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1.

24-oro mad 1863-ro roma Mod uncle, mpodeccop OrTo
Jlunenopok, rushed into eoit Heboabmoi KoM B amGypre. OH 6b11
professor B MoranHeyme  uTan cepuio Jeuuit o mineralogy. Ero
TnpenojaBanye npeanogaraio benefit umexHo cebe, a He apyrum. OH
0bl1 yuéHblil egotist. B l'epmanuu MHoro professors Takoro copra.
WUwma Jlunen6pok honourably ynomuHatoceh B KoJieaxax 1 learned
societies. Bosiee Toro: Mol mAnA ObLI KypaTopoM Mysesd mineralo-
gy, 0CHOBaHHOT0 poccuiickuM ambassador; neHHenmei collection,
npocJaBieHHOH 1o Beeit EBpore.

~coere—

ambassador — mocoa

benefit — npunOCHTH MOAB3Y
collection — xoaaekmust

egotist — aroucr

honourably — yBasxuTeapHO

learned societies — HayuHble obmecTBa
mineralogy — MuHepasorus

professor — mpodeccop

rush into — BopBarbcs
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On the 24th of May, 1863, my uncle, Professor Otto Liedenbrock,
rushed into his little house in Hamburg. He was professor at the Jo-
hannaeum, and was delivering a series of lectures on mineralogy.
His teaching was to benefit himself, not others. He was a learned
egotist. Germany has many professors of this sort. The name of
Liedenbrock was honourably mentioned in colleges and learned
societies. Moreover, my uncle was the curator of the museum of
mineralogy formed by the Russian ambassador; a most valuable
collection, the fame of which is European.

uncle — asga4g
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OH ObL1 BBICOKUM YeJOBEKOM, iron TeJ0CH0KEeHUA CO CBETIO0H
koxeil. Ero restless riasa 3a oukamu mpe6biBajgy B HENPePbIBHOM
motion. Ero JJMHHBIA TOHKUK HOC IOXO1J Ha Je3BKe knife.

Ox lived B ¢cBoéM HeGoJbmoM foMe Ha KéHurmrpacee, 3To 66110
coopyxenue half brick and half wood. [lna Hemenkoro mpogeccopa
MO# JAadA Obla tolerably Gorar. JloM 1 Beé, 4T0 HAXOAUJIOCh B HEM,
ABJANOCH €I'0 c00CTBeHHOCTHIO0: ero god-daughter [peTxeH, feBylika
Jer cemHanuary, Mapra u f1. Byayyu ero mieMaHHUKOM ¥ CHPOTOH, S
ctaJ ero laboratory assistant. B Moux BeHax TekJsa KpoBb mineralo-
gist, ¥ epeu cBoKX specimens A GbLT BCEIa CYACTIMB.

"Q@’(‘)t(jw

god-daughter — xpecrHua
half brick and half wood — HamoaoBuHY 13 KupITIYa, HATOAOBUHY
Hu3 A€peBa

iron — >xeAe30

knife — nox

laboratory assistant — aa6opasr

live — >xuTp

mineralogist — MuHepoaor

motion — ABMJKeHHE

restless — 6eCrIOKOMHBII

specimen — OKCIIOHAT, o6pa3eu

tolerably — cpaBHuTeAbHO

o L

He was a tall man, of an iron constitution, and with a fair com-
plexion. His restless eyes were in incessant motion behind his
spectacles. His long, thin nose was like a knife blade.

He lived in his own little house in Konigstrasse, a structure half
brick and half wood. My uncle was tolerably rich for a German pro-
fessor. The house was his own, and everything in it: his god-daugh-
ter Grauben, a young girl of seventeen, Martha, and myself. As his
nephew and an orphan, I became his laboratory assistant. The
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blood of a mineralogist was in my veins, and in the midst of my
specimens I was always happy.

*
kk

2.

Onmaxnpl A Boméam B ero study. OH moxXogusa Ha museum.
BceBo3MoKHBIE 00pa3IIbI JEKAJIH Ha CBOMX MECTaX B COBEPIIEHHOM
order 1 ObLIX aKKypaTHO MOANKCAHBI, padneaeHHble Ha inflamma-
ble, MeTasnyeckue u lithoid minerals.

Mot nana cumen B velvet Kpecsie ¥ ¢MOTPeS Ha HEKYI0 KHUIY ¢
ABHBIM admiration.

«Kakaa norpsacaomas kuura) Kakas sameyaresbHas KHUral — was
exclaiming oH. — BaraAnu-kal fI o6sanaw priceless coxpoBuiem,
KOTOpO€e 00HAPYKHUII CETOIHA YTPOM B KHHIKHOM MarasuHe”.

«BeJMKoJIenHO» — OTBETHJ I, yMeJI0 BbIKa3bIBasA MPUTBOPHBIM
enthusiasm.

Yro MHe o 3Toro craporo, odmayénHoro B rough calf, kéroro,
faded Toma?

oGS

admiration — BocxueHue
enthusiasm — sHTy3Ha3M

exclaim — BockaHIIaTh

faded — BrIBeTIIMIT

inflammable — BocmaamMensromuitics
lithoid minerals — xamMHeBHAHbBIE MHHEPAABL
museum — My3en

order — mopsA0K

priceless — 6ecreHHbIit

rough calf — rpy6as xoxa

study — xabuner

velvet — Gapxar

V@&CSV
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One day I came to his study. It was like a museum. Specimens of
every kind lay there in their places in perfect order, and correctly
named, divided into inflammable, metallie, and lithoid minerals.

My uncle was sitting in a velvet armchair, and was looking at a
book with intense admiration.

“Here’s a remarkable book! What a wonderful book!” he was
exclaiming. “Don’t you see? I have got a priceless treasure, that I
found his morning, in the bookshop.”

“Magnificent!” I replied, with a good imitation of enthusiasm.

Why worry about this old, bound in rough calf, a yellow, faded
volume?

*
kk

«IloemoTpy, — mpopomxas npogeccop. — Isn’t it a beauty? Ja;
npocTo pockomHo! Thl Korga-HUOYAb BuAea Takoid binding? Passe
9Ta KHUT2 He OTKpbIBaeTcs cToab easily? [la; oHa mepmutes Ha
J060M oTKpbITOM MecTe. Ho Tak Jiu ona xopouio shut? [la; mocKoJbKy
the binding and the leaves xopomo nogorHanbl. Y B3riAHu Ha eé
3aJ[HI0N0 4acTh, — M 3T0 cmycTd seven hundred Jet!»

fl 3anan question o coepKaHNU KHUTH, XOTA ¥ HE YYBCTBOBAJ HHU
MaJjieimero interest.

«M Kax e HasbIBaeTeA 3Ta marvelous pabota?» — CIpoCHII A.

«Jra paboTa, — OTBETHJ MOW JAmdA, — aTa pabora — «XerdMme
Kpunrsa» CHoppe TypJaecona, camoro uaBectHoro Ieelandic aBropa
IBeHajuaroro crogetusal dto chronicle HOpBEXCKUX IpPaBUTEJEH,
kotopble ruled B Ucaangun».

~cogFeo

binding — mepemaér
chronicle — xponrka
easily — aerxo

Icelandic — ucaanpckmit
interest — uHTEpeC
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Isn’t it a beauty? — Hy pasBe oHa He npexpacHa?
leaves — AnCTBI

marvelous — U3yMUTeABHBI

question — Bompoc

rule — mpaBuTh

seven hundred — cembcor

shut — sakpsiBarbcst
- \vog(sv -

“See,” the Professor went on. “Isn’t it a beauty? Yes; splendid!
Did you ever see such a binding? Doesn’t the book open easily? Yes;
it stops open anywhere. But does it shut equally well? Yes; for the
binding and the leaves are flush. And look at its back, after seven
hundred years!”

I asked a question about its contents, although I did not feel the
slightest interest.

“And what is the title of this marvelous work?” I asked.

“This work,” replied my uncle, “this work is the Heims Kring-
la of Snorre Turlleson*, the most famous Icelandic author of the
twelfth century! It is the chronicle of the Norwegian princes who
ruled in Iceland.”

*
k3

«BoT KaK, — BOCKJIMKHYJI fl, — 3T0, padyMeeTcs, HeMelKui trans-
lation?»

«Yro! — sharply otBeTus mpocgeccop, — a translation! Yro mHe
neJarhb ¢ translation? dro Icelandic opurunanl»

«Ax! — cKasaJ A, — a X0poIl JIK type?»

«Type! Yro Thl moppasymeBaemb Ion MpugToM, wretched
Axcess? pudr! Tel nprHUMaes eé 3a EYATHYO KHUTY, ignorant
raynen? ITo pykomuch, Runic pykomues».

«Runic?

«[la. Mue HyxHo explain, 4To 3T0 TaKoe?”

*  CoBpeMeHHOMy uuTareJ0 OyleT CKopee 3HAKOMO Ha3BaHUE
Xeitmckpunraa, uan Kpyr 3emuoit. Mma aBropa B 6oJiee MPUBBIYHOM JJIA
Hac BapuaHTe 3By4HuT Kak CHoppu CTypaycoH.
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«KoHeyHo, HeT!» — 0TBETHJI A 00MKEHHBIM TOHOM.
Ho moii ngn4 continued.

W@tﬁw

continue — MPOAOAXATbH
explain — o6bsicHATH
Icelandic — ucaanpackmit
ignorant — HeBeXXeCTBEHHbIN
Runic — pynmyeckwuit
sharply — pesxo

translation — mepeBop

type — mpudr

wretched — HecwyacTHBIN

vaéﬁw

“Indeed;” I cried, “of course it is a German translation?”

“What!” sharply replied the Professor, “a translation! What can
I do with a translation? This is the Icelandic originall”

“Ah!” said [; “and is the type good?”

“Type! What do you mean by the type, wretched Axel? Type! Do
you take it for a printed book, you ignorant fool? It is a manuseript,
a Runic manuseript.”

“Runic?”

“Yes. Do I need to explain what that is?”

“Of course not,” I replied in the tone of an injured man.

But my uncle continued.

***

«PyHHY€eCKUMHU 3HAYKAMK MCNoJb3oBasrch B Meaanauu B former
ages. Onu 0bLIM M306peTeHsl, Kak ropopsar, camum Odin. [locmoTpu
CI0JIa U TI0Pa3uCh, I0HBIHA HeveCeTUBeL, X admire 3TUMY MHMCHMEHAMH,
u3o0pereHrem Scandinavian 6oral»

Hy, ny! fl yxe ObL1 ToTOB prostrate mepen aToil wonderful KHuroi,
KOTJla CaIyquJIcA HeOOJIbII0M MHLAAEHT, yBelIMi Gecefy B ipyroe channel.
U3 hosmanTa BhICKOMBb3HY IPA3HBII KI0YOK parchment ¥ ymaJ Ha moJL.
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«Y10 3T0?» — BOCKJAMKHYJ MOH uncle.
U oH momoxus1 Ha €TOJ 3TOT KI04OK mepramenta five inches by
three, yeeAHHbI KaKUMU-TO mysterious 3HaYKaMHU.

NCOY (")'t('}‘&l’)"“

admire — BocxumaTbcs

channel — pycao

five inches by three — pasmepom 5x3 afoitmoB
former ages — npesxHue BpeMeHa
mysterious — TauHCTBEHHbBIN
Odin — Opaun

parchment — mepramenT
prostrate — macTb HHUILY
Scandinavian — ckaHAMHABCKHIT
uncle — asgas

wonderful — 3ameuaTeAbHbI

“Runic characters were in use in Iceland in former ages. They were
invented, it is said, by Odin himself. Look there, and wonder, impious
young man, and admire these letters, the invention of the Seandina-
vian god!”

Well, well! I was going to prostrate myself before this wonder-
ful book, when a little incident happened to divert conversation
into another channel. A dirty slip of parchment slipped out of the
volume and fell upon the floor.

“What’s this?” eried my uncle.

And he laid out upon the table that piece of parchment, five
inches by three, with certain mysterious characters.

*
kk

IIpoheceop mpunonnsAn spectacles 1 06bABUI:

«JT0 pyHMYeCKUe NMChMEeHa; OHU B TOYHOCTH MOXOJAT Ha GYKBbI
u3 manuseript CHoppe Typaecona. Ho yro onu 3Havat? dro, certain-
ly, ApeBHEUCIAHCKHIH A3BIK>.
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BHezamHo HeOoJbIIMe Yachkl Ha fireplace mpo0uin gBa vaca.
B aroT mur gBeph B KaOMHET OTKpbLIA Hamla caaBHasd housekeeper
Maprta u ckazana:

«06en ready!»

flmocaenoBai 3a Heto M yceJsed Ha ¢Boe usual mecro. I mopoxpan
Heckosbko minutes. Ilpodeccop He mpuxoxui. OH HUKOrZA He
TNPOMYyCKaJ BaHYyH ceremonial 00eza.

«I have never seen such a thing, — ckasama Mapra. — I-H
Jlupenopok He 3a crojiom! IlporzoitnéT yro-To serious».

Ilocae o6ena A BepHyJes B study.

"“Q@’()t(—jw

ceremonial — nepemonus

certainly — onpeaeaeHHO

fireplace — xamun

housekeeper — pomomnpaBuTeAbHMIIA
I'have never seen such a thing. - Huxoraa mopo6uoro ne HabAropaa.
manuscript — pyKomnuch

minute — MHHyTa

ready — roroserit

serious — cepbE€3HbIN

spectacles — ouxu

study — xabuner

usual — o6bIaHbII

_7%6\?_

The Professor raised his spectacles and pronounced:

“These are Runic letters; they are exactly like those of the man-
uscript of Snorre Turlleson. But what is their meaning? It is cer-
tainly old Icelandic.”

Suddenly the little clock over the fireplace struck two o'clock.
At that moment our good housekeeper Martha opened the study
door, and said:

“Dinner is ready!”

I followed her, and sat in my usual place. I waited a few minutes.
Professor did not come. He had never missed the important cere-
monial of dinner.
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“I have never seen such a thing,” said Martha. “M. Liedenbrock
is not at table! Something serious is going to happen.”
After the dinner, [ came back to the study.

*
k3

3.

«Undoubtedly, aTo pyHbpl, — CcKas3al mpodeccop, — HO 31ech
3aKJI0YeHa HeKad secret, U A XUy HAlTH KIoy».

OH 3aK0HYMJI IPeIoKeHHKe Violent gesture.

«Camuen TaM, — added oH, — cafuch TaM U ALK,

fl cen.

«Cefiyac A mpoxuKkTyl0 Tebe Bee OyKBHI Hamero alphabet,
cooTHOcAmueca ¢ atuMu leelandic 3naykamu. IloemoTpum, 4o 310
Ham give».

The dictation Hayasacs. I did my best. ByksbI cpinanuce one af-
ter the other, u mosmyunnes Taxkoi mpuMeyaTenbHbIN result:

mm.rnlls esrevel seeclde
sgtssmf vnteief niedrke
kt, samn atrateS saodrrn
emtnael nvaect rrilSa
Atsaar.nvere ieaabs
cermi eevtV] frAntv

dt, iac oseibo Kediil

’*(z?@'iﬁqu*

add — po6aBurp

alphabet — aa¢asur

dictation — AMKTOBKa

give — paBaTh

I did my best. — I crapaacs Kak MOT.
Icelandic — mcaanpckuit

one after the other — opna 3a Apyroi
result — pesyasrar

secret — TariHa
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undoubtedly — HecomHeHHO
violent gesture — BAACTHBIM >XeCT

M O

“Undoubtedly it is Runie,” said the Professor; “but there is a
secret in it, and [ want to discover the key.”

Aviolent gesture finished the sentence.

“Sit there,” he added “Sit there, and write.”

I sat.

“Now I will dictate to you every letter of our alphabet which
corresponds with each of these Icelandic characters. We will see
what that will give us.”

The dictation commenced. I did my best. Every letter came one
after the other, with the following remarkable result:

mm.rnlls esrevel seeclde
sgtssmf vnteief niedrke
kt, samn atrateS saodrrn
emtnael nvaect rrilSa
Atsaar.nvere ieaabs
cermi eevtVl frAntv
dt, iac oseibo Kediil

***

Korna work 6buia 3akoH4eHa, uncle BoIpBaJ y MeHA JHUCTOK U
HoJroe BpeMmA attentively ero usyyad.

«Yro Beé aTo mean? — mechanically enpocud oH.

fl He mor emy HudeM help.

«JT0 TO, YTO HA3BIBAIOT cryptogram, WM WH(POM, — CKazal
0H, — IJie OYKBBI purposely pas6pocaHsl B Gecropsmke. 3a 3T0H jar-
g0on MOeT CKpbIBaTheA KJI0Y K BeJaukoMy discovery!»

Yro e KacaeTes MeHdA, TO A MOAYMAJ, YTO TaM BooGuie nothing
HET; X0T4, of course, f TaK He CKa3aJL.
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attentively — BHUMaTeAbHO
cryptogram — KpHIITOrpamMma
discovery — orxporTne

help — nomorars

jargon — Tapabapmuna

mean — O3Ha4aTh
mechanically — mexanudecku
nothing — Huyero

of course — KoHe4HO
purposely — mpeaHaMepeHHO
uncle — aspa

work — pabora

NZOACRY”

When this work was ended my uncle tore the paper from me and
examined it attentively for a long time.

“What does it all mean?” he asked mechanically.

I could not help him.

“This is what is called a cryptogram, or cipher,” he said, “in
which letters are purposely thrown in confusion. Behind this jar-
gon there may lie the clue to some great discovery!”

As for me, I thought that there was nothing at all, in it; though,
of course, I did not say so.

***

Torpa npodeccop B3fAx KHUTY ¢ parchment W TwaTeJbHO com-
pared them together.

«JTH tWo TeKeTa HANMCaHbI He OJIHON U Toi e hand, — cka3an
oH, — cipher co3zan mo3nHee kuuru. Mexzy manuseript u aTum
HoKymeHTOM two hundred mer».

fagreed.
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«Mory imagine, — npomoJaJ AAas, — YT TAMHCTBEHHbIE OYKBBI
Hanueasa HeKUi possessor aToi KHurk. Ho keM GbL1 TOT possessor?
YxasaHo Ju B manuscript ero uma

Jlapa npumonHAn spectacles W TmwareJbHO HceaemoBad blank
pages kHurd. Ha nepenneit cropoHe title-page oH eMor pasauduTh
Hekue letters.

NCOT @1{5@9"“

agree — COTAACHUTBCSI
blank pages — umcrbie cTpaHuIbI
cipher — mup

compared them together — cpaBauA ux

hand — pyxa
imagine — IpeACTaBUTD
letter — 6yxBa

manuscript — pyKoImuch
parchment — mepramenT
possessor — obAapaTeAb
spectacles — ouku

title-page — TUTYABHDII ABICT
two — ABa

two hundred — aBectu

Then the Professor took the book and the parchment, and dili-
gently compared them together.

“These two writings are not by the same hand,” he said; “the
cipher is of later date than the book. There are two hundred years
between the manuscript and the document.”

[ agreed.

“I can imagine,” continued my uncle, “that some possessor of
this book wrote these mysterious letters. But who was that posses-
sor? Is there his name in the manuscript?”

My uncle raised his spectacles, and carefully examined the
blank pages of the book. On the front the title-page, he could dis-
tinguish some letters.
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«Apne CakHyceem! — in triumph BOCKIMKHYJ 0H. — IT0 UMA APYTOTO
Icelander, yuéHoro mectHaguaToro Bexa, 3HaMmeHuToro alchemist!»

fl ¢ admiration moemoTpeds Ha AAL0.

«Jtu alchemists, — mpomoJkus oH, — ABHIIeHHA, BakoH, JIyJuui,
[Tapanesne, 6bIIM HACTOAWIMMU M €MHCTBEHHBIMH Savants cBOEro
BpeMeHd. OHu Ienanu discoveries, KOTOPbIM Mbl IHOpamaeMes.
PaaBe aror CakHycceM He CKpbLI MO cryptogram HeKoe YyLecHoe
1300peTeHne? ITO TaK, 3TO JONHKHO ObITh TaK!”

«No doubt, — 1 0TBeTHJI, — HO I0YEMY OH CKpbLI ¢BO& marvelous
discovery?

«[Toyemy? Ilouemy? How can I tell? Pazse Galileo He cmeman
Toro e camoro ¢ CarypHom? Iloemorpum. fl reveal TaiiHy artoro
LOKyMeHTa, f He Oy[y HU cIIaTh, HU eat»

CoO[GST

admiration — BocxumeHue
alchemist — aaxumux
cryptogram — KpHITOrpamMMma
discovery — orxpsrTue

eat — ecTb

Galileo — Taamaen

How can I tell? — Yro mue ckazaTb?
Icelander — ncaanper

in triumph — no6eaHo
marvelous — yAUBATEAbHBII
No doubt. — Bes comHenus.
reveal — packpbiTh

savant — y4€HbIN

- \%@6@@* -

“Arne Saknussemm!” he cried in triumph. “That is the name of
another Icelander, a savant of the sixteenth century, a celebrated
alchemist!”

I gazed at my uncle with admiration.
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“Those alchemists,” he resumed, “Avicenna, Bacon, Lully, Para-
celsus, were the real and only savants of their time. They made
discoveries at which we are astonished. Has not this Saknussemm
concealed under his eryptogram some surprising invention? It is
s0; it must be so!”

“No doubt,” I replied, “but why did he hide so marvelous discovery?”

“Why? Why? How can I tell? Did not Galileo do the same with
Saturn? We shall see. I will reveal the secret of this document, and
I will neither sleep nor eat!”

***

f mor Ha 310 TOJIBbKO cKa3aTk: «01»

«First of all, Mbl ZOMKHBI y3HATb KJIIOY K 3TOMy cipher; aTo He
IoskHo ObITh difficult».

IIpu aTHX caoBax 4 quickly mogHAM rosoBy.

«Her nothing serde. B atom noxymente hundred and thirty-two
OYKBBL CeMbJIeCAT CeMb consonants U NATbAECAT IATh Vowels. Takum
00pazom, 310 Hekui southern A3bik. Ho Kakoit uMeHHO 310 language?

fl cmotpeua Ha letters.

«dror CakHyceeM, — TpojoJHan mpodeccop, — ObLT 0YeHb
well-informed JesoBeKoM; M03TOMY OH IUCaJ He Ha ¢BOEM mother
tongue, a BblOpas JateiHb. The savants meeTHajguaroro century
00bIYHO M CANIH Ha JaTbIHU. UTaK, 3T0 JaThIHb”.

~cogFeo

century — Bek

cipher — mu¢p

consonants — coraacHble

difficult — TpyaHsIi1

first of all — mpesxxae Bcero

hundred and thirty-two — cro Tpupuars ABa
language — s13p1x

letter — 6yxBa

mother tongue — poaHOI1 sI3bIK

nothing — Hudero



