SMypasisy

/ AMHCKMH A3bIK




Huxkoaaii Baruep
Cka3ku Kora-
MypJibiku (¢ mepeBoOaIOM
Ha aHIIMACKUHA A3BIK)

https:/litres.ru/74306593
ISBN 9785006955547

AHHOTaAIMA

N36panHble cKa3ku pycckoro mucarens, ¢uiaocoda U 30050ra
Huxonas Ilerpouua Barnepa (1829—1907) c mepeBomoM Ha
AQHIIMIACKUH SI3BIK.

TsopuectBo H. II. BarHepa sBisieTcsi OpraHMYecKOM YacThio
WCTOPUN PYCCKOM JIMTEpaTypsl M KyJbTYpbl BTOPOMl MojoBUHBI XIX
BEKa.

B cocrae «Ckazok Korta-Mypnblku» MOXHO — BBIIEJHUTH
dunocodckue, paHTacTUUSCKUE, IOMOPUCTUUECKUE U Ha3UIaTeIbHbIE
CIOKETHI.

Kuura Gyner uHTepecHa BceM JIOOMTENSAM CKa30K M M3yYaloniM
AQHIIMIACKUH SI3BIK.



Conep:kanue

Kot

Kitty

Kiéct (OTphIBOK U3 CKa3KM)

Crossbill (excerpt from a fairy tale)
YynHbIM MAJIBUUK

KoHel 03HaKOMUTENIBHOTO (pparMeHTa.

12
18
23
25



Ckaszku Kora-MypJbikn
(c mepeBOJOM Ha
AHIVINNCKHUHA A3bIK)

Huxouan Barnep

Ilepesoouux Janunn KatkoB

© Hukonaii Baruep, 2026
© Manumn Karkos, nepeBon, 2026

ISBN 978-5-0069-5554-7
Co3aHo B MHTEJUIEKTYaJIbHOM M3J1aTesIbcKou cucteMe Ridero






Kots

ThI 3Haelb, KaK KOCOM 3alika CKayeT 3UMOM Io cyrpodam?

Betepok B 3uMHee BpeMs 3710i-Tipe3noi. OH Tak TeOs mpo-
Oep€T HaCKBO3b, HAIIUIUIET U HOC, U YIIIH, U IIEKH, YTO TPOCTO
XOTb IJ1aub. JlyeT BeTep, METET, U TaKue CyrpoObl Be3/ie HAHECET,
YTO HU IIPOUTH, HU IIpoexarsb. HaTBOpUT dyzec 1 CTUXHET, YCIIo-
KOWTCS, pajl U JOBOJIEH, CIIUT-JIEKUT. A COJHBIIIKO TaK U 3aCH-
sieT OPWTMAHTUKAMU TIO CHETY.

U BOT, B 3TO CamOe TUXO€E, COJIHEYHOE BPEMEUKO, KOCOI BCKO-
YUT ¥ HAYHET MpbIraTh U OeraTb — oOpaayeTcsi COHILY Y TUXOH
norozie. CKakHET Ha Cyrpod W MPOBAIUTCS, BHICKOYMT, MOTPET
MOPIOYKY, YILIKH, JIATIKK OTPSXHET, MOBOIUT yCAMHU U OMSATH 3a-
JIETCS: TIOOSKUT KyOapem, KOJIeCoM.

[pwir, ckok! [peir, ckok! To-To pazmosnbe!

Brnpyr — ¢bioT! — u3-3a KOCMaTo ENKU.

3aiiKa OCTaHOBWJICS, YIIIA HABOCTPWUJI, CIIYIIAET: KTO 3TO CBU-
CTUT?

— ®rioT, PbIOT, PHIOT!

— AX, crpactu kakue!!!

W 3aiika Opocuiicsi, CIOMs TOJIOBY, YIIIN TIPUJIOXKIT, TyIia B
ISATKU yIUIa, KaTUT, JETUT KJIIYOKOM U BApYT cton! OcTaHOBMII-
cA.

— Yro g 3a gypak? — nymaer. — Jlail MOCMOTPIO, KTO CBH-
CTUT.



VY1 HaBOCTpUII, MPUMIOAHSUICS Ha 3a/IHUX JIallKaX, BHITSHYJI-
csl, 3aIJISHYL.

— A! Jro Kors!

Kots — ManeHpKuil 1€peBeHCKUI MaslbuMilKa. Ero aaBHO
3HaeT 3aiKa. EIlE mpoIuibiM JIeTOM OH BCE ero MOPKOBKOM J1a
PENKOM NOTYEBAJI-YIOIIAJ.

[ToTUXOHBKY, TTOJIETOHBKY, KPay4InCh, OOUKOM J]a CTOPOHKOM
nozoOpa’cs k Hemy kocoil. [Ipucen nepen HuM, yIlIkaMu BOIUT,
a caM JyMaer: yiparb WM HeT?

— Yro, Tpyc? Yero Goumnibcsi? Benp st Te0s1 HE cheM, — TO-
soput Kors.

OTnpbIrHyJ 3aiiKa v OMSITh MPUCEIL.

«3Har0, MOJI, 4TO HE ChElllb, a BCE OHO KAK-TO OOA3HO!»

— Tpyc 151, Tpyc! Yero tpycumn? HyxHO XpaOpsiM OBITS,
HUKOT'O U HUYEro He OOSIThCS.

— Jla, TonKyi 60JILHOM ¢ TIofIJieKapeM, — rOBOPUT 3aiika. —
Thl Ha IByX HOI'ax, a 1 HA YETBIPEX.

— Hy, Tax uto x?

— V 1e6s BOT y11Iei-TO HE BU/IaTh, a y MEHs BOH Kakue! Burib
Thl! — W 3aiiKa TpAXHYJI JJIMHHBIMU YIIAMU.

— Hy, tak uto %*?

— A TO X, CXBaTAT Ja U ChEJST.

— AX, THI IypeHb, 1ypenb! KTo ke ceporo 3aiiia Oyaer ectb?

— Ko Gyner ects? IlepBo-HanepBo — cOOaKH.

— Hy?

— Hy! A norom Bosku.



— A notom?

— Ilorom Jluca IlarpukeeBHa.

— A tam?

— A TaM — pbICh KOCMaTasi, KyHu4Ka OeJoyIiKa, Aa, moxa-
JIyi, U XOpEK, U TOPHOCTANKA He TIPOYb HAIIUM MSICIIOM ITOXKHU-
BUTHCS. .. MHOTO B JIECHOM IJTyXOM LIAPCTBE HAIIIUX JIIOTHIX Bpa-
roB kUuBeT. A-s1i! MHOTO!

— 'V, Bhl, Tpychl! Hy, cnymaii, kocoid, — roBoput Kots, —
Ipexk/ie BCEro HaJI0 HAYUYUThCS XpaOpbIM ObITh. X0Yelllb, 1 TeOs
Oymy yuuth? Hudero 3a BhIyuKy HE BO3bMY!..

«[Toxanyi, — jaymaer 3aiika, — y4d He y4H, a IIPOKy He Oy-
JeT>.

— Hy, monoiiam 6imke KO MHe.

3aiiKa CKaKHYJ pa3, IBa U 3a1yMaJICs.

«[la, noxaiyi, — JaymaeT, — TOJIOHI1 K TeOe, a Thl KaK pa3
¥ TOTO. .. 3alIONyYHIlIb> . ..



Kitty

Do you know how the little hare hops through the snowdrifts
in winter?

The winter breeze is so vicious. It’ll cut right through you,
sting your nose, ears, and cheeks, it’ll make you want to cry. The
wind blows, sweeps, and piles up such snowdrifts everywhere that
you can’t even walk or drive. After performing miracles, it calms
down, calms down, happy and content, and lies asleep. And the
sun will sparkle like diamonds on the snow.

And then, in this quiet, sunny moment, the little hare will
jump up and start jumping and running — overjoyed by the sun
and the calm weather. He’ll jump into a snowdrift and sink into
it, then jump back out, rub his face, ears, and paws, twitch his
whiskers, and then start singing again: he’ll run head over heels,
like a wheel.

Jump, jump! Jump, hop! What a joy!

Suddenly — whoosh! — From behind the shaggy fir tree.

Bunny stopped, pricked up his ears, listening: who’s
whistling?

— Whoosh, whoosh, whoosh!

— Ah, what a thrill!!!

And the bunny rushed headlong, ears pressed back, his heart
in his mouth, rolling, flying like a ball, and suddenly — stop! He
stopped.



— What a fool am I? — he thought. — Let’s see who’s
whistling.

He pricked up his ears, rose up on his hind legs, stretched out,
and peered in.

— Ah! It’s Kitty!

Kitty is a little village boy. Bunny has known him for a long
time. Last summer he used to treat him to carrots and turnips.
Slowly, quietly, stealthily, sideways and sideways, he approached
him with his scythe. He crouched down in front of him, twitching
his ears, and pondered: should he, the hare, run away or not?

— What now, coward? What are you afraid of? I won’t eat
you, — said Kitty.

The hare jumped back and crouched down again.

«I know you won’t eat me, but it’s still somehow scary!»

— You’re a coward, a coward! Why are you afraid? You need
to be brave, not be afraid of anyone or anything.

— You’d better talk to the doctor, — said the hare. — You’re
on two legs, and I'm on four.

— Well, so what?

— Your ears are barely visible, but mine are so big! Look at
them! — And the hare shook his long ears.

— Well, so what?

— So they’ll grab you and eat you.

— Oh, you fool, you fool! Who would eat a gray hare?

— Who? First of all, the dogs.

— And who would be next to eat?



— The next would be the wolves.

— And then who?

— Then it would be Lisa Patrikeevna (1).

— And then?

— And then — a shaggy lynx, a white-skinned marten, and
perhaps even a ferret and an ermine wouldn’t mind feasting
on our flesh... Many fierce enemies live in this remote forest
kingdom. Oh! So many!

— Oh, what cowards! Well, listen, cross-eyed, — says Kitty,
— first of all, you need to learn to be brave. Do you want me to
teach you? I won’t take anything for teaching you!

«Perhaps, — thinks the hare, — teach me or not, it won’t do
any good».

— Well, come closer to me.

The bunny hopped once, twice, and then fell into thought.

«Yes, perhaps, — he thought, — if I come to you, you’ll just...
get me».

(1) — Lisa means «fox» in Russian.



Kiécrt (0oTpbhIBOK U3 CKA3KH)

ThI 3HaEIIb, YTO BCE JEPEBbs CTPAIHBIE COHU.

Kak ToNbKO B TUXUIA, SICHBIN IEHb UX MIPUTPEET COIHBILIKOM,
OHM TOTYAC K€ BCE PACKUCHYT U 3aCHYT. A YK HOUBIO — Y TOBO-
puth Heuero! Torga OHU CIIST Kak yOUTBIE BO BCIO MBAHOBCKYIO.

W kak xe uM He cnatb?! Benp Kaxkaoe AepeBO KpenKo-Ha-
KPEIKO NMPUBA3aHO KOPHAMU K 3€MJIE M HU 32 YTO HA CBETE HE
YHAJET.

Tonbko BeTep MOXET pa3OyauTh AepeBbs. Kak TOIbKO OH Ha-
JIETUT Ha HAX — BCE OHM TOTYAC K€ IPOCHYTCH, U BCE JIMCTKU
WX HAYHYT IIENTaThCs, KaK OyJTO OHU BOBCE HE CIAJIH.

Takoii BeTep jaxe KOCMaTylo eib pa3OyauT, a U3BECTHO YK,
YTO HET TAKOM COHM Ha CBETE, KaK pacTpenaHHasi, KocMaTasi, 3a-
Myxpacrtas eyb. Kak HauHeT BEeTEpOK Maxarbh €€ BETKaMM, OHa
IIOHEBOJIE ITPOCHETCS, & BMECTE C HEIO IIPOCHETCA U BCE, UTO KU-
BET Ha HEW.

Tbl, BEpHO, 3Haelllb, CIbIXaJ, YTO HA TAKUX €JISIX KUBYT KJie-
CTbl, — U BOT 00 OJIHOM TaKOM KJIECTe sl XO4y pacckazaTb Tebe
TETEpPb.

BbUT OH ¢ OOJIBINON TOJOBOW U OTPOMHBIM HOCOM KPIOYKOM.
Korga oH ObUI €€ oueHb MaJIEHBbKHUI, TO ¥ 3TOT HOC OBLIT TAKKE
MaJIeHbKUM, XOPOLIEHbKUI KPIOYOYEK.

Knécr noegan um BCE, YTO MPUHOCWIIM €MY I1ara U Mama, BCE,
HAYMHAsI OT KAKOTO-HUOY/Ib KPOIIIEYHOTO YePBIYOHKA JI0 Kper-



KO €JIOBOM IIMIIKH, U3 KOTOPOX OH BHIOMPAIT OPEITKH M INETKAIT
UX JIydille BCSKON KYIMUUXU WA KyIeYECKOM JI0UKHU.

Kpyrom ero ObL1 cTapblii, TPeK pacHbIi €J10BbIN Jiec, OblIa Jiec-
Hasl TJyIIb, ¥ BOT CPEAM STOM YU OH BBIPOC.

Jlyumeii HsaHe# 1uist Hero ObuTo conHile. Korma oHO ¢ HeXHO-
CTBIO IPUTPEBAJIO TPABKU, KYCTHI U IEPEBbSI, TO IPEJIO 320/IHO, TI0
MyTH, ¥ €r0, MAaJIEHbKOTO KJIECTHKA C OOJBINION rojioBoil. [Iputom
I'PEJIo OHO €ro ¢ TaKOW JIACKOW U JTI0OOBBIO, UTO Y HEro, HaBep-
HOE, BBICTYIIHJIM OBl CJIE3BI HA TJIa3ax.

Ho Tb1, KOHEYHO, 3HAEIlIb, UTO KJIECTHI U BCE NTUYKU HE MOTYT
TJIaKaTh, TPOCTO MOTOMY, UTO Y HUX HET TUIATOYKOB, YTOOBI YTH-
patb cn€3pl. OHM Jake HOCUKH CBOM YTHUPAIOT IMTPOCTO 00 3eMITIO
WM 00 TPaBKY.

W BOT 3Ty TpaBKy MOJIOAYIO, 3€IEHYI0, COUHYIO, OApXaTHYIO
OYEHB JIIOWJI Halll KJIECTUK; HO, pa3yMeeTcsl, OH JIIOOWI e€ Te-
peduTh, Korjaa ObL emmé OYeHb MaJICHbKHI, a 3aTeM, Korjaa HOC
€ro CTaJl IMOJPACTaTh U CACIIANICA KPEKUM KPIOUKOM, OH JOJIOMT
UM JIepEBbsl, JIOMaJ CYYKU, THYJT BETKH, OJHUM CJIOBOM, Aesall
MHOECTBO Pa3HBbIX TUMHACTUUYECKUX HITYK C LIEIbI0 YKPEIUTh
CBOM KJIIOB.

OH moOui THXHE JISTHHE Bedepa, KOrJa COMHBIIIKO JIOKHUTCS
Crath, 3apAEBIIUCH, KAK KpAaCHasl IEBYIIIKA, U €r0 pyMsTHEell CThJI-
JIMBO pa3fMBaeTcs 1o Bcemy HeOy. EMy HpaBUIOCH CITyIIaTh, Kak
JICHUBO TIEPEKJIMKAIMCh ITUYKH, MUPHO 3aChITasi Ha BETKaX; EMY
HPABWJICS TIAXYy4Ui, CMOJIUCTHIN, CBOOOHBINA BO3/YX JIECOB.

Ho Bcero 6obilie eMy HPaBUJIHICH 3€JIEHBIE €JIOBbIE IIUIIKH.



Paciunars Kperkyio, apoMaTHYI0 IIUIIKY, J00PaThCs J10 €€ Cou-
HOW, CJIQJIKOW, CMOJIACTOM MSIKOTH U BKYCHBIX OPEIIKOB — IS
Hero ObUIO UCTMHHOE HAC/aXICHIe.

Ponuiics oH Ha ceBepe, B JIECHOW Taure, rje 3MMOM LIAPUT U
TPEIIUT 3JTIOIIUNA-TTPE3ITIONIUNA MOPO3.

W BOT OT 3TOro Mopo3a Bce KJIECThI IEPENIeTAIOT Ha 3UMYy Ty/a,
rae noteruiee. Knéctuk yneren BMecTe ¢ Jpyrumu.

A BecHOU Bce MTUILIbI BEPHY/IMCh B CTAPbIi, POAHOM JiEC, TyAa,
IJIe TIPOIILIO IETCTBO KJIECTUKA. TaM emy ObLJIO BCE 3HAKOMO —
Y CTapble, 3aMyXpacThble €11, U MOJIOJBIE 3EJIEHBIE EJIOUKU.

Bce emy npuBeTIMBO KJIaHSUIMCh, KaK CTapoMy APYTY, U OH
BCEM KJIAHSJICS, U CBUCTEJI, U KpUYaJsl, U YAPUKAJ U30 BCEX CUJI
CBOUX MAJIEHbKUX JIETKHUX.

CONHBIIIKO CBETUJIO TaK PaJOCTHO U BECEJO; OHO TPesio U
3eMJTI0, U TPaBKY, M KYCTBI, ¥ JIEPEBbsI, TAK YTO T€ MPHUHSIINCH
B3aIlyCKM pacTH, LIBECTH, 3€JI€HEeTh. M CKOJIBKO 1IBETOB 3aIleCT-
PEJIo Ha 3eJIEHBIX JTyKalKax !

CriepBa BBIMJISIHYJIM TIOAICHE)KHUKH, 32 HUMU BTUXOMOJIOUKY
pacIycTUiIuch ckpomHbie pranouku. Ho Ha ceBepe oHM HUUEM
HE MaxHyT — U3 CKPOMHOCTH.

OHu gymaroT, 4To MaxXHyTh Ha BECh CBET, YTOOBI BCE HIOXAJIH,
KTO XOYEeT U KTO HE XOYEeT, HeMPUIUYHO.

3arem paciBe/d BCSKUE BECEHHUE IIBETOUKH; pasyMeeTcs,
BCE PACUBETAJIM MO CTAPILIMHCTBY.

Benp y niBeToB cTporo cobmonaercs, 9To0bl HM OJWH, KOTO-
PbIil HIKE 0 YMHY, HE MOT PacliBECTH PaHbIIe IPYroro, KOTo-



pbII CTapiiie ero.

W BOT, KOrAA BCE paclBeIo U 3a3€JIeHEN0, KOr/a COTHIIE Mpo-
CTO MPBITAJIO OT PaJOCTU IO BCEM JIyXkKalKaMm, 1IBeTaM U Jiepe-
BbSIM, KOI'Ia BCE MTHIIBI, OOJIBIIIME Y MaJIeHbKUE, 3aTIe/IN U 3aCBU-
CTaJIM Ha BCE Jia/ibl, TOIJIa Y HAIIETO KJIECTUKA CepAlle YyTh HE
BBITIPBITHYJIO U3 TPY/IU.

OH, Kak xap-nTuiia, Oectes u cusi Ha conHie. OH 4yBCTBO-
BaJI, UTO BCE ITO XOPOIIO, OUYEHb XOPOIIO, a BCE YEro-T0 HeJo-
craBasio emy. OH KJaJ 4ero-To, a 4ero — M caMm He 3HaJl: Ka-
KOI'0-TO Mpa3JHUKA, KAKOU-TO PaIOCTH, OT KOTOPOU CEPILIE Er0
3apaHee TpereTaio U 3aMUpaIo.

W BOT, BApYT, B TeHU OOJBIION Pa3BECHCTOM €M, CKBO3b
e€ Cyukwu, nepe]l HUM MeJIbKHYJIA Ha COJIHIIE MaJleHbKasi cepast
IITHYKA.

— 910 OHa! — noAyMaJs OH pajloCTHO.

— D10 OHa! — cKazaJjio emy cepile.

DTO €ro pajiocTb, €ro KU3Hb. ITO TO, YETO HEAOCTABAIIO EMY
¥ YeM Jiopora Obljla eMy caMast )KHU3Hb.

OH XOTeJ CBUCTHYTh HEKHO, KaJIOOHO, HO TOPJIO €r0 CKAJIOCh,
Kak 1 MajieHbKoe cepatie. OH nojyieTeN K NTUYKe; y He€ ObLT Ta-
KO ke HOC KPIOUKOM, KaK M Y Hero, Ha Hell ObLJIO TaKoe JKe ce-
PO-3€JIeHOBATOE IJIaThe, KAKOE OH HOCKJI €1II€ OYeHb MAJIEHbKUM.

B He#t ObIJIO YTO-TO POTHOE, MUJIOE, U OH THXO-THUXO TPOTO-
BOPWJI APOKAITUM T'OJIOCOM:

— Munas mos, pogHast!

[ITryka YMpPUKHYJIA TaK KPOTKO, HEKHO, CEPIEYHO, UTO Y KJie-



CTa BCE CepALIE NEPEBEPHYJIOCH OT pafocT. OH NPUTHYJI TOJIOBY
¥ TIPOTIEN HEKHYIO, XKATOOHYI0 HOTKY, a BCJIe]] 3aTeM 3amedl.

Ha! OH 3amnesn crapyio NeCHI0, KOTOPYIO MOIOT BECHOU BCE TE
KJIECTBI, Y KOTOPBIX MOJIOAAsl )KU3Hb UTPAET B MOJIOJOM CEPALIE,
OH IIeJI Ty BECEHHIOI0 NIECHIO, KOTOpasi BEYHO OCTAHETCS MOJIO-
JOM, TIOTOMY YTO HE MOKET COCTAPUTHCA.

W Bce nTuLpl Ciiylmaiy ero, BCEM XOTEJIOCh NIETh, pagoBaTbCs
1 JIIOOUTH BCE U BCEX.

B oTBer Ha 3Ty necHI0 cepasi NTUYKA OMSATh HEXHO, TPYCTHO
YMPUKHYJIA U CeJla MOAJIE KJIECTA HA BETKY.

On Bech BerpeneHynca. OH He 3Hajl, HE YyBCTBOBAJI, II€ OH
CUIIUT; OH BUJEJ TOJBKO OJHY €€ — €€, MaJIEHbKYI0, POAHYIO,
CEepO-3€JIEHYIO ITUYKY, U OMATh TPOrOBOPHUII TUXO U HEKHO:

— Mwunasg mos, ponHas!

M oHu nonenoBaiImch.

Emy noka3zanoch, YTo BCE LIBEThl U JIMCTUKU LIETYIOTCS, YTO
BCE MTHUIBI CMOTPAT HA HUX, YTO COJIHLE LIETyeT 3eMJII0, U OHA
CTaHOBUTCS TEIJION, PAAOCTHOU O], €TO MOLETYSAMH.

W BOT He mpouIo U JBYX-TPEX JHEH, HE YCIIEIW OHU OIJIs-
HYTbCSI, KaK YK ObUIM OOBEHUYaHbI, pa3yMeeTcsi, OOBEHUYaHbI I10-
CBOEMY.

Ha cBanpOy K Halei mapodke CeTenmch Bce CTaphble U MOJIO-
Jbl€ KJIECTBI; BCE MUILAIN, CBUCTEIM, CYAWIU U PSAAIM HA BECh
Jiec.

— Xoporiasi Mapoyka! — roBOPUIN Ceiple KIECThI.

— CnaBHast mapoyka! — paccyk/JIaau cTapble KJIECTUXH.



U Bce ¢ oxecToueHUEM TOJMOMIIN €I0BbIE MIUIIKUA. A caM MO-
JIOMIO¥ OBUT MPOCTO Ha CEIbMOM HeOe, €CITH TOJIBKO €CTh CeIbMOe
He0o.

OH 1en U CUsiT OT BOCTOpra.



Crossbill (excerpt from a fairy tale)

You know that all trees are terrible sleepwalkers.

As soon as the sun warms them on a calm, clear day, they
immediately collapse and fall asleep. Not to mention nights!
During them they sleep like logs.

And how could they not sleep?! After all, every tree is firmly
anchored to the ground by its roots and would never fall.

Only the wind can awaken the trees. As soon as it blows upon
them, they all wake up, and all their leaves begin to whisper, as
if they had never slept at all.

Such a wind would wake even a shaggy spruce, and everyone
knows that there is no sleepier tree than a disheveled, shaggy and
shabby spruce. As soon as a breeze begins to wave its branches,
it will inevitably wake up, and with it, everything that lives on it.

You’ve probably heard that crossbills live in such spruce trees
— and I want to tell you about one such crossbill now.

He had a large head and a huge hooked nose. When he was
still very small, this nose, too, was small, a pretty little hook.

The crossbill ate everything its parents brought it, everything
from the tiniest wormie to a sturdy spruce cone, from which it
picked out nuts and cracked them better than any merchant’s wife
or daughter.

All around him was an old, beautiful spruce forest, a
wilderness, and him was in this wilderness that he grew up in.



The sun was his best nurse. When it tenderly warmed the
grass, bushes, and trees, it also warmed him, the little crossbill
with the big head, along the way. Moreover, it warmed him with
such tenderness and love that tears would probably have come
to his eyes.

But you, of course, know that crossbills and all birds cannot
cry, simply because they have no handkerchiefs to wipe away
their tears. They even wipe their noses simply on the ground or
on the grass.

And our crossbill loved this young, green, juicy, velvety grass
very much; but, of course, he loved to tug at it when he was still
very small, and then, when his nose began to grow and became
a strong hook, he used it to peck at trees, break twigs, bend
branches — in a word, he performed many different gymnastic
tricks with the goal of strengthening his beak.

He loved quiet summer evenings, when the sun goes to bed,
blushing like a red maiden, his blush spreading shyly across
the sky. He loved listening to the lazy chirps of birds as they
peacefully dozed off in the branches; he loved the fragrant,
resinous, free air of the forests.

But most of all, he loved green spruce cones. Cracking open
a firm, fragrant cone, reaching for its juicy, sweet, resinous flesh
and delicious nuts — for him, it was a true delight.

He was born in the north, in the forested taiga, where a fierce,
wicked frost reigns and crackles in winter.

And because of this frost, all the crossbills migrate to warmer



places for the winter. The crossbill flew away with the others.

And in the spring, all the birds returned to the old, native
forest, to the place where the crossbill had spent his childhood.
Everything there was familiar to him — the old, shaggy spruce
trees, and the young green fir trees.

Everyone bowed to him affably, as if he were an old friend,
and he bowed to them all, and whistled, and shouted, and chirped
with all the strength of his little lungs.

The sun shone so joyfully and merrily; it warmed the earth,
and the grass, and the bushes, and the trees, so that they began
to grow, bloom, and turn green in a race. And how many flowers
were colorful on the green lawns!

First the snowdrops peeked out, followed by the modest
violets, quietly blossoming. But in the north they have no scent
— out of modesty.

They think that it is indecent to smell for the whole world to
smell, whoever wants to and whoever doesn’t.

Then all sorts of spring flowers bloomed; of course, they all
bloomed in order of seniority.

After all, flowers strictly observe that no one of lower rank
can bloom before another, who is older.

And then, when everything was in bloom and green, when the
sun simply leaped with joy across all the meadows, flowers, and
trees, when all the birds, great and small, sang and whistled in
every key, then our little crossbill’s heart nearly leaped out of his
chest.



He, like a firebird, sparkled and shone in the sun. He felt that
all this was good, very good, yet something was still missing.
He was waiting for something, but he didn’t know what exactly:
some kind of celebration, some kind of joy that made his heart
flutter and skip a beat in advance.

And then, suddenly, in the shade of a large, spreading spruce,
through its branches, a small gray bird flashed before him in the
sun.

— It’s her! — he thought joyfully.

— It’s her! — his heart told him.

This was his joy, his life. This was what he had been missing
and what made life itself so precious to him.

He wanted to whistle softly, plaintively, but his throat
tightened, as did his little heart. He flew up to the bird; it had the
same hooked nose as his, and it wore the same gray-green dress
he had worn as a little boy.

There was something yet familiar, sweet, and he whispered as
quiet as a mouse in a trembling voice:

— My dear, my darling!

The bird chirped so meekly, tenderly, heartily that the
crossbill’s heart turned over with joy. He lowered his head and
sang a tender, plaintive note, and then he began to sing.

Yes! He began to sing the old song that all those crossbills
sing in spring, with their young hearts alive with youth. He sang
that spring song that will forever remain young because it cannot
grow old.



And all the birds listened to him; they all wanted to sing, to
rejoice, and to love everything and everyone.

In response to this song, the gray bird chirped again, tenderly
and sadly, and perched on a branch near the crossbill.

He perked up. He didn’t know, didn’t feel where he was sitting;
he saw only her — her, the small, dear, gray-green bird — and
again he said softly and tenderly:

— My dear, my darling!

And they kissed.

It seemed to him that all the flowers and leaves were kissing,
that all the birds were looking at them, that the sun was kissing
the earth, and it became warm and joyful under his kisses.

And so, not two or three days had passed, before they knew
it, they were married—married, of course, in their own way.

All the crossbills, young and old, had flocked to our couple’s
wedding; they were all squealing, whistling, judging, and arguing
throughout the forest.

— A fine couple! — said the gray crossbills.

— A fine couple! — mused the old crossbills.

And they all eagerly pecked at the spruce cones. And the
young man himself was simply in seventh heaven, if there is such
a thing as seventh heaven.

He sang and beamed with delight.



YyaHblil MaJIbLYUK

['oBOpPAT, UTO JMIOIY MPEXE HE CMESTUCh OTTOTO, YTO Ha 3eM-
Jie Tor[ja HUYero CMEIHOro He ObUIo. [Ipyrue roBopsT, 4To camu
Joy OBUTH TIPEX e YMHee U IIOHUMAJIY, YTO HU HaJl YeM He Ha-
JI0 CMEATHCS, IOTOMY UTO caMa MPUpoIa HUKOT/IA HU HaJl YeM He
CMe€TCs M BCE B HEM, TOYHO TakK ke, Kak U B YeJloBeKe, KOTOPBIi
He OOoJIbIlie, KaK TOJIbKO YacTUIla TTPUPOIBI, TIOITHO TIIyOOKOTO U
BEJIMKOTO CMBICJIA.

A KTO cMeéTcd Haj yeM Obl TO HU OBbLIO, TOT, 3HAUUT, HE MO-
HUMAET 3TOrO CMBIC/IA ¥ BUIUT TOJIBKO TO, UTO JIEKUT CBEPXY Y
HEro mepe]] Ia3aMu.

Ho BOT pa3, B OAHOM OOJBIIIOM TOpOJe, CIy4Yrsiach OYeHb
CTpaHHasl Belllb. B sICHBIN ICHb BIPYT, HEU3BECTHO OTKYJA, IMO-
Cpeay caMOU OOJIBIIION TUTOINAAM | IaXke He MPsSIMO Ha Hel, a HaJl
HEeil, IPOCTO Ha BO3yXe, MOSBUJICS XOPOILIEHbKUI MaJIbuuK, U
KaK TOJIbKO YBHJIAJIU €T0 JIIOIU, TaK BCE Pa3oM, Kak OyATO CTOBO-
PWINCD, 3aXOXOTAJIN; U HeJb3s1 OBbLJIO HE 3aX0X0TaTh, TOTOMY YTO
y MaJIbyiKa ObUIO TaKoe JIUIO, Ha KOTOpOe HeJlb3s ObLJI0 CMOT-
peThb 0e3 cMexy, a MeXy TeM 3TO JIUIIO ObLIO OYeHb XOPOIIIEHb-
Koe.

V manbunka ObUIM OTJIMYHBIC YEPHBIE TJIa3KW, HO TaKHe JIy-
KaBble, TaK OHU TLTyTOBCKM O€rajv U3 CTOPOHBI B CTOPOHY, UTO
KaXJIOr0 TaK ¥ TOAMBIBAJIIO BHIKUHYTh KaKylO-HUOYIb BECETyI0
mTyuyKy. POT Masibumka ynbioasicst caMbIM MpeiaTeIbcKuM 00pa-



30M, Ha LIEKaX BBICTYNAINA BECENbIE IMKH, & MAJIEHbKUI HOCUK
IIPYA 3TOM TaK HAXaJIbHO MOIPBITMBAJ KBEPXY, YTO PELINATEILHO
BCE MIOMUPAJIU CO CMEXY, U CTApbIi, U MAJIbIN.
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