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Peter Breaks Through

Питер идет напролом

A ll 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.
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Â ûðàñòàþò âñå äåòè, êðîìå îäíîãî. Îíè äîâîëüíî áûñòðî ïî-
íèìàþò, ÷òî êîãäà-íèáóäü âûðàñòóò, è Âåíäè ïîíÿëà ýòî 

ñëåäóþùèì îáðàçîì. Îäíàæäû, êîãäà åé áûëî äâà ãîäà, îíà 
ñîðâàëà öâåòîê è ïîáåæàëà ñ íèì ê ìàìå. Íàâåðíîå, îíà âû-
ãëÿäåëà î÷àðîâàòåëüíî, òàê êàê ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã ïðèæàëà ðóêó 
ê ñåðäöó è âîñêëèêíóëà: «Íó ïî÷åìó òû íå ìîæåøü îñòàòüñÿ 
òàêîé íàâñåãäà!» È áîëüøå íè÷åãî, íî ñ òåõ ïîð Âåíäè çíàëà, 
÷òî îíà ïîâçðîñëååò. Îá ýòîì âñåãäà óçíàåøü, êàê èñïîëíèòñÿ 
äâà ãîäà. Äâà ãîäà — ýòî íà÷àëî êîíöà.

Ìàìà Âåíäè áûëà ìèëîâèäíîé è ðîìàíòè÷íîé ëåäè. Íà åå 
ñëàäêèõ ãóáàõ áûë ïîöåëóé, êîòîðûé Âåíäè íè ðàçó íå óäàâà-
ëîñü ïîéìàòü, õîòÿ îí ÿñíî âèäíåëñÿ â ïðàâîì óãîëêå åå ðòà.

Ìèñòåð Äàðëèíã çàâîåâàë ñâîþ æåíó òàê: íåñêîëüêî äæåíòëü-
ìåíîâ îäíîâðåìåííî ïîíÿëè, ÷òî ëþáÿò åå, è ïîáåæàëè ê íåé 
äîìîé. À ìèñòåð Äàðëèíã âçÿë èçâîç÷èêà è îïåðåäèë èõ. Îíà 
äîñòàëàñü åìó âñÿ öåëèêîì, êðîìå òîãî ïîöåëóÿ.

Ìèñòåð Äàðëèíã áûë èç òåõ, êòî ðàçáèðàåòñÿ â àêöèÿõ è 
êàïèòàëàõ. Êîíå÷íî, íèêòî â ýòîì ïî-íàñòîÿùåìó íå ðàçáèðà-
åòñÿ, íî îí ÷àñòî ãîâîðèë «Àêöèè ïîäíÿëèñü» è «Ïðîöåíòû 
óïàëè» ñ òàêèì âèäîì, ÷òî ëþáàÿ æåíùèíà çàóâàæàëà áû åãî.

Ïåðâîé ïîÿâèëàñü Âåíäè, ïîòîì Äæîí, çàòåì Ìàéêë.
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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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Ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã ëþáèëà, ÷òîáû âñå áûëî, êàê ïîëàãàåòñÿ, 
à ìèñòåð Äàðëèíã óæàñíî õîòåë æèòü â òî÷íîñòè, êàê åãî ñî-
ñåäè; ïîýòîìó, ðàçóìååòñÿ, îíè âçÿëè íÿíþ. Íî òàê êàê îíè 
áûëè áåäíû — âåäü äåòè ïèëè ñòîëüêî ìîëîêà, — íÿíåé ó íèõ 
ñòàëà ñòðîãàÿ ñîáàêà ïîðîäû íüþôàóíäëåíä ïî êëè÷êå Íýíà. 
Äî òîãî êàê Äàðëèíãè íàíÿëè åå, îíà áûëà íè÷üåé. Íýíà îêà-
çàëàñü íå íÿíåé, à ñîêðîâèùåì. Êîíóðó åé, êîíå÷íî, ïîñòàâèëè 
â äåòñêîé. Ó íåå áûë òàëàíò îòëè÷àòü êàøåëü, íå ñòîÿùèé âíè-
ìàíèÿ, îò êàøëÿ, ïðè êîòîðîì íóæíî áûëî êóòàòü ãîðëî øàð-
ôîì. Êîãäà Íýíà âåëà äåòåé â øêîëó, îíà ñòåïåííî âûøàãèâàëà 
ðÿäîì, åñëè îíè âåëè ñåáÿ õîðîøî; è ïîäòàëêèâàëà èõ ãîëîâîé, 
âûñòðàèâàÿ îáðàòíî â ðÿä, åñëè îíè ðàçáðåäàëèñü. Îíà íè ðàçó 
íå çàáûëà ïðèõâàòèòü ñ ñîáîé ñâèòåð â òå äíè, êîãäà Äæîí èãðàë 
â ôóòáîë, è îáû÷íî íåñëà â ïàñòè çîíòèê íà ñëó÷àé äîæäÿ.

Ìèñòåð Äàðëèíã çíàë ýòî è âñå ðàâíî èíîãäà áåñïîêîèëñÿ, 
íå áîëòàþò ëè ÷åãî ñîñåäè.

Íýíà òðåâîæèëà åãî è ïî äðóãîé ïðè÷èíå. Èíîãäà îí ÷óâ-
ñòâîâàë, ÷òî îíà èì íå âîñõèùàåòñÿ.

— ß çíàþ, îíà î÷åíü ñèëüíî òîáîé âîñõèùàåòñÿ, Äæîðäæ, — 
óâåðÿëà åãî ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã è ïîòîì îáû÷íî ïîäàâàëà äåòÿì 
çíàê, ÷òîáû îíè ñòàëè ñ îòöîì îñîáåííî ëàñêîâû. Çà ýòèì ñëå-
äîâàëè òàíöû, ê êîòîðûì èíîãäà ðàçðåøàëè ïðèñîåäèíèòüñÿ 
èõ åäèíñòâåííîé ñëóæàíêå Ëèçå. Â ñâîåé äëèííîé þáêå è ÷åï-
öå Ëèçà êàçàëàñü ïðîñòî êðîõîòíîé, õîòÿ, êîãäà åå íàíèìàëè, 
îíà êëÿëàñü, ÷òî åé óæå äàâíî èñïîëíèëîñü äåñÿòü ëåò.

Íà ñâåòå ïðîñòî íå ñóùåñòâîâàëî áîëåå ñ÷àñòëèâîé ñåìüè äî 
ïîÿâëåíèÿ Ïèòåðà Ïýíà.

Âïåðâûå ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã óçíàëà î íåì, íàâîäÿ ïîðÿäîê â 
äåòñêèõ ìûñëÿõ. Êàæäàÿ õîðîøàÿ ìàòü ñîáëþäàåò ýòîò åæå-
âå÷åðíèé îáðÿä: ïîñëå òîãî, êàê åå äåòè óñíóëè, îíà èññëåäóåò 
èõ ìûñëè, ðàñêëàäûâàÿ ïî ìåñòàì âñå, ÷òî áëóæäàëî â ãîëîâå 
öåëûé äåíü.

Íå çíàþ, âèäåëè ëè âû êîãäà-íèáóäü êàðòó ÷åëîâå÷åñêîãî 
óìà? Äîêòîðà èíîãäà ðèñóþò ñõåìû ÷àñòåé âàøåãî òåëà, è ýòî 
ìîæåò áûòü ñòðàøíî èíòåðåñíî, íî ïîïûòàòüñÿ íàðèñîâàòü êàð-
òó ìûñëåé ðåáåíêà î÷åíü ñëîæíî — òàì ïîñòîÿííî âñå ìåíÿ-
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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.”
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åòñÿ. Íà íåé çèãçàãè, êàê íà ëèñòå ñ îòìåòêàìè òåìïåðàòóðû, 
íàâåðíîå, ýòî äîðîãè íà îñòðîâå, âåäü Íåáûâàëàÿ ñòðàíà âñåãäà, 
òàê èëè èíà÷å, îñòðîâ; ñ êðàñî÷íûìè ïÿòíàìè, êîðàëëîâûìè 
ðèôàìè è áûñòðîõîäíûìè êîðàáëÿìè; ñ äèêàðÿìè, ãíîìàìè-
ïîðòíûìè è ïåùåðàìè, ñêâîçü êîòîðûå áåãóò ðåêè; òàì ïðèíöû 
ñ øåñòüþ ñòàðøèìè áðàòüÿìè è âåòõàÿ ëà÷óãà, è îäíà ìàëåíü-
êàÿ ñòàðóøêà ñ êðþ÷êîâàòûì íîñîì.

Êîíå÷íî, îñòðîâà Íåáûâàëîé ñòðàíû ñèëüíî ðàçëè÷àþòñÿ. 
Ó Äæîíà, íàïðèìåð, áûëà ëàãóíà ñ ëåòàþùèìè íàä íåé ïòè-
öàìè ôëàìèíãî, â êîòîðûõ îí ñòðåëÿë. À ó Ìàéêëà, òàê êàê 
îí áûë ñîâñåì ìàëåíüêèì, ëàãóíû ëåòàëè íàä ôëàìèíãî. Äæîí 
æèë â ëîäêå, ïåðåâåðíóòîé ââåðõ äíîì íà ïåñêàõ, Ìàéêë — 
â âèãâàìå, à Âåíäè — â äîìå èç ñøèòûõ âìåñòå ëèñòüåâ. Ó Äæî-
íà íå áûëî äðóçåé, ó Ìàéêëà äðóçüÿ ïîÿâëÿëèñü ïî íî÷àì, 
à ó Âåíäè áûë âîë÷îíîê, áðîøåííûé ðîäèòåëÿìè.

Âðåìÿ îò âðåìåíè â ñâîèõ ïóòåøåñòâèÿõ ïî óìàì äåòåé ìèñ-
ñèñ Äàðëèíã îáíàðóæèâàëà òî, ÷òî íå ìîãëà ïîíÿòü, è ñàìûì 
îçàäà÷èâàþùèì áûëî ñëîâî «Ïèòåð». Îíà íå çíàëà íèêàêîãî 
Ïèòåðà, à îí áûë â ãîëîâàõ Äæîíà è Ìàéêëà, òîãäà êàê ó Âåí-
äè èì âñå áûëî èñïèñàíî. Èìÿ âûäåëÿëîñü áîëåå êðóïíûìè 
áóêâàìè ñðåäè îñòàëüíûõ ñëîâ, è, âñìàòðèâàÿñü â íåãî, ìèññèñ 
Äàðëèíã ÷óâñòâîâàëà, ÷òî ó íåãî äåðçêèé âèä.

— Äà, Ïèòåð î÷åíü äåðçêèé, — ïðèçíàëà Âåíäè ñ ñîæàëå-
íèåì.

— Íî êòî æå îí, äåòî÷êà?

— Îí Ïèòåð Ïýí, ìàìà, òû æå çíàåøü.

Ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã íå çíàëà, íî, ïîäóìàâ î ñâîåì äåòñòâå, 
ñðàçó âñïîìíèëà Ïèòåðà Ïýíà, êîòîðûé, êàê ãîâîðèëè, æèë 
ó ôåé. Â òå âðåìåíà îíà âåðèëà â íåãî, íî òåïåðü, áóäó÷è çà-
ìóæíåé è áëàãîðàçóìíîé æåíùèíîé, ñîìíåâàëàñü â åãî ñóùå-
ñòâîâàíèè.

Ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã ïîñîâåòîâàëàñü ñ ìèñòåðîì Äàðëèíãîì, íî 
òîò îòâåòèë ñ óëûáêîé:

— Çàïîìíè ìîè ñëîâà, — ñêàçàë îí. — Ýòî êàêàÿ-òî ÷åïóõà, 
êîòîðóþ âáèëà èì â ãîëîâû Íýíà. Îñòàâü, è âñå ïðîéäåò.
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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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 Ïèòåð èäåò íàïðîëîì


Íî ýòî íå ïðîøëî: âñêîðå íåñíîñíûé ìàëü÷èøêà ñèëüíî íà-
ïóãàë ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã.

Îäíàæäû óòðîì íà ïîëó äåòñêîé ïîÿâèëèñü ñóõèå ëèñòüÿ, 
êîòîðûõ òàì òî÷íî íå áûëî, êîãäà äåòè ëîæèëèñü ñïàòü. Ìèñ-
ñèñ Äàðëèíã ëîìàëà íàä ýòèì ãîëîâó, êîãäà Âåíäè ñêàçàëà ñî 
ñíèñõîäèòåëüíîé óëûáêîé:

— ß óâåðåíà, ýòî îïÿòü Ïèòåð!

— ×òî òû õî÷åøü ñêàçàòü, Âåíäè?

— Êàê äóðíî ñ åãî ñòîðîíû íå âûòåðåòü íîãè, — ñêàçàëà 
Âåíäè, âçäûõàÿ. Îíà áûëà àêêóðàòíûì ðåáåíêîì.

Êàê íå÷òî ñàìî ñîáîé ðàçóìåþùååñÿ, îíà îáúÿñíèëà, ÷òî 
èíîãäà ïî íî÷àì Ïèòåð ïðèõîäèë â äåòñêóþ, ñàäèëñÿ íà êðî-
âàòü ó íåå â íîãàõ è èãðàë íà äóäî÷êå. Ê ñîæàëåíèþ, îíà íè 
ðàçó íå ïðîñíóëàñü, òàê ÷òî íåïîíÿòíî, îòêóäà îíà ýòî çíàåò, 
ïðîñòî çíàåò è âñå.

— ×òî çà åðóíäó òû ãîâîðèøü, ìèëàÿ. Íèêòî íå ìîæåò ïî-
ïàñòü â äîì, íå ïîñòó÷àâ â äâåðü.

— ß äóìàþ, îí âîøåë ÷åðåç îêíî.

— Ëþáîâü ìîÿ, ýòî æå òðåòèé ýòàæ.

— À ðàçâå ëèñòüÿ íå ëåæàëè ïîä îêíîì, ìàìà?

Ýòî áûëà ïðàâäà, ëèñòüÿ îáíàðóæèëè ïðÿìî ïîä îêíîì.

— Äèòÿ ìîå, — âîñêëèêíóëà ìàìà, — íî ïî÷åìó òû íå ñêà-
çàëà ìíå îá ýòîì ðàíüøå?

— ß çàáûëà, — áåñïå÷íî îòâåòèëà Âåíäè. Îíà òîðîïèëàñü 
ê çàâòðàêó.

Î, íåñîìíåííî, Âåíäè âñå ýòî ïðèñíèëîñü.
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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.



 Ïèòåð èäåò íàïðîëîì


Íî, ñ äðóãîé ñòîðîíû, ëèñòüÿ âñå-òàêè áûëè. Ìèññèñ Äàð-
ëèíã î÷åíü òùàòåëüíî èõ èññëåäîâàëà; òî áûëè ñóõèå ëèñòüÿ, 
íî îíà òî÷íî çíàëà — â Àíãëèè òàêèå íà äåðåâüÿõ íå ðàñòóò.

Êîíå÷íî æå, Âåíäè âñå ïðèñíèëîñü.

Íî ýòî íå áûëî ñíîì Âåíäè, ÷òî è ïîäòâåðäèëîñü ñëåäóþùåé 
æå íî÷üþ, òîé ñàìîé íî÷üþ, êîãäà, ìîæíî ñêàçàòü, è íà÷àëèñü 
íåîáû÷àéíûå ïðèêëþ÷åíèÿ äåòåé.

Â íî÷ü, î êîòîðîé ìû ãîâîðèì, âñå äåòè ñíîâà ëåæàëè â êðî-
âàòÿõ. Ñëó÷èëîñü òàê, ÷òî ó Íýíû òåì âå÷åðîì áûë âûõîäíîé; 
ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã èñêóïàëà äåòåé è ïåëà èì, ïîêà îíè, îäèí çà 
äðóãèì, îòïóñòèâ åå ðóêó, íå óñêîëüçíóëè â ñòðàíó ñíîâ.

Âñå âûãëÿäåëî òàêèì áåçîïàñíûì è óþòíûì, ÷òî îíà óëûá-
íóëàñü ñâîèì ñòðàõàì è ñïîêîéíî ñåëà ñ øèòüåì ó êàìèíà.

Îò îãíÿ øëî òåïëî, è äåòñêàÿ òóñêëî îñâåùàëàñü òðåìÿ íî÷-
íèêàìè. Âñêîðå øèòüå ëåæàëî íà êîëåíÿõ ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã. 
Îíà óñíóëà.

Ïîêà îíà ñïàëà, îêíî äåòñêîé ðàñïàõíóëîñü, è íà ïîë ñïðûã-
íóë ìàëü÷èê. Åãî ñîïðîâîæäàë ñòðàííûé îãîíåê — ìàëåíüêèé, 
íå áîëüøå âàøåãî êóëàêà. Îí ìåòàëñÿ ïî êîìíàòå, êàê æèâîé; 
ÿ äóìàþ, íàâåðíîå, ýòîò îãîíåê è ðàçáóäèë ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã.

Îíà ïîäñêî÷èëà ñ êðèêîì, óâèäåëà ìàëü÷èêà è ïî÷åìó-òî 
ñðàçó ïîíÿëà, ÷òî ýòî Ïèòåð Ïýí. Ýòî áûë ñëàâíûé ìàëü÷èê, 
îäåòûé â àæóðíûå ëèñòüÿ, íî ñàìûì âîñõèòèòåëüíûì â íåì 
áûëî òî, ÷òî ó íåãî ñîõðàíèëèñü âñå ìîëî÷íûå çóáû. Óâèäåâ 
âçðîñëóþ æåíùèíó, îí çàñêðåæåòàë íà íåå ñâîèìè æåì÷óæèí-
êàìè.
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The Shadow

Тень

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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Ì èññèñ Äàðëèíã âñêðèêíóëà, è, áóäòî â îòâåò íà çâîíîê, îò-
êðûëàñü äâåðü è âîøëà Íýíà. Îíà çàðû÷àëà è áðîñèëàñü 

ê ìàëü÷èêó, êîòîðûé ëåãêî âûïðûãíóë â îêíî. È ñíîâà ìèññèñ 
Äàðëèíã âñêðèêíóëà, íà ýòîò ðàç èñïóãàâøèñü çà íåãî, îíà ðå-
øèëà, ÷òî ìàëü÷èê ðàçáèëñÿ. Îíà ñáåæàëà âíèç, íà óëèöó, íî 
åãî òàì íå áûëî; îíà ïîñìîòðåëà ââåðõ è íè÷åãî íå óâèäåëà.

Îíà âåðíóëàñü â äåòñêóþ è îáíàðóæèëà òàì Íýíó, òà ÷òî-
òî äåðæàëà â ïàñòè, êàê âûÿñíèëîñü — òåíü ìàëü÷èêà. Êîãäà 
îí ïîäñêî÷èë ê îêíó, Íýíà áûñòðî î÷óòèëàñü ðÿäîì, ñëèøêîì 
ïîçäíî, ÷òîáû åãî ñõâàòèòü, íî òåíü âûðâàòüñÿ íå óñïåëà.

Ìîæåòå áûòü óâåðåíû, ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã òùàòåëüíî îñìîòðå-
ëà òåíü, íî òà îêàçàëàñü ñàìîé îáû÷íîé.

Ó Íýíû íå áûëî ñîìíåíèé â òîì, êàê ëó÷øå ïîñòóïèòü 
ñ òåíüþ. Îíà ïîâåñèëà òåíü çà îêíî, ðåøèâ: «Îí îáÿçàòåëüíî çà 
íåé âåðíåòñÿ; ïóñòü îíà âèñèò òàì, ãäå îí ëåãêî åå äîñòàíåò, íå 
ïîáåñïîêîèâ äåòåé».

Íî ê ñîæàëåíèþ, ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã íå ìîãëà îñòàâèòü òåíü âè-
ñåòü çà îêíîì, òà áûëà ñëèøêîì ïîõîæà íà âûñòèðàííîå áåëüå 
è óõóäøàëà îáùèé âèä äîìà. Îíà äóìàëà ïîêàçàòü òåíü ìèñ-
òåðó Äàðëèíãó, íî òîò ïîäñ÷èòûâàë ñòîèìîñòü çèìíèõ ïàëüòî 
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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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äëÿ Äæîíà è Ìàéêëà, îáåðíóâ ãîëîâó âëàæíûì ïîëîòåíöåì äëÿ 
ÿñíîñòè óìà. Êàçàëîñü íåóäîáíûì åãî áåñïîêîèòü, è ïîòîì, îíà 
òî÷íî çíàëà, ÷òî îí îòâåòèò: «Âñå îòòîãî, ÷òî ó íàñ â íÿíüêàõ 
ñîáàêà».

Îíà ðåøèëà ñâåðíóòü òåíü è óáðàòü åå â êîìîä äî òåõ ïîð, 
ïîêà íå ïðåäñòàâèòñÿ ïîäõîäÿùèé ñëó÷àé ðàññêàçàòü î íåé 
ìóæó.

Ñëó÷àé ïðåäñòàâèëñÿ íåäåëåé ïîçæå, â òó íåçàáâåííóþ ïÿò-
íèöó. Êîíå÷íî, ýòî áûëà ïÿòíèöà.

— Ìíå ñëåäîâàëî áûòü îñîáåííî âíèìàòåëüíîé â ïÿòíèöó, — 
ãîâîðèëà îíà âïîñëåäñòâèè ìóæó, â òî âðåìÿ êàê Íýíà ñèäåëà 
ïî äðóãóþ ñòîðîíó îò ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã, äåðæà åå çà ðóêó.

— Íåò, íåò, — îòâå÷àë âñåãäà ìèñòåð Äàðëèíã, — ýòî ÿ íåñó 
îòâåòñòâåííîñòü çà âñå. ß, Äæîðäæ Äàðëèíã, ýòî íàòâîðèë.

Òàê îíè ñèäåëè êàæäûé âå÷åð, âñïîìèíàÿ òó ðîêîâóþ ïÿò-
íèöó, ïîêà âñå åå ïîäðîáíîñòè íå îòïå÷àòàëèñü â èõ ãîëîâàõ.

— Åñëè áû òîëüêî ÿ íå ïðèíÿëà ïðèãëàøåíèå íà óæèí â 
äîì íîìåð äâàäöàòü ñåìü, — ãîâîðèëà ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã.

— Åñëè áû òîëüêî ÿ íå íàëèë ñâîå ëåêàðñòâî â ìèñêó 
Íýíû, — ãîâîðèë ìèñòåð Äàðëèíã.

— Åñëè òîëüêî áû ÿ ïðèòâîðèëàñü, ÷òî ìíå íðàâèòñÿ ýòî ëå-
êàðñòâî, — ãîâîðèëè âëàæíûå ãëàçà Íýíû.

Çàòåì îáû÷íî êòî-òî îäèí èç íèõ íå âûäåðæèâàë; Íýíà ïðè 
ìûñëè: «Ýòî ïðàâäà, ïðàâäà, íå ñëåäîâàëî èì áðàòü ñîáàêó â 
íÿíüêè». È íå ðàç ìèñòåð Äàðëèíã ïðèêëàäûâàë íîñîâîé ïëà-
òîê ê ãëàçàì Íýíû.

— Êàêîé íåãîäÿé! — âñêðèêèâàë ìèñòåð Äàðëèíã, è ëàé 
Íýíû îòçûâàëñÿ åìó ýõîì. Íî ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã íèêîãäà íå 
 óïðåêàëà Ïèòåðà; ÷òî-òî â ïðàâîì óãîëêå åå ðòà íå äàâàëî åé 
îáçûâàòü åãî.
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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.”
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Îíè ñèäåëè â ïóñòîé äåòñêîé, âñïîìèíàÿ êàæäóþ äåòàëü 
òîãî óæàñíîãî âå÷åðà. Îí íà÷àëñÿ ñîâåðøåííî îáûäåííî, êàê 
ñîòíè äðóãèõ âå÷åðîâ. Íýíà âêëþ÷èëà âîäó, ÷òîáû íàáðàòü 
âîäû äëÿ êóïàíèÿ Ìàéêëà, è ïîíåñëà åãî òóäà íà ñïèíå.

— ß íå ïîéäó ñïàòü, — âîïèë îí. — Íå ïîéäó, íå ïîéäó. 
Íýíà, åùå íåò øåñòè ÷àñîâ. ß áîëüøå íå áóäó ëþáèòü òåáÿ, 
Íýíà. Ãîâîðþ òåáå, ÿ íå áóäó êóïàòüñÿ, íå áóäó, íå áóäó!

Çàòåì âîøëà ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã â áåëîì âå÷åðíåì ïëàòüå. Îíà 
îäåëàñü ïîðàíüøå, ïîòîìó ÷òî Âåíäè ëþáèëà ñìîòðåòü íà ìàìó 
â âå÷åðíåì ïëàòüå ñ îæåðåëüåì, êîòîðîå ïîäàðèë åé Äæîðäæ. 
Íà ðóêå ó íåå áûë áðàñëåò Âåíäè. Âåíäè ëþáèëà îäàëæèâàòü 
ñâîé áðàñëåò ìàòåðè.

Îíà óâèäåëà äâóõ ñâîèõ ñòàðøèõ äåòåé, èçîáðàæàþùèõ åå 
ñàìó è îòöà ïî ñëó÷àþ ðîæäåíèÿ Âåíäè, Äæîí ãîâîðèë:

— Ñ÷àñòëèâ ñîîáùèòü âàì, ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã, òåïåðü âû ñòà-
ëè ìàòåðüþ, — òî÷íî òàêèì æå òîíîì, êàêèì ñêàçàë áû ñàì 
ìèñòåð Äàðëèíã.

Âåíäè çàïëÿñàëà îò ðàäîñòè, òî÷íî òàê æå, êàê è ñëåäîâàëî 
íàñòîÿùåé ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã.

Çàòåì ðîäèëñÿ Äæîí, ñ ïûøíîñòüþ, êîòîðóþ îí âîîáðàæàë 
ïîäîáàþùåé ðîæäåíèþ ìóæ÷èíû. Ìàéêë âûøåë èç âàííîé è 
òîæå ïîïðîñèëñÿ ðîäèòüñÿ, íà ÷òî Äæîí ãðóáî îòâåòèë, ÷òî èì 
áîëüøå íèêîãî íå íóæíî.

Ìàéêë ÷óòü íå ðàñïëàêàëñÿ.
— ß íèêîìó íå íóæåí, — ñêàçàë îí, è, êîíå÷íî æå, ëåäè 

â âå÷åðíåì ïëàòüå íå ìîãëà ýòîãî âûíåñòè.

— Ìíå íóæåí, — ñêàçàëà îíà, — ÿ òàê õî÷ó òðåòüåãî ðå-
áåíêà.

— Ìàëü÷èêà èëè äåâî÷êó? — ñïðîñèë Ìàéêë áåç îñîáîé íà-
äåæäû.

— Ìàëü÷èêà.
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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 



 Òåíü


21

Òîãäà îí êèíóëñÿ â åå îáúÿòèÿ. Òàêîé ïóñòÿê, íî òîëüêî åñëè 
íå äóìàòü, ÷òî ýòî áûë ïîñëåäíèé âå÷åð Ìàéêëà â äåòñêîé.

Îíè ïðîäîëæàëè âñïîìèíàòü.

— Ýòî áûëî òîãäà, êîãäà ÿ âîðâàëñÿ êàê óðàãàí, äà? — ñêà-
çàë ìèñòåð Äàðëèíã, ïðåçèðàÿ ñåáÿ.

Ïîæàëóé, åãî ìîæíî îïðàâäàòü. Îí òîæå îäåâàëñÿ â ãîñ-
òè, è âñå áûëî ãëàäêî äî òåõ ïîð, ïîêà íå äîøëî äî ãàëñòóêà. 
Ñòðàííî îá ýòîì ãîâîðèòü, íî îí, õîòü è çíàë âñå îá àêöèÿõ è 
êàïèòàëàõ, íå óìåë ïî-íàñòîÿùåìó óïðàâëÿòüñÿ ñî ñâîèì ãàë-
ñòóêîì. Èíîãäà ýòà âåùü ïîääàâàëàñü åìó áåç áîðüáû, íî â íå-
êîòîðûõ ñëó÷àÿõ äëÿ âñåõ äîìî÷àäöåâ áûëî áû ëó÷øå, åñëè áû 
îí ïðîãëîòèë ñâîþ ãîðäîñòü è âîñïîëüçîâàëñÿ óæå çàâÿçàííûì 
ãàëñòóêîì.

Òî áûë êàê ðàç òàêîé ñëó÷àé. Îí âáåæàë â äåòñêóþ ñ ýòèì 
ìàëåíüêèì ãàëñòóêîì-÷óäîâèùåì â ðóêå.

— ×òî-òî ñëó÷èëîñü, ïàïî÷êà, äîðîãîé?

— Ñëó÷èëîñü! — çàâîïèë îí; îí äåéñòâèòåëüíî âîïèë. — 
Ýòîò ãàëñòóê, îí íå çàâÿçûâàåòñÿ.

Â åãî ãîëîñå ïîÿâèëàñü îïàñíàÿ èðîíèÿ.
— Îí íå çàâÿçûâàåòñÿ âîêðóã ìîåé øåè! Íó äà, äâàäöàòü ðàç 

ó ìåíÿ ïîëó÷èëîñü çàâÿçàòü âîêðóã ñòîëáèêà êðîâàòè, íî âîê-
ðóã øåè íåò! Î, áîæå, íåò!

Îí ðåøèë, ÷òî íå ïðîèçâåë íà ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã äîëæíîãî 
âïå÷àòëåíèÿ, è ñòðîãî ïðîäîëæèë:

— Ïðåäóïðåæäàþ òåáÿ, åñëè ýòîò ãàëñòóê íå îêàæåòñÿ íà 
ìîåé øåå, ìû íå ïîéäåì ñåãîäíÿ âå÷åðîì â ãîñòè íà óæèí. 
È åñëè ÿ íå ïîéäó íà óæèí, ÿ íèêîãäà íå âåðíóñü íà ñëóæáó, 
è åñëè ÿ íå âåðíóñü íà ñëóæáó, ìû ñ òîáîé óìðåì ñ ãîëîäó, 
à íàøè äåòè áóäóò âûáðîøåíû íà óëèöó.

È äàæå òîãäà ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã îñòàâàëàñü ñïîêîéíîé.
— Ïîçâîëü ìíå ïîïðîáîâàòü, ìèëûé, — ñêàçàëà îíà, è, ðà-

çóìååòñÿ, ýòî áûëî èìåííî òî, î ÷åì îí åå ïðîñèë. Ñâîèìè òîí-
êèìè ïðîõëàäíûìè ðóêàìè îíà ïîâÿçàëà åìó ãàëñòóê, ïîêà 
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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.”
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äåòè ñòîÿëè âîêðóã è ñìîòðåëè, êàê ðåøàåòñÿ èõ ñóäüáà. Îí íå-
áðåæíî ïîáëàãîäàðèë åå, ñðàçó ïîçàáûâ î ñâîåì ãíåâå, è ÷åðåç 
ìãíîâåíèå êðóæèë ïî êîìíàòå â òàíöå ñ Ìàéêëîì íà ñïèíå.

Âåñåëüå çàêîí÷èëîñü ñ ïîÿâëåíèåì Íýíû: ìèñòåð Äàðëèíã 
ñîâåðøåííî íåêñòàòè ñ íåé ñòîëêíóëñÿ, ïîñëå ÷åãî åãî áðþêè 
ïîêðûëèñü øåðñòüþ. Ýòî áûëè íå ïðîñòî íîâûå áðþêè, à ïåð-
âûå â åãî æèçíè áðþêè ñ òåñüìîé. Åìó ïðèøëîñü çàêóñèòü 
ãóáó, ÷òîáû îñòàíîâèòü ïîäñòóïàþùèå ñëåçû. Êîíå÷íî, ìèññèñ 
Äàðëèíã ïî÷èñòèëà áðþêè, íî îí îïÿòü çàâåë ðàçãîâîð î òîì, 
êàêàÿ ýòî îøèáêà — äåðæàòü ñîáàêó â íÿíüêàõ.

— Äæîðäæ, Íýíà ïðîñòî ñîêðîâèùå.

— Íåñîìíåííî, íî âðåìåíàìè ìåíÿ áåñïîêîèò ìûñëü, ÷òî 
îíà ñ÷èòàåò äåòåé ùåíÿòàìè.

— Àõ, íåò, äîðîãîé, ÿ óâåðåíà, îíà çíàåò, ÷òî ó íèõ åñòü 
äóøè.

— Ñîìíåâàþñü, — ïðîèçíåñ ìèñòåð Äàðëèíã çàäóì÷èâî, — 
ñîìíåâàþñü.

Åãî æåíà ïî÷óâñòâîâàëà, ÷òî ïðåäñòàâèëñÿ ñëó÷àé ðàññêà-
çàòü î ìàëü÷èêå. Ñíà÷àëà îí îòíåññÿ ê ýòîé èñòîðèè íàñìåøëè-
âî, íî ïðèçàäóìàëñÿ, êîãäà îíà ïîêàçàëà åìó òåíü.

— ß íå çíàþ, êòî ýòî, — ñêàçàë îí, òùàòåëüíî èçó÷èâ 
òåíü, — íî, ïîõîæå, îí íåãîäÿé.

— Ìû êàê ðàç îáñóæäàëè ýòó òåíü, ïîìíèøü, — ãîâîðèò 
ìèñòåð Äàðëèíã, — êîãäà âîøëà Íýíà ñ ëåêàðñòâîì äëÿ Ìàé-
êëà. Òû áîëüøå íèêîãäà íå áóäåøü íîñèòü ëåêàðñòâà â ïàñòè, 
Íýíà, ýòî âñå ìîÿ âèíà.

Îí áûë ñèëüíûì ÷åëîâåêîì, íî áåç ñîìíåíèé, ñ òåì ëå-
êàðñòâîì îí ïîâåë ñåáÿ äîâîëüíî ãëóïî. Åñëè è áûëà ó íåãî 
ñëàáîñòü, òàê òîëüêî â òîì, ÷òî îí ïîëàãàë, áóäòî âñþ æèçíü 
îí ìóæåñòâåííî ïèë ëåêàðñòâà, è êîãäà Ìàéêë îòâåðíóëñÿ îò 
ëîæêè, êîòîðóþ ïîäíåñëà åìó â ïàñòè Íýíà, ìèñòåð Äàðëèíã 
óêîðèçíåííî ñêàçàë:

— Áóäü ìóæ÷èíîé, Ìàéêë.
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“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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— Íå áóäó, íå áóäó, — êàïðèçíî êðè÷àë Ìàéêë.

— Ìàéêë, êîãäà ÿ áûë â òâîåì âîçðàñòå, ÿ ïðèíèìàë ëå-
êàðñòâà áåçðîïîòíî. ß ãîâîðèë: «Ñïàñèáî, äîáðûå ðîäèòåëè, âû 
äàåòå ìíå ëåêàðñòâî, ÷òîáû ÿ ïîïðàâèëñÿ».

Îí äåéñòâèòåëüíî âåðèë, ÷òî òàê è áûëî. È Âåíäè òîæå âå-
ðèëà, îíà ñêàçàëà, ÷òîáû ïîäáîäðèòü Ìàéêëà:

— Òî ëåêàðñòâî, êîòîðîå òû èíîãäà ïðèíèìàåøü, ïàïî÷êà, 
îíî åùå ïðîòèâíåå, ïðàâäà?

— Ãîðàçäî ïðîòèâíåå, — ñìåëî îòâåòèë ìèñòåð Äàðëèíã, — 
ÿ áû ïðèíÿë åãî ñåé÷àñ, ÷òîáû ïîêàçàòü òåáå ïðèìåð, Ìàéêë, 
åñëè áû íå ïîòåðÿë ïóçûðåê.

Íå òî ÷òîáû îí åãî ïîòåðÿë, ïðîñòî êàê-òî íî÷üþ îí ñïðÿòàë 
åãî íà øêàôó. Îí åùå íå çíàë, ÷òî Ëèçà íàøëà ïóçûðåê è ïî-
ñòàâèëà åãî îáðàòíî íà óìûâàëüíèê.

— ß çíàþ, ãäå îíî, ïàïà, — âñêðèêíóëà Âåíäè, âñåãäà ãî-
òîâàÿ óñëóæèòü. — ß ïðèíåñó åãî, — è óáåæàëà, ïîêà îí íå 
óñïåë åå îñòàíîâèòü. Òîò÷àñ æå ìóæåñòâî ñòðàííûì îáðàçîì 
åãî ïîêèíóëî.

— Äæîí, — ñêàçàë îí, âçäðàãèâàÿ, — ýòî ñàìàÿ ïðîòèâíàÿ 
øòóêà íà ñâåòå. Òàêàÿ ãàäêàÿ, ëèïêàÿ, ñëàäêàÿ.

— Ñêîðî âñå çàêîí÷èòñÿ, ïàïà, — áîäðî îòâåòèë Äæîí, è 
òóò âëåòåëà Âåíäè ñ ëåêàðñòâîì â ñòàêàíå.

— Ìàéêë ïåðâûé, — ñêàçàë îòåö óïðÿìî.

— Ïàïà ïåðâûé, — îòâåòèë íåäîâåð÷èâûé Ìàéêë.

— Ìåíÿ ñòîøíèò, òû çíàåøü, — ñêàçàë ìèñòåð Äàðëèíã ñ 
óãðîçîé.

— Íó æå, ïàïà, — ñêàçàë Äæîí.

— Ïðèäåðæè ÿçûê, Äæîí, — êðèêíóë íà íåãî îòåö.

Âåíäè áûëà îçàäà÷åíà.
— ß äóìàëà, òû ïüåøü åãî ñîâåðøåííî ñïîêîéíî, ïàïà.
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“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 
“O 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!”
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— Íå â ýòîì äåëî, — îòâåòèë îí. — Äåëî â òîì, ÷òî â ìîåì 
ñòàêàíå áîëüøå, ÷åì â ëîæêå ó Ìàéêëà. — Åãî ãîðäîå ñåðäöå 
áûëî ãîòîâî ðàçîðâàòüñÿ. — È ýòî íå÷åñòíî, ÿ ïîâòîðèë áû, 
äàæå èñïóñêàÿ ïîñëåäíèé âçäîõ: ýòî íå÷åñòíî.

— Ïàïà, ÿ æäó, — õîëîäíî ñêàçàë Ìàéêë.

— Òåáå õîðîøî ãîâîðèòü: «ß æäó». Òàê è ÿ æäó.

— Ïàïà — òðóñ.

— Òû ñàì òðóñ.

— ß íå áîþñü.

— È ÿ íå áîþñü.

— Õîðîøî, òîãäà âûïåé åãî.

— Õîðîøî, òîãäà òû âûïåé åãî.

Â ãîëîâó Âåíäè ïðèøëà áëåñòÿùàÿ èäåÿ:
— Ïî÷åìó áû âàì íå âûïèòü îäíîâðåìåííî?

— Êîíå÷íî, — ñêàçàë ìèñòåð Äàðëèíã. — Òû ãîòîâ, Ìàéêë?

Âåíäè ñîñ÷èòàëà: ðàç, äâà, òðè, — Ìàéêë âûïèë ëåêàðñòâî, 
à ìèñòåð Äàðëèíã ñïðÿòàë ñâîå çà ñïèíó.

Ìàéêë èñïóñòèë ÿðîñòíûé âîïëü, à Âåíäè âîñêëèêíóëà:
— Àõ, ïàïà!

— ×òî çíà÷èò: «Àõ, ïàïà»? — ñïðîñèë ìèñòåð Äàðëèíã. — 
Ïðåêðàòè øóìåòü, Ìàéêë. ß ñîáèðàëñÿ ïðèíÿòü ñâîå ëåêàð-
ñòâî, íî íå óñïåë.

Âî âçãëÿäàõ âñåõ òðîèõ ÷èòàëñÿ óæàñ.
— Ïîñëóøàéòå, äåòè, — ñêàçàë îí, êàê òîëüêî Íýíà âûøëà 

â âàííóþ. — ß òîëüêî ÷òî ïðèäóìàë çàìå÷àòåëüíóþ øóòêó. 
ß íàëüþ ñâîå ëåêàðñòâî â ìèñêó Íýíû, è îíà âûëàêàåò åãî, äó-
ìàÿ, ÷òî ýòî ìîëîêî!
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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.



 Òåíü


29

Ëåêàðñòâî áûëî áåëûì, êàê ìîëîêî, íî ó äåòåé îòñóòñòâî-
âàëî îòöîâñêîå ÷óâñòâî þìîðà, è ïîòîìó îíè îñóæäàþùå ñìîò-
ðåëè, êàê îí íàëèâàë ëåêàðñòâî â ìèñêó Íýíû.

— Âîò çàáàâíî! — ñêàçàë îí ñ ñîìíåíèåì, è îíè íå ïîñìåëè 
ðàçîáëà÷èòü åãî, êîãäà âåðíóëèñü ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã è Íýíà.

— Íýíà, õîðîøàÿ ñîáàêà, — ñêàçàë îí, ïîãëàæèâàÿ åå, — 
ÿ íàëèë íåìíîãî ìîëîêà â òâîþ ìèñêó, Íýíà.

Íýíà çàâèëÿëà õâîñòîì, ïîäáåæàëà ê ëåêàðñòâó è íà÷àëà ëà-
êàòü. Çàòåì îíà òàê ïîñìîòðåëà íà ìèñòåðà Äàðëèíãà... íåò, íå 
ñåðäèòî: ó íåå âûñòóïèëè ñëåçû, è îíà óïîëçëà â ñâîþ êîíóðó.

Ìèñòåðó Äàðëèíãó áûëî óæàñíî ñòûäíî, íî îí íå ñäàâàëñÿ. 
Â æóòêîé òèøèíå ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã ïîíþõàëà ìèñêó.

— Àõ, Äæîðäæ, — ñêàçàë îíà, — ýòî æå òâîå ëåêàðñòâî!

— Ýòî áûëà âñåãî ëèøü øóòêà, — êðè÷àë îí, ïîêà ìàìà 
 óñïîêàèâàëà ìàëü÷èêîâ, à Âåíäè îáíèìàëà Íýíó.

— Î÷åíü õîðîøî, — ñêàçàë îí ñ ãîðå÷üþ, — ÿ ëåçó èç êîæè, 
ñòàðàÿñü, ÷òîáû â äîìå áûëî âåñåëî.

À Âåíäè âñå îáíèìàëà Íýíó.
— Ïðàâèëüíî, — çàêðè÷àë îí. — Îáíèìàé åå! Ìåíÿ íèêòî 

íå îáíèìàåò. Î áîæå, íåò! ß âñåãî ëèøü êîðìèëåö, çà÷åì ìåíÿ 
îáíèìàòü, çà÷åì, çà÷åì!

— Äæîðäæ, — âçìîëèëàñü ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã, — íå òàê ãðîì-
êî, ñëóãè óñëûøàò.

Ïî÷åìó-òî îíè íàçûâàëè Ëèçó «ñëóãàìè».

— Íó è ïóñòü! — îòâåòèë îí áåñïå÷íî. — Ïóñòü âåñü ìèð 
ñëûøèò. Íî ÿ áîëüøå íå ïîçâîëþ ýòîé ñîáàêå õîçÿéíè÷àòü 
â ìîåé äåòñêîé íè ìèíóòû!

Äåòè çàïëàêàëè, Íýíà ïîäáåæàëà ê íåìó ñ óìîëÿþùèì âè-
äîì, íî îí îò íåå îòìàõíóëñÿ. Îí ñíîâà ÷óâñòâîâàë ñåáÿ íàñòî-
ÿùèì ìóæ÷èíîé.

— Òâîå ìåñòî âî äâîðå, è òû áóäåøü ïðèâÿçàíà òàì òîò÷àñ 
æå, — âîñêëèêíóë îí.
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“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!”
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— Äæîðäæ, Äæîðäæ, — ïðîøåïòàëà ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã, — 
âñïîìíè, ÷òî ÿ òåáå ãîâîðèëà î òîì ìàëü÷èêå.

Óâû, îí è ñëóøàòü íå ñòàë. Îí ðåøèòåëüíî áûë íàñòðîåí 
ïîêàçàòü, êòî â äîìå õîçÿèí. Îí âûìàíèë Íýíó èç áóäêè ëàñêî-
âûìè ñëîâàìè è âûâîëîê åå èç äåòñêîé. Îí ñòûäèëñÿ ñàì ñåáÿ, 
è âñå ðàâíî òàê ïîñòóïèë. Ïðèâÿçàâ Íýíó íà çàäíåì äâîðå, íå-
ñ÷àñòíûé îòåö ñåë â êîðèäîðå è çàêðûë ãëàçà ðóêàìè.

Òåì âðåìåíåì ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã óëîæèëà äåòåé ñïàòü â íå-
ïðèâû÷íîé òèøèíå è çàæãëà íî÷íèêè.

Ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã ïîäîøëà ê îêíó. Îíî áûëî ïëîòíî çàêðû-
òî. Îíà âûãëÿíóëà, íî÷íîå íåáî óñûïàëè çâåçäû. Ñìóòíûé 
ñòðàõ ñæàë åé ñåðäöå è çàñòàâèë âîñêëèêíóòü:

— Àõ, êàê æå ìíå íå õî÷åòñÿ èäòè ñåãîäíÿ â ãîñòè!

Îíà îáîøëà êðîâàòêè äåòåé, íàïåâàÿ èì, è ìàëûø Ìàéêë 
îáõâàòèë åå ðóêàìè:

— Ìàìà, — ñêàçàë îí, — ÿ òàê òåáå ðàä!
Ýòè ñëîâà ñòàëè ïîñëåäíèìè, êîòîðûå îíà óñëûøàëà îò íåãî 

ïåðåä äîëãîé ðàçëóêîé.

Äîì íîìåð äâàäöàòü ñåìü áûë âñåãî â íåñêîëüêèõ ÿðäàõ, 
íî øåë ëåãêèé ñíåæîê, è ìàìà è ïàïà Äàðëèíãè ïðîêëàäûâà-
ëè ñåáå ïóòü îñòîðîæíî, ÷òîáû íå çàïà÷êàòü îáóâü. Îíè áûëè 
åäèíñòâåííûìè ïðîõîæèìè íà óëèöå, è âñå çâåçäû íàáëþäàëè 
çà íèìè. Çâåçäû ïðåêðàñíû, íî îíè íå ìîãóò íè â ÷åì ó÷àñòâî-
âàòü, èì ïîëîæåíî òîëüêî íàáëþäàòü. Íåëüçÿ ñêàçàòü, ÷òî îíè 
äðóæåëþáíî îòíîñÿòñÿ ê Ïèòåðó, êîòîðûé áàëîâàëñÿ, ïîäêðà-
äûâàÿñü ê íèì ñçàäè è ïûòàÿñü èõ çàäóòü; íî îíè òàê ëþáÿò 
âåñåëüå, ÷òî â òó íî÷ü âñòàëè íà åãî ñòîðîíó è ñ íåòåðïåíèåì 
æäàëè, ïîêà âçðîñëûå óéäóò ïðî÷ü. È êàê òîëüêî äâåðü äîìà 
íîìåð äâàäöàòü ñåìü çàêðûëàñü çà ìèñòåðîì è ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã, 
íà íåáîñâîäå ïîäíÿëîñü âîëíåíèå, à ñàìàÿ ìàëåíüêàÿ èç âñåõ 
çâåçä Ìëå÷íîãî Ïóòè êðèêíóëà:

— Ïîðà, Ïèòåð!
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Come Away, Come Away!

В путь-дорогу!

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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Å ùå ìèíóòó ïîñëå òîãî, êàê ìèñòåð è ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã âû-
øëè èç äîìà, íî÷íèêè ó äåòñêèõ êðîâàòåé ïðîäîëæàëè ãî-

ðåòü ÿñíî. Ïîòîì íî÷íèê ó êðîâàòè Âåíäè çàìèãàë è çåâíóë, 
äâà äðóãèõ òîæå çåâíóëè, è òàê, ñ îòêðûòûìè ðòàìè, âñå òðè 
ïîãàñëè.

Â êîìíàòå óæå áûë äðóãîé îãîíåê, â òûñÿ÷ó ðàç ÿð÷å íî÷-
íèêîâ. Çà òî âðåìÿ, ïîêà ìû î íåì ãîâîðèì, îí ïîáûâàë âî âñåõ 
êîìîäàõ äåòñêîé, îáøàðèë ãàðäåðîá è âûâåðíóë íàðóæó êàæ-
äûé êàðìàí â ïîèñêàõ òåíè Ïèòåðà. Ýòî áûë íå ñîâñåì îãîíåê; 
ñâåò øåë îò áûñòðûõ âñïûøåê, íî êîãäà îí íà ìèã óñïîêîèëñÿ, 
ñòàëî âèäíî, ÷òî ýòî ôåÿ — íå áîëüøå âàøåé ëàäîíè. Òî áûëà 
Òèíêåð Áåëë, èçûñêàííî îäåòàÿ â àæóðíûå ñóõèå ëèñòüÿ, êîòî-
ðûå âûñòàâëÿëè åå ôèãóðêó â ñàìîì âûãîäíîì ñâåòå.

Ñðàçó ïîñëå ïîÿâëåíèÿ ôåè ìàëåíüêèå çâåçäî÷êè, ïîäóâ, 
ðàñïàõíóëè îêíî, è âëåòåë Ïèòåð. ×àñòü ïóòè îí íåñ Òèíêåð 
Áåëë íà ðóêàõ è èñïà÷êàë èõ âîëøåáíîé ïûëüöîé.

— Òèíêåð Áåëë, — ïîçâàë îí òèõî, óáåäèâøèñü, ÷òî äåòè 
çàñíóëè. — Òèíê, ãäå òû?

Â òîò ìîìåíò îíà áûëà â êóâøèíå, è åé òàì ÷ðåçâû÷àéíî 
íðàâèëîñü, ïðåæäå îíà íèêîãäà íå áûâàëà â êóâøèíàõ.
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“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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— À íó âûõîäè èç êóâøèíà è ãîâîðè, òû çíàåøü, êóäà îíè 
äåëè ìîþ òåíü?

Åìó îòâåòèë ïðåêðàñíåéøèé çâîí. Ýòî ÿçûê ôåé.

Òèíê îòâåòèëà, ÷òî òåíü â áîëüøîì ÿùèêå. Îíà èìåëà â âèäó 
êîìîä, è Ïèòåð ïîäñêî÷èë ê êîìîäó. Îí ñðàçó âçÿë ñâîþ òåíü, 
íà ðàäîñòÿõ íå çàìåòèâ, ÷òî çàêðûë â êîìîäå Òèíêåð Áåëë.

Åñëè îí î ÷åì-òî è äóìàë (à ÿ ïîëàãàþ, îí âîîáùå íå äóìàë), 
òàê ýòî î òîì, ÷òî îí è åãî òåíü, êîãäà èõ ïîäíåñóò äðóã ê äðó-
ãó, ñîëüþòñÿ êàê êàïëè âîäû, è êîãäà ýòîãî íå ïðîèçîøëî, îí 
ïðèøåë â óæàñ. Îí ïîïûòàëñÿ ïðèêëåèòü åå ìûëîì èç âàííîé, 
íî åìó ýòî íå óäàëîñü. Ïèòåð ñåë íà ïîë è ðàñïëàêàëñÿ.

Åãî âñõëèïû ðàçáóäèëè Âåíäè, îíà ñåëà â êðîâàòè. Åå íå 
âñòðåâîæèëî òî, ÷òî íà ïîëó äåòñêîé ïëà÷åò íåçíàêîìåö, îíà 
áûëà ëèøü ïðèÿòíî óäèâëåíà.

— Ìàëü÷èê, — ñêàçàëà îíà âåæëèâî, — ïî÷åìó òû ïëà-
÷åøü?

Ïèòåð òîæå ìîã áûòü íåîáû÷àéíî âåæëèâûì, îí âûó÷èëñÿ 
ñâåòñêèì ìàíåðàì íà ïðèåìàõ ó ôåé. Îí âñòàë è ãðàöèîçíî åé 
ïîêëîíèëñÿ. Âåíäè ýòî î÷åíü ïîíðàâèëîñü, è îíà èçÿùíî ïî-
êëîíèëàñü åìó èç êðîâàòè.

— Êàê òåáÿ çîâóò?  — ñïðîñèë îí.

— Âåíäè Ìîéðà Àíäæåëà Äàðëèíã, — äîâîëüíî îòâåòèëà 
îíà. — À êàê çîâóò òåáÿ?

— Ïèòåð Ïýí.

Îíà óæå áûëà óâåðåíà, ÷òî îí è åñòü Ïèòåð, íî åãî èìÿ ïî-
êàçàëîñü åé ñëèøêîì êîðîòêèì.

— È âñå?
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“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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— Äà, — îòâåòèë îí äîâîëüíî ðåçêî. Âïåðâûå â æèçíè îí 
ïî÷óâñòâîâàë, ÷òî èìÿ ó íåãî êîðîòêîâàòî.

— Ïðîøó ïðîùåíèÿ, — ñêàçàëà Âåíäè Ìîéðà Àíäæåëà.

— Íè÷åãî ñòðàøíîãî.

Îíà ñïðîñèëà, ãäå îí æèâåò.

— Âòîðîé ïîâîðîò íàïðàâî, — îòâåòèë Ïèòåð, — à ïîòîì 
ïðÿìî äî ñàìîãî óòðà.

— Êàêîé ñìåøíîé àäðåñ!

Íàñòðîåíèå ó Ïèòåðà óïàëî. Ïîæàëóé, âïåðâûå â æèçíè îí 
ïîíÿë, ÷òî ó íåãî ñìåøíîé àäðåñ.

— Íè÷åãî ñìåøíîãî, — ñêàçàë îí.

— Òî åñòü, — ñêàçàëà Âåíäè äåëèêàòíî, âñïîìíèâ, ÷òî îíà 
õîçÿéêà, — òàê è ïèøóò íà ïèñüìàõ?

— Íå ïîëó÷àþ íèêàêèõ ïèñåì, — îòâåòèë îí ïðåçðèòåëüíî.

— Íî òâîÿ ìàìà ïîëó÷àåò ïèñüìà?

— Íåò ó ìåíÿ ìàìû, — ñêàçàë îí.
Ó íåãî íå áûëî íå òîëüêî ìàìû, íî è ìàëåéøåãî æåëàíèÿ 

åå èìåòü.

— Àõ, Ïèòåð, íåóäèâèòåëüíî, ÷òî òû ïëàêàë, — ñêàçàëà 
îíà, âûëåçëà èç êðîâàòè è ïîäáåæàëà ê íåìó.

— ß ïëàêàë íå èç-çà ìàòåðè, — ñêàçàë îí äîâîëüíî ñåð-
äèòî. — ß ïëàêàë, ïîòîìó ÷òî íå ìîãó ïðèëåïèòü ñâîþ òåíü. 
È âîîáùå, ÿ íå ïëàêàë.

— Îíà îòîðâàëàñü?

— Äà.
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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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Òóò Âåíäè óâèäåëà íà ïîëó òåíü, òà âûãëÿäåëà î÷åíü ãðÿç-
íîé, è åé ñòàëî æàëü Ïèòåðà.

— Êàêîé óæàñ! — ñêàçàëà îíà, íî íå ñóìåëà ñäåðæàòü óëûá-
êó, êîãäà óâèäåëà, ÷òî îí ïûòàëñÿ ïðèêëåèòü òåíü ìûëîì.

Ê ñ÷àñòüþ, îíà ñðàçó ñîîáðàçèëà, ÷òî äåëàòü.
— Åå íàäî ïðèøèòü, — ïðîèçíåñëà îíà ïîêðîâèòåëüñòâåí-

íûì òîíîì.

— ×òî çíà÷èò «ïðèøèòü»?

— Òû óæàñíûé íåâåæäà.

— Íåò, ÿ íå òàêîé.

— ß ïðèøüþ åå òåáå, ìîé ìàëåíüêèé, — ñêàçàëà îíà, õîòü è 
áûëà îäíîãî ñ íèì ðîñòà. Âåíäè äîñòàëà ñâîé ìåøîê ñ øèòüåì 
è ïðèøèëà òåíü ê ñòóïíÿì Ïèòåðà.

— Ïîëàãàþ, áóäåò íåìíîãî áîëüíî, — ïðåäóïðåäèëà îíà åãî.

— Î, ÿ íå çàïëà÷ó, — îòâåòèë Ïèòåð, êîòîðûé óæå ïîâåðèë 
â òî, ÷òî íèêîãäà â æèçíè íå ïëàêàë. Îí ñòèñíóë çóáû è íå 
çàïëàêàë, è âñêîðå åãî òåíü âåëà ñåáÿ êàê ïîëîæåíî, õîòÿ âèä 
ó íåå áûë íåìíîãî ïîìÿòûé.

— Íàâåðíîå, íàäî áûëî åå ïîãëàäèòü, — çàäóì÷èâî ïðîèç-
íåñëà Âåíäè, íî Ïèòåðó áûë áåçðàçëè÷åí åãî âíåøíèé âèä. Îí 
ïðûãàë â äèêîì âåñåëüå. Óâû, îí óæå çàáûë, ÷òî ñâîèì ñ÷àñòüåì 
îáÿçàí Âåíäè. Îí äóìàë, ÷òî îí ñàì ïðèêðåïèë ñâîþ òåíü.

— Êàêîé ÿ óìíûé! — ðàäîñòíî êóêàðåêàë îí.

Íà ìãíîâåíüå Âåíäè ðàñòåðÿëàñü.
— Õâàñòóíèøêà, — âîñêëèêíóëà îíà íàñìåøëèâî. — ß, êî-

íå÷íî, íè÷åãî íå ñäåëàëà!

— Íåìíîãî ñäåëàëà, — áåñïå÷íî ñêàçàë Ïèòåð è ïðîäîëæèë 
òàíöåâàòü.

— Íåìíîãî! — îòâåòèëà îíà ãîðäî. — Åñëè ÿ áîëüøå íå 
íóæíà, ÿ ìîãó óäàëèòüñÿ.

È îíà ïðûãíóëà â ïîñòåëü, íàêðûâøèñü îäåÿëîì ñ ãîëîâîé.
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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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×òîáû çàñòàâèòü åå âûãëÿíóòü, îí ïðèòâîðèëñÿ, ÷òî óõî-
äèò, à êîãäà ýòî íå ñðàáîòàëî, ñåë íà êðàé êðîâàòè è ëåãîíüêî 
ïîòðîãàë åå íîãîé.

— Âåíäè, — ñêàçàë îí, — íå óäàëÿéñÿ. ß íå ìîãó íå êóêà-
ðåêàòü, Âåíäè, êîãäà ÿ äîâîëåí ñîáîé.

Îíà âñå ðàâíî íå âûãëÿäûâàëà, íî ïðè ýòîì ñëóøàëà.
— Âåíäè, — ïðîäîëæèë îí ãîëîñîì, ïåðåä êîòîðûì íå ìîã-

ëà óñòîÿòü åùå íè îäíà æåíùèíà, — Âåíäè, îò îäíîé äåâî÷êè 
ïîëüçû áîëüøå, ÷åì îò äâàäöàòè ìàëü÷èøåê.

È Âåíäè, êîòîðàÿ áûëà æåíùèíîé äî êîí÷èêîâ ïàëüöåâ, 
õîòü îíè è áûëè ìàëåíüêèìè, âûãëÿíóëà èç-ïîä îäåÿëà.

— Òû ïðàâäà òàê äóìàåøü, Ïèòåð?

— Äà, ïðàâäà.

— Î÷åíü ìèëî ñ òâîåé ñòîðîíû, — çàÿâèëà îíà. — Òîãäà 
ÿ îïÿòü âñòàíó.

È îíà ñåëà íà êðîâàòè ðÿäîì ñ íèì. Åùå îíà ñêàçàëà, ÷òî 
ïîäàðèò åìó ïîöåëóé, åñëè îí çàõî÷åò, íî Ïèòåð íå çíàë, î ÷åì 
îíà ãîâîðèò, è âûæèäàòåëüíî ïðîòÿíóë ðóêó.

— Òû òî÷íî çíàåøü, ÷òî òàêîå ïîöåëóé? — ñïðîñèëà îíà 
â ñìÿòåíèè.

— Óçíàþ, êîãäà òû ìíå åãî äàøü, — îòâåòèë îí õîëîäíî, 
è, ÷òîáû íå îáèäåòü åãî, îíà äàëà åìó íàïåðñòîê.

— À òåïåðü, — ñêàçàë îí, — ìíå òîæå äàòü òåáå ïîöåëóé?
— Åñëè õî÷åøü, — îòâåòèëà îíà íåìíîãî ÷îïîðíî. Áûëî 

äîâîëüíî ãëóïî ñ åå ñòîðîíû ïîäñòàâëÿòü åìó ëèöî — îí ïðîñ-
òî ñóíóë åé â ðóêó æåëóäåâóþ ïóãîâèöó. Îíà ìåäëåííî îòî-
äâèíóëà ëèöî, âåðíóâøèñü â èñõîäíîå ïîëîæåíèå, è âåæëèâî 
ñêàçàëà, ÷òî áóäåò íîñèòü åãî ïîöåëóé íà öåïî÷êå âîêðóã øåè. 
Ê ñ÷àñòüþ, îíà äåéñòâèòåëüíî ïðèêðåïèëà æåëóäü ê öåïî÷êå, 
òàê êàê âïîñëåäñòâèè ýòî ñïàñëî åé æèçíü.

Êîãäà ëþäè çíàêîìÿòñÿ, îíè îáû÷íî ñïðàøèâàþò äðóã äðó-
ãà î âîçðàñòå. È Âåíäè, êîòîðàÿ ëþáèëà âñå äåëàòü ïðàâèëüíî, 
ñïðîñèëà ó Ïèòåðà, ñêîëüêî åìó ëåò.
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“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 so,” 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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— ß íå çíàþ, — îòâåòèë îí ñìóùåííî.
Îí äåéñòâèòåëüíî íè÷åãî îá ýòîì íå çíàë, ó íåãî áûëè òîëü-

êî ïîäîçðåíèÿ, è îí ñêàçàë íàîáóì:
— Âåíäè, êàê òîëüêî ÿ ðîäèëñÿ, ÿ ñðàçó ñáåæàë. Ýòî ñëó÷è-

ëîñü ïîòîìó, ÷òî ÿ óñëûøàë, êàê ìàìà è ïàïà, — îáúÿñíÿë îí, 
ïîíèçèâ ãîëîñ, — ãîâîðèëè î òîì, êåì ÿ ñòàíó, êîãäà âûðàñ-
òó. — Ïèòåð áûë ÷ðåçâû÷àéíî âçâîëíîâàí. — ß õîòåë íèêîã-
äà íå ñòàíîâèòüñÿ âçðîñëûì, — ñêàçàë îí ñ æàðîì. — ß õîòåë 
âñåãäà îñòàâàòüñÿ ìàëåíüêèì ìàëü÷èêîì è âåñåëèòüñÿ. Ïîòîìó 
è ñáåæàë â Êåíñèíãòîíñêèé ïàðê è äîëãî-äîëãî æèë òàì ñðåäè 
ôåé.

Âåíäè âçãëÿíóëà íà íåãî ñ ãëóáî÷àéøèì âîñõèùåíèåì, è îí 
ðåøèë, ÷òî ýòî èç-çà åãî ïîáåãà, íî íà ñàìîì äåëå ïðè÷èíà çà-
êëþ÷àëàñü â åãî çíàêîìñòâå ñ ôåÿìè. Îíà çàñûïàëà åãî âîïðî-
ñàìè, ÷òî óäèâèëî Ïèòåðà, òàê êàê îíè ñèëüíî åìó íàäîåäàëè, 
ïóòàëèñü ïîä íîãàìè, è èíîãäà ïðèõîäèëîñü çàäàâàòü èì òðåï-
êó. Òåì íå ìåíåå â öåëîì îíè åìó íðàâèëèñü. Îí ïîâåäàë åé 
î ïðîèñõîæäåíèè ôåé.

— Çíàåøü, Âåíäè, êîãäà ïåðâûé ðåáåíîê âïåðâûå çàñìåÿë-
ñÿ, åãî ñìåõ ðàññûïàëñÿ íà òûñÿ÷ó êóñî÷êîâ, îíè ðàçëåòåëèñü, 
è âîò òàê ïîÿâèëèñü ôåè.

Ñêó÷íûé ðàçãîâîð, íî åé êàê äîìîñåäêå îí íðàâèëñÿ.

— È ïîýòîìó, — ïðîäîëæàë îí äîáðîäóøíî, — ó êàæäîãî 
ìàëü÷èêà è äåâî÷êè äîëæíà áûòü ñâîÿ ôåÿ.

— Äîëæíà áûòü? Òàê è åñòü?

— Íåò. Ïîíèìàåøü, äåòè òåïåðü çíàþò î÷åíü ìíîãî, îíè 
áûñòðî ïåðåñòàþò âåðèòü â ôåé, è êàæäûé ðàç, êîãäà ðåáåíîê 
ãîâîðèò: «ß íå âåðþ â ôåé», ãäå-òî îäíà ôåÿ ïàäàåò çàìåðòâî.

Ïèòåð ðåøèë, ÷òî îíè äîñòàòî÷íî ïîãîâîðèëè î ôåÿõ, 
è âäðóã âñïîìíèë, ÷òî äàâíî íå ñëûøèò Òèíêåð Áåëë.

— Íå ïîíèìàþ, êóäà îíà äåëàñü? — ñêàçàë îí, âñòàâàÿ, 
è ïîçâàë ôåþ ïî èìåíè.

Ñåðäöå Âåíäè çàáèëîñü îò âîëíåíèÿ.
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“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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— Ïèòåð, — âîñêëèêíóëà îíà, âöåïèâøèñü â íåãî, — íå õî-
÷åøü ëè òû ñêàçàòü, ÷òî çäåñü, â ýòîé êîìíàòå, ôåÿ!

— Îíà áûëà çäåñü òîëüêî ÷òî, — îòâåòèë îí íåìíîãî íåòåð-
ïåëèâî, — òû íå ñëûøèøü åå, íåò?

È îáà ïðèñëóøàëèñü.

— ß òîëüêî ñëûøó çâóê, — ñêàçàëà Âåíäè, — êàê çâîí êî-
ëîêîëü÷èêà.

— Íó, ýòî Òèíê, òàê ðàçãîâàðèâàþò ôåè. Êàæåòñÿ, ÿ òîæå 
åå ñëûøó. Âåíäè, — ïðîøåïòàë îí ðàäîñòíî, — äóìàþ, ÿ çà-
êðûë åå â êîìîäå!

Îí âûïóñòèë áåäíÿæêó Òèíê èç ÿùèêà, è òà çàëåòàëà ïî 
äåòñêîé, âèçæà îò ÿðîñòè.

— Òû íå äîëæíà ãîâîðèòü òàêîå, — âîçðàçèë Ïèòåð. — 
 Êîíå÷íî, ìíå î÷åíü æàëü, íî îòêóäà ÿ ìîã çíàòü, ÷òî òû â êî-
ìîäå?

Âåíäè íå ñëóøàëà åãî.
— Àõ, Ïèòåð, — âîñêëèêíóëà îíà, — åñëè áû òîëüêî îíà 

îñòàíîâèëàñü è äàëà ñåáÿ ðàññìîòðåòü!

— Îíè âîîáùå ðåäêî îñòàíàâëèâàþòñÿ, — ñêàçàë îí, íî 
â òîò æå ìèã Âåíäè óâèäåëà, êàê ðîìàíòè÷åñêîå ñîçäàíèå ïðè-
ñåëî îòäîõíóòü íà ÷àñàõ ñ êóêóøêîé.

— Àõ, êàêàÿ ìèëàÿ, — âñêðèêíóëà îíà, õîòÿ ëèöî Òèíê 
áûëî âñå åùå ïåðåêîøåíî îò ãíåâà.

— Òèíê, — ñêàçàë Ïèòåð äðóæåëþáíî, — ýòà ëåäè õî÷åò, 
÷òîáû òû ñòàëà åå ôååé.

Òèíêåð Áåëë äåðçêî åìó îòâåòèëà.

— ×òî îíà ãîâîðèò, Ïèòåð?

Åìó ïðèøëîñü ïåðåâåñòè.
— Îíà íå î÷åíü-òî âåæëèâà. Ãîâîðèò, ÷òî òû áîëüøàÿ, íå-

êðàñèâàÿ äåâ÷îíêà, è ÷òî îíà ìîÿ ôåÿ.
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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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Îí ïîïûòàëñÿ ñïîðèòü ñ Òèíê.
— Òû æå çíàåøü, òû íå ìîæåøü áûòü ìîåé ôååé, Òèíê, ïî-

òîìó ÷òî ÿ — äæåíòëüìåí, à òû — ëåäè.

Íà ÷òî Òèíê îòâåòèëà ñëåäóþùåå:
— Äóðàê, — è èñ÷åçëà â âàííîé.
— Îíà ñàìàÿ îáû÷íàÿ ôåÿ, — ñêàçàë Ïèòåð â åå îïðàâäà-

íèå.

Ê òîìó âðåìåíè îíè âìåñòå ñèäåëè â êðåñëå, è Âåíäè çàáðà-
ñûâàëà åãî íîâûìè âîïðîñàìè:

— Åñëè òû ñåé÷àñ íå æèâåøü â Êåíñèíãòîíñêîì ïàðêå, òî...

— Èíîãäà æèâó.

— À ãäå òû æèâåøü ÷àùå âñåãî?

— Ñ ïîòåðÿííûìè ìàëü÷èøêàìè.

— Êòî îíè?

— Äåòè, êîòîðûå âûïàëè èç êîëÿñîê, ïîêà èõ íÿíüêè ñìîò-
ðåëè ïî ñòîðîíàì. Åñëè íèêòî î íèõ íå âñïîìíèò â òå÷åíèå 
íåäåëè, èõ îòïðàâëÿþò ïîäàëüøå, â Íåáûâàëóþ ñòðàíó. ß èõ 
êàïèòàí.

— Äîëæíî áûòü, ýòî çàáàâíî!

— Äà, çàáàâíî, — ëóêàâî îòâåòèë Ïèòåð, — íî ìû òàì î÷åíü 
îäèíîêè. Çíàåøü, ó íàñ íåò æåíñêîãî îáùåñòâà.

— Ñðåäè âàñ íåò äåâî÷åê?

— Îõ, íåò. Äåâî÷êè, òû çíàåøü, ãîðàçäî óìíåå, îíè íå âû-
ïàäàþò èç êîëÿñîê.

Âåíäè áûëà ÷ðåçâû÷àéíî ïîëüùåíà.
— Äóìàþ, — ñêàçàëà îíà, — ýòî î÷åíü ëþáåçíî, ÷òî òû òàê 

ãîâîðèøü î äåâî÷êàõ. Äæîí íàñ ïðîñòî íåíàâèäèò.
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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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Â îòâåò Ïèòåð ïîäíÿëñÿ è ñêèíóë Äæîíà íà ïîë âìåñòå 
ñ îäåÿëîì è âñåì îñòàëüíûì. Ýòî ïîêàçàëîñü Âåíäè ñëèøêîì 
ãðóáûì äëÿ ïåðâîãî çíàêîìñòâà, è îíà ñ æàðîì ñêàçàëà, ÷òî 
â åå äîìå îí íå êàïèòàí. Îäíàêî Äæîí òàê áåçìÿòåæíî ïðîäîë-
æàë ñïàòü íà ïîëó, ÷òî îíà ðåøèëà åãî íå áåñïîêîèòü.

— ß çíàþ, òû õîòåë ñäåëàòü ìíå ïðèÿòíîå, — ñêàçàëà îíà. — 
Ìîæåøü ïîäàðèòü ìíå ïîöåëóé.

Îíà óæå çàáûëà, ÷òî îí íè÷åãî íå çíàåò î ïîöåëóÿõ.
— Òàê è äóìàë, ÷òî òû çàõî÷åøü âçÿòü åãî îáðàòíî, — ñêà-

çàë îí ñ ãîðå÷üþ è ïðåäëîæèë åé âåðíóòü íàïåðñòîê.

— Î, áîæå, — ñêàçàëà ìèëàÿ Âåíäè, — ÿ èìåëà â âèäó íå 
ïîöåëóé, à íàïåðñòîê.

— ×òî ýòî?

— Âîò ÷òî.
È îíà ïîöåëîâàëà åãî.

— Çàíÿòíî! — ñêàçàë Ïèòåð ñåðüåçíî. — Òåïåðü è ìíå äàòü 
òåáå íàïåðñòîê?

— Åñëè õî÷åøü, — ñêàçàëà Âåíäè, äåðæà íà ýòîò ðàç ãîëîâó 
ïðÿìî.

Ïèòåð «äàë åé íàïåðñòîê», è â òî æå ìãíîâåíèå îíà âñêðèê-
íóëà.

— ×òî ñ òîáîé, Âåíäè?

— Áóäòî êòî-òî äåðíóë ìåíÿ çà âîëîñû.

— Ýòî, äîëæíî áûòü, Òèíê. Íèêîãäà íå âèäåë, ÷òîáû îíà 
òàê áåçîáðàçíè÷àëà.

È â ñàìîì äåëå, Òèíê ëåòàëà âîêðóã, âûêðèêèâàÿ îáèäíûå 
ñëîâà.

— Îíà ãîâîðèò, ÷òî áóäåò ýòî äåëàòü âñÿêèé ðàç, Âåíäè, êàê 
ÿ áóäó äàðèòü òåáå íàïåðñòîê.
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“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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— Íî ïî÷åìó?

— Ïî÷åìó, Òèíê?

È ñíîâà Òèíê îòâåòèëà:
— Äóðàê.
Ïèòåð íå ìîã ïîíÿòü, ïî÷åìó, íî Âåíäè ïîíèìàëà, îíà 

òîëüêî áûëà ñëåãêà ðàçî÷àðîâàíà, êîãäà îí ïðèçíàëñÿ, ÷òî ïî-
ÿâëÿëñÿ ïîä îêíîì äåòñêîé íå ïîâèäàòüñÿ ñ íåé, à ïîñëóøàòü 
ñêàçêè.

— Âèäèøü ëè, ÿ íå çíàþ ñêàçîê. È íèêòî èç ïîòåðÿííûõ 
ìàëü÷èøåê íå çíàåò.

— Êàêîé óæàñ, — ñêàçàëà Âåíäè.

— Òû çíàåøü, — ñïðîñèë Ïèòåð, — ïî÷åìó ëàñòî÷êè ñòðî-
ÿò ñâîè ãíåçäà ïîä êðûøàìè äîìîâ? ×òîáû ñëóøàòü ñêàçêè. 
Î, Âåíäè, òâîÿ ìàìà ðàññêàçûâàëà âàì òàêóþ ïðåêðàñíóþ 
 ñêàçêó.

— Êàêóþ ñêàçêó?

— Î ïðèíöå, êîòîðûé íå ìîã íàéòè ëåäè, íîñèâøóþ õðóñ-
òàëüíûå áàøìà÷êè.

— Ïèòåð, — çàâîëíîâàëàñü Âåíäè, — ýòî î Çîëóøêå, îí íà-
øåë åå, è îíè æèëè äîëãî è ñ÷àñòëèâî.

Ïèòåð òàê îáðàäîâàëñÿ, ÷òî ïîäíÿëñÿ ñ ïîëà, ãäå îíè ñèäå-
ëè, è ïîñïåøèë ê îêíó.

— Êóäà òû? — âîñêëèêíóëà îíà ñ òðåâîãîé.

— Ðàññêàçàòü ìàëü÷èøêàì.

— Íå óõîäè, Ïèòåð, — âçìîëèëàñü îíà, — ÿ çíàþ òàê ìíîãî 
ñêàçîê.

Èìåííî òàê îíà è ñêàçàëà, ïîýòîìó íåò íèêàêèõ ñîìíåíèé: 
îíà ïåðâàÿ ñòàëà åãî ïîäñòðåêàòü.
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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’ll teach you how to jump on the wind’s back, and then we 
go away.”

“Oo!” 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.”

“Oo!”

“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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Îí âåðíóëñÿ, ñ æàäíî ãîðÿùèìè ãëàçàìè, ÷òî äîëæíî áûëî 
åå íàñòîðîæèòü, íî íå íàñòîðîæèëî.

— Àõ, ñêîëüêî ñêàçîê ÿ ìîãëà áû ðàññêàçàòü ìàëü÷è-
êàì! — âîñêëèêíóëà îíà, ïîñëå ÷åãî Ïèòåð ñõâàòèë åå è ïîòà-
ùèë ê îêíó.

— Îòïóñòè ìåíÿ! — ïðèêàçàëà îíà.

— Âåíäè, ëåòèì ñî ìíîé, áóäåøü ðàññêàçûâàòü ñêàçêè 
ìàëü÷èøêàì.

Êîíå÷íî, åé áûëî î÷åíü ïðèÿòíî, ÷òî îí åå ïðîñèò, íî îíà 
ñêàçàëà:

— Áîæå, ÿ íå ìîãó. Ïîäóìàé î ìàìî÷êå! Ê òîìó æå ÿ íå 
óìåþ ëåòàòü.

— ß íàó÷ó òåáÿ çàïðûãèâàòü âåòðó íà ñïèíó, è ìû ïî-
ì÷èìñÿ.

— Î-î! — âñêðè÷àëà îíà ñ âîñòîðãîì.

— Âåíäè, Âåíäè, òû ñïèøü â ñâîåé äóðàöêîé êðîâàòè, à ìîã-
ëà áû ëåòàòü ñî ìíîé è øóòèòü ñî çâåçäàìè.

— Î-î!

— È, Âåíäè, òàì åñòü ðóñàëêè.

— Ðóñàëêè? Ñ õâîñòàìè?

— Ñ òàêèìè äëèííûìè õâîñòàìè.

— Î! — âîñêëèêíóëà Âåíäè. — Óâèäåòü ðóñàëêó!

Â íåì ïîÿâèëîñü îïàñíîå êîâàðñòâî.
— Âåíäè, — ñêàçàë îí, — à êàê ìû âñå áóäåì òåáÿ óâà-

æàòü...

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

“Oo!”

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

“Oo,” 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 



 Â ïóòü-äîðîãó!


55

— Âåíäè, — ñêàçàë ýòîò õèòðåö. — Òû ìîãëà áû óêðûâàòü 
íàñ ïî âå÷åðàì.

— Î-î!

— Íèêòî íå óêðûâàë íàñ ïî âå÷åðàì.

— Î-î!
È îíà ïðîòÿíóëà ê íåìó ðóêè.

— Òû ìîãëà áû øòîïàòü íàøó îäåæäó, ñäåëàëà áû íàì êàð-
ìàíû. Íè ó êîãî èç íàñ íåò êàðìàíîâ.

Êàê îíà ìîãëà óñòîÿòü?
— Êîíå÷íî, ýòî æóòêî çàõâàòûâàþùå, — âîñêëèêíóëà 

îíà. — Ïèòåð, òû íàó÷èøü ëåòàòü Äæîíà è Ìàéêëà?

— Åñëè õî÷åøü, — ñêàçàë îí ðàâíîäóøíî, è îíà ïîäáåæàëà 
ê Äæîíó è Ìàéêëó è ñòàëà èõ òðÿñòè.

— Ïðîñûïàéòåñü, — çàêðè÷àëà îíà, — ïðèøåë Ïèòåð Ïýí, 
îí íàó÷èò íàñ ëåòàòü.

Äæîí ïîòåð ãëàçà.
— Òîãäà ÿ âñòàíó, — ñêàçàë îí.

Ê òîìó âðåìåíè ïðîñíóëñÿ è Ìàéêë, íî âíåçàïíî Ïèòåð ñäå-
ëàë èì çíàê çàìîë÷àòü. Èõ ëèöà ïðèíÿëè òîò çàãîâîðùèöêèé 
âèä, ñ êîòîðûì äåòè ïðèñëóøèâàþòñÿ ê çâóêàì èç ìèðà âçðîñ-
ëûõ. Áûëî òèõî. Çíà÷èò, âñå â ïîðÿäêå. Íåò, ñòîï! Âñå áûëî íå 
òàê. Íýíà, êîòîðàÿ ëàÿëà âåñü âå÷åð, ñåé÷àñ ìîë÷àëà.

— Ãàñèòå ñâåò! Ïðÿ÷üòåñü! Áûñòðî! — ñêàçàë Äæîí, îòäàâ 
êîìàíäó åäèíñòâåííûé ðàç çà âñå âðåìÿ èõ ïðèêëþ÷åíèÿ. Òà-
êèì îáðàçîì, êîãäà âîøëà Ëèçà ñ Íýíîé íà ïîâîäêå, îêàçàëîñü, 
÷òî â äåòñêîé òèõî, î÷åíü òåìíî, è ìîæíî áûëî ïîêëÿñòüñÿ, 
÷òî òðîå åå íåïîñëóøíûõ îáèòàòåëåé àíãåëüñêè ñîïÿò âî ñíå. 
Â äåéñòâèòåëüíîñòè îíè èñêóñíî äåëàëè ýòî çà îêîííûìè çà-
íàâåñêàìè.

Ëèçà ïðåáûâàëà â äóðíîì íàñòðîåíèè, îíà âçáèâàëà ðîæ-
äåñòâåíñêèé ïóäèíã íà êóõíå, îòêóäà åå, ñ ïðèëèïøåé ê ùåêå 
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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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èçþìèíêîé, âûòàùèëè íåëåïûå ïîäîçðåíèÿ Íýíû. Îíà ðåøè-
ëà, ÷òî ëó÷øèé ñïîñîá äîáèòüñÿ òèøèíû — îòâåñòè íà ìèíóòêó 
Íýíó â äåòñêóþ, íî, êîíå÷íî, ïîä íàäçîðîì.

— Âîò, ïîäîçðèòåëüíîå òû æèâîòíîå, — ïðîèçíåñëà îíà, íå 
ñî÷óâñòâóÿ òîìó, ÷òî Íýíà âïàëà â íåìèëîñòü. — Îíè â ïîëíîé 
áåçîïàñíîñòè, ðàçâå íåò? Êàæäûé àíãåëî÷åê êðåïêî ñïèò â êðî-
âàòêå. Ïîñëóøàé, êàê ñëàäêî îíè ñîïÿò.

Òóò Ìàéêë, âäîõíîâëåííûé ñâîèì óñïåõîì, çàñîïåë òàê 
ãðîìêî, ÷òî èõ ÷óòü íå îáíàðóæèëè. Íýíà ïîíÿëà, ÷òî çíà÷èò 
ýòî ñîïåíèå, è ïîïûòàëàñü îñâîáîäèòüñÿ.

Íî Ëèçà íè÷åãî íå çàïîäîçðèëà.
— Õâàòèò, Íýíà, — ñêàçàëà îíà ñòðîãî, âûòàñêèâàÿ åå èç 

êîìíàòû.  — Ïðåäóïðåæäàþ, áóäåøü ëàÿòü, ÿ ïîéäó ïðÿìî 
ê õîçÿåâàì è ïðèâåäó èõ èç ãîñòåé äîìîé, è òîãäà... âîò çàäàñò 
òåáå õîçÿèí.

Îíà ñíîâà ïðèâÿçàëà íåñ÷àñòíóþ ñîáàêó âî äâîðå, íî âû äó-
ìàåòå, Íýíà ïåðåñòàëà ëàÿòü? Ïðèâåñòè ìèñòåðà è ìèññèñ èç 
ãîñòåé äîìîé! Âåäü èìåííî ýòîãî îíà è õîòåëà. Ê ñîæàëåíèþ, 
Ëèçà âåðíóëàñü ê ñâîèì ïóäèíãàì, è Íýíà, ïîíÿâ, ÷òî ïîìîùè 
îò òîé íå äîæäåøüñÿ, äåðãàëà öåïü, ïîêà íàêîíåö åå íå îáîðâà-
ëà. ×åðåç ìèíóòó îíà âëåòåëà â ãîñòèíóþ äîìà íîìåð äâàäöàòü 
ñåìü è âîçäåëà ëàïû ê íåáó, ïðèìåíèâ ñâîé ñàìûé äåéñòâåííûé 
ñïîñîá ÷òî-ëèáî ñîîáùèòü. Ìèñòåð è ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã ñðàçó ïî-
íÿëè: â äåòñêîé ñëó÷èëîñü íå÷òî óæàñíîå, è, íå ïîïðîùàâøèñü 
ñ õîçÿéêîé, ïîñïåøèëè íà óëèöó.

Íî ïðîøëî óæå äåñÿòü ìèíóò ñ òîãî ìîìåíòà, êàê òðè ïðî-
êàçíèêà ñîïåëè çà çàíàâåñêîé, à Ïèòåð Ïýí ìíîãîå ìîæåò ñäå-
ëàòü çà äåñÿòü ìèíóò.

Âåðíåìñÿ â äåòñêóþ.

— Âñå â ïîðÿäêå, — îáúÿâèë Äæîí, âûõîäÿ èç óêðûòèÿ. — 
Ïèòåð, òû ïðàâäà óìååøü ëåòàòü?

Íå óòðóæäàÿ ñåáÿ îòâåòîì, Ïèòåð îáëåòåë êîìíàòó.
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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.



 Â ïóòü-äîðîãó!


59

Êàçàëîñü, ýòî î÷åíü ëåãêî, è ñíà÷àëà îíè ïîïðîáîâàëè 
ñ ïîëà, ïîòîì ñ êðîâàòåé, íî âñåãäà ïàäàëè âìåñòî òîãî, ÷òîáû 
âçëåòåòü.

— Êàê òû ýòî äåëàåøü? — ñïðîñèë Äæîí, ïîòèðàÿ êîëåíî.

Îí åùå ðàç èì ïîêàçàë.

— Òàê áûñòðî, — ñêàçàë Äæîí, — íåëüçÿ ëè åùå ðàç, òîëü-
êî î÷åíü ìåäëåííî?

Ïèòåð ïîâòîðèë è áûñòðî è ìåäëåííî.
— ß ïîíÿë, Âåíäè! — çàêðè÷àë Äæîí, íî òóò æå âûÿñíèë, 

÷òî íè÷åãî îí íå ïîíÿë.

Êîíå÷íî, Ïèòåð ïîäøó÷èâàë íàä íèìè, âåäü íèêòî íå ñìî-
æåò âçëåòåòü áåç ïûëüöû ôåé. Ê ñ÷àñòüþ, êàê ìû óæå óïîìè-
íàëè, îäíà åãî ðóêà áûëà â íåé èñïà÷êàíà, è îí ñäóë íåìíîæêî 
íà êàæäîãî, ñ ïðåâîñõîäíûì ðåçóëüòàòîì.

— À òåïåðü ïðîñòî ïîäâèãàéòå ïëå÷àìè âîò òàê, — ñêàçàë 
îí, — è îòðûâàéòåñü.

Îíè ñòîÿëè â ñâîèõ êðîâàòÿõ, è õðàáðûé Ìàéêë îòîðâàëñÿ 
ïåðâûì. Îí íå ïðåäïîëàãàë, ÷òî âçëåòèò, íî ó íåãî ïîëó÷èëîñü.

— ß ëåòþ! — êðèêíóë îí, êîãäà áûë â âîçäóõå.

Äæîí òîæå îòîðâàëñÿ è âñòðåòèëñÿ ñ ëåòÿùåé Âåíäè îêîëî 
âàííîé.

Îíè áûëè äàëåêî íå òàê ýëåãàíòíû, êàê Ïèòåð, è áèëèñü 
ãîëîâàìè î ïîòîëîê. Ñíà÷àëà Ïèòåð ïîäàë ðóêó Âåíäè, íî òóò 
æå îòäåðíóë, òàê êàê Òèíê ïðèøëà â ÿðîñòü.

Äåòè ëåòàëè è ââåðõ è âíèç, è êðóæèëè, êðóæèëè.

— Ïîñëóøàéòå, — âñêðèêíóë Äæîí, — à ïî÷åìó áû íàì íå 
óëåòåòü?

Êîíå÷íî, èìåííî íà ýòî è ïîäáèâàë èõ Ïèòåð.
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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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Ìàéêë áûë ãîòîâ, îí õîòåë óçíàòü, çà ñêîëüêî îí ïðîëåòèò 
ìèëëèàðä ìèëü. Íî Âåíäè êîëåáàëàñü.

— Ðóñàëêè! — ñíîâà ñêàçàë Ïèòåð.

— Î-î!

— Òàì åñòü è ïèðàòû.

— Ïèðàòû, — çàêðè÷àë Äæîí, íàäåâàÿ ñâîþ øëÿïó, — ëå-
òèì íåìåäëÿ.

Â ýòî ìãíîâåíèå ìèñòåð è ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã ñ Íýíîé ñïåøèëè 
èç äîìà íîìåð äâàäöàòü ñåìü. Îíè âûáåæàëè íà ñåðåäèíó óëè-
öû, ÷òîáû ïîñìîòðåòü íà îêíî äåòñêîé. Äà, îíî âñå åùå áûëî 
çàêðûòî, íî êîìíàòà áûëà ÿðêî îñâåùåíà, è, ÷òî ñàìîå ñòðàø-
íîå, — îíè óâèäåëè íà çàíàâåñêå òåíè òðåõ ìàëåíüêèõ ôèãóðîê, 
áåñïðåñòàííî êðóæàùèõñÿ, òîëüêî íå íà ïîëó, à â âîçäóõå.

Íå òðè ôèãóðêè, à ÷åòûðå!

Óñïåþò ëè îíè äîáåæàòü äî äåòñêîé? Åñëè äà, äëÿ íèõ ýòî 
áóäåò ïðåêðàñíî, è âñå ìû âçäîõíåì ñ îáëåã÷åíèåì, íî ñêàç-
êè íå âûéäåò. Ñ äðóãîé ñòîðîíû, åñëè îíè íå óñïåþò, îáåùàþ 
âàì — â êîíöå âñå áóäåò õîðîøî.

Îíè áû óñïåëè äîéòè äî äåòñêîé, åñëè áû íå ñëåäèâøèå çà 
íèìè ìàëåíüêèå çâåçäû. Çâåçäî÷êè ñíîâà ïîäóëè, îêíî îòêðû-
ëîñü, è ñàìàÿ ìàëåíüêàÿ èç íèõ êðèêíóëà:

— Áåðåãèñü, Ïèòåð!

Ïèòåð ïîíÿë, ÷òî íåëüçÿ òåðÿòü íè ñåêóíäû.
— Âïåðåä! — ïðèêàçàë îí è ñðàçó âûëåòåë â íî÷ü, à âñëåä 

çà íèì Âåíäè ñ Äæîíîì è Ìàéêëîì.

Ìèñòåð è ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã è Íýíà âáåæàëè â äåòñêóþ ñëèø-
êîì ïîçäíî. Ïòè÷êè óïîðõíóëè.
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The Flight

Полет

“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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« Âòîðîé ïîâîðîò íàïðàâî, à ïîòîì ïðÿìî äî ñàìîãî 
óòðà».

Ýòî, êàê ñêàçàë Ïèòåð Âåíäè, è áûë ïóòü â Íåáûâàëóþ 
ñòðàíó, íî äàæå ïòèöû íå ñìîãëè áû íàéòè åå ñ òàêèìè èíñ-
òðóêöèÿìè. Ïèòåð, çíàåòå ëè, ïðîñòî ãîâîðèò ïåðâîå, ÷òî åìó 
ïðèõîäèò â ãîëîâó.

Ñíà÷àëà åãî ñïóòíèêè ïîëíîñòüþ åìó äîâåðÿëè, è èõ óäî-
âîëüñòâèå îò ïîëåòà áûëî òàê âåëèêî, ÷òî îíè òðàòèëè âðåìÿ, 
êðóæà âîêðóã øïèëåé öåðêâåé èëè äðóãèõ âûñîêèõ çäàíèé, 
êîòîðûå ïîðàæàëè èõ âîîáðàæåíèå.

Îíè íàñìåøëèâî âñïîìèíàëè, ÷òî íå òàê äàâíî ãîðäèëèñü 
ñîáîé, îòòîãî ÷òî ìîãëè ëåòàòü ïî êîìíàòå.

Ñîâñåì íåäàâíî. Íî êîãäà æå ýòî áûëî? Îíè ïåðåëåòàëè 
ìîðå ïåðåä òåì, êàê ýòà ìûñëü ñòàëà âñåðüåç áåñïîêîèòü Âåíäè. 
Äæîí äóìàë, ÷òî ýòî áûëî óæå èõ âòîðîå ìîðå è òðåòüÿ íî÷ü.

Èíîãäà áûëî òåìíî, èíîãäà — ñâåòëî, îíè çàìåðçàëè, à ïî-
 òîì èì ñòàíîâèëîñü ñëèøêîì òåïëî. Íà ñàìîì ëè äåëå îíè ïî-
ðîé ÷óâñòâîâàëè ãîëîä èëè ïðèòâîðÿëèñü, âåäü ó Ïèòåðà áûë 
òàêîé âåñåëûé ñïîñîá èõ êîðìèòü? Åãî ñïîñîá çàêëþ÷àëñÿ 
â òîì, ÷òîáû ïðåñëåäîâàòü ïòèö, â êëþâàõ êîòîðûõ áûëà åäà, 
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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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ïîäõîäÿùàÿ äëÿ ëþäåé, è îòíèìàòü åå. Çàòåì îáû÷íî ïòèöû 
ïðåñëåäîâàëè åãî è îòáèðàëè åäó îáðàòíî; è òàê îíè âåñåëî äî-
ãîíÿëè äðóã äðóãà ìèëÿ çà ìèëåé. Íî Âåíäè ñ òðåâîãîé îòìåòè-
ëà, ÷òî Ïèòåðó, êàæåòñÿ, íåèçâåñòíî, ÷òî ýòî äîâîëüíî ñòðàí-
íûé ñïîñîá äîáûâàòü ñåáå õëåá íàñóùíûé, è îí äàæå íå çíàåò, 
÷òî åñòü äðóãèå.

Óæ òî÷íî îíè íå ïðèòâîðÿëèñü, ÷òî õîòÿò ñïàòü, îíè çàñû-
ïàëè; è ýòî áûëî îïàñíî, âåäü ñòîèëî èì òîëüêî óñíóòü, êàê îíè 
ïàäàëè âíèç. À ñàìîå óæàñíîå — ýòî âåñåëèëî Ïèòåðà.

— Îïÿòü ïàäàåò! — îáû÷íî êðè÷àë îí ðàäîñòíî, êîãäà 
Ìàéêë âäðóã êàìíåì ïàäàë âíèç.

— Ñïàñè åãî, ñïàñè! — êðè÷àëà Âåíäè, ñ óæàñîì ãëÿäÿ íà 
ãðîçíîå ìîðå äàëåêî âíèçó. Â êîíöå êîíöîâ, Ïèòåð íûðÿë â 
âîçäóõå âíèç è ëîâèë Ìàéêëà, ïðåæäå ÷åì òîò ïàäàë â âîäó, 
è òî, êàê îí ýòî ïðîäåëûâàë, áûëî çäîðîâî. Íî îí âñåãäà æäàë 
äî ïîñëåäíåãî ìîìåíòà, è ÷óâñòâîâàëîñü, ÷òî åãî èíòåðåñîâàëà 
ñîáñòâåííàÿ ëîâêîñòü, à íå ñïàñåíèå ÷åëîâå÷åñêîé æèçíè.

Îí ìîã ñïàòü â âîçäóõå è íå ïàäàòü, ëåæà íà ñïèíå.

— Áóäü ñ íèì ïîâåæëèâåå, — øåïíóëà Âåíäè Äæîíó, êîãäà 
îíè èãðàëè â «Äåëàé êàê ÿ».

— Òîãäà ñêàæè åìó, ÷òîáû ïåðåñòàë çàäàâàòüñÿ, — îòâåòèë 
Äæîí.

— Âû äîëæíû áûòü ñ íèì ëþáåçíû, — âíóøàëà Âåíäè ñâî-
èì áðàòüÿì. — ×òî ìû áóäåì äåëàòü, åñëè îí íàñ áðîñèò?

— Ìû ìîãëè áû âåðíóòüñÿ îáðàòíî, — ñêàçàë Ìàéêë.

— Êàê æå íàì íàéòè äîðîãó íàçàä áåç íåãî?

— Íó, òîãäà ïîëåòèì äàëüøå, — ñêàçàë Äæîí.

— Â òîì-òî âåñü óæàñ, Äæîí. Íàì ïðèäåòñÿ ëåòåòü äàëüøå, 
âåäü ìû íå çíàåì, êàê îñòàíàâëèâàòüñÿ.
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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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È ïðàâäà, Ïèòåð çàáûë èì ïîêàçàòü, êàê îñòàíàâëèâàòüñÿ.

Äæîí ñêàçàë, ÷òî, åñëè ñëó÷èòñÿ ñàìîå õóäøåå, èì ïðèäåò-
ñÿ ïðîñòî ëåòåòü âïåðåä, Çåìëÿ âåäü êðóãëàÿ, è ñî âðåìåíåì 
îíè äîëæíû âåðíóòüñÿ ê ñâîåìó îêíó.

— À êòî áóäåò íàñ êîðìèòü, Äæîí?

— ß æå âûõâàòèë êóñî÷åê èç êëþâà îðëà, Âåíäè.

— Ñ äâàäöàòîé ïîïûòêè, — íàïîìíèëà Âåíäè.

Ïèòåðà íå áûëî ñ íèìè â ýòîò ìîìåíò, è îíè ÷óâñòâîâàëè 
ñåáÿ òàì, íàâåðõó, äîâîëüíî îäèíîêî. Îí ìîã ïåðåäâèãàòüñÿ íà-
ñòîëüêî áûñòðåå, ÷åì îíè, ÷òî âíåçàïíî èñ÷åçàë èç âèäó ðàäè 
ïðèêëþ÷åíèÿ, â êîòîðîì îíè íå ó÷àñòâîâàëè. Îí ìîã ñïóñòèòü-
ñÿ, ñìåÿñü íàä ÷åì-òî óæàñíî çàáàâíûì, òîëüêî óæå ïîçàáûâ, 
íàä ÷åì.

— È åñëè îí òàê áûñòðî çàáûâàåò î ñâîèõ ïðèêëþ÷åíèÿõ, — 
ðàññóæäàëà Âåíäè, — êàê ìû ìîæåì íàäåÿòüñÿ, ÷òî îí áóäåò 
ïîìíèòü íàñ?

Â ñàìîì äåëå, èíîãäà, âîçâðàùàÿñü, îí èõ íå ïîìíèë, ïî 
êðàéíåé ìåðå, íå òàê õîðîøî. Âåíäè áûëà â ýòîì óâåðåíà. Îíà 
âèäåëà, êàê â åãî ãëàçàõ ïîÿâëÿåòñÿ èñêîðêà óçíàâàíèÿ, êîã-
äà îí ñîáèðàëñÿ ïðîëåòåòü ìèìî; îäíàæäû åé äàæå ïðèøëîñü 
îêëèêíóòü åãî ïî èìåíè.

— ß Âåíäè, — ñêàçàëà îíà âçâîëíîâàííî.

Îí äîëãî èçâèíÿëñÿ.
— Ñëóøàé, Âåíäè, — çàøåïòàë îí åé, — êàæäûé ðàç, êàê 

óâèäèøü, ÷òî ÿ òåáÿ çàáûë, ïðîñòî ïîâòîðÿé: «ß Âåíäè», è òîã-
äà ÿ âñïîìíþ.

Êîíå÷íî, ýòî áûëî íå î÷åíü õîðîøî. Îäíàêî ÷òîáû èñêó-
ïèòü âèíó, îí ïîêàçàë, êàê ëåæàòü ïðè ñèëüíîì âåòðå, è ýòî 
áûëà âåñüìà ïðèÿòíàÿ ïåðåìåíà: òåïåðü îíè ìîãëè ñïàòü â áåçî-
ïàñíîñòè. Òàê, ñ ðåäêèìè ðàçìîëâêàìè, íî âïîëíå áåççàáîòíî, 
îíè ïðèáëèæàëèñü ê Íåáûâàëîé ñòðàíå. ×åðåç ìíîãî ëóí îíè 
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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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äî íåå äîáðàëèñü, âåðîÿòíî, íå òîëüêî áëàãîäàðÿ Ïèòåðó èëè 
Òèíê, íî è ïîòîìó, ÷òî îñòðîâ ñàì èõ èñêàë. Òîëüêî òàê ìîæíî 
óâèäåòü ýòè âîëøåáíûå áåðåãà.

— Âîò è îí, — ñêàçàë Ïèòåð ñïîêîéíî.

— Ãäå, ãäå?

— Òàì, êóäà óêàçûâàþò âñå ñòðåëêè.

È, äåéñòâèòåëüíî, äåòÿì óêàçûâàëè íà îñòðîâ òûñÿ÷è çî-
ëîòûõ ñòðåëîê, íàïðàâëÿåìûõ ñîëíöåì, ÷òîáû òå íàøëè ñâîé 
ïóòü äî òîãî, êàê îíî ñêðîåòñÿ íà íî÷ü.

Âåíäè, Äæîí è Ìàéêë âñòàëè â âîçäóõå íà öûïî÷êè, ÷òî-
áû ïîëó÷èòü ïåðâîå ïðåäñòàâëåíèå îá îñòðîâå. Êàê íè ñòðàííî, 
îíè ñðàçó åãî óçíàëè, è, ïîêà èõ íå îõâàòèë ñòðàõ, îíè áûëè 
ðàäû åãî âèäåòü.

— Äæîí, âîí òâîÿ ëàãóíà.

— Âåíäè, ïîñìîòðè, ÷åðåïàõè ïðÿ÷óò ÿéöà â ïåñêå.

— Ñëóøàé, Äæîí, ÿ âèæó òâîåãî ôëàìèíãî ñî ñëîìàííîé 
íîãîé!

— Ïîñìîòðè, Ìàéêë, âîí òâîÿ ïåùåðà!

— Äæîí, ÷òî ýòî òàì, â çàðîñëÿõ?

— Âîë÷èöà ñ äåòåíûøàìè. Âåíäè, ÿ äóìàþ, ýòî òâîé âîë-
÷îíîê!

— Ýòî ìîÿ ëîäêà, Äæîí, ñ ïðîáèòûìè áîêàìè!

— Íåò, ýòî íå îíà. Êàê æå, âåäü ìû ñîæãëè òâîþ ëîäêó.

— Âñå ðàâíî ýòî îíà. Ñëóøàé, Äæîí, ÿ âèæó äûì îò ëàãåðÿ 
êðàñíîêîæèõ!

— Ãäå? Ïîêàæè, è ÿ ñêàæó ïî êîëüöàì äûìà, âûøëè îíè 
íà òðîïó âîéíû èëè íåò.
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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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— Òàì, íà òîé ñòîðîíå Òàèíñòâåííîé Ðåêè.

— Òåïåðü âèæó. Äà, îíè íà òðîïå âîéíû.

Ïèòåð áûë íåìíîãî ðàçäîñàäîâàí òåì, ÷òî îíè òàê ìíîãî 
çíàþò, íî åãî òðèóìô áëèçèëñÿ, âåäü, êàê ÿ ãîâîðèë, âñêîðå 
èõ îõâàòèë ñòðàõ.

Ñòðàõ ïðèøåë, êîãäà èñ÷åçëè ñòðåëû, îñòàâèâ îñòðîâ â òåì-
íîòå.

Ëåòåëè îíè ïî îòäåëüíîñòè, íî òåïåðü ñãðóäèëèñü âîêðóã 
Ïèòåðà. Åãî áåñïå÷íîñòü, íàêîíåö, ïðîïàëà, ãëàçà çàáëåñòåëè, 
è äåòåé ïðîáèðàëà äðîæü âñÿêèé ðàç, êàê îíè äî íåãî äîòðà-
ãèâàëèñü. Îíè óæå áûëè íàä çëîâåùèì îñòðîâîì è ëåòåëè òàê 
íèçêî, ÷òî èíîãäà êàñàëèñü íîãàìè äåðåâüåâ.

Òèíêåð Áåëë ñïàëà íà ïëå÷å Ïèòåðà, íî òåïåðü îí ðàçáóäèë 
åå è îòïðàâèë âïåðåä.

Âðåìåíàìè îí çàìèðàë â âîçäóõå è âíèìàòåëüíî ïðèñëóøè-
âàëñÿ, ïðèëîæèâ ðóêó ê óõó.

— Òû áû ñåé÷àñ ïðåäïî÷åë ïðèêëþ÷åíèå, — ñïðîñèë îí 
Äæîíà, — èëè ñíà÷àëà ÷àþ?

Âåíäè âûïàëèëà:
— Ñíà÷àëà ÷àþ.
Ìàéêë áëàãîäàðíî ïîæàë åé ðóêó, à ñìåëü÷àê Äæîí çàêî-

ëåáàëñÿ:

— Êàêîå ïðèêëþ÷åíèå? — ñïðîñèë îí îñòîðîæíî.

— Òóò, ïðÿìî ïîä íàìè, â òðàâå, ñïèò ïèðàò, — ñêàçàë åìó 
Ïèòåð. — Õî÷åøü, ñïóñòèìñÿ è óáüåì åãî?

— ß åãî íå âèæó, — îòâåòèë Äæîí ïîñëå äîëãîãî ìîë÷àíèÿ.

— ß âèæó.

— À ÷òî åñëè, — ñêàçàë Äæîí, — îí ïðîñíåòñÿ?
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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.”
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Ïèòåð çàãîâîðèë ñ âîçìóùåíèåì:
— Íå äóìàåøü æå òû, ÷òî ÿ óáüþ åãî âî ñíå! Ñíà÷àëà ÿ áû 

åãî ðàçáóäèë, à ïîòîì óáèë. ß âñåãäà òàê äåëàþ.

— È ìíîãèõ òû óæå óáèë?

— Óéìó.

— Âîò çäîðîâî, — ñêàçàë Äæîí, íî ðåøèë ñíà÷àëà âûïèòü 
÷àþ. Îí ñïðîñèë, ìíîãî ëè ïèðàòîâ ñåé÷àñ íà îñòðîâå, è Ïèòåð 
îòâåòèë, ÷òî òàê ìíîãî åùå íå áûâàëî.

— Êòî ñåé÷àñ ó íèõ êàïèòàí?

— Êðþê, — îòâåòèë Ïèòåð, è ëèöî åãî ñòàëî ñóðîâûì, êîã-
äà îí ïðîèçíåñ íåíàâèñòíîå èìÿ.

— Äæåç Êðþê?

— Òàê òî÷íî.

Òóò, êîíå÷íî æå, Ìàéêë ðàñïëàêàëñÿ, è äàæå Äæîí ìîã ãî-
âîðèòü òîëüêî ñ çàïèíêàìè, òàê êàê èì áûëà èçâåñòíà ðåïóòà-
öèÿ Êðþêà.

— À êàêîé îí? Îãðîìíûé?

— Íå òàêîé îãðîìíûé, êàê áûë.

— Êàê ýòî?

— ß îòðåçàë îò íåãî íåìíîæêî.

— Òû!

— Äà, ÿ, — îòâåòèë Ïèòåð ðåçêî.

— ß íå õîòåë òåáÿ îáèäåòü.

— À, ëàäíî.
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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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— Íî ÷òî òû îòðåçàë?

— Ïðàâóþ ðóêó.

— Çíà÷èò, òåïåðü îí íå ìîæåò äðàòüñÿ?

— Êàê æå, íå ìîæåò îí!

— Ëåâîé ðóêîé?

— Ó íåãî æåëåçíûé êðþê âìåñòî ïðàâîé ðóêè, êàê êîãîòü.

— Êîãîòü!

— Ñëóøàé, Äæîí, — ñêàçàë Ïèòåð.

— Äà.

— Ãîâîðè: «Åñòü, ñýð».

— Åñòü, ñýð.

— Òóò åùå êîå-÷òî, — ïðîäîëæèë Ïèòåð, — êàæäûé ìàëü-
÷èê èç òåõ, êòî ñëóæèò ïîä ìîåé êîìàíäîé, äîëæåí ïîêëÿñòü-
ñÿ, è òû òîæå.

Äæîí ïîáëåäíåë.

— Åñëè ìû âñòðåòèìñÿ ñ Êðþêîì â îòêðûòîì áîþ, òû äîë-
æåí îñòàâèòü åãî ìíå.

— Êëÿíóñü,  — ïðåäàííî ñêàçàë Äæîí.

Ñåé÷àñ èì áûëî íå òàê æóòêî, ïîòîìó ÷òî Òèíê ëåòåëà ðÿ-
äîì, è â åå ñâåòå îíè ìîãëè ðàçãëÿäåòü äðóã äðóãà. Ê ñîæàëå-
íèþ, îíà íå ìîãëà ëåòåòü òàê æå ìåäëåííî, êàê îíè, è ïîýòîìó 
åé ïðèõîäèëîñü êðóæèòü âîêðóã. Âåíäè ýòî íðàâèëîñü äî òåõ 
ïîð, ïîêà Ïèòåð íå îáúÿñíèë, â ÷åì ïîäâîõ.

— Îíà ãîâîðèò ìíå, — ñêàçàë îí, — ÷òî ïèðàòû çàìåòèëè 
íàñ äî òîãî, êàê ñòåìíåëî, è âûêàòèëè Äëèííîãî Òîìà.
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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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—  Ïóøêó?

— Äà. È êîíå÷íî, èì âèäåí åå ñâåò, à åñëè îíè äîãàäàþòñÿ, 
÷òî ìû ðÿäîì, òî÷íî îòêðîþò îãîíü.

— Âåíäè!

— Äæîí!

— Ìàéêë!

— Ñêàæè åé, ÷òîáû óëåòåëà íåìåäëåííî, Ïèòåð, — çàêðè-
÷àëè âñå òðîå õîðîì, íî îí îòêàçàëñÿ.

— Îíà ñ÷èòàåò, ìû çàáëóäèëèñü, — õîëîäíî îòâåòèë îí, — 
è îíà ñèëüíî íàïóãàíà. Âû æå íå äóìàåòå, ÷òî ÿ ïðîãíàë áû åå 
îäíó-îäèíåøåíüêó, êîãäà åé òàê ñòðàøíî!

Íà ìãíîâåíèå êðóã ñâåòà ðàçîìêíóëñÿ, è êòî-òî íåæíî 
óùèïíóë Ïèòåðà.

— Òîãäà ñêàæè åé,  — âçìîëèëàñü Âåíäè, — ïóñòü ïîãàñèò 
ñâîé ñâåò.

— Îíà íå ìîæåò åãî ïîãàñèòü. Ýòî åäèíñòâåííîå, ÷åãî íå 
ìîãóò ñäåëàòü ôåè. Îí ñàì ãàñíåò òîëüêî òîãäà, êîãäà îíà çà-
ñûïàåò, êàê ó çâåçä.

— Òîãäà âåëè åé ñåé÷àñ æå óñíóòü, — ÷óòü ëè íå ïðèêàçàë 
Äæîí.

— Îíà íå ñìîæåò óñíóòü, åñëè åé íå çàõî÷åòñÿ. Ýòî âòîðîå 
åäèíñòâåííîå, ÷åãî ôåè íå ìîãóò äåëàòü.

— Ìíå êàæåòñÿ, — çàâîð÷àë Äæîí, — ýòè äâå åäèíñòâåí-
íûå âåùè êàê ðàç è ñòîèëî áû ñäåëàòü.

Îí òîæå ïîëó÷èë ùèïîê, íî ñîâñåì íå íåæíûé.

— Åñëè áû òîëüêî ó êîãî-òî èç âàñ áûë êàðìàí, — ñêàçàë 
Ïèòåð, — ìîæíî áûëî áû íåñòè åå òàì.

Íî îíè îòïðàâëÿëèñü â òàêîé ñïåøêå, ÷òî íè ó êîãî èç ÷åò-
âåðûõ íå îêàçàëîñü êàðìàíà.
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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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Ïèòåðó ïðèøëà óäà÷íàÿ èäåÿ. Øëÿïà Äæîíà!

Òèíê ñîãëàñèëàñü ïóòåøåñòâîâàòü â øëÿïå, åñëè åå ïîíåñóò 
â ðóêàõ. Äæîí âçÿë øëÿïó, õîòÿ îíà íàäåÿëàñü, ÷òî åå ïîíåñåò 
Ïèòåð. Âñêîðå øëÿïó âçÿëà Âåíäè, ïîòîìó ÷òî Äæîí ñêàçàë, 
÷òî òà áüåò åãî ïî êîëåíêå, êîãäà îí ëåòèò. À ýòî, êàê ìû óâè-
äèì, ïðèâåëî ê áåäå, âåäü Òèíêåð Áåëë äî ñìåðòè íå õîòåëîñü 
áûòü â äîëãó ó Âåíäè.

Â ÷åðíîé øëÿïå ñâåò áûë ïîëíîñòüþ ñïðÿòàí, è îíè ïîëåòå-
ëè â òèøèíå. Äëÿ Ìàéêëà ýòî áûëî óæàñíî.

— Õîòü áû ÷òî-íèáóäü óñëûøàòü! — âîñêëèêíóë îí.

Áóäòî â îòâåò âîçäóõ ðàçîðâàë ñàìûé ñòðàøíûé ãðîõîò, êî-
òîðûé îí êîãäà-ëèáî ñëûøàë. Ïèðàòû îòêðûëè ïî íèì îãîíü 
èç Äëèííîãî Òîìà.

Â ãîðàõ ðàçäàëîñü ýõî, êîòîðîå áóäòî êðè÷àëî: «Ãäå îíè? 
Ãäå îíè? Ãäå îíè?»

Òàê íàïóãàííàÿ òðîèöà óÿñíèëà ðàçíèöó ìåæäó âûäóìàí-
íûì îñòðîâîì è íàñòîÿùèì.

Êîãäà, íàêîíåö, íåáî óñïîêîèëîñü, Äæîí è Ìàéêë îáíàðó-
æèëè, ÷òî îíè îäíè â òåìíîòå. Äæîí ìåõàíè÷åñêè ïåðåáèðàë 
â âîçäóõå íîãàìè, à Ìàéêë ïàðèë, íå ïîíèìàÿ, êàê ó íåãî ýòî 
ïîëó÷àåòñÿ.

— Òåáÿ ïîäñòðåëèëè? — ïðîøåïòàë Äæîí, äðîæà.

—  Ïîêà íå ïðîâåðÿë, — îòâåòèë åìó øåïîòîì Ìàéêë.

Ñåé÷àñ ìû çíàåì, ÷òî âñå îñòàëèñü öåëû. Îäíàêî Ïèòåðà 
âçðûâíîé âîëíîé îòíåñëî äàëåêî â ìîðå, à Âåíäè ñ Òèíêåð Áåëë 
ïîäêèíóëî ââåðõ.

Äëÿ Âåíäè áûëî áû ëó÷øå, åñëè áû â òîò ìîìåíò îíà óðî-
íèëà øëÿïó.
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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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ß íå çíàþ, ïðèøëà ëè ýòà èäåÿ Òèíê âíåçàïíî èëè îíà âñå 
ñïëàíèðîâàëà ïî ïóòè, íî îíà ñðàçó âûñêî÷èëà èç øëÿïû è ñòà-
ëà çàìàíèâàòü Âåíäè â ëîâóøêó.

Òèíê áûëà íå òàêàÿ óæ ïëîõàÿ; èëè, âåðíåå, îíà áûëà ïëî-
õîé èìåííî â òîò ìîìåíò, íî, ñ äðóãîé ñòîðîíû, îíà áûâàëà è 
äîáðîé. Ôåÿì ïðèõîäèòñÿ áûòü èëè ïëîõèìè èëè õîðîøèìè, 
âåäü èç-çà òîãî, ÷òî îíè òàêèå ìàëåíüêèå, ê ñîæàëåíèþ, îíè 
ìîãóò èñïûòûâàòü ëèøü îäíî ÷óâñòâî çàðàç. Òåì íå ìåíåå èì 
ïîçâîëåíî ìåíÿòüñÿ, íî òîëüêî ýòî äîëæíà áûòü ïîëíàÿ ïåðåìå-
íà. Ñåé÷àñ îíà áûëà ïîëíà ðåâíîñòè ê Âåíäè. Êîíå÷íî, Âåíäè 
íå ìîãëà ïîíÿòü òî, ÷òî ãîâîðèëà ôåÿ ñâîèì íåæíûì ïåðåçâî-
íîì, è ñäàåòñÿ ìíå, òàì áûëè è ïëîõèå ñëîâà, íî çâó÷àëè îíè 
ïðèÿòíî, îíà ëåòàëà âçàä è âïåðåä, ÿâíî èìåÿ â âèäó: «Ñëåäóé 
çà ìíîé, è âñå áóäåò õîðîøî».

×òî îñòàâàëîñü äåëàòü áåäíÿæêå Âåíäè? Îíà çâàëà Ïèòåðà, 
Äæîíà è Ìàéêëà, íî åé îòâå÷àëî òîëüêî íàñìåøëèâîå ýõî. Îíà 
åùå íå çíàëà, ÷òî Òèíê íåíàâèäèò åå âñåì ñåðäöåì. Ðàñòåðÿí-
íàÿ è èçíóðåííàÿ ïîëåòîì Âåíäè ñëåäîâàëà çà Òèíê ê ñâîåé 
ãèáåëè.
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The Island Come True

Остров наяву

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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× óâñòâóÿ âîçâðàùåíèå Ïèòåðà, Íåáûâàëàÿ ñòðàíà ñíîâà 
ïðîáóäèëàñü ê æèçíè.

Â åãî îòñóòñòâèå æèçíü íà îñòðîâå îáû÷íî çàìèðàåò. Ôåè 
ñïÿò ïî óòðàì íà ÷àñ äîëüøå, çâåðè âîñïèòûâàþò ñâîèõ äåòåíû-
øåé, êðàñíîêîæèå äíÿìè è íî÷àìè îáúåäàþòñÿ. Íî ñ ïîÿâëå-
íèåì Ïèòåðà, íåíàâèäåâøåãî ñïîêîéñòâèå, âñå ñíîâà ïðèõîäèò 
â äâèæåíèå.

Â ýòîò âå÷åð ãëàâíûå ñèëû îñòðîâà ðàñïîëàãàëèñü ñëåäóþ-
ùèì îáðàçîì. Ïîòåðÿííûå ìàëü÷èøêè èñêàëè Ïèòåðà, ïèðàòû 
âûñëåæèâàëè ìàëü÷èøåê, êðàñíîêîæèå âûñëåæèâàëè ïèðà-
òîâ, à çâåðè âûñëåæèâàëè èíäåéöåâ. Îíè êðóæèëè è êðóæèëè 
ïî îñòðîâó, íî íå âñòðå÷àëèñü, ïîòîìó ÷òî ñêîðîñòü ó âñåõ áûëà 
îäèíàêîâàÿ.

Êðîâè æàæäàëè âñå, êðîìå ìàëü÷èøåê, êîòîðûå âûøëè òåì 
âå÷åðîì âñòðåòèòü ñâîåãî êàïèòàíà. Ñåé÷àñ ïîòåðÿííûõ ìàëü-
÷èøåê íà îñòðîâå áûëî øåñòåðî, åñëè ñ÷èòàòü áëèçíåöîâ çà 
äâîèõ. Ïðåäñòàâèì, ÷òî ìû ëåæèì ñðåäè ñàõàðíîãî òðîñòíèêà 
è íàáëþäàåì, êàê îíè âñå êðàäóòñÿ, ïîëîæèâ ðóêó íà êèíæàë.

Ïåðâûì ïðîõîäèò Áîëòóí, îòâàæíûé, íî ñàìûé íåçàäà÷ëè-
âûé èç âñåõ. Åìó âûïàëî ïðèêëþ÷åíèé ìåíüøå, ÷åì ëþáîìó 
äðóãîìó, ïîòîìó ÷òî ñàìîå èíòåðåñíîå âñåãäà ïðîèñõîäèëî, êàê 
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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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òîëüêî îí îòëó÷àëñÿ. Ýòà íåâåçó÷åñòü ïðèäàëà åãî ëèöó òèõóþ 
ãðóñòü, íî âìåñòî òîãî, ÷òîáû èñïîðòèòü åìó õàðàêòåð, ñìÿã÷è-
ëà åãî; ïîýòîìó îí áûë ñàìûì ñêðîìíûì èç ìàëü÷èøåê.

Ñëåäóþùèì èäåò Ïåðûøêî, âåñåëûé è äîáðîäóøíûé, çà 
íèì — Ìàëûø, êîòîðûé âûðåçàåò èç äåðåâüåâ ñâèñòêè è ïëÿ-
øåò ïîä ñîáñòâåííûå ìåëîäèè. Ìàëûø — ñàìûé âûñîêîìåð-
íûé èç ìàëü÷èøåê. Îí ñ÷èòàåò, ÷òî ïîìíèò âðåìåíà äî òîãî, 
êàê ïîòåðÿëñÿ, ñ èõ íðàâàìè è îáû÷àÿìè. Êóäðÿø ÷åòâåðòûé, 
îí îçîðíèê, è åìó òàê ÷àñòî ïðèõîäèëîñü ïîäíèìàòüñÿ, êîãäà 
Ïèòåð ñòðîãî ñïðàøèâàë: «Ïóñòü âñòàíåò òîò, êòî ýòî íàòâî-
ðèë», ÷òî òåïåðü îí âñòàåò àâòîìàòè÷åñêè, íåçàâèñèìî îò òîãî, 
ñäåëàë îí ÷òî-òî èëè íåò. Ïîñëåäíèìè èäóò Áëèçíåöû, êîòîðûõ 
íåâîçìîæíî îïèñàòü, ïîòîìó ÷òî ìû òî÷íî áóäåì îïèñûâàòü íå 
òîãî. Ïèòåð íèêîãäà òîëêîì íå çíàë, êòî èç íèõ êòî, à êîìàíäå 
íå ðàçðåøàåòñÿ çíàòü òî, ÷åãî íå çíàåò Ïèòåð. Ïîýòîìó ýòè äâîå 
âñåãäà äåðæàëèñü áëèæå äðóã ê äðóãó.

Ìàëü÷èøêè èñ÷åçàþò â òåìíîòå, è ïîñëå ïàóçû — íåäîëãîé 
ïàóçû, âåäü íà îñòðîâå âñå ïðîèñõîäèò áûñòðî, — íà èõ ñëåä 
âûõîäÿò ïèðàòû.

Áîëåå îìåðçèòåëüíîé áàíäû ñâåò íå âèäûâàë. Âîò, íåìíîãî 
âïåðåäè, êðàñàâ÷èê èòàëüÿíåö ×åêêî, êîòîðûé âûðåçàë ñâîå 
èìÿ êðîâàâûìè áóêâàìè íà ñïèíå íà÷àëüíèêà òþðüìû â Ãàî. 
Çà íèì ÷åðíûé ãèãàíò, åãî èìåíåì ìàòåðè äî ñèõ ïîð ïóãàþò 
ñâîèõ äåòåé íà áåðåãàõ Ãóàäæèìî. Âîò Áèëë Äæóêñ, êàæäûé 
äþéì êîòîðîãî ïîêðûò òàòóèðîâêàìè, òîò ñàìûé Áèëë Äæóêñ, 
ïîëó÷èâøèé îò Ôëèíòà øåñòü äþæèí óäàðîâ ïëåòêîé, ïðåæäå 
÷åì îòäàë ìåøîê çîëîòûõ. È Ñòàðêè-äæåíòëüìåí, áûâøèé íå-
êîãäà ó÷èòåëåì â øêîëå è óáèâàâøèé ñ îñîáûì èçÿùåñòâîì. 
È áîöìàí-èðëàíäåö Ñìè, ñòðàííî äîáðûé ÷åëîâåê, âîíçàâøèé 
íîæ, òàê ñêàçàòü, íå æåëàÿ íèêîãî îáèäåòü. È ìíîãèå äðóãèå 
ãîëîâîðåçû, äàâíî èçâåñòíûå è íàâîäèâøèå ñòðàõ íà Êàðèá-
ñêîì ìîðå.

Ñðåäè íèõ ñàìûé ÷åðíûé è ñàìûé ãðîìàäíûé — Äæåéìñ 
Êðþê, èëè, êàê îí ñàì ïîäïèñûâàëñÿ — Äæåç Êðþê. Îí ëåæàë 
â êîëåñíèöå, êîòîðóþ òàùèëè åãî ëþäè, à âìåñòî ïðàâîé ðóêè 
ó íåãî áûë æåëåçíûé êðþê, êîòîðûì âðåìÿ îò âðåìåíè îí ïîä-
ãîíÿë ïèðàòîâ. Ýòîò óæàñíûé ÷åëîâåê îáðàùàëñÿ ñ ïèðàòàìè, 
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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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êàê ñ ïñàìè, è îíè ïîâèíîâàëèñü åìó. Åãî ñìóãëîå ëèöî áûëî 
ìåðòâåííî-áëåäíûì, à âîëîñû çàâèâàëèñü â äëèííûå ÷åðíûå 
ëîêîíû, ïðèäàâàÿ ëèöó óãðîæàþùåå âûðàæåíèå.

Åãî ãëàçà áûëè ãîëóáûìè, ñëîâíî íåçàáóäêè, è íàïîëíåí-
íûìè ãëóáîêîé ìåëàíõîëèåé, êðîìå òåõ ìãíîâåíèé, êîãäà îí 
âîíçàë â òåáÿ ñâîé êðþê — òîãäà â íèõ ïîÿâëÿëèñü äâå êðàñíûå 
òî÷êè, îçàðÿâøèå èõ æóòêèì ñâåòîì. Èçûñêàííîñòü åãî ðå÷è, 
äàæå êîãäà îí ðóãàëñÿ, òàê æå êàê è åãî õîðîøèå ìàíåðû ïî-
êàçûâàëè, íàñêîëüêî îí îòëè÷àëñÿ îò ñâîåé êîìàíäû. Ýòîò ÷å-
ëîâåê, ïî ñëóõàì, áîÿëñÿ òîëüêî îäíîãî — âèäà ñîáñòâåííîé 
êðîâè.

Òàêîâ ýòîò ñòðàøíûé ÷åëîâåê, ïðîòèâíèê Ïèòåðà Ïýíà. 
Êòî æå èç íèõ ïîáåäèò?

Ñëåäîì çà ïèðàòàìè, ïî òðîïå âîéíû, âèäèìîé òîëüêî 
îïûòíîìó ãëàçó, áåñøóìíî êðàäóòñÿ êðàñíîêîæèå. Îíè íåñóò 
òîìàãàâêè è íîæè, à èõ îáíàæåííûå òåëà áëåñòÿò îò êðàñêè. 
Âïåðåäè íà ÷åòâåðåíüêàõ — Âåëèêèé Ìàëûé ßãóàð, íà íåì 
ñòîëüêî ñêàëüïîâ, ÷òî äàæå ìåøàþò åìó äâèãàòüñÿ âïåðåä. Çà-
ìûêàÿ øåñòâèå, èäåò ãîðäàÿ Òèãðîâàÿ Ëèëèÿ, ïðèíöåññà ïî 
ïðîèñõîæäåíèþ. Îíà ñàìàÿ êðàñèâàÿ èç ïëåìåíè Ïèêàíèíè. 
Íåò õðàáðåöà, êîòîðûé áû íå õîòåë âçÿòü ýòî ñâîåíðàâíîå ñó-
ùåñòâî â æåíû, íî îíà ïðåäïî÷èòàåò àëòàðþ òîïîð. Ñìîòðèòå, 
êàê ñòóïàþò îíè ïî óïàâøèì âåòêàì áåç ìàëåéøåãî øóìà. 
Åäèíñòâåííûé çâóê, êîòîðûé ìîæíî óñëûøàòü, — èõ òÿæåëîå 
äûõàíèå. Äåëî â òîì, ÷òî îíè íåìíîãî ðàñòîëñòåëè. Ñåé÷àñ ýòî 
ïðåäñòàâëÿåò äëÿ íèõ ãëàâíóþ îïàñíîñòü.

Èíäåéöû èñ÷åçàþò òàê æå, êàê è ïîÿâèëèñü, ñëîâíî òåíè, 
è âñêîðå èõ ìåñòî çàíèìàþò çâåðè — áîëüøàÿ è ðàçíîøåðñòíàÿ 
ïðîöåññèÿ: ëüâû, òèãðû, ìåäâåäè è áåñ÷èñëåííûå õèùíèêè ïî-
ìåíüøå; âåäü âñå çâåðè, à îñîáåííî òå, ÷òî îõîòÿòñÿ íà ëþäåé, 
æèâóò íà ýòîì áëàãîñëîâåííîì îñòðîâå áîê î áîê.

Òîëüêî îíè ïðîøëè, êàê ïîÿâèëàñü ãèãàíòñêàÿ êðîêîäèëè-
öà. Ìû ñêîðî óçíàåì, êîãî îíà ñåé÷àñ âûñëåæèâàåò.

Âñå íàïðÿæåííî âñìàòðèâàþòñÿ âïåðåä, íå ïîäîçðåâàÿ, ÷òî 
îïàñíîñòü ìîæåò ïîäêðàñòüñÿ ñçàäè.
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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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Ïåðâûìè èç ýòîãî êðóãîâîðîòà âûøëè ìàëü÷èøêè. Îíè ïî-
âàëèëèñü íà òðàâó íåïîäàëåêó îò ñâîåãî ïîäçåìíîãî æèëèùà.

— Âîò áû Ïèòåð ñêîðåå âåðíóëñÿ! — ïîâòîðÿëè âñå íåðâíî, 
õîòÿ êàæäûé èç íèõ áûë âûøå ðîñòîì è øèðå â ïëå÷àõ, ÷åì 
èõ êàïèòàí.

— ß åäèíñòâåííûé èç âàñ, êòî íå áîèòñÿ ïèðàòîâ, — ñêà-
çàë Ìàëûø òîíîì, êîòîðûé è íå äàâàë åìó ñäåëàòüñÿ âñåîáùèì 
ëþáèìöåì; íî, âîçìîæíî, åãî îáåñïîêîèë êàêîé-òî îòäàëåííûé 
çâóê, òàê êàê îí ïîñïåøíî äîáàâèë: — Íî ÿ òîæå õî÷ó, ÷òîáû 
Ïèòåð âåðíóëñÿ è ðàññêàçàë íàì î Çîëóøêå.

Îíè ïîãîâîðèëè î Çîëóøêå, è Áîëòóí áûë óâåðåí, ÷òî åãî 
ìàìà íàâåðíÿêà áûëà íà íåå î÷åíü ïîõîæà.

Òîëüêî â îòñóòñòâèå Ïèòåðà îíè ñìåëè ãîâîðèòü î ìàòåðÿõ, 
ýòà òåìà ñ÷èòàëàñü ãëóïîñòüþ è ïîòîìó áûëà çàïðåùåíà.

Ðàçãîâàðèâàÿ, îíè óñëûøàëè îòäàëåííûé çâóê. Âû èëè 
ÿ, íå áóäó÷è ëåñíûìè äèêàðÿìè, íè÷åãî áû íå óñëûøàëè, íî 
ìàëü÷èøêè óçíàëè ïèðàòñêóþ ïåñíþ.

È ñðàçó ïîòåðÿííûå ìàëü÷èøêè... Íî ãäå æå îíè? Èõ óæå 
äàâíî òóò íåò. Êðîëèêè è òî íå èñ÷åçëè áû òàê áûñòðî.

ß âàì ðàññêàæó, êóäà îíè äåëèñü. Âñå, çà èñêëþ÷åíèåì 
Ïåðûøêà, êîòîðûé ñîðâàëñÿ â ðàçâåäêó, óæå áûëè â äîìå ïîä 
çåìëåé. Íî êàê îíè òóäà ïîïàëè, âåäü íèêàêîãî âõîäà íå âèä-
íî? Îäíàêî, âñìîòðåâøèñü ïîâíèìàòåëüíåå, ìîæíî çàìåòèòü 
ñåìü áîëüøèõ äåðåâüåâ, ó êàæäîãî — ãðîìàäíîå äóïëî, ÷åðåç 
êîòîðîå ìîæåò ïðîëåçòü ìàëü÷èøêà. Ýòî ñåìü âõîäîâ â èõ ïîä-
çåìíîå æèëüå, êîòîðîå Êðþê òùåòíî ðàçûñêèâàåò óæå ìíîãî 
ëóí. Íàéäåò ëè îí åãî ýòîé íî÷üþ?

Êîãäà ïèðàòû âûøëè, çîðêèé ãëàç Ñòàðêè óñïåë çàìåòèòü 
Ïåðûøêî, èñ÷åçàþùåãî â ëåñó, è òóò æå â åãî ðóêå ñâåðêíóë 
ïèñòîëåò. Íî åìó â ïëå÷î âïèëñÿ æåëåçíûé êðþê.

— Êàïèòàí, ïóñòè! — âñêðèêíóë Ñòàðêè.

Òóò ìû âïåðâûå ñëûøèì ãîëîñ Êðþêà. Åãî ãîëîñ ìðà÷åí.
— Ñíà÷àëà óáåðè ïèñòîëåò, — ñêàçàë îí ñ óãðîçîé.
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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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— Ýòî îäèí èç òåõ ìàëü÷èøåê, ÷òî òû íåíàâèäèøü. ß ìîã 
áû åãî ïðèñòðåëèòü.

— È òâîé âûñòðåë ïðèâåë áû ñþäà èíäåéöåâ Òèãðîâîé Ëè-
ëèè. Òû õî÷åøü ëèøèòüñÿ ñêàëüïà?

— ß ñõîæó çà íèì, êàïèòàí? — ñïðîñèë Ñìè. — È ïîùåêî-
÷ó åãî ñâîèì Äæîííè Øòîïîðîì?

Ñìè âñåìó äàâàë ñëàâíûå ïðîçâèùà, è åãî êîðòèê íàçûâàë-
ñÿ «Äæîííè Øòîïîð», ïîòîìó ÷òî îí ïîâîðà÷èâàë åãî â ðàíå.

— Íå ñåé÷àñ, Ñìè, — îòâåòèë Êðþê óãðþìî. — Îí îäèí, 
à ìíå íóæíû âñå ñåìåðî. Âñåì ðàçîéòèñü è èñêàòü èõ.

Ïèðàòû èñ÷åçëè ñðåäè äåðåâüåâ, êàïèòàí è Ñìè îñòàëèñü 
âäâîåì. Êðþê òÿæåëî âçäîõíóë, è ÿ äîãàäûâàþñü, ïî÷åìó. Îí 
èñïûòûâàë æåëàíèå ïîäåëèòüñÿ ñ âåðíûì áîöìàíîì èñòîðèåé 
ñâîåé æèçíè. Îí ðàññêàçûâàë äîëãî è èñêðåííå, íî Ñìè áûë 
íàñòîëüêî ãëóï, ÷òî âîîáùå íè÷åãî íå ïîíÿë.

×óòü ïîçæå îí óëîâèë ñëîâî «Ïèòåð».

— Áîëüøå âñåãî, — ãîâîðèë Êðþê ñ æàðîì, — ìíå íóæåí 
èõ êàïèòàí — Ïèòåð Ïýí. Ýòî îí ëèøèë ìåíÿ ðóêè, — îí óãðî-
æàþùå ðàçìàõèâàë ñâîèì êðþêîì. — ß äàâíî æäó ìîìåíòà, 
êîãäà ïîæìó åãî ðóêó ýòèì. Î, ÿ ðàçîðâó åãî!

— È âñå æå, — ñêàçàë Ñìè, — ÿ ÷àñòî ñëûøàë, êàê òû ãî-
âîðèë, ÷òî êðþê ñòîèò äåñÿòêà ðóê — èì ìîæíî ðàñ÷åñûâàòü 
âîëîñû, îí ïîëåçåí â õîçÿéñòâå.

— Äà, — îòâåòèë êàïèòàí, — áóäü ÿ ìàòåðüþ, òî ìîëèëñÿ 
áû, ÷òîáû ìîè äåòè ðîäèëèñü ñ ýòèì âìåñòî ýòîãî, — è îí êè-
íóë ãîðäûé âçãëÿä íà æåëåçíóþ ðóêó è ïðåçðèòåëüíûé — íà 
äðóãóþ. Ïîòîì ñíîâà íàõìóðèëñÿ.

— Ïèòåð áðîñèë ìîþ ðóêó, — ñêàçàë îí, — êðîêîäèëèöå, 
êîòîðàÿ ñëó÷àéíî ïðîïîëçàëà ìèìî.

— ß ÷àñòî çàìå÷àë, — ñêàçàë Ñìè, — ÷òî òû áîèøüñÿ êðî-
êîäèëîâ.
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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.”

“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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— Íå êðîêîäèëîâ, — ïîïðàâèë åãî Êðþê, — à îäíó êðîêî-
äèëèöó. — Îí ïîíèçèë ãîëîñ. — Åé òàê ïîíðàâèëàñü ìîÿ ðóêà, 
Ñìè, ÷òî ñ òåõ ïîð îíà îõîòèòñÿ çà ìíîé, îáëèçûâàÿñü íà òî, 
÷òî îò ìåíÿ îñòàëîñü.

— Â êàêîì-òî ñìûñëå, — çàìåòèë Ñìè, — ýòî âðîäå êàê 
êîìïëèìåíò.

— Íå íóæíû ìíå òàêèå êîìïëèìåíòû, — ðÿâêíóë Êðþê. — 
Ìíå íóæåí Ïèòåð Ïýí, êîòîðûé äàë çâåðþãå ìåíÿ ðàñïðîáîâàòü.

Îí ñåë íà îãðîìíûé ãðèá, è â åãî ãîëîñå ïîÿâèëàñü äðîæü.
— Ñìè, — ñêàçàë îí, — êðîêîäèëèöà óæå äàâíî áû äîáðà-

ëàñü äî ìåíÿ, íî, ê ñ÷àñòüþ, îíà ïðîãëîòèëà ÷àñû, è òåïåðü îíè 
â íåé òèêàþò. Òàê ÷òî ïåðåä åå ïîÿâëåíèåì ÿ ñëûøó òèêàíüå 
è óáåãàþ.

— Îäíàæäû, — ñêàçàë Ñìè, — ÷àñû îñòàíîâÿòñÿ, è òîãäà 
êðîêîäèë òåáÿ ïîéìàåò.

Êðþê îáëèçàë ïåðåñîõøèå ãóáû.
— Äà, ýòîò ñòðàõ íå äàåò ìíå ïîêîÿ.

Ñ òåõ ïîð êàê îí ñåë, Êðþê ÷óâñòâîâàë ñòðàííîå òåïëî.
— Ñìè, — ñêàçàë îí, — ýòî ñèäåíüå — ãîðÿ÷åå.
Îí ïîäñêî÷èë.
— Ðàçðàçè ìåíÿ ãðîì, äà ÿ ãîðþ.

Îíè îñìîòðåëè ãðèá; ïîïðîáîâàëè åãî âûòàùèòü, è îí òóò 
æå îêàçàëñÿ ó íèõ â ðóêàõ, òàê êàê íå èìåë êîðíåé. Åùå áîëü-
øå èõ óäèâèëî òî, ÷òî äûì ïðîäîëæàë ïîäíèìàòüñÿ. Ïèðàòû 
ïåðåãëÿíóëèñü.

— Òðóáà! — âîñêëèêíóëè îáà.

Îíè äåéñòâèòåëüíî îáíàðóæèëè äûìîõîä ïîäçåìíîãî æè-
ëèùà. Ìàëü÷èøêè âñåãäà çàêðûâàëè åãî ãðèáîì, êîãäà ïîáëè-
çîñòè áûëè âðàãè.

Íî îòòóäà âûõîäèë íå òîëüêî äûì. Äîíîñèëèñü è äåòñêèå 
ãîëîñà, âåäü ìàëü÷èøêè â óêðûòèè ÷óâñòâîâàëè ñåáÿ íàñòîëü-
êî áåçîïàñíî, ÷òî âåñåëî áîëòàëè. Ïèðàòû ìðà÷íî ïîñëóøàëè, 
à çàòåì âåðíóëè ãðèá íà ìåñòî. Îíè îñìîòðåëèñü è çàìåòèëè 
äóïëà â ñåìè äåðåâüÿõ.
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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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— Òû ñëûøàë, îíè ñêàçàëè, Ïèòåðà Ïýíà íåò äîìà? — ïðî-
øåïòàë Ñìè, ïîòÿíóâøèñü ê Äæîííè Øòîïîðó.

Êðþê êèâíóë. Îí äîëãî ñòîÿë, ïîãðóæåííûé â ñâîè ìûñëè, 
è, íàêîíåö, ëåäåíÿùàÿ äóøó óëûáêà îçàðèëà åãî òåìíîå ëèöî. 
Ñìè æäàë ýòîãî.

— Îòêðîé ñâîé ïëàí, êàïèòàí, — âñêðè÷àë îí.

— Âåðíóòüñÿ íà êîðàáëü, — ìåäëåííî ïðîöåäèë Êðþê 
ñêâîçü çóáû, — è ïðèãîòîâèòü áîëüøîé ñëàäêèé ïèðîã ñ çå-
ëåíîé ãëàçóðüþ. Âíèçó ìîæåò áûòü òîëüêî îäíà êîìíàòà, òàê 
êàê òóò òîëüêî îäíà òðóáà. Ó ãëóïûõ êðîòîâ íå õâàòèëî óìà 
äîãàäàòüñÿ, ÷òî èì íå íóæíà äâåðü äëÿ êàæäîãî. Ýòî çíà÷èò, 
ó íèõ íåò ìàòåðè. Ìû îñòàâèì ïèðîã íà áåðåãó Ëàãóíû ðóñà-
ëîê. Ìàëü÷èøêè âñåãäà òàì ïëàâàþò ñ ðóñàëêàìè. Îíè íàéäóò 
ïèðîã è ñúåäÿò åãî — ó íèõ âåäü íåò ìàòåðè, è îíè íå çíàþò, 
êàê îïàñíî åñòü ñëàäêèå ïèðîãè.

Ñìè ñëóøàë åãî ñ âîçðàñòàþùèì âîñõèùåíèåì.

— Ýòî ñàìûé êîâàðíûé ïëàí èç âñåõ, ÷òî ÿ ñëûøàë! — âîñ-
êëèêíóë îí, è, ëèêóÿ, îíè çàïëÿñàëè.

Îíè íå çàêîí÷èëè ñâîé òàíåö, òàê êàê ðàçäàâøèéñÿ çâóê 
çàñòàâèë èõ çàìåðåòü.

— Òèê-òàê, òèê-òàê, òèê-òàê.

Êðþê ñòîÿë, äðîæà.

— Êðîêîäèëèöà! — ïðîøåïòàë îí è ïîì÷àëñÿ ïðî÷ü, à áîö-
ìàí çà íèì.

Ýòî â ñàìîì äåëå áûëà êðîêîäèëèöà. Îíà îáîãíàëà èíäåé-
öåâ, êîòîðûå ñåé÷àñ øëè ïî ñëåäó äðóãèõ ïèðàòîâ. Îíà ïîëçëà 
çà Êðþêîì.

Ìàëü÷èøêè ñíîâà ïîÿâèëèñü íàâåðõó, è ïî÷òè ñðàçó â èõ 
êðóã âîðâàëñÿ Ïåðûøêî.

— ß âèäåë óäèâèòåëüíóþ øòóêó, — âîñêëèêíóë îí, è âñå 
ñòîëïèëèñü âîêðóã íåãî. — Áîëüøóþ áåëóþ ïòèöó. Îíà ëåòèò 
ñþäà.
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“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?”

“I remember,” said Slightly at once, “there are birds called 
Wendies.”

“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.



Îñòðîâ íàÿâó


— ×òî ýòî çà ïòèöà, ïî-òâîåìó?

— ß íå çíàþ, — ïðîèçíåñ Ïåðûøêî ñ áëàãîãîâåíèåì, — íî îíà 
âûãëÿäèò òàêîé óñòàëîé, îíà ëåòèò è ñòîíåò: «Áåäíàÿ Âåíäè».

— Áåäíàÿ Âåíäè?

— ß âñïîìíèë, — òóò æå ñêàçàë Ìàëûø, — åñòü òàêèå ïòè-
öû — «âåíäè».

— Ñìîòðèòå, îíà ëåòèò, — çàêðè÷àë Êóäðÿø, óêàçûâàÿ íà 
Âåíäè â íåáåñàõ.

Âåíäè áûëà óæå ïî÷òè íàä èõ ãîëîâàìè, è îíè ñëûøàëè 
åå æàëîáíûé ïëà÷. Íî áîëåå îò÷åòëèâî çâó÷àë ïðîíçèòåëüíûé 
ãîëîñ Òèíêåð Áåëë. Ðåâíèâàÿ ôåÿ ñáðîñèëà ìàñêó äðóæåëþáèÿ 
è íàëåòàëà íà ñâîþ æåðòâó ñî âñåõ ñòîðîí, ùèïàÿ åå.

— Ïðèâåò, Òèíê, — çàêðè÷àëè óäèâëåííûå ìàëü÷èøêè.

Îòâåò Òèíê ïðîçâó÷àë òàê: «Ïèòåð õî÷åò, ÷òîáû âû ïðè-
ñòðåëèëè Âåíäè».

Èì áûëî íå ñâîéñòâåííî îñïàðèâàòü ïðèêàçû Ïèòåðà.
— Ñäåëàåì òî, ÷åãî õî÷åò Ïèòåð! — çàêðè÷àëè ïðîñòîäóø-

íûå ìàëü÷èøêè. — Áûñòðî, ëóê è ñòðåëû!

Âñå, êðîìå Áîëòóíà, êèíóëèñü ê ñâîèì äåðåâüÿì. Åãî ëóê 
è ñòðåëû áûëè ïðè íåì, Òèíê çàìåòèëà ýòî è ïîòèðàëà ñâîè 
ðó÷êè.

— Ñêîðåå, Áîëòóí, ñêîðåå, — çàâèçæàëà îíà, — Ïèòåð áó-
äåò òàê ðàä.

Áîëòóí ñ âîëíåíèåì ïðèëîæèë ñòðåëó ê ëóêó.
— Ïîñòîðîíèñü, Òèíê, — êðèêíóë îí è âûñòðåëèë. Âåíäè 

óïàëà íà çåìëþ ñî ñòðåëîé â ãðóäè.
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Маленький домик

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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Ã ëóïûé Áîëòóí ñòîÿë íàä òåëîì Âåíäè ñëîâíî ïîáåäèòåëü, 
êîãäà âîîðóæåííûå ìàëü÷èøêè âûñêî÷èëè èç ñâîèõ äå-

ðåâüåâ.

— Îïîçäàëè, — êðèêíóë îí èì ãîðäî. — ß óæå çàñòðåëèë 
Âåíäè. Ïèòåð áóäåò ìíîé äîâîëåí.

Òèíêåð Áåëë âûêðèêíóëà ñâåðõó: «Äóðàê!» — è ñòðåëîé 
 óì÷àëàñü â óêðûòèå. Îñòàëüíûå åå íå óñëûøàëè. Îíè ñòîëïè-
ëèñü âîêðóã Âåíäè, è, ïîêà îíè íà íåå ñìîòðåëè, íà ëåñ îïóñ-
òèëàñü çëîâåùàÿ òèøèíà.

Ìàëûø çàãîâîðèë ïåðâûì:
— Ýòî íå ïòèöà, — ñêàçàë îí èñïóãàííûì ãîëîñîì. — Ìíå 

êàæåòñÿ, ýòî ëåäè.

— Ëåäè? — ñêàçàë Áîëòóí, è åãî ïðîáðàëà äðîæü.

— À ìû åå óáèëè, — õðèïëî ñêàçàë Ïåðûøêî.

Âñå ñîðâàëè ñ ñåáÿ øàïêè.

— Òåïåðü ÿ ïîíÿë, — ñêàçàë Êóäðÿø, — Ïèòåð ïðèâåë åå 
äëÿ íàñ.
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“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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— ×òîáû ëåäè î íàñ çàáîòèëàñü, — ïðîèçíåñ îäèí èç Áëèç-
íåöîâ, — à òû åå óáèë!

Âñå æàëåëè Áîëòóíà, íî åùå áîëüøå èì áûëî æàëêî ñàìèõ 
ñåáÿ, è êîãäà Áîëòóí ê íèì øàãíóë, òî âñå îò íåãî îòâåðíó-
ëèñü.

Îí ìåäëåííî ïîøåë ïðî÷ü.

— Íå óõîäè, — çâàëè îíè åãî ñ æàëîñòüþ.

— ß äîëæåí, — îòâåòèë îí, âçäðîãíóâ, — ÿ òàê áîþñü Ïè-
òåðà.

Èìåííî â ýòîò òðàãè÷åñêèé ìîìåíò îíè óñëûøàëè çâóê, îò 
êîòîðîãî èõ ñåðäöà ÷óòü íå âûïðûãíóëè èç ãðóäè. Îíè óñëûøà-
ëè êóêàðåêàíüå Ïèòåðà.

— Ïèòåð! — çàêðè÷àëè îíè, âåäü Ïèòåð âñåãäà ïîäàâàë òà-
êîé çíàê î ñâîåì âîçâðàùåíèè.

— Ñïðÿ÷åì åå, — çàøåïòàëè îíè è áûñòðî ñãðóäèëèñü âîê-
ðóã Âåíäè. Òîëüêî Áîëòóí îñòàëñÿ ñòîÿòü â ñòîðîíå.

Ñíîâà ðàçäàëîñü çâîíêîå êóêàðåêàíüå, è Ïèòåð ïðèçåìëèë-
ñÿ ïðÿìî ïåðåä íèìè.

— Ïðèâåòñòâóþ âàñ, ðåáÿòà, — âîñêëèêíóë îí. Îíè ìåõàíè-
÷åñêè îòäàëè ÷åñòü, è ñíîâà íàñòóïèëà òèøèíà.

Îí íå îáðàòèë íà ýòî âíèìàíèÿ, òîðîïÿñü ñîîáùèòü çàìå÷à-
òåëüíóþ âåñòü:

— Îòëè÷íàÿ íîâîñòü, ðåáÿòà, — âîñêëèêíóë îí, — ÿ, íàêî-
íåö-òî, äîñòàë äëÿ âàñ ìàìó.

È ñíîâà òèøèíà, êðîìå åëå ñëûøíîãî çâóêà: Áîëòóí øëåï-
íóëñÿ íà êîëåíè.

— Âû åå íå âèäåëè? — çàáåñïîêîèëñÿ Ïèòåð. — Îíà ëåòåëà 
ñþäà.
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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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Áîëòóí âñòàë.
— Ïèòåð, — ñêàçàë îí òèõî, — ÿ ïîêàæó òåáå åå.
Îñòàëüíûå ïðîäîëæàëè åå ïðÿòàòü, êîãäà îí ñêàçàë:
— Íàçàä, Áëèçíåöû, ïóñòü Ïèòåð óâèäèò.

Âñå îòñòóïèëè, Ïèòåð ïîñìîòðåë íà íåå è íå çíàë, ÷òî äå-
ëàòü äàëüøå.

— Îíà ìåðòâà, — ñêàçàë îí ðàñòåðÿííî, — íàâåðíîå, åé 
ñòðàøíî áûòü ìåðòâîé.

Îí äóìàë óëåòåòü ïîäàëüøå îòñþäà, ïîêà îíà íå ïðîïàäåò 
èç âèäó, è áîëüøå íèêîãäà áëèçêî íå ïîäõîäèòü ê ýòîìó ìåñòó. 
È âñå áûëè áû òîëüêî ðàäû ïîñëåäîâàòü çà íèì, åñëè áû îí òàê 
ñäåëàë.

Íî òàì áûëà ñòðåëà. Îí âûòàùèë ñòðåëó èç åå ñåðäöà è ïî-
âåðíóëñÿ ê ñâîåé áàíäå.

— ×üÿ ñòðåëà? — ïîòðåáîâàë îòâåòà Ïèòåð.

— Ìîÿ, Ïèòåð, — ïðèçíàëñÿ Áîëòóí, ñòîÿ íà êîëåíÿõ. — 
Óäàðü, Ïèòåð, — ñêàçàë îí òâåðäî, — óäàðü ïî-íàñòîÿùåìó.

Äâàæäû Ïèòåð ïîäíèìàë ñòðåëó, è äâàæäû åãî ðóêà îïóñ-
êàëàñü.

— Íå ìîãó óäàðèòü, — ñêàçàë îí ñ óæàñîì, — ÷òî-òî îñòà-
íàâëèâàåò ìîþ ðóêó.

Âñå âçãëÿíóëè íà íåãî ñ óäèâëåíèåì, êðîìå Ïåðûøêà, êî-
òîðûé, ê ñ÷àñòüþ, ñìîòðåë íà Âåíäè.

— Ýòî îíà, — âîñêëèêíóë îí, — ëåäè Âåíäè, ñìîòðèòå, ýòî 
åå ðóêà!

Ïîðàçèòåëüíî, íî Âåíäè ïîäíÿëà ðóêó. Ïåðûøêî ñêëîíèë-
ñÿ íàä íåé è ïî÷òèòåëüíî ïðèñëóøàëñÿ.

— Êàæåòñÿ, îíà ñêàçàëà: «Áåäíûé Áîëòóí», — ïðîøåïòàë îí.

— Îíà æèâà, — çàìåòèë Ïèòåð.
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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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Ïèòåð îïóñòèëñÿ ðÿäîì ñ íåé íà êîëåíè è íàøåë ñâîþ ïó-
ãîâèöó. Ïîìíèòå, îíà ïðèêðåïèëà åå íà öåïî÷êó, âèñåâøóþ 
íà øåå?

— Ñìîòðèòå, — ñêàçàë îí, — ñòðåëà óäàðèëàñü îá ýòî. Ïî-
öåëóé, êîòîðûé ÿ åé ïîäàðèë. Îí ñïàñ åé æèçíü.

— ß ïîìíþ ïîöåëóè, — áûñòðî âìåøàëñÿ Ìàëûø, — äàéòå 
ìíå ïîñìîòðåòü. Äà, ýòî è åñòü ïîöåëóé.

Ïèòåð åãî íå ñëûøàë. Îí óïðàøèâàë Âåíäè âûçäîðàâëè-
âàòü ïîñêîðåå, ÷òîáû ïîêàçàòü åé ðóñàëîê. Êîíå÷íî, îíà ïîêà 
íå ìîãëà åìó îòâå÷àòü. À ñâåðõó ðàçäàëèñü æàëîáíûå çâóêè.

— Ñëûøèòå, ýòî Òèíê, — ñêàçàë Êóäðÿø, — îíà ðåâåò, ïî-
òîìó ÷òî Âåíäè æèâà.

Èì ïðèøëîñü ðàññêàçàòü Ïèòåðó î çëîäåÿíèè Òèíê, è êà-
æåòñÿ, âïåðâûå îíè óâèäåëè åãî òàêèì ñóðîâûì.

— Ñëóøàé, Òèíêåð Áåëë, — çàêðè÷àë îí, — áîëüøå ÿ ñ òî-
áîé íå äðóæó. Ïðî÷ü îò ìåíÿ íàâñåãäà.

Òèíê ñëåòåëà ê íåìó íà ïëå÷î è ñòàëà óìîëÿòü, íî Ïèòåð 
åå ñìàõíóë. Òîëüêî êîãäà Âåíäè ñíîâà ïîäíÿëà ðóêó, îí ñìÿã-
÷èëñÿ è ñêàçàë:

— Ëàäíî, íå íàâñåãäà, à íà öåëóþ íåäåëþ.

Âû äóìàåòå, Òèíêåð Áåëë áûëà áëàãîäàðíà Âåíäè? Áîæå, 
íåò, íèêîãäà åùå åé òàê ñèëüíî íå õîòåëîñü åå óùèïíóòü.

Íî ÷òî äåëàòü ñ Âåíäè?

— Äàâàéòå îòíåñåì åå âíèç, â äîì, — ïðåäëîæèë Êóäðÿø.

— Äà, — ñîãëàñèëñÿ Ìàëûø, — èìåííî òàê è ïîñòóïàþò 
ñ ëåäè.

— Íåò, íåò, — ñêàçàë Ïèòåð, — ê íåé íåëüçÿ ïðèêàñàòüñÿ. 
Ýòî áûëî áû íåóâàæèòåëüíî.

— Èìåííî òàê ÿ è ïîäóìàë, — ñêàçàë Ìàëûø.
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“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.”

“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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— Íî åñëè îíà áóäåò ëåæàòü çäåñü, — ñêàçàë Áîëòóí, — òî 
óìðåò.

— Äà, îíà óìðåò, — ïðèçíàë Ìàëûø. — Íî äðóãîãî âûõîäà 
íåò.

— Åñòü âûõîä, åñòü, — âîñêëèêíóë Ïèòåð, — ïîñòðîèì âî-
êðóã íåå ìàëåíüêèé äîìèê.

Âñå ïðèøëè â âîñòîðã.
— Áûñòðî, — ïðèêàçàë îí èì, — òàùèòå ñþäà âñå ñàìîå 

ëó÷øåå, ÷òî ó íàñ åñòü.

Âìèã îíè çàñóåòèëèñü, êàê ïîðòíûå â íî÷ü ïåðåä ñâàäüáîé. 
Îíè íîñèëèñü âçàä è âïåðåä, âíèç çà ïîñòåëüþ, ââåðõ çà äðî-
âàìè, è ïîêà âñå áûëè çàíÿòû, ÿâèëèñü, êòî áû âû äóìàëè — 
Äæîí è Ìàéêë. Îíè òàùèëèñü ïî çåìëå è çàñûïàëè íà õîäó, 
îñòàíàâëèâàëèñü, ïðîñûïàëèñü, äåëàëè åùå îäèí øàã è ñíîâà 
çàñûïàëè.

— Äæîí, Äæîí, — âñêðèêèâàë Ìàéêë, — ïðîñíèñü! Ãäå 
Íýíà, Äæîí, è ìàìà?

Äæîí ïîòåð ñâîè ãëàçà è ïðîáîðìîòàë:
— Ìû, ïðàâäà, óëåòåëè.

Áóäüòå óâåðåíû, îíè áûëè î÷åíü ðàäû, ÷òî íàøëè Ïèòåðà.

— Ïðèâåò, Ïèòåð! — ñêàçàëè îíè.

— Ïðèâåò, — îòâåòèë Ïèòåð äðóæåëþáíî, õîòÿ îí èõ íå 
ïîìíèë. Îí áûë î÷åíü çàíÿò, èçìåðÿÿ øàãàìè Âåíäè, ÷òîáû 
óçíàòü, êàêîé âåëè÷èíû äîì åé ïîíàäîáèòñÿ. Äæîí è Ìàéêë 
íàáëþäàëè çà íèì.

— Âåíäè ñïèò? — ñïðîñèëè îíè.

— Äà.

— Äæîí,  — ïðåäëîæèë Ìàéêë, — äàâàé åå ðàçáóäèì, ïóñòü 
ïðèãîòîâèò íàì óæèí.

Íå óñïåë îí äîãîâîðèòü, êàê ïðèì÷àëèñü ìàëü÷èøêè ñ âåò-
êàìè äëÿ ïîñòðîéêè äîìà.
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“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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— Êóäðÿø, — ïðèêàçàë Ïèòåð ñâîèì êàïèòàíñêèì ãîëî-
ñîì, — ñëåäè, ÷òîáû ýòè ìàëü÷èêè ïîìîãàëè ñòðîèòü äîì.

— Åñòü, ñýð.

— Ñòðîèòü äîì? — âîñêëèêíóë Äæîí.

— Äëÿ Âåíäè, — óòî÷íèë Êóäðÿø.

— Äëÿ Âåíäè? — ïîðàçèëñÿ Äæîí. — Íî îíà âñåãî ëèøü 
äåâ÷îíêà!

— Ïîýòîìó ìû åé è ñëóæèì, — îáúÿñíèë Êóäðÿø.

— Âû? Ñëóãè Âåíäè?!

— Äà, — ñêàçàë Ïèòåð, — è âû òîæå. Èäèòå ñ íèìè.

Èçóìëåííûõ áðàòüåâ óòàùèëè ðóáèòü è òàñêàòü âåòêè.
— Ñíà÷àëà ñòóëüÿ è êàìèí, — ðàñïîðÿäèëñÿ Ïèòåð. — Ïî-

òîì âîêðóã íèõ ïîñòðîèì äîì.

— Äà, — ïîäòâåðäèë Ìàëûø, — äîìà òàê è ñòðîÿò.

Ïèòåð ïîäóìàë îáî âñåì.
— Ìàëûø, — êðèêíóë îí, — ïðèâåäè äîêòîðà.

— Åñòü, ñýð, — òóò æå ñêàçàë Ìàëûø è, ïî÷åñàâ çàòûëîê, 
èñ÷åç. Îí çíàë — Ïèòåðó íàäî ïîä÷èíÿòüñÿ, è âåðíóëñÿ ÷åðåç 
ìèíóòó â øëÿïå Äæîíà, ïðèíÿâ ñåðüåçíûé âèä.

— Ïðîøó âàñ, ñýð, — ñêàçàë Ïèòåð, ïðèáëèæàÿñü ê íåìó, — 
âû äîêòîð?

Ðàçíèöà ìåæäó íèì è äðóãèìè ìàëü÷èøêàìè â òàêèå ìî-
ìåíòû çàêëþ÷àëàñü â ñëåäóþùåì: îíè ïîíèìàëè, ÷òî ýòî ïîíà-
ðîøêó, à äëÿ íåãî è ïîíàðîøêó è âçàïðàâäó áûëî îäíî è òî æå. 
Èíîãäà ýòî ïðè÷èíÿëî èì íåóäîáñòâà, íàïðèìåð, êîãäà ïðèõî-
äèëîñü ïðèòâîðÿòüñÿ, áóäòî îíè óæå ïîîáåäàëè.

— Äà, äðóæîê, — âñòðåâîæåííî îòâåòèë Ìàëûø.

— Ïîæàëóéñòà, ñýð, — îáúÿñíÿë Ïèòåð, — íàøà ëåäè î÷åíü 
áîëüíà.
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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.”

“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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Âåíäè ëåæàëà ó èõ íîã, íî ó Ìàëûøà õâàòèëî óìà ñäåëàòü 
âèä, áóäòî îí åå íå âèäèò.

— Òàê-òàê-òàê, — ñêàçàë îí. — Ãäå æå îíà?

— Âîí òàì, íà ëóæàéêå.

— ß ïîëîæó åé â ðîò ñòåêëÿííóþ øòó÷êó, — ñêàçàë Ìà-
ëûø è ïðèòâîðèëñÿ, ÷òî äåëàåò ýòî, ïîêà Ïèòåð æäàë.

— Êàê îíà? — ñïðîñèë Ïèòåð.

— Òàê-òàê, — ñêàçàë Ìàëûø, — ýòî åå âûëå÷èëî.

— ß ðàä! — âîñêëèêíóë Ïèòåð.

— ß çàéäó åùå ðàç âå÷åðîì, — ñêàçàë Ìàëûø, — äàâàéòå 
åé êðåïêèé áóëüîí èç ÷àøêè ñ íîñèêîì.

Íî, âåðíóâ øëÿïó Äæîíó, îí øóìíî âûäîõíóë ñ îáëåã÷åíè-
åì, îí âñåãäà òàê äåëàë, êîãäà òðóäíîñòè îñòàâàëèñü ïîçàäè.

Òåì âðåìåíåì ëåñ îæèâëÿëè óäàðû òîïîðîâ, è ïî÷òè âñå íå-
îáõîäèìîå äëÿ óþòíîãî äîìèêà óæå ëåæàëî ó íîã Âåíäè.

— Åñëè áû òîëüêî çíàòü, — ñêàçàë êòî-òî, — êàêèå äîìà åé 
áîëüøå âñåãî íðàâÿòñÿ.

— Ïèòåð, — âîñêëèêíóë äðóãîé, — îíà øåâåëèòñÿ âî ñíå.

— Îíà îòêðûâàåò ðîò, — çàêðè÷àë òðåòèé, ïî÷òèòåëüíî 
â íåãî çàãëÿíóâ. — Êàê ìèëî!

— Ìîæåò, îíà ñïîåò âî ñíå? — çàìåòèë Ïèòåð. — Âåíäè, 
ñïîé, êàêîé áû òû õîòåëà äëÿ ñåáÿ äîìèê.

Òóò æå, íå îòêðûâàÿ ãëàç, Âåíäè çàïåëà:

Äîìèê õî÷ó õîðîøåíüêèé,
Ïóñòü áóäåò ñàìûé êðîøå÷íûé.
Êðàñíîé ïóñòü áóäåò ñòåíà,
Êðûøà êàê ìîõ çåëåíà.
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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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Îíè çàñìåÿëèñü îò ðàäîñòè, ïîòîìó ÷òî, ê ñ÷àñòüþ, íà âåò-
êàõ, ïðèíåñåííûõ èç ëåñà, çàñòûë êðàñíûé äðåâåñíûé ñîê, à çå-
ëåíûì ìõîì áûëà óñòëàíà âñÿ çåìëÿ âîêðóã. Ïîêà îíè ñòðîèëè 
ìàëåíüêèé äîìèê, îíè ñàìè çàïåëè ïåñíþ:

Åñòü äîìèê — ñòåíû è êðûøà.
Êðàñèâàÿ â äîìèêå äâåðü.
Õîòèì ïîñêîðåå óñëûøàòü:
×òî, ìàìà Âåíäè, íàì äåëàòü òåïåðü?

Íà ýòî îíà îòâåòèëà:

Òåïåðü ïîíàäîáÿòñÿ ìíå
Âåñåëûå îêîøêè.
Ïóñòü áóäóò ðîçî÷êè âåçäå
È ðàäîñòíûå êðîøêè.

Óäàðàìè êóëàêîâ îíè ïðîäåëàëè îêíà, à áîëüøèå æåëòûå 
ëèñòüÿ ñòàëè çàíàâåñêàìè. Íî ðîçû...?

— Ðîçû, — ñòðîãî ïðèêðèêíóë Ïèòåð.

Îíè áûñòðåíüêî ïðèòâîðèëèñü, ÷òî âûðàñòèëè ó ñòåí ïðå-
êðàñíåéøèå ðîçû.

Êðîøêè?

×òîáû Ïèòåð íå ïðèêàçàë èñêàòü êðîøåê, îíè ñíîâà ïîñïå-
øèëè çàïåòü:

Ðîçû âûðàùåíû íàìè,
À êðîøêè ó äâåðè.
Ñåáÿ íå ñäåëàåì ìû ñàìè,
Ìû ñäåëàíû — ñìîòðè!

Ïèòåð ðåøèë, ÷òî ýòî îòëè÷íàÿ èäåÿ, è ñðàçó ïðèêèíóë-
ñÿ, áóäòî ñàì åå ïðèäóìàë. Äîìèê ïîëó÷èëñÿ î÷åíü êðàñèâûì, 
è áåç ñîìíåíèé, Âåíäè áûëî â íåì î÷åíü óþòíî, õîòÿ òåïåðü 
îíè åå íå âèäåëè. Ïèòåð õîäèë âçàä-âïåðåä, ðàñïîðÿæàÿñü íà-
ñ÷åò ïîñëåäíèõ øòðèõîâ. Íè÷òî íå óñêîëüçíóëî îò åãî îðëèíî-
ãî âçîðà. Òîëüêî ïîêàçàëîñü, ÷òî âñå ïîëíîñòüþ ãîòîâî:

— Íåò äâåðíîãî ìîëîòêà, — ñêàçàë îí.
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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 I?” she said.

Of course Slightly was the first to get his word in. “Wendy 
lady,” he said rapidly, “for you we built this house.”
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Ìàëü÷èøêè çàñòûäèëèñü, íî Áîëòóí äàë ïîäîøâó îò ñâîåãî 
áîòèíêà, è èç íåå âûøåë îòëè÷íûé ìîëîòîê.

Òåïåðü óæ òî÷íî âñå, ðåøèëè îíè. Íî íå òóò-òî áûëî.

— Íåò òðóáû, — çàìåòèë Ïèòåð, — íàì íóæíà òðóáà.

— Êîíå÷íî, òðóáà ïðîñòî íåîáõîäèìà, — âàæíî ñêàçàë 
Äæîí.

Ýòî íàòîëêíóëî Ïèòåðà íà èäåþ. Îí ñîðâàë øëÿïó ñ ãîëîâû 
Äæîíà, âûáèë ó íåå äíî è ïîñòàâèë øëÿïó íà êðûøó. Äîìèê 
áûë òàê ðàä çàïîëó÷èòü ñòîëü îñíîâàòåëüíóþ òðóáó, ÷òî, áóäòî 
â áëàãîäàðíîñòü, èç øëÿïû ñðàçó æå ïîâàëèë äûì.

Òåïåðü òî÷íî ðàáîòà áûëà çàêîí÷åíà. Îñòàâàëîñü òîëüêî 
ïîñòó÷àòü â äâåðü.

— Âñåì ïðèíÿòü íàèëó÷øèé âèä, — ïðåäóïðåäèë Ïèòåð. — 
Ïåðâîå âïå÷àòëåíèå — óæàñíî âàæíîå.

Îí áûë ðàä, ÷òî íèêòî íå ñïðîñèë åãî, ÷òî çíà÷èò «ïåðâîå 
âïå÷àòëåíèå»; âñå áûëè ñëèøêîì çàíÿòû — ïðèíèìàëè íà-
èëó÷øèé âèä.

Îí âåæëèâî ïîñòó÷àë, à ëåñ, òàê æå êàê è ìàëü÷èøêè, çà-
ìåð. Íå áûëî ñëûøíî íè çâóêà, òîëüêî Òèíêåð Áåëë, íàáëþäàÿ 
ñ âåòêè, îòêðûòî íàä íèìè ïîòåøàëàñü.

Ìàëü÷èøêè äóìàëè òîëüêî î òîì, îòêðîåò ëè êòî-íèáóäü 
äâåðü? Åñëè ëåäè, òî êàêàÿ îíà?

Äâåðü îòêðûëàñü, è âûøëà ëåäè. Ýòî áûëà Âåíäè. Îíè ñîð-
âàëè ñ ñåáÿ øàïêè.

Âåíäè âûãëÿäåëà óäèâëåííîé, èìåííî òàê, êàê îíè è îæè-
äàëè.

—  Ãäå ÿ? — ñïðîñèëà îíà.

Êîíå÷íî, Ìàëûø ïåðâûì âñòàâèë ñâîå ñëîâî.
— Ëåäè Âåíäè, — âûïàëèë îí, — ìû ïîñòðîèëè ýòîò äîì 

äëÿ òåáÿ.
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“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 
I am.”

“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.
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— Ñêàæè, ÷òî òåáå íðàâèòñÿ, — âîñêëèêíóë Ïåðûøêî.

— Ìèëûé, ÷óäíûé äîìèê, — ñêàçàëà Âåíäè, è ýòî áûëè òå 
ñàìûå ñëîâà, êîòîðûå îíè íàäåÿëèñü óñëûøàòü.

— À ìû òâîè äåòè, — çàêðè÷àëè Áëèçíåöû.

Òóò âñå óïàëè íà êîëåíè è, ïðîòÿíóâ ðóêè, çàêðè÷àëè:
— Ëåäè Âåíäè, áóäü íàøåé ìàìîé!

— Êîíå÷íî, ýòî çàìàí÷èâî, íî, âèäèòå ëè, ÿ âñåãî ëèøü ìà-
ëåíüêàÿ äåâî÷êà. Ó ìåíÿ è îïûòà-òî íåò, — ñêàçàëà ñèÿþùàÿ 
Âåíäè.

— Ýòî íåâàæíî, — ïðîèçíåñ Ïèòåð òàê, áóäòî îí åäèíñòâåí-
íûé èç ïðèñóòñòâóþùèõ â ýòîì ðàçáèðàëñÿ, õîòÿ â äåéñòâè-
òåëüíîñòè çíàë ìåíüøå âñåõ.

— Íàì íóæíà òîëüêî ìàòåðèíñêàÿ çàáîòà.

— Áîæå ìîé! — ñêàçàëà Âåíäè. — Çíàåòå, êàæåòñÿ, ýòî êàê 
ðàç ïî ìíå.

— Äà, äà, — çàêðè÷àëè âñå, — ìû ñðàçó ýòî ïîíÿëè.

— Î÷åíü õîðîøî, — ñêàçàë îíà, — áóäó ñòàðàòüñÿ èçî âñåõ 
ñèë. Áûñòðî â äîì, îçîðíèêè, íàâåðíÿêà âû ïðîìî÷èëè íîãè. 
È ïåðåä òåì, êàê âàñ óëîæèòü, ó ìåíÿ áóäåò âðåìÿ, ÷òîáû çà-
êîí÷èòü ñêàçêó î Çîëóøêå.

Îíè âîøëè âíóòðü. Íå çíàþ, êàê îíè òàì ïîìåñòèëèñü, íî 
â Íåáûâàëîé ñòðàíå âñå âîçìîæíî. Ýòî áûë ïåðâûé èç ìíîæå-
ñòâà ðàäîñòíûõ âå÷åðîâ, ïðîâåäåííûõ ñ Âåíäè. Âñêîðå îíà 
 óêðûëà èõ îäåÿëîì íà áîëüøîé êðîâàòè â äîìå ïîä äåðåâüÿìè, 
íî ñàìà â òó íî÷ü ëåãëà ñïàòü ó ñåáÿ â äîìèêå. Ïèòåð ñòåðåã 
ñíàðóæè, ñ ìå÷îì, òàê êàê âäàëåêå øóìíî âåñåëèëèñü ïèðàòû. 
Êîãäà îí çàñíóë, ôåÿì, âîçâðàùàâøèìñÿ äîìîé ñ âå÷åðèíêè, 
ïðèøëîñü ÷åðåç íåãî ïåðåëåçàòü. Îíè ñäåëàëè áû ïàêîñòü ëþ-
áîìó äðóãîìó ìàëü÷èøêå, íî Ïèòåðà îíè òîëüêî ùèïàëè çà íîñ 
è øëè ñåáå äàëüøå.
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The Home under the Ground

Дом под землей

O 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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Í à óòðî ñëåäóþùåãî äíÿ Ïèòåð ïåðâûì äåëîì èçìåðèë Âåí-
äè, Äæîíà è Ìàéêëà äëÿ äåðåâüåâ ñ äóïëîì. Âû ïîìíèòå, 

Êðþê ñìåÿëñÿ íàä ìàëü÷èøêàìè èç-çà òîãî, ÷òî îíè ñ÷èòàëè, 
áóäòî êàæäîìó èç íèõ íóæíî ïî äåðåâó. Íî ýòî îò íåâåæåñò-
âà, âåäü åñëè äåðåâî íå ïîäõîäèò, òî ñïóñêàòüñÿ è ïîäíèìàòüñÿ 
î÷åíü òðóäíî, à âåäü äàæå äâîå ìàëü÷èøåê íå áûâàþò îäèíà-
êîâûìè. Êîãäà äóïëî âïîðó, ñòîèò íàâåðõó âûäîõíóòü, è âû 
ñêîëüçèòå âíèç ñ íóæíîé ñêîðîñòüþ. Òîãäà êàê äëÿ òîãî ÷òîáû 
ïîäíÿòüñÿ íàâåðõ, íàäî ïîïåðåìåííî âäûõàòü è âûäûõàòü.

Íóæíî òîëüêî ïîäõîäèòü ïîä äóïëî, è Ïèòåð èçìåðÿåò âàñ 
òàê æå òùàòåëüíî, êàê äëÿ êîñòþìà: åäèíñòâåííîå ðàçëè÷èå 
çàêëþ÷àåòñÿ â òîì, ÷òî îäåæäà äîëæíà ïîäõîäèòü âàì, à òóò 
âàñ íóæíî ñäåëàòü ïîäõîäÿùèì ïîä ðàçìåð äåðåâà. Îáû÷íî âñå 
ïðîèñõîäèò äîâîëüíî áûñòðî, Ïèòåð êîå-÷òî ñ âàìè äåëàåò, è 
ïîñëå ýòîãî âû ïîäõîäèòå äåðåâó. Åñëè âû ïîäîøëè, íóæíî 
òùàòåëüíî çàáîòèòüñÿ î òîì, ÷òîáû îñòàâàòüñÿ â ôîðìå.

Âåíäè è Ìàéêë ïîäîøëè ñâîèì äåðåâüÿì ñ ïåðâîé ïîïûòêè, 
íî Äæîíà ïðèøëîñü íåìíîãî ïîäïðàâèòü.

Îíè ïîñòåïåííî ïîëþáèëè ñâîé äîì ïîä çåìëåé, îñîáåííî 
Âåíäè. Îí ñîñòîÿë èç îäíîé áîëüøîé êîìíàòû, ñ ïîëîì, â êî-
òîðîì ìîæíî áûëî íàêîïàòü ÷åðâåé äëÿ ðûáàëêè. Â ïîëó ðîñëè 
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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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êðåïêèå ãðèáû, êîòîðûå èñïîëüçîâàëèñü êàê ñòóëüÿ. Â öåíòðå 
êîìíàòû óïîðíî ïûòàëîñü ðàñòè Äåðåâî-Íåäåðåâî, íî êàæäîå 
óòðî ìàëü÷èêè ñïèëèâàëè ñòâîë âðîâåíü ñ ïîëîì. Ê ÷àåïèòèþ 
îíî âûðàñòàëî äî äâóõ ôóòîâ âûñîòîé, ñâåðõó íà íåãî êëàëè 
äâåðü, âñå ýòî òàêèì îáðàçîì ïðåâðàùàëîñü â ñòîë; ïîòîì ñòâîë 
ñíîâà ñïèëèâàëè, îñâîáîæäàÿ ìåñòî äëÿ èãð. Íà äåíü êðîâàòü 
ñòàâèëè ê ñòåíå, à ê ïîëîâèíå ñåäüìîãî îïóñêàëè, òîãäà îíà 
çàíèìàëà ïî÷òè ïîëîâèíó êîìíàòû. Âñå ìàëü÷èøêè, êðîìå 
Ìàéêëà, ñïàëè íà êðîâàòè, óëîæåííûå, êàê ñàðäèíû â áàíêå. 
Áûëî ñòðîãîå ïðàâèëî — íå ïåðåâîðà÷èâàòüñÿ, ïîêà íå ïîäàäóò 
ñèãíàë, òîãäà îíè ïåðåâîðà÷èâàëèñü âñå âìåñòå. Ìàéêë òîæå 
äîëæåí áûë ñïàòü ñî âñåìè, íî Âåíäè ñòðàñòíî õîòåëîñü èìåòü 
ìëàäåíöà, è îí áûë ñàìûì ìàëåíüêèì, îäíèì ñëîâîì, îí ñïàë 
â êîðçèíå, ïîäâåøåííîé ê ïîòîëêó.

Äîì áûë ïðîñòûì è ñóðîâûì. Íî â ñòåíå áûëî îäíî òàéíîå 
ìåñòå÷êî — íå áîëüøå êëåòêè äëÿ ïòèö — ëè÷íàÿ êâàðòèðà 
Òèíêåð Áåëë. Íè ó îäíîé æåíùèíû íå áûëî ñòîëü ýëåãàíòíî-
ãî áóäóàðà è ñïàëüíè. Òàì áûëà è ëþñòðà, íî, ðàçóìååòñÿ, ôåÿ 
ñàìà îñâåùàëà ñâîå æèëèùå. Òèíê áûëà ñòðàøíî ãîðäåëèâîé, 
è åå ñïàëåíêà, õîòü è êðàñèâàÿ, âûãëÿäåëà äîâîëüíî íàïûùåí-
íî, íàïîìèíàÿ âå÷íî çàäðàííûé íîñ.

Âåíäè èíîãäà öåëûìè íåäåëÿìè íå ïîäíèìàëàñü íàâåðõ. 
Íàäî ñêàçàòü, èç-çà ãîòîâêè îíà âñå âðåìÿ òîð÷àëà íîñîì â êàñ-
òðþëå, è äàæå åñëè â íåé íè÷åãî íå áûëî, äàæå åñëè è ñàìîé 
êàñòðþëè íå áûëî, åé ïðèõîäèëîñü òî÷íî òàê æå ñëåäèòü, ÷òî-
áû òàì âñå êèïåëî. Íèêîãäà íå áûëî èçâåñòíî íàâåðíÿêà, áóäåò 
ëè ñåãîäíÿ íàñòîÿùàÿ åäà èëè ïîíàðîøêó, âñå çàâèñåëî îò êàï-
ðèçà Ïèòåðà. Êîíå÷íî, ïðèõîäèëîñü òóãî, íî åñëè ìîæíî áûëî 
åìó äîêàçàòü, ÷òî âû ñëèøêîì ïîõóäåëè äëÿ ñâîåãî äåðåâà, îí 
ðàçðåøàë ïîåñòü.

Ëþáèìîå Âåíäè âðåìÿ äëÿ øèòüÿ íàñòóïàëî ïîñëå òîãî, êàê 
âñå ëîæèëèñü ñïàòü. Êîãäà îíà ñàäèëàñü ïåðåä êîðçèíîé, ïîë-
íîé èõ ÷óëîê, òî èíîãäà âñïëåñêèâàëà ðóêàìè è âîñêëèöàëà:

— Áîæå! Èíîãäà ìíå êàæåòñÿ, ÷òî ñòàðûì äåâàì ìîæíî ïî-
çàâèäîâàòü!

Íî ëèöî åå ïðè ýòîì ñèÿëî.
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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. 



Äîì ïîä çåìëåé


123

Âðåìÿ øëî, íî ÷àñòî ëè îíà äóìàëà î ñâîèõ ëþáèìûõ ðî-
äèòåëÿõ? Áîþñü, Âåíäè íå î÷åíü-òî âîëíîâàëàñü îá îòöå è ìà-
òåðè; îíà áûëà àáñîëþòíî óâåðåíà â òîì, ÷òî îíè âñåãäà áóäóò 
äåðæàòü äëÿ íåå îêíî îòêðûòûì. ×òî äåéñòâèòåëüíî ïîðîé 
åå òðåâîæèëî, òàê ýòî òî, ÷òî Äæîí ïîìíèë ðîäèòåëåé ëèøü 
ñìóòíî, êàê ëþäåé, ñ êîòîðûìè êîãäà-òî áûë çíàêîì. À Ìàéêë 
âîîáùå áûë ãîòîâ ïîâåðèòü, ÷òî Âåíäè è åñòü èõ íàñòîÿùàÿ 
ìàìà. Ýòî íåìíîãî åå ïóãàëî, è îíà ñòàðàëàñü, ÷òîáû â èõ ïà-
ìÿòè çàïå÷àòëåëèñü ïðåæíèå âðåìåíà, óñòðàèâàÿ èì ýêçàìåíû, 
ïîäîáíûå òåì, ÷òî îíà ñäàâàëà â øêîëå. Îñòàëüíûå ìàëü÷èøêè 
ñ÷èòàëè èõ óæàñíî èíòåðåñíûìè è íàñòàèâàëè íà òîì, ÷òîáû 
ïîó÷àñòâîâàòü â íèõ. Îíè óñàæèâàëèñü âîêðóã ñòîëà, ïèñàëè 
è óñåðäíî ðàçìûøëÿëè íàä âîïðîñàìè, êîòîðûå îíà ïèñàëà íà 
äîñêå. Âîïðîñû áûëè ñàìûìè îáû÷íûìè: «Êàêîãî öâåòà áûëè 
ãëàçà ó ìàìû? Êòî áûë âûøå — ïàïà èëè ìàìà? Ìàìà áûëà 
áëîíäèíêîé èëè áðþíåòêîé? Îòâåòüòå ïî âîçìîæíîñòè íà âñå 
òðè âîïðîñà». Èëè: «1) Îïèøèòå ìàìèí ñìåõ; 2) Îïèøèòå 
 ïàïèí ñìåõ; 3) Îïèøèòå ìàìèíî âå÷åðíåå ïëàòüå; 4) Îïèøèòå 
êîíóðó è åå îáèòàòåëÿ».

Òî áûëè ñàìûå îáû÷íûå âîïðîñû, è åñëè âû íå ìîãëè íà 
íèõ îòâåòèòü, òî äîëæíû áûëè ïîñòàâèòü êðåñòèê; êîëè÷åñòâî 
êðåñòèêîâ Äæîíà áûëî ïðîñòî ïóãàþùèì. Ðàçóìååòñÿ, åäèíñ-
òâåííûì, êòî îòâå÷àë íà âñå âîïðîñû, áûë Ìàëûø, íî åãî îò-
âåòû áûëè ñîâåðøåííî íåëåïûìè.

Ïèòåð â ýòîì íå ó÷àñòâîâàë. Âî-ïåðâûõ, îí ïðåçèðàë âñåõ 
ìàòåðåé, êðîìå Âåíäè, à âî-âòîðûõ, îí áûë åäèíñòâåííûì 
ìàëü÷èêîì íà îñòðîâå, êîòîðûé íå óìåë íè ÷èòàòü, íè ïèñàòü, 
äàæå ñàìûå ìàëåíüêèå ñëîâà. Îí áûë âûøå ýòîãî.

Ìåæäó ïðî÷èì, âñå âîïðîñû áûëè íàïèñàíû â ïðîøåäøåì 
âðåìåíè. Êàêîãî öâåòà áûëè ãëàçà ó ìàìû, è òàê äàëåå. Âåíäè, 
âèäèòå ëè, òîæå ñòàëà âñå çàáûâàòü.

Ïðèêëþ÷åíèÿ, êîíå÷íî, êàê ìû óâèäèì, ïðîèñõîäèëè åæå-
äíåâíî. Òðóäíîñòü â òîì, êàêîå èç íèõ âûáðàòü. Ìîæåò, âçÿòü 
ñòû÷êó ñ êðàñíîêîæèìè â Óùåëüå? Òî áûëà êðîâîïðîëèòíàÿ 
èñòîðèÿ, áîëåå âñåãî èíòåðåñíàÿ òåì, ÷òî Ïèòåð ïðîÿâèë îäíó 
èç ñâîèõ îñîáåííîñòåé, òàêóþ, êàê âíåçàïíûé ïåðåõîä íà ñòî-



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.
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ðîíó âðàãà â ðàçãàð áèòâû. Â Óùåëüå, êîãäà ïåðåâåñà íè íà 
÷üåé ñòîðîíå íå áûëî, Ïèòåð âûêðèêíóë:

— Ñåãîäíÿ ÿ êðàñíîêîæèé. À òû, Áîëòóí?
Áîëòóí îòâåòèë:
— Êðàñíîêîæèé. À òû, Ïåðûøêî?
Ïåðûøêî ñêàçàë:
— Êðàñíîêîæèé. À âû, Áëèçíåöû?
Êîíå÷íî, ýòî ìîãëî ñòàòü êîíöîì ñðàæåíèÿ, åñëè áû íàñòî-

ÿùèå èíäåéöû, âäîõíîâèâøèñü òàêòèêîé Ïèòåðà, òóò æå íå ñî-
ãëàñèëèñü ñòàòü ïîòåðÿííûìè ìàëü÷èøêàìè. Îíè íà÷àëè âñå 
ñíà÷àëà, áîëåå îæåñòî÷åííî, ÷åì êîãäà-ëèáî.

Âûäàþùèìñÿ èòîãîì ýòîãî ïðèêëþ÷åíèÿ áûëî... íî ìû åùå 
íå ðåøèëè, òî ëè ýòî ïðèêëþ÷åíèå, î êîòîðîì ìû ïîâåäàåì. 
Íàâåðíîå, ëó÷øå ðàññêàçàòü î òîì, êàê Ïèòåð ñïàñ îò ñìåðòè 
Òèãðîâóþ Ëèëèþ â Ëàãóíå ðóñàëîê, ÷òî ïðåâðàòèëî åå â åãî 
 ñîþçíèöó.

À ìîæåò, ðàññêàçàòü î ïèðîãå, èñïå÷åííîì ïèðàòàìè â íà-
äåæäå, ÷òî ìàëü÷èøêè ñúåäÿò åãî è ïîãèáíóò. Î òîì, êàê îíè 
ïîäáðàñûâàëè åãî òî â îäíî ìåñòî, òî â äðóãîå, íî Âåíäè âñåãäà 
âûõâàòûâàëà åãî èç ðóê ñâîèõ äåòåé, òàê ÷òî ñî âðåìåíåì ïèðîã 
ñòàë òâåðäûì, ñëîâíî êàìåíü, è èñïîëüçîâàëñÿ êàê ìåòàòåëü-
íûé ñíàðÿä.

Èëè ëó÷øå ðàññêàçàòü î ïòèöàõ, äðóçüÿõ Ïèòåðà, â ÷àñòíîñ-
òè î Ïòèöå-Íåïòèöå, êîòîðàÿ ñâèëà ãíåçäî íà äåðåâå, ñêëîíèâ-
øåìñÿ íàä ëàãóíîé. ×óäåñíàÿ èñòîðèÿ, åå êîíåö ïîêàçûâàåò, 
êàêèìè áëàãîäàðíûìè áûâàþò ïòèöû; íî òîãäà íàì ïðèäåòñÿ 
ïîâåäàòü öåëèêîì î ïðèêëþ÷åíèè â ëàãóíå.

Êàêîå æå èç ýòèõ ïðèêëþ÷åíèé âûáðàòü? Ëó÷øå âñåãî êè-
íóòü æðåáèé.

Æðåáèé ïàë íà ëàãóíó. Êòî-òî, âîçìîæíî, õîòåë áû, ÷òîáû 
îí âûïàë íà Óùåëüå èëè íà ïèðîã. Êîíå÷íî, ìîæíî ïåðåèãðàòü 
è âûáðàòü ëó÷øåå èç òðåõ; îäíàêî, ïîæàëóé, ñïðàâåäëèâåå âñå-
ãî ðàññêàçàòü î ëàãóíå.
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The Mermaids’ Lagoon

Лагуна русалок

T 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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Ì àëü÷èøêè ÷àñòî ïðîâîäèëè äîëãèå ëåòíèå äíè â Ëàãóíå 
ðóñàëîê — îíè êóïàëèñü èëè èãðàëè â âîäå â ðóñàëî÷üè 

èãðû. Íî íå ïîäóìàéòå, ÷òî ðóñàëêè ñ íèìè äðóæèëè: íàïðî-
òèâ, ê ðàçî÷àðîâàíèþ Âåíäè, çà âñå âðåìÿ, ïðîâåäåííîå åþ íà 
îñòðîâå, îíà íå óñëûøàëà îò íèõ íè îäíîãî äîáðîãî ñëîâà.

Êî âñåì ìàëü÷èøêàì, ðàçóìååòñÿ, êðîìå Ïèòåðà, îíè îòíî-
ñèëèñü òî÷íî òàê æå; îí ÷àñàìè áîëòàë ñ íèìè íà Ñêàëå èçãîåâ 
è äàæå ñèäåë ó íèõ íà õâîñòàõ. Åñëè äåòè ïûòàëèñü ïðèñîåäè-
íèòüñÿ, ðóñàëêè ìîìåíòàëüíî èñ÷åçàëè.

Áûëî ïðèÿòíî ïîñìîòðåòü, êàê äåòè îòäûõàþò íà ñêàëå ïîñ-
ëå îáåäà. Âåíäè íàñòàèâàëà — îòäûõàòü ñëåäîâàëî ïî-íàñòîÿ-
ùåìó, äàæå åñëè îáåä áûë âûäóìàííûì. Îíè ëåæàëè íà ñêàëå 
â ëó÷àõ ñîëíöà, à Âåíäè ñèäåëà ðÿäîì ñ âàæíûì âèäîì.

Ñêàëà èçãîåâ áûëà íåìíîãèì áîëüøå èõ îãðîìíîé êðîâàòè, 
íî îíè âñå çíàëè, êàê íå çàíèìàòü ìíîãî ìåñòà. Îíè äðåìàëè 
èëè ïðîñòî ëåæàëè ñ çàêðûòûìè ãëàçàìè, èíîãäà ùèïàÿ äðóã 
äðóæêó, ïîêà Âåíäè íå âèäåëà. Îíà áûëà î÷åíü çàíÿòà øòî-
ïàíüåì.
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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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Ïîêà îíà øòîïàëà, â ëàãóíå ÷òî-òî èçìåíèëîñü. Ïî íåé ïðî-
áåæàëà ðÿáü, ñîëíöå ñêðûëîñü, è ïî âîäå ïîïîëçëè òåíè. Âåíäè 
óæå íå ìîãëà âèäåòü ñâîþ èãîëêó äëÿ øèòüÿ, è êîãäà îíà îãëÿ-
äåëàñü, ëàãóíà, êîòîðàÿ âñåãäà áûëà ðàäîñòíûì ìåñòîì, ïîêà-
çàëàñü åé ÷óæîé è ïóãàþùåé.

Êîíå÷íî, Âåíäè ñëåäîâàëî ñðàçó ðàçáóäèòü ìàëü÷èêîâ. È íå 
òîëüêî ïîòîìó, ÷òî ê íèì ïîäêðàäûâàëîñü íå÷òî íåèçâåñòíîå, 
íî è ïîòîìó, ÷òî íà õîëîäíîé ñêàëå ñïàòü âðåäíî. Íî îíà áûëà 
åùå ìîëîäîé ìàìîé è ðåøèëà ñòðîãî ïðèäåðæèâàòüñÿ ïðàâèëà 
î ïîëó÷àñîâîì ñíå ïîñëå îáåäà. Ïîýòîìó õîòü Âåíäè è èñïóãà-
ëàñü, îíà èõ íå ðàçáóäèëà. Äàæå êîãäà ïîñëûøàëñÿ ïëåñê âå-
ñåë, íåñìîòðÿ íà òî, ÷òî ñåðäöå ó íåå óøëî â ïÿòêè, îíà èõ íå 
ïîäíÿëà.

Ê ñ÷àñòüþ äëÿ ìàëü÷èêîâ, ñðåäè íèõ áûë òîò, êòî ìîã ïî÷ó-
ÿòü îïàñíîñòü äàæå âî ñíå. Ïèòåð âñêî÷èë è îäíèì òðåâîæíûì 
êðèêîì ïîäíÿë îñòàëüíûõ.

Îí ïîñòîÿë íåïîäâèæíî, ïðèëîæèâ îäíó ðóêó ê óõó.

— Ïèðàòû! — âîñêëèêíóë îí.
Îñòàëüíûå ïðèäâèíóëèñü ê íåìó áëèæå. Ñòðàííàÿ óëûáêà 

çàèãðàëà íà åãî ëèöå, Âåíäè óâèäåëà åå è âçäðîãíóëà. Ïîêà ýòà 
óëûáêà áûëà íà åãî ëèöå, íèêòî íå ñìåë ê íåìó îáðàùàòüñÿ. 
Ïðèêàç ïðîçâó÷àë ðåçêî.

— Íûðÿåì!

Â îäíî ìãíîâåíèå ëàãóíà îêàçàëàñü ïóñòîé.

Ëîäêà ïîäïëûëà áëèæå. Òî áûëà ïèðàòñêàÿ øëþïêà, â íåé 
ñèäåëî òðîå — Ñìè, Ñòàðêè, à òðåòüÿ áûëà ïëåííèöà, íå êòî 
èíîé, êàê Òèãðîâàÿ Ëèëèÿ. Åå ðóêè è ëîäûæêè áûëè ñâÿçàíû, 
è îíà çíàëà, êàêàÿ ó÷àñòü åå æäåò. Íî ëèöî åå îñòàâàëîñü íåâîç-
ìóòèìûì, âåäü îíà áûëà äî÷åðüþ âîæäÿ è ñîáèðàëàñü óìåðåòü, 
êàê ïîäîáàåò äî÷åðè âîæäÿ.

Åå ïîéìàëè, êîãäà îíà ïûòàëàñü ïðîáðàòüñÿ íà ïèðàòñêèé 
êîðàáëü ñ íîæîì â çóáàõ. Íà ñóäíå íå âûñòàâëÿëè äîçîð, òàê êàê 
Êðþê ñ÷èòàë, ÷òî îäèí çâóê åãî èìåíè çàùèùàåò êîðàáëü.
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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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Âî ìðàêå, êîòîðûé îíè ïðèíåñëè ñ ñîáîé, ïèðàòû íå çàìå-
òèëè ñêàëó, ïîêà íå âðåçàëèñü â íåå.

— Ïî âåòðó, ñàëàãà, — ðàçäàëñÿ ãîëîñ ñ èðëàíäñêèì àêöåí-
òîì, ïðèíàäëåæàâøèé Ñìè, — òóò ñêàëà. Òåïåðü íàäî ñäåëàòü 
òàê: âûòàùèòü êðàñíîêîæóþ è îñòàâèòü òóò, ÷òîáû îíà óòî-
íóëà.

Òèãðîâàÿ Ëèëèÿ áûëè ñëèøêîì ãîðäîé, ÷òîáû ñîïðîòèâ-
ëÿòüñÿ.

Äîâîëüíî áëèçêî ê ñêàëå, íåçàìåòíûå äëÿ ïèðàòîâ, íàä âî-
äîé âîçâûøàëèñü äâå ãîëîâû — Ïèòåðà è Âåíäè. Âåíäè ïëàêà-
ëà — òî áûëà ïåðâàÿ òðàãåäèÿ, êîòîðóþ îíà óâèäåëà. Ïèòåðó 
áûëî æàëêî Ëèëèþ íå òàê ñèëüíî, êàê Âåíäè: åãî ñåðäèëî, ÷òî 
äâîå áûëè ïðîòèâ îäíîãî, è îí ñîáèðàëñÿ åå ñïàñòè. Ïðîùå âñå-
ãî áûëî äîæäàòüñÿ, êîãäà ïèðàòû óïëûâóò, íî Ïèòåð íèêîãäà 
íå èñêàë ëåãêèõ ïóòåé.

Îí óìåë ïî÷òè âñå íà ñâåòå è ñåé÷àñ çàãîâîðèë ãîëîñîì Êðþ-
êà.

— Ýé, íà ëîäêå, ñàëàãè! — ïîçâàë îí. Ñõîäñòâî áûëî ïî-
òðÿñàþùèì.

— Êàïèòàí! — ñêàçàëè ïèðàòû, óñòàâèâøèñü äðóã íà äðóãà 
â èçóìëåíèè.

— Äîëæíî áûòü, îí ïëûâåò ê íàì, — ñêàçàë Ñòàðêè, ïîêà 
îíè òùåòíî ïûòàëèñü âûñìîòðåòü Êðþêà.

— Ìû âûñàæèâàåì êðàñíîêîæóþ íà ñêàëó! — îòêëèêíóëñÿ 
Ñìè.

— Îñâîáîäèòå åå, — äîíåññÿ îøåëîìëÿþùèé îòâåò.

— Îñâîáîäèòü!

— Äà, ðàçðåæüòå âåðåâêè è îòïóñòèòå.

— Íî, êàïèòàí...
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“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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— Æèâî, ñëûøèòå, — çàêðè÷àë Ïèòåð, — íå òî ïðîòêíó âàñ 
ñâîèì êðþêîì.

— Ñòðàííî! — ïðîøåïòàë Ñìè.

— Ëó÷øå äåëàòü òî, ÷òî ïðèêàçûâàåò êàïèòàí, — çàáåñïî-
êîèëñÿ Ñòàðêè.

— Åñòü, ñýð, — ñêàçàë Ñìè è ïåðåðåçàë âåðåâêè Òèãðîâîé 
Ëèëèè. Îíà òóò æå, êàê óãîðü, ñêîëüçíóëà â âîäó.

Âåíäè, êîíå÷íî, î÷åíü îáðàäîâàëàñü íàõîä÷èâîñòè Ïèòåðà, 
íî îíà çíàëà, ÷òî îí òîæå îáðàäóåòñÿ è, ñêîðåå âñåãî, çàêóêàðå-
êàåò è òåì ñàìûì ñåáÿ âûäàñò. Ïîýòîìó îíà áûñòðî ïðèêðûëà 
åìó ðîò ëàäîíüþ. Íî â ýòîò ìîìåíò íàä ëàãóíîé ðàçäàëñÿ ãîëîñ 
Êðþêà: «Ýé, íà ëîäêå!» — è íà ýòîò ðàç òî áûë íå Ïèòåð.

— Ýé, íà ëîäêå! — ñíîâà äîíåññÿ ãîëîñ.

Òåïåðü Âåíäè ïîíÿëà. Íàñòîÿùèé Êðþê òîæå íàõîäèëñÿ 
â âîäå.

Îí ïëûë ê ëîäêå. Âåíäè ðàçãëÿäåëà åãî òåìíîå çëîå ëèöî, 
êîãäà îí ïîäíÿëñÿ èç âîäû; îíà çàòðåïåòàëà, åé õîòåëîñü 
 óïëûòü êóäà ïîäàëüøå, íî Ïèòåð íå øåëîõíóëñÿ. Îí äðîæàë 
îò âîçáóæäåíèÿ, ê òîìó æå åãî ïåðåïîëíÿëî ñàìîäîâîëüñòâî.

— Íó, ðàçâå ÿ íå ÷óäî, î, ÿ ÷óäî! — øåïòàë îí Âåíäè, è õîòÿ 
îíà òîæå òàê ñ÷èòàëà, îíà áûëà î÷åíü ðàäà, ÷òî íèêòî, êðîìå 
íåå, Ïèòåðà íå ñëûøèò.

Îí ñäåëàë åé çíàê ïðèñëóøàòüñÿ.

Òåì âðåìåíåì äâà ïèðàòà íåäîóìåâàëè, ÷òî ïðèâåëî ê íèì 
êàïèòàíà, à òîò ñèäåë, ïîäïåðåâ ãîëîâó êðþêîì, â ïîçå ãëóáî-
êîé ïå÷àëè.

— Êàïèòàí, âñå â ïîðÿäêå? — ðîáêî ñïðîñèëè ïèðàòû, íî 
îí â îòâåò òîëüêî çàñòîíàë.

Íàêîíåö Êðþê çàãîâîðèë.
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“The game is up,” he cried, “those boys have found a mother.”

Wendy swelled with pride.

“O 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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— Âñå ïðîïàëî, — çàêðè÷àë îí, — ìàëü÷èøêè íàøëè ñåáå 
ìàìó.

Âåíäè ïåðåïîëíÿëà ãîðäîñòü.

— Çëîñ÷àñòíûé äåíü! — âñêðè÷àë Ñòàðêè.

— ×òî òàêîå «ìàìà»? — ñïðîñèë íåâåæäà Ñìè.

Âåíäè òàê ýòî ïîòðÿñëî, ÷òî îíà âîñêëèêíóëà: «Îí íå  çíàåò!»

Ïèòåð óòÿíóë åå ïîä âîäó, ïîòîìó ÷òî Êðþê ïîäïðûãíóë, 
âîñêëèêíóâ:

— ×òî ýòî áûëî?

— ß íè÷åãî íå ñëûøàë, — ñêàçàë Ñòàðêè; îí ïîäíÿë íàä 
âîäîé ôîíàðü, è ïèðàòû óâèäåëè ñòðàííóþ êàðòèíó. Ýòî áûëî 
ãíåçäî, î êîòîðîì ÿ óïîìèíàë, ïëûâóùåå ïî ëàãóíå, â íåì ñè-
äåëà Ïòèöà-Íåïòèöà.

— Âèäèøü, — ñêàçàë Êðþê â îòâåò Ñìè. — Âîò ÷òî òàêîå 
ìàìà. Ãíåçäî, äîëæíî áûòü, óïàëî â âîäó, íî îñòàâèò ëè ìàòü 
ñâîèõ ïòåíöîâ? Íåò.

Â åãî ãîëîñå ÷òî-òî äðîãíóëî, áóäòî íà ìãíîâåíèå îí âñïîì-
íèë ñ÷àñòëèâûå äíè, êîãäà... íî îí îòìàõíóëñÿ îò ìèíóòíîé 
ñëàáîñòè ñâîèì êðþêîì.

— Åñëè ýòî ìàìà, òî, íàâåðíîå, îíà çäåñü, ÷òîáû ïîìî÷ü Ïè-
òåðó, — ñêàçàë íåäîâåð÷èâûé Ñòàðêè.

— Äà,  — ñêàçàë Êðþê, — ýòî ïîäîçðåíèå òåðçàåò ìåíÿ.

— Êàïèòàí, — ñêàçàë Ñìè. — À ïî÷åìó áû íàì íå âûêðàñòü 
ìàìó ýòèõ ìàëü÷èøåê è íå ñäåëàòü åå ñâîåé ìàìîé?

— Ïðåâîñõîäíûé ïëàí, — âîñêëèêíóë Êðþê. — Ìû ïî-
õèòèì äåòåé è ïðèòàùèì èõ íà êîðàáëü: ìàëü÷èøåê áðîñèì 
â ìîðå, à Âåíäè ñòàíåò íàøåé ìàìîé. Íó, ãîëîâîðåçû, ñîãëàñ-
íû? — ñïðîñèë èõ Êðþê.
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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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— Âîò ìîÿ ðóêà, — ïðîèçíåñëè îáà â îäèí ãîëîñ.

— È ìîé êðþê. Êëÿíåìñÿ.

È îíè ïîêëÿëèñü. Ê ýòîìó âðåìåíè îíè óæå áûëè íà ñêàëå, 
è òóò Êðþê âñïîìíèë î Òèãðîâîé Ëèëèè.

— Ãäå êðàñíîêîæàÿ? — ïîòðåáîâàë îí îòâåòà.

Âðåìåíàìè ó íåãî ïîÿâëÿëîñü ÷óâñòâî þìîðà, è ïèðàòû ðå-
øèëè, ÷òî ýòî øóòêà.

— Âñå â ïîðÿäêå, êàïèòàí, — ñàìîäîâîëüíî îòâåòèë Ñìè. — 
Ìû åå îòïóñòèëè.

— Îòïóñòèëè! — âçðåâåë Êðþê.

— Ïî òâîåìó ïðèêàçó, — ïðîìÿìëèë áîöìàí.

— Òû êðèêíóë íàì, ÷òîáû ìû åå îòïóñòèëè, — ïîäòâåðäèë 
Ñòàðêè.

— Ñåðà è æåë÷ü, — ïðîãðåìåë Êðþê. — Äà ÷òî çäåñü òâî-
ðèòñÿ!

Åãî ëèöî ïî÷åðíåëî îò ÿðîñòè, íî îí âèäåë — ïèðàòû âåðè-
ëè â òî, ÷òî ãîâîðèëè.

— Ðåáÿòà, — ñêàçàë îí, âçäðàãèâàÿ. — ß òàêèõ ïðèêàçîâ 
íå äàâàë.

— Î÷åíü ñòðàííî, — ñêàçàë Ñìè, è âñåì ñòàëî íå ïî ñåáå.

— Äóõ, îáèòàþùèé â ëàãóíå, — ïîçâàë Êðþê. — Òû ñëû-
øèøü ìåíÿ?

Ïèòåðó, êîíå÷íî, ñòîèëî ïîìàëêèâàòü, íî, ïîíÿòíîå äåëî, 
îí íå ñìîë÷àë. È òóò æå îòâåòèë ãîëîñîì Êðþêà:

— Ðàçðàçè ìåíÿ ãðîì, ÿ ñëûøó òåáÿ.
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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 I?”

“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?”



Ëàãóíà ðóñàëîê


139

Â ýòîò êðèòè÷åñêèé ìîìåíò Êðþê íå ïîáëåäíåë, íî Ñìè 
è Ñòàðêè âöåïèëèñü äðóã â äðóãà â óæàñå.

— Êòî òû, íåçíàêîìåö? Ãîâîðè! — ïîòðåáîâàë Êðþê.

— ß Äæåéìñ Êðþê, — îòâåòèë ãîëîñ. — Êàïèòàí «Âåñåëîãî 
Ðîäæåðà».

— Òû íå îí, — õðèïëî çàêðè÷àë Êðþê.

— Ñåðà è æåë÷ü, — îòâåòèë ãîëîñ. — Ñêàæåøü ýòî åùå ðàç, 
è ÿ âñàæó â òåáÿ ÿêîðü.

— Åñëè òû Êðþê, — ñêàçàë îí, — òî êòî òîãäà ÿ?

— Òðåñêà, — îòâåòèë ãîëîñ. — Âñåãî ëèøü òðåñêà.

— Òðåñêà? — ïîâòîðèë Êðþê, è åãî ãîðäûé äóõ áûë ñëîì-
ëåí. Îí óâèäåë, êàê åãî ëþäè îòøàòíóëèñü îò íåãî.

— Âñå ýòî âðåìÿ íàøèì êàïèòàíîì áûëà òðåñêà? — áîðìî-
òàëè îíè.

Êðþê âäðóã ðåøèë ïîèãðàòü â çàãàäêè.

— Êðþê, — ïîçâàë îí, — ó òåáÿ åñòü äðóãîé ãîëîñ?

Ïèòåð íèêîãäà íå ìîã óñòîÿòü ïåðåä èãðîé, ïîýòîìó ðàäîñò-
íî îòâåòèë óæå ñâîèì ãîëîñîì:

— Åñòü.

— À äðóãîå èìÿ?

— Åñòü, ñýð.

— Òû îâîù? — ñïðîñèë Êðþê.

— Íåò.

— Êàìåíü?
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“No.”

“Animal?”

“Yes.”

“Man?”

“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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— Íåò.

— Òû æèâîå ñóùåñòâî?

— Äà.

— Ìóæ÷èíà?

— Íåò! — îòâåò ïðîçâó÷àë ïðåçðèòåëüíî.

— Ìàëü÷èê?

— Äà!

— Îáûêíîâåííûé ìàëü÷èê?

— Íåò!

— Âîëøåáíûé?

Ê îãîð÷åíèþ Âåíäè, îòâåòîì áûëî «Äà».

— Ñåé÷àñ òû â Àíãëèè?

— Íåò.

— Òû çäåñü?

— Äà.

 Êðþê áûë ñîâåðøåííî îçàäà÷åí.
— Ñïðîñèòå ó íåãî ÷òî-íèáóäü, — îáðàòèëñÿ îí ê îñòàëüíûì.

— Íå óãàäàåøü, íå óãàäàåøü! — êðè÷àë Ïèòåð. — Ñäàåòåñü?

— Äà, äà, — ñ ãîòîâíîñòüþ ñîãëàñèëèñü ïèðàòû.

— Íó ÷òî æ, — âûêðèêíóë Ïèòåð, — ÿ Ïèòåð Ïýí!

Â òî æå ìãíîâåíèå Êðþê âíîâü ñòàë ñàìèì ñîáîé, à Ñìè 
è Ñòàðêè — åãî âåðíûìè ïðèñïåøíèêàìè.
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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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— Òåïåðü îí íàø, — çàêðè÷àë Êðþê.  — Ñìè, â âîäó! Ñòàð-
êè, ñìîòðè çà ëîäêîé. Âçÿòü åãî æèâûì èëè ìåðòâûì!

Êðþê ïðûãíóë â âîäó, è òóò æå ðàçäàëñÿ òîðæåñòâóþùèé 
ãîëîñ Ïèòåðà:

— Ðåáÿòà, âû ãîòîâû?

— Äà, ñýð! — ïîñëûøàëîñü ñ ðàçíûõ ñòîðîí ëàãóíû.

— Òîãäà àòàêóåì ïèðàòîâ!

Áèòâà áûëà æåñòîêîé è áûñòðîé. Òî è äåëî èç âîäû ïîêàçû-
âàëèñü ãîëîâû, ñâåðêàëà ñòàëü, ñëûøàëèñü êðèêè. Â ñóìàòîõå 
íåêîòîðûå íàïàäàëè íà ñâîèõ.

Ãäå æå âñå ýòî âðåìÿ áûë Ïèòåð? Îí èñêàë äè÷ü ïîêðóï-
íåå.

Âñå ìàëü÷èêè áûëè õðàáðûìè, è èõ íåëüçÿ âèíèòü â òîì, 
÷òî îíè îòñòóïèëè ïåðåä êàïèòàíîì ïèðàòîâ. Æåëåçíûé êðþê 
î÷åðòèë âîêðóã íåãî êðóã ñìåðòè, èç êîòîðîãî îíè ïîñïåøèëè 
èñ÷åçíóòü êàê èñïóãàííûå ðûáêè.

Íî áûë è òîò, êòî íå áîÿëñÿ êàïèòàíà: èìåííî îí ãîòîâèëñÿ 
âîéòè â ýòîò êðóã.

Êðþê ïîäíÿëñÿ íà ñêàëó, ÷òîáû îòäûøàòüñÿ, è â òîò æå 
ìîìåíò Ïèòåð âñêàðàáêàëñÿ ñ äðóãîé ñòîðîíû. Íè îäèí èç íèõ 
íå ïîäîçðåâàë î ïðåäñòîÿùåé âñòðå÷å. È îáà â ïîèñêàõ îïîðû 
ñòîëêíóëèñü ðóêàìè; îíè óäèâëåííî ïîäíÿëè ãîëîâû, èõ ëèöà 
ïî÷òè ñîïðèêîñíóëèñü, òàê îíè âñòðåòèëèñü.

Ïèòåð íå ñòðóñèë, åäèíñòâåííîå, ÷òî îí ÷óâñòâîâàë, áûëà 
ðàäîñòü. Áûñòðî êàê ìîëíèÿ îí âûõâàòèë ó Êðþêà èç-çà ïîÿñà 
íîæ è óæå áûë ãîòîâ âîíçèòü åãî, êîãäà çàìåòèë, ÷òî ñòîèò íà 
ñêàëå âûøå ñâîåãî âðàãà. Ýòî áûëà áû íå÷åñòíàÿ áèòâà. Îí ïðî-
òÿíóë ïèðàòó ðóêó, ÷òîáû ïîìî÷ü åìó ïîäíÿòüñÿ.

È òóò Êðþê åãî óêóñèë.
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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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Íå ñòîëüêî áîëü, ñêîëüêî íåñïðàâåäëèâîñòü îøåëîìèëà Ïè-
òåðà. Ýòî ñäåëàëî åãî áåñïîìîùíûì. Ëþáîãî ðåáåíêà ïîðàæà-
åò, êîãäà ñ íèì âïåðâûå ïîñòóïàþò íåñïðàâåäëèâî. Âñå ïîìíÿò 
ñâîþ ïåðâóþ íåñïðàâåäëèâîñòü; âñå, êðîìå Ïèòåðà. Îí ÷àñòî 
ñ íåé ñòàëêèâàëñÿ, íî âñåãäà îá ýòîì çàáûâàë.

Ïîýòîìó îí âîñïðèíÿë ýòî, êàê â ïåðâûé ðàç, è ïðîñòî áåñ-
ïîìîùíî ñìîòðåë âî âñå ãëàçà. Æåëåçíûé êðþê âîíçèëñÿ â íåãî 
äâàæäû.

Ñïóñòÿ ïàðó ìãíîâåíèé ìàëü÷èøêè óâèäåëè Êðþêà â âîäå, 
íàïðàâëÿþùåãîñÿ ê êîðàáëþ; ëèöî ó íåãî ïîáåëåëî îò ñòðàõà — 
åãî ïðåñëåäîâàëà êðîêîäèëèöà. Â îáû÷íîé ñèòóàöèè ìàëü÷èêè 
ïîïëûëè áû çà íèì ñ ðàäîñòíûìè êðèêàìè, íî ñåé÷àñ îíè âîë-
íîâàëèñü, âåäü ñ íèìè íå áûëî íè Ïèòåðà, íè Âåíäè. Îíè êðè-
÷àëè «Ïèòåð, Âåíäè», ïîêà ïëûëè, íî â îòâåò ñëûøàëè òîëüêî 
õîõîò ðóñàëîê.

— Äîëæíî áûòü, îíè ïëûâóò èëè ëåòÿò îáðàòíî, — çàêëþ-
÷èëè ðåáÿòà.

Îíè íå ñèëüíî òðåâîæèëèñü, ïîòîìó ÷òî âåðèëè â Ïèòåðà. 
Ìàëü÷èêè õèõèêàëè, ÷òî ïîçäíî ëÿãóò ñïàòü, ïðè÷åì ïî âèíå 
ìàìû Âåíäè!

Êàê òîëüêî èõ ãîëîñà ñòèõëè, â ëàãóíå íàñòóïèëà õîëîäíàÿ 
òèøèíà, êîòîðóþ ïðåðâàë ñëàáûé êðèê:

— Ïîìîãèòå, ïîìîãèòå!

Íà ñêàëå âèäíåëèñü äâå ìàëåíüêèå ôèãóðêè; äåâî÷êà áûëà 
áåç ñîçíàíèÿ è ëåæàëà ó ìàëü÷èêà íà ðóêàõ. Ïèòåð èç ïîñëåä-
íèõ ñèë âûòàùèë åå íà ñêàëó, à çàòåì ëåã ðÿäîì. Îí çàìåòèë, 
÷òî âîäà ïîäñòóïàåò. Îí çíàë, ÷òî îíè ñêîðî óòîíóò, íî íè÷åãî 
íå ìîã ïîäåëàòü.

Êàê òîëüêî îíè óëåãëèñü ðÿäîì, ðóñàëêà óõâàòèëà Âåíäè 
çà íîãó è ñòàëà áåñøóìíî ñòàñêèâàòü åå â âîäó. Ïèòåð âçäðîã-
íóë è î÷íóëñÿ êàê ðàç âîâðåìÿ, ÷òîáû åå îòîãíàòü. Íî åìó ïðè-
øëîñü ñêàçàòü Âåíäè ïðàâäó.

— Ìû íà ñêàëå, Âåíäè, — ñêàçàë îí, — íî ñêîðî åå íàêðîåò 
âîäîé.
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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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Âåíäè íå ïîíèìàëà.

— Íàì íàäî óõîäèòü, — ñêàçàëà îíà.

— Äà, — îòâåòèë ñëàáûì ãîëîñîì Ïèòåð.

— Ïèòåð, ìû ïîïëûâåì èëè ïîëåòèì?

Îí äîëæåí áûë åé ðàññêàçàòü.

— Âåíäè, äóìàåøü, ó òåáÿ ïîëó÷èòñÿ äîïëûòü èëè äîëåòåòü 
áåç ìîåé ïîìîùè?

Îíà áûëà âûíóæäåíà ïðèçíàòü, ÷òî ñëèøêîì óñòàëà.

Îí çàñòîíàë.

— ×òî ñ òîáîé? — èñïóãàëàñü îíà çà íåãî.

— ß íå ñìîãó ïîìî÷ü òåáå, Âåíäè. Êðþê ðàíèë ìåíÿ. ß íå 
ìîãó íè ëåòåòü, íè ïëûòü.

— Õî÷åøü ñêàçàòü, ìû îáà óòîíåì?

— Âèäèøü, âîäà ïîäíèìàåòñÿ.

Îíè çàêðûëè ãëàçà ðóêàìè è äóìàëè, ÷òî ñêîðî èì ïðèäåò 
êîíåö. Íî òóò ÷òî-òî ëåãêîå, êàê ïîöåëóé, êîñíóëîñü ùåêè Ïè-
òåðà, áóäòî ñïðàøèâàÿ: «Ìîæåò, ÿ âàì ïðèãîæóñü?»

Òî áûë õâîñò âîçäóøíîãî çìåÿ, êîòîðûé Ìàéêë ñäåëàë íå-
ñêîëüêî äíåé íàçàä. Îí âûðâàëñÿ ó íåãî èç ðóêè è óëåòåë.

— Âîçäóøíûé çìåé Ìàéêëà, — âÿëî ñêàçàë Ïèòåð, íî ÷åðåç 
ìãíîâåíèå ñõâàòèë åãî çà õâîñò è óæå ïîäòÿãèâàë ê ñåáå.

— Îí âåäü ïîäíèìàë Ìàéêëà ñ çåìëè, — çàêðè÷àë îí.  — 
Ïî÷åìó áû åìó íå ïîäíÿòü è òåáÿ!

— Íàñ îáîèõ!



The Mermaids’ Lagoon
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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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— Äâîèõ îí íå âûäåðæèò, Ìàéêë ñ Êóäðÿøîì ïðîáîâàëè.

— Äàâàé òÿíóòü æðåáèé, — ñìåëî çàÿâèëà Âåíäè.

— Òû æå äåâî÷êà. Íè çà ÷òî.
Îí óæå óñïåë îáâÿçàòü åå õâîñòîì, íî îíà îòêàçûâàëàñü ëå-

òåòü áåç íåãî. Ñî ñëîâàìè «Ïðîùàé, Âåíäè!» îí ñòîëêíóë åå ñî 
ñêàëû, è ÷åðåç íåñêîëüêî ìèíóò îíà ñêðûëàñü èç âèäó. Ïèòåð 
îñòàëñÿ â ëàãóíå îäèí.

Ñêàëà ñòàëà ñîâñåì ìàëåíüêîé, è âñêîðå ïîñëûøàëîñü ïå-
íèå, ñàìîå ìåëîäè÷íîå è ãðóñòíîå â ìèðå: ýòî ðóñàëêè âçûâàëè 
ê ëóíå.

Ïèòåð îòëè÷àëñÿ îò äðóãèõ ìàëü÷èêîâ, íî òóò äàæå îí èñ-
ïóãàëñÿ. Ïî åãî òåëó ïðîáåæàëà äðîæü. À â ñëåäóþùèé ìèã îí 
ñíîâà ñòîÿë íà ñêàëå ñ óëûáêîé íà ëèöå, è âíóòðè íåãî ñëîâíî 
áèë áàðàáàí. Ëèöî åãî áóäòî ãîâîðèëî: «Óìåðåòü — ýòî òîæå 
áîëüøîå ïðèêëþ÷åíèå».
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The Never Bird

Птица-Нептица

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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Â îäà íåóêëîííî ïîäíèìàëàñü, ïîêà íå ïîäîáðàëàñü ê íî-
ãàì Ïèòåðà, è ÷òîáû êàê-òî çàíÿòü ñåáÿ, îí ðàññìàòðèâàë 

åäèíñòâåííûé ïðåäìåò, íàõîäÿùèéñÿ â ëàãóíå. Îí ðåøèë, ÷òî 
ýòî êóñîê áóìàãè, âîçìîæíî, ÷àñòü âîçäóøíîãî çìåÿ, è ðàç-
ìûøëÿë, ñêîëüêî åìó ïîòðåáóåòñÿ âðåìåíè, ÷òîáû ïðèáèòüñÿ 
ê áåðåãó.

Âñêîðå îí çàìåòèë íå÷òî ñòðàííîå: áåç ñîìíåíèé, ïðåäìåò 
ïëûë ïî ëàãóíå ñ êàêîé-òî îïðåäåëåííîé öåëüþ, òàê êàê áî-
ðîëñÿ ñ ïðèëèâîì è èíîãäà ïîáåæäàë. Êîãäà îí ïîáåäèë, Ïè-
òåð, âñåãäà ïðèíèìàâøèé ñòîðîíó ñëàáîãî, íå ìîã íå çàõëîïàòü 
â ëàäîøè.

Íà ñàìîì äåëå òî áûë íå êóñîê áóìàãè, à Ïòèöà-Íåïòèöà, 
îò÷àÿííî ïûòàâøàÿñÿ ïîäïëûòü ê Ïèòåðó â ñâîåì ãíåçäå. Îíà 
ïðèïëûëà ñïàñòè åãî, îòäàâ ñâîå ãíåçäî, íåñìîòðÿ íà òî, ÷òî 
â íåì áûëè ÿéöà. Åå äîâîëüíî òðóäíî ïîíÿòü, âåäü Ïèòåð, õîòü 
è áûë ê íåé äîáð, èíîãäà åå ìó÷èë.

Îíà êðè÷àëà Ïèòåðó, à îí â ñâîþ î÷åðåäü êðè÷àë åé, íî, 
ðàçóìååòñÿ, îíè íå ïîíèìàëè ÿçûê äðóã äðóãà. Â ñêàçêàõ ëþäè 
ñâîáîäíî ðàçãîâàðèâàþò ñ ïòèöàìè, è ìíå õîòåëîñü áû, ÷òî-
áû ýòî áûëà îäíà èç òàêèõ èñòîðèé. Íî ïðàâäà ïðåâûøå âñå-
ãî, è ÿ õî÷ó ðàññêàçàòü èìåííî òàê, êàê áûëî íà ñàìîì äåëå. 
×òî æ, îíè íå òîëüêî íå ïîíèìàëè äðóã äðóãà, íî è çàáûëè 
î õîðîøèõ ìàíåðàõ.
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“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.

“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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— ß õî-÷ó, ÷òîáû òû çà-áðàë-ñÿ â ìîå ãíå-çäî, — êðè÷àëà 
ïòèöà êàê ìîæíî ìåäëåííåå è îò÷åòëèâåå, — òîãäà òû ñó-ìå-
åøü äî-áðàòü-ñÿ äî áå-ðå-ãà, íî ÿ î÷åíü ó-ñòà-ëà, òàê ÷òî òåáå 
íàäî ïî-ñòà-ðàòü-ñÿ äî íåãî äî-ïëûòü.

— ×òî òû òàì êðÿêàåøü? — îòâåòèë Ïèòåð.

— ß õî÷ó, ÷òîáû òû... — ñêàçàëà ïòèöà è ïîâòîðèëà âñå 
ñíà÷àëà.

Òåïåðü è Ïèòåð ïîïðîáîâàë ãîâîðèòü ìåäëåííî è îò÷åòëèâî.

— ×òî òû òàì êðÿ-êà-åøü?

Ïòèöà-Íåïòèöà íà÷àëà ñåðäèòüñÿ, ó íèõ î÷åíü âñïûëü÷è-
âûé õàðàêòåð.

— Ïóñòîãîëîâàÿ òðåùîòêà, — çàâîïèëà îíà, — ïî÷åìó òû 
íå äåëàåøü, ÷òî òåáå ãîâîðÿò?

Ïèòåð ïî÷óâñòâîâàë, ÷òî åãî îáîçâàëè, è çàïàëü÷èâî îòâå-
òèë íàóãàä.

— Ñàìà òàêàÿ!

Êàê íè ñòðàííî, îíè îáà âûêðèêíóëè îäíî è òî æå:

— Çàìîë÷è!

— Çàìîë÷è!

Òåì íå ìåíåå ïòèöà òâåðäî ðåøèëà åãî ñïàñòè, è ïîñëåäíèì 
ðûâêîì îíà ïîäòîëêíóëà ãíåçäî ê ñêàëå. Ïîòîì îíà âçëåòåëà, 
îñòàâèâ ÿéöà, ÷òîáû ÿñíî äàòü ïîíÿòü, ÷åãî îíà õî÷åò.

Íàêîíåö Ïèòåð âñå ïîíÿë è óõâàòèëñÿ çà ãíåçäî, ìàõíóâ 
ïòèöå ðóêîé â çíàê áëàãîäàðíîñòè, ïîêà îíà êðóæèëà ñâåðõó.

Â ãíåçäå ëåæàëî äâà áîëüøèõ áåëûõ ÿéöà, Ïèòåð ïîäíÿë 
èõ è çàäóìàëñÿ. Ïòèöà ïðèêðûëà ãëàçà êðûëüÿìè, ÷òîáû íå 
âèäåòü èõ ãèáåëü, íî íå ñìîãëà óäåðæàòüñÿ è ïîäãëÿäûâàëà 
ñêâîçü ïåðüÿ.
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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.
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Íå ïîìíþ, ãîâîðèë ëè ÿ, ÷òî â ñêàëå áûëà ïàëêà, êîòîðóþ 
äàâíûì-äàâíî óêðåïèëè ïèðàòû, ÷òîáû îòìåòèòü ìåñòî, ãäå çà-
êîïàíû ñîêðîâèùà. Ïàëêà îñòàëàñü íà ìåñòå, à Ñòàðêè ïîâå-
ñèë íà íåå ñâîþ øëÿïó. Ïèòåð ñíÿë øëÿïó, ïîëîæèë òóäà ÿéöà 
è ïóñòèë åå ïî ëàãóíå.

Ïòèöà ñðàçó ïîíÿëà, â ÷åì äåëî, è êðèêîì âûðàçèëà åìó 
ñâîå âîñõèùåíèå. Ïîòîì Ïèòåð çàáðàëñÿ â ãíåçäî, óñòàíîâèë 
â íåì ïàëêó âìåñòî ìà÷òû, à ñâîþ ðóáàøêó ðàçâåñèë êàê ïàðóñ. 
Ïòèöà òåì âðåìåíåì ñëåòåëà íà øëÿïó. Òå÷åíèåì åå ïîíåñëî 
â îäíó ñòîðîíó, à åãî â äðóãóþ, îíè îáà âåñåëî ðàñïðîùàëèñü.

Ðàçóìååòñÿ, êîãäà Ïèòåð äîñòèã ñóøè, îí âûòàùèë ãíåç-
äî, ÷òîáû ïòèöà ëåãêî ìîãëà åãî íàéòè; íî åé òàê ïîíðàâèëàñü 
øëÿïà, ÷òî îíà áðîñèëà ñâîå ãíåçäî. Ïîñêîëüêó áîëüøå ìû ñ 
íåé íå óâèäèìñÿ, ñòîèò óïîìÿíóòü, ÷òî ñ òåõ ïîð âñå Ïòèöû-
Íåïòèöû ñòàëè âèòü ãíåçäà â ôîðìå øëÿïû.

Ñêîëüêî æå áûëî ðàäîñòè, êîãäà Ïèòåð äîáðàëñÿ äî ïîä-
çåìíîãî äîìà ïî÷òè îäíîâðåìåííî ñ Âåíäè, êîòîðóþ ïðèíåñ 
âîçäóøíûé çìåé. Êàæäîìó ìàëü÷èêó áûëî ÷òî ðàññêàçàòü; íî, 
ïîæàëóé, èõ ãëàâíûì ïðèêëþ÷åíèåì ñòàëî òî, ÷òî îíè ëåãëè 
ñïàòü íà íåñêîëüêî ÷àñîâ ïîçæå. Âåíäè, íåñìîòðÿ íà ðàäîñòü, 
÷òî îíè ñíîâà âñå äîìà, öåëû è íåâðåäèìû, ïðèøëà â óæàñ îò-
òîãî, ÷òî òàê ïîçäíî, è çàêðè÷àëà: «Ñïàòü, ñïàòü» — ãîëîñîì, 
êîòîðîìó ïðèøëîñü ïîâèíîâàòüñÿ. Âïðî÷åì, íà ñëåäóþùèé 
äåíü îíà ïîäîáðåëà, âñåõ ïåðåâÿçàëà, è äî ñàìîãî âå÷åðà îíè 
èãðàëè, ïðèòâîðÿÿñü õðîìûìè è äåðæà ðóêè íà ïåðåâÿçè.
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The Happy Home

Счастливое семейство

O 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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Â àæíûì ïîñëåäñòâèåì ñõâàòêè ñ ïèðàòàìè â ëàãóíå ñòàëî 
òî, ÷òî ìàëü÷èøêè ïîäðóæèëèñü ñ êðàñíîêîæèìè. Ïèòåð 

ñïàñ Òèãðîâóþ Ëèëèþ îò æóòêîé ó÷àñòè, è òåïåðü îíà è åå âî-
èíû áûëè ãîòîâû ðàäè íåãî íà âñå. Íî÷è íàïðîëåò îíè ñèäåëè, 
îõðàíÿÿ ïîäçåìíûé äîì, è æäàëè íàïàäåíèÿ ïèðàòîâ, êîòîðîå 
áû íå çàñòàâèëî ñåáÿ æäàòü. Îíè íàçûâàëè Ïèòåðà Âåëèêèé 
 Áåëûé Îòåö, ïàäàÿ ïåðåä íèì íèö, è åìó ýòî î÷åíü íðàâèëîñü, 
÷òî ñîâñåì åãî íå êðàñèëî.

— Âåëèêèé Áåëûé Îòåö, — îáû÷íî ãîâîðèë îí èì âåëè÷å-
ñòâåííûì òîíîì, — ðàä, ÷òî âîèíû Ïèêàíèíè çàùèùàþò åãî 
âèãâàì îò ïèðàòîâ.

— Ìîÿ Òèãðîâàÿ Ëèëèÿ, — îòâå÷àëî åìó ïðåëåñòíîå ñîçäà-
íèå, — Ïèòåð Ïýí ñïàñ ìîÿ. Ìîÿ íå ïîçâîëèò ïèðàòàì îáèæàòü 
åãî.

Îíà áûëà ñëèøêîì êðàñèâà, ÷òîáû òåðïåòü óíèæåíèÿ, íî 
Ïèòåð ñ÷èòàë, ÷òî òàê îíî è äîëæíî áûòü, è ñíèñõîäèòåëüíî 
îòâå÷àë:

— Ýòî õîðîøî. Ïèòåð Ïýí ñêàçàë ñâîå ñëîâî.

Îáû÷íî òàêèå ñëîâà Ïèòåðà îçíà÷àëè, ÷òî èì íàäî ïîìîë-
÷àòü, è èíäåéöû ýòî ïðèíèìàëè, íî îíè îòíþäü íå áûëè ñòîëü 
æå óâàæèòåëüíû ê îñòàëüíûì ìàëü÷èøêàì, êîòîðûõ ñ÷èòàëè 
îáû÷íûìè âîèíàìè.
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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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Âåíäè âòàéíå áûëà íà ñòîðîíå ìàëü÷èêîâ, íî îíà áûëà ñëèø-
êîì ïðåäàíà Ïèòåðó, ÷òîáû âûñëóøèâàòü æàëîáû íà îòöà.

Ìû óæå äîáðàëèñü äî âå÷åðà, êîòîðûé îíè íàçûâàëè ìåæ-
äó ñîáîé Íî÷üþ Íî÷åé: èç-çà ïðèêëþ÷åíèé è òîãî, ê ÷åìó îíè 
ïðèâåëè. Äåíü ïðîøåë ïî÷òè áåç ïðîèñøåñòâèé, èíäåéöû â 
ñâîèõ îäåÿëàõ çàñòóïèëè íà ïîñòû, â òî âðåìÿ êàê âñå äåòè 
óæèíàëè. Âñå êðîìå Ïèòåðà — îí îòïðàâèëñÿ óçíàòü âðåìÿ. 
×òîáû óçíàòü âðåìÿ íà îñòðîâå, íàäî áûëî íàéòè êðîêîäèëèöó 
è ïîäîæäàòü ðÿäîì ñ íåé, ïîêà ïðîáüþò ÷àñû.

Íà ýòîò ðàç óæèíîì ñòàë êàêáóäòîøíèé ÷àé. Îíè ðàññåëèñü 
âîêðóã ñòîëà, è øóì, ïî ñëîâàì Âåíäè, ñòîÿë ïðîñòî îãëóøè-
òåëüíûé. Ñóùåñòâîâàëî æåñòêîå ïðàâèëî: íåëüçÿ äàâàòü ñäà÷è 
çà åäîé, ìîæíî òîëüêî îáðàòèòüñÿ ñ ïðåäìåòîì ñïîðà ê Âåíäè, 
âåæëèâî ïîäíÿâ ïðàâóþ ðóêó è ñêàçàâ: «ß æàëóþñü íà òîãî-
òî». Íî îáû÷íî ïîëó÷àëîñü òàê, ÷òî îíè ëèáî çàáûâàëè î ïðà-
âèëå, ëèáî îáðàùàëèñü ñëèøêîì óæ ÷àñòî.

— Òèõî, — êðèêíóëà Âåíäè ïîñëå òîãî, êàê â äâàäöàòûé 
ðàç îáúÿñíèëà èì, ÷òî ãîâîðèòü âñåì âìåñòå íåëüçÿ.  — Òâîÿ 
÷àøêà ïóñòà, Ìàëûø?

— Åùå íå ñîâñåì, ìàìî÷êà, — ñêàçàë Ìàëûø, ïîñìîòðåâ 
â âîîáðàæàåìóþ ÷àøêó.

— Îí äàæå íå ïðèòðàãèâàëñÿ ê ìîëîêó, — âìåøàëñÿ Ïå-
ðûøêî.

Ýòî áûëî ÿáåäíè÷åñòâî, è Ìàëûø íå óïóñòèë øàíñà.

— Ó ìåíÿ æàëîáà íà Ïåðûøêî, — áûñòðî âûêðèêíóë îí.

Îäíàêî Äæîí ïîäíÿë ðóêó ðàíüøå íåãî.

— Äà, Äæîí?

— Ìîæíî ÿ ñÿäó íà ñòóë Ïèòåðà, ðàç åãî íåò?

— Ñåñòü íà ïàïèí ñòóë, Äæîí! — ñêàçàëà ïîòðÿñåííàÿ Âåí-
äè. — Êîíå÷íî, íåò.

— Íî îí âåäü íå ïî-íàñòîÿùåìó íàø ïàïà, — âîçðàçèë 
Äæîí. — Îí äàæå íå çíàë, êàê âåäóò ñåáÿ ïàïû, ïîêà ÿ åìó íå 
ïîêàçàë.
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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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Ýòî ñ÷èòàëîñü âîð÷àíèåì.
— Ó íàñ æàëîáà íà Äæîíà! — çàêðè÷àëè Áëèçíåöû.

ßáåäíè÷åñòâî âñïûõíóëî ñ íîâîé ñèëîé.

— À Ìàëûø êàøëÿåò íà ñòîë.

— À Áëèçíåöû íà÷àëè ñ ïèðîæíûõ.

— À Êóäðÿø åñò ìàñëî ñ ìåäîì.

— À Ïåðûøêî ãîâîðèò ñ íàáèòûì ðòîì.

— Ó ìåíÿ æàëîáà íà Áëèçíåöîâ.

— À ó ìåíÿ íà Êóäðÿøà.

— À ó ìåíÿ íà Ïåðûøêî.

— Î, áîæå, êàæåòñÿ, òî÷íî ñòàðûì äåâàì ìîæíî ïîçàâèäî-
âàòü, — âñêðè÷àëà Âåíäè.

Îíà âåëåëà èì ïðèáðàòüñÿ è ñåëà ê ñâîåé ðàáî÷åé êîðçèíêå, 
íàáèòîé ÷óëêàìè, è êàæäûé, êàê ïîëàãàåòñÿ, áûë ñ äûðîé íà 
êîëåíêå.

Îíà øèëà, à ìàëü÷èêè èãðàëè âîêðóã íåå. Ýòî óæå ñòàëî 
ïðèâû÷íîé êàðòèíîé â äîìå ïîä çåìëåé, íî ìû âèäèì åå â ïî-
ñëåäíèé ðàç.

Íàâåðõó ïîñëûøàëèñü øàãè, è Âåíäè óçíàëà èõ ïåðâîé.

— Äåòè, ÿ ñëûøó øàãè âàøåãî îòöà. Îí ëþáèò, êîãäà âû åãî 
âñòðå÷àåòå ó äâåðè.

Íàâåðõó êðàñíîêîæèå ïðîñòåðëèñü ïåðåä Ïèòåðîì.

— Íåñèòå äîçîð õîðîøî. ß ñêàçàë ñâîå ñëîâî.

Ìàëü÷èêàì îí ïðèíåñ îðåõîâ, à Âåíäè ñîîáùèë òî÷íîå 
 âðåìÿ.

— Ïèòåð, òû èõ áàëóåøü.

— ×òî òû, ñòàðóøêà! — ñêàçàë Ïèòåð, âåøàÿ ðóæüå.
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“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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— Ýòî ÿ åìó ñêàçàë, ÷òî ìàì íàçûâàþò «ñòàðóøêàìè», — 
ïðîøåïòàë Ìàéêë Êóäðÿøó.

— Ó ìåíÿ æàëîáà íà Ìàéêëà, — âûïàëèë Êóäðÿø.

Ïåðâûé Áëèçíåö ïîäîøåë ê Ïèòåðó.
— Ïàïà, ìû õîòèì òàíöåâàòü.

— Òàíöóé, ìîé ìàëü÷èê, — ñêàçàë Ïèòåð, êîòîðûé áûë 
â õîðîøåì íàñòðîåíèè.

— Íî ìû õîòèì, ÷òîáû òû òàíöåâàë.

Ïèòåð òàíöåâàë ëó÷øå âñåõ, íî ñäåëàë âèä, áóäòî îí âîç-
ìóùåí.

— ß! Ãðåìåòü ñòàðûìè êîñòÿìè?

— È ìàìî÷êà òîæå.

— ×òî? — âîñêëèêíóëà Âåíäè. — Ìàìà òàêîé îðàâû, 
è âäðóã ïëÿøåò!

— Íî ñåãîäíÿ æå ñóááîòíèé âå÷åð, — íàìåêàë Ìàëûø.

Âðÿä ëè òî áûëà ñóááîòà, âåäü îíè äàâíî ïîòåðÿëè ñ÷åò 
äíÿì. Íî âñåãäà ïðè æåëàíèè ñäåëàòü íå÷òî îñîáåííîå îíè ãî-
âîðèëè ïðî ñóááîòíèé âå÷åð.

— Íó êîíå÷íî, ñåãîäíÿ æå ñóááîòà, Ïèòåð, — ñìÿã÷èëàñü 
Âåíäè.

— Ñ íàøèìè ôèãóðàìè, Âåíäè!

— Íî ìû âåäü ñðåäè ñîáñòâåííûõ äåòåé.

— È ïðàâäà...

Ìàëü÷èøêàì ðàçðåøèëè ïîòàíöåâàòü, òîëüêî ñíà÷àëà îíè 
áûëè äîëæíû íàäåòü ïèæàìû.

— Ýõ, ñòàðóøêà, — ñêàçàë Ïèòåð Âåíäè, ãðåÿñü ó êàìè-
íà, — íåò íè÷åãî ïðèÿòíåå, ÷åì îòäûõàòü âå÷åðîì ó îãíÿ ðÿäîì 
ñ òîáîé è íàøèìè ìàëþòêàìè.

— Êàê ìèëî, äà, Ïèòåð? — ñêàçàëà äîâîëüíàÿ Âåíäè. — 
Ïèòåð, êàæåòñÿ, ó Êóäðÿøà òâîé íîñ.
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“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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— À Ìàéêë âåñü â òåáÿ.

Îíà ïîäîøëà ê íåìó è ïîëîæèëà ðóêó åìó íà ïëå÷î.

— Äîðîãîé Ïèòåð, — ñêàçàëà îíà, — ó íàñ òàêàÿ áîëüøàÿ 
ñåìüÿ, êîíå÷íî, ìîè ëó÷øå ãîäû óæå ïîçàäè, íî òû âåäü íå çà-
õî÷åøü ïðîìåíÿòü ìåíÿ íà êîãî-òî äðóãîãî?

— Íåò, Âåíäè.

Áåçóñëîâíî, îí íå õîòåë íè÷åãî ìåíÿòü, íî îí ñìîòðåë íà 
Âåíäè, ìîðãàÿ, áóäòî íå ïîíèìàë, âî ñíå îí èëè íàÿâó.

— Â ÷åì äåëî, Ïèòåð?

— ß ïðîñòî ïîäóìàë, — ñêàçàë îí íåìíîãî èñïóãàííî. — 
Âåäü ÿ èõ ïàïà òîëüêî ïîíàðîøêó, ïðàâäà?

— Î, äà, — îòâåòèëà Âåíäè íàòÿíóòî.

— Âèäèøü ëè, — ïðîäîëæèë îí, îïðàâäûâàÿñü. — Ìíå êà-
æåòñÿ, ÿ ïî÷óâñòâóþ ñåáÿ òàêèì ñòàðûì, åñëè ñòàíó èõ íàñòî-
ÿùèì îòöîì.

— Íî âåäü îíè íàøè, Ïèòåð, òâîè è ìîè.

— Íî íå ïî-íàñòîÿùåìó? — îáåñïîêîåííî ñïðîñèë Ïèòåð.

— Íåò, åñëè òû íå õî÷åøü, — îòâåòèëà Âåíäè è óñëûøàëà 
åãî âçäîõ îáëåã÷åíèÿ. — Ïèòåð, — ñïðîñèëà îíà, ñòàðàÿñü ãî-
âîðèòü òâåðäî, — êàê òû êî ìíå îòíîñèøüñÿ?

— Êàê ïðåäàííûé ñûí, Âåíäè.

— Òàê ÿ è äóìàëà, — ñêàçàëà Âåíäè è îòîøëà â ñàìûé 
 äàëüíèé êîíåö êîìíàòû.

— Òû òàêàÿ ñòðàííàÿ, — ïðîãîâîðèë îí îçàäà÷åííî, — 
è Òèãðîâàÿ Ëèëèÿ òî÷íî òàêàÿ æå. Îíà õî÷åò áûòü ìíå êåì-òî, 
íî ãîâîðèò, ÷òî íå ìàìîé.

— Íåò, ðàçóìååòñÿ, íå ìàìîé, — îòâåòèëà Âåíäè ïóãà þùå 
ðåçêî. Òåïåðü ïîíÿòíî, ïî÷åìó îíà íåäîëþáëèâàëà êðàñíî-
êîæèõ.
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“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.



Ñ÷àñòëèâîå ñåìåéñòâî

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— Ëåäè îá ýòîì íå ãîâîðÿò.

— Ïðåêðàñíî, — ñêàçàë Ïèòåð íåìíîãî ðàçäðàæåííî. — 
Ìîæåò, Òèíêåð Áåëë ìíå ñêàæåò?

— Î äà, Òèíêåð Áåëë òåáå ñêàæåò, — îòâåòèëà Âåíäè ïðå-
çðèòåëüíî. — Áðîøåííîå ìàëåíüêîå ñîçäàíèå.

Òóò Òèíê, êîòîðàÿ ñèäåëà â ñâîåé ñïàëüíå è ïîäñëóøèâàëà, 
äåðçêî ÷òî-òî âûêðèêíóëà.

— Ñêàçàëà, ãîðäèòñÿ òåì, ÷òî îíà áðîøåííàÿ, — ïîÿñíèë 
Ïèòåð.

Âíåçàïíî åãî îñåíèëà èäåÿ.
— Ìîæåò, Òèíê õî÷åò áûòü ìîåé ìàìîé?

— Äóðàê! — ãíåâíî çàêðè÷àëà Òèíêåð Áåëë.

Îíà ïîâòîðÿëà ýòî òàê ÷àñòî, ÷òî Âåíäè íå íóæäàëàñü â ïåðå-
âîäå.

— È ÿ ñ íåé ïî÷òè ñîãëàñíà! — îãðûçíóëàñü Âåíäè. Åñëè 
áû îíà çíàëà, ÷òî âñêîðå ïðîèçîéäåò, îíà áû, êîíå÷íî, íå îãðû-
çàëàñü.

Íèêòî èç íèõ íå çíàë. Âîçìîæíî, ýòî áûëî è ê ëó÷øåìó. Èõ 
íåâåäåíèå ïîäàðèëî èì ëèøíèé ñ÷àñòëèâûé ÷àñ, ïîñëåäíèé íà 
ýòîì îñòðîâå. Îíè ïåëè è òàíöåâàëè â ñâîèõ ïèæàìàõ.

Íàêîíåö îíè óëåãëèñü â êðîâàòü, ÷òîáû ïîñëóøàòü ñêàçêó 
Âåíäè, èõ ñàìóþ ëþáèìóþ ñêàçêó, êîòîðóþ Ïèòåð íåíàâèäåë. 
Îáû÷íî, êîãäà Âåíäè íà÷èíàëà åå ðàññêàçûâàòü, îí âûõîäèë èç 
êîìíàòû èëè çàêðûâàë óøè ðóêàìè. Íàâåðíîå, åñëè áû â ýòîò 
ðàç îí òàê è ïîñòóïèë, îíè, ñêîðåå âñåãî, äî ñèõ ïîð áûëè áû íà 
îñòðîâå. Íî â òîò âå÷åð îí îñòàëñÿ íà ñâîåì ñòóëå; ïîñìîòðèì, 
÷òî èç ýòîãî âûøëî.
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Wendy’s Story

Сказка Венди

“L isten,” 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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— Ñëóøàéòå, — íà÷àëà ðàññêàç Âåíäè, Ìàéêë ëåæàë 
ó åå íîã, à ñåìåðî ìàëü÷èøåê — â êðîâàòè. — Æèë-

áûë îäèí äæåíòëüìåí...

— Ëó÷øå áû îí áûë ëåäè, — ñêàçàë Êóäðÿø.

— Ëó÷øå áåëîé êðûñîé, — äîáàâèë Ïåðûøêî.

— Òèøå, — ñêàçàëà èõ ìàìà. — Ëåäè òàì òîæå áûëà è...

— Ìàìî÷êà, — âîñêëèêíóë îäèí èç Áëèçíåöîâ, — òî åñòü 
ëåäè òàì òîæå åñòü, äà? Îíà íå óìåðëà, íåò?

 — Î áîæå! — âçäîõíóëà Âåíäè.

— À íó, ïîòèøå, — ïðèêðèêíóë Ïèòåð, óáåæäåííûé, ÷òî 
Âåíäè èìååò ïðàâî íà ÷åñòíóþ èãðó, êàêîé áû ÷óäîâèùíîé íà 
åãî âçãëÿä íè áûëà èñòîðèÿ.

— Äæåíòëüìåíà çâàëè, — ïðîäîëæèëà Âåíäè, — ìèñòåð 
Äàðëèíã, à ëåäè — ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã.

— ß èõ çíàë, — ñêàçàë Äæîí, ÷òîáû äîñàäèòü îñòàëüíûì.

— Êàæåòñÿ, ÿ òîæå, — ñ ñîìíåíèåì äîáàâèë Ìàéêë.
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“They were married,” explained Wendy, “and what do you 
think they had?”

“White rats,” cried Nibs, inspired.

“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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— Îíè áûëè æåíàòû, — îáúÿñíèëà Âåíäè, — è êàê âû äó-
ìàåòå, ÷òî ó íèõ áûëî?

— Áåëûå êðûñû? — ñ âîîäóøåâëåíèåì êðèêíóë Ïåðûøêî.

— Íåò.

— Óæàñíî òðóäíî äîãàäàòüñÿ, — ñêàçàë Áîëòóí, çíàâøèé 
ñêàçêó íàèçóñòü.

— Òèøå, Áîëòóí. Ó íèõ áûëî òðîå îòïðûñêîâ.

— À êòî ýòî — îòïðûñêè?

— Íó, òû îäèí èç íèõ, Áëèçíåö.

— Òû ñëûøàë, Äæîí? ß îòïðûñê!

— Îòïðûñêè — âñåãî ëèøü äåòè, — îòâåòèë Äæîí.

— Àõ, áîæå ìîé, — âçäîõíóëà Âåíäè.  — Ó ýòèõ òðîèõ 
äåòåé áûëà ïðåäàííàÿ íÿíÿ, êîòîðóþ çâàëè Íýíà. Íî ìèñòåð 
Äàðëèíã ðàññåðäèëñÿ íà íåå, ïîñàäèë íà öåïü âî äâîðå, è òîãäà 
äåòè óëåòåëè.

— Çàìå÷àòåëüíàÿ ñêàçêà, — ñêàçàë Ïåðûøêî.

— Îíè óëåòåëè, — ïðîäîëæèëà Âåíäè, — â Íåáûâàëóþ 
ñòðàíó, ãäå æèâóò ïîòåðÿííûå äåòè.

— Òàê ÿ è çíàë, — âçâîëíîâàííî ïåðåáèë Êóäðÿø.

— Âåíäè, — êðèêíóë Áîëòóí, — à îäíîãî èç ïðîïàâøèõ äå-
òåé çâàëè Áîëòóí?

— Äà.

— ß åñòü â ñêàçêå. Óðà, ÿ â ñêàçêå, Ïåðûøêî.

— Òèõî. À òåïåðü ÿ õî÷ó, ÷òîáû âû ïîäóìàëè, ÷òî ÷óâñòâó-
þò íåñ÷àñòíûå ðîäèòåëè, äåòè êîòîðûõ óëåòåëè.
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“Oo!” 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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— Î-î! — çàñòîíàëè îíè, õîòÿ âðÿä ëè äóìàëè î òîì, ÷òî 
÷óâñòâóþò íåñ÷àñòíûå ðîäèòåëè.

— Óæàñíî ãðóñòíî, — ðàäîñòíî ñêàçàë îäèí èç Áëèçíåöîâ.

— Íå ïîíèìàþ, êàê ó ýòîé ñêàçêè ìîæåò áûòü ñ÷àñòëèâûé 
êîíåö, — ñêàçàë âòîðîé Áëèçíåö. — À òû, Ïåðûøêî?

— Ìåíÿ ýòî ñòðàøíî áåñïîêîèò.

— Åñëè áû âû çíàëè, íàñêîëüêî ñèëüíà ìàòåðèíñêàÿ ëþ-
áîâü, — ñêàçàëà Âåíäè òîðæåñòâåííî, — âû áû íè÷åãî íå áîÿ-
ëèñü. — Îíà ïîäîøëà ê òîé ÷àñòè èñòîðèè, êîòîðóþ íåíàâèäåë 
Ïèòåð.

— Âèäèòå ëè, — ïðîäîëæèëà Âåíäè. — Íàøà ãåðîèíÿ çíà-
ëà, ÷òî ìàìà âñåãäà áóäåò îñòàâëÿòü îêíî îòêðûòûì äëÿ ñâîèõ 
äåòåé; ïîýòîìó îíè íå ïîÿâëÿëèñü ãîäàìè è ïðåêðàñíî ïðîâî-
äèëè âðåìÿ.

— Òàê îíè âñå-òàêè âåðíóëèñü?

— Äàâàéòå òåïåðü, — ñêàçàëà Âåíäè, — çàãëÿíåì â áóäóùåå. 
Ïðîøëè ãîäû, íî êòî ýòà ýëåãàíòíàÿ äàìà íåîïðåäåëåííîãî âîç-
ðàñòà, êîòîðàÿ âûõîäèò èç ïîåçäà íà ëîíäîíñêîì âîêçàëå?

— Êòî îíà, Âåíäè? — çàêðè÷àë Ïåðûøêî, âçâîëíîâàííûé 
òàê, áóäòî îí íå çíàë.

— Ìîæåò... äà... íåò... ýòî... íàøà ïðåêðàñíàÿ Âåíäè!

— À ÷òî çà äâå áëàãîðîäíûå âîçìóæàâøèå ôèãóðû åå ñîïðî-
âîæäàþò? Ìîæåò, ýòî Äæîí è Ìàéêë? Ýòî îíè! Âèäèòå, äîðî-
ãèå áðàòüÿ, — ñêàçàëà Âåíäè, óêàçûâàÿ ââåðõ, — îêíî äî ñèõ 
ïîð îñòàåòñÿ îòêðûòûì. Àõ, òåïåðü ìû âîçíàãðàæäåíû çà íàøó 
âåðó â ìàòåðèíñêóþ ëþáîâü. È îíè âçëåòåëè ê ìàìî÷êå ñ ïà-
ïî÷êîé, è èõ ñ÷àñòüå áûëî íåîïèñóåìûì.

Âîò è âñÿ ñêàçêà, è ìàëü÷èêàì îíà íðàâèëàñü òàê æå, êàê 
è ñàìîé ðàññêàç÷èöå.
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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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Èõ âåðà â ìàòåðèíñêóþ ëþáîâü áûëà òàê âåëèêà, ÷òî èì êà-
çàëîñü, áóäòî îíè ìîãóò ñåáå ïîçâîëèòü ïîáûòü áåññåðäå÷íûìè 
åùå íåìíîæêî.

Íî êîå-êòî çíàë îá ýòîì áîëüøå, è êîãäà Âåíäè çàêîí÷èëà, 
îí çàñòîíàë.

— Â ÷åì äåëî, Ïèòåð? — âîñêëèêíóëà îíà, ïîäáåãàÿ ê íåìó, 
îíà ðåøèëà, ÷òî îí çàáîëåë. — Ãäå áîëèò, Ïèòåð?

— Ýòî íå òà áîëü, — îòâåòèë Ïèòåð ìðà÷íî.

— Òîãäà êàêàÿ æå?

— Âåíäè, òû îøèáàåøüñÿ íàñ÷åò ìàòåðåé.

Îíè âñå ñîáðàëèñü âîêðóã íåãî, âñòðåâîæåííûå åãî âîëíåíè-
åì, è îí ðàññêàçàë èì òî, ÷òî ñêðûâàë äîëãîå âðåìÿ.

— Äàâíûì-äàâíî, — ñêàçàë îí.  — ß, êàê è âû, äóìàë, ÷òî 
ìîÿ ìàìà âñåãäà áóäåò äåðæàòü äëÿ ìåíÿ îêíî îòêðûòûì. Ïî-
ýòîìó ÿ ïðîïàäàë ìíîãî ëóí, íî êîãäà ïðèëåòåë îáðàòíî, îêíî 
áûëî çàïåðòî. Ìàìà ñîâñåì çàáûëà îáî ìíå, è â ìîåé êðîâàòêå 
ñïàë äðóãîé ìàëü÷èê.

ß íå óâåðåí, ÷òî ýòî ïðàâäà, íî Ïèòåð äóìàë òàê; è äåòè 
èñïóãàëèñü.

— Òî÷íî âñå ìàìû òàêèå?

— Äà.

Âîò òàêîé áûëà ïðàâäà î ìàòåðÿõ.

— Âåíäè, ëåòèì äîìîé! — çàêðè÷àëè â îäèí ãîëîñ Äæîí 
è Ìàéêë.

— Äà, — ñêàçàëà îíà, îáíèìàÿ èõ.

— Íî íå ñåãîäíÿ æå âå÷åðîì? — ñïðîñèëè ïîòåðÿííûå ìàëü-
÷èøêè, ñáèòûå ñ òîëêó. Â ãëóáèíå äóøè îíè çíàëè, ÷òî ìîæíî 
íåïëîõî æèòü áåç ìàìû, è ÷òî ýòî òîëüêî ìàòåðè äóìàþò, áóäòî 
áåç íèõ íå ïðîæèâåøü.



Wendy’s Story


176

“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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— Ïðÿìî ñåé÷àñ, — òâåðäî çàÿâèëà Âåíäè, òàê êàê åé ïðè-
øëà â ãîëîâó óæàñíàÿ ìûñëü: à âäðóã ìàìà èõ óæå îïëàêèâàåò.

Ýòîò ñòðàõ çàñòàâèë çàáûòü åå î òîì, êàêîâî ñåé÷àñ Ïèòåðó, 
è îíà ñêàçàëà åìó äîâîëüíî ðåçêî:

— Ïèòåð, òû ñäåëàåøü âñå íåîáõîäèìûå ïðèãîòîâëåíèÿ?

— Êàê ñêàæåøü, — îòâåòèë îí òàê íåâîçìóòèìî, áóäòî îíà 
ïîïðîñèëà åãî ïåðåäàòü çà ñòîëîì îðåõè.

Âåíäè íå òðåâîæèëà ðàçëóêà, à îí õîòåë ïîêàçàòü, ÷òî è åãî 
òîæå.

Íî, áåçóñëîâíî, îí ñèëüíî ïåðåæèâàë. Åãî ïåðåïîëíÿëà çëî-
áà íà âçðîñëûõ, êîòîðûå êàê îáû÷íî âñå ïîðòèëè, è êîãäà îí 
î÷óòèëñÿ â äåðåâå, òî íàðî÷íî íåñêîëüêî ðàç áûñòðî âäîõíóë è 
âûäîõíóë. Â Íåáûâàëîé ñòðàíå âåðèëè, ÷òî êàæäûé ðàç, êîãäà 
äåëàåøü âäîõ è âûäîõ, óìèðàåò âçðîñëûé, à Ïèòåð õîòåë îòî-
ìñòèòü èì êàê ìîæíî ñêîðåå.

Çàòåì, îòäàâ íåîáõîäèìûå ðàñïîðÿæåíèÿ êðàñíîêîæèì, îí 
âåðíóëñÿ â äîì.

— Âåíäè, — ñêàçàë îí, — ÿ ïîïðîñèë êðàñíîêîæèõ, îíè 
ïðîâåäóò âàñ ÷åðåç ëåñ, òû âåäü òàê óñòàåøü, êîãäà ëåòèøü.

— Ñïàñèáî, Ïèòåð.

— Ïîòîì, — ðåçêî ïðîäîëæèë îí,  — Òèíêåð Áåëë ïåðåëå-
òèò ñ âàìè ÷åðåç ìîðå. Ïåðûøêî, ðàçáóäè åå.

Ïåðûøêó ïðèøëîñü ïîñòó÷àòü äâàæäû, ïðåæäå ÷åì îí ïî-
ëó÷èë îòâåò, õîòÿ íà ñàìîì äåëå Òèíê äàâíî ñèäåëà â êðîâàòè 
è ñëóøàëà.

— Êòî òàì? Êàê òû ïîñìåë? Óáèðàéñÿ! — çàêðè÷àëà îíà.

— Òåáå íàäî âñòàòü, Òèíê, — ïîçâàë Ïåðûøêî, — è ïðîâî-
äèòü Âåíäè.

Íåñîìíåííî, Òèíê ïðèøëà â âîñòîðã, óñëûøàâ, ÷òî Âåí-
äè óëåòàåò, íî îíà ðåøèòåëüíî íå ñîáèðàëàñü åå ïðîâîæàòü è 
ñêàçàëà ýòî, òîëüêî â áîëåå êðåïêèõ âûðàæåíèÿõ. Ïîñëå ÷åãî 
ïðèòâîðèëàñü, áóäòî ñíîâà çàñíóëà.
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“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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— Îíà ãîâîðèò, ÷òî íå ïîëåòèò! — âîñêëèêíóë Ïåðûøêî, 
ïîñëå ÷åãî Ïèòåð ðåøèòåëüíî íàïðàâèëñÿ ê ñïàëüíå ìîëîäîé 
ëåäè.

— Òèíê! — âûêðèêíóë îí. — Åñëè òû ñåé÷àñ æå íå âñòà-
íåøü è íå îäåíåøüñÿ, ÿ îòêðîþ çàíàâåñêè, è ìû âñå óâèäèì 
òåáÿ â íî÷íóøêå.

Ýòî çàñòàâèëî åå ñïðûãíóòü íà ïîë.

Ê òîìó âðåìåíè ìàëü÷èøêè çàãðóñòèëè, íå òîëüêî ïîòîìó, 
÷òî èì ïðåäñòîÿëî ïîòåðÿòü Âåíäè, íî è ïîòîìó ÷òî èì êàçà-
ëîñü, ÷òî òàì äàëåêî, êóäà èõ íå ïðèãëàñèëè, åå æäåò íå÷òî 
ïðåêðàñíîå.

Ïðèïèñûâàÿ èì áîëåå áëàãîðîäíûå ÷óâñòâà, Âåíäè ðàñòàÿëà.

— Äîðîãèå ìîè, — ñêàçàëà îíà. — Åñëè âû âñå îòïðàâèòåñü 
ñî ìíîé, òî ÿ ïî÷òè óâåðåíà, ÷òî ñìîãó óãîâîðèòü ïàïó ñ ìàìîé 
âàñ óñûíîâèòü.

Ïðèãëàøåíèå ïðåäíàçíà÷àëîñü ñïåöèàëüíî äëÿ Ïèòåðà, íî 
êàæäûé èç ìàëü÷èêîâ ïðèíÿë ýòî íà ñâîé ñ÷åò, è îíè ñðàçó çà-
ïðûãàëè îò ðàäîñòè.

— À îíè íå ðåøàò, ÷òî íàñ ñëèøêîì ìíîãî? — ñïðîñèë Ïå-
ðûøêî, ïîäïðûãíóâ.

— Íåò, ÷òî òû, — ñêàçàëà Âåíäè, áûñòðî ýòî îáäóìûâàÿ.  — 
Òîëüêî ïðèäåòñÿ ïîñòàâèòü â ãîñòèíîé íåñêîëüêî êðîâàòåé.

— Ìû ìîæåì ïîëåòåòü, Ïèòåð? — âçìîëèëèñü ìàëü÷èøêè. 
Îíè ñ÷èòàëè, ÷òî åñëè îíè ëåòÿò, òî è îí òîæå, íî íà ñàìîì 
äåëå èì áûëî ïî÷òè âñå ðàâíî.

— Ëàäíî, — îòâåòèë Ïèòåð ñ ãîðüêîé óëûáêîé, è îíè íå-
ìåäëÿ áðîñèëèñü ñîáèðàòü âåùè.

 — Ñîáèðàé âåùè, Ïèòåð, — âîñêëèêíóëà Âåíäè.

— Íåò, — îòâåòèë îí, ïðèòâîðÿÿñü ðàâíîäóøíûì. — ß íå 
ïîëå÷ó ñ âàìè, Âåíäè.

— Ïîëåòèøü, Ïèòåð.
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“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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— Íåò.

×òîáû ïîêàçàòü, áóäòî åìó íåò äåëà äî åå îòúåçäà, Ïèòåð 
íà÷àë ñêàêàòü ïî êîìíàòå, âåñåëî èãðàÿ íà ñâèðåëè.

— Òû íàéäåøü ñâîþ ìàìó, — óãîâàðèâàëà åãî Âåíäè.

Åñëè ó Ïèòåðà è áûëà êîãäà-òî ìàìà, ñåé÷àñ îí ïî íåé íå 
ñêó÷àë. Îí ïîìíèë òîëüêî åå íåäîñòàòêè.

— Íåò, íåò, — ñêàçàë îí Âåíäè, — âäðóã îíà ñêàæåò, ÷òî 
ÿ óæå âûðîñ, à ÿ õî÷ó âñåãäà îñòàâàòüñÿ ìàëåíüêèì ìàëü÷èêîì 
è âåñåëèòüñÿ.

— Íî Ïèòåð...

— Íåò.

Ïðèøëîñü ñêàçàòü îá ýòîì îñòàëüíûì.

— Ïèòåð íå ïîëåòèò.

Ïèòåð íå ïîëåòèò! Èõ ïåðâîé ìûñëüþ áûëî, ÷òî ðàç Ïè-
òåð ñ íèìè íå ëåòèò, òî, ñêîðåå âñåãî, îí ïåðåäóìàåò èõ îòïóñ-
êàòü.

Íî îí äëÿ ýòîãî áûë ñëèøêîì ãîðäûì.
— Åñëè íàéäåòå ìàòåðåé, — ñêàçàë îí ìðà÷íî, — íàäåþñü, 

îíè âàì ïîíðàâÿòñÿ.

— Òû ïîìíèøü, ÷òî íàäî ìåíÿòü îäåæäó, Ïèòåð? — ñïðî-
ñèëà Âåíäè.

— Äà.

— È òû áóäåøü ïðèíèìàòü ëåêàðñòâî?

— Äà.

Âðîäå âñå áûëî ñêàçàíî, ïîñëåäîâàëà íåëîâêàÿ ïàóçà.
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“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.
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— Òèíêåð Áåëë, òû ãîòîâà? — êðèêíóë Ïèòåð.

— Äà, ñýð.

— Òîãäà ïîêàçûâàé äîðîãó.

Òèíê áûñòðî âûëåòåëà, íî íèêòî çà íåé íå ïîñëåäîâàë, ïî-
òîìó ÷òî èìåííî â ýòîò ìîìåíò ïèðàòû íàïàëè íà êðàñíîêî-
æèõ. Íàâåðõó, ãäå äî ýòîãî áûëî òàê òèõî, âîçäóõ íàïîëíèëñÿ 
êðèêàìè è áðÿöàíüåì ñòàëè. Âíèçó öàðèëà ìåðòâàÿ òèøèíà. 
Âåíäè óïàëà íà êîëåíè, íî åå ðóêè áûëè ïðîòÿíóòû ê Ïèòåðó. 
Âñå ðóêè áûëè ïðîòÿíóòû ê íåìó, îíè áåçìîëâíî óìîëÿëè Ïè-
òåðà èõ íå áðîñàòü. ×òî äî ñàìîãî Ïèòåðà, òî îí âûõâàòèë ñâîé 
ìå÷, è â ãëàçàõ åãî ñâåòèëàñü æàæäà áèòâû.
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The Children Are Carried Off

Дети похищены

T 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 



185

À òàêà ïèðàòîâ ñòàëà ïîëíîé íåîæèäàííîñòüþ: ÿâíîå äîêà-
çàòåëüñòâî òîãî, ÷òî Êðþê ïðîâåë åå íå÷åñòíî, ïîòîìó ÷òî 

çàñòàòü âðàñïëîõ èíäåéöåâ áåëîìó ÷åëîâåêó íå ïîä ñèëó.

Ïî âñåì íåïèñàíûì çàêîíàì âîéíû, àòàêîâàëè âñåãäà èí-
äåéöû, è îíè äåëàëè ýòî ïåðåä ðàññâåòîì, òàê êàê çíàëè — â ýòî 
âðåìÿ áåëûå ïàäàþò äóõîì.

Ýòîò ïðèâû÷íûé ïîðÿäîê áûë òàê õîðîøî èçâåñòåí Êðþêó, 
÷òî îïðàâäàòü åãî íåëüçÿ.

Âîêðóã Òèãðîâîé Ëèëèè ñòîÿëà äþæèíà âîèíîâ, êîãäà îíè 
óâèäåëè, ÷òî âåðîëîìíûå ïèðàòû ðèíóëèñü íà íèõ. Â çàêîíàõ 
èõ ðàñû ñêàçàíî, ÷òî áëàãîðîäíûé âîèí íå äîëæåí âûðàæàòü 
óäèâëåíèå â ïðèñóòñòâèè áëåäíîëèöûõ. Ïîýòîìó, êàê íè óæàñ-
íî áûëî äëÿ íèõ âíåçàïíîå ïîÿâëåíèå ïèðàòîâ, îíè íà ìãíî-
âåíèå çàìåðëè. Çàòåì îíè âûõâàòèëè ñâîå îðóæèå, è âîçäóõ 
ðàçîðâàë áîåâîé êëè÷, íî áûëî óæå ñëèøêîì ïîçäíî.

Ýòî ñêîðåå áûëà ðåçíÿ, à íå áèòâà. Òàê ïîãèá ïî÷òè âåñü 
öâåò ïëåìåíè Ïèêàíèíè.

×òî æå ÷óâñòâîâàë ñàì Êðþê â ìîìåíò ñâîåãî òðèóìôà? 
Â åãî ñåðäöå äîëæíî áûëî öàðèòü ëèêîâàíèå, íî ëèöî êàïèòàíà 
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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.”



Äåòè ïîõèùåíû


187

âûðàæàëî äðóãîå. Íî÷íàÿ ðàáîòà åùå íå áûëà çàêîí÷åíà, âåäü 
îí ïðèøåë íå äëÿ òîãî, ÷òîáû óíè÷òîæèòü êðàñíîêîæèõ. Îíè 
áûëè ï÷åëàìè, êîòîðûõ ñëåäîâàëî âûêóðèòü, ÷òîáû äîáðàòüñÿ 
äî ìåäà. Åìó íóæíû áûëè Ïýí, Âåíäè è âñÿ èõ áàíäà, íî ãëàâ-
íîå — Ïýí.

Ïèòåð áûë âñåãî ëèøü ìàëåíüêèì ìàëü÷èêîì, ïî÷åìó æå 
ýòîò ÷åëîâåê òàê åãî íåíàâèäåë? Ïðàâäà, òîò áðîñèë ðóêó Êðþ-
êà êðîêîäèëèöå, íî äàæå ýòî åäâà ëè áûëî ïðè÷èíîé äëÿ ñòîëü 
áåçæàëîñòíîé è ÿðîñòíîé ìåñòè. Äåëî â òîì, ÷òî â Ïèòåðå áûëî 
íå÷òî, ïðèâîäèâøåå Êðþêà â áåøåíñòâî. Íå îòâàãà, íå åãî ïðè-
âëåêàòåëüíàÿ âíåøíîñòü, íå... Ìû ïðåêðàñíî ïîíèìàåì, ÷òî 
ýòî áûëî, è ìû âûíóæäåíû îá ýòîì ñêàçàòü. Òî áûëà äåðçîñòü 
Ïèòåðà.

Îíà äåéñòâîâàëà Êðþêó íà íåðâû, à íî÷üþ áåñïîêîèëà, 
ñëîâíî íàñåêîìîå. Ïîêà áûë æèâ Ïèòåð, Êðþê ÷óâñòâîâàë ñåáÿ 
ëüâîì, â êëåòêó êîòîðîãî çàëåòåë âîðîáåé.

Âîïðîñ ñîñòîÿë â òîì, êàê ïðîáðàòüñÿ ïîä äåðåâüÿ èëè êàê 
ñïóñòèòü âíèç ñâîèõ ïñîâ? Îí îêèíóë æàäíûì âçãëÿäîì ñâîèõ 
ïðèñïåøíèêîâ, âûáèðàÿ ñàìîãî õóäîãî. Èì ñòàëî íå ïî ñåáå, 
âåäü îíè çíàëè — Êðþê, íå êîëåáëÿñü, ïðîòîëêíåò èõ â äåðåâî 
áðåâíîì.

×òî æå òåì âðåìåíåì ïðîèñõîäèëî ñ ìàëü÷èêàìè? Ìû âèäå-
ëè èõ ïðè ïåðâûõ çâóêàõ áèòâû, çàñòûâøèìè, áóäòî êàìåííûå 
ôèãóðû, ñ îòêðûòûìè ðòàìè è ñ ðóêàìè, ïðîòÿíóòûìè ê Ïèòå-
ðó. Ìû âîçâðàùàåìñÿ ê íèì, êîãäà îíè óæå çàêðûëè ðòû, à èõ 
ðóêè óïàëè âäîëü òåëà. Áóðÿ íàâåðõó ñòèõëà òàê æå âíåçàïíî, 
êàê è íà÷àëàñü, íî îíè çíàëè, ÷òî ñóäüáà èõ ðåøåíà.

Êòî æå îäåðæàë âåðõ?

Ïèðàòû, ïîäñëóøèâàþùèå ó äåðåâüåâ, óñëûøàëè âîïðîñ, 
êîòîðûé çàäàâàëè âñå ìàëü÷èøêè, è, óâû, îíè óñëûøàëè îò-
âåò Ïèòåðà.

— Åñëè êðàñíîêîæèå ïîáåäèëè, — ñêàçàë îí, — îíè áóäóò 
áèòü â òàìòàì, îíè âñåãäà òàê äåëàþò â ÷åñòü ïîáåäû.
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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.
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Ê òîìó âðåìåíè Ñìè íàøåë òàìòàì, îí êàê ðàç íà íåì 
 ñèäåë.

— Íèêîãäà áîëüøå âû íå óñëûøèòå òàìòàì, — ïðîáîðìî-
òàë îí.

Íî ê åãî óäèâëåíèþ Êðþê ñäåëàë çíàê óäàðèòü â òàìòàì, 
è ê Ñìè ìåäëåííî ïðèøëî ïîíèìàíèå óæàñàþùåãî êîâàðñòâà 
ýòîãî ïðèêàçà.

Ñìè äâàæäû óäàðèë â òàìòàì, à çàòåì îñòàíîâèëñÿ è ðàäîñò-
íî ïðèñëóøàëñÿ.

— Òàìòàì! — óñëûøàëè íåãîäÿè êðèê Ïèòåðà. — Èíäåéöû 
ïîáåäèëè!

Îáðå÷åííûå äåòè îòâåòèëè åìó ðàäîñòíûìè êðèêàìè, îíè 
çâó÷àëè êàê ìóçûêà äëÿ çëîäååâ íàâåðõó, è ïî÷òè ñðàçó ìàëü-
÷èøêè ñíîâà ïîïðîùàëèñü ñ Ïèòåðîì. Ýòî îçàäà÷èëî ïèðàòîâ, 
íî âñå èõ ÷óâñòâà ïîãëîòèë âîñòîðã îòòîãî, ÷òî âðàã ñêîðî äîë-
æåí ïîäíÿòüñÿ íàâåðõ. Îíè óõìûëüíóëèñü äðóã äðóãó è ïîòåð-
ëè ðóêè. Êðþê áûñòðî è òèõî îòäàë ïðèêàçû: ó êàæäîãî äåðåâà 
ïî ïèðàòó, à îñòàëüíûì âûñòðîèòüñÿ â ëèíèþ íà ðàññòîÿíèè 
â äâà ÿðäà.
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Do You Believe in Fairies?

Вы верите в фей?

T 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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Ï åðâûì èç äåðåâà ïîÿâèëñÿ Êóäðÿø. Îí âûñêî÷èë èç íåãî 
ïðÿìî â ðóêè ×åêêî, êîòîðûé øâûðíóë åãî Ñìè, Ñìè — 

Ñòàðêè, à Ñòàðêè — Áèëëó Äæóêñó, è òàê îíè áðîñàëè åãî, ïîêà 
îí íå óïàë ïîä íîãè ÷åðíîãî ïèðàòà. Âñåõ ìàëü÷èêîâ âûòàùèëè 
èç äåðåâüåâ ñòîëü æå áåçæàëîñòíûì îáðàçîì.

Äðóãîé ïðèåì áûë îêàçàí Âåíäè. C íàñìåøëèâîé âåæëè-
âîñòüþ Êðþê ïðèïîäíÿë ïåðåä íåé øëÿïó è, ïðåäëîæèâ ðóêó, 
ïðîâîäèë òóäà, ãäå íàõîäèëèñü îñòàëüíûå. Îí âåë ñåáÿ ñ óáèé-
ñòâåííîé ýëåãàíòíîñòüþ, è îíà áûëà ñëèøêîì î÷àðîâàíà, ÷òî-
áû çàêðè÷àòü. Îíà âåäü áûëà âñåãî ëèøü ìàëåíüêîé äåâî÷êîé.

Ìû ãîâîðèì î íåé òîëüêî ïîòîìó, ÷òî åå îøèáêà ïðèâåëà 
ê ñòðàííûì ïîñëåäñòâèÿì. Åñëè áû îíà íàäìåííî íå ïîäàëà 
åìó ðóêè (à ìû áû ñ ðàäîñòüþ íàïèñàëè îá ýòîì), åå áû áðîñà-
ëè â âîçäóõå êàê îñòàëüíûõ, è òîãäà Êðþê, âîçìîæíî, íå ïðè-
ñóòñòâîâàë áû ïðè ñâÿçûâàíèè äåòåé. È íå ðàçãàäàë áû ñåêðå-
òà Ìàëûøà, áåç êîòîðîãî íå ñìîã áû ñîâåðøèòü ïîêóøåíèå íà 
æèçíü Ïèòåðà.

Âñåõ èõ ñâÿçàëè, ÷òîáû îíè íå ñìîãëè óëåòåòü. Âñå øëî õî-
ðîøî, ïîêà íå ïðèøëà î÷åðåäü Ìàëûøà, ïîòîìó ÷òî êàæäûé 
ðàç, êàê ïèðàòû ïûòàëèñü ñâÿçàòü íåñ÷àñòíîãî ìàëü÷èêà ïî-
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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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êðåï÷å ñ îäíîé ñòîðîíû, äðóãàÿ åãî ñòîðîíà âûïèðàëà. Ïèðàòû 
â ÿðîñòè ïèíàëè åãî, è êàê íè ñòðàííî, èìåííî Êðþê ïðèêàçàë 
èì ïðåêðàòèòü. Ìàëûø ñðàçó ïîíÿë, ÷òî Êðþê îòêðûë åãî ñåê-
ðåò, êîòîðûé ñîñòîÿë â òîì, ÷òî òàêîé ïóõëûé ìàëü÷èøêà íå 
ñìîã áû âîñïîëüçîâàòüñÿ äåðåâîì. Áåäíûé Ìàëûø, îí áîÿëñÿ 
çà Ïèòåðà, ãîðüêî ñîæàëåÿ î òîì, ÷òî íàòâîðèë. Ó íåãî áûëà 
ïðèâû÷êà ïèòü âîäó, êîãäà æàðêî, èç-çà ÷åãî îí ðàñïîëíåë, 
à âìåñòî òîãî, ÷òîáû ïîõóäåòü ïîä ñâîå äåðåâî, îí âûñòðóãàë 
åãî ïîä ñåáÿ.

Êðþê òîëüêî îòäàë çíàê ïåðåïðàâèòü ïëåííèêîâ íà êîðàáëü 
è ïðèêàçàë, ÷òîáû åãî îñòàâèëè îäíîãî.

Íî êàê èõ ïåðåïðàâèòü? È ñíîâà ãåíèé Êðþêà ïðåîäîëåë 
òðóäíîñòè. Îí âåëåë èñïîëüçîâàòü äîìèê â êà÷åñòâå íîñèëîê. 
Äåòåé ïîáðîñàëè â äîìèê, ÷åòâåðî êðåïêèõ ïèðàòîâ ïîäíÿëè 
åãî íà ïëå÷è, îñòàëüíûå ïðèñòðîèëèñü ñçàäè, è, ðàñïåâàÿ îò-
âðàòèòåëüíûå ïèðàòñêèå ïåñíè, ñòðàííàÿ ïðîöåññèÿ äâèíóëàñü 
÷åðåç ëåñ. Íåèçâåñòíî, ïëàêàë ëè êòî-òî èç äåòåé èëè íåò, åñëè 
äà, òî ïåíèå çàãëóøàëî çâóêè.

Ïåðâûì äåëîì Êðþê ïîäêðàëñÿ ê äåðåâó Ìàëûøà è óáåäèë-
ñÿ, ÷òî ëåãêî â íåãî ïðîëåçåò. Îí ÷óòêî ïðèñëóøèâàëñÿ ê ëþ-
áûì øîðîõàì, íî âíèçó áûëî òàê æå òèõî, êàê è íàâåðõó. Ñïàë 
ëè Ïèòåð èëè ñòîÿë â îæèäàíèè ó ïîäíîæüÿ äåðåâà Ìàëûøà 
ñ êèíæàëîì â ðóêå?

Óçíàòü ýòî ìîæíî áûëî òîëüêî ñïóñòèâøèñü âíèç. Êðþê 
ìÿãêî ñáðîñèë íà çåìëþ ïëàù, à ïîòîì, çàêóñèâ ãóáó, âëåç â 
äåðåâî. Îí áûë î÷åíü õðàáðûì ÷åëîâåêîì, íî íà ñåêóíäó çàäåð-
æàëñÿ, ÷òîáû óòåðåòü ïîò ñî ëáà. Çàòåì îí áåñøóìíî ñïóñòèëñÿ 
ïîä çåìëþ íàâñòðå÷ó íåèçâåñòíîñòè.

Îí áëàãîïîëó÷íî ïðèçåìëèëñÿ è ñíîâà çàìåð, ÷òîáû îòäû-
øàòüñÿ. Êîãäà åãî ãëàçà ïðèâûêëè ê òóñêëîìó ñâåòó, ïðåäìåòû 
â äîìå ñòàëè ïðèîáðåòàòü î÷åðòàíèÿ, íî òîëüêî íà îäíîì èç íèõ 
åãî æàäíûé âçãëÿä çàäåðæàëñÿ — íà áîëüøîé êðîâàòè. Íà íåé 
ëåæàë Ïèòåð è êðåïêî ñïàë.

Íå ïîäîçðåâàþùèé î òðàãåäèè, êîòîðàÿ ðàçûãðàëàñü íàâåð-
õó, Ïèòåð êàêîå-òî âðåìÿ ïîñëå òîãî, êàê äåòè óøëè, ïðîäîë-
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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 
(I 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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æàë âåñåëî èãðàòü íà äóäî÷êå: íåñîìíåííî, äîâîëüíî æàëêàÿ 
ïîïûòêà äîêàçàòü ñàìîìó ñåáå, ÷òî åìó âñå ðàâíî. Ïîòîì íà-
çëî Âåíäè îí ðåøèë íå ïðèíèìàòü ëåêàðñòâî. Çàòåì îí ëåã íà 
êðîâàòü ïîâåðõ îäåÿëà, ÷òîáû äîñàäèòü åé åùå áîëüøå: îíà æå 
âñåãäà èõ óêðûâàëà, âåäü íåëüçÿ áûòü óâåðåííûì â òîì, ÷òî 
ê óòðó íå ïîõîëîäàåò. Ïîòîì îí ÷óòü íå ðàñïëàêàëñÿ, íî ïîäó-
ìàë î òîì, êàê áû âîçìóòèëàñü Âåíäè, åñëè áû âìåñòî ýòîãî îí 
çàñìåÿëñÿ. Ïîýòîìó îí ðàññìåÿëñÿ; òàê ñìåÿñü, îí è óñíóë.

Òàêèì áåççàùèòíûì è îáíàðóæèë åãî Êðþê. Îí ìîë÷à ñòîÿë 
è ãëÿäåë íà ñâîåãî âðàãà ÷åðåç âñþ êîìíàòó. Íåóæåëè ñîñòðàäà-
íèå íå òðîíóëî åãî ñåðäöå? Âåäü îí áûë íå ñîâñåì ïëîõèì ÷åëî-
âåêîì: îí ëþáèë öâåòû (òàê ìíå ðàññêàçûâàëè) è íåæíóþ ìó-
çûêó; è íàäî ÷åñòíî ïðèçíàòü, èäèëëè÷åñêàÿ êàðòèíà ãëóáîêî 
åãî âçâîëíîâàëà. Âîçüìè åãî ëó÷øàÿ ñòîðîíà âåðõ, îí ïîêèíóë 
áû äîì ïîä çåìëåé, åñëè áû íå îäíî îáñòîÿòåëüñòâî.

Åãî îñòàíîâèëî òî, êàê äåðçêî âûãëÿäåë Ïèòåð âî ñíå. Ñ îò-
êðûòûì ðòîì, îòêèíóòîé ðóêîé è ñîãíóòîé â êîëåíå íîãîé — 
â íåì áûëî ñòîëüêî äåðçîñòè, ÷òî ýòî îæåñòî÷èëî ñåðäöå Êðþêà.

Íåñìîòðÿ íà òî, ÷òî ëàìïà òóñêëî îñâåùàëà êðîâàòü, Êðþê 
îñòàâàëñÿ â òåìíîòå, è, ñäåëàâ ïåðâûé øàã, îí íàòêíóëñÿ íà 
ïðåïÿòñòâèå — äâåðü îò äåðåâà Ìàëûøà. Íàùóïûâàÿ ùåêîë-
äó, îí îáíàðóæèë, ÷òî òà äàëåêî âíèçó, è åìó íå äîòÿíóòüñÿ. 
Îí ïîòðÿñ äâåðü è íàâàëèëñÿ íà íåå. Íåóæåëè åãî âðàã îïÿòü 
ñóìååò ñïàñòèñü?

Íî ÷òî ýòî? Îí çàìåòèë ëåêàðñòâî Ïèòåðà, äî êîòîðîãî ëåã-
êî áûëî äîòÿíóòüñÿ. Îí òóò æå ñîîáðàçèë, ÷òî ñïÿùèé íàõî-
äèòñÿ â åãî âëàñòè.

×òîáû åãî íå âçÿëè æèâûì, Êðþê âñåãäà íîñèë ñ ñîáîé 
ñìåðòîíîñíûé ÿä.

Îí äîáàâèë ïÿòü êàïåëü ÿäà â ñòàêàí Ïèòåðà. Åãî ðóêà äðî-
æàëà, íî ñêîðåå îò ëèêîâàíèÿ, ÷åì îò ñòûäà. Çàòåì îí áðîñèë 
äîëãèé âçãëÿä íà ñâîþ æåðòâó, ðàçâåðíóëñÿ è ñ òðóäîì âëåç 
â äåðåâî. Êîãäà îí ïîÿâèëñÿ íàâåðõó, òî âûãëÿäåë òî÷íî çëîé 
äóõ, âûðâàâøèéñÿ èç ñâîåãî ëîãîâà. Áîðìî÷à ñåáå ïîä íîñ, îí 
ñêðûëñÿ â ëåñó.
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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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Ïèòåð ñïàë. Áûëî, íàâåðíîå, íå ìåíüøå äåñÿòè ÷àñîâ ïî 
êðîêîäèëüåìó âðåìåíè, êîãäà îí âäðóã ñåë íà êðîâàòè, ïðî-
ñíóâøèñü íåïîíÿòíî îò ÷åãî. Â äâåðü åãî äåðåâà êòî-òî ìÿãêî 
ñòó÷àë.

Ìÿãêî, íî â ýòîé òèøèíå ñòóê çâó÷àë ïóãàþùå. Ïèòåð íà-
ùóïàë ñâîé êèíæàë. Ïîòîì îí çàãîâîðèë.

— Êòî òàì?

Åìó äîëãî íå îòâå÷àëè, è âíîâü ðàçäàëñÿ ñòóê.

— Êòî òû?

Íèêàêîãî îòâåòà.

Ïèòåð áûë çàèíòðèãîâàí, à ýòî åìó íðàâèëîñü. Â äâà ïðûæ-
êà îí îêàçàëñÿ ó äâåðè.

— Íå îòêðîþ, ïîêà íå ñêàæåøü, — êðèêíóë îí.

Íàêîíåö ïîñåòèòåëü çàãîâîðèë íåæíûì ãîëîñîì, ïîõîæèì 
íà çâîí êîëîêîëü÷èêîâ.

— Âïóñòè ìåíÿ, Ïèòåð.

Ýòî áûëà Òèíê, è îí áûñòðî îòêðûë äâåðü. Îíà âëåòåëà 
âçâîëíîâàííàÿ, åå ëèöî ãîðåëî, à ïëàòüå áûëî çàëÿïàíî ãðÿçüþ.

— Â ÷åì äåëî?

— Íè çà ÷òî íå äîãàäàåøüñÿ, — âîñêëèêíóëà îíà è ïðåäëî-
æèëà åìó îòãàäàòü ñ òðåõ ðàç.

— Âûêëàäûâàé! — êðèêíóë Ïèòåð.
È îíà íà îäíîì äûõàíèè ðàññêàçàëà åìó î òîì, êàê Âåíäè 

è ìàëü÷èêîâ âçÿëè â ïëåí.

Âåíäè ñâÿçàíà, îíà íà ïèðàòñêîì êîðàáëå, îíà, êîòîðàÿ òàê 
ëþáèëà ïîðÿäîê âî âñåì!

— ß ñïàñó åå! — êðèêíóë îí. Òóò îí ïîäóìàë, ÷òî ìîã áû 
ñäåëàòü Âåíäè ïðèÿòíîå. Îí ìîæåò ïðèíÿòü ëåêàðñòâî.

Åãî ðóêà ïðèáëèçèëàñü ê ðîêîâîìó çåëüþ.
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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.”

“O 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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— Íåò! — âçâèçãíóëà Òèíêåð Áåëë, êîòîðàÿ ñëûøàëà, êàê 
Êðþê áîðìîòàë î òîì, ÷òî îí ñäåëàë, ïðîáèðàÿñü ÷åðåç ëåñ.

— Ïî÷åìó?

— Îíî îòðàâëåíî.

— Îòðàâëåíî? Êòî ìîã åãî îòðàâèòü?

— Êðþê.

 — Íå ãîâîðè ãëóïîñòåé. Êàê áû Êðþê ñïóñòèëñÿ ñþäà?

Óâû, ýòîãî Òèíêåð Áåëë îáúÿñíèòü íå ìîãëà, âåäü äàæå îíà 
íå çíàëà ìðà÷íóþ òàéíó äåðåâà Ìàëûøà.

— Ê òîìó æå, — ñêàçàë Ïèòåð óâåðåííî, — ÿ íèêîãäà íå 
ñïëþ.

Îí ïîäíÿë ñòàêàí. Óãîâàðèâàòü áûëî íåêîãäà, è Òèíê êàê 
ìîëíèÿ î÷óòèëàñü ìåæäó åãî ãóáàìè è ëåêàðñòâîì, îñóøèâ ñòà-
êàí äî äíà.

— Òèíê, êàê òû ïîñìåëà âûïèòü ìîå ëåêàðñòâî?

Íî îíà íå îòâåòèëà. Åå óæå êðóæèëî â âîçäóõå.

— ×òî ýòî ñ òîáîé? — çàêðè÷àë Ïèòåð, âíåçàïíî èñïóãàâ-
øèñü.

— Îíî áûëî îòðàâëåíî, — ñêàçàëà îíà òèõèì ãîëîñîì, — 
è ñåé÷àñ ÿ óìðó.

— Î, Òèíê, òû âûïèëà åãî, ÷òîáû ñïàñòè ìåíÿ?

— Äà.

 — Íî ïî÷åìó, Òèíê?

Êðûëüÿ åäâà äåðæàëè åå, íî îíà ñïóñòèëàñü ê íåìó íà ïëå÷î 
è ëàñêîâî ïîöåëîâàëà â íîñ. Îíà ïðîøåïòàëà åìó íà óõî:

— Òû äóðàê.
À çàòåì îíà äîëåòåëà äî ñâîåé ñïàëüíè è ëåãëà íà êðîâàòü.
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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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Åå îãîíåê ñëàáåë ñ êàæäîé ñåêóíäîé, è Ïèòåð çíàë, ÷òî, 
åñëè ñâåò ïîãàñíåò, åå íå ñòàíåò.

Åå ãîëîñ áûë íàñòîëüêî òèõèì, ÷òî ñíà÷àëà îí íå ìîã ðàçî-
áðàòü, î ÷åì îíà ãîâîðèò. Îíà ñêàçàëà, ÷òî ìîãëà áû âûçäîðî-
âåòü, åñëè áû äåòè ïîâåðèëè â ôåé.

Òàì íå áûëî äåòåé, è áûëî ïîçäíî, íî îí îáðàòèëñÿ ê òåì, 
êîìó ìîãëà ñíèòüñÿ Íåáûâàëàÿ ñòðàíà.

— Âû âåðèòå â ôåé? — êðèêíóë îí.

Òèíê ñåëà íà êðîâàòè, ÷òîáû óñëûøàòü, êàê ðåøèòñÿ åå 
ñóäüáà.

Åé ïîêàçàëîñü, ÷òî îíà óñëûøàëà íåñêîëüêî îòâåòîâ, íî ïî-
òîì ñíîâà çàñîìíåâàëàñü.

— Êàê òû äóìàåøü? — ñïðîñèëà îíà ó Ïèòåðà.

— Åñëè âåðèòå, — êðèêíóë îí èì, — õëîïíèòå â ëàäîøè, 
íå äàéòå Òèíê óìåðåòü.

Ìíîãèå õëîïíóëè.

Êòî-òî íå õëîïíóë.

Òóò õëîïêè ïðåêðàòèëèñü, áóäòî ìàìû ïîñïåøèëè â äåòñêèå 
ïîñìîòðåòü, ÷òî ïðîèñõîäèò, íî Òèíê áûëà ñïàñåíà. Ñíà÷àëà 
îêðåï åå ãîëîñ, à çàòåì îíà âûïðûãíóëà èç êðîâàòè è ñòàëà 
ëåòàòü ïî êîìíàòå áîëåå çàäîðíî, ÷åì ïðåæäå.

— À òåïåðü ïîðà ñïàñàòü Âåíäè!

Ëóíà ïëûëà â îáëà÷íîì íåáå, êîãäà Ïèòåð âûáðàëñÿ èç ñâîå-
ãî äåðåâà. Îí áû ïðåäïî÷åë, ÷òîáû íî÷ü áûëà äðóãàÿ. Ïèòåð 
íàäåÿëñÿ, ÷òî ïîëåòèò, äåðæàñü íèçêî íàä çåìëåé, ÷òîáû íè÷òî 
íå óñêîëüçíóëî îò åãî âçãëÿäà; íî ëåòåòü íèçêî ïðè òàêîì ñâå-
òå îçíà÷àëî áû ïîòðåâîæèòü ïòèö è òåì ñàìûì ïðåäóïðåäèòü 
áäèòåëüíîãî íåïðèÿòåëÿ î ñâîåì ïðèáëèæåíèè.
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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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Åìó íå îñòàëîñü íè÷åãî äðóãîãî, êàê ïåðåäâèãàòüñÿ ñïî-
ñîáîì êðàñíîêîæèõ, â ÷åì îí, ê ñ÷àñòüþ, ïðåóñïåë. Íî êóäà 
íàïðàâèòüñÿ? Âûïàë ëåãêèé ñíåæîê è çàìåë âñå ñëåäû. Îí íà-
ó÷èë ðåáÿò òîìó, ÷òî ñàì óçíàë îò Òèãðîâîé Ëèëèè è îò Òèíêåð 
Áåëë, è ïîíèìàë, ÷òî îíè, ñêîðåå âñåãî, îá ýòîì íå çàáûëè. Ìà-
ëûø, íàïðèìåð, äåëàë áû çàðóáêè íà äåðåâüÿõ, Êóäðÿø áðîñàë 
áû ñåìåíà, à Âåíäè îñòàâèëà áû íîñîâîé ïëàòîê â êàêîì-íèáóäü 
âàæíîì ìåñòå. Íî ýòè çíàêè ìîæíî ðàçãëÿäåòü òîëüêî óòðîì, 
à îí íå ìîã æäàòü.

Ìèìî ïðîøëà êðîêîäèëèöà, íî áîëüøå íå áûëî íè îäíîãî 
æèâîãî ñóùåñòâà, íè çâóêà, íè äâèæåíèÿ, è âñå ðàâíî Ïèòåð 
õîðîøî ïîíèìàë, ÷òî ñìåðòü ìîæåò òàèòüñÿ çà ñîñåäíèì äåðå-
âîì èëè íàêèíóòüñÿ íà íåãî ñçàäè.

È îí ïðîèçíåñ ñòðàøíóþ êëÿòâó:
— Íà ýòîò ðàç èëè Êðþê, èëè ÿ.

Îí ïîëç âïåðåä, êàê çìåÿ, è ïåðåáåãàë ìåñòà, íà êîòîðûõ 
èãðàë ëóííûé ñâåò, ïðèæàâ îäèí ïàëåö ê ãóáàì, ñ êèíæàëîì 
íàãîòîâå. Îí áûë óæàñíî ñ÷àñòëèâ.
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The Pirate Ship

Пиратский корабль

O 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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Ç åëåíûé îãîíåê, ìèãàâøèé íàä áóõòîé Êèääà, ÷òî íåäàëåêî 
îò óñòüÿ ïèðàòñêîé ðåêè, óêàçûâàë ìåñòî, ãäå ñòîÿë áðèã 

«Âåñåëûé Ðîäæåð». Òî áûë ìîðñêîé êàííèáàë, è åäâà ëè îí 
íóæäàëñÿ â íàäçîðå — îäíî åãî èìÿ ïîâåðãàëî â óæàñ.

Íî÷ü îêóòûâàëà áðèã ñâîèì ïîêðîâîì, ñêâîçü êîòîðûé äî 
áåðåãà íå äîíîñèëîñü íè çâóêà. Áûëà ñëûøíà ëèøü êîðàáåëü-
íàÿ øâåéíàÿ ìàøèíêà, çà êîòîðîé ñèäåë òðóäÿãà Ñìè.

Íåñêîëüêî ïèðàòîâ, ïðèñëîíèâøèñü ê ôàëüøáîðòó, âûïè-
âàëè; äðóãèå ñèäåëè âîçëå áî÷åê, èãðàÿ â êàðòû, à òå ÷åòâåðî, 
÷òî íåñëè äîìèê, èçìîæäåííûå, ëåæàëè íà ïàëóáå.

Êðþê çàäóì÷èâî ïðîõàæèâàëñÿ ïî ïàëóáå. Òî áûë ÷àñ åãî 
òðèóìôà. Ïèòåð óáðàëñÿ ñ åãî ïóòè íàâñåãäà, à îñòàëüíûå ìàëü-
÷èøêè áûëè íà êîðàáëå è æäàëè êàçíè — ñ çàâÿçàííûìè ðó-
êàìè îíè äîëæíû áûëè ïðîéòè ïî äîñêå, ïîëîæåííîé íà áîðò 
êîðàáëÿ.

Íî â åãî ïîõîäêå íå áûëî ðàäîñòè. Êðþê áûë êðàéíå óäðó-
÷åí. Âñå ïîòîìó, ÷òî îí áûë óæàñíî îäèíîê. Ýòîò íåïîñòèæè-
ìûé ÷åëîâåê ÷óâñòâîâàë ñåáÿ åùå áîëåå îäèíîêèì, êîãäà åãî 
îêðóæàëè âåðíûå ïñû. Îíè áûëè åìó íå ðîâíÿ.
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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?”

“Ay, 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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Íàñòîÿùåå èìÿ Êðþêà áûëî äðóãèì. Òå, êòî ÷èòàåò ìåæäó 
ñòðîê, óæå äîãàäàëèñü, ÷òî îí ó÷èëñÿ â îäíîé ïðîñëàâëåííîé 
øêîëå. Ïîýòîìó îí ñ÷èòàë îñêîðáèòåëüíûì âçîéòè íà áîðò êî-
ðàáëÿ â òîì æå îäåÿíèè, â êîòîðîì áðàë åãî íà àáîðäàæ. Íî 
ïðåâûøå âñåãî îí ñòàâèë õîðîøèå ìàíåðû.

Õîðîøèå ìàíåðû! Êàê áû íèçêî îí íè ïàë, îí âñå ðàâíî 
ñ÷èòàë, ÷òî ëèøü îíè ïî-íàñòîÿùåìó âàæíû. Áîëüøå âñåãî åãî 
òðåâîæèëà ìûñëü, íå äóðíîé ëè ýòî òîí — äóìàòü î õîðîøèõ 
ìàíåðàõ? Ýòà ïðîáëåìà òåðçàëà åãî. Î, íå çàâèäóéòå Êðþêó.

Íåñ÷àñòíûé Êðþê òàê îáåññèëåë, ÷òî óïàë áóäòî ñîðâàííûé 
öâåòîê.

Åãî ïñû, ðåøèâ, ÷òî îí èì êàêîå-òî âðåìÿ íå ïîìåøàåò, 
ñðàçó ðàññëàáèëèñü è óñòðîèëè ïüÿíûå òàíöû, ÷òî òóò æå ïî-
ñòàâèëî åãî íà íîãè, è âñå ïðèçíàêè ÷åëîâå÷åñêîé ñëàáîñòè 
â íåì èñ÷åçëè, áóäòî íà íåãî âûëèëè âåäðî âîäû.

— À íó òèõî, ñàëàãè! — êðèêíóë îí. — Íå òî âñàæó â âàñ 
ÿêîðü.

Ãâàëò òîò÷àñ æå ïðåêðàòèëñÿ.
— Âñå äåòè çàêîâàíû, ÷òîáû îíè íå ñìîãëè óëåòåòü?

— Òàê òî÷íî.

— Òîãäà âåäèòå èõ ñþäà.

Íåñ÷àñòíûõ ïëåííèêîâ, âñåõ, êðîìå Âåíäè, âûâîëîêëè èç 
òðþìà è ïîñòðîèëè ïåðåä íèì â ðÿä.

— Íó ÷òî, ãîëîâîðåçû, — ñêàçàë îí. — Øåñòåðî èç âàñ ñå-
ãîäíÿ íî÷üþ îòïðàâÿòñÿ ïî äîñêå â ìîðå, íî ó ìåíÿ åñòü ìåñòî 
äëÿ äâóõ þíã. Êòî èç âàñ èìè áóäåò?

— Íå çëèòå åãî ïîíàïðàñíó, — òàê Âåíäè èíñòðóêòèðîâàëà 
ìàëü÷èêîâ åùå â òðþìå; ïîýòîìó Áîëòóí âåæëèâî âûñòóïèë 
âïåðåä. Áîëòóíà ñîâñåì íå ðàäîâàëà èäåÿ ñëóæèòü ïîä íà÷à-
ëîì òàêîãî ÷åëîâåêà, íî èíñòèíêò ïîäñêàçàë åìó, ÷òî ðàçóìíî 
áóäåò ñâàëèòü îòâåòñòâåííîñòü íà êîãî-íèáóäü îòñóòñòâóþùåãî. 
È õîòÿ îí áûë ãëóïîâàò, îí çíàë, ÷òî òîëüêî ìàòåðè âñåãäà ãî-
òîâû ïðèíÿòü óäàð íà ñåáÿ.
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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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Áîëòóí îáúÿñíèë:
— Âèäèòå ëè, ñýð, âðÿä ëè ìîÿ ìàìà õîòåëà áû, ÷òîáû 

ÿ ñòàë ïèðàòîì. À òâîÿ ìàìà õîòåëà áû, ÷òîáû òû ñòàë ïèðà-
òîì,  Ìàëûø?

Îí ïîäìèãíóë Ìàëûøó, êîòîðûé ìðà÷íî ïðîèçíåñ: «ß òàê 
íå äóìàþ», ñëîâíî ìå÷òàë, ÷òîáû âñå áûëî íàîáîðîò.

— À âàøà ìàìà õîòåëà áû, ÷òîáû âû ñòàëè ïèðàòàìè, Áëèç-
íåöû?

— Íå äóìàþ,  — îòâåòèë ïåðâûé Áëèçíåö. — Ïåðûøêî, 
à òâîÿ ...?

— Ìîë÷àòü! — âçðåâåë Êðþê, è ãîâîðóíîâ îòòàùèëè. — Òû, 
ïàðåíü, — ñêàçàë îí, îáðàùàÿñü ê Äæîíó. — Ïîõîæå, â òåáå 
åñòü îòâàãà. Íèêîãäà íå õîòåë ñòàòü ïèðàòîì, ìîðÿê?

Äæîí èíîãäà èñïûòûâàë òàêîå æåëàíèå íà óðîêàõ ìàòåìà-
òèêè; è îí áûë ïîðàæåí òåì, ÷òî Êðþê âûáðàë èìåííî åãî.

— ß êàê-òî äóìàë î òîì, ÷òîáû íàçâàòü ñåáÿ «Äæåê Êðîâà-
âàÿ Ðóêà», — ñêàçàë îí ðîáêî.

— Îòëè÷íîå èìÿ. Ìû òàê è áóäåì òåáÿ çâàòü, åñëè ïðèñî-
åäèíèøüñÿ.

— ×òî ñêàæåøü, Ìàéêë? — ñïðîñèë Äæîí.

— À êàê áóäóò íàçûâàòü ìåíÿ? — ñïðîñèë Ìàéêë.

— Äæî ×åðíàÿ Áîðîäà.

Ìàéêë áûë âïå÷àòëåí.
— ×òî ñêàæåøü, Äæîí?
Îí õîòåë, ÷òîáû ðåøåíèå ïðèíÿë Äæîí, à Äæîí õîòåë, ÷òî-

áû ðåøèë Ìàéêë.

— È ìû îñòàíåìñÿ óâàæàåìûìè ïîääàííûìè êîðîëÿ? — 
ïîèíòåðåñîâàëñÿ Äæîí.

Êðþê îòâåòèë ñêâîçü çóáû:
— Âàì ïðèäåòñÿ äàòü êëÿòâó «Äîëîé êîðîëÿ».

Ìîæåò, äî òîãî Äæîí âåë ñåáÿ íå î÷åíü õîðîøî, íî òóò îí 
áëåñíóë.
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“Then I refuse,” he cried, striking the barrel in front of 
Hook.

“And I refuse,” cried Michael.

“Rule Britannia!” 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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— Òîãäà ÿ îòêàçûâàþñü, — êðèêíóë îí è ñòóêíóë ïî áî÷êå, 
ñòîÿâøåé ïåðåä Êðþêîì.

— È ÿ îòêàçûâàþñü, — çàêðè÷àë Ìàéêë.

— Ïðàâü, Áðèòàíèÿ! — âçâèçãíóë Êóäðÿø.

Ðàçúÿðåííûå ïèðàòû íàäàâàëè èì çàòðåùèí, à Êðþê çà-
îðàë:

— Âàøà ñóäüáà ðåøåíà. Âåäèòå èõ ìàòü. È ïðèãîòîâüòå 
 äîñêó.

Ìàëü÷èøêè ïîáëåäíåëè, êîãäà óâèäåëè, ÷òî Äæóêñ è ×åê-
êî ãîòîâÿò ðîêîâóþ äîñêó. Íî îíè ïîñòàðàëèñü ïðèíÿòü õðàá-
ðûé âèä, êîãäà ïðèâåëè Âåíäè.

Ó ìåíÿ íåò ñëîâ, ÷òîáû ïåðåäàòü, êàê Âåíäè ïðåçèðàëà ïè-
ðàòîâ. Äëÿ ìàëü÷èêîâ â ïèðàòàõ áûëî ÷òî-òî ïðèòÿãàòåëüíîå, 
íî Âåíäè âèäåëà òîëüêî, ÷òî ýòîò êîðàáëü íå ÷èñòèëè ãîäàìè.

— Íó, êðàñàâèöà, — ñêàçàë Êðþê ãîëîñîì ñëàäêèì, êàê ñè-
ðîï. — Ñåé÷àñ òû óâèäèøü, êàê òâîè äåòè ïîéäóò ïî äîñêå.

— Îíè ïîãèáíóò? — ñïðîñèëà Âåíäè, âçãëÿíóâ íà íåãî ñ òà-
êèì óæàñàþùèì ïðåçðåíèåì, ÷òî îí ÷óòü íå óïàë â îáìîðîê.

— Äà, — ñêàçàë Êðþê. — Âñåì ìîë÷àòü! Ïîñëåäíåå ñëîâî 
ìàòåðè ê ñâîèì äåòÿì.

Â ýòîò ìîìåíò Âåíäè áûëà âåëèêîëåïíà.
— Âîò ìîè ïîñëåäíèå ñëîâà, äîðîãèå ìàëü÷èêè, — ñêàçàëà 

îíà òâåðäî. — Ìíå êàæåòñÿ, ÿ ìîãó ñêàçàòü çà âñåõ âàøèõ íà-
ñòîÿùèõ ìàòåðåé âîò ÷òî: «Ìû íàäååìñÿ, íàøè ñûíîâüÿ ïîãèá-
íóò êàê èñòèííûå àíãëèéñêèå äæåíòëüìåíû».

Äàæå ïèðàòû çàòðåïåòàëè, à Áîëòóí âñêðè÷àë:
— ß ïîñòóïëþ òàê, êàê íàäååòñÿ ìàìà. À òû, Ïåðûøêî?

— Êàê íàäååòñÿ ìàìà. À âû, Áëèçíåöû?

— Êàê íàäååòñÿ ìàìà. Äæîí, òû...?

Íî òóò Êðþê âíîâü îáðåë äàð ðå÷è.

— Ñâÿçàòü åå! — âûêðèêíóë îí.
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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.
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Ê ìà÷òå Âåíäè ïðèâÿçûâàë Ñìè.
— Ïîñëóøàé, ìèëàÿ, — çàøåïòàë îí, — ÿ ñïàñó òåáÿ, åñëè 

ïîîáåùàåøü ñòàòü ìîåé ìàìîé.

Íî äàæå Ñìè îíà íå ñòàëà áû ýòîãî îáåùàòü.
— Ïóñòü ëó÷øå ó ìåíÿ âîîáùå íå áóäåò äåòåé! — ñêàçàëà 

îíà ïðåçðèòåëüíî.

Ãðóñòíî, íî íèêòî èç ìàëü÷èêîâ íà íåå íå ñìîòðåë; èõ 
âçãëÿäû óñòðåìèëèñü íà äîñêó. Îíè óæå è íå íàäåÿëèñü ïðîé-
òè ïî íåé õðàáðî.

Êðþê óõìûëüíóëñÿ è øàãíóë ê Âåíäè. Îí õîòåë ðàçâåðíóòü 
åå òàê, ÷òîáû îíà óâèäåëà, êàê ìàëü÷èêè ïðîéäóò ïî äîñêå. Íî 
îí íå äîøåë äî íåå, ïîòîìó ÷òî êîå-÷òî óñëûøàë.

Ýòî áûëî óæàñíîå òèêàíüå êðîêîäèëèöû.

Îíè âñå åãî óñëûøàëè: Âåíäè, ìàëü÷èêè, ïèðàòû; è ñðàçó 
èõ ãîëîâû ïîâåðíóëèñü ê Êðþêó. Âñå ïîíèìàëè: òî, ÷òî ïðî-
èçîéäåò, êàñàåòñÿ åãî îäíîãî. Èç äåéñòâóþùèõ ëèö îíè âíåçàï-
íî ïðåâðàòèëèñü â çðèòåëåé.

Íî êîëîññàëüíûé óì Êðþêà ïðîäîëæàë ðàáîòàòü, è âåäî-
ìûé èì, îí ïîïîëç íà êîëåíÿõ ïî ïàëóáå ïîäàëüøå îò æóòêîãî 
çâóêà. Ïèðàòû âåæëèâî ïåðåä íèì ðàññòóïèëèñü.

— Ñïðÿ÷üòå ìåíÿ! — ïðîõðèïåë îí.

Ïèðàòû ñòîëïèëèñü âîêðóã íåãî, îíè è íå äóìàëè ñîïðîòèâ-
ëÿòüñÿ. Ýòî áûëà Ñóäüáà.

Òîëüêî êîãäà Êðþê ñêðûëñÿ èç âèäà, ðåáÿòà êèíóëèñü ê áîð-
òó êîðàáëÿ ïîñìîòðåòü, êàê áóäåò êàðàáêàòüñÿ êðîêîäèëèöà. 
È òóò èõ æäàë ñàìûé ñòðàííûé ñþðïðèç Íî÷è Íî÷åé — ýòî 
áûëà âîâñå íå êðîêîäèëèöà. Òî áûë Ïèòåð.

Îí ïîäàë èì çíàê íå êðè÷àòü îò âîñòîðãà, ÷òî ìîãëî áû âû-
çâàòü ïîäîçðåíèå. Çàòåì îí ïðîäîëæèë òèêàòü.
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Chapter  15

“Hook or Me This Time”

«На этот раз или Крюк, или я»

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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È íîãäà ñ íàìè ïðîèñõîäÿò ñòðàííûå âåùè, êîòîðûå ìû íå 
ñðàçó çàìå÷àåì. Ê ïðèìåðó, âäðóã îáíàðóæèâàåøü, ÷òî 

ïîë÷àñà áûë ãëóõ íà îäíî óõî. Ïîäîáíîå ïðîèçîøëî â òó íî÷ü 
è ñ Ïèòåðîì. Â ïîñëåäíèé ðàç ìû âèäåëè åãî êðàäóùèìñÿ ïî 
îñòðîâó ñ ïàëüöåì íà ãóáàõ è ñ êèíæàëîì íàãîòîâå. Îí óâèäåë, 
êàê ìèìî íåãî ïðîïîëçëà êðîêîäèëèöà, è íå çàìåòèë íè÷åãî 
îñîáåííîãî, íî ïîòîì âñïîìíèë, ÷òî îíà íå òèêàëà. Ñíà÷àëà ýòî 
ïîêàçàëîñü åìó ñòðàííûì, íî âñêîðå îí ñäåëàë âûâîä, ÷òî ÷àñû 
îñòàíîâèëèñü.

Ïèòåð ñòàë äóìàòü, êàê îáåðíóòü ýòó êàòàñòðîôó ñåáå íà 
ïîëüçó; îí ðåøèë òèêàòü, ÷òîáû äèêèå çâåðè ïðèíÿëè åãî çà 
êðîêîäèëèöó è ïðîïóñòèëè. Íî êðîêîäèëèöà óñëûøàëà ýòîò 
çâóê è ïîñëåäîâàëà çà íèì; ìû íèêîãäà íå óçíàåì, ïî÷åìó, 
âåäü, êàê âñå ðàáû íàâÿç÷èâîé èäåè, òî áûëî ãëóïîå æèâîòíîå.

Ïèòåð äîáðàëñÿ äî áåðåãà è ñðàçó âîøåë â âîäó. Ïîêà îí 
ïëûë, ó íåãî â ãîëîâå áûëà ëèøü îäíà ìûñëü: «Íà ýòîò ðàç èëè 
Êðþê, èëè ÿ». Îí òàê äîëãî òèêàë, ÷òî ïðîäîëæàë äåëàòü ýòî, 
ñàì òîãî íå çàìå÷àÿ. Åñëè áû îí çàìåòèë, òî ïðåêðàòèë áû, âåäü 
âçîáðàòüñÿ íà áîðò êîðàáëÿ ñ ïîìîùüþ òèêàíüÿ íå ïðèøëî åìó 
â ãîëîâó, õîòü ýòî è áûëî áëåñòÿùåé èäååé. Íàïðîòèâ, îí äó-
ìàë, ÷òî âñêàðàáêàëñÿ íà áîðò òèõî, êàê ìûøü, è óäèâèëñÿ, 
êîãäà óâèäåë, ÷òî ïèðàòû ïîïÿòèëèñü îò íåãî, à Êðþê òàê íà-
ïóãàí, áóäòî óñëûøàë êðîêîäèëèöó.
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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.



«Íà ýòîò ðàç èëè Êðþê, èëè ÿ»


217

Êðîêîäèëèöà! Êàê òîëüêî Ïèòåð î íåé âñïîìíèë, îí ñðàçó 
óñëûøàë òèêàíüå. Ñíà÷àëà îí ðåøèë, ÷òî çâóê èçäàåò êðîêîäè-
ëèöà, è áûñòðî îãëÿíóëñÿ. Ïîòîì îñîçíàë, ÷òî òèêàåò îí ñàì, 
è âìèã âñå ïîíÿë. «Êàêîé ÿ óìíûé!» — ñðàçó ïîäóìàë îí è ïî-
äàë ìàëü÷èøêàì çíàê íå àïëîäèðîâàòü.

Èìåííî â òîò ìîìåíò ðóëåâîé Ýä Òèíò øåë ïî ïàëóáå. Óäàð 
Ïèòåðà áûë òî÷íûì è ãëóáîêèì. Äæîí òóò æå ïðèêðûë ðó-
êîé ðîò ïèðàòà, ÷òîáû çàãëóøèòü ïðåäñìåðòíûé ñòîí. ×åòâåðî 
ìàëü÷èêîâ ïîäõâàòèëè åãî, ÷òîáû èçáåæàòü øóìà. Ïèòåð ïî-
äàë çíàê, è òåëî ñáðîñèëè çà áîðò. Ðàçäàëñÿ âñïëåñê, è íàñòó-
ïèëà òèøèíà.

— Îäèí! — íà÷àë ïîäñ÷åò Ìàëûø.

Ïèòåð åëå óñïåë èñ÷åçíóòü â êàþòå.

— Îíà óøëà, êàïèòàí, — ñêàçàë Ñìè, ïðîòèðàÿ ñâîè 
î÷êè. — Âñå òèõî.

Êðþê ìåäëåííî ïîäíÿë ãîëîâó è ïðèñëóøàëñÿ òàê âíèìà-
òåëüíî, ÷òî ìîã áû óëîâèòü äàæå ýõî òèêàíüÿ. Áûëî íå ñëûøíî 
íè çâóêà, è îí âûïðÿìèëñÿ âî âåñü ðîñò.

— Ãîòîâüòå äîñêó! — êðèêíóë îí, íåíàâèäÿ ìàëü÷èêîâ åùå 
ñèëüíåå, ïîòîìó ÷òî òå ñòàëè ñâèäåòåëÿìè åãî ïîçîðà. — Õîòèòå 
îòâåäàòü ïëåòêè-äåâÿòèõâîñòêè, ïðåæäå ÷åì ïðîéòè ïî äîñêå?

Îíè óïàëè íà êîëåíè. «Íåò, íåò!» — çàêðè÷àëè ìàëü÷èêè 
òàê æàëîáíî, ÷òî âñå ïèðàòû çàóëûáàëèñü.

— Ïðèíåñè ïëåòêó, Äæóêñ, — ñêàçàë Êðþê. — Îíà â êàþòå.

Êàþòà! Òàì æå Ïèòåð! Äåòè ïåðåãëÿíóëèñü.

— Åñòü, ñýð, — ñêàçàë äîâîëüíûé Äæóêñ è âîøåë â êàþòó.

Ïîòîì èç êàþòû äîíåññÿ æóòêèé âîïëü. Çàòåì ðàçäàëîñü 
êóêàðåêàíüå, òàê õîðîøî çíàêîìîå ìàëü÷èêàì, íî äëÿ ïèðàòîâ 
îíî ïðîçâó÷àëî åùå áîëåå ñòðàííî, ÷åì âîïëü.
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“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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— ×òî ýòî áûëî?  — âñêðè÷àë Êðþê.

— Äâà, — ñêàçàë Ìàëûø.

Èòàëüÿíåö ×åêêî, ïîêîëåáàâøèñü ñåêóíäó, çàøåë â êàþòó. 
Âûøåë îí îòòóäà íåòâåðäîé ïîõîäêîé.

— ×òî ñòðÿñëîñü ñ Áèëëîì Äæóêñîì? — ïðîøèïåë Êðþê.

— Îí ìåðòâ, åãî çàêîëîëè, — ãëóõî îòâåòèë ×åêêî.

— Áèëë Äæóêñ ìåðòâ! — çàêðè÷àëè ïåðåïóãàííûå ïèðàòû.

— Â êàþòå òåìíî, — ïðîáîðìîòàë ×åêêî. — Íî òàì âíóòðè 
÷òî-òî óæàñíîå: ýòî îíî êóêàðåêàëî.

— ×åêêî, — ñêàçàë Êðþê ñâîèì ñàìûì ñòàëüíûì ãîëî-
ñîì. — Èäè è ïðèíåñè ìíå ýòîãî ïåòóøêà.

×åêêî, õðàáðåéøèé èç õðàáðûõ, âñêðè÷àë:
 — Íåò, íåò!

— Òû ñêàçàë, ÷òî ïîéäåøü, ×åêêî? — ïðîèçíåñ Êðþê çà-
äóì÷èâî.

×åêêî ïîøåë. Âñå ïðèñëóøàëèñü, è ñíîâà ðàçäàëñÿ âîïëü, 
à çàòåì êóêàðåêàíüå.

Âñå ìîë÷àëè, êðîìå Ìàëûøà:
— Òðè, — ñêàçàë îí.

— Ðàçðàçè ìåíÿ ãðîì, — ïðîãðîõîòàë Êðþê, — êòî äîñòà-
íåò ìíå ýòîãî êðèêóíà?

— Ïîäîæäåì, ïîêà âûéäåò ×åêêî, — ïðîâîð÷àë Ñòàðêè, 
è îñòàëüíûå åãî ïîääåðæàëè.

— Êàæåòñÿ, òû âûçâàëñÿ äîáðîâîëüöåì, Ñòàðêè, — ñêàçàë 
Êðþê.

— Íåò, ãðîì è ìîëíèÿ! — çàêðè÷àë Ñòàðêè.
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“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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— À ìîé êðþê äóìàåò èíà÷å, — ñêàçàë Êðþê, ïðèáëèæàÿñü 
ê íåìó.

— ß ñêîðåå ïîâåøóñü, ÷åì ïîéäó òóäà, — îòâåòèë Ñòàðêè, 
è êîìàíäà ñíîâà åãî ïîääåðæàëà.

— Ýòî ÷òî, áóíò? — ëþáåçíî îñâåäîìèëñÿ Êðþê. — Ñòàðêè 
çà÷èíùèê!

— Ïîùàäè, êàïèòàí! — çàêðè÷àë Ñòàðêè, îõâà÷åííûé 
äðîæüþ.

 — Ïîæìåì äðóã äðóãó ðóêè, — ñêàçàë êàïèòàí, ïðîòÿãè-
âàÿ êðþê.

Ñòàðêè îãëÿäåëñÿ â ïîèñêàõ ïîìîùè, íî âñå îòâåðíóëèñü 
îò íåãî. Îí îòñòóïèë, à Êðþê ïðèäâèíóëñÿ ê íåìó, è â åãî ãëà-
çàõ ïîÿâèëèñü äâå êðàñíûå èñêîðêè. Ñ âîïëåì îò÷àÿíèÿ ïèðàò 
âñïðûãíóë íà Äëèííîãî Òîìà è áðîñèëñÿ â ìîðå.

— ×åòûðå, — ñêàçàë Ìàëûø.

— ß ñàì ïðèâåäó ýòîãî ïåòóøêà, — ñêàçàë Êðþê è ðèíóëñÿ 
â êàþòó.

— Ïÿòü.
Êàê æå Ìàëûøó õîòåëîñü ýòî ñêàçàòü, íî òóò Êðþê, øàòà-

ÿñü, âûøåë èç êàþòû áåç ñâîåãî ôîíàðÿ.

— ×òî-òî ïîãàñèëî ìîé ôîíàðü, — ñêàçàë îí íåñêîëüêî íå-
óâåðåííî.

 — À ÷òî ñ ×åêêî? — ñïðîñèë Íóäëåð.

— Îí ìåðòâ, êàê è Äæóêñ, — êîðîòêî îòâåòèë Êðþê.

Âñå ïèðàòû ïîäíÿëè êðèê:
— Êîðàáëü ïðîêëÿò!
Òóò óæ äåòè íå ñìîãëè ñäåðæàòü ðàäîñòè. Êðþê ÷óòü íå 

çàáûë î ñâîèõ ïëåííèêàõ, íî êîãäà îí ê íèì ïîâåðíóëñÿ, åãî 
ëèöî ñíîâà îñâåòèëîñü.
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“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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— Ðåáÿòà, — êðèêíóë îí ñâîåé êîìàíäå. — Îòêðîéòå äâåðü 
êàþòû è çàâåäèòå èõ òóäà. Ïóñòü ñðàæàþòñÿ çà ñâîþ æèçíü 
ñ ïåòóøêîì. Åñëè îíè åãî óáüþò — íàì æå ëó÷øå; à åñëè îí 
èõ — õóæå íå áóäåò.

Â ïîñëåäíèé ðàç ïñû Êðþêà èì âîñõèòèëèñü. Ìàëü÷èøåê, 
ñäåëàâøèõ âèä, ÷òî îíè ñîïðîòèâëÿþòñÿ, çàòîëêàëè â êàþòó 
è çàêðûëè çà íèìè äâåðü.

— À òåïåðü ñëóøàéòå, — ñêàçàë Êðþê, è âñå ïðèñëóøà-
ëèñü.

Íî íèêòî íå îñìåëèâàëñÿ âçãëÿíóòü íà äâåðü. Íèêòî, êðîìå 
Âåíäè, êîòîðàÿ âñå åùå áûëà ïðèâÿçàíà ê ìà÷òå. Îíà æäàëà íå 
âîïëÿ èëè êóêàðåêàíüÿ, îíà æäàëà ïîÿâëåíèÿ Ïèòåðà.

Æäàòü åé ïðèøëîñü íåäîëãî. Â êàþòå Ïèòåð íàøåë òî, ÷òî 
èñêàë: êëþ÷, ÷òîáû îñâîáîäèòü äåòåé îò öåïåé. Îíè âçÿëè âñå 
îðóæèå, ÷òî ñóìåëè íàéòè. Ñíà÷àëà, äàâ èì çíàê ñïðÿòàòüñÿ, 
Ïèòåð ïåðåðåçàë âåðåâêè Âåíäè, è òåïåðü íå îñòàâàëîñü íè÷åãî 
ïðîùå, ÷åì âñåì âìåñòå óëåòåòü; íî ïóòü áûë îòðåçàí êëÿòâîé 
«Íà ýòîò ðàç èëè Êðþê, èëè ÿ». Ïîýòîìó, îñâîáîäèâ Âåíäè, îí 
øåïîòîì ñêàçàë åé ñïðÿòàòüñÿ ñ îñòàëüíûìè, à ñàì çàíÿë åå 
ìåñòî ó ìà÷òû. Ïîòîì îí çàêóêàðåêàë.

Ïèðàòàì ýòîò ãîëîñ âîçâåñòèë, ÷òî ìàëü÷èêè ïîãèáëè â êà-
þòå; èõ îõâàòèëà ïàíèêà.

— Ðåáÿòà, — ñêàçàë Êðþê, ïûòàÿñü èõ ïðèîáîäðèòü, — íà 
áîðòó åñòü òîò, êòî ïðèíîñèò íåóäà÷ó.

— Äà, — çàâîð÷àëè îíè, — ÷åëîâåê ñ êðþêîì.

— Íåò, ðåáÿòà, íåò, ýòî äåâ÷îíêà. Íè îäíîìó ïèðàòñêîìó 
êîðàáëþ ñ æåíùèíîé íà áîðòó óäà÷è íå áûëî.

Êòî-òî èç íèõ ïðèïîìíèë, ÷òî òî æå ñàìîå ãîâîðèë Ôëèíò.
— Ñòîèò ïðîâåðèòü, — îòâåòèëè îíè ñ ñîìíåíèåì.

— Áðîñüòå äåâ÷îíêó çà áîðò, — çàêðè÷àë Êðþê, è ïèðàòû 
êèíóëèñü ê ôèãóðå ó ìà÷òû.
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“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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— Òåïåðü íèêòî òåáÿ íå ñïàñåò, äàìî÷êà, — ïðîøèïåë 
 ïèðàò.

— Ñïàñåò, — îòâåòèëà ôèãóðà.

— Êòî æå ýòî?

— Ïèòåð Ïýí, ìñòèòåëü! — ðàçäàëñÿ óæàñàþùèé îòâåò.
Êðþê äâàæäû ïûòàëñÿ ÷òî-òî ñêàçàòü, íî äâàæäû ñáèâàëñÿ.

Íàêîíåö îí êðèêíóë:
— Èçðóáèòü åãî!

— Âïåðåä, ðåáÿòà! — ðàçäàëñÿ ãîëîñ Ïèòåðà, è ÷åðåç ìãíî-
âåíèå ïîñëûøàëñÿ çâîí îðóæèÿ. Åñëè áû ïèðàòû äåðæàëèñü 
âìåñòå, êîíå÷íî, îíè áû ïîáåäèëè, íî îíè áåãàëè òóäà-ñþäà, 
îò÷àÿííî ñðàæàÿñü, è êàæäûé ñ÷èòàë ñåáÿ ïîñëåäíèì èç âû-
æèâøèõ. Â ñõâàòêå îäèí íà îäèí îíè áûëè ñèëüíåå, íî ïèðàòû 
òîëüêî çàùèùàëèñü, ÷òî äàâàëî ìàëü÷èêàì âîçìîæíîñòü âû-
áèðàòü æåðòâó è íàïàäàòü íà íåå ïî äâîå. Ñëûøàëîñü òîëüêî 
áðÿöàíüå îðóæèÿ è ìîíîòîííûé ñ÷åò Ìàëûøà:

— Ïÿòü... øåñòü... ñåìü... âîñåìü... äåâÿòü... äåñÿòü... îäèí-
íàäöàòü...

Äóìàþ, ñî âñåìè ïèðàòàìè áûëî ïîêîí÷åíî, êîãäà ãðóïïà 
ìàëü÷èøåê îêðóæèëà Êðþêà. Ñíîâà è ñíîâà îíè ïîäõîäèëè 
âñå áëèæå, è ñíîâà è ñíîâà îí îòáðàñûâàë èõ íàçàä. Îí ïîä-
íÿë îäíîãî ìàëü÷èêà è èñïîëüçîâàë åãî êàê ùèò, êîãäà äðóãîé 
ìàëü÷èøêà, òîëüêî ÷òî ïðîíçèâøèé øïàãîé ïèðàòà, âïðûãíóë 
íà ïîëå áîÿ.

— Ñïðÿ÷üòå øïàãè, ðåáÿòà! — âîñêëèêíóë îí. — Ýòîò ÷å-
ëîâåê ìîé!

Òàê Êðþê ñòîëêíóëñÿ ñ Ïèòåðîì ëèöîì ê ëèöó. Äîëãîå âðå-
ìÿ âðàãè ñìîòðåëè äðóã íà äðóãà.

— Èòàê, Ïýí, — íàêîíåö ïðîèçíåñ Êðþê, — ýòî âñå òâîèõ 
ðóê äåëî.

— Äà, Äæåéìñ Êðþê, — ïðîçâó÷àë ñóðîâûé îòâåò, — ýòî 
âñå ìîèõ ðóê äåëî.

— Ñàìîäîâîëüíûé è èñïîð÷åííûé þíîøà, — ñêàçàë 
Êðþê, — ïðèãîòîâüñÿ âñòðåòèòü ñâîþ ñóäüáó.
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“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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— Çëîé è ìðà÷íûé ÷åëîâåê, — îòâåòèë Ïèòåð, — ÿ íàïà-
äàþ.

Ñíà÷àëà íè ó îäíîé ñòîðîíû ïðåèìóùåñòâà íå áûëî. Êðþê 
ñòàðàëñÿ ïîäîéòè ïîáëèæå è âñàäèòü ñâîé êðþê â Ïèòåðà, íî 
òîò ïðèãíóëñÿ è âîíçèë åìó øïàãó â ðåáðà. Ïðè âèäå ñîáñòâåí-
íîé êðîâè, ÷åãî, êàê âû ïîìíèòå, îí íå ïåðåíîñèë, Êðþê âû-
ðîíèë èç ðóê øïàãó.

— Íó æå! — çàêðè÷àëè ìàëü÷èøêè, íî Ïèòåð ñäåëàë áëàãî-
ðîäíûé æåñò, ïðåäëîæèâ ñîïåðíèêó ïîäíÿòü øïàãó. Êðþê òàê 
è ïîñòóïèë, ñ óæàñîì ïîíèìàÿ, ÷òî Ïèòåð ïðîäåìîíñòðèðîâàë 
õîðîøèå ìàíåðû.

— Êòî òû òàêîé, Ïýí? — âñêðè÷àë Êðþê.

— ß ìîëîäîñòü, ÿ ðàäîñòü, — îòâåòèë Ïèòåð. — ß ìàëåíü-
êèé ïòåíåö, âûëóïèâøèéñÿ èç ñâîåé ñêîðëóïû.

Êîíå÷íî, òî áûë âçäîð, íî äëÿ íåñ÷àñòíîãî Êðþêà ýòî ñòàëî 
äîêàçàòåëüñòâîì, ÷òî Ïèòåð íå çíàë, ÷òî îí èç ñåáÿ ïðåäñòàâëÿ-
åò, à ýòî âåðíûé ïðèçíàê õîðîøåãî âîñïèòàíèÿ.

Òåïåðü Êðþê ïðîäîëæàë áîé áåçî âñÿêîé íàäåæäû. Åãî 
ñòðàñòíîå ñåðäöå áîëüøå íå æåëàëî æèòü, îíî ëèøü õîòåëî 
óâèäåòü, ÷òî Ïèòåð äóðíî âîñïèòàí, ïðåæäå ÷åì îõëàäåòü íà-
âå÷íî.

Äæåéìñ Êðþê, òû áûë íå ëèøåí ãåðîèçìà, ïðîùàé.

Âåäü ïðèøåë åãî ïîñëåäíèé ÷àñ.

Óâèäåâ, ÷òî Ïèòåð ìåäëåííî ïðèáëèæàåòñÿ ê íåìó ñ êèíæà-
ëîì, Êðþê âñïðûãíóë íà ôàëüøáîðò, ÷òîáû áðîñèòüñÿ â ìîðå. 
Îí íå çíàë, ÷òî òàì åãî óæå ïîäæèäàåò êðîêîäèëèöà.

Åìó âûïàë ïîñëåäíèé ìîìåíò òðèóìôà. Êîãäà îí ñòîÿë íà 
ôàëüøáîðòå, îãëÿäûâàÿñü íà Ïèòåðà, îí æåñòîì ïðåäëîæèë 
äàòü åìó ïèíêà. Ýòî çàñòàâèëî Ïèòåðà ïíóòü åãî íîãîé âìåñòî 
òîãî, ÷òîáû óäàðèòü êèíæàëîì.
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“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.
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— Äóðíîå âîñïèòàíèå, — íàñìåøëèâî çàêðè÷àë Êðþê è äî-
âîëüíûé óïàë ê êðîêîäèëèöå.

Òàê ïîãèá Äæåéìñ Êðþê.

— Ñåìíàäöàòü! — êðèêíóë Ìàëûø, íî îí íåìíîãî îøèáñÿ 
â öèôðàõ. Â òó íî÷ü çà ñâîè ïðåñòóïëåíèÿ ïîïëàòèëèñü æèç-
íüþ ïÿòíàäöàòü ïèðàòîâ, íî äâîèì óäàëîñü äîáðàòüñÿ äî áåðå-
ãà: Ñòàðêè ïîïàë â ïëåí ê èíäåéöàì, êîòîðûå çàñòàâèëè åãî 
íÿí÷èòü äåòåé; à Ñìè ñ òåõ ïîð áðîäèë ïî ñâåòó â ñâîèõ î÷êàõ, 
ðàññêàçûâàÿ, ÷òî îí åäèíñòâåííûé ÷åëîâåê, êîòîðîãî áîÿëñÿ 
Äæåç Êðþê.

Âåíäè, ðàçóìååòñÿ, îñòàâàëàñü â ñòîðîíå, íå ïðèíèìàÿ ó÷àñ-
òèÿ â áèòâå, õîòÿ îíà è ñìîòðåëà íà Ïèòåðà ñèÿþùèìè ãëàçà-
ìè. Íî òåïåðü, êîãäà âñå çàêîí÷èëîñü, îíà ñíîâà âûøëà íà ïåð-
âûé ïëàí. Îíà ïîõâàëèëà ìàëü÷èêîâ, à çàòåì îòâåëà â êàþòó 
Êðþêà è óêàçàëà íà ÷àñû, âèñåâøèå íà ãâîçäå. Îíè ïîêàçûâàëè 
ïîëîâèíó âòîðîãî íî÷è!

Îíà áûñòðî óëîæèëà èõ ñïàòü â êðîâàòè ïèðàòîâ; âñåõ, êðî-
ìå Ïèòåðà, êîòîðûé ðàñõàæèâàë ïî ïàëóáå, ïîêà íàêîíåö íå 
çàñíóë âîçëå Äëèííîãî Òîìà. Â òó íî÷ü åìó ñíèëèñü æóòêèå 
ñíû, îí êðè÷àë, à Âåíäè êðåïêî åãî îáíèìàëà.
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The Return Home

Возвращение домой

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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Ñ ðàííåãî óòðà âñå óæå áûëè íà íîãàõ. Ìàëü÷èøêè íàäåëè 
ïèðàòñêóþ îäåæäó, îáðåçàâ åå ïî êîëåíî, ÷èñòî ïîáðèëèñü 

è õîäèëè ïî ïàëóáå âðàçâàëêó êàê çàïðàâñêèå ìîðÿêè.

Íå íóæíî ãîâîðèòü, êòî áûë êàïèòàíîì. Ïåðûøêî è Äæîí 
ñòàëè åãî ïåðâûì è âòîðûì ïîìîùíèêàìè. Òàêæå íà áîðòó íà-
õîäèëàñü æåíùèíà. Îñòàëüíûå áûëè ïðîñòûìè ìàòðîñàìè è 
ïîìåùàëèñü â êóáðèêå. Áûëî îòäàíî íåñêîëüêî ÷åòêèõ ïðèêà-
çîâ, è îíè ðàçâåðíóëè êîðàáëü, äåðæà êóðñ íà ìàòåðèê.

Êàïèòàí Ïýí âû÷èñëèë, ñâåðèâøèñü ñ êîðàáåëüíîé êàð-
òîé, ÷òî ïðè òàêîé ïîãîäå îíè äîñòèãíóò Àçîðñêèõ îñòðîâîâ 
ê äâàäöàòü ïåðâîìó èþíÿ, ïîñëå ÷åãî, ÷òîáû ñáåðå÷ü âðåìÿ, 
ïîëåòÿò.

Íåêîòîðûå õîòåëè, ÷òîáû ýòî áûë ÷åñòíûé êîðàáëü, äðóãèå 
áûëè çà òî, ÷òîáû îí îñòàâàëñÿ ïèðàòñêèì. Îáùåå âïå÷àòëåíèå 
áûëî òàêèì: Ïèòåð ÷åñòåí òîëüêî äëÿ òîãî, ÷òîáû óñûïèòü ïî-
äîçðåíèÿ Âåíäè, è, âîçìîæíî, âñå èçìåíèòñÿ, êîãäà áóäåò ãîòîâ 
íîâûé êîñòþì, êîòîðûé îíà, ïðîòèâ ñâîåé âîëè, øèëà åìó èç 
äè÷àéøèõ íàðÿäîâ Êðþêà. Ïîçæå îíè øåïòàëèñü ìåæäó ñîáîé, 
÷òî â ïåðâóþ íî÷ü, êîãäà îí íàäåë ýòîò êîñòþì, Ïèòåð ñèäåë 
â êàþòå ñ ìóíäøòóêîì Êðþêà â çóáàõ, ñæàâ â êóëàê âñå ïàëü-
öû, êðîìå óêàçàòåëüíîãî, êîòîðûé îí ñîãíóë è óãðîæàþùå âû-
ñòàâèë âïåðåä, ñëîâíî êðþê.
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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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Âìåñòî òîãî ÷òîáû ñëåäèòü çà êîðàáëåì, ìû ñåé÷àñ äîëæ-
íû âåðíóòüñÿ â îäèíîêèé äîì, èç êîòîðîãî òðîå íàøèõ áåññåð-
äå÷íûõ ãåðîåâ òàê äàâíî óëåòåëè. Ìíå êàæåòñÿ ïîñòûäíûì 
íàøå ïðåíåáðåæåíèå ê äîìó íîìåð ÷åòûðíàäöàòü; òåì íå ìå-
íåå ìû ìîæåì áûòü óâåðåíû, ÷òî ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã íàñ â ýòîì 
íå  óïðåêíåò.

Åäèíñòâåííîå, ÷òî ìíå î÷åíü õîòåëîñü áû ñäåëàòü, òàê ýòî 
ñêàçàòü åé, ÷òî äåòè âîçâðàùàþòñÿ è òî÷íî ïðèáóäóò â ÷åòâåðã 
âå÷åðîì. Íî ýòî ñîâåðøåííî èñïîðòèëî áû ñþðïðèç, êîòîðûé 
ïðåäâêóøàëè Âåíäè, Äæîí è Ìàéêë. Îíè ïëàíèðîâàëè åãî íà 
êîðàáëå: âîñòîðã ìàìû, ñ÷àñòëèâûé êðèê ïàïû, ïîäïðûãèâàþ-
ùóþ â âîçäóõå Íýíó, õîòÿ èì ñëåäîâàëî áû ãîòîâèòüñÿ ê õîðî-
øåé ïîðêå.

Âñå êðîâàòêè ïðîâåòðåíû, ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã íèêîãäà íå âû-
õîäèò èç äîìà, è, ñìîòðèòå, îêíî îòêðûòî. Ïîýòîìó ìû ñïîêîé-
íî ìîæåì âåðíóòüñÿ íà êîðàáëü. Õîòÿ, ðàç óæ ìû çäåñü, ìîæíî 
îñòàòüñÿ è ïîíàáëþäàòü.

Â äåòñêîé òîëüêî îäíà ïåðåìåíà: ñ äåâÿòè äî øåñòè êîíóðû 
òàì áîëüøå íåò. Êîãäà äåòè óëåòåëè, ìèñòåð Äàðëèíã îñîçíàë 
ñâîþ âèíó — âåäü ýòî îí ïîñàäèë Íýíó íà öåïü — è òî, ÷òî îò 
íà÷àëà è äî êîíöà îíà áûëà ìóäðåå åãî. Êîíå÷íî, êàê ìû âñå 
óæå çíàåì, îí áûë ïðîñòîäóøíûì ÷åëîâåêîì è äàæå ìîã áû 
ñîéòè çà ìàëü÷èêà, åñëè áû ñóìåë èçáàâèòüñÿ îò ëûñèíû. Íî 
ó íåãî òàêæå áûëî ÷óâñòâî ñïðàâåäëèâîñòè è ëüâèíàÿ îòâàãà, 
÷òîáû äåëàòü òî, ÷òî êàçàëîñü åìó ïðàâèëüíûì. Ïîýòîìó ïîñëå 
òîãî, êàê äåòè óëåòåëè, îí âñòàë íà ÷åòâåðåíüêè è çàïîëç â êî-
íóðó. Íà âñå óãîâîðû ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã âûéòè îòòóäà îí ïå÷àëü-
íî, íî òâåðäî îòâå÷àë:

— Íåò, ìîå ìåñòî çäåñü.

Îí ïîêëÿëñÿ, ÷òî íå ïîêèíåò êîíóðû, ïîêà íå âåðíóòñÿ 
äåòè. È íå áûëî ÷åëîâåêà ñìèðåííåå, ÷åì ãîðäûé Äæîðäæ 
Äàðëèíã, êîãäà îí ñèäåë â êîíóðå ïî âå÷åðàì, áåñåäóÿ ñî ñâîåé 
æåíîé î äåòÿõ.

Î÷åíü òðîãàòåëüíûì ñòàëî åãî óâàæåíèå ê Íýíå. Îí íå ïîç-
âîëÿë åé âåðíóòüñÿ â êîíóðó, íî â îñòàëüíîì îí èñïîëíÿë àá-
ñîëþòíî âñå åå æåëàíèÿ.
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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.

“O 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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Êàæäîå óòðî áóäêó ñ ìèñòåðîì Äàðëèíãîì ïåðåíîñèëè â 
êåá, êîòîðûé îòâîçèë åãî íà ðàáîòó; òàêèì æå îáðàçîì îí âîç-
âðàùàëñÿ äîìîé ê øåñòè ÷àñàì. Ñèëó õàðàêòåðà ýòîãî ÷åëîâå-
êà ìîæíî ïîíÿòü, åñëè âñïîìíèòü, êàê ÷óâñòâèòåëåí îí áûë 
ê ìíåíèþ ñîñåäåé. Â äóøå îí, êîíå÷íî, ñòðàäàë, íî ñîõðàíÿë 
âíåøíåå ñïîêîéñòâèå, äàæå êîãäà äåòè çëîñëîâèëè ïî ïîâîäó 
åãî ìàëåíüêîãî äîìèêà; è îí âñåãäà ïðèâåòñòâåííî ïîäíèìàë 
øëÿïó, åñëè âíóòðü çàãëÿäûâàëà äàìà.

Âñêîðå âñå óçíàëè ïðè÷èíó, è ñåðäöà ëþäåé áûëè òðîíó-
òû. Òîëïû ëþäåé ñëåäîâàëè çà êåáîì, ñèìïàòè÷íûå äåâóøêè 
îñàæäàëè åãî, ÷òîáû ïîëó÷èòü àâòîãðàô; èíòåðâüþ î íåì ïîÿâ-
ëÿëèñü â ñàìûõ ëó÷øèõ ãàçåòàõ, ëþäè ïðèãëàøàëè åãî íà îáåä, 
äîáàâëÿÿ ïðè ýòîì: «Íåïðåìåííî ïðèåçæàéòå â êîíóðå!»

Â òîò çíàìåíàòåëüíûé ÷åòâåðã ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã ñèäåëà â äåò-
ñêîé, îæèäàÿ Äæîðäæà ñ ðàáîòû, è ãëàçà ýòîé æåíùèíû áûëè 
ïîëíû ïå÷àëè. Äóìàþ, ÿ íå ìîãó ñêàçàòü î íåé íè÷åãî ïëîõîãî. 
Îíà ñëèøêîì ñèëüíî ëþáèëà ñâîèõ íåãîäíûõ äåòåé è íè÷åãî íå 
ìîãëà ñ ýòèì ïîäåëàòü. Êîìó-òî áîëüøå âñåõ íðàâèòñÿ Ïèòåð, 
êîìó-òî — Âåíäè, íî ìíå áîëüøå âñåãî íðàâèòñÿ ìèññèñ Äàð-
ëèíã. Ïîëàãàþ, ÷òîáû ñäåëàòü åå ñ÷àñòëèâîé, ìû øåïíåì åé, 
ïîêà îíà ñïèò, ÷òî äåòè âîçâðàùàþòñÿ. Îíè âñåãî â äâóõ ìèëÿõ 
îò îêíà è ëåòÿò î÷åíü áûñòðî, íî íàì íóæíî òîëüêî øåïíóòü 
åé, ÷òî îíè óæå â ïóòè.

Çðÿ ìû ýòî ñäåëàëè, ïîòîìó ÷òî îíà ïîäñêî÷èëà è ïîçâàëà 
èõ, à â êîìíàòå íå áûëî íèêîãî, êðîìå Íýíû.

— Îõ, Íýíà, ìíå ïðèñíèëîñü, ÷òî ìîè äîðîãèå âåðíóëèñü.

Ó Íýíû â ãëàçàõ ñòîÿëè ñëåçû, íî îíà ñìîãëà ëèøü ìÿã-
êî ïîëîæèòü ñâîþ ëàïó íà êîëåíè õîçÿéêè. Òàê è ñèäåëè îíè 
âìåñòå, êîãäà ïðèâåçëè êîíóðó. Ìèñòåð Äàðëèíã âûñóíóë ãî-
ëîâó, ÷òîáû ïîöåëîâàòü æåíó, è ìîæíî áûëî óâèäåòü, ÷òî åãî 
ëèöî ñòàëî áîëåå èçìó÷åííûì, ÷åì ðàíüøå, è îíî ïðèîáðåëî 
áîëåå êðîòêîå âûðàæåíèå.

Îí îòäàë ñâîþ øëÿïó Ëèçå, êîòîðàÿ ñ ïðåçðåíèåì åå âçÿëà; 
ó íåå âåäü íå áûëî âîîáðàæåíèÿ, è îíà áûëà íåñïîñîáíà ïîíÿòü 
ìîòèâû òàêîãî ÷åëîâåêà. Ñíàðóæè âñå åùå îäîáðèòåëüíî øóìå-
ëà òîëïà, ñîïðîâîæäàâøàÿ êåá, è åñòåñòâåííî, ìèñòåð Äàðëèíã 
íå ìîã îñòàâàòüñÿ ê ýòîìó ðàâíîäóøíûì.
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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.”

“O 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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— Ïîñëóøàé, — ñêàçàë îí, — êàê æå ýòî ïðèÿòíî.

— Òîëïà ìàëü÷èøåê, — óñìåõíóëàñü Ëèçà.

— Ñåãîäíÿ áûëî íåñêîëüêî âçðîñëûõ, — ñêàçàë îí åé, 
âñïûõíóâ. Óñïåõ â îáùåñòâå íå èñïîðòèë åãî, à ñäåëàë ìÿã÷å. 
Íåêîòîðîå âðåìÿ îí ñèäåë, âûñóíóâ ãîëîâó èç êîíóðû, è ãîâî-
ðèë ñ ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã îá ýòîì óñïåõå, ñæèìàÿ åå ðóêó.

Çàòåì, êîãäà åãî ñòàëî êëîíèòü êî ñíó, îí ñâåðíóëñÿ â êî-
íóðå êëóáêîì.

— Òû íå ïîèãðàåøü ìíå, — ïîïðîñèë îí,  — íà ïèàíèíî 
â äåòñêîé?

È ïîêà îíà øëà ïî äåòñêîé, îí áåçäóìíî ïðèáàâèë:
— È çàêðîé òî îêíî, ìíå õîëîäíî.

— Àõ, Äæîðäæ, íèêîãäà íå ïðîñè ìåíÿ îá ýòîì. Îêíî âñåã-
äà äîëæíî îñòàâàòüñÿ äëÿ íèõ îòêðûòûì, âñåãäà, âñåãäà.

Òåïåðü îí óìîëÿë åå î ïðîùåíèè. Îíà ïîøëà â äåòñêóþ è 
ñòàëà èãðàòü, è âñêîðå îí óñíóë. À ïîêà îí ñïàë, â êîìíàòó 
âëåòåëè Âåíäè, Äæîí è Ìàéêë.

Àõ, íåò. Ìû ýòî íàïèñàëè, íàâåðíîå, ïîòîìó, ÷òî òàê ñïëà-
íèðîâàëè äåòè äî òîãî, êàê ìû ïîêèíóëè êîðàáëü. Íî ñ òåõ 
ïîð, äîëæíî áûòü, ÷òî-òî ïðîèçîøëî, ïîòîìó ÷òî âìåñòî äåòåé 
â êîìíàòó âëåòåëè Ïèòåð è Òèíêåð Áåëë.

Ïåðâûå æå ñëîâà Ïèòåðà âñå ïðîÿñíèëè.

— Áûñòðåå, Òèíê, — çàøåïòàë îí. — Çàêðîé îêíî! Âîò òàê. 
Òåïåðü íàì íàäî âûéòè ÷åðåç äâåðü. Êîãäà Âåíäè ïðèëåòèò, îíà 
ïîäóìàåò, ÷òî ìàìà ïðî íåå çàáûëà, è åé ïðèäåòñÿ âåðíóòüñÿ 
ñî ìíîé.

Òåïåðü ÿ ïîíèìàþ, ÷òî ìåíÿ ñìóùàëî è ïî÷åìó Ïèòåð íå 
âåðíóëñÿ íà îñòðîâ, êîãäà èñòðåáèë ïèðàòîâ, âåäü ñ äåòüìè íà 
ìàòåðèê ìîãëà ïîëåòåòü Òèíê. Îí çàäóìàë ýòó õèòðîñòü ñ ñà-
ìîãî íà÷àëà.



The Return Home


238

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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Îí íå ÷óâñòâîâàë, ÷òî ïîñòóïàåò äóðíî, âìåñòî ýòîãî îí çà-
ïëÿñàë îò ðàäîñòè, à ïîòîì çàãëÿíóë â äåòñêóþ, ÷òîáû ïîñìîò-
ðåòü, êòî òàì èãðàåò. Îí øåïíóë Òèíê:

— Ýòî ìàìà Âåíäè! Îíà êðàñèâàÿ, íî íå òàêàÿ êðàñèâàÿ, 
êàê ìîÿ ìàìà. Ó íåå íà ãóáàõ ìíîãî íàïåðñòêîâ, íî ìåíüøå, 
÷åì áûëî ó ìîåé.

Êîíå÷íî, îí âîîáùå íè÷åãî íå ïîìíèë î ñâîåé ìàìå, íî 
èíîãäà îí åþ õâàñòàëñÿ.

— Âàì íèêîãäà áîëüøå íå óâèäåòü Âåíäè, ëåäè, îêíî-òî çà-
ïåðòî! — çàêðè÷àë Ïèòåð òîðæåñòâóþùå.

Îí ñíîâà çàãëÿíóë ïîñìîòðåòü, ïî÷åìó ïðåêðàòèëàñü ìóçû-
êà, è óâèäåë, ÷òî ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã óðîíèëà ãîëîâó íà ïèàíèíî, 
à â ãëàçàõ ó íåå áûëè ñëåçû.

«Îíà õî÷åò, ÷òîáû ÿ îòêðûë îêíî, — ïîäóìàë Ïèòåð. — Íî 
ÿ íå îòêðîþ!»

Îí ïîñìîòðåë íà íåå ñíîâà, ñëåçû áûëè íà ìåñòå.

«Îíà óæàñíî ëþáèò Âåíäè», — ñêàçàë îí ñàìîìó ñåáå. Îí 
ðàçîçëèëñÿ — êàê îíà íå ïîíèìàåò, ïî÷åìó Âåíäè íåëüçÿ áûòü 
ñ íåé.

Ïðè÷èíà áûëà ïðîñòà:
— ß òîæå ëþáëþ åå. Íî îíà íå ìîæåò äîñòàòüñÿ íàì îáîèì, 

ëåäè.

Íî ëåäè íå ñìèðèëàñü áû ñ ýòèì, è Ïèòåð ïî÷óâñòâîâàë ñåáÿ 
íåñ÷àñòíûì.

— À, ëàäíî, — ñêàçàë îí, íàêîíåö, è îòêðûë îêíî. — Ïîëå-
òåëè, Òèíê, — ïðîêðè÷àë îí.  — Íå íóæíû íàì ýòè äóðàöêèå 
ìàìû!

È îí óëåòåë.

Òàê Âåíäè, Äæîí è Ìàéêë âñå æå ïðèëåòåëè ê îòêðûòîìó 
îêíó, õîòÿ, êîíå÷íî, îíè ñîâñåì ýòîãî íå çàñëóæèâàëè. Îíè 
ïðèçåìëèëèñü íà ïîë, íå èñïûòûâàÿ íèêàêîãî ÷óâñòâà âèíû. 
Ñàìûé ìëàäøèé óæå ïî÷òè çàáûë ñâîé äîì.
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“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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— Äæîí, — ñêàçàë îí, íåóâåðåííî îñìàòðèâàÿñü, — êàæåò-
ñÿ, ÿ áûë çäåñü ðàíüøå.

— Êîíå÷íî, áûë, äóðà÷îê. Âîò òâîÿ ñòàðàÿ êðîâàòü.

— È ïðàâäà, — ñêàçàë Ìàéêë.

— Ñìîòðèòå, — çàêðè÷àë Äæîí. — Êîíóðà!
È êèíóëñÿ ê íåé çàãëÿíóòü âíóòðü.

— Ìîæåò áûòü, òàì Íýíà, — ñêàçàëà Âåíäè.

Íî Äæîí ïðèñâèñòíóë.
— Çäðàâñòâóéòå, — ñêàçàë îí. — Òàì âíóòðè ÷åëîâåê.

— Ýòî æå ïàïà! — âîñêëèêíóëà Âåíäè.

— Ïîêàæèòå ìíå ïàïó! — çàâîïèë Ìàéêë è âñìîòðåëñÿ â 
íåãî. — Îí íå òàêîé áîëüøîé, êàê ïèðàò, êîòîðîãî ÿ óáèë, — 
ñêàçàë îí ñ ðàçî÷àðîâàíèåì.

ß ðàä, ÷òî ìèñòåð Äàðëèíã ñïàë; áûëî áû ïå÷àëüíî, åñëè áû 
ýòè ñëîâà ñòàëè ïåðâûì, ÷òî îí óñëûøàë îò ñâîåãî ìàëåíüêîãî 
Ìàéêëà.

Âåíäè è Äæîí óäèâèëèñü, óâèäåâ îòöà â êîíóðå.

— Òî÷íî, — ñêàçàë Äæîí, ñëîâíî óòðàòèâ äîâåðèå ê ñâîåé 
ïàìÿòè, — îí ðàíüøå íå ñïàë â êîíóðå.

— Äæîí, — íåóâåðåííî ñêàçàëà Âåíäè, — íàâåðíîå, ìû ïîì-
íèì íàøó ïðåæíþþ æèçíü íå òàê õîðîøî, êàê ìû äóìàëè.

Èì ñòàëî íå ïî ñåáå, è ïîäåëîì.

— Êàê áåñïå÷íî ñ ìàìèíîé ñòîðîíû, — ñêàçàë ìîëîäîé íå-
ãîäíèê Äæîí, — íå áûòü çäåñü, êîãäà ìû âåðíóëèñü.

È òóò ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã îïÿòü çàèãðàëà.
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“It’s mother!” cried Wendy.

“So it is!” said John.

“Then are you not really our mother, Wendy?” asked Michael, 
who was sleepy.

“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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— Ýòî ìàìà! — çàêðè÷àëà Âåíäè.

— Òî÷íî! — ïîäòâåðäèë Äæîí.

— Çíà÷èò, òû íå íàñòîÿùàÿ íàøà ìàìà, Âåíäè? — ñïðîñèë 
ñîííûé Ìàéêë.

— Î, áîæå! — âîñêëèêíóëà Âåíäè, âïåðâûå ïî-íàñòîÿùåìó 
óñòûäèâøèñü, — ìû âåðíóëèñü êàê ðàç âîâðåìÿ.

— Äàâàéòå ïîäêðàäåìñÿ, — ïðåäëîæèë Äæîí, — è çàêðîåì 
åé ðóêàìè ãëàçà?

Íî ó Âåíäè, êîòîðàÿ ïîíèìàëà, ÷òî ðàäîñòíûå íîâîñòè íàäî 
ïðåïîäíîñèòü áîëåå äåëèêàòíî, áûë ïëàí ïîëó÷øå.

— Äàâàéòå òèõîíüêî ëÿæåì â êðîâàòè è áóäåì òàì, êîãäà 
îíà çàéäåò, áóäòî ìû íèêóäà íå óëåòàëè.

È êîãäà ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã çàøëà â äåòñêóþ, ÷òîáû ïðîâå-
ðèòü, óñíóë ëè åå ìóæ, êðîâàòè áûëè çàíÿòû. Äåòè æäàëè åå 
ðàäîñòíîãî êðèêà, íî åãî íå ïîñëåäîâàëî. Îíà óâèäåëà èõ, íî íå 
ïîâåðèëà, ÷òî ýòî îíè. Ïîíèìàåòå, îíà òàê ÷àñòî â ñâîèõ ñíàõ 
âèäåëà èõ â êðîâàòêàõ, ÷òî ðåøèëà, áóäòî åé ñíèòñÿ ñîí.

Îíà ïðèñåëà íà ñòóë ó êàìèíà.

Äåòè íè÷åãî íå ïîíèìàëè, è õîëîäíûé óæàñ îõâàòèë âñåõ 
òðîèõ.

— Ìàìà! — çàêðè÷àëà Âåíäè.

— Ýòî Âåíäè, — ñêàçàëà îíà, ïî-ïðåæíåìó óâåðåííàÿ, ÷òî 
åé ñíèòñÿ ñîí.

— Ìàìà!

— À ýòî Äæîí, — ñêàçàëà îíà.

— Ìàìà! — çàêðè÷àë Ìàéêë. Òåïåðü îí åå óçíàë.
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“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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ìàëåíüêèì ýãîèñòè÷íûì äåòÿì. Äà, Âåíäè, Äæîí è Ìàéêë âû-
ñêîëüçíóëè èç ñâîèõ êðîâàòåé è áðîñèëèñü ê íåé.

— Äæîðäæ, Äæîðäæ! — âñêðè÷àëà îíà, êîãäà ñìîãëà çàãî-
âîðèòü. È ìèñòåð Äàðëèíã ïðîñíóëñÿ, ÷òîáû ðàçäåëèòü ñ íåé 
ðàäîñòü; òóò æå âáåæàëà Íýíà. Íå áûëî íà ñâåòå çðåëèùà ÷ó-
äåñíåå, íî åãî íå âèäåë íèêòî, êðîìå ìàëåíüêîãî ìàëü÷èêà, 
êîòîðûé ïðèñòàëüíî ñìîòðåë ÷åðåç îêíî. Îí çíàë ìíîãî ðàäîñ-
òåé, êîòîðûå áûëè íåâåäîìû äðóãèì äåòÿì; íî ñåé÷àñ îí âèäåë 
åäèíñòâåííóþ ðàäîñòü, êîòîðîé ëèøèë ñåáÿ íàâñåãäà.
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When Wendy Grew Up

Когда Венди выросла

I 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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Í àäåþñü, âû õîòèòå óçíàòü, ÷òî ñòàëî ñ äðóãèìè ìàëü÷èêà-
ìè. Îíè æäàëè âíèçó, ÷òîáû äàòü Âåíäè âðåìÿ âñå îáú-

ÿñíèòü; à êîãäà äîñ÷èòàëè äî ïÿòèñîò, âîøëè. Îíè ïîäíÿëèñü 
ïî ëåñòíèöå, ðåøèâ, ÷òî ýòî ïðîèçâåäåò õîðîøåå âïå÷àòëåíèå. 
Ìàëü÷èêè âûñòðîèëèñü â ðÿä ïåðåä ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã, ñíÿâ 
øëÿïû è ñîæàëåÿ, ÷òî íà íèõ ïèðàòñêàÿ îäåæäà. Îíè íè÷åãî 
íå ãîâîðèëè, íî ãëàçàìè óìîëÿëè èõ âçÿòü. Èì ñëåäîâàëî áû 
ñìîòðåòü òàê è íà ìèñòåðà Äàðëèíãà, íî ïðî íåãî îíè ïî÷åìó-
òî çàáûëè.

Êîíå÷íî, ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã ñðàçó ñêàçàëà, ÷òî âîçüìåò èõ; íî 
ìèñòåð Äàðëèíã êàê-òî ñòðàííî çàãðóñòèë. Ìàëü÷èêè ïîíÿëè: 
îí ñ÷èòàåò, ÷òî øåñòåðî — ýòî ñëèøêîì ìíîãî.

— Äîëæåí ñêàçàòü, — îáðàòèëñÿ îí ê Âåíäè, — ÷òî òû íè-
÷åãî íå äåëàåøü íàïîëîâèíó.

Ïåðâûé Áëèçíåö áûë ãîðäûì, è îí ñïðîñèë, âñïûõíóâ:
— Âû äóìàåòå, íàñ ñëèøêîì ìíîãî, ñýð? Åñëè òàê, ìû ìî-

æåì óéòè.

— Ïàïà! — âîñêëèêíóëà ïîòðÿñåííàÿ Âåíäè.
Îí ïîíèìàë, ÷òî âåäåò ñåáÿ íåäîñòîéíî, íî íè÷åãî íå ìîã 

ñ ýòèì ïîäåëàòü.
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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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— Ìû ìîæåì ñïàòü, ñëîæèâøèñü âäâîå, — ñêàçàë Ïåðûøêî.

— ß âñåãäà ñòðèãó èõ ñàìà, — äîáàâèëà Âåíäè.

— Äæîðäæ! — âîñêëèêíóëà ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã, êîòîðîé áîëü-
íî áûëî âèäåòü, êàê åå ëþáèìûé ìóæ âûñòàâëÿåò ñåáÿ â íåâû-
ãîäíîì ñâåòå.

Òóò îí çàïëàêàë, è ïðàâäà âûøëà íàðóæó. Îí áûë ðàä ïðè-
íÿòü èõ òàê æå, êàê è îíà, íî îí äóìàë, ÷òî èì ñëåäîâàëî áû 
ñïðîñèòü è åãî ñîãëàñèÿ, à íå îáðàùàòüñÿ ñ íèì êàê ñ ïóñòûì 
ìåñòîì â åãî ñîáñòâåííîì äîìå.

Âûÿñíèëîñü, ÷òî íèêòî íå ñ÷èòàë åãî ïóñòûì ìåñòîì, è îí 
áûë óäîâëåòâîðåí. Îí ñêàçàë, ÷òî óñòðîèò èõ âñåõ â ãîñòèíîé, 
åñëè îíè òàì ïîìåñòÿòñÿ.

— Ìû ïîìåñòèìñÿ, ñýð, — çàâåðèëè îíè åãî.

— Òîãäà çà ìíîé, — ðàäîñòíî çàêðè÷àë îí. — Èìåéòå â âèäó, 
ÿ íå óâåðåí, ÷òî ó íàñ åñòü ãîñòèíàÿ, íî ìû ïðåäñòàâèì, áóäòî 
åñòü, âåäü ýòî îäíî è òî æå. Îïëÿ!

Îí âûøåë, ïðèòàíöîâûâàÿ, è âñå äåòè çàêðè÷àëè «Îïëÿ!» 
è óñòðåìèëèñü çà íèì â ïîèñêàõ ãîñòèíîé. Íå ïîìíþ, îòûñêàëè 
ëè îíè åå, íî, ïî êðàéíåé ìåðå, êàæäûé íàøåë ñåáå óãîë.

×òî æå äî Ïèòåðà, îí óâèäåëñÿ ñ Âåíäè åùå ðàç, ïåðåä òåì, 
êàê óëåòåòü. Îí íå ïðèáëèæàëñÿ ê îêíó, à ëåòàë ìèìî òàê, ÷òî-
áû Âåíäè ìîãëà îòêðûòü îêíî è ïîçâàòü åãî, åñëè áû çàõîòåëà. 
×òî îíà è ñäåëàëà.

— Ïðîùàé, Âåíäè, — ñêàçàë îí.

— Î, áîæå, òû óëåòàåøü?

— Äà.

— Òåáå íå êàæåòñÿ, Ïèòåð, — ñêàçàëà îíà íåóâåðåííî, — 
÷òî òåáå ñëåäîâàëî áû ñêàçàòü ìîèì ðîäèòåëÿì î ÷åì-òî î÷åíü 
ïðèÿòíîì?
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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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— Íåò.

— Ýòî êàñàåòñÿ ìåíÿ, Ïèòåð?

— Íåò.

Ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã ïîäîøëà ê îêíó, òåïåðü îíà íå ñïóñêàëà 
ãëàç ñ Âåíäè. Îíà ñêàçàëà Ïèòåðó, ÷òî óñûíîâèëà âñåõ ìàëü-
÷èêîâ è ñ óäîâîëüñòâèåì óñûíîâèëà áû è åãî.

— È âû îòïðàâèòå ìåíÿ â øêîëó? — õèòðî îñâåäîìèëñÿ îí.

— Äà.

— À ïîòîì íà ðàáîòó?

— Ïîëàãàþ, äà.

— È ÿ ñêîðî ñòàíó ìóæ÷èíîé?

— Î÷åíü ñêîðî.

— ß íå õî÷ó èäòè â øêîëó è ó÷èòüñÿ òàì áåñïîëåçíûì âå-
ùàì, — îòâåòèë îí åé ñ æàðîì. — È ÿ íå õî÷ó ñòàíîâèòüñÿ 
âçðîñëûì. Î, âäðóã ÿ îäíàæäû ïðîñíóñü ñ áîðîäîé!

— Ïèòåð, — ñêàçàëà óòåøèòåëüíèöà Âåíäè. — ß áóäó ëþ-
áèòü òåáÿ è ñ áîðîäîé.

Ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã ïðîòÿíóëà ê Ïèòåðó ðóêè, íî îí åå îò-
òîëêíóë.

— Íå ïîäõîäèòå, ëåäè, íèêîìó íå ïîéìàòü ìåíÿ è íå ñäå-
ëàòü âçðîñëûì.

— Íî ãäå òû áóäåøü æèòü?

— Ìû ñ Òèíê áóäåì æèòü â äîìèêå, êîòîðûé ïîñòðîèëè äëÿ 
Âåíäè. Ôåè ïîäíèìóò åãî âûñîêî íà âåðõóøêè äåðåâüåâ, ãäå 
îíè ñïÿò ïî íî÷àì.
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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.

“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.

“O 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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— Êàê ìèëî! — êðèêíóëà Âåíäè òàê ãîðÿ÷î, ÷òî ìèññèñ 
Äàðëèíã ñòàëà äåðæàòü åå êðåï÷å.

— ß äóìàëà, âñå ôåè óìåðëè, — ñêàçàëà ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã.

— Ïîñòîÿííî ïîÿâëÿåòñÿ ìíîãî íîâûõ, — îáúÿñíèëà Âåí-
äè, — ïîòîìó ÷òî êîãäà íîâîðîæäåííûé ðåáåíîê âïåðâûå ñìå-
åòñÿ, ðîæäàåòñÿ íîâàÿ ôåÿ, à òàê êàê äåòè ïîñòîÿííî ðîæäàþò-
ñÿ, âñå âðåìÿ ïîÿâëÿþòñÿ íîâûå ôåè.

— Êàê æå ìíå áóäåò âåñåëî, — ñêàçàë Ïèòåð, ïîãëÿäûâàÿ 
íà Âåíäè.

— Íî ïî âå÷åðàì òåáå áóäåò î÷åíü îäèíîêî, — ñêàçàëà îíà.

— Ñî ìíîé áóäåò Òèíê.

— Òèíê íå ïîçàáîòèòñÿ î òåáå, — íàïîìíèëà îíà åìó ÿçâè-
òåëüíî.

— ßáåäà! — âûêðèêíóëà Òèíê îòêóäà-òî èç-çà óãëà.

— Ýòî íåâàæíî, — ñêàçàë Ïèòåð.

— Î, Ïèòåð, òû çíàåøü, ÷òî âàæíî.

— Íó, òîãäà ëåòèì ñî ìíîé.

— Ìîæíî, ìàìî÷êà?

— Êîíå÷íî, íåò. Òû íàêîíåö-òî äîìà, è ÿ õî÷ó, ÷òîáû çäåñü 
òû è îñòàâàëàñü.

— Íî åìó òàê íóæíà ìàìà.

— Êàê è òåáå, ëþáîâü ìîÿ.

— Íó è ëàäíî, — ñêàçàë Ïèòåð, áóäòî îí ïðîñèë åå òîëüêî 
èç âåæëèâîñòè.

Íî ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã çàìåòèëà, êàê ó íåãî çàäðîæàëè ãóáû, 
è ñäåëàëà åìó ëþáåçíîå ïðåäëîæåíèå: îòïóñêàòü Âåíäè ê íåìó 
íà íåäåëþ êàæäûé ãîä äëÿ âåñåííåé óáîðêè.

Ïèòåð óëåòåë è óíåñ ñ ñîáîé ïîöåëóé ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã. Ïî-
öåëóé, êîòîðûé íèêîìó íå äàâàëñÿ, Ïèòåð çàïîëó÷èë áåç òðó-
äà. Ñòðàííî. Íî ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã êàçàëàñü äîâîëüíîé.
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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.

“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?”

“O 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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Êîíå÷íî, âñå ìàëü÷èêè ïîøëè â øêîëó. Ïðîó÷èâøèñü òàì 
íåäåëþ, îíè ïîíÿëè, êàêèìè áûëè ãëóïöàìè, ÷òî íå îñòàëèñü 
íà îñòðîâå, íî áûëî óæå ïîçäíî. Âñêîðå îíè óãîìîíèëèñü è 
ñòàëè òàêèìè æå îáûêíîâåííûìè, êàê ÿ èëè âû. Ãðóñòíî, íî 
íàäî ñêàçàòü, ÷òî óìåíèå ëåòàòü ïîñòåïåííî èõ ïîêèíóëî. À ñî 
âðåìåíåì îíè äàæå íå ìîãëè óãíàòüñÿ çà ñâîèìè øëÿïàìè. Îò-
ñóòñòâèå ïðàêòèêè — âîò êàê îíè ýòî íàçûâàëè; íî íà ñàìîì 
äåëå îíè ïðîñòî ïåðåñòàëè âåðèòü.

Êîãäà Ïèòåð ïðèëåòåë çà Âåíäè â êîíöå ïåðâîãî ãîäà, îíà 
ïîëåòåëà ñ íèì â òîì ïëàòüå, êîòîðîå ñøèëà èç ëèñòüåâ è ÿãîä 
â Íåáûâàëîé ñòðàíå, îïàñàÿñü, ÷òî îí çàìåòèò, êàê îíî êîðîò-
êî. Íî îí íå îáðàòèë íà ýòî íèêàêîãî âíèìàíèÿ, åìó ñëèøêîì 
ìíîãî íàäî áûëî ðàññêàçàòü î ñåáå.

Îíà ñ íåòåðïåíèåì æäàëà çàõâàòûâàþùèõ ðàçãîâîðîâ î ñòà-
ðûõ âðåìåíàõ, íî íîâûå ïðèêëþ÷åíèÿ óæå âûòåñíèëè èõ èç 
åãî ïàìÿòè.

— Êòî òàêîé Êàïèòàí Êðþê? — ñïðîñèë îí ñ èíòåðåñîì, 
êîãäà Âåíäè çàãîâîðèëà ïðî åãî âðàãà.

— Ðàçâå òû íå ïîìíèøü, — óäèâëåííî ñïðîñèëà îíà, — êàê 
òû óáèë åãî è ñïàñ íàì æèçíü?

— ß çàáûâàþ î íèõ ñðàçó ïîñëå òîãî, êàê óáèâàþ, — îòâå-
òèë îí áåçðàçëè÷íî.

Êîãäà îíà âûðàçèëà ðîáêóþ íàäåæäó, ÷òî Òèíêåð Áåëë îá-
ðàäîâàëàñü áû åé, îí ñïðîñèë:

— Êòî òàêàÿ Òèíêåð Áåëë?

— Àõ, Ïèòåð! — îøåëîìëåííî âîñêëèêíóëà Âåíäè, íî îí íå 
âñïîìíèë, äàæå êîãäà îíà åìó îáúÿñíèëà.

— Èõ âåäü òàê ìíîãî, — ñêàçàë îí. — Äóìàþ, åå óæå íåò.

È ÿ äóìàþ, îí áûë ïðàâ, âåäü ôåè æèâóò íåäîëãî, íî îíè 
òàêèå ìàëåíüêèå, ÷òî èõ êîðîòêàÿ æèçíü êàæåòñÿ èì î÷åíü 
äëèííîé.
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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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Âåíäè òàêæå áûëî áîëüíî óçíàòü, ÷òî ãîä ïðîøåë äëÿ Ïè-
òåðà, êàê îäèí äåíü, åé æå îí ïîêàçàëñÿ î÷åíü äîëãèì èç-çà 
òîãî, ÷òî îíà æäàëà. Íî îí áûë òàê æå î÷àðîâàòåëåí, êàê âñåã-
äà, è âåñåííÿÿ óáîðêà â äîìèêå íà âåðõóøêå äåðåâà ïðîøëà 
÷óäåñíî.

Íà ñëåäóþùèé ãîä îí çà íåé íå ïðèëåòåë. Âåíäè æäàëà åãî 
â íîâîì ïëàòüå, òàê êàê âûðîñëà èç ñòàðîãî, íî îí íå ïîÿâèëñÿ.

Ïèòåð ïðèëåòåë íà ñëåäóþùóþ âåñåííþþ óáîðêó, è ñàìîå 
ñòðàííîå, îí äàæå íå çàìåòèë, ÷òî ïðîïóñòèë öåëûé ãîä.

Ýòî áûë ïîñëåäíèé ðàç, êîãäà Âåíäè âèäåëà åãî â äåòñòâå. 
Øëè ãîäû, à áåççàáîòíûé ìàëü÷èøêà íå ïîÿâëÿëñÿ. Êîãäà 
îíè ñíîâà âñòðåòèëèñü, Âåíäè óæå áûëà çàìóæåì, è Ïèòåð 
ñòàë äëÿ íåå ÷åì-òî âðîäå ïûëè â êîðîáêå, ãäå îíà õðàíèëà ñâîè 
 èãðóøêè.

Âñå ìàëü÷èêè ê òîìó âðåìåíè òîæå âûðîñëè, ïîýòîìó áîëü-
øå íåò ñìûñëà î íèõ ãîâîðèòü. Âû ìîæåòå âñòðåòèòü Áëèçíå-
öîâ, Ïåðûøêî è Êóäðÿøà, èäóùèìè íà ñëóæáó ñ ÷åìîäàí÷è-
êàìè è çîíòàìè. Ìàéêë ñòàë ìàøèíèñòîì. Ìàëûø æåíèëñÿ íà 
äåâóøêå çíàòíîãî ðîäà, è òåïåðü îí ëîðä. Âèäèòå òîãî ñóäüþ 
â ïàðèêå, êîòîðûé âûõîäèò èç äâåðè, îáèòîé æåëåçîì? Ðàíüøå 
åãî çâàëè Áîëòóíîì. À áîðîäàòûé ìóæ÷èíà, êîòîðûé íå çíàåò 
íè îäíîé ñêàçêè, ÷òîáû ðàññêàçàòü ñâîèì äåòÿì, êîãäà-òî áûë 
Äæîíîì.

Âåíäè âûøëà çàìóæ è ðîäèëà äî÷êó. Åå íàçâàëè Äæåéí, 
è ó íåå âñåãäà áûë î÷åíü ëþáîçíàòåëüíûé âèä, áóäòî åé íå òåð-
ïåëîñü îáî âñåì ðàññïðîñèòü. Êîãäà îíà ïîâçðîñëåëà íàñòîëü-
êî, ÷òîáû çàäàâàòü âîïðîñû, òî â îñíîâíîì ýòî áûëè âîïðîñû 
î Ïèòåðå Ïýíå. Îíà ñ óäîâîëüñòâèåì ñëóøàëà ðàññêàçû î íåì, 
è Âåíäè â òîé ñàìîé äåòñêîé, îòêóäà îíè êîãäà-òî óëåòåëè, 
ðàññêàçûâàëà åé âñå, ÷òî óäàâàëîñü âñïîìíèòü. Äåòñêàÿ òåïåðü 
ïðèíàäëåæàëà Äæåéí. Ìèññèñ Äàðëèíã óìåðëà è áûëà ïîçà-
áûòà.

Êîíóðà â äåòñêîé óæå íå ñòîÿëà, òàê êàê Íýíà òîæå óøëà èç 
æèçíè. Îíà óìåðëà îò ñòàðîñòè, è â ïîñëåäíèå äíè ñ íåé áûëî 
òÿæåëî èç-çà åå òâåðäîé óáåæäåííîñòè â òîì, ÷òî íèêòî, êðîìå 
íåå, íå çíàåò, êàê çàáîòèòüñÿ î äåòÿõ.
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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.



Êîãäà Âåíäè âûðîñëà


259

Ðàç â íåäåëþ ó íÿíè Äæåéí áûë âûõîäíîé, è íàñòóïàëà î÷å-
ðåäü Âåíäè óêëàäûâàòü Äæåéí.

 — Êàê æå ëåòèò âðåìÿ! — ñêàçàëà Âåíäè.

— Îíî ëåòàåò, — ñïðîñèëî õèòðîå äèòÿ, — êàê òû, êîãäà 
áûëà ìàëåíüêàÿ?

— Êàê ÿ? Çíàåøü, Äæåéí, èíîãäà ÿ ñîìíåâàþñü, ëåòàëà ëè 
ÿ íà ñàìîì äåëå.

— Äà, ëåòàëà.

— Êàê æå òîãäà áûëî ÷óäåñíî!

— À ïî÷åìó òû ñåé÷àñ íå ëåòàåøü, ìàìà?

— Ïîòîìó ÷òî ÿ âûðîñëà, äîðîãàÿ. Âçðîñëûå çàáûâàþò, êàê 
ýòî äåëàåòñÿ.

— Íî ïî÷åìó îíè çàáûâàþò?

— Ïîòîìó ÷òî îíè ïåðåñòàþò áûòü âåñåëûìè, ïðîñòîäóø-
íûìè è áåññåðäå÷íûìè. À òîëüêî âåñåëûå, ïðîñòîäóøíûå è áåñ-
ñåðäå÷íûå óìåþò ëåòàòü.

À ïîòîì îäíàæäû íî÷üþ ïðîèçîøëà òðàãåäèÿ. Áûëà âåñíà, 
Âåíäè óæå ðàññêàçàëà äî÷åðè ñêàçêó íà íî÷ü, è Äæåéí ñïàëà â 
ñâîåé êðîâàòêå. Âåíäè øèëà íà ïîëó, î÷åíü áëèçêî ê êàìèíó, 
òàê êàê â äåòñêîé íå áûëî äðóãîãî ñâåòà. Âäðóã îíà óñëûøàëà 
êóêàðåêàíüå. Ïîòîì ðàñïàõíóëîñü îêíî, è íà ïîë îïóñòèëñÿ 
Ïèòåð.

— Ïðèâåò, Âåíäè, — ñêàçàë îí, íå çàìå÷àÿ íèêàêèõ èçìå-
íåíèé, ïîòîìó ÷òî äóìàë òîëüêî î ñåáå.

— Ïðèâåò, Ïèòåð, — ñêàçàëà Âåíäè, ñúåæèâàÿñü, ÷òîáû êà-
çàòüñÿ êàê ìîæíî ìåíüøå.

— À ãäå Äæîí? — ñïðîñèë Ïèòåð, çàìåòèâ, ÷òî íå õâàòàåò 
òðåòüåé êðîâàòè.

— Äæîíà çäåñü íåò,  — îòâåòèëà Âåíäè.

— Ìàéêë ñïèò? — ñïðîñèë Ïèòåð, áåçðàçëè÷íî ãëÿíóâ íà 
Äæåéí.
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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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— Ýòî íå Ìàéêë, — áûñòðî ñêàçàëà îíà.

Ïèòåð ïðèñìîòðåëñÿ:
— ×òî, íîâûé ðåáåíîê?

— Äà.

— Ìàëü÷èê èëè äåâî÷êà?

— Äåâî÷êà.

Òåïåðü óæ òî÷íî îí äîëæåí áûë äîãàäàòüñÿ, íî íå òóò-òî 
áûëî.

— Ïèòåð, — ñêàçàëà îíà, çàïíóâøèñü, — òû õî÷åøü, ÷òîáû 
ÿ ïîëåòåëà ñ òîáîé?

— Êîíå÷íî, — è ïðèáàâèë íåìíîãî ñóðîâî: — òû çàáûëà, 
÷òî ñåé÷àñ âðåìÿ âåñåííåé óáîðêè?

Îíà ïîíèìàëà, ÷òî áåñïîëåçíî ãîâîðèòü åìó î òîì, ñêîëüêî 
âåñåííèõ óáîðîê îí ïðîïóñòèë.

— ß íå ìîãó, — ñêàçàëà îíà ñêîíôóæåííî. — ß ðàçó÷èëàñü 
ëåòàòü.

— ß íàó÷ó òåáÿ ñíîâà.

— Àõ, Ïèòåð, íå òðàòü íà ìåíÿ ñâîþ âîëøåáíóþ ïûëüöó.

Òóò îíà ïîäíÿëàñü, è Ïèòåðà îõâàòèë ñòðàõ.
— ×òî ýòî? — êðèêíóë îí.

— ß çàæãó ñâåò, — ñêàçàëà îíà. — È òîãäà òû ñàì óâè-
äèøü.

Ïîæàëóé, âïåðâûå â æèçíè Ïèòåð èñïóãàëñÿ.
— Íå çàæèãàé! — çàêðè÷àë îí.

Îíà ïîãëàäèëà ïî âîëîñàì íåñ÷àñòíîãî ìàëü÷èøêó. Îíà 
áûëà óæå íå ìàëåíüêîé äåâî÷êîé, êîòîðîé îí ðàçáèë ñåðäöå, 
à âçðîñëîé æåíùèíîé, è îíà óëûáíóëàñü åìó, íî òî áûëà óëûá-
êà ñêâîçü ñëåçû.
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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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Çàòåì îíà çàæãëà ñâåò, è Ïèòåð óâèäåë. Îí âñêðèêíóë, êàê 
áóäòî îò áîëè, è ðåçêî îòñêî÷èë íàçàä.

— ×òî ýòî? — ñíîâà êðèêíóë îí.

Åé ïðèøëîñü ðàññêàçàòü.

— ß âûðîñëà, Ïèòåð. Ìíå óæå çà äâàäöàòü. ß äàâíî ñòàëà 
âçðîñëîé.

— Íî òû îáåùàëà íå âçðîñëåòü!

 — ß íè÷åãî íå ñìîãëà ïîäåëàòü. ß çàìóæåì, Ïèòåð.

 — Íåò, íåïðàâäà.

— Ïðàâäà, à äåâî÷êà â êðîâàòè — ìîÿ äî÷êà.

— Íåò!

Îí ñåë íà ïîë è çàïëàêàë. Âåíäè íå çíàëà, êàê åãî óñïîêî-
èòü, õîòÿ êîãäà-òî åé òàê ëåãêî ýòî óäàâàëîñü. Îíà âûáåæàëà èç 
êîìíàòû, ïûòàÿñü ñîáðàòüñÿ ñ ìûñëÿìè.

Ïèòåð ïðîäîëæàë ïëàêàòü, è âñêîðå åãî âñõëèïû ðàçáóäèëè 
Äæåéí. Îíà ñåëà â êðîâàòè è ñðàçó ïîèíòåðåñîâàëàñü:

— Ìàëü÷èê, — ñêàçàëà îíà, — ïî÷åìó òû ïëà÷åøü?

Ïèòåð âñòàë è ïîêëîíèëñÿ åé, è îíà ïîêëîíèëàñü åìó â îò-
âåò èç êðîâàòè.

— Ïðèâåò, — ñêàçàë îí.

— Ïðèâåò, — ñêàçàëà Äæåéí.

— Ìåíÿ çîâóò Ïèòåð Ïýí, — ñîîáùèë îí åé.

— Äà, ÿ çíàþ.

— ß âåðíóëñÿ çà ñâîåé ìàìîé, — îáúÿñíèë îí, — ÷òîáû çà-
áðàòü åå â Íåáûâàëóþ ñòðàíó.

— Äà, ÿ çíàþ, — ñêàçàëà Äæåéí, — ÿ òåáÿ æäàëà.

Êîãäà Âåíäè âåðíóëàñü, òî óâèäåëà, ÷òî Ïèòåð ñèäèò íà êðî-
âàòêå è êóêàðåêàåò, à ñ÷àñòëèâàÿ Äæåéí ëåòàåò ïî êîìíàòå.
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“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 I.”

“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
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— Îíà ìîÿ ìàìà, — îáúÿñíèë Ïèòåð.

— Åìó òàê íóæíà ìàìà, — ñêàçàëà Äæåéí.

— Äà, ÿ çíàþ, — ïðèçíàëà Âåíäè ñ ãðóñòüþ, — íèêòî íå 
çíàåò ýòîãî ëó÷øå ìåíÿ.

— Ïðîùàé, — ñêàçàë Ïèòåð Âåíäè è ïîäíÿëñÿ â âîçäóõ, 
à áåññòûæàÿ Äæåéí âçëåòåëà çà íèì.

Âåíäè áðîñèëàñü ê îêíó.

— Íåò, íåò, — çàêðè÷àëà îíà.

— Òîëüêî íà âðåìÿ âåñåííåé óáîðêè, — ñêàçàëà Äæåéí. — 
Îí õî÷åò, ÷òîáû ÿ âñåãäà äåëàëà åìó âåñåííþþ óáîðêó.

 — Åñëè áû òîëüêî ÿ ìîãëà ïîëåòåòü ñ òîáîé, — âçäîõíóëà 
Âåíäè.

— Íî òû æå íå óìååøü ëåòàòü, — ñêàçàëà Äæåéí.

Ðàçóìååòñÿ, â êîíöå êîíöîâ, Âåíäè ðàçðåøèëà èì óëåòåòü. 
Ìû âèäèì åå ó îêíà, îíà íàáëþäàåò, êàê îíè èñ÷åçàþò â íåáå, 
ïîêà íå ñòàíîâÿòñÿ ìàëåíüêèìè, ñëîâíî çâåçäû.

Äæåéí âûðîñëà, ó íåå ïîÿâèëàñü äî÷êà ïî èìåíè Ìàðãà-
ðåò. È êàæäóþ âåñíó, êðîìå òåõ, êîãäà îí ïðî ýòî çàáûâàåò, 
Ïèòåð ïðèëåòàåò çà Ìàðãàðåò, ÷òîáû çàáðàòü åå â Íåáûâàëóþ 
ñòðàíó, ãäå îíà ðàññêàçûâàåò åìó ñêàçêè ïðî íåãî ñàìîãî, è îí 
ñ æàäíîñòüþ èõ ñëóøàåò. Êîãäà Ìàðãàðåò âûðàñòåò, ó íåå òîæå 
ïîÿâèòñÿ äî÷êà, êîòîðàÿ â ñâîþ î÷åðåäü ñòàíåò ìàìîé Ïèòåðà. 
È òàê áóäåò ïðîäîëæàòüñÿ è ïðîäîëæàòüñÿ, ïîêà äåòè âåñåëû, 
ïðîñòîäóøíû è áåññåðäå÷íû.

ÊÎÍÅÖ
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Главы 1–3

1. Çàïîëíèòå ïðîïóñêè àðòèêëÿìè, ãäå ýòî íåîáõîäèìî.

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. Ïîÿñíèòå çíà÷åíèå âûäåëåííûõ ñëîâ.

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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3. Íàéäèòå ýêâèâàëåíòû ê àíãëèéñêèì ñëîâàì è ñëîâîñî÷åòà-
íèÿì.
îáíèìàòü êîãî-ë. to swallow pride

ïëÿñàòü îò ðàäîñòè peppered with stars

ñòîëêíóòüñÿ ñ êåì-ë. evening-gown

óñûïàííûé çâåçäàìè give a yawn

çåâíóòü put arms round smb

âå÷åðíåå ïëàòüå exclaim with sarcasm

ïðîãëîòèòü ãîðäîñòü to run into smb

ïëîòíî çàêðûòûé to dance with joy

âåæëèâî be pleasantly surprised

çàñûïàòü âîïðîñàìè securely closed

íàñìåøëèâî âîñêëèêíóòü to pour out questions

âèçæàòü îò ÿðîñòè to puzzle over smth

ïðèÿòíî óäèâèòüñÿ politely

ëîìàòü ãîëîâó íàä ÷åì-ë. to scream with fury

4. Îáðàçóéòå ñóùåñòâèòåëüíûå.

appear —  _____________  begin —  ________________

dark —  ______________  excite —  ________________

satisfy —  _____________  strange —  _______________

breathe —  ____________  feel —  __________________

draw —  ______________  invite —  ________________

weak —  ______________

5. Ïåðåñêàæèòå ôðàãìåíò 2-é ãëàâû îò ëèöà ëþáîãî ãåðîÿ.
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Главы 4–6

1. Çàïèøèòå ïðåäëîæåíèÿ â âîïðîñèòåëüíîé è îòðèöàòåëüíîé 
ôîðìå.

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. Çàïîëíèòå ïðîïóñêè ïðåäëîãàìè.

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. Íàïèøèòå òðàíñêðèïöèþ ñëîâ. Âûó÷èòå èõ.

swallow
joyful
careless
make-believe
melancholy
prevent
mermaid

pleasure
suitable
beneath
sweeten
behavior
brute
interrupt

disgusting
concern
weird
frightened
noiselessly
disturb
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4. Íàïèøèòå ôîðìû ãëàãîëîâ.

tell
keep
stand
fall
bring
move
rise
hear
sleep
hold

5. Âûáåðèòå ëþáîãî ãåðîÿ è îïèøèòå åãî.

Главы 7–9

1. Ñîåäèíèòå ÷àñòè ïðåäëîæåíèé.

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?”

c) 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.
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2. Ñîñòàâüòå âîïðîñû, íà÷èíàÿ ñî ñëîâ â ñêîáêàõ.

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. Çàïîëíèòå òàáëèöó â ñîîòâåòñòâèè ñ ïðàâèëàìè ÷òåíèÿ 
îêîí÷àíèÿ -ed.

[t] [d] [ɪd]

insisted
seemed
placed
looked

exclaimed
cooked
watched
cried

laughed
decided
talked
imitated

treated
tried
fitted

4. Íàïèøèòå èìåíà ñóùåñòâèòåëüíûå âî ìíîæåñòâåííîì 
 ÷èñëå.

leaf —  _______________  surprise —  ______________

story —  ______________  baby —  _________________

life —  _______________  foot —  _________________

5. Ïåðåñêàæèòå ñîáûòèÿ 8-é ãëàâû îò ëèöà:

1) Âåíäè.
2) Ïèòåðà Ïýíà.
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Главы 10–12

1. Îáðàçóéòå ïðèëàãàòåëüíûå.

silence —  _____________  puzzle —  ________________

love —  _______________  faith —  _________________

alarm —  _____________  fright —  ________________

beast —  ______________  cheer —  ________________

excitement —  _________  care —  _________________

lord —  _______________  respect —  _______________

imagination —  ________  doubt —  ________________

2. Íàéäèòå â òåêñòå àíãëèéñêèå ýêâèâàëåíòû ñëîâ è ñëîâîñî-
÷åòàíèé, âûïèøèòå èõ.
áåçæàëîñòíûé
ìåðòâàÿ òèøèíà
îòïðûñê
êàìåííàÿ ôèãóðà
ðåøèòåëüíî íàïðàâèòüñÿ
òåðïåòü óíèæåíèÿ
ñîïðîâîæäàòü
íåïèñàíûé çàêîí
áåç ïðîèñøåñòâèé

çàêðûâàòü óøè ðóêàìè
ìàòåðèíñêàÿ ëþáîâü
çàïðûãàòü îò ðàäîñòè
îãëóøàþùèé
æåñòêîå ïðàâèëî
ïðèâû÷íàÿ êàðòèíà
ñèëüíî ïåðåæèâàòü
íåëîâêàÿ ïàóçà
çàìåðåòü

3. Ñîñòàâüòå âîïðîñû, íà êîòîðûå äàííûå ïðåäëîæåíèÿ áóäóò 
îòâåòàìè.

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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4. Íàéäèòå â òåêñòå è âûïèøèòå ñëîâà ñ äàííûìè çâóêàìè 
(5–6 ñëîâ).

[ŋ]   ______________________________________________  

 ______________________________________________

[eɪ]  ______________________________________________

 ______________________________________________

[ʌ]   ______________________________________________

 ______________________________________________

[z]   ______________________________________________

 ______________________________________________

5. Âûáåðèòå ëþáóþ ÷àñòü òåêñòà (10–15 ïðåäëîæåíèé) è ïåðå-
âåäèòå íà ðóññêèé ÿçûê.

Главы 13–15

1. Âûáåðèòå è ïîä÷åðêíèòå ãëàãîë â ïðàâèëüíîé ôîðìå.

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 know/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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2. ×üè ýòî ñëîâà? Íàéäèòå â òåêñòå ïðåäëîæåíèÿ è ïåðåâåäèòå 
èõ íà ðóññêèé ÿçûê.

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. Íàïèøèòå òðàíñêðèïöèþ ñëîâ. Âûó÷èòå èõ.

mutiny
mysterious
crawl
dagger
immediately
reducing
spectator
equal
annoy

rattle
applaud
syrup
plank
disturb
watchful
captive
dragged

anchor
behave
scornfully
addressing
infuriated
tottered
passage
catastrophe

4. Íàïèøèòå ñòåïåíè ñðàâíåíèÿ ïðèëàãàòåëüíûõ.

happy

fast

bad

poor

cheerful

5. Ïåðåñêàæèòå 14-þ ãëàâó.
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Главы 16–17

1. Íàéäèòå â òåêñòå ïðåäëîæåíèÿ ñ äàííûìè ñëîâàìè è ñëîâî-
ñî÷åòàíèÿìè. Ïåðåâåäèòå ïðåäëîæåíèÿ íà ðóññêèé ÿçûê.
keeping a sharp eye
break the joyous news more gently
do things by halves
the heart of the public was touched
out of practice
gave a cry of pain
make a better impression
among the tree tops

get away by the door
lion’s courage
serve them right
on the go
a lady of title
behaving unworthily
sailors before the mast

2. Íàïèøèòå ïðîòèâîïîëîæíûå ïî çíà÷åíèþ ñëîâà.
silly —  _______________  small —  ________________

closed —  _____________  difficult —  ______________

old —  ________________  always —  _______________

3. Çàïîëíèòå ïðîïóñêè ïðàâèëüíîé ôîðìîé ãëàãîëà.

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. Ñîñòàâüòå ïëàí 17-é ãëàâû. Ïåðåñêàæèòå òåêñò, èñïîëüçóÿ 
ïëàí.
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Ñïèñîê
ïðèíÿòûõ îáîçíà÷åíèé è ñîêðàùåíèé

adj  adjective — ïðèëàãàòåëüíîå
adv  adverb — íàðå÷èå
conj  conjunction — ñîþç
exclamation ìåæäîìåòèå
n  noun — ñóùåñòâèòåëüíîå
num  numeral — ÷èñëèòåëüíîå
prep  preposition — ïðåäëîã
pron  pronoun — ìåñòîèìåíèå
v  verb — ãëàãîë

A a

abandon [əˈbændən] v îñòàâèòü, 
ïîêèíóòü, çàáðîñèòü

aboard [əˈbɔːd] adv íà áîðòó
about [əˈbaʊt] : be ~ áûòü ãîòî-

âûì, ñîáèðàòüñÿ
above [əˈbʌv] prep íàä adv âûøå, 

íàâåðõó
absence [ˈæbsns] n îòñóòñòâèå
accept [əkˈsept] v ïðèíèìàòü, 

ñìèðÿòüñÿ
accompany [əˈkʌmpəni] v ñîïðî-

âîæäàòü
account [əˈkaʊnt] v ñ÷èòàòü
acorn [ˈeɪkɔːn] n æåëóäü
across [əˈkrɒs] adv íà òó ñòîðî-

íó prep ñêâîçü, ÷åðåç
act n ïîñòóïîê
actor n àêòåð, äåéñòâóþùåå 

ëèöî

add v ïðèáàâëÿòü, äîáàâëÿòü
admire [ədˈmaɪə] v âîñõè-

ùàòüñÿ
admiration [ˌædmɪˈreɪʃn] n âîñ-

õèùåíèå
adopt [əˈdɒpt] v óñûíîâëÿòü
admit [ədˈmɪt] v äîïóñêàòü, 

ïðèçíàâàòü
advance1 [ədˈvɑːns] v ïðîäâè-

ãàòüñÿ âïåðåä, ïðèáëèæàòüñÿ
advance2 n : in ~ çàðàíåå
advantage [ədˈvɑːntɪdʒ] n ïðå-

èìóùåñòâî, âûãîäà
adventure [ədˈvenʧə] n ïðè-

êëþ÷åíèå
after all âñ¸ æå, â êîíöå êîí-

öîâ, âåäü
age n âîçðàñò
ago adv òîìó íàçàä; long ~ 

 äàâíî
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agree [əˈgriː] v ñîãëàøàòüñÿ
agreement n ñîãëàñèå
ahoy [əˈhɔɪ] exclamation íà ïà-

ëóáå! íà êîðàáëå! (îêëèê)
air [eə] n âîçäóõ
alarm [əˈlɑːm] v âñòðåâîæèòü
alas [əˈlæs] exclamation óâû
alive [əˈlaɪv] adj æèâîé
ally [ˈælaɪ] n ñîþçíèê
alongside [əˌlɒŋˈsaɪd] adv âäîëü 

prep ðÿäîì
amaze [əˈmeɪz] v èçóìëÿòü, ïî-

ðàæàòü
amazement n èçóìëåíèå, óäèâ-

ëåíèå
anchor [ˈæŋkə] n ÿêîðü
angelically [ænˈdʒelɪkli] adv àí-

ãåëüñêè, êàê àíãåë
anger [ˈæŋgə] v ñåðäèòü; n çëî-

áà, ãíåâ
angry [ˈæŋgri] adj ñåðäèòûé; 

âîçìóùåííûé
animal [ˈænɪməl] n æèâîå ñó-

ùåñòâî
ankle [ˈæŋkl] n ëîäûæêà
annoy [əˈnɔɪ] v ðàçäðàæàòü, ñåð-

äèòü, äîñàæäàòü
anxiety [æŋˈzaɪəti] n òðåâîãà
anxious [ˈæŋʃəs] adj áåñïîêîÿ-

ùèéñÿ, âñòðåâîæåííûé, òðå-
âîæíûé

apart [əˈpɑːt] adv ïî îòäåëü-
íîñòè

apartment [əˈpɑːtmənt] n êâàð-
òèðà

apiece [əˈpiːs] adv ïîøòó÷íî, íà 
êàæäîãî

apologetically [æˌpɒləˈdʒetɪkli] 
adv îïðàâäûâàÿñü, ïðèìèðè-
òåëüíî

appear [əˈpɪə] v ïîÿâëÿòüñÿ
appearance [əˈpɪərəns] n ïîÿâ-

ëåíèå; âíåøíîñòü
approach [əˈprəʊʧ] v ïðèáëè-

æàòüñÿ
arch [ɑːʧ] v ñãèáàòüñÿ
argue [ˈɑːgjuː] v ñïîðèòü, óáåæ-

äàòü
arise [əˈraɪz] v (arose, arisen) 

âîçíèêàòü, ïîÿâëÿòüñÿ
arm n ðóêà; put one’s arms 

round smb îáíèìàòü êîãî-ë.; 
~s îðóæèå; v âîîðóæàòüñÿ

armchair [ˈɑːmʧeə] n êðåñëî
arrange [əˈreɪndʒ] v âûñòðàè-

âàòü
arrangement n (îáû÷íî âî ìí. ÷.) 

ïðèãîòîâëåíèÿ
as for conj ÷òî êàñàåòñÿ, ÷òî äî
ashamed [əˈʃeɪmd] adj ïðè-

ñòûæåííûé; be ~ of ñòûäèòü-
ñÿ çà

ashore [əˈʃɔː] adv ê áåðåãó, íà 
áåðåã

asleep [əˈsliːp] adj ñïÿùèé; be ~ 
ñïàòü; fall ~ çàñíóòü; be fast ~ 
êðåïêî ñïàòü

ass [æs] n îñåë; äóðàê, ãëóïåö
assure [əˈʃɔː] v çàâåðÿòü, óáåæ-

äàòü
astonishing [əˈstɒnɪʃɪŋ] adj îøå-

ëîìèòåëüíûé
attack [əˈtæk] v àòàêîâàòü, íà-

ïàäàòü; n àòàêà
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attempt [əˈtempt] v ïîêóøàòü-
ñÿ; n ïîïûòêà

attend [əˈtend] v ïîñåùàòü; 
~ school õîäèòü â øêîëó

avenger [əˈvendʒə] n ìñòèòåëü
avoid [əˈvɔɪd] v èçáåãàòü
awe [ɔː] n òðåïåò, áëàãîãîâåíèå
awkward [ˈɔːkwəd] adj íåëîâ-

êèé
axe [æks] n òîïîð
aye [aɪ] exclamation äà! åñòü! 

ñëóøàþñü! ay = aye

B b

back [bæk] adv íàçàä; n ñïèíà
backyard n çàäíèé äâîð
bag n ìåøîê, ñóìêà, ÷åìîäàí
baldness [ˈbɔːldnəs] n ëûñèíà
band n êîìàíäà, áàíäà
bandage [ˈbændɪdʒ] n ïîâÿçêà
bandit [ˈbændɪt] n áàíäèò, ãî-

ëîâîðåç
barrel [ˈbærl] n áî÷êà
basket [ˈbɑːskɪt] n êîðçèíà; ~ful 

ïîëíàÿ êîðçèíà
bath [bɑːθ] n âàííà
bathe [beɪð] v êóïàòü, ìûòü
battle [ˈbætl] n áèòâà; lust of ~ 

æàæäà áèòâû
beard [bɪəd] n áîðîäà
beast [biːst] n çâåðü, æèâîòíîå, 

÷óäîâèùå
beastly [ˈbiːstli] adj ïðîòèâíûé
beat v (beat, beaten) áèòü(ñÿ), 

êîëîòèòü, âáèâàòü

bed n êðîâàòü; ~room, ~-chamber 
ñïàëüíÿ; ~time âðåìÿ ëîæèòü-
ñÿ ñïàòü

bedding n ïîñòåëü, ïîñòåëüíûå 
ïðèíàäëåæíîñòè

beg v óìîëÿòü; ~ pardon ïðî-
ñèòü ïðîùåíèÿ

beggarly [begəli] adv ñ ìîëüáîé, 
óìîëÿþùå

begin [bɪˈgɪn] v (began, begun) 
íà÷èíàòü

beginning n íà÷àëî; ïðîèñõîæ-
äåíèå

behave [bɪˈheɪv] v âåñòè ñåáÿ, 
ïîñòóïàòü

behaviour [bɪˈheɪvjə] n ïîâåäå-
íèå, õîðîøèå ìàíåðû

believe [bɪˈliːv] v âåðèòü, äó-
ìàòü, ïîëàãàòü, ~ in smth âå-
ðèòü â ñóùåñòâîâàíèå (÷åãî-ë.)

belong [bɪˈlɒŋ] v ïðèíàäëåæàòü
beloved [bɪˈlʌvɪd] adj ëþáèìûé
belt n ïîÿñ, ðåìåíü
beneath [bɪˈniːθ] adv âíèçó; 

prep ïîä
bend v (bent) ñãèáàòü
berry [ˈberi] n ÿãîäà
beside [bɪˈsaɪd] prep ðÿäîì ñ
besides [bɪˈsaɪdz] prep êðîìå 

òîãî, áîëåå òîãî
beyond [biˈjɒnd] adv âíå, çà ïðå-

äåëàìè
birth [bɜːθ] n ðîæäåíèå, ïîÿâ-

ëåíèå íà ñâåò
bite v (bit, bitten) êóñàòü; ÿçâèòü
bitter [ˈbɪtə] adj ãîðüêèé
bitterly adv ãîðüêî, ñ ãîðå÷üþ
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blame n âèíà; v îáâèíÿòü, óïðå-
êàòü

blanket [ˈblæŋkɪt] n îäåÿëî
blink [blɪŋk] v ìèãàòü, ìîðãàòü
blow [bləʊ] v (blew, blown) äóòü; 

n óäàð
board [bɔːd] v ïîäíèìàòüñÿ íà 

áîðò (êîðàáëÿ)
boast [bəʊst] v õâàñòàòü(ñÿ)
boaster n õâàñòóí
boat [bəʊt] n ëîäêà, êîðàáëü, 

ñóäíî
body [ˈbɒdi] n òåëî
boil [bɔɪl] v êèïåòü, âàðèòü
bold [bəʊld] adj õðàáðûé, äåðç-

êèé; âûäåëåííûé (æèðíûì) 
øðèôòîì

boldly adv äåðçêî
bone [bəʊn] n êîñòü
bosun [ˈbəʊsn] n áîöìàí
both [bəʊθ] pron îáà, îáå; è... 

è..., êàê..., òàê è
bottom [ˈbɒtm] n äíî; v ïèòü äî 

äíà
bow [baʊ] n ïîêëîí; ëóê (îðó-

æèå); v êëàíÿòüñÿ
bowl [bəʊl] n ìèñêà
braid [breɪd] n òåñüìà
branch [brɑːnʧ] n âåòêà
brave [breɪv] adj ñìåëûé, õðàá-

ðûé; n õðàáðåö
bravely adv õðàáðî
break [breɪk] v (broke, broken) 

ëîìàòü, ðàçðóøàòü, ðâàòü; 
~ the news ñîîáùàòü íîâîñòè; 
~ down ðàñïëàêàòüñÿ; ~ through 
âðûâàòüñÿ

breast [brest] n ãðóäü
breath [breθ] n äûõàíèå, âçäîõ
breathe [briːð] v äûøàòü, âäû-

õàòü, âûäûõàòü
breadwinner [ˈbredˌwɪnə] n êîð-

ìèëåö
brimstone [ˈbrɪmstən] n ñåðà
brushwood [ˈbrʌʃwʊd] n çàðîñ-

ëè, êóñòàðíèê
brute [bruːt] n æèâîòíîå, çâåðü
bucket [ˈbʌkɪt] n âåäðî
build [bɪld] v (built) ñîîðóæàòü, 

ñòðîèòü
bully [ˈbʊli] n ãîëîâîðåç
bulwark [ˈbʊlwək] n ôàëüø áîðò
burn [bɜːn] v (burnt) ãîðåòü, 

æå÷ü
burst [bɜːst] v âçðûâàòüñÿ; ~ into 

tears ðàñïëàêàòüñÿ
busy [ˈbɪzi] adj çàíÿòîé
butt v áîäàòüñÿ, óäàðÿòü ãîëî-

âîé
button [ˈbʌtn] n ïóãîâèöà

C c

cab n òàêñè, êåá
cabin [ˈkæbɪn] n êàþòà; ~ boy 

þíãà
call [kɔːl] v íàçûâàòü; êðè÷àòü, 

çâàòü; ~ out âûêðèêèâàòü; 
~ again çàõîäèòü, íàâåùàòü; 
~ smb names îáçûâàòü êîãî-ë.

calm [kɑːm] adj ñïîêîéíûé, 
ìèðíûé

calmly adv ñïîêîéíî, õëàäíî-
êðîâíî, íåâîçìóòèìî
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cane n òðîñòíèê; sugar-cane ñà-
õàðíûé òðîñòíèê

capital [ˈkæpɪtl] adj îñíîâàòåëü-
íûé

captive [ˈkæptɪv] n ïëåííèê, 
ïëåííûé

capture [ˈkæpʧə] v áðàòü â ïëåí
card [kɑːd] n (èãðàëüíàÿ) êàðòà
care [keə] n çàáîòà; take ~ of ïðè-

ñìàòðèâàòü; v âîëíîâàòüñÿ; 
~ about çàáîòèòüñÿ î (êîì-ë.)

careful [ˈkeəfl ] adj îñòîðîæíûé, 
âíèìàòåëüíûé, òùàòåëüíûé

careless [ˈkeələs] adj íåáðåæ-
íûé, áåççàáîòíûé, áåñïå÷íûé

carpet [ˈkɑːpɪt] v óñòèëàòü, ïî-
êðûâàòü

carry [ˈkæri] v íåñòè, ïåðåâî-
çèòü; ~ off ïîõèùàòü

carriage [ˈkærɪdʒ] n íîñèëêè
case n ñëó÷àé
catch [kæʧ] v (caught) ïîéìàòü, 

ñõâàòèòü, ëîâèòü; ~ sight of 
çàìåòèòü, ïîïàñòüñÿ íà ãëàçà; 
n ùåêîëäà

cause [kɔːz] v ñëóæèòü ïðè÷è-
íîé, âûçâàòü

caution [ˈkɔːʃn] n îñòîðîæíîñòü
cave n ïåùåðà
certain [ˈsɜːtn] adj óâåðåííûé, 

îïðåäåë¸ííûé
certainly adv òî÷íî, êîíå÷íî
chain [ʧeɪn] n öåïî÷êà, öåïü; 

v çàêîâûâàòü â öåïè; ~ up ïî-
ñàäèòü íà öåïü

chance [ʧɑːns] n ñëó÷àéíîñòü, 
øàíñ, âîçìîæíîñòü

chandelier [ˌʃændəˈlɪə] n ëþñòðà
character [ˈkærɪktə] n õàðàê-

òåð; ãåðîé
chariot [ˈʧæriət] n êîëåñíèöà
charm [ʧɑːm] v î÷àðîâûâàòü
chase [ʧeɪs] v ïðåñëåäîâàòü, äî-

ãîíÿòü
cheek [ʧiːk] n ùåêà
cheer [ʧɪə] n îäîáðèòåëüíûé 

âîçãëàñ; âåñåëüå; v îáîäðÿòü
cheerful adj ðàäîñòíûé, íåóíû-

âàþùèé
chief [ʧiːf] n âîæäü; adj ãëàâ-

íûé, îñíîâíîé
chiefly adv ãëàâíûì îáðàçîì, 

â îñíîâíîì
chimney [ˈʧɪmni] n òðóáà, äû-

ìîõîä
cigar-holder n ìóíäøòóê
circle [ˈsɜːkl] n êðóã
clap v õëîïàòü, àïëîäèðîâàòü
clash n ëÿçã, áðÿöàíèå (îðóæèÿ)
claw [klɔː] n êîãîòü, êðþê; v õâà-

òàòü
clear [klɪə] adj ñâåòëûé, ÿñíûé, 

çâîíêèé, îò÷åòëèâûé, ÿâíûé; 
v óáèðàòüñÿ, íàâîäèòü ÷èñòî-
òó; ~ away óáèðàòü ñî ñòîëà

clench [klenʧ] v ñæèìàòü, ñòèñ-
êèâàòü

clever [ˈklevə] adj óìíûé, íà-
õîä÷èâûé

climb [klaɪm] v âçáèðàòüñÿ, êà-
ðàáêàòüñÿ; ~ over ïåðåëåçàòü

cloak [kləʊk] n ïëàù
close1 [kləʊz] v çàêðûâàòü, çà-

ïèðàòü; ïðèáëèæàòüñÿ
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close2 [kləʊs] adv áëèçêî, ðÿ-
äîì

closely [kləʊsli] adv âíèìàòåëü-
íî: look ~ ïðèñìàòðèâàòüñÿ

clothe [kləʊð] v îäåòü, îáëå÷ü

clothes [kləʊðz] n (ìí. ÷.) 
îäåæäà

cloudy [ˈklaʊdi] adj îáëà÷íûé

clutch [klʌʧ] v ñõâàòèòü, çà-
æàòü

coat [kəʊt] n ïàëüòî

cocky [ˈkɒki] adj ñàìîóâåðåí-
íûé, äåðçêèé

cockiness [ˈkɒkinəs] n ñàìîäî-
âîëüñòâî, äåðçîñòü

codfish n òðåñêà

comb [kəʊm] v ðàñ÷åñûâàòü

compassion [kəmˈpæʃn] n ñî-
ñòðàäàíèå

complain [kəmˈpleɪn] v æàëî-
âàòüñÿ

concern [kənˈsз:n] n áåñïîêîé-
ñòâî

confuse [kənˈfjuːz] v çàïóòû-
âàòü, ñáèâàòü ñ òîëêó

consult [kənˈsʌlt] v ñîâåòîâàòü-
ñÿ, ó÷èòûâàòü

continue [kənˈtɪnjuː] v ïðîäîë-
æàòü

contrary [ˈkɒntrəri] adj îáðàò-
íûé, ïðîòèâîïîëîæíûé; on 
the ~ íàîáîðîò, íàïðîòèâ

corkscrew [ˈkɔːkskruː] n øòî-
ïîð

corner [ˈkɔːnə] n óãîë

correct [kəˈrekt] adj ïðàâèëü-
íûé, ñîîòâåòñòâóþùèé, âåð-
íûé; v ïîïðàâëÿòü

count [kaʊnt] v ñ÷èòàòü; n ñ÷åò

courage [ˈkʌrɪdʒ] n ìóæåñòâî, 
îòâàãà, õðàáðîñòü; lose ~ ïà-
äàòü äóõîì

cover [ˈkʌvə] v ïîêðûâàòü, óêðû-
âàòü, çàêðûâàòü

coward [ˈkaʊəd] n òðóñ

craftily [ˈkrɑːftɪli] adv õèòðî

crash [kræʃ] n ãðîõîò; v âðåçàòü-
ñÿ; ~ into âðåçàòüñÿ âî ÷òî-ë.

crawl [krɔːl] v ïîëçòè

creature [ˈkriːʧə] n ñîçäàíèå, 
ñóùåñòâî

creek [kriːk] n áóõòà

creep [kriːp] v (crept) êðàñòüñÿ, 
ïîëçòè

crew [kruː] n ñóäîâàÿ êîìàíäà; 
êîìïàíèÿ, øàéêà

crime [kraɪm] n ïðåñòóïëåíèå

croak [krəʊk] n õðèï

cross [krɒs] n êðåñò; v ïåðåõî-
äèòü, øàãàòü

crow [krəʊ] v (crew, crown) 
êóêàðåêàòü; ëèêîâàòü, õâà-
ëèòüñÿ

crowd [kraʊd] n òîëïà, îðàâà; 
v ñîáèðàòüñÿ òîëïîé, ñêàïëè-
âàòüñÿ

cruel [ˈkruːəl] adj æåñòîêèé, 
ãðîçíûé

cry [kraɪ] v êðè÷àòü, âîïèòü, 
ïëàêàòü, ðûäàòü; âîñêëèê-
íóòü; n êðèê, âîïëü; ïëà÷
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curious [ˈkjʊəriəs] adj ëþáîïûò-
íûé

curl [kз:l] n ëîêîí, çàâèòîê; 
êîëüöî (äûìà)

curtain [ˈkз:tn] n çàíàâåñêà
cut [kʌt] v (cut) ðåçàòü, âûðå-

çàòü, ñòðè÷ü; ñîðâàííûé
cutlass [ˈkʌtləs] n êîðòèê

D d

daily [ˈdeɪli] adj åæåäíåâíûé
dagger [ˈdægə] n êèíæàë
danger [ˈdeɪndʒə] n îïàñíîñòü, 

óãðîçà
dangerous [ˈdeɪndʒrəs] adj 

îïàñíûé
dash [dæʃ] v áðîñàòüñÿ, ì÷àòüñÿ
dare [deə] v îñìåëèâàòüñÿ, 

ñìåòü
dark [dɑːk] adj ìðà÷íûé, íåâå-

æåñòâåííûé; òåìíûé, ñìóã-
ëûé

darken [ˈdɑːkn] v ìðà÷íåòü, 
òåìíåòü

darkness [ˈdɑːknəs] n òåìíîòà, 
ìðàê; íåâåæåñòâî

darling [ˈdɑːlɪŋ] adj äîðîãîé, 
ëþáèìûé

dawn [dɔːn] n ðàññâåò
dead [ded] adj ìåðòâûé, ìåð-

òâåííûé, óìåðøèé; shoot ~ 
çàñòðåëèòü

deaf [def] adj ãëóõîé
deafening [ˈdefnɪŋ] adj îãëóøè-

òåëüíûé
death [deθ] n ñìåðòü, ãèáåëü

decide [dɪˈsaɪd] v ðåøàòü, ïðè-
íèìàòü ðåøåíèå

deck n ïàëóáà
deep [diːp] adj ãëóáîêèé
defence [dɪˈfens] n çàùèòà, 

 îïðàâäàíèå
definite [ˈdefɪnət] adj îïðåäå-

ëåííûé
delight [dɪˈlaɪt] n âîñòîðã, âîñ-

õèùåíèå, íàñëàæäåíèå
delightful adj ïðåêðàñíûé, âîñ-

õèòèòåëüíûé
depend [dɪˈpend] v çàâèñåòü
descendant [dɪˈsendnt] n îò-

ïðûñê
describe [dɪˈskraɪb] v îïèñû-

âàòü, èçîáðàæàòü
desert [ˈdezət] v ïîêèäàòü, 

îñòàâ ëÿòü
deserve [dɪˈzз:v] v çàñëóæèâàòü
despair [dɪˈspeə] v îò÷àèâàòüñÿ
desperate [ˈdesprət] adj îò÷àÿâ-

øèéñÿ
despise [dɪˈspaɪz] v ïðåçèðàòü
destroy [dɪˈstrɔɪ] v óíè÷òîæàòü, 

èñòðåáëÿòü
detect [dɪˈtekt] v îáíàðóæèâàòü
determine [dɪˈtз:mɪn] v îïðåäå-

ëÿòü, ðåøàòü
dig [dɪg] v (dug) êîïàòü
dim [dɪm] adj òóñêëûé, íåÿð-

êèé
direction [dɪˈrekʃn] n íàïðàâëå-

íèå, ñòîðîíà
dirt [dз:t] n ãðÿçü
dirty [ˈdз:ti] adj ãðÿçíûé
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disappear [ˌdɪsəˈpɪə] v èñ÷åçàòü
disappoint [ˌdɪsəˈpɔɪnt] v ðàçî-

÷àðîâûâàòü
disapproval [ˌdɪsəˈpruːvl] n íå-

îäîáðåíèå, îñóæäåíèå
discover [dɪˈskʌvə] v îáíàðóæè-

âàòü, îòêðûâàòü, óçíàâàòü
discuss [dɪˈskʌs] v îáñóæäàòü
disgust [dɪsˈgʌst] n îòâðàùå-

íèå, îìåðçåíèå
distance [ˈdɪstns] n ðàññòîÿíèå
distant [ˈdɪstnt] adj îòäàëåí-

íûé
disturb [dɪˈstз:b] v òðåâîæèòü, 

áåñïîêîèòü, íàðóøàòü, ïîð-
òèòü

doodle-doo [ˌduːdlˈduː]: cock-a-
doodle-doo êó-êà-ðå-êó (êðèê 
ïåòóõà)

doom [duːm] n ðîê, ãèáåëü
double [ˈdʌbl] v ñãèáàòü, ñêëà-

äûâàòü âäâîå
doubt [daʊt] n ñîìíåíèå; v ñîì-

íåâàòüñÿ
downside [ˈdaʊnsaɪd] n îáðàò-

íàÿ ñòîðîíà, íåäîñòàòîê
dozen [ˈdʌzn] n äþæèíà
drag [dræg] v òÿíóòü, òàùèòü; 

ìåäëåííî äâèãàòüñÿ
draw [drɔː] v (drew, drawn) ðè-

ñîâàòü; òàùèòü, âîëî÷èòü; 
èñêàæàòü; ~ lots òÿíóòü æðå-
áèé

drawer [drɔː] n êîìîä, (âû-
äâèæíîé) ÿùèê

drawing-room [ˈdrɔːɪŋrʊm] n 
ãîñ òèíàÿ

dreadful [ˈdredfl ] adj æóòêèé, 
óæàñíûé, ÷óäîâèùíûé

dream [driːm] n ñîí, ìå÷òà; 
v âèäåòü ñîí

drift v îòíîñèòü, ãíàòü (âåòðîì, 
òå÷åíèåì), äðåéôîâàòü

drink [drɪŋk] v (drank, drunk) 
ïèòü; ïüÿíñòâîâàòü

drive [draɪv] v (drove, driven) 
âîäèòü, âåñòè; ïåðåìåùàòü; 
~ mad ñâîäèòü ñ óìà

drop [drɒp] n êàïëÿ; v ïàäàòü, 
îïóñêàòüñÿ; áðîñàòü

drown [draʊn] v òîíóòü; òîïèòü; 
çàãëóøàòü

drug [drʌg] n ëåêàðñòâî, ÿä
drum n áàðàáàí
due [djuː] adj äîëæíûé
dust [dʌst] n ïûëü; ïûëüöà

E e

early [ˈз:li] adj ðàííèé
earnestly [ˈз:nɪstli] adv ñåðüåçíî
echo [ˈekəʊ] n ýõî; v îãëàøàòü-

ñÿ ýõîì
effective [ɪˈfektɪv] adj äåéñòâåí-

íûé
effort [ˈefət] n óñèëèå, ïîïûòêà
either [ˈaɪðə] pron îäèí èç äâóõ
empty [ˈempti] adj ïóñòîé; 

~-headed ïóñòîãîëîâûé
enable [ɪˈneɪbl] v äàâàòü âîç-

ìîæíîñòü
encourage [ɪnˈkʌrɪdʒ] v îáîä-

ðÿòü, ïîîùðÿòü
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enemy [ˈenəmi] n âðàã, íåïðè-
ÿòåëü, ïðîòèâíèê

engage [ɪnˈgeɪdʒ] v íàíèìàòü
enter [ˈentə] v âõîäèòü
entrance [ˈentrəns] n âõîä, ïî-

ÿâëåíèå
entrap [ɪnˈtræp] v çàâëå÷ü â ëî-

âóøêó
envy [ˈenvi] v çàâèäîâàòü
equal [ˈiːkwəl] adj ðàâíûé
escape [ɪˈskeɪp] v èçáåæàòü 

(îïàñíîñòè è ò. ï.), óñêîëü-
çàòü

especially [ɪˈspeʃli] adv îñî-
áåííî

even [ˈiːvn] adv äàæå; ~ though 
äàæå åñëè, õîòÿ

event [ɪˈvent] n ñîáûòèå; ïðîèñ-
øåñòâèå, ñëó÷àé

eventful [ɪˈventfl ] adj ïîëíûé 
ñîáûòèé

eventually [ɪˈvenʧuəli] adv â êîí-
öå êîíöîâ

ever [ˈevə] adv âñåãäà, âå÷íî; 
êîãäà-ëèáî

evil [ˈiːvəl] adj çëîé, çëîñ÷àñò-
íûé

exact [ɪgˈzækt] adj òî÷íûé
exactly [ɪgˈzæktli] adv â òî÷-

íîñòè, òî÷íî, êàê ðàç
examine [ɪgˈzæmɪn] v îñìàòðè-

âàòü, èññëåäîâàòü, èçó÷àòü
except [ɪkˈsept] prep êðîìå, 

åñëè íå, èñêëþ÷àÿ
exception [ɪkˈsepʃn] n èñêëþ÷å-

íèå
excite [ɪkˈsaɪt] v âîçáóæäàòü, 

âîëíîâàòü

excitement [ɪkˈsaɪtmənt] n âîç-
áóæäåíèå, âîëíåíèå

exclaim [ɪkˈskleɪm] v âîñêëè-
öàòü

expect [ɪkˈspekt] v îæèäàòü, íà-
äåÿòüñÿ; äóìàòü, ïîëàãàòü

expectation [ˌekspekˈteɪʃn] n 
îæèäàíèå

experience [ɪkˈspɪərins] n îïûò, 
ïåðåæèâàíèå; v èñïûòûâàòü

explain [ɪkˈspleɪn] v îáúÿñíÿòü
explosion [ɪkˈspləʊʒn] n âçðûâ
express [ɪkˈspres] v âûðàæàòü
expression [ɪkˈspreʃn] n âûðà-

æåíèå
extraordinary [ɪkˈstrɔːdɪnri] adj 

âûäàþùèéñÿ, íåîáû÷íûé
extreme [ɪkˈstriːm] adj ñàìûé 

îòäàëåííûé
extremely adv ÷ðåçâû÷àéíî, 

êðàéíå
eye [aɪ] n ãëàç; çðåíèå; âçãëÿä

F f

face [feɪs] n ëèöî; v ñòîÿòü ëè-
öîì ê ëèöó, âñòðå÷àòüñÿ

fact [fækt] n ôàêò, äåëî
matter-of-fact adj ñóõîé, ïðî-

çàè÷íûé
fail [feɪl] v íå óäàâàòüñÿ, ïîòåð-

ïåòü íåóäà÷ó
faint [feɪnt] v ïàäàòü â îáìîðîê, 

òåðÿòü ñîçíàíèå
fair [feə] adj ïðåêðàñíûé; ÷åñò-

íûé, ñïðàâåäëèâûé
fairy [ˈfeəri] n ôåÿ
faith [feɪθ] n âåðà, äîâåðèå
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faithful adj âåðíûé, ïðåäàí-
íûé

fall [fɔːl] v (fell, fallen) ïàäàòü; 
îïóñêàòüñÿ; èäòè (îá îñàä-
êàõ); ~ upon íàïàäàòü

farewell [ˌfeəˈwel] n ïðîùàíèå
fast [fɑːst] adj áûñòðûé, ñêî-

ðûé; adv áûñòðî
fasten [ˈfɑːsn] v ïðèâÿçûâàòü; 

ñâÿçûâàòü
fat [fæt] adj òîëñòûé, óïèòàí-

íûé
fate [feɪt] n ñóäüáà, ó÷àñòü
favour [ˈfeɪvə] n ìèëîñòü, áëà-

ãîñêëîííîñòü; be out of ~ áûòü 
â îïàëå, â íåìèëîñòè; be in ~ 
áûòü çà ÷òî-ë.

favourite [ˈfeɪvrɪt] adj ëþáè-
ìûé; n ëþáèìåö

fear [fɪə] n áîÿçíü, ñòðàõ; v áî-
ÿòüñÿ, ïóãàòüñÿ

fearsome [ˈfɪəsm] adj çëîâåùèé
feather [ˈfeðə] n ïåðî
feed [fi ːd] v (fed) êîðìèòü, ïè-

òàòüñÿ; over~ ïåðååäàòü
feel [fi ːl] v (felt) îùóïûâàòü; 

÷óâñòâîâàòü, îùóùàòü; ïîëà-
ãàòü, ñ÷èòàòü

fiend [fi ːnd] n íåãîäÿé, çëîäåé
female [ˈfi ːmeɪl] n îñîáà æåí-

ñêîãî ïîëà, æåíùèíà
fight [faɪt] n áîé, áîðüáà; 

v äðàòüñÿ, ñðàæàòüñÿ, âîå-
âàòü; ~ back äàâàòü îòïîð

fill [fɪl] v íàïîëíÿòü, çàïîë-
íÿòü

fine [faɪn] adj òîíêèé, èçÿù-
íûé

fire [faɪə] n îãîíü, ñòðåëüáà; 
v çàæèãàòü, ïàëèòü

fireplace [ˈfaɪəpleɪs] n êàìèí
firewood [ˈfaɪəwʊd] n äðîâà
firm [ˈfз:m] adj êðåïêèé, òâåð-

äûé
firmament [ˈfз:məmənt] n íå-

áîñâîä
first [ˈfз:st] num ïåðâûé; at ~ 

ñíà÷àëà
fist n êóëàê
fit v áûòü âïîðó, áûòü â ñàìûé 

ðàç, ïîäõîäèòü
fix [fɪks] v çàêðåïëÿòü, óñòà-

íàâëèâàòü; ~ed idea íàâÿç-
÷èâàÿ èäåÿ; ~ed rule òâåðäîå 
ïðàâèëî

flash v ñâåðêàòü, âñïûõèâàòü
flatter [ˈfl ætə] v ëüñòèòü
flight [fl aɪt] n ïîëåò
float [fl əʊt] v ïëàâàòü, äåðæàòü-

ñÿ íà ïîâåðõíîñòè âîäû; ïà-
ðèòü

floor [fl ɔː] n ïîë, ýòàæ
flush v âñïûõíóòü, (ïî)êðàñ-

íåòü
fly [fl aɪ] v (flew, flown) ëåòàòü
follow [ˈfɒləʊ] v ñëåäîâàòü, èäòè 

çà, ïðåñëåäîâàòü; Follow My 
Leader «Äåëàé êàê ÿ» äåò-
ñêàÿ èãðà, â êîòîðîé èãðàþ-
ùèå ïîäðàæàþò äåéñòâèÿì 
âåäóùåãî

follower [ˈfɒləʊə] n ïîñëåäîâà-
òåëü, ïðèñïåøíèê

fond [fɒnd] adj ëþáÿùèé; be ~ 
of ëþáèòü (êîãî-ë., ÷òî-ë.)
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fool n äóðàê, ãëóïåö
foolish [ˈfuːlɪʃ] adj ãëóïûé
foot [fʊt] n ñòóïíÿ, íîãà; ïîä-

íîæèå
footmark [ˈfʊtmɑːk] n ñëåä, îò-

ïå÷àòîê (íîãè)
for [fɔː] prep äëÿ, ðàäè, èç-çà, 

ïî ïðè÷èíå; ââèäó òîãî, ÷òî
force [fɔːs] n ñèëà; v çàñòàâëÿòü; 

~ back îòãîíÿòü
forecastle [ˈfəʊksl] n êóáðèê
forefinger [ˈfɔːˌfɪŋgə] n óêàçà-

òåëüíûé ïàëåö
forehead [ˈfɔːhed] n ëîá
forest [ˈfɒrɪst] n ëåñ
forget [fəˈget] v (forgot, forgot-

ten) çàáûâàòü
forget-me-not n íåçàáóäêà
frankly [ˈfræŋkli] adv ÷åñòíî, 

îòêðîâåííî
free [friː] adj ñâîáîäíûé; v îñâî-

áîæäàòü, âûïóñêàòü íà ñâî-
áîäó

freeze [friːz] v (froze, frozen) çà-
ìåðçàòü; ëåäåíèòü

friend [frend] n äðóã
friendly adj äðóæåëþáíûé
friendship n äðóæáà
fright [fraɪt] n ñèëüíûé âíåçàï-

íûé èñïóã, ñòðàõ
frighten [ˈfraɪtn] v ïóãàòü; áî-

ÿòüñÿ; òðåâîæèòü
frightened [ˈfraɪtnd] adj èñïó-

ãàííûé
frightful [ˈfraɪtfl ] adj óæàñà-

þùèé, âíóøàþùèé ñòðàõ, 
ñòðàøíûé

front [frʌnt] n ïåðåäíÿÿ ñòîðîíà 
÷åãî-ë; in ~ of âïåðåäè, ïåðåä

fun [fʌn] n âåñåëüå, çàáàâà; have 
~ âåñåëèòüñÿ; make ~ íàñìå-
õàòüñÿ, ïîòåøàòüñÿ

funny [ˈfʌni] adj çàáàâíûé, çà-
íÿòíûé, ñìåøíîé; ñòðàííûé

furious [ˈfjʊriəs] adj ÿðîñòíûé, 
îæåñòî÷åííûé

fury [ˈfjʊri] n ÿðîñòü

G g

gall [gɔːl] n æåë÷ü
game [geɪm] n èãðà; the ~ is up 

äåëî ïðîèãðàíî, âñå ïðîïàëî; 
äè÷ü; big ~ êðóïíàÿ äè÷ü

gather [ˈgæðə] v ñîáèðàòüñÿ
general [ˈdʒenrl] adj îáùèé
genius [ˈdʒiːniəs] n òàëàíò, ãå-

íèé
gesture [ˈdʒesʧə] n æåñò
give [gɪv] v (gave, given) äàòü, 

ïîäàðèòü; ~ up ñäàòüñÿ, îò-
êàçàòüñÿ; ~ away âûäàâàòü, 
ðàçîáëà÷àòü; ~ a cry âñêðèê-
íóòü

glass [glɑːs] n ñòàêàí; (ïåðåä 
ñóùåñòâèòåëüíûì) ñòåêëÿí-
íûé

gloom [gluːm] n ñóìðàê, òüìà
gnash [næʃ] v ñêðåæåòàòü (çó-

áàìè)
go [gəʊ] v (went, gone) èäòè, 

åõàòü, äâèãàòüñÿ; let ~ âûïóñ-
êàòü, îñâîáîæäàòü; ~ on ïðî-
äîëæàòü; ~ out ïîãàñíóòü

golden [ˈgəʊldn] adj çîëîòîé
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good [gʊd] adj õîðîøèé, ïîëåç-
íûé, ëþáåçíûé; ~-naturedly 
äîáðîäóøíî

governor [ˈgʌvnə] n íà÷àëüíèê
gown [gaʊn] n ïëàòüå; night-~ 

íî÷íàÿ ðóáàøêà, ïèæàìà
grapple [ˈgræpl] v áðàòü íà 

àáîðäàæ
grateful [ˈgreɪtfl ] adj áëàãîäàð-

íûé, ïðèçíàòåëüíûé
gratitude [ˈgrætɪtjuːd] n áëàãî-

äàðíîñòü
groan [grəʊn] n ñòîí; v ñòîíàòü
ground [graʊnd] n çåìëÿ
grow [grəʊ] v (grew, grown) ðàñ-

òè, âûðàñòàòü, ñòàíîâèòüñÿ; 
~ to love ïîñòåïåííî ïîëþ-
áèòü

growl [graʊl] v ðû÷àòü
grown-up [ˈgrəʊnʌp] n âçðîñ-

ëûé
guess [ges] v äîãàäûâàòüñÿ, ïî-

ëàãàòü, ñ÷èòàòü; n çàãàäêà
gulch [gʌlʃ] n óùåëüå
gun [gʌn] n îðóæèå, ïóøêà, 

ðóæüå

H h

habit [ˈhæbɪt] n ïðèâû÷êà, 
îáûêíîâåíèå

habitant [ˈhæbɪtnt] n æèòåëü, 
îáèòàòåëü

hack v ðóáèòü, ðàçðóáàòü
half [hɑːf] n ïîëîâèíà
hand [hænd] n ðóêà (êèñòü)

handkerchief [ˈhæŋkəʧiːf] n íî-
ñîâîé ïëàòîê

handsome [ˈhændsəm] adj êðà-
ñèâûé

happen [ˈhæpn] v ñëó÷àòüñÿ, 
ïðîèñõîäèòü

hard [hɑːd] adj óïîðíûé, óñåðä-
íûé; òðóäíûé; òâåðäûé

hardly adv åäâà ëè, åëå

hate [heɪt] n íåíàâèñòü; v íåíà-
âèäåòü, íå õîòåòü

hateful adj îòâðàòèòåëüíûé

haunt [hɔːnt] v ìó÷èòü, íå äà-
âàòü ïîêîÿ (î ìûñëÿõ è ò. ï.); 
îáèòàòü (î ïðèâèäåíèÿõ)

head [hed] n ãîëîâà; v íàïðàâ-
ëÿòü(ñÿ)

heart [hɑːt] n ñåðäöå; by ~ íà-
èçóñòü

heat [hiːt] n òåïëî

heaven [ˈhevn] n íåáåñà, íåáî

height [haɪt] n âûñîòà, ðîñò

help v ïîìîãàòü

hesitate [ˈhezɪteɪt] v êîëåáàòü-
ñÿ, ñîìíåâàòüñÿ

hide [haɪd] v (hid, hidden) ïðÿ-
òàòüñÿ, ñêðûâàòüñÿ, òàèòüñÿ; 
ïîðîòü

hit v (hit) óäàðÿòü, ïîðàæàòü, 
ïîïàäàòü; ~ back äàâàòü ñäà÷è

hold [həʊld] v (held) äåð-
 æàòü, óäåðæèâàòü; îáíèìàòü; 
n òðþì

hole [həʊl] n äóïëî, äûðà, íîðà, 
ëîãîâî
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hollow [ˈhɒləʊ] adj ïóñòîé, 
 ïîëûé, ãëóõîé (î çâóêå); 
n äóïëî

honest [ˈɒnɪst] adj ÷åñòíûé
hook [hʊk] n êðþê, êðþ÷îê
hope [həʊp] v íàäåÿòüñÿ; n íà-

äåæäà
horrible [ˈhɒrɪbl] adj æóòêèé, 

ñòðàøíûé, óæàñíûé
horrify [ˈhɒrɪfaɪ] v óæàñàòü
horror [ˈhɒrə] n óæàñ, ñòðàõ, 

áîÿçíü
hostess [ˈhəʊstes] n õîçÿéêà
huge [hjuːdʒ] adj áîëüøîé, ãðî-

ìàäíûé
human [ˈhjuːmən] adj ÷åëîâå-

÷åñêèé; n ÷åëîâåê
humiliation [hjuːˌmɪliˈeɪʃn] n 

óíèæåíèå
humour [ˈhjuːmə] n þìîð, ÷óâ-

ñòâî þìîðà
hungry [ˈhʌŋgri] adj ãîëîäíûé
hurrah [həˈreɪ] exclamation óðà
hurry [ˈhʌri] v òîðîïèòüñÿ, ñïå-

øèòü; ïîäãîíÿòü
hurt [hз:t] v ïðè÷èíèòü áîëü, 

îáèæàòü; èñïûòûâàòü áîëü
hut n ëà÷óãà

I i

ill [ɪl] adj áîëüíîé
imaginary [ɪˈmædʒɪnri] adj âî-

îáðàæàåìûé
imagination [ɪˌmædʒɪˈneɪʃn] n 

âîîáðàæåíèå

imagine [ɪˈmædʒɪn] v âîîáðà-
æàòü, ïðåäñòàâëÿòü ñåáå

imitate [ˈɪmɪteɪt] v ïîäðàæàòü
immediately [ɪˈmiːdjətli] adv íå-

ìåäëåííî, òîò÷àñ æå, ñðàçó
impatient [ɪmˈpeɪʃnt] adj íåòåð-

ïåëèâûé
impress [ɪmˈpres] v âíóøàòü, 

ïðîèçâîäèòü âïå÷àòëåíèå, 
ïîðàæàòü

impression [ɪmˈpreʃn] n âïå÷àò-
ëåíèå

inch [ɪnʧ] n äþéì (åäèíèöà äëè-
íû; = 1/12 ôóòà; = 2,54 ñì)

indeed [ɪnˈdiːd] adv â ñàìîì 
äåëå, äåéñòâèòåëüíî, íåñîì-
íåííî

inform [ɪnˈfɔːm] v ñîîáùàòü
infuriate [ɪnˈfjʊərieɪt] v ïðèâî-

äèòü â ÿðîñòü, áåøåíñòâî
inmate [ˈɪnmeɪt] n æèëåö, îáè-

òàòåëü
innocent [ˈɪnəsnt] adj íåâèí-

íûé, ïðîñòîäóøíûé
instance [ˈɪnstəns] n ïðèìåð, 

ñëó÷àé; for ~ íàïðèìåð, ê ïðè-
ìåðó

instant [ˈɪnstənt] n ìèã, ìî-
ìåíò

intentionally [ɪnˈtenʃnli] adv íà-
ðî÷íî, óìûøëåííî

interest [ˈɪntrəst] n èíòåðåñ, 
óâëå ÷åíèå; v èíòåðåñîâàòü

interpret [ɪnˈtз:prɪt] v ïîÿñíÿòü, 
òîëêîâàòü

interrupt [ˌɪntəˈrʌpt] v âìåøè-
âàòüñÿ, ïðåðûâàòü
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iron [aɪən] adj æåëåçíûé; v ãëà-
äèòü (óòþãîì)

ironical [aɪˈrɒnɪkəl] adj èðîíè-
÷åñêèé

irritate [ˈɪrɪteɪt] v ðàçäðàæàòü, 
ñåðäèòü, çëèòü

island [ˈaɪlənd] n îñòðîâ

J j

jay n ñîéêà (ïòèöà); áîëòóí, 
áàëàáîëêà

jealous [ˈdʒeləs] adj ðåâíèâûé
join [dʒɔɪn] v ïðèñîåäèíÿòüñÿ, 

ñîåäèíÿòüñÿ
joke n øóòêà; v øóòèòü
Jonah [ˈdʒəunə] Èîíà (ïðîðîê)
joy [dʒɔɪ] n ðàäîñòü, ñ÷àñòüå, 

âîñòîðã
judge [dʒʌdʒ] n ñóäüÿ
jug n êóâøèí
jump v ïðûãàòü, ñêàêàòü; n ïðû-

æîê, ñêà÷îê
just adv òî÷íî, êàê ðàç, òîëü-

êî ÷òî, ïðÿìî, ïðîñòî, ñðàçó; 
~ so òàê, êàê íóæíî, êàê ïî-
ëàãàåòñÿ

justice [ˈdʒʌstɪs] n ñïðàâåäëè-
âîñòü

K k

keep v (kept) äåðæàòü, ñîõðà-
íÿòü, îñòàâàòüñÿ, ïðîäîëæàòü 
äåëàòü (÷òî-ë.)

kennel [ˈkenl] n ñîáà÷üÿ êîíóðà
key [kiː] n êëþ÷

kick v áèòü, óäàðÿòü íîãîé, ïè-
íàòü

kidnap [ˈkɪdnæp] v ïîõèùàòü 
ëþäåé, îñîáåííî äåòåé

kill v óáèâàòü, ëèøàòü æèçíè
kind1 [kaɪnd] n âèä
kind2 adj äîáðûé
kind-hearted [ˌkaɪndˈhɑːtɪd] adj 

äîáðîäóøíûé
kite n âîçäóøíûé çìåé
knee [niː] n êîëåíî
knife [naɪf] n íîæ, êèíæàë
knock [nɒk] n ñòóê; v ñòó÷àòü
knocker [ˈnɒkə] n äâåðíîé ìî-

ëîòîê

L l

lad n ïàðåíü
land n ñòðàíà, çåìëÿ; v ïðèçåì-

ëÿòüñÿ, ñïóñêàòüñÿ
lap n êîëåíè
lash n óäàð ïëåòüþ
last1 [lɑːst] adj ïðîøëûé, ïî-

ñëåäíèé; at ~ íàêîíåö
last2 v ïðîäîëæàòüñÿ, òÿíóòü-

ñÿ, äëèòüñÿ
late adv ïîçäíî; be ~ îïàçäû-

âàòü
laugh [lɑːf] v ñìåÿòüñÿ, âåñå-

ëèòüñÿ
laughter [ˈlɑːftə] n ñìåõ
law [lɔː] n çàêîí
lead v (led) âåñòè; âîçãëàâëÿòü; 

ïðèâîäèòü
leaf [liːf] n (ìí. ÷. leaves) ëèñò
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lean v (leant) íàêëîíÿòü, íàãè-
áàòü

leave [liːv] v (left) îñòàâëÿòü, 
ïîêèäàòü, óäàëÿòüñÿ

left adj ëåâûé

leg [leg] n íîãà

let v (let) âûïóñêàòü, îòïóñ-
êàòü; ïîçâîëÿòü, äîïóñêàòü; 
ïðîïóñêàòü

letter [ˈletə] n áóêâà; ïèñüìî 

level [ˈlevl] n óðîâåíü

lick v ëèçàòü

light [laɪt] v (lit) ãîðåòü; çàæè-
ãàòü; îñâåùàòü; n îãîíü; ñâåò; 
ôîíàðü; adj ñâåòëûé, ÿñíûé; 
night-~ íî÷íèê

lightly adv áåñïå÷íî, ëåãêî

like1 adj ïîõîæèé, ñõîäíûé, 
îäèíàêîâûé

like2 v ëþáèòü, íðàâèòüñÿ, õî-
òåòü, æåëàòü

limp v õðîìàòü, ïðèõðàìûâàòü

line [laɪn] n ðÿä, ëèíèÿ, ñòðîêà

lip n ãóáà

live [lɪv] v æèòü; and they ~ed 
happily ever after è æèëè îíè 
äîëãî è ñ÷àñò ëèâî

load [ləʊd] n ãðóç; heavy ~ áîëü-
øàÿ ìàññà

lord v : ~ it ðàçûãðûâàòü ëîðäà, 
êîìàíäîâàòü

loud [laʊd] adj ãðîìêèé

long [lɒŋ] adj äëèííûé; äîëãèé, 
äàâíèé; the ~ and the short of 
it îäíèì ñëîâîì, êîðî÷å ãî-
âîðÿ

look v : ~ for èñêàòü, ïðåñëåäî-
âàòü; ~ out áûòü íàñòîðîæå; 
~ upon ñ÷èòàòü

loose [luːs] adj ïðîñòîðíûé, 
øèðîêèé, ñâîáîäíûé

lose [luːz] v (lost) òåðÿòü, ëè-
øàòüñÿ; be lost in thought 
áûòü ïîãðóæåííûì â ðàç-
ìûøëåíèÿ

low [ləʊ] adj íèçêèé, òèõèé; 
v ñíèæàòüñÿ, ïîíèæàòü

lubber [ˈlʌbə] n íåîïûòíûé ìî-
ðÿê

luff v ïðèâîäèòü ê âåòðó (î ïà-
ðóñíîì êîðàáëå)

lure [lʊə] v çàâëåêàòü, ïðèìà-
íèâàòü

M m

mad adj ñóìàñøåäøèé, áåçóì-
íûé

maid n ñëóæàíêà, ãîðíè÷íàÿ
mainland [ˈmeɪnlænd] n ìàòå-

ðèê
make v (made) äåëàòü, ãîòîâèòü, 

ïðîèçâîäèòü; ñîñòàâëÿòü; çà-
ñòàâëÿòü; ~ it hot for smb çà-
äàâàòü æàðó (êîìó-ë.); ~ it up 
to èñêóïèòü âèíó; ~ out ðàçî-
áðàòü

make-believe v äåëàòü âèä; 
n ïðèòâîðñòâî, ÷òî-ë. âîîáðà-
æàåìîå, âûäóìàííîå

manner [ˈmænə] n ìàíåðà, îá-
ðàç, ñïîñîá; ïîâåäåíèå; ~s âîñ-
ïèòàííîñòü, óìåíèå ñåáÿ âåñ-
òè, íðàâû, îáû÷àè

mark [mɑːk] n çíàê, ìåòêà; 
v çàïîìèíàòü, îòìå÷àòü
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maroon [məˈruːn] n èçãîé; ÷åëî-
âåê, âûñàæåííûé íà íåîáèòà-
åìîì îñòðîâå

mast [mɑːst] n ìà÷òà
master [ˈmɑːstə] n õîçÿèí, ìàñ-

òåð, çíàòîê; v ñïðàâëÿòüñÿ
mate n íàïàðíèê, ïîìîùíèê
matter1 [ˈmætə] n òåìà, âîïðîñ, 

ïðåäìåò
matter2 v èìåòü çíà÷åíèå, çíà-

÷èòü
mean1 [miːn] v (meant) íàìåðå-

âàòüñÿ, äóìàòü, ïîäðàçóìå-
âàòü, çíà÷èòü

means2 n : by no ~ íè â êîåì 
ñëó÷àå íå

meantime [ˈmiːntaɪm] n : in the 
~ òåì âðåìåíåì, ìåæäó òåì, 
ïîêà

measure [ˈmeʒə] v ìåðèòü, èç-
ìåðÿòü

mechanically [məˈkænɪkli] adv 
ìåõàíè÷åñêè, àâòîìàòè÷åñêè

melt v òàÿòü
memory [ˈmemri] n ïàìÿòü, âîñ-

ïîìèíàíèå
mention [ˈmenʃn] v óïîìèíàòü
mercy [ˈmз:si] n ìèëîñåðäèå
mermaid [ˈmз:meɪd] n ðóñàëêà
mess v ïà÷êàòü, ïîðòèòü; âà-

ëÿòü äóðàêà
messy adj çàïà÷êàííûé, ãðÿç-

íûé
mind1 [maɪnd] n óì, ìûñëü, ïà-

ìÿòü
mind2 v ñìîòðåòü (çà), îñòåðå-

ãàòüñÿ; âîçðàæàòü; îáðàùàòü 
âíèìàíèå

mischievous [ˈmɪsʧɪvəs] adj 
îçîðíîé, íåïîñëóøíûé

miss v ïîòåðïåòü íåóäà÷ó; óïóñ-
òèòü; ñêó÷àòü

missus [ˈmɪsɪz] = Mrs n ìèññèñ, 
õîçÿéêà

missy [ˈmɪsɪ] n þíàÿ ìèññ (îáðà-
ùåíèå ê ìîëîäîé äåâóøêå)

missile [ˈmɪsaɪl] n ðàêåòà, ìåòà-
òåëüíûé ñíàðÿä

mistake [mɪˈsteɪk] n îøèáêà
mole [məʊl] n êðîò
moon n ëóíà; ~light ëóííûé 

ñâåò
moss n ìîõ
most [məʊst] adv ñàìûé áîëü-

øîé, íàèáîëüøèé; áîëüøèí-
ñòâî, áîëüøàÿ ÷àñòü

mouth [maʊθ] n ðîò, ïàñòü; 
óñòüå

move [muːv] v äâèãàòü, ïåðå-
äâèãàòü, ïåðåìåùàòü; øå-
âåëüíóòüñÿ; âîëíîâàòü

movement n äâèæåíèå, ïåðåìå-
ùåíèå

murmur [ˈmз:mə] n âîð÷àíèå, 
ðîïîò

mutiny [ˈmjuːtɪni] n áóíò
mutter [ˈmʌtə] v áîðìîòàòü, 

âîð÷àòü

N n

nail [neɪl] n ãâîçäü
naked [ˈneɪkɪd] adj íåïðèêðû-

òûé, ãîëûé
nasty [ˈnɑːsti] adj îòâðàòèòåëü-

íûé, îòòàëêèâàþùèé
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naturally [ˈnæʧrli] adv åñòå-
ñòâåííî

nature [ˈneɪʧə] n õàðàêòåð, íà-
òóðà; ïðèðîäà

naughty [ˈnɔːti] adj íåïîñëóø-
íûé, êàïðèçíûé; äóðíîé

nautical [ˈnɔːtɪkl] adj ìîðñêîé
near [nɪə] adj áëèçêèé, ñêîðûé; 

adv ðÿäîì, ïîáëèçîñòè
nearly [ˈnɪəli] adv ïî÷òè, ÷óòü íå
necessary [ˈnesəseri] adj íåîá-

õîäèìûé
neck [nek] n øåÿ
necklace [ˈnekləs] n îæåðåëüå
need [niːd] v íóæäàòüñÿ; áûòü 

íåîáõîäèìûì, òðåáîâàòüñÿ
needle [ˈniːdl] n èãëà, øïèëü
neighbour [ˈneɪbə] n ñîñåä; 

~hood áëèçîñòü, ñîñåäñòâî
neither1 [ˈnaɪðə] pron íè òîò íè 

äðóãîé; íè îäèí, íèêòî
neither2 [ˈnaɪðə] adv òîæå íå
nerve [nз:v] n íåðâ
nervously [ˈnəːvəsli] adv íåðâíî
Newfoundland n íüþôàóíä-

ëåíä, âîäîëàç (ïîðîäà ñîáàê)
next1 adj ñëåäóþùèé, áóäó-

ùèé, áëèæàéøèé
next2 adv âáëèçè; çàòåì, ïîñëå
nib n ïåðî
noble [ˈnəʊbl] adj áëàãîðîäíûé
nod v êèâàòü
noise [nɔɪz] n øóì
noiseless adj áåñøóìíûé
none [nʌn] pron íè îäèí èç, 

íèêòî, íè÷òî

nonsense [ˈnɒnsəns] n ÷åïóõà, 
åðóíäà, âçäîð

note [nəʊt] v çàìå÷àòü, îáðà-
ùàòü âíèìàíèå

notice [ˈnəʊtɪs] v çàìå÷àòü, âè-
äåòü

number [ˈnʌmbə] n êîëè÷åñòâî, 
÷èñëî

nurse [nз:s] n íÿíÿ
nursery [ˈnз:sri] n äåòñêàÿ (êîì-

íàòà)

O o

oar [ɔː] n âåñëî
oath [əʊθ] n êëÿòâà
obey [əˈbeɪ] v ñëóøàòüñÿ, ïîâè-

íîâàòüñÿ
object [ˈɒbdʒɪkt] n ïðåäìåò, 

îáúåêò
occasion [əˈkeɪʒn] n ñëó÷àé, 

øàíñ
occasionally adv èíîãäà, âðåìÿ 

îò âðåìåíè
occur [əˈkз:] v ïðîèñõîäèòü, 

ñëó÷àòüñÿ
occurrence [əˈkз:rəns] n ïðîèñ-

øåñòâèå, ÷àñòîòà
offence [əˈfens] n îáèäà
offensive [əˈfensɪv] adj îáèä-

íûé, îñêîðáèòåëüíûé
offer [ˈɒfə] v ïðåäëàãàòü; n ïðåä-

ëîæåíèå
once [wʌns] adv îäèí ðàç, ðàç; 

êîãäà-òî, îäíàæäû; at ~ ñðàçó 
æå, òîò÷àñ æå, íåìåäëåííî

opinion [əˈpɪnjən] n ìíåíèå
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oppose [əˈpəʊz] v ïðîòèâî-
ñòîÿòü, áîðîòüñÿ

opposite [ˈɒpəzɪt] adj ïðîòèâî-
ïîëîæíûé

order [ˈɔːdə] v ïðèêàçûâàòü, 
ðàñïîðÿæàòüñÿ; n ïðèêàç

otherwise [ˈʌðəwaɪz] conj èíà-
÷å, â èíîì ñëó÷àå

overboard adv çà áîðò; çà áîð-
òîì

overhead adv ââåðõó, íàä ãîëî-
âîé

overfeed v ïåðååäàòü
overhear v (overheard) ïîäñëó-

øèâàòü
owe [əʊ] v áûòü äîëæíûì, îáÿ-

çàííûì
own adj ñâîé, ñîáñòâåííûé

P p

pack v óïàêîâûâàòü
pain n áîëü, îãîð÷åíèå; v ïðè-

÷èíÿòü áîëü
paint n êðàñêà
pale v áëåäíåòü
paleness n áëåäíîñòü
paper [ˈpeɪpə] n áóìàãà; ãàçåòà
part1 [pɑːt] n ÷àñòü, ñòîðîíà; 

î÷åðåäü; take ~ ïðèíèìàòü 
ó÷àñòèå, ó÷àñòâîâàòü

part2 v ðàññòàâàòüñÿ, ðàçëó-
÷àòüñÿ

particularly [pəˈtɪkjʊləli] adv 
îñîáåííî, â ÷àñòíîñòè

party [ˈpɑːti] n âå÷åðèíêà, 
ïðèåì

pass [pɑːs] v ïåðåäàâàòü; 
èäòè, ïðîõîäèòü, ïåðåõîäèòü; 
~ away óìåðåòü, óéòè èç æèç-
íè; ~ by ïðîéòè ìèìî; îñòàâ-
ëÿòü áåç âíèìàíèÿ, ïðîïóñ-
êàòü; ~ through ïðîíçàòü

passage [ˈpæsɪdʒ] n ïðîõîä
passion [ˈpæʃn] n ñòðàñòü, ïûë, 

ýíòóçèàçì, âñïûøêà ãíåâà
passionate [ˈpæʃnət] adj ïûë-

êèé, ñòðàñòíûé, âñïûëü÷è-
âûé, ãîðÿ÷èé; íåîáóçäàííûé, 
íåñäåðæàííûé, íåèñòîâûé

path [pɑːθ] n òðîïà, ïóòü, äî-
ðîãà

paw [pɔː] n ëàïà
peep v çàãëÿäûâàòü
pepper [ˈpepə] v óñåèâàòü, óñû-

ïàòü
perambulator [pəˈræmbjʊleɪtə] 

n äåòñêàÿ êîëÿñêà
perfectly [ˈpəːfektli] adv ñîâåð-

øåííî, ïîëíîñòüþ
person [ˈpз:sn] n ÷åëîâåê, ëè÷-

íîñòü, îñîáà
pet n äîìàøíåå æèâîòíîå, ëþ-

áèìåö, ëàïî÷êà
pick v : ~ up ïîäíèìàòü; ~ one’s 

way ïðîáèðàòüñÿ
pickle [ˈpɪkl ̩] n îçîðíèê, øàëóí
piece [piːs] n êóñîê; ìîíåòà
pinch n ùèïîê; v ùèïàòü
pipe n ñâèðåëü, äóäêà
pity [ˈpɪti] n æàëîñòü, ñîæàëå-

íèå, ñîñòðàäàíèå
piteously [ˈpɪtiəsli] adv æàëêî, 

æàëîáíî
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pitiless [ˈpɪtiləs] adj áåçæàëîñò-
íûé

place1 v ïîìåùàòü
place2 n ìåñòî; take ~ ñëó÷àòüñÿ; 

hiding-~ óêðûòèå, óáå æèùå
plank [plæŋk] n äîñêà; walk the 

~ áûòü ñáðîøåííûì â ìîðå 
(ïèðàòû çàñòàâëÿëè ïëåííè-
êîâ èäòè ñ çàâÿçàííûìè ãëà-
çàìè ïî äîñêå, ïîëîæåííîé 
íà áîðò ñóäíà, äî òåõ ïîð, 
ïîêà îíè íå ïàäàëè â ìîðå)

pleasant [ˈpleznt] adj ïðèÿò-
íûé, ñëàâíûé, ìèëûé

please [pliːz] v ðàäîâàòü, äî-
ñòàâëÿòü óäîâîëüñòâèå; áûòü 
äîâîëüíûì

pleasure [ˈpleʒə] n óäîâîëü-
ñòâèå, ðàäîñòü

pocket [ˈpɒkɪt] n êàðìàí
point1 [pɔɪnt] n ñóòü, äåëî, ÷åð-

òà, îñîáåííîñòü
point2 v ïîêàçûâàòü (ïàëüöåì), 

óêàçûâàòü
poison [ˈpɔɪzn] n ÿä; v îòðàâ-

ëÿòü
polite [pəˈlaɪt] adj âåæëèâûé, 

áëàãîâîñïèòàííûé
possible [ˈpɒsəbl] adj âåðîÿò-

íûé, âîçìîæíûé
pot n êîòåëîê, êàñòðþëÿ
pour [pɔː] v ëèòüñÿ; íàëèâàòü; 

ñûïàòüñÿ (î ñëîâàõ)

power [paʊə] n ñèëà, âëàñòü
powerless adj áåññèëüíûé, áåñ-

ïîìîùíûé
praise [preɪz] v õâàëèòü
pray [preɪ] v ìîëèòüñÿ

prepare [prɪˈpeə] v ãîòîâèòü, 
ïîäãîòàâëèâàòü

present [ˈprezənt] n òåêóùèé 
ìîìåíò, íàñòîÿùåå; at ~ â íà-
ñòîÿùåå âðåìÿ, â äàííîå âðå-
ìÿ, òåïåðü

present [ˈprezənt] adj : be ~ ïðè-
ñóòñòâîâàòü

presently adv ñåé÷àñ, òåïåðü
pretend [prɪˈtend] v ïðèòâî-

ðÿòüñÿ, äåëàòü âèä, ðàçûãðû-
âàòü èç ñåáÿ

prevent [prɪˈvent] v ïðåäîòâðà-
ùàòü, ìåøàòü, ïðåïÿòñòâî-
âàòü

primness [ˈprimnəs] n ÷îïîð-
íîñòü; ñòðîãîñòü

prison [ˈprɪzn] n òþðüìà
prisoner [ˈprɪznə] n ïëåííèê, 

óçíèê
private [ˈpraɪvət] adj ÷àñòíûé, 

ëè÷íûé
prize [praɪz] v âûñîêî öåíèòü
proof [pruːf] n ïîäòâåðæäåíèå, 

äîêàçàòåëüñòâî
properly [ˈprɔpəli] adv äîëæ-

íûì îáðàçîì, êàê ñëåäóåò, 
ïðàâèëüíî

protect [prəˈtect] v çàùèùàòü, 
îõðàíÿòü

proud adj ãîðäûé, âûñîêîìåð-
íûé, íàäìåííûé

prove [pruːv] v äîêàçûâàòü; 
îêàçûâàòüñÿ

provoke [prəˈvəʊk] v ïðîâîöè-
ðîâàòü, ïîáóæäàòü; ñïîñîá-
ñòâîâàòü
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public [ˈpʌblɪk] n ïóáëèêà, îá-
ùåñòâåííîñòü

pull [pʊl] v òÿíóòü, òàùèòü; íà-
òÿãèâàòü, äåðãàòü

purpose [ˈpз:pəs] n íàìåðåíèå, 
öåëü

push [pʊʃ] v òîëêàòü, îòòàëêè-
âàòü; íàæèìàòü

puzzle [ˈpʌzl] v ïðèâîäèòü â 
çà òðóäíåíèå, ñòàâèòü â òó-
ïèê, îçàäà÷èâàòü; çàïóòû-
âàòü,  óñëîæíÿòü

Q q

quack [kwæk] v êðÿêàòü
quartermaster [ˈkwɔːtəˌmɑːstə] 

n ðóëåâîé
question [ˈkwesʧn] n âîïðîñ, 

ïðîáëåìà, äåëî; v ñïðàøè-
âàòü, ñîìíåâàòüñÿ

quiet [ˈkwaɪət] adj òèõèé, áåñ-
øóìíûé, ñïîêîéíûé; n òè-
øèíà, çàòèøüå, ïîêîé

R r

rage n ÿðîñòü, ãíåâ, áåøåíñòâî
raise [reɪz] v ïîäíèìàòü
raisin [ˈreɪzn] n èçþì
rakish [ˈreɪkɪʃ] adj áûñòðîõîä-

íûé (î êîðàáëå)

range [reɪndʒ] v âûñòðàèâàòü 
â ðÿä

rapidly [ˈræpɪdli] adv áûñòðî
rat n êðûñà
rattle [ˈrætl ̩] v òðÿñòè, ãðîõî-

òàòü, ãðåìåòü

rather [ˈrɑːðə] adv ñêîðåå; ñëåã-
êà; äîâîëüíî, âåñüìà

reach [riːʧ] v äîòÿãèâàòüñÿ, 
äîñòèãàòü, äîáèðàòüñÿ, äîáè-
âàòüñÿ; n äîñÿãàåìîñòü

real [rɪəl] adj ðåàëüíûé, íàñòî-
ÿùèé, äåéñòâèòåëüíûé

really [ˈrɪəli] adv äåéñòâèòåëü-
íî, â ñàìîì äåëå, î÷åíü

rear [rɪə] n òûë; bring up the ~ 
çàìûêàòü øåñòâèå

reason [ˈriːzn] n ïðè÷èíà
reasonable adj ðàçóìíûé
recall [rɪˈkɔːl] v âñïîìèíàòü, 

âîñêðåøàòü (â ïàìÿòè)

recognize [ˈrekəgnaɪz] v óçíà-
âàòü, îñîçíàâàòü

recover [rɪˈkʌvə] v ïîëó÷èòü îá-
ðàòíî, âîçâðàùàòü ñåáå; âîñ-
ñòàíàâëèâàòü

reduce [rɪˈdjuːs] v ñîêðàùàòü; 
õóäåòü

refuse [rɪˈfjuːz] v îòêàçûâàòüñÿ 
relief [rɪˈliːf] n îáëåã÷åíèå; sigh 

of ~ âçäîõ îáëåã÷åíèÿ
remain [rɪˈmeɪn] v îñòàâàòüñÿ, 

ïðåáûâàòü, íàõîäèòüñÿ
remind [rɪˈmaɪnd] v íàïîìè-

íàòü
remove [rɪˈmuːv] v ïåðåäâèãàòü, 

óäàëÿòü, ñíèìàòü
replace [rɪˈpleɪs] v çàìåíÿòü; 

âîçâðàùàòü îáðàòíî (íà ìåñ-
òî)

reply [rɪˈplaɪ] n îòâåò; v îòâå-
÷àòü, ðåàãèðîâàòü

reprovingly [rɪˈpruːvingli] adv 
ñ óïðåêîì
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resist [rɪˈzɪst] v óñòîÿòü; íå ïîä-
äàâàòüñÿ

respect [rɪˈspekt] n óâàæåíèå; 
v óâàæàòü, ïî÷èòàòü

responsible [rɪˈspɒnsɪbl] adj 
îòâåòñòâåííûé, íåñóùèé îò-
âåòñòâåííîñòü

responsibility [rɪˌspɒnsəˈbɪlɪti] 
n îòâåòñòâåííîñòü

rest1 v îòäûõàòü
rest2 n ïîêîé; come to ~ îñòà-

íàâëèâàòüñÿ; the ~ îñòàëü-
íûå, äðóãèå

result [rɪˈzʌlt] n ðåçóëüòàò, èòîã, 
ñëåäñòâèå

revenge [rɪˈvendʒ] n ìåñòü; take 
~ îòîìñòèòü

reward [rɪˈwɔːd] v âîçíàãðàæ-
äàòü

right1 [raɪt] adj ïðàâûé, ïðà-
âèëüíûé, òî÷íûé; all ~ âñå â 
ïîðÿäêå, õîðîøî, íîðìàëüíî

right2 [raɪt] adv ïðàâèëüíî; 
serve someone ~ ïîäåëîì; in 
one’s own ~ ïî ïðàâó (èç-çà 
òèòóëà, çâàíèÿ è ò. ï.)

ring [rɪŋ] v (rang, rung) çâó-
÷àòü, ðàçäàâàòüñÿ, äîíîñèòü-
ñÿ (î çâóêå)

ringleader [ˈrɪŋˌliːdə] n çà÷èí-
ùèê

ripple [ˈrɪpl ̩] n çûáü, ðÿáü
rise [raɪz] v (rose, risen) âñòà-

âàòü, ïîäíèìàòüñÿ
rock n ñêàëà, êàìåíü
roll1 [rəʊl] v âðàùàòüñÿ, ñâîðà-

÷èâàòü
roll2 n ïîõîäêà âðàçâàëêó

roof [ruːf] n êðûøà
rope [rəʊp] n âåðåâêà
rough [rʌf] adj ãðóáûé, ñóðî-

âûé
rub v òåðåòü
rude [ruːd] adj ãðóáûé
rule1 [ruːl] n ïðàâèëî
rule2 [ruːl] v ïðàâèòü; “Rule, 

Britannia” «Ïðàâü, Áðèòà-
íèÿ» (ïàòðèîòè÷åñêàÿ ïåñ-
íÿ î Áðèòàíèè)

run v (ran, run) áåæàòü, áåãàòü; 
~ down îñòàíîâèòüñÿ (î ìàøè-
íå, ÷àñàõ è ò. ï.); ~ into ñòàë-
êèâàòüñÿ

rush n ñòðåìèòåëüíîå äâèæå-
íèå, áðîñîê; v áðîñàòüñÿ; 
ì÷àòüñÿ, íåñòèñü, òîðîïèòü-
ñÿ; âðûâàòüñÿ

S s

sad adj ãðóñòíûé, ïå÷àëüíûé
safe [seɪf] adj áåçîïàñíûé, âåð-

íûé, íàäåæíûé; íåâðåäèìûé; 
îñòîðîæíûé; ~ and sound 
öåë(ûé) è íåâðåäèì(ûé)

sailor [ˈseɪlə] n ìàòðîñ, ìîðÿê; 
~ before the mast ðÿäîâîé 
ìàòðîñ

sand n ïåñîê
sap n ñîê ðàñòåíèÿ
satisfaction [ˌsætɪsˈfækʃn] n 

óäîâëåòâîðåíèå, óäîâëåòâî-
ðåííîñòü

satisfy [ˈsætɪsfaɪ] v óäîâëåòâî-
ðÿòü; ðàäîâàòü, äîñòàâëÿòü 
óäîâîëüñòâèå
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savage [ˈsævɪdʒ] adj äèêèé; 
n äèêàðü

save v ñïàñàòü, çàùèùàòü; áå-
ðå÷ü, ýêîíîìèòü

saw [sɔː] v ïèëèòü
scare [skeə] v ïóãàòü, èñïóãàòü
scorn [skɔːn] n ïðåçðåíèå
scornfully adv ïðåçðèòåëüíî, 

ïðåíåáðåæèòåëüíî
scratch [skræʧ] v ñêðåñòè, ÷å-

ñàòü
scream [skriːm] v êðè÷àòü, âî-

ïèòü, âèçæàòü, âûêðèêè-
âàòü; n âîïëü, ïðîíçèòåëü-
íûé êðèê, âèçã

search [sз:ʧ] n ïîèñê, èçó÷å-
íèå; v èñêàòü

seat n ñèäåíèå
seem v êàçàòüñÿ, ïðåäñòàâëÿòü-

ñÿ, âûãëÿäåòü
seize [siːz] v ñõâàòèòü, õâàòàòü, 

âûõâàòûâàòü
selfish [ˈselfɪʃ] adj ýãîèñòè÷-

íûé
sense [sens] n ÷óâñòâî, îùó-

ùåíèå; ðàññóäîê, ñîçíàíèå, 
ðàçóì

servant [ˈsəːvnt] n ñëóãà, ïðè-
ñëóãà

service [ˈsз:vɪs] n ñëóæáà, çàíÿ-
òèå; be of ~ áûòü êîìó-ë. ïî-
ëåçíûì, óñëóæèòü

set v (set) ïîìåùàòü, ðàñïîëà-
ãàòü, óñòàíàâëèâàòü; ~ off 
îòïðàâëÿòüñÿ â ïóòü; ~ free 
îñâîáîæäàòü

settle [ˈsetl] v óñòðàèâàòüñÿ, ïî-
ñåëÿòüñÿ; ~ down îñòåïåíèòü-
ñÿ, óãîìîíèòüñÿ

severe [sɪˈvɪə] adj ñòðîãèé, ñó-
ðîâûé

sew [səʊ] v (sewed, sewn) øèòü, 
ïðèøèâàòü, øòîïàòü

shadow [ˈʃædəʊ] n òåíü
shake v (shook, shaken) òðÿñ-

òè, âñòðÿõèâàòü; äðîæàòü; 
~ hands ïîæèìàòü ðóêó

shame n ñòûä, ïîçîð
shameless áåññòûäíûé
share [ʃeə] n äîëÿ, ÷àñòü; àê-

öèÿ; v äåëèòü, ðàñïðåäåëÿòü, 
ðàçäåëÿòü

sharp [ʃɑːp] adj îñòðûé; ðåç-
êèé, ïðîíçèòåëüíûé; îò÷åò-
ëèâûé

shave [ʃeɪv] v áðèòü; ñòðîãàòü
shield [ʃiːld] n ùèò
shine v (shone) ñèÿòü, ñâåòèòü, 

áëåñòåòü
shoot v (shot) ñòðåëÿòü; ïîïàñòü 

(èç îðóæèÿ)

shore [ʃɔː] n áåðåã
short [ʃɔːt] adj êîðîòêèé, íå-

äëèííûé; áûñòðûé, êðàòêèé
shot n âûñòðåë; âçðûâ
shoulder [ˈʃəʊldə] n ïëå÷î
shout [ʃaʊt] v êðè÷àòü; n âîç-

ãëàñ, êðèê
show v (showed, shown) ïîêà-

çûâàòü, ïðîÿâëÿòü; âèäíåòü-
ñÿ; ~ off âûñòàâëÿòü íàïîêàç, 
õâàñòàòü, ðèñîâàòüñÿ
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shut v çàêðûâàòü, çàïèðàòü; 
~ up çàìîë÷àòü

shy [ʃaɪ] adj çàñòåí÷èâûé, ðîá-
êèé

sick adj : be ~ òîøíèòü
sigh [saɪ] n âçäîõ; v âçäûõàòü
sight [saɪt] n çðåëèùå; âçãëÿä; 

âèä; v çàìåòèòü, âûñìîòðåòü; 
ðàçëè÷èòü

sign [saɪn] n ñèãíàë, çíàê; ïðè-
çíàê; v ïîäàâàòü çíàê; çíà-
÷èòü, îáîçíà÷àòü

signal [ˈsɪgnəl] n çíàê, ñèãíàë; 
v ïîäàâàòü ñèãíàë, ïðåäóï-
ðåæäàòü

silly [ˈsɪli] adj ãëóïûé, äóðàö-
êèé

simple [ˈsɪmpl] adj íåñëîæíûé, 
ïðîñòîé; ïðîñòîäóøíûé

since [sɪns] conj òàê êàê; ñ òåõ 
ïîð

sit v (sat) ñèäåòü; ñàäèòüñÿ
site [saɪt] n ìåñòî
size n ðàçìåð
slave [sleɪv] n ðàá
slide v (slid) ñêîëüçèòü
slight [slaɪt] adj ëåãêèé, íå-

áîëüøîé, íåçíà÷èòåëüíûé
slip v ñêîëüçèòü; äâèãàòüñÿ, íå 

ïðèâëåêàÿ âíèìàíèÿ
slipper [ˈslɪpə] n áàøìà÷îê
smile n óëûáêà; v óëûáàòüñÿ; 

îòíîñèòüñÿ ïðåçðèòåëüíî èëè 
íàñìåøëèâî

smoothly [smuːðli] adv ãëàäêî
snake n çìåÿ

sob [sɒb] n ðûäàíèå, âñõëèïû-
âàíèå; v ðûäàòü; âñõëèïû-
âàòü

soothe [suːð] v óñïîêàèâàòü
sorry [ˈsɒri] adj ñîæàëåþùèé; 

æàëêèé, âèíîâàòûé
soul [səʊl] n äóøà
sound [saʊnd] n çâóê, øóì; 

v çâó÷àòü; èçäàâàòü çâóê
space [speɪs] n ïðîñòðàíñòâî
spanking [ˈspæŋkɪŋ] n ïîðêà, 

òðåïêà
sparrow [ˈspærəʊ] n âîðîáåé
spectacles [ˈspektəklz ] n (ìí. ÷.) 

î÷êè
spell v ïèñàòü èëè ïðîèçíîñèòü 

(ñëîâî) ïî áóêâàì
spinster [ˈspɪnstə] n ñòàðàÿ 

äåâà
spirit [ˈspɪrɪt] n äóõ, íàñòðîå-

íèå; âîîäóøåâëåíèå, ãîðÿ÷-
íîñòü

splash n âñïëåñê, ïÿòíî
spoil [spɔɪl] v ïîðòèòü, áàëî-

âàòü
spoon n ëîæêà
spot n ïÿòíî, ìåñòî, òî÷êà
spout [spaʊt] n ãîðëûøêî, íî-

ñèê
spread [spred] v (spread) ðàñ-

ïðîñòðàíÿòüñÿ; ~ out ðàçáå-
ãàòüñÿ

spring n âåñíà
stab v êîëîòü, ðàíèòü êèíæà-

ëîì, íîæîì
stain n ïÿòíî; v ïà÷êàòüñÿ
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stairs [steəz] n (ìí. ÷.) ëåñò-
íèöà

stand v (stood) ñòîÿòü; îñòàâàòü-
ñÿ; âûäåðæèâàòü

star n çâåçäà
stare [steə] v ïðèñòàëüíî ãëÿ-

äåòü, óñòàâèòüñÿ, ñìîòðåòü 
â èçóìëåíèè

start1 n íà÷àëî
start2 v âñêàêèâàòü
starve [stɑːv] v ãîëîäàòü
stay [steɪ] v îñòàâàòüñÿ; ~ away 

íå ÿâëÿòüñÿ, îòñóòñòâîâàòü
steadily [ˈstedɪli] adv íåóêëîííî
steal v (stole, stolen) âîðîâàòü; 

êðàñòüñÿ; äåëàòü ÷òî-ëèáî íå-
çàìåòíî

steel n ñòàëü; adj ñòàëüíîé
step n øàã, ïîõîäêà; v ñòóïàòü, 

øàãàòü
stick1 n ïàëêà
stick2 v (stuck) âòûêàòü, âîí-

çàòü; ïðèêëåèâàòü; ïðèäåð-
æèâàòüñÿ

sticky adj ëèïêèé
still1 adv äî ñèõ ïîð, (âñå) åùå, 

êðîìå òîãî
still2 adj áåñøóìíûé, íåïîä-

âèæíûé
still3 v óñïîêàèâàòü
stock [stɒk] n àêöèè
stocking [ˈstɒkɪŋ] n ÷óëîê
stop n îñòàíîâêà, çàäåðæêà; êî-

íåö; v îñòàíàâëèâàòüñÿ, ïðå-
êðàùàòü, ïåðåñòàâàòü

storyteller [ˈstɔːriˌtelə] n ðàñ-
ñêàç÷èê

strange adj ÷óæîé; ñòðàííûé, 
÷óäíîé

stranger n íåçíàêîìåö
stray [streɪ] v ñáèòüñÿ ñ ïóòè, 

îòáèòüñÿ
strict adj ñòðîãèé, ñóðîâûé, 

æåñòêèé
strike v (struck, stricken) óäà-

ðÿòü, áèòü; ïîïàäàòü; âîí-
çàòü; äîñòèãàòü

struggle [ˈstrʌgl] v áîðîòüñÿ
stubborn [ˈstʌbən] adj óïðÿ-

ìûé
stupid [ˈstjuːpɪd] adj ãëóïûé
subject [ˈsʌbdʒekt] n òåìà, äåëî; 

ïîääàííûé
success [səkˈses] n óñïåõ
such pron òîò, òàêîé
suffer [ˈsʌfə] v ñòðàäàòü, òåð-

ïåòü
suggest [səˈdʒest] v ïðåäëàãàòü, 

ñîâåòîâàòü; íàìåêàòü
suit [suːt] n êîñòþì
suitable [ˈsuːtəbl ̩] adj ïîäõîäÿ-

ùèé
support [səˈpɔːt] n ïîääåðæêà, 

îïîðà; v ïîääåðæèâàòü, ïî-
ìîãàòü

suppose [səˈpəʊz] v ïîëàãàòü, 
ïðåäïîëàãàòü, äîïóñêàòü

sure [ʃɔː] adj óâåðåííûé, íàäåæ-
íûé; adv êîíå÷íî, íåïðåìåí-
íî, òî÷íî; make ~ óáåäèòüñÿ, 
îáåñïå÷èòü

surprise [səˈpraɪz] n óäèâëåíèå, 
íåîæèäàííîñòü; v èçóìëÿòü, 
ïîðàæàòü, óäèâëÿòü
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surround [səˈraʊnd] v îêðó-
æàòü, îáñòóïàòü

suspect [səˈspekt] v ïîäîçðå-
âàòü; ñîìíåâàòüñÿ, íå äîâå-
ðÿòü

suspicion [səˈspɪʃn] n ïîäîçðå-
íèå

suspicious [səˈspɪʃəs] adj ïîäîç-
ðèòåëüíûé, íåäîâåð÷èâûé

swallow1 [ˈswɒləʊ] v ïðîãëàòû-
âàòü, ïîãëîùàòü

swallow2 [ˈswɒləʊ] n ëàñòî÷êà
swear [sweə] n êëÿòâà; v (swore, 

sworn) êëÿñòüñÿ; ðóãàòüñÿ
sweater [ˈswetə] n ñâèòåð
swell v íàäóâàòüñÿ
sword [sɔːd] n ìå÷, øïàãà

T t

tail n õâîñò; cat of nine tails 
ïëåòêà-äåâÿòèõâîñòêà

tailor [ˈteɪlə] n ïîðòíîé
take v (took, taken) áðàòü, çàíè-

ìàòü; ïðèíèìàòü; ~ after áûòü 
ïîõîæèì; ~ on íàíèìàòü; ~ up 
ïîäíèìàòü

taste n âêóñ; v ïðîáîâàòü íà 
âêóñ

tear [teə] v (tore, torn) ðâàòü, 
ðàçðûâàòü, îòðûâàòü

tear [tɪə] n ñëåçà
tell v (told) ãîâîðèòü, ðàññêà-

çûâàòü; ïðèêàçûâàòü; ÿáåä-
íè÷àòü

telltale [ˈtelteɪl] n äîíîñ÷èê, 
ÿáåäíèê

temper [ˈtempə] n õàðàêòåð, 
íðàâ; short ~ âñïûëü÷èâûé 
õàðàêòåð

tender [ˈtendə] adj íåæíûé, 
ëàñêîâûé

terrible [ˈterəbl ] adj óæàñíûé, 
æóòêèé

terrify [ˈterəfaɪ] v óæàñàòü, ïó-
ãàòü

terror [ˈterə] n ñòðàõ, óæàñ
thought [θɔːt] n ìûñëü, ðàç-

ìûøëåíèå
thoughtfully adv çàäóì÷èâî
thoughtlessly adv áåçäóìíî
threaten [ˈθretn] v óãðîæàòü
throughout [θruːˈaʊt] prep íà 

âñåì ïðîòÿæåíèè
throw [θrəʊ] v (threw, thrown) 

áðîñàòü, êèäàòü
thunder [ˈθʌndə] n ãðîì; by 

thunder! ãðîì è ìîëíèÿ! (âîñ-
êëèöàíèå, âûðàæàþùåå âîç-
ìóùåíèå)

thus adv òàê, òàêèì îáðàçîì
tie1 [taɪ] n ãàëñòóê
tie2 v çàâÿçûâàòü, ïðèâÿçûâàòü, 

ñâÿçûâàòü
tight [taɪt] adj êðåïêèé, ïëîò-

íûé, òóãîé
tick n òèêàíüå; v òèêàòü
tickle [ˈtɪkl] v ùåêîòàòü
tide n ïðèëèâ è îòëèâ
tidy v óáèðàòü, ïðèâîäèòü â ïî-

ðÿäîê
till prep äî, ïîêà; conj äî òåõ 

ïîð ïîêà (íå)
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thimble [ˈθɪmbl] n íàïåðñòîê
time n âðåìÿ; ðàç; at ~s âðåìå-

íàìè
tinkle [ˈtɪŋkl ̩] n çâîí
tiny [ˈtaɪni] adj î÷åíü ìàëåíü-

êèé, êðîøå÷íûé
tire [taɪə] v óòîìëÿòüñÿ, óñòà-

âàòü
title [ˈtaɪtl ] n òèòóë, çâàíèå
tongue [tʌŋ] n ÿçûê
tootle [ˈtuːtl] n çâóê òðóáû, 

ôëåéòû; áîëòîâíÿ
top n âåðøèíà, âåðõóøêà, 

âåðõ
torture [ˈtɔːʧə] v ìó÷èòü
toss [tɒs] v áðîñàòü æðåáèé
tot (up) v ñóììèðîâàòü, ñêëà-

äûâàòü
totter [ˈtɒtə] v èäòè íåâåðíîé, 

äðîæàùåé ïîõîäêîé, êîâû-
ëÿòü

touch [tʌʧ] v (ïðè)êàñàòüñÿ, 
òðîãàòü; n ïðèêîñíîâåíèå

towel [taʊəl] n ïîëîòåíöå
trace n ñëåä
treasure [ˈtreʒə] n ñîêðîâèùå
treat [triːt] v îáðàùàòüñÿ, îáõî-

äèòüñÿ
treatment n îáðàùåíèå
tremble [ˈtrembl] v äðîæàòü, 

òðÿñòèñü; n äðîæü, ñîäðîãà-
íèå, òðåïåò

trick n õèòðîñòü
tricky adj õèòðûé
triumph [ˈtraɪəmf] n ïîáåäà, 

òîðæåñòâî, òðèóìô

trouble [ˈtrʌbl] n áåñïîêîéñòâî, 
âîëíåíèå, áåäà; ~maker ïðî-
êàçíèê; v áåñïîêîèòü, çà-
òðóäíÿòü

troublesome adj ïðè÷èíÿþùèé 
áåñïîêîéñòâî

true [truː] adj âåðíûé, ïðàâ-
äèâûé, íàñòîÿùèé; òî÷íûé; 
come ~ ñáûâàòüñÿ, ñòàòü 
ÿâüþ

trunk n ñòâîë (äåðåâà)
trust v äîâåðÿòü
trustless adj âåðîëîìíûé
truth [truːθ] n ïðàâäà
try [traɪ] v ïûòàòüñÿ, ñòàðàòüñÿ, 

ïðîâåðÿòü; n ïîïûòêà
turn v ïîâîðà÷èâàòü; ïðåâðà-

ùàòü, îáðàùàòü; ~ out îêàçû-
âàòüñÿ; n âðàùåíèå, ïîâîðîò; 
î÷åðåäü

tut [tʌt] exclamation ýõ! (âûðà-
æàåò íåòåðïåíèå, äîñàäó)

twin n áëèçíåö
twist v êðóòèòü

U u

ugly [ˈʌgli] adj óðîäëèâûé
unable [ʌnˈeɪbl] adj íåñïîñîá-

íûé
unashamed [ˌʌnəˈʃeɪmd] adj áåñ-

ñîâåñòíûé, áåññòûäíûé
uncover [ʌnˈkʌvə] v ðàñêðûâàòü
underground [ˌʌndəˈgraʊnd] adj 

ïîäçåìíûé
understand [ˌʌndəˈstænd] v 

(understood) ïîíèìàòü, îñîç-
íàâàòü
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uneventful [ˌʌnˈɪventfl ] adj íå-
ïðèìå÷àòåëüíûé, ïðîõîäÿ-
ùèé áåç ïðîèñøåñòâèé

unfriendly [ʌnˈfrendli] adj âðàæ-
äåáíûé, ÷óæîé

unnecessarily [ʌnˈnesəserɪli] 
adv áåç íàäîáíîñòè

used [juːst] adj ïðèâûêøèé; be 
(get) ~ to èìåòü îáûêíîâåíèå, 
áûòü ïðèâû÷íûì ê ÷åìó-òî

V v

vain [veɪn] adj íàïðàñíûé; in ~ 
çðÿ, òùåòíî

van n : in the ~ âïåðåäè
vegetable [ˈvedʒtəbl]  n îâîù, 

ðàñòåíèå
very [ˈveri] adv î÷åíü; the ~ 

èìåííî òîò, òîò ñàìûé
victim [ˈvɪktɪm] n æåðòâà
visitor [ˈvɪzɪtə] n ïîñåòèòåëü
voice [vɔɪs] n ãîëîñ

W w

wag v ìàõàòü
wait [weɪt] v æäàòü, äîæèäàòüñÿ
wake v (woke, woken) ïðîñû-

ïàòüñÿ, ïðîáóæäàòüñÿ; áó-
äèòü; áîäðñòâîâàòü

wall [wɔːl] n ñòåíà
wander [ˈwɒndə] v ñòðàíñòâî-

âàòü, áëóæäàòü
washstand [ˈwɒʃstænd] n óìû-

âàëüíèê
waste [weɪst] v òåðÿòü äàðîì, 

òðàòèòü âïóñòóþ

watch [wɒʧ] n ÷àñû, äîçîð; 
v ñìîòðåòü, íàáëþäàòü, ñòî-
ðîæèòü, îõðàíÿòü

watchful adj áäèòåëüíûé
wave v ìàõàòü, ðàçìàõèâàòü, 

îòìàõèâàòüñÿ
way [weɪ] n ïóòü, ñïîñîá, îáðàç; 

~ out âûõîä; by the ~ êñòàòè, 
ìåæäó ïðî÷èì; in a ~ â íå-
êîòîðîì ñìûñëå; Milky Way 
Ìëå÷íûé Ïóòü

weapon [ˈwepən] n îðóæèå
wear [weə] v (wore, worn) íî-

ñèòü, íàäåâàòü; èñòîùàòü, 
óòîìëÿòü

wedding [ˈwedɪŋ] n ñâàäüáà
weird [wɪəd] adj æóòêèé, ñòðàí-

íûé
whether [ˈweðə] conj ëè
while1 conj ïîêà, â òî âðåìÿ 

êàê, òîãäà êàê
while2 n âðåìÿ, ïðîìåæóòîê 

âðåìåíè
whip v õëåñòàòü; ~ off ñäåðíóòü
whistle [ˈwɪsl] n ñâèñòîê; v ñâèñ-

òåòü
why [waɪ] adv ïî÷åìó; âåäü, 

êàê æå
wicked [ˈwɪkɪd] adj çëîé, áåç-

íðàâñòâåííûé
width [wɪdθ] n øèðèíà
wild [waɪld] adj äèêèé, áóðíûé
willing [ˈwɪlɪŋ] adj ñîãëàñíûé, 

ãîòîâûé
wing n êðûëî
wink v ïîäìèãèâàòü
wipe v âûòèðàòü
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wise adj ìóäðûé, áëàãîðàçóì-
íûé

wish v æåëàòü, õîòåòü; n æåëà-
íèå

whisper [ˈwɪspə] v øåïòàòü; 
n øåïîò

within [wɪˈðɪn] prep âíóòðè, 
â ïðåäåëàõ

wonder1 [ˈwʌndə] v èíòåðåñî-
âàòüñÿ, õîòåòü çíàòü

wonder2 n óäèâëåíèå, ÷óäî
world [wз:ld] n ìèð, ñâåò
worm [wз:m] n ÷åðâÿê
warrior [ˈwɒriə] n âîèí
worry [ˈwʌri] v áåñïîêîèòüñÿ, 

âîëíîâàòüñÿ

worth [wз:θ] n öåííîñòü, çíà÷è-
ìîñòü

worthwhile adj ñòîˆÿùèé
worthless adj íåãîäíûé
wound [wuːnd] n ðàíà; v ðà-

íèòü
wrapped [ræpt] adj çàâåðíóòûé, 

óêóòàííûé
wrong [rɒŋ] adj íåïðàâèëüíûé, 

îøèáî÷íûé

Y y

yard [jɑːd] n ÿðä (= 91,4 ñì); 
äâîð

yawn [jɔːn] n çåâîê; v çåâàòü
yell [jel] n âîïëü; v âîïèòü
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