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AHHOTaUMS

[aHHas KHUra aganTupoBaHa cnegylowmm obpasom: TEKCT pa3duT Ha OTPbLIBKY,
KaXkObI N3 KOTOPbIX NOBTOPSAETCA ABaXAbl: CHa4Yana naeT aHrMMNCKUIN TEKCT C
,N0ACKa3kaMn“ — ¢ BKpansieHHbIM B HErO JOCMOBHbLIM PYCCKUM NepeBogoM U NEKCUKO-
rpammMaTmyecknmMm KOMMeHTapmeM (To eCTb aAanTUPOBAaHHbIN), @ 3aTEM — TOT e TEKCT,
HO Yy)Xe HeafanTupoBaHHbIN, 6e3 NoACKa3oKk.

HaunHatowwme ocBamBaTb aHIMUACKUA S3bIK MOTYT NPY 9TOM YMTaTb CHavana OTPbIBOK
TeKCcTa C NoAcKa3kaMu, a 3aTeM TOT XXe OTPbIBOK — 6e3 NoaCKa3ok.
CoBepLUEHCTBYOLLME CBOW aHIMIMNCKMIA MOMYT NOCTyNaTb HA0OOOPOT: yMTaTh TEKCT 6e3
noAckasok, No Mepe HeobXxo0AMMOCTM NoArMAAbIBast B NOACKA3KN.

3anomMnHaHMe CnoB 1 BblpaXeHNn NMPOUCXOLMT NPU 3TOM 3a CHET UX NOBTOPSEMOCTH,
6e3 3ybpexkun. Kpome Toro, untatenb NPUBLIKAET K NOTMKE aHIMUACKOrO A3bIKa,
Ha4YMHaeT ero ,4yBCTBOBATL".

Tak caenaHa nepBasi YacTb KHUMM (MPUMEPHO OA4Ha TpeTb). 3aTeM crieayeT OObIYHbIN
TEKCT CO CHOCKaMM TeX CrnoB, KOTopble yNoTpebnsaTca OTHOCUTENBHO PeakKo.

OTO KHMra n3basuTt Bac OT CTpecca NepBOro atana OCBOEHUS A3blka — OT
MEeXaHM4YEeCKOro NomcKa KaXkaoro cnosa B crioBape 1 oT 6ecnnogHoro ragaHus, Yto xe
BCe-Taku 3HaA4YMT dpasa, BCE CroBa 13 KOTOPOWN Bbl Y>KE HaLLSIN.

[nsa Tex, KTo HaYnMHaeT YYnUTb aHIMMNCKUIA «C HYNS» UK NpOoCTo Bontca cpasy untatb
TOMNCTbIA POMaH, B NPUITOXXEHMM K NEPBOMY TOMY AaH HECMNOXHbIN pacckad XeMuHryas
«Kunnepbl» — ¢ nonHbIM pazdopoM. MOXHO Ha4aTb C HEro, a 3aTemM NepPenTn K

«KpecTHOMyY OTLY».
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Book 1

Behind every great fortune there is a crime
3a kaxxabIM KpynHbIM 60raTcTBOM CKpbIBAETCA NPECTynieHne

— Balzac

Chapter 1

1 Amerigo Bonasera sat in New York Criminal Court (8 yronosHom cyae) Number 3
and waited for justice (>xgan npasocyausi); vengeance (mectu [‘vendGans]) on the men
who had so cruelly hurt his daughter (»xectoko Hagpyranuce; to hurt — paHuTs), who had
tried to dishonor her (o6ecyectuthb).

2 The judge, a formidably heavy-featured man (o4eHb KpynHbIA YenoBeK C rpyobiMu:
«TshkensiMny» Yeptamu nuua), rolled up the sleeves (3acyuun pykasa) of his black robe
as if to physically chastise (crosHo Ans Toro, 4To6bl dmanyeckn nokapaTthb [tfee’staiz])
the two young men standing before the bench (nepeg ckambein /nogcyammeix/). His face
was cold with majestic contempt (oT BeninyecTseHHOro npespenuns). But there was
something false in all this that Amerigo Bonasera sensed but did not yet understand.

3 "You acted like the worst kind of degenerates," the judge said harshly (xectkum
ronocowm; degenerate [di'dGendrit]). Yes, yes, thought Amerigo Bonasera. Animals.
Animals. The two young men, glossy hair crew cut (c 6nectawmmm Boriocamm, KOPOTKO
NoACTPWMIKEHHBIMU; Crew cut — NOACTPUXKEHHBIN exmnkoMm), scrubbed clean-cut faces (c
rnagko BbIOpUTbIMKU nuuamu; to scrub — mbiTh, ckpectr) composed into humble
contrition (NPUHSIBLUMMM: KCITOXXEHHBIMU B» CMUPEHHOE, CAMOYHUYMKUTENBHOE
BblpaXkeHue; contrite — katowmiics), bowed their heads in submission (nokopHo: «B
NMOKOPHOCTUY).

4 The judge went on. "You acted like wild beasts in a jungle and you are fortunate you
did not sexually molest that poor girl (Bale cyacTbe, 4TO Bbl HE U3HAcuKroBanu; to
molest — npuctasaTk; cekcyansHo gomoratecs) or I'd put you behind bars (3a peleTky)
for twenty years." The judge paused, his eyes beneath impressively thick brows (noa

BblpasnTenbHo rycteivMu 6possmn) flickered slyly (xutpo 6rnecHynn) toward the sallow-
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faced (B CTOpOHY MpayHoro: «c 6regHoBaTbIM, XXenToBaTbiM NMLOM») Amerigo
Bonasera, then lowered to a stack of probation reports before him (k ctonke, kune
NPOTOKOSIOB C Npocbbamu 06 yCrnoBHOM 0CBODOXAEHUU; probation — ycrnosHoe
ocBObOXAEHME, UCTbITaTenNbHbIN CPOK; report — coobuieHne). He frowned (Haxmypuncs)
and shrugged (noxan nneyamn) as if convinced against his own natural desire (cnosHo
ybexxaeHHbI NpoTUB CBOEro CO6CTBEHHOIO ECTECTBEHHOIO XernaHus). He spoke again.
5 "But because of your youth, your clean records (6e3ykopusHeHHoe rpoLuroe; record
— 3annck, cemaeTensCcTBo), because of your fine families, and because the law in its
majesty (3akoH B ceoeM Benu4ynn) does not seek vengeance (He uwiet mectn), | hereby
sentence you (s aTum npurosapusato Bac) to three years' confinement (3akntoyeHus) to
the penitentiary (8 /kaTopxHoii/ Tiopbme [peni'ten|dri]). Sentence to be suspended
(ycnosHo; to suspend — npnoctaHasnmeaTtb)."”

6 Only forty years of professional mourning (npodeccunoHansHoro Tpaypa; to mourn
[mo:n] — ckopbeTsb) kept the overwhelming frustration and hatred from showing
(BOCNpenaTcTBOBaIM BCEOXBATHOMY OTHAAHWUIO M HEHABUCTU NOKasaTbCes; to overwhelm
— 3axBaTbIlBaTb) on Amerigo Bonasera's face. His beautiful young daughter was still in
the hospital with her broken jaw (co crnomaHHon YenocTebo) wired together
(ckpenneHHou nposorsiokon); and now these two animales (3Bepu — utan.) went free? It
had all been a farce. He watched the happy parents cluster around their darling sons
(kak obcTynunu; cluster — kMcTb, Ny4yok, rpo3aek). Oh, they were all happy now, they
were smiling now.

7 The black bile (4epHas »xxenuyb), sourly bitter (kncro ropekas), rose in Bonasera's
throat, overflowed through tightly clenched teeth (nepenunace, Beinunack 4epes TecHo
cTucHyThle 3ybbl). He used his white linen pocket handkerchief (neHsHOM HocoBOM
nnatok) and held it against his lips. He was standing so when the two young men strode
freely up the aisle (npowaranu B HanpaBneHMM K BbIXOAY: «MO npoxony, B 6G0KOBOM
Kpblne 3anay; to stride), confident (ysepeHHo) and cool-eyed, smiling, not giving him so
much as a glance (gaxe He B3rnsiHyB Ha Hero). He let them pass (gan nm npontn)
without saying a word, pressing the fresh linen against his mouth.

8 The parents of the animales were coming by now, two men and two women his age
(ero Bospacta) but more American in their dress. They glanced at him, shamefaced
(cTblonvBO), yet in their eyes was an odd, triumphant defiance (cTpaHHbIN,
TpuymdanbHbI BbI3OB).

9 Out of control (noTtepsis camoobnagaHne), Bonasera leaned forward (HaknoHuncs

Bnepen) toward the aisle and shouted hoarsely (npokpuyan rpy6o), "You will weep as |
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have wept — | will make you weep as your children make me weep" — the linen at his
eyes now. The defense attorneys (agsokatbl 3awmThl [d’td:ni]) bringing up the rear
(3amblkas oBwkeHue; rear — Tbir; 3aa) swept their clients forward in tight little band
(noaTankusanu CBOUX KIMMEHTOB Briepe KOMMaKTHOM: «CXaToM» ManeHbKOW Ky4Kon),
enveloping (okpyas: «okyTbiBasi») the two young men, who had started back down the
aisle as if to protect their parents. A huge baliliff (cnyxawwn cyga) moved quickly to
block the row (3abrokmpoBaTb, nepekpbiTh pag) in which Bonasera stood. But it was not
necessary.

10 All his years in America, Amerigo Bonasera had trusted in law and order. And he
had prospered thereby (1 notomy: «npu atom, 4yepes ato» npousetan). Now, though his
brain smoked with hatred, though wild visions (Bugenus) of buying a gun and killing the
two young men jangled the very bones of his skull (oTganuce B camux kocTtax = gaxe B
KoCTsax ero yepena; to jangle — 3esakatk), Bonasera turned to his still uncomprehending
wife (k cBoen 0o cux nop HMYero He noHsiBLen xeHe) and explained to her, "They have
made fools of us (oHun ocTaBuM Hac B Aypakax, novsgesanucek Hag Hamun)." He paused
and then made his decision (peLueHune), no longer fearing the cost (6onbLue He 6o4ch
LieHbl /KOTOPYHO 3a 3TO npuaeTcs 3annatute/). "For justice we must go on our knees (3a

crnpaBeasIMBOCTbIO Mbl Ha KoreHsx nononsem) to Don Corleone.”

1 Amerigo Bonasera sat in New York Criminal Court Number 3 and waited for
justice; vengeance on the men who had so cruelly hurt his daughter, who had
tried to dishonor her.

2 Thejudge, a formidably heavy-featured man, rolled up the sleeves of his black
robe as if to physically chastise the two young men standing before the bench.
His face was cold with majestic contempt. But there was something false in all
this that Amerigo Bonasera sensed but did not yet understand.

3 "You acted like the worst kind of degenerates," the judge said harshly. Yes,
yes, thought Amerigo Bonasera. Animals. Animals. The two young men, glossy
hair crew cut, scrubbed clean-cut faces composed into humble contrition, bowed
their heads in submission.

4 The judge went on. "You acted like wild beasts in a jungle and you are
fortunate you did not sexually molest that poor girl or I'd put you behind bars for
twenty years." The judge paused, his eyes beneath impressively thick brows

flickered slyly toward the sallow-faced Amerigo Bonasera, then lowered to a
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stack of probation reports before him. He frowned and shrugged as if convinced
against his own natural desire. He spoke again.

5 "But because of your youth, your clean records, because of your fine families
and because the law in its majesty does not seek vengeance, | hereby sentence
you to three years' confinement to the penitentiary. Sentence to be suspended.”
6 Only forty years of professional mourning kept the overwhelming frustration
and hatred from showing on Amerigo Bonasera's face. His beautiful young
daughter was still in the hospital with her broken jaw wired together; and now
these two animales went free? It had all been a farce. He watched the happy
parents cluster around their darling sons. Oh, they were all happy now, they were
smiling now.

7 The black bile, sourly bitter, rose in Bonasera's throat, overflowed through
tightly clenched teeth. He used his white linen pocket handkerchief and held it
against his lips. He was standing so when the two young men strode freely up the
aisle, confident and cool-eyed, smiling, not giving him so much as a glance. He
let them pass without saying a word, pressing the fresh linen against his mouth.
8 The parents of the animales were coming by now, two men and two women his
age but more American in their dress. They glanced at him, shamefaced, yet in
their eyes was an odd, triumphant defiance.

9 Out of control, Bonasera leaned forward toward the aisle and shouted hoarsely,
"You will weep as | have wept — | will make you weep as your children make me
weep" —the linen at his eyes now. The defense attorneys bringing up the rear
swept their clients forward in tight little band, enveloping the two young men,
who had started back down the aisle as if to protect their parents. A huge bailiff
moved quickly to block the row in which Bonasera stood. But it was not
necessary.

10 All his years in America, Amerigo Bonasera had trusted in law and order. And
he had prospered thereby. Now, though his brain smoked with hatred, though
wild visions of buying a gun and killing the two young men jangled the very
bones of his skull, Bonasera turned to his still uncomprehending wife and
explained to her, "They have made fools of us." He paused and then made his
decision, no longer fearing the cost. "For justice we must go on our knees to Don

Corleone."
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1 In a garishly (pockowwHo, kpuknueo) decorated Los Angeles hotel suite, Johnny
Fontane was as jealously drunk (Tak >xe «peBHMBO MbAH» = MbSH U3-3a2 PEBHOCTU) as
any ordinary husband. Sprawled (passanueLunce) on a red couch, he drank straight
(npsimo) from the bottle of scotch in his hand, then washed the taste away by dunking
(makas) his mouth in a crystal bucket of ice cubes and water. It was four in the morning
and he was spinning drunken fantasies (rnnen = Boobpaxarn nbsHele paHTasum) of
murdering his trampy wife (4To OH ybuBaeT CBOM rynisLLyto XeHy; to tramp —
bpoasxHuyaTe) when she got home, if she ever did come home (ecrnn BoobLe npuaer).
It was too late to call his first wife and ask about the kids and he felt funny about calling
any of his friends (emy ObIf10 HENOBKO, KaK-TO HE XOTENOCHb 3BOHUTb KOMY-HUBYAb 13
apysein) now that his career was plunging downhill (netena: «nagana BHU3; Hblpsna»
BHU3 M0 CKIIOHY, ¢ ropkun). There had been a time when they would have been delighted
(6binn 661 B BOCTOpPre), flattered (nonbuyeHsl) by his calling them at four in the morning
but now he bored them (oH 6bin MM cky4eH = kasanca um 3aHygon). He could even
smile a little to himself as he thought that on the way up (korga geno wrno B ropy)
Johnny Fontane's troubles had fascinated (npuenekanu, 6b111 MHTEPECHBLI A515) Some
of the greatest female stars in America.

2 Gulping (notarueas: «rnotasay) at his bottle of scotch, he heard finally his wife's key
in the door, but he kept drinking until she walked into the room and stood before him.
She was to him so very beautiful, the angelic face, soulful (kuBble, «ogyLIEBNEHHbIEY)
violet eyes, the delicately fragile (HexxHO-xpynkoe) but perfectly formed body. On the
screen her beauty was magnified, spiritualized (Ha skpaHe ee kpacoTa 6bina
BO3BENNYeHHON, ogyxoTBopeHHou). A hundred million men all over the world were in
love with the face of Margot Ashton. And paid to see it on the screen.

3 "Where the hell were you?" Johnny Fontane asked.

4 "Out fucking (ana notpaxaTtbcsa xoguna)," she said.

5 She had misjudged his drunkenness (HEBEPHO OLEeHMNa ero onbsHEHNE = CTEMNEHb
ero onbsHeHns). He sprang over the cocktail table and grabbed her by the throat
(cxBaTun 3a rnoTky). But close up to that magical face, the lovely violet eyes, he lost his
anger (yTpaTtun ceoto 3rno06y) and became helpless again. She made the mistake of
smiling mockingly (HacmeLwnueo), saw his fist draw back (ysBngena, 4to oH cHoBa 3aHec
Kynak). She screamed, "Johnny, not in the face, I'm making a picture.”

6 She was laughing. He punched her (yaapun ee; to punch — ygapute kynakom) in the
stomach and she fell to the floor. He fell on top of her. He could smell her fragrant

breath (apomaTtHoe, 6naroyxaHHoe abixaHue) as she gasped for air (nosuna ptom
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Bo3ayx). He punched her on the arms and on the thigh muscles of her silky tanned legs
(wenkoBuCTbIX 3aroperblx Hor). He beat her as he had beaten snotty (connuebix)
smaller kids long ago when he had been a tough (kpyTbiM: «KeCTKMM, KPEMKNUM»)
teenager in New York's Hell's Kitchen (8 Agckon KyxHe = B ogHOM 13 KBapTarosB
B6eaHoTbl). A painful punishment (6onesHeHHoe HakasaHue) that would leave no lasting
disfigurement of loosened teeth (Hukakoro gnsuieroca = HagoNro NOBPEXAEHUA Bpoae
BblOMTOrO 3yba) or broken nose.
7 But he was not hitting her hard enough. He couldn't. And she was giggling (xuxukana)
at him. Spread-eagled (packuHyBLUMCb, pacnnacTtaswuce) on the floor, her brocaded
gown (nnaTtbe ¢ bapxaTHOW OTOPOYKOM, C BapxaTHbIMU HawmBKkamu; brocade [brou’keid])
hitched up (3agpaHHoe) above her thighs, she taunted him (Hacmexanack Hag HUM)
between giggles. "Come on, stick it in (BoTkHK ero). Stick it in, Johnny, that's what you
really want."
8 Johnny Fontane got up. He hated the woman on the floor but her beauty was a
magic shield. Margot rolled away (oTkaTunack B cTopoHy), and in a dancer's spring
(npepkkoM TaHLoBLMLELI) was on her feet facing him (HanpoTtuB Hero, nepeg HUM). She
went into a childish mocking dance (oHa Ha4ana no-4eTcKn HacMeLLSIMBO
nputaHuosbiBaTk) and chanted (Hanesana), "Johnny never hurt me, Johnny never hurt
me." Then almost sadly (no4tn rpycTHo, ¢ gocagon) with grave beauty (co ctporou
Kpacoton) she said, "You poor silly bastard (>xankuin, rmyneii BeIpOAOK), giving me
cramps (cygoporn /ceogdawme Horu/) like a kid. Ah, Johnny, you always will be a dumb
romantic guinea (TynbIM WHAKOKOM, FAyrnbiM POMAaHTUYHBIM UTanbSALWKOW; guinea-hen —
uecapka ['gini]; /cnenr, npe3put./ ntanesiwka), you even make love like a kid. You still
think screwing is really like those dopey songs (rnynoeatble, xarnkue, nowwnsie; dopey
Takke — HaxoasLwmncs nog sosgenctemem dope — HapkoTuka) you used to sing.” She
shook her head and said, "Poor Johnny. Good-bye, Johnny." She walked into the
bedroom and he heard her turn the key in the lock (B 3amke).
9 Johnny sat on the floor with his face in his hands. The sick, humiliating despair
overwhelmed him (yHn3uTenoHoe, yHuxXarLlee oTyasgHue ogonesarno, 3axnecTbiBano
ero). And then the gutter toughness (ynpsamcTBO, KpenocTb YIIMYHOrO MasibYnLLIKK;
gutter — BogocTok, kaHaea) that had helped him survive the jungle of Hollywood made
him pick up the phone and call for a car to take him to the airport. There was one
person who could save him. He would go back to New York. He would go back to the
one man with the power, the wisdom, he needed and a love he still trusted. His

Godfather Corleone.
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1 In agarishly decorated Los Angeles hotel suite, Johnny Fontane was as
jealously drunk as any ordinary husband. Sprawled on a red couch, he drank
straight from the bottle of scotch in his hand, then washed the taste away by
dunking his mouth in a crystal bucket of ice cubes and water. It was four in the
morning and he was spinning drunken fantasies of murdering his trampy wife
when she got home, if she ever did come home. It was too late to call his first wife
and ask about the kids and he felt funny about calling any of his friends now that
his career was plunging downhill. There had been a time when they would have
been delighted, flattered by his calling them at four in the morning but now he
bored them. He could even smile a little to himself as he thought that on the way
up Johnny Fontane's troubles had fascinated some of the greatest female stars in
America.

2 Gulping at his bottle of scotch, he heard finally his wife's key in the door, but
he kept drinking until she walked into the room and stood before him. She was to
him so very beautiful, the angelic face, soulful violet eyes, the delicately fragile
but perfectly formed body. On the screen her beauty was magnified, spiritualized.
A hundred million men all over the world were in love with the face of Margot
Ashton. And paid to see it on the screen.

3 "Where the hell were you?" Johnny Fontane asked.

4 "Out fucking," she said.

5 She had misjudged his drunkenness. He sprang over the cocktail table and
grabbed her by the throat. But close up to that magical face, the lovely violet eyes,
he lost his anger and became helpless again. She made the mistake of smiling
mockingly, saw his fist draw back. She screamed, "Johnny, not in the face, I'm
making a picture.”

6 She was laughing. He punched her in the stomach and she fell to the floor. He
fell on top of her. He could smell her fragrant breath as she gasped for air. He
punched her on the arms and on the thigh muscles of her silky tanned legs. He
beat her as he had beaten snotty smaller kids long ago when he had been a tough
teenager in New York's Hell's Kitchen. A painful punishment that would leave no
lasting disfigurement of loosened teeth or broken nose.

7 But he was not hitting her hard enough. He couldn't. And she was giggling at

him. Spread-eagled on the floor, her brocaded gown hitched up above her thighs,
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she taunted him between giggles. "Come on, stick it in. Stick it in, Johnny, that's
what you really want."

8 Johnny Fontane got up. He hated the woman on the floor but her beauty was a
magic shield. Margot rolled away, and in a dancer's spring was on her feet facing
him. She went into a childish mocking dance and chanted, "Johnny never hurt me,
Johnny never hurt me." Then almost sadly with grave beauty she said, "You poor
silly bastard, giving me cramps like a kid. Ah, Johnny, you always will be a dumb
romantic guinea, you even make love like a kid. You still think screwing is really
like those dopey songs you used to sing." She shook her head and said, "Poor
Johnny. Good-bye, Johnny." She walked into the bedroom and he heard her turn
the key in the lock.

9 Johnny sat on the floor with his face in his hands. The sick, humiliating
despair overwhelmed him. And then the gutter toughness that had helped him
survive the jungle of Hollywood made him pick up the phone and call for a car to
take him to the airport. There was one person who could save him. He would go
back to New York. He would go back to the one man with the power, the wisdom,

he needed and a love he still trusted. His Godfather Corleone.

1 The baker, Nazorine, pudgy (KOPpOTEHLKMIA U TONCTLIN /0 YenoBeke/; ManeHbLKNn 1
NNoTHbIN /0 npeameTe/) and crusty (NOKPbITbI KOPOYKOW; pasaparKUTENbHbIN,
HenpuBeTnMBLIN, rpybbin) as his great Italian loaves (6yxaHkn), still dusty with flour (Bce
eLLe MOKPbITbI MyYHOU Mbinbio; dust — nbine; flour — myka [flaud]), scowled at his wife
(cepawuncs, 6pocan cepanTble B3rnaabl, xmypuncs), his nubile (gocturwyto 6payHoro
BO3pacTa, co3pesLuyto [‘nju:bil]) daughter, Katherine, and his baker's helper, Enzo.
Enzo had changed into his prisoner-of-war uniform (nepeogencs B dpopmy
BOeHHonreHHoro) with its green-lettered armband (c noesizkon ¢ 3erneHbIM1 BykBamu,
Hagnuckto) and was terrified (6611 B ykace) that this scene would make him late
(3acTaBuT ero ono3garb) reporting (gonoxuts /o cebe/ = aButbesa) back to Governor's
Island. One of the many thousands of Italian Army prisoners paroled (ocBo60OXaeHHbIN
ycrnosHo [pd’raul]) daily to work in the American economy, he lived in constant fear (B
noctosiHHom ctpaxe) of that parole being revoked (oTmeHeHo: «oTo3BaHO»). And so the
little comedy being played now (koTopas cenvac pasbirpbiBanacek) was, for him, a
serious business.

2 Nazorine asked fiercely (rHeBHO), "Have you dishonored (o6ecuyectun) my family?

Have you given my daughter a little package (csepTtouyek) to remember you by now that
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the war is over (Tenepb, Korga BorHa 3akoH4unace) and you know America will kick
your ass (nHeT TBow 3a4 = BblbpocuT Tebs nuHkom nop 3an) back to your village full of
shit (B TBOO gepeBHto, nonnyto gepsbma [vilidG]) in Sicily?"

3 Enzo, a very short (Hu3kopocnein), strongly built boy («cunbHO crioXeHHbIN» napeHb),
put his hand over his heart and said almost in tears, yet cleverly (no4tn B crnesax, HO
pasymHo), "Padrone, | swear by the Holy Virgin (knsHycs Ceaton [Jeson) | have never
taken advantage of your kindness (s HMkoraga He 3noynoTpebnsan Bawmm
BenukogyLwmem; advantage [od’va:ntidG] — npenmyLLLeCTBO; Bbiroga, nonb3a; to take
advantage of — obmaHyTb, NepexnTpuTb Koro-nnbo; Bocnonb3oBaTbes YeM-nnbo). | love
your daughter with all respect. | ask for her hand with all respect. | know | have no right,
but if they send me back to Italy | can never come back to America. | will never be able
to marry Katherine."

4 Nazorine's wife, Filomena, spoke to the point (Bbickazanacbk no cytu, 6e3 gypakos).
"Stop all this foolishness (npekpatn Bce atn rnynoctn),” she said to her pudgy husband.
"You know what you must do. Keep Enzo here, send him to hide (npsitatbcs,
ckpbiBaTbCs) with our cousins in Long Island.” Katherine was weeping. She was already
plump (nonHown), homely (aomawHen, obbl4HOM = HeB3payHou) and sprouting a faint
moustache (c npobusarowmMmMmca nerkumm ycnukamu; to sprout — gasatb pocTtku; faint —
cnabbli, TycKnbIiA, HeyeTkui; moustache [méd’sta:/]). She would never get a husband as
handsome as Enzo, never find another man who touched her body in secret places with
such respectful love. "I'll go and live in Italy," she screamed at her father. "I'll run away if
you don't keep Enzo here."

5 Nazorine glanced at her shrewdly (B3rnsHyn Ha Hee NPOH3UTENBHO, BUAALLINM
HaCKBO3b B3rnagoM; shrewd — npoHu3biBalOWMI; NpoHuUaTenbHbin). She was a "hot
number" (ropsiyas wTy4dka) this daughter of his. He had seen her brush her swelling
buttocks (kak oHa Tepnacb cBOMMW NyxIibiIMU, Habyxalwmnmm aroguuamm) against
Enzo's front (o «nepén» 3HU0) when the baker's helper squeezed (npoTtucHyncs)
behind her to fill the counter baskets (4To6bl HANONMHUTL KOP3UHBLI 4151 pacdacoBKM)
with hot loaves from the oven (13 neun [Avn]). The young rascal's hot loaf would be in
her oven (ropsunin xnebel, aToro Herogsast okaxkeTcs B ee nedyke), Nazorine thought
lewdly (pa3BA3HO, LMHMYHO; lewd — NOXOTNMBLIN, HEMPUCTOMHBIN, pacnyTHbIN), if proper
steps were not taken (ecnu He ByayT NpeanpuHATLI Hagnexawme warn). Enzo must be
kept in America and be made an American citizen (1 caenaH amepuKaHcKUm
rpaxgaHuHom [‘sitizn]). And there was only one man who could arrange such an affair

(ynagute Takoe geno [d'reindG]). The Godfather. Don Corleone.
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1 The baker, Nazorine, pudgy and crusty as his great Italian loaves, still dusty
with flour, scowled at his wife, his nubile daughter, Katherine, and his baker's
helper, Enzo. Enzo had changed into his prisoner-of-war uniform with its green-
lettered armband and was terrified that this scene would make him late reporting
back to Governor's Island. One of the many thousands of Italian Army prisoners
paroled daily to work in the American economy, he lived in constant fear of that
parole being revoked. And so the little comedy being played now was, for him, a
serious business.

2 Nazorine asked fiercely, "Have you dishonored my family? Have you given my
daughter a little package to remember you by now that the war is over and you
know America will kick your ass back to your village full of shit in Sicily?"

3 Enzo, avery short, strongly built boy, put his hand over his heart and said
almost in tears, yet cleverly, "Padrone, | swear by the Holy Virgin | have never
taken advantage of your kindness. | love your daughter with all respect. | ask for
her hand with all respect. | know | have no right, but if they send me back to Italy |
can never come back to America. | will never be able to marry Katherine."

4 Nazorine's wife, Filomena, spoke to the point. "Stop all this foolishness," she
said to her pudgy husband. "You know what you must do. Keep Enzo here, send
him to hide with our cousins in Long Island.” Katherine was weeping. She was
already plump, homely and sprouting a faint moustache. She would never get a
husband as handsome as Enzo, never find another man who touched her body in
secret places with such respectful love. "I'll go and live in Italy," she screamed at
her father. "I'll run away if you don't keep Enzo here."

5 Nazorine glanced at her shrewdly. She was a "hot number" this daughter of his.
He had seen her brush her swelling buttocks against Enzo's front when the
baker's helper squeezed behind her to fill the counter baskets with hot loaves
from the oven. The young rascal's hot loaf would be in her oven, Nazorine
thought lewdly, if proper steps were not taken. Enzo must be kept in America and
be made an American citizen. And there was only one man who could arrange

such an affair. The Godfather. Don Corleone.

1 All of these people and many others received engraved invitations (kpacuso
oTnevyaTaHHble npurnawleHust; to engrave — rpaBMpoBaTh, Bblpe3aTb /MO KaMHIO,

nepesy/) to the wedding (Ha cBagbby) of Miss Constanzia Corleone, to be celebrated
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(koTopas gormkHa beina ObITe oTnpasgHosaHa) on the last Saturday in August 1945.
The father of the bride, Don Vito Corleone, never forgot his old friends and neighbors
though he himself now lived in a huge house on Long Island. The reception would be
held (npuem 6yaeT nposoguThes) in that house and the festivities would go on all day (1
npasgHoBaHue bygeTt npogonmkaTbes Becb AeHb; festivity [fes’tivit]] — Becenbe;
npa3gHuk). There was no doubt it would be a momentous occasion (BaxkHoe cobbiTne
(momentous [mou'mentds] — BaxHbIN, BECOMbIN, BNNATESNbHBLIN; occasion [d'keiGon] —
BO3MOXHOCTb, Crlyvain; cobbiTne, npoucluecteme). The war with the Japanese had just
ended so there would not be any nagging fear (Tak 4to He ByaeT HMKAKOro My4atoLLlero,
AOKy4atoLlero ctpaxa; to nag — npugmpartbces, n3BoanTb; 6boneTb, HbiTb) for their sons
fighting in the Army to cloud these festivities (ompaunTb = KOTOpbIA Obl OMpayns). A
wedding was just what people needed to show their joy.
2 And so on that Saturday morning the friends of Don Corleone streamed out
(nosanunu) of New York City to do him honor. They bore cream-colored (kpemoBoro =
ceeTno-xentoro useta) envelopes (koHsepThl ['envdloup]) stuffed with cash (HabuTbie
HanuyHbiMK) as bridal gifts (B kadecTBe cBagebHbIx nogapkos), no checks. Inside each
envelope a card established (yctaHaBnueana = coobuiana o) the identity of the giver
and the measure (cteneHb ['meGd]) of his respect for the Godfather. A respect truly
earned (yBaxkeHve NOASIMHHO 3acnyXeHHOoe, 3acny>XeHHO 3apaboTaHHoe).
3 Don Vito Corleone was a man to whom everybody came for help, and never were
they disappointed (pasoyapoBaHbl). He made no empty promises (nycTbix obeLlaHnii;
promise [‘promis]), nor the craven excuse (manoayLlHyto oTroBopky [‘kreivon]) that his
hands were tied by more powerful forces (cBs3aHbl 6onee MoryLeCcTBEHHLIMU CUNaMK)
in the world than himself. It was not necessary (Heobxoaumbim [‘nesisari]) that he be
your friend, it was not even important (gaxe He Obirio BaxkHo) that you had no means
(cpenctB = Bo3amoxHocTen) with which to repay him (otnnatuts). Only one thing was
required (tTpebosarnock). That you, you yourself, proclaim your friendship (3assnsan o
cBoen apyxbe, o cBomnx apyxeckux 4yscteax /k Hemy/ [prd'kleim]). And then, no matter
(He BaxkHO) how poor or powerless (6eccunen) the supplicant (npocutens ['sAphkaont]),
Don Corleone would take that man's troubles to his heart (npumeT 6ebl aT0 YenoBeka K
cepauy = nomoxet emy). And he would let nothing stand in the way (He nossonuT
HU4Yemy BCTaTb Ha NyTu = nomewaTs) to a solution of that man's woe (peweHuto 6eg
TOro yenoseka; woe [wdu] — rope, Hec4acTbs). His reward (Harpaga [r’'wo:d])?
Friendship, the respectful title of "Don,"” and sometimes the more affectionate salutation

(6onee cepaeuHoe npuseTcTBue [d'fek/nit]) of "Godfather." And perhaps, to show
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respect only, never for profit (Hukorga, BoBce He Ans nonb3bl, Npudeinm), some humble
gift (npocTon, HesaTennmebin; humble — cmupeHHbIn) — a gallon of homemade wine or a
basket of peppered taralles specially baked to grace (4T06bI ykpacuts) his Christmas
table. It was understood (noHMManock = Bce NoHUManu, KOHe4yHo), it was mere good
manners (Bcero nuLlib BEXINBOCTb: «XOPOLUME MaHepbl»), to proclaim that you were in
his debt (8 gonry y Hero) and that he had the right to call upon you (npuintn kK Tebe:
«HaBecTuTb Tebs) at any time to redeem (to redeem — Bo3BpaLlaTh, Nosly4aTb 06paTHO;
nckynatb) your debt by some small service.

4 Now on this great day, his daughter's wedding day, Don Vito Corleone stood in the
doorway (Ha nopore, B Aepsix) of his Long Beach home to greet his guests, all of them
known (13 KOTOPLIX OH BCEX 3Han: «BCe U3 HUX 3HaeMbley), all of them trusted (koTopbim
oH gosep4n). Many of them owed their good fortune (611 0653aHbLI CBOMM ycnexom; to
owe [du] — BbITb JorKHBIM, B gonry) in life to the Don and on this intimate occasion felt
free to call him "Godfather" to his face. Even the people performing festal services
(ncnonHswwme «npasgHu4Hoe obenyxmsaHme») were his friends. The bartender
(6apmeH) was an old comrade (npustens) whose gift was all the wedding liquors ([likd])
and his own expert skills («onbITHbIE» YMEHUS, HaBbIkn). The waiters (ouunaHTb!)
were the friends of Don Corleone's sons. The food on the garden picnic tables had been
cooked by the Don's wife and her friends and the gaily festooned (Beceno HapsiKeHHbIN
rmpnsHgamu; festoon — rupnadga, gectoH) one-acre garden itself had been decorated
(6bIn pasykpaweH) by the young girl-chums of the bride (nogpyxkamu HeBecTbl; chum —
6nmskun gpyr, NnpuaTens).

5 Don Corleone received everyone (npuHumarn scex [r1’si:v]) — rich and poor, powerful
and humble — with an equal show of love (c ognHakoBbIM BbipaxeHeM nwbeu ['Ikwdl]).
He slighted no one (HMKoMy He Bblka3an npeHebpexeHus, HUKeM He npeHebper, HUKOro
He obuaen). That was his character. And the guests so exclaimed (Tak Bocknvuanu
[1ks'kleim]) at how well he looked in his tux (= tuxedo [tAk’siddu] — cmokuHr) that an
inexperienced observer (HEONbITHLIN = CTOPOHHWI HabNaTenNb; experience
[Iks'pidrigns] — onbIT) might easily have thought (mor 6kl nerko nogymarts) the Don

himself was the lucky groom (c4acTnuBbIv XeHUX).

1 All of these people and many others received engraved invitations to the
wedding of Miss Constanzia Corleone, to be celebrated on the last Saturday in
August 1945. The father of the bride, Don Vito Corleone, never forgot his old

friends and neighbors though he himself now lived in a huge house on Long
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Island. The reception would be held in that house and the festivities would go on
all day. There was no doubt it would be a momentous occasion. The war with the
Japanese had just ended so there would not be any nagging fear for their sons
fighting in the Army to cloud these festivities. A wedding was just what people
needed to show their joy.
2 And so on that Saturday morning the friends of Don Corleone streamed out of
New York City to do him honor. They bore cream-colored envelopes stuffed with
cash as bridal gifts, no checks. Inside each envelope a card established the
identity of the giver and the measure of his respect for the Godfather. A respect
truly earned.
3 Don Vito Corleone was a man to whom everybody came for help, and never
were they disappointed. He made no empty promises, nor the craven excuse that
his hands were tied by more powerful forces in the world than himself. It was not
necessary that he be your friend, it was not even important that you had no
means with which to repay him. Only one thing was required. That you, you
yourself, proclaim your friendship. And then, no matter how poor or powerless
the supplicant, Don Corleone would take that man's troubles to his heart. And he
would let nothing stand in the way to a solution of that man's woe. His reward?
Friendship, the respectful title of "Don," and sometimes the more affectionate
salutation of "Godfather." And perhaps, to show respect only, never for profit,
some humble gift —a gallon of homemade wine or a basket of peppered taralles
specially baked to grace his Christmas table. It was understood, it was mere good
manners, to proclaim that you were in his debt and that he had the right to call
upon you at any time to redeem your debt by some small service.
4 Now on this great day, his daughter's wedding day, Don Vito Corleone stood in
the doorway of his Long Beach home to greet his guests, all of them known, all of
them trusted. Many of them owed their good fortune in life to the Don and on this
intimate occasion felt free to call him "Godfather" to his face. Even the people
performing festal services were his friends. The bartender was an old comrade
whose gift was all the wedding liquors and his own expert skills. The waiters were
the friends of Don Corleone's sons. The food on the garden picnic tables had
been cooked by the Don's wife and her friends and the gaily festooned one-acre
garden itself had been decorated by the young girl-chums of the bride.
5 Don Corleone received everyone —rich and poor, powerful and humble — with

an equal show of love. He slighted no one. That was his character. And the
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guests so exclaimed at how well he looked in his tux that an inexperienced

observer might easily have thought the Don himself was the lucky groom.

1 Standing at the door with him were two of his three sons. The eldest, baptized
(okpelteHHbIn) Santino but called Sonny by everyone except his father, was looked at
askance (HakrnoHHo, Koco; HeogobpuTensHo, ¢ nogo3perHnem [ds'keens]) by the older
Italian men; with admiration by the younger. Sonny Corleone was tall for a first-
generation American (ans amepukaHua nepsoro nokorieHust) of Italian parentage
(['pedrontidG] — npoucxoxaeHune), almost six feet, and his crop of bushy, curly hair
(weBentopa KyapsBbiX BOMOC; Crop — lWWapoobpasHoe B3AyTNE; BEPXHSAS YacTb
/Hanpumep y pacteHuid/; ypoxain) made him look even taller. His face was that of a
gross Cupid (Ty4Horo; rpyboro KynngoHa), the features even (4epTbl pOBHbIE =
npaeunbHble) but the bow-shaped lips (ayroo6pasHeie rybwi) thickly sensual
(wyBcTBeHHbIe ['sensjudl]), the dimpled cleft chin (pasgBoeHHbI NO4B0POAOK C AMOYKOM;
dimple — amouka; cleft — paccenuHa; pacllensnieHHbIn) in some curious way (Hekum
CTpaHHbIM 0Bpa3om = co3gaBanu novemy-To BnevatneHue) obscene (/4yero-to/
HenpucTonHoro [ob'si:n]). He was built as powerfully as a bull (moLHo, kak 6bIk) and it
was common knowledge (Bce 3Hanu: «3T1o 6bIno obwum 3HaHnemy) that he was so
generously endowed by nature (Tak wegpo ogapeH npupogon; to endow [in'dau] —
Hagenatb, ogapaTe) that his martyred wife (xeHa-myyeHuua) feared the marriage bed
as unbelievers once feared the rack (kak HeBepytoLwme Hekorga 6oanuck abibel). It was
whispered (lwenotom norosapusanu) that when as a youth he had visited houses of ill
fame (3nayHble mecTta: «gomMa nnoxon penyTtauumy ), even the most hardened and
fearless putain (qaxxe Hanbonee 3akaneHHble 1 6eccTpallHble LXK, NyTaHbl), after
an awed inspection (ocmoTpeB ¢ ucnyrom, bnaroroeeHnem; to awe [0:] — BbI3bIBaTb
ncnyr, 6rnaroroseHue) of his massive organ, demanded double price (tTpe6oBanun
AsonHon onnartel). Here at the wedding feast, some young matrons, widehipped
(wupokobegpole), wide-mouthed, measured (mepunu, paccmatpusanu [‘meGd]) Sonny
Corleone with coolly confident eyes (xonogHo-yBepeHHbIMU rnasamu). But on this
particular day (HO UMEHHO B 3TOT [€Hb: «B 3TOT OCOBEHHLIN, YacTHLIN AeHb») they were
wasting their time (HanpacHo TpaTunu, Tepsnu Bpemsi). Sonny Corleone, despite the
presence of his wife (HecmoTpa Ha npucyTcTeme) and three small children, had plans for
his sister's maid of honor (oTHOCUTENBHO NOAPYXKKN CECTPbI /Ha cBaabbe/: «No4YeTHON
aesbl»), Lucy Mancini. This young girl, fully aware (nonHocTtbeto cosHatowas /ato/

[0'wed]), sat at a garden table in her pink formal gown (B po3oBom napagHom nnaTee), a
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tiara of flowers in her glossy (B 6nectawux) black hair. She had flirted with Sonny in the
past week of rehearsals (penetuumn [r’hd:sdl]) and squeezed his hand that morning at
the altar. A maiden could do no more (anga geBuLbl 3TO HemMaro).

2 She did not care (ee He BonHoBarno: «He 3aboTunace») that he would never be the
great man his father had proved to be (kakum ctan ero otel: «gokasan ObiTb»). Sonny
Corleone had strength (cuny), he had courage (cmenoctb [‘kArdG]). He was generous
(BenukoayLwHbIn, 0obpein, Wweapebiv [‘[dGendrds]) and his heart was admitted (kak 6bir10
npu3HaHo, cuMTanock; to admit — gonyckaTb, cornawartbesd; cuntaTb [0d'mit]) to be as
big as his organ. Yet he did not have his father's humility (cmupeHus) but instead a
quick, hot temper (temnepameHT, xapaktep) that led him into errors of judgment
(sBOOMIN B «OLIMOKKM cyxaeHus»). Though he was a great help in his father's business,
there were many who doubted that he would become the heir to it (HacnegHukom [£d]).
3 The second son, Frederico, called Fred or Fredo, was a child every Italian prayed to
the saints for (0 KOTOpOM KaXabI UTanbsiHeL, MO CBATbIX = enan 6bl UMeTb).
Dutiful (ncnonHUTENbHLIN: «NONHbIA gonray; duty — gonr, o6s13aHHOCTL), loyal, always
at the service of his father, living with his parents at age thirty. He was short and burly
(NNOTHBIN, Kpenkui, BorbLIon 1 cunbHbIN), not handsome but with the same Cupid
head of the family, the curly helmet of hair (lunewm, kacka) over the round face and
sensual bow-shaped lips. Only, in Fred, these lips were not sensual but granitelike
(CNoBHO BbICeYeHbl U3 rpaHuTa: «nodobHbl rpaHnTy»). Inclined to dourness (CKNOHHBIN K
Menanxonun, genpeccuu; dour [dud] — MpadHbIn; cTporum, cypoBbin), he was still a
crutch to his father (Bce ke 6bin onopon; crutch — ctorka, onopa; KocTbilSb), hever
disputed him, never embarrassed him (Hukorga He gocTaBnNAn emy HEMPUATHOCTEN, He
CTaBuWi ero B HEMPUATHOE NONOXeHue; to embarass [Im’baerds] — 3aTpyaHATb, CTECHATD;
cTaBuUTb B HeyaobHoe nonoxeHue) by scandalous behavior with women (ckaHgarnbHbIM
nosegeHvem [brrheivjd]; to behave [br'heiv] — Bectn cebs). Despite all these virtues
(moctouHcTea ['va:tju:]) he did not have that personal magnetism, that animal force, so
necessary for a leader of men, and he too was not expected to inherit the family

business (He oxuaganock = He Npegnonaranu, 4To yHacneayert [In’herit]).

1 Standing at the door with him were two of his three sons. The eldest, baptized
Santino but called Sonny by everyone except his father, was looked at askance
by the older Italian men; with admiration by the younger. Sonny Corleone was tall
for a first-generation American of Italian parentage, almost six feet, and his crop

of bushy, curly hair made him look even taller. His face was that of a gross Cupid,
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the features even but the bow-shaped lips thickly sensual, the dimpled cleft chin
in some curious way obscene. He was built as powerfully as a bull and it was
common knowledge that he was so generously endowed by nature that his
martyred wife feared the marriage bed as unbelievers once feared the rack. It was
whispered that when as a youth he had visited houses of ill fame, even the most
hardened and fearless putain, after an awed inspection of his massive organ,
demanded double price. Here at the wedding feast, some young matrons,
widehipped, wide-mouthed, measured Sonny Corleone with coolly confident eyes.
But on this particular day they were wasting their time. Sonny Corleone, despite
the presence of his wife and three small children, had plans for his sister's maid
of honor, Lucy Mancini. This young girl, fully aware, sat at a garden table in her
pink formal gown, a tiara of flowers in her glossy black hair. She had flirted with
Sonny in the past week of rehearsals and squeezed his hand that morning at the
altar. A maiden could do no more.

2 She did not care that he would never be the great man his father had proved to
be. Sonny Corleone had strength, he had courage. He was generous and his heart
was admitted to be as big as his organ. Yet he did not have his father's humility
but instead a quick, hot temper that led him into errors of judgment. Though he
was a great help in his father's business, there were many who doubted that he
would become the heir to it.

3 The second son, Frederico, called Fred or Fredo, was a child every Italian
prayed to the saints for. Dutiful, loyal, always at the service of his father, living
with his parents at age thirty. He was short and burly, not handsome but with the
same Cupid head of the family, the curly helmet of hair over the round face and
sensual bow-shaped lips. Only, in Fred, these lips were not sensual but
granitelike. Inclined to dourness, he was still a crutch to his father, never
disputed him, never embarrassed him by scandalous behavior with women.
Despite all these virtues he did not have that personal magnetism, that animal
force, so necessary for a leader of men, and he too was not expected to inherit

the family business.

1 The third son, Michael Corleone, did not stand with his father and his two brothers
but sat at a table in the most secluded corner (B camom 6e3ntogHom yrornke; to seclude
[srklu:d] — oTcTpaHaTte, nsonuposaTts) of the garden. But even there he could not

escape the attentions (136exaTtb 3HakoB BHUMaHKUA) of the family friends.
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2 Michael Corleone was the youngest son of the Don and the only child who had
refused the great man's direction (oTkasarnca cnegoBaTb yKasdaHUsM 3TOr0 BEMKOro
yernoseka). He did not have the heavy, Cupid-shaped face of the other children, and his
jet black hair (4epHble, kak cmorb; jet — raraT, YepHbIN SHTapb) was straight rather than
curly (ckopee npsimble, Yem Bbrolmecs). His skin was a clear olive-brown that would
have been called beautiful in a girl. He was handsome in a delicate way (kpacue TOHKOM,
nasawHon kpacoton). Indeed there had been a time when the Don had worried about his
youngest son's masculinity (6ecrnokounncst 0 «My>eckux ka4ecTBaxy» = He CIULLKOM S
YKEHCTBEHEH ero cbiH). A worry that was put to rest (6ecnokoncTso aTo oTnarno, bbino
cHATO: «Bbino ycnokoeHo») when Michael Corleone became seventeen years old.
3 Now this youngest son sat at a table in the extreme corner (B Hanbonee yaaneHHom)
of the garden to proclaim his chosen alienation (136paHHy0 MM HENPUYACTHOCTb;
alienation [ellj@’nei/on] — otaanenue, otyyxaeHHocTs) from father and family. Beside
him sat the American girl everyone had heard about but whom no one had seen until
this day. He had, of course, shown the proper respect (Bbikasan Hagnexatiee
yBaxxeHune) and introduced her (npeacrtaeun ee) to everyone at the wedding, including
(sknitoyas) his family. They were not impressed with her (oHa He npou3Bena Ha Hux
BornbLUoro BnevatreHus: «He BbInn BrneyaTrieHsl ety ). She was too thin, she was too
fair (ceeTnas), her face was too sharply intelligent («ocTpo-ymHbeie») for a woman, her
manner too free for a maiden. Her name, too, was outlandish (6biro Yyxabim,
nMHocTpaHHbIM) to their ears; she called herself Kay Adams. If she had told them that her
family had settled (nocenunace) in America two hundred years ago and her name was a
common one (06bI4Hoe), they would have shrugged (noxanu 6el /nnevamu/).
4 Every guest noticed that the Don paid no particular attention (He ygenun ocoboro
BHMMaHus) to this third son. Michael had been his favorite before the war and obviously
(oueBunaHo) the chosen heir to run the family business (sectn cemenHoe geno,
ynpaBnate geriom) when the proper moment came (korga npygeT Haanexalmmn
momeHT). He had all the quiet force and intelligence of his great father, the born instinct
to act in such a way that men had no recourse but to respect him (4to nogam He
OCTaBarnocb HMYEro MHOro, Kak yBaxaTtb ero; recourse [r1'ko:s] — npubexuiue,
npuctanuile). But when World War Il broke out, Michael Corleone volunteered for the
Marine Corps (nowen gobposonbuem Bo ¢noT [volon’tid]; Marine [md’ri:n] —
rocygapcteeHHbI mopckon ¢pnoT). He defied his father's express command (oH
npeHebper siBHbIM, HEABYCMbICIIEHHO BbIpa)XeHHbIM yKadaHueM oTua; to defy [difal] —

GpocaTb BbI30B; UTHOPMPOBAaTb, He obpalwiaTb BHMMaHMs) when he did so.
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5 Don Corleone had no desire (Hukakoro xenanus [di'zaid]), no intention (HamepeHns),
of letting his youngest son be killed (gonyctutb, 4To6bl €ro cbiH 6611 YouT: «BbiThb
ybuTteiMy») in the service of a power foreign to himself (3a vyxyto, Yyxayto emy BracTb:
«Ha cnyxbe y Bnactu = aepxasbl, MHOCTPaHHOW NO OTHOLLEHUIO K HeMy»). Doctors had
been bribed (6b11 nogkynneHsl), secret arrangements (qorosopeHHocTn) had been
made. A great deal of money (6ornbLoe konuyectso) had been spent to take the proper
precautions (HEOXoAVMble Mepbl NPe0CTOPOXKHOCTY; precaution [pri'ko:[dn] —
npegocTopoxHocTk). But Michael was twenty-one years of age and nothing could be
done against his own willfulness (csoeBonue, ynpsamcTteo). He enlisted (3anucancs) and
fought (6uncs; to fight) over the Pacific Ocean. He became a Captain and won medals.
In 1944 his picture was printed in Life magazine with a photo layout of his deeds («c
choTorpacmyecknum n3obpaxkeHneM» ero oesiHMin = NoABMIoB; layout — nnaHMpoBKa,
pacrnonoxeHue; BblcTaBka, rnokaa). A friend had shown Don Corleone the magazine (his
family did not dare (He ocmenueanace)), and the Don had grunted disdainfully (kpsikHyn
npe3puTernbHo; to grunt — xptokaTb; BopYyaTtb, Mbl4aTh; disdain [dis’dein] — npe3peHue,
npeHebpexeHne) and said, "He performs those miracles for strangers (BbInonHaeT Te
yyaeca ans vyxakoB, MHOCTpaHueB; miracle ['mirokl])."
6 When Michael Corleone was discharged (aemotununsosan) early in 1945 to recover
(4TOOBI NONpaBunTbLCS, NPUATK B cebs; to recover [r’kAvd] — BHOBb obpeTaTh; NpUnTu B
cebs; BoizgoposeTk) from a disabling wound (0T paHbl, MellatoLen emy NpoaoskaTb
cnyxby; to disable — genaTb HecrnocobHbIM, HenpurogHsiM), he had no idea that his
father had arranged his release (yctpoun ero ocsoboxgeHue). He stayed home for a
few weeks, then, without consulting anyone, entered Dartmouth College in Hanover,
New Hampshire, and so he left his father's house. To return for the wedding of his sister
and to show his own future wife to them, the washed-out rag of an American girl

(6ecuBeTHy0 amepukaHky: the washed-out rag — 3acTupaHHas Tpsnka).

1 The third son, Michael Corleone, did not stand with his father and his two
brothers but sat at a table in the most secluded corner of the garden. But even
there he could not escape the attentions of the family friends.

2 Michael Corleone was the youngest son of the Don and the only child who had
refused the great man's direction. He did not have the heavy, Cupid-shaped face
of the other children, and his jet black hair was straight rather than curly. His skin
was a clear olive-brown that would have been called beautiful in a girl. He was

handsome in a delicate way. Indeed there had been a time when the Don had
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worried about his youngest son's masculinity. A worry that was put to rest when
Michael Corleone became seventeen years old.

3 Now this youngest son sat at a table in the extreme corner of the garden to
proclaim his chosen alienation from father and family. Beside him sat the
American girl everyone had heard about but whom no one had seen until this day.
He had, of course, shown the proper respect and introduced her to everyone at
the wedding, including his family. They were not impressed with her. She was too
thin, she was too fair, her face was too sharply intelligent for a woman, her
manner too free for a maiden. Her name, too, was outlandish to their ears; she
called herself Kay Adams. If she had told them that her family had settled in
America two hundred years ago and her name was a common one, they would
have shrugged.

4 Every guest noticed that the Don paid no particular attention to this third son.
Michael had been his favorite before the war and obviously the chosen heir to run
the family business when the proper moment came. He had all the quiet force and
intelligence of his great father, the born instinct to act in such a way that men had
no recourse but to respect him. But when World War Il broke out, Michael
Corleone volunteered for the Marine Corps. He defied his father's express
command when he did so.

5 Don Corleone had no desire, no intention, of letting his youngest son be killed
in the service of a power foreign to himself. Doctors had been bribed, secret
arrangements had been made. A great deal of money had been spent to take the
proper precautions. But Michael was twenty-one years of age and nothing could
be done against his own willfulness. He enlisted and fought over the Pacific
Ocean. He became a Captain and won medals. In 1944 his picture was printed in
Life magazine with a photo layout of his deeds. A friend had shown Don Corleone
the magazine (his family did not dare), and the Don had grunted disdainfully and
said, "He performs those miracles for strangers."

6 When Michael Corleone was discharged early in 1945 to recover from a
disabling wound, he had no idea that his father had arranged his release. He
stayed home for a few weeks, then, without consulting anyone, entered
Dartmouth College in Hanover, New Hampshire, and so he left his father's house.
To return for the wedding of his sister and to show his own future wife to them,

the washed-out rag of an American girl.
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1 Michael Corleone was amusing Kay Adams (passnekan) by telling her little stories
about some of the more colorful wedding guests (o Hanbonee konoputHeix). He was, in
turn (B cBoto oyepenab), amused by her finding (4To oHa Haxoguna) these people exotic,
and, as always, charmed by her intense interest (o4apoBaH ee *1BbIM MHTEPECOM) N
anything new and foreign to her experience. Finally her attention was caught (ee
BHUMaHue bbino npueriedeHo) by a small group of men gathered around a wooden
barrel (cobpasLunxca Bokpyr gepessHHon 6o4kun) of homemade wine. The men were
Amerigo Bonasera, Nazorine the Baker, Anthony Coppola and Luca Brasi. With her
usual alert intelligence (co cBOMCTBEHHOW el XMBOW, OCTPON HabngaTensHOCTLIO; alert
[0'l0:t] — 6anTenbHbIN, HAacTopoXXeHHbIN) she remarked (3ameTuna, Bbickasana
HabntogeHne) on the fact that these four men did not seem particularly happy (He
KaxkyTca ocobeHHo cyactnuebimm). Michael smiled. "No, they're not,” he said. "They're
waiting to see my father in private (HaeguHe). They have favors to ask (xotaT npocutb
06 opgormkenun, nomorum)." And indeed it was easy to see that all four men constantly
followed the Don with their eyes.
2 As Don Corleone stood greeting guests, a black Chevrolet sedan came to a stop on
the far side of the paved mall (moLwieHon annen). Two men in the front seat pulled
notebooks from their jackets and, with no attempt at concealment (He Tascb: «6e3
NnonbITKM YKpbIBaHWSA, yTamBaHusa»; to conceal — ytamarthb), jotted down (Havanu
3anucbiBaThb; jot — oTa, HUYTOXHOE KONUYeCTBO; to jot — KpaTko 3anucaTb, 6erno
HabpocaTb) license numbers of the other cars parked around the mall. Sonny turned to
his father and said, "Those guys over there must be cops (Te napHu BOH Tam, AOSMKHO
ObITb, Nnonuuenckue)."

Don Corleone shrugged. "l don't own the street (He Brageto ynuuen = ynvua — He Mo4
cobcTtBeHHOCTh). They can do what they please.”
3 Sonny's heavy Cupid face grew red with anger (ctano kpacHbiM OT rHeBa). "Those
lousy bastards (BwuBbIe Bbipoakm), they don't respect anything." He left the steps of the
house and walked across the mall to where the black sedan was parked. He thrust his
face angrily close to the face of the driver, who did not flinch (He oTknoHuncs, He
apornyn; to flinch — B3gparneate /0T 60511, ncnyra/; yknoHaTbCs, oTcTynaTs) but flapped
open (OTKpbIN: «pacnaxHyny; to flap — xnonate, wnenatsb) his wallet (6ymaxHuk ['wolit])
to show a green identification card (ygoctosepeHue). Sonny stepped back without
saying a word. He spat (nntoHyn; to spit) so that the spittle hit the back door (4to critoHa
nonana Ha 3agHtoro asepb) of the sedan and walked away. He was hoping the driver

would get out of the sedan and come after him, on the mall, but nothing happened.
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When he reached the steps (gowen go cryneHen: «goctur» ctyneHen) he said to his
father, "Those guys are FBI men (FBI — Federal Bureau of Investigation /®EP —
depeparnbsHoe 6opo paccriegosanui/). They're taking down all the license numbers.
Snotty (connusskle; snot — connu /rpy6./) bastards."”
4 Don Corleone knew who they were. His closest and most intimate friends had been
advised (ero Hanbornee 6n13kuM gpy3bam BbIno nocoBeToBaHo) to attend (noceTuTs,
npucytcTBoBaTk Ha [d'tend]) the wedding in automobiles not their own. And though he
disapproved (He ogobpsn) of his son's foolish display of anger (rnynoe BripaxeHue,
AeMOHCTpaLumio rHesa), the tantrum (Bcnbiwka pasgpaxeHnus [‘teentrom]) served a
purpose (/no/cnyxuno uenwu ['pd:pas]). It would convince the interlopers (yoeant
HenpoLLEHHbIX rocTen; interloper — yenoBek, BMeLLMBAOLWNACS B Yyxue aena) that their
presence was unexpected (4To nx NpucyTcTBUE ObINO HEOXKNOAHHBIM = YTO UX HE
*pganu) and unprepared for (n k aTomy He bbinn rotoBsbl). So Don Corleone himself was
not angry. He had long ago learned that society imposes insults (HaHocuT obuabl:
«HaknagbiBaeT ockopbrieHusi») that must be borne (KoTopble HYXXHO yMeTb CTepneTb,
CHECTU: «KOTopble A0IMKHbI ObITb HOCKMMBI» ), comforted (yTewascsk) by the knowledge
that in this world there comes a time when the most humble of men, if he keeps his
eyes open, can take his revenge on the most powerful (MoxxeT oTOMCTUTL camomy
mMoryuiectBeHHoMy). It was this knowledge that prevented (npegoxpaHuro,
npeaynpeauno) the Don from losing the humility (ot ytpatel cmupenus) all his friends
admired in him (koTopblM BoCxMLanuce Bce ero apysbs [dd'maid]).
5 But now in the garden behind the house, a four-piece band (kBapTteT, opkecTp 13
yeTblpex My3blkaHTOB) began to play. All the guests had arrived. Don Corleone put the
intruders out of his mind (BbIGpocnn U3 ronoBbl: «yma, NamaTny MbICNIU O HE3BaHbIX

roctax) and led his two sons to the wedding feast (Ha ceagebHbIn nnp).

1 Michael Corleone was amusing Kay Adams by telling her little stories about
some of the more colorful wedding guests. He was, in turn, amused by her
finding these people exotic, and, as always, charmed by her intense interest in
anything new and foreign to her experience. Finally her attention was caught by a
small group of men gathered around a wooden barrel of homemade wine. The
men were Amerigo Bonasera, Nazorine the Baker, Anthony Coppola and Luca
Brasi. With her usual alert intelligence she remarked on the fact that these four

men did not seem particularly happy. Michael smiled. "No, they're not,” he said.
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"They're waiting to see my father in private. They have favors to ask.” And indeed
it was easy to see that all four men constantly followed the Don with their eyes.
2 As Don Corleone stood greeting guests, a black Chevrolet sedan came to a
stop on the far side of the paved mall. Two men in the front seat pulled notebooks
from their jackets and, with no attempt at concealment, jotted down license
numbers of the other cars parked around the mall. Sonny turned to his father and
said, "Those guys over there must be cops.”

Don Corleone shrugged. "l don't own the street. They can do what they please.”
3 Sonny's heavy Cupid face grew red with anger. "Those lousy bastards, they
don't respect anything." He left the steps of the house and walked across the mall
to where the black sedan was parked. He thrust his face angrily close to the face
of the driver, who did not flinch but flapped open his wallet to show a green
identification card. Sonny stepped back without saying a word. He spat so that
the spittle hit the back door of the sedan and walked away. He was hoping the
driver would get out of the sedan and come after him, on the mall, but nothing
happened. When he reached the steps he said to his father, "Those guys are FBI
men. They're taking down all the license numbers. Snotty bastards."”
4 Don Corleone knew who they were. His closest and most intimate friends had
been advised to attend the wedding in automobiles not their own. And though he
disapproved of his son's foolish display of anger, the tantrum served a purpose.
It would convince the interlopers that their presence was unexpected and
unprepared for. So Don Corleone himself was not angry. He had long ago learned
that society imposes insults that must be borne, comforted by the knowledge that
in this world there comes a time when the most humble of men, if he keeps his
eyes open, can take his revenge on the most powerful. It was this knowledge that
prevented the Don from losing the humility all his friends admired in him.
5But now in the garden behind the house, a four-piece band began to play. All the
guests had arrived. Don Corleone put the intruders out of his mind and led his

two sons to the wedding feast.

1 There were, now, hundreds of guests in the huge garden, some dancing on the
wooden platform bedecked (ykpalwieHHon, ydpaHHown) with flowers, others sitting at long
tables piled high with spicy food (3actaBneHHbIX OCTPOW, NUKAHTHOW NuLLen; pile — ky4a,
rpyaa; to pile — ceanueatb B ky4y) and gallon jugs (kyBlumHamu. 6yTeinamu) of black,

homemade wine. The bride, Connie Corleone, sat in splendor («B 6riecke,
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Benukornenuny) at a special raised table with her groom, the maid of honor, bridesmaids
and ushers (gpyxkamu n nogpyxkamu; usher — wiBenyap; LepeMoHUMMencTep; wadep).
It was a rustic setting (cenbckas, gepeBeHckaa aTmocdepa; setting — pasmelleHue,
okpyxatowas obctaHoska) in the old Italian style. Not to the bride's taste (He no Bkycy),
but Connie had consented (cornacunacs) to a "guinea” wedding to please her father
because she had so displeasured him (tak oropymna) in her choice of a husband (B
BblGoOpe cynpyra).
2 The groom, Carlo Rizzi, was a half-breed (nonykposka; to breed — nopoxaartb,
BbIBOAUTbL, pasBoanTb HkMBOTHLIX/), born of a Sicilian father and the North Italian mother
from whom he had inherited his blond hair and blue eyes. His parents lived in Nevada
and Carlo had left that state because of a little trouble with the law (13-3a HeGonbLuoM
HenpuaTHocTK ¢ 3akoHoM). In New York he met Sonny Corleone and so met the sister.
Don Corleone, of course, sent trusted friends (HagexHbix; to trust — goBepsTh) to
Nevada and they reported that Carlo's police trouble was a youthful indiscretion with a
gun («roHoLleckasi HEOCTOPOXHOCTL C MUCTONeTOMY ), Not serious, that could easily be
wiped off (ctepeTb) the books to leave the youth with a clean record (¢ YncTbim
npoLnbiM; record — 3anncb, NPOTOKON; XapakTepucTuka, buorpadus). They also came
back with detailed information on legal gambling (0 «3akoHHbIX» a3apTHbIX Urpax; to
gamble — urpaTb Ha geHbru) in Nevada which greatly interested the Don and which he
had been pondering over since (1 0 Yem OH pa3MbILLIAS, NPOLAOSKAN Pa3MbILLIIATL C
Tex nop: to ponder over). It was part of the Don's greatness (/HeoTbemMnemMomn/ 4acTbto
ero Benunuymsa = aTto bbina ogHa 13 Tex Belen, KoTopble Aenanu ero BENMKMm
yernosekoMm) that he profited from everything (n3Bnekan nonb3y 13 Bcero).
3 Connie Corleone was a not quite pretty girl (He 6onbHO: «He BNOMHE» KpacuBea,
KpacaBuLen He Ha3oeeLlwb), thin and nervous and certain (HaBepHsika,
/npep/onpeneneHHon/) to become shrewish (ctate cBapnveon, B3gopHon) later in life.
But today, transformed by her white bridal gown and eager virginity («cTpacTHon
AEBCTBEHHOCTbIO»; eager — CTPACTHO >KeNatoLLni, XAOYLWNIN, HanpsbkeHHbIn), she was so
radiant (nyyawierics, nanydaroLlen pagocTs) as to be almost beautiful. Beneath the
wooden table her hand rested on the muscular thigh of her groom. Her Cupid-bow
mouth pouted (gyncsa = Beina4msarncs) to give him an airy kiss (Bo3ayLuHbIV roLenyin).
4 She thought him incredibly handsome (HeBeposTHO kpacuBbim). Carlo Rizzi had
worked in the open desert air while very young — heavy laborer's work. Now he had
tremendous forearms (kyTkue = orpomMHble, Moryyme npegnsiedss) and his shoulders

bulged (BbinaumBanuck, 6yrpunuce; bulge — Beinyknocts) the jacket of his tux. He
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basked (rpencs; to bask — rpeTbcsa /Ha conHue, y orHs/; HacnaxaaTbcsa /cyacTbeM/) in
the adoring eyes (B oboxatoLmx rnasax; to adore) of his bride and filled her glass with
wine. He was elaborately (ycepaHo, ckpynynesHo: «BblpaboTaHHO» [I'lae’barath])
courteous (Bexnme ['kd:tjos]) to her as if they were both (croBHo oHn 06a Gbinn) actors
in a play. But his eyes kept flickering (Bce Bpems ykpagkon nornsgbiBanu, KOCUnuce; to
flicker — murate, mepuatb, menbkaTtb) toward the huge silk purse (Ha orpomHbIn
LernkoBbIn kowenek) the bride wore on her right shoulder and which was now stuffed
full of money envelopes. How much did it hold (cogepxan /8 ce6e/)? Ten thousand?
Twenty thousand? Carlo Rizzi smiled. It was only the beginning. He had, after all,
married into a royal family («xeHuncs B KOpONeBCKYH CEMbIO», MOPOAHUIICA C
kopornesckon cembert). They would have to take care of him (um npugetcsa

Nno3aboTUTLCS O HEM).

1 There were, now, hundreds of guests in the huge garden, some dancing on the
wooden platform bedecked with flowers, others sitting at long tables piled high
with spicy food and gallon jugs of black, homemade wine. The bride, Connie
Corleone, sat in splendor at a special raised table with her groom, the maid of
honor, bridesmaids and ushers. It was a rustic setting in the old Italian style. Not
to the bride's taste, but Connie had consented to a "guinea" wedding to please
her father because she had so displeasured him in her choice of a husband.

2 The groom, Carlo Rizzi, was a half-breed, born of a Sicilian father and the
North Italian mother from whom he had inherited his blond hair and blue eyes.
His parents lived in Nevada and Carlo had left that state because of a little trouble
with the law. In New York he met Sonny Corleone and so met the sister. Don
Corleone, of course, sent trusted friends to Nevada and they reported that Carlo's
police trouble was a youthful indiscretion with a gun, not serious, that could
easily be wiped off the books to leave the youth with a clean record. They also
came back with detailed information on legal gambling in Nevada which greatly
interested the Don and which he had been pondering over since. It was part of the
Don's greatness that he profited from everything.

3 Connie Corleone was a not quite pretty girl, thin and nervous and certain to
become shrewish later in life. But today, transformed by her white bridal gown
and eager virginity, she was so radiant as to be almost beautiful. Beneath the
wooden table her hand rested on the muscular thigh of her groom. Her Cupid-

bow mouth pouted to give him an airy kiss.
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4 She thought him incredibly handsome. Carlo Rizzi had worked in the open
desert air while very young — heavy laborer's work. Now he had tremendous
forearms and his shoulders bulged the jacket of his tux. He basked in the adoring
eyes of his bride and filled her glass with wine. He was elaborately courteous to
her as if they were both actors in a play. But his eyes kept flickering toward the
huge silk purse the bride wore on her right shoulder and which was now stuffed
full of money envelopes. How much did it hold? Ten thousand? Twenty thousand?
Carlo Rizzi smiled. It was only the beginning. He had, after all, married into a royal

family. They would have to take care of him.

1 In the crowd of guests a dapper (NoABWXHbLIN, MPOBOPHLIN; LLIErOreBaThIn,
aneraHTHbINM) young man with the sleek head of a ferret (c rmagkon, npunusaHHon
rofioBon xopbka) was also studying the silk purse. From sheer habit (4ucTo no
npueblyke; sheer — abcontoTHeIN, nonHenwni) Paulie Gatto wondered just how he
could go about hijacking (pasmbiwnsan, kak el oH Mor noxutnte; to hijack [‘haidGaek] —
HanagaTb C uenbto rpabexa, noxmwate) that fat pocketbook (kowwenek). The idea
amused him. But he knew it was idle, innocent dreaming (npasagHoe, HEBUHHOE
mMeyTaHue), as small children dream of knocking out tanks (noabusaTb TaHku,
noadbveaHus TaHkoB) with popguns (nyradamu). He watched his boss, fat, middle-aged
Peter Clemenza whirling (kpyxawero) young girls around the wooden dance floor in a
rustic and lusty (B nepeBeHcKkon 1 4yBcTBeHHOM, Borkon) Tarantella. Clemenza,
immensely tall (o4eHb BbiCOKMI; Immense [I’mens] — 6e3MepHbIN, 04eHb 60SbLLION,
orpomMHbIn), immensely huge, danced with such skill (ymeHvnem) and abandon
(camo3abBeHneM, MMNYNbCUBHOCTLID, CTPACTHOCTLIO; to abandon [d'baendon] —
noknaaTb, OCTaBMATh; OTKa3blBaTbCA, NpekpaLlaTs), his hard belly lecherously bumping
(«noxoTnuBo» yaapsancs; lecherous ['let[drds]) — pacnyTHbIN, pa3epaTHbIii) the breasts
of younger, tinier women (MeHbLUMX /4em OH/; tiny — 04eHb ManeHbKUM, KPOLLEYHbIN),
that all the guests were applauding him. Older women grabbed his arm (xsatanu) to
become his next partner. The younger men respectfully cleared off the floor
(ocBoboxaganu mecto, pacuuwanu /nepeq HuUmM/ gopory) and clapped their hands in time
to the mandolin's wild strumming (B putm 6peH4annto, TpeHbkaHbo). When Clemenza
finally collapsed in a chair (nntoxHyncsa, ceanuncs), Paulie Gatto brought him a glass of
icy black wine and wiped the perspiring Jovelike brow (noTHoe tonuTeponogobHoe Yeno;
brow — 6poBb; Yeno /Bbicok./) with his silk handkerchief (nnatkom ['haenkat/if]).

Clemenza was blowing like a whale (Tspkeno geiwan: «gyn», kak kut) as he gulped
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down the wine (npornoTun, xnedHyn, xnedan). But instead of thanking Paulie he said
curtly (kopoTko, pesko, rpy6o), "Never mind being a dance judge («He Gecnokouncsa o
TOM, 4YTOObI BbITb TaHUEBasIbHbIM CyAben» = HeYero rnaseTb Ha TaHubl), do your job.
Take a walk around the neighborhood (nponances no okpectHocTam; neighborhood
[‘neibohud] — coceacTBo, coceau; okpecTHocTM) and see everything is OK." Paulie slid
away into the crowd (ckonb3Hyn B Tonny; to slide).

2 The band took a refreshment break (nepepbiB «ansa ocsexenuna»; refreshment —
BOCCTaHOBMNEeHWe cun, otablx; refreshments — npoxnaguTtenbHble HAaNUTKKU, 3akycka). A
young man named Nino Valenti picked up a discarded mandolin (nogo6pan
OpoLleHHyo MaHaonuHy; to discard — otbpacbiBaTh YTO-TO, U36aBNATLCA OT Yero-rmobo),
put his left foot up on a chair and began to sing a coarse (rpybyto [ko:s]) Sicilian love
song. Nino Valenti's face was handsome though bloated by continual drinking
(pasgyToe, onyxwee OT NOCTOSAHHOrO BbiNnBaHmA) and he was already a little drunk. He
rolled his eyes (3akaTbiBars) as his tongue caressed the obscene lyrics (B To Bpems kak
ero A3bIK Jlackan HenpucTonHble CTUxM = crnoea necHu [kd'res]). The women shrieked
with glee (Buaxann ot Boctopra) and the men shouted the last word of each stanza
(cTpodbl [‘steenzd]) with the singer.

3 Don Corleone, notoriously (kak Bcem 6b1n10 n3BecTtHO; notorious [ndu'to:rids] —
N3BeCTHbIN, 00 en3BecTHbIN) straitlaced in such matters, («y3ko 3allHYypOBaHHbLINY =
cTpormin B Nogo0bHbIX Bellax; lace — WHypokK, Tecbma; to lace — wHypoBaTb), though his
stout wife (qopogHas, nonHas) was screaming joyfully with the others, disappeared
tactfully (TakTuyHO uckpbinca: «ucyesy) into the house. Seeing this, Sonny Corleone
made his way (npobparcs) to the bride's table and sat down beside young Lucy
Mancini, the maid of honor. They were safe (oHn 6bin B 6e3onacHocTy = geno 6bi10 B
wnane, geno 6oinio BepHoe). His wife was in the kitchen putting the last touches
(nocnegHne wtpuxm) on the serving of the wedding cake. Sonny whispered
(npowenTan) a few words in the young girl's ear and she rose (nogHsnace, sctana: to
rise). Sonny waited a few minutes and then casually (kak 661 HeB3Hauan; casually
[‘keeG(j)u:ali] — cny4anHo, HeHapokoM) followed her, stopping to talk with a guest here
and there as he worked his way (npobupancs, npobusarncs) through the crowd.

4 All eyes followed them. The maid of honor, thoroughly Americanized (nomnHoCTbHO,
COBepLUEHHO, OCHOBaTeNlbHO amepukaHusmpoBaHHas; thoroughly ['0Ardl]) by three
years of college, was a ripe girl (3pernon) who already had a "reputation.” All through the
marriage rehearsals she had flirted with Sonny Corleone in a teasing, joking way

(opasHawmm, nrpmebim obpasom) she thought was permitted (koTopbin, Kak oHa
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nonarana, 6o gonyctum; to permit [‘pd:mit] — no3BonATb, paspewaTts) because he was
the best man and her wedding partner. Now holding her pink gown up off the ground,
Lucy Mancini went into the house, smiling with false innocence («c cansLumBon
HEBUHHOCTLIO» = C MPUTBOPHO-HEBUHHLIM BhIpaxeHnem nuua), ran lightly up the stairs
to the bathroom. She stayed there for a few moments. When she came out Sonny
Corleone was on the landing above (Ha BepxHen nnowagke), beckoning her upward
(MaHs ee BBepXx, Aenasi en 3HaK pykou, 4Tobbl nogHanace; to beckon [‘bekon] — maHuTb,

aenatb 3Hak /pykou, nansuem/).

1 Inthe crowd of guests a dapper young man with the sleek head of a ferret was
also studying the silk purse. From sheer habit Paulie Gatto wondered just how he
could go about hijacking that fat pocketbook. The idea amused him. But he knew
it was idle, innocent dreaming, as small children dream of knocking out tanks
with popguns. He watched his boss, fat, middle-aged Peter Clemenza whirling
young girls around the wooden dance floor in a rustic and lusty Tarantella.
Clemenza, immensely tall, immensely huge, danced with such skill and abandon,
his hard belly lecherously bumping the breasts of younger, tinier women, that all
the guests were applauding him. Older women grabbed his arm to become his
next partner. The younger men respectfully cleared off the floor and clapped their
hands in time to the mandolin's wild strumming. When Clemenza finally collapsed
in a chair, Paulie Gatto brought him a glass of icy black wine and wiped the
perspiring Jovelike brow with his silk handkerchief. Clemenza was blowing like a
whale as he gulped down the wine. But instead of thanking Paulie he said curtly,
"Never mind being a dance judge, do your job. Take a walk around the
neighborhood and see everything is OK." Paulie slid away into the crowd.

2 The band took arefreshment break. A young man named Nino Valenti picked
up a discarded mandolin, put his left foot up on a chair and began to sing a
coarse Sicilian love song. Nino Valenti's face was handsome though bloated by
continual drinking and he was already a little drunk. He rolled his eyes as his
tongue caressed the obscene lyrics. The women shrieked with glee and the men
shouted the last word of each stanza with the singer.

3 Don Corleone, notoriously straitlaced in such matters, though his stout wife
was screaming joyfully with the others, disappeared tactfully into the house.
Seeing this, Sonny Corleone made his way to the bride's table and sat down
beside young Lucy Mancini, the maid of honor. They were safe. His wife was in
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the kitchen putting the last touches on the serving of the wedding cake. Sonny
whispered a few words in the young girl's ear and she rose. Sonny waited a few
minutes and then casually followed her, stopping to talk with a guest here and
there as he worked his way through the crowd.

4 All eyes followed them. The maid of honor, thoroughly Americanized by three
years of college, was aripe girl who already had a "reputation.” All through the
marriage rehearsals she had flirted with Sonny Corleone in a teasing, joking way
she thought was permitted because he was the best man and her wedding
partner. Now holding her pink gown up off the ground, Lucy Mancini went into the
house, smiling with false innocence, ran lightly up the stairs to the bathroom. She
stayed there for a few moments. When she came out Sonny Corleone was on the

landing above, beckoning her upward.

1 From behind the closed window of Don Corleone's "office," a slightly raised corner
room (crierka npunoaHAToONn yrrnoson KomHaThl), Thomas Hagen watched the wedding
party in the festooned garden. The walls behind him were stacked with law books (6binn
yCTaBleHbl lopuandecknmm KHuramu, to stack — cknagbelBatb B CTOr; stack — Kyya, rpyaa;
law — 3akoH). Hagen was the Don's lawyer (agsokat) and acting consigliori
(ncnonHsawmMm 0653aHHOCTN KOHCUNBOPW /coBeTHUKA — umar./), or counselor, and as
such held the most vital subordinate position (1 B kayecTBe TakoBOro 3aHumarl
Hanbonee BaXKHYH: «KU3HEHHYKO» NOAYMHEHHYK OOMMKHOCTL) in the family business. He
and the Don had solved many a knotty problem (paspeLunnu Hemano 3anyTaHHbIX
npobnewm; knot — y3en) in this room, and so when he saw the Godfather leave the
festivities and enter the house, he knew, wedding or no (ceagbba cBagbbon, HecmMoTps
Ha cBaabby), there would be a little work this day. The Don would be coming to see him.
Then Hagen saw Sonny Corleone whisper in Lucy Mancini's ear and their little comedy
as he followed her into the house. Hagen grimaced (to grimace [gri'meis]), debated
whether to inform the Don (nopasmbicnun, coobwuTes nn), and decided against it. He
went to the desk and picked up a handwritten list of the people who had been granted
permission (KOTopbIM 6bI10 NO3BOSIEHO: «NPEeAOCTaBMEHO pa3peLleHuner; to grant —
AapuTb, fapoBaTh; npefocTasnaTe) to see Don Corleone privately. When the Don
entered the room, Hagen handed him the list. Don Corleone nodded (knBHyn) and said,
"Leave Bonasera to the end (ocTaBb Ha KOHeL,, Hanocnegok)."

2 Hagen used the French doors (3actekrneHHble ctBopyaThie Aeepu) and went directly

out into the garden to where the supplicants clustered (npocutenu ctonnunuce; cluster
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— KUCTb, Ny40K, rpo3ab) around the barrel of wine. He pointed (ykasan nanesuem) to the
baker, the pudgy Nazorine.
3 Don Corleone greeted the baker with an embrace (npueetctBoBan oobsatuem). They
had played together as children in Italy and had grown up in friendship. Every Easter
(Ha kaxpgyto Macxy) freshly baked clotted-cheese (¢ pacnnaesneHHbIM cbipom; clot —
KOMOK, CryCTOK, CBepHyBLUMincs) and wheat-germ (NoKpbITble 3epHbikamMu; wheat —
nweHnua; germ — 3apofblLl; 3aBa3b) pies (nuporu), their crusts (ux kopoyku) yolk-gold
(yolk [jouk] — »enTok sinua), big around as truck wheels (kak koneca rpysosuka), arrived
at Don Corleone's home. On Christmas, on family birthdays, rich creamy pastries
(koHOnTepckue nsgenus /NMpoxXHble, NneveHbs/; pastry ['peistri]) proclaimed the
Nazorines' respect. And all through the years, lean and fat (6riaronony4Hsie un
HebnarononyyHble: «Towme, CKyaHble — N KUpHbIe, ToncTbley), Nazorine cheerfully
(Beceno, 6ogpo = He ponwia) paid his dues (Hanoru, nownuHel) to the bakery union (B
coto3 nekapei) organized by the Don in his salad days (B nopy toHOLLECKON
HeonblTHOCTK). Never asking for a favor in return except for the chance to buy black-
market OPA sugar coupons (npaBuTenNbCTBEHHbIE KapToyky Ha caxap; OPA — Office of
Price Administration) during the war. Now the time had come for the baker to claim his
rights (3asBuTb 0 cBoux npasax) as a loyal friend, and Don Corleone looked forward
with great pleasure (c 6onbLiMM yooBonsCTBUEM Oxmaarn, cobuparncs, to look forward —
OXmaaTb C HETEpPNEHNEM, NPeaBKyLLaTh: «CMOTPETL Bnepeay) to granting his request
(yooBneTBOpuTb €ro NpocwLoy).
4 He gave the baker a Di Nobili cigar and a glass of yellow Strega (MTanbaHckuin
numoHHbIM nukep) and put his hand on the man's shoulder to urge him on (4To6bI
nogdoapuTb ero, NnodbyanTb /M3NoXnTb NpocbOy/; to urge — NOAroHATbL, NOACTErMBaTh;
nobyxaaTb, coBeToBaTh). That was the mark (3Hak, meTka) of the Don's humanity
(yenoseyHocTn). He knew from bitter experience (rno ropekomy onbITy) what courage it
took (ckornbko cmernocTtu TpebyeTtcs) to ask a favor from a fellow man (nonpocuts
6nvmxHero 06 ogormkenuu; fellow — npuaTens, konnera, HaNapHUK).
5 The baker told the story of his daughter and Enzo. A fine Italian lad (oTnuuyHbIN
napeHsb) from Sicily; captured (B3sTbI B nineH) by the American Army; sent to the
United States as a prisoner of war; given parole to help our war effort (ycunue;
noctmxkeHune, ycriex ['efdt])! A pure and honorable love had sprung up between honest
Enzo and his sheltered Katherine (HeBuHHOI: «06eperaemon gomay) KatepuHon;
shelter — nputoT; to shelter — npuoTnTb, YKPLITE) but Nnow that the war was ended the

poor lad would be repatriated to Italy and Nazorine's daughter would surely die of a
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broken heart (HaBepHsika, HECOMHEHHO yMpeT oT pasbutoro cepaua). Only Godfather
Corleone could help this afflicted couple (HecuacTHon nape; to afflict [o'flikt] —
BecnokonTb, NpUYMHATL Borb, oropyaTh). He was their last hope.

6 The Don walked Nazorine up and down the room, his hand on the baker's shoulder,
his head nodding with understanding to keep up (4T06LI NogAepkaThb) the man's
courage. When the baker had finished, Don Corleone smiled at him and said, "My dear
friend, put all your worries aside (Bam He 0 4eM BOJSTHOBATbLCS: «OTIIOXUTE /B CTOPOHY/
BCe Balum BecnokorcTteay)." He went on (npogosmkun) to explain very carefully
(06bACHATL OYeHb TwaTenbHo = geTansHo) what must be done (4To JOMKHO BbITh
caenaHo). The Congressman of the district (okpyra ['distrikt]) must be petitioned (k Hemy
HY>XHO 06paTUTLCS ¢ NpockBoi, xoaaTancTeoMm [pr'tijon]). The Congressman would
propose a special bill (npeanoxnt ocobei 3akoHONPoeKT [prd'pduz]) that would allow
(nossonut [d’lau]) Enzo to become a citizen (ctaTb rpaxxgannHom). The bill would surely
pass Congress (nponget = 6yget npuHAT). A privilege all those rascals extended to
each other (koTopyto 9TV MOLLEHHUKKN OKa3biBalOT Apyr Apyry; to extend [iks’'tend] —
pacLMpsATb, PacnpOCTPaHATb BUSHUE; OKa3biBaTb NPOTEKLMIO, MOKPOBUTENLCTBO). Don
Corleone explained that this would cost money, the going price (HbIHELLHSS,
akTyansHas ueHa) was now two thousand dollars. He, Don Corleone, would guarantee
performance (rapaHTupyeT ncnosnHeHue [geerdn’ti:] [pd’fo:mans]) and accept payment
(rotoB npuHaTe nnaty [d'ksept]). Did his friend agree (cornacex [0g'ri:])?

7 The baker nodded his head vigorously (cunbHo, aHepruyHo ['vigardsli]). He did not
expect such a great favor for nothing. That was understood. A special Act of Congress
does not come cheap. Nazorine was almost tearful (4yTb He nnakan; tearful —
nnavywmm: «NonHbln cnesy) in his thanks. Don Corleone walked him to the door,
assuring him (3aBepuB ero; to assure ['Jud] — yBepsaThb) that competent people would be
sent to the bakery to arrange all details, complete all necessary documents. The baker
embraced him (o6Hsan [Im'breis]) before disappearing into the garden.

8 Hagen smiled at the Don. "That's a good investment (/kanutano/snoxexune) for
Nazorine. A son-in-law (3aTb) and a cheap lifetime helper (geLwweBbIn NOMOLLHMK Ha BCHO
*n3Hb) in his bakery all for two thousand dollars.” He paused. "Who do | give this job
to?"

9 Don Corleone frowned (Haxmypuncs, cmopLumn no6) in thought. "Not to our paisan
(He 3emnisky = He cuuununly /wtan./). Give it to the Jew in the next district. Have the
home addresses changed (nomeHsi, nycte nomeHsaoT). | think there might be many

such cases (gosmkHO BbITb MHOIO Takux gern, criydaes) now the war is over; we should
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have extra people (nononHuTeneHbIX Ntogen) in Washington that can handle the
overflow (cnpaButbca ¢ HanneiBom) and not raise the price (He nogHMMasi LeHbl)."
Hagen made a note on his pad (B 6nokHoT). "Not Congressman Luteco. Try

(nonpo6osartk) Fischer."

1 From behind the closed window of Don Corleone's "office," a slightly raised
corner room, Thomas Hagen watched the wedding party in the festooned garden.
The walls behind him were stacked with law books. Hagen was the Don's lawyer
and acting consigliori, or counselor, and as such held the most vital subordinate
position in the family business. He and the Don had solved many a knotty
problem in this room, and so when he saw the Godfather leave the festivities and
enter the house, he knew, wedding or no, there would be a little work this day.
The Don would be coming to see him. Then Hagen saw Sonny Corleone whisper
in Lucy Mancini's ear and their little comedy as he followed her into the house.
Hagen grimaced, debated whether to inform the Don, and decided against it. He
went to the desk and picked up a handwritten list of the people who had been
granted permission to see Don Corleone privately. When the Don entered the
room, Hagen handed him the list. Don Corleone nodded and said, "Leave
Bonasera to the end.”

2 Hagen used the French doors and went directly out into the garden to where
the supplicants clustered around the barrel of wine. He pointed to the baker, the
pudgy Nazorine.

3 Don Corleone greeted the baker with an embrace. They had played together as
children in Italy and had grown up in friendship. Every Easter freshly baked
clotted-cheese and wheat-germ pies, their crusts yolk-gold, big around as truck
wheels, arrived at Don Corleone's home. On Christmas, on family birthdays, rich
creamy pastries proclaimed the Nazorines' respect. And all through the years,
lean and fat, Nazorine cheerfully paid his dues to the bakery union organized by
the Don in his salad days. Never asking for a favor in return except for the chance
to buy black-market OPA sugar coupons during the war. Now the time had come
for the baker to claim his rights as a loyal friend, and Don Corleone looked
forward with great pleasure to granting his request.

4 He gave the baker a Di Nobili cigar and a glass of yellow Strega and put his

hand on the man's shoulder to urge him on. That was the mark of the Don's
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humanity. He knew from bitter experience what courage it took to ask a favor
from a fellow man.

The baker told the story of his daughter and Enzo. A fine Italian lad from Sicily;
captured by the American Army; sent to the United States as a prisoner of war;
given parole to help our war effort! A pure and honorable love had sprung up
between honest Enzo and his sheltered Katherine but now that the war was
ended the poor lad would be repatriated to Italy and Nazorine's daughter would
surely die of a broken heart. Only Godfather Corleone could help this afflicted
couple. He was their last hope.

5 The Don walked Nazorine up and down the room, his hand on the baker's
shoulder, his head nodding with understanding to keep up the man's courage.
When the baker had finished, Don Corleone smiled at him and said, "My dear
friend, put all your worries aside.”" He went on to explain very carefully what must
be done. The Congressman of the district must be petitioned. The Congressman
would propose a special bill that would allow Enzo to become a citizen. The bill
would surely pass Congress. A privilege all those rascals extended to each other.
Don Corleone explained that this would cost money, the going price was now two
thousand dollars. He, Don Corleone, would guarantee performance and accept
payment. Did his friend agree?

6 The baker nodded his head vigorously. He did not expect such a great favor
for nothing. That was understood. A special Act of Congress does not come
cheap. Nazorine was almost tearful in his thanks. Don Corleone walked him to the
door, assuring him that competent people would be sent to the bakery to arrange
all details, complete all necessary documents. The baker embraced him before
disappearing into the garden.

7 Hagen smiled at the Don. "That's a good investment for Nazorine. A son-in-law
and a cheap lifetime helper in his bakery all for two thousand dollars." He paused.
"Who do | give this job to?"

8 Don Corleone frowned in thought. "Not to our paisan. Give it to the Jew in the
next district. Have the home addresses changed. | think there might be many
such cases now the war is over; we should have extra people in Washington that
can handle the overflow and not raise the price." Hagen made a note on his pad.

"Not Congressman Luteco. Try Fischer."
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1 The next man Hagen brought in was a very simple case. His hame was Anthony
Coppola and he was the son of a man Don Corleone had worked with in the railroad
yards (Ha »kene3Hog0opOXHbIX COPTUPOBOYHBLIX cTaHumAx) in his youth. Coppola needed
five hundred dollars to open a pizzeria; for a deposit (Bknag,; 3agaTok; B3Hoc) on fixtures
(4ToBbl BHECTM 3aaTok 3a obopyaosaHue; fixture ['fikst/d] — npucnocobnenve, npubop;
ABMXUMOE UMYLLIECTBO B COeaUHEHUU C HeaBwxMMbIM) and the special oven (gyxosown
wkad, ayxosky [Avn]). For reasons not gone into (no npuyvHam, B KOTOPbIE HE CTOUT
yrnybnaTecs), credit was not available (qoctyneH, merLWMINCa B pacnopsikeHum
[d'vellobl]). The Don reached into his pocket and took out a roll of bills (ceepTok kyntop =
rpyay CKOMKaHHbIX Kyntop). It was not quite enough. He grimaced and said to Tom
Hagen, "Loan me (ogorkun) a hundred dollars, I'll pay you back Monday when | go to
the bank." The supplicant protested that four hundred dollars would be ample (BnosiHe
aoctatoyHo; ample — 6orateiv, n3obuneHbin), but Don Corleone patted his shoulder,
saying, apologetically (n3suHssce [aepold’dGaotikdli]; apology [9‘polodGi] — n3aBnHeHune),
"This fancy (npnyyanuebIn, HEOBLIYHBIN, NPUXOTANBLIN, 34eck: WukapHbii) wedding left
me a little short of cash (octasuna meHs 6e3 HanUYHbIX, HEMHOXKO pasopuna MeHs1)."
He took the money Hagen extended to him and gave it to Anthony Coppola with his own
roll of bills.
2 Hagen watched with quiet admiration (c Tuxum BocxuieHuem). The Don always
taught that when a man was generous, he must show the generosity as personal
(mormkeH NokasbiBaTb, NPOSBAATL WEeAPOCTb, BENMKOAYLINE «KaK NINYHOE, JIMYHOCTHOE»
= HanpaBreHHo, KOHKpeTHO). How flattering (necTtHo) to Anthony Coppola that a man
like the Don would borrow (rotoe 3aHaTb /geHbri/) to loan him money. Not that Coppola
did not know that the Don was a millionaire but how many millionaires let themselves be
put to even a small inconvenience (No3BoNAT NoABEPrHyTL cebsa gaxe manenwemy
HeygobcTBy [Inkdn'vi:njons]) by a poor friend?
3 The Don raised his head inquiringly (BonpoluatoLle, BonpocutensHo). Hagen said,
"He's not on the list but Luca Brasi wants to see you. He understands it can't be public
but he wants to congratulate you in person.”
4 For the first time the Don seemed displeased (kasarncs HegoBosibHbIM). The answer
was devious (ykrnoH4mBbIM; devious ['di:vjds] — yaaneHHbln, OKONbHbIN, OTKIOHSAKOLLMNCSA
oT npsimoro nyTK). "Is it necessary (Heobxoaumo ['nesisari])?" he asked.
5 Hagen shrugged. "You understand him better than | do. But he was very grateful
(6narogapeH) that you invited him to the wedding. He never expected that. | think he

wants to show his gratitude (6narogapHocTsb [‘greetitju:d])."
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6 Don Corleone nodded and gestured (ykasan >xectom [‘dGest/d]) that Luca Blasi

should be brought to him (nomkeH 6bITb NpuBeaeH K HeMy = 4YTObbI NpUBENN).

1 The next man Hagen brought in was a very simple case. His name was
Anthony Coppola and he was the son of a man Don Corleone had worked with in
the railroad yards in his youth. Coppola needed five hundred dollars to open a
pizzeria; for a deposit on fixtures and the special oven. For reasons not gone into,
credit was not available. The Don reached into his pocket and took out a roll of
bills. It was not quite enough. He grimaced and said to Tom Hagen, "Loan me a
hundred dollars, I'll pay you back Monday when | go to the bank." The supplicant
protested that four hundred dollars would be ample, but Don Corleone patted his
shoulder, saying, apologetically, "This fancy wedding left me a little short of
cash." He took the money Hagen extended to him and gave it to Anthony Coppola
with his own roll of bills.

2 Hagen watched with quiet admiration. The Don always taught that when a man
was generous, he must show the generosity as personal. How flattering to
Anthony Coppola that a man like the Don would borrow to loan him money. Not
that Coppola did not know that the Don was a millionaire but how many
millionaires let themselves be put to even a small inconvenience by a poor friend?
3 The Don raised his head inquiringly. Hagen said, "He's not on the list but Luca
Brasi wants to see you. He understands it can't be public but he wants to
congratulate you in person.”

4 For the first time the Don seemed displeased. The answer was devious. "Is it
necessary?" he asked.

5 Hagen shrugged. "You understand him better than | do. But he was very
grateful that you invited him to the wedding. He never expected that. | think he
wants to show his gratitude.”

6 Don Corleone nodded and gestured that Luca Blasi should be brought to him.

1 In the garden Kay Adams was struck (nopaxeHa, en 6pocunocs B rrasa: to strike —
6uTb) by the violent fury (HenctoBoun apocThto; violent [‘vaidlont] — HemcToBbIN,
SIPOCTHbIN; CUMbHLIW, MHTEHCUBHBLIN) imprinted («3anevaTtneHHon» ) on the face of Luca
Brasi. She asked about him. Michael had brought Kay to the wedding so that she would
slowly (4ToBbl oHa MeaneHHo = nocteneHHo) and perhaps without too much of a shock,

absorb the truth (BocnpuHsana npasgy; to absorb [0’bso:b] — BnuTLIBaTH, abCcopbuposats,
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nornowats) about his father. But so far she seemed to regard (Ho noka, 4o cMx Nop oHa,
Kasarnocb, paccmaTpusarna) the Don as a slightly (cnerka, HemHoro) unethical
businessman. Michael decided to tell her part of the truth indirectly (onocpeactsoBaHHo:
«He npsMoy» = peLuns HamekHyTh). He explained that Luca Brasi was one of the most
feared men (koTopbix 6ornbLle Bcero 6oatcs) in the Eastern underworld (B npecTtynHom
mupe BoctoyHoro nobepexbs). His great talent, it was said, was that he could do a job
of murder (ybunctea) all by himself (coBepLueHHo oaunH, camocTodaTensHo), without
confederates (6e3 coy4acTtHukoB [kon'fedarit]), which automatically made discovery
(packpbiTie) and conviction (ocyxaeHvie, npuaHaHue BUHOBHbLIM [kan'vik[an]) by the law
almost impossible. Michael grimaced and said, "l don't know whether all that stuff is true
(npaBga nu Bce aT0; stuff — maTtepus, BelwecTBo; HeYTO, Hekue Beww). | do know he is
sort of a friend (4to-To Bpoae gpyra) to my father."

2 For the first time Kay began to understand. She asked a little incredulously
(HeposepumBo [IN’kredjuldsl]), "You're not hinting (yx He Hamekaelub nu Thl) that a man
like that works for your father?"

3 The hell with it (4epT co Bcem aTum = Bbina He Bbina), he thought. He said, straight
out (coBepLueHHo npsmMo, He Tasck), "Nearly fifteen years ago some people wanted to
take over (3abpatb, NnpubpaTtb K pykam; to take over — nepeHsiTb AOSMKHOCTb; MPUHATD
BO BriageHue) my father's oil importing business (nvnopTt onuekosoro macrna). They
tried to kill him and nearly did (4yTb He younu, y HUX No4YTK nony4unnoce). Luca Brasi
went after them (3aHsancsa nmn; to go after — npecnegosats). The story is (B o6wem,
packasbiBatoT) that he killed six men in two weeks and that ended the famous
(3HameHuTyto ['feimds]) olive (['oliv]) oil war." He smiled as if it were a joke (cnosHo 370
Obina wyTka).

4 Kay shuddered. "You mean your father was shot by gangsters (B Hero ctpensanu; to
shoot)?"

5 "Fifteen years ago," Michael said. "Everything's been peaceful (M1npHO = CNOKONHO)
since then." He was afraid he had gone too far.

6 "You're trying to scare me (nbiTaewwbscs Hanyrate MeHs)," Kay said. "You just don't
want me to marry you." She smiled at him and poked his ribs (TkHyna B petpa) with her
elbow (nokrem [‘elbdu]). "Very clever."

7 Michael smiled back at her. "I want you to think about it," he said.

8 "Did he really kill six men?" Kay asked.

9 "That's what the newspapers claimed (yreepxganu),” Mike said. "Nobody ever

proved it (HMKOrga HMKOMY He yaanoch 9TO JoKasaTb; ever — korga-nvbo). But there's
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another story about him that nobody ever tells. It's supposed to be so terrible
(npegnonaraetcs, 4To oHa /uctopus/ ctorb yxacHa) that even my father won't talk
about it. Tom Hagen knows the story and he won't tell me. Once | kidded him (s
nogLyymnsarn, nogapasHuean), | said, 'When will | be old enough to hear that story about
Luca?' and Tom said, 'When you're a hundred.” Michael sipped (oTxnebHyn; sip —
ManeHbkui rnoTok) his glass of wine. "That must be some story (310, HaBepHoe, Ta

ewe ncropus). That must be some Luca."

1 Inthe garden Kay Adams was struck by the violet fury imprinted on the face of
Luca Brasi. She asked about him. Michael had brought Kay to the wedding so
that she would slowly and perhaps without too much of a shock, absorb the truth
about his father. But so far she seemed to regard the Don as a slightly unethical
businessman. Michael decided to tell her part of the truth indirectly. He explained
that Luca Brasi was one of the most feared men in the Eastern underworld. His
great talent, it was said, was that he could do a job of murder all by himself,
without confederates, which automatically made discovery and conviction by the
law almost impossible. Michael grimaced and said, "I don't know whether all that
stuff is true. | do know he is sort of a friend to my father.”

2 For the first time Kay began to understand. She asked a little incredulously,
"You're not hinting that a man like that works for your father?"

3 The hell with it, he thought. He said, straight out, "Nearly fifteen years ago
some people wanted to take over my father's oil importing business. They tried to
kill him and nearly did. Luca Brasi went after them. The story is that he killed six
men in two weeks and that ended the famous olive oil war." He smiled as if it
were a joke.

4 Kay shuddered. "You mean your father was shot by gangsters?"

5 "Fifteen years ago,"” Michael said. "Everything's been peaceful since then." He
was afraid he had gone too far.

6 "You're trying to scare me," Kay said. "You just don't want me to marry you."
She smiled at him and poked his ribs with her elbow. "Very clever."

7 Michael smiled back at her. "I want you to think about it," he said.

8 "Did he really kill six men?" Kay asked.

9 "That's what the newspapers claimed,"” Mike said. "Nobody ever proved it. But
there's another story about him that nobody ever tells. It's supposed to be so
terrible that even my father won't talk about it. Tom Hagen knows the story and he
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won't tell me. Once | kidded him, | said, '"When will | be old enough to hear that
story about Luca?' and Tom said, 'When you're a hundred.’ Michael sipped his
glass of wine. "That must be some story. That must be some Luca."

1 Luca Brasi was indeed a man to frighten the devil in hell himself (cnoco6HbIn
ucnyratb camoro gbasona B agy [devl]). Short, squat (kopeHacTbIn: «kKOPOTKUM U
TONCTbINY; to squat — cnageTb Ha KopTo4dkax), massive-skulled (c MmaccuBHbIM Yepenom:
skull), his presence sent out alarm bells of danger (ero npucyrtctcTBue
CUrHanNU3npoBarno = pacnpoCcTpaHsno oLyLeHne onacHocTu: alarm [d'la:m] — curHan
Tpesory; alarm bell — HabaT, curHanbHbIM 3BOHOK). His face was stamped into a mask of
fury (Ha ero nuuo «bbina HaHeceHa /BevHas/ neyaTby» rHeBa, APOCTU, Ha ero nuue bbina
3acTbiBIAs macka rHesa). The eyes were brown but with none of the warmth of that
color (Ho 6e30 BCcAKOro Tensia, CBOMCTBEHHOIO 3TOMy LBeTY), more a deadly tan (ckopee
MepPTBEHHbIN XeNTo-KopuyHeBbIn UBeT). The mouth was not so much cruel as lifeless
(He CTONbKO >XeCTOKUM, CKONbKO 6e3xun3HeHHbIM); thin, rubbery (peanHoBbIM = crnoBHO
peanHoBbiM) and the color of veal (TensaTuHbl).

2 Brasi's reputation for violence ()kecTokoCTK, HAaCUNUSA, NPUMEHEHNSA CUMbl) was
awesome (ycTpawatuien, HeobblHanHON: «Bbl3biBatoLLEN BriaroroseHue,
NnoYTUTESNbHBIN CTpax»; awe [0:] — 6naroroBenHbln cTpax, TpeneT) and his devotion
(npepaHHocTk) to Don Corleone legendary. He was, in himself, one of the great blocks
that supported (nogaepxusanu) the Don's power structure. His kind was a rarity (takue
Kak OH 6b1nn 60NbLLIOM PeaKoCTbiO: «ero BuA 6bis1 peaKOCTbIOR ).

3 Luca Brasi did not fear the police, he did not fear society (o6wecTtBo [sd’'saldtl]), he
did not fear God, he did not fear hell, he did not fear or love his fellow man. But he had
elected (n3bpan), he had chosen, to fear and love Don Corleone. Ushered into the
presence of the Don (npuBegeHHbIN K [1IoHyY; to usher — npoBoOXaTb, CONPOBOXAATb;
BBOAWUTb; MOKa3blBaTb MeCTa; usher — weenuap; kanensguHep; bunetep), the terrible
Brasi held himself stiff (HenogBwxkHO, 3acTeiBLUMI) With respect. He stuttered over
(npobopmoTan; to stutter — 3ankatbca, 3annHateca) the flowery congratulations he
offered (uBeTucTble no3gpasBneHus; to offer — npeanaraTb; BblABUraTh; NPUHOCUTD
IxepTBy/, BO3HOCUTL /MonnTBkI/) and his formal hope that the first grandchild would be
masculine (my>xckoro nona ['ma:skjulin]). He then handed the Don an envelope stuffed
with cash as a gift for the bridal couple.

4 So that was what he wanted to do. Hagen noticed the change in Don Corleone. The

Don received Brasi as a king greets a subject (nogobHo TomMy, Kak KOpoSib NpuBeCcTByeT
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nogaaHHoro) who has done him an enormous service (orpomMHyto ycnyry [I'no:mas]),
never familiar but with regal respect (BoBce He haMUNbLAPHO, HO C KOPOEBCKUM
yBaxkeHnem, no4vetom ['ri:gdl]). With every gesture, with every word, Don Corleone made
it clear to Luca Brasi that he was valued (ueHum). Not for one moment did he show
surprise at the wedding gift being presented to him personally. He understood.

5 The money in the envelope was sure to be more than anyone else had given. Brasi
had spent many hours deciding on the sum, comparing it to what the other guests might
offer (cpaBHMBas ¢ Tem, 4YTO MOrnM Bbl NPEANOXUTb, NPENOLHECTUN ApYyrne roctn). He
wanted to be the most generous to show that he had the most respect, and that was
why he had given his envelope to the Don personally, a gaucherie (HenoBKoCTb,
HapylleHve aTukeTa [gould'ri]; gauche [gouf] — HEMOBKMI, HEYKITIOXWIA, HECKNaAHbINA:
«neBbINy /dpaHu./) the Don overlooked (He ctan obpawaTs BHUMaHUs, UrHOpMpoBar)
in his own flowery sentence of thanks. Hagen saw Luca Brasi's face lose its mask of
fury (kak ytpatuno), swell with pride and pleasure (ctano HabyxaTb OT ropgocTu u
yaoBosibcTBus). Brasi kissed the Don's hand before he went out the door that Hagen
held open. Hagen prudently (npegycmoTputensHo, 6rnaropasyMHO = Ha BCAKUIA Criyvai)
gave Brasi a friendly smile which the squat man acknowledged (npu3Han = Ha KOTOpYO
oteeTun [dk'nolidG]) with a polite stretching (Bexxnuebim pactsarusaHuem) of rubbery,

veal-colored lips.

1 Luca Brasi was indeed a man to frighten the devil in hell himself. Short, squat,
massive-skulled, his presence sent out alarm bells of danger. His face was
stamped into a mask of fury. The eyes were brown but with none of the warmth of
that color, more a deadly tan. The mouth was not so much cruel as lifeless; thin,
rubbery and the color of veal.

2 Brasi's reputation for violence was awesome and his devotion to Don Corleone
legendary. He was, in himself, one of the great blocks that supported the Don's
power structure. His kind was a rarity.

3 Luca Brasi did not fear the police, he did not fear society, he did not fear God,
he did not fear hell, he did not fear or love his fellow man. But he had elected, he
had chosen, to fear and love Don Corleone. Ushered into the presence of the Don,
the terrible Brasi held himself stiff with respect. He stuttered over the flowery
congratulations he offered and his formal hope that the first grandchild would be
masculine. He then handed the Don an envelope stuffed with cash as a gift for the

bridal couple.
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4 So that was what he wanted to do. Hagen noticed the change in Don Corleone.
The Don received Brasi as a king greets a subject who has done him an
enormous service, never familiar but with regal respect. With every gesture, with
every word, Don Corleone made it clear to Luca Brasi that he was valued. Not for
one moment did he show surprise at the wedding gift being presented to him
personally. He understood.
5 The money in the envelope was sure to be more than anyone else had given.
Brasi had spent many hours deciding on the sum, comparing it to what the other
guests might offer. He wanted to be the most generous to show that he had the
most respect, and that was why he had given his envelope to the Don personally,
a gaucherie the Don overlooked in his own flowery sentence of thanks. Hagen
saw Luca Brasi's face lose its mask of fury, swell with pride and pleasure. Brasi
kissed the Don's hand before he went out the door that Hagen held open. Hagen
prudently gave Brasi a friendly smile which the squat man acknowledged with a
polite stretching of rubbery, veal-colored lips.

1 When the door closed Don Corleone gave a small sigh of relief (Bagox obneryenus).
Brasi was the only man in the world who could make him nervous. The man was like a
natural force (CNOBHO Hekas NPUPOAHas = HEKOHTPONMpyeMasi YeroBekoM cuna), not
truly subject to control (B 06Lem-To HENOQYMHEHHAS, HENOANEXallas KOHTpor). He
had to be handled as gingerly as dynamite (c HuUm crnegoano obpallartbca Tak xe
OCTOPOXXHO, NPeAyCMOTpUTENBHO, Kak ¢ aguHammnTtoM [‘[dGIndGali] ['dainémait]). The Don
shrugged. Even dynamite could be exploded harmlessly (moxeT 6bITb B30OpBaH
B6esonacHo) if the need arose (ecnu 6bl BO3HMKNA HeobxogumocTs). He looked
guestioningly at Hagen. "Is Bonasera the only one left?"

2 Hagen nodded. Don Corleone frowned in thought, then said, "Before you bring him
in, tell Santino to come here. He should learn some things."

3 Outin the garden, Hagen searched anxiously (c 6ecnokonctsom, 03ab04YeHHO;
anxious [‘senk/as]) for Sonny Corleone. He told the waiting Bonasera to be patient
(noTepneTb; patient [‘peifont] — Tepnenussbiit) and went over (nogoLuen) to Michael
Corleone and his girl friend. "Did you see Sonny around (3gecb rge-Hnbyab)?" he asked.
Michael shook his head. Damn (npoknatee; to damn — npoknuHaTe), Hagen thought, if
Sonny was screwing the maid of honor all this time (Tpaxan; to screw [skru:] —
3aBMHYMBaTL) there was going to be a mess of trouble (6yayT 6onbLine HeNnpPUATHOCTY;

mess — becnopagok, nytaHuua; HenpuaTHocTe). His wife, the young girl's family; it could
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be a disaster (beacteue, katactpodpa [di'za:std]). Anxiously he hurried to the entrance
(nocnewwn k Bxoay) through which (4epes kotopkin) he had seen Sonny disappear
almost a half hour ago.

4 Seeing Hagen go into the house, Kay Adams asked Michael Corleone, "Who is he?
You introduced him as your brother but his name is different (otnnyatowlascs, nHas)
and he certainly doesn't look Italian."

5 "Tom lived with us since he was twelve years old," Michael said. "His parents died
and he was roaming around the streets (6poaun, ckutancs) with this bad eye infection
(c 3apaxeHnem rnasa, ¢ CUIbHO 3apaxeHHbIM rriazom). Sonny brought him home one
night and he just stayed (npocto octarncsa /kutb ¢ Hamu/). He didn't have any place to
go. He lived with us until he got married."

6 Kay Adams was thrilled (B3BoriHoBaHa, 3avHTpuroBaHa; to thrill — Bbi3biBaTh Tpener,
cunbHO BonHoeaTk). "That's really romantic,” she said. "Your father must be a
warmhearted person. To adopt (yceiHOBUTE) somebody just like that when he had so
many children of his own."

7 Michael didn't bother to point out (He cTan ykasblBaTb Ha TO, HE CTan TpaTUTb CUIbI
Ha pasbsicHeHue Toro; to bother [‘bodd] — becnokonTbcs, BonHoBaTbCA) that immigrant
Italians considered (cuutanu, paccmatpusanu) four children a small family. He merely
said (Tonbko nuwe ckasarn), "Tom wasn't adopted. He just lived with us."

8 "Oh," Kay said, then asked curiously, "why didn't you adopt him?"

9 Michael laughed. "Because my father said it would be disrespectful (Heno4TUTENLHO)
for Tom to change his name. Disrespectful to his own parents."

10 They saw Hagen shoo Sonny through the French door into the Don's office (to shoo
— BbIFOHATb, BblNpoBaXxusaTb; Shoo — Kbiw; to shoo — BcnyrmBaTtb, NPOroHATb /NTuULy)
and then crook a finger (ckprounn, corHyn naney, = noMmaHun nanbuem; crook — kprok) at
Amerigo Bonasera. "Why do they bother your father (6ecnokoaT) with business on a
day like this?" Kay asked.

11 Michael laughed again. "Because they know that by tradition (no Tpaguunn) no
Sicilian can refuse a request (He moxeT oTkasaTb npockbe) on his daughter's wedding
day. And no Sicilian ever lets a chance like that go by (He ynyckaeT cnyyas,

BO3MOXHOCTU: «He JaeT LWaHCy NpouTn MUMO»)."

1 When the door closed Don Corleone gave a small sigh of relief. Brasi was the
only man in the world who could make him nervous. The man was like a natural

force, not truly subject to control. He had to be handled as gingerly as dynamite.
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The Don shrugged. Even dynamite could be exploded harmlessly if the need
arose. He looked questioningly at Hagen. "Is Bonasera the only one left?"
2 Hagen nodded. Don Corleone frowned in thought, then said, "Before you bring
him in, tell Santino to come here. He should learn some things."
3 Outin the garden, Hagen searched anxiously for Sonny Corleone. He told the
waiting Bonasera to be patient and went over to Michael Corleone and his girl
friend. "Did you see Sonny around?" he asked. Michael shook his head. Damn,
Hagen thought, if Sonny was screwing the maid of honor all this time there was
going to be a mess of trouble. His wife, the young girl's family; it could be a
disaster. Anxiously he hurried to the entrance through which he had seen Sonny
disappear almost a half hour ago.
4 Seeing Hagen go into the house, Kay Adams asked Michael Corleone, "Who is
he? You introduced him as your brother but his name is different and he certainly
doesn't look Italian."
5 "Tom lived with us since he was twelve years old," Michael said. "His parents
died and he was roaming around the streets with this bad eye infection. Sonny
brought him home one night and he just stayed. He didn't have any place to go.
He lived with us until he got married."
6 Kay Adams was thrilled. "That's really romantic,” she said. "Your father must
be a warmhearted person. To adopt somebody just like that when he had so many
children of his own."
7 Michael didn't bother to point out that immigrant Italians considered four
children a small family. He merely said, "Tom wasn't adopted. He just lived with
us."
8 "Oh," Kay said, then asked curiously, "why didn't you adopt him?"
9 Michael laughed. "Because my father said it would be disrespectful for Tom to
change his name. Disrespectful to his own parents.”
10 They saw Hagen shoo Sonny through the French door into the Don's office
and then crook a finger at Amerigo Bonasera. "Why do they bother your father
with business on a day like this?" Kay asked.
11 Michael laughed again. "Because they know that by tradition no Sicilian can
refuse arequest on his daughter's wedding day. And no Sicilian ever lets a

chance like that go by."
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