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THE COP AND 
THE ANTHEM

On his bench in Madison 

Square1 Soapy moved uneasily. 
A dead leaf fell onto his arm. 
Winter was coming, and Soapy 
knew that he must make his 
plans. And therefore moved 
unhappily on his seat.

The ambitions of Soapy were 
not very high. He did not dream 
about Mediterranean cruises, or 

1 Madison Square  — Мэдисон-
сквер
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on the Island was what his 
soul wished. Three months of 
assured board and bed1 and 
congenial company seemed to 
Soapy the essence of things 

desirable2.
For years the hospitable 

prison had been his winter 
quarters. And now the time 
had come because, at night on 
his seat in the square, three 
newspapers did not keep out 
the cold. 

So Soapy decided to go to 
prison, and at once began to 
try his fi rst plan. It was usually 

1 board and bed  — еда и кров 
2 essence of things desirable  — 

предел желания
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easy. There were many easy 
ways of doing this. The pleas-
antest was to dine luxuriously 
at some expensive restaurant. 
He ate dinner in an expensive 
restaurant. Then he told them 
he had no money and they 
called a policeman. Nice and 
easy, with no trouble. 

Soapy left his bench and 
walked slowly along the street, 
where Broadway1 and Fifth 
Avenue fl ow together. Up Broad-
way he turned, and halted at 
a glittering café.

Soapy had confidence in 
himself from the lowest but-
ton of his vest upward. He 

1 Broadway  — Бродвей (длин-
ная улица в Нью-Йорке)
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decent and his neat black tie 
had been presented to him by 
a lady missionary on Thanks-

giving Day1. If he could reach 
a table in the restaurant un-
suspected success would be his. 
The portion of him that would 
show above the table would 
raise no doubt in the waiter’s 
mind. He just had to get to a 
table in the restaurant and sit 
down. That was all, because, 

1 Thanksgiving Day  — День 
Благодарения (государственный 
праздник в США, который от-
мечается в четвертый четверг 
ноября; с этого дня начинается 
праздничный сезон, который 
включает в себя Рождество и 
продолжается до Нового года).
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when he sat down, people could 
only see his coat and his shirt, 
which were not very old. No-
body could see his trousers. A 
roasted duck, with a bottle of 
wine, and then cheese, a cup 
of coffee and a cigar. One dollar 
for the cigar would be enough. 
The meat would leave him fi lled 
and happy for the journey to 
his winter refuge.

But when Soapy went into 
the restaurant, the waiter’s 
eye fell upon Soapy’s dirty old 
trousers and decadent shoes. 
Strong and ready hands turned 
him round and helped him out 
into the street again. 

Soapy turned off Broad-
way. So now he had to think 
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walked away from Broadway 

and soon he found himself on 

Sixth Avenue. He stopped in 

front of a shop window and 

looked at it. It was nice and 

bright, and everybody in the 

street could see him. Slowly 

and carefully he picked up 

a stone and threw it at the 

window. The glass broke with 

a loud noise. Soapy stood still, 

with his hands in his pockets, 

and smiled at the sight of brass 

buttons.

“Where’s the man that done 

that?” inquired the offi cer ex-

citedly.
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He stood there with his 
hands in his pockets, and he 
smiled. 

“Perhaps I did,” said Soapy, 
not without sarcasm, but 
friendly.

The policeman’s mind refused 
to accept Soapy even as a clue. 
Men who smash windows do not 
remain to chat with the police 
offi cers. They run away. And just 
then the policeman saw another 
man, who was running to catch 
a bus. So the policeman ran 
after him. Soapy watched for a 
minute. Then he walked away. 
No luck again! Soapy, with dis-
gust in his heart, walked away, 
twice unsuccessful.
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street was a little restaurant. 
Soapy entered. This time no-
body looked at his trousers 
and his shoes. At a table he 
sat and consumed beefsteak, 
fl apjacks, doughnuts and pie. 
He enjoyed his meal, and then 
he looked up at the waiter, 
smiled and said, “I haven’t got 
any money, you know. Now, call 
a cop. And do it quickly, don’t 
keep a gentleman waiting.”

“No cops for you,” said the 
waiter, with a voice like but-
ter cakes and an eye like the 
cherry in a cocktail. “Hey, Con!”

Another waiter came, and 
together they threw Soapy out 
into the cold street. Soapy lay 
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there, very angry. With dif-
fi culty, he arose and beat the 
dust from his clothes. Arrest 
seemed but a rosy dream. The 
Island seemed very far away. 
A policeman who stood before 
a drug store two doors away 
laughed and walked down the 
street.

Five blocks Soapy traveled 
before tried again. This time it 
looked easy. A young woman 
of a modest guise was stand-
ing before a show window, and 
two yards from the window a 
large policeman leaned against 
a water plug1.

1 water plug  — пожарный 
кран
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young woman. He saw that 
the policeman was watching 
him. Then he said to the young 
woman, with a smile, “Why 
don’t you come with me, my 
dear? I can give you a good 
time.”

The policeman was still look-
ing. In a minute she would call 
the policeman. Soapy could al-
most see the prison doors. The 
young woman faced him and, 
stretching out a hand, caught 
Soapy’s coat sleeve.

“Sure, Mike,” she said joy-
fully, “if you buy me a drink. I 
wanted to speak to you sooner, 
but the cop was watching.”
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Poor Soapy walked away 
with the young woman, who 
still held on to his arm. “I’m 
never going to get to prison,” 
he thought. At the next corner 
he shook off1 his companion 
and ran. Slowly, he walked on 
and came to a street with a 
lot of theatres. There were a 
lot of people there, rich people 
in their best clothes. Soapy 
had to do something to get 
to prison. He did not want to 
spend another night on his seat 
in Madison Square. What could 
he do? Then he saw a police-
man near him, so he began 
to sing. He danced, howled, 

1 shook off  — стряхнул 
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the welkin.

The policeman turned his 

back to Soapy and remarked 

to a citizen.

“It’s one of Yale students1, 

celebrating the victory over the 

Hartford College2 in football. 

Noisy; but no harm. We’ve in-

structions not to take them.”

Soapy stopped making a 

noise. How could he get to 

prison? The wind was cold, 

and he buttoned his thin coat 

against the chilling wind.

1 Yale students  — студенты 
Йельского университета

2 Hartford College  — Харт-
фордский колледж
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In a cigar store he saw a 
well-dressed man lighting a 
cigar. His silk umbrella he had 
set by the door on entering. 
Soapy stepped inside, picked 
up the umbrella, and began 
to walk away slowly. The man 
followed hastily.

“My umbrella,” he said, 
sternly.

“Oh, is it?” sneered Soapy. 
“Well, why don’t you call a 
policeman? I took it. Your um-
brella! Why don’t you call a 
cop? There stands one on the 
corner.”

The policeman looked at 
them curiously.

“Of course,” said the um-
brella man  — “that is  — well, 


