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AnHoTaIMg

Pacckas ,,Kumnepsr®, npuHauiexxamui K 9uciy Jy4IInX paccka3oB 3HAMEHHUTOTO aMEPUKaHCKOTO
nrcatenst DpHecta XeMuHTy3sI (1899 — 1961), n3nan HeOOBITHBIM 00pa30M: TEKCT Pa30UT Ha HEOOBITHE
OTPBIBKH, KOXIBIH U KOTOPBIM MOBTOPSIETCS ABAX/bI: CHAYaIa UIET AaHTJIMUCKUN TEKCT C ,,lT0JICKa3KaMu
— C BKpAIUICHHBIM B HETO JJOCJIOBHBIM PYCCKHUM MEPEBOAOM H JIEKCUKO-TPAMMATHIECKAM KOMMEHTapHEeM
(TO ecTh aAanTUPOBaHHBIN), a 3aTEM — TOT JKE TEKCT, HO YK€ HeaJallTHPOBAHHBIH, 0€3 MOACKa30K.
Hauunaronue ocBauBaTh aHINIMHCKUHN S3bIK MOTYT IIPY 3TOM YUTATh CHavajla OTPHIBOK TEKCTA C
MOJICKa3KaMH, a 3aTeM TOT e OTPHIBOK — 0€3 M0JICKa30K. BbI kak Obl yUnTECh IJIaBaTh: CHAYaja IJIbIBETE
C 10CKOM, ToToM 0e3 1ocku. COBEpIIeHCTBYIOIIME CBOW aHTIMICKHI MOTYT IOCTyNaTh HA00OPOT: YUTAThH
TEKCT 0e3 MOACKA30K, M0 Mepe HeOOXOIUMOCTH TOTIISIBIBAS B ITOICKA3KH.

3armmoMUHaHKE CIIOB M BRIPAKEHHH MTPOUCXOANT IIPH ATOM 3a CUET UX TIOBTOPSAEMOCTH, 0e3 3yOPEKKH.
Kpome Toro, untaTtenb NpUBBIKAET K JOTMKE aHIVIMUCKOTO SI3bIKA, HAYWHAET €r0 ,,4yBCTBOBATH .

JToT MeTo] M30aBISET Bac OT CTpecca MEepBOTo dTana OCBOCHHUS S3bIKa — OT MEXaHHMYECKOTO IMTOUCKa
Ka)K/IOTO CIIOBA B CJIOBAape M OT OECILIOHOTO ralaHus, 4To e BCe-TaKu 3HAUUT (pasa, BCe CIOBA U3

KOTOPOM BBI y>K€ HAIILIH.

Ernest Hemingway

The Killers

The door of Henry’s lunch-room opened (oBepb 3akyco4yHou ["eHpu oTBOpunack) and
two men came in (1 gBoe My>x4nH Bownu /BHYTpe/). They sat down at the counter (oHu
cenv y CTONKN).

“What's yours (4T0 ans Bac, 4to dygete 6paTtk: «4To Bawer)?” George asked them
(cnpocun unx).

‘I don’t know (5 He 3Hato),” one of the men said (ckasan oguH n3 myx4yuH). “What do you

want to eat (410 Tbl XO4eLb cbecTb), Al?”
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‘I don’t know,” said All. “I don’t know what | want to eat.”

Outside it was getting dark (Ha ynuue: «CHapy»xu» TEMHENO: « CTAHOBUITOCb TEMHOY).
The street-light came on outside the window (ynuyHbIn hoHapb 3axkerca 3a okHowm,; light
— ceem, to come on — rnosisuMbCs /Ha cuyeHe/, 803HUKHymb). The two men at the
counter read the menu (Yitanu meHro). From the other end of the counter (c gpyroro
koHua ctounkn) Nick Adams watched them (rnsgen Ha Hux). He had been talking to

George (oH pasrosapusarn ¢ [xopaoxem) when they came in (korga oHu BoLunn).

The door of Henry’s lunch-room opened and two men came in. They sat down at
the counter.

“What’s yours?” George asked them.

“l don’t know,” one of the men said. “What do you want to eat, Al?”

“l don’t know,” said All. “l don’t know what | want to eat.”

Outside it was getting dark. The street-light came on outside the window. The two
men at the counter read the menu. From the other end of the counter Nick Adams

watched them. He had been talking to George when they came in.

counter [kauntd] menu [ menju:]

“I'll have a roast pork tenderloin (s Bo3bmy xapeHoe cBuHoe dune: tenderloin — ¢hure,
eblpeska: tender — HexHbIU, Msekul + loin — nosicHuya;, ¢gpunelHas Yacms) with apple
sauce (c s6no4HbiM coycom) and mashed potatoes (1 kapTodensHbIM ntope; to mash —
pasdasnusams, paamuHame),” the first man said (ckazan nepebIi MyX4nHa).

“Itisn’t ready yet (oHO eLle He roToBo).”

“What the hell (kakoro 4YepTta: «aga») do you put it on the card for (Tbl nomellaelus,
CTaBMLb 3TO B MEHI0)?”

“That’s the dinner (aTo 06epn),” George explained (o6bsacHun). “You can get that at six
o’clock (Tbl MOXeLlb NONy4YnTb 3TO B LWWECTb Yacos).”

George looked at the clock on the wall behind the counter (nocmoTpen Ha Yackl Ha
CTEHE 3a CTOMKOMN).

“It’s five o’clock (/cenyac/ nate yacos).”

“The clock says twenty minutes past five (4ackl nokasbiBalT: «roBOPAT» ABaduaTb
MUHYT nocre Natv = ABaguaTb MUHYT wecToro),” the second man said (ckasarn BTopou
MY>XX4YMHa).

“It's twenty minutes fast (oHn cnewat Ha gBaguate MUHYT; fast — 6bicmpeit).”
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“Oh, to hell with the clock,” the first man said. “What have you got to eat (4to y Teb4
€CTb NoecTb)?”

“I can give you any kind of sandwiches (mory faTe Bam pasHble caHaBu4u: «nbon Bua
caHaBn4ar),” George said. “You can have ham and eggs (CBUHUHY 1 i@ = caHOBUY C
BETUMHOM N An4HuLEN), bacon (63KOH, KOMYEHY CBUHYIO rPYAnHKY) and eggs, liver

(neyeHky) and bacon, or a steak (nnu 6udputekc).”

“IIl have a roast pork tenderloin with apple sauce and mashed potatoes,” the first
man said.

“It isn’t ready yet.”

“What the hell do you put it on the card for?”

“That’s the dinner,” George explained. “You can get that at six o’clock.”
George looked at the clock on the wall behind the counter.

“It’s five o’clock.”

“The clock says twenty minutes past five,” the second man said.

“It's twenty minutes fast.”

“Oh, to hell with the clock,” the first man said. “What have you got to eat?”

“l can give you any kind of sandwiches,” George said. “You can have ham and
eggs, bacon and eggs, liver and bacon, or a steak.”

sauce [so:s] potato [pd teitou] liver [livd]

“Give me chicken croquettes (aan mHe kypuHblie KpokeThl) with green peas (C 3eneHbim
ropoLukom) and cream sauce (nog 6enbiM: «CriMBoYHbIM» coycom) and mashed
potatoes.”

“That’s the dinner.”

“Everything we want’s the dinner (Bce, 4Tto Mbl xoTM — 06ep), eh? That’s the way you
work it (Tak: «Takum nyTem» Tbl 3TO Aenaelb: «cpabaTbiBaellb, yCTpanBaeLlby = Hy U
nopsiakm).”

“l can give you ham and eggs, bacon and eggs, liver —”

“I'll take ham and eggs (s BO3bMy An4HMLY ¢ BeTYMHON),” the man called Al said. He
wore a derby hat (Ha Hem 6bIn: «oH Hocun» KoTenok) and a black overcoat (1 YyepHoe
nanebTo) buttoned across the chest (3acterHytoe Harnyxo: «4epes rpyab»; button -
nyzoeuuya). His face was small and white (ero nuuo 6eino maneHskum 1 6ensim) and he

had tight lips (n y Hero 6binun cxaTtble ryobl; tight — nnomHeit, myeod). He wore a silk
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muffler (wenkoBoe kawHe; to muffle — 3akymbieamsb, yKymbieams,; ar1ywums /38yK/) and
gloves (1 nepyaTkn).

“Give me bacon and eggs,” said the other man (ckasan gpyron myx4nHa). He was
about the same size as Al (oH BbIfT IPYMEPHO TOro Xe pocTa: «pasmepa, YTto 1 3An).
Their faces were different (nvua 6bin pasnuyHel), but they were dressed like twins (HO
OHM BbINn ogeThl, kak 6rnnsHeusl). Both wore overcoats too tight for them (cnuwkom
y3kune ons Hux). They sat leaning forward (HaknoHuswuce Bnepen), their elbows on the

counter (MX NOKTW Ha CTOWKe).

“Give me chicken croquettes with green peas and cream sauce and mashed
potatoes.”

“That’s the dinner.”

“Everything we want’s the dinner, eh? That’s the way you work it.”

“l can give you ham and eggs, bacon and eggs, liver - ”

“I'll take ham and eggs,” the man called Al said. He wore a derby hat and a black
overcoat buttoned across the chest. His face was small and white and he had
tight lips. He wore a silk muffler and gloves.

“Give me bacon and eggs,” said the other man. He was about the same size as Al.
Their faces were different, but they were dressed like twins. Both wore overcoats

too tight for them. They sat leaning forward, their elbows on the counter.

croquettes [kro'ket] button [bAtn] glove [gIAV]

“Got anything to drink (ectb 4TO-HNOYAL BbINUTL)?” Al asked.

“Silver beer («cepebpsaHoe nnBo» — copT nNmBa), bevo (Mopc, HaNUTOK /UTanbaHcKoe
cnoeo/), ginger-ale (nmbupHoe nueo),” George said.

‘I mean (s nmeto B BuAy) you got anything to drink?”

“Just those | said (Tonbko 1O, YTO 9 ckasan).”

“This is a hot town (BecenbI ropoaoK, HY N FTOPOAOK: «3TO XKapKui ropodok»),” said the
other. “What do they call it (kak oH Tam HasblBaeTCA: «Kak OHU ero HasbliBalT»)?”
“Summit (nocenok k toro-3anagy ot Yukaro).”

“Ever hear of it (korga-Hnbyab cnbiwan o Hem)?” Al asked his friend (cnpocun ceoero
Apyra).

“No,” said the friend.

“What do you do here nights (4T0 Bbl 3geck genaete no Bevepam)?” Al asked.
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“They eat the dinner,” his friend said. “They all come here and eat the big dinner (oHn
BCE NpuUXoaNaT ctoga u egat 6onbLlion oben).”

“That’s right (aTo Tak, BepHo),” George said.

“So you think that’s right (Tak Tbl gymaelb, cunTaellb, 4To 310 nNpasusibHO)?” Al asked
George.

“Sure (koHeu4Ho).”

“You’re a pretty bright boy (o4eHb yMHbIN: «CBETNLINY NapeHb; pretty — kpacuskld,
cuMrnamuyHbIl; 0080/IbHO, 8ecbMa), aren’t you (He npaBaa nn: «He ecTb N Tbi»)?”
“Sure,” said George.

“Well, you’re not (Hy, Tak BOT, Tbl BOBCE HE YMHbIN napeHsb),” said the other little man
(opyron maneHbkun Yyernosek). “Is he (ymHbI nu oH), Al?”

“He’s dumb (tynon: «Hemoiny»),” said Al. He turned to Nick (noeepHyncs k Huky). “What’s
your name (kak Tebs 30BYT: «KakoBO TBOE UMSA»)?”

“‘Adams.”

“Another bright boy (gpyron = ewe ognH ymHuk),” Al said. “Ain’t he a bright boy, Max
(/Hy/ He yMHUK nu OH; ain't = isn't; aren't)?”

“The town’s full of bright boys (ropog nonoH ymHukos),” Max said.

“Got anything to drink?” Al asked.

“Silver beer, bevo, ginger-ale,” George said.

“l mean you got anything to drink?”

“Just those | said.”

“This is a hot town,” said the other. “What do they call it?”
“Summit.”

“Ever hear of it?” Al asked his friend.

“No,” said the friend.

“What do you do here nights?” Al asked.

“They eat the dinner,” his friend said. “They all come here and eat the big
dinner.”

“That’s right,” George said.

“So you think that’s right?” Al asked George.

“Sure.”

“You’re a pretty bright boy, aren’t you?”

“Sure,” said George.

“Well, you’re not,” said the other little man. “Is he, Al?”
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“He’s dumb,” said Al. He turned to Nick. “What’s your name?”
“Adams.”

“Another bright boy,” Al said. “Ain’t he a bright boy, Max?”
“The town’s full of bright boys,” Max said.

dumb [dAm] pretty [priti]

George put the two platters (noctasun gse Tapenku), one of ham and eggs, the other of
bacon and eggs, on the counter. He set down two side-dishes of fried potatoes
(mocTtaBun gBe nopumm xxapeHoro kaptodens; siede-dish — 6okogoe =
corposoxdaruwee 61000 — 6000 ¢ 2apHupom) and closed the wicket into the kitchen
(1 3aKpbIn OKOLLEYKO B KYXHIO; wicket — kanumeka; 3a08UXXHOE OKOWKO).

“Which is yours?” he asked Al.

“‘Don’t you remember (Tbl He NOMHULLIL)?”

‘Ham and eggs.”

“Just a bright boy (npocTto ymHuua, Hy pa3se He ymHuK),” Max said. He leaned forward
and took the ham and eggs (1 B35 BeT4nHy ¢ andHuuen). Both men ate with their
gloves on (oba enu ¢ HageTbiMn nepvatkamn). George watched them eat (cmoTpen,
Habngan, kak oHu eadar).

“What are you looking at (Ha 4To Tbl /Tak/ cmoTpuwb)?” Max looked at George.
“Nothing (H1 Ha yTO: «/Hal HN4YTOY).”

“The hell you were (kak e, pacckasbiBau, YepTa-c-ABa Tbl HE CMOTPULLL). YOu were
looking at me (Ha meHs).”

“Maybe the boy meant it for a joke (MOXeT BbITb, NAPEHb MOLWWYTUN: KMMEN B BUAY 3TO,
BbICKa3an 3T0 MHEeHWe A58 WYTKM = Kak WyTKy»), Max,” Al said.

George laughed (3acmesrcs).

“You don’t have to laugh (Hevero cmeaTbcs: «Tebe He Hago cmeaTbes»),” Max said to
him. “You don’t have to laugh at all (BoBce), see (noHsan: «BUAnLbLY)?”

“All right,” said George.

“So he thinks it’s all right (uTak, oH nonaraet, 4To 3TO B nNopsake, npasurbHo).” Max
turned to Al. He thinks it’s all right. That's a good one (xopoLu oH).”

“Oh, he’s a thinker (mbicnutens),” Al said. They went on eating (npogormkanun ectb).
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George put the two platters, one of ham and eggs, the other of bacon and eggs,
on the counter. He set down two side-dishes of fried potatoes and closed the
wicket into the kitchen.

“Which is yours?” he asked Al.

“Don’t you remember?”

“Ham and eggs.”

“Just a bright boy,” Max said. He leaned forward and took the ham and eggs.
Both men ate with their gloves on. George watched them eat.

“What are you looking at?” Max looked at George.

“Nothing.”

“The hell you were. You were looking at me.”

“Maybe the boy meant it for a joke, Max,” Al said.

George laughed.

“You don’t have to laugh,” Max said to him. “You don’t have to laugh at all, see?”
“All right,” said George.

“So he thinks it’s all right.” Max turned to Al. He thinks it’s all right. That’s a good
one.”

“Oh, he’s a thinker,” Al said. They went on eating.

meant [ment] laugh [la:f]

“What's the bright boy’s name down the counter (kak 30ByT TOro ymHuka, 4to ¢ Apyrou
cTtopoHbl ctonkn)?” Al asked Max.

“Hey, bright boy,” Max said to Nick. “You go around on the other side of the counter
(3amamv 3a CTOVIKY: «MAM BOKPYT Ha APYryt0 CTOPOHY CcTorKkn») with your boy friend (c
TBOUM OPYXXKOM = Tyaa, rae TBOW APYXOK).”

“What's the idea (a B yem geno, 3a4em aT0: «4TO 3a naes, B 4em ngea»)?” Nick asked.
“There isn’t any idea (TyT HET HMKaKOW MAEN = NPOCTO Tak, Aa HU B Yem).”

“You better go around (ny4we 3angnm), bright boy,” Al said. Nick went around behind the
counter (3a CTONKy).

“What's the idea?” George asked.

“None of your damn business (He TBoe 4epTOBO: «NPOKNATOE» AENO0; NoNne — HUYMo, Hu
00uUH, Hukakou),” Al said. “Who’s out in the kitchen (kTo Tam: «cHapyxu» Ha KyxHe)?”
“The nigger (Herp).”

“What do you mean the nigger?”
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“The nigger that cooks (koTophkI rotoBuUT, cTpsAnaeT).”

“Tell him to come in (ckaxun emy, 4TobbI 3awien).”

“What's the idea?”

“Tell him to come in.”

“Where do you think you are (rge, Bbl gymaete, Bbl Haxogutecs)?”

“We know damn well where we are (Mbl 3Haem 4epTOBCKM XOPOLLO, rae Mbl
Haxoammcs),” the man called Max said (ckasan yenosek, koToporo 3Banv Makc). “Do
we look silly (Mbl BeIrmaanm gypadvkamu, riyno)?”

“You talk silly (Tbl pasroBapusaelub rnyno),” Al said to him. “What the hell do you argue
with this kid for (kakoro 4epTa Tbl cnopuwb ¢ aTuM pebenkom)? Listen (nocnywan),” he
said to George, “tell the nigger to come out here.”

“What are you going to do to him (4To Bbl coBupaeTech ¢ HUM: «eMy» caenatb)?”
“Nothing. Use your head (nowesenu mosramu: «MCnosib3yin CBOK ronosy»), bright boy.
What would we do to a nigger (4to 66l Mbl caenanu Herpy)?”

George opened the slit (oTkpbIn okoLweYko; slit — OnuHHbIU pa3pes, Wenb; to slit —
paspesams 6 0riuHy) that opened back into the kitchen (koTopoe oTkpbiBanock Hasaz =
BOBHYTPb B KyxHI). “Sam,” he called. “Come in here a minute (3anagn-ka ctoga Ha

MUHYTKY).”

“What’s the bright boy’s name down the counter?” Al asked Max.

“Hey, bright boy,” Max said to Nick. “You go around on the other side of the
counter with your boy friend.”

“What’s the idea?” Nick asked.

“There isn’t any idea.”

“You better go around, bright boy,” Al said. Nick went around behind the counter.
“What’s the idea?” George asked.

“None of your damn business,” Al said. “Who’s out in the kitchen?”

“The nigger.”

“What do you mean the nigger?”

“The nigger that cooks.”

“Tell him to come in.”

“What’s the idea?”

“Tell him to come in.”

“Where do you think you are?”

“We know damn well where we are,” the man called Max said. “Do we look silly?”
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“You talk silly,” Al said to him. “What the hell do you argue with this kid for?
Listen,” he said to George, “tell the nigger to come out here.”

“What are you going to do to him?”

“Nothing. Use your head, bright boy. What would we do to a nigger?”
George opened the slit that opened back into the kitchen. “Sam,” he called.

“Come in here a minute.”

idea [aI'd1d] argue [ a:gju:] minute [ minit]

The door to the kitchen opened and the nigger came in. “What was it (8 yem geno: «4to
370 6b110»)?” he asked. The two men at the counter took a look at him (ornsgenu ero:
«B35NM B3rNa4»).

“All right (Bce B nopsigke), nigger. You stand right there (ctanb TyT),” Al said.

Sam, the nigger, standing in his apron (cTos B cBoem chapTtyke), looked at the two men
sitting at the counter. “Yes, sir,” he said. Al got down from his stool (cnes co csoero
cTyna, Tabypeta).

“I'm going back to the kitchen (a nongy Hasag = Tyga Ha kyxHio) with the nigger and
bright boy,” he said. “Go on back to the kitchen, nigger. You go with him, Bright boy.”
The little man walked after Nick and Sam (npowen Bcnepg 3a Hukom n Camom), the cook
(noBapowm), back into the kitchen. The door shut after them (aBepb 3a HUMK 3akpbinachk).
The man called Max sat at the counter opposite George (HanpoTus [xopgxa). He
didn’t look at George (oH He cmoTpen Ha [xopaxa) but looked in the mirror (a cmoTpen
B 3epkano) that ran along back of the counter (koTopoe TaHynock: «bexano» Boonb 3a
ctounkon). Henry’s had been made over (3aBegeHuve ["'eHpu Bbirio nepegernaHo) from a

saloon into a lunch-counter (13 canyHa, 6apa B 3aKyCO4HYI0).

The door to the kitchen opened and the nigger came in. “What was it?” he asked.
The two men at the counter took a look at him.

“All right, nigger. You stand right there,” Al said.

Sam, the nigger, standing in his apron, looked at the two men sitting at the
counter. “Yes, sir,” he said. Al got down from his stool.

“I'm going back to the kitchen with the nigger and bright boy,” he said. “Go on
back to the kitchen, nigger. You go with him, Bright boy.” The little man walked
after Nick and Sam, the cook, back into the kitchen. The door shut after them. The

man called Max sat at the counter opposite George. He didn’t look at George but
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looked in the mirror that ran along back of the counter. Henry’s had been made

over from a saloon into a lunch-counter.

apron [ elpron] opposite [ opozit]

“Well, bright boy,” Max said, looking into the mirror, “why don’t you say something
(noYemy Tbl HE CKaXellb YTO-HNBYab)?”

“What'’s it all about (4TO BCe 9TO 3HAUUT: «O YeM BCce 3TO»)?”

“Hey, Al,” Max called, “bright boy wants to know (xoueT 3HaTh) what’s all about.”

“Why don’t you tell him (4T0 xe Tbl emy He ckaxelb)?” Al's voice came from the kitchen
(oTo3Bancs ronoc Ana n3 KyxHu).

“What do you think it’s all about?”

‘I don’t know.”

“What do you think?”

Max looked into the mirror all the time he was talking (Bce Bpemsi, noka rosopus).

“I wouldn’t say (s 66l He ckasar, He ckaxy, noxaryu, He 3Hato).”

“Hey, Al, bright boy says he wouldn’t what he thinks it’s all about.”

“l can hear you, all right (8 mory cnbiwaTts Tebs, B NOPSAKE, XOPOLUO = HE KPpUYK, S U Tak
cnbiwy),” Al said from the kitchen. He had propped open the slit (o1 nognep, 4TobbI
OoCTaBarocb OTKPbITbIM, OKOLLEYKO, OTBepcTMe: «Lernby) that dishes passed through
into the kitchen (4epes koTopoe nepenasanucek 6roga Ha KyxHio) with a catsup bottle
(6yTbinikon ket4vyna). “Listen, bright boy,” he said from the kitchen to George. “Stand a
little further (cTaHb HemHoro gansiie) along the bar (Bgonbs 6apa). You move a little to
the left (nogBuHbLCA HemHoro Harneso), Max.” He was like a photographer arranging for a

group picture (oH 66111 TOYHO dhoTOrpadd, paccTaBnsaLWMA /noaen/ onga rpynnosown

doTorpacun).

“Well, bright boy,” Max said, looking into the mirror, “why don’t you say
something?”

“What’s it all about?”

“Hey, Al,” Max called, “bright boy wants to know what’s all about.”
“Why don’t you tell him?” Al’s voice came from the kitchen.

“What do you think it’s all about?”

“l don’t know.”

“What do you think?”
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Max looked into the mirror all the time he was talking.
“l wouldn’t say.”
“Hey, Al, bright boy says he wouldn’t what he thinks it’s all about.”
“l can hear you, all right,” Al said from the kitchen. He had propped open the slit
that dishes passed through into the kitchen with a catsup bottle. “Listen, bright
boy,” he said from the kitchen to George. “Stand a little further along the bar. You
move a little to the left, Max.” He was like a photographer arranging for a group

picture.
move [mu:v] arrange [ reindz] picture [pikt/d]

“Talk to me (norosopu co mHown, nobecenyem), bright boy,” Max said. “What do you
think’s going to happen (470, Kak Tbl Aymaellb, cenyac npomsonget)?”

George did not say anything (He ckazan Hu4ero).

“I'll tell you (s ckaxy Tebe),” Max said. “We’re going to kill a Swede (mbl cenyac yobem
wBeeaa, Mmbl cobupaemcs youts weega). Do you know a big Swede named Ole
Andreson (Tbl 3HaeLLb 60NbLLIOro = 340POBOro, ASIMHHOIO WBeefa no nmenn One
AHOpPECcoH)?”

“Yes.”

“He comes here to eat every night, don’t he (oH npuxoguT ctofa noecTb Kaxabin Bevep,
He Tak nn)?”

“Sometimes he comes here (nHorga oH croga npuxoamT).”

“He comes here at six o’clock, don’t he?”

“If he comes (ecnu npuxoauT).”

“We know all that (mbl Bce aTo 3Haem), bright boy,” Max said.

“Talk about something else (norosopum o yem-Hnbyab gpyrom). Ever go to the movies
(korga-HMbyab Xxoauwb B KMHO)?”

“Once in a while (u3peaka: «MHorga B NPOMEXYTOK BPEMEHNY ).”

“You ought to go to the movies more (Tbl AomKeH Obl XOAUTL B KMHO Borblue = vyalle).
The movies are fine (npekpacHo, otnn4yHo) for a bright boy like you.”

“What are you going to kill Ole Andreson for (3a 4yto, ans 4ero Bbl XoTUTE YouTts One
AHgpecona)? What did he ever do to you (4To OH Bam Takoro: «korga-nubo» caenan)?”
“He never had a chance to do anything to us (y Hero Hukorga He 661510 BO3MOXHOCTU

caenatb 4To-HMbyab Ham). He never even seen us (OH gaxe HUKOr4a He Buaen Hac).”
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“And he’s only going to see us once (1 OH YBUAUT Hac ToNbko ogHaxabl),” Al said from
the kitchen.
“What are you going to kill him for, then (Torga)?” George asked.
“We’re killing him for a friend (ansa gpyra). Just to oblige a friend (npocTo, Bcero nuub,
4YTOObI YCNYXXUTb, cAenaTtb NpuaTHoe Apyry), bright boy.”
“Shut up (3aTkHuck),” said Al from the kitchen. You talk too goddam much (bl
rOBOPULLb CIIULLIKOM YEPTOBCKM MHOrO).”
“Well, | got to keep bright boy amused (Hy, MHe e Hafo, 4 e JOIKeH pa3BriekaTb
YMHMKA: «COXpaHsATb, AepXaTb ero passnekaembim»). Don’t |, bright boy?”
“You talk too damn much,” Al said. “The nigger and my bright boy are amused by
themselves (camu passnekatotcs). | got them tied up (a nx cesasan) like a couple of girl
friends in the convent (kak napo4ky noapyxek B MOHacTbipe, B MOHACTbIPCKOW LUKone).”
“l suppose you were in a convent (3Ha4nT, Tbl ObINT B MOHACTLIPE: «s Npeanonarato, Thl
ObIn B MOHacTbIpe»)?”
“You never know (MOXeT, 1 BbINT: «HAKOrAa He 3Haellby).”
“You were in a kosher convent (Tbl ObIST B KOLLEPHOM MOHAacCThIpe /T.e. B Xedepe, B

wkone npw cuHarore/). That’'s where you were (BoT rae Tbl 6611).”

“Talk to me, bright boy,” Max said. “What do you think’s going to happen?”
George did not say anything.

“I'll tell you,” Max said. “We’re going to kill a Swede. Do you know a big Swede
named Ole Andreson?”

“Yes.”

“He comes here to eat every night, don’t he?”

“Sometimes he comes here.”

“He comes here at six o’clock, don’t he?”

“If he comes.”

“We know all that, bright boy,” Max said.

“Talk about something else. Ever go to the movies?”

“Once in a while.”

“You ought to go to the movies more. The movies are fine for a bright boy like
you.”

“What are you going to kill Ole Andreson for? What did he ever do to you?”
“He never had a chance to do anything to us. He never even seen us.”

“And he’s only going to see us once,” Al said from the kitchen.
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“What are you going to kill him for, then?” George asked.
“We’re killing him for a friend. Just to oblige a friend, bright boy.”
“Shut up,” said Al from the kitchen. You talk too goddam much.”
“Well, | got to keep bright boy amused. Don’t I, bright boy?”
“You talk too damn much,” Al said. “The nigger and my bright boy are amused by
themselves. | got them tied up like a couple of girl friends in the convent.”
“l suppose you were in a convent?”
“You never know.”

“You were in a kosher convent. That’s where you were.”

Swede [swi:d] oblige [0 blaidZz] convent [ konvaont]

George looked up at the clock.

“If anybody comes in you tell them the cook is off (ecrnu kTo-HMOYAL NpPUAET, Thl UM
CKaxkellb, 4TO noBap yuwen: «cBoboaeH /oT paboTbl/, Ha NnepepbiBey; off — ykasbieaem
Ha yOarneHue unu npekpaweHue Jyeeo-riubo), and if they keep after it (a ecnun onn 6yayT
HacTauBaThb), you tell them you’ll go back (4To Tbl NnonAeLb Ha KyXHIO: «B 3a4HHO
komHaTy») and cook yourself (1 npurotoBuwb cam). Do you get that (Tl noHsan:
«nony4yuny ato), bright boy?”

“All right,” George said. “What you going to do with us afterward (4To BbI coenaete ¢
Hamu nocne)?”

“That’s depend (aTo 3aBucuT = cmoTps no obctoaTenscTeam),” Max said. “That’s one of
those things you never know at the time (310 ogHa 13 BeLlen, KOTopble HUKOrAa He
3Haelb B JaHHOe BpeMd = 3apaHee)."

George looked up the clock. It was a quarter past six (4eTBepTb nocne wectn =
yeTBepTb ceabMoro). The door from the street opened (aBepb ¢ ynuubl oTkpbinace). A
street-car motorman came in (BoLuen TpamBanHbIA BOXKATLIN).

“Hello, George,” he said. “Can | get supper (noyxnHaTb MOXHO: «MOry A NoJy4nUTb
YXKUH»)?”

“Sam’s gone out (Bbiwen),” George said. “He’ll be back in about half an hour (oH
BEPHETCSA NPUMEPHO Yepes nonyaca).”

“I'd better go up the street (9, noxanyn, ny4iwe novay BBepx rno ynvue = rnovay ewie
Kyaa-Hnbyab),” the motorman said. George looked at the clock. It was twenty minutes

past six.
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“That was nice (aTo 6bino cnasHo /npogenaxo/), bright boy,” Max said. “You’re a regular
little gentleman (HacTosLWMN ManeHbKkNn JKeHTenbMeH).”
“He knew I'd blow his head off (oH 3Han, 4To 9 emy ronoBy cHecy = npocTpernto; fo blow
— dyms),” Al said from the kitchen.
“No,” said Max. “It ain’t that (He noaTtomy, He B aTom geno). Bright boy is nice. He's a

nice boy. | like him (oH mHe HpaBuTca).”

George looked up at the clock.

“If anybody comes in you tell them the cook is off, and if they keep after it, you
tell them you’ll go back and cook yourself. Do you get that, bright boy?”

“All right,” George said. “What you going to do with us afterward?”

“That’s depend,” Max said. “That’s one of those things you never know at the

time."

George looked up the clock. It was a quarter past six. The door from the street
opened. A street-car motorman came in.

“Hello, George,” he said. “Can | get supper?”

“Sam’s gone out,” George said. “He’ll be back in about half an hour.”

“I'd better go up the street,” the motorman said. George looked at the clock. It

was twenty minutes past six.

“That was nice, bright boy,” Max said. “You’re a regular little gentleman.”

“He knew I'd blow his head off,” Al said from the kitchen.

“No,” said Max. “It ain’t that. Bright boy is nice. He’s a nice boy. | like him.”

depend [di'pend] regular [ regjuld]

At six-fifty-five (B wectb /vacos/ nateaecat natb) George said: “He’s not coming (oH He
npuaer).”

Two other people had been in the lunch-room (aBoe gpyrux nogen nobeiBanu B
3akyco4Homn). Once (oauH pa3) George had gone out to the kitchen and made a ham-
and-egg sandwich “to go” (Ha BbIHOC) that a man wanted to take with him (koTopbin
yernoBek XoTen B3ATb ¢ cobon). Inside the kitchen he saw Al (BHYyTpU KyxH1 OH yBUAEN
ana), his derby hat tipped back (ero koTtenok /6bin/ caBuHyT Hasag; fo tip —
HaKroHsame/cs/; 3anpokudbieamscsi), sitting on a stool beside the wicket (cugawmm Ha
TabypeTe Boane okoweyka) with the muzzle (c gynom; muzzle — mopda; dyno) of of a

sawed-off shotgun (oTnunexHoro pyxbsa = obpesa) resting (nexaiumm, nokosLwmmcs) on
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the ledge (Ha nnaHke, kpato /okowweyka/). Nick and the cook were back in the corner (B
yrny), a towel tied in each of their mouths (nonoteHue, 3aBa3aHHOe = 3aTKHYTOE B
KaXkQoM 13 ux pToB = BO pTY Y kaxgoro). George had cooked the sandwich, wrapped it
up in oiled paper (3aBepHyn ero B nepraMeHTHyt0 Bymary; oil — pacmumernbHoe unu
MUHeparibHoe Macrio; oiled — npornumaHHbIU MacrioM, npomMacrieHHbIU), put it in a bag
(monoxwun ero B naket), brought it in (BbIHEC M3 KyxHW, 3aHeC B KOMHaTY), and the man
had paid for it (3annaTtun 3a Hero) and gone out.
“Bright boy can do everything (Bce ymeeT: «moxeT genatb Bce»),” Max said. “He can
cook and everything. You'd make some girl a nice wife (Tbl 661 caenan kakyt-H1byab
AEBYLLKY CNaBHOW XXEHOW = NoBe3no Teoen byayuien xeHe), bright boy.”
“Yes?” George said. “Your friend (Baw gpyr), Ole Andreson, isn’t going to come (He
npunaer).”
“We’ll give him ten minutes (Mbl 4agum emy gecate MUHYT),” Max said.
Max watched the mirror and the clock. The hands of the clock marked seven o’clock
(cTpernku yacos nokasanu cemb), and then five minutes past seven (a 3atem natb

MWHYT NOcne ceMn = NATb MUHYT BOCbMOrO).

At six-fifty-five George said: “He’s not coming.”

Two other people had been in the lunch-room. Once George had gone out to the
kitchen and made a ham-and-egg sandwich “to go” that a man wanted to take
with him. Inside the kitchen he saw Al, his derby hat tipped back, sitting on a
stool beside the wicket with the muzzle of of a sawed-off shotgun resting on the
ledge. Nick and the cook were back in the corner, a towel tied in each of their
mouths. George had cooked the sandwich, wrapped it up in oiled paper, putitin a
bag, brought it in, and the man had paid for it and gone out.

“Bright boy can do everything,” Max said. “He can cook and everything. You'd
make some girl a nice wife, bright boy.”

“Yes?” George said. “Your friend, Ole Andreson, isn’t going to come.”

“We’ll give him ten minutes,” Max said.

Max watched the mirror and the clock. The hands of the clock marked seven

o’clock, and then five minutes past seven.

“Come on (ga nagHo, gaean), Al,” said Max. “We better go. He’s not coming.”

Mynvmusazvixosou npoexm Unvu @panka www.franklang.ru 15




16
“Better give him five minutes,” Al said from the kitchen.
In the five minutes a man came in, and George explained that the cook was sick
(06BACHMN, Y4TO NoBap Gonex).
“Why don’t you get another cook (no4emy e Bbl He BO3bMeTe Apyroro nosapa)?” the
man asked.
“Aren’t you running a lunch-counter (pa3Be Bbl He Aepxute 3akyco4Hyto)?” He went out.
“Come on, Al,” Max said.
“What about (a 4yTo HacuerT, a kak c¢) the two bright boys and the nigger?”
“The’re all right (nycTb nUx: «OHM B Nnopsiake, HopMarnbHO»).”
“You think so (Tbl Tak nonaraewws)?”
“Sure. We're through with it (3geck yxe Bce /3akoH4YeHO/: «Mbl /ye/ CKBO3b, Yepes
aToR).”
‘I don't like it (mHe aTo He HpaBuTcs),” said Al. It's sloppy (HeuncTas paboTa; slop —
)KUOKas epsidb; sloppy — MOKpbIMbIU fyxamu,; Hepswnuebil, HebpexHbil). You talk too
much (Tbl cnuwkom mMHoro 6ontaewsb).”
“Oh, what the hell,” said Max. “We got to keep amused, haven’t we?”
“You talk too much, all the same (Bce paBHo),” Al said. He came out from the kitchen.
The cut-off barrels of the shotgun (o6pesaHHble cTBOMbI pyx¢bsi) made a slight bulge
(menanwu nerkyto BoeinyknocTsb) under the waist of his too tight-fitting overcoat (nog
Tanven = Ha Boky ero cnuwkom y3koro nanbto). He straightened his coat (oH ogepHyn
csoe naneTto) with his gloved hands.
“So long (npowan, noka), bright boy,” he said to George. “You got a lot of luck (Beset
Tebe: «mmeelb MHOro ygauu, 6onbLuyto yaady»).”
“That’s the truth (aTo npaBaa),” Max said. You ought to play the races (te6e Hago 6bl
urpaTb Ha ckadkax), bright boy.”
The two of them went out the door. George watched them, through the window, pass
under the arc-light (kak oHn npownu noa /gyroBeivM/ hoHapem; arc — /anekmpuyeckas/
dyea) and cross the street (n nepeceknu ynuuy). In their tight overcoats and derby hats
they looked like a vaudeville team (Ha BogeBunbHYO KOMaHAy, Ha aCTpagHyo napy).
George went back through the swinging-door (4epes BpaLljatoLLytocs, AByCTBOPYATYHO,
OTKpbIBatoLLyCca B 06e cTopoHbl ABepb) into the kitchen and untied (passsasan) Nick

and the cook.

“Come on, Al,” said Max. “We better go. He’s not coming.”

“Better give him five minutes,” Al said from the kitchen.
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In the five minutes a man came in, and George explained that the cook was sick.
“Why don’t you get another cook?” the man asked.
“Aren’t you running a lunch-counter?” He went out.
“Come on, Al,” Max said.
“What about the two bright boys and the nigger?”
“The’re all right.”
“You think so?”
“Sure. We’re through with it.”
“l don’t like it,” said Al. It’s sloppy. You talk too much.”
“Oh, what the hell,” said Max. “We got to keep amused, haven’t we?”
“You talk too much, all the same,” Al said. He came out from the kitchen. The cut-
off barrels of the shotgun made a slight bulge under the waist of his too tight-
fitting overcoat. He straightened his coat with his gloved hands.
“So long, bright boy,” he said to George. “You got a lot of luck.”
“That’s the truth,” Max said. You ought to play the races, bright boy.”
The two of them went out the door. George watched them, through the window,
pass under the arc-light and cross the street. In their tight overcoats and derby
hats they looked like a vaudeville team. George went back through the swinging-
door into the kitchen and untied Nick and the cook.

vaudeville [ vaudovil]

“l don’t want any more of that (9 He xo4y BonbLie Hu4Yero NnogoBbHOro = ¢ MeHs
O0BONbLHO),” said Sam, the cook. “I don’t want any more of that.”

Nick stood up (Bctarn). He had never had a towel in his mouth before (oH Hukorga
paHbLLE HEe NMen NooTeHLa BO PTY).

“Say (nocnywan: «ckaxmn»),” he said. “What the hell?” He was trying to swagger it off
(OH MblTancsa oTMaxHyTbCs OT 3TOro /0T NpoucLleaLero/, caenatb BUA, YTO eMy BCe
Huno4veMm; to swagger — pacxaxusamb C 8aXXHbIM 8UOOM; Y8aHUMbLCS; X8acmameb).
“They were going to kill Ole Andreson,” George said. “They were going to shoot him
(oHM cobupanuck 3acTtpenuTb ero) when he came in to eat.”

“Ole Andreson?”

“Sure.”

The cook felt the corners of his mouth with his thumbs (noTtporan yrnel ceoero pta

6onbwumMmn nansuamm; to feel — yygcmeosame, owyrnbieams).
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“They all gone?” he asked.
“Yeah,” said George. “They’re gone now (oHu Tenepb BCe yLwinm).”
‘I don't like it,” said the cook. “I don’t like any of it at all.”
“Listen,” George said to Nick. “You better go see Ole Andreson.”
“All right.”
“You better not have anything to do with it at all (ny4ywe He cBa3bIBancs: «He nmen
HWKaKoro gerna c atum Bcem»),” Sam, the cook, said. “You better stay way out of it
(Nyywe gepxmcb noganblle OT 3TOro: «0CTaBancs NpPoYb, BHE 3TOro»).”
“‘Don’t go if you don’t want to (He xogu, ecnu He xo4elws),” George said.
“Mixing up in this (BMeLLMBasicb B 3TO, BMeLLATENLCTBO B 3T0) ain’t going to get you
anywhere (HuKyaa Tebs He npuBedeT = HU K YeMy XopoLueMmy He npueegeT),” the cook
said. “You stay out of it.”
“I'll go see him,” Nick said to George. “Where does he live (roe oH xuBeT)?”
The cook turned away (oTBepHYyncs).
“Little boys always know what they want to do (ManeHbkne mManb4Ynky BCceraga 3HatoT,
4YTO OHU XOTAT Aenats),” he said.
“He lives up (BBepx no ynuue) at Hirsch’s rooming-house (B MebnmpoBaHHbIX KOMHaTax
Xunpuw),” George said to Nick.
“I'll go up there.”

“l don’t want any more of that,” said Sam, the cook. “l don’t want any more of
that.”

Nick stood up. He had never had a towel in his mouth before.

“Say,” he said. “What the hell?” He was trying to swagger it off.

“They were going to kill Ole Andreson,” George said. “They were going to shoot
him when he came in to eat.”

“Ole Andreson?”

“Sure.”

The cook felt the corners of his mouth with his thumbs.

“They all gone?” he asked.

“Yeah,” said George. “They’re gone now.”

“l don’t like it,” said the cook. “l don’t like any of it at all.”

“Listen,” George said to Nick. “You better go see Ole Andreson.”

“All right.”
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“You better not have anything to do with it at all,” Sam, the cook, said. “You
better stay way out of it.”
“Don’t go if you don’t want to,” George said.
“Mixing up in this ain’t going to get you anywhere,” the cook said. “You stay out
of it.”
“I'll go see him,” Nick said to George. “Where does he live?”
The cook turned away.
“Little boys always know what they want to do,” he said.
“He lives up at Hirsch’s rooming-house,” George said to Nick.

“I'll go up there.”

thumb [OAmM]

Outside the arc-light shone through the bare branches of a tree (Ha ynuue gyroson
doHapb cBeTun ckBo3b ronibie BeTkn gepesa). Nick walked up the street beside the car-
tracks (Boane TpamBanHbix nyTen) and turned at the next arc-light down a side-street (1
CBepHyn y crieaytoulero ooHaps B 60koByto ynuuy, B nepeynok). Three houses up the
street (4epes Tpu goma) was Hirsch’s rooming-house. Nick walked up the two steps
(nogHancs Ha age ctyneHbkun) and pushed the bell (v Hagaswn kHomnky 3BOHKA). A
woman came to the door.

“Is Ole Andreson here?”

‘Do you want to see him?”

“Yes, if he’s in (ecnv oH goma).”

Nick followed the woman up a flight of stairs (nocnegosan 3a »eHLUMHON BBEPX MO
nponety nectHuubl) and back to the end of a corridor. She knocked on the door (oHa
nocTty4yana B ABepb).

“Who is it (kTo Tam: «KTO aTO»)?”

“It's somebody to see you (TyT Bac crnpalumBaloT: «KTO-TO K Bam»), Mr. Andreson,” the
woman said.

“It's Nick Adams.”

“‘Come in.”

Nick opened the door and went into the room. Ole Andreson was lying on the bed
(nexxan Ha kposatu) with all his clothes on (ogeTtein: «c ogexgon Ha Hem»). He had
been a heavyweight prize-fighter (bokcepom-Tsxkenosecom; heavy — msixernsiu; weight

— g8ec; prize — Hazgpaoa, npemus; to fight — Opamscs, 6umescs) and he was too long for
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the bed (crnvwkom anvHHbIM Ansa kposaTn). He lay with his head on two pillows (c

rorioBon Ha Asyx nogylukax). He did not look at Nick.

Outside the arc-light shone through the bare branches of a tree. Nick walked up
the street beside the car-tracks and turned at the next arc-light down a side-
street. Three houses up the street was Hirsch’s rooming-house. Nick walked up
the two steps and pushed the bell. A woman came to the door.

“Is Ole Andreson here?”

“Do you want to see him?”

“Yes, if he’s in.”

Nick followed the woman up a flight of stairs and back to the end of a corridor.
She knocked on the door.

“Who is it?”

“It’s somebody to see you, Mr. Andreson,” the woman said.

“It’s Nick Adams.”

“Come in.”

Nick opened the door and went into the room. Ole Andreson was lying on the bed
with all his clothes on. He had been a heavyweight prize-fighter and he was too
long for the bed. He lay with his head on two pillows. He did not look at Nick.

heavy [hevi] weight [welt]

“What was it (B yem geno: «4to ato 6bino»)?” he asked.

‘I was up at Henry’s,” Nick said, “and two fellows came in (npuwwnun gBa napHs, Tuna)
and tied me and the cook, and they said they were going to kill you.”

It sounded silly when he said it (npo3By4ano, 3By4ano rnyno, korga oH aTo ckasan). Ole
Andreson said nothing.

“George thought | better come and tell you about it (>xopax nogyman, 4To MHe ny4ile
npuaTu U ckasatb Bam 06 atom).”

“There isn’t anything | can do about it (s H14Yero He mory nogenatb ¢ atum),” Ole
Andreson said.

“I'll tell you what they were like (kak OHV BbIrnagenu: «Ha YTo OHU ObInv MOXoxm»).”

‘I don’t want to know (s He xo4y 3HaTb) what they were like,” Ole Andreson said. He
looked at the wall (Ha cTeHy). “Thanks for coming to tell me about it (cnacn6o, 4to

npuLien pacckasaTb MHe 06 aTom).”
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“That’s all right (He cTouT /6narogapHocTu/: «3T0 B nopsaake»).”
Nick looked at the big man lying on the bed.
“Don’t you want me to go and see the police (He xoTuTe, 4TOOLI 1 CXOAMN U 3aABUI B
nonuuunio)?”
“No,” Ole Andreson said. “That wouldn’t do any good (3To 6ecnonesHo: «3To He
caenano 6bl HUYero xopowuero»).”
“Isn’t there something | could do (ecTb TyT 4TO-HUBYAB, 4TO BbI 8 MOr caenatb = MOry s
4yem-HMbyab NomMoYb)?”
“No. There ain’t anything to do.”
“Maybe it was just a bluff (moxeT 6bITb, 3TO 6bIN NpocTo obmaH, bned).”
“No. It ain’t just a bluff.”
Ole Andreson rolled over (nepesepHyncs: «nepekatuncs») toward the wall (k ctene), “I
just can’t make up my mind (s npocTo He mory peLlnTbed, cobpateea ¢ gyxom) to go out
(BbIiTK). | been in here all day (s 66111 34ecb BHYTpUY LENbIN OeHb).”
“Couldn’t you get out of town (He mornu 6kl Bbl yexaTb 13 ropoga)?”
“No,” Ole Andreson said. “I'm through with all that running around (s nokoH4Ks co Bcen
aTon BGeroTHen: «beraHbeM BOKPYr, NOBCOAY»).”
He looked at the wall.
“There ain’t anything to do now.”
“Couldn’t you fix it up some way (He mornv 6kl Bbl 3TO ynaanTb Kak-Hnbyap; to fix —
yKpernumas, MoYyuHuUms)?”
“No. | got in wrong (s caenan owmnbky, BNvMN = TeNepb y>Xe NO34HO; Wrong — He8EepHbIU,
HenpasunbHbIt).” He talked in the same flat voice (oH roBopun Tem e nnockum =
yHbINbIM rorniocom). “There ain’t anything to do. After a while (4epes HekoTopoe Bpemsi)
I'll make up my mind to go out.”
“I better go back and see George,” Nick said.
“So long,” said Ole Andreson. He did not look toward Nick. “Thanks for coming around

(cnacubo, 4to 3awen).”

“What was it?” he asked.

“l was up at Henry’s,” Nick said, “and two fellows came in and tied me and the
cook, and they said they were going to kill you.”

It sounded silly when he said it. Ole Andreson said nothing.

“George thought | better come and tell you about it.”

“There isn’t anything | can do about it,” Ole Andreson said.
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“Ill tell you what they were like.”
“l don’t want to know what they were like,” Ole Andreson said. He looked at the
wall. “Thanks for coming to tell me about it.”
“That’s all right.”
Nick looked at the big man lying on the bed.
“Don’t you want me to go and see the police?”
“No,” Ole Andreson said. “That wouldn’t do any good.”
“Isn’t there something | could do?”
“No. There ain’t anything to do.”
“Maybe it was just a bluff.”
“No. It ain’t just a bluff.”
Ole Andreson rolled over toward the wall, “l just can’t make up my mind to go
out. | been in here all day.”
“Couldn’t you get out of town?”
“No,” Ole Andreson said. “I’'m through with all that running around.”
He looked at the wall.
“There ain’t anything to do now.”
“Couldn’t you fix it up some way?”
“No. | got in wrong.” He talked in the same flat voice. “There ain’t anything to do.
After a while I'll make up my mind to go out.”
“l better go back and see George,” Nick said.
“So long,” said Ole Andreson. He did not look toward Nick. “Thanks for coming

around.”

police [pad'li:s]]

Nick went out. As he shut the door he saw Ole Andreson with all his clothes on, lying on
the bed looking at the wall.

“He’s been in his room all day,” the landlady said downstairs (ckasana xo3sika komHaT
BHU3Y /necTtHuubl/). “I guess he don’t feel well (a gymato, yxx He 3abonen nu: «oH He
4YyBCTBYET ceba xopoLloy; to guess — yeadbieame,; ripednonazams). | said to him: ‘Mr.
Andreson, you ought to go out and take a walk (Bam Hago Gbl BEINTU U NPOrynNATLCA:
«B3ATb = caenartb nporyriky») on a nice fall day like this (B Takon npekpacHbI OCEHHUI
Aexb),” but he didn’t feel like it (emy He 3axoTenocs).”

“He doesn’t want to go out (oH He xo4eT BbIXoaUTb N3 omy).”
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“I'm sorry he don’t feel well (MHe anb, 4YTO OH YyBCTBYET cebs HeBaxxHO),” the woman
said. “He’s an awfully nice man (yxacHo cnasHbIi Yenosek). He was in the ring (oH 6bin
Ha puHre = 6bin Bokcepom), you know.”
“I know it.”
“You'd never know it (HuKkorga ©bl He goragaTthCs: Bbl Obl HAKOr4a 3TOrO HE y3Hanu)
except from the way his face is (3a uckno4eHnem, kpome Kak no ToOMy, KakoBO ero
nnuo),” the woman said. They stood talking just inside the street door (oHu cTosanu,
pasroBapusas, NpAMo B ABepu Ha ynuuy). “He’s just as gentle (HacToNbKO OH MSArKUN,
KpOTKUR).”
“Well, good-night (npowante, gobporo Beyepa, Houu), Mrs. Hirsch,” Nick said.
“I'm not Mrs. Hirsch,” the woman said. “She owns the place (oHa Bnageet atum
mecTom). | just look after it for her (a npocTo npucmaTtpusato 3a HUM Ans Hee). I'm Mrs.
Bell.”
“Well, good-night, Mrs. Bell,” Nick said.

“Good-night,” the woman said.

Nick went out. As he shut the door he saw Ole Andreson with all his clothes on,
lying on the bed looking at the wall.

“He’s been in his room all day,” the landlady said downstairs. “l guess he don’t
feel well. | said to him: ‘Mr. Andreson, you ought to go out and take a walk on a
nice fall day like this,” but he didn’t feel like it.”

“He doesn’t want to go out.”

“I’'m sorry he don’t feel well,” the woman said. “He’s an awfully nice man. He was
in the ring, you know.”

“l know it.”

“You’d never know it except from the way his face is,” the woman said. They
stood talking just inside the street door. “He’s just as gentle.”

“Well, good-night, Mrs. Hirsch,” Nick said.

“I'm not Mrs. Hirsch,” the woman said. “She owns the place. | just

look after it for her. I’'m Mrs. Bell.”

“Well, good-night, Mrs. Bell,” Nick said.

“Good-night,” the woman said.

guess [ges]
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Nick walked up the dark street to the corner under the arc-light (npowuen no TemHon
ynuue go yrna nog goHapem), and then along the car-tracks to Henry’s eating house.
George was inside, back of the counter.
“Did you see Ole?”
“Yes,” said Nick. “He’s in his room and he won’t go out.”
The cook opened the door from the kitchen when he heard Nick’s voice.
“l don’t even listen to it (9 gaxe He cnywato 3710),” he said and shut the door.
“Did you tell him about it?” George asked.
“Sure. | told him but he knows what it’s all about.”
“What's he going to do?”
“Nothing.”
“They’ll kill him.”
“l guess they will.”
“He must have not mixed up in something in Chicago (emy He Hago 6bIno BNyThIBaTLCA
BO YTO-TO TaM B Yukaro).”
“l guess so (nonarato, 4to Tak),” said Nick.
“It's a hell of a thing (ckBepHoe: «agckoe» geno; hell — ad).”
“It's an awful thing,” Nick said.
They did not say anything. George reached down for a towel (gqoctan nonorteHue:
«MNOTAHYIICA BHU3 3a nosioteHuem») and wiped the counter (v BbITep CTONKY).
‘I wonder what he did (MHTepecHo, 4TO e oH Takoe cgenan)?” Nick said.
“‘Double-crossed somebody (nepexutpun, oboLuen Koro-to, nepebexan Komy-To
popory). That’s what they kill them for (BoT 3a 4TO OHM KX yBMBAKOT = UMEHHO 3a 3TO
06bI4HO ybusator).”
“I'm going to get out of this town (s yeay, xoten 6bl, cobupatock yexatb U3 3TOro
ropoga),” Nick said.
“Yes,” said George. “That’s a good thing to do (310 xopoLo 6bl: «3TO XopoLlasa WTyka =
XopoLuo 6bl Tak caenatby).”
“l can’t stand (s He mory BeIHecTn, TepneTs) to think about him waiting in the room
(korga nogymato, kak oH »xaet B komHaTe) and knowing he’s going to get it (1 3HaeT, yTO
MONYYUT 3TO = YTO C HUM KOH4YEHO). It's too damned awful (3TO y>KacHO: «3TO CrIMLLKOM
YEepPTOBCKU: «MPOKIMSATO» Y>KaCHO»).”

“Well,” said George, “you better not think about it (a TelI ny4ywe He gyman o6 aTtom).”
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Nick walked up the dark street to the corner under the arc-light, and then along
the car-tracks to Henry’s eating house. George was inside, back of the counter.
“Did you see Ole?”
“Yes,” said Nick. “He’s in his room and he won’t go out.”
The cook opened the door from the kitchen when he heard Nick’s voice.
“l don’t even listen to it,” he said and shut the door.
“Did you tell him about it?” George asked.
“Sure. | told him but he knows what it’s all about.”
“What’s he going to do?”
“Nothing.”
“They’ll kill him.”
“l guess they will.”
““He must have not mixed up in something in Chicago.”
“l guess so,” said Nick.
“It’s a hell of a thing.”
“It’s an awful thing,” Nick said.
They did not say anything. George reached down for a towel and wiped the
counter.
“l wonder what he did?” Nick said.
“Double-crossed somebody. That’s what they kill them for.”
“I’'m going to get out of this town,” Nick said.
“Yes,” said George. “That’s a good thing to do.”
“l can’t stand to think about him waiting in the room and knowing he’s going to
get it. It's too damned awful.”

“Well,” said George, “you better not think about it.”
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