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The Secret of Father Brown
TanHa otua bpayHa

lambeau, once the most famous criminal in France and later

a very private detective in England, had long retired from
both professions. Some say a career of crime had left him with
too many scruples for a career of detection. Anyhow, after a life
of romantic escapes and tricks of evasion, he had ended at what
some might consider an appropriate address: in a castle in Spain.
The castle, however, was solid though relatively small; and the
black vineyard and green stripes of kitchen garden covered a re-
spectable square on the brown hillside. For Flambeau, after all
his violent adventures, still possessed what is possessed by so
many Latins, what is absent (for instance) in so many Ameri-
cans, the energy to retire. It can be seen in many a large hotel-
proprietor whose one ambition is to be a small peasant. It can
be seen in many a French provincial shopkeeper, who pauses at
the moment when he might develop into a detestable millionaire
and buy a street of shops, to fall back quietly and comfortably
on domesticity and dominoes. Flambeau had casually and almost
abruptly fallen in love with a Spanish Lady, married and brought
up a large family on a Spanish estate, without displaying any
apparent desire to stray again beyond its borders. But on one
particular morning he was observed by his family to be unusually
restless and excited; and he outran the little boys and descended
the greater part of the long mountain slope to meet the visitor
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¢ JaM00 — OAVH M3 CAMBIX 3HAMEHUTHIX IIPEeCTYIHNKOB ®paH-
IIUU, a BIIOCJEACTBUY YaCTHBIHN CBHINMUK B AHTJINM, JaBHO yiKe
6pocus 06e aTu mpodeccur. 'OBOPUIIN, UTO IPECTYIIHOE IIPOIILIOe
He II03BOJIAJIO €My CTaTh CTPOTMM K IpecTynHuKy. Tak mjiu uHa-
ye, IOKUHYB CTE3I0 POMAHTHUYECKHNX II00Er0oB 1 CHOT'CIINOATeIbHEBIX
OPUKJIIOUEeHNI, OH IMOCeJNICcsa, KaKk eMy 1 mojobajio, B Mcnauum,
B COOCTBEHHOM 3aMKe. 3aMOK, OZHAKO, ObLJI BeCbMa OCHOBAaTeJIeH,
XOTS U HEBEJIUK, a Ha OypOM XOJIMe UepHeJ KBaApaT BUHOTPATHUKA
U 3eJIeHeJIN MOJIOoChl Ipsanok. HecMoTpsa Ha cBou OypHBIE IIOX0MK/Ie-
HuA, @ram60 061381 CBOHCTBOM, IIPUCYIIIUM MHOTUM JIATHUHAHAM
Y HEe3HAaKOMBLIM, HAIIpUMepP, aMepuKaHIlaM: OH yMeJ YHTH OT cye-
Tel. Tak BiIaAesiel] KPYIITHOTO OTeJIA MeuTaeT 3aBeCTH Ha CTApOCTHU
MaJIeHbKYIO (DepMy, a JIaBOUHUK 13 (PPaHI[Y3CKOT'0 MeCTeUKa oCTa-
HABJIMBAETCS B TOT CaMbIli MWUI, KOrJa MOT ObI CTATh MepP3aBIeM-
MUIJIJINOHEPOM 1 CKYIIMTDL BCE JIABKU [0 €AUHOIl, 1 MPOBOLUT OCTA-
TOK AHeI goma 3a goMuHO. CiayuaiiHO U mOYTH BHesamHo Piaambo
BJIIOOMJICS B MCIAHKY, *KeHUJICSI Ha Hel, mprobpes IIoOMecThbe U 3a-
KU ceMeMHOI JKM3HBIO, He OOHAPYKMUBaA HU MAaJeHIero Jxeja-
HUS BHOBB IIYCTHUTHCA B CTPaHCTBUsA. Ho B 0JHO IIpeKpacHoe yTpo
ceMbs ero 3aMeTHJIa, UTO OH CUJILHO BO30YsKIeH U BCTpeBoKeH. O
BBITIIEJT TIOTYJIATH C MAJbUYNKAMU, HO BCKOPe 000THAJ UX U OPOCUII-
csd BHU3 C X0JIMA HaBCTPeUy KaKOMY-TO UYeJIOBEKY, IepeceKaBIIeMy
IOJIUHY, XOTSA YeJIOBEK dTOT Kasajcsd He 0OJIbIle UePHOH TOUKHU.



The Secret of Father Brown

who was coming across the valley; even when the visitor was still
a black dot in the distance.

The black dot gradually increased in size without very much
altering in the shape; for it continued, roughly speaking, to
be both round and black. The black clothes of clerics were not
unknown upon those hills; but these clothes, however clerical,
had about them something at once commonplace and yet almost
jaunty in comparison with the cassock or soutane, and marked
the wearer as a man from the northwestern islands, as clearly as
if he had been labelled “Clapham Junction”. He carried a short
thick umbrella with a knob like a club, at the sight of which his
Latin friend almost shed tears of sentiment; for it had figured
in many adventures that they shared long ago. For this was the
Frenchman’s English friend, Father Brown, paying a long-desired
but long-delayed visit. They had corresponded constantly, but
they had not met for years.

Father Brown was soon established in the family circle, which
was quite large enough to give the general sense of company or a
community. He was introduced to the big wooden images of the
Three Kings, of painted and gilded wood, who bring the gifts to the
children at Christmas; for Spain is a country where the affairs of
the children bulk large in the life of the home. He was introduced
to the dog and the cat and the live-stock on the farm. But he was
also, as it happened, introduced to one neighbour who, like himself,
had brought into that valley the garb and manners of distant lands.

It was on the third night of the priest's stay at the little
chateau that he beheld a stately stranger who paid his respects
to the Spanish household with bows that no Spanish grandee
could emulate. He was a tall, thin grey-haired and very handsome
gentleman, and his hands, cuffs and cufflinks had something
overpowering in their polish. But his long face had nothing of
that languor which is associated with long cuffs and manicuring
in the caricatures of our own country. It was rather arrestingly
alert and keen; and the eyes had an innocent intensity of inquiry
that does not go often with grey hair. That alone might have
marked the man’s nationality, as well as the nasal note in his
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TanHa otua BpayHa

Touka mOCTEIIeHHO yBEeJIMUYUBAJIACH, IIOUTH HEe MEHAA O0Uep-
TaHUii, — IOMIPOCTY T'OBOPsA, OHA OCTaBajach BCe TaKoOil JKe uep-
HOI m KpyrJoii. UepHasa cyTaHa He Obljia TYT B JUKOBUHKY, HO
cyTaHa IIPHUe3:Kero BRITJIALe]a KaK-TO 0COOeHHO OYIHUYHO U B
TO K€ BpeMdA MPUBETINBO IO CPABHEHUIO C OJEKIaMU MECTHOTO
IYXOBEHCTBA, M300/iMUasi B HOBOIIPUOBLIBIIIEM JKHTeJsI OpUTaH-
CKHUX OCTPOBOB. B pyKax OH Jep:KaJl KOPOTKUIM MyXJbIH 30HTUK
C TSXKEJBIM KPYIJBIM HabaJamallHUKOM, IPU BUIE KOTOPOTO
diaam60 UyTH He pacmjaKaJjcsad OT YMUJIEHUSA, MO0 dTOT 30HTHUK
burypupoBaJ BO MHOTHUX UX COBMECTHBIX NMPUKJIIOUEHUAX OBI-
JAbIX BpeMeH. CBAIIEeHHUK OBIT aHramiickuM apyrom ®Pmaam6o,
oTroM BpayHoM, KOTOPBIHM JaBHO coOMpasicsa IpuexXaTh U BCe HU-
Kak He Mor. OHM IIOCTOSHHO IE€PENNChIBAJINCh, HO HEe BUIEINUCH
HECKOJIbKO JIeT.

Bckope oterr BpayH ouyTuiica B IIeHTpe ceMeiicTBa, KOTOpoe
OBLIIO TaK BEJIMKO, UTO Kas3aJIoCh IIeJIbIM IieMeHeM. ETo mos3Hako-
MUJIHA C JePeBIHHBIMI II030JI0UYEHHBIMY BOJIXBAMM, KOTOPBIX JAPAT
meTaAM Ha PoikmecTBO; MO3HAKOMMJIN C COOAKOI, KOIIKOM 1 obuTa-
TeJIAMU CKOTHOTO IBOPA; MO3HAKOMMJIN C COCEIOM, KOTODBIH, KaK
u cam BpayH, oTiamuaica OT 3AeITHUX JKUTeJel W MaHepaMu, U
OJleXK IO,

Ha TpeTuii neHb MpeOLIBAHUA TOCTS B MaJ€HbKOM 3aMKe TyAa
SIBUJICA IIOCETUTEb U IPUHAJCS OTBEIINBATH UCIIAHCKOMY ceMeii-
CTBY IIOKJIOHBI, KOTOPBIM II03aBMUJ0OBaJ ObI MCIaHCKUU rpampg. To
OBLI BLICOKMUI, CENOBJIACHIN, OUeHb KPACHUBBIA IyKEHTJIbMEH C OC-
JEIIUTEJILHO CBEPKAIOIUMU HOTTAMM, MaH)KeTaMU W 3allOHKaMM.
OpHaKoO B ero AJUHHOM JIHIle He OBLIO U cJena TO TOMHOCTH, KO-
TOPYIO HAIIM KAPUKATYPUCTHI CBSASLIBAIOT C 0€JIOCHEKHBIMU MaH-
JKeTaMu U MaHUKIOPOM. JIMII0 y Hero ObLI0 YAUBUTEIBHO YKUBOE U
TIIOABUIKHOE, a I'Jla3a CMOTpPeJUd 30PKO U IIPSAMO, YTO BechbMa PelKo
COUYeTaeTcA C CeAbIMU BOJIOCAMHU. JTO OJHO MOTIJIO OBI yiKe ompene-
JIUTH HAIIMOHAJIBHOCTDL IIOCETUTEJNsI, PABHO KaK U HEKOoTopad T'Hy-
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The Secret of Father Brown

refined voice and his rather too ready assumption of the vast
antiquity of all the European things around him. This was,
indeed, no less a person than Mr Grandison Chace, of Boston, an
American traveller who had halted for a time in his American
travels by taking a lease of the adjoining estate; a somewhat
similar castle on a somewhat similar hill. He delighted in his old
castle, and he regarded his friendly neighbour as a local antiquity
of the same type. For Flambeau managed, as we have said, really
to look retired in the sense of rooted. He might have grown there
with his own vine and fig-tree for ages. He had resumed his real
family name of Duroc; for the other title of “The Torch” had only
been a title de guerre*, like that under which such a man will
often wage war on society.

He was fond of his wife and family; he never went farther
afield than was needed for a little shooting; and he seemed,
to the American globe-trotter, the embodiment of that cult
of a sunny respectability and a temperate luxury, which
the American was wise enough to see and admire in the
Mediterranean peoples. The rolling stone from the West was
glad to rest for a moment on this rock in the South that had
gathered so very much moss.

But Mr Chace had heard of Father Brown, and his tone faintly
changed, as towards a celebrity. The interviewing instinct awoke,
tactful but tense. If he did try to draw Father Brown, as if he
were a tooth, it was done with the most dexterous and painless
American dentistry.

They were sitting in a sort of partly unroofed outer court of
the house, such as often forms the entrance to Spanish houses. It
was dusk turning to dark; and as all that mountain air sharpens
suddenly after sunset, a small stove stood on the flagstones,
glowing with red eyes like a goblin, and painting a red pattern
on the pavement; but scarcely a ray of it reached the lower bricks
of the great bare, brown brick wall that went soaring up above
them into the deep blue night. Flambeau’s big broad-shouldered
figure and great moustaches, like sabres, could be traced dimly
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TanHa otua BpayHa

CaBOCTbh, MOPTHUBINIAA €r0 U3BICKAHHYIO PeUb, U CJIUIIKOM OJIM3KOe
3HAKOMCTBO C €BpPONENCKUMM JocTompumedareabHocTAMHU. [la,
aT0 ObLI cam I'paugucon Yeiic u3 BocTroma, amMepuKaHCKUI IyTe-
IITeCTBEeHHUK, OTABIXAIOINININ OT IIyTEIIeCTBUH B TOUHO TAKOM JKe
3aMKe Ha TOYHO TaKOM ’Ke XO0JMe. 3ech, B CBOEM IIOMEeCThe, OH
HacJakJajicsa *KU3HBIO M CUMTAJ CBOETO PAAYIIIHOI'O cocela OTHOM
W3 MEeCTHBIX ApeBHocTeii. V160 Pramb0, KaK MBI yKe TOBOPUJIH,
YAAJI0Ch TJIYOOKO IIYCTUTDH B 3¢MJII0 KOPHU, 1 Ka3aJI0Ch, UTO OH IIPO-
BeJI BeKa cpelu CBOMX BUHOTPATHUKOB U CMOKOBHUIT. OH BHOBH Ha-
3BIBAJICA CBOMM HacToOAIUM uMeHeM — J[0pok, n6o «®@aam60», TO
ecTb «(haxea», OBLIO TOJBKO IICEBAOHUMOM, IO KOTOPBLIM TaKue,
KaK OH, BeQyT BOMHY C OOIIIECTBOM.

OH o0okaJ JKeHy U JeTei, U3 AOMY YXOAWJ TOJHKO Ha 0XO-
Ty W KasajCsi aMePUKAHCKOMY IIyTeIleCTBEHHUKY BOILJIOIIeHUEM
TOM pecmeKTabe/IbHON KU3HEePAJOCTHOCTH, TOW Pa3syMHOI JII0OBU
K IOCTAaTKY, KOTOPYIO aMepPUKAaHIbI IPU3HAIOT U IOYUTAIOT B Cpe-
IN3eMHOMOPCKUX Hapomax. KaMeHb, IpuUKaTUBINUiicA ¢ 3amana,
OBLJI paj OTAOXHYTH BO3JIe IO}KHOTO KaMHsA, KOTOPHI# ycmesa obpa-
CTU TAKUM MBIIITHBIM MXOM.

Muctepy Yelicy nmoBesoch cablliaTh 0 BpayHe, u OH 3aroBo-
PUJI ¢ HUM OCOOBIM TOHOM, K KOTOPOMY IIpm0eraj Ipu BCTpede co

3HaMEeHUTOCTAMU. VHCTUHKT MHTEPBbIOEpa — CHOep:KaHHBIN, HO
HEeYKPOTHUMBIIT — mpocHyJca B HeM. OH Buenuca B BpayHa, Kak
UL B 3y0, — HaJI0 NpU3HATh, abCOJIOTHO 0e3 60 1 CO Bceit

JIOBKOCTBIO, CBOMCTBEHHOU aMEPUKAHCKUM JaHTHUCTAM.

OnHu cuzeau BO ABOPHUKe, oA HaBecoM (B McmaHuu yacTo BXO-
IAT B JIOM uYepe3 HAIMOJOBMHY KPBITbIe BHYTPEHHUE IBOPUKH).
Cmepkaiock. ITocie 3akaTa B ropax cpasy CTAaHOBUTCA XOJIOMHO, U
IIOTOMY 37IeCh CTOsJIa HeOOJbInasa Ieuka, MUTasd KPACHBIM IJIa30M,
CJIOBHO THOM, ¥ PHUCYS Ha ILIOCKUX IJIUTaX paeloinue y3opbl. Ho Hu
OJIMH OTCBET OTHSA He AOCTUTraJ JaskKe HMMKHUX KHUPIINUYE BLICOKOM
TOJION CTeHBI, YXOAUBIIIE HaJg HUMHU B TeMHO-CHHee He0o. B moiy-
MpaKe CMYTHO BBIPHUCOBBLIBAJINCH IIIUPOKKE ILJI€UYN U OOJBINNE, KakK
cabsu, ycbl @ram60, KOTOPLIN TO U [EJI0 MOAHUMAJICS, AN U3



The Secret of Father Brown

in the twilight, as he moved about, drawing dark wine from a
great cask and handing it round. In his shadow, the priest looked
very shrunken and small, as if huddled over the stove; but the
American visitor leaned forward elegantly with his elbow on his
knee and his fine pointed features in the full light; his eyes shone
with inquisitive intelligence.

“l can assure you, sir,” he was saying, “we consider your
achievement in the matter of the Moonshine Murder the most
remarkable triumph in the history of detective science.”

Father Brown murmured something; some might have
imagined that the murmur was a little like a moan.

“We are well-acquainted,” went on the stranger firmly, “with
the alleged achievements of Dupin and others; and with those of
Lecoq, Sherlock Holmes, Nicholas Carter, and other imaginative
incarnations of the craft. But we observe there is in many ways,
a marked difference between your own method of approach and
that of these other thinkers, whether fictitious or actual. Some
have spec’lated, sir, as to whether the difference of method may
perhaps involve rather the absence of method.”

Father Brown was silent; then he started a little, almost as if
he had been nodding over the stove, and said, “I beg your pardon.
Yes. Absence of method... Absence of mind, too, I’m afraid.”

“I should say of strictly tabulated scientific method,” went
on the inquirer. “Edgar Poe throws off several little essays in a
conversational form, explaining Dupin’s method, with its fine
links of logic. Dr Watson had to listen to some pretty exact
expositions of Holmes’s method with its observation of material
details. But nobody seems to have got on to any full account of
your method, Father Brown, and I was informed you declined the
offer to give a series of lectures in the States on the matter.”

“Yes,” said the priest, frowning at the stove, “I declined.”
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TanHa otua BpayHa

00UYKM T€MHOE BUHO UM Pa3JUBAJ ero B 60Kaabl. CBAIIEHHUK, CKJIO-
HUBINUICA HaJ MEeUYKOl, Kasajcs COBCEM MaJeHbKUM B €ro TeHU.
Amepukamer JJOBKO HArHyJICA BIIEPe, OIEPIINCEH JOKTEM O KoJie-
HO; eT0 TOHKOEe, OCTPOe JIUII0 OBLI0 OCBEIeHO, IJia3a Mo-IIPeKHEeMY
CBEPKAJU YMOM U JIIOOOIIBLITCTBOM.

— Cwmero 3aBepuUTh Bac, C3P, — TOBOPHJI OH, — UTO Ballle yua-
CTUe B paccjelOBaHUM YOUIMCTBA UeJIOBeKa 0 IBYX 00pPoJax — OMHO
W3 BeJIMYAAIMINX JOCTUIKEHUI HAYYHOT'O ChICKA.

Oren; BpayH mpo6opMoOTaJ YTO-TO HEBHATHOE, a MOXKET ObITh,
3aCTOHAJ.

— MsI 3HAKOMBI, — IIPOAOJIIKAJI aMePUKaHeIl, — C JOCTUKe-
Huamu [iomena, Jlekoka, Illepsoxka Xosmca, Huka Kaprepa u
MIPOYUX BBIMBIILICHHBIX CHIITUKOB. HO MBI BUAMM, UTO BAIll METOJ,
OUYeHb OTJINYAETCA OT METOAOB APYTIUX NeTeKTUBOB — KaK BBIMBIIII-
JIEHHBIX, TaK U HAcCTOAIUX. Koe-KTO Maske BBICKA3bIBAJI IIPEJIIO-
JIOJKEeHUe, UTO y Bac IPOCTO HET METOAA.

Oren; BpayH nmomoJsiuasi, IOTOM CJIETKa IIEBEJBLHYJICA WUJIN IIPO-
CTO MOJBUHYJICA K MeUKe U CKasas:

— IIpocture... da. Her merona... Boioch, UTo y HUX HET pas-
yma.

— {1 mmen B BUAY CTPOTO HAYYHBIN METOX, — IIPOJOJIXKAJ €T0
cobecemHuK. — Iarap Ilo B ONpeBOCXOAHBIX AUAJIOTAX IMOSCHUJ
meton [[fomeHa, BCIO IPEJIECTb €r0 KeJe3HOU JIOTUKU. [[oKTOpy
Barcony mpuxoausioch BBICJHYIIIMBATH OT XOJMCAa BEChbMa TOUHBIE
pPa’sbACHEHUS C YIIOMMHAHNEM MeJibuanmux aetaseii. Ho BbI, oTerr
BpayH, KakeTcsda, HUKOMY He OTKPBLLIM Ballledl TaiiHbI. MHE T'OBO-
PHUJIU, YTO BBl OTKA3AJUCh YUTATh B AMepUKe JIEKIIUU Ha 3Ty TEMY.

— Jla, — OTBETWJI CBAINEHHUK, XMYPO IJIALS HA MEeUYKY, — OT-
KasaJcs.

11



The Secret of Father Brown

“Your refusal gave rise to a remarkable lot of interesting
talk,” remarked Chace. “I may say that some of our people are
saying your science can’t be expounded, because it’s something
more than just natural science. They say your secret’s not to be
divulged, as being occult in its character.”

“Being what?” asked Father Brown, rather sharply.

“Why, kind of esoteric,” replied the other. “I can tell you,
people got considerably worked up about Gallup’s murder, and
Stein’s murder, and then old man Merton’s murder, and now
Judge Gwynne’s murder, and a double murder by Dalmon, who
was well-known in the States. And there were you, on the spot
every time, slap in the middle of it; telling everybody how it was
done and never telling anybody how you knew. So some people
got to think you knew without looking, so to speak. And Carlotta
Brownson gave a lecture on Thought-Forms with illustrations
from these cases of yours. The Second Sight Sisterhood of
Indianapolis —”

Father Brown was still staring at the stove; then he said quite
loud yet as if hardly aware that anyone heard him, “Oh, I say.
This will never do.”

“I don’t exactly know how it’s to be helped,” said Mr Chace
humorously. “The Second Sight Sisterhood want a lot of holding
down. The only way I can think of stopping it is for you to tell us
the secret after all.”

Father Brown groaned. He put his head on his hands and
remained a moment, as if full of a silent convulsion of thought.
Then he lifted his head and said in a dull voice, “Very well. I must
tell the secret.”

His eyes rolled darkly over the whole darkling scene, from the
red eyes of the little stove to the stark expanse of the ancient wall,
over which were standing out, more and more brightly, the strong
stars of the south.

12



TanHa otua BpayHa

— Bair oTkas BbI3BaJ Maccy TOJKOB! — moaxBaTuia Yeiic. —
Koe-xTo y Hac roBopmJI, 4TO BAIIl METOJ HEJb3s O0bACHUTD, IIOTO-
MY 4TO OH 60JIbITIe, YeM MeTo/. ['oBOpmaM, UTO BaIlly TaWHY HEJNIb35d
PacKpHITh, TAK KaK OHA OKKYJbTHAA.

— Karas ona? — mepecmnpocui orer BpayH JOBOJIBHO XMYpPO.

Hy, HenmoHATHAA IJId HEIIOCBAIIEHHBIX, — MOoACHUJ Yeiic. —
Hanmo Bam ckasaTh, y Hac B IllTarax Kak cjJaeayeT IOJOMAaJU
ronoBy Haj youiictBom Iannymna u Illreiina, m Hajn youiicTBOM
crapuka MepToHa, u HaJg yOUICTBOM cyAbu I'BUHHA, U HaJ ABOI-
HBIM IIpecTyijaeHueM [[aamMoHa. A BBI Bcerja IIOMagaju B CAMYIO
TYITy ¥ pacKpbIBadu TaliHy, HO HUKOMY He TOBOPHUJHU, OTKYyIa
BaM BCe M3BeCTHO. ECcTeCcTBEHHO, MHOTHE PEIINJIN, UTO BbI, TaK
CKasaTh, Bce 3Haere He raansa. Kapaorra BpayHcon uiirmocTpu-
poBaJjia SIH304aMU W3 Ballledl NeATeJIbHOCTH CBOIO JIEKI[UIO O
dopmax muinmeHuA. A «O0IIecTBO cectep-ayxoBuauily B MH-
IVMAaHATIOJIUCE. ..

Oren; BpayH Bec elre riasamges Ha IIeYKYy, HAaKOHEI[ OH CKasaJ
TPOMKO, HO TaK, CIOBHO €r0 HUKTO He CJIBIIIAJ:
— Ox! K uemy 5T07?!

— 9TOMY ropio He IIOMOJKeIIb! — H0OPOAYIIIHO YIBIOHYJICT MU-
crep Yetic. — V¥ HaImuMx JyXOBUAUI XBaTKa KejesHas. [lo-moemy,
XOTHUTE IIOKOHYUTEL C OOJITOBHE — OTKPOIiTe Ballly TalHY.

Orer;, Bpayn mymuo B3moxuyJs. OH YPOHWJI I'OJIOBY Ha PYKH,
CJIOBHO €My CTaJIO TPYAHO AyMaTh. II0TOM HOIHSJI IOJIOBY U TJIYXO0
CKasaJ:

— Xoporro! I oTKporo TaiiHy.

On o06BeJl MIOTEeMHEBIINMH TJIa3aMU TeMHeIOIU;I/Iﬁ ABOPDUK — OT

0arpoBBIX TIJIa3 IIeUYKHU J0 ApPEeBHell CTeHbl, Ha KOTOPOHM Bce spue
OJIMCTaNN OCTIEIUTEIbHBIE I0KHBIE 3BE3IbI.

13



The Secret of Father Brown

“The secret is,” he said; and then stopped as if unable to go
on. Then he began again and said: “You see, it was I who killed
all those people.”

“What?” repeated the other, in a small voice out of a vast
silence.

“You see, I had murdered them all myself,” explained Father
Brown patiently. “So, of course, I knew how it was done.”

Grandison Chace had risen to his great height like a man lifted
to the ceiling by a sort of slow explosion. Staring down at the
other he repeated his incredulous question.

“I had planned out each of the crimes very carefully,” went on
Father Brown, “I had thought out exactly how a thing like that
could be done, and in what style or state of mind a man could
really do it. And when I was quite sure that I felt exactly like the
murderer myself, of course I knew who he was.”

Chace gradually released a sort of broken sigh.

“You frightened me all right,” he said. “For the minute
I really did think you meant you were the murderer. Just for the
minute I kind of saw it splashed over all the papers in the States:
’Saintly Sleuth Exposed as Killer: Hundred Crimes of Father
Brown.” Why, of course, if it’s just a figure of speech and means
you tried to reconstruct the psychology —”

Father Brown rapped sharply on the stove with the short pipe
he was about to fill; one of his very rare spasms of annoyance
contracted his face.

“No, no, no,” he said, almost angrily; “I don’t mean just a figure
of speech. This is what comes of trying to talk about deep things.
What’s the good of words?.. If you try to talk about a truth that’s
merely moral, people always think it’s merely metaphorical. A real
live man with two legs once said to me, ‘I only believe in the Holy
Ghost in a spiritual sense.” Naturally, I said, ‘In what other sense
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TanHa otua BpayHa

— Taiina, — HaYaJ OH ¥ 3aMOJIYAJ, TOUHO He MOT IPOJOJIKAaTh.
IToTom cobpajica ¢ cuiamMu U ckasaj. — IloHmMaeTre, BceX dTHUX
JII0Jei yOuJI A caM.

— Yrt0? — cHaBJeHHBIM I'0JOCOM cIipocus Yeiic.
— f cam yOmJa Bcex 9THX JIOJEi, — KPOTKO IMOBTOPUJ OTEI]
Bpaya. — Bor a u 3HaJ, Kak Bce OBLIO.

T'psrgucon Yeiic BBIIPAMUJCA BO BeCh CBOM OTPOMHLIN poOCT,
CJIOBHO HMOIOPOIIIeHHBIN MeJJIeHHBIM B3pbIBOM. He cBoAs ri1as ¢ co-

OecelHUKA, OH eIlle pa3 CIPOCUJ HEJOBEPUUBO: Yro?
— § TmaTesbHO MOATOTOBUJ KasKAOe IIPECTyIIeHue, — IIPO-
mosekas orert Bpayu. — f ymopHo aymaJ HaJ TeM, KaK MOXKHO CO-

BEPIINTh €r0, B KAKOM COCTOSHHUU HOJI’KEH OBbITh UeJOBEK, UTOOBI
ero cOBepIIuTh. VI Koraa d 3HaJI, YTO YYBCTBYIO TOUHO TaK JKe, KaK
YyBCTBOBAJI yOUiilia, MHE CTAHOBUJIOCH SICHO, KTO OH.

Yeiic IpepbIBUCTO B3TOXHYI.

— Hy u manyranu BBl MeHa! — ckKasan oH. — §1 HA MUHYTY
TIOBEPHUJ, UYTO BHI AEHCTBUTEJIbHO UX moybuBaiu. SI Tak 1 yBuUIEa
SKUPHBIE 3aT0JIOBKY BO BCeX HaImX raserax: «CBIIIUK B cyTaHe —
youiinia. CoTHH KepTB oTiia bpayua». UTo K, 9TO XOpoIIuii 06-
pas. Bbl xoTHTE CKas3aTh, YTO KAMKABIN pa3 MILITAINCH BOCCTAHOBUTD
TICUXOJIOTHIO.

Oren; BpayH cuibHO yaapuJj II0 IIeUYKe CBOeil KOPOTKOU TpyoO-
KO, KOTOPYIO TOJBKO UTO coOupaJicad HabuTh. JIMI0 ero UCKPUBU-
JIOCh, a 9TO OBIBAJIO C HUM OY€Hb PEIKO.

— Her, Her, HeT! — cKasaJ OH UyThb JiU He THeBHO. — Huka-
Koif aTo He ob6pas. Bor uTo moJsiyuaercs, KOTrAa 3arOBOPHUIIE O ce-
presHbIX Bemiax. IIpocto xore He ropopu! CTouT 3aBecTH pedb O
KaKoN-HuOYyAb HPABCTBEHHOI MCTHHE, X BaM Celuac Ke CKaXyT,
YTO BBI BEIpaskaeTech obpasHo. OMuH UesloBeK — HaCTOSAIINil, IBY-
HOTHI — CcKasajJ MHe Kak-To: «§I Bepio B CBarToro lyxa Juiib B Oy-
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