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This is for Tabby, who got me into it—
and then bailed me out of it.

PART ONE
BLOOD SPORT

News item from the Westover (Me.)
weekly Enterprise, August 19, 1966:

RAIN OF STONES REPORTED

It was reliably reported by several
persons that a rain of stones fell from
a clear blue sky on Carlin Street in
the town of Chamberlain on August
17th'. The stones fell principally on the
home of Mrs. Margaret White, damag-
ing the roof extensively and ruining two
gutters and a downspout valued at ap-
proximately $25. Mrs. White, a widow,
lives with her three-year-old daughter,
Carietta.

Mrs. White could not be reached
for comment’.

Nobody was really surprised when
it happened, not really, not at the sub-
conscious level where savage things
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' Heckoavkumu  a100omu
coobwasoce, umo 2pao
Kamuell obpywuaca ¢ 4u-
cmoz2o 204y6oe0 Heba Ha
yauuy Kapaun 6 eopode
Yemoepaen 17 asecycma.
CrpanaTeTbHBII 3aJI0T
Passive Voice nepenaércs
[JIarojioM be v IpuUYaCTH -
€M TIPOIIIEeIIIETO BpeMEeH!
past participle. CMm. mmon-
poGHee Ha c. 405

2 C Muccuc Yaiim ces-
3ambcs He cmozau.

Passive Voice + monanb-
HbIil rnaron can. byny-
YU MOAAJbHBIM, can Kak
B HACTOsIIlIeM, TaK 4 B
mnpolieaieM He Tpebyer
BCIIOMOI'aTeJIbHOIO  IJjia-
rojia Jyisl IOCTPOEHMUSI OT-
PUILIAHUS WX BOITPOCA.



Crusen Kuur

3 ...6ce 0esouKu 6 Oyuie6oli

ObLau woxkuposanst, 630y-
oopajicensl, NPUCMbIHCEHBL
uau nonpocmy paovi, 4mo
ama eaduna Yaiim choea
nonaaa 6 6eoy.

take it in the mouth — no-
nadame 6 6edy, noayuamo
no 3acayeam, UiioMa

had taken — Past Perfect,
JIeCTBUE TIPEIIIECTBYET
YyBCTBaM [JE€BOYEK, IOJI-
poOHee O «IpeAIpolIe/-
meM» cM. ¢. 396

* Kappu xoduaa c Hexo-
MopbIMU U3 HUX 6 WK0AY C
nepeoeo Kaacca

had been going — had been
+ V-ing o0pa3yioT BpeMs
Past Perfect Continuous,
KOTOpOE  CIYKUT  IJIsI
OMUCAHUS JJIUTEJTBHOTO
NEeNCTBUS, KOTOpOE Ha-
4aJioCh U 3aKOHYWJIOCH 0
ONpeaeIEHHOIO MOMEHTa
B MMPOIILIOM
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grow. On the surface, all the girls in
the shower room were shocked,
thrilled, ashamed, or simply glad
that the White bitch had taken it in
the mouth again®. Some of them
might also have claimed surprise, but
of course their claim was untrue. Car-
rie had been going to school with
some of them since the first grade?,
and this had been building since that
time, building slowly and immutably,
in accordance with all the laws that
govern human nature, building with
all the steadiness of a chain reaction
approaching critical mass.

What none of them knew, of
course, was that Carrie White was tel-
ekinetic.

Graffiti scratched on a desk of the
Barker Street Grammar School in
Chamberlain:

Carrie White eats shit.

The locker room was filled with
shouts, echoes, and the subterranean
sound of showers splashing on tile.
The girls had been playing volleyball
in Period One, and their morning
sweat was light and eager.

Girls stretched and writhed under
the hot water, squalling, flicking water,
squirting white bars of soap from
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hand to hand. Carrie stood among
them stolidly, a frog among swans. She
was a chunky girl with pimples on her
neck and back and buttocks, her wet
hair completely without color. It rest-
ed against her face with dispirited sog-
giness and she simply stood, head
slightly bent®, letting the water splat
against her flesh and roll off. She
looked the part of the sacrificial
goat, the constant butt, believer in
left-handed monkey wrenches, per-
petual foul-up, and she was®. She
wished forlornly and constantly that
Ewen High had individual— and thus
private—showers, like the high schools
at Westover or Lewiston. They stared.
They always stared.

Showers turning off one by one,
girls stepping out, removing pastel
bathing caps, toweling, spraying deo-
dorant, checking the clock over the
door. Bras were hooked, underpants
stepped into. Steam hung in the air;
the place might have been an Egyp-
tian bathhouse except for’ the con-
stant rumble of the Jacuzzi whirlpool
in the corner. Calls and catcalls re-
bounded with all the snap and flicker
of billiard balls after a hard break.

“—so Tommy said he hated it on
me and [—7
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> u ona npocmo cmosaa,
caecKa HAKAOHUB 201068y

bent — past participle ot
rnaroia to bend, Ha pyc-
CKUII OOBIYHO IIepemaéTcsI
JIeeIpUYaCTHBIM 000pOTOM

¢ Ona evieasadesa udeaan-
Holi kanoudamypoii Ha poab
«K031a OMnyuieHus», Heus-
MeHHO020 06seKxma écex Ha-
cMeuex u uzdesameasvcmas,
NOCMOAHHOU HeyOauHuubl,
eécem mem, 4em oOHa, HA
deae, u OvLaa.
HMnroMaTu4HBIE BBIpaXxe-
Hust. Tak 3a believer in left-
handed monkey wrench
(OykB. mom, kmo eepum,
umo 'y 00e3bsaHbI-1e8UllU
ecmb  pazeoOHOU  KAHOH)
CKpBIBAacTCS  OIMMCaHUE
HaMBHOTO 4YeJIoBeKa, KO-
TOPBII BeIETCS Ha IITYyTKU.
7 3mo mozaa 6vt Gbtmo e2u-
nemckas 6ans, ecau 6ot He
Might have been nepenaér
HepeaJlbHOE COOBITHE B
TPOIIEIIIeM, 3. BBITIOJ-
HsI (DYHKIMIO cocJara-
TEJIbHOTO  HAKJIOHEHWUSI.
Might pu 3TOM MoOTYEp-
KWBaeT HU3KYIO CTENeHb
YBEpEHHOCTHU TOBODSI-
mero, o0 ymoTpediIeHun
might cm. c. 369
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8 On roevipsemcs 6 Hocy,
HO mak u ona moxyce

so does she — Bcriomora-
TeJbHBINA Taroi (3m. do)
MO3BOJISIET HE TTOBTOPSTH
CJIOBO JABXAbI; 31d. TO-
cie so TpebyeTcsi MHBep-
cusi (0OpaTHBINM TOPSIIOK
CJIOB)
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«

I'm going with my sister and
her husband. He picks his nose but
so does she®, so theyre very—~

“—shower after school and—"

“—too cheap to spend a goddamn
penny so Cindi and I—"

Miss Desjardin, their slim, non-
breasted gym teacher, stepped in,
craned her neck around briefly, and
slapped her hands together once,
smartly. “What are you waiting for,
Carrie? Doom? Bell in five minutes.”
Her shorts were blinding white, her
legs not too curved but striking in
their unobtrusive muscularity. A silver
whistle, won in college archery com-
petition, hung around her neck.

The girls giggled and Carrie looked
up, her eyes slow and dazed from the
heat and the steady, pounding roar of
the water. “Ohuh?”

It was a strangely froggy sound,
grotesquely apt, and the girls giggled
again. Sue Snell had whipped a towel
from her hair with the speed of a ma-
gician embarking on a wondrous feat
and began to comb rapidly. Miss
Desjardin made an irritated cranking
gesture at Carrie and stepped out.

Carrie turned off the shower. It

died in a drip and a gurgle.
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It wasn't until she stepped out that
they all saw the blood running down

her leg.

From The Shadow Exploded:
Documented Facts and Specific
Conclusions Derived from the Case of
Carietta White, by David R. Congress
(Tulane University Press, 1981),

p- 34:

It can hardly be disputed that
failure to note specific instances of
telekinesis during the White girl’s
earlier years must be attributed to
the conclusion offered by White and
Stearns in their paper Telekinesis: A
Wild Talent Revisited—that the abil-
ity to move objects by effort of the
will alone comes to the fore only in
moments of extreme personal
stress®. The talent is well hidden in-
deed; how else could it have remained
submerged for centuries with only the
tip of the iceberg showing above a sea
of quackery?

We have only skimpy hearsay evi-
dence upon which to lay our founda-
tion in this case, but even this is enough
to indicate that a “TK” potential of im-
mense magnitude existed within Carrie
White. The great tragedy is that we
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 Tpyono ocnopumv, wmo
KOHKpenuvle Npos6AeHUs
meaeKuHemu4eckux cno-
co6nocmeii deeouxu Yaiim
He ObLau 3ameveHbl 6 pan-
HeMm 6o3pacme écaedcmeue
moeo 3aKalo4eHus, Komo-
poe npedaoxcuau Yaim u
Cmupnuz 6 ceoém dokaade
«Teaexune3: 6osspauenue
Heucmoeozo0 maianma», a
UMEHHO: CHOCOGHOCTDb ne-
pemeuams npeomemnult 00-
HUM ycuauem mbolcau npo-
A645€MCA MOABKO 8 CUMYy-
auusax Kpainezo cmpecca.

3. 1 manee 1Mo KHWUTE BO
BCTaBKaX M3 raser, Hay4y-
HBIX pabOT U 3aKJIIOYEHU I
cylda WCIIONB3YIOTCST CO-
OTBETCTBYIOIIIE  CTUJIN.
Tak 31. A3bIK CTAHOBUTCSI
Hay4yHbIM, CJI€IOBaTE/lb-
HO, TIpEIJIOXEeHUs YN~
HSIOTCSI, 4Yallle WCITONb-
3yl0TCsl 0OoJiee CIIOXKHbIE
rpaMMatuyeckue  KOH-
CTPYKLIMM M, B 4YacTHO-
CTU, TIACCUBHBINA 3aJIOT,
MPUMEHSIIOTCS TEPMUHBI.

7
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10" Tpazedua saxaronaemcs
6 mom, umo Mol éce yyce
ono3oaau...

B ommmume oT pycckoro
Hay4YHOTO CTWJISI, aHTJIUIA-
CKMI JOITyCKaeT ymnoTpe-
OneHue ¢pazeosiorus-
MOB. Monday-morning
quarterback (OykB. Ke60-
mepb3K 8 NOHedeabHUK
ympom) OIIMCHIBAET JIIO-
e, KOTOpbIE CKJIOHHbI
KPUTUKOBaTb [IPYyrUX MU
TOBOPUTH, KaK HalO OBLIO
OBl JIydllle caejaTh YTO-
TO, TIOCJIe COOBITHUS, KOT-
Jla UBMEHUTh yKe HUYETro
HeJb3sl.

1" Tocnoodu, moxcno nody-
Mamb, OHA HUK020a

you’d = you would, cocna-
rareJbHOe HaKJIOHEHME,
CUTyallMsl KaxeTcs He-
BO3MOXHOM
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are now all Monday-morning quar-
terbacks ..."

“Per-iod!”

The catcall came first from Chris
Hargensen. It struck the tiled walls, re-
bounded, and struck again. Sue Snell
gasped laughter from her nose and felt
an odd, vexing mixture of hate, revul-
sion, exasperation, and pity. She just
looked so dumb, standing there, not
knowing what was going on. God, you'd
think she never—"

“PER-iod!”

It was becoming a chant, an incan-
tation. Someone in the background
(perhaps Hargensen again, Sue
couldn’t tell in the jungle of echoes)
was yelling, “Plug it up!” with hoarse,
uninhibited abandon.

“PER-iod, PER-iod, PER-iod!”

Carrie stood dumbly in the center
of a forming circle, water rolling from
her skin in beads. She stood like a
patient ox, aware that the joke was on
her (as always), dumbly embarrassed
but unsurprised.

Sue felt welling disgust as the first
dark drops of menstrual blood struck
the tile in dime-sized drops. “For
God’s sake, Carrie, you got your peri-
od!” she cried. “Clean yourself up!”

“Ohuh?”
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She looked around bovinely. Her
hair stuck to her cheeks in a curving
helmet shape. There was a cluster of
acne on one shoulder. At sixteen, the
elusive stamp of hurt was already
marked clearly in her eyes.

“She thinks they’re for lipstick!”
Ruth Gogan suddenly shouted with
cryptic glee, and then burst into a
shriek of laughter. Sue remembered
the comment later and fitted it into a
general picture, but now it was only
another senseless sound in the confu-
sion. Sixteen? She was thinking. She
must know what’s happening'?, she—

More droplets of blood. Carrie still
blinked around at her classmates in
slow bewilderment.

Helen Shyres turned around and
made mock throwing-up gestures.

“You're bleeding!” Sue yelled sud-
denly, furiously. “You're bleeding, you
big dumb pudding!”

Carrie looked down at herself.

She shrieked.

The sound was very loud in the
humid locker room.

A tampon suddenly struck her in
the chest and fell with a plop at her
feet. A red flower stained the absor-
bent cotton and spread.

Then the laughter, disgusted,
contemptuous, horrified, seemed to
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12 Ona nasepnarxa smnaem,
umo npoucxooum
MopanbHBI Ti1aron must
nepenaéT KpaifHIo cTe-
MeHb YBEPEHHOCTH, HU-
KTO U3 IEBOYEK HE MOXET
JOMYCTUTb, YTO MOTJIO ObI
ObITb MHaye, O TIJarojie
must cM. c. 370

what’s happening = what
is happening — Present
Continuous  momeraer
quTaTenasl M BCeX Iepco-
HaXeW B IJIUTEJbHOE NeW-
CTBUE B HACTOSIILIEM Bpe-
MEHHU, 00 ymnoTpebJeHun
3TOro BpeMeHU cM. ¢. 386
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13 3amem noxazaaoce, umo
cmex, noamslil omepauie-
HuUs, npe3penus, cmpaxa,
cmaa epomue u npeepa-
muacs 60 umo-mo Hepas-
6opuueoe u mepskoe
seemed to rise and bloom —
YacThb CKa3yeMoro, Cco-
CTaBJISIIONIETO KOHCTPYK-
maro  Complex Subject,
IUISL TIepeBoia U TTIOHUMA-
HUSI MOXKHO BBIHECTH 3Ha-
YeHMe MEepBOro Iarojia B
OTIEIbHOE 0e3TMYHOe
Mnpe;IoKEeHUE Ha  pyc-
ckoMm 3. (3m. «Ilokasza-
JIOCh...»), CM. C. 415

4 uz cymouex
Hecmotpst Ha mpuBBIYHOE
3HAYECHUE Koulenék, 3TUM
K€ CJIOBOM HAa3bIBAIOTCSI
MOYTU BCE KEHCKHUE CyM-
KM, 0COOEHHO HEOOIBILIO-
ro pa3mepa.

15 gce smu 200v1, K020a onu
pewuau nodKoaoms eé 6 aa-
2epe 045 IOHbIX XPUCMUGH,
uau Ko20a Kmo-mo Hawén
nucomo Ksppu ¢ npusnanu-
em 6 arwoeu Dasm bo6ou
Ilukemmy u onu pewuau
nepenucamsp ezo u pazoamo
6cem 60Kpye, uAU K020a
cnpamaau e€ mpycol 20e-
mo, uau nOAOHCUAU 3MeI0
¢ mygaro, uiu usdeeaiuco
ewié Kak-mo CcHoea, a no-
mom cHoea

30. 1 ganee Iepednciisi-
JOTCSl HAIlaCTH, KOTOPBIE

10
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rise and bloom into something jag-
ged and ugly®?, and the girls were
bombarding her with tampons and
sanitary napkins, some from purses',
some from the broken dispenser on
the wall. They flew like snow and the
chant became: “Plug it up, plug it up,
plug it up, plug it—"

Sue was throwing them too, throw-
ing and chanting with the rest, not
really sure what she was doing—a
charm had occurred to her mind and
it glowed there like neon: There’s no
harm in it really no harm in it really no
harm— It was still flashing and glow-
ing, reassuringly, when Carrie sudden-
ly began to howl and back away, flail-
ing her arms and grunting and gob-
bling.

The girls stopped, realizing that fis-
sion and explosion had finally been
reached. It was at this point, when
looking back, that some of them would
claim surprise. Yet there had been all
these years, all these years of let’s
short-sheet Carrie’s bed at Christian
Youth Camp and I found this love
letter from Carrie to Flash Bobby
Pickett let’s copy it and pass it
around and hide her underpants
somewhere and put this snake in
her shoe and duck her again, duck
her again's; Carrie tagging along stub-
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bornly on biking trips, known one
year as pudd’n'® and the next year as
truck-face, always smelling sweaty, not
able to catch up; catching poison ivy
from urinating in the bushes and eve-
ryone finding out (hey, scratch-ass,
your bum itch?); Billy Preston putting
peanut butter in her hair that time she
fell asleep in study hall; the pinches,
the legs outstretched in school aisles
to trip her up, the books knocked
from her desk, the obscene postcard
tucked into her purse; Carrie at the
church picnic and kneeling down
clumsily to pray and the seam of her
old madras skirt splitting along the
zipper like the sound of a huge wind-
breakage; Carrie always missing the
ball, even in kickball, falling on her
face in Modern Dance during their
sophomore year and chipping a tooth,
running into the net during volleyball;
wearing stockings that were always
run, running, or about to run, always
showing sweat stains under the arms
of her blouses; even the time Chris
Hargensen called up after school from
the Kelly Fruit Company downtown
and asked her if she knew that pig
poop was spelled C-A-R-R-I-E: Sud-
denly all this and the critical mass
was reached'’. The ultimate shit-on,
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npukiIounauck ¢ Kappu
10 BUHE €€ CBEPCTHUKOB.
ITepBhlie nBa MepenaloTcs,
UMUTHPYSI TIPSIMYIO pedb
YYaCTHUKOB 3TUX COOBI-
TUM.

short-sheet — PO3BITPHIIII,
MpU KOTOPOM KpOBaTh
KEPTBBI  TEePECTHIIAETCS
Tak, 4YTO OHAa, IIBITAsICh
JIeub TIOJ, OfesiIo, ToTa-
JaeT HoraMu B 3apaHee
CJIOXEHHBIA MEILOK U3
npocTbiHU. OOGBIYHO KJIa-
nETCI TaK, YTO >KepTBa
WIX HE MOXET BBITIPSI-
MWTb HOTH, WJIK HE MOXET
JIeYb COBCEM.

to duck smb — paszroBop-
HO€E BbIpaXeHue i1 000-
3HAYEHUST  PO3BITPHIIIA
HaJ KeM-JI.

1% moacmymra
pudd’n = pudding; Oyks.
nyooune

17 Bopye 6cé ’mo Haxavi-
HY10 Ha Heé u cmaao no-
caeoneii kanaeil.

IlepBast yacTh IpencraB-
Js5eT CcO0OH 3IUITHYE-
CKO€ IMPEeIIOKEHHUE, MOXK-
HO OBLIO OBl 3aMEHUTD Ha:
Suddenly she remembered
all this.

was reached — TacCUBHas
KOHCTPYKILIMS, 00 yrnoTpe-
GyieHnM TTaccuBa cM. c. 405

11
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8 Ypezeviuaiino  nozouee
u mpaemamu4Hoe HA4A10
MEHCIpYaabHo2o0  UuKaa
Kappu Yaiim, eo3moxncno,
0a10 moa4ox eé ckpvimoti
cuae.

might have provided —
might nepenaér HHU3KYIO
BEPOSATHOCTD  TIPOMCIIIE-
CTBUSA, TIepGhEKTHBI WH-
(UHUTHB OTCHUTAET K CO-
OBITUIO B IIPOIILIOM.

30. ucnoib3lyeTcs: Oojee
BBICOKOE IO CTUJIIO BbIpa-
XeHWUeE fo provide the trigger
BMecTO 0oJjice KOPOTKOTO
BBIPaXXEHMS TOM e MbIC-
JIU 4epe3 TIaron fo trigger
(3HauYeHUeE TO Xe).

12
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gross-out, put-down, long searched
for, was found. Fission.

She backed away, howling in the
new silence, fat forearms crossing her
face, a tampon stuck in the middle of
her pubic hair.

The girls watched her, their eyes
shining solemnly.

Carrie backed into the side of one
of the four large shower compart-
ments and slowly collapsed into a sit-
ting position. Slow, helpless groans
jerked out of her. Her eyes rolled with
wet whiteness, like the eyes of a hog
in the slaughtering pen.

Sue said slowly, hesitantly: “I think
this must be the first time she ever—”

That was when the door pumped
open with a flat and hurried bang and
Miss Desjardin burst in to see what
the matter was.

* * *

From The Shadow Exploded
(p. 41):

Both medical and psychological
writers on the subject are in agree-
ment that Carrie White’s exception-
ally late and traumatic commence-
ment of the menstrual cycle might
well have provided the trigger for
her latent talent'®.
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It seems incredible that, as late as
1979, Carrie knew nothing of the ma-
ture woman's monthly cycle. It is nearly
as incredible to believe that the girl’s
mother would permit her daughter to
reach the age of nearly seventeen with-
out consulting a gynecologist concern-
ing the daughter’s failure to menstruate.

Yet the facts are incontrovertible.
When Carrie White realized she was
bleeding from the vaginal opening, she
had no idea of what was taking place.
She was innocent of the entire con-
cept of menstruation.

One of her surviving classmates,
Ruth Gogan, tells of entering the girls’
locker room at Ewen High School the
year before the events we are con-
cerned with and seeing Carrie using a
tampon to blot her lipstick with. At
that time Miss Gogan said: “What the
hell are you up to?” Miss White re-
plied: “Isn’t this right?” Miss Gogan
then replied: “Sure. Sure it is.” Ruth
Gogan let a number of her girl friends
in on this (she later told this inter-
viewer she thought it was “sorta
cute”’), and if anyone tried in the
future to inform Carrie of the true
purpose of what she was using to
make up with, she apparently dis-
missed the explanation as an attempt
to pull her leg®. This was a facet of
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¥ kax-mo muao

sorta = sort of, pa3roBop-
HBIIi BapyaHT, TOMOTaeT
nepenarb armochepy u
CTUJIb TOBOPEHUS JEBYIII-
KU1

2 kax nonvimky noouty-
mumbo Hao Heil.

to pull one’s leg — pa3bl-
rpaTh KOTO-JI.; UAMOMA

13
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2 Eoea au ona 6vt npusna-
4ace 6 mom, wmo el 3mo

NOHPABUAOCDH
would have admitted —
cociaraTeJIbHoe  HakJIo-

HeHWe, Tiepenaroniee 31I.
HepEaITbHYIO CUTYAIlIO B
MPOLUIOM, CM. IIOApPOO-
Hee c. 426

2 cxeamuaacv 3a Oeavle
wopmut Mucc Jlexcapden.
Miss Desjardin’s — dopma
MPUTSIKATeIbHOTO  Taje-
’Xa, CTOUT Mepe onpene-
JIIEMBIM ~ CYIIECTBUTETb-
HBIM, OepéT Ha cebs ap-
TUKJIb (3. HYJIEBOM, TaK
KaK UMsI COOCTBEHHOE)
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her life that she had become exceed-
ingly wary of. ...

When the girls were gone to their
Period Two classes and the bell had
been silenced (several of them had
slipped quietly out the back door be-
fore Miss Desjardin could begin to
take names), Miss Desjardin employed
the standard tactic for hysterics: She
slapped Carrie smartly across the face.
She hardly would have admitted the
pleasure the act gave her?, and she
certainly would have denied that she
regarded Carrie as a fat, whiny bag of
lard. A first-year teacher, she still be-
lieved that she thought all children
were good.

Carrie looked up at her dumbly,
face still contorted and working. “M-
M-Miss D-D-Des-D—"

“Get up,” Miss Desjardin said dis-
passionately. “Get up and tend to
yourself.”

“I'm bleeding to death!” Carrie
screamed, and one blind, searching
hand came up and clutched Miss
Desjardin’s white shorts*>. It left a
bloody handprint.

“I ... you ...” The gym teacher’s
face contorted into a pucker of dis-
gust, and she suddenly hurled Carrie,
stumbling, to her feet. “Get over there!”




Koppnu

Carrie stood swaying between the
showers and the wall with its dime
sanitary-napkin dispenser, slumped
over, breasts pointing at the floor, her
arms dangling limply. She looked like
an ape. Her eyes were shiny and blank.

“Now,” Miss Desjardin said with
hissing, deadly emphasis, “you take
one of those napkins out... no, never
mind the coin slot, it’s broken any-
way... take one and... damn it, will
you do it! You act as if you never had
a period before”

“Period?” Carrie said.

Her expression of complete unbe-
lief was too genuine, too full of
dumb and hopeless horror, to be
ignored or denied®. A terrible and
black foreknowledge grew in Rita
Desjardin’s mind. It was incredible,
could not be. She herself had begun
menstruation shortly after her elev-
enth birthday and had gone to the
head of the stairs to yell down excit-
edly: “Hey, Mum, I'm on the rag!”

“Carrie?” she said now. She ad-
vanced toward the girl. “Carrie?”

Carrie flinched away. At the same
instant, a rack of softball bats in the
corner fell over with a large, echoing
bang. They rolled every which way,
making Desjardin jump.

“Carrie, is this your first period?”
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3 (bl10 CAUMKOM UCKPeH-
HO, CAUWIKOM HANOAHEHO
npueooswum 6 cmynop u
omuasinue Cmpaxom, 4mo-
ObL 3mMo MmoxcHo ObLio0 He
3amemumo AU OMPUUAMD.
to be too adj to do smth —
OBbITh CJIMIIIKOM KaKuM-
mo, 4TOOBI UYTO-TO Cle-
JIaTh;

31. TACCUBHBIA WHMU-
HUTUB fo be ignored, to
be denied, monpobHee o
BUIAX WHOUHUTHBA CM.
c. 408
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