Jonathan Livingston Seagull

Puuapp bax
Yalika no nmeHn [ykoHaTtaH JINBUHICTOH

TekcT ckaHupoBasia 1 nposepuna CeeTnaHa Kapsesa
MapannenbHbld TEKCT NoAroTosun Nnbs dpaHk

To the real Jonathan Seagull,
Who lives within us all

Part one

It was morning, and the new sun
sparkled gold across the ripples of a gentle sea.

A mile from shore a fishing boat
chummed the water, and the word for
Breakfast Flock flashed through the air, till a
crowd of a thousand seagulls came to dodge
and fight for bits of food. It was another busy
day beginning.

to chum — pas6pacbiBaTb NpUMaHKy
to dodge — XuTpUTb, NOBYNTDb

But way off alone, out by himself
beyond boat and shore, Jonathan Livingston
Seagull was practicing.

A hundred feet in the sky he lowered
his webbed feet, lifted his beak, and strained to
hold a painful hard twisting curve through his
wings. The curve meant that he would fly
slowly, and now he slowed until the wind was
a whisper in his face, until the ocean stood still
beneath him. He narrowed his eyes in fierce
concentration, held his breath, forced one ...
single ... more ... inch ... of ... curve ... Then
his feathers ruffled, he stalled and fell.

to stall — rnoxHyTb (0 gBuraTene), TepsThb
CKOpOCTb

Seagulls, as you know, never falter,
never stall. To stall in the air is for them
disgrace and it is dishonor.

HeBblgymaHHOMY [>KOHaTaHy-Yaiike,
KOTOPbI >XKMNBET B Ka>KOM U3 HAC

YacTb nepsas

HacTano yTpo, 1 30/10Tble 6/IMKK
MO/I0A0r0 COMHLA 3annscann Ha eaga
3aMeTHbIX BOJIHaX CMOKOMHOro Mops.

B mune ot 6epera ¢ pbI60/10BHOIO
Cy/AHa 3a6pocuin CeTU C NPUMaHKON, BECTb 00
3TOM MIHOBEHHO foHecnacbk Ao Ctaum,
0XN[aBLLE 3aBTPaKa, U BOT YXKe ThiCAYa Yaek
cneTenach K CyfHY, YT06bl XUTPOCTbIO UMK
CUNom Jo6bITb Kpoxu Ny, Eule oguH
XNONOT/MBbLIN eHb BCTYMNWA B CBOM Npasa.

Ho Baanu ot Bcex, BAanu ot
PbIBO/IOBHOIO CyAHa 1 OT 6epera B NO/IHOM
OAMHOYECTBE COBepLLaa CBOU
TPEHUPOBOYHbIE MOJETbI Yaiika Mo MMeHN
[>XoHaTaH JIMUBUHICTOH.

B3neteB Ha cTO (hyTOB* B HeboO,
[DKOHaTaH M30rHyN Kpblnbs 1, NPeBO3MOras
60/1b, CTapaca yaepXxaTb UX B 3TOM
MONOXEHUM. M30rHYTbIe KPbIbsi CHUYXKaIN
CKOPOCTb, W OH /1IeTeN TaK MeAJ/IEHHO, YTO
BeTep efBa LenTan y Hero Haf yXoM, a OkeaH
Mo HAM Kaszasicsi HefBMXXMUM. OH npuLypun
rnasa v BeCb 06paTuCcs B 04HO-eAMHCTBEHHOE
YKenaHwe: BOT OH 3afiepXKasl fibIXaHue U YyTb...
YyTb-UyTb... HA OAWH AOVM... yBENNYNA N3rNb
KpblnbeB. Mepbs B3bEPOLUNINCL, OH COBCEM
noTepsia CKOPOCTb 1 ynai.

Yaliku, KakK Bbl 3HaeTe, He
pa3fyMbIBatOT BO BpeMS MosieTa M HAKOra He
oCTaHaBnMBaroTCsA. OCTaHOBUTLCA B BO3AYXE
— N8 Yalikn 6ecyecTbe, AN1s Yakm aTo0 —
nosop.
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But Jonathan Livingston Seagull,
unashamed, stretching his wings again in that
trembling hard curve — slowing, slowing, and
stalling once more — was no ordinary bird.

Most gulls don't bother to learn more
than the simplest facts of flight — how to get
from shore to food and back again. For most
gulls, it is not flying that matters, but eating.
For this gull, though, it was not eating that
mattered, but flight. More than anything else.
Jonathan Livingston Seagull loved to fly.

This kind of thinking, he found, is not
the way to make one’s self popular with other
birds. Even his parents were dismayed as
Jonathan spent whole days alone, making
hundreds of low-level glides, experimenting.

glide — ckonb>KeHue

He didn't know why, for instance, but
when he flew at altitudes less than half his
wingspan above the water, he could stay in the
air longer, with less effort. His glides ended
not with the usual feet-down splash into the
sea, but with a long flat wake as he touched
the surface with his feet tightly streamlined
against his body.

wake — cnefi, 0Tne4YaToK

When he began sliding in to feet-up
landings on the beach, then pacing the length
of his slide in the sand, his parents were very
much dismayed indeed.

"Why, Jon, why?" his mother asked.
"Why is it so hard to be like the rest of the
flock, Jon? Why can't you leave low flying to
the pelicans, the albatross? Why don’t you eat?
Son, you're bone and feathers!"

flock — cTago, cTas

"I don't mind being bone and feathers,
mom. | just want to know what | can do in the
air and what | can't, that's all. I just want to
know."

Ho [XoHaTaH JIMBUHICTOH, KOTOPbIW,
He CTbIACh, BHOBb BbIrMbas 1 Hanpsran
[poxaLLme Kpblibs — BCe Mef/1eHHee,
Mef/leHHee, 1 ONATb Heyfaya, — Obin He
KaKoM-HMOY/b 3aypsaHON NTULENA.

BONbLUMHCTBO YaeK He CTPEMMUTCA
y3HaTb O MOMIETE HNYEro, KPOMe caMoro
HeobX0AMMOro: Kak oNeTeTb OT 6epera [0
MWLM 1 BEPHYTbCA Hazad. [N 60MbLLIMHCTBA
yaek rnaBHoe — efia, a He nonet. [ns aToi xe
yaiku rnaBHoe 6bI10 He B efie, a B NONeTe.
bonbLue Bcero Ha ceete [>KoHaTaH
JINBMHICTOH NtOGUN NeTath.

Ho nogo6Hoe npucTpacTue, Kak oH
MOHSAN, He BHYLLAET yBaXKeHUs NTuuam. Jaxe
ero poauTenu 6111 BCTPEBOXKEHbBI TEM, YTO
[bKoHaTaH uenble AHW NPOBOAMUT B
OAMHOYECTBE W, 3aHUMasICb CBOMMMU OMbITaMK,
CHOBA M CHOBa NJIaHNPYET™ Haz, Camoi BOLOW.

OH, HanpvMep, He NOHUMaJ1, MOYeMYy,
NeTas Ha BbICOTe MeHbLLEN Mosiypasmaxa
CBOMX KPbI/bEB, OH MOXET JepXKaTbCs B
BO34yXe A0/ibLUe 1 NoYTn 6e3 yeunuid. Ero
MAaHUPYIOLMIA CMYCK 3aKaHYMBA/ICA He
06bIYHbIM BC/IECKOM NMPW NOTPY>KEHUU Nan B
BOZY, a NOSB/IEHNEM [/IMHHOW BCNEHEHHOIA
CTPYM, KOTOpasi poxaasnach, Kak TO/IbKO Teso
[DKoHaTaHa ¢ MN0THO NPUXKaTbIMK NlanaMu
Kacasiocb NOBEPXHOCTN MOpS.

Korga oH Hayan, nofXumas nansl,
nnaHWpoBaTb Ha beper, a NOTOM U3MepATb
Laramu criefl, OCTaBNsAeMbIil Ha NeCke, ero
poauTeNu, eCTeCTBEHHO, BCTPEBOXKM/IUCHL He
Ha LUYTKY.

— [oyemy, [)XoH, noyemy? —
cnpatumsana Matb. — Moyemy Tbl HE MOXKELLb
BeCTu cebs, Kak BCe Mbl? [loyemy Tbl He
npefoCTaBWLLb NOMETbI Haf, BOLOW NenkaHam
n anbbaTtpocam? Ioyemy Tbl HUYETO He eLlb?
CblH, OT Tebsi OCTa/IUCb Mepbs Aa KOCTW.

— Hy 1 nycTb, Mama, 0T MeHsl
OCTa/INCb NePbst a KOCTU. F X0uy 3HaThb, UTO A
MOry fienaTb B BO3fyXe, a Yero He Mory. 9
MPOCTO X0YYy 3HaTb.
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"See here, Jonathan," said his father,
not unkindly. 'Winter isn’t far away. Boats will
be few, and the surface fish will be swimming
deep. If you must study, then study food, and
how to get it. This flying business is all very
well, but you can't eat a glide, you know. Don't
you forget that the reason you fly is to eat.”

Jonathan nodded obediently. For the
next few days he tried to behave like the other
gulls; he really tried, screeching and fighting
with the flock around the piers and fishing
boats, diving on scraps of fish and bread. But
he couldn’t make it work.

It's all so pointless, he thought,
deliberately dropping a hard-won anchovy to a
hungry old gull chasing him. I could be
spending all this time learning to fly. There’s
so much to learn!

It wasn't long before Jonathan Gull was
off by himself again, far out at sea, hungry,
happy, learning.

The subject was speed, and in a week’s
practice he learned more about speed than the
fastest gull alive.

From a thousand feet, flapping his
wings as hard as he could, he pushed over into
a blazing steep dive toward the waves, and
learned why seagulls don't make blazing steep
power-dives. In just six seconds he was
moving seventy miles per hour, the speed at
which one’s wing goes unstable on the
upstroke.

Time after time it happened. Careful as
he was, working at the very peak of his ability,
he lost control at high speed.

Climb to a thousand feet. Full power
straight ahead first, then push over, flapping,
to a vertical dive. Then, every time, his left
wing stalled on an upstroke, he'd roll violently
left, stall his right wing recovering, and flick
like fire into a wild tumbling spin to the right.

— Mocnywaii-Ka, [KoHaTaH, —
roBOpW/ eMy OTeL, 6e3 TeHU
Hefo6poxenaTelbHOCTU. — 3MMa He 3a
ropamu. PbibonoBHble cyfa 6yayT nosBNATLCS
BCe pexxe, a pblba, KoTopas Tenepb N1aBaeT Ha
MOBEPXHOCTN, YAET B rNy6uHy. Ecnn Tebe
HENpPeMeHHO XOUeTCs YUUThCA, U3yYali NuLLy,
yuncb ee Ao6bIBaTh. MoneTbl — 310, KOHEYHO,
0YeHb XOPOLUO, HO O4HVUMMU MOJIETaMU CbIT He
OyfeLwb. He 3a6biBaii, YTO Thbl fleTaellb paau
TOr0, YTOObI ECTb.

[XoHaTaH NMOKOPHO KMBHYIN.
HeckonbKo fHeli OH CTapasca Aenatb TO Xe,
4TO BCe OCTa/IbHble, CTapa/iCca U30 BCEX CUN:
MPOH3UTENBHO KpUYan v apancs ¢
copoAnyamMu y nNMpCcoB 1 pbIGOTIOBHBIX CY/0B,
HbIPAN 33 KyCcOYKamMm pbibbl 1 Xneba. Ho y
HEro HWYero He NoJsly4anoch.

«Kakasa 6eccmbicnnua, — nogymasn oH
W pPeLlnTesNbHO LWBLIPHYN C TPYAOM L06bLITOrO
aH4yoyca ro/loHoI CTapoil Yaike, KoTopas
rHanacb 3a HUM. — A Mor 6bl NOTPaTUTL BCe
3TO BpeMs Ha TO, YTOObI yUnTLCS NeTaTb. MHe
HY>KHO Y3HaTb eLlle TaK MHOro!»

W BOT y>Ke [)koHaTaH CHOBa OAWH
[a1eK0 B MOpe — FO/I04HbINA, pafoCTHbIN,
NbIT/INBbIN.

OH 13y4an CKopocCTb Nnosneta v 3a
HeZleNto TPEHMPOBOK Y3Ha 0 CKOPOCTU
6onbLUe, YeM camast ObICTPOETHAA Yalika Ha
3TOM CBeTe.

MoAHABLUMCH Ha ThbiCAYY (hyTOB™* Haf
MOpEM, OH Bpocuncs B KPYTOe NnKe™, n3o
BCEX CWN Maxas KpblNbsAMU, U MOHAS, NoYeMy
YaKun MUKUPYHOT, CNIOXKMUB KPblnbs. Becero
yepes LecTb CeKYH[, OH YXKe f1IeTen co
CKOPOCTbIO CEMbECAT MU/Ib™ B Yac, Co
CKOPOCTbH0, MNPV KOTOPOW KPbI/IO B MOMEHT
B3Maxa TepsieT YCTONYMBOCTb.

Pa3 3a pa3om 04HO 1 TO »e. KaK OH HK
CTapasicsl, Kak HY Hanpsran Cubl, LOCTUTHYB
BbICOKOI CKOPOCTW, OH Teps/ yrnpas/ieHue.

MoabeM Ha Tbicauy yToB. MOLLHbIiA
pbIBOK BNepes, nepexos B nuke,
Harnps>KeHHbIe B3Maxu KPbIIbEB N OTBECHOE
nageHue BHU3. A NOTOM KaXKblid pa3 ero
NeBOe KPbI/I0 BAPYT 3aMUPao Npu B3Maxe
BBEPX, OH Pe3K0 KPeHW/ICca BEBO, NepecTasasl
Maxarb MpasbIM KPbIJIOM, YTOObI
BOCCTaHOBUTb paBHOBECUe, 1, BYATO
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He couldn’t be careful enough on that
upstroke. Ten times he tried, and all ten times,
as he passed through seventy miles per hour,
he burst into a churning mass of feathers, out
of control, crashing down into the water.

to churn — conBaTb Macno;
nepeTpaxXmMBaTb

The key, he thought at last, dripping
wet, must be to hold the wings still at high
speeds — to flap up to fifty and then hold the
wings still.

From two thousand feet he tried again,
rolling into his dive, beak straight down, wings
full out and stable from the moment he passed
fifty miles per hour. It took tremendous
strength, but it worked. In ten seconds he had
blurred through ninety miles per hour.
Jonathan had set a world speed record for
seagulls!

But victory was short-lived. The instant

he began his pullout, the instant he changed
the angle of his wings, he snapped into that
same terrible uncontrolled disaster, and at
ninety miles per hour it hit him like dynamite.
Jonathan Seagull exploded in midair and
smashed down into a brick-hard sea.

When he came to, it was well after
dark, and he floated in moonlight on the
surface of the ocean. His wings were ragged
bars of lead, but the weight of failure was even
heavier on his back. He wished, feebly, that
the weight could be just enough to drag him
gently down to the bottom, and end it all.

bar — 6pycok
As he sank low in the water, a strange

hollow voice sounded within him. There’s no
way around it. | am a seagull. I am limited by

MOXXMPaeMblii NnamMmeHeM, KyBbIPKOM Yepe3
MpaBoe KPbINo BXOAW/I B LUTOMOP .

HecmoTps Ha BCe cTapaHus, B3Max
BBEPX He yaasasncs. OH caenan fecathb
MONbITOK, U IeCATb Pa3, Kak TO/IbKO CKOPOCTb
MpeBblLLana CeMbECAT MU/b B Yac, OH
o6paLlancs B HeynpasnsieMblii KOMOK
B3bEPOLLEHHbIX NMEPbEB 1 KAMHEM NIETEN B

BOAY.

Bce feno B TOM, MOHAN HAKOHEL,
[>xoHaTaH, Korfa npomMoK [0 nocnegHero
rnepblLLKa, — BCE [1e/10 B TOM, YTO Npwu
60/bLLMX CKOPOCTAX HY)XXHO [lepXaTb Kpbl/ibs
B O4HOM MOMIOXKEHUM — MaxXaTb, NokKa
CKOPOCTb He JOCTUTHET NATUAECATN MU/b B
yac, a MOTOM AepXaTb B O4HOM MOJSIOXKEHUMW.

OH nofHANCA Ha fBe ThICAYM PYTOB 1
MONbITANICA eLe pa3: BXOAsA B NUKE, OH
BbITAHY/1 K/TKOB BHU3 U PACKUHY/ KPbI/bA, a
Korga AOCTUM CKOPOCTY NATLAECAT MUNb B
yac, nepecTas LLEeBeINTb UMU. ITO
noTpeb0oBa/Io HEMMOBEPHOT O HAMNPSHXKEHUSA, HO
OH fo6uscs cBoero. [ecATb CeKYHA OH MYasics
HEeY/I0BMMOM TEHbLIO CO CKOPOCTLIO AEBAHOCTO
MW/b B Yac™. [KoHaTaH yCTaHOBW/1 MUPOBOWA
peKops, CKOPOCTHOro noseTa 14 Yaek!

Ho oH Hegonro ynueanca nobeaoi.
Kak T0/1bKO OH MOnbITa/ICs BbIATA U3 MUKe,
KaK TOJIbKO OH C/ierka U3mMeHWs NnooXKeHne
KPbI/IbEB, €r0 NOAXBaTU/ TOT XKe
6€e3)KaN0oCTHbI HEOLO/IMMbIA BUXPb, OH MYaJl
€ro Co CKOPOCTbHO [1eBAHOCTO MUJIb B Yac v
pa3pbiBa Ha KYCKK, KaK 3apsaj, AMHaMuTa.
HeBbICOKO Hag MopeM [pKoHaTaH-Yaiika He
BblAEPXKa U PyXHY/ Ha TBEPAYHO, KaK KaMeHb,
BOAY.

Korpga oH npuwen B ceb6s, 6bina yxe
HOYb, OH NJIbIN B IYHHOM CBETe Mo rnaau
OKeaHa. V130apaHHble Kpbl/ibsi ObI/I HAUTbI
CBMHLLOM, HO Bpems Heyaauu 1erno Ha ero
CNUHY eLLe 60/1ee THKKUM rPy30M. Y Hero
MOSABUIOCL CMYTHOE XKesflaHue, YToObl 3TOT
rpy3 He3ameTHO YB/IEK €ro Ha HO, U Toraa
HakoHeL, Bce OyfeT KOHYEHO.

OH Hayan norpy»atbCsi B BOAy M
BAPYT YC/bilan HE3HAKOMbIIA Fyxoli ronoc
rae-To B ce6e caMoM: «Y MeHs HeT Bbixofa. S
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my nature. If | were meant to learn so much
about flying, I'd have charts for brains. If |
were meant to fly at speed, I'd have a falcon’s
short wings, and live on mice instead of fish.
My father was right. | must forget this
foolishness. I must fly home to the Flock and
be content as | am, as a poor limited seagull.

The voice faded, and Jonathan agreed.
The place for a seagull at night is on shore,
and from this moment forth, he vowed, he
would be a normal gull. It would make
everyone happier.

He pushed wearily away from the dark
water and flew toward the land, grateful for
what he had learned about work-saving low-
altitude flying.

But no, he thought. | am done with the
way | was, | am done with everything |
learned. | am a seagull like every other seagull,
and 1 will fly like one. So he climbed painfully
to a hundred feet and flapped his wings harder,
pressing for shore.

He felt better for his decision to be just
another one of the Flock. There would be no
ties now to the force that had driven him to
learn, there would be no more challenge and
no more failure. And it was pretty, just to stop
thinking, and fly through the dark, toward the
lights above the beach.

Dark! The hollow voice cracked in
alarm. Seagulls never fly in the dark!

Jonathan was not alert to listen. It's
pretty, he thought. The moon and the lights
twinkling on the water, throwing out little
beacon-trails through the night, and all so
peaceful and still...

beacon — curHasibHbIiA OroHb

Get down! Seagulls never fly in the
dark! If you were meant to fly in the dark,
you'd have the eyes of an owl! You'd have
charts for brains! You'd have a falcon’s short
wings!

There in the night, a hundred feet in the

yaiika. 1 MOry To/IbKO TO, YTO Mory. Poauce 1,
4TOObI Y3HAaTb TaK MHOIO O MoJieTax, y MeHs
Oblna 6bl He roN0Ba, a BblYNUCIUTE TbHAsA
MaLLmHa. Poamck 8 418 CKOPOCTHbIX NOMETOB,
Y MeHs 6b1/In 6bl KOPOTKUE KPbl/bS, KaK Y
COKO/1a, M A NUTaIcs Obl MblLLIAMU, @ He
pbl6oii. Moli oTel, nNpaB. H AOMKEH 3a0bITb 06
3TOM 6e3ymun. A JO/MKEH BEPHYTLCA AOMONA, K
cBoeli CTae, U JOBO/LCTBOBATLCA TEM, YTO A
TaKoW, KaKon ecTb, — Xa/Kas, cnabas Yanka.

"onoc ymonk, n [I>xoHataH cMupuincs.
«HOYb0 — MeCTO vaiikun Ha bepery, un
OTHbIHe, — PeLUn OH, — A He Byay HU4Yem
OT/INYaTbCA OT ApYrux. Tak 6ydeT nydile ans
Hac BCex».

OH yCTan0 OTTO/IKHY/CA OT TEMHOM BOAbI U
rnosieTen K 6epery, pagyscb, Yto ycrnes
Hay4MTbCA NeTaTb Ha HEGO/bLLIOW BbICOTE C
MUHUMa/IbHOW 3aTpaToii Cu.

«Ho HeT, — nogyman oH. — A
0TKa3a/ICA OT XKU3HW, A 0TKas3a/ics OT BCEro,
yemy Hayuusncs. A Takas e yaiika, Kak Bce
OCTa/lbHble, N A Oyfy NeTatb Tak, Kak fleTaloT
yainku»., C MyynTe/IlbHbIM TPYLOM OH
MOZHANCA Ha CTO (DYTOB M 3HEPTUYHEE
3amaxasl Kpbl/ibsiMK, TOPONSCb AOMOA.

OH no4yyBcTBOBaN 06/1ErYeHme 0TTOro,
4TO NPUHAN PELLeHWE XUTb, Kak Xuset Crtas.
Pacnanucb Lenu, KOTOPbIMU OH MPYKOBaJ
cebs K KOMecHuLE No3HaHus: He byaeT
60pbObI, He 6yAeT 1 NopaxxeHUA. Kak npusTHO
rnepecTartb LyMaTb W NIETETb B TEMHOTE K
6eperoBbIM OTHSM.

— TemHoTal — pasganca sgpyr
TPEBOXHBI FTyX0i ronoc. — Yaikn H1ukorga
He NeTaloT B TeMHOTe!

Ho [XoHaTaHy He X0TeNoChb CyLaTh.
«Kak npuaTHO, — Ayman oH. — JlyHa u
0T6/1eCKM CBETA, KOTOPbIe UTPatOT Ha BOAE U
MPOKNaAbIBAIOT B HOUM LOPOXKUN CUTHASTbHBIX
OrHel, 1 Kpyrom Bce Tak MUPHO U
CMOKOMHO...»

— CnycTtuck! Yailku HUKora He
NeTaloT B TeMHOTe. POAuCh Tbl, YTOGbI fIETaTh
B TEMHOTE, Y Tebs 6blnn 6bl rnasa cosbl! Y
Teb6s 6blna Obl He ro/oBa, a BblYUCUTENbHASA
MalumHa! Y 1ebs 6binv 6bl KOPOTKME KPbl/bA
COKOfIa.

Tam, B HOUM, Ha BbICOTe CTa (hyTOB,
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air, Jonathan Livingston Seagull — blinked.
His pain, his resolutions, vanished.

Short wings. A falcon s short wings!

That's the answer! What a fool I've
been! All need is a tiny little wing, all | need is
to fold most of my wings and fly on just the
tips alone! Short wings!

He climbed two thousand feet above
the black sea, and without a moment for
thought of failure and death, he brought his
forewings tightly in to his body, left only the
narrow swept daggers of his wingtips extended
into the wind, and fell into a vertical dive.

The wind was a monster roar at his
head. Seventy miles per hour, ninety, a
hundred and twenty and faster still. The wing-
strain now at a hundred and forty miles per
hour wasn't nearly as hard as it had been
before at seventy, and with the faintest twist of
his wingtips he eased out of the dive and shot
above the waves, a gray cannonball under the
moon.

He closed his eyes to slits against the
wind and rejoiced. A hundred forty miles per
hour! And under control! If | dive from five
thousand feet instead of two thousand, |
wonder how fast...

His vows of a moment before were
forgotten, swept away in that great swift wind.
Yet he felt guiltless, breaking the promises he
had made himself. Such promises are only for
the gulls that accept the ordinary. One who has
touched excellence in his learning has no need
of that kind of promise.

VOW — 00eT

By sunup, Jonathan Gull was
practicing again. From five thousand feet the
fishing boats were specks in the flat blue
water, Breakfast Flock was a faint cloud of
dust motes, circling.

[>KoHaTaH JIMBUHICTOH NpuLLypvn rnasa. Ero
60/b, ero peLleHne — OT HUX He OCTasIoCh U
cnega.

KopoTKue Kpbinbsa. KOPOoTKNE Kpblbs
coKora.

BoT B YeM pasragka! «Kakoli xe
Aypak! Bce, UTO MHe HY)XKHO, — 3TO
KpOLLIEYHOe, COBCEM MasIEHbKOE KpbIo; BCe,
YTO MHe HY>KHO, — 3TO MOYTU MOSIHOCTLIO
CNIOXUTb KPbl/ibA 1 BO BPeMSA Noneta Asuratb
O[IHVMU TONbKO KOHYMKaMu. KopoTKue
Kpblbal»

OH nofHsANCA Ha fBe TbiCAYM PyTOB
HaZ YepHOI Maccoi BOAbl 1, He 3ayMbIBasiCh
HW Ha MITHOBEHbE 0 Heyfaye, 0 CMepTH,
MIOTHO NpVXas K Teny LUMPOKKE YacTu
KpbINbeB, MOACTaBU/ BETPY TOMLKO Y3KMe, Kak
KWUH>Xas1bl, KOHLbI — MEePO K nepy — Y BOLLIEN
B OTBECHOE MNUKEe.

BeTep ornyLwmTensHO peBen y Hero
Haz, ronosoi. CeMbAecaT MU/b B Yac,
[eBAHOCTO, CTO ABajLaTh™, eLle ObicTpee!
Ceituac, npyn CKOPOCTX CTO COPOK MUJIb B Hac ,
OH He YyBCTBOBa/1 TAKOr0 HaMpsXeHus, Kak
paHbLLe Npu ceMnaecaTu; easa 3aMeTHOro
ABWKEHUNS KOHLAMWN KPbl/IbeB 0Ka3a/ioCb
[0CTaTO4HO, YTOObI BbIATY U3 MWKE, U OH
MPOHeCca Haj BOSIHaMU, Kak MyLLeyHoe A4po,
Cepoe npw CBETE JIyHbl.

OH coLuypusics, YToObI 3aLLUTUTD
rnasa oT BETpa, U ero oxasaTunna pagoctb. «CTo
COpPOK Munb B Yac! He Tepasa ynpasneHus!
Ecnun 2 HayHy NMKMpoBaThb C NATU ThiCAY
(hyTOB*, & He C ABYX, UHTEPECHO, C KaKoiA
CKOPOCTbH)...»

Bnarve HamepeHus No3abbIThl,
YHECEHbI CTPEMUTE/bHbIM, YparaHHbIM
BETPOM. HO OH He 4yBCTBOBa/1 YrPbI3eHUI
COBECTM, HapyLUMB 0beLLlaHne, KOTOpoe
TONIbKO YTO Aan caMoMmy cebe. Takue
o6eLlaHns CBA3bIBAOT Yaek, yaen KOTOpbIX —
3aypaAHOCTb. N4 TOro, KT CTPEMUTCS K
3HaHWIO W OfHAXKAbl AOCTUT COBEPLLEHCTBA,
OHM HEe UMEHT 3HaYeHuUs.

Ha paccseTte [>koHaTaH BO30OHOBW/
TPeHMpPOoBKY. C BbICOTbI NATU ThICAY (hyTOB
PbIOO/IOBHbIE Cyla Ka3a/nCh LLENOYKaMmM Ha
rony6oi nosepxHocTu Mops, a CTas 3a
3aBTPaKOM — fIerknM 06/1akoM NASLYLLMX
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speck — NATHBILLKO, KpynuHKa
mote — NbIINHKA, COPUHKa

He was alive, trembling ever so
slightly with delight, proud that his fear was
under control. Then without ceremony he
hugged in his forewings, extended his short,
angled wingtips, and plunged directly toward
the sea. By the time he passed four thousand
feet he had reached terminal velocity, the wind
was a solid beating wall of sound against
which he could move no faster. He was flying
now straight down, at two hundred fourteen
miles per hour. He swallowed, knowing that if
his wings unfolded at that speed he’d be blown
into a million tiny shreds of seagull. But the
speed was power, and the speed was joy, and
the speed was pure beauty.

He began his pullout at a thousand feet,
wingtips thudding and blurring in that gigantic
wind, the boat and the crowd of gulls tilting
and growing meteor-fast, directly in his path.

He couldn’t stop; he didn’'t know yet
even how to turn at that speed.

Collision would be instant death.

And so he shut his eyes.

It happened that morning, then, just
after sunrise, that Jonathan Livingston Seagull
fired directly through the center of Breakfast
Flock, ticking off two hundred twelve miles
per hour, eyes closed, in a great roaring shriek
of wind and feathers. The Gull of Fortune
smiled upon him this once, and no one was
killed.

By the time he had pulled his beak
straight up into the sky he was still scorching
along at a hundred and sixty miles per hour.
When he had slowed to twenty and stretched
his wings again at last, the boat was a crumb
on the sea, four thousand feet below.

MbI/IMHOK.

OH 6b1/1 MOJIOH CWA U INLLb CNerka
ApoXan OT pagocTu, OH Bblin ropg, YTo cymen
nobopoTh cTpax. He pa3gymblBas, OH MpYKa
K Teny nepeaHIo0 YacTb Kpblbes, NOACTaBUN
KOHYMKN KPblIbeB — MasleHbKNE Yronkm! —
BETpY 1 6pocuncsa B mope. MponeTesB YeTbipe
TbICAYM PyTOB, [>KOHATaH JOCTUT
npefenibHON CKOPOCTK, BETEP NPEBPaTU/ICA B
MIOTHYIO BUOPUPYIOLLYIO CTEHY 3BYKOB,
KOTOpas He No3Bo/iANa emy ABUraTbCA
6bicTpee. OH fieTen 0TBECHO BHU3 CO
CKOPOCTbIO ABECTU YeTbIpHaALUaTh MUb B
yac*. OH npekpacHO NOHMMa, YTO ec/iv ero
KPbl/bSi PACKPOKOTCA Ha TaKO CKOPOCTU, TO
OH, Yaiika, OyaeT pa3opBaH Ha MUNINOH
K/T0YKOB... HO CKOPOCTb — 3TO MOLLb,
CKOPOCTb — 3TO PagoCTb, CKOPOCTb — 3TO
He3aMyTHEHHast KpacoTa.

Ha BbICOTE ThICAYN (PYTOB OH Havan
BbIXOANTb U3 NKe. KOHLbI €ro KpbliibeB Oblni
CMATbI N N3YPOA0BaHbI PEBYLLUM BETPOM,
CY[HO 1 CTas YaeK HaKPeHUNCb U C
(haHTaCTMYECKOI GbICTPOTON BbipacTanm B
pasmepax, nperpaxgas emy nyTtb.

OH He ymesn oCTaHaBNMBATbLCA, OH
AakKe He 3Ha/1, KaK MOBEPHYTb Ha TaKoM
CKopocCTH.

CTO/IKHOBEHME — MIHOBEHHas
CMepTb.

OH 3aKpbln rnasa.

Tak cnyymnock B T0O YTPO, YTO Ha
BOCX0fe conHua [yxoHartaH JIMBUHICTOH,
3aKpbIB rnasa, 4OCTUI CKOPOCTU [BECTU
YeTblpHaALUAaTb MWUb B Yac 1 Nog,
OrNyLUMTENbHbIV CBUCT BETPA U NEPLEB
Bpe3asics B camyto ryuy CTam 3a 3aBTPaKoM.
Ho Yaiika ygaum Ha 3ToT pa3 y/blbHynack eMy
— HUWKTO He norub.

B TOT MOMeHT, Korga [>XoHaTaH,
BbIXOAA M3 NUKeE, MOAHAN KNHOB B He6O, OH BCe
elLlle MyasiCA CO CKOPOCTbLIO CTO LLUECTbAECAT
MW/b B Yac*. Korga eMy yaanocb CHU3UTL
CKOpPOCTb 10 ABaAuaTn MUb™* 1 OH CMOT
HaKOHeL, pacnpasuTb Kpblibs, CYAHO
HaX04NN0Cb Ha PACCTOAHNN YeTbIpeX ThbiCAY
(hyTOB HIKE HEro M Ka3asioCb TOYKOW Ha
NMOBepPXHOCTN MOpS.
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His thought was triumph. Terminal
velocity! A seagull at two hundred fourteen
miles per hour! It was a breakthrough, the
greatest single moment in the history of the
Flock, and in that moment a new age opened
for Jonathan Gull. Flying out to his lonely
practice area, folding his wings for a dive from
eight thousand feet, he set himself at once to
discover how to turn.

A single wingtip feather, he found,
moved a fraction of an inch, gives a smooth
sweeping curve at tremendous speed. Before
he learned this, however, he found that moving
more than one feather at that speed will spin
you like a rifle ball... and Jonathan had flown
the first aerobatics of any seagull on earth.

He spared no time that day for talk
with other gulls, but flew on past sunset. He
discovered the loop, the slow roll, the point
roll, the inverted spin, the gull bunt, the
pinwheel.

When Jonathan Seagull joined the
Flock on the beach, it was full night. He was
dizzy and terribly tired. Yet in delight he flew
a loop to landing, with a snap roll just before
touchdown. When they hear of it, he thought,
of the Breakthrough, they’'ll be wild with joy.
How much more there is now to living!

Instead of our drab slogging forth and
back to the fishing boats, there’s a reason to
life! We can lift ourselves out of ignorance, we
can find ourselves as creatures of excellence
and intelligence and skill. We can be free! We
can learn to fly!

The years ahead hummed and glowed
with promise.

The gulls were flocked into the Council
Gathering when he landed, and apparently had
been so flocked for some time. They were, in
fact, waiting.

OH noHWMaJ, 4To 3TO TPUyM®!
MpepenbHasa ckopocTb! [1BecTy
yeTbIpHaALATb MUb B Yac Ans Yanku! 31o
6b1n MpopbIB, He3abbIBaeMbIlA, HEMOBTOPVMbIi
Mur B uctopuu Ctam 1 Ha4asio HOBOW 3pbl B
XXn3HW [yxoHataHa. OH NpojomKan ceou
OJVHOKWNE TPEHWPOBKM, OH CKablBas KPbl/bs
1 NMUKNPOBA C BbICOTbI BOCEMb ThICAY (DYTOB™
1 CKOPO Hay4uscs fenatb NoBOPOThI.

OH MOHSAN, Y4TO Ha OFPOMHOIA CKOPOCTK
[0CTaTO4HO Ha OO [oMa N3MEHUTb
MOJIOXKeHWe X0TA 6bl OAHOM0 Nnepa Ha KoHLax
KPbINbEB, 1 Y)Ke NONy4aeTCs LWMPOKWIA
MMaBHbIA pa3BopoT. HO 3a40/1ro 40 3TOro OH
MOHSN, YTO, EC/IN Ha TaKol CKOPOCTM
M3MEHUTb MOMIOXKEHWE XOTS Obl ABYX MepPbEB,
Te/I0 HaYHeT BPpaLLaTbCH, Kak pyXXenHas nyns,
W... [DKOHaTaH 6bln NepBoli Yaikoi Ha 3emne,
KOTOpast Hay4u1acb BbIMOHATL (UTYpbI
BbICLLEro NuIoTaxa.

B TOT fieHb OH He CTas1 TpaTUTL Bpems
Ha 60/ITOBHIO C APYrMU Yailkamu; COMHLe
[laBHO CeNo, a OH BCe NneTas1 1 netas. Emy
YAA/I0Chb cAeniaTb MePTBYHO MET/IHO™,
3aMef/IeHHYH 60YKY™, MHOrOBMTKOBYH)
604Ky, NepeBepPHYTLIN LUTOMOP, 06paTHBLIiA
NMMENbMaH™, BUPaXK™.

Bblna yxxe rnyxas Houb, Korga
[bxoHataH nogneten Kk Ctae Ha 6epery. Y
HEero Kpy>kunacb rososa, OH CMepTe/ibHO
ycTasl. Ho, CHMXasCb, OH C pafoCTbio CAenan
MepPTBYIO NET/H0, a Nepes Tem, Kak
MPU3EMINTLCA, eLLe 1 BbICTPYH0 604Ky, «Ko-
I OHWU yCNbIWaT 06 3TOM, — OH Ayma 0
[MpopbiBee, — OHW 06e3yMEIOT OT PafoCTHL.
HacKo/bKO NosiHee CTaHeT Terepb XXM3Hb!

BmecTo TOro 4Ytobbl YHbINO CHOBATb
Mexzay 6eperom v pbl6010BHLIMU CyAaMn —
3HaTb, 3a4eMm XuBellb! Mbl NOKOHYNM C
HEBEXXECTBOM, Mbl CTaHEM CYLLECTBaMW,
KOTOPbLIM AOCTYMHO COBEPLLEHCTBO U
MacTepcTBO. Mbl cTaHeM CBO6OAHbIMU! Mbl
HayuyMmca neTaTb!»

ByayLee 6b110 3aM01HEHO A0
npeaena, OHO Cy/NW/I0 CTO/IbKO 3aMaH4ynBoro!

Korga oH npusemnncs, Bce Yanku
Ob1nK B cbope, NOTOMY YTO HaunHancs CoBeT;
BUAMMO, OHN COBPa/INCL Y>Ke [OBOJIbHO AaBHO.
Ha camom gene oHu Xaanw.
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"Jonathan Livingston Seagull! Stand to
Center!" The Elder’s words sounded in a voice
of highest ceremony. Stand to Center meant
only great shame or great honor. Stand to
Center for Honor was the way the gulls’
foremost leaders were marked. Of course, he
thought, the Breakfast Flock this morning;
they saw the Breakthrough! But I want no
honors. I have no wish to be leader. | want
only to share what I've found, to show those
horizons out ahead for us all. He stepped
forward.

"Jonathan Livingston Seagull,” said the
Elder, "stand to Center for Shame in the sight
of your fellow gulls!”

It felt like being hit with a board. His
knees went weak, his feathers sagged, there
was roaring in his ears. Centered for shame?
Impossible! The Breakthrough! They can't
understand! They're wrong, they're wrong!

"...for his reckless irresponsibility,” the
solemn voice intoned, "violating the dignity
and tradition of the Gull Family..."

To be centered for shame meant that he
would be cast out of gull society, banished to a
solitary life on the Far Cliffs.

"...one day, Jonathan Livingston
Seagull, you shall learn that irresponsibility
does not pay. Life is the unknown and the
unknowable, except that we are put into this
world to eat, to stay alive as long as we
possibly can."”

A seagull never speaks back to the
Council Flock, but it was Jonathan’s voice
raised. "lrresponsibility? My brothers!" he
cried. "Who is more responsible than a gull
who finds and follows a meaning, a higher
purpose for life? For a thousand years we have
scrabbled after fish heads, but now we have a
reason to live — to learn, to discover, to be
free! Give me one chance, let me show you
what I've found..."

— JLKoHaTaH JInBMHrCTOoH! Bbilign Ha
cepeanHy!

Cnosa CTapeiiLlero 3sy4anu
TOPXKECTBEHHO. NpurnalleHmne BbIATU Ha
CepeaviHy 03Ha4Yano UM BenMyamLwLniA nosop,
WU BeNNYaiLyto Yectb. Kpyr Yectn — 310
[aHb NMPU3HaTeNIbHOCTU, KOTOPYHO YaiKu
NAaTuIX CBOUM BEIMKUM BOXAAM. «Hy
KOHeYyHo, — nofymas oH, — yTpo, CTad 3a
3aBTpakom, oHu Bugenu MNpopbis! Ho MHe He
HY>KHbI MOYeCTn. A He Xouy ObITb BOXAEM. A
X04y TOJIbKO NOAENNTLCA TEM, YTO A Y3Ha,
noKasaTb UM, Kakune fanv 0TKPbIBalOTCA Nepes,
Hamu». OH caenan war srnepes.

— [pxoHaTaH JIMBMHICTOH, — CKa3a
Crapeiiunii, — BbIAAW Ha CePeuHy, Tbl
MoKpbIN cebs No3opom nepes NMLLOM TBOMX
COMN/IEMEHHWKOB.

Ero 6yarto yaapunu gockoit! Konexu
ocnabenu, nepbsi 06BUCAK, B yLLIaX 3aLlyMero.
Kpyr Mo3opa? He MoxeT 6bIThb! MpopbiB! OHK
He noHAM! OHKM oWMBANCh, OHW OWINGANCH!

— ...CBOMM NIErKOMbIC/IMEM W
6e30TBETCTBEHHOCTbIO, — TeK/a
TOPXKECTBEHHasA peyb, — TeM, Y4TO nonpan
AOCTOMHCTBO U 06bluan Cembin Yaex...

Kpyr MNo3opa 03Ha4aeT n3rHaHune n3
Ctan, ero NnpuroBopAT XNTb B OANHOYECTBE
Ha JanbHux Ckanax.

— ...HacTaHeT AeHb, [>KoHaTaH
JINBMHICTOH, KOrga Tbl NONMeELLb, YTO
6€30TBETCTBEHHOCTb HE MOXKET Tebs
NMPOKOPMUTL. Ham He aHO MOCTUTHYTb CMbIC/
YKN3HWU, MO0 OH HEMOCTMXMNM, HaM U3BECTHO
TONbKO OAHO: Mbl 6POLLEHbI B 3TOT MMP,
4TOObI ECTb M OCTABaTbCA B XXMBbIX A0 TEX
nop, NoKa y Hac XBaTaeT CuJl.

Yalikn HUKoraa He Bo3paxkatoT CoBeTy
Ctau, Ho ronoc [xoHataHa HapyLims
TULLINHY.

— besoTtBeTcTBEHHOCTL? Cobpatbs! —
BOCK/IMKHYN OH. — KTO 60/1ee OTBETCTBEH,
yeMm Yalika, KoTopasi OTKPbIBAET, B YEM
3HayeHue, B YeM BbICLLMNIA CMbIC/ XXWU3HN, U
HMKOrAa He 3abblBaeT 06 3TOM? ThicAuy nieT
Mbl PbILLEM B NMOMCKax pblbbUX OM0B, HO
celiyac NOHATHO HaKOHeL,, 3a4eM Mbl XXBEM:
4TO6bI MO3HaBaTh, OTKPbIBATL HOBOE, ObITb
cBo60AHbIMK! [laiiTe MHe BO3MOXKHOCTb,
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The Flock might as well have been
stone.

"The Brotherhood is broken," the gulls
intoned together, and with one accord they
solemnly closed their ears and turned their
backs upon him.

Jonathan Seagull spent the rest of his
days alone, but he flew way out beyond the
Far Cliffs. His one sorrow was not solitude, it
was that other gulls refused to believe the
glory of flight that awaited them; they refused
to open their eyes and see.

He learned more each day. He learned
that a streamlined high-speed dive could bring

MO3BO/IbTE MHE MOKa3aTb BaM, YeMY 5
Hay4yuncs...

Cras 6yaTo OKameHena.

— Tbl Ham 60/bLLE He BpaT, — Xopom
HapacneB NPOroBOPUIN YaiiKu,
Be/IMYECTBEHHO BCe Pa3oM 3aKpbInv YL u
MOBEPHYNNCH K HEMY CMIUHAMW.

[>XoHaTaH NpoBen 0CTaToK CBOUX
AHEl OAVH, HO OH YNeTas Ha MHOr0 MU/b OT
HanbHux Ckan. I He 0MHOYECTBO ero
MY4m/10, a TO, YTO YalKK He 3axX0TeNn
MoBepUTL B PaAO0CTb MOJeTa, He 3aX0TeNu
OTKPbITb rnasa n yBuaetb!

Kax/plii ieHb OH Y3HaBas YTo-To
HoBoe. OH y3Has, uTo, NpuaaB Teny

him to find the rare and tasty fish that schooled 06Tekaemyto hopMy, OH MOXXET NepeiTu B

ten feet below the surface of the ocean: he no
longer needed fishing boats and stale bread for
survival. He learned to sleep in the air, setting
a course at night across the offshore wind,
covering a hundred miles from sunset to
sunrise. With the same inner control, he flew
through heavy sea-fogs and climbed above
them into dazzling clear skies... in the very
times when every other gull stood on the
ground, knowing nothing but mist and rain. He
learned to ride the high winds far inland, to
dine there on delicate insects.

to school — NAbITb KOCAKOM

What he had once hoped for the Flock,
he now gained for himself alone: he learned to
fly, and was not sorry for the price that he had
paid. Jonathan Seagull discovered that
boredom and fear and anger are the reasons
that a gull’s life is so short, and with these
gone from his thought, he lived a long fine life
indeed.

They came in the evening, then, and
found Jonathan gliding peaceful and alone
through his beloved sky. The two gulls that
appeared at his wings were pure as starlight,
and the glow from them was gentle and
friendly in the high night air. But most lovely

CKOPOCTHOE NUKMPOBaHNE N A00ObITb PEAKYHO
BKYCHYHO pblOY 13 TOW, YTO N/1aBaeT B OKeaHe
Ha rny6uHe aecAaTn QyToB; OH 60NbLLIE He
HY>aa/Cs B pbI60M0BHbIX Cyax U B YePCTBOM
xne6e. OH Hayunncs cnatb B BO3AYXe,
Hayumncsa He coMBaTbCA C Kypca HOYbHO, Koraa
BeTep AyeT ¢ 6epera, U MOT MPO/ETETb COTHW
MW/b OT 3aKaTa A0 Bocxoaa. C TakmMM xe
camoob61agaHneM OH NieTan B NOHOM
MOPCKOM TyMaHe ¥ NpopbIBasICS CKBO3b HEr0 K
YMCTOMY, OCNEMUTENbHO CUSIIOLLIEMY HEDY... B
TO caMoe BPeMS, KOraa Apyrve Yainku xanncb
K 3emM/e, He NOof03peBast, YTo Ha CBeTe
CYLLLECTBYET YTO-TO, KPOME TyMaHa 1 JOXAs.
OH Hayuunsncs 3anetaTb BMECTE C CU/bHbIM
BETPOM AaneKo B rNybb MaTepuka u 0BUTb Ha
06ef] anneTUTHbIX HaCEKOMbIX.

OH pagioBa/ica OANH TeM PagoCTAM,
KOTOPbIMW HaflesNcs Koraa-To NogenmTbes co
CTaeil, OH Hay4mn/ICs NeTaTh U He Xasen o
LIeHe, KOTOPYHO 3a 370 3ansiaTui. )koHaTaH
MOHSAN, MOYEMY TaK KOPOTKa XXM3Hb YaekK: ee
CbefatoT CKyKa, CTpax v 3/106a, HO OH 3abbln 0
CKYKe, CTpaxe U 3/106e 1 NpoXun Jonryro
CYaCT/INBYHO YKMN3Hb.

A NOTOM OfHaX/bl BEYEPOM, KOrja
[XoHaTaH CrOKOMHO 1 OAUHOKO Napun B
Hebe, KOTOPOe OH TaK 106U/, MPUIETENN OHW.
[1Be 6esble Yalikn, KOTopble NOSBUINCH OKOJIO0
ero Kpbl/beB, CUANN KaK 3Be3[bl 1 OCBELLAIN
HOYHOM MpaK MArK1M, facKatoLLM CBETOM.
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of all was the skill with which they flew, their
wingtips moving a precise and constant inch
from his own.

Without a word, Jonathan put them to
his test, a test that no gull had ever passed. He
twisted his wings, slowed to a single mile per
hour above stall. The two radiant birds slowed
with him, smoothly, locked in position. They
knew about slow flying.

He folded his wings, rolled and
dropped in a dive to a hundred ninety miles
per hour. They dropped with him, streaking
down in flawless formation.

At last he turned that speed straight up
into a long vertical slow-roll. They rolled with
him, smiling.

He recovered to level flight and was quiet for a

time before he spoke. "Very well," he said,
"who are you?"

"We're from your Flock, Jonathan. We
are your brothers.” The words were strong and
calm. "We've come to take you higher, to take
you home."

"Home | have none. Flock | have none.
| am Outcast. And we fly now at the peak of
the Great Mountain Wind. Beyond a few
hundred feet, | can lift this old body no
higher.”

"But you can, Jonathan. For you have
learned. One school is finished, and the time
has come for another to begin."”

As it had shined across him all his life,
so understanding lighted that moment for
Jonathan Seagull. They were right. He could
fly higher and it was time to go home.

He gave one last look across the sky

Ho eLle yamBuTenbHee 6b110 UX MacTepcTBO:
OHM NIETENN, HEN3MEHHO COXPaHss PacCTosHMe
TOYHO B OAVH AKOVM* MeXy CBOUMM 1 €ro
KPbI/bAMU.

He npopoHuB HKU cnoBa, [>XoHaTaH
MoABeEPr UX UCMbITaHUIO, KOTOPOro HY pasy He
Bblep)Kana H1 ofiHa Yalika. OH N3MeHU
MOMOXeEHNEe KPbI/beB Tak, YTO CKOPOCTb
NnosieTa pesKo 3amea/innach: eLle Ha MU B
4ac MeHbLLe — ¥ nafeHvie HemsbexxHo. [se
cusoLwme NTULbI, He HapyLlaa AUCTaHLuu,
NnaBHO CHU3UIM CKOPOCTb OJHOBPEMEHHO C
HUM. OHM YMenn netatb Mef1eHHo!

OH CNoXXnN Kpbinba, Ka4yHyncs n3
CTOPOHbI B CTOPOHY 1 6pOCU/ICA B MUKE CO
CKOPOCTbHO CTO AEBAHOCTO MU/b B Yac*. OHu
MOHEC/INCb BMECTe C HUM, 6e3ynpeyHo
COXpaHsis CTPOIA.

HakoHeL, OH Ha TO Xe CKOpOCTH
rnepeLuen B AVHHYHO BEPTUKaTbHYHO
3amef/IeHHYH 604Ky. OHW YNbIGHYNNCH W
caenanm 604Ky OHOBPEMEHHO C HUM.

OH nepeLLen B ropuU3oHTasIbHbI
rMosieT, HEKOTOPOe BpeMs fieTeN Mosya, a
MOTOM CKa3aJt:

— [lpekpacHo. — W cnpocun: — KT0
Bbl?

— MblI 13 TBoei Ctan, [)KoHaTaH, Mbl
TBOW 6paTbsi. — OHW rOBOPUN CMOKONHO 1
yBepPeHHO. — Mbl NpuneTenu, 4Tobbl N03BaTh
Tebs BbiLLE, YTOObI NO3BaTh TE6S AOMOIA.

— JloMa y MeHs HeT. CTan Yy MeHs HeT.
A Vi3rHaHHUK. Mbl IeTUM ceinvac Ha BepLUUHY
Benwvkoii Fopbl BeTpos. A Mory nogHaTL CBOE
APSAXN0e Teo eLLe Ha HECKO/bKO COT (PyTOB,
HO He BbILLE.

— Tbl MOXeLLb NOAHATLCA BbILLE,
[>XoHaTaH, MOTOMY YTO Tbl yumnnca. Thl
OKOHYMN OAHY LLIKONY, Ternepb HacCTa/10 BPEMS
HauyaTtb ApYyryto.

JTW CNnoBa CBepKann nepes HMM BCHO
€ro XXW3Hb, N03TOMY [I>KOHATaH MOHSAN, MOHAN
MrHOBeHHO. OHu npaBbl. OH MO>KET feTaTtb
BblLLIE, M eMY NOpa BO3BPaLLaTbCs AOMOVA.

OH 6pocun nocnegHUIA SONTWIA B3rNag,
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across that magnificent silver land where he
had learned so much.

"I'm ready," he said at last.

And Jonathan Livingston Seagull rose
with the two star-bright gulls to disappear into
a perfect dark sky.

Part Two

So this is heaven, he thought, and he
had to smile at himself. It was hardly
respectful to analyze heaven in the very
moment that one flies up to enter it.

As he came from Earth now, above the
clouds and in close formation with the two
brilliant gulls, he saw that his own body was
growing as bright as theirs. True, the same
young Jonathan Seagull was there that had
always lived behind his golden eyes, but the
outer form had changed.

It felt like a seagull body, but already it
flew far better than his old one had ever flown.
Why, with half the effort, he thought, I'll get
twice the speed, twice the performance of my
best days on Earth!

His feathers glowed brilliant white
now, and his wings were smooth and perfect
as sheets of polished silver. He began,
delightedly, to learn about them, to press
power into these new wings.

At two hundred fifty miles per hour he
felt that he was nearing his level-flight
maximum speed. At two hundred seventy-
three he thought that he was flying as fast as
he could fly, and he was ever so faintly
disappointed. There was a limit to how much
the new body could do, and though it was
much faster than his old level-flight record, it
was still a limit that would take great effort to
crack. In heaven, he thought, there should be
no limits.

Ha He60, Ha 3Ty BEJIMKO/ENMHYIO CepebpsaHYIo
CTpaHy, rae oH Tak MHOro y3HaJl.

— $1 roToB, — CKa3a/1 OH HaKOHeL,

W OxoHataH JINBUHICTOH NOAHANCA
BBbICb BMECTE C [iBYMS Yalikamul, APKNMU, KaK
3B€3/bl, M UCYE3 B HEMPOHULLAEMOI TEMHOTE
Heba.

YacTb BTOpas

« TaK 370 1 ecTb Hebeca», — nogyman
OH 1 He MOT He Y/IbIGHYTbCA NPo Cebs.
HaBepHOe, 370 He 0YeHb MOYTUTENBHO —
pasMbILLNATL, YTO Takoe Hebeca, eaBa Tbl TaMm
MosiBU/ICA.

Tenepb, Korga oH pacctancs ¢ 3emnel
M NOAHANCA Haf, 06/1aKaMuy KPbLo K KPbLTy C
[BYM# flyde3apHbIMI Yailkamu, OH 3aMeTul,
YTO ero Teno NOCTENEHHO CTAHOBUTCA TaKNUM
e NyyncTbiM. KOHeYHO, OHO NPUHAAMNEXaN0
BCE TOMY >Xe MOJI040MY [)KOHaTaHy, KOTOpbIN
BCerja >Xun 3a 3paykamu ero 30/10TUCTbIX
rnas, HO BHELLHE OHO NEPEMEHU/IOCH.

OHO OCTa/I0Cb TEMIOM YaliKK, 1 BCe-
Taku HUKorga npexze J)KoHaTtaHy He
NETaNOCh Tak XopoLlo. «Kak cTpaHHo, —
AyMmasn OH, — A Tpayy BABOE MEHbLLIE YCUNNIA,
a neyvy 6bICTpee, A B cunax caenatb BABOE
60/bLUe, YeM B MOM flyyLUne AHU Ha 3emne!»

Ero 6enble Nepbs CBEpKanu 1
VCKPW/INCh, @ KPbINbs CTann 6e3yKOPU3HEHHO
rNagKMmm, Kak OTNoIMPOBaHHbIe CepebpsiHble
MAACTUHKW. OH C BOCTOPrOM Hayan n3yyathb
WX ¥ Mpunaratb CUNY CBOMX MYCKY/OB K 3TUM
HOBbIM KPbI/bsIM.

[OCTUIHYB CKOPOCTU ABECTU
NATbAECAT MUJIb B Yac*, OH NMOYyBCTBOBAI,
4TO NPUBAMXKAETCSH K MaKCUMaslbHOM
CKOPOCTY rOpU30HTA/IbHOIO MoneTa.
LOCTUrHYB ABYXCOT CEMUIECATU TPEX MUMB™,
OH MOHSAN, YTO BbICTPee IeTeTb He B CUax, u
MCNbITaN HEKOTOPOE pa3oyapoBaHue.
B0O3MOXHOCTM €ro HOBOr O Tef1a ToXe Oblnu
orpaHuyeHbl, Npasaa, emy yaanoch
3HAUNTENIbHO NPEBLICUTL CBOIN NPEXHNIA
peKops, HO Mnpejen Bce-Taku CyLecTBOBa, U,
4TOObI €r0 NPEB30MTH, HY>KHbI ObINN
OrpoOMHble yeunus. «Ha Hebecax, — Ayman
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The clouds broke apart, his escorts
called, "Happy landings, Jonathan," and
vanished into thin air.

He was flying over a sea, toward a
jagged shoreline. A very few seagulls were
working the updrafts on the cliffs. Away off to
the north, at the horizon itself, flew a few
others.

to jag — aenaTb 3a3y6puHbI

New sights, new thoughts, new
questions. Why so few gulls? Heaven should
be flocked with gulls! And why am 1 so tired,
all at once? Gulls in heaven are never
supposed to be tired, or to sleep.

Where had he heard that? The memory

OH, — He [0/HKHO ObITb HUKAKUX NPeaesnos».

O6naka paccTynuamnch, ero
MPOBOXKaTble NPOKPUYASIN:

— CuyacTnunBoin nocagku, [ykoHartaH!
— W ncyesnn B npo3pavyHoM BO3ayXe.

OH NeTen Haf, MOPEM K U3pe3aHHOMY
ropuctomy 6epery. MaTb-LIeCTb Yaek
OTpabaTbiBanv B3METhI HA CKanax. Janeko Ha
ceBepe, Y CaMoro ropu3oHTa IeTasio eLle
HECKO/IbKO Yaek.

HoBble fanu, HOBbIE MbIC/N, HOBbIE
BOMpPOCkI. «[loyeMy Tak Masio Yaek? Ha
Hebecax [O/MKHbI ObITb CTan 1 cTau Yaek. A
noyemy s BAPYr Tak ycTan? Ha Hebecax Yaliku
Kak 6yATO HMKOra He YCTatoT N HUKOr a He
cnaT».

I"ie oH 06 3ToM cnbiwan? CobbITHsA

of his life on Earth was falling away. Earth had ero 3eMHol >X1U3H1 0TOABUIaNIUCH BCE fasiblue

been a place where he had learned much, of
course, but the details were blurred —
something about fighting for food, and being
Outcast.

The dozen gulls by the shoreline came
to meet him, none saying a word. He felt only

1 panbuie. OH MHOFOMY Hayuyu/cs Ha 3emne,
3TO BEPHO, HO MNOAPOBHOCTM NPUMNOMUHANNCH
C TPYAOM: KXKETCSl, Yalikv apanunch 1s-3a
MULLM 1 OH 6bIN VI3rHaHHUKOM.

Korpga oH npnbnunsnncs K oepery,
AKOXKMHA YaeK B3NeTena eMy HaBCTpeuy, HO Hi

that he was welcome and that this was home. It ogHa 13 HMX He NpopoHuna Hu cnosa. OH

had been a big day for him, a day whose
sunrise he no longer remembered.

He turned to land on the beach, beating
his wings to stop an inch in the air, then
dropping lightly to the sand. The other gulls
landed too, but not one of them so much as
flapped a feather. They swung into the wind,
bright wings outstretched, then somehow they
changed the curve of their feathers until they
had stopped in the same instant their feet
touched the ground. It was beautiful control,
but now Jonathan was just too tired to try it.
Standing there on the beach, still without a
word spoken, he was asleep.
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TO/IbKO YyBCTBOBAJI, YTO OHW Pajbl EMY U YTO
3[1eCb OH lOMa. ITOT [ieHb OblN OYEHb
L/IMHHBIM, TaKUM A/IVHHBIM, YTO OH YCren
3a6bITb, KOrfja B30LLU/O COJHLIE.

OH pa3BepHY/CS, YTOObI
NPU3eMINTLCA, B3MaxXHY KPbIIbAMM, 3aCTbiN
B BO3/yXe Ha BbICOTe O4HOr0 AHiMa U MArKo
ONYCTW/ICA Ha NEeCOK. ipyrune vaku Toxe
NPU3eMANANCL, HO UM AJ1 3TOr0 JOCTAaTOYHO
ObIN0 NNLWb CNerka LWeBeNbHYTb NepbaMu.
OHM pacKpbln CBOW GENOCHEXHbIE KPbl/bA,
MOKaYa/IMCb Ha BETPY U, MEHSS MONOXEHME
nepbeB, OCTAHOBMW/IUCH B TO CaMO€e MIHOBEHWE,
Korja ux narbl KOCHY/IMCb 3eM/A. ITO ObiN
npekpacHbIi MaHeBp, HO >KOHaTaH C/IULLKOM
yCTaJ1, 4To6bI NONPO60BAThL €r0 MOBTOPUTD.
OH BCe eLLe He MPOM3HEC HI CI0Ba U 3aCHY,
CTOS Ha 6epery.
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In the days that followed, Jonathan saw
that there was as much to learn about flight in
this place as there had been in the life behind
him. But with a difference. Here were gulls
who thought as he thought. For each of them,
the most important thing in living was to reach
out and touch perfection in that which they
most loved to do, and that was to fly.

They were magnificent birds, all of
them, and they spent hour after hour every day
practicing flight, testing advanced aeronautics.

For a long time Jonathan forgot about
the world that he had come from, that place
where the Flock lived with its eyes tightly shut
to the joy of flight, using its wings as means to
the end of finding and fighting for food. But
now and then, just for a moment, he
remembered.

He remembered it one morning when
he was out with his instructor, while they
rested on the beach after a session of folded-
wing snap rolls.

"Where is everybody, Sullivan?" he
asked silently, quite at home now with the
easy telepathy that these gulls used instead of
screes and gracks. "Why aren't there more of
us here? Why, where | came from there
were..."

"...thousands and thousands of gulls. I
know." Sullivan shook his head. "The only
answer | can see, Jonathan, is that you are
pretty well a one-in-a-million bird. Most of us
came along ever so slowly. We went from one
world into another that was almost exactly like
it, forgetting right away where we had come
from, not caring where we were headed, living
for the moment. Do you have any idea how
many lives we must have gone through before
we even got the first idea that there is more to
life than eating, or fighting, or power in the
Flock? A thousand lives, Jon, ten thousand!
And then another hundred lives until we began

B nepsble e gHU [>KOHATaH NoHsAN,
YTO 3[eCb eMY MPeACTOUT Y3HaTb O MOJETE He
MeHbLLE HOBOr0, YeM OH Y3Ha/1 B CBOEM
NpeXHel Xn3Hn. Ho pasHuua Bce-Taku bbina.
34€eCh XWUNW YanKn-e4UHOMbILLIEHHUKMN.
Kaxkzas 13 Hux cumrtana e/loM CBOe XNU3HW
MOCTUraTh TaliHbl NOMETa, CTPEMUTLCA K
COBEPLLIEHCTBY M0/ETA, MOTOMY YTO MONET —
370 TO, YTO OHW NOBUIN BONbLLE BCETO HA
cBerTe.

370 ObINV YANBUTESbHBIE MTULLI, BCE
6e3 UCK/OYEHNS, U KXKAbIN feHb OHY Yac 3a
yacom oTpabaTblBa/IN TEXHUKY ABVXXEHWUIA B
BO34YXe N UCMbITbIBA/IN HOBbIE MPUEMbI
nunoTaxa.

[DKoHaTaH, Ka3anocb, 3abbl/1 0 TOM
MUpe, OTKYZa OH NpuieTen, 1 0 TOM MecCTe,
rae xuna Ctas, KOTopas He 3Hana pafocTel
rnosieTa 1 nosb3oBasiachb KPblbAMM TOMbKO A1
A06bIBaHNS MWW 1 NS 60pb6bl 3a nuwy. Ho
MHOT ia OH BAPYr BCIOMUHa.

OH BCMOMHW/ 0 POSHBIX MECTax
OAHaX[bl YTPOM, KOrja OCTa/ICH BABOEM CO
CBOMM HacTaBHWKOM W OTAbIXan Ha 6epery
Moc/e HECKO/bKMX BbICTPbIX 604eEK, KOTOpPbIE
OH [ienan Co CNOXEHHbLIMU KPbITbAMM,

— CannmBaH, a rae Bce ocTa/lbHble? —
CNPOCKN OH 6e33BYYHO, MOTOMY YTO BMOJSIHE
OCBOW/CA C HEC/MOXHbIMY NpYemMamMu
TenenaTum 3feLHnX Yaek, KoTopble HAKOr4a
He Kpuyanu n He 6paHUIncb. — Moyemy Hac
3[lecb TakK Masio? 3Haellb, Tam, 0TKy/a
NpUNeTen, Xuu...

— ...TbICAYN TbICAY YaeK. A 3Hat0. —
CannveaH KnsHyn. — MHe, [XXKoHaTaH,
NMPUXOAMT B FO/I0BY TO/IbKO OAMH OTBET.
Takuve NTuubl, Kak Mbl, — pefyaiiee
NCK/KOYeHre. BONbLUMHCTBO 13 HaC ABUXKETCS
Brepes Tak Mea/ieHHO. Mbl nepexoamm u3
0[HOro Mmpa B APYro, MOYTY TaKoi Xxe, 1
TYT Xe 3abblBaeM, 0TKyJa Mbl MPULLIN; HaM
BCe paBHO, Ky/a Hac BeAyT, HaM BaXXHO
TONbKO r0, YTO NPOUCXOLNT CUKO MUHYTY. Thl
npeacTaBnseLlb, CKOMbKO XXU3HEN Mbl JO/MKHbI
MPOXWTb, NPEX/e YeM Y HaC NOSBUTCS nepsast
CMYyTHas Aorafika, 4Yto XKU3Hb He
ncuepnbIBaeTCs eaoil, 6opb60i 1 BNacTbio B
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to learn that there is such a thing as perfection,
and another hundred again to get the idea that
our purpose for living is to find that perfection
and show it forth. The same rule holds for us
now, of course: we choose our next world
through what we learn in this one. Learn
nothing, and the next world is the same as this
one, all the same limitations and lead weights
to overcome."

He stretched his wings and turned to
face the wind. "But you, Jon," he said,
"learned so much at one time that you didn't
have to go through a thousand lives to reach
this one."

In a moment they were airborne again,
practicing. The formation point-rolls were
difficult, for through the inverted half Jonathan
had to think upside down, reversing the curve
of his wing, and reversing it exactly in
harmony with his instructor’s.

"Let’s try it again,"” Sullivan said, over
and over: "Let's try it again.” Then, finally,
"Good." And they began practicing outside
loops.

One evening the gulls that were not
night-flying stood together on the sand,
thinking. Jonathan took all his courage in hand
and walked to the Elder Gull, who, it was said,
was soon to be moving beyond this world.

"Chiang..." he said, a little nervously.

The old seagull looked at him kindly.
"Yes, my son?" Instead of being enfeebled by
age, the Elder had been empowered by it; he
could outfly any gull in the Flock, and he had
learned skills that the others were only
gradually coming to know.

CTae. TbICAYM XKU3HEW, [DKOH, AecaTb Tbicay!
A NOTOM eLLe CTO XM3HER, Npexe YeM Mbl
Ha4yMHaeM NOHUMaTb, YTO CYLLECTBYeT HeuTo,
Ha3bIBaeMOE COBEPLLEHCTBOM, U eLLle CTO, NoKa
Mbl YOEXaeMCA: CMbIC/T XKU3HWN B TOM, YTOObI
[OCTUTHYTb COBEPLLUEHCTBA U pacckasatb 06
3TOM ApYruM. TOT Xe 3aKOH, pasymeeTcs,
[eiCTBYeT U 3[eCb: Mbl BbIGVpaem
CNeLyHOLLMIA MAP B COTN1acM C TEM, YeMY Mbl
Hay4nmch B 3TOM. ECnm Mbl He Hayunnuch
HUYEMyY, CNeLYHOLLNA MAP OKXKETCSA Takum
Xe, KaK 3T0T, 1 HaM NPUAETCA CHOBa
npeojonesath Te Xe nperpagbl C TeMN Xe
CBUHLIOBbIMY TMPAMW Ha flanax.

OH pacnpasu Kpbinbs U NOBEPHY/CS
NINLLOM K BETPY.

— Ho TbI, [PKOH, CymMen y3HaTtb TaK
MHOIO 1 C TaKoi O6bICTPOTON, — MPOAOIKaN
OH, — 4TO Tebe He NPULLIOCL NPOXMUTb
TbICAYY XW3HEN, UTOObI OKa3aTbCs 34€eCh.

1 BOT OHM YyXXe CHOBa NOAHANNCH B
BO3AYyX, TPEHMPOBKa BO306HOBMNack. Caenatb
604Ky BABOEM TPYLHO, MOTOMY YTO B
nepeBepHYTOM MOMTOXKEHUN [)KOHATaHy
MPUXoANIoCh, NETA BBEPX Nanamu,
co06paxaTb, Kak BbIFHYTb KPbl/ibsi, YTOObI
BbIMO/IHUTb OCTABLUYHCA YacTb 060p0Ta,
COXpaHss 6e3ynpeyHyto CornacoBaHHOCTb
[BVXXEHWIA CO CBOUM YUUTENEM.

— lMonpobyem elLe pa3, — CHOBa
nosTopsan CannueaH. — Monpobyem elie pas.
— W HakoHeL: — XopoLuo!

Torpa oHM Havann oTpabaTtbIiBaTh
BHELLIHIOIO NEeT/0.

OfHaXAbl BEYEPOM Yaliku, KOTOpble He
yNneTenv B HOYHOM MOJET, CTOA/IN BCE BMECTE
Ha necke, OHW aymanu. xoHaTaH cobpancs ¢
AyxXoM 1 nogoluen K CtapeinemMy — yvalike,
KOTOopasi, Kak roBOpun, cobrpanach BCKope
paccTaTtbCsi C 3TUM MUPOM.

— YmpaHr... — Ha4an oH, HeMHOro
BO/HYsACb. CTapasi Yaiika 1acKoBO B3rNsiHyna
Ha Hero:

— Y70, CbIH MOI?

C rogamu CTapenLLmnin He TOMbKO He
ocnaben, a, HAO6OPOT, CTan eLLe CUbHee, OH
netan 6bICcTpee Bcex Yaek B CTae 1 BNagen B
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"Chiang, this world isn’'t heaven at all,
is it?"

The Elder smiled in the moonlight.
"You are learning again, Jonathan Seagull,” he
said.

"Well, what happens from here? Where
are we going? Is there no such place as
heaven?"

"No, Jonathan, there is no such place.
Heaven is not a place, and it is not a time.
Heaven is being perfect." He was silent for a
moment. "You are a very fast flier, aren’t
you?"

"I... I enjoy speed,"” Jonathan said,
taken aback but proud that the Elder had
noticed.

"You will begin to touch heaven,
Jonathan, in the moment that you touch perfect
speed. And that isn’t flying a thousand miles
an hour, or a million, or flying at the speed of
light. Because any number is a limit, and
perfection doesn’t have limits. Perfect speed,
my son, is being there."

Without warning, Chiang vanished and
appeared at the water’s edge fifty feet away, all
in the flicker of an instant. Then he vanished
again and stood, in the same millisecond, at
Jonathan’s shoulder. "It's kind of fun," he said.

Jonathan was dazzled. He forgot to ask
about heaven. "How do you do that? What
does it feel like? How far can you go?"

"You can go to any place and to any
time that you wish to go," the Elder said. "I've

COBEpPLUEHCTBE TaKUMU Mnpruemammn, KOTopble
OCTa/IbHbI€E ELLE TOJIbKO OCBanBa/1n.

— YwuaHr, 3ToT Mup... 3TO BOBCE He
Hebeca? IMpwu cBeTe NyHbI ObINO BUAHO, YTO
CTapeiwmnin ynbl6HynCs.

— [DKoHaTaH, Tbl CHOBA YYMLLbCS, —
CKasaJl OH.

— [Ja. A uto XgeT Hac Bnepean? Kyaa
Mbl em? Pa3Be HET Takoro Mecta — Hebeca?

— Her, [)koHaTaH, Takoro MecTa HeT.
Hebeca — 3T0 He MeCTO 1 He Bpems. Hebeca
— 3TO0 JOCTMXKEeHMe coBepLleHcTBa. — OH
nomonyasn. — Thl, KQXETCH, NIeTaelllb O4EHb
ObICTPO?

— ... 1 04eHb 110610 CKOPOCTb, —
ckaszas [pkoHataH. OH 6bl/1 MOpaXXeH — U
ropg! — Tem, uto CTapeiLunii 3ameTun ero.

— Tbl NpM6N3NLLLCA K Hebecam,
[bKoHaTaH, Korga npuénsuniLbes K
COBEPLLEHHON CKOPOCTW. DTO HE 3HAUUT, UTO
Tbl JO/DKEH MPONETETb ThICAYY MW/b B Yac,
WU MANNNOH, U HAYYUTLCS NleTaTb CO
CKOpOCTbHO cBeTa. [MoTomy yTo Ntobas Ludpa
— 3TO Nnpejen, a COBEPLLUEHCTBO He 3HaeT
npegena. JOCTUrHyTb COBEPLLEHCTBA
CKOPOCTHU, CbIH MOWA, — 3TO 3HAUYUT OKa3aTbCs
Tam.

He npn6asnB HKX cnoBa, YnaHr ncyes u
TYT >Ke NOABUICA Y KPOMKU BOJbI, B
NATUAECATM PyTax OT NPEXHEero Mecra.
[MOTOM OH CHOBa MCYe3 U Yepes ThICAYHYIO
[O/TH0 CEKYH/bI YXKe CTOSN PAAOM C
[>XoHaTaHoM.

— 3OT0 NPOCTO LYTKa, — CKa3a OH.

[KoHaTaH He MOr NPUnTK B cebs OT
n3ymneHus. OH 3abblin, YTO XOTen
paccnpocuTtb YmaHra npo Hebeca.

— Kak 310 Tebe yaaetca? Yo Thbl
YyBCTBYeLLIb, KOrfa Tak netuilb? Kakoe
paccTosiHMe Tbl MOXeLLb NPOoJeTeTb?

— MponeTeTb MOXHO Nt060E
paccTosiHMe B Nt060e BPeMS, CTOUT TO/bKO
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gone everywhere and everywhen | can think

3ax0TeTb, — CKaszan CTapewmnin. — 9

of." He looked across the sea. "It’s strange. The no6biBan BClOAY U Be3ae, Kyaa , NPOHMKana

gulls who scorn perfection for the sake of
travel go nowhere, slowly. Those who put
aside travel for the sake of perfection go
anywhere, instantly. Remember, Jonathan,
heaven isn't a place or a time, because place
and time are so very meaningless. Heaven
Is..."

"Can you teach me to fly like that?"
Jonathan Seagull trembled to conquer another
unknown.

"Of course, if you wish to learn.”

"I wish. When can we start?"
"We could start now, if you'd like."

"I want to learn to fly like that,"
Jonathan said, and a strange light glowed in
his eyes. "Tell me what to do."

Chiang spoke slowly and watched the
younger gull ever so carefully. "To fly as fast
as thought, to anywhere that is," he said, "you
must begin by knowing that you have already
arrived..."

The trick, according to Chiang, was for
Jonathan to stop seeing himself as trapped
inside a limited body that had a forty-two-inch
wingspan and performance that could be
plotted on a chart. The trick was to know that
his true nature lived, as perfect as an unwritten
number, everywhere at once across space and
time.

to plot — cocTaBnATL KapTy, CXeMy

Jonathan kept at it, fiercely, day after
day, from before sunrise till past midnight.
And for all his effort he moved not a feather-
width from his spot.

MOS MbIC/lb. — OH CMOTPEN Ha MOPCKYHO
rnagb. — CTpaHHO: YaliKn, KOTopble
OTBEpratT COBEPLLEHCTBO BO MM
NyTELLEeCTBUI, He YNeTalT HUKYAQ; FAe UM,
Konywam! A Te, KTO OTKa3blBaeTcs OT
MyTELLEeCTBUIA BO MMSI COBEPLLEHCTBA, IETat0T
M0 BCEI BCENEHHOM, KaK MeTeopbl. 3anoMHN,
IbxoHaTaH, Hebeca — 3TO He KaKoe-TO
ornpeaeneHHoe MeCcTo UK BPeEMS, MOTOMY UTO
HW MECTO, HM BPEMSI HE MMEKOT 3HaUeHNs.
Hebeca — 3To0...

— Thbl MOXeELLUb HAYYMTb MeHS Tak
netatb? [xoHartaH Apoxkan, npeasKyLuas
PafocCTb eLle 04HON Nobefbl Hag HEBEAOMbIM.

— KOHeuHo, ecnu Tbl X04elLlb
Hay4nUTbCA.

— Xouy. Korjga Mbl Ha4yHeM?

— MO)XHO HayaTb ceiyac, ecnv Tbl He
BO3paXKaeLLlb.

— # X04y HayunTbCA NneTartb, Kak Thbl,
— nporosopun [)koHaTaH, 1 B ero rnasax
NOABW/CS CTPaHHbI OroHeK. — CKaXu, YTo §
[IO/DKEH Aenarb.

YumaHr rosopun megieHHo, 30pKo
BIA4bIBasACb B CBOEro MOJIOA0r0 Apyra.

— YT006bI NeTatb ¢ 6bICTPOTON MbICNU
WK, rOBOPSA UHaYe, NleTaTh Kyda Xoyellb, —
Haya OH, — HY)XHO MpPeX/e BCEro MNoHATb,
4TO Tbl Y>KE MPUNeTern...

CyTb gena, no cnosam YumaHra,
3aK/royanacb B TOM, 4To [KOHaTaH LO/MKEH
0TKa3aTbCs OT NpeLcTaBneHuns, 6yaTo OH
Y3HWK CBOEro Tefa C pasmMaxoM Kpbl/ibeB B
COPOK /iBa foima* 1 orpaHU4eHHbIM HabopoM
3apaHee 3anporpaMMmMpoBaHHbIX
BO3MOXHOCTEN. CyTb B TOM, UTOObI NOHSATH:
ero UCTUHHOE «S1», COBEPLLEHHOE, KaK
HeHanncaHHoe YNCNo, XXMBET OLHOBPEMEHHO B
NGO TOYKe NPOCTPAHCTBA B /1060 MOMEHT
BPEMEHMN.

[>KOHaTaH TPeHpoBasCs YNOpHo,
0XECTOYEHHO, AeHb 3a [IHEM, C BOCX0Aa
CO/MHLA 0 NonyHouwn. M, HECMOTpS Ha BCe
YCW/INS, HA Ha NEPBbILLIKO He CABUHYCA C
MecTa.
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"Forget about faith!" Chiang said it
time and again. "You didn’t need faith to fly,
you needed to understand flying. This is just
the same. Now try again..."

Then one day Jonathan, standing on the

shore, closing his eyes, concentrating, all in a
flash knew what Chiang had been telling him.
"Why, that's true! 1 am a perfect, unlimited
gull!™ He felt a great shock of joy.

"Good!" said Chiang, and there was
victory in his voice.

Jonathan opened his eyes. He stood
alone with the Elder on a totally different
seashore — trees down to the water’s edge,
twin yellow suns turning overhead.

"At last you've got the idea," Chiang
said, "but your control needs a little work..."

Jonathan was stunned. "Where are
we?"

Utterly unimpressed with the strange
surroundings, the Elder brushed the question
aside. "We're on some planet, obviously, with
a green sky and a double star for a sun.”

Jonathan made a scree of delight, the
first sound he had made since he had left
Earth. “IT WORKS!”

“Well, of course it works, Jon”, said
Chiang. “It always works, when you know
what you’re doing. Now about your control...

By the time they returned, it was dark. The
other gulls looked at Jonathan with awe in
their golden eyes, for they had seen him
disappear from where he had been rooted for
so long.

He stood their congratulations for less
than a minute. "I'm the newcomer here! I'm

— 3abygab 0 Bepe! — TBEpAUA YmnaHr. —
Pa3Be Tebe Hy)XXHa Oblnia Bepa, 4ToObI
HayunTbCA netatb? Tebe HYXXHO OblIfI0 MOHATD,
4TO Takoe nonet. Ceitvac Tbl JOMKEH CAENATb
TO e camoe. Monpobyii eLe pas...

A NoTOM OfHaXAbl, Korga [J)KoHaTaH
CTOSAN Ha Bepery € 3aKpbITbIMU r1a3aMu 1
CTapasicsi COCPeAoTOUNTLCSA, OH BAPYT MOHA,
0 Yyem rosopun YmaHr. «KoHeyHo, YmaHr
npas! A COTBOPEH COBEPLLEHHbLIM, MO
BO3MOXXHOCTM Ge3rpaHnyHbl, 1 — Yalikal» OH
MOYyBCTBOB&/I MOTYUUiA NPUANB PaLOCTH.

— Xopowlo! — cKasan YunaHr, n B ero
rosioce NPo3BYy4asio TOPXKeCTBO.

[bxoHaTaH 0TKpbIN rnasa. OHKW 6bin
0fHVN — OH 1 CTapeiLumnin Ha COBEPLLEHHO
He3HaKOMOM MOPCKOM 6epery: fepesbs
NoACTYNasv K camoil BoAe, Haf ronoBoiA
BUCENN [1Ba XeNTbIX 6/IM3HeL,a — [iBa COMHUA.

— HakoHeL-TO Tbl NOHAN, — CKa3an
UnaHr, — HO Tebe HY>HO elLLie nopaboTaTtb
Haz, yrpaB/eHWeM...

[DKoHaTaH He Mor MpuinTK B ce6s oT
N3YM/IEHNS:

— e mbl?

HeoO6bIYHbI Neli3aX He NPON3BEN Ha
CTapeiiLlero HAKaKkoro Brievat/ieHns, Kak 1
Bonpoc [ykoHaTtaHa.

— OyeBUHO, Ha KaKOW-TO NnaHeTe ¢
3eMeHbIM HEOOM 1 ABOIHON 3Be3[10i BMECTO
COMHLA.

[bKoHaTaH 1cnycTun pagoCcTHbIA KNy
— MNepBbIi 3BYK C TEX MOpP, KaK OH NOKMHY/
3emsto.

— MONYYAETCA!

— PasymeeTcs, [KOH, pasymeeTcs,
nonyyaeTca, — cKasan YmaHr. — Korga
3Haellb, YTO fenaellb, Bcerga nony4vaerca. A
Tenepb 06 ynpaBneHuM. ..

OHW BEpPHY/NCb YXKe B TEMHOTe. Yaliku
He MOr/IM OTBECTY B3rnsAfa oT [pKoHaTaHa, B
WX 30/I0TUCTBIX F1a3ax 3acTbi10
61aroroBeHvie: OHN BUAENN, Kak ero BApyr He
CTa/10 Ha TOM MECTe, Ffje OH NPOBEN CTONLKO
BPEMEHU B MOJIHON HEMOABMKHOCTY.

Ho [oHataH HefoNro npuHUman ux
no3apas/eHus.
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just beginning! It is I who must learn from
you!"

"l wonder about that, Jon," said

— 4 38ecb HOBMYOK! A TONLKO
Ha4yMHato! 3TO MHe Hafo y4nTbCA Y Bac!

— Kak cTpaHHo, [)KOH, — cKasas

Sullivan, standing near. "You have less fear of CannvaH, CTOSIBLUWIA PAAOM C HUM. — 3a
learning than any gull I've seen in ten thousand fecaTb TbiCAY NET i He BCTPETUS H OHOM

years." The Flock fell silent, and Jonathan
fidgeted in embarrassment.

to fidget — nposBNATL HETEPNeHue,
OecnoKoiHo ABuraThbCs, ep3aTh

"We can start working with time if you
wish," Chiang said, "till you can fly the past
and the future. And then you will be ready to

yaiiky, KoTopas yumnach Obl C TaKUM Xe
beccTpaluvem, Kak Tbl.

Ctaa monyana. [)koHaTaH B
CMYLLEHUW NepecTynan ¢ narbl Ha nany.

— Ecnu xoyellb, Mbl MOXeEM HayaTtb

paboTaTb Haf BPEMEHEM, — 3aroBOpUn YnaHr,

— W Tbl HAYYNLLbLCA NeTaTb B MPOLLUNOE U

begin the most difficult, the most powerful, the 6yayLiee. Toraa Tol 6ygeLlb NOLrOTOB/EH K

most fun of all. You will be ready to begin to
fly up and know the meaning of kindness and
of love.”

A month went by, or something that
felt about like a month, and Jonathan learned
at a tremendous rate. He always had learned
quickly from ordinary experience, and now,
the special student of the Elder Himself, he
took in new ideas like a streamlined feathered
computer.

But then the day came that Chiang
vanished. He had been talking quietly with
them all, exhorting them never to stop their
learning and their practicing and their striving
to understand more of the perfect invisible
principle of all life. Then, as he spoke, his
feathers went brighter and brighter and at last
turned so brilliant that no gull could look upon
him.

"Jonathan,"” he said, and these were the
last words that he spoke, "keep working on
love.”

When they could see again, Chiang
was gone.

As the days went past, Jonathan found
himself thinking time and again of the Earth
from which, he had come. If he had known
there just a tenth, just a hundredth, of what he
knew here, how much more life would have
meant! He stood on the sand and fell to

TOMY, YTOObI MPUCTYNUTb K CamoMy
TPYyAHOMY, CamOMYy Aep3HOBEHHOMY, CaMOMy
NHTepecHOMY. Tbl 6yAeLlb NOArOTOB/EH K
TOMY, YTOObI NleTaTb BBbICb, 1 MONMELLb, YTO
Takoe 406poTa 1 /1o60Bb.

[MpoLuen mecaw, Ui 0KoMo Mecaua,
[>xoHaTaH fienan HeBeposATHbIe ycnexu. OH
Bcerfa 6bICTPO NPOABUTrascs Briepes Aaxe ¢
MOMOLLbHO 06bIYHbLIX TPEHMPOBOK, HO Celvac,
Moz, pyKoBoACTBOM camoro CtapeliLlero, oH
BOCMPUHMMAaJT HOBOE, Kak 06TeKaeMas,
MOKpPbITas NePbAMU BbIYMC/INTENbHAA MALLVHA.

A NMOTOM HacTan fieHb, Korga YmaHr
ncyes. OH CNOKOMHO 6ecefjoBa C YaikaMm U
ybexkaan nx NoCTOAHHO YYnTbCH, U
TPEHMPOBATLCA, U CTPEMUTLCH KaK MOXHO
rNy6e NOHATb BCEOOBLEMIOLLYIO HEBUAUMYIO
OCHOBY BEYHOW >XXM3HW. OH roBopusI, a ero
nepbs CTaHOBW/INCL BCE ApYE U ApYe U1
HaKOHeL, 3aCuANN TaK OCNennuTeNbHO, YTO HU
0/Ha Yalika He Mor/ia CMOTPETb Ha Hero.

— [xoHaTaH, — cKasa/l OH, 1 3T0
OblK ero nocnegHve cnosa, — rnocrapancs
MOCTUIHYTb, YTO TaKoe 1060Bb.

Korpga K yaiikam BepHYnoCb 3peHue,
YunaHra c HUMK y)Ke He 6b10.

[HW wnu 3a gHamn, n xoHataH
3aMETWJI, YTO OH BCe Yalle ymaeT 0 3emM/e,
KOTOPYHO NOKUHY/. 3Hali OH TaM OAHY
[ecATyt0, OfIHY COTYIO TOT0, YTO Y3Ha/ 3[€ECh,
HaCKO/bKO NosiHee 6bls1a bbl ero Xm3Hb! OH
CTOA/1 HAa NeCKe U AyMan: uTo, eCnn TaM, Ha
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wondering if there was a gull back there who
might be struggling to break out of his limits,
to see the meaning of flight beyond a way of
travel to get a breadcrumb from a rowboat.
Perhaps there might even have been one made
Outcast for speaking his truth in the face of the
Flock. And the more Jonathan practiced his
kindness lessons, and the more he worked to

3emne, ecTb Yaiika, KoTopasi NbITaeTcs
BbIPBATbLCA N3 OKOB CBOEr0 eCTeCTBa,
MNbITAETCA MOHATbL, YTO MOTYT AaTb KPbl/ibA,
Kpome BO3MOXXHOCTU [JONETETb [0
pbI60/IOBHOIO CyHA N CXBATUTb KOPKY X/1e6a?
BbITb MOXET, OHa [axe peLunnacb ckasaTb 06
3TOM BO Bceyc/bllaHue, u CTtasa npurosopuna
ee K M3rHanunto. N yem 6onblue [koHaTtaH

know the nature of love, the more he wanted to ynpaxHsscs B NposiBNeHNN f06POThI, Yem

go back to Earth. For in spite of his lonely
past, Jonathan Seagull was born to be an
instructor, and his own way of demonstrating
love was to give something of the truth that he
had seen to a gull who asked only a chance j to
see truth for himself.

Sullivan, adept now at thought-speed
flight and helping the others to learn, was
doubtful.

"Jon, you were Outcast once. Why do
you think that any of the gulls in your old time
would listen to you now? You know the
proverb, and it's true: The gull sees farthest
who flies highest.

Those gulls where you came from are standing
on the ground, squawking and fighting among
themselves. They're a thousand miles from
heaven — and you say you want to show them
heaven from where they stand! Jon, they can't
see their own wingtips! Stay here. Help the
new gulls here, the ones who are high enough
to see what you have to tell them." He was
quiet for a moment, and then he said, "What if
Chiang had gone back to his old worlds?
Where would you have been today?"

The last point was the telling one, and
Sullivan was right. The gull sees farthest who
flies highest.

Jonathan stayed and worked with the
new birds coming in, who were all very bright
and quick with their lessons. But the old
feeling came back, and he couldn’t help but

00/bLLE OH TPYAWCA Haj NO3HaHWEM
NpupoLbl HO6BK, TEM CUSIbHEE MY XOTeNoChb
BEPHYTbCA Ha 3emnto. MOTOMY UTO, HECMOTPS
Ha CBOE OAMHOKOE npoLusioe, [yKoHaTaH 6bin
MPUPOXAEHHBLIM HaCTaBHMKOM, U €ro Nt060Bb
NposBAsiacb NPexze BCero B CTPEM/IEHNN
nofennTbCA A0ObITOM UM NPaBLOoN C KaXKAow
yainkon, KoTopast Xaana ToMbKo
6naronpuaTHOrO CnyYas, YTobbl TOXeE
PUHYTLCA Ha NOUCKM NpaBabl.

CannuaH, KOTOPbIiA 3a 3TO BpeMs
BMO/IHE OB/aZeN NosieTamMmm CO CKOPOCTLHO
MbIC/IN 1 Y>Ke MOMOran Apyrum, He 0gobpsin
3ambIcnoB KoHaTaHa.

— [DKOH, Tebst HeKora NpmroBopuImn
K /3rHaHuio. loyemy Tbl yMaelLlb, YTO Te Xe
yaiKu 3ax0oTAT cnywatb Tebs ceiivac? Thbl
3HaeLlb NOroBopKY W1 3Haellb, YTO OHa
cnpaeea/mBa: Yem Bbille NeTaeT yaiika, TeM
JlanibLLe OHa BUanT.

Yalikun, 0T KOTOPbIX Tbl Y/eTes, CTOAT
Ha 3eM/1e, OHU Kpuyart v fepyTcs Apyr C
ApYyrom. OHW XMBYT 3a ThICAYY MW/b OT
Hebec, a Tbl FOBOPWLLIb, YTO XO4eLlb NOoKasaTb
UM Hebeca — 0TTyAa, ¢ 3emnun! [a Befb OHK,
[DKOH, He MOryT pa3rfisifeTb KOHLOB CBOMX
CO6CTBEHHbIX Kpbl/beB. OcTaBalcs 34ech.
Momoraii 34ecb HOBbIM YaiiKam, MOMOrai Tem,
KTO B3/1€TeN JOCTaTOYHO BbICOKO, YTOObI
YBUAETb TO, 0 YeM Thbl XOYeLLb UM paccKasaTb.
— OH HemHOro nomonyan n go6asun: — Yro,
ecnu 6bl YnaHr BepHyCS B CBOIA CTapblii MUp?
I"Zie 6bl Tbl CaM HAXOAWU/ICA CEerogHA?

MocnefHuiA LOBOS, 6blN caMbIM
ybeanTenbHbIM: KOHeYHO, CasnivBaH npas.
UeM BblLLe neTaeT yailka, TeM Jabliue OHa
BUANT.

[DKoHaTaH ocTasca U 3aHUMascs ¢
HOBbIMW NTULAMU, KOTOPbIE NPUIETaIN Ha
Hebeca, OHM BCe ObINM 04EHb CMOCOOHBIMU 1
ObICTPO yCBaMBanM TO, YTO UM 06bACHSAAN. HO
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think that there might be one or two gulls back K Hemy BepHYynoCb NpeXHee
on Earth who would be able to learn, too. How 6ecrnokoicTso, OH He MOr M36aBUTbCS OT

much more would he have known by now if
Chiang had come to him on the day that he
was Outcast!

"Sully, I must go back," he said at last.
"Your students are doing well. They can help
you bring the newcomers along."

Sullivan sighed, but he did not argue.
"I think I'll miss you, Jonathan," was all he
said.

"Sully, for shame!" Jonathan said in
reproach, "and don't be foolish! What are we
trying to practice every day? If our friendship
depends on things like space and time, then
when we finally overcome space and time,
we've destroyed our own brotherhood! But
overcome space, and all we have left is Here.
Overcome time, and all we have left is Now.
And in the middle of Here and Now, don’t you
think that we might see each other once or
twice?"

Sullivan Seagull laughed in spite of
himself. "You crazy bird," he said kindly. "If
anybody can show someone on the ground
how to see a thousand miles, it will be

MbIC/IM, YTO Ha 3em/e, HaBePHOe, XXMBYT OfHa-
[1BE YaiKK, KOTOPbIE TOXE MOT/IN Obl YYMTHLCA.
HackonbKko 60/bLLUe 3HaN Obl OH celivac,
nosiBUChL YmaHr psfiom C HUM B Te AHK, Koraa
OH 6bIn VI3rHaHHMKOM!

— Cannu, A JoMKeH BEPHYTLCA, —
CKasal OH B KOHLIe KOHLIOB. — Y Teb64
npeKpacHble YY4eHUKN. OHM NoMoryT Tebe
CNpPaBMTLCA C HOBUYKAMMN.

Ca/inBaH B3[J0XHY/, HO He CTan
BO3paXKaTb.

— botock, [koHaTaH, uTo 1 6yay
CKy4aTb Mo Tebe. — BOT 1 BCe, Y4TO OH CcKasa.

— Cannu, Kak Tebe He CTblAHO! — ¢
YMPeKoM BOCK/IMKHYN [KoHaTaH. — Pa3Be
MOXXHO roBOpUTL Takue rnynoctun! Yem mbl €
TO60I 3aHMMaeMCA U30 AHA B AeHb? Ecnn
Halla Apy>k6a 3aBUCUT OT TaKMX YC/TIOBHOCTEMN,
KaK NpOoCTPaHCTBO M BPEMS, 3HAYMT, Mbl Camu
pa3pyLuMM Halle 6paTCTBO B TOT MUT, KOrda
CyMeeM MpeoAoneTb NPOCTPAHCTBO M BPeMs!
Ho, npeoaonesasi NpoOCTPaHCTBO,
eVHCTBEHHOE, YTO Mbl MOKNAaEM, — 3TO
3aecb. A npeoaonesas BpeMs, Mbl NOKNAAEM
Tonbko Ceiivac. Heyxenu Tbl Aymaellib, YTO
Mbl HE CMOXEM NoBMAaTbCA OMH-[1Ba pasa
rae-HMOYAb B MPOMEXYTKE MeXAyY TeM, YTO
Ha3blBaeTcs 3aecb u Ceiyac?

CannuneaH HeBOJIbHO pacCMessics.

— Tbl COBCEM NOMeLLasica, — CKasan
OH NackoBo. — Ecnu KTo-HMOYAb B cuniax
noKasaTb XOTb O[JHOM XXMBOW AyLle Ha 3eM/e,

Jonathan Livingston Seagull.” He looked at the kKak 0xBaTWUTb rnasoM TbiCAYY MU/Ib, 3TO

sand. "Good-bye, Jon, my friend."

"Good-bye, Sully. We'll meet again."
And with that, Jonathan held in thought an
image of the great gull-flocks on the shore of
another time, and he knew with practiced ease
that he was not bone and feather but a perfect
idea of freedom and flight, limited by nothing
at all.

Fletcher Lynd Seagull was still quite

HaBepHsAKa [>xoHaTaH J/IMBUHICTOH. — OH
CMOTpen Ha necok. — [lo cBuaaHuns, [)XoH, o
CBUAaHWA, ApYyr.

— [Jo ceugaHus, Cannun. Mol ewle
BCTPeTUMCS.

[NpownsHeca 3Tn cnosa, [>KoHaTaH TyT
Xe yBuaen BHyTpeHHM B30POM OrpOMHbIe
CTau YaeK Ha beperax Apyroro BpeMeHun u ¢
MPVBbIYHON NIErKOCTHIO OLLYTWU/I: HET, OH He
nepbs Aa KOCTU, OH — COBEpLLEHHOe
BOMJIOLLEHWE UAen CBOOOAbI 1 MOosieTa, ero
BO3MOXHOCTM 6e3rpaHuyHbI.

dneTuep SINHA ObIN eLlle 0YeHb
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young, but already he knew that no bird had
ever been so harshly treated by any Flock, or
with so much injustice.

"I don't care what they say," he thought

fiercely, and his vision blurred as he flew out
toward the Far Cliffs. "There’s so much more
to flying than just flapping around from place
to place! A... a... mosquito does that! One little
barrel-roll around the Elder Gull, just for fun,
and I'm Outcast! Are they blind? Can't they
see? Can't they think of the glory that it'll be
when we really learn to fly?

"I don't care what they think. I'll show
them what flying is! I'll be pure Outlaw, if
that's the way they want it. And I'll make them
so sorry..."

The voice came inside his own head,
and though it was very gentle, it startled him
so much that he faltered and stumbled in the
air.

"Don't be harsh on them, Fletcher
Seagull. In casting you out, the other gulls
have only hurt themselves, and one day they
will know this, and one day they will see what
you see. Forgive them, and help them to
understand."”

An inch from his right wingtip flew the
most brilliant white gull in all the world,
gliding effortlessly along, not moving a
feather, at what was very nearly Fletcher’s top
speed.

There was a moment of chaos in the
young bird.

"What's going on? Am | mad? Am |
dead? What is this?"

Low and calm, the voice went on
within his thought, demanding an answer.
"Fletcher Lynd Seagull, do you want to fly?"

"YES, | WANT TO FLY!"

"Fletcher Lynd Seagull, do you want to
fly so much that you will forgive the Flock,
and learn, and go back to them one day and
work to help them know?"

MO/I00l YaiKOM, HO OH YXKE 3HaJl, YTO He
Obl/10 Ha cBeTe MTULbI, KOTOPOW NPULLIIOCH Obl
TepneTb Takoe XeCTOKoe obpalleHne CTav n
CTO/IbKO HecrnpaBea/IMBOCTel!

«MHe BCe paBHO, YTO OHMN FOBOPAT, —
AyMas OH, Hanpasnaack K JanbHum Ckanaw;
OH KWnen oT HerofosaHwus, ero B3rnag
nomyTuncs. — Jletatb — 370 BOBCE He
3HAYMT MaxaTb KpblbAMU, YTOOI
repemeLLaTbCcs C MecTa Ha MecTo. 3TO yMeeT
[axe... faxke komap. Kakas-To ogHa 60uka
BoKpyr CTapelieri Yaliku, NpocTo Tak, B
LWYTKY, N 9 — VN3rHaHHKK! YT0 OHK, cnenbI?
Heyxenn oHn He BUAAT? HeyxXenn oHu He
MOHUMAaIOT, KaK Mbl NPOCNaBNUMCSH, eCn B
CcaMOM fiefie Hayummcs fnetarb?

MHe BCe paBHO, YTO OHM 060 MHe
AyMatoT. A MOKaXy UM, YTO 3HAYUT NeTaTh.
MycTb A 6yay OAMHOKMUM 3rHaHHNKOM, ec/in
MM TaK XouyeTcs. Ho OHY noxaneroT 06 aTom,
eLLle KaK noxkaseroT...»

["onoc NPoHKK B ero ronosy, U, XoTd
370 6blN OYEHb TUXWIA ronoc, PneTyep Tak
MCMyrascs, YTo B34POrHy 1 3aCTbiN B
BO3AYyXe.

— He cepaucb Ha HuX, dnetyep!
3rHaB 165, OHWM NPUYNUHUAN BPes TONbKO
camum cebe, 1 Korga-Huobyab OHM 3TO Y3HalOT,
Korfia-Hnbyab OHW YBUAAT TO, YTO BUAMLLb
Tbl. [1POCTM UX 1 NOMOTU UM MOHSATD.

Ha paccTosHum atoimMa 0T KOHLa ero
MpaBoro Kpbina fieTena ocnennTensHo benas,
camas 6efas Yaiika Ha CBETe, OHa CKO/b3nsia
psfoM ¢ dnetye-pom 6e3 Maneiiumx yCumin,
He LLEeBeNA HU NepbILLKOM, X0Ta Petyep
neTen NoYTU Ha NpesesibHON CKOPOCTH.

Ha MrHoBseHbe y moniogoro dnetyepa
BCe CMeLLIaiochb B ro/oBe.

«YTO CO MHOW npoucxoanT? A coLuen
c yma? A ymep? Y10 3TO 3HAUNT?»

HerpomKuii CNOKOHbIA ronoc
BTOprasics B €ro MbiC/n 1 TpeboBa OTBETA.

— Yalika ®netyep JInHA, Tbl X0YeLLb
neTaTb?

— [A, A XO4YY JIETATb!

— Yarika ®netyep SInHa, Tak nn
CUJIbHO Tbl XOYeLlb /1eTaTb, YTO rOTOB
npocTuTb CTalo 1N YYUTLCA N OAHAKAbI
BEPHYTbCA K HAM 1 MocTapaTbCA NOMOYb UM
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There was no lying to this magnificent
skillful being, no matter how proud or how
hurt a bird was Fletcher Seagull.

"l do," he said softly.

"Then, Fletch,” that bright creature said
to him, and the voice was very kind, "let’s
begin with Level Flight..."

Part Three

Jonathan circled slowly over the Far
Cliffs, watching. This rough young Fletcher
Gull was very nearly a perfect flight-student.
He was strong and light and quick in the air,
but far and away more important, he had a
blazing drive to learn to fly.

Here he came this minute, a blurred
gray shape roaring out of a dive, flashing one
hundred fifty miles per hour past his instructor.
He pulled abruptly into another try at a
sixteen-point vertical slow roll, calling the
points out loud.

"...eight ... nine ... ten ... see-Jonathan-
I’'m-run-ning-out-of-airspeed ... eleven ... I-
want-good-sharp-stops-like-yours ... twelve ...
but-blast-it-1-1 just-can’'t-make ... thirteen ...
these-last-three-1 points ... without ...
fourtee ... aaakk!"

Fletcher’s whipstall at the top was all
the worse for his rage and fury at failing. He
fell backward, tumbled, slammed savagely
into an inverted spin, and recovered at last,
panting, a hundred feet below his instructor’s
level.

"You're wasting your time with me,
Jonathan! I'm too dumb! I'm too stupid! I try
and try, but I'll never get it!"

Jonathan Seagull looked down at him
and nodded. "You'll never get it for sure as
long as you make that pullup so hard. Fletcher,

y3HaTb TO, YTO 3HaeLlb cam?

Takomy UCKYCHOMY, TaKOMY
OC/IENUTE/IbHOMY CYLLIECTBY Hefb3s 6bI/10
conratb, Kakoi 6bl ropAoi NTULERA HK 6bin
®netyep, Kak Obl CUIbHO €ro HY OCKOPOWN.

— [la, — CKa3an OH efjBa C/ibILLHO.

— Torpga, ®nety, — obparuniocb K
HeMy custoLLee Co3JaHne ¢ N1acKoBbIM
ros0coM, — fjaBaii Ha4yHeM C
["opun3oHTanLHoro lNoneta...

YacTb TpeTbs

[>XoHaTaH Mef1eHHO KPpYXXU Haj,
HanbHumy Ckanamu; oH Habnogan. 3ToT
HeoTecaHHbIn Monogor ®reTyep oKasasics
noyTu naeanbHbIM y4eHUKOM. B Bo3ayxe OH
OblN CU/IbHBIM, TOBKMUM U NOABUXHBIM, HO
rnaBHOe — OH ropen XenaHnem HayunTbLCs
netarb.

TONbKO YTO OH MefIbKHYN PAAOM — C
OrNYLUMTE/bHbIM LLIYMOM B3bePOLLEHHbIA
Cepblil KOMOK BbIHbIPHY/T 13 MUKE U NPOHECCH
MUMO Y4YUTENA CO CKOPOCTLIO CTO MATbAECAT
MW/b B Yac. BHe3arHbIli pbIBOK, U BOT OH YyXKe
BbINOMHAET APYroe yrnpaKHeHne —
LLIECTHAALATUBUTKOBYHO BEPTUKA/IbHYHO
3aMef/IeHHYI0 60UYKY — U CUMTAET BUTKU
BCNyX:

— ...BOCEMb... 1EBATD... JECATb... OW,
[>XoHaTaH, A Tepsalo CKOpPOCTb...
OfVHHaALATb... A XO4Y OCTaHaBNMBATLCA TaK
XK€ KpacuBO U TOYHO, KakK Thbl... IBeHaLaTb...
yepT nobepu, A HNUKaK He MOTY CLenaThb...
TPUHaALATb... 3TU NOCNEAHNE TPU BUTKA...
6es3... YeTbIpH... a-a-a-a!

OuepepHas Heygadya — drieTyep «cen
Ha XBOCT» — Bbl3Ba/la 0CO6EHHO BYpPHbIA
B3pbIB FHeBa 1 ApocTu. PeTyep ONPOKUHYCA
Ha CMWHY, 1 ero 6e3)KanoCTHO 3aKpyTU/IO U
3aBepTesio B 06paTHOM LUTOMNOPE, a KOrja OH,
HaKOHeLl, BbIPOBHA/CA, Xa4HO XBaTas pPToM
BO34YX, 0Ka3a/10Cb, UTO OH /IETUT Ha CTO
(hyTOB HWXKE CBOEr0 HaCTaBHMKA.

— [xoHaTaH, Tbl NONYyCTYy TPaTULLIb
Bpems! A Tynuua! A 6onsaH! A 3pa cTaparocs,
Y MeHsl BCe paBHO HMYero He nony4ymrcal

[DKOHaTaH B3rNsHYN BHU3 U KUBHY/:
— KOHeuHo He nonyumTcs, NoKa Thbl
OyaeLlb ABMraThCs Tak pe3ko. B camom
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you lost fort)! miles an hour in the entry! You
have to be smooth! Firm but smooth,
remember?"

He dropped down to the level of the
young gull. "Let’s try it together now, in
formation. And pay attention to that pullup. It's
a smooth, easy entry."

By the end of three months Jonathan
had six other students, Outcasts all, yet curious
about this strange new idea of flight for the joy
of flying.

Still, it was easier for them to practice
high performance than it was to understand the
reason behind it.

"Each of us is in truth an idea of the
Great! Gull, an unlimited idea of freedom,"
Jonathan would say in the evenings on the
beach, "and precision flying is a step toward
expressing our real nature. Everything that
limits us we have to aside. That's why all this
high-speed practice, and low-speed, and
aerobatics..."

...and his students would be asleep,
exhausted from the day’s flying. They liked the
practice, because it was fast and exciting and it
fed a hunger for learning that grew with every
lesson.

But not one of them, not even Fletcher
Lynd Gull, had come to believe that the flight
of ideas could possibly be as real as the flight
of wind and feather.

"Your whole body, from wingtip to
wingtip, "Jonathan would say, other times, "is
nothing more than your thought itself, in a
form you can see. Break the chains of your
thought, and you break the chains of your
body, too..." But no matter how he said it, it
sounded like pleasant fiction, and they needed
more to sleep.

Hayasie Tbl MOTEPS COPOK MUNb B Yac! HyxXHO
[enatb TO Xe camoe, TO/IbKO M/1aBHo!
YBepeHHO, HO MaBHO, NMOHMMaeLlb, PneTyep?

[XoHaTaH CHU3WCA 1 NoaieTen K
MO/I00M YaiiKe.

— Monpobyem eLue pa3 BMeCTe, Kpbl/iO
K Kpbly. O6paT BHUMaHVe Ha OCTaHOBKY.
OcTaHaBnMBaincs nnaBHo, HauMHai urypy
6€e3 PbIBKOB.

K KOHLY TpeTbero mecsua y
[DKoHaTaHa MosiBUIOCH eLLe LIeCTb YYEHNKOB
— BCe LWecTepo V3rHaHHUKK, YBNeYeHHbIe
HOBOI CTPaHHON naeei: netaTb pagu
pagocTeli noneta.

Ho paxe nm nerye 66110 BbINOMHATD
caMyto CMIOXKHYHO (Urypy, YeM NOHATb, B YeM
3aK/1H04aEeTCS COKPOBEHHBIN CMbIC/ UX
YMPaXKHEHWIA.

— Ha camom fene Kaxblil U3 Hac
BOM/IOLLAET coboin naeto Bennkoii Haiku,
BCEOOBLEM/IIOLLLYHO MAet0 CBOOOLbI, — FOBOPWN
[XoHaTaH no Beyepam, CTOSA Ha bepery, — 1
6e30WMO60YHOCTL M0NeTa — 3TO eLLe O4UH
Lar, NPUGIMKAKOLLMIA HAC K BbIPaXXEHUHO
HaLLei NOAMMHHOW CyLHOCTU. N4 Hac He
[0/MKHO CYLL,eCTBOBaTb HUKaKMX Nperpag,.

BoT noyemy Mbl CTpeMMUMCS OBaLeTb
BbICOKMMW CKOPOCTAMM, U Ma/lbIMU
CKOPOCTAIMM, U (PUrypaMm BbICLLIETO
nunoTaxa.

...A ero y4yeHuKMu, N3My4eHHble
AHEBHbIMYW MONeTaMu, 3acbinanu. Vim
HPaBWMCb NPAKTUYECKME 3aHATUS, MOTOMY
4TO CKOPOCTb MbSIHW/IA U MOTOMY YTO
TPEHUPOBKM NMOMOT /N YTONSATb XKaXKay
3HaHWS, KOTOpas CTaHOBM/IaChb BCe CUMbHEE
Mocne KKAO0ro 3aHATUS.

HO HM 04MH N3 HUX — faxe detyep
JInHp, — He mor cebe nNpeacTaBUTb, YTO NONET
nae — Takas e peasibHOCTb, KaK BeTep, Kak
noneT NTULbI.

— Bce BaLLe Te/10 0T KOHYMKa OHOr0
Kpbl/ia 0 KOHYMKa Apyroro, — CHOBa 1 CHOBa
nosTopan [)KoHaTaH, — 3TO He YTO MHOE, KaK
BaLLla MbIC/lb, BblpaXKeHHas B (hopMme,
[OCTYMHOW Ballemy 3peHuto. PasbeiTe uenu,
CKOBbIBaKLLMeE BaLLly MbIC/lb, U Bbl pa3obbeTe
LIenu, CKOBbIBatoLLMe Ballle Teso...

Ho Kakue 6bl NpMepbI OH HY
MPUBOAWSI, YYEHUKIM BOCMIPUHUMAIN €r0 CNoBa
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It was only a month later that Jonathan
said the time had come to return to the Flock.

"We're not ready!" said Henry Calvin
Gull. "We're not welcome! We're Outcast! We
can't force ourselves to go where we're not
welcome, can we?"

"We're free to go where we wish and to
be what we are," Jonathan answered, and he
lifted from the sand and turned east, toward
the home grounds of the Flock.

There was brief anguish among his
students, for it is the Law of the Flock that an
Outcast never returns, and the Law had not
been broken once in ten thousand years. The
Law said stay; Jonathan said go; and by now
he was a mile across the water. If they waited
much longer, he would reach a hostile Flock
alone.

"Well, we don't have to obey the law if
we're not a part of the Flock, do we?" Fletcher
said, rather self-consciously. "Besides, if
there’s a fight, we’'ll be a lot more help there
than here."

And so they flew in from the west that
morning, eight of them in a double-diamond
formation, wingtips almost overlapping. They
came across the Flock's Council Beach at a
hundred thirty-five miles per hour, Jonathan in
the lead, Fletcher smoothly at his right wing,
Henry Calvin struggling gamely at his left.
Then the whole formation rolled slowly to the
right, as one bird ... level ... to ... inverted ...
to ... level, the wind whipping over them all.

The squawks and grockles of everyday
life in the Flock were cut off as though the
formation were a giant knife, and eight
thousand gull-eyes watched, without a single
blink. One by one, each of the eight birds
pulled sharply upward into a full loop and flew
all the way around to a dead-slow stand-up

KaK 3aHATHYIO BbILYMKY, a M 60/ibLLIE BCETO
XOTeNocb CnaTtb.

XO0TA NpoLLen BCEro To/IbKO MecaLl,
J[>XOoHaTaH ckasan, YTo UM nopa BepHYTLCA B
Crato.

— Mol ewe He roToBbl! —
BOCKNNKHYN ["eHpn KanBuH. — OHU He
XenaroT Hac BuaeTb! Mol 3rHaHHUKK! Pa3se
MOXHO HaBA3bIBaTb CBOE MPUCYTCTBUE TEM,
KTO He KenaeTt Tebs BUAETb?

— Ml Bnpase NneTeTb, Kyaa XoTuM, 1
ObITb TaKUMW, KAKUMU Mbl CO3aHbI, —
0TBeTW/ emy [I>KOHaTaH; OH NOoAHANCA B
BO34YX M NOBEPHY/N Ha BOCTOK, K POAHLIM
Geperam, rae >xkuna Cras.

HeCKONbKO MUHYT YYEHNKMN B
pacTepsAHHOCTU He 3Ha/K, YTO [eNnatb, NoToOMY
yto 3aKoH Ctaun rnacun: «/3rHaHH1Ku
HWKOra He BO3BpaLLaoTCa», 1 3a JecATb
TbICAY NET 3TOT 3aKOH HU pasy He bl
HapyLLeH. 3aKOH roBOpwW: OCTaBanTeCh;
[>KOHaTaH roBopus: MOMETUM; U OH Y)Ke feTen
Ha[, MOpPEM B MUJIe OT HUX. ECnn oHK
3a/lep>karcs eLe HeMHOro, OH BCTPETUTCA C
BpaxxaebHoin CTaeil oanH Ha OAVH.

— [Moyemy Mbl JO/MKHBI NOSUYNHATLCA
3aKOHY, ec/in Hac BCce paBHO M3rHaau n3 Ctam?
— pacTepsHHO cripocun dneTtyep. — A ecnu
3aBsKeTcs 60i, 0T Hac byaeT ropasno 6onblue
MoMb3bl TaM, YeM 3€eChb.

Tak OHM NpuneTenu B TO YTPO C 3anafa
— BOCEMb YaeK B CTPOO ABOHbIM POMOGOM,
MoyTK Kacaacb KpblibaMu apyr gpyra. OHu
nepeceknu beper Coseta CTam CO CKOPOCTLIO
CTO TPUALATL NATb MW/b B Yac: [>koHaTaH
Bnepeaun, ®netyep NnaBHO CKONb3WA Y €ro
npaBoro Kpbina, a NeHpn KanBuH 0TBaXXHO
60posICcs C BETPOM Y /1eBOro. oToM, COXpaHsis
CTPOW, OHM BCE BMECTE MEAJIEHHO
HaKPeHWINCb BMNPaBo... BbIPOBHANCS...
nepeBepHyYNNCL BBEPX Nanamu...
BbIPOBHSA/NCD, a BETep 6e3)KafioCTHO X/ecTal
BCeX BOCbMepbIX.

OO6blAeHHbIe TPOMKIME CCOpbl U CNOPbI
Ha Gepery BHe3arnHoO CTUX/n, BOCEMb ThbICSAY
rnas ycTaBUINCh, He MUrast, Ha OTPsA
[DKoHaTaHa, kak 6yATOo Yainku yBuaenm
TMraHTCKWIN HOXK, 3aHECEHHBIN Haf NUX
ronosamu. Bocemb NTuL, 04Ha 3a 4pYroin
B3MbI/IM BBEPX, CAENAIN MEPTBYHO NET/IIO U,
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landing on the sand. Then as though this sort
of thing happened every day, Jonathan Seagull
began his critique of the flight.

"To begin with," he said with a wry
smile, "you were all a bit late on the join-up..."

It went like lightning through the
Flock. Those birds are Outcast! And they have
returned! And that... that can’t happen!
Fletcher’s predictions of battle melted in the
Flock’s confusion.

melted in the Flock’s confusion — pacTasnm B
cMyLeHun CTan

"Well, sure, O. K., they're Outcast," said some
of the younger gulls, "but hey, man, where did
they learn to fly like that?"

It took almost an hour for the Word of
the Elder to pass through the Flock: Ignore
them. The gull who speaks to an Outcast is
himself Outcast. The gull who looks upon an
Outcast breaks the Law of the Flock. Gray-
feathered backs were turned upon Jonathan
from that moment onward, but he didn’t appear
to notice. He held his practice sessions directly
over the Council Beach and for the first time
began pressing his students to the limit of their
ability.

"Martin Gull!" he shouted across the
sky. "You say you know low-speed flying.
You know nothing till you prove it! FLY!"

So quiet little Martin William Seagull,
startled to be caught under his instructor’s fire,
surprised himself and became a wizard of low
speeds. In the lightest breeze he could curve
his feathers to lift himself without a single flap
of wing from sand to cloud and down again.

Likewise Charles-Roland Gull flew the
Great Mountain Wind to twenty-four thousand
feet, came down blue from the cold thin air,
amazed and happy, determined to go still

cbaBuB CKOPOCTb [0 Npesena, He KauHyBLUWC,
OnyCTUNCL Ha NecoK. 3ateM [I>koHaTaH Kak
HW B YeM He ObIBa/I0 NPUCTYNWA K pasbopy
OLIMGOK.

— HayuHem ¢ TOoro, — cKasaJi OH ¢
YCMELLIKOW, — YTO Bbl BCE 3aHSA/IM CBOE MECTO
B CTPOIO C HEKOTOPbIM OMO34aHUEM...

OfiHa 1 Ta e MbIC/lb MOJTHUEN
obnetena Crato. Bce aT nTuubl —
N3rHaHHuKn! 1 oHM — BepHynucb! Ho 3To...
3TOr0 He MOXeT ObITb! PrieTuep HanpacHo
onacancs apaku: Ctada oLeneHena.

— lNogymaelb, VISTHaHHUKN,
KOHEYHO, 3rHaHHUKK, HY U NyCTb
N3rHaHHWKN! — cKasan KTO-TO U3 MOMOAbIX.
— HTepecHo, rae aTo OHW HayuUInCh Tak
netatb?

[MpoLuen nNoyTK yac, Npexae Yem Bce
yneHbl Ctan y3Hanu o MNMpukase CTapenLuero:
He o6palwiaTb Ha HUX BHUMaHUs. Yalika,
KOTOpas 3aroBopuT ¢ I3srHaHHMKOM, cama
cTaHeT M3rHaHHMKOM. Yalika, KoTopast
MOCMOTPUT Ha 3rHaHHuKa, HapyLnT 3aKoH
Ctaun. C 310 MUHYTbI >KoHaTaH BUAEN
TO/ILKO Cepble CMUHbI YaeK, HO OH, Ka3aoch,
He obpallan BHYMaHWA Ha TO, YTO
nponcxoamT. OH NPOBOAUN 3aHATUA Haf,
Beperom CoBeTa 1 Brepsble CTapasica BbKaTb
13 CBOMX YHEHMKOB BCE, HA YTO OHW 6bINK
CMOCOGHBbI.

— MapTuH! — pasHocuncs no Heby
ero ronoc. — Tbl FOBOPULLIL, YTO YMeeLLb
netaTb Ha MaJiol CKOpocTu. FOBOpPUTL Mo,
3TO Hafo elle fokasaTb. JIETI!

He3ameTHbI MasieHbK1iA MapTuH
Ynnbam Tak 605/1cs BbI3BaTb THEB CBOETO
HacTaBHUMKa, YTO, K COGCTBEHHOMY
N3YM/IEHUIO, HAay4yu/csa Aenatb Yyaeca Ha
Masioil ckopocTu. OH pacnonaran nepbs Takum
06pa3om, YTO Npy MasieiLLeM BeTepke
noAHMMasICA [0 06/1aK0B 1 OMYyCKasics Ha
3eM/10 6e3 eIMHOro B3maxa Kpbl/ibeB.

A Yapnb3-PonaHg nogHANCA Ha
Benukyto ["opy BeTpoB Ha BbICOTY ABafLaTb
YeTbIpe ThiCAYN (YyTOB™ 1 CMYCTU/ICH,
MOCUHEBLLMNIA OT XOMI04HOI0 Pa3peXxeHHOro
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higher tomorrow.

Fletcher Seagull, who loved aerobatics
like no one else, conquered his sixteen-point
vertical slow roll and the next day topped it off
with a triple cartwheel, his feathers flashing
white sunlight to a beach from which more
than one furtive eye watched.

Every hour Jonathan was there at the
side of each of his students, demonstrating,
suggesting, pressuring, guiding. He flew with
them through night and cloud and storm, for
the sport of it, while the Flock huddled
miserably on the ground.

When the flying was done, the students
relaxed in the sand, and in time they listened
more closely to Jonathan. He had some crazy
ideas that they couldn't understand, but then he
had some good ones that they could.

Gradually, in the night, another circle

BO34yXa, YANB/EHHbIIA, CHACTIMBbIV U MO/MHbIVA
PELUMMOCTY 3aBTPa e MOAHATHCS ELLE BbILLE.
®neTuep, KOTOPbIA 6O/bLLE BCEX
yBNeKascs (murypamm BbICLLErO NNOTaXa,
040NeN LWeCTHaALATUBUTKOBYHO
BEPTUKA/bHYHO 3aMefi/IEHHYI0 OOUKY, a Ha
CNeLyHoLMiA ieHb NPeB30LLIEeN CaMoro cebs:
cAenan TPOMHOW NepeBopoT Yepes KPbino, 1
OC/enuTeNbHbIE CONHEYHbIE 3aNYNKN
pasbexanuncb no Bcemy 6epery, 0TKya 3a HUM
YKpafKoi Habnojana He ofHa napa rnas.

[DKOHaTaH HY Ha MUHYTY He
pasfiyyasica Co CBOMMU YYeHUKaMU, KaKLoMy
3 HUX OH YCMeBan YTO-TO MOKa3aTb,
MOJCKa3aTb, KaXKA0ro — NOACTErHYTh U
HanpaenTb. OH fleTal BMECTE C HUMW HOYbHO,
n npy 061a4HOM Hebe, 1 B Bypro — neTan u3
N6BK K NoneTam, a Yaiku Ha bepery
TOCK/IMBO YKa/NCb APYT K ApYTY.

Koraa TpeHMPOBKM KOHYaNNCh,
YUYEHUKW OTAbIXaM Ha NecKe, 1 CO BPEMEHEM
OHW Hay4nnnch cnywatb J)koHaTaHa 6onee
BHUMaTeNbHO. OH 6blN OAEPXKNM KaKUMU-TO
6e3yMHbIMM NAESMU, KOTOPbIX OHUN He
MOHUM&/IN, HO HEKOTOPbIE ero MbIC/IN BbIn
M BMO/HE JOCTYMHBI.

Houamm no3aam Kpy>ka y4eHNKOoB

formed around the circle of students — a circle nocteneHHoO Hayasn 06pa3oBbLIBATLCA eLLe OAMH

of curious gulls listening in the darkness for
hours on end, not wishing to see or be seen of
one another, fading away before daybreak.

It was a month after the Return that the
first gull of the Flock crossed the line and
asked to learn how to fly. In his asking,
Terrence Lowell Gull became a condemned
bird, labeled Outcast; and the eighth of
Jonathan’s students.

The next night from the Flock came
Kirk Maynard Gull, wobbling across the sand,
dragging his left wing, to collapse at
Jonathan’s feet. "Help me," he said very
quietly, speaking in the way that the dying
speak. "l want to fly more than anything else
in the world..."

"Come along then," said Jonathan.
"Climb with me away from the ground, and

KpYr: B TEMHOTE /I060MbITHbIE YainKu
AONTMMK Yacamu cnywiany [)koHaTtaHa, 1, Tak
KaK HM OflHa 13 HNX He X0Tesa BUAeTb CBOUX
cocefieil 1 He xoTena, YTobbl coceau BUaeNu
ee, nepej BOCXO0M COJTHLA BCE OHU
ncyesanu.

[Mpowen mecAL nocne Bo3spalyeHus,
npexae yem nepsasi Yaiika n3 Ctau
nepecTynuna YepTy U CKasana, Yto XoueT
Hay4nTbCA netatb. AT0 Bbin TeppeHc Jloyann,
KOTOPbIA TYT XKe CTan NPOKNATON NTULEN,
3aK/1eMMeHHbIM I3rHaHHUKOM... M BOCbMbIM
yUyeHMKOM [I>KoHaTaHa.

Ha cnepyroLyro Houb oT CTau
otaenunca Kapk MeliHap; OH NPOKOBbINAN
Mo MecKy, Bo/ioYa fIeBOe KPbIo, U PYXHY K
Horam [>KoHaTtaHa.

— Nomorv MmHe, — NPOroBoOpwA OH
efiBa C/blLWHO, 6yATO cobmpancs BOT-BOT
paccTaTbCs C XWU3HbI. — H XUy netartb
O0/bLLUe BCEro Ha CBeTE...

— Y70 X, He byaem TepATb Bpems, —
cKaszas [)KoHaTaH, — MnojH1Maincs BMecTe co
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we'll begin.”

"You don’t understand. My wing. |
can't move my wing."

"Maynard Gull, you have the freedom
to be yourself, your true self, here and now,
and nothing can stand in your way. It is the
Law of the Great Gull, the Law that Is.”

"Are you saying | can fly?"

"l say you are free."

As simply and as quickly as that, Kirk
Maynard Gull spread his wings, effortlessly,
and lifted into the dark night air. The Flock
was roused from sleep by his cry, as loud as he
could scream it, from five hundred feet up: "I
can fly! Listen!  CAN FLY!"

By sunrise there were nearly a
thousand birds standing outside the circle of
students, looking curiously at Maynard. They
didn’t care whether they were seen or not, and
they listened, trying to understand Jonathan
Seagull.

He spoke of very simple things — that
it is right for a gull to fly, that freedom is the
very nature of his being, that whatever stands
against that freedom must be set aside, be it
ritual or superstition or limitation in any form.

"Set aside," came a voice from the
multitude, "even if it be the Law of the
Flock?"

"The only true law is that which leads
to freedom," Jonathan said. "There is no
other."

"How do you expect us to fly as you
fly?" came another voice. "You are special and
gifted and divine, above other birds."”

"Look at Fletcher! Lowell! Charles-
Roland! Judy Lee! Are they also special and
gifted and divine? No more than you are, no
more than | am. The only difference, the very
only one, is that they have begun to understand

MHOMI B BO3[YX — W HAYHEM.

— Tbl He NoHUMaeLWb. Kpblno. A He
MOTY LUeBEe/IbHYTb KPbLIOM.

— MeiiHapg, Tbl CBOOOAEH, Thl BNpase
XWTb 3[€Cb M ceinyac Tak, Kak Tebe BenuT TBOE
«$1», TBOE UCTUHHOE «S1», 1 HUYTO HE MOXET
Tebe nomewlaTb. IT0 3akoH Benvkoii Yaliku,
3T0 — 3aKOH.

— Thbl roBOpULLb, YTO A MOTY NleTaTb?

— $ roBOpIO, YTO Thbl CBOGO/EH.

Tak >e Nerko v NpocTo, Kak 3To 6b110
cKkazaHo, Kapk MeliHapA pacnpasusi Kpblibs
— 6e3 Manewmnx ycunuii! — 1 nogHancs B
TEeMHOe HOYHOe Hebo. CTas NPOCHYyNach,
YC/bILLI@B €ro rosoc; ¢ BbICOTbI MATU ThICAY
(hyTOB OH NPOKpPUYas BO BCHO CUJTY CBOUX
NErknx:

— A mory neTaTb! CnywaiiTe! A
MOI'Y IETATb!

Ha Bocxofe conHua novTtu Thicsya
yaek TO/INMIacb BOKPYr y4eHWKOB [koHaTaHa
1 ¢ NL6ONBLITCTBOM CMOTpPena Ha MeliHapaa.
M 6b1n0 6e3pasnnNyHo, BUAAT UX UIN HET,
OHM CNyLLann 1 CTapaincb NOHATb, YTO
roBoput [ykoHaTaH.

OH roBopwvn 06 0YeHb MPOCTbIX BELLAX:
0 TOM, YTO YaliKa UMeeT Npaso /1eTaTb, YTO
OHa CB0OOO/Ha N0 caMoVi CBOe nprpogae v
HMYTO He A0/MKHO CTECHATL ee cBOboAY —
HMKaKune 006blvan, Npeapaccyaky 1 3anpeTbl.

— Jlaxke ecnn 3T0 3akoH Ctan? —
pasgancs rofioc uU3 ToNMbl Yaek.

— CyLecTByeT TONbKO OAWH
WCTUHHBIN 3aKOH — TOT, KOTOPbIA MOMOraeT
cTaTb CBOOOAHbLIM, — CKasan [KoHaTaH. —
Lpyroro Her.

— Pa3Be Mbl MOXXeM Hay4nTbCS
NneTaTb, KakK Tbl? — foHecca 4o [)KoHaTaHa
ApYroi ronoc. — Tbl 0COGEHHbIN, Thbl
TaNaHT/IMBbLINA, Tbl HEOOLIKHOBEHHbIN, Thl He
MOXO0X Ha APYruX.

— lNocmoTpuTe Ha PreTyepa! Ha
Noyanna! Ha Yapnb3a-PonaHaa? Ha [dxkaam
JIn! OHM ToXKe 0COGEHHbIE, TOXE
TaNaHT/MBble N HEOObIKHOBEHHbIE? He
60bLUe, YeM Tbl, U He BOfbLLE, YEM 1.

what they really are and have begun to practice EagMHCTBEHHOE NX OT/IMUME, OAHO-

it."
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His students, save Fletcher, shifted
uneasily. They hadn't realized that this was
what they were doing.

The crowd grew larger every day,
coming to question, to idolize, to scorn.

to scorn — npe3npaThb; HacMexaTbCA

"They are saying in the Flock that if
you are not the Son of the Great Gull
Himself," Fletcher told Jonathan one morning
after Advanced Speed Practice, "then you are a
thousand years ahead of your time."

Jonathan sighed. The price of being
misunderstood, he thought. They call you devil
or they call you god. "What do you think,
Fletch? Are we ahead of our time?"

A long silence. "Well, this kind of
flying has always been here to be learned by
anybody who wanted to discover it; that's got
nothing to do with time. We're ahead of the
fashion, maybe. Ahead of the way that most
gulls fly."

"That’s something," Jonathan said,
rolling to glide inverted for a while. "That's not
half as bad as being ahead of our time."

It happened just a week later. Fletcher
was demonstrating the elements of high-speed
flying to a class of new students. He had just
pulled out of his dive from seven thousand
feet, a long gray streak firing a few inches
above the beach, when a young bird on its first
flight glided directly into his path, calling for
its mother. With a tenth of a second to avoid
the youngster, Fletcher Lynd Seagull snapped
hard to the left, at something over two hundred
miles per hour, into a cliff of solid granite.

It was, for him, as though the rock were
a giant hard door into another world. A burst
of fear and shock and black as he hit, and then

Ero y4yeHunKn, 3a NCKNOYEHNEM
®neTuepa, 6eCnoKoiHO 3aBUranncb. OHU He
Obl/11 YBEPEHbI, UTO €10 06CTOUT UMEHHO
TakmMMm 06pasom.

Tonna pocna ¢ KaxasiMm HeM, YaiKu
npuneTanu, YTobbl pacCcNpPoOCUTb, BbICKA3aTh
BOCXMLLEHWE, MON3LEBATLCS.

— B Crae rosopAT, uto Tbl CbIH
Benukoii Yainkn, — ckazan ®netuep
OfHaXX bl YTPOM, pasrosapmsas C
[>xoHaTaHOM nocsne TPeHMPOBOYUHbBIX
MoneToB Ha Bbicokux CKopocTaX, — a ecnn
HeT, 3HauYunT, Tbl ONepeann CBOe BPeMs Ha
ThbICAYY NeT.

[>XoHaTtaH B340oxHYN. «LlgHa
HENOHUMaHusA, — rnofgymas oH. — Tebs
Ha3bIBaOT [1bSBOIOM M/ 6OrOM».

— Kak Tbl gymaeLlb, ®nety?
Onepeannu Mbl CBOe Bpems?

Jonras naysa.

— lMo-moeMmy, Takue noseTbl 6b1u
BO3MOXXHbI BCErAa, MPOCTO KTO-HUOY b
[0/MKeH 6bl1 06 3TOM foragarbes K
nonpo6oBaTh Hay4YMTbCA TaK /IeTaTb, a BPeMS
34ecb HY Npu Yem. MoXeT 6bITb, Mbl
onepegunu mogy. Onepeannv NPUBbIYHbIE
NpeACTaB/eEHNA O MOJETE YaeK.

— OTO Y>Ke K0e-4To, — CKasa
[>XoHaTaH, nepeBepHy/CcA Yepes Kpbiio v
HEKOTOpOe BPeMs CKONb3W/ MO BO3AYXY BBEPX
nanamu. — 9T0 BCe-TaKM Nlyylle, Yem
onepeaunTb BpeMmS.

HecuacTbe Cnyy4nnocs poBHO Yepes
Hefento. dnetyep NokKasblBaa NPUEMbI
CKOPOCTHOrO MoseTa rpynne HoBUYKoB. OH
Y>Ke BbIXOAWN/ U3 MIKKe, NPOJIETEB CBEPXY BHU3
CeMb TbICAY (DYTOB* — AJIMHHASA cepast 3MeliKa
Me/IbKHY/a Ha BbICOTE HECKO/IbKMNX AtOIMOB
Hag 6eperoM, — Korja Ha ero nyTu okasaics
MTeHeL, KOTOPbI coBepLUas NepBblii NOMET 1
npu3biBas CBOKO MaMy. Y dnetyepa J/IuHaa
Oblna MWk AecaTas 40NA CEKYHAbI, YTOO
NonbITaTbCA N36eXaTb CTOIKHOBEHWS, OH
Pe3KOo OTKJIOHW/ICS B/IEBO M HA CKOPOCTU 60see
[IBYXCOT MW/b B Yac Bpe3asica B rpaHUTHYHO
CKasy.

EMy nokasanochb, UTo CKajsla — 370
OrpoMHasi KoBaHas ABepb B ApYroi mup.
Yayuwarwmi ctpax, yaap 1 mpak, a notom
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he was adrift in a strange strange sky,
forgetting, remembering, forgetting; afraid and
sad and sorry, terribly sorry.

The voice came to him as it had in the
first day that he had met Jonathan Livingston
Seagull.

"The trick, Fletcher, is that we are
trying to overcome our limitations in order,
patiently. We don't tackle flying through rock
until a little later in the program.”

"Jonathan!"

"Also known as the Son of the Great
Gull," his instructor said dryly.

"What are you doing here? The cliff!
Haven't I... didn't I... die?"

"Oh, Fletch, come on. Think. If you are
talking to me now, then obviously you didn't
die, did you? What you did manage to do was
to change your level of consciousness rather
abruptly. It's your choice now. You can stay
here and learn on this level — which is quite a
bit higher than the one you left, by the way —
or you can go back and keep working with the
Flock. The Elders were hoping for some kind
of disaster, but they're startled that you obliged
them so well."”

"l want to go back to the Flock, of
course. I've barely begun with the new group!"

"Very well, Fletcher. Remember what
we were saying about one’s body being
nothing more than thought itself?.."

Fletcher shook his head and stretched
his wings and opened his eyes at the base of
the cliff, in the center of the whole Flock
assembled. There was a great clamor of
squawks and screes from the crowd when first
he moved.

"He lives! He that was dead lives!"

"Touched him with a wingtip! Brought
him to life! The Son of the Great Gull!"

"No! He denies it! He's a devil!
DEVIL! Come to break the Flock!"

dneTyep NOMbIN MO KAKOMY-TO CTPAHHOMY,
CTpaHHOMY Heby, 3abbIBasi, BCMOMUHas 1
onATb 3abbIBasi; eMy 6bIN0 CTPALLHO, 1
rPYCTHO, U TOCK/NBO, OTYasAHHO TOCK/IMBO.

["0n10C AOHeCCs 40 Hero, Kak B MepBbli
pas, Korfa oH BcTpeTun [>xoHataHa
AVBUHTICTOHA.

— [leno B ToM, ®neTyep, YTO Mbl
MbiTaemca pasfsurarb rpaHuLLbl HaLmx
BO3MOXHOCTEI NOCTENEHHO, Tepnenmeo. Ml
eLlle He NOAOLLNN K MoneTaM CKBO3b CKasibl, M0
nporpaMmme Ham NpPeaCTOUT 3aHATLCA 3TUM
HEMHOTr0 Mo3xe.

— [DKoHaTaH!

— KoToporo HasbiBatoT Takxke CbIHOM
Benvkoir Yaiikn, — cyxo 0To3Bancs ero
HaCTaBHUK.

— YT0 Tbi 3geCh genaelwb? Ckanal
Heyxxenu 2 He... pa3Be 1 He... ymep?

— Ox, @nety, nepectaHb! Mogymai
caMm. Ecnu Tbl CO MHOM pa3roBapuBaelLb,
0YeBUAHO, Tbl HE YMep, TaK UK HeT? Y Tebs
MPOCTO Pe3KOo M3MEHWU/ICA YPOBEHb CO3HAHUS,
TONbKO ¥ BCero. Tenepb Bblbupai. Thbl
MOXELLUb OCTaTbCA 34eCb N YUYUTLCSA Ha ITOM
YPOBHE, KOTOPbI, KCTaTW, HEHAMHOI O BblLLe
TOro, Ha KOTOPOM Tbl HAXOAN/ICA NPeXae, a
MOXeLLb BEPHYTbCS 1 NPOLO/MKATb paboTaTb
co Ctaeit. CTapeiLunHbl HaAesNNCh, YTO
C/TYYUTCS KaKoe-HMOY/b HecHacTbe, HO OHU He
OXMAan, YTO OHO NPOM30NAET TaK
CBOEBPEMEHHO.

— KOHeuHo, 2 Xo4y BEpHYTbLCA B
Crato. {1 BeAib TONbKO Haya 3aHUMaTbLCA C
HoBoi Mpynnoi!

— [NpekpacHo, ®netyep. Thbl
MOMHWLLb, Mbl FOBOPW/IN, YTO TENI0 — 3TO He
4TO NHOE, KaK MbICNb?

dneTuep Nokayan ronoBoK, pacnpasusi
KpPbINbA 1 OTKPbIN [Nas3a: OH nexan y
MOAHOXbA CKaslbl, & BOKPYr Tonnunack Ctas.
Korpga yalikv yBuzenu, 4To OH MnoLleBennsncs,
CO BCEX CTOPOH MOC/IbILWANINCD 3/1ble
MPOH3UTEIbHbIE KPUKM:

— OH xunB! OH ymep 1 cHoBa >KuB!

— [MpukocHyncsa kpbinom! Oxusun!
CbIH Benukoin Yaiku!

— HeTt! OH cam rosopuT, 4T0 He CbIH!
310 abason! AbABOJI! Asumncs, 4Tobb!
noryéuts Crato!
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There were four thousand gulls in the
crowd, frightened at what had happened, and
the cry DEVIL! went through them like the
wind of an ocean storm. Eyes glazed, beaks
sharp, they closed in to destroy.

"Would you feel better if we left,
Fletcher?" asked Jonathan.

"I certainly wouldn’t object too much if
we did..."

Instantly they stood together a half-
mile away, and the flashing beaks of the mob
closed on empty air.

"Why is it," Jonathan puzzled, "that the
hardest thing in the world is to convince a bird
that he is free, and that he can prove it for
himself if he'd just spend a little time
practicing? Why should that be so hard?"

Fletcher still blinked from the change
of scene. "What did you just do? How did we
get here?"

"You did say you wanted to be out of
the mob, didn't you?"

"Yes! But how did you..."

"Like everything else, Fletcher.
Practice.”

By morning the Flock had forgotten its
insanity, but Fletcher had not. "Jonathan,
remember what you said a long time ago,
about loving the Flock enough to return to it
and help it learn?"

"Sure."

"l don’t understand how you manage to
love a mob of birds that has just tried to kill
you."

"Oh, Fletch, you don't love that! You
don’t love hatred and evil, of course. You have
to practice and see the real gull, the good in
every one of them, and to help them see it in
themselves. That's what | mean by love. It's
fun, when you get the knack of it.

knack — yaauHblii nprem, TPIOK, yI0BKa

"l remember a fierce young bird, for

UeTbIpe ThICAYN YaekK, nepenyraHHble
HeBMAaHHbLIM 3penuiiem, Kpuyann: AbABOS!
— 1 3TOT BOM/Ib 3ax/1ecTHyN CTato, Kak
GeLueHbI BeTep BO Bpems wtopma. C
ropAWMUMY rnasamMu, € NA0THO CXKaTbIMU
K/IIOBaMW, OJEePXXMMble XKaXKA0M KPOBK, YaliKu
noACTynanu Bce 6amke n 6vxe.

— dnieTyep, He nydlle M Ham
paccTaTbCs C HUMWU? — CnpoCus J)KoHaTaH.

— lMoxanyi, 1 He BO3paxaro...

B T0 e MrHOBeHbe OHW OKa3anch B
nosymuse oT CKaslbl, Y passLLme K/oBbl
06e3yMeBLUNX NTUL, BOH3U/IUCL B MYCTOTY.

— lNoyemy TpyfHee BCero Ha cseTe
3aCTaBMTb NTULY NOBEPUTL B TO, UTO OHA
cB060AHa, — HepoymeBan [)koHaTaH, — Befb
KaKgas nTmua MoXeT yoeanTbea B 3TOM cama,
€C/IN TO/IbKO 3aX0YeT YyTb-UyTb
noTpeHunpoBaTthbCca. [loueMy 3TO Tak TpyaHO?

dneTyep BCe eLle MUran, OH HUKakK He
MOl OCBOMTbLCS C MEPEMEHON 06CTAHOBKMN.

— Y10 Tl caenan? Kak mbl 34ecb
04YyTUNINCL?

— Thbl CKa3as, 4To XOYeLlb 136aBUTLCA
0T 06e3ymeBLUMX MTULL, BEPHO?

— Ja! Ho KakK Thil...

— Kak Bce octa/sibHoe, dreTyep.
TpeHnpoBKa.

K ytpy Ctas 3abblsia 0 CBOEM 6e3ymnu,
HO dneTuep He 3abblN:

— JKOHaTaH, NOMHWLLUb, KaK-TO
[aBHbIM-1aBHO Tbl FOBOPWJI, YTO NIHOOBM K
CTae [JO/MKHO XBaTUTb Ha TO, YTOObI
BEPHYTLCS K CBOMM COpOAMYaM 1 NOMOYb UM
yuntbes!

— KOHeuHo.

— $1 He NOHMMat0, KaK Tbl MOXeLLIb
NobnTb 06e3yMEBLLYIO CTaro NTUL, KOTOpas
TO/IbKO YTO NbITas1acb youUTb Tebs.

— Ox, ®nety! Tbl He JO/MKEH NOOUTb
06e3ymeBLUYIO cTaro NTuy! Tl BOBCE He
[0/DKeH BO3[aBaTth /II060BbH0 33 HEHABUCTb U
3106y. Tbl fO/MKEH TPEHNPOBATLCS U BUAETH
WCTUHHO A06PYI0 YaliKy B KaXK4OW U3 3TUX
NTUL, 1 NOMOYb UM YBUAETH TY XXe Yaliky B
HMX CamMmMX. BOT YTO 5 Ha3bIBaKO /IO60BLIO.
HTepecHO, Koraa Tbl HaKOHeL, 3TO NoviMeLlb?

A, KCTaTh, BCMOMHWUA ceitvac 06 ogHoM

instance, Fletcher Lynd Seagull, his name. Just BCMbINbYMBOIA MOIOLOM NTULLE NO UMEHU
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been made Outcast, ready to fight the Flock to
the death, getting a start on building his own
bitter hell out on the Far Cliffs. And here he is
today building his own heaven instead, and
leading the whole Flock in that direction.”

Fletcher turned to his instructor, and
there was a moment of fright in his eye. "Me
leading? What do you mean, me leading?
You're the instructor here. You couldn't
leave!"

"Couldn’t I? Don'’t you think that there
might be other flocks, other Fletchers, that
need an instructor more than this one, that's on
its way toward the light?”

"Me? Jon, I'm just a plain seagull, and
you're..."

"...the only Son of the Great Gull, I
suppose?" Jonathan sighed and looked out to
sea. "You don't need me any longer. You need
to keep finding yourself, a little more each
day, that real, unlimited Fletcher Seagull. He's
your instructor. You need to understand him
and to practice him."

A moment later Jonathan’s body
wavered in the air, shimmering, and began to
go transparent. "Don't let them spread silly
rumors about me, or make me a god. O. K.,
Fletch? I'm a seagull. I like to fly, maybe..."

"JONATHAN!"

"Poor Fletch. Don't believe what your
eyes are telling you. All they show is
limitation. Look with your understanding, find
out what you already know, and you'll see the
way to fly."

The shimmering stopped. Jonathan
Seagull had vanished into empty air.

After a time, Fletcher Gull dragged
himself into the sky and faced a brand-new
group of students, eager for their first lesson.

"To begin with," he said heavily,
"you've got to understand that a seagull is an
unlimited idea of freedom, an image of the

®dnetyep JIvHA. He Tak AaBHO, KOrga aToro
camoro ®netyepa nNpurosopun K VIsrHaHumio,
OH 6bl/1 rOTOB GUTLCA HACMepTb €O Beeli CTaei
1 coszgan Ha fanbHnx Ckanax HacToALMIA aj
[N191 CBOEr0 /INYHOr0 MOoJb30BaHUsA. TOT Xe
dneTuep co3faeT ceinyac ceom Hebeca 1 BeeT
Tyaa Bcto Crato.

dnetuep 06epHynca K [)KoHaTaHy, U B
ero rnasax npomMesibKHyn cTpax.

— ¢ Befy? UTo 03Ha4atoT 3TW C/10BaA: A
Beay? 34€ecb Tbl HACTABHUK. Thl HE MOXKELLIb
Hac MOKNHYTb!

— He mory? A Tbl He gyMaeLLlb, YTO
CYLLECTBYIOT pyrune ctam n apyrue
®neTyepbl, KOTOPbIE, MOXET ObITb,
HY>KAQK0TCA B HAaCTaBHWKe faxe 60/ibLue, Yem
Tbl, MOTOMY YTO Tbl )K€ HAXOAMLILCA Ha NYTU
K CBeTy?

— A? [>KOH, BeAb A 00bIKHOBEHHas
yaika, a Tbl...

— ...e[lIMHCTBEHHbI CblH Bennkoii Yaliku,
fa? — [KoHataH B3[40XHY/N U MOCMOTPeN Ha
mMope. — H Tebe 60/bLLE He HYXKEH.
Mpozo/mKain MonCKM caMoro ce6s — BOT UTO
Tebe HYXXHO, CTapalica Kaxablii AeHb X0Tb Ha
Lwar npuénmsnTbLC K NOAIMHHOMY
Bcemoryuiemy dnetyepy. OH — TBO#A
HacTaBHUK. Tebe HY)KHO Hay4MTbCS MOHMMATb
ero v fenatb, 4To OH Tebe Be/nT.

MrHoBeHbe cnycTa Teno [J)KoHaTaHa
APOrHyNo 1 Hayasio TasaTb B BO3AYXe, ero
nepbs 3aCUANN KaKUM-TO HEBEPHbLIM CBETOM.

— He no3Bonsin um 601TaTh NPO MeHS
BCAKWIA B340pP, HE MO3BONAWA UM Jenatb 13
MeHs 6ora, xopowo, ®nety? A — vaiika. A
N6/ NeTatb, MOXET ObITb...

— I>KOHATAH!

— begHdara ®nety! He Bepb rnasam
csovM! OHUM BUAAT TONLKO Nperpagsbl.
CMOTpeTb — 3HaUYUT NOHMMATb, OCO3HaM TO,
YTO Y>Ke 3HaelLlb, U Tbl HAyYULLILCA NeTaTb.

CuaHne nomepkno, J)xoHaTaH
pacTBOpU/ICS B NpPOcTopax Heba.

[MpoLuno HeMHOro BpemeHu, detyep
3acTaBu/ cebs MOAHATLCA B BO3AYX U
npeacTan nepes rpynnoii COBCeM 3eeHbIX
HOBMYKOB, KOTOPbIE C HETEPMNEHNEM XKAasu
MepBOro ypoka.

— [pexpae Bcero, — MeaJ/1eHHO
MPOroBOpPW OH, — Bbl AO/DKHbI MOHATb, YTO
yaiika — 3TO BOM/IOLLEHME Naen
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Great Gull, and your whole body, from
wingtip to wingtip, is nothing more than your
thought itself."”

The young gulls looked at him
quizzically. Hey, man, they thought, this
doesn’t sound like a rule for a loop.

Fletcher sighed and started over. "Hm.
Ah... very well," he said, and eyed them
critically. "Let’s begin with Level Flight." And
saying that, he understood all at once that his
friend had quite honestly been no more divine
than Fletcher himself.

No limits, Jonathan? he thought. Well,
then, the time’s not distant when I'm going to
appear out of thin air on your beach, and show
you a thing or two about flying!

And though he tried to look properly
severe for his students, Fletcher Seagull
suddenly saw them all as they really were, just
for a moment, and he more than liked, he
loved what he saw. No limits, Jonathan? he
thought, and he smiled. His race to learn had
begun.

KommeHTapun

6e3rpaH1yHO CBO6GOABI, BOMOLLEHNE 06pa3a

Benvkoi Yaiiku, 1 Bce Balle Teno, 0T KOHYMKa
OfHOr0 Kpblna 0 KOHYMKA JpYroro, — 310 He
4TO UHOe, KakK Balla MbIC/lb.

Mosnogple Yailku HaCMeLLINBO
nornaabiBanu Ha Hero. «Hy, Hy, npuaTens, —
AyMann OHW, — BPAL, /1N 3TO 0O6BbACHEHNE
MOMOXET HaMm CAeNaTb MEPTBYHO NET/H0».

®netyep B3LOXHY.

— XM. [a... TaK BOT, — CKa3ajl OH U
OKWHYN UX KPUTUYECKUM B3rNIF40M. —
[aBalite HauHeM c Mopu3oHTaIbHOro MoneTa.

MpounsHecs 3T cnosa, Pnetyep BAPYr
[eVCTBUTENIbHO NOHAS, YTO B [DKOHaTaHe
ObIN10 CTO/IbKO e HEeOObIKHOBEHHOI 0, CKOJIbKO
B HEM CaMOM.

«[Mpepena HeT, [)XKoHaTaH? —
nofyman oH. — Hy 4T0 Xe, Torza Heganek
yac, Korga s BbIHbIpHY 13 NoAHebecbs Ha
TBOeM Gepery 1 Nokaxy Tebe Koe-Kakume
HOBble Mpriembl nosieTal»

N xoTs ®netyep cTapanca CMOTPETb
Ha CBOMX YYEHWKOB C NogobatoLLeii
CYPOBOCTbIO, OH BAPYT YBUAEN UX BCEX
TaKUMU, KakKMMW OHW OblIN Ha caMOM [Jefie,
yBUJeN Ha MIHOBEHbE, HO B 3TO MIHOBEHbLE
OHM He TOJ/IbKO NOHPaBU/IUCL EMY — OH
nonto6un nx Becex. «lpeaena Her,
[bKoHaTaH?» — nogymar OH C Y/blOKoi. U
PUHY/ICS B MOFOHHO 3a 3HAHWUAMMU.

Pvyapg bax 1 no ceii AeHb yTBEPXKAAET, OYATO naes KHUMM «Yaika no nMmeHu [yKoHartaH
JINBMHTCTOH» NPUHAANEXUT He emy, U MO3TOMY OTKa3blBaeTCA AaBaTb Kakue-mb0 pa3baCHeHWs
OTHOCUTE/IbHO ee MeTam3nyeckoro cMbicnia. BoT uto Puyapg bax pacckasbiBaeT 0 TOM, Kak

Obl/1a HanvcaHa noBecTb.

Cnyumnocs 370 B 1959 r. B KanudopHun. Kak-To ofHaxapl, rynss no 6epery kaHana
BenmoHT LLop, OH yc/biwan rofioc, KOTOPbIA NPOM3HeC 3arafoyHble cosa: «Jonathan
Livingston Seagull» (T. e. «yaiika [>KoHaTaH JIMBUHICTOH»), & 3aTEM MepPes ero MbIC/IEHHbIM
B30pOM OYATO HasBY pPasbIrpasioCb Ha4an0 UCTOPUK YaiKn, KOTopas bbl1a HEMOX0Xa Ha ApYruX.
MoBuHysCL ronocy, Puyapg bax 3anvcan yBuaeHHoe, HO, Kak H1 6uncs, eMy He yaaBasioCb
NpUAYMaTh, Y4TO Xe AO/MKHO MPOU30MTMN C YKo fasbLue.

[MpoLuno Bocemb NeT, U BOT Puuapay baxy coBepLueHHO HEOXXMAAHHO NPUCHUICA
CTPaHHbI COH, B KOTOPOM OH YBUZE/N MPOLO/HKEHNE N KOHEL, UICTOPMM O Yalike Mo UMEH
[bKoHaTaH JIMBUHICTOH. MPOCHYBLUUCh, OH 3anucan CBOe CHOBUAEHME, Y TaKM 06pa3oM

MOBECTb-NPUTHa obla 3aBepLueHa.

C moMeHTa ny6nmkaumm B Poccun KHUr Pryapaa baxa MUHYNO yxxe 60/ee YeTBepTyr
BeKa. I3meHunacb CTpaHa, B KOTOPOW Mbl XXMBEM, U3MEHUIUCb M Mbl CamMW, HO «Yalika...» no-
NpeXxHemy nbrma unTaTensamm BCeX BO3pacToB. HeKOTOpble BOCXMULLAKTCA 6€CKOPbICTHBLIM
ynopcteoM [IXoHaTaHa, CTPeMSALLEroca K COBepLUEHCTBY, KOTOPOMY HeT npeaena, Apyrux
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yBNeKatoT naeun byaamsma n 43sH-6yaam3ma B COUETaHWUM C eBaHTe/IbCKMU MOTUBAMU CHOXKETa.
(KctaTtn, uepkosHble Bnactn CLLIA nosecTb Puyapga baxa 0THIOAb He 0406puIn, YCMOTPEB B
Hen OIMH U3 CaMbIX TSXXKNX FPEXOB — rpex ropabliHn.)

«Yaika no nmeHmn [pkoHaTaH JIMBUHICTOH» Oblna 0ny6/IMKOBaHa Ha PyCCKOM S13biKe
BMNepBble B XXypHasie «HocTpaHHas nuTepatypa» Ne 12 3a 1974 r. B nepesoge FOHM PogmaH.
AMEHHO 3TOT, MHOrOKPaTHO Nepen3AaBaBLUMIACA U CTaBLUMI Y)Ke KNacCUYeCKUM NepeBog,
npegnaraeTcsa ymtaresiaim. Ha aHrnMiickom s3bike noBecTb Pryappa baxa 6blna ony6/1mkoBaHa
n3paTenbCTBOM «MexxayHapoaHble OTHOLWeHMsA» B 1978 1. B cocTaBe cbopHuMKa «Eleven
American Stories».

* 1 doyT — 30,5 CM; COOTBETCTBEHHO, Aa/iee B TEKCTE:

100 dytoB =30,5M™

1000 dpytoB = 305 ™

5000 dyToB =1 KM 525 M

7000 pyToB =2 KM 135 M

8000 dpyToB = 2 KM 440 M

24 000 dpyToB =7 KM 320 M

HwkHWIA, 0OCHOBHOIA cfioil atmocepbl (Tponocdepa) NpocTMpaeTcs A0 BbICOTbl 8—10 KM B
nonapHbiX, 10—12 KM B yMepeHHbIX 1 16—18 KM B Tponuyeckux LwmpoTax. B Tponocgepe
BO3HMKAIOT 06/1aKa, Pa3BMBaKOTCA LUKIOHbI N aHTULMKIIOHBI.

* [naHnpoBaTb — MOCTENEHHO, M1AaBHO CHUXXATLCA NP NOJeTe Ha MasibIX BbICOTaX.

* [MKe — TO XKe, YTO MUKMPOBaHWE, — PE3K0e CHUDKEHME CamosieTa C HapacTaroLLeli CKOPOCTbIO
nog yrnom ot 30° 0 90° K 3eMHO NOBEPXHOCTH.

1 ycTaBHas cyxonyTHas munsa = 1,609 KM; COOTBETCTBEHHO, [asiee B TEKCTE (B3/IETHbIE U
nocagouHble PeXXMMbI CKOPOCTEN camoseTa):

20 Musnib/yac = 32 Km/yac

70 Mmunb/yac = 112,5 km/uac

90 Musib/yac = 145 km/yac

120 munb/yac = 193 km/vac

140 musnb/yac = 225 km/yac

160 munb/yac = 257,5 Km/yac

190 musib/yac = 306 Km/yac

214 munb/yac = 344 km/yac

250 munb/yac = 402 Km/yac

273 munb/yac = 439 km/yac

* LLITonop — nafeHwe camosneTa BHU3 M0 BUHTOBOMW IMHUN NOJA AeNCTBMEM COBCTBEHHOIO BECa;
(mrypa BbICLUEro NUIoTaxa, BKIKYaroLLas Takoe najeHue.

* MepTBas neTna, nn netns Hecteposa, — NOMET camosieTa Mo 3aMKHYTOM KPUBOWA SIMHWM B
BEPTMKa/IbHOM NIOCKOCTU. BbINonHeH BnepBble 27 aBrycra 1913 r. poCCUNCKAM BOEHHbIM
netynkom (wtabe-kanutaH) MeTpom Hukonaesnyem HecteposbiM (1887—1914),
OCHOBOMOJIOXXHWKOM BbICLLUEr0 NunoTaxa. Morn6 B Bo3aywHoOM 6010 26 asrycta 1914 r. B
paiioHe 1. XXonksa (YKpaviHa, J/IbBOBCKas 06/1.), BNepBble NPUMEHNB TapaH.

Bouka — [BOWHOI NepeBOPOT Yepe3 KPbI10, MPU KOTOPOM CaMoJIeT COBEPLUAET MOJHbIN 060poT
BOKPYI CBOEI NPOoJ0/bHOM ocK ((hrrypa BbICLLErO NNOTaXa).

IMMenbmaH — nepesopoT ViMmenbmaHa, Mo MMeHU HEMELLKOro BOEHHOr 0 fieTumka Makca
MmmenbmaHa (1890—1916) — dmrypa BbICLUEr0 NA0TaXKa C Lie/bi ObICTPOI NepemMeHbl
HarnpasfieHus nosieTa Ha 180°. MiMMenibMaH BHayase BbIMOHAETCA Kak MeTNd, a Korja camosieT B
BEPXHEN TOUKe NETIN JOCTUraeT MOJIOXKEHNSA BBEPX KOMecaMu, BbIBOAUTCSA B HOPMasIbHbIA NoneT
(NOBOPOTOM Yepe3s KPbI0), HO Y)Ke B MPOTMBOMOIOXHOM HarpaBieHUn U Ha 60/1bLLUEN BbICOTE.
AIMMenbMaH BbIMOMHAETCA KaK OAMHOYHbBIMY CaMO/IeTaMu, Tak U 3BEHbAMMN U3 HECKOIbKMX
Camo/1eTOB.

Bupa>k — thurypa npocToro nunoTaxa ¢ pa3BopoTom camoneta Ha 360°.
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* 1 grovim = 2,54 cm. C. 81. 42 froiima =1 m 7 cMm.
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