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and d’Artagnan and the three musketeers will come to her aid.
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B

[a6puanms Metcio «Crsiimmii OXOTHUK»
Gabri€l Metsu «The Sleeping Sportsman»

3HaeTe, 4TO TaKoe XKMBOIKUCh? DTO HACTOsAIIEe BOIILIEOCTBO
U HeBeposATHOe npukmoueHre. He Bepute? Toraa nocimymaire.
OnHaxapl 1 paccMarpuBaia KapTuHbl B «CoOpanun Yoruie-



ca». 51 ocranoBuiach y nonorHa ['abpuens Mercio «Crsiimii
OXOTHUK». HeoKHIaHHO CeTTEP OKWII U BBITPBHITHYJI U3 KAPTUHBI
Ha I0J1.

3710 OBLIIO HEBEPOSITHO!

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

Once, 1 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!



JKeHnHa Ha KapTHHE HAKJIOHMJIACh BIIEpe]] U 1Mo3BaJia coda-
Ky:

— byty, ByTty, unu croga!

Ho cerrep He nocnymancs. Bucnoyxuii nec, 6enslii ¢ 60i1b-
IIMMH PbIKMMHU TSITHAMY Ha CIIMHE M Ha MOpJe moOexal o 3a-
nam «Cobpanus Yoruieca». 51 noraana codaky v oOHsiIa ee, 4To-
OBl yTOBOPUTBH BepHYThCs1 00paTHO. Ho ByT4 HeokuaaHHO mpsir-
HYJI BIIepe]l, yBJleKast MeHs 3a cOOOM.

Ms! nonerenu npsAMo B Kapruny Iuero Besackeca «[lama
C 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 Veldzquez’s painting «The Lady with
a Fan».

B crenyrolnyo ceKyHIy s MPU3EeMIMIACh Ha TOJ B IIEHTpe
OOJIBIIIOrO 3aJ1a. BbICOKUE MOTONKHU, POCKOIIHAS MeOesIb, CTaTyn
Y KapTHHBI, — BCE 3TO MOpa)ajno BooOpaxkeHue. TOMbKO UTO s
Haxomuiack Bo aBopie «CoOpanue Yosuteca» u BApYr — Oar! —
OKazasiach B KAKOM-TO Jpyrom 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 nienTpe 3aa Haxoausicst TpoH. Hanmpotus ctosit MonboepT
C XOJICTOM, & Ha XOJICTE — HE3aKOHYEHHBIN ropTpeTr koposs Hc-
nanuy Pununma IV.

B 3ane 6b10 veThipe aBepu. Bce oHM OKa3amch 3anepThIMU.



[Tec 6ECIOKOMHO TABKAJI.

— Yo %), ByTu, — ckazana s1. — JlaBaii TO3BOHMM KOMY-HHOY/Ib !
[TozoBem Ha TTOMOIIB!

Moii tenedon He pabdotan! S ocmorpena 3an. Tenedona
371eCh He ObLI0. 3/1eCh BOOOINE He ObLIIO HU OTHOTO 3JIeKTprye-
ckoro mpudopal

Hu onnout namnsl! Hu ogHou posetku! Hu oHOTO BBIKITIO-
yarensi! Hu omHOro KOHAWIMOHepa, HA OTHOM YCTAaHOBKU KJIH-
MaT-KOHTpPOJIsi !

41 e mpocro nepenecnack n3 «CoOpanus Yomieca» B Ka-
KOU-TO gpyrou aAsopel! f nonana B janekoe npouwioe!

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 Hazan? HasepHoe, yepe3 kaptuny. 1 6po-
CWJIaCh K TOMY MeCTY, Ijie oHa crosuia. Ho ee Tam He okazanocs!
Sl BcMaTpuBaiach B Kax/1yl0 KapTUHY, CTOSBIIYIO Ha oty ! {1 xe
NIOMHIO, 3T0 ObLa «Jlama ¢ Beepom» Jluero Benackeca! OHa cro-
sJ1a Ha MOJTy B OJHOM Psily C APYTUMHU MOJIOTHAMM.

Yro, ecin 1 nonana B CpegHeBekoBbe? MeHs 3an1poCTo MpH-
MYT 3a Be[IbMYy U COXTYT Ha KocTpe! 51 e He cMory oObsICHUTD,
KaK £ crofia 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 Veldzquez’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!

ByT4 npobexascs 1o 3aiy, MPUOTKPbLT MOPIOYKOH CTBOPKY
CTapUHHOIO 1IKa(a U BBITSHYJ U3 HETO PO30BYIO TKaHb.

— 910 uyKkoe Mmarbe?! — BOCKIMKHYJA .

Ilec 3acKynna M BHOBb IOTSAHYJI PO30OBYIO TKaHb, ITPU3bIBAsI
MeHs nepeoaeTscs. Jlydiie HaleTh 4yKoe IUIaThe, YeM Ipej-
CTaTh Niepe]l CpeTHEBEKOBOM MyOIMKOM B PKUHCAX.

[Mocaplmancs MeTaITMYECKUi CKpexeT. KTo-To KJiodom oT-
npat 1epsb! Henmb3s O6bu10 TepsaTh HU ceKyHIbl. Koe-kak st Ha-



TsHYJIA T1aThe TPSIMO Ha OJTy3KY M JIXKUHCHI.
— CnaBa 6ory! — BOCKJIUKHYJA 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.

4l cipATanace 3a CHMHKOM TpOHA. [IBEpb OTBOPUIIACH, ITOCIIbI-
IIAJIUCh LIark. BhIMIAHYB U3-3a YKPBITHA, A yBUEIa Kopois Vc-
nanuu ¥ [opryramum ®ununma IV.

— Bce ke Heroxo s npuayMall ¢ MaCTEpCKOM HAIero Apyra
Huero. Tenepp 1 MOTy IpATaTHCA 34ECH OT IPUIBOPHBIX U OT/IbI-
XaTh B OJUHOYECTBE, — IPOU3HEC KOPOJIb.

— O na, Baie BEIMYECTBO, — OTBETUJIM XOPOM CTPAKHUKH.

JIBepb 3aKkpbulach. TeIOXpaHUTEIN KOPOJIA OCTAINACh CHAPY-
KHU.

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 BenmuectBo koponb Mcnannu ®ummrni [V cobmaroBonmn
cecTh MMeHHO Ha TpoH! OH cen He Tak, KaK OOBIYHO CUAST KOPO-
! OH pa3Banwics, OQHY HOTY BBITSIHYJI BIIEpE/, BTOPYIO IEpe-
KHMHYJI Yyepe3 NOMJIOKOTHUK, IIMAary OTCTABUI B CTOPOHY U IPO-
MOJIBUJI JOBOJIBHBIM T'OJIOCOM:

— Kakoe cuacTbe — moObITH OJHOMY !

Ox, BUIHO, COBCEM OH YCTaJl OT KOPOJIEBCKMX J€J U OT CBU-
Tl. OH XOTeJ HacIaAuThCA yenuHenrneM. Koposb pasroBapusai
caMm ¢ coOoi. AX, C KAKUM YIOBOJIBCTBUEM TOBOPHII OH O TOM,
KakK OTpaHoO OTAbIXxarh B oquHouecTBe! [laxe Bytu pacrporancs
Y HavaJl NMOJBBIBATh B NOAJECPKKY Kopousa! @wmmmnm IV ax noa-
IIPbITHYJI HA TPOHE!

— Kt0 371€ch?! — B3peBen 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.

Koposnb BbIXBaTHII IINIary v 3arjisiHyJl 3a CIIMHKY TpoHa. S oT-
KaTWJIACh I10 MOJIy B CTOPOHY.

— To1 kTO? — paccepaniICs KOPOJIb.

— IIpocrute, Baie BennyecTBo, — U3BUHUIIACH .

4l xoTena ckazaTb «IIPOCTUTE, YTO HAITyTaJla Bac», HO BOBPEMSI
npukycuna s3bik. Bpsan mu Gunurnmy [V norpasuiock Obl, 4TO
KaKas-To JIeBYIIKA NIOCYUATAIIA, YTO MOIJIA HAlyraTh €ro, KOpos
Ncnanuu u [Mopryranum!

— IIpoctuTe, 4To NOTpEBOXMIIA Bac! — ckazaia .

— K10 TBI Takas? — rpo3Ho crpocusi Kopoib. — Thl, AOITK-
HO ObITh, (ppeitimHa Moer cynpyru M3zabemnsl! Otnpapinsiics
HeMe/JIeHHO K Heil! KoporneBa 1okHa ObITh OKpY:XeHa 3a00Toi
Y BHUMaHWeM! A Thl OTJIBIHUBAeIb OT padbOThI!

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.



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 cnenana KHUKCEH — yK cama He 3Hal0, KaK 3TO MPUIILIO MHE
B rosioBy. Ho kaxercs, KHUKCEH — 3TO TO, YTO HYXHO, KOrja
Ha TebOs pasrHeBasicsi Koposib Vcnanvu u [Mopryramm. 4 mors-
THJIACh, BBICKOJIB3HYJIA 32 ABEPD, Yepe3 KOTOPYIO Bowes1 Puinrmin
IV, u eaBa He cOmia ¢ HOT OOOMX CTPAKHUKOB.

OHM rpO3HO CABUHY/IM OPOBH U J1aXke CXBATHIIUCh 32 PYKOSsI-
TH Opyxusi. Bce 310 KpaliHe He MOHpaBUJIOCh MHe. Sl creprena,
KOIZa Ha MeHs MOBBICWII ToJI0C KOoposb Mcnianuu u [opryranuu,
HO YCTyNaTh KAaKUM-TO OXpaHHUKaM He COOMpaach!

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 I wasn’t going
to give way to some guards!

— KT0 BbI Takue?! — BBIKpUKHYJA 5. — YTO BbI 371€Ch JieaeTe?!

— Kak — 9to? — pacrepsiick 06a. — Mbl 0OXpaHsieM MOKOM ero
BEJIMYECTBA.

— PasBe Kopomb He CKasaa BaM, YTO KEJIAET CIPATATbCA
OT BCeX MPHUIBOPHBIX, YTOOBI OTIOXHYTH?!

— CkazaJt, — OHM KMBJIM TOJIOBAMH OZIUH OBICTpee APYroro.

— W Kak ke OH CIIpATAJICS, €CJIM KaX/Jash MbIIb BO JBOPLE
3HAET, YTO KOPOJIb HAXOOUTCA B TE€X IOKOAX, Y BXOa B KOTOPbIE
cTouTte BbI?!

—-3... Bol ipaBel, — npu3Ham oxpaHHuku. — Ho uto ke Ham
aenatb? Mbl 00s13aHBI OXPaHATH KOPOJsi!

— CnpsiubTech Tak, 4To0 Bac He ObLIO BUJHO, — IOCOBETOBA-
Ja 1.

[loka OHM pa3MBIUIAIA HAJL MOMM COBETOM, S OTIIPABUJIACH
BHU3 110 JIECTHULIE. BhIllIa Hapy Ky ¥ OKa3ajach BO BHYTPEHHEM
JBOpE OrPOMHOI0 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.

31ech s 3acTana ee BeJIMuecTBO KoposeBy. Ozetasi B po3oBoe
J1aThe, OHAa BOCce1alia B Kpecie B OKpyxeHuu ppeiyiuH. FOHbII
nax 0OMaxuBaJl KOpoJieBy Beepom. HarrpoTus Hee cTosi Xymoxk-
HHK ¢ MobOepToM. OH mucaj mopTpeT KOPOJIeBH.

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.

— HakoHen-To! — BOCKJIMKHYJIA €€ BEJIMYECTBO, YBUJIEB MEHS.
Koponesa nonHsnace U3 Kpecia.

4l cnenana Ha BCAKMM cinyvaid KHUKceH. OnHa u3 (ppeinuH, —
Ta, YTO BBIIJISZIENIA CTapIle BCeX, — OObsBWIA:

— Bam nipesiocraBiieHa BbICOKasi 4eCTh BMECTO €€ BeJTMYeCcTBa
MO3UPOBATh XyNOKHUKY.



KoponeBa B3risiHy/1a Ha MEHS Tak, CJIOBHO XOTeJia yOeTuThCs,
HACKOJIBKO $1 IPOHUKJIACh CBAJIMBIIIMMCS HA MEHSI CYaCTheM. 3a-
TeM OHa yAAJIWIach B 3aMOK. PpeilyTuHbI MOCHeNINIIN 32 HEll.

— IIpucaxuBaiiTech, CEHbOPUTA, — CKAa3aJl CEHbOP XYJOKHUK.

4 cena B kpeciio, TAe TOJIBKO UYTO cujena koposiesa Vcnanuu
N3zabemna Bypoonckas. Bytu ynercs moie Moux Hor. § mocMoT-
peJia Ha XyJI0XHUKA... 0, rocriogu! 1o Obu1 [luero 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!

—Omn, a 1 Kak pa3 uckana Baily kaptusy! «Jlamy c Beepom»! —
BBIMAJIMJIA S1.
— «Jlama ¢ Beepom»? He momHIO, 4TOOBI TTHICANT TAKYIO, — OT-



BETWJI XYJO)KHUK U To0aBui. — [loxkaiyiicra, CuiuTe CIIOKOWHO.
Kak-HuKaK 51 uIly MOPTPET ee BEJINYEeCTBa.

— 41, 4ro, Tak MOX0%ka Ha KOpoJeBy? — CIpoCHIa fI.

— Inarwe, — mosicamn uero Benackec. — Ceituac s paboTaio
Haj riatheM. [loxaiyiicTa, CUIMTE CIIOKOIHO.

— 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.

CoMHHTENTBHOE YIOBOJIBLCTBUE — CUACTD O] TAJISIIAM COJTH-
11eM, TIOKa KHUBOIKUCEI] TIUIIET ¢ TeOst opTpeT Koposiessl. Ho s
HaOpasach TeprieHus, YTOObl OKA3aThCs TOJIE3HON JIsI BEJTUKO-
ro xynoxHuka Jluero Benackeca. $1 nomkna Oblia OAPYKUTHCS
C HUM U JIOKJAThCsI, KOTJ]a OH HATUIIIET IIOPTPET JaMBbl C BEEPOM.
Benp nMeHHO 3Ta KapTHHA CKpbIBajia KJTI0U K BO3BPAIEHHIO JI0-
MOW.

OnHaKo HAJOJITO MOETO TePIIEHUsI He XBAaTHJIO !

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.
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 nBope mosiBUIMCh 1BOE AETEH, JIET AECATU-OIMHHAALA-
TH 10 BUOy. BepHee, cniepBa MHE MOKa3ajloCh, YTO 3TO JETH.
Ho B cnenywonnyio cekyHAy s pasrisifena, 4To TMepBbIM ObLI
B3POCIIBIN MyKUUHA, KapyuK. OH yoera, a MaJIeHbKUIA MaJTbuiK
THAJICS 32 HAUM W OWJI ero mmaroi o crnmHe. K cyactelo, mimara
ObliIa B HOXKHAX.

Kapnuk criotkHyscsa u ynas. OH jiexal Ha TpaBe, IPUKpbIBast
MaJIeHPKMMHU PYYKaAMHU JIAIO0. A MaJIbUMIIKA 0e3:KaT0CTHO KOJIO-
TWJI €r0 IINarod U Kpuyal:

— Bot te6e! Bor Tebe!

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!

4l Bckoumna ¢ Kpecina, cXBaTuiia OOUIUNKa 32 YXO U BOCKJIVK-
HyJIa:

— Heronauk! Te6e nomxHo ObITh cThIIHO ! HemenieHHo n3Bu-
HUCB!

Haxe ByTd raBKHyJ1 HECKOIBKO pa3!

V MasipumIKy 3agpoxkaiau ryosl. OH 37100HO B3IVISIHYJI HA Me-
HS1 ¥ BBIKPUKHYJT:

— Ax 1! §I ckaxy, uTo0 Tede oTpyorm ronosy! M Het! Thi
BenpMa! [lycTh TeOs1 CoXTyT 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 BbIchINana Tojma NpUABOPHBIX. Jambl v KaBaniepbt
3aCTBUTH OT U3YMJICHHUSI, OY/ITO HUKOT/Ia HE BUJIE/IN, KaK MaJieHb-
KHX MPOKA3HUKOB JIEPYT 32 YIIIU.

Ha Bcsikmil cmyyvaii s1 BIycTUJIa yX0. MasibuuIka Bcex pac-
TOJIKAJT ¥ C BOEM KHMHYJICSI 00paTHO B 3aMOK. CBHTa MocienoBaa



3a HUM. Kapiuk cMoTpes Ha MeHsl C TAaKUM YKacoM, CJIOBHO S
KOJIOTMIIA, a He 3anmiaia ero. OH BCKOYMT U yOekas BMecTe
CO BCEMH.
— Oi1-011-01, KaKk HEXOPOIIIO BBIIUIO, — MPUYKTAT OH Ha Oery.
— O¥ii-0ii-0i1, HEXOpOoIIO! — MOBTOPUJI CJIEAOM 3a KapJIUKOM
Huero 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.

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

OH cxBaTWJI HE3aKOHUYEHHBIM TTOPTPET TO JIK MEHSI, TO JIU KO-
POJIEBBI M ITOCTIEINI B 3aMOK. MbI ¢ ByTuem ocranuce onnu. [lec
TaBKHYJI, HO TUXOHEYKO, CJIOBHO He ObUT yBEpPEH B TOM, UTO CEH-
4yac HYKHO raBKarb.

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.

JlBepy OTBOPUJIMCH M BO ABOP BBIIILIA JKEHILMHA.

— Bbl Ta ceHbopuUTa, KOTOpast AOAyMasach IpaTh 3a yIIU Ha-
CJIE[IHAKA TPecToia, NMpuHUA ACTYpPUMCKOIO, €r0 BBICOYECTBO
Banbrazapa Kapnoca?

— Vry, — TOJIBKO U BblJIAJA 51, IOTOMY UTO KOM MOAKATHII K TOp-
J1y, 1 OOJIBIIIE 51 HE MOTJIa HUYEro CKa3aTh.

— W BHI Ta camasi ceHbOpUTA, KOTOPasi IOCOBETOBAJIA KOPOJIEB-
CKHMM TEJIOXPAHUTENISIM CIPSTATHCSA?

— ¥Yry, — noBTopuia .

— Ilymato, Terepb camoe BpeMs ClipsATaTbCsl BaM caMoil! — cKa-
3a1a keHmuHa. — CTynanTe 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!



HesHnakomas ceHbopa B3silla MEHd 3a PyKy M IIOBEJA 32 CO-
60i1. [lec mpuHsiJ1 BOMHCTBEHHYIO 03y, BO3HAMEPUBILIMCH 3alIH-
1IaTh HAC OT BO3MOKHBIX IpeciieioBaresiel. ZKeHIrHa nepecex-
Jla BHYTPEHHUI JABOP M NPUOTKpbLIA JABEPh, BEAYILYIO B Ipyroe
KPBLJIO 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.

— Byru-Bytu-ByTtu! — nossana 5. — Cropee! Crona!

I[Nec HeoxoTHO noTpycui 3a HaMu. CeHbopa MoBeJa MeHs ye-
pe3 3aMOK.

MBbI IpoXoauIiv yepe3 pOCKOIIIHbIE 3aJIbl CO CTAPUHHON Mebe-
JIbIO, CKYJIBIITYpaMU M KapTUHAMU Ha cTeHax. Ha xomy cenbopa
KMBaJIa JaMaM U KaBajiepaMm, 1onajaBumMcs Hagerpedy. [epen
HEKOTOPbIMH OHa JieJiajla KHUKCEHBI. 1 KonupoBaia ee AeiCTBuUS,
a byTu nipsitasncs 3a Moeii 100KO.

— 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.

3areM Mbl OKa3aJuCh B YaCTH 3aMKa, TAE, CyAs IO OACKIC,
OOWTAITN JIIOOH HE CIIUIITKOM BBICOKOTO 3BaHMS.

Cenbopa OCTaHOBWJIACH MEPE]] IBEPHIO U OIVIAEIIACh 110 CTO-
poHam. B KoHI1Ie Kopua0pa NOsIBUIIACH TPYIIA MY>KYMH B UYEPHBIX
KOCTIOMAaXx CO IIIaramu.

— AJIBrBacuiibl, — IPOMOJIBWIA CEHbOPA. — BBICTPO, MOKa OHU
HE 3aMETUJIN 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.

MBsI nepectTynuiIv nopor U okasaiuck B npuxoxeid. Crapyxa
B KOPMYHEBOM IUIAThe U B OEJIOM IJ1aTKe BeTpeTuiia Hac. Ee uio
MOKA3aJI0Ch MHE 3HAKOMBIM.

— BrICTpO cripsiub 3Ty CEHbOPUTY, — MpUKa3aia MOsI ClacH-
TeJIbHULIA.

Sl mpoma crnegom 3a CTapyxod B CIEIYIONIYI0 KOMHATY.
B nenTtpe crostn ammHHBI AyOoBBIH cTon. OTCIOma OHA TPOBe-



JIa MEHs Ha KyXHIO. Mbl OKa3aJIMCh CPEU KOTIOB M CKOBOPOJIOK
BO3JIE OOJIBIIION0 KAMUHA C TUIATOM.

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.

N3 npuxoxen JoHeccs CTyK.

— 710 ajnpKanbj ero Beandecrsa! MiMeneM koposst oTBOpU-
Te! — pazfgascs rpoO3HBIM TOJIOC.

4l 3amepra, Kyxapka nmpuxkara nauen kK rydoam. byty npuibHyn
K MOUM HOT'aM.

JIasrayn 3acoB. Xo341Ka OTKpbLIa ABEPb. BHOBL nocbimal-
¢l MyKCKOM TOJIoC.

— JloOpblit eHb, TOHBsT XyaHa. Mbl UIlleM MPECTYIHUILY, KO-
TOpasi OCKOpOMIa ero BHICOUECTBO MPHHIIA ACTYPUICKOro, Ha-
CJIeTHUKA TPECTOIA, JIOOMMOTO ChIHA HAIIero Kopoisi!

— K10 oHa Takas u kak cMena?! — BO3MyTHJIaCh XO3sMKa IoMa
JIOHbs1 XyaHa.

— Kak pa3 310ro HUKTO M He 3HaeT! — BOCKJIMKHYJI aJIbKaJIbl,. —
Ho Ham o4eHb HE TO3A0POBUTCS, €CJIU MBI €€ HE ITOMMAEM.



— DT0 yX TOYHO, — corlacuiaach JOHbs XyaHa. — Torga
BaM JIyYIlIE MMOCHENUTh. 3eCh HET nocTopoHHKMX. Ho g BHaena
He3HaKOMKY! OHa CKpbLIach 3a YIJIOM.

— Bor kak! — Bckpuuan ajnpKaibpl. — biarogapio Bac, TOHbs
Xyana! Mbl noo3peBaem, 4To oHa 3aropopinuia!l Mel noiimaem
ee! Koposb orOrmaromapur Bac 3a coneicTue.

AJbKabJl U €ro ajnbreacuibl yuui. Mel ¢ Bytyem cunenw,
3aTauB JIbIXaHHE.

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.

— 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.

— Beixonure! I'ie %e BbI? — pa3zgacs rojoc JOHbM XyaHbI.

MBpl BbIIILIHY B CTOJIOBYI0. OTCI0/1a OTKPBIBAJICS BUJL €11IE B OJTHY
KOMHaTty. TaMm Haxonuaach MOJIOJAs KEHILMHA.

— Mos nous ®paHumcka, — NOACHWIA JOHbS XyaHa. — PpaH-
IIMCKA, 3aliMM HAIly TOCThIO, & MbI IPUTOTOBUM YTO-HUOYIb
K CTOJY.

Xo3siiKa TaKk ¥ He TIOUHTEpPecoBaJIaCh MOMM uMeHeM. Kaxer-
cs1, TeTephb OHA JiyMajia O TOM, YTO YeM MeHbIlle Hac Oy/ieT CBs-
3bIBaTh, TEM CIIOKOWMHEE CTAHET e JKU3Hb.

— 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.

A mporwia B cocenH00 KOMHATy. PpaHIMCcKa IPUIOKNUIIA Ma-



Jiell K Ty0am U THXO MPOMOJIBHIIA:
— Mowu petv cnsiT B fasibHedt komHare. Jlydie ux He OyIuTh.
Heoxupanno pazpancs cryk. Hoeele roctu. Hazeroch, 3to
HE aJIbKaJibj] 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!

Honpsa XyaHa oTKpbLUIa ABepb. [locaplanuce MykCKUe royno-
ca, ciaBa 0ory, MUpPOTIOOMBHIE.

— Bl ceronns paHo! — ckazana qoHbs XyaHa.

— CityumJ1och HEUTO COBEPIIEHHO HEBOOOPa3uMoe! — OTBETUII
MY>KCKOM roJI0C, MOKa3aBUIMICS MHE 3HAKOMbBIM.

Eme oguH romnoc, BbIJABaBIIMI MYXYMHY TIOMOJIOKE, H0Oa-
BUL:

— Jla, HEUTO U3 psAJa BOH BBIXOJALIEE, YTO CIEJIAJIO HAIly pa-
60Ty CEeroJHs COBEPIIEHHO HEBO3MOKHOM.

— Kakas-To ¢ppernmna Beigpasa 3a yy HacjaeJHUKA IIPeCcTo-
J1a, — IOHU3UB T0JI0C, COOOIIUI MYKUMHA MOCTApIIIE.

— Camoe 3arajlouHoe TO, YTO HUKTO BO JIBOPLE HE CMOI' Ha-
3BaTh €€ UMEHH! — CKa3aJl TOT, YTO ObLT IIOMOJIOKE.

— Ilopo3peBaiot, YTO 3TO IIMHOHKA, — IPOJOIKUI €r0 CTap-



T TOBAPMIII.

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.

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.

My>X4HMHBI HAITPABUIJIACH BIJTYOb arlapTaMEHTOB.

— Ee xpaer cmepTHas Ka3Hb, — YBEPEHHO MPOU3HEC TOT, UTO
TTOMJIAIIIIE.

— Jla 1 TeM, KTO ee YKPbIBAET, OX, KaK HE MO3JI0pPOBUTCS! —
TOBOPHUBILIHAK BOLIEJI B KOMHATY Y YCTaBUJICS HA MEHS.

4l 3acthuia ot uzymiienust! 1o 6bL1 J1oH [Iuero Benackec. Tak
MBI U CTOSUIM, BbITAPAIIIMB I1a3a Apyr Ha apyra. [llenmmii cnenom
TOCTIOIMH HAaTKHYJICA Ha foHa Jluero c3aau.

— -3, — ipotsaHya Benackec. — Kaxercs, Mbl U €CThb T€, 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 rocnioH ObL1 JIET Ha MATHAALATH MOJIOXKE XyI0KHHU-
ka Benackeca. OH cmotpen Ha MeHd ¢ HegoyMmeHneM. [lay3a 3a-
TAHyaack. byru Herpomko TABKHYII. loH [luero u ero apyr kKak
10 KOMaH/IE [IepEBEJIU B3MJIAAbI HA JOHBIO XyaHy.

— 51 He Moria OpocuTh CEHBOPUTY B Oejie, — pa3Besa pyKaMu
JKEHILIVHA.

The other gentleman was some fifteen years younger than
the artist Velazquez. 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 Jlyero He Harescsi, 4To CKazaTb. A BTOPOH TOCHOAWVH
IpoIies B KOMHATY U B3sU1 32 PYKY AOHbIO PPaHIUCKY, CIIOBHO
XOTeJI, 4TOOBI OHA JieprKaJlach MoJaJIbilie OT MeHsl. Borapuiach
rpoOoBasi TUIIMHA. TONBKO CIBIIATIOCH Ybe-TO MUPHOE COTICHHE.
910 B JajbHer KoMHarte cnayiv fetu. Jaxe Bytu He pernasncs
HapylmuTh TUIIMHY. HO TyT B KOMHATy BOIILIa cTapas Kyxapka
1 CKazaja:

— W3BonbTe K cTony, rocnoaa. [loka oben He ocThL.

— IlpaBuiibHO, — mogxBaTuj JoH Jluero. — Ha chIThil Kellyaok
U JIyMaeTcs Jierye.

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.

— K0 e BbI, cenboputa? Kak k Bam obpamniarbcsi? — Clipocu



JoH Jlyero, Koraa Mbl IIPOITUIA B CTOJIOBYIO.

AX, 51 Tepnieth He Mory J1oxb! Ho ecrm Obl 51 ckazasa npasny,
B JIy4IlleM Cllyyae, MHE HUKTO He moBepus Obl! B xymiem, mpu-
Hsi OBl 3a BebMy ! Yero go6poro nepenanu Obl B pyKU MHKBH-
3ulMu! A MHE COBCEM HE XOTeJIOCh OKa3aThbCsl 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!

4 mycTisiace Ha yJIOBKY M Ha3BaJlacb UMEHEM, KOTOPOE, KaK
MHE Ka3aJI0Ch, JOJKHO ObUIO 3By4YaTh IPUBBIYHO B CPEAHEBEKO-
Bou Mcnanuu.

— 4 Anna pne Jla Ilopra, — npencraBuiace .

ByTu TABKHYJI: TO JIM OT U3YMJIEHHS, TO JIM B IOATBEPKICHUE
MOMX CJIOB.
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