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Danny Boy (mweiit JIpaau: “/IpHEN, Maabuuk /Moii/”)

So | work at this diner (urak, s padoTaro B 3TO¥ 3akycounoi; diner /amep./ —
manenvkutl pecmopanquk, saxycounas). It’s called Wee Willie’s (on naswiBaeTcs
“Kpomka Ywimu”; wee /ycmap./ — manenvkuil, Kpowka, pebenok). It’s got a big

neon sign (y Heé ecTh OoJiblliasi HEOHOBas BbIBeCKa; Sign [sain] — swak, cumeor,


http://www.franklang.ru/

evigecka) rising up from the roof (BosBeimaromasics = komopas 6036vluaencs Haj
KphIIIeit; to rise up — ecmasams, noonumamucsi, evicumocs). A bright red crab with
a movie star’s smile (spxuii kpacHblii Kpad ¢ yiaplOKoi kuHO3BE3/b1). ON the front
door (na nepemneii / BxoHoit nepu), the same crab holds up a skillet (toT >xe cambrii
Kpab aepxut ckoBopoay; to hold up — deporcams 6 pykax, noonumams nao 2010601i)
that says (Ha koTopoit Hamucano: “koTopas rooput / riacut”’) “Best Darn Seafood.
24/7 (“YepToBCKH XOpOIIWE MOPENPOAYKTHI’; darn /fycunum./ — uepmos,
npoknsmelil;  uepmoscku). I’s true (sro mnpasma). The seafood is fresh
(mopenpoaykTel cBexwue). We’re two blocks from the Mississippi Sound (mbr /B/
JBYX KBaprajiax oT Muccucunu-cayua;, Mississippi Sound [misi'sipi saund] — ycmwe
peku Muccucunu). You can smell the salt (maxmer conbio: “Thl MOXKEIIb MOYYSIThH

COJIB ).

So I work at this diner. It’s called Wee Willie’s. It’s got a big neon sign rising up
from the roof. A bright red crab with a movie star’s smile. On the front door, the
same crab holds up a skillet that says “Best Darn Seafood. 24/7.” It’s true. The
seafood is fresh. We’re two blocks from the Mississippi Sound. You can smell the

salt.

Tonight you can’t smell anything (cerojnst Bedepom He maxHeT HU4eM), because
it’s raining like hell (moTomy uTo 1016 JbeT Kak U3 Bespa; like hell — “xax 6 a0y ”,
30. — uepmoscku cunvro), the night warm (wous Teruias), the thunder booming
merrily above the dark mansions lining the Sound (rpom Beceno rpoxouer Haj
TEMHBIMH OCOOHSIKAMH BJOJb /Oepera/ ycTbs; mansion ['meenfon] — nomecmoe,
00U O0M, 0COOHAK, to line — ouepuusams, OKAUMIAMb, CMOSAMb / HAXOOUMbCSL
6 ps10, 60onb we2o-i.). | can picture the trawlers (s mory napucosarts = npedcmasume
cebe tpaynepbl) and shrimpers (1 cyna ais J0BiAM KpeBeTok; Shrimp — kpesemka)
and Sabots (i mapycubie noaku; Sabot — mun oonomecmnozo napycnozo cyona) and
Boston Whalers (1 katepa; Boston Whaler — mun nebonvuoco xamepa) swinging at

their moorings (mstiimynue y npuyana; to swing — xawamscs, 6oamamucsi, X00umo



XOOYHOM, MOOYINGg — MeCcmo CMOSHKU / weapmosKku cyoos, npuuan), given just
enough slack (mpuBsizanHbIe m0ocTaTouHO cBOOOIHO; tO give smth slack — oasamw
60000y, ocmasnsms npocmop) to swing with the circling wind (uro0Obr kauaTbes Ha
xomsiiem kpyramu Betpy). The folks who live here know the water (o, koTopbie

KUBYT 3/I€Ch, 3HAIOT BOJY / PEKY).

Tonight you can’t smell anything, because it’s raining like hell, the night warm,
the thunder booming merrily above the dark mansions lining the Sound. I can picture
the trawlers and shrimpers and Sabots and Boston Whalers swinging at their
moorings, given just enough slack to swing with the circling wind. The folks who

live here know the water.

Mr. Lawrence is too cheap to put up rain gutters (Mucrtep JlopeHc ciuikom
CKYIIO#, YTOOBI YCTAHOBUTH BOJIOCTOKH; Cheap — dewesulil, 6i00xcemublil, cKynoi /o
yenoseke/; 10 put up — ycmanasnusamo, nomewams, npucmpausams). Sheets of
water run down the plate-glass window (rmoToku Bojbl OCT'YT MO0 OKOHHOMY CTEKIIY;
sheet — npocmuins, aucm, ciou;, 30. — cnaoOwiHol nomox 600w, plate glass —
nucmosoe cmexno). It’s kind of claustrophobic (310 /BbI3BIBacT/ 9TO-TO BpOJIE
kiaycrpododun; claustrophobic [ kio:stra Tobikl] — knayempogo6, zamxnymeiil,
mecHhwll /0 npocmpancmee/). Makes it hard to breathe (cranosurcs TpyHO JIbIIIATE).
I’ve always been a little scared of the water (st Bceria HemHoro Gosiicst Bojibl), Which
Is pretty funny given my upbringing (urto oueHb 3a0aBHO, YYHMTBHIBAs, MOE
MIPOUCXOK/IEHNUE = TJie 51 BBIpoC), but that’s the way it is (HO Tak y» OHO ecTh; a way
— 0bpas, cnocob,; nonodcenue seweil). I know it’s a disappointment to some (51 3Haro,
4TO 3TO pa3oyapoBaHHWE IS HEKOTOPBIX; disappointment [ disa pomtmant] —

paszouaposamue, 00cadd. HeNPUsIMHOCMb).

Mr. Lawrence is too cheap to put up rain gutters. Sheets of water run down the

plate-glass window. It’s kind of claustrophobic. Makes it hard to breathe. I’ve always



been a little scared of the water, which is pretty funny given my upbringing, but that’s

the way it is. [ know it’s a disappointment to some.

It’s a Tuesday, a little past 3 a.m. (cerojHs BTOpHUK, YETBEPTHII Yac yTpa: “4yTh
nozke Tpex uacor”), SO the diner is d-e-a-d dead (mosTomy 3akycouHas mMepTBa = B
Hell Her Hu aymin). It’s just me (31ech Tonbko ), the cook (mosap), and a bunch of
empty booths and barstools (n Heckonbko TycThIX KaOWHOK W OapHBIX CTYIIBEB;
bunch — epynna, kyuxa, nabop; booth — rxabunxa, 6yoxa). Silverware’s laid out neat
at the counter seats (cromoBble TIPUOOPHI aKKypaTHO DPAa3JIOKEHBI MO MECTaM Ha
cTolike; Silverware — cmonosoe cepebpo, cmonosvie npubopwi; to lay out —
packnaovieams, nakpoieams na cmoi) (thank you, me (cacubo mue)), and, just back
from the counter (a mpsimo 3a croiikoii), stacks of clean plates (cromku uucThIX
tapesok) rest on gleaming stainless steel shelves (moxositcst Ha CBEpKAIOMINX TOJIKAX
U3 HeprKaBeroleil craiu; 0 rest — omowixams, nokoumscs, pasmewamocs) (thanks

again, me (emre pas criacu0o MHe)).

It’s a Tuesday, a little past 3 a.m., so the diner is d-e-a-d dead. It’s just me, the
cook, and a bunch of empty booths and barstools. Silverware’s laid out neat at the
counter seats (thank you, me), and, just back from the counter, stacks of clean plates

rest on gleaming stainless steel shelves (thanks again, me).

Behind the shelves, the grill’s quiet (3a mosikamu TpuJIb = Kyx#Hs MOJYUT). The
cook, an old man named Richard Peeters (rosap, crapuk no umenu Puuaps [Tutepc)
who has been here almost as long as the Mississippi Sound (koTopslii 37ech MOYTH
TaK e JIaBHO, KaK yCcThe MuUCCUCHIIN = ucnokon eexos), is asleep in his director’s
chair (criut B cBOEM JupekTopckom kpecie). The chair was given to him as a joke,
but it’s no joke (kpecio momapuiu emy B IIYTKY, HO 3TO He IIyTKa). The man can
cook (aToT uenoBek ymeer rotoBuTh). He pretty much makes the place (na nem

(haKTHYIECKH JICPIKUTCS 3TO MECTO: “‘OH IOYTH JICNIaeT / CO3AaCT 3TO MECTO”).



Behind the shelves, the grill’s quiet. The cook, an old man named Richard
Peeters who has been here almost as long as the Mississippi Sound, is asleep in his
director’s chair. The chair was given to him as a joke, but it’s no joke. The man can

cook. He pretty much makes the place.

Most often, | work the 8 p.m. to 6 a.m. shift (uamie Bcero s padoraio cmeny ¢ 8
Bedepa g0 6 yrtpa). The owner, William Lawrence, says he assigns me the shift
(x03sH, YwuiabsiM JIOpeHC, TOBOPUT, YTO Ha3HA4YaeT MHE 3Ty CMeHy; t0 assign
[2'sam] — npunuceisams, nasnauams) because I’'m one of the few employees
(ToToMy 4TO S OJMH M3 HEMHOTHX COTpYIHHUKOB; employee [im plri:] — pabomnux,
compyonux, cayxcawuit) that doesn’t fall asleep on their feet (kotopsie He 3achInaOT
Ha xoy: “Ha Horax”). | like the shift, and | don’t (Mue /u/ HpaBUTCS Takas cMeHa,
ne upasutcs). | like it because it’s lonely (ona mue HpaButes, moromy 4ToO MycTO /
omunoko = nem mooeir). | don’t like it because it’s lonely (ona mue He HpaBHUTCS,

oTOMY 4TO 0JinHOKO). Maybe you understand (MoxeT ObIT, BBI TOHUMAECTE).

Most often, | work the 8 p.m. to 6 a.m. shift. The owner, William Lawrence, says
he assigns me the shift because I’'m one of the few employees that doesn’t fall asleep
on their feet. I like the shift, and I don’t. I like it because it’s lonely. I don’t like it

because it’s lonely. Maybe you understand.

| got the boom box on (s Bxirounn 6ymboxkc; to get on — 30. exrouums). | told
Mr. Peeters I didn’t have to listen to music if he wanted to sleep (s1 ckazan mucrepy
[Tutepcy, /4T0/ MHE HEe 00s3aTeIBHO CIIYIIATh MY3BIKY, €CJIM OH XOYeT craTh) but he
waved me off and told me go ahead (Ho oH oTMaxHyJICS OT MEHsI ¥ CKa3aJl HAYMHATH
/cayurate/; t0 go ahead — npucmynamo, nauunamo, 6pamvcs 3a oeno), because he
knows how much | love music (motomy uto oH 3HaeT, Kak s 1000 My3bIKY). Right
now I got on Metallica’s Master of Puppets (npsimo ceifuac y MeHsl BKJIFOUeHa /TIECHS

rpynmbl/ “Metammika” “KykmoBon”; puppet — xyxna, mapuonemka). 1 didn’t think



anyone could sleep through Metallica (st He mymai, 9To KTO-HHOYJIH MOMKET CIaTh

o “Metamummky”’), but there you go (Ho BOT moju x ThI).

| got the boom box on. | told Mr. Peeters I didn’t have to listen to music if he
wanted to sleep, but he waved me off and told me go ahead, because he knows how
much I love music. Right now I got on Metallica’s Master of Puppets. I didn’t think

anyone could sleep through Metallica, but there you go.

I walk around, straightening the silverware on the tables (s pacxaxwuaro /mo
3aj1y/, TIOMpaBysisl MPUOOPBI Ha CTONAxX; fo straighten [ 'strert(a)N] — BBIIPSIMIIATS,
pacrpasisiTh, IPUBOANUTE B opsaok). Then | walk back into the kitchen (zatem s uny
oOpatHO Ha KyxHI0) just to make sure Mr. Peeters is still breathing (rpocto /aT06BI/
yoenuthes, uro muctep Ilutepc eme apimut, t0 make sure — ybHedumobcs,
voocmosepumscsi). While I’'m leaning close (korja s HakJIOHSIOCH MOOJMKE /K
Hemy/; to lean — cxnonumoucs, naenymocs) — his breath smells like old cheese (ero
JBIXaHKME TIAXHET CTAapbIM CHIpOM: “Kak crapslii chip”); a poet might say onrushing
death (mosT Mor ObI CKa3aTh, HAJABHUTAIOMICHCS CMEPTHIO; ONFUSh — Hanavie uyecms,
namuck, nacmynienue) — the front door chimes (3esikaet Bxoanas nseps). | look at
my watch (st cmotpro Ha yace). Abilene (316wmun; [‘esbzlm]) is not supposed to be
in for an hour (10DKHA MOSBUTHCS TOJBKO Yepe3 vac: “He JIOJDKHA OBbITh 371eCh /ere/
yac”), but the girl always comes in early when I’'m working (Ho /a>ta/ neByiika

BCETJIa IPUXOJIUT PaHO, KOT/1a sl padoTaro).

| walk around, straightening the silverware on the tables. Then | walk back into
the kitchen just to make sure Mr. Peeters is still breathing. While I’m leaning close —
his breath smells like old cheese; a poet might say onrushing death — the front door
chimes. I look at my watch. Abilene’s not supposed to be in for an hour, but the girl

always comes in early when I’'m working.



Mr. Peeters winks and says she likes visiting with me (mwucrep Ilutepc
MOJIMUTHUBACT W TOBOPUT, YTO OHA JHOOMT HaBemaTh MeHs). Abilene doesn’t wink
(Dibunuu He momuruBaet), but she says she doesn’t usually feel comfortable around
boys her age (HO TOBOpPUT, YTO OOBIYHO OHA HE YyBCTBYET Ce0sl yBEPEHHO C MApHIMHU
ee Bo3pacta; comfortable [ 'kamftabl] — yooouwiii,; cnoxotinwiii, yeepennwiii). She talks
a lot, but I like to listen to her talk (ona MHOro roBopur, HO MHE HPaBUTCS €€
ciymiate). She has a soft voice, like sinking into down (y Hee Tuxwmii Tosoc, Kak
OyATo OOBOJIAKMBAIOIIMIA: “Kak OyATO MorpysKaemibcs B myx”; t0 Sink — mownymeo,
noepyacamscs, nposarueamnocs). Not always good on the graveyard shift (se Bcera

XOpPOIIIO B MEPTBBIN Yac: “‘B KIAAOMIIEHCKYIO CMeHY’; graveyard — xkraoouwe).

Mr. Peeters winks and says she likes visiting with me. Abilene doesn’t wink, but
she says she doesn’t usually feel comfortable around boys her age. She talks a lot, but
| like to listen to her talk. She has a soft voice, like sinking into down. Not always

good on the graveyard shift.

When the door chimes (kxorma sesikaer nBepn), | shut the boom box off (s
BBIKITFOUar0 0ymOokc; to shut off — zaxpuims, 3axnonnyme; evikniouums). Since Mr.,
Peeters can sleep through Metallica (pa3 wmmwmcrep Ilutepc MoxeT cmaTh MO
“Merammuky”), | shout from the kitchen (s kpuuy u3 kyxun).

“Gooooo awaaaaaaay, Abilene! (yxomumuuu, Ditounun!) Christ almighty
(Xpucrtoc Bcemorymuii). Why you always clocking in early (mouemy ThI Bcerma
sBIIsCIIbCS Tak paHo; to clock in — npuiimu / 3acmynume na pabomy)? How the hell
(xax, yept nobepu) are the rest of us supposed to keep up with you (ocranbubie u3
HAC = 6ce ocmanbhble JTOJDKHBI 3a TOOOW yrHatbes;, tO keep up — odocowsime,
oepoicamocs napaesne, msaeamscs)? 1’m thinking maybe I’ll just live here (s nymaro,

MOJKET, MHE HaJI0 MPOCTO >KUTh 3/1€Ch).”

When the door chimes, | shut the boom box off. Since Mr. Peeters can sleep
through Metallica, | shout from the kitchen.



“Gooo0o awaaaaaaay, Abilene! Christ almighty. Why you always clocking in
early? How the hell are the rest of us supposed to keep up with you? I’m thinking

maybe I’ll just live here.”

I’'m walking out with a big smile on my face (s BbIX0Xy /13 KyxHU/ ¢ OOJIBIION =
wupoxotl yapIOKo# Ha JTHIE).

Abilene doesn’t say anything (Dii0mima Hudero He rosoput), but when | push
open the swinging door to the Kkitchen (Ho korga s TONYKOM OTKPBIBAIO
JIBYCTBOPYATYIO IBEPh B KyXHIO; t0 push — mosaxams, omxpeieams 06epb om cebsi)
and step out into the diner (u Brixoxxy B 3ai), the soaking wet man does (HackBo3b
HPOMOKIIHIA My>K4rHa /ToBOpUT/; 10 S0aK — npomoknyme, nponumame, 3amouums).

“l admire Abilene’s work ethic (s Bocxurmiarocs padodeii / npodeccuoHaIbLHOM
3THKOH = mpydonoduem Ditounun; ethic ['e0ik] — sTuka, HpPABCTBEHHOCTB;

npuHLHUIE),” he says (roBopurt oH).

I’m walking out with a big smile on my face.
Abilene doesn’t say anything, but when I push open the swinging door to the
kitchen and step out into the diner, the soaking wet man does.

“I admire Abilene’s work ethic,” he says.

The man is short with wide shoulders (myxunHa KOPOTKHN = HegblCOKULL C
mupokumu ruiedamu). He’s got a mop of white hair (y Hero xomnna 0enbix = cedwvix
BOJIOC; MOP — weabpa,; xonua, kocmsl /o eonocax/) that drops down to sideburns
(koTopasi cryckaercs / noxoaut jo OakenbOapmios), and a big hooked nose (u
OosbiIoN KproukoBaThii HOC). Right now, he’s got a small upturned smile (ceituac y
HETO Ha JIMIC MAaJICHbKas = .Jeckas TONyyibiOka; upturned — npunoowsmeiil,
nosepuymsiii 66epx /30. — 06 yenax pma/). Maybe that’s why I think (MoxeT OBITB,
nostomy MHe kaxkercsi) he looks a little like those dwarves in The Hobbit (/uto/ on
HEMHOI'O0 IIOX0X Ha Tex THOMOB B “Xoo0Oure”; to look like — noxooums,

nanomunams, dwarf [dwo:f] — rapauk, aununym, enom), always a step away from



getting into trouble (Bcerna B ogHOM I1are oT HenpusTHOCTEH; 10 get into trouble —
Haxcums cebe npobdremvl, nabedoxypums). Whatever you might think he looks like
(uto ObI BBl HU JyMaiau o ero BHemHocTh), he’s soaked to the skin (o mpomox 10

HUTKU: “7I0 KOKU).

The man is short with wide shoulders. He’s got a mop of white hair that drops
down to sideburns, and a big hooked nose. Right now, he’s got a small upturned
smile. Maybe that’s why I think he looks a little like those dwarves in The Hobbit,
always a step away from getting into trouble. Whatever you might think he looks

like, he’s soaked to the skin.

| can see through the plate-glass windows enough (MHe m0CTaTOYHO BHUIHO
CKBO3b OKOHHBIC CTekJia) to see there’s no car in the parking lot (uto0sr pasrisaeTs,
YTO Ha MMAPKOBKE HET MAIIIHBI).

He pulls at a sticking sleeve (ou TsHeT npuunaronuii pykas; to stick — xzeums,
JIUNHYMb, 3ACMPESams).

“I’ve been walking in the rain (s ryns1 noj goxaem),” he says (roBoput oH).
“Like Robert Frost (kak PoGept ®@pocT; ['robat frost] /amepukanckuii most, 1874 —
1963/).”

“I have walked out in the rain — and back in the rain (s Bbimien mox 10%ab — U
BEPHYJICS TIOJ AOXKIEM /yumama u3z cmuxomeopenus P. @pocmal),” 1 say (roBopro
s).

He’s surprised (o ymusien). The little mischievous smile goes big (nerkas
JyKaBas yJIbIOKa CTAHOBUTCS INUPOKOH; mischievous [ mistfivaS] — aykaeutil,
WALOBIUBBLIL, O30PHOIL).

“My dad likes Robert Frost (moii mana mro6ut Pobepra dpocta),” I say (roBopro
s).

“I already like your father (mHue yxe HpaButcs TBOU otelr),” the man says
(TOBOPUT MYk YHUHA).

“He’s okay (o Huuero).”



| can see through the plate-glass windows enough to see there’s no car in the
parking lot.

He pulls at a sticking sleeve.

“I’ve been walking in the rain,” he says. “Like Robert Frost.”

“I have walked out in the rain — and back in the rain,” I say.

He’s surprised. The little mischievous smile goes big.

“My dad likes Robert Frost,” I say.

“I already like your father,” the man says.

“He’s okay.”

My dad’s a shrimper, he’s not a poet (Moii mana — Ji0Be1] KPEBETOK, OH HE TI03T).
Don’t get me wrong (ue moiiMuTe MeHs npeBpaTHO; t0 get smb wrong — nonumames
K020-1. HenpasunvHo, npespamno). He thinks a lot (ou muoro pasmsinser). He
named his boat Blessed Assurance (oH Ha3Bas cBoO J0JKy “‘biaxkenHas
yBepennocts” [ blesid o' [var(a)ns]), partly because he knows (otgactu moromy, 4to
suaer) life is anything but (xusep — 49T0 yrogHo, Kpome /OaKeHHOM
yBepernocTr/). You can’t predict anything (usenb3s npejckaszars Hudero; to predict
[prrdikt] — mpeockaszwieams, npocnozuposams, npopouums). \We’ve both learned
this firsthand (mb1 00a y3HaIM 3TO Ha JIMYHOM ombITe: “u3 nepsbix pyk”). When Dad
was young (kxoryia marna Obu1 Mosion), he spent time wandering around Australia (on
npoBen /Hemano/ BpeMeHu Opojist o ABctpanuu; to wander ['wonda] — 6pooume,
ckumamscs), though he never wandered more than a few blocks from the water (xors
OH HUKOT/Ia He 3a0penan OoJbIle / 1ajabille YeM Ha HECKOJIBKO KBapTaJloB OT BOJbI =
om bepeea, block — 30., eopoockoii keapman). For a time (Hekoropoe Bpems), he
worked as a deckhand (ou patoran nanyousiv matpocom) on a long liner out of Port
Macquarie (Ha AIMHHOM = 6oabuiom JaiiHepe u3 moprta Maxkyopu; Macquarie
[ma'kwori] — nopmosuwiii copoook ¢ Ascmpanuu, 6auz Cuones). You can look the

place up to see where it iS (Bel MOXETe HaAlTH 3TO MeCTO /Ha KapTe/, ITOOBI



nmocMoTperb, rae oHo, to look up — wuckame ungopmayuio 6 crosapsix,

CnpaeovYHuKax, Ha KClpI’I’l(lX).

My dad’s a shrimper, he’s not a poet. Don’t get me wrong. He thinks a lot. He
named his boat Blessed Assurance, partly because he knows life is anything but. You
can’t predict anything. We’ve both learned this firsthand. When Dad was young, he
spent time wandering around Australia, though he never wandered more than a few
blocks from the water. For a time, he worked as a deckhand on a long liner out of

Port Macquarie. You can look the place up to see where it is.

One night he’s bored (ogHax /161 HOUBIO eMy /cTano/ ckyuHo), SO he fixes a piece
of meat on this big hook (rmostomy oH remseT kKycok Msica Ha OOJIBIION KPrOYOK; 10
fiX — uunumes, 3axpennams, npuyeniame), Walks to the stern (uzer na kopmy), and
drops it in (1 kumaeT ero B /Boy/; t0 drop — nadames, ponsme, bpocams). He doesn’t
know there’s a white shark (on He 3Haer, uyto Tam Oenas akyina) just under the swim
step (mpsiMo MOJ CTYNEHBKOM JJIs CIyCKa B BOAY: “‘TIABATEIbHOM CTYNEHBKOW ),
drawn there by dinner scraps (npussieueHHas Ty1a 00beIKaMu: “‘OCTaTKaMHU y)KHHA';
scraps — obpuwisku, ouwmemku, ocmamxu) and toilet flushes (u kananuzannoHHBIMU
crokamu: “tyajerHeiMu cimBamu’’). The shark takes the meat, the hook, and the line
(axyna 3arjaTeiBaeT Msico, Kprouok u Jjecky) that’s wrapped around Dad’s hand
(koTopast oOMOTaHa BOKPYT MalMHOMN pyku; t0 Wrap — 3asopauusams, 3aKymuléams,
oomamuleams) in one big gulp (ogaum doasimm rmoTkom). Next thing Dad knows (B
CICAYIONIMN MOMEHT: ‘“‘cleyrolias Belllb, KOTOPYIO 3HaeT mama’), he’s underwater
(on mox Bojoi), corkscrewing (mo crimpanu /HeceTcst BHU3/; COrKSCrew — xpymas
cnupans, wmonop) through burbling midnight (depe3 poxouyiiyto MOJIHOYHYIO
/TeMy/; 10 burble — 6opmomams, nenemamo /o moosx/; scypuams, pokomams /o

800¢/).

One night he’s bored, so he fixes a piece of meat on this big hook, walks to the

stern, and drops it in. He doesn’t know there’s a white shark just under the swim step,



drawn there by dinner scraps and toilet flushes. The shark takes the meat, the hook,
and the line that’s wrapped around Dad’s hand in one big gulp. Next thing Dad

knows, he’s underwater, corkscrewing through burbling midnight.

There are more sharks under the water (o Bosioii erie 6osibiie akys), a lot more
(ramuoro 6osbine), and some of them bump him (1 HekoTopbIe MX HUX TOIKAIOT €ro)
as he shoots through the dark (korma on myneit Mmuurtcs ckBO3b ThMy; tO Shoot —
cmpensamo, necmucs, muamocs nyaei). He must look strange to them (on, momkHO
OBITh, KaxkeTcsi UM cTpanHbiM). Somehow he cuts the line with his knife (koe-kak on
peKeT JIecKy HOxOoM), gets to the surface (BeiOupaercst Ha TTOBepXHOCTH), and SWIims
back to the boat (1 misiBer Hazan k xkopadmo). He didn’t talk for two days (ou ne
pasroBapuBai jia jHs). He told me the story once, and only once (ou pacckazan mHe
/3Ty/ UCTOPHUIO OJUH pa3, U TOJBKO oxuH pa3). Mom told me the part about him not

talking (mama paccka3zaja MHE 4acTh IIPO /TO, YTO/ OH HE pa3roBapHBall).

There are more sharks under the water, a lot more, and some of them bump him
as he shoots through the dark. He must look strange to them. Somehow he cuts the
line with his knife, gets to the surface, and swims back to the boat. He didn’t talk for
two days. He told me the story once, and only once. Mom told me the part about him

not talking.

Thunder rolls through the empty diner (rpom mnpokarbiBaeTcs 10 TyCTOMY
pecropany).

The man waits politely (myxunna Besxsmo xet; politely [pa latli] — seacruso,
nmobesno). | like this (mue ato Hpasutcs). There’s something about him (B Hem ecth
gyro-To Takoe) that makes me feel at home (uro 3acraBnsieT MeHs MOYYBCTBOBAThH =
omue2o s 4y8cmeayio ce0s Kak JoMa).

“l saved all the tables for you (s mpumepskan ais Bac Bce CTOJbI, {0 save —

bepeuw, xpanums, 3anacamy),” | say (roBopro ).



He’s got a happy laugh (y wero Becensrii / cuactimBeiii cmex). Real, like a
dwarf’s (macrosmmii, kak y rHoma). Dwarves laugh a lot (rHomer MHOTO CM™MErOTCS).

Practice makes perfect (npaktuka BeieT K COBEPIICHCTBY = 0elo macmepa 60umcsi).

Thunder rolls through the empty diner.

The man waits politely. I like this. There’s something about him that makes me
feel at home.

“I saved all the tables for you,” I say.

He’s got a happy laugh. Real, like a dwarf’s. Dwarves laugh a lot. Practice makes

perfect.

“How about a table by the window (kak Hacuer ctonuka y okHa)?” he says
(roBoput oH). “When the place fills up (korma sto mecto = obOedenHvlll 3an
3anonuutcs), I’ll move to the counter (s mepebGepych 3a croiiky; t0 move —
osueamwcs, nepemeujamocs, nepeezxcamn).” He looks down at his feet (on cmorpur
BHu3, Ha cBou Horu). His old Dockers stand in two puddles of water (ero crapsie
JIOKepHI (BOJOHENPOHUIIAEMbIE OOTUHKM) CTOSIT B JABYX JIy’KHIIax BoJibl). “I’'m sorry
about the mess (u3BuHu 3a Tpsi3k),” he says (rOBOPUT OH).

“It’s not a problem, (310 He pobnemMa = nuueco cmpauwinozo)” | say (roBopro ).
“We got plenty of mops (y nac nosaxo mBabop), and even a towel for customers (u
naske /ectw/ mojorenie aas nmoceturencii) Who decide to boost their appetite with a
swim first (koropele pematT crnepBa IOIUIaBaTh, YTOOBI HATYJISITH AIIICTHT,
[ ‘eeprtart]).”

He laughs again (o cHoBa cmeeTcs).

“How about a table by the window?” he says. “When the place fills up, I’ll move
to the counter.” He looks down at his feet. His old Dockers stand in two puddles of
water. “I’m sorry about the mess,” he says.

“It’s not a problem,” I say. “We got plenty of mops, and even a towel for

customers who decide to boost their appetite with a swim first.”



He laughs again.

“Well it’s my lucky night (ny, cerogns y Mens ynaunasi Houb),” he says (roBopur
on). He drops into the booth like older people do (on namaer /Ha ctyn/ B kaOuHke,
KaK JIeJaoT rnmoskuisle Jiroaun), as if the happiest thing in the world (kax 6yaro camas
cuacTiMBasi Bellb = jyuuiee deno Ha cBere) IS getting off their feet (mate oTapix
HoraM: “‘cie3Th ¢ Hor”’; to get off — cxooums, cnyckamocs, crezams). Pushing the
hair up from his eyes, he says (oTBojs1 BBepX = yOupas BOJIOCHI OT IJ1a3, OH TOBOPHUT),
“I like a good rain (s 000 XOpoMii A0%b), as long as it’s warm like this one
(ecru OH TEIUTBIN, Kak 3TOT; as long as — 30.. ecau, npu ycrosuu). But | could use
some coffee (1o MHe He moMerano Obl /BRITUTE/ HEMHOKKO Kode). | don’t stay warm
as long as | once did (s mep3ny ObICcTpee, YeM paHble: ‘s He 0CTal0Ch TEIUIBIM TaK
JIOJITO, KaK paHbIie’”).”

“Sure thing (xoneuno),” | say, handing him the menu (rosopio s, npotsruas

emy MeHto; to handle — svr0asamo, pazoasams, epyuams, [ 'menju:]).

“Well it’s my lucky night,” he says. He drops into the booth like older people do,
as if the happiest thing in the world is getting off their feet. Pushing the hair up from
his eyes, he says, “I like a good rain, as long as it’s warm like this one. But I could
use some coffee. [ don’t stay warm as long as I once did.”

“Sure thing,” I say, handing him the menu.

| go and get the coffee and the towel (s uny u npunomry kode u nonorenie). Mr.
Peeters is still sleeping (mucrep Ilurepc mo-npexuemy cnut). | let him be (s
ocrapysito ero B nokoe). If the dwarf doesn’t order something complicated (eciu
CHOM HE 3aKa)KeT 4ero-to ciaoxuoro), | can cook it myself (s cmory npurotoButs 510
/6mom0/ cam).

When | come back, | say (korna s Bo3Bpaiarck, s roBopio), “Sorry about the
yelling (u3BunuTe 3a kpuku; to yell — kpuuams, 6onumo, cpomxo 36ams). It’s just

that we don’t usually get customers at this time (npocro y Hac 00ObIUHO HeET



rmoceTuTenel B 3To Bpemsi). The crabbers have already been in (o1 kpaboB /31eck/
yxe moosiBanm), and the breakfast regulars (a e, kTo perynspro /y Hac/ 3aBTpakaer)
won’t be in for another two hours (ipuayT TosbKO Yepes aBa yaca: “‘He npudym ewe
0sa uaca’”). Abilene’s one of the waitresses (DiiOniarH — oJiHAa U3 O(DHUIIMAHTOK).

And my friend (1 most moapyra).”

| go and get the coffee and the towel. Mr. Peeters is still sleeping. I let him be. If
the dwarf doesn’t order something complicated, | can cook it myself.

When I come back, I say, “Sorry about the yelling. It’s just that we don’t usually
get customers at this time. The crabbers have already been in, and the breakfast
regulars won’t be in for another two hours. Abilene’s one of the waitresses. And my

friend.”

I’m a little surprised that I tell him this (1 HeMHOXKO YIUBIISIOCH, YTO TOBOPIO
€My 3TO).

“It’s nice to have friends (xopor1io umets apy3eit),” he says (rOBOpUT OH).

| wipe my hands on my apron (s BeiTHparo pyku o ¢hapTyk), even though I don’t
have to (xoTst MHe U He Haj0 /ux BeITHPaTh/). I’'m wearing the same dorky apron we
all have to wear (s Homly TOT e caMbIii Jypaukuii (GapTyk, /KOTOpBIH/ MbI BCE
00s13aHBI HOCUTB; dork /2py0./ — npudypox). It’s got the smiling crab on the front (y
Hero criepeau yiblOaroruiics kpad). Under the crab it says (moj kpabom HammcaHo
/roBoputcs), “Get the Crabs at Wee Willie’s (mokymnaiite kpadoB y Kporiku
Yumm).” Willie ain’t the least bit wee (Ywum — najeko He kporika; ain't —
npocmopeunas gopma isn't; the least bit — omnioov ne, danexo ue), but it’s his
restaurant (1o sTo ero pectopan) SO he can see himself how he likes (tak 4ro on
MOKET BOOOpaKaTh: “Gudems’” ceOs KAaKUM yTrOIHO).

Everyone’s got a comment about the apron (y xaxmoro /mocerurens/ HAXOIUTCS

KOMMEHTapHi Tpo 3TOT GapTyK; apron [ ‘eipran] — nepeonux, papmyx, ko3vipex).

I’m a little surprised that I tell him this.



“It’s nice to have friends,” he says.

I wipe my hands on my apron, even though I don’t have to. I’'m wearing the same
dorky apron we all have to wear. It’s got the smiling crab on the front. Under the crab
it says, “Get the Crabs at Wee Willie’s.” Willie ain’t the least bit wee, but it’s his
restaurant so he can see himself how he likes.

Everyone’s got a comment about the apron.

The man says (myxuuna rosoput), “My name’s Samuel Watterson (MeHsi 30ByT
Comroen Yorrepeon; [ 'seemjoal 'Wotasan]). You can call me Sam (moskenisb Ha3bIBaTh
Mens Com).”

| wasn’t raised that way (mens He Tak BOcmuThIBaIW; t0 raise — pacmumo
/oemeti/, socnumeisams). He’s old enough to be my grandfather (on rogurcs mue B
JEYIIKU: “OH JOCTATOYHO CTaPhIi, YTOOBI OBITH MOUM JICTYIIIKOM ).

He has this way of looking in your eyes (y mero /oco0enHas/ MmaHepa CMOTPETh
Bam B ri1asa), less like a dwarf and more like Gandalf (ckopee He kak y rHOMa, a kKak
y I'auapansda).

“Go ahead (;1aBaii cmeree),” he says (rooput on). “Try it on for size (monpoOyii:
“npumeps 3TOT paszmep”). There’s no one else here (3aeck Gosbiie HUKOTO HET).”

“Sam (Com).”

“Maybe use it in a sentence (MosxeT ObITh, HCITOJIB3YEIIb €0 B MPEI0KEHNH).”

“What would you like to eat (uro 6b1 BbI x0Tenu moecTh)? Sam (Cam).”

“Excellent (oruuno),” he says (rosoput on). “Couldn’t have done better myself
(/s/ HEe cMor OBI crienaTh Jaydie cam).”

It does feel kind of good (3To B camomMm jiene 10BOJILHO MIPHUSATHOE YyBCTBO; (10€S
— 30. yeunumens. deticmeumenvro, ovens), but I don’t know him well enough to say
it (HO 51 HEJOCTATOYHO XOPOIIO 3HAK0 e€ro, 4ToObl cKa3aTh 00 3ToM). It occurs to me
(MHE mpuXoAMT B royioBy; t0 occur [a 'Ka:] — cayuumoecs, npouszotumu; npuiimu 6
eonosy) | don’t know him at all (/aro/ s BooOmIE ero He 3Hat0). Maybe only insane

people walk in the rain at midnight (mosxeT ObITB, TOJIEKO OE3yMIIBI: “HEHOPMAJIbHBIE



oM’ TYISTIOT IO/ JIOKJIeM B MOJiHOYE). But my mother taught me to always give
people a chance (no Mmama yumnia MeHsI Bcer/ia JaBaTh JIFOJISIM IIaHC).
“Danny (/Ipuun),” I say (roBopto ).

“Pleased to meet you, Danny (panx nmozanakomuthscs, J[oHHM).”

“Excellent,” he says. “Couldn’t have done better myself.”

It does feel kind of good, but I don’t know him well enough to say it. It occurs to
me | don’t know him at all. Maybe only insane people walk in the rain at midnight.
But my mother taught me to always give people a chance.

“Danny,” I say.

“Pleased to meet you, Danny.”

“Where did you walk from (oTkyzaa BbI npunuim)?”

The Gandalf eyes knew the question was coming (/genoBex/ ¢ riazamu
[Mupanbda 3HaM, 4TO 3TOT BONpOC OyeT: “npuner”).

“I was down by the Sound (51 6611 BO37IE YCTBS /peku/).”

Like I said, it’s only two blocks (kak st roBopwiI, 3TO BCero B JIBYX KBapTajiax).

I’m scared of the water, but I like to walk beside it (s 60rock BoJiBI, HO JTFOOITHO
rysate Bossie Hee). It makes me feel peaceful (ona Menst ycnokanBaer: “3acTaBisieT
YyBCTBOBATh C€0s1 YMUPOTBOPEHHBIM ).

“It’s nice down there (tam BHHM3Y = y 600wbl Xopoiio),” | say (rosopio s).
“Probably even now (Bosmoxkno, naxke ceiigac; probably / probabli] — soszmoorcno,
8epOSIMHO, HABEPHOE).”

“It is (aro BepHO),” he says (roBoput oH). “l love watching lightning (s nro6:1r0
CMOTpeTh Ha MoJiHUIO = monnuu). Tonight there’s bucket loads of it (ceroans Houbio

WX MOJIHBIM-TIOHO: “nojiHoe Benpo”’; load — epys, naepyska, o6vem).”

“Where did you walk from?”
The Gandalf eyes knew the question was coming.

“I was down by the Sound.”



Like I said, it’s only two blocks.
I’m scared of the water, but I like to walk beside it. It makes me feel peaceful.
“It’s nice down there,” I say. “Probably even now.”

“It is,” he says. “I love watching lightning. Tonight there’s bucket loads of it.”

“You don’t worry about getting hit (Ber He OomTech, YTO Bac yaapuT
/mMonHuei/)?”

“One in thirteen thousand five hundred (oxuu /manc/ W3 TpuHAALATH THICAY
nsatucot),” he says (roBoput oH). “I’ll take those odds (s BozeMy = wmens
yempausaiom Takue manchkl). I1t’s also true 1’ve got less to lose (mpasaa u 1o, 9TO o
nemuoro notepsito) If 1 happen to be an unlucky winner (eciu MHe goBeneTcst cTaTh
HEyIa4IUMBbIM NOOeuTENEM).”

There’s not much you can say (ue Tak y»x MHOrO MOkHO ckazaTh) When folks
comment on their own demise (koria JIroau pa3sMBIIUIIIOT 0 COOCTBEHHOW KOHYUHE;
demise [dr masz] — /knuoicn./ konuuna, nocubens). Well, sure, but the worms’ll love

YOU (0a, KoHeuHO, 3amo Yepeiam bl NOHPABUMECD).

“You don’t worry about getting hit?”

“One in thirteen thousand five hundred,” he says. “I’ll take those odds. It’s also
true I’ve got less to lose if I happen to be an unlucky winner.”

There’s not much you can say when folks comment on their own demise. Well,

sure, but the worms’ll love you.
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