O. Yaiaba

N30pannbie ckazku Ockapa
Yaiuabaa

Texker ¢ BBeneHueM, COOPHUKOM
CJIOB M 000POTOB, PACIIOJI0KEHHBIX
B IOPSI/IKE AHIVIMHCKOI0 TEKCTA U

aJ1(paBUTHBIM CJIOBAPEM-
yKa3arejeM

MockBa
«Knura no TpeboBanuio»



YOK 93
BBK 63.3
Y12

Yaiiabna O.

V12 W36pannbie ckasku Ockapa Yainmpna: TekcT ¢ BBeIeHHEM, COOPHHKOM CIIOB
U 000pOTOB, PACHOJIOKEHHBIX B MOPSAAKE AHIIMICKOrO TEKCTAa M al(aBUTHBIM
crnoBapem-ykasareineM / O. Yaitnbg — M.: Kuura no Tpedoanuto, 2019. — 54 c.

ISBN 978-5-458-08719-3

Uznanune C. A. MaHireiina.

ISBN 978-5-458-08719-3 © U3naHue Ha PyCCKOM si3bIKe, 0OOpMIICHUE
«YOYO Mediay, 2019

© HM3nanue Ha pycCKOM s3bIKe, OLU(POBKa,
«Kunura no Tpebosanuto», 2019



Ota KHUTA SBISAETCS PEIPUHTOM OPUTHHAJA, KOTOPBI MbI CO3[aM CHEIUATBLHO
nuist Bac, WCTonb3ys 3allaTeHTOBAaHHBIC TEXHOJIOTHH TTPOU3BOJICTBA PETPUHTHBIX
KHUT U TI€YaTH 1Mo TPeOOBAHUIO.

CHavana MBI OTCKaHHPOBAIM KaXXIyl0 CTPAHHUILy OpPHUTHHATA 3TONH PENKON KHUTH
Ha Ipo(heCCHOHANTBEHOM 000PYIOBaHUH. 3aTeM C IIOMOIIBIO CIELHaNbHO pa3pabo-
TaHHBIX IIPOrPaMM MBI IIPOU3BEIIN OUYMCTKY M300pa)KeHHs OT ISTEH, KIISIKC, Iepe-
rHOO0B U TOMBITAINCH OTOENNTH M BEIPOBHSATH KaXIyI0 CTpaHHIy KHUTH. K coxa-
JICHUIO, HEKOTOPBIE CTPAHUIIBI HEeNIb3s BEPHYTh B H3HAYAIBHOE COCTOSHHE, U €CITU
nx OBUIO TPYIHO YMTATh B OpPUTHHAJIE, TO ke IpH IU(POBOM pecTaBpaluyl HX
HEBO3MOXKHO YITyUIIHTh.

Pa3yMeeTc;{, ABTOMATU3HWPOBAaHHAA NPpOrpaMMHast 06pa60T1<a PECIOPUHTHBIX KHUT —
HE CaMO€ JTYYIIEC PEIICHUE 11 BOCCTaAHOBJICHUS TEKCTA B €T0 IIEPBO3JAHHOM BHUIEC,
OJIHAaKO, Hallla HeJib — BEPHYTb YUTATC/IIO TOYHYIO KOIINIO KHHUI'U, KOTOpOfI MOXKET
OBITh HECKOJIEKO BEKOB.

IToaTOMy MBI IpPEAyNpPEXIAEM O BOBMOXKHBIX MTOTPEMIHOCTSIX BOCCTAHOBIEHHOIO
PENpUHTHOIO U3AaHus. B WM31aHMM MOTYT OTCYTCTBOBAaTb OIHA WJIM HECKOJBKO
CTPAaHMI] TEKCTA, MOT'YT BCTPETUTHCS HEBBIBOAUMBIE IIATHA M KIIKCHI, HAIIIMCH
Ha TMOJISIX WIIM MOJUEPKUBAHUS B TEKCTE, HeUUTaeMble ()parMeHThI TEKCTa HJIH 3a-
ruobl crpanull. [Tokynars wim He MOKynaTh nogo0HbIe H3aHus — pemmars Bam, Mbl
JKE JIETaeM BCE BO3MOXKHOE, YTOOBI PEAKNE U IICHHBIE KHHUTH, €Ill¢ HEAaBHO yTpa-
YECHHbIE U HECIIPABEUIMBO 3a0bIThIE, BHOBb CTAJIM IOCTYIHBIMU JUIsl BCEX YHTATe-
nen.

ﬁ(epvm KHmxHbIN PeneccaHc
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INTRODUCTION.

Oscar Wilde (1856-1900), a dramatist and essayist,
was the younger son of Sir William Wilde, the Dublin
surgeon, by his wife Jane Francisca, née Elgee, who
attained notoriety in literary and political circles for
her writings over the signature, «Speranza». Educated at
Magdalen College, Oxford, Oscar Wilde there founded an
aesthetic cult. In 1882 he went to America and lectured
on aesthetic philosophy. He had already, in 1881, pub-
lished a volume of poems, which, in spite of affecta-
tions, attracted attention by their finish and the music
of the verse. It was seven years later when he issued
The Happy Prince and Other Tales, the fairy story
that gave its name to the volume being exquisite. Lord |
Arthur Sovile’s Crime, and other Stories, and his only
novel, The Picture of Dorian Gray, both appeared in 1891,
It is probably as a dramatist that Oscar Wilde will ulti-
mately be remembered, and, with the exception of Salome
(1893), his successes were made in the realm of light
comedy, where he could give full play to his fantastic
wit. Lady Windermere's Fan (1892), A Woman of no
Importamce (1893), and The Ideal Husband (1895) were

1*



4 INTRODUCTION.

each and all successful, but his masterpiece was that
“moral comedy for serious people,” The Importance of
being FEarnest (1895), which places him in the same
rank with Goldsmith and Sheridan, His last works were
The Ballad of Reading Jail, 1898, and De Profundis
(posthumous, 1905).

(The Everyman Encyclopacdia, edited by
Andrew Boyle, volume twelve.)



The Happy Prince.

High above the city, on a tall column, stood
the statue of the Happy Prince. He was gilded all
over with thin leaves of fine gold, for eyes he had
two bright sapphires, and a large red ruby glowed
on his sword-hilt.

He was very much admired indeed. “He is as
beautiful as a weathercock,” remarked one of the
Town Councillors who wished to gain a reputation
for having artistic tastes; “only not quite so useful,”
he added, fearing lest people should think him
unpm(,tical which he really was not.

“Why can’t you be like the Happy Prince?”
asked a sensible mother of her little boy who was
crying for the moon. “The Happy Prince never
dreams of crying for anything.”

‘I am glad there is someone in the world who
is quite happy,” muttered a disappointed man as he
gazed at the wonderful statue.

“He looks just like an angel,” said the Charity
Children as they came out of the cathedral in their
bright scarlet cloaks and their clean white pina-
fores.

10
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é THE HAPPY PRINCE.

“How do you know?” said the Mathematical
Master, “you have never seen one.”.

“Ah! but we have, in our dreams,” answered
the children; and the Mathematical Master frowned

5 and looked very severe, for he did not approve of
children dreaming.

'One night there flew over the city a Httle
Swallow. His friends had gone away to Egypt six
weeks before, but he had stayed behind, for he

10 was in love with the most beautiful Reed. He had
met her early in the spring as he was flying down
the river after a big yellow moth, and had been so
attracted by her slender waist that he had stopped
to talk to her.

15 “Shall I love you?” said the Swallow, who
liked to come to the point at once, and the Reed
made him a low bow. So he flew round and round
her, touching the water with his wings, and making
silver ripples. This was his courtship, and it lasted

20 all through the summer. v

“It is a ridiculous attachment,” twittered the
other Swallows; “she has no money, and far too
many relations;” and indeed the river was quite
full of Reeds. Then, when the autumn came, they

25 all flew away.

After they had gone he felt lonely, and began
to tire of his lady-love. “She has no conversation,”
he said, “and I am afraid that she is a coquette,
for she is always flirting with the wind.” And

30 certainly, whenever the wind blew, the Reed made
the most graceful curtseys. “I admit that she is



THE HAPPY PRINCE. 7

domestic,” he continued, “but I love travelling,
and my wife, consequently, should love travelling
also.”

“Will you come away with me?” he said finally
to her; but the Reed shook her head, she was so
attached to her home.

“You have been trifling with me,” he cried.
“I am off to the Pyramids. Good-bye!” and he flew
away.

All day long he flew, and at night-time he ar-
rived at the city. “Where shall I put up?” he
said; “I hope the town has made preparations.”

Then he saw the statue on the tall column.

“I will put up there,” he cried; “it is a fine
position with plenty of fresh air.” So he alighted
just between the feet of the Happy Prince.

‘I have a golden bedroom,” he said softly to
himself as he looked vound, and he prepared to
go to sleep; but just as he was putting his head

under his wing a large drop of water fell on him. 2

“What a curious thing!” he cried; “there is not a
single cloud in the sky, the stars are quite clear
and bright, and yet it is raining. The climate in
the north of Europe is really dreadful. The Reed
used to like the rain, but that was merely her
selfishness.”

Then another drop fell.

“What is the use of a statue if it cannot keep
the rain off?” le said; “I must look for a good
chimney-pot,” and he determined to fly away.

But before he had opened his wings, a third

fh14
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8 THE HAPPY PRINCE.

drop fell, and he looked up, and saw — — Ah!
what did he see? ‘

The eyes of the Happy Prince were filled with
tears, and tears were running down his golden

5 cheeks. His face was so beautiful in the moonlight
that the little Swallow was filled with pity.

“Who are you?” he said.

“I am the Happy Prince.”

“Why are you weeping then?” asked the Swal-

10 low; “you have quite drenched me.”

“When I was alive and had a human heart,”
answered the statue, “I did not know what tears
were, for I lived in the Palace of Sans-Souci, where
sorrow is not allowed to emter. In the daytime I

15 played with my companions in the garden, and in
the evening I led the dance in the Great Iall.
Round the garden ran a very lofty wall, but I
never cared to ask what lay beyond it, everything
about me was so beautiful. My courtiers called me

20 the Happy Prince, and happy indeed I was, if
pleasure be happiness. So I lived, and so I died.
And now that I am dead they have set me up
here so high that I can see all the ugliness and
all the misery of my city, and though my heart

95 is made of lead yet I cannot choose but weep.”

“What! is he not solid gold?” said the Swallow
to himself. He was too polite to make any person-
al remarks out loud.

“Far away,” continued the statue in a low

30 musical voice, “far away in a little street there is
a poor house. One of the windows is open, and
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through it T can see a woman seated at a table.
Her face is thin and worn, and she has coarse,
red hands, all pricked by the needle, for she is a
seamstress. She is embroidering passion-flowers on a
satin gown for the loveliest of the Queen’s maids-5
of-honour to wear at the next Court-ball. In a bed
in the corner of the room her little boy is lying
ill. He has a fever, and is asking for oranges. His
mother has nothing to give him but river water, so
he is crying. Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow, 10
will you not bring her the ruby out of my sword-
hilt? My feet are fastened to this pedestal and I
cannot move.”

‘I am waited for in Egypt,” said the Swallow.
“My friends are flying up and down the Nile, and 15
talking to the large lotus-flowers. Soon they will
go to sleep in the tomb of the great King. The
King is there himself in his painted coffin. He is
wrapped in yellow linen, and embalmed with spices.
Round his neck is a chain of pale green jade, and 20
his hands are like withered leaves.”

“Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the
Prince, “will you not stay with me for one night,
and be my messenger? The boy is so thirsty, and
the mother so sad.” 25

“I don’t think I like boys,” answered the Swal-
low. “Last summer, when I was staying on the river,
there were two rude boys, the miller’s sons, who
were always throwing stones at me. They never
hit me, of course; we swallows fly far too well 30
for that, and besides, I come of a family famous
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for its agility; but still, it was a mark of disre-
spect.”

But the Happy Prince looked so sad that the
little Swallow was sorry. “It is very cold here,”

5 he said; “but I will stay with you for one night,
and be your messenger.”

“Thank you, little Swallow,” said the Prince.

So the Swallow picked out the great ruby from
the Prince’s sword, and flew away with it in his

10 beak over the roofs of the town.

He passed by the cathedral tower, where the
white marble angels were sculptured. He passed by
the palace and heard the sound of dancing. A
beautiful girl came out on the balcony with her

15 lover. “How wonderful the stars are,” he said
to her, “and how wonderful is the power of
love!” ‘

“I hope my dress will be ready in time for
the State-ball,” she answered; “I have ordered

90 passion-flowers to be embroidered on it; but the
seamstresses are so lazy.”

He passed over the river, and saw the lanterns
hanging to the masts of the ships. He passed over
the Ghetto, and saw the old Jews bargaining with

95 each other, and weighing out money in copper
scales. At last he came to the poor house and
looked in. The boy was tossing feverishly on his
bed, and the mother had fallen asleep, she was so
tired. In he hopped, and laid the great ruby on

30 the table beside the woman’s thimble. Then he
flew gently round the bed, fanning the boy’s
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forehead with his wings. “How cool I feel,” said
the boy, “I must be getting better;” and he sank
into a delicious slumber.

Then the Swallow flew back to the Happy
Prince, and told him what he had done. “It is 5
curious,” he remarked, “but I feel quite warm now,
although it is so cold.”

“That is because you have done a good action,”
said the Prince. And the little Swallow began to
think, and then he fell asleep. Thinking always made 10
him sleepy.

- When day broke he flew down to the river
and had a bath. “What a remarkable phenomenon,”
said the Professor of Ornithology as he was passing
over the bridge. “A swallow in winter!” And he 15
wrote a long letter about it to the local newspaper.
Everyone quoted it, it was full of so many words
that they could not understand.

“To-night I go to Kgypt,” said the Swallow, and
he was in high spirits at the prospect. He visited 20
all the public monuments, and sat a long time on
top of the church steeple. Wherever he went the
Sparrows chirruped, and said to each other, “What
a distinguished stranger!” so he enjoyed himself very
much. 25

‘When the moon rose he flew back to the Happy
Prince. “Have you any commissions for Egypt?” he
cried; “I am just starting.”

“Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the
Prince, “will you not stay with me one night 30
Ionger?”
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‘I am waited for in Fgypt,” answered the
Swallow. “To-morrow my friends will fly up to the
Second Cataract. The river-horse couches there
among the bulrushes, and on a great granite throne

5 sits the God Memnon. All night long he watches
the stars, and when the morning-star shines he
utters one cry of joy, and then he is silent. At
noon the yellow lions come down to the water’s
edge to drink. They have eyes like green beryls,

10 and their roar is louder than the roar of the
cataract.”

“Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the
Prince, “far away across the city I see a young
man in a garret. He is leaning over a desk cover-

15 ed with papers, and in a tumbler by his side
there is a bunch of withered violets. His hair is
brown and crisp, and his lips are red as a pome-
granate, and he has large and dreamy eyes. He
is trying to finish a play for the Director of the

20 Theatre, but he is too cold to write any more.
There is no fire in the grate, and hunger has made
him faint.”

‘T will wait with you one night longer,” said
the Swallow, who really had a good heart. “Shall

25 I take him another ruby?”

“Alas! T have no ruby now,” said the Prince;
“my eyes are all that I have left. They are made
of rare sapphires, which were brought out of India
a thousand years ago. Pluck out one of them and

30 take it to him. He will sell it to the jeweller,
and buy food and firewood, and finish his play.”



