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Fiction as a means of teaching
foreign languages
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yr6-To Genépiueecss. Ban SIKOBNEBHY KOBBIPHYJ OCTO-
pOXHO HOXKOM M nowynan nanbuem: «IladTHoe!»
CKasan oH cam npo cebsi: «yTo Obl 3TO Takde OBLIO?»

OH 3acyHyn naabubl ¥ BoiTawma — Hocl.. MBad
SIKOBNIEBHY M PYKM OMYCTIJI, CTaj] NPOTUPATH Iia3a H
WYynaTh: HOC, TOUHO HOC! M ewé, Ka3aaoch, KaK OYATO
4yéii-To 3HaKOMBIH. YiKac usobpasunaca B auué Mpana
SAxoBneBuua. Ho 35ToT yxac Obil HUYTO NMpOTHB He-
roi0BaHusi, Kotopoe oBaaAéno erd Cynpyromwo.

«Cae 510 Thl, 3Bepb, OTPE3aJ HOC?» 3aKpuyana OoHA
¢ rHéBoM. «Mowénnuk! nbsinuua! J cama Ha Tebs
aoHecy mnoanuuu. Pas6éinuk kako6it! Bor yx g or
TPEX 4eNOBEK CABILIANA, YTO Thl BO Bpémsi OpUTbS TaK
TepeOHILb 3a HOCKI, YTO €sie AEPKATCIA».

Ho MBaH $AkoBaeBud Obul HU XuB, HU MEpTB. OH
y3HAJ, 4TO 3TOT HOC ObT He uel Apyrodi, KaK KoJi-
Jéxckoro acéccopat Kosanésa, KoTOporo oH 6pui Kax-
AY10 CEépeny® u BOCKpEeCEHbE.

«Croit, Ilpack6sbst Ocunosua! $I nomoxy erd, sa-
BEPHYBLIM B TPSAMNKY, B YyroJoK: MyCTb Tam MaJj¢HEYKO
MOJIEXKHT; a nocje erd BolHECYy».

«H caywars He xouy! YTo6sl 51 no3Boéuaa y cebd B
KOMHaTe JeXaTbh oTpé3aHHomy HOcy?.. Cyxdps mnoa-
Kapucrtoiit!® 3Hait yméer TOMBKO OGPATBOH BO3WTHL MO
peMHIO, a a6sra cBoerd CKOpPO COBCEM He B COCTOSIHHH
6yaeT MCNONHATH, NOoTacKkywka, Heroasiit! UYrdé6er 4
crana 3a Tebsl OTBeYaTb MOMMUMU?.. AX Tbl, MAYKYH,

OpeBud raynoe! Bou erd! BoH! Hech Kyaa xoOuewb!

yTOOBI A AyXy erd He cabixana!»

MBaH S5lkoBneBuY CTOSJI COBEPIIEHHO KaK YOHUTHIA.
OH ayman, nyman — M He 3HaJj, 4yTo fnoaymarb. «Hépr
erd 3HaeT, Kak 3TO Caénajnocby, CKA3asl OH HAKOHEL,
noyecaB pykoio 34 yxom. «[lbsiH M 9 Buepd BO3Bpa-
TUJICSK, WJIM HET, yX HaBépHOe CKas3aTbh He mory. A mo
BCEM MNpPUMETAM JOKHO ObITb MPOUCLIECTBHE HeCOKl-
TOUYHOe: MO0 xneb — aéno neyéHoe, a HOC COBCEM He
T0. Huuerd He pasbepy!..» BaH SKoBJeBUY 3aMOJIYA.
MpICAB O TOM, YTO NMOJHMUEACKHE OTBIULYT y Herd HOC
W 00BUHAT erd, mpuBend erd B COBeplUEHHOe Oecna-

poked it carefully with the knife and felt it with his finger.
“Solid!”’ he said to himself. “What could it be?”

He stuck in his finger and extracted—a nose! Tvan
Yakovlevich was dumbfounded. He rubbed his eyes and
felt the object: a nose, a nose indeed, and a familiar one
at that. Tvan Yakovlevich's face expressed horror. -But this
horror was nothing compared to the indignation which
seized his spouse.

“You beast, where did you cut off a nose?” she shouted
angrily. “Scoundrel! drunkard! I’ll report you to the police
myself. What a ruffian! I have already heard from three
people that you jerk their noses about so much when shav-
ing that it’s a wonder they stay in place.”

But Ivan Yakovlevich was more dead than alive. He
recognized the nose as that of none other than Collegiate
Assessor Kovalyov, whom he shaved every Wednesday
and Sunday.

“Hold on, Praskovya Osipovna! I shall put it in a corner,
after I've wrapped it in a rag: let it lic there for a while,
and later I'll take it away.”

“I won’t even hear of it. That I should allow a cut-off
nose to lie about in my room? You dry stick! All he knows
is how to strop his razor, but soon he’ll be in no condition
to carry out his duty, the rake, the villain! Am I to answer
for you to the police? You piece of filth, you blockhead!
Away with it! Away! Take it anywhere you like! Out of my
sight with it!”

Ivan Yakovlevich stood there as though bereft of senses.
He thought and thought-—and really did not know what
to think. “The devil knows how it happened,” he said at
last, scratching behind his ear with his hand. “Was I drunk
or wasn't I when I came home yesterday, I really can’t
say. Whichever way you look at it, this is an impossible
occurrence. After all, bread is something baked, and a
nose is something altogether different. 1 can’t make it out
at all.”

Ivan Yakovlevich fell silent. The idea that the police
might find the nose in his possession and bring a charge
against him drove him into a complete frenzy. He was al-

3. pyxkm onyctha. Literally, “dropped his hands,” that is,
“lost his heart.” A symbolic gesture of despair (cp. note

38 to Pushkin).



A Monfice, He TOBOpHATe JNIIHEroO,
KaK I3bIYHHKH: H60 OHH AYMAIOT, UTO
B MHOroCIOBHHM CBOEM 6YAyT yCIbl-
mansi. He ynomo6asiiitech uM: 16o
3naer Otény Bam, B 4éM BbI uMéeTe
HYXAY, Opéxcae Biuiero NPOLIEHHS Y
Heré.

(Marg. VL. 1, 8).

Hnbm Ha kopabaé apxmepéit' U3 ApxdHnresascka-roépo-
ga B CoaoBéukue.? Ha ToM xe KopabGaé mIBLIH
6oroméabubl K yroaHukam.? Bérep Obl1 nonyTHbIM,
noréaa ficCHasi, He Kauano.* BoromMoOJbLUbl — KOTOpbIE
NEeX AU, KOTOpble 3aKyCbIBAIH, KOTOPbIe CHAEIH Kyd-
KamMu — OecénoBanu Apyr € ApyxkKoi. Beiuen u apxu-
epéit Ha nanyOy, cTaa XOANUTb B3aJ M Brepén Nno Mocry.
IMopomén apxuepéit Kk HOCY, BAAUT, cOOpasach Kyuka
HapoAy. Myxxuubk nokasbiBaeT 4TO-TO PyKOH B MOpe
M roBOpHT, a Hap6n caywaer. OcTaHOBHJCS apxuepéH,
NMOCMOTPEéJ, KyAA TMNOKA3bIBAA MYXHYOK: HUYErd He
BULHO, TOJbKO MOpe Ha cOaHue Oaectut. Ilopowén
noGamxe apxuepéil, CTajJ NPUCAYWHBATHLCA. YBHILAN
apxuepést MyXHUOK, CHSJ IIANKY M 3aMOAYAN. YBHAAN

W HapOj apxuepési, TOXe CHsMW LIANKH, NOYTEHbE CAe-
JAanu.

— He crecnsifitech, 6paTupl, — CKkas8ix apxuepéil.

— 4 TbéHxe mnocnywiaTe HORELEA, WTO Thbi, AOOpPBIA
YeJIOBEK, pacCKa3biBaellb.

— Jla BOT npo CTapueB’ Ham pei6auék paccKasbl-
BaJ, — CKasaJs OAMH Kynél nocmenée.

— Y16 npo crapues? — cnpocua apxuepéit, noro-
wén K OO0pTY M npucéa Ha SiuK. — PacckaxXu ¥ MHe,
A nocayuiaio. Yte Thl nexasbiBaa?

But when ye pray, use not vain repetitions,
as the heathen do: for they think that they
shall be heard for their much speaking. Be
not ye therefore like unto them: for your
Father kuoweth what things ye have need
of, before ye ask Him.

Matt. vi. 7, 8.

A Bishop was sailing from the city of Arkhangelsk to
the Solovetsky Islands. On the same vessel there were
pilgrims sailing to visit the holy shrines. The wind was
favorable, the weather fair, the sea smooth. The pilgrims
—some were lying down, some having a bite to eat, some
sitting in groups—were talking to each other. The Bishop,
too, came out on deck, began to pace the bridge. He
approached the bow, saw a group of people gathered to-
gether. A peasant was pointing out something in the
sea and speaking, and the people were listening. The
Bishop stopped, looked where the peasant was pointing:
there was nothing to be seen, only the sea gleaming in
the sun. The Bishop came closer, began to listen. The
peasant saw the Bishop, took off his cap and fell silent.
The people also saw the Bishop, also took off their caps,
paid their respects.

“Don’t mind me, friends,” said the Bishop. “I have
also come to hear what you, good man, are telling them.”

“This fisherman was telling us about the hermits,” said
one merchant who was bolder than the others.

“What about the hermits?” asked the Bishop, came up
to the rail and sat down on a box. “Tell me, too, I'll listen.
What were you pointing at?”

6. crapuni. Literally, “elders”;

in a hermitage.

often used of monks living



