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KeHTepBuabcKoe npusBugeHune

[nhaBa nepsaAd

Korga muctep Xaripem b. OyTuc, amepuKaHCKUi
NOCNAHHUK, pewun KynuTb KeHTepBMAbCKUI
3aMOK, BCe CTa/M €ero yBepsATb, YTO OH genaet
Y)KACHYIO TynocTb: 6bIN0 4OCTOBEPHO M3BECTHO,
YTO B 3aMKe 0bMTaeT NpuBMaeHue.

Cam nopp KeHTepBWAb, YeNOBEK AOHENb3SA
LeneTUNbHbIN, Oa)e Korga [efio  Kacanocb
NYCTAKOB, HE MPEMWHYN NPU COCTaBAEHUU Kynyei
npegynpeauTs 06 aTom muctepa OyTuca.

— Mbl cTapaemcs npueskaTb CO4A Kak MOXKHO
pexe, — ckasan nopg KeHtepsuab. — U 310 € Tex
cambiX MOp, Kak C Moel paBotopoaHoi 6abkon,
BAOBCTBYIOLWEN repuorMHerr bontoH, cnyyunca
HEPBHbIN NPWUNAAOK, OT KOTOPOro OHa TakK U He
onpasunacb. OHa nepeogesanach K 0beay, U Bapyr
el Ha nne4yn onycTUAUCb ABe KocTasABble pyku. He
CKpoto oT Bac, muctep OyTUC, YTO NPUBUAEHME 3TO
ABNANOCL W MHOTMM  HblHE  34PaBCTBYHOLLMM
yneHam Moel cembu. Ero Buaen TaKkke Haw
NPUXOACKUIM CBALWEHHUK, npenogobHbin OracTtyc
Oamnup, uneH coseta KoposieBCKOro Konneaxa B
Kembpuzarxe.

Mocne 3TOWM HEMNPUATHOCTU C repuorMHei BcA
MAagwas npucayra ywna oT Hac, a feau
KeHTepBu/b COBCEM NIMLLIMNACL CHA: KaXKAYH HOYb
el cNblWanncb Kakue-TO HEMOHATHble LIOPOXWU B
Kopugope n bubnumoteke.

— YTO K, Muaopah, — OTBETUA MOCNAHHUK, — A
6epy npusuaeHue smecte ¢ mebenbto. A npuexan
M3 MepefoBOl CTpaHbl, rae ecTb BCE, YTO MOXKHO
KYNUTb 33 AeHbrn. K Tomy }Ke yutute — MONOAEXKD
y Hac 6oWKkas, cnocobHaa nepeBepHYTb BeCb Ball
Crapbit CBeT. Hawwm monoable ntogm yBo3sT OT Bac
NIYYLIMX aKTPUC M OMEepHbIX NPMMaZoHH. Tak 4To,
3aBegucb B EBpone XoTb OAHO MPUBUAEHUE, OHO
MWTOM OYYTWUIOCb Bbl Y HAC B KAKOM-HUBYAb My3ee
WAW B Pa3be3gHOM NaHONTUKYME.

the_canterville_ghost_ru_en

When Mr. Hiram B. Otis, the American Minister,
bought Canterville Chase, every one told him he
was doing a very foolish thing, as there was no
doubt at all that the place was haunted.

Indeed, Lord Canterville himself, who was a man of
the most punctilious honour, had felt it his duty to
mention the fact to Mr. Otis when they came to
discuss terms.

“We have not cared to live in the place ourselves,”
said Lord Canterville, “since my grandaunt, the
Dowager Duchess of Bolton, was frightened into a
fit, from which she never really recovered, by two
skeleton hands being placed on her shoulders as
she was dressing for dinner, and | feel bound to tell
you, Mr. Otis, that the ghost has been seen by
several living members of my family, as well as by
the rector of the parish, the Rev. Augustus Dampier,
who is a Fellow of King’s College, Cambridge.

After the unfortunate accident to the Duchess,
none of our younger servants would stay with us,
and Lady Canterville often got very little sleep at
night, in consequence of the mysterious noises that
came from the corridor and the library.”

“My Lord,” answered the Minister, “I will take the
furniture and the ghost at a valuation. | have come
from a modern country, where we have everything
that money can buy; and with all our spry young
fellows painting the Old World red, and carrying off
your best actors and prima-donnas, | reckon that if
there were such a thing as a ghost in Europe, we'd
have it at home in a very short time in one of our
public museums, or on the road as a show.”
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The Canterville Ghost

— botock, uTo KeHTepBuabcKkoe npusuaeHue BCE-

TAaKM CylLecTByeT, — CKasan ynablbascb opa
KeHTepBuAb, — XOTb OHO, BUAMMO, W He
cobnasHunochb npeaoXKeHUAMM BaLUNX

npeanpUUMYmBbLIX nmnpecapuo. 0 ero
CyLLECTBOBaHMM U3BECTHO Y}Ke A06pbIX TPUCTa NeT,
— a ecnu 6biTb TOYHbIM, C TbiCAYA MNATLCOT
BOCEMbAECAT YeTBEPTOrOo roga, — W OHO
HEU3MEHHO MOSABAAETCA HEe3aJ0Ar0 A0 KOHYMHbI
KOro-HMbyab M3 Y/1IeHOB Hallel ceMbM.

— Hy, nopz KeHTepBu/b, AOMALLHWUIA Bpay ToOXe
BCerga noasaAeTca B NOJOOHbIX Ciyyasx. Yeepsio
BAC, C3P, HWKAKUX MPUBUAEHUI He CyLLecTBYET, U
3aKOHbI MPUPOAbI, A Nonarato, A/A BCEX OAHU —
[Aaxe ANA aHIINNCKOM apuUCTOKpaTUK.

— Bbl, amepuKaHUpl, elwe Tak 6413k K npupoae!
— oto3BancA Jsiopg, KeHTepBuab, BUAMMO, He
COBCEM YpasymeB Moc/refHee 3aMevyaHne MucTepa
Oytuca. — Y10 X, ecam Bac ycTpauBaeT OOM C
npusugeHnem, To BCE B nopsAgke. ToNbKo He
3abyabTe, A Bac npeaynpexkaan.

Heckonbko Hegenb cnycta 6bina  nognucaHa
Kynyasi, M MO OKOHYaHWW JIOHOOHCKOTO Ce30Ha
NOCNaHHMK c cembélt nepeexanu B
KeHTepBU/IbCKMIA 3aMOK.

Mwuccuc OyTuc, KoTopaa B CBOE Bpema — eLLé noa
mmeHem mucc Jlykpeuun P. TanneH c¢ 53-i
3anagHoi yauubl — cnasuaack B Hbto-Mopke
CBOel KpacoToi, 6blna Tenepb A4amMoi cpegHux feT,
BCE eLlé BeCcbmMa NPUB/IEKaTe/IbHON, C YyAeCHbIMMU
rnas’amu u To4EHbIM Nnpoduiem.
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“I fear that the ghost exists,” said Lord Canterville,
smiling, “though it may have resisted the overtures
of your enterprising impresarios. It has been well
known for three centuries, since 1584 in fact, and
always makes its appearance before the death of
any member of our family.”

“Well, so does the family doctor for that matter,
Lord Canterville. But there is no such thing, sir, as a
ghost, and | guess the laws of Nature are not going
to be suspended for the British aristocracy.”

“You are certainly very natural in America,”
answered Lord Canterville, who did not quite
understand Mr. Otis’s last observation, “and if you
don’t mind a ghost in the house, it is all right. Only
you must remember | warned you.”

A few weeks after this, the purchase was
concluded, and at the close of the season the
Minister and his family went down to Canterville
Chase.

Mrs. Otis, who, as Miss Lucretia R. Tappan, of West
53d Street, had been a celebrated New York belle,
was now a very handsome, middle-aged woman,
with fine eyes, and a superb profile.
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KeHTepBunbckoe npusuaeHue

MHorne amepuKaHKu, NOKMAAA POAUHY, HanycKatoT
Ha cebs BWUAO, XPOHUYECKMX BONbHbIX, cYUTaa 3TO
OOHUM W3 NPU3HAKOB €BPOMENCKON YTOHYEHHOCTH,
HO muccuc OytTnUc 3TMm  He rpewwnna. OHa
oTnYanacb NpeKpacHbIM 34,0pOBbEM "
coBepleHHO GaHTaCTUYECKUM U3BbITKOM SHEPrUK.
MpaBo, €€ Henerko 6bI10 OT/INYUTL OT HAcToALLEMN
aHIMYaHKKM, W eé npumep JIMIWLIHUIKA  pa3
NOATBEPXAAN, UYTO MeXAy Hamum U AmMepuKon
YAMBUTENBHO MHOTO OOLLEro — MpPaKTUYECKU BCE,
Kpome, pasymeeTcs, A3blKa.

Crapwuii m“3 CbIHOBEM, KOTOPOMY poOAUTENN B
nopbiBe NaTpMoTM3Ma Aanu UMA BalWWMHITOH, — O
YEM OH HMKOrAa He nepecTaBas CoXKaneTb, — ObiN
CBET/IOBONIOCBIM MOJIOAbIM YE/IOBEKOM [l0BOJIbHO
NPUATHOM HAPYXHOCTU, TOTOBMBLLUMMCA 3aHATb
[OCTOMHOE MEeCTO B aMEpPMKAHCKOM AunaiomaTuu,
CBUAETENLCTBOM 4Yero 6bia TOT GaKT, YTo OH TpU
Ce30Ha noapAs, MX0 OTMAACLIBANA B HbIOMOPTCKOM
[HbtonopT — B NpoLWwAOM MOAHbIA KYpOpPT B WTaTe
Pon-AiineHa.] KasMHO KOTUAbOH [KOTUAIBOH —
CNOXHbI GUIYPHbIN TaHew, ANA HECKO/IbKMX Nap, U3
KOTOpPbIX NepBan Mapa — BeayLwas.], HEM3IMEeHHO
BbICTyNnas B NepBoOW nape, U faxke B JIOHAOHe
3aC/IYXKUA penyTaLmio NPeBOCXOAHOro TaHUopa.

Y Hero 6bliM pBe cnabocTm — rapaeHun u
repanbAnka, a BO BCEM OCTa/IbHOM OH OT/MYasCA
YAUBUTENbHbIM 34PaBOMbICINEM.

Mwucc Buparkuuum E. OyTuc WEn wecTHaguaTbin
rog. 310 6blia CTPOMHAA, rpaLMOo3Han, Kak NaHb,
AEeBOYKa € 60NbWNMMK, ACHBIMKW FONYBbIMUK Fa3aMu.

OHa npeKkpacHO e34Mna BEPXOM W OfHAXKAbI,
YroBOpMB CTaporo nopfa buntoHa npockakatb ¢
Hel [nBa pas3a HanmeperoHkW BoKpyr lalka-napka,
nepsas OKasanacb Yy cTaTyum Axunneca, oboings
nopAa Ha CBOEM MOHM Ha Lenblx NOATOpa Kopnyca,
Yyem MpuBeNa IHOMo repuora YewmpcKkoro B TakoMm
BOCTOpPF, 4YTO OH HeMeaNeHHO caenan ewn
npeasoXeHne W BeYepom TOro Ke AHA, Becb B
cnesax, 6bla1 0TOCAaH CBOMMM OMNeKyHamu obpaTHoO
B NTOH.

the_canterville_ghost_ru_en

Many American ladies on leaving their native land
adopt an appearance of chronic ill-health, under
the impression that it is a form of European
refinement, but Mrs. Otis had never fallen into this
error. She had a magnificent constitution, and a
really wonderful amount of animal spirits. Indeed,
in many respects, she was quite English, and was an
excellent example of the fact that we have really
everything in common with America nowadays,
except, of course, language.

Her eldest son, christened Washington by his
parents in @ moment of patriotism, which he never
ceased to regret, was a fair-haired, rather good-
looking young man, who had qualified himself for
American diplomacy by leading the German at the
Newport Casino for three successive seasons, and
even in London was well known as an excellent
dancer.

Gardenias and the peerage were his only
weaknesses. Otherwise he was extremely sensible.

Miss Virginia E. Otis was a little girl of fifteen, lithe
and lovely as a fawn, and with a fine freedom in her
large blue eyes.

She was a wonderful Amazon, and had once raced
old Lord Bilton on her pony twice round the park,
winning by a length and a half, just in front of the
Achilles statue, to the huge delight of the young
Duke of Cheshire, who proposed for her on the
spot, and was sent back to Eton that very night by
his guardians, in floods of tears.
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The Canterville Ghost

Y BupaXuHUM 6bINO  TaKXKe ABOe MAAALWMUX
6paTbeB-6/11M3HELOB, KOTOPbIX NPO3Ba/IN «3BE3AHO-
nosocatbiMm» [«3BE34HO-NONOCATbIN» — Ha3BaHMWe
rocyaapcreeHHoro ¢nara CLUA.], nockonbKy nx 6e3
KOHL@ MOPO/aW, — OYeHb CNaBHble MaNbYyMKK, K
TOMY € eAMHCTBEHHble B Cembe YOeXAEHHble
pecnybivKaHLbl, €C/iM, KOHEYHO, He CuYMTaThb
CaMoro NocaaHHMKa.

OT KeHTepBW/IbCKOrO 3amMKa A0 bauKailiwen
Kene3HoA0POKHOW CTaHUMKM B ACKOTe ObIN0 Lesbix
cemb MUAb, HO muctep OyTUC 3abnaroBpemMeHHo
Tenerpaduposan, 4Tobbl MM BbICAANWN SKUNAXK, U
CemMbA ABMHY/MAcb K 3aMKy B OTIMYHeWwem
PacrnonoKeHnn  ayxa. Crosn NpPeKpacHbI
MIONbCKUIA BeYep, U BO3AYX Dbl HAMOEH TEMAbIM
apomaTom cocHoBoro 6opa. Bpema oT BpemeHun o
HUX [OOHOCU/IOCL HEKHOE BOPKOBaHWE JIECHOM
rop/ivubl, YynuMBaBLIEMCA CBOMM COBCTBEHHbLIM
ro/I0COM, B LLUE/IECTALLMX 3aPOC/AX MAaNOPOTHMKA TO
W Aeno menbkana néctpas rpyab ¢pasaHa.

C BbICOKMX OYKOB Ha HMX MOrnsagbiBanv 6enku,
Ka3aBLUMECA CHM3Yy COBCEM KpOLIEYHbIMM, a
npuTaMBlIMECA B HW3KOW MOPOCAU  KPOJIMKM,
3aBMAEB MX, YAMPaAM MO MLIKUCTbIM KOYKaM,
nogéprmeas CBOMMM  KOPOTKMMUM  Besbimu
XBOCTUKaMM,

Ho He ycnenu oHu BblexaTb Ha anseto, BEAyLLYIO K
KeHTepBUABCKOMY 3aMKy, KakK Hebo Bapyr
3aBOJIOK/JIO Ty4aMu M BO34yX CKOBasia CTpaHHas
TULWMHA. Hag ronosoli y HUX BecllymHo nposetena
OrPOMHas CTan rpayei, 1, Koraa OHM NOABLE3NKANM K
AoMy, BONbLIMMM  PeaKkMMM  Kanasamu  Hauvan
HaKpanbiBaTb A0X4b.

Ha cTyneHbKax Mx noA)kupana onpATHaA CTapyLlUKa
B YEPHOM LWENKOBOM nsaTbe, Genom yenue u
nepeaHuke. 370 6bina Muncemc AMHMN,
AOMOMNpaBuTenbHMLA, KoTopyto muccmuc Oytuc, no
HacToATeNnbHOM npocbbe nean  KeHTepBuis,
OCTaBW/1a B MPEXKHEN AONKHOCTHU.

the_canterville_ghost_ru_en

After Virginia came the twins, who were usually
called “The Star and Stripes,” as they were always
getting swished. They were delightful boys, and,
with the exception of the worthy Minister, the only
true republicans of the family.

As Canterville Chase is seven miles from Ascot, the
nearest railway station, Mr. Otis had telegraphed
for a waggonette to meet them, and they started
on their drive in high spirits. It was a lovely July
evening, and the air was delicate with the scent of
the pinewoods. Now and then they heard a wood-
pigeon brooding over its own sweet voice, or saw,
deep in the rustling fern, the burnished breast of
the pheasant.

Little squirrels peered at them from the beech-
trees as they went by, and the rabbits scudded
away through the brushwood and over the mossy
knolls, with their white tails in the air.

As they entered the avenue of Canterville Chase,
however, the sky became suddenly overcast with
clouds, a curious stillness seemed to hold the
atmosphere, a great flight of rooks passed silently
over their heads, and, before they reached the
house, some big drops of rain had fallen.

Standing on the steps to receive them was an old
woman, neatly dressed in black silk, with a white
cap and apron. This was Mrs. Umney, the
housekeeper, whom Mrs. Otis, at Lady Canterville’s
earnest request, had consented to keep in her
former position.
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KeHTepBUnbcKoe npusmuaeHue

OHa caenana rnybokuii peBepaHC nepesn KaKablm
M3 YEHOB CEMbMW W LEPEMOHHO, NO-CTapUHHOMY,
nNpoMo/BUANA:

— Munoctv Nnpocm B KeHTEPBUABbCKUIA 3aMOK!

OHM BOWAKW BCAes 3a Hew B AOM M, MUHOBAaB
BE/IMYECTBEHHbI X0/ B CTUE TIOAOP, OYYTUNCD B
6ubnnoteke — [OJIMHHOW U HU3KOM KOMHaTe,
obwunToi YEpHbIM AyH6OM, ¢ BONbLIMM BUTPAKOM
HanpoTuB ABepu. 34ecb yxe BCE  6blno
npuroToBneHo K vato. Cobpocus c ceba nnawm u
AN, OHM YCENUCb 3a CTON U, MOKa MUCCUC AMHM
pasfniMBana Yai, NPUHAINCb OCMATPUBATHCA BOKPYT.

Bapyr muccmuc Oytuc 3ameTuna Ha noay Bosne
KaMMHa NoTEMHEBLLEe OT BPEMEHMU KpacHOe MATHO
M, He B COCTOSHUK cebe 06BACHWUTbL, OTKYAa OHO
MOT/10 NOABUTLCA, CNPOCUAA Y MUCCUC AMHU:

— HaBepHoe, Tam 6bI210 YTO-TO NPOANTO?

— [a, magam, — OTBeTMNa CTapas 3KOHOMKa
NPUIYLLEHHbLIM FOI0COM, — Ha 3TOM MecTe b6bina
NpoAunTa KPoBb.

— Kakolt y»ac! — BocknuKHyna muccuc Oytmnc. —
MHe He xoTenocb 6bl, YTOObl B MOEN TFOCTUHOM
6b111 NATHA KPOBW. Ero Hy»KHO celtyac ke ybpaTb!

CTapywkKa ynblbHynacb M OTBETUNA BCE TEM Ke
TaWHCTBEHHbIM MONYLENOTOM:

— Bbl BuauTe KpoBb Aegu  dneoHopbl  Ae
KeHTepBuab, youtolh Ha 3TOM CamMoM MecTe B
TbiCAYA MATbCOT CEMbAECAT MATOM oAy Cynpyrom
cBoum capom CarimoHoMm ae KeHTepsunem.

Cap CaliMOH nepexun eé Ha AeBATb /IeT, @ NOTOM
BHE3aMHO McYe3 MpM  BeCcbMa  3aragouHblX
obcToaTenbcTBax. Teno ero Tak M He HawW, HO
rpewWwHbli AyX €ero AOHblHE 6poaMT MO  3aMKy.
Typuctel ¥ npoyvMe NOCETUTENIM 3aMKa C
HEU3MEHHbIM BOCXMLLEHMEM OCMATPMBAIOT 3TO
NATHO, M CMbITb €10 HUKaK HEBO3MOXKHO.

the_canterville_ghost_ru_en

She made them each a low curtsey as they alighted,
and said in a quaint, old-fashioned manner, “I bid
you welcome to Canterville Chase.”

Following her, they passed through the fine Tudor
hall into the library, a long, low room, panelled in
black oak, at the end of which was a large stained
glass window. Here they found tea laid out for
them, and, after taking off their wraps, they sat
down and began to look round, while Mrs. Umney
waited on them.

Suddenly Mrs. Otis caught sight of a dull red stain
on the floor just by the fireplace, and, quite
unconscious of what it really signified, said to Mrs.
Umney, “I am afraid something has been spilt
there.”

“Yes, madam,” replied the old housekeeper in a low
voice, “blood has been spilt on that spot.”

“How horrid!” cried Mrs. Otis; “l don’t at all care for
blood-stains in a sitting-room. It must be removed
at once.”

The old woman smiled, and answered in the same
low, mysterious voice, “It is the blood of Lady
Eleanore de Canterville, who was murdered on that
very spot by her own husband, Sir Simon de
Canterville, in 1575.

Sir Simon survived her nine years, and disappeared
suddenly under very mysterious circumstances. His
body has never been discovered, but his guilty
spirit still haunts the Chase. The blood-stain has
been much admired by tourists and others, and
cannot be removed.”
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The Canterville Ghost

— EpyHpa! — yBepeHHO npowusHEc BalWHITOH
Oytnc. — «O6pa3uoBblit NATHOBbLIBOAUTENL W
ounctutenb» eupmbl «MUHKEPTOH» yAANUT ero B
ABa CYéTa.

M He ycnena ucnyraHHas 3KOHOMKa eMmy NOMELLATb,
KaK OH, OMYCTUBLUMCb Ha KOMIEHU, MPUHANCA TePeTb
Nos ManeHbKUM KpYyMbiM BGpyCcKOM, MOXOXKMM Ha
rybHyl0 nomagy, TONbKO YépHyl. He npowno u
MMHYTbI, KaK OT NATHa M clefa He 0CTanoch.

— «[lMHKepTOH» HMKOrga He nogBefdér! — ¢
TOPYKECTBYIOLWMM  BUAOM BOCKIMKHYN  HOHOLWA,
06epHYBWINCb K BOCXUWEHHOMY cemelctBy. Ho
efBa OH MPOM3HEC 3TU CNOBA, KAK YyrKacatollas
BCMbIWKAa MOJIHUM 03apwia NOAYTEMHYIO KOMHaTy,
M NOCNefOoBaBLINIA 33 HEW OIMYLWKTENbHbIN pacKaTt
rpomMa 3aCTaBW/l BCEX BCKOUYUTb Ha HOTM, @ MMUCCUC
AMHM MWNNACL YYBCTB.

— Kakolt 3aecb OTBpaATUTENIbHbIM KAuMmat, — C
HEBO3MYTMMbIM BMAOM nporosopun
AMEPUKAHCKMI MOCNAHHWK, 3aKypuBas curapy. —
[obpan ctapas AHIMA A0 TOro nepeHaceneHa, 4Yto
AaXe NPWUANYHOM noroabl Ha Bcex He xBaTaeT. fA
BCeraa NpUAEPKMBaANCA MHEHUA, YTO SMUTPaLMA —
eAMHCTBEHHOE cnaceHue gna bputaHmn.

— [oporoit Xanpem, — ckaszana muccuc Oytmuc, —
YTO HaM C HEW AenaTb, eCNM OHA YyTb YTO NPUMETCA
nagatb B 0OMOpPOK?

— YaepuBait y Heé u3 »KanoBaHbs, Kak 3a bUTbE
nocyabl, — OTBETMN MOCNAHHWUK, — M BCKOpe OHa
1M36aBUTCA OT 3TOM NPUBbLIYKN.

M npaBaa, yepes nBe-TPU CEKyHAbl MUCCUC AMHMU
OYHynacb. Bnpouem, y Heé 6bin ABHO OBUMKEHHbIN
BMA, W OHa, YNpAMO MoAaaB rybbl, 3asBuia
muctepy OyTucy, 4TO B 3TOT AOM CKOPO NpUAET
beaa.

the_canterville_ghost_ru_en

“That is all nonsense,” cried Washington Otis;
“Pinkerton’s Champion Stain Remover and Paragon
Detergent will clean it up in no time.”

And before the terrified housekeeper could
interfere, he had fallen upon his knees, and was
rapidly scouring the floor with a small stick of what
looked like a black cosmetic. In a few moments no
trace of the blood-stain could be seen.

“I knew Pinkerton would do it,” he exclaimed,
triumphantly, as he looked round at his admiring
family; but no sooner had he said these words than
a terrible flash of lightning lit up the sombre room,
a fearful peal of thunder made them all start to
their feet, and Mrs. Umney fainted.

“What a monstrous climate!” said the American
Minister, calmly, as he lit a long cheroot. “I guess
the old country is so overpopulated that they have
not enough decent weather for everybody. | have
always been of opinion that emigration is the only
thing for England.”

“My dear Hiram,” cried Mrs. Otis, “what can we do
with a woman who faints?”

“Charge it to her like breakages,” answered the
Minister; “she won’t faint after that;” and in a few
moments Mrs. Umney certainly came to.

There was no doubt, however, that she was
extremely upset, and she sternly warned Mr. Otis to
beware of some trouble coming to the house.
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KeHTepBuabcKoe npusugeHune

— Csp, — CKa3aJla OHa, — MHe 00BOAMNNOCb 34€eCb
BNUAETb TaKoe, OT 4Yero y BCAKOro XpUCTMaHUHa
BONOCbI MOrM Bbl BCTaTb ,D,bI6OM, N Te YyXacCHble
Beln, KoTopble 34eCb NPONCXOOAT, HE AaBa/IN MHE
COMKHYTb NMa3a MHOorme n MHorne Ho4u.

Ho muctep Oytuc © ero cynpyra 3asepuamu
NOYTEHHYIO 0COBY, YTO OHW He 6oATCA NPUBULEHWN,
u, Npu3BaB bnarocnoseHbe boxKbe Ha CBOMX HOBbBIX
X03f1eB, 3 TaKXe HaMEKHYB, YTO Hensoxo 6bi10 bl
npubasuTb en KanoBaHbe, cTapas
AOMOMNpPaBUTENbHULIA HeTBEpAbIMU waramm
yAanunacb B CBOKO KOMHaTy.

lnhaBa BTOpaA

Bcto Houb ByweBana bypa, HO HUYEro M3 paga BOH
BbIXxogALWlero He npousowso. OaHaKo, Korga Ha
ciegytollee yTpo BCe CMYCTUAUCH K 3aBTPAKy, OHM
CHOBa YBMZEeNU HAa NOJy KPOoBaBOE NATHO.

— B «0bpa3suoBom ouucTUTENE» COMHEBATLCA HE
NPUXOAMTCA, — CKaszan BaWwmMHITOH. — Ha 4ém 51 ero
TONbKO He nepenpoboBas — U OH HWU Pasy MeHA He
noasén. BuaHo, 34echb M B Camom Aenie NpuoKmuno
PYKY NpusuaeHue.

M OH ewé pa3s BbiBea MNATHO, HO HAYTPO OHO CHOBA
NOABWJIOCh Ha NPEXHEM MecTe.

OHO 6bI10 Tam M Ha TPeTbe YTPO, XOTA HaKaHyHe
Beyepom muctep OyTuc, Mpexae Yem yWTW cnatb,
NIMYHO 3anep 6ubaAnoTeKy 1 3abpan ¢ coboi Katou.

the_canterville_ghost_ru_en

“I have seen things with my own eyes, sir,” she said,
“that would make any Christian’s hair stand on end,
and many and many a night | have not closed my
eyes in sleep for the awful things that are done
here”

Mr. Otis, however, and his wife warmly assured the
honest soul that they were not afraid of ghosts,
and, after invoking the blessings of Providence on
her new master and mistress, and making
arrangements for an increase of salary, the old
housekeeper tottered off to her own room.

The storm raged fiercely all that night, but nothing
of particular note occurred. The next morning,
however, when they came down to breakfast, they
found the terrible stain of blood once again on the
floor.

“I don’t think it can be the fault of the Paragon
Detergent,” said Washington, “for | have tried it
with everything. It must be the ghost.”

He accordingly rubbed out the stain a second time,
but the second morning it appeared again.

The third morning also it was there, though the
library had been locked up at night by Mr. Otis
himself, and the key carried up-stairs.
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The Canterville Ghost

Tenepb npobnema NpMBUAEHUIN MHTEPECOBANA BCIO
cembto. Mwuctep OyTUC cTan nNoOAyMbIBaTb, He
C/MIWIKOM M OH 6bl1  KaTeropuyeH, oTpuuas
CyLLeCTBOBaHWE AyxoB; muccuc OyTUC BbiCKasana
HamepeHuWe BCTYyNUTb B [lapancuxonoruyeckoe
06uecTBo, a BalWMHITOH COYMHUA AJIMHHOE MUCbMO
rocnogam Maiepcy wn [Moamopy [AHMMMCKKe
y4éHble . Maitepc (1843—1901) u 3. Moamop
(1856—1910) cnocobcTeBoBanm co3aaHunio
ObuwecTBa NapancUXoNOrMYecKMX UCCNeaoBaHUt U
B COABTOPCTBE HaMWUCanU KHUTY «[lyxu KUBbIX
mogeri»  (1886).] KacaTeNbHO  A0ONTOBEYHOCTU
KPOBaBbIX NATEH, CBA3AHHbIX C NPECTYN/IEHUAMM.

ECAM Yy HWUX M OCTaBa/MCb KakMe-TO COMHEHMWA B
peanbHOCTM NPU3PAKOB, B Ty NaMATHYIO HOYb OHM
pacceanuch Hasceraa.

[JeHb Obln  KapKM W CONMHEYHbIN, WU C
HacTyniaeHMem BeYepHen npoxnagbl BCé
CemeicTBO OTNPaBWUIOCh Ha MPOTY/IKY.

oMol OHM BEepHYAUCb MWL K OEBATU 4Yacam W
CPasy »Ke Cenu 3a NIETKUIA YIKUH.

O NpUBMAEHMUAX faXKe Peyn He 3aXoA4uso, Tak 4YTo
NPUCYTCTBYIOLWME BOBCE HE BblIM B TOM COCTOSHUM
NOBbLIWEHHON BOCMPUMMUYUBOCTM, KOTOPOE YacTo
npeglecTsyeT maTepuannsannm 4yxos.

foBOpMAKM, KaK NOTOM MHe paccKasbliBan MUCTEP
Oytmc, o ToM, O 4Yém o06bluHO roBopAT
npocBeLWwéHHble aMepUKaHLUbl M3 BbICWUMX CNOEB
obuwectsa: 0  beccnopHOm  NPeBOCXOACTBE
amMepUKaHCKoM aKTpucbl mucc PaHHM [aseHnopT
Hag, ¢paHuy3cKkon akTpucoit Capoin bepHap; o Tom,
4TO AarKe B JIYHLUMX aHIIMACKUX SOMAX He nogatoT
KYKYypY3bl, Fpe4yHeBbiX Nenélek U mamasnbiru; ob
WUCKNIOYUTENIBHOM  3HAYeHUun BoctoHa  gnA
[YXOBHOrO pa3BUTMA BCEro 4YenosBeyecTsa; o
NnpenmyLLecTBax BBeAEHHOM cucTembl GaraxHbix
KBUTAHLUMI Npu odopmneHun nposBo3a baraxa no
KenesHon gopore; 0 NPUATHOCTU HbO-MOPKCKOro
NPOU3HOLWEHNA MO CPABHEHUIO C MNPOTAXHbLIM
JNIOHAOHCKUM BbIFOBOPOM.

the_canterville_ghost_ru_en

The whole family were now quite interested; Mr.
Otis began to suspect that he had been too
dogmatic in his denial of the existence of ghosts,
Mrs. Otis expressed her intention of joining the
Psychical Society, and Washington prepared a long
letter to Messrs. Myers and Podmore on the
subject of the Permanence of Sanguineous Stains
when connected with Crime.

That night all doubts about the objective existence
of phantasmata were removed for ever.

The day had been warm and sunny; and, in the cool
of the evening, the whole family went out to drive.

They did not return home till nine o’clock, when
they had a light supper.

The conversation in no way turned upon ghosts, so
there were not even those primary conditions of
receptive expectations which so often precede the
presentation of psychical phenomena.

The subjects discussed, as | have since learned from
Mr. Otis, were merely such as form the ordinary
conversation of cultured Americans of the better
class, such as the immense superiority of Miss
Fanny Devonport over Sarah Bernhardt as an
actress; the difficulty of obtaining green corn,
buckwheat cakes, and hominy, even in the best
English houses; the importance of Boston in the
development of the world-soul; the advantages of
the baggage-check system in railway travelling; and
the sweetness of the New York accent as compared
to the London drawl.
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KeHTepBunbckoe npusuaeHue

Hu 0 4ém cBepxbecTecTBEHHOM peyb He 3axX0Anna,
cap CalimoH ae KeHTepBUW/Ib TaKKe He YNOMUHaJICA.
B ogvMHHaguatb Beyepa BCe  OTNPABUAUCH
OTAbIXaTb, M NOMYAca CNycTa B gomMe Obl/l norawieH
cBer.

HekoTopoe Bpems cnycts muctep OyTUC NPOCHYACA
OT CTPaHHbIX 3BYKOB B KOPUAOPE Yy HEro 3a ABEpPblo.
EMy mo4yamnaoch, YTO OH CAbIWUT — WU C KaXKAbIM
MrFHOBEHMEM BCE OTYETIMBEE — NA3raHbe MeTasa.

OH BCTa/, YMPKHYA CMMYKOW U B3MIAHYA Ha Yacol.
OHM NoKa3biBaM POBHO Yac HOYM.

Mwuctep OyTuc, He TepAa camoobnagaHus,
rowynasn CBOM Ny/ibC, U OH OKa3asicA, KaK Bceraa,
POBHbIM U PUTMUYHBIM. HO 3aragoyHble 3BYKWU He
yMo/iKanm — bonee Toro, muctep OyTUC ABCTBEHHO
yCAbiWwan 3BYK waros. OH CyHY/1 HOMM B KOMHaTHble
TydnnM, poctan M3 JOOPOXKHOINO  Hececcepa
NpoAonroBaTbln GaKOH B YNAaKOBKE W OTKPbIA
aBepb.

Mpsmo nepes coboit OH yBUAEN B MPU3PAYHOM
CBEeTe NIyHbl CTapuKa B BbICLIEN CTENEHU y¥KacHOro
BMAa. [Nasa ero ropenun, Kak packanéHHble yrmu,
ceable ANVHHbIE BONOCbI KOCMaMM HUCMAZAanN Ha
naeyn, rpasHoe nnaTbe CTapUHHOTO MOKPOA BCE
6bI710 B IOXMOTbAX, C €70 PYK U HOT, 3aKOBaHHbIX B
KaHA4asbl, CBUCANN TAXKENDIE PXKABbIE Lenu.

— Cap, — obpatuaca K Hemy muctep Oytuc, — A
BbIHY)KAEH CaMblM  HacToATeNbHbIM  06pasom
NpocMTb Bac BMpeAb CMA3blBaTb BALUM LENU, U C
3TOM  Uenblo 3axBaTUA  ANA  Bac  My3bIpék
MallMHHOTO  macna  «Bocxopgalwee — conHue
OEMOKPaTMM», U3BECTHOro CBOMM 3OPEeKTUBHBIM
AelCcTBMEeM Mocne NepBoro e ynotpebneHua. Ha
YMAKOBKE MOMELLEHbI TMOJIOXKUTE/IbHbIE  OT3bIBbI
HaLWmnX BUAHENLWNX CBALWEHHOCNYKUTENEN,
NoATBEPXKAAIOWME UCKNHOUMTENIbHbIE AOCTOMHCTBA
aToro cpeacrtsa. A ocTaBnAlo MNysbIPEK 34eCb, Ha
CTO/IKe BO3ne KaHaenabpa, u byay paa cHabKaTtb
BacC HOBbIMW  MOPUMAMM  Macna no  mepe
HagobHoCTW.
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No mention at all was made of the supernatural,
nor was Sir Simon de Canterville alluded to in any
way. At eleven o’clock the family retired, and by
half-past all the lights were out.

Some time after, Mr. Otis was awakened by a
curious noise in the corridor, outside his room. It
sounded like the clank of metal, and seemed to be
coming nearer every moment.

He got up at once, struck a match, and looked at
the time. It was exactly one o’clock.

He was quite calm, and felt his pulse, which was
not at all feverish. The strange noise still continued,
and with it he heard distinctly the sound of
footsteps. He put on his slippers, took a small
oblong phial out of his dressing-case, and opened
the door.

Right in front of him he saw, in the wan moonlight,
an old man of terrible aspect. His eyes were as red
burning coals; long grey hair fell over his shoulders
in matted coils; his garments, which were of
antique cut, were soiled and ragged, and from his
wrists and ankles hung heavy manacles and rusty
gyves.

“My dear sir,” said Mr. Otis, “I really must insist on
your oiling those chains, and have brought you for
that purpose a small bottle of the Tammany Rising
Sun Lubricator. It is said to be completely
efficacious upon one application, and there are
several testimonials to that effect on the wrapper
from some of our most eminent native divines. |
shall leave it here for you by the bedroom candles,
and will be happy to supply you with more, should
you require it.”
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The Canterville Ghost

C 3Tumm  cnoBamu nocnaHHuMKk CoeaANHEHHbIX
LUtatoB noctaBua $NakoH Ha MPAaMOPHbLIN CTONNK
1, 3aKpbIB 3a cobol ABEpPb, YNErCsA B NOCTENb.

KeHTepBuabCKOe NpuMBUAEHME TaK M 3acTblio OT
BO3MYLLEHUSA. 3aTeM, APOCTHO LIBLIPHYB GIaKOH Ha
napKeT, OHO PUHYNOCb MO KOPUAOPY, MCMycKas
3/10BelLee 3e/1EHOE CUSAHME U [IYXO CTeHas.

Ho epBa oHo B306pasock No wWupoKoi aybosown
NeCTHMLE HaBepX, Kak M3 pacnaxHysLieica aBepu
BbICKOYMNM ABe OUrYpKM B H6enom, U OorpomHas
noAywkKa NpocBUCTeNa y Hero Haz, roJloBoi.

B TaKol cUTyaLMu Henb3s 6bIN0 TEPATb HU MUHYTHI,

" ayx, npuberHys K yeTBEPTOMY
MPOCTPAHCTBEHHOMY  M3MEPEHWo,  MOCMeLHO
peTMpoBancs, MCYE3HYB 4epe3  AepeBsHHYIo

CTEHHYIO NaHesNb, nocne 4yero B Aome BCE cTano
TUXO.

Job6paBwmncb A0 MNOTAaMHOM KaMOPKM B NE€BOM
Kpblsie 3aMKa, MpU3paKk MPUCIOHWUACA K JIYHHOMY
Ny4y W, HEMHOro OTAbIWABLUIMCL, MNOMbITANACA
OCMBIC/IUTb C/IOKMBLLEECA MOJSIONKEHME.

Hu pasy 3a Bclo cBOW  6esynpeyHyto
TPEXCoTNEeTHIOW CNyKby B KauecTBe NpuBMAEHUSA
OH He nogBeprancA TaKMM  HeC/bIXaHHbIM
ockopbaeHuam.
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With these words the United States Minister laid
the bottle down on a marble table, and, closing his
door, retired to rest.

For a moment the Canterville ghost stood quite
motionless in natural indignation; then, dashing the
bottle violently upon the polished floor, he fled
down the corridor, uttering hollow groans, and
emitting a ghastly green light.

Just, however, as he reached the top of the great
oak staircase, a door was flung open, two little
white-robed figures appeared, and a large pillow
whizzed past his head!

There was evidently no time to be lost, so, hastily
adopting the Fourth dimension of Space as a means
of escape, he vanished through the wainscoting,
and the house became quite quiet.

On reaching a small secret chamber in the left
wing, he leaned up against a moonbeam to recover
his breath, and began to try and realize his position.

Never, in a brilliant and uninterrupted career of
three hundred years, had he been so grossly
insulted.
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KeHTepBunbckoe npusuaeHue

EMy BCMOMHWIOCb B 3Ty MUHYTY MHOro€: 1 TO, KaK
OH HacmepTb nepenyran BA,OBCTBYIOLLYHO
repuorvHio, Korga oHa cTosna nepes 3epKasiom,
BCA B KpYy)KeBax WM OpuAnMaHTax; M TO, KaKk C
YeTbipbMA  TOPHMYHbIMM  Hayanacb  WCTEPUKa,
CTOMNIO eMy TOAbKO MM  yAblbHYTbCA WK3-3a
nopTbepbl B CnajsbHe A4 FOCTel; U TO, KaK OH
3aZlyn CBeYyy B PYyKE MNPUXOACKOrO CBSALLEHHMKA,
Korga TOT NO34HO HOYbHO BbIXOAMA U3 BUBMOTEKMU,
oTyero ¢ 6egHAron Cny4ymnacs HepBHbIM NPUNALO0K, U
OH [0 CUX MNOp BbIHYXKAEH Ne4YnTbca Yy cIpa
Yunoama lanna [Yunoam Yantu fann (1816—1890)
— W3BECTHbIN aHIIMACKUIA HeBpoMaTonor.]; u To,
KaKk cTapas magam ge Tpemyihak, NPOCHYBLUUCb
KaK-TO Ha paccBeTe W yBWUAEB, YTO B Kpecne y
KamMuHa CUOUT CKeNeT 1 YMTaeT eé AHEBHUK, cerna
Ha LWecTb HedeAb C BOCMajJeHMeM MoO3ra, a
BbI3ZOPOBEB, MNPUMMUPUIACL C LEPKOBbIO MU
pewunTenbHO  NopBana  BCE  OTHOWEHMA  C
M3BECTHbIM CKENTMKOM MOCbe e BonbTepom.

OH BCMOMHUA TaKXKe Ty CTpaWHY HOYb, Koraa
3/10KO3HeHHOro nopaa KeHTepsBuna Hawnm B
rapaepobHoit  3agpixalowmmca ¢ 6ybHOBbIM
BasieToM B rop/sie. YMupas, cTapuKk npusHancsa, 4o ¢
NOMOLLbIO 3TOM KapTbl OH, XKy/AbHWYaAA, 0b6bIrpan
Yapnsa  [keimca  ®dokca B  Kpokdopase
[Kpokdpopas — wuropHbii gom B JloHAoHe.] Ha
LenblX NATbAECAT TbicAY GYHTOB, U KeHTepBuabcKoe
NPUBMAEHWNE, KaK OH KNATBEHHO yBEpPSAA, 3aCTaBUIO
€ro nNporfoTUTb MEUYEHYIOo KapTy.

OH BCMOMHWA KaXKAoro, KTo Obla KepTBOW ero
BE/IMKUX AeSHWUIA, HAUMHAA C ABOPELKOTO, KOTOPbIN
3aCTpenunca, yBUAEB, KaK B OKHO 6ydeTHoM
CTYYMTCA 4YbA-TO 3enéHas pyKa, W  KOHYas
npekpacHoi negu Crtatdmng, KoTopas BbiHYXKAEHA
6blN1a NOCTOAHHO HOCUTb YEPHYLD BapXaTKy BOKPYr
Wwen, YTobbl CKPbITb OTMEYaTKU NATM MafbLeB Ha
cBOoell OenoCHeXKHOM KOXe, U B KOHLUE KOHLOB
yTonuMnacb B Ca3aHOBOM MNpyay B  KOHUe
KoponescKkoli anneun.
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He thought of the Dowager Duchess, whom he had
frightened into a fit as she stood before the glass in
her lace and diamonds; of the four housemaids,
who had gone into hysterics when he merely
grinned at them through the curtains on one of the
spare bedrooms; of the rector of the parish, whose
candle he had blown out as he was coming late one
night from the library, and who had been under the
care of Sir William Gull ever since, a perfect martyr
to nervous disorders; and of old Madame de
Tremouillac, who, having wakened up one morning
early and seen a skeleton seated in an armchair by
the fire reading her diary, had been confined to her
bed for six weeks with an attack of brain fever, and,
on her recovery, had become reconciled to the
Church, and broken off her connection with that
notorious sceptic, Monsieur de Voltaire.

He remembered the terrible night when the wicked
Lord Canterville was found choking in his dressing-
room, with the knave of diamonds half-way down
his throat, and confessed, just before he died, that
he had cheated Charles James Fox out of £50,000
at Crockford’s by means of that very card, and
swore that the ghost had made him swallow it.

All his great achievements came back to him again,
from the butler who had shot himself in the pantry
because he had seen a green hand tapping at the
window-pane, to the beautiful Lady Stutfield, who
was always obliged to wear a black velvet band
round her throat to hide the mark of five fingers
burnt upon her white skin, and who drowned
herself at last in the carp-pond at the end of the
King’s Walk.
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The Canterville Ghost

McnbiTbiBas YyBCTBO CaMOYMOEHUA, CTO/Ib XOPOLUO
3HAKOMOE KaXKgOMy MWCTUHHOMY XYAOMKHWKY, OH
nepebupan B yme Nyyllme CbirpaHHble UM Poau, u
rybbl ero CKPUBUINCH B TOPYKECTBYIOLLLEN YCMELLKE,
KOrga OH BCMOMHWA nocnefHee CBOE BbICTyMN/IEHME
B KauyectBe «Pbiero PybeHa, wuan 3apyleHHoro
MnageHua», a Takxke cBoi aebtoT B poaun «Towero
MbeoHa, Kposonuiubl ¢ Bekcneickoro 6onoTax.
EMy BCMOMHMAOCb, KaK OAHUM TUXMM WIOHbCKUM
BeYepoM OH NpPou3BEN HacTtoswmi ¢ypop, Koraa
Cbirpan Ha NoWaaKe ANA TEHHMCA NAPTULO B KEru,
MCNO/Ib30BaB A/151 3TOFO KOCTM CBOErO CKEeNeTa, XoTA
JINYHO OH HUYEro ocO6EHHOro B 3TOM He BUAEN.

M BOT mocne BCEro 3TOr0 B 3aMOK 3asBAAOTCA
KaKMe-TO HecyacTHble amepuKaHUbl, cyMTalolime
cebA yKacHO COBPEMEHHbIMW, U HABA3bIBAIOT emy
MalUMHHOE Mac/io C  AYypPauKuMM  HasBaHWEM
«Bocxoasawee conHUe AOEeMOKpaTUM», Aa  elé
WBbLIPAKOT B Hero nogywkamu! 3710 npocTo
HeBbIHOCMMO! McTopuA He 3HaeT NPUMEePOoB TaKoro
0b6pallleHns ¢ NPUBUAEHUAMMU.

M B HEM co3peno peweHne otomctutb. Koraa
HacTynun pacceeT, OH BCE elé npebbiBan B
COCTOSIHUM FNYHOKOTo PasayMbs.

[nhaBa TpeTbAa

Ha cnegytowee yTtpo, 3a 3aBTpakom, OyTtucel
roBOPMAM [NaBHbIM 06pasoM O NPUBULEHUM.
MNocnaHHuK CoeauHEHHbIX LUTaToB, ecTecTBeHHO,
6bl1 B HEKOTOPO Mmepe 3aaeT Tem, 4YTO ero
noaapoK OTBEPIN.

— fA He cobupalocb MPUYUHATL NPUBUAEHUIO
HUKAKOro Bpeaa, — CKasan OH, — U [0/I3KEeH B 3TOM
CBA3M 3aMETMTb, YTO LWIBLIPATb MOAYLIKAMKU B TOrO,
KTO CTO/IbKO /IeT obuTaeT B 3TOM A0Me, KpaihHe
HEBEX/NBO. — (Becbma cnpaseasinBoe
3aMeyaHue, KOTOpoe, JO/KEH C COMKa/leHUem
Co06WWNTb, BbIN0O BCTpEUYEHO HAU3HELAMU FPOMKUM
XOXOTOM).
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With the enthusiastic egotism of the true artist, he
went over his most celebrated performances, and
smiled bitterly to himself as he recalled to mind his
last appearance as “Red Reuben, or the Strangled
Babe,” his début as “Guant Gibeon, the Blood-
sucker of Bexley Moor,” and the furore he had
excited one lovely June evening by merely playing
ninepins with his own bones upon the lawn-tennis
ground.

And after all this some wretched modern
Americans were to come and offer him the Rising
Sun Lubricator, and throw pillows at his head! It
was quite unbearable. Besides, no ghost in history
had ever been treated in this manner.

Accordingly, he determined to have vengeance, and
remained till daylight in an attitude of deep
thought.

The next morning, when the Otis family met at
breakfast, they discussed the ghost at some length.
The United States Minister was naturally a little
annoyed to find that his present had not been
accepted.

“I have no wish,” he said, “to do the ghost any
personal injury, and | must say that, considering the
length of time he has been in the house, | don’t
think it is at all polite to throw pillows at him,”—a
very just remark, at which, | am sorry to say, the
twins burst into shouts of laughter.
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KeHTepBUnbcKoe npusuaeHue

— Tem He MeHee, — NPOAJO/MKAN MOCNAHHUK, —
€CcAn  MNpUBMAEHWE MNPOABUT YNPAMCTBO M He
noyenaeT BOCMO/b30BaTbCA MALMHHLIM MaC/I0M
«Bocxoasawee conHUe AemoKpaTum», npuaéTtca
CHATb C Hero uenu. HeBO3MOMHO cnaTb, Koraa
TaKoOW rpoxoT y Teba nog camoit ABepblo.

Bnpouyem, [0 KOHLA Heaenu Ux HUKTO Gonblie He
TPEBOXMWA, XOTA KpoBaBoe MATHO Ha noay
6MB6INOTEKM HEM3MEHHO NMPOAO/IKANA0 MOABAATHCA
Karkaoe yTpo.

370 6bIN10 AOBOALHO CTPaHHO, 60 muctep OyTUC
Ha Houb Bcerga 3anupan 6ubnnoTeyHylo aBepb, a
OKHa  3aKpblBa/UCb CTaBHAMW C  KPEMKMMM
3acoBamu.

XameneoHonoaobHoe W3MeHeHWe LBeTa KpPoBM
TaKKe BbI3bIBANO HegoymeHue. WHorga nATHO
6bl/10 TYCKOTO KEeNTOBATO-KPACHOrO LBeTa, MHOorAa
afloro, MHOTAA NyPNypHOro, a OA4HaXKAbl, KOraa OHK
COWNM BHM3 AN CeMelHOW MOAUTBbI MO
ynpowéHHomy putyany CBobogHON amepmnKaHCKOM
pedopmaTtcKoit ennckonanbHoOl Lepken [OgHO U3
HanpaBAEeHUN B aAMEPUKAHCKOM NPOTECTAHTCKOM
LEPKBY, oTnyatoLLeecs YNPOLLEHHBIMM
penurnosHbiMmM obpagamm M He npwusHatowee
nepapxmm CBALWEHHOCNYXUTENEN.], nATHO
OKa3a/10Cb U3YMPYLHO-3ENEHBIM.

Takoro poaa KanenpgoCKoMUMUYeckne W3MeHeHMs,
pasymeeTcs, BecbMa 3abaBnANM YNEeHOB CEMENCTBA
OyTUCOB, M KaxAabli Beyep NO 3TOMy nosBoay
MeXOy HUMMK 3aKayaaucb napu. Jlwb toHas
BupaKMHMA He Haxoguna B 3TOM  HMYero
3abaBHOro; BCAKWIA pas, yBMAEB KpoBaBoe NATHO,
OHa MoYeMy-TO rPycTHeNa, a B TOT AeHb, KOraa OHO
CTaNo  M3YMPYAHO-3eNE€HbIM, Aaxe 4UyTb He
pacnsiakanacs.

Bo BTOpOW pa3s npuseseHWe NOSBWUIOCb B HOYL C
BOCKpeceHbA Ha noHeaenbHUK. Eaga nvwb OyTuchl
yNernicb cnatb, KakK B XO//Je MOC/bIacs
CTPALUHbIN FPOXOT.
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“Upon the other hand,” he continued, “if he really
declines to use the Rising Sun Lubricator, we shall
have to take his chains from him. It would be quite
impossible to sleep, with such a noise going on
outside the bedrooms.”

For the rest of the week, however, they were
undisturbed, the only thing that excited any
attention being the continual renewal of the blood-
stain on the library floor.

This certainly was very strange, as the door was
always locked at night by Mr. Otis, and the windows
kept closely barred.

The chameleon-like colour, also, of the stain excited
a good deal of comment. Some mornings it was a
dull (almost Indian) red, then it would be vermilion,
then a rich purple, and once when they came down
for family prayers, according to the simple rites of
the Free American Reformed Episcopalian Church,
they found it a bright emerald-green.

These kaleidoscopic changes naturally amused the
party very much, and bets on the subject were
freely made every evening. The only person who
did not enter into the joke was little Virginia, who,
for some unexplained reason, was always a good
deal distressed at the sight of the blood-stain, and
very nearly cried the morning it was emerald-
green.

The second appearance of the ghost was on Sunday
night. Shortly after they had gone to bed they were
suddenly alarmed by a fearful crash in the hall.
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The Canterville Ghost

BbibexkaB U3 CBOMX cnaneH, OHWM BPOCUINUCL BHU3 U
YBUAENN, YTO TaM Ha KaMEeHHOM MOoJjly BassTCA
ynaslwiMe C nbeaectana OFPOMHble pPbiLLAPCKue
[OCMexu, a B KPecae C BbICOKOW CMMHKOW cuauT
KeHTepBu/ibCKOe npuBMAEHME W, Mopuiacb OT
6011, NOTUPAET KOJIEHMU.

BansHeubl C TOM MNOpPAsUTENIbHOM METKOCTbIO,
KOTOPYIO MOMKHO MNpuobpecty, AuWb [OAM0 WU
CTapaTeNbHO MNPaAKTUKyACb Ha ocobe yuuTens
yuctonucaHuaA,  TOTYaC e  BbINyCTUAM B
npusmnaeHne no 3apaay us Tpybouek Ansa cTpensbbl
ropoxom, KOTOpble OHW  NpeaycCMOTPUTENbHO
3axBaTman ¢ cobon, a nocnaHHUK CoegMHEHHbIX
LLiTaToB HacTaBMA Ha HeEro PeBoabBEP U, B MOJTHOM
COOTBETCTBUU C KaNMPOPHUNCKMMM NpaBUAaMU
XOpOLLero ToHa, CKomaHgoBan: «Pyku seepx!».

[yx n3gan ApoCTHbIA BOM/Ib M, BCKOYMB Ha HOMW,
NPOHECCA MeXAy HMMMW, CIOBHO FOHUMbIA BETPOM
CrYCTOK TymaHa, noracvus y BaluHrToHa cBevy K
OCTaBMB UX BCEX B KPOMELLHOW TEMHOTE.

[OCTUrHYB BepxHeWl NIOWaAAKM NEeCTHUUDbI, OH,
oTablWwaBWwmMcb W npuaga B  ceba, pewwun
NpPOAEMOHCTPUPOBATbL csoW 3HAMEHWUTbIN
ObABONILCKMI  XOXOT, KOTOPbIA BblpydYan ero B
CTONbKMX C/IyYanXx.

MoroBapuBanM, 4YTO OT 3TUX 3BYKOB 33 HOYb
nocegen napuk nopga Peiikepa, a Tpu
dpaHUy3CckMe TyBepHaHTKM neaum  KeHTepsuab
3a8BUAN O CBOEM yXOAe, HE NPOC/YKMB B 3aMKe U
mecAaua.

M oH paspasmnica camblM CBOMM KYTKUM XOXOTOM,
[ONro ewWweé ryaeBWMM Moj, CTapblMUM  CBOAAMM
3aMKa. Ho He ycnesio CMONKHYTb CTPALLHOE 3X0, Kak
OTBOPWNACH ABEPb, M HAa NOPOre NOABMIACh MUCCUC
OyTtuc B 6aegHo-ronybom xanaTe.

— MHe KarkeTcsi, BaM He340pOoBMUTCA, — CKaslana
OHa, — TaK 4YTO A NPUHEC/Na BaM MUKCTYpy AOKTOpa
Job6enna. [dymato, BCE peno B HeCBapeHUu
KeNnyaKa, U Bbl CaMW YBUAWTE, KaK 3TO /IEKapCTBO
BaM OT/INYHO NMOMOXKET.
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Rushing down-stairs, they found that a large suit of
old armour had become detached from its stand,
and had fallen on the stone floor, while seated in a
high-backed chair was the Canterville ghost,
rubbing his knees with an expression of acute
agony on his face.

The twins, having brought their pea-shooters with
them, at once discharged two pellets on him, with
that accuracy of aim which can only be attained by
long and careful practice on a writing-master, while
the United States Minister covered him with his
revolver, and called upon him, in accordance with
Californian etiquette, to hold up his hands!

The ghost started up with a wild shriek of rage, and
swept through them like a mist, extinguishing
Washington Otis’s candle as he passed, and so
leaving them all in total darkness.

On reaching the top of the staircase he recovered
himself, and determined to give his celebrated peal
of demoniac laughter. This he had on more than
one occasion found extremely useful.

It was said to have turned Lord Raker’s wig grey in a
single night, and had certainly made three of Lady
Canterville’s French governesses give warning
before their month was up.

He accordingly laughed his most horrible laugh, till
the old vaulted roof rang and rang again, but hardly
had the fearful echo died away when a door
opened, and Mrs. Otis came out in a light blue
dressing-gown.

“I am afraid you are far from well,” she said, “and
have brought you a bottle of Doctor Dobell’s
tincture. If it is indigestion, you will find it a most
excellent remedy.”
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KeHTepBUnbcKoe npusuaeHue

Mpu3paKk METHYN Ha He& APOCTHbIN B3NAL U TYT Xe
cobpanca npeBpawatbca B OOMblIYID YEPHYIO
cobaKy — 3TOT TPIOK MPUHEC emy 3aCNYKEHHYH
CNaBy M SABWACA, NO MHEHMIO AOMalLHEero Bpaya
KeHTepBunen, NpPUYNHOM Hensneymmoro
cnaboymus  paglowkn  nopga  KeHtepsuns,
JocTonoyteHHoro Tomaca XopToHa.

Ho 3BYK NpUBAMMKAIOLWLMXCA LIAroB 3acTaBWU/ €ero
OTKa3aTbCsl OT 3TOr0 KOBApHOIO HamepeHus, TakK
YTO emy NPULLIOCh YA0BO/IbCTBOBATLCA TEM, YTO OH
ctan cnabo  ¢ocdopecumposaTb, WU, Koraa
6/M3HeLbl Noabeskann K HeEMy, OH UcYes, UCNYCTUB
NefeHALWNN aywy KNaabuLLeHCKMM CToH.

Jobpaswucb  ao CBOEro ybexuLa, OH
NMoYyyBCTBOBa/ cebs COBEPLUEHHO C/OMEHHBIM, U
UM oBnageno becnpenenbHoe oT4asHMe.

HeBocnutaHHOCTb 61u3HeuoB " rpy6biin
maTepuannam muccuc OyTUC ObiaKM, KOHEYHO, M
camu no cebe KpailHe OCKOpPBUTENbHLIMW, HO
6osiblle BCEero ero Ooropyano TO, 4YTO emy He
yAanock obneybca B AOCMEXM.

OH nonaran, 4YTO [Jaxe 3TU COBPEMEHHble
amepuKaHubl byayT MoBeprHyTbl B TpeneT, Koraa
nepes HMMKU npeacTtaHeT MNpuspak B naTtax, — Hy
XOTA 6bl U3 YBAa)KEHWA K CBOEMY HaLMOHA/NbHOMY
noaty  JloHrdenno, Hag  ubei M3ALLHOWN,
npuTAraTenbHOM No33Mei OH NPOCUMKMBAN LEebiIMK
Yyacamu, Korga KeHTepBuUAKU nepeeskanu B ropoa. K
TOMY Ke NaTbl 3TN 6blIM ero CO6CTBEHHbIMM.

OH BbIrNALEN B HAX 04eHb 3PPEKTHO Ha TypHUpe B
KeHunsopte w pake yAoOCTOMACA HECKONbKUX
NeCTHbIX C/I0B B CBOW agpec OT caMol KoposeBbl-
AescTBeHHUUbI [MmeeTca B Buay Enmnsaserta | (1533
—1603).].

Ho, HageB ux Tenepb, CAYCTA CTO/IbKO BPEMEHMU, OH
NMoOYyBCTBOBaJ, YTO MACCUMBHbIM HarpyaHuk W
CTa/IbHOM LWNEM C/IULIKOM TAXKeNbl AN Hero, 1, He
BblAEpyKaB WX Beca, PYXHY/Nl Ha KaMeHHbl non,
ccaanB cebe oba KoneHa M 60onbHO ywKbUB
nanbLibl NPaBoOW PyKW.
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The ghost glared at her in fury, and began at once
to make preparations for turning himself into a
large black dog, an accomplishment for which he
was justly renowned, and to which the family
doctor always attributed the permanent idiocy of
Lord Canterville’s uncle, the Hon. Thomas Horton.

The sound of approaching footsteps, however,
made him hesitate in his fell purpose, so he
contented himself with becoming faintly
phosphorescent, and vanished with a deep
churchyard groan, just as the twins had come up to
him.

On reaching his room he entirely broke down, and
became a prey to the most violent agitation.

The wvulgarity of the twins, and the gross
materialism of Mrs. Otis, were naturally extremely
annoying, but what really distressed him most was
that he had been unable to wear the suit of mail.

He had hoped that even modern Americans would
be thrilled by the sight of a Spectre in armour, if for
no more sensible reason, at least out of respect for
their natural poet Longfellow, over whose graceful
and attractive poetry he himself had whiled away
many a weary hour when the Cantervilles were up
in town. Besides it was his own suit.

He had worn it with great success at the Kenilworth
tournament, and had been highly complimented on
it by no less a person than the Virgin Queen herself.

Yet when he had put it on, he had been completely
overpowered by the weight of the huge breastplate
and steel casque, and had fallen heavily on the
stone pavement, barking both his knees severely,
and bruising the knuckles of his right hand.
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The Canterville Ghost

Mocne 3TOro OH HECKOMbKO AHel 4yBcTBOBaAN cebs
60NbHBIM M COBCEM He BbIXOAWA U3 KOMHATbl —
pasBe YTO HOYbIO, ANA MNOAAEPKAHUA B [OKHOM
nopsZiKke KPOBaBOro MATHA.

Ho 6narogapa ymenomy CcamMoBpayeBaHWIO OH
NMonpaBu/CcA W peluns, 4YTo nonpobyeT HanyraTb
aMepUKaHCKOro NOCNaHHWMKa U YNeHOB ero cembu B
TpeTuii pas.

Ona cBoero noseneHusa OH BblBpan NATHULY
CEeMHaZLLaToro aBrycta u Becb 3TOT AeHb A0 CaMOro
HacTynaeHMa TeMHOTbl nepebupan cBow rapaepoo,
OCTaHOBMB  HaKoHel, BbibOp Ha  BbICOKOM
LUIMPOKONO/IONM WAsANe C KPAacHbIM Nepom, caBaHe C
pIOLLIKAaMK Ha pyKaBax My BOPOTa W 3apKaBNeHHOM
KMHKane.

K Beuyepy Havanacb rposa, v BeTep Tak bywesan,
UTO COTPACA/INCb M FPEMENM BCE OKHAa U ABepu
cTaporo goma. Bnpouem, Takaa noroga 6bina ans
Hero Kak pas To, 4To Hago. MnaH ero 3aknYancs B
cneaylouiem.

[Ona Hayana oH TUXOHbKO NPobepéTcs B KOMHaTy
BawwuHrtoHa  Oytuca, Jact  emy  coboto
nontoboBaTbcA, HEKOTOPOE BPems NOCTOAB B HOrax
ero KpoBaTu n 60pmoya 4YTO-HUOYAL
HeuneHopaszenbHoe, a 3aTem MNoA  3BYKM
3aYHbIBHOW MYy3bIKM TPUMKAbl NPOH3UT cebe ropno
KWUHKaNoM.

K BalWHITOHY OH UCMbITbIBaN 0COBYIO HEMpuUA3Hb,
TaK KaK NMpeKpacHO 3Haa, YTO MMEHHO 3TOT loHel,
MMEET CKBEPHYK TMPUBbIYKY CTUPaATb CBOMM
«0bpasLoBbIM oyncTutenem» 3HameHuToe
KeHTepBUNbCKOE KpoBaBoe NATHO.

Mpusega aToro 6e3paccyaHOro U HENOYTUTENbHOTO
MONOAOr0  4YenoBeka B COCTOSIHWME  MOJIHOM
NpoCTpaLunm, OH NpocneayeT 3aTem B CYNpPYKeCcKyo
OnoYMBaNbHIO nocnaHHuKa CoeanHEHHbIX LUTatos
M BO3J/I0MKUT CBOIO XO/IOAHYIO BNAXKHYIO PYKY Ha 106
muccmc OyTUC, B TO XKe BPeMsA XpUNI0 HAWENTbIBaA
€€ aporKallemy OT y¥Kaca MyXKY KYTKUEe TaWHbl
dbamunbHOro cknena.
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For some days after this he was extremely ill, and
hardly stirred out of his room at all, except to keep
the blood-stain in proper repair.

However, by taking great care of himself, he
recovered, and resolved to make a third attempt to
frighten the United States Minister and his family.

He selected Friday, August 17th, for his appearance,
and spent most of that day in looking over his
wardrobe, ultimately deciding in favour of a large
slouched hat with a red feather, a winding-sheet
frilled at the wrists and neck, and a rusty dagger.

Towards evening a violent storm of rain came on,
and the wind was so high that all the windows and
doors in the old house shook and rattled. In fact, it
was just such weather as he loved. His plan of
action was this.

He was to make his way quietly to Washington
Otis’s room, gibber at him from the foot of the bed,
and stab himself three times in the throat to the
sound of low music.

He bore Washington a special grudge, being quite
aware that it was he who was in the habit of
removing the famous Canterville blood-stain by
means of Pinkerton’s Paragon Detergent.

Having reduced the reckless and foolhardy youth to
a condition of abject terror, he was then to proceed
to the room occupied by the United States Minister
and his wife, and there to place a clammy hand on
Mrs. Otis’s forehead, while he hissed into her
trembling husband’s ear the awful secrets of the
charnel-house.
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KeHTepBuabcKoe npusBugeHune

Hacuyét maneHbKol BUPAKMHUKM OH MOKa HUYero
onpenenéHHoro He npuayman. OHa HM pasy ero He
obuaena n, Kpome Toro, 6bln1a OYeHb CAAaBHOWN U
£o06poi AeBouKo.

Moxkanyi, 6ygeT A[ocTtaTodHO 060MTUCL napoit-
OPYroW ryxXmx CTOHOB M3 WwKada, a ecin OHa He
NpocHéTcs, OH nogépraet APOXKALWMMM
CKPOYEHHbIMM ManbLamu 3a eé ogesano.

A BOT 6/1M3HELL0B OH MPOYYUT KaK cieayeT. Mepsbim
AeNOM OH ycAdeTca MM Ha rpyab, Aabbl M3-3a
HEeXBaTKM BO34yXa UX CTaIN My4YUTb KOLLUMaPbI.

3aTem, NOCKOJIbKY KPOBATK MUX CTOAT COBCEM PAAOM,
OH PACMOIONKUTCA MeXAY HUMW, MPUHAB 06AUK
3e/IéHOr0 XO/NI04HOFO Tpyna, M He CABUHEeTcA C
mecTa OO0 Tex Nop, NOKAa WX OKOHYaTe/lbHO He
napanusyer crtpax. Toraa OH cbpocuT caBaH W,
0bHaxmnB cBOM benble KOCTU, MpUMETCA, Bpallas
OOHWM [Na30M, MoN3aTb MO KOMHaTe, M30b6pakas
«OHemeBLWero HaHunna, naun Ckenera-
camoybuiiuy». 3To 6bina adpdeKkTHas ponb, Bceraa
Npov3BOAMBLIAA OYEHb CUbHOE BMe4vaTneHue, —
HUYYTb He XyXe ero 3HameHuToro «besymHoro
MapTuHa, nnm HepasragaHHol TaliHbi».

B nonosuHe 0gMHHAALATOrO BCA CEMbSA, KaK MOMKHO
6bl10 CyaMTb MO 3BYKam, oTnpaBuaach cnatb. Ho
ewé Kakoe-To BpemMa M3 cnanbHW 6au3HeLoB
[OHOCMANCL MKME B3PbIBbl XOXOTa — KaK BUAHO,
Ma/ibyMKA  CO  CBOMCTBEHHOW  LUKOJIbHMKaMm
6€33a60THOCTbIO PE3BUANCH, NEpes TEM KaK fieyb B
noctens. B 4eTBepTb ABeHaguaToro B AoMe
HaKoHel, Bouapwaacb MOMHAasA TUWWHA, W, Kak
TONbKO  MpPo6WMNO MNOAHOYb, OH  OTMNpaBWACA
BbINOJIHATb CBOO 61aropoAHY0 MUCCHIO.

O cTékna bunacb coBa, BOPOH KapKas Ha BepXyLUKe
CTaporo Tuca, BeTep 6AyXgan BOKpYyr Aoma,
CTeHadA, CNIOBHO HenpuKasHHaa aywa. Ho OyTtucel
crnasn CNoKOWMHO, He MoAO03pPeBast O TOM, KaKoe UX
XKAOET UCMblTaHMe, N BETPY C AOXKAEM HE yAaBanocb
3aMyWKTb PUTMUYHOE MOXpPanbliBaHME NOCAAaHHMKA
CoeaunHéHHbIX LTaToB.
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With regard to little Virginia, he had not quite made
up his mind. She had never insulted him in any way,
and was pretty and gentle.

A few hollow groans from the wardrobe, he
thought, would be more than sufficient, or, if that
failed to wake her, he might grabble at the
counterpane with palsy-twitching fingers.

As for the twins, he was quite determined to teach
them a lesson. The first thing to be done was, of
course, to sit upon their chests, so as to produce
the stifling sensation of nightmare.

Then, as their beds were quite close to each other,
to stand between them in the form of a green, icy-
cold corpse, till they became paralyzed with fear,
and finally, to throw off the winding-sheet, and
craw! round the room, with white, bleached bones
and one rolling eyeball, in the character of “Dumb
Daniel, or the Suicide’s Skeleton,” a réle in which he
had on more than one occasion produced a great
effect, and which he considered quite equal to his
famous part of “Martin the Maniac, or the Masked
Mystery.”

At half-past ten he heard the family going to bed.
For some time he was disturbed by wild shrieks of
laughter from the twins, who, with the light-
hearted gaiety of schoolboys, were evidently
amusing themselves before they retired to rest, but
at a quarter-past eleven all was still, and, as
midnight sounded, he sallied forth.

The owl beat against the window-panes, the raven
croaked from the old yew-tree, and the wind
wandered moaning round the house like a lost soul;
but the Otis family slept unconscious of their doom,
and high above the rain and storm he could hear
the steady snoring of the Minister for the United
States.
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The Canterville Ghost

Mpu3paKk C KYTKOM YCMELIKON HA CMOPLLEHHbIX
rybax OCTOPOXKHO BbICTYNMA U3 Ayb6OBON CTEHHOM
naHenun, n BCKOpe, Kak pa3s B TOT MOMEHT, KOraa OH
Kpanca MMMO OFPOMHOIO 3PKEPHOro  OKHa,
YKPaWeHHOro 30/10TUCTO-ToNybbiMU PaMUbHbIMM

repbamm — ero cob6CTBEHHbIM W ybBUTOW UM
Cynpyru, — Kpymbldi /MK AyHbl  CKPbIACA 33
obnakom.

Bcé pmanbwe M fanblie CKOMb3WA OH 310BeLei
TEHbIO, W [a)Ke HOYHOMY MPaKy OH, Ka3asiocb,
BHYLUA/ OTBPALLEHME.

Bapyr emy novyauaochk, YTO KTO-TO €ro OKJIMKHYA, U
OH 3amep Ha mecTe, HO 3TO Obln BCEro NWWb Nak
cobakn Ha KpacHo depme. U oH oTnpasuacs
danbwe, 6opmoya noA  HOC  MpuUYyd/vBble
cpefHeBeKoBble pyraTenbctBa W HecnpecTtaHHO
pa3maxuBas pPXKaBbIM KUHKA/OM.

HakoHel, oH pobpanca A0 TOro mecTa, OTKy4a
HauMHanCA  Kopuaop, Beaywmin B KOMHaTy
HecyacTHoro BalMHITOHa. Tam OH Ha MMUHYTKY
OCTAHOBWJ/ICS, YTOObI MepesoxHyTb. ynaswui no
[oMy BeTep pa3BeBas ero ceaple KOCMbl U Tpenan
MOTW/IbHBIN CaBaH, NPMAaBaA TKAaHW NPUYYAIUBbIE,
dbaHTacTMYECKMe oYepTaHus.

Yacbl npobunan yeTsepTb, U OH MOYYBCTBOBAJ, YTO
Janblie  Mea/nTb  Henb3A.  YOO0BNETBOPEHHO
XUXWMKHYB, OH TMOBEPHY/ 3a Yroj, HO TYT e C
aNOCTHbIM  BOMJIEM  OTIIATHYACA W 3aKpbin
nobeneswee OT y¥aca /MU0  AJMHHBIMU
KOCTNIAABBIMW PyKamu.

MpAmMo nepes HWUM CTOAA CTPAWHbIA NPU3PAK,
HEMOABMXKHbIN, TOYHO KaMeHHoe Wu3BasHWe, W
YyA0BULLHO 6e306pasHbIi, CIOBHO NPUCHUBLUKMIACA
6e3ymLy Kolumap.

lfonoBa ero 6bina yBeHYaHa NOCHALLENCA JIICUHOWN,
ML Yy Hero 6bl1o Kpyrnoe, TOACTOe, MEPTBEHHO-
6negHoe, C 3acTbiBWEl Ha HEM OTBPaTUTE/IbHOM
yNbl6KOW.
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He stepped stealthily out of the wainscoting, with
an evil smile on his cruel, wrinkled mouth, and the
moon hid her face in a cloud as he stole past the
great oriel window, where his own arms and those
of his murdered wife were blazoned in azure and
gold.

On and on he glided, like an evil shadow, the very
darkness seeming to loathe him as he passed.

Once he thought he heard something call, and
stopped; but it was only the baying of a dog from
the Red Farm, and he went on, muttering strange
sixteenth-century curses, and ever and anon
brandishing the rusty dagger in the midnight air.

Finally he reached the corner of the passage that
led to luckless Washington’s room. For a moment
he paused there, the wind blowing his long grey
locks about his head, and twisting into grotesque
and fantastic folds the nameless horror of the dead
man’s shroud.

Then the clock struck the quarter, and he felt the
time was come. He chuckled to himself, and turned
the corner; but no sooner had he done so than,
with a piteous wail of terror, he fell back, and hid
his blanched face in his long, bony hands.

Right in front of him was standing a horrible
spectre, motionless as a carven image, and
monstrous as a madman’s dream!

Its head was bald and burnished; its face round,
and fat, and white; and hideous laughter seemed to
have writhed its features into an eternal grin.
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KeHTepBunbckoe npusuaeHue

[nasa ero usny4Yanu APKO-KpacHbIA CBET, POT Obin
CNOBHO LWWPOKUIA KoNogel, B Hedpax KOTOpOro
nonbixan oOroHb, a 6e306pasHoe opesHue,
nogobHoe ero cobcTBEHHOMY, 6EM10CHEXHbIM
CaBaHOM OKYTbIBas10 MacCUBHYIO durypy.

Ha rpyau y npuspaka Bucena TabanMuka c
HepasbopumnBo B TEMHOTE HaZnucbHo,
HayepTaHHOM CTapMHHbIMK ByKBamuK. O CTpaWHOM
nosope, LO/KHO ObiTb, BeWana OHa, O TPA3HbIX
nopokax W AMKUX 3104eicTBax. Ero nogHsaTas
npasas pyKa geprana bnectawmii meu.

[yx KeHTepBuns, HUKOrAa paHblle He BMAEBLUWIA
APYrMX NPUBMAEHWI, €eCTeCTBEHHO, 40 CMepTH
nepenyranca. bpocus ewg ognH 6ernbii B3rNAL Ha
CTpalLHOro Npuspaka, oH bpocuaca HayTeK K cebe B
KomHaTy. OH 6exan no Kopwuaopy, He uya nog
coboit Hor, MyTascb B CKNagKax caBaHa, M Mo
[opore YpOHWA CBOM pyaBbliA KUHMKan B canor
MocaaHHMKa, B KOTOPOM MOYTPY OH U 6bln HailaeH
ABOPELKMNM.

JobpaBlimcb A0 CBOE KOMHaTbl, OH bpocunca Ha
yboroe noxe u cnpatan ronosy nog ogeano. Ho
CKOpo B HEm npobyaunca TOT 6Opasbit  ayx,
KOTOPbIM ~ WCMOKOH  BEKOB  TOPAMAUCH  BCe
KeHTepBUAW, M OH pewunn npAmMo C yTpa MOUTH
NMOroBOPUTbL C APYrMM NPUBUAEHUEM.

M BOT, eaBa /Mlb PACCBET KOCHYACA CBOMM
cepebpom X0AMOB, OH MOCMELNA Ha TO MecTo, rae
emy BCTPeTWCA HanyrasliMin ero npuspak; nocse
AONTMX PasMbILWAEHUIA OH NPULWEN K BbIBOAY, UYTO, B
KOHLE KOHLOB, ABa NPUBUAEHUA Nydlle, YeM OAHO,
M 4YTO C €ero HOBbIM Apyrom emy byaer nerye
ynpaBuTbCA ¢ 6ansHeuamu.

YBbl, Korga OH Tyaa nJobpanca, ero B3opy
OTKPbIIOCh CTpalwHoe 3penuwe. bblio oyeBMaHO,
YTO C NPU3PAKOM C/IYYUSIOCb KaKOe-TO HecyacTbe.
CBeT norac B ero MycTbiX rnasHuUax, bnectawmi
MeY BbIMaa U3 ero pyk, U OH CTOAJ, ONUPaAcb Ha
CTEHKY B KaKoM-To HaNPAXEHHOM "
HeecTecTBeHHOM nose.
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From the eyes streamed rays of scarlet light, the
mouth was a wide well of fire, and a hideous
garment, like to his own, swathed with its silent
snows the Titan form.

On its breast was a placard with strange writing in
antique characters, some scroll of shame it
seemed, some record of wild sins, some awful
calendar of crime, and, with its right hand, it bore
aloft a falchion of gleaming steel.

Never having seen a ghost before, he naturally was
terribly frightened, and, after a second hasty glance
at the awful phantom, he fled back to his room,
tripping up in his long winding-sheet as he sped
down the corridor, and finally dropping the rusty
dagger into the Minister’s jack-boots, where it was
found in the morning by the butler.

Once in the privacy of his own apartment, he flung
himself down on a small pallet-bed, and hid his face
under the clothes. After a time, however, the brave
old Canterville spirit asserted itself, and he
determined to go and speak to the other ghost as
soon as it was daylight.

Accordingly, just as the dawn was touching the hills
with silver, he returned towards the spot where he
had first laid eyes on the grisly phantom, feeling
that, after all, two ghosts were better than one, and
that, by the aid of his new friend, he might safely
grapple with the twins.

On reaching the spot, however, a terrible sight met
his gaze. Something had evidently happened to the
spectre, for the light had entirely faded from its
hollow eyes, the gleaming falchion had fallen from
its hand, and it was leaning up against the wall in a
strained and uncomfortable attitude.
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The Canterville Ghost

KeHTepBuAbCKOe NpuBMAEHWE NoabexKano K Hemy
1 06XBaTU/IO €ro pyKamu, U B 3TOT MOMEHT ro/ioBa
npuspaka — o, y»Kac! — BHe3anHo cockouwna c
naey 1 noKatTuaacb No noay, Tyaosuile o6MaKIOo, 1
OKa3aNocCb, YTO OH MPUMMMaET K cebe Bcero ullb
6enblit KaHMdacHbIM NOAIOr, 3 Y HOr ero BanstoTcA
METANA, KYXOHHbIA HOX M nycTas TbIKBa.

He 3Has, KaK O0OBACHUTL 3TO  CTpaHHoe
npeBpaleHre, OH APOXKAWMMMU PYKaMMU NOAHAN C
nona TabanuyKy ¢ HaANUCbIO U NPU CEPOM YTPEHHEM
cBeTe NPOYEN caeayroLLme CNoBa:

OYTUCCKOE NPUBUAEHUE

EAMHCTBEHHOE BOMCTUHY NOA/IMHHOE NPUBUAEHME.
Octeperaiitecb nogaenok!

Bce ocTtanbHble — He HacTosALMe.

Tyt TONBKO ero o3apuno. Ero
nepexmTpuan, obsenn BOKpyr nanbual

ofypauunnu,

B rnasax ero nosasunocb 06blMHOE  ANA
KeHTepBunel  BbIparKeHWe; OH  3acKpexeTan
6e33ybbiMn gécHamn 1, BO3AeB K Heby BbicoxLime
PYKM, MNOKAANCA, NPUOBErHyB K UBOMUCHENLIMUM
06pasuam CTapMHHOM CTUAUCTUKM, YTO, He ycreeT
WaHTeknep [laHTeknep — uMMA neTyxa B
namATHUKe CcpeaHeBEeKOBOro 3noca «PomaH o
PeHape». [anee B TeKcTe 3TO BO3BbIWEHHOE
Ha3BaHWE OMOPUCTUYECKM MNPOTUBOMOCTaBAAETCA
06bIAEHHOMY  Ha3BaHUIO  «MEeTyX» W [Aaxe
YHUUMMKUTENIbHBIM ~ CIOBaM  «KaNKaAa  NTMLa».]
ABaXKAbl NPOTPYObUTb B CBOM FPOMOINIACHbIM poT,
KaK CBepllaTcA KpoBaBble pena, M Ybuiictso
HEC/bIWHbIMM LWaramu BOMAET B 3TOT AOM.

EnoBa OH NPOM3HEC 3TO CTPALWIHOE 3aK/INHAHME, KaK
C KpacCHOM YepenuyHON KpbiwWW OTAANEHHOMO
dbepmepckoro goma foHEccA KpuK neTyxa. Mpuspak
pa3pasuaca  HErPOMKUM,  MPOAO/IKUTENbHbIM,
3710paZHbIM CMEXOM W CTan TEPNENnBO KAaTb.
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He rushed forward and seized it in his arms, when,
to his horror, the head slipped off and rolled on the
floor, the body assumed a recumbent posture, and
he found himself clasping a white dimity bed-
curtain, with a sweeping-brush, a kitchen cleaver,
and a hollow turnip lying at his feet!

Unable to understand this curious transformation,
he clutched the placard with feverish haste, and
there, in the grey morning light, he read these
fearful words:

YE OTIS GHOSTE

Ye Onlie True and Originale Spook,
Beware of Ye Imitationes.

All others are counterfeite.

The whole thing flashed across him. He had been
tricked, foiled, and out-witted!

The old Canterville look came into his eyes; he
ground his toothless gums together; and, raising his
withered hands high above his head, swore
according to the picturesque phraseology of the
antique school, that, when Chanticleer had
sounded twice his merry horn, deeds of blood
would be wrought, and murder walk abroad with
silent feet.

Hardly had he finished this awful oath when, from
the red-tiled roof of a distant homestead, a cock
crew. He laughed a long, low, bitter laugh, and
waited.
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KeHTepBunbckoe npusuaeHue

OH KAan yac, OH Aan ABa, HO NeTyX MO KAaKoW-To
HENOHATHOM NPUYMHE He Cnewwnn NeTb BTOPON pas.
HakoHeL, Korga B MOJIOBMHE BOCbMOIO NPULIAW
rOPHWYHbIE, €My HU4Yero He OCTaBa/ioCb Kak
OCTaBWUTb CBOE TPEBOXKHOE baeHMe, M OH Kpaay4uucb
OTMPaBM/ICA BOCBOACK, roploa O HecbbIBLUIMXCA
niaHax M HanpacHbIX HagexXaax.

OkasaBwucb y cebs B KOMHaTe, OH MPUHAJCA
NnepenmncTbiBaTb KHUMM O AaBHEM pblLapctee — a
3T0 6b110 ero OBUMbIM UTEHUEM, — U B HUX BbINIO
AICHO CKa3aHOo, YTO BCAKMI pas, KOraa Npon3HOCUTCA
3TO 3aK/MHaHWE, A0/KEH ABaXAbl NPONeTb NeTyX.

— byab npoknAta 3Ta  Kankaa ntuual  —
npobopmoTtan oH. — PaHO MAW NO34HO HaCTynuT
TOT AEHb, KOrga BepHOe MOE KOMbE MPOH3UT eit
INIOTKY M 3aCTaBUT €€ NPOKPMYaTb, HO KPUKOM YiKe
npeacmepTHbim!

Mocne 3Toro oH yNérca B CBOM YA0H6HbIM CBUHLIOBbIN
rpob 1 ocTaBanca Tam 40 CamMoi TEMHOTbI.

[naBa yeTBépTan

HayTpo npuspak udyBcTBoBan ceba  coscem
pasbutbiM.  HauMHanM  CKasblBaTbCA  Y¥KacCHble
TPEBONHEHUA NOCAEAHUX YETbIPEX HeleNb.

Hepsbl ero 6biAM BKOHEL, pacwartaHbl, W OH
B34parvBan oT maneinwero wopoxa. Llenbix naTtb
OHEeN He BbIXOAMN OH M3 KOMHaTbl M B KOHUE
KOHLOB NpWHAN pelieHne 6osblie He 0BHOBAATbL
KpOBaBOro NATHA Ha nosy B bubanoTeke.

Ecav oHo OyTMCaM He HYXHO, 3HAYWUT, OHU ero He
3acnyusatoT. OHM ABHO U3 TeX JI0AEN, KOTopble
[lOBO/IbCTBYIOTCA CaMbIM HU3KMM, @ MHaye rosops,
MaTepuanbHbIM  YPOBHEM  CYLLECTBOBAHWA U
COBepLLIEHHO He CNocobHbI OLLeHUTb
CMMBOJ/IMYECKOE 3HAYEHWE ABNEHUI YyBCTBEHHOrO
XapakTepa.
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Hour after hour he waited, but the cock, for some
strange reason, did not crow again. Finally, at half-
past seven, the arrival of the housemaids made him
give up his fearful vigil, and he stalked back to his
room, thinking of his vain oath and baffled purpose.

There he consulted several books of ancient
chivalry, of which he was exceedingly fond, and
found that, on every occasion on which this oath
had been used, Chanticleer had always crowed a
second time.

“Perdition seize the naughty fowl,” he muttered, “I
have seen the day when, with my stout spear, |
would have run him through the gorge, and made
him crow for me an ‘twere in death!”

He then retired to a comfortable lead coffin, and
stayed there till evening.

vV

The next day the ghost was very weak and tired.
The terrible excitement of the last four weeks was
beginning to have its effect.

His nerves were completely shattered, and he
started at the slightest noise. For five days he kept
his room, and at last made up his mind to give up
the point of the blood-stain on the library floor.

If the Otis family did not want it, they clearly did
not deserve it. They were evidently people on a
low, material plane of existence, and quite
incapable of appreciating the symbolic value of
sensuous phenomena.
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The Canterville Ghost

YTO KacaeTca YMUCTO TEOPETMYECKUX BOMPOCOB,
CBAI3@HHbIX C CYLLECTBOBAaHMEM TPU3PAKOB MWW,
CKaXkem, C pasnuyHbiMM  dasamu  pas3BUTMA
acTpanbHbIX Tesn, To 370 6blna ocobas coepa,
Haxo4uBLUAACA, MO NpPaBAe roBops, 3a npegenamu
€ro KOMNeTeHLMMU.

OH 3HaN NMWb OA4HO: Y HEro ecTb CBALWEHHbIV 40T
XOTA Obl pPa3 B HEAENIO NOABAATLCA B KOPUAOPE, a B
nepeylo M TPeTbio cCpedy Kaxaoro mecaua
HeuyneHopasgenbHo 6opmoTtaTtb, cuga y 6onblioro
OKHa B 3pKepe, U OH He npeacTasnsan cebe, Kak b6e3
YPOHa A/1A CBOEM YecTn OH Mor 6bl OTKasaTbcA OT
3TUX 06sA3aHHOCTEN.

M XOTA 3eMHYI0 CBOI KM3Hb OH MPOMKMA KpaiHe
6e3HPaBCTBEHHO, B MNOTYCTOPOHHEM MMpEe OH
nponensn BO BCEM nopasuTesibHyto
[06pPOCOBECTHOCTb.

M B COOTBETCTBMM C 3TUM CeaytoLLme Tpu cyb60TbI
OH, KaK BCerga, € MOAYyHOUM [0 TPEX HOouM
coBeplwan ob6xoa KOPUAOPOB, BCAYECKN 3a60TACH O
TOM, YTODbI €r0 HUKTO He YBUAEN U He YCAbILwann.

O6yBb CBOIO OH OCTaBAsAA Tenepb B KOMHaTe,
CTapasfcb CTynaTtb MO WCTOYEHHOMY YepBAMM
[AOWATOMy MOy Kak MOXHO Tule, obnadanca B
LUMPOKYIO YEPHYIO BapxaTHYIO MaHTUIO U HUKOraa
He 3abblBan CcamMbiM  TWaATeNbHbIM  06pasom
CMa3biBaTb CBOM LEMNU  MALUMHHBIM  Macaom
«BocxogAalee CoNHUe AeMOKpaTUmn .

[JonxeH, ogHaKo, 3aMeTUTb, YTO eMy HblI0 coBCEM
Henerko 3acTaBuTb ceba NpMberHyTb K HasBaHHOMY
CPeACTBY 3aLLMTbI OT PKABYMHDI.

M BCE »Ke KaK-TO BeYEepOM, Korga cembAa cuaena 3a
obegom, OH npobpancs B CNAAbHIO K MUCTepy
OyTuCy U CTaWwMA Ny3bIPEK C MACOM.

MoHavyany oH YyBCTBOBAJ CEBA CErKa YHUNKEHHbIM,
HO OYeHb CKOPO BbIHYXAEH Obln NPW3HaTb, YTO
n306peTeHne 3TO U B camom Aene HebecnonesHo u
Hena0Xo eMy NOMOraerT.
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The question of phantasmic apparitions, and the
development of astral bodies, was of course quite a
different matter, and really not under his control.

It was his solemn duty to appear in the corridor
once a week, and to gibber from the large oriel
window on the first and third Wednesdays in every
month, and he did not see how he could
honourably escape from his obligations.

It is quite true that his life had been very evil, but,
upon the other hand, he was most conscientious in
all things connected with the supernatural.

For the next three Saturdays, accordingly, he
traversed the corridor as usual between midnight
and three o’clock, taking every possible precaution
against being either heard or seen.

He removed his boots, trod as lightly as possible on
the old worm-eaten boards, wore a large black
velvet cloak, and was careful to use the Rising Sun
Lubricator for oiling his chains.

I am bound to acknowledge that it was with a good
deal of difficulty that he brought himself to adopt
this last mode of protection.

However, one night, while the family were at
dinner, he slipped into Mr. Otis’s bedroom and
carried off the bottle.

He felt a little humiliated at first, but afterwards
was sensible enough to see that there was a great
deal to be said for the invention, and, to a certain
degree, it served his purpose.
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KeHTepBunbckoe npusmuaeHue

HecmoTpa Ha Bce 3T Mepbl MPeaoCTOPOKHOCTH,
€ro He OCTaB/IANN B NOKOE.

MonepéK Kopuaopa MOCTOAHHO MPOTArMBaINCH
BEPEBKM, M OH TO U AeN0 Najas, Lenasasach 3a HUX, a
ofHaxKAbl, coBeplas cBoh obxon B obnaveHuu
«YépHoro NcaaKa, nnnm OXOTHMKA M3 XOrnemckoro
neca», OH NOCKOJIb3HY/ICA U CU/IbHO paclumnbes, Tak
KaK 6aM3Heubl HamMasanu Noa XUPOM, HauMHaa oT
Bxoga B [06eneHOBbIA 3an1 M KOH4Yas BepxXHeW
naowaaKoi nyb0oBon NecTHULbI.

STa rHycHas NpoAesika HACTO/MIbKO ero pasrHeBana,
YTO OH pewun MnpeanpuHATb ewWwe OoaHy, W
OKOHYaTEe/NbHYIO, NONbITKY  3alKUTUTL  CBOE
nonpaHHoe [JAOCTOMHCTBO W  BbICOKMA  CTaTyC
KeHTepBuabCKoOro npuMBuaeHuA, npeacras
cnefylowWen e  Houblo  nepes  Aep3KMMU
BOCMMUTaHHMKaMW WTOHA B CBOEM ntobumom
obpase «OtBaxkHoro Pynepta, wan [pada bes
lonosbi».

OH He BbICTyMan B 3TOW PoOAM YyKe bBonee yem
cembecaT fieT — COBCTBEHHO, C TeX CambiX Mop,
KaK [0 TOro Hanyran npenectHyio neau bapbapy
Moyamw, 4YTO OHa HEOXUAAHHO pacTopria
NMOMOJIBKY C ie0OM HblHelHero opaa KeHTepsunsa
n cbexkana B [petHa-TpuH [lpeTHa-TpuUH —
norpaHunyHasa c AHMIMElN WOTNAHACKAnA [epeBHs,
roe  paHee  3ak/ayanucb  Bpakm  mexay
NPUE3KaBWUMKN U3 AHIMK MONOABIMK Mapamu; B
lpeTHa-TpuH 6GpaKocoyeTaHMe coBeplanocb 6es
cobntogeHNA YCTaHOB@HHbIX aHIIMMCKMM 3aKOHOM
dopmanbHOCTENM, @ Y4YMTbIBAZIOCb /ANWWb KenaHue
EHUXa U HeBecTbl CTaTb MYXKEM M KeHoi.] ¢
Kpacasuem [ykekom KacnToHOM, 3aABMB, YTO HM 3a
KaKuMe KOBPWMMKKM He BbIMOET 3aMyK 3a YeNoBeKa,
CeMbsi KOTOPOro MO3BOAAET TaKMM KOLIMapPHbIM
NPUBUAEHUAM  pPas3ryiMBaTb B  CyMepKax Mo
Teppace.
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Still in spite of everything he was not left
unmolested.

Strings were continually being stretched across the
corridor, over which he tripped in the dark, and on
one occasion, while dressed for the part of “Black
Isaac, or the Huntsman of Hogley Woods,” he met
with a severe fall, through treading on a butter-
slide, which the twins had constructed from the
entrance of the Tapestry Chamber to the top of the
oak staircase.

This last insult so enraged him, that he resolved to
make one final effort to assert his dignity and social
position, and determined to visit the insolent young
Etonians the next night in his celebrated character
of “Reckless Rupert, or the Headless Earl.”

He had not appeared in this disguise for more than
seventy vyears; in fact, not since he had so
frightened pretty Lady Barbara Modish by means of
it, that she suddenly broke off her engagement
with the present Lord Canterville’s grandfather, and
ran away to Gretna Green with handsome Jack
Castletown, declaring that nothing in the world
would induce her to marry into a family that
allowed such a horrible phantom to walk up and
down the terrace at twilight.
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The Canterville Ghost

begHsara [»ek BCKope mocsie 3Toro norné oT nynu
nopaa KeHTepBMAA Ha AysnMu, COCTOABLUENCA Ha
YoHacBopTckom Ayry, a neau bapbapa, cepaue
KOTOPOW He BblAep’Kasio yTpaThl, MeEHee Yem yepes
roa ymepna B TeHbpuak-Yannce [TeHbpua-Yannc
—  KYPOPTHbIA TOPOAOK C  MUHEpasbHbIMK
WCTOYHMKAMU K tory OT JIoHAO0Ha.]. TaK 4TO MOXHO C
YBEPEHHOCTbIO YTBEPXA4aTb, UYTO BbICTyNJAEHUE
KeHTepBUIbCKOro npuBuaeHnA BO BCex
OTHOLIEHUAX MMENO rPaHAMNO3HbIN yCrex.

OpHako gnsa 3Ton ponu TpeboBanca yYpessblyaliHO
CNOXHbIA  rpUM  (€c/NM,  KOHEYHO,  MOXKHO
NPUMEHUTb TaKoM cyrybo TeaTpanbHblil TEPMUH MO
OTHOLUEHWIO K OAHOW W3 BeNMYaMLLMX 3aragok
CBEPXbECTECTBEHHOIO MMPa, WAW, BblpaxKasacb Mo-
Hay4yHOMY,  «eCTeCTBEHHOr0  MMpa  BbICLIEro
nopsagKa»), U emy NPULWIOCL NOTPATUTL A06pPbIX
TPW Yaca Ha NPUTOTOB/IEHUA.

HakoHeL, BCé 6bl1/10 3aKOHYEHO, U OH OCTa/ICA OYeHb
[0BOJIEH CBOMM BUIOM.

MpaBaa, 6onbluMe Ko¥KaHble 60TdHOpPThI, KOTOpble
ABNANNCD HEOTHEMJ/IEMOM YaCTblO 3TOrO KOCTHOMA,
6blIM emy BEAMKOBaThbl, a OAMH W3 CeAebHbIX
NUCTONETOB KyAa-TO 3anponacTUACA, HO B LEOM,
KaK emy Ka3a/nocb, Hapag Ha HEM Bbirnagen
npesocxogHo. PoBHO B 4eTBepTb BTOPOro OH
BbICKO/Ib3HY/1 U3 CTEHHOW MAHENW U CTan KpacTbea
no Kopuaopy.

OobpaBlumcb [0 KOMHaTbl 6/1M3HeuoB (OHa,
OO/MKEH  ynomsAHYTb, HasbiBasnacb  «lonybon
cnanbHel», no uBeTy nopTbep W o060eB), OH
0BHapPYXKWU, YTO ABEPb C/IErKa NPUOTKPbLITA.

enaa Kak MOXHO 3ddeKkTHee o06CTaBUTbL CBOE
nosB/jeHME, OH LUMPOKO PacnaxHyn eé, n B TOT XKe
MWI Ha Hero ynan TAXENbIA KyBLMH C BOAOMW,
nponeTeB MMMO €ro JIEBOrO MJeya B KAKUX-TO
HECKONIbKUX AtOMMAx, HO ycnes obpyLIMTb Ha Hero
Luenoe Mope BoAbl, TaK YTO Ha HEM U CYXOW HUTKK
He ocTanocb. TyT e M3-nog, bangaxuvHa LUMPOKOM
KpOoBaTW pas3fanmch B3pbiBbl CAAB/IEHHOMO X0X0Ta.
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Poor Jack was afterwards shot in a duel by Lord
Canterville on Wandsworth Common, and Lady
Barbara died of a broken heart at Tunbridge Wells
before the year was out, so, in every way, it had
been a great success.

It was, however an extremely difficult “make-up,” if
I may use such a theatrical expression in connection
with one of the greatest mysteries of the
supernatural, or, to employ a more scientific term,
the higher-natural world, and it took him fully three
hours to make his preparations.

At last everything was ready, and he was very
pleased with his appearance.

The big leather riding-boots that went with the
dress were just a little too large for him, and he
could only find one of the two horse-pistols, but, on
the whole, he was quite satisfied, and at a quarter-
past one he glided out of the wainscoting and crept
down the corridor.

On reaching the room occupied by the twins, which
| should mention was called the Blue Bed Chamber,
on account of the colour of its hangings, he found
the door just ajar.

Wishing to make an effective entrance, he flung it
wide open, when a heavy jug of water fell right
down on him, wetting him to the skin, and just
missing his left shoulder by a couple of inches. At
the same moment he heard stifled shrieks of
laughter proceeding from the four-post bed.
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KeHTepBunbckoe npusuaeHue

MoTpAaceHMe ANAa ero HepBHOW cucTembl 6bi10
CTONb BE/INKO, YTO OH OMNPOMETbIO KMHYJ/ICA B CBOHO
KOMHaTy, a Ha C/leayloWwmili AeHb CNEr OT XKeCTOKOM
npocTyabl.

XopoLwo eLé, 4To OH OCTaBM rON0OBY B KOMHaATe, a
TO He 060LWNoCh 6bl 6€3 TAMKENBIX OCNOKHEHUN ANA
ero oc/1abneHHOro opraHn3ma.

Moc/ie 3TOro OH OCTaBWUA BCAKYIO HaAeKay 3anyraTb
3TMX HEeUMBUAN30BAHHbIX aMEPUKAHLUEB W, Kak
npasu0, AOBOALCTBOBa/ACA Tem, 4yTo 6poaun no
KOopuaopam B BOM/IOYHbIX KOMHATHbIX Tybasx,
3aMOTaB LWeK TOACTbIM KpPacHbIM LWappom oT
CKBO3HAKOB M He BblNyCcKas MafeHbKoi apkebysbl
[Apkeby3a (Mnu apkebys) — ctapMHHOE GUTUNBbHOE
PYKb€, 3apsrKaemoe C Ayna.] M3 pyK Ha cayyait
HanageHus 6an3HeLos.

MocnegHuin yaap 6bin HaHecéH emy

[EeBATHaALATOro CeHTABPA.

OH cnyctunca B OFPOMHbIM  XOAN  3aMKa,
YBEPEHHbIM, YTO TaM YK €ro He MoTPeBOXaT B
TaKOM NO3AHWI Yac, U 3abasnan cebs Tem, 4to
M30LLPANCA B HAaCMELLUBbIX 3aMeYaHUAX B agpec
nocnaHHuka CoeanHEHHbIX LLITaToB U ero cynpyru,
M306paXKEHHbIX Ha  caenaHHbix y  CapoHwu
[HanoneoH CapoHu (1821—1896) —
aMepuKaHcKMin doTorpad, nntorpad n XyaorKHMK.]
6onblumx doTorpadusax, 3amMeHUBLLUMX GaMU/IbHbIE
noptpeTtbl KeHTepBuae.

OH 6bln NPOCTO, HO aKKypaTHO OZeT B AJ/IMHHbIN
caBaH, Koe-rae nobBUTbIN MOTUAbHOMN MECeHbIo,
HUXHAA €ero 4entocTb Oblna noassA3aHa KENTOM
KOCbIHKOW, a B pPYyKe OH pAep)kan Hebonblomn
boHapb M 3acTyn,  KakKMMKU  MOJNb3YHOTCA
MOTUNbLLNKMN.
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The shock to his nervous system was so great that
he fled back to his room as hard as he could go, and
the next day he was laid up with a severe cold.

The only thing that at all consoled him in the whole
affair was the fact that he had not brought his head
with him, for, had he done so, the consequences
might have been very serious.

He now gave up all hope of ever frightening this
rude American family, and contented himself, as a
rule, with creeping about the passages in list
slippers, with a thick red muffler round his throat
for fear of draughts, and a small arquebuse, in case
he should be attacked by the twins.

The final blow he received occurred on the 19th of
September.

He had gone down-stairs to the great entrance-hall,
feeling sure that there, at any rate, he would be
quite unmolested, and was amusing himself by
making satirical remarks on the large Saroni
photographs of the United States Minister and his
wife which had now taken the place of the
Canterville family pictures.

He was simply but neatly clad in a long shroud,
spotted with churchyard mould, had tied up his jaw
with a strip of yellow linen, and carried a small
lantern and a sexton’s spade.

27/51



6/10/24, 5:21 p.m.

about:blank

The Canterville Ghost

CobcTBEHHO roBopsi, OH Obln o4eT Kak «MoHa
HenorpebeHHbliir, uan Moxutnutens TpynoB

YepTceiickoro TymHa» — OAMH M3 AyYWWX ero
0bpas3oB, KoTopblii KeHTepBuaM wumenu Bce
OCHOBaHMA  HaAOArO  3aNOMHWTb,  MOCKONbKY

MMEHHO M3-3a ONecTAWero UCNOSHEHUA MM 3TOM
po/M  OHW HaBCerga paspyraimcb CO CBOMM
cocegom nopgom Padpdopaom.

BbiNO OKONO YeTBepTM TpeTbero, U B [JAOMe,
HACKO/IbKO OH MOT CYAWTb, Lapuaa NoiHaa TUWKHa.

Ho Korga oH npobupanca K 6ubnmnoteke, ytobbl
B3MNAHYTb, OCTA/IMCb /iU OT KPOBABOro MATHa XOTb
Kakue-HMbyab cnepgpl, U3 TEMHOrO yrna BHe3amnHo
bpocununce Ha Hero age GuUrypbl 1, ocTepBeHeso
pa3maxmBas pyKamu Hag rofioBon, 3aBONUAM emy B
camoe yxo: «Y-y-y!»

OxBauyeHHbI  MAHWYECKMM  CTPaxoMm,  BMOJIHE
OODBACHUMbBIM B TaKuMXx OBCTOATENbCTBAX, OH
6pocKnca K NIeCTHULE, HO TaM ero noAkapaynusan
BaluMHITOH c 60/1bWMM CafloBbIM
onpbiCKMBaTenem. Buana, 4to Bparn OKpy»Kuau ero
CO BCEX CTOPOH W AEeBaTbCA eMy HEKyaa, OH FOPKHYA
B DO/IbLUYIO ¥KeNe3Hyo Neyb, KoTopas, K cHacTbio, B
3Ty HOYb He TonMMnacb, M MNO AbIMOXOZAM
npobpancs B CBOK KAMOPKY, YKACHO TPA3HbIN,
pacTpEnaHHbIA U UCNONHEHHbIN OTYAAHMS.

Mocne atoro oH 6osblWe He Aenan CBOMX HOYHbIX
Bbl/1a30K. BansHeupbl HeKoTopoe Bpems
NPOAOMKANM  YCTpamMBaTb Ha HeEro 3acagbl WM
KaXabli Beyep, K BEAUKOMY HeyAOBONbCTBUIO
poauTenei U NpuUcayru, Nocbinanun Noa B Kopuaope
OpexoBoi CKopAYNol, Ho 6e3pe3ynbTaTHO.

He 6b110 COMHEHMIA — nNpuU3paK 4yBCTBOBaAN cebs
HaCTONbKO OBMMEHHbIM, YTO HEe Xefan ABAATbCA
obutatenam goma.
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In fact, he was dressed for the character of “Jonas
the Graveless, or the Corpse-Snatcher of Chertsey
Barn,” one of his most remarkable impersonations,
and one which the Cantervilles had every reason to
remember, as it was the real origin of their quarrel
with their neighbour, Lord Rufford.

It was about a quarter-past two o’clock in the
morning, and, as far as he could ascertain, no one
was stirring.

As he was strolling towards the library, however, to
see if there were any traces left of the blood-stain,
suddenly there leaped out on him from a dark
corner two figures, who waved their arms wildly
above their heads, and shrieked out “BOO!” in his
ear.

Seized with a panic, which, under the
circumstances, was only natural, he rushed for the
staircase, but found Washington Otis waiting for
him there with the big garden-syringe, and being
thus hemmed in by his enemies on every side, and
driven almost to bay, he vanished into the great
iron stove, which, fortunately for him, was not lit,
and had to make his way home through the flues
and chimneys, arriving at his own room in a terrible
state of dirt, disorder, and despair.

After this he was not seen again on any nocturnal
expedition. The twins lay in wait for him on several
occasions, and strewed the passages with nutshells
every night to the great annoyance of their parents
and the servants, but it was of no avail.

It was quite evident that his feelings were so
wounded that he would not appear.
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KeHTepBunbckoe npusuaeHue

B pesynbtate muctep OyTUC CYEN BO3MOKHbIM
CHOBa YyCecTbCA 3a CBOM OOBEMUCTbIA Tpya Mo
mnctopumn [emokpatmdeckont naptmm CLUA, Hapg,
KOTOpbIM paboTan yxe MHoro net; mmccuc OyTuc
yCTpouaa BEAMKONENHbIN MUKHUK Ha MOPCKOM
bepery, nopasmBwKin BCE rpadCTBO; MaSbYUKK
OTAANNCb YBAIEYEHUIO faKpoccom [/lakpocc —
KaHaAcKan HaUMOHaNbHasA urpa B MAav,
pacnpocTpaHéHHaa Takxe un B CLUA.], tokepom
[FOKep — KapToyHas urpa.], NoOKepom u Apyrumu
AMEpPUKAHCKUMW  HALMOHANbHbIMM  Urpamu, a
BUpOKMHMA KaTanacb MO anfeAmM Ha MOHM B
CONPOBOXAEHMM OHOTO repuora Yewwupckoro,
nposBogmBlIero B KeHTepBuabckom  3amke
NocNeAHO HeAENt0 CBOUX KaHUKY.

Bce pewwmnnn, 4to NpUBMAEHNE NOKUHYNO 3aMOK, U
muctep OyTUC parke Hanmucan o6 3tom sopay
KeHTepBualo, KOTOpbIA B OTBETHOM MUCbMeE
BbIPa3Wu/l Ha Cell CYET CBOK PaAOCTb M MOMPOCUN
no3zpasuTb OT €ro MMEHW C ITUM MPUATHLIM
CObbITEM AOCTOMHYIO CYynpyry NocNaHHMKA.

OpHako OyTtucel owwubanucb, ubo npuBUAeHME
HUKyOa He ucyesano M3 3amMKa W, XoTA
npeBpaTU/IOCh TEMEPb YyTb /I HE B MHBaANWAA, BCE
e He AymMano OCTaBfsATb WX B MOKoe, 0cObeHHOo
Korga emy CTano M3BECTHO, 4YTO Cpeau rocTein
HaxoguTca FOHBIN repuor YeLwmpckui,
[ABOIOPOAHbIA BHYK TOro camoro nopga ®paHcuca
CTUNTOHA, KOTOPbIA  OAHaXAbl Mocnopun ¢
noskoBHUKOM Kapbepu Ha CTO rMHeMl, 4To cbirpaeT
B KOCTM € KeHTepBUIbCKUM NPUBUAEHNEM, @ YTPOM
6bl1 HalaeH Ha nosay snombepHOolM NOAHOCTbIO
pas3buTbim napannyom. XoTa nopg CTUATOH WM
AOXWA [0 CaMbIX MPEKNOHHbIX NIeT, Nocae 3Toro
C/lyyas OH MOr MPOU3HOCWUTb BCEro /MWL /Ba
CNoBa: «WeCTépKa Aybnby.
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Mr. Otis consequently resumed his great work on
the history of the Democratic Party, on which he
had been engaged for some years; Mrs. Otis
organized a wonderful clam-bake, which amazed
the whole county; the boys took to lacrosse euchre,
poker, and other American national games, and
Virginia rode about the lanes on her pony,
accompanied by the young Duke of Cheshire, who
had come to spend the last week of his holidays at
Canterville Chase.

It was generally assumed that the ghost had gone
away, and, in fact, Mr. Otis wrote a letter to that
effect to Lord Canterville, who, in reply, expressed
his great pleasure at the news, and sent his best
congratulations to the Minister’s worthy wife.

The Otises, however, were deceived, for the ghost
was still in the house, and though now almost an
invalid, was by no means ready to let matters rest,
particularly as he heard that among the guests was
the young Duke of Cheshire, whose grand-uncle,
Lord Francis Stilton, had once bet a hundred
guineas with Colonel Carbury that he would play
dice with the Canterville ghost, and was found the
next morning lying on the floor of the card-room in
such a helpless paralytic state that, though he lived
on to a great age, he was never able to say anything
again but “Double Sixes.”
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The Canterville Ghost

UcTopuma aTa B CBOE BpemA Hafenasnia MHOrO LWyMmy,
[apoM 4TO M3 yBaXkeHUsa K u4yBcTBam obewnx
6naropodHblx cemeil €€ BCAYECKM CTapajuchb
3amATb.  lNogpobHbIM  pacckaz  obo  Bcex
06CTOATENbCTBAX MPOMUCLIECTBUMA MOMHO HalTh B
TpeTbem  TOME  COYMHEeHWAa  aopga  TaTma
«BocnomuHaHMsA O MpUHLE-pereHTe U ero
OPY3bAXY.

Mpwu3paKy, ecTecTBEHHO, XOTe/I0Chb A0Ka3aTb, YTO OH
He yTpaTUAN npeHero BAMAHMA Ha CTUATOHOB, C
KOTOPbIMM K TOMY Ke COCTOA/ B Aa/ibHEM POACTBE:
ero KysumHa 6bina 3amy:kem en secondes noces
[BTopbim 6pakom (dp.).] 3a capom ae banknu, a ot
Hero, Kak W3BeCcTHO, BeayT CBOW pog repuoru
Yewwunpckue.

OH paxe caenan HeobxoauMble NPUrOTOBAEHMUA K
TOMY, 4TObbl ABUTLCA Nepes, FOHbIM MOKAOHHUKOM
BUpAKMHMM B CTONb yAaBasluemcs emy obpase
«MoHaxa-Bamnupa, nunu ObecKkpoBneHHOro
BeHeanKTMHUA [BeHeAUKTUHUbBI — KaTO/JIMYECKUn
MOHALWWECKUN OpAeH, OCHOBAHHbLIM B Hayane VI
BeKa.]». OH 6bln TaK CTpaweH B 3TOW POaM, YTO
KOr4a ero OfHaKAbl, B POKOBOW Beyep Mo HOBbIM
1764 ron, ysupena crapaa neam CrapTan, c HeW,
nocne TOro Kak OHa M34ana HEeCKONbKO MCTOLLHbIX
KPUKOB, CNYYM/ICA anonneKkcMyeckuin yaap. Yepes
TP OHA OHa CKOHYasacb, YCNeB JIMWUTb
KeHTepBunein, cBOMX B6AUMKANLLIMX POACTBEHHUKOB,
HacneACTBa, NMOCKObKY OCTaBM/Ia BCE CBOU AEHbIMU
NOHAOHCKOMY  anTeKapto, cHabkaswemy eé
NeKkapcTBamm.

OfHaKo B NOC/NEAHIO MUHYTY M3 CTpaxa nepep,
6/1M3HEeLLaMM NPUBMAEHNE HE PELUMNOCb MOKUHYTb
CBOKO KOMHATY, W tOHbIN repuor CNoKoMHO npocnan
40 yTpa nof 60/bluMM YKpaWeHHbIM Mepbamu
b6angaxvHom B KoposieBcKoW onoymBanbHe. Bo cHe
OH BUAEN BUPAKUHMIO.
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The story was well known at the time, though, of
course, out of respect to the feelings of the two
noble families, every attempt was made to hush it
up, and a full account of all the circumstances
connected with it will be found in the third volume
of Lord Tattle’s “Recollections of the Prince Regent
and his Friends”.

The ghost, then, was naturally very anxious to show
that he had not lost his influence over the Stiltons,
with whom, indeed, he was distantly connected, his
own first cousin having been married en secondes
noces to the Sieur de Bulkeley, from whom, as
every one knows, the Dukes of Cheshire are lineally
descended.

Accordingly, he made arrangements for appearing
to \Virginia’s little lover in his celebrated
impersonation of “The Vampire Monk, or the
Bloodless Benedictine,” a performance so horrible
that when old Lady Startup saw it, which she did on
one fatal New Year’s Eve, in the year 1764, she
went off into the most piercing shrieks, which
culminated in violent apoplexy, and died in three
days, after disinheriting the Cantervilles, who were
her nearest relations, and leaving all her money to
her London apothecary.

At the last moment, however, his terror of the
twins prevented his leaving his room, and the little
Duke slept in peace under the great feathered
canopy in the Royal Bedchamber, and dreamed of
Virginia.
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[naBa naTasa

Heckonbko aHenl cnycta BupaKuvHua un  eé
KYOPABbIN KaBasep OTNPaBUAUCH KaTaTbCA BEPXOM
Ha bpoknenckue nyra, n oHa, NPOAUPAACH CKBO3b
KMBYIO M3ropodb, Tak U30pBasia CBOK aMa3OoHKY,
YTO, BEPHYBLUMCb AOMOM, pelmna MNoAHATbCA K
cebe no NecTHULe YEPHOro xoaa, ¢ Tem 4Tobbl eé
HWKTO He yBuAaen.

Mpoberas mumo [lobeneHoBoro 3ana, [Agepb
KOTOPOro OKa3asacb OTKpbITOW, OHa 3ameTuna
Kpaem rnasa, YTo Tam KTO-TO ecTb, W, MoJsaras, u4to
3TO KaMepuCTKa eé maTepu, MHOrAA NPUXOAMBLLASA
cloga C WWTbEM, OCTaHOBMIAcb M 3ariaHyna B
[Bepb, UTO6bl MONPOCUTL €€ MOYMHUTL MOPBAHHYHO
aMa30oHKy.

KakoBo ke 6bl10 €€ yamBaeHne, Koraa oKasasnoch,
uTo 310 KeHTepBUAbCKMIA Npuspak!

OH cuaen y okHa M Habnwgan 3a Tem, Kak C
NoOMKenTesBlUMX [epeBbeB CNeTaeT HenpoyHas
M030/10Ta U1 KaK KpacHble INCTbA B BeleHoi nascke
HecyTcA No 4/ IMHHOW ansiee napka.

Fonosy OH NONOXWUN Ha CNOXKEeHHble BMeCTe PYKU, U
BCA €ro no3a Bblpar*Kana 6ECI'Ip0CBeTHOG OoT4yaAHwMe.

OH Ka3a/ca TaKUM OAMHOKUM, TaKUM OPAXIbIM U
6e33aWnTHBIM, 4TO  MaNeHbKoN  BupaxunHuy,
nepebiM MNobyXaeHWem KoTopoi 6bino ckopee
6exxaTb OTCloAa M 3anepeTbCcAa B CBOEW KOMHaTe,
CTa/10 »KAJIKO €ro 1 3aX0TeN0Ch ero yTelunTb.

Larn eé 6biAn TaK Nerku, a ero MenaHxonua Tak
rnyboKa, 4To OH 3amMeTun eé NPUCYTCTBUE NULLb
TOrga, Koraa oHa C HMM 3aroBopuia.

— lMoBepbTe, A BaM O4YeHb COYYBCTBYIO, — CKasasna
OHa. — Ho 3aBTpa mou 6paTbs BO3BpaLLAlOTCA B
WNToH, 1 Toraa, ecnv Bbl byaeTe cebs XOpoLLO BECTH,
Bac 60/blle HUKTO He 0buauT.

30

the_canterville_ghost_ru_en

V

A few days after this, Virginia and her curly-haired
cavalier went out riding on Brockley meadows,
where she tore her habit so badly in getting
through a hedge that, on their return home, she
made up her mind to go up by the back staircase so
as not to be seen.

As she was running past the Tapestry Chamber, the
door of which happened to be open, she fancied
she saw some one inside, and thinking it was her
mother’s maid, who sometimes used to bring her
work there, looked in to ask her to mend her habit.

To her immense surprise, however, it was the
Canterville Ghost himself!

He was sitting by the window, watching the ruined
gold of the yellowing trees fly through the air, and
the red leaves dancing madly down the long
avenue.

His head was leaning on his hand, and his whole
attitude was one of extreme depression.

Indeed, so forlorn, and so much out of repair did he
look, that little Virginia, whose first idea had been
to run away and lock herself in her room, was filled
with pity, and determined to try and comfort him.

So light was her footfal, and so deep his
melancholy, that he was not aware of her presence
till she spoke to him.

“I am so sorry for you,” she said, “but my brothers
are going back to Eton to-morrow, and then, if you
behave yourself, no one will annoy you.”
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The Canterville Ghost

— KaKolt ToNK NpocuTb meHA xopoLo cebs sectn?!
— 0TO3BaJICA OH, C YAWB/AEHWEM OMAAbIBAACL Ha
XOPOLUEHbKYIO [eBOYKY, KOTopasa He noboanacb
3aroBopuTb ¢ HUM. — Hukakoro! MHe, 3Haelb /1y,
NPOCTO MO/IOXEHO TrpemeTb LenAmM, CTOHaTb
CKBO3b 3aMOYHblE CKBa)XMHbl WM pPasryivMeatb No
HOoYam — Tbl BeAb 3TO CUYMTaelb MJIOXUM
nosegeHnem? B 3Tom Becb CMbIcn  Moero
CyLLecTBOBaHMs!

— HuKaKoro cmbicna TyT HET, U Bbl CAaMM NMPEKPACHO
3HaeTe, u4To nioxo cebsa Benn. Mwuccuc AmHM
CKasafna Ham B MepBblil e AeHb Moc/ie Halero
npuesaa, YTo Bbl yOUNUN CBOIO XKEHY.

— Hy, gonyctum, youn, — pasgparKEHHO OTBETWA
[yX, — HO 3TO MOE /INYHOE AEeN0, U 3TO HUKOTO He
KacaeTcs.

— Y6uBaTb Ntogein o4yeHb HEXOPOLO, — CKaslana
BUPAMKMHMA C TOM NYPUTAHCKON CEPbE3HOCTLIO,
KOTOpas MOpOi NOABAANACL B BblpaXKEHUU eé
MWIOTO NNLA M KOTOPYH OHa yHacneoBana ot
KaKoro-to npeaxa ns Hosoi AHrnu.

— O, Kak s HeHaBMXKy 3TO [Jelweésoe
MOpPaNn3MpoBaHMe, CBOMCTBEHHOE abCTPaKTHOM
aTnke! Mosa eHa 6blna ovyeHb AypHa cobol, oHa
HUKOrAa He  ymena  AO/MKHbIM  obpasom
HaKpaxmanutb MHe 6pbiKK [BpbiXKM — BOPOTHMK
WU BbIMYCK Ha rpyau B BuAe OBOPOK.] M poBHO
HWYEro He CMbIC/INAA B UCKYCCTBE BKYCHO FOTOBUTD.
Bo3bMém, K npumepy, XoTa 6bl TakoW cay4ai.
OpgHaxabl MHe yaanocb youTb B Xorieickom necy
O/IeHs, BENUKOMIENHOr0 CamLa-oAHOroAKa, — TakK
BOT, KakK e, Tbl JAyMaellb, OHa C HUM
pacrnopaaunacb M 4YTO B KOHLUE KOHLOB 6blno
nofaHo K ctony?

[a u4To TOnKy celyac roBopuTb 06 3Tom — Aeno
Beab npownoe! U nyctb A agencTButenbHo youn
CBOIO KEHY, HO 3aMOPUTb MEHA roN0A0M, A0BeaA
40 My4YuTeNbHOW CMepTH, BblI0 CO CTOPOHbI eé
bpaTbeB TOXKe He 04YEHb-TO KPacuBO.
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“It is absurd asking me to behave myself” he
answered, looking round in astonishment at the
pretty little girl who had ventured to address him,
“quite absurd. | must rattle my chains, and groan
through keyholes, and walk about at night, if that is
what you mean. It is my only reason for existing.”

“It is no reason at all for existing, and you know you
have been very wicked. Mrs. Umney told us, the
first day we arrived here, that you had killed your
wife.”

“Well, 1 quite admit it,” said the Ghost, petulantly,
“but it was a purely family matter, and concerned
no one else.”

“It is very wrong to kill any one,” said Virginia, who
at times had a sweet puritan gravity, caught from
some old New England ancestor.

“Oh, | hate the cheap severity of abstract ethics!
My wife was very plain, never had my ruffs properly
starched, and knew nothing about cookery. Why,
there was a buck | had shot in Hogley Woods, a
magnificent pricket, and do you know how she had
it sent to table?

However, it is no matter now, for it is all over, and |
don’t think it was very nice of her brothers to
starve me to death, though I did kill her.”
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KeHTepBunbckoe npusuaeHue

— OHM 3amopunn Bac ronogom? O, mwucTep
npuspak, — TO eCcTb, A XOTesa cKasaTtb, c3p CaliMoH,
— Bbl, HaBepHO, W ceiyac ronofHbl? Y meHA B
CYMKe ecTb byTepbpos,. BosbmuTe, noxKanyicra!

— Hert, cnacnbo. A paBHO Hu4yero He em. Ho Bcé
paBHO C TBOElM CTOPOHbI 3TO O4YeHb NtobesHo, U
BoobWwe Tbl ropasgo cuMmnaTuMyHee BCel CBOEWM
Y*KacHow, HEBOCMUTAHHOM, BY/IbrapHoOM 7
6ecyecTHOMN cembM.

— He cmeiTe Tak roBoputb! — BOCKAMKHYNa
BuparKMHMA,  TOMHYB  HOron. —  3TO  Bbl
HEBOCMWUTaHHbI, YXaCHbl W BYAbrAPHbI, a YTO
KacaeTcA YeCcTHOCTM, TaK Bbl CaMW MPEKpPacHOo
3HaeTe, KTO TaCKan y MeHA U3 ALLMKA KPacKK, YTobbl
HaBOAMTb Ballle AypaLKoe KpoBaBoe NATHO.

CnepBa McYe3nn BCe KpacHble KPacKu, BKAKOYAA U
anble, Tak yto A bonblle He morna M3obparkaTtb
3aKaTbl, MOTOM Bbl YHEC/M U3YMPYAHYIO 3e1eHb U
XENTbIA XPOM, a KOHUYMIOCb TEM, UYTO Y MeHs
BOOOLLE HMYEro He OCTanocb, KPOME WHAWUIO M
KUTaNCKNX Bennn, n MHe NpULIOCb OrPaHUYUTLCA
nersaxamm Cc /yHHbIM CBETOM, a OHW TaKue
YHbI/IblE, 4@ U PUCOBATb MX Y¥KACHO TPYAHO.

Ho A HMKOMy Ha Bac He HasbegHwyana, xoTb M
oyeHb cepaunacb. M Boobule BCE 3TO CTpalLHO
rNyno: Hy pa3se 6biBaeT U3yMpyAHas KPpoBb?

— A 4yTO MHe O0CTaBa/soCb AenaTb? — MPOUSHEC
npuMspak C HEKOTOpPbIM  CcmyllueHnem. — B
HblHELHWe BPEMEHA A0CTaTb HACTOALLYIO KPOBb He
TaK-TO MPOCTO, WU MOCKO/IbKY TBOW [ApParoueHHbIN
6paTeL, pewnn NycTuTb B Xon CBON «0BpasLoBbIn
OYMCTUTENbY», — a C 3TOr0 BCE M HayaNoCb, — MHe
HU4ero Apyroro He 0CTaBanoCb KaK
BOCMO/1b30BaTbCA TBOMMMU KpacKamu.

A uTO KacaeTcs uBeTa, TO 3TO, 3Haelb AW, AeNo
BKyca. Y KeHTepBuiei, HanpmMmep, KpoBb ronybas,
camana ronybaa Bo Bceit AHrnuu. Bnpouem, Bac,
aMepUKaHLEB, TaKMe BeLLM He MHTEPECYIOT.
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“Starve you to death? Oh, Mr. Ghost—I mean Sir
Simon, are you hungry? | have a sandwich in my
case. Would you like it?”

“No, thank you, | never eat anything now; but it is
very kind of you, all the same, and you are much
nicer than the rest of your horrid, rude, vulgar,
dishonest family.”

“Stop!” cried Virginia, stamping her foot, “it is you
who are rude, and horrid, and vulgar, and as for
dishonesty, you know you stole the paints out of
my box to try and furbish up that ridiculous blood-
stain in the library.

First you took all my reds, including the vermilion,
and | couldn’t do any more sunsets, then you took
the emerald-green and the chrome-yellow, and
finally 1 had nothing left but indigo and Chinese
white, and could only do moonlight scenes, which
are always depressing to look at, and not at all easy
to paint.

I never told on you, though | was very much
annoyed, and it was most ridiculous, the whole
thing; for who ever heard of emerald-green
blood?”

“Well, really,” said the Ghost, rather meekly, “what
was | to do? It is a very difficult thing to get real
blood nowadays, and, as your brother began it all
with his Paragon Detergent, | certainly saw no
reason why | should not have your paints.

As for colour, that is always a matter of taste: the
Cantervilles have blue blood, for instance, the very
bluest in England; but | know you Americans don’t
care for things of this kind.”
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The Canterville Ghost

— OTKyAa BamM 3HaTb, YTO Hac UHTepecyeT? f Bam
O4YeHb COBETYIO K HAaM 3MUIPMPOBaATb U PACLLIMPUTL
y Hac cBoi Kpyrosop. Mana c pafocTblo ycTpouT
Bam 6ecnnaTHbii npoesd, W, XOTA MOLW/MHbI Ha
CNMPTHOE, @ 3HAYMT, M Ha BCE CMMPUTUYECKOE
YXacHO BbICOKME, NpobieM Ha TaMOMHE Y Bac He
6yaeT, TaK Kak BCE YNHOBHMKM TaM — AEMOKpaTbl.

A B Hbto-MopKe Bac KAET OrpOMHbIii ycrex. A 3Hato
Tam MHOTUX Nlt0AeN, KOTopble C 0XOTOoM Bbl Aann CTo
TbICAY [0/71apPOB NPOCTO 3a TO, YTOObI Y HUX Obin
Aenyweka, Hy a 3a To, 4YTobbl MMeTb cemMenHoe
npuBMaeHne, faayT BO CTO KpaT bonblue.

— Botocb, MHe He NOHPaBUTCA Bala AMepuKa.

— [loTomy 4TO y Hac HeT HuMYyero AOMNOTOMNHOro U
OWKOBUHHOrO?  — HacMmewanBoO  CnNpocuna
BupaKunHua.

— Hwuyero gONOTOMNHOrO M AMKOBMHHOrO? A Bal
$noT 1 Bawn maHepbl?

— Bcero xopouwero! Moiay nonpowy nany, 4tobbl
OH paspewnn 61M3HeLaM 3aJepiKaTbCA elé Ha
OfHY Hegento.

— Mpolwy Bac, He yxoauTe, MUcC BupaskuHua! —
BOCK/IMKHY/ Npu3pak. — A TakK OAMHOK M
HecyacTeH! U A coBeplIeHHO He 3Halo, YTO AenaTb
MHe ganble. bonblie Bcero s xoten 6bl YCHYTb, HO,
YBbl, HE MOTY.

— Hy uT0 3a rynoctu Bbl rosopute! [Ons storo
BCEro NMWb Hago Nedb B NOCTENb M 3a4yTb CBeuy.
Botr 6oapcTBoBaTb — 3TO ropasgo TpyaHee,
0cobeHHO B UEpKBU. A gnsa Toro, Ytob YCHYTb, He
HYXHO HMKaKkux ycunui. C 3TMM cnpasuTca W
rpyaHoOM mnafieHel, XOTb OH MOYTM U HUYEro He
coobparkaer.

— A He cnao yXe TpUCTAa NeT, — MNeyvyanbHo
NPOMOJIBUN MpU3paK, M MpeKpacHble ronybble
rnasa BUPOXKWHWWM  WUMPOKO  PaCcKpbIAMCL  OT
yamenennsa. — Tpucta neT A He 3Hal CHa U
yyBCTBYO ceba 6eckoHe4YHo ycTanbim!
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“You know nothing about it, and the best thing you
can do is to emigrate and improve your mind. My
father will be only too happy to give you a free
passage, and though there is a heavy duty on spirits
of every kind, there will be no difficulty about the
Custom House, as the officers are all Democrats.

Once in New York, you are sure to be a great
success. | know lots of people there who would
give a hundred thousand dollars to have a
grandfather, and much more than that to have a
family ghost.”

“I don’t think | should like America.”
“I suppose because we have no ruins and no
curiosities,” said Virginia, satirically.

“No ruins! no curiosities!” answered the Ghost;
“you have your navy and your manners.”

“Good evening; | will go and ask papa to get the
twins an extra week’s holiday.”

“Please don’t go, Miss Virginia,” he cried; “l am so
lonely and so unhappy, and | really don’t know
what to do. | want to go to sleep and | cannot.”

“That’s quite absurd! You have merely to go to bed
and blow out the candle. It is very difficult
sometimes to keep awake, especially at church, but
there is no difficulty at all about sleeping. Why,
even babies know how to do that, and they are not
very clever.”

“I have not slept for three hundred years,” he said
sadly, and Virginia’s beautiful blue eyes opened in
wonder; “for three hundred years | have not slept,
and I am so tired.”
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KeHTepBunbckoe npusuaeHue

Mo BUPAKMHUKM  3aTyMmaHMNOCb, rybbl eé
3a4porXKanun, CNOBHO sienecTku posbl. OHa nogowna
K NPUBMAEHMIO, ONYCTUIACb Ha KOJIEHU U 3arNiAHYNa
B €ro ApeBHee, MOPLLMHUCTOE ANLO.

— beaHoe, befHOE NpUBUAEHUE, — €4Ba CAbIHO
nporosopuna oHa. — Heyennm Tbl He 3Haewb
TaKOro MecTa, rae Tbl XoTen 6bl YCHYTb?

— [JaneKko-ganeko oTtcioga, Tam, 3a COCHOBbIM
60pom, — OTBEYAN NPU3PAK TUXMM, MEYTATENbHbBIM
rofiocoOM, — eCTb MaJileHbKUn cag. TpaBa Tam
BbICOKaA M ryctas, Tam 6enetoT LBeTbl 6011roNoBa,
nogobHble 3BE3gam, M BCHO HOYb Tam NOET
conoBei.

[a, BClo HOUb He CMOJIKan NOET COM0BEeN, XONoAHasA
XpycTanbHaa nyHa 6eccTpacTHO B3MpaeT BHU3 U
MOryYMit TUC NPOCTMPaEeT Hag ChAWMMU CBOM
MCMNOJIMHCKNE BETBMU.

lnasa BupaxXMHUM 3aBONIOKNUCHL C/le3amu, U OHa
cnpATana B 1a40HU NLO.

— Tbl roBopuwb o Cage CmepTn? — npowenTtana
OHa.

— [Ja, A roBopto 0 HEM. Kak, [O0MKHO ObiTb,
npekpacHa CmepTb! Kak xopoLlo fiexkaTb B MATKON,
TéNNOM 3emne, 3Has, YTo Hag ToboW KosblwyTcA
TpaBbl, U CAyWaTb BEYHYIO TULWIKMHY. Kak xopoullo,
YTO HEeT HW BYEepa, HM 3aBTpPa, YTO MOXKHO 3abbITb O
Xo4e BpPEeMeHM W  HaBeKku 3abbiTbes, 06peTs
HaKoHeL, NOKoW.

3Haelwsb, Tbl MHE MOMellb MOMOYb. Tbl MOXellb
OTBOPUTb AN MeHA BpaTa Xpama Cmeptun, ubo c
ToboW /llob0Bb, a J1o60Bb Beab cunbHee CmepTu.

Mo Teny BUMpAKMHWMWM NpOLLNA XONO4HAnA APOXKb, U
HEKOoTopoe BpemMaA MeXAy HUMU LLapuao MoNYaHue.
Eli Kazanocb, 6yaTO BCE 3TO KAKOM-TO XKYTKUI COH.

MoTtom cHoBa 3aroBOpwuAn nNpu3spak, U ronoc ero
3By4an I'IO,CI,O6HO B340XaM BeTpa.
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Virginia grew quite grave, and her little lips
trembled like rose-leaves. She came towards him,
and kneeling down at his side, looked up into his
old withered face.

“Poor, poor Ghost,” she murmured; “have you no
place where you can sleep?”

“Far away beyond the pine-woods,” he answered,
in a low, dreamy voice, “there is a little garden.
There the grass grows long and deep, there are the
great white stars of the hemlock flower, there the
nightingale sings all night long.

All night long he sings, and the cold crystal moon
looks down, and the yew-tree spreads out its giant
arms over the sleepers.”

Virginia’s eyes grew dim with tears, and she hid her
face in her hands.

“You mean the Garden of Death,” she whispered.

“Yes, death. Death must be so beautiful. To lie in
the soft brown earth, with the grasses waving
above one’s head, and listen to silence. To have no
yesterday, and no to-morrow. To forget time, to
forget life, to be at peace.

You can help me. You can open for me the portals
of death’s house, for love is always with you, and
love is stronger than death is.”

Virginia trembled, a cold shudder ran through her,
and for a few moments there was silence. She felt
as if she was in a terrible dream.

Then the ghost spoke again, and his voice sounded
like the sighing of the wind.
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The Canterville Ghost

— Tbl unTaNa ApeBHee NPOPOYECTBO, HauepTaHHoe
Ha OKHe 6ubnnoTekn?

— O, MHoro pa3! — BOCKAMKHYNA [OEBOYKA,
noAHMMasA Ha npusBMaeHWe rmasa. — fA ycnena ero
Bbly4UTb HAU3YCTb.

OHo HanucaHo KaKMMW-TO CTapUHHbIMM
NPUYYAIMBbIMKM BYKBAMM, TaK YTO CPasy UX TPYAHO
npoyecTb. Tam BCEro AnLUb LWECTb CTPOYeK:

Korga no Bone AeBCTBEHHULLbI FOHOM
MonnTsy Bo3HecyT ycTa pexa,

Koraa mnHAanb 3aCOXLWNN HOYbHO IYHHOW
LiBeTeHbem ByiHbIM NOPA3NUT cepaLa,

A Mmanoe guTa NPOPOHUT TUXO CNE3bI,
[abbl OHK € gyLwn BCe CKOpbU CMbInK,
Torga HacTaHeT MUp, YAAYT U3 3aMKa rpo3bl
M cHM30MAET Nnokol Ha KeHTepBuns.

TONbKO A HE MOHMMALD, YTO 3TO 3HAYMUT.

— A 3TO 3HAYWT, — NeyvyasbHO NMPOMONBUA AYyX, —
YTO Tbl AO/IKHA OMNJAKMBATb MOMW MperpeLleHuns,
MB0 y MeHA He OCTaNnoCh C/E3, U MOUTLCA 33 MO
Aywy, nbo y meHs He ocTanocb Bepbl. U Torga, ecnm
Tbl Bcerga bOyaewb OCTaBaTbCA TAKOW ke Aobpoi,
4YMCTOM U KpoTKoM, AHren CMepTM cMuayeTca Hago
MHOI.

CTpalwHble BMAEHMA ByayT npecnenosatb Teba B
TEMHOTE, 3/ible r0/10Ca CTaHyT wenTaTb Tebe Ha yxo
yXKacHble BelM, HO OHW He MPUUMHAT Tebe
HWKakoro Bpeaa, M60 BCe TEMHble CuUAbl aga
6eccunbHbl Npes YNCTOTO pebéHKa.

BUpPAKMHMA HMYEro He rosBopuia B OTBET, W
npuspak, mMaaa Ha e€ CKNOHEHHYI0 31aTOKyApyto
ro/10By, NPUHANCA B OTYaAHUM NOMaTb PyKU. Bapyr
AeBOYKa BCTana. J/luuo eé 6bi1o 6negHbIM, rnasa
KaK-TO CTPaHHO CUANMN.

— A He botocb, — CKasana oHa pelimnTenbHo. — f
nonpowy AHrena CMMI0BaTbCA Hag TOOOMN.
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“Have you ever read the old prophecy on the
library window?”

“Oh, often,” cried the little girl, looking up; “I know
it quite well.

It is painted in curious black letters, and is difficult
to read. There are only six lines:

‘When a golden girl can win

Prayer from out the lips of sin,
When the barren almond bears,
And a little child gives away its tears,
Then shall all the house be still

And peace come to Canterville.

“But | don’t know what they mean.”

“They mean,” he said, sadly, “that you must weep
with me for my sins, because | have no tears, and
pray with me for my soul, because | have no faith,
and then, if you have always been sweet, and good,
and gentle, the angel of death will have mercy on
me.

You will see fearful shapes in darkness, and wicked
voices will whisper in your ear, but they will not
harm you, for against the purity of a little child the
powers of Hell cannot prevail.”

Virginia made no answer, and the ghost wrung his
hands in wild despair as he looked down at her
bowed golden head. Suddenly she stood up, very
pale, and with a strange light in her eyes.

“I am not afraid,” she said firmly, “and | will ask the
angel to have mercy on you.”
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KeHTepBunbckoe npusmuaeHue

M3paB HerpoMKoe pafoCTHOE BOCKAMLAHWE, OH
MOAHANCA Ha HOrM, B3AN €€ pPyKy U, CO
CTapoOMOAHOM  rpauMeii  HU3KO  CKAOHWBLUWCD,
noaHéc pyky K rybam u nouenosann.

Manbupl ero 6blAM XONOAHBLIMU Kak nén, a rybol
IIM KaK OTOHb, HO BUpPAXKUHMA He oTnpAHyAa oT
Hero, M OH nNoBén eé 3a pPyKy u4epe3 BeCb
NONYTEMHbIN 3an.

Ha nobnékwux oTr BpemeHn 3enéHblx robeneHax
6b1M BbILWIWTBI MafeHbKUe GUTYPKU OXOTHWUKOB.

OHW TPYbUAN B YKPALLEHHbIE KMCTOYKAaMM TOPHbI U
Maxann BUPANKMHUM KPOLIEYHbIMU pyKamu, OAaBas
3HaK BEPHYTbCA Ha3ag,

«BepHuUcb, ManeHbKaa BUpaKUHUA, BEPHUCH!» —
Kpuyanam oHu. Ho npuspaKk eweé Kpenye cxan eé
PYKY, M OHa, 4TObbI HE BUAETb OXOTHMKOB, 3aKpblaa
rnasa.

Myyernasble 4ygoBMILA C XBOCTOM  ALLEPULbI
nogMmMrmBann em c pesHo KaMMUHHOW MOMKU W
HerpomKko 6opmotann e Bcaed: «beperuce,
ManeHbKasa BupaykuHusa, 6eperncek! Yto ecnm mbl
6onblie He yBuamm Teba?» Ho ayx Hécca Bnepép,
BCE bbIcTpee, M BUpOKUHMA He ciywana ux.

Koroa OHM OKasanucb B CaMOM KOHLE 3ana, OH
OCTAaHOBM/ICA M TUXO MPOU3HEC  HECKONIbKO
HEMOHATHBIX el CNOB.

OHa OTKpblia Masa M yBUAena, Kak CTeHa
NMocTeneHHo McYe3aeT, CA0BHO paccemBaloWwmmnca
TYMaH, a 3a Hell 3MAeT OrpoMHasn YépHan nycroTa.

Haneten nopbiB negAHoro BeTpa, W  OHa
NMoYyBCTBOBasIa, KaK eé AépraloT 3a naatbe.

— Ckopee, ckopee! — KpUKHyn el npuspak. —
MHaye bygeT cAMLWKOM No3aHo.

Yepes MrHOBEHWE CTEHHAsA MaHeAb 33 HUMMU
COMKHyNacb, U B [06ENEeHOBOM 3ase HWMKOro He
0CTanoch.
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He rose from his seat with a faint cry of joy, and
taking her hand bent over it with old-fashioned
grace and kissed it.

His fingers were as cold as ice, and his lips burned
like fire, but Virginia did not falter, as he led her
across the dusky room.

On the faded green tapestry were broidered little
huntsmen.

They blew their tasselled horns and with their tiny
hands waved to her to go back.

“Go back! little Virginia,” they cried, “go back!” but
the ghost clutched her hand more tightly, and she
shut her eyes against them.

Horrible animals with lizard tails and goggle eyes
blinked at her from the carven chimneypiece, and
murmured, “Beware! little Virginia, beware! we
may never see you again,” but the Ghost glided on
more swiftly, and Virginia did not listen.

When they reached the end of the room he
stopped, and muttered some words she could not
understand.

She opened her eyes, and saw the wall slowly
fading away like a mist, and a great black cavern in
front of her.

A bitter cold wind swept round them, and she felt
something pulling at her dress.

“Quick, quick,” cried the Ghost, “or it will be too
late,” and in a moment the wainscoting had closed
behind them, and the Tapestry Chamber was
empty.
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The Canterville Ghost

[naBa wecTan

Korga necAaTb MUHYT cnycrta 3a3BOHUA
KOJIOKONbYMK, Npuraawaa BCex K 4ak, a
BUpOKUHMA B BMBAMOTEKY He CnycTUNacb, MUCCUC
OyTuc nocnana 3a Hel ogHoro mM3 nakees. ToT
BCKOpEe BEpHYACA U 3aABWA, YTO HUIAE PasbiCKaTb
€€ He CMmoT.

BupauHma ummena 0O6bIKHOBEHWE  BbIXOAWTb
Kakabli1 Beyep B caj 3a LBeTamu Ana obefeHHoro
ctona, nostomy y muccuc OyTMC noHayany He
BO3HMKIO HWKaKMX onaceHuid. Ho Koraa npo6uno
LWecTb, a BUPOXKMHMA TaK MU He NOABUAACb, MUCCUC
OyTCc Ha4yana BONHOBATbCA BCEpbE3 U Benena
Ma/ibYMKam UCKaTb CECTPY B MapKe, a cama BMecTe
¢ muctepom OyTUCOM MpUHsAaach obWwapmBaTh BECb
[0M, 3aX04A B KasKAyl0 KOMHaTY.

B nonosuHe cegbmoro mMasibyMKu BO3BPATUIUCL U
COOBWMAN, UYTO HUKAKUX CNesoB  BuparkKumHum
06HAPYXUTb UM He yAaNoCh.

Tenepb 6eCNOKONCTBO OBNAAENO BCEMU, HO HUKTO
TONKOM He 3Han, YyTo AenaTth, KaK BAPYr mucTep
OyTWC BCMOMHUA, YTO HECKO/IbKO AHel Hasag Aan
paspelleHune OCTaHOBUTLCA B nomecrtbe
ublraHckomy Tabopy.

B3sB c coboli cTapluero cbiHa U ABYX pPaboTHUKOB,
OH, He TepAs HU MWHYTbl, OTNpPaBuACA B
Bnakdenbckuit  nor, rae, Kak OH 3Han, W
OCTaHOBW/IUCD LbIraHe.

FOHbIV repuor Yewmnpckuii, KOTOPbIM He Haxoaun
cebe mecta oT becnoKomctsa, BO 4YTO Bbl TO HMU
CTaNio XOTen WMATU BMeCTe C HUMW, HO MUCTep
OyTuc, onacasnch, YTO Ae/10 MOXKET LOWTU 0 APaKMK,
He paspeLuna emy 3Toro.

Korga oHu pobpanuce go Bnskdenbckoro nora,
LbiraH yXe W cieg npocTbia, U, Cyaa no TomMy, 4Yto
KOCTEp eLé He norac, a B TpaBe BaNAANCb TapesKu,
OHU CHAJIUCb C 1lareps B CTPALLHOW CreLKe.
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Vi

About ten minutes later, the bell rang for tea, and,
as Virginia did not come down, Mrs. Otis sent up
one of the footmen to tell her. After a little time he
returned and said that he could not find Miss
Virginia anywhere.

As she was in the habit of going out to the garden
every evening to get flowers for the dinner-table,
Mrs. Otis was not at all alarmed at first, but when
six o’clock struck, and Virginia did not appear, she
became really agitated, and sent the boys out to
look for her, while she herself and Mr. Otis searched
every room in the house.

At half-past six the boys came back and said that
they could find no trace of their sister anywhere.

They were all now in the greatest state of
excitement, and did not know what to do, when Mr.
Otis suddenly remembered that, some few days
before, he had given a band of gipsies permission
to camp in the park.

He accordingly at once set off for Blackfell Hollow,
where he knew they were, accompanied by his
eldest son and two of the farm-servants.

The little Duke of Cheshire, who was perfectly
frantic with anxiety, begged hard to be allowed to
go too, but Mr. Otis would not allow him, as he was
afraid there might be a scuffle.

On arriving at the spot, however, he found that the
gipsies had gone, and it was evident that their
departure had been rather sudden, as the fire was
still burning, and some plates were lying on the
grass.
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KeHTepBVIﬂbCKOE npusungeHue

OTnpaBuB BalWMHITOHA U pabOTHMKOB NPOAONKATL
MouCcKKM danbuie, muctep OyTMC nocnewmna AOMOMN,
yTob6bl pasocnaTb NOAMLENCKMM MHCMNEKTopam Mo
BcemMy rpadCcTBy TenerpaMmbl ¢ Npocbbolii Nomoyb
pasbiCKaTb AEBOYKY, KOTOPYI MOXMTUAWU Bpoasaru
WU UblraHe.

3aTemM OH pacnopaguacs, YTobbl emy Nogann KoHs,
W, YrOBOPWB »KEHYy W ManbyMKoB noobeaatb,
rocKaKan ¢ rpymom no ACKOTCKOI aopore.

Ho He ycnenn oHM oTbexaTb M ABYX MWAb, KaK
yCAblWwanmM 3a coboi cTyK KonbIT. OrnsHyBLUMCD,
muctep OyTuc yBuaen, Yto Ux OOrOHAET Ha CBOEM
NOHU tOHbIN repuor. OH 6bin 6e3 WAaaAnbl, ANMLO ero
pacKpacHenoco.

— Mpowy npoweHunsa, muctep OyTUC, — NPOU3HEC
3a[bIXasfACb OHOWA, — HO Kak A mory obepnarto,
Korga notepanacb BupaxumHma?

He cepauTtecb, Noanyncra, Ha MeHs, HO eciu 6bl B
NPoWAOM FoAay Bbl COMACUAUCL Ha  Hawy
NOMO/IBKY, HWYero noaobHoro He Morno 6ol
npousoinTU. Bbl He OTOWNETe MeHA Hasad, Bedb
npasaa? A He mory Tyaa Bo3Bpawatbca! N s Bcé
paBHO He noeay Hasag,!

MocnaHHUK He MOT yZep»KaTbCa OT yAblOKM, maas
Ha 3TOrO HOHOro, NPWB/IEKATE/ILHOIO AapPUCTOKpaTa.
Ero oyeHb Tporano, YTo 3TOT MajbYMK Tak npenaH
BUPAKMHMM, U OH, NEpPerHyBLINCh K HEMY, TaCKOBO
rnoTpenan ero no njieuy.

— Yro K, Cecunn, aeBaTbcA HeKyAa, — CKasan OH. —
Pas Bbl pewnivM He BO3BpaLLATbCA, NPUAETCA Bac
B3ATb C coboi, ToNbKO Hago 6yaeT KynuTb Bam B
AckoTe wnany.

— MHe He wnsana Hy*KHa! MHe HyXHa BupaKnHus!
— BOCK/IMKHY/, PacCMeABLUUCb, HOHbIN repuor, u
OHM NOCKAaKan K KeNe3HOA0POKHOW CTaHU MK,
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Having sent off Washington and the two men to
scour the district, he ran home, and despatched
telegrams to all the police inspectors in the county,
telling them to look out for a little girl who had
been kidnapped by tramps or gipsies.

He then ordered his horse to be brought round,
and, after insisting on his wife and the three boys
sitting down to dinner, rode off down the Ascot
road with a groom.

He had hardly, however, gone a couple of miles,
when he heard somebody galloping after him, and,
looking round, saw the little Duke coming up on his
pony, with his face very flushed, and no hat.

“I'm awfully sorry, Mr. Otis,” gasped out the boy,
“but | can’t eat any dinner as long as Virginia is lost.

Please don’t be angry with me; if you had let us be
engaged last year, there would never have been all
this trouble. You won’t send me back, will you? |
can’t go! l won’t go!”

The Minister could not help smiling at the
handsome young scapegrace, and was a good deal
touched at his devotion to Virginia, so leaning
down from his horse, he patted him kindly on the
shoulders, and said, “Well, Cecil, if you won’t go
back, | suppose you must come with me, but | must
get you a hat at Ascot.”

“Oh, bother my hat! | want Virginia!” cried the little
Duke, laughing, and they galloped on to the railway
station.
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The Canterville Ghost

MucTtep OyTUC CNPOCKA Y HAYaNIbHMKA CTaHUMK, He
BUAEN NN KTO-HMBYAb Ha nNeppoHe AEBOYKY,
NOXOXYI MO ONUCAHWIO Ha BupAXKMHWIO, HO TOT
HWYero onpeaenEHHOro OTBETUTb HE MOT.

Bcé ke OH TenerpadupoBan No BCEN JNHUN WU
3aBepun muctepa OyTuca, 4YTO OHM ByayT 34ecb
Hayeky W, B CAy4ae ecau UM 4YTo-HMByAb CTaHeT
M3BECTHO, Cpa3y AadyT emy 3HaTb. Kynue toHOMY
repuory LWAAny B JaBKe TOProBLa JIbHAHbIM
TOBAapOM, KOTOpPbI  3aKpbiBas YMKe  CTaBHM,
NMOCNAaHHUK CO CBOElM KOMaHAOM Hanpasuaca B
AepeBHI0 BeKcan, NpUMepHOo B YETbIPEX MUNAX OT
CTaHUMM, rae, Kak emy cooblmnn, bbin 60/bLLIOM
OBLMHHbBIN BbIMAC M 4acTO cOBMpPANUCh LibIraHe.

Tam OHM pasbyannm Cenbckoro MNoAUCMEHa, HO
HUYEro OT Hero He JO6UANCH U, NPOEXaB No BCEMY
BbiNacy, MOBEepHyAM AOMOW. [lo 3amMKa OHM
Aobpanvcb Yacam K OAMHHAAUATW, CMEpPTeNbHO
yCTanble U COBEPLUIEHHO OBECKYpaKeHHbIe.

Y fOMUKaA npuBpaTHWKA OHU yBUAEAU BalMHITOHA
1 6/IM3HEeU0B, A0XUAABLLMXCA UX C PoHapsamMU, nbo
nos LepeBbAMM, O06PaMAABLIMMK MOLAbLE3AHYIO
anneto, 66110 TEMHO, XOTb 133 BbIKO/IN.

YBbl, HUKAKMX O0BHaAEKMBaOLWMX HOBOCTEN 34eChb
TOXe He 6blno: Ha cned BupauMHMM MoOKa He
yAaBanocb HanacTb.

LibiraHe 6bIAM HAacCTUTHYTbl Ha BpOKNencKux nyrax,
HO [EeBOYKM C HMMM He oOKasanocb. Csoit
BHE3aMnHblil OTbe3a OHW OBBACHWMAW Tem, 4TO
6oAnmcb onos3aatb Ha YOPTOHCKYKO ApMapKy, Tak
KaK nepenyTanu AeHb e€ nposeaeHuUs.

LibiraHe ©“ camu  oOropyuMnaucb, YysHae 06
MCYE3HOBEHUN [OEBOYKW, U YETBEPO U3  HUX
OCTa/IMCb MOMOraTb B pPO3bICKaxX: UbIraHe 6blaK
npusHaTenbHbl MucTepy OyTucy 3a TO, 4TO OH
No3BOJIUA UM OCTAaHOBUTLCA B MOMECTbE.

Bbln NpoYécaH ¢ NOMOLLbIO AparK CasaHOBbIN NpyA,
M 0BLIapeH KaxKablii KNOYOK 3eM/IM B MOMECTbE, HO
6e3pes3ynbTaTHO.
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There Mr. Otis inquired of the station-master if any
one answering to the description of Virginia had
been seen on the platform, but could get no news
of her.

The station-master, however, wired up and down
the line, and assured him that a strict watch would
be kept for her, and, after having bought a hat for
the little Duke from a linen-draper, who was just
putting up his shutters, Mr. Otis rode off to Bexley, a
village about four miles away, which he was told
was a well-known haunt of the gipsies, as there was
a large common next to it.

Here they roused up the rural policeman, but could
get no information from him, and, after riding all
over the common, they turned their horses’ heads
homewards, and reached the Chase about eleven
o’clock, dead-tired and almost heart-broken.

They found Washington and the twins waiting for
them at the gate-house with lanterns, as the
avenue was very dark.

Not the slightest trace of Virginia had been
discovered.

The gipsies had been caught on Brockley meadows,
but she was not with them, and they had explained
their sudden departure by saying that they had
mistaken the date of Chorton Fair, and had gone off
in a hurry for fear they should be late.

Indeed, they had been quite distressed at hearing
of Virginia’s disappearance, as they were very
grateful to Mr. Otis for having allowed them to
camp in his park, and four of their number had
stayed behind to help in the search.

The carp-pond had been dragged, and the whole
Chase thoroughly gone over, but without any
result.
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KeHTepBMﬂbCKoe npusungeHue

CtaHoBWMNOCb BCE b6onee 04YeBUMAHbLIM, 4YTO MO
KpalHen Mepe [0 C/leaylowero AHA  OHM
BuUpaxuHmMM He yBnaat. Muctep OyTUC 1 ManbYymKu
BO3BpaLLLANMNCH B 3aMOK COBEpLIEHHO
nofas/feHHbIe; 33 HUMW LWEN rpym, Bega obeux
NlowWwafaen u NoHw.

B xonne oHM yBuAennM COBPaBLUMXCA Ky4KOW
nepenyraHHbIX cayr, a B 6ubanoTeke Ha AumBaHe
nexana 6egHas muccuc OyTUC, NOYTU NoTepABLUIan
paccyoK OT MepesKMTbIX 0 B 3TOT CTPALLHbIA AeHb
BOJIHEHMI U Y¥KAcOB; CTapas AOMONpPaBUTENbHULA
TO W IeN0 CMavMBana el 0eKo/I0HOM BUCKMU.

Muctep OyTUC NPUHANCA YrOBapuBaTb *KEHY XOTb
HEMHOTO NOeCTb M BesleN MOAATb YKWUH ANA BCex
cobpaBLUMXCA B 3aMKe.

370 6bINA OYeHb HeBecéNas Tpanesa, NPOXo4MBLIAS
B MOMIHOM MOJIYAHUM, U Jaxke 6/M3Heubl cugenm
NPUTUXLINE U MNOAAB/IEHHbIE: OHU OYeHb NO6UAN
CBOIO CecTpy.

Mocne yknHa muctep OyTUC, KaK HW ynpalinean
€ro oHbI repuor paspewunTb emy He JIOXKMUTbCS,
OTMPaBM/ BCEX CNAaTb, 3a8BMUB, YTO 3TOM HOYbIO BCE
PaBHO Yy)Ke HMYEero HeBO3MOXKHO CAenaTtb, a yTPOM
OH CPOYHO BbI30BET MO Tenerpady CbIWMKOB M3
CkoTtneHa-Apaa.

Kak pa3 B TOT MOMEHT, KOrda OHUW BbIXOAUNU U3
CTONOBOW, Yacbl Ha LEPKOBHOW 6aluHe Havyanu
ryNfko 6uTb MONHOYb, W MNPU 3BYKE NocnemgHero
yAapa pasganca BAPYr TPOMKWUI TPecK, KTo-TO
NPOH3UTENIbHO 3aKpW4as, U BeCb AOM COTpACCA OT
OrNYyLIMTENbHOrO packaTa rpoma. A Koraa B BO3ayxe
3a3By4ana 3aBopaxkuBatoLle npekpacHas,
He3eMHaa My3blka, CTEHHas naHe/b Ha Bepxy
NIECTHULbI C TPOMKUM LIYMOM OTBajunnacb, U Ha
NIECTHUYHYIO NJIOWAAKY BbICTynuna 6neaHas Kak
NONOTHO BUPAKMHUA, C MaNeHbKOW LIKaTy/NKoW B

pyKax.
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It was evident that, for that night at any rate,
Virginia was lost to them; and it was in a state of
the deepest depression that Mr. Otis and the boys
walked up to the house, the groom following
behind with the two horses and the pony.

In the hall they found a group of frightened
servants, and lying on a sofa in the library was poor
Mrs. Otis, almost out of her mind with terror and
anxiety, and having her forehead bathed with eau
de cologne by the old housekeeper.

Mr. Otis at once insisted on her having something
to eat, and ordered up supper for the whole party.

It was a melancholy meal, as hardly any one spoke,
and even the twins were awestruck and subdued,
as they were very fond of their sister.

When they had finished, Mr. Otis, in spite of the
entreaties of the little Duke, ordered them all to
bed, saying that nothing more could be done that
night, and that he would telegraph in the morning
to Scotland Yard for some detectives to be sent
down immediately.

Just as they were passing out of the dining-room,
midnight began to boom from the clock tower, and
when the last stroke sounded they heard a crash
and a sudden shrill cry; a dreadful peal of thunder
shook the house, a strain of unearthly music
floated through the air, a panel at the top of the
staircase flew back with a loud noise, and out on
the landing, looking very pale and white, with a
little casket in her hand, stepped Virginia.
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The Canterville Ghost

Bce rypbboit puHyancb K Hel. Muccuc OyTuc
Kpenko eé& o6HAna, oHbIM repuor ocbinan eé
NbINKUMK MOLENYAMM, @ BIM3HELLbI CKaKan BOKPYT
Heé B KAaKOM-TO AUKOM BOMHCTBEHHOM TaHLE.

— O boxe, aeBoyka mosa! [ae Tbl BCE 3TO Bpems
nponagana? — cnpocun muctep OyTuc, cTapasncb
npuaaTb roNocy CTporne HoOTKM, 6O nonaran, yuto
37O 6b171 BCETO LW FYMbIA PO3bITPbILL.

— Mbl ¢ Cecunom o06be3gmunm BCE BOKpYT,
pa3bickuBas TebAa, a TBOA MamMa YyTb He ymepsa co
cTpaxy. HuKoraa 6onblie He WyTh TaKk ¢ Hamu!

— LWyTuTb paspeltaeTcs TONbKO ¢ npusugeHnem! C
npu-su-ge-Hu-em! — [POMKO  CKaHAWMPOBANU
61M3HeUbl, Bbl4ENbIBAA HOramu BCE HOBble MU
HOBblE aHTpaLLa.

— Mwunaa mos, pofHas, Hawack, cnasa bory! —
TBepania muccuc OyTUC, Lenya ApOoKallyk 404Yb U
pasrnaxusas eé crnyTaHHble 30/10Tble JIOKOHbl. —
HuKoraa 6onblue He ocTaBnAN MeHA Tak Hagonro!

— Mana, — nporosopuaa BUpOKNUHNA HETPOMKUM
roflocom, — f NMPOBe/sa BECb 3TOT BeYep C AyXOM.
OH ymep, 1 Bbl AOKHbI NONTK B3TNAHYTb Ha Hero.
OH nNpu >KMU3HM MOCTyrMan oO4yeHb AYPHO, HO
pacKasnca B CBOMX rpexax W MNoJapun MHe Ha
NamATb 3Ty WKATY/KY C AParoLeHHOCTAMMU.

Bce rnagenu Ha Heé B HEMOM M3YMIEHUU, HO OHa
roBOpuna CoBepLlIEHHO cepbé3Ho. MoBepHYBLIUCH,
OHa MoBesa MX K OTBEPCTUI0O B CTEHHOM nNaHenwu,
yepes KOTOpOE OHM MoManuM B Y3KMA MNoOTalHOM
KOpPMAOP, MO KOTOPOMY M HanpaBWUIMCb Aasblue.
BalUMHITOH € 3aXXEHHOW cBe4yoM, B3ATOM MM CO
CTONa, 3aMblKan NPOLECCHUIO.

CnycTa Kakoe-TO Bpems OHWU MNPULWAN K TAXKENon,
0buTON p}KaBbiIMKW rBO34AMKM Ay60BOW ABEPU Ha
MaCCUBHbIX NeTAAX.
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In @ moment they had all rushed up to her. Mrs.
Otis clasped her passionately in her arms, the Duke
smothered her with violent kisses, and the twins
executed a wild war-dance round the group.

“Good heavens! child, where have you been?” said
Mr. Otis, rather angrily, thinking that she had been
playing some foolish trick on them.

“Cecil and | have been riding all over the country
looking for you, and your mother has been
frightened to death. You must never play these
practical jokes any more.”

“Except on the Ghost! except on the Ghost!”
shrieked the twins, as they capered about.

“My own darling, thank God you are found; you
must never leave my side again,” murmured Mrs.
Otis, as she kissed the trembling child, and
smoothed the tangled gold of her hair.

“Papa,” said Virginia, quietly, “I have been with the
Ghost. He is dead, and you must come and see him.
He had been very wicked, but he was really sorry
for all that he had done, and he gave me this box of
beautiful jewels before he died.”

The whole family gazed at her in mute amazement,
but she was quite grave and serious; and, turning
round, she led them through the opening in the
wainscoting down a narrow secret corridor,
Washington following with a lighted candle, which
he had caught up from the table.

Finally, they came to a great oak door, studded with
rusty nails.
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KeHTepBUAbCKOe NpUBUAEHUE

CToMn0 BUPAXKUHUM KOCHYTLCA ABEPU, KaK Ta cpasy
)Ke pacnaxHynacb, BMYCTMB WX B HM3EHbKYHO
KaMOpPKy CO CBOAYaTbiM MOTO/IKOM M OYeHb
MasIEHbKUM 3apeLleYéHHbIM OKOLLKOM.

K BMypoBaHHOMY B CTEHY OrPOMHOMY Kesie3HOMY
Konbly  6bin NPWKoBaH Lenbio KpanHe
U3MOXAEHHDbIN CKeNneT, pacnpocTépTblii BO BCHO
ONVHY Ha KameHHom noay. Kasanocb, OH nbiTaeTcs
OOTAHYTbCA  CBOMMW  OJMHHBIMKU  KOCTAABbIMM
nasbuamu [0 CTapuHHOro 671043 M KyBLUMHA,
NOCTaBNEHHbIX TaK, YTOBbl OH MX HE MOT A0CTaTb.

KyBlWWH, ouyeBMAHO, 6blA  KOrAa-TO HamMosHeH
BOAOW, €CAM CyaAuTb MO OcCTaTKamM 3enéHoi
nAeceHu, NOKPbIBABLUEN ero BHYTPU.

Ha 6/1!0/3,6 OCTaBa/z1aCb /INMWb rOPCTKa NblNN.

BUpAKMHMA ONyCTUNACh Ha KONEHU BO3/ie CKesleTa
W, CNIOXKWB BMECTe CBOM MaJieHbKME PYKM, Hayana
6e33By4YHO MOZIMTLCA, @ OCTAJIbHbIE C U3YM/IEHUEM
B3MpPanW Ha BCE 3TO, MOHMMAA, YTO Nepes HUMMU
OTKpblNacb TaHa  npou3oweglled  Hekorga
Y*KaCcHOW Tpareaunu.

— Cmotpute! CmoTpuTe! — BHE3aMHO BOCKAMKHYA
OOVH W3 6/IM3HELOB, KOTOPbIA BCE 3TO BpPeEMS
3araabiBasl B OKOWKO, YTOObl  NOMbITaTbCA
onpeaennTb, B KAKOI YacTM 3aMKa OHW Haxo4AaTCA.

— Pacugeno cyxoe MwuHganbHoe pepeso! A
XOPOLUO Pa3/INYato LUBETKM, MOTOMY YTO CEroaHa TaK
APKO CBETUT NIyHa.

— 3HauuT, focnogb NpocTua ero! — TOpXKecTBeHHO
npousHecna BUPAKMHUA, NOAHUMAACL C KOJEH, U
BCEM CTafio Kas3aTbCA, YTO KaKoe-TO MpeKpacHoe
CUAHMeE 03apwuno eé nuP.

— Bbl aHren! — BOCKAMKHYN IOHbIA repuor,
0bHMManA n uenyn eé.
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When Virginia touched it, it swung back on its
heavy hinges, and they found themselves in a little
low room, with a vaulted ceiling, and one tiny
grated window.

Imbedded in the wall was a huge iron ring, and
chained to it was a gaunt skeleton, that was
stretched out at full length on the stone floor, and
seemed to be trying to grasp with its long fleshless
fingers an old-fashioned trencher and ewer, that
were placed just out of its reach.

The jug had evidently been once filled with water,
as it was covered inside with green mould.

There was nothing on the trencher but a pile of
dust.

Virginia knelt down beside the skeleton, and,
folding her little hands together, began to pray
silently, while the rest of the party looked on in
wonder at the terrible tragedy whose secret was
now disclosed to them.

“Hallo!” suddenly exclaimed one of the twins, who
had been looking out of the window to try and
discover in what wing of the house the room was
situated.

“Hallo! the old withered almond-tree has
blossomed. | can see the flowers quite plainly in the
moonlight.”

“God has forgiven him,” said Virginia, gravely, as
she rose to her feet, and a beautiful light seemed to
illumine her face.

“What an angel you are!” cried the young Duke,
and he put his arm round her neck, and kissed her.
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The Canterville Ghost

[naBa cegbmasn

Yepes yeTblpe OHA nocsie 3TUX HeoBbIKHOBEHHbIX
cobbITWii, roe-To 3a 4ac A0 MOAyHO4YM, U3
KeHTEpPBMAbCKOTO  3aMKa  Bblexan  TpaypHbIii
KOPTEXK.

B KaTadank 6bl10 BRNPAXKEHO BOCEMb YEPHbIX
fowanen, WU y Karaoh Ha rosioBe MoKaymBasca
MbiWHbIM CyNTaH W3 CTPAyCcOBbIX MepbeB; Ha
CBMHUOBbIM  rpob  6bin  HakMHYT  6oraTbin
nypnypHbin  MNOKpoB c repbom KeHTepsunei,
BbITKAHHbIM 30/10TOM.

Pagom c KaTadanKoM M 3KMMaXKamu LIECTBOBaAM
CNYTM C ropAwMmMK dakenamm, M BCA MPOLECCUA
npoussoamia HeobbIKHOBEHHOE BrieYaTneHue.

Camblii 61M3KUIA POACTBEHHUK YMepPLUEro, JIOpA,
KeHTepBuab,  cneuuwasbHo  npubbiBWNIA  HA
MOXOPOHbI M3 Y3/bCa, exan BMecTe C MaNeHbKoM
BuparkMHuen B nepBoit KapeTe.

3a HumKM cnepoBan nocnaHHUK CoeanHEHHbIX
LUtatoB C cynpyroi, noTom BalWWHITOH U Tpu
ManbymKa.

3amblKana MpoLeccuio KapeTta, B KOTOpOM cuaena
Mmuccuc AMHM, — HU Yy KOTO He BO3HWKaNo
COMHEHWM, 4TO, NOCKO/bKY NPUBUAEHWNE MYrano 3Ty
OOCTOMHYl0 ocoby 6onee naTupecatM et eé
KWU3HU, Yy HEE eCTb BCe OCHOBaHWA NPOBOAMUTb €ro B
nocnegHun nyTb.

BbIasa u3 KapeTt, ckopbalme noaownn K rmybokoun
MOrufe, BbIPbITOM B yray Norocta, NpAmMo Mog
TUCOBbIM AepeBom, W npenogobHbin OracTtyc
Oamnup ¢ bonbwmm BoOAYLUEBNEHMEM MPOYUTAN
3ayNOKOWMHYI0 MONUTBY.
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VI

Four days after these curious incidents, a funeral
started from Canterville Chase at about eleven
o’clock at night.

The hearse was drawn by eight black horses, each
of which carried on its head a great tuft of nodding
ostrich-plumes, and the leaden coffin was covered
by a rich purple pall, on which was embroidered in
gold the Canterville coat-of-arms.

By the side of the hearse and the coaches walked
the servants with lighted torches, and the whole
procession was wonderfully impressive.

Lord Canterville was the chief mourner, having
come up specially from Wales to attend the funeral,
and sat in the first carriage along with little Virginia.

Then came the United States Minister and his wife,
then Washington and the three boys, and in the
last carriage was Mrs. Umney.

It was generally felt that, as she had been
frightened by the ghost for more than fifty years of
her life, she had a right to see the last of him.

A deep grave had been dug in the corner of the
churchyard, just under the old yew-tree, and the
service was read in the most impressive manner by
the Rev. Augustus Dampier.
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KeHTepBunbcKoe npuBnaeHue

Koraa nactop ymosiK, cayru, no agpesHemy ob6blyato
poaa KeHTepsunein, notywunu csou dakenbl, a
Korga rpob ctanu onyckaTb B MOruay, BupaunHua
npubansnnacb K HeMy M BO3NOMWAA Ha KPbIWKY
60/1bLLON KPecT, CNAETEHHbIN N3 6enblXx U PO30BbIX
LBETKOB MUHAANA.

B 3TOT MOMEHT 13-3a obnaKa BbiN/ablNa yHa, 3a/11B
MasieHbKoe Kaaabulle npmspavHbim cepebpom, a B
OTAaNEHHOW poLLLEe 3anesn CO0BEN.

BUpAKMHMA  BCMOMHWMAQ, Kak  NpuBUAEHME
onucbiBano Cag CmepTtun, rnasa e€ Hano/HUAUCL
cnesamu, U Ha BCEM O0OpaTHOM MNyTWM OHA He
NPOPOHWAA HU CNOBa.

Ha cnepylowee yTpo, npexae u4yem fopa
KeHTepBunb yexan B JIoHAoH, muctep OyTuc 3aBén
C HMM pPa3roBOP O APArOLLEHHOCTAX, NOAAPEHHbIX
BupoKuHum npusmnaeHunem.

OHKM 6bINM BeNKONEMNHbI, 0CObeHHO pybuHOBOE
o¥epenbe B BEHELMAHCKON onpaBe — PeaKOCTHbIN
obpasey, pabotbl XVI Beka; UX UEHHOCTb bObina
CTONb  BENMKA, 4To mucTep OyTMC  cymTan
HEBO3MOKHbIM MO3BONTbL A0YEPU UX NPUHATL.

— Mwunopg, — cKasan nociaHHUK, — 5 3Hako, YTO B
Balleli cTpaHe «npaBo MEPTBOM pyku» [«[paBo
MEPTBOWN PYKM» — HEOTYYXKLAEeMOe MNpaBo BNaLETb
HeABUXMMOCTbBIO.] pacnpoCcTpaHAeTCcA He TONbKO Ha
3eMe/ibHYyl0 COBCTBEHHOCTb, HO U Ha damuiibHbIe
[AParoueHHOCTH, U A1 MEHSA ABIAETCA O4EBUAHbIM,
YTO YKpalleHua, nepefaHHble Moel fo4vepu, Ha
caMoM fefie NMpUHAANexaT BalleMy poay Wiau, BO
BCAKOM C/ly4ae, JOMKHbI eMy NpUHaaiexKaTb.

A noatomy s npowy Bac 3abpaTb ux c cobol B
JloHAOH M paccmaTpuBaTb MX Kak 4acTb Mo npasy
NPMHaANEeXaLEero BaMm MMyLECTBa, KoTopan bbiaa
BO3BpALLEHa 3aKOHHOMY B/afenbly, XOTa U Mpu
HECKO/IbKO CTPaHHbIX 06CTOATENbCTBAX.
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When the ceremony was over, the servants,
according to an old custom observed in the
Canterville family, extinguished their torches, and,
as the coffin was being lowered into the grave,
Virginia stepped forward, and laid on it a large cross
made of white and pink almond-blossoms.

As she did so, the moon came out from behind a
cloud, and flooded with its silent silver the little
churchyard, and from a distant copse a nightingale
began to sing.

She thought of the ghost’s description of the
Garden of Death, her eyes became dim with tears,
and she hardly spoke a word during the drive
home.

The next morning, before Lord Canterville went up
to town, Mr. Otis had an interview with him on the
subject of the jewels the ghost had given to
Virginia.

They were perfectly magnificent, especially a
certain ruby necklace with old Venetian setting,
which was really a superb specimen of sixteenth-
century work, and their value was so great that Mr.
Otis felt considerable scruples about allowing his
daughter to accept them.

“My lord,” he said, “I know that in this country
mortmain is held to apply to trinkets as well as to
land, and it is quite clear to me that these jewels
are, or should be, heirlooms in your family.

| must beg you, accordingly, to take them to London
with you, and to regard them simply as a portion of
your property which has been restored to you
under certain strange conditions.
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The Canterville Ghost

Y710 KacaeTcs Moen fo4vepu, TO OHA eLLé pebEHOK m
noka 4To, cnasa bory, mano nHTepecyeTca Takoro
poAaa gopornmu besgenylwikamm.

K Tomy e muccuc Oytuc coobwmna mHe, — a OHa,
OO/IKEH CKasaTb, NpoBesa B IOHOCTM HECKOJIbKO
3MM B bocToHe 1 Henoxo pa3bupaeTca B Bonpocax
WCKYCCTBA, — YTO 3TU YKpaleHns nmetoT bonbLuyto
OEHEXHYO  LUEHHOCTb, W ecan 6bl  6blan
npeanoXeHbl N8 NPOAAXKU, 38 HUX MOXKHO 6blno
6bl NONYYUTb CONULHYIO CYMMY.

B atux obcTosATenbcTBax, Aopa KeHTepBuab, f, Kak
Bbl [O/I)KHbl MOHWMMATb, HE MOTY AOMYCTUTb, YTOObI
OHM Nepewm K KOoMy-HMbyab M3 4YNeHOB Moel
cembu. [a n BoObLLIE Takoro poga bHesgenyluky,
KaKMMU Obl YMECTHbIMU WAM HEOBXOAMMbIMK, C
TOYKM 3peHUA MNOoALEPKaHUA MPEecTUXKa, OHU HU
Kasa/iMcb B r[N1a3ax OPUTAaHCKON apPUCTOKPATUM,
COBEpPLIEHHO HW K 4YyemMy Tem, KTO BOCMUTaH B
CTporMx K, A 6bl  CKasan, Henokonebumbix
pecnybMKaHCKUX NPUHLMNAX NPOCTOTbI.

Bnpoyem, He cTaHy CKpbiBaTb, 4TO BupaxKuHMA
6blna 6bl cyactiMBa, ecnn 6bl Bbl NO3BOAUAN €l
COXPaHWUTb CaMy LWKaTyAKy B MNamMATb O Ballem
HecyacTHOM 3abnyawem npeake.

MocKoNbKy BeLb 3Ta CTapas U AOCTAaTOMHO BeTxas,
Bbl, ObITb MOXET, U B CaMOM Jefe HaWhaéte
BO3MOXHbIM UCMOJIHUTL €€ NPOoCbOY.

Al )Xe CO CBOEW CTOPOHbI OOMKEH MPU3HATLCA, YTO
KpanHe yaANBNEH MHTEPECOM MOEWN LOYEPU K YeMY-
mMbo cpegHEBEKOBOMY M MOFYy OOBACHUTb 3TO
Wb Tem, YTo BupaxkuHma pogunacb B 0gHOM U3
npuropogos JIoHAOHA BCKOpe MOCAe TOro, Kak
muccmc OyTnc Bo3BpaTUaach U3 noesaku B ApuHbI.

Nopa, KeHTepBM/b BbICAYWAN pedb MOYTEHHOrO
MocNaHHMKa C BeMYallMM BHUMaHMEM W AULLb
uspeaka nogéprusan ceba 3a ceable ycbl, 4TObbI
CKPbITb HEBOMIbHYIO ynblbKY. Korga muctep Oytuc
3aKOHUMA, OH KPEMKO NOXas emy pPyKy M CKasan:
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As for my daughter, she is merely a child, and has as
vet, | am glad to say, but little interest in such
appurtenances of idle luxury.

I am also informed by Mrs. Otis, who, | may say, is
no mean authority upon Art,—having had the
privilege of spending several winters in Boston
when she was a girl,—that these gems are of great
monetary worth, and if offered for sale would fetch
a tall price.

Under these circumstances, Lord Canterville, | feel
sure that you will recognize how impossible it
would be for me to allow them to remain in the
possession of any member of my family; and,
indeed, all such vain gauds and toys, however
suitable or necessary to the dignity of the British
aristocracy, would be completely out of place
among those who have been brought up on the
severe, and | believe immortal, principles of
Republican simplicity.

Perhaps | should mention that Virginia is very
anxious that you should allow her to retain the box,
as a memento of your unfortunate but misguided
ancestor.

As it is extremely old, and consequently a good deal
out of repair, you may perhaps think fit to comply
with her request.

For my own part, | confess | am a good deal
surprised to find a child of mine expressing
sympathy with mediaevalism in any form, and can
only account for it by the fact that Virginia was born
in one of your London suburbs shortly after Mrs.
Otis had returned from a trip to Athens.”

Lord Canterville listened very gravely to the worthy
Minister’s speech, pulling his grey moustache now
and then to hide an involuntary smile, and when
Mr. Otis had ended, he shook him cordially by the
hand, and said:
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KeHTepBuUabCcKoe npusBugeHune

— [Joporoi muctep OyTuUC, Balla NpenecTHas Ao4Yb
OKasana MOeMy HecyacTHOMY npeaky, capy
CaliMOHY, NOUCTUHE HEOLEHUMYIO YCAYTY, U f, KaK
M BCE MOM  POACTBEHHMKWU,  YpPe3BblYANHO
npuMsHaTeneH el 3a 3T0 WU BOCXMWEH eé
nopasuTesibHOM OTBaroi N CAaMOOTBEPIKEHHOCTbIO.

[paroueHHOCTU Mo Npasy NPUHAL/IEKAT TONbKO ei,
M ecnn 6bl A 3abpan ux y Heé, To, en-bory, A
nposBun 6bl Takoe beccepaeune, YTo Yepes KaKux-
HUMOYAb  napy  Hedenb  CTapbll  TpeLHuK
HenpemeHHO BbiWwen H6bl U3 MOTUJIbl U He AaBan bbl
MHe NOKOSA A0 KOHLA AHEN MOWX.

Y70 e [0 TOro, ABNAIOTCA M 3TU AParoueHHOCTU
baMuNbHBIMK, TO UX, HECOMHEHHO, HENb3A CYUTATb
TaKOBbIMW, MOCKOJIbKY CPeayu HWX HEeT HU OAHOro
npegmeTa, Kotopbii  6bln 6bl  yNnomMAHYT B
3aBeLaHUM UV UHOM PUANYECKOM LLOKYMEHTE, U
06 wx cywecTBoBaHMM [0 cux nop He 6bio
W3BECTHO.

YBEpPAD Bac, Y MEHS Ha HWX CTO/IbKO e MNpas,
CKOJIbKO, Hanpumep, y Ballero 4BOPELIKOro, U A He
COMHEBalOCh, YTO, KOrAa MUCC BUPAMKUHUA cTaHeT
B3POC/I0M, OHa C Y10BONbCTBUEM MX BYAET HOCUTb.

K Tomy e Bbl 3abbiBaete, muctep OyTuUC, 4TO
KYNWAK 3aMOK BMecTe ¢ Mebenbio U NPpUBULEHUEM,
a crano 6biTb, BCE, 4TO MPUHAANENKANO
NPMBUAEHUIO, aBTOMATMYeCKM CTano  Bawei
cobCcTBEHHOCTbIO — Bedp, XOoTA c3p CaliMoH K
MPOABAAA MO HOYAM HEKOTOPYH aKTUBHOCTb, C
TOYKM 3PEHMA 3aKOHA OH CUYUTAETCA MEPTBbIM, a
3Ha4YUT, MOKyNasa NoMecTbe, Bbl MPUOBPENM TakKe u
BCIO €ro IMYHY0 COBCTBEHHOCTD.

46

the_canterville_ghost_ru_en

“My dear sir, your charming little daughter
rendered my unlucky ancestor, Sir Simon, a very
important service, and | and my family are much
indebted to her for her marvellous courage and
pluck.

The jewels are clearly hers, and, egad, | believe that
if | were heartless enough to take them from her,
the wicked old fellow would be out of his grave in a
fortnight, leading me the devil of a life.

As for their being heirlooms, nothing is an heirloom
that is not so mentioned in a will or legal
document, and the existence of these jewels has
been quite unknown.

| assure you | have no more claim on them than
your butler, and when Miss Virginia grows up, |
dare say she will be pleased to have pretty things to
wear.

Besides, you forget, Mr. Otis, that you took the
furniture and the ghost at a valuation, and anything
that belonged to the ghost passed at once into your
possession, as, whatever activity Sir Simon may
have shown in the corridor at night, in point of law
he was really dead, and you acquired his property
by purchase.”
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The Canterville Ghost

Muctepa OyTuca Hemano oropyuMn OTKa3 nopaa
KeHTepBUAA NPUHATb APaAroLeHHOCTH, U OH NPOCUN
€ro U3MeHuTb CBOE peLleHune, Ho 61aropoaHbIn Nap
6bln TBEPA, M B KOHLUE KOHLOB YroBOopwn
NOC/MIaHHMKa NO3BO/IUTb A04YepU OCTaBUTb NOAAPOK,
cAenaHHblin npusBmaeHvem. Korga BecHolr 1890
roga MOJIOAYt0 repLormHto YewmpcKyto
npeacTasnanAM no ciayvalo eé 6pakocoyeTaHus
Camoli Koponese, €€ [AparoLeHHOCTM BbI3BaAM
Bceobulee BocxuLeHUe.

Oa, pa, repuorvHA Yewwpckaa 370 M ecTb Hawa
MasieHbKan BUpaKunHma, nbo oHa, BbIMaA 3amyK 3a
CBOEro IOHOrO MOKJ/IOHHWKA, efABa OH  AOCTUr
COBEPLUEHHONETUA, CTaNa repLorMHeit U noayymna
repPLUOrCKYl0  KOPOHYy —  Harpagy, KOTopyio
noayy4atoT 3a obpasyosBoe MoBedeHWe  Bce
amMepUKaHCKMe AeBOYKMU.

BUpPOKUHMA M 1OHbIW  repuor 6biAM  TaK
ouyapoBaTeNbHbl U TaK BAOBAEHbI APYr B Apyra, YTO
MX COH3 MPUBEN BCEX B BOCTOPN, 33 UCKIOUYEHNEM
CTapoit Mmapkusbl [JambnToH, KOTopas MnblTanacb
NPUCTPOUTb 3a repuora OAHY M3 CBOUX CeMMU
HE3aMYKHUX AoYepeit N gana c 3TON Lenbto Lenbix
TPM [OpPOrnx 3BaHbiIX 06e4a, a TaKKe, KaK HuU
CTpaHHO, camoro muctepa OyTuca.

Mpu BCEM CBOEN NMYHOW NPUBA3AHHOCTM K
MOJIOAOMY repLory, oH TeopeTuyeckn 6bin NpoTns
TUTYJI0B U B AAaHHOM C/lyyae, ecnu NpuBecTn ero
cobcTBEHHblE C€/10Ba, «OMAcancs, Kak Obl M3-3a

paccnabnstoLlero BANAHUSA NpUBEPIKEHHOW
HaCNa*KAeHUAM apUCTOKPATUM He Bbian 6bl 3a6bIThI
He3blbnemble NPUHLMNbI pecnybanKaHcKom

MNPOCTOTbI».

Ho B KOHLUEe KOHUOB ero yganocb ybeautb B
6e30CHOBATE/IbHOCTU €ro OfnaceHMn, M Korga OH
BEN CBOIO [0Yb K aNTaplo LepKBu ceaToro feoprus,
yTo Ha laHOBEpP-CKBEpP, TO, MHE KaKeTcs, BpAg, /i
BO BCEM AHIMUU MOXKHO 6blI0 6bl  CbiCKaTb
yesioBeEKa cYacTIMBEE ero.
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Mr. Otis was a good deal distressed at Lord
Canterville’s refusal, and begged him to reconsider
his decision, but the good-natured peer was quite
firm, and finally induced the Minister to allow his
daughter to retain the present the ghost had given
her, and when, in the spring of 1890, the young
Duchess of Cheshire was presented at the Queen'’s
first drawing-room on the occasion of her marriage,
her jewels were the universal theme of admiration.

For Virginia received the coronet, which is the
reward of all good little American girls, and was
married to her boy-lover as soon as he came of age.

They were both so charming, and they loved each
other so much, that every one was delighted at the
match, except the old Marchioness of Dumbleton,
who had tried to catch the Duke for one of her
seven unmarried daughters, and had given no less
than three expensive dinner-parties for that
purpose, and, strange to say, Mr. Otis himself.

Mr. Otis was extremely fond of the young Duke
personally, but, theoretically, he objected to titles,
and, to use his own words, “was not without
apprehension lest, amid the enervating influences
of a pleasure-loving aristocracy, the true principles
of Republican simplicity should be forgotten.”

His objections, however, were completely
overruled, and | believe that when he walked up
the aisle of St. George’s, Hanover Square, with his
daughter leaning on his arm, there was not a
prouder man in the whole length and breadth of
England.

48/51



6/10/24, 5:21 p.m.

about:blank

KeHTepBunbckoe npusmuaeHue

Mo OKOHYaHMM MeJoBOrO MecAuad repuor wu
repLorMHa oTnpaBuanch B KeHTEPBU/IbCKUI 3aMOK
M Ha BTOpPON [AeHb npebbiBaHWA Tam noceTunu
3abpoweHHoe Knaabuue 6a13 cocHoBoro 6opa.

MM ponro He yaasanocb npuaymatb anutaduio ansa
Haarpobus capa CaliMoOHa, M B KOHLE KOHLOB OHM
pewWwnnm orpaHUUYNTLCA ero MHULMaNaMU, a TaKKe
CTUXaMW, HaYepTaHHbIMU Ha OKHe BubanoTeKu.

lepuorMHA npuHecna ¢ cobon cBexue posbl U
ycbinana uMmMu moruay. HemHOro nocross Hag
MeCTOM BEYHOro YynokoeHua KeHTepBUAbCKOro
npuBuAeHNA, OHMU HanpaBMAUCb K
NoaypaspyLLUEeHHON CTAPUHHOW LLEePKBYLLKeE.

lepuorMHA npucena Ha ynaBlWYyH KOJIOHHY, a eé
MONI0A0W CYynpyr PacnoNoKuUACca y eé Hor. OH KypuA
M Moi4a NtoboBascs eé NPeKpacHbIMMU rMasamu.

Baopyr oH BblbpocuMa HeLOKYpeHHyt nanupocy,
B3A/1 €€ 3a PYKY M CKasan:

— BUpPAKWUHUA, Y KEeHbl HE A0/KHO ObiTb CEKPETOB
OT MyKa.

— Y MeHs HeT oT Teba cekpeToB, goporoit Cecun.

— A BOT M ecTb, — OTBETU/A OH ynblbasack. — Tbl
BEelb HMKOrO@ He paccKasbiBasa MHe, 4TO
CAy4ynnocb, Korga Bbl 3anepincb BOBOEM C
npuBUAEHNEM.

— Al HMKOMY 3TOro He pacckasbiBana, Cecun, —
CKasana BupaxuHua, nocepbésHes.

— 3Hato, HO MHe Tbl mor/a bbl PacCKa3aThb.

— Hy noxkanyicta, Cecun, He Haflo MEHA NPOCUTD,
A He Mory 3TOro pacckasbiBaTb. beaHbIn cap
CavimoH! A ctonbkum emy obsasaHa! He cmelics,
Cecun, ato pencTBuTenbHO Tak. OH OTKpbIN AnA
MeHA, 4YTo ecTb Mu3Hb, U 4to ectb CmepTb, K
noyemy J1to60Bb cnabHee HKusHu n CmepTu.
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The Duke and Duchess, after the honeymoon was
over, went down to Canterville Chase, and on the
day after their arrival they walked over in the
afternoon to the lonely churchyard by the pine-
woods.

There had been a great deal of difficulty at first
about the inscription on Sir Simon’s tombstone, but
finally it had been decided to engrave on it simply
the initials of the old gentleman’s name, and the
verse from the library window.

The Duchess had brought with her some lovely
roses, which she strewed upon the grave, and after
they had stood by it for some time they strolled
into the ruined chancel of the old abbey.

There the Duchess sat down on a fallen pillar, while
her husband lay at her feet smoking a cigarette and
looking up at her beautiful eyes.

Suddenly he threw his cigarette away, took hold of
her hand, and said to her, “Virginia, a wife should
have no secrets from her husband.”

“Dear Cecil! | have no secrets from you.”

“Yes, you have,” he answered, smiling, “you have
never told me what happened to you when you
were locked up with the ghost.”

“I have never told any one, Cecil,” said Virginia,
gravely.

“I know that, but you might tell me.”

“Please don’t ask me, Cecil, | cannot tell you. Poor
Sir Simon! | owe him a great deal. Yes, don’t laugh,
Cecil, | really do. He made me see what Life is, and
what Death signifies, and why Love is stronger than
both.”
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The Canterville Ghost

lepuor BCTan U HEXKHO NOLLe/IOBAN XKEHY.

— Y7o X, NycTb 3Ta TaliHa byaeT TBoew, Nvwb 6bl
TBOE cepaLe 6bi10 MOMM, — MpoLenTan OH eil Ha
yXo.

— OHo Bcerga 6bino TBoum, Cecun.

— Ho Begpb HawmMm JeTam Tbl pacCcKaxkellb Koraa-
HUObYAL?

BupaKMHMA NoKpacHena.
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The Duke rose and kissed his wife lovingly.

“You can have your secret as long as | have your
heart,” he murmured.

“You have always had that, Cecil.”

“And you will tell our children some day, won’t
you?”

Virginia blushed.
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