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ПЕРЕДМОВА 

 

          Навчальна дисципліна «Основи редагування перекладів» є одним із 

освітніх компонентів, що забезпечують отримання комплексу професійних 

знань випускників вищих навчальних закладів. Дисципліна «Основи 

редагування перекладів» спрямована на формування у студентів іншомовної 

комунікативної компетентності шляхом розвитку навичок та формування вмінь 

усного та писемного редагування перекладів. Мета – забезпечити студентів 

теоретичними знаннями з основ редагування перекладів (включаючи машинні) 

та їхнього практичного застосування під час обробки текстів, перекладів з 

англійської мови на українську та навпаки.      

Запропоновані методичні рекомендації допоможуть вдосконалити всю 

систему фахової підготовки майбутніх перекладачів, розвинути індивідуальні 

та творчі здібності студентів, ерудицію, а також сприятимуть вихованню в них 

подальшої активності та самостійності в набутті професійних та пізнавальних 

умінь. 

Видання містить теми лекцій та семінарських завдань з курсу «Основи 

редагування перекладів». Наявні у виданні вправи мають на меті розвинути 

чуття мови та вдосконалити перекладацькі навички та вміння. У кінці книги 

поданий список рекомендованої літератури. 

Методичні рекомендації призначені для роботи в аудиторії під 

керівництвом викладача, проте можуть використовуватися і для самостійного 

навчання. 
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ТЕМА 1. 

ВСТУП ДО ЕДИТОЛОГІЇ. 

ОСНОВНІ ПОНЯТТЯ І МЕТОДИ ЕДИТОЛОГІЇ ТА РЕДАГУВАННЯ. 

ІСТОРИЧНИЙ ОГЛЯД ВИНИКНЕННЯ РЕДАГУВАННЯ 

 

Ключові терміни та поняття:  

 

Едитологія, мова, мовлення, текст, типи мовлення, переклад, тлумачення, 

інтерпретація, редагування, галузі редагування. 

 

Питання лекційних занять: 

  

1. Поняття едитології. Едитологія у системі інформологічних і суспільних 

наук. 

2. Об’єкт і предмет едитології. Її складові частини. 

3. Об’єкт і предмет редагування. Методи й методики редагування. 

4. Класифікація галузей редагування. 

5. Періодизація розвитку редагування. 

6. Українська традиція редагування. Її становлення і розвиток. Знані 

українські редактори. 

 

Питання семінарських занять: 

 

1. Тлумачення чи інтерпретація? 

2. Переклад. Режим тлумачення та перекладу. 

3. Типи текстів.  

4. Джерело-реципієнт-вторинний текст. 

 

 

Питання для самоконтролю: 

 

1. Сформулюйте основні відмінності між поняттями «переклад» та 

«тлумачення». 

2. Назвіть основну мету перекладу. 

3. Що належить до теоретичних проблем перекладу? 

4. Назвіть основні класифікації перекладу. 

5. Охарактеризуйте проблеми перекладності / неперекладності. 

6. Опишіть основні принципи, правила та техніки перекладу. 

7. Які теоретичні засади типології текстів? 

8. Назвіть типи текстів і охарактеризуйте їх. 

9. Які стратегії створення вторинного тексту? 

10. Поясніть поняття «фрагмент тексту». 
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Завдання для аудиторної роботи: 

 

Прочитайте текст українською мовою та його переклад на англійську мову 

(Додатки). Визначте жанр та стиль тексту.  

➢ Проаналізуйте оригінал та переклад на лексичному, граматичному та 

синтаксичному рівнях.  

➢ Які помилки та неточності допустив перекладач?  

➢ Яка цільова аудиторія тексту?  

➢ Доведіть свої припущення на конкретних прикладах.  
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ТЕМА 2  

КЛАСИФІКАЦІЯ ПОМИЛОК 

 

Ключові терміни та поняття:  

 

Композиційна помилка, логічна помилка, девіатологія, типологія помилок, 

белетристика, офіційно-діловий стиль, науковий стиль, газетний стиль, 

розмовний стиль, регістр мови. 

 

Питання лекційних занять: 

 

1. Значущість помилок. Вага помилок. 

2. Загальна класифікація помилок. 

3. Типові помилки 

4. Композиційні та логічні помилки.   

5. Композиційні помилки та їхня корекція.  

6. Логічні помилки та їхня корекція. 

 

Питання семінарських занять: 

 

1. Стилі літературної мови.  

2. Помилки у белетристиці.    

3. Помилки в офіційно-діловому стилі.        

4. Помилки в науковому стилі.         

5. Помилки в газетному стилі.         

6. Помилки в розмовному стилі. 

 

 

Питання для самоконтролю: 

 

1. Поясніть поняття «девіатологія». 

2. Назвіть внутрішню структуру типології помилок. 

3. Визначте основні твердження теорії породження помилок. 

4. Проаналізуйте сучасні аспекти дослідження помилок. 

5. Поясніть поняття «логічна культура тексту». 

6. Назвіть основні логічні помилки. 

7. Назвіть основні композиційні помилки. 

8. За якими критеріями визначаються стилі летературної мови? 

9. Опишіть основні характеристики белетристики. 

10. Проаналізуйте відмінності між розмовно-літературним та розмовно-

фамільярним стилями. 

11. Наведіть класифікацію функціональних стилів. 

12. Визначте риси, притаманні офіційно-діловому стилю. 

13. Визначте діалектику публіцистичного стилю. 
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Завдання для аудиторної роботи: 

 

Прочитайте текст українською мовою та його переклад на англійську мову. 

(Додатки). Визначте жанр та стиль тексту.  

➢ Проаналізуйте оригінал та переклад на лексичному, граматичному та 

синтаксичному рівнях.  

➢ Які помилки та неточності допустив перекладач?  

➢ Яка цільова аудиторія тексту?  

➢ Доведіть свої припущення на конкретних прикладах.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



9 
 

ТЕМА 3  

МЕТОДИ РЕДАГУВАННЯ 

 

 

Ключові терміни та поняття:  

 

Метод, метод редагування, синтаксична помилка, морфологічна норма, 

морфологічна помилка, граматичний плеоназм, анормативи, відхилення від 

норми, екзотизм, вигук, артикль 

 

Питання лекційних занять: 

 

    1. Підходи до класифікації методів редагування. 

    2. Послідовність використання методів редагування. 

    3. Коректурні знаки, їх класифікація. 

 

Теми семінарських занять: 

 

1. Параметричні методи редагування. 

2. Спискові, шаблонні методи редагування. 

3. Структурні, аналітичні методи редагування. 

4. Когнітивні, положеннєві, компаративні методи редагування. 

5. Спеціальні методи редагування. 

 

 

Питання для самоконтролю: 

 

1. Назвіть основні методи редагування. 

2. Поясніть вживання анормативів у межах лексико-граматичного класу 

іменників та системі прикметника. 

3. Як ви розумієте поняття «морфологічна норма»? 

 

 

Завдання для аудиторної роботи: 

 

Прочитайте текст українською мовою та його переклад на англійську мову 

(Додатки). Визначте жанр та стиль тексту.  

➢ Проаналізуйте оригінал та переклад на лексичному, граматичному та 

синтаксичному рівнях.  

➢ Які помилки та неточності допустив перекладач?  

➢ Яка цільова аудиторія тексту?  

➢ Доведіть свої припущення на конкретних прикладах.  
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ТЕМА 4  

НОРМИ РЕДАГУВАННЯ 

 

Ключові терміни та поняття:  

 

Норма, відхилення від норми, лексема, семантика, адекватний переклад, 

буквальний переклад, неперекладність, проблема перекладності, транслятема, 

перекладацькі трансформації, адекватність перекладу, еквівалентність 

перекладу, інтерференція. 

 

Питання лекційних занять: 

 

1. Поняття редакційної норми. Загальні норми. 

2. Види та типи норм. 

3. Лінгвістичні норми редагування: норми для рівня елементарних знаків 

(звуків і графем). 

4. Лінгвістичні норми для рівня морфем. 

5. Лінгвістичні норми для слів, словосполучень і речень. 

6. Лінгвістичні норми для рівня над фразових єдностей, блоків, дискурсу. 

 

Питання семінарських занять: 

 

1. Лексичні проблеми перекладу.  

2. Екзоцитизми.  

3. Вигуки.  

4. Артикль.   

1. Граматичні проблеми перекладу.  

2. Однина / множина.        

3. Заміни.         

4. Морфологічні трансформації. 

 

 

Питання для самоконтролю: 

 

1. Що належить до лексичних / семантичних / граматичних труднощів 

перекладу? 

2. Опишіть основні шляхи подолання актуальних лексичних / семантичних / 

граматичних проблем перекладу. 

3. Охарактеризуйте класифікації типів лексичної інтерференції. 

4. Назвіть особливості лексичної інтерференції. 

5. Поясніть поняття інтерференції у соціолінгвістичному контексті. 

Охарактеризуйте можливості прогнозування та запобігання 

інтерференції. 

6. Що належить до морфологічних трансформацій? 
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Завдання для аудиторної роботи: 

 

Прочитайте текст українською мовою та його переклад на англійську мову 

(Додатки). Визначте жанр та стиль тексту.  

➢ Проаналізуйте оригінал та переклад на лексичному, граматичному та 

синтаксичному рівнях.  

➢ Які помилки та неточності допустив перекладач?  

➢ Яка цільова аудиторія тексту?  

➢ Доведіть свої припущення на конкретних прикладах.  
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ТЕМА 5 

ЛЕКСИКО-СЕМАНТИЧНІ ПОМИЛКИ В УКРАЇНОМОВНОМУ 

ПЕРЕКЛАДІ 

 

Ключові терміни та поняття:  

 

Адекватний переклад, буквальний переклад, неперекладність, проблема 

перекладності, транслятема, перекладацькі трансформації, адекватність 

перекладу, еквівалентність перекладу 

 

Питання лекційних занять: 

 

1. Традиція та практика сучасного українського мовлення. 

2. Канцеляризми та штампи у перекладі українською мовою. 

3. Вживання слів іншомовного походження. 

 

Питання семінарських занять: 

 

1. Лексичні та синтаксичні росіянізми у перекладах українською мовою. 

2. Пароніми як стилістичний засіб і як вада перекладу. 

 

Питання для самоконтролю: 

 

1. Від яких функцій мови залежить розрізнення стилів? 

2. Що лежить в основі розрізнення стилів мовлення? 

3. Від яких чинників залежить вибір стилю мовлення? 

4. Сформулюйте основні відмінності між поняттями «мова» та 

«мовлення». 

5. Як називається розділ мовознавства, який вивчає стилі мовлення? 

6. Назвіть основні функції мови. 

7. Поясніть змість понять «лексичні / граматичні» заміни. 

 

Завдання для аудиторної роботи: 

 

Прочитайте текст українською мовою та його переклад на англійську мову 

(Додатки). Визначте жанр та стиль тексту.  

➢ Проаналізуйте оригінал та переклад на лексичному, граматичному та 

синтаксичному рівнях.  

➢ Які помилки та неточності допустив перекладач?  

➢ Яка цільова аудиторія тексту?  

➢ Доведіть свої припущення на конкретних прикладах.  
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РОБОТА З ПЕРЕКЛАДОМ ПОЕЗІЇ 

 

Завдання 1 

 

   Відредагуйте перекладені вірші, відзначте які помилки та неточності 

допустила програма перекладу. 

 

Оригінал12 Переклад 

Наталія Пасічник 

ХЕЛВЕГЕН 

  

1 

сиві дерева досвітнього лісу 

стежка вузенька то вгору то вниз 

тихо тріщить задубіле залізо 

санок якими волочимо хмиз 

  

вітер подме – наїжачиться хвоя 

шишки з гілок позлітають умить 

і не помітивши нас із тобою 

лис чи лисиця в імлі пробіжить 

  

сонця нема – безконечний блекаут           

віжки до пальців примерзнуть от-от 

врешті привал і по колу блукає 

пара гаряча із рота у рот      

  

дихай у комір притулюй до себе 

не помічай те що всесвіт зачах 

і помирають зірвавшись із неба 

юні сніжинки на наших щоках 

  

хай зачекає в сторожці ще трохи 

–  взятій в оренду всього лиш на ніч – 

чудом вціліла з тамтої епохи 

кригою вкрита нетоплена піч 

  

2 

знову крижаніють потічки підталі 

наростила стежка снігову броню 

дерев’яні лижі кольору металік 

хвацько прокладають між пеньків 

лижню 

Natalia Pasichnyk 

Helwegen 

  

1 

gray trees of the pre-dawn forest 

the path is narrow, up and down 

the tanned iron crackles softly 

sledges with which we drag brushwood 

  

the wind will blow - the needles will 

bristle 

the cones fly off the branches 

and without noticing you and me 

a fox or a fox will run in the fog 

  

there is no sun - endless blackout 

the towers will freeze up to the fingers or 

so 

eventually stops and wanders in circles 

steam hot from mouth to mouth 

  

breathe into the collar, snuggle up to 

yourself 

don't notice that the universe is dying 

and die falling from the sky 

young snowflakes on our cheeks 

  

let him wait in the guardhouse a little 

longer 

– rented just for the night – 

miraculously survived from that era 

an unheated furnace covered with ice 

  

2 

The melted streams are freezing again 

 
1 Пасічник Наталія. [Електронний ресурс].  Режим доступу до журн. http://nataliyapasichnyk.blogspot.com/ 
2 Скиба Роман. Погода для некурців: напівзібране, Тернопіль : Слон. 2017, 144 с.; іл. 
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не барися серце – в небі кругла люстра 

згасне за годину – значить ти уже 

мусиш розпочати свій скітур назустріч 

щоби не зостатись в лісі міражем   

  

палиця чи вістря первісного списа 

лижник чи мисливець – знає тільки 

сніг 

а далеко в горах замерзає тиса 

і скриплять сердито береги скляні 

  

ніби буде буря – ні – то просто сосни 

струшують сніжинки з  чорних 

верховіть 

лютий цього року вже не високосний 

а тому не бійся – їдь хутчіше їдь 

            

  

3 

достатньо лиш промовити – «ходи» 

і від зими не лишиться нічого 

а там де сніг тримав міцну облогу – 

дзвінкі потоки талої води 

  

ліхтарик у руці – ліхтарик згас 

та він і не потрібний нам сьогодні – 

нічного неба зоряна безодня 

освітить і стежки усі і нас 

  

прокинеться в гілках глухе «ку-ку» 

ми будемо іти все прямо прямо 

аж поки слід відлиги перед нами 

обернеться поволі на ріку 

  

ми ступимо у неї жартома 

а випірнемо раптом у прекрасній 

новій реінкарнації де в нас ні 

людських імен ні прізвищ вже нема 

the trail built up snow armor 

metallic colored wooden skis 

skillfully lay a ski between the stumps 

  

don't be afraid, heart - there is a round 

chandelier in the sky 

will go out in an hour - it means you 

already 

you must begin your skitour towards 

so as not to remain a mirage in the forest 

  

the staff or point of the primitive spear 

a skier or a hunter knows only snow 

and far away in the mountains the yew 

freezes 

and the glass banks creak angrily 

  

as if there will be a storm - no - it's just 

pine trees 

snowflakes shake from the black tops 

February this year is no longer a leap year 

so don't be afraid - go faster, go 

            

  

3 

just say "go" 

and nothing will remain of the winter 

and where the snow kept a strong siege - 

sonorous flows of melt water 

  

flashlight in hand - the flashlight went out 

and we don't need him today - 

the starry abyss of the night sky 

will light up all the paths and us 

  

a dull "coo-coo" will wake up in the 

branches 

we will go straight ahead 

until the thaw is in front of us 

will slowly turn to the river 

  

we step into it as a joke 

and we will suddenly emerge in a 

beautiful one 

of a new reincarnation where we do not 
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have it 

there are no more human names or 

surnames 

Наталія Пасічник 

ПОДОРОЖНІЙ КОЛИ ТИ 

ПРИЙДЕШ 

 

1 

подорожній коли ти прийдеш у спарту 

третього липня дві тисячі 

дванадцятого року 

на головну площу міста де мешкають 

самі чоловіки 

і військовий оркестр безперервно грає 

марш 

бог тобі в поміч – твій язичницький 

бог 

після тривалої мандрівки 

важко пригадати навіть найпростіші 

слова 

і голосні змішуються з приголосними 

і лучники сплять беззбройні 

а тому нікому тебе тут зустріти 

щоби провести до потрібного місця 

окрім голубів 

які п’ють воду з калюж 

і жебраків що шукають мідяки 

на дні фонтана  

 

 

2 

передавай вітання моєму другові 

подорожній 

там на стадіоні поміж бігунами 

йому не до мене 

йому не до мене вже цілий рік 

і тонка нитка мовчання рветься 

коли спортивний коментатор оголошує 

фальстарт 

важко повірити що за якийсь час 

спартанські дітлахи 

блукаючи у пошуках трофеїв 

роздивлятимуться надбиті глиняні 

дощечки 

з іменами переможців 

Natalia Pasichnyk 

TRAVEL WHEN YOU COME 

 

1 

traveler when you come to sparta 

the third of July, two thousand and 

twelfth 

to the main square of the city where the 

men themselves live 

and the military band plays a march 

continuously 

God help you - your pagan god 

after a long journey 

it is difficult to remember even the 

simplest words 

and vowels are mixed with consonants 

and archers sleep unarmed 

and therefore no one can meet you here 

to lead to the right place 

except pigeons 

who drink water from puddles 

and beggars looking for coppers 

at the bottom of the fountain 

 

 

2 

send greetings to my friend the traveler 

there in the stadium among the runners 

he is not into me 

he has not been with me for a whole year 

and the thin thread of silence breaks 

when a sports commentator calls a false 

start 

it's hard to believe that in a while 

Spartan children 

wandering in search of trophies 

will look at the stuffed clay tablets 

with the names of the winners 

and the birds will fly 

from one child's head to another 

...on the first day of the Olympic 

competitions 
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і птахи перелітатимуть 

з однієї дитячої голови на іншу 

…в перший день олімпійських змагань 

телефони на всі голоси просять 

порятунку 

і барабанні перетинки 

лускають від перепаду тиску 

 

 

3 

марно намагаєшся уникнути поєдинку 

коли одноокий велетень загороджує 

дорогу 

і погрожує жорстокою розправою 

у страху очі закоханого і вуста 

говорять неправду 

і навіть зараз за мить до падіння 

важкої залізної брами 

ти таки хочеш обманути 

лакедемонійців 

ніби ми полягли вірні їхньому наказові 

ніби в давніх хроніках світу 

про інше й не ішлося 

і найдовший любовний лист 

починається із завчених у школі слів – 

«подорожній коли ти прийдеш у 

спарту» 

ти прийдеш 

коли 

the phones are calling for help 

and eardrums 

flaking from the pressure drop 

 

 

3 

you try in vain to avoid a duel 

when a one-eyed giant blocks the road 

and threatens brutal reprisal 

in fear, the lover's eyes and mouth speak 

lies 

and even now a moment before falling 

heavy iron gate 

you still want to deceive the 

Lacedaemonians 

as if we had obeyed their command 

as if in the ancient chronicles of the world 

it was not about anything else 

and the longest love letter 

begins with words learned at school - 

"traveler when you come to sparta" 

you will come 

When 

Роман Скиба 

**** 

Осінь – сутінки року, а сутінки – осінь 

дня... 

Просто сталась накладка, і більше 

нема фонтанів. 

Ми вже не поспішаєм, говоримо 

навмання. 

В нас попереду вічність, та ми на землі 

останні. 

Вся двоякість від листя – що вогке, 

проте сухе, 

Урочисте, мов ода – і зустрічам, і 

розлукам. 

То глухі ми до неба, то небо до нас 

глухе. 

Skiba's novel 

**** 

Autumn is the twilight of the year, and 

twilight is the autumn of the day... 

It just became a cover, and there are no 

more fountains. 

We are no longer in a hurry, we speak at 

random. 

We have eternity ahead of us, but we are 

the last on earth. 

All the duplicity of the leaves - which is 

moist, but dry, 

Solemn, like an ode - to both meetings 

and separations. 

Sometimes we are deaf to the sky, 

sometimes the sky is deaf to us. 
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Коли з’явиться Ангел, то світлом 

прийде – не звуком... 

Голосних надто мало, а інших він не 

вимовля. 

Але й жесту достатньо, щоб статися 

нині чуду... 

І фонтани розкинуть прозоре своє 

гілля, 

І, замерзши під північ, як верби 

скрипіти будуть... 

When the Angel appears, he will come 

with light - not with sound... 

There are too few vowels, and he does 

not pronounce others. 

But even a gesture is enough to make a 

miracle happen now... 

And the fountains will spread their 

transparent branches, 

And, freezing at midnight, how the 

willows will creak... 

Роман Скиба 

**** 

Стали вітри вихристими. 

Сходять собаки злістю – 

П’єш, а хлопчак розхристаний 

Мчить до корчми із вістю. 

Все ти спустив до таляра, 

Речі позбавив значень... 

– Дядечку, пане Маляре! 

Ваша ікона плаче... 

Roman Skyba 

**** 

The winds became whirlwinds. 

Dogs come down in anger - 

You drink, and the boy is baptized 

Rushes to the inn with the news. 

You put everything down to the money, 

Deprived things of meaning... 

- Uncle, Mr. Painter! 

Your icon is crying... 

Роман Скиба 

**** 

А ти все не з’являєшся, Маріє… 

А тут ні верби не ростуть, ні злаки… 

Коли пустеля осіда на вії, 

Верблюди й люди знову бачать знаки: 

То міражі --  і траси, і готелі… 

Єдине, неподібне на оману,-- 

Летючий кущ Перекотипустелі, 

Що манить до Великого туману… 

Де вже не вразять крики мандрагори, 

Де не осліплять танці саламандри. 

Там начебто народжуються гори… 

Там начебто завершуються мандри… 

Roman Skyba 

**** 

And you still don't show up, Maria... 

And neither willows nor cereals grow 

here... 

When the desert settles on the eyelashes, 

Camels and people see signs again: 

These are mirages - both tracks and 

hotels... 

The only thing that is not delusional,-- 

Flying bush Perekotipeli, 

What beckons to the Great Mist... 

Where the screams of the mandrake will 

no longer impress, 

Where the dancing salamanders won't 

dazzle. 

Mountains seem to be born there... 

It seems that the journey ends there... 

Роман Скиба 

Приблудне 

 

Вийшов час із годинника. І не 

вернувся. 

Невідомої дати. О сьомій нуль сім. 

Князем стелі й кутків і царем на стіну 

Roman Skyba 

Stray 

 

The clock has run out. And he did not 

return. 

Unknown date. At seven zero seven. 

The prince of the ceiling and corners and 



18 
 

всю 

 

Тут працює павук і вдоволений всім. 

Водяник же, забивши на мокру роботу, 

Хоч камлай – не клекоче у звивинах 

труб. 

Вже в раю телефон. Он – без диску і 

дроту 

Пилом, наче землею, припав його 

труп. 

Що ти, Доме! Пробач! Ти не винен 

нічим нам. 

Нас не надто лякає пилюка й іржа. 

Якщо хочеш – будь ласка, заводь задля 

чину 

У стіні – барабашку чи в сінях – вужа. 

Просто хочеться, Доме, десь бути 

удома… 

А що дах протікає, то й наші ж – 

давно… 

Хай лиш духи воскреснуть. 

Прочуняють з коми. 

Хай запирскає з крану залізне вино. 

А в салют саламандрам, нікуди не 

щезлим, 

Перейнявшись на мить шумовинням 

святим, 

Зрине кавова лава із кратера джезви 

На пустельні пейзажі електроплити… 

 

 

 

the king of the entire wall 

 

A spider works here and is happy with 

everything. 

The waterman, having scored a wet job, 

Even though it is humming, it is not 

clucking in the windings of the pipes. 

The phone is already in heaven. It is 

without disk and wire 

Dust, like earth, covered his corpse. 

What are you, Dom! Sorry! You don't 

owe us anything. 

We are not too afraid of dust and rust. 

If you want, please, start for the sake of 

rank 

There is a drum in the wall or a snake in 

the halls. 

I just want, Dom, to be home 

somewhere... 

And if the roof is leaking, then ours has 

been leaking for a long time... 

Let the spirits rise again. Wake up from 

coma. 

Let the iron wine spray from the tap. 

And in salute to the salamanders, which 

have not disappeared anywhere, 

Having been absorbed for a moment by 

the noise of the saints, 

Coffee lava will pour out of the crater of 

the jezva 

In the desert landscape, electric stoves... 

Роман Скиба 

 

***  

Ластяться до ніг сумирні леви. 

Перестиглі падають плоди. 

Ти нудьгуєш. Ти іще без Єви. 

Ти вже триста років молодий. 

П"єш з ріки. Дрімаєш на осонні. 

-- Господи, чи вічно буде Рай? 

Дві таблетки в Бога на долоні -- 

Синя і червона. Вибирай... 

Skiba's novel 

 

*** 

The humble lions caress their feet. 

Overripe fruits fall. 

you are bored You are still without Eve. 

You are already three hundred years 

young. 

You drink from the river. You take a nap 

on the sunbed. 

-- Lord, will Heaven last forever? 

Two pills in God's palm -- 

Blue and red. Choose... 
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Ігор Римарук. Уривок з поеми Ihor Rymaruk. Excerpt from the poem 

 

 

...Це юності мотиви опівнічні, 

це карнавальний дим довкола плах, 

двосічний дотеп і свіча у січні, 

бравада крові й бородатий страх, 

це все, що мав, – за кучерик на шиї!.. 

Це дім, де рок – оброком, а за крок 

з пожовклих довоєнних сторінок 

співали соловецькі соловії, – 

чи думав ти, який у них хосен? 

Та вже світало, і лунав Дассен. 

 

А місто віршів, бунтів, поцілунків 

явило інший лик із інших сцен, 

коли з-за слів, неначе з-за лаштунків, 

як сюзерен, виходив манекен, 

коли зіниці клались на полиці – 

і літери сахалися зіниць, 

коли занадто мертва смерть дзвіниць 

дірки засклила в хроніках столиці 

й хіба що голубам служило скло... 

Невже тоді нічого не було?! 

 

Були ж неопалима віща круча 

й немилосердне в щирості село, 

його щетина спогадів колюча 

й невіра в балакуче ремесло. 

Були ж – уперше – Хортиця і Галич, 

листок на плесі й полотняний сніг, 

перешепти в кав’яреньках тісних 

про білу квітку і про скіфську далеч, – 

дарма, що хрестовик собі сотав 

безбарвну і солодку нить октав. 

 

Іще не відшуміли бурі в склянці, 

коли, з космацьких зринувши отав, 

убогу тишу, як підлогу в танці, 

двадцятилітній вітер розхитав, 

озвучивши потоки світлі й темні, 

розгледівши в імлі стражденний лик 

того, від кого одвернувся вік, 

...These are the midnight motives of 

youth, 

it's carnival smoke around the place, 

double-edged wit and a candle in 

January, 

bravado of blood and bearded fear, 

that's all he had - for a curl on his neck!.. 

This is a house where rock is a rent, but a 

step away 

from yellowed pre-war pages 

the Solovetsky nightingales sang, 

have you thought what kind of hosen they 

have? 

It was already dawn, and Dassen was 

sounding. 

 

And the city of poems, riots, kisses 

appeared another face from other scenes, 

when from behind the words, as if from 

behind the scenes, 

as a suzerain, a mannequin came out, 

when the pupils were put on the shelf - 

and the letters reached the pupils, 

when the death of the belfries is too dead 

she closed the holes in the chronicles of 

the capital 

and maybe the pigeons were served by 

glass... 

Did nothing happen then?! 

 

There were unburnt things steep 

and the unmerciful village in sincerity, 

his bristles of memories are prickly 

and disbelief in a chatty craft. 

There were - for the first time - 

Khortytsia and Halych, 

a leaf on the ground and a blanket of 

snow, 

whisper in crowded coffee shops 

about the white flower and about the 

Scythian distance, - 
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почувши й відголоски потаємні, 

й біловолосу жінку на скалі, 

і рід її – в ганьбі або в землі. 

 

Коли уламки вівтаря в дровітню 

складали, нагорлавшись при столі, 

розворушило ватру старожитню: 

“Скажіть мені, поети Василі!..” – 

заговоріть, поети, хто як може, 

щоб задихнулись в подушках пухких 

обрізані рядочки, для яких 

задовге навіть найкоротше ложе, – 

хоча здавалось: звідки серед пуст 

узявся той всевидящий прокруст? 

 

Допоки лаври, впавши на литаври, 

глушили слав і слів смертельний 

хруст, 

“Печальний етнос, трохи що не 

маври!” – 

у закарпатця вирвалось із уст. 

Допоки цвів у поступі повзучім 

безпам’ятний співучий переляк, 

своє тернове поле подоляк 

ніяк не міг обміряти співзвуччям, 

і реготав у риму Асмодей – 

львів’янин-батяр, бородань-спудей. 

 

Коли душа потроху відмокає, 

напередовець із підгір’я, де й 

пісні – живі, вертепи відмикає 

і скрипку притискає до грудей. 

Заціпило узір парадним ряднам, 

затіпало сановні тілеса, – 

і площа вознеслась у небеса, 

обвита шумовинням виноградним, 

і крізь епохи й війни, сміх і схлип 

доніс до нас крихкий даґеротип. 

 

А час довкіл? Лякав, як лепрозорій! 

Чи розібратись в ньому не могли б? 

А може, є в тім умисел прозорий, 

що запізнали й полиновий хліб?.. 

Куди пощезнуть відблиски примарні, 

коли доба не черт і рез, а криз 

it's not for nothing that the cross-dresser 

made a fuss about it 

a colorless and sweet thread of octaves. 

 

The storm in the glass has not died down 

yet, 

when, having fallen from the hair, 

poor silence, like a dance floor, 

the twenty-year wind shook, 

voicing the streams of light and dark, 

seeing a suffering face in the fog 

the one from whom age has turned away 

hearing the echoes of the secret, 

and the white-haired woman on the rock, 

and her family is in shame or in the earth. 

 

When the fragments of the altar in the 

woodshed 

folded, huddled at the table, 

stirred the ancient fire: 

"Tell me, poet Vasili!..." - 

speak, poets, who can 

to suffocate in fluffy pillows 

truncated lines for which 

even the shortest bed is long, 

although it seemed: from where among 

the deserts 

did that all-seeing Procrustus take over? 

 

Until the laurels, falling on the timpani, 

muffled praises and words deadly crunch, 

"A sad ethnic group, a little like the 

Moors!" – 

a Transcarpathian burst out of his mouth. 

Until it bloomed in a creeping manner 

memoryless singing fright, 

its thorny field of podolyak 

couldn't possibly measure with 

consonance, 

and Asmodeus laughed in rhyme - 

Lvivian-batyar, bearded-spudey. 

 

When the soul gets wet little by little, 

Naperedovets from the foothills, where 

the songs are alive, unlocks the nativity 
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високі строфи профільтрує крізь 

цідилку з респіраторної марлі? 

Так, це новий, немолодий мотив, – 

але кого він вбив чи захистив?.. 

scenes 

and he presses the violin to his chest. 

Caught a pattern in front rows, 

dignified bodies were trampled, 

and the square ascended to heaven, 

wrapped in grape rustling, 

and through ages and wars, laughter and 

sobs 

brought us a fragile daguerreotype. 

 

And the time around? Frightened like a 

leprosy! 

Couldn't you figure it out? 

Or maybe there is a clear intention in it, 

Wormwood bread is also late? 

Where will the ghostly reflections 

disappear, 

when the day is not the devil and rez, but 

the crisis 

high stanzas will filter through 

a colander made of respiratory gauze? 

Yes, this is a new, old motive, - 

but who did he kill or protect?.. 
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Завдання 2 

 

Порівняйте англійський та німецький переклади віршів. Якою мовою програма 

перекладу допустила менше помилок? Чому? 

 

 

Оригінал34 Переклад 

Natalia Pasichnyk 

Helwegen 

  

1 

graue Bäume des Waldes vor der 

Morgendämmerung 

Der Weg ist schmal, auf und ab 

das gebräunte Eisen knistert leise 

Schlitten, mit denen wir Reisig schleppen 

  

Der Wind wird wehen – die Nadeln 

werden sträuben 

Die Zapfen fliegen von den Zweigen 

und ohne dich und mich zu bemerken 

ein Fuchs oder ein Fuchs wird im Nebel 

laufen 

  

Es gibt keine Sonne – endloser Blackout 

Die Türme werden bis zu den Fingern 

oder so zufrieren 

bleibt schließlich stehen und wandert im 

Kreis 

Dampf heiß von Mund zu Mund 

  

Atmen Sie in den Kragen, kuscheln Sie 

sich an sich 

Merke nicht, dass das Universum stirbt 

und sterben, wenn sie vom Himmel fallen 

junge Schneeflocken auf unseren 

Wangen 

  

lass ihn noch etwas länger im Wachhaus 

warten 

– nur für die Nacht gemietet – 

hat auf wundersame Weise aus dieser 

Zeit überlebt 

Natalia Pasichnyk 

Helwegen 

  

1 

gray trees of the pre-dawn forest 

the path is narrow, up and down 

the tanned iron crackles softly 

sledges with which we drag brushwood 

  

the wind will blow - the needles will 

bristle 

the cones fly off the branches 

and without noticing you and me 

a fox or a fox will run in the fog 

  

there is no sun - endless blackout 

the towers will freeze up to the fingers or 

so 

eventually stops and wanders in circles 

steam hot from mouth to mouth 

  

breathe into the collar, snuggle up to 

yourself 

don't notice that the universe is dying 

and die falling from the sky 

young snowflakes on our cheeks 

  

let him wait in the guardhouse a little 

longer 

– rented just for the night – 

miraculously survived from that era 

an unheated furnace covered with ice 

  

  

2 

The melted streams are freezing again 

 
3 Пасічник Наталія. [Електронний ресурс].  Режим доступу до журн. http://nataliyapasichnyk.blogspot.com/ 
4 Скиба Роман. Погода для некурців: напівзібране, Тернопіль : Слон.2017, 144 с.; іл. 
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ein unbeheizter, mit Eis bedeckter Ofen 

2 

Die geschmolzenen Bäche gefrieren 

wieder 

Der Weg baute eine Schneepanzerung auf 

metallfarbene Holzski 

Legen Sie geschickt einen Ski zwischen 

die Stümpfe 

  

Hab keine Angst, Herz – da ist ein runder 

Kronleuchter am Himmel 

wird in einer Stunde ausgehen - es 

bedeutet, dass Sie bereits sind 

Sie müssen Ihre Skitour in Richtung 

beginnen 

um nicht eine Fata Morgana im Wald zu 

bleiben 

  

der Stab oder die Spitze des primitiven 

Speers 

Ein Skifahrer oder ein Jäger kennt nur 

Schnee 

und weit weg in den Bergen gefriert die 

Eibe 

und die Glasbänke knarren wütend 

  

als würde es stürmen – nein – es sind nur 

Kiefern 

Schneeflocken zittern von den schwarzen 

Gipfeln 

Der Februar dieses Jahres ist kein 

Schaltjahr mehr 

Also hab keine Angst – geh schneller, 

geh 

            

  

3 

Sag einfach „Los“ 

und vom Winter wird nichts übrig 

bleiben 

und wo der Schnee eine starke 

Belagerung hielt - 

klangvolle Ströme von Schmelzwasser 

  

Taschenlampe in der Hand – die 

the trail built up snow armor 

metallic colored wooden skis 

skillfully lay a ski between the stumps 

  

don't be afraid, heart - there is a round 

chandelier in the sky 

will go out in an hour - it means you 

already 

you must begin your skitour towards 

so as not to remain a mirage in the forest 

  

the staff or point of the primitive spear 

a skier or a hunter knows only snow 

and far away in the mountains the yew 

freezes 

and the glass banks creak angrily 

  

as if there will be a storm - no - it's just 

pine trees 

snowflakes shake from the black tops 

February this year is no longer a leap year 

so don't be afraid - go faster, go 

            

  

3 

just say "go" 

and nothing will remain of the winter 

and where the snow kept a strong siege - 

sonorous flows of melt water 

  

flashlight in hand - the flashlight went out 

and we don't need him today - 

the starry abyss of the night sky 

will light up all the paths and us 

  

a dull "coo-coo" will wake up in the 

branches 

we will go straight ahead 

until the thaw is in front of us 

will slowly turn to the river 

  

we step into it as a joke 

and we will suddenly emerge in a 

beautiful one 

of a new reincarnation where we do not 
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Taschenlampe ging aus 

und wir brauchen ihn heute nicht - 

der sternenklare Abgrund des 

Nachthimmels 

wird alle Wege und uns erleuchten 

  

Ein dumpfes „Gurren“ wird in den 

Zweigen erwachen 

wir gehen geradeaus 

bis das Tauwetter vor uns liegt 

wird sich langsam dem Fluss zuwenden 

  

Wir machen das als Scherz 

und wir werden plötzlich in einem 

wunderschönen Zustand auftauchen 

einer neuen Reinkarnation, wo wir sie 

nicht haben 

Es gibt keine menschlichen Vor- oder 

Nachnamen mehr 

have it 

there are no more human names or 

surnames 

Natalia Pasichnyk 

REISEN SIE, WENN SIE KOMMEN 

 

1 

Reisender, wenn Sie nach Sparta 

kommen 

der dritte Juli zweitausendzwölfter 

zum Hauptplatz der Stadt, wo die Männer 

selbst leben 

und die Militärkapelle spielt 

ununterbrochen einen Marsch 

Gott helfe dir – deinem heidnischen Gott 

nach einer langen Reise 

Es ist schwierig, sich selbst die 

einfachsten Wörter zu merken 

und Vokale werden mit Konsonanten 

vermischt 

und Bogenschützen schlafen unbewaffnet 

und deshalb kann dich hier niemand 

treffen 

an den richtigen Ort führen 

außer Tauben 

die Wasser aus Pfützen trinken 

und Bettler, die nach Kupfermünzen 

suchten 

am Grund des Brunnens 

Natalia Pasichnyk 

TRAVEL WHEN YOU COME 

 

1 

traveler when you come to sparta 

the third of July, two thousand and 

twelfth 

to the main square of the city where the 

men themselves live 

and the military band plays a march 

continuously 

God help you - your pagan god 

after a long journey 

it is difficult to remember even the 

simplest words 

and vowels are mixed with consonants 

and archers sleep unarmed 

and therefore no one can meet you here 

to lead to the right place 

except pigeons 

who drink water from puddles 

and beggars looking for coppers 

at the bottom of the fountain 

 

 

2 
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2 

grüße meinen Freund, den Reisenden 

dort im Stadion unter den Läufern 

er steht nicht auf mich 

Er war ein ganzes Jahr nicht bei mir 

und der dünne Faden der Stille reißt 

wenn ein Sportkommentator von einem 

Fehlstart spricht 

Es ist kaum noch zu glauben, dass es eine 

Weile her ist 

Spartanische Kinder 

Wandern auf der Suche nach Trophäen 

werde mir die ausgestopften Tontafeln 

ansehen 

mit den Namen der Gewinner 

und die Vögel werden fliegen 

vom Kopf eines Kindes zum anderen 

...am ersten Tag der Olympischen 

Wettkämpfe 

Die Telefone rufen um Hilfe 

und Trommelfelle 

Abblättern aufgrund des Druckabfalls 

 

 

3 

Du versuchst vergeblich, einem Duell 

auszuweichen 

wenn ein einäugiger Riese die Straße 

blockiert 

und droht mit brutaler Vergeltung 

Aus Angst sprechen Augen und Mund 

des Liebenden Lügen 

und selbst jetzt, einen Moment vor dem 

Sturz 

schweres Eisentor 

Du willst die Lakedämonier immer noch 

täuschen 

als hätten wir ihrem Befehl Folge 

geleistet 

wie in den alten Chroniken der Welt 

es ging um nichts anderes 

und der längste Liebesbrief 

beginnt mit in der Schule gelernten 

send greetings to my friend the traveler 

there in the stadium among the runners 

he is not into me 

he has not been with me for a whole year 

and the thin thread of silence breaks 

when a sports commentator calls a false 

start 

it's hard to believe that in a while 

Spartan children 

wandering in search of trophies 

will look at the stuffed clay tablets 

with the names of the winners 

and the birds will fly 

from one child's head to another 

...on the first day of the Olympic 

competitions 

the phones are calling for help 

and eardrums 

flaking from the pressure drop 

 

 

3 

you try in vain to avoid a duel 

when a one-eyed giant blocks the road 

and threatens brutal reprisal 

in fear, the lover's eyes and mouth speak 

lies 

and even now a moment before falling 

heavy iron gate 

you still want to deceive the 

Lacedaemonians 

as if we had obeyed their command 

as if in the ancient chronicles of the world 

it was not about anything else 

and the longest love letter 

begins with words learned at school - 

"traveler when you come to sparta" 

you will come 

When 
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Wörtern - 

„Reisender, wenn du nach Sparta 

kommst“ 

Sie werden kommen 

Wann 

Skibas Roman 

**** 

Der Herbst ist die Dämmerung des Jahres 

und die Dämmerung ist der Herbst des 

Tages ... 

Es ist nur eine Abdeckung geworden und 

es gibt keine Brunnen mehr. 

Wir haben es nicht mehr eilig, wir reden 

nach dem Zufallsprinzip. 

Wir haben die Ewigkeit vor uns, aber wir 

sind die Letzten auf Erden. 

Die ganze Doppelzüngigkeit der Blätter – 

die feucht, aber trocken sind, 

Feierlich, wie eine Ode – sowohl an 

Begegnungen als auch an Trennungen. 

Manchmal sind wir taub gegenüber dem 

Himmel, manchmal ist der Himmel taub 

gegenüber uns. 

Wenn der Engel erscheint, wird er mit 

Licht kommen – nicht mit Ton ... 

Es gibt zu wenige Vokale und andere 

spricht er nicht aus. 

Aber schon eine Geste reicht aus, um 

jetzt ein Wunder zu bewirken ... 

Und die Brunnen werden ihre 

durchsichtigen Zweige ausbreiten, 

Und wenn es um Mitternacht eiskalt ist, 

wie werden die Weiden knarren ... 

 

Skiba's novel 

**** 

Autumn is the twilight of the year, and 

twilight is the autumn of the day... 

It just became a cover, and there are no 

more fountains. 

We are no longer in a hurry, we speak at 

random. 

We have eternity ahead of us, but we are 

the last on earth. 

All the duplicity of the leaves - which is 

moist, but dry, 

Solemn, like an ode - to both meetings 

and separations. 

Sometimes we are deaf to the sky, 

sometimes the sky is deaf to us. 

When the Angel appears, he will come 

with light - not with sound... 

There are too few vowels, and he does 

not pronounce others. 

But even a gesture is enough to make a 

miracle happen now... 

And the fountains will spread their 

transparent branches, 

And, freezing at midnight, how the 

willows will creak... 

Skibas Roman 

**** 

Die Winde wurden zu Wirbelstürmen. 

Hunde fallen vor Wut zu Boden - 

Du trinkst und der Junge wird getauft 

Eilt mit der Neuigkeit zum Gasthaus. 

Du führst alles aufs Geld zurück, 

Den Dingen ihre Bedeutung entzogen... 

- Onkel, Herr Maler! 

Deine Ikone weint... 

 

Roman Skyba 

**** 

The winds became whirlwinds. 

Dogs come down in anger - 

You drink, and the boy is baptized 

Rushes to the inn with the news. 

You put everything down to the money, 

Deprived things of meaning... 

- Uncle, Mr. Painter! 

Your icon is crying... 
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Skibas Roman 

**** 

Und du kommst immer noch nicht, 

Maria... 

Und hier wachsen weder Weiden noch 

Getreide... 

Wenn sich die Wüste auf den Wimpern 

niederlässt, 

Kamele und Menschen sehen wieder 

Zeichen: 

Das sind Fata Morgana – sowohl Gleise 

als auch Hotels … 

Das Einzige, was nicht wahnhaft ist: 

Fliegender Busch Perekotipeli, 

Was dem Großen Nebel winkt... 

Wo die Schreie der Alraune nicht mehr 

beeindrucken werden, 

Wo die tanzenden Salamander nicht 

blenden. 

Berge scheinen dort geboren zu sein ... 

Es scheint, dass die Reise dort endet ... 

Roman Skyba 

**** 

And you still don't show up, Maria... 

And neither willows nor cereals grow 

here... 

When the desert settles on the eyelashes, 

Camels and people see signs again: 

These are mirages - both tracks and 

hotels... 

The only thing that is not delusional,-- 

Flying bush Perekotipeli, 

What beckons to the Great Mist... 

Where the screams of the mandrake will 

no longer impress, 

Where the dancing salamanders won't 

dazzle. 

Mountains seem to be born there... 

It seems that the journey ends there... 

Skibas Roman 

Streuner 

 

Die Uhr ist abgelaufen. Und er kehrte 

nicht zurück. 

Unbekanntes Datum. Um sieben null 

sieben. 

Der Prinz der Decke und Ecken und der 

König der gesamten Wand 

Hier arbeitet eine Spinne und ist mit 

allem zufrieden. 

Der Wassermann, der einen nassen Job 

gemacht hatte, 

Obwohl es brummt, gackert es nicht in 

den Windungen der Pfeifen. 

Das Telefon ist bereits im Himmel. Es ist 

ohne Scheibe und Kabel 

Staub, wie Erde, bedeckte seinen 

Leichnam. 

Was bist du, Dom! Entschuldigung! Du 

schuldest uns nichts. 

 

Wir haben keine große Angst vor Staub 

Roman Skyba 

Stray 

 

The clock has run out. And he did not 

return. 

Unknown date. At seven zero seven. 

The prince of the ceiling and corners and 

the king of the entire wall 

A spider works here and is happy with 

everything. 

The waterman, having scored a wet job, 

Even though it is humming, it is not 

clucking in the windings of the pipes. 

The phone is already in heaven. It is 

without disk and wire 

Dust, like earth, covered his corpse. 

What are you, Dom! Sorry! You don't 

owe us anything. 

We are not too afraid of dust and rust. 

If you want, please, start for the sake of 

rank 

 

There is a drum in the wall or a snake in 
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und Rost. 

Wenn Sie möchten, beginnen Sie bitte 

aus Ranggründen 

Es gibt eine Trommel in der Wand oder 

eine Schlange in den Hallen. 

Ich möchte nur, Dom, irgendwo zu Hause 

sein ... 

Und wenn das Dach undicht ist, dann ist 

unseres schon seit langem undicht... 

Lassen Sie die Stimmung wieder 

auferstehen. Wachen Sie aus dem Koma 

auf. 

Lassen Sie den eisernen Wein aus dem 

Wasserhahn spritzen. 

Und zum Gruß an die Salamander, die 

nirgendwo verschwunden sind, 

Für einen Moment in den Lärm der 

Heiligen vertieft, 

Kaffeelava wird aus dem Krater der Jezva 

strömen  

In der Wüstenlandschaft Elektroherde... 

 

the halls. 

I just want, Dom, to be home 

somewhere... 

And if the roof is leaking, then ours has 

been leaking for a long time... 

Let the spirits rise again. Wake up from 

coma. 

Let the iron wine spray from the tap. 

And in salute to the salamanders, which 

have not disappeared anywhere, 

Having been absorbed for a moment by 

the noise of the saints, 

Coffee lava will pour out of the crater of 

the jezva 

In the desert landscape, electric stoves... 

Skibas Roman 

 

*** 

Die bescheidenen Löwen streicheln ihre 

Füße. 

Überreife Früchte fallen. 

du bist gelangweilt Du bist immer noch 

ohne Eva. 

Du bist bereits dreihundert Jahre jung. 

Du trinkst aus dem Fluss und machst ein 

Nickerchen auf der Sonnenliege. 

– Herr, wird der Himmel ewig bestehen? 

Zwei Pillen in Gottes Handfläche – 

Blau und rot. Wählen... 

Skiba's novel 

 

*** 

The humble lions caress their feet. 

Overripe fruits fall. 

you are bored You are still without Eve. 

You are already three hundred years 

young. 

You drink from the river. You take a nap 

on the sunbed. 

-- Lord, will Heaven last forever? 

Two pills in God's palm -- 

Blue and red. Choose... 

 

Ihor Rymaruk. Excerpt from the poem 

 

Ihor Rymaruk. Auszug aus dem 

Gedicht 

 

...These are the midnight motives of 

youth, 

it's carnival smoke around the place, 

double-edged wit and a candle in 

January, 

...Das sind die mitternächtlichen Motive 

der Jugend, 

Es ist Karnevalsrauch rund um den Ort, 

zweischneidiger Witz und eine Kerze im 

Januar, 
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bravado of blood and bearded fear, 

that's all he had - for a curl on his neck!.. 

This is a house where rock is a rent, but a 

step away 

from yellowed pre-war pages 

the Solovetsky nightingales sang, 

have you thought what kind of hosen they 

have? 

It was already dawn, and Dassen was 

sounding. 

 

And the city of poems, riots, kisses 

appeared another face from other scenes, 

when from behind the words, as if from 

behind the scenes, 

as a suzerain, a mannequin came out, 

when the pupils were put on the shelf - 

and the letters reached the pupils, 

when the death of the belfries is too dead 

she closed the holes in the chronicles of 

the capital 

and maybe the pigeons were served by 

glass... 

Did nothing happen then?! 

 

There were unburnt things steep 

and the unmerciful village in sincerity, 

his bristles of memories are prickly 

and disbelief in a chatty craft. 

There were - for the first time - 

Khortytsia and Halych, 

a leaf on the ground and a blanket of 

snow, 

whisper in crowded coffee shops 

about the white flower and about the 

Scythian distance, - 

it's not for nothing that the cross-dresser 

made a fuss about it 

a colorless and sweet thread of octaves. 

 

The storm in the glass has not died down 

yet, 

when, having fallen from the hair, 

poor silence, like a dance floor, 

the twenty-year wind shook, 

Tapferkeit von Blut und bärtiger Angst, 

Das ist alles, was er hatte – für eine 

Locke an seinem Hals!.. 

Dies ist ein Haus, in dem Stein eine 

Miete ist, aber nur einen Schritt entfernt 

aus vergilbten Vorkriegsseiten 

die Solovetsky-Nachtigallen sangen, 

Hast du darüber nachgedacht, was das für 

Hosen sind? 

Es dämmerte bereits und Dassen ertönte. 

 

Und die Stadt der Gedichte, der Unruhen, 

der Küsse 

erschien ein anderes Gesicht aus anderen 

Szenen, 

wenn hinter den Worten, als ob hinter den 

Kulissen, 

als Oberbefehlshaber kam eine 

Schaufensterpuppe heraus, 

als die Schüler ins Regal gestellt wurden 

- 

und die Briefe erreichten die Schüler, 

wenn der Tod der Glockentürme zu tot ist 

Sie schloss die Lücken in den Chroniken 

der Hauptstadt 

und vielleicht wurden die Tauben im 

Glas serviert... 

Ist dann nichts passiert?! 

 

Es gab unverbrannte Sachen steil 

und das unbarmherzige Dorf in 

Aufrichtigkeit, 

Seine Erinnerungsborsten sind stachelig 

und Unglaube an ein gesprächiges 

Handwerk. 

Es gab – zum ersten Mal – Chortyzja und 

Halytsch, 

ein Blatt auf dem Boden und eine 

Schneedecke, 

flüstern in überfüllten Cafés 

über die weiße Blume und über die 

skythische Entfernung, - 

Nicht umsonst hat der Crossdresser viel 

Aufhebens darum gemacht 

ein farbloser und süßer Oktavfaden. 
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voicing the streams of light and dark, 

seeing a suffering face in the fog 

the one from whom age has turned away 

hearing the echoes of the secret, 

and the white-haired woman on the rock, 

and her family is in shame or in the earth. 

 

When the fragments of the altar in the 

woodshed 

folded, huddled at the table, 

stirred the ancient fire: 

"Tell me, poet Vasili!..." - 

speak, poets, who can 

to suffocate in fluffy pillows 

truncated lines for which 

even the shortest bed is long, 

although it seemed: from where among 

the deserts 

did that all-seeing Procrustus take over? 

 

Until the laurels, falling on the timpani, 

muffled praises and words deadly crunch, 

"A sad ethnic group, a little like the 

Moors!" – 

a Transcarpathian burst out of his mouth. 

Until it bloomed in a creeping manner 

memoryless singing fright, 

its thorny field of podolyak 

couldn't possibly measure with 

consonance, 

and Asmodeus laughed in rhyme - 

Lvivian-batyar, bearded-spudey. 

 

When the soul gets wet little by little, 

Naperedovets from the foothills, where 

the songs are alive, unlocks the nativity 

scenes 

and he presses the violin to his chest. 

Caught a pattern in front rows, 

dignified bodies were trampled, 

and the square ascended to heaven, 

wrapped in grape rustling, 

and through ages and wars, laughter and 

sobs 

brought us a fragile daguerreotype. 

 

Der Sturm im Glas ist noch nicht 

abgeklungen, 

als, aus den Haaren gefallen, 

Arme Stille, wie eine Tanzfläche, 

der zwanzigjährige Wind zitterte, 

die Ströme von Licht und Dunkelheit 

zum Ausdruck bringen, 

ein leidendes Gesicht im Nebel sehen 

derjenige, von dem sich das Alter 

abgewandt hat 

die Echos des Geheimnisses hören, 

und die weißhaarige Frau auf dem Felsen, 

und ihre Familie ist in Schande oder in 

der Erde. 

 

Wenn die Fragmente des Altars im 

Holzschuppen liegen 

zusammengefaltet, zusammengekauert 

am Tisch, 

entzündete das alte Feuer: 

„Sag es mir, Dichter Vasili!…“ – 

Spricht, Dichter, wer kann 

in flauschigen Kissen ersticken 

abgeschnittene Zeilen für die 

selbst das kürzeste Bett ist lang, 

obwohl es schien: von wo aus den 

Wüsten 

Hat dieser allsehende Procrustus die 

Macht übernommen? 

 

Bis die Lorbeeren auf die Pauken fallen, 

Gedämpftes Lob und tödliches Knirschen 

der Worte, 

„Eine traurige ethnische Gruppe, ein 

bisschen wie die Mauren!“ – 

ein Transkarpatier platzte aus seinem 

Mund. 

Bis es schleichend blühte 

Erinnerungsloser singender Schreck, 

sein dorniges Feld aus Podolyak 

konnte unmöglich mit Konsonanz 

messen, 

und Asmodeus lachte in Reimen – 

Lemberger Batyar, bärtiger Spudey. 
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And the time around? Frightened like a 

leprosy! 

Couldn't you figure it out? 

Or maybe there is a clear intention in it, 

Wormwood bread is also late? 

Where will the ghostly reflections 

disappear, 

when the day is not the devil and rez, but 

the crisis 

high stanzas will filter through 

a colander made of respiratory gauze? 

Yes, this is a new, old motive, - 

but who did he kill or protect?.. 

 

Wenn die Seele nach und nach nass wird, 

Naperedovets aus den Ausläufern, wo 

Die Lieder sind lebendig, entsperren die 

Krippen 

und er drückt die Geige an seine Brust. 

Habe ein Muster in den ersten Reihen 

gefangen, 

Würdevolle Körper wurden mit Füßen 

getreten, 

und das Quadrat stieg zum Himmel auf, 

eingehüllt in Traubenrauschen, 

und durch Jahrhunderte und Kriege, 

Gelächter und Schluchzen 

brachte uns eine fragile Daguerreotypie. 

 

Und um wie viel Uhr? Angst wie ein 

Lepra! 

Konnten Sie es nicht herausfinden? 

Oder vielleicht steckt darin eine klare 

Absicht, 

Wermutbrot kommt auch zu spät? 

Wo werden die gespenstischen 

Spiegelungen verschwinden, 

Wenn der Tag nicht der Teufel und die 

Hölle ist, sondern die Krise 

Hohe Strophen werden durchscheinen 

ein Sieb aus Atemgaze? 

Ja, das ist ein neues, altes Motiv, - 

aber wen hat er getötet oder beschützt? 
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Завдання 3 

 

 

Порівняйте німецький та французький переклади віршів. Якою мовою 

програма перекладу допустила менше помилок? Чому? 

 

  

Переклад56 Переклад 

Natalia Pasichnyk 

Helwegen 

  

1 

graue Bäume des Waldes vor der 

Morgendämmerung 

Der Weg ist schmal, auf und ab 

das gebräunte Eisen knistert leise 

Schlitten, mit denen wir Reisig schleppen 

  

Der Wind wird wehen – die Nadeln 

werden sträuben 

Die Zapfen fliegen von den Zweigen 

und ohne dich und mich zu bemerken 

ein Fuchs oder ein Fuchs wird im Nebel 

laufen 

  

Es gibt keine Sonne – endloser Blackout 

Die Türme werden bis zu den Fingern 

oder so zufrieren 

bleibt schließlich stehen und wandert im 

Kreis 

Dampf heiß von Mund zu Mund 

  

Atmen Sie in den Kragen, kuscheln Sie 

sich an sich 

Merke nicht, dass das Universum stirbt 

und sterben, wenn sie vom Himmel fallen 

junge Schneeflocken auf unseren 

Wangen 

  

lass ihn noch etwas länger im Wachhaus 

warten 

– nur für die Nacht gemietet – 

hat auf wundersame Weise aus dieser 

Natalia Pasitchnyk 

Helwegen 

  

1 

arbres gris de la forêt d'avant l'aube 

le chemin est étroit, de haut en bas 

le fer bronzé crépite doucement 

traîneaux avec lesquels on traîne les 

broussailles 

  

le vent soufflera - les aiguilles se 

hérisseront 

les cônes s'envolent des branches 

et sans remarquer toi et moi 

un renard ou un renard courra dans le 

brouillard 

  

il n'y a pas de soleil - panne d'électricité 

sans fin 

les tours vont geler jusqu'aux doigts 

finit par s'arrêter et tourner en rond 

vapeur chaude de bouche en bouche 

  

respirez dans le col, blottissez-vous 

contre vous 

je ne remarque pas que l'univers est en 

train de mourir 

et meurs en tombant du ciel 

de jeunes flocons de neige sur nos joues 

  

laisse-le attendre encore un peu au poste 

de garde 

– loué juste pour la nuit – 

a miraculeusement survécu à cette 

époque 

 
5 Пасічник Наталія. [Електронний ресурс].  Режим доступу до журн. http://nataliyapasichnyk.blogspot.com/ 
6 Скиба Роман. Погода для некурців: напівзібране, Тернопіль : Слон.2017, 144 с.; іл. 
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Zeit überlebt 

ein unbeheizter, mit Eis bedeckter Ofen 

2 

Die geschmolzenen Bäche gefrieren 

wieder 

Der Weg baute eine Schneepanzerung auf 

metallfarbene Holzski 

Legen Sie geschickt einen Ski zwischen 

die Stümpfe 

  

Hab keine Angst, Herz – da ist ein runder 

Kronleuchter am Himmel 

wird in einer Stunde ausgehen - es 

bedeutet, dass Sie bereits sind 

Sie müssen Ihre Skitour in Richtung 

beginnen 

um nicht eine Fata Morgana im Wald zu 

bleiben 

der Stab oder die Spitze des primitiven 

Speers 

Ein Skifahrer oder ein Jäger kennt nur 

Schnee 

und weit weg in den Bergen gefriert die 

Eibe 

und die Glasbänke knarren wütend 

  

als würde es stürmen – nein – es sind nur 

Kiefern 

Schneeflocken zittern von den schwarzen 

Gipfeln 

Der Februar dieses Jahres ist kein 

Schaltjahr mehr 

Also hab keine Angst – geh schneller, 

geh 

            

  

3 

Sag einfach „Los“ 

und vom Winter wird nichts übrig 

bleiben 

und wo der Schnee eine starke 

Belagerung hielt - 

klangvolle Ströme von Schmelzwasser 

  

Taschenlampe in der Hand – die 

un four non chauffé recouvert de glace 

  

2 

Les ruisseaux fondus gèlent à nouveau 

le sentier a constitué une armure de neige 

skis en bois de couleur métallisée 

poser habilement un ski entre les souches 

  

n'aie pas peur, mon cœur - il y a un lustre 

rond dans le ciel 

je sortirai dans une heure - ça veut dire 

que tu es déjà 

vous devez commencer votre randonnée à 

ski vers 

pour ne pas rester un mirage dans la forêt 

le bâton ou la pointe de la lance primitive 

un skieur ou un chasseur ne connaît que 

la neige 

et au loin dans les montagnes l'if gèle 

et les banques de verre grincent de colère 

  

comme s'il y avait une tempête - non - ce 

ne sont que des pins 

les flocons de neige tremblent des 

sommets noirs 

Février de cette année n'est plus une 

année bissextile 

alors n'aie pas peur - va plus vite, vas-y 

            

  

3 

dis juste "va" 

et il ne restera rien de l'hiver 

et où la neige gardait un fort siège - 

flux sonores d'eau de fonte 

  

lampe de poche en main - la lampe de 

poche s'est éteinte 

et nous n'avons pas besoin de lui 

aujourd'hui - 

l'abîme étoilé du ciel nocturne 

illuminera tous les chemins et nous 

  

un "coo-coo" sourd se réveillera dans les 

branches 
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Taschenlampe ging aus 

und wir brauchen ihn heute nicht - 

der sternenklare Abgrund des 

Nachthimmels 

wird alle Wege und uns erleuchten 

  

Ein dumpfes „Gurren“ wird in den 

Zweigen erwachen 

wir gehen geradeaus 

bis das Tauwetter vor uns liegt 

wird sich langsam dem Fluss zuwenden 

  

Wir machen das als Scherz 

und wir werden plötzlich in einem 

wunderschönen Zustand auftauchen 

einer neuen Reinkarnation, wo wir sie 

nicht haben 

Es gibt keine menschlichen Vor- oder 

Nachnamen mehr 

nous irons tout droit 

jusqu'à ce que le dégel soit devant nous 

se tournera lentement vers la rivière 

  

on s'y lance pour plaisanter 

et nous émergerons soudainement dans 

une belle 

d'une nouvelle réincarnation là où nous 

ne l'avons pas 

il n'y a plus de noms ni de prénoms 

humains 

Natalia Pasichnyk 

REISEN SIE, WENN SIE KOMMEN 

 

1 

Reisender, wenn Sie nach Sparta 

kommen 

der dritte Juli zweitausendzwölfter 

zum Hauptplatz der Stadt, wo die Männer 

selbst leben 

und die Militärkapelle spielt 

ununterbrochen einen Marsch 

Gott helfe dir – deinem heidnischen Gott 

nach einer langen Reise 

Es ist schwierig, sich selbst die 

einfachsten Wörter zu merken 

und Vokale werden mit Konsonanten 

vermischt 

und Bogenschützen schlafen unbewaffnet 

und deshalb kann dich hier niemand 

treffen 

an den richtigen Ort führen 

außer Tauben 

die Wasser aus Pfützen trinken 

und Bettler, die nach Kupfermünzen 

suchten 

am Grund des Brunnens 

Natalia Pasitchnyk 

VOYAGEZ QUAND VOUS VENEZ 

 

1 

voyageur quand tu viens à Sparte 

le trois juillet deux mille douzième 

à la place principale de la ville où vivent 

les hommes eux-mêmes 

et la fanfare militaire joue une marche en 

continu 

Que Dieu t'aide - ton dieu païen 

après un long voyage 

il est difficile de se souvenir même des 

mots les plus simples 

et les voyelles sont mélangées avec des 

consonnes 

et les archers dorment sans armes 

et donc personne ne peut te rencontrer ici 

pour mener au bon endroit 

sauf les pigeons 

qui boivent l'eau des flaques d'eau 

et des mendiants cherchant des flics 

au pied de la fontaine 

 

 

2 
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2 

grüße meinen Freund, den Reisenden 

dort im Stadion unter den Läufern 

er steht nicht auf mich 

Er war ein ganzes Jahr nicht bei mir 

und der dünne Faden der Stille reißt 

wenn ein Sportkommentator von einem 

Fehlstart spricht 

Es ist kaum noch zu glauben, dass es eine 

Weile her ist 

Spartanische Kinder 

Wandern auf der Suche nach Trophäen 

werde mir die ausgestopften Tontafeln 

ansehen 

mit den Namen der Gewinner 

und die Vögel werden fliegen 

vom Kopf eines Kindes zum anderen 

...am ersten Tag der Olympischen 

Wettkämpfe 

Die Telefone rufen um Hilfe 

und Trommelfelle 

Abblättern aufgrund des Druckabfalls 

 

 

3 

Du versuchst vergeblich, einem Duell 

auszuweichen 

wenn ein einäugiger Riese die Straße 

blockiert 

und droht mit brutaler Vergeltung 

Aus Angst sprechen Augen und Mund 

des Liebenden Lügen 

und selbst jetzt, einen Moment vor dem 

Sturz 

schweres Eisentor 

Du willst die Lakedämonier immer noch 

täuschen 

als hätten wir ihrem Befehl Folge 

geleistet 

wie in den alten Chroniken der Welt 

es ging um nichts anderes 

und der längste Liebesbrief 

beginnt mit in der Schule gelernten 

envoie mes salutations à mon ami le 

voyageur 

là dans le stade parmi les coureurs 

il n'est pas en moi 

il n'est pas avec moi depuis un an entier 

et le mince fil du silence se brise 

quand un commentateur sportif dénonce 

un faux départ 

c'est difficile de croire ça dans un 

moment 

Enfants spartiates 

errant à la recherche de trophées 

je vais regarder les tablettes d'argile 

farcies 

avec les noms des gagnants 

et les oiseaux voleront 

d'une tête d'enfant à l'autre 

...au premier jour des compétitions 

olympiques 

les téléphones appellent à l'aide 

et les tympans 

s'écailler à cause de la chute de pression 

 

 

3 

tu essaies en vain d'éviter un duel 

quand un géant borgne bloque la route 

et menace de représailles brutales 

dans la peur, les yeux et la bouche de 

l'amant mentent 

et même maintenant un instant avant de 

tomber 

lourd portail en fer 

tu veux encore tromper les 

Lacédémoniens 

comme si nous avions obéi à leur ordre 

comme dans les anciennes chroniques du 

monde 

il ne s'agissait de rien d'autre 

et la plus longue lettre d'amour 

commence par des mots appris à l'école - 

"voyageur quand tu viens à Sparte" 

tu viendras 

Quand 
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Wörtern - 

„Reisender, wenn du nach Sparta 

kommst“ 

Sie werden kommen 

Wann 

Skibas Roman 

 

**** 

Der Herbst ist die Dämmerung des Jahres 

und die Dämmerung ist der Herbst des 

Tages ... 

Es ist nur eine Abdeckung geworden und 

es gibt keine Brunnen mehr. 

Wir haben es nicht mehr eilig, wir reden 

nach dem Zufallsprinzip. 

Wir haben die Ewigkeit vor uns, aber wir 

sind die Letzten auf Erden. 

Die ganze Doppelzüngigkeit der Blätter – 

die feucht, aber trocken sind, 

Feierlich, wie eine Ode – sowohl an 

Begegnungen als auch an Trennungen. 

Manchmal sind wir taub gegenüber dem 

Himmel, manchmal ist der Himmel taub 

gegenüber uns. 

Wenn der Engel erscheint, wird er mit 

Licht kommen – nicht mit Ton ... 

Es gibt zu wenige Vokale und andere 

spricht er nicht aus. 

Aber schon eine Geste reicht aus, um 

jetzt ein Wunder zu bewirken ... 

Und die Brunnen werden ihre 

durchsichtigen Zweige ausbreiten, 

Und wenn es um Mitternacht eiskalt ist, 

wie werden die Weiden knarren ... 

 

Le roman de Skiba 

 

**** 

L'automne est le crépuscule de l'année, et 

le crépuscule est l'automne du jour... 

C'est juste devenu une couverture, et il 

n'y a plus de fontaines. 

On n'est plus pressé, on parle au hasard. 

Nous avons l’éternité devant nous, mais 

nous sommes les derniers sur terre. 

Toute la duplicité des feuilles, humides 

mais sèches, 

Solennel, comme une ode aux rencontres 

comme aux séparations. 

Parfois nous sommes sourds au ciel, 

parfois le ciel nous est sourd. 

Lorsque l’Ange apparaîtra, il viendra 

avec la lumière – pas avec le son… 

Il y a trop peu de voyelles et il n'en 

prononce pas d'autres. 

Mais même un geste suffit désormais 

pour qu'un miracle se produise... 

Et les fontaines étendront leurs branches 

transparentes, 

Et, glacial à minuit, comme les saules 

vont craquer... 

Skibas Roman 

**** 

Die Winde wurden zu Wirbelstürmen. 

Hunde fallen vor Wut zu Boden - 

Du trinkst und der Junge wird getauft 

Eilt mit der Neuigkeit zum Gasthaus. 

Du führst alles aufs Geld zurück, 

Den Dingen ihre Bedeutung entzogen... 

- Onkel, Herr Maler! 

Deine Ikone weint... 

Le roman de Skiba 

**** 

Les vents sont devenus des tourbillons. 

Les chiens descendent en colère - 

Tu bois et le garçon est baptisé 

Se précipite à l'auberge avec la nouvelle. 
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 Vous mettez tout sur le compte de 

l'argent, 

Des choses privées de sens... 

- Oncle, Monsieur le Peintre ! 

Votre icône pleure... 

Skibas Roman 

**** 

Und du kommst immer noch nicht, 

Maria... 

Und hier wachsen weder Weiden noch 

Getreide... 

Wenn sich die Wüste auf den Wimpern 

niederlässt, 

Kamele und Menschen sehen wieder 

Zeichen: 

Das sind Fata Morgana – sowohl Gleise 

als auch Hotels … 

Das Einzige, was nicht wahnhaft ist: 

Fliegender Busch Perekotipeli, 

Was dem Großen Nebel winkt... 

Wo die Schreie der Alraune nicht mehr 

beeindrucken werden, 

Wo die tanzenden Salamander nicht 

blenden. 

Berge scheinen dort geboren zu sein ... 

Es scheint, dass die Reise dort endet ... 

Le roman de Skiba 

**** 

Et tu ne viens toujours pas, Maria... 

Et ni les saules ni les céréales ne poussent 

ici... 

Quand le désert s'installe sur les cils, 

Les chameaux et les gens voient à 

nouveau des signes : 

Ce sont des mirages – à la fois des pistes 

et des hôtels… 

La seule chose qui n'est pas illusoire,-- 

Buisson volant Perekotipeli, 

Ce qui attire la Grande Brume... 

Où les cris de la mandragore 

n'impressionneront plus, 

Où les salamandres dansantes 

n'éblouiront pas. 

Les montagnes semblent être nées là... 

Il semble que le voyage s'arrête là... 

Skibas Roman 

Streuner 

 

Die Uhr ist abgelaufen. Und er kehrte 

nicht zurück. 

Unbekanntes Datum. Um sieben null 

sieben. 

Der Prinz der Decke und Ecken und der 

König der gesamten Wand 

Hier arbeitet eine Spinne und ist mit 

allem zufrieden. 

Der Wassermann, der einen nassen Job 

gemacht hatte, 

Obwohl es brummt, gackert es nicht in 

den Windungen der Pfeifen. 

Das Telefon ist bereits im Himmel. Es ist 

ohne Scheibe und Kabel 

Le roman de Skiba 

Errer 

 

Le temps est écoulé. Et il n'est pas 

revenu. 

Date inconnue. À sept zéro sept. 

Le prince du plafond et des coins et le roi 

de tout le mur 

Une araignée travaille ici et est contente 

de tout. 

Le waterman, après avoir accompli un 

travail humide, 

Même s'il bourdonne, il ne glousse pas 

dans les enroulements des tuyaux. 

Le téléphone est déjà au paradis. C'est 

sans disque ni fil 
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Staub, wie Erde, bedeckte seinen 

Leichnam. 

 

Was bist du, Dom! Entschuldigung! Du 

schuldest uns nichts. 

 

Wir haben keine große Angst vor Staub 

und Rost. 

 

Wenn Sie möchten, beginnen Sie bitte 

aus Ranggründen 

 

Es gibt eine Trommel in der Wand oder 

eine Schlange in den Hallen. 

 

Ich möchte nur, Dom, irgendwo zu Hause 

sein ... 

 

Und wenn das Dach undicht ist, dann ist 

unseres schon seit langem undicht... 

  

Lassen Sie die Stimmung wieder 

auferstehen. Wachen Sie aus dem Koma 

auf. 

Lassen Sie den eisernen Wein aus dem 

Wasserhahn spritzen. 

Und zum Gruß an die Salamander, die 

nirgendwo verschwunden sind, 

Für einen Moment in den Lärm der 

Heiligen vertieft, 

Kaffeelava wird aus dem Krater der Jezva 

strömen 

In der Wüstenlandschaft Elektroherde... 

La poussière, comme la terre, recouvrait 

son cadavre. 

 

Qu'est-ce que tu es, Dom ! Désolé! Vous 

ne nous devez rien. 

 

Nous n'avons pas trop peur de la 

poussière et de la rouille. 

 

Si vous le souhaitez, s'il vous plaît, 

commencez par souci de classement 

 

Il y a un tambour dans le mur ou un 

serpent dans les couloirs. 

 

Je veux juste, Dom, être à la maison 

quelque part... 

 

Et si le toit fuit, alors le nôtre fuit depuis 

longtemps... 

 

Que les esprits remontent. Réveillez-vous 

du coma. 

 

Laissez le vin de fer jaillir du robinet. 

Et en hommage aux salamandres, qui 

n'ont disparu nulle part, 

Absorbé un instant par le bruit des saints, 

De la lave de café jaillira du cratère de la 

jezva 

Dans le paysage désertique, des poêles 

électriques... 

Skibas Roman 

*** 

Die bescheidenen Löwen streicheln ihre 

Füße. 

Überreife Früchte fallen. 

du bist gelangweilt Du bist immer noch 

ohne Eva. 

Du bist bereits dreihundert Jahre jung. 

Du trinkst aus dem Fluss und machst ein 

Nickerchen auf der Sonnenliege. 

– Herr, wird der Himmel ewig bestehen? 

Le roman de Skiba 

*** 

Les humbles lions se caressent les pieds. 

Les fruits trop mûrs tombent. 

vous vous ennuyez Vous êtes toujours 

sans Eve. 

Vous avez déjà trois cents ans. 

Vous buvez à la rivière et faites une sieste 

sur le transat. 

-- Seigneur, le Ciel durera-t-il 

éternellement ? 
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Zwei Pillen in Gottes Handfläche – 

Blau und rot. Wählen... 

Deux pilules dans la paume de Dieu -- 

Bleu et rouge. Choisir... 

 

Ihor Rymaruk. Auszug aus dem 

Gedicht7 

 

Ihor Rymaruk. Auszug aus dem 

Gedicht 

 

...Das sind die mitternächtlichen Motive 

der Jugend, 

Es ist Karnevalsrauch rund um den Ort, 

zweischneidiger Witz und eine Kerze im 

Januar, 

Tapferkeit von Blut und bärtiger Angst, 

Das ist alles, was er hatte – für eine 

Locke an seinem Hals!.. 

Dies ist ein Haus, in dem Stein eine 

Miete ist, aber nur einen Schritt entfernt 

aus vergilbten Vorkriegsseiten 

die Solovetsky-Nachtigallen sangen, 

Hast du darüber nachgedacht, was das für 

Hosen sind? 

Es dämmerte bereits und Dassen ertönte. 

 

Und die Stadt der Gedichte, der Unruhen, 

der Küsse 

erschien ein anderes Gesicht aus anderen 

Szenen, 

wenn hinter den Worten, als ob hinter 

den Kulissen, 

als Oberbefehlshaber kam eine 

Schaufensterpuppe heraus, 

als die Schüler ins Regal gestellt wurden 

- 

und die Briefe erreichten die Schüler, 

wenn der Tod der Glockentürme zu tot ist 

Sie schloss die Lücken in den Chroniken 

...Das sind die mitternächtlichen Motive 

der Jugend, 

C'est le Karnevalsrauch qui se déroule sur 

l'Ort, 

2 zweischneidiger Witz et eine Kerze im 

Januar, 

Tapferkeit von Blut et bärtiger Angst, 

Das ist alles, was er hatte – für eine 

Locke an seinem Hals!.. 

Dies ist ein Haus, in dem Stein eine 

Miete ist, aber nur einen Schritt entfernt 

aus vergilbten Vorkriegsseiten 

die Solovetsky-Nachtigallen sangen, 

Avez-vous darüber nachgedacht, das für 

Hosen sind ? 

Es dämmerte bereits und Dassen ertönte. 

 

Et la ville der Gedichte, der Unruhen, der 

Küsse 

erschien ein anderes Gesicht aus anderen 

Szenen, 

wenn Hinter den Worten, als ob Hinter 

den Kulissen, 

comme Oberbefehlshaber kam eine 

Schaufensterpuppe heraus, 

als die Schüler ins Regal gestellt wurden 

- 

et le Briefe erreichten die Schüler, 

quand le Tod der Glockentürme zu tot ist 

 
7 Ігор Римарук. Уривок з поеми. [Електронний ресурс].  Режим доступу до журн. 
https://maysterni.com/user.php?id=170&t=1 
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der Hauptstadt 

und vielleicht wurden die Tauben im 

Glas serviert... 

Ist dann nichts passiert?! 

 

Es gab unverbrannte Sachen steil 

und das unbarmherzige Dorf in 

Aufrichtigkeit, 

Seine Erinnerungsborsten sind stachelig 

und Unglaube an ein gesprächiges 

Handwerk. 

Es gab – zum ersten Mal – Chortyzja und 

Halytsch, 

ein Blatt auf dem Boden und eine 

Schneedecke, 

flüstern in überfüllten Cafés 

über die weiße Blume und über die 

skythische Entfernung, - 

Nicht umsonst hat der Crossdresser viel 

Aufhebens darum gemacht 

ein farbloser und süßer Oktavfaden. 

 

Der Sturm im Glas ist noch nicht 

abgeklungen, 

als, aus den Haaren gefallen, 

Arme Stille, wie eine Tanzfläche, 

der zwanzigjährige Wind zitterte, 

die Ströme von Licht und Dunkelheit 

zum Ausdruck bringen, 

ein leidendes Gesicht im Nebel sehen 

derjenige, von dem sich das Alter 

abgewandt hat 

die Echos des Geheimnisses hören, 

und die weißhaarige Frau auf dem Felsen, 

und ihre Familie ist in Schande oder in 

der Erde. 

 

Wenn die Fragmente des Altars im 

Holzschuppen liegen 

zusammengefaltet, zusammengekauert 

am Tisch, 

entzündete das alte Feuer: 

„Sag es mir, Dichter Vasili!…“ – 

Spricht, Dichter, wer kann 

in flauschigen Kissen ersticken 

Sie schloss die Lücken in den Chroniken 

der Hauptstadt 

et vielleicht wurden die Tauben im Glas 

serviert... 

Est-ce que ça ne passe pas ?! 

 

C'est gab unverbrannte Sachen steil 

et das unbarmherzige Dorf in 

Aufrichtigkeit, 

Seine Erinnerungsborsten sind stachelig 

et Unglaube an ein gesprächiges 

Handwerk. 

Es gab – zum ersten Mal – Chortyzja et 

Halytsch, 

un Blatt auf dem Boden et un 

Schneedecke, 

flüstern dans les Cafés überfüllten 

über die weiße Blume et über die 

skythische Entfernung, - 

Nicht umsonst hat der Crossdresser viel 

Aufhebens darum gemacht 

un farbloser et un süßer Oktavfaden. 

 

Der Sturm im Glas ist noch nicht 

abgeklungen, 

et aus den Haaren gefallen, 

Arme Stille, avec une Tanzfläche, 

le vent zwanzigjährige zitterte, 

die Ströme von Licht und Dunkelheit 

zum Ausdruck bringen, 

un leidendes Gesicht im Nebel voir 

derjenige, von dem sich das Alter 

abgewandt hat 

die Echos des Geheimnisses hören, 

et la femme blanche auf dem Felsen, 

et leur famille est à Schande ou à Erde. 

 

Wenn die Fragmente des Altars im 

Holzschuppen liegen 

zusammengefaltet, zusammengekauert 

am Tisch, 

entzündete das alte Feuer: 

« Sag es mir, Dichter Vasili !… » – 

Spricht, Dichter, wer kann 

dans les flauschigen Kissen ersticken 
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abgeschnittene Zeilen für die 

selbst das kürzeste Bett ist lang, 

obwohl es schien: von wo aus den 

Wüsten 

Hat dieser allsehende Procrustus die 

Macht übernommen? 

 

Bis die Lorbeeren auf die Pauken fallen, 

Gedämpftes Lob und tödliches Knirschen 

der Worte, 

„Eine traurige ethnische Gruppe, ein 

bisschen wie die Mauren!“ – 

ein Transkarpatier platzte aus seinem 

Mund. 

Bis es schleichend blühte 

Erinnerungsloser singender Schreck, 

sein dorniges Feld aus Podolyak 

konnte unmöglich mit Konsonanz 

messen, 

und Asmodeus lachte in Reimen – 

Lemberger Batyar, bärtiger Spudey. 

 

Wenn die Seele nach und nach nass wird, 

Naperedovets aus den Ausläufern, wo 

Die Lieder sind lebendig, entsperren die 

Krippen 

und er drückt die Geige an seine Brust. 

Habe ein Muster in den ersten Reihen 

gefangen, 

Würdevolle Körper wurden mit Füßen 

getreten, 

und das Quadrat stieg zum Himmel auf, 

eingehüllt in Traubenrauschen, 

und durch Jahrhunderte und Kriege, 

Gelächter und Schluchzen 

brachte uns eine fragile Daguerreotypie. 

 

Und um wie viel Uhr? Angst wie ein 

Lepra! 

Konnten Sie es nicht herausfinden? 

Oder vielleicht steckt darin eine klare 

Absicht, 

Wermutbrot kommt auch zu spät? 

Wo werden die gespenstischen 

Spiegelungen verschwinden, 

abgeschnittene Zeilen für die 

soi-même le kürzeste Bett est la langue, 

obwohl es schien: von wo aus den 

Wüsten 

Que veut dire Procrustus pour sa mission 

? 

 

Bis die Lorbeeren auf die Pauken tombé, 

Gedämpftes Lob et tödliches Knirschen 

der Worte, 

« Un groupe ethnique fascinant, un 

bisschen comme les Mauren ! » – 

ein Transkarpatier platzte aus seinem 

Mund. 

Bis es schleichend blühte 

Erinnerungsloser chanteur Schreck, 

sein dorniges Feld aus Podolyak 

konnte unmöglich mit Konsonanz 

messen, 

et Asmodeus lachte à Reimen – 

Lemberger Batyar, le bartiger Spudey. 

 

Quand le Seele nach et nach nass wird, 

Naperedovets aus den Ausläufern, wo 

Die Lieder sind lebendig, entsperren die 

Krippen 

sous la pression du Geige et de la seine 

Brust. 

Habe ein Muster in den ersten Reihen 

gefangen, 

Würdevolle Körper wurden mit Füßen 

getreten, 

et le Quadrat stieg zum Himmel auf, 

eingehüllt à Traubenrauschen, 

et par Jahrhunderte und Kriege, Gelächter 

et Schluchzen 

brachte uns eine fragile Daguerréotypie. 

 

Et quelle est votre vie quotidienne? Angst 

comme une lèpre ! 

Vous n'êtes pas sûr de le trouver ? 

Oder vielleicht steckt darin eine clair 

Absicht, 

Wermutbrot kommt auch zu spät? 

Wo werden die gespenstischen 
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Wenn der Tag nicht der Teufel und die 

Hölle ist, sondern die Krise 

Hohe Strophen werden durchscheinen 

ein Sieb aus Atemgaze? 

Ja, das ist ein neues, altes Motiv, - 

aber wen hat er getötet oder beschützt? 

Spiegelungen verschwinden, 

Lorsque le Tag n'est pas le Teufel et le 

Hölle, il sonde la Krise. 

Hohe Strophen werden durchscheinen 

Un Sieb aus Atemgaze? 

Oui, c'est un nouveau, un autre motif, - 

Mais quand est-ce qu'on l'obtient ou 

qu'on le demande ? 
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ТЕМИ ДЛЯ ІНДИВІДУАЛЬНИХ ЗАВДАНЬ 

 

   Виконайте завдання відповідно до алгоритму. 

 

1. Зробіть доперекладознавчий аналіз тексту (визначіть жанр тексту, 

лексичні, граматичні, синтаксичні та стилістичні особливості). 

2. Виконайте писемний переклад уривку. 

3. Проаналізуйте результати перекладу. 

4. Оцініть переклад та варіанти його вдосконалення. 

 

 

EDGAR ALLAN POE 

 

The Black Cat8 

 

  

FOR the most wild, yet most homely narrative which I am about to pen, I 

neither expect nor solicit belief. Mad indeed would I be to expect it, in a case where 

my very senses reject their own evidence. Yet, mad am I not - and very surely do I 

not dream. But to-morrow I die, and to-day I would unburthen my soul. My 

immediate purpose is to place before the world, plainly, succinctly, and without 

comment, a series of mere household events. In their consequences, these events have 

terrified - have tortured - have destroyed me. Yet I will not attempt to expound them. 

To me, they have presented little but Horror - to many they will seem less terrible 

than _barroques_. Hereafter, perhaps, some intellect may be found which will reduce 

my phantasm to the common-place - some intellect more calm, more logical, and far 

less excitable than my own, which will perceive, in the circumstances I detail with 

awe, nothing more than an ordinary succession of very natural causes and effects. 

From my infancy I was noted for the docility and humanity of my disposition. 

My tenderness of heart was even so conspicuous as to make me the jest of my 

companions. I was especially fond of animals, and was indulged by my parents with a 

great variety of pets. With these I spent most of my time, and never was so happy as 

when feeding and caressing them. This peculiarity of character grew with my growth, 

and in my manhood, I derived from it one of my principal sources of pleasure. To 

those who have cherished an affection for a faithful and sagacious dog, I need hardly 

be at the trouble of explaining the nature or the intensity of the gratification thus 

derivable. There is something in the unselfish and self-sacrificing love of a brute, 

which goes directly to the heart of him who has had frequent occasion to test the 

paltry friendship and gossamer fidelity of mere Man. 

I married early, and was happy to find in my wife a disposition not uncongenial 

with my own. Observing my partiality for domestic pets, she lost no opportunity of 

 
8 Poe Edgar Allan. The Black Cat. [Електронний ресурс]. Режим доступу до журн. 
:http://www.readbookonline.net/readOnLine/792/, http://ukrkniga.org.ua/ukrkniga-text/379/29/ 
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procuring those of the most agreeable kind. We had birds, gold-fish, a fine dog, 

rabbits, a small monkey, and a cat. 

This latter was a remarkably large and beautiful animal, entirely black, and 

sagacious to an astonishing degree. In speaking of his intelligence, my wife, who at 

heart was not a little tinctured with superstition, made frequent allusion to the ancient 

popular notion, which regarded all black cats as witches in disguise. Not that she was 

ever _serious_ upon this point - and I mention the matter at all for no better reason 

than that it happens, just now, to be remembered. 

Pluto - this was the cat's name - was my favorite pet and playmate. I alone fed 

him, and he attended me wherever I went about the house. It was even with difficulty 

that I could prevent him from following me through the streets. 

Our friendship lasted, in this manner, for several years, during which my 

general temperament and character - through the instrumentality of the Fiend 

Intemperance - had (I blush to confess it) experienced a radical alteration for the 

worse. I grew, day by day, more moody, more irritable, more regardless of the 

feelings of others. I suffered myself to use intemperate language to my wife. At 

length, I even offered her personal violence. My pets, of course, were made to feel 

the change in my disposition. I not only neglected, but ill-used them. For Pluto, 

however, I still retained sufficient regard to restrain me from maltreating him, as I 

made no scruple of maltreating the rabbits, the monkey, or even the dog, when by 

accident, or through affection, they came in my way. But my disease grew upon me - 

for what disease is like Alcohol! - and at length even Pluto, who was now becoming 

old, and consequently somewhat peevish - even Pluto began to experience the effects 

of my ill temper. 

One night, returning home, much intoxicated, from one of my haunts about 

town, I fancied that the cat avoided my presence. I seized him; when, in his fright at 

my violence, he inflicted a slight wound upon my hand with his teeth. The fury of a 

demon instantly possessed me. I knew myself no longer. My original soul seemed, at 

once, to take its flight from my body and a more than fiendish malevolence, gin-

nurtured, thrilled every fibre of my frame. I took from my waistcoat-pocket a pen-

knife, opened it, grasped the poor beast by the throat, and deliberately cut one of its 

eyes from the socket! I blush, I burn, I shudder, while I pen the damnable atrocity. 

When reason returned with the morning - when I had slept off the fumes of the 

night's debauch - I experienced a sentiment half of horror, half of remorse, for the 

crime of which I had been guilty; but it was, at best, a feeble and equivocal feeling, 

and the soul remained untouched. I again plunged into excess, and soon drowned in 

wine all memory of the deed. 

In the meantime the cat slowly recovered. The socket of the lost eye presented, 

it is true, a frightful appearance, but he no longer appeared to suffer any pain. He 

went about the house as usual, but, as might be expected, fled in extreme terror at my 

approach. I had so much of my old heart left, as to be at first grieved by this evident 

dislike on the part of a creature which had once so loved me. But this feeling soon 

gave place to irritation. And then came, as if to my final and irrevocable overthrow, 

the spirit of PERVERSENESS. Of this spirit philosophy takes no account. Yet I am 

not more sure that my soul lives, than I am that perverseness is one of the primitive 
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impulses of the human heart - one of the indivisible primary faculties, or sentiments, 

which give direction to the character of Man. Who has not, a hundred times, found 

himself committing a vile or a silly action, for no other reason than because he knows 

he should not? Have we not a perpetual inclination, in the teeth of our best judgment, 

to violate that which is _Law_, merely because we understand it to be such? This 

spirit of perverseness, I say, came to my final overthrow. It was this unfathomable 

longing of the soul _to vex itself_ - to offer violence to its own nature - to do wrong 

for the wrong's sake only - that urged me to continue and finally to consummate the 

injury I had inflicted upon the unoffending brute. One morning, in cool blood, I 

slipped a noose about its neck and hung it to the limb of a tree; - hung it with the tears 

streaming from my eyes, and with the bitterest remorse at my heart; - hung it 

_because_ I knew that it had loved me, and _because_ I felt it had given me no 

reason of offence; - hung it _because_ I knew that in so doing I was committing a sin 

- a deadly sin that would so jeopardize my immortal soul as to place it - if such a 

thing wore possible - even beyond the reach of the infinite mercy of the Most 

Merciful and Most Terrible God. 

On the night of the day on which this cruel deed was done, I was aroused from 

sleep by the cry of fire. The curtains of my bed were in flames. The whole house was 

blazing. It was with great difficulty that my wife, a servant, and myself, made our 

escape from the conflagration. The destruction was complete. My entire worldly 

wealth was swallowed up, and I resigned myself thenceforward to despair. 

I am above the weakness of seeking to establish a sequence of cause and effect, 

between the disaster and the atrocity. But I am detailing a chain of facts - and wish 

not to leave even a possible link imperfect. On the day succeeding the fire, I visited 

the ruins. The walls, with one exception, had fallen in. This exception was found in a 

compartment wall, not very thick, which stood about the middle of the house, and 

against which had rested the head of my bed. The plastering had here, in great 

measure, resisted the action of the fire - a fact which I attributed to its having been 

recently spread. About this wall a dense crowd were collected, and many persons 

seemed to be examining a particular portion of it with very minute and eager 

attention. The words "strange!" "singular!" and other similar expressions, excited my 

curiosity. I approached and saw, as if graven in _bas relief_ upon the white surface, 

the figure of a gigantic cat. The impression was given with an accuracy truly 

marvellous. There was a rope about the animal's neck. 

When I first beheld this apparition - for I could scarcely regard it as less - my 

wonder and my terror were extreme. But at length reflection came to my aid. The cat, 

I remembered, had been hung in a garden adjacent to the house. Upon the alarm of 

fire, this garden had been immediately filled by the crowd - by some one of whom the 

animal must have been cut from the tree and thrown, through an open window, into 

my chamber. This had probably been done with the view of arousing me from sleep. 

The falling of other walls had compressed the victim of my cruelty into the substance 

of the freshly-spread plaster; the lime of which, with the flames, and the ammonia 

from the carcass, had then accomplished the portraiture as I saw it. 

Although I thus readily accounted to my reason, if not altogether to my 

conscience, for the startling fact just detailed, it did not the less fail to make a deep 
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impression upon my fancy. For months I could not rid myself of the phantasm of the 

cat; and, during this period, there came back into my spirit a half-sentiment that 

seemed, but was not, remorse. I went so far as to regret the loss of the animal, and to 

look about me, among the vile haunts which I now habitually frequented, for another 

pet of the same species, and of somewhat similar appearance, with which to supply 

its place. 

One night as I sat, half stupified, in a den of more than infamy, my attention 

was suddenly drawn to some black object, reposing upon the head of one of the 

immense hogsheads of Gin, or of Rum, which constituted the chief furniture of the 

apartment. I had been looking steadily at the top of this hogshead for some minutes, 

and what now caused me surprise was the fact that I had not sooner perceived the 

object thereupon. I approached it, and touched it with my hand. It was a black cat - a 

very large one - fully as large as Pluto, and closely resembling him in every respect 

but one. Pluto had not a white hair upon any portion of his body; but this cat had a 

large, although indefinite splotch of white, covering nearly the whole region of the 

breast. Upon my touching him, he immediately arose, purred loudly, rubbed against 

my hand, and appeared delighted with my notice. This, then, was the very creature of 

which I was in search. I at once offered to purchase it of the landlord; but this person 

made no claim to it - knew nothing of it - had never seen it before. 

I continued my caresses, and, when I prepared to go home, the animal evinced 

a disposition to accompany me. I permitted it to do so; occasionally stooping and 

patting it as I proceeded. When it reached the house it domesticated itself at once, and 

became immediately a great favorite with my wife. 

For my own part, I soon found a dislike to it arising within me. This was just 

the reverse of what I had anticipated; but - I know not how or why it was - its evident 

fondness for myself rather disgusted and annoyed. By slow degrees, these feelings of 

disgust and annoyance rose into the bitterness of hatred. I avoided the creature; a 

certain sense of shame, and the remembrance of my former deed of cruelty, 

preventing me from physically abusing it. I did not, for some weeks, strike, or 

otherwise violently ill use it; but gradually - very gradually - I came to look upon it 

with unutterable loathing, and to flee silently from its odious presence, as from the 

breath of a pestilence. 

What added, no doubt, to my hatred of the beast, was the discovery, on the 

morning after I brought it home, that, like Pluto, it also had been deprived of one of 

its eyes. This circumstance, however, only endeared it to my wife, who, as I have 

already said, possessed, in a high degree, that humanity of feeling which had once 

been my distinguishing trait, and the source of many of my simplest and purest 

pleasures. 

With my aversion to this cat, however, its partiality for myself seemed to 

increase. It followed my footsteps with a pertinacity which it would be difficult to 

make the reader comprehend. Whenever I sat, it would crouch beneath my chair, or 

spring upon my knees, covering me with its loathsome caresses. If I arose to walk it 

would get between my feet and thus nearly throw me down, or, fastening its long and 

sharp claws in my dress, clamber, in this manner, to my breast. At such times, 

although I longed to destroy it with a blow, I was yet withheld from so doing, partly 
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by a memory of my former crime, but chiefly - let me confess it at once - by absolute 

dread of the beast. 

This dread was not exactly a dread of physical evil - and yet I should be at a 

loss how otherwise to define it. I am almost ashamed to own - yes, even in this felon's 

cell, I am almost ashamed to own - that the terror and horror with which the animal 

inspired me, had been heightened by one of the merest chimaeras it would be possible 

to conceive. My wife had called my attention, more than once, to the character of the 

mark of white hair, of which I have spoken, and which constituted the sole visible 

difference between the strange beast and the one I had destroyed. The reader will 

remember that this mark, although large, had been originally very indefinite; but, by 

slow degrees - degrees nearly imperceptible, and which for a long time my Reason 

struggled to reject as fanciful - it had, at length, assumed a rigorous distinctness of 

outline. It was now the representation of an object that I shudder to name - and for 

this, above all, I loathed, and dreaded, and would have rid myself of the monster had 

I dared - it was now, I say, the image of a hideous - of a ghastly thing - of the 

GALLOWS ! - oh, mournful and terrible engine of Horror and of Crime - of Agony 

and of    Death ! 

And now was I indeed wretched beyond the wretchedness of mere Humanity. 

And a brute beast _- whose fellow I had contemptuously destroyed - a brute beast to 

work out for me - for me a man, fashioned in the image of the High God - so much of 

insufferable wo! Alas! neither by day nor by night knew I the blessing of Rest any 

more! During the former the creature left me no moment alone; and, in the latter, I 

started, hourly, from dreams of unutterable fear, to find the hot breath of the thing 

upon my face, and its vast weight - an incarnate Night-Mare that I had no power to 

shake off - incumbent eternally upon my heart ! 

Beneath the pressure of torments such as these, the feeble remnant of the good 

within me succumbed. Evil thoughts became my sole intimates - the darkest and most 

evil of thoughts. The moodiness of my usual temper increased to hatred of all things 

and of all mankind; while, from the sudden, frequent, and ungovernable outbursts of 

a fury to which I now blindly abandoned myself, my uncomplaining wife, alas! was 

the most usual and the most patient of sufferers. 

One day she accompanied me, upon some household errand, into the cellar of 

the old building which our poverty compelled us to inhabit. The cat followed me 

down the steep stairs, and, nearly throwing me headlong, exasperated me to madness. 

Uplifting an axe, and forgetting, in my wrath, the childish dread which had hitherto 

stayed my hand, I aimed a blow at the animal which, of course, would have proved 

instantly fatal had it descended as I wished. But this blow was arrested by the hand of 

my wife. Goaded, by the interference, into a rage more than demoniacal, I withdrew 

my arm from her grasp and buried the axe in her brain. She fell dead upon the spot, 

without a groan. 

This hideous murder accomplished, I set myself forthwith, and with entire 

deliberation, to the task of concealing the body. I knew that I could not remove it 

from the house, either by day or by night, without the risk of being observed by the 

neighbors. Many projects entered my mind. At one period I thought of cutting the 

corpse into minute fragments, and destroying them by fire. At another, I resolved to 
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dig a grave for it in the floor of the cellar. Again, I deliberated about casting it in the 

well in the yard - about packing it in a box, as if merchandize, with the usual 

arrangements, and so getting a porter to take it from the house. Finally I hit upon 

what I considered a far better expedient than either of these. I determined to wall it up 

in the cellar - as the monks of the middle ages are recorded to have walled up their 

victims. 

   For a purpose such as this the cellar was well adapted. Its walls were loosely 

constructed, and had lately been plastered throughout with a rough plaster, which the 

dampness of the atmosphere had prevented from hardening. Moreover, in one of the 

walls was a projection, caused by a false chimney, or fireplace, that had been filled 

up, and made to resemble the red of the cellar. I made no doubt that I could readily 

displace the bricks at this point, insert the corpse, and wall the whole up as before, so 

that no eye could detect any thing suspicious. And in this calculation I was not 

deceived. By means of a crow-bar I easily dislodged the bricks, and, having carefully 

deposited the body against the inner wall, I propped it in that position, while, with 

little trouble, I re-laid the whole structure as it originally stood. Having procured 

mortar, sand, and hair, with every possible precaution, I prepared a plaster which 

could not be distinguished from the old, and with this I very carefully went over the 

new brickwork. When I had finished, I felt satisfied that all was right. The wall did 

not present the slightest appearance of having been disturbed. The rubbish on the 

floor was picked up with the minutest care. I looked around triumphantly, and said to 

myself - "Here at least, then, my labor has not been in vain." 

My next step was to look for the beast which had been the cause of so much 

wretchedness; for I had, at length, firmly resolved to put it to death. Had I been able 

to meet with it, at the moment, there could have been no doubt of its fate; but it 

appeared that the crafty animal had been alarmed at the violence of my previous 

anger, and forebore to present itself in my present mood. It is impossible to describe, 

or to imagine, the deep, the blissful sense of relief which the absence of the detested 

creature occasioned in my bosom. It did not make its appearance during the night - 

and thus for one night at least, since its introduction into the house, I soundly and 

tranquilly slept; aye, slept even with the burden of murder upon my soul! 

The second and the third day passed, and still my tormentor came not. Once 

again I breathed as a freeman. The monster, in terror, had fled the premises forever! I 

should behold it no more! My happiness was supreme! The guilt of my dark deed 

disturbed me but little. Some few inquiries had been made, but these had been readily 

answered. Even a search had been instituted - but of course nothing was to be 

discovered. I looked upon my future felicity as secured. 

Upon the fourth day of the assassination, a party of the police came, very 

unexpectedly, into the house, and proceeded again to make rigorous investigation of 

the premises. Secure, however, in the inscrutability of my place of concealment, I felt 

no embarrassment whatever. The officers bade me accompany them in their search. 

They left no nook or corner unexplored. At length, for the third or fourth time, they 

descended into the cellar. I quivered not in a muscle. My heart beat calmly as that of 

one who slumbers in innocence. I walked the cellar from end to end. I folded my 

arms upon my bosom, and roamed easily to and fro. The police were thoroughly 
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satisfied and prepared to depart. The glee at my heart was too strong to be restrained. 

I burned to say if but one word, by way of triumph, and to render doubly sure their 

assurance of my guiltlessness. 

"Gentlemen," I said at last, as the party ascended the steps, "I delight to have 

allayed your suspicions. I wish you all health, and a little more courtesy. By the bye, 

gentlemen, this - this is a very well constructed house." [In the rabid desire to say 

something easily, I scarcely knew what I uttered at all.] - "I may say an _excellently_ 

well constructed house. These walls are you going, gentlemen? - these walls are 

solidly put together;" and here, through the mere phrenzy of bravado, I rapped 

heavily, with a cane which I held in my hand, upon that very portion of the brick-

work behind which stood the corpse of the wife of my bosom. 

But may God shield and deliver me from the fangs of the Arch-Fiend ! No 

sooner had the reverberation of my blows sunk into silence, than I was answered by a 

voice from within the tomb! - by a cry, at first muffled and broken, like the sobbing 

of a child, and then quickly swelling into one long, loud, and continuous scream, 

utterly anomalous and inhuman - a howl - a wailing shriek, half of horror and half of 

triumph, such as might have arisen only out of hell, conjointly from the throats of the 

dammed in their agony and of the demons that exult in the damnation. 

Of my own thoughts it is folly to speak. Swooning, I staggered to the opposite 

wall. For one instant the party upon the stairs remained motionless, through extremity 

of terror and of awe. In the next, a dozen stout arms were toiling at the wall. It fell 

bodily. The corpse, already greatly decayed and clotted with gore, stood erect before 

the eyes of the spectators. Upon its head, with red extended mouth and solitary eye of 

fire, sat the hideous beast whose craft had seduced me into murder, and whose 

informing voice had consigned me to the hangman. I had walled the monster up 

within the tomb! 
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OSCAR WILDE 

 

The Young Prince9 

 

It was the night before the day fixed for his coronation, and the young King 

was sitting alone in his beautiful chamber. His courtiers had all taken their leave of 

him, bowing their heads to the ground, according to the ceremonious usage of the 

day, and had retired to the Great Hall of the Palace, to receive a few last lessons from 

the Professor of Etiquette; there being some of them who had still quite natural 

manners, which in a courtier is, I need hardly say, a very grave offence. 

The lad--for he was only a lad, being but sixteen years of age--was not sorry at 

their departure, and had flung himself back with a deep sigh of relief on the soft 

cushions of his embroidered couch, lying there, wild-eyed and open-mouthed, like a 

brown woodland Faun, or some young animal of the forest newly snared by the 

hunters. 

And, indeed, it was the hunters who had found him, coming upon him almost 

by chance as, bare-limbed and pipe in hand, he was following the flock of the poor 

goatherd who had brought him up, and whose son he had always fancied himself to 

be. The child of the old King's only daughter by a secret marriage with one much 

beneath her in station--a stranger, some said, who, by the wonderful magic of his 

lute-playing, had made the young Princess love him; while others spoke of an artist 

from Rimini, to whom the Princess had shown much, perhaps too much honour, and 

who had suddenly disappeared from the city, leaving his work in the Cathedral 

unfinished--he had been, when but a week old, stolen away from his mother's side, as 

she slept, and given into the charge of a common peasant and his wife, who were 

without children of their own, and lived in a remote part of the forest, more than a 

day's ride from the town. Grief, or the plague, as the court physician stated, or, as 

some suggested, a swift Italian poison administered in a cup of spiced wine, slew, 

within an hour of her wakening, the white girl who had given him birth, and as the 

trusty messenger who bare the child across his saddle-bow stooped from his weary 

horse and knocked at the rude door of the goatherd's hut, the body of the Princess was 

being lowered into an open grave that had been dug in a deserted churchyard, beyond 

the city gates, a grave where it was said that another body was also lying, that of a 

young man of marvellous and foreign beauty, whose hands were tied behind him with 

a knotted cord, and whose breast was stabbed with many red wounds. 

Such, at least, was the story that men whispered to each other. Certain it was 

that the old King, when on his deathbed, whether moved by remorse for his great sin, 

or merely desiring that the kingdom should not pass away from his line, had had the 

lad sent for, and, in the presence of the Council, had acknowledged him as his heir. 

And it seems that from the very first moment of his recognition he had shown 

signs of that strange passion for beauty that was destined to have so great an 

influence over his life. Those who accompanied him to the suite of rooms set apart 

 
9 Wilde Oscar. The Young Prince. [Електронний ресурс]. Режим доступу до журн. 
:http://www.goodreads.com/book/show/11035720-the-young-king 
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for his service, often spoke of the cry of pleasure that broke from his lips when he 

saw the delicate raiment and rich jewels that had been prepared for him, and of the 

almost fierce joy with which he flung aside his rough leathern tunic and coarse 

sheepskin cloak. He missed, indeed, at times the fine freedom of his forest life, and 

was always apt to chafe at the tedious Court ceremonies that occupied so much of 

each day, but the wonderful palace--Joyeuse, as they called it--of which he now 

found himself lord, seemed to him to be a new world fresh-fashioned for his delight; 

and as soon as he could escape from the council-board or audience-chamber, he 

would run down the great staircase, with its lions of gilt bronze and its steps of bright 

porphyry, and wander from room to room, and from corridor to corridor, like one 

who was seeking to find in beauty an anodyne from pain, a sort of restoration from 

sickness. 

Upon these journeys of discovery, as he would call them--and, indeed, they 

were to him real voyages through a marvellous land, he would sometimes be 

accompanied by the slim, fair-haired Court pages, with their floating mantles, and 

gay fluttering ribands; but more often he would be alone, feeling through a certain 

quick instinct, which was almost a divination, that the secrets of art are best learned 

in secret, and that Beauty, like Wisdom, loves the lonely worshipper. 

Many curious stories were related about him at this period. It was said that a 

stout Burgo-master, who had come to deliver a florid oratorical address on behalf of 

the citizens of the town, had caught sight of him kneeling in real adoration before a 

great picture that had just been brought from Venice, and that seemed to herald the 

worship of some new gods. On another occasion he had been missed for several 

hours, and after a lengthened search had been discovered in a little chamber in one of 

the northern turrets of the palace gazing, as one in a trance, at a Greek gem carved 

with the figure of Adonis. He had been seen, so the tale ran, pressing his warm lips to 

the marble brow of an antique statue that had been discovered in the bed of the river 

on the occasion of the building of the stone bridge, and was inscribed with the name 

of the Bithynian slave of Hadrian. He had passed a whole night in noting the effect of 

the moonlight on a silver image of Endymion. 

All rare and costly materials had certainly a great fascination for him, and in 

his eagerness to procure them he had sent away many merchants, some to traffic for 

amber with the rough fisher-folk of the north seas, some to Egypt to look for that 

curious green turquoise which is found only in the tombs of kings, and is said to 

possess magical properties, some to Persia for silken carpets and painted pottery, and 

others to India to buy gauze and stained ivory, moonstones and bracelets of jade, 

sandal-wood and blue enamel and shawls of fine wool. 

But what had occupied him most was the robe he was to wear at his coronation, 

the robe of tissued gold, and the ruby-studded crown, and the sceptre with its rows 

and rings of pearls. Indeed, it was of this that he was thinking to-night, as he lay back 

on his luxurious couch, watching the great pinewood log that was burning itself out 

on the open hearth. The designs, which were from the hands of the most famous 

artists of the time, had been submitted to him many months before, and he had given 

orders that the artificers were to toil night and day to carry them out, and that the 

whole world was to be searched for jewels that would be worthy of their work. He 
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saw himself in fancy standing at the high altar of the cathedral in the fair raiment of a 

King, and a smile played and lingered about his boyish lips, and lit up with a bright 

lustre his dark woodland eyes. 

After some time he rose from his seat, and leaning against the carved 

penthouse of the chimney, looked round at the dimly-lit room. The walls were hung 

with rich tapestries representing the Triumph of Beauty. A large press, inlaid with 

agate and lapis- lazuli, filled one corner, and facing the window stood a curiously 

wrought cabinet with lacquer panels of powdered and mosaiced gold, on which were 

placed some delicate goblets of Venetian glass, and a cup of dark-veined onyx. Pale 

poppies were broidered on the silk coverlet of the bed, as though they had fallen from 

the tired hands of sleep, and tall reeds of fluted ivory bare up the velvet canopy, from 

which great tufts of ostrich plumes sprang, like white foam, to the pallid silver of the 

fretted ceiling. A laughing Narcissus in green bronze held a polished mirror above its 

head. On the table stood a flat bowl of amethyst. 

Outside he could see the huge dome of the cathedral, looming like a bubble 

over the shadowy houses, and the weary sentinels pacing up and down on the misty 

terrace by the river. Far away, in an orchard, a nightingale was singing. A faint 

perfume of jasmine came through the open window. He brushed his brown curls back 

from his forehead, and taking up a lute, let his fingers stray across the cords. His 

heavy eyelids drooped, and a strange languor came over him. Never before had he 

felt so keenly, or with such exquisite joy, the magic and the mystery of beautiful 

things. 

When midnight sounded from the clock-tower he touched a bell, and his pages 

entered and disrobed him with much ceremony, pouring rose-water over his hands, 

and strewing flowers on his pillow. A few moments after that they had left the room, 

he fell asleep. 

And as he slept he dreamed a dream, and this was his dream. 

He thought that he was standing in a long, low attic, amidst the whir and clatter 

of many looms. The meagre daylight peered in through the grated windows, and 

showed him the gaunt figures of the weavers bending over their cases. Pale, sickly-

looking children were crouched on the huge crossbeams. As the shuttles dashed 

through the warp they lifted up the heavy battens, and when the shuttles stopped they 

let the battens fall and pressed the threads together. Their faces were pinched with 

famine, and their thin hands shook and trembled. Some haggard women were seated 

at a table sewing. A horrible odour filled the place. The air was foul and heavy, and 

the walls dripped and streamed with damp. 

The young King went over to one of the weavers, and stood by him and 

watched him. 

And the weaver looked at him angrily, and said, 'Why art thou watching me? 

Art thou a spy set on us by our master?' 

“Who is thy master?” asked the young King. 

“Our master!” cried the weaver, bitterly. “He is a man like myself. Indeed, 

there is but this difference between us--that he wears fine clothes while I go in rags, 

and that while I am weak from hunger he suffers not a little from overfeeding”. 

“The land is free”, said the young King,”'and thou art no man's slave”. 
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“In war”, answered the weaver, 'the strong make slaves of the weak, and in 

peace the rich make slaves of the poor. We must work to live, and they give us such 

mean wages that we die. We toil for them all day long, and they heap up gold in their 

coffers, and our children fade away before their time, and the faces of those we love 

become hard and evil. We tread out the grapes, and another drinks the wine. We sow 

the corn, and our own board is empty. We have chains, though no eye beholds them; 

and are slaves, though men call us free.' 

“Is it so with all?” he asked, 

“It is so with all”, answered the weaver, 'with the young as well as with the old, 

with the women as well as with the men, with the little children as well as with those 

who are stricken in years. The merchants grind us down, and we must needs do their 

bidding. The priest rides by and tells his beads, and no man has care of us. Through 

our sunless lanes creeps Poverty with her hungry eyes, and Sin with his sodden face 

follows close behind her. Misery wakes us in the morning, and Shame sits with us at 

night. But what are these things to thee? Thou art not one of us. Thy face is too 

happy.' And he turned away scowling, and threw the shuttle across the loom, and the 

young King saw that it was threaded with a thread of gold. 

And a great terror seized upon him, and he said to the weaver, “What robe is 

this that thou art weaving?” 

“It is the robe for the coronation of the young King”, he answered; “what is 

that to thee?” 

And the young King gave a loud cry and woke, and lo! he was in his own 

chamber, and through the window he saw the great honey-coloured moon hanging in 

the dusky air. 

And he fell asleep again and dreamed, and this was his dream. 

He thought that he was lying on the deck of a huge galley that was being rowed 

by a hundred slaves. On a carpet by his side the master of the galley was seated. He 

was black as ebony, and his turban was of crimson silk. Great earrings of silver 

dragged down the thick lobes of his ears, and in his hands he had a pair of ivory 

scales. 

The slaves were naked, but for a ragged loin-cloth, and each man was chained 

to his neighbour. The hot sun beat brightly upon them, and the negroes ran up and 

down the gangway and lashed them with whips of hide. They stretched out their lean 

arms and pulled the heavy oars through the water. The salt spray flew from the 

blades. 

At last they reached a little bay, and began to take soundings. A light wind 

blew from the shore, and covered the deck and the great lateen sail with a fine red 

dust. Three Arabs mounted on wild asses rode out and threw spears at them. The 

master of the galley took a painted bow in his hand and shot one of them in the throat. 

He fell heavily into the surf, and his companions galloped away. A woman wrapped 

in a yellow veil followed slowly on a camel, looking back now and then at the dead 

body. 

As soon as they had cast anchor and hauled down the sail, the negroes went 

into the hold and brought up a long rope-ladder, heavily weighted with lead. The 

master of the galley threw it over the side, making the ends fast to two iron 
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stanchions. Then the negroes seized the youngest of the slaves and knocked his gyves 

off, and filled his nostrils and his ears with wax, and tied a big stone round his waist. 

He crept wearily down the ladder, and disappeared into the sea. A few bubbles rose 

where he sank. Some of the other slaves peered curiously over the side. At the prow 

of the galley sat a shark-charmer, beating monotonously upon a drum. 

After some time the diver rose up out of the water, and clung panting to the 

ladder with a pearl in his right hand. The negroes seized it from him, and thrust him 

back. The slaves fell asleep over their oars. 

Again and again he came up, and each time that he did so he brought with him 

a beautiful pearl. The master of the galley weighed them, and put them into a little 

bag of green leather. 

The young King tried to speak, but his tongue seemed to cleave to the roof of 

his mouth, and his lips refused to move. The negroes chattered to each other, and 

began to quarrel over a string of bright beads. Two cranes flew round and round the 

vessel. 

Then the diver came up for the last time, and the pearl that he brought with him 

was fairer than all the pearls of Ormuz, for it was shaped like the full moon, and 

whiter than the morning star. But his face was strangely pale, and as he fell upon the 

deck the blood gushed from his ears and nostrils. He quivered for a little, and then he 

was still. The negroes shrugged their shoulders, and threw the body overboard. 

And the master of the galley laughed, and, reaching out, he took the pearl, and 

when he saw it he pressed it to his forehead and bowed. 'It shall be,' he said, 'for the 

sceptre of the young King,' and he made a sign to the negroes to draw up the anchor. 

And when the young King heard this he gave a great cry, and woke, and 

through the window he saw the long grey fingers of the dawn clutching at the fading 

stars. 

And he fell asleep again, and dreamed, and this was his dream. 

He thought that he was wandering through a dim wood, hung with strange 

fruits and with beautiful poisonous flowers. The adders hissed at him as he went by, 

and the bright parrots flew screaming from branch to branch. Huge tortoises lay 

asleep upon the hot mud. The trees were full of apes and peacocks. 

On and on he went, till he reached the outskirts of the wood, and there he saw 

an immense multitude of men toiling in the bed of a dried-up river. They swarmed up 

the crag like ants. They dug deep pits in the ground and went down into them. Some 

of them cleft the rocks with great axes; others grabbled in the sand. 

They tore up the cactus by its roots, and trampled on the scarlet blossoms. They 

hurried about, calling to each other, and no man was idle. 

From the darkness of a cavern Death and Avarice watched them, and Death 

said, 'I am weary; give me a third of them and let me go.' But Avarice shook her 

head. 'They are my servants,' she answered. 

And Death said to her, “What hast thou in thy hand?” 

“I have three grains of corn”, she answered; “what is that to thee?” 

“Give me one of them”, cried Death, “to plant in my garden; only one of them, 

and I will go away”. 
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“I will not give thee anything”, said Avarice, and she hid her hand in the fold 

of her raiment. 

And Death laughed, and took a cup, and dipped it into a pool of water, and out 

of the cup rose Ague. She passed through the great multitude, and a third of them lay 

dead. A cold mist followed her, and the water-snakes ran by her side. 

And when Avarice saw that a third of the multitude was dead she beat her 

breast and wept. She beat her barren bosom, and cried aloud. “Thou hast slain a third 

of my servants”, she cried, “get thee gone. There is war in the mountains of Tartary, 

and the kings of each side are calling to thee. The Afghans have slain the black ox, 

and are marching to battle. They have beaten upon their shields with their spears, and 

have put on their helmets of iron. What is my valley to thee, that thou shouldst tarry 

in it? Get thee gone, and come here no more”. 

“Nay”, answered Death, “but till thou hast given me a grain of corn I will not 

go”. 

But Avarice shut her hand, and clenched her teeth. “I will not give thee 

anything”, she muttered. 

And Death laughed, and took up a black stone, and threw it into the forest, and 

out of a thicket of wild hemlock came Fever in a robe of flame. She passed through 

the multitude, and touched them, and each man that she touched died. The grass 

withered beneath her feet as she walked. 

And Avarice shuddered, and put ashes on her head. “Thou art cruel”, she cried; 

'thou art cruel. There is famine in the walled cities of India, and the cisterns of 

Samarcand have run dry. There is famine in the walled cities of Egypt, and the 

locusts have come up from the desert. The Nile has not overflowed its banks, and the 

priests have cursed Isis and Osiris. Get thee gone to those who need thee, and leave 

me my servants”. 

“Nay”, answered Death, “but till thou hast given me a grain of corn I will not 

go”. 

“I will not give thee anything”, said Avarice. 

And Death laughed again, and he whistled through his fingers, and a woman 

came flying through the air. Plague was written upon her forehead, and a crowd of 

lean vultures wheeled round her. She covered the valley with her wings, and no man 

was left alive. 

And Avarice fled shrieking through the forest, and Death leaped upon his red 

horse and galloped away, and his galloping was faster than the wind. 

And out of the slime at the bottom of the valley crept dragons and horrible 

things with scales, and the jackals came trotting along the sand, sniffing up the air 

with their nostrils. 

And the young King wept, and said: 'Who were these men, and for what were 

they seeking?' 

“For rubies for a king's crown”, answered one who stood behind him. 

And the young King started, and, turning round, he saw a man habited as a 

pilgrim and holding in his hand a mirror of silver. 

And he grew pale, and said: “For what king?” 

And the pilgrim answered: “Look in this mirror, and thou shalt see him”. 
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And he looked in the mirror, and, seeing his own face, he gave a great cry and 

woke, and the bright sunlight was streaming into the room, and from the trees of the 

garden and pleasaunce the birds were singing. 

And the Chamberlain and the high officers of State came in and made 

obeisance to him, and the pages brought him the robe of tissued gold, and set the 

crown and the sceptre before him. 

And the young King looked at them, and they were beautiful. More beautiful 

were they than aught that he had ever seen. But he remembered his dreams, and he 

said to his lords: 'Take these things away, for I will not wear them.' 

And the courtiers were amazed, and some of them laughed, for they thought 

that he was jesting. 

But he spake sternly to them again, and said: “Take these things away, and hide 

them from me. Though it be the day of my coronation, I will not wear them. For on 

the loom of Sorrow, and by the white hands of Pain, has this my robe been woven. 

There is Blood in the heart of the ruby, and Death in the heart of the pearl”. And he 

told them his three dreams. 

And when the courtiers heard them they looked at each other and whispered, 

saying: “Surely he is mad; for what is a dream but a dream, and a vision but a vision? 

They are not real things that one should heed them. And what have we to do with the 

lives of those who toil for us? Shall a man not eat bread till he has seen the sower, nor 

drink wine till he has talked with the vinedresser?” 

And the Chamberlain spake to the young King, and said, “My lord, I pray thee 

set aside these black thoughts of thine, and put on this fair robe, and set this crown 

upon thy head. For how shall the people know that thou art a king, if thou hast not a 

king's raiment?” 

And the young King looked at him. “Is it so, indeed?” he questioned. “Will 

they not know me for a king if I have not a king's raiment?” 

“They will not know thee, my lord”, cried the Chamberlain. 

“I had thought that there had been men who were kinglike”, he answered, “but 

it may be as thou sayest. And yet I will not wear this robe, nor will I be crowned with 

this crown, but even as I came to the palace so will I go forth from it”. 

And he bade them all leave him, save one page whom he kept as his 

companion, a lad a year younger than himself. Him he kept for his service, and when 

he had bathed himself in clear water, he opened a great painted chest, and from it he 

took the leathern tunic and rough sheepskin cloak that he had worn when he had 

watched on the hillside the shaggy goats of the goatherd. These he put on, and in his 

hand he took his rude shepherd's staff. 

And the little page opened his big blue eyes in wonder, and said smiling to 

him, “My lord, I see thy robe and thy sceptre, but where is thy crown?” 

And the young King plucked a spray of wild briar that was climbing over the 

balcony, and bent it, and made a circlet of it, and set it on his own head. 

“This shall he my crown”, he answered. 

And thus attired he passed out of his chamber into the Great Hall, where the 

nobles were waiting for him. 
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And the nobles made merry, and some of them cried out to him, “My lord, the 

people wait for their king, and thou showest them a beggar”, and others were wroth 

and said, 'He brings shame upon our state, and is unworthy to be our master.' But he 

answered them not a word, but passed on, and went down the bright porphyry 

staircase, and out through the gates of bronze, and mounted upon his horse, and rode 

towards the cathedral, the little page running beside him. 

And the people laughed and said, “It is the King's fool who is riding by”, and 

they mocked him. 

And he drew rein and said, “Nay, but I am the King”. And he told them his 

three dreams. 

And a man came out of the crowd and spake bitterly to him, and said, “Sir, 

knowest thou not that out of the luxury of the rich cometh the life of the poor? By 

your pomp we are nurtured, and your vices give us bread. To toil for a hard master is 

bitter, but to have no master to toil for is more bitter still. Thinkest thou that the 

ravens will feed us? And what cure hast thou for these things? Wilt thou say to the 

buyer, “Thou shalt buy for so much”, and to the seller, “Thou shalt sell at this 

price”?I trow not. Therefore go back to thy Palace and put on thy purple and fine 

linen. What hast thou to do with us, and what we suffer?” 

“Are not the rich and the poor brothers?” asked the young King. 

“Ay”, answered the man, “and the name of the rich brother is Cain”. 

And the young King's eyes filled with tears, and he rode on through the 

murmurs of the people, and the little page grew afraid and left him. 

And when he reached the great portal of the cathedral, the soldiers thrust their 

halberts out and said, “What dost thou seek here? None enters by this door but the 

King”. 

And his face flushed with anger, and he said to them, “I am the King”, and 

waved their halberts aside and passed in. 

And when the old Bishop saw him coming in his goatherd's dress, he rose up in 

wonder from his throne, and went to meet him, and said to him, “My son, is this a 

king's apparel? And with what crown shall I crown thee, and what sceptre shall I 

place in thy hand? Surely this should be to thee a day of joy, and not a day of 

abasement”. 

“Shall Joy wear what Grief has fashioned?” said the young King. And he told 

him his three dreams. 

And when the Bishop had heard them he knit his brows, and said, “My son, I 

am an old man, and in the winter of my days, and I know that many evil things are 

done in the wide world. The fierce robbers come down from the mountains, and carry 

off the little children, and sell them to the Moors. The lions lie in wait for the 

caravans, and leap upon the camels. The wild boar roots up the corn in the valley, and 

the foxes gnaw the vines upon the hill. The pirates lay waste the sea-coast and burn 

the ships of the fishermen, and take their nets from them. In the salt-marshes live the 

lepers; they have houses of wattled reeds, and none may come nigh them. The 

beggars wander through the cities, and eat their food with the dogs. Canst thou make 

these things not to be? Wilt thou take the leper for thy bedfellow, and set the beggar 

at thy board? Shall the lion do thy bidding, and the wild boar obey thee? Is not He 
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who made misery wiser than thou art? Wherefore I praise thee not for this that thou 

hast done, but I bid thee ride back to the Palace and make thy face glad, and put on 

the raiment that beseemeth a king, and with the crown of gold I will crown thee, and 

the sceptre of pearl will I place in thy hand. And as for thy dreams, think no more of 

them. The burden of this world is too great for one man to bear, and the world's 

sorrow too heavy for one heart to suffer”. 

“Sayest thou that in this house?” said the young King, and he strode past the 

Bishop, and climbed up the steps of the altar, and stood before the image of Christ. 

He stood before the image of Christ, and on his right hand and on his left were 

the marvellous vessels of gold, the chalice with the yellow wine, and the vial with the 

holy oil. He knelt before the image of Christ, and the great candles burned brightly by 

the jewelled shrine, and the smoke of the incense curled in thin blue wreaths through 

the dome. He bowed his head in prayer, and the priests in their stiff copes crept away 

from the altar. 

And suddenly a wild tumult came from the street outside, and in entered the 

nobles with drawn swords and nodding plumes, and shields of polished steel. “Where 

is this dreamer of dreams?” they cried. “Where is this King who is apparelled like a 

beggar--this boy who brings shame upon our state? Surely we will slay him, for he is 

unworthy to rule over us”. 

And the young King bowed his head again, and prayed, and when he had 

finished his prayer he rose up, and turning round he looked at them sadly. 

And lo! through the painted windows came the sunlight streaming upon him, 

and the sun-beams wove round him a tissued robe that was fairer than the robe that 

had been fashioned for his pleasure. The dead staff blossomed, and bare lilies that 

were whiter than pearls. The dry thorn blossomed, and bare roses that were redder 

than rubies. Whiter than fine pearls were the lilies, and their stems were of bright 

silver. Redder than male rubies were the roses, and their leaves were of beaten gold. 

He stood there in the raiment of a king, and the gates of the jewelled shrine 

flew open, and from the crystal of the many-rayed monstrance shone a marvellous 

and mystical light. He stood there in a king's raiment, and the Glory of God filled the 

place, and the saints in their carven niches seemed to move. In the fair raiment of a 

king he stood before them, and the organ pealed out its music, and the trumpeters 

blew upon their trumpets, and the singing boys sang. 

And the people fell upon their knees in awe, and the nobles sheathed their 

swords and did homage, and the Bishop's face grew pale, and his hands trembled. “A 

greater than I hath crowned thee”, he cried, and he knelt before him. 

And the young King came down from the high altar, and passed home through 

the midst of the people. But no man dared look upon his face, for it was like the face 

of an angel. 
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GEORGE BERNARD SHAW 

 

The Miraculous Revenge10 

 

    I arrived in Dublin on the evening of the fifth of August, and drove to the residence 

of my uncle, the Cardinal Archbishop. He is like most of my family, deficient in 

feeling, and consequently averse to me personally. He lives in a dingy house, with a 

side-long view of the portico of his cathedral from the front windows, and of a 

monster national school from the back. My uncle maintains no retinue. The people 

believe that he is waited upon by angels. When I knocked at the door, an old woman, 

his only servant, opened it, and informed me that her master was then officiating at 

the cathedral, and that he had directed her to prepare dinner for me in his absence. An 

unpleasant smell of salt fish made me ask her what the dinner consisted of. She 

assured me that she had cooked all that could be permitted in his Holiness's house on 

Friday. On my asking her further why on Friday, she replied that Friday was a fast 

day. I bade her tell His Holiness that I had hoped to have the pleasure of calling on 

him shortly, and drove to the hotel in Sackville-street, where I engaged apartments 

and dined. 

    After dinner I resumed my eternal search-I know not for what: it drives me to and 

fro like another Cain. I sought in the streets without success. I went to the theatre. 

The music was execrable, the scenery poor. I had seen the play a month before in 

London with the same beautiful artist in the chief part. Two years had passed since, 

seeing her for the first time, I had hoped that she, perhaps, might be the long-sought 

mystery. It had proved otherwise. On this night I looked at her and listened to her for 

the sake of that bygone hope, and applauded her generously when the curtain fell. But 

I went out lonely still. When I had supped at a restaurant, I returned to my hotel, and 

tried to read. In vain. The sound of feet in the corridors as the other occupants of the 

hotel went to bed distracted my attention from my book. Suddenly it occurred to to 

me that I had never quite understood my uncle's character. He, father to a great flock 

of poor and ignorant Irish; an austere and saintly man, to whom livers of hopeless 

lives daily appealed for help heavenward; who was reputed never to have sent away a 

troubled peasant without relieving him of his burden by sharing it; whose knees were 

worn less by the altar steps than by the tears and embraces of the guilty and wretched: 

he refused to humor my light extravagances, or to find time to talk with me of books, 

flowers, and music. Had I not been mad to expect it? Now that I needed sympathy 

myself, I did him justice. I desired to be with a true-hearted man, and mingle my tears 

with his. 

    I looked at my watch. It was nearly an hour past midnight. In the corridor the lights 

were out, except one jet at the end. I threw a cloak upon my shoulders, put on a 

Spanish hat and left my apartment, listening to the echoes of my measured steps 

retreating through the deserted passages. A strange sight arrested me on the landing 

of the grand staircase. Through an open door I saw the moonlight shining through the 

windows of a saloon in which some entertainment had recently taken place. I looked 

 
10 Shaw George Bernard. The Miraculous Revenge. [Електронний ресурс].  Режим доступу до журн. 
:http://manybooks.net/titles/shawgeor2033620336.html 
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at my watch again: it was but one o'clock; and yet the guests had departed. I entered 

the room, my boots ringing loudly on the waxed boards. On a chair lay a child's cloak 

and a broken toy. The entertainment had been a children's party. I stood for a time 

looking at the shadow of my cloaked figure on the floor, and at the disordered 

decorations, ghostly in the white light. Then I saw there was a grand piano still open 

in the middle of the room. My fingers throbbed as I sat down before it and expressed 

all I felt in a grand hymn which seemed to thrill the cold stillness of the shadows into 

a deep hum of approbation, and to people the radiance of the moon with angels. Soon 

there was a stir without too, as if the rapture were spreading abroad. I took up the 

chant triumphantly with my voice, and the empty saloon resounded as though to the 

thunder of an orchestra. 

   “Hallo sir!”“Confound you, sir– “Do you suppose that this— “What the deuce?” 

I turned; and silence followed. Six men, partially dressed, with disheveled hair, stood 

regarding me angrily. They all carried candles. One of them had a bootjack, which he 

held like a truncheon. Another, the foremost, had a pistol. The night porter was 

behind trembling. 

   “Sir," said the man with the revolver, coarsely, “may I ask whether you are mad, 

that you disturb people at this hour with such unearthly noise?” 

   “Is it possible that you dislike it?” I replied courteously. 

   “Dislike it!” said he, stamping with rage. "Why-damn everything--do you suppose 

we were enjoying it?" 

   “Take care: he's mad”, whispered the man with the bootjack. 

I began to laugh. Evidently they did think me mad. Unaccustomed to my habits, and 

ignorant of the music as they probably were, the mistake, however absurd, was not 

unnatural. I rose. They came closer to one another; and the night porter ran away. 

   “Gentlemen”, I said, “I am sorry for you. Had you lain still and listened, we should 

all have been the better and happier. But what you have done, you cannot undo. 

Kindly inform the night porter that I am gone to visit my uncle, the Cardinal 

Archbishop. Adieu!” 

I strode past them, and left them whispering among themselves. Some minutes later I 

knocked at the door of the Cardinal's house. Presently a window opened and the 

moonbeams fell on a grey head, with a black cap that seemed ashy pale against the 

unfathomable gloom of the shadow beneath the stone sill. 

  “Who are you?” 

   “I am Zeno Legge”. 

   “What do you want at this hour?” 

The question wounded me. “My dear uncle”, I exclaimed, “I know you do not intend 

it, but you make me feel unwelcome. Come down and let me in, I beg”. 

   “Go to your hotel”, he said sternly. “I will see you in the morning. Goodnight”. He 

disappeared and closed the window. 

I felt that if I let this rebuff pass, I should not feel kindly towards my uncle in the 

morning, nor indeed at any future time. I therefore plied the knocker with my right 

hand, and kept the bell ringing with my left until I heard the door chain rattle within. 

The Cardinal's expression was grave nearly to moroseness as he confronted me on the 

threshold. 
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   “Uncle”, I cried, grasping his hand, "do not reproach me. Your door is never shut 

against the wretched. Let us sit up all night and talk." 

   “You may thank my position and my charity for your admission, Zeno”, he said. 

“For the sake of the neighbors, I had rather you played the fool in my study than upon 

my doorstep at this hour. Walk upstairs quietly if you please. My housekeeper is a 

hard-working woman: the little sleep she allows herself must not be disturbed”. 

   “You have a noble heart, uncle. I shall creep like a mouse”. 

   “This is my study”, he said as we entered an ill-furnished den on the second floor. 

“The only refreshment I can offer you, if you desire any, is a bunch of raisins. The 

doctors have forbidden you to touch stimulants, I believe”. 

“By heaven!” He raised his finger. “Pardon me: I was wrong to swear. But I had 

totally forgotten the doctors. At dinner I had a bottle of Grave”. 

   “Humph! You have no business to be traveling alone. Your mother promised that 

Bushy should come over here with you”. 

   “Pshaw! Bushy is not a man of feeling. Besides, he is a coward. He refused to come 

with me because I purchased a revolver”. 

   “He should have taken the revolver from you, and kept to his post”. 

   “Why will you persist in treating me like a child, uncle? I am very impressionable, I 

grant you; but I have gone around the world alone, and do not need to be dry-nursed 

through a tour in Ireland”. 

   “What do you intend to do during your stay here?” 

I had no plans and instead of answering I shrugged my shoulders and looked round 

the apartment. There was a statue of the Virgin upon my uncle's desk. I looked at its 

face, as he was wont to look in the midst of his labor. I saw there eternal peace. The 

air became luminous with an infinite net-work of the jeweled rings of Paradise 

descending in roseate clouds upon us. 

   “Uncle”, I said, bursting into the sweetest tears I had ever shed, “my wanderings 

are over. I will enter the Church, if you will help me. Let us read together the third 

part of Faust; for I understand it at last”. 

   “Hush, man”, he said, half rising with an expression of alarm. “Control yourself”. 

   “Do not let tears mislead you. I am calm and strong. Quick, let us have Goethe: 

Das Unbeschreibliche,  

Hier ist gethan;  

Das Ewig-Weibliche,  

Zieht uns hinan”. 

   “Come, come. Dry your eyes and be quiet. I have no library here”. 

   “But I havein my portmanteau at the hotel”, I said, rising. “Let me go for it. I will 

return in fifteen minutes”. 

   “The devil is in you, I believe. Cannot”. 

I interrupted him with a shout of laughter. 

   “Cardinal,” I said noisily,“you have become profane; and a profane priest is always 

the best of good fellows. Let us have some wine; and I will sing you a German beer 

song”. 

   “Heaven forgive me if I do you wrong," he said; “but I believe God has laid the 

expiation of some sin on your unhappy head. Will you favor me with your attention 
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for awhile? I have something to say to you, and I have also to get some sleep before 

my hour of rising, which is half-past five”. 

   “My usual hour for retiring--when I retire at all. But proceed. My fault is not 

inattention, but over-susceptibility”. 

   “Well, then, I want you to go to Wicklow. My reasons”. 

   “No matter what they may be,” said I, rising again. “It is enough that you desire me 

to go. I shall start forthwith”. 

“Zeno! will you sit down and listen to me?” 

I sank upon my chair reluctantly. “Ardor is a crime in your eyes, even when it is 

shewn in your service,” I said. “May I turn down the light?” 

   “Why?” 

“To bring on my sombre mood, in which I am able to listen with tireless patience”. 

   “I will turn it down myself. Will that do?” 

I thanked him and composed myself to listen in the shadow. My eyes, I felt, glittered. 

I was like Poe's raven. 

“Now for my reasons for sending you to Wicklow. First, for your own sake. If you 

stay in town, or in any place where excitement can be obtained by any means, you 

will be in Swift's Hospital in a week. You must live in the country, under the eye of 

one upon whom I can depend. And you must have something to do to keep you out of 

mischief and away from your music and painting and poetry, which, Sir John Richard 

writes to me, are dangerous for you in your present morbid state. Second, because I 

can entrust you with a task which, in the hands of a sensible man might bring 

discredit on the Church. In short, I want you to investigate a miracle”. 

He looked attentively at me. I sat like a statue. 

   “You understand me?” he said. 

   “Nevermore,” I replied, hoarsely. “Pardon me,” I added, amused at the trick my 

imagination had played me, "I understand you perfectly. Proceed”. 

   “I hope you do. Well, four miles distant from the town of Wicklow is a village 

called Four Mile Water. The resident priest is Father Hickey. You have heard of the 

miracles at Knock?” 

I winked. 

   “I did not ask you what you think of them but whether you have heard of them. I 

see you have. I eed not tell you that even a miracle may do more harm than good to 

the Church in this country, unless it can be proved so thoroughly that her powerful 

and jealous enemies are silenced by the testimony of followers of their heresy. 

Therefore, when I saw in a Wexford newspaper last week a description of a strange 

manifestation of the Divine Power which was said to have taken place at Four Mile 

Water, I was troubled in my mind about it. So I wrote to Father Hickey, bidding him 

give me an account of the matter if it were true, and, if it were not, to denounce from 

the altar the author of the report, and contradict it in the paper at once. This is his 

reply. He says, well, the first part is about Church matters: I need not trouble you 

with it. He goes on to say”. 

“One moment. Is this his own hand-writing? It does not look like a man's”. 

   “He suffers from rheumatism in the fingers of his right hand; and his niece, who is 

an orphan, and lives with him, acts as his amanuensis. Well”. 
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   “Stay. What is her name?” 

“Her name? Kate Hickey”. 

   “How old is she?” 

   “Tush, man, she is only a little girl. If she were old enough to concern you, I should 

not send you into her way. Have you any more questions to ask about her?” 

   “I fancy her in a white veil at the rite of confirmation, a type of innocence. Enough 

of her. What says Reverend Hickey of the apparitions?” 

   “They are not apparitions. I will read you what he says. Ahem! 'In reply to your 

inquiries concerning the late miraculous event in this parish, I have to inform you that 

I can vouch for its truth, and that I can be confirmed not only by the inhabitants of the 

place, who are all Catholics, but by every persons acquainted with the former 

situation of the graveyard referred to, including the Protestant Archdeacon of 

Baltinglas, who spends six weeks annually in the neighborhood. The newspaper 

account is incomplete and inaccurate. The following are the facts: About four years 

ago, a man named Wolfe Tone Fitzgerald settled in this village as a farrier. His 

antecedents did not transpire, and he had no family. He lived by himself; was very 

careless of his person; and when in his cups as he often was, regarded the honor 

neither of God nor man in his conversation. Indeed if it were not speaking ill of the 

dead, one might say that he was a dirty, drunken, blasphemous blackguard. Worse 

again, he was, I fear, an atheist; for he never attended Mass, and gave His Holiness 

worse language even than he gave the Queen. I should have mentioned that he was a 

bitter rebel, and boasted that his grandfather had been out in '98, and his father with 

Smith O'Brien. At last he went by the name of Brimstone Billy, and was held up in 

the village as the type of all wickedness”. 

   ”You are aware that our graveyard, situate on the north side of the water, is famous 

throughout the country as the burial-place of the nuns of St. Ursula, the hermit of 

Four Mile Water, and many other holy people. No Protestant has ever ventured to 

enforce his legal right of interment there, though two have died in the parish within 

my own recollection. Three weeks ago, this Fitzgerald died in a fit brought on by 

drink; and a great hullabaloo was raised in the village when it became known that he 

would be buried in the graveyard. The body had to be watched to prevent its being 

stolen and buried at the crossroads. My people were greatly disappointed when they 

were told I could do nothing to stop the burial, particularly as I of course refused to 

read any service on the occasion. However, I bade them not interfere; and the 

interment was effected on the 14th of July, late in the evening, and long after the 

legal hour. There was no disturbance. Next morning, the graveyard was found moved 

to the south side of the water, with the one newly-filled grave left behind on the north 

side; and thus they both remain. The departed saints would not lie with the reprobate. 

I can testify to it on the oath of a Christian priest; and if this will not satisfy those 

outside the Church, everyone, as I said before, who remembers where the graveyard 

was two months ago, can confirm me”. 

   “I respectfully suggest that a thorough investigation into the truth of this miracle be 

proposed to a committee of Protestant gentlemen. They shall not be asked to accept a 

single fact on hearsay from my people. The ordnance maps shew where the graveyard 

was; and anyone can see for himself where it is. I need not tell your Eminence what a 
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rebuke this would be to those enemies of the holy Church that have sought to put a 

stain on her by discrediting the late wonderful manifestations at Knock Chapel. If 

they come to Four Mile Water, they need cross-examine no one. They will be asked 

to believe nothing but their own senses”. 

   “Awaiting your Eminence's counsel to guide me further in the matter, I am, etc”. 

   “Well, Zeno," said my uncle: "what do you think of Father Hickey now?” 

   “Uncle: do not ask me. Beneath this roof I desire to believe everything. The 

Reverend Hickey has appealed strongly to my love of legend. Let us admire the 

poetry of his narrative and ignore the balance of probability between a Christian 

priest telling a lie on his own oath and a graveyard swimming across a river in the 

middle of the night and forgetting to return”. 

   “Tom Hickey is not telling a lie, you may take my word on that. But he may be 

mistaken”. 

   “Such a mistake amounts to insanity. It is true that I myself, awakening suddenly in 

the depth of night have found myself convinced that the position of my bed had been 

reversed. But on opening my eyes the illusion ceased. I fear Mr. Hickey is mad. Your 

best course is this. Send down to Four Mile Water a perfectly sane investigator; an 

acute observer; one whose perceptive faculties, at once healthy and subtle, are 

absolutely unclouded by religious prejudice. In a word, send me. I will report to you 

the true state of affairs in a few days; and you can then make arrangements for 

transferring Hickey from the altar to the asylum”. 

   “Yes I had intended to send you. You are wonderfully sharp; and you would make a 

capital detective if you could only keep your mind to one point. But your chief 

qualifications for this business is that you are too crazy to excite the suspicion of 

those whom you have to watch. For the affair may be a trick. If so, I hope and believe 

that Hickey has no hand in it. Still, it is my duty to take every precaution” 

   “Cardinal: may I ask whether traces of insanity have ever appeared in our family?” 

“Except in you and in my grandmother, no. She was a Pole; and you resemble her 

personally. Why do you ask?” 

   “Because it has often occurred to me that you are perhaps a little cracked. Excuse 

my candor; but a man who has devoted his life to the pursuit of a red hat; who 

accuses everyone else beside himself of being mad; and is disposed to listen seriously 

to a tale of a peripatetic graveyard, can hardly be quite sane. Depend upon it, uncle, 

you want rest and change. The blood of your Polish grandmother is in your veins”. 

   “I hope I may not be committing a sin in sending a ribald on the church's affairs,” 

he replied, fervently. “However, we must use the instruments put into our hands. Is it 

agreed that you go?" 

"Had you not delayed me with the story, which I might as well have learned on the 

spot, I should have been there already”. 

   “There is no occasion for impatience, Zeno. I must send to Hickey and find a place 

for you. I shall tell him you are going to recover your health, as, in fact, you are. And, 

Zeno, in Heaven's name be discreet. Try to act like a man of sense. Do not dispute 

with Hickey on matters of religion. Since you are my nephew, you had better not 

disgrace me”. 

   “I shall become an ardent Catholic, and do you infinite credit, uncle”. 
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   “I wish you would, although you would hardly be an acquisition to the Church. And 

now I must turn you out. It is nearly three o'clock; and I need some sleep. Do you 

know your way back to your hotel?” 

   “I need not stir. I can sleep in this chair. Go to bed, and never mind me”. 

   “I shall not close my eyes until you are safely out of the house. Come, rouse 

yourself and say good-night”. 

 

* * * * * 

The following is a copy of my first report to the Cardinal: 

   “Four Mile Water,  

County Wicklow,  

10th August. 

   “My Dear Uncle, 

   “The miracle is genuine. I have affected perfect credulity in order to throw the 

Hickeys and countryfolk off their guard with me. I have listened to their method of 

convincing the sceptical strangers. I have examined the ordnance maps, and cross-

examined the neighboring Protestant gentlefolk. I have spent a day upon the ground 

on each side of the water, and have visited it at midnight. I have considered the 

upheaval theories, subsidence theories, volcanic theories, and tidal wave theories 

which the provincial savants have suggested. They are all untenable. There is only 

one scoffer in the district, an Orangeman; and he admits the removal of the cemetery, 

but says it was dug up and transplanted in the night by a body of men under the 

command of Father Tom. This is also out of the question. The interment of Brimstone 

Billy was the first which had taken place for four years; and his is the only grave 

which bears the trace of recent digging. It is alone on the north bank; and the 

inhabitants shun it after night fall. As each passer-by during the day throws a stone 

upon it, it will soon be marked by a large cairn. The graveyard, with a ruined stone 

chapel still standing in its midst, is on the south side. You may send down a 

committee to investigate the matter as soon as you please. There can be no doubt as 

to the miracle having actually taken place, as recorded by Hickey. As for me, I have 

grown so accustomed to it that if the county Wicklow were to waltz off with me to 

Middlesex, I should be quite impatient of any expression of surprise from my friends 

in London. 

    Is not the above a businesslike statement? Away, then, with this stale miracle. If 

you would see for yourself a miracle which can never pall, a vision of youth and 

health to be crowned with garlands for ever, come down and see Kate Hickey, whom 

you suppose to be a little girl. Illusion, my lord cardinal, illusion! She is seventeen, 

with a bloom and a brogue that would lay your asceticism in ashes at a flash. To her I 

am an object of wonder, a strange man bred in wicked cities. She is courted by six 

feet of farming material, chopped off a spare length of coarse humanity by the 

Almighty, and flung into Wicklow to plough the fields. His name is Phil Langan; and 

he hates me. I have to consort with him for the sake of Father Tom, whom I entertain 

vastly by stories of your wild oats sown at Salamanca. I exhausted my authentic 

anecdotes the first day; and now I invent gallant escapades with Spanish donnas, in 

which you figure as a youth of unstable morals. This delights Father Tom infinitely. I 
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feel that I have done you a service by thus casting on the cold sacerdotal abstraction 

which formerly represented you in Kate's imagination a ray of vivifying passion. 

What a country this is! A Hesperidean garden: such skies! Adieu, uncle. 

Zeno Legge”. 

 

 

* * * * * 

    Behold me, at Four Mile Water, in love. I had been in love frequently; but not 

oftener than once a year had I encountered a woman who affected me so seriously as 

Kate Hickey. She was so shrewd, and yet so flippant! When I spoke of art she 

yawned. When I deplored the sordidness of the world she laughed, and called me 

"poor fellow!" When I told her what a treasure of beauty and freshness she had she 

ridiculed me. When I reproached her with her brutality she became angry, and 

sneered at me for being what she called a fine gentleman. One sunny afternoon we 

were standing at the gate of her uncle's house, she looking down the dusty road for 

the detestable Langan, I watching the spotless azure sky, when she said: 

   “How soon are you going back to London?” 

   “I am not going back to London. Miss Hickey. I am not yet tired of Four Mile 

Water”. 

   “I am sure that Four Mile Water ought to be proud of your approbation”. 

   “You disapprove of my liking it, then? Or is it that you grudge me the happiness I 

have found here? I think Irish ladies grudge a man a moment's peace”. 

   “I wonder you have ever prevailed on yourself to associate with Irish ladies, since 

they are so far beneath you”. 

   “Did I say they were beneath me, Miss Hickey? I feel that I have made a deep 

impression on you." 

"Indeed! Yes, you're quite right. I assure you I can't sleep at night for thinking of you, 

Mr. Legge. It's the best a Christian can do, seeing you think so mightly little of 

yourself”. 

   “You are triply wrong, Miss Hickey: wrong to be sarcastic with me, wrong to 

discourage the candor with which you think of me sometimes, and wrong to 

discourage the candor with which I always avow that I think constantly of myself”. 

   “Then you had better not speak to me, since I have no manners”. 

“Again! Did I say you had no manners? The warmest expressions of regard from my 

mouth seem to reach your ears transformed into insults. Were I to repeat the Litany of 

the Blessed Virgin, you would retort as though I had been reproaching you. This is 

because you hate me. You never misunderstand Langan, whom you love”. 

   “I don't know what London manners are, Mr. Legge; but in Ireland gentlemen are 

expected to mind their own business. How dare you say I love Mr. Langan?” 

   “Then you do not love him?” 

   “It is nothing to you whether I love him or not”. 

“Nothing to me that you hate me and love another?” 

   “I didn't say I hated you. You're not so very clever yourself at understanding what 

people say, though you make such a fuss because they don't understand you”. Here, 

as she glanced down the road she suddenly looked glad. 
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   “Aha!” I said. 

   “What do you mean by 'Aha!” 

“No matter. I will now show you what a man's sympathy is. As you perceived just 

then, Langan--who is too tall for his age, by-the-by--is coming to pay you a visit. 

Well, instead of staying with you, as a jealous woman would, I will withdraw”. 

   “I don't care whether you go or stay, I'm sure. I wonder what you would give to be 

as fine a man as Mr. Langan?” 

   “All I possess: I swear it! But solely because you admire tall men more than broad 

views. Mr. Langan may be defined geometrically as length without breadth; altitude 

without position; a line on the landscape, not a point in it”. 

   “How very clever you are!” 

   “You don't understand me, I see. Here comes your lover, stepping over the wall like 

a camel. And here go I out through the gate like a Christian. Good afternoon, Mr. 

Langan. I am going because Miss Hickey has something to say to you about me 

which she would rather not say in my presence. You will excuse me?” 

   “Oh, I'll excuse you,” he said boorishly. I smiled, and went out. Before I was out of 

hearing, Kate whispered vehemently to him, “I hate that fellow”. 

I smiled again; but I had scarcely done so when my spirits fell. I walked hastily away 

with a coarse threatening sound in my ears like that of the clarionets whose sustained 

low notes darken the woodland in “Der Frieschutz”. I found myself presently at the 

graveyard. It was a barren place, enclosed by a mud wall with a gate to admit 

funerals, and numerous gaps to admit peasantry, who made short cuts across it as 

they went to and fro between Four Mile Water and the market town. The graves were 

mounds overgrown with grass: there was no keeper; nor were there flowers, railings, 

or any other conventionalities that make an English graveyard repulsive. A great 

thornbush, near what was called the grave of the holy sisters, was covered with scraps 

of cloth and flannel, attached by peasant women who had prayed before it. There 

were three kneeling there as I enterd; for the reputation of the place had been revived 

of late by the miracle; and a ferry had been established close by, to conduct visitors 

over the route taken by the graveyard. From where I stood I could see on the opposite 

bank the heap of stones, perceptibly increased since my last visit, marking the 

deserted grave of Brimstone Billy. I strained my eyes broodingly at it for some 

minutes, and then descended the river bank and entered the boat. 

   “Good evenin t'your honor”, said the ferryman, and set to work to draw the boat 

over hand by a rope stretched across the water. 

   “Good evening. Is your business beginning to fall off yet?” 

   “Faith, it never was as good as it might a been. The people that comes from the 

south side can see Billy's graveLord have mercy on him!--across the wather; and they 

think bad of payin a penny to put a stone over him. It's them that lives towrst Dublin 

that makes the journey. Your honor is the third I've brought from the south to north 

this blessed day”. 

   “When do most people come? In the afternoon, I suppose?” 

“All hours, sur, except afther dusk. There isn't a sowl in the counthry ud come within 

sight of the grave wanst the sun goes down”. 

   “And you! do you stay here all night by yourself?” 
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   “The holy heavens forbid! Is it me stay here all night? No, your honor: I tether the 

boat at siven o'hlyock, and lave Brimstone Billy-God forgimme!-to take care of it t'll 

mornin”. 

   “It will be stolen some night, I'm afraid”. 

   “Arra, who'd dar come next or near it, let alone stale it? Faith, I'd think twice before 

lookin at it meself in the dark. God bless your honor, an gran'che long life”. 

I had given him sixpence. I went on to the reprobate's grave and stood at the foot of 

it, looking at the sky, gorgeous with the descent of the sun. To my English eyes, 

accustomed to giant trees, broad lawns, and stately mansions, the landscape was wild 

and inhospitable. The ferryman was already tugging at the rope on his way back (I 

had told him that I did not intend to return that way), and presently I saw him make 

the painter fast to the south bank; put on his coat; and trudge homeward. I turned to 

the grave at my feet. Those who had interred Brimstone Billy, working hastily at an 

unlawful hour and in fear of molestation by the people, had hardly dug a grave. They 

had scooped out earth enough to hide their burden, and no more. A stray goat had 

kicked away the corner of the mound and exposed the coffin. It occurred to me, as I 

took some of the stones from the cairn, and heaped them to repair the breach, that had 

the miracle been the work of a body of men, they would have moved the one grave 

instead of the many. Even from a supernatural point of view, it seemed strange that 

the sinner should have banished the elect, when, by their superior numbers, they 

might so much more easily have banished him. 

It was almost dark when I left the spot. After a walk of half a mile I recrossed the 

water by a bridge and returned to the farm house in which I lodged. Here, finding that 

I had enough of solitude, I only stayed to take a cup of tea. Then I went to Father 

Hickey's cottage. 

Kate was alone when I entered. She looked up quickly as I opened the door, and 

turned away disappointed when she recognized me. 

   “Be generous for once”, I said. “I have walked about aimlessly for hours in order to 

avoid spoiling the beautiful afternoon for you by my presence. When the sun was up I 

withdrew my shadow from your path. Now that darkness has fallen, shed some light 

on mine. May I stay half an hour?” 

   “You may stay as long as you like, of course. My uncle will soon be home. He is 

clever enough to talk to you”. 

   “What! More sarcasm! Come, Miss Hickey, help me to spend a pleasant evening. It 

will only cost you a smile. I am somewhat cast down. Four Mile Water is a paradise; 

but without you it would be lonely”. 

   “It must be very lonely for you. I wonder why you came here”. 

   “Because I heard that the women here were all Zerlinas, like you, and the men 

Masettos, like Mr. Phil--where are you going to?” 

   “Let me pass, Mr. Legge, I had intended never speaking to you again after the way 

you went on about Mr. Langan today; and I wouldn't either, only my uncle made me 

promise not to take any notice of you, because you were--no matter; but I won't listen 

to you any more on the subject”. 

   “Don't go. I swear never to mention his name again. I beg your pardon for what I 

said: you shall have no further cause for complaint. Will you forgive me?” 
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She sat down evidently disappointed by my submission. I took a chair, and placed 

myself near her. She tapped the floor impatiently with her foot. I saw that there was 

not a movement that I could make, not a look, not a tone of voice, which did not 

irritate her. 

   “You were remarking,” I said, “that your uncle desired you take no notice of me 

because” 

She closed her lips and did not answer. 

   “I fear that I have offended you again by my curiosity. But indeed, I had no idea 

that he had forbidden you to tell me the reason”. 

   “He did not forbid me. Since you are so determined to find out”. 

   “No, excuse me. I do not wish to know, I am sorry I asked”. 

  “Indeed! Perhaps you would be sorrier if you were told I only made a secret of it out 

of consideration for you”. 

   “Then your uncle has spoken ill of me behind my back. If that be so there is no 

such thing as a true man in Ireland, I would not have believed it on the word of any 

woman alive save yourself”. 

   “I never said my uncle was a backbiter. Just to shew you what he thinks of you, I 

will tell you, whether you want to know or not, that he bid me not mind you because 

you were only a poor mad creature, sent down here by your family to be out of harm's 

way”. 

“Oh, Miss Hickey!” 

“There now! you have got it out of me; and I wish I had bit my tongue out first. I 

sometimes think--that I mayn't sin!--that you have a bad angel in you”. 

   “I am glad you told me this,” I said gently. “Do not reproach yourself for having 

done so, I beg. Your uncle has been misled by what he has heard of my family, who 

are all more or less insane. Far from being mad, I am actually the only rational man 

named Legge in the three kingdoms. I will prove this to you, and at the same time 

keep your indiscretion in countenance, by telling you something I ought not to tell 

you. It is this. I am not here as an invalid or a chance tourist. I am here to investigate 

the miracle. The Cardinal, a shrewd and somewhat erratic man, selected mine from 

all the long heads at his disposal to come down here, and find out the truth of Father 

Hickey's story. Would he have entrusted such a task to a madman, think you?” 

   “The truth of--who dared to doubt my uncle's word? And so you are a spy, a dirty 

informer”. 

I started. The adjective she had used, though probably the commonest expression of 

contempt in Ireland, is revolting to an Englishman. 

   “Miss Hickey,” I said: “there is in me, as you have said, a bad angel. Do not shock 

my good angel--who is a person of taste--quite away from my heart, lest the other be 

left undisputed monarch of it. Hark! The chapel bell is ringing the angelus. Can you, 

with that sound softening the darkness of the village night, cherish a feeling of spite 

against one who admires you?” 

   “You come between me and my prayers” she said hysterically, and began to sob. 

She had scarcely done so when I heard voices without. Then Langan and the priest 

entered. 
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   “Oh, Phil,” she cried, running to him, "take me away from him: I cant bear” -  I 

turned towards him, and shewed him my dog-tooth in a false smile. He felled me at 

one stroke, as he might have felled a poplar-tree. 

   “Murdher!” exclaimed the priest. “What are you doin, Phil?” 

   “He's an informer,” sobbed Kate. “He came down here to spy on you, uncle, and to 

try and show that the blessed miracle was a makeshift. I knew it long before he told 

me, by his insulting ways. He wanted to make love to me”. 

I rose with difficulty from beneath the table where I had lain motionless for a 

moment. 

  “Sir,” I said, “I am somewhat dazed by the recent action of Mr. Langan, whom I 

beg, the next time he converts himself into a fulling-mill, to do so at the expense of a 

man more nearly his equal in strength than I. What your niece has told you is partly 

true. I am indeed the Cardinal's spy; and I have already reported to him that the 

miracle is a genuine one. A committee of gentlemen will wait on you tomorrow to 

verify it, at my suggestion. I have thought that the proof might be regarded by them 

as more complete if you were taken by surprise. Miss Hickey: that I admire all that is 

admirable in you is but to say that I have a sense of the beautiful. To say that I love 

you would be mere profanity. Mr. Langan: I have in my pocket a loaded pistol which 

I carry from a silly English prejudice against your countrymen. Had I been the 

Hercules of the ploughtail, and you in my place, I should have been a dead man now. 

Do not redden: you are safe as far as I am concerned”. 

   “Let me tell you before you leave my house for good,” said Father Hickey, who 

seemed to have become unreasonably angry, “that you should never have crossed my 

threshold if I had known you were a spy: no, not if your uncle were his Holiness the 

Pope himself”.Here a frightful thing happened to me. I felt giddy, and put my hand 

on my head. Three warm drops trickled over it. I instantly became murderous. My 

mouth filled with blood; my eyes were blinded with it. My hand went involuntarily to 

the pistol. It is my habit to obey my impulses instantaneously. Fortunately the 

impulse to kill vanished before a sudden perception of how I might miraculously 

humble the mad vanity in which these foolish people had turned upon me. The blood 

receded from my ears; and I again heard and saw distinctly. 

   “And let me tell you,” Langan was saying, “that if you think yourself handier with 

cold lead than you are with your fists, I'll exchange shots with you, and welcome, 

whenever you please. Father Tom's credit is the same to me as my own; and if you 

say a word against it, you lie”. 

   “His credit is in my hands," I said, "I am the Cardinal's witness. Do you defy me?” 

   “There is the door”, said the priest, holding it open before me. “Until you can undo 

the visible work of God's hand your testimony can do no harm to me”. 

   “Father Hickey,” I replied, “before the sun rises again upon Four Mile Water, I will 

undo the visible work of God's hand, and bring the pointing finger of the scoffer upon 

your altar”. 

   I bowed to Kate, and walked out. It was so dark that I could not at first see the 

garden gate. Before I found it, I heard through the window Father Hickey's voice, 

saying, “I wouldn't for ten pounds that this had happened, Phil. He's as mad as a 

march hare. The Cardinal told me so”. I returned to my lodging, and took a cold bath 
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to cleanse the blood from my neck and shoulder. The effect of the blow I had 

received was so severe, that even after the bath and a light meal I felt giddy and 

languid. There was an alarum-clock on the mantle piece: I wound it; set the alarum 

for half-past twelve; muffled it so that it should not disturb the people in the adjoining 

room; and went to bed, where I slept soundly for an hour and a quarter. Then the 

alarum roused me, and I sprang up before I was thoroughly awake. Had I hesitated, 

the desire to relapse into perfect sleep would have overpowered me. Although the 

muscles of my neck were painfully stiff, and my hands unsteady from my nervous 

disturbance, produced by the interruption of my first slumber, I dressed myself 

resolutely, and, after taking a draught of cold water, stole out of the house. It was 

exceedingly dark; and I had some difficulty in finding the cow-house, whence I 

borrowed a spade, and a truck with wheels, ordinarily used for moving sacks of 

potatoes. These I carried in my hands until I was beyond earshot of the house, when I 

put the spade on the truck, and wheeled it along the road to the cemetery. When I 

approached the water, knowing that no one would dare come thereabout at such an 

hour I made greater haste, no longer concerning myself about the rattling of the 

wheels. Looking across to the opposite bank, I could see a phosophorescent glow, 

marking the lonely grave of Brimstone Billy. This helped me to find the ferry station, 

where, after wandering a little and stumbling often, I found the boat, and embarked 

with my implements. Guided by the rope, I crossed the water without difficulty; 

landed; made fast the boat; dragged the truck up the bank; and sat down to rest on the 

cairn at the grave. For nearly a quarter of an hour I sat watching the patches of jack-

o-lantern fire, and collecting my strength for the work before me. Then the distant 

bell of the chapel clock tolled one. I arose; took the spade; and in about ten minutes 

uncovered the coffin, which smelt horribly. Keeping to windward of it, and using the 

spade as a lever, I contrived with great labor to place it on the truck. I wheeled it 

without accident to the landing place, where, by placing the shafts of the truck upon 

the stern of the boat and lifting the foot by main strength, I succeeded in embarking 

my load after twenty minutes' toil, during which I got covered with clay and 

perspiration, and several times all but upset the boat. At the southern bank I had less 

difficulty in getting the coffin ashore, dragging it up to the graveyard. 

    It was now past two o'clock, and the dawn had begun; so that I had no further 

trouble for want of light. I wheeled the coffin to a patch of loamy soil which I had 

noticed in the afternoon near the grave of the holy sisters. I had warmed to my work; 

my neck no longer pained me; and I began to dig vigorously, soon making a shallow 

trench, deep enough to hide the coffin with the addition of a mound. The chill pearl-

coloured morning had by this time quite dissipated the darkness. I could see, and was 

myself visible, for miles around. This alarmed, and made me impatient to finish my 

task. Nevertheless, I was forced to rest for a moment before placing the coffin in the 

trench. I wiped my brow and wrists, and again looked about me. The tomb of the holy 

women, a massive slab supported on four stone spheres, was grey and wet with dew. 

Near it was the thornbush covered with rags, the newest of which were growing 

gaudy in the radiance which was stretching up from the coast on the east. It was time 

to finish my work. I seized the truck; laid it alongside the grave; and gradually pried 

the coffin off with the spade until it rolled over into the trench with a hollow sound 
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like a drunken remonstrance from the sleeper within. I shovelled the earth round and 

over it, working as fast as possible. In less than a quarter of an hour it was buried. 

Ten minutes more sufficed to make the mound symmetrical, and to clear the adjacent 

ward. Then I flung down the spade; threw up my arms; and vented a sigh of relief and 

triumph. But I recoiled as I saw that I was standing on a barren common, covered 

with furze. No product of man's handiwork was near me except my truck and spade 

and the grave of Brimstone Billy, now as lonely as before. I turned towards the water. 

On the opposite bank was the cemetery, with the tomb of the holy women, the 

thornbush with its rags stirring in the morning breeze, and the broken mud wall. The 

ruined chapel was there, too, not a stone shaken from its crumbling walls, not a sign 

to shew that it and its precinct were less rooted in their place than the eternal hills 

around.I looked down at the grave with a pang of compassion for the unfortunate 

Wolf Tone Fitzgerald, with whom the blessed would not rest. I was even astonished, 

though I had worked expressly to this end. But the birds were astir, and the cocks 

crowing. My landlord was an early riser. I put the spade on the truck again, and 

hastened back to the farm, where I replaced them in the cow-house. Then I stole into 

the house, and took a clean pair of boots, an overcoat, and a silk hat. These with a 

change of linen, were sufficient to make my appearance respectable. I went out again, 

bathed in Four Mile Water, took a last look at the cemetery, and walked to Wicklow, 

whence I traveled by the first train to Dublin. 

 

* * * * * 

    Some months later, at Cairo, I received a packet of Irish newspapers, and a leading 

article, cut from The Times, on the subject of the miracle. Father Hickey had suffered 

the meed of his inhospitable conduct. The committee, arriving at Four Mile Water the 

day after I left, had found the graveyard exactly where it formerly stood. Father 

Hickey, taken by surprise, had attempted to defend himself by a confused statement, 

which led the committee to declare finally that the miracle was a gross imposture. 

The Times, commenting on this after adducing a number of examples of priestly 

craft, remarked, “We are glad to learn that the Rev. Mr. Hickey has been permanently 

relieved of his duties as the parish priest of Four Mile Water by his ecclesiastical 

superior. It is less gratifying to have to record that it has been found possible to obtain 

two hundred signatures to a memorial embodying the absurd defence offered to the 

committee, and expressing unabated confidence in the integrity of Mr. Hickey”. 
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O HENRY 

 

The Enchanted Kiss11 

 

    But a clerk in the Cut-rate Drug Store was Samuel Tansey, yet his slender frame 

was a pad that enfolded the passion of Romeo, the gloom of Laura, the romance of 

D'Artagnan, and the desperate inspiration of Melnotte. Pity, then, that he had been 

denied expression, that he was doomed to the burden of utter timidity and diffidence, 

that Fate had set him tongue-tied and scarlet before the muslin-clad angels whom he 

adored and vainly longed to rescue, clasp, comfort, and subdue. 

The clock's hands were pointing close upon the hour of ten while Tansey was playing 

billiards with a number of his friends. On alternate evenings he was released from 

duty at the store after seven o'clock. Even among his fellow-men Tansey was 

timorous and constrained. In his imagination he had done valiant deeds and 

performed acts of distinguished gallantry; but in fact he was a sallow youth of 

twenty-three, with an over-modest demeanour and scant vocabulary. 

When the clock struck ten, Tansey hastily laid down his cue and struck sharply upon 

the show-case with a coin for the attendant to come and receive the pay for his score. 

   “What's your hurry, Tansey?” called one. “Got another engagement?” 

   “Tansey got an engagement!” echoed another. “Not on your life. Tansey's got to get 

home at Motten by her Peek's orders”. 

   “It's no such thing,” chimed in a pale youth, taking a large cigar from his mouth; 

“Tansey's afraid to be late because Miss Katie might come down stairs to unlock the 

door, and kiss him in the hall”. 

This last delicate piece of raillery sent a fiery tingle into Tansey's blood, for the 

indictment was true--barring the kiss. That was a thing to dream of; to wildly hope 

for; but too remote and sacred a thing to think of lightly. 

    Casting a cold and contemptuous look at the speaker--a punishment commensurate 

with his own diffident spirit--Tansey left the room, descending the stairs into the 

street. 

    For two years he had silently adored Miss Peek, worshipping her from a spiritual 

distance through which her attractions took on stellar brightness and mystery. Mrs. 

Peek kept a few choice boarders, among whom was Tansey. The other young men 

romped with Katie, chased her with crickets in their fingers, and "jollied" her with an 

irreverent freedom that turned Tansey's heart into cold lead in his bosom. The signs 

of his adoration were few-a tremulous “Good morning”, stealthy glances at her 

during meals, and occasionally (Oh, rapture!) a blushing, delirious game of cribbage 

with her in the parlour on some rare evening when a miraculous lack of engagement 

kept her at home. Kiss him in the hall! Aye, he feared it, but it was an ecstatic fear 

such as Elijah must have felt when the chariot lifted him into the unknown. 

But to-night the gibes of his associates had stung him to a feeling of forward, lawless 

mutiny; a defiant, challenging, atavistic recklessness. Spirit of corsair, adventurer, 

lover, poet, bohemian, possessed him. The stars he saw above him seemed no more 

 
11 Henry O. The Enchanted Kiss. [Електронний ресурс]. – Режим доступу до журн. 
:http://www.readbookonline.net/readOnLine/1886/ 
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unattainable, no less high, than the favour of Miss Peek or the fearsome sweetness of 

her delectable lips. His fate seemed to him strangely dramatic and pathetic, and to 

call for a solace consonant with its extremity. A saloon was near by, and to this he 

flitted, calling for absinthe-- beyond doubt the drink most adequate to his mood--the 

tipple of the roue, the abandoned, the vainly sighing lover. 

    Once he drank of it, and again, and then again until he felt a strange, exalted sense 

of non-participation in worldly affairs pervade him. Tansey was no drinker; his 

consumption of three absinthe anisettes within almost as few minutes proclaimed his 

unproficiency in the art; Tansey was merely flooding with unproven liquor his 

sorrows; which record and tradition alleged to be drownable. 

   Coming out upon the sidewalk, he snapped his fingers defiantly in the direction of 

the Peek homestead, turned the other way, and voyaged, Columbus-like into the wilds 

of an enchanted street. Nor is the figure exorbitant, for, beyond his store the foot of 

Tansey had scarcely been set for years--store and boarding-house; between these 

ports he was charted to run, and contrary currents had rarely deflected his prow. 

Tansey aimlessly protracted his walk, and, whether it was his unfamiliarity with the 

district, his recent accession of audacious errantry, or the sophistical whisper of a 

certain green-eyed fairy, he came at last to tread a shuttered, blank, and echoing 

thoroughfare, dark and unpeopled. And, suddenly, this way came to an end (as many 

streets do in the Spanish-built, archaic town of San Antone), butting its head against 

an imminent, high, brick wall. No--the street still lived! To the right and to the left it 

breathed through slender tubes of exit--narrow, somnolent ravines, cobble paved and 

unlighted. Accommodating a rise in the street to the right was reared a phantom flight 

of five luminous steps of limestone, flanked by a wall of the same height and of the 

same material. 

    Upon one of these steps Tansey seated himself and bethought him of his love, and 

how she might never know she was his love. And of Mother Peek, fat, vigilant and 

kind; not unpleased, Tansey thought, that he and Katie should play cribbage in the 

parlour together. For the Cut- rate had not cut his salary, which, sordidly speaking, 

ranked him star boarder at the Peek's. And he thought of Captain Peek, Katie's father, 

a man he dreaded and abhorred; a genteel loafer and spendthrift, battening upon the 

labour of his women-folk; a very queer fish, and, according to repute, not of the 

freshest. 

    The night had turned chill and foggy. The heart of the town, with its noises, was 

left behind. Reflected from the high vapours, its distant lights were manifest in 

quivering, cone-shaped streamers, in questionable blushes of unnamed colours, in 

unstable, ghostly waves of far, electric flashes. Now that the darkness was become 

more friendly, the wall against which the street splintered developed a stone coping 

topped with an armature of spikes. Beyond it loomed what appeared to be the acute 

angles of mountain peaks, pierced here and there by little lambent parallelograms. 

Considering this vista, Tansey at length persuaded himself that the seeming 

mountains were, in fact, the convent of Santa Mercedes, with which ancient and 

bulky pile he was better familiar from different coigns of view. A pleasant note of 

singing in his ears reinforced his opinion. High, sweet, holy carolling, far and 

harmonious and uprising, as of sanctified nuns at their responses. At what hour did 
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the Sisters sing? He tried to think --was it six, eight, twelve? Tansey leaned his back 

against the limestone wall and wondered. Strange things followed. The air was full of 

white, fluttering pigeons that circled about, and settled upon the convent wall. The 

wall blossomed with a quantity of shining green eyes that blinked and peered at him 

from the solid masonry. A pink, classic nymph came from an excavation in the 

cavernous road and danced, barefoot and airy, upon the ragged flints. The sky was 

traversed by a company of beribboned cats, marching in stupendous, aerial 

procession. The noise of singing grew louder; an illumination of unseasonable 

fireflies danced past, and strange whispers came out of the dark without meaning or 

excuse. 

    Without amazement Tansey took note of these phenomena. He was on some new 

plane of understanding, though his mind seemed to him clear and, indeed, happily 

tranquil. 

    A desire for movement and exploration seized him: he rose and turned into the 

black gash of street to his right. For a time the high wall formed one of its 

boundaries; but further on, two rows of black- windowed houses closed it in. 

Here was the city's quarter once given over to the Spaniard. Here were still his 

forbidding abodes of concrete and adobe, standing cold and indomitable against the 

century. From the murky fissure, the eye saw, flung against the sky, the tangled 

filigree of his Moorish balconies. Through stone archways breaths of dead, vault-

chilled air coughed upon him; his feet struck jingling iron rings in staples stone-

buried for half a cycle. Along these paltry avenues had swaggered the arrogant Don, 

had caracoled and serenaded and blustered while the tomahawk and the pioneer's rifle 

were already uplifted to expel him from a continent. And Tansey, stumbling through 

this old-world dust, looked up, dark as it was, and saw Andalusian beauties 

glimmering on the balconies. Some of them were laughing and listening to the goblin 

music that still followed; others harked fearfully through the night, trying to catch the 

hoof beats of caballeros whose last echoes from those stones had died away a century 

ago. Those women were silent, but Tansey heard the jangle of horseless bridle-bits, 

the whirr of riderless rowels, and, now and then, a muttered malediction in a foreign 

tongue. But he was not frightened. Shadows, nor shadows of sounds could daunt him. 

Afraid? No. Afraid of Mother Peek?Afraid to face the girl of his heart?Afraid of tipsy 

Captain Peek? Nay! nor of these apparitions, nor of that spectral singing that always 

pursued him. Singing! He would show them! He lifted up a strong and untuneful 

voice: 

   “When you hear them bells go tingalingling,” serving notice upon those mysterious 

agencies that if it should come to a face-to-face encounter “There'll be a hot time in 

the old town To-night!” 

    How long Tansey consumed in treading this haunted byway was not clear to him, 

but in time he emerged into a more commodious avenue. When within a few yards of 

the corner he perceived, through a window, that a small confectionary of mean 

appearance was set in the angle. His same glance that estimated its meagre 

equipment, its cheap soda-water fountain and stock of tobacco and sweets, took 

cognizance of Captain Peek within lighting a cigar at a swinging gaslight. 
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As Tansey rounded the corner Captain Peek came out, and they met /vis- a-vis/. An 

exultant joy filled Tansey when he found himself sustaining the encounter with 

implicit courage. Peek, indeed! He raised his hand, and snapped his fingers loudly. 

It was Peek himself who quailed guiltily before the valiant mien of the drug clerk. 

Sharp surprise and a palpable fear bourgeoned upon the Captain's face. And, verily, 

that face was one to rather call up such expressions on the faces of others. The face of 

a libidinous heathen idol, small eyed, with carven folds in the heavy jowls, and a 

consuming, pagan license in its expression. In the gutter just beyond the store Tansey 

saw a closed carriage standing with its back toward him and a motionless driver 

perched in his place. 

   “Why, it's Tansey!” exclaimed Captain Peek. “How are you, Tansey? H- have a 

cigar, Tansey?” 

   “Why, it's Peek!" cried Tansey, jubilant at his own temerity. "What deviltry are you 

up to now, Peek? Back streets and a closed carriage! Fie! Peek!” 

   “There's no one in the carriage,” said the Captain, smoothly. 

   “Everybody out of it is in luck,” continued Tansey, aggressively. “I'd love for you 

to know, Peek, that I'm not stuck on you. You're a bottle-nosed scoundrel”. 

   “Why, the little rat's drunk!” cried the Captain, joyfully; “only drunk, and I thought 

he was on! Go home, Tansey, and quit bothering grown persons on the street”. 

But just then a white-clad figure sprang out of the carriage, and a shrill voice - Katie's 

voice--sliced the air: “Sam! Sam!- help me, Sam!” 

Tansey sprung toward her, but Captain Peek interposed his bulky form. Wonder of 

wonders! the whilom spiritless youth struck out with his right, and the hulking 

Captain went over in a swearing heap. Tansey flew to Katie, and took her in his arms 

like a conquering knight. She raised her face, and he kissed her--violets! electricity! 

caramels! champagne! Here was the attainment of a dream that brought no 

disenchantment. 

   “Oh, Sam,” cried Katie, when she could, “I knew you would come to rescue me. 

What do you suppose the mean things were going to do with me?” 

   “Have your picture taken,” said Tansey, wondering at the foolishness of his remark. 

   “No, they were going to eat me. I heard them talking about it”. 

   “Eat you!” said Tansey, after pondering a moment. “That can't be; there's no 

plates”. 

But a sudden noise warned him to turn. Down upon him were bearing the Captain 

and a monstrous long-bearded dwarf in a spangled cloak and red trunk-hose. The 

dwarf leaped twenty feet and clutched them. The Captain seized Katie and hurled her, 

shrieking, back into the carriage, himself followed, and the vehicle dashed away. The 

dwarf lifted Tansey high above his head and ran with him into the store. Holding him 

with one hand, he raised the lid of an enormous chest half filled with cakes of ice, 

flung Tansey inside, and closed down the cover. 

The force of the fall must have been great, for Tansey lost consciousness. When his 

faculties revived his first sensation was one of severe cold along his back and limbs. 

Opening his eyes, he found himself to be seated upon the limestone steps still facing 

the wall and convent of Santa Mercedes. His first thought was of the ecstatic kiss 

from Katie. The outrageous villainy of Captain Peek, the unnatural mystery of the 
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situation, his preposterous conflict with the improbable dwarf--these things roused 

and angered him, but left no impression of the unreal. 

   “I'll go back there to-morrow,” he grumbled aloud, “and knock the head off that 

comic-opera squab. Running out and picking up perfect strangers, and shoving them 

into cold storage!” 

    But the kiss remained uppermost in his mind. “I might have done that long ago,” 

he mused. “She liked it, too. She called me 'Sam' four times. I'll not go up that street 

again. Too much scrapping. Guess I'll move down the other way. Wonder what she 

meant by saying they were going to eat her!” 

Tansey began to feel sleepy, but after a while he decided to move along again. This 

time he ventured into the street to his left. It ran level for a distance, and then dipped 

gently downward, opening into a vast, dim, barren space--the old Military Plaza. To 

his left, some hundred yards distant, he saw a cluster of flickering lights along the 

Plaza's border. He knew the locality at once. 

   Huddled within narrow confines were the remnants of the once-famous purveyors 

of the celebrated Mexican national cookery. A few years before, their nightly 

encampments upon the historic Alamo Plaza, in the heart of the city, had been a 

carnival, a saturnalia that was renowned throughout the land. Then the caterers 

numbered hundreds; the patrons thousands. Drawn by the coquettish /senoritas/, the 

music of the weird Spanish minstrels, and the strange piquant Mexican dishes served 

at a hundred competing tables, crowds thronged the Alamo Plaza all night. Travellers, 

rancheros, family parties, gay gasconading rounders, sightseers and prowlers of 

polyglot, owlish San Antone mingled there at the centre of the city's fun and frolic. 

The popping of corks, pistols, and questions; the glitter of eyes, jewels and daggers; 

the ring of laughter and coin--these were the order of the night. 

    But now no longer. To some half-dozen tents, fires, and tables had dwindled the 

picturesque festival, and these had been relegated to an ancient disused plaza. 

Often had Tansey strolled down to these stands at night to partake of the delectable 

/chili-con-carne/, a dish evolved by the genius of Mexico, composed of delicate 

meats minced with aromatic herbs and the poignant /chili colorado/--a compound full 

of singular flavour and a fiery zest delightful to the Southron's palate. 

    The titillating odour of this concoction came now, on the breeze, to the nostrils of 

Tansey, awakening in him hunger for it. As he turned in that direction he saw a 

carriage dash up to the Mexicans' tents out of the gloom of the Plaza. Some figures 

moved back and forward in the uncertain light of the lanterns, and then the carriage 

was driven swiftly away. 

    Tansey approached, and sat at one of the tables covered with gaudy oil-cloth. 

Traffic was dull at the moment. A few half-grown boys noisily fared at another table; 

the Mexicans hung listless and phlegmatic about their wares. And it was still. The 

night hum of the city crowded to the wall of dark buildings surrounding the Plaza, 

and subsided to an indefinite buzz through which sharply perforated the crackle of the 

languid fires and the rattle of fork and spoon. A sedative wind blew from the 

southeast. The starless firmament pressed down upon the earth like a leaden cover. 

In all that quiet Tansey turned his head suddenly, and saw, without disquietude, a 

troop of spectral horsemen deploy into the Plaza and charge a luminous line of 
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infantry that advanced to sustain the shock. He saw the fierce flame of cannon and 

small arms, but heard no sound. The careless victuallers lounged vacantly, not 

deigning to view the conflict. Tansey mildly wondered to what nations these mute 

combatants might belong; turned his back to them and ordered his chili and coffee 

from the Mexican woman who advanced to serve him. This woman was old and 

careworn; her face was lined like the rind of a cantaloupe. She fetched the viands 

from a vessel set by the smouldering fire, and then retired to a tent, dark within, that 

stood near by. 

    Presently Tansey heard a turmoil in the tent; a wailing, broken- hearted pleading in 

the harmonious Spanish tongue, and then two figures tumbled out into the light of the 

lanterns. One was the old woman; the other was a man clothed with a sumptuous and 

flashing splendour. The woman seemed to clutch and beseech from him something 

against his will. The man broke from her and struck her brutally back into the tent, 

where she lay, whimpering and invisible. Observing Tansey, he walked rapidly to the 

table where he sat. Tansey recognized him to be Ramon Torres, a Mexican, the 

proprietor of the stand he was patronizing. 

    Torres was a handsome, nearly full-blooded descendant of the Spanish, seemingly 

about thirty years of age, and of a haughty, but extremely courteous demeanour. To-

night he was dressed with signal magnificence. His costume was that of a triumphant 

/matador/, made of purple velvet almost hidden by jeweled embroidery. Diamonds of 

enormous size flashed upon his garb and his hands. He reached for a chair, and, 

seating himself at the opposite side of the table, began to roll a finical cigarette. 

   “Ah, Meester Tanse,” he said, with a sultry fire in his silky, black eyes, “I give 

myself pleasure to see you this evening. Meester Tansee, you have many times come 

to eat at my table. I theenk you a safe man-- a verree good friend. How much would it 

please you to leeve forever?” 

   “Not come back any more?” inquired Tansey. 

“No; not leave--/leeve/; the not-to-die”. 

   “I would call that,” said Tansey, “a snap”. 

Torres leaned his elbows upon the table, swallowed a mouthful of smoke, and spake - 

each word being projected in a little puff of gray. 

   “How old do you theenk I am, Meester Tansee?” 

“Oh, twenty-eight or thirty”. 

   “Thees day,” said the Mexican, “ees my birthday. I am four hundred and three 

years of old to-day”. 

   “Another proof,” said Tansey, airily, “of the healthfulness of our climate”. 

   “Eet is not the air. I am to relate to you a secret of verree fine value. Listen me, 

Meester Tansee. At the age of twenty-three I arrive in Mexico from Spain. When? In 

the year fifteen hundred nineteen, with the /soldados/ of Hernando Cortez. I come to 

thees country seventeen fifteen. I saw your Alamo reduced. It was like yesterday to 

me. Three hundred ninety-six year ago I learn the secret always to leeve. Look at 

these clothes I war--at these /diamantes/. Do you theenk I buy them with the money I 

make with selling the /chili-con-carne/, Meester Tansee?” 

   “I should think not,” said Tansey, promptly. Torres laughed loudly. 
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  “Valgame Dios”! but I do. But it not the kind you eating now. I make a deeferent 

kind, the eating of which makes men to always leeve. What do you think! One 

thousand people I supply--/diez pesos/ each one pays me the month. You see! ten 

thousand /pesos/ everee month! /Que diable/! how not I wear the fine /ropa/! You see 

that old woman try to hold me back a little while ago? That ees my wife. When I 

marry her she is young--seventeen year--/bonita/. Like the rest she ees become old 

and--what you say!--tough? I am the same--young all the time. To-night I resolve to 

dress myself and find another wife befitting my age. This old woman try to scr-r-

ratch my face. Ha! ha! Meester Tansee --same way they do /entre los Americanos/.” 

   “And this health-food you spoke of?” said Tansey. 

   “Hear me,” said Torres, leaning over the table until he lay flat upon it; “eet is the 

/chili-con-carne/ made not from the beef or the chicken, but from the flesh of the 

/senorita/--young and tender. That ees the secret. Everee month you must eat of it, 

having care to do so before the moon is full, and you will not die any times. See how 

I trust you, friend Tansee! To-night I have bought one young ladee-- verree pretty--so 

/fina, gorda, blandita/! To-morrow the /chili/ will be ready. /Ahora si/! One thousand 

dollars I pay for thees young ladee. From an /Americano/ I have bought--a verree tip-

top man--/el Capitan Peek/--/que es, Senor/?” 

For Tansey had sprung to his feet, upsetting the chair. The words of Katie 

reverberated in his ears:    “They're going to eat me, Sam." This, then, was the 

monstrous fate to which she had been delivered by her unnatural parent. The carriage 

he had seen drive up from the Plaza was Captain Peek's. Where was Katie? Perhaps 

already - before he could decide what to do a loud scream came from the tent. The 

old Mexican woman ran out, a flashing knife in her hand. “I have released her,” she 

cried.     “You shall kill no more. They will hang you --/ingrato/--/encatador/!” 

Torres, with a hissing exclamation, sprang at her. 

   “Ramoncito!” she shrieked; “once you loved me”. 

The Mexican's arm raised and descended. “You are old,” he cried; and she fell and 

lay motionless. 

Another scream; the flaps of the tent were flung aside, and there stood Katie, white 

with fear, her wrists still bound with a cruel cord. 

   “Sam!” she cried, “save me again!” 

Tansey rounded the table, and flung himself, with superb nerve, upon the Mexican. 

Just then a clangour began; the clocks of the city were tolling the midnight hour. 

Tansey clutched at Torres, and, for a moment, felt in his grasp the crunch of velvet 

and the cold facets of the glittering gems. The next instant, the bedecked caballero 

turned in his hands to a shrunken, leather-visaged, white-bearded, old, old, screaming 

mummy, sandalled, ragged, and four hundred and three. The Mexican woman was 

crawling to her feet, and laughing. She shook her brown hand in the face of the 

whining /viejo/. 

   “Go, now,” she cried, “and seek your senorita. It was I, Ramoncito, who brought 

you to this. Within each moon you eat of the life-giving /chili/. It was I that kept the 

wrong time for you. You should have eaten /yesterday/ instead of /to-morrow/. It is 

too late. Off with you, /hombre/! You are too old for me!” 
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   “This,” decided Tansey, releasing his hold of the gray-beard, “is a private family 

matter concerning age, and no business of mine”. 

With one of the table knives he hastened to saw asunder the fetters of the fair captive; 

and then, for the second time that night he kissed Katie Peek--tasted again the 

sweetness, the wonder, the thrill of it, attained once more the maximum of his 

incessant dreams. 

    The next instant an icy blade was driven deep between his shoulders; he felt his 

blood slowly congeal; heard the senile cackle of the perennial Spaniard; saw the 

Plaza rise and reel till the zenith crashed into the horizon--and knew no more. 

    When Tansey opened his eyes again he was sitting upon those self-same steps 

gazing upon the dark bulk of the sleeping convent. In the middle of his back was still 

the acute, chilling pain. How had he been conveyed back there again? He got stiffly 

to his feet and stretched his cramped limbs. Supporting himself against the stonework 

he revolved in his mind the extravagant adventures that had befallen him each time 

he had strayed from the steps that night. In reviewing them certain features strained 

his credulity. Had he really met Captain Peek or Katie or the unparalleled Mexican in 

his wanders--had he really encountered them under commonplace conditions and his 

over- stimulated brain had supplied the incongruities? However that might be, a 

sudden, elating thought caused him an intense joy. Nearly all of us have, at some 

point in our lives--either to excuse our own stupidity or to placate our consciences--

promulgated some theory of fatalism. We have set up an intelligent Fate that works 

by codes and signals. Tansey had done likewise; and now he read, through the night's 

incidents, the finger-prints of destiny. Each excursion that he had made had led to the 

one paramount finale--to Katie and that kiss, which survived and grew strong and 

intoxicating in his memory. Clearly, Fate was holding up to him the mirror that night, 

calling him to observe what awaited him at the end of whichever road he might take. 

He immediately turned, and hurried homeward. 

 

 

* * * * * 

   Clothed in an elaborate, pale blue wrapper, cut to fit, Miss Katie Peek reclined in an 

armchair before a waning fire in her room. Her little, bare feet were thrust into house-

shoes rimmed with swan's down. By the light of a small lamp she was attacking the 

society news of the latest Sunday paper. Some happy substance, seemingly 

indestructible, was being rhythmically crushed between her small white teeth. Miss 

Katie read of functions and furbelows, but she kept a vigilant ear for outside sounds 

and a frequent eye upon the clock over the mantel. At every footstep upon the asphalt 

sidewalk her smooth, round chin would cease for a moment its regular rise and fall, 

and a frown of listening would pucker her pretty brows. 

    At last she heard the latch of the iron gate click. She sprang up, tripped softly to the 

mirror, where she made a few of those feminine, flickering passes at her front hair 

and throat which are warranted to hypnotize the approaching guest. 

The door-bell rang. Miss Katie, in her haste, turned the blaze of the lamp lower 

instead of higher, and hastened noiselessly down stairs into the hall. She turned the 

key, the door opened, and Mr. Tansey side-stepped in. 
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   “Why, the i-de-a!” exclaimed Miss Katie, “is this you, Mr. Tansey? It's after 

midnight. Aren't you ashamed to wake me up at such an hour to let you in? You're 

just /awful/!” 

   “I was late,” said Tansey, brilliantly. 

   “I should think you were! Ma was awfully worried about you. When you weren't in 

by ten, that hateful Tom McGill said you were out calling on another -said you were 

out calling on some young lady. I just despise Mr. McGill. Well, I'm not going to 

scold you any more, Mr. Tansey, if it /is/ a little late--Oh! I turned it the wrong way!” 

Miss Katie gave a little scream. Absent-mindedly she had turned the blaze of the 

lamp entirely out instead of higher. It was very dark. 

Tansey heard a musical, soft giggle, and breathed an entrancing odour of heliotrope. 

A groping light hand touched his arm. 

   “How awkward I was! Can you find your way - Sam?” 

   “I - I think I have a match, Miss K-Katie”. 

A scratching sound; a flame; a glow of light held at arm's length by the recreant 

follower of Destiny illuminating a tableau which shall end the ignominious chronicle-

-a maid with unkissed, curling, contemptuous lips slowly lifting the lamp chimney 

and allowing the wick to ignite; then waving a scornful and abjuring hand toward the 

staircase - the unhappy Tansey, erstwhile champion in the prophetic lists of fortune, 

ingloriously ascending to his just and certain doom, while (let us imagine) half within 

the wings stands the imminent figure of Fate jerking wildly at the wrong strings, and 

mixing things up in her usual able manner. 
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ГЛОСАРІЙ ПЕРЕКЛАДОЗНАВЧИХ ТЕРМІНІВ 

 

Автопереклад – 1) переклад з однієї національної мови іншою (скажімо, 

франко-голландські та голландсько-французькі самопереклади 

бельгійських письменників ХХ ст., таких як Камілль Мелой або Марнікс 

Гійсен); 2) переклад з «регіональних» мов на мови з більшою кількістю 

мовців (прикладом чого можуть служити твори спершу створені автором-

шотландцем гаельською мовою, а пізніше перекладені ним же 

шотландським варіантом англійської мови, як це притаманно творчості 

Ш. МакЛіна); 3) переклад з діалектів на загальнонаціональну літературну 

мову (скажімо, самопереклади італійських «діалектних» поетів 

літературною італійською мовою, прикладом чого може бути поезія 

Джана Маріо Віальти). 

Адаптація – це такий перекладацький прийом, за якого зміст оригінального 

тексту відтворюється в перекладі в іншій формі, спрощено або 

ускладнено, залежно від соціальної та вікової категорії реципієнтів. 

Адаптація забезпечує основне відтворення інформації першотвору і 

зберігає належний обсяг перекладу. 

Адекватний переклад – це повноцінний правильний переклад оригінального 

тексту, за якого його зміст, форма, стилістичні особливості й авторська 

спрямованість / підтекст відтворюються без спотворення і суттєвих змін. 

Адекватний переклад завжди є літературним, тобто орієнтованим на 

літературні норми мови перекладу. 

Аналітичні методи редагування полягають у тому, що над математичними та 

логічними компонентами повідомлення (цифровими даними, поняттями, 

умовисновками, доведеннями) виконують обчислення (відповідно 

математичні або логічні) й порівнюють їх із даними, прямо чи 

опосередковано зафіксованими в цьому повідомленні або опублікованими 

в довідниках.  

Антонімічний переклад – це комплексна лексико-граматична трансформація, у 

якій одночасно здійснюються модифікації лексичної та синтаксичної 

структур. На практиці антонімічний переклад, як правило, пов’язується з 

заміною однієї з лексем оригіналу на її міжмовний антонім. При цьому 

дуже часто стверджувальна конструкція у реченні вихідного тексту 

замінюється на заперечну в перекладі і навпаки. 

Атенційні помилки виникають унаслідок порушення у повідомленні 

контактної функції мови й переключення реципієнтами уваги на інші 

об’єкти. Ці помилки пов’язані з волею реципієнта щодо сприйняття: 

автор намагається змусити реципієнтів сприймати повідомлення, а 

реципієнти або не почали його сприймати, або, розпочавши, припинили 

внаслідок переключення уваги. Наявність таких помилок особливо 

небезпечна для тих повідомлень, що розраховані на випадкове 

сприйняття (рекламні, агітаційні та пропагандистські).  
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Буквалізм – перекладацька помилка, яка є результатом відповідності 

формальних чи семантичних компонентів двох мов. 

Види еквівалентності – розрізняють такі п'ять видів еквівалентності: 

денотативну, конотативну, текстуально-нормативну, прагматичну, 

формальну. 

Відображувальні помилки полягають у тому, що у реципієнта при сприйманні 

знака виникає інший образ, ніж в автора повідомлення. 

Генералізація – заміна перекладного слова, яке має вузьке, конкретне значення, 

іншомовним еквівалентом, який має ширше, узагальнююче значення. 

Протилежне: конкретизація. 

Гіперонімічна заміна – перекладацька заміна гіпоніма гіперонімом 

(генералізація).  

Гіпонімічна заміна – перекладацька заміна гіпероніма гіпонімом 

(конкретизація). 

Граматична трансформація (або граматична заміна) – це перекладацький 

прийом, за якого граматична одиниця оригіналу передається в перекладі 

граматичною одиницею мови перекладу з іншим категоріальним 

значенням. 

Декомпресія (додавання) – представляє розширення тексту оригіналу, 

пов’язане з необхідністю повноти передачі його змісту, а також 

відмінностями граматичного устрою. Протилежне: компресія. 

Едитологія – наука, яка вивчає теорію редагування (від лат. „redactus” – 

приведений до порядку) повідомлень.  

Еквівалентний переклад – переклад, який здійснюється на рівні, необхідному і 

достатньому для передачі незмінного плану змісту. 

Еквівалентні відповідності – варіант перекладу, коли значення слів повністю 

однакове у двох мовах. 

Еквівалентність перекладу – збалансоване співвідношення двох 

найважливіших характеристик тексту оригіналу і тексту перекладу: 

повноти і точності змісту, що передається; збереження відносної рівності 

змістової, смислової, семантичної, стилістичної та 

функціональнокомунікативної інформації оригіналу та перекладу. 

Традиційно в перекладознавстві розрізняють повну еквівалентність 

(одиниця мови оригіналу повністю тотожна певній одиниці мови 

перекладу за семантичним обсягом, стилістичною належністю, 

сполучуваністю та ін.), часткову еквівалентність (коли певна вихідної 

мови не є тотожною певній одиниці цільової мови за семантичним 

обсягом і/або стилістичною приналежністю, сполучуваністю та ін.). Всі 

інші лексичні відповідності будуть варіантними; тобто, одному слову 

іноземної мови будуть відповідати декілька значень рідної мови, чи 

навпаки. 
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Значеннєві помилки полягають у у неправильному слововживанні, автори 

замість потрібних вживають слова з іншими значеннями. Особливо часто 

вони трапляються при аудіовізуальній передачі інформації. 

Канцеляризми – це слова чи словосполучення, які належать до офіційного або 

бізнесового функціональних стилів, але вжиті в художніх творах.  

Когнітивні методи редагування належать до числа тих, які передбачають 

контроль значення компонентів повідомлення (слів, словосполучень, 

речень тощо).  

Кодувальні помилки полягають у тому, що в коді знака (слова) є відхилення від 

норми. Тому кодувальними помилками є, наприклад, більша частина 

похибок.  

Компаративні методи редагування. Суть компаративних методів контролю 

полягає в тому, що з різних місць (точок) повідомлення вибирають ті 

компоненти, які описують один і той самий об’єкт чи в якомусь іншому 

плані є однотипними, а далі, порівнявши їх, з’ясовують, чи тотожні ці 

компоненти, чи ні. 

Компресія (стиснення) – будь-яке скорочення кількості членів речення або 

пропуск цих елементів у перекладі. Причини використання компресії: 

специфічні особливості граматичної структури мови, стилістичні або 

прагматичні фактори. Протилежне: декомпресія.  

Конкретизація – перекладацький прийом, зміст якого полягає в тому, що 

перекладна одиниця за своїм значенням більш конкретна, ніж вихідна. 

Протилежне: генералізація. 

Копіювальні помилки (спотворення) виникають внаслідок переписування, 

копіювання оригіналу або перекладу (наприклад, авторський оригінал 

передруковують у ЗМІ після редагування, проект видання передають 

каналами зв&apos;язку із ЗМІ у друкарню тощо). Для пошуку й 

видалення з повідомлення спотворень у видавничій справі проводять 

коректуру. Джерелами виникнення спотворень можуть бути 

інструментальні (технічні, програмні, інформаційні) засоби або персонал. 

Коректурними знаками (знаками виправлення) називають спеціально 

утворену для видавничої справи і прийняту на державному рівні 

(наприклад, у вигляді стандарту) множину знаків, які використовують для 

фіксації місця розташування помилок у повідомленні та задання методу їх 

виправлення. Коректурні знаки ділять на знак і для текстової й для 

ілюстраційної частин оригіналу.  

Лексичні трансформації – це передача значення лексичних одиниць оригіналу 

в даному контексті лексемами мови перекладу, що не є їхніми 

словниковими відповідниками, які змінивши свою внутрішню форму, 

передають сенс, актуалізований одиницями оригіналу. Загалом можна 

виокремити п’ять видів лексичних трансформацій: конкретизація, 

генералізація, зміщення, додавання та вилучення. 



85 
 

Локальні помилки виникають внаслідок відхилення місця, вказаного у 

повідомленні, від місця у світі, описуваному в матеріалі (реальному, 

псевдореальному чи ірреальному).  

Методи редагування – це послідовність процедур, які дають змогу 

відшукувати в окремих компонентах повідомлення відхилення від норм 

та виправляти їх. Різні дослідники виділяють різну кількість методів 

редагування, деталізуючи їх та розщеплюючи їх на окремі операції.  

Модальні помилки. Генеруючи текст, автори в переважній більшості випадків 

знають, у якому відношенні до дійсності перебуває їх повідомлення. 

Проте іноді, визначаючи таке відношення, і самі автори можуть 

помилятися, наприклад, коли видають наукову гіпотезу за фактичний 

стан речей.  

Модуляція, (логічний/смисловий) розвиток – це лексико-семантична 

трансформація логічного розвитку значень, яка полягає у заміні одного 

складника причинно-наслідкових відносин іншим, логічно з ним 

пов’язаним при збереженні інваріанта. Наприклад: He always made you say 

everything twice – Він завжди перепитував. 

Невідповідність – уривки вихідного чи перекладного тексту, які містять 

непередану або доповнену інформацію. 

Норма – це параметр, список, шаблон, структура (модель) чи положення, які в 

оптимальних повідомленнях служать для вираження компонентів їх 

структури.  

Нормативні помилки виникають тоді, коли в повідомленні є відхилення від 

конкретних норм, встановлених суспільством (конкретною державою).  

Норми еквівалентності перекладу – вимоги, що висуваються до відтворення 

змісту, форми, стилістики й внутрішнього підтексту оригіналу при його 

перекладі. Основні вимоги до перекладу художньої літератури: 

1. Точність. Перекладач зобов'язаний донести до читача повністю всі 

думки, висловлені автором. При цьому повинні бути збережені не тільки 

основні положення, але також нюанси і відтінки вислову. Піклуючись про 

повноту передачі вислову, перекладач разом з тим не повинен нічого 

додавати від себе, не повинен доповнювати і пояснювати автора. 

2. Стислість. Перекладач не повинен бути багатослівним, думки повинні 

бути викладені в максимально стислій і лаконічній формі. 3. Ясність. 

Слід уникати складних і двозначних оборотів, що ускладнюють 

сприйняття. Думка має бути викладена простою і зрозумілою мовою. 

4. Літературність. Переклад повинен повністю відповідати 

загальноприйнятим нормам літературної мови.  

Об'єднання речень – це перекладацький прийом, за якого синтаксична 

структура оригіналу перетворюється з двох чи більше простих речень в 

одне складне. Протилежна трансформація: членування речень. 
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Одиниці перекладу – одиниця мови, яка потребує самостійного 

перекладацького рішення. 

Основний парадокс теорії редагування – принципова неможливість отримати 

абсолютно безпомилковий текст і неможливість створити модель 

редагування, яка усувала б із тексту абсолютно усі помилки.  

Параметричні методи редагування. Суть параметричних методів полягає в 

тому, що компонент повідомлення порівнюють з відповідною нормою, 

сформованою в нормативній базі у вигляді параметра, і на підставі 

критерію відповідності вирішують, чи є в компоненті помилки, чи ні.  

Пароніми – слова, близькі за звучанням, але різні за значенням. 

Переклад – 1) діяльність, що полягає у варіативному перевираженні, 

перекодуванні тексту, породженого однією мовою, у текст іншою мовою, 

що здійснює перекладач, який творчо підбирає варіант залежно від 

варіативних ресурсів мови, виду перекладу, завдань перекладу, типу 

тексту й під впливом особистої індивідуальності; 2) процес діяльності 

перекладача по забезпеченню комунікації між носіями різних мов та 

обміну інформації між ними; 3) результат перекладацької творчості, 

тобто текст у його усній чи письмовій формі; 4) умовна назва 

перекладознавчих дисциплін. 

Перекладацькі трансформації – це міжмовні перетворення з метою 

досягнення перекладацької еквівалентності. Це навмисні відступи від 

структурного та семантичного паралелізму між текстом оригінал і 

текстом переклад на користь їх рівноцінності. Трансформація – основа 

більшості прийомів перекладу. Полягає в зміні формальних (лексичні або 

граматичні трансформації) або семантичних (семантичні трансформації) 

компонентів вихідного тексту при збереженні інформації, призначеної 

для передачі тексту. 

Перекладність – принципова можливість досягнення еквівалентності стосовно 

всього тексту або будь-якої його частини. 

Положеннєві методи редагування контролюють на відповідність компонентів 

повідомлення певним нормам (лінгвістичним, соціальним, 

психолінгвістичним, інформаційним і іншим).  

Помилка – об’єктивне відхилення від норми, яке є різницею між неправильним 

компонентом повідомлення та його нормативним (правильним) 

поданням.  

Прагматична адаптація – різновид перекладацької діяльності, спрямований 

на відтворення оригінального тексту з урахуванням рівня підготовки й 

сприйняття реципієнтів, їх соціальної і вікової категорії. 

Редагування – 1) вид професійної діяльності (в сфері друкування, 

книговидавництва, телебачення, радіомовлення); 2) складова частина 

процесу видавництва, яка включає творчу роботу редактора над 

рукописом твору з метою покращення його в ідеологічному, науковому, 
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літературному плані та підготовки до випуску в світ; 3) приведення змісту 

і форми будь-якого документу у відповідність із загальноприйнятими чи 

умовно встановленими вимогами і нормами. 

Рівні еквівалентності перекладу – виділяються п'ять так званих рівнів 

еквівалентності, з яких два перших (рівень слів, словосполучень і рівень 

речення) співвідносяться з прямими міжмовними трансформаціями, а 

решта припускають достатньо вільну інтерпретацію змісту 

перекладацького тексту на основі ширшого контексту. 

Семантичний буквалізм – помилка перекладача в результаті передачі 

семантичних компонентів слова, словосполучення без урахування інших 

факторів. 

Семантично адекватний переклад – переклад, який передає денотативне 

значення вихідного вислову та відповідає нормам мови перекладу. 

Семіотичні помилки поділяють на кодувальні, відображувальні та значеннєві. 

Ситуативні помилки виникають внаслідок відхилення ситуації, вказаної у 

повідомленні, від ситуації у світі, описуваної у тексті (реальному, 

псевдореальному чи ірреальному). Ситуативні помилки можуть виникати 

також унаслідок відхилення ситуації, на яку під час сприйняття 

повідомлення реципієнтами розраховував автор, від ситуації, яка виникла 

у час його сприйняття насправді.  

Спискові методи редагування. Для контролю повідомлень списковим методом 

редактор у своїй нормативній базі повинен мати всі необхідні списки 

(книги чи адреси Інтернет-серверів із такими списками). 

Спосіб перекладу визначається як об'єктивно існуюча закономірність переходу 

від однієї мови до іншої. 

Сприйняттєві помилки виникають лише у момент первинного сприймання 

повідомлення і спричинені певною двозначністю у тексті. У процесі 

остаточного сприймання вони, як правило, зникають.  

Стилістична модифікація – заміна в процесі перекладу елементів 

висловлювання, що належать до одного функціонального стилю, 

елементами іншого стилю. 

Структурні методи редагування полягають у тому, що структуру компонента 

повідомлення порівнюють із масивом структур, які є в нормативній базі, 

й на основі прийнятого критерію відповідності виявляють, чи тотожна ця 

структура якійсь структурі нормативної бази, чи ні. 

Тезаурусні помилки виникають у реципієнтів тоді, коли у повідомленні 

вживають знаки (слова), які відсутні в їх тезаурусі або не мають жодних 

зв’язків з іншими словами тезауруса. Такі помилки можна назвати ще 

релятивними (вони є помилками лише стосовно якоїсь певної групи 

реципієнтів). 
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Темпоральні помилки виникають внаслідок відхилення часу, вказаного у 

повідомленні, від часу в світі, описуваному в тексті (реальному, 

псевдореальному чи ірреальному).  

Теорія відповідностей – теорія, яка ґрунтується на твердженні, що 

перекладний текст завжди містить певну кількість інформації, яка 

відсутня у початковому тексті. 

Техніка перекладу – сукупність професійних прийомів, які використовуються у 

процесі перекладацької діяльності. 

Транслятема – одиниця перекладу. У реалістичній драмі чи комедії 

транслятема включатиме в себе обмін репліками між персонажами, у 

ліричному вірші вона дорівнюватиме порівнянню чи метафорі, а в тексті 

повісті чи оповідання розтягнеться від речення до абзацу. Транслятема 

щоразу виступає як певний «атом змісту», який не можна поділити без 

руйнування цього змісту. 

Фактичні помилки, до яких належать такі твердження, модальністю яких є 

реальність, проте ці висловлювання – хибні (наприклад, різниця у способі 

позначення міри вимірювань у нашій країні та в англомовних країнах).  

Функціональна заміна (або пошук функціонального відповідника) полягає в 

тому, що певна ситуація, описана засобами мови джерела, передається у 

мові перекладу видозміненими або іншими лексичними одиницями-

відповідниками, що складаються у словосполучення (синтагми, 

інформативні блоки, цілі речення та надфразові одиниці) згідно з 

нормами та правилами граматики, прийнятими в мові перекладу. 

Художній переклад – різновид літературної творчості, внаслідок якої твір, 

існуючи в одній мові, «оживає» в іншій. Зважаючи на те, наскільки точно 

Х.п. відтворює оригінал, його називають «вільним», «переспівом», 

«наслідуванням». Крім глибокого знання мови оригіналу, перекладач 

мусить бути обізнаним з його контекстом. Х.п. був відомий в Україні 

здавен. Особливо помітний слід у створенні антології світової літератури 

українською мовою залишили І. Франко, Леся Українка, М. Зеров, 

М. Рильський, М. Бажан, Борис Тен, М. Лукаш, Г. Кочур та ін. 

Членування речень – це перекладацький прийом, коли синтаксична структура 

речення мови оригіналу у процесі перекладу перетворюється на дві або 

більше предикативні структури кінцевого тексту. Внаслідок такої 

трансформації передаємо просте речення мови оригіналу складним у мові 

перекладу або перетворюємо просте чи складне речення на два чи більше 

окремих. Протилежна трансформація: об'єднання речень. 

Шаблонні методи редагування. Цей метод контролю полягає в тому, що на 

компонент повідомлення накладають шаблон, який є в нормативній базі, 

й на підставі прийнятого критерію відповідності виявляють, чи тотожний 

компонент повідомлення цьому шаблону, чи ні. У наш час діють два типи 
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шаблонів: прийняті державою у вигляді стандартів і рекомендовані 

науковою та довідковою літературою. 

Штамп – мовний зворот, що багаторазово повторюється без творчого 

осмислення і з певної причини втратив для мовця текстове інформаційне 

навантаження. В основі таких висловів часто лежить якийсь образ, але 

цей образ унаслідок частого вживання втратив свою оригінальність.  

Якість перекладу – показник оцінки здійсненого перекладу, який визначається 

точністю, якістю та літературністю перекладеного тексту. 
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