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Fairy tales are more than true: not because
they tell us that dragons exist, but because

they tell us that dragons can be beaten.

—G@G. K. Chesterton



I.

Coraline discovered the door a lit-
tle while after they moved into the
house.

It was a very old house—it had an
attic under the roof and a cellar under
the ground and an overgrown garden
with huge old trees in it.

Coraline’s family didnt own all of
the house—it was too big for that.
Instead they owned part of it.

There were other people! who lived
in the old house.

Miss Spink and Miss Forcible lived
in the flat below Coraline’s, on the
ground floor?. They were both old and
round, and they lived in their flat with
a number of ageing Highland terriers*?
who had names like Hamish and An-
drew and Jock. Once upon a time Miss

* Highland terrier — xaiineHza-Tepbep
(nopoda cobak, evieedennas 6 Llomaanduu)

96 © © 0 0 0 0 000 0000000000000 00000000000000000c0 00

L.
! Botau opyeue aroou
B stoM mpemnoxeHuun
HCIIOJIB3YeTCSI KOH-
CTpYKLWUS there is/are B
Past Simple, cm. I'pam-
MaTMYECKUI CIpaBOY-
nuk (I'C) 54.
2 nepewlii smadxc.
3gech  ynortpeoJsieT-
cs TUMUYHOE JUIST aH-
[JIMACKOTO $I3bIKA CJIO-
BOCOUYETaHWE W3 IBYX
CYHIECTBUTEIbHBIX
(ground n floor) 6e3 Ka-
KUX-JIM00  TMPEIoToB,
MepBOe U3 KOTOPHIX SIB-
JISIeTCs  OTpeNesieHueM
KO BTOpOMY, Cp. Sfone
wall — kamennas cmena,
university library — ou-
Oauomexa  yHueepcu-
mema. B coueraHus
3TOTO TUITA MOXET BXO-
IUTb HE TOJIbKO B4,
HO TaKXe TpU U Jaxe
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YeThIpe CYIIECTBU-
TeJIbHBIX, IIPU ITOM
[JABHBIM  (OIpenesisi-
eMBIM CIIOBOM) Bcerga
SBJISIETCS  IIOCJIEHEE,
a  TIPeIIIeCTBYIONINe
cjioBa —  ompenese-
HUsl, cp. South ocean

Jauna — ¢hayna roucHbix
oKeanoeg, university li-
brary book — kHuea uz
VHU8epcumemckoi  ou-
onuomexu, heart trouble
treatment recommenda-
tions — pexomenoauuu
no sneueHuro 3abonesa-
Hutl cepoya. CyllecTBU-
TeJIbHbIe-ONpeneeHUs
YIIOTpeOJISIIOTCS, yYallle
BCETo, B ¢AMHCTBEHHOM
qyucie, 1axe eciv uMe-
eTCs B BUAY HECKOJIBKO
MPEAMETOB.

3 HecKo.bKO npecmape-
AbIX Xalliend-mepbepos
ITpuyactue HacTosI-
LLEro BpEeMEHM ageing
(OyKBaJIbHO:  cmapero-
Wuil) CTOUT mepend Cy-
IIECTBUTELHBIM  ferri-
ers M CIIyXUT €ro oIpe-
nenenueM, cm. I'C 15.
Kpome Toro, y cyme-
CTBUTEJILHOTO  ferriers
eCTh eIl€ OIHO OIlpe-
JieJieHre, BbIpaKEHHOE
CYIIECTBUTEIbHBIM
Highland, o takux co-
YETaHUSIX CM. TIpeIbl-
Iy KOMMEHTApUA.

* Kozda-mo mucc Cnunk
u mucc Dopcuba GoLau
akmpucamu
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Spink and Miss Forcible had been
actresses?, as Miss Spink told Coraline
the first time she met her.

“You see, Caroline,” Miss Spink
said, getting Coraline’s name wrong,
“both myself and Miss Forcible were
famous actresses, in our time. We trod
the boards*, luvvy. Oh, don’t let Ham-
ish eat the fruitcake®, or he’ll be up
all night with his tummy.”

“It’'s Coraline. Not Caroline. Cora-
line,” said Coraline.

In the flat above Coraline’s, under
the roof, was a crazy old man with a
big mustache. He told Coraline that
he was training a mouse circus®. He
wouldn’t let anyone see it.”

“One day, little Caroline, when they
are all ready, everyone in the whole
world will see the wonders of my mouse
circus. You ask me why you cannot
see it now. Is that what you asked
me?”

“No,” said Coraline quietly, “I asked
you not to call me Caroline. It’s Cora-
line.”

“The reason you cannot see the
mouse circus,” said the man upstairs,
“is that the mice are not yet ready
and rehearsed. Also, they refuse to
play the songs I have written for them.
All the songs I have written for the
mice to play® go oompah oompah. But

* to tread the boards —
cieHe

UrpatTe Ha
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the white mice will only play® toodle
oodle, like that. I am thinking of try-
ing them on different types of cheese.”

Coraline didn’t think there really
was a mouse circus. She thought the
old man was probably making it up.

The day after they moved in,
Coraline went exploring.

She explored the garden. It was a
big garden: at the very back was an
old tennis court, but no one in the
house played tennis and the fence
around the court had holes in it and
the net had mostly rotted away; there
was an old rose garden, filled with
stunted, flyblown rosebushes; there
was a rockery that was all rocks; there
was a fairy ring*, made of squidgy
brown toadstools!® which smelled
dreadful if you accidentally trod on
them.

There was also a well. On the first
day Coraline’s family moved in, Miss
Spink and Miss Forcible made a point
of telling Coraline!* how dangerous
the well was, and they warned her to
be sure she kept away from it. So
Coraline set off to explore for it, so
that she knew where it was, to keep
away from it properly.

She found it on the third day, in
an overgrown meadow beside the ten-

* fairy ring — «BemgsMuH Kpyr» (pasHo-
MEpPHO paspocuiasnca zpubruya, oopa3youas
Ha noGepxXHOCMU Kpyz u3 2pubos)
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31ech  UCIOJB3YETCs
Past Perfect mist 060-
3HAYCHUSI  JCHCTBUS,
MPOM3OIIIEIIIETO paHee
KaKoro-TO MOMEHTa B
MPOUUIOM ([0 OMUCHI-
BacMOI0 BPEMEHHU), CM.
rc42.

5 ne oasaii Xamuuty ecmo
dpyxmosytii nupoe
3mech ymotpebisercs
oTpulaTeNIbHasT (opMa
TTOBEJINTETHHOTO ~ Ha-
KJIOHEHHSI C TJIarojioM
let, cm. T'C 49.

Ilocne ckasyemoro let
clenyeT KOHCTPYKIIMS
CA0JICHOEe  OONOAHeHUe C
WUHGUHUTUBOM eat 0e3
yacTuusl fo, cM. I'C 55.
® on dpeccupoean mvruu-

Holl YupK.
Ot1o Past Continuous,
obo3Hayvaloliee  Bpe-

MEHHYIO JIeSITeJIbHOCTD
B mipontom, cm. I'C 39.
" On HuKomy He n0360-
A1 ygudems eeo.
I'naron would c otpu-
LIaHWEM BbIpaXaeT OT-
Ka3, HeXeJaHue JIe/aTh
YTO-TO B MPOLLIOM, CM.
Ic28.

Tocne CKa3yeMoro
wouldn’t let cnemyet
KOHCTPYKIIMSI CAOJUCHOE
donoanenue ¢ MHGUHU-
THUBOM See 0€3 YaCTULIbI
to, cm. I'C 55.

8 Bce necnu, komopote s
Hanucaa, ¥moovl ux uc-
noAHAAU MbluU
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OnpeneluTelbHOE
MPUIATOYHOE TIPEaIo-
xxeHue [ have written for
the mice to play mpuco-
CAUHSETCS K TIIaBHOMY
6e3 co3a W TepeBo-
TUTCSI HA PYCCKUIA SI3BIK
CO CJIOBOM Komopble.
B sTOM mnpumaroyHoM
MPELTOXKEHUN YIOTpe-
onsiercst  Present Per-
fect,  obos3Hauarolee
NEWCTBHE B TIPOIILIOM,
pe3yJIbTaT KOTOPOTO Ba-
JKeH B HACTOSIILIEM (CM.
I'C 41) u KOHCTpYKLIMS
for + cywecmeumens-
Hoe/MecmoumeHue +
uHpuHumue ¢ WHOU-
HUTUBOM fo play nns
BBIpAXKCHUS 1ICJIM, CM.
rcs2.

° Ho Geavte motuiu mo.av-

KO ueparom
I'naron will BBIpaxkaer
MPUBBIYHOE  YIPSIM-

CTBO M HACTONYMBOCTH
B KaKHUX-TO NEHCTBUSIX.
1 cocmosauguii uz mazkux
KOpU4HEeBbIX N02AHOK
IIpyryactue mpoien-
1Iero BpeMeHU made C
3aBUCUMBIMU  CJIOBAMU
o0pasyeT TPUYACTHBII
00opoT, CITy>Kalui
ornpe/ieJieHUeM  Ccylle-
CTBUTEJILHOTO toad-
stools, cm. I'C 16.

"' nocmapaauco paccka-
3amb Kopaaune
lepyumuii telling ymo-
TpeOsieTcs: B BhIpaxke-
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nis court, behind a clump of trees—a
low brick circle almost hidden in the
high grass. The well had been covered
up by wooden boards, to stop anyone
falling in.'? There was a small knothole
in one of the boards, and Coraline
spent an afternoon dropping pebbles
and acorns through the hole and wait-
ing, and counting!?, until she heard
the plop as they hit the water far
below.

Coraline also explored for animals.
She found a hedgehog, and a snakeskin
(but no snake), and a rock that looked
just like a frog, and a toad that looked
just like a rock.

There was also a haughty black
cat, who sat on walls and tree stumps
and watched her but slipped away if
ever she went over to try to play with
it.

That was how she spent her first
two weeks in the house—exploring the
garden and the grounds.

Her mother made her come back
inside!t for dinner and for lunch. And
Coraline had to make sure she dressed
up warm'® before she went out, for it
was a very cold summer that year; but
go out she did'®, exploring, every day
until the day it rained, when Coraline
had to stay inside.

“What should I do?” asked Coraline.

“Read a book,” said her mother.
“Watch a video. Play with your toys.
Go and pester Miss Spink or Miss
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Forcible, or the crazy old man up-
stairs.”

“No,” said Coraline. “I don’t want
to do those things. I want to explore.”

“I don’t really mind what you do,”
said Coraline’s mother, “as long as you
don’t make a mess.”

Coraline went over to the window
and watched the rain come down!’. It
wasn’'t the kind of rain you could go
out in—it was the other kind, the kind
that threw itself down from the sky
and splashed where it landed. It was
rain that meant business, and cur-
rently its business was turning the
garden into a muddy, wet soup.

Coraline had watched all the vid-
eo0s.’® She was bored with her toys,
and she’'d read all her books.

She turned on the television. She
went from channel to channel to chan-
nel, but there was nothing on but men
in suits talking about the stock mar-
ket!®, and talk shows. Eventually, she
found something to watch?’: it was the
last half of a natural history program
about something called protective col-
oration. She watched animals, birds,
and insects which disguised themselves
as leaves or twigs or other animals to
escape from things that could hurt
them. She enjoyed it, but it ended too
soon and was followed by a program
about a cake factory.

It was time to talk to her father.

HUU fo make a point of
doing smth, cm. I'C 53.
12 Koaodey ObLa 3axpoim
dockamu, wmobvl Kmo-
HUOYOb He ynaa myoa.

B srom mpemtoxxeHun
cKazyeMoe CTOUT B
dopmMme cTpamaTeIbHOTO
3ajora Past Perfect, ko-
TOpoe 00O03HayaeT aeii-
CTBHUE, IMPOM3OILIEIIICe
paHee KaKOIro-TO MO-
MEHTa B IpoLLIOM (10
OITMCHIBAEMOTIO BpeEMe-
Hun), em. I'C 50, 42.

to stop — WH(MUHUTUB
uenu, cMm. I'C 52.
lepyunuii falling yno-
TpeOJsieTcsl B BbIpaXKe-
HUU to stop smb (from)
doing smth, cm. I'C 53.
3 Kopaauna  npoeeaa
6MOpyI0 N0.106UHY OHS,
npocoevieas 6 ObIPKy Ka-
MewKu u weéayou, oxcu-
das u cuumas

B stom mpemtoxeHUn
TpU 00CTOsITe/IbCTBA
obpa3za 1eiicTBUSI, OHO
U3 KOTOPBIX BbIpaXKe-
HO IIPUYACTHBIM 00O0-
pOTOM C IIpUYACTUEM
HACTOSIIIETO BPEMEHM
dropping u nBa — onu-
HOYHBIMM TIPUYACTHUSI-
MM HacCTOSIIIIEro BpeMe-
HU waiting W counting,
cm. I'C 15.

4 F¢ mamo 3acmaeuia
eé 6epHymubCst 6 00M
ITocxe CKa3yeMOoro
made ciegyer  KOH-
CTPYKLIUS CA0%CHOe 00~
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noanenue ¢ WHOUHUA-
TUBOM come back 06e3
yacTubl fo, cMm. I'C 55.
'S Kopaauna  0oaxcna
OvLaa ybedumocs, 4nio
ona men.ao odema
MopanbHbIA raaroj
have to 0603HaYaET BbI-
HYXIEHHOE JIEUCTBUE,
cm. I'C 18.

'° o oma eécé-maxu xo-
ouaa 2yasamp

Jnsa nipunaHust ocoboit
BBIPA3UTEILHOCTH  T10-
BECTBOBaHUIO aBTOP
coueTaeT 3deCh JBa
npuéMa yCuIeHUsT 3Ha-
yeHus1. 3HaYEHUE CKa-
3yEMOIO  YCHUJIMBAETCS
MyTéM  ynoTpedJeHUs
BCITOMOTATEJbHOTO
rjlarojla  COOTBETCTBY-
JOLIETO BpEeMEHM (IUIst
Past Simple — arto did)
M CMBICJIOBOIO IJjIaroja
B (dopMe MHPUHUTHBA
go out. YeH mipemroxe-
HMSI, K KOTOPOMY aBTOP
MPUBJIEKAET ocoboe
BHUMaHUe, CTaBUT-
cs Ha TIepBOE MECTO B
MpeNIOXKEeHUN, B JaH-
HOM cjIydae 3TO 4acTh
CKa3yeMoro go out, CM.
rc4s.

' nabarodaaa, Kax
cmpyu 00xcos naoarom
GHU3.

ITocne CKa3yeMoro
watched cienyer KOH-
CTPYKIIUSI CA0MNCHOE 00-
noaHenue ¢ WUHOUHU-
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Coraline’s father was home. Both
of her parents worked, doing things
on computers, which meant that they
were home a lot of the time. Each of
them had their own study.

“Hello Coraline,” he said when she
came in, without turning round?.

“Mmph,” said Coraline. “It’s rain-
ing.2?”

“Yup,” said her father. “It’s bucket-
ing down¥*.”

“No,” said Coraline. “It’s just rain-
ing. Can I go outside?”

“What does your mother say?”

“She says youre not going out in
weather like that, Coraline Jones.”

“Then, no.”

“But I want to carry on explor-
ing?3.”

“Then explore the flat,” suggested
her father. “Look—here’s a piece of
paper and a pen. Count all the doors
and windows. List everything blue.
Mount an expedition to discover the
hot water tank. And leave me alone
to work.”

“Can I go into the drawing room?”
The drawing room was where the Jone-
ses?* kept the expensive (and uncom-
fortable) furniture Coraline’s grand-
mother had left them when she died.
Coraline wasn’t allowed in there. No-

* It's bucketing down. — JIpér, KaK us
Beapa
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body went in there. It was only for
best.

“If you don’t make a mess. And
you don’t touch anything.”

Coraline considered this carefully,
then she took the paper and pen and
went off to explore the inside of the
flat.

She discovered the hot water tank
(it was in a cupboard in the kitchen).

She counted everything blue (153).

She counted the windows (21).

She counted the doors (14).

Of the doors that she found, thir-
teen opened and closed. The other—the
big, carved, brown wooden door at the
far corner of the drawing room—was
locked.

She said to her mother, “Where
does that door go?”

“Nowhere, dear.”

“It has to go somewhere.”

Her mother shook her head. “Look,”
she told Coraline.

She reached up and took a string
of keys from the top of the kitchen
doorframe. She sorted through them
carefully, and selected the oldest, big-
gest, blackest, rustiest key*. They went
into the drawing room. She unlocked
the door with the key.

The door swung open.

Her mother was right. The door
didn’t go anywhere. It opened onto a
brick wall.
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TUBOM come down 0e3
yacTubl fo, cM. I'C 55.
'8 Kopaauna ywce no-
cmompeaa 6ce udeo-
uavmot.

3necb  MCMOJb3yeTCs
Past Perfect misi 060-
3HaYeHus1  JeuCTBUS,
MPOU3OIIIEAIIEr0 paHee
KaKOro-T0 MOMEHTa B
MPOILIOM (IO OIIMCHI-
BaeMOI0 BPEMEHMU), CM.
rc42.

1 myscuunvt 6 Kocmro-
max, paccyycoarougue o
¢dhonooeom puinke
IIpuuactue Hacrosie-
ro BpeMmeHHM talking c
3aBUCUMBIMU  CJIOBAMM
o0pasyeT IPUYACTHBII
obopor, cayKalui
onpelesieHeM  CyIIe-
CTBUTEJILHOTO /Men, CM.
Ircis.

2 ymo-mo, umo moxucro
nocmompento
Unduuutus to watch
CITIY>XUT OIpeneeHueM
MECTOMMEHUST  Some-
thing, cm. I'C 53.

2! ne o6opauueasce.
lepyunuii turning round
YIOTPeOIIIeETCST  ITOCIIE
npemjiora without, cMm.
Ircss.

22 Hoém 0oxwcow.

Present Continuous
o0O03HavyaeT JelcTBUE,
MPOUCXOMASIIEee B MO-
MeHT peun, cm. ['C 38.
2 npodoarxcamo uzynamo
MEeCHIHOCHTb.
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TepyHnnii exploring
YIIOTpeOJIsIeTCsT  Moce
¢pasoBoro rnarona car-
ryon,cm. I'C 53.

24 JTuconcot

the Joneses — xorna (a-
MWIMST YIIOTpeOasieTcst
BO MHOXECTBEHHOM
YHCJIe C ONpeiesIEHHbIM
apTUKJIeM, WMeEeTCsl B
BUIY CEMbs, HOCSIIAs
a1y pamumuio, cm. I'C
2.

5 camotii cmapotil, 604b-
wotl, YEPHBLIL U PHCABDBLI
KaroH.

DTU ONHOCIOXHBIE U
NBYCJIOXHBIE TIpUIara-
TeJbHBIE YTOTPEOIEHBI
B (opme mpeBocxom-
HOI cTereHu, oopa3o-

BaHHOU  cydbdukcoM
-est,cm. I'C 13.

% ma, Kkomopas ewé
npooaémcs.

MecTouMeHue one 3a-
MELIAET paHee YIIoTpe-
OJIEHHOE  CYILECTBU-
teapHOe flat, 4TOOBI
u36exkaTh ero MOBTOPe-
Hus, cm. ['C 12.

2 C kakoil cmamu mue
3anupamo eé?
Bompocsl, HauMHAaiO-
muecs ¢ why u Ipyrux
BOIIPOCUTENIbHBIX CJIOB,
¢ rjarosioM should BbI-
paxaioT  yIUBJIEHUE,
cMm. I'C 27.

% Ecau 6 mot nonpo-
boeaasa, mebe, moixncem
ObLms, NOHPaAsUAOC bl
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“When this place was just one
house,” said Coraline’s mother, “that
door went somewhere. When they
turned the house into flats, they sim-
ply bricked it up. The other side is the
empty flat on the other side of the
house, the one that’s still for sale?6.”

She shut the door and put the
string of keys back on top of the
kitchen doorframe.

“You didnt lock it,” said Coraline.

Her mother shrugged. “Why should
I lock it??”” she asked. “It doesn’t go
anywhere.”

Coraline didnt say anything.

It was nearly dark outside now, and
the rain was still coming down, pat-
tering against the windows and blur-
ring the lights of the cars in the street
outside.

Coraline’s father stopped working
and made them all dinner.

Coraline was disgusted. “Daddy,”
she said, “you’ve made a recipe again.”

“It’s leek and potato stew with a
tarragon garnish and melted Gruyére
cheese,” he admitted.

Coraline sighed. Then she went to
the freezer and got out some microwave
chips and a microwave minipizza.

“You know I don’t like recipes,” she
told her father, while her dinner went
around and around and the little red
numbers on the microwave oven count-
ed down to zero.
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“If you tried it, maybe you’d like
it®)” said Coraline’s father, but she
shook her head.

That night, Coraline lay awake in
her bed. The rain had stopped, and
she was almost asleep when something
went t-t-t-t-t-t. She sat up in bed.

Something went kreeee . . .

. aaaak.

Coraline got out of bed and looked
down the hall, but saw nothing strange.
She walked down the hall. From her
parents’ bedroom came a low snor-
ing—that was her father—and an oc-
casional sleeping mutter—that was her
mother.

Coraline wondered if she'd dreamed
it, whatever it was.

Something moved.

It was little more than a shadow,
and it scuttled down the darkened hall
fast, like a little patch of night.

She hoped it wasn’t a spider. Spiders
made Coraline intensely uncomfortable.

The black shape went into the draw-
ing room, and Coraline followed it a
little nervously.

The room was dark. The only light
came from the hall, and Coraline, who
was standing in the doorway, cast a
huge and distorted shadow onto the
drawing room carpet—she looked like
a thin giant woman.

Coraline was just wondering wheth-
er or not she ought to turn on the
lights when she saw the black shape
edge slowly out from beneath the sofa.?®
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DTO NpeIOKEHUE C yC-
JIOBHBIM TPUAATOYHBIM
Il Tuma (HepeaabHOE
yCJIOBHME B HACTOSILIEM
u Oymaylem), B obenx
€r0 YaCTSIX UCTIOTb3YeT-
csl cocarateabHOe Ha-
xioHenune, cm. I'C 59.
» Kopaauna Kax pas
paszdymoleara, caedyem
AU el GKAlOMUmMb ceem,
Koz20a ona yeudeaa, Kax
mémnas gueypa meo-
A€eHHO @blnoasaem u3-
noo dueana.

Past Continuous o060-

3HayaeT IeNiCTBHE,
MPOVCXOIUBIIIEE B
onpeaeaEHHbIN MO-

MEHT B MPOUUIOM (K0e-
da ona ysudena), cm. I'C
39.

MopanbHblii TJIaroJt
ought to BBIpaXaeT CO-
BET, JKeJaTeJIbHOCTD
KaKoro-to JeUCTBUS,
cm. I'C 31.

B nocnenneit wactu
MPEJIOKEeHUsT  TTocie
CKazyeMoro saw cje-
nyeT KOHCTPYKIHUS
cA0JCcHOe Q0NOoAHeHUe C
WH(DUHUTUBOM edge 6e3
yacTulibl fo, cMm. I'C 55.
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