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Anantuposaj Auapei becconos

Memoo umenua Unou @panka

ONE NEVER knows (denoBex: «0oiH» HUKOT/Ia (HE) 3HAeT = HUKOTa He 3Haens) when the
blow may fall (korna yaap moxet ynacts = HacturayTh). When I saw Rollo Martins first (korga
st yBuzen Ponmo MaptuHca BriepBbie; fo see — udemsn) I made this note on him (s1 cienan oty
3aMeTKy 0 HeM; fo make — denamu) for my security police files (17151 MOUX cexpeTHBIX
nonuteiickux marok): "In normal circumstances (B HopMaibHBIX 00cTOsITENIbCTBAX) a cheerful
fool (;xm3HepanocTHbIN aypak). Drinks too much (nmkeT cimmkom muOT0) and may cause a little
trouble (1 MOXeT MPUUMHUTEL HEMHOTO OecriokoiicTBa). Whenever (ka)ablii pa3 Korja) a woman
passes (CkeHIIMHA TPOXoIuT (MUMO)) raises his eyes and makes some comment (mogarMaeTt
CBOM TJ1a3a M JieNlaeT Kakoi-HuOy1p KoMMeHTapHii), but I get the impression (Ho s moTy4aro
Brieyatiienue) that really (uto Ha camowm nese) he'd rather not be bothered (on npenmouen Obr He
OECIIOKOUTHCS: «OH OBbI CKOpee He ObITh modecnokoeHHBIMY; ‘d = would). Has never really
grown up (Tak U He MOB3POCIIEI: KHUKOT/Ia ACHCTBUTEIBLHO BBIPOC BBEPX»; L0 Zrow — pacmis)
and perhaps (1 Bo3moskHO) that accounts for the way (310 00BsicHsIeT cioc00: «ITyTh») he
worshipped Lime ((kakum) on 6ororBopmi Jlaiima)." I wrote there that phrase (st Harucan Tam
oty dpasy; fo write — nucamsp) "in normal circumstances (B HOpMaJIbHBIX 0OCTOSITEIbCTBAX )"
because [ met him first at Harry Lime's funeral (motomy 4To0 51 BCTpeTui ero BIepBbie Ha
noxopoHax ["appu Jlaiima; to meet — scmpeuams). It was February (310 Obu1 (heBpais), and the
grave-diggers (M MOTHIBIINKY; grave — mozund; to dig — konams) had been forced (Obun
BBIHYKJICHBI; f0 be — Obimb) to use electric drills (ncmons3oBaTh 25ekTpuyeckue apenn) to open
the frozen ground (4ToOBI BCKPBITH 3aMep3ITyto 3emiI0) in Vienna's central cemetery (Ha
BEHCKOM IIeHTpaIbHOM KJaaouie). It was as if (310 ObuT0 Kak eciu (ObI)) even nature were
doing its best (1axke mpupoa ObLTA CTaparOIIAsCcs N30 BCEX CHIT: «ObLIA JENIA0IIas CBOS
nyudieey) to reject Lime (otBeprayTs Jlaiima), but we got him in (Ho MBI 3aCyHYJIH €T0 BHYTPb;
to get — nonyuums, coenamo) at last (Haxkonen) and laid the earth back on him like bricks (u
MOJIOKUJIM 3€MITIO Ha3a/l Ha HeTO KaK KUpIu4u; to lay — knacms). He was vaulted in (ou Obu1

HaKpBIT KynojioM BHyTpH), and Rollo Martins walked quickly away (1 Posio MapTunc 3ammaran
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ObIcTpO Tpouk) as though his long gangly legs (kak eciu (ObI) ero JTUHHBIC HEYKITFOKHAE HOTH)
wanted to break into a run (xotenu copBaThcs Ha Oer), and the tears of a boy (u cie3br
manburka) ran down his thirty-five-year-old cheeks (6exanu BHu3 mo ero 35-netuum miexam; old
— cmapwiii). Rollo Martins believed in friendship (Poxo Maptusc Bepun B npyx0y), and that
was why what happened later (1 mo3TOMY TO, UTO CITYYMIIOCH TTO3KE: «U 3TO OBUIO TTOYEMY YTO
CITYUYHIIOCH TTO3Ke») was a worse shock to him (0wu10 XyAImM nmotpsicenneM yist Hero) than it
would have been to you or me (uem 310 ObL10 OBI /17151 Bac uiu MeHs) (you because you would
have put it down to an illusion (Bam moToMy uTO BBI OBI COWIN 3TO 32 WILTIO3UI0) and me because
at once a rational explanation (a MHE TTOTOMY YTO HEMEJICHHO PAIIMOHAIEHOE 00BSICHEHNE )—
however wrongly (xak Ob1 HM HenpaBmIIbHO )—Wwould have come to my mind (ripunuio Ob1 MHE
Ha yMm). If only he had come to tell me then (ecnu (Ob1) TOTBKO OH TpHILIET YTOOBI paccka3aTh
MHe Torna), what a lot of trouble (kakas kyua npo6iem) would have been saved (Obua Ob1

MpeI0TBpAIEHA).

police [pa’li:s], circumstance [ so:komstons], Vienna [v1 ena]

ONE NEVER knows when the blow may fall. When I saw Rollo Martins first I made this note
on him for my security police files: "In normal circumstances a cheerful fool. Drinks too much
and may cause a little trouble. Whenever a woman passes raises his eyes and makes some
comment, but I get the impression that really he'd rather not be bothered. Has never really grown
up and perhaps that accounts for the way he worshipped Lime." I wrote there that phrase "in
normal circumstances" because I met him first at Harry Lime's funeral. It was February, and the
grave-diggers had been forced to use electric drills to open the frozen ground in Vienna's central
cemetery. It was as if even nature were doing its best to reject Lime, but we got him in at last and
laid the earth back on him like bricks. He was vaulted in, and Rollo Martins walked quickly
away as though his long gangly legs wanted to break into a run, and the tears of a boy ran down
his thirty-five-year-old cheeks. Rollo Martins believed in friendship, and that was why what
happened later was a worse shock to him than it would have been to you or me (you because you
would have put it down to an illusion and me because at once a rational explanation—however
wrongly—would have come to my mind). If only he had come to tell me then, what a lot of

trouble would have been saved.
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If you are to understand this strange rather sad story (ecii BbI XOTUTE TIOHSATE ATy CTPAHHYIO
BeChbMa IPYCTHYIO UCTOPHIO) you must have an impression at least of the background (Bsr
JOJKHBI UMETh BIIeUaTJIeHue 1o Kpaiineit mepe ot (hoHa)—the smashed dreary city of Vienna
(pa3pyuienHblit Mpaunslii ropoa Bena) divided up in zones (mojiesieHHbIi Ha 30HB1) among the
four powers (mexy ueTeipbMs BiacTsmu); the Russian, the British, the American, the French
zones (pycckas, OpuTaHcKkas, aMepukanckas, (hpaHiry3ckas 30Hb1), regions marked only by a
notice board (palioHbl OTMEUYECHHBIC TOJIBKO TAOJUIKON: «JI0CKa yBeIoMIIeHH ), and in the
centre of the city (a B entpe ropoja), surrounded by the Ring (oxpy»xennsiit Konbiiom) with its
heavy public buildings (c ero TspkensIMu 00mecTBeHHBIME 3MaHusAMH) and its prancing statuary
(1 ero BeIM4YaBBIMU CKyJbNTYpamu), the Inner Stadt (Buytpennuii 'opox = uentp; nem. Stadt —
2opoo) under the control of all four powers (1o koHTposieM Bcex yeThipex Bracteil). In this
once fashionable Inner Stadt (B sTom koraa-to demenedbensHom Bayrpennem ['opose) each
power in turn (kaaas BIacTh 110 ouepe/n), for a month at a time (Ha MecsIT 32 OJIMH pa3: «JUIsl
OJIHOTO MecsiIia Ha OJIMH pa3y), takes (Oeper), as we call it (kak MbI Ha3bIBaeM 5T10), "the chair
(mpecTom: «cTym» = cTaHoBUTCS npezcenatenem),”" and becomes responsible for security (u
CTAaHOBUTCsI OTBETCTBEHHOMU 3a Oe30macHoCTh); at night (Houbk0), if you were fool enough (eciu
BBI OBUIH TITYTICI] JIOCTaTOYHO) to waste your Austrian schillings (4ToOb TOTpaTUTH Bamm
aBCTpHUICKHe MUUTMHTH) on a night club (Ha Hounol KITy0), you would be fairly certain to see
(BBI OBI coBepiieHHO TOYHO yBHIeH) the International Patrol at work (MuTeprarmonansubrit
[TaTpynb 3a pabotoii)—four military police (4eTbipe BoeHHBIX Hapsia), one from each power
(oaMH OT Kak101 BiacTH), communicating with each other (oOmasumecs apyr ¢ apyrom: «c
KaxIeIM Ipyrumy) if they communicated at all (ecoim orn oGmmanmcs BooO1ie) in the common
language (ua o6miem si3bike) of their enemy (ux Bpara). I never knew Vienna between the wars (s
HUKOT1a He 3Ha)1 Beny mexay BoiiHamu), and I am too young to remember the old Vienna (u s
€CTb CIIMIIKOM MOJIOJ0U 4TOOBI MOMHUTH Ty cTapyto Beny) with its Strauss music (¢ ee My3bIKoit
[ITpayca) and its bogus easy charm (1 ee TPUTBOPHBIM HENPUHYKIACHHBIM 0YapOBaHNUEM ); t0 me
(mmst meHs) it is simply a city (3To ects ipocTo ropos) of undignified ruins (TuIEHHBIX
onaropojactsa pyuH) which turned that February (kotopsie npeBpatunuch B TOT GeBpalb) into

great glaciers of snow and ice (B orpoMHBI€ JISIHUKH U3 CHETa U JIbJA).

impression [1m prefon], building [ bildin], communicate [ko'mju:nikeit]

If you are to understand this strange rather sad story you must have an impression at least of the

background—the smashed dreary city of Vienna divided up in zones among the four powers; the
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Russian, the British, the American, the French zones, regions marked only by a notice board, and
in the centre of the city, surrounded by the Ring with its heavy public buildings and its prancing
statuary, the Inner Stadt under the control of all four powers. In this once fashionable Inner Stadt
each power in turn, for a month at a time, takes, as we call it, "the chair," and becomes
responsible for security; at night, if you were fool enough to waste your Austrian schillings on a
night club, you would be fairly certain to see the International Patrol at work—four military
police, one from each power, communicating with each other if they communicated at all in the
common language of their enemy. I never knew Vienna between the wars, and [ am too young to
remember the old Vienna with its Strauss music and its bogus easy charm; to me it is simply a

city of undignified ruins which turned that February into great glaciers of snow and ice.

The Danube (/Iynaii) was a grey flat muddy river (Ob11 cepoii MeaKol MyTHOU pekoii) a long
way off across the second bezirk (nanexo: «10nruii myTh MPOUb» Yepe3 BTOPOI OKPYT; HeM.
Bezirk — oxpye), the Russian zone (pycckas 30Ha) where the Prater lay smashed and desolate and
full of weeds (rme IlpaTep pacnonaracs: «Jiexamy pa3pylICHHBINA U 3aITyIIEHHBINA U MTOTHBIN
COPHSIKOB; f0 lie — nesxcams; Prater — napk pazeneuenuti ¢ Bene), only the Great Wheel revolving
slowly (Tompko yepToBo Koneco: «Benukoe Komeco» Bpamatomeecs MeniaeHHO) over the
foundations of merry-go-rounds like abandoned millstones (Han ocHOBaHMsIMU Kapyceneil Kak
3a0poleHHbIe METLHUYHBIE jKepHOBA), the rusting iron of smashed tanks (paseroiee xene3o
pa3outeix TankoB) which nobody had cleared away (koTopsie HUKTO (He) yOpai: «BBIYUCTHI
pouby), the frost-nipped weeds (moduteie MOpO30M COpHSIKH; frost — mopo3) where the snow
was thin (rzae cuer Ob11 ToHKHI). | haven't enough imagination (st He UMer0 OCTATOYHO
BOOOpaskeHus1) to picture it as it had once been (uToOBI 0OpHCOBATH ITO KaK 3TO KOT1a-TO OBLIO),
any more than (He OosbIie YeM: «CKOJIBKO-HUOY I Oosibie, uem») I can picture Sacher's Hotel (s
MOTY TIpEICTaBUThL 3axepa oTelib) as other than a transit hotel for English officers (kak npyroe
YeM TPaH3UTHBIN OTelb JIJIs aHTIuicKux oduiiepoB) or see the Kartnerstrasse (v yBuieth
(ynuiry) Kaptaepmtpacce) as a fashionable shopping street (kak demene0enbHy0 yIHILy C
marasuHamu) instead of a street which only exists, most of it, at eye level (BmecTo ymuiis
KOTOpast TOJIBKO CYIIEeCTBYET, OOJbIAs 4acTh €€, Ha IJ1a3HOM YpoBHE), repaired up to the first
storey (OTpeMOHTHPOBAHHAS J10: «BBEPX K» BTOPOro: «IepBoroy staxa). A Russian soldier in a
fur cap (pycckuii conmar B MmexoBoii marnke) goes by with a rifle over his shoulder (nnet Mmumo ¢
BUHTOBKOI1 uepes ero miedo), and men in overcoats sip ersatz coffee (1 moan B mmHensx

npuxJieOBIBAIOT MoA1ebHEIN Kode) in the windows of Old Vienna (B okaax Crapoit Bensr).
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This was roughly the Vienna to which Rollo Martins came (310 0b11a rpy00 (ToBOps) Ta Bena B
koTopyto Pomno Maptunc npuexan) on February 7 (7 despass) last year (B mporiiom romy:
«nocneaaui Toy). I have reconstructed the affair as best I can (s BoccTanoBMII €710 Kak JTydIie
Bcero s mory) from my own files and from what Martins told me (13 Moux cOOCTBEHHBIX
JIOKYMEHTOB ¥ 13 (TOr0) 4To0 MapTuHc pacckasan MHe). It is as accurate as I can make it (310
€CTh TaK TOYHO KakK s MOTy cjenath 370)—I haven't invented a line of dialogue (s1 He nzo6pen
(un) onmHoM cTpouku auanora) though I can't vouch for Martins' memory (xoTs st He MoTy
pydatbcs 32 Maptunca namsTh); an ugly story if you leave out the girl (ypoanusast uctopus
€CIIM BBIITYCTUTH: «ECITH ThI BBITYCKACIIb HApyKy» JeBYyIIKY): grim and sad and unrelieved
(MpauHasi ¥ TpycTHast U OecripocBeTHas: «HeoOnerdyennas») if it were not for that absurd episode
(ecii ObI HE TOT aOCYPAHBIN AMU30/I: «ECIIM ATO OBLIO HE IS TOro adCypHOTO 3mu30/a») of the
British Cultural Relations Society lecturer (¢ siekropom bpuranckoro O6mectBa KynbTypHbIX

OTHOIICHMI).

Danube [ denju:b], February [ februori], 7 = seven [ sevn]

The Danube was a grey flat muddy river a long way off across the second bezirk, the Russian
zone where the Prater lay smashed and desolate and full of weeds, only the Great Wheel
revolving slowly over the foundations of merry-go-rounds like abandoned millstones, the rusting
iron of smashed tanks which nobody had cleared away, the frost-nipped weeds where the snow
was thin. I haven't enough imagination to picture it as it had once been, any more than I can
picture Sacher's Hotel as other than a transit hotel for English officers or see the Kartnerstrasse
as a fashionable shopping street instead of a street which only exists, most of it, at eye level,
repaired up to the first storey. A Russian soldier in a fur cap goes by with a rifle over his
shoulder, and men in overcoats sip ersatz coffee in the windows of Old Vienna. This was
roughly the Vienna to which Rollo Martins came on February 7 last year. I have reconstructed
the affair as best I can from my own files and from what Martins told me. It is as accurate as |
can make it—I haven't invented a line of dialogue though I can't vouch for Martins' memory; an
ugly story if you leave out the girl: grim and sad and unrelieved if it were not for that absurd

episode of the British Cultural Relations Society lecturer.

Mynemuszvikosou npoexm Unvu @panka www.franklang.ru 5



A BRITISH subject can still travel (OpuTasckuii mo1aHHbII MOXKET BCE €IIe My TeIIEeCTBOBATH )
if he is content to take with him (ecnu on ectb moBOJIEH B34TH ¢ c000i1) only five English pounds
(Tombko niATH anrnuiickux Gynros) which he is forbidden to spend abroad (kxotopsie emy
3aIpeleHo: «OH eCTh 3alpelleH» TpaTuTh 3a rpanuieil), but if Rollo Martins had not received
an invitation from Lime (1o eciu (0b1) Poyuto MapTtuHc He mosryuni npuriiamenue ot Jlaiima) he
would not have been allowed to enter Austria (on Ob1 He ObUT JJOTYIIEH BbeXaTh B ABCTPHIO)
which counts still as occupied territory (koTopasi cuutaercsi Bce ellle Kak OKKYIHUpPOBaHHAS
tepputopusi). Lime had suggested that Martins might "write up" (Jlaiim nipeoxu 4to
MapTuHc MoT OBI TPUTBOPHO yKa3aTh B KauecTre 1enu npuesza) the business of looking after
the international refugees (1e10 mpucmaTpuBaHus 3a MEXTyHAPOIHBIMU OekeHIamu), and
although it wasn't Martins' usual line (1 x0oTs 3T0 He 61710 MapTuHCca 00BIUHOE TOBECHHE:
«mHus), he had consented (on cornacwucs). It would give him a holiday (310 651 1amo0 emy
oteIx: «oTmyck») and he badly needed a holiday (u on yxacHo Hyxasncs (B) orasixe) after the
incident in Dublin and the other incident in Amsterdam (mocne mpouciiectsust B Jlyonune u
npyroro mpouciiectBus B AMcrepaame); he always tried to dismiss women as "incidents," (on
BCEr/Ja crapajics He OpaTh B TOJIOBY: «OTENBIBATHCS OT» JKEHILIUH Kak OT npouciiecTBus) things
that simply happened to him (Bemu koTopsie ipocTo ciryvanuck ¢ auM) without any will of his
own (0e3 kakoi-1mbo Bosm ero coOcTBeHHOI), acts of God in the eyes of insurance agents
(meiictBus bora B rimaszax ctpaxoBbix areHToB). He had a haggard look (o nMen n3mMoskaieHHBIIM
Bu) when he arrived in Vienna (koraa on npu0sin B Beny) and a habit of looking over his
shoulder (11 MpUBBIUKY CMOTPETH: «CMOTpEHUs» Yepes ero mieyo) that for a time made me
suspicious of him (kotopast Ha Bpems clieraia MeHs 1o103puTebHbIM K Hemy) until I realised
(moka s (He) cooOpasmi) that he went in fear (4To OH KUJI B CTpaxe: «IIIel B CTpaxey; fo go —
uomu) that one of say six people (4to oauH U3 ckaxem 1ecTy oaei) might turn up
unexpectedly (Mor Obl 00BSIBUTHCS: «TIOBEpHYTH BBEpX» HeoxkunanHo). He told me vaguely (on
CKazall MHEe TYMaHHO; to fell — pacckazams) that he had been mixing his drinks (4to on ObLT
CMEITMBAIIINM ero HanuTkn —that was another way of putting it (310 ObuT emié ouH crocoo
BBIPA3UTh ITO: «ITO OBUT JPYTOH MyTh MOJOKECHHUS ITOTON ).

Rollo Martins' usual line (Posio MapTunca o0bsranoe 3anatue: «1uHus») was the writing of
cheap, paper covered Westerns (0buT0 HanucaHue JICMIEBBIX, OyMaroii meperuieTeHHbIX:
«ToKpBITEIX» BecTepHOB) under the name of Buck Dexter (mox nmenem baka Jlexcrepa). His
public was large but unremunerative (ero ayautopusi: «mmyonuka» Obuia 00sbIas HO
nenenexxHas). He couldn't have afforded Vienna (on He mor 661 mo3BonuTh (cede) Beny) if Lime
had not offered (ecym Jlaiim Ob1 He ipemox) to pay his expenses (OTIIATUTE €T0 PACXO/IbI)

when he got there (korna on noman (0s1) Tyna; to get — nonadams, oenamo, NOIYYAMs U Op.) out
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of some vaguely described propaganda fund (13 kakKoro-To TyMaHHO OTIICAHHOTO
npomaranauctckoro Gonmaa). He could also (o mor taxke), he said ((kak) on ckazan), keep him
supplied with paper Bafs (noctossHHO cHa0XaTh ero OyMaKHbIMU bagamu: «aepKaTh ero
cHaO)eHHBIM ¢ OymakasIMU» Bagamu)—the only currency in use from a penny upwards
(eIMHCTBEHHOMW BATIOTON B yroTpeOIeHNH OT eHHN U BhIie) in British hotels and clubs (B
OpuTaHCKUX OTeNsIX U KiryOax). So it was with exactly five unusable pound notes (Tak 4To 310
OBLJIO C TOYHO IATHIO HEYNOTPeOMMBIME (YHTOBBIMU OaHKHOTaMHu) that Martins arrived in

Vienna (uro Maptunc npuOsi B Beny).

insurance [1n'fuarans], suspicious [sas pifas], supply [sa'plai]

A BRITISH subject can still travel if he is content to take with him only five English pounds
which he is forbidden to spend abroad, but if Rollo Martins had not received an invitation from
Lime he would not have been allowed to enter Austria which counts still as occupied territory.
Lime had suggested that Martins might "write up" the business of looking after the international
refugees, and although it wasn't Martins' usual line, he had consented. It would give him a
holiday and he badly needed a holiday after the incident in Dublin and the other incident in
Amsterdam; he always tried to dismiss women as "incidents," things that simply happened to
him without any will of his own, acts of God in the eyes of insurance agents. He had a haggard
look when he arrived in Vienna and a habit of looking over his shoulder that for a time made me
suspicious of him until I realised that he went in fear that one of say six people might turn up
unexpectedly. He told me vaguely that he had been mixing his drinks—that was another way of
putting it.

Rollo Martins' usual line was the writing of cheap, paper covered Westerns under the name of
Buck Dexter. His public was large but unremunerative. He couldn't have afforded Vienna if
Lime had not offered to pay his expenses when he got there out of some vaguely described
propaganda fund. He could also, he said, keep him supplied with paper Bafs—the only currency
in use from a penny upwards in British hotels and clubs. So it was with exactly five unusable

pound notes that Martins arrived in Vienna.

An odd incident had occurred at Frankfurt (crpannsiii ciryuaii npuksrounics Bo @pankdypre)

where the plane from London grounded for an hour (rae camonet u3 Jlonmona mpuseMiuics Ha
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gac). Martins was eating a hamburger in the American canteen (MapTuHC OB €BIINIT = €1
ramOyprep B amepukanckoM Oyderte) (a kindly air line (moObpoayiiHas aBHaKkOMIaHus: «BO3TyX
nunus») supplied the passengers with a voucher (cnabxana naccaxxupon Bayuepom) for 65 cents
of food (na 65 nenrtoB enbr)) when a man he could recognise from twenty feet away as a
journalist (kor/a genoBek (KOTOPOro) OH MOT IMPU3HATH HA PACCTOSIHUW ABAANATH (yTOB: «OT 20
¢byTOB Mpoub» Kak xkypHanucra) approached his table (mpubnmsuics k ero cromy).

"You Mr. Dexter (8ol Muctep Jlexcrep)?" he asked (on cipocw).

"Yes (na)," Martins said (MaptuHc ckasan; fo say — ckazams), taken off his guard (moiimannbIit
BPACIIOX: «B3ATbII CO CBOEH OXpaHbI»).

"You look younger than your photographs (BbI BeITTIs11MTE MOJIOKE e Bamu Gororpadumn),”
the man said (uenoBek ckazaun). "Like to make a statement (xotute cnenarsb 3asBienne)? I
represent the local forces paper here (st ipecTaBmsito MECTHBIX (BOOPYIKEHHBIX ) CHII Ta3eTy
3neck). We'd like to know (MBI ObI XOTETH: «MBI OBI ITOJTFOOUITN, HAM OBl TIOHPABUIIOCK) 3HATH)
what you think of Frankfurt (uro BeI nymaere o ®pankdypre).”

"I only touched down ten minutes ago (51 TOJIBKO PU3EMITHIICS: «IOTPOHYJICS BHU3» JIECSTh
MUHYT Hazan)."

"Fair enough (coBepmienno nocratouno)," the man said (qenorex ckazan). "What about views on
the American novel (4To HacueT B3TJIAI0B HA aMEPUKAHCKUIT poMaH)?"

"I don't read them (s He unTaro ux; don’t = do not: «oenaro ney)," Martins said (Maptunc
cKaszai).

"The well known acid humour (xopo11o u3BecTHBIN KUl TOoMOp; f0 know — 3namy)," the
journalist said (>xypHanmct ckasain). He pointed at a small grey-haired man (on ykazai Ha
MaJIeHBKOTO CEI0BOJIOCOTO YeJIOBeKa; grey — cepwlil, cedotl) with two protruding teeth (¢ nByms
TopuamuMu 3yoamn), nibbling a bit of bread (rpe3yiero kycouek xnebda). "Happen to know
(cmyuaerecs 3Hath) if that's Carey (we Kopu nu 310; that’s = that is — smo ecmv)?"

"No (uet). What Carey (kaxoii Kapu)?"

"J. G. Carey of course (/[x. I'. Kapu xoneuno)."

"I've never heard of him (s Hukoraa (ue) casiman o HeM; I 've heard = I have heard, to hear —
cavluams)."

"You novelists live out of the world (BeI pomaHuCTHI )kHBETEe BHE MUpa = B cBoeM Mupe). He's
my real assignment (on Mmoe HacTosiee 3aganue)," and Martins watched him make across the
room (1 MapTHHC CMOTpEJ KaK OH TepeceKaeT KOMHATY: «i MapTHHC CMOTpEI €ro JeiaTh
gyepe3 komHaTy») for the great Carey (x Bemukomy Kapu), who greeted him with a false headline
smile (KOTOpBI BCTPETHIT €T0 «C» (aIbIIMBOM Ta3eTHON YIBIOKOW; headline — cazemuulil

3a201060k), laying down his crust (x1ais BHU3 CBOIO KOpouKy xjeda). Dexter wasn't the man's
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assignment (/Iexcrep He OBLT 3TOTO YeIOBeKa 3aanneM), but Martins couldn't help feeling a
certain pride (Ho MapTHHC He MOT OTJeNaThCs OT YyBCTBA HEKOTOPOI ropJ0cTH: «HO MapTuHC
HE MOT TIOMOYb YYBCTBOBATH HEKOTOPYIO ropaocTh» )—nobody had ever before referred to him
as a novelist (HuKTO KOT1a-TMO0 paHblie (He) oOpamaics K HeMy Kak K poMaHucTy); and that
sense of pride and importance (v 3T0 9yBCTBO TOpAOCTH 1 BaykHOCTH) carried him over the
disappointment (mepeHecso ero uepes pazogapoBaHue = CMSATYUIO pazouapoBanue) when Lime
was not there to meet him at the airport (xoraa Jlaiim He OblT TaM YTOOBI BCTPETUTH €0 B
asporiopte). We never get accustomed to (MbI HUKOT/Ia (HE) CTAHOBUMCS MPUBLIKIINE K) being
less important to other people than they are to us (ObITE MEHEE BaKHBIMH JIPYTHM JTFOJISIM YeM
onmn Ham)—Martins felt the little jab of dispensability standing by the bus door (MapTtusnc
MOYYBCTBOBAJI YKOJI HEHYKHOCTHU CTOsI y aBTOOYCHOM NIBEpH; to feel — uyecmeosams), watching
the snow come sifting down (cMOTpsi Kak CHET CHITIIETCSI BHU3: «CMOTPS CHET MPUXOIUTh
CBITUTIONIUICS BHU3Y ), sO thinly and softly (Tak Tonko n msirko) that the great drifts among the
ruined buildings (uto orpomHBIe CyrpoOBI MEXKTy pazpyrieHHbIME 31aHusIMI) had an air of
permanence (MMeu BUJI TOCTOSIHCTBA), as though they were not the result of this meagre fall
(kax eciu (Ob1) OHM OBUIM HE Pe3yJIbTaTOM TOT'0 CKYJIHOTO CHETOoMaja: «ImaaeHus»), but lay,

forever (Ho siexxanm, Bcerya), above the line of perpetual snow (Ha 1 TrHNEEN BEIHOTO CHETa).

journalist [ d3a:nalist], assignment [0 sainmont], meagre [ ' mi:go]

An odd incident had occurred at Frankfurt where the plane from London grounded for an hour.
Martins was eating a hamburger in the American canteen (a kindly air line supplied the
passengers with a voucher for 65 cents of food) when a man he could recognise from twenty feet
away as a journalist approached his table.

"You Mr. Dexter?" he asked.

"Yes," Martins said, taken off his guard.

"You look younger than your photographs," the man said. "Like to make a statement? I represent
the local forces paper here. We'd like to know what you think of Frankfurt."

"I only touched down ten minutes ago."

"Fair enough," the man said. "What about views on the American novel?"

"I don't read them," Martins said.

"The well known acid humour," the journalist said. He pointed at a small grey-haired man with
two protruding teeth, nibbling a bit of bread. "Happen to know if that's Carey?"

"No. What Carey?"
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"J. G. Carey of course."

"I've never heard of him."

"You novelists live out of the world. He's my real assignment," and Martins watched him make
across the room for the great Carey, who greeted him with a false headline smile, laying down
his crust. Dexter wasn't the man's assignment, but Martins couldn't help feeling a certain pride—
nobody had ever before referred to him as a novelist; and that sense of pride and importance
carried him over the disappointment when Lime was not there to meet him at the airport. We
never get accustomed to being less important to other people than they are to us—Martins felt
the little jab of dispensability standing by the bus door, watching the snow come sifting down, so
thinly and softly that the great drifts among the ruined buildings had an air of permanence, as
though they were not the result of this meagre fall, but lay, forever, above the line of perpetual

SNow.

There was no Lime to meet him at the Hotel Astoria («tam» (He) OpuT0 HUKaKoTo JlaiimMa 4ToObI
BCTPETHUTH ero B roctuHuie Acrtopus) where the bus landed him (rzie aBrodyc Beicanm ero),
and no message (1 HUKako# 3anucku)—only a cryptic one for Mr. Dexter (Tobk0 TanHCTBEHHAS
onHa st muctepa Jlekcrepa) from someone he had never heard of (ot koro-to o koropom oH
HUKOT/Ia HE CIIBIIIAJ: «OT KOT0-TO OH HHKOT/a ciblman o») called Crabbin (rmo umenu:
«Ha3BaHHBI» Kpr66un). "We expected you on tomorrow's plane (MbI 03xu1amu Bac Ha
3aBTpanrHeM camoiiete). Please stay where you are (mmoskainyiicta 0CTaHOBUTECH IJI€ BBI CTh). On
the way round (na mytu o6patno). Hotel room booked (roctruHUYHBIIT HOMEp: «KOMHATa»
3akaszaH)," but Rollo Martins wasn't the kind of man who stayed around (1o Ponio Maptunc He
OBLT TAKUM YEJIOBEKOM: «PAa3HOBUIHOCTHIO YEIIOBEKA» KOTOPBIN OCTABAJICS PSIOM: «BOKPYT»). If
you stayed around in a hotel lounge (eciu (ObI) TBI OCTaICsI B TOCTHHUYHOM XOJUIE) SOONEr Or
later (paHo MM MO3/HO: «CKOpee WM 1o3Key) incidents occurred (MHIMICHTHI CITyYalIkCh); ONe
mixed one's drinks (denoBek: «oaun» (ObI) cMemuBan cBou HanmuTKH). I can hear Rollo Martins
saying to me now (st Mory cislaTh Poyuto Maptunca rosopsitiero Mmue temneps), "I've done with
incidents (51 MTOKOHYHII: «c/eman ¢ mpouciiecTBusiMu). No more incidents (HUKakux OOJIbIIe
npouctiectsuii)," before he plunged head first (mepes (Tem kak) OH OKYHYJICSI TOJIOBOM BIIEpE)
into the most serious incident of all (B camoe ceprezHoe npowuciiecTsre u3 Beex). There was
always a conflict in Rollo Martins («ram» 6bu1 Beeria konhaukT B Pomio Maprunce)—between
the absurd Christian name (Mexay aOCypAHBIM JTHYHBIM: «XpUCTHAHCKUM) nMeHeM) and the

sturdy Dutch (four generations back) surname (u kpenkoi rojutaHaCKo# (4 TOKOJICHHs Ha3a)
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damumeii). Rollo looked at every woman that passed (Posuto cMoTpern Ha KaXIy0 KEHITHHY
KoTopast mpoxo mia Mmumo), and Martins renounced them forever (a Maptunc oTBeprai ux
nagcerya). [ don't know which of them wrote the Westerns (s1 He 3Ha10 KOTOPBIii U3 HUX MHCAT
BecTepHbl). Martins had been given Lime's address (Maptunc nonyunn agpec Jlaiima: «Obin
nan») and he felt no curiosity about the man called Crabbin (1 oH (He) HCITBITOBaJT HUKAKOTO
T00OTBITCTBA K YeNIOBEKY 1Mo uMeHn Kpa006wuH); it was too obvious that a mistake had been made
(9T0 OBLTO CIUIIKOM OYEBHIHO YTO OIIMOKa ObLIa caenana; fto make — denams), though he didn't
yet connect it (XOTsl OH ellle He CBs3aJ ee: «He clienal emle cBsa3arh ee») with the conversation at
Frankfurt (c pasroBopom Bo @pankdypre). Lime had written (Jlaiim nanucan; fo write —
nucamy) that he could put Martins up in his own flat (uto on Mor nmocenuTs MapTrHCa B €10
coOcTBeHHOI KBapTupe), a large apartment on the edge of Vienna (OosnbIioii kBapTupe Ha Kparo
Benri) that had been requisitioned from a Nazi owner (koTtopas Obliia peKBU3UpOBaHA Y
HarcTcekoro Bruasensia). Lime could pay for the taxi when he arrived (JIaiim mor 3arutatuTh 3a
Takcu Korja oH mpuexan (0s1)), so Martins drove straight away (Tak yto MapTuHc mmoexas mpsimo
poub; to drive — e30umv, 60dums mawuny) to the building lying in the third (British) zone (x
3/IaHUIO JIeKalemMy B TpeTbell (Oputanckoii) 30He). He kept the taxi waiting (oH nepsxan Takcu
KIYIINM; fo keep — xpanums) while he mounted to the third floor (moka on B30upascs Ha

YETBEPTHIN: «TPETUI» ITAK).

message [ 'mesid3], occur [9'ka:], Nazi [ na:tsi]

There was no Lime to meet him at the Hotel Astoria where the bus landed him, and no
message—only a cryptic one for Mr. Dexter from someone he had never heard of called Crabbin.
"We expected you on tomorrow's plane. Please stay where you are. On the way round. Hotel
room booked," but Rollo Martins wasn't the kind of man who stayed around. If you stayed
around in a hotel lounge sooner or later incidents occurred; one mixed one's drinks. I can hear
Rollo Martins saying to me now, "I've done with incidents. No more incidents," before he
plunged head first into the most serious incident of all. There was always a conflict in Rollo
Martins—between the absurd Christian name and the sturdy Dutch (four generations back)
surname. Rollo looked at every woman that passed, and Martins renounced them forever. I don't
know which of them wrote the Westerns. Martins had been given Lime's address and he felt no
curiosity about the man called Crabbin; it was too obvious that a mistake had been made, though
he didn't yet connect it with the conversation at Frankfurt. Lime had written that he could put

Martins up in his own flat, a large apartment on the edge of Vienna that had been requisitioned
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from a Nazi owner. Lime could pay for the taxi when he arrived, so Martins drove straight away
to the building lying in the third (British) zone. He kept the taxi waiting while he mounted to the
third floor.

How quickly one becomes aware of silence (kak ObICTPO CTAHOBHIIILCS: «OJIMH CTAHOBUTCS
3HAIOLINM O TUIIKMHE) even in so silent a city as Vienna (nake B TakoM THXOM ropo/jie kak Bena)
with the snow steadily settling (co cHerom MOHOTOHHO yKJIapIBatOIIMMCsT). Martins hadn't
reached the second floor (MapTuHC HE TOCTHUT TPEThETO: «BTOpOTro» dTaxka) before he was
convinced (mpesxe (uem) oH Obu1 yoexaeH) that he would not find Lime there (uto on Obl He
namen Jlaiima Tam), but the silence was deeper than just absence (Ho TummHa Obla rTyO)e YemM
npocto oTcyTcTBrue)—it was as if he would not find Harry Lime anywhere in Vienna (310 05110
Kak eciu oH Obl He Hamen ['appu Jlaiima rie yrogno B Bene), and as he reached the third floor
and saw the big black bow over the door handle (1, korga oH 1OCTUT YETBEPTOTO: «TPETHETO»
ATa)ka U yBHJIEJ OOJIBIIYIO YEpPHYIO JIEHTY ), anywhere in the world at all (rze yroano B Mupe
BooOmie). Of course it might have been a cook who had died (koHeuHO 3T0 MOT OBITH TTOBap
KOTOpBIN ymep), a housekeeper (3xoHoMKa), anybody but Harry Lime (kto yromno kpome ["appu
Jlatima), but he knew (1O oH 3Ham; fo know — snamw)—he felt he had known twenty stairs down
(oH "yBcTBOBAJ (UTO) OH 3HAM (Ha) ABAANATh cTyneHei BHU3)—that Lime, the Lime he had hero-
worshipped now for twenty years (uto Jlaiim, Tot Jlaiim (kOTOpOro) OH GOTOTBOPHII TENEPH B
TEUeHHUe BAALATH JIeT), since the first meeting in a grim school corridor (¢ mepBoii BcTpeun B
MpavYHOM IIKOJILHOM Kopumope) with a cracked bell ringing for prayers (¢ HaaTpeCHYTHIM
KOJIOKOJIOM 3BOHSIIINM K MOJIUTBaM), was gone (ymep: «ObUl yIIeamui»; to go — uomu). Martins
wasn't wrong (MaptuHc He OblT Herpas), not entirely wrong (He oHOCTEIO HerpaB). After he
had rung the bell half a dozen times (mocie (Toro kak) oH MO3BOHUI (B) KOJIOKOJIBYUK ITOJIOBUHY
JIIOKUHEBI pas; to ring — 360numy) a small man with a sullen expression (MaJeHbKHI YEIIOBEK C
yTrproMbIM BeIpaskenneM) put his head out from another flat (BeicyHy cBOIO T0JI0BY Hapy Ky U3
NPYTOi KBapTHUPHI; to put — kracms) and told him in a tone of vexation (1 ckazan emy B TOHE
ockopOsieHHOCTH; to tell — ckazamw), "It's no use ringing like that (Gecrione3no 3BOHUTH Tak:
«3TO €CTh HUKAKOW MOJIB3bI 3BOHUTH Kak 3To»). There's nobody there («tam» ecTh HUKTO TaMm).
He's dead (on ectb mepTB)."

"Herr Lime (repp Jlaiim)?"

"Herr Lime of course (repp Jlaiim koneuno)."

Martins said to me later (MapTuHc ckazan «ko» MHE TI03XKe; f0 say — ckazamy), "At first it didn't
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mean a thing (criepBa 3T0 He 3HAYNIIO HUYETO: «OTHOH Bemn»). It was just a bit of information
(a0 OBLT IpocTO Kycouek nHpopmaimn), like those paragraphs in The Times they call News in
Brief (kak Te razetHbie 3ameTkn: «ab3aiel, maparpaden B TaliMc (KOTOpbIE) OHH HA3bIBAIOT
Hosoctu Kopotko). I said to him (s ckazan emy): When did it happen (koria 310 ciry4unocs:
«KOTJIa CAEJIAJIO 3TO CIYUUTHC»; to do — denamsv)? How (kax)?"

"He was run over by a car (oH ObuT COUT MAITUHOW; fo run — bexcams, over — uepes)," the man
said (uenoBek ckazain). "Last Thursday (B mpouuibsiii uetBepr: «mocneanuii yetsepr»)." He added
sullenly (ou no6asun yrpromo), as if really this were none of his business (kak eciu
JIeMCTBUTENEHO ATO (HE) OBIII0 OB HUYEeM U3 ero 3a00Thl: «aenay). "They are burying him this
afternoon (0HM €CTh XOPOHSIIIKME €ro CeroIHs: «3TUM» AHeM). You've only just missed them (Bb1
TOJIBKO YTO MPOIYCTHIIH HX)."

"Them (ux)?"

"Oh, a couple of friends and the coffin (o, mapa npy3seit u rpo06)."

"Wasn't he in hospital (He ObuT OH B 60sBHMIIE)?"

"There was no sense in taking him to hospital («tam» (He) ObLTO HUKaKOTO CMBICHA B (TOM
9T0OBI) OTBE3TH: «OpaTh» ero B 6onpHUILY). He was killed here on his own doorstep (oH Obu1
yOuT 371€Ch Ha cBOeM COOCTBEeHHOM ropore)—instantaneously (Mmraosenno). The right-hand
mudguard (tipaBoe: «mpaBopykoe» kpeuio) struck him on his shoulder (ygapuio ero no ero
reay) and bowled him over (1 cOuio ero «gepes») in front like a rabbit (criepenn xax

KpoJsnka)."

aware [o'weoa], Harry [ heer1], bury [ beri]

How quickly one becomes aware of silence even in so silent a city as Vienna with the snow
steadily settling. Martins hadn't reached the second floor before he was convinced that he would
not find Lime there, but the silence was deeper than just absence—it was as if he would not find
Harry Lime anywhere in Vienna, and as he reached the third floor and saw the big black bow
over the door handle, anywhere in the world at all. Of course it might have been a cook who had
died, a housekeeper, anybody but Harry Lime, but he knew—he felt he had known twenty stairs
down—that Lime, the Lime he had hero-worshipped now for twenty years, since the first
meeting in a grim school corridor with a cracked bell ringing for prayers, was gone. Martins
wasn't wrong, not entirely wrong. After he had rung the bell half a dozen times a small man with
a sullen expression put his head out from another flat and told him in a tone of vexation, "It's no
use ringing like that. There's nobody there. He's dead."

"Herr Lime?"
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"Herr Lime of course."

Martins said to me later, "At first it didn't mean a thing. It was just a bit of information, like
those paragraphs in The Times they call News in Brief. I said to him: When did it happen?
How?'"

"He was run over by a car," the man said. "Last Thursday." He added sullenly, as if really this
were none of his business. "They are burying him this afternoon. You've only just missed them."
"Them?"

"Oh, a couple of friends and the coffin."

"Wasn't he in hospital?"

"There was no sense in taking him to hospital. He was killed here on his own doorstep—
instantaneously. The right-hand mudguard struck him on his shoulder and bowled him over in

front like a rabbit."

It was only then (310 6buT0 TONBKO TOT12) Martins told me (Maptunc ckaszan mue) when the man
used the word rabbit (kora genoBek ucmons30Bal cioBo Kposnk) that the dead Harry Lime
came alive (uto meptBbIii ['appu Jlaiim npuien xuBbiM), became the boy with the gun (ctan
MaJBLYMKOM C TTUCTOJIETOM); a boy starting up among the long sandy barrows of Brickworth
Common saying (MaJbYMK BCKOYUBIINN BBEPX MOCPEIAH JUIMHHBIX MECUAHBIX XOJIMOB bpHukyopT
Kommon), "Shoot (ctpernsit), you fool (Tb1, nypak), shoot (ctpemnsii). There (tam)," and the rabbit
limped to cover (1 kponuk 3axpomain B ykpeitue), wounded by Martins' shot (paneHHBII
BeICTpesiom MapTtunca). "Where are they burying him (rzie ects onu xoponsimue ero)?" he asked
the stranger on the landing (on cnipocun He3HaAKOMIIA HA JIECTHUYHON KIIETKE).

"In the Central Cemetery (ua LlenTpansnom Kianowumie). They’ll have a hard time of it (um 310
OyJeT HeJNeTKO: «OHU OYyAyT UMETh TPYIHOE BpEMs OT 3TOroy) in this frost (Ha TakoM: «B 3TOM»
Mopose)."

He had no idea how to pay for his taxi (oH (He) UMeN HUKAKOTO MPEACTABICHUS KaK 3arjIaTUTh
3a cBoe TakcH), or indeed where in Vienna he could find a room (wiu geiictBurensHo e B Bene
oH Mor HaiTh koMHaTy) in which he could live for five English pounds (B koTopoii oH MOT XKHUTH
3a mTh aHrauicknx GyHTOB), but that problem had to be postponed (1o 3Ta mpobiema nomkHa
ObL1a OBITH: «uMena ObIThY 0TiIokeHHOI) until he had seen the last of Harry Lime (rioka ou (He)
yBHJIEN B TIOCTEIHUI pa3: «mocaenHee ot» ['appu Jlaiima). He drove straight out of town (on
oexaJt MpsiMo HapyXKy U3 ropoja; to drive — e30ums, 6ooums mawuny) into the suburb (British

zone) where the Central Cemetery lay (B npuropos (Oputanckas 30Ha) rae LlenTpanbaoe
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Knanbume mHaxonumocs; to lie — nescamv). One passed through the Russian zone to reach it
(Hamo OBLUTO MTPOUTH: «OMH MPOXOAMI» Yepe3 PYCCKYIO 30HY YTOOBI IOCTUTHYTH €ro), and a
short cut through the American zone (M KOPOTKHUH IyTh: «OTPE30K» Uepe3 aMEPUKAHCKYIO 30HY ),
which you couldn't mistake (koTopyro Tel He MOT nepenyTaTh (¢ uemM-11ub60)» because of the ice-
cream parlours in every street (13-3a (¢) MOPOXKEHBIM JIOTKOB B Kak1oi ynuiie). The trams ran
along the high wall of the Central Cemetery (TpamBau 6exanu B0JIb BBICOKOW CTEHBI
[lenTpansHoro Knanbuma; to run — bescams), and for a mile on the other side of the rails (u Ha
MUJIIO Ha JIpyroii cropone ot penbcoB) stretched the monumental masons and the market
gardeners (pacTsiHYJIMCh MOHYMEHTAIbHBIE KAMEHIIIMKN 1 OTOPOTHIKH )—an apparently endless
chain of gravestones (mo-BuauMoMy OecKOHEUHasl TIeTTh MOTUIILHBIX KaMHel ) waiting for owners
(xoymux «amns» Bragensies) and wreaths waiting for mourners (1 BEHKOB Iy IIHX «JIJTsD

TIJIAKAJTBIITUKOB).

wound [waund], monumental [monju mentl], wreath [r1:0]

It was only then, Martins told me, when the man used the word rabbit that the dead Harry Lime
came alive, became the boy with the gun which he had shown Martins; a boy starting up among
the long sandy barrows of Brickworth Common saying, "Shoot, you fool, shoot. There," and the
rabbit limped to cover, wounded by Martins' shot. "Where are they burying him?" he asked the
stranger on the landing.

"In the Central Cemetery. They’ll have a hard time of it in this frost."

He had no idea how to pay for his taxi, or indeed where in Vienna he could find a room in which
he could live for five English pounds, but that problem had to be postponed until he had seen the
last of Harry Lime. He drove straight out of town into the suburb (British zone) where the
Central Cemetery lay. One passed through the Russian zone to reach it, and a short cut through
the American zone, which you couldn't mistake because of the ice-cream parlours in every street.
The trams ran along the high wall of the Central Cemetery, and for a mile on the other side of the
rails stretched the monumental masons and the market gardeners—an apparently endless chain

of gravestones waiting for owners and wreaths waiting for mourners.

Martins had not realised the size of this huge snowbound park (Maptunc He npeacrasmisit cebe
pasMep 9TOro TMTaHTCKOro CHEroMm 3ameTeHHoro napka) where he was making his last

rendezvous with Lime (ry1e oH ObL1 enarolmii cBoe rocienanee ceuaanue ¢ Jlaiimom). It was as
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if Harry had left a message to him (310 06610 Kak eciu (Obr) ['appu OCTaBHII 3aMTUCKY eMY; f0
leave — ocmasnamy), "Meet me in Hyde Park (Bctpets menst B [alin-napxke)," without specifying
a spot between the Achilles statue and Lancaster Gate (6e3 onpeneneHust Mecta MeX/1y cTaTyei
Axwuiuia u Jlankacrepckumu Bopotamu); the avenues of graves (ayien morun), each avenue
numbered and lettered (kaxmas ayiest mpoHyMepoBaHa U OTMedeHa OykBoii), stretched out like
the spokes of an enormous wheel (BrITSTHBaINCE Kak CIIUIIBI OTPOMHOTO KoJteca); they drove for
a half mile towards the west (oHM moexanu Ha MOJOBUHY MUK K 3amnafy), then turned and drove
a half mile north (3aTem noBepHyM 1 Mpoexany MOJIOBUHY MU Ha cesep), turned south
(rmoBepHyH (Ha) foT). ... The snow gave the great pompous family headstones an air of
grotesque comedy (cHer mpuaaBa OOJIBIIUM ITOMITE3HBIM (PaMUITBHBIM HAATPOOUSM BH/]T
POTECKHOM KOMENH; fo give — dasamy); a toupee of snow slipped sideways over an angelic
face (xoxom cHera CKOJIB3MII COOKY HaJl aHTeIILCKUM JIMIIOM), a saint wore a heavy white
moustache (cBATOM HOCHIT TsDKebIe Oelble YCbI; fo wear — Hocums), and a shako of snow tipped
at a drunken angle (u xuBep u3 cHera Topuai Moj MbIHBIM yriom) over the bust of a superior
civil servant called Wolfgang Gottman (Haj 610CTOM BBICOKOIIOCTaBJIEHHOI'O YHHOBHUKA I10
umenu Bonbsdranr ['ortman). Even this cemetery was zoned between the powers (naxe 310
KJ1a10u1Ie OBLTO MOIENICHO Ha 30HBI MeXk 1y BiiacTsMu): the Russian zone was marked by huge
statues of armed men (pycckas 30Ha ObUIa OTMEUYEHA OTPOMHBIMU CTATYSIMU BOOPYKEHHBIX
Tonen; man — uenosek, myaxcuuna), the French by rows of anonymous wooden crosses
(ppaniry3ckas psaaMu aHOHUMHBIX JIEpPEeBSIHHBIX kKpecToB) and a torn tired tricolour flag (u
PBaHBIM BSUTBIM TPEXIIBETHBIM (1aroM; fo tear — peams). Then Martins remembered that Lime
was a Catholic (Torna Maptusc Beriomuwt uto Jlaiim 0wt kaTommkom) and was unlikely to be
buried (1 Bpsia 11 ObIT OB TOXOPOHEH: «H OBLT HEBEPOSITHBINA OBITH MOTPeOCHHBIMY) in the
British zone (B 6puTanckoii 30ue) for which they had been vainly searching (kotopyto ouu 611
HarpacHo unrynmmn). So back they drove (Tak uto Hazan onun noexann) through the heart of a
forest (uepes cepaneBuny neca) where the graves lay like wolves under the trees (rie MoruBI
JIeKaJIM KaK BOJIKU O IepeBbsiMu ), winking white eyes (Moprast 6epIMu Ti1azaMu: «Oelbie
riaza»)) under the gloom of the evergreens (o cenbio BeunoseneHsix). Once from under the
trees emerged a group of three men (o1HaX/TBI U3-T10/1 JIEPEBLEB MOSBUIIACE TPYIINA U3 TPEX
4enoBek) in strange eighteenth century black and silver uniforms (B cTpaHHBIX BOCEMHAIIIATOTO
BEKa YEePHBIX C cepedpoM: «UepHBIX U cepedpsHbIx» yHU(opmax) with three-cornered hats (c
Tpeyrojakamu; corner — yeoi), pushing a kind of barrow (Tosnkaroiue 4To-T0 Bpoje:
«pa3HOBUIHOCTEY Telexkn): they crossed a rise in the forest of graves (onu nepecexiu

BO3BBINIICHHOCTH B Jiecy Morui) and disappeared again (v ncde3iiu CHOBA).
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rendezvous [ rondivu:], Achilles [ kili:z], anonymous [0 nonimas]

Martins had not realised the size of this huge snowbound park where he was making his last
rendezvous with Lime. It was as if Harry had left a message to him, "Meet me in Hyde Park,"
without specifying a spot between the Achilles statue and Lancaster Gate; the avenue of graves,
each avenue numbered and lettered, stretched out like the spokes of an enormous wheel; they
drove for a half mile towards the west, then turned and drove a half mile north, turned south. ...
The snow gave the great pompous family headstones an air of grotesque comedy; a toupee of
snow slipped sideways over an angelic face, a saint wore a heavy white moustache, and a shako
of snow tipped at a drunken angle over the bust of a superior civil servant called Wolfgang
Gottman. Even this cemetery was zoned between the powers: the Russian zone was marked by
huge statues of armed men, the French by rows of anonymous wooden crosses and a torn tired
tricolour flag. Then Martins remembered that Lime was a Catholic and was unlikely to be buried
in the British zone for which they had been vainly searching. So back they drove through the
heart of a forest where the graves lay like wolves under the trees, winking white eyes under the
gloom of the evergreens. Once from under the trees emerged a group of three men in strange
eighteenth century black and silver uniforms with three-cornered hats, pushing a kind of barrow:

they crossed a rise in the forest of graves and disappeared again.

It was just chance that they found the funeral in time (5T0 ObLTa IPOCTO CITYYaHOCTH YTO OHU
HAIIUTM TTIOXOPOHBI BO BpeMs; fo find — naxooums)—one patch in the enormous park (oaun
KJI0Y90K B orpomHoM mapke) where the snow had been shovelled aside (rae cuer 651 crpebeH B
cTtopony) and a tiny group were gathered (1 kpoxoTnast rpymnma Obuta codpana), apparently bent
on some very private business (04eBHIHO CKJIOHEHHBIE K KAKOMY-TO OY€Hb JINYHOMY JICTTY; [0
bend — enymuvcs). A priest had finished speaking (cBsiienHuK 3aK0HYMIT TOBOPUTE), his words
coming secretively through the thin patient snow (ero cioBa nmpoxosiye THXO CKBO3b TOHKUN
HeyTOMHUMBIN cHer), and a coffin was on the point of being lowered into the ground (1 rpo6 Obu1
rOTOB: «OBLIT HAa TOYKE» OBITh OMYIICHHBIM B 3eMJIt0). TWo men in lounge suits (jBa 4enoBeka B
IUJDKAYHBIX KOCTIOMaX; lounge — cocmunas) stood at the graveside (cTosun y Moruisl; side —
cmopona); one carried a wreath that he obviously had forgotten to drop on to the coffin (oaun
HEC BEHOK KOTOPBIA OH OUEBHIHO 3a0bUT YPOHUTD Ha TPO0; fo forget — 3abbi6ams), for his
companion nudged his elbow (160 ero ToBapuii MoATONKHY ero 10k0Th) so that he came to

with a start (Tak 4TO OH IIpHUIIIE B ce0s1 PE3KO; to come t0 — npuxoOums 68 CO3HAHUe:
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«npuxooums Kk»; start — nyck, peieox) and dropped the flowers (1 yponwn nBetsr). A girl stood a
little way away (aeByIIKa cTOssIa HEMOAAIECKY: «HEOOJBIIION My Th MPOYbY; to stand — cmosims)
with her hands over her face (c ee pykamu Ha ee nuie), and I stood twenty yards away by
another grave (a st cTOsT 1BaATh SIPJOB MIPOUb y Apyroit Mmormisl) watching with relief the last
of Lime (mabmroas xoHerr: «mocieaaeey» Jlaiima) and noticing carefully who was there (u
3amedasi akKypaTHO KTo OblT TaM)—just a man in a mackintosh I was to Martins (Bcero nurmib
YeloBeK B MakuHTOIIE 51 ObuT utst MapTunca). He came up to me and said (on mojoien ko MHE
U cKasam; fo come up to — nodotimu k), "Could you tell me ((ue) moriu (Ob1) BBl CKa3aTh MHE)
who they are burying (koro onu ectb xoponsimue)?"

"A fellow called Lime (mapus o umenu Jlaiim)," I said (s ckazan), and was astonished to see the
tears start to this stranger's eyes (1 ObUT MOpa)keH YBUIETh KaK CJIE3bI MOACTYIAIOT: «yBUICI
CJIe3BI MOJICTYMATh» K 3TOro HezHakowmIia ria3am): he didn't look like a man who wept (on He
BBITJISA/IEI KaK YeJIOBEK KOTOPBIN miakai), nor was Lime the kind of man (na u ve Op1 Jlaiim
TaK1M YeJIOBEKOM: «TaKoi pa3sHOBHUIHOCTHIO») whom I thought likely to have mourners
(KOTOpOTO s TosIarail BEpOSITHBIM UMETh TIaKaJIbIINKOB)—genuine mourners with genuine tears
(HACTOSIINX TUIAKATBIIMKOB ¢ HacTosiuMu cie3amiu). There was the girl of course (Tam Obua
JIeBYIIIKa KOHETHO), but one excepts women from all such generalisations (Ho ciieayer
WCKITIOYATh: «OJAMH HUCKIIOYAET JKCHIIWH U3 BCEX TaKMX 0000IIECHUH).

Martins stood there, till the end, close beside me (MapTtuHc cTosut Tam, 10 KOHIIA, OJIU3KO PSIOM
(co) muoit). He said to me later (on cka3zan mHe nossxe) that as an old friend he didn't want to
intrude (4TO Kak cTapblil IpyT OH HE XOTEJ HaBsA3bIBAaThHCs) on these newer ones (Ha 3Tux Oosee
HOBBIX «0iHUX»)—Lime's death belonged to them (cmepts Jlaiima npunamiexana um), let them
have it (mo3BosbTe UM nMeTh ee). He was under the sentimental illusion (on nuTain
CEHTUMCHTAJIbHYIO WJUTFO3HIO: «OBLT 1MOJT CCHTUMEHTaIbHOM minTto3ueii») that Lime's life (uto
Jlaiima >xu3Hb)—twenty years of it anyway (1Baaarth JeT U3 Hee BO BCIKOM ciyyae)—belonged
to him (mpunaexana emy). As soon as the affair was over (kak TOJIBKO: «Tak CKOPO Kak» JIeJI0
OBLTO 3aKOHYEHO: «OBUTO Yepe3»)—I am not a religious man (51 He peTUTHO3HBIN YenoBeK) and
always feel a little impatient (1 Bceria uyBcTBYyIO (ce0s) HeMHOTO HeTeprnenuBbiM) with the fuss
that surrounds death (k cymaToxe koTopast okpykaet cMmepTh)—Martins strode away (MapTuHc
3amarai OOJBIIUMHE [aramu 1mpods) on his long gangly legs (Ha ero [UIMHHBIX HEYKITIOKIX
Horax) that always seemed likely to get entangled together (koTopbie Bcerja cTpeMuInch
3aITyTaThCs: «Ka3aJIMCh BEPOSTHBIMH CJICNIAThCSI 3aITy TABITUMHKCS BMeCTe» ), back to his taxi
(razan k ero takcu): he made no attempt (oH (He) caenan HUKaKo MOMBITKH) to speak to anyone
(rmoroBopuTh ¢ KeM-Jm00), and the tears now were really running (1 ciie3sl Ternieps ObUTH

JIEHCTBUTENILHO OETyIIMMu), at any rate (BO BCSIKOM cilydae: «I10 BCIKOU mepey) the few meagre
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drops (HeckoJIbKO CKYTHBIX Karelib) that any of us can squeeze out at our age (koTopsie 000

U3 HAaC MOKET BbDKATh HAPY’KY B HAIlleM BO3pacTe).

business [ biznis], genuine [ d3enjuin], affair [o'fea]

It was just chance that they found the funeral in time—one patch in the enormous park where the
snow had been shovelled aside and a tiny group were gathered, apparently bent on some very
private business. A priest had finished speaking, his words coming secretively through the thin
patient snow, and a coffin was on the point of being lowered into the ground. Two men in lounge
suits stood at the graveside; one carried a wreath that he obviously had forgotten to drop on to
the coffin, for his companion nudged his elbow so that he came to with a start and dropped the
flowers. A girl stood a little way away with her hands over her face, and I stood twenty yards
away by another grave watching with relief the last of Lime and noticing carefully who was
there—just a man in a mackintosh I was to Martins. He came up to me and said, "Could you tell
me who they are burying?"

"A fellow called Lime," I said, and was astonished to see the tears start to this stranger's eyes: he
didn't look like a man who wept, nor was Lime the kind of man whom I thought likely to have
mourners—genuine mourners with genuine tears. There was the girl of course, but one excepts
women from all such generalisations.

Martins stood there, till the end, close beside me. He said to me later that as an old friend he
didn't want to intrude on these newer ones—Lime's death belonged to them, let them have it. He
was under the sentimental illusion that Lime's life—twenty years of it anyway—belonged to
him. As soon as the affair was over—I am not a religious man and always feel a little impatient
with the fuss that surrounds death—Martins strode away on his long gangly legs that always
seemed likely to get entangled together, back to his taxi: he made no attempt to speak to anyone,
and the tears now were really running, at any rate the few meagre drops that any of us can

squeeze out at our age.

One's file (uenoBeka: «ogHOrO» /1€710), you know (BbI 3HaeTe), is never quite complete (ecTb
HUKOT/Ia COBCEM 3aBepIlieHHOe): a case is never really closed (neno (He) ObiBaeT HUKOTIA B
JEHCTBUTEIILHOCTH 3aKpPHITO), even after a century when all the participants are dead (naxxe depes

BEK TI0CJIE TOTO KaK: «IOCye BeKa Korja» Bce yuacTHUKH MepTBbl). So | followed Martins (Tak

Mynemuszvikosou npoexm Unvu @panka www.franklang.ru 19




910 51 ocienoBai 3a MaptuacoMm): I knew the other three (st 3nan gpyrux Tpoux; to know —
snamy): | wanted to know the stranger (s1 xoten y3HaTh He3Hakomila). I caught him up (s morunan
ero; fo catch up — doenams) by his taxi and said (y ero Takcu u cka3zan), "l haven't any transport
(s HEe UMero Kakoro-nmbo Tpancnopta). Would you give me a lift into town (ue moruiu Ob1 BB
MO/IBE3TU MEHSI: «XOTENIX OBl BBI JJaTh MHE TTOAbeM» B Topoa)?"

"Of course (koneuno)," he said (on ckazain). I knew the driver of my jeep would spot me (s 3nan
(4TO) BOJIUTETL MOETO JDKHITA 3aMETHUT: «3aMeTHJI ObD» MEHs) as we came out (kora MbI (ObI)
BbIe3kanu Hapyxy) and follow us unobtrusively (u mocienyer 3a HamMu He3aMeTHO). As we
drove away (korma mel yezxanu pods) I noticed he never looked behind (st 3amerni (uto) on
TaK M HE IIOCMOTPEII: HUKOT/Ia IIOCMOTpe» Ha3an)—it's nearly always (310 ecTs moutn Bcer/a)
the fake mourners and the fake lovers (rmoienbHbIC TUTAKATBIIMKY U TIOIIETBHBIC BIIFOOJICHHBIE!
«moboBuukn») who take that last look (koTopsie OepyT 3TOT nocneanuii B3risi), who wait
waving on platforms (koTopsle sx1yT Mamyue Ha matdopmax), instead of clearing quickly out
(BMecTo (Toro 9To0BI) OBICTPO YUTH; to clear — oc6ob00ums, ouucmums), not looking back (ne
ormsabIBasick Hazan). Is it perhaps that they love themselves so much (ects (7111) 3T0, BO3MOXKHO,
YTO OHH JIIOOAT caMux ceOs Tak CHIIBHO: «MHOT0») and want to keep themselves in the sight of
others (1 xoTaT fepxkaTh ce0s Ha Ta3ax: «B BUIY» Jpyrux), even of the dead (naxe MmepTBBIX)?
I said (s1 ckazan), "My name's Calloway (moe nmst ects Kamnoyaii)."

"Martins," he said.

"You were a friend of Lime (Bb1 01111 ipyrom Jlaiima)?"

"Yes (1a)." Most people in the last week (GombiMHCTBO JF0/1€H B TIOCTIEIHIOO Heiemno) would
have hesitated (moxosie6amice 0v1) before they admitted quite so much (npexe (uem) oHn
npu3Hau (ObI) TAK MHOTO).

"Been here long (6bu11 31€Ch 107T0; f0 be — Ob1mb)?"

"I only came this afternoon from England (s Tonbko npuexan stum auem u3 Auriun). Harry had
asked me to stay with him (I"appu nmpuriacui: «Imompocu» MeHs MOKUTh Y HEro:
«ocTaHOBUTHCS ¢ HUMY). | hadn't heard (s He ciwiman; fo hear — crviwams)."

"Bit of a shock (HeMHOT0O MOPaKEHBI: «KyCOUYEK MOTpsceHUs»)?"

"Look here (cmotpute «crona»)," he said (on ckazan), "I badly want a drink (s y>xacHO x09y
BBITIATE: drink — evinuexa, nanumox), but I haven't any cash (Ho 51 He HMer0 KaKUX-THO0
HaTMIHBIX )—eXcept five pounds sterling (kpome nisitu dynTOB cTepaunros). I'd be awfully
grateful (s1 661 Ob11 yoxacHo Onmarogapen) if you'd stand me one (eciu Bbl ObI yTOCTHIIN MEHS
OJIHMM: «IIOCTAaBHJIM MHE OJIMHY; to stand — cmosims)."

It was my turn to say "Of course (310 ObUTa MOS O9epeb cka3zaTh kKoHeuHo)." I thought for a

moment (51 moymMan B TeueHue oHoro momenTa) and told the driver the name of a small bar (u
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CKasaJl BOJUTENIO Ha3BaHUE MAJIEHBKOTO 0apa; fo tell — pacckazamy) in the Kartnerstrasse (Ha
Kaprtuepmrpacce). I didn't think he'd want to be seen for a while (st He myman (4To) oH ObI XOTET
OBITH YBHJIEHHBIM Ha HEKOTOpOe BpeMmsi) in a busy British bar full of transit officers and their
wives (B IepenoIHEHHOM OpUTaHCKOM Oape MOJIHOM MPOoe3Karomux opuIepoB U ux >xeH). This
bar (aTot 6ap)—perhaps because it was exorbitant in its prices (BO3MOKHO ITOTOMY YTO OH OBLI
HeromMepHbIM B cBomx 1eHax )—seldom had more than one self-occupied couple in it at a time
(penxo uMen OOJIbIIE YeM OHY COOOM-3aHATYIO TTapy B HEM B o1iuH pa3). The trouble was too
(nmpo6niema Obia Taxxke) that it really only had one drink (uto oH B 1€liCTBUTETLHOCTH TOJIBKO
UMeJT OJIMH HAITUTOK = B HEM I10/IaBaJld TOJIBKO OJIMH HANMMTOK)—a sweet chocolate liqueur
(cmamkwii mokonaaHbii aukep) that the waiter improved at a price with cognac (kotopsiit
o(UIMaHT yIIydInan 1o (BEICOKOI) IleHe KOHbIKOM), but I got the impression (HO 51 omy4wnI
BIIEUATIICHUE; f0 get — nonyyams, denams) that Martins had no objection to any drink (uto
MaptuHc (He) UM HUKaKOTO BO3pa)XCHHsI POTUB JIFOOOT0 HAmUTKa) so long as it cast a veil
over the present, and the past (ipu yci0BUM 4TO: «TaK JA0JTO KaK» OH HaOpackIBaJl TIOKPOB Ha
HacTosiee u mpouuioe). On the door was the usual notice (Ha aBepu ObLIO OOBIUHOE
o0wsiBneHme) saying the bar opened at 6 till 10 (roBopsimiee uto 6ap OTKPBIBAJICS B MIECTh 10
necsitr), but one just pushed the door (Ho Ha0 OBIIO TPOCTO TOJKHYTH JABEPh: «HO OJUH TIPOCTO
toskan neepb») and walked through the front rooms (1 men ckBo3s nepennne koMmHaThl). We
had a whole small room to ourselves (MbI TOTYUNIN: «UMETHY TIETYIO MAJICHBKYIO KOMHATY JJIs
Hac camux); the only couple were next door (equHCcTBeHHas napa Oblia (3a) ClAeayIoIIeH
nBepbio), and the waiter who knew me (1 odutimanT kotopsiit 3nan mens) left us alone (octaBun
Hac ojHNX) wWith some caviar sandwiches (¢ HeckoIbkIUME UKOPHBIMU OyTepOpoaamu). It was
lucky (3T0 6n1T0 yauHo) that we both knew that I had an expense account (uto mMbl 00a 3HAIH
YTO ST UMEJT CUET Ha PACXObI: KU3JCPKKHU CUCTY).

Martins said over his second quick drink (MapTtunc ckasan Hajl ero BTOPBIM ObICTPBIM
HarmmuTKOM), "I'm sorry (M3BHHUTE: «sI €CTh coKaeromuiin), but he was the best friend I ever had
(HO OH OBLT IYYIIUM JIPYTOM (KOTOPOTO) sl KOTaa-1mbo umen)."

I couldn't resist saying (st He MOT CONPOTUBIATLCS (TOMY YTOOBI) cKa3ath), knowing what I knew
(3Has (To) uTo 5 3HaN), and because [ was anxious to vex him (1 MOTOMY 4TO s XOTEJ paccepIuTh
ero; anxious — scaxcoyujuil—one learns a lot that way (y3Haenis MHOTO: «OIHMH y3HAET Kydy»
takum miyteMm), "That sounds like a cheap novelette (370 3By4uuT Kak nemieBbii pOMaHyYuK)."

He said quickly (on ckazan OvicTpo), "I write cheap novelettes (s muiry nemnieBsie pomMmaH4uky)."
I had learnt something anyway (s y3Hai 4To-T0 B J11000M ciiyuae; to learn — vlyuums, y3HaAmy).
Until he had had a third drink (rmokxa oH (He) BRI «UMeID» TpETHi HamnuTOK), | was under the

impression that he wasn't an easy talker (s Ob11 TI0/T BIIeUaTIeHHEM YTO OH HE OBLT
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Pa3rOBOPYMBEIM YEIIOBEKOM: «JIETKHM roBoputeniem»): but I felt fairly certain (Ho s ayBcTBOBaN
(cebst) coBepmieHHO yBepeHHBIM) that he was one of those (uTo on Ob1 0/1MH U3 Tex) who turn
unpleasant after their fourth glass (kTo cTaHOBSITCSI HEMPUATHBIMU TIOCTIE UX YETBEPTOTO

CTaKaHa).

participant [patisipant], couple [kApl], expense (expence) [1k spens]

One's file, you know, is never quite complete: a case is never really closed, even after a century
when all the participants are dead. So I followed Martins: I knew the other three: I wanted to
know the stranger. I caught him up by his taxi and said, "I haven't any transport. Would you give
me a lift into town?"

"Of course," he said. I knew the driver of my jeep would spot me as we came out and follow us
unobtrusively. As we drove away I noticed he never looked behind—it's nearly always the fake
mourners and the fake lovers who take that last look, who wait waving on platforms, instead of
clearing quickly out, not looking back. Is it perhaps that they love themselves so much and want
to keep themselves in the sight of others, even of the dead?

I said, "My name's Calloway."

"Martins," he said.

"You were a friend of Lime?"

"Yes." Most people in the last week would have hesitated before they admitted quite so much.
"Been here long?"

"I only came this afternoon from England. Harry had asked me to stay with him. I hadn't heard."
"Bit of a shock?"

"Look here," he said, "I badly want a drink, but I haven't any cash—except five pounds sterling.
I'd be awfully grateful if you'd stand me one."

It was my turn to say "Of course." I thought for a moment and told the driver the name of a small
bar in the Kartnerstrasse. I didn't think he'd want to be seen for a while in a busy British bar full
of transit officers and their wives. This bar—perhaps because it was exorbitant in its prices—
seldom had more than one self-occupied couple in it at a time. The trouble was too that it really
only had one drink—a sweet chocolate liqueur that the waiter improved at a price with cognac,
but I got the impression that Martins had no objection to any drink so long as it cast a veil over
the present, and the past. On the door was the usual notice saying the bar opened at 6 till 10, but
one just pushed the door and walked through the front rooms. We had a whole small room to
ourselves; the only couple were next door, and the waiter who knew me left us alone with some

caviar sandwiches. It was lucky that we both knew that I had an expense account.
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Martins said over his second quick drink, "I'm sorry, but he was the best friend I ever had."

I couldn't resist saying, knowing what I knew, and because I was anxious to vex him—one learns
a lot that way, "That sounds like a cheap novelette."

He said quickly, "I write cheap novelettes."

I had learnt something anyway. Until he had had a third drink, I was under the impression that he
wasn't an easy talker: but I felt fairly certain that he was one of those who turn unpleasant after

their fourth glass.

I said (s ckazan), "Tell me about yourself—and Lime (pacckaxute MHE 0 Bac caMux — U
Jlaitme)."

"Look here (cmotpute (ctoma))," he said (on ckazai), "I badly need another drink (st orTgasiHHO:
«TUTOXO0» HYKJIAI0Ch B €I1Ie OJTHOM: «JIpyrom» HanuTke), but I can't keep on scrounging on a
stranger (HO s HE MOTY MOCTOSIHHO KJISIHUUTh Y HE3HAKOMIIA; fo keep on — npodonscams). Could
you change me a pound or two into Austrian money (MOru ObI BEI IOMEHSTh MHE (DYHT WJIH J1BA
Ha aBCTpUMCKUE AeHbIn)?"

"Don't bother about that (ne 6ecrniokoiitecs 00 3Tom)," I said and called the waiter (s1 ckazan u
no3Bas opuimanTta). "You can treat me (Bel MOXeTe yroctuTh MeHs1) when I come to London on
leave (korna s mpueny: «mpueskao» B JIoHI0H Ha 0TIycK). You were going to tell me (Bbi
coOupalnch paccka3aTh MHE: «BbI ObLTH UAYIIMMH paccka3zaTh MHE») how you met Lime (kak
BbI TO3HAKOMUJIUCH ¢ Jlaiimom)?"

The glass of chocolate liqueur might have been a crystal (promka 1oxosaIHOTO JUKEpa MOTIa
051 ObITEH KprcTauioMm) the way he looked at it and turned it this way and that (mpu Tom kak on
CMOTpEJT Ha HETO ¥ MOBOPAYMBAII €r0 TY/Ia M CIOJIa: «3TUM MyTEeM U TEM»; way — nymbv, CHOCO0).
He said (on ckazan), "It was a long time ago (3To ObUTO 0NTOE Bpems Haza). I don't suppose
anyone knows Harry the way I do (s1 He mpeanonararo (4to) KTo-T0 3HaeT ['appu Kak si: «Tem
crocoboM (kotopeim) st nenaro»),” and I thought of the thick file of agents' reports in my office
(¥ s ToTyMaJt O TOJICTOM TMarke cOOOIIeHHI areHTOB B Moeii KoHTope), each claiming the same
thing (kax b1l yTBEepKIarOINil Ty ke camyto Belp). | believe in my agents (st Bepro B Moux
arenToB): ['ve sifted them all very thoroughly (s oToOpan ux Bcex o4eHb THIATEIBHO).

"How long (xak monro)?"

"Twenty years—or a bit more (1BaaLaTh JET — UM HEMHOTO: «Kycouek» Oosbiie). I met him my
first term at school (s BcTpetnn ero (B) Moii iepBbIid cemecTp B mmikode). I can see the place (s

MOTY BHJIETh TO MecTO). I can see the notice-board (st Mory BueTh 1OCKY OOBSIBICHUI:
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«o0wsBIeHME-10CcKa») and what was on it (11 gTo Ob1T0 Ha Hell). | can hear the bell ringing (s
MOTY CJIBIIIATEH KOJOKOJIbUMK 3BeHsmuii). He was a year older and knew the ropes (on Obu1
TOJIOM CTapllie U 3HAJ YTO K YeMy; rope — gepeska, cesa3v). He put me wise to a lot of things (on
HAY4HJI MEHS Ky4e BeIlel; fo put — cmasums, kiacms,; wise —myopuiil)." He took a quick dab
(oH cienait OBICTPBIN TTIOTOK; f0 take — Opams) at his drink (Ha ero HanuTok) and then turned the
crystal again (1 3aTem moBepHYJI KpUCTaJIT CHOBA) as if to see more clearly (kax eciu (ObI)
4yTOOBI yBUAETH OoJee sicHo) what there was to see (uto Tam Obl10 yBUIETH). He said (on
ckazan), "It's funny (3To ecTh 320aBHO). I can't remember meeting any woman quite as well (st ve
MOTY BCIIOMHUTH 3HAKOMCTBO C JKEHIIUHON: «3HAKOMHUTBCS C KaKOW-ITHOO0 YKESHIITMHO
COBEPIICHHO TakK ke (SICHO))."

"Was he clever at school (0buT 0H cO0Opa3uTenbHBIN B mIKOJE)?"

"Not the way they wanted him to be (ue Tem criocobom: «iryTem» (KakiM) OHU XOTEIH YTOObI OH
ObLT: «xoTenu ero ObIThY»). But what things he did think up (Ho xakue Bem OH BBIAYMBIBAT; 10
think up — evioymvieams). He was a wonderful planner (oH OblT TpeKpacHBIM TUTAHUPOBIITUKOM ).
I was far better at subjects like History and English than Harry (s1 Ob11 ganexo nyuiie B (Takux)
npeaMeTax Kak UCTOpHs U aHrMickuit ueMm [appu), but I was a hopeless mug (Ho 51 6611
Oe3HaeKHBIM TyTIHIEH) when it came to carrying out his plans (koryia Ha10 OBIIIO BBITTOTHSTE
€T0 IJIaHBI: «KOTJa ATO TIOJXOIMIIO K BHIITOIHEHUIO €T0 TUIAHOBY; 10 carry out — 6blNOIHAMS)."
He laughed (on paccmesincst): he was already beginning (on Obut yxe HaunHaronwii ), with the
help of drink and talk (¢ momorsto muThs 1 pazroropa), to throw off the shock of the death
(cOpaceiBaTh IpoUb MoTpsicenue ot cmeptu). He said (on ckazan), "I was always the one who got
caught (s1 ObUT BceTIa TEM YEIIOBEKOM: «TE€M OJTHUMY KTO JIeJIaJics MOHMaHHBIM = KOTO JIOBWIIH)."
"That was convenient for Lime (3To Obut0 ynooHo mis Jlaiima)."

"What the hell do you mean (xakoro uepTa Bbl uMeeTe B BULY; /ell — a0)?" he asked (on
cupocui). Alcoholic irritation was setting in (aJIKorosibHOE pa3ipaykeHue ObUIO HAYMHAIOLTIMCS;
to set in — HAUUHAMBCA: «YCMAHABIUBAMBCS 8»).

"Well (ny), wasn't it ((pa3Bse) He ObLI0 3T0)?"

"That was my fault, not his (310 Obu1a Mmost ommOka, e ero). He could have found someone
cleverer (oH mMor Obl HaliTu KOro-HHOY b ToyMHee) if he'd chosen (eciu Ob1 0H 3ax0Te:
«BBIOpAIY; to choose — svibupamy), but he liked me (Ho s eMy HpaBUIICS: «OH THOOWIT MeHs»). He
was endlessly patient with me (on Osu1 OeckoneuHO Teprienus co mHOM)." Certainly (ere ObI:
«xoneuHoy), | thought (s momymann), the child is father to the man (peGenox ectb oTer «k»

MY KYMHE = JIIOJM HE MEHs0TCs ¢ BozpacTom), for I too had found him patient (16o s Toxe
HAIlIEeJ €r0 TEPIENIUBBIM).

"When did you see him last (korjia BeI BUeIN €ro: «JIe1ajid Bbl BUJETh €roy MOCIeTHUN
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(paz))?"

"Oh, he was over in London six months ago (o, on npuexai B JIOHI0H 1IeCTh MeCSIIEB HA3a/;
over — uepes) for a medical congress (Ha meaunuHcknii kKourpecc). You know he qualified as a
doctor (BbI 3HaeTe (YTO) OH BBIYUYHJICS Ha JOKTOpA: «KakK JOKTOp»), though he never practised
(xots on HuKoT/1a (He) mpakTHKoBai). That was typical of Harry (3To O6but0 THIIMHUHO [UTS
["appm). He just wanted to see (on npocto xoten yBuaeTh) if he could do a thing (mor im oH:
«ecnm oH Mor» caenath Bellb) and then he lost interest (a moTom oH Tepsut uHTEpeEc; o lose —
mepsamy). But he used to say (HO oH yacTo roBOpuII; fo say — ckazamy) that it often came in
handy (4T0 3TO YaCTO MPUTOXKIATOCH: «BXOIMIO BHYTPh YAOOHBIMY; 0 come — npuxooums)."
And that too was true (1 310 TOXe ObLT0 TpaBaKBO). It was odd how like the Lime he knew was
to the Lime I knew (310 ObUIO CTpaHHO KaKKUM MOX0KUM TOT JlaliM (KOTOpOro) OH 3Haj ObLT HA
toro Jlaiima (kotoporo) st 3Han): it was only that he looked at Lime's image (370 ObUT0 TOJBKO
9TO OH CMOTpes Ha o0pa3 Jlaiima) from a different angle (¢ npyroro yria) or in a different light
(st B ipyrom ceete). He said (o ckazan), "One of the things I liked about Harry (onna u3
Beleil (kotopsie) s mobmio B ['appu) was his humour (6511 ero romop)." He gave a grin (on
yIBIOHYJICS: «OH aai yemeiky») which took five years off his age (kotopas B3sa nsts et ¢
ero Bo3pacta; to take — opams). "I'm a buffoon (s durisp). I like playing the silly fool (s r0610
MIPUIYPUBATHCS: «UTPaTh OecreuHoro aypakay), but Harry had real wit (Ho ["appu umen
HacTosee octpoymue). You know (Bel 3Haete), he could have been a first class light composer
(oH MoT OBI OBITH TIEPBOKJIACCHBIM: «IIEPBOTO KJIacca» jerkum kommoszutopom) if he had worked

at it (ecru (ObI) OH OpaboTan HAM ATHM)."

stranger [ streind3o], convenient [kon'vi:niont], practise [ praktis]

I said, "Tell me about yourself—and Lime."

"Look here," he said, "I badly need another drink, but I can't keep on scrounging on a stranger.
Could you change me a pound or two into Austrian money?"

"Don't bother about that," I said and called the waiter. "You can treat me when I come to London
on leave. You were going to tell me how you met Lime?"

The glass of chocolate liqueur might have been a crystal the way he looked at it and turned it this
way and that. He said, "It was a long time ago. I don't suppose anyone knows Harry the way [
do," and I thought of the thick file of agents' reports in my office, each claiming the same thing. I
believe in my agents: I've sifted them all very thoroughly.

"How long?"
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"Twenty years—or a bit more. I met him my first term at school. I can see the place. I can see the
notice-board and what was on it. I can hear the bell ringing. He was a year older and knew the
ropes. He put me wise to a lot of things." He took a quick dab at his drink and then turned the
crystal again as if to see more clearly what there was to see. He said, "It's funny. I can't
remember meeting any woman quite as well."

"Was he clever at school?"

"Not the way they wanted him to be. But what things he did think up. He was a wonderful
planner. I was far better at subjects Like History and English than Harry, but I was a hopeless
mug when it came to carrying out his plans." He laughed: he was already beginning, with the
help of drink and talk, to throw off the shock of the death. He said, "I was always the one who
got caught."

"That was convenient for Lime."

"What the hell do you mean?" he asked. Alcoholic irritation was setting in.

"Well, wasn't it?"

"That was my fault, not his. He could have found someone cleverer if he'd chosen, but he liked
me. He was endlessly patient with me." Certainly, I thought, the child is father to the man, for I
too had found him patient.

"When did you see him last?"

"Oh, he was over in London six months ago for a medical congress. You know he qualified as a
doctor, though he never practised. That was typical of Harry. He just wanted to see if he could do
a thing and then he lost interest. But he used to say that it often came in handy." And that too
was true. It was odd how like the Lime he knew was to the Lime I knew: it was only that he
looked at Lime's image from a different angle or in a different light. He said, "One of the things I
liked about Harry was his humour." He gave a grin which took five years off his age. "I'm a
buffoon. I like playing the silly fool, but Harry had real wit. You know, he could have been a

first class light composer if he had worked at it."

He whistled a tune (on nacucren menoanto)—it was oddly familiar to me (ona ObuTa cTpaHHO
snakoma mHe). "I always remember that (s Bcerma momnto 310). I saw Harry write it (s Bugen kax
["appu Hamucan ee: «s Bujaen ['appu Hanucats eey). Just in a couple of minutes (mpocto B mapy
muHyT) on the back of an envelope (1a o6oporte xousepta). That was what he always whistled
(aT0 OBLTO uTO OH Beera HacBucThIBaT) When he had something on his mind (korma y Hero

OBIJIO YTO-TO HA YME: «KOTJa OH UMEJI YTO-TO Ha ero yMe»). It was his signature tune (310 Oblia
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€ro KOpOHHAas MeIIOJIus; signature — 3nax, xapakmepnas yepma)." He whistled the tune a second
time (0H MpocBUCTEN MEJIOIMI0 BTOpOil pa3), and I knew then who had written it (u s y3nan
TOTJIa KTO HAMuca ee; fo write — nucams)—of course it wasn't Harry (koHeuHO 3T0 He ObL1
["appm). I nearly told him so (s moutu ckazan emy Tax), but what was the point (Ho kakoii ObL1
cmbicn)? The tune wavered and went out (Menoust qporHya u o0opBaack; fo go — uomu). He
stared down into his glass (on ycraBusics BHU3 B ero ctakaH), drained what was left and said
(ocymmt 9To ObLTO OcTaByIeHO U ckaszan), "It's a damned shame (3T0 ecTh MPOKIATHIN CTHIN) tO
think of him dying the way he did (nymats 0 Hem ymupatomem Tem mytem (kak) oH caenan).”
"It was the best thing (310 ObLTa Myumiast Bemis) that ever happened to him (koropast korma-m6o
ciayuuinack ¢ HUM)," I said (s ckazan).

He didn't take in my meaning at once (OH He MOHSUT: «HE CIeTall B35ITh BHYTPbY MOU CMBICIT
cpasy): he was a little hazy (ou 6bu1 HemMHOTO TymMaHHBIN) With the drinks (ot HanuTkoB). "The
best thing (camast myurias Bemrs)?"

"Yes (ma)."

"Y ou mean there wasn't any pain (BbI noapaszymenaete (4T0) He ObLTO HUKaKOW 60mun)?"

"He was lucky in that way, too (emy 1oBe3J10 U B 3TOM: «OH ObUI YJIa4JIMB B TOM ITyTH TOXKE»)."
It was my tone of voice (310 0BT MO TOH Tos10ca) and not my words (a He Mou ciioBa) that
caught Martins' attention (kotopsie moiimanu Maptunca Baumanue). He asked gently and
dangerously (on cipocun msrko u oracHo)—I could see his right hand tighten (s Mmor BuieTsh
4TO €ro mpasas pyka Hampsriack), "Are you hinting at something (Bsl HamekaeTe Ha 4yT0-T0)?"
There is no point at all (HeT: «Tam ecTh HUKAKOTO» cMbICTa coBceM) in showing physical courage
(B (TOM uTOOBI) TTIOKA3BIBaTh (hU3HUYecKyto XpadbpocTs) in all situations (Bo Bcex cutyanusix): I
eased my chair far enough back (s oTo1BHHYJI MO CTYJT JaJIeKO TOCTATOYHO HA3al; 0 edase —
ocmopooicio nocmasuma) to be out of reach of his fist (4ToOBI OBITE BHE TOCTHKEHUS €TI0
kynaka). I said (s ckazan), "I mean that [ had his case completed (st monpa3zymeBato 4to y MeHs
ObUTO ero aemno 3akoHueHHoe) at police headquarters (B monueiickom ynpasnennn). He would
have served a long spell (o Ob1 OTOBIT ATMHHBIN CpOK)—a very long spell (ouens monruit
cpok)—if it hadn't been for the accident (eciii Ob1 He HECUACTHBIN CITyUaii: «ECIIH 3TO HE OBLIO
OBl JJIs1 HECYACTHOIO cirydasi)."

"What for (3a uto)?"

"He was about the worst racketeer (0H ObUT TOUTH: «OKOJIO» CAMBIM XYM MPECTYTTHUKOM )
who ever made a dirty living in this city (koTopsbIii korga-mudo aenan rps3Hble IeHbI:
«TPSI3HYIO )KU3HB» B 3TOM ropoje)."

I could see him measuring the distance between us (st MOT BU/IETh €0 BEIMEPSIIOIINM PACCTOSHUE

mexay Hamu) and deciding that he couldn't reach me (v pemrarornum 9To OH HE MOT J1I0CTaTh
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mens1) from where he sat (orTyna rie on cumern; to sit — cudems). Rollo wanted to hit out (Posuio
XOTeJ aTaKOBaTh: «yJIapuTh HApYKy»): but Martins was steady, careful (Ho Maptunc Obu1
CTIIOKOWHBIN, OCTOpPOXKHBIN). Martins, I began to realise, was dangerous (Maptunc, s Hagan
coobpaxath, OblT onaceH). I wondered (st mounTepecosaics) whether after all I had made a
complete mistake (He COBEPIIWII U sI B KOHIIE KOHIOB: «ECJIH MOCIIE BCETO S CJIEIaDy TOTHYIO
ommOKy; to make — denamy): 1 couldn't see Martins being quite the mug that Rollo had made out
(st He MoT TTpuU3HATH (4T0) MapThHC OBLT: «BUAETH MapTHHCA OBITH)» COBCEM TeM MpocToduiIei
kakuM Posto xazancs). "You're a policeman (8wl monureiickuii)?" he asked (on cripocun).

"Yes (na)."

"I've always hated policemen (s Bcerna nenaBuen nonureiickux). They are always either
crooked or stupid (oHUM Bcerjia Uiy HeUECTHBIE: KUCKPUBICHHBIE» WU TIyTIbIE)."

"Is that the kind of books you write (3T0 Takie KHMYKKU BBI UIIETE: «ECTh 3TO PA3HOBUTHOCTh
KHIKEK BbI nuieTe»)?"

I could see him edging his chair round (st Mor BueTh KaKk OH MEJIJIEHHO JIBUTAET €ro CTYJI
BOKDYT; fo edge — nodoosucamy) to block my way out (4To0bI 3aropoAUTh MOU MyTh HapyKYy). |
caught the waiter's eye (s moiiman odunmanta B3risi: «riaszy) and he knew what [ meant (1 on
TIOHSIT: «y3HA» 9TO 51 UMero B BUy )—there's an advantage (ecth nmpenmyIinecTso) in always
using the same bar (B (Tom uT0OBI) BCErIa UCMOIB30BaTh TOT ke 0ap) for interviews (s Oecen).
Martins said gently and brought out a surface smile (MapTunc cka3an MATKO ¥ HEUCKPEHHE
YIBIOHYIICS; to bring — npunocums,; surface — nosepxnocms,; smile — ynvioxa): "I have to call
them sheriffs (s qomkeH: «rMer0» Ha3bIBAThH UX Iepupamn).”

"Been in America (0viit B Amepuke)?" It was a silly conversation (310 0511 gypankuit
pasroBop).

"No (uer). Is this an interrogation (ecTb 310 n0mpoc)?"

"Just interest (nmpocto uHTEpEC)."

"Because if Harry was that kind of racketeer (rmotomy uro eciu ['appu ObUT TaKHM: «TaKOM
Pa3HOBHIHOCTBIO» MIPECTYIMHUKOM ), | must be one too (s 10KEeH ObITh TAKUM: «OJHHMY TOXKE).
We always worked together (Mb1 Bcerna pabortanu Bmecte)."

"I daresay he meant to cut you in (s ocMesIMBaOCh CKa3aTh OH XOTEJN: «MMEJ B BUJY» BOBJIECUYb
Bac; fo cut — pezamwv)—somewhere in the organisation (kyaa-HuOy/ b B OpraHu3anmio). I
wouldn't be surprised (s1 661 He Ob11 yuBieH) if he had meant to give you the baby to hold (eciu
OH OBI XOTeJ JaTh BaM peOCHKA MOJIep)KaTh = BITyTaTh B 3TO JEJI0, CIIUXHYTh OTBETCTBEHHOCTH ).
That was his method at school (310 Ob11 ero MeTox B mikosie)—you told me (Be pacckazanu MHE;
to tell — paccrazamy), didn't you (He cienanm Bel = He Tak 71)? And, you see (1, BbI BuanTe), the

headmaster was getting to know a thing or two (upexTop y3HaBaj: «ObIJI CTAHOBSIIIIMMCS 3HATH)
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BeIllb WUTH JIBE)."

"You are running true to form (BbI I€iiCTBYeTE KaK MOJIOKEHO: «BBI €CTh OETYINi HCTUHHBIN K
dopmey), aren't you (ue ectsb (111) BbI)? I suppose there was some petty racket going on (s
noJiararo OblIO KaKoe-HUOYIb METKOE MOIIIEHHUYECTBO IPOUCXOISINEE; 10 g0 On —
APOUCXO0UMb, NPOO0INCAMbCs: «uomu oanvuiey) with petrol (¢ 6ensurom) and you couldn't pin
it on anyone (¥ BbI HE MOTJIM MPHUIIETIUTE €ro Ha KOoro-nmbo), so you've picked a dead man (rax
4TO BBl BEIOpasn: «moapodpanu» mepTBoro denoseka). That's just like a policeman (sTo coBcem
Kak rnoswuieiickuii). You're a real policeman, I suppose (BbI HACTOSIIINI TTOTUTIEHCKUN, 5T
nosnarar)?"

"Yes, Scotland Yard (na, Ckotnena-Spm), but they've put me into a Colonel's uniform (Ho onu
3acyHyJ U MeHsl B yHuGopMy nonkoBHHKA) When I'm on duty (xorga s Ha ciyx06e)."

He was between me and the door now (on 6511 MexTy MHOI 1 J1Bepbio Tereps). I couldn't get
away from the table (s He Mor oToiiTi TpoYk OT cTosa) without coming into range (6e3
BXOJKJICHUS B J1ocsiraeMocTh), I'm no fighter (s1 He Goerr: «s1 ecTh HUKakoi Ooery), and he had six
inches of advantage anyway (1 OH UMeJ 1IECTh I0MMOB TpeUMyIecTBa B Jr000M cinydae). I said
(st ckazaun), "It wasn't petrol (310 He ObUT OeH3UH)."

"Tyres, saccharin (muHbL, caxapuH)... why don't you policemen catch a few murderers (rmodemy
BBI, TIOJIUIIEHCKIE HE TIOWMaeTe HeCKoJIbKuX youiin) for a change (s paznoo6paszus)?"

"Well, you could say (Hy, BbI Morn (ObI) cKa3aTh = MOXKHO CKa3aTh) that murder was part of his

racket (4To yOHUHCTBO OBIJIO YACTHIO €70 MaXHHALIHH )."

brought [bro:t], measure [ ' me39], colonel [ ko:nl]

He whistled a tune—it was oddly familiar to me. "I always remember that. I saw Harry write it.
Just in a couple of minutes on the back of an envelope. That was what he always whistled when
he had something on his mind. It was his signature tune." He whistled the tune a second time,
and I knew then who had written it—of course it wasn't Harry. I nearly told him so, but what was
the point? The tune wavered and went out. He stared down into his glass, drained what was left
and said, "It's a damned shame to think of him dying the way he did."

"It was the best thing that ever happened to him," I said.

He didn't take in my meaning at once: he was a little hazy with the drinks. "The best thing?"
"Yes."

"You mean there wasn't any pain?"

"He was lucky in that way, too."
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It was my tone of voice and not my words that caught Martins' attention. He asked gently and
dangerously—I could see his right hand tighten, "Are you hinting at something?"

There is no point at all in showing physical courage in all situations: I eased my chair far enough
back to be out of reach of his fist. I said, "I mean that I had his case completed at police
headquarters. He would have served a long spell—a very long spell—if it hadn't been for the
accident."

"What for?"

"He was about the worst racketeer who ever made a dirty living in this city."

I could see him measuring the distance between us and deciding that he couldn't reach me from
where he sat. Rollo wanted to hit out: but Martins was steady, careful. Martins, I began to
realise, was dangerous. I wondered whether after all [ had made a complete mistake: I couldn't
see Martins being quite the mug that Rollo had made out. "You're a policeman?" he asked.
"Yes."

"I've always hated policemen. They are always either crooked or stupid."

"Is that the kind of books you write?"

I could see him edging his chair round to block my way out. I caught the waiter's eye and he
knew what I meant—there's an advantage in always using the same bar for interviews.

Martins said gently and brought out a surface smile: "I have to call them sheriffs."

"Been in America?" It was a silly conversation.

"No. Is this an interrogation?"

"Just interest."

"Because if Harry was that kind of racketeer, I must be one too. We always worked together."
"I daresay he meant to cut you in—somewhere in the organisation. I wouldn't be surprised if he
had meant to give you the baby to hold. That was his method at school—you told me, didn't you?
And, you see, the headmaster was getting to know a thing or two."

"You are running true to form, aren't you? I suppose there was some petty racket going on with
petrol and you couldn't pin it on anyone, so you've picked a dead man. That's just like a
policeman. You're a real policeman, I suppose?"

"Yes, Scotland Yard, but they've put me into a Colonel's uniform when I'm on duty."

He was between me and the door now. I couldn't get away from the table without coming into
range, I'm no fighter, and he had six inches of advantage anyway. I said, "It wasn't petrol."
"Tyres, saccharin ... why don't you policemen catch a few murderers for a change?"

"Well, you could say that murder was part of his racket."
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He pushed the table over with one hand (on nepeBepHYyT CTOJ: «TOTKHYJI CTOJ Y€pe3» OJHOU
pykoii) and made a dive at me with the other (u crenan 6sicTpoe IBYKEHHME HA MEHS APYTOMN);
the drink confused his calculations (nanutox cmerian ero pacuersi). Before he could try again
(mpesxze yem OH MOT TonbITaThest cHoBa) my driver had his arms round him (moit BoguTens
obxBatun ero; arm — pyka, round — eokpye). I said (s ckazan), "Don't treat him roughly (ne
oOparmaiics ¢ auM rpy0o). He's only a writer (on Tonsko nrcarens) with too much drink in him
(CO CAMIIKOM MHOTO QJIKOTOJISI B HEM = C U3JIMIIKOM aJIKOT0JIsl B HEM)."

"Be quiet (OyapTe CIOKOIHEI), can't you, sir (He MoskeTe (i) BBI, ¢3p)," my driver said (moii
BoauTenb ckasain). He had an exaggerated sense of officer-class (on nmen npeysenndennoe
qyBCTBO ouiiepckoro kinacca). He would probably have called Lime "sir." (oH 651 BO3MOKHO
HazbiBal Jlaiima «cap»)

"Listen, Callaghan, or whatever your bloody name is (mocnymaiite, Kannaxan wim kakoe
YTOJIHO TBOE MPOKJISITOE UMsI €CTh = WJIM KaK TaM, 4YepT BO3bMH, TeOs 30ByT)..."

"Calloway (Kamnoy»ii). I'm English, not Irish (s anrnuuanun, ve upnangerr).”

"I'm going to make you look (s1 cobuparocs 3actaButh Te0s BHITIAIETH) the biggest bloody fool
in Vienna (cambim OonbImmM npokyaTeiM aypakoM B Bene). There's one dead man (ects onun
MEPTBBII YeJI0BEK) you aren't going to pin your unsolved crimes on (Ha KOTOPOTO ThI HE
TIOBECHIIIb TBOW HEPACKPHITHIE MPECTYILICHUS)."

"I see (s BIKY = nmoHsATHO). You're going to find me the real criminal (Bb1 cobupaetech HaiiTu
MHe Hactosiiero npectynauka)? It sounds like one of your stories (3To 3By4HT Kak 0JiHa U3
BalIuX uctopuii)."

"You can let me go, Callaghan (Tb1 MOXeIIIb OTITYCTUTH MEHSI: «TTO3BOJINTH MHE HJITH»,
Kannaxan), I'd rather make you look the fool you are (s1 661 ckopee 3acTaBui: «caenam Teds
BBITJIAJICTH TEM JlypakoM (KOTOpbIM) THI siBiselnbes) than black your bloody eye (uem noctaButh
CHHSIK Ha TBOEM TPOKJIATOM TJIa3y: «3a4€pPHHUTH TBOW MPOKJIATHIN T1a3») . You'd only have to go
to bed for a few days with a black eye (T ObI TOTBKO HOKEH OBUT HITH B KPOBATH = JIOKUTHCS
craTh B T€UEHHE HECKOJIBKUX JTHEN ¢ uepHbIM r1a3om). But when I've finished with you (1o
Korja s nokonuy ¢ To6oii) you'll leave Vienna (1e1 mokunemns Beny)."

I took out (s BEITAIIII: «B357T HAPYKY») a couple of pounds' worth of Bafs (badhos Ha nBa
bynTa: «mmapel GyHTOB cTOMMOCTEL badory) and stuck them in his breast pocket (1 cynyn ux B
€ro HarpyJIHsblil KapMmaH; fo stick — cosamv). "These will see you through tonight (3Tux Tebe
XBATUT Ha CETOIHSIIHION HOUb; through — uepes, ckeosw)," I said (s ckazan), "and I'll make sure
(1 51 1032009yCh 0 TOM UTOOBI: «U s cliear0 yBepeHHBIM» ) they keep a seat for you on

tomorrow's London plane ((4T0) OHM COXPaHSIOT MECTO: «CHICHHUE) IS BaC Ha 3aBTPAITHEM
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JIOHJIOHCKOM camoeTe)."

"You can't turn me out (BBl HE MOKETE BBICTABUTH MEHS: «TIOBEPHYTh MEHs HAPYKY»). My
papers are in order (Mou Oymaru ectb B ropsijke)."

"Yes, but this is like other cities (1a, HO 5TOT (TOpo) KaKk Apyrue ropoaa): you need money here
(TBI HY>KIaenbest B eHbrax 37eck). If you change sterling on the black market (ecom To1
MOMEHsIeITs CTepJIMHT Ha uepHoM peiHke) I’1l catch up on you inside twenty-four hours (s Te6st
HACTUTHY B TEUCHHUE JIBAJIIIATH YETHIPEX YACOB; fo catch — nosumy). Let him go (mycTtu ero uaru
= OTIyCTH €ro0)."

Rollo Martins dusted himself down (Poyio Maptunc otpsixayics). He said (o cka3zan),
"Thanks for the drinks (cracu6o 3a HanuTkn)."

"That's all right (Bce B mopsizike: «3T0 ecTh BCe MPaBUITLHOY)."

"I'm glad I don't have to feel grateful (st ecTh 1OBOJBHEIN YTO 51 HE JOIKEH: «HE UMEIO»
qyBCTBOBATH (cebst) OmaromapHbeiM). I suppose they were on expenses (s mosarar OHU ObLTH
(KyTUTeHBI Ha JICHBIH) HA U3IePKKH)?"

"Yes (na)."

"I’1l be seeing you again in a week or two (s1 yBUXKy Bac CHOBa uepes Hejsemnto uin ase) when I've
got the dope (korna st momyuy: «moxyunin» ceenenust)." I knew he was angry (s 3Ha11 (4T0) OH
ow11 cepaut): I didn't believe then that he was serious (st He Bepui Tora 4To OH ObUT cepheseH). |
thought he was putting over an act (st gymain 4To oH ObLUT 3aKaHUMBAIOIITUHN JICHCTBUE; 10 put —
Kiacmo, cmasums, over — uepes) to cheer up his self-esteem (4To0sI TOI00PUTE CBOE
CaMOYBaXXEHHE).

"I might come and see you off tomorrow (st MOT OBI TPUATH U IIPOBOIUTE Bac 3aBTpa)."

"I shouldn't waste your time (51 He 1oyKeH TpaTuTh Baiie Bpewmsi). | won't be there (st ne Oyny
Tam)."

"Paine here will show you the way to Sacher's (Ileiin BOT mokaxeT Bam myTh K 3axepy). You can
get a bed and dinner there (Bb1 MokeTe TOTyunTh KpoBaTh U yxkuH Tam). I'll see to that (s
MPUCMOTPIO 32 3TUM)."

He stepped to one side as though to make way for the waiter (on maraysn B cTopoHy kak OyaTo
4T00BI 0OCBOOOINTE Aopory st opurmanta) and slashed out at me (u ynapun menst; out —
napyoicy, at — na): 1 just avoided him (51 eBa: «Topko» nzbexan ero), but stumbled against the
table (Ho crioTkuycs o cton). Before he could try again (nmpesx/ie (1em) OH MOT TTOTIBITaThCSI
cHora) Paine had landed on him on the mouth (Ileiin yroaun emy B por; to land —
npusemiamocs). He went bang over in the alleyway between the tables (ou pyxHy: «momen
TPOXOT Yepe3» B Mpoxojie Mex 1y crosiamu) and came up (u Bctan) bleeding from a cut lip

(kpoBoTOYa n3 pazdouToii ryosl). I said (s ckazan), "I thought you promised not to fight (s myman
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ThI o0ertan He aparbes).”

He wiped some of the blood away with his sleeve and said (on BeITEp HEMHOTO KPOBH TIPOYb
CBOMM pyKaBoMm u ckazai), "Oh no (o ner), I said I'd rather make you a bloody fool (s ckazan
(uto) 51 OBI cKOpee caenan Tedst uepToBbIM nypakoM). I didn't say I wouldn't give you a black eye
as well (s He ckazait (4To0) s OBI HE TIOCTAaBWII TeOE CHHSK TIOJ] T1a30M: «HE J1ajl Te0e YepHBIH
a3y Takxke)."

I had had a long day (y mens 6b11 nonruii nens) and I was tired of Rollo Martins (u st 6611
ycTaBmmii = ycran ot Pomo Maprtunca). [ said to Paine (s ckazan [leitny): "See him safely into
Sacher's (poBon ero: «IpucMoTpu ero» de3omacHo B 3axep). Don't hit him again (He Geii ero
cuoga) if he behaves (eciu on Bener cebs xopomio)," and turning away from both of them (u
MOBOPAYMBasl MPOYb OT HUX 000MX: «OT 000X M3 HUX») towards the inner bar (I deserved one
more drink) (k BHyTpeHHeMy Oapy (s 3aciry>KuBaJ elie oaHy BhIMHUBKY)), | heard Paine say
respectfully to the man he had just knocked down (st ycbimman [leitHa roBOpUTE YBaXKUTEIEHO
YeJI0BEKY (KOTOPOT0) OH TOJIBKO YTO COMJI C HOT: «BHU3Y), "This way, sir (Croja: «3TOT IyThY,

cap). It's only just around the corner (370 ecTb TONBKO TIPSIMO 32 yriaom)."

exaggerate [1g zaed3oreit], unsolved [An'solvd], behave [b1 heiv]

He pushed the table over with one hand and made a dive at me with the other; the drink confused
his calculations. Before he could try again my driver had his arms round him. I said, "Don't treat
him roughly. He's only a writer with too much drink in him."

"Be quiet, can't you, sir," my driver said. He had an exaggerated sense of officer-class. He would
probably have called Lime "sir."

"Listen, Callaghan, or whatever your bloody name is ..."

"Calloway. I'm English, not Irish."

"I'm going to make you look the biggest bloody fool in Vienna. There's one dead man you aren't
going to pin your unsolved crimes on."

"I see. You're going to find me the real criminal? It sounds like one of your stories."

"You can let me go, Callaghan, I'd rather make you look the fool you are than black your bloody
eye. You'd only have to go to bed for a few days with a black eye. But when I've finished with
you you'll leave Vienna."

I took out a couple of pounds' worth of Bafs and stuck them in his breast pocket. "These will see
you through tonight," I said, "and I'll make sure they keep a seat for you on tomorrow's London

plane."
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"You can't turn me out. My papers are in order."

"Yes, but this is like other cities: you need money here. If you change sterling on the black
market I’ll catch up on you inside twenty-four hours. Let him go."

Rollo Martins dusted himself down. He said, "Thanks for the drinks."

"That's all right."

"I'm glad I don't have to feel grateful. I suppose they were on expenses?"

"Yes."

"I’11 be seeing you again in a week or two when I've got the dope." I knew he was angry: I didn't
believe then that he was serious. I thought he was putting over an act to cheer up his self-esteem.
"I might come and see you off tomorrow."

"I shouldn't waste your time. [ won't be there."

"Paine here will show you the way to Sacher's. You can get a bed and dinner there. I'll see to
that."

He stepped to one side as though to make way for the waiter and slashed out at me: I just
avoided him, but stumbled against the table. Before he could try again Paine had landed on him
on the mouth. He went bang over in the alleyway between the tables and came up bleeding from
a cut lip. I said, "I thought you promised not to fight."

He wiped some of the blood away with his sleeve and said, "Oh no, I said I'd rather make you a
bloody fool. I didn't say I wouldn't give you a black eye as well."

I had had a long day and I was tired of Rollo Martins. I said to Paine: "See him safely into
Sacher's. Don't hit him again if he behaves," and turning away from both of them towards the
inner bar (I deserved one more drink), I heard Paine say respectfully to the man he had just

knocked down, "This way, sir. It's only just around the corner."

WHAT HAPPENED next (uro ciyuninock 3arem) I didn't hear from Paine (s He ycibiman ot
[Teitna) but from Martins a long time afterwards (nHo or MapTurca goiroe Bpems CIycTsi),
reconstructing the chain of events (BoccranarimBas 1ens coowrTnii) that did indeed (koTopeie
caenanu neiictButensHo )—though not quite in the way he had expected (xots He coBcem Tak: «B
criocobe, myTn» (Kak) oH oxkugan)—prove me to be a fool (okazaTh uToO s Mypak: «I0Ka3aTh
MeHst OBITh Typakom»). Paine simply saw him to the head porter's desk (Ileitn mpocTo mpoBoam

€ro K CTOMKE TJIaBHOTO MOpThe; head — 2onosa) and explained there (n 00bsicann Tam), "This
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gentleman came in on the plane from London (3TOT /KeHTIBMEH IPUIIETEN HA CAMOJIETE U3
Jlonnona). Colonel Calloway says he's to have a room (rosikoBauk Kammoysii roBopuTt (4T0) OH
JIOJDKEH MoTy4nTh KoMHaTy)." Having made that clear (nposicHUB 3T0: «iMes CIeTTaHHBIM 3TO
scHbIMY ), he said (on cka3zan), "Good evening, sir (100psIit Beuep, cap)," and left (u ymern; 7o
leave — yxooums, ocmasnams). He was probably a bit embarrassed by Martins' bleeding lip (on
OBLT BOBMOXXHO HEMHOTO olapaiieH MapTuHca KpoBOToUalIe ry0oii).

"Had you already got a reservation, sir (BbI ysxe nonyuninu Oponto, cap)?" the porter asked
(mopThe crpocui).

"No (uet). No, I don't think so (HeT, st He gymMaro Tak = qymaro uto HeT)," Martins said in a
muffled voice (MapTtunc ckazan npuriyieHHsM rosiocom) holding his handkerchief to his
mouth (mprxuMas CBOH MIIATOK K CBOEMY PTY; to hold — depocamy).

"I thought perhaps you might be Mr. Dexter (s1 gymast BO3MOXHO BbI MOTJIN ObI OBITH MHCTEPOM
Jlexcrepom). We had a room reserved for a week for Mr. Dexter (MbI nMesi KOMHATY
3ape3epBUPOBAHHYIO Ha HEAEIIO s MucTepa Jlekcrepa).”

Martins said (Maptunc ckazan), "Oh, I am Mr. Dexter (o, st ects muctep Jlexctep)." He told me
later (on ckazan mue no3z:xe) that it occurred to him (4ro s3To mpumnuio Ha ym emy) that Lime
might have engaged him a room (uto Jlaiim Mor cHsTE eMy KOMHaTy) in that name (Ha 3T0 MMs)
because perhaps it was Buck Dexter and not Rollo Martins (motomy 4T0 BO3M0OKHO 3T0 0bLT bak
Jlexcrep a ve Posimo Maptunc) who was to be used for propaganda purposes (KoTopsbrit
(oykeH) ObLT OBITH UCTIONB30BAHHBIM JIJISl IPONaraHaNuCTCKUX 1eneit). A voice said at his elbow
(rommoc ckazan y ero JokTs), "I'm so sorry you were not met at the plane, Mr. Dexter (s ecTb
TAKOW COYKAJICIOINIA = BEChMa COYKaJIelo (YT0) BB HE OBLIH: «OBUTM HE» BCTPEUEHBI Y CaMOJIETa,
muctep Jlexcrep). My name's Crabbin (moe nms ects Kpa06un)."

The speaker was a stout middle-aged young man (roBopuBIImii ObLT OTHBINA CPETHUX JIET
MOJIO/ION uenoBek; middle — cpeonuil, age — 6o3pacm) with a natural tonsure (c ecrecTBeHHOU
TOH3YpOi = nmeicuHOi) and one of the thickest pairs (1 oHOMN U3 cambIx TOJICTHIX 11ap) of horn-
rimmed glasses (04KOB B pOTOBOIi OnipaBe; horn — poe, to rim — oopamisims, rim — onpasa) that
Martins had ever seen (koTopsie MapTuHC KOr1a-11u00 BHUIE).

He went apologetically on (o npomosmkun n3BunsonmmMces Tonom), "One of our chaps happened
to ring up Frankfurt (ouH u3 Hamux mapHei ciyduics mo3BoHUTL Bo @pankdypr) and heard
you were on the plane (u ycibiman (uro) Bel Obuth Ha camosiete). H. Q. made one of their usual
foolish mistakes (rnaBHebIif mTabd caenan oHy U3 X OOBIYHBIX MTYILIX o1nO0K) and wired you
were not coming (u TesnerpadgupoBaiu (4To) Bel He npueaere). Something about Sweden (uto-To
nacuer [lIBennn) but the cable was badly mutilated (Ho Tenerpamma ObuTa y’KacHO MCKaKeHa).

Directly I heard from Frankfurt (kax Tonsko: «mpsimoy» s yenbiman u3 @pankdypta) I tried to
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meet the plane (st moneITancst BCTpeTUTH camouiet), but I just missed you (HO 5 TOJTBKO-TOJIBKO
yIycTui Bac). You got my note (BbI MOJTYYWINA MOIO 3aITUCKy )?"

Martins held his handkerchief to his mouth (Maptunc nep»ain cBoii maaTok k cBoemy pty) and
said obscurely (1 ckazan mpadno), "Yes (1a). Yes?"

"May I say at once (Mmory s ckaszartek cpa3dy), Mr. Dexter, how excited I am to meet you (kak pa:
«BO30YKIIEH» 51 €CTh BCTPETHUTH Bac)?"

"Good of you (xoporiio ¢ Baiieii cTopoHs!)."

"Ever since [ was a boy (Bcerna c Tex nop kak s 0bu1 MansurkoMm), I've thought you the greatest

novelist of our century (s rmoraranx Bac BeIUYalITIM pOMaHUCTOM HaIllero Beka)."

handkerchief [ haenkat[i:f], H.Q. = headquarters [hed kwo:toz], obscurely
[ob skjuali]

WHAT HAPPENED next I didn't hear from Paine but from Martins a long time afterwards,
reconstructing the chain of events that did indeed—though not quite in the way he had
expected—prove me to be a fool. Paine simply saw him to the head porter's desk and explained
there, "This gentleman came in on the plane from London. Colonel Calloway says he's to have a
room." Having made that clear, he said, "Good evening, sir," and left. He was probably a bit
embarrassed by Martins' bleeding lip.

"Had you already got a reservation, sir?" the porter asked.

"No. No, I don't think so," Martins said in a muffled voice holding his handkerchief to his mouth.
"I thought perhaps you might be Mr. Dexter. We had a room reserved for a week for Mr.
Dexter."

Martins said, "Oh, I am Mr. Dexter." He told me later that it occurred to him that Lime might
have engaged him a room in that name because perhaps it was Buck Dexter and not Rollo
Martins who was to be used for propaganda purposes. A voice said at his elbow, "I'm so sorry
you were not met at the plane, Mr. Dexter. My name's Crabbin."

The speaker was a stout middle-aged young man with a natural tonsure and one of the thickest
pairs of horn-rimmed glasses that Martins had ever seen.

He went apologetically on, "One of our chaps happened to ring up Frankfurt and heard you were
on the plane. H. Q. made one of their usual foolish mistakes and wired you were not coming.
Something about Sweden but the cable was badly mutilated. Directly I heard from Frankfurt I
tried to meet the plane, but I just missed you. You got my note?"

Martins held his handkerchief to his mouth and said obscurely, "Yes. Yes?"
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"May I say at once, Mr. Dexter, how excited I am to meet you?"
"Good of you."

"Ever since [ was a boy, I've thought you the greatest novelist of our century."

Martins winced (Maptunc nomopiuics)! It was painful (3To Ob110 Gone3HeHHO) opening his
mouth to protest (OTKpBITE CBOI poT 4TOOBI IpoTecToBaTh). He took an angry look instead (on
OpOCHII: «B3sJ1 CEPAUTHIN B3TIIsA BMECTO (3T0T0)) at Mr. Crabbin (Ha muctepa Kpa66una), but
it was impossible to suspect that young man (Ho «3T0» ObLIO HEBO3MOKHO TI0/I03PEBATH ATOTO
MoIooro uenoseka) of a practical joke (B po3bITphIle: «IIpaKTHUeCKast IIyTKa).

"You have a big Austrian public, Mr. Dexter (BbI umeeTe O0JIbIITYI0 aBCTPUIICKYIO Ty OIHKY,
muctep Jlexcrep), both for your originals and your translations (kax jist Balimx OpUTHHAIIOB TaK
u Bamux nepeoioB). Especially for The Curved Prow (oco6enno nst Mizorayrtoro Hoca
(xopabuisi)), that's my own favourite (3T0 Mot coOCTBeHHBIH J0OUMeIT)."

Martins was thinking hard (Maptunc 011 TyMaronuii HanpsHKeHHO: «Tspkenoy). "Did you say
(ckazasu Ju BBI: «CIeNaNd BbI CKazaThy»)—room for a week (komHara Ha Hexemno)?"

"Yes (ma)."

"Very kind of you (o4ens 11006e3H0 ¢ BaIeil CTOpOHBI: «OT Bacy)."

"Mr. Schmidt here will give you tickets every day (muctep [lImMunt 31eck Oynet naBatb Bam
OWIIeThl KaXKIBIN JeHb ), to cover all meals (4TOOBI TOKPEHITH BCe MUTaHUE: «Bce Oroaay). But I
expect (0o 5 oxuaro) you'll need a little pocket money (BbI Oy/ieTe HYk /1aThCsl B HEMHOTHX
kapMaHHbIX nenbrax). We'll fix that (Mer yerpoum 3710). Tomorrow we thought you'd like a quiet
day (3aBTpa MbI ymanu Bbl X0oTenu Obl TUXUil 1eHb)—to look about (4T0OBI ormsimeThes
BOKpYT)."

"Yes (na)."

"Of course any of us are at your service (KOHEYHO JTF000 M3 HAC K BAIlIUM yCIIyTaM: «Ha Ballleu
ciyx0e») if you need a guide (ecnu BbI Hyx)1aeTech (B) mpoBogHuke). Then the day after
tomorrow (3aTeMm Iocie3aBTpa: «JIeHb Mocie 3aBTpay) in the evening (Beuepom) there's a little
quiet discussion at the Institute (ects MasienbKkast Tuxasi uckyccusi B MluctutyTe)—on the
contemporary novel (o coBpemennom pomane). We thought perhaps you'd say a few words (Mb1
JTyMalli BO3MOYKHO BBI ObI CKa3aji HECKOJBKO clIoB) just to set the ball rolling (mpocto uTo0bI
HauaTh: «IIyCTUTH IIap KaTUTHC»), and then answer questions (1 3aTeM OTBETHTE Ha BOIPOCHI)."
Martins at that moment was prepared to agree to anything (MapTuHC B TOT MOMEHT OBLI

MIPUTOTOBJICH COTJIACUThCS Ha Bce), to get rid of Mr. Crabbin (uTo0Ob1 130aBUTHCSI OT MUCTEpa
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Kpa66uHna; fo get rid of — usbasumuvcs: «coeramvcs céoboouvimy om) and also to secure a
week's free board and lodging (u Takxe 4To0OBI 0OECTICUNTH HENETbHBIN OECIUIATHBIN CTOM U
*)uibe), and Rollo, of course (1 Posio koneuno), as I was to discover later (kak MHe npuIuiock
y3HaTh TI03k¢e), had always been prepared to accept any suggestion (Bcerjia ObUT TOTOB IPUHSITH
mroboe npeoxkenne)—for a drink (o BemuBke), for a girl (o nesymike), for a joke (o mryTke),
for a new excitement (o HoBoM Bo30yx1ernn). He said now (on ckazan teneps), "Of course, of
course (koHeUHO, KOHeuHO)," into his handkerchief (B cBoii maTox).

"Excuse me, Mr. Dexter (n3Bunute mensi, muctep /lexcrep), have you got a toothache (nmeere
7 BRI 3yOHYI0 00715)? I know a very good dentist (s1 3Har0 0YeHb XOpPOIIETo JaHTHCTa)."

"No (uet). Somebody hit me (oxuH YenoBek: «kTo-To» yaapui MeHs), that's all (3To Bce)."
"Good God (munoctusslii boxe). Were they trying to rob you (0bu1M OHM IIBITAIOIIUMUCS = OHU
IBITAIUCh OrpaduTh Bac)?"

"No, it was a soldier (uet, 3T0 ObLT cosiaT). I was trying to punch his bloody colonel in the eye
(s1 IBITATICS aTh €r0 MPOKJIITOMY TTOJIKOBHUKY B 171a3)." He removed the handkerchief (on yopan
ratok) and gave Crabbin a view of his cut mouth (1 otkpsut: «1am» Kps60uny Bu ero
pazouroro pra). He told me that Crabbin was at a complete loss for words (o pacckazan mue,
y10 KpaOOWH COBEPIICHHO JIUIITIIICS CJIOB: «OBUT y COBEPIIIEHHOW MOTEPH JJIS CIIOBY»): Martins
couldn't understand why (Maptunc He Mor noHsATE ovyemy) because he had never read the work
of his great contemporary (moTomy 4To OH HUKOT/a (HE) YUTaJI MPOU3BEICHUS: «PadOTy» €To
BEJIMKOr0 coBpeMeHHHKa), Benjamin Dexter (benmxamuna Jlekcrepa): he hadn't even heard of
him (on naxxe He cipiman o Hem). | am a great admirer of Dexter (st 60J1b111011 TOUUTATEN
Jlexctepa), so that I could understand Crabbin's bewilderment (Tak 4To st MOT MTOHSITH
3amernarenscTBO Kpaoouna). Dexter has been ranked as a stylist with Henry James (/lexctepa
OILIEHMBAJM KakK cTuincTa (Ha ogHoM ypoBHe) ¢ 'enpu [xeiimcom), but he has a wider feminine
streak than his master (Ho oH umeeT 6osee MUPOKYIO JKEHCTBEHHYIO KUIIKY YEM €r0 YUUTEIhb)—
indeed his enemies (neiicTButensHO ero Bparu) have sometimes described his subtle complex
wavering style (MHOT/1a ONTUCHIBAIM €T0 TOHKUI CIIOKHBIN KosieOronuiics ctuik) as old maidish
(xak ctapo neuuuii). For a man still just on the right side of fifty (15 yenoseka Bce emé ToabKO
MOJIOXKE MATHIECATH: «Ha MPaBUILHON CTOPOHE OT IsATHIeCATH») his passionate interest in
embroidery (ero cTpacTHas 3aMHTEpPECOBAaHHOCTH B BhIIMBKE) and his habit of calming a not
very tumultuous mind with tatting (1 ero npuBbIUKa yCrioKkanBaTh HE OYEHb OYHHBIN Ty X
rieTeHneM KpyskeB)—a trait beloved by his disciples (uepra BozmroOneHHas ero
nocienosaressiMu )—certainly to others seems a little affected (koneuno apyrum xaxercs

HEMHOTO KEMaHHOM ).
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contemporary [kon'temparari], subtle [sAbtl], trait [treit]

Martins winced! It was painful opening his mouth to protest. He took an angry look instead at
Mr. Crabbin, but it was impossible to suspect that young man of a practical joke.

"You have a big Austrian public, Mr. Dexter, both for your originals and your translations.
Especially for The Curved Prow, that's my own favourite."

Martins was thinking hard. "Did you say—room for a week?"

"Yes."

"Very kind of you."

"Mr. Schmidt here will give you tickets every day, to cover all meals. But I expect you'll need a
little pocket money. We'll fix that. Tomorrow we thought you'd like a quiet day—to look about."
"Yes."

"Of course any of us are at your service if you need a guide. Then the day after tomorrow in the
evening there's a little quiet discussion at the Institute—on the contemporary novel. We thought
perhaps you'd say a few words just to set the ball rolling, and then answer questions."

Martins at that moment was prepared to agree to anything, to get rid of Mr. Crabbin and also to
secure a week's free board and lodging, and Rollo, of course, as I was to discover later, had
always been prepared to accept any suggestion—for a drink, for a girl, for a joke, for a new
excitement. He said now, "Of course, of course," into his handkerchief.

"Excuse me, Mr. Dexter, have you got a toothache? I know a very good dentist."

"No. Somebody hit me, that's all."

"Good God. Were they trying to rob you?"

"No, it was a soldier. I was trying to punch his bloody colonel in the eye." He removed the
handkerchief and gave Crabbin a view of his cut mouth. He told me that Crabbin was at a
complete loss for words: Martins couldn't understand why because he had never read the work of
his great contemporary, Benjamin Dexter: he hadn't even heard of him. I am a great admirer of
Dexter, so that I could understand Crabbin's bewilderment. Dexter has been ranked as a stylist
with Henry James, but he has a wider feminine streak than his master—indeed his enemies have
sometimes described his subtle complex wavering style as old maidish. For a man still just on the
right side of fifty his passionate interest in embroidery and his habit of calming a not very
tumultuous mind with tatting—a trait beloved by his disciples—certainly to others seems a little

affected.
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"Have you ever read a book (b1 kormna-uu0yap untanu kuury) called The Lone Rider to Santa
Fé (mon na3zBannem «OauHOKUN MyTEIIECTBEHHUK: «BCaTHHUK» 10 CanTa-Dex)?"

"No, don't think so (uHer, s He qymaro Tak)."

Martins said (Maprtunc ckazan), "This lone rider (3toT oguHokuii Hae3agHUK) had his best friend
shot (momyuwt: «Mern» cBOero Jiydmiero apyra 3actpeneHHbIM) by the sheriff of a town called
Lost Claim Gulch (mepudom ropoma nmox Hazpanuem Yiense [lotepsiaaoro Vcka; to lose —
mepamy, claim — mpebosanue, 3assxa; gulch — ywenve). The story is how he hunted that sheriff
down (ucTopus ecTh Kak OH IpecieoBai sToro mepuda)—quite legally (coBeprnenno
3akonHO)—until his revenge was completed (1moka ero mecTh (He) ObuIa 3aBepiieHa)."

"I never imagined you reading Westerns (s1 Hukor1a He BOOOpakall BaC YUTAIOIIMM BECTEPHBI),
Mr. Dexter," Crabbin said, and it needed all Martins' resolution (1 moTpeGoBanace Bcst
pemuMocTh MapTuHca; it — 5mo, oHo; to need — nyscoamucs) to stop Rollo saying (uto0sbr
ocTtaHoBUTH Poiuto roBoputs): "But I write them (Ho s umry ux)."

"Well, I'm gunning just the same way for Colonel Callaghan (Hy, 51 eCTh OXOTSIIIIUIACS TIPSIMO
TaKUM ke 00pa3oMm 3a MmoJKoBHUKOM Kammaxanowm)."

"Never heard of him (Hukorna (He) ciblman o HeM; paze. emecmo I have never heard...)."
"Heard of Harry Lime (cibrmanu o ['appu Jlaiime)?"

"Yes (na)," Crabbin said cautiously (Kp»606uHn ckazan ocroposxno), "but I didn't really know him
(HO 51 He 3HAJI €ro B ACUCTBUTEIBHOCTH)."

"I did (s 3nan: «sa nenan»). He was my best friend (o Ob11 MouM ydimm apyrom)."

"I shouldn't have thought (st 661 HEe mogyman) he was a very ((4ro0s1) oH ObUT OueHb )—literary
character (uTepaTypHBIM TIepcOHAXKEM)."

"None of my friends are (HukTO U3 MouX npy3ei (He) sBSAOTCS (TakuMu))."

Crabbin blinked nervously behind the horn-rims (Kp>66un nomoprain HepBHO 32 POrOBOi
orpasoii). He said with an air of appeasement (ou ckazan ¢ Bugom npumupenus ), "He was
interested in the theatre though (o 01T 3auHTEpecoBan B Tearpe oaHako). A friend of his (ogHa
mojipyra ero)—an actress, you know (akrpuca, Bol 3Haete))—is learning English at the Institute
(yuut anrnuiickuii B MactutyTe). He called once or twice to fetch her (on mpuxoann oaHa) 16l
WM IBAXIBI 4TOOKI 3a0paTth ee)."”

"Young or old (mMosionas unu crapas)?"

"Oh, young, very young (0, Mosojasi, oueHb Mosiozasi). Not a good actress in my opinion (He
Xopolasi akTpyca o MOeMy MHEHHI0)."

Martins remembered the girl by the grave (MapTuHc BCioMHII JIeBYIIKY Y MOTHIIBI) With her
hands over her face (co ceonmu pykamu nosepx ee ymna). He said (on ckazan), "I'd like to meet

any friend of Harry's (s1 661 X0Ten mo3HakoMuThCs ¢ TH00bIM Apyrom [appn).”
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"She'll probably be at your lecture (oHa Bo3MokHO OyeT Ha Barieii JeKun)."

"Austrian (aBcTpusiuka)?"

"She claims to be Austrian (oHa 3asBISIET YTO OHA ABCTPUSUKA: «3asBISET OBITH ABCTPUSIKOIY),
but I suspect she's Hungarian (1o s moo3peBato (4to) oHa BeHrepka). She works at the
Josefstadt (ona paGoraer B Mosedurraare). I wouldn't be surprised (s 651 He Gbu1 yuBieH) if
Lime had not helped her with her papers (eciu 651 JIaiim He OMOT €if ¢ ee TOKyMeHTaMu =
nymato, uto momor). She calls herself Schmidt (ona nassiBaet ceds [LImuar). Anna Schmidt
(Anna IlImunr). You can't imagine a young English actress (Bl He MoskeTe BOOOpa3uTh
MOJIO/TY10 aHTHiicKyto akTpucy) calling herself Smith (HaseBaromtyto cedbs Cmur), can you
(mpaBna: «Moxxere Bbl»)? And a pretty one, too (1 XOpOIIEHbKas «OAHA» K TOMY JKe: «Toxke»). It
always struck me as a bit too anonymous to be true (370 Bcerga nopaxxanao MeHs Kak HEMHOTO

CJIMIIIKOM aHOHMMHOE YTOOBI OBITh HACTOSIINM; f0 Strike — Oumw)."

legally [ 'li:gol1], theatre [ 010ta], surprised [so praizd]

"Have you ever read a book called The Lone Rider to Santa Fe?"

"No, don't think so."

Martins said, "This lone rider had his best friend shot by the sheriff of a town called Lost Claim
Gulch. The story is how he hunted that sheriff down—quite legally—until his revenge was
completed."

"I never imagined you reading Westerns, Mr. Dexter," Crabbin said, and it needed all Martins'
resolution to stop Rollo saying: "But I write them."

"Well, I'm gunning just the same way for Colonel Callaghan."

"Never heard of him."

"Heard of Harry Lime?"

"Yes," Crabbin said cautiously, "but I didn't really know him."

"I did. He was my best friend."

"I shouldn't have thought he was a very—literary character."

"None of my friends are."

Crabbin blinked nervously behind the horn-rims. He said with an air of appeasement, "He was
interested in the theatre though. A friend of his—an actress, you know—is learning English at
the Institute. He called once or twice to fetch her."

"Young or old?"

"Oh, young, very young. Not a good actress in my opinion."

Martins remembered the girl by the grave with her hands over her face. He said, "I'd like to meet
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any friend of Harry's."

"She'll probably be at your lecture."

"Austrian?"'

"She claims to be Austrian, but I suspect she's Hungarian. She works at the Josefstadt. I wouldn't
be surprised if Lime had not helped her with her papers. She calls herself Schmidt. Anna
Schmidt. You can't imagine a young English actress calling herself Smith, can you? And a pretty

one, too. It always struck me as a bit too anonymous to be true."

Martins felt he had got all he could from Crabbin (MapTusc nmouyBcTBOBaNI (UTO) OH MOTYYHII
Bce (uTo) oH Mor oT Kpa66uHa), so he pleaded tiredness (Tak 4To OH cocralcs Ha yCTaJIOCTh), a
long day (nonruii ness), promised to ring up in the morning (oGerian MO3BOHUTE YTPOM),
accepted ten pounds' worth of Bafs for immediate expenses (npunsiin badsr va 10 GyHTOB:
«aecsati GyHTOB ctouMocTh badosy), and went to his room (u momren B cBoro koMHary). It
seemed to him (370 moxazanocs emy) that he was earning money rapidly (uto on Ob11
3apabaThkIBAIONINI IeHBIH ObICTPO)—twelve pounds in less than an hour (nBenaanare GyHTOB
MEHBIIIE YeM 3a Yac).

He was tired (on Obut ycTansiii): he realised that (on ocoznan 31o) when he stretched himself out
on his bed (korja oH pacTsHYJICS Ha CBOSH KpOBATH; o stretch — msanyms) in his boots (B cBoux
6otunkax). Within a minute he had left Vienna far behind him (B Teuenue: «BHYTpU» MUHYTBI
oH octaBwI Beny manexo mosaau ce0s) and was walking through a dense wood (1 0BT HTy TIIIM
CKBO3b T'ycTOM Jiec), ankle deep in snow (1o mukonoTky riryooko B cHery). An owl hooted (cora
npoyxana), and he felt suddenly lonely and scared (1 on mouyBcTBOBaM (ce0s) BHE3ATHO
oIMHOKKUM U ucnyranabiM). He had an appointment to meet Harry under a particular tree (ou
MMeJl JIOTOBOPEHHOCTh BCTPETUTH ['appu o ompeieNieHHbIM JiepeBoM), but in a wood so dense
as this (Ho B secy Takom ryctom kak 31oT) how could he recognise any one tree from the rest
(KaK MOT OH OTJIMYUTh: «PACIO3HATHY JH000E OHO JepeBo oT ocTainbHbIX)? Then he saw a figure
(motom oH yBuen ¢urypy) and ran towards it (u moOexai k Heil): it whistled a familiar tune
(ona HacBucThIBaIA 3HAKOMYO Mesouio) and his heart lifted with the relief and joy (1 ero
cep/rie MoHsI0Ch OT obnerdyenus u pajgoctr) at not after all being alone (moromy 4To OH Bce-
taku He ObuT ouH). Then the figure turned and it was not Harry at all (3atem durypa
obepnymnack u 310 06T HE ['appu coBcem)—just a stranger who grinned at him (ripocTo
HEe3HAKOMEIl KOTOPBIN yXMBUTbHYJICS emy) in a little circle of wet slushy melted snow (B

MaJIEeHBKOM KPY>KKEe MOKPOTO CIISIKOTHOTO Tajoro cHera), while the owl hooted again and again
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(moka coBa yxasia cHoBa u cHoBa). He woke suddenly to hear the telephone ringing by his bed
(OH MPOCHYJICSI BHE3AITHO YTOOBI YCIIBIMIATh TeIe()OH 3BOHSIIAN Y €r0 KpOBaTH).

A voice with a trace of foreign accent (rosoc co cieg0M HHOCTpaHHOTO akiieHTa)—only a trace
(tosbko cienom) said (ckazan), "Is that Mr. Rollo Martins (ects 310 muctep Poso Maptunc)?"
"Yes (ma)." It was a change to be himself and not Dexter (3o ObuTa IepemMena OBITH UM CaMHUM a
He Jlekcrepom).

"You wouldn't know me (BrI Ob1 He y3HaMU MeHs)," the voice said unnecessarily (romoc ckazan
usnuiine), "but I was a friend of Harry Lime (1o st Obu1 ipyrom ["appu Jlaiima)."

It was a change too to hear anyone claim to be a friend of Harry's (310 Ob1112 IEpeMeHa Taxxe
YCIBIIIATh KaK KTO-TO 3asBIISICT YTO OH JAPYT ['appH: «ycCIbIIaTh KOT0-JIN00 3asBISTH OBITH
npyrom ["appu»): Martins' heart warmed towards the stranger (MapTtuHca cep/iie noTemniesno K
nesznakomiry). He said (on ckazain), "I'd be glad to meet you (s Oyy paa BcTpeTuts Bac)."

"I'm just round the corner at the Old Vienna (st ects nipsimo 3a yriiom B Ctapoii Bene)."
"Wouldn't you make it tomorrow (He xotenu ObI BBI cieniath 910 3aBTpa)? I've had a pretty awful
day (st umen coBepiieHHO yx)acHbI 1eHb) with one thing and another (¢ oaHOI Bemibio 1 Apyroi
= cyMOYpHBIii, XJIOTIOTHBIH)."

"Harry asked me to see that you were all right (I"'appu monpocwt MeHst TOCMOTPETh: «YBHUJIETh
YTO BBI «OBLINY B MOPSIKE: «Bce MpaBuiibHO»). I was with him when he died (st 6bu1 ¢ HUM KoT T2
OH yMep, 1oruo)."

"I thought... (s myman)" Rollo Martins said and stopped (Posino MapTunc ckazan u
ocranoBuics). He was going to say (on cobupancs ckaszarts), "I thought he died instantaneously
(st mymait oH ymep HemeieHHo)," but something suggested caution (HO 4TO-TO BBI3BAJIO,
npeanoaaranso ocMoTpuTenbHOCTh). He said instead (on ckazan BMecto (Toro)), "You haven't
told me your name (BbI He cka3aiay MHE Bamie ums)."

"Kurtz (Kyprm)," the voice said (rosioc ckazan). "I'd offer to come round to you (st Obr
MIPEJUTONKIIT 3aUTH: «IIPUHATH BOKPYT» K BaM), only you know, Austrians aren't allowed in
Sacher's (TonbKO BbI 3HAETE, aBCTPUSIKHA HE JIOMYyCKalOTCs B 3axep)."

"Perhaps we could meet at the Old Vienna in the morning (B03M0kHO MBI MOTJIN ObI
BcTpeTuthes B Crapoii Bene yrpom)."

"Certainly (koHeuHo)," the voice said (ronoc ckazain), "if you are quite sure (eciu BbI
coBepiieHHo yBepeHsl) that you are all right till then (uTo BBI ecTh B opsiiKe 0 TOTO BPEMEHU:
«10 Torgan)."

"How do you mean (4To BbI HMEETE B BUJIY: «KaK BBI 110/IpazymeBaeTe»)?"

"Harry had it on his mind (I"appu umen 570 B cBonx Mbiciisix) that you'd be penniless (4To Bbr

OwuTH OB1 Oe3 rpoma)." Rollo Martins lay back on his bed (Posuto Maptusc oTkunyscs: «ier
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Ha3a» Ha CBOIO KpoBaTh) with the receiver to his ear (¢ TpyOkoii k cBoemy yxy) and thought (u
noaymai): Come to Vienna to make money (npuexats B Beny uto0s1 nenath aeHsru). This was
the third stranger to stake him (310 ObuT TpeTuii He3HAKOMEI KOTOPBII AaBall eMy JEHBIU:
«TpeTuil He3HAKOMeEI] YTOObI (PMHAHCHPOBATH eroy) in less than five hours (B MeHbIIe YeM NATH
gacoB). He said cautiously (on ckazan ocroposxHno), "Oh, I can carry on till I see you (o, s mory
MoIOXkIaTh TIoKa s (He) yBmxKy Bac)." There seemed no point in turning down a good offer
(kakeTcs, He ObUIO CMbICHA B (TOM YTOOBI) OTBEPTHYTH XOpOIIee MpeIokKeHHe; to turn down —
omeepeHyms. «nosepryms enu3») till he knew what the offer was (roka on (ue) y3Han yem
IpeUIO’KEHNE OBUIO = B YeM IMPEUIOKEHUE 3aKITF0YAIOCh).

"Shall we say eleven then at Old Vienna in the Kartnerstrasse (1aBaiite MbI 10oTrOBOpUMCS (HA)
onuHHaaUath Toraa B Crapoii Bene Ha Kaptueputpacce; to say — ckazams)? I’ll be in a brown
suit (s1 Oyny B kopuuneBom koctiome) and I'll carry one of your books (u st Oyny Hect onny u3
BalllMX KHUT = CO MHOM OyJIeT 0/{Ha U3 BalllUX KHUT)."

"That's fine (370 ecth pexpacHo). How did you get hold of one (kak BeI momyuninm Takyto; hold
— obnaoanue)?"

"Harry gave it to me (I'appu nan ee mue)." The voice had enormous charm and reasonableness
(rostoc 006J1aar OrpOMHBIM 00asTHIEM U PacCyAUTeILHOCTEIO), but when Martins had said good-
night and rung off (Ho xorma MapTrHC ckaszan 700poit HOYM U IOBECHIT TPYOKY; to ring off —
nosecums mpyoxy), he couldn't help wondering (on He MOT HE YIUBUTBCS: «OH HE MOT TIOMOYb
yauBnATLCs» ) how it was that if Harry had been so conscious before he died (kak 3To Ob110 uTO
ecsu ["appu OblIT B TAKOM SICHOM CO3HAHMHU: «ObUI TAKOM CO3HATEIbHBIN» MpEX/e (UeM) OH
ymep») he had not had a cable sent to stop him (o He mocnan TererpaMmmy 9T00bI OCTAHOBUTH
ero). Hadn't Callaghan too said (ue ckazan nu Kamnmaxan Toxe) that Lime had died
instantaneously (uto Jlaiim ymep MmruoBenno)—or without pain (unu 6e3 6onn), was it (05110
770)? or had he himself put the words into Callaghan's mouth (v oH cam BIIOKUI 3TH CJIOBa B
ycra Kannmaxana)? It was then (1o Ob110 TOT/1a = MMeHHO Tora) that the idea first lodged firmly
in Martins' mind (4to Ta MBICITE BriepBEIe 000CHOBaIack B MapTtuHca mbiciisx) that there was
something wrong about Lime's death (uTo Tam ObL7IO YTO-TO HEMPABUIBLHOE B: «BOKPYT» CMEPTHU
Jlaitma), something the police had been too stupid to discover (4To-To (4T0) MONMUIUS OBLITA
CJIMIIKOM TYTIO# 4T0OBI packphiTh). He tried to discover it himself (o mombITancs: packpeITh €ro
cam) with the help of two cigarettes (c momorsro 1Byx curaper), but he fell asleep without his
dinner (Ho oH 3acHYyJ: «ynal crsimuii» 6e3 ceoero obena) and with the mystery still unsolved (u
¢ TaifHOl Bce eme HeperneHHoi). It had been a long day (sTo Obi1 mosruit neHs), but not quite
long enough for that (Ho He coBcem MOATHIT TOCTATOYHO JJISl 3TOTO = HO HEIOCTATOYHO

JUTMHHBIH, YTOOBI PACKPBITh TalHY).
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immediate [1'mi:diat], foreign [ forin], caution [ ko:[on]

Martins felt he had got all he could from Crabbin, so he pleaded tiredness, a long day, promised
to ring up in the morning, accepted ten pounds' worth of Bafs for immediate expenses, and went
to his room. It seemed to him that he was earning money rapidly —twelve pounds in less than an
hour.

He was tired: he realised that when he stretched himself out on his bed in his boots. Within a
minute he had left Vienna far behind him and was walking through a dense wood, ankle deep in
snow. An owl hooted, and he felt suddenly lonely and scared. He had an appointment to meet
Harry under a particular tree, but in a wood so dense as this how could he recognise any one tree
from the rest? Then he saw a figure and ran towards it: it whistled a familiar tune and his heart
lifted with the relief and joy at not after all being alone. Then the figure turned and it was not
Harry at all—just a stranger who grinned at him in a little circle of wet slushy melted snow,
while the owl hooted again and again. He woke suddenly to hear the telephone ringing by his
bed.

A voice with a trace of foreign accent—only a trace said, "Is that Mr. Rollo Martins?"

"Yes." It was a change to be himself and not Dexter.

"You wouldn't know me," the voice said unnecessarily, "but I was a friend of Harry Lime."

It was a change too to hear anyone claim to be a friend of Harry's: Martins' heart warmed
towards the stranger. He said, "I'd be glad to meet you."

"I'm just round the corner at the Old Vienna." "Wouldn't you make it tomorrow? I've had a pretty
awful day with one thing and another."

"Harry asked me to see that you were all right. I was with him when he died."

"I thought..." Rollo Martins said and stopped. He was going to say, "I thought he died
instantaneously," but something suggested caution. He said instead, "You haven't told me your
name."

"Kurtz," the voice said. "I'd offer to come round to you, only you know, Austrians aren't allowed
in Sacher's."

"Perhaps we could meet at the Old Vienna in the morning."

"Certainly," the voice said, "if you are quite sure that you are all right till then."

"How do you mean?"

"Harry had it on his mind that you'd be penniless." Rollo Martins lay back on his bed with the

receiver to his ear and thought: Come to Vienna to make money. This was the third stranger to
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stake him in less than five hours. He said cautiously, "Oh, I can carry on till I see you." There
seemed no point in turning down a good offer till he knew what the offer was.

"Shall we say eleven then at Old Vienna in the Kartnerstrasse? I’ll be in a brown suit and I’ll
carry one of your books."

"That's fine. How did you get hold of one?"

"Harry gave it to me." The voice had enormous charm and reasonableness, but when Martins had
said good-night and rung off, he couldn't help wondering how it was that if Harry had been so
conscious before he died he had not had a cable sent to stop him. Hadn't Callaghan too said that
Lime had died instantaneously—or without pain, was it? or had he himself put the words into
Callaghan's mouth? It was then that the idea first lodged firmly in Martins' mind that there was
something wrong about Lime's death, something the police had been too stupid to discover. He
tried to discover it himself with the help of two cigarettes, but he fell asleep without his dinner

and with the mystery still unsolved. It had been a long day, but not quite long enough for that.

WHAT I DISLIKED about him at first sight (4ro MHe He TOHPaBHIIOCK: «s HE TIOJIFOOWT» B HEM
¢ mepBoro B3rsaa)," Martins told me (MapTunc ckazan mue), "was his toupee (ObUT €ro X0X0dm).
It was one of those obvious toupees (3T0 ObLIT OMH U3 ITUX OYEBHUIHBIX X0X0IKOB)—Tflat and
yellow (mockuit n xxenTsiin), with the hair cut straight at the back (¢ Boiocamu
MOJICTPYIKEHHBIMU TIpsiMo c3a1) and not fitting close (1 He moaxoasimue 6:1m3k0). There must
be something phony about a man (105kHO OBITH UTO-TO HEHACTOsIIIIEE B UenoBeke) who won't
accept baldness gracefully (koTopslit He TpUMET = OTKa3bIBACTCS MPUHATH TUICIIMBOCTD
noctoiino). He had one of those faces too (on umen ogHO U3 Tex mui Takxke) where the lines
have been put in carefully (re MmopiuHEI ObUTH IPOBEIEHBI OCTOPOKHO; f0 Cut in — 8pe3amsn,
secmasumy), like a make-up (kax makusok), in the right places (B nmpaBuibHBIX MecTax )—to
express charm, whimsicality (4ToObI BEIpa3uTh 00asiHre, TPUYIYITTUBOCTE), lines at the corners of
the eyes (MoprmHE B yroikax ria3). He was made-up (on ObuI cjienian) to appeal to romantic
schoolgirls (4TOOBI TpHUBIIEKATH POMAHTHYHBIX IIKOJBHUIL: «IIKOJBHBIX JEBYIIEK»; to appeal to
— ObIMb NPUBTEKAMENLHBIM OJIsL KO20-MO, UMNOHUPOBAMb KOMY-mo)."

This conversation took place some days later (3T0T pa3roBop numMesn MECTO HECKOJIBKO JIHEH
no3xe; fo take — opams)—nhe brought out his whole story (oH BEUTOKIII: «IIPUHEC HAPYIKY»

cBOIO 11enyto uctoputo) when the trail was nearly cold (korma ciiesr ObIT TOUTH XOJIOTHBIM).
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When he made that remark about the romantic schoolgirls (koraa on cienai 3To 3amMedaHue o
pomaHTHYHBIX MKoJbHMIAX ) | saw his rather hunted eyes focus suddenly (s yBuaen kak ero
JIOBOJILHO 3aTpaBJICHHBIC I1a3a (DOKYCHUPYIOTCS BHE3AIMHO: «YBHIEI €0 3aTPaBJICHHbBIE Ii1a3a
doxycupoBatbcsi»). It was a girl (310 Obuta geByika)—just like any other girl, I thought (mpocto
Kak J1ro0ast Apyrasi IeByIKa, s moaymai)—hurrying by (cremamias mumo) outside my office
(cHapy»xu Moel KOHTOPHI) in the driving snow (B CHIIBHOM CHETY ).

"Something pretty (4To-TO XOpoOIIEHEKOE = KTO-TO XOpoIeHbKas)?"

He brought his gaze back and said (on BepHy:1 cBOIi B3rJIs11 Ha3a U ckasal; fo bring —
npunocumy), "I'm off that for ever (s octaBw 310 HaBcera; off — ¢, npous). You know,
Calloway (BbI 3HaeTe, Kamnoynii), a time comes in a man's life (BpeMst IpuxoIuT B KU3HA
my>xunHbl) When he gives up all that sort of thing... (koraa on GpocaeT Bce Takue Belu: «Bech
3TOT PoOJI Bemn»)"

"I see (s By = nmonumaro). I thought you were looking at a girl (st ;ymai Bel cMOTpesy Ha
JEBYIIKY)."

"I was (1a). But only because she reminded me for a moment of Anna (HO TOJIBKO TOTOMY UTO
OHa HAIIOMHMJIa MHE Ha OJIHO MrHOBeHHEe 00 AHHe)—Anna Schmidt."

"Who's she (kto ectb oHa)? Isn't she a girl (He ects (Jin) oHa geBymIKa)?"

"Oh, yes, in a way (0, 1a, B HEKOTOpOM poje)."

"What do you mean (4to BbI mojipazymeBaete), in a way (B HekoTopom poje)?"

"She was Harry's girl (ona 6suta geBymika ['appu)."”

"Are you taking her over (BbI ee Hacnemyete)?"

"She's not that kind (ona He Takoro poma), Calloway. Didn't you see her at his funeral (pa3se BbI
HE BUJIETH ee Ha ero nmoxopoHax)? I'm not mixing my drinks any more (s1 He MetIaro Mou
HANUTKHU CKOJIbKO-HUOY B Oounbiie). ['ve got a hangover to last me a life-time (moxmenss Mue
XBATHUT JI0 KOHIIA MOMX JHEU: «5 IMEIO MIOXMEIIbe YTOOBI IPOAOIKATHECS MHE YKU3Hb-BpEeMs»)."
"You were telling me about Kurtz (Be1 pacckaszsiBanu mue o Kyprie)," I said.

It appeared that Kurtz was sitting there, making a great show of reading The Lone Rider from
Santa Fé (okazanock uro Kyptir cunen 3aech, fenast 00JbIIoe MPEeICTaBICHHE U3 YTCHUS
«Onunokoro Bcanuuka uz Canra-®ey = neMOHCTpaTUBHO unTas...). When Martins sat down at
his table (korma MapTuHc ycerncs 3a ero CTOJNHK; o sit down — caoumucs) he said with
indescribably false enthusiasm (on cka3zan ¢ HeonrcyeMo (GaabIIMBEIM HTY3Ha3MoM), "It's
wonderful how you keep the tension (370 ecTh 3amMeuaTeNbHO KaK BbI IEPKUTE HANpsDKeHue)."
"Tension (Hanpspxenue)?"

"Suspense (cacrieHc, «TpeBora OXuIaHus»). You're a master at it (Bel Mactep B 3ToMm). At the end

of every chapter (B koHIIe Kax 101 T71aBbl) one's left guessing (demoBek: «oarH» €CTh OCTaBJIeH
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rajarommi)..."

"So you were a friend of Harry's (Tak Be1 Obu1n ipyrom ["appm)," Martins said.

"I think his best (s qymato, ero myummuii)," but Kurtz added with the smallest pause (o KypTig
no0aBui ¢ Mempyaiiiei may3oi) in which his brain must have registered the error (B koTopoii =
3a KOTOPYIO €ro MO3T J0JKeH ObUT YIIOBUTH O1INOKY), "except you of course (kpome Bac
KOHEYHO)."

"Tell me how he died (pacckaxuTe MHe Kak oH ymep)."

"I was with him (s 6601 ¢ HUM). We came out together from the door of his flat (MbI Beimnm
HapyKy BMecTe u3 Bepu ero kBaptupsl) and Harry saw a friend he knew across the road (u
["appu yBuzaen apyra, (KOTOporo) oH 3Halj, yepe3 nopory)—an American called Cooler
(amepukanna o umenu Kynep). He waved to Cooler (on momaxan Kynepy) and started across
the road to him (u 6pocwuics yepes nopory k Hemy) when a jeep came tearing round the corner
(KoT1a JDKUIT MTPHIIeT MYAIIuKCcs BOKPYT = u3-3a yria) and bowled him over (1 comn ero
«aepes»). It was Harry's fault really (aTo Op11a BuHa ["appu neiictButensHO —not the driver's
(ae Boxutens)."

"Somebody told me he died instantaneously (kTo-To ckazan MHE (4TO) OH yMEp MTHOBEHHO)."
"I wish he had (s xoten 651 uT0OBI 3TO OBLTO Tak). He died before the ambulance could reach us
though (on ymep nipesxie (dem) ckopasi TOMOIIs MOTJIa JOCTHYh HAC OJIHAKO)."

"He could speak then (on mor roBoputh Torma)?"

"Yes (na). Even in his pain he worried about you (naxxe B cBoeii 6011 oH Oecriokonsics o Bac)."
"What did he say (uto on ckazan)?"

"I can't remember the exact words, Rollo (s He Mory BCIOMHUTH TOUHBIE clloBa, Posuto)—I may
call you Rollo (s mory HazeiBath Bac Posno), mayn't I (mpaBna: «ue mory si»)? he always called
you that to us (on Bceryia Ha3bIBaN Bac 3TuM (MMeneM) Ham). He was anxious (oH Ob11
xenaroruii) that I should look after you (uro0s1 st mpucmotpen 3a Bamu) when you arrived
(xorma Bel ipuexayim (Ob1)). See that you were looked after (yBumeTs uto 3a Bamu
MIPUTIISAIBIBAIOT: «9TO BBl OBLIN TPUCMOTPEHHI 3a»). Get your return ticket for you (zoctaTts Barmn
BO3BpaTHBIN Ounet ams Bac)." In telling me Martins said (roBopst 5To MHe MapTuHc ckasan),
"You see (Bel BuguTe) I was collecting return tickets as well as cash (s codupan oOpatabie

OMJICTHI TaK )K€ KaK HAIMYHBIC)."

toupee [ tu:pei], enthusiasm [1n'6ju:ziozm], ambulance [ @mbjulons]

WHAT I DISLIKED about him at first sight," Martins told me, "was his toupee. It was one of
those obvious toupees—flat and yellow, with the hair cut straight at the back and not fitting
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close. There must be something phony about a man who won't accept baldness gracefully. He
had one of those faces too where the lines have been put in carefully, like a make-up, in the right
places—to express charm, whimsicality, lines at the corners of the eyes. He was made-up to
appeal to romantic schoolgirls."

This conversation took place some days later—he brought out his whole story when the trail was
nearly cold. When he made that remark about the romantic schoolgirls I saw his rather hunted
eyes focus suddenly. It was a girl—just like any other girl, I thought —hurrying by outside my
office in the driving snow.

"Something pretty?"

He brought his gaze back and said, "I'm off that for ever. You know, Calloway, a time comes in
a man's life when he .gives up all that sort of thing ..."

"I see. I thought you were looking at a girl."

"I was. But only because she reminded me for a moment of Anna—Anna Schmidt."

"Who's she? Isn't she a girl?"

"Oh, yes, in a way."

"What do you mean, in a way?"

"She was Harry's girl."

"Are you taking her over?"

"She's not that kind, Calloway. Didn't you see her at his funeral? I'm not mixing my drinks any
more. ['ve got a hangover to last me a life-time."

"You were telling me about Kurtz," I said.

It appeared that Kurtz was sitting there, making a great show of reading The Lone Rider from
Santa Fe. When Martins sat down at his table he said with indescribably false enthusiasm, "It's
wonderful how you keep the tension."

"Tension?"

"Suspense. You're a master at it. At the end of every chapter one's left guessing ..."

"So you were a friend of Harry's," Martins said.

"I think his best," but Kurtz added with the smallest pause in which his brain must have
registered the error, "except you of course."

"Tell me how he died."

"I was with him. We came out together from the door of his flat and Harry saw a friend he knew
across the road—an American called Cooler. He waved to Cooler and started across the road to
him when a jeep came tearing round the corner and bowled him over. It was Harry's fault
really—mnot the driver's."

"Somebody told me he died instantaneously."
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"I wish he had. He died before the ambulance could reach us though."

"He could speak then?"

"Yes. Even in his pain he worried about you."

"What did he say?"

"I can't remember the exact words, Rollo—I may call you Rollo, mayn't I? he always called you
that to us. He was anxious that I should look after you when you arrived. See that you were
looked after. Get your return ticket for you." In telling me Martins said, "You see | was

collecting return tickets as well as cash."

"But why didn't you cable to stop me (Ho odemy BbI He TeserpadupoBaiy 4TOObl OCTAHOBUTH
MeHs)?"

"We did (me1 cienanm (310)), but the cable must have missed you (Ho Tenerpamma jgo/mkHa OblIa
MPOMYyCTUTH Bac = HaBEpHOE, He Jomuia 10 Bac). What with censorship and the zones (13-3a
LIEH3YPHI U 30H; what with — uz-3a: «umo c»), cables can take anything up to five days
(TenerpaMMBbl MOTYT 3aHSTh = UATH CKOJILKO YTOIHO BIUIOTH JIO MATH HEH; fo take — Opams,
anything — umo yeo0Ho; up — 6gepx)."

"There was an inquest (0b110 paccienoBanue)?"

"Of course (koHEe4HO)."

"Did you know (3uanu 5u BeI) that the police have a crazy notion (4to nonuius umeet 6e3yMHOE
npencrarienne) that Harry was mixed up (ato ['appu Ob11 3amernian) in some racket (B Kakux-To
MaxuHanusax)?"

"No (uet). But everyone in Vienna is (Ho kaxbiii B Bene ects (3amemnan)). We all sell cigarettes
(mbI Bce ipoyiaem curapetsl) and exchange schillings for Bafs (1 oOmennBaeM MMITHHTY HA
bader) and that kind of thing (u Bcsikoe Takoe; kind — pasznosuonocms)."

"The police meant something worse than that (mosumus moapasymMeBaia 4To-To Xy/IIIee 4em
3T0)."

"They get rather absurd ideas sometimes (oHu nMerOT BecbMa abcypiHbIe uaen uHoraa)," the
man with the toupee said cautiously (4eroBeK ¢ XOX0JIKOM CKa3ajl OCTOPOIKHO).

"I'm going to stay here (s cobuparock: «s1 ecTh HaAyITHI K» ocTtarhes 37¢ech) till I prove them
wrong (TIoKa sl He JIOKaXy MX HEIPaBOTY: «IIOKa sl TOKaKY WX HENPaBbIMI»)."

Kurtz turned his head sharply (Kyptu nosepny: cBoto ronosy pesko) and the toupee shifted very
very slightly (1 xoxosox ciBunyscst oueHb-o4eHb HeHaMHOT0). He said (on ckazan), "What's the

good (uto ectb xopomiero)? Nothing can bring Harry back (nuuto (He) moxkeT BepHyTh ['appu;
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back — nazao)."

"I'm going to have that police officer run out of Vienna (s cobuparock cienats 3Toro
MOJIMIICHCKOTO o(uIlepa BHITHAHHBIM 13 Bensr)."

"I don't see what you can do (51 He BUYKY YTO BBl MOXKETE C/eNaTh)."

"I'm going to start working back from his death (s cobuparocs HauaTs paboTaTh HauWHAs C €ro
cMmepTH; back — nozaou, from — om). You were there and this man Cooler and the chauffeur (B
ObLTM TaM 1 3TOT uenoBek Kynep u modep). You can give me their addresses (Bbl MoxkeTe 1aTh
MHE UX ajapeca).”

"I don't know the chauffeur's (s He 3Ha10 (aapec) modepa)."

"I can get it from the coroner's records (st MOTY MOJTYYUTE €ro U3 3aMMcell KOpoHepa
/crenoBaTeNb, BEAYIIUH ella 0 HAaCHIIBCTBEHHOM MM CKOPOTIOCTIKHOM cmepTH/). And then
there's Harry's girl (1 3arem ects neBymika ['appn)..."

Kurtz said (Kyprir ckazan), "It will be painful for her (3o 6yner 6osie3nenno s Hee)."

"I'm not concerned about her (s He 3a004ych: «ecTh 3aboTsMiicss» 0 Hell). I'm concerned about
Harry (s1 3a60uyce o 'appm)."

"Do you know what it is (3HaeTe BbI 4TO 3TO ecTh) that the police suspect (4ro momwmms
nojo3penaer)?"

"No (ueT). I lost my temper too soon (51 moTepsizi Moe camo00JIaIaHne CITUIITKOM CKOPO; fo [ose —
mepsimy)."

"Has it occurred to you (IIpuxoausio 1 BaM B TOJIOBY: «CIIydasioch 3T0 Bam»)," Kurtz said gently
(Kyptu ckazan msrko), "that you might dig up something (4To Bel MO OBI pacKoNaTh YTO-TO;
to dig up — evikonams napyacy: «ssepx»)—well, discreditable to Harry (uy, nuckpenutupyromiee
[appu)?"

"I’1l risk that (s puckny 3THM)."

"It will take a bit of time—and money (370 3aiiMeT: «BO3bMET» HEMHOTO BPEMEHH — U JieHeT)."
"I've got time (s umeto Bpemsi) and you were going to lend me some money (1 BbI coOupaiichk
0JIOJDKUTH MHE HEMHOTO JICHET), weren't you (He TipaBjia Jid: «He ObLTH BbI»)?"

"I'm not a rich man (st He 6oratsiit uenosek)," Kurtz said. "I promised Harry to see you were all
right (s1 oGemman ["appu mocMoTpeTh: «yBUAETHY (U4TO) BBI «ObLIH» B mopsiake) and that you got
your plane back (1 9To BBI OTy4YmIH Bam camosieT (4ToObl yexaTh) Hazan)..."

"You needn't worry about the money (BbI He T0/IKHBI 0€CTTOKOUTHCS O JeHbrax )—or the plane
(unmu o camornete)," Martins said. "But I’ll make a bet with you (1o 51 3akmtouy napu ¢ Bamu)—in
pounds sterling (B pynTax crepnunros)—ifive pounds against two hundred schillings (rsith
(GyHTOB IPOTHUB JIBYXCOT UTHHTOB —that there's something queer about Harry's death (aro

€CTh YTO-TO CTpaHHOE B cMepTH [ 'appu; about — oko.10)."
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cigarette [si1go'ret], chauffeur [ J'oufa], queer [kw1o]

"But why didn't you cable to stop me?"

"We did, but the cable must have missed you. What with censorship and the zones, cables can
take anything up to five days."

"There was an inquest?"

"Of course."

"Did you know that the police have a crazy notion that Harry was mixed up in some racket?"
"No. But everyone in Vienna is. We all sell cigarettes and exchange schillings for Bafs and that
kind of thing."

"The police meant something worse than that."

"They get rather absurd ideas sometimes," the man with the toupee said cautiously.

"I'm going to stay here till I prove them wrong."

Kurtz turned his head sharply and the toupee shifted very very slightly. He said, "What's the
good? Nothing can bring Harry back."

"I'm going to have that police officer run out of Vienna."

"I don't see what you can do."

"I'm going to start working back from his death. You were there and this man Cooler and the
chauffeur. You can give me their addresses."

"I don't know the chauffeur's."

"I can get it from the coroner's records. And then there's Harry's girl ..."

Kurtz said, "It will be painful for her."

"I'm not concerned about her. I'm concerned about Harry."

"Do you know what it is that the police suspect?"

"No. I lost my temper too soon."

"Has it occurred to you," Kurtz said gently, "that you might dig up something—well,
discreditable to Harry?"

"I’11 risk that."

"It will take a bit of time—and money."

"I've got time and you were going to lend me some money, weren't you?"

"I'm not a rich man," Kurtz said. "I promised Harry to see you were all right and that you got

your plane back ..."
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"You needn't worry about the money—or the plane,”" Martins said. "But I’ll make a bet with
you—in pounds sterling—five pounds against two hundred schillings—that there's something

queer about Harry's death."

It was a shot in the dark (370 Obu1 BEICTpen B TeMHOTY = Hayran), but already he had this firm
instinctive sense (HO y’k€ OH UMEJI 3TO TBEPI0€ MHCTUHKTUBHOE 4yBCcTBO) that there was
something wrong (4to Tam ObUTO YTO-TO HenpaBuibHOE), though he hadn't yet attached the word
"murder" to the instinct (xoTs oH ere He TPUOABIIT CIIOBO «yOMICTBO» K MHCTUHKTY ). Kurtz had
a cup of coffee halfway to his lips (KypTi umen gamiky xode Ha monmyTu kK cBoum rydam) and
Martins watched him (1 Maptunc natironan 3a num). The shot apparently went wide (BeicTpen
OYEBHTHO TOTIANT MUMO; Wide — wiupoxutl, to go wide — nonacms mumo); an unaffected hand held
the cup to the mouth (paBrHomymHAs pyka nepxana gamky y pra) and Kurtz drank (n Kyprir mm;
to drink — nums), a little noisily (nemnoro nrymHo), in long sips (nonrumu rnmotkamu). Then he
put down the cup (3atem on noctaBun BHU3 vamiky) and said (u ckazan), "How do you mean
(4To: «KaKk» BBl UMEETE B BUIY —queer (cTpanHoe)?"

"It was convenient for the police to have a corpse (310 6bUTO YI0OHO TSI TOJTUITUN UMETH TPYII),
but wouldn't it have been equally convenient perhaps for the real racketeers (Ho He ObLTO OBI 3TO
OJIMHAKOBO YJI00HO BO3MOXKHO i HacTosAnmx Beimorateneid)?" When he had spoken (xorga on
rosopu) he realised that after all (o oco3nan uTo B KOHIIE KOHIIOB: «1ocie Bceroy) Kurtz had
not been unaffected by his wild statement (KypTir He ObLT HE3aTPOHYT €ro CAETaHHBIM HAYyTa/l
yTBepkaennem; wild — ouxuii): hadn't he been frozen into caution and calm (ue 3amep 1 oH 710
OCTOPOYKHOCTH U CIIOKOMCTBHS: «HE OBUI JIM OH 3aMOPOKEH B OCTOPOIKHOCTh U CIIOKOUCTBUEY; 10
[freeze — mopo3zums)? The hands of the guilty don't necessarily tremble (pyxu BuHOBHOTO HE
o0s3arensHO poxkar): only in stories does a dropped glass betray agitation (ToipK0 B pacckaszax
YPOHEHHBIN CTaKaH BBIJAET BOJIHEHHE). Tension is more often shown in the studied action
(HampspKeHue ecTh 0oJiee YacTo Mmoka3zaHo B 00 ymanHom aeiicteun). Kurtz had finished his
coffee (Kyptu nommn: «3axkonunm» cBoii kode) as though nothing had been said (kax eciu (651)
HHUYEro (He) OBUIO CKa3aHo).

"Well (ny)," he took another sip (on cremnain: «B3sum» emie oauH 1710TOK), "of course I wish you
luck (xoneuno s xenato Bam yaaun), though I don't believe there's anything to find (xoTs s He
BEpIO (YTO) MOKHO YTO-HUOY/Ib HANTH: «(YTO) TaM €CTh YTO-JIHMOO0 YTOOBI HAalTH»). Just ask me
for any help you want (ripocto npocute MeHs 0 11000i1 TOMOIIHN (KaKyro) BbI XOTHTE)."

"I want Cooler's address (s xouy aapec Kynepa)."
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"Certainly (koneuno). I'll write it down for you (s 3armmny ero s Bac). Here it is (BOT 0H ecTh).
In the American zone (B amepukaHcKoii 30H¢)."

"And yours (a Bam)?"

"I've already put it (s1 y>xe momecTun = Hanucan ero)—underneath (Buu3y)—in the Russian zone
(B pycckoii 30He)."

He rose (on mognsuics; fo rise — ecmasams), giving one of his studied Viennese smiles (naBas
OJIHY M3 €r0 HaIlyCKHBIX BEHCKUX yJbI00K), the charm carefully painted in (o0asiHue akkypatHO
BriucanHoe B) with a fine brush (Tonkoii kucteio) in the little lines about the mouth and eyes (B
MaJIeHbKHE MOPIIMHKH y pTa U 171a3). "Keep in touch (aep>xute cBsi3b; to keep — xpanumes, touch
— npukocrosenue)," he said (on ckazan), "and if you need help (1 eciut BeI Oyere Hy ) aaThCs:
«Hyx)aaerecky (B) momorn)... but I still think you are very unwise (Ho s Bce e Tymaro (4TO) BbI
oueHb Hebnmaropasymssl)." He picked up The Lone Rider (on nogusut «OIMHOKOTO BCAJIHUKAY ).
"I'm so proud to have met you (s ecTh Takoil TOpBIi MO3HAKOMUTECS (C) BamMu). A master of
suspense (mactep cacrierca)," and one hand smoothed the toupee (1 ogHa pyka npurnaauna
xoxodn), while another passing softly over the mouth (moka apyras npoxo/s Msrko mo pry)
brushed out the smile (cTepna yneiOky), as though it had never been (kak eciu (6b1) OHa HUKOTAA

(ue) ObuIa).

murder [ 'ma:da], equally [ 1:kwal1], necessarily [ nesas(o)rali]

It was a shot in the dark, but already he had this firm instinctive sense that there was something
wrong, though he hadn't yet attached the word "murder" to the instinct. Kurtz had a cup of coffee
halfway to his lips and Martins watched him. The shot apparently went wide; an unaffected hand
held the cup to the mouth and Kurtz drank, a little noisily, in long sips. Then he put down the cup
and said, "How do you mean—queer?"

"It was convenient for the police to have a corpse, but wouldn't it have been equally convenient
perhaps for the real racketeers?" When he had spoken he realised that after all Kurtz had not
been unaffected by his wild statement: hadn't he been frozen into caution and calm? The hands
of the guilty don't necessarily tremble: only in stories does a dropped glass betray agitation.
Tension is more often shown in the studied action. Kurtz had finished his coffee as though
nothing had been said.

"Well," he took another sip, "of course I wish you luck, though I don't believe there's anything to
find. Just ask me for any help you want."

"I want Cooler's address."

"Certainly. I'll write it down for you. Here it is. In the American zone."
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"And yours?"

"I've already put it—underneath—in the Russian zone."

He rose, giving one of his studied Viennese smiles, the charm carefully painted in with a fine
brush in the little lines about the mouth and eyes. "Keep in touch," he said, "and if you need help
... but I still think you are very unwise." He picked up The Lone Rider. "I'm so proud to have met
you. A master of suspense," and one hand smoothed the toupee, while another passing softly

over the mouth brushed out the smile, as though it had never been.

MARTINS SAT on a hard chair (MapTtusc cuen Ha )xecTkoM cTyJie) just inside the stage door
of the Josefstadt Theatre (mpsiMo BHYTpH ciyxkeGHoro Bxoza Mosedmragrckoro Teatpa; stage —
cyena, door — 0sepw). He had sent up his card to Anna Schmidt after the matinee (on nocnan
«BBEPX» CBOIO KapTouky K AHHe IIIMuaT nocne yrpeHHero ceanca; fo send — nocviiams),
marking it (moanucas ee) "a friend of Harry's (npyr I'appu)." An arcade of little windows
(apxaia maneHbKHX OKOH), with lace curtains (¢ TroneBsiMu 3aHaBeckamu) and the lights going
out one after another (1 mammamu racuymmu oiHa rociie apyroii) showed where the artists
were packing up for home (mokasbiBasy rje apTUCTBI ObUTH COOUPAIOIIIMMHUCS [T IoMa; [0 pack
up — ynaxoswisamy), for the cup of coffee without sugar (1151 vamku kode 6e3 caxapa), the roll
without butter (Oymouku 6e3 macia) to sustain them for the evening performance (4To0bI
noJjiIep KaTh UX I BedepHero npeacrasinenus). It was like a little street built indoors for a film
set (3TO OBUTO KaK MaJICHbKasl yJIMIa MOCTPOCHHAS BHYTPH JIJIsl CheMOYHOM IJIONIAKu; fo build —
cmpoumy), but even indoors it was cold (Ho nayke BHYTpH OBLIO XOJIOIHO; if — 9M0, OHO), eVen
cold to a man in a heavy overcoat (7axe X0JI0/THO JUIsI YeJIOBEKA B TSIKEJIOM TIalIbTO), SO that
Martins rose and walked up and down (Tak yTo MapTuHc BcTan U X0 TyAa-Clojia: «BBEPX U
BHM3» ), underneath the little windows (o manenskumu oknamu). He felt (on gwyBcTBOBaN ceds),
he said (ou ckaszan), a little like a Romeo (HemHuoro kak Pomeo) who wasn't sure of Juliet's
balcony (koTopsIii He OBUT yBEpeH B OaikoHe [IKYJIbETTHI).

He had had time to think (on nmen (panbiie) BpeMs moaymats): he was calm now (oH ObLT
CIIOKOeH Tenepsb), Martins not Rollo was in the ascendant (Maprtunc (a) He Poso 6but
npeobnangarommm; ascendant — eocxoodsawutl). When a light went out (korza cset morac) in one
of the windows (B oy1HOM 13 okoH) and an actress descended into the passage where he walked

M JKEHIMHA CITyCTHIIach B IIPOXoJ rie oH 1maran), he didn't even turn to take a look (on naxke He
y p
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MIOBEPHYJICS YTOOBI TOCMOTPETH: «B34Th B3I ). He was done with all that (on moxonum:
«Ob11 cienman» co Bcem 3tuM). He thought (on gyman): Kurtz is right (Kypti npas). They are all
right (onu Bce mpassl). I'm behaving like a romantic fool (s1 mocTymnaro kak poMaHTHYHBIIH
nypaxk): I'll just have a word with Anna Schmidt (s mpocTo MepemMoIBIIOCH CIIOBOM: «BO3BMY
cioBo» ¢ Aunoi [IImunar), a word of commiseration (ciioBom cobosnesnoBanwsi), and then I'1l
pack and go (1 3aTem s cobepych u yeny). He had quite forgotten (on coBepiienHno 3a0but; 10
forget — 3abvi6amy), he told me (on ckaszan mue), the complication of Mr. Crabbin (3atpyanenue
¢ muctepom Kpr66uaom).

A voice over his head called "Mr. Martins," (rosoc HaJ ero rojoBoii mo3Bai: Muctep MapTuHc)
and he looked up at the face (11 on B3rIsIHY T HaBepx Ha nuIo) that watched him from between
the curtains (koTopoe cMOTpeJIo Ha HETO «HM3 MeX Iy 3aHaBeckammn») a few feet above his head
(HecKOIBKO (hYTOB HAJI €r0 TOJIO0BOI; foot — Hoea, ¢pym). It wasn't beautiful (oro He ObLTO
kpacubiM), he firmly explained to me (on TBepmo 00bscHm Mue), when I accused him of once
again mixing his drinks (korja st 0OBUHMII €ro B (TOM YTO) OJIMH pa3 CHOBA CMEIINBATh CBOU
HanuTKu). Just an honest face with dark hair (mpocto uectHoe nuI0 ¢ TeMHBIME BoJlocamu) and
eyes which in that light looked brown (1 rimazamu KOTOpbIe B 3TOM CBETE BBITIISICIN KAaPUMH): a
wide forehead (mmpoxwuii 100), a large mouth which didn't try to charm (60:b1110#1 poT KOTOpPBIIA
He TIeITalics o4apoBath). No danger anywhere (Hukakoi oracHOCTH T71e ObI TO HU OBLI0), it
seemed to Rollo Martins (rokasanocs Pomto Maptuncy; to seem — kazamucs), of that sudden
reckless moment ((omacHOCTH) TOro BHE3aIMHOTO OMPOMETYHBOTO0 MOMeHTa) when the scent of
hair or a hand against the side (xora 3amax Bosoc unu pyka Ha 00Ky; against — npomueg) alters
life (Mmensier sxu3HB). She said (ona ckazana), "Will you come up, please (rogHumaiirech
noxanyiicra)? The second door on the right (BTopast nBeps cripasa)."”

There are some people (ects HexkoTOpBIE 1011), he explained to me carefully (on 0OBsicHIT MHE
0CcTOpO’KHO), whom one recognises instantaneously as friends (KOTOpPBIX ThI TPU3HACIIB: «OIUH
IIPU3HAET» MOMEHTAIILHO Kak Apy3eii). You can be at ease with them (Tbr Mosxerib OBITH
HENPUHYKJIEHHBIM: «IIPU JIETKOCTH» ¢ HUMU) because you know that never, never will you be in
danger (moTomy 4TO ThI 3HAEHIb YTO HUKOT1a, HUKOTIa (He) Oyaens Tol B omacHocTH). "That was
Anna (370 O6buta AnHa)," he said, and [ wasn't sure whether the past tense was deliberate or not
(1 s He ObUT yBepeH ObLI0 1M (rpaMMaTHYECKOE) MPOIIE/IIee BpeMs HECTyUYallHbIM UJTH HET).
Unlike most actress's rooms (B oTiinuue oT OOJIBIIMHCTBA KOMHAT akTpuc) this one was almost
bare (3Ta oaHa = KOMHaTa Obla TOYTH MmycTas); no wardrobe packed with clothes (Hukakoro
rapaepo0a 3abuToro ojex/10i), no clutter of cosmetics and grease paints (HUKaKoil Kyuu
KOCMETHKH U rpumMa): a dressing gown on the door (xasat Ha 1Bepu), one sweater he recognised

from Act II on the only easy chair (ouH cBUTEp (KOTOPHBIT) OH Y3HAT U3 BTOPOTO aKTa Ha
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€MHCTBEHHOM «JIETKOM CTYJIe» = MATKOM Kpeciie), a tin of half used paints and grease
(>KecTsTHKa HAIOJIOBUHY MCITOJIB30BAaHHBIX Kpacok u cana). A kettle hummed softly on a gas ring
(ualfHuK TyJes TUXO Ha ra3oBoM konblie). She said (ona ckazana), "Would you like a cup of tea
(xorenu ObI BBI Hamiky 4as)? Someone sent me a packet last week (kro-to mpucnan MHe makeT
Ha TIPOIIJION: «TIOCTeIHe» Heene)—sometimes the Americans do (MHOT1a aMepUKAHIIBI
nenaroT = npuckliaroT), instead of flowers (BMecto 11BeToB), you know (BbI 3Haete), on the first

night (Ha mpembepy: «IEPBYIO HOUBY)."

performance [pa’fo:mons], honest [ onist], sweater [ sweto]

MARTINS SAT on a hard chair just inside the stage door of the Josefstadt Theatre. He had sent
up his card to Anna Schmidt after the matinee, marking it "a friend of Harry's." An arcade of
little windows, with lace curtains and the lights going out one after another showed where the
artists were packing up for home, for the cup of coffee without sugar, the roll without butter to
sustain them for the evening performance. It was like a little street built indoors for a film set,
but even indoors it was cold, even cold to a man in a heavy overcoat, so that Martins rose and
walked up and down, underneath the little windows. He felt, he said, a little like a Romeo who
wasn't sure of Juliet's balcony.

He had had time to think: he was calm now, Martins not Rollo was in the ascendant. When a
light went out in one of the windows and an actress descended into the passage where he walked,
he didn't even turn to take a look. He was done with all that. He thought: Kurtz is right. They are
all right. I'm behaving like a romantic fool: I'll just have a word with Anna Schmidt, a word of
commiseration, and then I'll pack and go. He had quite forgotten, he told me, the complication of
Mr. Crabbin.

A voice over his head called "Mr. Martins," and he looked up at the face that watched him from
between the curtains a few feet above his head. It wasn't beautiful, he firmly explained to me,
when I accused him of once again mixing his drinks. Just an honest face with dark hair and eyes
which in that light looked brown: a wide forehead, a large mouth which didn't try to charm. No
danger anywhere, it seemed to Rollo Martins, of that sudden reckless moment when the scent of
hair or a hand against the side alters life. She said, "Will you come up, please? The second door
on the right."

There are some people, he explained to me carefully, whom one recognises instantaneously as
friends. You can be at ease with them because you know that never, never will you be in danger.

"That was Anna," he said, and I wasn't sure whether the past tense was deliberate or not.
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Unlike most actress's rooms this one was almost bare; no wardrobe packed with clothes, no
clutter of cosmetics and grease paints: a dressing gown on the door, one sweater he recognised
from Act II on the only easy chair, a tin of half used paints and grease. A kettle hummed softly
on a gas ring. She said, "Would you like a cup of tea? Someone sent me a packet last week—

sometimes the Americans do, instead of flowers, you know, on the first night."

"I'd like a cup (s O61 x0TEN OHY yamiky)," he said (oH ckasan), but if there was one thing he
hated it was tea (oH ecnu ObIIa 0/1HA Belllb (KOTOPYIO) OH HEHABUIEN, 3TO ObLT Yaif). He watched
her while she made it (on cmoTpen Ha Hee Moka oHa Jenana ero), made it, of course, all wrong
(menana ero, KOHEYHO, COBCEM HEMpaBWILHO): the water not on the boil (Boga He kumsas: «He
Ha KUTICHUN» ), the teapot unheated (3aBapouHbIil YaliHUK HE COTPETHIi), too few leaves
(cnumkoMm Maso uctheB). She said (ona ckazana), "I never quite understand why English people
like tea so (st HUKOT/1a BIIOJIHE (HE) MOHUMAIO TIOYeMY aHTJIMHCKUE JTFOAU JI00ST yail Tak
(cuibHO))."

He drank his cupful quickly like a medicine (0H BBINTHIT CBOFO YaIIKy OBICTPO Kak JiekapcTBo) and
watched her gingerly and delicately sip at hers (1 cMoTpen kak 0oHa OCTOPOKHO U JIETUKATHO
npuxyieOpiBaeT n3 cBoeil). He said, "I wanted very much to see you (51 xoTesn oueHb CHITBHO
yBuAeTh Bac). About Harry (nacuet "'appn).”

It was the dreadful moment (310 Obu1 yxacHbIf MOMeHT): he would see her mouth stiffen to meet
it (OH BHUIEI KaK €€ POT HANPSTACTCS: «BHJIEHT €€ POT HANPATATHCS YTOOBI BBIICPKATH:
«BCTPETUTHY ITO).

"Yes (ma)?"

"I had known him twenty years (st 3Ha1 ero aBaanath jiet). [ was his friend (st 6611 ero npyrom).
We were at school together (Mb1 ObuTH B TIIKOJIE BMecTe), you know (BbI 3Haete), and after that (a
nociie 3Toro)—there weren't many months running when we didn't meet (He 065110 MHOTO
MECSIIIEB MPOOEKABIINX KOTIa MBI HE BCTPEYAIUCh) ..."

She said, "When I got your card (xoraa s momyunia Bairy kapTouky), I couldn't say no (st ne
MorJja cka3aTth HetT). But there's nothing really for us to talk about (Ho HeT HEUero
JEHCTBUTENLHO U HaC O YeM TOBOPUTE: there’s = there is — mam ecmv), 1s there (mpaBna: «ecthb
tam»)?—nothing (Huuero)."

"I wanted to hear (st xoren ycnpimars)..."

"He's dead (on meptB). That's the end (310 koHern). Everything's over (Bce koHUEHO; over —

yepes), finished (3akonueno). What's the good of talking (duto ecTs xopoiee oT pasroBopa =
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KaKO# CMBICI TOBOPUTH 00 3TOM)?"

"We both loved him (mb1 06a 06w ero)."

"I don't know (s He 3Ha10). You can't know a thing like that (Tel He MoOskenIb 3HATH (TaKyI0) BEIIb
kak ora)—afterwards (motom). I don't know anything any more except (st He 3HaI0 4ero-1ub0o
Oosbiie kpome)—"

"Except (kpome)?"

"That I want to be dead too (4to s X049y ObITH MEPTBOM TOXKE)."

Martins told me (Maprunc ckazan mue), "Then I nearly went away (Tora st mouTu yien npodb
= qyTh ObII0 He ymen). What was the good of tormenting her because of this wild idea of mine
(4T0 OBLIIO XOPOIIETo OT (TOTO YTOOBI) MyYHTh €€ U3-3a ITOM Moel aukoi uaen)? But instead |
asked her one question (Ho BMecTO (3TOT0) 5 3a7an el onuH Bompoc). ‘Do you know a man called
Cooler (3Haete BbI yenoBeka 1o nmenu Kymuep)?™

"An American (amepukanen)?" she asked (ona cnpocuna). "I think that was the man who
brought me some money when Harry died (s1 ;ymaro 310 ObIT 4eI0BEK KOTOPBIN MPUHEC MHE
HeMHoro JeHer korja ["appu ymep). I didn't want to take it (s1 He xoTena Opath ux), but he said
Harry had been anxious (1o o ckazai (uro) ["appu ObLT sxenaromuii = xoten 3Toro)—at the last
moment (B 1OCJIeIHUI MOMEHT)."

"So he didn't die instantaneously (Tak on He ymep MTHOBEHHO)?"

"Oh, no (o, Her)."

Martins said to me (Maptunc cka3zan ko mue), "I began to wonder (st Hauan yauBnaTbes) why [
had got that idea so firmly into my head (rouemy s 3amomnydns 3Ty MBICIIb TaK TBEPAO B MOIO
rosioBy), and then I thought it was only the man in the flat who told me so (1 3arem s o rymain
(4T0) 3TO OBLT TOJIBKO YEJIOBEK B KBAPTUPE KOTOPHIN CKa3al MHE TaK)... No one else (HUKTO ere
= HUKTO KpoMme Hero). | said to her (s ckazan k neii), 'He must have been very clear in his head at
the end (y Hero MOoMmKHO OBLIO OBITH OYEHB SICHOE CO3HAHKE B KOHIIE: «OH JIOJDKEH OBLT OBITh
OYEHB SICHBIM B €r0 TOJI0OBE B KOHIIE» —because he remembered about me too (moTomy uTo oH
BcrioMHuI1 000 MHe Toske). That seems to show (3T0, KaxkeTcs, MOKa3bIBACT: «ITO KAKETCS
noka3eiBaTh») that there wasn't really any pain (uto «Tam» He ObLTO Ha caMOM JieJie Kakoi-11udo

oosm)."

medicine [ 'medsin], afterwards [ a:ftowadz], torment [ ‘to:mont]

"I'd like a cup," he said, but if there was one thing he hated it was tea. He watched her while she
made it, made it, of course, all wrong: the water not on the boil, the teapot unheated, too few

leaves. She said, "I never quite understand why English people like tea so."
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He drank his cupful quickly like a medicine and watched her gingerly and delicately sip at hers.
He said, "I wanted very much to see you. About Harry."

It was the dreadful moment: he would see her mouth stiffen to meet it.

"Yes?"

"I had known him twenty years. I was his friend. We were at school together, you know, and
after that—there weren't many months running when we didn't meet ..."

She said, "When I got your card, I couldn't say no. But there's nothing really for us to talk about,
is there?—nothing."

"I wanted to hear ..."

"He's dead. That's the end. Everything's over, finished. What's the good of talking?"

"We both loved him."

"I don't know. You can't know a thing like that—afterwards. I don't know anything any more
except—"

"Except?"

"That I want to be dead too."

Martins told me, "Then I nearly went away. What was the good of tormenting her because of this
wild idea of mine? But instead I asked her one question. 'Do you know a man called Cooler?"
"An American?" she asked. "I think that was the man who brought me some money when Harry
died. I didn't want to take it, but he said Harry had been anxious—at the last moment."

"So he didn't die instantaneously?"

"Oh, no."

Martins said to me, "I began to wonder why I had got that idea so firmly into my head, and then I
thought it was only the man in the flat who told me so ... no one else. I said to her, 'He must have
been very clear in his head at the end—because he remembered about me too. That seems to

show that there wasn't really any pain."

"That's what I tell myself all the time (310 ecTh (T0) 4TO 5 TOBOpIO cebe Bce BpeMs)."

"Did you see the doctor (BbI Bujienu jgokropa)?”

"Once (oxnaxasl). Harry sent me to him (I'appu nocnan menst k Hemy). He was Harry's own
doctor (on 6b11 ['appu coOcTBenHbIN H0KTOP). He lived nearby, you see (on xun Henozganexy,
BBl IOHUMAETE: «BUJIUTEY)."

Martins suddenly saw in that odd chamber of the mind that constructs such pictures (MapTtunc

BHE3AITHO YBHJIE] B 9TOM CTPAHHON KaMOpPKE pazyMa KOTOpas COCTaBIIsET TaKUe KapTHUHKN),
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instantaneously, irrationally (MraoBeHHO, UpparmonanbHo), a desert place (mmycTeIHHOE MeCTO), a
body on the ground (Teso Ha 3emuie), a group of birds gathered (rpyrmima ntuir codpapmiascsi).
Perhaps it was a scene from one of his own books (Bo3M0xHO 3T0O Obla clieHa U3 OJIHOI U3 ero
cOOCTBEHHBIX KHHT), not yet written (He emie HanrcanHbix), forming at the gate of consciousness
(popmupyromuxcst y Bopot co3Hanwus). Immediately it faded (kak Tonbko oHa moTyckHena), he
thought how odd that they were all there (on noyman kak cTpaHHO 4TO OHM OBLIH BCE TaMm), just
at that moment (ripsimo B ToT MomeHT), all Harry's friends (Bce apy3es ['appu)—Kurtz, the
doctor, this man Cooler (Kypti, mokrop, stot genosek Kymep); only the two people who loved
him (TonpKko JiBa YesoBeka KoTopeie Tr00mm ero) seemed to have been missing (kazanuch ObITH
Henocraronmu). He said (on ckazan), "And the driver (a BoguTens)? Did you hear his evidence
(BBI CIIBIIIATHN €T0 TToKa3aHus)?"

"He was upset, scared (on 0Ob11 B3BUHYEH, uciiyran). But Cooler's evidence exonerated him (1o
nokazanus Kynepa onpasnanu ero), and Kurtz's (u (mokazanus) Kyprma). No, it wasn't his fault
(met, aT0 He ObUTa ero BuHA), poor man (OeaHbIN YenoBek). I've often heard Harry say (s gacto
ciablmana kak ['appu ropopuT: «cnbimana ['appu roBoputhb») what a careful driver he was (kakoit
OCTOPO’KHBIN BOIUTEH OH ObLI)."

"He knew Harry too (on 3uan ['appu Toxe)?" Another bird flapped down (emie ogna nruma
nutenyynack BHU3) and joined the others (1 npucoeannunacs k octanbHbM) round the silent
figure on the sand (Bokpyr Tuxoii purypsr Ha necke) who lay face down (kotopas nexana
murioM BHU3). Now he could tell that it was Harry (Teneps o Mor ckaszats 4To 310 0611 ["appn),
by the clothes (o oxexre), by the attitude like that (o monoxenuro kak 3to) of a boy asleep in
the grass at a playing field's edge (ManpumiKy crisiero B TpaBe Ha Kpar UTPOBOTO TOJIS; [0
play — uepames, edge — xpaii), on a hot summer afternoon (B sxapkuii JICTHHI JI€HB).

Somebody called outside the window (kTo-To mo3san 3a okHoMm), "Fraulein Schmidt (ppoitnsiin
[Imunar)."

She said (ona ckazana), "They don't like one to stay too long (oHM He JTFOOST KOT/1a KTO-TO
OCTaETCs CIUIIKOM JOJITO: «HE JIFO0SAT OJHOTO OCTaBATHCS CIUIIIKOM JIOJITO»). It uses up their
electricity (3TO TpaTUT UX AIEKTPUUECTBO; f0 Use up — mpamums)."

He had given up the idea of sparing her anything (o ocTaBun MBICTH O (TOM YTOOBI) YTAUTh OT
Hee uTo-1100). He told her (on ckasaun eit), "The police say (nomureiickue roBopst) they were
going to arrest Harry (onu cobupanuce apecrosats ['appu). They'd pinned some racket on him
(OHM TTOBECHITH KaKyr0-To aepy Ha HEero)."

She took the news in much the same way as Kurtz (ona npumsiia HOBOCTb COBEPIIEHHO TaK K€
kak Kyprm). "Everybody's in a racket (Bce ects (3amemans) B Kakoi-HHOY b adepe (B

BBIMOTATEIILCTBE, MOIIICHHUYECTRBE))."
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"I don't believe he was in anything serious (st He Bepro (4TO) OH OBLT B U€M-TO CEPbE3HOM)."

"No (nmer)."

"But he may have been framed (1o on Mor 0bITE TIOJCTaBIeH). DO you know a man called Kurtz
(3HaeTte BbI yenoBeka no umeHu Kyprir)?"

"I don't think so (s1 He mymaro Tak)."

"He wears a toupee (on HOCHT X0X0)."

"Oh (0)." He could tell that that struck home (oH Mor ckaszath 4TO 3TO MOMAJO B LEb: yAAPUIO
nomoii»). He said (on ckazai), "Don't you think it was odd they were all there (ne qymaete BbI
(uT0) 3TO OBLTO CTpaHHO (UTO) OHU ObUTH Bee TaM)—at the death (nmpu cmeptn)? Everybody
knew Harry (Bce 3nanu ['appu). Even the driver, the doctor (na>xe BoguTemns, 1o0kTop)..."

She said with hopeless calm (ona cka3zana ¢ Oe3HanexHbIM criokoiicTBueM), "['ve thought that
too (s1 mymana sto Toxe), though I didn't know about Kurtz (xots s He 3Hana Hacuer Kypria). |
wondered whether they'd murdered him (s 3a7aBanace Borpocom yowsu i oun ero), but what's
the use of wondering (Ho kakas mosib3a oT JrO0OTBITCTBA)?"

"I'm going to get those bastards (s1 coOuparock noctats 3Tux yomoaxos)," Rollo Martins said

(Ponio Maprunc ckaszan).

chamber [ tfeimba], consciousness [ konfasnis], calm [ka:m]

"That's what I tell myself all the time."

"Did you see the doctor?"

"Once. Harry sent me to him. He was Harry's own doctor. He lived nearby, you see."

Martins suddenly saw in that odd chamber of the mind that constructs such pictures,
instantaneously, irrationally, a desert place, a body on the ground, a group of birds gathered.
Perhaps it was a scene from one of his own books, not yet written, forming at the gate of
consciousness. Immediately it faded, he thought how odd that they were all there, just at that
moment, all Harry's friends—Kurtz, the doctor, this man Cooler; only the two people who loved
him seemed to have been missing. He said, "And the driver? Did you hear his evidence?"

"He was upset, scared. But Cooler's evidence exonerated him, and Kurtz's. No, it wasn't his fault,
poor man. I've often heard Harry say what a careful driver he was."

"He knew Harry too?" Another bird flapped down and joined the others round the silent figure
on the sand who lay face down. Now he could tell that it was Harry, by the clothes, by the
attitude like that of a boy asleep in the grass at a playing field's edge, on a hot summer afternoon.

Somebody called outside the window, "Fraulein Schmidt."
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She said, "They don't like one to stay too long. It uses up their electricity."”

He had given up the idea of sparing her anything. He told her, "The police say they were going
to arrest Harry. They'd pinned some racket on him."

She took the news in much the same way as Kurtz. "Everybody's in a racket."

"I don't believe he was in anything serious."

"No."

"But he may have been framed. Do you know a man called Kurtz?"

"I don't think so."

"He wears a toupee."

"Oh." He could tell that that struck home. He said, "Don't you think it was odd they were all
there—at the death? Everybody knew Harry. Even the driver, the doctor ..."

She said with hopeless calm, "I've thought that too, though I didn't know about Kurtz. I
wondered whether they'd murdered him, but what's the use of wondering?"

"I'm going to get those bastards," Rollo Martins said.

"It won't do any good (3T0 He cienaeT 4ero-a1udo XOpOoIIero = ATO HE MPUHECET T0JIb3HI).
Perhaps the police are right (Bo3moxHO0 monunerickue npassl). Perhaps poor Harry got mixed up
(Bo3MOkHO OeHbIN ["appu oka3zancs 3aMeniaHHbIM)..."

"Fraulein Schmidt (ppoitnsiin [munar)," the voice called again (rosioc mo3Bai cHOBA).

"I must go (s nomwxHa uaTn)."

"I'll walk with you a bit of the way (s ipoiiny ¢ Bamu yactsb myTn)."

The dark was almost down (TbmMa ouTH crycTHIIACh: «OblIa MOYTH BHU3Y»): the snow had
ceased for a while to fall (cuer mpexparun menagonro naaarte): and the great statues of the Ring
(u Bemmuabie cratyu Koubiia), the prancing horses (rapiyromniue nomann), the chariots and the
eagles (kosjecHUITBI U OpJibl), were gunshot grey (ObuTH TeMHO-CEepBIMU; gunshot — pyicetinblil
svicmpen) with the end of evening light (c xoniiom Beuepnero csera). "It's better to give up and
forget (31O ecTh nydle OCTaBUTH (MOTBITKK) U 3a0bITh)," Anna said. The moony snow lay ankle
deep on the unswept pavements (JTyHHBIN CHET JIeKal 110 MIUKOJIOTKY TJIyOMHON Ha HEMETECHHBIX
TpoTyapax).

"Will you give me the doctor's address (BbI naaute mue aapec jpoktopa)?"

They stood in the shelter of a wall (onu crosinu B ykpeituu crenst) while she wrote it down for
him (moxa oHa 3anmchIBaia ero i Hero; to write down — 3anucvléams).

"And yours too (a Bamr Toxe)?"
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"Why do you want that (mogemy BbI XO0THTE 3TOT0)?"

"I might have news for you (s Mory umeTs HOBOCTH 17151 Bac)."

"There isn't any news that would do any good now (HeT kakux-1100 HOBOCTEN KOTOPBIE CIEIAIH
ObI ckobKO-HUOY 1B 100pa ceituac = Obltn Obl os1e3HbI)." He watched her from a distance board
her tram (oH cMOTper U3/1alieka Kak OHa CaJIuTCs B CBOU TpamBaii), bowing her head against the
wind (HakJIOHSIS ee TOJIOBY TPOTUB BeTpa), a little dark question mark on the snow (ManeHbkwmii

TEMHBII BOIIPOCUTENBbHBIN 3HAK Ha CHETY).

cease [si:s], might [mait], bow [bau]

"It won't do any good. Perhaps the police are right. Perhaps poor Harry got mixed up ..."
"Fraulein Schmidt," the voice called again.

"I must go."

"I'll walk with you a bit of the way."

The dark was almost down: the snow had ceased for a while to fall: and the great statues of the
Ring, the prancing horses, the chariots and the eagles, were gunshot grey with the end of evening
light. "It's better to give up and forget," Anna said. The moony snow lay ankle deep on the
unswept pavements.

"Will you give me the doctor's address?"

They stood in the shelter of a wall while she wrote it down for him.

"And yours too?"

"Why do you want that?"

"I might have news for you."

"There isn't any news that would do any good now." He watched her from a distance board her

tram, bowing her head against the wind, a little dark question mark on the snow.

AN AMATEUR detective has this advantage over the professional (;1r00uTens 1eTeKTHB UMEET
TO MIPENMYIIECTBO TIepe]T podeccnonaiom; over — Hao), that he doesn't work set hours (uto on
He paboTaeT (B) yctaHOBIeHHBIE Yachl). Rollo Martins was not confined to the eight hour day
(Pomio Maptunc He ObLT OrpaHnYeH BOCBMUYACOBBIM J1HEM), his investigations didn't have to

pause for meals (ero paccrienoBanus He JOKHBI ObUTH OCTaHABIUBATHLCS A5 e/bl). In his one

Mynemuszvikosou npoexm Unvu @panka www.franklang.ru 64



day (B cBoii onuH nenb) he covered as much ground (oH ocuvT Tak MHOTO HH(OPMAITIH: «OH
MOKPBUI TaK MHOTO 3eMJI») as one of my men would have covered in two (kak oguH 13 MOUX
nrofielt mokpswla Obl B 1Ba), and he had this initial advantage over us (1 OH UMeIN 3TO W3HAYATBHOE
IPEeUMYIIeCTBO Tiepe: «Ham Hamu), that he was Harry's friend (uto on Ob11 npyrom [Nappu). He
was, as it were, working from inside (on ObLT Kak OBI: «Kak 3TO OBLIO» PaOOTAIOUIHIA U3HYTPH),
while we pecked at the perimeter (Tmoka MbI KJI€BaIH 10 IEPUMETPY ).

Dr. Winkler was at home (noxtop Bunkiep Osu1 qoma). Perhaps he would not have been at home
to a police officer (B03MOXHO OH He OBLIT OBbI TOMA IS MMOJIULIEHCKOTO; officer — ogpuyep,
compyonux). Again Martins had marked his card (crHoBa MapTuHc noamnucan cBOxO KapTOUKy)
with the sesame phrase (uygoeiictBennol (pazoii: «dpazoii (kak) cezam»): "A friend of Harry
Lime's (apyr I'appu Jlatima)."

Dr. Winkler's waiting room (npuemnasi jokropa Bunkiiepa) reminded Martins of an antique
shop (HarmomumIa MaptuHCcy 00 aHTHKBapHOM MarasuHe)—an antique shop that specialized in
religious objets d'art (aHTHKBapHOM Mara3uHe KOTOPBIA CIICIIMAI3UPOBAJICS HA PEITMTHO3HBIX
npeaMeTax UCKyccTBa; objet d’art — npeomem ucxkycemea — ¢ppany.). There were more crucifixes
than he could count (tam Obw10 GOJIBIIE pacATHI YeM OH MOT cOcYUTaTh), none of later date
probably than the seventeenth century (Hu o1HO GoJiee TTO3/IHEH JTaThl BO3MOYXHO YeM
ceMHa/aThIi Bek). There were statues in wood and ivory (Tam ObLTM CTaTyH U3 IepeBa u
cinonoBoit koctu). There were a number of reliquaries (Tam ObUTH MHOTHE: «HEKOTOPOE YHCIION
penukBapuen): little bits of bone marked with saints' names (ManeHbKHE KyCOUKH KOCTH
noMeveHHble UMeHaMu cBThIX) and set in oval frames on a background of tin foil (1
MOMEIIIEHHBIC B OBAIBHBIX paMKax Ha (hoHe 00BSHHOU (oibru). If they were genuine (ecim oHU
OwuTn HacTosiue ), what an odd fate it was (kakast ctpanHas cyp0a 3710 Obl1a), Martins thought
(Maptunc nogyman), for a portion of Saint Susanna's knuckle (175 Kycouka cycrasa Ca.
Cro3annsl) to come to rest in Doctor Winkler's waiting room (yrnokouTscsi B IpUeMHOM JJOKTOpa
Bunkiiepa). Even the high-backed hideous chairs (naxe BeicOKO-crTUHHBIE O€300pa3HbIC CTYIIbS)
looked as if they had once been sat in by cardinals (Beirusinenu kak eciu (ObI) Ha HUX KOTIa-TO
Boccenany kapauHanbl). The room was stuffy (komuara Obina myminas), and one expected the
smell of incense (1 MO>xHO OBUTO OKUAATH 3amax JiagaHa). In a small gold casket (B maneHbKOM
3os10TOM Japie) was a splinter of the True Cross (Opina menka Mctuanoro Kpecra). A sneeze
disturbed him (uuxanue oTBIEKIIO €T0).

Dr. Winkler was the cleanest doctor Martins had ever seen (noxrop Bunkiep O0bu1 cambiv
YHCTHIM JIOKTOpOM (kakoro) Maptunc korna-nmu6o Bunen). He was very small and neat (on Ob11
OYeHb MAJICHBKUI 1 OTIPSATHBIN), in a black tail coat (B uepnom ¢paxe) and a high stiff collar (u

BBEICOKOM TBepi0M BopoTHHUKe); his little black moustache was like an evening tie (ero
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MaJIeHbKHE YepHBIC yChI OBIITN Kak BeuepHuil rasictyk). He sneezed again (oH YuXHYJ CHOBA):
perhaps he was cold because he was so clean (B03M0HO OH OBLT 0350ITH T TOTOMY YTO OH OBLIT
takoi yucTeiif). He said "Mr. Martins?"

An irresistible desire to sully Dr. Winkler (Heomonmmoe xenanue ucnadkarb JOKTOPa
Bunkiiepa) assailed Rollo Martins (rarmano va Pomio Maprtunca). He said, "Dr. Winkle (soxtop
Bunkip)?"

"Dr. Winkler (moxtop Bunkmuep)."

"You've got an interesting collection here (BbI nMeeTe MHTEPECHYIO KOJUIEKIIUIO 371€Ch)."

“Yes”.

"These saints' bones (3Tv KOCTH CBSTHIX)..."

"The bones of chickens and rabbits (koctu kyp u kponukos)." Dr. Winkler took a large white
handkerchief out of his sleeve (oxTop Bunkiep Bertammmia 00561110 Oesblii TNIATOK U3 €ro
pykasa) rather as though he were a conjurer producing his country's flag (coBepirenHo kak
3aroBOPIIMK MPEIbIBISIONINMA (uiar cBoelt ctpansl), and blew his nose neatly and thoroughly
twice (1 BBICMOPKAJICS OTPSATHO U TIIATEIBHO ABAXIBI; 0 blow — dymy, nose — noc), closing
each nostril in turn (MpuKpbIBast KaXKAy0 HO3IPIO 110 ouepean). You expected him to throw away
the handkerchief after one use (BbI 03x1IaIM 9TO OH BEIOPOCHT: «OKH/IAIIN €TO BEIOPOCUTEY
MPOYb IJIATOK TI0CIe OTHOTO Hcroas3oBanus). "Would you mind, Mr. Martins, telling me the
purpose of your visit (Bl He Bo3paxkaeTe, MuUCTep MapTuHc, (MPOTUB TOTO YTOOBI) paccKa3aTh

MHe 11eb Bamiero Bu3uta)? [ have a patient waiting (s umero narenTa xayuiero)."

amateur [ @&mota(:)], antique [a&n ti:k], moustache [mo’sta:]]

AN AMATEUR detective has this advantage over the professional, that he doesn't work set
hours. Rollo Martins was not confined to the eight hour day: his investigations didn't have to
pause for meals. In his one day he covered as much ground as one of my men would have
covered in two, and he had this initial advantage over us, that he was Harry's friend. He was, as it
were, working from inside, while we pecked at the perimeter.

Dr. Winkler was at home. Perhaps he would not have been at home to a police officer. Again
Martins had marked his card with the sesame phrase: "A friend of Harry Lime's."

Dr. Winkler's waiting room reminded Martins of an antique shop—an antique shop that
specialized in religious objets d'art. There were more crucifixes than he could count, none of
later date probably than the seventeenth century. There were statues in wood and ivory. There

were a number of reliquaries: little bits of bone marked with saints' names and set in oval frames

Mynemuszvikosou npoexm Unvu @panka www.franklang.ru 66




on a background of tin foil. If they were genuine, what an odd fate it was, Martins thought, for a
portion of Saint Susanna's knuckle to come to rest in Doctor Winkler's waiting room. Even the
high-backed hideous chairs looked as if they had once been sat in by cardinals. The room was
stuffy, and one expected the smell of incense. In a small gold casket was a splinter of the True
Cross. A sneeze disturbed him.

Dr. Winkler was the cleanest doctor Martins had ever seen. He was very small and neat, in a
black tail coat and a high stiff collar; his little black moustache was like an evening tie. He
sneezed again: perhaps he was cold because he was so clean. He said "Mr. Martins?"

An irresistible desire to sully Dr. Winkler assailed Rollo Martins. He said, "Dr. Winkle?"

"Dr. Winkler."

"You've got an interesting collection here."

Yes.

"These saints' bones ..."

"The bones of chickens and rabbits." Dr. Winkler took a large white handkerchief out of his
sleeve rather as though he were a conjurer producing his country's flag, and blew his nose neatly
and thoroughly twice, closing each nostril in turn. You expected him to throw away the
handkerchief after one use. "Would you mind, Mr. Martins, telling me the purpose of your visit?

I have a patient waiting."

"We were both friends of Harry Lime (mb1 Obutn 002 npy3est ['appu Jlaiima)."

"I was his medical adviser (s Obu1 ero MmenunuacKuil coBeTHUK)," Dr. Winkler corrected him
(moxtop Bunkinep nonpasun ero) and waited obstinately between the crucifixes (v sxaan ynopao
MEXy pacIsiTUsMN).

"I arrived too late for the inquest (s mpuexan caumkoM mo3aHO uis ciienctus). Harry had
invited me out here (I"appu npurnacun mens crona; out — Hapyacy) to help him in something
(uToOBI MOMOYE emy B 4eM-T0). | don't quite know what (s1 coBcem He 3Hato B uem). I didn't hear
of his death till I arrived (s1 He ycmbiman o ero cMepTH Moka s (He) mpuexain)."

"Very sad (ouens rpyctHO)," Dr. Winkler said (moxrop Bunkiiep ckazan).

"Naturally (ecrectBenno), under the circumstances (B 3Tux 00CTOSTENbCTBAX; under — noo), |
want to hear all I can (s xo4y ycnbimaTs Bce (4T0) s MOTy)."

"There is nothing I can tell you (et Huvero (4to) st Mory pacckazaTth Bam) that you don't know
(uto BeI He 3HaeTe). He was knocked over by a car (on 6but cout mammuoii). He was dead when

I arrived (on ObLT MEPTB KOT1a 5 TIpUexan)."”
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"Would he have been conscious at all (0b11 ObI OH B CO3HAHNN: «CO3HATEILHBINY BO0OIIE)?"

"I understand he was for a short time (s monnMaro (4T0) OH OB B TEUEHHE KOPOTKOT'O BPEMEHH ),
while they carried him into the house (roka onu Hecnu ero B gom)."

"In great pain (B 00sb110i 6011)?"

"Not necessarily (He 00s3arensHO)."

"You are quite certain (BbI eCTh COBEpIIIEHHO yBepeHbl) that it was an accident (uTo 3T0 ObLT
HECYaCTHBIN cirydaif)?"

Dr. Winkler put out a hand (noxrop Bunknep Beitsinyn pyky) and straightened a crucifix (u
BEITIPSIMUT = TionipaBwt pacrsitue). "I was not there (st He 66u1 Tam). My opinion is limited to the
cause of death (Moe MHEHME CBOJIUTCS K MPUYIUHE CMEPTH; fo [imit — oepanuuusams). Have you
any reason to be dissatisfied (nmeete BbI Kaky0-1100 NPUUUHY OBITH HETOBOJIBHBIM)?"

The amateur has another advantage over the professional (;1ro0uTens nmeer eme 0aHO
npeumyniecTBo nepen npodeccuonanom): he can be reckless (on moxer ObITh Aep3knm). He can
tell unnecessary truths (on MoxeT roBopuTh HeHykHble ucTHHBI) and propound wild theories (1
BBIIBUTaTh HeoOaymaHHbIe Teopun). Martins said (Maptunc cka3zan), "The police had implicated
Harry in a very serious racket (monuius Brytana ['appu B 04€Hb CEPhE3HYIO MAXUHAIIIO =
noto3peBaet ero). It seemed to me (kaxercst mue) that he might have been murdered (uro on
Mor ObITh YOuT)—or even killed himself (v naxe youmn ceds)."

"I am not competent to pass an opinion (s1 He KOMIIETEHTEH YTOOBI BRICKAa3bIBAaThL MHEHHUE)," Dr.
Winkler said.

"Do you know a man called Cooler (3naete BeI gesioBeka 1o umenu Kymep)?"

"I don't think so (s1 He mymaro Tak = HET, He TIPUITOMHUHAK)."

"He was there when Harry was killed (on 0b11 Tam xorna ["appu Ob11 youT)."

"Then of course [ have met him (Toraa koneuno s Bctpeuan ero). He wears a toupee (oH HOCHUT
xoxomn)."

"That was Kurtz (3To 6511 KypTin)."

Dr. Winkler was not only the cleanest (1oxTop Bunkiep ObuT HE TOTBKO CaMbIM YHUCTHIM), he
was also the most cautious doctor (0H OBLT TaKKe caMbIM OCTOPOXKHBIM JIOKTOpoM) that Martins
had ever met (koToporo Maptunc korja-nibo Bctpedan). His statements were so limited (ero
yTBepKIeHHs ObUTH Tak orpannueHsbl) that you could not for a moment doubt their veracity (uto
BBl HE MOTJIM Ha OJJMH MOMEHT YCOMHHTBCS B MX ocToBepHOCTH ). He said (o ckazan), "There
was a second man there («ram» 6b11 BTOpOit uenosek Tam)." If he had to diagnose a case of
scarlet fever (ecrut (Ob1) OH OBLT JOJDKEH: «OH UMEID» KOHCTATUPOBATh CIy4ail CKapJaTUHBI:
«aroit muxopaakmu») he would, you felt, have confined himself to a statement (oH ObI, BBI

YyBCTBOBAJIM, OTPAHUYMIICS YTBEPKICHUEM: «OIpaHUYMI ceOs K yTBepkaeHuIo») that a rash was
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visible (uTo cwirb Obla BUIHA), that the temperature was so and so (uto Temmepartypa Obuia
Takas-To u Takas-1o). He would never find himself in error at an inquest (o Ob1 HUKOT 1A (HE)
Haiien ce0s B omubKe mpu 00cIe0BaHuN ).

"Had you been Harry's doctor for long (6sutu (J111) BeI BpauoM ['appu B Te4eHHE JOATOTO
(Bpemenn))?" He seemed an odd man for Harry to choose (oH kazasncsi CTpaHHBIM YeJIOBEKOM
gT00BI ero BeIOpan ["appu: «is ["appu utoOs! BEIOpaTh» —Harry who liked men with a certain
recklessness (I"appu KOTOPBIN JTHOOUIT JTIO/IEN ¢ HEKOTOPOI OecreyHOCThI0), men capable of
making mistakes (1ro/1eii ClIOCOOHBIX JeNaTh OINOKH).

"For about a year (B Teuenue okoso rozaa)."

"Well, it's good of you to have seen me (Hy, MIJIO C BaIieii CTOpOHBI YBUJETh MEHS = NMPUHSATH
mens)." Dr. Winkler bowed (noxtop Bunknep noxnonumncs). When he bowed there was a very
slight creak (kxorga on moxstoHWICsS OBLT O4YeHB Jierkuil ckpuir) as though his shirt were made of
celluloid (kak OyaTo ero pybarika Obia cienana u3 nemrynouaa). "I mustn't keep you from your
patients any longer (s He TOJDKEH 3aIep)KMBATh BaC OT BaIIUX MAIIMEHTOB CKOJIBKO-HUOY b
nonsie)." Turning away from Dr. Winkler he confronted yet another crucifix (oTBepHyBIINCEH
npoYb OT JI0KTOpa BUHKIIEpa OH HATKHYJICS Ha €I OJHO PacCIsATHUE; to confront —
cmoaknymobcs), the figure hanging with arms above the head (purypa Bucsmas ¢ pykamu Haj
rosoBoii): a face of elongated El Greco agony (nurio npoasieHHo# aronuu (B ayxe) Db-1"peko).
"That's a strange crucifix (310 ecTh cTpanHoe pacrstue)," he said.

"Jansenist (sHcennctckoe)," Dr. Winkler commented (noxtop Bunkiep npokoMMeHTHPOBAN)
and closed his mouth sharply (1 3akpsit cBOIT poT pe3ko) as though he had been guilty (kax eciiu
Obl oH OB BUHOBEH) of giving away (B packpbiTin) too much information (caumkoM MHOTO
uHbOpMaIum).

"Never heard the word (nukorna (ue) cnprman 3toro cioa). Why are the arms above the head
(moyemy pyku Haj rosoBoii)?"

Dr. Winkler said reluctantly (moxTop Bunkiep ckaszan HeoxotHo), "Because he died (motomy uro

OH yMep), in their view (1o ux B3rsiiam), only for the elect (Tombko 11t n130paHHBIX)."

crucifix [ kru:sifiks], doubt [daut], diagnose [ daiognouz]

"We were both friends of Harry Lime."

"I was his medical adviser," Dr. Winkler corrected him and waited obstinately between the
crucifixes.

"I arrived too late for the inquest. Harry had invited me out here to help him in something. I don't

quite know what. I didn't hear of his death till I arrived."
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"Very sad," Dr. Winkler said.

"Naturally, under the circumstances, I want to hear all I can."

"There is nothing I can tell you that you don't know. He was knocked over by a car. He was dead
when I arrived."

"Would he have been conscious at all?"

"I understand he was for a short time, while they carried him into the house."

"In great pain?"

"Not necessarily."

"You are quite certain that it was an accident?"

Dr. Winkler put out a hand and straightened a crucifix. "I was not there. My opinion is limited to
the cause of death. Have you any reason to be dissatisfied?"

The amateur has another advantage over the professional: he can be reckless. He can tell
unnecessary truths and propound wild theories. Martins said, "The police had implicated Harry
in a very serious racket. It seemed to me that he might have been murdered—or even killed
himself."

"I am not competent to pass an opinion," Dr. Winkler said.

"Do you know a man called Cooler?"

"I don't think so."

"He was there when Harry was killed."

"Then of course I have met him. He wears a toupee."

"That was Kurtz."

Dr. Winkler was not only the cleanest, he was also the most cautious doctor that Martins had
ever met. His statements were so limited that you could not for a moment doubt their veracity.
He said, "There was a second man there." If he had to diagnose a case of scarlet fever he would,
you felt, have confined himself to a statement that a rash was visible, that the temperature was so
and so. He would never find himself in error at an inquest.

"Had you been Harry's doctor for long?" He seemed an odd man for Harry to choose—Harry
who liked men with a certain recklessness, men capable of making mistakes.

"For about a year."

"Well, it's good of you to have seen me." Dr. Winkler bowed. When he bowed there was a very
slight creak as though his shirt were made of celluloid. "I mustn't keep you from your patients
any longer." Turning away from Dr. Winkler he confronted yet another crucifix, the figure
hanging with arms above the head: a face of elongated El Greco agony. "That's a strange
crucifix," he said.

"Jansenist," Dr. Winkler commented and closed his mouth sharply as though he had been guilty
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of giving away too much information.
"Never heard the word. Why are the arms above the head?"

Dr. Winkler said reluctantly, "Because he died, in their view, only for the elect."

AS I SEE IT (kak s BuKy 97T0), turning over my files (nepedupas Mmou narnkw; to turn over —
nepesopauusams), the notes of conversations (3anucu pa3roBopon), the statements of various
characters (yTBep:xaeHuUs pa3nudHbIX nepconaxeii), it would have been still possible (0110 ObI
BCE eIlle BO3MOXHO), at this moment (B 3ToT MmomenT), for Rollo Martins (z71s1 Poyuio Maprunca)
to have left Vienna safely (mokunyts Beny 6e3omacHo). He had shown an unhealthy curiosity
(oH BBIKa3aJ HE3I0pOBOE JIFOOOMBITCTBO), but the disease had been checked at every point (Ho
0ose3Hb ObLTa MpOBepsieMa Ha KaXkJI0M IyHKTE = Bce BOBpeMsI npecekanock). Nobody had given
anything away (aukTo (He) Beraan Hudero). The smooth wall of deception (rnaakas crena
obOmana) had as yet shown no real crack to his roaming fingers (moka 4ro (He) moka3ajia HUIKaKou
peanpHO# TpeuuHbl ero omysxaarommmM naibiaMm). When Rollo Martins left Dr. Winkler's (korna
Pomio Maptunc octaBui noktopa Bunkiepa) he was in no danger (oH (He) OblT B HUKAKOH
omacHocTH). He could have gone home to bed at Sacher's (o mor 6bI OWTH 7OMOIT B KpOBaTh Y
3axepa) and slept with a quiet mind (1 ciath co cIOKOHHBIM pazymoM; fo sleep — cnamwv). He
could even have visited Cooler at this stage without trouble (on mor ngaxe noceruts Kynepa na
sTom 3tare 6e3 mpobdsiem). No one was seriously disturbed (HukTo (He) OBUT CEpBE3HO
obecrnokoen). Unfortunately for him (k HecuacTbio: «HecyacTHO» /Uit Hero)—and there would
always be periods of his life (1 Bcerga 6s1Banu nepuoisl ero sxu3nn) when he bitterly regretted it
(kora oH TopbKo cosxanen 00 aTom)—he chose to go back to Harry's flat (on BeiOpan moiitu
Hazaj B kBapTupy ['appu; fo choose — evioupams). He wanted to talk to the little vexed man (on
XOTeJI TIOTOBOPUTH C MaJIeHbKUM cepanuThiM destoBekom) who said he had seen the accident
(KOTOpBIH cka3am (4TO) OH BUJEN HecuacTHBIN ciaydaii)—or had he really not said as much (unu
HE CKazaj OH JielicTBUTEbHO Tak MHOT0)? There was a moment in the dark frozen street (0511
MOMEHT Ha TEMHOU MOpo3HOi1 yiuiie), when he was inclined to go straight to Cooler (korma on
ObLT ckIIoHeH noiTH npsimo k Kyrnepy), to complete his picture of those sinister birds (uToObI
3aBEepIINTH CBOIO KAPTUHY TeX 3ioBeniux nTuil) who sat around Harry's body (kotopsie cunenu
BOKpyT Terna ["appu), but Rollo, being Rollo (Ho Posuto, Oyayun Pomo), decided to toss a coin

(pemmn kunyTH MOHETKY ) and the coin fell for the other action (1 MoneTka ymana as apyroro
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neucTBus; fo fall — naoamw), and the deaths of two men (1 cmepreii IBYX YeIOBEK).

Perhaps the little man (Bo3mosxHO ManeHbkHit yenoBek)—who bore the name of Koch (kotopsrit
Hocun pammnio: «ums» Kox; fo bear — nocums)—had drunk a glass too much of wine (B
JIUIIHUN CTaKaH: «OJWH CTaKaH CIMIITKOM MHOTO» BUHA), perhaps he had simply spent a good
day at the office (B03MOXHO OH IMPOCTO MPOBEIT XOPOIIHU IeHb Ha padoTe; fo spend — mpamumsy,
nposooums epemsi), but this time (Ho (Ha) 3TOT pa3), when Rollo Martins rang his bell (korna
Ponno MapTuHc mo3BOHHI B €r0 KOJIOKOJIBYUK; 10 ring — 360Hums), he was friendly and quite
ready to talk (on ObUT IpysKeTIOOHBIN U COBEPIIIEHHO MOTOBLIN pazroBapuBath). He had just
finished dinner (on TonbKo 9TO 3aK0oHUYMI 00e1) and had crumbs on his moustache (1 nmen
Kpormiku Ha ero ycax). "Ah, I remember you (a, st momuro Bac). You are Herr Lime's friend (B
Ipyr reppa Jlaiima)."

He welcomed Martins in (on npurnacun Maptunca BuyTps) with great cordiality (¢ Gosnbroit
cepaeunoctrio) and introduced him to a mountainous wife (1 ipeCTaBUI €r0 TPOMATHOI JKEHE)
whom he obviously kept under very strict control (koTopyro OH 04eBHIHO JIepHKall 11O OYEHb
cypoBbIM KOHTposiem). "Ah, in the old days (ax, B ctapsie nuu) I would have offered you a cup
of coffee (s Ob1 peanokMIT Bam yamiky kode), but now (Ho teneps)—"

Martins passed round his cigarette case (MapTUHC TTyCTHII TT0 KPYTY: «BOKPYT» CBOU IMOpTCUTAP:
«curapeTHyto kopoOky») and the atmosphere of cordiality deepened (1 armocdhepa cepaeuanocTn
yriayowiacek). "When you rang yesterday I was a little abrupt (koria Be1 3BoHMIN BUepa st ObLT
nemHoro pe3ok)," Herr Koch said (repp Kox ckazan), "but I had a touch of migraine (Ho y mens
ObUI JIETKUI IPUCTYT MUTPEHH; touch — nanem, npuxocrosenue) and my wife was out (1 Most
JKeHa He Oblia ioma: «Obla cHapykn»), so [ had to answer the door myself (Tak uto s momken
OBLIT OTKPBITH: OTBETUTHY JIBEPb caMm)."

"Did you tell me (cxa3zanu Bel MHe) that you had actually seen the accident (uto Bl Ha camom

Jiesie BUCIIU HECUACTHBIN ciryydait)?"

unhealthy [An"hel01], atmosphere [ &tmasfio], migraine [ 'mi:grein]

AS I SEE IT, turning over my files, the notes of conversations, the statements of various
characters, it would have been still possible, at this moment, for Rollo Martins to have left
Vienna safely. He had shown an unhealthy curiosity, but the disease had been checked at every
point. Nobody had given anything away. The smooth wall of deception had as yet shown no real
crack to his roaming fingers. When Rollo Martins left Dr. Winkler's he was in no danger. He

could have gone home to bed at Sacher's and slept with a quiet mind. He could even have visited
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Cooler at this stage without trouble. No one was seriously disturbed. Unfortunately for him—and
there would always be periods of his life when he bitterly regretted it—he chose to go back to
Harry's flat. He wanted to talk to the little vexed man who said he had seen the accident—or had
he really not said as much? There was a moment in the dark frozen street, when he was inclined
to go straight to Cooler, to complete his picture of those sinister birds who sat around Harry's
body, but Rollo, being Rollo, decided to toss a coin and the coin fell for the other action, and the
deaths of two men.

Perhaps the little man—who bore the name of Koch —had drunk a glass too much of wine,
perhaps he had simply spent a good day at the office, but this time, when Rollo Martins rang his
bell, he was friendly and quite ready to talk. He had just finished dinner and had crumbs on his
moustache. "Ah, [ remember you. You are Herr Lime's friend."

He welcomed Martins in with great cordiality and introduced him to a mountainous wife whom
he obviously kept under very strict control. "Ah, in the old days I would have offered you a cup
of coffee, but now—"

Martins passed round his cigarette case and the atmosphere of cordiality deepened. "When you
rang yesterday I was a little abrupt," Herr Koch said, "but I had a touch of migraine and my wife
was out, so [ had to answer the door myself."

"Did you tell me that you had actually seen the accident?"

Herr Koch exchanged glances with his wife (repp Kox oOmensuics B3risiaMu co CBOEH KeHOM).
"The inquest is over, Ilse (paccnenoBanne 3akondeno, Mnze). There is no harm (HetT HuKakoro
Bpe/la = HET OMACHOCTH (C HUM pa3roBapuBath)). You can trust my judgment (Tbl MOKeIIIb
noBepsTh MoeMy cyxaennio). The gentleman is a friend (sToT KeHTIBEMEH ecTh ApyT). Yes, |
saw the accident (y1a, s Buzienn HecuacTHBIN cirydaii), but you are the only one who knows (Ho BbI
€CTh €JIMHCTBEHHBIN YEJIOBEK: «EIMHCTBEHHBIN OuH» KTO 3HaeT). When I say that I saw it
(xorma st roBOpIO UTO s BUen ero), perhaps I should say that I heard it (Bo3mosxHO st momxkeH Obl
ckazartb 4To s cibiman ero). I heard the brakes put on (s cibiian kak BKIIOYMINCE TOPMO3a:
«TOPMO3a BKIIFOUUTKCSY; to put on — sxnouumscs) and the sound of the skid (1 3Byk
ckoapxkeHus kosec), and I got to the window in time (1 s1 ToOpasicst K OKHY BO Bpewmsi) to see
them carry the body to the house (4T0OBI yBUIETH KaKk OHU HECYT: «YBHUJIETh UX HECTH) TEJIO K
nomy)."

"But didn't you give evidence (Ho BbI He gany nmokazanus)?"

"It is better not to be mixed up in such things (;yure He OBITH 3aMeIIaHHBIM B TAKMX BEIax).
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My office cannot spare me (Most KOHTOpa HEe MOXKeT 00oiTHCE O6e3 MeHs). We are short of staff
(HaM He XBaTaeT COTPYIHUKOB: «MbI €CTh KOPOTKH OT 1miTaTa»), and of course I did not actually
see (M KOHEYHO 5 ACHCTBUTEIBHO HE BUEN)..."

"But you told me yesterday how it happened (Ho BbI paccka3zaiin MHE BYepa Kak 3TO CIYUIHIIOCH;
to tell — paccxazamy)."

"That was how they described it in the papers (310 ObIJIO Kak OHU OMKCAIN ITO B razerax)."”
"Was he in great pain (6bu1 0H B Oosbioit 6omm)?"

"He was dead (on 6bu1 MepTB). I looked right down from my window here (s mocmoTpen npsimo
BHU3 13 Moero okHa 371eck) and I saw his face (u st yBuzen ero simmo). I know when a man is
dead (s 3Har0 KOT/1a YeIOBEK MEPTB). YOu see (BUINTE JIU: «BBI BUIUTEY), it 1S (3TO €cTh), in a
way (B HEKOTOpOM pojie), my business (Most pabota). I am the head clerk at the mortuary (s
IJIaBHBIN KJIEpK B Mopre)."

"But the others say that he did not die at once (Ho apyrue roBopsT 4TO OH HE ymep cpasy)."”
"Perhaps they don't know death as well as I do (Bo3M0kHO OHM HE 3HAIOT CMEPTH TaK XOPOIIIO
Kak s1)."

"He was dead, of course (o 011 MepTB KOHeuHO), when the doctor arrived (korja 1oxkTop
npuexain). He told me that (on pacckazan mue 310)."

"He was dead at once (on Ob1 MepTB cpa3zy). You can take the word of a man who knows (BbI
MOJKETE B3ATh CJIOBO OT YEJIOBEKA KOTOPHIH 3HaeT)."

"I think, Herr Koch, that you should have given evidence (s1 qymato, repp Kox, 4To BbI J1OTKHEI
ObUIM 1aTh TTOKa3aHus)."

"One must look after oneself, Herr Martins (deioBex J0DKEH MPUTIISIBIBATE 32 COO0I = KayKIbIi
J0JDKEH 3a00TuThCs 0 cebde, repp Maptunc). I was not the only one (s He ObLT €TUHCTBEHHBIM
yenoekom) who should have been there (koTopsrii 1omxeH OblT OBITE TaM)."

"How do you mean (uTo BbI nmeete B Buy)?"

"There were three people (Tam ObuT0 Tpu wenoseka) who helped to carry your friend to the house
(KOTOpBIEC TOMOTJIM HECTH BaIllero Ipyra K 1omy)."

"I know—two men and the driver (s 3Har0 — 1BO€ MY>KUMH U BOJIUTEIND)."

"The driver stayed where he was (BoauTens ocraBascs rie on 0bi1). He was very much shaken,
poor man (0H ObLI OYEHBb CHUJILHO MOTPSICEH, OCIHBIN YeNIOBEK; fo shake — mpsacmu(cy))."

"Three men (Tpu 4yenoseka)..." It was as though suddenly fingering that bare wall (310 651710 Kak
Oy/aTO BHE3AIHO OLIYTBIBas ATy Toiyio cteny) his fingers had encountered not so much a crack
perhaps (ero manbIlbl BCTPETUIIN HE CTOJIBLKO: «HE TaK MHOTO0» TPEIIMHY BO3MOKHO) but at least a
roughness (Ho 1o kpaiineit mepe mepoxoBaTocTs) that had not been smoothed away (kotopast He

OnTa pasriaxkena rmpous) by the careful builders (BHUMaTEeIBEHBIMU, AKKYPATHBIMU
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CTPOUTEIISIMU).

"Can you describe the men (MosxeTe BbI onucarts Jiroei)?"

But Herr Koch was not trained to observe the living (1o repp Kox He Obu1 HaydeH HaOm01aTh
xuBbIX): only the man with the toupee had attracted his eyes (Tosbko uen0BeK ¢ XOXOIKOM
npuBIiek ero riiaza)—the other two were just men (npyrue nBoe ObuM IpOCTO JTFOM ), neither tall
nor short (H1 BeICOKME HU HU3KHE: «KOPOTKHE» ), thick nor thin ((Hu) Toncteie HU ToHKHKE). He
had seen them from far above foreshortened (on Bumen nx u3 ganeko HaBepxy YKOPOUCHHBIMH),
bent over their burden (cknonuBIIMMEUCS HAT X HOLIEH; fo bend — enymy): they had not looked
up (onu He B3IsIHYJH BBepX ), and he had quickly looked away (1 on ObIicTpO TIIsIHY T TTPOYH) and
closed the window (u 3akpsuT OKHO), realising at once the wisdom of not being seen himself
(0CO3HAB HEMEIICHHO MYJIPOCTh HE ObITh YBHJICHHBIM CAMOMY ).

"There was no evidence I could really give, Herr Martins (He Obu10 moka3anusi (KOTOpOe) s MOT

OBl IEHCTBUTEIHHO 1aTh)."

judgment [*d3Ad3mont], clerk [kla:k], roughness [ rAfnas]

Herr Koch exchanged glances with his wife. "The inquest is over, Use. There is no harm. You
can trust my judgment. The gentleman is a friend. Yes, I saw the accident, but you are the only
one who knows. When I say that I saw it, perhaps I should say that I heard it. I heard the brakes
put on and the sound of the skid, and I got to the window in time to see them carry the body to
the house."

"But didn't you give evidence?"

"It is better not to be mixed up in such things. My office cannot spare me. We are short of staff,
and of course I did not actually see ..."

"But you told me yesterday how it happened."

"That was how they described it in the papers."

"Was he in great pain?"

"He was dead. I looked right down from my window here and I saw his face. I know when a man
is dead. You see, it is, in a way, my business. I am the head clerk at the mortuary."

"But the others say that he did not die at once."

"Perhaps they don't know death as well as I do."

"He was dead, of course, when the doctor arrived. He told me that."

"He was dead at once. You can take the word of a man who knows."

"I think, Herr Koch, that you should have given evidence."
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"One must look after oneself, Herr Martins. I was not the only one who should have been there.'
"How do you mean?"

"There were three people who helped to carry your friend to the house."

"I know—two men and the driver."

"The driver stayed where he was. He was very much shaken, poor man."

"Three men ..." It was as though suddenly fingering that bare wall his fingers had encountered
not so much a crack perhaps but at least a roughness that had not been smoothed away by the
careful builders.

"Can you describe the men?"

But Herr Koch was not trained to observe the living: only the man with the toupee had attracted
his eyes—the other two were just men, neither tall nor short, thick nor thin. He had seen them
from far above foreshortened, bent over their burden: they had not looked up, and he had quickly
looked away and closed the window, realising at once the wisdom of not being seen himself.

"There was no evidence I could really give, Herr Martins."

No evidence (Hukakux nansabix), Martins thought (Maptunc nogymain), no evidence (HuKaknx
nanubix)! He no longer doubted that murder had been done (on GonbIiie HE cOMHEBAICS: «HE
JIOJIBIIIE COMHEBAJICS» 4TO yOuiicTBo Ob110 coBepiieHo). Why else had they lied about the
moment of death (mouemy ere iranm oHu 0 MOMEHTE cMepTH; fo lie — neams)? They wanted to
quieten with their gifts of money (oHu X0Tenu YHITH MIPH MMOMOIIN: «C» UX JAapamMu jeHer) and
their plane ticket (1 ux camonetnsiv OuneTom) the only two friends Harry had in Vienna
(enMHCTBEHHBIX IBYX Jpy3eil (koTopsix) ['appu umen B Bene). And the third man (a TpeTwuii
yesosek)? Who was he (kto Ob11 0H)?

He said, "Did you see Herr Lime go out (Buzenu Bel kak repp Jlaitm BeIxouT Hapyxy)?"

"No (mer)."

"Did you hear a scream (crnbiianu Bl Kpuk)?"

"Only the brakes, Herr Martins (Tosibko Topmo3a, repp Maptunc)."

It occurred to Martins (nipunuio B rosioBy Maptuncy) that there was nothing (uto Tam He ObLTO
Huyero)—except the word of Kurtz and Cooler and the driver (kpome cioB Kyptia u Kynepa u
BoauTens)—to prove that in fact Harry had been killed at that precise moment (4To0bI 10Ka3aTh
4TO B JeMCTBUTENLHOCTH ["appu ObLT yOUT B 3TOT CaMblil MOMEHT; precise — mounwiii). There
was the medical evidence (Obun MeuIIMHCKHE TTOKa3anws ), but that could not prove more (Ho

OHM HE MOTJIH JI0Ka3aThk Ooskine) than that he had died say within a half hour (vem uto on ymep,
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CKaykeM, B MpejieNiax rnoyiydaca; within — enympu), and in any case (v B 1r000M cirydae) the
medical evidence was only as strong as Dr. Winkler's word (MeauiimHckre nmoka3zanust Obuti
TOJILKO TaK CHJIBHBI KakK CJIO0BO J0KTOpa Bunkiiepa): that clean controlled man creaking among
his crucifixes (3TOro 4UCTOTO CAEPKAHHOTO: KKOHTPOIHPYEMOT'0» YETOBEKa OCKPHITBIBAIOIIETO
Cpe/IH €T0 PaCIISITHI).

"Herr Martins, it just occurs to me (repp MapTuHc, 3TO TOJIBKO YTO CIIy9aeTCsl = MPUXOIUT B
rOJIOBY KO MHE )—Yyou are staying in Vienna (BbI ecThb )uBYyIIuil B Bene; fo stay — ocmamucs,
odoneo 2cocmums)?"

"Yes (na)."

"If you need accommodation and spoke to the authorities quickly (eciiu BbI Hy’k/1aeTeCh B XKUITbE
U TIOTOBOPHIIN OBI C BiIacTsMU OBICTPO), you might secure Herr Lime's flat (Bb1 Morsu Obr
MONTy4nTh KBapTUpY Teppa Jlaiima). It is a requisitioned property (3T0 eCTh peKBU3UPOBAHHAS
COOCTBEHHOCTH)."

"Who has the keys (kto umeer kimroun)?"

"I have them (s nmero ux)."

"Could I see the flat (Mor 051 s yBUIETH KBapTHpY)?"

"llse, the keys (IM3e, kiroun)."

Herr Koch led the way into the flat that had been Harry's (repp Kox ykazan myTe B kBapTUpy
KoTopast korja-to Obuta ["appwu; to lead — 6ecmu). In the little dark hall (B Mmanenskoit TemHO#
npuxoskeil) there was still the smell of cigarette smoke (6511 Bee erie 3amax curapeTHOro
neiva)—the Turkish cigarettes that Harry always smoked (Typenkue curapetsl kotopsie ['appu
Bcera kypun). It seemed odd that a man's smell should cling in the folds of curtains
(MTOKa3aJ10Ch CTPAHHBIM YTO YEJIOBEKA 3arax 3a/iepikaics Obl B CKIIQJKaX 3aHABECOK) so long
after the man himself had become dead matter (Tak 10r0 TIOCIIE (TOTO KaK) YEIOBEK CaM CTajl
MepTBOM MaTepueit), a gas, a decay (razom, pacnagom). One light, in a heavily beaded shade
(OMH CBETHJIBHHK B TSKEIIO YKpaleHHoM OycuHamu abaxype), left them in semi-darkness
(octaris ux B moayTthme), fumbling for door handles (HamryneiBaronyux ABEpHBIC PYUKH).
The living room was completely bare (rocTunasi: «KUThe KOMHATa» ObLIa COBEPIICHHO
nmycToii)—it seemed to Martins too bare (ona nokasanocs Maptuncy ciumkom myctoid). The
chairs had been pushed up against the walls (cTysibst ObUTH TIOJIOIBUHYTHI K CTCHAM; against —
npomue): the desk at which Harry must have written (mucsmMeHHBINM cTO 32 KOTOpBIM ["appu
HaBEPHOE THCcAll: «JI0JDKEH ObLT ucaThy; fo write — nucams) was free from dust or any papers
(Ob11 cBOOOEH OT MBbUM WK J1t00BIX Oymar). The parquet reflected the light like a mirror
(mapket oTpakan cBeT kak 3epkaio). Herr Koch opened a door and showed the bedroom (repp

Kox oTkpbu1 1BEph 1 Mokaszan cnaibhio): the bed neatly made with clean sheets (kpoBath
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OTIPSITHO 3aCTEJIeHA YNCTHIMU MPOCTHIHAME). In the bathroom not even a used razor blade
indicated (B BaHHOI HM Ja)Ke OJTHA UCTIOJIB30BaHHasl OpuTBa (He) yka3piBana) that a few days ago
a living man had occupied it (4To HecKOIBKO THEH Ha3a/ JKUBYIINI YenoBek 3anumMaln ee). Only
the dark hall and the cigarette smell gave a sense of occupation (TOJIEKO TeMHasi IPUXOKAS U
CUTAPETHBIN 3amax JaBajl YyBCTBO XKWIbS, OCCUPAtion — 3aHsamue, 6peMeHHOe NOIb308aHUe

JHCUTLEM).

precise [pr1°sais], completely [kom pli:tli], curtain [ ko:tn]

No evidence, Martins thought, no evidence! He no longer doubted that murder had been done.
Why else had they lied about the moment of death? They wanted to quieten with their gifts of
money and their plane ticket the only two friends Harry had in Vienna. And the third man? Who
was he?

He said, "Did you see Herr Lime go out?"

"No."

"Did you hear a scream?"

"Only the brakes, Herr Martins."

It occurred to Martins that there was nothing—except the word of Kurtz and Cooler and the
driver—to prove that in fact Harry had been killed at that precise moment. There was the
medical evidence, but that could not prove more than that he had died say within a half hour, and
in any case the medical evidence was only as strong as Dr. Winkler's word: that clean controlled
man creaking among his crucifixes.

"Herr Martins, it just occurs to me—you are staying in Vienna?"

"Yes."

"If you need accommodation and spoke to the authorities quickly, you might secure Herr Lime's
flat. It is a requisitioned property."

"Who has the keys?"

"I have them."

"Could I see the flat?"

"llse, the keys."

Herr Koch led the way into the flat that had been Harry's. In the little dark hall there was still the
smell of cigarette smoke—the Turkish cigarettes that Harry always smoked. It seemed odd that a
man's smell should cling in the folds of curtains so long after the man himself had become dead
matter, a gas, a decay. One light, in a heavily beaded shade, left them in semi-darkness, fumbling

for door handles.
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The living room was completely bare—it seemed to Martins too bare. The chairs had been
pushed up against the walls: the desk at which Harry must have written was free from dust or
any papers. The parquet reflected the light like a mirror. Herr Koch opened a door and showed
the bedroom: the bed neatly made with clean sheets. In the bathroom not even a used razor blade
indicated that a few days ago a living man had occupied it. Only the dark hall and the cigarette

smell gave a sense of occupation.

"You see (B Buymte)," Herr Koch said (repp Kox ckazai), "it is quite ready for a newcomer
(oHa ecTh COBEpILIEHHO rOTOBA /751 HOBOro *kwuibla). [lse has cleaned up (Mn3e npubpanacs).”
That, she certainly had done (310 oHa TouHO cnenana; fo do — denamw). After a death there
should have been more litter left than this (mocie cmepTu Tam 10KHO OBLIIO OBITH OOJIBIIE COpa
ocTaBieHo yeM 3T0). A man can't go suddenly and unexpectedly on his longest journey without
forgetting this or that (ueroBek He MOKET yITH BHE3AITHO U HEOXKHIAHHO B CBOE CaMOe JUIMHHOE
nyTtemiecTBre 6e3 (Toro 4To0bl) 3a0BITH ATO WIH TO = YTO-HUOYB), Without leaving a bill unpaid
(6e3 (Toro yTOOBI) OCTaBUTH CUET HeoIIaueHHbIH ), an official form unanswered (odurmansayo
dbopMy He3arnoJHEeHHYI0; o answer — omeeuams), the photograph of a girl (hororpaduro
nesymikn). "Were there no papers, Herr Koch ((ne) 6p110 HUKakux 6ymar, repp Kox)?"

"Herr Lime was always a very tidy man (repp Jlaiim Obu1 Bceryia oueHb akKypaTHBIN YeIOBEeK).
His waste-paper basket was full and his brief case (ero xop3una /uis Oymar ObuIa TIOJTHA U €10
noptdenb; waste-paper — maxyiamypa, basket — kopszuna), but his friend fetched that away (Ho
€ro JIpyr YHEC 3TO NpoUb)."

"His friend (ero mpyr)?"

"The gentleman with the toupee (keHTIIEMEH ¢ XOX0IKOM)."

It was possible, of course (310 ObITO0 BO3MOXKHO KOHEYHO), that Lime had not taken the journey
so unexpectedly (uro Jlaiim He mpeanpUHSIT My TEIECTBUE TaK HEOXKHUIAHHO; to take — bpamy),
and it occurred to Martins (1 3T0 cITy4nsIOCh = MPUIILIO B To10BYy MapTtuncy) that Lime had
perhaps hoped he would arrive in time to help (uto Jlaiim Bo3MOKHO Hajesics (4TO) OH OBI
npuexan Bo Bpemst uToOsl momous). He said to Herr Koch (on ckazai reppy Koxy), "I believe my
friend was murdered (st mosararo moit 1pyr 6w your)."

"Murdered (yout)?" Herr Koch's cordiality was snuffed out by the word (reppa Koxa
cepIeuyHOCTh OblIa MOTYIIeHA: «3ayTay 3TuM cioBoM). He said (on cka3zain), "I would not have
asked you in here (s1 ObI He TpHUTITACKIT: «TTOTIPOCHID Bac BHYTPh ctoa) if I had thought you

would talk such nonsense (eciu ObI 51 o TymMast (4T0) BB ObI TOBOPHIIM TAKYIO UYIIIb:
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«beccmbicTuIry»)."

"All the same your evidence may be very valuable (Bce paBHO: «Bce TO e camoey Ballln
MOKa3aHUsI MOTYT OBITh OYCHB IICHHBIMH)."

"I have no evidence (s (He) UMer0 HUKAaKUX AaHHBIX). | saw nothing (s (He) Buaen Hudero). [ am
not concerned (MeHsI 3TO HE KacaeTcs: «s HE 3aTPOHYT»; L0 CONcern — Kacamuvcsi, Umems
omHoweHue, unmepecosams). You must leave here at once please (BbI JOKHBI YHTH 3/71€Ch =
0TCIO/Ia HEMEJIEHHO Toskanyiicta). You have been very inconsiderate (BbI OblTH 0OYEHB
neocmotrputenbhbl)." He hustled Martins back through the hall (on BerTonkan MapTtunca
obpatHo uepe3 mpuxoxyio): already the smell of the smoke was fading a little more (y»xe 3amax
neIMa ObLT rcuesaroiuii HemHoro Ooneine). Herr Koch's last word before he slammed his own
door to was (reppa Koxa mnociessee ciioBo npex;ie (4em) OH 3aXJIOIHYJI CBOO COOCTBCHHYIO
nBepb 0b110) "It's no concern of mine (310 He Most 3a60T1a)." Poor Herr Koch (6exubiii repp
Kox)! We do not choose our concerns (MbI He BeIOUpaem Hamu 3a00TkI). Later when I was
questioning Martins closely I said to him (rmo3»xe koraa st nonpammBasMapTruHca MOAPOOHO 5
ckazan emy), "Did you see anybody at all on the stairs (Bunenu Bbl koro-HuOy 16 BOOOIIIE Ha
JIECTHHUIIE: «CTYIMEHbKax»), or in the street outside (vwim Ha ymue cHapyxu)?"

"Nobody (auxoro)." He had everything to gain by remembering some chance passer-by (emy
OBLJIO OYEHB Ha PYKY: «MOT BBIMTPATh BCE» BCIIOMHUTH KaKOT'0O-TO CIy4YaifHOTO MPOX0kero), and
I believed him (u st moBepwt emy). He said (o ckazan), "I noticed myself how quiet and dead the
whole street looked (s1 3amMeTn cam kak THXO W MEPTBO Iiefias yiuia Beirisaena). Part of it had
been bombed, you know (uacts ee Obuta pazdomoOiiena, Bel 3Haete), and the moon was shining
on the snow slopes (1 TyHa OblTa CHSIFOIIEH HA CHEKHBIX CKJIOHaX). It was so very silent (310
Ob1T0 Tak oueHb THx0). I could hear my own feet creaking in the snow (s1 MOT cITbIIIaTE MOU

CcOOCTBEHHBIEC HOTU CKPHIISIINE B CHETY)."

journey [ d3a:n1], concern [kon'sa:n], valuable [ vaeljuabl]

"You see," Herr Koch said, "it is quite ready for a newcomer. Use has cleaned up."

That, she certainly had done. After a death there should have been more litter left than this. A
man can't go suddenly and unexpectedly on his longest journey without forgetting this or that,
without leaving a bill unpaid, an official form unanswered, the photograph of a girl. "Were there
no papers, Herr Koch?"

"Herr Lime was always a very tidy man. His waste-paper basket was full and his brief case, but
his friend fetched that away."

"His friend?"
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"The gentleman with the toupee."

It was possible, of course, that Lime had not taken the journey so unexpectedly, and it occurred
to Martins that Lime had perhaps hoped he would arrive in time to help. He said to Herr Koch, "I
believe my friend was murdered."

"Murdered?" Herr Koch's cordiality was snuffed out by the word. He said, "I would not have
asked you in here if [ had thought you would talk such nonsense."

"All the same your evidence may be very valuable."

"I have no evidence. I saw nothing. I am not concerned. You must leave here at once please. You
have been very inconsiderate." He hustled Martins back through the hall: already the smell of the
smoke was fading a little more. Herr Koch's last word before he slammed his own door to was
"It's no concern of mine." Poor Herr Koch! We do not choose our concerns. Later when I was
questioning Martins closely I said to him, "Did you see anybody at all on the stairs, or in the
street outside?"

"Nobody." He had everything to gain by remembering some chance passer-by, and I believed
him. He said, "I noticed myself how quiet and dead the whole street looked. Part of it had been
bombed, you know, and the moon was shining on the snow slopes. It was so very silent. I could

hear my own feet creaking in the snow."

"Of course it proves nothing (koHewHO 370 (He) H0Ka3biBaeT HUUero). There is a basement (Tam
ecth noaBai) where anybody who had followed you could have hidden (rae kto yromHo kto
crenoBal (3a) BaMu MOT ObI CIpsITaThes; o hide — npsamamocs)."

"Yes (na)."

"Or your whole story may be phony (mu Baia 1enast ICTOPHUsSI MOKET ObITh OIETBHOI)."
"Yes (ma)."

"The trouble is I can see no motive for you to have done it (mpoGaema ecth (4T0) s (HE) MOTY
BUJIETh HUKAKOTO MOTHBA JJIs Bac YTOOBI cenaTh 310). It's true you are already guilty of getting
money on false pretences (3To ecTh TpaB/a (4T0) BbI YK€ BUHOBATHI B IMOJIYYCHUU JICHET
MOCPEACTBOM MOIIICHHUYECTBA; false — n0oicHblll, pretence — mpebosanue). You came out here to
join Lime, perhaps to help him (b1 mpuexanu crona uToObI TpUCcOeTUHUTLCA K JlaiiMy,
BO3MOYKHO YTOOBI IOMOYb €MY)..."

Martins said to me (Maptunc ckazan «ko» mue), "What was this precious racket (uem Obina 912
nparorieHHas MaxuHanus) you keep on hinting at (Ha KOTOpYIO BBI BCE BpEeMSI HAMEKAETE: «BBI

MPOJI0JDKAETe HAMEKaTh Haw; to keep on — npodondcams)?"
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"I'd have told you all the facts when I first saw you (s1 Ob1 pacckasan Bam Bce (akThbl KOT/Ia s
BriepBhie yBuUen Bac) if you hadn't lost your temper so damned quickly (eciu Ob1 BB He
MOTEPSUTH Ballle caMoobJiajaHue Tak YepT BO3bMHU OBICTPO; to lose — mepsamb,; damned —
npoxnsimoiil). Now I don't think I shall be acting wisely to tell you (Teneps st He mymaro (4T0) 5
Oynmy neiicTBoBaTh MyApo (ecin) paccka3aTh Bam). It would be disclosing official information
(3T0 OBLTIO OBI packpeiTHE OduIMaTLEHON nH(popMalnn), and your contacts, you know, don't
inspire confidence (a Baiu cBsi3u, Bbl 3HaeTe, He BHyIIAOT 1oBepus). A girl with phony papers
supplied by Lime (aeByiika ¢ moaensHbIMHA JOKYMEHTaMU pa3ao0biTeiMu Jlaiimom), this man
Kurtz (arot wenosex Kyprir)..."

"Dr. Winkler (noxrop Bunkiuep)..."

"I've got nothing against Dr. Winkler (s (1e) umero Hudero npotus qoktopa Bunkiepa). No, if
you are phony, you don't need the information (HeT, eciiu BbI )KyJIHK, BaM HE HY»KHA: «BbI HE
Hy)1aeTeck» nHpopmarmsi), but it might help you to learn exactly what we know (1o 3T0 MOTIIO
OBI TOMOYH BaM y3HATh TOYHO (TO) UTO MBI 3HaeM). You see our facts are not complete (Bbr
BHUJINTE, HAITK (paKTHl HE TIOJIHBHI)."

"I bet they aren't (s1 ciopto = roToB MOCIOPUTH (UTO) OHU HE ecTh (rosHbI)). I could invent a
better detective than you in my bath (st Mor ObI IpUTyMAaTh JIydIIero JeTeKTHBA Y€M BBl B MOEH
BaHHe)."

"Your literary style does not do your namesake justice (Barr TuTepaTypHbIil CTUITB HE JeJIaeT
BalemMy oJHO(GaMUIbIly YecTu: «crnpaBeannBocTi»)." Whenever he was reminded of Mr.
Crabbin (xorza 661 eMy HU HAIIOMHUJIM: «OH ObUT HaOMHEH» 0 Muctepe Kpa60une) , that poor
harassed representative of the British Cultural Relations Society (3Tom 6eqHOM H3HYpEHHOM
npeacraButesne Obmectsa bpuranckux Kynberypaeix Csizeii), Rollo Martins turned pink with
annoyance, embarrassment, shame (Posuto MapTuHC cTaHOBMIICS PO30BBIM OT JIOCAJIBI,
CMYIUICHUS, CTBIJIA; [0 tUIN — HOBOPAYUBAMbCS, CMAHOBUMbCA, npespawjamuvcs). That too
inclined me to trust him (370 TOXe CKJIOHSUIO MEHS K (TOMY YTOOBI) TOBEPATH EMY).

He had certainly given Crabbin some uncomfortable hours (on Touno gan Kps66uHy HecKoIbKO
HenpuaTHBIX 9acoB). On returning to Sacher's Hotel after his interview with Herr Koch (o
BO3BparieHuu B 3axepa Orenb nocie ero 6ecessl ¢ reppom Koxom) he had found a desperate
note waiting for him from the representative (0H Halen OTYASTHHYIO 3aIMUCKY M IYIIYIO €r0 OT
MPEJICTAaBUTEIS).

"I have been trying to locate you all day (s neiTancs Haiitu Bac Bechb aenb)," Crabbin wrote
(Kp»>66un nanmcan). "It is essential that we should get together (cymiecTBeHHO UTO MBI JOIKHBI
cobparbcst BMecte) and work out a proper programme for you (v BEIpaO0TaTh: MOJIX0ISAITYEO

nporpammy s Bac). This morning by telephone I have arranged lectures at Innsbruck and
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Salzburg for next week (3Tum yTpoMm 110 TernedoHy s YCTPOWIT JICKIIUU = JIOTOBOPHIICS O JICKITUSIX
B MHCOpyKe u 3aneulypre Ha cienyronryto Heaento), but I must have your consent to the
subjects (HO s 1OJKEH UMETh Ballle corjiacue Ha TeMbl), so that proper programmes can be
printed (Tak 4TOOBI XOpOIINE, TOIXOAALINE TPOrPAMMKH MOTYT = MOTJIX ObITh HameyaTaHsl). |
would suggest two lectures (st 061 ipe ok 8e sekiun): 'The Crisis of Faith in the Western
World («Kpwusuc Bepsl B 3amagnom mupey»)' (you are very respected here as a Christian writer
(BBI OUEHB YBa)Kae€MBbI 3/IeCh KaK XPUCTHAHCKUI mucatens), but this lecture should be quite
unpolitical (Ho 3Ta Jexms Jo/KHA ObITh coBepieHHO HenosnTuueckoit) and 'The Technique of
the Contemporary Novel (1 «Texnuka coBpemenHoro pomanay).' The same lectures would be
given in Vienna (te sxe nekmuu Obut ObI 1anbl B Bene). Apart from this (otaensHO OT 3TOTO =
kpome Toro) there are a great many people here (ecTb Benukoe MHOXKECTBO JTIO/eH 3/1ech) who
would like to meet you (koTopsie Obl XOTenu BCTpeTUThes ¢ Bamu), and I want to arrange a
cocktail party for early next week (1 51 X0uy yCTpOUTBH KOKTEHIBHBIN TPUEM Ha HAYATIO: «PAHO»
cnenytromei Henenn). But for all this I must have a few words with you (Ho 17151 Bcero aToro s
JIOJDKEH MMEeTh HEeCKOJIBKO ¢JI0B ¢ BaMu = roroBopuTh)." The letter ended on a note of acute
anxiety (MucbMO 3aKaHYMBAJIOCh Ha HOTE ocTporo OecriokoiicTsa). "You will be at the discussion
tomorrow night (BeI OyjieTe Ha AMCKYCCHM 3aBTPa BEYEPOM: «HOUBIO» ), Won't you (ImpaBia: «He
oynere Be»)? We all expect you at 8:30 and, needless to say (Mb1 Bce oxumaaem Bac B 8:30 u, HET
HY>KJIBI TOBOPHTH), look forward to your coming (c HeTeprieHreM >K/1eM Balliero Mpuxo/ia;
«CcMOTpUM Briepes K BamieMy npuxoay»). I will send transport to the hotel at 8:15 sharp (s
IPUILUIIO TPAHCIIOPT K oTento B 8:15 poBHO)."

Rollo Martins read the letter and without bothering any further about Mr. Crabbin went to bed
(Pomo Maptunc npounTain nucbkMo u 6e3 (Toro 4rodbl) 0eCOKOUTHCS CKOJIBKO-HUOY b Jalblie

o mucrtepe Kps60uHe moiien B mocTens).

false [fo:ls], technique [tek ni:k], anxiety [&n zaiot1]

"Of course it proves nothing. There is a basement where anybody who had followed you could
have hidden."

"Yes."

"Or your whole story may be phony."

"Yes."

"The trouble is I can see no motive for you to have done it. It's true you are already guilty of
getting money on false pretences. You came out here to join Lime, perhaps to help him ..."

Martins said to me, "What was this precious racket you keep on hinting at?"
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"I'd have told you all the facts when I first saw you if you hadn't lost your temper so damned
quickly. Now I don't think I shall be acting wisely to tell you. It would be disclosing official
information, and your contacts, you know, don't inspire confidence. A girl with phony papers
supplied by Lime, this man Kurtz ..."

"Dr. Winkler ..."

"I've got nothing against Dr. Winkler. No, if you are phony, you don't need the information, but
it might help you to learn exactly what we know. You see our facts are not complete."

"I bet they aren't. I could invent a better detective than you in my bath."

"Your literary style does not do your namesake justice." Whenever he was reminded of Mr.
Crabbin, that poor harassed representative of the British Cultural Relations Society, Rollo
Martins turned pink with annoyance, embarrassment, shame. That too inclined me to trust him.
He had certainly given Crabbin some uncomfortable hours. On returning to Sacher's Hotel after
his interview with Herr Koch he had found a desperate note waiting for him from the
representative.

"I have been trying to locate you all day," Crabbin wrote. "It is essential that we should get
together and work out a proper programme for you. This morning by telephone I have arranged
lectures at Innsbruck and Salzburg for next week, but I must have your consent to the subjects,
so that proper programmes can be printed. I would suggest two lectures: "The Crisis of Faith in
the Western World' (you are very respected here as a Christian writer, but this lecture should be
quite unpolitical) and '"The Technique of the Contemporary Novel.' The same lectures would be
given in Vienna. Apart from this there are a great many people here who would like to meet you,
and I want to arrange a cocktail party for early next week. But for all this I must have a few
words with you." The letter ended on a note of acute anxiety. "You will be at the discussion
tomorrow night, won't you? We all expect you at 8:30 and, needless to say, look forward to your
coming. I will send transport to the hotel at 8:15 sharp."

Rollo Martins read the letter and without bothering any further about Mr. Crabbin went to bed.

AFTER TWO DRINKS Rollo Martins' mind would always turn towards women (moce 1Byx
HanUTKOB MbIcH Poto MapTuHca Beera oOpanianuch K )KeHIUHAM )—in a vague, sentimental,
romantic way (TyMaHHBIM, CCHTUMEHTAJIBHBIM, POMaHTHYHBIM 00pazom), as a Sex, in general

(xak o BooOme). After three drinks (mocie Tpex nanutkoB), like a pilot who dives to find
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direction (koTOpEIil MUKKUpyeT uTOOB! HaliTH HarpasieHue), he would begin to focus on one
available girl (on HauMHAaT cOCPeIOTOUMBATHCS HA OJHOM «JOCTYITHOW» JIEBYIIKE = KOTOPAs
ObL1a B Hammuuu, noonmszoctu). If he had not been offered a third drink by Cooler (ecriu 651 oH
He ObUI yrolieH TpeTbuM HanuTkoM Kynepom), he would probably have not gone quite so soon
to Anna Schmidt's house (on Ob1 HaBepHOE HE TIOIIEN COBCEM TakK CKOPO K oMy AHHBI [IImunr),
and if (a ecyn)... but there are too many "ifs" in my style of writing (HO ecTh CIHMIIIKOM MHOTO
«ecnmuy B MOeM cTujie mrckbMma), for it is my profession to balance possibilities (160 310 Most
npodeccus B3BEIINBATH BOZMOKHOCTH ), human possibilities (uenoBeueckue Bo3MoxxkHOCTH), and
the drive of destiny can never find a place in my files (i1 cuna cy 051 (He) MOKET HUKOT A
HAWTH MecTa B MOUX TarKax).

Martins had spent his lunchtime reading up the reports of the inquest (MapTunc nposen cBoe
BpeMs o0ejia n3ydasi OT4ETHl 0 paccienoBanun), thus again demonstrating the superiority of the
amateur to the professional (Takum 00pa3oM CHOBa JIEMOHCTPUPYS IPEBOCXOJICTBO JIFOOUTEIIS
Haj podeccronanom), and making him more vulnerable to Cooler's liquor (1 nenas ero 6osee
ys3BUMBIM 1 criupTHOTO) (Which the professional in duty bound would have refused (koTopoe
npodeccronar 1o Joary ciykos1 otBepr Obl). It was nearly five o'clock when he reached
Cooler's flat (370 ObUTO TOYTH IIATH YaCOB KOT/1a OH H00paics a0 kBaptupsl Kynepa) which was
over an ice-cream parlour in the American zone (kotopasi ObuTa HaJT TAPHKOM MOPOIKECHIIIMKA B
amepukaHckoii 30He): the bar below was full of G.1.'s with their girls (6ap BHU3Y Ob1T TTOJTIOH
BOCGHHBIX ¢ UX JeByIkamiu), and the clatter of the long spoons (1 k1ananbe JIMHHBIX JT0KEUEK)
and the curious free uniformed laughter (1 1000NBITHBIN CBOOOIHBIN OJIETHIN B YHHU(DOPMY
cmex) followed him up the stairs (mmociemoBan 3a HUIM BBEpX 10 JIECTHUIIE).

The Englishman who objects to Americans in general (aHTTH9aHUH KOTOPBIN BO3paXKaeT MPOTUB
amepukaniieB Booo1e) usually carried in his mind's eye (00b14HO HOCHIT B CBOEM BOOOpPaKEHUH:
«MBICJICHHBI T71a3») just such an exception as Cooler (nipsimo Takoe uckitouenue kak Kymiep): a
man with tousled grey hair (denoBek ¢ B3bepOIIEHHBIMU CEIBIMU: «CEPBIMI» Bollocamu) and a
worried kindly face and long-sighted eyes (1 o6ecrokoeHHBIM JOOPOTYITHBIM JIUIIOM U
nanbHO30pKkuME ria3amu), the kind of humanitarian (takoit ¢punantporn) who turns up in a
typhus epidemic or a world war or a Chinese famine (KOTOpBIif OKa3bIBaeTCs B AMUIEMHUN TH(A
WM MUPOBOU BOMHE MM KuTaiickoM rojoe) long before his countrymen have discovered the
place in an atlas (3a705ro npex; e (4eM) ero COOTeYEeCTBEHHUKH HAIIUIA 3TO MECTO B aTjiace).
Again the card marked "Harry's friend" was like an entrance ticket (cHoBa kapTouka
nojnucanHas «apyr ['appm» Oblia kak Bxoanoi ounet). His warm frank handclasp (ero reruioe
OTKpBITOE pyKomoxkaTne) was the most friendly act (0110 cambIM IpyskeckuM jaericTBreM) that

Martins had encountered in Vienna (kotropoe Maptunc BcTpeTni B Bene).
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"Any friend of Harry is all right with me (;1r060i1 npyr ["'appy MHE TIOJXOIUT: «ECTh XOPOIINN CO
MHOI»)," Cooler said (Kynep ckazain). "I've heard of you, of course (s cipian o Bac, koHeuHO)."
"From Harry (ot 'appu)?"

"I'm a great reader of Westerns (s Oomnbrioit untarens BecrepHoB),”" Cooler said, and Martins
believed him as he did not believe Kurtz (Kymep ckazan u Maptuac nmoBepui emy (Tak e) Kak
oH He moBepua Kypriy).

"I wondered (st unTEepecoacs)—you were there, weren't you (Bbl ObLTH TaM, He ObLTH BbI)?—if
you'd tell me about Harry's death (eciiu Ob1 BbI pacckaszanu mue o cmeptu ['appn)."”

"It was a terrible thing (310 Obuta yxacHas Benib)," Cooler said (Kysep ckazan). "I was just
crossing the road to go to Harry (s xak pa3 nepexoaui gopory uroosl noitu k ['appu). He and
Mr. Kurtz were on the sidewalk (on u muctep Kypti Op11u Ha TpoTyape). Maybe if [ hadn't
started across the road (Moxet ObITE eciiu OBl 51 He Opocuiics uepes nopory), he'd have stayed
where he was (oH ObI ocTasics Tie o 0b11). But he saw me and stepped straight off to meet me
and this jeep (HO OH yBUEN MEHS U LIATHYJ NPSMO C YTOOBI BCTPETUTH MEHS M 3TOT JIKHII )—it
was terrible, terrible (310 ObuTO ykacHO, ykacHO). The driver braked (BoauTens 3aTopMO31IT),
but he didn't stand a chance (1o on He nmen mancoB). Have a Scotch, Mr. Martins (Beimeiite
ckot4a, muctep Maprunc). It's silly of me (310 riymo ¢ moeii ctopossrn), but I get shaken up
when I think of it (Ho 5 nemarock oueHb B3BOIHOBAH Korja s aymaro 00 atom)." He said as he
splashed in the soda (on ckazan mecnyB BHyTph cojibl), "I'd never seen a man killed before (s
HUKOT/Ia (HE) BUIEN YeloBeKa yOUThIM paHbiie)."

"Was the other man in the car (6bu1 1pyroii yenosek B mamune)?"

Cooler took a long pull and then measured what was left with his tired kindly eyes (Kyep B3sin
JIOJITUH TJIIOTOK U 3aTeM CMepHIT (TO) 4TO OBUTO OCTABITMMCS CBOMMH YCTAIBIMU JOOPO Iy ITHBIMHU
rinazami). "What man would you be referring to, Mr. Martins (0 KoM BBl TOBOpHUTE:
«ynomuHaere», mucrep Maptunc)?"

"I was told there was another man there (MHe cka3aym (4T0) TaM OBLT €ITe OJMH YEJIIOBEK TaM; f0
tell — pacckazamy)."

"I don't know how you got that idea (s He 3HaI0 KaK BBI TOJIYYUITU 3Ty MBICIIb = MPUIILITU K TAKOM
meicin). You'll find all about it in the inquest reports (Bbl HaiiieTe Bce 00 3TOM B OT3bIBaX O
paccnenoBannn)." He poured out two more generous drinks (oH HaIwI Hapy’Ky J1Ba €Ile MIEAPBIX
crakana: «HarnuTtkay). "There were just the three of us (Tam Ob1710 TOTEKO Tpoe Hac)—me and
Mr. Kurtz and the driver (s u muctep Kypti u Bogutens). The doctor, of course (1oxTop,
xoHeuHo). I expect you were thinking of the doctor (s1 gymaro: «oxumaro» BBl 1ymMaiu O
nokrTope)."

"This man I was talking to happened to look out of a window (3TOT 4esnoBeK ¢ KOTOPBIM 5
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TOBOPWJI CITYYHJICS BBRITJISTHYTh HapyKy u3 okHa)—he has the next flat to Harry's (on 0b11 B
cocenneit kBaptupe ot ['appu)—and he said he saw three men and the driver (1 on cka3zan (4To)
OH yBHUJEI Tpex uenoBek u Boautens). That's before the doctor arrived (sTo mpesx e (uem)
JOKTOp npuexan).”

"He didn't say that in court (oH He cka3ay 3Toro B cyje)."

"He didn't want to get involved (oH He x0Tes OBITH BOBIIEYEHHBIM)."

superiority [sju:p1ari oriti], famine [ famin], generous [ d3enoras]

AFTER TWO DRINKS Rollo Martins' mind would always turn towards women—in a vague,
sentimental, romantic way, as a Sex, in general. After three drinks, like a pilot who dives to find
direction, he would begin to focus on one available girl. If he had not been offered a third drink
by Cooler, he would probably have not gone quite so soon to Anna Schmidt's house, and if ... but
there are too many "ifs" in my style of writing, for it is my profession to balance possibilities,
human possibilities, and the drive of destiny can never find a place in my files.

Martins had spent his lunchtime reading up the reports of the inquest, thus again demonstrating
the superiority of the amateur to the professional, and making him more vulnerable to Cooler's
liquor (which the professional in duty bound would have refused). It was nearly five o'clock
when he reached Cooler's flat which was over an ice-cream parlour in the American zone: the
bar below was full of G.I.'s with their girls, and the clatter of the long spoons and the curious free
uniformed laughter followed him up the stairs.

The Englishman who objects to Americans in general usually carried in his mind's eye just such
an exception as Cooler: a man with tousled grey hair and a worried kindly face and long-sighted
eyes, the kind of humanitarian who turns up in a typhus epidemic or a world war or a Chinese
famine long before his countrymen have discovered the place in an atlas. Again the card marked
"Harry's friend" was like an entrance ticket. His warm frank handclasp was the most friendly act
that Martins had encountered in Vienna.

"Any friend of Harry is all right with me," Cooler said. "I've heard of you, of course."

"From Harry?"

"I'm a great reader of Westerns," Cooler said, and Martins believed him as he did not believe
Kurtz.

"I wondered—you were there, weren't you?—if you'd tell me about Harry's death."”

"It was a terrible thing," Cooler said. "I was just crossing the road to go to Harry. He and Mr.

Kurtz were on the sidewalk. Maybe if | hadn't started across the road, he'd have stayed where he
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was. But he saw me and stepped straight off to meet me and this jeep—it was terrible, terrible.
The driver braked, but he didn't stand a chance. Have a Scotch, Mr. Martins. It's silly of me, but |
get shaken up when I think of it." He said as he splashed in the soda, "I'd never seen a man killed
before."

"Was the other man in the car?"

Cooler took a long pull and then measured what was left with his tired kindly eyes. "What man
would you be referring to, Mr. Martins?"

"I was told there was another man there."

"I don't know how you got that idea. You'll find all about it in the inquest reports." He poured out
two more generous drinks. "There were just the three of us—me and Mr. Kurtz and the driver.
The doctor, of course. I expect you were thinking of the doctor."

"This man I was talking to happened to look out of a window—he has the next flat to Harry's—
and he said he saw three men and the driver. That's before the doctor arrived."

"He didn't say that in court."

"He didn't want to get involved."

"You'll never teach these Europeans to be good citizens (Bbl HUKOT/1a (HE) HAYYUTE ITUX
eBpoIeiileB ObITh XOpOUIMMHU TpaskaaHaMu). It was his duty (sTo 6su1 ero noar)." Cooler
brooded sadly over his glass (Kynep nopazmeinuisi rpyctHo Ha cBoum crakasom). "It's an odd
thing, Mr. Martins, with accidents (ctpannas Beus, Muctep MapTHHC, C HECUACTHBIMU
ciayuasmn). You'll never get two reports that coincide (Bb1 HuKor1a (HE) OTYYHUTE IBYX OT3HIBOB
KoTopsle coBnanat). Why, even [ and Mr. Kurtz disagreed about details (kax ke, gaxe s u
mucrep Kypri pazommcs B aeransx). The thing happens so suddenly (sta mtyka ciyuaercs
TakK BHE3AITHO), you aren't concerned to notice things (BbI OecriokonTech 9TO0BI 3aMevaTh
netann), until bang crash, and then you have to reconstruct, remember (roka (ue) 6art! Tpax! U
IIOTOM BBI TOJDKHBI: «MMEETE» BOCCTAHABIIMBATh, BCIOMHUHATH). | expect he got too tangled up
trying to sort out what happened before and what after (s oxwuato on cuenancs ciauiKom

3aITy TaBIIMICS TBITAsICh Pa300paThCs YTO CIyYMIIOCH MTPEXKIE U U4TO MOTOM), to distinguish the
four of us (pazmuuuTk YeThIpex HaC)."

"The four (ueTripex)?"

"I was counting Harry (s1 Ob11 cunraromii ['appu). What else did he see, Mr. Martins (uTo eme
yBuen ox)?"

"Nothing of interest (Huuero (mpeacrapisoniero) uaTEpec )—except he says Harry was dead

Mynemuszvikosou npoexm Unvu @panka www.franklang.ru 88




when he was carried to the house (kpome (Toro uTo) oH roBopur (uto) ['appu ObLT MEpTB KOTJQ
€ro HECJIU: «OH OBUT OTHECEH» K JIoMY)."

"Well, he was dying—not much difference there (Hy, on ObLT yMuparonuii — He MHOTO Pa3HUIIBI
tam). Have another drink, Mr. Martins (Bo3pMuUTE €I11ie OJIMH CTaKaH: «HATTUTOKY, MUCTEP
Maptunc)?"

"No, I don't think I will (mer, s He nymaro (uto) s Oymy)."

"Well, I'd like another spot (Hy, 51 061 X0Ten emie kanenbky). I was very fond of your friend, Mr.
Martins (st ouens nr00u Bamero apyra, mucrep Maprunc), and I don't like talking about it (1 s
HE JTII00JII0 TOBOPUTH 00 ATOM)."

"Perhaps one more—to keep you company (BO3MOKHO €I1Ie OJTMH: «OJIMH OOJIBIIE)» — YTOOBI
COCTaBUTh BaM KOMIIaHUIO)."

"Do you know Anna Schmidt (3naete Bo1 Auny [lImuar)?" Martins asked, while the whisky still
tingled on his tongue (MapTuHC cripoCIT IOKa BUCKHU BCE €IIIE MOIIUITBIBAIO Y HETO Ha S3BIKE).
"Harry's girl (neBymky ["appu)? I met her once, that's all (s1 BcTpeuan ee ogHax b1, 3TO Bce). As
a matter of fact (na camom gene: «kak aeno daxta»), [ helped Harry fix her papers (st momor
["appu yctpouts ee nokymentsl). Not the sort of thing I should confess to a stranger (1e Takas
BeIb (KOTOPYIO) sl ObI MOBEAAN HE3HAKOMILY; SOt — pA3HOBUOHOCHb), | suppose (s
npeanosarai), but you have to break the rules sometimes (HO ThI JOKEH: «MMEEIITBY HAPYIIUTh
npaBujIa MHOTIA = MPUXOUTCS MHOTIa HapymaThk). Humanity's a duty too (uenoBexontoone
€CTb JOJT TOXke)."

"What was wrong (uto Obu10 He Tak)?"

"She was Hungarian and her father had been a Nazi so they said (oHa Ob1a BeHTEpKa 1 ee oTell
OBl HAIMCTOM, Tak TOBOPST). She was scared the Russians would pick her up (ona Osuia
ucryrasa (4To) pycckue Obl 3aXBaTHIIH €€; fo pick up — noooopams.: «noousams éeepxy)."

"Why should they want to (mouemy Ob1 oHU XOTenu (caenaTs 310))?"

"Well, her papers weren't in order (Hy, ee TOKYMEHTBI He OBLITH B MOpsiKe)."

"You took her some money from Harry, didn't you (BbI OTHECTH: «B3sUTH» €l HEMHOTO JICHET OT
["appwu, npaBma)?"

"Yes, but [ wouldn't have mentioned that (112, Ho st 061 He ynmomuHan 510). Did she tell you (ona
ckazaya Bam)?"

The telephone went and Cooler drained his glass (Tenedon 3a3sonnn u Kymep ocymmi cBoi
ctakan)). "Hullo," he said (ano, on ckazan). "Why, yes (ay na). This is Cooler (310 Kynep)."
Then he sat with the receiver at his ear (motom ou cuzen ¢ TpyOkoii y cBoero yxa) and an
expression of sad patience (1 BeIpaykeHHEeM edanbHOTO TeprieHus ), while some voice a long way

off drained into the room (roxa kKakoi-To roj0c U3gaNeKa: «I0JATUi MyTh MPOYbY MPOCAYNBAIICS
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B koMHaTYy). "Yes (1a)," he said once (ou ckazan oxnaxel). "Yes." His eyes dwelt on Martins'
face (ero riasa 3ageprkanuck Ha Maptunca nune; to dwell — 3adeporcusamucs), but they seemed
to be looking a long way beyond him (Ho oHu ka3anucek OBITH CMOTPSIIUMU falieko 3a Hero): flat
and tired and kind, they might have been gazing out over across the sea (Tyckibie u ycranbie u
n00pbIe, OHU MOTJIH OBITH cMOTpsME Yepe3 mope). He said (ou ckazai), "You did quite right
(BBI clle1aii COBEPIIIEHHO MPaBUIbHO)," in a tone of commendation (B Tone moxsaisi), and then,
with a touch of asperity (1 3atem, ¢ HaneTom ctporocth), "Of course they will be delivered
(koHeuHo oHM OymyT mocrasieHsl). I gave my word (st 1an moe croBo). Goodbye (10
cBuaaHus)."

He put the receiver down and passed a hand across his forehead wearily (on oo TpyOky
BHU3 U IIPOBEJ PyKOIl uepe3 cBoii 100 yromieHHo). It was as though he were trying to remember
something he had to do (310 O6bUT0 Kak Oy/ATO OH MBITAJICS BCIIOMHUTH YTO-TO (YTO) OH JOJKEH
ObLT crenath). Martins said, "Had you heard anything of this racket the police talk about
(copIlIany BBl 4TO-TMO0 00 3TOM MaXWHAIMU O KOTOPOM mouieinckue ropopsr)?"

"I'm sorry (u3BuHUTE: «coxanero»). What's that (4to 310 = 0 yem peun)?"

"They say Harry was mixed up in some racket (onu roBopst (uro) ['appu ObL1 3ameriaH B
KaKOM-TO MOIIICHHHYECTBE)."

"Oh, no (o, uet)," Cooler said. "No (uer). That's quite impossible (3170 ecTb coBepIieHHO
HeBo3MOkHO). He had a great sense of duty (on umen Gosbiioe 4yBcTBO 10J1ra)."

"Kurtz seemed to think it was possible (KypTii, kasketcs, 1ymaet: «mokazancs IymMaTb» (4To) 3TO
OBLIIO BO3MOKHO)."

"Kurtz doesn't understand how an Anglo-Saxon feels (KypTil He moHMMaeT Kak aHTJIOCAKC

gyBcTByeT)," Cooler replied (Kynep orBetwn).

coincide [kouin'said], confess [kon'fes], receiver [r1'si:vo]

"You'll never teach these Europeans to be good citizens. It was his duty." Cooler brooded sadly
over his glass. "It's an odd thing, Mr. Martins, with accidents. You'll never get two reports that
coincide. Why, even I and Mr. Kurtz disagreed about details. The thing happens so suddenly,
you aren't concerned to notice things, until bang crash, and then you have to reconstruct,
remember. [ expect he got too tangled up trying to sort out what happened before and what after,
to distinguish the four of us."

"The four?"

"I was counting Harry. What else did he see, Mr. Martins?"

"Nothing of interest—except he says Harry was dead when he was carried to the house."
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"Well, he was dying—not much difference there. Have another drink, Mr. Martins?"

"No, I don't think I will."

"Well, I'd like another spot. I was very fond of your friend, Mr. Martins, and I don't like talking
about it."

"Perhaps one more—to keep you company."

"Do you know Anna Schmidt?" Martins asked, while the whisky still tingled on his tongue.
"Harry's girl? I met her once, that's all. As a matter of fact, I helped Harry fix her papers. Not the
sort of thing I should confess to a stranger, I suppose, but you have to break the rules sometimes.
Humanity's a duty too."

"What was wrong?"

"She was Hungarian and her father had been a Nazi so they said. She was scared the Russians
would pick her up."

"Why should they want to?"

"Well, her papers weren't in order."

"You took her some money from Harry, didn't you?"

"Yes, but [ wouldn't have mentioned that. Did she tell you?"

The telephone went and Cooler drained his glass. "Hullo," he said. "Why, yes. This is Cooler."
Then he sat with the receiver at his ear and an expression of sad patience, while some voice a
long way off drained into the room. "Yes," he said once. "Yes." His eyes dwelt on Martins' face,
but they seemed to be looking a long way beyond him: flat and tired and kind, they might have
been gazing out over across the sea. He said, "You did quite right," in a tone of commendation,
and then, with a touch of asperity, "Of course they will be delivered. I gave my word. Goodbye."
He put the receiver down and passed a hand across his forehead wearily. It was as though he
were trying to remember something he had to do. Martins said, "Had you heard anything of this
racket the police talk about?"

"I'm sorry. What's that?"

"They say Harry was mixed up in some racket."

"Oh, no," Cooler said. "No. That's quite impossible. He had a great sense of duty."

"Kurtz seemed to think it was possible."

"Kurtz doesn't understand how an Anglo-Saxon feels," Cooler replied.
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IT WAS NEARLY dark (6sut0 moutn Temuo) when Martins made his way along the banks of
the canal (korma MapTuHC cenan CBOM Iy Th = HaNPaBUWJICS BJIOJIh O€pEroB KaHasa): across the
water lay the half destroyed Diana baths (uepe3 Boy nexanu HarmoJI0BUHY pa3pyllleHHbIE OaHU
Jlunaner) and in the distance the great black circle of the Prater Wheel (1 na paccrosiaun
orpomubIil uepHsIii KpyT [Iparepckoro Komeca), stationary above the ruined houses
(HeToABMKHOTO HaJl pa3pylieHHbIME 1omamu). Over there across the grey water was the second
bezirk in Russian ownership (BoH Tam dyepes cepyro BOAy ObLIT BTOPOH OKPYT B PyCCKOM
Bnajenun). St. Stefanskirche shot its enormous wounded spire into the sky above the Inner City
(epxoBb CB. Ctedana (rem.) BOH3aJIa CBOM OrPOMHBIN CIIMPATHHBIN IIMHIL B HEOO HAJl
Buaytpennum [N'oponowm; to shoot — cmpensimo, pacmu; to wind — sumucs, uzeusamucs), and
coming up the Kartnerstrasse Martins passed the lit door of the Military Police station (u
poX0/is BAOJb: «BBepx» KapTHepuTpacce MapTHHC MPOIIET OCBEIIEHHYIO ABEPh ITyHKTa
Boennoii [Toymmun). The four men of the International Patrol were climbing into their jeep
(deThIpe yeroBeKa U3 MHTEPHAIIMOHAIBLHOTO TATPyJIs 3a0upanuch B CBOH kui); the Russian
M.P. sat beside the driver (pycckuii BOGHHBIN OJUIIEUCKUI CUENT psioM ¢ BoauTeneM) (for the
Russians had that day taken over the chair for the next four weeks (160 pycckue B TOT 1eHb
NIPUHSUTA TIPEJICEeIaTeIbCTBO Ha cieaytomue detbipe Henenn) and the Englishman, the
Frenchman and the American mounted behind (a anrmuanun, Gpaniys U aMepuKkaHer| Celu,
B3rpomo3mnck c3aan). The third stiff whisky fumed into Martins' brain (Tpetwnii kpenkuii
BUCKHM JpIMUIICS B MapTuHca Mo3ry), and he remembered the girl in Amsterdam (1 on BcioMHuMII
neByuiky B Amcrepname), the girl in Paris (neymiky B [Tapmxe): loneliness moved along the
crowded pavement at his side (0MHOUECTBO JABUTAIOCH BJIOJIH MHOTOJIIOJTHOTO TPOTyapa y ero
ooka). He passed the corner of the street where Sacher's lay and went on (on tiporien yros
yIMIBI T7e 3axep Haxoauics u norren ganbiine). Rollo was in control and moved towards the
only girl he knew in Vienna (Po:io 6611 BO BracTu = ciepskaH U JIBUTAJICS K €MHCTBEHHOMN
JeByIIke (KOTopyro) oH 3Hal B Bene).

I asked him how he knew where she lived (s1 cipocu ero kak on y3nan rie oHa sxuia). Oh, he
said, he'd looked up the address she had given him the night before (on mocmorpen agpec
(KOTOpBII) OHA Jjajia eMy MPOLUIBIM BEYEPOM: «HOUBIO IIpeXkie»), in bed, studying a map (B
KpoBatH, uzydas kapty). He wanted to know his way about (oH xoTe 3HaTh CBOII 1Ty Th,
mapuipyT), and he was good with maps (1 0H OBLT XOPOIIT C KapTaMu = JIETKO yMeJ pa3o0paThes
B KapTe).

He could memorise turnings and street names easily because he always went one way on foot
(OH MOT 3aITOMHHATH IMOBOPOTHI M YJIMI] HA3BaHHS JIETKO IMOTOMY YTO OH BCET/Ia IIeJ B OJIUH

KoHerll rermkoM). "One way (B ouH KoHerr)?"
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"I mean when I'm calling on a girl—or someone (s ©Mero B BUTy KOT/Ia s 3arJIs/IbIBAIO K
JEBYILIKE — UJIK KOMY-HUOY/b)."

He hadn't, of course, known that she would be in (oH He 3Ha1, KOHEUHO, YTO OHA ObLIA OBI TOMA:
«BHYTpHU»), that her play was not on that night in the Josefstadt (uto ee nbeca ne urpanacs Toit
Houbio B Mosedurrazre), or perhaps he had memorised that too from the posters (11 BO3MOXKHO
OH 3aITOMHUJI 3TO TOKE W3 Iu1akaToB). In at any rate she was (1oma kak ObI TO HE OBLTO: «TIO
nro0oii mepe» oHa ObL1a), if you could really call it being in (eciu BbI MOTTIH OBl 1€HCTBUTEIBHO
Ha3BaTh 3TO OBITH T0Ma), sitting alone in an unheated room (cuaeTs 0JJHOI B HETOIIJICHHOM
xomuare), with the bed disguised as divan (¢ kpoBaTbiO 3aMacCKUPOBAHHOMW TIOJT TAXTY; dS — KAK),
and the typewritten part (1 oTredaTanHas Ha ManMHKe poJib) lying open at the first page on the
inadequate too fancy topply table (;iexarias oTkpbITas Ha IEPBOI CTPAHUIIE HA HETIOAXOSIIEM
BBIUYPHOM BasIkoM croiuke) because her thoughts were so far from being "in." (moromy uto ee
MBICITH OBUTH TaK Jajieko oT ObITh «BHYTpH») He said awkwardly (on cka3ain HenoBko) (and
nobody could have said, not even Rollo (1 HuKTO HEe MOT OBI CKa3aTh, naxke cam Posno), how
much his awkwardness was part of his technique (HackonbKO: «Kak MHOT0» €r0 HEIOBKOCTh
obuta gacteio ero Texuukn): "I thought I'd just look in and look you up (st mogymar st Okl IpoCTO
3arjsiHyJl «BHYTPbY U HaBelly Tebst; to look up — nasecmumu). You see, | was passing (Tbl

BUJUIIb = BUJUIIb JIU, sl IPOXOJINI MUMO)..."

Diana [da1’@na], memorise [ ' memoraiz], awkward [ o:kwad]

IT WAS NEARLY dark when Martins made his way along the banks of the canal: across the
water lay the half destroyed Diana baths and in the distance the great black circle of the Prater
Wheel, stationary above the ruined houses. Over there across the grey water was the second
bezirk in Russian ownership. St. Stefanskirche shot its enormous wounded spire into the sky
above the Inner City, and coming up the Kartnerstrasse Martins passed the lit door of the
Military Police station. The four men of the International Patrol were climbing into their jeep;
the Russian M.P. sat beside the driver (for the Russians had that day taken over the chair for the
next four weeks) and the Englishman, the Frenchman and the American mounted behind. The
third stiff whisky fumed into Martins' brain, and he remembered the girl in Amsterdam, the girl
in Paris: loneliness moved along the crowded pavement at his side. He passed the corner of the
street where Sacher's lay and went on. Rollo was in control and moved towards the only girl he
knew in Vienna.

I asked him how he knew where she lived. Oh, he said, he'd looked up the address she had given

him the night before, in bed, studying a map. He wanted to know his way about, and he was
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good with maps.

He could memorise turnings and street names easily because he always went one way on foot.
"One way?"

"I mean when I'm calling on a girl—or someone."

He hadn't, of course, known that she would be in, that her play was not on that night in the
Josefstadt, or perhaps he had memorised that too from the posters. In at any rate she was, if you
could really call it being in, sitting alone in an unheated room, with the bed disguised as divan,
and the typewritten part lying open at the first page on the inadequate too fancy topply table
because her thoughts were so far from being "in." He said awkwardly (and nobody could have
said, not even Rollo, how much his awkwardness was part of his technique): "I thought I'd just

look in and look you up. You see, I was passing ..."

"Passing (mpoxoasmuii)? Where to (kyna)?" It had been a good half an hour's walk from the
Inner City to the rim of the English zone (310 6bu1a 100pas nmosydacoBas nporyJika ot
BayTtpennero ['opona k kparo anrimiickoit 30u61), but he always had a reply (Ho on Bcerna nmen
otBeT (HaroTtoge)). "I had too much whisky with Cooler (s1 BBITIHIT CTUIITKOM MHOTO BHUCKH C
Kynepowm). I needed a walk (s ny>xnancs B mporysnke) and I just happened to find myself this way
(¥ 51 IPOCTO CITYYHJIICSI HAUTH MEHSI CaMOT0 = OKa3aThCsl 3/1eCh)."

"I can't give you a drink here (s He MOTY J1aTh BaM BBINUTh: «HATIMTOK» 3/1eCh). Except tea
(xpome gas). There's some of that packet left (tam HemHOTO OCTanmOCH M3 TOTO MaKeTa)."

"No, no thank you (uer, Het cnacu60)." He said, "You are busy (Te1 3aus1Ta)," looking at the
script (CMOTps Ha CLIEHAPHIA).

"I didn't get beyond the first line (s He noOpanack naneiie nepBoit crpouxn).”

He picked it up and read (on nousi1 910 1 ipounTan): "Enter Louise (Bxoaut JIynsa). Louise: I
heard a child crying (JIyuza: f casimana rragymiero pedenka)."

"Can I stay a little (mory s octatscst HemHOr0)?" he asked with a gentleness that was more
Martins than Rollo (on cipocui ¢ MsrkocTbio KoTopas Oblia Oonbiie MapTtunce uem Posuio).

"I wish you would (s xenato (uro) T 061 (ocTancs))." He slumped down on the divan (ou
TSDKEJIO OMyCTHIICS BHU3 Ha TaxTy), and he told me a long time later (u oH pacckazan MHe q07T0€
BpeMs = MHoro no3xe) (for lovers talk and reconstruct the smallest details if they can find a
listener (160 BIIOOJICHHBIE TOBOPSAT M BOCCTAHABIMBAIOT MEIbYAUIIINE IETATH €CITU OHU MOTYT
Haiitu criymatens) that there it was he took his second real look at her (uro Tam 310 OBLTO =

CITYYHIIOCH (YTO) OH TIOCMOTPEN Ha Hee BTOPOM pa3: «B3sJ1 CBOM BTOPOM HACTOSIIIUNA B3TJISAT HA
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Heey). She stood there as awkward as himself (oHa crosura Tam Takas (5xe) HEITOBKast KaK OH CaMm)
in a pair of old flannel trousers which had been patched badly in the seat (B mape crapbix
(b1aHeNeBBIX MTAHOB KOTOPBIC ObUTH 3aIuIaTaHbl y)KacCHO = MHOTO pa3 c¢3aaM): she stood with her
legs firmly straddled as though she were opposing someone and was determined to hold her
ground (oHa CTOsIJIa ¢ €e HOTaMH MTPOYHO ITOCTABIICHHBIMH KaK Oy/ITO OHa ObLIa
NPOTHBOCTOSIIAS KOMY-TO M ObLJIa MOJTHA PEIIUMOCTH: «ObLIa OMpe/IesieHay HACTOSITh HA CBOEM:
«zepkath cBOIO 3eMiio» —a small rather stocky figure with any grace she had folded and put
away for use professionally (ManeHbKyI0 JOBOJIBHO MPU3EMUCTYIO (DUTYPY C KaKOH-THO0
rpamyeil OHa CBEpHYJIa M MOJIOKHIIA TIPOYB JIJTsl KCIIOIB30BaHUS IPOPECCHOHATBHO = 0e3 KaKo¥-
100 Tpalyu, KOTOPYIO OHA, BUIUMO. .. ).

"One of those bad days (oann u3 stux moxux auein)?" he asked (on cipocwun).

"It's always bad about this time (Bcerna roxo okoso storo Bpemenn)." She explained (ona
o0wsicamta): "He used to look in, and when I heard your ring, just for a moment, I thought (on
(gacTo) 3arysAapIBa BHYTPh = KO MHE U KOTJa s yCJIbIIIajia TBOH 3BOHOK, TOJIBKO Ha MTHOBEHHE,
s noxymana)..." She sat down on a hard chair opposite him and said (ona cena BHM3 Ha KeCcTKUI
CTYJI HAPOTHUB HEro U ckasana), "Please talk (mosxanyiicta roBopu). You knew him (Tbl 3Ha1
ero). Just tell me anything (ipocTo pacckaku MHE 9TO YroJiHO)."

And so he talked (u Tak on roBopui). The sky blackened outside the window while he talked
(Hebo mouepHeso CHapY’KU OKHA = 3a OKHOM Ioka oH roBopuJ). He noticed after a while that
their hands had met (on 3ameTn mocie HEAOATOro0 BpeMEeHH UTO X PYKH BeTpeTminch). He said
to me (oH ckazan mHe), "I never meant to fall in love (s HuKOTr1a =BOBCE HEe coOuUpancs
BITIOOUTHCSI: «BIIACTH B JIFO0O0BBY), not with Harry's girl (e B neBymiky ["appm)."

"When did it happen (kxorna caenano 3to ciayunthes)?" I asked him (s cipocwt ero).

"It was very cold and I got up to close the window curtains (0b1710 0OU€HB XOJIOIHO U 51 BCTAI
4TOOBI 3aKPBITh OKOHHBIE 3aHABECKH; 10 gef up — écmamy). | only noticed my hand was on hers
when I took it away (s1 ToipKO (TOT12) 3aMETHII (4TO) MOSI pyKa Oblia Ha ee (pyke), Koraa s B3suT
ee poub). As I stood up I looked down at her face (kora st BcTan st mocMOTpeI1 BHU3 Ha ee
nmno; to stand up — ecmams) and she was looking up (a ona cmoTperna BBepx). It wasn't a
beautiful face (3o He Ob110 KpacuBoe nuio)—that was the trouble (BoT B uem Obu1a podIIeMa).
It was a face to live with (310 ObLT0 JTHTIO € KOTOPBIM *HTH), day in, day out (130 1HS B I€HB:
«JIeHb BHYTpPb, JIeHL HAPYXKY»). A face for wear (muro ns nockn). | felt as though I'd come into
a new country (s MO4yBCTBOBAJ Kak Oy/TO s ipuexal B HOBYIO cTpany) where I couldn't speak
the language (e st He Mmor roBopuTh Ha si3bike). I had always thought it was beauty one loved in
a woman (st Bcer/ia gymMai (4To) 3To OblIa KpacoTa (4TO0) YeTIOBEK: «OIMH JIFOOUI B )KCHIIIHE).

I stood there at the curtains, waiting to pull them, looking out (s1 cTosi1 Tam y 3aHaBECOK, OKUIas
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NOTSHYTH UX, CMOTPst Hapyxky). I couldn't see anything but my own face (s He Mmor BueTh Yero-
b0 KpoMe Moero cobctBeHHoro smia), looking back into the room (cmoTpsitero Hazas B
komHaTy), looking for her (umrytero ee; fo look for — uckamw). She said (ona ckasana), 'And
what did Harry do that time (a uro cnenan ['appu cienats B ToT pa3)?' and I wanted to say (u s
xoren cka3ath), 'Damn Harry (x wepty ['appu; to damn — npoxaunams). He's dead (ou meptB).
We both loved him, but he's dead (mb1 06a 1r06mH ero Ho oH MepTB). The dead are made to be
forgotten (MepTBeIbI cAeTaHbI YTOOBI OBITH 320BITHIMA = MEPTBEIIBI HA TO U MEPTBELIbI, YTOOBI
ux 3a0bIBaTh; fo forget — 3abwvieamy).' Instead of course all I said was (BmMecTo (3T0r0), KOHEYHO,
BCe, (4T0) 5 ckasan, 0eu10), What do you think (uto Ter qymaenis)? He just whistled his old tune
(OH ITPOCTO TIPOCBUCTEIT CBOIO cTapyro Menoanio) as if nothing was the matter (kak Hu B uem He
ObIBasO: «Kak eciu (Ob) HUYero (He) ObuTo Aenom),' and I whistled it to her as well as I could (u
sl IPOCBHCTEI ee eil Tak xopoio kak s Mor). I heard her catch her breath (s ycnbiman kak ona
3aTausia JIbIXaHue: «sI yCIBIIIal ee moiMaTh Jeixanney), and I looked round and before I could
think (v st oTIIIHYJICS: «TTOCMOTpEI BOKPYT» U TIpeskie (4em) st Mor moymath) is this the right
way (ecTh (J11) 9TO MpaBUIbHBIN MyTh), the right card (mpaBunbHas kapta), the right gambit
(mpaBubHBIN TamOuT)?—I'd already said (st yxe ckaszan), 'He's dead (on mepTB). You can't go on

remembering him for ever (Tbl He MOKEITb MTPOOKATH TOMHUTE/BCIIOMUHATE €ro Beeraa)."

trousers [ trauzoz], listener [ lisona], opposite [ opazit]

"Passing? Where to?" It had been a good half an hour's walk from the Inner City to the rim of the
English zone, but he always had a reply. "I had too much whisky with Cooler. I needed a walk
and I just happened to find myself this way."

"I can't give you a drink here. Except tea. There's some of that packet left."

"No, no thank you." He said, "You are busy," looking at the script.

"I didn't get beyond the first line."

He picked if up and read: "Enter Louise. Louise: I heard a child crying."

"Can I stay a little?" he asked with a gentleness that was more Martins than Rollo.

"I wish you would." He slumped down on the divan, and he told me a long time later (for lovers
talk and reconstruct the smallest details if they can find a listener) that there it was he took his
second real look at her. She stood there as awkward as himself in a pair of old flannel trousers
which had been patched badly in the seat: she stood with her legs firmly straddled as though she
were opposing someone and was determined to hold her ground—a small rather stocky figure

with any grace she had folded and put away for use professionally.

"One of those bad days?" he asked.
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"It's always bad about this time." She explained: "He used to look in, and when I heard your ring,
just for a moment, I thought ..." She sat down on a hard chair opposite him and said, "Please talk.
You knew him. Just tell me anything."

And so he talked. The sky blackened outside the window while he talked. He noticed after a
while that their hands had met. He said to me, "I never meant to fall in love, not with Harry's
girl."

"When did it happen?" I asked him.

"It was very cold and I got up to close the window curtains. I only noticed my hand was on hers
when I took it away. As I stood up I looked down at her face and she was looking up. It wasn't a
beautiful face—that was the trouble. It was a face to live with, day in, day out. A face for wear. |
felt as though I'd come into a new country where I couldn't speak the language. I had always
thought it was beauty one loved in a woman. I stood there at the curtains, waiting to pull them,
looking out. I couldn't see anything but my own face, looking back into the room, looking for
her. She said, 'And what did Harry do that time?' and I wanted to say, 'Damn Harry. He's dead.
We both loved him, but he's dead. The dead are made to be forgotten.' Instead of course all I said
was, What do you think? He just whistled his old tune as if nothing was the matter,' and I
whistled it to her as well as I could. I heard her catch her breath, and I looked round and before I
could think is this the right way, the right card, the right gambit?—I'd already said, 'He's dead.

m

You can't go on remembering him for ever.

She said (ona ckazana), "I know (s 3Ha10), but perhaps something will happen first (1o
BO3MOYKHO YTO-TO CIIYYHTCS CHavasa)."

"What do you mean (uro TeI nmeetis B Buy —something happen (4ro-to (Moxer)
ciyuutbest)?"”

"Oh, I mean (o, s umeto B BUY), perhaps there'll be another way (Bo3mosxno Oyer apyroi
nyTh), or I’ll die (unm s ympy), or something (vwiu gro-To (emre))."

"You'll forget him in time (Te1 320y e ero co Bpemenem). You'll fall in love again (Tbr
BIIFOOUIIILCS CHOBA)."

"I know, but I don't want to (s 3Ha10, HO 51 He X0uy). Don't you see I don't want to (He BuaMIIb 1
THI (4UTO) I HE X0Uy)."

So Rollo Martins came back from the window (Tax uto Pomuio MapTunc npuien Ha3aa OT OKHa)
and sat down on the divan again (u cen BHM3 Ha TaxTy cHoBa). When he had risen half a minute

before (korna oH moHUMAIICS MOJIMHUHYTHI IPEXIIE; to rise — ecmasams, half — nonosuna) he
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had been the friend of Harry comforting Harry's girl (on 65u1 gpyrom ['appu yremarommm
neBymky ['appu): now he was a man in love with Anna Schmidt (treneps on 0BT MyKUNHOI
BIt0OeHHBIM B AHRHY [IIMunT: «B mo0Bu ¢ Annoit [1Imuary) who had been in love with a man
(xotopas (panbiie) OblTa BIIOONEHA B yenoBeka) they had both once known called Harry Lime
((koToporo) oHu 00a Koraa-To 3HaH, 1o umeHu ["appu Jlaiim). He didn't speak again that
evening about the past (oH He TOBOpHII CHOBa TeM Beuepom o mpoiiom). Instead he began to tell
her of the people he had seen (BmecTo (3T0r0) OH Hayan paccka3bIBaTh € O MOIAX (KOTOPBIX) OH
Bugen). "I can believe anything of Winkler (s Mmory moBeputs uemy yroguo o Bunkiepe)," he
told her (on ckazan eii), "but Cooler—I liked Cooler (no Kynep — mue nonpasuics Kymnep). He
was the only one of his friends (on ObuT eMHCTBEHHBIM OTHUM U3 ero Japy3eii) who stood up for
Harry (xotopsiit 3amuiman ['appu).The trouble is (mpobnema B Tom) , if Cooler's right (ecin
Kynep mpas), then Koch is wrong (torna Kox ects nenpas), and I really thought I had something
there (a s melicTBUTEIBHO JyMalt (UTO) ST UMEJ = Y3HAJ YTO-TO Tam)."

"Who's Koch (xto ects Kox)?"

He explained how he had returned to Harry's flat (o 00BsicHIIT Kak OH BEpHYJICS B KBAPTUPY
["appu) and he described his interview with Koch (1 on onmcan csoro 6eceny ¢ Koxom), the story
of the third man (ucTopuio TpeTbero uenoBexa).

"If it's true (ecou 31O ecTh paBaMBO)," she said (ona ckazana), "it's very important (3To o4eHb
Ba)xHO)."

"It doesn't prove anything (310 He noka3bIBaeT uero-nubo). After all (B koHIle KOHIIOB: «IOCIE
Bceroy), Koch backed out of the inquest (Kox BbImen: «oTcTynun Hazam U3 pacciae0BaHus), SO
might this stranger (Tak mor (czenaTs 1) 3TOT He3HaKOMeI)."

"That's not the point (310 He ecTb cMbIc = r71aBHOE)," she said. "It means that they lied (310
3HayuT yto onu nranu). Kurtz and Cooler (Kypti u Kynep)."

"They might have lied so as not to inconvenience this fellow (oru moriu conrats Tak 4ToObBI He
NPUYHHUTE HEY100CTBO ATOMY napHio)—if he was a friend (ecnu on 0611 1pyT)."

"Yet another friend (emie ogun apyr)—on the spot (HemeieHHO: «Ha MecTe»). And where's your
Cooler's honesty then (a rue ects TBoero Kynepa uectnocts Toraa)?"

"What do we do (uto mb1 cobupaemcst nenath)? He clamped down like an oyster and turned me
out of his flat (oH ynepcs kak ycTpuIia v BEICTaBIII MEHS M3 CBOCH KBapTUPHL; fo clamp down —
npekpamums, n00a8umb, to turn out — 8vleHamo)."

"He won't turn me out (oH He BEITOHUT MeHs)," she said (oHa ckazana), "or his Ilse won't (nu
ero Mnse ve cnenaer (aToro))."

They walked up the long road to the flat together (oru UM B/10STE JITMHHOM JOPOTH K KBAPTUPE

BMmecte): the snow clogged on their shoes (cuer npunun Ha ux 6oTuHKK) and made them move
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slowly like convicts weighed down by irons (1 3acTaBwI X IBUTATHCS MEIJICHHO KaK
KaToprKaHe OTATOLICHHbIE «BHU3» OKOBaMU; fo make — denams, 3acmasnamy). Anna Schmidt
said (Anna [IImunr ckazana), "Is it far (ects 310 Maneko)?"

"Not very far now (ne ouens nanexo Terneps). Do you see that knot of people up the road (51
BUJIMIIB Ty TPYIITY: «y3el JTrojei Brepean Ha qopore)? It's somewhere about there (3to rie-
to Tam)." The group of people up the road was like a splash of ink on the whiteness (rpynmna
Jr07iel BIepean Ha gopore Obula Kak kisikca uepHui Ha Oenusne) that flowed, changed shape,
spread out (koTopast TekJa, MeHsiIa PopMy, PaCIIUPSIIACK; 0 spread out — pacuupsamocsi:
«npocmupamucsi napyacyy). When they came a little nearer Martins said (korj1a OHU TIOIOTIITH
HeMHoro ommke Maptunc ckaszan), "I think that is his block (s mymaro 3To ectb ero nom; block —
mHozokeapmuphwiti oom). What do you suppose this is (4To 1enaens Tbl Ipeanoaaratb TO eCTh

= 4TO0 3TO, MO-TBOeMY ), a political demonstration (monutudeckas reMoHcTparus)?"

inconvenience [1nkon'vi:nions], spread [spred], suppose [so ' pauz]

She said, "I know, but perhaps something will happen first."

"What do you mean—something happen?"

"Oh, I mean, perhaps there'll be another way, or I’ll die, or something."

"You'll forget him in time. You'll fall in love again."

"I know, but I don't want to. Don't you see I don't want to."

So Rollo Martins came back from the window and sat down on the divan again. When he had
risen half a minute before he had been the friend of Harry comforting Harry's girl: now he was a
man in love with Anna Schmidt who had been in love with a man they had both once known
called Harry Lime. He didn't speak again that evening about the past. Instead he began to tell her
of the people he had seen. "I can believe anything of Winkler," he told her, "but Cooler—I liked
Cooler. He was the only one of his friends who stood up for Harry. The trouble is, if Cooler's
right, then Koch is wrong, and I really thought I had something there."

"Who's Koch?"

He explained how he had returned to Harry's flat and he described his interview with Koch, the
story of the third man.

"If it's true," she said, "it's very important."

"It doesn't prove anything. After all, Koch backed out of the inquest, so might this stranger."
"That's not the point," she said. "It means that they lied. Kurtz and Cooler."

"They might have lied so as not to inconvenience this fellow—if he was a friend."

"Yet another friend—on the spot. And where's your Cooler's honesty then?"
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"What do we do? He clamped down like an oyster and turned me out of his flat."

"He won't turn me out," she said, "or his Ilse won't."

They walked up the long road to the flat together: the snow clogged on their shoes and made
them move slowly like convicts weighed down by irons. Anna Schmidt said, "Is it far?"

"Not very far now. Do you see that knot of people up the road? It's somewhere about there." The
group of people up the road was like a splash of ink on the whiteness that flowed, changed
shape, spread out. When they came a little nearer Martins said, "I think that is his block. What do

you suppose this is, a political demonstration?"

Anna Schmidt stopped (Auna IlImunar ocranoBuiace): she said (ona ckazana), "Who else have
you told about Koch (komy ermie b1 pacckasan npo Koxa)?"

"Only you and Cooler (Tonbko tebe u Kynepy). Why (a uto: «mogemy»)?"

"I'm frightened (s ucryrana). It reminds me (570 Hanmomunaer mue)..." She had her eyes fixed on
the crowd (oHa mpuCcTaIbHO CMOTpEINA HA TOJIY: «OHA UMENIa CBOM IJ1a3a YCTABJICHHBIMU HA
tony») and he never knew what memory out of her confused past had risen to warn her (1 on
TaK ¥ HE Y3HaJ: «OH HUKOT/Ia y3HaD» KaKoe BOCTIOMUHAHHE U3 €€ 33Ty TAHHOTO MPOIILIOrO
MOHSUIOCH YTOOBI MPEIYNPEIUTD €€; to rise — noonumamscs). "Let's go away (nmaBaii yiigem
npous)," she implored him (ona ymossina ero).

"You're crazy (Tbl cymacmeamasi). We're on to something here (Mbl Hamamu Ha 4TO-TO: «MBI €CTh
Ha K 4eMy-To»), something big (uro-to Goskmioe)..."

"I'll wait for you (s1 mogoxay Te0s)."

"But you're going to talk to him (Ho TbI coOupaenibest MOroBOpUTH ¢ HUM)."

"Find out first what all those people (BbiBenaii cHauasia 4To Bee 3T JIOU; Lo find out —
svigedamn: «naumu napyxcy»)..." She said strangely for one who worked behind the footlights
(oHa cka3aja CTpaHHO IS YeJIOBEKa: «OJHOT0» KOTOPhIN padoTain 3a pammoii), "I hate crowds (s
HEHAaBIIKY TOJITIHI)."

He walked slowly on alone (o morien MeUIeHHO Jajibllle OJIUH; on — daibuie, Ha), the snow
caking on his heels (cuer mamummii Ha ero kabmykax). It wasn't a political meeting for no one
was making a speech (310 He OBIIT TOJUTUYECKUIA MUTHHT HOO HUKTO: «HU OJMHY» HE TOBOPHUII
peus). He had the impression of heads turning to watch him come (on nmen = nomyunn
BIIEYATIICHUE T'OJIOB TIOBOPAUMBAIOIINXCS 4TOOBI HAOMIOAATh KaK OH MOJIXONUT: «HAOII0ATh €T0
IOJIXOTUTHY ), as though he were somebody who was expected (kak OyTO OH OBIIT KTO-TO KOTO

xnamn). When he reached the fringe of the little crowd (koraa on gocTur kpaes ManeHbKOM
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tounbl), he knew for certain that it was the house (oH 3HaI TOUHO YTO 3TO OBLI TOT JI0OM). A man
looked hard at him and said (genoBex mocmoTpern TspKenno Ha Hero U ckasai), "Are you another of
them (B eme onuH U3 HUX)?"

"What do you mean (uto Bbl nMeeTe B BUY)?"

"The police (omurus)."

"No (uet). What are they doing (uto onu nenaror)?"

"They've been in and out all day (oHu xoaT Tyna-cioa: «BHYTPb U HAPYKy» BECh JIeHB)."
"What's everybody waiting for (uero Bce xayT)?"

"They want to see him brought out (0HU XOTST YBUIETH €10 BBIHECEHHOTO HAPYKY; to bring —
npuHocums)."

"Who (xoro)?"

"Herr Koch (reppa Koxa)." It occurred vaguely to Martins that somebody besides himself had
discovered Herr Koch's failure to give evidence (3T0 ciyuniioch = NpHIILIO B TOJIOBY TyMaHHO
MapTHHCY 9TO KTO-TO KpOME HETO caMoro 00HapyX HII 0Tka3 reppa Koxa nath mokazaHus;
failure — neyoaua, omxaz), though that was hardly a police matter (xoTst 570 ObLITO €/1Ba 11
nosmnun jie0). He said (on ckazan), "What's he done (uto on cienan)?"

"Nobody knows that yet (sukTo (He) 3HaeT 3o emie). They can't make their minds up in there
(OHM HE MOTYT ONPEACIUTHCS BHYTPH TaM; make up one’s mind — peuwtumscsi: «y1aoums ceou
mureauy)—it might be suicide, you see (310 Moryio ObI OBITE CAMOYOMIICTBO, BBI BUIUTE), and it
might be murder (1 5T0 Morn0 OBITH YOUIiCTBO)."

"Herr Koch (repp Kox)?"

"Of course (koHeuHO)."

A small child came up to his informant (manenbkuii pedeHok nojomen Kk uHGOPMUPYIOIIEMY,
OCBEJIOMIISIOINIEMY €T (YelIOBEKY); to come up — nodoumu. «nputimu éséepx») and pulled at his
hand (1 motsany 3a ero pyky), "Papa, Papa (namna, namna)." He wore a wool cap on his head like a
gnome (OH HOCHJI HIEPCTSHYIO IIATIKY Ha CBOEH rojose kak raom), and his face was pinched and
blue with cold (1 ero smiio ObLTO 0351011I€€ U CHHEE OT XO0JI0/a).

"Yes, my dear, what is it (1a, M0oi1 1OpOT0ii, YTO €CTh 3TO = B ueM feo)?"

"I heard them talking through the grating, Papa (s1 cibImian kak OHU TOBOPST: «CIIBIIIAT UX
TOBOPUTBHY» Uepe3 orpany)."

"Oh, you cunning little one (0, TbI CMBITIIIEHBII MaTbUyTaH: «MaJleHbKU oauHy). Tell us what
you heard, Hinsel (pacckaxu HaMm 4TO ThI ycIblian, X H3emb)?"

"I heard Frau Koch crying, Papa (s ycasiman gpay Kox rumagyieii, namna)."

"Was that all, Hiansel (310 0b110 Bee, Xau3e5)?"

"No. I heard the big man talking, Papa (aet. S cibimman 607b1110T0 YemoBeKa rOBOPSIIETO,
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nama)."

"Ah, you cunning little Hinsel (ax Te1 xuTpsiii Manenbkuii XoH3ems). Tell Papa what he said
(pacckaXku mare 4To OH cka3zan)."

"He said (on cka3zan), 'Can you tell me, Frau Koch (mosxete BbI ckazats mue, dhpay Kox), what
the foreigner looked like (kax BeITIISII€T 3TOT MHOCTpaHel)?"™"

"Ha, ha, you see they think it's murder (xa-xa, Tbl BUIUIITE OHU IyMAIOT (YTO) 3TO YOUICTBO).
And who's to say they are wrong (1 KTO ecTh 4TOOBI cKa3aTh = KTO ObI CKa3aJl (4T0O) OHU
Henpassl). Why should Herr Koch cut his own throat in the basement (ouemy nomxken repp Kox
pe3ath CBO€ COOCTBEHHOE TOPJIO B mojBase)?"

"Papa, Papa (mana, mama)."

"Yes, little Héansel (na, manenbpkuii XsH3eb)?"

"When I looked through the grating (xorza s mocmoTpe:n yepes perietky), I could see some
blood on the coke (st MoT BHIeTh HEMHOTO KPOBH Ha KOKce)."

"What a child you are (uto Th1 32 pebenok). How could you tell it was blood (kax mor Tbr
pa3nnuuTh (4T0) 3TO ObLTa KpoBb)? The snow leaks everywhere (cHer mpotekaet noscioay)."
The man turned to Martins and said (uenoBex noBepuyscst Kk Maptuncy u ckasain), "The child
has such an imagination (y pebenka Takoe BooOpaxxenue). Maybe he will be a writer when he
grows up (MoOXeT OBITh OH OyJIeT UcaTeIeM KOTIa OH BhIpacTeT)."

The pinched face stared solemnly up at Martins (03s10111€€ JIMYNKO yCTaBUIOCH TOPKECTBEHHO
BBepx Ha Maptunca). The child said (pebenok ckazan), "Papa (mama)."

"Yes, Héansel (n1a, XsH3e15)?"

"He's a foreigner too (ou Toxe nHOCTpaHerr)."

The man gave a big laugh that caused a dozen heads to turn (uenoBex uzman OOIBIION CMEX
KOTOPBIN TTOOYTWIT JIFOKUHY TOJIOB TIOBEpHYTHe ). ""Listen to him (mociymaiite ero), sir, listen
(cap, mociymaiite)," he said proudly (on ckazan ropmo). "He thinks you did it just because you
are a foreigner (oH mxymaet (4TO) BBI CACTAIH 3TO MIPOCTO MOTOMY YTO BBl HHOCTPAHEID). AS
though there weren't more foreigners here these days than Viennese (xak eciu (051) He OBLITO
0O0JIBIIIC MTHOCTPAHIIEB 37ICCh CEHUac: «3TU JHW» YeM BEHIICRB)."

"Papa, Papa (namna, nana)."

"Yes, Hansel (n1a, Xsu3emnp)?"

"They are coming out (OHH BBIXOST HAPYKY)."

fringe [frind3], suicide [ sjuisaid], throat [Orout]
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Anna Schmidt stopped: she said, "Who else have you told about Koch?"

"Only you and Cooler. Why?"

"I'm frightened. It reminds me ..." She had her eyes fixed on the crowd and he never knew what
memory out of her confused past had risen to warn her. "Let's go away," she implored him.
"You're crazy. We're on to something here, something big ..."

"I'll wait for you."

"But you're going to talk to him."

"Find out first what all those people ..." She said strangely for one who worked behind the
footlights, "I hate crowds."

He walked slowly on alone, the snow caking on his heels. It wasn't a political meeting for no one
was making a speech. He had the impression of heads turning to watch him come, as though he
were somebody who was expected. When he reached the fringe of the little crowd, he knew for
certain that it was the house. A man looked hard at him and said, "Are you another of them?"
"What do you mean?"

"The police."

"No. What are they doing?"

"They've been in and out all day."

"What's everybody waiting for?"

"They want to see him brought out."

"Who?"

"Herr Koch." It occurred vaguely to Martins that somebody besides himself had discovered Herr
Koch's failure to give evidence, though that was hardly a police matter. He said, "What's he
done?"

"Nobody knows that yet. They can't make their minds up in there—it might be suicide, you see,
and it might be murder."

"Herr Koch?"

"Of course."

A small child came up to his informant and pulled at his hand, "Papa, Papa." He wore a wool cap
on his head like a gnome, and his face was pinched and blue with cold.

"Yes, my dear, what is it?"

"I heard them talking through the grating, Papa."

"Oh, you cunning little one. Tell us what you heard, Hiansel?"

"I heard Frau Koch crying, Papa."

"Was that all, Hansel?"

"No. I heard the big man talking, Papa."
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"Ah, you cunning little Hénsel. Tell Papa what he said."

"He said, 'Can you tell me, Frau Koch, what the foreigner looked like?""

"Ha, ha, you see they think it's murder. And who's to say they are wrong. Why should Herr Koch
cut his own throat in the basement?"

"Papa, Papa."

"Yes, little Hansel?"

"When I looked through the grating, I could see some blood on the coke."

"What a child you are. How could you tell it was blood? The snow leaks everywhere." The man
turned to Martins and said, "The child has such an imagination. Maybe he will be a writer when
he grows up."

The pinched face stared solemnly up at Martins. The child said, "Papa."

"Yes, Hansel?"

"He's a foreigner too."

The man gave a big laugh that caused a dozen heads to turn. "Listen to him, sir, listen," he said
proudly. "He thinks you did it just because you are a foreigner. As though there weren't more
foreigners here these days than Viennese."

"Papa, Papa."

"Yes, Hansel?"

"They are coming out."

A knot of police surrounded the covered stretcher (rpynma: «y3em» MOTUIIEHCKIX OKPYIKHIIA
nokpeIThie Hocukn) which they lowered carefully down the steps (koTopsie oHu omycTuIm
octoporkHo BHU3 110 siecTHULE) for fear of sliding on the trodden snow (ot cTpaxa ckombxeHus
no yronranHoMy cHery). The man said (genosek ckazan), "They can't get an ambulance into this
street because of the ruins (0HM HE MOTYT BBI3BATh CKOPYIO TIOMOIIb B ATY YIIUILY M3-3a
pa3pyluieHuii; to get — pazoobwims, nonyyums). They have to carry it round the corner (ouu
JOJKHBIL: «MMEIOT» TIoHecTH nx (Hocuiku) 3a yron)." Frau Koch came out at the tail of the
procession ((ppay Kox Beiuia Hapyy B xBocte mporeccun): she had a shawl over her head (ona
nMera 1ranb Ha cBoeid rosioBe) and an old sackcloth coat (11 crapoe (13) MEIIKOBUHBI TAJIBTO).
Her thick shape looked like a snowman (ee ToiCTBIIT 00IMK BBITIISIEN KaK CHETOBUK; shape —
¢opma) as she sank in a drift at the pavement edge (kak = rmoka oHa Torpy»a’inack B Cyrpoo y
Kpasi TpOTyapa; to sink — noepyscamocs, mowyms, pavement — mpomyap). Someone gave her a

hand (xto-To nan eit pyky) and she looked round with a lost hopeless gaze (1 ona ornsiHynach
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BOKPYT TIOTEPSIHHBIM Oe3Ha1e:HBIM B3TJIs110M) at this crowd of strangers (Ha 3Ty Tomy
nesnaxomiien). If there were friends there she did not recognise them looking from face to face
(ecru ObUTH ApYy3bs TaM, OHA HE y3HAJa UX, CMOTPs OT Jula K ity ). Martins bent as she passed
(MapTuHC HaKIIOHHIICS TIOKa OHa Tpoxoauia Mumo), fumbling at his shoelace (kpyTs cBoii
OOTHHOYHBIN THYPOK), but looking up from the ground (1o B3rnsiHyB BBepx 0T 3eMin) he saw at
his own eyes' level (on yBuaen Ha ypoBHe cBoux coOCcTBeHHBIX T71a3) the scrutinising cold-
blooded gnome gaze of little Hansel (u3yuaromuii x1a1HOKPOBHBII THOMCKUI B3TJIST
MaJICHBKOT0 X2H3EJIs).

Walking back down the street towards Anna (ujs Ha3a BIOJIb: «BHU3) TI0 yiule K AHHe), he
looked back once (on mocmoTpen Hazan ogHax bl = orysiHysics ). The child was pulling at his
father's hand (peGenox TsiHyT 32 pyky cBoero oTia) and he could see the lips forming round
those syllables (1 on Mor BuieTs ry0bI ckIaabiBatonnecs: BOKpyr 3tux cioros) like the refrain
of a grim ballad, "Papa, Papa." (kax pedpen mpaunoii 6amnaner, [lamna, marma)

He said to Anna (on ckazan Anne): "Koch has been murdered (Kox 6w yout). Come away from
here (noiinem npous otciona)." He walked as rapidly as the snow would let him (on 3amaran Tax
OBICTPO KaK CHET MOT I03BOJINTHL eMy), turning this corner and that (moBopaumBasi 3a 3TOT yroma u
3a ToT). The child's suspicion and alertness seemed to spread like a cloud over the city
(mogo3penue 1 OAUTENHFHOCTh peOeHKa Ka3aluCh PacpOCTPAHUTHCS = KaXeTcs,
pacrmpocTpaHuIINCh Kak Ty4a Haj ropojoMm)—they could not walk fast enough to evade its
shadow (oHM He MOTTIM UTH OBICTPO TOCTATOUYHO UYTOOLI M30ekaTh ee TeHn). He paid no
attention (oH He oOpaTwi1 BHUMaHus1) when Anna said to him (korna Anna ckazana emy), "Then
what Koch said was true (Torma o (uro) Kox ckaszan Osu1o nmpaBauBo). There was a third man
(Tam ObLT TpeTHil yenoBek)," nor a little later when she said (1 HemHOrO MO3%e KoOrAAa OHA
ckazana), "It must have been murder (310 10/0KHO OBLTIO OBITH YOUNWCTBO = JIOJKHO OBITh, 3TO
Obu10 yOuiicTBo). You don't kill a man to hide anything less (Tb1 He yOuBaeb yenoBeka 4ToObI
CHpSITATh YTO-JIUOO0 MOMEHbIIE)."

The tram cars flashed like icicles at the end of the street (TpamBaiinbie Baronsl cBepKain Kak
cocynbku B KoHIle yiulibl): they were back at the Ring (onu Obutn Hazag = BepHYIHCH Ha
Kosnbio). Martins said (Maprtunc ckasan), "You had better go home alone (b1 ObI TydIne mormuia
nomoii oniHa). I'll keep away from you awhile till things have sorted out (st Oy1y gepsxatbest OT
Te0s oIaIbIIe: «IIPOYb OT TeOs» HEKOTOPOE BpeMsl TTOKa Belln (He) 00pa3yroTes; to sort out —
yaaoums(cs))."

"But nobody can suspect you (HO HUKTO (HE) MOXKET MOA03peBaTh Tebs)."

"They are asking about the foreigner (onu cripammBaroT 06 nHoctpanie) who called on Koch

yesterday (kotopsiii mpuxoaui k Koxy Buepa). There may be some unpleasantness for a while
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(MOXeT OBbITh Kakasi-HUOY/1b HEMPUSITHOCTh HA HEKOTOpPOE BpeMs)."

"Why don't you go to the police (mouemy TbI He TIOMIEIITE B TOTHUITNO)?"

"They are so stupid (onu takue riymneie). [ don't trust them (s He noBepsio um). See what they've
pinned on Harry (cmotpu uto onu nosecunu Ha ['appu). And then I tried to hit this man
Callaghan (1 moTom s TiBITaNICS yaapuTh 3TOTO Yenoseka Kammaxana). They’ll have it in for me
(oHU OYyAYT UMETh 3TO TAKXKe: «BHYTPH» i MeHsl = npunoMHusT MHe). The least they'll do
(camoe menbllee (4T0) OHM cenatot) is send me away from Vienna (3T0 BBILIUTIOT MEHS ITPOYb
u3 Bennr). But if [ stay quiet (Ho ecnu st octanych Tuxum)... there's only one person who can give
me away (ecTh TOJILKO OJIMH YeJIOBEK KOTOPHIH MoxkeT MeHsl caaTh). Cooler (Kyep)."

"And he won't want to (1 on He 3axo4eT)."

"Not if he's guilty (e (3axouer) ecnu on BuHOBAT). But then I can't believe he's guilty (1o onsaTs-

TaKU: «TOI/Ia» sl HE MOT'Y TIOBEPUTH (YTO) OH BUHOBEH)."

shoelace [ fu:leis], unpleasantness [An'plezntnis], alertness [o'lo:tnis]

A knot of police surrounded the covered stretcher which they lowered carefully down the steps
for fear of sliding on the trodden snow. The man said, "They can't get an ambulance into this
street because of the ruins. They have to carry it round the corner." Frau Koch came out at the
tail of the procession: she had a shawl over her head and an old sackcloth coat. Her thick shape
looked like a snowman as she sank in a drift at the pavement edge. Someone gave her a hand and
she looked round with a lost hopeless gaze at this crowd of strangers. If there were friends there
she did not recognise them looking from face to face. Martins bent as she passed, fumbling at his
shoelace, but looking up from the ground he saw at his own eyes' level the scrutinising cold-
blooded gnome gaze of little Hansel.

Walking back down the street towards Anna, he looked back once. The child was pulling at his
father's hand and he could see the lips forming round those syllables like the refrain of a grim
ballad, "Papa, Papa."

He said to Anna: "Koch has been murdered. Come away from here." He walked as rapidly as the
snow would let him, turning this corner and that. The child's suspicion and alertness seemed to
spread like a cloud over the city—they could not walk fast enough to evade its shadow. He paid
no attention when Anna said to him, "Then what Koch said was true. There was a third man,"
nor a little later when she said, "It must have been murder. You don't kill a man to hide anything
less."

The tram cars flashed like icicles at the end of the street: they were back at the Ring. Martins
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said, "You had better go home alone. I'll keep away from you awhile till things have sorted out."
"But nobody can suspect you."

"They are asking about the foreigner who called on Koch yesterday. There may be some
unpleasantness for a while."

"Why don't you go to the police?"

"They are so stupid. I don't trust them. See what they've pinned on Harry. And then I tried to hit
this man Callaghan. They’ll have it in for me. The least they'll do is send me away from Vienna.
But if [ stay quiet ... there's only one person who can give me away. Cooler."

"And he won't want to."

"Not if he's guilty. But then I can't believe he's guilty."

Before she left him (nmpesxne (1em) oHa octaBuia ero), she said (ona ckasaina), "Be careful (0yap
ocropoxeH). Koch knew so very little and they murdered him (Kox 3nan Tak ouens mano u oHU
younu ero). You know as much as Koch (1e1 3Haems tak (ske) MHOTO Kak Kox = cTonbko xe)."
The warning stayed in his brain all the way to Sacher's (ripemxympexaeHne ocTaBaioch B €ro
MO3Ty BeCh IyTh K 3axepy): after nine o'clock the streets are very empty (mmocie neBsiTi 4acoB
yuIel O9eHb mycThiHHED), and he would turn his head at every padding step coming up the street
behind him (1 oH moBopavMBa CBOIO TOJIOBY Ha KaXKIBIH MSATKHUMA IIAT MPUOIMKAFOIITUIACS
BJI0JIb: «BBEpX» (110) ynuIe 3a HuM), as though that third man whom they had protected so
ruthlessly was following him like an executioner (kak Oy1TO TOT TPETHIA Y€TOBEK KOTOPOTO OHU
3aIUIIAIN TaKk 0€3)KaJI0CTHO CJIeIOBAN (3a) HUM Kak mnaiad; to follow — (npe)ciedoeamy). The
Russian sentry outside the Grand Hotel looked rigid with the cold (pycckuii kapaynbHbIit
cHapyu ['pana-OTernst BBITIIAIEI )KECTKUM = 3aCTBIBILIUM OT X0J10/1a), but he was human, he had
a face (HO oH OBLT YEJIOBEKOM, OH MMEJ JIKII0), an honest peasant face with Mongol eyes
(4ecTHOE KPECThIHCKOE JIUIIO ¢ MOHTOJIbcKMMH T1azaMu). The third man had no face (tperuit
YyenoBeK (He) uMen HuKakoro nuia): only the top of a head seen from a window (Tonbko Bepx
rOJIOBBI = MaKyIlKa yBuaeHHas u3 okHa). At Sacher's Mr. Schmidt said (y 3axepa muctep
[Imunr ckaszan), "Colonel Calloway has been in (monkoBauk Kamnoyaii 001 37¢Ch), asking after
you, sir (cripammBait o Bac, c3p). I think you'll find him in the bar (st mymato BbI HalizeTe ero B
Oape)."

"Back in a moment (Ha3aj gepe3 MOMEHT = ceifuac BepHych)," Martins said and walked straight
out of the hotel again (MapTtuHc ckazan u BBIIIEI IPSIMO U3 OTelisi CHOBA): he wanted time to

think (on xoTen Bpemst uToOs! moayMats). But immediately he stepped outside (HO kak TOJIBKO
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OH CTYTHJI HapyXy) a man came forward (demoBexk Beimen Brepen), touched his cap and said
firmly (xocHysicst cBoeit manku u ckasan TBepo), "Please, sir (moxkanyiicta, cap)." He flung
open the door of a khaki painted truck with a union jack on the windscreen (on pacnaxny:
«KUHYJ OTKPBITON» TBEPh BBIKPAIIICHHOTO B XaKU IPY30BHKA C FOHHOH-KEKOM (OpUTaHCKHM
¢rarom) Ha 1060BOM crekiie) and firmly urged Martins within (1 TBep0 mony M MapTtuHca
BHYTpH). He surrendered without protest (on moaunHumcs 6e3 mporecrta); sooner or later he felt
sure inquiries would be made (panbiiie wim mo3xe, OH 4yBCTBOBAJ (ce0s1) yBEpEHHBIM = OH ObLI
yBepeH, crpaBku OyayT HaBeaeHbl): he had only pretended optimism to Anna Schmidt (on
TOJIKO pa3bIrpai onTuMusM nepex AuHon [munar).

The driver drove too fast for safety on the frozen road (BoauTens exan ciumkom OBICTPO IS
OezomacHocTH Ha 3aMepaiieil nopore), and Martins protested (1 Maptunc 3anpotecrosan). All
he got in reply was a sullen grunt (Bce (4T0) OH IOTYYHIT B OTBET OBLIO yrpromMoe BopyaHue) and
a muttered sentence containing the word "orders." (1 mpoGopmoTannas ppaza comeprxarias
cioBo «mpukasbh») "Gave you orders to kill me (anu Bam npukaszer youts mens)?" Martins said
and got no reply at all (MapTtunc cka3zan u (He) MOTy4n HUKaAKOro oTBeTa Boobie). He caught
sight of the Titans on the Hofburg (on 3ametwn: «moiiman Bua» Turanos Ha XohOypre
(mmriepaTopckuii aBoperl B Bene)) balancing great globes of snow above their heads
(bamaHCHpPYIOIIMX OTPOMHBIE IIAPBI CHETa Hajl cBOMMU TosioBamu), and then they plunged into
ill-lit streets (a 3aTemM OHU HBIPHYJIM B TUIOXO OCBelIeHHBIC yuIel) beyond where he lost all
sense of direction (3a KOTOPBIMU OH MOTEPSUT BCAKOE YYBCTBO HAMPABIICHHUS ).

"Is it far (ectb 510 nManexo)?" But the driver paid him no attention at all (Ho BoauTe s coBceM He
oOpatwit Ha Hero BHUMaHuUs). At least (1o kpaitaeii mepe), Martins thought (MapTtunc mogyman),
I am not under arrest (s1 He o1 apectom): they have not sent a guard (ouu He mocanu
oxpannuka); [ am being invited (MeHst mpUrIamaOT: «s SBISAIOCH MPUTTIAIIEHHBIMY ), wasn't that
the word they used (— He OBLIO JT1 3TO TO CTIOBO (KOTOPOE) OHU UCTIOIB30BAIH —)? to Visit the
station to make a statement (ITOCETUTH y4aCTOK UYTOOBI C/IeJIaTh 3asiBIICHNUE).

The car drew up (MmammHa ocTaHOBUIACK; f0 draw up — ocmanasnueamucs) and the driver led the
way up two flights of stairs (1 BoauTenb ykaszan myTh BBEpPX M0 IBYM IIPOJIETaM JIECTHUIIBL; 10
lead — secmu): he rang the bell of a great double door (oH MO3BOHWIT B KOJTOKOIBYHUK OOJIBIION
NBOIHOM jBepn), and Martins was aware beyond it of many voices (1 MapTuHC ycIibIan 3a Heil
MHOTO TOJIOCOB: «OBIT OCO3HAIONINM, 3amMedaromuii»). He turned sharply to the driver and said
(oH TOBEpHYJICS pe3KOo K BoauTento u ckazan), "Where the hell (rne, uept Bo3smu; hell — ao)...?"
but the driver was already halfway down the stairs (Ho BoauTens ObUT yike Ha TIOJIITYTH BHU3 T10
necrruiie), and already the door was opening (v 1Beph yxke OTKpbIBaiiach). His eyes were

dazzled from the darkness by the lights inside (ero riaza ObpuUTH OCTIETUICHBI U3 TEMHOTHI
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nammamu BHyTpH): he heard but he could hardly see the advance of Crabbin (on ycibimiian HO oH
MOT eJ1Ba BUieTh npudmmkenne Kpa6ouna). "Oh, Mr. Dexter (o, muctep Jlexcrep), we have
been so anxious (MbI ObLTH Tak 0OecrokoeHbl), but better late than never (Ho yure mo3aHO Yem
nukoraa). Let me introduce you to Miss Wilbraham and the Grifin von Meyersdorf (mo3BosbTe
MHE TIpeACTaBUTh Bac Mucc Yunbpaxam u rpadpune ¢pon Maitepcaopd).”

A buffet laden with coffee cups (Oyder ycTaBnenHnsIii kodeliHbIMEU Yamkamu): an urn steamed
(amexTpuUecKuil caMoBap BhIMycKal map): a woman's face shiny with exertion (skenckoe 110
cusiroIee oT HarpspkeHus ): two young men with the happy intelligent faces of sixth formers (18a
MOJIOJIBIX YEJIOBEKA CO CYACTIMBBIMU YMHBIMU JIUIIAMHU IIECTHKIACCHUKOB; SiXth — wecmoti;
form — knacc), and huddled in the background (u ckyuuBIIMEcs c3aau: «Ha 3aHEM TUIaHey ), like
faces in a family album (kak nuia B cemeiinom ans6ome), a multitude of the old-fashioned
(MHOXKECTBO cTapoMoIHBIX), the dingy (BriliBeTINX), the earnest and cheery features of constant
readers (Cepbe3HBIX M PAIOCTHBIX YEPT MOCTOSHHBIX unTateneil). Martins looked behind him
(Maptunc mocmoTpen 3a coboii = ornsHyJcs ), but the door had closed (Ho 1Beps (yxe)

3aKpbLIACH).

ruthless [ 'ru:0lis], peasant [ 'pezont], arrest [o'rest]

Before she left him, she said, "Be careful. Koch knew so very little and they murdered him. You
know as much as Koch."

The warning stayed in his brain all the way to Sacher's: after nine o'clock the streets are very
empty, and he would turn his head at every padding step coming up the street behind him, as
though that third man whom they had protected so ruthlessly was following him like an
executioner. The Russian sentry outside the Grand Hotel looked rigid with the cold, but he was
human, he had a face, an honest peasant face with Mongol eyes. The third man had no face: only
the top of a head seen from a window. At Sacher's Mr. Schmidt said, "Colonel Calloway has
been in, asking after you, sir. I think you'll find him in the bar."

"Back in a moment," Martins said and walked straight out of the hotel again: he wanted time to
think. But immediately he stepped outside a man came forward, touched his cap and said firmly,
"Please, sir." He flung open the door of a khaki painted truck with a union jack on the
windscreen and firmly urged Martins within. He surrendered without protest; sooner or later he
felt sure inquiries would be made: he had only pretended optimism to Anna Schmidt.

The driver drove too fast for safety on the frozen road, and Martins protested. All he got in reply
was a sullen grunt and a muttered sentence containing the word "orders." "Gave you orders to

kill me?" Martins said and got no reply at all. He caught sight of the Titans on the Hofburg
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balancing great globes of snow above their heads, and then they plunged into ill-lit streets
beyond where he lost all sense of direction.

"Is it far?" But the driver paid him no attention at all. At least, Martins thought, I am not under
arrest: they have not sent a guard; I am being invited, wasn't that the word they used? to visit the
station to make a statement.

The car drew up and the driver led the way up two nights of stairs: he rang the bell of a great
double door, and Martins was aware beyond it of many voices. He turned sharply to the driver
and said, "Where the hell ...?" but the driver was already halfway down the stairs, and already the
door was opening. His eyes were dazzled from the darkness by the lights inside: he heard but he
could hardly see the advance of Crabbin. "Oh, Mr. Dexter, we have been so anxious, but better
late than never. Let me introduce you to Miss Wilbraham and the Grifin von Meyersdorf."

A buffet laden with coffee cups: an urn steamed: a woman's face shiny with exertion: two young
men with the happy intelligent faces of sixth formers, and huddled in the background, like faces
in a family album, a multitude of the old-fashioned, the dingy, the earnest and cheery features of

constant readers. Martins looked behind him, but the door had closed.

He said desperately to Mr. Crabbin (on ckazan otuasaao muctepy Kpa06uny), "I'm sorry
(M3BHHHTE: «s coXkayiero»), but (Ho)..."

"Don't think any more about it (He qymaiiTe ckonbK0-HUOY b OombIne 00 3ToM)," Mr. Crabbin
said (muctep Kpa60un ckazan). "One cup of coffee (onna wamka kode) and then let's go on to
the discussion (1 3aTeM gaBaiiTe mepeiiem: «ImonaeM aaibiie» kK auckyccun). We have a very
good gathering tonight (y nac ouens xopouiee coopanue cerogns). They'll put you on your
mettle, Mr. Dexter (oHU Bac BOOJYIIEBST: «IIOCTABAT BAaC Ha BAlll TEMIIEPAMEHT), MUCTED
Jlexctep)." One of the young men placed a cup in his hand (ouH 13 MOJIOIBIX JTFO/IEH BIOKHUIT
YaIiKy B €ro pyKy; to place — nomewams), the other shovelled in sugar before he could say he
preferred his coffee unsweetened (apyroii HackIman BHYyTph caxap npexk/ie (4eM) OH MOT CKasaTh
(uT0) OH mpenanovnTan cBoi Kode HemoacnaneHapM). The youngest man breathed into his ear
(caMBIil MOJIOZION YEIOBEK MPOJIBIIIA B ero yxo), "Afterwards would you mind signing one of
your books, Mr. Dexter (rmoTom BeI ObI (HE) BO3pakaju MOANKACATh OAHY W3 BAIlIMX KHUT, MUCTEP
Hexctep)?" A large woman in black silk bore down upon him and said (6omb1as xenmmHa B
YEepHOM IIIeJIKe HaOpOoCHiIach Ha HETro | cKasana; to bear down — nabpocumucs), "1 don't mind if
the Grifin does hear me, Mr. Dexter (s1 He Bo3paskato eciiu rpaduHs BCe-Taku CIBIIIUT MEHS,

muctep Jlexcrep), but I don't like your books (Ho st He mro6mto Bamm kaurn), I don't approve of
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them (st He omoOpsiro ux). I think a novel should tell a good story (s mymaro poman 10KeH
pacckas3bIBaTh XOPOUIYIO UCTOPHIO)."

"So do I (s1 Toxe (Tak gymaro))," Martins said hopelessly (MapTunc ckazan 6e3HaIeKHO).
"Now Mrs. Bannock, wait for question time (Hy, Muccuc boHHOK, TOI0XKAUTE BpeMEeHH (I1J151)
BOIPOCOB)."

"I know I'm downright (st 3Hat0 (4T0) 51 OTKpOBeHHA), but I'm sure Mr. Dexter values honest
criticism (Ho s yBepeHa (4T0) MucTep JlekcTep HeHUT YeCTHYIO KPUTHKY)."

An old lady, who he supposed was the Gréfin (crapas 1ama KoTopas oH 1o03peBa ObIa
rpaduneii), said (ckazana), "I do not read many English books, Mr. Dexter (s1 He unTar0 MHOTO
AHTJIMCKUX KHUT, MucTep [lekcrep), but I am told that yours (Ho MHe roBopwIH uTO Bamm)..."
"Do you mind drinking up (BbI He Bo3pakaeTe (IPOTUB TOTO YTOOBI) BBIMUTH (10 AHA))?"
Crabbin said and hustled him through into an inner room (Kp>606un cka3zan u mpoTosKa ero
«4epes3» BO BHYTPEHHIO KoMHaTy) where a number of elderly people were sitting on a semi-
circle of chairs with an air of sad patience (T11e HEKOTOpOE YUCIIO TTPECTAPEIIBIX JTFOJIEH CUICITH
Ha MOJIyKPYTe CTYJIbEB C BUJIOM I'PYyCTHOTO TEPIICHHS).

Martins was not able to tell me very much about the meeting (Maptunc He ObL1 criocobeH
pacckasarb MHE 0YeHb MHOTO 0 BcTpede): his mind was still dazed with the death (ero pazym
ObLT Bee emne 3aTymaneH cMepThio): when he looked up he expected to see at any moment the
child Hénsel (korzma oH cMOTpen BBEpX = MOJHUMAJ TJIa3a OH OKHUIa] YBUACTH B JIIOOOW MOMEHT
pebenka Xou3ens) and hear that persistent informative refrain (11 ycibImars 3TOT HACTONYUBBIN
uHpopmatuBHbIi pedpen), "Papa, Papa (nana, nana)." Apparently Crabbin opened the
proceedings (oueBuaHO Kp3006uH oTkpeiBan 3acenanne), and knowing Crabbin I am sure (u 3HasI
Kp»s606una s yBepen) that it was a very lucid, very fair and unbiased picture of the contemporary
English novel (uto 5T0 Obla OueHsb sicHasi, OYECHb CIIpaBeATUBas U OecIprcTpacTHas KapTHHA
COBpeMeHHOTr0 anrymiickoro pomana). [ have heard him give that talk so often (s cibrian ero
JIaBaTh = Kak OH IMPOW3HOCUT ATy peub Tak vacto), varied only by the emphasis given to the
work of the particular English visitor (n3mensemMmyro TOIbK0 0COOBIM YITIOPOM JTaHHBIM paboTe
KOHKpeTHOro anrnuiickoro nocerutesns). He would have touched lightly on various problems of
technique (oH kacacs JIeTKO pa3HOO0pa3HbIX Mpobiem TexHukn)—the point of view (Touka
3penusi), the passage of time (Teuenne Bpemenn), and then he would have declared the meeting
open for questions and discussions (1 3aTeM 0H 00BABIISAT COOpaHNE OTKPBITHIM JJISI BOIIPOCOB U

00CYXICHMI).

prefer [pr1°fa:], approve [o pru:v], unbiased [ An'baiast]
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He said desperately to Mr. Crabbin, "I'm sorry, but..."

"Don't think any more about it," Mr. Crabbin said. "One cup of coffee and then let's go on to the
discussion. We have a very good gathering tonight. They'll put you on your mettle, Mr. Dexter."
One of the young men placed a cup in his hand, the other shovelled in sugar before he could say
he preferred his coffee unsweetened. The youngest man breathed into his ear, "Afterwards would
you mind signing one of your books, Mr. Dexter?" A large woman in black silk bore down upon
him and said, "I don't mind if the Gréfin does hear me, Mr. Dexter, but I don't like your books, I
don't approve of them. I think a novel should tell a good story."

"So do I," Martins said hopelessly.

"Now Mrs. Bannock, wait for question time."

"I know I'm downright, but I'm sure Mr. Dexter values honest criticism."

An old lady, who he supposed was the Gréfin, said, "I do not read many English books, Mr.
Dexter, but I am told that yours ..."

"Do you mind drinking up?" Crabbin said and hustled him through into an inner room where a
number of elderly people were sitting on a semi-circle of chairs with an air of sad patience.
Martins was not able to tell me very much about the meeting: his mind was still dazed with the
death: when he looked up he expected to see at any moment the child Hansel and hear that
persistent informative refrain, "Papa, Papa." Apparently Crabbin opened the proceedings, and
knowing Crabbin I am sure that it was a very lucid, very fair and unbiased picture of the
contemporary English novel. I have heard him give that talk so often, varied only by the
emphasis given to the work of the particular English visitor. He would have touched lightly on
various problems of technique—the point of view, the passage of time, and then he would have

declared the meeting open for questions and discussions.

Martins missed the first question altogether (MapTuHC IpOITyCTHII IEPBBIN BOITPOC
cosepiieHHo), but luckily Crabbin filled the gap (1o k cuacTbio: «cuactnuBo» Kpr006un
3aroHI JtakyHy) and answered it satisfactorily (i oTBeTHII Ha HETO YAOBIETBOPUTEIBHO). A
woman wearing a brown hat and a piece of fur round her throat (>xenmnHa HocuBIIas
KOPUYHEBYIO MUY U KYyCOK MeXa BOKPYT cBoero ropia) said with passionate interest (ckazana
co cTtpactHbIM nHTEepecoM): "May I ask Mr. Dexter if he is engaged on a new work (mory s
cnpocuth Muctepa Jlekcrepa, 3aHAT 1 OH HOBOK paboToi)?"

"Ohyes ... Yes (o0, ga...1a)."

"May I ask the title (Mmory s cipocuTs 3arnaBue)?"
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"The Third Man («Tperuii uenosex»)," Martins said and gained a spurious confidence as the
result of taking that hurdle (MapTuHc ckazan u 006pesn WUTI030pHYI0 YBEPEHHOCTH (B cede) Kak
pE3yJIbTAT B3ATHUS 3TOTO Oapbepa).

"Mr. Dexter, could you tell us what author has chiefly influenced you (muctep [lexcrep, moriu
OBI BBI CKa3aTh HAM KaKO#l aBTOp TJIAaBHBIM 00pa30M MOBJIMsUT Ha Bac)?"

Martins without thinking said (MapTtunc 6e3 pa3aymuii ckazan), "Grey (I'peit)." He meant of
course the author of Riders of the Purple Sage (on noapaszymeBai, KOHEUHO, aBTopa «Bcagnnkos
mypIypHoii nmonsiHm» ), and he was pleased to find his reply gave general satisfaction (1 on 06511
o0pajioBaH 00HAPYKUTH (UTO) €ro OTBET JIaJl = BBI3BAJI BceoOIee yaoBieTBopenue)—to all save
an elderly Austrian who asked (ko Bcem =y Bcex KpoMe MpecTapesioro aBCTpuska, KOTOPBIH
cipocuin), "Grey. What Grey (I'peii, kakoii ['peit)? I do not know the name (51 He 3Ha10 3TOTO
uMeHn)."

Martins felt he was safe now and said (MapTuHC T0O9yBCTBOBAII (4TO) OH OBLT B O€30MMACHOCTH
TeTephb U CKa3al, safe — coxpanuulil, Haxodawutics 6 bezonachocmu), "Zane Grey—I don't know
any other (3eiin ['peii — s He 3Ha10 Kakoro-n1bo apyroro),”" and was mystified at the low
subservient laughter from the English colony (11 Ob11 03a1a4eH THXUM YTO/UITMBBIM CMEXOM U3
AHTJIMICKOM KOJIOHUN).

Crabbin interposed quickly for the sake of the Austrians (Kp»606un Bmermiancs ObICTpo pajin:
«mus Omara» aBctpusikoB): "That is a little joke of Mr. Dexter's (3T0 ecTh MasieHbKas IITyTKa
muctepa Jlekctepa). He meant the poet Gray (on noapaszymesan noata ['pesi)—a gentle, mild
subtle genius (He:)KHOTO, MATKOTO, TOHKOTO TeHusi—one can see the affinity (MoxxHO yBUIETH
POACTBEHHOCTH)."

"And he is called Zane Grey (1 ero 30ByT: «OH ecTb Ha3bIBaecMm» 3eiiH [ 'peir)?"

"That was Mr. Dexter's joke (910 Oblia muctepa Jlekcrepa mryTtka). Zane Grey wrote what we
call Westerns (3eiin ['peii nucain (To) 94To MBI Ha3bIBaeM BecTepHaMu )—cheap popular novelettes
about bandits and cowboys (1erieBbie omyIsIpHbIe POMAaHYUKN O OaHIUTaX U KOBOOSX)."

"He is not a greater writer (oH He BenuKHii nucaresns)?"

"No, no (uet, vet). Far from it (1anexo ot 3toro)," Mr. Crabbin said (muctep Kpa06un ckazan).
"In the strict sense I would not call him a writer at all (B ctporom cMbIciie st Obl HE Ha3BaI €ro
nucatesieM BooOte)." Martins told me that he felt the first stirrings of revolt at that statement
(MapTuHC cKa3all MHE YTO OH ITOYyBCTBOBAJ MEPBHIC KOJIBIXaHUS MPOTECTA MIPH ITOM
zassrnennn). He had never regarded himself before as a writer (on Hukora He paccMaTpUBa
cebs mpexie kKak nrcarens), but Crabbin's self-confidence irritated him (Ho camoyBepeHHOCTD
Kpn66una pasznpaxkana ero)—even the way the light flashed back from Crabbin's spectacles

seemed an added cause of vexation (j1axxe crioco0 (kakuM) CBET OTpa)Kajcs: «CBEPKal Ha3am OT
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oukoB Kpr00OwnHa ka3aucst JOMOJHUTEIIbHON mpuarHOH gocaibl). Crabbin said (Kpr00uH
ckazan), "He was just a popular entertainer (oH ObUT TPOCTO TOMYJIIPHBIM pa3BieKareaem)."
"Why the hell not (mouemy 01, 4epT Bo3bMu, (1) HET; hell — ad)?" Martins said fiercely
(MaptuHc cka3ai sipOCTHO).

"Oh well, I merely meant... (o, 1aHO, s TPOCTO UMEI B BUY...)"

"What was Shakespeare (uto Obut [llexcriup)?"

Somebody with great daring said (kto-To ¢ GosbiI0ii oTBaroii ckasan), "A poet (1mosr)."

"Have you ever read Zane Grey (BbI kora-nmn6o untanu 3eiina ['pes)?”

"No, I can't say (uer, s He MOTY cKa3aTh)..."

"Then you don't know what you are talking about (toria Bel He 3HaeTe 0 4em BbI roBOpuUTE)."
One of the young men tried to come to Crabbin's rescue (011H 13 MOJIO/IBIX JIFO/I€H TOTBITAICS
npuiit K cacenuto Kpaoouna = xk Kpa00uny na nomomnis). "And James Joyce, where would
you put James Joyce, Mr. Dexter (a [[xeiimc J[>xoiic, kyaa Obl BeI moctaBuin JIxeiimca J[xoiica,
muctep Jlexcrep)?"

"What do you mean put (uto Bl umeeTe B BUIYy «roctaBui 0b1»)? I don't want to put anybody
anywhere (s He X0y CTaBUTh KOTO-TM00 Kyaa-mn6o)," Martins said (MapTusc ckaszain). It had
been a very full day (3To OB 0OUeHB HamoIHEHHBI JIeHb): he had drunk too much with Cooler
(on BeITIMA cymmkoM MHOTO ¢ Kynepom): he had fallen in love (on BitoOuics; fo fall — naoams):
a man had been murdered (uenoBek Obu1 yOuT)—and now he had the quite unjust feeling (a
TETNeph OH UMEJI COBEPIIICHHO HecTpaBeiInBoe 4yBcTBO) that he was being got at (uto Hajg HUM
CMESUTHCH; t0 get at — cmesambes Hao: «dobopamuvcs 0o»). Zane Grey was one of his heroes (3eiin
['peit ObuT OyivH U3 ero repoeB): he was damned if he was going to stand any nonsense (oH ObLT
(OBI) MPOKJIAT €CJIM OH COOMPAJICS BBICTYIINBATH: «BBIICPKUBATEY KAKYIO-IMOO UyIIIh).

"I mean would you put him among the really great (st umero B BHTy, BbI ObI TOMECTHIIH €TI0
cpeau IeUCTBUTENIbHO BETUKHX)?"

"If you want to know, I've never heard of him (eciu BbI X0THTE 3HATH, 5T HUKOT/Ia HE CIIBIIIAI O

HeMm). What did he write (uro on nucan)?"

confidence [ konfidons], entertainer [enta teina], rescue [ reskju:]

Martins missed the first question altogether, but luckily Crabbin filled the gap and answered it
satisfactorily. A woman wearing a brown hat and a piece of fur round her throat said with
passionate interest: "May I ask Mr. Dexter if he is engaged on a new work?"

"Ohyes ... Yes."

"May I ask the title?"
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"The Third Man," Martins said and gained a spurious confidence as the result of taking that
hurdle.

"Mr. Dexter, could you tell us what author has chiefly influenced you?"

Martins without thinking said, "Grey." He meant of course the author of Riders of the Purple
Sage, and he was pleased to find his reply gave general satisfaction—to all save an elderly
Austrian who asked, "Grey. What Grey? I do not know the name."

Martins felt he was safe now and said, "Zane Grey—I don't know any other," and was mystified
at the low subservient laughter from the English colony.

Crabbin interposed quickly for the sake of the Austrians: "That is a little joke of Mr. Dexter's. He
meant the poet Gray—a gentle, mild subtle genius—one can see the affinity."

"And he is called Zane Grey?"

"That was Mr. Dexter's joke. Zane Grey wrote what we call Westerns—cheap popular novelettes
about bandits and cowboys."

"He is not a greater writer?"

"No, no. Far from it," Mr. Crabbin said. "In the strict sense I would not call him a writer at all."
Martins told me that he felt the first stirrings of revolt at that statement. He had never regarded
himself before as a writer, but Crabbin's self-confidence irritated him—even the way the light
flashed back from Crabbin's spectacles seemed an added cause of vexation. Crabbin said, "He
was just a popular entertainer."

"Why the hell not?" Martins said fiercely.

"Oh well, I merely meant..."

"What was Shakespeare?"

Somebody with great daring said, "A poet."

"Have you ever read Zane Grey?"

"No, I can't say ..."

"Then you don't know what you are talking about."

One of the young men tried to come to Crabbin's rescue. "And James Joyce, where would you
put James Joyce, Mr. Dexter?"

"What do you mean put? I don't want to put anybody anywhere," Martins said. It had been a very
full day: he had drunk too much with Cooler: he had fallen in love: a man had been murdered—
and now he had the quite unjust feeling that he was being got at. Zane Grey was one of his
heroes: he was damned if he was going to stand any nonsense.

"I mean would you put him among the really great?"

"If you want to know, I've never heard of him. What did he write?"
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He didn't realise it (on He co3HaBan 3Toro), but he was making an enormous impression (HO OH
npoun3Bo M orpomHoe Brieuatinenue). Only a great writer could have taken so arrogant, so
original a line (TOJIEKO BEJTMKHUH MHCATETh MOT B3ATh TaKOW BHICOKOMEPHBIH, TAKOH
OpUTHHATLHBIN TOH: «IHMHHUION): several people wrote Zane Grey's name on the backs of
envelopes (HECKOJIbKO JTr0/IeH Hanucanu uMs 3eiiHa ['pest Ha 06opoTax koHBepToB) and the
Gréfin whispered hoarsely to Crabbin (a rpadus npomenTana xpurio Kpa66uny), "How do you
spell Zane (kak BbI MUIIETE = MUATIETCS «3CHH»)?"

"To tell you the truth (ckazate Bam npasy), I'm not quite sure (s He BosHE yBepeH)." A number
of names were simultaneously flung at Martins (HexoTOpoe 4nciIo uMeH ObUTH OJTHOBPEMEHHO
Opotiensl B Maptunca; to fling — wewvipsams —little sharp pointed names like Stein (manenbkue
ocTphle OTTOUeHHBIe MMeHa Kak Craitn), round pebbles like Woolf (kpyriibie kamemkn kak
Bynd). A young Austrian with an ardent intellectual black forelock called out "Daphne du
Maurier," (M0OJI0/10M aBCTPHUSIK C POMAaHTHYHON MHTEIUICKTYaTbHOM YEPHOU NIPSIBI0 TIPOKPUYAI
«/lacdhua nro Mopse») and Mr. Crabbin winced and looked sideways at Martins (1 Mmuctep
Kpa66uH B3aporHy 1 1 mocMoTpern nckoca Ha Maprtunca). He said in an undertone (o ckazain
Briosrosoca), "Be kind to them (6yapTe MunocTuBs kK HUM)."

A gentle kind faced woman in a hand-knitted jumper said wistfully (Tuxas ¢ 1oOpbsIM UIIOM
JKCHII[MHA B PYKOM-CBsA3aHHOM JDKEMIIepe ckaszalia 3ajymunBo), "Don't you agree, Mr. Dexter (e
cornamaerech (711) Bbl, MucTep Jlekcrep), that no one, no one has written about feelings so
poetically as Virginia Woolf (4To HUKTO, HUKTO (HE) HAIMCaI O 9YyBCTBAX TaK MO3THYHO KaK
Bupmxunus Bynd)? in prose | mean (B ipo3se s umero B BUy)."

Crabbin whispered (Kp>06un nporentan), "You might say something about the stream of
consciousness (Bbl MOTJIH ObI CKa3aTh YTO-HUOY/Ib O MMOTOKE CO3HAHUS)."

"Stream of what (moTok uero)?"

A note of despair came into Crabbin's voice (HoTa oTuasiHus osiBUIach B rosoce Kpa0ouna),
"Please, Mr. Dexter, these people are your genuine admirers (nioxanyiicta, muctep [lexcrep, aTu
JI0/IM Baly Hacrtosiue nokinonuukn). They want to hear your views (OHU XOTAT yCIBIIIATh
Baru B3rJsi61). If you knew how they have besieged the Society (eciu (ObI) BbI 3HAJIM KaK OHU
ocaxxnanu O6mecTBo)."

An elderly Austrian said (mpectapensiii aBcTpusik ckasan), "Is there any writer in England today
of the stature of the late John Galsworthy (ecTs (7111) kakoii-HUOY b TTICATENH B AHTIIUH CETOTHS
Mmactraba nmokoiHoro /[xona I'oscyopcu)?”

There was an outburst of angry twittering (Ob11 B3pbIB Heroyromero romona) in which the
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names of Du Maurier, Priestley and somebody called Layman were flung to and fro (B koropom
uMeHa 110 Mopse, [Ipuctiau u koro-To o umenu JI3iiman ObUTH KUJaeMBbI Ty1a-croa). Martins
sat gloomily back (Maptusnc cen = oTkunysncs xmypo Ha3az) and saw again the snow, the
stretcher, the desperate face of Frau Koch (1 yBuzen cHoBa cHer, HOCHIIKH, OTUAsSHHOE JIUII0
dpay Kox). He thought (ou momymann): if I had never returned (eciiu Ob1 s Tak 1 He BepHyJICs), if
I had never asked questions (ecyu ObI s Tak 1 He 3a71aBan Bonpockl), would that little man still be
alive (Ob11 T OBI TOT ManeHbKUi YenoBek Bee eie xuB)? How had he benefited Harry (xax on
nomor ["appn) by supplying another victim (1006aBuB erte oHy KepTBY; fo supply —
nocmasnsms)—a victim to assuage the fear of whom (>kepTBy 9TOOBI YCIOKOUTE CTpax KOTo),
Herr Kurtz (reppa Kyptma), Cooler (Kynepa) (he could not believe that (on He Mor moBepuTh B
770), Dr. Winkler (noxropa Bunkiepa)? Not one of them seemed adequate to the drab gruesome
crime in the basement (Hu o/1MH U3 HUX (HE) Ka3aJICs MOAXOISAIINM JIJISl YHBIIOTO K€CTOKOTO
npectyruieHus B moasaie): he could hear the child saying (on mor crermars pedenka
roBopsiero = kak pedeHok roroput): "I saw the blood on the coke (s Bumen kposs Ha kKokce),"
and somebody turned towards him a blank face without features (1 kT0-T0 TOBEPHYI K HEMY
mycroe Iuio 0e3 4ept), a grey plasticine egg (cepoe ruiacTUIMHOBOE sii110), the third man
(TpeTHii yenoBex).

Martins could not have said how he got through the rest of the discussion (Maptunc He Mor Ob1
CKa3aTh KaK OH MpoOpajcs yepes3 octaTok auckyccun): perhaps Crabbin took the brunt
(Bo3moxkHO KpaO0OuH mpuHsI 0OCHOBHOM yaap; fo take — opamw): perhaps he was helped by some
of the audience (B03MOXHO eMy TIOMOTJIN: «OH OB MOAAEPKAH» HEKOTOPBIE U3 ayAUTOPHH)
who got into an animated discussion about the film version of a popular American novel
(KOTOpbIE BCTYIWIH B 0KMBJIEHHYIO JUCKYCCHIO 00 SKpaHU3aluu: «(PHUIbMOBOM BEpCUN»
MOMYJISIPHOTO amepukaHckoro pomana). He remembered very little more (on momuum oueHs
maiio 6osbie = emie) before Crabbin was making a final speech in his honour (nipex e (qem)
Kpn06mH roBopuit puHaIBHYIO pedb B ero 4ecth). Then one of the young men led him to a table
stacked with books (Tora oM 13 MOIOABIX JIFOACH TTOJIBET €T0 K CTOJTY 3aBAJICHHOMY
kuuramu) and asked him to sign them (1 monpocu ero noanucath ux). "We have only allowed
each member one book (MBI TOIBKO TTO3BOIMIIN KKAOMY WIEHY OJHY KHUTY)."

"What have I got to do (uto s jgomken genats)?"

"Just a signature (pocto noanuck). That's all they expect (310 ecTh Bce (4ero) OHU OKUJIAIOT).
This is my copy of The Curved Prow (310 moii sx3emiisip M3oraytoro Hoca (kopabis)). I
would be so grateful (st 6611 Ob1 Tak 6maronapen) if you'd just write a little something (eciiu 6561

BBI IIPOCTO HAMKUCAIX HEMHOTO 4Yero-Huoyap)..."
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enormous [1' no:mas], jumper [ 'd3Amps], honour [ ong]

He didn't realise it, but he was making an enormous impression. Only a great writer could have
taken so arrogant, so original a line: several people wrote Zane Grey's name on the backs of
envelopes and the Griafin whispered hoarsely to Crabbin, "How do you spell Zane?"

"To tell you the truth, I'm not quite sure." A number of names were simultaneously flung at
Martins—Ilittle sharp pointed names like Stein, round pebbles like Woolf. A young Austrian with
an ardent intellectual black forelock called out "Daphne du Maurier," and Mr. Crabbin winced
and looked sideways at Martins. He said in an undertone, "Be kind to them."

A gentle kind faced woman in a hand-knitted jumper said wistfully, "Don't you agree, Mr.
Dexter, that no one, no one has written about feelings so poetically as Virginia Woolf? in prose I
mean."

Crabbin whispered, "You might say something about the stream of consciousness."

"Stream of what?"

A note of despair came into Crabbin's voice, "Please, Mr. Dexter, these people are your genuine
admirers. They want to hear your views. If you knew how they have besieged the Society."

An elderly Austrian said, "Is there any writer in England today of the stature of the late John
Galsworthy?"

There was an outburst of angry twittering in which the names of Du Maurier, Priestley and
somebody called Layman were flung to and fro. Martins sat gloomily back and saw again the
snow, the stretcher, the desperate face of Frau Koch. He thought: if I had never returned, if I had
never asked questions, would that little man still be alive? How had he benefited Harry by
supplying another victim—a victim to assuage the fear of whom, Herr Kurtz, Cooler (he could
not believe that), Dr. Winkler? Not one of them seemed adequate to the drab gruesome crime in
the basement: he could hear the child saying: "I saw the blood on the coke," and somebody
turned towards him a blank face without features, a grey plasticine egg, the third man.

Martins could not have said how he got through the rest of the discussion: perhaps Crabbin took
the brunt: perhaps he was helped by some of the audience who got into an animated discussion
about the film version of a popular American novel. He remembered very little more before
Crabbin was making a final speech in his honour. Then one of the young men led him to a table
stacked with books and asked him to sign them. "We have only allowed each member one book."
"What have I got to do?"

"Just a signature. That's all they expect. This is my copy of The Curved Prow. I would be so

grateful if you'd just write a little something ..."
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Martins took his pen and wrote (Maptunc B3su1 cBoto pyuky u Harmcan): "From B. Dexter (ot b.
Jlexctepa), author of The Lone Rider of Santa Fé (aBropa «Onunokoro Bcagnuka n3 Canra-
®ey)," and the young man read the sentence (1 M0J10/1011 YeTOBEK MpoUHUTAI TTpeIokeHne) and
blotted it with a puzzled expression (1 TPOMOKHYII €r0 C 033aJaY€HHBIM BhIPRKEHUEM). AS
Martins sat down and started signing Benjamin Dexter's title pages (kxorya MapTusc cen BHU3 U
HaYaJl TIOJIITUCHIBATE TUTYJILHBIC JTHCTHI benmkamuna Jlekcrepa), he could see in a mirror the
young man showing the inscription to Crabbin (oH MOT BUIETh B 3€pKajie MOJIOJOTO YeJI0BEKa
nokasbIiBaroiiero Hajanuck Kpa06muny). Crabbin smiled weakly and stroked his chin (Kp>60un
yIBIOHYICS ¢1a00 1 TOrIaani cBoil mo1oopook), up and down, up and down (BBepx 1 BHU3).
"B. Dexter, B. Dexter, B. Dexter." Martins wrote rapidly (Maptunc nucan OsicTpo)—it was not
after all a lie (370 He Opla B KOHIIE KOHIIOB J10Kb). One by one the books were collected by their
owners (0/1Ha 3a OJHOU KHUTH ObLTK coOpanbl X Biaaenbiiamu): little half sentences of delight
and compliment were dropped like curtseys (ManeHbKHE TOTYTPEATIOKEHUS PAJIOCTH U
Tr00e3H0CTH OBLITH 0OPOHEHBI KaK MOKIOHBI )—Wwas this what it was to be a writer (Heyxenu
MMEHHO 3TO U 3HauMJI0 ObITH TTcaTesiem)? Martins began to feel distinct irritation towards
Benjamin Dexter (MapTruHC Hauan HCTIBITHIBATH SIBHOE pa3/ipakeHHe (M0 OTHOMIEHUIO) K
benmxamuny Jlekcrepy). The complacent tiring pompous ass (caMo/10BOJIbHBIN yTOMUTEIbHBIII
HanbIeHHBIN ocen), he thought (on momymann), signing the twenty-seventh copy of The Curved
Prow (monmuceiBas 1BaaaTh cenapMoit axk3emiuisip «M3orayroro Hoca (kopabisi)»). Every time
he looked up and took another book (ka<apiii pa3 (korja) oH CMOTpes BBEpX B Opas ele OJIHY:
«apyryto» kaury) he saw Crabbin's worried speculative gaze (on Buaen Kps60una
oOecriokoeHHbIH 3ayMmunBbiil B3r7s1). The members of the Institute were beginning to go home
with their spoils (unens MHCTHTYTa OBUTM HAUWHAIOIINE HIITH TIOMOM CO CBOMMH Tpodesimu): the
room was emptying (komHata Obi1a ycreronias). Suddenly in the mirror Martins saw a military
policeman (BHe3anHo B 3epkane MapTuHC yBUAET BOGHHOTO nouieiickoro). He seemed to be
having an argument with one of Crabbin's young henchmen (on kazancs uMeTh criop ¢ OAHUM U3
IOHBIX TiprcrientHuKoB Kpa00uHa). Martins thought he caught the sound of his own name
(MapTtunc nmogymai (4To) OH ImoiMal 3ByK ero cooctBeHHoro nuMmeHH). It was then he lost his
nerve (9To ObLIO TOTa (YTO) OH MOTEPsI camooOIaianue: «cBoi HepBy») and with it any relic of
commonsense (1 ¢ HUM Kakoii-mbo octaTok 3apaBoro cMeicia). There was only one book left to
sign (OBUTA TOJILKO OJTHA KHUTA OCTaBIIasics 9To0bI oanucaTh): he dashed off a last "B. Dexter"

(on Hanapanan nocnegnero «b.Jlekcrepay; to dash off — nabpocams, 6vicmpo nanucams) and
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made for the door (1 HanpaBuics k jaBepu). The young man, Crabbin and the policeman stood
together at the entrance (mosio0i1 yenoBek, KppOOUH 1 MONMHUICHCKUN CTOSITM BMECTE y BXO/1A).
"And this gentleman (a sTot mxentiapmen)?" the policeman asked (monuneiickuit cipocwn).
"It's Mr. Benjamin Dexter (310 ectb Muctep benmkamun /lexcrep)," the young man said
(MOJI0/101 YeNIoBEK cKa3all).

"Lavatory (tyaner). Is there a lavatory (ects Tam Tyaner)?" Martins said (Maptunc ckazan).

"I understood a Mr. Rollo Martins came here in one of your cars (s moHsu1 (4T0) HEKHil MUCTED
Posno MapTunc npuexain ciojja B OIHOW U3 BalllUX MAIINH; fo understand — nonumamy)."

"A mistake (ommOka). An obvious mistake (siBHast ommoOka)."

"Second door on the left (BTopas nBepr Hanero)," the young man said (ckazan Moso/10i
YEIIOBEK).

Martins grabbed his coat from the cloakroom as he went (MapTunc cxBaTui B 0Xarky cBoe
najbTo U3 rapaepoba moka ox 1ren) and made down the stairs (1 HarpaBuIICS BHH3 110
nectaure). On the first floor landing (Ha BTOporo: «mmepBoro» sTaka JeCTHUIHON KiIeTKe) he
heard someone mounting the stairs (oH ycrnbiian Koro-To B3ouparonmcs mo jgectauie) and
looking over saw Paine (u riissnyB yBuzen [leitna)—whom I had sent to identify him (kotoporo
s TIocIias 9ToOkI 0TI03HATE ero). He opened a door at random (oH oTkpsT 1Beps Hayra) and shut
it behind him (u 3axnomHyn ee 3a coboii; fo shut — 3axnonvieams). He could hear Paine going by
(on Mor ciermate [leitna waymnero mumo). The room where he stood (komHuaTa r1e 0H CTOSLT)
was in darkness (Obi1a BO ThMe): a curious moaning sound made him turn and face whatever
room it was (CTpaHHBII CTOHYIIUI 3BYK 3aCTaBUJI €T0 MOBEPHYTHCS M CMEJIO Y3HAThH KaKas
YTOJIHO KOMHATa 3TO ObIIA; 10 face — cmankusamuscs ¢ yem-mo, CMompenms 8 auyo Ot face —
JUYO).

He could see nothing and the sound had stopped (oH (He) MOT BUAETH HUYETO U 3BYK
npekparuics). He made a tiny movement and once more it started (oH cienan menpyaiiniee
JIBMYKCHHE U CHOBA OH Hauascs ), like an impeded breath (kak 3arpynnenHoe apixanue). He
remained still and the sound died away (on ocTaBasncs criokoeH u 3Byk 3amep). Outside
somebody called "Mr. Dexter, Mr. Dexter." (cHapy»xu kT0-T0 1mo3Ban «Mmuctep [lexcrep, muctep
Jlexctep») Then a new sound started (Torzma HOBBIN 3ByK Havancs). It was like somebody
whispering (310 OBLT Kak KTO-HUOY b TIeruyInii)—a long continuous monologue in the
darkness (mosruii TpOI0IDKUTETBLHBIN MOHOJIOT B TeMHOTE). Martins said (Maptunc ckazan), "Is
anybody there (ectb kTo-HHOYAL TaM)?" and the sound stopped again (1 3Byk mpekpaTuiics
cHoBa). He could stand no more of it (o He Mor Goublie BeiAepKaTh 3T0r0). He took out his
lighter (ou mocTait cBoro 3axuranky). Footsteps went by and down the stairs (maru mponuim

MuUMO U BHU3 110 JecTHuIe). He scraped and scraped at the little wheel and no light came (on
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KPYTUJI M KPYTHIL: «CKpeO U cKkpeb» MaJeHbKOE KOJIECUKO U HUKAKOW CBET (HE) MOSIBUIICA).
Somebody shifted in the dark (kTo-To nBuHYyNCS B TemHOTEe) and something rattled in mid-air like
a chain (1 4T0-TO MpOTpPEMENIO B BO3AYIIHOM IIPOCTpaHCTBE Kak 1ienk). He asked once more with
the anger of fear (on cripocuut errie pas ¢ sipocThio cTpaxa), "Is anybody there (ecTh kTO-HUOY B
tam)?" and only the click click of metal answered him (11 TOTEKO «KITHK-KINK» MeTaa
OTBETHUJIO EMY).

Martins felt desperately for a light switch (MapTtunc nomtynan oT4assHHO B TOMCKaX
BBIKIIFOUATETIS; t0 feel — uyecmeosamo, wynamo, light — ceem) first to his right hand and then to
his left (criepBa o ero npasyro pyky u notom 1o ero jeByio). He did not dare go farther (on He
ocmenuiics norTu aaneiie) because he could no longer locate his fellow occupant (motomy uto
OH HE MOT OOJIBIIIE: «IOJIBIIE» OMPEILIIATh MECTOHAX0XKICHHE CBOCTO COCE/Ia: «TOBAPHIIA
oburatens»): the whisper, the moaning, the click had all stopped (1rerior, cton, no3BskuBaHme
Bce npekpatwinck). Then he was afraid that he had lost the door (Toria on ObuT UCTTyTaH 9TO OH
notepsit 1Beph) and felt wildly for the knob (1 montyman auko B mowckax aBepHoi pyukn). He
was far less afraid of the police than he was of the darkness (on Ob11 1anexo MeHbIIIe HCTTyran
MOJTUIIUY YeM OH ObLI (ucityran) TeMHOTHI), and he had no idea of the noise he was making (1 on
(HE) UMEJT IPEICTABIICHUS O IITyMe (KOTOPBIN) OH MPOU3BOINN).

Paine heard it from the bottom of the stairs and came back (Ileiin ycibiman ero ¢ HIKHEH YacTu
necTHUIlbl 1 ormen Hazan). He switched on the landing light (on BriIFOUMIT HA TEeCTHUYHON
KIIETKE CBET; fo switch on — exntouams), and the glow under the door gave Martins his direction
(1 oTbneck moj ABephio nan Maptuncy ero Hanpasienue). He opened the door (oH oTKpBLT
nBepb) and was smiling weakly (u Obu1 yasroarommmvces ciiabo) as Paine turned back to take a
second look at the room (roxa Ileiin moBepHyscst Ha3al YTOOBI BTOPOI pa3 mOCMOTPETh Ha
xomHaTy). The eyes of a parrot chained to a perch stared beadily back at him (rnaza nomyras
NPUKOBAHHOM K JKE€pJOUYKE YCTaBHIUCH Kak OyCHHBI Ha3aJ = B OTBET Ha Hero; bead — 6ycuna).
Paine said respectfully (Ileitn ckazan yBaxurensno), "We were looking for you, sir (MbI nckanu
Bac, cap). Colonel Calloway wants a word with you (nmonkosauk Kamnoysit xodeT ciioBo =
MOrOBOPUTH C BaMM)."

"I lost my way (51 320y TUIICS: «TIOTEPSUT MO Ty Th»; fo lose — mepsamy)," Martins said
(MapTtuHC cka3zan).

"Yes, sir (z1a, cap). We thought that was what had happened (Mb1 morymanu (4To) 3T0 OBUTO YTO

CIIyYHJIOCh = UIMEHHO 3TO CIyYUIIOCh; fo think — dymams)."

speculative [ spekjulotiv], impeded [im pi:did], wildly [‘waildl1]
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Martins took his pen and wrote: "From B. Dexter, author of The Lone Rider of Santa Fé," and
the young man read the sentence and blotted it with a puzzled expression. As Martins sat down
and started signing Benjamin Dexter's title pages, he could see in a mirror the young man
showing the inscription to Crabbin. Crabbin smiled weakly and stroked his chin, up and down,
up and down. "B. Dexter, B. Dexter, B. Dexter." Martins wrote rapidly—it was not after all a lie.
One by one the books were collected by their owners: little half sentences of delight and
compliment were dropped like curtseys—was this what it was to be a writer? Martins began to
feel distinct irritation towards Benjamin Dexter. The complacent tiring pompous ass, he thought,
signing the twenty-seventh copy of The Curved Prow. Every time he looked up and took another
book he saw Crabbin's worried speculative gaze. The members of the Institute were beginning to
go home with their spoils: the room was emptying. Suddenly in the mirror Martins saw a military
policeman. He seemed to be having an argument with one of Crabbin's young henchmen.
Martins thought he caught the sound of his own name. It was then he lost his nerve and with it
any relic of commonsense. There was only one book left to sign: he dashed off a last "B. Dexter"
and made for the door. The young man, Crabbin and the policeman stood together at the
entrance.

"And this gentleman?" the policeman asked.

"It's Mr. Benjamin Dexter," the young man said.

"Lavatory. Is there a lavatory?" Martins said.

"I understood a Mr. Rollo Martins came here in one of your cars."

"A mistake. An obvious mistake."

"Second door on the left," the young man said.

Martins grabbed his coat from the cloakroom as he went and made down the stairs. On the first
floor landing he heard someone mounting the stairs and looking over saw Paine—whom I had
sent to identify him. He opened a door at random and shut it behind him. He could hear Paine
going by. The room where he stood was in darkness: a curious moaning sound made him turn
and face whatever room it was.

He could see nothing and the sound had stopped. He made a tiny movement and once more it
started, like an impeded breath. He remained still and the sound died away. Outside somebody
called "Mr. Dexter, Mr. Dexter." Then a new sound started. It was like somebody whispering—a
long continuous monologue in the darkness. Martins said, "Is anybody there?" and the sound
stopped again. He could stand no more of it. He took out his lighter. Footsteps went by and down
the stairs. He scraped and scraped at the little wheel and no light came. Somebody shifted in the
dark and something rattled in mid-air like a chain. He asked once more with the anger of fear, "Is

anybody there?" and only the click click of metal answered him.

Mynemuszvikosou npoexm Unvu @panka www.franklang.ru 122




Martins felt desperately for a light switch first to his right hand and then to his left. He did not
dare go farther because he could no longer locate his fellow occupant: the whisper, the moaning,
the click had all stopped. Then he was afraid that he had lost the door and felt wildly for the
knob. He was far less afraid of the police than he was of the darkness, and he had no idea of the
noise he was making.

Paine heard it from the bottom of the stairs and came back. He switched on the landing light, and
the glow under the door gave Martins his direction. He opened the door and smiling weakly as
Paine turned back to take a second look at the room. The eyes of a parrot chained to a perch
stared beadily back at him. Paine said respectfully, "We were looking for you, sir. Colonel
Calloway wants a word with you."

"I lost my way," Martins said.

"Yes, sir. We thought that was what had happened."

10

I HAD KEPT A very careful record of Martins' movements (s1 BeJ1 0O4€Hb TIIATEIBHYO 3aMHUCh
nepeaBwkeHuit Maprunca; fto keep — xpanums) from the moment I knew (¢ Toro momenTa (kax)
g y3Han) that he had not caught the plane home (uTo on He cen Ha camoneT 1OMOM; fo catch —
nosums). He had been seen with Kurtz (on 011 yBHIeH = ero Bugenu ¢ Kypriewm), and at the
Josefstadt Theatre (1 B Mosedmraarckom teatpe): I knew about his visit to Dr. Winkler and to
Cooler (s1 31271 0 ero Bu3uTe K 10KTOpYy BHunkiepy u k Kymnepy), his first return to the block
where Harry had lived (ero nepBom Bo3Bparmennn k nomy rie xui ['appu). For some reason my
man lost him between Cooler's and Anna Schmidt's flats (1o kakoii-ro npuuuHe MOii YemoBek
noteps ero Mmexxy kBaptupamu Kymnepa n Aunsl [LImunr): he reported that Martins had
wandered widely (on cooOmmin uto MapTtune Oponi ganeko: «Immpokoy ), and the impression
we both got (1 Brieuarnenue (KOTopoe) Mbl 00a MOY4UIIH; to get — nonyyums) was that he had
deliberately thrown off his shadower (6bu10 YTO OH HAPOYHO OTOPBAJICA OT: «OTOPOCHII IPOUb)
CBOETO TIpeciieIoBaTels; to throw — opocamy). 1 tried to pick him up at Sacher's Hotel and just
missed him (s ctapancs mogoOpath ero B 3axepa OTene u TOIbKO-TOIBKO MPOITYCTUI €T0).
Events had taken a disquieting turn (coObITHS IPUHSITA TPEBOKHBIN TTOBOPOT; f0 take — bpams),
and it seemed to me that the time had come for another interview (1 MHe 1oka3anoch 4TO BpeMs
IIPUIIIIO IS e1lle OJHOM: «apyroi» Oecensr). He had a lot to explain (emy Hamo ObLIO MHOTO

OOBSICHUTH: «OH UMEJ Kydy 4TOObI OOBSICHUTHY).

Mynemuszvikosou npoexm Unvu @panka www.franklang.ru 123




I put a good wide desk between us (51 TOCTaBHII XOPOIINIT ITMPOKHIA TUCHBMEHHBINA CTOJI MEXKTY
namn) and gave him a cigarette (1 qan emy curapery): I found him sullen but ready to talk (s
HaIIIeJI €r0 YIPIOMBIM HO TOTOBBIM pa3roBapHBaTh), within strict limits (BHyTpu cTporux
npenenos). I asked him about Kurtz (st cipocun ero o Kypriie) and he seemed to me to answer
satisfactorily (1 oH mokasaJicsi MHE OTBETUTb yIOBJIETBOPUTEIHHO = KaXKETCS, OH OTBETHUII
ynosierBoputenbHO). I then asked him about Anna Schmidt (s 3aTem cripocwit ero 06 AnHe
[IImuar) and I gathered from his reply that he must have been with her after visiting Cooler (1 s
MOHSUT: «COOpa» U3 ero 0TBETa YTO OH JOJDKEH ObLI OBITH C Hel mociie nocemenus Kymnepa =
NoKHO OBITh, OBLT): that filled in one of the missing points (3T0 3aMOIHNUIO OJTHO U3
HEJI0CTAIONINX MecT; point — mouka). | tried him with Dr. Winkler (s monpo6oBai ero ¢
noktopoM Bunkiepom), and he answered readily enough (1 oH 0TBETHII 0XOTHO JOCTATOYHO).
"You've been getting around (BbI crionsiuchk Bokpyr)," I said (s ckazan), "quite a bit (10BoBEHO
MHOT0). And have you found out anything about your friend (u oOHapy»uiu Ji BBl 4TO-TTHO0 O
BameM apyre)?"

"Oh yes (o na)," he said (on ckazan). "It was under your nose but you didn't see it (310 Ob1710 TI0]T
BaIllMM HOCOM HO BbI HE BHUJICJIA 3TOT0)."

"What (uero)?"

"That he was murdered (uro on Obut yOouT)." That took me by surprise (310 yausmio mens): [
had at one time played with the idea of suicide (s o1HO Bpems urpai ¢ ujeei camoyOuiicTsa),
but I had ruled even that out (HO s MCKITFOUMIT fJaXKe 3TO; fo rule out — uckaouams).

"Go on (mpogormkaiite: «unute nanwiie)," I said (s ckazan). He tried to eliminate from his story
all mention of Koch (on nocrapasncs yopats 3 cBoeil nuctopun Besikoe ynomuHanue o Koxe),
talking about an informant who had seen the accident (roBopst 06 naopManTe KOTOPHIN BUIET
HecuacTHBIN ciayyail). This made his story rather confusing (370 caenano UCTOPHIO T0BOJIBEHO
nytaHoii), and I couldn't grasp at first (1 51 He Mor MOHATE: «yxBaTUTH» criepBa) why he attached
so much importance to the third man (rmouemy oH NpUNUCHIBaI Tak MHOTO BaYKHOCTU TPETHEMY
YEJIOBEKY).

"He didn't turn up at the inquest (oH He 0OBSIBUIICS TIPU PACCIEIOBAHUMN; [0 LI UD —
obvasumscs), and the others lied to keep him out (1 gpyrue naranu 4roObl HE BIYTHIBATE €TO:
«COXPaHUTh €r0 CHAPYXKM»)."

"Nor did your man turn up (Ho u Bamr yesnoBek He nosiBuiics)—I don't see much importance in
that (s He By MHOTO BaskHOCTH B 3TOM). If it was a genuine accident (eciu 310 ObLT
HACTOSIINI HecuacTHBIN ciry4aii), all the evidence needed was there (Bce Hy>kHBbIE TaHHBIC OBUTH
Tam; to need — nyscoamoscst). Why get the other chap in trouble (3auem BTsTUBaTEH APYTOTO MAPHS

B HenpusiTHOCTH)? Perhaps his wife thought he was out of town (Bo3moskHO ero jxeHa aymasna
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(uto) oH ObLT He B Topoe): perhaps he was an official absent without leave (Bo3mosxHO OH OBLI
YHHOBHUKOM HaXOJSIIMMCS B CAMOBOJILHON OTIIYYKE: «OTCYTCTBYIOLINIA O€3 TI03BOJICHUS )—
people sometimes take unauthorised trips to Vienna from places like Klagenfurt (mroau nnorna
COBEpIIAIOT: «0epyT» HEJ03BOJICHHBIE MMy TeliecTBUs B Beny u3 (Takux) mect kak KiareHpypr).
The delights of the great city (pagoctu Gosbmioro ropoja), for what they are worth (uero 6v1 oHn
HU CTOMIN)."

"There was more to it than that (Tam 010 Gonbie B 3T0M ueM 370). The little chap who told me
about it (MajeHbKMI YEJIOBEK KOTOPLII pacckaszan mHe 00 3Tom)—they've murdered him (onu
youu ero). You see (Bol BuuTe) they obviously didn't know what else he had seen (oru
OYEBHIHO HE 3HAJIM YTO €Iie OH BUAeN)."

"Now we have it (Terieps MbI nMeeM 3T0 = s 1oHs1)," I said (s ckazan). "You mean Koch (Bbr
umeere B Buay Koxa)."

"Yes (na)."

"As far as we know (Tak majgexo Kak = HaCKOJIbKO MbI 3HaeM) you were the last person to see him
alive (BbI ObUIH ITOCJICTHHUI YEIOBEK YTOOBI YBUACTh = KOTOPBIN BUIEH €T0 KUBBIM)." |
questioned him then (st paccipocuut ero Torya), as I've written (kak st Harucan), to find out if he
had been followed to Koch's by somebody who was sharper than my man and had kept out of
sight (4TOOBI MOHATH OBLI JIM OH: «eciiu OH ObLI» mpecneayeM k Koxy kem-To KTo Obu1
cooOpa3uTenbHee: «OCTPEE» MOECTO YEIOBEKa U JISPIKAJICS TTOAATIBINE OT IJ1a3: «BHE BHIA»). |
said (s ckazan), "The Austrian police are anxious to pin this on you (aBcTpuiickast MoJUIINs €CTh
CTPACTHO JKeJalolIasi = OueHb X04eT rmoBecuTh 310 Ha Bac). Frau Koch told them how disturbed
her husband was by your visit (hpay Kox pacckazana uM kak BCTPEBOXKEH €€ MYK ObLT BaIlliM
nocernienrem). Who else knew about it (kto emie 31211 00 3TOM)?"

"I told Cooler (s pacckazan Kynepy)." He said excitedly (on ckazan B3BoIHOBaHHO), "Suppose
immediately I left (mpenmonoxum kax Tobpko s yiren) he telephoned the story to someone (on
pacckasai 1o tenedony: «mpoteneGoHupoBa;» UCTOPUIO0 KOMY-T0)—to the third man (TpeThemy
yenoseky). They had to stop Koch's mouth (onu 1omxHBI OBIUTH: «OHM UMENTN» OCTAHOBUTH POT
Koxa)."

"When you told Cooler about Koch (kxorna Ber pacckazanu Kynepy npo Koxa), the man was
already dead (»ToT wenosek ObuT y3xe MepTB). That night he got out of bed (Toit HOUBIO OH BBLIE3
n3 KpoBatH), hearing someone (ycisimas Koro-1o), and went downstairs (1 rores BHI3 110
aectuumiie). ..."

"Well, that rules me out (uy, 3T0 uckiouaet mens). I was in Sacher's (s1 Ob11 B 3axepe)."

"But he went to bed very early (Ho oH morien B moctesb 09eHb paHo). Your visit brought back

the migraine (Bar BU3HUT BEpHYJI: «IIPUHEC HA3a» MUTPEHB). It was soon after nine (310 ObLTO
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BCKOpe rocite neBsiTH) that he got up (uto on BcTaim). You returned to Sacher's at 9:30 (Bbr
BepHysHch B 3axep B 9:30). Where were you before that (rie 6sutn BBI 710 TOT0)?"

He said gloomily (on ckazan mpauno), "Wandering round (Opossitumii Bokpyr = 6poani) and
trying to sort things out (1 nbITasncst pa3o0paThCcsi BO BCEM: «PaCcCOPTUPOBATE BEILN»)."

"Any evidence of your movements (kakoe-11u00 10Ka3aTeIbCTBO BAIINX MEPeIBIDKEeHNMI )?"

"No (mer)."

deliberately [dolibaritl1], unauthorised [An’o:0araizd], excitedly [1k saitidli]

I HAD KEPT A very careful record of Martins' movements from the moment I knew that he had
not caught the plane home. He had been seen with Kurtz, and at the Josefstadt Theatre: I knew
about his visit to Dr. Winkler and to Cooler, his first return to the block where Harry had lived.
For some reason my man lost him between Cooler's and Anna Schmidt's flats: he reported that
Martins had wandered widely, and the impression we both got was that he had deliberately
thrown off his shadower. I tried to pick him up at Sacher's Hotel and just missed him.

Events had taken a disquieting turn, and it seemed to me that the time had come for another
interview. He had a lot to explain.

I put a good wide desk between us and gave him a cigarette: I found him sullen but ready to talk,
within strict limits. [ asked him about Kurtz and he seemed to me to answer satisfactorily. I then
asked him about Anna Schmidt and I gathered from his reply that he must have been with her
after visiting Cooler: that filled in one of the missing points. I tried him with Dr. Winkler, and he
answered readily enough. "You've been getting around," I said, "quite a bit. And have you found
out anything about your friend?"

"Oh yes," he said. "It was under your nose but you didn't see it."

"What?"

"That he was murdered." That took me by surprise: I had at one time played with the idea of
suicide, but I had ruled even that out.

"Go on," I said. He tried to eliminate from his story all mention of Koch, talking about an
informant who had seen the accident. This made his story rather confusing, and I couldn't grasp
at first why he attached so much importance to the third man.

"He didn't turn up at the inquest, and the others lied to keep him out."

"Nor did your man turn up—I don't see much importance in that. If it was a genuine accident, all
the evidence needed was there. Why get the other chap in trouble? Perhaps his wife thought he
was out of town: perhaps he was an official absent without leave—people sometimes take

unauthorised trips to Vienna from places like Klagenfurt. The delights of the great city, for what
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they are worth."

"There was more to it than that. The little chap who told me about it—they've murdered him.
You see they obviously didn't know what else he had seen."

"Now we have it," I said. "You mean Koch."

"Yes."

"As far as we know you were the last person to see him alive." I questioned him then, as I've
written, to find out if he had been followed to Koch's by somebody who was sharper than my
man and had kept out of sight. I said, "The Austrian police are anxious to pin this on you. Frau
Koch told them how disturbed her husband was by your visit. Who else knew about it?"

"I told Cooler." He said excitedly, "Suppose immediately I left he telephoned the story to
someone—to the third man. They had to stop Koch's mouth."

"When you told Cooler about Koch, the man was already dead. That night he got out of bed,
hearing someone, and went downstairs. ..."

"Well, that rules me out. I was in Sacher's."

"But he went to bed very early. Your visit brought back the migraine. It was soon after nine that
he got up. You returned to Sacher's at 9:30. Where were you before that?"

He said gloomily, "Wandering round and trying to sort things out."

"Any evidence of your movements?"

"NO."

I wanted to frighten him (s xoTen HamyraTh ero), so there was no point in telling him (Tak uto He
ObUTO cMbIca B (ToM uyTOOBI) paccka3siBaTh eMy) that he had been followed all the time (uTo 3a
HUM CJIeJIMIIN BCE BpeMsi: «OH ObuT mipecienyem»). I knew that he hadn't cut Koch's throat (s 3nan
4T0 OH He miepepesan Koxy ropo), but I wasn't sure (Ho s He Obl1 yBepeH) that he was quite so
innocent as he made out (4To OH ObLT COBCEM TaKOW HEBUHHBIN KAKUM OH CTapascs KazaThes).
The man who owns the knife is not always the real murderer (uenoBex KOTOPBIi BiIaieeT HOKOM
HE BCET/J]a HACTOSIINI yOouiina).

"Can I have a cigarette (Mory st BRIKypuTh curapery)?"

"Yes (na)."

He said (on ckazan), "How did you know that [ went to Koch's (kak y3Hanu BbI 4TO 5 momien K
Koxy)? That was why you pulled me here, wasn't it (mo3Tomy: «3T0 OBLIO TOYEMY» BBI
3aTallluIu MEHS CI0JIa, BEPHO: «HE ObLIO 3TO»)?"

"The Austrian police (aBcTpwuiickas momauus)..."
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"They hadn't identified me (oHu He ono3HaM MeHs)."

"Immediately you left Cooler's, he telephoned to me (kxax Tonsko Bbl ocTaBuim Kynepa on
MMO3BOHMJI KO MHE)."

"Then that lets him out (Torma sTo uckmtouaet ero). If he had been concerned (ecyiu 661 OH OBIT
3amemiaH), he wouldn't have wanted to tell you my story (oH ObI He 3aX0Tel paccKa3bIBaTh BaM
moro ncropuro)—to tell Koch's story (pacckassiBath uctoputo Koxa), I mean (s nmero B Bumy)."
"He might assume (0H MOT pelInTh: «IIPUHSITH, MOHITH») that you were a sensible man and
would come to me with your story (4To BbI ObIITH pa3yMHBIM YE€JIOBEKOM M IPUIIUIN ObI KO MHE €
BaIreil ncropueii) as soon as you learned of Koch's death (kak Toibko: «Tak CKOpO Kak» BBI
y3nanu o cmeptu Koxa). By the way (kcratu), how did you learn of it (kak y3Haim BbI 0 Heil)?"
He told me promptly and I believed him (on pacckazan MHe HeMeIJIEHHO U s TOBEPUII emy). It
was then I began to believe him altogether (310 Obl10 TOTI2 (4TO) = UMEHHO TOT/A S HAYAIl
TOBEPSATH €My BOOOIIIE; fo begin — nauunams). He said (on ckazan), "I still can't believe Cooler's
concerned (s1 Bce emte He Mory oBepuTh (uT0) Kynep 3ameman). I'd stake anything on his
honesty (s 651 mOCTaBUI YTO YroHO Ha ero yecTHOCTh). He's one of those Americans with a real
sense of duty (OH OJJMH U3 TeX aMEpPHKAHIIEB C HACTOSIIM YyBCTBOM J0Jra)."

"Yes (ma)," I said (s ckazan), "he told me about that when he phoned (ou ckazan mHe 00 3TOM
kora oH no3BoHui). He apologised for it (on m3BuHMIICS 32 3T0). He said it was the worst of
having been brought up to believe in citizenship (on ckazan (4T0) 3T0 OBLIIO caMoe Xy/IIIIee 13
(Toro uTo0ObI) OBITH BOCHUTAHHBIM BEPUTH B TPAXKAAHCTBEHHOCTD; fo bring up — 6ocnumamy). He
said it made him feel a prig (on ckazai (4T0) 3TO 3aCTaBISIIO: «JIETAI0» €ro YyBCTBOBATH (ce0s)
nemxantom). To tell you the truth Cooler irritates me (cka3ath Bam nipasy, Kysep pasapaxaer
mens). Of course he doesn't know that I know about his tyre deals (koneuHO OH He 3HaeT 4TO 5
3HAKO O €r0 CHIeJKaX C IIMHAMU; tyre — wuna, deal — coenxa)."

"Is he in a racket, too, then (Torja oH Toke B MolieHHHYeCTBE)?"

"Not a very serious one (He oueHb cepbe3HoM). I daresay he's salted away twenty-five thousand
dollars (s1 ocMenuBarOCh cka3aTh (YTO) OH MPUIIPATAN: «3aCOUI MPOYb» IBAIIATH MATH THICSY
nomtapoB). But I'm not a good citizen (Ho s He xopormii rpaxaanuH). Let the Americans look
after their own people (ImycTb aMmepuKaHIIBI CMOTPSAT 32 CBOUMH COOCTBEHHBIMHU JIIOIbMN)."

"I'm damned ((Oy6) s mpokisT)." He said thoughtfully (on ckazan 3aaymanso), "Is that the kind
of thing Harry was up to (ects i1 510 TO (uem) ["appu 3anumancs; kind — paznoeuonocmo, to be
up to — sanumamucs vem-mo)?"

"No (uer). It was not so harmless (310 ObL10 He Tak 6e3BpeHO)."

knife [naif], assume [o'sju:m], truth [tru:0]

Mynemuszvikosou npoexm Unvu @panka www.franklang.ru 128




I wanted to frighten him, so there was no point in telling him that he had been followed all the
time. I knew that he hadn't cut Koch's throat, but I wasn't sure that he was quite so innocent as he
made out. The man who owns the knife is not always the real murderer.

"Can I have a cigarette?"

"Yes."

He said, "How did you know that I went to Koch's? That was why you pulled me here, wasn't
it?"

"The Austrian police ..."

"They hadn't identified me."

"Immediately you left Cooler's, he telephoned to me."

"Then that lets him out. If he had been concerned, he wouldn't have wanted to tell you my
story—to tell Koch's story, I mean."

"He might assume that you were a sensible man and would come to me with your story as soon
as you learned of Koch's death. By the way, how did you learn of it?"

He told me promptly and I believed him. It was then I began to believe him altogether. He said,
"I still can't believe Cooler's concerned. I'd stake anything on his honesty. He's one of those
Americans with a real sense of duty."

"Yes," I said, "he told me about that when he phoned. He apologised for it. He said it was the
worst of having been brought up to believe in citizenship. He said it made him feel a prig. To tell
you the truth Cooler irritates me. Of course he doesn't know that I know about his tyre deals."
"Is he in a racket, too, then?"

"Not a very serious one. I daresay he's salted away twenty-five thousand dollars. But I'm not a
good citizen. Let the Americans look after their own people."

"I'm damned." He said thoughtfully, "Is that the kind of thing Harry was up to?"

"No. It was not so harmless."

He said (on ckazan), "You know this business (B 3HaeTe 310 ne5mo)—Koch's death has shaken
me (cmepth Koxa notpsiciia mensi). Perhaps Harry did get mixed up in something pretty bad
(Bo3MOsxHO ["appu AEHCTBUTEIHHO OKA3aJICs 3aMEIIaHHBIM B YeM-TO OYeHb I10X0M). Perhaps he
was trying to clear out again (B0O3M0KHO OH TIBITAJICSI BBIUTH U3 UTPRI cHOBA), and that's why they
murdered him (1 mosTomy ouu yousu ero)."

"Or perhaps (wm Bo3mosxno)," I said (s ckazai), "they wanted a bigger cut off the spoils (onu
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XoTeu 0oJbIHi Kycok oT n1o0brun). Thieves fall out (Bopsl ccopsitest; thief — sop, to fall out —
CcKaHoaiums, ccopumscsi)."

He took it this time without any anger at all (on npuHsu1 3TO Ha 3TOT pa3 6e3 KaKoU-1100 3I0CTH
coBceMm). He said (on ckazan), "We won't agree about motives (MbI He COTJIaCUMCS HACUET
motuBoB), but I think you check your facts pretty well (1o s 1ymaro (4T0) BBI TpOBEpsieTe BalIn
dakTsl BecbMma xopoio). I'm sorry about the other day (u3BuHUTE 3a 1aBelIHee: «s1 COXKAIICIO
HacyeT JIpyroro aHsm»)."

"That's all right (Bce B mopsinke: «31o Bee npaBmibHo»)." There are times (ObiBatoT BpemeHa)
when one has to make a flash decision (koria 4enoBek 10HKEH MPUHSITH OBICTPOE PEIlIeHUE )—
this was one of them (3T0 Ob1710 01HO M3 HUX). | owed him something in return for the
information he had given me (s 3a70/mKan emy Koe-uTo B 01aro1IapHOCTh 32 HHGOPMAIIUIO
(xoropyto) on gan mHe). I said (s ckazan), "I'll show you enough of the facts in Lime's case for
you to understand (st mokaxy Bam gocratouno (akTos B Jlaiima nese, 9To0bI BI MoHsH). But
don't fly off the handle (Ho He cprIBaliTech: «He cieraiite ¢ pykosTi»). It's going to be a shock
(3T0 OyneT mokom)."

It couldn't help being a shock (310 He MOTIJIO HE OBITH IIIOKOM: «3TO HE MOTJIO IOMOYE OBITh
niokom»). The war and the peace (Boiina u mup) (if you can call it peace (ecim BB MOXeETe
Ha3bIBaTh 3TO MuUpoM)) let loose a great number of rackets (oTmyckaroT Ha BoJIt0 OOJIBIIIOE YHCIIO
MOIIIEHHUYECTB), but none more vile than this one (Ho H1 oHOTO G0JIEE OTBPATUTEITHLHOTO YEM
7710 «omHO»). The black marketeers in food (cnexynsinTel B ene) did at least supply food (o
KpaiiHeit Mepe rnocrasisuin nuiry), and the same applied to all the other racketeers (1 To xe
camoe OTHOCHIIOCH: «IIPHIIAraliocky KO BCeM Ipyrum xynnkam) who provided articles in short
supply at extravagant prices (KOTOpbIE TTPEIOCTABIISIN TOBAPHI ASPUITUTHBIC: «B HEJIOCTATOYHON
MOCTaBKe» M0 dKCTpaBaraHTHLIM 1ieHam). But the penicillin racket was a different affair
altogether (HO NEHUIMIITMHOBOE MOILIEHHUYECTBO OBIIIO APYTUM JIeJIOM coBepleHHo). Penicillin
in Austria was only supplied to the military hospitals (meaummmime B ABcTpun OBUT TOJIBKO
MOCTaBJIsIEM B BOEHHBIE TOCTTUTAIN): no civilian doctor (Hukakoil Tpa)aaHCKuii Bpad), not even a
civilian hospital (Hukakas naxke rpaxaanckas OonbHuia), could obtain it by legal means ((He)
MOTJIH TTOJIYYHTh €ro JeTalbHbIMU criocobamu). As the racket started (korna maxunarus
Hauanace), it was relatively harmless (ona Obita oTHOCHTETBHO Oe3Bpenna). Penicillin would be
stolen (menuunH ObiBaT ykpaseH) and sold to Austrian doctors (1 ipoiaH aBCTPUICKUM
Bpauam) for very high sums (3a ouens Beicokue cymmbl)—a phial would fetch anything up to
£.70 (my3bIpex BeIpyYal 4TO YTrOJIHO BIUIOTH 0 cemuecsaTi (yHToB (pounds)). You might say
(BBI MOTJTH OBI cKa3aTh) that this was a form of distribution (uto 310 ObITa hopma

pacmpoctpanenus —unfair distribution because it benefited only the rich patient
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(HecnpaBeITUBOTO PACIIPOCTPAHEHHS TOTOMY YTO OHO IIOMOTAJIO TOJIBKO OOTaThIM MAIUeHTaM ),
but the original distribution could hardly have a claim to greater fairness (Ho n3HagasbHOE
pacrpoCTpaHeHHE MOTJIO €/IBa JIU UMETh MPETEH3UI0 Ha OOJIBIIYIO CIIPABEIITHBOCTb ).

This racket went on quite happily for a while (MormenHIUECTBO TIPO/101KATIOCH COBEPILICHHO
0e30071a9H0: «CYACTIIMBO» B TeUeHHUE HEKOTOporo Bpemenn). Occasionally someone was caught
and punished (nHOT12 KTO-TO OBIBAII MOMIMaH M Haka3aH), but the danger simply raised the price
of penicillin (Ho omacHocTh MpocTo nogHMMana 1eny nenurpuinaa). Then the racket began to
get organised (3aTem 3Ta adepa Havansa CTAHOBUTHCS OpraHn3oBaHHO): the big men saw big
money in it (OosbIIe JFOM yBUIEH OOJbIHe NeHbI U B Hell), and while the original thief got
less for his spoils (1 X0Ts M3HAYATBHBIN = caM BOP MOJydYall MEHBIIIE 32 CBOIO 100BIUY), he
received instead a certain security (oH moxy4an BMecTo (3TOro) HEeKOTOpyro 6e30macHOCTh). If
anything happened to him (ecnu (651) yTo-TO ciyuminocs ¢ HUM) he would be looked after (3a
HUM OBl IPUTIISAETIN: «OH OBLT OBI MPUCMOTPEH 3a»). Human nature too has curious twisted
reasons (JYeroBeyYecKasi HaTypa Tak)Ke UMEeT CTpaHHbIE 3aIyTaHHbIe pe30Hbl) that the heart
certainly knows nothing of ((0) koTopbIx cepaiie TouHo (He) 3HaeT Hu4ero). It eased the
conscience of many small men (9T0 o6erdano coBecTh MHOTUX MalleHbKUX Jitojiei) to feel that
they were working for an employer (4yBcTBOBaThH 4TO OHU OBUTH paOOTAIOIINE JIJTsI HAHUMATEIIS):
they were almost as respectable soon in their own eyes (oHM ObUTH TTOYTH TaK K
pecniekTadenbHbI CKOPO B UX COOCTBEHHBIX TJIa3ax) as wage-earners (Kak HaeMHbIE paOOTHUKH:
«3apraty 3apabarteiBatomiye»): they were one of a group (ouu ObLTH OIH U3 TpyTIkl), and if
there was guilt (1 eciu 6b1a BuHa), the leaders bore the guilt (pykoBoaurenu neciu 3Ty BUHY; {0
bear — necmu). A racket works very like a totalitarian party (adepa paboraer oueHb Kak

TOTAJIMTApHad MapTUA = HOXO)KC).

thief [01:f], penicillin [pen1 silin], employer [1m plo19]

He said, "You know this business—Koch's death has shaken me. Perhaps Harry did get mixed up
in something pretty bad. Perhaps he was trying to clear out again, and that's why they murdered
him."

"Or perhaps," I said, "they wanted a bigger cut off the spoils. Thieves fall out."

He took it this time without any anger at all. He said, "We won't agree about motives, but I think
you check your facts pretty well. I'm sorry about the other day."

"That's all right." There are times when one has to make a flash decision—this was one of them.
I owed him something in return for the information he had given me. I said, "I'll show you

enough of the facts in Lime's case for you to understand. But don't fly off the handle. It's going to
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be a shock."

It couldn't help being a shock. The war and the peace (if you can call it peace) let loose a great
number of rackets, but none more vile than this one. The black marketeers in food did at least
supply food, and the same applied to all the other racketeers who provided articles in short
supply at extravagant prices. But the penicillin racket was a different affair altogether. Penicillin
in Austria was only supplied to the military hospitals: no civilian doctor, not even a civilian
hospital, could obtain it by legal means. As the racket started, it was relatively harmless.
Penicillin would be stolen and sold to Austrian doctors for very high sums—a phial would fetch
anything up to £.70. You might say that this was a form of distribution—unfair distribution
because it benefited only the rich patient, but the original distribution could hardly have a claim
to greater fairness.

This racket went on quite happily for a while. Occasionally someone was caught and punished,
but the danger simply raised the price of penicillin. Then the racket began to get organised: the
big men saw big money in it, and while the original thief got less for his spoils, he received
instead a certain security. If anything happened to him he would be looked after. Human nature
too has curious twisted reasons that the heart certainly knows nothing of. It eased the conscience
of many small men to feel that they were working for an employer: they were almost as
respectable soon in their own eyes as wage-earners: they were one of a group, and if there was

guilt, the leaders bore the guilt. A racket works very like a totalitarian party.

This, I have sometimes called stage two (9T0 st mHOT 12 Ha3bIBaA ATar /1Ba). Stage three was when
the organisers decided (s3Tam Tpu ObLT KOT12 Opranu3zatopsl penrin) that the profits were not
large enough (uto npuOsLTL OblIa HE JocTaTouHO OObIION). Penicillin would not always be
impossible to obtain legitimately (mernnnuMH He Bcera ObUTO OB HEBO3MOXHO TMOJIYYHUTh
neranbHO): they wanted more money and quicker money while the going was good (oHu x0Tenn
Oosnbliie geHer u 0onee OBICTpBIe IEHBIM MOKa Bee 11710 xopoino). They began to dilute the
penicillin with coloured water (onu Hauanu pa30aBiIATh NEHULIMIIIMH [I0JIKPAILICHHON BOJION),
and in the case of penicillin dust (a B cirydae ¢ NeHUITMIITMHOBBIM TIOPOIITKOM; dust — nuiiv), with
sand (rreckom). I keep a small museum in one drawer in my desk (s 1epy ManeHbKUI My3eil B
oJHOM siiuke B MoeM crose), and I showed Martins examples (1 s mokazan MapTuHcy
oOpasiier). He wasn't enjoying the talk (on He ObLT HacnaxaroMIKiics pasroBopom), but he hadn't
yet grasped the point (Ho oH ermie He ynoBwI cmbich). He said (on ckazan), "I suppose that makes

the stuff useless (s momararo (4T0) 3TO IETAET ATY MTYKY OECITOIE3HOH)."
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I said (s ckazan), "We wouldn't worry so much if that was all (Mb1 Ob1 He OeCTIOKOMITHCH TaK
CUJIBHO ecnii OBl 3TO ObLTO Bee), but just consider (Ho pocTo moxymaiite). You can be
immunised from the effects of penicillin (T MOkenIb OBITH CcEaH HEBOCTIPUUMYHB:
«MMMYHH3UPOBaH» K 3¢ dexram = neiicTBuio neHnumwuinHa). At the best you can say (B iaydmem
(cimyuae) TBI MOXeTIIb cka3ath) that the use of this stuff (4To ucnonszoBanue 3TOTO BemecTBa)
makes a penicillin treatment for the particular patient ineffective in the future (nemaer
MEHUIIWUTHHOBOE JICYCHHE JIJII KOHKPETHOTO ManueHTa HedpdexruBHbIM B Oyaymem). That isn't
so funny, of course (3T0 He Tak cMmenIHO, KOHeYHO), if you are suffering from V.D. (ecnu b1
CTpaJaenib OT BeHEpUIeCcKoi Oonesnu; venereal disease — senepuueckas 6onesnv). Then the use
of sand on a wound that requires penicillin (Tora ucrnonb3oBanue necka Ha paHe KOTopas
TpeOyeT nenuiminHa)—well, it's not healthy (Hy, 3T0 He ecTh mone3Ho: «310pOBO»). Men have
lost their legs and arms that way (J1r011 Tepsij CBOM HOTH M PYKH TaKUM 00pa3oM: «3TUM
nmytem»)—and their lives (1 ceou xu3nn). But perhaps what horrified me most (Ho Bo3M0kHO
YTO yKACHYJIO MeHs OoJible Bcero) was visiting the children's hospital here (6110 ocenenue
netckoit OonpHuUIE! 371eck). They had bought some of this penicillin for use against meningitis
(OHM KyIWJIM HEMHOTO 3TOTr0 EHULWIIJIMHA JJIs1 HCTIOJIb30BaHMsI IPOTUB MEHUHTUTA). A number
of children simply died (HexoTopoe kKonmvecTBO IeTel mpocTo ymep:o), and a number went off
their heads (1 HeKOTOpOE KOTUYECTBO CISITHIIO: «COIIJIO CO CBOMX TOJIOB»). You can see them
now in the mental ward (Tbl MOKeEIIb YBUIETH UX TENEPh B TICUXUATPUUECKON KIIMHUKE:
«IICUXWYECKOM majaTey)."

He sat on the other side of the desk (on cunen o apyryio cropony crona) scowling into his
hands (xmypo rsiast B cou pykn). I said (s ckazai), "It doesn't bear thinking about very closely
(00 PTOM HEBBIHOCUMO JyMaTh THIATEIHHO: «OJIM3KO, BILIOTHYIO»), does it (1a)?"

"You haven't showed me any evidence yet that Harry (BbI He moka3zanu MHE Kakoro-a1udo
CBHJICTENILCTBA e11le)..."

"We are coming to that now (MbI moaxoauMm k 3tomy ceituac)," I said (s ckazan). "Just sit still
and listen (mpocto cuaute Txo u ciymaite)." I opened Lime's file and began to read (st oTkpbin
Jlaitma neno m Hauan yntath). At the beginning the evidence was purely circumstantial (B
Hauaje CBUIETENILCTBA ObIITN YHUCTO KOcBeHHBIMN), and Martins fidgeted (1 MapTunc nposiBiisin
HeTeprieHue, epsai). So much consisted of coincidence (Tak MHOTO COCTOSIIO U3 COBIIAICHUIN )—
reports of agents (oTueToB arenToB) that Lime had been at a certain place at a certain time (4to
Jlaiim ObLT B HEKOTOPOM MecTe B HeKoTopoe Bpems): the accumulation of opportunities (Macca
BO3MOXkKHOCTeH): his acquaintance with certain people (ero 3HaKOMCTBO ¢ HEKOTOPBIMU JIIOBMHU).

He protested once (on 3amporectoBa oHaX161), "But the same evidence (HO TO *xe
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cBuieTenbeTBO) would apply against me (TpHUIIOKHIIOCE OBI M KO: «ITPOTHBY» MHE)—NOW

(Temepn)."

museum [mju:ztom], venereal [vi niorial], circumstantial [so:komsteen[ol]

This, I have sometimes called stage two. Stage three was when the organisers decided that the
profits were not large enough. Penicillin would not always be impossible to obtain legitimately:
they wanted more money and quicker money while the going was good. They began to dilute the
penicillin with coloured water, and in the case of penicillin dust, with sand. I keep a small
museum in one drawer in my desk, and I showed Martins examples. He wasn't enjoying the talk,
but he hadn't yet grasped the point. He said, "I suppose that makes the stuff useless."

I said, "We wouldn't worry so much if that was all, but just consider. You can be immunised
from the effects of penicillin. At the best you can say that the use of this stuff makes a penicillin
treatment for the particular patient ineffective in the future. That isn't so funny, of course, if you
are suffering from V.D. Then the use of sand on a wound that requires penicillin—well, it's not
healthy. Men have lost their legs and arms that way—and their lives. But perhaps what horrified
me most was visiting the children's hospital here. They had bought some of this penicillin for use
against meningitis. A number of children simply died, and a number went off their heads. You
can see them now in the mental ward."

He sat on the other side of the desk scowling into his hands. I said, "It doesn't bear thinking
about very closely, does it?"

"You haven't showed me any evidence yet that Harry ..."

"We are coming to that now," I said. "Just sit still and listen." I opened Lime's file and began to
read. At the beginning the evidence was purely circumstantial, and Martins fidgeted. So much
consisted of coincidence—reports of agents that Lime had been at a certain place at a certain
time: the accumulation of opportunities: his acquaintance with certain people. He protested once,

"But the same evidence would apply against me—now."

"Just wait (mpocto nogoxaute)," I said (s ckazan). For some reason (1o Kakoi-To MpUYnHE)
Harry Lime had grown careless (I'appu Jlaiim ctan 6ecriedHbIM, HEOCTOPOIKHBIM; [0 grow —
pacmu; cmanosumscsi): he may have realised (on mor monsiTh) that we suspected him and got

rattled (4To MBI MOI03pEBaAM €TO U CEAJICS HAIyTaH; to rattle — epememsb, NOOHUMAMb 38epsL
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na oxome). He held a quite distinguished position (oH 3aHMMan BechbMa BUIHOE MOJI0XeHHe) and
a man like that (a yenmoBek kak »ToT = TaKoii) is the more easily rattled (OsiBaeT Tem Gosee erko
Haryras). We put one of our agents as an orderly in the British Military Hospital (Mb1 moctaBuiu
OJTHOT'O U3 HAIlIMX areHTOB Kak caHuTapa B bpuranckuit Boennsiii ['ocriutans): we knew by this
time the name of our go-between (MbI 3HAIN K ’TOMY BPEMEHHU UM HAIIIETO TTOCPEIHNKA), but
we had never succeeded (HO MBI Tak U He TIPEyCIIENN: «MbI HUKOT/IA TIpEyCIienn») in getting the
line right back to the source (B (Tom 4TOOBI) MPOBECTH HUTH: «JIMHUIO» HA3aJ K HCTOUHHUKY ).
Anyway (B mo6om ciyuae) I am not going to bother the reader now (st He cobuparoch 1oky4atsb
guTarenio ceituac), as [ bothered Martins then (kak st qoxydan Maprtuncy toraa), with all the
stages (Bcemu starmamu )—the long tussle to win the confidence of the go-between (nonras
O0opbr0a 4TOOBI 3aBOEBATH JOBEPHE MOCPEIHUKA; 10 Wi — n0OeOums, 8blucpams, 3a60€6anv) —a
man called Harbin (uenoBeka o umenu Xapoun). At last we had the screws on Harbin (Hakonery
MBI Iprkaimy XapOuHa: «uMenu TUCKU Ha XapOuHey), and we twisted them until he squealed (1
MBI 3aKpYTHJIM UX TIOKa OH (HE) MOHEC; squeal — nuwams,; donocumy). This kind of police work
(9T2 pa3HOBUIHOCTH MOJIUIIEHCKOI paboThI) 1S very similar to secret service work (oueHb
MOX0%Ka Ha paboTy cekpeTHO cimyx0bl): you look for a double agent whom you can really
control (ThI UIIENTH TBOWHOTO areHTa KOTOPOTO Thl MOXKEIb IEHCTBUTEIIBEHO KOHTPOJIMPOBATH; 10
look for — uckamw), and Harbin was the man for us (1 XapOun Ob11 TaK0# "enoBek /s Hac). But
even he only led us as far as Kurtz (10 gake oH TOJIBKO IpUBEN HAC Tak Janeko kak Kk Kypriy =
MIpUBEJ Hac Bcero uiib kK KypTiry).

"Kurtz (Kyprm)," Martins exclaimed (Maptunc Bockiukny:). "But why haven't you pulled him
in (HO IMOYeMy BbI HE 3arpe0JIH ero: «BTSHYIU €r0 BHYTPH»)?"

"Zero hour is almost here (uac Y: «HyneBoii yac» ecthb mouTH 31¢eck),” I said (s ckazan).

Kurtz was a great step forward (KypTi Ob11 6056111011 miar Buepes), for Kurtz was in direct
communication with Lime (n60 KypTti 6b11 B ipsimoii cBs3u ¢ Jlaiimom; communication —
(co)obwenue)—he had a small outside job (oH nMerT HEOOIBITYO BHEIITATHYO PaboTy) in
connection with relief work (B cBsi3u ¢ oOmecTBeHHBIMU paboTaMu 7151 0e3paboTHBIX; relief —
obnecuenue; work — paboma). With Kurtz (¢ Kyprtuewm), Lime sometimes put things on paper
(JIaiim mHOT 1A 3amMCHIBAII BelM Ha Oymary; fo put — knacms)—if he was pressed (eciau oH ObLT
BEIHYK/ICH, BEIHY K IaeM). | showed Martins the Photostat of a note (st moxazan MapTturcy
dotoxonwmio 3anuckn). "Can you identify that (moxere BbI naeHTHGUIIIPOBATE 3TO)?"

"It's Harry's hand (310 pyka ['appu)." He read it through (on npouuTan ee 1o xouua; through —
ck603b). "I don't see anything wrong (st He BIKY 4ero-udo 1ioxoro)."

"No (uer), but now read this note from Harbin to Kurtz (Ho Teneps mpouTuTe 3Ty 3anmcKy OT

XapoOuna k Kypriy)—which we dictated (kotopyto mbl mpoaukTosanu). Look at the date
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(mocmoTtpuTe Ha naty). This is the result (310 ects pesynbrar).”

He read them both through twice (on npounTan ux o6e aBaxael). "You see what I mean (Bbr
BuMTE 4TO 51 Mero B Buy)?" If one watched a world come to an end (eciiu genoBek Obl
CMOTpEJ KaK MUpP MPUXOIUT K KOHITY: «CMOTPEN MUP IPUXOAUTH K KOHILY»), a plane dive from
its course (camoJieT magaronuii co cBoero kypcea), I don't suppose one would chatter (s He
npejnoiarar (4to) KTo-HuOyas 061 6oaTan), and a world for Martins had certainly come to an
end (a Mup nms MapTtuHca To4HO Tpulien K koHIy ), a world of easy friendship (mMup nerkoii
npy:x0s1), hero-worship (npexinonenus: «reporo nokaoHeHus»), confidence (nosepusi) that had
begun twenty years before (koTopbie HaUaIHCh BANATE JIET MPEXKIE; f0 begin — nauunamy) ...
in a school corridor (B mkoasHOM KOpHope). Every memory (kak10e BOCIOMUHAHUE )—
afternoons in the long grass (n1uu B n1muHHOM Tpase), the illegitimate shoots on Brickworth
Common (Heno3BoNeHHBIE BEICTpenbl HAa bpukyopT Kommon), the dreams, the walks (meuTsr,
nporyiku), every shared experience was simultaneously tainted (kax/b1ii pa3eeHHBINA OTIBIT
0BT 0JTHOBpeMeHHO 3apaxeH), like the soil of an atomised town (kak mouBa ropoja
HCTIBITABIIETO SAEPHBIN yaap: «aTOMU3UPOBAHHOTO ropoaay). One could not walk there with
safety for a long while (4eoBek He MOT XOAUTH TaM B 0€30MIACHOCTH B TEUECHUE JOJTOTO
Bpemenn). While he sat there (rmoxa on cunen Tam), looking at his hands and saying nothing
(cmoTpst Ha cBOM pykH U (He) ToBOpst HUYEro0), | fetched a precious bottle of whisky out of a
cupboard (s npuHEC aparoleHHyo OyTeUTKY BUCKH U3 mikada) and poured out two large doubles
(v HaUIT «HAPYKY» ABa Oonbliux 1BOIHBIX). "Go on (naBaiite)," I said (s1 cka3zan), "drink that
(Bbimeiite 570)," and he obeyed me as though I were his doctor (11 on nocmymancs MeHs Kak

Oyxro st 6w11 ero jgokTopoM). I poured him out another (st HaymuT emy erie OUH: «IPYTOi»).

realise [ r1olaiz], relief [r1'1i:f], cupboard [ kAbad]

"Just wait," I said. For some reason Harry Lime had grown careless: he may have realised that
we suspected him and got rattled. He held a quite distinguished position and a man like that is
the more easily rattled. We put one of our agents as an orderly in the British Military Hospital:
we knew by this time the name of our go-between, but we had never succeeded in getting the
line right back to the source. Anyway I am not going to bother the reader now, as I bothered
Martins then, with all the stages—the long tussle to win the confidence of the go-between—a
man called Harbin. At last we had the screws on Harbin, and we twisted them until he squealed.
This kind of police work is very similar to secret service work: you look for a double agent
whom you can really control, and Harbin was the man for us. But even he only led us as far as

Kurtz.
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"Kurtz," Martins exclaimed. "But why haven't you pulled him in?"

"Zero hour is almost here," I said.

Kurtz was a great step forward, for Kurtz was in direct communication with Lime—he had a
small outside job in connection with relief work. With Kurtz, Lime sometimes put things on
paper—if he was pressed. I showed Martins the Photostat of a note. "Can you identify that?"
"It's Harry's hand." He read it through. "I don't see anything wrong."

"No, but now read this note from Harbin to Kurtz —which we dictated. Look at the date. This is
the result."”

He read them both through twice. "You see what I mean?" If one watched a world come to an
end, a plane dive from its course, I don't suppose one would chatter, and a world for Martins had
certainly come to an end, a world of easy friendship, hero-worship, confidence that had begun
twenty years before ... in a school corridor. Every memory—afternoons in the long grass, the
illegitimate shoots on Brickworth Common, the dreams, the walks, every shared experience was
simultaneously tainted, like the soil of an atomised town. One could not walk there with safety
for a long while. While he sat there, looking at his hands and saying nothing, I fetched a precious
bottle of whisky out of a cupboard and poured out two large doubles. "Go on," I said, "drink

that," and he obeyed me as though I were his doctor. I poured him out another.

He said slowly (on ckazan memiento), "Are you certain (ecTb BbI yBepeHnsl) that he was the real
boss (4ro oH ObUT HacTOSIITUM O60occom)?"

"It's as far back as we have got so far (3170 ecTh Tak maneko Hazaa Kak MbI TI0OPAIUCh MTOKA YTO =
MOKa YTO MBI IOOPATKCH JIO ATOTO = HACKOJILKO MBI MOTJIH MPOCJICIUTh, KTO PYKOBOIUT)."

"You see he was always apt to jump before he looked (B BuTE OH OBUT BCEr1a CKIIOHEH
MIPBITHYTH MPEkK/IE (YeM) OH mocMoTpen)."

I didn't contradict him (s1 He Bo3paxan emy), though that wasn't the impression he had before
given of Lime (xoTs 3T0 He OBLIO TeM BrieuaTieHneM (KOTopoe) emy panblie aanu o Jlaiime). He
was searching round for some comfort (0H ¥ckalm HEMHOTO yTEUICHUS; round — 8oKpye).
"Suppose (mpeanonoxnm),”" he said (ou ckazain), "someone had got a line on him (kto-To
TIOJTYYHJT CBEJICHHSI O HEM: «ITOJIY9IHJI TMHUIO Ha Heroy), forced him into this racket (BTsny:
«TpUHY U ero B 3Ty adepy), as you forced Harbin to doublecross (xak BbI npuny amiu
XapOuHa K MpeaaTeiabCcTBy CBOUX; to doublecross — oomanyms, nepexumpums)..."

"It's possible (310 BO3MOKHO)."

"And they murdered him in case he talked when he was arrested (1 onu yOunu ero Ha cirydait
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€CJIM: «B CJIydae» OH 3aroBopu (Ob1) Koraa oH ObuT (ObI) apecToBan)."

"It's not impossible (310 HE HEBO3MOXKHO)."

"I'm glad they did (s noBosien (uto) onu (310) cnenanu)," he said (on ckazan). "I wouldn't have
liked to hear Harry squeal (MHe ObI HE TOHPABUIIOCK: «s OBl HE MOIIOOMI) yCIbIIaTh Kak ["appu
JIOHOCUT: «yclbImath ['appu ctydaTthy)." He made a curious little dusting movement with his
hand on his knee (on caenan 3a0aBHOE MalleHbKOE CTPSAXUBAIOLIEE IBUKEHUE CBOEH PYKOH 1O
cBoemy KosieHy) as much as to say (kak ObI TOBOpSI: «TaK MHOTO Kak 4TOObI ckazaThy), "That's
that (Bot u Bce)." He said (on ckazan), "I'll be getting back to England (s1 Bepuych Hazan B
Amnrnuio)."

"I'd rather you didn't (st Ob1 ipemoven BeI He jenanu Obl (3T0T0); 'd = would — 61, rather —
ckopee) just yet (moka: «mpsmo emie»). The Austrian police would make an issue (aBcTpuiickas
nonuIust 3aBena Obl: «cenana Obi» jemno) if you tried to leave Vienna at the moment (eciiu Bbr
MOTBITANCE (OBI) MOKUHYTH BeHy B 3TOT MOMEHT). You see (Buaure 1), Cooler's sense of duty
(ayBctBO nonra Kynepa) made him call them up too (3acTaBuiio: «cienanoy» ero mo3BOHUTE UM
ToXe)."

"I see (moHsTHO: «s1 BIKY»)," he said hopelessly (on ckazan 6e3naexHO).

"When we've found the third man (korma mer Halizem TpeThero denoBeka)..." I said (s ckazan).
"I'd like to hear him squeal (MHe ObI MOHPABUIIOCH YCIBINIATE KaK OH MHUIIUT = €r0 MUIIaTh)," he

said (on ckazan). "The bastard (yomto10x). The bloody bastard (mpokssterit yosmo10k)."

contradict [kontra'dikt], issue [ 1fju:], [ 1sju:]

He said slowly, "Are you certain that he was the real boss?"

"It's as far back as we have got so far."

"You see he was always apt to jump before he looked."

I didn't contradict him, though that wasn't the impression he had before given of Lime. He was
searching round for some comfort.

"Suppose," he said, "someone had got a line on him, forced him into this racket, as you forced
Harbin to doublecross ..."

"It's possible."

"And they murdered him in case he talked when he was arrested."

"It's not impossible."

"I'm glad they did," he said. "I wouldn't have liked to hear Harry squeal." He made a curious

little dusting movement with his hand on his knee as much as to say, "That's that." He said, "I'll
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be getting back to England."

"I'd rather you didn't just yet. The Austrian police would make an issue if you tried to leave
Vienna at the moment. You see, Cooler's sense of duty made him call them up too."

"I see," he said hopelessly.

"When we've found the third man ..." I said.

"I'd like to hear him squeal," he said. "The bastard. The bloody bastard."

11

AFTER HE left me (mocie (Toro kak) oH MOKUHYJ MeHs), Martins went straight off (MapTtunc
nomren mpsimo mpoub) to drink himself silly (4To0b1 HaUTHCS 10 OYPH: «ITOOBI TUTH CEOS
rynieivy ). He chose the Oriental to do it in (on BeIOpan OpueHTanb 4To0b! cenath 310), the
dreary smoky little night club (MpaunsIii 1eIMHBI ManeHbkH HOUHOM Ki1y0) that stands behind a
sham Eastern fagade (xotopsrii ctouT 3a hanbimuBeiM BocTouHbIM (acagom). The same semi-
nude photographs on the stairs (te e mosyrosbsie dpororpaduu Ha nectHure), the same half-
drunk Americans at the bar (Te sxe monynbsiHbIe amepukaHIlel B Oape), the same bad wine and
extraordinary gins (TO k€ IJI0X0€ BUHO U HEOOBIYHBIC UKMHBI = copTa JkuHa)—he might have
been (oH Mor ObI ObITH) in any third rate night haunt (B m000M TpeTbepazpsAHOM HOUHOM
3aBeqeHnn) in any other shabby capital of a shabby Europe (B n1t060ii apyroii motpenanHoi
cromuIle nmotpernanHoit EBporbr). At one point of the hopeless early hours (B onun MmomenT
Oe3HaIe)KHBIX PAaHHUX YacoB; point — mouka) the International Patrol took a look at the scene
(MHTEpHAIIMOHATBHBIN MAaTPyJIh TOCMOTPEI: «B3sU1 B3IJIAA» Ha 00cTaHOBKY ). Martins had drink
after drink (MapTuHc TIiIT cTakaH 3a CTAKAaHOM: «HAMTOK IOcie HanmuTKay): he would probably
have had a woman too (oH ObI BO3MOKHO TTOJTYYHII )KEHIIIMHY TOke), but the cabaret performers
had all gone home (Ho apTucTku Kabape Bce yuuu goMoii), and there were practically no women
left in the place (u (He) OBLIIO MPAKTUUECKH HUKAKUX KEHIIUH OCTABIIUXCS B 3TOM MECTe),
except for one beautiful shrewd-looking French journalist (kpome oy1H0# KpacuBoii
NIPOHMIIATENILHO BBITIISIIEBIIEH (hpaHIly3cKol kypHanmucTki) who made one remark to her
companion (KoTopas BeICKa3ajia 0JIHO 3aMeuanne cBoeMmy koMmranbony) and fell contemptuously
asleep (1 mpe3puTenbHO 3acHyIa).

Martins moved on (Maptunc aBuHyJscs aaneiie): at Maxim's a few couples were dancing rather
gloomily (y Makcuma HECKOIBKO Tap ObUIH TAHIIYIOIIMMH = TAHIIEBAJIU TOBOJIBHO YHBLIO), and

at a place called Chez Victor (a B Mmecte oy HazBanuem Y Bukrtopa) the heating had failed
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(oTorutenue BBIIIIO U3 cTpost) and people sat in overcoats drinking cocktails (1 sronu cunenu B
MajabTO MBIOMIME KOKTeWn). By this time (k aTomy Bpemenn) the spots were swimming in front
of Martins' eyes (3aBeZieHHs IUIBLTN TIepe]] rIa3aMu MapTuHca; spot — naimHo, 3agedeHue, K1y0),
and he was oppressed by a sense of loneliness (1 oH ObLT 1T01aBIIEH YyBCTBOM OIHOYecTBa). His
mind reverted to the girl in Dublin (ero meicin Bo3Bparmianucs k gaeyiike B Jlyonune), and the
one in Amsterdam (u neBymnike B AMcrepaame). That was one thing that didn't fool you (a0
Obl1a eMUHCTBEHHAsI BEIllb KOTopas He mypaunia Teds—the straight drink (uncras: «mpsmas,
Hepaz0aBiieHHas» BhIMBKA), the simple physical act (npoctoii ¢pusnueckuii akt): one didn't
expect fidelity from a woman (TeI He kJ1e1Tb BepHOCTH OT yKeHImHbI ). His mind revolved in
circles (ero MpIcM Bpamanuck kpyramu)—from sentiment to lust (0T CEHTUMEHTATBEHOCTH K
Boxksienennio) and back again from belief to cynicism (1 Ha3aj cHOBa OT BEPhI K LIMHU3MY ).
The trams had stopped (TpamBau octanosuince), and he set out obstinately on foot (1 on
MYCTHJICS B IyTh YIPSMO NEIMKOM; foot — cmynns) to find Harry's girl (utoOs1 HaiiTh neByIIKY
["appu). He wanted to make love to her (on xoTen 3ansThcs 11000BBIO ¢ Heil)—ijust like that
(MpOCTO «KaK» TaK): No nonsense (HUKaKOI uyIm), no sentiment (HUKaKoii
ceHTuMeHTanpHOCTH ). He was in the mood for violence (o OblT B HACTPOCHUHU TSI HACUITHS),
and the snowy road heaved like a lake (1 cHexxHas jopora B3apIManack kak 03epo), and set his
mind on a new course (1 HarpaBujIa €ro MBICJIM Ha HOBBIN Kypc) towards sorrow, eternal love,
renunciation (K e4ayiu, BEYHOH JIFOOBH, CAMOOTPEUCHHIO ).

It must have been about three in the morning (10xHO ObLTO OBITH OKOJIO Tpex yTpa) when he
climbed the stairs to Anna's room (korjia oH BckapaOkaiics 1o JIeCTHUIle K kKomHaTe AHHBI). He
was nearly sober by that time (on 0611 TOUTH Tpe3B k Tomy Bpemenn) and had only one idea in
his head (1 nmen TobKO O7HY MBICITH B ToJI0BE), that she must know about Harry too (uto ona
nomkHa 3HaTh 0 ['appu Toxke). He felt that somehow this knowledge would pay (ou uyBcTBOBaN
9TO KaKMM-TO 00pa3oM 3TO 3HAHUE yIiaTuiio Obl (Hasior Ha)) the mortmain that memory levies
on human beings (HeoT4yx1aeM0Oe IMYIIIECTBO KOTOPHI BOCTIOMHHAHUE B3UMAET C
yesnoBedeckux cymiecTts), and he would stand a chance with Harry's girl (u y Hero Ob11 OBl 11aHC
¢ aeBytikoi ["appu; to stand — (sv1)cmosimy). If one is in love oneself (ecm yenoBek BirOOIICH,
€CJIM ThI BIIIOOJICH: «B JIIOOBM» caMm), it never occurs to one (Tede HUKOT/1a He IPUXOIUT B
rosnoy) that the girl doesn't know (uro neByrika He 3HaeT): one believes one has told it plainly
in a tone of voice (Bepuilib (4TO) THI CKa3aj 3TO SICHO B TOHE roJioca), the touch of a hand ((B)
npukocHoBeHUM pyku). When Anna opened the door to him (korna AnHa oTKpbIIa 1BEPH emMy),
with astonishment at the sight of him tousled on the threshold (c yauBnenuem nepen Bugom ero

B3BEPOIIIEHHOTO Ha TIopore), he never imagined (o HuKOT1a = BOBCEe (HEe) BooOpaxair) that she
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was opening the door to a stranger (4To oHa ObUTa OTKPBIBAIOIICH = OTKPBIBAJIA JIBEPh

MTOCTOPOHHEMY ).

facade [fo'sa:d], cynicism [ sinisizm], threshold [*Oref[hould]

AFTER HE left me, Martins went straight off to drink himself silly. He chose the Oriental to do
it in, the dreary smoky little night club that stands behind a sham Eastern facade. The same semi-
nude photographs on the stairs, the same half-drunk Americans at the bar, the same bad wine and
extraordinary gins—he might have been in any third rate night haunt in any other shabby capital
of a shabby Europe. At one point of the hopeless early hours the International Patrol took a look
at the scene. Martins had drink after drink: he would probably have had a woman too, but the
cabaret performers had all gone home, and there were practically no women left in the place,
except for one beautiful shrewd-looking French journalist who made one remark to her
companion and fell contemptuously asleep.

Martins moved on: at Maxim's a few couples were dancing rather gloomily, and at a place called
Chez Victor the heating had failed and people sat in overcoats drinking cocktails. By this time
the spots were swimming in front of Martins' eyes, and he was oppressed by a sense of
loneliness. His mind reverted to the girl in Dublin, and the one in Amsterdam. That was one
thing that didn't fool you—the straight drink, the simple physical act: one didn't expect fidelity
from a woman. His mind revolved in circles—from sentiment to lust and back again from belief
to cynicism.

The trams had stopped, and he set out obstinately on foot to find Harry's girl. He wanted to make
love to her—just like that: no nonsense, no sentiment. He was in the mood for violence, and the
snowy road heaved like a lake, and set his mind on a new course towards sorrow, eternal love,
renunciation.

It must have been about three in the morning when he climbed the stairs to Anna's room. He was
nearly sober by that time and had only one idea in his head, that she must know about Harry too.
He felt that somehow this knowledge would pay the mortmain that memory levies on human
beings, and he would stand a chance with Harry's girl. If one is in love oneself, it never occurs to
one that the girl doesn't know: one believes one has told it plainly in a tone of voice, the touch of
a hand. When Anna opened the door to him, with astonishment at the sight of him tousled on the

threshold, he never imagined that she was opening the door to a stranger.
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He said (on ckazai), "Anna (Anna), I've found out everything (s Bce Brisicam)."

"Come in (Bxoan)," she said (ona cka3zana), "you don't want to wake the house (Te1 He x0uenb
nepedyauth 1om)." She was in a dressing gown (oHa Obla B xanate): the divan had become a
bed (Taxrta crana kpoBarteio; to become — cmanosumucsi), the kind of rumbled bed (Ta
Pa3HOBHUIHOCTH Pa3BOpoIIeHHON kpoBaTH) that showed how sleepless the occupant had been
(KoTopast moKa3biBajia KAKUM OE€CCOHHBIM BIIAJICTICII: «3aHUMAIOIIHIA ee» ObLI).

"Now (terneps)," she said (ona cka3zana), while he stood there (roxa ou ctosim Tam), fumbling for
words (HamrymnsiBas ciiosa), "what is it (uto 310)? I thought you were going to keep away (s
Jymaia Thl coOupascs aepxathes nojaaneiine). Are the police after you (monurus ronurtcs 3a
T000I)?"

"No (ner)."

"You didn't really kill that man (Ter neficTBuTeNIEHO HE yOUI TOrO Yenoreka), did you (mpasma)?"
"Of course not (koHe4HO HET)."

"You're drunk (TeI nibsin), aren't you (nmpasaa)?"

"I am a bit (memnoro)," he said sulkily (on ckazan yrpromo). The meeting seemed to be going on
the wrong lines (BcTpeda kazanach OBITh MPOXOISIIECH 110 HEMTPABUILHOMY MyTH: «HA
HernpaBUILHBIX TUHUAXY). He said angrily (on ckazan cepauto), "I'm sorry (u3BuHU: «s
coxkaero»)."

"Why (mouemy)? I could do with a bit of drink myself (s Mmorsia 651 HEMHOTO BEITUTH cama, fo do
with — nyscoamouca (paze.))."

He said (on ckaszain), "I've been with the British police (s O5u1 ¢ OpUTaHCKUME TOTUTIEHCKIMN).
They are satisfied I didn't do it (onu yOeaunucs (uto) s He aenan atoro). But I've learned
everything from them (Ho s y3uan Bce ot Hux). Harry was in a racket (I"appu 6b11 B adepe)—a
bad racket (rmoxoit adepe)." He said hopelessly (ou ckazan 6e3nanexno), "He was no good at
all (on ObLT coBcem He xopomuii). We were both wrong (Mb1 00a ObuTH HeTipaskbr)."

"You'd better tell me (b1 Ob1 TyuIe pacckasan mue)," Anna said (ArHa ckazana). She sat down
on the bed (ona cena Ha kporats) and he told her (11 on pacckaszan eit), swaying slightly beside
the table (packauuBasice HeMHOXKKO OkoJi0 cTosia) where her typescript part still lay open at the
first page (re ee MalIMHONKCHAS POJIb BCE €IIIE JIeXKasla OTKPHITAast Ha TIEpBO cTpaHuIe). |
imagine he told it her pretty confusedly (s BooOpaskaro (4T0) OH pacckasal 3To el BechMma
couBunBo), dwelling chiefly on what had stuck most in his mind (3agepxuBasicy TIaBHBIM
00pa3om Ha (TOM) YTO 3aCTpsUIO OOJIBINE BCETO B €r0 MBICIIAX; 10 Stick — gomKHymb, 3acmpsamy),
the children dead with meningitis (et mepTBeie 0T MeHnHTUTA) and the children in the mental

ward (u netu B icuxuatpudeckoit nedednuiie). He stopped (on ocranosuics) and they were
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silent (1 orn ObuTH THXUMU). She said (oHa ckazaina), "Is that all (3to Bce)?"

"Yes (na)."

"You were sober when they told you (Te1 Ob11 Tpe3B koraa onu ckazanu tede)? They really
proved it (OHU IEHCTBUTENBHO JT0Ka3au 310)?"

"Yes (na)." He added, drearily (on mo6aBun Tockimugo), "So that, you see, was Harry (Tak uro
9TO, ThI BUAMIIG, (1) ObL1 [appn)."”

"I'm glad he's dead now (s pana (uto) o MepTB ceifuac)," she said (ona ckazana). "I wouldn't
have wanted him to rot for years in prison (s1 ObI He x0Tena 4TOOBI OH THUJ: «s OBl HE XOTela ero
THUTHY» B TEUCHHE T'OJIOB B TIOpHME)."

"But can you understand how Harry (Ho Moxenib Tol TOHSTE Kak ['appu)—your Harry, my Harry
(tBoii ["appu, moii ['appu)—could have got mixed up (mor BnyTatscs (B Takoe))...?" He said
hopelessly (on ckazan 6e3nanexno), "I feel as though he had never really existed (s1 uyBcTBYIO
Kak Oy/JITO OH HMKOT/Ia IEHCTBUTEIBHO (He) cymecTBoBai), that we'd dreamed him (4ato mbr
BooOpaswim ero). Was he laughing at fools like us all the time (Obu1 (7111) OH cMerOIIMIACS HA
JQypakaMu Kak Mbl Bce Bpemsi)?"

"He may have been (ou mMor 0bITh = fenath 370). What does it matter (410 3TO 3HAYUT = KaKoe
»T0 umeeT 3HadeHue)?" she said (ona ckazaia). "Sit down (caauce). Don't worry (He BonHyiics)."
He had pictured himself comforting Aer (on npencramnsin cede (kak oH OyaeT) yTemarb ee)—not
this other way about (He BOoT Tak Ha000pPOT: «HE 3TUM JAPYTUM ITyTeM BOKpYyr»). She said (oHa
ckazana), "If he was alive now (ecnu on Obu1 (O51) kuB ceituac), he might be able to explain (on
MoT ObI OBITH CITIOCOOHBIM 00BSICHUTE), but we've got to remember him as he was to us (HO MbI
JIOJDKHBL: «MMEeM» ITOMHUTH ero KakuM oH ObuT K Ham). There are always so many things one
doesn't know about a person (ecThs Bcerjia Tak MHOTO Belliel (KOTOpBIE) YETOBEK: «OIUHY» HE
3HAET O YEJIOBEKE = KOTOPHIC Thl HE 3HACIHIb O YEIIOBEKE), even a person one loves (naxe (0)
YesoBeke (KOToporo) Thl Tr00HIIE), good things (xopormme Bemn), bad things (rutoxue Bemm).
We have to leave plenty of room for them (MBI 10KHBI OCTABISTE MTOITHO IPOCTPAHCTBA JITIS

HUX; plenty — uzoounue)."

occupant [ okjupont], meningitis [menin’d3aitis], sober [ souba]

He said, "Anna, I've found out everything."
"Come in," she said, "you don't want to wake the house." She was in a dressing gown: the divan
had become a bed, the kind of rumbled bed that showed how sleepless the occupant had been.

"Now," she said, while he stood there, fumbling for words, "what is it? I thought you were going
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to keep away. Are the police after you?"

"No."

"You didn't really kill that man, did you?"

"Of course not."

"You're drunk, aren't you?"

"I am a bit," he said sulkily. The meeting seemed to be going on the wrong lines. He said angrily,
"I'm sorry."

"Why? I could do with a bit of drink myself."

He said, "I've been with the British police. They are satisfied I didn't do it. But I've learned
everything from them. Harry was in a racket—a bad racket." He said hopelessly, "He was no
good at all. We were both wrong."

"You'd better tell me," Anna said. She sat down on the bed and he told her, swaying slightly
beside the table where her typescript part still lay open at the first page. I imagine he told it her
pretty confusedly, dwelling chiefly on what had stuck most in his mind, the children dead with
meningitis and the children in the mental ward. He stopped and they were silent. She said, "Is
that all?"

"Yes."

"You were sober when they told you? They really proved it?"

"Yes." He added, drearily, "So that, you see, was Harry."

"I'm glad he's dead now," she said. "I wouldn't have wanted him to rot for years in prison."

"But can you understand how Harry—your Harry, my Harry—could have got mixed up ...?" He
said hopelessly, "I feel as though he had never really existed, that we'd dreamed him. Was he
laughing at fools like us all the time?"

"He may have been. What does it matter?" she said. "Sit down. Don't worry." He had pictured
himself comforting her—not this other way about. She said, "If he was alive now, he might be
able to explain, but we've got to remember him as he was to us. There are always so many things
one doesn't know about a person, even a person one loves, good things, bad things. We have to

leave plenty of room for them."

"Those children (3tu netn)..."
She said angrily (ona ckazana cepauto), "For God's sake (pagu bora) stop making people in
your image (Tipexpatu Jenarth JIroiei o TBoemy oopasy»). Harry was real (I'appu Obin

Hactosmuii). He wasn't just your hero and my lover (o He ObUT JTHIIIE TBOUM FEPOEM U MOUM
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BO3TI00IeHHBIM ). He was Harry (on 0wt ["appu). He was in a racket (o 0wu1 B adepe). He did
bad things (on nenan nimoxue Bemun). What about it (4to HacueT 3Toro = Hy 1 4t0)? He was the
man we knew (0oH ObLT TeM YeJIOBEKOM (KOTOPOTO) MBI 3HAIIH)."

He said (on ckazan), "Don't talk such bloody wisdom (He roBopu Takyto 4epTOBY MYAPOCT).
Don't you see (#e Buuiib ToI) that I love you (uro st o060 te0s1)?"

She looked at him in astonishment (oHa mocmoTpena Ha Hero B yauBieHun). "You (To1)?"

"Yes, me (na, s1). [ don't kill people with fake drugs (s He yOuBaro mrozeit nmoaaeabHbIMU
nexapctBamu). I'm not a hypocrite (st He nuiiemep) who persuades people that I'm the greatest
(KOTOpBIN yOeKIaeT JIro1ei uTo s Benngaiimmii)... I'm just a bad writer who drinks too much (s
MIPOCTO TUIOXOU MucaTeslb KOTOPBIN MbeT caumnikom MHOTO) and falls in love with girls (u
BITIIOOJISIETCS B IEBYIIEK)..."

She said (ona ckazana), "But I don't even know what colour your eyes are (HO 51 1axke He 3HAIO
Kakoro 1eera TBou riasa). If you'd rung me up just now and asked me (eciut TbI ObI TO3BOHWIT
MHE TIPSIMO M ceiuac U CIIpOCHIT MEHS; fo ring up — nozéoHums) whether you were dark or fair or
wore a moustache («eciu» Thl ObUT = OBLT JIU Thl TEMHOBOJIOCHIH HJTH CBETJIIOBOJIOCHIH MITH HOCHIT
ycol), I wouldn't have known (st Ob1 He 3Hana = He cMorya Obl cka3aTh)."

"Can't you get him out of your mind (He Moxemts (7111) ThI BRIOPOCUTH €T0 U3 TBOUX MBICTEi)?"
"No (nmer)."

He said (on ckazai), "As soon as they've cleared up this Koch murder (kax Tonsko oHn
pa3bepyTcs ¢ atum youiictBom Koxa), I'm leaving Vienna (s nokuny Beny). I can't feel
interested any longer in whether Kurtz killed Harry (s He Mmory uyBcTBOBaTH (Ce0s)
3aWHTEPECOBAHHBIM CKOJIBKO-HUOYAb Nojbiie B (ToM) Kyptr mu youn ["appu)—or the third man
(mymm Tpetuit uenosek). Whoever killed him it was a kind of justice (kto 61 HU yOWMI €ro, 310
ObL1a pa3HOBUAHOCTH cripaBeuinBocT ). Maybe I'd kill him myself under these circumstances
(MOXkeT OBITh 51 OBl YOUII €ro caM B 3THX o0cTosTenscTBax ). But you still love him (Ho ThI Bce
erre 00Uk ero). You love a cheat (To1 siroOumns Jiryna), a murderer (yowiiiry)."

"I loved a man (s mro6mia genoseka)," she said (ona ckazana). "I told you (s ckazana tebe)—a
man doesn't alter because you find out more about him (4yenoBek He MeHsieTCsT U3-3a (TOTO UTO)
ThI OOHAPY’KUBACIIb: «HAXOAMIIL HapyXKy» Oombie o Hem). He's still the same man (on ects Bce
elIe TOT K€ CaMbIi YeI0BeK)."

"I hate the way you talk (s HeHaBIXY TO, KaK Thl TOBOPHIIIb; Wa)y — nyms, cnocod). I've got a
splitting headache (y mens octpas: «pazduBaromias» rogostas 00ib), and you talk and talk (a Ts
TOBOPHUILb ¥ TOBOPUIIB)..."

"I didn't ask you to come (51 He mpurITanmana: «pocusay Teds MPUXOANTS)."

"You make me cross (ThI «J1eJaeIIb MEHS CEPAUTHIM, PA3APAKCHHBIM)» = 3aCTaBJISICIIb: MEHS
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cepauthbes)."

Suddenly she laughed (Bue3zanmno ona paccmesiiack). She said (ona cka3zana), "You are so comic
(TBI Takol KOMUYHBIN). You come here at three in the morning (TbI npuxoaKIIE CIOA B TPU Yaca
yTpa)—a stranger (4y»xoii ueraoBek)— and say you love me (11 roBopuIIb (4TO) THI JIFOOHUIIB
menst). Then you get angry (3arem TbI craHOBUIIBCS cepauThiM) and pick a quarrel (u niens
TTOBO/JI JIJIsT CCOPBI: «IOHUMAaeITs ccopy»). What do you expect me to do (4To TeI 0xkuaeIb
MeHS cieniaTh = 4yTOOBI s c/enana)—or say (uim ckaszana)?"

"I haven't seen you laugh before (s1 He Buen kak Thl CMEEIILCS: «HE BUIEN TEOSI CMESThCSD
panbiie). Do it again (cnienaii ato caoBa). I like it (s1 06110 910)."

"There isn't enough for two laughs (He mocTaTOYHO I IBYX CMEIIKOB = MEHSI HE XBAaTUT Ha JIBa
cMmenika)," she said (oHa ckazana).

He took her by the shoulders (on B3sut ee 3a tuteun) and shook her gently (1 moTpsic ee msrko; to
shake — mpscmu). He said (on ckazan), "I'd make comic faces all day long (st 661 nenain
KOMMYHBIE JInIa Bech JieHb). I'd stand on my head and grin at you between my legs (st Ob1 cTOsIT
Ha Moel TosoBe U ynbi0ancs Tede mexxay Monmu Horamu). I'd learn a lot of jokes (st 661 BeIy4mI
Kydy aHEKJ0TOB: «I1yTok») from the books on After-dinner Speaking (13 kaur o
MocJIe00eICHHOM pa3rosope)."

"Come away from the window (oToiinu npous ot okHa). There are no curtains (TyT HeT
3aHaBecok)." '

"There's nobody to see (Tam HET HUKOTO YTOOBI YBUAETH = KTO ObI yBH 1T (Hac))," but
automatically checking his statement (HO aBTOMaTH4YeCKH MPOBEPsIst CBOE yTBEepKIeHNE), he
wasn't quite so sure (oH He ObLT coBepIIeHHO Tak yBepeH): a long shadow that had moved
(nMHHAS TeHb KOTOpas mepenBuranack), perhaps with the movement of clouds over the moon
(BO3MOYKHO C JABM)KEHUEM Ty4 HaJl JTyHOI), was motionless again (Obl1a HemoaBmxkHa onsiTh). He
said (on ckazan), "You still love Harry (To1 Bce emie nrooumis ['appu), don't you (e Tax jm)?"
"Yes (na)."

"Perhaps I do (Bo3moskHO s 1100:110). I don't know (51 He 3Ha10)." He dropped his hands (on
yponu csou pyku) and said (u ckazan), "I’ll be pushing off (ny s nmomen; fo push off —

OMMAIKUBAMbCsl, OMNIbIBAMb (0m Oepeaa); Youpamvcs, yxooumy)."

persuade [pa'sweid], justice [ d3Astis], motionless ['moufonlis]

"Those children..."

She said angrily, "For God's sake stop making people in your image. Harry was real. He wasn't
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just your hero and my lover. He was Harry. He was in a racket. He did bad things. What about
it? He was the man we knew."

He said, "Don't talk such bloody wisdom. Don't you see that I love you?"

She looked at him in astonishment. "You?"

"Yes, me. I don't kill people with fake drugs. I'm not a hypocrite who persuades people that I'm
the greatest ... I'm just a bad writer who drinks too much and falls in love with girls ..."

She said, "But I don't even know what colour your eyes are. If you'd rung me up just now and
asked me whether you were dark or fair or wore a moustache, I wouldn't have known."

"Can't you get him out of your mind?"

"No."

He said, "As soon as they've cleared up this Koch murder, I'm leaving Vienna. I can't feel
interested any longer in whether Kurtz killed Harry—or the third man. Whoever killed him it
was a kind of justice. Maybe I'd kill him myself under these circumstances. But you still love
him. You love a cheat, a murderer."

"I loved a man," she said. "I told you—a man doesn't alter because you find out more about him.
He's still the same man."

"I hate the way you talk. I've got a splitting headache, and you talk and talk ..."

"I didn't ask you to come."

"Y ou make me cross."

Suddenly she laughed. She said, "You are so comic. You come here at three in the morning—a
stranger— and say you love me. Then you get angry and pick a quarrel. What do you expect me
to do—or say?"

"I haven't seen you laugh before. Do it again. I like it."

"There isn't enough for two laughs," she said.

He took her by the shoulders and shook her gently. He said, "I'd make comic faces all day long.
I'd stand on my head and grin at you between my legs. I'd learn a lot of jokes from the books on
After-dinner Speaking."

"Come away from the window. There are no curtains." '

"There's nobody to see," but automatically checking his statement, he wasn't quite so sure: a long
shadow that had moved, perhaps with the movement of clouds over the moon, was motionless
again. He said, "You still love Harry, don't you?"

"Yes."

"Perhaps I do. I don't know." He dropped his hands and said, "I’ll be pushing off."
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He walked rapidly away (on 3amaran 6sictpo nipods): he didn't bother to see (on He
nobecrnokousicsi mocMoTpeTs) whether he was being followed (npecnenosanu nu ero), to check
up on the shadow (uto0Os1 npoBepuTs TeHs). But passing by the end of the street (1o npoxoss
MUMO KOHIIa yiuirel) he happened to turn (o ciyunicst moBepHyTh) and there just around the
corner (1 TaMm MpsIMO 3a yriiom), pressed against a wall to escape notice (nprxaTasi kK cTeHe
4TOOBI HE OBITH 3aMEeUEHHOM: «n30exaTh 3ameuanus»), was a thick stocky figure (Opina mioTHas
KopeHacras ¢purypa). Martins stopped and stared (MapTuHC OCTaHOBHIICS M TIPUTIISICIICS ).
There was something familiar about that figure (0buT0 uTO-TO 3HAKOMOE B TOM DUTYpE):
perhaps, he thought (Bo3morxHo, on moaymarn), I have grown unconsciously used to him (s ctan
Oecco3HaTeIbHO MPUBBIYCH K HEMY; f0 grow — pacmu, cmanosumucs) during these last twenty-
four hours (B TeueHme 3TUX MOCIETHUX IBAANATHA YeThIpex 4acoB): perhaps he is one of those
(BO3MOYHO OH ecTh 0JinH U3 Tex) who have so assiduously checked my movements (kTo
MIPUCTAIBHO OTCJICKUBAII MOM JBMKeHUs ). Martins stood there (MapTtuHc cTosut Tam), twenty
yards away ((B) nBaguaTH spaax), staring at the silent motionless figure in the dark side-street
(rmaas Ha THXYIO Oe3BIDKHYIO (purypy B TeMHOM niepeyiike) who stared back at him (kotopas
cMoOTpera «Hazaa» Ha Hero). A police spy, perhaps (mosuiieiickuii mmmk, BO3MOXKHO), Or an
agent of those other men (v arenT Tex apyrux ntojei), those men who had corrupted Harry
first (Tex mromeit kotopeie pazBpatuian ['appu criepsa) and then killed him (a 3aTem yOumnm ero):
even possibly the third man (nakxe BO3MOkKHO TpeTuii 4enoBek)?

It was not the face that was familiar (370 ObLTO He JTHII0 YTO OBLTO 3HAKOMO = 3HAKOMO OBLIO HE
nmro), for he could not make out so much as the angle of the jaw (160 ou He MOT pa3IUIUTH TaK
MHOTO KaK = JJaKe YroJI 9eJIFOCTH): nor a movement (Hu aBmxeHus ), for the body was so still
that he began to believe (160 Teno ObUIO TAKUM HETIOABMKHBIM, UTO OH Hauyasl BepuTh) that the
whole thing was an illusion caused by shadow (uTo Bce 310 OBIIO MILTIO3UEH, BRI3BAHHOM
tenwio). He called sharply (on mo3Bai pesko). "Do you want anything (xoTurte BbI uTO-
HuOynbp»)?" and there was no reply (u (He) O6b110 HUKakoro oTBeTa). He called again with the
irascibility of drink (oH mo3Basn cHOBa ¢ pa3ApakUTETHLHOCTHIO BBHIMUBIIETO). "Answer (0TBeUail),
can't you (ThI MOXKeIIIb: «HEe MOXKelllb Thi»)?" and an answer came (u oTBeT npuiien), for a
window curtain was drawn petulantly back by some sleeper he had awakened (160 oxonHas
3aHaBeCKa ObLIa OTOABHHYTA Pa3ApakeHHO Ha3a/J KaKUM-TO CIISIIIUM (KOTOPOTO) OH pa30yami)
and the light fell straight across the narrow street (11 cBet yman npsmo depes y3kyo ynuiry) and

lit up the features of Harry Lime (u ocBetun ueptsl ['appu Jlaiima; to light up — oceewjams).

assiduously [o's1djuasli], irascibility [1raes1 biliti], petulant [ petjulont]
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He walked rapidly away: he didn't bother to see whether he was being followed, to check up on
the shadow. But passing by the end of the street he happened to turn and there just around the
corner, pressed against a wall to escape notice, was a thick stocky figure. Martins stopped and
stared. There was something familiar about that figure: perhaps, he thought, I have grown
unconsciously used to him during these last twenty-four hours: perhaps he is one of those who
have so assiduously checked my movements. Martins stood there, twenty yards away, staring at
the silent motionless figure in the dark side-street who stared back at him. A police spy, perhaps,
or an agent of those other men, those men who had corrupted Harry first and then killed him:
even possibly the third man?

It was not the face that was familiar, for he could not make out so much as the angle of the jaw:
nor a movement, for the body was so still that he began to believe that the whole thing was an
illusion caused by shadow. He called sharply. "Do you want anything?" and there was no reply.
He called again with the irascibility of drink. "Answer, can't you?" and an answer came, for a
window curtain was drawn petulantly back by some sleeper he had awakened and the light fell

straight across the narrow street and lit up the features of Harry Lime.

12

DO YOU BELIEVE in ghosts (TbI BepuIlib: «J1ey1aenib Thl BEpUTHY B ipuBuacHus)?" Martins
said to me (MapTuHC ckazan MHE).

"Do you (a Tb1)?"

"I do now (Bepro Tenepsn)."

"I also believe that drunk men see things (s Takke Bepro 4TO IbsHBIC JIFOIM BUJIST (Pa3HBIC)
BeIIM )—sometimes rats, sometimes worse (MHOT/1a KpbIC, MHOTIa XyxKe)."

He hadn't come to me at once with his story (oH He npuIIen Ko MHE cpa3y cO CBOEH UCTOPUEH —
only the danger to Anna Schmidt (Tonbpko onacHocTs (yrpoxkarormas) AaHe [lImuar) tossed him
back into my office (3abpocuna ero Hazaa B Moro KOHTOPY), like something the sea washed up
(kKak 4TO-TO, (UTO) MOpE BHIOPOCHIIO HA Oeper: «BBIMBLIO BBEpX»), tousled, unshaven
(pactpenannoe, HeOpuToe), haunted by an experience he couldn't understand (ue nmeronmii
MIOKOSI OT: «IIOCEIIAeMbIil» OIbITa (KOTOPOro) OH He MoT ToHATh). He said (on ckazain), "If it had
been just the face (ecim 310 ObITO OBI TpOCTO NTHTIO), | Wouldn't have worried (st 061 He

oecnioxomics). I'd been thinking about Harry (st qymain o I'appu), and I might easily have
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mistaken a stranger (1 mor Jierko nepenyrtath ayxoro). The light was turned off again at once,
you see (cBeT ObLI IoTalieH CHOBAa HEMEIJICHHO, BBl BUIIUTE; f0 turn off — eviknouams), I only
got one glimpse (s TOJILKO MOTy4ns OJUH ObICTPHIN B3TJs), and the man made off down the
street (11 YesIOBEK yIIeT BJIOJIb: «BHU3Y (110) yaune)—if he was a man (eciau oH ObLT YeTOBEKOM).
There was no turning for a long way ((He) ObUTO HIKAKOTO TIOBOPOTA Ha JOJTOM IyTH), but I was
so startled (1o s1 Ob1T Tak Hammyran) I gave him another thirty yards' start (st nan emy eme
TpuauaTu-spaoByio Gopy). He came to one of those newspaper kiosks (on mozoren k onHomy
u3 Tex ra3zeTHbIx knockos) and for a moment moved out of sight (1 Ha MrHOBEeHKE TIpOTIA:
«BBIIBUHYJICS» 13 Bua). | ran after him (s moGexan 3a: «mocie» aum). It only took me ten
seconds to reach the kiosk (MHe moTpe©oBamIOCH TOTBKO: «ITO TOJBKO B3SJIO MHE» JIECATH CEKYH/T
9TO0BI JOCTHYb KHOcKa), and he must have heard me running (v oH 10KeH OBITH YCIIBITIIAT
menst Oeryiero), but the strange thing was he never appeared again (Ho cTpanHas Berib ObuIa
(uT0) OH Tak u He mosBuICS cHOBA). | reached the kiosk (s1 moctur knocka). There wasn't
anybody there (He 6110 KOTO-MO0 Tam). The street was empty (yiuia Oputa mycra). He couldn't
have reached a doorway without my meeting him (on He MOT ObI TOCTUTHYTH BXOJIHO IBEpU
9TOOBI 51 €r0 He BCTpeTHII: «0e3 Moero BcTpedanwus ero»). He'd simply vanished (on mpocTo
ucrnapuics)."

"A natural thing for ghosts (ectectBennas Benis s npuBuaeHnii —or illusions (vm
WJUTIO3Ui)."

"But I can't believe I was as drunk as all that (Ho s He Mory MOBepHUTH (4TO) s OBLT TAaK MbSH KaK
BCE€ 3TO = HACTOJIBKO IbsH)!"

"What did you do then (uto cienanu BeI Tor12)?"

"I had to have another drink (s1 1o/mKeH OBLT BBIMUTE €111€ OHY MOPITUIO BBHITTMBKHN ). My nerves
were all to pieces (Mo HepBBI ObLITN BCE HA KYCOUKH)."

"Didn't that bring him back (ne npuseno 31o ero nazan)?"

"No (uer), but it sent me back to Anna's (Ho 3T0 mocano MeHs Hazaa Kk Axne)."

I think he would have been ashamed to come to me with his absurd story (s1 ;ymaro on ObLT OBI
MOCTBIIUIICS TIPUNTH KO MHE €O cBoel abcypanoit ucropueii) if it had not been for the attempt on
Anna Schmidt (ecriu 6561 He U3-3a (Bo3MOkHOTO) oKyIeHust Ha AHHy [lImunt). My theory when
he did tell me his story was (Most Teopusi, KOT/1a OH HAKOHEIT paccKa3al MHE CBOIO UCTOPHIO
On1a) that there had been a watcher (uro Tam 6b11 HabGmr01aTETH)—though it was drink and
hysteria that had pasted on the man's face the features of Harry Lime (xoTst 3T0 Oblia BBITUBKA U
UCTEpHsI, KOTOPbIe HAHECIU Ha TOTO YejoBeKka uio 4epTsl ['appu Jlaiima). That watcher had
noted his visit to Anna (Ha0ro1aTeb OTMETHI ero Bu3nuT K AHHe) and the member of the ring (u

ujeH koJibiia)—the penicillin ring (nenunmummaoBoro koibiia)—had been warned by telephone
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(6b1T IpemyTpexieH o Tenedony). Events that night moved fast (coObITHS TOM HOUBIO
JIBUTATUCE OBICTPO). You remember that Kurtz lived in the Russian zone (BeI momuuTE, 9TO
KypTi sxuit B pycckoit 30He)—in the second bezirk to be exact (Bo BTopom okpyre 4T00bI OBITH
TOUHBIM), in a wide empty desolate street (Ha mupokoii mycroii 6e3mroaHoN yiuie) that runs
down to the Prater Platz (koTopas 6exxut Buu3 k [Iparep-ITnai). A man like that had probably
obtained his influential contacts (4enoBek kak 3TOT = TaKOW YeJIOBEK BO3ZMOYKHO TOJTYUYUI CBOU
BnusTenbHble cBs3n). The original police agreement in Vienna between the allies (n3nauansnoe
nonuIeiickoe cornamienne B Bene mexy corozuukamu) confined the military police
(orpannumiio BoeHHyto noiunuio) (who had to deal with crimes involving allied personnel
(koTopast ToJHKHA ObLIA: «KOTOpAsi UMEIIa» UMETh JIEJIO0 ¢ MPECTYIUICHUSIMHU BOBJICKIIIUMHU
COIO3HHMKOB MEPCOHAT; t0 deal — umems Oeno; to involve — exnouams, osiekamy) to their
particular zones (k X KOHKpETHBIM 30HaMm ), unless permission was given to them to enter the
zone of another power (eciu paszpernienne He ObUIO IaHO UM BOWTH B 30HY JPYTOH BIIACTH;
unless — ecnu ne). 1 only had to get on the phone to my opposite number in the American or
French zones (s ToJbKO MOMKEH OBLT I03BOHUTHCS: «I00paThes Ha TeaedoHe» K MOeMy KOJLIere
B aMEpUKAHCKOU U (PpaHIly3CKOI 30HAX; opposite — npomuononodicHvlil; number — Homep,
yucno) before I sent in my men (tipexie (4em) s OChUIAN TyAa MOUX JIIOfeH) to make an arrest
or pursue an investigation (4To0bI COBEpPIITUTEL apecT WK MTPOBECTH pacciienoBanue). Perhaps
forty-eight hours would pass (Bo3moxHO, COpok BoceMb uacoB mipoxoauiio 0s1) before I received
permission from the Russians (mpexie (uem) s mody4an pa3peiieHue oT pycckux), but in
practice there are a few occasions (HO Ha IpakTHUKE €CTh HEKOTOpBIE cirydan) when it is
necessary to work quicker than that (koryia HeoOxouMo padboTtaTh ObICTpee YeM 3TO = Tak). Even
at home it is not always possible (1a>xe 1oma 3T0 He Bcerjia BO3MOKHO) to obtain a search
warrant or permission from one's superiors to detain a suspect (oIy4uThL OpAep Ha OOBICK WK
pa3pelieHre OT CBOMX Ha4aJIbHUKOB 3aJIepKaTh MOJ03PEBAEMOT0; search — oovick, nouck) with

any greater speed (co CKOJbKO-HHOYIb OOJIBITICH CKOPOCTHIO).

kiosk [ 'ki:osk], hysteria [his tior1o], desolate [ desalit]

DO YOU BELIEVE in ghosts?" Martins said to me.

"Do you?"

"I do now."

"I also believe that drunk men see things—sometimes rats, sometimes worse."

He hadn't come to me at once with his story—only the danger to Anna Schmidt tossed him back

into my office, like something the sea washed up, tousled, unshaven, haunted by an experience
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he couldn't understand. He said, "If it had been just the face, I wouldn't have worried. I'd been
thinking about Harry, and I might easily have mistaken a stranger. The light was turned off again
at once, you see, | only got one glimpse, and the man made off down the street—if he was a
man. There was no turning for a long way, but I was so startled I gave him another thirty yards'
start. He came to one of those newspaper kiosks and for a moment moved out of sight. I ran after
him. It only took me ten seconds to reach the kiosk, and he must have heard me running, but the
strange thing was he never appeared again. | reached the kiosk. There wasn't anybody there. The
street was empty. He couldn't have reached a doorway without my meeting him. He'd simply
vanished."

"A natural thing for ghosts—or illusions."

"But I can't believe I was as drunk as all that!"

"What did you do then?"

"I had to have another drink. My nerves were all to pieces."

"Didn't that bring him back?"

"No, but it sent me back to Anna's."

I think he would have been ashamed to come to me with his absurd story if it had not been for
the attempt on Anna Schmidt. My theory when he did tell me his story was that there had been a
watcher—though it was drink and hysteria that had pasted on the man's face the features of
Harry Lime. That watcher had noted his visit to Anna and the member of the ring—the penicillin
ring—had been warned by telephone. Events that night moved fast. You remember that Kurtz
lived in the Russian zone—in the second bezirk to be exact, in a wide empty desolate street that
runs down to the Prater Platz. A man like that had probably obtained his influential contacts. The
original police agreement in Vienna between the allies confined the military police (who had to
deal with crimes involving allied personnel) to their particular zones, unless permission was
given to them to enter the zone of another power. I only had to get on the phone to my opposite
number in the American or French zones before I sent in my men to make an arrest or pursue an
investigation. Perhaps forty-eight hours would pass before I received permission from the
Russians, but in practice there are a few occasions when it is necessary to work quicker than that.
Even at home it is not always possible to obtain a search warrant or permission from one's

superiors to detain a suspect with any greater speed.

This meant that if I wanted to pick up Kurtz (310 03Hauasno 49ro eciu s xotes B3sTh Kypria) it

would be as well to catch him in the British zone (310 6510 OBI TO %€ camoe (UT0) = 3TO
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3HA4YMIIO OBl TOMMATh €ro B OPUTAHCKOM 30HE).

When Rollo Martins went drunkenly back at four o'clock in the morning (xorma Pomo MapTtunc
TOIIIeT MBSHBIM Ha3aJ B 4yeThipe yaca yTpa) to tell Anna that he had seen the ghost of Harry
(uToOBI pacckaszate AHHE 4TO OH Buen npusuaeHue ['appu), he was told by a frightened porter
(emy ckasan uciyranabil mopThe) who had not yet gone back to sleep (koTopsiii erie He yien
obpatHo cniaTh) that she had been taken away by the International Patrol (uro ona Ovuta 3a0pana
WUHTEPHALMOHAIBHBIM MATPYyJIEM).

What happened was this (4to ciyunnocsk, 01710 3T0 = BOT uT0). Russia, you remember (Poccusi,
(kak) BBI MOMHHTE), Was in the chair as far as the Inner Stadt was concerned (Obi1a y BiacTu: «B
TPOHE, CTYJIe» TaK Jajeko kak Buytpennwuii ['opos O6bu1 3aTponyT), and the Russians had
information that Anna Schmidt was one of their nationals (1 pycckue noxyumiu nHbopMaImio
gyro Anna [lImuar Obuta o1Ha U3 UX cooTeuecTBeHHUKOB) living with false papers (skuByias ¢
danpmuBeIME 1oKyMeHTaMu). On this occasion (1o aTomy citydaro), halfway through the patrol
((na) mommyTH Tipu 06xo1¢e), the Russian policeman directed the car to the street where Anna
Schmidt lived (pycckuii monuiiecKuil HanpaBUiI MaIlIMHY K yauIle rae skuina Anna [Imunr).
Outside Anna Schmidt's block (y noma Annser [IIMuaT) the American took a hand in the game
(aMepuKaHeI BCTYIIII B UTPY: «B3suT pyKy B urpe») and demanded in German (1 cripocuit Ha
Hemerikom) what it was all about (8 uem Ovu10 fe50). The Frenchman leant against the bonnet
(paniry3 onepcs Ha karoT) and lit a stinking Caporal (1 3amanun BoHO9y0 Maxopky). France
wasn't concerned (©panuus OblIa HU TTpH YeM: «He Obl1a 3aTponyTa) and nothing that didn't
concern France had any genuine importance to him (1 HuuTO, uTO He 3aTparuBano paHuuIo,
(HE) MMeITo KaKoH-Tn00 HacTosMIeH BakHOCTH [Tl Hero). The Russian dug out a few words of
German (pycckuii BBIKOTIANT HAPYKY = C TPYJOM BCIIOMHHII HECKOJIBKO CIIOB HEMEIKOTO; 0 dig —
xkonams) and flourished some papers (1 momaxan kakumu-to Oymaskkamu). As far as they could
tell (HackoJIbKO: «TaK J1aJeKo Kak» OHU MOTJIM CKa3aTh = IMOHSTH), a Russian national wanted by
the Russian police (pycckuii TpaskJaHUH MCKOMBII: «GKEIaeMBbIiD» PYCCKO monuimeii) was living
there without proper papers (ObUT )xUBYIIIHI TaM 0e3 HacTOSIINX TOKyMeHTOB). They went
upstairs (onu oty BBepx 1o nectauile) and found Anna in bed (1 Hammm AHHY B IOCTENH),
though I don't suppose (xoTs 51 He npeanonaraio), after Martins' visit (mocine MapTtunca Bu3uTa),
that she was asleep (uTo oHa ObLIa crisiIas = crania).

There is a lot of comedy in these situations (ecTe MHOTO KOMUYECKOTO B 3TUX CUTyarusx) if you
are not directly concerned (eciu T He Tipsimo 3aTpoHyT). You need a background of general
European terror (Tbl Hy)aemibes (B) = Tede Hyx)eH (GoH o0Iero eBporneickoro yxaca), of a
father who belonged to a losing side (oTI1a, KOTOPEII MPUHAIEKAT K TPOUTPaBIIeii ctopone), of

house searches (omamnmanx oowickoB) and disappearances (1 ncue3snoBenuii) before the fear
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outweighs the comedy (mpesxie (4emM) cTpax MEPeBECHT: «IIEPeBEIIUBACT KoMeauio). The
Russian, you see, refused to leave the room (pycckuii, BbI BUIAUTE, OTKA3AJICST TTOKUIATh
komHaTy): the American wouldn't leave a girl unprotected (amepukanerr He OCTaBUIT ObI IEBYIIKY
HezamumienHoi), and the Frenchman (a ¢panirys)—well, I think the Frenchman must have
thought it was fun (Hy, s ymaro (4T0) PpaHIry3 JOHKEH ObLT {yMaTh (YTO) 3TO OBLTO BECEIbe =
3a0aBHO). Can't you imagine the scene (He moskere (Jin) BBl BOOOpa3uTh 3Ty ciieHy)? The
Russian was just doing his duty and watched the girl all the time (pycckuii mpocTo ucnonHsmn
CBOI JIOJIT ¥ cMOTpen (Ha) AeBYHIKYy Bce BpeMsi), without a flicker of sexual interest (6e3 equnoro
npo0Jiecka cekcyanbHOTo nHTepeca): the American stood with his back chivalrously turned
(aMepHKaHeI[ CTOSUT TIO-PHIIIAPCKH OTBEPHYBIIUCH: «C €0 CITMHOM MO-PHIAPCKUA TTIOBEPHYTON):
the Frenchman smoked his cigarette (dhpanirys kypui cBoto curapety) and watched with
detached amusement (1 cmoTpern ¢ oTpenieHHoit 3a6aBoii (Ha)) the reflection of the girl dressing
(Ha oTpakeHHe ojieBaroIIelics neBymkn) in the mirror of the wardrobe (B 3epkaiie rapaepo6a),
and the Englishman stood in the passage (a anrmuanus crost B kopuaope) wondering what to
do next (HemoymeBasi, 4TO JIENIaTh AAJBIIE: «CICAYIOIIIM ).

I don't want you to think the English policeman came too badly out of the affair (s ne xouy
YTOOBI BBI MOJYMaJIN: «HE X0UY BaC MOJYyMaThy» (YTO) aHTIIMHUCKUI MOTULIEUCKUM BBIIIEN
CJIMIIIKOM TUTOXO W3 3TOTO JIeJIa = TUIOXO MposiBUII ceOst B 3TOM jiene). In the passage (B
kopuaope), undistracted by chivalry (HeoTBnekaemsiii priiapctBoM), he had time to think (on
umen Bpems moaymars), and his thoughts led him to the telephone in the next flat (1 ero meicnu
IIPUBEJH €ro K TeredoHy B cocepnelt kBaptupe; fo lead — eecmu). He got straight through to me
at my flat (ou 103BOHMIICS TIPSIMO KO MHE B MO0 kBapTupy) and woke me out of that deepest
middle sleep (1 pa3OyauI MEeHs U3 3TOTO ITyOOYaMIIIero MeIJICHHOTO: «cpeaHero» cHa). That
was why when Martins rang up an hour later (mostomy xorga MapTuHC MO3BOHHIT YacOM
nosxe), I already knew what was exciting him (s ysxe 3Ha11 4T0 BOIHOBAJIO €ro)—it gave him an
undeserved but very useful belief in my efficiency (310 mano emy HezacmyKeHHYIO, HO OYE€Hb
MoJIe3HY0 Bepy B Moo 3¢ dexkTuBHOCTS). | never had another crack from him (s Huxorga
(OonbIie) (HE) MONYYHII ellle OJTHOTO CApKaCTUUYECKOro 3aMeuaHus oT Hero) about policemen or

sheriffs after that night (Hacuet nonuieiickux u mepudoB MOCIe TOM HOUN).

flourish [ flAr1f], outweigh [aut'wei1], amusement [o'mju:zmant]

This meant that if [ wanted to pick up Kurtz it would be as well to catch him in the British zone.

When Rollo Martins went drunkenly back at four o'clock in the morning to tell Anna that he had
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seen the ghost of Harry, he was told by a frightened porter who had not yet gone back to sleep
that she had been taken away by the International Patrol.

What happened was this. Russia, you remember, was in the chair as far as the Inner Stadt was
concerned, and the Russians had information that Anna Schmidt was one of their nationals living
with false papers. On this occasion, halfway through the patrol, the Russian policeman directed
the car to the street where Anna Schmidt lived.

Outside Anna Schmidt's block the American took a hand in the game and demanded in German
what it was all about. The Frenchman leant against the bonnet and lit a stinking Caporal. France
wasn't concerned and nothing that didn't concern France had any genuine importance to him. The
Russian dug out a few words of German and flourished some papers. As far as they could tell, a
Russian national wanted by the Russian police was living there without proper papers. They
went upstairs and found Anna in bed, though I don't suppose, after Martins' visit, that she was
asleep.

There is a lot of comedy in these situations if you are not directly concerned. You need a
background of general European terror, of a father who belonged to a losing side, of house
searches and disappearances before the fear outweighs the comedy. The Russian, you see,
refused to leave the room: the American wouldn't leave a girl unprotected, and the Frenchman—
well, I think the Frenchman must have thought it was fun. Can't you imagine the scene? The
Russian was just doing his duty and watched the girl all the time, without a flicker of sexual
interest: the American stood with his back chivalrously turned: the Frenchman smoked his
cigarette and watched with detached amusement the reflection of the girl dressing in the mirror
of the wardrobe, and the Englishman stood in the passage wondering what to do next.

I don't want you to think the English policeman came too badly out of the affair. In the passage,
undistracted by chivalry, he had time to think, and his thoughts led him to the telephone in the
next flat. He got straight through to me at my flat and woke me out of that deepest middle sleep.
That was why when Martins rang up an hour later, I already knew what was exciting him—it
gave him an undeserved but very useful belief in my efficiency. I never had another crack from

him about policemen or sheriffs after that night.

When the M.P. (korja 3ToT BoeHHBII nonuielickuii) went back to Anna's room (Boriien Ha3asl B
komHaty) a dispute was raging (criop 6su1 Oyuryrommii). Anna had told the American that she
had Austrian papers (AHHA cka3ajia aMepHKaHITy, 9TO OHA UMeJIa aBCTPUUCKHUE TOKYMEHTHI)

(which was true (dro O6b110 IpaBaKBO = npaB/oii) and that they were quite in order (1 9To oHI
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ObLTIM coBepiieHHO B nopsisike) (which was rather stretching the truth (uro Obu10 Becbma
PaACTATUBAIOIINM = BOJILHO TPAaKTYyIONUM TipaBy). The American told the Russian in bad
German (aMepuKaHel] cka3ajl pyccKoMy Ha rmiioxom HemelkoM) that they had no right to arrest an
Austrian citizen (4To OHM (HE) UMETTM HUKAKOTO MMPaBa apeCTOBBIBATH ABCTPUICKYIO TPAKIAHKY ).
He asked Anna for her papers (on nmonpocwt Auny o ee mokymenTtax) and when she produced
them (u xorma ona npenwsBuia ux), the Russian took them (pycckwuii B3s1 ux).

"Hungarian (Benrepka)," he said, pointing at Anna (oH cka3an yka3beiBas Ha AHHY). "Hungarian
(Benrepka)," and then flourishing the papers (1 3aTem nomaxusas qokymentamu), "bad bad
(rutoxo 1m0x%0)."

The American (amepukanerr), whose name was O'Brien (ube ums 6s110 O’ bpaiien), said
(ckazan), "Give the goil back her papers (otaaiite geByike Ha3za ee TOKYMEHTHI; goil = uckasic.
girl — oesywxa)," which the Russian naturally didn't understand (1ero pycckuii ectecTBeHHO HE
nonsi1). The American put his hand on his gun (amepukaserr MoI0KuI CBOIO PYKYy Ha CBOE
opyxue), and Corporal Starling said gently (a kanpan Crapiaunr ckazan msrko), "Let it go
(ocraBb 310), Pat (IlaT)."

"If those papers ain't in order we got a right to look (ecyii 3Tu 10KyMEHTBI HE B MOPSIKE MBI
MMeEM MPaBo MOCMOTPETH)."

"Just let it go (mpocto octaBs). We’ll see the papers at H.Q. (MbI yBUIMM TOKyMEHTHI B 1miTade)."
"The trouble about you British is you never know when to make a stand (mpo6iiema ¢ Bamu
OpuTaHIaMU eCTh (TO, YTO) BbI HUKOT/A (HE) 3HACTE KOTJa OKa3aTh COMPOTUBIICHHUE)."

"Oh, well (o, xopormo)," Starling said (Crapauar ckaszan)—he had been at Dunkirk (o 6b11 TpH
Jlronkepke), but he knew when to be quiet (Ho oH 3HaI KOT/1a OBITH CIIOKOHHBIM).

The driver put on his brakes suddenly (BoguTens Haxan Ha cBOM TOpMO3a BHE3AIHO; t0 put on —
npusooums 6 oeticmeue): there was a road block (Tam 0w110 3arpakaenue Ha gopore). You see |
knew they would have to pass this military post (Bbl BumuTe, si 3Ha7 (4TO) OHU OBl JOJKHBI ObLITH
npoexaTh 3TOT BOeHHBIH mocT). | put my head in at the window (51 3acyHyn MO0 TOJIOBY BHYTPh
B 0kHO) and said to the Russian (1 ckazan pycckomy), haltingly, in his own tongue (3anuHascs,
Ha ero coocTBeHHoM si3bike): "What are you doing in the British zone (uto BbI genaere B
OpurtaHckoii 301¢)?"

He grumbled that it was "Orders." (oH mpoBopdYa 4TO 3TO OBLUT IPHUKA3)

"Whose orders (ueii mpukas)? Let me see them (mo3BosnbTe MHE yBHUIETE ero: «ux»)." I noted the
signature (s mpumMeTni noamnuck —it was useful information (3To 6nina nonesnas uHGoOpPMAIHS).
I said (s ckazan), "This tells you to pick up a certain Hungarian national and war criminal (310
TOBOPHUT BaM B3SITh HEKYIO BEHI'€PCKYIO IPaXK/IaHKy M BOCHHYIO MpecTymnHuIty ) who is living with

faulty papers in the British zone (koTopas ®uBeT ¢ MOIIETLHBIMHI JJOKYMEHTAMH B OpUTAHCKOM
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30He). Let me see the papers (1103BosIbTe MHE YBUACTH = MOKAXHUTE 3TH JOKYMEHTHI)."

He started on a long explanation (on myctwmiics B nonroe o0wssicuenne). I said (s ckazan), "These
papers look to me quite in order (3T1 JOKYMEHTBI BBITJISISAT JIJIsl MEHSI COBEPIIICHHO B MOPSIIKE),
but I'll investigate them (1o s rccnenyro ux) and send a report of the result to your colonel (u
TIOIIUTIO OT3BIB O pe3yJsbTaTe BameMmy MoJIKoBHUKY ). He can, of course, ask for the extradition of
this lady at any time (oH MOXeT, KOHEUYHO, IPOCUTH O BBIJIa4Ye ITON JaMbI B JIF000€e Bpems). All
we want (Bce (uero) Mbl XoTuM) is proof of her criminal activities (ecTb 10Ka3aTenbCTBO €€
IIPECTYITHON AESITEIBHOCTH)."

I said to Anna (s ckazan Aune): "Get out of the car (Berxoaure u3 mammasl)." I put a packet of
cigarettes in the Russian's hand (s cynys mauky curaper B pyky pycckoro), said (ckazai), "Have
a good smoke (»kenaro Bam xopoiio nmokyputs)," waved my hand to the others (momaxan moeii
pyKoii ocTanbHbIM), gave a sigh of relief (n31an B3n0x obneruyenns) and that incident was closed

(M 3TOT MHIUACHT ObLT UCUEPIIAH: «3AKPBIT»).

Austrian [ o:strion], Dunkirk [dAn ka:k], sigh [sa1]

When the M.P. went back to Anna's room a dispute was raging. Anna had told the American that
she had Austrian papers (which was true) and that they were quite in order (which was rather
stretching the truth). The American told the Russian in bad German that they had no right to
arrest an Austrian citizen. He asked Anna for her papers and when she produced them, the
Russian took them.

"Hungarian," he said, pointing at Anna. "Hungarian," and then flourishing the papers, "bad bad."
The American, whose name was O'Brien, said, "Give the goil back her papers," which the
Russian naturally didn't understand. The American put his hand on his gun, and Corporal
Starling said gently, "Let it go, Pat."

"If those papers ain't in order we got a right to look."

"Just let it go. Well see the papers at H.Q."

"The trouble about you British is you never know when to make a stand."

"Oh, well," Starling said—he had been at Dunkirk, but he knew when to be quiet.

The driver put on his brakes suddenly: there was a road block. You see I knew they would have
to pass this military post. I put my head in at the window and said to the Russian, haltingly, in his
own tongue: "What are you doing in the British zone?"

He grumbled that it was "Orders."

"Whose orders? Let me see them." I noted the signature—it was useful information. I said, "This

tells you to pick up a certain Hungarian national and war criminal who is living with faulty
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papers in the British zone. Let me see the papers."

He started on a long explanation. I said, "These papers look to me quite in order, but I'll
investigate them and send a report of the result to your colonel. He can, of course, ask for the
extradition of this lady at any time. All we want is proof of her criminal activities."

I said to Anna: "Get out of the car." I put a packet of cigarettes in the Russian's hand, said, "Have

a good smoke," waved my hand to the others, gave a sigh of relief and that incident was closed.

13

WHILE MARTINS told me how he went back to Anna's and found her gone (moxa Maptutc
pacckas3biBa] MHE KaK OH TIOMIeN Ha3al K AHHe U Hanien ee ymenamnieii), [ did some hard thinking
(s manpspxkenno ayman). I wasn't satisfied with the ghost story (s He Ob11 yOE)X1€H HCTOpHEH O
npusuaeHnn) or the idea that the man with Harry Lime's features had been a drunken illusion
(MM MBICTTBIO YTO uesioBek ¢ uepramu (nuia) [appu Jlaiima O6but nbsiHOM mintro3ueit). 1 took out
two maps of Vienna and compared them (st BEIHYIT «HapYXKy» 1Be KapThl BeHsl u cpaBHmI nx): |
rang up my assistant (s1 mo3BoHWI MoeMy nomoriHuKy) and keeping Martins silent with a glass of
whisky (u nep>xa MapTrHca MOT9anIuM MpU OMOoIIY cTakana Bucku) asked him (cpocui ero)
if he had located Harbin yet (namien iu on: «ecnu oH Hamen» Xapouna yxe; yet — ewse). He said
no (on ckazan Het): he understood he'd left Klagenfurt a week ago (on nomsut (4To) TOT MOKUHYIT
Knarendypt Henento Hazan) to visit his family in the adjoining zone (4TOOBI HABECTUTEH CBOIO
ceMbio B ipuiieratonieii 3oue). One always wants to do everything oneself (uenoBex: «oaun»
BCETr/la XO4eT CJeiaTh BCe caM = BCer/ia XO4elllb Bce c/eniaTh cam): one has to guard against
blaming one's juniors (4eI0BEK JOHKEH OCTEPEraThCsi OOBUHATH CBOMX MOTUMHEHHBIX; against —
npomus). | am convinced that I would never have let Harbin out of our clutches (st ects yOexmen
4TO s ObI HUKOT/1a (He) BRIMYCTUI XapOWHa U3 HAIMX KOrTei), but then (Ho ¢ 1pyroit CTOPOHEL:
«no 3atem») I would probably have made all kinds of mistakes (s 651 BO3MOxHO HaIe1aT BCEe
BO3MOJKHBIE OIIMOKH: «BCE Pa3HOBHUIHOCTH OIMO0K») that my junior would have avoided
(koTopsle MOH ounHEeHHBIN n30exan 0sb1). "All right (xopormo)," I said (st ckazan), "go on
trying to get hold of him (npogoipkaiiTe meITaThest MOMMAaTE €10)."

"I'm sorry, sir (M3BUHHTE: «s COXKAIEO», cIp)."

"Forget it (3a0yabTe 310). It's just one of those things (Takue HENPUATHOCTH HENZOEIKHBI: «ITO
IPOCTO OJIHA U3 ATUX Belleil»)."

His young enthusiastic voice (ero Mos10/101 nosiHbIi 3HTY3Ha3Ma rosoc) (if only one could still
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feel that enthusiasm for a routine job (ecmu 661 MOKHO OBLIIO: «OJIMH MOT» BCE €IIIe€ YyBCTBOBATh
9TOT PHTY3HMA3M JUTsl pyTHHHOM paboThl): how many opportunities (Kak MHOTO BO3MOYKHOCTEN),
flashes of insight (Bcrbiiek mpo3penust) one misses simply because (MbI IpoITycCKaeM: «OIUH
IIPOIYCKAeT» MPOCTO MOTOMY, 9TO) a job has become just a job (pabota crana mpocto padoToii),
his voice tingled up the wire (ero rosioc 3Benen 1o mposoy): "You know, sir (BeI 3HaeTe, c3p), I
can't help feeling (s He Mory M30aBUTBCSI OT YyBCTBA: «s HE MOTY TTOMOYb YyBCTBOBAThY) that we
ruled out the possibility of murder too easily (4To MBI HCKJTIOUUIN BO3MOYKHOCTE yOUIiCTBA
ciuikom Jierko). There are one or two points (€CTh OJJMH WK JIBa MOMEHTA)..."

"Put them on paper, Carter (3arnummure ux va Oymary, Kaprep)."

"Yes, sir (1a, cap). I think, sir (s gymato, cap), if you don't mind my saying so (eciu BbI He
BO3paskaeTe (MpoTuB) Moero roopeHus tak) (Carter is a very young man (Kaptep ouens
MOJI0/101 uesoBek)) we ought to have him dug up (MbI ZOKHBI OTKOTIATE €T0; [0 dig — Konams).
There's no real evidence (HeT HUKakKoro peanbHOTo MoKa3zaTenbceTra) that he died just when the
others said (uTo oH ymep npsiMo (Toraa) Korjaa Apyrue ckazaim)."

"I agree, Carter (s1 cornamaroch, Kaptep). Get on to the authorities (cBskuTeChH € BIaCTAMU:
«TpoOerTech K BIacTsIM»)."

Martins was right (Maptunc 6sut ipaB)! I had made a complete fool of myself (st cnenain
MOJIHOTO JTypaka u3 ceds), but remember that police work in an occupied city (HoO momMHUTE YTO
noJinIieiickas pabora B OKKynmipoBaHHOM ropojie) is not like police work at home (ectr He
MOX0’Ka Ha TMoJuIeiickyto padoTty noma). Everything is unfamiliar (Bce ectb Hesnakomo): the
methods of one's foreign colleagues (meToab! TBOMX MHOCTpaHHBIX Kouser): the rules of evidence
(mpaBmIIa TOKa3aTEIBCTBA = HOPMBI JIOKA3aTEIILCTBEHHOTO MpaBa): even the procedure at
inquests (1axxe nporemaypa npu gomnpocax). I suppose I had got into the state of mind (s1 mosarato
(4TO) 5 TIOTAJ B TAKOE pacloyioxkeHne Mbiciieir) when one trusts too much to one's personal
judgement (koraa ThI TOBEpSICIb CIUITKOM MHOTO CBOeMY JTHuHOMY cyskaeHuio). | had been
immensely relieved by Lime's death (st ucribiran orpomuoe o0erdenue: «si ObLT OYEHB
obneruen» (ot) cmeptu Jlaitma). I was satisfied with the accident (s1 6b11 10BOJIEH HECUACTHBIM
cinygaem). I said to Martins (st ckazan Maptuncy): "Did you look inside the newspaper kiosk
(3aristHyJIM BRI BHYTPh ra3eTHOTO KHocka) or was it locked (vm 661 OH 3aKkphIT)?"

"Oh, it wasn't exactly a newspaper kiosk (310 He ObUT B TOUHOCTH ra3eTHBIN KHOCK)," he said (oH
ckazaun). "It was one of those solid iron kiosks (310 Ob1T 0/THA K3 TeX KPENMKHUX KeJIe3HBIX 0Y/I0K)
you see everywhere plastered with posters ((koTopbie) Thl BUIUIIIb Be3/1€ 00KIEEHHBIMU
rjaakaTamu)."

"You'd better show me the place (BbI OBl JTydIIe TOKa3aIM MHE 3TO MeCTO)."

"But is Anna all right (Ho AnHa B mopsiike)?"
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"The police are watching the flat (rmonmmms HaGro1aeT 3a kBapTUpoii). They won't try anything

else yet (oru HE OyAyT MPOOOBATH YETO-THOO EIIe MoKa: «eme»)."

junior ['d3u:ni19], enthusiasm [1n"0ju:zieezm], procedure [pro’si:d39]

WHILE MARTINS told me how he went back to Anna's and found her gone, I did some hard
thinking. I wasn't satisfied with the ghost story or the idea that the man with Harry Lime's
features had been a drunken illusion. I took out two maps of Vienna and compared them: I rang
up my assistant and keeping Martins silent with a glass of whisky asked him if he had located
Harbin yet. He said no: he understood he'd left Klagenfurt a week ago to visit his family in the
adjoining zone. One always wants to do everything oneself: one has to guard against blaming
one's juniors. I am convinced that I would never have let Harbin out of our clutches, but then I
would probably have made all kinds of mistakes that my junior would have avoided. "All right,"
I said, "go on trying to get hold of him."

"I'm sorry, sir."

"Forget it. It's just one of those things."

His young enthusiastic voice (if only one could still feel that enthusiasm for a routine job: how
many opportunities, flashes of insight one misses simply because a job has become just a job),
his voice tingled up the wire: "You know, sir, I can't help feeling that we ruled out the possibility
of murder too easily. There are one or two points ..."

"Put them on paper, Carter."

"Yes, sir. I think, sir, if you don't mind my saying so (Carter is a very young man) we ought to
have him dug up. There's no real evidence that he died just when the others said."

"I agree, Carter. Get on to the authorities."

Martins was right! I had made a complete fool of myself, but remember that police work in an
occupied city is not like police work at home. Everything is unfamiliar: the methods of one's
foreign colleagues: the rules of evidence: even the procedure at inquests. I suppose I had got into
the state of mind when one trusts too much to one's personal judgement. I had been immensely
relieved by Lime's death. I was satisfied with the accident. I said to Martins: "Did you look
inside the newspaper kiosk or was it locked?"

"Oh, it wasn't exactly a newspaper kiosk," he said. "It was one of those solid iron kiosks you see
everywhere plastered with posters."

"You'd better show me the place."

"But is Anna all right?"
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"The police are watching the flat. They won't try anything else yet."

I didn't want to make a fuss and stir in the neighbourhood with a police car (s He xoTen
yCTpauBaTh IIIYM U BOJHEHHE B OKPYTe MOJMIIEHCKON MAIIMHOMN), SO We took trams (Tak 4ToO MBI
CeJIM B: «B3sUTN» TpamBau)—several trams (Heckonbko TpamBaeB), changing here and there
(enast mepecaiku 371ech U TaM; fo change — mensams(cs1), denams nepecadky), and came into the
district on foot (1 mpun B TOT paiion nemkoMm). I didn't wear my uniform (st He HocHIT MOTO
yaudopmy = Ha MHE He Obuto yHUGOpMBI), and I doubted anyway (1 s1 coMHeBaJICSI BCE paBHO)
after the failure of the attempt on Anna (rocne Heynauu nokyuienus Ha Auny), whether they
would risk a watcher (pucknynu nu Obl OHU: «ecu OHM ObI pUCKHYIM» HaOmoaTenem). "This is
the turning (310 ects TOT MOBOpOT)," Martins said and led me down a side street (MapTtunc
CKas3aJs ¥ MOBeJl MEHs BJIOJIb: «BHU3Y (T10) IEPEYIKY; to lead — secmu)). We stopped at the kiosk
(MBI OcTaHOBWIIKCH Y KHOCKa). "You see he passed behind here (Bbl BuanTe oH npoien c3aau
3neck) and simply vanished (1 mpocto ncues)—into the ground (B 3emutro)."

"That was exactly where he did vanish to (umenno Tyna on u ucues)," I said (s ckazai).

"How do you mean (uto BBl umeeTe B Buy)?"

An ordinary passer-by (00braHBIN Tpoxoxkuii) would never have noticed (Hukoraa 0wl He
sameTm) that the kiosk had a door (uto knock nmen neepity), and of course it had been dark
when the man disappeared (11 koHeuHO OBLTO TeMHO KOT1a TOT Yenosek ucyes). I pulled the door
open (s OTKPBUI JIBEPh: «s1 TIOTSHYJI IBEPh OTKPBITOM») and showed to Martins the little curling
iron staircase (1 moka3an MapTHHCY MaJIeHbKYIO BUHTOBYIO KeJI€3HYI0 JeCTHHILY ) that
disappeared into the ground (koTopas ucuesana B 3emmio). He said (on ckazan), "Good God
(vunoctuBbiit boxke), then I didn't imagine him (Toraa st He BooOpaxai 4To oH)..."

"It's one of the entrances to the main sewer (3T0 0/IMH U3 BXOJIOB B TJIaBHBIN KOJUIEKTOD)."

"And anyone can go down (1 KTO yroJlHO MOYKET CITyCTUThCSI BHU3)?"

"Anyone (KT0 yrojHo)."

"How far can one go (kax 1anexko MOXHO 3aiiTu)?"

"Right across Vienna (nipsimo Ha npyroii koner Bensr: «aepe3 Beny»). People used them in air
raids (JTFOIM MCTIONB30BAJIM UX BO BpeMsi aBUa-HaIeToB): some of our prisoners hid for two years
down there (HeKOTOpBIC U3 HAIIUX 3aKIIOYCHHBIX MPSATATUCH B TCUCHUE JIBYX JICT BHU3Y TaMm).
Deserters have used them (ne3eptups! ucnonb3oBaiu ux))—and burglars (1 rpadurenn). If you
know your way about (eciu ThI 3HA€IIIb JOPOTY: «3HAEIIb TBOU ITyTh BOKPYT)») yOu can emerge

again almost anywhere in the city (Tbl MOEITh TIOSIBUTHCS CHOBA MOYTH Be3/ie B ropojie) through
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a manhole or a kiosk like this one (uepe3 ok mmm Oynky kak 5ta). The Austrians have to have
special police (aBCTpusiKM BBIHYKJICHBI JIEpXKaTh CrielaabHyto mosminio) for patrolling these
sewers (/7151 matpynupoBanus 3Tux kosiekTopoB)." I closed the door of the kiosk again (s
3aKpbLI 1Beph Oy ku cHoBa). I said (s ckazan), "So that's how your friend Harry disappeared (Tak
YTO 3TO €CTh KaK = BOT Kak Ba apyr ['appu ucues)."

"You really believe it was Harry (Bl feiicTBuTesHO Bepute (uto) 3To 0611 ["appn)?"

"The evidence points that way (hakTbl yka3bpIBalOT B 3TOM HaIpaBieHun)."

"Then whom did they bury (toraa xoro onu noxoponusu)?"

"I don't know yet (s1 He 3HAIO emie), but we soon shall (Ho MBI ckopo y3HaeM: «Oyaem»), because
we are digging him up again (moTomy 9T0 MBI COOMpaeMcsi BBIKOTIATh €10 HApy Ky CHOBA). I've
got a shrewd idea (s1 umero nponunatenbuyo uaero), though (ognako), that Koch wasn't the only
inconvenient man they murdered (uro Kox He ObUI e IMHCTBEHHBIM HEY00HBIM YEII0BEKOM
(koToporo) oHM youmm)."

Martins said (Maptunc ckazain), "It's a bit of a shock (310 Hemanoe nmorpsicenue: «Kycox
moka»)."

"Yes (1a)."

"What are you going to do about it (410 BEI coOupaeTech 1enarh ¢ 3Tum)?"

"I don't know (s1 He 3Ha10). You can bet he's hiding out now in another zone (Tb1 MOXkenb =
MOKHO TTOCTIOPUTH (YTO) OH MPSUETCS TETEePh B APYTOM 30HE; to hide out — npsamamocs). We
have no line now on Kurtz (mb1 (He) uMeeM Teneps HUKakoi uHpopmaruu o Kyprie), for
Harbin's blown (motomy uro Xapoun ObLT BeIIaH (PacKpsIT); to blow — dyms)—he must have
been blown (on jomken ObuT OBITE BEIIaH) or they wouldn't have staged that mock death and
funeral (w1 oHM OB HE MHCIIEHUPOBAIH Ty TOIETBHYIO CMEPTh ¥ TIOXOPOHHI)."

"But it's odd (Ho 5TO ecTh cTpaHHO), isn't it (He ecTh (1in) 3T0), that Koch didn't recognize the
dead man's face from the window (uto Kox He mpu3Ham MepTBOTo uesioBeKa JIMIO U3 OKHa)."
"The window was a long way up (oxHo 0b110 BEICOKO) and I expect the face had been damaged
(u st monararo (4to) Juio OsU10 n3ypoaoBano) before they took the body out of the car (pexe

YC€M OHH BBITAIIUJIN:. «B3JIK>» TCJIO U3 MaI_HI/IHBI)."

neighbourhood [ neibohud], funeral [ fju:n(o)r(o)l], damage [ demid3]

I didn't want to make a fuss and stir in the neighbourhood with a police car, so we took trams—
several trams, changing here and there, and came into the district on foot. I didn't wear my

uniform, and I doubted anyway after the failure of the attempt on Anna, whether they would risk
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a watcher. "This is the turning," Martins said and led me down a side street. We stopped at the
kiosk. "You see he passed behind here and simply vanished—into the ground."

"That was exactly where he did vanish to," I said.

"How do you mean?"

An ordinary passer-by would never have noticed that the kiosk had a door, and of course it had
been dark when the man disappeared. I pulled the door open and showed to Martins the little
curling iron staircase that disappeared into the ground. He said, "Good God, then I didn't imagine
him ..."

"It's one of the entrances to the main sewer."

"And anyone can go down?"

"Anyone."

"How far can one go?"

"Right across Vienna. People used them in air raids: some of our prisoners hid for two years
down there. Deserters have used them—and burglars. If you know your way about you can
emerge again almost anywhere in the city through a manhole or a kiosk like this one. The
Austrians have to have special police for patrolling these sewers." I closed the door of the kiosk
again. | said, "So that's how your friend Harry disappeared."

"You really believe it was Harry?"

"The evidence points that way."

"Then whom did they bury?"

"I don't know yet, but we soon shall, because we are digging him up again. ['ve got a shrewd
idea, though, that Koch wasn't the only inconvenient man they murdered."

Martins said, "It's a bit of a shock."

"Yes."

"What are you going to do about it?"

"I don't know. You can bet he's hiding out now in another zone. We have no line now on Kurtz,
for Harbin's blown—he must have been blown or they wouldn't have staged that mock death and
funeral."

"But it's odd, isn't it, that Koch didn't recognize the dead man's face from the window."

"The window was a long way up and I expect the face had been damaged before they took the

body out of the car."

He said thoughtfully (on cka3zan 3amymunBo), "I wish I could speak to him (s sxenato (4To0BI) 5
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MOT TTIOTOBOPHTH C HUM). You see (monnmaere), there's so much I simply can't believe (ects Tax
MHOTO (TOT0, YeMY) sl IPOCTO HE MOTY ITOBEPHUTH)."

"Perhaps you are the only one who could speak to him (B0o3M0kHO BbI € TUHCTBEHHBII YE€TTOBEK
KTO MOT ObI TOrOBOpUTE ¢ HUM). It's risky though (310 ecTh puckoBanHO Bpouem), because you
do know too much (1oToMy 4TO BBI AEHCTBUTEIHHO 3HACTE CIUIIKOM MHOTO)."

"I still can't believe (s1 Bce emie He Mmory nmoBepuTh)... | only saw the face for a moment (s TobKO
BHJIe 3TO Juiio oanH momeHT)." He said (on ckaszan), "What shall I do (uro nomken s nenats)?"
"He won't leave his zone now (0H He TOKUHET CBOIO 30HY Tereph). The only person who could
persuade him to come over would be you (e IMHCTBEHHBII YeTTOBEK KOTOPBIN MOT OBl yOEIUTh
€ro NeperTH Ha IPYTYI0 CTOPOHY: «IPUNTH uepe3» Obliu Obl Bbl)—or her (wiu ona), if he still
believes you are his friend (eciu on Bce erie BepuT (4T0) BBl ero ApyT). But first (Ho criepsa)
you've got to speak to him (BbI JOIKHBI: «rMeeTe» OroBOopuTh ¢ HUM). I can't see the line (s He
MOTY BHUJIETh HUTb: «JTMHUION)."

"I could go and see Kurtz (st mor Ov1 moiiTu u BcTpeTuThes ¢ Kyptiem). I have the address (y
MEHS ecTb ajzpec)."

I said (s ckazan), "Remember (momuute). Lime may not want you to leave the Russian zone
when once you are there (JlaiiM MOXeT He 3aX0TETh YTOOBI BBI MOKU/IATH PYCCKYIO 30HY: «HE
3aX0TeTh BaC MOKUHYThH PYCCKYIO 30HY» KOTJia OJHaK/IbI BBI ecTh TaMm), and I can't protect you
there (u s HE MOT'Y 3aIIUTUTH Bac Tam)."

"I want to clear the whole damned thing up (s1 X049y mpoOsSCHUTE 3TO 1I€T0€ MPOKIIATOE J1e710),"
Martins said (Maprtunc ckazan), "but I'm not going to act as a decoy (Ho 51 He coOuparoch

neiictBoBathk kak npumanka). I’ll talk to him (s morosopro ¢ Hum). That's all (3to Bce)."

thoughtfully [ 0o:tfuli], protect [pro’tekt], decoy [di ko1]

He said thoughtfully, "I wish I could speak to him. You see, there's so much I simply can't
believe."

"Perhaps you are the only one who could speak to him. It's risky though, because you do know
too much."

"I still can't believe ... I only saw the face for a moment." He said, "What shall I do?"

"He won't leave his zone now. The only person who could persuade him to come over would be
you —or her, if he still believes you are his friend. But first you've got to speak to him. I can't
see the line."

"I could go and see Kurtz. I have the address."

I said, "Remember. Lime may not want you to leave the Russian zone when once you are there,
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and I can't protect you there."
"I want to clear the whole damned thing up," Martins said, "but I'm not going to act as a decoy.

I’ll talk to him. That's all."

14

SUNDAY HAD laid its false peace over Vienna (BocKpeceHb€ MOJIOKHUIIO CBOH (pabIInBhIN
mup Haja Benoii): the wind had dropped (Betep ctux) and no snow had fallen for twenty-four
hours (1 HuKakoro cHera (He) BBITIANO 32 ABaALATH YeThIpe yaca). All the morning trams had
been full (Bce yTpo TpamBan ObuIH TIOTHEL), going out to Grinzing where the young wine was
drunk (mmymme HapyXy = Bble3Karomue B [ pUHIMHT r1e MOJI0/10€ BUHO OBUIO BBITUBAEMO; 10
drink — nums) and to the slopes of snow on the hills outside (1 k ckoHaM cHera Ha XoJMax
cHapy»xu). Walking over the canal by the makeshift military bridge (nas Han kananom no
BPEMEHHOMY BOCHHOMY MOCTY ), Martins was aware of the emptiness of the afternoon (Mapturc
CO3HaBAJI ITyCTOTY 3TOTO JHsA): the young were out with their toboggans and their skis (Mosobie
OBLIM Ha YIIUIE: «CHAPYKU) C UX cCaHKaMu U ux jbbkamu), and all around him was the after-
dinner sleep of age (a Bce BokpyT Hero Ob1I0 Mociaeo0eIeHHBIM CHOM Bo3pacTa). A notice-board
told him (nocka oObsaBnenuit ckazana emy) that he was entering the Russian zone (uto on
BXOJIMJI B PYCCKYIO 30HY ), but there were no signs of occupation (Ho (He) OBIJIO HUKAKUX 3HAKOB
okKymaruu). You saw more Russian soldiers in the Inner City than here (BbI Buenu 6osbiie
pycckux conaaTt Bo Buytpennem ['opoze, uem 3/1ech).

Deliberately he had given Mr. Kurtz no warning of his visit (Hapo4dHo oH (He) Jan MUCTEPY
Kypriy Hukakoro npenynpexiaenus o cBoeM Busute). Better to find him out than a reception
prepared for him (;rydmie He 3acTaTh €ro 10Ma 4eM IpueM MPUTrOTOBICHHBIN /1715 Hero). He was
careful to carry with him all his papers (on ObuT OCTOPOKEH HOCUTE C COOOI BCE CBOM
JOKYMEHTBI = MpeaycMOTpuTeNbHO 3axBatui), including the laissez-passer of the four powers
(BKJIrOYAsl MPOITYCK OT YETBIPEX BIACTEH; laissez-passer — nponycmumy.: «0amv npoumu»
(¢ppany.)) that on the face of it allowed him to move freely through all the zones of Vienna
(KOTOPBII MO3BOJISIT eMY TepeBUraThes cBOOOIHO uepes Bce 30HbI Bennn). It was extraordinarily
quiet over here on the other side of the canal (0110 HeoOBIMANHO TUXO 3/1€Ch, HA IPYTON
cTopone kanana), and a melodramatic journalist had painted a picture of silent terror (u
MeJIOIPpaMaTUIHBIN JKYPHAJUCT HAIMCAT KapTUHY TUXOTO ykaca): but the truth was simply the

wide streets (HO mpaB/a ObLIa IPOCTO = 3aKJIFOYAIACH MPOCTO B IMPOKUX yiIuIax), the greater
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shell damage (00sBIIIX apTHIUICPUICKUX TIOBPEXKIeHUSX ), the fewer people (MeHbIIEM
(rommuectse) moaei )—and Sunday afternoon (1 BockpecHowm ane). There was nothing to fear
(0110 Heuero 6osThes), but all the same (Ho Bce paBHO) in this huge empty street (na 1o
orpoMHoii myctoii ynuiie) where all the time you heard your own feet moving (rie Bce Bpemsi Th
CJIBITIIAJT TBOM COOCTBEHHBIC HOTH JBUTAOIINMUCH), it was difficult not to look behind (65u10
CJIO’)KHO HE 000paunBaThCs Ha3am).

He had no difficulty in finding Mr. Kurtz's block (on (He) nMen HUKaKoi CI0XKHOCTHU B (TOM
4yT00B1) HaiiT AoM Muctepa Kyprua), and when he rang the bell (i koria o mo3BonuI B
kostokosburK) the door was opened quickly (Beps OblTa 0TKpBITa OBICTPO), as though Mr. Kurtz
expected a visitor (kak Oyaro muctep Kyprti oxunan nocerutesns), by Mr. Kurtz himself (camum
muctepom Kypriem).

"Oh," Mr. Kurtz said (o, muctep Kyprir ckazan), "it's you, Rollo (1o BbI, Poio)," and made a
perplexed motion with his hand to the back of his head (u cienan cmymeHHOe ABIKEHNE CBOCH
PYKOI K 3aTBUIKY: «3aHEll CTOPOHE CBOEH rosioBe»). Martins had been wondering why he
looked so different (MapTuHc yauBIIsICs 1MOYeMy OH BBITJISAIE]T HACTOJILKO HHave), and now he
knew (u Tereps OH TIOHSIT: «3HA»). Mr. Kurtz was not wearing the toupee (Muctep Kypti He
HocwI (ceiiyac) xoxon), and yet his head was not bald (1 Bce e ero ronosa He Obla Jbicoi). He
had a perfectly normal head (on umen coBepiieHHO HOpMaIsEHYO TOJI0BY) of hair cut close
(BOJIOC TIOJICTPMIKEHHBIX KOPOTKO: «Omm3ko»). He said (on ckazai), "It would have been better to
have telephoned to me (370 66110 OBI JTyUIlle TO3BOHUTH MHE): You nearly missed me (BbI ouTH
yryctuiu Mens): [ was going out (st Berxomi Hapysky)." "May I come in a moment (Mory s
3aiiTH BHYTpb HA MOMEHT)?"

"Of course (koHEeuHO)."

In the hall a cupboard door stood open (B mpuxoskeii mkada aBeps cTosIa OTKpbITas), and
Martins saw Mr. Kurtz's overcoat, his raincoat (u Maptunc yeunen mucrepa Kypria nansro,
rutant), a couple of soft hats (mapy msrkux msim) and hanging sedately on a peg like a wrap (u
BUCSIIIIAN CITOKOWHO Ha KOJIBIIIKE Kak miaTok), Mr. Kurtz's toupee (muctepa Kypria xoxoi). He
said (on ckazan), "I'm glad to see your hair has grown (s paa BuaeTh (4T0) Balld BOJIOCHI
orpocnn)," and was astonished (1 6buT TOpaxen), in the mirror on the cupboard door (B 3epkarne
Ha JiBeprie mKkada), to see the hatred flame and blush on Mr. Kurtz's face (yBumeTs kak
HEHABHCTh MOJBIXaeT U paeetT Ha jure muctepa Kypria). When he turned Mr. Kurtz smiled at
him like a conspirator (korza on obepnycs, muctep KypTil yasi0HyICS eMy Kak KOHCIIUPATOp)
and said vaguely (u ckazan Tymanno): "It keeps the head warm (on xpauut rojgoBy Teroii)."
"Whose head (unto rosory)?" Martins asked (Maprtunc cnipocwn), for it had suddenly occurred

to him (n6o BHe3anHo emy npuiio B rosioBy) how useful that toupee might have been on the
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day of the accident (kak mose3eH 3TOT X0X0JI MOT OBITh B JIeHb HECYACTHOTO cirydas). "Never
mind (He 6ecniokoiiTeck)," he went quickly on (on nmpomomxmi OsicTpo), for his errand was not
with Mr. Kurtz (60 ero 3agava Obuta He ¢ Muctepom Kypruewm; errand — nopyuenue, 3adanue,

deno). "I'm here to see Harry (s1 31eck uTo0bI yBUETH ['appu).”

laissez-passer [le1 se1-pa’se1], extraordinarily [1ks tro:dnrili], sedately [s1 deitli]

SUNDAY HAD laid its false peace over Vienna: the wind had dropped and no snow had fallen
for twenty-four hours. All the morning trams had been full, going out to Grinzing where the
young wine was drunk and to the slopes of snow on the hills outside. Walking over the canal by
the makeshift military bridge, Martins was aware of the emptiness of the afternoon: the young
were out with their toboggans and their skis, and all around him was the after-dinner sleep of
age. A notice-board told him that he was entering the Russian zone, but there were no signs of
occupation. You saw more Russian soldiers in the Inner City than here.

Deliberately he had given Mr. Kurtz no warning of his visit. Better to find him out than a
reception prepared for him. He was careful to carry with him all his papers, including the laissez-
passer of the four powers that on the face of it allowed him to move freely through all the zones
of Vienna. It was extraordinarily quiet over here on the other side of the canal, and a
melodramatic journalist had painted a picture of silent terror: but the truth was simply the wide
streets, the greater shell damage, the fewer people—and Sunday afternoon. There was nothing to
fear, but all the same in this huge empty street where all the time you heard your own feet
moving, it was difficult not to look behind.

He had no difficulty in finding Mr. Kurtz's block, and when he rang the bell the door was opened
quickly, as though Mr. Kurtz expected a visitor, by Mr. Kurtz himself.

"Oh," Mr. Kurtz said, "it's you, Rollo," and made a perplexed motion with his hand to the back
of his head. Martins had been wondering why he looked so different, and now he knew. Mr.
Kurtz was not wearing the toupee, and yet his head was not bald. He had a perfectly normal head
of hair cut close. He said, "It would have been better to have telephoned to me: you nearly
missed me: [ was going out." "May I come in a moment?"

"Of course."

In the hall a cupboard door stood open, and Martins saw Mr. Kurtz's overcoat, his raincoat, a
couple of soft hats and hanging sedately on a peg like a wrap, Mr. Kurtz's toupee. He said, "I'm
glad to see your hair has grown," and was astonished, in the mirror on the cupboard door, to see
the hatred flame and blush on Mr. Kurtz's face. When he turned Mr. Kurtz smiled at him like a

conspirator and said vaguely: "It keeps the head warm."
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"Whose head?" Martins asked, for it had suddenly occurred to him how useful that toupee might
have been on the day of the accident. "Never mind," he went quickly on, for his errand was not

with Mr. Kurtz. "I'm here to see Harry."

"Harry (I'appu)?"

"I want to talk to him (s1 xoqy moroBopuTh ¢ HUM)."

"Are you mad (BbI cymacmemmii)?"

"I'm in a hurry (s ecTb B criemike = crenry), so let's assume that [ am (Tak uto naBaiite mpumem
41O 51 ecTh (cymaciuenamnuii)). Just make a note of my madness (ripocto 3ameTbTe: «caenaiite
3ameTky o» moem Oezymun). If you should see Harry (ecnu Bot 061 yBunenu ['appu)—or his
ghost (vm ero nyx (npusuaenue))—Ilet him know that I want to talk to him (maiite emy 3HaTBH
YTO sI XO4y TTOTOBOPHUTH ¢ HUM). A ghost isn't afraid of a man (npuBueHne He OoUTCs YeTOBEKA),
is it (ne mpaBaa nu)? Surely it's the other way round (koneuHo, 3T0 HA000POT (T.€. YETOBEK
6outcs npusuaenns)). I'll be waiting in the Prater by the Big Wheel for the next two hours (s
Oynmy xnatb B [Iparepe y ueproBa koieca: «bomsiroro Koseca» Ommkaiimue n18a gaca)—if you
can get in touch with the dead, hurry (eciiu BbI MOKEeT BOWTH B KOHTAKT = CBSI3aThCS C
MepTBenom, noropornurtech)." He added (on no6asun), "Remember (momuute), I was Harry's
friend (s 6611 pyrom ["appm)."

Kurtz said nothing (Kyptir (ne) ckazan auuero), but somewhere (Ho rie-10), in a room off the
hall (B komHaTe ot mpuxosxeii), somebody cleared his throat (kTo-To npouucTHII CBOE TOPIIO).
Martins threw open a door (MapTuHC pacrnaxHyJ IBepb: «OpOoCuiI OTKPBITOM Bepb»): he had
half expected to see the dead rise yet again (oH HamoIOBUHY OKUIAN YBUAECTH MEPTBEIA
MOJIHUMATRCST = BOCKPECHYTH ellle (pa3) cHoBa), but it was only Dr. Winkler who rose from a
kitchen chair (HO 3TO OBUT TOJIBKO JOKTOP BHUHKIIEP KOTOPBIN TOJHSIICS C KyXOHHOTO CTYJIa), in
front of the kitchen stove (nepen kyxonnoi neukoii), and bowed very stiffly and correctly (u
MOKJIOHUJICS OY€Hb YOMOpHO U KoppekTHO) with the same celluloid squeak (c Tem xe
HEJUTYJIOUTHBIM CKPHUIIOM).

"Dr. Winkle (moxrop Bunkis)," Martins said (Maptusc ckazan). Dr. Winkler looked
extraordinarily out of place in a kitchen (noxTop Bunkiep BoIrsiien HeoObI9aiiHO HE HA MECTe
Ha kyxHe). The debris of a snack lunch littered the kitchen table (ocTaTku nerkoro obena
MOKPBIBAIM KYXOHHBIN cTOI; snack — saxycka), and the unwashed dishes consorted very ill with
Dr. Winkler's cleanness (1 HEMBITBIE TapEIKH COTIACOBBIBATINCH OUEHB MJI0X0 C YUCTOTOM

nokTopa Bunkiepa).
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"Winkler (Bunkitep)," the doctor corrected him with stony patience (OKTOp ITOTIPaBHII €T0 C
KaMEHHBIM CITOKOHCTBHUEM).

Martins said to Kurtz (Maptunc ckazan Kyptiry): "Tell the doctor about my madness
(pacckaxxute JOKTOpY 0 MoeMm Oezymun). He might be able to make a diagnosis (ou Mor 051 ObITH
CTIIOCOOHBIM TIOCTaBUTH JrarHo3). And remember the place (1 3amomuanTe Mecto)—Dby the Great
Wheel (y bonsmoro Koneca). Or do ghosts only rise by night (vn npuBuieHust MO THUMAIOTCS
tosbko o Hoyam)?" He left the flat (on mokunyn kBapTHPY).

For an hour he waited (B Teuenne gaca on xaan), walking up and down to keep warm (xos
TyJla-CI0JIa: «BBEPX M BHMU3» UTOOBI COXpaHUThCA TeribiM), inside the enclosure of the Great
Wheel (BayTpu orpaast bonsimoro Koneca): the smashed Prater (pazoutsrit [1parep) with its
bones sticking crudely through the snow (c ero koctsimu Topuanumu rpy0o yepes cHer) was
nearly empty (0b11 moutu myct). One stall sold thin flat cakes like cartwheels (onun nmapex
pojIaBaJl TOHKHUE TIOCKUE KeKChI Kak kKoseca), and the children queued with their coupons (1
JIETU CTOSUTA B OYEPE/Id CO CBOMMU KYTIOHAMU; gueue — ouepeds). A few courting couples
(HeCKOJIbKO BIIOOJIEHHBIX MApOUeK; to court — yxascusams) would be packed together in a single
car of the Wheel (Ob1it BTHCHYTBI BMecTe B o110y kabunky Kosneca) and revolve slowly above
the city surrounded by empty cars (1 Bpanaaucs MeJICHHO HaJ TOPOJIOM OKPY KEHHBIM
nycTeiMu kKabuHKamu). As the car reached the highest point of the Wheel (kora kabunka
nocturaia Beicouaiei Toukn Koneca), the revolutions would stop for a couple of minutes
(Bpamenue ocTanaBnuBanoch Ha mapy muHyT) and far overhead the tiny faces would press
against the glass (1 nasexo HaBepXy KpoIIeUHbIe JIUA TPHKUMAINCE K CTEKITY). Martins
wondered who would come for him (MapTtuHc nHTEpecoBacs KTo Obl IpHIes 3a HuM). Was
there enough friendship left in Harry (6su10 (7111) moctaTouno apyx0Os1 octasieiics B ['appu) for
him to come alone (4TOOBI OH TIPHIIIETT OJIUH: «JUISI HETO YTOOBI IPUHTH OJTHOMY» ), or would a
squad of police arrive (v npuexan Ob1 Hapsia nonuiun)? It was obvious from the raid on Anna
Schmidt's flat (6bu10 oOueBnaHO U3 peiina Ha kBapTupy Anub! [LIMuaT) that he had a certain pull
(uTo OoH MMen HeKoTopyro npoTekinio). And then as his watch hand passed the hour (1 3atem
KOT'/Ia CTpesIKa ero yacoB nporuia yac), he wondered (on 3acomueBasics): was it all an invention
of my mind (Osu10 7M1 3TO BCe n300perennemM moero yma)? are they digging up Harry's body now
in the Central Cemetery (v oHU BBIKAINBIBAIOT TpyT ["appu ceituac Ha [leHTpasibHOM
Kiaaouie)?

Somewhere behind the cake stall (rae-To 3a napskom ¢ kekcamu) a man was whistling and
Martins knew the tune (uenoBek ObLT cCBUCTSIIMI U MapTuHC y3HAT 3Ty Menoanio). He turned
and waited (on moBepryIics u xaan). Was it fear or excitement that made his heart beat (65u1 5TO

CTpax Wiu BO30YKJIEHNUE YTO 3aCTaBJISIIO: «IEJIalioy ero cepaie outhbes)—or just the memories
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that tune ushered in (W TPOCTO BOCTIOMUHAHUS KOTOPBIC MEJIOIUSI BOCKpECHIIa; to usher in —
sozsecmums, 00wvsasums), for life had always quickened when Harry came (160 >xu3nb Bcera
yObIcTpsiachk korja ["appu npuxoui), came just as he came now (MPUXOIMIT IPSIMO KaK OH
npuien ceiivac), as though nothing much had happened (xax 6yaTo HUYEro 0cCOOEHHOTO:
«MHOTO» (He) mpom3onuio), nobody had been lowered into a grave (HUKTO HE OBLT OITYIIECH B
mormity) or found with cut throat in a basement (vn HalizieH ¢ iepepe3aHHBIM TOPJIOM B
noBane), came with his amused deprecating take-it-or-leave-it manner (tipuiesn B cBoeii
BECEJIO HACMENUINBOM 0e3pa3nuvHoi MaHepe; fo deprecate — omeepeams, ocyicoamy, take it
or leave it = 803bMu 5mo unu 6POCcL Mo — «He Hpasumcs — we bepuy)—and of course one

always took it (1 KOHeUHO YeJIOBEeK Bcera Opaj 3To (T.e. MPOHUKAJICS cUMIIaTue k ['appn)).

diagnosis [da1o’gnousis], surround [so'raund], squad [skwod]

"Harry?"

"I want to talk to him."

"Are you mad?"

I'm in a hurry, so let's assume that I am. Just make a note of my madness. If you should see
Harry—or his ghost—Iet him know that I want to talk to him. A ghost isn't afraid of a man, is it?
Surely it's the other way round. I'll be waiting in the Prater by the Big Wheel for the next two
hours—if you can get in touch with the dead, hurry." He added, "Remember, I was Harry's
friend."

Kurtz said nothing, but somewhere, in a room off the hall, somebody cleared his throat. Martins
threw open a door: he had half expected to see the dead rise yet again, but it was only Dr.
Winkler who rose from a kitchen chair, in front of the kitchen stove, and bowed very stiffly and
correctly with the same celluloid squeak.

"Dr. Winkle," Martins said. Dr. Winkler looked extraordinarily out of place in a kitchen. The
debris of a snack lunch littered the kitchen table, and the unwashed dishes consorted very ill with
Dr. Winkler's cleanness.

'Winkler," the doctor corrected him with stony patience.

Martins said to Kurtz: "Tell the doctor about my madness. He might be able to make a diagnosis.
And remember the place—by the Great Wheel. Or do ghosts only rise by night?" He left the flat.
For an hour he waited, walking up and down to keep warm, inside the enclosure of the Great
Wheel: the smashed Prater with its bones sticking crudely through the snow was nearly empty.
One stall sold thin flat cakes like cartwheels, and the children queued with their coupons. A few

courting couples would be packed together in a single car of the Wheel and revolve slowly above
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the city surrounded by empty cars. As the car reached the highest point of the Wheel, the
revolutions would stop for a couple of minutes and far overhead the tiny faces would press
against the glass. Martins wondered who would come for him. Was there enough friendship left
in Harry for him to come alone, or would a squad of police arrive? It was obvious from the raid
on Anna Schmidt's flat that he had a certain pull. And then as his watch hand passed the hour, he
wondered: was it all an invention of my mind? are they digging up Harry's body now in the
Central Cemetery?

Somewhere behind the cake stall a man was whistling and Martins knew the tune. He turned and
waited. Was it fear or excitement that made his heart beat—or just the memories that tune
ushered in, for life had always quickened when Harry came, came just as he came now, as
though nothing much had happened, nobody had been lowered into a grave or found with cut
throat in a basement, came with his amused deprecating take-it-or-leave-it manner—and of

course one always took it.

"Harry (I'appn)."

"Hullo, Rollo (nmpuset, Pomio)."

Don't picture Harry Lime as a smooth scoundrel (1e npencrasnsiite ['appu Jlaiima kak
BKpaauuBoro mpoxsocta). He wasn't that (on He 6611 5TUM = Takum). The picture I have of him
on my files (pororpadus koTopyto s uMero ero B Mmoem Jeie) is an excellent one (oriuunas): he
is caught by a street photographer (ou noiiman ynuaasiM Gotorpadom) with his stocky legs apart
(c ero KOpeHaCcTHIMU HOTaMH pacCTaBICHHBIMU: «BPO3b»), big shoulders a little hunched
(Oonpiue meun HeMHOTO cropOsieHHbie), a belly that has known too much good food too long
(’KUBOT KOTOPBIH 3HAJ CIMIIKOM MHOTO XOPOIIEH e/1bl CIMIIKOM J10Jr0), on his face a look of
cheerful rascality (Ha ero Jiiie BU/ HEYHBIBAIOIIETO IUTYTOBCTBA), a geniality (pamymme), a
recognition that his happiness will make the world's day (mpu3nanne uTo ero cuactbe BaXXHO
BCEM Ha CBETE: «CJeNaeT JIeHb Bcero mupay). Now he didn't make the mistake of putting out a
hand (Tereps oH He cenan omuOKY MPOTATUBAHUS «HApPYKy» pyku)—that might have been
rejected (310 MorII0 OBITH OTBEPTHYTO), but instead just patted Martins on the elbow (Ho BMecToO
(aToro) mpocto noxJomnan Maptusca o jokTio) and said (1 ckazain), "How are things (kak nena:
«KaK ecTb Berm»)?"

"We've got to talk, Harry (MbI 1OKHBL: «iMeeM» MTOTOBOPUTSE, [appn)."

"Of course (koHeuHO)."

"Alone (oxun)."
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"We couldn't be more alone than here (MbI He MoTIM OBI OBITH OOJIBIIIE OJTHU YEM 3/1eCh)."

He had always known the ropes (oH Bcerya 3Ham 4To K 4eMy; rope — eepeskda, c6:3v), and even in
the smashed pleasure park he knew them (1 naxe B pazdutom napke passieuenuii), tipping the
woman in charge of the Wheel (2B Ha uaii sxenune oTBeTcTBeHHOM 3a Koneco; fo tip —
odasamv Ha watl, charge — omeemcmeenHocms, Hazpyska), so that they might have a car to
themselves (Tak uTo OHM MOTIIM OBI UMETH OJTHY KAOMHKY TOJIbKO Jiist HUX ). He said (on ckazan),
"Lovers used to do this in the old days (;1r000BHUKHM KOT1a-TO A€Nany 3TO B CTapblie IHU), but
they haven't the money to spare (HO OHU HE UMEIOT JIEHBIU YTOOBI COepedh = HET Ha 3TO JICHET),
poor devils (6ennbie weptn), now (ceituac)," and he looked out of the window of the swaying
rising car (1 OH TOCMOTPENT U3 OKHA Kavyalolencs moJHuMaroteicst kabuukn) at the figures
diminishing below (na purypku ymensiatoniuecs: Buu3y) with what looked like genuine
commiseration (¢ (Tem) 4TO BBHITJISAEIO KaK UCKPEHHEE COO0JIE3HOBAHNUE).

Very slowly on one side of them the city sank (oueHb MeIJICHHO Ha OJJHON CTOPOHE OT HUX
TOPOJI TIOTPYXKAJCS; fo sink — onyckamwvcs,; monymo); very slowly on the other (ouens MeneHHO
Ha 1pyroii (ctopone)) the great cross girders of the Wheel rose into sight (Oonbiue
NEPeKIIaIUHBL: «Tonepeunbie 0ankm» Koneca BcraBanyu B BUA = CTAHOBHIIUCH BUIHBL; 10 Fise —
noonumamucsi). As the horizon slid away (Tioka ropu30HT yCKOJIB3aJI IPOYb; fo slide —
ckonwvzumo) the Danube became visible (/lynaii cran Bugumeim), and the piers of the Kaiser
Friedrich Briicke lifted above the houses (1 cBau Kaiizep-Opunpux-bproke: «vwocma xatizepa
Dpudpuxa — Hem.» TIOTHUMAIUCH HAJI JOMaMH).

"Well (ny)," Harry said (I'appu ckazan), "it's good to see you, Rollo (npustao Buaers Teos,
Pommo)."

"I was at your funeral (st ObuT Ha TBOMX TTOXOpOHax)."

"That was pretty smart of me (370 ObLIO OYEHb HAXOTIUBO C MOEH CTOPOHBI; SMArt — YMHbII,
HAxo04uswlil, Kpacusbslil, wuxapHwiil), wasn't it (He npasna jm)?"

"Not so smart for your girl (He Tak mmkapHo /s TBoel jeBymikn). She was there too (oHa Obla
TaM ToXe )—in tears (B ciesax)."

"She's a good little thing (ona ects xoporniee Mmanenbkoe cymiectso)," Harry said (I'appu ckazan).
"I'm very fond of her (s ee ouens nr06110)."

"I didn't believe the police when they told me about you (s1 He moBepwII TOJUITUN KOT]a OHU
pacckaszaiu MHe o Teoe)."

Harry said (I'appu ckazan), "I wouldn't have asked you to come (s Ov1 He onpocun Teds
npuexats) if I'd known what was going to happen (eciu 051 51 3Ha7T UTO COOMPATOCH CITYUUTHCS),
but I didn't think the police were on to me (Ho st He ayMa (4TO) TOJTHUIHSI MEHS PAaCKyCHIIa,

Haraja Ha cien)."
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"Were you going to cut me in on the spoils (Tl coOupancst B3ITh MEHS B J0JII0; Spoils — 0oOblua,
Haepabnennoe)?"

"I've never kept you out of anything (s Hukorma (ue) aepxain Teds CHapy U 4ero-mdo = He
ocTaBlisi1 Te0s1 B cTOpoHe), old man (crapuk), yet (emie)." He stood with his back to the door (on
CTOSIT CO CBOCH crMHOM K JiBepH) as the car swung upwards (roka kaOnHKa B3JeTalia BBepX; fo
swing — kauamuwcsi), and smiled back at Rollo Martins (u yiei6ancs Ha Posmo Maprtunca), who
could remember him in just such an attitude (koTOpbIif MOT BCIOMHHUTB €r0 B MIPSIMO TAKOM
nonoxenun) in a secluded corner of the school quad (B ykpomMHOM yroske nkoasHOTO ABOpPA),
saying (roopsiiero), "I've learnt a way to get out at night (s1 y3HaJI Ty Th BEIOPATHCS HAPYKY
HOYBIO; f0 learn — eviyuums, ysnamo). It's absolutely safe (3To abcomoTHo 6e30macHo). You are
the only one (TbI ecTb equHCTBeHHBIN YenoBek) I'm letting in on it ((K0TOporo) st mocBAIIA0 B
7710)." For the first time (B nepssiii pa3) Rollo Martins looked back through the years without
admiration (Poyuto MapTtuHc mocMoTpernt Hazal depes rojisl 0e3 Bocxuienws ), as he thought
(moka on aymain): "He's never grown up (oH Tak u He: «HUKOT1a» (HE) BbIpoc)." Marlowe's devils
wore squibs attached to their tails (uepTu Mapioy Hocuu netapbl TPUBsSI3aHHBIE K UX
xBocTtam): evil was like Peter Pan (3110 Obuo kak [Tutep I1sn)—it carried with it the horrifying
and horrible gift of eternal youth (ono Heco ¢ co0oii ycTpamaromuii 1 yKacHbIN 1ap BEIHON

IOHOCTH).

horizon [ha'raizn], evil ['1:vl], youth [ju:0]

"Harry."

"Hullo, Rollo."

Don't picture Harry Lime as a smooth scoundrel. He wasn't that. The picture I have of him on my
files is an excellent one: he is caught by a street photographer with his stocky legs apart, big
shoulders a little hunched, a belly that has known too much good food too long, on his face a
look of cheerful rascality, a geniality, a recognition that his happiness will make the world's day.
Now he didn't make the mistake of putting out a hand—that might have been rejected, but
instead just patted Martins on the elbow and said, "How are things?"

"We've got to talk, Harry."

"Of course."

"Alone."

"We couldn't be more alone than here."

He had always known the ropes, and even in the smashed pleasure park he knew them, tipping

the woman in charge of the Wheel, so that they might have a car to themselves. He said, "Lovers
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used to do this in the old days, but they haven't the money to spare, poor devils, now," and he
looked out of the window of the swaying rising car at the figures diminishing below with what
looked like genuine commiseration.

Very slowly on one side of them the city sank; very slowly on the other the great cross girders of
the Wheel rose into sight. As the horizon slid away the Danube became visible, and the piers of
the Kaiser Friedrich Briicke lifted above the houses.

"Well," Harry said, "it's good to see you, Rollo."

"I was at your funeral."

"That was pretty smart of me, wasn't it?"

"Not so smart for your girl. She was there too—in tears."

"She's a good little thing," Harry said. "I'm very fond of her."

"I didn't believe the police when they told me about you."

Harry said, "I wouldn't have asked you to come if I'd known what was going to happen, but I
didn't think the police were on to me."

"Were you going to cut me in on the spoils?"

"I've never kept you out of anything, old man, yet." He stood with his back to the door as the car
swung upwards, and smiled back at Rollo Martins, who could remember him in just such an
attitude in a secluded corner of the school quad, saying, "I've learnt a way to get out at night. It's
absolutely safe. You are the only one I'm letting in on it." For the first time Rollo Martins looked
back through the years without admiration, as he thought: "He's never grown up." Marlowe's
devils wore squibs attached to their tails: evil was like Peter Pan—it carried with it the horrifying

and horrible gift of eternal youth.

Martins said (Maptunc cka3zain), "Have you ever visited the children's hospital (Te1 korna-auOy 1B
noceran aeTckyro oonbauIry)? Have you seen any of your victims (Buesn Tl Koria-HUOY b
KaKyl0-HUOYIb U3 CBOMX XKepTB)?"

Harry took a look at the toy landscape below (I'appu B3risiHy1: «B35UT B3I HA UTPYIICUHBIH
neiizax BHU3Y) and came away from the door (u oromen npous ot aBepiibl). "I never feel quite
safe in these things (s Hukoraa (He) 4yBCTBYIO (ceOsi) COBEPIIIEHHO B 0€30MMaCHOCTH:
«COXpaHHBIMY» B 3THX IITyKax)," he said (on ckazan). He felt the back of the door with his hand
(oH TomTyTIaN 33HIOI0 YacTh ABEPU CBOEH pyKoif), as though he were afraid (kak OyaTo o ObLT
ucryran) that it might fly open (uro ona moria 0v1 paciaxayThesi) and launch him into that iron-

ribbed space (1 BELIOPOCHUTH €T0 B TO JKeJIE3HO-peOepHOE MPOCTPAHCTBO; #ib — pebpo, uacmo
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kapraca). "Victims (;xeptBbI)?" he asked (on cripocw). "Don't be melodramatic, Rollo (ae 0y
MesopamaTudHeiM, Posno), look down there (mocmotpu BHE3 Ty1a)," he went on (oH
npoaosmkui), pointing through the window at the people (ykasbiBast uepe3 OkHO Ha Jr0/1eil)
moving like black flies at the base of the Wheel (1BuraBmmxcs kak 4epHbie MyXH y OCHOBAHUS
Komneca). "Would you really feel any pity (roayBcTBOBas ObI THI IEHCTBUTEIIBHO KaKyHO-HUOY/TH
xanocts) if one of those dots stopped moving (eciu (Ob1) OgHA M3 ITUX TOYEK MPEKpaTHIIA
neuratbes)—for ever (HaBcerna)? If I said you can have twenty thousand pounds for every dot
that stops (ecyu (0b1) st cka3an (4TO) Tl MOXKEIIIb UMETh JIBA/IATh THICSY (PYHTOB 32 KaXKIYIO
TOYKY KOTOpasi octaHaBiuBaetcs ), would you really (netictBurtenbao ObI Th), old man (cTapuk),
tell me to keep my money (ckazan mue cOepeub mou eHbru)—without hesitation (6e3
kosnebanusi)? or would you calculate how many dots you could afford to spare (vnu Ob1 TBI
MOCYUTANI KAK MHOT'O TOYEK ThI MOT OBI TTO3BOJIUTE cebe coxpanuTth)? Free of income tax
(cBOOOTHBIE OT 1MOI0X01HOTO Hasora), old man (crapuk). Free of income tax." He gave his
boyish conspiratorial smile (0H a1 CBOIO MaJIBUUIIECKYIO KOHCITUPATOPCKYIO YIIBIOKY), "It's the
only way to save nowadays (3TO eJIMHCTBEHHBII CIIOCO0: «ITyTh» KOMUTh B HAIIM JHH)."
"Couldn't you have stuck to tyres (e MOT TbI IepKaThCs IMH = OTPAaHUYUTHCS ITHHAME)?"
"Like Cooler (xax Kynep)? No, I've always been ambitious (Her, st Bceryia Obu1 aMOUITNO3€EH).
"But they can't catch me, Rollo, you'll see (Ho oHu He cmoryT ToMaTh MeHs1, Poiio, Th
yBuauib). I'll pop up again (s BcruisiBy cHoBa). You can't keep a good man down (1wl He
MOJKEIIb yIepKaTh Xxopoliero denoBeka BHU3Y)." The car swung to a standstill at the highest
point of the curve (kabunka kauHyIach K OCTAHOBKE Ha BhIcouaiimieil Touke n3runba) and Harry
turned his back (u 'appu nmoBepryn coro crimny) and gazed out of the window (1 mocmoTpen
Hapyxy u3 okHa). Martins thought (MapTtunc nomyman): one good shove (oann xopormit
torm4ok) and I could break the glass (u s mor Ob1 pa3duts ctekio), and he pictured the body
dropping among the flies (1 on npeacTaBw Teno naaaoiiee cpeau myx). He said (o ckazan),
"You know the police are planning to dig up your body (TbI 3HACIITE TOTUIHSI THITAHUPYET
BBIKOTIATh TBOM Tpy1l): What will they find (uto onu nHaiimyT)?"

"Harbin (Xap6wuna)," Harry replied with simplicity (I"appu otBeTHn ¢ nmpoctotoii). He turned
away from the window and said (on oTBepHyJCs Ipoub OT OKHa U cka3ai), "Look at the sky
(mocmotpu Ha He0O0)."

The car had reached the top of the Wheel (kabunka nocturna Bepmmnsl Kosneca) and hung there
motionless (1 Bucena Tam 0e3aBMKHAs; to hang — sucems), while the stain of the sunset (roka
MSITHO 3aKaTa) ran in streaks (pasberanocs npoxkunkamu) over the wrinkled papery sky (uepe3
MopIHECcTOe OymMakHoe He00) beyond the black girders (3a uepabivu Gamkamn).

"Why did the Russians try to take Anna Schmidt (mouemy pycckue nmonsITanuch 3a0patb AHHY
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[Imuar)?"

"She had false papers, old man (ona nmerna nojaenbHbIE TOKYMEHTHI, CTApUK)."

"I thought perhaps you were just trying to get her here (s1 ;yman BO3MOXHO ThI TPOCTO MBITAJICS
3a0parth ee croa)—because she was your girl (moTomy uTo oHa OblIa TBOECH JEBYIIKOM)?
Because you wanted her (moromy 4to ThI X0TeN ee)?"

Harry smiled (I'appu yneionysics). "I haven't all that influence (s1 He umero Bcero 3Toro
BIIUSIHUA)."

"What would have happened to her (uto OvI cryumiocs ¢ Heii)?"

"Nothing very serious (Hudero oueHs cepbe3noro). She'd have been sent back to Hungary (ona
Owla OB 0TOCTaHa Haza B Benrpuro). There's nothing against her really (HeT Hudero npotus
Hee Ha camoM Jerne). She'd be infinitely better off in her own country (ona »mua Obl GeckOoHEUHO
JydIie B cBoeil coocTBeHHOM cTpane) than being pushed around by the British police (uem
Oyly4H ITOMBIKaeMOW OPUTAHCKOM TOJIULIUEH; to push around — nomeikams, Xamums.: «MoOJIKAMb
gokpye»)."

"She hasn't told them anything about you (ona He cka3zana um yero-nubo o tede)."

"She's a good little thing (ona xopomiee manenskoe co3nanue)," Harry repeated with complacent
pride (I"appu IOBTOPHII € CaMOIOBOJIBHOI TOPIOCTHIO).

"She loves you (ona 1r00uT TO5)."

"Well, I gave her a good time while it lasted (ny, 51 gan eii xoporiee BpeMsl MoKa OHO JUTAIIOCH)."
"And I love her (u s mroGor0 ee)."

"That's fine, old man (310 npexpacuo, crapuk). Be kind to her (6yap 106p x neii). She's worth it
(oHa moctoiina 3toro). I'm glad (s noBosen)." He gave the impression of having arranged
everything to everybody's satisfaction (oH nmpon3Bous BrieyaTieHUe (TOro 9YTO OH CyMel)
YCTPOUTH Bce KO BceoOiiemMy ynoBierBopernio). "And you can help to keep her mouth shut (u
TBI MOJKEIIIb TIOMOYB XPAHUTh €€ POT 3aKkpbIThiM). Not that she knows anything that matters (ne
TO 4TO OBl OHA 3HAET YTO-IM00, YTO UMEET 3HAUCHHUE. .. )."

"I'd like to knock you through the window (s1 661 x0TEN BEIONTE TEOsT Uepe3 OKHO)."

"But you won't, old man (1o TbI He cenaenis (3Toro), crapuk). Our quarrels never last long
(HaIm ccopbl HUKOTAA (HEe) AnsATcs poiro). You remember that fearful one in the Monaco (bt
MIOMHHIIE TY YKAaCHYIO OJTHY = ccopy B MoHako), when we swore we were through (koria Mer
MOKJISUTUCH (YTO) MBI PBEM APYT C APYTOM; to swear — kasacmbcs). 1'd trust you anywhere, Rollo
(st Ob1 moBepuIics Tebe Besae, Pomio). Kurtz tried to persuade me not to come but I know you
(Kyprtu nbrtasncst yoenuTs MeHst He IPUXOUTh, HO s 3Hato TeOst). Then he tried to persuade me
to, well, arrange an accident (Torjia oH momeITaNCs yOSIUTH MEHSI, HY, YCTPOUTH HECUACTHBIH

ciyuyaii). He told me it would be quite easy in this car (oH ckazan MHE 3T0 ObUTIO OBI COBEPIIIEHHO
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JIETKO B 3TOM KaOWHKeE)."

"Except that I'm the stronger man (kpome (TOT0) 4TO 51 607€€ CHIIBHBINA YEITOBEK)."

"But I've got the gun (1o s umero nucrosner). You don't think a bullet wound would show when
you hit that ground (Ter He 1ymaenns (4T0) myJieBasi paHa Obl ObLIAa BHIHA KOTJA Thl YIAPHIILCS
00 3emiti0)?" Again the car began to move (cHOBa kaOnMHKa Havasa JIBUTaThCs ), sailing slowly
down (tTuteiBst MeTIeHHO BHU3), until the flies were midgets (moka myxwu (He) cTanu
JUIIMITyTaMK ), were recognisable human beings (ctanu: «Obuty» y3HABAEMBIMU YEIOBEYECKIMU
cymectBamu). "What fools we are, Rollo, talking like this (kaxue mypaxu mbl ecth, Postio,
roeops Tak), as if I'd do that to you (kak ecyu ObI 51 cjienan 3To Tebe = MOT ObI C/IeJIaTh)—Or you
to me (unu eI MHE)." He turned his back (on mosepnys cBoto crinny) and leant his face against
the glass (1 mpucTOHUI CBOE JHIIO K CTEKNY; f0 lean — npucionumscs). One thrust (oauH BeImazn,
yaap)... "How much do you earn a year with your Westerns, old man (kak MHOTO TbI
3apabaThIBacillb B r0Jl TBOMMH BECTEPHAMM, CTApUK)?"

"A thousand (Teicsuy)."

income [ 1nkom], arrange [o'reind3], bullet [ "bulit]

Martins said, "Have you ever visited the children's hospital? Have you seen any of your
victims?"

Harry took a look at the toy landscape below and came away from the door. "I never feel quite
safe in these things," he said. He felt the back of the door with his hand, as though he were afraid
that it might fly open and launch him into that iron-ribbed space. "Victims?" he asked. "Don't be
melodramatic, Rollo, look down there," he went on, pointing through the window at the people
moving like black flies at the base of the Wheel. "Would you really feel any pity if one of those
dots stopped moving—for ever? If I said you can have twenty thousand pounds for every dot that
stops, would you really, old man, tell me to keep my money—without hesitation? or would you
calculate how many dots you could afford to spare? Free of income tax, old man. Free of income
tax." He gave his boyish conspiratorial smile, "It's the only way to save nowadays."

"Couldn't you have stuck to tyres?"

"Like Cooler? No, I've always been ambitious. "But they can't catch me, Rollo, you'll see. I'll
pop up again. You can't keep a good man down." The car swung to a standstill at the highest
point of the curve and Harry turned his back and gazed out of the window. Martins thought: one
good shove and I could break the glass, and he pictured the body dropping among the flies. He
said, "You know the police are planning to dig up your body: what will they find?"
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"Harbin," Harry replied with simplicity. He turned away from the window and said, "Look at the
sky."

The car had reached the top of the Wheel and hung there motionless, while the stain of the sunset
ran in streaks over the wrinkled papery sky beyond the black girders.

"Why did the Russians try to take Anna Schmidt?"

"She had false papers, old man."

"I thought perhaps you were just trying to get her here—because she was your girl? Because you
wanted her?"

Harry smiled. "I haven't all that influence."

"What would have happened to her?"

"Nothing very serious. She'd have been sent back to Hungary. There's nothing against her really.
She'd be infinitely better off in her own country than being pushed around by the British police."
"She hasn't told them anything about you."

"She's a good little thing," Harry repeated with complacent pride.

"She loves you."

"Well, I gave her a good time while it lasted."

"And I love her."

"That's fine, old man. Be kind to her. She's worth it. I'm glad." He gave the impression of having
arranged everything to everybody's satisfaction. "And you can help to keep her mouth shut. Not
that she knows anything that matters."

"I'd like to knock you through the window."

"But you won't, old man. Our quarrels never last long. You remember that fearful one in the
Monaco, when we swore we were through. I'd trust you anywhere, Rollo. Kurtz tried to persuade
me not to come but [ know you. Then he tried to persuade me to, well, arrange an accident. He
told me it would be quite easy in this car."

"Except that I'm the stronger man."

"But I've got the gun. You don't think a bullet wound would show when you hit that ground?"
Again the car began to move, sailing slowly down, until the flies were midgets, were
recognisable human beings. "What fools we are, Rollo, talking like this, as if I'd do that to you—
or you to me." He turned his back and leant his face against the glass. One thrust ... "How much
do you earn a year with your Westerns, old man?"

"A thousand."
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"Taxed (oOmaraemyro HaJIOTaMu; tax — Hanoe, to tax — obnaeams nanoeom). I earn thirty thousand
free (s 3apabaThIBat0 TPUAIATH THICSY YUCTHIMH: «CBOOOAHBIMIY ). It's the fashion (TakoBa mona,
TakoB criocob neiictBus). In these days, old man, nobody thinks in terms of human beings (B 3tu
JTHU, CTAPUK, HUKTO (HE) JyMaeT C TOUYKHU 3PCHUS: «B TEPMUHAX» YEIIOBEUYECKHUX CYIIECTB),
Governments don't (mpaBuTenbCTBA HE JenatoT (3Toro)), so why should we (tak mouemy
nosokHbl MbI)? They talk of the people and the proletariat (oHr roBOpAT 0 JFOASIX U
nposerapuare), and I talk of the mugs (a s roBopro o nmpoctoduisx). It's the same thing (310 Ta
ke camas Bels). They have their five year plans (onu nmeror cBou nsiTuneTHue miansl) and so
have I (1 To *%e: «Tak» umero 5)."

"You used to be a Catholic (T Kor12-TO OBIT KATOTUKOM)."

"Oh, I still believe, old man (o, s Bce emie Bepro, ctapuk). In God and Mercy and all that (8 bora
u Munocepaue u Bce Takoe). I'm not hurting anybody's soul by what I do (s He 3aneBato, He
o0mxkaro 9pr0-n00 aymry (Tem) 9to s aenaro). The dead are happier dead (mepTBerbr
cuacTiimBee (Oyayun) meptBeiMH). They don't miss much here, poor devils (onu He yryckaroT
MHOTO 3J1eCh, O€IHBIC YEPTH = YTO UM 3/1eCh TepsaTh, OenHskkam)," he added with that odd touch
of genuine pity (0H 100aBWII C TAKMM CTPAHHBIM HAJIETOM HACTOSIIEH KajlocTH), as the car
reached the platform (xorma kabunka nocturna maardopmer) and the faces of the doomed-to-be-
victims (1 u1a Oy IyInx KepTB: «IIPUTOBOPEHHBIX-OBITh-)KEpTBaMN» ), the tired pleasure-
hoping Sunday faces (ycTanple mpeaBKyIaronme BOCKpECHbIE JINIA; pleasure — y0osoibcmaie,
to hope — naoesamwcs), peered in at them (yctaBunuch «BHYTpb» Ha HUX). "I could cut you in,
you know (st Mor ObI BKJTFOUHTE TeOs, ThI 3Haelb). It would be useful (310 Ob1 ObLTO MTONE3HO). |
have no one left in the Inner City (s (He) mMero HUKOTO ocTaBImMMCs BO BHyTpennem ['opoze).”
"Except Cooler (kpome Kynepa)? And Winkler (n Bunxnepa)?"

"You really mustn't turn policeman (TbI 1€HiCTBUTENIBHO HE I0JKEH CTAHOBUTLCS: «OOCPHYTHCS»
nonureiickum), old man (crapuk)." They passed out of the car (oHu BbIIIITN HApYKY U3
kabunkn) and he put his hand again on Martins' elbow (1 0H OOk CBOO PYKY CHOBA Ha
nokoTh Maptunca). "That was a joke, I know you won't (310 Obuta 1ryTKa, 51 3HaIO (4TO) THI HE
oynems). Have you heard anything of old Bracer recently (cibimian Tel 4To-HHOYIb O CTapOM
Bpeiicepe B nocnennee Bpems)?"

"I had a card at Christmas (s moJry4ns OTKpeITKY Ha PoxkiaecTBo)."

"Those were the days, old man (310 OsuTn neHBKH, cTapuk). Those were the days. I've got to
leave you here (s nomxen nokunyTh Te0s 31ech). We’ll see each other (b1 yBugum apyr apyra:
«KQXKIBIA TIpyroro»)—some time (koraa-uuOyas). If you are in a jam (eciu ThI B HEIPUSATHOM
NOJIOKEeHNN ), you can always get me at Kurtz's (Ter Bcerma Mmoxxenns Haiitn Menst y Kyptma)." He

moved away and turning (oH nBuHYJICS 1Tpoub U 0bepHyBIHCch) waved the hand he had had the
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tact not to offer (rmomaxan pykoii (KOTOpyr0) OH UMEII TaKT He mpeyiarare): it was like the whole
past moving off under a cloud (310 ObUTO KaK 11€10€ MPOIITIOE IBUTAIOIIEECS MPOYb TIO]T Ty4eH).
Martins suddenly called after him (MapTtuHc BHe3anHO KpUKHYI eMy BCIe; after — nocie, 3a),
"Don't trust me, Harry (ne nosepsiit mue, 'appu),” but there was too great a distance now
between them (HO OBLIO CITUIITKOM OOJIBIIIOE paccTOsIHUE ceiiuac mexny HuMHu) for the words to

carry (4TOOBI CITOBA JOHECIHUCH: «IUISI CIIOB YTOOBI IOCTUYBY).

government [ gAv(o)nmoant], pleasure [ 'ple3a], recently [ ri:sntli]

"Taxed. I earn thirty thousand free. It's the fashion. In these days, old man, nobody thinks in
terms of human beings, Governments don't, so why should we? They talk of the people and the
proletariat, and I talk of the mugs. It's the same thing. They have their five year plans and so
have L."

"You used to be a Catholic."

"Oh, I still believe, old man. In God and Mercy and all that. I'm not hurting anybody's soul by
what I do. The dead are happier dead. They don't miss much here, poor devils," he added with
that odd touch of genuine pity, as the car reached the platform and the faces of the doomed-to-
be-victims, the tired pleasure-hoping Sunday faces, peered in at them. "I could cut you in, you
know. It would be useful. I have no one left in the Inner City."

"Except Cooler? And Winkler?"

"You really mustn't turn policeman, old man." They passed out of the car and he put his hand
again on Martins' elbow. "That was a joke, I know you won't. Have you heard anything of old
Bracer recently?"

"I had a card at Christmas."

"Those were the days, old man. Those were the days. I've got to leave you here. We’ll see each
other—some time. If you are in a jam, you can always get me at Kurtz's." He moved away and
turning waved the hand he had had the tact not to offer: it was like the whole past moving off
under a cloud. Martins suddenly called after him, "Don't trust me, Harry," but there was too great

a distance now between them for the words to carry.

15
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ANNA WAS AT the theatre (Auna Obuta B Teatpe)," Martins told me (MapTtuHc ckazan MHE),
"for the Sunday matinee (11t BockpecHoro yrpennero npezactasienus). [ had to see the whole
thing through a second time (MHe npuIIOCh YBUAETH 3TY LETYIO BEIb OT HAaYala J0 KOHIIA:
«CKBO3b» BTOPOI1 pa3). About a middle-aged pianist (npo cpeanux net nuanucra) and an
infatuated girl (n morepsBuIyto ronopy geBymky) and an understanding (v TOHUMAIOIITYTO )—a
terribly understanding (y»xacHo nmonumaronyro )—wife (ckeny). Anna acted very badly (Anna
urpaja odeHs 1mioxo)—she wasn't much of an actress at the best of times (ona masio uro
IpeJcTaBysa Kak akTpuca(1axe) B my4ine Bpemena). I saw her afterwards in her dressing-
room (s yBUJIETl = HABECTHJI €€ IIOTOM B ee TpuMepHoii ), but she was badly fussed (Ho ona ObuTa
yxkacHo cyetsmierics). I think she thought [ was going to (s mymaro ona mogymana (4to) st
coOuparcsi) make a serious pass at her all the time (nenath cepbe3Hbie 3aX0/IbI K HEll Bce Bpemsi),
and she didn't want a pass (a oHa He xoTena yxakuBanuii: «3axo108»). I told her Harry was alive
(s ckazan eii (uto) appu 661 xHuB)—I thought she'd be glad (st moxyman (4ro) ona ObuTa OB
pana) and that I would hate to see how glad she was (11 uTo 51 Ob1 HEeHaBH IETT BUIETH KaKas
paznocTHasi oHa Obuia), but she sat in front of her make-up mirror (Ho oHa cujena HampPoOTHUB
CBOETO TPUMHPOBAIBHOTO 3epKana; to make up — kpacumuocs, make-up — epum) and let the tears
streak the grease paint (1 mo3Bosmia ciezam npodeptuth rpum) and I wished after that (u s
nosxenan nocie 3toro) she had been glad ((uto0Os1) ona 6su1a paga). She looked awful (ona
BeITIIsAIea yokacHO) and I loved her (u s mro6un ee). Then I told her about my interview with
Harry (3aTem s pacckasan eit o moem cBunanuu ¢ ['appu), but she wasn't really paying much
attention (Ho oHa 0co00 He oOparana BuuManus) because when I'd finished she said (moromy
YTO KOTJIa 51 3aKOHYHJI OHa ckazaina), "I wish he was dead (s sxenaro (uroOb1) OH ObLT MepTB)."
"He deserves to be (on 3acimyxuBaeT ObITh (MEPTBBIM))."

"I mean he would be safe then (s1 umero B Buy on Obu1 ObI B 6€30MacHOCTH TOT1a)—from
everybody (ot Bcex)."

I asked Martins (s cipocuit Maptunca), "Did you show her the photographs I gave you (mmokazan
ThI e Te pororpadun (kotopsie) s gan rede)—of the children (nereir)?"

"Yes (na). I thought it's got to be kill or cure this time (st mogyman 570 10MKHO OBITH TIAH UITU
npornai: «yOuTh WM BBUICYHUTRY HA 3TOT Pas).

She's got to get Harry out of her system (ona nomkHa BeIOpocuTh ["appu u3 cBoero mMupa:
«cuctemb»). I propped the pictures up among the pots of grease (st paccraBun hotorpadun
cpenu 6aHOYeK ¢ TpUMOM; fo prop up — noonupams). She couldn't avoid seeing them (ona e
Morya u3bexats (Toro uro0Osl) BuIeTh uX). | said (s ckazain), 'The police can't arrest Harry unless
they get him into this zone (mmonmius He MOXKET apecToBaTh ['appy eciv TOJTBKO OHU HE 3aMaHAT

ero B 9Ty 30HY), and we've got to help (1 Mb1 10KHBI TOMOYB)!"
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"She said (ona ckazana), 'l thought he was your friend (s1 tymana on 601 TBOMM Apyrom).' I said
(s1 cxazai), 'He was my friend (on 6b11 Mmoum nipyrom).' She said (ona ckazana), 'T’ll never help
you to get Harry (s Hukora (ue) momory tede noiimats ['appu). I don't want to see him again (s
HE X041y BUJIETH ero cHoBa), I don't want to hear his voice (s He xouy cribIaTh ero rooc). I
don't want to be touched by him (s He xouy uT00BI OH TIpHKacaiics kKo MHe), but I won't do a
thing to harm him (Ho 5 He caenaro (H1) OAHON BEIIX YTOOBI MOBPEIUTH eMY).'

"I felt bitter (s mouyBcTBOBa (cebs1) roppko)—I don't know why (s He 3Hat0 ouemy), because
after all I had done nothing for her (moTomy uTO B KOHIIE KOHIIOB: «II0CTIE BCETO» 5 (HE) cAeNal
Huaero st Hee). Even Harry had done more for her than I had (naxxe ['appu cienan Gosblne st
Hee vem ). [ said (s ckazai), "You want him still (Te1 xouems ero eme),' as though I were
accusing her of a crime (kax OyaTo st 00BuHSI ee B ipecTyruiennn). She said (ona ckazana), 'l
don't want him (s1 He xouy ero), but he's in me (1o on ects Bo Mue). That's a fact (310 ecTb
daxT)—not like friendship (ue kak npyx6a). Why (kak xe: «mogemy»), when I have a love
dream (xorja st uMmero JTF0OOBHBIN cOH), he's always the man (on Bcerna ToT Mmyxunna).'"

I prodded Martins on when he hesitated (st noaTonkuyn MapTuHca «1ajbliiey» Koriaa OH
3amsiics). "Yes (na)?"

"Oh, I just got up and left her then (o, st mpocto BcTanm u ocrasmi ee Toraa). Now it's your turn to
work on me (Teneps 3TO ecTh Baia ouepear padboTtaThk Haja0 MHOI). What do you want me to do
(4TO BBI OT MEHS XOTHTE: «YTO BBl XOTUTE MEHSI clieNaTh»)?"

"I want to act quickly (s xouy aeiicTBoBaTh OBICTPO). You see it was Harbin's body in the coffin
(BBI BUIMTE, 3TO OBLT Tpyn XapoOuna B rpoly), so we can pick up Winkler and Cooler right away
(Tak 9yTO MBI MOXEM cxBaTUTh Bunkiepa u Kyinepa cpasy xe). Kurtz is out of our reach for the
time being (KypTIr ecTh 3a mpeenaMu Halei J0caraeMocTy Toka 4to), and so is the driver (u
Boautenb Toxe). We'll put in a formal request to the Russians (Mb1 mogaaum dhopmansHoe
IPOILIEHHUE K PYCCKUM; fo put in — nooams dokymernm) for permission to arrest Kurtz and Lime (o
paspernienun apectoBaTh Kypria u Jlaiima): it makes our files tidy (3o cienaer Hamm
JIOKYMEHTHI akkypaTHeIMH ). If we are going to use you as our decoy (eciu MbI coOnpaemcst
HCTIONTb30BATh BAC KakK Hally MPUMAaHKY), your message must go to Lime straight away (Bama
3ammcka 10JpKHa noitu 1o Jlaiima cpa3zy ske)—not after you've hung around in this zone for
twenty-four hours (#e mociie (TOro Kak) BbI MPOOOITATUCH «BOKPYT» B ATOM 30HE B TCUCHUE
JBaJIIaTh 4eThipex yacoB). As I see it (kax s By 3T0) you were brought here for a grilling
almost as soon as you got back into the Inner City (BbI ObI7TM 1OCTaBIIEHBI CIO/IA JJIs IOTIPOCA
IIOYTH TaK CKOPO KaK BbI BEPHYJIMCH Ha3a/ BO BuyTtpennwuii ['opon): you heard then from me
about Harbin (BbI ycabimanm Tora ot menst 0 XapOune): you put two and two together (Bb

CMEKHYJIM 9TO K YeMY: «CJIOKWIIH JIBa 1 J1Ba BMecTe») and you go and warn Cooler (1 BbI ujere
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u npenynpexaaete Kymepa). We'll let Cooler slip for the sake of the bigger game (MbI 103BOTMM
Kynepy yckonb3HyTh pajau 00abmieit nuun)—we have no evidence he was in on the penicillin
racket (MbI (HE) IMeeM HUKAKHX JI0Ka3aTeNIbCTB (UTO) OH ObLT B MEHUIIMIUTHHOBOI adepe). He'll
escape into the second bezirk to Kurtz (on c6exur Bo Bropoii okpyr k Kypriry) and Lime will
know you've played the game (u Jlaiim moiimer: «y3HaeT» (4T0) BBI MOCTYIHIIN OJaropoHO:
«cwirpasia urpy»). Three hours later (Tpemst wacamu mo3zxe) you send a message that the police
are after you (BbI mocbuIaeTe 3aMmcKy 4TO MOJIHUIMS TOHUTCS 32 BaMu): you are in hiding (BbI B

ykpbiTun) and must see him (11 10/OKHBI yBUETH €r0)."

pianist [ p1onist], accuse [o'kju:z], permission [pa'mif(o)n]

ANNA WAS AT the theatre," Martins told me, "for the Sunday matinee. I had to see the whole
thing through a second time. About a middle-aged pianist and an infatuated girl and an
understanding—a terribly understanding—wife. Anna acted very badly—she wasn't much of an
actress at the best of times. I saw her afterwards in her dressing-room, but she was badly fussed.
I think she thought I was going to make a serious pass at her all the time, and she didn't want a
pass. I told her Harry was alive—I thought she'd be glad and that I would hate to see how glad
she was, but she sat in front of her make-up mirror and let the tears streak the grease paint and I
wished after that she had been glad. She looked awful and I loved her. Then I told her about my
interview with Harry, but she wasn't really paying much attention because when I'd finished she
said, I wish he was dead.'

"He deserves to be."

"I mean he would be safe then—from everybody."

I asked Martins, "Did you show her the photographs I gave you—of the children?"

"Yes. I thought it's got to be kill or cure this time.

She's got to get Harry out of her system. I propped the pictures up among the pots of grease. She
couldn't avoid seeing them. I said, 'The police can't arrest Harry unless they get him into this
zone, and we've got to help!'

"She said, 'I thought he was your friend." I said, 'He was my friend."' She said, 'T’ll never help you
to get Harry. I don't want to see him again, I don't want to hear his voice. I don't want to be
touched by him, but [ won't do a thing to harm him.'

"I felt bitter—I don't know why, because after all I had done nothing for her. Even Harry had
done more for her than I had. I said, 'You want him still,' as though I were accusing her of a

crime. She said, 'l don't want him, but he's in me. That's a fact—not like friendship. Why, when I
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have a love dream, he's always the man."

I prodded Martins on when he hesitated. "Yes?"

"Oh, I just got up and left her then. Now it's your turn to work on me. What do you want me to
do?"

"I want to act quickly. You see it was Harbin's body in the coffin, so we can pick up Winkler and
Cooler right away. Kurtz is out of our reach for the time being, and so is the driver. We'll put in a
formal request to the Russians for permission to arrest Kurtz and Lime: it makes our files tidy. If
we are going to use you as our decoy, your message must go to Lime straight away—not after
you've hung around in this zone for twenty-four hours. As I see it you were brought here for a
grilling almost as soon as you got back into the Inner City: you heard then from me about
Harbin: you put two and two together and you go and warn Cooler. We'll let Cooler slip for the
sake of the bigger game—we have no evidence he was in on the penicillin racket. He'll escape
into the second bezirk to Kurtz and Lime will know you've played the game. Three hours later

you send a message that the police are after you: you are in hiding and must see him."

"He won't come (on He mipuzeT)."

"I'm not so sure (s He Tak yBepeH). We’ll choose our hiding place carefully (mb1 BEIOEpem Hatre
noTaitHoe Mecto ocTopokHo)—when he'll think there's a minimum of risk (koria on mogymaer
(4T0) ecTh MHHUMYM pHucKa). It's worth trying (310 ecTh J0CTOIHO (TOTO 4TOOBI) MOMPOOOBATH).
It would appeal to his pride and his sense of humour (310 GBI TOHPABUIIOCE €TI0 TOPIOCTH U €TI0
qyBCTBY IOMODa; fo appeal — s3vi6amy) if he could scoop you out (ecii 0OH MOT OBbI BBITAIITUTE:
«BBIKOTATHY Bac «Hapy)y»). And it would stop your mouth (1 570 ObI 3aTKHYTIO BaMm:
«OCTaHOBMJIO Bamm por)."

Martins said (Maprtunc ckasan), "He never used to scoop me out—at school (ou Hukor/1a He
BBEITACKMBAJI MeHs — B mkoJje)." It was obvious that he had been reviewing the past with care and
coming to conclusions (3T0 OBUIO OYEBHIHO YTO OH IEPECMATPUBAI MTPOIIJIOE C BHUMAHUEM U
NPUXOIMI K 3aKTFOUCHUSIM).

"That wasn't such serious trouble (3T0 He ObUTH TakHe CEPbE3HBIE TTPOOJIEMBI: «3aTPYTHUTEIEHOEC
nosioxkeHue») and there was no danger of your squealing (1 «ram» (He) OBLIIO HUKaKOH
OIACHOCTH YTO BbI IPOTOBOPHUTECH)."

He said (on ckazan), "I told Harry not to trust me (st ckazan ['appu He 10BepsTh MHE), but he
didn't hear (Ho on He ycbrman)."

"Do you agree (BbI cornamaerecs)?"
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He had given me back the photographs of the children (ou gan Mue Ha3ax = oTman Gpororpadun
neteit) and they lay on my desk (11 onu nesxxanu Ha Moem ctoiie; to lie — nescams): I could see
him take a long look at them (51 MoOr BueTh Kak OH JA0JITO CMOTPUT Ha HUX: «BUJETH €ro OpaTh

JONTHIA B3I Ha HUX»). "Yes (na)," he said (oH ckazan), "I agree (s cornamarocs)."

minimum [ minimam], conclusion [kon'klu:3(o)n], danger [ deind39]

"He won't come."

"I'm not so sure. We’ll choose our hiding place carefully—when he'll think there's a minimum of
risk. It's worth trying. It would appeal to his pride and his sense of humour if he could scoop you
out. And it would stop your mouth."

Martins said, "He never used to scoop me out—at school." It was obvious that he had been
reviewing the past with care and coming to conclusions.

"That wasn't such serious trouble and there was no danger of your squealing."

He said, "I told Harry not to trust me, but he didn't hear."

"Do you agree?"

He had given me back the photographs of the children and they lay on my desk: I could see him

take a long look at them. "Yes," he said, "I agree."

16

ALL THE FIRST arrangements went to plan (Bce riepBsie MEpONPUATHS IPOILIH 110 I1aHy ). We
delayed arresting Winkler (Mb1 oTs105k1TM apecToBbiBaThE Bunkiiepa), who had returned from the
second bezirk (koTopsrit BepHyics n3 BToporo okpyra), until after Cooler had been warned (10
(momenTa) mocne (toro kak) Kynep 6bu1 npeaymnpeskaeH). Martins enjoyed his short interview
with Cooler (MapTuHC MoJTy4uI1 y1I0BOJIbCTBUE OT CBOET0 KOPOTKOTO cBUaHus ¢ Kynepom).
Cooler greeted him without embarrassment (Kysiep npuBercTBOBa €ro 03 3aMeniaTeahLCTBa)
and with considerable patronage (1 B MOKpOBUTEIECTBEHHON MaHEPE: «CO 3HAYUTEILHBIM
nokpoButTenbcTBOM). "Why, Mr. Martins (kak »xe: «mouemy», muctep Maptunc), it's good to see
you (3To ecTh Xopo1o BueTh Bac). Sit down (cagurecs). I'm glad everything went off all right
between you and Colonel Calloway (st paj (4T0) Bce MPOILIO XOPOIIIO MEXTy BAMH H

nosikoBHUKOM Kasmoyaewm; to go off — npotimu). A very straight chap Calloway (o4eHb uecTHBIN
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napeHs Kamnoyain)."

"It didn't (310 OBLTO He Tak)," Martins said (MapTuHc ckazan).

"You don't bear any ill will (BbI He HeceTe kakoii-mudO 37011 BoM = He oOmxkaerecs), I'm sure (s
ecTb yBepeHHbII ), about my letting him know (Hacuer Toro uTo 51 1an emy 3HaTh) about you
seeing Koch (o Tom uto Bel Buenu Koxa). The way I figured it was this (s paccymn Tak: «myTs,
(KOTOPBIM) ST BOOOpA3mII 3TO, OBLT Takoi» )—if you were innocent (eciiu (Ob1) BbI ObUTH
HeBUHOBHBI) you'd clear yourself right away (B Ol onipaBanu ce0s cpasy xe), and if you were
guilty (a ecnu (651) BbI ObUTH BHHOBHHI), well (Hy), the fact that I liked you oughtn't to stand in
the way (TOT (akT 4TO BBl MHE TIOHPABWINCH HE JIOJDKEH BMEIIMBATHCS: «CTOSAThH B ITyTHY»). A
citizen has his duties (rpaxaanuH umeeT cBou 00s3aHHOCTH)."

"Like giving false evidence at an inquest (kax (Harpumep) AaBaTh JOXKHbIE TOKa3aHUS HA
nompoce)."

Cooler said (Kynep ckazai): "Oh, that old story (o, 3ta crapas uctopus). I'm afraid you are riled
at me, Mr. Martins (s 60r0Ch BBI €CTh paccepikeHbl Ha MeHsi, Muctep MapTtunc). Look at it this
way (IMIOCMOTPHUTE Ha 3TO TaK: «3TUM IIyTEM» —Yyou as a citizen (BbI Kak Tpak/IaHuH), OWing
allegiance (Oytyun 00s13aHBI (MMETh) JIOSUIBHOCTD; f0 OWe — Oblb QO0IHCHBIM KOMY-O YmMO-
mo)..."

"The police have dug up the body (nmonmneiickue Beikonanu Tpyi). They'll be after you and
Winkler (onu OyayT npecnenoBats Bac u Bunkiepa). [ want you to warn Harry (s1 xoqy 9T00BI
BBI ipenynpeanau ["appn)..."

"I don't understand (s He moHnMmaro)."

"Oh, yes, you do (o aa, Bl monumaete)." And it was obvious that he did (1 370 ObUTO OYEBHITHO
4yT0 OH moHumas). Martins left him abruptly (Maptusac nokunyn ero Baesanto). He wanted no
more of that kindly tired humanitarian face (on He xoTen 6ombIIe ITOTO JOOPOIYITHOTO
yCTaJOro YeJI0BEKOIIOOMBOTO JIUIA).

It only remained then to bait the trap (Toibk0 0cTaBaIOCh TOTA MOCTABUTH JIOBYIIKY ). After
studying the map of the sewer system (Tocie n3y4deHust KapThl KaHATU3AIMOHHON cucTemsl) |
came to the conclusion (s mpumien k 3akitouenuio) that a café anywhere near the main entrance
of the great Sewer (4to kakoe-HHOYb Kade rae yroaHo 6Ju3 TIaBHOTO BX0/1a B O0JIBIION
xostekTop) which was placed in what Martins had mistakenly called a newspaper kiosk
(KOTOpBIN ObLT TOMEIIEH B (TOM) 4To MapTUHC OmMO0YHO Ha3Baj ra3eTHHIM KHOCKOM) would be
the most likely spot (0b1710 OBI camMbIM TOAXOSAIIMM MecTOM) to tempt Lime (uToObI 3aB1€eUb
Jlaiima). He had only to rise once again through the ground (o 1o/mken ObUT TOJIBKO MOTHATHCS
OJTHAXK/IBl CHOBA = eIIle pa3 CKBO3b 3emitio), walk fifty yards (mpoiitu mareaecsr sipzio), bring

Martins back with him (nmpuectn Maptunca Hazaz ¢ co6oii), and sink again into the obscurity
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of the sewers (1 orpy3uThcs 00paTHO B TEMHOTY KaHanu3annoHHbIX cereil). He had no idea (on
(re) umen Hukakoro npeacrasienus) that this method of evasion (uro 3ToT MeToa GercTra) was
known to us (0b11 u3BecTeH Ham): he probably knew that one patrol of the sewer police (on
BO3MOYKHO 3HAJI YTO OJMH NaTpyib KaHanuzaunouHoi nonuun) ended before midnight
(3axaHgmMBaJICS TIEepe]T oyHO9b0), and the next did not start till two (a ciemyromuii He
HaymHaiCs 10 ABYyX), and so at midnight Martins sat in the little cold café (1 Tax B mosiHOYB
MaptuHc cuien B MalleHbKOM XonoaHoM Kade) in sight of the kiosk (B mose 3penus ot kuocka)
drinking coffee after coffee (nmbrommuii oy vamky kode 3a apyroii). I had lent him a revolver (s
OJIOJDKHUII €My PeBOJIbBED; f0 lend — dasamw 6 done, nanpoxam): I had men posted as close to the
kiosk as I could (s umen nrozieit pa3menieHHbIX Tak 01M3K0 K Oyke kak s mor), and the sewer
police were ready (1 kaHanu3anKroOHHas MoK Obla TOTOBAa) When zero hour struck (korma
YCIIOBHBII: «HYIIEBOI» "ac nmpoowui (0b1); to strike — bums) to close the manholes (3akpbITh
mrokn) and start sweeping the sewers (1 Ha9aTh MPOYECHIBATH KAHATU3AIMOHHEBIE ceTh) inwards
from the edge of the city (BHyTps OT Kkpasi roposa). But I intended (1o st Hamepeasics) if I could
(ecmu s (Ob1) Mor) to catch him before he went underground again (moiimats ero npexze (4em)
OH CITyCTHJICSI OBI O[] 3eMITIO CHOBA) . It would save trouble (370 OBl COKOHOMUIIO XJIOTIOTHI)—
and risk to Martins (u puck ans Maprtunca). So there (Tak uto Tam), as I say (kak s ToBOpro), in
the café Martins sat (B Tom kadhe Maptunc cuzen).

The wind had risen again (Betep nmoansuicst cHoBa), but it had brought no snow (Ho o (He)
npHUHEC HUKakoro cHera): it came icily off the Danube (ou nmpuien nponussiBatoiie ¢ Jlynast)
and in the little grassy square by the café (1 Ha ManeHbKO MOKPBITON TPABOIL: «TPABSTHUCTOI
iomaan y kade) it whipped up the snow (on B30uBan BBepx cuer) like the surf on top of a wave
(xak mpuOoii Ha BepinHe BosiHbl). There was no heating in the café (ne Opu10 HUKaKOTO
ororuienus B kade) and Martins sat warming each hand in turn (u Maptunc cunen rperomuit
KaX/IyI0 pyKy 1o ouepean) on a cup of ersatz coffee (na yamike nognensHoro kode)—
innumerable cups (Hencuncnumeie gamkn). There was usually one of my men in the café with
him (ObuT 00BIYHO OJTMH U3 MOUWX JIFO/IeH B TOM Kade ¢ Hum), but I changed them every twenty
minutes or so irregularly (HO s MEHSIT MX KaXk/Ible JIBaIIATh MUHYT WM BPOJIE TOTO
HeperyssapHo). More than an hour passed (ripormio 6onbie yaca): Martins had long given up
hope (Maptunc naBHo octaBmi Hajiexay) and so had I (u st Toxe), where I waited at the end of a
phone (T1ie s xaan Ha (ApyroM) KoHle Tenedona) several streets away (3a HECKOIBKO YIIUII
npous), with a party of the sewer police (¢ HapsiioM KaHANM3aIMOHHOM onuinn) ready to go
down (roroBsiii oiitu BHU3) if it became necessary (eciu 1o cTano (0b1) HeoOXoaUMBIM). We
were luckier than Martins (Mb1 ObuTn yauwinBee yem MapTuHc) because we were warm in our

great boots up to the thighs (moromy uTo Ham OBLIO TEIJIO B HAIIMX OTPOMHBIX OOTHHKAaX BBEPX
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1o 6exep) and our reefer jackets (1 HaIUX MJIOTHBIX KypTKax; reefer — Oyuiiam;
mennocoxpansiowuil). One man had a small searchlight about half as big again as a car headlight
strapped to his breast (oauH yenoBek nMen ManeHbKU (hOHAPH TPUMEPHO HATIOIOBUHY TaKOM
OOJIBIION OIATH KaK aBTOMOOMIIbHAS (papa MPUMOTaHHBIN K ero rpyau) and another man carried
a brace of Roman candles (a npyroii uenoBek Hec mauky pumckux cseueil). The telephone rang
(renedon 3a3BOHUIT; fo ring — 36oHumy). It was Martins (3To 6611 Maptunc). He said (on
ckazan), "I'm perishing with cold (s moru6ato ot xomnonaa). It's a quarter past one (ceiiuac
4eTBEPTh BTOPOTO: «O/IHA YETBEPTH TOCIE 0JHOTO»). Is there any point (ecTb kakoi-HUOY b
cMbIch) in going on with this (B (Tom 4T00BI) poI0IKaATH 3T0)?"

"Y ou shouldn't telephone (BbI He 10KHBI 3BOHUTE). Y ou must stay in sight (BbI 10JKHBI
OCTaBaThCS B IMOJIC 3peHUs)."

"I've drunk seven cups of this filthy coffee (st Beimun cempb uarniek 3roro napmmsoro kode). My
stomach won't stand much more (Mo¥i ey I0K He BBIIEPKUT MHOTO OoJibIe)."

"He can't delay much longer (on He MokeT oTki1apIBaTh MHOTO aosblie) if he's coming (eciu
oH (BooOmie) mpunet). He won't want (on He 3axoueT) to run into the two o'clock patrol
(HATOJIKHYTKCSI Ha JIByX4acoBoOii maTpysib). Stick it another quarter of an hour (poxepxucs emre
OJTHY: «JIpYTYIO» 4eTBepTh 4aca), but keep away from the telephone (Ho nepsxuce moxanbie:
«TpoYb» OT Tenedona)."

Martins' voice said suddenly (Maptunca ronoc ckazan Bae3amnHo), "Christ, he's here (boxe, on
3neck). He's (on ects)—" and then the telephone went dead (1 3aTem tenedon 3amornk; dead —
mepmeuwiit). | said to my assistant (st ckazan moemy nomoniauky): "Give the signal to guard all
manholes (nait curaan oxpansaTh Bee J0kH)," and to my sewer police (1 Mmoum

KaHAJIM3AIMOHHBIM TTostuIeiickum): "We are going down (MbI crryckaemcst BHU3)."

ought [o:t], allegiance [2'11:d3(o)ns], zero [ ziorou]

ALL THE FIRST arrangements went to plan. We delayed arresting Winkler, who had returned
from the second bezirk, until after Cooler had been warned. Martins enjoyed his short interview
with Cooler. Cooler greeted him without embarrassment and with considerable patronage. "Why,
Mr. Martins, it's good to see you. Sit down. I'm glad everything went off all right between you
and Colonel Calloway. A very straight chap Calloway."

"It didn't," Martins said.

"You don't bear any ill will, I'm sure, about my letting him know about you seeing Koch. The

way I figured it was this—if you were innocent you'd clear yourself right away, and if you were

Mynemuszvikosou npoexm Unvu @panka www.franklang.ru 188




guilty, well, the fact that I liked you oughtn't to stand in the way. A citizen has his duties."
"Like giving false evidence at an inquest."

Cooler said: "Oh, that old story. I'm afraid you are riled at me, Mr. Martins. Look at it this way—
you as a citizen, owing allegiance ..."

"The police have dug up the body. They'll be after you and Winkler. I want you to warn Harry
"I don't understand."

"Oh, yes, you do." And it was obvious that he did. Martins left him abruptly. He wanted no more
of that kindly tired humanitarian face.

It only remained then to bait the trap. After studying the map of the sewer system I came to the
conclusion that a café anywhere near the main entrance of the great Sewer which was placed in
what Martins had mistakenly called a newspaper kiosk would be the most likely spot to tempt
Lime. He had only to rise once again through the ground, walk fifty yards, bring Martins back
with him, and sink again into the obscurity of the sewers. He had no idea that this method of
evasion was known to us: he probably knew that one patrol of the sewer police ended before
midnight, and the next did not start till two, and so at midnight Martins sat in the little cold café
in sight of the kiosk drinking coffee after coffee. I had lent him a revolver: I had men posted as
close to the kiosk as I could, and the sewer police were ready when zero hour struck to close the
manholes and start sweeping the sewers inwards from the edge of the city. But I intended if I
could to catch him before he went underground again. It would save trouble—and risk to
Martins. So there, as I say, in the café¢ Martins sat.

The wind had risen again, but it had brought no snow: it came icily off the Danube and in the
little grassy square by the café it whipped up the snow like the surf on top of a wave. There was
no heating in the café and Martins sat warming each hand in turn on a cup of ersatz coffee—
innumerable cups. There was usually one of my men in the café with him, but I changed them
every twenty minutes or so irregularly. More than an hour passed: Martins had long given up
hope and so had I, where I waited at the end of a phone several streets away, with a party of the
sewer police ready to go down if it became necessary. We were luckier than Martins because we
were warm in our great boots up to the thighs and our reefer jackets. One man had a small
searchlight about half as big again as a car headlight strapped to his breast and another man
carried a brace of Roman candles. The telephone rang. It was Martins. He said, "I'm perishing
with cold. It's a quarter past one. Is there any point in going on with this?"

"Y ou shouldn't telephone. You must stay in sight."

"I've drunk seven cups of this filthy coffee. My stomach won't stand much more."

"He can't delay much longer if he's coming. He won't want to run into the two o'clock patrol.
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Stick it another quarter of an hour, but keep away from the telephone."
Martins' voice said suddenly, "Christ, he's here. He's—" and then the telephone went dead. I said
to my assistant: "Give the signal to guard all manholes," and to my sewer police: "We are going

down."

What had happened was this (duto (Toraa) cmydunocs ObUIO 3TO = 3aTEM CIIyYHUIIOCH
cnenyroriee). Martins was still on the telephone to me (Maptunc ObLT BCe ellie Ha MPOBOJIE:
«renedone» co muoi) when Harry Lime came into the café (xorma ["appu Jlaiim Bomren B kade).
I don't know what he heard (s He 3nat0 uTO oH cibian), if he heard anything (ecnu on cnbiman
gr0-1100). The mere sight of a man wanted by the police and without friends in Vienna
(TpocToi BUJI YesioBEKa NCKOMOTO ToJIHIHel 1 0e3 npyseit B Bene) speaking on the telephone
(roBopsimiero o tenedony) would have been enough to warn him (6511 651 TOCTaTOUEH YTOOBI
npenynpeants ero). He was out of the café again (o Beimen: «0bu1» HapyKy U3 Kade cHOBA)
before Martins had put down the receiver (rpexe (uem) MapTHHC MOJOXKUIT «BHU3» TPYOKy). It
was one of those rare moments (3To ObLT OJIMH U3 TeX peaKuX MoMeHTOB) wWhen none of my men
was in the café (kxorga vHu onmH U3 Moux srozei (He) 61T B Kade). One had just left (oaun
TosTbKO uTO yien) and another was on the pavement about to come in (a apyroii OsuT Ha
TpOTyape coOupasch: «0Koo» 3aiiTu BHYTph). Harry Lime brushed by him (I"appu Jlaiim
npockoib3Hys MuMo Hero) and made for the kiosk (1 nanpasuiics k Oyake). Martins came out of
the café and saw my men (Mapturc BbIien u3 kade u yuaen moux rozeii). If he had called
out then (ecu on kpukHy Ob1 TOorAa) it would have been an easy shot (310 Ob1T OBI TETKHI
BBICTpE), but it was not, [ suppose, Lime, the penicillin racketeer who was escaping down the
street (HO 3TO He ObLI, s Mpeanoaraio, Jlaitm, NeHMIMITUHOBBIH adepucT, KOTOPBIN yoerai
BJIOJTb: «BHU3» (110) ynuie); it was Harry (1o 6but [appm).

He hesitated just long enough for Lime to put the kiosk between them (on xoseb6ancs kak pa3
JIOJITO JToCTaTouHO s Jlalima 4ToOBI mocTaBuTh OyAKy Mexay HuMHu): then he called out (Torna
OH KpuKHYI «Hapyxky») "That's him (310 on)," but Lime had already gone to ground (uo Jlaiim
YK€ yILIEs B 36MIIIO).

What a strange world unknown to most of us (kakoii cTpaHHBII MUP HEU3BECTHBIN OOJIBITMHCTBY
Hac) lies under our feet (;exuT o1 HammuMu HoramHu): we live above a cavernous land of
waterfalls and rushing rivers (MbI ’1MBeM HaJl IEIIEPUCTON 3eMIIeH BOJIONIAZI0B U MUYAILIUXCS PEK),
where tides ebb and flow as in the world above (rze uepemyroTcs IpuUIMB U OTIMB KaK B MUPE

Hasepxy). If you have ever read the adventures of Allan Quartermain (ecyii Bbl Kor1a-HUOY b
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gutany npukioueHust AyeHa Kyoprepmeiina) and the account of his voyage along the
underground river to the city of Milosis (1 0T4eT 0 ero myTemecTBUH BAOIb MTOI3EMHOM PEKH K
ropoay Munocuc), you will be able to picture the scene of Lime's last stand (Bb1 Oynere
CIIOCOOHBI BOOOPA3HTH ClieHy rocieaHeii Outsel Jlaitma). The main sewer (T1aBHBINH KOJIJIEKTOD),
half as wide as the Thames (BriosoBuHy Takoii mupokwnii kak Temsa), rushes by under a huge
arch (6exxuT MuUMO 1OJT OTpOMHBIM CBOJI0M), fed by tributary streams (muTaembrii
BTOPOCTENeHHBIMHU TTOTOKaMu): these streams have fallen in waterfalls (3T motoku ynanu
Bosonagamu) from higher levels (c 6onee Bricokux yposueii) and have been purified in their fall
(v OBLTM OYMINIEHBI B UX TIaJIeHnH), SO that only in these side channels is the air foul (Tak uro
TOJIBKO B 3THX OOKOBBIX KaHaJIax BO3/yX oTBpaTuTeseH). The main stream smells sweet and
fresh with a faint tang of ozone (raBHBII TOTOK MaXHET MPUATHO U CBEIKO C JIETKUM 3aIaxoMm
o3oHa), and everywhere in the darkness is the sound of falling and rushing water (1 mosciory Bo
ThME €CTh 3BYK TaJIal0IIeH 1 HecyIelcs BoIbl). It was just past high tide (310 Ob110 Kak pa3s
nocsie npuiarBa) when Martins and the policeman reached the river (korma MapTtusc u
nonuieickue gocturiau pekn): first the curving iron staircase (criepBa BUHTOBOM JKeJIe3HOM
nectuuiibl), then a short passage so low they had to stoop (3aTem KOpoTKOT0 KOpUaAOpa, TAKOTO
HU3KOTO, (4T0) OHU OBLTH TOJKHBI MPUTHYTHCS ), and then the shallow edge of the water lapped
at their feet (1 3aTem menkuii Kpail BOJIbI TyIeckaics y ux HOoT). My man shone his torch along the
edge of the current (Moii ueoBek mocBeTHs CBOUM (hoHApeM BIOJb Kpas rnoToka) and said (u
ckazan), "He's gone that way (on ymien stu mytem)," for just as a deep stream when it shallows at
the rim leaves an accumulation of debris (160 mpsMo kak rIyOOKHIT TOTOK KOTJIa OH MEJIbYaLT Y
Kpasi OCTaBIsieT Maccy Tpsi3u), so the sewer left in the quiet water against the wall a scum of
orange peel (Tak 1 KaHAIM3AIMs OCTAaBUJIA B THXOU BOJIE Y: «IIPOTHBY» CTEHBI OTOPOCHI U3
anesNbCUHOBOM KOXKYpHI), old cigarette cartons and the like (cTapbix curapeTHbIx KOPOOOK U TOMY
no100H0T0), and in this scum (u B 3Tux orOpocax) Lime had left his trail (JIaiim octaBui cBoii
cien) as unmistakably as if he had walked in mud (tak Ge30mmO0YHO Kak eciiv OH OBI IIPOIIIEIT B
rpsizu). My policeman shone his torch ahead with his left hand (moii monmmeiickuii ceeTnn
cBonM (poHapem Briepe]] cBoel JieBoil pykoii), and carried his gun in his right (1 Hec cBoii
IUCTOJIET B cBoei mpasoii). He said to Martins (on ckazan «x» Maprtuncy), "Keep behind me, sir
(mepxuTeck c3aau MeHs, cap), the bastard may shoot (3ToT yO1H010K MOXKET CTPEIISATH)."

"Then why the hell should you be in front (Toraa kakoro uepra 10KHBI BBl OBITH BIEpeIn; why
— nouemy; hell —ao0)?" "It's my job, sir (310 most pabota, cap)." The water came halfway up their
legs as they walked (Boga mpuiia Ha MOy TH BBEpPX 0 UX HOTaM MOKa OHU 1uin): the
policeman kept his torch pointing down and ahead (nmonmueiickuii nepsxan cBoii (hoHAPH

yKka3piBaroluM BHU3 U Briepe) at the disturbed trail at the sewer's edge (Ha HepoBHBIIT crie; fo
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disturb — 6ecnoxoumy). He said (ou ckazai), "The silly thing is the bastard doesn't stand a
chance (3a6aBHas BeIb €CTh (TO, UTO) ATOT yOJIIOI0K HE UMEET: «BBIJEPKUBACT» (HU) OJTHOTO
nranca). The manholes are all guarded (;roxu ects Bee oxpansiembie) and we've cordoned off the
way into the Russian zone (1 MBI O11enuiIn Bech yTh B pycckyio 30HY). All our chaps have to do
now (Bce (4TO) HAIIA TAPHH JOJDKHBI JIeNaTh ceityac) is to sweep inwards down the side passes
from the manholes (ecTh mpovechHIBaTh BHYTPH BJIOJb: «BHU3» IO OOKOBBIM KOPHAOPaM OT
mokoB)." He took a whistle out of his pocket and blew (on B3su1 cBHCTOK Hapy Ky U3 CBOETO
KapMaHa u IyHyl; fo blow — 0ymy), and very far away here and again there (1 ouens ganexo
podYhb 371eCh U cHOBa TaM) came the notes of the reply (mpumu curnaner oteta). He said (ou
ckazan), "They are all down here now (onu Bce BHM3Y 371ech Tenieps). The sewer police I mean
(kaHanM3alMoHHas MoJauIs, s umero B Buay). They know this place just as I know the
Tottenham Court Road (onu 3Ha10T 5T0 MecTo npsimMo Kak s 3Hato (yauiy) Torrenxsam-Kopt-
Poyn). I wish my old woman could see me now (st yxenaro (4T0OBI) MOSI CTapyXxa MOTJIa BUICTh
MeHs ceituac)," he said (on ckazan), lifting his torch for a moment to shine it ahead (on ckazan
MoJIHUMas CBOM (hoHAph HA CEKYH 1y YTOOBI MIOCBETUTH UM Briepen), and at that moment the shot
came (1 B 3TOT MOMEHT BeIcTpel paszaancs). The torch flew out of his hand (ponaps BeuTeTEN
Hapyxy u3 ero pyku) and fell in the stream (u yman B morok). He said (on ckazain), "God blast

the bastard (I'ocrions pazpaszu sToro yomoaka)."

cavernous [ kavonos], staircase [ steokeis], unmistakably [ Anmis teikobli]

What had happened was this. Martins was still on the telephone to me when Harry Lime came
into the café. I don't know what he heard, if he heard anything. The mere sight of a man wanted
by the police and without friends in Vienna speaking on the telephone would have been enough
to warn him. He was out of the café again before Martins had put down the receiver. It was one
of those rare moments when none of my men was in the café. One had just left and another was
on the pavement about to come in. Harry Lime brushed by him and made for the kiosk. Martins
came out of the café and saw my men. If he had called out then it would have been an easy shot,
but it was not, I suppose, Lime, the penicillin racketeer who was escaping down the street; it was
Harry.

He hesitated just long enough for Lime to put the kiosk between them: then he called out "That's
him," but Lime had already gone to ground.

What a strange world unknown to most of us lies under our feet: we live above a cavernous land
of waterfalls and rushing rivers, where tides ebb and flow as in the world above. If you have ever

read the adventures of Allan Quartermain and the account of his voyage along the underground
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river to the city of Milosis, you will be able to picture the scene of Lime's last stand. The main
sewer, half as wide as the Thames, rushes by under a huge arch, fed by tributary streams: these
streams have fallen in waterfalls from higher levels and have been purified in their fall, so that
only in these side channels is the air foul. The main stream smells sweet and fresh with a faint
tang of ozone, and everywhere in the darkness is the sound of falling and rushing water. It was
just past high tide when Martins and the policeman reached the river: first the curving iron
staircase, then a short passage so low they had to stoop, and then the shallow edge of the water
lapped at their feet. My man shone his torch along the edge of the current and said, "He's gone
that way," for just as a deep stream when it shallows at the rim leaves an accumulation of debris,
so the sewer left in the quiet water against the wall a scum of orange peel, old cigarette cartons
and the like, and in this scum Lime had left his trail as unmistakably as if he had walked in mud.
My policeman shone his torch ahead with his left hand, and carried his gun in his right. He said
to Martins, "Keep behind me, sir, the bastard may shoot."

"Then why the hell should you be in front?" "It's my job, sir." The water came halfway up their
legs as they walked: the policeman kept his torch pointing down and ahead at the disturbed trail
at the sewer's edge. He said, "The silly thing is the bastard doesn't stand a chance. The manholes
are all guarded and we've cordoned off the way into the Russian zone. All our chaps have to do
now is to sweep inwards down the side passes from the manholes." He took a whistle out of his
pocket and blew, and very far away here and again there came the notes of the reply. He said,
"They are all down here now. The sewer police I mean. They know this place just as I know the
Tottenham Court Road. I wish my old woman could see me now," he said, lifting his torch for a
moment to shine it ahead, and at that moment the shot came. The torch flew out of his hand and

fell in the stream. He said, "God blast the bastard."

"Are you hurt (ecTb BbI panensr)?"

"Scraped my hand (nouapanano moro pyky), that's all (3to ects Bce). Here (BoT), take this other
torch, sir (Bo3bmuTE STOT APYTOil hoHaps, cap), while I tie my hand up (moka st epeBsKy MO0
pyky). Don't shine it (He 3axxuraiite ero). He's in one of the side passages (on B oHOM U3
OoxkoBbIx KOpHuaopoB)." For a long time (B Teuenue nonroro Bpemenn) the sound of the shot went
on reverberating (3ByK BbICTpeJa MPOI0JIKAIL: «ILIeJ Jaibliey» oTpaxkaThes): when the last echo
died a whistle blew ahead of them (xorna nocneanee 3xo0 ymepIo, CBUCTOK JyHYJT BIIEpEaIn OT
Hux), and Martins' companion blew an answer (1 MapTrHca TOBapHuIl] CBUCTHYJI B OTBET).

Martins said (Maptunc ckazain), "It's an odd thing (310 ctpannas Bemis)—I don't even know your
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name (s He 3HAIO Jake BaIlero MMeHn)."

"Bates, sir (baiitc, cap)." He gave a low laugh in the darkness (on n3nan Tuxuii cMemniox B
temuore): "This isn't my usual beat (370 He ecTb MOiT 00BIYHBIN paiioH 00x0aa). Do you know
the Horseshoe, sir (Be1 3HaeTe [lonkosy, cap)?"

"Yes (na)."

"And the Duke of Grafton (a Tonuoxk: «reprora ['padronckoro»)?"

"Yes (na)."

"Well, it takes a lot to make a world (Hy, 3T0 6epeT MHOTO: «Kydy» 9TOOBI COCTaBUTH MHD)."
Martins said (Maprtunc ckazan), "Let me come in front (o3BossTe MHE moiTH Briepen). I don't
think he'll shoot at me (s1 He gymaro (4T0) OH BeICTpenuT B MeHs), and [ want to talk to him (u s
X04y TIOTOBOPUTH C HUM)."

"I had orders to look after you, sir, careful (s momyunn npukas cMOTpeTh 3a BaMu, 3P,
OCTOPO’KHO)."

"That's all right (Bce B mopsinke)." He edged round Bates (on mpoOpasicst Bokpyr baiitca),
plunging a foot deeper in the stream as he went (orpy»xasicek ogHIUM (QyTOM IITy0Ke B MOTOK
noka on 1rern). When he was in front he called out (xoria on oxa3zascst Briepen, OH BEIKPUKHYT),
"Harry (I'appm)," and the name set up an echo (1 3T0 UMs BBI3BaJIO: KyCTpOUIIo» 3x0), "Harry,
Harry, Harry!" that travelled down the stream (koTopoe pacnpocTpaHUIOCh BIOJIb: «BHH3)
notoka) and woke a whole chorus of whistles in the darkness (1 pa3z0ynumno mensrit xop
cBucTtkoB B TemHoTe). He called again (on mo3Ban cuosa), "Harry (I'appu). Come out (Bbxoan).
It's no use (3TO ecTh HHKaKas MOJIb3a = 3TO Oecmone3Ho)."

A voice startlingly close (rosoc myraromie 6m3knii) made them hug the wall (3actaBun nx
MIPIKATHCS K CTEHE: «IepKaThes cTeHb»). "Is that you, old man (ato ThI, cTapuk)?" it called (on
no3Bai). "What do you want me to do (4To xod4erib Thl 9TOOBI 51 caenan)?"

"Come out (Bbixou). And put your hands above your head (1 mogauMu TBOM pyKH HaJl TBOEH
TOJIOBOM)."

"I haven't a torch, old man (s1 He umero Gonaps, ctapuk). I can't see a thing (s He Mory yBUIETH
(aM) emuHOM Bemy)."

"Be careful, sir (OynsTe ocToposkHsl, ¢ap)," Bates said (baiitc ckazan).

"Get flat against the wall (iprxMuUCh K CTeHE: «cIenaiics IOCKUM TIPOTHB CTeHBI» ). He won't
shoot at me ( on He BbICTpenuT B MeHs)," Martins said (Maptunc ckazan). He called (on mo3san),
"Harry (I'appu), I'm going to shine the torch (s1 cobuparoce 3axxeus Gonaps). Play fair (nelicTByii
YeCTHO: «urpail uectHo») and come out (1 Beixoau). You haven't got a chance (Tb1 He nmeerTs
(am) omuoro manca)." He flashed the torch on (o 3axer donaps), and twenty feet away (u B

neaanaty Gyrax mpodn), at the edge of the light and the water (na rpanuiie ceeta u Bonbr) Harry
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stepped into view (I"appu ctymui B osie 3penusi). "Hands above the head, Harry (pyxu Han
rosoBoii, ['appm)." Harry raised his hand and fired (I"appu moHs1 CBOIO PYKY M BBICTPEIIHII).
The shot ricochetted against the wall a foot from Martins' head (BricTpen cpukoIIeTHs O CTEHE
B yTe ot rosnoBsl Maptunca), and he heard Bates cry out (1 on ycasiman kak baiitce
BCKpUKHYIT). At the same moment (B ToT ske MomeHT) a searchlight from fifty yards away lit the
whole channel (¢poHapb OT IATUACCATH SPAOB MPOYb = HA PACCTOSHUU. .. OCBETUJI IEJIBIN
kaHan), caught Harry in its beams (noiiman ["appu B cBou syun), Martins (Maptunca), the
staring eyes of Bates slumped at the water's edge (1mpoxo packpsiTeie T1a3a baiitca TsKeno
orycTuBIerocs y kpas Bojsl) with the sewage washing to his waist (co crounoii Bo10i
TISTITYIIEHCs K ero moscy). An empty cigarette carton (mmycTasi curapetHas kopooka) wedged
into his armpit (BMIbLIA B €r0 MOAMBILIKY; fo wedge — exnunumucs) and stayed (1 octanace). My
party had reached the scene (Moii OTpsiz TOCTHT MecTa IEHCTBUS: «CIIEHBD).

Martins stood dithering there above Bates' body (MapTunc cTosut aposka TaMm Hasl TPyTIoM
boaiitca), with Harry Lime halfway between us (¢ ['appu Jlaiimom nocepeanHe: «Ha MOy TH
mexay Hamu). We couldn't shoot for fear of hitting Martins (Mbl He MOTTIH CTpENISThH U3 CTpaxa
MOJICTPENUTh: «yaapuTh» Maptunca), and the light of the searchlight dazzled Lime (a cBer
donapuka ocnernt Jlaiima). We moved slowly on (MbI IBUHYJIMCE MEJIEHHO JJIBIIE), OUr
revolvers trained for a chance (Hamm peBoIbBEPHI MPUTOTOBJICHHBIE HA ciydaif), and Lime
turned this way and that way like a rabbit dazzled by headlights (a Jlaiim moBopauuBan Tyna u
CIOJIa: «3TOT MyTh U TOT MyTh» KaK KPOJIMK ocieryieHHbid apamu): then suddenly he took a
flying jump (3aTeM BHE3aITHO OH MPBITHYJ ¢ pa30era: «B3sul JIETAIIMN TPeLKOK») into the deep
central rushing stream (B riry0okmii ieHTpasibHEINA Hecymuiics moTok). When we turned the
searchlight after him he was submerged (korna mbl noBepuyu hoHapsb 32 HUM OH OBIT
norpy»xeH), and the current of the sewer carried him rapidly on (1 TeueHnue Kananu3aIu HECIIO
ero ObIcTpo nanbiie), past the body of Bates (mumo Tena baiitca), out of the range of the
searchlight into the dark (3a peznensl (1ocsaraemoctn) poHaps Bo TeMy). What makes a man (4aro
3actaBisieT yenoBeka), without hope (6e3 nagexnn), cling to a few more minutes of existence
(LeTIsAThCS 32 HECKOJIbKO 00JbIlle MUHYT cyliecTBoBaHus)? Is it a good quality or a bad one

(ecthb 3TO XOpoIee kadecTBO wiun Tuioxoe)? I have no idea (st (He) UIMEIO HUKAKOTO MOHSTHS).

echo [ ekou], chorus [ 'ko:ras], ricochet [ rikafei]

"Are you hurt?"

"Scraped my hand, that's all. Here, take this other torch, sir, while I tie my hand up. Don't shine
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it. He's in one of the side passages." For a long time the sound of the shot went on reverberating:
when the last echo died a whistle blew ahead of them, and Martins' companion blew an answer.
Martins said, "It's an odd thing—I don't even know your name."

"Bates, sir." He gave a low laugh in the darkness: "This isn't my usual beat. Do you know the
Horseshoe, sir?"

"Yes."

"And the Duke of Grafton?"

"Yes."

"Well, it takes a lot to make a world."

Martins said, "Let me come in front. I don't think he'll shoot at me, and I want to talk to him."

"I had orders to look after you, sir, careful."

"That's all right." He edged round Bates, plunging a foot deeper in the stream as he went. When
he was in front he called out, "Harry," and the name set up an echo, "Harry, Harry, Harry!" that
travelled down the stream and woke a whole chorus of whistles in the darkness. He called again,
"Harry. Come out. It's no use."

A voice startlingly close made them hug the wall. "Is that you, old man?" it called. "What do you
want me to do?"

"Come out. And put your hands above your head."

"I haven't a torch, old man. I can't see a thing."

"Be careful, sir," Bates said.

"Get flat against the wall. He won't shoot at me," Martins said. He called, "Harry, I'm going to
shine the torch. Play fair and come out. You haven't got a chance." He flashed the torch on, and
twenty feet away, at the edge of the light and the water Harry stepped into view. "Hands above
the head, Harry." Harry raised his hand and fired. The shot ricochetted against the wall a foot
from Martins' head, and he heard Bates cry out. At the same moment a searchlight from fifty
yards away lit the whole channel, caught Harry in its beams, Martins, the staring eyes of Bates
slumped at the water's edge with the sewage washing to his waist. An empty cigarette carton
wedged into his armpit and stayed. My party had reached the scene.

Martins stood dithering there above Bates' body, with Harry Lime halfway between us. We
couldn't shoot for fear of hitting Martins, and the light of the searchlight dazzled Lime. We
moved slowly on, our revolvers trained for a chance, and Lime turned this way and that way like
a rabbit dazzled by headlights: then suddenly he took a flying jump into the deep central rushing
stream. When we turned the searchlight after him he was submerged, and the current of the

sewer carried him rapidly on, past the body of Bates, out of the range of the searchlight into the

Mynemuszvikosou npoexm Unvu @panka www.franklang.ru 196




dark. What makes a man, without hope, cling to a few more minutes of existence? Is it a good

quality or a bad one? I have no idea.

Martins stood at the outer edge of the searchlight beam (MapTunc cTosi y BHEITHETO Kpas
donapHoro nmyya), staring down stream (BHUMaTeIbHO CMOTPsI BHM3 110 TeueHuno): he had his
gun in his hand now (oH aep:kait cBoil mucToNET B CBOEH pyke Ternepsh), and he was the only one
of' us who could fire with safety (n on ObUT € TUHCTBEHHBIN OJTMH W3 HAC KTO MOT CTPEJISITH C
6e3omnacHocTho). I thought I saw a movement and called out to him (st moxymain (4to) 51 yBUAENR
IBUXKEHHE U KpUKHYI eMy), "There (Tam). There (tam). Shoot (ctpensii)." He lifted his gun and
fired (on moHsT CBOM THCTONET U BRICTpEnui), just as he had fired at the same command all
those years ago on Brickworth Common (TipsiMo kak OH CTpeJIsiyT TI0 TOM e KOMaH/Ie CTOJIBKO
net Hazan Ha bpukyopt Kommon), fired as he did then inaccurately (BeicTpesnt kak oH menan
TorJa HeakKypaTHo). A cry of pain came tearing back like calico down the cavern (kpuk 6011
IIPUILENT pa3aupas Haza [ Kak CUTEI] 110: «BHU3» Ieliepe): a reproach, an entreaty (ykop,
mous0a). "Well done (xoporo caenano)," I called and halted by Bates' body (s1 kpuknyt u
octaHoBwics y Tena baiitca). He was dead (on 6611 MepTB). His eyes remained blankly open
(ero rmasa octajanchk MycTo OTKPBITEIMEI) as we turned the searchlight on him (xora mer
noBepHyu (hoHaps Ha Hero): somebody stooped and dislodged the carton and threw it in the
river which whirled it on (kTo-To HarHycs ¥ y1aiauia KapTOHKY M KMHYJII €€ B PeKy KOTopast
3akpyxmia ee)—a scrap of yellow Gold Flake (o6psiBok ot 3omotoro 3epHa; flake — wewryiixa,
flakes — xnonws): he was certainly a long way from the Tottenham Court Road (on 611 TOUHO
Janeko: «1oaruil myTh» oT Torrenxsam-Kopt-Poyn).

I looked up and Martins was out of sight in the darkness (s1 B3rsstHY 1 HaBepx 1 MapTuHC OBLI
BHe 110J1s1 3penwusi B TeMHoTe): I called his name (st mo3Ban ero ums) and it was lost in a confusion
of echoes (1 oHO OBLITO TTOTEPSTHO B Hepazbepuxe 3X0), in the rush and the roar of the
underground river (B Harope u pese noa3emuoi Bojbl). Then I heard a third shot (3atem s
YCIIBILIAN TPETHI BBICTPE).

Martins told me later (Maptunc ckazan mue nossxe): "I walked upstream to find Harry (s men
BBEPX 110 TeUeHUI0 uTo0s! HaiTh ["appu), but I must have missed him in the dark (Ho s1, momKHO
OBITB, TPOMYCTUJI €T0 B TEMHOTE = He Tonast B Hero). | was afraid to lift the torch (s 6osiics:
«Ob11 ucmyran» nogauMaTh (Gonaps): I didn't want to tempt him to shoot again (s1 He xoTen
HCKYIIATh €ro BEICTpeuTh cHOBa). He must have been struck by my bullet just at the entrance of

a side passage (OH 0JDKEH ObLT OBITH yAAPEeH MOEH MyJiel PsSMO Y BXoaa O00KOBOTO KOPUIOPA;
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to strike — oumv). Then I suppose he crawled up the passage to the foot of the iron stairs (3atem s
IpEIoIararo OH IMoJI3 BBEpX MO KOPUAOPY K TOJHOXKBIO XKeJle3HOH aecTHulp). Thirty feet
above his head was the manhole (B Tpuanaru gyrax Haj ero rojgoBo ObLI JTIOK; feet — mH. 4. om
foot — noza, ¢oym), but he wouldn't have had the strength to lift it (Ho on He uMen ObI cuTBI
9T00BI TOIHATE er0), and even if he had succeeded (u n1axe eciu on O ipeycren) the police
were waiting above (monureiickue sxaanu HaBepxy). He must have known all that (on nomken
ObLT 3HATH BCe 9T0), but he was in great pain (Ho oH Obl1 B O07bI1I0I O0sK), and just as an animal
creeps into the dark to die (1 psiMo Kak JKMBOTHOE TMOJI3ET B TEMHOTY YTOOBI YMEPETh), SO |
suppose a man makes for the light (Tak st monmararo genoBek crpemMuTcs Kk cBety). He wants to die
at home (on xouet ymepets noma), and the darkness is never home to us (a TemHOTa ecTh
Hukoraa aom as Hac). He began to pull himself up the stairs (on nHauan noaTsrusates ceds
BBEpPX 110 JiecTHHIIE), but then the pain took him (Ho Torzna 601b oxBaTuia ero) and he couldn't
go on (1 oH He Mor uaTH naibiie). What made him whistle that absurd scrap of a tune I'd been
fool enough to believe he had written himself (uTo 3acTaBuiio €ro MPOCBUCTETH 3TOT AOCYPIHBIN
OIIIMETOK MeJIoIuu (KOTOPYI0), s ObUT AypaK TOCTATOYHO YTOOBI BEPUTH, OH Hamucai cam)? Was
he trying to attract attention (rierrasncs v o npusieus BHuManue), did he want a friend with
him (xoren 1 oH jpyra ¢ coboii), even the friend who had trapped him (naxe npyra koTopsrii
3aMaHWI ero (B JIOBYIIKY)), or was he delirious (uu ObLIT OH UCCTYTIIICHHBIN, HAXOISIIUNICS B
openy) and had he no purpose at all (1 (He) umen HUKaKO# 11eM BoOOIIe)? Anyway (BO BCIKOM
ciyudae) I heard his whistle (s ycnbiman ero ceuct) and came back (u nomen Hazan) along the
edge of the stream (Bmosib kpast motoka), and felt the wall end (1 onrymnan crensr konerr) and
found my way up the passage where he lay (v Hamen Mo myTh BIOJIb: «BBEPX» KOPHIOpA TJIe
OH JIeXal; fo find — nauimu, to lie — neaxcamy). I said (s1 ckazan), 'Harry (I'appwm),' and the
whistling stopped (1 cBucT octanoBuiics), just above my head (npsimo Haj moei ronosoit). I put
my hand on an iron handrail and climbed (s1 mosoxmu MO0 pyKy Ha jKeJIe3HbII OpyUeHb U
none3): I was still afraid he might shoot (s1 6b11 Bee erie 6osics (4T0) OH MOT OBI BBICTPEIIHTB ).
Then (3atem), only three steps up (ToabKO TpH cTyneHbKH BBepX ), my foot stamped down on his
hand (most HOTa HacTynuiIa Ha ero pyky), and he was there (1 on 6bu1 Tam). I shone my torch on
him (st mocBeTrst Moum (honapem Ha Hero): he hadn't got a gun (y Hero He ObLI0 nUcTONETA): he
must have dropped it (oH 10omKeH ObLT YPOHUTH €r0 = JOJHKHO OBITh, ypoHWIT) when my bullet
hit him (korma most mynst yaapuia ero). For a moment (Ha momenT) I thought he was dead (s

o tymait (4to) oH ObuT MepTB), but then he whispered with pain (1o 3aTem oH mporenTa; OT
6ommn). I said (s ckazan), 'Harry (I'appm),' and he swivelled his eyes with a great effort to my face
(M OH MOBEPHYJI CBOU TJ1aza ¢ OOJIBIINM ycUllueM K Moemy suity ). He was trying to speak (on

neITascs roBoputh), and I bent down to listen (1 st ckiionmIcs BHU3 4TOOBI ciayiaTh). 'Bloody
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fool (mpoxmsaTenii aypak),' he said (on ckazan)—that was all (3to 6s10 Bee): I don't know
whether he meant that for himself (s He 3Har0 TOIPa3zymeBan a1 OH TO 715 cedsi)—some sort of
act of contrition however inadequate (4To-TO BpoJie: «Kakas-TO Pa3HOBUJIHOCTHY aKTa
packasiausi) (he was a Catholic (on O6buT KaToMKOM))—o0r Was it for me (vn 6bLT0 ATO AJIs

meHs )—with my thousand a year taxed (¢ moeif Teicsiueil B o1 00J105keHHOM Hamoramu) and my
imaginary cattle rustlers (1 Mmoumu BooOpakaeMbIMH YTOHIIIMKAMU CKOTA; cattle — ckom) who
couldn't even shoot a rabbit clean (koTopbIii He MOT JaXke MPUCTPETUTH KpoJinka uncTo). Then he
began to whimper again (3aTem oH Haval cKyJIuTh cHOBA). I couldn't bear it any more (s He mor
BBIHOCHTB 3TO CKOJIBKO-HUOY 16 Oosbie) and I put a bullet through him (v st mycTui: «mmomoxmm
MyJIIO Yepes3 Hero)."

"Well forget that bit (ny, 3a0yab 3TOT Kycouek, oTpbIBOK)," I said (s ckazain).

Martins said (Maprtunc ckazan), "I never shall (s Hukorga (ue) 6yay (3a0bIBaTh) = HE CMOTY

3a0BbITh)."

inaccurately [1n &kjuritli], succeed [sok'si:d], swivel [ swivl]

Martins stood at the outer edge of the searchlight beam, staring down stream: he had his gun in
his hand now, and he was the only one of us who could fire with safety. I thought I saw a
movement and called out to him, "There. There. Shoot." He lifted his gun and fired, just as he
had fired at the same command all those years ago on Brickworth Common, fired as he did then
inaccurately. A cry of pain came tearing back like calico down the cavern: a reproach, an
entreaty. "Well done," I called and halted by Bates' body. He was dead. His eyes remained
blankly open as we turned the searchlight on him: somebody stooped and dislodged the carton
and threw it in the river which whirled it on—a scrap of yellow Gold Flake: he was certainly a
long way from the Tottenham Court Road.

I looked up and Martins was out of sight in the darkness: I called his name and it was lost in a
confusion of echoes, in the rush and the roar of the underground river. Then I heard a third shot.
Martins told me later: "I walked upstream to find Harry, but I must have missed him in the dark.
I was afraid to lift the torch: I didn't want to tempt him to shoot again. He must have been struck
by my bullet just at the entrance of a side passage. Then I suppose he crawled up the passage to
the foot of the iron stairs. Thirty feet above his head was the manhole, but he wouldn't have had
the strength to lift it, and even if he had succeeded the police were waiting above. He must have
known all that, but he was in great pain, and just as an animal creeps into the dark to die, so |
suppose a man makes for the light. He wants to die at home, and the darkness is never home to

us. He began to pull himself up the stairs, but then the pain took him and he couldn't go on. What
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made him whistle that absurd scrap of a tune I'd been fool enough to believe he had written
himself? Was he trying to attract attention, did he want a friend with him, even the friend who
had trapped him, or was he delirious and had he no purpose at all? Anyway I heard his whistle
and came back along the edge of the stream, and felt the wall end and found my way up the
passage where he lay. I said, 'Harry,' and the whistling stopped, just above my head. I put my
hand on an iron handrail and climbed: I was still afraid he might shoot. Then, only three steps up,
my foot stamped down on his hand, and he was there. I shone my torch on him: he hadn't got a
gun: he must have dropped it when my bullet hit him. For a moment I thought he was dead, but
then he whispered with pain. I said, 'Harry,' and he swivelled his eyes with a great effort to my
face. He was trying to speak, and I bent down to listen. 'Bloody fool,' he said— that was all: I
don't know whether he meant that for himself~—some sort of act of contrition however
inadequate (he was a Catholic)—or was it for me—with my thousand a year taxed and my
imaginary cattle rustlers who couldn't even shoot a rabbit clean. Then he began to whimper
again. I couldn't bear it any more and I put a bullet through him."

"Well forget that bit," I said.

Martins said, "I never shall."

17

A THAW SET IN that night (orTemnens Hagaiack TOW HOUBIO; 0 set in — nauunamy), and all over
Vienna the snow melted (1 moBcioay B Bene cuer pacrasin), and the ugly ruins came to light
again (1 ypoJJIMBEIE pa3BallMHBI MTOSBUIINCH HA CBET cHOBA): steel rods hanging like stalactites
(cranbHBIe Opychs Bucsue Kak cramakTuTel) and rusty girders thrusting like bones through the
grey slush (i p>xkaBbie Gayku TOpUame Kak KOCTH CKBO3b CEPYIO CISIKOTB; fo thrust —
npownsams). Burials were much simpler (nmorpe6enue 6110 MHOTO Tipotie) than they had been a
week before (uem ono ObuTO Hepenel panbiie) when electric drills had been needed (kora
JIIeKTpUYecKue Ipenin ObUTH HYXHBI) to break the frozen ground (4To0b1 mpoOUTE 3aMep3IITyIO
3emJti0). It was almost as warm as a spring day (370 ObLTO MOYTH TaK TEIUIO KaK BECEHHUN JICHB)
when Harry Lime had his second funeral (xorna ["appu Jlaiim mosydnst cBou BTOpBIE TIOXOPOHBI).
I was glad to get him under earth again (s Obu1 paj 3arHaTh €ro Mo 3eMII0 OTsTh): but it had
taken two men's deaths (H0 3T0 IOTpeboOBaO: «B357I0» cMepTH ABYX ueioBek). The group by the
grave was smaller now (rpyrima y Moruiisl Oblia MeHbIe Tereps): Kurtz wasn't there (Kyprir ve

ob11 Tam), nor Winkler (1 e Bunkiiep)—only the girl and Rollo Martins and myself (Tosbko
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nesyika u Posmmo Maptuse u s cam). And there weren't any tears (1 He ObLUTO HUKAKUX CJIE3).
After it was over (moce (Toro kak) 3To 0b110 3akoH4YeHO) the girl walked away without a word
to either of us (neBymka yiuina npous 6e3 e1UHOTO cloBa K Komy-1100 u3 Hac) down the long
avenue of trees (B/10JIb: «BHU3» I10 JUTMHHOM ansee JepeBbeB) that led to the main entrance and
the tram stop (KoTopasi Besla K TJIAaBHOMY BXOJly M TpaMBaiiHOW octaHOBKe), splashing through the
melted snow (menas yepes pacraspimii cHer). I said to Martins (s1 ckazan Maptuncy), "I've got
transport (s umero Tpancnopt). Can I give you a lift (Mory s moaBe3Tu Bac: «Mory s 1aThb BaM
noabem»)?"

"No," he said (uer, on ckazain), "I’ll take a tram back (s Bo3pMy TpamBaii Hazaa = moeay oOpaTHO
Ha TpamBae)."

"You win (BbI BeIUTpEIBaeTe), you've proved me a bloody fool (Bbl BEICTaBMIIN MEHS TIPOKISATHIM
TypaKkoM; fo prove — 00Ka3vl8ams, NOOMeepoums)."

"I haven't won (s1 He Beurpai),” he said (on ckazai). "I've lost (st mpourpan)." I watched him
striding off on his overgrown legs after the girl (s HaGirona ero marath IpPoOYb Ha €TO
HETIOMEPHO JUTMHHBIX: «IIEPEPOCIINX» HOrax 3a AeByIikoi). He caught her up (on mornan ee)
and they walked side by side (1 onu i 60k o 60k). I don't think he said a word to her (s He
JTyMaro (4TO) OH CKasall eIMHOe cJIoBO ei): it was like the end of a story (310 ObUTO Kak KOHEI]
HCTOPUM = MOX0Ke Ha KoHell uctopun ). He was a very bad shot (on 06611 09eHB 110X 01
ctpenok) and a very bad judge of character (1 oueHb TIIOX0¥ 3HATOK XapaKTEPOB: «CYIbs
xapakrtepa»), but he had a way with Westerns (Ho eMy yaaBanuch BeCTEpPHBI: «OH UM HEKUN
nmyTh/crioco0 ¢ BectepHamm») (a trick of tension (Tprox Hanpspkenus)) and with girls (1 ¢
nesymikamu) (I wouldn't know what (s1 He 3Hau ObI UTO = 1aXke HE 3HAIO, B YEM TYT ObLIO JIETIO)).
And Crabbin (a Kpa66un)? Oh, Crabbin is still arguing with the British Cultural Relation
Society (0, Kpa66un Bce ermie crioput ¢ O6mectBoM bputanckux KynstypHabix CBszeit) about
Dexter's expenses (Hacuet pacxonoB Jlekctepa). They say they can't pass simultaneous payments
in Stockholm and Vienna (oHu TOBOpSIT (UTO) OHU HE MOTYT IPOBOJIUTEH OJTHOBPEMEHHBIC
miatexu B Ctokroneme u Bene). Poor Crabbin (6ennbrit Kpp66un)... Poor all of us (6ennbie Bce

MbI) when you come to think of it (ecnu 3agymarbes).

thaw [0o:], stalactite [ steloktait], character [ kaerikto]

A THAW SET IN that night, and all over Vienna the snow melted, and the ugly ruins came to
light again: steel rods hanging like stalactites and rusty girders thrusting like bones through the
grey slush. Burials were much simpler than they had been a week before when electric drills had

been needed to break the frozen ground. It was almost as warm as a spring day when Harry Lime
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had his second funeral. I was glad to get him under earth again: but it had taken two men's
deaths. The group by the grave was smaller now: Kurtz wasn't there, nor Winkler—only the girl
and Rollo Martins and myself. And there weren't any tears.

After it was over the girl walked away without a word to either of us down the long avenue of
trees that led to the main entrance and the tram stop, splashing through the melted snow. I said to
Martins, "I've got transport. Can I give you a lift?"

"No," he said, "I’ll take a tram back."

"Y ou win, you've proved me a bloody fool."

"I haven't won," he said. "I've lost." I watched him striding off on his overgrown legs after the
girl. He caught her up and they walked side by side. I don't think he said a word to her: it was
like the end of a story. He was a very bad shot and a very bad judge of character, but he had a
way with Westerns (a trick of tension) and with girls (I wouldn't know what). And Crabbin? Oh,
Crabbin is still arguing with the British Cultural Relation Society about Dexter's expenses. They
say they can't pass simultaneous payments in Stockholm and Vienna. Poor Crabbin ... Poor all of

us when you come to think of it.
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