For Elisabeth and Helmut Zusak,
with love and admiration

PROLOGUE

A mountain range of rubble

in which our narrator introduces:
himself-the colors—and the book thief

Death and Chocolate

First the colors.

Then the humans.

That’s usually how I see things.
Or at least, how I try.

HERE IS A SMALL FACT
You are going to die.

Iam in all truthfulness attempting to be cheerful about this
whole topic, though most people find themselves hindered in
believing me, no matter my protestations. Please, trust me. I
most definitely can be cheerful. I can be amiable. Agreeable. Af-
fable. And that’s only the As. Just don't ask me to be nice. Nice
has nothing to do with me.

REACTION
TO THE AFOREMENTIONED FACT
Does this worry you?
| urge you-don't be afraid.
I'm nothing if not fair.

— Of course, an introduction.
A beginning.
Where are my manners?



Inusabem u Xenomymy 3ycax
¢ 110006010 U B0CXUULEHUEM

IIPOJIOT

TopHbIil XxpebeT N3 OUTOr0 KaMHs

20e Hawl PaccKasuuk npeocmasssem:
ce6s — Kpacku — U KHUNCHYI0 80PULIKY

CMepr U HIOKOJIa[]

CHauaja KpacKu.

IToToMm nmromu.

Tax 51 0OBITHO BIDKY MUP.

Wnu, o xpaiiHen Mepe, IbITAXCh.

BOT MAJIEHbKI ®AKT
Korpa-Hunbyapb Bbl ympeTe.

Hu xanmnmm He KpMBIIO AYIION: I CTapaloch MOAXOAUTDH K
9TOJI TeMe JIETKO, XOTsI OOJIBIIMHCTBO JIIOfiell OTKa3bIBAeTCs MHE
BEpPUTb, CKOJIBKO ObI s HU BO3Mywancs. IIpomy Bac, moBepb-
Te. I emje KaK yMero OBITb TETKUM. YMeI0 OBITh PY>KEeMOOHBIM.
HobposxenatenbubiM. [lynieBHbIM. VI 3T0 Ha oy 6ykBy [I. Bot
TOJIbKO He IIPOCUTE MeHs ObITh MIIBIM. JTO He KO MHe.

PEAKUMA
HA BbILUENPVIBEAEHHbIV ®AKT
370 Bac 6ecnokouT?
Mpwr3blBato BaC — He 6oWTech.
Al BCero nuwb cnpaBenus.

AX na, IpefiCTaBUThCS.
IInsg Havaa.
I'me Mmou MaHepbI?
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I could introduce myself properly, but it’s not really neces-
sary. You will know me well enough and soon enough, depend-
ing on a diverse range of variables. It suffices to say that at some
point in time, I will be standing over you, as genially as possible.
Your soul will be in my arms. A color will be perched on my
shoulder. I will carry you gently away.

At that moment, you will be lying there (I rarely find peo-
ple standing up). You will be caked in your own body. There
might be a discovery; a scream will dribble down the air. The
only sound I'll hear after that will be my own breathing, and the
sound of the smell, of my footsteps.

The question is, what color will everything be at that mo-
ment when I come for you? What will the sky be saying?

Personally, I like a chocolate-colored sky. Dark, dark choc-
olate. People say it suits me. I do, however, try to enjoy every
color I see-the whole spectrum. A billion or so flavors, none of
them quite the same, and a sky to slowly suck on. It takes the
edge off the stress. It helps me relax.

A SMALL THEORY
People observe the colors of a day only at its beginnings
and ends, but to me it’s quite clear that a day
merges through a multitude of shades and intonations,
with each passing moment. A single hour can consist
of thousands of different colors. Waxy yellows,
cloud-spat blues. Murky darknesses. In my line of work,
I make it a point to notice them.

As T've been alluding to, my one saving grace is distraction.
It keeps me sane. It helps me cope, considering the length of
time I've been performing this job. The trouble is, who could
ever replace me? Who could step in while I take a break in your
stock-standard resort-style vacation destination, whether it
be tropical or of the ski trip variety? The answer, of course, is
nobody, which has prompted me to make a conscious, deliber-
ate decision-to make distraction my vacation. Needless to say,
I vacation in increments. In colors.
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A1 Mor OBl IpefCTaBUTLCA IO BCeM IpaBuIaM, HO Belb B
STOM HeT HMKAKOI HeoOXOommMMOoCTH. Bbl y3HaeTe MeHs BIIONIHE
0/113KO 1 JOBOJTILHO CKOPO — IIPY BCeM PasHOOOpasuy Bapy-
aHTOB. JIOCTATOYHO CKa3aTb, YTO B KaKOI-TO A€HDb U 4ac i CO
BCeM pajyluneM BCTaHy Haj Bamu. Ha pykax y MeHs Oyzer Barua
myura. Ha mmede y MeHs OyAeT cupeTh Kakasg-HUOYAb Kpacka.
51 0CTOPOXKHO MOHECY BaC IPOYb.

B aTy MuHyTY BbI 6ymeTe rre-To IeKaTh (s PEfKO 3aCTal0
JeloBeKa Ha Horax). Temo 3acThIHeT Ha Bac KOpKoit. BoaMoxxHo,
9TO CIIYYMTCSI HEOKUIAHHO, B BO3AYyXe PasOpBISTaeTCsl KPUK.
A 1oce 3TOrO 51 C/IBILIY TOMBKO OFHO — COOCTBEHHOE MIbIXa-
HJe M 3BYK 3aIlaXa, 3BYK MOMX IIaros.

Borpoc B TOM, KaKyMM Kpackamyt 6yfieT Bce pacKpalleHO B Ty
MIUHYTY, KOIZia 5 Ipuy 3a Bamut. O yeM OyzeT roBOpUTb He60?

JInuHo 5 mo6mo mokonagHoe. He6o 1Bera TeMHOrO-TeM-
HOTO 1II0KO/azia. [OBOPAT, 9TOT L[BeT MHe K JIMIy. Bipouem, s
CTapaloch HACMAXKAATbCA BCEMM KPAacKaMu, KOTOPbIe BIDKY, —
BCEM CIIEKTPOM. MU/IIMapy; BKYCOB M/IM OKOJIO TOTO, 1 HET BYX
OfIMHAKOBBIX — 1 He60, KOTOpOe 51 Mef/IeHHO BIIUThIBal0. Bee
3TO CITIKMBAET OCTPBIe Kpas Moero 6pemenn. [Tomoraer pac-
CMabUThCAL.

HEBOJIbLLAA TEOPUA
JTiogn 3amevaloT Kpackuy AHA TONbKO NPW ero poXKaeHUmn
N yracaHuu, HO A OTYET/IBO BUXKY, YTO BCAKMI A€Hb
C KaXKOW npoxodsllen ceKyHAon npoTtekaeT
CKBO3b MMpMrafbl OTTEHKOB U UHTOHALWNA.
EANHCTBEHHDBIN Yac MOXKET COCTOATb M3 TbICAY
pPa3HbIX KPACOK.
BockoBaTble enTble, CMHUE C 06aYHbIMK MIEBKaMM.
lpA3Hble cympaku. Y meHs Takaa paborTa,
4TO A B34 3@ NPaBUJIO X 3aMeyaTb.

Ha sT0o 2 1 HaMeKaro: MeHS BBIpy4aeT OfIHO yMeHUE — OT-
BJIEKaTbCA. ITO CIacaeT Moii pasyM. VI moMoraer yrmpaBiATbcsa —
YYUTBIBAS, CKOMIb JOJIO A UCIIOTHAIO 3Ty paboTy. CMOXKeT /I XOTb
KTO-HMOYAb MeH:A 3aMeHNTb — BOT B 4eM Borpoc. Kro saiimer Moe
MECTO, TIOKa 51 IIPOBOXKY OTITYCK B KaKOM-HMOY/b M3 BaIllVX CTaH-
TApTHBIX KYPOPTHBIX MeCT, 6y/b OHO IIKHOI! VIV TOPHOIBIKHOM
pasHoBuaHOCTM? OTBET SICEH — HUKTO, ¥ 3TO MOBUITIO MEH K CO-
3HATENIbHOMY U JJOOPOBONILHOMY PeEIIeHMIO: OTIYCKOM MHe OYIyT
oTB/eYeHns. Hedero n roBopuTh, 4TO 9TO OTITYCK MO KYCOYKAM.
OrTmyck B Kpackax.
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Still, it’s possible that you might be asking, why does he
even need a vacation? What does he need distraction from?

Which brings me to my next point.

It’s the leftover humans.

The survivors.

They’re the ones I can’t stand to look at, although on many
occasions I still fail. I deliberately seek out the colors to keep my
mind off them, but now and then, I witness the ones who are
left behind, crumbling among the jigsaw puzzle of realization,
despair, and surprise. They have punctured hearts. They have
beaten lungs.

Which in turn brings me to the subject I am telling you
about tonight, or today, or whatever the hour and color. It’s the
story of one of those perpetual survivors—an expert at being left
behind.

It’s just a small story really, about, among other things:

— A girl

— Some words

— An accordionist

— Some fanatical Germans

— A Jewish fist fighter

— And quite a lot of thievery

I saw the book thief three times.

Beside the Railway Line

First up is something white.

Of the blinding kind.

Some of you are most likely thinking that white is not really
a color and all of that tired sort of nonsense. Well, I'm here to
tell you that it is. White is without question a color, and person-
ally, I don’t think you want to argue with me.

A REASSURING ANNOUNCEMENT
Please, be calm,
despite that previous threat.
I am all bluster-
| am not violent.
| am not malicious.
| am a result.
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W/ Bce paBHO He MCKIIOYEHO, YTO KTO-TO M3 BAaC MOXET
CIIPOCUTB: 3a4eM eMy BooOlie HyxeH oTmyck? Om ueeo emy
HY>KHO OTBJIEKAaTbCA?

910 6yHeT BTOPOIT MOJI ITYHKT.

OcTasimecs moan.

Bopxusmine.

ITO Ha HUX 51 He MOTYy CMOTPETb, XOTSI BO MHOTVX CITy4asix
BCe-TaKM He YAep>X1BaIOCh. S| HaMepeHHO BBICMATPUBAIO KPacKH,
YTOOBI OTB/IEYb MBICTM OT XKMBBIX, HO BpeMsl OT BpeMeHU IIpK-
XOIMTCsI 3aMevarh TeX, KTO OCTaeTcs, — pasfjaB/leHHbIX, IIOBep-
THYTBIX Cpelil OCKOJIKOB TO/IOBOJIOMKY OCO3HAHMVA, OTYasHUA U
YAUBIIEHVA. Y HUX IIPOKOJIOTHI cepia. OTOUTHI JIerkue.

3TO, B CBOIO OYepe/b, OABOAUT MEHS K TOMY, O UeM S BaM
pacckaxy HplHUe Be4epoM — VJIM JHEM, W/IM KaKOB OBl HU OBLI
Yac 1 1BeT. ITO OyHeT UCTOPK 00 OFHOM M3 TAKUX BEYHO OCTa-
IOIIVXCA — O 3HATOKe BBDKMBAHIA.

HemmmHHas nctopus, B KOTOPOIL, CPey IIPOYEro, TOBOPUTCS:

— 06 OHOI1 IeBOYKE;

— 0 pasHbIX C/IOBAX;

— 00 aKKOpHEOHNUCTE;

— 0 pa3HbIX (paHATUYHBIX HEMIIAX;

— O €BPENICKOM JIpadyHe;

— 1 O MHOXECTBE Kpax.

C KHIDKHOJ BOPUIIIKOI A BCTpedasnca TpK pasa.

Y xkene3Hoii foporu

CHayasia BO3HUKJ/IO YTO-TO bejtoe.

CrensAmert pasHOBUTHOCTI.

HekoTopble 13 Bac HaBepHAKA BEPAT BO BCAKYIO TYXIYIO
IpebeneHb: HAIIpUMep, YTO Oe/blil — TOMKOM U He LIBET HUKa-
Koit. Tak BOT, s Ipuiien, YTOObI CKa3aTh BaM, YTO OEIBII — 3TO
1BeT. be3 BCIAKUX COMHEHUM LIBET, ¥ TUIHO MHE Ka>KeTCs, 4YTO
CTIIOPUTD CO MHOI BBI He 3aXOTHUTe.

OBHAEXUBAIOLLEE 3AABJTEHNE
MokanyncTa, He BOSIHYMTECD,
NyCTb A BaM TOSIbKO YTO NPUTrPO3USI.
Bce 310 XBacTOBCTBO —

A He CcBMpenbIN.

A He 3non.

A — nTor.



10 MARKUS ZUSAK: THE Book THIEF

Yes, it was white.

It felt as though the whole globe was dressed in snow. Like it
had pulled it on, the way you pull on a sweater. Next to the train
line, footprints were sunken to their shins. Trees wore blankets
of ice.

As you might expect, someone had died.

They couldn’t just leave him on the ground. For now, it
wasn't such a problem, but very soon, the track ahead would be
cleared and the train would need to move on. There were two
guards.

There was one mother and her daughter.

One corpse.

The mother, the girl, and the corpse remained stubborn and
silent. “Well, what else do you want me to do?”

The guards were tall and short. The tall one always spoke
first, though he was not in charge. He looked at the smaller,
rounder one. The one with the juicy red face.

“Well,” was the response, “we can't just leave them like this,
can we?”

The tall one was losing patience.

“Why not?”

And the smaller one damn near exploded. He looked up
at the tall one’s chin and cried, “Spinnst du?! Are you stupid?!”

The abhorrence on his cheeks was growing thicker by the
moment. His skin widened. “Come on,” he said, traipsing over
the snow. “We'll carry all three of them back on if we have to.
We'll notify the next stop.”

As for me, I had already made the most elementary of mis-
takes. I can’t explain to you the severity of my self-disappoint-
ment. Originally, I'd done everything right:

I studied the blinding, white-snow sky who stood at the
window of the moving train. I practically inhaled it, but still,
I wavered. I buckled-I became interested. In the girl. Curiosity
got the better of me, and I resigned myself to stay as long as my
schedule allowed, and I watched.

Twenty-three minutes later, when the train was stopped,
I climbed out with them. A small soul was in my arms. I stood
a little to the right.

The dynamic train guard duo made their way back to the
mother, the girl, and the small male corpse. I clearly remember
that my breath was loud that day. I'm surprised the guards didn’t
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ITa, Bce Genoe.

MHe noka3anoch, 4TO BeCb 3€MHOII 1I1ap ofie/ics B cHer. Ha-
TAHYJI eT0 Ha ce0s, KaK HaTATUBAIOT CBUTEP. Y XKelIe3HOJOPOXK-
HOTO II0JIOTHAa — C/Iefbl HOT, YTOHYBILNX I10 IIMKO/MOTKY. [lepe-
BbsI TIOJT, JIEASTHBIMU OfI€s/TAMM.

Kak BbI MOITIN forafiathes, KTO-TO yMep.

W ero He MoOrM MpOCTO B3ATb U OCTAaBUTD Ha 3emie. [Toka
3TO elile He Takas 6efa, HO CKOPO MyTb BIlepeAM BOCCTAHOBSAT,
¥ TOe37y HY>KHO OyZieT exaTb fasnbie. Tam 6bUTO [BO€ KOHIYK-
TOPOB.

W maTb ¢ fouepbio.

OpuH Tpym.

Martb, [0Yb ¥ TPYI — YIPAMBI 11 6€3MOJIBHBL

— Hy yero Tl eme oT MeHA X04eIIb?

OnyH KOHAYKTOP OBUT BBICOKWIA, APYToil — HU3KuUiL. Beico-
KIi1 BCET/ja 3aT0BapMBaJ [IEPBBIM, XOTb U He ObUT Ha4aIbHIMKOM.
Terepb OH ITOCMOTpeN Ha HMU3KOTO ¥ KPYIVIEHBKOTO BTOPOTO.
Y TOro ObI7I0 MACKCTOE KPACHOE JINLO.

— Hy, — oTBeTusn oH, — MBI He MOXKEM MX IIPOCTO 3/1eCh
OpOCUTD, IPaBUIBHO?

Teprienne BbICOKOTO KOHYAJIOCh.

— Iloyemy HeT?

Husxuit pasosnmics kak yepT. OH yIiepcst B3IIAZOM B IIOJI-
60POIOK BBICOKOTO:

— Spinnst du? Ter gyprOI?

Omep3eHne crymanoch Ha ero mekax. Koxa HaTsaHymace.

— Iomm, — ckxa3an oH, OCTYNMBIINCH B CHery. — OTHe-
ceM 06paTHO B BaroH BCeX TPOUX, ec/u mpupetcs. Coobimm Ha
CIIeAYIONyI0 CTAaHILIMIO.

A 5 y>xe cOBepILNII caMyIo 97eMeHTapHYylo own6ky. He mory
IepefaTh BaM BCIO CTEIIeHb MOEro HeoBOIbCcTBa coboii. CHava-
71a A Bce fiefiay IpaBUIbHO:

Visyunn cnensiiee CHeXXHO-6€e10e He60 — OHO CTOSIIO Y OKHa
ABIDKYLIEroCst BaroHa. 51 mpsiMo-Taku 60biXasl €ro, HO BCE PABHO
Han cmabusy. I AporHyn — MHe cTajio MHTepecHo. JeBouka. Jlro6o-
IIBITCTBO B3SUIO BepX, U 51 paspelnI cebe 3a/iepXKaTbCsi, HACKOIbKO
HI03BO/IUT MO€ PacIIiiCaHue, — U HOHAOIIOfaTh.

Yepes ;BafLaTh TPM MMUHYTHI, KOT/IA IT0€3]], OCTAHOBMIICS, A
BbI/Ie3 U3 BarOHA 33 HMMU. Y MeHA Ha PyKax Jie)kasla MaJlieHbKasd
myma. S cTosI 4y Th cIpaBa OT HUX.

OHepruyHbll Ay3T KOHAYKTOPOB HAIpaBWICSI 0OpaTHO K
Marepy, IeBOYKe ¥ TPYIUKY MY>KCKOTO 1oj1a. TOYHO IOMHIO, B
TOT AeHb AbIIIA A ITYMHO. YIUBIAIOCDH, KaK KOHJYKTOPBI MeH:
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notice me as they walked by. The world was sagging now, under
the weight of all that snow.

Perhaps ten meters to my left, the pale, empty-stomached
girl was standing, frost-stricken.

Her mouth jittered.

Her cold arms were folded.

Tears were frozen to the book thief’s face.

The Eclipse

Next is a signature black, to show the poles of my versatility,
if you like. It was the darkest moment before the dawn.

This time, I had come for a man of perhaps twenty-four
years of age. It was a beautiful thing in some ways. The plane
was still coughing. Smoke was leaking from both its lungs.

When it crashed, three deep gashes were made in the earth.
Its wings were now sawn-off arms. No more flapping. Not for
this metallic little bird.

SOME OTHER SMALL FACTS
Sometimes | arrive too early.
| rush,
and some people cling
longer to life than expected.

After a small collection of minutes, the smoke exhausted
itself. There was nothing left to give.

A boy arrived first, with cluttered breath and what appeared
to be a toolbox. With great trepidation, he approached the
cockpit and watched the pilot, gauging if he was alive, at which
point, he still was. The book thief arrived perhaps thirty seconds
later.

Years had passed, but I recognized her.

She was panting.

From the toolbox, the boy took out, of all things, a teddy
bear.

He reached in through the torn windshield and placed it
on the pilot’s chest. The smiling bear sat huddled among the
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He yC/IbIIaan. Mup yske MpoBUCal NOJ, TAXKECTBIO BCETO 3TOrO
CHera.

MerTpax B lecITV C/leBa OT MeHA CTOs/Ia U Mep3yia OefHas
IeBOYKa C IyCThIM KMBOTOM.

Y Hee ApoxKasy IyObl.

OHa c1oXX1Ia Ha TPy 03s01I1e PyKIiL.

A Ha nuIle KHYDKHOM BOPUIIKY 3aMep3IIN CTIe3bL.

3arMenne

Crenyromniit — 4epHbIN 3aKOPIOYKI, YTOOBI IIOKA3aTh, €CIIN
YTOIHO, IOJII0Ca MO€l MHOTOTPaHHOCTH. BbUI caMblil MpadHBbI
MMT IIepef PacCBETOM.

B sTOT pas A npuiien 3a My>K4MHOI €T JBaflaTy YeThIpeX
oT poxny. B xakoM-To cMbIc/ie 3T0 6bUIO IpeKpacHO. CaMoreT
elle Kanuisai. VI3 060MX ero nerkux COUmICs gbIM.

Pa36uBasicp, OH B3pe3an 3eMIIIo TpeMs ITTyOoKyuMu 6opo3zia-
mut. Kpbuibst 6111 Temepb CIOBHO OTIJIEHHBIE pyKit. Borblie He
B3MaXHYT. DTa MajleHbKasl JKeJlle3Hast ITHIa 60Ibllie He TIOIeTHUT.

ELLIE HEKOTOPbIE OAKTHI
WNHorga A Npuxoxy paHblue BpeMeHN.
fl Toponniochb,

a VIHble NIoAn LuennaTca
3a KM3Hb AOJIblUE, YEM OXKMAAETCA.

CoBceM HEMHOTO MMHYT — U JIbIM UCCAK. BonbIle Hedero
OT/JaBaTh.

[TepBBIM ABM/ICS Ma/lbuyK: COMBYMBOE [bIXaHME, B PyKe —
Bpofie ObI YeMOJAaHYMK C MHCTPYMEHTAMMU. Y>KaCHO BOJHYICD,
IIOfOLIENT K KabJMHe U BITIALENICA B JIETYMKA — >KUB JIN; TOT elle
6b171 >xuB. KHIDKHas Bopuiika mpubexxaa rie-To dyepes IMoIMMu-
HYTBL

ITpouun rompl, HO 5 y3HAI €€.

OHa TsKes10 Jbllaia.

Ma/buyK BBIHY/ U3 4eMOJJaHIMKa — YTO OBl BBI AyManu? —
IUTIOIIEBOTO MUIIKY.

[TpocyHYB pyKy CKBO3b pa3bUTOe CTEKIO, OH IOTOXKWII
MILIKY JIETYUKY Ha TPYAb. YIbIOAIOLINIICSI MefBenb CUeN, Ha-
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crowded wreckage of the man and the blood. A few minutes
later, I took my chance. The time was right.
I walked in, loosened his soul, and carried it gently away.

All that was left was the body, the dwindling smell of smoke,
and the smiling teddy bear.

As the crowd arrived in full, things, of course, had changed.
The horizon was beginning to charcoal. What was left of the
blackness above was nothing now but a scribble, and disappear-
ing fast.

The man, in comparison, was the color of bone. Skele-
ton-colored skin. A ruffled uniform. His eyes were cold and
brown-like coffee stains—and the last scrawl from above formed
what, to me, appeared an odd, yet familiar, shape. A signature.

The crowd did what crowds do.

As I made my way through, each person stood and played
with the quietness of it. It was a small concoction of disjointed
hand movements, muffled sentences, and mute, self-conscious
turns.

When I glanced back at the plane, the pilot’s open mouth
appeared to be smiling. A final dirty joke. Another human
punch line.

He remained shrouded in his uniform as the graying light
arm-wrestled the sky. As with many of the others, when I began
my journey away, there seemed a quick shadow again, a final
moment of eclipse-the recognition of another soul gone.

You see, to me, for just a moment, despite all of the colors
that touch and grapple with what I see in this world, I will often
catch an eclipse when a human dies.

I've seen millions of them.

I've seen more eclipses than I care to remember.

The Flag

The last time I saw her was red. The sky was like soup, boil-
ing and stirring. In some places, it was burned. There were black
crumbs, and pepper, streaked across the redness.

Earlier, kids had been playing hopscotch there, on the street
that looked like oil-stained pages. When I arrived, I could still
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XOX/IVBILIVCD, B Ky4e 0OJIOMKOB 4e/loBeKa U yxe kposu. Eme
Yyepe3 HECKOJIbKO MUHYT PUCKHYI U 4. Bpema npuo.

51 mopomern, BeicBOGOAMT Aynry U 6epexKHO BbIHEC U3 Ca-
MoOJeTa.

OcTanoch NMUIIb TEN0, TAIOMMIA 3alax JbIMa U IUIIOIIEBbI
MefiBefib C Y/IBIOKOIL.

Korpa cobpanacy Tonma, Bce, KOHEYHO, M3MEHMUIOCH. [0-
PU30HT Hayaj yrolbHO cepeTb. OT YepHOTHI BBEPXY OCTANIUCH
OJIHU KapaKy/Iu — 1 Te ObICTPO MCUe3an.

YenoBek B cpaBHeHMHU ¢ HeOOM cTan IjBeTa KocTu. Koxa
CKeJIeTHOTO OTTeHKa. MATbI KOMOMHe30H. [1asa y Hero 6bUIM
XormopHble 1 Oypble, Kak IATHA Kode, a HaBepXy IOC/IeHAA 3a-
TOTY/IMHA IIPEBPATU/IACH BO YTO-TO JIA MEHA CTPAHHOE, OTHAKO
ysHaBaemoe. B 3akoprouky.

Tonna saHMManach TeM, YeM 3aHMMAETCA TOJIIA.

IToxa 51 mpo6upasncs B Heil, KAXKABIIL, KTO CTOSII TaM, KaK-TO
HOZIBITPBIBAJI 3TOV TUILINHE. JIerkoe crylieHne HeCBASHBIX IBY-
JKEHMIT PYK, IPUTTYLIEHHBIX Ppas, 6e3MONBHBIX 6eCIIOKOITHBIX
OITIAZIOK.

Korza st 06epHyscsa Ha caMoneT, MHe OKa3ajIoCh, YTO JIeT-
9MK YIbI6AaeTCsT OTKPBITBIM PTOM. Ipsi3Hast MIyTKa HOf, 3aHaBeC.
Eine ongHa genoBedyeckas ocTpoTa.

YetoBek JIe)Xasl B Ie/leHaX KOMOVHe30Ha, a CepeloIuii CBeT
MepsUIcA CuiIoit ¢ HeboM. V kak 6bIBaIo y>ke MHOTO pas, CTOU-
JI0 MHe ABUHYTbCS IPOYb, OBICTpPast TeHb CIOBHO Obl Habexasna
OIATb — TOC/IESHUI MUT 3aTMEHMN, IPU3HAHME TOTO, YTO elle
OfiHA Jyllla OT/IETENa.

3HaeTe, B KaKOJ-TO MUI, HECMOTPSI Ha KPACKH, YTO JIOXKATCA
U IET/IAI0TCA Ha BCE, ITO 5 BYDKY B MUPE, 5 9aCTO JIOBJII0 3aTMe-
HI€E, KOTJ]a YMUPAET Y€/IOBEK.

S BUpen MUINMMOHBI 3aTMEHNI.

51 BUAien MX CTONDBKO, YTO My4lIE YK ¥ He IOMHUTD.

@Daar

[Tocnenumit pas, Korga st Bugen ee, 661 kpacHbiM. He6o Ha-
IIOMMHAIIO Hoxne61<y, paSMeHIaHHyIO n K]/IH}IIIIYIO. B HeKOTOprX
MeCTax OHO HpV[FOpeHO. B KpaCHOTe MeJ/IbKa/lIn qeprIe KpOH_IKI/I
¥ KaTbIIIIKN Hepua.

PaHbliie geTy UTPajM TYT B KJIACCUKIM — Ha YIIUL[E, IIOXOXKeENT
Ha CTPAHUIIbL B )KUPHBIX siTHaX. Korga st mpu6sL, elre crplia-



