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Ta6puane Metcio «Crsiimmii OXOTHHK»
Gabriél Metsu «The Sleeping Sportsman»

3HaeTe, YTO TaKOEe KUBOMKUCH? DTO HACTOsIIIEE BOIIEOCTBO U HEBEPOSITHOE MPHKJIIOYEHHE.
He Bepurte? Torna nocmyraiire.

OnHaxpl 1 paccMarpuBaia KaptuHbl B «CoOpannu Yoreca». S ocTaHOBUJIACh y TIOJIOTHA
[a6puens Mertcio «Crisiimmii OXOTHUK» . HeoXkraaHHO ceTTep 0XKUIT ¥ BHIIIPBHITHYJT U3 KAPTHHBI Ha O

310 OBUIO HEBEPOSTHO!
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Do you know what art is? It is true magic and an incredible adventure. You don’t believe me?
Then listen.

Once, I was examining paintings in the Wallace Collection. I stopped at the canvas «The
Sleeping Sportsman» by Gabriél Metsu. Suddenly the white lop-eared dog with big red spots on his
back and muzzle came to life and jumped out of the painting.

It was incredible!

7KeHiHa Ha KapTHHE HAKJIOHWJIACh BIEPE/ U MO3BaJla COOAKY:

— bytu, ByT4, uau cropa!

Ho certep He nociymascs. Bucnoyxuii niec, 6esblii ¢ O0JIBIIMMU PIKUMU MATHAMU Ha CIIMHE
1 Ha Mopze nodexaln no 3aaM «Cobpanust Yosuieca». § qorHana cobaky u oOHsiia ee, 4TOObl yro-
BOPUTh BepHYThCs1 00paTHO. Ho ByTu HeokuIaHHO MpBIrHYJI BIiepe, yBlieKas MeHs 3a COOOM.

Ms1 nonerenu npsmo B KaptuHy duero Benackeca «Jlama ¢ Beepom».

The woman in the painting bent forward and called the dog:

— Butch, Butch, come here!

But the dog didn’t obey. He ran through the halls of the Wallace Collection. I ran after him.
Having caught up with the dog I hugged it to coax it back to the painting. But suddenly Butch leapt
forward carrying me along.

We flew right into Diego Velazquez’s painting «The Lady with a Fan».

B cnenyronnyto cekyHy 51 MpU3eMIMIIACH HA MOJ B LIEHTPe OOJIBIIOro 3a1a. Beicokue moTonku,
pocKoIHasi MeOellb, CTaTyd U KapTUHBI, — BCE 9TO Mopakasio BooOpaxkeHue. ToNbKO 4To s HAXOIU-
nack Bo aBople «Cobpanue Yomneca» u BAPYr — Oar! — okazanach B KAKOM-TO JIPyroM ABopiie!

The next second, I landed on the floor in the middle of a big hall. High ceilings, luxurious
furniture, statues and paintings, — all this has struck my imagination. Just a moment ago I was in the
palace of the Wallace Collection and suddenly — bang! — I found myself in some other palace!

B nenrpe 3ana Haxoawics TpoH. HanmpoTus cTosin MOIBOEPT C XOJICTOM, a Ha XOJICTe — He3a-
KOHYEHHbIW nopTpeT koposst Ucnanun @umunma V.
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B 3ane 6bu10 YyeThipe nBepu. Bee onn okazanuck 3anepThiMu. [lec 6ecoKoiMHO TSBKAJL.

— Yro %k, ByTty, — ckazana s1. — JlaBaii mo3BoHUM KoMy-HUOYb! [To30BeM Ha MOMOIIIb !

Moii tenedon He padotan! I ocmorpena 3an. Tenedona 3aech He Ob1T0. 371€Ch BOOOIIIE HE OBLIO
HU OJJHOTO 3JIEKTPUYECcKOro nmpuoopa!

Hu opnoit namnsl! Hu ogHolt posetku! Hu onHoro Beikmovaresist! Hu ogHoro konauimonepa,
HU OJJHOW YCTAHOBKM KJIMIMAT-KOHTPOJIs !

S He mpocto neperecnack u3 «CobOpanus Yorreca» B Kakou-To Apyroit asopert! S momana
B JJaJieKkoe mpoiiuioe!

There was a throne in the middle of the hall. There was an easel with a canvas in front of the
throne and an unfinished portrait of the King of Spain, Philip IV on the canvas.

There were four doors in the hall. All of them turned out to be closed. The dog ran around
me yapping anxiously.

— Well, Butch, — I said. — Let’s call someone! Let’s call for help!

But I didn’t find a phone in the hall. There were no electrical devices at all!

No lamps! No sockets! No switches! No air-conditioners, no climate control systems!

I didn’t just get into some other palace from the Wallace Collection! I got into the remote past!

A kak BepHyThcs Ha3an? HaBepHoe, uepes kapTuHy. S Opocuiack K TOMy MeCTy, T/ie OHa CTO-
suta. Ho ee tam He okasanoch! §1 BcMaTpuBaziach B KaXIyl0 KapTHHY, CTOSBLIyIO Ha moiy! f xe
MOMHIO, 3T0 OblTa «Jlama ¢ Beepom» [luero Benmackeca! OHa cTosiia Ha MOy B OMHOM DSy C ApY-
T'MMU I1OJIOTHAMU.

UYro, ecu 51 monasa B CpeiHeBeKOBbe ? MeHs 3aIpoCcTo MPUMYT 3a BEIbMY U COKTYT Ha KOCTpe!
51 xe He cMory OOBSCHUTD, KaK f Clofa yroauia!

And how do I go back? Trough the painting, probably. I rushed to the place where it stood. But
it wasn’t there! I scrutinized every painting that stood on the floor. I do remember that it was Diego
Veldazquez’s «The Lady with a Fan»! It stood on the floor among other paintings.

What if I got into the Middle Ages? I can be easily mistaken for a witch and burnt at the stake!
I won’t be able to explain how I got here!

ByTu mpo0esxasics mo 3aiy, MPUOTKPHLT MOPIOYKON CTBOPKY CTAPMHHOTO IKada U BHITAHYI
U3 HEro PO30BYIO TKaHb.

— 310 YyKoe Mmiarbe?! — BOCKJIMKHYJIA f.

[Nec 3ackynmuit ¥ BHOBb MOTSIHYJI PO30BYIO TKaHb, IIPU3bIBasi MeHsI iepeoaeThes. Jlyuiie HaaeTh
Yy’Koe IUIaThe, YeM MPe/ICTaTh Mepeji CpeTHEBEKOBOM MyOIMKON B KUHCAX.

[ocnpimancs MmetaJumdeckuil ckpexet. KTo-to kiioyom ornmpain asepsb! Henbsst Obuto TEpsTH
HU ceKyHbl. Koe-Kak 51 HaTsiHyI1a miathe mpsMo Ha OTy3Ky M JUKHUHCHI.

— CunaBa 60ry! — BOCKJIMKHYJA 1.

Butch had a run around the hall, opened a leaf of an ancient wardrobe with his muzzle and
pulled out some pink fabric.

— Is this someone else’s dress?! — I cried.

The dog whimpered and pulled on the pink fabric once more calling me to change. It’s better
to put on someone else’s dress than to appear before medieval audience in jeans.

I heard a metallic rattle. Somebody was opening the door with a key! There was no time to lose.
Anyhow I pulled the dress right on my blouse and jeans.

— Thank God! - I cried.
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S cnipsiTanack 3a COMHKOM TpoHA. [IBepb OTBOpHIIach, MOCIBIIAIUCEH IIArk. BelrisgHyB u3-3a
YKpbITHA, 1 yBUaena kopoid Menannu u [opryramim @wmmnma IV.

— Bce ke Herioxo s npuaymal ¢ MacTepckon Haiero apyra uero. Terneps s Mory npsrarbcst
3[1€Ch OT NPUABOPHBIX U OTABIXaTh B OJUHOYECTBE, — IPOU3HEC KOPOJIb.

— O [na, Balie BEJIMYECTBO, — OTBETUJIM XOPOM CTPAKHUKU.

JIBepb 3aKkpbuIach. TeI0XpaHUTENN KOPOJISl OCTATIMCh CHAPYKU.

I'hid behind the back of the throne. The door opened, there was the sound of footsteps. Peeping
out from behind the cover I saw the King of Spain and Portugal, Philip IV.

— Still it’s not bad at all that I came up with our friend Diego’s studio. Now I can hide from the
court and rest alone here, — uttered the king.

— Oh, yes, Your Majesty, — answered the guards in chorus.

The door closed. The King’s guards stayed outside.

Ero BemmmuectBo koposb Mcnanun @umrm [V cobnaroBonmn cectb uMeHHO Ha TpoH! OH cen
HE TakK, Kak 0ObIYHO cuaAT Koposu! OH pa3BasIiICs, OHY HOTY BHITSIHYJI BIIEpe], BTOPYIO NEPEKUHYT
yepes MOAJIOKOTHUK, IINary OTCTaBUJI B CTOPOHY Y IIPOMOJIBUJI IOBOJIBHBIM TOJIOCOM:

— Kakoe cuactbe — moosITh OTHOMY !

OX, BUIHO, COBCEM OH YCTaJl OT KOPOJIEBCKHUX Jiesl U OT cBUTH. OH XOTeJ HaclIaAuThCs yelu-
HeHueM. Koposb pasroBapuBai cam ¢ coOOH. AX, ¢ KaKUM YIOBOJILCTBHEM TOBOPUJ OH O TOM,
KakK OTpagHO OTabIXaTh B oguHovecTBe! [laske ByTu pactporasicst u Havyas moABbIBaTh B MOIJIEPKKY
kopoist! Gumnm IV ax noanpeirHys Ha TpoHe!

— Kt0 316CH?! — B3peBet OH.

His majesty the King of Spain, Philip IV deigned to sit down just on the throne! He didn’t sit
down like kings usually do! He sprawled, stretched one leg out, swung the other one over the arm
of the throne, put aside his sword and uttered in a satisfied voice:

— What a blessing to be alone!

Oh, he must have been really tired of the royal affairs and the court. He wanted to take pleasure
in solitude. The king was talking to himself. Ah, he spoke with such pleasure about the beauty of being
able to rest alone! Even Butch was deeply touched and began to whine to support the king! Philip
IV even jumped up on the throne!

— Who’s there?! — roared the king.

Koponb BeIxBaTuII 1Inary v 3amisiHyJI 3a CIIMHKY TPOHA. $1 OTKaTuiack 1o rnojy B CTOPOHY.

— ToI KTO? — paccepauics KOpoJb.

— IIpocrure, Bare BennyecTBO, — U3BUHUJIACH 1.

Sl XoTena ckaszarh «IpPOCTUTE, YTO HaIlyraja Bac», HO BOBpPEMs IPUKyCWIa sI3bIK. Bpsan nu
®ummnmy IV noHpaBuiiock Obl, YTO Kakas-TO JEBYIIKA MOCUUTANA, YTO MOIJIA HAMTYTaTh €ro, KOposs
Wcnanuu u Hopryramiu!

— Ilpocrute, uTo NoTpeBokMIIa Bac! — ckazania s.

— Kro THI Takasi? — rpo3HO CIPOCHII KOPOJb. — Thl, JOMKHO OBITh, (ppeiiyiiHa MOe Cynpyru
N3zademst! Otripapisiics HemenieHHO K Hell! KoposeBa 1omkHa ObITh OKpYyXeHa 3a00TOi M BHUMA-
HueM! A ThI OTJIBIHUBACIITH OT PadOTHI!

The king drew his sword and looked behind the back of the throne. I rolled away from the
throne.

— Who are you? — said the king angrily.

— Excuse me, Your Majesty, — I apologised.
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I wanted to say «I'm sorry that I’'ve scared you» but I bit my tongue in time. I doubt whether he
would have liked the idea that a girl could have thought herself able to scare him, the King of Spain
and Portugal!

— I'm sorry to have disturbed you! — I said.

— Who are you? — asked the king threateningly. — You must be one of my wife Isabella’s maids
of honour! Go to her immediately! The queen should be surrounded by attention and care! And you
are slacking off!

Sl caenana KHUKCEH — yK caMa He 3Halo, Kak 3TO MPUIIIO MHE B ronoBy. Ho kaxercs, KHUK-
CeH — 3TO TO, YTO HYXHO, KOrjga Ha Te0s pasraeBasicsi koponbs WMcnanun u [Mopryramu. § nonsitu-
J1ach, BBICKOJIB3HYJIA 32 JIBEPh, uepe3 KoTopyio Borren Pwmnm [V, u ensa He couna ¢ HOr 0OOUX
CTPa’KHUKOB.

OHM TpO3HO CABUHYIM OpPOBM M JIa)kKe CXBATWIKMCh 32 PYKOSTH opyxkus. Bce 3to KpaiiHe
He MOHPABWIOCh MHE. ] crepriesia, KOraa Ha MeHs MOBbICKII rojioc Koposb Vicnanuu u [Mopryranuu,
HO YCTYNaTh KaKUM-TO OXPAaHHUKAM He coOrpasiach!

I made a curtsey — I don’t even know how this came to my mind. But I think that a curtsey is
just the right thing to do when the King of Spain and Portugal is angry with you. I moved back and
slipped out of the door through which Philip IV had entered nearly knocking down both guards.

They knit their brows and even laid hold of the handles of their arms. I didn’t utterly like all
that. I endured when the King of Spain and Portugal raised his voice at me but [ wasn’t going to give
way to some guards!

— Kro BbI Takue?! — BHIKpUKHYJIA 1. — UTO BBI 371€Ch Aemaete?!

— Kak — ut0? — pacrepsuuch 06a. — Mbl OXpaHsieM MOKOM ero BeJIMYecTBa.

— Pa3Be koposb He cKazaj BaM, YTO JKEJNAeT CIPSATAThCS OT BCEX MPUIABOPHBIX, YTOOBI OTIOX-
HYTb?!

— CkaszaJi, — OHM KMBaJIM TOJIOBAMU OIMH OBICTpEee JIPyroro.

— W kak xe OH cripsTascs, eciiv Kax/1asi MblIIb BO ABOPLIE 3HAET, YTO KOPOJIb HAXOAUTCS B TEX
MOKOSIX, Y BXO/Ia B KOTOPBIE CTOUTE BbI?!

—-3... Bol ipaBbl, — mpu3HaIM OXpaHHUKH. — Ho 4TO ke Ham jienath? Mbl 00s13aHBI OXPAHSITh
Koposi!

— CnpstubTech Tak, 4ToO Bac He OBUIO BUIHO, — IOCOBETOBAJIA f1.

IToka oHM pa3MBIILISAINA HAJl MOMM COBETOM, 51 OTIIPABUJIACh BHU3 I10 JIECTHULIE. Bbllluia Hapyxy
Y OKa3aJlaCb BO BHYTPEHHEM JJBOPE OI'POMHOI0 3aMKa.

— Who are you?! — I cried out. — What are you doing here?!

— What do you mean — what are we doing here? — both said flustered. — We are guarding His
Majesty’s peace and quiet.

— Didn’t the King tell you that he wanted to hide from the court to rest alone?!

— He did, — they said nodding one faster than the other.

— So how can he hide if every mouse in the palace knows that the King is in the chambers
which doors you are standing at?!

— Emm... You are right, — admitted the guards. — But what are we to do? We must guard the
King!

— Hide so that no one will see you, — I suggested.

While they were pondering over my suggestion I went down the stairs. I went outside and found
myself in the courtyard of a huge palace.
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3pech 5 3acTalia ee BeaMuecTBO koposieBy. Oneras B po30BO€ IUIAThE, OHA BOCCEANIA B Kpecie
B OKpyxeHuH (ppeityind. FOHBII nask odMaxuBai KOposieBy BeepoM. HarmpoTHB Hee CTOsIT XyI0KHUK
¢ MosibOepToM. OH Iucall MOPTPET KOPOJIEBHI.

There I found Her Majesty, The Queen. She sat in an armchair dressed in pink and surrounded
by maids of honour. A young page fanned the Queen. In front of her stood an artist at an easel. He
was painting the Queen’s picture.

— Hakoneli-to! — BOCKJIMKHYJIA €e BEIMYECTBO, YBUIeB MeHs1. KoposeBa noaHsuiach U3 Kpecna.

Sl cnenana Ha BesIkui cryvaid KHUKceH. OiHa u3 (ppeiyivH, — Ta, YTO BhITJIsI/IeNa CTapIie BCex, —
0O0bsSIBIIIA:

— Bam nipejoctaBiieHa BHICOKAst 4eCTh BMECTO e BEJIMYeCTBa MO3UPOBATh XYI0KHHUKY.

Koponesa B3misiHy/1a HA MEHS TaK, CJIOBHO XOTesIa YOeIUThCsl, HACKOJIBKO 51 IPOHUKJIACh CBa-
JIMBIIUMCS Ha MEHSI cYacTheM. 3aTeM OHa YJAJTWIACh B 3aMOK. P peliIMHbI TIOCTICIITAIIN 32 Hell.

— IlpucaxuBaiitTech, CEHBOPUTA, — CKA3aJl CEHbOP XYHOKHHUK.

gl cena B KpecJo, rae ToJMbKO uTo cupaena koposeBa Vcnanum M3adenna BypOoHckas. Byty
yJiercs ojijie Moux Hor. $1 mocMoTpesia Ha XyIOKHHKA. .. 0, rocrionu! Dto 6su1 uero Benackec!

— Finally! — Her Majesty cried when she saw me.

The Queen rose from her chair. I made a curtsey to be on the safe side. One of the maids
of honour — the one who looked older than others, — announced:

— You were given the honour of sitting to the artist instead of Her Majesty.

The Queen looked at me as if she wanted to make sure that I was truly imbued by the happiness
that had dawned on me. Then she withdrew to the castle. The maids of honour hurried after her.

— Take a sit, senorita, — said senor artist.

I sat down in the armchair which only a few moments ago the Queen of Spain, Elisabeth
of France sat in. Butch lay down at me feet. I looked at the artist... oh, God! It was Diego Veldzquez!

— Oi1, a 1 xak pa3 uckasa panty kaptuy! «lamy ¢ Beepom» ! — BeImasunia .

— «Jlama ¢ Beepom»? He momHIO, 4TOOBI MUCAT TaKylo, — OTBETHJI Xy/IOXKHHUK W JTOOABWJI. —
[Moxanyiicta, cuante ciokoiHo. Kak-HUKaK 5 MUIILY MOPTPET ee BeJIMYecTBa.

— 41, 4T0, Tak MoXo%a Ha KOPOJIeBy? — CIIPOCHIIA 1.

—Inatbe, — nosicamn luero Benackec. — Ceituac s1 paboTaio Haj riatbeM. [loxkanyiicTa, cuaure
CIIOKOMHO.

— Oh, I was just looking for you painting! «The Lady with a Fan»! — I blurted out.

— «The Lady with a Fan»? I don’t remember painting such a picture, — the artist answered and
added. — Please, sit still. After all 'm painting Her Majesty’s picture.

— Do I really look like the Queen that much? — I asked.

— The dress, — explained Diego Veldzquez. — I am working on the dress now. Please, be still.

COMHUTENIBHOE YIOBOJBCTBUE — CHJCTh IMOJ MAJSAIIAM COJHIIEM, TOKa JKMBOIHMCEI] MUIIET
¢ Tebs1 opTper KoposieBbl. Ho s1 HaOpanack TeprieHusi, YTOObI OKA3aThCs TOJIE3HOM JIJIsT BEJIMKOTO
xynoxHuka JIuero Benackeca. § nomkHa Obuia HOIPYKUTHCS C HUM U I0KIATHCSI, KOT/IA OH HAITUIIIET
MOPTPET JIaMbl ¢ BeepoM. Besib MIMEHHO 3Ta KapTUHA CKPbIBAJIA KJIIOY K BO3BPAIICHUIO JIOMOH.

OnHaKo HaI0JITO MOETO TeprieHHsI He XBaTUIIO !

It is a dubious pleasure to sit under the scorching sun while the artist is painting the Queen’s
picture of you. But I armed myself with patience to be useful to a great painter, Diego Veldzquez.

9
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I had to make friends with him and wait till he finished the portrait of the lady with a fan. Because
it was the painting that hid the key to returning home.
However, my patience didn’t last long!

Bo aBope nosiBwiMch 1BOe A€Tel, JIeT AecATU-OAUHHAIIATU 10 BUay. BepHee, criepBa MHe
MOKAa3aJI0Ch, YTO 3TO AeTH. Ho B cleayionyo ceKyHay s pa3misgjena, 4To TMepBbIM ObUT B3POCIIbIN
MyXK4unHa, Kapauk. OH yoeras, a MaJeHbKUI MaJIbUUK HAJICS 32 HUM M OWJI €ro IIIaro 1o CrivHe.
K cuyacrslo, 1imara ObuIa B HOKHAX.

Kapiuk criotkHyscs u ynan. OH Jiexan Ha TpaBe, IPUKPbIBas MAJIEHbKUMU PyYKaMU JIMLIO.
A mMaspumIiKa 6e3:Kaq0CTHO KOJIOTHJI €rO IIMAaroid v KpuJalt:

— Bor 1ebe! Bor 1ebe!

Suddenly two children of about ten or eleven years old appeared in the garden. At first, they
rather seemed to be children to me. But the next second I made out that the first one was a grown-
up man, only that he was a dwarf. He was running away and a little boy was pursuing him and hitting
him with a sword on the back. Fortunately, the sword was in its sheath.

The dwarf stumbled and fell down. He lay on the grass covering his face with his small hands.
And the boy mercilessly beat him with the sword and shouted:

— There you are! There you are!

41 BCcKoumMIIa ¢ Kpecia, cXxBaTiiia OOMIYMKA 32 YXO M BOCKJIMKHYJIA:

— Heronnuk! Tebe gomxHO ObITH cThIIHO! HeMemieHHO M3BUHICH!

Haxe ByTd raBKHyJ HECKOJIbKO pas!

Y ManbuuIKy 3aapoxaiu ryobl. OH 37100HO B3MJISIHYJT HA MEHS U BBIKPUKHYJT:

— Ax 1hI! § ckaxy, uto6 Tede oTpyomu ronoBy! i ner! Tor BegpMma! ITycTb TeOst COKIYT
Ha Koctpe!

I jumped out of the armchair, seized the offender’s ear and cried:

— You little wretch! You should be ashamed of yourself! Apologize immediately!

Even Butch barked several times!

The boy’s lips trembled. He looked at me darkly and cried:

— Ah, you! I'll order to have your head chopped off! Oh, no! You are a witch! Let them burn
you at the stake!

Bo nBop BbichImana Tonma MpuABOPHBIX. aMbl M KaBajiephbl 3aCTbUIM OT M3yMJIEHHS, OyaTO
HUKOI/Ia HE BUJEIH, KaK MaJICHbKUX MPOKA3HUKOB JIEPYT 32 YIIH.

Ha Bcsikuii ciyvait st BBITyCTHIA yXO. MaslbumIlKa BceX pacToIKal ¥ C BOEM KHHYIICS 0OpaTHO
B 3aMOK. CBUTa nocneoBasia 3a HUM. Kapimk cMoTpest Ha MeHsI ¢ TAKMM YKacOM, CJIOBHO 5 KOJIOTWJIA,
a He 3aniiana ero. OH BCKOUMI U yOeXasl BMECTe CO BCEMH.

— OIi-01-0i1, KaK HEXOPOIIIO BHIIILIO, — IIPHYUTAI OH Ha Oery.

— Oii-oii-oii, HeXopoIo! — MOBTOPUJI CJieIoM 3a Kapiaukom uero Benackec.

A whole crowd of different courtiers poured into the courtyard. Ladies and cavaliers were
stiffen with astonishment as if they had never seen a little wretch have his ears pulled before.

I let go off his ear to be on the safe side. The urchin pushed everybody aside and dashed back
howling into the palace. The retinue followed him. The dwarf looked at me in such terror as if I was
the one who beat him and not the one who defended him. He jumped up and ran away with all the
others.

— Oh-oh-oh, how bad it turned out, — he lamented running.

10
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— Oh-oh-oh, it’s bad! — Diego Velazquez repeated after the dwarf.

OH cxBaTWJI HE3AaKOHUEHHBIN MOPTPET TO JIA MEHS, TO JIM KOPOJIEBHI U MOCHENTNII B 3aMOK. MBI
¢ Byruem ocraymck omau. Ilec raBkHyI, HO THXOHEUKO, CJIOBHO He ObUT YBEpeH B TOM, UTO cerdvac
HYKHO TaBKarTh.

He grabbed the unfinished portrait which was either of me or the Queen and hurried into the
palace. Butch and I were left alone. The dog barked but he did it quietly as if he wasn’t sure that it
was the right time to bark.

JIBEpy OTBOPUJIMCH Y BO IBOP BBIIILIA KEHIIMHA.

— Bel Ta cenbopHTa, KOTOpasi AOAYMAaJIach ApaTh 3a YIIM HACJAEHUKA IPECTONa, IPUHLIA ACTY-
puiickoro, ero BeicouectBo banbrazapa Kapioca?

— Y1y, — TOJNBKO ¥ BHIJAJIA sI, IOTOMY UTO KOM IMOJKATUJ K TOPITY, ¥ OOJIbIIE s He MOIJIa HUYEero
CKazarb.

— U BB Ta camasi ceHbOPUTA, KOTOpasi MOCOBETOBAIAa KOPOJIEBCKUM TEJIOXPAHUTENSIM CIpsi-
Tarbcs?

— V¥ry, — noBropuia 1.

— Hymato, Tenepb caMoe BpeMmsl CIpSITaTbCs BaM camoii! — ckazania skeHiiuHa. — CrymnaiTe
3a MHOM !

The doors opened and a woman entered the courtyard.

— Are you the senorita who hit upon the idea of pulling the ears of the heir to the throne, the
Prince of Asturias, Balthasar Charles?

— Uh-huh, — was the only thing I uttered because a lump came to my throat and I was unable
to say anything more.

— And are you also the very senorita who suggested that the King’s guards should hide?

— Uh-huh, - I repeated.

— I suppose that it’s about time for you to hide! — said the woman. — Follow me!

Hesnakomasi ceHbopa B3sJ1a MEHsI 32 PyKy U MoBesa 3a coOoi. [lec mMpuHST BOMHCTBEHHYIO
103y, BO3HAMEPHBIIMCH 3aIlIMINATh HAC OT BO3MOXHBIX IpecnenoBareneil. KeHIumHa nepeceksa
BHYTPEHHHUH JJBOP U MPHOTKPBUIA JBEPH, BEAYIIYIO B JPYroe KpbUIO 3aMKa.

The unknown senorita took my hand and pulled me along. The dog struck a militant pose
intending to protect us from all possible pursuers. The woman crossed the courtyard and slightly
opened the door leading into another aisle of the palace.

— Bytu-byTu-ByTu! — no3pana . — Ckopee! Crona!

INec HeoxotHO MoTpycwi 3a HamMu. CeHbOpa TOBEJIa MEeHs Yepe3 3aMOK.

MBI TpOXOAUIIH Yepe3 POCKOIITHBIE 3aJTbl CO CTAPUHHON MeOeTblo, CKYJIBIITYpaMU ¥ KapTUHAMU
Ha cTteHax. Ha xomy ceHbopa KMBajia JaMaM U KaBajiepaM, NornaaaBimmmcs HaBerpedy. [lepen Heko-
TOPBIMU OHA JieJiajia KHUKCEeHBI. S KomupoBaia ee IeicTBrs, a ByTu npsTasics 3a Moeit 0OKO¥.

— Butch-Butch-Butch! — I called. — Quick! This way!

The dog trotted reluctantly after us. The senora led me through the palace.

We passed by luxurious halls with antique furniture, sculptures and pictures on the walls. On
the move the senora nodded to ladies and cavaliers that we encountered. She stopped before some
of them and did a curtsey letting them pass. I imitated her actions and Butch hid behind my skirt.
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3areM MBI OKa3aJIMCh B YaCTH 3aMKa, IJie, CY/s 1O OfIek /e, OOMTAIIH JTIIOI He CJIUIITKOM BBICO-
KOT'O 3BaHUS.

CeHbOpa OCTaHOBWJIACH TIEPE/] IBEPHIO U OIJIsI/IeNach M0 CTOPOHaM. B KOHIIe Kopuiopa MosIBU-
Jlach TPyIa My)KYMH B YEPHBIX KOCTIOMAax CO IIMaramMu.

— AJbrBacuJIbl, — MPOMOJIBMJIA CEHbOpPA. — BBICTPO, MOKAa OHU HE 3aMEeTHJIN Bac.

Then we found ourselves in the part of the palace where, judging by the clothes people of low
ranks lived.

The senora stopped in front of a door and looked around. A group of men in black suits with
swords appeared at the end of the corridor.

— Alguacils, — uttered the senora. — Quick, before they see you.

MBI niepecTyniIu Mopor U OKa3amch B puxoxkei. CTapyxa B KOpUIHEBOM IUIaThe U B OesioM
TIaTKe BeTpeTmia Hac. Ee o mokasaioch MHE 3HAKOMBIM.

— BBICTpO cripsiub 3TY CEHBOPHTY, — MTPUKA3aJIa MOSI CIIACHTEITLHUIIA.

S mpomuia cieoM 3a CTapyxol B CIIAYIOIIYI0 KOMHATY. B IIieHTpe CTOsUT IMHHBIN TyOOBbIN
cron. OTcroa oHa mpoBesia MeHsI Ha KyXHI0. Mbl OKa3aJIich Cpe/id KOTJIOB M CKOBOPOJIOK BO3JIe OO0JTb-
I0r0 KaMMHa C IJTUTOM.

We passed the threshold and found ourselves in the anteroom. An old woman in a brown dress
and a white kerchief came out to meet us. Her face seemed familiar to me.

— Quickly hide this senorita, — my savior ordered.

I followed the old lady into the next room. There was a long oak table in the middle of it. From
there the old lady led me to the kitchen. We found ourselves near a big fire place with a stove amongst
cauldrons and pans.

W3 npuxoskeii 1oHeccs CTyK.

— D10 anbKkaibg ero BeanuectBa! MiMenem koposist oTBopuTe! — pa3fajics rpo3HbI royioc.

Sl 3amepna, Kyxapka mprkaia najen K ryoam. ByTd npuiabHys1 K MOMM HOTaM.

JIs3ruyn 3acoB. Xo3siKa OTKpbUIa ABEPb. BHOBB MOCTBIIIAIICS MYKCKOU rOJIOC.

— HoOpblit ieHb, TOHbsI XyaHa. MBI UIIIEM MPECTYIHUILY, KOTOpasi OCKOpOUIa ero BHICOYECTBO
MpUHIA ACTYpPUIICKOTO, HACIEIHUKA TIPeCTosIa, TIOOUMMOTO ChIHA HaIllero Kopoisi!

— K10 oHa Takas u kak cMmena?! — BO3MyTUJIaCh X03s1Ka JIOMa JJOHbsI XyaHa.

— Kak pa3 31oro HUKTO U He 3HaeT! — BOCKJIUKHYJI ajibKasiba. — Ho HaM oueHb He o30poBUTCH,
€CJIM MBI €€ He MOoNMaeM.

— DTO yX TOYHO, — COIJIACWJIACh JIOHbsI XyaHa. — Torga Bam Jiydlie MochenmuTb. 31ech HEeT
noctoponnux. Ho s Buaena HesnakoMky! OHa CKpbLIach 3a yIJoM.

— Bor kak! — Bckpuuas anbkaiipl. — biarogapio Bac, JoHbsi XyaHa! Mbl oio3peBaem, 4To oHa
3aroBopmuia! Mel noiimaem ee! Koposb otomaronapur Bac 3a COIeCTBYE.

AJIbKJIBJ U €T0 aJbrBacuJibl yIUIU. Mbl ¢ ByTuem cupeinu, 3aTauB JbpIXaHKeE.

A knock from the anteroom reached my ears.

— It’s His Majesty’s alcalde! Open in the name of the King! — a menacing voice was heard.

I froze and the cook pressed her finger to her lips. Butch clung to my feet.

The bolt clanked. The hostess opened the door. The man’s voice was heard again.

Good afternoon, Dona Juana. We are looking for the offender who insulted His Highness, the
Prince of Asturias, the heir to the throne, the favourite son of our King!

— Who is she and how did she dare?! — cried the hostess, dona Juana with indignation.
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— This is just what nobody knows! — cried the alcalde. — And we will have to pay for not
finding her.

— That’s for sure, — Dona Juana agreed. — Then you had better hurry. There are no strangers
here. But I saw some senorita go down the corridor and disappear around the corner.

—There it is! — cried the alcalde. — Thank you, Dona Juana! We suspect that she is a conspirator!
We are going to catch her! The King will show his gratitude for your assistance.

Alcalde and his alguacils left. But Butch and I sat holding our breath.

— Boixonute! I'ie sxe BbI? — pa3gajcs rojoc J0HbU XyaHbl.

Mpl BbIILM B CcTONOBYIO. OTCIOa OTKPBIBAJICS BUJL €llle B OJHY KOMHATy. TaM Haxomuiach
MoJiofasi KeHIIMHA.

— Most noub @paHiMCKa, — MOSICHUJIA JOHbsI XyaHa. — PpaHIIMCKa, 3aliMU HaIlTy TOCTBIO, @ Mbl
MIPUTOTOBMM UYTO-HUOYIb K CTOIY.

Xo3siiKa Tak ¥ He MOMHTepecoBagach MOMM MMeHeM. Kakercs, Terepb OHa lymajia O TOM, UTO
YeM MeHbIIle Hac OyleT CBSI3bIBaTh, TEM CIIOKOWHEe CTaHeT €€ KU3Hb.

— Come out! Where are you? — Dona Juana’s voice was heard.

We came out into the dining room. From there we could see yet another room. There was
a young woman there.

— This is my daughter Francisca, — explained Dona Juana. — Francisca, entertain our guest and
we will make something to eat.

The hostess never asked my name. It seemed that she thought that the less we were connected
with each other the calmer her life would be.

S mpomuia B coceqHOI0 KOMHaTy. ®paHIFcKa MPUIOKIIIA TIAJIeI] K T'y0aM U TUXO TIPOMOJIBHIIIA:
— Mow netu crisT B AaiibHel KomHare. Jlydie ux He OyIuTh.
Heoxunanno paznasics cryk. HoBbie roctu. Hagetoch, 9T0 He anbKasib BepHyJics !

I went into the adjacent room. Francisca pressed her finger to her lips and said quietly:
— My children are sleeping in the back room. It’s better not to wake them up.
Suddenly there was a knock. New guests. I hope it’s not the alcalde who has come back!

Houbst XyaHa oTKpbu1a aBepb. [locablmanics MykCKue rojoca, ciaBa 0ory, MUpOTIOOUBbIE.

— Bbl cerogns paHo! — cka3zasa 10Hbs1 XyaHa.

— Cy4uioch HEUYTO COBEPIIEHHO HEBOOOPa3UMoe! — OTBETUIT MYKCKOW TOJIOC, TIOKA3aBIITHIACS
MHE 3HAKOMBIM.

Eie onuH ronoc, BbIIABaBIIMI MYKUYMHY TOMOJIOXKE, JTOOABIIT:

— Jla, HeuTOo U3 psifa BOH BHIXOASINEE, UTO C/IENAIO HaIllly paboTy CEroAHs COBEPIIEHHO HEBO3-
MOKHOM.

— Kakas-To ¢peiyinaa Bbigpaia 3a yim HacleTHUKa NMPEecTonia, — MOHU3UB TOJIOC, COOOIIHIT
My>XX4MHA IIOCTapIIIe.

— Camoe 3arajiouHoe To, YTO HUKTO BO JBOPIIE HE CMOT' Ha3BaTh €€ UMEHH! — CKa3ajl TOT, U4TO
ObLT TOMOJIOXKE.

— Iopo3peBaiot, 4TO 3TO MIMUOHKA, — MPOJOJIKUI €r0 CTAPIIUN TOBAPUILI.

Dona Juana opened the door. Men’s voices could be heard and thank God, they were peaceful.

— You are early today! — said Dona Juana.

— Something utterly unimaginable has happened! — answered a male’s voice, which seemed
familiar to me.
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Another voice which seemed to belong to a younger man added:

— Yes, something out of the common that made out work completely impossible today.

— Some maid of honour pulled the ears of the heir to the throne, — informed the older man
lowering his voice.

— The most mysterious thing is that no one in the palace could tell what her name was! — said
the younger one.

— They suspect that she is a spy, — his older friend continued.

MyK4YMHBI HAPABWIUCH BIIIyOb allapTaMEeHTOB.

— Ee et cmepTHas Ka3Hb, — YBEPEHHO MPOU3HEC TOT, YTO MOMJIA/IIIIE.

— Jla 1 Tem, KTO ee yKpbIBAeT, OX, KaK He MO3JJOPOBUTCSI! — TOBOPUBIIIMIA BOIIIE] B KOMHATY
Y YCTaBUJICSI HA MEHSI.

4 3acteina ot uzymiierusi! to 6wt 10H [uero Bemackec. Tak MbI ¥ CTOSUTH, BHITApAIIUB IJIa3a
apyr Ha apyra. llleqmuii ciiegom rocrnoguH HaTKHYJICS Ha JoHa [{uero c3aau.

— -3, — nporsaHyn Benackec. — Kaxercs, Mbl U eCTb Te, KTO €€ YKPbIBAIOT.

The men made deeper for the apartments.

— The death penalty awaits her, — uttered the younger man with confidence.

— And it’s going to get really ugly for those who are harbouring her! — with these words the
speaker entered the room and stared at me.

I, too, was stiffen with astonishment because the man was none other than Don Diego
Veldzquez. And so we stood staring at each other. The gentleman who was walking behind stumbled
on Don Diego.

— Er, — Velazquez drawled. — It seems that we are the ones who are harbouring her.

Bropoii rocrionviH ObUT JIeT Ha MATHAAATh MOJIOKE XynokHHMKa Bemackeca. OH cMmoTpern
Ha MeHs ¢ HenoyMeHueM. [lay3a 3arsHynack. Bytu Herpomko TsBkHyI. [IoH [uero u ero apyr Kak
0 KOMaH/Ie TiepeBeIn B3IJISI/Ib HA IOHBIO XyaHy.

— ¢ He Mory1a OpOCUTH CEHBOPUTY B Oejie, — pa3Besia pyKaMu JKeHITMHA.

The other gentleman was some fifteen years younger than the artist Veldzquez. He looked at
me in perplexity. The pause dragged on. Butch yelped quietly. Don Diego and his friend switched
their glare at Dona Juana as if on command.

— I couldn’t leave the senorita in such predicament, — the woman shrugged.

Hon [lyero He HaIescs, 4To cka3arb. A BTOPOM T'OCIIOIWH MPOIIET B KOMHATY U B3sLJT 32 PYKY
NoHbI0 PPaHIIMCKY, CIIOBHO XOTeJT, YTOOBI OHA JIepKajiach MOJabIIe OT MeHsl. Borapuiack rpodoBast
TUIIMHA. TOJIBKO CIIBIIIATIOCH Ybe-TO MUPHOE COMeHre. DTO B JajibHel KOMHaTe criianu aetu. axke
ByTu He perasncs HapymmTh THIIMHY. HO TyT B KOMHATy BolUIa ctapast Kyxapka U cKas3aja:

— U3BonbTe K crony, rocrnofa. [Toka o6e He OCTBL.

— IIpaBuibHO, — moaxBaTmiI JoH [luero. — Ha chIThIN KeyIoK 1 aymaercs Jjierye.

Don Diego didn’t know what to say. And the other gentleman went into the room and took
Dona Francisca’s hand as if he wanted her to stay away from me. Deathly silence fell. Only some
one’s quiet puffing could be heard. Those were children sleeping in the back room. Even Butch didn’t
venture to break the silence. But then the old cook came into the room and said:

— If you please to the table, masters and mistresses. Till the lunch gets cold.

— Right, — Don Diego took up. — It’s easier to think with your stomach full.
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— K0 xe BbI, ceHpopuTa? Kak k Bam oOpammarbes? — cripoci I0H Jluero, Korjua Mbl IpOIUTA
B CTOJIOBYIO.

AX, s Tepniets He Mory Joxb! Ho ecnit Obl 51 ckazasa rpasiy, B JIy4llleM cIydae, MHE HUKTO
He noBepuJt Obl! B xymem, npunsim Obl 32 BenpMy! Yero nqodporo nepenaiv Obl B pyKd MHKBU3H-
uuu! A MHe COBCeM He XOTeJIOCh OKa3aThCsl Ha KocTpe!

— Who are you, senorita? How do we address you? — asked Don Diego as we walked into the
dining-room.

Ah, I just can’t stand lies! But if I told the truth, at best, no one would have believed me! Or at
worst they would have taken me for a witch! For all one knows there’s no good in being handed over
to the inquisition! And I really didn’t want to end up at the stake!

S mycTunach Ha yJIOBKY M Ha3Bajach IMEHeM, KOTOPOe, Kak MHE Ka3aJloCh, JIOJIKHO OBLIIO 3BY-
yaTh MPUBBIYHO B CPEeAHEBEKOBON Vcnanum.

— 4 Anna nie Jla Ilopra, — npencraBuiacs s.

ByT‘l THBKHYJIZ TO JIX OT I/I3yMJICHI/IH, TO JIX B HO)ITBCp)KIL@HI/IC MOHMX CJIOB.
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KoHen 03HaKOMHUTEJIBHOT0 (pparmMeHra.

Texkcr npenocrasieH OO0 «JIutPec».

[IpounTaiiTe 3Ty KHUTY LIEJIMKOM, KYIMB IIOJHYIO JIEraJbHYIO Bepcuio Ha JlutPec.

BesomnacHo onnatuTh KHUTY MOKHO OaHKOBCKOM Kaprtoit Visa, MasterCard, Maestro, co cuera
MOOWIIBHOTO TenepoHa, C TUIaTeKHOro tepMuHana, B catone MTC wm Cesi3Hoii, yepes PayPal,
WebMoney, fAunekc.densru, QIWI Komesnek, 60HyCHbIME KapTaMu WX APYTUM YIOOHBIM Bam crio-
COOOM.
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