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Small steps.
1

Once again Armpit was holding a shovel, only now he
was getting paid for it, seven dollars and sixty-five
cents an hour. He worked for Raincreek Irrigation and
Landscaping. He was in the process of digging a trench
along the side yard of a house that belonged to the
mayor of Austin, a woman with the unusual name of
Cherry Lane. As his shovel knifed through the dirt, he
carefully kept the sod intact so that it could be
replaced later. His shovel was short and had a
rectangular blade, unlike the five-foot shovels with
pointed blades he had used when he was at Camp
Green Lake Juvenile Correctional Facility.

Beads of perspiration rolled out from under his red
RAINCREEK cap. His shirt was drenched in sweat. Yet
none of this had anything to do with how he got his

JNlync Cawap
ManeHbKUMMU LLAXKKamMu.
1

MoamblWwKa cHoBa Aepykan fnonaTty B pykax, HO
Tenepb eMmy nnatunuM 3a 3TO AeHbIin — CeMb
JONMnapoB U LWeCTbAecAT NATb LEHTOB B 4ac.
Tenepb OH paboTan Ha KoMMaHuio « PeHKpuky,
KoTopas 3aHuManacb nppurauuen n
nangwadTHeiM  ausanHoMm. Cendac [logmbilwka
pbin  TpaHwew BAOMNb NanucagHuka y Ooma,
npuHagnexaswero mapy OCTMHA, XeHWuHe C
HeobblyHbIM MMeHem Yeppu JlenH. (* BuwHeBbIn
nepeynok). logmbllika BOH3ar, CrOBHO OCTPbIN
HOX, CBOK Nnonaty B 3eMito, 6epexHo ocTaBnas
AEPH HETPOHYTbIM, 3Has, YTO MOTOM €ro HyXHO
OyoeT BO3BpaTUTb Ha MeCTO. Y €ero KOpOTKOW
nonatbl Ne3Bue NUMENOo NPSIMOYrofibHY0 dhopmy, U
OHa CUNbHO OTNMYanacb OT TOro NATUGYTOBOroO
WHCTPYMEHTa C 3a0CTPEHHbIMU KpasiMu, KOTOPbIM
OH pabotan B narepe «3enéHoe O3epoy,
ncnpaBUTENBHON KOMNOHUU ansa
HecoBepLUEHHONETHNX NPECTYMHUKOB.

MMoT rpagom KaTuncs U3-no4 KPacHOW KEenkw,
Ha KOTOPOW SPKO BbIAENANUCL KPYMNHble OyKBbI:
«PEVMHKPWK». Ero pyb6allka Takke HaCcKBO3b
Oblla MOKpOW OT noTta. Tem He MeHee, 3TO He
MMENO HWKAKOrO OTHOLUEHMS K TOMY, NOYemy




name.

During his first week at Camp Green Lake, close to
three years before, a scorpion had stung him on the
arm, and the pain had traveled upward and settled in
his armpit. It had felt like there was a hot needle
twisting around inside him. He’d made the mistake of
complaining about how much his armpit hurt. The pain
eventually went away, but the name stuck.

“Theodore!” called his boss, Jack Dunlevy, a white
man in his late thirties. “There’s someone who would
like to meet you.”

Armpit stopped digging as his boss and a woman
approached. The woman wore blue jeans and a loose-
fitting white shirt. Her long silver hair was pulled back
in a ponytail. Austin had a reputation for being a little
weird, and the mayor fit right in.

“This is Theodore Johnson,” said his boss.

Cherry Lane extended her hand. “How ya doin’,
Theodore?”

Armpit stood a head taller than the mayor. He had
broad shoulders and thick muscular arms. At one time
in his life he had been a little overweight, but all his
digging and sweating had long since burned away any
excess fat.

“Just fine,” he said as he wiped his dirty hand on his
shorts. “Sorry, I'm kind of sweaty.”

“That’s all right,” the mayor said, and shook his hand.

Afraid of his own strength, Armpit tried not to grip
the elderly woman’s hand too hard, and was a little
taken aback by the firmness of her handshake.

“I read all about the terrible things that went on at
Camp Green Lake,” she told him. “l want you to know
that | admire you for getting through it and turning
your life around.”

Armpit wasn’t sure what to say. “I admire what

MNogmblllKka nosny4yun csoe npo3suLLe.

MoyTtn Tpu roga Hasagd, koraa MNoaMblwka TONbKO
npuexan B narepb «3eneHoe O3epo», CKOPMMUOH
yxanun ero B pyky, notom 6onb nogHsnacb
HaBepx W ocTanacb cugeTb B MOAMbILLKE.
Moambilike Torga kasarnocb, YTO ropsidast urna
BOH3MNacb B HEro, CKpyymBasicb W3HyTpu. U oH
AOMNyCTMIN OWWBKy, >Kamnysicb, YTO Yy Hero Tam
cunbHas 6Gonb. bBonb Bckope uvcyesna, Ho
NpO3BHULLE OCTasOCh.

«Teopop! - ycnblwan oH ronoc 6occa, [xeka
AyHnesun, 6enoro Myx4nHol net Tpuguatn. - TyT
XOTAT C TOGOW NOroBOPUTLY.

Moambllwka nepectan konaTb, Korga K Hemy
npubnuamnnuce  6occ U Kakas-TO He3HakoMas
XeHwmHa. OHa Oblna ogeta B [OXWUHCBI U
cBoboaHyto benyto pyballky, a ee ANnHHbIE ceable
BOSIOCbl ObInNn cobpaHbl B KOHCKMIA XBOCT. OCTUH
CNbIN CTPaHHbLIM FOPOAOM, Y €F0 M3P UMENa TaKyto
Xe penyTaumio.

«3T10 Teopmop XOHCOHY», - ©occ npencTaBun ero
Mapy.

Ueppn JlenH npoTsaHyna emy pyky: «Kak
noxmeaellb, Teogop?»

MogMbiwKa OblNl Ha rofnoBy Bbile M3pa. Y Hero
OblMX  LUMPOKME TMNE€YM WU MYCKYIIUCTbIE PYKW.
PaHbwie oH ©Obll  HEeMHOro nomnHoBaT, HO
NOCTOAHHOE PpbiTb€ KaHaB W 3HOWHAA xapa
n3daBunKn ero oT NULLHEro Beca.

«Bce xopouwlo, - oTBeTUN OH, BbiTUpAs rps3HbIE
PYKM O WTaHbI. - I3BMHUTE, 1 HEMHOTO BCMOTEN»

«Bce HopmanbHO», - ckaszana M3p M NpoTsHyna
nagoHb  ana  pykonoxatusi. boacb  cBoen
cobcTBeHHOM cunbl, [logmbilka cTapancs He
CINULLIKOM CXaTb PYKY MOXWUITOM XXEHLUMHbI , HO Bbin
yOuBNEH TBEPOOCTU €€ PYKMW.

«51 MHOro umtana o CTpallHbIX Bellax, KOTopble
TBOpATCA B narepe «3eneHoe O3epo», - BHE3aANHO
ckasana oHa. - A xouy, 4TObbl Thbl 3HamM, 4ToO A
BocCXMLLatocb TOOON. A BOCXMLLLAOCb TEM, Kak Thl
BbldepXan BCe 3TO U KPYTO M3MEHWU CBOMO
>KN3HbY».

MNogmbllwKka He 3Han, 4YTo OoTBeTUTb. «A 4




you’ve done for Austin.” He really had no idea what
she’d done for the city. He knew she was supposed to
be a strong environmentalist, but he’d heard his dad
complain on several occasions that the “tree-huggers”
only seemed to care about west Austin, an area well
known for its rolling hills, nature preserves, and hike
and bike trails. Most African Americans, including
Armpit’s family, lived in the flatlands of east Austin.

A mosquito buzzed by his ear, and he swatted at it. At
least there hadn’t been mosquitoes at Green Lake. It
was too dry.

He had been sent to Camp Green Lake because of a
bucket of popcorn. He had been trying to ease his way
along a row of seats at the movies. He was only
fourteen at the time, and was making his way past a
couple of high school seniors when one of them stuck
out his foot. They yelled at him for spilling popcorn on
them, and he demanded that they pay for the
popcorn, and by the time it was all over, the two older
boys were in the hospital, and he was on his way to
Camp Green Lake Juvenile Correctional Facility.

The name Green Lake was a cruel joke. He spent
fourteen months in a dried-up lake bed, where he did
nothing except dig holes. Later, when he applied for a
job at Raincreek, Jack Dunlevy warned him the job
would require a fair bit of digging. Armpit just smiled
and said, “No sweat.”

After leaving Camp Green Lake, he first spent six
months at a halfway house in San Antonio, where he
attended school and received counseling. There were
sixteen boys at the halfway house. The counselor there
told them that the recidivism rate for African American
boys was seventy-three percent. That meant,
according to the statistics, that eleven or twelve of
them would be arrested again before they turned
eighteen. The counselor said the rate was even higher
if you didn’t finish high school.

BOCXMLLAOCb TeM, YTO Bbl caenanu ansa OctuHay,
- MalWwuHanbHO NporoBopun oH. Ha camom pene
MNoaMmbllLKa NMOHATUA He MMer, YTO OHa caenana
anst ropoga. OH 3Han TOMbKO, YTO OHA aKTUBHbIN
3aLUNTHMK OKpYXKatoLen cpebl, XOTa ero otey, He
pa3 ’xanosarncsi, 4TO u4neHbl rpynnbl «[py3bs
aepeBbeB» 3a00TATCS NULLb 0 3anagHoMm OcCTuHe,
M3BECTHOM CBOMMW XOnMamu, 3arnoBegHUKaMu,
newumMm u BenocuneaHbiMM MapLipyTamm Ans
TypucToB, a GONbLUMHCTBO adpoamepuKkaHLeB, B
TOM 4ucrne u cembsa [logMbIWKK, XWX B
paBHUHHOM BOCTOYHOM OCTUHE.

Komap nMpOTMBHO Xyxokan Hag ero yxom, wu
MNogmblwka npuxnonHyn ero. o kpanHe mepe, B
narepe «3eneHoe 03epo» He ObINO HagoeanMBbIX
KoMapoB. TO MecTO ObINI0 CMAWWKOM CyxvMm Afis
HUX. ..

MogmbiwKa ObI OoTNpaBfeH B narepb «3eneHoe
Osepo» K3-3a Begepka mnonkopHa. Toraa emy
ObINo BCEro NuLUb YeTbipHadLUaTb NIET U OH NPOCTO
XoTen nobbicTpee 3aHATb CBOE MeCTO B
KnHoteatpe. Ho korga OH npoxogun  MMMO
CTapLUEKIaCCHUKOB, OAMH U3 HUX MOLCTaBUI emy
NOOHOXKY. Tak nony4yunocb, 4To [logmbllKa
YPOHM BECb MOMKOPH Ha HuX. Te 3aopann Ha
Hero, a OH cnpaBeanuBo NoTpeboBarn, YTobbl OHU
3annatunmn 3a ero nonkopH... Korga Bce 6bino
KOHYEHO, OBOE WX Tex MapHEeW oOKasanucb B
GonbHMue, a [llogmblwika - Ha nymm B
ncnpaBUTENbHYIO KONOHUIO «3eneHoe O3epoy.

Camo HasBaHue «3eneHoe 03epo» BbINo YbeR-TO
OYeHb XEeCTOKOM LWyTKon. Bce 4eTbipHaguaTtb
MECSILLIEB OH HW4Yero He Aenan, Kpome TOro, YTo
pbIN sIMbl HA AHE AaBHO BbicoXLlero o3epa. o3xe,
Korga OH ycTpaumBarsncsi Ha paboTy B «PelHKpUKy,
bkek [OyHneBn npegynpegun, 4Tto paboTta
Tsbkenas M npuaeTcs MHOro paboTtaTtb fonaTtow,
MogmbiwKa NuWb crierka ynbIGHyNcsa u ckasan:
«HeT npobnemy.

Korga oH nokuHyn narepb «3ereHoe 03epoy,
nepeble Mofroga €My npULLNOCL MPOBECTU B
nHTepHate B CaH-AHTOHMO, FOe OH Yy4yurnca wu
nocetuan 3aHaTus ¢ ncuxonorom. Becero B nputote
NpoXuBano LecTHaguaTb ManbyukoB. [lcmxonor
coobwmna wuM, 4YTO TMOBTOPHO COBepLUAT
npaBOHapYyLIEHNST CEMbAECAT TpU MpoLeHTa
adpoaMepuKaHCKNX MOAPOCTKOB. ATO O3Hauvarno,
YTO cornacHo CcTaTUCTUKe, OAWHHAaAUATb WNK
ABeHaguaTb U3 HMX OyayT BHOBb apecTOBaHbl,
npexae 4YeM UM UCMONHUTCS BocemHaguatb. OHa
Takke pobasuna, 4to y HuX OGonblle LWaHCOB
nonactb 3a peleTKy, €Cnn OHWM He OKOoHYaT




)

“If you think life was unfair before you went to prison,”
she told Armpit, “it’s going to be twice as bad when
you go back. People are going to expect the worst
from you, and will treat you that way.”

She said his life would be like walking upstream in a
rushing river. The secret was to take small steps and
just keep moving forward. If he tried to take too big a
step, the current would knock him off his feet and
carry him back downstream.

Upon returning to Austin, he set five goals for himself.
Five small steps. 1. Graduate from high school. 2. Get a
job. 3. Save his money. 4. Avoid situations that might
turn violent. And 5. Lose the name Armpit.

He picked up his shovel and went back to his trench.

Jack Dunlevy always brought a radio to the work site,
and it was now playing a song by Kaira DelLeon.

I’m gonna take you for a ride,
And we’re gonna have some fun!

The mayor, who had started to walk away, came
hurrying back. “Oh, | love this song!” she exclaimed.
I’m gonna take you for a ride,

Ooh, and we’re gonna have some fun!

Cherry Lane raised her arms in the air as she wiggled
to the music. Armpit tried not to laugh. At least there
was music. There had been no radios to listen to when
he was digging holes at Camp Green Lake.

I’m gonna take you someplace
you never been before,

And you’ll never be the same again!

CpeaHHKKo LKOIY.

«Tbl HaBepHO AymMaellb, YTO >XM3Hb Obina
HecnpaBeanmea k Tebe A0 Toro, kak Tbl nonan B
KOJTOHUIO, - ckasana oHa [logmblllike, - HO Tebe
OymneT B OBa pasa Xyxe, korga Tbl Bbligellb
oTctoga. Jltoan Bcerga Oyayt oxupaTtb oT Tebs
XyOwero n oTHOCUTLCS K Te6e COOTBETCTBEHHOY.

Mcuxonor ckasana, 4YTo ero u3Hb BygeT noxoxa
Ha [OBWXEHMEe npPOTMB TevyeHuss OypHOW peku.
UToObl nmepeceyvb €€, Hy)XHO 3HaTb CeKpeT, OH
3aKn4yaeTca B TOM, YTO Hago ABuraTbecs
ManeHbKUMK LWaxkamMmu, U MNpoCTO MATU WU WATU
Bneped. Ecnn oH nonpobyeT caoenatb CRMULLKOM
OOnbLION LWar, TO He YOEpPXUTCS Ha Horax.
CunbHbIA NOTOK BOAbl 00A3aTeNbHO CObLET ero u
YHEeCeT BHU3 MO TEYEHUIO.

Kak Tonbko [lNogmbiwka BepHynca B OCTUH, OH
noctaBun cebe nNATb KOHKPETHbIX Uenewn, naTb
ManeHbkux waroB. 1. OKOHYNTb CPELHIO LLKOSY.
2. Monyuntb paboty. 3. Hakonutb pgOeHer. 4.
M3bexaTb cutyauuin, NpUBOOSALWNX K Hacunuw. 5.
MN36aBuTbCA OT meHn NogmeblLuka.

OH B3N nonaty 1 noLuesn K CBOel TpaHLuee.

Ibkek [yHneBwn Bcerga npuUHOCK paguo  Ha
pabouyyio nnowanky, W cendac BCe BOKpYr
HanoNHUMOCh 3By4aHuem necHu Kanpol [e JleoH.

A cobuparoce 83amb meba 8 Noe30Ky,

U moel xopowio nosecenumcsa!

Map, cobupaBliasca Obino YyWTUM, BHE3aAMHO
OoCTaHoBMNachb, BOCKNUKHYB: "O, kak g nobnto aTy
necHto!"

A cobuparoce 83amb meba 8 Noe30Ky,

0-0-0, U Mol Xopowo rioeecesiuMcA.

Ueppwu JleliH BCKMHYNa pykn Bepx, ABUras nmun B
TakT My3blke. [NogMbilka M30 BCe Cun cTaparncs
He paccMmesTbes. OH Obin pag, 4To 3gecb Gbina
xoTa 6bl My3blka. Korga oH konan siMbl B narepe
«3eneHoe 03epo», Tam He BbINo HUKAKOro paamo n
NPUXOAWIOCH KonaTtb B MOSTHOW TULLIVHE.

A cobuparocs 83amb mebsa myada,
[de mol paHblie He bbla HUKoz20a.

U meoi Huko20a He bydeuwib npexcHum!
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Andy Weir "The Martian"
TekcT-opuruHai

Ouju Beiip "Mapcuanun"
TekcT-nepeBo

MINDY PARK stared at the ceiling. She had
little else to do. The three a.m. shift was pretty dull.
Only a constant stream of coffee kept her awake.

Monitoring the status of satellites around Mars
had sounded like an exciting proposition when she
took the transfer. But the satellites tended to take
care of themselves. Her job turned out to be sending
e-mails as imagery became available.

-Masters degree in mechanical engineering, she
muttered. And I’m working in an all-night photo
booth.

She sipped her coffee.

A flicker on her screen announced that another
set of images was ready for dispatch. She checked
the name on the work order.

Venkat Kapoor.

She posted the data directly to internal servers
and composed an e-mail to Dr. Kapoor. As she
entered the latitude and longitude
of the image, she recognized the numbers:

31.2°N, 28.5°W Acidalia PlanitiaAres 3?

Out of curiosity, she brought up the first of
the seventeen images.

As shed suspected, it was the Ares 3 site.
She’d heard they were going to image it. Slightly
ashamed of herself, she scoured the image for any
sign of Mark Watneys dead body. After a minute of
fruitless searching, she was simultaneously relieved
and disappointed.

Munau Ilapk J€HUMBO yCTaBWJIach B
notosiok. IIpocTto el yxke Hedero OBLIO
nenatb. Ee cmeHa, ¢ Tpex HouH, OblIa... HY
O4YEeHb CKY4HOI1! Tonbko OecKOHEUHOE
KOJIMYECTBO 4YalmieK Kode He mgaBaio e
MIPOBATIUTHCS B TITYOOKHIl COH.

Korna ona cornacuiace Ha mnepeBoj,
MOHHUTOPHHI TIOJIOKEHUSI CIYTHUKOB Mapca
Ka3ajicd €Wl upe3BblYallHO 3aXBaThIBAIOIIUM
3aHaTueM. Ho, Kak oOka3ajnoch, CHYTHUKU
OTJIMYHO CIPAaBJISIIOTCS € 3TUM camu. Ee
paboTta 3akioydargach B PACChUIKE IHCEM
ajpecaraM, KakK TOJbKO HOBBIE CHUMKHU
MOCTYMAJIH.

- UnxeHep co CTENEHbIO Marucrpa,
npobopmoTana oHa. — A paboTaro s B HOUHOM

¢doroarenbe.
Oma r710THYJ1a HEMHOTO Koge.
Ha KOMIIBIOTEP MIPUILLIIO

ONOBELIEHUE, YTO NPHUIUIM HOBBIE CHUMKH,
roToBble K paccbulke. OHa CBepwiIach C
UMeHeM 3akazuuka: Benkat Kamyp.

[Tocne Toro, kak MHUHIM COXpaHuUIa BCe
JAaHHBIE Ha BHYTPEHHEM CepBepe, OHa
orocnana nucekMo Jokropy Kamypy. Bpoas
JIaHHBIE O MIMPOTE U JIOATOTE, OHAa YBHJENA
3HaKOMbIi Habop nudp:

31.2 rpamyca ceBepHOW MMPOTHI, 28.5
rpajycoB 3anajHoi JIOJTOTHL...
Aunppanuiickasi paBHUHA. .. «Apec -3»?

[IpocTo u3 moOOMBITCTBA, OHA
OTKpBLIA OJIHY U3 CEMHAIIIATH GoTorpaduil.

Kakx onma w momo3peBanma, »Ta Oblia
dotorpadus 6a3el «Apeca-3». OHa ciplana,
YTO €€ COOMpPATUCh 3acCHATh CO CITyTHHKA.
Cnerka cwmylleHHas, OHa [porJsaena
¢dotorpaduio B MOUCKAX KAKUX-TUOO CIIEI0B
norubmero Mapka Yotau. Crnyctsi MUHYTY




She moved on to perusing the rest of the image.
The Hab was intact; Dr. Kapoor would be happy to
see that.

She brought the coffee mug to her lips, then
froze.
-Um, she mumbled to herself. Uhhh.

She brought up the NASA intranet and
navigated through the site to the specifics of the
Ares missions. After some quick research, she
picked up her phone.

-Hey, this is Mindy Park at SatCon. | need the
mission logs for Ares 3, where can | get em? Uh
huhuh-huh. Okay. Thanks.

After some more time on the intranet, she leaned
back in her sea.
She no longer needed the coffee to keep awake.

Picking up the phone again, she said:
-Hello, Security? This is Mindy Park in
SatCon. | need the emergency contact number for
Dr. Venkat Kapoor. Yes, it’s an emergency.

*kk

MINDY FIDGETED in her seat as Venkat
trudged in. To have the director of Mars operations
visiting SatCon was unusual. Seeing
him in jeans and a T-shirt was even more unusual.

-You Mindy Park? He asked with the scowl of
a man operating on two hours of sleep.

-Yes, she quavered. Sorry to drag you in.
-I’m assuming you had a good reason. S0?

-Um, she said, looking down. Um, its. Well. The
imagery you ordered. Um. Come here and look.

He pulled another chair to her station and seated
himself.
-Is this about Watneys body? Is that why
you’re shook up?
-Um, no, she said. Um. Welluh. She winced
at her own awkwardness and pointed to the screen.

66C1'[J'I0,Z[HI>IX IIOMCKOB OHa OAHOBPEMCHHO M
YCIIOKOUJIACh, U pa3ovapoBajIacCh.

Omna nmpuHAJIach BHUMATEIbHO PaCCMAaTPUBATh
ocTaBmyrocss 4acte ¢ortorpaduu. Jlom
OCTaJICS B OTIUYHOM COCTOSIHUU; JIOKTOD
Kamyp 0611 Ob1 paji yBUIETH 3TO.

Ona mopaHecna KpyXKKy Kode K
ry0aM u 3amepia.

- XM...-npobopMmoTana oHa cebe mosu
HOC. — XM...

Ona ObicTpo TpobOexkanach IO
BHyTpeHHel cetn HACA u nepenia Ha caiT
CO crieru(pUKaIMIMU IPOrpaMMbI «Apeca-3»».
[Tocne HenONATHX MOMCKOB OHA B3sJIa B PYKU
TenedoH.

- 3apaBcTByiiTe, 370 Munau Ilapk u3 otaena

KOHTpPOJISI CIIyTHUKOB. MHE HYXEH CIIMCOK
JIEUCTBUM KOMaHJbl MPOrpamMMbl «Apec-3»,
OTKyJa MHE ero B3ATb? A...Tak-Tax...ara,
xopoto. Cracu6o.

[Tocne OYEpPEIHBIX HEJIOITHX
MOWCKOB ~ BO  BHYTPEHHEH ceTm  OHa
OTKHMHYJIACh Ha CIIMHKY CBOEro kpecia. Ei
Oonbile He HYXeH Obul Kode, 4YToOBl HE
3aCHYTb.

CxBaruB TenedoH, oHa cKazana:

- Ao, moct oxpansl? 910 Munu
[Tapk U3 eHTpa MO CIEKEHUIO 3a
CIIyTHUKaMH. MHE CpOYHO HY’KEH aBapUWHBIN
HoMep aoktopa Bunkara Kanypa... [la, 3To
cpoyHO!

Ex

Munau 3acyeTwiiack Ha CBOEM Kpecie,
Kak ToJbKO BeHkaT mosBumiics B KaOUHETe.
To, uyro nupekrop onepauuii Ha Mapce
IIPOBEPSIET, YTO MPOUCXOJUT B OTHENE
CJIEKEHHUS 3a CHYTHUKAMH OBUIO CTpaHHO. A
YK BHJIETh TOTO0 HayaJbHHMKA B JHKUHCAX U
Maiike — eme 6ojee HeoOBIYHO.

- Bet Munau [lapk?- crpocuin oH ¢
IPUMAcOl YeJIOBEKa, KOTOPBI XPOHUYECKU
HEJIOCBIIAET.

- [a...- ¢ IpoXbI0 B TOJI0CE OTBETUIIA
oHa. — [Ipocture, 4yTO Monpocuia 3anTH.
- Hanetoch, Ha TO ObL1a Beckasi IpUUMHA.
Tak uto?
- Hy...- cka3zana oHa, CMOTpsl BHH3. —




Venkat inspected the image. Looks like the
Habs in one piece.
-That’s good news. Solar array looks good.
The rovers are okay, too. Main dish isnt around. No
surprise there. What’s the big emergency?

-Um, she said, touching her finger to the
screen.-That.
Venkat leaned in and looked closer. Just below the
Hab, beside the rovers, two white circles sat in the
sand.

-Hmm. Looks like Hab canvas. Maybe the
Hab didnt do well after all? | guess pieces
got torn off and

-Um, she interrupted. They look like rover
pop-tents.

Venkat looked again.
-Hmm. Probably right.
-How’d they get set up? - Mindy asked.
Venkat shrugged.

-Commander Lewis probably ordered them
deployed during the evac. Not a bad idea. Have the
emergency shelters ready in case the MAV didnt
work and the Hab breached.

-Yeah, um, Mindy said, opening a document
on her computer, this is the entire mission log for
Sols 1 through 6. From MDV touchdown to MAV
emergency liftoff.

-Okay, and?

-1 read through it. Several times. They never
threw out the pop-tents.- Her voice cracked at the
last word.

-Well, uh, Venkat said, furrowing his brow.
They obviously did, but it didn’t make it into the
log.

-They activated two emergency pop-tents
and never told anyone?

-Hmm. That doesnt make a lot of sense, no.
Maybe the storm messed with the rovers and the

Hy, Ttyr Ttakoe geno... JlagHo. Ta
¢dororpadus, kotopyto Bel 3anpocunu. Hy. B
o011em, MOAOHINTE U TOCMOTPUTE CaMH.

OH mpucTaBWII CTyl K ee pabouemy
CTOJIy U Cell PSIIOM.

- OT0 u3-3a Tena Mapka Yoruu? U3-3a
ATOTO ThI BCTIOJIOMIMIIACKH?

- Boobme, Her. —mpomsmimia
Munmu. — Hy...B o0miem... - oHa yIuBHJIACh
CBOCH COOCTBEHHOH HEPEIIUTEIBHOCTH H
TKHYJIA MajablleM B MOHUTOP.

Benkat BcMoTperncs B u300pakeHHe.

- Xopomue HOBOCTH. J[OM BBINISAUT
HeTpoHYThIM. COJHEUHbIE OaTaped TOXKe B
xopoieM coctossHud. WM ¢ poBepamu Bce
xopowo. Ho cnytHukoBo# Tapenku HeT. He
yAUBUTENBHO. Tak B yeM ke npobiema?

- Hy..- ona ortBerwsa, npukacasch
najablUEeM K MOHUTOPY. — DTO.
Benkar HakJOHWICS K  MOHUTOPY H
nocmotpen nobnuxe. Ilpamo 3a lomom, 3a
poBepamMu, Ha II€CKE JIeKalu JBa OeJbIX

Kpyra.
- XM... [loxoxxe Ha Marepuai, U3

kotoporo cuenan Jlom. Moxer ObiTh, JloMm
BCE-
Taku T1oHec  paspymenus?  Hasepnoe,
HEKOTOPbIE KyCKHA OTOPBAJIUChH H...

- Mwm...-ipepBanna Munau. — OHu

Oonbllle TOXO0XH Ha aBapUWHbBIE TEHTHI
POBEPOB.

Benkart CHOBAa  TOCMOTpEI Ha
dboTorpaduro.

- XM... Bo3MoXxHO U Tak.

- WM xak Ke OHHM OKa3allnCh

PacCKpBITBIMU? —TIOMHTEpPECOBaNIaCh MUH/IN.
Benkart mmoxain mie4yamu.

-Bugumo, xomanpop Jleromc npukasana
pPacKpbeITb HMX BO BpeMs »HBaKyaluu. A
Heroxas, Kcratu, wuaes. Mwmers yxe
pa3NoKeHHbIE aBAapUWHBIE TEHTHl HA TOT
ciaydait, ecnmu ¢ MBM Oynmer 4to-To He B
MOpsIIKE u ecln oM noTepsIeT
TePMETHYHOCTD.

- Jla, MM... - TIporoBopuiia JEBYIIKA,
OTKpBIBas HA KOMIBIOTEPE TOKYMEHT. — DTO
MOJHBIA  CIIMCOK  JIEUCTBUH  KOMAaHJbI
nporpaMMel  «Apec-3» ¢ 1-6 MapcuaHnckue
cytku. C momeHTa npuzemsnernuss MCM u 1o




tents autodeployed.

-So after autodeploying, they detached
themselves from the rovers and lined up next to
each other twenty meters away?

Venkat looked back to the image.
-Well, obviously they activated somehow.

-Why are the solar cells clean? - Mindy said,
fighting back tears. -There was a huge sandstorm.
Why isnt there sand all over them?

-A good wind could have done it? - Venkat
said, unsure.

-Did I mention I never found Watney’s body?
- she said, sniffling.

Venkats eyes widened as he stared at the
picture.
-Oh, -he said quietly. -Oh, God...

Mindy put her hands over her face and sobbed
quietly.

-FUCK! Annie Montrose said. You have got to
be fucking kidding me!

Teddy glared across his immaculate mahogany
desk at his director of media relations.

-Not helping, Annie.
He turned to his director of Mars operations.
-How sure are we of this?
-Nearly a hundred percent,-Venkat said.

-Fuck!-Annie said.

Teddy moved a folder on his desk slightly to the
right so it would line up with his mouse pad.

-1t is what it is. We have to deal with it.
-Do you have any idea the magnitude of shit
storm this is gonna be?- She retorted. -You don’t

have to face those damn reporters every day. | do!

-One thing at a time,-Teddy said.-Venk, what
makes you sure hes alive?

aBapuitHoro B3jeta MBM.
- Xopomuio, ¥ yTo?

- 51 ero monHOCTBIO TepeunTana. Heckoabko
pa3. OHM He aKTUBHPOBAIM AaBapUNHBIC
TEHTBl, — Ha TOCIEIHEM CIIOBE Yy Hee
3aJIpoXKall ToJIoC.

- Hy...aM,- cka3zan Benkar, cMopiuB OpoBH.
OHM 3TO SBHO cAejanyd, HO HE 3aHECIHU B
KypHaJl.

- OHU aKTUBHPOBAJIH JIBa aBapUITHBIX
TEHTa U HUKOMY 00 3TOM HE COOOIIMIIHN?

- XM. /la, B 3TOM HET HUKAKOI'O
cMmbicna. Moxet ObITh, Oypst yaapuia rno
pOBEpaM TaK CHIIBHO, YTO OHU PACKPBUIUCH
aBTOMATUYECKU?

- A oHH, ocje Toro, Kak
ABTOMATUYECKU PACKPBUIUCH, CAMH
OTCOEIMHUITUCH OT POBEPOB M OCTAHOBUJIUCH
PSAOM APYT C IPYroM B IBAIIIATH METPax OT
HUX?

Benkar cHoBa mocmMoTpen Ha
¢dotorpaduro.

-Hy, OHU
aKTUBUPOBAJIUCH.

- A conHeuyHble Oarapen moOYeEMY
qucTelie? — crnpocusna MunaM, caepkuBas
cne3sl. - Ilpoma cunbHas mecuyaHast Oyps.
ITouemy ke TOra OHU HE NOKPBITHI IECKOM?

O4YCBHUIHO KakK-TO

- Moxert BeTep ero cayn? — ¢ COMHEHUEM
cka3an Benkar.

- Sl yxe roBopumia, 4ToO S Tak M HeE
Haluia Tejaa YOTHU? — cKa3ajla OHa, COTIA.

I'maza Benkara pacmiupwinch, U OH
ycTaBuics Ha poTorpaduro.
- Ox,- Tuxo ckazan oH. — O, boxe...

MuHIM 3aKpbUIa JIAJJOHSIMH JTUIO U THXO
3apblana.

*hKk

- Uept moGepu! — BOCKIMKHYIa DHHA
Montpoy3. — Bel MeHs uTo, pa3birpsiBaere?!

Tr1 11 npucTaIbHO CMOTPET YEpe3 CBOU




-For starters, no body, Venkat explained. Also,
the pop-tents are set up. And the solar cells are
clean. You can thank Mindy Park in SatCon for
noticing all that, by the way. But, Venkat continued,
his body could have been buried in the Sol 6 storm.
The pop-tents might have autodeployed and wind
could have blown them around. A 30 kph
windstorm some time later would have been strong
enough to clean the solar cells but not strong
enough to carry sand. It’s not likely, but it’s
possible. So, | spent the last few hours checking
everything I could. Commander Lewis had two
outings in Rover 2. The second was on Sol 5.
According to the logs, after returning, she plugged it
into the Hab for recharging. It wasnt used again, and
thirteen hours later they evaced.

He slid a picture across the desk to Teddy.
-That’s one of the images from last night. As
you can see, Rover 2 is facing away from the Hab.

UJIeATbHO YHCTHIN CTOJ U3 KPACHOTO JiepeBa
Ha CBOETO HAYaJbHHUKA 110 CBS3SIM C
00IIECTBEHHOCTBIO.

- He nomozxer, DHHWU.

OH noBepHYJICS K AUPEKTOPY 10 OINEpaIusaM
Ha Mapce.

- Hackosbko Bel yBepeHb! B 3TOM?

- [Toutn 100% - cka3an Benkar.

- YUeprt! — orpezana DHHH.

Taaau MOBEpHYII yroj CToja HEMHOTO
BIIPaBO, YTOOBI OH COBMAJI C €r0 KOBPUKOM
JUTSL MBITIIKH.

- Ceifyac Mbl y’K€ HUYETO HE
ucrnpaBuM. Ham Hazio MOHATH, KaK € 3TUM
CIIPABUTHCH.

- J1a BBI XOTb IIpeJICTaBIISIETE, KaKasl
IyMuxa ceiyac nogHuUMeTcsa? — OTBETUIIA Ta.
— BbI KaXX[Iplii IEHb HE BCTPEYACTECH C
penoptepamu. A s — na!

-JlaBaiiTe pa3Ouparbcs B 3TOM
MOCTEINeHHOo. — cka3an Tegnu. — Benkar,
[I0OYEMY Thl TaK YBEPEH B TOM, uT0 Mapk
JKUB?

-Bo- mepBBIX, €ro Tena HWUIIE HeE
BUJHO. — 00BsicHun Benkar. — Kpome Toro,
TEHThl aKTUBUPOBaHHbL. M coinHeuHble OaTtapeu
yucThle. M KcTatu, 3a 3T JAaHHBIE MOXHO
nob6naronapute Munnu Ilapk u3 1eHTpa mo
CJIeKEHUIO 3a ciyTHUKaMu. Ho, - mpomosmkun
BeHkar,- ero Teiao MOrio 3aHECTH IECKOM BO
BpeMs OypH MIECTBIX MapCHaHCKHUX CYTOK.
TenTs! MOTJIH aKTUBHUPOBATHCS
aBTOMAaTUYECKH, a BETEP MOI CAYTb HX.
Hemuoro mo3xe, Berep co ckopocTthio 30
KWJIOMETPOB B Yac MOI CTaTb HACTOJIBKO
CWJIbHBIM, YTO OYMCTWJI COJIHEUHBIE OaTapeu,
HE TMOAHMMAs MpU OTOM IEcKa. OITO
MaJIOBEPOATHO, HO BO3MOXHO. M mosTomy
NOTPaTWJI  OCTAaBIIMECS HECKOJIbKO 4YacoB,
poBepsisi Bce, 4To ToJbKo Mor. Komannop
JIpronc Bble3kana Ha poBepe 2 pasa. Bropas
BbLIa3Ka MIPUXOINUIIAChH Ha NSAThIE
MapcuaHckue cyTtku. Cyzas 1o 3amucsM, Io
BO3BpAIlIEHUN OHA MPUCOETUHIIIA ero K JJomy
st non3apanku. Ilocne »storo ero He
UCIIONIB30BaM, W 4epe3 13 dyacoB OHHM
ABAKyHPOBAJIKCH.

On mBeipHyn Tagau dotorpaduio yepes
CTOJL.




-OT0 — OJTHO W3 TOCIICTHUX U300PAKECHUIA
npouuio Houu. Kak Thl MOXKeIlIb 3aMETUTb,
poBep Ne2 mMmoBepHYT B MNPOTUBOMOJIOKHYIO
cropony ot Jloma...

KOHKpr ABYA3SBIYHBIX YUTATCIbCKUX IIPOCKTOB «Mog mrobuMast KHATa Ha PYCCKOM

SA3BIKC)

Homunanus: «['panu nepeBoga» (S3bIK OpUrHHaia — aHTJIUACKUIN)
ABTOD mpoekTa: Anekcelt 3ybern , yuenuk 8 «1» kmacca 'bOY

[MIxoma 627

PyxoBonutenu npoekra: O.B. Kynunpina, E.1O. 3yGerr
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Return to the Hundred Acre Wood

Chapter Eight - in which we are
introduced to the game of cricket

Eventually Christopher Robin climbed down, and
announced, “We will have a Test Match, but we
won't be playing for the ashes of Owl’s Uncle
Robert and it wont be England against
Australia. The match will be between the four-
legged and the two-legged animals.

"continued
Legs: Pooh,

“These are the teams,
Christopher Robin. “The Four
Tigger, Rabbit, and Piglet.

The Two Legs: Kanga, Roo, and me. Owl is
to be the umpire.”

"I will captain the Four Legs team,” said
Rabbit immediately, while some of the others
counted their legs.

Lottie cleared her throat. “Excuse me,” she said
quietly.

“Oh, Lottie, I am sorry,” said Christopher Robin,
but the truth of it was that he couldnt
remember whether Lottie had four legs or two,
and it seemed rude to look.

"I know my legs are quite short,” Lottie
continued, “but that is the way with otters.
There are four of them and they have been
much admired.”

“Of course, Lottie,” said Christopher Robin,

O>Bua beHeaunKTyC
Bo3BpauyieHue B Bosnwe6Hbin Jlec

FnaBa Bocbmasi, B KOTOPOM Mbl 3HAKOMMMCA C
WUrpoi B KPUKeT

B koHuUe koHuoB Kpuctodep PobuH cnycTuncs BHU3
n obbsBun: “Mbl npoBeaeM KOHTPOsbHbIA MaTy, HO...
Mbl He byaem urpatb Ha npax Odsan Pobepta CoBbl n
3T0 He O6yageT MaTty rpaxgaH AHMMM  NpoTuB
ABcTpanuu. Marty 6ygert.. Mexay 4YeTBEPOHOrMMU W
AByHOrmmm!»

“BOT, KaK Mbl pacrnpegenvMm Urpokos Mo KoMaHaam, -
npoaomkan Kpucrodep PobuH. -HeTBepoHorme: BUHHK
Myx, Turpa, Kponuk wn MMgatadok. [ByHorune: KeHra,
Kpowka Py, u 1. CoBa 6yaeT cyaben”.

“S 6yay KanuTaHOM KOMaHAbl YeTBEpPOHOruX, - BbICTPO
cka3an Kposnuvk, B TO BpeMsl Kak Apyrue cyvMrtany cBou
HOMM W1 Nnanbl.

Jlott npounctuna ropno. “M3suHKTE,” - CKaszana oHa

CMOKOWHO.

“AX, JlotTi, npoctn MeHs,” - onomMHuncsa Kpuctodep
PO61H, HO OH HMKAK He MOr BCMOMHUTb, 6bin0 y J1oTTH
yeTblpe nanbl Ux Age.

“$ 3Hal0, YTO MOM HOIM AOCTATOYHO KOPOTKME, -
npogosmkana J1ottn, - HO C BbliApaMu Bcerg Tak... Mx
yeTbipe”.

“KoHeuHo, J1oTTu, - TyT Xe Hawwencs Kpuctodep
PobuH, - 8 Meanun TONbKO NOTOMY, YTO YETBEPOHOIMX




"I was only hesitating because the Four Legs
already outnumber the Two Legs.”

“Then I shall play for the Two Legs of
course,” said Lottie.

After Christopher Robin had thought about
it, and a team sheet was produced with the
teams set out impressively like this:

FOUR LEGS

TWO LEGS

Tigger
Kanga

Pooh
Roo

Piglet
Lottie (who actually has 4)

Rabbit (captain)

C.Robin (captain)
Eeyore (wicket-keeper)
Eeyore (wicket-keeper)

Umpire: Owl (his decision is final)
Scorers: Henry Rush and Friends and
Relations Too Small to Participate

Christopher Robin made several copies of
the team sheet, and decorated them with bats
and balls and stumps and bails, and pinned
them to the trees around the clearing. Piglet
took a copy and showed it to Eeyore.

“It's good, isn't it, Eeyore? We're all on it,”
he pointed. “This is where it says my name. And
your name, Eeyore, is here and here...”

“Here and here?” inquired Eeyore.

“Yes, Eeyore, because Christopher Robin
says you are to be wicket-keeper for both
sides.”

“A wicked-keeper, little Piglet? Well, well,
well.” Eeyore did not know what a “wicked-
keeper” was, or what it did, but it sounded
necessary.

It was time for the umpire to toss a coin to
decide who would bat first. Captain Rabbit had
not come back after going to clean his larder, so
Tigger was sent to retrieve him, and Pooh was
selected as Acting Captain for the Four Legs
team.

“Heads or tails?” asked Owl, the umpire.

"I don't know, Owl,” said Pooh. “Which is
better?”

yxe 6onblue, yem AByHOrnX.”

“Toraa s 6yay urpaTtb 3a ABYHOrMX, - Ckasana Jlottu.
B utore komMaHabl 6b11M  COCTaBNEHbI CeayOLLNMM
obpaszom:

OBYHOI'ME YETBEPOHOI'ME
KeHra Turpa
Kpoluka Py BuHHM [1yx
Jlottn MaTtayok

(y KOTOpOW Ha caMoM Aaene 4 Horu)
K.PobuH (kanuTtaH) Kponuk (kanuTaH)
Na (urpok, MNa (nrpok,
OXPaHSIIOLWMIN BOPOTLA) OXPaHSOLWMIN BOPOTLA)

Cyabs: CoBa (ee pelleHWe OKOHYaTesbHoe)
Cekpetapu: NeHpw PaLl u apy3bsi U pOACTBEHHUKY,
C/IMLIKOM MarneHbKue, YTobbl NPUHUMATL yyacTue B
urpe

Kpuctodep PobuH caenan HECKONbKO KOMUiA C
NNCTa U, YKPaCuB UX M30OPaXKEHNAMU BUT U MSYEN,
NPUKPenun K AepeBbsaM BOKPYr NOAsHbI. MNaTayok
B34/1 O4HY KOMNWIO U nokasan ee UA.

“3T0 X0opoLo, Npasaa, Ma? Mbl Bce yyacTByeM, -
3aMeTun OH. - BOT 3aeck HanncaHo Moe ums. U TBoe
nMs, YWacTuk, 34ecb U 30eck...”

“3pecb 1 34ecb? - MOMHTEepecoBasncs YIacTuk.

“[a, WNa-Na, notomy uto Kpuctodep PobuH rosopuT,
41O Thl ByAeLlb BOPOTO-OXPaHHUKOM 06enx CTOpOH”.

“Bop-oxpaHHuK MgaTayok? Hy, xopoLuo- xopowo.”
Ma He 3Han, KTo Takon “BOp- OXPaHHMK “ 1 YTO OH
[enan, Ho C/I0BO Ka3asioCb O4YeHb 3HauUTesbHbIM!

Mpuwno Bpemsi apbutpa 6pocuMTb MOHETKY,
yTob6bl pewnTb, KTO 6yaeTr 6uTb nepsbiM. KanutaH
Kponuk elle He BepHyncs nocne TOoro, Kak yuuen
ybupaTbCs B K1aZoBOM, MO3TOMy  Turpy nocnanv
npuBecTu ero, U BUHHWM CTan BpeMEeHHbIM KarnuTaHoM
KOMaHZbl YeTBEPOHOIUX.

- Open wnn pewka? - cnpocuna cyabs Cosa.

- 4 He 3Hato, CoBa, - ckasan lyx. - Yto ny4ywe?

- B 3aBuMcMMOCTM OT TOro, yto 6yaeT CBepxy.




“Whichever is going to come down on top.”
“But I don't know that.”

“Which is why I am asking you to guess,
Pooh Bear.”

Pooh called heads but the coin came down
tails up, and Christopher Robin annouced that
the Two Legs would bat first with Kanga and
Lottie opening the innings.

“Where does the wicked-keeper go?”
Eeyore asked.
“"Behind the wicket, of course,” said

Christopher Robin. “You have to catch the ball.”

“How do I do that?” asked Eeyore, looking
at his hooves.

“Any way you can, Eeyore. You have pads
and gloves.”

“I bardly like to mention this, Christopher
Robin, but there only appear to be two pads
and others are wearing them.”

“You'll just have to do the best you can,”
said Christopher Robin, who was beginning to
think that there was too much talking and not
enough playing.

Rabbit, as Captain, made Pooh the bowler,
saying he needed the exercise. Lottie hit the
first ball of the innings into a clump of heather,
and it was only when Friends and Relations
joined in the search that the ball was found. At
the end of Lottie's first six balls, Henry Rush’s
scoring team put 30 in the scoring book, under
instruction from Rabbit, who kept muttering
bad-temperedly, “She’s scored three sixes and
three fours! Lottie should be on my team.”

On his second go at bowling, Pooh became
more confident and bowled a couple of really
fast ones, the first of which struck Eeyore on
the chest.

“Well stopped, Eeyore!” cried Rabbit, and
there was scattered applause.

Fortunately for the Two Legs, Christopher
Robin was still to bat against Rabbit, and he
thwacked the ball for four sixes, one after
another, just like that. When Piglet took his turn
as bowler he found the ball so heavy that Owl
allowed him to run halfway along the pitch
before rolling it along the ground. It was Piglet
who finally did it for Christopher Robin, bowled
out after thirty-three runs.

This was what Henry Rush, with a little

- Ho 4 He 3Hato, uTO.

- MNoatomy s npowy Tebs yragatb, BuHHM-TTyX.

BuHHM cKaszan «pewka», HO MOHeTa ynana
opnoMm BBepx, U Kpucrtodbep PobuH 06bsiBUA, 4TO
AByHOrue 6bt0T NepBbIMKU, HauMHas ¢ KeHrn v J1oTTu.

- Kyza >xe nget Bop - oxpaHHuK? - cnpocun Ma.

- 3a BOPOTLA, KOHEYHO, - cka3an Kpucrodep
Po6uH. - Tbl JOMKeH nonmaTtb MsaY.

- Kak s 310 caenato? - cnpocun MNa-Ua, rnags Ha
CBOW KOrbITa.

- JiobbiM cnocoboM, Ma. Y Tebs ecTb nepyaTkum.

- MHe He o4yeHb xo4eTcst 06 3TOM HaNOMMUHaTb,
Kpuctodep PobuH, HO TaM eCTb TONbKO ABE, U OHU
yxe 3aHATHI.

- Tbl NPOCTO AO/MKEH CAenaTb BCE, YTO MOXELLb,
- ckasan Kpuctodep Po6bWH, KOTOPbIA YyXe Havan
NnoAo3peBaTb, YTO Pa3roBOPOB MAET C/IULLIKOM MHOrO,
a Urpsbl CILLKOM Ma’so.

Kponuk, Kak KanuTaH, noctasun BuHHU
nogarowmM, o0b6bsiIBMB, YTO TOMY HYXHbI (PU3nyeckme
Harpysku. JIOTTM OTnpaBwWna Ma4Y Tak Aaneko, 4To
Wwap 6bl1 HalgeH TONMbKO Torfda, Koraa Apysbs M
POACTBEHHUKM BKIKUMANCL B €ro Nouck. JloTtu
CHayana 3abuna WeCTb WapoB, W KOMaHAa Cyaen noa
HayanoMm leHpu Pala noa npucTanbHbIM KOHTPOEM
Kponuka 3anuncana 30 OYKOB B KHWUrY, B 3TO BpeMs
Kponuk 6opmoTan: “OHa 3abuna Tpu WecTepkn 1 Tpu
yeTtBepku! JIoTTn AomkHa 6blTb B Moeil KoMmaHze.”
Ha BTOpoi nopgaye BuHHM cTan 6osiee yBEPEHHbIM U
nogan napy O4YeHb ObICTPbIX MsYel, nepBbin K3

KOTOpbIX nonan Na B rpyab.
“Xopowo nowman, MWa! - KkpukHyn Kponuk, u
MOCAbILLANNCD pa3pO3HEHHbIe annoANCMEHTDI.

K cuacteto ana gsyHorux, Kpuctodep PobuH
BblLWeN MPOTMB KPOMMKa M OTOuN MAYM Ha udeTbipe
lecTepkn, OAMH 3a oaHuM. Korga e nogowna
odepenpb lNaTauka, MAY OKasancs 471 HEro CrULLIKOM
TshKenbIM, nosToMy CoBa paspelunna emy nogasaTb C
NOMoBHbI NoNS. MATa4yoK HaKOHeLU-TO rnogan Msy ans
Kpuctodepa PobuHa, a TOT BbIOMA TpuauaTb-Tpu
Mava.

eHpu Palu (c HE6OMbLLIOKN MOMOLLbIO
Kpuctodepa PobrHa) Hanncan B HOBOW KHUre:




help from Christopher Robin, wrote in the smart
new scoring book:

TEST MATCH—TWO LEGS VERSUS FOUR
LEGS

TWO LEGS INNINGS

Lottie, caught by Lottie 39
Roo, feet off the ground 0
Kanga, arguing with umpire 0
Christopher Robin, bowled by Piglet 33
Extras 3
Total 75

Now, between the two innings, was the
time for a refreshing pot of tea and some
peppery cucumber sandwiches with the crusts
cut off.

Soon it was time for the Four Legs to take
their turn at batting, with seventy-six runs
needed to win. Owl slipped on his white
umpiring coat and took up his position facing
the stumps. Pooh was the first to bat.

Rabbit came in to bat, and nudged the ball
here, there, and everywhere until he was
bowled out by Christopher Robin.

"I thought I'd better give the others a
chance,” Rabbit commented...

...The last in was Piglet, and it was now up
to him to score the six runs needed to win the
match for the Four Legs. Lottie was to bowl.

The ball, released at great speed by Lottie,
landed on the beginnings of a molehill and
bounced onto the very edge of Piglet's bat.
Piglet dropped the heavy wood with a squawk,
but the ball had acquired such momentum that
it sailed high into the air and straight over the
stones that marked the boundary. A moment of
amazed silence was followed by Owl raising his
wings and flapping them in the air.

“Six runs,” he announced. “Four Legs win
the match.

“Three cheers for the Four Legs!” cried
Christopher Robin. “Hip, hip—"
“Hooray!” cried the others.

KOHTPOJIbHbIN MATY—/BYHOI1E MPOTUB
YETBEPOHOI'MX

NnoAA4YM ABYHOImX

JloTTi, nomaHo JloTtn 39
Py, c Horamu He Ha 3emne 0
KeHra, 3a crnopbl ¢ apbutpom 0

Kpuctodep PobuH, c nogaum MNatauka 33

JononHuTtensHo: 3
Ntoro:75

Mexay AByMs nepuoaamu, 6bino Bpems ans
OCBEXAIOLLIEro Yas U CoHABMYEN 6e3 KOpoYekK.

Yepes HeKOTOpOe BpeMsi Hayanv noaasBaTb
YyeTBEPOHOrne, KOTopbiM Ans nobeabl HY>KHO 6bl10
3apaboTaTb ceMbAecsT WecTb MaYeit. CoBa BCTana Ha
neHb.

Kponuk Hauyan otbmBaTb, M 0TOMBaN Ma4 A0 Tex
nop, noka OH He 6bIn1 nopaxxeH Kpuctodepom
PobuHoMm.

"4 nogyman, yTo nyyuwle aaTh APYrMM WaHc,” -
NpOKOMMeHTUpoBan Kponuk...

...NocneaHnM 6bin MaTavoK, U eMy Hy>HO 6b110
3abMTb LWECTb MAYen, YTObbI BbIMrpaTh MaTu.
MNMopasana JloTTw.

Msy, BbINyLEHHbIN HA OFPOMHOM CKOPOCTW, OTCKOYMI
OT caMoro Kpas 6uTbl lMNaTtadka. MNarayvok ypoHun
TSHXKENYI0 AepeBSILLKY, HO MAY npuobpen Takyto
CKOPOCTb, YTO B3MbI/1 BbICOKO B BO34YX WU ynan Ha
rpaHuLy, OTMeYeHHyo kaMHsMKU. Ha mrHoBeHune Cosa
N3yMSIEHHO 3aBW1CNa B BO3AyXe.

“LecTb Msiyen, - obbsiBUNa OHa. - YeTBepoHorue
nobegunu.

“TpoiiHOe ypa Ansl YeTBEPOHOMUX! -- KPUKHYII
Kpuctodep PobuH. “'vn, run—"
“Ypa!” 3akpuyanu ocTanbHble.




