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JIs Bac, i ta Ka
For you, D1 & Ka

3a cHigaEKOM Mipa po3ITIfIaE YalIKy 3 HAMATLOBAHUM MOPEM. [H He X0ueThcs
JKYBAaTH KaHAIKY. A XOUETHhCS 1O MOPsL. «Hu 6arato TaM 3apa3 XBHIIb? »

Mipa roprae ymo6ieny KHIKKY 1 3itxae. [1an Koupku# cxonuts 31 CTOpiHKH
1 cigae niepen Miporo Ha cTiienp.

— IITo Tu Take, uHas-y? — nurae 1lan Koipkusi.

— S — Mipa.

At breakfast, Mira keeps staring at a picture of the sea on her cup. She
doesn’t want to chew on her sandwich. She wants just to go to the seashore.
“How many waves are there now?”

Mira flips the pages of her favorite book and sighs. Mr. Catsky comes right
off the page and sits down in front of Mira on a chair.

“What are you, meow?” Mr. Catsky asks.

“I’'m Mira.”




Kit Mpy>xuth oui, posrisggatoun Mipy, 1 HIOCMHKY€ KIHYHKOM XBOCTA.

— A goro tu cymHa? | oMy He icH KaHANKy? — OOGJIH3YETHCS BiH.

— Sk6u TH 3HaB, fK 5 XOUY 10 MOps!

— To xonimo!

Mipa nocmixoMm Bigmae kaHanky [lanosi Kompkomy. Tomi micrae 3 rmmbuHu

madu JacTH ¥ 6epe PIOK3aK.

The cat squints while looking at Mira, and wags the end of his tail.

“Why are you sad? And why aren’t you eating your sandwich?” he licks
himself.

“If you only knew how badly I want to go to the sea

“Let’s go then!”
Mira quickly gives her sandwich to Mr. Catsky. Then she takes flippers out

of the closet and grabs a backpack.
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ITan Kompku#t 1 Mipa OpocTyioTh MICBKOIO ILIouieio 1oe3 ¢oHraH. Mipa
IIPOCTATAE PYKY JIO BOAU. DPHU3KH JIETATDH 1M @K HAa HOCa. BOHa ycMiXaeThesl, KOJIH
IIEPEXOKI BUTPIMAIOTHCS HA JIACTH, IPHYEIUIEH] O PIOK3aKa. Boma Tak npHeMHO
mymye, o Mipa 3arunontye oui.

— Tyt TpoXH mMaxHe MOpeM, — 3aMpisHO Kaxke BoHA. HactymHoi muti Mipa
CIUTecKye B jgoioHi. — O, 3a6yma!

— IIlo? — Beje OKOM KIT.

— Dbinoxu!

— Hss-y, 10 Mmops e panexo. Hikonau BepraTucs.

Mipa criepiry po3ryomoeTses: ik ke 6e3 6iHoxns? Ta Ilan Konpkuit pynrae —
1 BOHA KHJIAETHCS HAB3IOTIH.

Mr. Catsky and Mira make their way through the city square to a fountain.
Mira plops her hand into the water. Splashes fly right up to her nose. She smiles at
passersby, who stare at her flippers attached to the backpack. The water bubbles
so pleasantly that Mira closes her eyes.

“It smells a little like the sea here,” she says dreamily. Mira suddenly claps
her hands. “Oh, I forgot!”

“What?” says the cat, moving his eyes.

“Binoculars!”

“Meow, it’s a long way to the sea. There’s no time to go back.”

Mira is puzzled for a moment: what should she do without the binoculars?
But Mr. Catsky moves on — and she tries to catch up.
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Mipa 1 Ilan Koupku#i BHXOZSTH Ha HMIHPOKY gopory. Mipl THCHYTb KeIH.
Conne cmnuts oui. IIle Tpoxu — 1 Tpaca.

— Ilinemo Hasnpocreinp, — kake Ilan Konpkui.

— Ile sax?

— Yepes coHsIIHUKHA!

— YM... — Mipa cynurscs. — Ta ix ke TyT Mope!

Mira and Mr. Catsky end up reaching the main road. Mira’s sneakers are
too tight. The sun is irritating her eyes. A little bit more — and there would be
a highway.

“We’ll take a shortcut,” says Mr. Catsky.

“Which way?”

“Through the sunflowers!”

“Um...” Mira knits her brows. “But there’s an entire sea of them here!”
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COHSIIHUKY TaKl BUCOKI, 110 Mipi ax jusraHO. BoHa mijiifiMae 371aMaHy KBITKY
1 TpuMac ii Bucoko Hajx ronosoto. 1Ilo6 ne 3aryburucsa. A Tomi migdirae o Ilana
Koipkoro:

— XomiMo Hazan!

— Has-y... — KIT He osIaeThes 1 BEE AA.

The sunflowers are so high that Mira is frightened. She picks up a broken
flower and holds it high up above her head. So as not to get lost. Then she runs
up closer to Mr. Catsky:

“Let’s go back!”
“Meow,” the cat doesn’t look back and keeps going on.

10




Mipa 3Hae: TaMm, 3a 11oseM, maropou. Komau BoHH 3 6aThKaMH TYT IIPOLKIKA-
I0TD, TO KapTYIOTh, [0 MK HUIMH XOBA€ETHCA MOpe. Mipa THBHTHCS Ha TTarOpoOH.
Bucouenrko. Sk Hexerko urH! ..

— Mosxke, nepentounaemo? — Mipi rapsde. XoueThcs Ha3am, J0IoMy. AJle |
10 Mopst KoptuTh. — Hy, 10BrO 11e?

ITan Koupku# Buae, mo He yye. Mipa nmerncs. Tymae Hororo.

— Hsg-y? — niepexpusmioe poznparosano. — Hss-y?!

«

Mira knows there are several hills beyond this field. When she and her parents

AJte KIT y>Ke — KpaH JICy.

drive past these hills, they always joke that there’s a sea hiding in-between. Mira
looks at the hills. They’re rather high. It’s so hard to walk!..

“Maybe we should rest?” Mira feels hot. She wants to go back home. But,
she is also longing for the sea. “How much longer is it?”

Mr. Catsky pretends not to hear. Mira huffs. She stamps her foot.

“Meow?” she says crossly. “Meow?!”

But the cat is already at the edge of the forest.
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Mipa o3upaerncs: BepHyTHC? o Mamu, 10 TaTa? A sK >ke Mope? | xBuomi?

Hi, tpe6a sitn. Bona miarioniem Haznoranse [lana Korpkoro.

— CnouuHeMO, HSIB-Y, — MPYKHTBCS KIT 1 BMOIIYETCS Y TPaBI.

IIlo po6utn? Mipa 3iTxae, jsarae 1 Kiajge pIOK3aK MijJ TOJI0BY. A TOl JOBIrO
JIUBUTLCSL BLOPY.

Mira looks around: should I go back? To mom and dad? What about the
sea? What about the waves?

No, we have to move on. She jogs to catch up to Mr. Catsky.

“Let’s rest, meow,” the cat squints and lays down on the grass.

What should I do? Mira sighs, lies down, and puts the backpack under her
head. She stares up for a long time.
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Maprtus npositae npocTo Hajl HUMH.

— To mu gecw Outst mops! — migcTpubye Mipa, THIMIOYH Ha OTANIKYy. —
Oxo! Xo-xo0-xo!

Kit moxurye KIHUHKOM XBOCTA.

Mipa maciuBo ycMmixaeThcsi. BoHa BTilIEHA, IO HE TTOBEPHYJA JOIOMY.

A seagull is flying right above them.

“We’re somewhere near the sea!” Mira jumps up pointing at the bird.
“E-e-e-ha! U-u-u-hu!”

The cat wags the end of his tail.

Mira smiles happily. She’s relieved that she didn’t turn back.
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ry-ry-ry-ry! — 6iKHT, Mipa Geperom. “U-u-u-u-hu-hu!” Mira runs along the shore

p! — 3a Heto I1an Konpkuit. — Hss-yp-p-p! “Meo-0-0-0-w!” Mr. Catsky is righ
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Xou Kynu 17siHb — Mope. bes3 KIHIS-Kpao Mope.

Mipa momivae, MO COHIIE ITOBOJI MOBEPTAE HA Beyip. [a BOHA HE 3BaKac.
Mope take rapue. I Tak 6arato XBHID!

— CkumpkH 1x? — nurtaeroesa 1 Iaga Konpkoro.

— Hap-y? — Horo XBICT CXOKHH HAa 3HAK ITHTAHHS.

CoHIle BKe MaFKe CUTO — BHJIHO JIUIIEHb HOTO OKPAEIID.

— ITopa! — xuBae ITan Koupku.

— Dbysan! — maxae Mipa mopio. — Jlo no6adeHHsI! — COHHHM MapTHHAM.
i1 Tak He xoueTnCs IIPOIIATHCS.

The sea is everywhere around them. The sea with no end and no beginning.

Mira notices the sun slowly going down. But she turns her attention away.
The sea is so beautiful. There are so many waves!

“How many waves are there?” she asks Mr. Catsky.

“Meow?” his tail curls into a question mark.

The sun is almost down — only its crust is barely visible.

“It’s time to go!” Mr. Catsky nods to her.

“Bye!” Mira waves good-bye to the sea. “See you soon!” she says to the
sleepy seagulls. She doesn’t want to bid farewell.

20 =




Hopora popomy muHae uuaxko. Ilan Koupkunt nposoauts Mipy ax no
IBEPEH.

— JIo 3ycrpiui! — nozixae Mipa.

— Hag-y, — mpomaodncs, KiT HOBOJUTL XBOCTOM — 1 3HHKAE.

Mipa xaze Ha MiCIIe PIOK3aK 1 JaCTH. 3 OOKIAIMHKHA KHHKKH HA Hel TUBUTHCS
Bycatui [lan Kompku#i. Mipa macmso 3iTxae, 60 IeBHA: BOHH IIAYTH IO MOPS
3HOBY. A MOXe, e 6arato pasis. Tam Oynae 6arato XBwib. | ronoBHEe — OGIHOKIISA
6 He 3a0yTH.

The road home passes quickly. Mr. Catsky takes Mira right to her doorstep.
“See you!” Mira yawns.

“Meow-ow!” the cat wags his tail and disappears.

Mira puts her backpack and flippers back in place. Whiskered Mr. Catsky
keeps looking at her from the cover of the book. Mira sighs happily because she
knows that they’ll go to the sea together again. Maybe even many times. There
will be so many waves there. And most of all next time — she mustn’t forget her
binoculars.
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