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Hoporue npy3bs!

Kax w3BecTHO, JydmIMii CIOCOO0 YYUTh WHOCTPAHHBIN
SI3BIK — 3TO YUTATh XYIOXECTBEHHYIO InTepaTypy. Ho urenue
JIOJDKHO OBITh HE TOJIBLKO MOJIE3HBIM, HO U YBJIEKATEIbHBIM.
IToaToMy MbI OTOOpanu I Bac JIydlliMe IIPOM3BEIEHUS
MUpPOBOI auTepaTypbl. B kHurax cepun Bilingua BeI Haitnére
afgarTMPOBAaHHBIE TEKCTHl IIPOM3BENCHMII Ha aHIJIMICKOM
SI3BIKE C ITapaIeJIbHBIM IIEPEBOIOM Ha pycCcKuii. B jomonHenue
K TEKCTaM JAI0TCS YIIPaXKHEHWS Ha IOHUMaHWe IIPOYNTaAHHOTO
C OTBETaMM M aHIJIO-PYCCKUIA CJIOBaph, B KOTOPOM BbI MOXKETE
YTOYHUTb 3HaYeHNEe KOHKPETHOTO CJIOBA.

Bce aHmmiickue TEKCTBI O3BYYE€HBI HOCHUTEISIMU SI3bIKa
1 aOCOJIIOTHO OecnaamHo OOCTYIIHBI Ha cailTe POCCHUMCKOI
nudpoBoii obpazoBatenbHOl 1atrdopmbl LECTA wnm
yepe3 Oecnaamuoe npunoxenne LECTA niust niaaHILeTOB U
KOMMBIOTEPOB Mo ynpaBieHueM Windows, Android n iOS.
YToOBI BOCHOJBL30BaThCS OECIUIATHBIM ayIUONPUIIOKEHUEM
HE00X0aUMO:

*  3aperucTpupoBaThcs Ha caifte https://lecta.ru/lingua
iy B ipunoxeHuu LECTA nist MOOMIBbHBIX YCTPOMCTB,

*  HaWTW ayIMOKYpC B 3JICKTPOHHOI (pOpMe B KaTajiore,

*  100aBUTH €T0 B CBOM MOPT(denb Ha MaTdopme.

Ilocne »TOro BB CMOXETe COBEPIIEHHO OECILIaTHO
HCIIOJIb30BaTh  ayAUOIIPWIOXEHHWE  OMHOBPEMEHHO  Ha
3 ycrpoiicTBax maxe 0e3 mogkiaodeHus K MHTepHeTy.

XKenaem ycnexon!
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nce upon a time there was a woman, and she

baked five pies. And when they came out of
the oven, they were very hard to eat. So she says
to her daughter:

“Daughter, put the pies on the shelf, and leave
them there a little, and they will come again.” That
is, the crust will become softer.

But the girl says to herself, “Well, if they come
again, I will eat them now.” And she ate them all.

Well, when supper-time came, the woman said,
“Go and get one of the pies. I think they came
again now.”

The girl went and looked, and there were only
dishes. So she comes back and says, “No, they did
not come again.”

“No?” says the mother.
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}I{I;'maﬁbma OZHA >KeHIMHA, U OAHAXXALI OHA MC-
eKJla IATb NUporoB. Ho Korjla OHM BBIILIA M3
MeYyu, eCcTb WX OBUIO OYeHb TpyAHO. [lo3TOMYy OHa
1 TOBOPUT CBOEU Jouepu:

— Jloyka, IOCTaBb MUPOrU Ha MOJKY U OCTaBb UX
TaM Ha HEKOTOPOE BpeMsi: OHU CHOBA ITOAOMAYT.
To ecTb KOpOYKa CTAHET MATYE.

Ho zeByIKa roBOpUT caMoi cebe: XOpOoIIo, eciu
OHU CHOBA MOJOU/YT, 1 UX celyac U cbeM. /1 oHa ux Bce
chena.

Tak, KOrZja HacTajao BpeMs y>KUHaA, )KeHIIIMHA CKa3a-
na:

— Crynail ¥ npuHecu nupor. fl aymaio, 4YTo OHU
CHOBA IIO/OIILTH.

JleByIITKa monuia ¥ MOCMOTpeJia — a TaM ObLIa TOJb-
Ko nocyzia. OHa BO3BpaljaeTcsa U TOBOPUT:

— Her, oHU eIllé He TOJOIILIN.

— HeTt? — crpamiBaeT Marts.
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“No,” says the daughter.

“Well,” said the woman, “T'll eat one for supper.”

“But you can't, if they didn’t come,” said the girl.

“But I can,” says she. “Go you, and bring the
best pie.”

“Best or worst,” says the girl, “I ate them all,
and you can’t eat the pie till it comes again.”

Well, the woman was very angry, and she took
her spinning to the door, and she began to sing:

“My daughter ate five, five pies today.

My daughter ate five, five pies today.”

The king was coming down the street, and he
heard her song. So he stopped and said:

“What were you singing, my good woman?”

The woman told him these other words, instead
of that:

“My daughter span five, five skeins today.
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— HeT, — OTBE€YaceT J0Yb.

— 4ro0 X, — CKasaja XeHIWHAa, — TOrZa s CbeM
OZIVH Ha Y>KVH.

— Ho TBI He MOXKelllb 3TOro caejiatb, BEAb OHU HE
IIOAOILIN, — CKa3aJia JE€BYIIIKA.

— Mory, — roBopur xeHiuyuHa. — CTynail u npu-
HECH JIYYIINU TUPOT.

— Jly4ymumii win XyAUIui, — FOBOPUT JeByIlIKa, —
HO A UX BCe Chejla, U Thl HE CMOXeIIb CheCThb IHPOT,

II0Ka OH CHOBA He IIOZ0HET.

JKenmuHa ouyeHs paccepauiach, B3sjia K IB€pU Ips-
’Ky U IIpUHAIACH NIeTh:

Mos fo4yKa cbesa CeroHs IIATb, ITATH IIUPOTOB.
Mos f09Ka chejia CeroJHs IMATh, IIATHb IINPOT'OB.

ITo yinune €xaja KOpoJib U yCIbIIIaa eé mnecHio. OH
OCTaHOBWJICA U CKa3aJl:

— Yro THI ITEeN1a, AoOpas KeHIIHA?

XenmuHa BMecTo cBOeli MecHU mpoleia eMy ciie-
Zyiolee:

Mos foyka Hampsaa CerofHdA NAThb, IIATb MOTKOB
MIPSKU.
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My daughter span five, five skeins today.”

“Oh!” said the king, “I never heard of anyone
who could do that.” Then he said, “Listen, I want
a wife, and I'll marry your daughter. During eleven
months of the year she will have everything that she
wants; but the last month of the year she will spin
five skeins every day, and if she can’t I shall kill her.”

“All right,” says the woman; she thought only
about a grand marriage. Her daughter was very
happy. “I'll marry a king!” she thought. “And in
eleven months the king will forget about skeins.”

Well, so they were married. And for eleven
months the girl had all she liked to eat, and all
the dresses she liked to wear, and all the friends
she liked.

When the time came, she began to think about
the skeins. But the king did not say any word about
them, and she decided that he forgot them.

However, the last day of the last month he
takes her to a new room. There was nothing in
it but a spinning-wheel and a stool. And he says,
“Now, my dear, I'll shut you here tomorrow with
some food and some flax, and if you do not spin
five skeins by the night, your head will be cut.”
And he went away.
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Mos Zilouka Hampsla CeroAHs IATh, IATb MOTKOB
TIPSDKU.

— O! — cKa3aJ Kopoyib, — HUKOI/Ia HE CJIBIIIAT
0 KOM-I100, KTO OBI MOT 3TO cZeaaTh. 1 OH cKasalr: —
[MocymaiiTe, 1 xouy cebe JKeHy, U 5 ’KEHIOCh Ha Ballekn
Jouepu. B TedeHre OMMHHAAIIATA MECSIIEB B TOAY Y HEE
OyZeT BCE, YTO OHA XOYET; HO B MOCJTEAHUN MeCSI] OHA
OyZeT KaXX/JbIH ZIeHb MPSCTH IO MSITh MOTKOB MPSIKH, a
€CJTM OHa He CMOJKET, 51 e€ yObIo.

— XopoI1l0, — TOBOPUT JKEHIIIMHA.

OnHa aymMasia TOJBKO O OOJbINON cBagbbe. Eé m04b
ObLIa OYEeHb CYACT/INBA.

— S BBIHAY 3aMyX 3a KOpoJisi! — rosyMasa oHa. —
A Jepe3 OMHHA/IATh MeCSIEB KOPOJIb 3a0yeT O MOT-
KaXx MPSUKU.

Tak OHU MTOXKEHWINCh. B TeueHWe OAMHHAALIATH Me-
CAIIEB Y AEBYIIKH ObLUTO BCE, YTO OHA JIFOOWIA €CTh, OBLIH
BCe ILIaThs, KOTOPbIe efi HpaBHWIOCh HOCUTh, OBUIA BCE
eé Ipy3bs, KOTOPBIX OHA JIIOOWMIIA.

Korza npuiiio BpeMs, OHa Hadasa yMaTb O MOTKax
npsku. Ho Koposb He TOBOPWI O HUX HU CJI0OBA, ¥ OHA
pelmia, 9To OH O HUX 3a0bLI.

OnHako B MOCHEAHUH JIeHb TTOC/IeIHETO MecsAla OH
IPUBOJAUT €€ B HOBYIO KOMHaTy. TaM He OBUIO HUYETO,
KpOMe TIPsUTKU U TabypeTku. Koposb roBopuT:

— Tenepb, Mos1 foporasd, 5 3arpy Tebs 31ech 10 3aB-
TPa, IaM eJbl U JIbHA, Y eCJIU Thl He HAIPAAEUTh K HOUU
MIATh MOTKOB IPSDKU, TeOe OTPyOST rOJIOBY.

U oH ymén.
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The girl was very frightened, she didn’t know
how to spin, and what will she show the king
tomorrow? Nobody will come to help her. She sat
down on a stool in the kitchen, and began to cry.

Suddenly she heard a knock on the door. She
stood up and opened it, and she saw a small black
impet with a long tail. He looked at her, and asked:

“Why are you crying?”
“Why do you ask?” says she.

“Tell me,” said he, “why are you crying.”

And he turned his tail around.

So the poor girl told him about the pies, and
the skeins, and everything.

“I'll help you,” says the little black impet, “Tll

come to your window every morning and take the
flax and bring it ready at night.”

“What do you want for that?” says she.

He said, “T'll give you three guesses every night
to guess my name, and if you don’t guess it before
the end of the month you will be mine.”

10



o

TOM TUT TOT 'ﬁ@%

JleByl1lIKa OYeHb HCITyraaach, OHa He yMeJia IPACTb —
1 4TO OHA IOKaXXeT 3aBTpa Koposo? HUKTO He IpUaET
et momoyb. OHa cesla Ha TabypeTKy Ha KyXHe U cTaja
IIaKaTh.

Bapyr oHa yciblasna cTyk B Bepb. OHa BCcTasa, OT-
KpbUla — U yBH/ieJla MaJIeHbKOI'O YEPHOI'0 YEPTEHKA C
JUTMHHBIM XBOCTOM. OH ITIOCMOTpEeJ Ha He€ U CIIPOCUIL:

— I[loyemy THI ILTQYEIIDH?
— Ilouemy THI clipalinBaellb? — FOBOPUT OHA.

— Ckaxu MHE, — IIOIIPOCHUJI OH, — II04YE€MY THI IlIa-
Yelib.

U oH moMaxajl XBOCTOM.

Bennas feBylIka pacckasaja eMy O IMporax U MoT-
KaX MPsKU, 000 BCEM.

— {1 nmomory Tebe, — rOBOPUT Ma/IeHbKUI Y€ PHBIN
YepTEHOK, — s OyZy IPUXOAUTHh KaXXZoe VTPO K Tebe
0/l OKHO, OpaTh JI€H, a K Be4epy MPUHOCUTh I'OTOBYIO
MIPSKY.

— YTO THI 3a 3TO XOUelllb? — CIIPAIIMBAET AEBYIIKA.
OH ckasar:
— Kaxayto HOub 51 OyZy aBaTh Tebe TPU IMOTBITKHA

yraziaTb MOE UM, a €CJIU ThI HE CMOJKEIIIb 3TOTO CAeIaTh
J10 KOHIIa MecsAlla, Thl Oy/elb MO€elo.

11
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Well, she thought, “I'll guess his name for sure”.
“All right,” says she, “I agree.”

The next day, her husband took her into the
room, and there was the flax and her food.

“This is the flax,” says he, “and if you don’t
spin it this night, you’ll lose your head.” And then
he went out and locked the door.

So the girl heard a knock near the window.
She stood up and opened it, and there was the
little old impet.

“Where’s the flax?” says he.

“Here it is,” says she. And she gave it to him.

When the evening came, the knock came again
to the window. The girl stood up and opened it,
and there was the little old impet with five skeins
of flax on his arm.

“Here it is,” says he, and he gave it to her.

“Now, what’'s my name?” says he.

“Is that Bill?” says she.

“No, it isn’t!” says he, and he twirled his tail.

“Is that Ned?” says she.

12
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«Xopo1o, — noAymasna oHa, — {1 HaBepHAKa yra-

Aaro ero uMd.»

— JlagHO, — roBOpUT OHA, — A COIVIACHA.

Ha cneayromuii 1eHb My>K IPUBEN €€ B KOMHATY, IZle
OBLIN JIEH U e/ja.

— OTO JI€H, — FOBOPUT OH, — U €CJIU THI He HalpA-
JEMIb ero 3TON HOYbIO, TO JIMIIUIIBCSA FOJIOBBL.

[ToTOM OH BBHIIIEN ¥ 3aKPbLI IBEPb.

Bapyr zieBylika ycibliiana CTykK B okHo. OHa BcTasa,
OTKpBLIa ero — a TaM CTOSI MaJIeHbKUM CTapblil 4UepTée-
HOK.

— [I'me 1€H? — copamuvBaer OH.

— BoT OH, — OoTBeyYaeT oOHa.
U pana emy J€H.

Korza Hacram Bedep, CHOBA pa3fajicsi CTYK B

OKHO. ,Z[eBYIHKa BCTaJla U OTKpbLIA: 3TO ObUT MaJIEHb-
KU CTaprﬁ ‘-IepTéHOK C IMATBbIO MOTKAMH IIPpAXKH JIbHA

B pyKe.
— BoT, Aepku, — roBOPUT OH U JAET el IPKY.
— Hy, kaKk MeHs 30ByT? — CIIpallIUBaET OH.
— bwin? — rosopur oHa.
— HeT! — oTBeTW1 OH U NOBEPTE XBOCTOM.

— Hea? — rosopur oHa.

13
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“No, it isn’t!” says he, and he twirled his tail.
“Well, is that Mark?” says she.

“No, it isn’t!” says he, and he twirled his tail
harder and flew away.

When her husband came in, there were the five
skeins ready for him. “Well, I shan’t kill you tonight,
my dear,” says he; “you’ll have your food and your
flax in the morning,” says he, and goes away.

Every day he brought the flax and the food, and
every day that little black impet came mornings and
evenings. And all the day the girl was trying to
guess his name in order to say it when the impet
came at night. But she did not say the right name.
By the end of the month, the impet began to look
very angrily, and twirled his tail faster and faster.

Finally the last day came. The impet came at
night with the five skeins, and said:

“Do you know my name?”

“Is that Nicodemus?” says she.
“No, it isn’t,” he says.

“Is that Sammle?” says she.

“No, it isn’t,” he says.

14
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— Het! — oTBeTWI OH U TOBEPTET XBOCTOM.
— Torzga Mapk? — roBoput OHa.

— Het! — oTBeTu OH, eIé 6pICTpee TOBEPTE XBO-
CTOM U CKPBLICA.

Korza BommEn MyX, /1 Hero ObUIM TOTOBHI IATH
MOTKOB IIPXU.

— Xopot1tio, 51 He yObIO TeOs CEerofHA Be4epoM, J0-
poras, — TOBOPUT OH, — YTPOM THI NOJIY4YUIIb €Ay U
snéH. CKasaB Tak, OH YILIE.

Kaxkziplii fleHb OH NIPUHOCWI JIEH U ey, U KaKAbIU
ZleHb I10 yTpaM U BeuepaM ABJIAICA MaJIeHbKUW YEPHBIN
yepTE€HOK. Bech AeHb AeBylika IblTagach yrazarb €ro
UM, YTOOBI Ha3BaTh, KOTZA YEPTEHOK MPUAET HOYBIO.
Ho ona He moria HasBaTh ero umdA. K koHiy mecana
YEepPTEHOK CTaJl BBHIIVIAZETh OYE€Hb CEPAUTHIM U BepTes
XBOCTOM BC€ OBICTpee U ObICTpee.

HaxkoHern, HacTan nociaeaHud geHb. Houbio ABUIICS
YepTEHOK C MATHhI0 MOTKaMHU IPSXU U CKa3al:

— TrI 3Haemb MOE uMs?

— HukoauMm? — roBopur oHa.
— HeT, — oTBeuaerT OH.

— CoMMII? — rOBOPUT OHA.

— Het, — rosopur oH.
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