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xkepom Kianka /I>kepom
Tpoe B oqnomy uoBHI. Three Men in a Boat

Preface

The chief beauty of this book lies not so much in its literary style, or in the extent and usefulness
of the information it conveys, as in its simple truthfulness. Its pages form the record of events that
really happened. All that has been done is to colour them; and, for this, no extra charge has been
made. George and Harris and Montmorency are not poetic ideals, but things of flesh and blood —
especially George, who weighs about twelve stone. Other works may excel this in depth of thought
and knowledge of human nature: other books may rival it in originality and size; but, for hopeless and
incurable veracity, nothing yet discovered can surpass it. This, more than all its other charms, will,
it is felt, make the volume precious in the eye of the earnest reader; and will lend additional weight
to the lesson that the story teaches.

London, August, 1889.
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IlepeamoBa

l'onoBHa npuHaga 1i€l KHUKKU HE CTUIBKM B JITEPaTypPHOMY CTHJII UM MTOBHOTI 1 KOPUCHOCTI1
B1JIOMOCTEH, 1110 MICTATHCSA B HIW, CKIJIbKY B 11 IMPIFA MPABIMUBOCTI. Ii CTOPIHKM — L€ 3BIT PO MO/,
1110 BiIOyBaMCh Hacnpas/i. 1 Jivie Tpilleyky MPUKPACcKB 1X 1 He TPoITy 3a Iie JAoriaTu. [Kopmxk,
INappic i MoHTMOpEHCI — He i/1eabHi BUTBOPH MOETUYHOI (paHTa3sil, a iCTOTH IIJIKOM MaTepiaJibHi,
ocoOnuBo JIKOPIK, IO BaXKUTh OJIM3BKO cTa ciMaecsaTH (pyHTiB. MaOyTh, iHII KHUXKHU ITEPEBEPIITY-
I0Th 110 [MTMOMHOIO AYMKH 1 3HAHHSIM JIIOJCHKOI IPUPOJIM; 1HII KHMKKUA MOXYTh 3Maratucs 3 Helo
32 OPUTIHAJIBHICTIO I 00CSIroM; ajie o0 Oe3HaAiHOT, HEBUTIKOBHOI MPABAUBOCTI 5KO/IEH 3 BIJOMUX
J0C1 TBOPIB HE 3PIBHSAETHCS 3 Helo. | s rajao, 110 3 ycix i1 MpUHaA came 1 3pOOUTh KHUKKY HEOlli-
HEHHOIO JIJIS1 BJIyMJIMBOTO YMTa4a i JOJACTb illle OLIBINOI Bary Tii HayIl, SIKY 3 HEl MOXHA 300y TH.

Jlonoon, cepnenv 1889 poky.
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Chapter One

Three Invalids — Sufferings of George and Harris — A victim to one hundred
and seven fatal maladies — Useful prescriptions — Cure for liver complaint in children
— We agree that we are over-worked, and need rest — A week on the rolling deep?
— George suggests the River — Montmorency lodges an objection — Original motion
carried by majority of three to one.

There were four of us — George, and William Samuel Harris, and myself, and Montmorency.
We were sitting in my room, smoking, and talking about how bad we were — bad from a medical
point of view I mean, of course.

We were all feeling seedy, and we were getting quite nervous about it. Harris said he felt such
extraordinary fits of giddiness come over him at times, that he hardly knew what he was doing; and
then George said that he had fits of giddiness too, and hardly knew what he was doing. With me, it
was my liver that was out of order. I knew it was my liver that was out of order, because I had just
been reading a patent liver-pill circular, in which were detailed the various symptoms by which a man
could tell when his liver was out of order. I had them all.

It is a most extraordinary thing, but I never read a patent medicine advertisement without being
impelled to the conclusion that I am suffering from the particular disease therein dealt with in its
most virulent form. The diagnosis seems in every case to correspond exactly with all the sensations
that I have ever felt.

I remember going to the British Museum one day to read up the treatment for some slight
ailment of which I had a touch — hay fever, I fancy it was. I got down the book, and read all I came
to read; and then, in an unthinking moment, I idly turned the leaves, and began to indolently study
diseases, generally. I forget which was the first distemper I plunged into — some fearful, devastating
scourge, I know — and, before I had glanced half down the list of “premonitory symptoms,” it was
borne in upon me that I had fairly got it.

I sat for a while frozen with horror; and then in the listlessness of despair, I again turned over
the pages. I came to typhoid fever — read the symptoms — discovered that I had typhoid fever, must
have had it for months without knowing it — wondered what else I had got; turned up St. Vitus’s Dance
— found, as I expected, that I had that too — began to get interested in my case, and determined to
sift it to the bottom, and so started alphabetically — read up ague, and learnt that I was sickening
for it, and that the acute stage would commence in about another fortnight. Bright’s disease, I was
relieved to find, I had only in a modified form, and, so far as that was concerned, I might live for
years. Cholera I had, with severe complications; and diphtheria I seemed to have been born with. I
plodded conscientiously through the twenty-six letters, and the only malady I could conclude I had
not got was housemaid’s knee.

I felt rather hurt about this at first; it seemed somehow to be a sort of slight. Why hadn’t I
got housemaid’s knee? Why this invidious reservation? After a while, however, less grasping feelings
prevailed. I reflected that I had every other known malady in the pharmacology, and I grew less
selfish, and determined to do without housemaid’s knee. Gout, in its most malignant stage, it would
appear, had seized me without my being aware of it; and zymosis I had evidently been suffering with
from boyhood. There were no more diseases after zymosis, so I concluded there was nothing else
the matter with me.

I sat and pondered. I thought what an interesting case I must be from a medical point of view,
what an acquisition I should be to a class! Students would have no need to “walk the hospitals” if
they had me. I was a hospital in myself. All they need do would be to walk round me, and, after
that, take their diploma.
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Then I wondered how long I had to live. I tried to examine myself. I felt my pulse. I could not at
first feel any pulse at all. Then, all of a sudden, it seemed to start off. I pulled out my watch and timed
it. I made it a hundred and forty-seven to the minute. I tried to feel my heart. I could not feel my
heart. It had stopped beating. I have since been induced to come to the opinion that it must have been
there all the time, and must have been beating, but I cannot account for it. I patted myself all over my
front, from what I call my waist up to my head, and I went a bit round each side, and a little way up
the back. But I could not feel or hear anything. I tried to look at my tongue. I stuck it out as far as ever
it would go, and I shut one eye, and tried to examine it with the other. I could only see the tip, and
the only thing that I could gain from that was to feel more certain than before that I had scarlet fever.

I had walked into that reading-room a happy, healthy man. I crawled out a decrepit wreck.

I went to my medical man. He is an old chum of mine, and feels my pulse, and looks at my
tongue, and talks about the weather, all for nothing, when I fancy I'm ill; so I thought I would do
him a good turn by going to him now. “What a doctor wants,” I said, “is practice. He shall have me.
He will get more practice out of me than out of seventeen hundred of your ordinary, commonplace
patients, with only one or two diseases each.” So I went straight up and saw him, and he said:

“Well, what’s the matter with you?”

I said:

“I will not take up your time, dear boy, with telling you what is the matter with me. Life is brief
and you might pass away before I had finished. But I will tell you what is not the matter with me. I
have not got housemaid’s knee. Why I have not got housemaid’s knee, I cannot tell you; but the fact
remains that I have not got it. Everything else, however, I have got.”

And I told him how I came to discover it all.

Then he opened me and looked down me, and clutched hold of my wrist, and then he hit me over
the chest when I wasn’t expecting it — a cowardly thing to do, I call it — and immediately afterwards
butted me with the side of his head. After that, he sat down and wrote out a prescription, and folded
it up and gave it me, and I put it in my pocket and went out.

I did not open it. I took it to the nearest chemist’s, and handed it in. The man read it, and then
handed it back.

He said he didn’t keep it.

I said:

“You are a chemist?”

He said:

“I am a chemist. If T was a co-operative stores and family hotel combined, I might be able to
oblige you. Being only a chemist hampers me.”

I read the prescription. It ran:

“1 1b. beefsteak, with

1 pt. bitter beer

every six hours.

1 ten-mile walk
every morning.
1 bed

at 11 sharp every night.

And don’t stuff up your head with things you don’t understand.”

I followed the directions, with the happy result — speaking for myself — that my life was
preserved, and is still going on.

In the present instance, going back to the liver-pill circular, I had the symptoms, beyond all
mistake, the chief among them being “a general disinclination to work of any kind.”
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What I suffer in that way no tongue can tell. From my earliest infancy I have been a martyr to
it. As a boy, the disease hardly ever left me for a day. They did not know, then, that it was my liver.
Medical science was in a far less advanced state than now, and they used to put it down to laziness.

“Why, you skulking little devil, you,” they would say, “get up and do something for your living,
can’t you?” — not knowing, of course, that I was ill.

And they didn’t give me pills; they gave me clumps on the side of the head. And, strange as
it may appear, those clumps on the head often cured me — for the time being. I have known one
clump on the head have more effect upon my liver, and make me feel more anxious to go straight
away then and there, and do what was wanted to be done, without further loss of time, than a whole
box of pills does now.

You know, it often is so — those simple, old-fashioned remedies are sometimes more efficacious
than all the dispensary stuff.

We sat there for half-an-hour, describing to each other our maladies. I explained to George
and William Harris how I felt when I got up in the morning, and William Harris told us how he felt
when he went to bed; and George stood on the hearth-rug, and gave us a clever and powerful piece
of acting, illustrative of how he felt in the night.

George fancies he is ill; but there’s never anything really the matter with him, you know.

At this point, Mrs. Poppets knocked at the door to know if we were ready for supper. We smiled
sadly at one another, and said we supposed we had better try to swallow a bit. Harris said a little
something in one’s stomach often kept the disease in check; and Mrs. Poppets brought the tray in,
and we drew up to the table, and toyed with a little steak and onions, and some rhubarb tart.

I must have been very weak at the time; because I know, after the first half-hour or so, I seemed
to take no interest whatever in my food — an unusual thing for me — and I didn’t want any cheese.

This duty done, we refilled our glasses, lit our pipes, and resumed the discussion upon our state
of health. What it was that was actually the matter with us, we none of us could be sure of; but the
unanimous opinion was that it — whatever it was — had been brought on by overwork.

“What we want is rest,” said Harris.

“Rest and a complete change,” said George. “The overstrain upon our brains has produced a
general depression throughout the system. Change of scene, and absence of the necessity for thought,
will restore the mental equilibrium.”

George has a cousin, who is usually described in the chargesheet as a medical student, so that
he naturally has a somewhat family-physicianary way of putting things.

Iagreed with George, and suggested that we should seek out some retired and old-world spot, far
from the madding crowd, and dream away a sunny week among its drowsy lanes — some halfforgotten
nook, hidden away by the fairies, out of reach of the noisy world — some quaint-perched eyrie on
the cliffs of Time, from whence the surging waves of the nineteenth century would sound far-off
and faint.

Harris said he thought it would be humpy. He said he knew the sort of place I meant; where
everybody went to bed at eight o’clock, and you couldn’t get a Referee for love or money, and had
to walk ten miles to get your baccy.

“No” said Harris, “if you want rest and change, you can’t beat a sea trip.”

I objected to the sea trip strongly. A sea trip does you good when you are going to have a couple
of months of it, but, for a week, it is wicked.

You start on Monday with the idea implanted in your bosom that you are going to enjoy yourself.
You wave an airy adieu to the boys on shore, light your biggest pipe, and swagger about the deck
as if you were Captain Cook, Sir Francis Drake, and Christopher Columbus all rolled into one. On
Tuesday, you wish you hadn’t come. On Wednesday, Thursday and Friday, you wish you were dead.
On Saturday you are able to swallow a little beef tea, and to sit up on deck, and answer with a wan,
sweet smile when kindhearted people ask you how you feel now. On Sunday, you begin to walk about
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again, and take solid food. And on Monday morning, as, with your bag and umbrella in your hand,
you stand by the gunwale, waiting to step ashore, you begin to thoroughly like it.

I remember my brother-in-law going for a short sea trip once for the benefit of his health. He
took a return berth from London to Liverpool; and when he got to Liverpool, the only thing he was
anxious about was to sell that return ticket.

It was offered round the town at a tremendous reduction, so I am told; and was eventually sold
for eighteen pence to a biliouslooking youth who had just been advised by his medical men to go to
the sea-side, and take exercise.

“Sea-side!” said my brother-in-law, pressing the ticket affectionately into his hand; “why, you’ll
have enough to last you a lifetime; and as for exercise! why, you’ll get more exercise, sitting down on
that ship, than you would turning somersaults on dry land.”

He himself — my brother-in-law — came back by train. He said the North-Western Railway was
healthy enough for him.

Another fellow I knew went for a week’s voyage round the coast, and, before they started, the
steward came to him to ask whether he would pay for each meal as he had it, or arrange beforehand
for the whole series.

The steward recommended the latter course, as it would come so much cheaper. He said they
would do him for the whole week at two-pounds-five. He said for breakfast there would be fish,
followed by a grill. Lunch was at one, and consisted of four courses. Dinner at six — soup, fish, entrée,
joint, poultry, salad, sweets, cheese, and dessert. And a light meat supper at ten.

My friend thought he would close on the two-pounds-five job (he is a hearty eater), and did so.

Lunch came just as they were off Sheerness. He didn’t feel so hungry as he thought he should,
and so contented himself with a bit of boiled beef, and some strawberries and cream. He pondered
a good deal during the afternoon, and at one time it seemed to him that he had been eating nothing
but boiled beef for weeks, and at other times it seemed that he must have been living on strawberries
and cream for years.

Neither the beef nor the strawberries and cream seemed happy, either — seemed discontented
like.

At six, they came and told him dinner was ready. The announcement aroused no enthusiasm
within him, but he felt that there was some of that two-pounds-five to be worked off, and he held
on to ropes and things and went down. A pleasant odour of onions and hot ham, mingled with fried
fish and greens, greeted him at the bottom of the ladder; and then the steward came up with an oily
smile, and said:

“What can I get you, sir?”

“Get me out of this,” was the feeble reply.

And they ran him up quick, and propped him up, over to leeward, and left him.

For the next four days he lived a simple and blameless life on thin captain’s biscuits (I mean
that the biscuits were thin, not the captain) and soda-water; but, towards Saturday, he got uppish, and
went in for weak tea and dry toast, and on Monday he was gorging himself on chicken broth. He left
the ship on Tuesday, and as it steamed away from the landing-stage he gazed after it regretfully.

“There she goes,” he said, “there she goes, with two pounds’ worth of food on board that belongs
to me, and that I haven’t had.”

He said that if they had given him another day he thought he could have put it straight.

So I set my face against the sea trip. Not, as I explained, upon my own account. 1 was never
queer. But I was afraid for George. George said he should be all right, and would rather like it, but he
would advise Harris and me not to think of it, as he felt sure we should both be ill. Harris said that,
to himself, it was always a mystery how people managed to get sick at sea — said he thought people
must do it on purpose, from affectation — said he had often wished to be, but had never been able.
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Then he told us anecdotes of how he had gone across the Channel when it was so rough that
the passengers had to be tied into their berths, and he and the captain were the only two living souls
on board who were not ill. Sometimes it was he and the second mate who were not ill; but it was
generally he and one other man. If not he and another man, then it was he by himself.

It is a curious fact, but nobody ever is sea-sick on land. At sea, you come across plenty of people
very bad indeed, whole boatloads of them; but I never met a man yet, on land, who had ever known
at all what it was to be sea-sick. Where the thousands upon thousands of bad sailors that swarm in
every ship hide themselves when they are on land is a mystery.

If most men were like a fellow I saw on the Yarmouth boat one day, I could account for the
seeming enigma easily enough. It was just off Southend Pier, I recollect, and he was leaning out
through one of the port-holes in a very dangerous position. I went up to him to try and save him.

“He! come further in,” I said shaking him by the shoulder. “You’ll be overboard.”

“Oh my! I wish I was,” was the only answer I could get; and there I had to leave him.

Three weeks afterwards, I met him in the coffee-room of a Bath hotel, talking about his voyages,
and explaning, with enthusiasm, how he loved the sea.

“Good sailor!” he replied in answer to a mild young man’s envious query; “well, I did feel a
little queer once, 1 confess. It was off Cape Horn. The vessel was wrecked the next morning.”

I said:

“Weren’t you a little shaky by Southend Pier one day, and wanted to be thrown overboard?”

“Southend Pier!” he replied with a puzzled expression.

“Yes; going down to Yarmouth, last Friday three weeks.”

“Oh, an — yes,” he answered, brightening up; “I remember now. I did have a headache that
afternoon. It was the pickles, you know. They were the most disgraceful pickles I ever tasted in a
respectable boat. Did you have any?”

For myself, I have discovered an excellent preventive against seasickness, in balancing myself.
You stand in the centre of the deck, and, as the ship heaves and pitches, you move your body about,
so as to keep it always straight. When the front of the ship rises, you lean forward, till the deck almost
touches your nose; and when its back-end gets up, you lean backwards. This is all very well for an
hour or two; but you can’t balance yourself for a week.

George said:

“Let’s go up the river.”

He said we should have fresh air, exercise and quiet; the constant change of scene would occupy
our minds including what there was of Harris’s; and the hard work would give us a good appetite,
and make us sleep well.

Harris said he didn’t think George ought to do anything that would have a tendency to make
him sleepier than he always was, as it might be dangerous. He said he didn’t very well understand
how George was going to sleep any more than he did now, seeing that there were only twenty-four
hours in each day, summer and winter alike; but thought that if he did sleep any more, he might just
as well be dead, and so save his board and lodging.

Harris said, however, that the river would suit him to a “T.” I don’t know what a “T” is (except
a sixpenny one, which includes bread-and-butter and cake ad [lib., and is cheap at the price, if you
haven’t had any dinner). It seems to suit everybody, however, which is greatly to its credit.

It suited me to a “T” too, and Harris and I both said it was a good idea of George’s; and we
said it in a tone that seemed to somehow imply that we were surprised that George should have come
out so sensible.

The only one who was not struck with the suggestion was Montmorency. He never did care for
the river, did Montmorency. “It’s all very well for you fellows,” he says; “you like it but don’t. There’s
nothing for me to do. Scenery is not in my line, and I don’t smoke. If I see a rat, you won’t stop; and
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if I go to sleep, you get fooling about with the boat, and slop me overboard. If you ask me, I call
the whole thing bally foolishness.”
We were three to one, however, and the motion was carried.
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Po3 iy nepuiui

Tpoe wemyxux. Crpaxmanns IIxopmka 1 Iappica. KeptBa cra cemm
kaxymBux xBopoO. KopucHuii perienit. Jliku Bijg XBopoO NediHKW y AiTed. Mu
MOTO/IKYEMOCH Ha TOMY, 110 TIEPEBTOMILIKCH 1 IOTPeOyeEMO BiIIOUMHKY. THKIIEHb
Ha MOpChKUX XBWIAX? IDKopmk mpornoHye momopox Tem3ow. MoHTMOpeHci
BUCYBa€ 3arepedeHHsl. [Ipono3uIiiio MpuiHATO OUIBIIICTIO TPHOX TOJOCIB MPOTH
OJIHOTO.

Hac 6yno gyerBepo: [Ixopmk, Binbsam-Cemioen-TIappic, s1 i MonT™MOpeHci. Mu cuninu B Moiit
KiMHaTi, KypyuId i pO3MOBJISUIH TIPO Te, 10 MU HiKYyIU HE TOAUMOCS — TOOTO, 3BUYAIHO, 3 MOIJISITY
3/10POB’s.

VYci Mu ovyBasnm ceOe KeTchbKo, i 11e Bike HeaOMsK TPUBOXKIIIO Hac. [appic ckasas, 110 B HBOTO
IHKOJIM SIKOCh TMUBHO TTAMOPOYHUTHCS B TOJIOBI 1 BiH TOJIi CaM He TSAMUTb, IO pOOUTh. [)KOpk 03BaBCs,
1110 i y HBOTO T OyBa€ Take 3a11aMOPOYEHHSI, KOJIM BiH CaM He TSMUTB, 1110 poouThb. Hy a B MeHe Oyi1o
He rapasj i3 nevinkowo. {1 3HaB, M0 B MeHe po3JaHaIach MeviHka, 00 MIOMHO MPOYUTAB PEKIaMy
MATeHTOBAHUX TLTIONb BiJl TIEYIHKOBUX XBOPOO, jie Oy/IM OIMCaHi Pi3HiI CAMITTOMH, 32 SKUMH MOXHA
BU3HAYMTH, 110 y BaC XBOpa MeviHKa. | BCi Ti CKMIITOMU $1 3HAHIIOB y ceoe.

JIMBOBM:KHA Piy: HIOPa3y, KOJIM 51 MPOYUTAI0 PEKJIaMy SIKMXOCh NATEHTOBAHUX JIKiB, 51 HEO-
MiHHO JOXOJ)XY BUCHOBKY, IIIO XBOPIIO Ha OMKUCaHy B Til peKkjami XBOpoOy, i TO B HAUTSKYiN (hOpMi.
Vci nepertideHi TaM CHMITTOMU SIKHAWTOYHIIIE 30iraloThCsl 3 TUM, 11O BiTIyBAaoO S

[Mam’saTat0, sIKOCh S MIIOB 10 6i0mioTekn BpuTaHCchkOro myselo, mo0 MPOYUTATH, YUM JIKY-
I0Th OJJHY JIETKY XBOPOOY, III0 caMe MPUYENnIacs 0 MeHe, — 3/Ia€ThCsl, CIHHY TapsuKy. Bunmcapmm
MOTPIOHY KHUXKKY, S TIEpEUUTaB TaM yce, MpO IO XOTiB Ti3HATHCH; a MOTIM MAIIMHAIBHO IOYaB
JIHUBO TOPTaTH CTOPIHKM ¥ BUBYATH BCUISAKI XBOpoOH. 3a0yB ykKe, SIK Ha3WBajach Mepiia, 1o Ha
Hel 1 HATKHYBCS, — SIKach JKaxJIMBa, 3ryOHa Heayra, — ajie, Ie He mepeOirim ounMa i TOJIOBHHU
«TIOTIePE/IHIX CUMITTOMIB», s YIEBHHMBCS, 1110 XBOPIiIO HA HEl, 1 TO TSIKKO.

Kiybka XBUJIVH 5 CHIIB, 3aIlINICHLIAHA 13 Kaxy; a OTiM, yXe 3 OaliIyKiCTIO BiTUai0, 3HOBY MIOYaB
ropratu KHWKKy. Harpanus Ha uepeBHUI TU(, IEpeunTaB MOro CUMIITOMU 1 BIJKPUB, 1110 51 XBOPUH 1
Ha yepeBHUI T — [IEBHE, BXke KiJIbKa MICALIIB XBOPHIA, CaM TOTO He 3Hal0uu. MeHi cTasio 1iKaBo, sIKi
K 11116 XBOpOOU € y MeHe. 3HAMIIOB Y KHUXIT XBopoOy cB. BiTa i, fIK i criofiBaBcsi, BUSBUB, 1110 XBOPIIO
1 Ha HeT; TO/Il MEHe MO-CIPaBKHbOMY 3alliIKaBUB CTaH MOT'O 37I0POB’Sl, sl BUPIIIMB 3’ICYBAaTH HOTO JI0
KiHIIS ¥ 1TOYaB YMTATH MPO BCi XBOPOOH miapsia, 3a ayndasiTom. [IpounTaB npo aHriHy — i BUSIBHB,
10 BOHA B MEHE TiJIbKU MOUMHAETHCS, a 3arOCTPEHHSI HACTaHe yepe3 KiJibKa JHIB. 3 MOJIETKICTIO 5
Ji3HaBCsI, MO OpaiiToBa XBopoba, TOOTO 3arajeHHsI HUPOK, Y MeHe B JIeTKii (hopMi, 3 KO MOXKHA
MPOXKKUTH Oarato pokiB. 3arte Bicma y MeHe Oysa 3 TSKKUMM YCKJIAQJHEHHsIMHU, a Ha AUPTEpUT s,
BU/IHO, CJTa0yBaB Bijl caMOro HApOKeHHs. $1 CyMIIIHHO MPOCTY/AIIOBAB YCi IBAALSATH IICTh JTEP
anhasiTy 1 3 yCix XBOpOO, ONMCAHUX Y KHUKIIi, HE 3HAKINOB y ceOe TiJIbKU OJJHI€l — PaKy CaKOTPYCiB.

Crnepiy st HaBiTh 00pa3uBCsi, 00 BiJUyB Y IIbOMY IKyCh 3HeBary. YoMy MeHi He 1iCTaIoCh paKy
caxxoTpyciB? 3a BiIIO Taka AUCKpUMiHaLisA? AJie TPOXHU MEPEroJoM y MEHi B3sUIM FOpy CKpPOMHIIIi
nouyTTs. S momymas, o B MeHe € BCi iHIII XBOPOOH, BiIOMi MEUIIMHI, 1 BUPIIIUB, 1110 HETApHO Oy TH
TakuM xaroron. O0iiIychk i 6e3 Toro paky caxorpyciB. CyxoTH, SIK BUIHO, PO3BUHYJIUCH Y MEHE JI0
HAWTSDKYOI CTAfil TaK, IO s i He MIOMITHUB; a AILyp 51, MaOyTh, MiIXOMUB Aech ie mimtiTkoM. [Tics
SIypa B IOBIAHUKY Oijible He OyJI0 XBOpPOO, i 1 3pOOMB BHCHOBOK, III0 ¥ Y MeHe OiJibIlle Hiuoro
HEMae.

S1 moBro cupiB 3aMHCIIEHUH. S TyMaB, IKUI 3 MeHe 1iKaBUi 00’€KT JJTs1 METUIIVHU, SKOIO 3Ha-
XiJKoto OyB Ou 51 U1l ayauTopii MeauKiB! SIkOu cTyneHTH Masm MeHe, iM OyJ10 O He TOTPiOHO XOAUTH
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1o JikapHsx. Bo s cam OyB mijiomo JikapHeo. JJocUTh CTYJeHTOBI 00ITH MEeHe JOBKOJA — 1 OepKyi
JUILIOM.

[NoTim s momyMaB: a uM AOBTO Iie MeHi )KUTU Ha cBiTi? S BupimmB ooctexuTn cede. [Tomaras
CBIll mysbe. Bigpasy s B3arajii He Mir Horo HaMaraTy, a TOi parnToM BiH MOYaB OUTUCH. S1 BUIHAB
TOIVHHYK 1 CTaB paxyBaTH. BUHIIUIO CTO COPOK CiM yaapiB Ha XBWIMHY. S cripoOyBaB mpocayxaTu
CBOE cepIle, ajie Hislk He Mir ioro posiykati. BoHo nepecrayio Outucs. 3rofoM s, 3BUYaiiHO, 3pO-
3yMiB, III0 BOHO, HalleBHEe, BeCh Yac OyJI0 Ha CBOEMY MICITi i BeCh Yac OMJIOChH, ajie MOSICHUTH, YOMY
s Ioro He 3HaXOAMB, He MOXKY. 1 oOMaIaB ycboro cede criepery — Bijl TOTo, 110 sl Ha3UBaIO TAIEI0,
ax JIo 1i, — 1 3 000X OOKIB, 1, CKIJIBKM CIIPOMIrcs JicTaTy, 31 cniuau. [IpoTe He HamarliaB i He BiT4yB
Hivoro. Toxi cripoOyBaB OIISIHYTH CBiii S13UK. BUCTpOMUB #0ro sikoMora jai, 3aruTioluB OHe OKO,
a JIpyre CKOCHB YHU3, ajie 3Mir MoOaynTH JIMIIe KiHUMK S3UKa. 3 BUIISILY TOTO KiHUMKA S TUIBKY II1e
Ay’K4e BIIEBHUBCS, 1110 Y MEHE CKapJlaTUHA.

S BBIMINIOB 7O Ti€l YMTAJBHI 3J0POBOIO, MIACIUBOIO JIIOUHOIO, 4 BUUIIOB 3BIATA HEMIYHUM
1HBaJIiJIOM.

S moGir 1o cBoro Jiikaps. BiH Miii JaBHIN pUATENb 1, KOJM MEHI 31acThCs, HIOU s 3aHETyXKaB,
JIHYUTh Mil MYJIbC, 1 OTJISI/IA€ SI3UK, 1 PO3MOBJISIE 31 MHOIO PO MOroO/1y — BCE, 3BUYAHO, 3a/1apMa; OTOX
s1 ¥ BUPIMIKB, IO TeTep 3MOXKY HOMY T'iTHO BiIUITIUTH. «AJIKe K JTIKapeBi HAUMOTPIOHIIIA TPAKTUKA,
— TaK cKazas 51 coOi. — | 51 Bimgam cebe iiomy. Ha MeHi BiH MaTume OijibIlie MPaKTUKHU, HiX Ha THCSAYi
3BUYANHMX, OyIEHHUX TAIli€HTIB 3 OMHI€I0-ABOMa XBOpoOamu». OTOX s MOAABCS MPOCTO JI0 HBOTO.
BiH npuitHAB MeHe 1 criuTaB:

— Hy, 1m0 B Te6e Tam 3a Gonsiuka?

1 BimnoBiB:

— JlioOuii miit, s He xouy BiOMpaTH B TeOe Yac, po3MOBiAaloyu Mpo CcBOI OOnsuku. JKUTTS
KOPOTKE, 1 TH MOJKEII TIOMEPTH, Teplie Hixk 5 cKindy. Kpaie s ckaxy 1001, K01 OOJISTYKU y MeHe
HeMa€. Y MeHe HeMa paKky CaKoTpyciB. AK 1€ Tak BUMIILIO, IO 51 MOTO HE MiAXOIUB, MOSICHUTUA HE
MOXY, ajie 1le (paKT, o y MeHe Horo Hemae. A BCi iHIIIi XBOPOOU B MEHE €.

I po3nogiB oMy, fK 5 IIPO Te A0BiIABCA.

Topni BiH 3BeJliB MEHI PO3IATTUCH, 1 OOJVBHUBCS BChOTO, 1 TIOTPUMAB 3a IMYJIbC, & TOII 30BCIM
HECIOiBaHO CTYCOHYB y TPyAM — OTaKa JypHa BuxBaTKa! — Ta me i OyuHyB ronosomo. [ToTiMm ciB,
HAalMCaB pelenTa, CKJIaB Moro BJIBOE 1 BifJaB MeHi. 1 cxoBaB pelenT y KUILIEHIO 1 BUHIIOB.

Sl HaBiTH He PO3ropTaB perienTa. 3aflIoB Y HAKOMMKUIY anTeKy ¥ rmojaas ioro antekapesi. Toit
MIPOYUTAB — 1 IOBEPHYB MOro MeHi. MOBJIsIB, TAKMM BiH HE TOPIYE.

— Xiba BU He anTekap? — 3MUBYBaBCS .

— Anrrekap, — BinoBiB BiH. — Ot Ak0Ou s AepkaB MeOIbOBaHI KIMHATH 31 CTOJTYBaHHSM, TO 3Mir
O Bac 0OCITy)KHUTH. A SIK anTeKap — HiYOro He MOXY BIisITH.

Toni s mpounTaB perent. Y HboMy OyJi0 HarMCaHo:

«Rp. Bimrekc 1 ¢pyHT

[TuBo 1 minTa

[Tpuitmaru 110 6 roauH.

JecATMMHIbHA TPOTYJISIHKA iKY 1

[Mopanky.

Jlixko 1

[IToBeuopa piBHO 00 11 roauHi.

I He 3a0uBai cobi rOJIOBU TUM, YOrO HE TAMUIID».

S mocnmyxaBcsl IUX BKa3iBOK — 1 pe3y/IbTar, OauTe, HEMOTaHW, PUHANMHI 1JIsI MEHe: JKUTTS
MO€ OyJI0 BPATOBAHE, 1 sI 1 JI0Ci KUBUI.

OpnHak 11e Bce MikK 1HIIIMM, a Ternep, K BIpUTH Tiil peKJIaMIli MeYiHKOBUX IMiTI0Nb, Y MEeHe OyJIH
He3arnepevHi CUMIITOMU 3aXBOPIOBAHHS MEUiHKH, cepejl SIKUX TOJIOBHUI — «TOCTPa HEXITh 10 OyIlb-
SIKOI TTpaLli».
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CkinbKM 5 TIepeTepIiB 4epe3 Lieil CUMIITOM, He PO3KaXell HiIKUMU cjIoBaMmH. I3 camoro
MaJieuky si OyB yepe3 HbOTO CIPaBkHIM MYyYEHHUKOM. A MiUIITKOM 51 HE MaB KOIHOTO JIHSI Mepero-
YMHKY BiJI 11i€l XBOpoOu. PiBeHb MeTUYHOT HayKH TOfI I1ie OyB 0arato HYKYMM, HiXk Terep, 1 BCl MOl
CTpa’kaHH$ 3BUYAIHO MTPUITMCYBAJIY JIIHOLIAM.

— Ta Bopymucs, 4opriB Jegaroro! — Oyso, Kpuyaau Ha MeHe. — PoOu 1mo-HeOy/p, a TO TUTbKU
AypHO XJIi0 icu!

HixTo % 60 He 3HaB, IO 116 B MeHe XBOpoOa. | MmiTonb HiIKMX MEHi He JaBajd, caMi JIUIIe
3anoOTWIMYHMKY. | TpeGa cKa3aTu mpaBiy — XO4 BOHO W JUBHO, aJie Ti 3aMOTHJIMYHUKK YaCTEHBKO
J0TIOMAaraJii Biji MOE1 XBOPOOH, TPUHANMHI Ha SIKMICH Yac. 51 mam’sitao, 110 TO/i OMUH 3arOTHIMYHUK
Kpallle BIUTMBAaB HAa MOIO TIEYiHKY i MpOoOyIKyBaB y MeHi OUIbIIy OXOTY 3pa3y MiTH KyJ CKa3aHo i
3pOOUTH IO CKA3aHO, HE Talouy Hi XBWJIMHHM, HiXK TeTep I1ijia KOpoOKa MiJTIOb.

A BTiM, Xi0a pigko OyBae, 1110 OTaKi MPOCTi CTAPOCBITChKI 3aCOOM BUSIBIISIOTHCS AIAOBIIII, HIXk
yBECh OTOM aNTe4YHUI HEeToTPio.

Mu nipocu iy 3 MiBrofiHy, OMUCYI0OYM OJVH OHOMY CBOI Hellyru. Sl po3nosiB [lxopmxkeBsi Ta
BinbsimoBi-T"appicy, sik s1 cebe mouyBao, KOJIM BCTalo BpaHIli, a ['appic po3noBiB HaMm, SIK BiH ceOe
MOYyBa€, KOJIM Jisirae cnaty; a JIKOpIK CTaB Ha MOCTWIIKY Tepejl KaMiHOM 1 BJIAITYBaB Ham 11Ty
BHUCTaBY, /1y’ke HAOYHO W BUPA3HO MOKA3aBIIIH, SIK BiH ceOe MOouyBa€ BHOY.

JIxopmxeBi, 6aute, TIIbKU 30AE€THCS, HIOW 1 BiH XBOPHIA; HACTIPABIi K BiH 3/I0pPOBICIHBKHUI.

[Torim y aBepi nocrykana micic [omnerc 1 cniuTana, yu Bke MoJaBaTH HaM Beuepio. Mu CyMHO
MOCMIXHYJIUCh OJIVIH JI0 OHOTO W BiAMOBLIM, IO, MaOyTh, CIIPOOYEMO IIOCH IPOKOBTHYTH. [appic
CKa3aB, 1110 JIpiOKa TKi B MUIYHKY BCE X TaKW YacoM IMoJjerirye XxBopoOy; Tomi Micic lomerc yHecna
TAII0, MU TiJICIIM JIO CTOJTy ¥ TPOXU NOOABUIIHCH Oi(pIITEKCOM i3 IUOYIe0 Ta peBEHEBUM MTUPOTOM.

51, HarieBHe, OyB TOJI B JIyXke TSDKKOMY CTaHi, 00, aM’sITaio, yepe3 sIKUXOCh ITBIOJMHU BXkKe
BTpaTUB OY/Ib-sIKUH IHTEpeC [0 1Ki — piu He3BUYalHa /ISl MEHE — 1 HaBiTh HE CXOTIB CUDY.

BukonaBIm 1ieii 000B’SI30K, MU 3HOBY HAITOBHUJIM KEJIUXH, 3aKyPHJIM JIOJIbKY 1 TIOBEH Jati
PO3MOBY PO CBO€ 370poB’sl. JKOIEH 3 HAC He 3HAB HAMEBHE, 110 caMe 3 HUM [IEThCS; ajle 100
MPUYMHY Hallla AyMKa Oysia OHOCTaiHA: MU MEPEBTOMUIIUCS.

— Ham noTpiOeH BiAMmounHOK, — ckazas [appic.

— BignoynHoK i LJTKOBUTA 3MiHa OTOYEeHHs, — noaaB xxopmxk. — Po3ymoBe niepeHanpysKeHHsI
BHCHAXUJIO 1 ocnabwito Hari opradizmu. HoBe oToueHHS, Jie He Oyjie OCTiiHO1 HeOOXiTHOCTI BeCh
yac AymMaTH, BiTHOBUTb PiBHOBary HEpPBOBOI CUCTEMH.

JIKOpIK Ma€ BOIOpPIAHOrO Opara, 10 B MPOTOKOJAX MOJIIil 3BUYAHO MHIIEThCs CTYICH-
TOM-ME/IMKOM; a TOMY BiH, IIPHPOJIHO, MOIOONISIE BUCIIOBIIOBATUCH, SIK JOMAIIIHIH JKap.

S1 moronuBces 13 JIxopmkeM i ckazaB, 1m0 Tpeda 3HAUTH SAKYCh TIIyXY, 3a0yTy CBITOM MICIIUHY,
JAJIEKO BiJl JIIOICBKOTO MY PAIHUKA, 1 POMPISITH MOrOKUI THK/IEHb UM 1BA y 11 COHHIM TUILII — TaKUIA
co0i HamiB3a0yTHi 3aKYTOK, CXOBaHUM (hesIMU BiJ] FTaMipHOTO CBITY, IIOCh HiOM OpJIMHE THi3/10, MPH-
JirsieHe Ha ckesi Yacy Tak BHCOKO, IO peB OypXJIMBUX XBHJIb J€B ITHAISTOTO CTOPIUYS JIUIII JIeb
YYTHO JIOJIMHAE TY/H.

Iappic Bimkazas, mo 1ie 6penHs. BiH, MOBIISIB, 3HA€ TaKi MICIIf, K s Malo Ha YBa3i; TaM JISTaloTh
CriaT¥ O BOCBMIiH TO/IMHI, CIOPTUBHOI Ta3€TH He JIICTAHelI Hi 3a SIKi TPOIII, a 10 KYpUBO Tpeda XOIUTH
IIIIKY 32 JECATh MUJIb.

— Hi, — cka3aB BiH, — KOJIM XO4eTe BiAMOYUTH i 3MIHUTH OTOUYEHHSI, HEMa Kpallle, SIK IOJ0POkK
MOPEM.

AJne 4 pillyye MoBCTaB MPOTU MOPCHKOI MOAOPOKi. MopeM KOPUCHO MOIIABATH MICALIB 30
IBa — 30 TPH, aJle TUKJIEHDb — 11 HIKYI! He TOAUTHCS.

BianvBaem y noHeninok, TBEpIo MepeKOHaHMid, 1110 Ha TeOe Jekae HeaOusika Brixa. Ha mpo-
IIIaHHS MaXa€ll PyKoIo JPy3sM, 110 PUHIIUTN TeOe MPOBOIXKATH, 32Ky PIOENT HANIOBIITY CBOIO JTIOJIbKY
i OXOJXKAENI IO MajTy0i, TaK MUIIAIYKNCh, HeMOBOU TH KariTaH Kyk, cep ®pencic [lpeiik i Xpucro-
dop Komym6 B ofHiit 0co0Oi. Y BIBTOPOK TH BiKe HE paavH, 10 IOIUTUB. Y YeTBep, cepey i I ATHULTIO
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TH HE pajuii 61JI0My CBITOBi. Y CyOOTY TH BKe CIIPOMOKHHIA BUIIUTH TPOXH OYJIbHOHY 1 TIOCH/IITH B
IIe3JIOHTY Ha Majyodi, i3 KBOJIOKW, CYMUPHOIO YCMIIIKOIO Bi/IMTOBI/IAl0YM HA 3aUTAHHS J100pOCEepauxX
JoJeH, sIK TH ceOe MouyBa€ell. Y HeAUTO TH MOUYMHAEI XOAUTH CBOIMH HOTaMHU 1 ICTH CITPABKHIO TKY.
A B MOHE/IIJIOK, CTOSTYHM 13 CAKBOSIKEM 1 MapacoNIbKOI0 0171 TOPYYHS ¥ JIaTHAIOUMCh 31iTH Ha Oeper,
TH TyMAE€III, IO TIOIOPOXK TOO1 BiKe MOJ0OAETHCS.

[Tpuragyio, sskock Mill CBOSIK HaJlyMaB IOIIPABUTH 3[JOPOB’s] MOPCbKUM IlJIaBaHHSIM. BiH y3sB
kBUTOK 3 JloHmoHa no JliBepryns ¥ Ha3an, a Konu npuOyB 1o JliBepry:is, enuHa Horo ayMmka Oyia
— SIK TIPOZIATH TOW 3BOPOTHUI KBUTOK.

MeHi noTiM po3IoBiJaH, 1o BiH 000iraB yce MiCTo, MpOIOHYI0YM KBUTOK 3aIliBAapMa, i Bpe-
IITi TAKYW MPOJIAB MOTO 32 BiCIMHAALSATH MEHCIB SKOMYCh MOJIOAMKOBI 13 JKOBTSIHUYHUM OOJIMYYSIM,
1110 FIoMY JIiIKap HEAABHO MOpaJuB MOPCHKE MOBITPS 1 (pi3MUHI BIPaBH.

— Mopcbke noBiTpsi? — BUTYKHYB Miid CBOSIK, 31 IIIMPOIO MPUS3HIO BTUCKYIOUM KBUTOK Y PYKY
MOJIOIMKOBI. — MaTtumere MOro CTUIbKH, IO Ha BCE JKUTTS BUCTauuTh. A (pi3WYHI BIPaBU — Ta Ha
CYIHI BU CHJIsTYM HABIIPABJISIETECH O1JTbINIE, HiJK SIKOM BY Ha 3eMJIi Oe3MepecTaHy NepeKugaInucs Jepes
TOJIOBY.

A cam BiH — TOOTO Mill CBOSIK — BepHYBCs J1ofoMy moi3aom. Ckaszas, 10 JIsl HOro 3I0pOB’s
no6pa i [TiBHIYHO-3axiqHA 3aTi3HUIIA.

Iime oguH Mmili 3HalioMU# Texx OyB Ha TUKICHb BUOPABCS B MOPCBKY TOOPOX MOHAT y30epe-
AoksM. [lepen BiIIUIMTTAM 10 HbOTO B KAIOTY NPUHILIOB CTIOAPN 1 CIIMTaB, UM BiH IUIATUTUME 32 1KY
KO’KHOT'O pa3y OKpeMO, UM 3aIlJIaTUTh Hallepes 3a BECh 4ac.

Crroapn paavB 3aIulaTUTH Hamepe] — Tak, MOBJISIB, BUiife Oararo Aeresine. Ckasas, IO 3a
THOKJIEHD 13 HbOTO Bi3bMYTb ABa (DYHTH IT ATh IIMIIIHTIB. Ha CHiTaHOK y HUX MoaioTh puody il cMaskeHe
M’sico. O mepiiii roauHi 00if i3 Y0TUphOX cTpaB. Beueps o mioctii — ¢y, puda, aHTpe!, nedeHs,
NITUIIS, caslaT, CoJofIKe, cup i aecepT. | iereHpka M’sicHa TiepeKkycKa O IeCATIN.

Miii 3HaitomMuii 0OpaB 1ie MEeHIO 3a ABa (PYHTH U IT'ATh IIWJTIiHTIB (BiH JIOOUTD TOMOICTH).

O6in nmopanu, ko muHany [lipaec. Miii 3HalfoMUi YOMYCh He MTOYYBaB TAKOTO arieTHUTY, 5K
CMOJiBaBCs, a TOMY 3'1B TUIBKM TPOXM BAPEHOTO M’sica M MOJTyHMLII 3 BEpIIKaMU. YIEHb BiH HE pa3
3raJlyBaB TOW 0011, i YacOM HOMY 34aBaJIOCs, IO BiH yKe KiJIbKa THKHIB HE 1B HIYOT0, KPiM BapeHOro
M’sica, @ 4acoM — 1110 BiH YK€ KiJIbKa POKiB )KMBE Ha CAMMX MOJYHUIISIX 13 BEPIIKAMHU.

Ta M’sICOBI 1 IOYHUIIAM 3 BEpIIIKaMU TeX, BUAHO, OYJIO HE COJIONKO, 60 BOHU MPOCHIIUCH Ha
BOJIIO.

O mocTiil NpuilUM 1 CKa3aiy, 0 Beueps rotosa. Lle noBioMieHHs Mii 3HallOMUil clIpyid-
HsIB 0e3 BEJIMKOT0 3aXBary, MPOTe MOAyMaB, 0 Tpeda K BiApOOUTH YaCTHHY THX ABOX (DYHTIB i I ATH
HIWIIHTIB, 1, IEp/KaurCh 3a JIMHBM Ta iHIII pedl, CITYCTUBCS JI0 11aJTbHi. YHU3Y WOTO 3YCTPiB MPUEM-
HUI apoMar 1MOYJTi i rapsvol HIMHKY, 3MIIIaHUH 3 MaxolamMu cMaxeHol puou i 3eneHi. [1igidmos,
YJIECJIMBO BCMIXAIOUMCh, CTIOAP], 1 CIIUTAB:

— Yoro Bam npuHecTH, cep?

— Kpaine BuHeciTh. .. MEHe 3BiJCH, — HACWJIY BIJIIOBIB Miil 3HAWOMMUI.

Voro miaxonumm, XyTeHbKO BUHECN HATopy i 30CTaBUIH Oifs 3aBiTPSHOTO GOpTY.

HacrynHi 4oTupu HI BiH XHUB CKPOMHO W O€3TpillIHO, KUBJISTYMCh CAMUMH CyXapuKaMH Ta
COIIOBOIO BOJIOI0; OHAK y CYOOTY, HAOpaBIIMCS 3yXBaJICTBA, 3BAXKMUBCS BUITUTU CJTA0EHBKOTO Yalo i3
IpiHKaMH, a B IOHEJIOK yKe TIOIJIMHAB Kypsumid OyJIbiiOH. Y BIBTOPOK BiH 31MIIIOB Ha Oeper i 10Bro
CTOSIB Ha MPUCTaHi, i3 kKaJleM B oyax AUBJISTYUCH YCJIi/1 TAPOIUIABOBI.

— bay, nonuus, — HapikaB BiH. — I Mos 1ka Ha HboMy 30cTanack. Ha nBa pynTH k1! 3annaturu
3aruIaTyB, a 3'1CTU HE 3'1B. ..

BiH 3aneBHSIB, 1110 HAOTYKUB OU CBOE, IKOU HOMY ITIe XOU OJIMH JICHb.

! Crpaga, 1110 OJAEThCSA NMEPE TTeUeHelo (3 (DPaHILy3bKOI).
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Ocb YoMy $ Tak pinryde BUCTYNUB NMPOTH MOPCHKOI MOAOPOKi. S mosicHuB, 1m0 Ootocs He 3a
cebe. Meni Mope Hikonu He Baauiio. Asie s1 6osiBes 3a [xopmxka. [IKOpmk BiKkaszas, 10 3 HUM OyJI0
0 yce rapasj, oMy HaBiTh IMOJOOAEThCS MOPCHKE IJIaBaHHS, ajie HaM i3 [appicom BiH He paguTh
1 IymMarty mpo Iock Take, 00 TIeBeH, 0 MU 00KIBa Ha Mopi cinadyBatumemo. A ["appic 3asBuB, 10
IJIs1 HbOTO 3aBXIU OyJI0 TAEMHHILICIO, SIK 1€ JIIOAW MPUMYAPSIIOTHCS XBOPITH HA MOPCBKY XBOPOOY,
— BiH HAaBITb raja€, 0 BOHU pOOJISTH 1Ie HABMUCHE, abU MOXU3yBaTUCh. BiH, MOBJIAB, i caM He pa3
XOTiB cripoOyBaTy, aje Tak i He 3yMiB.

[Torim BiH moyaB po3NOBiJaTH HaM, SIK WOMY Tparuisuiocsl IMBTU yepe3 Jla-Manin y Taky
Oypio, IO MacaXUpPiB JOBOJWIOCH MPHB’A3YBaTH JI0 KOMOK, 1 HA BChOMY TApOILIaBi TUIBKU TBOX —
fioro Ta KamitaHa — He 6pajia MopchKa XBopoOa. [HKom Toii apyruii OyB He KarliTaH, a TOMIYHUK, aje,
SIK TIPABUJIO, 3I0POBUMHU JiMInaucs qBoe: [appic i e xTo-Hedyap. A sIK He IBO€E, TO cammuii [appic.

[likaBa piu: HiKOro HiKOIM He Gepe MOpPChKa XBOPOOa. .. Ha CyXOoii. Y MOpi OauMII CKiIbKA
3aBrolHO XBOPUX Ha Hel — MOBHI MapOIUIaBH, ajie Ha CyXOJOJi 5 Ie He 3yCTpivyaB JIIOAWHU, siKa O
3HAJIA, IO 1Ie TaKe — MOPChKa XBopoOa. [le XoBaThCs, 3IAIIOBIIN Ha Oeper, Ti TUCAYi 3MyYeHUX HEelo
racaxMupiB, 110 KMIIATh Ha KOKHOMY CY/HI, — Lie 111 MEHe 3arajika.

[MpaBna, KO OiBIICTH JIO/IEH TaKi, K TOW YOJOBIK, IO HOTO sl IKOCh 0AUuMB HAa OJHOMY
SIPMYTCHKOMY MapOIUIaBi, TO IO YAABHY 3araJKy po3ragaTi HeBaxko. [Ipuramayio, MU TUTBKH-HO BiI-
By Bii CayTeHICHKOTo MOJTY, a BiH YK€ BUCTPOMJISIBCS Y BITUMHEHHI LTIOMIHATOD Y TyKe HeOe3-
neyHii nosi. 1 migidmos i cipodyBaB ypsATyBatu ioro. [Totopcas 3a rieye il cka3as:

— Cnyxaiite, BiiliIiTh-HO, a TO 32 OOPTOM OIMUHUTECH.

— Ox, 5161 paguii! — TUTbKY ¥ BIATIOBIB BiH.

JloBenocs 3aJMIITUTH OO TaMm.

Uepes Tpu THXKHI 51 TOOAYMB HOTO B KaB sIpHI P OAHOMY OaTchKoMmy rotedti. BiH po3nosigas
PO CBOI MOIOPOKI 1 3 BEJIMKUM 3aXBaTOM 'OBOPUB, SIK BiH JIIOOUTh MOpE.

— Mopceka xBopoOa? — BUTYKHYB BiH Y BI/INOBi/Ib Ha CIIOBHEHE 3a3/IPOCTi 3aMTaHHS SIKOTOCh
JarigHoro Mosoauka. — Hy 1o 5, mpu3Haock, OIHOTO pasy MeHe Tpoxu muioisio. Lie 6ymno kono mucy
[opH. [Ipyroro nHs BpaHili Kopadeab po30UBCI.

S o3BaBcs:

— A 11e He BaM HemmogaBHO Oyo moraHo Oinst CayTeHIChKOro MOJTY, ¥ BU XOTUTH ONMMHUTHUCS
3a boprom?

— bing Cayrenacpkoro Mony? — CHaHTEIMUYEHO MEPENnTaB BiH.

— Tak. Ha spmyTchkoMy naporuiasi, y ITSITHULIIO TPY THKHI TOMY.

— A... cipaBni! — 3paniB BiH. — Tenep npuraayio. ¥ MeHe TOfli YOMYCh rojioBa po300Iiiach.
MabyTs, Big miky/iB. Takuil Ha4YeOTO MPUCTONHUI MaporuiaB OyB, a MiKYJIi MOAAIN — POCTO THUAOTA.
Bu ix He kymtyBanu?

[Io * 1o MeHe, TO sI BUHAKIIOB UYIOBUM CIOCIO, SIK 3armodiraTé MOpChKiit XxBopoOi. Tpeda
OaTaHCyBaTH CBOIM TiJIOM Y TaKT i3 XUTaHHAM cyaHa. CTaTu mocepeinHi mamyou, 1 KOJU MiIiiMaeThCs
HiC MapoIuiaBa — HAXWISATHCH yTiepe, aX MOKH Jie[b He TOPKHeNICs MayOou BIACHUM HOCOM; a KOJIH
MiJIMa€EThCsl KOpMa — BIAXWISTUCH Ha3ald. To/i BU cami Bech 4ac CTOATUMETE BEPTUKAIBHO. [ oiuHy-
JIBI BOHO TIOMAarae Jyxe Jo0pe; ajie % HEMOXKJIMBO XUTATUCh TaK yrepe[ Ta Ha3a/l IUTUI THKICHS !

Jlxopmak 3anponoHyBaB:

— JaBaiite normeeMo Bropy Tem3oio.

I nosicaus, 110 TOMI B HAC OyJe TOCXOUY i CBIXKOTO TOBITPSI, 1 PyXY, 1 CITOKOIO; TIOCTiiHA 3MiHA
Kpa€eBUIiB pO3BilOBaTUME JYMKHM (HaBiTh Ti, Kl 3HailLyThcs B ['appicoBiil rosioBi); a HATOMUBILUCH
BiJl BECITyBaHHsI, MU JJOOpe ICTUMEMO 1 I1Ie Kpallle CIaTHMEMO.

lappic 3ayBaxwuB, 1m0 xopmkeBi HeOe3MeYHO pOOUTH IIOCh TaKe, Bijl YOO BiH CrIaTUME IIe
Kpaille; i B3arajii WoMy He3po3yMiJio, sIK 1ie [KOpaK NpuMyapuThCs criaTi Oublle, HiK BiH CIUThH
3BUYANHO: ajike B 1001 3aBXKIM, 1 B3UMKY 1 BIITKY, OyBa€ TUIBKM ABAIUATh YOTUpH rogunu. Hy a
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SIKITIO BiH 1 cripaB/ii 3yMie cniatvl OiJibliie, TO YK He Kpallle Bilpa3y MOMEpTH Ta i He BUTPAYaTUCh Ha
Xapyi ¥ MOMEITKaHHS.

A BTiM, gonas [appic, oMy camomy Tem3a miziiiie «Ha BCi CTO». §I HIKOJIM HE pO3yMiB, LIO
LIE 32 «CTO» — CTO MEHCIB UM CTO LUWJIIHIIB, CTO AIONMIB 44 CTO (PyTiB, — ajie TaK KaxXyThb yCi; OTKE,
MaOyTb, 1 CIIpaBIi 11e SIKECh AyXKe MiAXOAIIE «CTO».

Meni Tem3za Tex miaxoaunia «Ha BCi cTo», 1 mu 3 [appicom odunBa ckazany, mo JKopmkesi
Ha0ira HermoraHa JyMKa; ajie CKa3aJd TakKUM TOHOM, HiOHM JIMBYBJIUCH, sIK 1€ JIKOpmx cripomircs
MIPUIYMAaTH 110Ch TaKe PO3yMHE.

€aunwmit, xTo He 3pafiB [xopmxkesiil mporo3uilii, 6yB MoHTMOpeHci. Cka3aTy 1o mpasi, Horo
HIKOJIM He TArIo Ha Temasy.

«JlJ1s Bac, XJ10MIli, BOHO, MOXe, i 100pe, — TyMaB BiH. — Bam BoHO noyio0a€eThes. A MeHi. .. Hy
1o MeHi Tam pooutn? KpaeBuam MeHe He LIKaBIATh, TIOTIOHY 51 He Kypio. Sk s moOauy Ha Oepe3i
TAITIOKa, BU K OJJHAKOBO HE CIIMHUTECh. A sK sl 3aCHY, BU MTOYHETE SIKiCh BUTIBKM B YOBHI, 1 SI MOXY
BUJIETITH 3a OopT. Hi, siKOM BU cniutanu Mere, 51 O ckasas, 10 1ie AypHe Aii10. [lypHe-IypHiCIHbKe».

[Tpote Hac Oys10 TPOE MPOTU OHOTO, 1 MPOTO3UIIII0 PUIHSITN OLBIITCTIO TOJIOCIB.
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Chapter Two

Plans discussed — Pleasures of “camping out,” on fine nights — Ditto, wet
nights — Compromise decided on — Montmorency, first impressions of — Fears lest
he is too good for this world, fears subsequently dismissed as groundless — Meeting
adjourns.

We pulled out the maps, and discussed plans.

We arranged to start on the following Saturday from Kingston. Harris and I would go down
in the morning, and take the boat up to Chertsey, and George, who would not be able to get away
from the City till the afternoon (George goes to sleep at a bank from ten to four each day, except
Saturdays, when they wake him up and put him outside at two), would meet us there.

Should we “camp out” or sleep at inns?

George and I were for camping out. We said it would be so wild and free, so patriarchal like.

Slowly the golden memory of the dead sun fades from the hearts of the cold, sad clouds. Silent,
like sorrowing children, the birds have ceased their song, and only the moorhen’s plaintive cry and
the harsh croak of the corncrake stirs the awed hush around the couch of waters, where the dying
day breathes out her last.

From the dim woods on either bank, Night’s ghostly army, the grey shadows, creep out with
noiseless tread to chase away the lingering rear-guard of the light, and pass, with noiseless, unseen
feet, above the waving river-grass, and through the sighing rushes; and Night, upon her sombre throne,
folds her black wings above the darkening world, and, from her phantom palace, lit by the pale stars,
reigns in stillness.

Then we run our little boat into some quiet nook, and the tent is pitched, and the frugal supper
cooked and eaten. Then the big pipes are filled and lighted, and the pleasant chat goes round in
musical undertone; while, in the pauses of our talk, the river, playing round the boat, prattles strange
old tales and secrets, sings low the old child’s song that it has sung so many thousand years — will sing
so many thousand years to come, before its voice grows harsh and old — a song that we, who have
learnt to love its changing face, who have so often nestled on its yielding bosom, think, somehow, we
understand, though we could not tell you in mere words the story that we listen to.

And we sit there, by its margin, while the moon, who loves it too, stoops down to kiss it with a
sister’s kiss, and throws her silver arms around it clingingly; and we watch it as it flows, ever singing,
ever whispering, out to meet its king, the sea — till our voices die away in silence, and the pipes go
out — till we, commonplace, everyday young men enough, feel strangely full of thoughts, half-sad,
halfsweet, and do not care or want to speak — till we laugh, and, rising, knock the ashes from our
burnt-out pipes, and say “Good-night,” and, lulled by the lapping water and the rustling trees, we fall
asleep beneath the great, still stars, and dream that the world is young again — young and sweet as
she used to be ere the centuries of fret and care had furrowed her fair face ere her children’s sins
and follies had made old her loving heart — sweet as she was in those bygone days when, a new-made
mother, she nursed us, her children, upon her own deep breast — ere the wiles of painted civilisation
had lured us away from her fond arms, and the poisoned sneers of artificiality had made us ashamed
of the simple life we led with her, and the simple, stately home where mankind was born so many
thousands of years ago.

Harris said:

“How about when it rained?”

You can never rouse Harris. There is no poetry about Harris — no wild yearning for the
unattainable. Harris never “weeps, he knows not why.” If Harris’s eyes fill with tears, you can bet it
is because Harris has been eating raw onions, or has put too much Worcester over his chop.
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If you were to stand at night by the sea-shore with Harris, and say:

“Hark! do you not hear? Is it but the mermaids singing deep below the waving waters; or sad
spirits, chanting dirges for white corpses, held by seaweed?” Harris would take you by the arm, and
say:

“I know what it is, old man; you’ve got a chill. Now, you come along with me. I know a place
round the corner here, where you can get a drop of the finest Scotch whisky you ever tasted — put
you right in less than no time.”

Harris always does know a place round the corner where you can get something brilliant in
the drinking line. I believe that if you met Harris up in Paradise (supposing such a thing likely), he
would immediately greet you with:

“So glad you’ve come, old fellow; I've found a nice place round the corner here, where you can
get some really first-class nectar.”

In the present instance, however, as regarded the camping out, his practical view of the matter
came as a very timely hint. Camping out in rainy weather is not pleasant.

It is evening. You are wet through, and there is a good two inches of water in the boat, and all
the things are damp. You find a place on the banks that is not quite so puddly as other places you
have seen, and you land and lug out the tent, and two of you proceed to fix it.

It is soaked and heavy, and it flops about, and tumbles down on you, and clings round your
head and makes you mad. The rain is pouring steadily down all the time. It is difficult enough to
fix a tent in dry weather; in wet, the task becomes herculean. Instead of helping you it seems to you
that the other man is simply playing the fool. Just as you get your side beautifully fixed, he gives it
a hoist from his end, and spoils it all.

“Here! what are you up to?” you call out.

“What are you to?” he retorts; “leggo, can’t you?”

“Don’t pull it; you've got it all wrong, you stupid ass

“No, I haven’t,” he yells back; “let go your side!”

“I tell you you’ve got it all wrong!” you roar, wishing that you could get at him; and you give
your ropes a lug that pulls all his pegs out.

“Ah, the bally idiot!” you hear him mutter to himself; and then comes a savage haul, and away
goes your side. You lay down the mallet and start to go round and tell him what you think about the
whole business, and, at the same time, he starts round in the same direction to come and explain
his views to you. And you follow each other round and round, swearing at one another, until the
tent tumbles down in a heap, and leaves you looking at each other across its ruins, then you both
indignantly exclaim, in the same breath:

“There you are! what did I tell you?”

Meanwhile, the third man, who has been baling out the boat, and who has spilled the water
down his sleeve, and has been cursing away to himself steadily for the last ten minutes, wants to know
what the thundering blazes you're playing at, and why the blarmed tent isn’t up yet.

At last, somehow or other, it does get up, and you land the things. It is hopeless attempting to
make a wood fire, so you light the methylated spirit stove, and crowd round that.

Rainwater is the chief article of diet at supper. The bread is two-thirds rainwater, the beefsteak-
pie is exceedingly rich in it, and the jam, and the butter, and the salt, and the coffee have all combined
with it to make soup.

After supper, you find your tobacco is damp, and you cannot smoke. Luckily you have a bottle
of the stuff that cheers and inebriates, if taken in proper quantity, and this restores to you sufficient
interest in life to induce you to go to bed.

There you dream that an elephant has suddenly sat down on your chest, and that the volcano
has exploded and thrown you down to the bottom of the sea — the elephant still sleeping peacefully on
your bosom. You wake up and grasp the idea that something terrible really has happened. Your first

‘”

you shout.
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impression is that the end of the world has come; and then you think that this cannot be, and that it is
thieves and murderers, or else fire, and this opinion you express in the usual method. No help comes;
however, and all you know is that thousands of people are kicking you, and you are being smothered.

Somebody else seems in trouble, too. You can hear his faint cries coming from underneath
your bed. Determining, at all events, to sell your life dearly, you struggle frantically, hitting out right
and left with arms and legs, and yelling lustily the while, and at last something gives way, and you
find your head in the fresh air. Two feet off, you dimly observe a half-dressed ruffian, waiting to
kill you, and you are preparing for a life-and-death struggle with him, when it begins to dawn upon
you that it’s Jim.

“Oh, it’s you, is it?” he says, recognising you at the same moment.

“Yes,” you answer, rubbing your eyes; “what’s happened?”

“Bally tent’s blown down, I think,” he says. “Where’s Bill?”

Then you both raise up your voices and shout for “Bill!” and the ground beneath you heaves
and rocks, and the muffled voice that you heard before replies from out the ruin:

“Get off my head, can’t you?”

And Bill struggles out, a muddy, trampled wreck, and in an unnecessarily aggressive mood —
he being under the evident belief that the whole thing has been done on purpose.

In the morning you are all three speechless, owing to having caught severe colds in the night;
you also feel very quarrelsome, and you swear at each other in hoarse whispers during the whole of
breakfast time.

We therefore decided that we would sleep out on fine nights; and hotel it, and inn it, and pub
it, like respectable folks, when it was wet, or when we felt inclined for a change.

Montmorency hailed this compromise with much approval. He does not revel in romantic
solitude. Give him something noisy; and if a trifle low, so much the jollier. To look at Montmorency
you would imagine that he was an angel sent upon the earth, for some reason withheld from mankind,
in the shape of a small fox-terrier. There is a sort of Oh-what-a-wicked-world-this-is-and-how-
I-wish-I-could-do-something-to-make-it-better-and-nobler expression about Montmorency that has
been known to bring the tears into the eyes of pious old ladies and gentlemen.

When first he came to live at my expense, I never thought I should be able to get him to stop
long. T used to sit down and look at him, as he sat on the rug and looked up at me, and think: “Oh, that
dog will never live. He will be snatched up to the bright skies in a chariot, that is what will happen
to him.”

But, when I had paid for about a dozen chickens that he had killed; and had dragged him,
growling and kicking, by the scruff of his neck, out of a hundred and fourteen street fights; and had
had a dead cat brought round for my inspection by an irate female, who called me a murderer; and
had been summoned by the man next door but one for having a ferocious dog at large, that had kept
him pinned up in his own tool-shed, afraid to venture his nose outside the door for over two hours
on a cold night; and had learned that the gardener, unknown to myself, had won thirty shillings by
backing him to kill rats against time, then I began to think that maybe they’d let him remain on earth
for a bit longer, after all.

To hang about a stable, and collect a gang of the most disreputable dogs to be found in the
town, and lead them out to march round the slums to fight other disreputable dogs, is Montmorency’s
idea of “life;” and so, as I before observed, he gave to the suggestion of inns, and pubs, and hotels
his most emphatic approbation.

Having thus settled the sleeping arrangements to the satisfaction of all four of us, the only thing
left to discuss was what we should take with us; and this we had begun to argue, when Harris said he’d
had enough oratory for one night, and proposed that we should go out and have a smile, saying that
he had found a place, round by the square, where you could really get a drop of Irish worth drinking.
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George said he felt thirsty (I never knew George when he didn’t); and as I had a presentiment
that a little whisky, warm, with a slice of lemon, would do my complaint good, the debate was, by
common assent, adjourned to the following night; and the assembly put on its hats and went out.
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Po3ain npyrui

OoroBopenHs miaHy. [IpuHagy HOYIBI «HA MPUPOMi» B Moroxy Hiu. Te
came — B Henoroxy. KommnpomicHa yxBaina. [lepiie BpakeHHs1 Bii MOHTMOpEHC.
Yu He 3aHanTo noOpwii BiH i Hamoro cBiTy? Lli moGooBaHHS BUSBISIIOTHCS
oesmigcraBHuMu. Hapany BifkiianeHo.

Mu posiirykaid KapTi ¥ oYasiy CKJIAAaTy TUIaH TOJI0POKi.

Bupimwm, mo BigmmBemMo HacTynHo1 cyoortu 3 Kinrcrona. Mu 3 'appicom npudynemo Tyau
BpaHIIi ¥ YIBOX ITikeHeMO YoBeH J10 Yeprci, a JIxopmx, 1mo 3mMoxe BHOpatuch i3 CiTi JIHIIe moro-
JyaHi (BiH XOAUTH 10 SIKOTOCh OaHKY CIaTH 3 IECATOl O YeTBEePTOl TOAVHU IOAHS, ONpiu CyOOTH,
KOJIM FI0r0 Oy/ISITh 1 BUTAHSIOTh 32 IBEPi O APYTiil), MPUEAHAETHCS O HAC TaM.

[Nepie nmutanHs OyJ10 — Jie HAM HOYYBATH: «HA MPUPOJIi» YK B 3ai31ax?

Mu i3 [Ixopmxkem Oyny 3a HOUIBJIIO Ha MTpUpofi. MoBIIsB, y Hill € IOCh Take MIepBiCHE, BUIbHE,
naTpiapxajibHe. ..

30JI0THII CIOMUH PO TIOMEPJIe COHIIEe TOBITBHO OJTiTHE B CEpIIAX XOJOAHUX, CYMHHX XMap.
[Iramku BXe He CMiBalOTh, BOHM 3MOBKJIM, MOB 32XypeHi JiTH, 1 JuIIe KaJiOH1iA KpUK OOJIOTSHOL
KYypINKH Ta pi3Ke CKPUITHHS JepKaya MOpPYIIyIoTh CBATOOIMBY THIITY Haj JIOHOM BOJ, 7€ IIe JieJBe
JIMXa€, BMUPAIOUH, JIEHb.

3 iMyMCTOrO JTicy MOHA 6eperaMmu He4yTHO KpaJeThesl puMapHe Bitickko Houli, cipi TiHi; iz
IXHIM HaTUCKOM BiJICTYMAaIOTh OCTaHHI 3arOHU JIHS, 1 IMiJl HEYYTHOIO, HEBUIHOIO XOOI0 IIbOTO BifIChKA
XBWJIIOETbCS OCOKA U 31TXal0Th ouepeTu. Brnanapka Hid, cuasiun Ha moXMypomy TPOHi, OTOpPTa€ 4op-
HUMM KpWUJIaMU MOTEMHUIMI CBIT 1 B THIII MPABUTh HUM 31 CBOI'O YapiBHOTO Majally, OCBITJIEHOTO
OJTi TUMU 30PSMHU.

A MU 3aBeJv CBifl YOBHUK Y TUXY 3aTOKY 1, HAIIHYBILU HAMET, TOTYEMO 1 CIIOKMBAEMO CKPOMHY
Beuepio. Toji 3anmaioeMo JIOBT JIIOBKY — 1 BJKe 371aro/I)KeHO TOUMTHCS BECeJla HErojlocHa po3mMoBa. A
SIK MM BMOBKA€EMO, pidKa, 0 XJII0roYe B O0OPTH YOBHA, TOMOHOM XBHJILOK OTIOBI/Ia€ IMBHI IPaBivHI
Ka3KH, CIIOBHEHI TAEMHHIIb, 1 TUXO HACITIBYE JIABHIO KOJIMCKOBY TIiCHIO, sIKa JIYHA€ BXKe 0arato THCSY
JIT — 1 JIyHaTHMe Ire 0arato THCSY, aX IMOKU rojioc 11 CTaHe CTapevuM i XpUIKUM. | Ham, 110 Tak
JaBHO HABYMJIMCH JTIOOWUTH 11 MiHJIMBE JIMIE W TaK 9acTO TOPHYJIMChH JO 11 M'SIKOTO JIOHA, 3/1a€ThCH,
HIOM MU pO3YMI€EMO 11, X04a i He 3MOITH O TIePEroBICTH CJIOBAMH III0 MTOBICTh, 10 Yapye Halll CITyX.

Mu cruauMo Hajl pivKoIo, a MiCsAIIb, IO TeX 11 JIOOUTh, CXUJISETHCA U IPUTIAIa€E 10 Hel OpaTHIM
IIITYHKOM 1 HI’)KHO 00iiiMa€e cpiOHMMH pyKamMu. A MU Bce TUBUMOCH, SIK Tede BOHA, BCE CITIBAIOUM,
BCE MIOCh MIENOYYYH, JO CBOTO BJajapsl — JO MOpPsl, i HAPEeIITi rOJIOCH Hallli 3aBMUPAIOTh y THIII,
JIOJIbKY TaCHYTh, & HAC, 3BUYAHMUX COO1, HIYMM He MPUMITHUX XJIOMIIIB, IKOCh JIUBHO IEPETIOBHIO-
I0Tb JIyMU, CyMHI I TPUEMHI, 1 TOBOPUTH HaM yxke He XoueThcs. [10Tim, 3acMisBIINCH, TTiABOAUMOCH,
BUOMBAEMO TIOMLJI 13 JIIOJIBOK, KAKEMO OJVH OJTHOMY «JIOOpaHiY» i 3aCMHAEMO ITiJl BEJTMKUMHU MOB-
Ya3HUMH 30PSIMU, BKOJIMICAHI1 TUTIOCKOTOM BOJIM Ta ITIeJIeCTOM JIEPEB, i CHUThCS HaM, HiOM 3eMJIs Hallla
3HOBY MOJIOZIa — MOJIOZIA i TIPEKpacHa, sIK OyJ1a BOHA TOJi, KOJIM CTOPiuYsl MTPUKPOIIIIB 1 TypOOT ilne He
BKPHWJIM 3MOPIIIKAMH 11 IIPEKPACHOTO JIMIIsS, a TPiXH i Oe3yMCTBa [IiTeH illle He 3iCTapuIf 11 BeJIeo0-
HOTO ceplis, MPEeKpacHa, sk OyJia B Ti TpaJaBHi JHi, KOJIM BOHA, MOJIOJA MaTH, KOJIFcaa Hac, 11 JIiTeH,
Ha CBOIX IIMPOKUX TPYAsX, — KOJM XUTPOILLI pO3MajIbOBaHO1 UMBLII3aLlil 11le He BUMaHWIM Hac i3 11
JIACKABUX PYK, a OTPYHMHI HACMIIIKY IITYYHOCTI HE 3MYCHJIM HAC COPOMHUTHUCH TOTO TTPOCTOTO SKUTTS,
SIKUM MU XWJIA TIPY Hil, 1 Ti€l IPOCTOl i BEJIMYHOI OCelli, e 0arato TUCAYOIITh TOMY HAPOIMUIIOCS
JIIOJICTBO.

— Hy a sk gom nige? — cnvras [appic.

[poro I'appica HiuMM He PO3BOPYLIMIL. Y HPOMY HEMA€ HifIKOI M0e3il, HiIKO1 TYIU 3a HeJlo-
CSDKHUM. 3 HAM HiKOJIM He OyBae€ Tak, 1mo0 BiH «IUIaKaB, caM He 3Ha04H Bif yorox». Skimo ['appicosi
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04l HAJTUJIHCS CITI3bMU, 1€ O3HAYAE, 110 BiH 1B CHPY IUOYITI0 200 % 3aHA/ATO IIEAPO HaMa3aB KOTJIETY
ripYULEIo.

CnpoOyiite nmpusectu ['appica BHOYI Ha MOpChKHIA Oeper i cka3atu nomy: «Ciyxaii! HeBxke He
gyenn? Lle, MabyTh, pycalKku CHiBalOTh y IMOMHAX 200 K CYMHI AyXHW TyXaTh HaJ OUTMMH TiJlaMU
YTOIUIMX, 3aIJTyTAHUMH Y BOIOPOCTSIX !»

Bin Bi3bMe Bac mij pyKy i Bikaxe: «51 3Hato, mo 1e Take. Y Tede rapsuka, TH, MaOyTb, 3aCTy-
auBcs. XOIM-HO 31 MHOWO. S TYT 3a porom 3Haio OJHE Miclie, TaM MOXHAa BUIIMTU YapOUKy TaKOro
IIOT/IaH/ICBKOI'O BiCKi, SIK TH L€ 3poAy He NUB. | Bce BMUTh MOB PYKOIO 3HIME».

lappic 3a KOKHUM POroM 3HA€ TaKe MiClie, e MOJKHA BUITUTH YOrOCh yxke gooporo. S ramao,
1m0 IKOm 3ycTpitu ['appica B paio (11e, 3BUYaiHO, TUTBKY MPUITYIICHHS ), BiH IPUBITAB O BaC TAKUMU
CJIOBAMHU:

— A, 11 TM BKe TYT, apy3sko? lyxe paauil. XoAiMo, 51 TYT 3a pOroM 3HAWIIOB OJHE TapHEHbKE
MICII€, 1€ MOXKHA BUITUTH CIIPABAKHBOTO NIEPIIOCOPTHOTO HEKTAPY.

OpnHave B JaHOMY BUIAJIKY, KOJIM WIILIOCS PO HOYIBJIIO HAa MPUPO/L, MOro MpakTUYHE 3ayBa-
*KeHHsI OyJ10 y’ke BYacHe i jopeuHe. HodyBaTu HaqBOPi B 0L CIIpaB/li HE BEJIbMU MPHEMHO.

Beuip. Bu 3Mokim 10 pyOlis, y 4OoBHI JOOpHX /Ba JIOMMH BOAM, 1 BCi Bamli pedvi BOrki. Bu
HarseaiM Ha Oepe3i MiCLIMHY, Jie TPOXH MEHIIIE KaTIoXk, PUYATIOETe TaM, BUTSTaeTe Ha Oeper HaMeT
1 BABOX 13 TOBapUIIEM MTOYMHAETE IOr0 HAIIMHATY.

Hamer mMokpwuii, BaXKUH, BiH XJIANA€ HA BITpi, MAJa€ HA BaC, OOMOTYEThCSA KPYrOM TOJIOBH,
JOBOIUTD Bac 110 mauty. o jute 6e3nepectany. HanmHy Ty HaMeT i B rapHy MOTOJLy HEJIerko, a B IO
—1ie pobota s ['epkyreca. Bam yce 31a€eTbest, o Balll TOBAPUII HE JOTIOMAra€ Bam, a TUTbKU Ay pHS
KJIeiTh. TITBKU-HO BU 3aKpilUTe SK CIIiJ CBiM OiK, BiH 31 CBOro OOKYy CMHKHE — 1 BCs Ballia poOoTa
rponaja.

— Cnyxaid, 1o T4 TamM poOutin? — rykaere By.

— A 11 0 pobur? — BigpyOye BiH. — [TormycTu-Ho!

— He Taruu! Tu Bce MeHi 3incyBas, fonone! — KpUuuTe BU.

— Hivoro s He 3incyBaB! — rupkae BiH y BianoBijae. — [lormyctu cBiii Oik, dyemn?

— A s 1001 Kaxy, 0 TU BCE MEperutyTaB! — ropiaere By, JagHi Bke KMHYTUCh Ha HBOTO 3
KyJIaKaMH, 1, IIIOCHJIM IAPITHYBIIN 32 MOTY3KH, BUPUBAETE BCl KiJIOUKU 3 OTO OOKY.

— Yopri. igiot! — Oypmoue BiH caMm A0 cede, TOIl parnToM Iaprae Tex — i BACMUKYE i3 3eMJTi
BXe Ballll KUIOYKHU.

Bu kumaere 10BOCIIKY, KOO 1X 3a0MBaJIH, 1 B 00XiJ HAMETY PYyIIA€ETe 10 HbOTO — CKa3aTH HOMY
B Biyi, 1[0 BM IIPO BCE 1€ JiJ10 Aymaere. A BiH Y Ty caMy XBUJIMHY # 3 TI€I0 CaMOI0 METOIO PYIIa€ 10
BacC, TUIbKU Apyrum O6okoM. Tak BU i XoauTe, Jal0YKCh, OAWH 32 OMHUM JJOBKOJIA HAMETY, aX MOKH
BiH Maja€ Ha 3eMiIo 6e3(hOPMHOIO KYTIOIO; BU CIIMHSIETECH 1 SIKYCh MUTh TUBUTECH OAWH HA OIHOTO
yepe3 Ty KyIly, a Tolli 00ypeHO BUTYKYETE B OJJMH TOJIOC:

— Or 6au! A s mo Kazap?

TuM yacoM TpeTiii Balll TOBAPHIIL, 1110 BUXJTIONYBAB i3 YOBHA BOLY, HAJUB cO01 B PyKaB i OCTaHHI
JecsTh XBIIMH Oe3repecTany JiasBcsi coOi Mif] Hic, 3alUTYE BaC, Y SKOTO iJbKa BU TaM OaBUTECH i
YOro Lie MPOKJIATYIMI HaMeT 1 10Ci He HaIHYTO.

Haperuri Bu cak-Tak Ooro HanvHaeTe M 3aXOAKy€ETeCs IEPEHOCUTH 13 YOBHA pedi. Po3nanutu
OararTs — 1mKoza i mpoOyBaTy, TOMY BH 3allaIiOETe CITUPTIBKY i TUCHETECh O1J1s Hel.

lonoBHa cKJ1aoBa YacTWHA Ballol Bedepi — JOIMIOoBa Boja. Y XJi0i 11 IBI TPEeTHHU, M’ SICHUI
MUPIr TEX LEJPO HEIo MPUIPABIEHUI; 1 TOBUAJIO, 1 Maco, 1 Cllb, 1 KaBa — yce 3MIlIaocs 3 HElo,
MEPETBOPUBILIUCH Y SIKYCh IOIIKY.

[Ticns Beuepi BUSBISETHCS, IO TIOTIOH BOJIOTUI 1 3aKypuTH He MoxHa. Ha miacrsi, y Bac €
TUIAIIKA Ti€l PiIMHY, 1110 BECEUTh 1 XMEJIUTh, KOJIM BUITUTH 11 B HAJIGXKHIN KiJTBKOCTI, 1 BOHA MPOOY/I-
Ky€ B BaC iHTepeC A0 KUTTs, JOCTATHIN JIJIS1 TOTO, 00 BU 3aXOTLIN BIIATTHCS CIIATH.
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A cepes HOUI BaM CHUThCS, 1110 HAa BAaC HECTIOIIBAHO CiB CJIOH 1 1110 BUOYX BYJIKaHA CKMHYB Bac
Ha JIHO MOPCbKE Pa3oM i3 TUM CJIOHOM, SIKUM CMOKiMHICIHBKO CIIUTh Y Bac Ha rpyasix. Bu npokunae-
Tecs M IEPEKOHYETECH, 1110 CIPaB/l CTalocs HIOCh kaxjuBe. [lepiue Barie BpakeHHs — 10 HACTaB
KiHeIlb CBITY; MOTIM MPUXOAUTD IyMKa, IO LIOr0 He MOXe OyTH i 1o 11e, MaOyTb, Hamaa rpadix-
HUKIB 1 yOuBIb a00 noxesxa. L{1o AyMKy BU BUCTIOBIIOETE TPAIULIHHIM CIIOCOOOM, TOOTO KPUUHTE:
«Paryiite!» — ane paTyBaTu HIXTO HE NIOCHILIAE; BU TUIbKY BiIUYyBa€Te, 1110 BAC 1IOCh TYIIMUTh 1 CTY-
CalOTh TUCSIY1 HIr.

31a€eThes, BU HE caMi MOMAIM B TaKy Xasierny. Bu uyere 11e 4uiich 3aylLIeHUI KPUK 3B1IKKUCh
3HU3Y, 3-Mi]] Balol nocreni. HaBaxuBImch NpuHaiMHI 10pOro NpogaTy CBOE KUTTS, BU HECAMOBUTO
MIPyYa€eTech, IMTYPXAETE PyKaMHU i HOraMu Ha BCi OOKM i JUKO perieTyeTte. HaperTi mock Bigmmyckae
BaC, 1 Ballla roJioBa OMUHSIETHCS HA BUIBHOMY TMOBITPi. 32 KPOK BiJ] cebe BU HEBUPA3HO OAUUTE SIKOTOCh
HAITiBOASTHEHOTO OaH/IOry, TOTOBOTO BAC 3aMOPAYBATH, 1 BXKe TOTYETecs 3YEMUTUCh 13 HUM He Ha
KUTTS, a HA CMEPTb, KOJIM PalToM 3J0ragyerecs, mo 1e Jxum.

— A, ue tu?.. — 03UBa€THCA BiH, Y Ty caMy XBUJIMHY BITi3HABIIIY Bac.

— 41, — BiANoBiIa€eTe BU, MPOTUPAIOYU OUi. — A 110 cTanocs?

— Ta, maOyThb, GiciB HAMET BiITPOM MOBAMJIO, — BifKa3ye BiH. — A j1e & biun?

Bu o6uBa nounHaete rykartu: «bie! bisute!» — 1 dayere, 1110 3eMIIs i1 BAMU XOAUTH XOIOPOM,
a TOM caMuii 3yIIEHUI TOJIOC, 1[0 BU BXke UyJIM, BIAMOBIIA€ BaM 13-11i/1 3BaJIMIIA:

— VYcraHb 3 MOEI roJIoBH, JIOOYPSIKO !

Hapemri Binn Bubopceyerbest Ha BOJIO — OpYAHUE, TOTONTAHUM 1 B IKOMYCh HEIOPEYHO BOW-
OBHMYOMY HacTpol. OueBU/IHO, BiH rajia€, nio BU MiJCTPOLIN BCE 11€ HABMUCHE.

VpaH1ii BU BCi TPO€E HE MOXETe TOBOPUTH, OO BHOUI MPUKPO 3acTyauimcs. o Toro x Ha Bac
Haraja He3BHUYailHa JpaTIUBICTb, 1 Mijl Yac CHIJAHKY B pa3 y pa3 JIA€Te OIUH OJHOIO XPUIKUM
HIETIOTOM.

ToMy MM BUPILLIMIIY, 1O CIIATUMEMO B HAMETI IOT0KUMHU HOYAMHU, a KOJIM UTUME JIOILL UM IPO-
CTO KOJIM HaM HaOpHJHe HaMeT, HOUyBaTUMEMO B TOTeJISAX, 3a1371aX UM KOpUMaX, sIK yCi IOPsIHI JIIO/IH.

MOHTMOpEHCi CIIpHITHAB TaKHi KOMIIPOMIC Ayke 3aJ0BoIeHO. Moro He BaGUTh POMAHTHYHE
Bizmona. oMy jaBaiite moch raMipivBe; a SKIIO po3Bara TPOIIEUYKH ByJbIAapHA, THM Becellille
Oyzie. Sk MOAMBUTHUCH HA HHOTO, MOXE 3/ATHCS, IO 1Ie aHTel, i3 IKUXOCh He30arHeHHUX IS JTIoei
TNIPYYMH MOCIAHMH 3 Heba Ha 3eMINO B T0J00i MaleHbKOro (okcTep’epa. Yloro oui MaoTh TakHii
BUpAa3, HIOW MTPOMOBJISIIOTH: «OX, SIKUI 5Ke 3ITICYTHIA LIeH CBIT, 1 IK OU 51 XOTIB 3pOOUTH HOTO Kparium,
YHUCTIIMM !» — 1 He pa3 s 0auuB, SIK 11eH BUpa3 BUKJIMKAB CJIbO3U HA OYaxX y MOOOKHHUX JITHIX aM
1 TaHiB.

Kosnm MoHTMOpeHci nepeiiiioB Ha MO€ YTPUMaHHS, 51 He JIyMaB, 1110 3MOXY JOBIO TIlIIUTUCh
1ioro ToBapucTBOM. byBaso, BiH CMIMTh HA CBO1Y MOCTUJIII, 3BiBIIIM HA MEHE OYi, a s CUIKY B KPicJi,
JVBITIOCH HA HBOTO i Aymaio: «Hi, el mecuk JOBro He mpokuBe. 3 HeOa CITyCTUTHCS OCSHHA KOJTic-
HUIIS 1 3a6epe Horo — och 10 3 HUM Oyfie».

Ta koMU s 3ariaTuB 3a JecsATe Kypua, IO BiH 33yIIUB; i KOJIU BCTOYOTUPHAILIATE 3a B’S3U
BUTST MOTO, PO3TIOYEHOTO K YOPTEeHs, 13 co0auoi OIMKM; i KOJIM SIKach PO3rHiBaHa KiHKA MPHHECTa
MEeHi Ha OIJIsI/I 3arPU3eHOro KOTa i Ha3Bajla MEeHe JyIIoryOoM; i KOJIM OfIMH YOJIOBIK 3 HAIIOI BYJIUII
TI0/1aB Ha MEHE B CyJ 3a Te, 110 51 IEPXKY 3JI0T0 Ica, Yepe3 sIKOro BiH OIHOTO 3MMOBOIO Be4opa Bl
TOVHU TIPOCUJIIB Y BJIACHIH MOBITOUII, OOSTYMCh HOCA MOTKHYTU HAJBIP; 1 KOJIU 5 Ai3HABCS, 1110 HAIII
CaIiBHUK Oe3 MOro BiJjoMa BUTPAaB HA HbOMY TPHUIATH HIMJIIHTIB, 3aKJIaJal0uUCh, Yuil (pokcTep’ep
3a rOIMHY 3arpu3e OibIIe MAIoKiB, — TOJI S TIOYaB JyMaTH, 0 HOMY, MOXe, BCe-TaKU JO3BOJISITh
MOXUTH Ha TPIIIHIA 3eMJII TPOXU JOBLIE.

TunATHCH G111 SIKOICh CTaiiHi, 310paTH 3rpal0 HaHOUTBIINX MIMOANTONIB cO0avol MOPOIH, SIKi
TUIBKY 3HAWAYTHCS B MICTi, i TOBECTH 1X MO HaHOPYAHIIIMX 3aBY/IKax Ha Oiil 3 IHIIMMHU COOAUNMHU
MMOaRronoBaMu — och 10 MOHTMOpPEHCI BBaXKa€ CIIPAaBXKHIM KUTTAM. ToMy, sIK s BKe Bi3HAYMB,
BiH 3 [IPEBEJIMKOIO0 PAJiCTIO CIPUIHSAB MTPOMO3HULIII0 HOUYBATH B TOTEJAX, 3a13aX 1 KOpuMax.
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Konmu My TakuM 4MHOM 3HAWIUIM MPUKAHSATHE IS BCIX YOTUPBOX PO3B’SI3aHHS MPOOIEeMU
HOYIBJI, HAM JIMIIWJIOCS TUIBKM BUPILIMTH, 0 Opatu B gopory. IIpo 1e My i moyaiu roBOpuTH,
ko [appic pantom ckasas, 1110 3 HbOTO BXKe JOCHTh Je0aTiB Ha CbOTOJHIIIHIN Bedip, 1 3amponoHy-
BaB CXOAWTHU MEPEXUIUTH MO OJIHIN — BiH, MOBJISIB, 3HAMIIIOB TYT HEMO/AAJIIK 32 pOroM, Yepe3 MaiiiaH,
Take Mmiclie, e € CIpaB/i MyTsIIe ipJIaH/IChKe BiCKi.

JIKOpIK BiIKa3as, IO i HOMY XOUEThCsI YOrOCh BUITUTH (s HE TaM SITal0 TAKOTO BUTIAIKY, 1100
oMy 11bOro He XOTiIoch). Ta ¥ s Tex BiAuyBaB, IO KpareibKa MiJirpitoro BicKi 3i CKHOOUKOIO
JIMMOHA Oy/ie KOPUCHA JIJTsI MO€ET TIEUiHKU; OTOXK, 3a CIIBHOIO 3r0fI00, 00rOBOPEeHHS IJIaHIB BiIKJIAIN
Ha 3aBTpAIlHII Bevip, i y9aCHUKU 300piB, IOHAAATABIIH KaNeTI0XH, BUMIIUIA HA/IBIP.
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Chapter Three

Arrangements settled — Harris’s method of doing work — How the elderly
family-man puts up a picture — George makes a sensible remark — Delights of early
morning bathing — Provisions for getting upset.

So, on the following evening, we again assembled, to discuss and arrange our plans. Harris said:

“Now, the first thing to settle is what to take with us. Now, you get a bit of paper and write
down, J., and you get the grocery catalogue, George, and somebody give me a bit of pencil, and then
I'll make out a list.”

That’s Harris all over — so ready to take the burden of everything himself, and put it on the
backs of other people.

He always reminds me of my poor Uncle Podger. You never saw such a commotion up and
down a house, in all your life, as when my Uncle Podger undertook to do a job. A picture would have
come home from the framemaker’s, and be standing in the dining-room, waiting to be put up; and
Aunt Podger would ask what was to be done with it, and Uncle Podger would say:

“Oh, you leave that to me. Don’t you, any of you, worry yourselves about that. I/l do all that.”

And then he would take off his coat, and begin. He would send the girl out for sixpen’orth of
nails and then one of the boys after her to tell her what size to get; and, from that, he would gradually
work down, and start the whole house.

“Now you go and get me my hammer, Will,” he would shout; “and you bring me the rule, Tom;
and I shall want the step-ladder, and I had better have a kitchen-chair, too; and, Jim! you run round
to Mr. Goggles, and tell him, ‘Pa’s kind regards, and hopes his leg’s better; and will he lend him his
spirit-level?” And don’t you go, Maria, because I shall want somebody to hold me the light; and when
the girl comes back, she must go out again for a bit of picture-cord: and Tom! — where’s Tom? —
Tom, you come here; I shall want you to hand me up the picture.”

And then he would lift up the picture, and drop it, and it would come out of the frame, and he
would try to save the glass, and cut himself; and then he would spring round the room, looking for
his handkerchief. He could not find his handkerchief, because it was in the pocket of the coat he had
taken off, and he did not know where he had put the coat, and all the house had to leave off looking
for his tools, and start looking for his coat; while he would dance round and hinder them.

“Doesn’t anybody in the whole house know where my coat is? I never came across such a set
in all my life — upon my word I didn’t. Six of you! — and you can’t find a coat that I put down not
five minutes ago! Well, of all the —”

Then he’d get up, and find that he had been sitting on it, and would call out:

“Oh, you can give it up! I've found it myself now. Might just as well ask the cat to find anything
as expect you people to find it.”

And, when half-an-hour had been spent in tying up his finger, and a new glass had been got,
and the tools, and the ladder, and the chair, and the candle had been brought, he would have another
go, the whole family, including the girl and the charwoman, standing round in a semi-circle, ready
to help. Two people would have to hold the chair, and a third would help him up on it, and hold him
there, and a fourth would hand him a nail, and a fifth would pass him up the hammer, and he would
take hold of the nail, and drop it.

“There!” he would say, in an injured tone, “now the nail’s gone.”

And we would all have to go down on our knees and grovel for it, while he would stand on the
chair, and grunt, and want to know if he was to be kept there all the evening.

The nail would be found at last, but by that time he would have lost the hammer.
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“Where’s the hammer? What did I do with the hammer? Great heavens! Seven of you, gaping
round there, and you don’t know what I did with the hammer!”

We would find the hammer for him, and then he would have lost sight of the mark he had made
on the wall, where the nail was to go in, and each of us had to get up on the chair, beside him, and
see if we could find it; and we would each discover it in a different place, and he would call us all
fools, one after another, and tell us to get down. And he would take the rule, and re-measure, and
find that he wanted half thirty-one and three-eighths inches from the corner, and would try to do it
in his head, and go mad.

And we would all try to do it in our heads, and all arrive at different results, and sneer at one
another. And in the general row, the original number would be forgotten, and Uncle Podger would
have to measure it again.

He would use a bit of string this time, and at the critical moment, when the old fool was leaning
over the chair at an angle of forty-five, and trying to reach a point three inches beyond what was
possible for him to reach, the string would slip, and down he would slide on to the piano, a really
fine musical effect being produced by, the suddenness with which his head and body struck all the
notes at the same time.

And Aunt Maria would say that she would not allow the children to stand round and hear such
language.

At last, Uncle Podger would get the spot fixed again, and put the point of the nail on it with
his left hand, and take the hammer in his right hand. And, with the first blow, he would smash his
thumb, and drop the hammer, with a yell, on somebody’s toes.

Aunt Maria would mildly observe that next time Uncle Podger was going to hammer a nail into
the wall, she hoped he’d let her know in time, so that she could make arrangements to go and spend
a week with her mother while it was being done.

“Oh! you women, you make such a fuss over everything,” Uncle Podger would reply, picking
himself up. “Why, I like doing a little job of this sort.”

And then he would have another try, and, at the second blow, the nail would go clean through
the plaster, and half the hammer after it, and Uncle Podger be precipitated against the wall with force
nearly sufficient to flatten his nose.

Then we had to find the rule and the string again, and a new hole was made; and, about midnight,
the picture would be up — very crooked and insecure, the wall for yards round looking as if it had
been smoothed down with a rake, and everybody dead beat and wretched — except Uncle Podger.

“There you are,” he would say, stepping heavily off the chair on to the charwoman’s corns, and
surveying the mess he had made with evident pride. “Why, some people would have had a man in
to do a little thing like that!”

Harris will be just that sort of man when he grows up, I know, and I told him so. I said I could
not permit him to take so much labour upon himself, I said:

“No: you get the paper, and the pencil, and the catalogue, and George write down, and I'll do
the work.”

The first list we made out had to be discarded. It was clear that the upper reaches of the Thames
would not allow of the navigation of a boat sufficiently large to take the things we had set down as
indispensable; so we tore the list up, and looked at one another!

George said:

“You know we are on the wrong track altogether. We must not think of the things we could do
with, but only of the things that we can’t do without.”

George comes out really quite sensible at times. You'd be surprised. I call that downright
wisdom, not merely as regards the present case, but with reference to our trip up the river of life,
generally. How many people, on that voyage, load up the boat till it is ever in danger of swamping
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with a store of foolish things which they think essential to the pleasure and comfort of the trip, but
which are really only useless lumber.

How they pile the poor little craft mast-high with fine clothes and big houses; with useless
servants, and a host of swell friends that do not care twopence for them, and that they do not care
three ha’ pence for; with expensive entertainments that nobody enjoys, with formalities and fashions,
with pretence and ostentation, and with — oh, heaviest, maddest lumber of all! — the dread of what
will my neighbour think, with luxuries that only cloy, with pleasures that bore, with empty show that,
like the criminal’s iron crown of yore, makes to bleed and swoon the aching head that wears it!

It is lumber, man — all lumber! Throw it overboard. It makes the boat so heavy to pull, you
nearly faint at the oars. It makes it so cumbersome and dangerous to manage, you never know a
moment’s freedom from anxiety and care, never gain a moment’s rest for dreamy laziness — no time
to watch the windy shadows skimming lightly o’er the shallows, or the glittering sunbeams flitting
in and out among the ripples, or the great trees by the margin looking down at their own image, or
the woods all green and golden, or the lilies white and yellow, or the sombre-waving rushes, or the
sedges, or the orchis, or the blue forget-me-nots.

Throw the lumber over, man! Let your boat of life be light, packed with only what you need — a
homely home and simple pleasures, one or two friends worth the name, someone to love and someone
to love you, a cat, a dog, and a pipe or two, enough to eat and enough to wear, and a little more than
enough to drink; for thirst is a dangerous thing.

You will find the boat easier to pull then, and it will not be so liable to upset, and it will not
matter so much if it does upset; good, plain merchandise will stand water. You will have time to think
as well as to work. Time to drink in life’s sunshine — time to listen to the Aeolian music that the wind
of God draws from the human heart-strings around us — time to —

I beg your pardon, really. I quite forgot.

Well, we left the list to George, and he began it.

“We won’t take a tent,” suggested George; “we will have a boat with a cover. It is ever so much
simpler, and more comfortable.”

It seemed a good thought, and we adopted it. I do not know whether you have ever seen the
thing I mean. You fix iron hoops up over the boat, and stretch a huge canvas over them, and fasten
it down all round, from stem to stern, and it converts the boat into a sort of little house, and it is
beautifully cosy, though a trifle stuffy; but there, everything has its drawbacks, as the man said when
his mother-in-law died, and they came down upon him for the funeral expenses.

George said that in that case we must take a rug each, a lamp, some soap, a brush and comb
(between us), a tooth-brush (each), a basin, some tooth-powder, some shaving tackle (sounds like a
French exercise, doesn’t it?); and a couple of big towels for bathing. I notice that people always make
gigantic arrangements for bathing when they are going anywhere near the water, but that they don’t
bathe much when they are there.

It is the same when you go to the sea-side. I always determine — when thinking over the matter in
London - that I'll get up early every morning, and go and have a dip before breakfast, and I religiously
pack up a pair of drawers and a bath towel. I always get red bathing drawers. I rather fancy myself in
red drawers. They suit my complexion so. But when I get to the sea I don’t feel somehow that I want
that early morning bathe nearly so much as I did when I was in town.

On the contrary, I feel more that I want to stop in bed till the last moment, and then come down
and have my breakfast. Once or twice virtue has triumphed, and I have got out at six and halfdressed
myself, and have taken my drawers and towel, and stumbled dismally off. But I haven’t enjoyed it.
They seem to keep a specially cutting east wind, waiting for me, when I go to bathe in the early
morning; and they pick out all the three-cornered stones, and put them on the top, and they sharpen
up the rocks and cover the points over with a bit of sand so that I can’t see them, and they take the sea
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and put it two miles out, so that I have to huddle myself up in my arms and hop, shivering, through
six inches of water. And when I do get to the sea, it is rough and quite insulting.

One huge wave catches me up and chucks me in a sitting posture, as hard as ever it can, down
on to a rock which has been put there for me. And, before I've said “Oh! Ugh!” and found out what
has gone, the wave comes back and carries me out to midocean. I begin to strike out frantically for
the shore, and wonder if I shall ever see home and friends again, and wish I'd been kinder to my little
sister when a boy (when 7 was a boy, I mean). Just when I have given up all hope, a wave retires and
leaves me sprawling like a star-fish on the sand, and I get up and look back and find that I've been
swimming for my life in two feet of water. I hop back and dress, and crawl home, where I have to
pretend I liked it.

In the present instance, we all talked as if we were going to have a long swim every morning.
George said it was so pleasant to wake up in the boat in the fresh morning, and plunge into the limpid
river. Harris said there was nothing like a swim before breakfast to give you an appetite. He said it
always gave him an appetite. George said that if it was going to make Harris eat more than Harris
ordinarily ate, then he should protest against Harris having a bath at all.

He said there would be quite enough hard work in towing sufficient food for Harris up against
stream, as it was.

I urged upon George, however, how much pleasanter it would be to have Harris clean and fresh
about the boat, even if we did have to take a few more hundred-weight of provisions; and he got to
see it in my light, and withdrew his opposition to Harris’s bath.

Agreed, finally, that we should take three bath towels, so as not to keep each other waiting.

For clothes, George said two suits of flannel would be sufficient, as we could wash them
ourselves, in the river, when they got dirty. We asked him if he had ever tried washing flannels in the
river, and he replied: “No, not exactly himself like; but he knew some fellows who had, and it was
easy enough;” and Harris and I were weak enough to fancy he knew what he was talking about, and
that three respectable young men, without position or influence, and with no experience in washing,
could really clean their own shirts and trousers in the river Thames with a bit of soap.

We were to learn in the days to come, when it was too late, that George was a miserable impostor
who could evidently have known nothing whatever about the matter. If you had seen these clothes
after — but, as the shilling shockers say, we anticipate.

George impressed upon us to take a change of underthings and plenty of socks, in case we got
upset and wanted a change; also plenty of handkerchiefs, as they would do to wipe things, and a pair
of leather boots as well as our boating shoes, as we should want them if we got upset.
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Po3aia Tperin

VYce pupimreHo. [appiciB Meton po6otu. SIK JITHIH CIMEWHWI 4YOJIOBIK
Billla€ KapTuHy. [[)KOPIK BUCIIOBIIIOE PO3yMHe 3ayBakeHHs. [IpuHagy paHKOBOro
KyTaHHs. 3aracy Ha TOM BUMIAJIOK, SIKIO MU IEPEKMHEMOCh.

OTxe, HACTYITHOTO Be4opa MU 310pajivcst 3HOBY, 100 0OrOBOPUTH BCe 110 KiHIIA. ['appic cka3as:

— Hy, macamnepen Tpeba BUpiuTH, 0 HaMm Opaty B gopory. [[x.2, TH Bi3bMU apKyIl narepy,
3anucyBaTUMeIl, a TH, JIKOpIUKe, PHHECH MTPEHCKYPaHT MPOLYKTOBOI KPAMHHIII, & MEHi XTO-HeOy b
JIaiTe OJMIBIIA, 1 1 CKJIQJy BaM CITMCOK.

Ie Tunosa 'appicoBa MaHepa: BiH 3aB:KA1 FOTOBUI1 Y3STU BCSIKUI TATap Ha CBOI IUIeYl, a OTIiM
MepeKJIacTH Ha vyKi.

[{um BiH 3aBKIM Harajye MeHi MOTro TIOKiiHOTo Jsiyibka [lomkepa. Bu 3pony He Oaumimm Takol
METYIIHI B IOMi, K OyBaja Tofi, Komu asjedko [lomkep OpaBcs 3poduTH sikech aiio. OT, cKaxiMo,
MIPUHECIU BiJl CTOJISIpa BCTABJIEHY B pamMy KapTHHY W TIOCTaBUJIM y 1MaUTbHI; TpeOa 11 1eCh OBICUTH.
Titycs [Momkep nmuTae B AAApKa, 0 pOOUTH 3 KAPTUHOIO, 1 ASIBKO BiIMOBITAE:

— Iomumre 1ie xijo Ha MeHe. HixTo mpo Hel He aymaiite i He TypOyiTecs. S cam yce 3pooio.

Toni ckuaae mipkak i 6epeTbes 1o aiia. Hacammepe mocuiae moKoiBKy KYITUTH Ha ITiBIIVJTIHTA
IBAXIB, TOJI KOTPOTOCh i3 XJIOMIIIB HAB3/IOTIH 32 HEl0 — CKa3aTH, IKUX 3aBOUIBIIKH; 1 TaK, ITOYABIIN
i3 IILOTO, IIOMAJTY CKOJIOTUT 1 3ampsiKe B PpOOOTY BCIX Y JIOMi.

— [MpuHecu-HO MOTOTOK, B! — rykae BiH. — A i, Tome, JiHiNKy. | e MeHi TpeOa qpaOuHKH,
i Tabypetky Tex npuHeciTh! Tu, [xume, 36iraii 1o mictepa ['ornza it ckaxku iomy: «TaTo KIaHSIEThCS
1 MUTa€, Yu BKe TOJIermaso Bam i3 Horowo. | uun He mo3uuute BU oMy Batepniac?» Tu, Mapie, He
3axo[Ib HiKyaH, 00 x Tpeda Oyze, 10O XTOCh MEHi CBIT/IO TOfIepkaB. A sIK BEPHEThCS Te JIIBUUCHKO,
HeXail CXOIUTD 1€ pa3, KyIuTb IBOPKU, HAa yoMy Bimatu. Tome! [e x Tom? Tome, iiau cionu, tu
Oynem notpideH. [Togacu MeHi KapTHHY.

[Morim nsapKO MiHIMa€E KapTUHY 1 Biyckae 11. KaptuHa Bunajgae 3 pamu, Isi1bKO HAMAra€eTbest
BPSTYBaTH CKJIO, PO3pi3ye cobi pyKy i Oirae rmo KiMHari, IIyKal4Yd HOCOBHYKA. 3HAUTH HOTO BiH
HisIK He MOXe, 00 HOCOBUYOK JIe)KUTh y KHIICHI Ti/)KaKa, SKOro Bifl MOWHO CKUHYB, a JIe MOKJIaB
— He Mam’sTae, 1 BCid POJUHI JOBOAUTHCS MOKMHYTU PO3LIYKM 1HCTPYMEHTIB AJIs1 HBOTO M LIyKaTH
TiKaK, a ASAbKO METYIIMTHCS MO KIMHATI i 3aBaka€e BCIM:

— Hepxe HIXTO B IiJIoMy JJOMi He 3Ha€E, Jie Miit ikak ? 3poy 1e He 6aunB TaKkol 0e3rooBol
KOMIIaHi1, cJIoBO 4ecTi, He OauuB. Illectepo Bac — i He MOXeTe 3HAUTH TIiJKaKa, X04 5 HOTro JIUIIe
IUSITh XBWIMH sIK CKUHYB! Takux, sik BU, MaOyTh. ..

Toni miIXOIUTIOEThCA 1, TOOAYMBIIH, IO CaM CHJIIB Ha CBOEMY IIi/IKAKY, BUTYKYE:

—Tomi, He mykaiite! Yke cam 3HaimoB. MaOyTh, Kpallie KOTa IOIMPOCUTH, Hik Bac, KOJIU Tpeda
IOCh PO3ITyKaTH !

[NoTim i3 MiBrogyHM NiepeB’sI3y0Th HOMY Majellb, JOOYBalOTh HOBE CKJIO, i KOJIM HAapeIITi BKe
MIPUHECEHO BCi IHCTPYMEHTH, APaOMHKY, TAOypEeTKy W CBIUKY, IAbKO MOYMHAE APYTY CIIpoOy, a BCs
pOnMHa, 3 TIOKOIBKOIO 1 MIOIEHHOIO CITY)KHHUIEIO BKJIIOYHO, [IBKOJIOM CTOITb M03a/1y, HArOTYBaBILUChH
fiomy joriomaratu. [[Boe nepxarb TabypeTKy, TPeTe MiICaKye AsiIbKa Ha Hel 1 PUTPUMYE, 100 He
BIIaB, YETBEPTE TOJIa€ HOMY IIBSIX, ITATe MOJIOTOK, a BiH Oepe IBSX 1 3pa3y BITYCKaE.

— Hy ocb, Maem! — mpomoBiisie 00pakeHUM TOHOM, — Terep IBsX yIaB.

I BciM Ham 10BOAMTBCS PauKyBaTU HABKOJIILIKM, PO3IIYKYIOUM TOW LIBSIX, & ASAbKO CTOITh Ha
TalyperTili i OypuuTh, i B1IUIMBO MUTAE: 1110 HOMY, LIIJTUA BeUip TaM MPOCTOSTH, UM SIK?

Haperni uBsix 3HaliIeHO, aJie BUSBJISIETHCS, 110 TUM YaCOM IPOIIaB MOJIOTOK.

2 Touarkogi Jitepu imMeHi aBTopa (xepom).
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— He monorok? [le s nonis Monotok? ['ocriogu Munocepauuii! Croite ciM Iy, NMOpO33sB-
JISIBIIM POTH, 1 HE 3HAETE, Jie 5 OKJIaB MOJIOTOK !

Mu 3HaxXoaMMO WOMY MOJIOTOK — Ta BiH yXe 3ryOuB MO3HAYKY, SIKY 3pOOMB Ha CTiHI TaMm, jie
Tpeba 3a0UTH 1BSIX, 1 KOXKHE 3 HAC TeNep MYCUTh BUJIA3UTH JI0 HHOTO HA TaOYPETKY i MPUIUBIIATUCS
70 CTiHM, IITYKAlOUM Ti€l MO3HAYKU. | KOJKHE 3HAXOAWTH 11 B iHIIOMY MiCIli. A JsIbKO B3MBA€ Hac
OJTHOTO 32 OTHUM JIyPHSIMH ¥ HaKa3ye 3/1a3uTh reThb. Tomi 3HOB Oepe JTiHINKY i ITe pa3 yce MepeMipIoE.
Opepkye TPUALATD OJVH 1 TPU BOCBMUX JIOMMa BiJl KyTKa, 1 10 BiJICTaHb HOMY TpeOa MOAUIUTH Ha
nBa. Bin mpoOye 3poOuTH 11e B AyMili i 30BCiM HaBiCHIE.

Mu Texx mpoOyeMO MOAUIATH 1€ YMCIO B AYMIIi, i pe3y/IbTaT BUXOAUTh Y BCiX pi3HUI. Mu
[JTy3yEMO OJJHE 3 OTHOTO i B cyrmepeulli 3a0yBaEMo, sIKe K YrciIo Tpeda noaimrtu. sapkosi [lomkepy
JOBOAMUTHCS BUMIPATH 1LE pas.

Ternep BiH Mipsi€ IIBOPKOIO, i B KPUTUYHY MUTb, KOJIM CTapuil OeB3b MepexuisiBcs yepes3 Tady-
PETKY MiJl KyTOM COpPOK ITSATh IPalyCiB, HAMAralouuch JAOTITTUCS PYKOIO O TOUKH, HA TPU TIOUMU
JAJIbILIOL, HIXK BiH MIT JIICTaTH, IIBOPKA CIPUCAE, 1 BiH renaeTbesl Ha niaHiHo. Bix panroBoro ynapy
rOJIOBOKO ¥ TyyOOM BiJIpa3y MO BCiX KJaBilllaX BUXOAUTH MPOCTO-TAaKW HA3BUYAMHUN MY3UIHHI
edexr.

A TiTOHBKa Mapis Kaxe, 1110 BOHA He JI03BOJIUTD, 00 JIITH CTOSUTH TYT 1 CJTyXaJI TaKi BUCIIOBU.

Hapemri na1pk0 Taky BifIIyKye MOTPiOHY TOUKY, JIIBOIO PYKOIO TPHUCTABIISIE O HEl TOCTPUid
KiHeIlb 1BSIXa, a B TIpaBy Oepe MOJIOTOK. [lepim ymapom BiH Biiydae ceOe 1Mo BEIMKOMY MaJIbIIIo i,
JWKO CKPUKHYBIIIY, BITyCKA€ MOJIOTOK KOMYCh Ha HOTY.

TiToHpka Mapis JIariIHO IPOCUTH AS/IbKA, OO BiH, KOJIW OMY 3HOB 3aMaHeThCs 3a0MTH IBSIX
y CTiHy, HoniepeauB il 3aBYacCHO: BOHA TOMI XyTEHbKO 30epeThes, MOoijle Ha THKAEHb 0 Marepi i
MEPeYEKaE TaM.

— Er! Bu, xiHku, 3aBX ¢ poOuTe IpaMu Ka3Ha 3 4oro, — 6abopo BiAMOBIIA€ ASABKO. — A MeHi
OT TIOI00AETHCS 1HKOJIM 3POOUTHU OTAKY HEBEIMIKY POOOTY.

[NoTim mpoOye 11e pa3 i 3a APYTUM yIapOM 3araHsi€ B CTiHY BeCbh LIBSX 1 MIBMOJIOTKA, a HOTO
CaMoro KHMJJA€ Ha CTiHY 3 TaKOK CUJIOND, IO BiH Jie[b HE pO3IUTiCKye co0i Hoca.

Jlasi HaM JOBOIUTHCS 3HOB PO3IIYKYBATH JIiHIHKY 1 IIBOPKY, 1 MPOOMBAETHC IIIe OHA AipKa.
Jlech Tak OMiBHOYI KapTUHY HApPEIITi MOBIIIEHO — /IyKe KOCO 1 HeHaJIIHO, a CTiHa Ha KiJIbKa sIpIiB
JOBKOJIA Ma€ TaKWi BUTJISAM, HIOW 11 CKOpoauiv rpadisMu. Yci MU Ha CMepTh 3MOPEHi il HelllacHi —
KpIM CaMmoro Asi/ibKa.

— Hy ocb, — Kaxe BiH, BaXKO CTyHal041 3 TAOypeTKU MPOCTO HA MO30J1i CTyKHUII, 1 3 BiaBep-
TOIO TOPAICTIO OIVISIAAE Te, 10 HAPOOWB. — A XTOCh iHIIMI HailiMaB OM MaicTpa 33715 Takol Ipio-
HUYKH!

51 meBeH, o ¥ [appic Oyne TOYHICIHBKO TaKWid, KOJIM BUPOCTe BeUKMA. Tak s lomMy ¥ cKa3aB.
I monas, 110 He 3rofeH, Mmoo BiH OpaB CTUTBKU MOPOKHU Ha cebe.

— Hi, kpartue mu 3Haiiu narip, i oiBelb, 1 IPEUCKYpaHT, a [ kopik Hexai MulIlie, a BCIO PellTy
s 3pO0ITI0 caM, — CKa3aB 4.

[epiuii criucok, sIKUN MU CKJIaJI, I0BEJIOCH BiIKMHYTH. Byiio oueBuHO, 1110 y BepxiB’s Tem3u
HE TIPOJie YOBEH, JOCHUTh BEJIMKHIA, 100 YMICTUTU BCi pedi, fKi MU BBaXaJld HEOOXITHUMU s
nooposki. Mu nopeajM CMCOK 1 BTYNUAIMCh OIUH B OTHOTO.

JIKOpIK cKa3as:

— Bu 3Haere, My minum xuOHUM 1utssxoM. Tpeda qymMatu He TIpo Te, YMM M MOKeMO OOINTHCH,
a mpo Te, 6e3 Y0ro Mu He MOXKEMO OOIATHCH.

JIKOpIXK 1HKOM MOXKe CKa3aTy JOCUTh PO3yMHY pid. Ax auBo Oepe. [lo-MoeMy, B 1IUX HOTO
CJIOBax € MMOOKa iCTHHA, CIpaBeyIMBa He TUIBKY JIJIs OLi€l mporyisiHky Tem3olo, a i B3arasi ajis
HAIIIO1 MOIOPO3Ki PIKOIO KUTTS. K Gararto moaei y Tiid MogopoxKi, pU3UKYIOUM MOTOMUTH CBild YOBEH,
MepeBaHTAXYIOTh HOTO BCUISKUME O€3IJTy3IMMH pedaMHu, SIKi 34aI0ThCsl IM HEOOXiTHUMHU ISl TIPH-
€MHOTO 1 BUTIHOTO TUIABAHHSI, & HACTIPAB/Ii € TUTbKU HEMOTPIOHUM MOTJIOXOM!
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SIk BOHM 3aBaJIOIOTH YTJIe CYJCHEUKO aX MOHA[ oMM TapHUM yOpaHHSIM, BETMKAMU OyI1H-
KaMHU, 3aliBUMH CITy)KHUKaMH, O€3/T1Y9I0 MMKAPHUX JPY3iB, AKi HEe A0AI0Th PO HUX Hi HA MEHC 1 PO
SIKX camMi BOHU He I0AI0Th i Ha TTBIEeHCa; JOPOTMMU PO3BaraMu, 1o HiKOTo He TilllaTh, yMOBHOCTSIMU
Ta LEPEMOHISIMH, TIPETEH315IMH Ta MUXOI0, 1 — 0, 116 HAUTSKIUI, HANOE3TTy3 I MOTIIOX 3 YChOro!
— CTpaxoM Mepes TUM, IO MOAYMA€E CYCil; 1 HAOPUUTMMH PO3KOIIIAMU, i HYJHUMH BTiXaMH — BCI€IO
MYCTOI0 IIIYMHUXOIO, 1110, HEHaye 3a/1i3HUI BiHEellb, KU y JaBHUHY HaJArajld Ha 3JIOUMHIIB, JIMIIE
KPUBABUTD 1 THITUTH 300JILTY TOJOBY !

VYce 1ie MOTIIOX, TIOBipTe, — HIKYEMHUI MOT/I0X! BukunbTe ioro 3a 6opt. Yepe3 HbOro Baril
YOBEH iJIe TaKk BaXKO, 1110 B, TpeOyur, 3HEMaraere; 4epes3 1eil MOTJIOX BiH TaKUH HETMOBOPOTKUH 1
XUCTKHH, 10 BU HE MA€Te W XBWIMHU, BUIBHOI BiJI TPHBOT 1 TYpOOT, i XBUJIMHH NIEPETIOYNHKY, MPiii-
HOTO Oe3/1UIs, — He Ma€Te KOJIM TIOMUTYBAaTUCh 1 Ha OJIUCKITKH, IO HUMU COHIIE XBHJII TTOCHUTIAE, 1 HA
KMYPH, 110 Bijl BITPY MpOoOIraloTh 1o I1a/iiHi, i Ha BepOu, 10 y BOAY 3aJUBUJIMCS Ha cede, i Ha JIicH
B 3€JICHUX IIIaTaX YU y 30JI0Ti OCIHHIM, Ha JIaTaTTs XKOBTe W OiJie, Ha KOMMIII i3 OCOKOIO, 1 Ha KBITKY
303yJIMHIISA, | HA HEBUHHI OYeHsITa He3a0yJOK roIyOuX.

Bukunp Bech MoTIIOX 3a 60pT, Apyxke! Hexail yoBeH TBOro KUTTs Oy/e JITKUH, Xail BiH Hece
JIWIIE Te, MO TOO1 CrpaBi MOTpiOHe: 3aTUIITHUAKM [iM, MPOCTi BTIXH, JBOE-TPOE APY3iB, Ti, KOTO TU
JOOUITT 1 XTO JIIOOUTH Tede, KiT, codaka, JI0JIbKa Yu JIBi, CKIIbKU Tpeda 1Ki Ta OfISry, a HAIOIB TPOXHU
OuTbIIe HiXk Tpeba, 00 cripara — HeOe3neyHa pid.

Toni nerme Oyze rpeOTH 1 YOBEH He TaK HOPOBUTHME TEPEKUHYTHCh, a SIKIIIO W MEPEKUHEThCS
KOJIH, — HEBEJIMKE JIMXO0, OO MPOCTHIA, TOOPOTHUI ToBap He O0IThcs BoAW. TOl TH MaTUMeI Jac i
TMIONPAITIOBATH, 1 TOAYMaTU. YAOCTaIb Yacy, 00 YIMBATHCS COHLIEM KUTTS 1 00 CIIyXaTH, SIK BiTep
[ocrionHiii rpae Ha eoNoBUX apdax HaIIMX cepelb, i 1moo0. . .

Ox, Bubaure. 51 3axonuBcs i 3a0YB. ..

OTxe, MU TOpYUYHIIM CITUCOK [l kOpIkeBi, 1 BiH IIOYaB MOr0O CKJIAAATH.

— Hamery mMu He OpatumeMo, — 3arporoHyBaB BiH. — BisbMeMo yoBeH i3 TeHToM. Tak Oyzne i
6araTo MmpocTillie, i BUTiTHIIIE. . .

JlyMKa 31a1ach HaM HEMOraHoo, i MU moroawukch. He 3Hato, 4u Tparisiioch Bam OauuTH Taky
piu. Hag 4oBHOM yCTaHOBJIOIOTH 3aJli3HI Ayru Bij OOpTy 10 OOpTY, HA HUX HAKUIAIOTH BEJTMKUIA
Ope3eHT i CKPITUTIOITB HOro Kpal 3 OopTamul Kpyrom, Biji Hoca 10 KopMu. YoBeH MepeTBOPIOETHCS
Ha MaJICHBKUI OyIMHOYOK, Ha3BUYAWHO 3aTUIITHUM, XOU 1 TICHYBaTHIA; ajie BCE MAa€ CBOI BaJH, SIK
CKa3aB OJIMH YOJIOBIK, KOJIX BMepJia MOro Telia i BiJl HbOro 3a)kalaiv rpoIiei Ha MOXOPOH.

[Motim [Ixxopmx ckasas, IO B TaKOMY pa3i TpeOa B3sITHU 110 IUIe/y AJIs1 KOXKHOTO, JTiXTap, MUJa,
IIITKY JJ151 BOJIOCCs ¥ rpediHenb (Ha BCiX TPbOX ), IO 3yOHIH HTITII HA KOXKHOTO, BEIMKY MHUCKY, 3yOHUIT
MOPOIIIOK, Yce MPWIaAs JUIsl TOMiHHSA (CXO0XKe Ha TeKCT 13 Migpy4yHuKa (hpaHily3bKol MOBH, MpaBaa?)
130 1Ba BEJMKUX KYNAJbHUX PYIIHUKHU. S TaBHO MOMITHB, IO JIIO/U, 30MPAIOYUCH KyIUCh 10 BOIH,
3aBK/M PETENILHO 3aMMacaloThCsl BCIM MOTPIOHUM TSI KYIaHHS, aJie, IIPUIXaBIIM Ha Miclie, KYNaloThCs
Iy:Xe MaJo.

Tak GyBae 1 ToIi, KOJIM MU 11eMO JI0 MOpsL. 51, 00MipKOBYIOUM TaKy Mog0poxk Y JIOHJOHI, 3aBKau
BUPIIIIYIO, 110 BCTABATUMY PaHO W MIOAHS /IO CHIJAHKY XOAUTUMY KYIATHCh, 1 CBATOOJMBO KJIAdy y
BaJIi3y KyMaJibHi TPyCH 1 pylmHUK. TpycH 51 3aBkK I KyITylo 4epBoHi. 1 mogobaiock cam codi B 4epBo-
HUX Tpycax. BoHu MeHi fyxe auuarh. Ajie, IPUIXaBIly HA MOPE, 51 YOMYCh HE BiT4yBal0 TAaKOI OXOTU
KynaTHucs HIOPaHKy, SIK BiIYYBaB Y MICTi.

HaBnaku, MeHi XOueTbCsl JIeKaTu B JIDKKY SIKOMOTa JIOBIIE, a MOTIM 3idTH BHU3 1 MIOCHIIaTH.
Pa3 yu aBiui cyMmITiHHS TiepemMarae, s miaxXoIuTiolCh O MIOCTiH roAuHi, O6epy TpycH U pyIIHUK i, Harmi-
BOJSATHEHUI, TIPUTHIYEHO IUIEHTaloCh 10 Mops. KynaHHsa MeHe 30BciM He TiluTh. Haue HaBMucHe
XTOCh IPUOEPIT Ha TIe paHOK, CIeliabHO I MeHe, HA/I3BUYAHO Pi3KUi CXiJHHIA BiTEp, 1 MOBU-
OvpaB yci rocTpi KamiHIli Ta IOCUIaB HUMH MOIO IOPOTY, 1, T03arOCTPIOBABIIY BEJIMKE KaMiHHs, JIedb
MIPUKPHB ITiCKOM, 100 He OyJ10 BUIHO, 1 B35IB MOpE Ta BiJJHIiC Or0 MIJIb Ha [IBi JaJi, TaK IO s MYIILY,
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BIIIY/IMBIIKACH | TPEMTSTYH, JIOBTO-I0BTO OPECTH JI0 HhOTO TI0 KICTOUKHU Y BOMi. A KOJIM HAPEIITi Ty
110 MOPsi, BOHO BUSIBJISIETbCSI PO3XBUJILOBAHE 1 CEpIUTE.

[lepria Benmka XBUJIsL, HAKOTUBIINCH, IM1IXOILTIOE MEHE ¥ CaJJOBUTD 3 YChOI'O PO3Maxy Ha Kame-
HIOKY, HABMHUCHE TIOKJIafieHy TaM. He Bcturaio st BUrykHyTH «Ox!» 1 30arHyTH, 10 CTaI0Ch, SIK XBUJIS
BEPTAETLCS U TATHE MEeHe i3 co00I0 B uyucTe Mope. S mounHaio majieHo pBaTHCh 0 Oepera, i Jymaio,
1m0 OUTBIT He T0Oavy CBOIX PiAHUX i APY3iB, 1 MIKOAYIO, IO B TUTUHCTBI TaK 3HYIIABCS 3 MEHIIOL
cectpu. Came KOJH 51 BKe MPOIIAocs 3 OLIUM CBITOM, XBWIISI BTIKA€E 1 JIUIIAE MEHE PO3MPOCTEPTOro,
MOB MeJly3a, Ha MicKy. $1 mIBOmKyCh, O3upaiocs i 6ady, o TaM, Je s TaKk BiIYaiIylTHO OOPOBCS
3a CBOE KUTTS, YChOT'O IO KOJTiHa Boay. S mubaio Ha3aj, onsAraioch i oy 100My, ie MLy BIABaTH,
HiOM KynaHHs OyJ10 U1s1 MeHe O03Ha- KO0 HACOJIOZION0.

Ocb 1 Tenep MH BCi MipKyBaJIM Tak, HiOW 30MpaeMOCs MOPAaHKY MOJOBry IUiaBaTh. JKopmxk
PO3IKUCYBaB, SIK IPUEMHO IPOKUHYTUCH Y YOBHI CBI’KMM PAHKOM 1 NOPUHYTHU B YUCTY, IPO30PY BOAY.
lappic ckazas, 1O HIlO TaK He 30yIKy€ aneTuTy, K KylaHHs rnepej cHigankoM. [IpuHaiiMHi oMy
Take KylaHHS 3aBX[M JI0AABaJIO aneTuty. [Kopmxk ToAl 3ayBakuB, 1O sK [appic micias KynmaHHS
ictiMe 1ie OlIbile, Hi 3BUYANHO, TO BiH, [Iopmk ToOTO, B3araii He 3rojieH, moo [appic kymascs.
MoBJisIB, 1 TaK IIe JOCUTh BaXKKa poOOTa — BE3TH YOBHOM MPOTH Tedil CTIJIbKUA XapyiB, SIK MOTPIOHO
Iappicosi.

Toni s novas goBoauTH JIKOpAXKeEBi, 10 Kyau NpueMHilie mMatu ['appica B YOBHI 4MCTOrO 1
CBIJKOTO, HaBITh SIKIIO 33yl IIOrO Tpeba BE3TH 3aliBUX KibKacoT (byHTIB MpoBisil. [TIsHyBIIN Ha
CIIpaBy i3 11i€1 TOYKH 30py, [)KOpIK 3HSB CBOE 3anepeyeHHs! poTu ['appicoBOro KynaHHs.

VYpeurri-pemr Myu BUPIIIWIM B3STH TPU KyNajbHi PYIIHUKH, 100 HE YeKaTH OIMH OJHOTO.

lomo oxmexi xopmxk ckaszaB, 0 AOCUTH Oyle B3SITH 1O ABa (praHeIeBUX KOCTIOMHU, 00 MU
MOXEMO caMi MPaTH 1X y piylli, KoM 3a0pyIHAThCs. MU HOro criuTaiti, Yu BiH KOJIM MPOOYyBaB MpaTH
(pnaneneBuit KOCTIOM y pivlii, 1 BiH BiJNOBIB:

— Ta ni, cam He TpoOyBaB. .. aje s 3HAl JIIOJCH, 110 TPOOYBAJIH, 1 BOHM Ka3aJH, IO 11e JOCUThb
JIETKe JILI0.

I mu 3 appicom, sik HaiBHI AiTH, TIOBIpHIIN, HIOKM BiH 3HAE 1110 TOBOPUTD, 1 HIOW TPOE MOPSTHUX
MOJIOAMKIB, sIKi I1Ie He 37100y/I1 Hi BUCOKOTO CYCIJIBHOTO CTAHOBHMIIIA 1 BIUIMBY, Hi IOCBily B IPaHHi,
CIIpaB/ii 3yMilOThb 3 JIOMIOMOT0l0 OpycKa MUJIa YMCTO BUIIPATH B piurli Tem3i CBOI COPOYKH i IITAHMU.

3rongom, Koy OyJ10 BXke 3aIi3HO, MU NepecBiTumInCs, mo KOpIK — JKaoriAHUN OpexyH i
1110 BiH, OYEBU/IHO, HIYOTICIHBKO HE TSMUB Y MpaHHi. SIKOM BU MOOAYMIM HaITy OJEXKy IICHs. .. aJe,
SIK JTIOOJIATh BUCJIOBITIOBATUCH aBTOPY JICIIEBUX JAETCKTUBHUX POMaHiB, MU 3a0iraeMo Harepe/.

JIKOpIK HAIOJIIT, 00 MU B3SUIY IO TIepeMiHi OLTU3HY 1 YNMOIJIbIIe IIKAPIIETOK Ha TOUM BUIIA-
JIOK, KOJIM YOBEH MEePEKUHETHCS I I0BE/IETHCS MEPEOATaTHUCh; & TAKOK YMMO1JIbIIIe HOCOBUYKIB, 00
OyJI0 UMM yce BUTUPATH, i MillHI IIKipsiHI YePEeBUKH Ha JI0/1ady IO T'YMOBHX BECIISIPCHKHX — 3HOB TaKU
Ha TON BUMAJIOK, SIKIIO MEPEKUHEMOCH.
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Chapter Four

The food question — Objections to paraffin oil as an atmosphere — Advantages
of cheese as a travelling companion — A married woman deserts her home — Further
provision far getting upset — I pack — Cussedness of tooth-brushes — George and
Harris pack — Awful behaviour of Montmorency — We retire to rest.

Then we discussed the food question. George said:

“Begin with breakfast.” (George is so practical.) “Now for breakfast we shall want a frying-
pan” — (Harris said it was indigestible; but we merely urged him not to be an ass, and George went
on) — “a tea-pot and a kettle, and a methylated spirit stove.”

“No oil,” said George, with a significant look; and Harris and I agreed.

We had taken up an oil-stove once, but “never again.” It had been like living in an oil-shop that
week. It oozed. I never saw such a thing as paraffin oil is to ooze. We kept it in the nose of the boat,
and, from there, it oozed down to the rudder, impregnating the whole boat and everything in it on its
way, and it oozed over the river, and saturated the scenery and spoilt the atmosphere. Sometimes a
westerly oily wind blew, and at other times an easterly oily wind, and sometimes it blew a northerly
oily wind, and maybe a southerly oily wind; but whether it came from the Arctic snows, or was raised
in the waste of the desert sands, it came alike to us laden with the fragrance of paraffin oil.

And that oil oozed up and ruined the sunset; and as for the moonbeams, they positively reeked
of paraffin.

We tried to get away from it at Marlow. We left the boat by the bridge, and took a walk through
the town to escape it, but it followed us. The whole town was full of oil. We passed through the
churchyard, and it seemed as if the people had been buried in oil. The High Street stunk of oil; we
wondered how people could live in it. And we walked miles upon miles out Birmingham way; but it
was no use, the country was steeped in oil.

At the end of that trip we met together at midnight in a lonely field, under a blasted oak, and
took an awful oath (we had been swearing for a whole week about the thing in an ordinary, middleclass
way, but this was a swell affair) — an awful oath never to take paraffin oil with us in a boat again —
except, of course, in case of sickness.

Therefore, in the present instance, we confined ourselves to methylated spirit. Even that is bad
enough. You get methylated pie and methylated cake. But methylated spirit is more wholesome when
taken into the system in large quantities than paraffin oil.

For other breakfast things, George suggested eggs and bacon, which were easy to cook, cold
meat, tea, bread and butter, and jam. For lunch, he said, we could have biscuits, cold meat, bread and
butter, and jam — but no cheese. Cheese, like oil, makes too much of itself. It wants the whole boat to
itself. It goes through the hamper, and gives a cheesy flavour to everything else there. You can’t tell
whether you are eating apple-pie or German sausage, or strawberries and cream. It all seems cheese.
There is too much odour about cheese.

I remember a friend of mine buying a couple of cheeses at Liverpool. Splendid cheeses they
were, ripe and mellow, and with a two hundred horse-power scent about them that might have been
warranted to carry three miles, and knock a man over at twohundred yards. I was in Liverpool at
the time, and my friend said that if I didn’t mind he would get me to take them back with me to
London, as he should not be coming up for a day or two himself, and he did not think the cheeses
ought to be kept much longer.

“Oh, with pleasure, dear boy,” I replied, “with pleasure.”

I called for the cheeses, and took them away in a cab. It was a ramshackle affair, dragged along
by a knock-kneed, brokenwinded somnambulist, which his owner, in a moment of enthusiasm, during
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conversation, referred to as a horse. I put the cheeses on the top, and we started off at a shamble that
would have done credit to the swiftest steam-roller ever built, and all went merry as a funeral bell,
until we turned the corner. There, the wind carried a whiff from the cheeses full on to our steed. It
woke him up, and, with a snort of terror, he dashed off at three miles an hour. The wind still blew in
his direction, and before we reached the end of the street he was laying himself at the rate of nearly
four miles an hour, leaving the cripples and stout old ladies simply, nowhere.

It took two porters as well as the driver to hold him in at the station; and I do not think thev
would have done it, even then, had not one of the men had the presence of mind to put a handkerchief
over his nose, and to light a bit of brown paper.

I took my ticket, and marched proudly up the platform, with my cheeses, the people falling
back respectfully on either side. The train was crowded, and I had to get into a carriage where there
were already seven other people. One crusty old gentleman objected, but I got in, notwithstanding;
and, putting my cheeses upon the rack, squeezed down with a pleasant smile, and said it was a warm
day. A few moments passed, and then the old gentleman began to fidget.

“Very close in here,” he said.

“Quite oppressive,” said the man next him.

And then they both began sniffing, and, at the third sniff, they caught it right on the chest and
rose up without another word and went out. And then a stout lady got up, and said it was disgraceful
that a respectable married woman should be harried about in this way, and gathered up a bag and
eight parcels and went. The remaining four passengers sat on for a while, until a solemnlooking man
in the corner who, from his dress and general appearance, seemed to belong to the undertaker class,
said it put him in mind of a dead baby; and the other three passengers tried to get out of the door
at the same time, and hurt themselves.

I smiled at the black gentleman, and said I thought we were going to have the carriage to
ourselves; and he laughed pleasantly, and said that some people made such a fuss over a little thing.
But even he grew strangely depressed after we had started, and so, when we reached Crewe, I asked
him to come and have a drink. He accepted, and we forced our way into the buffet, where we yelled,
and stamped, and waved our umbrellas for a quarter of an hour; and then a young lady came and
asked us if we wanted anything.

“What'’s yours?” I said, turning to my friend.

“T’ll have half-a-crown’s worth of brandy, neat, if you please, miss,” he responded.

And he went off quietly after he had drunk it and got into another carriage, which I thought
mean.

From Crewe I had the compartment to myself, though the train was crowded. As we drew up
at the different stations, the people, seeing my empty carriage, would rush for it. “Here y’are, Maria;
come along, plenty of room.” “All right, Tom; we’ll get in here,” they would shout. And they would run
along, carrying heavy bags and fight round the door to get in first. And one would open the door and
mount the steps, and stagger back into the arms of the man behind him; and they would all come and
have a sniff, and then droop off and squeeze into other carriages, or pay the difference and go first.

From Euston, I took the cheeses down to my friend’s house. When his wife came into the room
she smelt round for an instant. Then she said:

“What is it? Tell me the worst.”

I said:

“It’s cheeses. Tom bought them in Liverpool, and asked me to bring them up with me.”

And I added that I hoped she understood that it had nothing to do with me; and she said that
she was sure of that, but that she would speak to Tom about it when he came back.

My friend was detained in Liverpool longer than he expected and, three days later, as he hadn’t
returned home, his wife called on me. She said:

“What did Tom say about those cheeses?”
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I replied that he had directed they were to be kept in a moist place, and that nobody was to
touch them.

She said:

“Nobody’s likely to touch them. Had he smelt them?”

I thought he had, and added that he seemed greatly attached to them.

“You think he would be upset,” she queried, “if I gave a man a sovereign to take them away
and bury them?”

I answered that I thought he would never smile again.

An idea struck her. She said:

“Do you mind keeping them for him? Let me send them round to you.”

“Madam,” I replied, “for myself I like the smell of cheese, and the journey the other day with
them from Liverpool I shall ever look back upon as a happy ending to a pleasant holiday. But, in
this world, we must consider others. The lady under whose roof I have the honour of residing is a
widow, and, for all I know, possibly an orphan too. She has a strong, I may say an eloquent, objection
to being what she terms ‘put upon.” The presence of your husband’s cheeses in her house she would,
I instinctively feel, regard as a ‘put upon;” and it shall never be said that I put upon the widow and
the orphan.”

“Very well, then,” said my friend’s wife, rising, “all I have to say is, that I shall take the children
and go to an hotel until those cheeses are eaten. I decline to live any longer in the same house with
them.”

She kept her word, leaving the place in charge of the charwoman, who, when asked if she could
stand the smell, replied, “What smell?” and who, when taken close to the cheeses and told to sniff
hard, said she could detect a faint odour of melons. It was argued from this that little injury could
result to the woman from the atmosphere, and she was left.

The hotel bill came to fifteen guineas; and my friend, after reckoning everything up, found that
the cheeses had cost him eight-and-sixpence a pound. He said he dearly loved a bit of cheese, but it
was beyond his means; so he determined to get rid of them. He threw them into the canal; but had to
fish them out again, as the bargemen complained. They said it made them feel quite faint. And, after
that, he took them one dark night and left them in the parish mortuary. But the coroner discovered
them, and made a fearful fuss.

He said it was a plot to deprive him of his living by waking up the corpses.

My friend got rid of them, at last, by taking them down to a sea-side town, and burying them on
the beach. It gained the place quite a reputation. Visitors said they had never noticed before how strong
the air was, and weak-chested and consumptive people used to throng there for years afterwards.

Fond as I am of cheese, therefore, I hold that George was right in declining to take any.

“We shan’t want any tea,” said George (Harris’s face fell at this); “but we’ll have a good round
square, slap-up meal at seven — dinner, tea, and supper combined.”

Harris grew more cheerful. George suggested meat and fruit pies, cold meat, tomatoes, fruit,
and green stuff. For drink, we took some wonderful sticky concoction of Harris’s, which you mixed
with water and called lemonade, plenty of tea, and a bottle of whisky, in case, as George said, we
got upset.

It seemed to me that George harped too much on the gettingupset idea. It seemed to me the
wrong spirit to go about the trip in.

But I'm glad we took the whisky.

We didn’t take beer or wine. They are a mistake up the river. They make you feel sleepy and
heavy. A glass in the evening when you are doing a mouch round the town and looking at the girls
is all right enough; but don’t drink when the sun is blazing down on your head, and you’ve got hard
work to do.
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We made a list of the things to be taken, and a pretty lengthy one it was, before we parted that
evening. The next day, which was Friday, we got them all together, and met in the evening to pack.
We got a big Gladstone for the clothes, and a couple of hampers for the victuals and the cooking
utensils. We moved the table up against the window, piled everything in a heap in the middle of the
floor, and sat round and looked at it.

I said I'd pack.

I'rather pride myself on my packing. Packing is one of those many things that I feel [ know more
about than any other person living. (It surprises me myself sometimes, how many of these subjects
there are.) I impressed the fact upon George and Harris, and told them that they had better leave
the whole matter entirely to me. They fell into the suggestion with a readiness that had something
uncanny about it. George put on a pipe and spread himself over the easy-chair, and Harris cocked
his legs on the table and lit a cigar.

This was hardly what I intended. What I had meant, of course, was, that I should boss the job,
and that Harris and George should potter about under my directions, I pushing them aside every now
and then with, “Oh, you — !” “Here, let me do it.” “There you are, simple enough!” — really teaching
them, as you might say. Their taking it in the way they did irritated me. There is nothing does irritate
me more than seeing other people sitting about doing nothing when I'm working.

I lived with a man once who used to make me mad that way. He would loll on the sofa and
watch me doing things by the hour together, following me round the room with his eyes, wherever
I went. He said it did him real good to look on at me, messing about. He said it made him feel that
life was not an idle dream to be gaped and yawned through, but a noble task, full of duty and stern
work. He said he often wondered now how he could have gone on before he met me, never having
anybody to look at while they worked.

Now, I'm not like that. I can’t sit still and see another man slaving and working. I want to get
up and superintend, and walk round with my hands in my pockets, and tell him what to do. It is my
energetic nature. I can’t help it.

However, I did not say anything, but started the packing. It seemed a longer job than I had
thought it was going to be; but I got the bag finished at last, and I sat on it and strapped it.

“Ain’t you going to put the boots in?” said Harris.

And I looked round, and found I had forgotten them. That’s just like Harris. He couldn’t have
said a word until I’'d got the bag shut and strapped, of course. And George laughed — one of those
irritating, senseless, chuckle-headed, crack-jawed laughs of his. They do make me so wild.

I opened the bag and packed the boots in; and then, just as I was going to close it, a horrible
idea occurred to me. Had I packed my tooth-brush? I don’t know how it is, but I never do know
whether I've packed my tooth-brush.

My tooth-brush is a thing that haunts me when I'm travelling, and makes my life a misery. I
dream that I haven’t packed it, and wake up in a cold perspiration, and get out of bed and hunt for
it. And, in the morning, I pack it before I have used it, and have to unpack again to get it, and it is
always the last thing I turn out of the bag; and then I repack and forget it, and have to rush upstairs
for it at the last moment and carry it to the railway station, wrapped up in my pocket-handkerchief.

Of course I had to turn every mortal thing out now, and, of course, I could not find it. I
rummaged the things up into much the same state that they must have been before the world was
created, and when chaos reigned. Of course, I found George’s and Harris’s eighteen times over, but
I couldn’t find my own. I put the things back one by one, and held everything up and shook it. Then
I found it inside a boot. I repacked once more.

When I had finished, George asked if the soap was in. I said I didn’t care a hang whether the
soap was in or whether it wasn’t; and I slammed the bag to and strapped it, and found that I had
packed my tobacco-pouch in it, and had to re-open it. It got shut up finally at 10.5 p. m., and then
there remained the hampers to do. Harris said that we should be wanting to start in less than twelve
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hours’ time, and thought that he and George had better do the rest; and I agreed and sat down, and
they had a go.

They began in a light-hearted spirit, evidently intending to show me how to do it. I made no
comment; [ only waited. When George is hanged Harris will be the worst packer in this world; and
I looked at the piles of plates and cups, and kettles, and bottles, and jars, and pies, and stoves, and
cakes, and tomatoes, etc., and felt that the thing would soon become exciting.

It did. They started with breaking a cup. That was the first thing they did. They did that just
to show you what they could do, and to get you interested.

Then Harris packed the strawberry jam on top of a tomato and squashed it, and they had to
pick out the tomato with a teaspoon.

And then it was George’s turn, and he trod on the butter. I didn’t say anything, but I came over
and sat on the edge of the table and watched them. It irritated them more than anything I could have
said. I felt that. It made them nervous and excited, and they stepped on things, and put things behind
them; and then couldn’t find them when they wanted them; and they packed the pies at the bottom,
and put heavy things on top, and smashed the pies in.

They upset salt over everything, and as for the butter! I never saw two men do more with one-
and-twopence worth of butter in my whole iife than they did. After George had got it off his slipper,
they tried to put it in the kettle. It wouldn’t go in, and what was in wouldn’t come out. They did scrape
it out at last, and put it down on a chair, and Harris sat on it, and it stuck to him, and they went
looking for it all over the room.
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