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The door of Henry’s lunch-room opened (a1Beps 3akycounoii ['enpu oTBOpHIIach)
and two men came in (1 Boe My>K4KH BOILIH /BHYTPR/; 10 COMeE IN — xodumy).
They sat down at the counter (onu cenu y croiiku; to sit down — cadumucs).
“What’s yours (uto mis Bac/ato Oyjere Opath: «uto Baiie»)?” George asked them
(ctipocuit ux JKopmk).

“I don’t know (s He 3Hat0),” one of the men said (ckazan oauH U3 MmyxunH; to say).
“What do you want to eat, Al (410 ThI X0YeIllb CheCTh, Di1)?”’

“I don’t know,” said All. “I don’t know what I want to eat.”

Outside it was getting dark (na ysuie TeMHe0: «CHapyKH CTAaHOBUIIOCH TEMHOY ).
The street-light came on outside the window (yimanblii poHaph 3axercs 3a OKHOM;
light — ceem; to come on — nosisumocs Ina cyenel, 6o3nuxnyms). The two men at
the counter read the menu (1Boe My>kunH y cToliku ynuTanu MeHro; to read). From

the other end of the counter (c npyroro xonma croiiku) Nick Adams watched them
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(Hux Anamc risgen va vux). He had been talking to George (on pasrosapusai ¢

Jlxopmxem) when they came in (korja oHE BOIILIN).

counter [ kauntd] menu [ 'menju:]

The door of Henry’s lunch-room opened and two men came in. They sat down
at the counter.

“What’s yours?” George asked them.

“I don’t know,” one of the men said. “What do you want to eat, A1?”

“I don’t know,” said All. “I don’t know what I want to eat.”

Outside it was getting dark. The street-light came on outside the window. The
two men at the counter read the menu. From the other end of the counter
Nick Adams watched them. He had been talking to George when they came

in.

“I’ll have a roast pork tenderloin (s Bo3bMy kapeHoe cuHoe ¢uie; tenderloin —
Qune, svipeska. tender — nesicnouii, maexuii + 10N — nosicnuya; gunetinas wacmo)
with apple sauce (¢ s6m0unbsiM coycom) and mashed potatoes (1 kaprodensHbIM
mtope; t0 mash — paszoasnusams, pasmunams),” the first man said (cka3an nepBblit
MYXKYHHA).

“It isn’t ready yet (oHo eriie He TOTOBO).”

“What the hell (kaxoro uepra: «ama») do you put it on the card for (Ter
IOMEIIIa€elllb, CTABUIIL 3TO B MeHI0; What for — oz ue20)?”

“That’s the dinner (3o obex; dinner — o06eo /enasmnwbiil npuem nuwu 6 meyeHue
onsi, uacmo seuepom/),” George explained (oossican JIrxoppk). “You can get that
at six 0’clock (Tl MOYeEIIIb TIOJIYYIUTh 3TO B MIECTh 9acoB).”

George looked at the clock on the wall behind the counter (J>xopx mocmoTpern Ha
Yachl Ha CTEHE 3a CTOMKOM).

“It’s five o’clock (/ceituac/ msith gacos).”
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“The clock says twenty minutes past five (uacel Moka3bIBalOT: «TOBOPSTY JBAILATH
MUHYT TIOCIIe TITH = JIBa/IIIaTh MUHYT mectoro),” the second man said (ckazai
BTOpPOW MY>KUMHA).
“It’s twenty minutes fast (oru crieniar Ha jaBaanaTe MUHyT; fast — ovicmporir).”
“Oh, to hell with the clock (x uepty gackr),” the first man said (cka3zain nepBbiit
myxunHa). “What have you got to eat (uro y Te0s ecThb 110ecTh)?”
“I can give you any kind of sandwiches (Mory nathk BaMm pasHble CaHIBHYN:
« 10001 BUI canBUYay),” George said. “You can have ham and eggs (Bb1 MoxeTe
B3SITh: KAMETh» SHYHUITY C C BETUNHOM; egg — suyo), bacon and eggs (suunwmiry ¢

0sxonom), liver and bacon (rieuenky ¢ 65xonoMm), Or a steak (mm oudirekc).”

sauce [so:s] potato [p0teitou] liver [ 11v0]

“I’ll have a roast pork tenderloin with apple sauce and mashed potatoes,” the
first man said.

“Itisn’t ready yet.”

“What the hell do you put it on the card for?”

“That’s the dinner,” George explained. “You can get that at six o’clock.”
George looked at the clock on the wall behind the counter.

“It’s five o’clock.”

“The clock says twenty minutes past five,” the second man said.

“It’s twenty minutes fast.”

“Oh, to hell with the clock,” the first man said. “What have you got to eat?”
“I can give you any kind of sandwiches,” George said. “You can have ham

and eggs, bacon and eggs, liver and bacon, or a steak.”

“Give me chicken croquettes (naii MHe kKypuHbIe KpokeThl) With green peas (c
3eJIeHBIM TopoIikoMm) and cream sauce (o1 OebIM: «CIMBOYHBIMY cOoycoM) and
mashed potatoes (u /c/ kaprodenbHbiM THOpE).”

“That’s the dinner (310 00€ex).”
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“Everything we want’s the dinner, eh (8ce, uto MbI xX0THM — 00¢€71, sicHO; eh — a?,
kax?, max 6eowr?)? That’s the way you work it (Tak: «takum myTem» Thl 3TO
JieNaeliib; «cpadaThiBacIib/yCTpauBaciib) = Hy U MOPSIIKK).”

“I can give you ham and eggs, bacon and eggs, liver (s Mmory 1ath Bam SUIHUIIE C
BETYMHOMW, ¥ SMYHMITY C C O9KOHOM, /CaHBHY/ C MIEYCHBIO = MMEYCHOUHBIM
namreroMm) —

“I’ll take ham and eggs (s Bo3eMy stmunmIty ¢ BeTanHoi),” the man called Al said
(ckazaj My)kurHa, KOToporo 3aiu ). He wore a derby hat (1a nem ObuUT: «OH
HOCHID» KOTesoK; t0 wear — nocums) and a black overcoat (i ueproe naibTo)
buttoned across the chest (3acternyroe Harimyxo: «4epes rpy/aby; button —
nyeosuya). His face was small and white (ero iuo 06110 MajgeHEKUM 1 OEJIBIM)
and he had tight lips (i y Hero Obutn cxatbie ryosr; tight — nzommusiil, myeoir). He
wore a silk muffler (na nem 65110 1IETKOBOE KatHe; t0 muffle — saxymeieams,
yrymoleams; enyuiums [36yk/) and gloves (1 nepuaTkn).

“Give me bacon and eggs (aii Mue ssuaHMIly ¢ 09K0HOM),” said the other man
(ckazan apyroi mykunna). He was about the same size as Al (ou 0b11 pruMEpHO
TOTO e pocTa: «pazmepay, uto u ). Their faces were different (sia 61
paznuansl), but they were dressed like twins (Ho onu ObLIH 0/1€THI, KaK OJM3HEIIbI).
Both wore overcoats too tight for them (ra 06oux ObUIHM AIBETO, CIUIIIKOM Y3KHE
i Hux). They sat leaning forward (ouu cujienu HakjIoHUBIIUCH Briepen), their

elbows on the counter (¥x JIoKTH Ha CTOMKE = MOCTABMB JIOKTHU Ha CTOMKY).

eh [e1] croquette [kro ket] button [bAtn] glove [gIAV]

“Give me chicken croquettes with green peas and cream sauce and mashed
potatoes.”

“That’s the dinner.”

“Everything we want’s the dinner, eh? That’s the way you work it.”

“I can give you ham and eggs, bacon and eggs, liver —”
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“I’ll take ham and eggs,” the man called Al said. He wore a derby hat and a
black overcoat buttoned across the chest. His face was small and white and he
had tight lips. He wore a silk muffler and gloves.

“Give me bacon and eggs,” said the other man. He was about the same size as
Al. Their faces were different, but they were dressed like twins. Both wore
overcoats too tight for them. They sat leaning forward, their elbows on the

counter.

“Got anything to drink (ects uro-HHOY b BEIUTE)?” Al asked (cripocwit D).
“Silver beer (cepedbpsiHoe B0 /copm nusal), bevo (mopc/HanuTok /umanvsinckoe
cnosol), ginger-ale (nmoupHoe nBo),” George said.

“I mean (s umero B BUy) You got anything to drink?”

“Just those | said (Tosbko TO: «Te», 9To s ckazan).”

“This is a hot town (Becesiblii TOPOIOK, HY M FOPOJIOK: «ITO KAPKUI TOPOIOK»),”
said the other (ckazan apyroii). “What do they call it (kak on Tam Ha3bIBaeTCs:
«KaK OHH €T0 Ha3bIBatoT»)?”

“Summit (Cammut /nocenok k rweo-3anady om Yuxaeol).”

“Ever hear of it (korga-uu0yae casiinan o Hem)?” Al asked his friend (cripocuin D
CBOETO JIpyTa).

“No,” said the friend.

“What do you do here nights (uto BsI 371eCh enaete o Beuepam)?” Al asked.
“They eat the dinner (onu oOGemaroT: «easaT 00en»),” his friend said (cka3zan ero
npyr). “They all come here and eat the big dinner (onu Bce npuxoaaT croga u easaT
0o0bII0H 00€e1).”

“That’s right (3o Tax/Bepno),” George said.

“So you think that’s right (tak TeI qymaeis/cauraetib, 9To 3TO paBuibHo)?” Al
asked George.

“Sure (koHe4HO).”
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“You’re a pretty bright boy (Ter oueHb yMHBIN: «CBETIIBINY» TTApeHb; Pretty —
Kpacusbvlil, CUMNAmMu4Hblil, 0080JbHO, 8ecbMa), aren’t you (He mpaB/a Jiu: «HE eCTh
JIU TI»)?”

“Sure,” said George.

“Well, you’re not (uy, Tak BOT, Thl BOBCE He yMHBIN mapens),” said the other little
man (apyroii MaJleHbKH# = Huzenvkutl yenoBek). “Is he, Al (ymublii a1 o, 21)?”
“He’s dumb (on Tynoii: «nemoii»),” said Al. He turned to Nick (mosepuycs x
Huxky). “What’s your name (kak Te0si 30ByT: «KaKOBO TBOE HUMs»)?”

“Adams.”

“Another bright boy (1pyroii = emte oqun ymuuk),” Al said. “Ain’t he a bright boy,
Max (/ay/ He ymHHK 71 OH; @in't = isn't; aren't)?”

“The town’s full of bright boys (ropox nonon ymuukos),” Max said.

dumb [dAm] pretty [ priti]

“Got anything to drink?” Al asked.

“Silver beer, bevo, ginger-ale,” George said.

“I mean you got anything to drink?”

“Just those I said.”

“This is a hot town,” said the other. “What do they call it?”
“Summit.”

“Ever hear of it?” Al asked his friend.

“No,” said the friend.

“What do you do here nights?” Al asked.

“They eat the dinner,” his friend said. “They all come here and eat the big
dinner.”

“That’s right,” George said.

“So you think that’s right?” Al asked George.

“Sure.”

“You’re a pretty bright boy, aren’t you?”
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“Sure,” said George.

“Well, you’re not,” said the other little man. “Is he, A1?”

“He’s dumb,” said Al. He turned to Nick. “What’s your name?”
“Adams.”

“Another bright boy,” Al said. “Ain’t he a bright boy, Max?”
“The town’s full of bright boys,” Max said.

George put the two platters (/I>xopk moctasui aBe Tapeiku), one of ham and
eggs (omny ¢ smunaMIel 1 BeTunHOI), the other of bacon and eggs (npyryro ¢
SUYHUICH 1 03K0oHOM), ON the counter (Ha ctoliky). He set down two side-dishes of
fried potatoes (on mocTaBuI aBE MOPIUH KapeHOro KapTodens; siede-dish —
bokosoe = conposodicoaiouiee o000 — O.11000 ¢ eaprupom) and closed the wicket
into the kitchen (u 3akpbu1 okomIcuKO B KyxHIO; WiCKet — kanumka; 3a06udrcroe
OKOUIKO).

“Which is yours (kotopast Baia)?”” he asked Al (cripocuit on Dia).

“Don’t you remember (Tbl He TOMHHIIIB)?”

“Ham and eggs.”

“Just a bright boy (nipocro ymuwuia/ny passe ve ymuunk),” Max said. He leaned
forward and took the ham and eggs (ox HakIOHWIICS BIIEpE/T U B35 SUYHUILY C
BeTurHOK). Both men ate with their gloves on (o6a enu ¢ HageTbIMuU TIepYaTKaMHu).
George watched them eat (J[»xopx cMoTpen/Hadio/1al1, Kak OHU eJIAT).

“What are you looking at (1a uro TbI1 /Tak/ cMoTpuib)?” Max looked at George
(Makc mocmotpen Ha Jlxopxka).

“Nothing (au Ha uTO: «/Ha/ HUYTO).”

“The hell you were (xak >xe, paccka3biBaii/uyepTa-c-/1Ba Thl He cMOTpeI). YOU Were
looking at me (Te1 cMoTpen Ha MeHsT).”

“Maybe the boy meant it for a joke, Max (MosxeT ObITh, TAPEHB MOIITYTHIT: KAMEI B
BHTy 3TO/BBICKA3aJl 3TO MHEHHE JIJIS IIYTKU = KakK mIyTKy», Makc),” Al said.

George laughed (JI>xopox 3acmesiics).
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“You don’t have to laugh (tebGe-To Heuero cMesThCs: «Tebe He HAZ0 CMESIThCsS),”
Max said to him. “You don’t have to laugh at all, see (rebe-To BoBce Heuero
CMESIThCS, TOHST: «BUAUIIBY)?”
“All right (xopomo/itagHo),” said George.
“So he thinks it’s all right (uTak, oH 1moyiaraet, 4To 3TO B MOPSIJIKE, IPABUIILHO).”
Max turned to Al (Makc nmosepuysicst k iy). He thinks it’s all right. That’s a good
one (xopor oH).”
“Oh, he’s a thinker (o, on mbiciuTess),” Al said. They went on eating (oHu

TIPOIOJKAIIN €CTh).

meant [ment] laugh [lo.:f]

George put the two platters, one of ham and eggs, the other of bacon and eggs,
on the counter. He set down two side-dishes of fried potatoes and closed the
wicket into the kitchen.

“Which is yours?” he asked Al.

“Don’t you remember?”

“Ham and eggs.”

“Just a bright boy,” Max said. He leaned forward and took the ham and eggs.
Both men ate with their gloves on. George watched them eat.

“What are you looking at?” Max looked at George.

“Nothing.”

“The hell you were. You were looking at me.”

“Maybe the boy meant it for a joke, Max,” Al said.

George laughed.

“You don’t have to laugh,” Max said to him. “You don’t have to laugh at all,
see?”

“All right,” said George.

“So he thinks it’s all right.” Max turned to Al. He thinks it’s all right. That’s a

good one.”
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“Oh, he’s a thinker,” Al said. They went on eating.

“What’s the bright boy’s name down the counter (kak 30ByT TOro yMHHKa, 9TO C
JPYroil CTOPOHBI CTOMKH; dOWN — gru3zy, Hudice no Ipacnonosxcennviil 6HU3Y UL 6
bonee omoanennom mecmel)?” Al asked Max.

“Hey, bright boy (i1, ymuuk),” Max said to Nick. “You go around on the other
side of the counter (3aiinu 3a CTOVKY: «MI1 BOKPYT HA JPYTYIO CTOPOHY CTOMKI)
with your boy friend (¢ TBoum npy»kom = Tyja, Ijie TBOK JAPYKOK).”

“What’s the idea (a B uem jeio, 3aueM 3T0: «uTo 3a ujes/B yem uiues»)?” Nick
asked (cnipocwit Huk).

“There isn’t any idea (TyT HEeT HUKAKOM MJIeH = MPOCTO Tak/1a HU B uem).”

“You better go around, bright boy (sryumme 3aiiau, ymuank),” Al said.

Nick went around behind the counter (Huxk 3amiesn 3a cToiiky).

“What’s the 1dea?” George asked.

“None of your damn business (ie TBoe 4epTOBO: «IIPOKIIATOEY Je0; NONe —
Huumo, nu ooun, nuxakoi),” Al said. “Who’s out in the kitchen (ko Tam:
«CHaApyXmn» Ha KyxHe)?”

“The nigger (uerp).”

“What do you mean the nigger (4uto Thl X04elilb CKa3aTh: KAMEECIIb B BUY», HEIP
= KaKou Takoil Herp)?”’

“The nigger that cooks (uerp, koTopsiii roTOBUT/CTpsinaeT).”

“Tell him to come in (ckaxxu emy, 9TOOBI 3aren).”

“What’s the 1dea?”

“Tell him to come in.”

“Where do you think you are (rie, BbI JymMaeTe, Bbl HaXOAUTECh)?”

“We know damn well where we are (MbI 3HaeM 4€pPTOBCKH XOPOIIIO, T/IC MBI
Haxonumcs),” the man called Max said (ckasan genoBek, KoTOporo 3Bajin Makc).
“Do we look silly (mb1 BeIIISIIMM JTypadkaMu/Tiryro)?”

“You talk silly (ter pasroBapusaemis riymno),” Al said to him. “What the hell do

you argue with this kid for (kakoro uepra TbI criopunib ¢ 3TuM pederkom)? Listen
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(mocmymmaii),” he said to George, “tell the nigger to come out here (ckaxu Herpy
BBIITH CI0J]a = YTOOBI BBIIIEI CIoza).”
“What are you going to do to him (uTo BbI coOMpaeTech ¢ HUM: «eMy» c/iesaTh)?”
“Nothing (rudero). Use your head, bright boy (nomesesni Mo3ramu: «ucroib3yi
cBOIO rosioBy», ymuuk). What would we do to a nigger (uro ObI MbI cienanu
Herpy)?”
George opened the slit (otkpwut okomeuxo; slit — dnunnwiii paspes, wenw; 10 slit
— paspeszams ¢ onuny) that opened back into the Kitchen (koTopoe oTkpsiBazoCh
Ha3aj = gosHymps B KyxHI0). “Sam,” he called (rmo3Bai on). “Come in here a

minute (3aliau-ka croja Ha MUHYTKY).”

idea [a1 d1d] argue [ a:gju:] minute [ mnit]

“What’s the bright boy’s name down the counter?” Al asked Max.

“Hey, bright boy,” Max said to Nick. “You go around on the other side of the
counter with your boy friend.”

“What’s the idea?” Nick asked.

“There isn’t any idea.”

“You better go around, bright boy,” Al said. Nick went around behind the
counter.

“What’s the idea?” George asked.

“None of your damn business,” Al said. “Who’s out in the kitchen?”

“The nigger.”

“What do you mean the nigger?”

“The nigger that cooks.”

“Tell him to come in.”

“What’s the idea?”

“Tell him to come in.”

“Where do you think you are?”
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“We know damn well where we are,” the man called Max said. “Do we look
silly?”
“You talk silly,” Al said to him. “What the hell do you argue with this kid for?
Listen,” he said to George, “tell the nigger to come out here.”
“What are you going to do to him?”
“Nothing. Use your head, bright boy. What would we do to a nigger?”
George opened the slit that opened back into the kitchen. “Sam,” he called.

“Come in here a minute.”

The door to the kitchen opened and the nigger came in (1Bepb Ha KyXHIO
OTKphLIach U Herp 3amien). “What was it (B uem zeno: «4to 31o 6b110%»)?” he
asked. The two men at the counter took a look at him (1Boe myxuuH y croiiku
ormsaenu ero; to take a look — nocmompems: «63samo 632150).

“All right, nigger (sce B mopsake/HopmainsHo, Herp). You stand right there (croii
TYT: «IIPsIMO 371echby),” Al said.

Sam, the nigger, standing in his apron (Cswm, Herp, ctost B cBoem dhaptyke), looked
at the two men sitting at the counter (mocmoTpes Ha TBOMX MYKUWH, CUISIINX Y
croiikn). “Yes, sir (1a = xopouwo, c¢3p),” he said. Al got down from his stool (31
CJIe3 CO CBOETo CTyja/TabypeTta).

“I’m going back to the kitchen (s moiiny Hazan = myoa Ha kyxHro) With the nigger
and bright boy (c merpom u ymuukom),” he said. “Go on back to the kitchen, nigger
(nmm 0OpaTHO = o3epawaticss Ha KyxHI0, Herp). You go with him, bright boy (Ter
uu ¢ HuM, ymauk).” The little man walked after Nick and Sam, the cook
(ManeHbkHii yeaoBek mporien Beaea 3a Hukom nu Camowm, mosapom), back into the
kitchen (oO6partHo Ha kyxHt0). The door shut after them (nBeps 3a HUMEU 3aKpbLIACE;
to shut — saxpwieams, sanupams, 3ameopsmo,; 3axpvieamoscs). The man called
Max sat at the counter opposite George (My>xurHa, KOTOpPOro 3Banu Makcom, cei
3a cToiiky HanpoTtus Jlxxopka). He didn’t look at George (on He cMoTpen Ha
Jlxoppxa) but looked in the mirror (a cmotpen B 3epkaio) that ran along back of

the counter (kotopoe TsHYIIOCK: «0Oexaio» BI0JIb 3a cToiKoi; to run). Henry’s had
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been made over (3aBenenne ['enpu ObuTO TIepesenano; to make over) from a saloon

into a lunch-counter (u3 camyna/6apa B 3aKyCOYHYIO).

apron [ eipron] opposite [ opozit]

The door to the kitchen opened and the nigger came in. “What was it?” he
asked. The two men at the counter took a look at him.

“All right, nigger. You stand right there,” Al said.

Sam, the nigger, standing in his apron, looked at the two men sitting at the
counter. “Yes, sir,” he said. Al got down from his stool.

“I’m going back to the kitchen with the nigger and bright boy,” he said. “Go
on back to the kitchen, nigger. You go with him, bright boy.” The little man
walked after Nick and Sam, the cook, back into the kitchen. The door shut
after them. The man called Max sat at the counter opposite George. He didn’t
look at George but looked in the mirror that ran along back of the counter.

Henry’s had been made over from a saloon into a lunch-counter.

“Well, bright boy (ny, ymuuk),” Max said, looking into the mirror (rysiis B
3epkaio), “why don’t you say something (rmouemy Tbl He CKa)KeIllb 4TO-HUOY/15)?”
“What’s it all about (uto Bce 310 3HaUUT: «O YeM Bce ITON)?”

“Hey, Al,” Max called (ro3san Maxkc), “bright boy wants to know what’s all about
(YMHHMK XOYeT 3HaTh, YTO BCE 3TO 3HAYHMT).”

“Why don’t you tell him (urto >xe T emy He ckaxerb)?” Al’s voice came from the
kitchen (oto3Basicst rosioc Dima U3 KyxHH).

“What do you think it’s all about (a eI kak gymMaerib, 9To Bce 3TO 3HAYUT)?”

“l don’t know (s He 3Ha0).”

“What do you think (kak Te1 qymaeris)?”

Max looked into the mirror all the time he was talking (Makc Bce Bpemst cmoTpern B
3epKaJjio, IoKa TOBOPHII).

“I wouldn’t say (st ObI He ckasai/He cKaxy, moXanyi/He 3Ha).”
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“Hey, Al, bright boy says he wouldn’t what he thinks it’s all about (i1, D1, ymaIK
TOBOPHUT, YTO OH, MOXKATYH, HE CKAXKET, YTO OH JyMAET, YTO 3TO 3HAUUT).”
“I can hear you, all right (s Mmory ciblmaTh T€0s1, B IOPsAKE, XOPOIIO = HE KPUYH,
s 1 Tak cieiiry),” Al said from the kitchen (ckazan D w3 kyxuan). He had propped
open the slit (ou moamnep, YT00BI 0CTABAIOCh OTKPBITHIM, OKOIICUYKO/OTBEPCTHE:
«uenby) that dishes passed through into the kitchen (uepes koTopoe nepenasainuce
omroa Ha KyxHI0) With a catsup bottle (6yTeutkoit ketayna). “Listen, bright boy
(mocmymmaii, ymuuk),” he said from the kitchen to George (ckaszai on Jlxopxy u3
kyxun). “Stand a little further (crans HemHoro naneme) along the bar (B1oan
Oapa). You move a little to the left, Max (moaBunbCs HemHOTO BieBo, Makc).” He
was like a photographer arranging for a group picture (ou 0su1 TouHO hoTorpad,
paccraBisttomui /roneid/ s rpynmnoBoi ¢pororpaduu; to arrange — npusooums

8 NOPSIOOK, PACCMABIISIMD).

move [mu:v] arrange [0 reinds] picture [ pikt/o]

“Well, bright boy,” Max said, looking into the mirror, “why don’t you say
something?”

“What’s it all about?”

“Hey, Al,” Max called, “bright boy wants to know what’s all about.”

“Why don’t you tell him?” Al’s voice came from the kitchen.

“What do you think it’s all about?”

“I don’t know.”

“What do you think?”

Max looked into the mirror all the time he was talking.

“I wouldn’t say.”

“Hey, Al, bright boy says he wouldn’t what he thinks it’s all about.”

“I can hear you, all right,” Al said from the kitchen. He had propped open the
slit that dishes passed through into the kitchen with a catsup bottle. “Listen,
bright boy,” he said from the kitchen to George. “Stand a little further along
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the bar. You move a little to the left, Max.” He was like a photographer
arranging for a group picture.

“Talk to me, bright boy (moroBopu co MHoIT = mobecemyeM, ymMHuK),” Max said.
“What do you think’s going to happen (uTo, kak ThI JlymMaelib, ceifuac
npousoiiaer)?”

George did not say anything (/I>xoppx HEYero He ckazal).

“I’1l tell you (s ckaxxy Tebe),” Max said. “We’re going to kill a Swede (mb1 cetiuac
yObem mBea/Mel cobupaemcst youTs msenia). Do you know a big Swede named
Ole Andreson (TeI 3Haemb OOJIBIIOTO = 300p06o2oldaunnoco MBeaa mo uMenu Oe
AHnpecoH)?”

“Yes.”

“He comes here to eat every night, don’t he (on npuxoauT cro1a MOECTh Kax IbIii
Beuep, He Tak Jn)?”

“Sometimes he comes here (nHora o croja NPUXOANT).”

“He comes here at six o’clock, don’t he (on npuxoauT cro/a B IIECTh YacOB, HE TaK
an)?”

“If he comes (eciu npuxoaur).”

“We know all that, bright boy (MbI Bce 310 3HaeM, ymHNK),” Max said.

“Talk about something else (rorosopum o yem-uuOyab Apyrom). Ever go to the
movies (koraa-HuOy1b XOAUIIb B KUHO)?”

“Once in a while (u3peaka: «MHOT/Ia B TPOMEXKYTOK BPEMEHH»; ONCE — 0O0HANCObL;
Ko20a-nubyown,; While — epemsi; npomescymox epemenu).”

“You ought to go to the movies more (TbI 10JOKEH ObI XOIUTh B KWHO 0OJIbIIIE =
varie). The movies are fine (kuno — »sto nipexpacuo/oriruno) for a bright boy
like you (st ymHMKa, KaK Th).”

“What are you going to kill Ole Andreson for (3a uto, a5 4ero Bel XOTUTE YOUTH
Oue Anpapecona)? What did he ever do to you (uto oH BaM Takoro: «Koraa-inoo»

caenan)?”’
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“He never had a chance to do anything to us (y Hero Hukorma He ObLIO
BO3MOXKHOCTH CJIeaTh 9YTO-HUOYAb HaM). He never even seen us (ou aaxe
HUKOT/Ia HE BUAEI Hac).”
“And he’s only going to see us once (i OH yBUIUT HAC TOJIBKO OHAX/IBI),” Al said
from the kitchen (ckazan D1 u3 KyxHu).
“What are you going to kill him for, then (3a 4To e BbI €ro Toria XOTUTE
youTs)?” George asked.
“We’re killing him for a friend (Mb1 youBaem ero st apyra). Just to oblige a
friend, bright boy (rrpocto/Bcero b 9TOOBI YCITYKUTH/CACTATh IPUITHOE JIPYTY,
yMHHEK; t0 oblige — o6s3b16ame,; denams oodondcenue, yeoscoams, oxazvieamo
yenyey).”
“Shut up (3aTkuuce),” said Al from the kitchen. You talk too goddam much (et
TOBOPHIIIb CIIMIITKOM YepTOBCKH MHOTO; goddam = goddamn — uepmosckuii: «boe
/mycmu/ npokiusinemy).”
“Well, I got to keep bright boy amused (ny, mue sxe Ha0/5 e JT0JDKEH pa3BiieKaTh
YMHHUKA: «COXPaHsITh, ACPKATh €r0 pa3BicKacMbIMy»; t0 amuse — paseiekamo).
Don’t I, bright boy (ne Tak iu, ymHUK)?”
“You talk too damn much,” Al said. “The nigger and my bright boy are amused by
themselves (Herp u moii ymHuK camu passiekarotcs). | got them tied up (s ux
cesizan) like a couple of girl friends in the convent (kax napouky moapysxex B
MOHACTBIPe/B MOHACTBIPCKOM IIKOJIE).”
“l suppose you were in a convent (3Ha4uT, Thl OBLT B MOHACTBIPE: «51
MpernoJiarat, Tbl ObT B MOHACThIpE»)?”
“You never Know (MosxeT, 1 ObLIT: «HUKOT/Ia HE 3HACIIIbY).”
“You were in a kosher convent (b1 ObUT B KOIIIEpHOM MOHACTBIpE = B xejiepe /B

mkosie ipu cuHarore/). That’s where you were (BOT T71€ ThI ObLT).”

Swede [swi:d] oblige [0"blaidz] convent [ konvont]

“Talk to me, bright boy,” Max said. “What do you think’s going to happen?”
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George did not say anything.
“I’ll tell you,” Max said. “We’re going to kill a Swede. Do you know a big
Swede named Ole Andreson?”
“Yes.”
“He comes here to eat every night, don’t he?”
“Sometimes he comes here.”
“He comes here at six o’clock, don’t he?”
“If he comes.”
“We know all that, bright boy,” Max said.
“Talk about something else. Ever go to the movies?”
“Once in a while.”
“You ought to go to the movies more. The movies are fine for a bright boy like
you.”
“What are you going to kill Ole Andreson for? What did he ever do to you?”
“He never had a chance to do anything to us. He never even seen us.”
“And he’s only going to see us once,” Al said from the kitchen.
“What are you going to kill him for, then?” George asked.
“We’re killing him for a friend. Just to oblige a friend, bright boy.”
“Shut up,” said Al from the kitchen. You talk too goddam much.”
“Well, I got to keep bright boy amused. Don’t I, bright boy?”
“You talk too damn much,” Al said. “The nigger and my bright boy are
amused by themselves. | got them tied up like a couple of girl friends in the
convent.”
“I suppose you were in a convent?”
“You never know.”

“You were in a kosher convent. That’s where you were.”

George looked up at the clock (/I>xopox mocmoTpert Ha Jachl).
“If anybody comes in you tell them the cook is off (eciu kTO-HHOY B IPUIET, THI

UM CKaKelllb, 4TO MOBAp YIIe: «CBOOOJICH /0T paboThl/, Ha mepepbiBey; Off —
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VKazwvleaem Ha yoanenue unu npekpawenue yeeo-iuoo), and if they keep after it (a
eciii oM Oy 1yT HacTauBaTh), you tell them you’ll go back (uto Ter oiients Ha
KYXHIO: «B 3a/IHI0I0 KoMHAaTy») and cook yourself (1 npurorosums cam). Do you
get that, bright boy (Ter moHsUT: «I1OTY9IHIDY 3TO, YMHUK)?”
“All right,” George said. “What you going to do with us afterward (uto BbI
caenacTe ¢ Hamu 1ocie)?”
“That’s depend (3to 3aBucuT = cMOTps 110 oOcTOsATERCTBaM),” Max said. “That’s
one of those things you never know at the time (sto oaHa 13 Beleil, KOTOpbIE
HUKOT/Ia HE 3HAelIb B JAHHOE BpeMs = 3apaHee)."
George looked up at the clock (/I>xop;x mocmotper Ha dackn). It was a quarter past
SiX (ObLI1a YeTBEpPTH MOCJIE MIECTH = YeTBEPTh ceapmoro). The door from the street
opened (Beps ¢ yiwmIlbl OTKpBLIACK). A street-car motorman came in (Borren
TpaMBaiHBIN BOKATHIH).
“Hello, George,” he said. “Can | get supper (rmoy>xuHatb MOXHO: «MOTY 5
HOJIYYUTh YKUH»)?”
“Sam’s gone out (Com Brimen),” George said. “He’ll be back in about half an hour
(oH BepHeTCS IPUMEPHO Yepes rmordaca).”
“I’d better go up the street (s1, moskasyii, Jydiiie Moy BBEpX 10 yJIHUIE = MOHTY
emie Kyaa-un0yas),” the motorman said. George looked at the clock. It was twenty
minutes past SiX (ObUTO JBaIIATE MUHYT TOCJIC IIECTH = JIBA/IIATh MUHYT
CEIbMOT0).
“That was nice, bright boy (3o OsuT0 criaBHO /mipoenano/, ymunk),” Max said.
“You’re a regular little gentleman (Ter HacToOsIIIINI MaleHBbKHI JUKEHTEIBMEH).”
“He knew 1’d blow his head off (on 3nai1, 4T0 51 €My TOJI0OBY CHECY = IIPOCTPEIIIO;
to blow — oymw),” Al said from the kitchen.
“No,” said Max. “It ain’t that (e mosTomy, He B aTOM 11e510). Bright boy is nice.

He’s a nice boy. I like him (on MHue HpaBuTcs).”

depend [di'pend] regular [ regjuld]
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George looked up at the clock.
“If anybody comes in you tell them the cook is off, and if they keep after it,
you tell them you’ll go back and cook yourself. Do you get that, bright boy?”
“All right,” George said. “What you going to do with us afterward?”
“That’s depend,” Max said. “That’s one of those things you never know at the
time."
George looked up at the clock. It was a quarter past six. The door from the
street opened. A street-car motorman came in.
“Hello, George,” he said. “Can I get supper?”
“Sam’s gone out,” George said. “He’ll be back in about half an hour.”
“I’d better go up the street,” the motorman said. George looked at the clock.
It was twenty minutes past six.
“That was nice, bright boy,” Max said. “You’re a regular little gentleman.”
“He knew I’d blow his head off,” Al said from the Kitchen.
“No,” said Max. “It ain’t that. Bright boy is nice. He’s a nice boy. I like him.”

At six-fifty-five (B mects /uacor/ nsateaecsat nsath) George said: “He’s not coming
(on HE IpUIET).”

Two other people had been in the lunch-room (n1Boe apyrux moaei moOsBaIu B
3akycounoi). Once George had gone out to the kitchen (oxun pa3 J[xopk BbImIesn
Ha kyxHi0) and made a ham-and-egg sandwich “to go” (u cienan canaBu4 ¢
BETUYMHOM W stMuHuIeH Ha BeIHOC) that a man wanted to take with him (koTopsrii
4eJI0BeK XoTel B3sTh ¢ co0oi). Inside the kitchen he saw Al (BuyTpu xyxHu on
yeuaen Jia), his derby hat tipped back (ero xorenok /6s11/ ciBunyT Hazan; to tip
— naxnonsmovlcsal; sanpoxudsieamucs), Sitting on a stool beside the wicket
(cumsium Ha TaOypeTe Bozje okomedka) With the muzzle of of a sawed-off
shotgun (c xysoM OTIHIIEHHOTO PYXbsi = 00pe3a; muzzle — mopoa; dyno) resting
on the ledge (nexarmmmm/mokosiuMest Ha tutanke/kparo /okorneukal). Nick and the
cook were back in the corner (Huk ¢ moBapowm ObLiv B JaiibHeM yriay), a towel tied

in each of their mouths (mosoTentie, 3apsizanHoe = 3amKHymoe B KaKJI0M U3 UX
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PTOB = BO PTYy Yy Ka)10ro ObLJIO 3aTKHYTO mosioTerte). George had cooked the
sandwich, wrapped it up in oiled paper (/I>xop, ik MTPUTOTOBWIT CaHABUY, 3aBEPHYJI
ero B IepraMeHTHyo oymary; oil — pacmumenvhoe unu munepanvroe macno;
oiled — nponumanmwiii macrom, npomacnennwiir), put it in a bag (mosroxxmi ero B
nakert), brought it in (BelHeC U3 KyXHH: «3aHeC B KOMHATY»; t0 bring —
npunocums), and the man had paid for it and gone out (My>xunHa 3aruIaTii 3a HETo
U yIIIedn).
“Bright boy can do everything (yMHUK BCe yMEET: «MOXKET JIeJiaTh Bce»),” Max
said. “He can cook and everything (ou ymeeT roToBUTH 1 Bce Takoe). You’d make
some girl a nice wife, bright boy (Te1 651 crienan kakyro-HUOYIb AEBYIIKY CIIABHOM
KCHOH = MOBE3JI0 TBOCH OyayIei xeHe, yMHHUK).”
“Yes?” George said. “Your friend, Ole Andreson, isn’t going to come (Bar Japyr,
Oute AuapecoH, He npuaeT).”
“We’ll give him ten minutes (MbI 1auM eMy jecsiTb MUHYT),” Max said.
Max watched the mirror and the clock (Makc mocmoTpern Ha 3epkaio u Ha 4ack!).
The hands of the clock marked seven o’clock (ctpenku yacos nmokasasnu cemb; t0
mark — ommeuamy), and then five minutes past seven (a 3aTem 1siTh MUHYT ITOCIIE

CEeMH = MISITh MUHYT BOCBMOTO).

wicket [ 'wikit], mouth [mauf]

At six-fifty-five George said: “He’s not coming.”

Two other people had been in the lunch-room. Once George had gone out to
the kitchen and made a ham-and-egg sandwich “to go” that a man wanted to
take with him. Inside the kitchen he saw Al, his derby hat tipped back, sitting
on a stool beside the wicket with the muzzle of of a sawed-off shotgun resting
on the ledge. Nick and the cook were back in the corner, a towel tied in each
of their mouths. George had cooked the sandwich, wrapped it up in oiled

paper, put it in a bag, brought it in, and the man had paid for it and gone out.
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“Bright boy can do everything,” Max said. “He can cook and everything.
You’d make some girl a nice wife, bright boy.”
“Yes?” George said. “Your friend, Ole Andreson, isn’t going to come.”
“We’ll give him ten minutes,” Max said.
Max watched the mirror and the clock. The hands of the clock marked seven

o’clock, and then five minutes past seven.

“Come on (1a nanno, gasaii), Al,” said Max. “We better go (iyurie moiinem). He’s
not coming (ou He mpuer).”

“Better give him five minutes (sryure naii emy /emie/ msite MunyT),” Al said from
the kitchen.

In the five minutes a man came in (uepe3 msITh MUHYT 3ariien /ere o/
myskarna), and George explained that the cook was sick (u Jxxopmk 00bsacHuM,
9TO 1OBap OOJICH).

“Why don’t you get another cook (rmouemy ke BbI HE BO3bMETE JPYroro mosapa)?”’
the man asked. “Aren’t you running a lunch-counter (pasee BbI He JepKHUTE
3aKycounyio)?”” He went out (oH BbImIeN).

“Come on, Al (naBaii, 9:1),” Max said.

“What about the two bright boys and the nigger (a kak ObITb C IByMsI yMHUKAMH 1
HETPOM: «a YTO HACYeT...»)?”

“The’re all right (myctb ux: «onu B nopsiake/HopmaiibHoy; the 're = they 're).”
“You think so (TeI Tak nosaraeris)?”’

“Sure. We’re through with it (31eck yrxe Bce /3akoHYEHO/: «MBI /yKe/ CKBO3b/uepes
TO»).”

“I don’t like it (mHe 10 He HpaBuTcs),” said Al. It’s sloppy (Heurncras padora; slop
— oicuokas epssw,; SIOPPYy — nokpweimeiil tyscamu, HepAUWIUBHLL, HEOPEXNCHDIIL).
You talk too much (ter ciumikom MHOTO O0MTaCIIB).”

“Oh, what the hell (kakoro gepra),” said Max. “We got to keep amused, haven’t
we (MbI IOJDKHBI pa3BiiekaThb, He Tak Jin; t0 keep — deporcams, yoeporcusams,

coxpansmp)?”’
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“You talk too much, all the same (Bce paBHO, ThI CJIMIITKOM MHOTO OoJiTaes),” Al
said. He came out from the kitchen (ou Beimen u3 xkyxuu). The cut-off barrels of
the shotgun (oOpe3anubie cTBONBI pysKbs; barrel — bouka, 6ouonox; cmeon, oyno
lopyacusl) made a slight bulge (nemamu nerkyro Beimykiiocts) under the waist of
his too tight-fitting overcoat (o Tanueii = na 60Ky €ro CIUIIKOM
y3koro/o6ieraroiero nanbto; to fit — 6sime 6 nopyle camwiii paz; tight — myeou,
my20 HAMsAHYMblil, My20 3A6A3aHHbII; NIOMHO npulecaowuil, mecuviti o niamove,
ooyesul). He straightened his coat (on oaepryit cBoe mansTo; to straighten —
svinpsmasims) With his gloved hands (pykamu B mepuarkax).
“So long, bright boy (rmoka, ymuuk),” he said to George. “You got a lot of luck
(BeseT Tebe: «MMeelllb MHOTO yIaud = OOJIBIIYIO yaauy»).”
“That’s the truth (310 nipaBa),” Max said. You ought to play the races, bright boy
(TeOe Hamo ObI UTPATh HA CKAYKaX, YMHHK).”
The two of them went out the door (1 onu: «00a OHWY BBIIUIN HA YIIMILY: «H3
nsepuy»). George watched them, through the window (J/Ixxopx Habr0 1871 32 HUMHA
B OKHO: «4epe3 OKHOy), pass under the arc-light (kak onu npouwtu mox /oyeossim/
donapem; arc — /lonexkmpuuecxasl oyea) and cross the street (u nepecexim yauiry).
In their tight overcoats and derby hats they looked like a vaudeville team (B cBonx
oOJeraroimux/y3Kux Miamiax u KOTeJIKaX OHH BBITJISICIH, KaK BOJICBUIbHAS
KoMaHj1a = sctpaaHas napa). George went back through the swinging-door
(Ixopmk BepHYJICS Yepe3 BPaIAoILyocs /08ycmeopuamyio, OmKpularouyocs 6
0b6e cmoponwil 1Beph; 10 SWING — rauamoucs; sepmemubcst, nosopauusamcsi) iNto

the kitchen and untied Nick and the cook (na kyxHto u pa3ssizan Huka ¢ moBapom).

vaudeville [ 'voudovil]

“Come on, Al,” said Max. “We better go. He’s not coming.”
“Better give him five minutes,” Al said from the kitchen.
In the five minutes a man came in, and George explained that the cook was

sick.
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“Why don’t you get another cook?” the man asked. “Aren’t you running a
lunch-counter?” He went out.
“Come on, Al,” Max said.
“What about the two bright boys and the nigger?”
“The’re all right.”
“You think so?”
“Sure. We’re through with it.”
“I don’t like it,” said Al It’s sloppy. You talk too much.”
“Oh, what the hell,” said Max. “We got to keep amused, haven’t we?”
“You talk too much, all the same,” Al said. He came out from the kitchen. The
cut-off barrels of the shotgun made a slight bulge under the waist of his too
tight-fitting overcoat. He straightened his coat with his gloved hands.
“So long, bright boy,” he said to George. “You got a lot of luck.”
“That’s the truth,” Max said. You ought to play the races, bright boy.”
The two of them went out the door. George watched them, through the
window, pass under the arc-light and cross the street. In their tight overcoats
and derby hats they looked like a vaudeville team. George went back through

the swinging-door into the kitchen and untied Nick and the cook.

“I don’t want any more of that (s He xouy OoJibIlIe HUYETO MO J00HOTO = ¢ MEHs
70BOJIBHO),” said Sam, the cook (ckazan Cam, mosap). “I don’t want any more of
that.”

Nick stood up (Huk Bcrau; to stand up). He had never had a towel in his mouth
before (y Hero Hukoraa panbliie He OBLIO OJOTEHIIA BO PTY).

“Say (mocnymaii: «ckaxkny),” he said. “What the hell (xaxoro uepra)?” He was
trying to swagger it off (oH mbITanCcst OTMaxXHYTHCSI OT 3TOTO /om npoucuiedue2o/ =
clesaTh BUJI, YTO €My Bce HUMmodeM; t0 swagger — pacxasxicueamo ¢ 8adiCHbiM

6%00]‘4,' Y6AHUMDbCA, x@acmamb) .
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“They were going to kill Ole Andreson (oHu cobuparorcs youts One
Annpecona),” George said. “They were going to shoot him (onu coGupanuce
3acTpenuTh ero) When he came in to eat (korza on npuaet ooeaars).”
“Ole Andreson?”
“Sure (ma: «<KOHEUHOY).”
The cook felt the corners of his mouth with his thumbs (mosap moTporan yris
cBoero pra Oosbmumu nanbiiamu; to feel — uyscmeosamn; owynvieams; thumb —
oonvuo naney [pyxul).
“They all gone (onu ynum)?” he asked.
“Yeah (1a),” said George. “They’re gone now (oHu Terneps Bce yiuim).”
“I don’t like it (MmHe 310 He HpaBuTcs),” said the cook. “I don’t like any of it at all
(MHE 3TO COBCEM HE HPABUTCS: «HUYETO U3 3TOTO COBCEM HE HPABUTC»).”
“Listen (mocnymaii),” George said to Nick. “You better go see Ole Andreson (teGe
ayuiie moBuaate One Auapecona/cxoautb k One AHapecony).”
“All right (xopomo/naano).”
“You better not have anything to do with it at all (;rydiie He cBs3bIBaiiCs: «He
MMel HUKaKoTo Jiesia ¢ 9TUM BceMy),” Sam, the cook, said. “You better stay way
out of it (Jryurie aepKKUCh MOJANBIIE OT ITOrO: «OCTABAWCS BHE 3TOTOY).”
“Don’t go if you don’t want to (#e xozu, ecu He xouens),” George said.
“Mixing up in this (BmemmarenscTBO B 9T0) ain’t going to get you anywhere
(HuKyaa TeOs He IPUBEET = HU K YeMy xopoiiemy He mpuseseT),” the cook said.
“You stay out of it.”
“I’ll go see him (s cxoxy k Hemy),” Nick said to George. “Where does he live (rae
OH kuBeT)?”
The cook turned away (rioBap oTBepHYyJICS).
“Little boys always know what they want to do (Manenbkue ManpunKy Beeria
3HAIOT, YTO OHU XOTAT JejaTh),” he said.
“He lives up (on xmwuBeT BBepx 110 yiuiie) at Hirsch’s rooming-house (B goxoanom

nome Xupii/B MeOTMPOBaHHBIX KOMHATax /rocioxu/ Xup),” George said to

Nick.
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“I’ll go up there (s1 cxoxy Tyma).”

thumb [6AM]

“I don’t want any more of that,” said Sam, the cook. “I don’t want any more
of that.”

Nick stood up. He had never had a towel in his mouth before.

“Say,” he said. “What the hell?” He was trying to swagger it off.

“They were going to kill Ole Andreson,” George said. “They were going to
shoot him when he came in to eat.”

“Ole Andreson?”

“Sure.”

The cook felt the corners of his mouth with his thumbs.

“They all gone?” he asked.

“Yeah,” said George. “They’re gone now.”

“I don’t like it,” said the cook. “I don’t like any of it at all.”

“Listen,” George said to Nick. “You better go see Ole Andreson.”

“All right.”

“You better not have anything to do with it at all,” Sam, the cook, said. “You
better stay way out of it.”

“Don’t go if you don’t want to,” George said.

“Mixing up in this ain’t going to get you anywhere,” the cook said. “You stay
out of it.”

“I’ll go see him,” Nick said to George. “Where does he live?”

The cook turned away.

“Little boys always know what they want to do,” he said.

“He lives up at Hirsch’s rooming-house,” George said to Nick.

“I’ll go up there.”
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Outside the arc-light shone through the bare branches of a tree (na ynune myrosoit
(donaps cBeTHII CKBO3b roJibie BeTkH jepesa). Nick walked up the street beside the
car-tracks (Huxk mores mo yiuie Bosie = 60osbs TpaMBalHbIX mmyTeii) and turned at
the next arc-light down a side-street (i ceepuy y Gumxaiimero goHaps B
ookoByio yauily/s nepeyiok). Three houses up the street was Hirsch’s rooming-
house (uepes Tpu goma ObL1 moxoaubIi gom Xupin). Nick walked up the two steps
(Huk mommsuics Ha e crynenbkn) and pushed the bell (v mamaBun kHonKy
3BoHKa). A woman came to the door (x aBepu moio1Ia KeHIMHA = OTKPbLIA
JKCHIIMHA).
“Is Ole Andreson here (Osie AupecoH 37ech =y ce0s1)?”
“Do you want to see him (BbI X0THUTE €ro BUCTh)?”
“Yes, if he’s in (1a, eciu on moma).”
Nick followed the woman up a flight of stairs (Huk mociemoBain 3a skeHIIMHON
BBepX 110 nposiety aectauib) and back to the end of a corridor (1 Hazan B KoHelr
KOpHJIOpa = U BIIIyOb KOPHJIOpa/B KOHEI JJIMHHOTO Kopuaopa). She knocked on
the door (ona mocrtyuana B 1BEpb).
“Who is it (kTO Tam: «KTO 3T0»)?”
“It’s somebody to see you, Mr. Andreson (TyT Bac cripaiimBaroT: «KTO-TO, YTOObI
MIOBU/IATh Bacy», TOCIOMH AHapecoH),” the woman said.
“It’s Nick Adams (s Huk Anamc: «3to Huk Anamey).”
“Come in (3axomm).”
Nick opened the door and went into the room (Hwuk oTKpbUIT BEph 1 TIPOIIIEIT B
xomHaTty). Ole Andreson was lying on the bed (Osie Anapecon nesxain Ha KpoBaTH)
with all his clothes on (oxetsiit: «c onexioit Ha Hem»). He had been a heavyweight
prize-fighter (on Ob11 /KOTHA-TO/ OOKCEPOM-TSKETIOBECOM; heavy — mistorcenviil;
weight — eec; prize — nazcpaoa, npemus; 1o fight — opamscs, 6umscs) and he was
too long for the bed (1 o Ob1 ciuikom uMHHEBIM U1 KpoBatH). He lay with his
head on two pillows (on nexan ronosoit Ha ABYX noayiikax; to lie — zeocams).

He did not look at Nick (ou He mocmoTpern/He B3rsHy Ha Huka).
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heavy [ hevi] weight [weit]

Outside the arc-light shone through the bare branches of a tree. Nick walked
up the street beside the car-tracks and turned at the next arc-light down a
side-street. Three houses up the street was Hirsch’s rooming-house. Nick
walked up the two steps and pushed the bell. A woman came to the door.

“Is Ole Andreson here?”

“Do you want to see him?”

“Yes, if he’s in.”

Nick followed the woman up a flight of stairs and back to the end of a
corridor. She knocked on the door.

“Who is it?”

“It’s somebody to see you, Mr. Andreson,” the woman said.

“It’s Nick Adams.”

“Come in.”

Nick opened the door and went into the room. Ole Andreson was lying on the
bed with all his clothes on. He had been a heavyweight prize-fighter and he
was too long for the bed. He lay with his head on two pillows. He did not look
at Nick.

“What was it (B uem seso: «uro 310 0b110»)?” he asked.

“I was up at Henry’s (s O6b11 B 3akycounoii ['enpu),” Nick said, “and two fellows
came in (mpurwy aBa napas/turna) and tied me and the cook (i cBsizanu mMeHs u
nosapa), and they said they were going to Kill you (u oun ckazanu, aro
coOuparoTcs youTh Bac).”

It sounded silly when he said it (mpo3Byu4aso riyrno, koraa on 310 ckasan). Ole
Andreson said nothing (Onie AHapecon HUYEro He ckasall).

“George thought I better come and tell you about it (/[>xop/uk mogymait, 4To MHE

JydIlle IPUITH U paccKazath BaMm 00 3ToM).”
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“There isn’t anything I can do about it (s auyero me mory nogenats ¢ 3tum),” Ole
Andreson said.
“I’Il tell you what they were like (s pacckaxy Bam, Kak OHH BBITJISICIIH: «HA YTO
OHHU OBLTH TTOXOXKHY).”
“I don’t want to know what they were like (s He x0uy 3HATh, KaK OHHU
Beirsiienn),” Ole Andreson said. He looked at the wall (o cmotpen Ha cTeny).
“Thanks for coming to tell me about it (criacu®o, 4to mpurien paccka3aTh MHE 00
3TOM).”
“That’s all right (se cTout /0y1aroapHOCTH/: «3TO B TIOPSIKE»).”
Nick looked at the big man lying on the bed (Hux mocmotpern Ha
OOJILIIIOTO/KPYITHOTO MY>KUHMHY, JICXKAIIET0 Ha MIOCTEIIN).
“Don’t you want me to go and see the police (He xoTuTE, 4TOOBI 5T CXOANI U
3asiBHJI B TIOJIUIHIO)?”
“No,” Ole Andreson said. “That wouldn’t do any good (3to Gecriosne3Ho: «3To He
caenano Obl HUYETO XOPOIIEroy).”
“Isn’t there something I could do (ectb TyT uTO-HHOY /B, YTO OBI 51 MOT C/EIATH =
MOTY 51 4eM-HUOYb IOMOYB)?”
“No. There ain’t anything to do (TyTt Heuero ieaTh = HET CMbICIIA YTO-JTHO0
JICJIaTh/HUYETO HE MOIeNIacIilb).”
“Maybe it was just a bluff (mosxxet O6bITB, 3T0 OBLT TTPOCTO OsIE]).”
“No. It ain’t just a bluff.”
Ole Andreson rolled over (One Anipecon nepeBepHyJics: «repekatuicsy») toward
the wall (x crene), “I just can’t make up my mind (s mpocto He MoTy
pemuThbest/codpatbes ¢ xyxom; mind — pazym; oyx, dywa) to go out (BeriiTu /Ha
yiuity/). | been in here all day (s Ob11 371€Ch BHYTpY = 6 DoMe LENbIii IeHb).”
“Couldn’t you get out of town (He mMoryu ObI BBI yexaTh U3 ropoja)?”’
“No,” Ole Andreson said. “I’m through with all that running around (s moxoH4wI
CO BCEi ATON OEroTHEH: «OeraHbeM BOKPYT/IOBCIOAY»).”
He looked at the wall (on cmoTpen Ha creny).

“There ain’t anything to do now (tyT Teneps HUYETO HE MOEIACIIb).”
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“Couldn’t you fix it up some way (He Moriu ObI BBI 3TO YJIAIUTh KaK-HUOY 1b; t0
fix — ykpenumo, nouunums)?”
“No. | got in wrong (s cienain omuOKy/BIKII = Tenephb yke 1mo3aHo; to get —
nonacmo /Hanpumep, 8 Kakyo-iubo cumyayuio/; Wrong — HegepHbiii,
nenpasunvreiil).” He talked in the same flat voice (ox roBopui TeM e MIOCKUM =
posuvim/yrblibiv rojgocom). “There ain’t anything to do. After a while (uepes
HexoTopoe Bpemsi) I’ll make up my mind to go out (s Bo3bMy ceOst B pyKH U
BBIWTY: «4TOOBI BEIUTHY).”
“I better go back and see George (51 Jrydiiie 1oiiry 00paTHO = 6epHyCh U TIOBUIAI0
JIxxopka = s, mokanyi, BepHych Kk Jxopmxky),” Nick said.
“So long (noka),” said Ole Andreson. He did not look toward Nick (o He cmoTpen

k Huky = B ctopony Huxka). “Thanks for coming around (cniacu6o, uro 3amern).”

police [pd'li:s]]

“What was it?” he asked.

“I was up at Henry’s,” Nick said, “and two fellows came in and tied me and
the cook, and they said they were going to kill you.”

It sounded silly when he said it. Ole Andreson said nothing.

“George thought I better come and tell you about it.”

“There isn’t anything I can do about it,” Ole Andreson said.

“I’ll tell you what they were like.”

“I don’t want to know what they were like,” Ole Andreson said. He looked at
the wall. “Thanks for coming to tell me about it.”

“That’s all right.”

Nick looked at the big man lying on the bed.

“Don’t you want me to go and see the police?”

“No,” Ole Andreson said. “That wouldn’t do any good.”

“Isn’t there something I could do?”

“No. There ain’t anything to do.”
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“Maybe it was just a bluff.”
“No. It ain’t just a bluff.”
Ole Andreson rolled over toward the wall, “I just can’t make up my mind to
go out. I been in here all day.”
“Couldn’t you get out of town?”
“No,” Ole Andreson said. “I’m through with all that running around.”
He looked at the wall.
“There ain’t anything to do now.”
“Couldn’t you fix it up some way?”
“No. I got in wrong.” He talked in the same flat voice. “There ain’t anything
to do. After a while I’ll make up my mind to go out.”
“I better go back and see George,” Nick said.
“So long,” said Ole Andreson. He did not look toward Nick. “Thanks for

coming around.”

Nick went out (Huxk Brimren). As he shut the door he saw Ole Andreson with all his
clothes on, lying on the bed looking at the wall (xorza on 3akpeiBa 1BEpH =
3akpwvieas 06epwy, oH yBuaen One AHApPecoHa B MOJHOM OJICXK/IC: «CO BCEH ero
OJICHKIION Ha HEMY, JICXKAIIUM Ha MOCTEJIM U CMOTPEIIUM Ha CTCHY).

“He’s been in his room all day (o npoObLT B cBOel KOMHATE Bech JieHb),” the
landlady said downstairs (ckasana xo3sika koMHaT BHU3Y /necTHuiibl/). “l guess he
don’t feel well (s nymato, yx He 3a00J1€IT JIH: «OH HE YYBCTBYET ce0s1 XOPOIIIO; 10
guess — yeaowvisams,; npeononacams). | said to him: ‘Mr. Andreson, you ought to
go out and take a walk (rocrioaun AHapecoH, BaMm Hajio Obl BEIMTH U MPOTYJIISITHCS:
«B3SITh = coenamsb IPOTyIKy») on a nice fall day like this (8 Takoit npexpacHsrii
ocennwii fenb; fall — ocens),” but he didn’t feel like it (emy e 3axoTenocs; to feel
— yyecmeosams; 10 feel like — 6vims ckronnviv, xomemsn).”

“He doesn’t want to go out (oH He X0uYeT BBIXOIUTh U3 JI0MY).”

“I’m sorry he don’t feel well (mue »xaib, uTo OH YyBCTBYET cebsi HeBaXkHO),” the

woman said (ckazana xenmuna). “He’s an awfully nice man (on yxacHo ciaBHbIi
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genoBek). He was in the ring, you know (on 0wl Ha puHTe = 6611 OHOKCEPOM,
3HaeTe Jin).”

“I know it (s1 31210 3T0).”

“You’d never know it (Hukor1a ObI He J10TaIaThCs: «BbI ObI HUKOT/1a 3TOT0 HE
y3uanny») except from the way his face is (3a nckioueHuemM/Kpome Kak Mo TOMy,
KaKOBO €ro JIMIIO = pa3Be 4To 110 ero juily),” the woman said. They stood talking
just inside the street door (onu crosum, pasroBapuBasi, IpPSMO B IBEPU Ha YIIUILY).
“He’s just as gentle (HacTojbKO OH MATKUI/KPOTKHIA).”

“Well, good-night, Mrs. Hirsch (ay, npomaiite: «1o0poro Beuepa, HOUM»,
rocrioxka Xupir),” Nick said.

“I’m not Mrs. Hirsch (s1 He rocnioxxa Xupin),” the woman said. “She owns the
place (ona Birajgeet atum mectoMm). | just look after it for her (s mpocto
npucMaTpuBaro 3a HuM s Hee). ['m Mrs. Bell.”

“Well, good-night, Mrs. Bell,” Nick said.

“Good-night,” the woman said.

guess [ges]

Nick went out. As he shut the door he saw Ole Andreson with all his clothes
on, lying on the bed looking at the wall.

“He’s been in his room all day,” the landlady said downstairs. “I guess he
don’t feel well. I said to him: ‘Mr. Andreson, you ought to go out and take a
walk on a nice fall day like this,” but he didn’t feel like it.”

“He doesn’t want to go out.”

“I’m sorry he don’t feel well,” the woman said. “He’s an awfully nice man. He
was in the ring, you know.”

“I know it.”

“You’d never know it except from the way his face is,” the woman said. They
stood talking just inside the street door. “He’s just as gentle.”

“Well, good-night, Mrs. Hirsch,” Nick said.

Mynomussvixosou npoexm Unou @panka Www.franklang.ru 30




31
“I’m not Mrs. Hirsch,” the woman said. “She owns the place. I just
look after it for her. I’m Mrs. Bell.”
“Well, good-night, Mrs. Bell,” Nick said.

“Good-night,” the woman said.

Nick walked up the dark street to the corner under the arc-light (Hux mpormesn o
TeMHOU yiumiie 0 yria moxa gonapem), and then along the car-tracks to Henry’s
eating house (a 3atem B0J1b TpaMBaliHBIX TyTEH K 3akycounoi ['enpu). George
was inside, back of the counter (/[>xopmx ObUT TaM: «BHYTpH», 38 CTOUKOH).
“Did you see Ole (b1 Bugen = sacman One)?”

“Yes,” said Nick. “He’s in his room and he won’t go out (oH B cBoeii KOMHATE U HE
XOYET BBIXOJUTH).”

The cook opened the door from the kitchen when he heard Nick’s voice (rmosap
OTKpPBLI IBEPb KYXHH, KOTJ/Ia OH ycJbliiai rojoc Huka; to hear — caviuams).

“I don’t even listen to it (s naxe He cirymraro 310),” he said and shut the door
(ckaszay OH M 3aKpPBLT IBEPD).

“Did you tell him about it (Te1 emy pacckazan 06 stom)?” George asked.

“Sure (koneuno). | told him but he knows what it’s all about (s pacckaszan emy, HO
OH B KypcCe JeJa: «3HaeT, O 4YEM BCE ATO»).”

“What’s he going to do (uto on cobupaercs jenarsb)?”

“Nothing (Huuero).”

“They’ll kill him (onu ero yosior).”

“I guess they will (mymaro, na).”

“He must have not mixed up in something in Chicago (emy He Ha0 OBLIO
BITyTHIBATHCS BO YTO-TO TaM B Yukaro).”

“I guess so (mosarato, uro tak),” said Nick.

“It’s a hell of a thing (ckBepHoe: «anckoe» neno; hell — @0).”

“It’s an awful thing (y>xacHoe neso),” Nick said.
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They did not say anything (/6osbiie/ onn Hudero He rosopuin). George reached
down for a towel (JI>xop;ox TocTal MOJOTEHIIE: «ITOTSHYJICS BHU3 32
nojioTeniieM») and wiped the counter (1 BeITep CTOMKY).
“I wonder what he did (uarepecHo, uro sxe oH Takoe cjaenar; to wonder —
yousniamucs; saoasamucs sonpocom)?” Nick said.
“Double-crossed somebody (o6omien koro-To/mepedeskan kKomy-To gopory; to
double-cross — naoyme, nepexumpums, oomarnyms). That’s what they kill them
for (BoT 3a 4TO OHM UX YOMBAIOT = KMEHHO 3a 3TO OOBIYHO YOHMBAIOT).”
“I’m going to get out of this town (s yemy u3 storo ropoza),” Nick said.
“Yes,” said George. “That’s a good thing to do (3To xoporo Obl: «3TO XOpoIast
HITYKa, YTOOBI C/IeNIaTh = XOPOIIO Obl TaK ClIENIAThy).”
“l can’t stand (s e mory BeiHecTH/TeprieTs) t0 think about him waiting in the room
(xorma momymaro, kak oH kaeT B komHare) and knowing he’s going to get it (u
3HAET, YTO MMOJIYIUT/TIONMAET 3TO = UTO J10 Hero Aooepyrces). It’s too damned
awful (3To y»acHO: «3TO CIUIIKOM MPOKIIATO = YepmoBCKU YHKACHOY).”
“Well,” said George, “you better not think about it (a TeI J1y4Ie He AyM™mail 00

3TOM).”

awful ['2f(s)1], double [dAbl]

Nick walked up the dark street to the corner under the arc-light, and then
along the car-tracks to Henry’s eating house. George was inside, back of the
counter.

“Did you see Ole?”

“Yes,” said Nick. “He’s in his room and he won’t go out.”

The cook opened the door from the kitchen when he heard Nick’s voice.

“I don’t even listen to it,” he said and shut the door.

“Did you tell him about it?” George asked.

“Sure. I told him but he knows what it’s all about.”

“What’s he going to do?”
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“Nothing.”
“They’ll kill him.”
“I guess they will.”
“He must have not mixed up in something in Chicago.”
“I guess so0,” said Nick.
“It’s a hell of a thing.”
“It’s an awful thing,” Nick said.
They did not say anything. George reached down for a towel and wiped the
counter.
“I wonder what he did?” Nick said.
“Double-crossed somebody. That’s what they kill them for.”
“I’m going to get out of this town,” Nick said.
“Yes,” said George. “That’s a good thing to do.”
“I can’t stand to think about him waiting in the room and knowing he’s going
to get it. It’s too damned awful.”

“Well,” said George, “you better not think about it.”
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