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“I hope it encouraged him,” she said, as she turned to run
down the hill: “and now for the last brook, and to be a
Queen! How grand it sounds!” A very few steps brought her
to the edge of the brook.

...and she was just going to spring over, when she heard a
deep sigh, which seemed to come from the wood behind her.

“There’s somebody very unhappy there,” she thought,
looking anxiously back to see what was the matter. Something
like a very old man (only that his face was more like a wasp)
was sitting on the ground, leaning against a tree, all huddled
up together, and shivering as if he were very cold.

“I don’t think I can be of any use to him,” was Alice’s first
thought, as she turned to spring over the brook:—“but I'll
just ask him what’s the matter;,” she added, checking herself
on the very edge. “If I once jump over, everything will change,
and then I can’t help him.”

So she went back to the Wasp—rather unwillingly, for she
was very anxious to be a Queen.

“Oh, my old bones, my old bones!” he was grumbling as
Alice came up to him.

“It’s rheumatism, I should think,” Alice said to herself, and
she stooped over him, and said very kindly, “I hope you're
not in much pain?”

The Wasp only shook his shoulders, and turned his head
away. “Ah, dreary me!” he said to himself.

“Can I do anything for you?” Alice went on. “Aren’t you
rather cold here?”

“How you go on!” the Wasp said in a peevish tone. “Worrity,
Worrity! There never was such a child!”

Alice felt rather offended at this answer, and was very
nearly walking on and leaving him, but she thought to herself
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— Haperocs, 4 noaHsAIa eMy HaCTpoeHue, — CKasasa Aiuca
Y NI0BEPHYJIaCh, YTOOBI COexaThb M0 CKJIOHY Xo1Ma. — [locien-
HUU pydeéK, U g ctany KoposieBoi! Kak rpoMko 310 3By4uT!

Bcero 3a HeckoJIbKO 11aroB OHA A OCTHUIJIA PYYbS.

ooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo

..M y2Ke cobpasiach ero nepenpbirHyTh, Kak BAPYT OTKYAA-TO
c3a/lU — CKOpee BCero, 13 Jieca — 0 Heé JJOHEccAd 4eu-To
TSXKKUW B3/10X.

«KoMy-To o4eHb mjoxo», — moAyMaJia OHa U C TPeBOTOH
oryissHyJlacb. Ha 3emJie, NpUCJIOHUBIIUCE K JepeBy, CHJeE]
KaKOW-TO IVyOGOKHUH CTApUK — BOT TOJIBKO JIMLLOM OH HallOMHU-
HaJl CKopee LIeplIHs, 4eM 4esioBeKa. OH ChEXUJICA U APOXKaJl,
OyATO OT JIIOTOT0 X0JI0/A.

«Bpsaa nu eMy 6yZieT OT MeHSI KaKOW-TO MPOK, — pelliunsa
Anuca. [loBepHyBIIMCb 0O0paTHO, OHA NPUOJIU3UIACH K PYyYbIO,
HO Ha CaMOM Kpaellike 6epera nepeaymaja. — HeT, noiay xots
6Bl cipolly ero, B 4YéM JieJio. A TO NepenphIrHy, U BCé U3Me-
HUTCS, @ 1 y>Ke HE CMOTy €My IOMOYb».

W oHa mouia Ha3aj, XOTS U C HEOXOTOM, IOTOMY UTO €l He
TepresoCch Nockopee ctaTb KopoJsieBow.

— AX, KOCTOYKH MOY, CTapble MOY KOCTOYKHU! — 3anprdmnTal
[llepuieHs, korja Asivca nofoLIa 6JIMKeE.

«HaBepHoe, y Hero peBMaTu3M», — mnoAyMasa Asuca H,
CKJIOHHUBIIMCh K HEMY, Y4aCTJIMBO CIPOCUJIA:

— Hapgeroch, BaM He o4eHb 60J1bHO?

[IepiieHb TONBKO NepefEPHYJI IIJIEYaMU U OTBEPHYJICS.

— AX g1 HecyacTHBIN! — cKa3aJ OH cebe 1oJ HOC.

— Bam ueM-HUOyAb OMOYBL? — mpojosKana Anuca. — He
XOJIOZHO JIU BaM TyT?

— Hy, ckosibKO MOxkHO! — paszapaxéHHo orsetus llep-
meHb.— Oxu ga axu! B KHM3HM He BCTpedas MOAO0OHOrO
pe6éHnkal
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“Perhaps it’s only pain that makes him so cross.” So she tried
once more.

“Won'’t you let me help you round to the other side? You'll
be out of the cold wind there.”

The Wasp took her arm, and let her help him round the
tree, but when he got settled down again he only said, as
before, “Worrity, worrity! Can’t you leave a body alone?”

“Would you like me to read you a bit of this?” Alice went
on, as she picked up a newspaper which had been lying at
his feet.

“You may read it if you've a mind to,” the Wasp said, rather
sulkily. “Nobody’s hindering you, that I know of.”

So Alice sat down by him, and spread out the paper on her
knees, and began. “Latest News. The Exploring Party have
made another tour in the Pantry, and have found five new
lumps of white sugar, large and in fine condition. In coming
back—"

“Any brown sugar?” the Wasp interrupted.

Alice hastily ran her eyes down the paper and said “No. It
says nothing about brown.”

“No brown sugar!” grumbled the Wasp. “A nice exploring
party!”

“In coming back,” Alice went on reading, “they found a lake
of treacle. The banks of the lake were blue and white, and
looked like china. While tasting the treacle, they had a sad
accident: two of their party were engulphed—"

“Where what?” the Wasp asked in a very cross voice.

“En-gulph-ed,” Alice repeated, dividing the word in sylla-
bles.

“There’s no such word in the language!” said the Wasp.

“It’s in the newspaper, though,” Alice said a little timidly.
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Anucy 3TOT OTBET 06U/ieJ1, ¥ OHA Y3Ke FOTOBA Obljla OCTABUTh
ero ¥ NOWTH CBOEHU JJOPOTOH, HO nojyMasia: «KMoXeT, 3TO OH OT
60J1M Tak 3/1MTCcA?» Y monpo6oBasia emé pas:

— [lo3BoJIbTE, 4 yCaxKy Bac € Apyroy cTopoHsl? TamM MeHbLIe
ZlyeT.

[llepiieHs B35 AJIUCY NIOJ, PYKY U C €€ NOMOLLBIO Nepelé
K Ipyro¥i CTOPOHE JlepeBa, HO, YCeBIIMCh CHOBA, 3aBOpYaJl, KaK
U Ipex/ie:

— Oxwu na axu! Heyxesiv Hesib351 OCTaBUTh MeHS B ITIOKOE?

— XO0THUTe, 1 BaM NOYUTaK? — crpocusa Asvca U B3sjia B
PYKHU raseTy, JieXKaBILYIO Y €ro HOT.

— Ywural, ecnu yrogHo! — HenoBoJsibHO oTBeTua llep-
meHb. — HUKTO Tebe, M0-MoeMy, He MeNIaET.

Auuca cesia psiloM C HUM, pa3BepHyJia ra3eTy U, I0JI0XKHUB eé
Ha KOJIEHU, HaJaJia:

— «llocaedHue useecmusi. PazgedoyHas napmusi cogepuiuaa
ouepedHyr0 8bl1A3Ky 8 6YPemHyr KoMHamy u o6Hapyxcuaa
mam ewé nsimeb KpynHulX KycKos8 6e.1020 caxapa 8 0mau4HoOM
cocmosaHuu. Ha o6pamuom nymu...»

— A xéToro caxapa He Hauuiu? — nepe6us llepuieHs.
AJMca GhICTPO Npo6exasa 3aMeTKy IJ1a3aMH M ckasana: 99

— Her, npo »énThIi caxap HUYEro He CKa3aHo.

— Hapo xe, He Hauwu xénroro! — 3aBopyai llepuens. —
Toxxe MHe, pa3BegYuKu!

Anvca npoJio/Kkuia YTEHUE:

— «Ha o6pamnom nymu napmusi 06Hapyx#cuaa 03epo namoku.
Y o3epa 6bl1u 6eno-zosnybvie 6epeza, papgoposvie Ha 8uD.
IIpu onpobosaHuu namoKu npou3owésn HecHacmHubulil cay4atl, a
UMEHHO ymoHymue 08yx Y4/1eH08 napmudul...»

— A uMeHHO ymo? — cypoBo nepecnpocu. lllepieHs.

— Y-To-Hy-THU-e, — 110 CJI0TaM NOBTOpUJIa AJuca. 66

— Takoro cs0Ba He cylLecTByeT!

— Ho Tak B razeTe HanucaHo, — po6Ko Bo3pa3usia Ayuca.
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“Let’s stop it here!” said the Wasp, fretfully turning away
his head.

Alice put down the newspaper. “I'm afraid you're not well,”
she said in a soothing tone. “Can’t [ do anything for you?”

“It’s all along of the wig,” the Wasp said in a much gentler
voice.

“Along of the wig?” Alice repeated, quite pleased to find
that he was recovering his temper.

“You'd be cross too, if you'd a wig like mine,” the Wasp
went on. “They jokes, at one. And they worrits one. And then
I gets cross. And I gets cold. And I gets under a tree. And |
gets a yellow handkerchief. And I ties up my face—as at the
present.”

Alice looked pityingly at him. “Tying up the face is very
good for the toothache,” she said.

“And it’s very good for the conceit,” added the Wasp.

Alice didn’t catch the word exactly. “Is that a kind of
toothache?” she asked.

The Wasp considered a little. “Well, no,” he said: “it's when
you hold up your head—so—without bending your neck.”

“Oh, you mean stiff-neck,” said Alice.

The Wasp said “That’s a new-fangled name. They called it
conceit in my time.”

“Conceit isn’t a disease at all,” Alice remarked.

“It is, though,” said the Wasp: “wait till you have it, and
then you’ll know. And when you catches it, just try tying a
yellow handkerchief round your face. It'll cure you in no
time!”

He untied the handkerchief as he spoke, and Alice looked
at his wig in great surprise. It was bright yellow like the
handkerchief, and all tangled and tumbled about like a heap
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— XBatut! — otpesan lllepuieHb U HEPBHO OTBEPHYJICA.
Anuca oT/102KMJ1a Ta3eTy.

— [lo-MoeMy, BbI MJ10X0 cebsi UYBCTBYeTe, — CKa3aJjia OHa
NpUMUPUTESbHO. — MOXeT, 1 MOTY BaM 4eM-TO IOMOYb?

— IJTO BCE€ U3-3a nNapukKa, — cmaryusce lllepuiens.

— W3-3a napuka? — nepecnpocusa Anuca, pagyschb, 4To
[llepmeHb ycrioKkanBaeTC.

— Tbl 6 TOXKe 3/1U/1aCh, €C/IM 6 HOCUJIA TAKOW MApUK, KaK 51, —
npoJiosKaa OH. — Bce Halo MHOM HacMeXarTcs, NPUCTAT. U
Torza g 3/1cb. U Mép3ny. U caxych oz gepeso. U gocraro
KEJIThIN MIaToueK. Y mo/BA3bIBalO LEKY — BOT KaK cerlyac.

Anvca norzisifiesia Ha HEero C »aJ0CThIO:

— I[léxy noABsA3BIBAIOT IPU 3yOHOM OOJIU.

— A e1é 3To XOpOI1IO MOMOTaeT OT CIECH.

Anuca He paccablliaza nocjaesHee CJI0BO:

— JTO KaKOW-TO BU/J, 3yOHOU 60117

[IepieHb 3agyMace.

— /la HeT, — cKa3aJ OH. — JTO KOr/ia 3a/lupaellb roJ0By —
BOT TaK, — U Llesl IPU 3TOM He THETCH.

— A, 3TO BbI IPO OKOCTEHEJIOCTh?

— He 3Haro, MokeT, HbIHYe 3TO TaK Ha3bIBalOT. B M0O€ Bpems
TOBOPHUJIU: CIIECh.

— Ho cnecb — 3T0 BOBcCe He 60J1e3Hb, — 3aMeTUJ1a AJuca.

— HMeHHO 4yTO 60s1€3Hb, — cka3aJj llepuieHs. — [loroay,
BOT MO/AXBATUIlIb €€ caMa, TaK MOWMEIb. A ec/Iu yXK 3ab0Jie-
ellib, MOMPOOYH MOABA3ATh UIEKY XKEJTHIM MJIAaTKOM — KakK
pyKOU cHUMeT!

C 3TMMM CcJIOBaMU OH pa3Bsi3asl IJIATOK, U Asirca ¢ 60JIbIIUM
yAMBJIEHUEM CTaJa pa3r/isblBaTh €ro MNapuK — TAKOH XKe, KaK
Y IJIATOK, APKO-KEThIA. OH ObLJI TaK CyTaH U CKOMKaH, YTO
HaIlOMHMHaAJI Ky4KYy BOJOPOC/IEN.

— BbL1 661 y Bac rpebeliok, — ckasaJsia Ajivca, — Ball MapuK
MO>KHO Ob1JI0 Obl IPUBECTH B KAKOU-TO MOPSA/LOK.
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of sea-weed. “You could make your wig much neater,” she
said, “if only you had a comb.”

“What, you're a Bee, are you?” the Wasp said, looking at her
with more interest. “And you’ve got a comb. Much honey?”

“It isn’t that kind,” Alice hastily explained. “It’s to comb
hair with—your wig’s so very rough, you know.”

“I'll tell you how I came to wear it,” the Wasp said. “When
I was young, you know, my ringlets used to wave—"

A curious idea came into Alice’s head. Almost every one
she had met had repeated poetry to her, and she thought she
would try if the Wasp couldn’t do it too. “Would you mind
saying it in rhyme?” she asked very politely.

“It aint what I'm used to,” said the Wasp: “however I'll try;
wait a bit.” He was silent for a few moments, and then began
again—

“When I was young, my ringlets waved
And curled and crinkled on my head:

And then they said ‘You should be shaved,
And wear a yellow wig instead.

But when I followed their advice,
And they had noticed the effect,
They said I did not look so nice
As they had ventured to expect.

They said it did not fit, and so

It made me look extremely plain:
But what was I to do, you know?
My ringlets would not grow again.
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— A TBI YTO, KypO4Ka, 4TO 1n? — crpocuJ lllepumiens, riaaa
Ha Heé c Io6onbITCTBOM. — ['pebentok Hoculib? Ho, HEGOCH,
IIOMeHbllle, YeM y neTtyxa’? ©)

—HeT-HeT, 1 coBceM npo Apyroi rpedeuIok, — nocnemuaa
06bsicHUTB Anrica. — [Ipo TOT, KOTOPBIM BOJIOCHI PaCY€ChIBAIOT:
y Bac NapuK OYeHb CIIYTaHHBIN.

— Mory pacckasaTh, KaK OH y MeHs NOSBUWJICA. 3Haellb,
B [IeTCTBe 1 UMeJl 3aPOCJIH KyJpeH...

TyT Anuce npuiia B rosioBy 3abaBHas MbICb. [louTH Bce,
C KEM OHa BCTpeyYaJlach, YATAJHU el CTUXH, U OHA pellinJia Ipo-
BEpUTH, CyMeeT JiU U lllepiieHb 4TO-TO NpOAEKJIAaMUPOBATh.

— A Bbl He IPOTHUB paccKasaTh 3TO CTUXaMU? — OYEHb BeX-
JINBO CIIPOCHJIA OHA.

— MHe 3T0 Kak-TO HepUBbIYHO, — OoTBeTuUJI llepmeHs, —
HY /ia JIaJHO, IONPOO6YI0; IOr0AY MUHYTKY.

Ha HeckoJIbKO CeKyH/, OH 3aMoJI4aJsl, a IOTOM HadaJl:

HMen 5 B IeTCTBe 3apoC/Iy Kyapei, 09
YTo 06paMJIsiii MOM TOYEHBIH JIUK.

Kak BApyr MHe noBeJiesiu: «Kyzapu copen,

U apKo-KENTHIN HaZileBal MapuK!»

[locnenoBast g1 3TOMY COBETY,

3a MHOU CJIe[IUJIU U BeJIU YUET,

[ToToM ckasanu: «HeT, a¢pdekTa HETY —
Takoro, Ha KOTOpPbIN OBIJT PaCYET».

Cka3aJiu MHe, YTO /IeJI0 He CJI0XKUJIOCH:
CUIUT NapUK, KaK Ha CBUHbE CeJIJIO.

Ho KakK »Ke ObITh, CKQXKUTE MHE Ha MUJIOCTh?
He oTpacTaroT KyApH, KaKk HasJIo.
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So now that I am old and grey,
And all my hair is nearly gone,
They take my wig from me and say
‘How can you put such rubbish on?’

And still, whenever I appear,
They hoot at me and call me ‘Pig!’
And that is why they do it, dear,
Because I wear a yellow wig.”

“I'm very sorry for you,” Alice said heartily: “and I think if
your wig fitted a little better, they wouldn’t tease you quite
so much.”

“Your wig fits very well,” the Wasp murmured, looking at
her with an expression of admiration: “it’s the shape of your
head as does it. Your jaws ain’t well shaped, though—I should
think you couldn’t bite well?”

Alice began with a little scream of laughing, which she
turned into a cough as well as she could. At last she managed
to say gravely, “I can bite anything [ want.”

“Not with a mouth as small as that,” the Wasp persisted. “If
you was a-fighting, now—could you get hold of the other
one by the back of the neck?”

“I'm afraid not,” said Alice.

“Well, that's because your jaws are too short,” the Wasp
went on: “but the top of your head is nice and round.” He
took off his own wig as he spoke, and stretched out one claw
towards Alice, as if he wished to do the same for her, but she
kept out of reach, and would not take the hint. So he went on
with his criticisms.
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W BOT Teneps 4 cTap U JIbICOBAT,

Te BoJIOCHI, UTO OBILJIH, TOCEAEH.

C MeHsI napUK CAUPAIOT, TOBOPAT:

«Kak aTy ipsAHb Thl HOCUILb, B CAMOM JieJie?»

Be3ze MeHd TpeTUPYIOT, pyrad;

«CBUHBSA!» — JIETUT BJOTOHKY 3/100HBIN KPUK.
Y BCé u3-3a TOro JIMIlb, AOoporasd,

YTO APKO-KEITBIN 4 HOLIY NapHUK.

— OyeHb BaM COYYBCTBYIO! — MCKpeHHe cKasaJa Asuca. —
[To-MoeMy, ecsiv OBl Balll MAPUK CH/le] Y Th Jy4llle, Bac Obl TaK
He JIpa3HUJIU.

— TBOM-TO NapuK CUAUT NIpeKpacHo, — npo6opmota llep-
1IeHb, C BOCXMILleHHUEeM pasIiAAbIBasd AJMcy. — 3TO IOTOMY YTO
y Teb6s rosioBa yA06HOMU GOPMBI. A BOT 4eJIIOCTU NOAKaYaJIU:
Thl, He60Ch, U KyCaTh-TO KaK CJeyeT He MOXKellb?

Anuca eBa He paccMesJach, HO, ClIOXBAaTHUBIIUCH, CAeIala
BM/], YTO 3aKallidAaach. HakoHel oHa ycmoKouJach U cKasaJa
C CepbEé3HBIM BU/IOM:

— I Mory KycaTb BCE 4TO YTOJHO.

— Ho He TakuM e Ma/Jl0OCEHbKHM POTUKOM! — CTOSJ1 Ha
cBoéM lllepuienb. — BoT ecau Thl noAepélibCcs, Hapumep,
CMOXKelllb yXBaTUTh NPOTUBHUKA 3y6aMU 3a 3aTPUBOK?

— Bpsap 1y, — npusHasiacek Asnuca.

— To-To u onHo! YestocTu y Tebsd KopoTKoBaThl! 3aTo
MaKyllKa CMHMIaTUYHas, KpyrJas.

C stumu cnoBamu lllepuieHs cTAHY € ce65 MapUK U NPOTH-
HYJI K AJlMce JIallKy € KOTOTKOM, CJIOBHO XOTeJI CHAATb MapUK U
C Heé, HO OHa OTCTPAHMJIACh U CAeJiajla BUJI, YTO He IOHUMAET
ero HamepeHus. lllepuieHb TPOAOIKUI KPUTHUKY:
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“Then, your eyes—they’re too much in front, no doubt.
One would have done as well as two, if you must have them
so close—"

Alice did not like having so many personal remarks made
on her, and as the Wasp had quite recovered his spirits, and
was getting very talkative, she thought she might safely leave
him. “I think I must be going on now,” she said. “Good-bye.”

“Good-bye, and thank-ye,” said the Wasp, and Alice tripped
down the hill again, quite pleased that she had gone back
and given a few minutes to making the poor old creature
comfortable.

ooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo

“The Eighth Square at last!” she cried as she bounded
across,

* * * * X

and threw herself down to rest on a lawn as soft as moss,
with little flower-beds dotted about it here and there. “Oh,
how glad I am to get here! And what is this on my head?” she
exclaimed in a tone of dismay, as she put her hands up to
something very heavy, and fitted tight all round her head.

“But how can it have got there without my knowing it?”
she said to herself, as she lifted it off, and set it on her lap to
make out what it could possibly be.

[t was a golden crown.
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— Tenepsb rnaza. OHU y Tebs yepecdyyp CABUHYTHI BIEPES,
3TO QakT. [la ¥ cUAAT Tak OJIM3KO, YTO U B TOJIK He B35ITh, 3a4eM
HX IBa: U OJHOT'0 XBATUJIO OBI...

Anvice 6b1LJI0 HEMPUSITHO BbIC/AYIIATh CTOJILKO 3aMeYaHUH 0
CBOEM JIMYHOCTH, U, TOCKOJIbKY lllepiiieHb y3ke BOCOPsiJI IyXOM
Y pa300JITajicsl, OHA pelInJia, YTO MOXKET CIOKOMHO ero ocTa-
BUTh.

— [loxkanyn, MHe nopa, — ckasaJia oHa. — Bcero xopouero!

— Bcero xopoiuero, u cnacu6o Tebe, — ckasaJ lllepuieHsb.
Anvica BHOBBb cOexxaJia M0 CKJIOHY X0JIMa, /J0BOJIbHAs, UTO He
nox<asiesia HeCKOJIbKHX MUHYT W 3ajiepajiach, YTOObI yTe-
IIMTh HECYACTHOE CO3/IaHMeE.

— HakoHen-To BocbMas kieTka! — BOCKJIHWKHYJ1a AJvca,
nepenpbIruBasi Uepes pyyew,

* % * % *

* * * * *

..M TIOBaJIWJIach Ha MATKYI0, KaK MOX, TPaBy, PEIIUB OT/I0X-
HYTb Ha ra30He, IZie TaM U TYT ObLIM pa30UThI MaJleHbKUE I1Be-
TOYHbIE KJIYMOBI.

— O¥, Kak e MHe 3/iecb HpaBUTCA! A 4TO 3TO y MeHs Ha
rojoBe? — BOCKJIMKHYJIA OHA C y/IUBJIEHUEM, [TIOJIHSIB PYKU U
HallynaB YTO-TO TSKEJOE, MJIOTHO OXBAaTHUBIIEE T'OJIOBY. —
OTKyza 3Ta WITYKa B3s1J1ach, /la TaK, YTO S U He 3aMeTusaa’?

C aTuMH cjoBaMM AJiMca CHfJIA C TOJIOBbl HENOHATHBIN
npeMeT U OCTaBUJIA ero cebe Ha KOJIEHHU, YTOObI paccMOT-
peThb Kak cjeyeT. ITO Obla 30J10Tasi KOPOHa.
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Chapter IX
QUEEN ALICE

» ELL, this is grand!” said Alice.

( ' “I never expected I should be a
Queen so soon—and I'll tell you
what it is, your majesty,” she went
i on in a severe tone (she was always
§ rather fond of scolding herself),
1 “it'll never do for you to be lolling

have to be dignified, you know!”

So she got up and walked about—rather stiffly just at first,
as she was afraid that the crown might come off: but she
comforted herself with the thought that there was nobody
to see her, “and if I really am a Queen,” she said as she sat
down again, “I shall be able to manage it quite well in time.”

Everything was happening so oddly that she didn’t feel a
bit surprised at finding the Red Queen and the White Queen
sitting close to her, one on each side: she would have liked
very much to ask them how they came there, but she feared
it would not be quite civil. However, there would be no harm,
she thought, in asking if the game was over. “Please, would
you tell me—" she began, looking timidly at the Red Queen.

“Speak when you’re spoken to!” the Queen sharply inter-
rupted her.

“But if everybody obeyed that rule,” said Alice, who was
always ready for a little argument, “and if you only spoke
when you were spoken to, and the other person always
waited for you to begin, you see nobody would ever say
anything, so that—"
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I'naBa IX
KOPOJZEBA AAUCA

OT 3gopoBo! — cka3zasna Anuca. — He npy-
MaJia, YTO CTaHy KOPOJIEBOU TaK OBICTPO.
W1 BOT 4TO 51 BaM CKaKy, Ballle BEJINYECTBO,
— Jo6aBuJia OHa CTPOTMM ToHOM (Asuca
Jro6usIa cama cebs1 OTYUTHIBATh), — BaM
He Moj006aeT NPOCTO TaK BaJSThCS B
4§ TpaBe! KopoJsieBa f0/DKHA Jep»KaThCA
/ C JOCTOMHCTBOM, Jla-aa!

OHa nogHsAJach WU CTajla NPOXaKHu-
BaThCs MO ra30HY: HAa MePBBIX IOPAX OCTOPOKHO,
omacasich, Kak Obl He cjeTeJila KOpOHa, HO MOTOM CBOOO/HEE,
YCIIOKOUB Ce651 MbIC/IbIO, UYTO €€ BCE paBHO HUKTO HE BUJUT.

— Ecsin 4 B camoM fiesie KopoJieBa, — cKasaJsia AJiica, CHOBa
yCaXKMBasICh, — TO CO BpEMEHEM Hay4yCb HOCUTh KOPOHY 0e3-
YIPEYHO.

Bcé npoucxojsiiee 661710 TAK HEOOBIYHO, YTO OHA HUUYTh He
yAUBUJIaCh, 0OHAPYKUB, YTO pAJOM C Hell cugat aABe Kopo-
JeBbl — YépHada v beJsiad, ogHa 110 npaBylo pyKy, Apyras Io
JieBy10. Eil 04eHb X0Tes10Ch CIPOCUTH UX, KaK OHU TYT OKa3a-
JIUCh, HO OHA M0605J/1aCh, YTO ITO OY/IET HEBEXKJIUBO. BripoueM,
noayMaJia Asnuca, He 6y/IeT HUY€ero CTpallHoro, eC/iM OHa CIpo-

CUT, 3aKOHYMUJIACh JIU HapPTHS.

— [lpoiy npoiieHus, Bbl HE CKAXKeTe... — HavyaJsla OHa Hepe-
HIMTeJbHO, 06paiasich k YépHoi KoposieBe. Ho Ta pe3ko mnpe-
pBaJia eé:

— Hukorzga He 3aroBapuBay nepBoi!

— Ho ecsu 651 BCe ciie/ijoBaiu 3TOMY paBUIy, — Bo3pa3uia
Anvca, Bcerja rotoBast HOCHOPUTh, — U HE 3aroBapUBaJiu Nep-
BbIMHU, TO KX/ bl ObI 2/jaJ1, TOKA HAYHET KTO-TO JIPyroH, a B
3TOM cJIy4yae HUKTO BOOGIe HUYero He cKasaJ Obl, H...

221



