear [kl13] adj ceramiii, AcHEbI,
3BOHKWUIT, OTUETINBELII, ABHBIH;
v yOupaThCsa, HABOAUTH YUCTO-
Ty; ~ away youpaThk CO CTOJIa

clench [klentf] v coxumars, cTuc-
KHBaTh

clever ['kleva] adj ymusit, Ha-
XOOUUBBIN

climb [klaim] v B36upaTscsa, xa-
pabKaThCcs; ~ over IepeJesaThb

cloak [klauk] n mmams

close! [klouz] v sakpsiBaTs, 3a-
IUPAaTh; TPUOIMKATHCA
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close? [klaus] adv 6ausko, pa-
oM

closely [klausli] adv BauMarens-
Ho: look ~ mpucmaTpuBaThCs
clothe [klaud] v omers, 061€UB

clothes [klsudz] n
omexIa

(mH. 4.)

cloudy ['klaudi] adj o6maunsriit

clutech [kIAtf] v cxBatuTs, 3a-
JKATh

coat [kaut] n manbTO
cocky ['kpki] adj camoysepen-
HBIH, TeP3KUi

cockiness ['kokinas] n camogo-
BOJIBCTBO, JE€P30CTh

codfish n Tpecka

comb [kaum] v pacuecriBaTh

compassion [kam'pa/n] n co-
cTpajanue

complain [kem'plein] v xaio-
BaTbCA

concern [kan's3:n] n 6Gecmoxoii-
CTBO

confuse [kon'fjuiz] v samyTsI-
BaTh, COMBATh C TOJKY

consult [kan'salt] v coBeroBaTh-
cs, YIUTHIBATD

continue [kan'tinju:] v mpomon-
KaTh

contrary ['kbntrari] adj o6par-
HBIM, HTPOTUBOMOJIOMKHBIN; on
the ~ maoGopoT, HAIIPOTUB

corkscrew ['ko:kskru:] n mro-
mop

corner ['kdina] n yrox
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correct [ko'rekt] adj mpasuib-
HBIM, COOTBETCTBYIOIIIUM, Bep-
HBIN; U TOUPABIATH

count [kaunt] v cuurars; n cuer

courage ['karidz] n wmysxecrso,
orBara, xpabpocTh; lose ~ ma-
IaTh TyXOM

cover ['kAva] v TOKpBEIBATE, YKDEI-
BaTh, 3aKPLIBATh

coward ['kauad] n Tpyc
craftily ['kra:ftili] adv xuTpo

crash [kra[] n rpoxor; v BpesaTs-
cs; ~ into BpesaThcA BO UTO-JI.

crawl [kra:l] v monsTH;

creature ['kriifa] n cosmanwme,
CyIIIecTBO

creek [kriik] n 6yxTa

creep [kriip] v (crept) kpacrbes,
MIOJI3TH

crew [kru:] n cymosas Komanza;
KOMIIaHUA, IIaiika

crime [kraim] n npecrymiesne
croak [krauk] n xpun

cross [krbs] n xpecr; v mepexo-
IOUTH, IIIaraThb

crow [krau]l v (crew, crown)
KyKapeKaTb; JNKOBATb, XBa-
JINTHCA

crowd [kraud] n Tonma, opasa;
v cobupaThCA TOJIIOM, CKAILIN-
BaTbCA

cruel ['kruial]l adj wxecroxmii,
T'PO3HBINA

cry [krai] v kpuuars, BoOmMTE,
IIaKaTb, PBIAATH; BOCKJHUK-
HYTb; N KPUK, BOILIb; ILIAd
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curious ['kjuarias] adj ro6ombIT-
HBIA

curl [k3:]] n moxon, szaBuTOK;
KOJIbIO (Obima)

curtain ['k3:tn] n 3azaBecka

cut [kat] v (cut) pesars, BeIpe-
3aTh, CTPUUb; COPBAHHEIH

cutlass ['katlas] n xoprux

Dd

daily ['dei1li] adj exxennesubIi

dagger ['daeg3] n xumxKan

danger ['deind3a] n omacmocTs,
yrposa

dangerous ['deind3ras] adj

OMIaCHBIN
dash [da[] v 6pocaTscsa, MuaThCa

dare [de3]
cMeTh

U ocMeJIuBaThHCA,

dark [da:k] adj mpaunsii, HeBe-
JKEeCTBEHHBIN; TEeMHBIN, CMyT-
JIBIH

darken ['da:kn] v wmpauners,
TeMHeThb

darkness ['da:knas] n TemnoTa,
MpaK; HeBeKeCTBO

darling ['da:lin] adj noporoii,
JIIOOU MBI

dawn [ddoin] n paccser

dead [ded] adj meprBuIii, Mep-
TBEHHBIN, ymepIiuuii; shoot ~
3aCTPEIUTh

deaf [def] adj rnyxoit

deafening ['defnin] adj oraymnu-
TEJIbHBIN

death [deB] n cmepTs, rubens

decide [d1'said] v pemars, mpu-
HUMaTh PEIIeHune

deck n manxy6a
deep [di:p] adj ray6ormii

defence [di'fens] n
OIpaBJaHNe

3aluTa,

definite ['definat] adj ompege-
JIEHHBINA

delight [d1'lart] n BocTOpPT, BOC-
XUINeHNe, HACTAXKIeHIe

delightful adj npexpacusiii, Boc-
XUTUTEIbHBIA

depend [d1'pend] v zaBucers

descendant [di'sendnt] n or-

IIPBICK
describe [di'skraib] v ommcer-
BaTh, U300pasKaTh

desert ['dezat]
OCTaBJIATH

U TOKHUAATH,

deserve [d1'z3:v] v sacayxuBaThH
despair [d1'sped] v oruauBaThca

desperate ['desprat] adj oTuass-
muiica

despise [d1'spaiz] v npesupars

destroy [d1'stro1] v yauuToxaTh,
UCTPebIATH

detect [d1'tekt] v o6Hapy:kHUBaTEL

determine [d1't3:mIn] v ompege-
JISITh, PellaTh

dig [d1g] v (dug) xomaTs

dim [dim] adj Tycknawii, Hesap-
Kuit

direction [d1i'rek/n] n mampasie-
HUe, CTOPOHA

dirt [d3:t] n rpass
dirty ['d3:ti] adj rpasubrit
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disappear [, d1sa'p13] v ucuesars

disappoint [ disa'point] v paso-
YapoBBIBATH

disapproval [ disa'pruivl] n me-
omo0peHue, OCyKIeHIe

discover [d1'skava] v obmapy:xu-
BaTh, OTKPBIBAThL, Y3HABATH

discuss [d1'skAs] v o6ecyxmaTE

disgust [dis'gast] n orspae-
HHe, OMep3eHue

distance ['d1stns] n paccroanue

distant ['distnt] adj orpamen-
HBII

disturb [d1'st3:b] v TpesoxUTE,
0eCIIOKOUThL, HApyIIaTh, IIOP-
TUTH

doodle-doo [, du:dl'du:]: cock-a-
doodle-doo Ky-rKa-pe-Ky (Kpuk
nemyxa)

doom [du:m] n pox, rubesn

double ['dAbl] v crubars, ckia-
IBIBATh BIBOE

doubt [daut] n comuenuUEe; vV coMm-
HeBaThCA

downside ['daunsaid] n o6par-
Has CTOPOHA, HeJLOCTATOK

dozen ['dAzn] n grosxuHa

drag [draeg] v TamyTs, TamUTh;
MeJAJeHHO ABUTAThCS

draw [dr>:] v (drew, drawn) pu-
CcOBaTh; TalllUTh, BOJOUUTh;
HCKasKaTh; ~ lots TAHYTH Kpe-
omit

drawer [droi] n xowmog,
OBUKHOI) AIMTUK

['drazzinrum] n

(BBI-

drawing-room
rocTuHasd
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dreadful ['dredfl] adj »xyrkwuii,
YiKaCHBIN, UyJOBUITHBIN

dream [driim] n com, Mmeura;
U BHAJETHh COH

drift v orHOCUTB, T'HATH (BeTpOM,
TeueHueM), ApeiioBaTh

drink [drink] v (drank, drunk)
IUTh; IbAHCTBOBATE

drive [draiv] v (drove, driven)
BOJUTE,
~ mad cBOAUTH C yMa

BeCTHU; IIepeMellarTb;

drop [drop] n kanna; v mazaTs,
ommycKaTbcda; 6pocaTb

drown [draun] v ToryTb; TOINT;
3arJIynIaTh

drug [drAg] n nexapcrso, ax
drum n Gapabau
due [dju:] adj momxubIi

dust [dAst] # nbl1b; DBLIBIIA

Ee

early ['3:li] adj pannuit
earnestly ['3:n1stli] adv cepnesno

echo ['ekau] n sxo0; v ornamars-
cs 9XOM

effective [1'fektiv] adj neiicTsen-
HBIA

effort ['efot] n ycunue, moneiTka

either ['a103] pron ogun us aBYX

empty ['empti] adj mycroii;
~-headed mycTorosoBsrit

enable [1'neibl] v gasare BO3-
MOXHOCTD

encourage [In'karid3] v oGox-
PATH, MOOIIPATh



AHrno—pycckuin crnoeapb

enemy ['‘enami] n Bpar, Hempu-
ATeJb, IPOTUBHUK

engage [1n'ge1d3] v mnanumars
enter ['enta] v BxoguTs

entrance ['entrons] n Bxox, mo-
ABJEHNe

entrap [1n'traep] v sasieus B J0-
BYILIKY

envy ['envi] v saBugoBaTHL

equal ['itkwal] adj pasubrit

escape [1'skeip] v wusbexaTs

(omacHOCTH ¥ T. II.), YCKOJIb-
3aTh

especially [1'spe/li]
OeHHO

adv oco-

even ['itvn] adv paxe; ~ though
JasKe ecJu, XOTd

event [1'vent] n cobGeiTHe; Tpouc-
IIIecTBUe, Caydai

eventful [1'ventfl] adj monmwbrit
COOBITHUH

eventually [1'ventfuali] adv B kon-
1Ie KOHIIOB

ever [‘eva] adv Bcerzma, BeuHO;
Korga-amnoo

evil ['izval] adj smoit, smocuacrt-
HBIHA
exact [19'zaekt] adj Tounsrit

exactly [1g'zektli] adv B ToOU-
HOCTH, TOYHO, KaK pas

examine [1g'z&@min] v ocmarpu-
BaTh, UCCJIEL0BATh, U3YUIaTh

except [1k'sept] prep =xpome,
ecJu He, UCKJIOUAsA

exception [1k'sep/n] n ucraroue-
HUe

excite [1k'sart] v Bos6yxzars,
BOJIHOBATD

excitement [1k'sartmant] n Bos-
Oy:xIeHMe, BOJHEeHUIe

exclaim [1k'skletm] v Bockau-
aTh

expect [1k'spekt] v oxupars, Ha-
IeAaThCA; AyMAaTh, II0JaraTh

expectation [ekspek'terfn] n
OXKUIAHIE

experience [1k'sp1iarins] n omsrr,
IepeXMBaHNe; U UCILIThIBATH

explain [1k'splein] v o6bsacaaTs

explosion [1k'splau3n] n B3psiB

express [1k'spres] v BoipaskaTs

expression [1k'sprefn] n BwIpa-
sKeHue

extraordinary [1k'stra:dinri] adj
BBIJAIOIUIICS, HEOOBIUHBIN

extreme [1k'striim] adj cambrit
OTHaJIeHHBIN

extremely adv upesBbIuaiino,
KpaiiHe

eye [a1] n rias; spenue; B3TJIAL

Ff

face [fe1s] n mmmo; v croaTs nu-
IIOM K JIILY, BCTPEUAThHCS

fact [fekt] n paxT, geno
matter-of-fact adj cyxoii, npo-
3aMYHBINA

fail [fe1l] v me ymaBaTsca, moTep-
IeTh HeyJauy

faint [feint] v magaTs B 06MOpOK,
TepATH CO3HAHNE

fair [fea] adj mpexpacHbIii; uecT-
HBIN, CITPABeAJINBLIN

fairy ['feari] n des
faith [fe10] n Bepa, nosepue
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faithful adj BepwusbIii, Tpenan-
HBII

fall [f>:l] v (fell, fallen) nagaTs;
omyckarbca; uatu (06 ocad-
Kax); ~ upon HalamaTh

farewell [fea'wel] n npomanune

fast [faist] adj GwicTpEIf, CcKO-
poIit; adv 6BICTPO

fasten ['faisn] v mpussasbiBaTh;
CBA3BIBATH

fat [feet] adj Toxcroiii, youras-
HBI

fate [fert] n cynn6a, yuacTs

favour ['feiva] n mmiocts, 01a-
TOCKJIOHHOCTE; be out of ~ OLITE
B oIlajie, B HeMUJIOCTH; be in ~
OBITEH 34 UTO-JI.

favourite ['fervrit] adj mo6n-
MBIii; n JIIO0MMeIs

fear [f13] n Gosasub, cTpax; v 6o-
ATbCA, IyTaThCA

fearsome ['f1asm] adj snosemuit

feather ['fed3] n mepo

feed [fizd] v (fed) xopmuTs, mn-
TaThCS; Over~ IepeesaThb

feel [fi:l] v (felt) omyneiBaTh;
YyBCTBOBATH, OLIYIIATh; II0JIA-
raTb, CUNTATh

fiend [fi:nd] n meroxsii, snomeit

female ['fiime1l] n ocoba xen-
CKOTO I0JIa, JKeHII[UHA

fight [fait] n 6oii, 6Gopnba;
UV JgpaTbCs, CpasKaTbcs, Boe-
BaTh; ~ back maBats oTmop

fill [f1l]] v mHamosmmaTe, B3amoi-
HATH

fine [fain] adj romkwmit, wzam-
HBII
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fire [fars] n orompb, crpennba;
U 3aKUTaTh, MAIUTH

fireplace ['faraple1s] n xkamun

firewood ['fatawud] n aposa

firm ['f3:m] adj xpenxwnii, TBep-
IBII

firmament ['f3:momant] n =e-
6oCBOJ,

first ['f3:st] num mnepswiii; at ~
cHauasa

fist n Kymak

fit v ObITH BOOPY, OBITH B CAMBIIA
pas, IOAXOAUTh

fix [fiks] v sakpemssars, ycra-
HaBauBaTh, ~ed idea HaBa3-
uyuBas upes; ~ed rule TBepmoe
IIPaBHUJIO

flash v cBepkaTh, BCILIXUBATH

flatter ['flets] v apcTUTE

flight [flaIt] n momer

float [flaut] v nnaBaTs, KepxaTH-
cA HAa MOBEPXHOCTH BOJBI; Ia-
pHUTH

floor [fl>:] n mou, sTax

flush v BcmbIXHYTH, (IIO)Kpac-
HeThb

fly [fla1] v (flew, flown) serars

follow ['folau] v cnemoBaTs, uATH
3a, mpecienosarb; Follow My
Leader «[enait kax a» dem-
cKas uzpa, 8 KOmMopoil uzpar-

wue nodpaxcarom Oelicmeusm
eedyuw,ezo

follower ['folaus] n mociexmosa-
TeJIb, IPUCIEIIHAK

fond [fond] adj nwo6amuii; be ~
of 106uTh (KOT0-J1., 4TO-J.)
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fool n nmypax, riymers

foolish ['fu:lif] adj raynsrit

foot [fut] n crynma, mora; moa-
HOMKHE

footmark ['futma:k] n caen, ort-
neuyaTokK (HOTHM)

for [fo:] prep nna, pagu, us-sa,
10 IPUYUHE; BBUAY TOTO, UTO

force [f21S] n cuna; v 3acTaBIATE;
~ back oTroHaTH

forecastle ['fouksl] n xy6pux

forefinger ['fo:finga] n yxasa-
TeJILHBIN IIaJIel]

forehead ['fo:hed] n m06

forest ['forist] n sec

forget [fo'get] v (forgot, forgot-
ten) 3a0bIBaTH

forget-me-not n mezabynxa

frankly ['frenkli] adv uecrno,
OTKPOBEHHO

free [frii] adj cBOBOHEI; U OCBO-
00 IaTh, BEIIYCKATh HAa CBO-
Gomy

freeze [friiz] v (froze, frozen) 3a-
Mep3aTh; JeJeHUThb

friend [frend] n apyr

friendly adj npysxenro6HbIH

friendship n gpy:x6a

fright [frait] n cunbHEIH BHe3am-
HBII MCIYT, CTPax

frighten ['fraitn] v nyrars; 6o-
ATLCS; TPEBOKUTH

frightened ['fraitnd] adj umcmy-
TaHHBIN

frightful ['fraitfl] adj ysxaca-
omuii, BHYINAWIIUN CcTpax,
CTpAaIITHbIT

front [frant] n mepegmsas cropona
yero-i; in ~ of Bmepenau, mepen

fun [fAn] n Becesnbe, 3abaBa; have
~ BeceJquThCs; make ~ Hacme-
XaTbhCs, MOTEMIAThCS

funny ['fAni] adj 3abaBrEI, 3a-
HATHBIN, CMEIITHOW; CTPAHHBIN

furious ['fjurias] adj apocTasrii,
0’KeCTOUEeHHBIHN

fury ['fjuri] n apocts

Gg

gall [go:l] n sxemun

game [geim] n urpa; the ~ is up
[IeJI0 TIPOUTPAHO, BCE MPOIIAJIO;
muub; big ~ KpymHas AUYb

gather ['g2d3] v cobuparbcsa
general ['d3enrl] adj o6umit

genius ['d3iinisas] n ramaut, re-
HUH

gesture ['d3esta] n xect
give [g1v] v (gave, given) maTs,

OJapuTh; ~ UP CHAAThCS, OT-
KasaThCA; ~ away BbIZIAaBaTh,
pasobiavaTh; ~ a Cry BCKPUK-
HYTb

glass [gla:s] n crakam; (neped
CYWecmaumeibHbli ) CTeKJIAH-
HBIHA

gloom [gluim] n cympaxk, Tema

gnash [na[] v ckpexerars (3y-
6amu)

go [gau] v (went, gone) uarm,
exarTb, ABATAThCA; let ~ BITyC-
KaTh, OCBOOOXKIATh; ~ ON IIPO-
IOJIZKaTh; ~ out mMoracHyTh

golden ['gauldn] adj somoroit
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good [gud] adj xopomnii, mones-
HBIN, J100e3HbIN; ~-naturedly
IOGPOIYIITHO

governor ['gAVN3] n HauanbHUK

gown [gaun] n miaTtee; night-~
HOUHas pyballlka, muKama

grapple ['graepl] v 6pars =mHa
abopmax

grateful ['grertfl] adj 6maromap-
HBIA, IPU3HATEIbHBIN

gratitude ['graetitju:d] n 6maro-
IapHOCTH

groan [graun] n cToH; v cTOHATD
ground [graund] n semua

grow [grau] v (grew, grown) pac-
TH, BEIPACTATh, CTAHOBUTHCH;
~ to love mOCTENEHHO IOJIO-
ouTH

growl [graul] v peruars

grown-up ['graunap] n Bapoc-
JIBIH

guess [ges] v morageiBaThCH, IMO-
JIaraTh, CUNTATh; 1 3arajKa

gulch [gAlf] n ymense

gun [gAn] n opy:Rwme, myIIKa,
pyKbe

Hh
habit [‘haebit] n npussuka,
OOBIKHOBEHUE

habitant [‘haebitnt] n xwurens,
obuTaTeIb

hack v py6urs, paspybaTrb
half [ha:f] n monoBuna
hand [hand] n pyka (kucts)
286

handkerchief ['ha&nkatfi:f] n mo-
COBOM IJIATOK

handsome [‘ha&ndsam] adj kpa-
CUBBI

happen ['haepn] v cayuarsca,
IIPOUCXOAMUTH

hard [ha:d] adj ynopngriii, ycepa-
HBIN; TPYIOHBIN; TBEPABII

hardly adv exBa su, ene

hate [helt] n HeHaBuCTB; U HeHA-
BU/IETH, He XOTeTh

hateful adj orBpaTuTenpHbII

haunt [hoint] v myunTs, He gHa-
BaTh IMOKOA (0 MbLCAAX U M. N.);
oburats (0 npusuderHusx)

head [hed] n ronosa; v mHampas-
JATh(Cs)

heart [ha:t] n cepaue; by ~ Ha-
HU3YCTh

heat [hi:t] n Temno

heaven ['hevn] n mebGeca, He6O

height [ha1t] n BricoTa, pocT

help v momoraTs

hesitate ['hezIte1t] v xosebaTsn-
cs, COMHEBAThCH

hide [ha1d] v (hid, hidden) npa-
TaThbCA, CKPLIBATHCS, TAUTLC;
IIOpPOTH

hit v (hit) ymapars, mopakats,
momnazath; ~ back masates cmaum

hold [hauld] v (held) gep-
JKaTh, YAEP/KUBATL; OOHUMATD}
n TpoM

hole [havl] n gynno, gpipa, HOpA,
JIOTOBO



AHrno—pycckuin crnoeapb

hollow ['hplau] adj mycroit,
HOJIBIH, TJIyXoii (0 B3BYKe);
n IyILIo

honest ['bnist] adj vecTrbrit

hook [huk] n xprok, Kprodyok

hope [haup] v mageaTsca; n Ha-
oexnaa

horrible ['horibl] adj xyrkwuii,
CTPAIIIHEBIH, YKaCHBIN

horrify ['hprifai] v yxxacars

horror [‘hpra] n ymxac, crpax,
00s3Hb

hostess ['haustes] n xosaiixa
huge [hju:d3] adj 6oasmoii, rpo-
MAaJIHbIN

human ['hjuiman] adj uemose-
YEeCKUI; 71 4eJIOBEK

humiliation [hjurmili'eifn] =n
VHUKeHUe

humour [‘hjuim?] n romop, ays-
CTBO IOMODA

hungry ['hAngri] adj ronogusrit
hurrah [ha're1] exclamation ypa

hurry ['hAri] v ToponuTecsa, cme-
IINTh; HOATOHATD

hurt [h3:t] v npuuusUTE 6GOJB,
00MIKAaTh; UCIBITHIBATE 00JIb

hut n xauyra

Ii

ill [11] adj GonbHOM

imaginary [1'mad3inri] adj Bo-
o0parKaeMbIi

imagination [1,mad3i'neifn] n
BoOOpakeHme

imagine [1'mad3in] v BooGpa-
2KaTh, IPEACTABJIATEL cede

imitate ['1mite1t] v mogpaxars

immediately [1'mi:djatli] adv me-
MeJJIeHHO, TOTYaC e, Cpasy

impatient [1m'pe1fnt] adj merep-
eJINBbIN

impress [1m'pres] v Buymars,
IPOU3BOIUTH BIleUaTJIeHUe,
IopasKaTh

impression [1m'prefn] n Bueuar-
JleHne

inch [1nY] n mroiim (eqununa gau-
uel; = !/, dyra; = 2,54 cm)

indeed [in'di:d] adv B camom
nee, NeHCTBUTEIbHO, HECOM-
HEeHHO

inform [1n'fo>1m] v coobmaTs

infuriate [1n'fjuariert] v mpuso-
IUTH B APOCThH, OEIIIEHCTBO

inmate ['Tnmert] n xumnen, obu-
TaTesb

innocent ['Inasnt] adj nesun-
HBI#, ITPOCTOYIITHBIH

instance ['Instans] n npumep,
cayuaii; for ~ manpumep, K mpu-
Mepy

instant ['Instont] n wmwur, wmo-
MEHT

intentionally [1n'ten[nli] adv ra-
POYHO, YMBIIILICHHO

interest ['Intrast] n wuHTepec,
yBJIeUeHNe; U NHTEPECOBATh

interpret [1n't3:prit] v moscuATs,
TOJIKOBATE

interrupt [Int3'rApt] v Bmernn-
BaThCsA, IIPEPHIBATH
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iron [a19n] adj :xenesuslit; v raa-
IUTH (YTIOTOM)

ironical [a1'ronikal] adj uponn-
yecKuil

irritate ['1ritert] v pasgpamars,
CePAUTH, 3JIUTH

island ['azlond] n ocTpos

Jj
jay n coiika (nmuua); GOJTYH,
basabonka
jealous ['d3elas] adj pesuusBhIi

join [d321In] v mpucoemuuAThCA,
COeIUHATHCA

joke n 1IyTKAa; U ITYTUTH
Jonah ['d3aun3] Uona (popok)

joy [d3d1] n pagmocts, cuactwme,
BOCTOPT

judge [d3Ad3] n cyapa
jug n KyBIIUH

jump v IpeIraTh, CKaKaTh; 1 MPbI-
JKOK, CKauoOK

just adv TouHO, Kak pas, TOJb-
KO UTO, IIPAMO, IIPOCTO, CPA3y;
~ S0 TakK, KaK HYXHO, Kak Io-
Jaraercs

justice ['d3astis] n cupasemnu-
BOCTb

Kk

keep v (kept) mep:xarth, coxpa-
HATD, 0CTABATHC, IPOAOJIIKATE
renaTh (ITO-JI.)

kennel ['kenl] n co6aupa xorypa
key [ki:] n xarou
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kick v 6uTh, ynapAaTs HOrOI, U~
HaTh

kidnap ['kidnap] v moxwmmars
JIrofeli, oco0eHHO AeTen

kill v youBaTs, aUIIATE KUBHU

kind! [kaind] n Buxn

kind? adj noGpwrit

kind-hearted [ kaind'ha:tid] adj
IOOPOIYITHBIN

kite n BosmyIiHbI 3Meit

knee [ni:] n xomerO

knife [naif] n moxx, KuHxKAT

knock [nok] n cTyx; v cTyuaTs

knocker ['nvka] n msepmOil MO-
JIOTOK

L1

lad n mapeun

land 7 cTpana, semusa; v Ipu3eM-
JIATBCA, CIIYCKATBCS

lap n xosnenu
lash n ygap naersio

last! [la:st] adj mpomwnerit, mo-
cIemgHui; at ~ HakoHeIr

last? v mpomo/KaTHCS, TAHYTH-
cd, LINTHCA

late adv mosmmo; be ~ omasgwI-
BaThb

laugh [la:f] v cmearsca, Bece-
JINTHCA

laughter ['la:fta] n cmex
law [I>:] n 3akon

lead v (led) BecTu; BO3rIaBIATD;
MIPUBOAUTD

leaf [li:f] n (mn. u. leaves) nuct
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lean v (leant) HakIOHATH, HaArU-
6aThb

leave [litv] v (left) ocraBnaTs,
MIOKUJATh, VAAIATHCA

left adj neBwrit
leg [leg] n mora

let v (let) BeImyCcKaTh, OTIyC-
KaTbh; II03BOJIATH, HOMYCKATh;
IIPOIIyCKATh

letter ['leta] n 6ykBa; nucemo
level ['levl] n yposenn
lick v ausaTe

light [la1t] v (lit) ropers; 3au-
raTh; OCBeIl[aTh; 1 OTOHb; CBET;
douapp; adj cBeTJIbIi, ACHBIH;
night-~ HouHUK

lightly adv 6ecneuno, Jerxo

like' adj moxosxuii, CXOAHBII,
OANHAKOBBI

like? v m106UTH, HPABUTHCA, XO-
TeTh, JKeJaaThb

limp v xpomaTh, IpUXpPaMbIBATh
line [lain] n pax, muHUA, cTpoKa
lip n ry6a

live [l1v] v xure; and they ~ed
happily ever after u :xuau onu
JIOJITO M CYACTJIMBO

load [laud] n rpys; heavy ~ 601b-
mas mMacca

lord v : ~ it passIrpeIiBaTH JIOPZA,
KOMAaH/I0BATh

loud [laud] adj rpomknii

long [lbn] adj nnuanLLi; foarmii,
maBauii; the ~ and the short of
it omHMM ci0BOM, KOpode To-
BODA

look v : ~ for uckars, mmpecieno-
BaTh; ~ Oout OBITH HACTOPOIKE;
~ Upon CUUTATH

loose [lu:s] adj npocropusiii,
IMUPOKUIL, CBOOOIHBIHN

lose [lu:z] v (lost) Tepars, mau-
marbesa; be lost in thought
OBITH MOTPYKEHHBIM B pas-
MBIIILIeHU S

low [laU] adj mwskwuii, Tuxwuii
U CHI)KAThCH, IIOHMKATH

lubber ['IAb3] n meomwITHBIH MO-
PAK

luff v mpuBoguTH K BeTpy (0 na-
PpycHom Kopab.ie)

lure [lU3] v saBiekars, nmpuma-
HHUBAThb

Mm

mad adj cymacmiegmuit, 6esym-
HBINA

maid n cayxaHka, TOpHUYHAA

mainland ['meinlaend] n wmare-
PHUK

make v (made) genath, rOTOBUTS,
MIPOU3BOAUTD; COCTABJATH; 3a-
cTaBaATh; ~ it hot for smb 3sa-
IaBaTh 'Kapy (Komy-J.); ~ it up
to mcKynuTh BUHY; ~ out paso-
6paTh

make-believe v pmenate Bunm;
n IPUTBOPCTBO, YTO-JI. BooOpa-
JKaeMoe, BbIIyMaHHOe

manner ['man3] n manepa, 06-
pas, cmoco0; moBeieHne; ~S BOC-
MUTAaHHOCTh, YMeHue ceda Bec-
TU, HPaBbI, 00bIYaU

mark [maik] n smax, MeTka;
U 3allOMUHATH, OTMEYATh
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maroon [Mma'ruin] n usroii; geso-
B€K, BLICAYKEHHBIN Ha HeoOuTa-
€MOM OCTPOBE

mast [ma:st] n maura

master ['ma:sta] n xozaun, mac-
Tep, 3HATOK; U CIPABJIATHCA

mate n HamapHUK, IIOMOITHUK

matter! ['maeta] n Tema, Bompoc,
npegMer

matter? v uUMeTh 3HaUeHNe, 3HA-
YUTH

mean' [miin] v (meant) mamepe-
BaThbCA, OyMaThb, IIOAPa3yMe-
BaTh, 3HAUNUThH

means® n : by no ~ Hu B KoeMm
ciIydae He

meantime ['miintaim] »n : in the
~ TeM BpeMeHeM, MeXIy TeM,
IIoKa

measure ['me33] v mepurs, us-
MepATH

mechanically [ma'kanikli] adv
MeXaHUYeCKHU, aBTOMaTUIeCKH

melt v TaaTs

memory ['memri] n namare, Boc-
IIOMUHAHUIeE

mention ['men[n] v ynomunaTs

mercy ['m3:si] n murocepnue

mermaid ['m3:mei1d] n pycanka

mess U IAYKaTh, IIOPTUTh; Ba-
JIATE JypaKa

messy adj 3anayKaHHBINA, I'DA3-
HBIHA

mind! [maind] n ym, mbIcab, ma-
MATH

mind? v cmorpers (3a), ocTepe-
raThCs; BO3PaXKaTh; 00paIaTh
BHUMAaHNe
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mischievous ['mistfives] adj
030PHOM, HEIIOCJIYIITHBIHA

miss v TOTepIeTh HEYAAUY; YIIyC-
TUTH; CKyYaTh

missus ['M1siz] = Mrs n muccuc,
X03AHKa

missy ['m1s1] n roras mucc (o6pa-
wernue K mos000il desyurke)

missile ['m1sail] n pakera, mera-
TeJBbHBIA CHAPSL

mistake [mi1'ste1k] n omu6xa

mole [Mmaul] n xpor

moon n uayHa; ~light ayambIi
cBeT

moss 1 MOX

most [maust] adv cambiii 60Jb-
I10#, HAMOOJBIIINI; OOJBIINH-
CTBO, 0OJIBIIIASA YaCTh

mouth [maub] n por, nacrs;
yCThe

move [muiv] v aBurarh, mepe-
IBUTATh, IepeMellaTb; IIe-
BeJILHYTHCSA; BOJTHOBATE

movement n IBUKeHHUE, IIepeMe-
LleHue

murmur ['m3:m3] n BopuaHwue,
pPOTIOT

mutiny ['mju:tini] n 6yur

mutter ['Mata]
BOpUATH

v 6GopmoTaThb,

Nn

nail [neil] n reosgs

naked ['nerkid] adj menpukpsi-
TBIN, TOJIBIN

nasty ['na:sti] adj oreparurenn-
HBI, OTTAJKNBAIOIIUIL
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naturally ['naetfrli] adv ecte-

CTBEHHO

nature ['neItfa] n xapaxrep, Ha-
Typa; IpUpoa

naughty ['nd:ti] adj memocaym-
HBIN, KaIPU3HBIN; TyPHOI

nautical ['nd:tikl] adj mopckoii

near [N13] adj 6iu3KuUi, CKODHIIA;
adv psamom, M00JIN30CTH

nearly ['n13li] adv mouru, uyrs He

necessary ['nesaseri] adj meo6-
XOOUMBII

neck [nek] n mesa
necklace ['neklas] n osxxepenne

need [ni:d] v myxzarsca; GbITH
HeoO0XO0INMBIM, TPe60BAThCS

needle ['ni:dl] n urna, mnoune

neighbour ['neiba] n cocex;
~hood 6au3ocTs, cocencTso

neither! ['na1da] pron au Tor HU
IPYTroii; HU OOUH, HUKTO

neither? ['narda] adv Toxe He

nerve [n3:v] n Heps

nervously ['na:vasli] adv sepsrO

Newfoundland 7n #bpHOQayHA-
JIeH, BogoJaas (nopoda cobak)

next! adj cnepyromuii, Oyny-

Ui, OJIMMKARIIINIA
next? adv BOIM3H; 3aTeM, IOCIe
nib n mepo
noble ['naubl] adj 6raropogusit
nod v KuBaTH
noise [nNd1z] n mym
noiseless adj 6ecrrymHubIi

none [nAn] pron BEm omuH wus,
HUKTO, HUYTO

nonsense ['nbnsans] n yemyxa,
epyHpaa, B3J0p

note [naut] v sameuars, oOpa-
IIaTh BHUMAHUe

notice ['nautis] v zameuars, Bu-
neThb

number ['nAmb?] n xKoxuuecTsO,
YHCIIO

nurse [n3:s] n Haua

nursery ['n3:sri] n gerckasa (Kom-
HaTa)

Oo

oar [>:] n Beciso
oath [oUO] n riarTea
obey [a'be1] v carymarses, mosu-

HOBATHCS
object ['pDbd3ikt] n mpenwmer,
00'BEKT

occasion [9'keizn] n cayuaii,

IIIaHC

occasionally adv unorza, Bpems
OT BpeMeHHn

occur [9'k3:]
CJIYyYaThCs

U TIPOUCXOOUTh,

occurrence [3'k3:rans] n mpowuc-
IIIeCTBHE, YACTOTa

offence [3'fens] n obuzna

offensive [o'fensiv] adj ob6uz-
HBI#, OCKOPOUTEIbHBINH

offer ['vfs] v mpepnarars; n mpex-
JIOXKeHUe

once [wAns] adv ogun pas, pas;
KOT/]a-TO, OLHAMXKIEI; at ~ cpasy
JKe, TOTYAC JKe, HeMeAJIeHHO

opinion [3'pinjan] n muenue
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oppose [3'pauz] v
CTOATE, 60POTLCA

IPOTUBO-

opposite ['ppazit] adj nporuso-
HOJIOMK HBIH

order ['52:d3] v mpuxasbBaTh,
PaCIOPSKATHCA; 1l IPUKA3

otherwise ['ADawaiz] conj uma-
4e, B MHOM cJIydae

overboard adv sa GopT; 3a Gop-
TOM

overhead adv BBepxy, Ham roJo-
BOIL

overfeed v mepeegaTh

overhear v (overheard) mogciy-
IIUBATH

owe [9U] v OBITH AOJKHBIM, 004-
3aHHBIM

own adj cBO¥i, COGCTBEHHBIH

Pp

pack v ynakoBbIBaTh

pain n 60o1b, OropuYeHUEe; U IPU-
YNHATH 00Jb

paint n Kpacka

pale v GienHeTs

paleness n 6iegHOCTD

paper ['peips] n 6ymara; rasera

part! [pa:t] n uacTs, cropoHa;
ouepenb; take ~ mpumHEMATL
y4acTne, y4acTBOBATh

part? v paccraBaThCcA, pasay-
4aThCsa

particularly [pa'tikjulsli] adv
0CO0EHHO, B YACTHOCTHU

party ['pa:ti] n
npuem
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BEUEPUHKA,

pass [pais] v mepenasaTs;
UITH, IPOXOLUTh, IEPEXOJUTh;
~ away yMepeThb, YUTHU U3 JKU3-
HU; ~ by IpoiiTM MUMO; OCTaB-
JATh 0e3 BHUMAHUSA, IIPOIYC-
KaTb; ~ through opousars

passage ['pasid3] n npoxon
passion ['pz[n] n crpacTs, nbLT,
SHTY3H1a3M, BCIBIIIKA I'HeBa

passionate ['pa[nat] adj mein-
Kuii, CTPACTHBIHA, BCHBLILYM-
BBIH, TOPAYNI; HEOOy3AaHHbIHI,
HecJep:KaHHbI, HeMCTOBLIHA

path [pa:0] n Tpoma, myTs, mo-
pora

paw [p>:] n nama
peep v 3ariaabIBaTh

pepper ['pep?a] v yceuBars, ychI-
maTthb

perambulator [pa'rembjule1ts]
N IeTcKas KOJIACKA

perfectly ['pa:fektli] adv cosep-
IIeHHO, TOJHOCTHLIO

person ['p3:sn] n uenosek, aumda-
HOCTB, 0co0a

pet n momariHee »XUBOTHOE, JIIO-
OuMelr, JalmouKa

pick v : ~ up mogHUMATH; ~ one’s
way IpooupaTbes

pickle ['p1kl|] n osopruk, maxyx
piece [pi:s] n Kycok; moHeTa
pinch n mumnok; v muoaTe

pipe n cBupesnb, fyaKa

pity ['piti] n xamocTs, coxaie-
HIe, cocTpajaHue

piteously ['p1tiasli] adv xanxo,
YKaJIOOHO
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pitiless ['p1tilas] adj 6es:xamoct-
HBIA

place! v momemaTh

place? n mecro; take ~ cayuaTses;
hiding-~ ykpriTue, yoexuiie

plank [plaenk] n mocka; walk the
~ OBITh COPOIIIEHHBIM B MOpEe
(nupamut 3acmasnalu naeHHU-
K08 u0mu ¢ 3a843aAHHbLLMU 2J0-
3amu no 0ocke, NOJONEHHOU
Ha Oopm cydHna, 0o mex nop,
noka oHu He nadanu 8 mope)

pleasant ['pleznt] adj unpusar-
HBIH, CJIABHBIN, MUJIBIA

please [pli:z] v pagosare, mo-
CTaBJIATH YHAOBOJILCTBHE; OBLITH
JOBOJILHBIM

pleasure ['ple3s] n ynzoBoms-
CTBHE, PALOCTh

pocket ['ppkit] n xapman

point! [point] n cyrts, geno, uep-
Ta, 0COOEHHOCTDH

point? v moKaseIBATH (TAMBIEM),
YKa3bLIBATh

poison ['pdizn] n ax; v orpas-
JATH

polite [pa'lait] adj BesxauBebIiA,
0JIarOBOCIIMTAHHBIN

possible ['pbsabl] adj Beposat-
HBII, BO3BMOMKHBINA

pot n KoTeIoK, KacTpPIoJis

pour [pd:] v JIUTBCA; HAIKUBATD;
ceIaThed (0 cLo8ax)

power [paua] n cuua, BIACTh

powerless adj 6eccunbHbIi, Gec-
TIOMOITHBIA

praise [pre1z] v xBaauTs

pray [pre1] v moauTsca

prepare [pri'pes] v rorosurs,
IOJIOTaBINBATE

present ['prezant] n Ttexymmit
MOMEHT, HacToAlllee; at ~ B Ha-
cTosAIllee BpeMs, B JaHHOE Bpe-
M, Tellepb

present ['prezant] adj : be ~ npnu-
CYyTCTBOBATh

presently adv ceituac, Tenepsb

pretend [pri'tend] v mnputso-
pPATHCA, AeaTh BUM, PA3bIIPhI-
BaTh u3 cebsa

prevent [pri'vent] v npemorspa-
IaTh, MeIIaTh, IIPeNATCTBO-
BATh

primness ['primnas] n domop-
HOCTB; CTPOTOCTh

prison ['prizn] n TopeMa
prisoner ['prizna] n mnaeHHUK,
V3HUK

private ['praivet] adj uwacrumiii,
JINYHBIHT

prize [praiz] v BLICOKO LIeHUTH

proof [pru:f] n moaTBep:xIeHNTE,
JIOKa3aTeIbCTBO

properly ['propali] adv momx-
HBIM 00pas3oM, KaK CJIeIayer,
IIPaBUJILHO

protect [pra'tect] v samumars,
OXPaHATH

proud adj ropjpiii, BEHICOKOMED-
HBIA, HaAMEHHBIN

prove [pruiv]l v [OKasLIBaTh;
OKAa3bIBATHCA

provoke [pra'vauk] v mpoBoru-
poBaTh, MmMOOYXKIaTh; CIIOCO0-
CTBOBATH
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public ['pAblik] n ny6auxa, o6-
IIIeCTBEHHOCTh

pull [pyl] v TaryTL, TamUTE; Ha-
TATUBATE, JepraTh

purpose ['p3:pas] n HamepeHue,
Heb

push [pU[] v TonkaTe, oTTamKM-
BaTh; HAKHNMATDH

puzzle ['pAzl] v npusomuts B
3aTpPyAHEHNe, CTABUTHL B Ty-
MWK, 03aJaYyMBaTh; 3aIyThI-
BaTb, YCIOMKHATH

Qq

quack [kwaek] v kpaxaTs

quartermaster ['kwd:ts ma:sta]
n pyJaeBoii

question ['kwestfn] n Bompoc,
mpobieMa, Meslo; U CIpaIIH-
BaTh, COMHEBATHCA

quiet ['kwaist] adj Tuxnuii, 6ec-
IIYMHBIN, CHOKOMHBINA; 1 TH-
IINHA, 3aTHUIIbEe, ITOKOH

Rr

rage n ApoCTh, THEB, OEIIIEHCTBO
raise [re1z] v mogEUMAaTHL
raisin ['reizn] n usom

rakish ['reikif] adj 6wicTpoxon-
HBIHA (0 KOpabae)

range [reind3] v BeiCTpauBaTh
B pAn

rapidly ['repidli] adv 6eicTpo

rat n KpwIca

rattle ['retl] v Tpscru, rpoxo-
TaTh, TPEMeTh
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rather ['ra:09] adv ckopee; cier-
Ka; JOBOJBHO, BecbMa

reach [riitf] v porarusarsca,
JOCTUTaTh, AOOUPATLCA, NOOH-
BaThCA; N JOCATAEMOCTH

real [r13l] adj peanbuwiil, HacTO-
AU, OeHCTBUTENIbHBIN

really ['r1ali] adv gmeiicTBuTesn-
HO, B CaMOM JieJie, OUeHb

rear [r13] n ToL1; bring up the ~
3aMBIKATh IIIeCTBHUE

reason ['riizn] n npuuunaa

reasonable adj pasymusbrit

recall [r1'ko:l] v Bcmomumars,
BOCKpeIaTh (8 namsamu )

recognize ['rekagnaiz] v ysma-
BaTh, OCO3HABATE

recover [r1'kava] v moxyuurs 06-
paTHO, BO3BpAIlaTh cebe; BOC-
CTaHABINUBATH

reduce [r1'djuis] v coxpamars;
XyIeThb

refuse [r1'fju:z] v oTkaseIBaTHCA

relief [r1'li:f] n o6neruenne; sigh
of ~ B3mox o0JieryeHmns

remain [ri'mein] v ocraBaTrncs,
IpebLIBATh, HAXOMUTECS

remind [rI'maind] v =amomu-
HAThb

remove [r1'mu:v] v mepegBuUraTh,
VAAIATH, CHIMATD

replace [ri'pleis] v samensars;
BO3BpaIaTs, obpatHo (Ha JMmec-
mo)

reply [ri'plai] n orser; v orTse-
4aTh, pearupoBaTh

reprovingly [r1'pru:ivingli] adv
¢ YIPEeKOM
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resist [r1'z1st] v ycToaTs; He mog-
IaBaTbCSA

respect [ri'spekt] n ysaxenwue;
U yBaXAaTh, IOYUTATD

responsible [ri'sppbnsibl] adj
OTBETCTBEHHBIN, HECYIIUHA OT-
BE€TCTBEHHOCTh

responsibility [r1,spponsa‘bilti]
N OTBETCTBEHHOCTH

rest! v oTaBIXaTH

rest? n mokoii; come to ~ ocra-

HaBauBaTbcda; the ~ ocraub-
HBIE, Jpyrue

result [r1'zAlt] n pesyabTar, utor,
cJIefICTBUE

revenge [r1'vend3] n mects; take
~ OTOMCTHUTDH

reward [r1'wdid] v Bosmarpax-
IaTh

right! [rait] adj npaserii, mpa-
BUJILHBINA, TOuHHIN; all ~ Bce B
NopsAAKe, XOPOIIo, HOPMAJIbHO

right? [rait] adv npasunbHO;
serve someone ~ IOZEJIOM; in
one’s own ~ mo mpaBy (u3-3a
mumyJaa, 36aHusL U m. n.)

ring [rin] v (rang, rung) sBy-
4aTh, pasgaBaThCs, NOHOCUTH-
ca (o 38yke)

ringleader ['rinlizds] n sauwmn-
UK

ripple ['rip|] n 3e16b, ps6D

rise [raiz] v (rose, risen) Bcra-
BaTh, OJHUMATBCS

rock n ckaya, KaMeHb

roll! [raul] v Bpamarscsa, ceopa-
4MBaTH

roll? n moxozKa BpasBaIKy

roof [ru:f] n xpeima

rope [raup] n BepeBra

rough [rAf] adj rpy6wiii, cypo-
BBII

rub v TepeThb

rude [ru:d] adj rpy6srit

rule! [ru:l] n mpasuio

rule? [ru:l] v mpasuts; “Rule,
Britannia” «IIpaBb, DBpwura-
HUuA» (nampuomuueckas nec-
Ha o Bpumanuu)

run v (ran, run) 6exaTh, 6eraTb;
~ down ocramoBuThCA (0 MAULU-
He, yacax u m. n.); ~ into crasu-
KHBAThCA

rush n crTpeMuTe/NbHOE ABUIKE-
Hue, OpOCOK; U Opocarbecs;
MUYaTbCs, HECTUCh, TOPOIUTh-
cs; BPBIBATHCS

Ss

sad adj rpycTHBI, TeYaIBHBIR

safe [seIf] adj 6esonacurIit, Bep-
HBI, HAJIe:KHBII; HeBPeIUMbIii;
OCTOPOXKHBII; and sound
men(nlit) 1 HeBpeauM(bIii)

sailor ['se1l3] n marpoc, mopsaxk;
~ before the mast psamosoit
MaTpoc

sand 7 mecok

Sap n COK paCTeHud

satisfaction [seetis'fekfn] n
YIOBJIETBOPEHUE, yIOBJIETBO-
PEHHOCTH

satisfy ['satisfai] v ymosaerso-
pPATH; PamoBaTb, OOCTABJATH
VIOBOJILCTBHUE
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savage ['s®vid3] adj nuxwnii;
n IUKapb

save U cmacaThb, 3alUINATh; Oe-
peub, SKOHOMUTH

saw [s2!] v munruTH
scare [skea] v myrars, ucnyrars
scorn [sko:n] n npespenne

scornfully adv mpespureabuo,
NpeHeGPesKUTETHHO

scratch [skraet] v ckpecru, ue-
caThb

scream [skriim] v kpuuats, Bo-
MUATh,
BaTh; N BOIIb, IIPOH3UTEJb-
HBIA KPUK, BU3T

BU3XarThb, BBIKPUKU-

search [s3:ff] n mouck, uayue-
HUe; U UCKATh

seat n cumeHue

seem U Ka3aThCs, IPEJCTABIATE-
cd, BRITJIALETD

seize [siiz] v cxBaTuTh, XBaTaTH,
BBIXBATBHIBATH

selfish ['selfif] adj sromcrmu-
HBIHI

sense [sens] n uyBcTBO, OIIy-
LIeHNe; PAacCCyJOK, CO3HaHUe,
pasym

servant ['saivnt] n cayra, mpu-
cayra

service ['s3:vis] n cioysx0a, 3ama-
Tie; be of ~ OBITH KOMY-JI. IIO-
JIe3HBIM, YCIYKUTh

set v (set) momemiaTh, pacmoJia-

ratb, ycraHaBauBaThb; ~ off
OTIPaBAATBCSA B NyTh; ~ free
0CBO0OOKIATH
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settle ['setl] v yerpausaTsca, mo-
CceJIAThCA; ~ dOWN OCTEeIeHUTh-
Csl, YTOMOHUTBCS

severe [SI'VIa] adj crporuii, cy-
POBBIT

sew [saU] v (sewed, sewn) IIKUTE,
[IPUIINBATE, IITONATE

shadow ['[@dau] n Ters

shake v (shook, shaken) Tpsc-
TH, BCTPAXWUBATB; [IPOKATh;
~ hands moxxumaTes pyKy

shame n cTerm, mo3op

shameless GeccTuInHbII

share [[e3] n goss, udacTe; ak-
U, U OeJUTh, PACIPENeNIATh,
pasaenaTs

sharp [fa:ip] adj ocTpwiii; pes-
Kuil, IPOH3UTEJbHBIN; OTYET-
JINBBIA

shave [[e1v] v 6puTs; crporaTs

shield [[i:ld] n mur

shine v (shone) cusarh, cBeTUTSH,
6JiecTeThb

shoot v (shot) cTpenaTrs; momacTs
(u3 opyacusa)

shore [[2:] n Geper

short [[>:t] adj wopoTkwmii, He-
IJUHHBIN; OLICTPLINA, KPATKUM

shot n BeICTpE; B3PHIB

shoulder ['[aulda] n maeuo

shout [faut] v kpuuare; n BoO3-
riac, Kpuk

show v (showed, shown) moka-
3BIBATh, IPOABJIATH; BUIHETH-

cs; ~ off BEICTABJIATEL HAIOKAa3,
XBaCTaTb, PUCOBATHCS
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shut v saxpniBaTrsb,
~ up 3aMOoJIYaTh

3aIupaTh;

shy [fa1] adj sacremuussii, pob-
KU’

sick adj : be ~ TomrHUTH

sigh [saI] n B3moOX; v B3ALIXATE

sight [sa1t] n spenumie; B3rIAm;
BHUJ; U 3aMEeTHUTb, BEICMOTPETD;
Pa3INYUTh

sign [saIn] n curmas, sHak; mpu-
3HAK; U I0JaBaThb 3HAK; 3Ha-
YHUTH, 0003HAUATEL

signal ['signal] n smax, curmaur;
vV TmojaBaTh CHUTHAJ, IPeryI-
peKIaTh

silly ['s1li] adj raynerit, mypa-
Kuit

simple ['stmpl] adj mecnoxubiii,
IPOCTO; ITPOCTORYIITHBIN

since [SINs] conj Tak Kak; ¢ Tex
mop

sit v (sat) cumeTh; caguThHCA
site [saIt] n mecTo

size n pasmep

slave [sle1v] n pa6

slide v (slid) ckonb3UTH

slight [slait] adj nerkmii, me-
0OJIBIIION, HE3HAUNTEIbHBIN

slip v ckonb3UTH; ABUTATHCA, HE
pUBJIEKAasd BHUMAHUSA

slipper ['slipa] n 6ammauox

smile n yawpibka; v yabpIOaTbCH;
OTHOCHUTBCS IMPE3PUTETbHO UK
HaCMeIILJINBO

smoothly [smu:dli] adv rragxo

snake n smes

sob [spbb] n peizanue, BCXIUIBI-
BaHUe;
BaThb

UV PHIJATH; BCXJIUIIBI-
soothe [su:0] v ycmoxauBaThb

sorry ['sori] adj coxanerommuii;
KAJKUHA, BUHOBATHIN

soul [saul] n gyma

sound [saund] n 3By, mmIyMm;
v 3ByYaTh; U3JaBATh 3BYK

space [SpeIs] n mpocTpaHCTBO

spanking ['spaenkin] n mopka,
TpemKa

sparrow ['sparau] n BopoGeii

spectacles ['spektaklz] n (mn. v.)
OUKH

spell v caTh MM TPOUBHOCUTH
(cy10BO) IO GyKBaM
spinster ['spinsta]

IeBa

n crapas

spirit ['spirit] n gyx, macrpoe-
HHe; BOOAYIIEeBJIeHUEe, TopAU-
HOCTb

splash n Bcmieck, msaTHO

spoil [spd1l] v mopruTs, 6Gaio-
BaTb

spoon 71 JIOXKKa
spot n msaATHO, MECTO, TOUKA

spout [spaut] n ropasmmnko, HoO-
CHUK

spread [spred] v (spread) pac-
IpocTpaHAThCS; ~ out pasbe-
raTbca

spring n BecHa

stab v KoJ0TH, PAaHUTH KUHKA-
JIOM, HOMXOM

stain n IIATHO; U IaYKAaTbCA
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stairs [steaz] n (mn.u.) nect-
HHUIA

stand v (stood) cTrosaTs; ocraBaTh-
Csl; BBIAEDP/KUBATH

star n 3Be3nma

stare [stes] v mpucranbHO TIA-
IeTh, YCTaBUTLCH, CMOTDPETH
B U3YMJIEHUU

start! n mauaso
start? v BckakuBaTh
starve [sta:v] v rosozare

stay [steI] v ocTaBaTbcs; ~ away
He ABJIATHCSH, OTCYTCTBOBATE

steadily ['sted1li] adv meyknonHO

steal v (stole, stolen) BopoBaTs;
KpacTbCs; AejiaTh 4To-aubo He-
3aMeTHO

steel n cranw; adj craabHOI

step n mar, moxoxka; v CTynarThb,
mraraTtb

stick! n manxa

stick? v (stuck) BTBIKaTh, BOH-
3aTh; INPUKJIEWBAThL; IPHUAEP-
SKUBATHCSA

sticky adj nunkwit

still' adv 1o cux mop, (Bce) eme,
KpOMe TOro

still?> adj GecnrymHBIH, Hemom-
BUIKHBIN

still® v ycnokausars
stock [stok] n akmun
stocking ['stokin] n aymaok

stop n ocTaHOBKAa, 3aJepPIKKa; KO-
HeIl; U OCTaHaABJIUBATLCS, IIpe-
KpalaTh, IIepecTaBaTh

storyteller ['sto:ritels] n pac-
CKAa3YHUK
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strange adj uy:koii; cTpaHHBII,
Uy HOU

stranger n HesHaxkoMer

stray [strei] v céurbca ¢ myTwu,
OTOUTHCS

strict adj crporuii,
"KEeCTKUI

CYPOBBIi1,

strike v (struck, stricken) yma-
pATb, OUTH; MOMagaTh; BOH-
3aTb; JOCTUTATH

struggle ['stragl] v 6oporsca

stubborn ['stAban]

MBI

adj yupsa-

stupid ['stjuipid] adj roynsri

subject ['sabd3zekt] n rema, geno;
IO JaHHBIN

success [sak'ses] n ycmex

such pron Tor, Takoi

suffer ['sAfa] v crpazats, Tep-
eThb

suggest [sa'd3est] v npegmarars,
COBETOBATH; HAMEKAaTh

suit [su:t] n xocTioMm

suitable ['su:tsbl] adj nogxoms-
ui

support [s3'pa:t] n mogmepxKa,
omopa; U TOAAep)KUBATb, IIO-
MOraTh

suppose [s3'pauz] v momarars,
IIpejIosaraThb, JOIMYyCKaTh

sure [[2:] adj yBepenHEbIi, HaTEXK-
HBIH; adv KOHEUHO, HeIIpeMeH-
HO, TouHO; make ~ ybenuTrncs,
00ecIIeunTh

surprise [s3'praiz] n yausnenue,
HEOXHUJAHHOCTD, U U3YMJIATE,
MIOPasKaTh, VAUBJIATE
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surround [sa'raund]
*KaThb, 00CTyHaTh

U  OKDpy-

suspect [sa'spekt] v momoape-
BaTh;, COMHEBAThCA, HE HOBe-
pPATH

suspicion [s3'spifn] n momospe-
HUE

suspicious [s3'sp1fas] adj nomos-
PUTENbHBIN, HEIOBEPUUBHIN

swallow! ['swblau] v mporaarsr-
BaTh, IOTJIOMIATE

swallow? ['swplau] n macTouxa

swear [Swe?d] n KiaaTsa; v (swore,
SWOrn) KJIACThCA; PYraTbCsa

sweater ['sweta] n cBurep
swell v HagyBaThCA

sword [s2:d] n meu, mmara

Tt

tail n xBoctr; cat of nine tails
IJIETKA-JeBATUXBOCTKA

tailor ['te1la] n mopTHoit

take v (took, taken) 6parsb, saHu-
MaTb; IPUHUMATE; ~ after ObITH
MOXOKUM; ~ ON HAHUMATh; ~ UP
MOJHUMATH

taste n Bkyc; v mpo6GoBaTh Ha
BKyC

tear [tea] v (tore, torn) psars,
paspeIBATh, OTPLIBATH

tear [tI3] n cuesa

tell v (told) rosBoputn, paccka-
3bIBATh; IIPUKA3BIBATDH; s6ef-
HAYATH

telltale ['telterl] n gmomocuuxk,
A0eTHUK

temper ['tempd] n xapaxrep,
HpaB; short ~ BCHBLIBUMBBIH
xapakKTep

tender ['tends] adj nmemxubIi,
JIACKOBBIM

terrible ['terabl] adj ymxacusri,
SKYTKUT

terrify ['tersfar] v yxxacars, my-
raThb

terror ['tera] n crpax, yxac

thought [0>:t] n wmBIcas, pas-
MBIIIIJIEHUE

thoughtfully adv sagymuuso
thoughtlessly adv 6es3gymuo
threaten ['Oretn] v yrposxars

throughout [Bru:'auvt] prep =ma
BCEM IIPDOTAMEHUU

throw [Orau] v (threw, thrown)
6pocaTb, KUAATh

thunder ['©And3] n rpom; by
thunder! rpom u mosxuusa! (8oc-
KAUUAHUE, B8bLpAXCaAouLee 803-
MYyuerue)

thus adv Tak, Takum o6pasom
tie! [ta1] n razcryk

tie? v 3aBA3BIBATE, IPUBA3HIBATS,
CBSI3LIBATh

tight [tait] adj kpenkwuii, mwaor-
HBIHA, TyrO#

tick n Tukambe; v THUKATH

tickle ['t1kl] v mexoraTs

tide n npusue u oraUB

tidy v youpars, IpUBOAUTE B II0-
DPAIOK

till prep mo, moka; conj mo Tex
mop moka (He)
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thimble ['01mbl] n manepcrox

time n Bpems; pas; at ~s Bpeme-
HaMu

tinkle ['tinkl] n sBon

tiny ['taIni] adj ouenr majeHB-
KU, KPOIIeUHBIHN

tire [ta1d] v yromaarscs, ycra-
BaTh

title ['tartl] n Turyn, sBarme

tongue [tAn] n asBIK

tootle ['turtll n 3ByR TpPYOHI,
¢eiiTel; 00JITOBHS

top n
Bepx

BepIIIVHA, BEPXYIIKA,

torture ['t2:tf3] v MmyunTs
toss [tbs] v 6pocars xpebuit

tot (up) v cymmupoBaTh, CKJa-
IBIBATH

totter ['tbta] v maTu HesepHoii,
OposKalneit MOXOAKOM, KOBBI-
JATH

touch [tAf] v (umpm)kacaTscs,
TPOraTh; 7 MPUKOCHOBEHIE

towel [taual] n monoTenme
trace n ciaen
treasure ['tre3a] n coxposuie

treat [triit] v o6pamarbca, 06xo-
IUTHCA

treatment n oGpamenue

tremble ['trembl] v gpoxars,
TPACTUCDH, N IPOKb, COLPOTa-
HHe, TpemeT

trick n xurpoctsb

tricky adj xutpsrit

triumph ['tratamf] n mo6ena,
TOPIKECTBO, TpUyMd
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trouble ['trabl] n 6ecnoxoiicTso,
BOJIHeHHUe, Oema; ~maker mpo-
KAa3HUK; U O0ECIOKOWTbL, 3a-
TPYOHATH

troublesome adj nmpuunHAIOMIMHT
6ecIIoKO0IiCTBO

true [tru:] adj Bepunii, mpas-
JUBBIN, HACTOSAIIUI; TOUYHBIN;
come ~ COBIBAaTBCS, CTaTh
SABBIO

trunk n crBoJ (HEpeBa)
trust v foBepAaATH
trustless adj BeposomMHBIIf
truth [tru:0] n opasga

try [tra1] v neITaThCH, cTapaThCH,
IIPOBEPATH; N IOIBLITKA

turn v nDoBopauuBaTh; IIpeBpa-
miaTh, obpaiarsk; ~ out oKasbl-
BaThCH; 7 BpallleHue, II0BOPOT;
ouepenb

tut [tAt] exclamation »x! (svipa-
Jcaem HemepneHnue, 00cady)

twin n GausHeIr

twist v kpyTuThH

Uu

ugly ['Agli] adj yponmussrit
unable [An'eibl] adj mecmoco6-
HBIHA

unashamed [ Ana'[eimd] adj 6ec-
COBECTHBIN, 0eCCTBIIHBIN

uncover [An'kAva] v packpeiBaTs

underground [ Anda‘'graund] adj
IIOA3eMHBINA

understand [Anda'stend] v
(understood) moHmMaThL, 0CO3-
HaBaTb
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uneventful [An'tventfl] adj ue-
IpUMeYaTeJbHbIN, IIPOXOAA-
Ui 6e3 TPOUCIIeCTBUHA

unfriendly [An'frendli] adj Bpax-
IeOHbII, UYKOI

unnecessarily [An'nesasertli]
adv 6e3 HamoOHOCTH

used [ju:st] adj npussikIIHIii; be
(get) ~ to umeTh OOBIKHOBEHUE,
OBITh IPUBBIYHBIM K UEMY-TO

Vv

vain [veln] adj manpacuglii; in ~
3ps, TIIEeTHO
van n : in the ~ Buepenu

vegetable ['ved3tebl] n osom,
pacreHue

very ['veri] adv ouenp; the ~
MMEHHO TOT, TOT CAMBIH

victim ['viktim] n xepTBa
visitor ['vIzIta] n mocerurens

voice [vdIs] n rosnoc

W w

wag v MaxaTh

wait [wert] v xzaTh, ToKUIATHCA

wake v (woke, woken) mpocsI-
natbed, IIpoOyKIaTheA; Oy-
IUTH; OOAPCTBOBATH

wall [wd:l] n crena

wander [‘wpbnd3] v cTpamcTBo-
BaTh, OJYKIATDH

washstand ['wp[stend] n yme-
BAJILHUK

waste [weist] v Tepars mapowm,
TPaATUThL BIYCTYIO

watch [wpotf] n wuacwe, mosop;
U CMOTpeTb, HaOJI0AaTh, CTO-
POKUTH, OXPAHATH

watchful adj 6gurenbubIi

wave U MaxarThb,
OTMaxMBATbCA

pasMaxuBaTh,

way [wei] n nmyTs, croco6, o6pas;
~ out Beixox; by the ~ kcraru,
MeXXAy IpouYmM; in a ~ B He-
KoropoMm cmebiciae; Milky Way
Muaeunsrit IIyTs

weapon ['wepan] n opyxue

wear [we3] v (wore, worn) Ho-
CUTsh, HageBaTh, ncromarhb,
YTOMJIATDH

wedding ['wed1in] n ceaan6a

weird [wiad] adj :xyTrnii, crpan-
HBINI

whether ['weda] conj mu

while! conj moka, B To Bpemsa
KaK, TOTJa KaK

while? n Bpems,
BpeMeHU

IIPOMEXYTOK

whip v xsnecrars; ~ off coepuyTh

whistle ['wisl] n cBucrok; v cBuc-
TeTh

why [wail] adv mouemy; Bexs,
KaK e

wicked ['wikid] adj snoit, Ges-
HPaBCTBEHHBIN

width [w1d0] n mupuna
wild [waild] adj nuxnii, 6ypHbIii

willing ['wilin] adj cormacusrit,
TOTOBBIA

wing n KpsLiIo
wink v mogmMuruBaTth

wipe v BBITUDPATH
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wise adj myapsiii, 6saropasym-
HBI

wish v KexaTb, XoTeThb; n Keja-
HIe

whisper ['wisp?d]
n mIemoT

U IIeITaThb,

within [w1'din] prep BmyTDH,
B IIpefesiax

wonder! [‘wAanda]l v wuHTepeco-
BaThCH, XOTeTh 3HATH

wonder? n yiuBieHue, 4yno
world [w3:ld] n mup, cser
worm [w3:m] n JyepBak
warrior ['wWpris] n Boun

worry ['WAri] v Gecmokourscs,
BOJTHOBATHCS

worth [w3:0] n nesrOCTD, 3HAUU-
MOCTb

worthwhile adj crosmuit
worthless adj HerogubIit

wound [wu:nd] n pama; v pa-
HUTH

wrapped [rept] adj 3aBepryTHIi,
VYKYTaHHBIH

wrong [ron] adj senpaBuIbHBIIH,
OIITUOOYHBIHN

Yy

yard [ja:d] n apx (= 91,4 cm);
ABOD
yawn [join] n 3eBoK; v 3eBaTh

yell [jel] n Bomwas; v BOIUTH
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C nercrea no6umasn uctopus o Mutepe MaHe nogapuT Bam
MyTELUECTBNE B MAD YOUBUTENbHBIX NMPUKNOHEHUIA 1 NOMOXKET
YCOBEPLUEHCTBOBATH CBOIA aHIMUACKUIA.

AJANTUPOBAHHbIA TEKCT cxa3ku no3BoNKT BaM yNyy4WuTh
HaBbIKH YTEHHS, @ NepeBop Ha PYCCKHHA A3bIK NOMOXET
pa3o0paTbCs B TPYAHLIX MECTAX W NPOKOHTPONMPOBATD

NOHUMaHME. Bbl TaKOKe MOXKETE NPOCNYLUATL TEKCT B UCMONHEHNN
AHINIOASLIYHOTO U PYCCKOro AMKTOPOB W PasBUTbL HABbIKM
ayanpoBaHusA. YNpaXHeHUA U cnoBapb NOMOryT
0CBOWTb HOBLIWA MaTepuan.

AnanTUpOBaHHbIE KHUMM B CEpUN «BUNMHIBar:
Aptyp Konan [loiinb «Cob6aka backepsunei»
Mapk Tsen «[lpuknioyenus Toma Coiepa»
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