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1. Пояснительная записка
Цели и задачи дисциплиныЦель дисциплины: дать студенту первоначальные знания, умения и навыки, необходимыеему для осуществления его профессиональной деятельности в области письменногоперевода текстов разных регистров и стилей.Задачи:
 научить студента анализировать стиль исходного текста и находить адекватныепути его воссоздания на русском языке;
 научить его создавать эквивалентный перевод исходного текста с учетом всехтребований русского языка;
 научить его ориентироваться в массиве стилистических приемов русского языка;
 научить его приемам передачи на русском языке культурно-специфичнойинформации, заложенной в тексте;
 дать ему инструментарий, достаточный для дальнейшего самостоятельногорешения проблем, возникающих в его профессиональной деятельности.Содержание дисциплины охватывает круг теоретических вопросов и практическихпроблем, связанных с переводом несложных художественных и научных текстов.
Формируемые компетенции, соотнесённые с планируемыми результатами обучения подисциплине
Компетенция(код и наименование) Индикаторы компетенций(код и наименование) Результаты обучения
УК-4. Способеносуществлять деловуюкоммуникацию вустной и письменнойформах нагосударственном языкеРоссийской Федерациии иностранном(ых)языке(ах)

УК-4.2. Свободновоспринимает,анализирует и критическиоценивает устную иписьменнуюобщепрофессиональнуюинформацию на русском ииностранном(-ых) языке(-ах); демонстрируетнавыки перевода синостранного(-ых) нагосударственный язык, атакже с государственногона иностранный(-ые) язык(-и);

знать способы достиженияэквивалентности в переводе,
уметь анализировать текст дляопределения его жанровых ииных характеристик,уметь осуществлятьписьменный перевод ссоблюдением нормлексической эквивалентности,соблюдением грамматических,синтаксических истилистических нормуметь применять основныеприемы перевода, свободновыражать свои мысли,адекватно используяразнообразные языковыесредства с целью выделениярелевантной информации,умеет использовать этикетныеформулы в устной иписьменной коммуникацииумеет редактировать текстсвоего перевода,умеет оформлять текстперевода в компьютерномтекстовом редакторе, работатьс электронными словарями и



другими электроннымиресурсами
владеть основнымидискурсивными способамиреализации коммуникативныхцелей высказыванияприменительно к особенностямтекущего коммуникативногоконтекста, основнымиспособами выражениясемантической,коммуникативной иструктурнойпреемственности междучастями высказывания,основными особенностямиофициального, нейтрального инеофициального регистровобщения, владеет методикойпредпереводческого анализатекста, способствующейточному восприятиюисходного высказываниявладеет методикой подготовкик выполнению перевода,включая поиск информации всправочной, специальнойлитературе и компьютерныхсетях,

Место дисциплины в структуре образовательной программы
Дисциплина относится к части, формируемой участниками образовательных отношенийблока дисциплин учебного плана.Для освоения дисциплины необходимы знания, умения и владения, сформированные в ходеизучения следующих дисциплин и прохождения практик: Вводный курс первогоиностранного языка.В результате освоения дисциплины формируются знания, умения и владения, необходимыедля изучения следующих дисциплин и прохождения практик: Преддипломная практика,ГИА.
2. Структура дисциплины1. Структура дисциплиныОбщая трудоёмкость дисциплины составляет 4 з.е., 144 академических часа (ов).
Объем дисциплины в форме контактной работы обучающихся с педагогическимиработниками и (или) лицами, привлекаемыми к реализации образовательной программы наиных условиях, при проведении учебных занятий:
Семестр Тип учебных занятий Количествочасов3 Практические занятия 48



4 Практические занятия 48Всего: 96
Объем дисциплины (модуля) в форме самостоятельной работы обучающихся составляет48 академических часа(ов).
3. Содержание дисциплины
РАЗДЕЛ I. Перевод художественных текстов: начальный уровень.Стилевые особенности художественного текста – стилистическая неоднородность.Регистры. Безэквивалентная лексика. Ошибки в переводе и причины их возникновения.Переводчик как толкователь. Отражение личности переводчика в тексте перевода.Границы переводческой свободы. Принципы перевода текстов, принадлежащих к разнымстилям, регистрам, жанрам и родам литературы. Генерирование и первичноередактирование переводов.
РАЗДЕЛ II. Перевод научных текстов.Особенности научного текста. Различия в характере и организации научного текста врусскоязычной и англоязычной традициях. Нейтральность научного текста.Терминологическая насыщенность научного текста. Безэквивалентная лексика. Клишенаучного языка. Принципы перевода текстов, принадлежащих к различным видамнаучного дискурса. Генерирование и первичное редактирование переводов.
4. Образовательные технологии
Для проведения занятий применяются различные образовательные технологии.В период временного приостановления посещения обучающимися помещений итерритории РГГУ для организации учебного процесса с применением электронногообучения и дистанционных образовательных технологий могут быть использованыследующие образовательные технологии:– видео-лекции;– онлайн-лекции в режиме реального времени;– электронные учебники, учебные пособия, научные издания в электронном виде и доступк иным электронным образовательным ресурсам;– системы для электронного тестирования;– консультации с использованием телекоммуникационных средств.
5. Оценка планируемых результатов обученияСистема оценивания
Форма контроля Макс. количество баллов

В течение семестра:устные ответы на занятиях 20 балловвыполнение домашних заданий 20 балловконтрольные работы 20 баллов
Промежуточная аттестация 40 балловИтого за семестр 100 баллов

Полученный совокупный результат конвертируется в традиционную шкалу оценок и вшкалу оценок Европейской системы переноса и накопления кредитов (European CreditTransfer System; далее – ECTS) в соответствии с таблицей:



100-балльнаяшкала Традиционная шкала ШкалаECTS95 – 100 отлично
зачтено

A83 – 94 B68 – 82 хорошо C56 – 67 удовлетворительно D50 – 55 E20 – 49 неудовлетворительно не зачтено FX0 – 19 FКритерии выставления оценки по дисциплине
Баллы/ШкалаECTS

Оценка подисциплине Критерии оценки результатов обучения по дисциплине

100-83/A,B отлично/зачтено Выставляется обучающемуся, если он глубоко и прочно усвоилтеоретический и практический материал, можетпродемонстрировать это на занятиях и в ходе промежуточнойаттестации.Обучающийся исчерпывающе и логически стройно излагаетучебный материал, умеет увязывать теорию с практикой,справляется с решением задач профессиональной направленностивысокого уровня сложности, правильно обосновывает принятыерешения.Свободно ориентируется в учебной и профессиональнойлитературе.
Оценка по дисциплине выставляются обучающемуся с учётомрезультатов текущей и промежуточной аттестации.Компетенции, закреплённые за дисциплиной, сформированы науровне – «высокий».82-68/C хорошо/зачтено Выставляется обучающемуся, если он знает теоретический ипрактический материал, грамотно и по существу излагает его назанятиях и в ходе промежуточной аттестации, не допускаясущественных неточностей.Обучающийся правильно применяет теоретические положения прирешении практических задач профессиональной направленностиразного уровня сложности, владеет необходимыми для этогонавыками и приёмами.Достаточно хорошо ориентируется в учебной и профессиональнойлитературе.Оценка по дисциплине выставляются обучающемуся с учётомрезультатов текущей и промежуточной аттестации.Компетенции, закреплённые за дисциплиной, сформированы науровне – «хороший».67-50/D,E удовлетво-рительно/зачтено
Выставляется обучающемуся, если он знает на базовом уровнетеоретический и практический материал, допускает отдельныеошибки при его изложении на занятиях и в ходе промежуточнойаттестации.Обучающийся испытывает определённые затруднения вприменении теоретических положений при решении практическихзадач профессиональной направленности стандартного уровнясложности, владеет необходимыми для этого базовыми навыками и



Баллы/ШкалаECTS
Оценка подисциплине Критерии оценки результатов обучения по дисциплине

приёмами.Демонстрирует достаточный уровень знания учебной литературыпо дисциплине.Оценка по дисциплине выставляются обучающемуся с учётомрезультатов текущей и промежуточной аттестации.Компетенции, закреплённые за дисциплиной, сформированы науровне – «достаточный».49-0/F,FX неудовлет-ворительно/не зачтено
Выставляется обучающемуся, если он не знает на базовом уровнетеоретический и практический материал, допускает грубые ошибкипри его изложении на занятиях и в ходе промежуточнойаттестации.Обучающийся испытывает серьёзные затруднения в применениитеоретических положений при решении практических задачпрофессиональной направленности стандартного уровнясложности, не владеет необходимыми для этого навыками иприёмами.Демонстрирует фрагментарные знания учебной литературы подисциплине.Оценка по дисциплине выставляются обучающемуся с учётомрезультатов текущей и промежуточной аттестации.Компетенции на уровне «достаточный», закреплённые задисциплиной, не сформированы.

5.3 Оценочные средства (материалы) для текущего контроля успеваемости,промежуточной аттестации обучающихся по дисциплине

Типовые тексты для практического перевода на русский язык

A Nation of WimpsA nation of wimps: parents are going to ludicrous lengths to take the lumps and bumps andbumps out of life for their children. However well-intentioned, parental hyperconcern andmicroscrunity have the net effect of making kids more fragile. That may be why the young arebreaking down in record numbersHara Estroff MaranoMAYBE IT'S THE CYCLIST IN THE PARK, TRIM UNDER HIS SLEEK METALLIC BLUEhelmet, cruising along the dirt path ... at three miles an hour. On his tricycle.Or perhaps it's today's playground, all-rubber-cushioned surface where kids used to skin theirknees. And ... wait a minute ... those aren't little kids playing. Their mommies--and especiallytheir daddies--are in there with them, coplaying or play-by-play coaching. Few take it half-easyon the perimeter benches, as parents used to do, letting the kids figure things out for themselves.Then there are the sanitizing gels, with which over a third of parents now send their kids toschool, according to a recent survey. Presumably, parents now worry that school bathrooms arenot good enough for their children.Consider the teacher new to an upscale suburban town. Shuffling through the sheaf of reportscertifying the educational "accommodations" he was required to make for many of his historystudents, he was struck by the exhaustive, well-written-and obviously costly--one on behalf of a



girl who was already proving among the most competent of his ninth-graders. "She's somewhatneurotic," he confides, "but she is bright, organized and conscientious--the type who'd get toschool to turn in a paper on time, even if she were dying of stomach flu." He finally found thedisability he was to make allowances for: difficulty with Gestalt thinking. The 13-year-old"couldn't see the big picture." That cleverly devised defect (what 13-year-old can construct thebig picture?) would allow her to take all her tests untimed, especially the big one at the end ofthe rainbow, the college-worthy SAT.Behold the wholly sanitized childhood, without skinned knees or the occasional C in history."Kids need to feel badly sometimes," says child psychologist David Elkind, professor at TuftsUniversity. "We learn through experience and we learn through bad experiences. Through failurewe learn how to cope."Messing up, however, even in the playground, is wildly out of style. Although error andexperimentation are the true mothers of success, parents are taking pains to remove failure fromthe equation."Life is planned out for us," says Elise Kramer, a Cornell University junior. "But we don't knowwhat to want." As Elkind puts it, "Parents and schools are no longer geared toward childdevelopment, they're geared to academic achievement."No one doubts that there are significant economic forces pushing parents to invest so heavily intheir children's outcome from an early age. But taking all the discomfort, disappointment andeven the play out of development, especially while increasing pressure for success, turns out tobe misguided by just about 180 degrees. With few challenges all their own, kids are unable toforge their creative adaptations to the normal vicissitudes of life. That not only makes them risk-averse, it makes them psychologically fragile, riddled with anxiety. In the process they're robbedof identity, meaning and a sense of accomplishment, to say nothing of a shot at real happiness.Forget, too, about perseverance, not simply a moral virtue but a necessary life skill. These turnout to be the spreading psychic fault lines of 21st-century youth. Whether we want to or not,we're on our way to creating a nation of wimps.THE FRAGILITY FACTORCollege, it seems, is where the fragility factor is now making its greatest mark. It's whereintellectual and developmental tracks converge as the emotional training wheels come off. By allaccounts, psychological distress is rampant on college campuses. It takes a variety of forms,including anxiety and depression--which are increasingly regarded as two faces of the same coin--binge drinking and substance abuse, serf-mutilation and other forms of disconnection. Themental state of students is now so precarious for so many that, says Steven Hyman, provost ofHarvard University and former director of the National Institute of Mental Health, "it isinterfering with the core mission of the university."The severity of student mental health problems has been rising since 1988, according to anannual survey of counseling center directors. Through 1996, the most common problems raisedby students were relationship issues. That is developmentally appropriate, reports Sherry Benton,assistant director of counseling at Kansas State University But in 1996, anxiety overtookrelationship concerns and has remained the major problem. The University of MichiganDepression Center, the nation's first, estimates that 15 percent of college students nationwide aresuffering from that disorder alone.Relationship problems haven't gone away; their nature has dramatically shifted and the severityescalated. Colleges report ever more cases of obsessive pursuit, otherwise known as stalking,leading to violence, even death. Anorexia or bulimia in florid or subclinical form now afflicts 40percent of women at some time in their college career. Eleven weeks into a semester, reportspsychologist Russ Federman, head of counseling at the University of Virginia, "all appointmentslots are filled. But the students don't stop coming."Drinking, too, has changed. Once a means of social lubrication, it has acquired a darker, moredesperate nature. Campuses nationwide are reporting record increases in binge drinking over thepast decade, with students often stuporous in class, if they get there at all. Psychologist Paul E.Joffe, chair of the suicide prevention team at the University of Illinois at Urbana-Champaign,



contends that at bottom binge-drinking is a quest for authenticity and intensity of experience. Itgives young people something all their own to talk about, and sharing stories about the path topassing out is a primary purpose. It's an inverted world in which drinking to oblivion is the wayto feel connected and alive."There is a ritual every university administrator has come to fear," reports John Portmann,professor of religious studies at the University of Virginia. "Every fall, parents drop off theirwell-groomed freshmen and within two or three days many have consumed a dangerous amountof alcohol and placed themselves in harm's way. These kids have been controlled for so long,they just go crazy."Heavy drinking has also become the quickest and easiest way to gain acceptance, sayspsychologist Bernardo J. Carducci, professor at Indiana University Southeast and founder of itsShyness Research Institute. "Much of collegiate social activity is centered on alcoholconsumption because it's an anxiety reducer and demands no social skills," he says. "Plus itprovides an instant identity; it lets people know that you are willing to belong."WELCOME TO THE HOTHOUSETalk to a college president or administrator and you're almost certainly bound to hear tales of theparents who call at 2 a.m. to protest Branden's C in economics because it's going to damage hisshot at grad school.Shortly after psychologist Robert Epstein announced to his university students that he expectedthem to work hard and would hold them to high standards, he heard from a parent--on officialjudicial stationery--asking how he could dare mistreat the young. Epstein, former editor in chiefof Psychology Today, eventually filed a complaint with the California commission on judicialmisconduct, and the judge was censured for abusing his office--but not before he created havocin the psychology department at the University of California San Diego.Enter: grade inflation. When he took over as president of Harvard in July 2001, LawrenceSummers publicly ridiculed the value of honors after discovering that 94 percent of the college'sseniors were graduating with them. Safer to lower the bar than raise the discomfort level. Gradeinflation is the institutional response to parental anxiety about school demands on children,contends social historian Peter Stearns of George Mason University. As such, it is a pure indexof emotional over-investment in a child's success. And it rests on a notion of juvenile frailty--"the assumption that children are easily bruised and need explicit uplift," Stearns argues in hisbook, Anxious Parenting: A History of Modern Childrearing in America.Parental protectionism may reach its most comic excesses in college, but it doesn't begin there.Primary schools and high schools are arguably just as guilty of grade inflation. But if you'researching for someone to blame, consider Dr. Seuss. "Parents have told their kids from day onethat there's no end to what they are capable of doing," says Virginia's Portmann. "They read themthe Dr. Seuss book Oh, the Places You'll Go! and create bumper stickers telling the world theirchild is an honor student. American parents today expect their children to be perfect--thesmartest, fastest, most charming people in the universe. And if they can't get the children toprove it on their own, they'll turn to doctors to make their kids into the people that parents wantto believe their kids are."What they're really doing, he stresses, is "showing kids how to work the system for their ownbenefit."And subjecting them to intense scrutiny. "I wish my parents had some hobby other than me," oneyoung patient told David Anderegg, a child psychologist in Lenox, Massachusetts, and professorof psychology at Bennington College. Anderegg finds that anxious parents are hyperattentive totheir kids, reactive to every blip of their child's day, eager to solve every problem for their child--and believe that's good parenting. "If you have an infant and the baby has gas, burping the babyis being a good parent. But when you have a 10-year-old who has metaphoric gas, you don't haveto burp him. You have to let him sit with it, try to figure out what to do about it. He then learnsto tolerate moderate amounts of difficulty, and it's not the end of the world."ARRIVEDERCI, PLAYTIME



In the hothouse that child raising has become, play is all but dead. Over 40,000 U.S. schools nolonger have recess. And what play there is has been corrupted. The organized sports many kidsparticipate in are managed by adults; difficulties that arise are not worked out by kids butadjudicated by adult referees."So many toys now are designed by and for adults," says Tufts' Elkind. When kids do engage intheir own kind of play, parents become alarmed. Anderegg points to kids exercising time-honored curiosity by playing doctor. "It's normal for children to have curiosity about otherchildren's genitals," he says. "But when they do, most parents I know are totally freaked out.They wonder what's wrong."Kids are having a hard time even playing neighborhood pickup games because they've neverdone it, observes Barbara Carlson, president and cofounder of Putting Families First. "They'vebeen told by their coaches where on the field to stand, told by their parents what color socks towear, told by the referees who's won and what's fair. Kids are losing leadership skills."A lot has been written about the commercialization of children's play, but not the side effects,says Elkind. "Children aren't getting any benefits out of play as they once did." From thebeginning play helps children learn how to control themselves, how to interact with others.Contrary to the widely held belief that only intellectual activities build a sharp brain, it's in playthat cognitive agility really develops. Studies of children and adults around the worlddemonstrate that social engagement actually improves intellectual skills. It fosters decision-making, memory and thinking, speed of mental processing. This shouldn't come as a surprise.After all, the human mind is believed to have evolved to deal with social problems.THE ETERNAL UMBILICUSIt's bad enough that today's children are raised in a psychological hothouse where they areovermonitored and oversheltered. But that hothouse no longer has geographical or temporalboundaries. For that you can thank the cell phone. Even in college--or perhaps especially atcollege--students are typically in contact with their parents several times a day, reporting everyflicker of experience. One long-distance call overheard on a recent cross-campus walk: "Hi,Morn. I just got an ice-cream cone; can you believe they put sprinkles on the bottom as well ason top?""Kids are constantly talking to parents," laments Cornell student Kramer, which makes themperpetually homesick. Of course, they're not telling the folks everything, notes Portmann."They're not calling their parents to say, 'I really went wild last Friday at the flat house and now Imight have chlamydia. Should I go to the student health center?'"The perpetual access to parents infantilizes the young, keeping them in a permanent state ofdependency. Whenever the slightest difficulty arises, "they're constantly referring to their parentsfor guidance," reports Kramer. They're not learning how to manage for themselves.Think of the cell phone as the eternal umbilicus. One of the ways we grow up is by internalizingan image of Mom and Dad and the values and advice they imparted over the early years. Then,whenever we find ourselves faced with uncertainty or difficulty, we call on that internalizedimage. We become, in a way, all the wise adults we've had the privilege to know. "But cellphones keep kids from figuring out what to do," says Anderegg. "They've never internalized anyimages; all they've internalized is 'call Morn or Dad.'"Some psychologists think we have yet to recognize the full impact of the cell phone on childdevelopment, because its use is so new. Although there are far too many variables to establishclear causes and effects, Indiana's Carducci believes that reliance on cell phones undermines theyoung by destroying the ability to plan ahead. "The first thing students do when they walk outthe door of my classroom is flip open the cell phone. Ninety-five percent of the conversations golike this: 'I just got out of class; I'll see you in the library in five minutes.' Absent the phone,you'd have to make arrangements ahead of time; you'd have to think ahead."Herein lies another possible pathway to depression. The ability to plan resides in the prefrontalcortex (PFC), the executive branch of the brain. The PFC is a critical part of the self-regulationsystem, and it's deeply implicated in depression, a disorder increasingly seen as caused ormaintained by unregulated thought patterns--lack of intellectual rigor, if you will. Cognitive



therapy owes its very effectiveness to the systematic application of critical thinking to emotionalreactions. Further, it's in the setting of goals and progress in working toward them, howevermundane they are, that positive feelings are generated. From such everyday activity, resistance todepression is born.What's more, cell phones--along with the instant availability of cash and almost any consumergood your heart desires--promote fragility by weakening self-regulation. "You get used to thingshappening right away," says Carducci. You not only want the pizza now, you generalize thatexpectation to other domains, like friendship and intimate relationships. You become frustratedand impatient easily. You become unwilling to work out problems. And so relationships fail--perhaps the single most powerful experience leading to depression.FROM SCRUTINY TO ANXIETY ... AND BEYONDThe 1990s witnessed a landmark reversal in the traditional patterns of psychopathology. Whilerates of depression rise with advancing age among people over 40, they're now increasing fastestamong children, striking more children at younger and younger ages.In his now-famous studies of how children's temperaments play out, Harvard psychologistJerome Kagan has shown unequivocally that what creates anxious children is parents hoveringand protecting them from stressful experiences. About 20 percent of babies are born with a high-strung temperament. They can be spotted even in the womb; they have fast heartbeats. Theirnervous systems are innately programmed to be overexcitable in response to stimulation,constantly sending out false alarms about what is dangerous.As infants and children this group experiences stress in situations most kids find unthreatening,and they may go through childhood and even adulthood fearful of unfamiliar people and events,withdrawn and shy. At school age they become cautious, quiet and introverted. Left to their owndevices they grow up shrinking from social encounters. They lack confidence around others.They're easily influenced by others. They are sitting ducks for bullies. And they are on the pathto depression.While their innate reactivity seems to destine all these children for later anxiety disorders, thingsdidn't turn out that way. Between a touchy temperament in infancy and persistence of anxietystand two highly significant things: parents. Kagan found to his surprise that the development ofanxiety was scarcely inevitable despite apparent genetic programming. At age 2, none of theoverexcitable infants wound up fearful if their parents backed off from hovering and allowed thechildren to find some comfortable level of accommodation to the world on their own. Thoseparents who overprotected their children--directly observed by conducting interviews in thehome--brought out the worst in them.A small percentage of children seem almost invulnerable to anxiety from the start. But theoverwhelming majority of kids are somewhere in between. For them, overparenting can programthe nervous system to create lifelong vulnerability to anxiety and depression.There is in these studies a lesson for all parents. Those who allow their kids to find a way to dealwith life's day-to-day stresses by themselves are helping them develop resilience and copingstrategies. "Children need to be gently encouraged to take risks and learn that nothing terriblehappens," says Michael Liebowitz, clinical professor of psychiatry at Columbia University andhead of the Anxiety Disorders Clinic at New York State Psychiatric Institute. "They needgradual exposure to find that the world is not dangerous. Having overprotective parents is a riskfactor for anxiety disorders because children do not have opportunities to master their innateshyness and become more comfortable in the world." They never learn to dampen the pathwaysfrom perception to alarm reaction.Hothouse parenting undermines children in other ways, too, says Anderegg. Being examined allthe time makes children extremely self-conscious. As a result they get less communicative;scrutiny teaches them to bury their real feelings deeply. And most of all, self-consciousnessremoves the safety to be experimental and playful. "If every drawing is going to end up on yourparents' refrigerator, you're not free to fool around, to goof up or make mistakes," saysAnderegg.



Parental hovering is why so many teenagers are so ironic, he notes. It's a kind of detachment, "away of hiding in plain sight. They just don't want to be exposed to any more scrutiny."Parents are always so concerned about children having high self-esteem, he adds. "But when youcheat on their behalf to get them ahead of other children"--by pursuing accommodations andrecommendations--"you just completely corrode their sense of self. They feel 'I couldn't do thison my own.' It robs them of their own sense of efficacy." A child comes to think, "if I need everyadvantage I can get, then perhaps there is really something wrong with me." A slam dunk fordepression.Virginia's Portmann feels the effects are even more pernicious; they weaken the whole fabric ofsociety. He sees young people becoming weaker right before his eyes, more responsive to theherd, too eager to fit in--less assertive in the classroom, unwilling to disagree with their peers,afraid to question authority, more willing to conform to the expectations of those on the nextrung of power above them.ENDLESS ADOLESCENCEThe end result of cheating childhood is to extend it forever. Despite all the parental pressure, andprobably because of it, kids are pushing back--in their own way. They're taking longer to growup.Adulthood no longer begins when adolescence ends, according to a recent report by Universityof Pennsylvania sociologist Frank E Furstenberg and colleagues. There is, instead, a growing no-man's-land of postadolescence from 20 to 30, which they dub "early adulthood." Those in it looklike adults but "haven't become fully adult yet--traditionally defined as finishing school, landinga job with benefits, marrying and parenting--because they are not ready or perhaps not permittedto do so."Using the classic benchmarks of adulthood, 65 percent of males had reached adulthood by theage of 30 in 1960. By contrast, in 2000, only 31 percent had. Among women, 77 percent met thebenchmarks of adulthood by age 30 in 1960. By 2000, the number had fallen to 46 percent.BOOM BOOM BOOMERANGTake away play from the front end of development and it finds a way onto the back end. Asteady march of success through regimented childhood arranged and monitored by parentscreates young adults who need time to explore themselves. "They often need a period in collegeor afterward to legitimately experiment--to be children," says historian Stearns. "There's decenthistorical evidence to suggest that societies that allow kids a few years of latitude and evenmoderate [rebellion] end up with healthier kids than societies that pretend such impulses don'texist."Marriage is one benchmark of adulthood, but its antecedents extend well into childhood. "Theprecursor to marriage is dating, and the precursor to dating is playing," says Carducci. The lesstime children spend in free play, the less socially competent they'll be as adults. It's in play thatwe learn give and take, the fundamental rhythm of all relationships. We learn how to read thefeelings of others and how to negotiate conflicts. Taking the play out of childhood, he says, isbound to create a developmental lag, and he sees it clearly in the social patterns of today'sadolescents and young adults, who hang around in groups that are more typical of childhood. Notto be forgotten: The backdrop of continued high levels of divorce confuses kids already toofragile to take the huge risk of commitment.JUST WHOSE SHARK TANK IS IT ANYWAY?The stressful world of cutthroat competition that parents see their kids facing may not even exist.Or it exists, but more in their mind than in reality--not quite a fiction, more like a distortingmirror. "Parents perceive the world as a terribly competitive place," observes Anderegg. "Andmany of them project that onto their children when they're the ones who live or work in acompetitive environment. They then imagine that their children must be swimming in a big sharktank, too.""It's hard to know what the world is going to look like 10 years from now," says Elkind. "Howbest do you prepare kids for that? Parents think that earlier is better. That's a natural intuition, butit happens to be wrong."



What if parents have micromanaged their kids' lives because they've hitched their measurementof success to a single event whose value to life and paycheck they have franticallyoverestimated? No one denies the Ivy League offers excellent learning experiences, but mosteducators know that some of the best programs exist at schools that don't top the U.S. News andWorld Report list, and that with the right attitude--a Willingness to be engaged by new ideas--it'spossible to get a meaningful education almost anywhere. Further, argues historian Stearns, thereare ample openings for students at an array of colleges. "We have a competitive frenzy thatfrankly involves parents more than it involves kids themselves," he observes, both as a father ofeight and teacher of many. "Kids are more ambivalent about the college race than are parents ."Yet the very process of application to select colleges undermines both the goal of education andthe inherent strengths of young people. "It makes kids sneaky," says Anderegg. Bending rulesand calling in favors to give one's kid a competitive edge is morally corrosive.Like Stearns, he is alarmed that parents, pursuing disability diagnoses so that children can takeuntimed SATs, actually encourage kids to think of themselves as sickly and fragile. Colleges nolonger know when SATs are untimed--but the kids know. "The kids know when you're cheatingon their behalf," says Anderegg, "and it makes them feel terribly guilty. Sometimes they arrangeto fail to right the scales. And when you cheat on their behalf, you completely undermine theirsense of self-esteem. They feel they didn't earn it on their own."In buying their children accommodations to assuage their own anxiety, parents are actuallylocking their kids into fragility. Says the suburban teacher: "Exams are a fact of life. They areanxiety-producing. The kids never learn how to cope with anxiety."PUTTING WORRY IN ITS PLACEChildren, however, are not the only ones who are harmed by hyperconcem. Vigilance isenormously taxing--and it's taken all the fun out of parenting. "Parenting has in some measurableways become less enjoyable than it used to be," says Stearns. "I find parents less Willing toindulge their children's sense of time. So they either force-feed them or do things for them."Parents need to abandon the idea of perfection and give up some of the invasive control they'vemaintained over their children. The goal of parenting, Portmann reminds, is to raise anindependent human being. Sooner or later, he says, most kids will be forced to confront theirown mediocrity. Parents may find it easier to give up some control if they recognize they haveexaggerated many of the dangers of childhood--although they have steadfastly ignored others,namely the removal of recess from schools and the ubiquity of video games that encourageaggression.The childhood we've introduced to our children is very different from that in past eras, Epsteinstresses. Children no longer work at young ages. They stay in school for longer periods of timeand spend more time exclusively in the company of peers. Children are far less integrated intoadult society than they used to be at every step of the way. We've introduced laws that givechildren many rights and protections--although we have allowed media and marketers to havefree access.In changing the nature of childhood, Stearns argues, we've introduced a tendency to assume thatchildren can't handle difficult situations. "Middle-class parents especially assume that if kidsstart getting into difficulty they need to rush in and do it for them, rather than let them flounder abit and learn from it. I don't mean we should abandon them," he says, "but give them more creditfor figuring things out." And recognize that parents themselves have created many of the stressesand anxieties children are suffering from, without giving them tools to manage them.While the adults are at it, they need to remember that one of the goals of higher education is tohelp young people develop the capacity to think for themselves.Although we're well on our way to making kids more fragile, no one thinks that kids and youngadults are fundamentally more flawed than in previous generations. Maybe many will "recover"from diagnoses too liberally slapped on to them. In his own studies of 14 skills he has identifiedas essential for adulthood in American culture, from love to leadership, Epstein has found that"although teens don't necessarily behave in a competent way, they have the potential to be everybit as competent and as incompetent as adults."



Parental anxiety has its place. But the way things now stand, it's not being applied wisely. We'repaying too much attention to too few kids--and in the end, the wrong kids. As with the girlwhose parents bought her the Gestalt-defect diagnosis, resources are being expended for kidswho don't need them.There are kids who are worth worrying about--kids in poverty, stresses Anderegg. "We focus somuch on our own children," says Elkind, "It's time to begin caring about all children."RELATED ARTICLE: A dangerous new remedy for anxiety.Of all the disorders now afflicting young people, perhaps most puzzling is self-injury--deliberatecutting, cigarette-burning or other repetitive mutilation of body tissue. No one knows whether it'sa sudden epidemic or has been rising gradually, but there appears to be an absolute increase inoccurrence: "It has now reached critical mass and is on all our radar screens," says RussFederman, director of counseling at the University of Virginia.It's highly disturbing for a student to walk into a dorm room and find her roommate meticulouslyslicing her thighs with a shard of glass or a razor. But it may be the emblematic activity of thepsychically shielded and overly fragile. People "do it to feel better. It's an impulsive act done toregulate mood," observes Armando Favazza, author of Bodies Under Siege: Self Mutilation inPsychiatry and Culture.It's basically a very effective "home remedy" for anxiety, states Chicago psychiatrist ArthurNeilsen, who teaches at Northwestern University. People who deliberately hurt themselves--twice as many women as men--report "it's like popping a balloon." There's an immediate releaseof tension. It also serves an important defense--distraction--stresses Federman. "In the midst ofemotional turmoil, physical pain helps people disconnect from the turmoil." But the effect is veryshort-lived.Self-harm reflects young people's inability to find something that makes them feel fully alive.Earlier generations sought meaning in movements of social change or intellectual engagementinside and outside the classroom. "But young people are not speaking up or asking questions inthe classroom," reports John Portmann, professor of religious studies at the University ofVirginia and author of Bad for Us: The Lure of Self-Harm. It may be that cutting is their form ofprotest. So constrained and stressed by expectations, so invaded by parental control, they have noroom to turn--except against themselves.--HEMRELATED ARTICLE: Un-advice for parents: Chill out! If you're not having fun, you may bepushing your kids too hard.* Never invest more in an outcome than your child does.* Allow children of all ages time for free play. It's a natural way to learn regulation, social skillsand cognitive skills.* Be reasonable about what is dangerous and what is not. Some risk-taking is healthy.* Don't overreact to every bad grade or negative encounter your child has. Sometimes discomfortis the appropriate response to a situation--and a stimulus to self-improvement.* Don't be too willing to slap a disease label on your child at the first sign of a problem; instead,spend some time helping your child learn how to deal with the problem.* Peers are important, but young people also need to spend time socializing with adults in orderto know how to be adults.* Modify your expectations about child-raising in light of your child's temperament; the sameactions don't work with everyone.* Recognize that there are many paths to success. Allow your children latitude--even to take ayear off before starting college.* Don't manipulate the academic system on behalf of your child; it makes kids guilty anddoubtful of their own ability.* Remember that the goal of child-rearing is to raise an independent adult. Encourage yourchildren to think for themselves, to disagree (respectfully) with authority, even to incur thecritical gaze of their peers.
Harry Potter and the Philosopher's Stone



By Joanne Kathleen Rowling
CHAPTER ONETHE BOY WHO LIVED
Mr. and Mrs. Dursley, of number four, Privet Drive, were proud to say that they were perfectlynormal, thank you very much. They were the last people you'd expect to be involved in anythingstrange or mysterious, because they just didn't hold with such nonsense.Mr. Dursley was the director of a firm called Grunnings, which made drills. He was a big, beefyman with hardly any neck, although he did have a very large moustache. Mrs. Dursley was thinand blonde and had nearly twice the usual amount of neck, which came in very useful as shespent so much of her time craning over garden fences, spying on the neighbours. The Dursleyshad a small son called Dudley and in their opinion there was no finer boy anywhere.The Dursleys had everything they wanted, but they also had a secret, and their greatest fear wasthat somebody would discover it. They didn't think they could bear it if anyone found out aboutthe Potters. Mrs. Potter was Mrs. Dursley's sister, but they hadn't met for several years; in fact,Mrs. Dursley pretended she didn't have a sister, because her sister and her good-for-nothinghusband were as unDursleyish as it was possible to be. The Dursleys shuddered to think what theneighbours would say if the Potters arrived in the street. The Dursleys knew that the Potters hada small son, too, but they had never even seen him. This boy was another good reason forkeeping the Potters away; they didn't want Dudley mixing with a child like that.When Mr. and Mrs. Dursley woke up on the dull, grey Tuesday our story starts, there wasnothing about the cloudy sky outside to suggest that strange and mysterious things would soonbe happening all over the country. Mr. Dursley hummed as he picked out his most boring tie forwork, and Mrs. Dursley gossiped away happily as she wrestled a screaming Dudley into his highchair.None of them noticed a large, tawny owl flutter past the window.At half past eight, Mr. Dursley picked up his briefcase, pecked Mrs. Dursley on the cheek, andtried to kiss Dudley good-bye but missed, because Dudley was now having a tantrum andthrowing his cereal at the walls. "Little tyke," chortled Mr. Dursley as he left the house. He gotinto his car and backed out of number four's drive.It was on the corner of the street that he noticed the first sign of something peculiar -- a catreading a map. For a second, Mr. Dursley didn't realise what he had seen -- then he jerked hishead around to look again. There was a tabby cat standing on the corner of Privet Drive, butthere wasn't a map in sight. What could he have been thinking of? It must have been a trick ofthe light. Mr. Dursley blinked and stared at the cat. It stared back. As Mr. Dursley drove aroundthe corner and up the road, he watched the cat in his mirror. It was now reading the sign that saidPrivet Drive -- no, looking at the sign; cats couldn't read maps or signs. Mr. Dursley gavehimself a little shake and put the cat out of his mind. As he drove toward town he thought ofnothing except a large order of drills he was hoping to get that day.But on the edge of town, drills were driven out of his mind by something else. As he sat in theusual morning traffic jam, he couldn't help noticing that there seemed to be a lot of strangelydressed people about. People in cloaks. Mr. Dursley couldn't bear people who dressed in funnyclothes -- the getups you saw on young people! He supposed this was some stupid new fashion.He drummed his fingers on the steering wheel and his eyes fell on a huddle of these weirdosstanding quite close by. They were whispering excitedly together. Mr. Dursley was enraged tosee that a couple of them weren't young at all; why, that man had to be older than he was, andwearing an emerald-green cloak! The nerve of him! But then it struck Mr. Dursley that this wasprobably some silly stunt -- these people were obviously collecting for something... yes, thatwould be it. The traffic moved on and a few minutes later, Mr. Dursley arrived in the Grunningscar park, his mind back on drills.Mr. Dursley always sat with his back to the window in his office on the ninth floor. If he hadn't,he might have found it harder to concentrate on drills that morning. He didn't see the owlsswooping past in broad daylight, though people down in the street did; they pointed and gazed



open-mouthed as owl after owl sped overhead. Most of them had never seen an owl even atnighttime. Mr. Dursley, however, had a perfectly normal, owl-free morning. He yelled at fivedifferent people. He made several important telephone calls and shouted a bit more. He was in avery good mood until lunchtime, when he thought he'd stretch his legs and walk across the roadto buy himself a bun from the baker's opposite.He'd forgotten all about the people in cloaks until he passed a group of them next to the baker's.He eyed them angrily as he passed. He didn't know why, but they made him uneasy. This lotwere whispering excitedly, too, and he couldn't see a single collecting tin. It was on his way backpast them, clutching a large doughnut in a bag, that he caught a few words of what they weresaying."The Potters, that's right, that's what I heard, yes, their son, Harry--"Mr. Dursley stopped dead. Fear flooded him. He looked back at the whisperers as if he wanted tosay something to them, but thought better of it.He dashed back across the road, hurried up to his office, snapped at his secretary not to disturbhim, seized his telephone, and had almost finished dialing his home number when he changed hismind. He put the receiver back down and stroked his mustache, thinking... no, he was beingstupid. Potter wasn't such an unusual name. He was sure there were lots of people called Potterwho had a son called Harry. Come to think of it, he wasn't even sure his nephew was calledHarry. He'd never even seen the boy. It might have been Harvey. Or Harold. There was no pointin worrying Mrs. Dursley; she always got so upset at any mention of her sister. He didn't blameher -- if he'd had a sister like that... but all the same, those people in cloaks...He found it a lot harder to concentrate on drills that afternoon and when he left the building atfive o'clock, he was still so worried that he walked straight into someone just outside the door."Sorry," he grunted, as the tiny old man stumbled and almost fell. It was a few seconds beforeMr. Dursley realised that the man was wearing a violet cloak. He didn't seem at all upset at beingalmost knocked to the ground. On the contrary, his face split into a wide smile and he said in asqueaky voice that made passersby stare, "Don't be sorry, my dear sir, for nothing could upsetme today! Rejoice, for You-Know-Who has gone at last! Even Muggles like yourself should becelebrating, this happy, happy day!"And the old man hugged Mr. Dursley around the middle and walked off.Mr. Dursley stood rooted to the spot. He had been hugged by a complete stranger. He alsothought he had been called a Muggle, whatever that was. He was rattled. He hurried to his carand set off for home, hoping he was imagining things, which he had never hoped before, becausehe didn't approve of imagination.As he pulled into the driveway of number four, the first thing he saw -- and it didn't improve hismood -- was the tabby cat he'd spotted that morning. It was now sitting on his garden wall. Hewas sure it was the same one; it had the same markings around its eyes."Shoo!" said Mr. Dursley loudly. The cat didn't move. It just gave him a stern look. Was thisnormal cat behavior? Mr. Dursley wondered. Trying to pull himself together, he let himself intothe house. He was still determined not to mention anything to his wife.Mrs. Dursley had had a nice, normal day. She told him over dinner all about Mrs. Next Door'sproblems with her daughter and how Dudley had learned a new word ("Shan't!"). Mr. Dursleytried to act normally. When Dudley had been put to bed, he went into the living room in time tocatch the last report on the evening news:"And finally, bird-watchers everywhere have reported that the nation's owls have been behavingvery unusually today. Although owls normally hunt at night and are hardly ever seen in daylight,there have been hundreds of sightings of these birds flying in every direction since sunrise.Experts are unable to explain why the owls have suddenly changed their sleeping pattern." Thenewscaster allowed himself a grin. "Most mysterious. And now, over to Jim McGuffin with theweather. Going to be any more showers of owls tonight, Jim?""Well, Ted," said the weatherman, "I don't know about that, but it's not only the owls that havebeen acting oddly today. Viewers as far apart as Kent, Yorkshire, and Dundee have beenphoning in to tell me that instead of the rain I promised yesterday, they've had a downpour of



shooting stars! Perhaps people have been celebrating Bonfire Night early -- it's not until nextweek, folks! But I can promise a wet night tonight."Mr. Dursley sat frozen in his armchair. Shooting stars all over Britain? Owls flying by daylight?Mysterious people in cloaks all over the place? And a whisper, a whisper about the Potters...Mrs. Dursley came into the living room carrying two cups of tea. It was no good. He'd have tosay something to her. He cleared his throat nervously. "Er -- Petunia, dear -- you haven't heardfrom your sister lately, have you?"As he had expected, Mrs. Dursley looked shocked and angry. After all, they normally pretendedshe didn't have a sister."No," she said sharply. "Why?""Funny stuff on the news," Mr. Dursley mumbled. "Owls... shooting stars... and there were a lotof funny-looking people in town today...""So?" snapped Mrs. Dursley."Well, I just thought... maybe... it was something to do with... you know... her lot."Mrs. Dursley sipped her tea through pursed lips. Mr. Dursley wondered whether he dared tell herhe'd heard the name "Potter." He decided he didn't dare. Instead he said, as casually as he could,"Their son -- he'd be about Dudley's age now, wouldn't he?""I suppose so," said Mrs. Dursley stiffly."What's his name again? Howard, isn't it?""Harry. Nasty, common name, if you ask me.""Oh, yes," said Mr. Dursley, his heart sinking horribly. "Yes, I quite agree."He didn't say another word on the subject as they went upstairs to bed. While Mrs. Dursley wasin the bathroom, Mr. Dursley crept to the bedroom window and peered down into the frontgarden. The cat was still there. It was staring down Privet Drive as though it were waiting forsomething.Was he imagining things? Could all this have anything to do with the Potters? If it did... if it gotout that they were related to a pair of -- well, he didn't think he could bear it.The Dursleys got into bed. Mrs. Dursley fell asleep quickly but Mr. Dursley lay awake, turning itall over in his mind. His last, comforting thought before he fell asleep was that even if the Potterswere involved, there was no reason for them to come near him and Mrs. Dursley. The Pottersknew very well what he and Petunia thought about them and their kind.... He couldn't see how heand Petunia could get mixed up in anything that might be going on -- he yawned and turned over-- it couldn't affect them....How very wrong he was.Mr. Dursley might have been drifting into an uneasy sleep, but the cat on the wall outside wasshowing no sign of sleepiness. It was sitting as still as a statue, its eyes fixed unblinkingly on thefar corner of Privet Drive. It didn't so much as quiver when a car door slammed on the nextstreet, nor when two owls swooped overhead. In fact, it was nearly midnight before the catmoved at all.A man appeared on the corner the cat had been watching, appeared so suddenly and silentlyyou'd have thought he'd just popped out of the ground. The cat's tail twitched and its eyesnarrowed.Nothing like this man had ever been seen on Privet Drive. He was tall, thin, and very old,judging by the silver of his hair and beard, which were both long enough to tuck into his belt. Hewas wearing long robes, a purple cloak that swept the ground, and high-heeled, buckled boots.His blue eyes were light, bright, and sparkling behind half-moon spectacles and his nose wasvery long and crooked, as though it had been broken at least twice. This man's name was AlbusDumbledore.Albus Dumbledore didn't seem to realise that he had just arrived in a street where everythingfrom his name to his boots was unwelcome. He was busy rummaging in his cloak, looking forsomething. But he did seem to realise he was being watched, because he looked up suddenly atthe cat, which was still staring at him from the other end of the street. For some reason, the sightof the cat seemed to amuse him. He chuckled and muttered, "I should have known."



He found what he was looking for in his inside pocket. It seemed to be a silver cigarette lighter.He flicked it open, held it up in the air, and clicked it. The nearest street lamp went out with alittle pop. He clicked it again -- the next lamp flickered into darkness. Twelve times he clickedthe Put-Outer, until the only lights left on the whole street were two tiny pinpricks in thedistance, which were the eyes of the cat watching him. If anyone looked out of their windownow, even beady-eyed Mrs. Dursley, they wouldn't be able to see anything that was happeningdown on the pavement. Dumbledore slipped the Put-Outer back inside his cloak and set off downthe street toward number four, where he sat down on the wall next to the cat. He didn't look at it,but after a moment he spoke to it."Fancy seeing you here, Professor McGonagall."He turned to smile at the tabby, but it had gone. Instead he was smiling at a rather severe-lookingwoman who was wearing square glasses exactly the shape of the markings the cat had hadaround its eyes. She, too, was wearing a cloak, an emerald one. Her black hair was drawn into atight bun. She looked distinctly ruffled."How did you know it was me?" she asked."My dear Professor, I 've never seen a cat sit so stiffly.""You'd be stiff if you'd been sitting on a brick wall all day," said Professor McGonagall."All day? When you could have been celebrating? I must have passed a dozen feasts and partieson my way here."Professor McGonagall sniffed angrily."Oh yes, everyone's celebrating, all right," she said impatiently. "You'd think they'd be a bit morecareful, but no -- even the Muggles have noticed something's going on. It was on their news."She jerked her head back at the Dursleys' dark living-room window. "I heard it. Flocks of owls...shooting stars.... Well, they're not completely stupid. They were bound to notice something.Shooting stars down in Kent -- I'll bet that was Dedalus Diggle. He never had much sense.""You can't blame them," said Dumbledore gently. "We've had precious little to celebrate foreleven years.""I know that," said Professor McGonagall irritably. "But that's no reason to lose our heads.People are being downright careless, out on the streets in broad daylight, not even dressed inMuggle clothes, swapping rumors."She threw a sharp, sideways glance at Dumbledore here, as though hoping he was going to tellher something, but he didn't, so she went on. "A fine thing it would be if, on the very day You-Know-Who seems to have disappeared at last, the Muggles found out about us all. I suppose hereally has gone, Dumbledore?""It certainly seems so," said Dumbledore. "We have much to be thankful for. Would you care fora sherbet lemon?""A what?""A sherbet lemon. They're a kind of Muggle sweet I'm rather fond of.""No, thank you," said Professor McGonagall coldly, as though she didn't think this was themoment for sherbet lemons. "As I say, even if You-Know-Who has gone -""My dear Professor, surely a sensible person like yourself can call him by his name? All this'You-Know-Who' nonsense -- for eleven years I have been trying to persuade people to call himby his proper name: Voldemort." Professor McGonagall flinched, but Dumbledore, who wasunsticking two sherbet lemons, seemed not to notice. "It all gets so confusing if we keep saying'You-Know-Who.' I have never seen any reason to be frightened of saying Voldemort's name.""I know you haven 't, said Professor McGonagall, sounding half exasperated, half admiring. "Butyou're different. Everyone knows you're the only one You-Know- oh, all right, Voldemort, wasfrightened of.""You flatter me," said Dumbledore calmly. "Voldemort had powers I will never have.""Only because you're too -- well -- noble to use them.""It's lucky it's dark. I haven't blushed so much since Madam Pomfrey told me she liked my newearmuffs."



Professor McGonagall shot a sharp look at Dumbledore and said, "The owls are nothing next tothe rumors that are flying around. You know what everyone's saying? About why he'sdisappeared? About what finally stopped him?"It seemed that Professor McGonagall had reached the point she was most anxious to discuss, thereal reason she had been waiting on a cold, hard wall all day, for neither as a cat nor as a womanhad she fixed Dumbledore with such a piercing stare as she did now. It was plain that whatever"everyone" was saying, she was not going to believe it until Dumbledore told her it was true.Dumbledore, however, was choosing another sherbet lemon and did not answer."What they're saying," she pressed on, "is that last night Voldemort turned up in Godric'sHollow. He went to find the Potters. The rumor is that Lily and James Potter are -- are -- thatthey're -- dead. "Dumbledore bowed his head. Professor McGonagall gasped."Lily and James... I can't believe it... I didn't want to believe it... Oh, Albus..."Dumbledore reached out and patted her on the shoulder. "I know... I know..." he said heavily.Professor McGonagall's voice trembled as she went on. "That's not all. They're saying he tried tokill the Potters' son, Harry. But -- he couldn't. He couldn't kill that little boy. No one knows why,or how, but they're saying that when he couldn't kill Harry Potter, Voldemort's power somehowbroke -- and that's why he's gone."Dumbledore nodded glumly."It's -- it's true?" faltered Professor McGonagall. "After all he's done... all the people he's killed...he couldn't kill a little boy? It's just astounding... of all the things to stop him... but how in thename of heaven did Harry survive?""We can only guess," said Dumbledore. "We may never know."Professor McGonagall pulled out a lace handkerchief and dabbed at her eyes beneath herspectacles. Dumbledore gave a great sniff as he took a golden watch from his pocket andexamined it. It was a very odd watch. It had twelve hands but no numbers; instead, little planetswere moving around the edge. It must have made sense to Dumbledore, though, because he put itback in his pocket and said, "Hagrid's late. I suppose it was he who told you I'd be here, by theway?""Yes," said Professor McGonagall. "And I don't suppose you're going to tell me why you're here,of all places?""I've come to bring Harry to his aunt and uncle. They're the only family he has left now.""You don't mean -- you can't mean the people who live here?" cried Professor McGonagall,jumping to her feet and pointing at number four. "Dumbledore -- you can't. I've been watchingthem all day. You couldn't find two people who are less like us. And they've got this son -- I sawhim kicking his mother all the way up the street, screaming for sweets. Harry Potter come andlive here!""It's the best place for him," said Dumbledore firmly. "His aunt and uncle will be able to explaineverything to him when he's older. I've written them a letter.""A letter?" repeated Professor McGonagall faintly, sitting back down on the wall. "Really,Dumbledore, you think you can explain all this in a letter? These people will never understandhim! He'll be famous -- a legend -- I wouldn't be surprised if today was known as Harry Potterday in the future -- there will be books written about Harry -- every child in our world will knowhis name!""Exactly," said Dumbledore, looking very seriously over the top of his half-moon glasses. "Itwould be enough to turn any boy's head. Famous before he can walk and talk! Famous forsomething he won't even remember! Can't you see how much better off he'll be, growing upaway from all that until he's ready to take it?"Professor McGonagall opened her mouth, changed her mind, swallowed, and then said, "Yes --yes, you're right, of course. But how is the boy getting here, Dumbledore?" She eyed his cloaksuddenly as though she thought he might be hiding Harry underneath it."Hagrid's bringing him.""You think it -- wise -- to trust Hagrid with something as important as this?"



"I would trust Hagrid with my life," said Dumbledore."I'm not saying his heart isn't in the right place," said Professor McGonagall grudgingly, "butyou can't pretend he's not careless. He does tend to -- what was that?"A low rumbling sound had broken the silence around them. It grew steadily louder as theylooked up and down the street for some sign of a headlight; it swelled to a roar as they bothlooked up at the sky -- and a huge motorbike fell out of the air and landed on the road in front ofthem.If the motorbike was huge, it was nothing to the man sitting astride it. He was almost twice astall as a normal man and at least five times as wide. He looked simply too big to be allowed, andso wild - long tangles of bushy black hair and beard hid most of his face, he had hands the size ofdustbin lids, and his feet in their leather boots were like baby dolphins. In his vast, musculararms he was holding a bundle of blankets."Hagrid," said Dumbledore, sounding relieved. "At last. And where did you get that motorbike?""Borrowed it, Professor Dumbledore, sir," said the giant, climbing carefully off the motorbike ashe spoke. "Young Sirius Black lent it to me. I've got him, sir.""No problems, were there?""No, sir -- house was almost destroyed, but I got him out all right before the Muggles startedswarmin' around. He fell asleep as we was flyin' over Bristol."Dumbledore and Professor McGonagall bent forward over the bundle of blankets. Inside, justvisible, was a baby boy, fast asleep. Under a tuft of jet-black hair over his forehead they couldsee a curiously shaped cut, like a bolt of lightning."Is that where -?" whispered Professor McGonagall."Yes," said Dumbledore. "He'll have that scar forever.""Couldn't you do something about it, Dumbledore?""Even if I could, I wouldn't. Scars can come in handy. I have one myself above my left knee thatis a perfect map of the London Underground. Well -- give him here, Hagrid -- we'd better get thisover with."Dumbledore took Harry in his arms and turned toward the Dursleys' house."Could I -- could I say good-bye to him, sir?" asked Hagrid. He bent his great, shaggy head overHarry and gave him what must have been a very scratchy, whiskery kiss. Then, suddenly, Hagridlet out a howl like a wounded dog."Shhh!" hissed Professor McGonagall, "you'll wake the Muggles!""S-s-sorry," sobbed Hagrid, taking out a large, spotted handkerchief and burying his face in it."But I c-c-can't stand it -- Lily an' James dead -- an' poor little Harry off ter live with Muggles -""Yes, yes, it's all very sad, but get a grip on yourself, Hagrid, or we'll be found," ProfessorMcGonagall whispered, patting Hagrid gingerly on the arm as Dumbledore stepped over the lowgarden wall and walked to the front door. He laid Harry gently on the doorstep, took a letter outof his cloak, tucked it inside Harry's blankets, and then came back to the other two. For a fullminute the three of them stood and looked at the little bundle; Hagrid's shoulders shook,Professor McGonagall blinked furiously, and the twinkling light that usually shone fromDumbledore's eyes seemed to have gone out."Well," said Dumbledore finally, "that's that. We've no business staying here. We may as well goand join the celebrations.""Yeah," said Hagrid in a very muffled voice, "I'll be takin' Sirius his bike back. G'night,Professor McGonagall -- Professor Dumbledore, sir."Wiping his streaming eyes on his jacket sleeve, Hagrid swung himself onto the motorbike andkicked the engine into life; with a roar it rose into the air and off into the night."I shall see you soon, I expect, Professor McGonagall," said Dumbledore, nodding to her.Professor McGonagall blew her nose in reply.Dumbledore turned and walked back down the street. On the corner he stopped and took out thesilver Put-Outer. He clicked it once, and twelve balls of light sped back to their street lamps sothat Privet Drive glowed suddenly orange and he could make out a tabby cat slinking around the



corner at the other end of the street. He could just see the bundle of blankets on the step ofnumber four."Good luck, Harry," he murmured. He turned on his heel and with a swish of his cloak, he wasgone.A breeze ruffled the neat hedges of Privet Drive, which lay silent and tidy under the inky sky, thevery last place you would expect astonishing things to happen. Harry Potter rolled over inside hisblankets without waking up. One small hand closed on the letter beside him and he slept on, notknowing he was special, not knowing he was famous, not knowing he would be woken in a fewhours' time by Mrs. Dursley's scream as she opened the front door to put out the milk bottles, northat he would spend the next few weeks being prodded and pinched by his cousin Dudley... Hecouldn't know that at this very moment, people meeting in secret all over the country wereholding up their glasses and saying in hushed voices: "To Harry Potter -- the boy who lived!"

CHAPTER TWOTHE VANISHING GLASS
Nearly ten years had passed since the Dursleys had woken up to find their nephew on the frontstep, but Privet Drive had hardly changed at all. The sun rose on the same tidy front gardens andlit up the brass number four on the Dursleys' front door; it crept into their living room, which wasalmost exactly the same as it had been on the night when Mr. Dursley had seen that fateful newsreport about the owls. Only the photographs on the mantelpiece really showed how much timehad passed. Ten years ago, there had been lots of pictures of what looked like a large pink beachball wearing different-coloured bobble hats -- but Dudley Dursley was no longer a baby, andnow the photographs showed a large blond boy riding his first bicycle, on a roundabout at thefair, playing a computer game with his father, being hugged and kissed by his mother. The roomheld no sign at all that another boy lived in the house, too.Yet Harry Potter was still there, asleep at the moment, but not for long. His Aunt Petunia wasawake and it was her shrill voice that made the first noise of the day."Up! Get up! Now!"Harry woke with a start. His aunt rapped on the door again."Up!" she screeched. Harry heard her walking toward the kitchen and then the sound of thefrying pan being put on the cooker. He rolled onto his back and tried to remember the dream hehad been having. It had been a good one. There had been a flying motorbike in it. He had a funnyfeeling he'd had the same dream before.His aunt was back outside the door."Are you up yet?" she demanded."Nearly," said Harry."Well, get a move on, I want you to look after the bacon. And don't you dare let it burn, I wanteverything perfect on Duddy's birthday."Harry groaned."What did you say?" his aunt snapped through the door."Nothing, nothing..."Dudley's birthday -- how could he have forgotten? Harry got slowly out of bed and startedlooking for socks. He found a pair under his bed and, after pulling a spider off one of them, putthem on. Harry was used to spiders, because the cupboard under the stairs was full of them, andthat was where he slept.When he was dressed he went down the hall into the kitchen. The table was almost hiddenbeneath all Dudley's birthday presents. It looked as though Dudley had got the new computer hewanted, not to mention the second television and the racing bike. Exactly why Dudley wanted aracing bike was a mystery to Harry, as Dudley was very fat and hated exercise -- unless of courseit involved punching somebody. Dudley's favourite punch-bag was Harry, but he couldn't oftencatch him. Harry didn't look it, but he was very fast.



Perhaps it had something to do with living in a dark cupboard, but Harry had always been smalland skinny for his age. He looked even smaller and skinnier than he really was because all hehad to wear were old clothes of Dudley's, and Dudley was about four times bigger than he was.Harry had a thin face, knobbly knees, black hair, and bright green eyes. He wore round glassesheld together with a lot of Sellotape because of all the times Dudley had punched him on thenose. The only thing Harry liked about his own appearance was a very thin scar on his foreheadthat was shaped like a bolt of lightning. He had had it as long as he could remember, and the firstquestion he could ever remember asking his Aunt Petunia was how he had got it."In the car crash when your parents died," she had said. "And don't ask questions."Don't ask questions -- that was the first rule for a quiet life with the Dursleys.Uncle Vernon entered the kitchen as Harry was turning over the bacon."Comb your hair!" he barked, by way of a morning greeting.About once a week, Uncle Vernon looked over the top of his newspaper and shouted that Harryneeded a haircut. Harry must have had more haircuts than the rest of the boys in his class puttogether, but it made no difference, his hair simply grew that way -- all over the place.Harry was frying eggs by the time Dudley arrived in the kitchen with his mother. Dudley lookeda lot like Uncle Vernon. He had a large pink face, not much neck, small, watery blue eyes, andthick blond hair that lay smoothly on his thick, fat head. Aunt Petunia often said that Dudleylooked like a baby angel -- Harry often said that Dudley looked like a pig in a wig.Harry put the plates of egg and bacon on the table, which was difficult as there wasn't muchroom. Dudley, meanwhile, was counting his presents. His face fell."Thirty-six," he said, looking up at his mother and father. "That's two less than last year.""Darling, you haven't counted Auntie Marge's present, see, it's here under this big one fromMummy and Daddy.""All right, thirty-seven then," said Dudley, going red in the face. Harry, who could see a hugeDudley tantrum coming on, began wolfing down his bacon as fast as possible in case Dudleyturned the table over.Aunt Petunia obviously scented danger, too, because she said quickly, "And we'll buy youanother two presents while we're out today. How's that, popkin? Two more presents. Is that allright?''Dudley thought for a moment. It looked like hard work. Finally he said slowly, "So I'll havethirty ... thirty...""Thirty-nine, sweetums," said Aunt Petunia."Oh." Dudley sat down heavily and grabbed the nearest parcel. "All right then."Uncle Vernon chuckled. "Little tyke wants his money's worth, just like his father. 'Atta boy,Dudley!" He ruffled Dudley's hair.At that moment the telephone rang and Aunt Petunia went to answer it while Harry and UncleVernon watched Dudley unwrap the racing bike, a cine-camera, a remote control airplane,sixteen new computer games, and a video recorder. He was ripping the paper off a goldwristwatch when Aunt Petunia came back from the telephone looking both angry and worried."Bad news, Vernon," she said. "Mrs. Figg's broken her leg. She can't take him." She jerked herhead in Harry's direction.Dudley's mouth fell open in horror, but Harry's heart gave a leap. Every year on Dudley'sbirthday, his parents took him and a friend out for the day, to adventure parks, hamburger bars,or the cinema. Every year, Harry was left behind with Mrs. Figg, a mad old lady who lived twostreets away. Harry hated it there. The whole house smelled of cabbage and Mrs. Figg made himlook at photographs of all the cats she'd ever owned."Now what?" said Aunt Petunia, looking furiously at Harry as though he'd planned this. Harryknew he ought to feel sorry that Mrs. Figg had broken her leg, but it wasn't easy when hereminded himself it would be a whole year before he had to look at Tibbles, Snowy, Mr. Paws,and Tufty again."We could phone Marge," Uncle Vernon suggested."Don't be silly, Vernon, she hates the boy."



The Dursleys often spoke about Harry like this, as though he wasn't there -- or rather, as thoughhe was something very nasty that couldn't understand them, like a slug."What about what's-her-name, your friend -- Yvonne?""On vacation in Majorca," snapped Aunt Petunia."You could just leave me here," Harry put in hopefully (he'd be able to watch what he wanted ontelevision for a change and maybe even have a go on Dudley's computer).Aunt Petunia looked as though she'd just swallowed a lemon."And come back and find the house in ruins?" she snarled."I won't blow up the house," said Harry, but they weren't listening."I suppose we could take him to the zoo," said Aunt Petunia slowly, "... and leave him in thecar....""That car's new, he's not sitting in it alone...."Dudley began to cry loudly. In fact, he wasn't really crying -- it had been years since he'd reallycried -- but he knew that if he screwed up his face and wailed, his mother would give himanything he wanted."Dinky Duddydums, don't cry, Mummy won't let him spoil your special day!" she cried, flingingher arms around him."I... don't... want... him... t-t-to come!" Dudley yelled between huge, pretend sobs. "He alwayssp- spoils everything!" He shot Harry a nasty grin through the gap in his mother's arms.Just then, the doorbell rang -- "Oh, good Lord, they're here!" said Aunt Petunia frantically -- anda moment later, Dudley's best friend, Piers Polkiss, walked in with his mother. Piers was ascrawny boy with a face like a rat. He was usually the one who held people's arms behind theirbacks while Dudley hit them. Dudley stopped pretending to cry at once.Half an hour later, Harry, who couldn't believe his luck, was sitting in the back of the Dursleys'car with Piers and Dudley, on the way to the zoo for the first time in his life. His aunt and unclehadn't been able to think of anything else to do with him, but before they'd left, Uncle Vernonhad taken Harry aside."I'm warning you," he had said, putting his large purple face right up close to Harry's, "I'mwarning you now, boy -- any funny business, anything at all -- and you'll be in that cupboardfrom now until Christmas.""I'm not going to do anything," said Harry, "honestly."But Uncle Vernon didn't believe him. No one ever did.The problem was, strange things often happened around Harry and it was just no good telling theDursleys he didn't make them happen.Once, Aunt Petunia, tired of Harry coming back from the barber's looking as though he hadn'tbeen at all, had taken a pair of kitchen scissors and cut his hair so short he was almost baldexcept for his fringe, which she left "to hide that horrible scar." Dudley had laughed himself sillyat Harry, who spent a sleepless night imagining school the next day, where he was alreadylaughed at for his baggy clothes and sellotaped glasses. Next morning, however, he had got up tofind his hair exactly as it had been before Aunt Petunia had sheared it off. He had been given aweek in his cupboard for this, even though he had tried to explain that he couldn't explain how ithad grown back so quickly.Another time, Aunt Petunia had been trying to force him into a revolting old jumper of Dudley's(brown with orange bobbles) -- The harder she tried to pull it over his head, the smaller it seemedto become, until finally it might have fitted a glove puppet, but certainly wouldn't fit Harry. AuntPetunia had decided it must have shrunk in the wash and, to his great relief, Harry wasn'tpunished.On the other hand, he'd got into terrible trouble for being found on the roof of the schoolkitchens. Dudley's gang had been chasing him as usual when, as much to Harry's surprise asanyone else's, there he was sitting on the chimney. The Dursleys had received a very angry letterfrom Harry's headmistress telling them Harry had been climbing school buildings. But all he'dtried to do (as he shouted at Uncle Vernon through the locked door of his cupboard) was jump



behind the big dustbins outside the kitchen doors. Harry supposed that the wind must havecaught him in mid-jump.But today, nothing was going to go wrong. It was even worth being with Dudley and Piers to bespending the day somewhere that wasn't school, his cupboard, or Mrs. Figg's cabbage-smellingliving room.While he drove, Uncle Vernon complained to Aunt Petunia. He liked to complain about things:people at work, Harry, the council, Harry, the bank, and Harry were just a few of his favouritesubjects. This morning, it was motorbikes."... roaring along like maniacs, the young hoodlums," he said, as a motorbike overtook them."I had a dream about a motorbike," said Harry, remembering suddenly. "It was flying."Uncle Vernon nearly crashed into the car in front. He turned right around in his seat and yelled atHarry, his face like a gigantic beetroot with a mustache: "MOTORBIKES DON'T FLY!"Dudley and Piers sniggered."I know they don't," said Harry. "It was only a dream."But he wished he hadn't said anything. If there was one thing the Dursleys hated even more thanhis asking questions, it was his talking about anything acting in a way it shouldn't, no matter if itwas in a dream or even a cartoon -- they seemed to think he might get dangerous ideas.It was a very sunny Saturday and the zoo was crowded with families. The Dursleys boughtDudley and Piers large chocolate ice creams at the entrance and then, because the smiling lady inthe van had asked Harry what he wanted before they could hurry him away, they bought him acheap lemon ice lolly. It wasn't bad, either, Harry thought, licking it as they watched a gorillascratching its head who looked remarkably like Dudley, except that it wasn't blond.Harry had the best morning he'd had in a long time. He was careful to walk a little way apartfrom the Dursleys so that Dudley and Piers, who were starting to get bored with the animals bylunchtime, wouldn't fall back on their favourite hobby of hitting him. They ate in the zoorestaurant, and when Dudley had a tantrum because his knickerbocker glory didn't have enoughice cream on top, Uncle Vernon bought him another one and Harry was allowed to finish thefirst.Harry felt, afterward, that he should have known it was all too good to last.After lunch they went to the reptile house. It was cool and dark in there, with lit windows allalong the walls. Behind the glass, all sorts of lizards and snakes were crawling and slitheringover bits of wood and stone. Dudley and Piers wanted to see huge, poisonous cobras and thick,man-crushing pythons. Dudley quickly found the largest snake in the place. It could havewrapped its body twice around Uncle Vernon's car and crushed it into a dustbin -- but at themoment it didn't look in the mood. In fact, it was fast asleep.Dudley stood with his nose pressed against the glass, staring at the glistening brown coils."Make it move," he whined at his father. Uncle Vernon tapped on the glass, but the snake didn'tbudge."Do it again," Dudley ordered. Uncle Vernon rapped the glass smartly with his knuckles, but thesnake just snoozed on."This is boring," Dudley moaned. He shuffled away.Harry moved in front of the tank and looked intently at the snake. He wouldn't have beensurprised if it had died of boredom itself -- no company except stupid people drumming theirfingers on the glass trying to disturb it all day long. It was worse than having a cupboard as abedroom, where the only visitor was Aunt Petunia hammering on the door to wake you up; atleast he got to visit the rest of the house.The snake suddenly opened its beady eyes. Slowly, very slowly, it raised its head until its eyeswere on a level with Harry's.It winked.Harry stared. Then he looked quickly around to see if anyone was watching. They weren't. Helooked back at the snake and winked, too.The snake jerked its head toward Uncle Vernon and Dudley, then raised its eyes to the ceiling. Itgave Harry a look that said quite plainly:



"I get that all the time.""I know," Harry murmured through the glass, though he wasn't sure the snake could hear him. "Itmust be really annoying."The snake nodded vigorously."Where do you come from, anyway?" Harry asked.The snake jabbed its tail at a little sign next to the glass. Harry peered at it.
Boa Constrictor, Brazil.

"Was it nice there?"The boa constrictor jabbed its tail at the sign again and Harry read on: "This specimen was bredin the zoo. "Oh, I see -- so you've never been to Brazil?"As the snake shook its head, a deafening shout behind Harry made both of them jump."DUDLEY! MR. DURSLEY! COME AND LOOK AT THIS SNAKE! YOU WON'T BELIEVEWHAT IT'S DOING!"Dudley came waddling toward them as fast as he could."Out of the way, you," he said, punching Harry in the ribs. Caught by surprise, Harry fell hard onthe concrete floor. What came next happened so fast no one saw how it happened -- one second,Piers and Dudley were leaning right up close to the glass, the next, they had leapt back withhowls of horror.Harry sat up and gasped; the glass front of the boa constrictor's tank had vanished. The greatsnake was uncoiling itself rapidly, slithering out onto the floor. People throughout the reptilehouse screamed and started running for the exits.As the snake slid swiftly past him, Harry could have sworn a low, hissing voice said, "Brazil,here I come.... Thanksss, amigo."The keeper of the reptile house was in shock."But the glass," he kept saying, "where did the glass go?"The zoo director himself made Aunt Petunia a cup of strong, sweet tea while he apologised overand over again. Piers and Dudley could only gibber. As far as Harry had seen, the snake hadn'tdone anything except snap playfully at their heels as it passed, but by the time they were all backin Uncle Vernon's car, Dudley was telling them how it had nearly bitten off his leg, while Pierswas swearing it had tried to squeeze him to death. But worst of all, for Harry at least, was Pierscalming down enough to say, "Harry was talking to it, weren't you, Harry?"Uncle Vernon waited until Piers was safely out of the house before starting on Harry. He was soangry he could hardly speak. He managed to say, "Go -- cupboard -- stay -- no meals," before hecollapsed into a chair, and Aunt Petunia had to run and get him a large brandy.Harry lay in his dark cupboard much later, wishing he had a watch. He didn't know what time itwas and he couldn't be sure the Dursleys were asleep yet. Until they were, he couldn't risksneaking to the kitchen for some food.He'd lived with the Dursleys almost ten years, ten miserable years, as long as he couldremember, ever since he'd been a baby and his parents had died in that car crash. He couldn'tremember being in the car when his parents had died. Sometimes, when he strained his memoryduring long hours in his cupboard, he came up with a strange vision: a blinding flash of greenlight and a burning pain on his forehead. This, he supposed, was the crash, though he couldn'timagine where all the green light came from. He couldn't remember his parents at all. His auntand uncle never spoke about them, and of course he was forbidden to ask questions. There wereno photographs of them in the house.When he had been younger, Harry had dreamed and dreamed of some unknown relation comingto take him away, but it had never happened; the Dursleys were his only family. Yet sometimeshe thought (or maybe hoped) that strangers in the street seemed to know him. Very strangestrangers they were, too. A tiny man in a violet top hat had bowed to him once while outshopping with Aunt Petunia and Dudley. After asking Harry furiously if he knew the man, AuntPetunia had rushed them out of the shop without buying anything. A wild-looking old womandressed all in green had waved merrily at him once on a bus. A bald man in a very long purple



coat had actually shaken his hand in the street the other day and then walked away without aword. The weirdest thing about all these people was the way they seemed to vanish the secondHarry tried to get a closer look.At school, Harry had no one. Everybody knew that Dudley's gang hated that odd Harry Potter inhis baggy old clothes and broken glasses, and nobody liked to disagree with Dudley's gang.

Ray BradburyThe VeldtGeorge, I wish you'd look at the nursery.What's wrong with it?I don't know.Well, then.I just want you to look at it, is all, or call a psychologist in to look at it.What would a psychologist want with a nursery?You know very well what he'd want. His wife paused in the middle of the kitchen and watchedthe stove busy humming to itself, making supper for four.It's just that the nursery is different now than it was.All right, let's have a look.They walked down the hall of their soundproofed Happylife Home, which had cost them thirtythousand dollars installed, this house which clothed and fed and rocked them to sleep and playedand sang and was good to them. Their approach sensitized a switch somewhere and the nurserylight flicked on when they came within ten feet of it. Similarly, behind them, in the halls, lightswent on and off as they left them behind, with a soft automaticity.Well, said George Hadley.They stood on the thatched floor of the nursery. It was forty feet across by forty feet long andthirty feet high; it had cost half again as much as the rest of the house. But nothing's too good forour children, George had said.The nursery was silent. It was empty as a jungle glade at hot high noon. The walls were blankand two dimensional. Now, as George and Lydia Hadley stood in the center of the room, thewalls began to purr and recede into crystalline distance, it seemed, and presently an African veldtappeared, in three dimensions, on all sides, in color reproduced to the final pebble and bit ofstraw. The ceiling above them became a deep sky with a hot yellow sun.George Hadley felt the perspiration start on his brow.
Let's get out of this sun, he said. This is a little too real. But I don't see anything wrong.Wait a moment, you'll see, said his wife.Now the hidden odorophonics were beginning to blow a wind of odor at the two people in themiddle of the baked veldtland. The hot straw smell of lion grass, the cool green smell of thehidden water hole, the great rusty smell of animals, the smell of dust like a red paprika in the hotair. And now the sounds: the thump of distant antelope feet on grassy sod, the papery rustling ofvultures. A shadow passed through the sky. The shadow flickered on George Hadley's upturned,sweating face.Filthy creatures, he heard his wife say.The vultures.You see, there are the lions, far over, that way. Now they're on their way to the water hole.They've just been eating, said Lydia. I don't know what.Some animal. George Hadley put his hand up to shield off the burning light from his squintedeyes. A zebra or a baby giraffe, maybe.Are you sure? His wife sounded peculiarly tense.No, it's a little late to be sure, be said, amused. Nothing over there I can see but cleaned bone,and the vultures dropping for what's left.Did you bear that scream? she asked.



'No.About a minute ago?Sorry, no.The lions were coming. And again George Hadley was filled with admiration for the mechanicalgenius who had conceived this room. A miracle of efficiency selling for an absurdly low price.Every home should have one. Oh, occasionally they frightened you with their clinical accuracy,they startled you, gave you a twinge, but most of the time what fun for everyone, not only yourown son and daughter, but for yourself when you felt like a quick jaunt to a foreign land, a quickchange of scenery. Well, here it was!And here were the lions now, fifteen feet away, so real, so feverishly and startlingly real that youcould feel the prickling fur on your hand, and your mouth was stuffed with the dusty upholsterysmell of their heated pelts, and the yellow of them was in your eyes like the yellow of anexquisite French tapestry, the yellows of lions and summer grass, and the sound of the mattedlion lungs exhaling on the silent noontide, and the smell of meat from the panting, drippingmouths.The lions stood looking at George and Lydia Hadley with terrible green-yellow eyes.Watch out! screamed Lydia.The lions came running at them.Lydia bolted and ran. Instinctively, George sprang after her. Outside, in the hall, with the doorslammed he was laughing and she was crying, and they both stood appalled at the other'sreaction.George!Lydia! Oh, my dear poor sweet Lydia!They almost got us!Walls, Lydia, remember; crystal walls, that's all they are. Oh, they look real, I must admit –Africa in your parlor – but it's all dimensional, superreactionary, supersensitive color film andmental tape film behind glass screens. It's all odorophonics and sonics, Lydia. Here's myhandkerchief.I'm afraid. She came to him and put her body against him and cried steadily. Did you see? Didyou feel? It's too real.Now, Lydia...You've got to tell Wendy and Peter not to read any more on Africa.Of course – of course. He patted her.Promise?Sure.And lock the nursery for a few days until I get my nerves settled.You know how difficult Peter is about that. When I punished him a month ago by locking thenursery for even a few hours – the tantrum be threw! And Wendy too. They live for the nursery.It's got to be locked, that's all there is to it.All right. Reluctantly he locked the huge door. You've been working too hard. You need a rest.I don't know – I don't know, she said, blowing her nose, sitting down in a chair that immediatelybegan to rock and comfort her. Maybe I don't have enough to do. Maybe I have time to think toomuch. Why don't we shut the whole house off for a few days and take a vacation?You mean you want to fry my eggs for me?Yes. She nodded.And dam my socks?Yes. A frantic, watery-eyed nodding.And sweep the house?Yes, yes – oh, yes!''But I thought that's why we bought this house, so we wouldn't have to do anything?That's just it. I feel like I don't belong here. The house is wife and mother now, and nursemaid.Can I compete with an African veldt? Can I give a bath and scrub the children as efficiently or



quickly as the automatic scrub bath can? I cannot. And it isn't just me. It's you. You've beenawfully nervous lately.I suppose I have been smoking too much.You look as if you didn't know what to do with yourself in this house, either. You smoke a littlemore every morning and drink a little more every afternoon and need a little more sedative everynight. You're beginning to feel unnecessary too.Am I? He paused and tried to feel into himself to see what was really there.Oh, George! She looked beyond him, at the nursery door. Those lions can't get out of there, canthey?He looked at the door and saw it tremble as if something had jumped against it from the otherside.Of course not, he said.At dinner they ate alone, for Wendy and Peter were at a special plastic carnival across town andbad televised home to say they'd be late, to go ahead eating. So George Hadley, bemused, satwatching the dining-room table produce warm dishes of food from its mechanical interior.We forgot the ketchup, he said.Sorry, said a small voice within the table, and ketchup appeared.As for the nursery, thought George Hadley, it won't hurt for the children to be locked out of itawhile. Too much of anything isn't good for anyone. And it was clearly indicated that thechildren had been spending a little too much time on Africa. That sun. He could feel it on hisneck, still, like a hot paw. And the lions. And the smell of blood. Remarkable how the nurserycaught the telepathic emanations of the children's minds and created life to fill their every desire.The children thought lions, and there were lions. The children thought zebras, and there werezebras. Sun – sun. Giraffes – giraffes. Death and death.That last . He chewed tastelessly on the meat that the table bad cut for him. Death thoughts. Theywere awfully young, Wendy and Peter, for death thoughts. Or, no, you were never too young,really. Long before you knew what death was you were wishing it on someone else. When youwere two years old you were shooting people with cap pistols.But this – the long, hot African veldt-the awful death in the jaws of a lion. And repeated againand again.Where are you going?He didn't answer Lydia. Preoccupied, be let the lights glow softly on ahead of him, extinguishbehind him as he padded to the nursery door. He listened against it. Far away, a lion roared.He unlocked the door and opened it. Just before he stepped inside, he heard a faraway scream.And then another roar from the lions, which subsided quickly.He stepped into Africa. How many times in the last year had he opened this door and foundWonderland, Alice, the Mock Turtle, or Aladdin and his Magical Lamp, or Jack Pumpkinhead ofOz, or Dr. Doolittle, or the cow jumping over a very real-appearing moon-all the delightfulcontraptions of a make-believe world. How often had he seen Pegasus flying in the sky ceiling,or seen fountains of red fireworks, or heard angel voices singing. But now, is yellow hot Africa,this bake oven with murder in the heat. Perhaps Lydia was right. Perhaps they needed a littlevacation from the fantasy which was growing a bit too real for ten-year-old children. It was allright to exercise one's mind with gymnastic fantasies, but when the lively child mind settled onone pattern...? It seemed that, at a distance, for the past month, he had heard lions roaring, andsmelled their strong odor seeping as far away as his study door. But, being busy, he had paid itno attention.George Hadley stood on the African grassland alone. The lions looked up from their feeding,watching him. The only flaw to the illusion was the open door through which he could see hiswife, far down the dark hall, like a framed picture, eating her dinner abstractedly.Go away, he said to the lions.They did not go.



He knew the principle of the room exactly. You sent out your thoughts. Whatever you thoughtwould appear. Let's have Aladdin and his lamp, he snapped. The veldtland remained; the lionsremained.Come on, room! I demand Aladin! he said.Nothing happened. The lions mumbled in their baked pelts.Aladin!He went back to dinner. The fool room's out of order, he said. It won't respond.Or-Or what?Or it can't respond, said Lydia, because the children have thought about Africa and lions andkilling so many days that the room's in a rut.Could be.Or Peter's set it to remain that way.Set it?He may have got into the machinery and fixed something.Peter doesn't know machinery.He's a wise one for ten. That I.Q. of his -Nevertheless -Hello, Mom. Hello, Dad.The Hadleys turned. Wendy and Peter were coming in the front door, cheeks like peppermintcandy, eyes like bright blue agate marbles, a smell of ozone on their jumpers from their trip inthe helicopter.You're just in time for supper, said both parents.We're full of strawberry ice cream and hot dogs, said the children, holding hands. But we'll sitand watch.Yes, come tell us about the nursery, said George Hadley.The brother and sister blinked at him and then at each other. Nursery?All about Africa and everything, said the father with false joviality.I don't understand, said Peter.Your mother and I were just traveling through Africa with rod and reel; Tom Swift and hisElectric Lion, said George Hadley.There's no Africa in the nursery, said Peter simply.Oh, come now, Peter. We know better.I don't remember any Africa, said Peter to Wendy. Do you?No.Run see and come tell.She obeyedWendy, come back here! said George Hadley, but she was gone. The house lights followed herlike a flock of fireflies. Too late, he realized he had forgotten to lock the nursery door after hislast inspection.Wendy'll look and come tell us, said Peter.She doesn't have to tell me. I've seen it.I'm sure you're mistaken, Father.I'm not, Peter. Come along now.But Wendy was back. It's not Africa, she said breathlessly.We'll see about this, said George Hadley, and they all walked down the hall together and openedthe nursery door.There was a green, lovely forest, a lovely river, a purple mountain, high voices singing, andRima, lovely and mysterious, lurking in the trees with colorful flights of butterflies, likeanimated bouquets, lingering in her long hair. The African veldtland was gone. The lions weregone. Only Rima was here now, singing a song so beautiful that it brought tears to your eyes.George Hadley looked in at the changed scene. Go to bed, he said to the children.They opened their mouths.



You heard me, he said.They went off to the air closet, where a wind sucked them like brown leaves up the flue to theirslumber rooms.George Hadley walked through the singing glade and picked up something that lay in the comernear where the lions had been. He walked slowly back to his wife.What is that? she asked.An old wallet of mine, he said.He showed it to her. The smell of hot grass was on it and the smell of a lion. There were drops ofsaliva on it, it bad been chewed, and there were blood smears on both sides.He closed the nursery door and locked it, tight.In the middle of the night he was still awake and he knew his wife was awake. Do you thinkWendy changed it? she said at last, in the dark room.Of course.Made it from a veldt into a forest and put Rima there instead of lions?Yes.Why?I don't know. But it's staying locked until I find out.How did your wallet get there?I don't know anything, he said, except that I'm beginning to be sorry we bought that room for thechildren. If children are neurotic at all, a room like that -It's supposed to help them work off their neuroses in a healthful way.I'm starting to wonder. He stared at the ceiling.We've given the children everything they ever wanted. Is this our reward-secrecy, disobedience?Who was it said, 'Children are carpets, they should be stepped on occasionally'? We've neverlifted a hand. They're insufferable – let's admit it. They come and go when they like; they treat usas if we were offspring. They're spoiled and we're spoiled.They've been acting funny ever since you forbade them to take the rocket to New York a fewmonths ago.They're not old enough to do that alone, I explained.Nevertheless, I've noticed they've been decidedly cool toward us since.I think I'll have David McClean come tomorrow morning to have a look at Africa.But it's not Africa now, it's Green Mansions country and Rima.I have a feeling it'll be Africa again before then.A moment later they heard the screams.Two screams. Two people screaming from downstairs. And then a roar of lions.Wendy and Peter aren't in their rooms, said his wife.He lay in his bed with his beating heart. No, he said. They've broken into the nursery.Those screams – they sound familiar.Do they?Yes, awfully.And although their beds tried very bard, the two adults couldn't be rocked to sleep for anotherhour. A smell of cats was in the night air.Father? said Peter.Yes.Peter looked at his shoes. He never looked at his father any more, nor at his mother. You aren'tgoing to lock up the nursery for good, are you?That all depends.On what? snapped Peter.On you and your sister. If you intersperse this Africa with a little variety – oh, Sweden perhaps,or Denmark or China -I thought we were free to play as we wished.You are, within reasonable bounds.What's wrong with Africa, Father?



Oh, so now you admit you have been conjuring up Africa, do you?I wouldn't want the nursery locked up, said Peter coldly. Ever.Matter of fact, we're thinking of turning the whole house off for about a month. Live sort of acarefree one-for-all existence.That sounds dreadful! Would I have to tie my own shoes instead of letting the shoe tier do it?And brush my own teeth and comb my hair and give myself a bath?It would be fun for a change, don't you think?No, it would be horrid. I didn't like it when you took out the picture painter last month.That's because I wanted you to learn to paint all by yourself, son.I don't want to do anything but look and listen and smell; what else is there to do?All right, go play in Africa.Will you shut off the house sometime soon?We're considering it.I don't think you'd better consider it any more, Father.I won't have any threats from my son!Very well. And Peter strolled off to the nursery.Am I on time? said David McClean.Breakfast? asked George Hadley.Thanks, had some. What's the trouble?David, you're a psychologist.I should hope so.Well, then, have a look at our nursery. You saw it a year ago when you dropped by; did younotice anything peculiar about it then?Can't say I did; the usual violences, a tendency toward a slight paranoia here or there, usual inchildren because they feel persecuted by parents constantly, but, oh, really nothing.They walked down the ball. I locked the nursery up, explained the father, and the children brokeback into it during the night. I let them stay so they could form the patterns for you to see.There was a terrible screaming from the nursery.There it is, said George Hadley. See what you make of it.They walked in on the children without rapping.The screams had faded. The lions were feeding.Run outside a moment, children, said George Hadley. No, don't change the mental combination.Leave the walls as they are. Get!With the children gone, the two men stood studying the lions clustered at a distance, eating withgreat relish whatever it was they had caught.I wish I knew what it was, said George Hadley. Sometimes I can almost see. Do you think if Ibrought high-powered binoculars here and -David McClean laughed dryly. Hardly. He turned to study all four walls. How long has this beengoing on?A little over a month.It certainly doesn't feel good.I want facts, not feelings.My dear George, a psychologist never saw a fact in his life. He only hears about feelings; vaguethings. This doesn't feel good, I tell you. Trust my hunches and my instincts. I have a nose forsomething bad. This is very bad. My advice to you is to have the whole damn room torn downand your children brought to me every day during the next year for treatment.Is it that bad?I'm afraid so. One of the original uses of these nurseries was so that we could study the patternsleft on the walls by the child's mind, study at our leisure, and help the child. In this case,however, the room has become a channel toward-destructive thoughts, instead of a release awayfrom them.Didn't you sense this before?



I sensed only that you bad spoiled your children more than most. And now you're letting themdown in some way. What way?I wouldn't let them go to New York.What else?I've taken a few machines from the house and threatened them, a month ago, with closing up thenursery unless they did their homework. I did close it for a few days to show I meant business.Ah, ha!Does that mean anything?Everything. Where before they had a Santa Claus now they have a Scrooge. Children preferSantas. You've let this room and this house replace you and your wife in your children'saffections. This room is their mother and father, far more important in their lives than their realparents. And now you come along and want to shut it off. No wonder there's hatred here. Youcan feel it coming out of the sky. Feel that sun. George, you'll have to change your life. Like toomany others, you've built it around creature comforts. Why, you'd starve tomorrow if somethingwent wrong in your kitchen. You wouldn't know bow to tap an egg. Nevertheless, turneverything off. Start new. It'll take time. But we'll make good children out of bad in a year, waitand see.But won't the shock be too much for the children, shutting the room up abruptly, for good?I don't want them going any deeper into this, that's all.The lions were finished with their red feast.The lions were standing on the edge of the clearing watching the two men.Now I'm feeling persecuted, said McClean. Let's get out of here. I never have cared for thesedamned rooms. Make me nervous.The lions look real, don't they? said George Hadley. I don't suppose there's any way -What?– that they could become real?Not that I know.Some flaw in the machinery, a tampering or something?No.They went to the door.I don't imagine the room will like being turned off, said the father.Nothing ever likes to die – even a room.I wonder if it hates me for wanting to switch it off?Paranoia is thick around here today, said David McClean. You can follow it like a spoor. Hello.He bent and picked up a bloody scarf. This yours?No. George Hadley's face was rigid. It belongs to Lydia.They went to the fuse box together and threw the switch that killed the nursery.The two children were in hysterics. They screamed and pranced and threw things. They yelledand sobbed and swore and jumped at the furniture.You can't do that to the nursery, you can't!''Now, children.The children flung themselves onto a couch, weeping.George, said Lydia Hadley, turn on the nursery, just for a few moments. You can't be so abrupt.No.You can't be so cruel...Lydia, it's off, and it stays off. And the whole damn house dies as of here and now. The more Isee of the mess we've put ourselves in, the more it sickens me. We've been contemplating ourmechanical, electronic navels for too long. My God, how we need a breath of honest air!And he marched about the house turning off the voice clocks, the stoves, the heaters, the shoeshiners, the shoe lacers, the body scrubbers and swabbers and massagers, and every othermachine be could put his hand to.The house was full of dead bodies, it seemed. It felt like a mechanical cemetery. So silent. Noneof the humming hidden energy of machines waiting to function at the tap of a button.



Don't let them do it! wailed Peter at the ceiling, as if he was talking to the house, the nursery.Don't let Father kill everything. He turned to his father. Oh, I hate you!Insults won't get you anywhere.I wish you were dead!We were, for a long while. Now we're going to really start living. Instead of being handled andmassaged, we're going to live .Wendy was still crying and Peter joined her again. Just a moment, just one moment, just anothermoment of nursery, they wailed.Oh, George, said the wife, it can't hurt.All right – all right, if they'll just shut up. One minute, mind you, and then off forever.Daddy, Daddy, Daddy! sang the children, smiling with wet faces.And then we're going on a vacation. David McClean is coming back in half an hour to help usmove out and get to the airport. I'm going to dress. You turn the nursery on for a minute, Lydia,just a minute, mind you.And the three of them went babbling off while he let himself be vacuumed upstairs through theair flue and set about dressing himself. A minute later Lydia appeared.I'll be glad when we get away, she sighed.Did you leave them in the nursery?I wanted to dress too. Oh, that horrid Africa. What can they see in it?Well, in five minutes we'll be on our way to Iowa. Lord, how did we ever get in this house?What prompted us to buy a nightmare?Pride, money, foolishness.I think we'd better get downstairs before those kids get engrossed with those damned beastsagain.Just then they heard the children calling, Daddy, Mommy, come quick – quick!They went downstairs in the air flue and ran down the hall. The children were nowhere in sight.Wendy? Peter!They ran into the nursery. The veldtland was empty save for the lions waiting, looking at them.Peter, Wendy?The door slammed.Wendy, Peter!George Hadley and his wife whirled and ran back to the door.Open the door! cried George Hadley, trying the knob. Why, they've locked it from the outside!Peter! He beat at the door. Open up!He heard Peter's voice outside, against the door.Don't let them switch off the nursery and the house, he was saying.Mr. and Mrs. George Hadley beat at the door. Now, don't be ridiculous, children. It's time to go.Mr. McClean'll be here in a minute and...And then they heard the sounds.The lions on three sides of them, in the yellow veldt grass, padding through the dry straw,rumbling and roaring in their throats.The lions.Mr. Hadley looked at his wife and they turned and looked back at the beasts edging slowlyforward crouching, tails stiff.Mr. and Mrs. Hadley screamed.And suddenly they realized why those other screams had sounded familiar.
Well, here I am, said David McClean in the nursery doorway, Oh, hello. He stared at the twochildren seated in the center of the open glade eating a little picnic lunch. Beyond them was thewater hole and the yellow veldtland; above was the hot sun. He began to perspire. Where areyour father and mother?The children looked up and smiled. Oh, they'll be here directly.Good, we must get going. At a distance Mr. McClean saw the lions fighting and clawing andthen quieting down to feed in silence under the shady trees.



He squinted at the lions with his hand tip to his eyes.Now the lions were done feeding. They moved to the water hole to drink.A shadow flickered over Mr. McClean's hot face. Many shadows flickered. The vultures weredropping down the blazing sky.A cup of tea? asked Wendy in the silence.
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Introduction: The Archaeology of LanguageThe discovery of the Indo-Europeans is one of the most fascinating stories in modernscholarship. The tale begins with linguists in the late 1700’s, in particular, William Jones, aBritish judge who lived in India and in 1786 was the first person to suggest the possibility ofIndo-European civilization. Jones’ hypothesis opened a new door to the past and sparked themodern science of historical linguistics.Indo-European theory rests on the fact that various languages from all across Eurasia, in lands asfar apart as India and Iceland, show many essential similarities, enough that they must haveoriginated as a single tongue at some point long ago. Once Jones’ successors began exploring thefull linguistic record from this perspective, corroborating evidence started pouring in from allquarters. Parallels in vocabulary and grammar quickly emerged among foreign languages,particularly in what were then the oldest preserved tongues: Latin, Greek and Sanskrit. The lastis the language of The Vedas, an ancient body of writings from India, and close analysis of itstext showed that Sanskrit has a strong affinity with Latin and Greek. For instance, the Sanskritword for “three” is trayas, clearly cognate with (i.e. from the same linguistic origin as)Latin tres and Greek treis, also words for “three.” Likewise, the Sanskrit sarpa, “snake,”obviously shares a common ancestor with the Latin serpens, the forebear of the Englishword serpent.Jones’ simple and elegant remarks concluding the paper he wrote for the 1786 Meeting of “theAsiatick Society of Calcutta” sum up the situation neatly:. . . no philologer could examine all three languages [Sanskrit, Latin and Greek]without believing them to have sprung from some common source which, perhaps, nolonger exists.“Which perhaps no longer exists,” this priceless piece of understatement was the overture tomany important, indeed revolutionary insights into the history of Western Civilization.First and foremost was that there must once have been a “mother” tongue which, as the peopleswho spoke it spread across the globe, evolved into a family of “daughter” languages all of which,though they look different on the surface, are fundamentally related. Since these languages canbe found all over Europe and Asia, scholars ultimately settled on the term Indo-European for thisculture, and Proto-Indo-European as the designation for the mother tongue itself. While it wouldbe better to call the language by the name its original speakers gave it, that isn’t possible since noone has as yet been able to figure out what that name was, or for that matter what the Indo-Europeans as a people called themselves. Despite that, however, scholars were able to deducemuch else about them.For instance, as the study of linguistics advanced, it quickly became clear that quite a fewlanguages belonged to the Indo-European family. “Threes,” again, demonstrate the point well.Besides Latin (tres), Greek (treis) and Sanskrit (trayas), there are Spanish (tres), Danish, Italianand Swedish (tre), French (trois), German (drei), Dutch (drie), Russian (tri), English (three) andseveral other permutations all based on Indo-European *trejes. That these words are cognate isself-evident, especially when they’re compared to “three” in non-Indo-European languages, such



as Turkish (uc), Hebrew (shelosh), Malay (tiga) and Chinese (san). And adding in other basicIndo-European words like mother/moeder/mater and father/pater/patir makes the caseoverwhelming. All these languages which exhibit so many cognates must once have had acommon source.The ramifications of Indo-European theory were explosive, especially to Europeans in thenineteenth century. The presence of a long-lost common language presupposes, by definition, thehistorical existence of a common culture—anthropologists have shown that unity of culturenearly always accompanies unity of language—and, as the Indo-Europeans spread both widelyand successfully across the globe, that culture must have traveled with them. Given that, scholarsbegan looking at the fundamental similarities in native Indo-European civilizations and foundremarkable parallels, the implication being that, for all their seeming differences in religion,government and family structure, peoples of Indo-European heritage share a cultural frameworkconsistent with a shared origin. That is, the fundamental similarities in their cultures overshadowtheir superficial differences. It was a notion that was not well-received in all circles, especiallythe Eurocentric, white-supremacist factions which dominated the West in the nineteenth century.Finally, linguistic research showed how extraordinarily successful these Indo-Europeans were intheir near-global usurpation of the planet. To list ancient Indo-European civilizations is virtuallyto catalogue conquerors across Europe and western Asia: Indo-Aryans, Persians, Hittites,Greeks, Romans, Celts, Vikings, Medes and Philistines, to name just a few. And their moderncounterparts are no less numerous, among them, Spanish conquistadors, Christian crusaders andall the major European colonial powers. Though there are also many ancient peoples who are notIndo-European—Sumerians, Egyptians, Elamites, Hurrians, Hebrews, Pelasgians, Etruscans,Assyrians, and Minoans—their Indo-European counterparts ultimately came to dominate Europeand, henceforth, much of world culture. Indeed, the triumphs of the ancient Indo-Europeans havecarried over into the modern age, in which now more than half the people of the world speaks alanguage descended from Proto-Indo-European.Indo-European LinguisticsTo understand how Indo-European culture rose to such prominence, one must look far back intime. In late prehistory, waves of Indo-Europeans began migrating in several directions acrossthe Eurasian continent, displacing natives and even other Indo-European settlers who had enteredan area earlier. Scholars debate when exactly these massive migrations began—some say asearly as 8000-5000 BCE, while others put it fairly late, after 3000 BCE—but it’s clear that by thethird millennium (3000-2000 BCE) the Indo-Europeans were on the move.As they settled different areas of the world, they uprooted and overwhelmed indigenous peoples,which spelled in more than one instance the extermination of entire cultures. Indo-Europeangroups moved into India, for instance, where they conquered the local population and establishedthe caste system, with themselves at the top, of course. Likewise, a different Indo-Europeangroup invaded Italy and settled there as the Romans. Others became the Slavs in central Europeand the Philistines in the Near East. In every case, they caused upheaval and violent socialchange.The Greeks provide a good example of the behavior typical of these conquerors. No fewer thanthree major waves of Indo-Europeans swept over Greece in the second millennium BCE, the lastof which was the ferocious Dorian invasion that pushed aside at least two previous groups ofIndo-European invaders and precipitated so much chaos that a centuries-long dark age ensued(1100-800 BCE). It’s little wonder, then, that the native Pelasgians, an indigenous people inGreece, are now a historical mystery. When brutal invaders set about obliterating each other,native cultures have virtually no chance of survival, either in their own age or the historicalrecord.Germanic LanguagesOne of the major regions the Indo-Europeans settled was northern Europe, where there evolvedan offshoot of the Proto-Indo-European language, a linguistic variant now called CommonGermanic. Once established there, the speakers of this tongue drifted apart into various groups,as they continued to expand their domain, and this separation underlies the divisions still visible



in the political and cultural landscape of northern Europe and in the different languages spokenthere: the Celtic group including Welsh, Scots Gaelic, etc.; the Germanic group includingGerman, English, Dutch, Yiddish, etc.; and the various Scandinavian tongues (Swedish, Danish,Norwegian, etc.). Each of these derives from a distinct sub-population of Germanic speakers.With the data presently available, it’s not possible to be precise about when these languagesstarted separating, but it seems safe to say that by the first century BCE (i.e. after 100 BCE),there’s good evidence Common Germanic had begun to break up.The natural topography of the area clearly contributed to these linguistic divisions. TheScandinavian languages evolved north of the Baltic Sea and in Denmark. West German arosewest of the Oder River. On the other side of this river in modern Poland, East Germandeveloped. The last (East German) is extinct now, because all of its “daughter languages” werewiped out of existence by the subsequent oppression of its peoples. Polish, the primary languageof modern Poland, is instead an offshoot of Old Slavic, a different branch of Indo-European.In politics and military affairs, speakers of West German were in general more successful thantheir Eastern counterparts, and the languages which arose out of West German culture (English,German, Dutch, etc.) all share an interesting feature. To grasp it, however, it is first necessary tounderstand some fundamental aspects of language, in particular, how sounds are produced in themouth. In doing so, we gain insight into an important chapter in the history of the West Germanpeople, and an even more fascinating transition in the linguistic history of Europe.Grimm’s LawAfter William Jones suggested that Latin, Greek and Sanskrit shared a common origin, the paceof linguistic study began to accelerate rapidly in the West. In part, this was due to the appearanceof eager young scholars who were interested in exploring the world around them and making aname for themselves in academia. The most famous of these was Jacob Grimm (1785-1863), oneof the famous Brothers Grimm. As a student of language, Jacob Grimm studied early Germanliterature, seeking rare words unchanged over time, archaic vocabulary which might elucidatethe history of the German language.What he ended up with, however, was a fascinating body of folklore which he and his brotherWilhelm published as Grimms’ Fairy Tales. The often macabre and sinister nature of these talesinvolving enslavement, poverty, starvation, abduction and even cannibalism reflects the darkview of those living where there’s little protection from the vagaries of man and nature. It’s oneof the few glimpses history affords of non-urban life in Western Civilization, and it’s not a prettypicture.Grimm also got what he wanted word-wise. After some study he noticed a pattern in theevolution of Common Germanic as it was developing out of Proto-Indo-European, a change thathe deduced had to have taken place long ago. This change came to be called the Great ConsonantShift. Grimm demonstrated that, even if a Germanic word and one from a different branch ofIndo-European didn’t look alike on the surface, in many cases they could be shown to be cognatewith each other if one assumed that certain consonants had followed a predictable course ofchange. This linguistic rule was later dubbed Grimm’s Law.Here’s what happened. At some point in the evolution of West German, some of its consonantsbegan to shift dramatically. To understand how and why this shift occurred, one must look at thenature of consonants themselves, which are formed by briefly stopping the flow of air throughthe mouth (p, t, k, b, d, g) or by restricting it somehow (f, v, th, ch, j). The Great Consonant Shiftin Germanic languages appears to have begun when a certain type of consonant called unvoiced(p, t, k) transformed into its aspirate equivalents (ph, th, kh).Once that change took place, it put pressure on the original aspirates to sound different from thenew ones in order to maintain enough distinction among words that sense wasn’t lost. That is, ifyour tongs suddenly are thongs and your pans become fans, there’s considerable fothential forconpusion. Consequently, what had originally been aspirates in Common Germanic (ph, th, kh)moved to their voiced equivalents (b, d, g). And soon thereafter, the original voiced consonants(b, d, g) did likewise and changed into their unvoiced counterparts (p, t, k), thus taking CommonGermanic consonants in a full circle: from unvoiced to aspirate to voiced.



Grimm’s Law: The Great Consonant Shift (Indo-European > Germanic)
LABIALS: P > PH (Latin F) > B > P
DENTALS: T > TH (Latin F) > D > T
GUTTURALS: K/C > KH/CH (Latin H) > G > K/C
Bearing in mind that vowels are fluid and change unpredictably and that liquids (l, r) and nasals(m, n) are not as a rule affected by processes like those underlying Grimm’s Law, we can deducethe Germanic—in this case, English—word which is cognate with its Indo-European form beforeit underwent the Great Consonant Shift. Since Latin and Greek are Indo-European tongues whichstand outside Germanic and therefore were not influenced by Grimm’s Law, words from theselanguages show the Indo-European root which Germanic inherited and changed. And becauseEnglish contains many derivatives from Latin and Greek, we find within our own languagewords which do not look much alike but have similar meanings and are, in fact, cognate. Forinstance, the Indo-European root *pater which gives us words like paternal and paternitychanged into father in English because the inherited p became f and t became th. The same thinghappened to the th in mother which comes from an Indo-European base *mater, but the m wasnot changed because nasal consonants like m were not affected by Grimm’s Law.In the table below, use the Latin and Greek words and their English derivatives (in the left andcenter columns) to determine the changes which took place in Germanic words as outlined in thetable of Grimm’s Law cited above. By doing this, you should be able to decipher an Englishword which has the same basic meaning and Indo-European root but looks different because theIndo-European root word has undergone the Great Consonant Shift.
GRIMM’S LAWIn order to figure out the Germanic cognates, you may have to change, move or omit some of theletters in the Latin or Greek words—especially vowels and liquids (l/r) .
LATIN/GREEKWORD ENGLISHDERIVATIVE(S) GERMANICCOGNATE
GEN(US): “race, family” genus, genesis, genetic [ANSWER: kin (G > K)]
GEL(I)D(US): “frozen” gelid, gel, congeal, Jell-O
CHOL(OS): “bile” cholera, melancholy
HOST(IS): “stranger” host, hostile, hotel/hostel
DA(CTYLOS): “digit,extremity” dactylic, pterodactyl
DUO: “pair, both” dual, duo, duplicate
THE(MA): “act” theme, synthesis, antithesis
POL(Y-): “many, much” polygon, polygamy
FER(O): “carry” fertile, transfer, refer
FRAG(ILIS): “crush, destroy” fragile, fragment, fracture
PISC(IS): “sea creature” Pisces, piscary
DOM(US): “house” domestic, domicile, dome



FER(VO): “become hot” fervid, effervescent
GRAN(US): “grain” granary, granola
CORN(U): “antler” unicorn, cornet
DE(N)T(ES): “molar, incisor” dentist, dentition, indent
AG(E)R: “field” agriculture, agronomy
TON(ITUS): “loud noise” intone, astonish, detonate
FLO(RA): “flower” florid, florist, flourescent
AP(O)-: “away from” apostate, apostrophe, apostle
PR(O)-: “in place of, on behalfof” progress, proceed, pro

The Indo-Europeans: History and CultureBut language is not all there was to the Indo-Europeans. Anthropologists have long pointed out,as noted above, that language and culture go hand in hand. So, while shedding new andimportant light on the evolution of language, historical linguists have also discovered muchabout the Indo-Europeans’ lives and livelihoods. Nevertheless, much remains uncertain, evensuch a basic question as where the Indo-Europeans lived before they embarked on their world-wide journeys and conquest.What We Don’t Know About the Indo-EuropeansLet’s begin by looking as what is today unknown about the Indo-Europeans. Simply put, there isstill no unequivocal evidence from either historical or archaeological sources for exactly where,when or how the original speakers of Proto-Indo-European lived. No site, no technology, noextant historical text, no particular past event has as yet been definitively associated with thepeople whose descendants would later spread Indo-European culture and language across theentire globe. The Indo-Europeans are at present in strictest terms a linguistic phenomenon, whichis not to say their culture never existed—there is overwhelming evidence it must haveat some point in history and, without doubt, somewhere in Eurasia—but that’s not very precise.Indeed, we cannot speak about Indo-European history and geography with certainty, which hasnot stopped scholars, however, from trying various means to determine the time and location ofthe original Indo-Europeans. For instance, based on calculations of the general rate at whichlanguages change, attempts have been made to reason out how long ago Proto-Indo-Europeanbegan to break apart. That is, by looking at how different its daughter languages are from oneanother, it may be possible to get a sense of the extent of time it took to create that number ofvariations in grammar and vocabulary evidenced in Indo-European languages.This is called glossochronology and, though some linguists endorse this method of measuringlanguage change, it has not found widespread favor among scholars. In actuality, the rate oflanguage change can vary widely according to circumstances—languages sometimes evolvequickly and other times slowly—and none of it is predictable. All in all, the original Indo-European culture almost certainly existed at some time between 5000-2000 BCE, but such awide range is not very helpful to those trying to assess the Indo-Europeans’ role in history or tiethem to particular developments in a certain age.Where they lived is no less difficult to assess. Called the homeland problem and a matter of greatdebate among scholars, this question may ultimately also be unanswerable, inasmuch as theIndo-Europeans were in all likelihood a nomadic people and, while they may have had ahome range, it’s possible they had no specific homeland as such. And because nomads leavebehind few traces archaeologically, at least compared to settled folk, historians are left graspingat straws in the wind here.



Tantalizing hints, however, emerge from the data, too. For example, the patterns of dispersionamong Indo-European languages should after all furnish some sort of indication as to themigrational paths followed by the Indo-Europeans. Tracing those backwards ought, then, toprovide at least a general indication of their place of origin. Moreover, similarities anddifferences in the daughter languages should also help point to how this dispersion proceeded, orat least where groups were at different times. But unfortunately, just as with glossochronology,there are too many variables at work, and no consensus has emerged among scholars aboutanything but the most basic solutions to the homeland problem. In sum, it seems safe to say onlythat the Indo-Europeans probably lived in or around the steppes of southern Russia at somepoint, simply because that area is central in the vast territory their descendants would later cometo occupy. Little more can be said with certainty.What We Do Know About the Indo-EuropeansIn spite of not being able to answer some of the most basic questions about the Indo-Europeans,the body of data about them that we do have is very great, too. Of the original Indo-Europeancivilization, many features can be reconstructed by comparing similar elements found widelyamong its daughter civilizations. For example, the Indo-Europeans must have been polytheistic,since all Indo-European cultures are—or at least were originally—that way. Their chief god wasprobably an entity whom they called “Sky-Father,” because a name of this sort is seen in quite afew daughter cultures, for instance, the Romans whose principal deity was known as Ju-piter(“Day-father”) and the Greeks whose god Zeus (“Day”) headed up their pantheon.The Indo-Europeans must also have favored tripartition (“division into threes”) the tendency toenvision and express the world in groups of three, which was a familiar habit of ancient Indo-European culture. For example, it’s likely Indo-European society was separated into three basicstrata: priests, warrior-rulers, and farmer-workers. Similarly, three fundamental elementsconstituted their universe: sky, sea, and earth. Indeed, our fondness for threes today surelyderives from the Indo-Europeans’ love of tripartition, such that many today envision God as atrinity of Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, and a good argument as having a beginning, middle, andend. We also start a race by saying, “Ready, Set, Go!”—why isn’t it just “Ready? Go!”—ournursery rhymes feature “Winken, Blinken and Nod,” we love waltzes set in three-quarters timeand, as most lawyers will confirm, three examples are usually enough to make a convincing case.There is strong evidence from a wide range of data that these characteristics of life in the Westtoday have their origin in Indo-European culture.But the linguistic evidence affords an even closer view of the original Indo-Europeancivilization. Words which derive from Proto-Indo-European and appear in several of its daughterlanguages suggest the existence of certain things within a shared experience, such as aspects offamily life. One linguist writes:. . . many family words (such as ‘mother’, ‘husband’, ‘brother’) can be reconstructedfor Proto-Indo-European. These include several words for ‘in-laws’, which seem tohave been used solely with reference to the bride. Evidence of this kind suggests that itwas the wife who was given a position within the husband’s family, rather than theother way round, and that the society must therefore have been patriarchal incharacter.That is, in Proto-Indo-European society there were special words for the bride’s parents becausethe “family” was presumed to mean the groom’s family, the core social unit as it often is inpatriarchal societies. Furthermore, that some Indo-European languages share a base that means“king” (*reg-, literally “straightener”; cf. English regal) suggests the Indo-Europeans had orknew about “kings” of some sort. They probably also had cows (*gwous), as well as sheep, pigs,and dogs. They lived in villages (*weik-, cf. English vicinity), knew about silver and copper, hadships (*nau-, cf. nautical) as well as bows and arrows and rode horses (*ekwo-, from which weget equestrian).That common words for other things do not show up in Indo-European daughter languagessuggests the Indo-Europeans did not know about or have contact with these things. Among themare “ocean,” “bronze,” and “gold.” One scholar puts it this way:



There are no anciently common Indo-European words for elephant, rhinoceros, camel,lion, tiger, monkey, crocodile, parrot, rice, banyan, bamboo, palm, but there arecommon words, more or less widely spread over Indo-European territory, for snow andfreezing cold, for oak, beech, pine, birch, willow, bear, wolf, otter, beaver, polecat,marten, weasel, deer, rabbit, mouse, horse, ox, sheep, goat, pig, dog, eagle, hawk, owl,jay, wild goose, wild duck, partridge or pheasant, snake, tortoise, crab, ant, bee, etc.With no common word for “ocean,” it seem unlikely the Indo-Europeans were originally acoastal people. No shared word for “vine” makes a Mediterranean origin improbable, too. Buteven with such compelling and specific linguistic data, scholars still cannot agree as to the exactwhereabouts of the aboriginal Indo-Europeans. Thus, the homeland problem remains just that, aproblem.Conclusion: Who Were the Indo-Europeans?In conclusion, who were the Indo-Europeans? The truth is, we do not know who they were, butwe do know who they are: virtually everyone of us, at least in some way. Seen genetically, Indo-European heritage encompasses all peoples of Germanic or Scandinavian or southernMediterranean or Persian or Russian or northern Indian descent, any of a wide range of nationalgroups stemming from India to Iceland. Viewed culturally—that is, as part of a commoncivilization—everyone who speaks an Indo-European language, or has an innate culturalpredilection for threes, is the heir of Indo-European might and main. From that perspective, it’shard not to see Indo-Europeans everywhere!And thanks to these ancestors’ invasion of every continent on earth and usurpation of much of itsnatural wealth, the descendants of the Indo-Europeans represent one of the most populous andpervasive cultural forces on the planet. But the price of that success has been quite steep, inalmost all cases, the extinction of native cultures. Seen this way, the colonization of theAmericas is just one more Indo-European invasion in which the modern descendants of thesemost efficient conquerors overran and imposed their way of life on yet two more continents ofnatives, just another set of hapless victims. It should come as no surprise either, then, that thefirst men to walk on the moon were of immaculate Indo-European pedigree. “One small step fora man” are all Indo-European words. And the Indo-European nature of our adventures in spacemay explain another feature of these explorations: the reason we show so little eagerness toreturn there. Perhaps that’s because we’ve found no lunar natives to displace as yet.History and diffusion of alphabetsThe first alphabet that has been recovered was developed in central Egypt around 2000 BC.Until 1999 it was generally accepted that the first alphabet originated some 300-500 years later.Alphabetic material was uncovered at Serabit el-Khadem in Sinai in 1905 and at Uqarit in Syriain 1929. Dating was disputed but put in the period of 1800 to 1500 BCE, the archaeologist AlanGardiner in "The Egyptian Origins of the Semitic Alphabet" (1916) set the tone for much of thefuture debate. However, in the 1990s studies by John Darnell of rock carvings at Wadi el-Holi,have pushed the creation of the alphabet back to 2000 BC and placed its origin with Semiticworkers within Egyptian society.The inventors took Egyptian hieroglyphs and applied new names and phonetic sounds to theimages, initially to represent the consonant sounds of a Semitic language. It was inherited by theCanaanites and Phoenicians, and nearly all subsequent alphabets are derived from it or inspiredby it, directly or indirectly. These early Semitic alphabets, as well as their descendant Semiticalphabets, including the modern Hebrew and Arabic alphabets, are strictly speaking abjads,lacking symbols for vowel sounds. The Aramaic alphabet, which evolved in the seventh centuryBCE, is the ancestor to most of the alphabets of Asia. The Arabic alphabet is descended from theAramaic via the Nabatean alphabet of what is now southern Jordan. The Pahlavi alphabet wasadapted for writing middle Persian, and is the ancestor of the Armenian alphabet, which is alsoinfluenced by the Greek alphabet. The Syriac alphabet was used by Syrian Christians after thethird century CE, and was adapted to create the alphabets of northern Asia, including theSogdian, Manichean, Uighur, Mongolian and Manchu alphabets.



The Aramaic alphabet, was probably also the ancestor of the Brahmic alphabets of India, whichspread to Southeast Asia and Indonesia with the spread of Buddhism and Hinduism. Japan andChina absorbed Buddhism, but kept their logographic scripts. The Brahmic alphabets areabugidas, where each letter represents a consonant and vowel combination; the vowel sound ismodified using diacritic marks above the letters.The Greek alphabet was derived from the Phoenician alphabet with the innovation of separatesymbols for vowels (Semitic didn't need them). Most subsequent alphabets with vowels arederived from the early Greek alphabets. The alphabets of Europe, including the Roman alphabetand its descendants and the Cyrillic alphabet, developed for the eastern Slavic languages, and therunic alphabets are all themselves descended from the Greek alphabet. In modern usage, the termLatin alphabet is often used for any modern derivation from the alphabet used by the Romans(i.e. the Roman alphabet), especially when contrasted with an alphabet or writing system notdescended from the Roman alphabet. These Latin alphabets generally drop some of the letters ofthe classical Latin alphabet or add additional letters.The most popular Latin alphabet in use today is the 26-letter alphabet normally used for English,French, and German which is also employed for codes devised for international standards. TheligaturesЖ,Њ and Я, when used in English, French, or German are normally not counted asseparate alphabetic letters but as variants of AE, OE and ss respectively. Letters bearingdiacritics are also not counted as separate letters in these languages.The revival of the Hebrew language took place in Europe and Palestine toward the end of the19th century and into the 20th century, through which the language's usage changed fromthe sacred language of Judaism to a spoken and written language used for daily life in Israel.
The process began as Jews from diverse regions started arriving and establishing themselvesalongside the pre-existing Jewish community in the region of Palestine in the first half of thetwentieth century, when veteran Jews in Palestine (largely Arabic-speaking by that time) and thelinguistically diverse newly arrived Jews all switched to use Hebrew as a lingua franca, thehistorical linguistic common denominator of all the Jewish groups. At the same time, a paralleldevelopment in Europe changed Hebrew from primarily a sacred liturgical language intoa literary language, which played a key role in the development of nationalist educationalprograms. Modern Hebrew was, after the Israeli Declaration of Independence in 1948, one oftwo official languages of Israel, along with Modern Arabic. In July 2018, a new law madeHebrew the sole official language of the state of Israel, giving Arabic a "special status".
More than purely a linguistic process, the revival of Hebrew was utilized by Jewishmodernization and political movements, led many people to change their names and became atenet of the ideology associated with settlement and renaming of the land, Zionism and Israelipolicy.
The process of Hebrew's return to regular usage is unique; there are no other examples of anatural language without any native speakers subsequently acquiring several million nativespeakers, and no other examples of a sacred language becoming a national language withmillions of "first language" speakers.
The language's revival eventually brought linguistic additions with it. While the initial leaders ofthe process insisted they were only continuing "from the place where Hebrew's vitality wasended", what was created represented a broader basis of language acceptance; it includescharacteristics derived from all periods of Hebrew language, as well as from the non-Hebrewlanguages used by the long-established European, North African, and Middle Eastern Jewishcommunities, with Yiddish being predominant.
With the rise of Jewish nationalism in 19th-century Europe, Eliezer Ben-Yehuda was captivatedby the innovative ideas of Zionism. At that time, it was believed that one of the criteria needed to



define a nation worthy of national rights was its use of a common language spoken by both thesociety and the individual. On 13 October 1881, while in Paris, Ben-Yehuda began speakingHebrew with friends in what is believed to be the first modern conversation using thelanguage. Later that year, he came to live in Jerusalem.

On Supporting Threatened Languages.By Trond Trosterud

The bottom line is that only the speakers themselves can save their language. But as linguists,there are a lot of things we can and should do. The following points are collected on the basis ofpersonal experience, focusing on topics at least I haven't seen that often in the discussion.
Exact information on the state-of-the-art.A bilingual society can change into a monolingual assimilated one very fast, without fluentspeakers realising what is going on until it is too late. Thus, in unclear and critical cases, agepyramids should be set up that show the fluency of (each speaker of) each age group. PanuHallamaa, Helsinki, has done some nice work on both Aleut and Skolt Saami, and he alsodiscusses general methodological questions involved.
Active use of intervening majority language borders.Languages always die via a bilingual stage (except genocide cases). With all speakers fluent inthe same majority language, "there is no use in speaking the minority language". Contact acrossmajority language borders should thus be encouraged. In cases where the minority languagespoken on the other side of the majority language border is a different, but related language, bothpassive (speak own lg. — understand other lg.) and active bilingualism (speak-understand both)should be encouraged. A "useless" minority language can be turned into an important device forinternational communication if it is used as a basis for learning a related language in aneighbouring country. Minority language speakers may end up as much-needed interpreters, andmultilingualism within the ethnic macrogroup will also strengthen own ethnic identity. Thus,both active and passive bilingualism should be taught.
The right to positive identification with own ethnic identitySchool education in and on one's mother tongue is more and more seen as a part of linguistichuman rights. In addition to that, I will emphasise the right to learn the language of one's ethnicgroup, also when it is no longer the mother tongue for the pupil. This is of central importance forthe self-identification of the pupil.
Dictionary FROM the majority language.Every minority language should have a dictionary from the majority to the minority language, adictionary giving the speakers back words in exchange for all the words that are stolen as a partof assimilatory language policy. Such dictionaries will provide a (common) vocabulary forphenomena outside the domestic and traditional sphere, and they will function as guidelineswhen borrowing new concept from the majority language. Today, minority language dictionariesare all too often made by linguists in order to understand collected text material, thus, they areFROM the minority language, they contain only words found in the text collections (hence noneologisms), and they are typically not written in any official orthography.<...>
Internet and the number of graphemes in the character set standardsInternet and interactive Text-TV will soon become wide-spread. Radio has proven useful forminorities, it is cheap and does not require literacy. Internet poses some additional problems, thatmust be addressed by us linguists at once, especially since we are the ones to blame in the first



place: often, we were the ones that invented good, phonemic or syllabic writing systems,utilising a large number of graphemes not contained in the A-Z English (or in the A-JA Russian)alphabet. I prefer the Czech solution (one-phoneme graphemes) to the Hungarian and Englishone (digraphs) myself, but having invented these graphemes we must now make them availableon the net. To do this we need code table standards and information on how to use them. Cf.,"Work on the Sami languages", and especially "Funny characters on the Net. What informationtechnology can (and cannot) do to support minority languages", by Trond Trosterud.<...>
Minority language road signs.Road signs and public other public sign in the minority language is a very important measure, asseen by the strong reactions of the majority population against them wherever they areintroduced. Sometimes minority group members that have lost their language are among thestrongest opponents to introducing minority language signs, perhaps because they in a way feelbetrayed by the country administration to whom they gave their language loyalty. Makingminority languages visible is the most important effect of these signs, but they also teach how towrite local place names, and they show the official name of public institutions in the minoritylanguage.
Heritage.As a result of the work of philologists and comparativists, huge bodies of fairy tales,mythological texts, legends on the creation of the world, etc., are compiled and published, oftenwith a parallel translation. These test should be translated from the phonetic transcription theyprobably are written in, and into the official orthography that hopefully exists for the languagetoday, and then published. Simultaneously, the syntacticians among us get searchable, machinereadable corpora to work with. Thus, such work can be financed by university grants. Thepublications will tell about traditions before the cultural suppression set in, and it give thepeoples in question back their own cultural heritage. Linguists visited the peoples and got theirstories, now is the time to give them back.
Passive bilingualism in families.Many parents that otherwise are motivated to pass their language to the next generation willeventually give up speaking their mother tongue to their children when the children(always/often/more and more) answer them in the majority language. But why should they? Aslong as both participants in the conversation understand each other, they can talk like that for therest of their life. The child will learn the majority language anyway, and by knowing theminority language well passively, it later on will have a chance to activate it.I recently heard about a case like this, where the child in question mixed the two lgs. (as they, ofcourse, do), but were teased and hit in kindergarten, and with no support from the staff there.These problems (not relevant for bilinguals with high-status 2nd. lg.) should be anticipated andaddressed in advance.
Anecdote.Attending a meeting of Sami and Norwegian officials, one of the Sami participants was asked,"Do you need an interpreter?" "No", she answered, "I don't. But I will give my talk in Sami, so itmight be that you will need one".
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Celtic Mythology



INTRODUCTIONThe mythology of the Celts which has been preserved in written form since the early MiddleAges contains evidence of their beliefs in pre-Christian times. During the period of Rome'sexpansion into north-west references to Celtic beliefs were made in the writings of classicalauthors. Similarly, in those parts of the Empire which had been predominantly Celtic in the timeof their independence native deities continued to be worshipped alongside the gods of the Romanpantheon. A considerable body of evidence exists in the form of inscriptions of Celtic deities inFrance, southern Britain and, to a lesser extent, in Spain and other parts of the Roman Empire inwhich Celtic influence had existed. It might be assumed that it would be possible to correlateclosely to literary and epigraphic evidence of the pre-Roman and Roman period with the mythsthemselves, but with few exceptions, this is not possible. This apparent dichotomy, however maybe resolved after an examination of both the mythology proper and the evidence, literary andarchaeological. From a study of any of the main sources alone it would be possible to be misledas to the nature of Celtic mythology. By considering evidence other than the purely mythologicalthe chance of error is minimised, although complete certainty of interpretation is not possible inthe study of any mythology remote in time.
THE CELTIC TRADITIONThe Celtic tradition is preserved in a large number of texts both of prose and of poetry, the earliestof which in its present form dates to the eighth century A.D., although most belong to thecenturies following. Most important and valuable are those from Ireland, for example the Booksof Leinster, of the Dun Cow,of Ballymote, and the Yellow Book of Lecan. Of less value in thepresent context, although important in its own right, is the literature of the Welsh tradition, forexample theMabinogion preserved in theWhite Book of Rhydderch and the Red Book of Hergestdating from the fourteenth second century A.D. It may be seen that their compilation dates to theChristian period but much of their contents, Irish and Welsh alike, dates from internal evidenceto a much earlier period. In using this Celtic literature as a source for mythology it has always tobe remembered that even the earliest extant texts date to the Christian period and that in allprobability they were written by monks. For this reason one must expect Christian accretions andthe possibility that certain important evidence may have been suppressed so as to conform withthe Christian ethic. Any such suppressions have, of course, been irretrievably lost and couldnever be reconstructed. In the Irish literature the native gods are hardly, if at all, disguised andare therefore immediately recognisible. The Welsh literature tends to disguise deities as kings orknights, or even clerics, but they are, nevertheless, of some value when used in conjunction withIrish evidence.

THE MYTHOLOGICAL CYCLE IN IRELANDModern scholars have classified much of the mythology of the Celts into Cycles. TheMythologicalCycle is important in that it gives something of the early history of Ireland in the form of mythsor, as has been said with some justification, it treats some of the native myths as history, evenfixing definite dates to what must surely have been mythical events. The Lebor Gabála, the ‘Bookof Conquests’, tells of successive invaders of Ireland, an account slightly modified by suitableobeisances to orthodox Christianity but retaining much of the flavour of the pre-Christian times.The first race which inhabited Ireland perished in the biblical Flood. It was followed two-hundredand sixty-eight years later, on the first of May, by a group of twenty-four males and twenty-fourfemales led by Partholón. At that time there were in Ireland only one treeless and grassless plain,three lakes and nine rivers, but during Partholón’s time four plains were cleared and seven newlakes were formed. Before his time there had been no tilling of the soil. After three centuries thepopulation had grown to five thousand but on the tercentenary of Partholón’s landing his peoplewere wiped out by an epidemic, gathering together to die on the original plain in Ireland. Althoughthere were no survivors the knowledge brought and augmented by Partholón’s people did not



perish, the knowledge and working of gold, the first brewing of beer, the first cauldron and theintroduction of domesticated cattle. To this period are also attributed some of the less tangibleassets of civilization, law-giving and ritual practices. As did their successors, so did the people ofPartholón fight against and defeat the Fomorians. These latter were a race of demons, generallymonstrous and hideous, who fought against Partholón with supernatural powers.After an interval of thirty years the people of Nemed came into Ireland and in their time the faceof the countryside was again changed by the clearance of twelve new plans and the formation offour new lakes. Decimated by the same epidemic which had annihilated Partholón they wereunable to defend themselves adequately against the Fomorians and became their vassals. Part oftheir tribute was the delivery on the first of November of two-thirds of the children born to themeach year, two-thirds of their corn and their milk. After a battle with the Fomorians in whichConann and many Fomorian followers were killed, the remnants of the people of Nemed fled fromthe country.Next followed on the first of August the Fir Bolg together with the Fir Gaileoin and Fir Domnann.The similarity of these names to those of the Belgae, the Dumnonii and Gauls, has suggested thatthis ‘invasion’ refers to the arrival of certain tribes of the protohistoric period. Whether or not theseare to be in any way connected with the Celtic people is uncertain, but their mythical contributionto the cumulative wealth of the country lies in the warlike sphere of their armament and thearistocratic notion of monarchy. Their rule did not remain undisputed for long although they werenot attacked by the Fomorians, but they were soon dispossessed by the Tuatha Dé Danann, thePeople of the Goddess Danu.The Tuatha Dé Danann landed on the first of May and after some unsuccessful negotiations withthe Fir Bolg battle was joined at Mag Tuireadh. The Tuatha were victorious and allowed theconquered to retain the Province of Connacht while they took possession of the remainder of theisland, building their capital at Tara. Still unconquered the Fomorians disputed the ownership ofthe land of Ireland but the Tuatha, perhaps recognising the strength of their ancient powers,attempted an alliance. During the battle ofMag Tuireadh Nuada, king of the Tuatha, had lost hisright hand and, as a king had to be without physical blemish, he was obliged to abdicate. In hisplace Bres, the son of a Fomorian father and a mother from the Tuatha Dé Danann, was electedand the alliance further strengthened by dynastic marriages including that of Bres to Brigit, thedaughter of the Dagda, one of the chieftains of the Tuatha. Despite this precautions the alliancewas uneasy, aggravated by the lack in Bres of the generosity demanded of a king of the Tuathaand his imposition of excessive taxes. Eventually Bres in his turn lost his eligibility for thekingship having been satirized so successfully by Cairbre, the principal bard of the Tuatha, thatboils appeared on his face. His enforced abdication resulted in formal war between the Tuathaand the Fomorians, a war fought after seven years of preparation with the help of magicalweapons. The Fomorians were defeated at the second battle of Mag Tuireadh, or Moytura theNorthern, used to distinguish it from the earlier battle of the same name.The Tuatha themselves, however, were destined in turn to be dispossessed by the last race to takepossession of Ireland, the Sons of Mil, the Milesians. The latter's arrival on May the first and thesubsequent battle for supremacy of the island was attended by formal and ritual observances,similar to those noticed in the conflict between the Tuatha and the Fomorians. Similarly, magicalpowers were used by both sides but in two successive battles the Tuatha were defeated and,according to popular tradition, made terms with their conquerors. The Lebor Gabála states thatthey were expelled from the island but this is in contradiction to the remainder of Irish tradition.The Tuatha became the gods of the Celts and the majority retired to the síde, the prehistoric burialmounds of the country.This, then, is the mythological history of Ireland and a somewhat similar history may be foundin the Welsh literature for the island of Britain although this is far less clearly defined than thatof the neighbouring island. It is obvious that this sequence of invasions cannot be accepted as anentirely factual account of the arrival of successive peoples into Ireland. The reference to the FirBolg, however, may suggest that the later invasions refer to the arrival of peoples who arehistorically attested. The arrival of the Sons of Mil may have been added in Christian times to



provide the ruling families with a genealogy respectable in the eyes of the Church. It would havebeen inappropriate for them to have claimed descent from the superhuman Tuatha Dé Danann.There seems little doubt that the Tuatha were the gods of the Celts in pre-Christian Ireland andthe myth of their dispossession refers to the eventual conversion of the human Milesians toChristianity. Of the other invasions it may be suggested that these refer to the struggles ofsuccessive colonists to give their cult-practices pre-eminence over those of the previousinhabitants. It would be unwise to attempt a correlation of such events with known prehistoricmigrations, but the internal evidence of some of the myths suggests that they may refer to a periodas early as the Bronze Age. The complete annihilation of Partholón and his followers may referto the complete eclipse of one cult by its successor, whereas the attempts at a modus vivendidiscernible in the relations between the Fir Bolg and the Tuatha.

THE CELTIC HERO-FIGUREDistinct from the full-scale gods who were divine were the heroes of the Celts who, althoughbasically human, possessed superhuman powers which they used for the benefit of their people.Foremost in the extant literature is the life and death of Cú Chulainn whose exploits figure solargely and in great detail in the Ulster Cycle. Cú Chulainn is the epitome of the Celtic hero whowas the defender of his tribe, a mortal endowed with superhuman faculties which he exercisedsolely for the good of his people. From his birth to his early death the epics centred on CúChulainn are probably representative of similar stories woven around the heroes of lesser tribesand which have been lost. In the story of Culhwch and Olwen some of Culhwch's exploitsresemble Cú Chulainn's and the former suggests the existence of similar hero-figures among theBritish Celts.In the story of Cú Chulainn's birth there is an element of mystery and doubt. In one version itappears that he was the son of at least one divine being, Lug, and in another version that he wasborn three times, a further instance of Celtic triplication. His original name was Sétanta and thisis connected with the British tribe, the Setanti, whose tribal hero he may originally have been.His name, Cú Chulainn, 'the Hound of Culann', was given him at the age of seven after he hadbeen forced to kill the watch-dog of Culann, the smith. In recompense Cú Chulainn undertook toguard the kingdom of Ulster and thus became the champion of his people. In his childhood he ispictured as bearing typically human attributes and was brought up in circumstances appropriateto those of the son of any high-born Celt. Following custom he was sent away to foster-parents,although his education from Sencha, Fergus and Cathbad who taught him wisdom, warfare andmagic, in addition to the more normal fosterage given by Amairgin the poet, was to fit him forhis special role in society. He later received further tuition from the sorceress, Scáthach, whotaught him much of the art of magic. This over-emphasis of human attributes and needs wastypical of all things surrounding the person of the hero but essential humanity in was neverobscured. Similarly, Cú Chulainn came to full manhood at an earlier age than his contemporariesand won his position by force. Violence to gain his objective is typical of the hero. Cú Chulainn'sentry into the court of Conchobor was violent and his disturbance of the king's chessboard wasas ill-mannered as the Welsh hero Culhwch's entry on horseback into Arthur's court. Later on hewas similarly required to win his bride by force after undergoing violent and dangerous ordealsin foreign lands.After undergoing his ritual ordeals, one of which was to fight the hound of Culann, Cú Chulainnreceived his warrior's armour, again by a form of trickery. Now he was a full warrior but beforehe could become the full protector of his people he had to prove himself in further exploits. Oncecompleted he was able to take his place at courts as the full champion of his people, fully equippedand skilled in the arts of war and culture. He was the exaggerated ideal of Celtic nobility, proud,brave and skilled in magic and the arts. The Celtic warrior was no uncouth soldier but was ableto converse on equal terms with poets and druids.



In his normal state Cú Chulainn is pictured as a young man with well-defined physical attributes.He had seven pupils in each eye, seven fingers on each hand and seven toes on each foot. Hischeeks were multi-coloured, yellow, blue, green and red. His long dark hair was of three tints,dark close to the roots, red in the middle and lighter in colour towards the tips, suggestive of thepractice of the Celts of smearing their hair with a thick wash of lime. Rich and gorgeous jewelleryadorned him, a hundred strings of jewels on his head, a hundred golden breast ornaments. Fardifferent was Cú Chulainn in his battle-frenzy when his body was seized by contortions. Heturned round in his skin so that his feet and knees were to the rear and his calves and buttocks tothe front. His long hair stood on end and on the tip of each hair was a spot of blood or a spark offire. From his open mouth spurted fire and from the top of his head a jet of black blood rose masthigh. One eye receded far back into his skull while the other protruded onto his cheek. Finally,on his forehead appeared the 'hero's moon', a strange inexplicable sign. When in this state CúChulainn's fury was uncontrollable and he needed to be plunged into three vats of cold waterbefore he could be pacified.Thus endowed he was well-nigh invincible in battle and was able to defend Ulster single-handedagainst the four provinces of Ireland during the time when the men of Ulster were laid prostratewith the the curse of Macha. This is the great central action in the story of Cú Chulainn, the CattleRaid of Cualnge, which in itself is full of significance. Although invincible he was notinvulnerable and his body was sorely wounded on a number of occasions. To the Celts their herohad to suffer as a mortal else he would have been lessened in their eyes. Similarly, he had to diewithout descendants yet die unconquered, and this was brought about by supernatural meansagainst which he was powerless.During his life-time Cú Chulainn had made enemies who, if he spared them, plotted for revenge.Among them was Queen Medb who had intitiated the Cattle Raid of Cualnge in her attempt tosteal the brown bull of Cualnge. She had trained sorcerers from childhood as part of her plan tobring about Cú Chulainn's downfall. Again Ulster was invaded by the four provinces and againCú Chulainn hastened to its defence. This time he realised that he was fighting againstsupernatural powers which had been carefully organised against him. In Irish mythology there isthe frequent occurrence of the geis which was a ritual injunction to avoid certain actions in somecircumstances and to perform others in the appropriate circumstances. Cú Chulainn was burdenedwith several geasa and in his last battle, the 'Great Carnage of Mag Muirthemne', he realised thathe had been 'overtaken' by his geasa.Before the actual battle Cú Chulainn was thus overtaken by his geasa. Three of the sorceressesof Medb were roasting a dog at a hearth as he passed. It was one of his geasa not to pass a hearthwithout tasting the food being prepared but it was also another geis for him to eat dog. By takingthe dog's shoulder offered to him his powers were diminished. Another series of demands weremade on him by a poet who threatened to satirise him if he refused. This succeeded in disarmingand mortally wounding him. Washing himself in a lake he killed an otter which came to drink thebloodstained water. He realised that his end was near as it had been foretold that his first and lastexploits would be the killing of a dog - the first was the Hound of Culann and the last a water-dog, the otter. In his death agony he bound himself to a pillar-stone and defied his enemies untilthe end. And so he died with his honour unimpaired.All the features which distinguish the Celtic hero are discernible in the Cú Chulainn story and alltribal heroes must have followed this pattern to a greater or lesser extent. Cú Chulainn, however,was a hero within the tribe, fighting for his people. Beyond the minutely ordered social life of thetribe existed another hero-figure best typified by Finn. Finn shared the more important of thepersonal qualities of Cú Chulainn but he and his peers were conceived of as extra-tribal heroes.The exact meaning of the myths centred on the fiana, the bands of young warriors in the OssianicCycle, has brought forth a number of interpretations. The background of this cycle differs inexternals from that of the Ulster Cycle in that it clearly relates to a later period. It would be amistake to regard the fiana as groups of deities, for Finn and his band were not gods but heroes,mortal yet endowed with superhuman attributes. They were frequently in close contact with theotherworld.



The fiana of mythology, such as that of Finn mac Cumal and his band, apparently had purelyhuman prototypes in Celtic society. They were groups of young warriors who, for a variety ofreasons were unable to fit comfortably within the precisely defined pattern of tribal life. As suchthey were free of the normal obligations due to their respective tribes. A great part of theiractivities was devoted to hunting and mercenary warfare. They were, in fact, a form of mobilearmy whose allegiance could be granted temporarily to any ruler who had immediate need oftheir services. In this way they have sometimes been conceived of as defenders of Ireland againstNorse attacks, but this is clearly a later interpolation. The human fiana may very well have takenpart in the historically attested Irish raids on Roman Britain.As the hero of the tribe was basically human but was a magnified ideal so were the mythologicalfiana bands of human warriors whose exploits were similarly magnified. Many of their huntingand fighting expeditions were set in magical environments, Frequently they ventured into theCeltic otherworld, into the sid of one of the gods and across the sea to the Isles of the Blessed.They fought on the side of the gods, particularly as allies of the Tuatha Dé Danann, against theirenemies. Their genealogy often included ancestors among the gods, Finn, for example, havingancestors among both the Tuatha Dé Danann and the Fir Bolg. In their persons they possessedthe attributes expected of the tribal hero, bravery and loyalty, skill in fighting and the morecultured arts, particularly poetry. Ossian, the son of Finn, after whom the Ossianic Cycle isnamed, was perhaps the greatest poet of them all.The hero, therefore, was human. He had superhuman powers but not enough to prevent his beingwounded in his encounters with enemies. Being mortal the hero had to die although, as in thecase of Finn who lived to be two hundred and thirty, his lifespan was sometimes superhuman. Insum, the hero was the magnified ideal of the Celtic warrior aristocracy.

ANCIENT AMERICAN PAINTINGThe Spaniards were greatly astonished by what they found at the end of their long voyage acrossthe Atlantic, when at last they reached land and realised that this was not the India of their hopes.For the further they penetrated into the interior of Mexico, the richer and better cultivated thecountry appeared. And Francisco Pizarro, who had landed on the coast of North Peru, after agruelling voyage across the uncharted “South Sea”, was amazed to find a dazzling city at the endof his perilous trek over the high mountains.For more than two thousand years a series of small princedoms and city-states had been growingup in the Americas; they were quite separate from each other and their origins are still mysterious.Many of them disappeared; others expanded and formed leagues of states, and in one case, inSouth America, they even grew into an empire — that of the Incas.Nearly all the peoples had reached a high level of artistic development. Their steep pyramids facedwith cut stone blocks and crowned with temples, their platform-buildings of stone or sun-driedbrick, their towers, palaces and temples constructed of huge blocks of stone assembled soaccurately that there were no gaps between— all these impressed even the Spaniards so much thatthey left behind detailed descriptions of them.But the really outstanding art of the ancient American civilizations was undoubtedly sculpture. Intheir sculptures in the round, steles, and plaques with reliefs, plain and painted plaster works,pottery sculptures and vessels there is a diversity which sprang from the rich imaginations —stimulated by mysticism — of these very different peoples. Henry Moore has said of the Mexicanforms that they are among the most imposing and perfect in the world.These peoples also left behind paintings, although these — less powerful and permanent, andconsiderably less striking, than the sculptures — were at first difficult to find.There can be no doubt that many temple walls were once decorated with paintings, many (nowplain) steles were once painted, and many reliefs and plaster friezes were also covered with colour.But colours arc more perishable than stone or baked clay. So, with a few exceptions, all ourknowledge of the forms and types of painting of the various ancient American peoples comes fromthe designs painted on vases before firing.



There is no single, continuous line of artistic development, going back to a single root, in eitherMexico or Central or South America. On the contrary, the works that survive were produced by anumber of different peoples with different feelings for style. The following historical account,though necessarily brief, will make the various forms easier to understand.In the second millennium B. C., Mexico possessed an archaic civilization known to us fromvarious styles of pottery; its most interesting pieces are small, usually female, pottery figures.The first advanced culture must have centred round the coast of the gulf; it is known as Olmec,or, after one of its most important sites, LaVenta. Huge, very realistic stone heads in the roundand particularly beautiful jade sculptures are characteristic of this epoch.At the beginning of the first millennium B. C. the Teotihuacan Culture developed in the highlandsof Mexico. We know it only from its archaeological remains: an impressive ruined city withseveral pyramids and temples, and numerous small objects. Clearly Teotihuacan was a city- stateruled by priest-kings, and the art of this epoch has, correspondingly, a religio-mystical bias.During the course of the centuries the city went through several architectural periods. Theearliest produced the “Sun” and “Moon” pyramids, while the third and latest is of particularinterest to us because it saw the creation of wall-paintings of which parts still survive. Like thecharacteristic three-footed, lavishly painted pottery dishes (Plate 3), they reveal that in theTeotihuacan of this period the rain-god (later called Tlaloc by the Aztecs) took the form of amonster and was the most important of all the gods. He was connected with the death cult andhis kingdom was the abode of the dead.In Teotihuacan we also find the first examples of the plumed serpent (Quetzalcoatl), whoprobably represented the waters. In the dry uplands the main concern of religion was always tocall down the fertilizing rain. Feathers from the quetzal bird and jade seem to have been the mostimportant of the sacrifices offered up.The art produced in Teotihuacan, and particularly the painting, is hieratically severe. The figuresof the gods and priests, reduced to a number of symbol-laden details, give an impression of greatsolemnity. Every piece of ornamentation has its special significance; there was little room for theartist to exercise his own imagination.The few surviving murals are not true frescoes applied on to the wet surface. They were paintedin tempera-style on to a fine layer of plaster and can at best be called fresco secco. Even thevase-paintings in Teotihuacan are on a fine base of plaster. The colours most frequently found insurviving paintings are a dull pinkish-red, light green, mid-blue, white and yellow.Often the main figures are accompanied by “shorthand” representations of the rain-god and otherfigures as subsidiary subjects; no doubt they were intended to intensify the effect of the picture.The paintings themselves must nearly always have been of a magical character. They do notcontain any real picture-writing (hieroglyphs), but these symbolic, abbreviated figures, in whicha part stands for the whole, are halfway along the road to a picture-script. Apparently singleglyphs, or word- pictures, were already used in Teotihuacan, although we cannot interpret themwith any certainty.The people of Teotihuacan were in contact with the Zapotecs, who lived further south (inpresent-day Oaxaca); and the early period of the Zapotecs was clearly influenced by the Olmecs.Their capital was at Monte Alban until at a later date their neighbours the Mixtecs conqueredthem and transferred the seat of power to Mitla. The Zapotec art-style is very individual. Thebest-known works are the figure-urns, which are severe and constrained in effect, despite alltheir diversity of coiffure and decoration. The later Mixtecs, who spread as far as Puebla andCholula, were particularly skilled goldsmiths and gem-engravers. They also evolved a ceramicart which is technically outstanding, with interesting, sometimes very realistic paintings; thesetoo are often applied over a fine base of plaster (Plates 8 and 15).A few of the Mixtecs’ picture-manuscripts still survive; their figures, carefully painted in variouscolours, show strong formal restraint. Sometimes they are painted on bark paper, but often, as inPlate 21, on doeskin covered with a fine layer of chalk mixed with a little egg-white and starch.



In the first centuries A. d. the Totonacs created a small state to the north of the gulf; it too was atheocracy (a state ruled by priests). This people was gifted with quite exceptional powers ofexpression. The pyramid of Tajin, with its 360 niches, is one of the most individual buildings inMexico; but the Totonacs’ stone reliefs are also of peculiar beauty and individuality. Thepaintings on the ceramics sometimes contain surprisingly free forms, and are brushed on withlight and assured strokes, without the black outlines so common in most paintings. There areeven a few animal paintings whose style is, to a certain extent, reminiscent of similar works bythe Chimus of North Peru.In the seventh and eighth centuries, savage, warlike peoples who spoke Nahua swept down fromthe North. First came the Toltecs, later to be followed by the Chichimecs and Aztecs. Theyconquered the peoples of the theocracies and from then onwards the regimes were secular. Warand the warlike virtues increased in importance; new, more savage gods demanded bloodyhuman sacrifice as their tribute (although they did not completely oust the old gods). The style ofart changed too. With regard to architecture, the Toltecs used columns in their buildings, whilethe roofs of their temples and plinths of their altars were supported by caryatids of rough stone,often painted in bright colours. Even the pottery vessels have relief decorations.But further south, in Chiapas, Campeche, Yucatan, Guatemala and parts of Honduras and SanSalvador, the theocracies of the ancient Mayas had been developing since the first centuries A.D. There was a series of cities, although these were admittedly cult-centres and centres ofgovernment rather than towns to be lived in. The people themselves lived in the country and byagriculture. Tikal and Uaxactun are thought to be the oldest towns; shortly afterwards Palenque,Yaxchilan, Piedras Negras, Bonampac (discovered in 1946 and now renowned for its murals)and others grew up in the basin of the Usumacinta river.During the eighth and ninth centuries all these towns were abandoned. It is impossible to tellwhether this was due to the collapse of the priestly ruling class, as a result of political abuses,perhaps combined with catastrophic weather and bad harvests, or whether invasions from outsidewere to blame. The magnificent relief plaques, stucco and stone sculptures, and jade carvingsbear witness to the splendours of the preceding centuries. All the stone carvings, and even mostof the vase-paintings arc covered with glyphs; but apart from the dates of the calendar and anexcessively small number of other signs (noted by the Franciscan monk De Landa in his Historiade las cosas de Yucatan) there is as yet little that we can decipher.Towns were also founded at an early date on the peninsula of Yucatan, but they too wereabandoned for a time and then reoccupied and partially rebuilt in the ninth and tenth centuries.However, it was no longer the Mayas alone who accomplished this, but a Toltec or Nahua peoplewhich had come down to Yucatan from the highlands of Mexico, the region of ancientTeotihuacan, and now joined forces with the Maya tribe of the Itza. The town best known to thearchaeologists is Chichen Itza, which at the beginning of the eleventh century joined up with thetown of Mayapan, founded by the Cocoms, Uxmal, etc., to form the Maya League in which theMaya culture flourished anew. Its forms differ markedly from those of the ancient, classicalperiod in many respects. The differences were due not only to the new surroundings but also tothe change from a theocracy to a more secular type of government dominated by a Toltecaristocracy. The art of the later Maya empire also underwent a change. As far as architecture isconcerned, the figures in the stone friezes have a stronger geometrical emphasis; the reliefs andmural paintings that have been found in, for example, Chichen Itza, are more realistic androugher, and subjects from everyday life are used.It was not until 1946 that the finest paintings of the earlier Maya culture were discovered in theruins of Bonampac, overgrown by primeval forest, near the river Lacanha. In one palace therewere three rooms whose walls were completely covered with paintings; Antonio Tejeda andAgustin Villagra, who copied the works, believed that these could have been real frescoes. Theymay possibly depict a continuous historical sequence of events: a council of the tribal or militarychiefs, an attack made by the troops, judgment being passed on the prisoners taken, and a templefeast which clearly has something to do with the preceding scenes.



Apart from their historical interest, these paintings are all remarkably interesting from an artisticpoint of view. They support all the conclusions that had already been deduced — or at any rateinferred — from the vase- paintings. The Mayas did not use perspective in our sense of the word.They depicted all the human figures of the same rank in the same size and in one line; moredistant or unimportant people or objects were placed a little higher up on the painting area. Theyalso painted the figures in the foreground over the more distant figures, either partly or wholly.And they tried to indicate depth by using various levels.The outlines are usually painted in black, dark brown or red; the bodies are coloured reddishbrown or an apricot shade. All the lines are drawn with great assurance. Since the Mayas did notknow how to indicate perspective by means of colour-gradations the artist sometimes attemptedto produce an effect of depth by means of broken lines. In general, colour was only used to fill inoutlines that had already been drawn. Line is still completely dominant, and in Maya art it ismore flexible and powerful than in the art of any other ancient American people, except that ofMochica in North Peru.Towards the end of the classical period there is a noticeable coarsening in the style of Mayapainting. Subjects grow more conventional and symbolic figures become more prominent. Apartfrom these chronological variations, there arc of course also marked differences between thevase-paintings of different areas.The boundary between the North and South American peoples cuts straight across thesouthernmost Central American states, which themselves have an interesting history although notangible relics of it survive. Even the Nahua-speaking peoples came as far as here; the Pipils(Plate 12) and Nicaraos must have been closely related to the Toltecs. And according to certainrecent theories, a people with another culture, the Chotoregs, also came from the northoriginally. To the south this region adjoined the territory of the Chibcha peoples who extended asfar as Colombia. In places there are traces of an earlier occupation. The cultural level of thepeoples mentioned differed; but there can be no doubt that they all influenced each other. In thesphere of art there are some outstandingly fine works in gold, and their pottery too is of greatinterest. The same or similar subjects are found over a wide area (Plates 7, 18, 19).The cultures of these peoples can hardly have developed before the ninth or tenth centuries; whathappened before that time is largely unknown. The motifs used include a crocodile-like monsterthat has several features in common with the ancient rain-god, plumed serpents, monkeys andhuman figures. It is even more striking here than in Teoti- huacan that comparatively realisticdrawings exist side by side with works that are completely conventionalised. Both styles datefrom the same period and are not infrequently to be found on the same vessels. It may be that atone time a more realistic work was supposed to produce a more intense effect; or it may be thatsuch works were commissioned by men of simple tastes; or it may have been merely a questionof artistic freedom. Whichever is the case, it is interesting to find the two styles side by side. It isusually assumed that realistic forms gradually became more and more abbreviated until at lastthey turned into abstract figures. But this is probably not true of these primitive races and earlycultures, with their strong mystical tendencies. When an Amazon Indian, for example, used asimple zigzag line to decorate an object that line was not merely an ornament but represented asnake. When an “eye”, a wavy line and a rectangle were grouped together side by side theysignified one particular spirit, and their meaning remained the same if they were grouped insome other order, or on top of one another instead of side by side. The order does not seem tohave been important to the artist.It has recently been found that the same is true of the primitive peoples of the South Pacific; heretoo naturalistic and symbolic styles are found side by side. Gerard Baer has recently noted this inconnection with three similarly decorated pipes from New Guinea; on the first a butterfly wasclearly visible; on the second it was drastically simplified and had lost its head and legs; on thethird there were only triangles arranged in a geometrical pattern with a border ornamentreminiscent of the insect’s feet. This is a way of representing objects which can be observed inmany ancient American vase-paintings. Baer says that in the case of the New Guinea pipes itmight have been expected that art had progressed from naturalism to conventionalism; but he



points out that all three examples were made at almost exactly the same time. It is just that therewere two mediums of expression, one figurative and one geometrical, both of which were usedby the same artist.Along the upper course of a tributary of the Maranon in Peru a culture known by the name ofChavin de Huantar developed in the first millennium B. c. Chavin too must have been a centreexerting a wide cultural influence. Its pottery is black or grey, interesting three-dimen- sionallybut never painted.The cemetery on the now deserted peninsula of Paracas in south Peru also dates from the pre-Christian era — about the third century B. C. The painted and engraved pottery of its earlyperiod is interesting; later on it is chiefly the textiles with figurative motifs winch bear witness tothe wide variety of gods and devils which ruled over this society. All kinds of weavingtechniques and especially embroidery were used for these coloured works of art, and the finishedcloths were used to wrap up the mummies. The culture which spread across the Nazca valley, alittle further south, from about the third century A. D., shows both stylistic and cultural affinitieswith the Paracas finds. The main motif is one to be found in Paracas — a cat-like demondecorated with snakes, who almost always bears trophy heads and is sometimes shown with amask. Here, as in the textiles and pottery of Paracas, the figures are often shown lying on theirbellies, or apparently swimming. The style is half realistic and half fantastic, and the figuresproduce a static, severe, mystical impression even when they are shown in movement, as withthe “swimming” figures or the flying humming-birds.As well as the demons, there are pictures of men. Sometimes they appear to be prisoners,perhaps sacrificial victims, but trophy heads are particularly common, either alone or incombination with other subjects. The many birds, fish and other creatures, plants and fruits,either alone or combined with other motifs, stress again and again that these pictures areconnected with prayers for rain and fertility, and of religious inspiration. All the vessels andtextiles found had been buried in graves and obviously had to do with the death-cult (Plates 4,13, 14, 22).All the Nazca pots are thin-walled and highly polished. The paintings on them are always drawnin thick black or dark reddish brown line, filled in with from five to seven colours before the claywas fired; there are never any colour gradations. Several stylistic phases can be distinguished;the last of them is characterised by simplified figures which have often become geometrical andare executed with rather coarse workmanship. This was also the period when Tiahuanaco workexerted a great influence, which paved the way for the death of the ancient Nazca style.From about the sixth century an important culture had been developing in the southern highlandsaround Lake Titicaca; today little of its work survives apart from an interesting group of ruins.But Tiahuanaco too was not a real city; there can be no doubt that this was a priest-culture,although we do not even know whether it took the form of a state or was merely a centre ofculture. Since it exerted an influence over such a wide area it may perhaps be assumed that therewas some political power behind it.The “Sun Gate”, among other monuments, was built in the “classical period”, from which theresurvive thin-walled, highly burnished pots; their ground colour is reddish, and on it jaguars,pumas and condors are painted in three or four colours. The beaker form is characteristic. Evenin this period of comparatively realistic painting the forms are still angular and geometrical intendency. Thus, for example, the spots on a jaguar turn into a kind of irregular, symbolicdecoration (Plate 5). In certain paintings which are probably of a later era, commonly called“decadent”, the figures are almost completely transformed into irregular abstract ornaments. Thisis also the phase when the Tiahuanaco culture was radiating over the largest area and not onlyaltering the Nazca style but exerting an influence as far away as north Chile and north-westArgentina. The geometrical style can be seen in both paintings and textiles — that is, in all two-dimensional art — but the forms in wood- carvings remain angular but realistic.The Diaguitas of north-west Argentina have a completely individual style which is expressed intheir interesting paintings on pottery. The most common decorative motifs, after the step-fretdesign, are snakes, equated with lightning, birds and birds’ crests (Plate 6). The drawings —



mainly in black, red and white — are not outstanding but show a strong feeling for the effectiveuse of the space available.Tiahuanaco culture did not influence the north coast of Peru for long or to any great extent. Adistinctive culture had been developing here from the fourth century A. D. ; it radiated out fromthe valley of Moche, and its early period is the most interesting as far as painting is concerned.Ibis era produced polished, almost spherical, stirrup-spouted vessels (Plates 16,17) decoratedwith painted figures, animals, and indeed whole scenes from life or the ideal world of religion.The people who lived here were called the Mochicas, and the names of several of their rulershave ( nine down to us. Their regime leant heavily on religion although it was in fact secular.Their painting was the only painting in south America to shed its archaic rigidity and attain alively, mobile style of representation. In this, as in die way the figures are arranged in scenes,Mochica art resembles the compositions of the Mayas, although the former is alwaysmonochrome — black, dark brown, or reddish.Just as certain Maya paintings give the impression of representing particular incidents — perhapspast military expeditions and the particular festivities connected with them — so one cannot helpthinking that several of the lively Mochica paintings portray definite situations, whose memorywas to be kept alive. The vessels are of course still objects buried with the dead, for their use inthe next world, but it seems as though this departure from the archaic, rigid form of the purelysymbolic motifs which have been described is not merely a change in artistic taste. It seems tohave accompanied a certain secularization of society (though it still had a strong religious bias)which found expression in a wider range of interests. It may be that the dance seen in Plate 17was one of the many feasts in the calendar which were celebrated by the community, marked theconclusion of agricultural work, and were intended to conjure up a good harvest. But thisfestivity was no longer symbolized, as it would have been in the other cultures, by a strictlyformal figure, and certainly not by a conventionalized part of that figure, as in Costa Rica, forexample. These artists felt the need to capture and record a scene — perhaps some scene ofparticular significance. But even here the part-for- the-whole process is not completely absent;the filler patterns, or objects put in to fill up “free” spaces, apparently had a very precise meaningknown only to the Mochicas. As in Maya painting the figures in a scene are arranged in a lineround the vessel; more important people are drawn larger, while the subsidiary characters arcsmaller and fitted in between or behind the main characters wherever there is space for them.In the later period of Mochica art the burial vessels begin to be treated sculpturally (see Plate 20)and the painting becomes mere auxiliary decoration. At an even later period, when black-warebecomes “fashionable”, painting disappears altogether.The ancient American peoples also used other techniques to express their two-dimensional ideas.We have already mentioned the textile work of South America; for climatic reasons none hassurvived in Mexico. Another technique used was mosaic. Both in Mexico and along the coast ofPeru artists produced inlay work using shells (pink, white, mauve), jade and turquoise. Little of ithas survived.Finally, there is the ancient American art of feather mosaic, which attained its zenith in Mexico.Some examples of it, brought to Europe in the decades immediately following the Spanishconquest, still survive. The finest piece is undoubtedly the feather mosaic shield now in theMuseum fur Volkerkunde at Vienna (Plate 24). In South America several fine feather mosaics(these were nearly always worked on cloth) were preserved on the dry coast of Peru. Alongsidepure ornamentation, such as checks, etc., the artists also used the trophy-head motif and otherfamiliar objects. The feathers came from various parrot-species and ara-species and the cotinga,among other tropical birds.It is true that as a whole the two-dimensional art of ancient America does not equal theexpressive power of the sculpture of the same period; but it is interesting and worth much morethan a fleeting look.



Plate 1DETAIL OF A MURALFrom Room 2 of Bonampac, ancient Maya city near the river Lacanha, Chiapas,



Mexico. 800 A. D. (according to Goodman, Martinez and Thompson).Prisoners have been taken during an attack and they are now being paraded before | the chief, orhalach uinic. Another dignitary, probably a batab, can be seen on the right, j At the chief’s feetlies a prisoner who may be either wounded or dead, and on his left 1 another is raising his handsin an imploring gesture. The skin of the prisoners is darker than that of the Maya prince whowears a tunic of jaguar skin and a jade mask as a pendant; costly quetzal feathers decorate hisheaddress.The style of the painting is comparatively realistic and, as is nearly always the case in earlyMaya work, full of movement. From the gestures depicted it is fairly easy to tell what is goingon. The blue background indicates that the whole scene is taking place j in the open air.As the wall-paintings were past saving, Antonio Tejeda and Agustin Villagra Caleti ] copiedthem, taking exact measurements and notes of the colours. These photo- j graphs are reproducedby kind permission of the Instituto Nacional de Antropologia e Historia, Mexico.
Plate 2A FESTIVE DANCEPart of a mural from Room 3 of Bonampac, an ancient Maya city near the river Lacanha,Chiapas, Mexico.c. 800 A. D. (according to Goodman, Martinez and Thompson)It was not until 1946 that Frey and G. G. Healey discovered Bonampac. With its frescoesextending over the walls of three rooms, it greatly surprised scholars, for walls completelycovered with paintings are a rarity in these parts.There can be no doubt that the scene shows a great festive dance, perhaps immediately after theperformance of a sacrifice (note the body with bound hands which is being held up in the air).The dancers on the temple steps are decked out with huge headdresses and each has somethinglike a pair of wings attached to his hips. The framework which supported this picture wasprobably made of light wickerwork, possibly covered with bark paper; it may have been partiallypainted but was probably decorated with feather mosaic. Quetzal feathers and other long plumestower above the headdresses and help to give the whole composition a strong, but still strictlyregulated, movement. There is, of course, no perspective; the whole excited scene takes place onone plane. Line is the dominant factor; colour plays a comparatively unimportant part. With alltheir economy — and sometimes incorrectness — the movements are formal but unusuallyexpressive, and even when they have nothing to do with dancing they convey a dance-likefeeling.
Plate 3PAINTED TRIPOD BOWLFrom the San Juan Teotihuacan region, Mexico. In the style of the Teotihuacan culture (300 A.D.Ht. 4.132 in. Wood Bliss Collection, cat. no. 48This cylindrical-shaped bowl is made of fired pottery and stands on three rectangular legs. Thelegs and the lower rim of the vessel, which is decorated with a frieze of heads in relief, are bothrose-pink colour. The walls of the bowl are covered with a fine layer of plaster on which arepainted the colours, separated by delicate dark outlines. The tones used are light green, white,yellow, and a strong, bright rose-red.The main subject is a monster with a gaping mouth, large fangs, a turned-up nose and acomplicated feather decoration arranged in a strictly geometrical pattern. This is undoubtedly atlaloc — that is, a rain-god figure; the main cult in ancient Teotihuacan was devoted to him.Tlaloc, who is shown here embellished with the feather emblems of the Quetzalcoatl or plumedserpent, stood for the cult of water, and hence fertility and plenty.The second motif on the pot is the so-called “reptile’s eye”, which appears to be nothing but aglyphic abbreviation for the same monster. This is a clearly recognizable instance of thesymbolic quality of the art of these ancient peoples, in which a part so often stands for the whole.



The “eye”, framed by strips of feathers in which blossoms can be seen, cries, is a bringer of rainand fertility, and indeed is Tlaloc himself. The whole composition is, as it were, a plea, or prayer,for rain and the plenty it means.Moreover in Teotihuacan real glyphs had already been evolved, one of which was the “reptile’seye” in an even more conventionalised form. Its form was not yet definitely established, but italways had some connection with Tlaloc or a crocodile-like monster, and with fertility.
Plate 4FIRED CLAY BOWLWith gently curved walls on which the “wild cat demon” is painted. South Peru. Nazca culture,3rd—5thcentury A. D. Ht. in. Museum fur Volkerkunde, Vienna, inv. no. 91.022In the Nazca region a “wild cat demon” was considered a bringer of food and fertility. He isalways shown with trophy heads which seem to have been offered up to him by the Nazcapeoples. Often the demon — or the man who acts the part — wears a mask. His head isoversized by comparison with his elongated body, usually “twined” round the vessel, and hisoften tiny limbs.There is often a little trophy head hanging from his tongue, but in this version of him he has afruit in his mouth, while in his paw he holds a trophy head by the hair; another one can be seenabove it. Usually the wild-cat god is shown lying on his belly or floating in the air, with his headturned to one side. As aforementioned, the creature has been thought to be swimming. Thisparticular wild-cat seems to support the theory because the inside of his body is entirely filledwith fishes, and moreover the spaces between his right forepaw and the end of his tail are filledup (note the horror vacui) with a jumble of swimming tadpoles. The tail itself ends in a snake,again linked with a trophy head. Often the wild-cat demons also wear a snake as a belt; this ishow they appear on Mochica vases, which are completely different stylistically.Nazca art contains many conventionalised, abbreviated motifs heavy with symbolism, as well asits many realistic elements; sometimes the two are found side by side. The well fired buff ware isalways highly burnished; the colours are provided by from five to seven clays ground into a finepaste. The contours are black or, more rarely, dark red; there are no colour-gradations within theoutlines.

Plate 5BEAKER MADE OF FIRED CLAYWith a jaguar-demon and a frieze of heads; trichrome. Tiahuanaco culture, southern highlands, c.600—800 A. D. Ht. 7.087 in. Museum fiir Volkerkundc, Munich, no.14—14—80From about the sixth century a culture with a strong religious bias developed in the mountainsround Lake Titicaca. Its art exerted a wide influence on neighbouring cultures, extending as faras the coast, north-west Argentina and north Chile. One of the characteristic features of theTiahuanaco style is the way objects are converted into geometrical figures, sometimes becomingcompletely unrecognizable. Often both types of representation — realistic and geometrical —are found side by side.This beaker has three separate painting areas. The lowest, and largest, contains a jaguar which isto be taken as a demon. His body is realistic, though tending towards the geometrical, but theinside of it is decorated with magic symbols, of which the steps and spirals are the most familiarto us. The middle section is occupied by heads, undoubtedly meant to represent trophy heads; thewhite headbands are particularly striking. The top section contains the now familiar step-fretdesign and a completely abstract head-motif that seems to have reached the glyphic stage andbecome purely symbolic.The painting is in black, white and reddish orange on a glowing reddish brown ground. The facesin the middle section are in a rather lightish red.



Plate 6SEPULCHRAL URN FOR CHILD-BURIALSWith lid. Santa Maria type, Diaguita culture, north-west Argentina. Ht. 19.685 in.Museum fur Volkcrkundc, Vienna, inv. no. 87. 155The Diaguitas buried small children in special urns which were nearly always made inanthropomorphic shape in the early pre-Inca period. The urn illustrated is an example; the noseand eyebrows join to form a V, while the eyes to right and left of it are each shown sheddingthree tears. The mouth, with its complement of teeth, can be seen below the red band, and redarms with fingers indicated by rough strokes stretch out from the middle of the urn. Manyvessels have noses or eyes or arms shown in relief, while in their hands they hold another minutevessel in relief; this, taken in conjunction with the weeping eyes, suggests that the urns hadsomething to do with a water-cult or fertility-cult. It is probable that, at least occasionally, theyheld child-sacrifices as a part of the rain-cult.The snake motif also appears on this urn, as it does on nearly all those of this area. The head of asnake which is still comparatively naturalistic can be seen quite clearly below the “mouth”. Butthere are also snakish or lightning-like forms on the rest of the urn, which is completely coveredwith ornaments, as though the artist was terrified of leaving the smallest space blank. The snakewas connected with the death-cult; it was equated with lightning and portrayed in both forms. Atthe top there is the cross¬motif which seems sometimes to have been the abstract symbol for atoad, and the urn also bears the step-fret design which is found all over the Andes.The background is quite light, almost white; the other colours are black and a dark red, almostmauve. The surface of the urn is matt, not polished.
Plate 7FLOOR OF A TRIPOD BOWLFrom Costa Rica, near the volcano Irazu. Ht. 5.118 in., diam. 11 in. Museum furVolkerkunde, Vienna, inv. no. 61.614The many objects found in the region of the volcano called Irazu must have belonged to the littleknown Guetar tribe, a Chibcha people. Among the more common vessels are broad dishesstanding on three hollow, inclined legs. The paintings on them are not only interesting from adecorative and mythological point of view; they should also be interesting to the art-historian, forthey show to perfection the “conventionalising” or “abbreviation” process which has alreadybeen described. But for real “abbreviation” there should be a “whole” which can be abbreviated,and nowadays it no longer seems so certain that the images of primitive peoples began ascomplete “pictures” which in the course of later development turned into abstractions, as partswere omitted or condensed. It seems more probable that early man’s mystic union with theobject portrayed was so strong that a characteristic part of it meant the same as the whole. Theseparts, now very abstract and often used as filler-ornaments, arc often found in ancient cultures,such as that of Costa Rica. But they exist side by side with other stages of painting, from thecompletely abstract to easily recognisable, if not truly naturalistic, animal-painting.We know, then, that this “revolving” figure on the floor of the bowl represents a crocodile oralligator. Subjects of this kind arc particularly common in the region of the Chiriquis whichadjoins Costa Rica to the south. It is possible that the alligator had something to do with thecalendar, for we know that in the country to the north, the calendar of feasts (very like that of theAztecs) included one — the ninth — which was known as cipat (alligator). On the other hand thecomb which recurs again and again on creatures’ heads may refer to the feathers of the mythicalplumed serpent (Quetzalcoatl to the Aztecs, Kukulkan to the Mayas), while the turned-up snoutis reminiscent of Maya pictures of the rain-god. We shall never be entirely certain of the work’smeaning.The features essential to pictures of the alligator or crocodile seem to have been a large mouth,often filled with saw-like teeth, a trunklike proboscis pointing upwards, and the comb alreadymentioned. Sometimes there are also scale-like patterns — here they can only be seen on the



sides of the bowl. The feet and sometimes other parts of the body are completely isolated andranged side by side in what appears to be a purely ornamental, disjointed fashion.Costa Rican painting is very assured; the colours are black, red and brown on a light ground.
Plate 8FLOOR OF A SHALLOW TRIPOD DISHPolychrome painting. Cholula, Mixtcca-Pucbla culture, 12th-14th century. Ht. 3.7 in.,diam. 9.252 in. Museum fiir Volkerkunde, Vienna, inv. no. 58.859The outlines of the complicated drawing in the central area are drawn in very assured red line ona brilliant orange background; the background behind the figure and the spaces in thesurrounding step-and-spiral border are painted in a dark red which appears almost black.The figure portrayed is a fabulous animal whose complicated headdress is reminiscent of aplumed serpent; on the other hand he has limbs, which is more reminiscent of the crocodile-monster of the Teotihuacan culture (sec Plate 7). The small head of a mammal with round earscan clearly be seen on one of the monster’s limbs. The mythical plumed serpent (Quetzalcoatl)with limbs terminating in various animals’ heads is a motif much used in the paintings onCholula pottery. In this case the creature is surrounded by a border consisting of the stcp-and-spiral motif found in nearly all cultures.Technically Cholula pottery is outstanding and excels even that of the Mayas, but its decorationis almost always stiffer and often heavier, less graceful and flowing than Maya decoration.
Plate 9PLANT MOTIF ON THE OUTSIDE OF A MAYA DISHWith vertical sides. From the San Salvador region. El Salvador, c. 5th—7th century.Ht. 2.9 in., diam. 3.5 in. Museum fur Volkerkunde, Vienna, inv. no. 54.665The outside of this comparatively broad, shallow vessel, which stands on three small feet, isdecorated with an elaborate, almost rococo plant motif painted on the light beige clay. The motifis in fact a highly stylised agave bush in flower which has been simplified into a series ofvolutes; the inflorescences are entwined together and turned on their sides. The decoration on theupper rim probably also shows agave leaves, perhaps combined with single blossoms, so that itrepeats the large motif in glyphic form.This piece comes from the southernmost part of the region influenced by Maya culture. Thepaintings on it are in black and two tones of brown on a light beige, highly burnishedbackground.
Plate 10FLOOR OF A TRIPOD POTTERY DISHFrom the later Maya period. Yucatan (?) c. 900 A. D. Diam. 14.173 in.Rietberg Museum, ZurichThis interesting and unusual painting in glowing orange and black on an ochre- colour groundprobably shows the god known to scholars as “N” (Guayeyab or Mam). He ruled over the fiveunlucky intercalendary days at the end of the year (360—365) after which the year began anewwith the regency of a young god.The mythical deity’s back is extended to form a sort of tail that is very like that of a millipede.Similar millipede bodies are shown vertically on the sides of the pot. The millipede is found inthe earth and so was associated, in ancient American religious ideas, with the earth and itsdemons. The snail-shell on the god NTs back, his hump and the shape of his face arecharacteristic of him; he also lived in the earth. The snail-shell is also the Maya glyph for nought.On his head the god bears a package out of which a sickle-like object is protruding. God N isoften shown wearing on his head a moon from which water (rain) is falling. The hands of thefigure are stretched out as if in supplication.As a whole the composition is not very clear or easy to interpret. The upper rim is decorated withhieroglyphics — some of them connected with the calendar.



Stylistically too this painting is unusual. The short, squat figure, stretched out width- ways,seems at first sight more primitive than is common, and wholly uncharacteristic of the Mayastyle. But on closer examination it becomes apparent that the splayed- out, consciously grotesqueforms are drawn with great delicacy and skill — unlike the hastily painted border at the bottomof the circle.
6. Учебно-методическое обеспечение и информационное обеспечение дисциплины
6.1. Список источников и литературы
ЛитератураОсновная:Перевод - мост между мирами [Электронный ресурс] / М-во образования и науки Рос.Федерации, Федер. гос. общеобразоват. учреждение высш. образования "Рос. гос.гуманитарный ун-т", Ин-т лингвистики ; [отв. ред. Е. В. Семенюк]. - Режим доступа :http://elib.lib.rsuh.ru/elib/000013198. - Загл. с экрана. - 127 с.

Дополнительная:Роль перевода в развитии языков и межкультурной коммуникации [Электронный ресурс] :сборник статей / Рос. гос. гуманитарный ун-т ; сост. К. Т. Гадилия, О. А. Самойленко ; подред. К. Т. Гадилия, Р. И. Розиной. - Электрон. дан. - Москва : РГГУ, 2017. - 155, [1] с. - Режимдоступа : http://elib.lib.rsuh.ru/elib/000011247. - Загл. с экрана. - Библиогр. в конце ст. - ISBN978-5-7281-1871-8.

6.2. Перечень ресурсов информационно-телекоммуникационной сети «Интернет»,необходимый для освоения дисциплины
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Профессиональные базы данных и информационно-справочные системы
Доступ к профессиональным базам данных: https://liber.rsuh.ru/ru/bases



Информационные справочные системы:
1. Консультант Плюс
2. Гарант

7. Материально-техническое обеспечение дисциплиныДля обеспечения дисциплины используется материально-техническая базаобразовательного учреждения: учебные аудитории, оснащённые компьютером ипроектором для демонстрации учебных материалов.Состав программного обеспечения:
1. Windows
2. Microsoft Office
3. Kaspersky Endpoint Security
8. Обеспечение образовательного процесса для лиц с ограниченными возможностямиздоровья и инвалидов
В ходе реализации дисциплины используются следующие дополнительные методыобучения, текущего контроля успеваемости и промежуточной аттестации обучающихся взависимости от их индивидуальных особенностей:
 для слепых и слабовидящих: лекции оформляются в виде электронного документа,доступного с помощью компьютера со специализированным программным обеспечением;письменные задания выполняются на компьютере со специализированным программнымобеспечением или могут быть заменены устным ответом; обеспечивается индивидуальноеравномерное освещение не менее 300 люкс; для выполнения задания при необходимостипредоставляется увеличивающее устройство; возможно также использование собственныхувеличивающих устройств; письменные задания оформляются увеличенным шрифтом;экзамен и зачёт проводятся в устной форме или выполняются в письменной форме накомпьютере.
 для глухих и слабослышащих: лекции оформляются в виде электронного документа,либо предоставляется звукоусиливающая аппаратура индивидуального пользования;письменные задания выполняются на компьютере в письменной форме; экзамен и зачётпроводятся в письменной форме на компьютере; возможно проведение в форметестирования.
 для лиц с нарушениями опорно-двигательного аппарата: лекции оформляются в видеэлектронного документа, доступного с помощью компьютера со специализированнымпрограммным обеспечением; письменные задания выполняются на компьютере соспециализированным программным обеспечением; экзамен и зачёт проводятся в устнойформе или выполняются в письменной форме на компьютере.При необходимости предусматривается увеличение времени для подготовки ответа.Процедура проведения промежуточной аттестации для обучающихся устанавливается сучётом их индивидуальных психофизических особенностей. Промежуточная аттестацияможет проводиться в несколько этапов.При проведении процедуры оценивания результатов обучения предусматриваетсяиспользование технических средств, необходимых в связи с индивидуальнымиособенностями обучающихся. Эти средства могут быть предоставлены университетом, илимогут использоваться собственные технические средства.Проведение процедуры оценивания результатов обучения допускается с использованиемдистанционных образовательных технологий.Обеспечивается доступ к информационным и библиографическим ресурсам в сетиИнтернет для каждого обучающегося в формах, адаптированных к ограничениям ихздоровья и восприятия информации:
 для слепых и слабовидящих: в печатной форме увеличенным шрифтом, в формеэлектронного документа, в форме аудиофайла.
 для глухих и слабослышащих: в печатной форме, в форме электронного документа.



 для обучающихся с нарушениями опорно-двигательного аппарата: в печатной форме, вформе электронного документа, в форме аудиофайла.
Учебные аудитории для всех видов контактной и самостоятельной работы, научнаябиблиотека и иные помещения для обучения оснащены специальным оборудованием иучебными местами с техническими средствами обучения:
 для слепых и слабовидящих: устройством для сканирования и чтения с камерой SARACE; дисплеем Брайля PAC Mate 20; принтером Брайля EmBraille ViewPlus;
 для глухих и слабослышащих: автоматизированным рабочим местом для людей снарушением слуха и слабослышащих; акустический усилитель и колонки;
 для обучающихся с нарушениями опорно-двигательного аппарата: передвижными,регулируемыми эргономическими партами СИ-1; компьютерной техникой со специальнымпрограммным обеспечением.

9. Методические материалы
9.1. Планы практических (семинарских) и лабораторных занятий

Перевод художественных текстов: начальный уровень. (46 часов)
Вопросы семинараСтилевые особенности художественного текста – стилистическая неоднородность.Регистры. Безэквивалентная лексика. Ошибки в переводе и причины их возникновения.Переводчик как толкователь. Отражение личности переводчика в тексте перевода. Границыпереводческой свободы. Принципы перевода текстов, принадлежащих к разным стилям,регистрам, жанрам и родам литературы. . Генерирование и первичное редактированиепереводов.
Контрольные (проблемные) вопросы

1. В чем отличие перевода художественного текста от перевода текстов другихтипов?
2. Что такое речевые регистры?
3. Каковы подходы к переводу языковой игры?
4. Каковы подходы к передаче в переводе акцентов, диалектов, слэнга?
5. Что такое переводческая компенсация?
6. Какова техника перевода пародийных текстов?
7. Какие ошибки могут возникать при переводе и почему?
8. Что такое безэквивалентная лексика и каковы подходы к ее передаче впереводе?
9. Как может отражаться в переводе личность переводчика?
10. Чем отличается перевод от пересказа?

Перевод научных текстов. (46 часов)
Вопросы семинараОсобенности научного текста. Различия в характере и организации научного текста врусскоязычной и англоязычной традициях. Нейтральность научного текста.Терминологическая насыщенность научного текста. Безэквивалентная лексика. Клише



научного языка. Принципы перевода текстов, принадлежащих к различным видам научногодискурса. Генерирование и первичное редактирование переводов.
Контрольные (проблемные) вопросы

1. В чем состоят особенности построения русскоязычного научного текста вотличие от английского?
2. В чем проявляется эмоциональная нейтральность научного текста?
3. Какие проблемы для перевода представляет терминологическаянасыщенность научного текста?
4. Какую роль в научном тексте играет безэквивалентная лексика?
5. Приведите примеры клише, свойственных научному языку, и их соответствийна русском языке.

3 Методические рекомендации по подготовке письменных работ, требования к ихсодержанию и оформлению
Письменные работы в рамках курса представляют собой письменный перевод текстов объемом ок.2500 знаков. Оформляются в текстовом редакторе Microsoft Word или его аналогов: 12 кегль,междустрочный интервал – 1,5, поля: верхнее и нижнее 2 см, левое 2 см, правое – 5 см.



Приложение 1Аннотация
Цель дисциплины: дать студенту знания, умения и навыки, необходимые ему для осуществленияего профессиональной деятельности в области письменного перевода текстов разных регистров истилей. Задачи:
научить студента анализировать стиль исходного текста и находить адекватные пути еговоссоздания на русском языке;
научить его создавать эквивалентный перевод исходного текста с учетом всех требованийрусского языка;
научить его ориентироваться в массиве стилистических приемов русского языка;
научить его приемам передачи на русском языке культурно-специфичной информации,заложенной в тексте;
дать ему инструментарий, достаточный для дальнейшего самостоятельного решения проблем,возникающих в его профессиональной деятельности.
Задачи курса:
научить студента анализировать стиль исходного текста и находить адекватные пути еговоссоздания на русском языке;
научить его создавать эквивалентный перевод исходного текста с учетом всех требованийрусского языка;
научить его ориентироваться в массиве стилистических приемов русского языка;
научить его приемам передачи на русском языке культурно-специфичной информации,заложенной в тексте;
дать ему инструментарий, достаточный для дальнейшего самостоятельного решения проблем,возникающих в его профессиональной деятельности.
В результате освоения дисциплины обучающийся должен:
знать способы достижения эквивалентности в переводе,
уметь анализировать текст для определения его жанровых и иных характеристик,уметь осуществлять письменный перевод с соблюдением норм лексическойэквивалентности, соблюдением грамматических, синтаксических и стилистических нормуметь применять основные приемы перевода, свободно выражать свои мысли, адекватноиспользуя разнообразные языковые средства с целью выделения релевантнойинформации, умеет использовать этикетные формулы в устной и письменнойкоммуникацииумеет редактировать текст своего перевода,умеет оформлять текст перевода в компьютерном текстовом редакторе, работать сэлектронными словарями и другими электронными ресурсами
владеть основными дискурсивными способами реализации коммуникативных целейвысказывания применительно к особенностям текущего коммуникативного контекста,основными способами выражения семантической, коммуникативной и структурнойпреемственности между частями высказывания, основными особенностямиофициального, нейтрального и неофициального регистров общения, владеет методикой



предпереводческого анализа текста, способствующей точному восприятию исходноговысказываниявладеет методикой подготовки к выполнению перевода, включая поиск информации всправочной, специальной литературе и компьютерных сетях,


