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B.KATAEB
IBETUK-CEMUIIBETHUK
(ompwvi60K)

Kuna geBouka Keus. OmHakapl mociaia eé
Mama B MarasuH 3a Oapankamu. Kynmna XKewns
ceMb 0apaHoK: JABe OapaHKW ¢ TMHUHOM JUTSI TIATIBI,
IBe OapaHKU ¢ MAaKOM JIJIsl Mambl, JBE OapaHKU C
caxapoMm Uit ceOst U OJHY MaJIeHbKYIO PO30BYIO
Oapanky nans Oparuka [laBmuka. Bssa XKewns
CBSI3KY OapaHOK W oTmpaBmiach gqomoi. Mnér, mo
CTOpPOHAM 3€BaE€T, BHIBECKH YUTAET, BOPOH CUUTA-
eT. A TeM BpeMEeHeM C33a/11 MpHUcTajga He3HaKoMast
cobaka J1a Bce OapaHKW OJHY 3a JAPYrod M chelna:
Chella MalUHbI ¢ TMHHOM, IIOTOM MaMHUHBI C Ma-
KOM, TOTOM JKEHHHBI C caxapoM.

[TouyBcTBOBana JKeHs, uTro OapaHKU CTaIn
4yT0-T0 uepecuyp nérkue. OOepHynach, na yx
no31Ho. Mouanka Oontaetcs mycras, a cobaka
MOCJeHIO, po3oByto [laBiaukoBy OapaHOUKy
JoeaacT, 00JIM3bIBACTCS.

— Ax, BpenHas cobaka! — 3akpuuana XKens u
Opocuiacek €€ moroHsaTh. bexana, 6exana, cobaky
HE JIOTHAJA, TOJILKO cama 3abmynuiachk. Buaut —
MECTO COBCEM HE3HAKOMOE, OOJIBIIMX JIOMOB HET,
a cTosAT ManeHbkue nomuku. Mcmyranace JKens u
3amakaiga. BApyr oTkyaa HH BO3BMHUCH — CTa-
py1mIKa.

— JleBouka, JeBOYKA, MOYEMY ThI ILIAYEIIH?
Kenst crapymke Bc€ u pacckazana. lloxanena

V.KATAYEV
RAINBOW FLOWER
(excerpt)
Translated by F.Glagoleva

There was once a girl named Zhenya. One day
her mother sent her to the bakery for some bread
rings. Zhenya bought seven bread rings: two with
caraway seeds for her father, two with poppy
seeds for her mother, two with sugar coating for
herself, and a little pink one for her brother Pavlik.
The bread rings were on a string, just like beads.
Zhenya started hack for home with the string of
bread rings. She walked along looking up and
down, reading the signs on the way, just passing
the time of day.

Meanwhile, a strange dog came up to her from
behind and began eating the bread rings. First it
ate the ones for her father with caraway seeds,
then the ones for her mother with poppy seeds,
then her own two that had sugar coating on them,
Zhenya suddenly felt that the string of bread rings
was very light. She turned around, but it was too
late. There was nothing but the string left in her
hand, and the dog was just swallowing the last
piece of Pavlik's little pink bread ring and licking
its chops.

“Oh, you horrid dog!” Zhenya cried and ran
after it, She ran and ran, but couldn't catch it.
Finally, she got lost. When she stopped, she saw
that she was in a strange place. There were no big

V.KATAEV
THE FLOWER OF SEVEN COLORS
(excerpt)
Translated by C.Hunter and L.Rudova

Once upon a time, there lived a girl called
Zhenya. One day, her mother sent her to the store
to buy some ring-shaped rolls. Zhenya bought
seven rolls: two with caraway seeds for her father,
two with poppy seeds for her mother, two
sprinkled with sugar for herself, and a small pink
glazed one for her little brother, Pavlik. Zhenya
took the bunch of rolls and set off home. She
walked back, gaping around her, reading the signs
on the way, and counting the ravens. Meanwhile,
a strange dog appeared behind her and one after
another snatched the rolls: it ate her father’s with
the caraway seeds, then her mother’s with the
poppy seeds, and then Zhenya’s sugar-sprinkled
rolls. Suddenly, Zhenya realized that the bag with
the rolls had become much too light. She turned,
but it was already too late. The empty bag lay
dangling as the dog, licking its chops, was
finishing the last pink roll bought for Pavlik. “Ah,
you beastly dog!” shouted Zhenya, and set off
after it.

She ran and ran, yet couldn’t catch the dog, and
only got lost. She looked around and realized that
her surroundings were completely unfamiliar;
there were no big houses in sight, only small ones.
Zhenya became frightened and began to cry.
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ctapyiuka JXeHto, npusena e€ B CBOM CaJuK U Io-
BOPHUT:

— Hwuuero, He mnaub, s Tebe momory. [IpaBna,
0apaHOK y MEHS HET W JICHET TOXK€ HET, HO 3aTO
pacTé€r y MEeHsS B CaAUKE OJIMH LIBETOK, HA3bIBAETCS
— IIBETUK-CEMHUIIBETHUK, OH BCE MOXKeT. ThI, o
3HAI0, JIEBOYKA XOPOIas, XOTh U JIIOOUIITL 3€BaTh
no cropoHaMm. S Tebe momapi0  IBETHK-
CEMULBETUK, OH BCE YCTPOHUT.

C 3TUMH ClIOBaMH CTapyIlIKa copBayia C rpsi-
KM ¥ nojiana aeBouke JKeHe oueHb KpacuBbIN 1IBe-
TOK BpOJIe pOMamikud. Y Hero ObUIO CeMb Tpo-
3pauHBIX JIENECTKOB, KaXIbld JAPYroro uBeTa:
KENTHIN, KPACHBIW, 3€JIEHBIN, CUHUNA, OPAHKEBBIN,
¢$uoaeToBBIN U roIyOoH.

— DTOT UBETHK, — CKa3aja CTapylika, — He
npoctoii. OH MOKET UCIHOJIHUTH BCE, YTO ThI 3a-
xouellb. /{1 3TOro Hamo TOJBKO OTOPBAaTh OAUH
U3 JIETIECTKOB, OPOCHUTH €T0 U CKa3aTh:

JleTu, neTu, JIENeCToK,

Uepes 3ama1 Ha BOCTOK,

UYepes cesep, yepes 1or,

Bosspamaiics, cnenas Kpyr.

JIumpe KOCHEMBCS ThI 3EMJIU —

briTh IO-MOEMY BemU.

Bemu, uToOBI cmenanoch TO-TO WU TO-To. U
3TO TOTYAC CHIEIIAETCS.

XKenss BexxknuBO moOIarogapmia CTapymiky,
BBIIILJIA 32 KAIMTKY U TYT TOJIBKO BCIIOMHUJIA, YTO
HE 3HaeT Aoporu 1omMoil. OHa 3axoTesna BEPHYThCS
B CQJIUK U MOMPOCUTH CTapYIIKy, 9TOOBI Ta MPO-

houses there, just very little ones, Zhenya began to
cry. Suddenly an old woman appeared.

“Why are you crying little girl?” she asked.

Zhenya told the old woman what had
happened.

The old woman was sorry for Zhenya, She led
her to her little garden and said; “Don’t cry, 1 will
help you, I don't have any bread rings and 1 don't
have any money either, but there is a very special
flower growing in my garden, it is a rainbow
flower and it can do anything you ask it to. 1 can
see that you are a good girl, even though you are
absent-minded, I will give you the rainbow
flower, and it will help you.”

With these words the old woman picked a very
pretty flower from one of the flower beds. It
looked like a daisy. It had seven petals, but each
one was of a different color. One was yellow, one
red, one blue, one green, one orange, one violet,
and one light blue,

“This is not an ordinary flower.” the old wom-
an said. "It can make any wish come true. All you
have to do is tear off a petal, throw it up in the air,
and say:

Fly, petal oh —

East to West you go.

Then North to South

And turn about.

Touch the ground, do,

Make my wish come true.

Then you say your wish, and it will come

Suddenly,
nowhere.

“Little girl, little girl, why are you crying?”

Zhenya told the old woman everything. The old
woman felt sorry for Zhenya, and led her into her
little garden.

“Don’t cry. I’ll help you. It’s true I don’t have
any ring-shaped rolls or money, but, on the other
hand, there’s a special flower in my garden, a
seven-petaled flower of different colors that’s
capable of anything. I can tell you’re a good girl
despite your absentmindedness. I’ll give you the
flower of seven colors, and it’ll always look after
you.”

With these words, the old woman plucked a
beautiful flower from the flower bed and handed it
to Zhenya. It looked like a daisy. It had seven
pellucid petals, each of a different color: yellow,
red, green, dark blue, orange, violet, and light
blue.

“This is no ordinary flower,” said the old
woman. “It can fulfill any of your wishes. For this
to happen, you need only pluck off one petal,
throw it in the air, and say:

Fly, petal, fly

From west to east,

From north to south.

Return when you ve flown all around.

The second that you touch the ground,

Make true the wish that left my mouth.”

Zhenya thanked the old woman politely, came

an old woman appeared out of
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BOAMIA €€ 10 OMMKHEro MIJIMLMOHEPa, HO HU ca-
IMKa, HU CTapyIlIKH Kak He ObiBano. Yrto genats?
XKenst yxe coOupanach, Mo cBoeMy OOBIKHOBE-
HUIO, 3aIlJIaKaTh, 1ak€ HOC HaMOpUIWIA, Kak rap-
MOIIIKY, /1a BAPYT BCIIOMHMJIA IIPO 3aBETHBIN 1LiBe-
TOK.

— A Hy-Ka, IOCMOTPUM, YTO 3TO 32 ILIBETHK-
CEMUIIBETUK!

Xens nockopee oTopBaia KENTHIH JIENECTOK,
KHMHYJIa €r0 U CKazaja:

JleTu, neTu, JIENeCTOK,

Uepes 3ama1 Ha BOCTOK,

UYepes cesep, uepes 1or,

Bosspamaiics, cnenas Kpyr.

JInmb KOCHEMIBCS ThI 3EMIIU —

BITh I0-MOEMY BEIN.

Benu, utoOb1 g ObU1a fOMa ¢ OapaHkamu!

He ycniena ona 370 cka3arh, Kak B TOT K€ MUT
OYYTHJIACh JIOMa, a B pyKax — CBsI3Ka OapaHoK!

XKens ormana mame GapaHku, a cama TIpo ceost
OyMaeT: «JTO U BIPABIy 3aMe4aTeIbHbIN 1IBETOK,
€ro HENPEMEHHO HaJl0 IOCTaBUTh B CAMYIO KpacH-
BYIO Ba304Ky!»

JKeus Oblna coBceM HeOOBIIAs IEBOYKA, IIO-
TOMY OHa BJI€3JIa HA CTYyJ U MOTAHYJACh 3a JIIO-
OMMOI MaMHHON Ba30YKOM, KOTOpas CTOsIa Ha
CaMOM BEpXHEH IOJIKE.

B 370 Bpewms, Kak Ha rpex, 3a OKHOM IIpoJieTa-
11 BOpoHbI. JKeHe, MOHITHO, TOTYAC 3aXOTEI0Ch
y3HaTb COBEPIIEHHO TOYHO, CKOJBKO BOPOH —
ceMb WM BoceMb. OHa OTKphLIa POT U CTajla CUU-

2

true.

Zhenya thanked the old woman. She went out
of the garden gate and suddenly remembered that
she was lost and didn't know how to get home.
She wanted to turn around and ask the old woman
to take her to the nearest policeman, but both the
little garden and the old woman had disappeared.
What should she do? Zhenya was just about to
start crying, as usual — she even crinkled up her
nose — and then, suddenly, she remembered about
the magic flower.

Zhenya tore off the yellow petal, threw it up,
and said;

“Fly, petal, oh —

East to West you go.

Then North to South

And turn about.

Touch the ground, do,

Make my wish come true,

Make me be hack home again with the bread
rings.”

No sooner were the words out of her mouth
than she was back in her own house, holding a
string of bread rings!

Zhenya gave them to her mother and thought;
“This is really a wonderful flower. I’ll put it in the
prettiest vase we have.”

Zhenya was only a little girl; so she climbed
up on a chair and stretched her hand toward her
mother's favorite vase that stood on the top shelf.
Just then some crows flew by the window. And of

out of the gate, and then all of a sudden
remembered that she didn’t know her way home.
She wanted to return to the garden and ask the old
woman to lead her to the nearest policeman, but
neither the little garden nor the old woman was
there. What was she supposed to do? Zhenya had
already made up her mind to cry, as usual,
scrunching up her nose like an accordion, but
suddenly remembered her cherished flower of
seven colors.

“Well, let’s see what our flower of seven colors
can do!”

Zhenya somewhat hastily plucked the yellow
petal, threw it in the air and said:

Fly, petal, fly

From west to east,

From north to south.

Return when you ve flown all around.

The second that you touch the ground,

Make true the wish that leaves my mouth.

“Make it possible for me to return home with
the rolls!”

No sooner had she finished speaking than she
found herself at home, and in her hands — the
bunch of rolls!

Zhenya handed the rolls to her mother, thinking
to herself:

“This is really and truly a remarkable flower
and I must place it in the most beautiful vase.”

Zhenya was quite a small girl and therefore she
needed to climb onto a chair and stretch up high to
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TaTh, 3aru0as MabIlbl, a Ba304Ka MoJieTesla BHU3 U
— Oarr! — packosonack Ha MEJKHE KyCOUKH.

— To1 onsaTh yTO-TO pazbmiia, TAMa-pactsmnal —
3aKpuyana MaMa u3 KyxHu. — He Moro nu camyro
THOOUMYTO Ba30uKy?

— Her, Her, Mamouka, s HU4Yero He pazouia.
Oto Tebe mocneimanock! — 3akpuyana XKens, a
cama IIOCKOpee OTOpBajla KpPACHBIM JIENECTOK,
Opocuiia ero u mpoIenTania:

— Jletu, netu, JIEMIeCTOK,

Uepes 3amaj1 Ha BOCTOK,

Uepes cesep, uepes 1or,

Bosspamaiics, cnenas Kpyr.

JIumpe KOCHEWBCS ThI 3EMJIU —

briTh IO-MOEMY BemU.

Bemn, yToObl MaMuHA T100MMasi Ba3o4yka CIe-
nanach 1esnas!

He ycnena oHa 3T0 cka3aTh, Kak 4EpeNKH ca-
MU c000ll momom3nu JApyr K Jpyry M CTaju
cpacTaThCsl.

Mawma npubexana u3 KyXHH — [JIs/b, a e€ JIfo-
OunMasi Ba304Ka Kak HU B 4éM He ObIBAJIO CTOUT Ha
CBOEM MecTe. Mama Ha BCAKUU Cllydaid Iorpo3wia
JKene nanplieM u nociana e€ ryjsrh BO I1BOD.

course Zhenya had to know exactly how many of
them there were — seven or eight? She opened her
mouth and began to count on her fingers when—
bang! — the vase toppled off the shelf and crashed
into a thousand pieces.

“My goodness, what a child!” her mother
called angrily from the kitchen. “What have you
broken this time? I hope it's not my favorite vase!”

“Oh, no, Mommie! I didn't break anything!”
Zhenya called back. She quickly tore off the red
petal, threw it up, and whispered:

“Fly, petal, oh —

East to West you go.

Then North to South

And turn about.

Touch the ground, do,

Make my wish come true.

Make Mommie’s best vase whole again!”

No sooner were the words out of her mouth
than the tiny pieces began moving toward each
other and fitting themselves together.

Her mother came in from the kitchen — and
there was her favorite vase sitting prettily on the
top shelf as always. Zhenya's mother shook her
finger at her — just in case, you know — and sent
her out to play in the yard.

reach her mother’s favorite vase, which stood on
the top shelf. At this moment, as if by fate, some
crows flew by the window. Zhenya instantly
wanted to find out precisely how many crows
there were — seven or eight. She opened her mouth
and began to count, bending each finger in turn,
and then — bang! The vase fell to the floor and
shattered into tiny pieces.

“You’ve broken something again, scatterbrain!”
shouted her mother from the kitchen. “Not my
favorite vase?”

“No, no, Mommy, I haven’t broken anything.
It’s your hearing!” shouted Zhenya, plucking the
red petal with the greatest possible haste, throwing
it in the air, and whispering:

“Fly, petal, fly

From west to east,

From north to south.

Return when you ve flown all around.

The second that you touch the ground,

Make true the wish that leaves my mouth.”

“Make Mommy’s favorite vase whole again!”

She had no sooner finished speaking than the
pieces turned into an unbroken vase once more.
Mother ran in from the kitchen, but her favorite
vase was in its place, as always. Just in case,
Mother shook her finger and sent Zhenya to go for
a walk.




