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Об авторе

Рэй Брэдбери — знаменитый американский писатель-
фантаст. Решение стать писателем он принял в возрасте 
12 лет и с тех пор с завидным упорством ему следовал, 
не задумываясь о другой профессии. Начал печататься 
в 1941 году, но большого успеха не имел. Когда в 1947 го-
ду вышел сборник из 27 рассказов о Марсе, оставшийся 
практически незамеченным читающей публикой, однофа-
милец писателя, редактор издательской фирмы «Даблдэй» 
Уолтер Брэдбери подал ему идею организовать эти расска-
зы в некое подобие романа. Так получились «Марсианские 
хроники». Затем (в первых номерах журнала «Playboy») 
появилась повесть «451 градус по Фаренгейту». Далее сла-
ва писателя разрослась до всемирной.

Эстетические и интеллектуальные интересы Брэдбери 
необычайно широки, жанровые формы многообразны: 
он пишет романы, новеллы, пьесы, стихи, выступает в 
качестве режиссера, продюсера и сценариста.

Произведения Брэдбери — разные по темам и реше-
ниям. Он романтически воспринимает реальность как 
«колодец чудес», верит в то, что в жизни каждого чело-
века непременно есть место чуду, несмотря на социаль-
ные конфликты, ускорение научно-технического про-
гресса, потребительские настроения и бездуховность 
большинства населения земли.
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е Озабоченность духовным обликом будущего — лейт-

мотив предлагаемой вниманию читателей повести «451 гра-
дус по Фаренгейту». Будущее, как его видел Брэдбери, 
довольно мрачно: тоталитарное государство, в котором 
пресекается любое инакомыслие. Средства массовой 
информации, реклама, бесконечные телешоу — вот и 
все, что нужно человеку для безмятежного счастья. Так 
решило государство, и оно защищает своих граждан в 
меру собственного разумения: разговаривать друг с дру-
гом — значит думать, думать заставляют книги, поэто-
му их надлежит сжигать, дабы не нарушать покоя обы-
вателей.

Монтэг, главный герой, служит пожарным уже дол-
гие годы и, как и все его коллеги, даже не задумывается 
о том, что в прежние времена у пожарных была обратная 
задача — не сжигать дотла, а тушить пожары. Встреча со 
странной девушкой, ведущей себя не так, как все осталь-
ные, перевернула жизнь Монтэга — у него вдруг откры-
лись глаза, и он увидел свою жизнь как бы со стороны. 
Он начал думать — и читать. После гибели в огне одной 
из нарушительниц закона, не пожелавшей уйти из подо-
жженного дома, он задумался, в чем ценность литерату-
ры, если некоторые согласны отдать за нее жизнь. Став 
нарушителем закона, он ринулся на поиски людей, ко-
торые объяснили бы ему то, что его волнует, тревожит, 
интригует…

Преступив закон и пустившись в бега в поисках еди-
номышленников, он становится объектом преследова-
ния, но сердце ему подсказывает, что он выбрал вер-
ную дорогу.



This one, with gratitude,  
is for DON CONGDON

FAHRENHEIT 4511:
The temperature at which book-paper catches fire 

and burns

“If they give you ruled paper, write the other way.”

Juan Ramon Jimenez2

1	 Шкала Фаренгейта связана с температурой по шка-
ле Цельсия 1° F = 5/9 C (Фаренгейт Габриель Даниель 
(1686–1736), немецкий физик, изготовил спиртовой и 
ртутный термометры)

2	 Juan Ramon Jimenez — Хуан Рамон Хименес (1881–
1958), испанский поэт, лауреат Нобелевской премии по 
литературе за 1956 г.
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Part I

IT WAS A PLEASURE TO BURN

It was a special pleasure to see things eaten, to see 
things blackened and changed. With the brass nozzle 
in his fists, with this great python spitting its veno

mous kerosene upon the world, the blood pounded in 
his head, and his hands were the hands of some amazing 
conductor playing all the symphonies of blazing and 
burning to bring down1 the tatters and charcoal ruins of 
history. With his symbolic helmet numbered 451 on his 
stolid head, and his eyes all orange flame with the thought 
of what came next, he flicked the igniter and the house 
jumped up in a gorging fire that burned the evening sky 
red and yellow and black. He strode in a swarm of 
fireflies. He wanted above all, like the old joke, to shove 
a marshmallow on a stick in the furnace, while the 
flapping pigeon-winged books died on the porch and 
lawn of the house. While the books went up in sparkling 
whirls and blew away on a wind turned dark with 
burning.

1	 to bring down — (зд.) уничтожить
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Montag grinned the fierce grin of all men singed 
and driven back by flame.

He knew that when he returned to the firehouse, 
he might wink at himself, a minstrel man, burnt-
corked1, in the mirror. Later, going to sleep, he would 
feel the fiery smile still gripped by his face muscles, in 
the dark. It never went away, that smile, it never ever 
went away, as long as he remembered.

He hung up his black-beetle-coloured helmet and 
shined it, he hung his flameproof jacket neatly; he 
showered luxuriously, and then, whistling, hands in 
pockets, walked across the upper floor of the fire 
station and fell down the hole. At the last moment, 
when disaster seemed positive, he pulled his hands 
from his pockets and broke his fall by grasping the 
golden pole. He slid to a squeaking halt, the heels one 
inch from the concrete floor downstairs.

He walked out of the fire station and along the 
midnight street toward the subway where the silent, 
air-propelled train slid soundlessly down its lubricated 
flue in the earth and let him out with a great puff of 
warm air on to the cream-tiled escalator rising to the 
suburb.

Whistling, he let the escalator waft him into the 
still night air. He walked toward the corner, thinking 
little at all about nothing in particular. Before he 

1	 burnt-corked — (зд.) с лицом, будто выкрашенным 
жженой пробкой
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reached the corner, however, he slowed as if a wind 
had sprung up from nowhere, as if someone had called 
his name.

The last few nights he had had the most uncertain 
feelings about the sidewalk just around the corner 
here, moving in the starlight toward his house. He had 
felt that a moment before his making the turn, 
someone had been there. The air seemed charged with 
a special calm as if someone had waited there, quietly, 
and only a moment before he came, simply turned to 
a shadow and let him through. Perhaps his nose 
detected a faint perfume, perhaps the skin on the backs 
of his hands, on his face, felt the temperature rise at 
this one spot where a person’s standing might raise 
the immediate atmosphere ten degrees for an instant. 
There was no understanding it.1 Each time he made 
the turn, he saw only the white, unused, buckling 
sidewalk, with perhaps, on one night, something 
vanishing swiftly across a lawn before he could focus 
his eyes or speak.

But now, tonight, he slowed almost to a stop. His 
inner mind, reaching out to turn the corner for him, 
had heard the faintest whisper. Breathing? Or was the 
atmosphere compressed merely by someone standing 
very quietly there, waiting?

He turned the corner.

1	 There was no understanding it. — (разг.) Это было 
непонятно (необъяснимо).
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The autumn leaves blew over the moonlit pavement 
in such a way as to make the girl who was moving 
there seem fixed to a sliding walk, letting the motion 
of the wind and the leaves carry her forward. Her head 
was half bent to watch her shoes stir the circling leaves. 
Her face was slender and milk-white, and in it was a 
kind of gentle hunger that touched over everything 
with tireless curiosity. It was a look almost of pale 
surprise; the dark eyes were so fixed to the world that 
no move escaped them. Her dress was white and it 
whispered. He almost thought he heard the motion 
of her hands as she walked, and the infinitely small 
sound now, the white stir of her face turning when she 
discovered she was a moment away from a man who 
stood in the middle of the pavement waiting.

The trees overhead made a great sound of letting 
down their dry rain. The girl stopped and looked as if 
she might pull back in surprise, but instead stood 
regarding Montag with eyes so dark and shining and 
alive, that he felt he had said something quite 
wonderful. But he knew his mouth had only moved 
to say hello, and then when she seemed hypnotized 
by the salamander on his arm and the phoenix-disc1 
on his chest, he spoke again.

“Of course,” he said, “you’re a new neighbour, aren’t 
you?”

1	 the phoenix-disc — (зд.) эмблема пожарных-
спасателей с изображением птицы Феникс (в древнегре-
ческой мифологии эта птица жила 500 лет, затем сжига-
ла себя и возрождалась заново из пепла)
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“And you must be” — she raised her eyes from his 
professional symbols —“the fireman.” Her voice trailed 
off.1

“How oddly you say that.”
“I’d — I’d have known it with my eyes shut,” she 

said, slowly.
“What — the smell of kerosene? My wife always 

complains,” he laughed. “You never wash it off comp
letely.”

“No, you don’t,” she said, in awe.
He felt she was walking in a circle about him, 

turning him end for end2, shaking him quietly, and 
emptying his pockets, without once moving herself.

“Kerosene,” he said, because the silence had length
ened, “is nothing but perfume to me.”

“Does it seem like that, really?”
“Of course. Why not?”
She gave herself time to think of it. “I don’t know.” 

She turned to face the sidewalk going toward their 
homes. “Do you mind if I walk back with you? I’m 
Clarisse McClellan.”

“Clarisse. Guy Montag. Come along. What are you 
doing out so late wandering around? How old are 
you?”

They walked in the warm-cool blowing night on 
the silvered pavement and there was the faintest breath 
of fresh apricots and strawberries in the air, and he 

1	 Her voice trailed off. — (разг.) Звук ее голоса посте-
пенно стих.

2	 turning him end for end — (разг.) поворачивая его 
то одной, то другой стороной
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looked around and realized this was quite impossible, 
so late in the year.

There was only the girl walking with him now, her 
face bright as snow in the moonlight, and he knew she 
was working his questions around1, seeking the best 
answers she could possibly give.

“Well,” she said, “I’m seventeen and I’m crazy. My 
uncle says the two always go together2. When people 
ask your age, he said, always say seventeen and insane. 
Isn’t this a nice time of night to walk? I like to smell 
things and look at things, and sometimes stay up all 
night, walking, and watch the sun rise.”

They walked on again in silence and finally she said, 
thoughtfully, “You know, I’m not afraid of you at all.”

He was surprised. “Why should you be?”
“So many people are. Afraid of firemen, I mean. 

But you’re just a man, after all…”
He saw himself in her eyes, suspended in two 

shining drops of bright water, himself dark and tiny, 
in fine detail, the lines about his mouth, everything 
there, as if her eyes were two miraculous bits of violet 
amber that might capture and hold him intact. Her 
face, turned to him now, was fragile milk crystal with 
a soft and constant light in it. It was not the hysterical 
light of electricity but  — what? But the strangely 
comfortable and rare and gently flattering light of the 

1	 was working his questions around — (разг.) так и сяк 
прокручивала в голове его вопросы

2	 the two always go together — (зд.) в семнадцать лет 
все немного чокнутые
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candle. One time, when he was a child, in a power-
failure1, his mother had found and lit a last candle and 
there had been a brief hour of rediscovery, of such 
illumination that space lost its vast dimensions and 
drew comfortably around them, and they, mother and 
son, alone, transformed, hoping that the power might 
not come on again too soon…

And then Clarisse McClellan said:
“Do you mind if I ask? How long have you worked 

at being a fireman?”
“Since I was twenty, ten years ago.”
“Do you ever read any of the books you burn?”
He laughed. “That’s against the law!”
“Oh. Of course.”
“It’s fine work. Monday burn Millay2, Wednesday 

Whitman3, Friday Faulkner4, burn ’em to ashes, then 
burn the ashes. That’s our official slogan.”

They walked still further and the girl said, “Is it 
true that long ago firemen put fires out instead of going 
to start them?”

“No. Houses have always been fireproof, take my 
word for it5.”

1	 a power-failure — (разг.) авария на электростанции
2	 Millay — Эдна Сент-Винсент Миллей (1892–1950), 

американская поэтесса
3	 Whitman — Уолт Уитмен (1819–1892), американ-

ский поэт
4	 Faulkner — Уильям Фолкнер (1897–1962), амери-

канский писатель
5	 take my word for it — (разг.) поверьте мне на слово; 

уж можете мне поверить
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“Strange. I heard once that a long time ago houses 
used to burn by accident and they needed firemen to 
stop the flames.”

He laughed.
She glanced quickly over. “Why are you laugh

ing?”
“I don’t know.” He started to laugh again and 

stopped. “Why?1”
“You laugh when I haven’t been funny and you 

answer right off. You never stop to think what I’ve 
asked you.”

He stopped walking, “You are an odd one,” he said, 
looking at her. “Haven’t you any respect?”

“I don’t mean to be insulting. It’s just, I love to watch 
people too much, I guess.”

“Well, doesn’t this mean anything to you?” He 
tapped the numerals 451 stitched on his char-coloured 
sleeve.

“Yes,” she whispered. She increased her pace. “Have 
you ever watched the jet cars racing on the boulevards 
down that way?”

“You’re changing the subject!”
“I sometimes think drivers don’t know what grass 

is, or flowers, because they never see them slowly,” she 
said. “If you showed a driver a green blur, Oh yes! he’d 
say, that’s grass! A pink blur? That’s a rose-garden! 
White blurs are houses. Brown blurs are cows. My 
uncle drove slowly on a highway once. He drove forty 

1	 Why? — (зд.) А что?
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miles an hour and they jailed him for two days. Isn’t 
that funny, and sad, too?”

“You think too many things,” said Montag, uneasily.
“I rarely watch the ‘parlour walls’ or go to races or 

Fun Parks1. So I’ve lots of time for crazy thoughts, I 
guess. Have you seen the two-hundred-foot-long 
billboards in the country beyond town? Did you know 
that once billboards were only twenty feet long? But 
cars started rushing by so quickly they had to stretch 
the advertising out so it would last.”

“I didn’t know that!” Montag laughed abruptly.
“Bet I know something else you don’t. There’s dew 

on the grass in the morning.”
He suddenly couldn’t remember if he had known 

this or not, and it made him quite irritable.
“And if you look”  — she nodded at the sky  — 

“there’s a man in the moon.”
He hadn’t looked for a long time.
They walked the rest of the way in silence, hers 

thoughtful, his a kind of clenching and uncomfortable 
silence in which he shot her accusing glances. When 
they reached her house all its lights were blazing.

“What’s going on?” Montag had rarely seen that 
many house lights.

“Oh, just my mother and father and uncle sitting 
around, talking. It’s like being a pedestrian, only rarer. 
My uncle was arrested another time2 — did I tell 

1	 Fun Parks — (разг.) парк с аттракционами
2	 another time — (зд.) как-то раз
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you? — for being a pedestrian. Oh, we’re most pecu
liar.”

“But what do you talk about?”
She laughed at this. “Good night!” She started up 

her walk. Then she seemed to remember something 
and came back to look at him with wonder and 
curiosity. “Are you happy?” she said.

“Am I what?” he cried.
But she was gone — running in the moonlight. Her 

front door shut gently.

“Happy! Of all the nonsense.1”
He stopped laughing.
He put his hand into the glove-hole of his front 

door and let it know his touch. The front door slid 
open.

Of course I’m happy. What does she think? I’m 
not? he asked the quiet rooms. He stood looking up 
at the ventilator grille in the hall and suddenly 
remembered that something lay hidden behind the 
grille, something that seemed to peer down at him 
now. He moved his eyes quickly away.

What a strange meeting on a strange night. He 
remembered nothing like it save one afternoon a year 
ago when he had met an old man in the park and they 
had talked…

Montag shook his head. He looked at a blank wall. 
The girl’s face was there, really quite beautiful in 

1	 Of all the nonsense. — (разг.) Надо же, какая чушь.



P
art




 I
. 

IT
 W

A
S

 A
 P

L
E

A
S

U
R

E
 T

O
 B

U
R

N

17

memory: astonishing, in fact. She had a very thin face 
like the dial of a small clock seen faintly in a dark room 
in the middle of a night when you waken to see the 
time and see the clock telling you the hour and the 
minute and the second, with a white silence and a 
glowing, all certainty and knowing what it has to tell 
of the night passing swiftly on toward further dark
nesses but moving also toward a new sun.

“What?” asked Montag of that other self, the 
subconscious idiot that ran babbling at times, quite 
independent of will, habit, and conscience.

He glanced back at the wall. How like a mirror, too, 
her face. Impossible; for how many people did you 
know that refracted your own light to you? People 
were more often — he searched for a simile, found 
one in his work — torches, blazing away until they 
whiffed out. How rarely did other people’s faces take 
of you and throw back to you your own expression, 
your own innermost trembling thought?

What incredible power of identification the girl had; 
she was like the eager watcher of a marionette show, 
anticipating each flicker of an eyelid, each gesture of his 
hand, each flick of a finger, the moment before it began. 
How long had they walked together? Three minutes? 
Five? Yet how large that time seemed now. How 
immense a figure she was on the stage before him; what 
a shadow she threw on the wall with her slender body! 
He felt that if his eye itched, she might blink. And if the 
muscles of his jaws stretched imperceptibly, she would 
yawn long before he would.
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Vocabulary

A
adder n (зоол.) уж, гадюка
aggravate v усугублять, отягчать, выводить из себя
arsonist n поджигатель
ash n пепел
avalanche n лавина

B
bat n летучая мышь
blast furnace n доменная печь
blast v вредить, разрушать, дуть, продувать
bobcat n рысь
bole n ствол, пень
bramble adj (бот.) ежевика
burdensome adj обременительный
burr n заусеница; картавость
butterfat n заменитель масла

C
cadence n ритм, модуляция, (воен.) движение в 

ногу
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