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And when Rachel saw that she bare Jacob no children,
Rachel envied her sister; and said unto Jacob, Give me children,
or else 1 die. And Jacob’s anger was kindled against Rachel;
and he said, Am I in God’s stead, who bath withheld from thee
the fruit of the womb? And she said, Behold my maid Bilhah,
go in unto her; and she shall bear upon my knees, that 1 may
also have children by her.

Genesis, 30:1—3

But as to myself, having been wearied out for many years
with offering vain, idle, visionary thoughts, and at length
utterly despairing of success, 1 fortunately fell upon this pro-
posal...

Jonathan Swift, A Modest Proposal

In the desert there is no sign that says, Thou shaft not eat
stones.
Sufi proverb



IToceawaemcsa Mapu Yabcmep
u ITeppu Munnepy*

U yBupesna Paxmib, uTOo OHa He poxxpaer nereiri Vaxomy,
u mo3aBHJoBasia Paxuib cecTpe cBoeit, u ckaszasia MakoBy: mait
MHe JeTel, a ecau He TaK, A yMUPAIo.

WaxoB pasrHeBasicss Ha Paxwuib u ckasan: passe a Bor, Ko-
TOPBIH He maJ Tebe maIoma upesa?

OHa cKasaJjia: BOT CIysKaHKa Mos BaJia; BoWau K Heil; MyCcTh
OHa POAUT HA KOJIEHU MOMU, UYTOOBI U A MMeJia AeTell OT Hee.

Bumue, 30:1—3

Yrto 1o MeHs, TO, IPUTOMUBIINCH 38 MHOTHE T'OJAbl BHICKA-
3bIBATh OECCMBICJIEHHBIE, TINETHbIE, HECOLITOUHBIE CY/KICHUA
U B KOHIle KOHIIOB PEIIUTEJbHO HOTEPAB Bepy B ycIeX, fA, IO
CUACTUIO, OCEHEH OBLI CUM IIPEIJIOKEHNEM...

Iaconaman Ceugpm. Ckpomroe npednoxcernue?

Het B IIyCTBIHE 3HAKa, UTO I'OBOPUT: U HE BKYCH KaMHel.

Cydguiickas npumya

1Mospu VYoabcrep (B geBuuectBe Puss, ox. 1626—1696) —
ogHa M3 KOHHEKTUKYTCKUX mpenkoB Mapraper I9tsyn. B 1683 r.
IIpeacrana mepex cygoM 1o OOBUHEHHWIO B KOJAOBCTBE, ObLIa
ompaBgaHa, OLHAKO BIIOCJIEJCTBUHM OKA3ajach KePTBOHM caMocyna:
B 1685 r. MecTHas MOJIOJEKb IIOMBITAJIACh IIOBECUTH «BEIbMY»,
a 3aTeM IIOXOPOHUJIA €€ B CHery; To u apyroe Mapu Yabcrep mepesxu-
na.Illeppu Muaaep (1905—1963) — amepuKaHCKUI UCTOPUK,
npodeccop I'apBapAckoro yHHBepCHUTETa, IO YbUM DPYKOBOJICTBOM
ItByn B Hauajse 1960-x nsyuasa ncropuio AMepUKU BOOOIe U PaH-
Hee IIyPUTAHCTBO B YACTHOCTU. — 3decdh u daJjiee npum. nepesodyuKa.

2 B carupuyeckoMm nmaMmduieTe aHMIUICKOro nucareis [xoHara-
Ha Ceudra «CKpOMHOE IPEAJIOKEeHNEe KaCaeMO TOr0, KAK BOCIPEIIAT-
CTBOBATh OeAHANKUM AeTaM B Vpiauauu ctaTh 00y30H POAUTEIAM
WU CTpaHe, a PaBHO O TOM, KaK M3BJI€Yb U3 [JeTel CUX IO0Jb3Y JJIs
oburectBa» (1729) aBTop mpejpJaraer peuath mpobsemy OegHOCTH
Wpnauauu nyTeM IoefaHUs UPIaHICKUX MJIAJEHIEB.



. Night

Chapter 1

e slept in what had once been the gymnasium.

The floor was of varnished wood, with stripes and
circles painted on it, for the games that were formerly
played there; the hoops for the basketball nets were still
in place, though the nets were gone. A balcony ran around
the room, for the spectators, and I thought I could smell,
faintly like an afterimage, the pungent scent of sweat,
shot through with the sweet taint of chewing gum and
perfume from the watching girls, felt-skirted as I knew
from pictures, later in mini-skirts, then pants, then in
one earring, spiky green-streaked hair. Dances would
have been held there; the music lingered, a palimpsest
of unheard sound, style upon style, an undercurrent of
drums, a forlorn wail, garlands made of tissue-paper
flowers, cardboard devils, a revolving ball of mirrors,
powdering the dancers with a snow of light.

There was old sex in the room and loneliness, and ex-
pectation, of something without a shape or name. I re-
member that yearning, for something that was always
about to happen and was never the same as the hands
that were on us there and then, in the small of the back,
or out back, in the parking lot, or in the television room
with the sound turned down and only the pictures flick-
ering over lifting flesh.

We yearned for the future. How did we learn it, that
talent for insatiability? It was in the air; and it was still
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|. Houb

maBsa 1

CHMH MBI B OBIBIIIEM cmopT3aje. JIakumpoBaHHBIE II0-
JIOBUIIBI, HAa HUX KPYT'¥d U IOJIOCHI — JJIA UTP, B KO-
TOpbIE 3IeCh UrPAIW KOTga-To; 0acKeTOOJbHBIE KOJbIIA
0 cUX IIOp Ha MecTe, TOJBKO ceToK Her. Ilo mepume-
Tpy — OaJIKOH AJIA 3pUTeJel, U, KaXKeTcd, s yJIaBJIuBa-
Ja — CMYTHO, IIOCJIECBEUEHNEM, — €NKYyI0 BOHb IIOTa CO
CJIaAKUM IYIIKOM KeBaTeJIbHOM Pe3uHKU U mapdioma ae-
BOUEK-3PUTEJIbHUI] B I00KaX-KOJOKOJaxX — A BUAeJa Ha
dororpadpuax, — moaz:Ke B MUHU-IO0OKaX, IIOTOM B OpIo-
KaxX, IIOTOM C OJHOM CEPEeKKOA M 3eJIEHBIMU MHPAIKAMU
B KOJIIOUMX IIPpUUYECKaX. 371eCh TaHIIeBaJIN; My3bIKa COXpa-
HUJIaCh — ITAJIMMIICECT HECJILIXaHHBLIX 3BYKOB, CTHJIb Ha
cTuie, IMOJBOSHOE TeUeHMe YAAPHBIX, TOPECTHHIN BOILIb,
TUPJASHIBI OyMaKHBIX IIBETOB, KAPTOHHBIE UePTUKU, KPY-
rOBePTh 3€PKAJBbHEBIX IIAPOB, UTO 3AaCBHIIAJIN TAHIIOPOB
CHeToIaJjoM CBeTa.

B zaje — mapeBHU ceKc, U OJUHOUYECTBO, U OKUAAHUE
TOr0, 4T0 6ec)OpMEHHO U 0e3BIMAHHO. S MOMHIO TOCKY
0 TOM, UTO BCeria Ha IIopore, Te JKe PYKHU JIU Ha HallluX Te-
JlaxX TaM U TOTZA, Ha CIIMHE WJIM 34 YbeH-TO CIMHON — Ha
CTOAHKAX, B TEJETOCTUHOM, Ile BHIKJIIOUEeH 3BYK U JIUIIb
Kaapbl MeJIbTeIlaT 10 B3IbIOJIEHHOH IIJIOTH.

Msr TockoBasu o Gyaymem. Kak MBI eMy Hay4uIuCh,
aToMy mapy HeHackITHOCTH? OHa BUTAaJa B BO3LYXE; U IIpe-
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Maprapet 3TBYA,

in the air, an afterthought, as we tried to sleep, in the
army cots that had been set up in rows, with spaces be-
tween so we could not talk. We had flannelette sheets,
like children’s, and army-issue blankets, old ones that
still said U. S. We folded our clothes neatly and laid
them on the stools at the ends of the beds. The lights
were turned down but not out. Aunt Sara and Aunt Eliz-
abeth patrolled; they had electric cattle prods slung on
thongs from their leather belts.

No guns though, even they could not be trusted with
guns. Guns were for the guards, specially picked from
the Angels. The guards weren’t allowed inside the build-
ing except when called, and we weren’t allowed out, ex-
cept for our walks, twice daily, two by two around the
football field which was enclosed now by a chain-link
fence topped with barbed wire. The Angels stood out-
side it with their backs to us. They were objects of fear
to us, but of something else as well. If only they would
look. If only we could talk to them. Something could be
exchanged, we thought, some deal made, some trade-off,
we still had our bodies. That was our fantasy.

We learned to whisper almost without sound. In the
semidarkness we could stretch out our arms, when the
Aunts weren’t looking, and touch each other’s hands
across space. We learned to lip-read, our heads flat on the
beds, turned sideways, watching each other’s mouths. In
this way we exchanged names, from bed to bed:

Alma. Janine. Dolores. Moira. June.



Pacckas CnyxaHku

OBbIBaJIa B HEM 3aII03AJION MBICIbIO, KOT/Ia MbI IILITAJINCH
YCHYTH B apMeiCcKNX KOMKax — psagaMu, Ha PacCTOAHUM,
yT00 He II0Jy4YajJoch pasroBapuBaTh. IlocTenbHOe Oeiibe
u3 dua”esera, KaK y JeTel, m apMelicKue ofmesa, CTa-
prvie, mo cux mop co mramom «C.III.A.». MbI akKypaTHO
CKJIQIBIBAJIY OZEXAYy Ha CTyabA B Horax. Cer mpuriy-
mmeH, Ho He notyiieH. IlarpyaupoBanu Terka Capa u Ter-
Ka dausaber; K KOKAHBIM IOSCAM y HUX HEIJIAJNCH Ha
peMeIIKax dJIeKTPoOuYIn.

Ho 6e3 opy:xua — gake UM He JOBEDPATU OPYKUA.
Opy:kre — A5 KapayJabHBIX, 0c000 M30pPaHHBIX AHTe-
a0B. KapayipHBIX He IyCKasu BHYTPb, €CIU UX HE 3Ba-
JI, — a Hac He BBIIYCKAJM, TOJIbKO Ha IPOTYJIKU, JBAK-
Il B I€Hb, ITapaMHU BOKPYT (PyTOOJHHOTO II0JIST; TEIIEPh €T0
00TAruBaJIa CeTKa, YBeHUYAaHHAsS KOJIOUEH IIPOBOJIOKOI.
AHresbl CTOAIN CHAPYXKHU, COMHAMU K HaM. MbI 60s/I1Ch
UX — HO He TOJbKO 60AIMCh. XOTh ObI OHU IIOCMOTPEJIH.
XoTh GBI MBI CMOTJIN IIOTOBOPUTEL. Moriu Ob ueM-HUOY b
o0MeHATbCA, AyMajau MBI, O YeM-HUOYAb YTOBOPUTHCAH,
3aKJIOUUTH CAEJIKY, ¥ HAC BeJb €ellle OCTAJIUCH HAIIIU TeJjia.
Tax MBI haHTa3UPOBAIU.

MpI HayYMINCH MLIENTATHCSA IMOYTH 06e33ByYHO. MBI
MPOTATUBAIN PYKU B MOJyTbMe, Korna TeTku oTBOpauu-
BaJINCh, MBI COIPUKACAJINICH IaJbI[aM{ Yepe3 IIyCTOTY.
Mpl HAYYMJIUCH YUTATH IO I'y0aM: IOBEPHYB T'OJIOBBI HA
MOAYIIKAX, MBI CMOTPEJIH APYT APYTry B poT. Tak MbI mepe-
IaBajau UMeHa — C KOMKHU Ha KOHUKY.

Anvma. I:xamnus. Jomopec. Moiipa. [[ixyH.



II. Shopping

Chapter 2

A chair, a table, a lamp. Above, on the white ceiling,
a relief ornament in the shape of a wreath, and in
the centre of it a blank space, plastered over, like the
place in a face where the eye has been taken out. There
must have been a chandelier, once. They’ve removed an-
ything you could tie a rope to.

A window, two white curtains. Under the window, a
window seat with a little cushion. When the window is
partly open — it only opens partly — the air can come in
and make the curtains move. I can sit in the chair, or on
the window seat, hands folded, and watch this. Sunlight
comes in through the window too, and falls on the floor,
which is made of wood, in narrow strips, highly polished.
I can smell the polish. There’s a rug on the floor, oval,
of braided rags. This is the kind of touch they like: folk
art, archaic, made by women, in their spare time, from
things that have no further use. A return to traditional
values. Waste not want not. I am not being wasted. Why
do I want?

On the wall above the chair, a picture, framed but
with no glass: a print of flowers, blue irises, watercol-
our. Flowers are still allowed. Does each of us have the
same print, the same chair, the same white curtains,
I wonder? Government issue?

Think of it as being in the army, said Aunt Lydia.

A bed. Single, mattress medium-hard, covered with
a flocked white spread. Nothing takes place in the bed
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Il. Mokynku

maBsa 2

CTy.TI, cros, jJamia. HaBepxy, Ha 6eioM IIOTOJIKE, —
pesibedHBIN OPHAMEHT, BEHOK, a B IIEHTPE ero 3allTy-
KaTypeHHad IIyCTOTa, CJIOBHO AbIpa HAa JIUIlE, OTKYy[a BbI-
"ysau rnas3. HaBepHoe, paHbIle Bucesa JOCTPa. YOUPAOT
BCE€, K UeMy BO3MOXKHO IIPUBSA3ATH BEPEBKY.

OxHo, aBe Oesnble 3aHaBecku. Ilog okHOM KaHalle ¢ Ma-
JIeHbKOU mogyirkoii. Korma oKHO IPHOTKPHITO — OHO BCET-
la TIPUOTKPBLIBaeTcs, He 6OJbllle, — BHYTPH JbETCSI BO3-
IyX, KOJBIIIYTCA 3aHaBecKu. MOKHO, CJI0KUB PYKHU, TIOCU-
IIeTh Ha CTyJIe WM Ha KaHale W IoHabaonaTsk. Yepes OKHO
JIbETCS U COJTHEUHBIN CBeT, ImaZaeT Ha AePeBAHHBIN IO —
y3KMe IOJIOBUIILI, HaapaeHHble IosuposeM. OH CHIBLHO
naxueT. Ha mosry KoBep — 0BaJIbHBIH, U3 JIOCKYTHBIX KOCH-
yek. OHU JTIOOAT TaKue IITPUIIKKA: HAPOAHbIE IIPOMBICIEI,
apxanka, CIeJIaHO MKEeHIUHAMY B CBOOOLHOE BpeMs U3 OII-
METKOB, KOTOpbIe 0oJIbllle He K UeMy IpucoocoouTsb. Bos-
BpaT K TPAAUIMOHHLIM I[eHHOCTAM. MOTOBCTBO 0 HYKIbI
nosegnet. S He BeIMoTaHa. OTuero s B Hy:Kzae?

Ha crene man cTyjioM penpoaykius B pame, HO 6e3
CTEKJIa: I[BETOYHELIN HATIOPMOPT, CHUHHE HPHUCHI, aKBa-
peisb. IIBeTHI ITOKA He 3ampelieHbl. IHTepecHo, y KaKIoi
13 Hac Takasd ke KapTUHKAa, TaKOU JKe CTYJ, TaKkue ke Oe-
Jble 3aHaBecKkn? Kasewunie mocTaBKI?

Cuwuraii, uTo THI B apMuu, ckasaua Terka JIugus.

Kposarb. OpHocmasbHas, cpegHell KeCTKOCTH Ma-
Tpac, 6eJjioe cTeraHoe MoKpbiBasao. Ha KpoBaTu HUUErO He
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Maprapet 3TBYA,

but sleep; or no sleep. I try not to think too much. Like
other things now, thought must be rationed. There’s a
lot that doesn’t bear thinking about. Thinking can hurt
your chances, and I intend to last. I know why there is no
glass, in front of the watercolour picture of blue irises,
and why the window only opens partly and why the glass
in it is shatterproof. It isn’t running away they’re afraid
of. We wouldn’t get far. It’s those other escapes, the
ones you can open in yourself, given a cutting edge.

So. Apart from these details, this could be a college
guest room, for the less distinguished visitors; or a room
in a rooming house, of former times, for ladies in re-
duced circumstances. That is what we are now. The cir-
cumstances have been reduced; for those of us who still
have circumstances. But a chair, sunlight, flowers: these
are not to be dismissed. I am alive, I live, I breathe, I put
my hand out, unfolded, into the sunlight. Where I am is
not a prison but a privilege, as Aunt Lydia said, who was
in love with either/or.

The bell that measures time is ringing. Time here is
measured by bells, as once in nunneries. As in a nunnery
too, there are few mirrors.

I get up out of the chair, advance my feet into the
sunlight, in their red shoes, flat-heeled to save the spine
and not for dancing. The red gloves are lying on the bed.
I pick them up, pull them onto my hands, finger by fin-
ger. Everything except the wings around my face is red:
the colour of blood, which defines us. The skirt is ankle-
length, full, gathered to a flat yoke that extends over
the breasts, the sleeves are full. The white wings too are
prescribed issue; they are to keep us from seeing, but
also from being seen. I never looked good in red, it’s not
my colour. I pick up the shopping basket, put it over my
arm.
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Pacckas CnyxaHku

TIPOUCXOJUT, TOJBKO COH; MM OeccoHHUIA. fI craparoch
MoMeHbIlle AyMaTb. MbIC/IU Telepb HaL0 HOPMUPOBATH,
Kak u MHOroe apyroe. Hemajso Takoro, o ueM aymaThb
HEBBIHOCHUMO. PasqyMbsA MOTYT IOAOPBAaThH IIAHCHI, a
HaMepeHa NIpoAep:KaTbcA. §1 3HaW, IIOYEeMY HET CTeKJa
mepes akBapeabHBIMU CUHUMU WPUCAMH, IIOYEMY OKHO
IIPUOTKPHIBAETCA JIUIIb UYTh-YyTh, IIOYEMY CTEKJIO IIPO-
TuBoyaapHoe. OHu He 11o6eroB 6osaTca. Jlaneko He yiigem.
Nupix cmacenuii — TexX, YTO OTKpPBIBaellb B cebe, ecau
HaWJeIb OCTPBIN Kpau.

Tak BoT. 3a BBIUETOM BTHX AeTajeil TyT 6bI MOT OBITH
MaHCUOH IPU KOJJIEAKe — MAJIs He CAMBIX BBICOKUX IO-
cTeii; WJM KOMHATA B MeOJIUpAIIKAaX MPEKHUX BPeMeH
[IJI [aM B CTECHEHHOM II0JIOJKeHWu. TaKOBBI MBI TEIephb.
Hawm crecHMIM TOJOKEHHE — TeM, y KOTO OHO BOOOIIe
ecTb. VI 0oHAKO COJIHITE, CTYJI, IIBETHI; OT 9TOTO HE OTMAaX-
HelbCcd. §1 }KuBa, { KUBY, A IBIIIY, BEITATUBAIO PACKDHI-
TYIO JIaJoHb Ha cBeT. Cre He Kapa, HO YeCTBOBaHUE, KaK
roBopua Terka Jlugusa, KoTopas oboKata «UJIU/UIN».

3BOHUT KOJIOKOJI, pasMevaoIluil BpeMs. Bpemsa 3mech
pasMeuaeTcsa KOJIOKOJIAMY, KaK HEKOT]a B JKEHCKUX MOHA-
CcThIpAX. VI, KaK B MOHACTBIPAX, 3J4ECHh MAaJIO 3€PKAaJI.

51 Bcraro co crysna, BELABUTAIO Ha COJIHI[E HOTH B Kpac-
HBIX Tydiuax 6e3 kabiayka — mobepeyb ITOBBOHOYHUK, He
A TaHIeB. KpacHble mepyaTKU BaJISIOTCA Ha KPOBAaTH.
Bepy ux, Hararmpaioo mnajer; 3a majbleM. Bce, Kpome
KPBLIBIIIEK BOKPYT JINIIA, KPAaCHOE: IIBET KPOBU, UTO HAC
ompenensier. CBoOOgHAA I00Ka IO IIMKOJIOTKY coOMpaer-
cd TOJ MJIOCKOU KOKEeTKOU, KOoTopasa 00XBaThIBAeT I'PY.Ib;
TIBINTHBIE PyKaBa. Bejble KPBLIBINIKY TOMKE 0053aTEIbHBI:
a0kl MBI He BUIENN, NA0LI He BUAeJU Hac. B KpacHOM s
BCerga HeBasKHO CMOTpeJiach, MHE OH He uzeT. bepy Kop-
BUHKY JJI IIOKYIIOK, HaJleBal0 Ha PYKY.
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Maprapet 3TBYA,

The door of the room — not my room, I refuse to say
my — is not locked. In fact it doesn’t shut properly. I go
out into the polished hallway, which has a runner down
the centre, dusty pink. Like a path through the forest,
like a carpet for royalty, it shows me the way. The carpet
bends and goes down the front staircase and I go with
it, one hand on the banister, once a tree, turned in an-
other century, rubbed to a warm gloss. Late Victorian,
the house is, a family house, built for a large rich family.
There’s a grandfather clock in the hallway, which doles
out time, and then the door to the motherly front sit-
ting room, with its fleshtones and hints. A sitting room
in which I never sit, but stand or kneel only. At the end
of the hallway, above the front door, is a fanlight of col-
oured glass: flowers, red and blue.

There remains a mirror, on the hall wall. If I turn
my head so that the white wings framing my face direct
my vision towards it, I can see it as I go down the stairs,
round, convex, a pier-glass, like the eye of a fish, and
myself in it like a distorted shadow, a parody of some-
thing, some fairytale figure in a red cloak, descending
towards a moment of carelessness that is the same as
danger. A Sister, dipped in blood.

At the bottom of the stairs there’s a hat-and-um-
brella stand, the bentwood kind, long rounded rungs of
wood curving gently up into hooks shaped like the open-
ing fronds of a fern. There are several umbrellas in it:
black, for the Commander, blue, for the Commander’s
Wife, and the one assigned to me, which is red. I leave
the red umbrella where it is, because I know from the
window that the day is sunny. I wonder whether or
not the Commander’s Wife is in the sitting room. She
doesn’t always sit. Sometimes I can hear her pacing back
and forth, a heavy step and then a light one, and the soft
tap of her cane on the dusty-rose carpet.

14



Pacckas CnyxaHku

JlBepsr B KOMHaTe — He B MOeHl KOMHAaTe, I OTKAa3bI-
BaloCh TOBOPUTL «Moeii» — He sameprta. OHa gaxe ToJ-
KOM He 3aTBopsAeTcsA. BBIX0KY B HaATepPTHINI KOPHUIOP, IIO
IEeHTPYy — T'PA3HO-PO30BasA KOBpOBas MoposkKa. CI0BHO
TPOIIMHKA B JieCy, CJIOBHO KOBep IIpeJ KOPOJIeBOii, OHa
YKasbIBaeT MHE IIyTh. [lOPOsKKa CBOpAaUUBAET, CIIyCKAETCSA
0 IapajHol JIECTHUIE, U A ABUTAI0Ch BMECTE ¢ Hell, OmHa
PYKa Ha mepujiaXx — KOTZAa-To ObLI JPEeBEeCHBIH CTBOJI, 00-
TOUEHHBIN B WHOM CTOJIETHM, BHITVIAKEHHBIN O TEILJIOrO
O0secka. [JoMm — MO3AHEBUKTOPUAHCKUM, CEMEMHBIN 0C00-
HSK, BBICTPOEH IJIA O0JIBIOM 6oraToii ceMbu. B Kopumope
HAIIOJIbHBIE NeIYIIKNHBI Yachl BEIAAIOT II0 KPOXaM BpeMsd,
a 3a HUMH ABePb B MAMOUYKWHBI ITapaJgHbIe TIOKOU, CILJIOIID
TeJIeCHOCTL U HaMeKu. Ilokou, rme HeT MHe IIOKOs: CTOIO
CTOJIOOM HJIM TPEKJOHSAI KojJieHa. B KOHIle Kopuaopa
HaJ mapagHoil ABEephI0 — IIOJYKPYIVIBIN BUTpaK: CUHUE
U KpacHbIe I[BEeTHI.

Tam ocrayioch 3epKaJio, B BecTuOIiojie HA cTeHe. Ecau
OBEPHYTH I'OJIOBY TAK, UTOOBI KPBLIBIIIKK, O0PAMJISIO-
e JIUI0, HATPAaBUJM B3I TyAa, s YBUXKY €ro, CIy-
CKafch IO JIECTHHUIE, KPYIVIOe, BBINYKJIOE PBIOOTIazoe
TPIOMO, U ce6s B HEM — KCKOBEePKaHHOU TeHbIO, Kapu-
KaTypoi, mapoaueil Ha CKa3o4YHOTO IIePCOHAaKa B KpoBa-
BOM ILJAllle, CHUCXOXKY K MI'HOBEHHUIO 0ECIIeUHOCTH, UTO
paBHOCHIbHA omacHOCTH. CecTpy OKYHYJIN B KPOBb.

Y nomgHOMKMA JIECTHUIBI — CTOMKA AJIA 30HTOB U IILJIAI,
THyTad, JIVHHbIE CKPYTIJIEHHbBIE fTePeBAHHBIE APYChI MAT-
KO m3rubaioTcs KPIOKaMH’, TOYHO IIAIIOPOTHUK pacmy-
ctuicA. B croiike souTuku: uepHbiii — Komaumopa, roay-
6oii — JKennr Komanmopa, u elne oguH, HpesHa3sHaAUEH-
HBIA MHe, KpacHbIi. fI ocTaBisi0 KpacHBINI 30HTHUK, TIe
OH eCThb, — CeTOJHsA COJIHEeUHO, A Bumeaa B okHo. A HKena
Komanmopa, unrepecso, B mokoax? Oua He Bcerga CUIUT
cuokoitHo. Ilopoii A cabllly, KaKk OHa pacxXasKUBaeT Tynaa-
cIolla, TAMEJBIH Iar, IOTOM JIETKUI, M TUXUH CTYK ee
TPOCTH II0 MBLIBHO-PO30BOMY KOBDY.
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