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Chapter 1

HOW SHASTA SET OUT
ON HIS TRAVELS

This is the story of an adventure that happened in
Narnia and Calormen and the lands between, in the
Golden Age when Peter was High King in Narnia and his
brother and his two sisters were King and Queens under
him.

In those days, far south in Calormen on a little creek
of the sea, there lived a poor fisherman called Arsheesh,
and with him there lived a boy who called him Father.
The boy’s name was Shasta. On most days Arsheesh went
out in his boat to fish in the morning, and in the after-
noon he harnessed his donkey to a cart and loaded the
cart with fish and went a mile or so southward to the vil-
lage to sell it. If it had sold well he would come home in
a moderately good temper and say nothing to Shasta, but
if it had sold badly he would find fault with him and per-
haps beat him. There was always something to find fault
with for Shasta had plenty of work to do, mending and
washing the nets, cooking the supper, and cleaning the
cottage in which they both lived.

Shasta was not at all interested in anything that lay
south of his home because he had once or twice been
to the village with Arsheesh and he knew that there was
nothing very interesting there. In the village he only met
other men who were just like his father — men with long,
dirty robes, and wooden shoes turned up at the toe, and
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I'maBa 1

IIOBET

9TO MOBECTb O COOBITUAX, CIy4YMBHIIMXCA B HapHun
U K I0Ty OT He€ TOrja, KOrja e npaBuiy Koponb [In-
Tep 1 ero Opar ¥ JBe cecTphl. B Te gHM manexo Ha ore,
Y MOPsI, XWT OeTHBII pbI6aK 110 IMEHU APIINIIL, @ C HUM
Maib4uK 1o umenn llacTa, 3BaBmmit €ero OTLHOM. Y TPOM
Apumi BEIXOZWMI B MOpe JIOBUTD PbIOY, a THEM 3amps-
raj 0c/a, Kaaja pelby B IIOBO3KY M eXall B OIVDKaiiIyo
HepeBHI0 TOprosBaThb. Eciu 0oH BhIpydYan MHOTO, TO BO3-
Bpamancsa B foo6pom ayxe u Illacty He Tporar; ecu Bbl-
pydasa Majo, IpUANPAJICS, KaK TOIBKO MOT, U Jjaxke Ot
MasnpuyKa. IIpusgparbcsa 6610 He TPYZHO, IIOTOMY YTO
[ITacTa meman BCE IO JOMY: CTPANAN U yOUpal, a Takxe
CTUPAJI ¥ YVHWII CeTH.

[MfacTa HMKOIAA HE AyMaa O TOM, YTO JIEKUT OT
HUX K fory. C ApumiieM B iepeBHe ObIBaJI, ¥ eMy TaM
He HpaBu1ochb. OH BN/l TOYHO TAaKUX JIIOfIell, KaK ero
OTel], — B HEONPATHBIX JIMHHBIX OfEXK/AaX, CAHAINAX
U TIopOaHax, ¢ TPSA3HBIMU [UIMHHBIMK OOpOfaMu, Mej-
JIEHHO TOJIKOBABIINX 00 O4YeHb CKYYHBIX fIe/IaX. 3aTO ero
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turbans on their heads, and beards, talking to one an-
other very slowly about things that sounded dull. But he
was very interested in everything that lay to the North
because no one ever went that way and he was never al-
lowed to go there himself. When he was sitting out of
doors mending the nets, and all alone, he would often
look eagerly to the North. One could see nothing but
a grassy slope running up to a level ridge and beyond
that the sky with perhaps a few birds in it.

Sometimes if Arsheesh was there Shasta would say,
‘O my Father, what is there beyond that hill?” And then if
the fisherman was in a bad temper he would box Shasta’s
ears and tell him to attend to his work. Or if he was in
a peaceable mood he would say, ‘O my son, do not allow
your mind to be distracted by idle questions. For one of
the poets has said, “Application to business is the root of
prosperity, but those who ask questions that do not con-
cern them are steering the ship of folly towards the rock
of indigence”

Shasta thought that beyond the hill there must be
some delightful secret which his father wished to hide
from him. In reality, however, the fisherman talked
like this because he didn’t know what lay to the North.
Neither did he care. He had a very practical mind.

One day there came from the South a stranger who
was unlike any man that Shasta had seen before. He rode
upon a strong dappled horse with flowing mane and tail
and his stirrups and bridle were inlaid with silver. The
spike of a helmet projected from the middle of his silken
turban and he wore a shirt of chain mail. By his side hung
a curving scimitar, a round shield studded with bosses
of brass hung at his back, and his right hand grasped
a lance. His face was dark, but this did not surprise Shasta
because all the people of Calormen are like that; what
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’KIBO 3aHMMAJIO BCE, UTO JISKUT K CEBEpPY, HO Tyfja ero He
nyckamu. Cujis Ha IOpore U 3aHMMasICh IOYMHKOI CeTH,
MAJIbB4MK C TOCKOJI ITIAJIe/l Ha CeBep, HO BUJe/T TONIBKO
CKJIOH XO/IMa, He0O U PefKMX IITHULI.

Korma Apuuin 6eiBan moma, Illacta cmpammsar:
«Oren, 4TO TaM, 3a xonMoM?» Ecmm Apmmnin cepaucs,
TO JipaJl €ro 3a YIIN, eC/IM JKe OBbII CIIOKOEH, OTBeYaJl:
«CpIH MoOIJ1, He fyMaii o mycTtoM. Kak ckasan mypgpen,
IpUIeKaHNe — KOPEHb YCIIeXa, a Te, KTO 3a/Ia€T IyCThle
BOIIPOCHI, BEAYT KOPAO/Ib ITTYIIOCTI Ha pUQBI HEyaaum».

[ITacTe Ka3amoCh, YTO 32 XOJIMOM — KaKasi-TO [JUB-
Hasl TaliHa, KOTOPYIO OTel] 1O ITOPbI CKPBIBAET OT HETO.
Ha camowm e pieste ppibak roBOpui Tak, 6o He 3HaJ, Ja
U 3HaTb He XOTeJI, KaKue 3eM/I) JIeXKAT K ceBepy. Y Hero
OBIT IPAKTUIECKUI YM.

OpHaxxapl ¢ Iora OpuOBUT He3HAKOMeEL], COBCeM
MHOI1, 4eM Te, Koro Bupen Illacta go cux nop. OH cupen
Ha [IPEeKPACHOM KOHe, I CEJIJI0 eT0 CBEPKaIo CePeOpOM.
CBepKa/nu U KO/IbYyTa, M OCTpHUE LIIeMa, TopYaliee Haf
Tiop6aHoM. Ha 60Ky ero Bucen ATaraH, ClIMHY IPUKPbI-
BaJI Mef{HBIII LIIUT, B pyKe ObI10 Kombé. HesHakoMery 6b1
TéMeH nuioM, Ho [IlacTa mpMBBIK K TEMHONUIIBIM, @ YAK-
BIJIO €T0 MHOe: 60pO/a, BBIKpAIlleHHasI B JIblil 1{BET, BU-
JIach KOJ/bI[aMU U JIOCHU/IACh OT O/1arOBOHMIL. ApIINII
HIOHSJL, 4YTO 9TO TapXaH, TO €CTh BEIbMO>Ka, Y CKJIOHMJICS
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did surprise him was the man’s beard which was dyed
crimson, and curled and gleaming with scented oil. But
Arsheesh knew by the gold on the stranger’s bare arm
that he was a Tarkaan or great lord, and he bowed kneel-
ing before him till his beard touched the earth and made
signs to Shasta to kneel also.

The stranger demanded hospitality for the night
which of course the fisherman dared not refuse. All
the best they had was set before the Tarkaan for supper
(and he didn’t think much of it) and Shasta, as always
happened when the fisherman had company, was given
a hunk of bread and turned out of the cottage. On these
occasions he usually slept with the donkey in its little
thatched stable. But it was much too early to go to sleep
yet, and Shasta, who had never learned that it is wrong to
listen behind doors, sat down with his ear to a crack in
the wooden wall of the cottage to hear what the grown-
ups were talking about. And this is what he heard.

‘And now, O my host, said the Tarkaan, Thave a mind
to buy that boy of yours.

‘O my master, replied the fisherman (and Shasta
knew by the wheedling tone the greedy look that was
probably coming into his face as he said it), ‘what price
could induce your servant, poor though he is, to sell into
slavery his only child and his own flesh? Has not one of
the poets said, “Natural affection is stronger than soup
and offspring more precious than carbuncles?”

Tt is even so, replied the guest dryly. ‘But another
poet has likewise said, “He who attempts to deceive the
judicious is already baring his own back for the scourge”
Do not load your aged mouth with falsehoods. This boy
is manifestly no son of yours, for your cheek is as dark as
mine but the boy is fair and white like the accursed but
beautiful barbarians who inhabit the remote North’
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IO 3eMJIM, He3aMeTHO NokasbiBas Illacte, 4TOOBI U TOT
HPEKJIOHWUI KOJICHML.

Hesnakomern, mompocun Hou/lera Ha OJHY HOUYb,
U ApIIMII He ITOCMeEN OTKasaTh eMy. Bcé mydinee, 4To
ObIIO B JOMe, XO3AVH IIOCTABUII IIePef] HUM, 2 MaJIbUVKY
(Tak Bcerga OBIBAIO, KOTA MIPUXOAV/IV TOCTH) Jlall KY-
COK x71e6a 1 BBITHAJ BO ABOp. B Takux cnyuasx [lacra
CIIaJI C OC7IOM, B cTole. Ho mockonbKy 65110 emé paHo
Y HUKTO HUKOIZIA HE TOBOPU/I €MY, YTO IOACAYLINBATh
HeJIb351, OH CEJI Y CAMOJl CTEHBI.

— O, x03amun! — npomonsu TapxaH. — MHe yrop-
HO KYIUTD Y TeOs 3TOr0 MajIbuMKa.

— O, rocniopuH Moit! — orBetun poibak, u Illacra
yrajial o ero rojocy, YTo IJIa3Ky y Hero aadHo 6mec-
Hymu. — Kak e npopam #, TBoI BepHbIN pab, CBOEro
cobcTBeHHOTO CchbiHa? Pa3Be He ckaszan 1moat: «CubHa,
KaK CMepTb, OTIJOBCKasl TI0OOBb, a CHIHOBHSA JJOPOXKe,
4yeM a/IMasbi»?

— B03MOXHO, — CyX0 BBITOBOPWJI TapxaH, — HO
Apyroit moaT ropopmin: «KTo Xo4er roctst 0OMaHyTh —
nojyiee, 4eM rueHa». He OCKBepHI T0XKbIO CBOM YCTA.
OH T1ebe He CbIH, 60 THI TEMEH JINI[OM, & OH CBETEN
u 6en1, KaK MPOKJIATBIE, HO MpeKpacHble HeYeCTUBIIBI
C ceBepa.
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‘How well it was said, answered the fisherman, ‘that
Swords can be kept off with shields but the Eye of Wis-
dom pierces through every defence! Know then, O my
formidable guest, that because of my extreme poverty
I have never married and have no child. But in that same
year in which the Tisroc (may he live for ever) began his
august and beneficent reign, on a night when the moon
was at her full, it pleased the gods to deprive me of my
sleep. Therefore I arose from my bed in this hovel and
went forth to the beach to refresh myself with looking
upon the water and the moon and breathing the cool air.
And presently I heard a noise as of oars coming to me
across the water and then, as it were, a weak cry. And
shortly after, the tide brought to the land a little boat in
which there was nothing but a man lean with extreme
hunger and thirst who seemed to have died but a few
moments before (for he was still warm), and an empty
water-skin, and a child, still living. ‘Doubtless, said
I, ‘these unfortunates have escaped from the wreck of
a great ship, but by the admirable designs of the gods, the
elder has starved himself to keep the child alive and has
perished in sight of land. Accordingly, remembering how
the gods never fail to reward those who befriend the des-
titute, and being moved by compassion (for your servant
is a man of tender heart) —°

‘Leave out all these idle words in your own praise,
interrupted the Tarkaan. ‘It is enough to know that you
took the child — and have had ten times the worth of his
daily bread out of him in labour, as anyone can see. And
now tell me at once what price you put on him, for I am
wearied with your loquacity’

“You yourself have wisely said, answered Arsheesh,
‘that the boy’s labour has been to me of inestimable value.
This must be taken into account in fixing the price. For
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— JIuBHO CKa3aj KTO-TO, — IIapMpoOBan ppr6aK, —
YTO OKO MYAPOCTU OCTpee Kolibs! 3Hall 5Ke, O MO BbI-
COKOPOJHBIIT TOCTB, UTO 51, O OETHOCTY CBOEIT, HUKOTTIA
He 6Ob11 >xeHat. Ho B rop, xorma Tucpok (a »uBET OH
BEYHO) HayaJl CBOE Be/IMKOe ¥ O/I1aroc/ioBeHHOe 1IapCT-
BOBaHIe, B HOYb ITOTTHOTTYHMsI, OOV IMIIV/IN MEHS CHa.
51 BcTan ¢ mocrenu M BBILIeN MOIVIAAETH Ha IYHY. Bapyr
IIOC/IBIIIAICA TUIECK BOZBI, CIOBHO KTO-TO Ipé6 Bécia-
MU, U crmabbiii Kpuk. HeMHOro mossxe nmpunms npubumn
K 6epery MaJIeHbKYI0 JIOZIKY, B KOTOPOJ JIeXKaJI MCCYILIeH-
HBII TONTOOM 4eoBeK. JJOKHO ObITh, OH TONBKO YTO
yMep, 160 ellé He OCTBUI, @ PAXOM C HUM ObII IIyCTO
COCY/, U )XMBOJ MJIafieHel]. BcnoMHUB 0 TOM, 4TO 60N
He OCTaBJIAI0T 6e3 Harpajpl foOpoe Jieno, s IPOCIe3nI-
cs1, ubo pab TBOI MATKOCEPHEYEH, ...

— He xBanu ce6s, — mpepsan ero tapxaH. — Tbl
B35/ M/IafIeHI[a, U OH O0TpaboTan Tebe BAECATEpO TBOIO
CKyZHYI0 muury. Terepb ckaky MHe LieHY, 160 5 ycTain
OT TBOETO HYCTOpe‘II/[H.

— Tb1 My#po 3ameTws1, TOCIOAMH, — CKa3an Pbl-
0ak, — 4TO TPYyf ero BuirofeH MHe. Ecu s mpomam aToro
OTPOKa, TO IO/KEH KYIIUTD VIV HAHATD JPYTOro.
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if I sell the boy I must undoubtedly either buy or hire
another to do his work’

Tl give you fifteen crescents for him, said the
Tarkaan.

‘Fifteen!” cried Arsheesh in a voice that was some-
thing between a whine and a scream. ‘Fifteen! For the
prop of my old age and the delight of my eyes! Do not
mock my grey beard, Tarkaan though you be. My price
is seventy’

At this point Shasta got up and tiptoed away. He had
heard all he wanted, for he had often listened when men
were bargaining in the village and knew how it was done.
He was quite certain that Arsheesh would sell him in
the end for something much more than fifteen crescents
and much less than seventy, but that he and the Tarkaan
would take hours in getting to an agreement.

You must not imagine that Shasta felt at all as you and
I would feel if we had just overheard our parents talking
about selling us for slaves. For one thing, his life was al-
ready little better than slavery; for all he knew, the lordly
stranger on the great horse might be kinder to him than
Arsheesh. For another, the story about his own discov-
ery in the boat had filled him with excitement and with
a sense of relief. He had often been uneasy because, try
as he might, he had never been able to love the fisher-
man, and he knew that a boy ought to love his father.
And now, apparently, he was no relation to Arsheesh at
all. That took a great weight off his mind. ‘Why, I might
be anyone!” he thought. T might be the son of a Tarkaan
myself — or the son of the Tisroc (may he live for ever)
or of a god!’

He was standing out in the grassy place before the
cottage while he thought these things. Twilight was com-
ing on apace and a star or two was already out, but the
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— Jlato Tebe mATHAAATh MOMTyMecsAlleB, — CKa3asl
TapXaH.

— Ilarnaguars! — B3BbIT Apmmm. — [IaTHagnaTDH
MOHET 3a yC/Iafly MOMX O4ell M OIopy Moeil cTapocTu!
He cmerlics Hamo MHOI0, A cef. Mos LileHa — ceMbJecAT
MOJTyMeCALIEB.

Tyr IlacTa mopgHANCA M TUXO YIIEN, MOTOMY 4YTO
3HaJI, KaK JIOY TOPTYIOTCA, @, CTao OBITh, APIINII BbI-
PYUMT 3a Hero 60Jbllle IATHAALATY MOHET, HO MEHbIIe
CEMUJECATH, U CIIOp NPOTAHETCA He OIMH Yac.

He mymaiire, uro Illacta 4yBCTBOBaM TO XK€ CaMoe,
4TO OYYBCTBOBA/M ObI BB, €C/IM ObI BAILIV POIUTENN pe-
VI Bac pogpiath. XKusHb ero 6bi1a He ydle pabCTBa,
U TapXaH MOT OKa3aTbcsA fobpee, yeM Apummr. K tomy
XKe OH O4eHb 00pajioBajcs, y3HaB CBOIO McTopuio. OH
JaCTO COKPYIIA/ICA IPEXKHe, 4YTO He MOXKET II0OUTD PhI-
6aka, 1 KOTfia TOHSA, YTO TOT €My YY>KOil, C YIIN €ro
ymano Tsbkkoe 6pems. «HaBepHoe, A ChIH KaKoOro-HU-
Oynb TapxaHa, — IIOAYMal Maab4MK, — WIu Tucpoka
(ma >KMBET OH BEYHO), a TO U 6okecTBa!»

TeM BpeMeHeM CyMepKM CIyIJanNCh ¥ PefKue 3BE3-
ZIbI yKe CBepKasIi Ha Hebe, XOTS y 3aJJHero Kpast OHO OT-
nmuBano 6GarpsHieM. KoHb mpuinesnblia, NpUBsI3aHHBII
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remains of the sunset could still be seen in the west. Not
far away the stranger’s horse, loosely tied to an iron ring
in the wall of the donkey’s stable, was grazing. Shasta
strolled over to it and patted its neck. It went on tearing
up the grass and took no notice of him.

Then another thought came into Shasta’s mind.
‘T wonder what sort of a man that Tarkaan is, he said out
loud. ‘It would be splendid if he was kind. Some of the
slaves in a great lord’s house have next to nothing to do.
They wear lovely clothes and eat meat every day. Perhaps
hed take me to the wars and I'd save his life in a battle and
then hed set me free and adopt me as his son and give me
a palace and a chariot and a suit of armour. But then he
might be a horrid cruel man. He might send me to work
on the fields in chains. I wish I knew. How can I know?
I bet this horse knows, if only he could tell me’

The Horse had lifted its head. Shasta stroked its
smooth-as-satin nose and said, ‘I wish you could talk,
old fellow’
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K cTonby, MupHo muman Tpasy. [llacta mormagun ero
II0 XOJIKE, HO KOHb HMKaK He OTpearupoBa/ Ha J1acKy,
U MajbuuK nopgymamn: «KTo ero sHaet, Kakoil OH, 3TOT
TapxaH!»

— Xopomro, ecru fo6psiit, — npogomkun [lacra, He
3aMeTUB, YTO PA3MbIIIIAET BCIYX. — Y HEKOTOPBIX Tap-
XaHOB PaObl HOCAT IIETKOBBIE OfIEK/BI U KKV [[€Hb
enAT Maco. MoxeT ObITb, OH BO3bMET MEHA B IIOXO[,
U 51 CIIaCy eMy XKVI3Hb, ¥ OH OCBOOOZIUT MEHsI, ¥ YCBIHO-
BT, U NIOJAPUT ABOpeL... A BAPYT oH >kecToknii? Torma
3aky€T MeHA B Llemn. Kak 65! y3HaTh? KOHB-TO 3HaeT, fa
He CKakeT.

Konp nopnan ronosy, u Illacra, mornagus ero meén-
KOBBIi HOC, BOCK/IMKHYII:
— AX, ymes1 6Bl Tl TOBOPUTB!



