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G. WELLS
THE MAN WHO COULD WORK MIRACLES 
I don't know whether the gift was inborn. I think it came to him suddenly. In fact, until he was 30 he was a sceptic, and I did not believe in miracles. And here I must mention that he was a little man with dark brown eyes, straight red hair and a mousta'che with ends that he twisted up. His name was George Fotheringay — not the sort of name that leads to an expectation of miracles — and he was a shop assistant. He was very fond of arguing. It was while he was arguing about the impossibility of miracles that he became first aware of his extraordinary powers.

This argument was held in the bar of the Long Dragon, and Toddy Beamish was conducting the opposition by repeating monotonously, "So you say." That drove Mr.Fotheringay to the very limit of his patience.
 He decided to use a new rhetorical trick.

"Look here, Mr. Beamish," he said. "Let us clearly understand what a miracle is. It's something that contradicts the course of Nature done by power of will, something that can't happen without being specially willed."

"So you say," said Mr. Beamish again.

"For instance," said Mr.Fotheringay, "here would be a miracle. That lamp in the natural course of Nature can't bum upside down, can it, Beamish?" "You say it can't," said Beamish.

"And you?" said Fotheringay. "You don't mean to say - yes?" "No," said Beamish reluctantly. "No, it can't."

"Very well," said Mr.Fotheringay. 'Then here comes someone, it may be me, and stands here as I can do and says to that lamp collecting all his will: 'Turn upside-down without breaking and go on burning... and...'Hallo!"

It was enough to make anyone say "Hallo!" The impossible, the incredible thing was visible to them all. The lamp hung inverted in the air, burning quietly with its flame pointing down.

Everybody jumped. For nearly three seconds the lamp remained still. Then Mr.Fotheringay cried out, "I can't keep it up any longer." He stepped back and the inverted lamp suddenly fell on the floor and went out.

It was lucky it had a metal reservoir or the whole place would have been on fire. Mr. Cox was the first to speak and he said that Fotheringay was a fool. Fotheringay did not even argue with him. He was astonished more than anybody else at the thing that had occurred.

He went home face flushed, eyes smarting and ears red
. He watched each of the ten street lamps nervously as he passed it. It was only when he found himself alone in his little bedroom that he was able to pull his thoughts together and ask, "What on earth happened?"
 It occurred to him that at the moment he had said the commanding words he strongly willed the thing he said, and that when he saw the lamp in the air he felt that it depended on him to keep it there, though it wasn't clear to him how this was done. And from that he came to the test of the experiment.

He pointed to a candle and collected his will, though he felt he was doing a foolish thing. "Be raised up," he said. And the miracle happened again. The candle was raised, hung in the air one giddy moment, and fell on his toilet-table.

For some time Mr. Fotheringay sat in the darkness perfectly still. "It did happen after all,"
 he said. "And how I can explain it I don't know." He sighed and began to fumble in his pocket for a match. He could find none, and he rose and extended a hand in the dark, 'let there be a match in that hand," he said. He felt some light object fall across his palm and his fingers closed upon a match.

After several ineffective attempts to light it he discovered it was a safety-match.
 He threw it down, and then it occurred to him that he could light it by his will. He did, and watched it burning on his toilet-table. He caught it up quickly and it went out. For some time he stared at the match and then looked up and met his own gaze in the looking-glass. "How about miracles now?'
 said Mr. Fotheringay addressing his reflection.

The subsequent meditations of Mr. Fotheringay were too confused to describe. At about midnight he had reached the fact that his will-power must be of a particularly rare and extraordinary quality. This discovery filled him with pride and feeling of superiority.

He awoke at his usual hour and during all breakfast-time he was wondering whether his night experience was only a strange and fantastic dream. All day he could do no work because of this astonishingly new self-knowledge,
 but this caused him no inconvenience, because he made up for it miraculously in the last ten minutes.

The more he thought about his gift the more promising it seemed. He intended among other things to increase his personal property by numerous acts of creation. Не called into existence
 a beautiful gold watch and quickly annihilated it again as his boss came to his desk. He was afraid that the chief would ask him how he had got it. He saw quite clearly that he had to be very careful in exercising his gift.

After supper he went out into a lonely street to work a few miracles in private. He wanted to do something original but couldn't think of anything of the kind because except for his will-power Mr.Fotheringay was quite an ordinary man. At last he recollected the story of 'Tannhauser"
 that he had read in the Philharmonic programme. It seemed to him attractive and harmless. He stuck his walking-stick in the ground and commanded the dry wood to blossom. The air was immediately full of the scent of roses and he saw that his beautiful miracle was done. At that moment he heard advancing footsteps. Afraid of discovery of his powers, he addressed the blossoming stick: "Go back." What he meant was "change back", but of course he was confused. The stick went back at a considerable speed and immediately came a cry of anger and a bad word from the approaching person.

"Who are you throwing sticks at, you fool?" cried a voice. "It got me on the head."

"I am sorry, old chap,"
 said Mr.Fotheringay and then he saw Winch, one of the three constables of the town.

'What do you mean by it?"
 asked the constable. "Hallo! It's you, is it? The man that broke the lamp at the Long Dragon!"

"I didn't mean anything by it," said Mr.Fotheringay. "Nothing at all." "What did you do it for, then? Don't you know that sticks hurt?" Mr. Fotheringay could think of no explanation but the truth.

"Look here,
 Mr. Winch," he said, annoyed and confused. "I'm very sorry. The fact is..." "Well?"

'The fact is I was working a miracle."

"Working — what? Don't talk nonsense. Working a miracle. Indeed!
 Miracle! Well, that's funny! The fact is, this is another of your silly conjuring tricks - that's what it is. Now, I tell you..."

But Mr.Fotheringay never heard what Mr. Winch was going to tell him. He realised he had given himself away.
 A wave of anger swept over him. Swiftly he turned On the constable. "Here," he said, Tve had enough of this.
 I'll show you a silly conjuring trick. I will. Go to Hell! Go, now!"

...Не was alone.

Mr.Fotheringay performed no more miracles that night. He returned to the town, frightened and very quiet and went to his bedroom. "Lord!"
 he said, "it's a powerful gift —an extremely powerful gift. I didn't want so much. Not really... I wonder what hell is like!"

He decided to transfer the constable from hell to San Francisco and without any more remorse went to sleep.

The next day he went to church. Mr.Fotheringay was not a regular church goer but he decided to consult the local minister, Mr.Maydig, who took a certain interest in occult matters.

Mr.Maydig seated him comfortably and standing in front of a fire, asked Mr.Fotheringay to state his business.

At first Mr.Fotheringay was a little confused and found some difficulty in opening the matter.

"You will not believe me, Mr.Maydig, I am afraid," he said, "that some common sort of person — like myself, for instance, might have some sort of eccentricity inside him that made him able to do things by his will."

"It's possible," said Mr.Maydig. "Something of the sort, perhaps, is possible."

"I think I may show you by a sort of experiment," said Mr.Fotheringay. "Now, take that tobacco-box on the table, for instance. What I want to know is whether what I am going to do with it is a miracle or not. Just a minute, Mr.Maydig, please."

He collected his will, pointed to the tobacco-box and said, "Be a vase with violets."

The tobacco-box changed as it was ordered. Mr.Maydig started at the change and stood looking from Mr.Fotheringay to the vase of flowers. He said nothing. At last he leaned over the table and smelled the violets. Then he stared at Mr.Fotheringay again.

"How did you do that?" he asked.

Mr. Fotheringay pulled his moustache. "Just told it - and there you are.
 Is that a miracle or is it black art, or what is it? And what do you think is the matter with me? That's what I want to ask." "It's a most extraordinary thing."

"And before this week I knew no more that I could do things like that than you did. It came quite suddenly, you know."

"It's astonishing. It's incredible. You are either a most extraordinary..."

"I can do anything. Just anything. Here!"3 He pointed to the vase with violets. "Be a pigeon, will you?"

In another moment a blue pigeon was flying round the room. "Stop there," said Mr.Fotheringay, and the pigeon hung motionless in the air. "I can change it back to a tobacco-box," he said and after replacing the pigeon on the table worked that miracle.

Mr.Maydig had followed all these changes in silence. He stared at Mr.Fotheringay. "Well!" was the only expression of his feelings.

Mr.Fotheringay proceeded to tell Mr.Maydig of Ms strange experiences and his misadventure with Winch. Mr.Maydig listened attentively, and the expression of his face changed with the course of the story. When he had finished Mr.Maydig said gravely:

"I don't think this is a case of black art or anything of the sort. I don't think there is any criminality about it, Mr.Fotheringay, - none at all. No, it's miracles - pure miracles, miracles, if I may say so, of the very highest class. It's a practically unlimited gift. Let us test your powers. If they really are... If they really are so unlimited as they seem to be."

And so, incredible as it may seem, in the little house behind the church on the evening of Sunday, November 10,1896 Mr. Fotheringay, inspired by Mr.Maydig, began to work miracles.

Their first affair was due to their hunger and the negligence of Mrs.Minchin, Mr.Maydig's housekeeper, of her duties. The meal, to which the minister invited Mr.Fotheringay was certainly bad and not sufficient for two industrious miracle-makers. But they sat down and Mr.Maydig started complaining about his housekeeper before it occurred to Mr.Fotheringay what an opportunity lay before him.

"Don't you think, Mr.Maydig," he said, "if you allow me-I might be able (chum, chum)
 to work (chum, chum) a miracle with Mrs.Minchin (chum, chum) — make her a better woman."

Mr.Maymg put down a glass and looked doubtful. "She — she strongly objects to interference, you know, Mr.Fotheringay. And, as a matter of fact,
 it's past eleven and she's probably in bed and asleep."

Mr.Fotheringay thought over these objections. "I am sure that it can be done in her sleep."

For a time Mr.Maydig opposed the idea, but then he yielded. Mr.Fotheringay gave his orders to Mrs.Minchin and the two gentlemen proceeded with their supper. Mr.Maydig was speaking about the changes he might expect in his housekeeper next day with great optimism when a series of confused noises from Mrs.Minchin's bedroom began. Mr.Maydig left the table hastily and Mr.Fotheringay heard him calling up to his housekeeper and then his footsteps going softly up to her room. In a minute or so he returned with a radiant face. "Wonderful!" he said, "and touching! Most touching. Poor woman! A most wonderful change! She got up out of her sleep to smash a bottle of brandy which she kept in her bag. And to confess it, too... But it gives us —it opens —most wonderful possibilities. If we could work this miraculous change in her..."

'The thing seems unlimited," said Mr.Fotheringay.

"Absolutely unlimited," agreed Mr.Maydig. And he made a series of wonderful proposals, which, however, we won't describe in this story.

The late night found Mr.Maydig and Mr.Fotheringay going across the market-square under the full moon, in a sort of ecstasy of miracle-making. They had reformed every drunkard in the town, changed all the beer and alcohol to water, improved the railway communication of the place, drained the swamps, improved the soil of One Tree Hill,
 and cured the Vicar's wart
 And they were going to see what could be done with the old South Bridge when the church clock struck three.
"I say,"
 said Mr.Fotheringay, "that's three o'clock. I must be getting home. And Mrs. Wimms..." "We're only beginning," said Mr.Maydig, excited with a realization of their unlimited power. "We're only beginning. Think of all the good things we are doing. When people wake up..." "But..." said Mr.Fotheringay.

Mr.Maydig gripped his arm suddenly. His eyes were bright and wild. "My dear," he said, "don't hurry. Look..." he pointed to the moon at the zenith. "Stop it." Mr.Fotheringay looked at the moon. 'That's a bit high," he said after a pause.

"Why not?" said Mr.Maydig. "Of course it won't stop. You stop the rotation of the earth. There will be no harm."

"Hm!" said Mr.Fotheringay. "Well." He sighed. I'll try. Here - "

He buttoned up his jacket and addressed the globe with these words. "Please, stop rotating, will you?"

At the same moment he was flying head over heels through the air
 at the speed of dozens of miles a minute. In spite of the innumerable circles he was describing per second, he willed: "Let me come down safe and sound. Whatever else happens, let me down safe and sound."

He willed it only just in time, for his clothes, heated by his rapid flight through the air, were beginning to burn. He came down in a large mass of metal and stones and fresh-turned earth and heard a violent crash that made all other crashes of his past life seem like the sound of falling dust. A terrible wind roared throughout earth and heaven, so that he could hardly lift his head to look. For a while he was too astonished even to see where he was or what had happened. And his first movement was to feel his head and reassure himself that it was on its place.

He looked about him. The appearance of things was extremely strange. "The sky is at least all right," said Mr.Fotheringay. "And that's all that is all right. And there's the moon overhead. Just as it was just now. Bright as midday. But as for the rest
-Where's the village? Where's - where's anything? And why on earth7 is the wind blowing? I didn't order any wind."

Mr.Fotheringay tried to get to his feet but in vain and remained on all fours holding on.
 'There's something seriously wrong," said Mr.Fotheringay. "And what it is - God knows."

All around him nothing was visible in the white haze of dust but masses of turned earth and heaps of ruins. No trees, no houses, no living creatures — only a wilderness and chaos vanishing into the darkness beneath. All the world had been smashed and totally destroyed. That was all.

Mr.Fotheringay did not, of course, fully understand how it all had happened. But he realised that his miracle was dangerous, and a great disgust of miracles came upon him. He was in darkness now. A great roaring of wind and waters filled earth and sky, and, looking under his hand through the dust he saw by the play of the lightning, a huge wall of water pouring towards him.

"Maydig!" cried Mr.Fotheringay's weak voice amid the roar. "Here!
 -Maydig!"

"Stop!" cried Mr.Fotheringay to the advancing water. "Oh, for Goodness's sake,
 stop!"

"Just a moment," said Mr.Fotheringay to the lightnings and thunder. "Stop just a moment while I collect my thoughts... And now what shall I do?" he said. "What shall I do? Lord! I wish Maydig was about.

He lifted his little voice against the wind, shouting louder and louder in the vain desire to hear himself speak.

Xet me lose my miraculous power, let my will become just like anybody else's will, and all these dangerous miracles be stopped. I don't like them. I wish I hadn't worked them. That's the first thing. And the second is - let me be back just before the miracles began; let everything be just as it was before that blessed lamp turned up. It's a big job, but it's the last.
 Do you understand? No more miracles, everything as it was — me back in the Long Dragon just before I drank my beer. I will it. Yes."

He dug his fingers into the earth, closed his eyes and waited.

Everything became perfectly still... He perceived that he was standing on his legs.

"So you say," said a voice.

He opened his eyes. He was in the bar of the Long Dragon, arguing about miracles with Toddy Beamish. He had a sense of some great thing that he had forgotten. Except for the loss of his miraculous powers, everything was back as it had been; his mind and memory therefore were now just as they had been at the time when this story began. So he knew absolutely nothing of all that is told here. And among other things, of course, he still did not believe in miracles.
"I tell you that miracles can't possibly happen," he said, "whatever you think. And I'm ready to prove it."

"That's what you say," said Toddy Beamish. "Prove it if you can."

"Look here, Mr. Beamish," said Mr.Fotheringay. "Let us clearly understand what a miracle is. It's something that contradicts to the course of Nature done by the power of Will..."

� That drove Mr.Fotheringay to the very limit of his patience.-Это окончательно вывело из себя мистера Фозерингея.


� Hallo! -зд. Ой!


� He went home face flushed, eyes smarting and ears red. - Он шел домой с пылавшим лицом и красными ушами. Глаза его нестерпимо болели.


� What on earth happened?—Что же все-таки случилось? 


� It did happen after all—Это все-таки случилось 


� a safety-match—безопасная спичка


� "How about miracles now?—Как насчет чудес теперь?


� self-knowledge — зд. знание о своем даре


� he made up for it miraculously in the last ten minutes-он чудесным образом наверстал все в последние десять минут


� He called into existence—Он материализовал


� Tannhauser"—«Тангейзер»—древняя немецкая легенда о рыцаре Тангейзере и о папском посохе, зацветшем после его гибели


� old chap—разг. старик, старина


� What do you mean by it?—Что это значит?


� Look here — Послушайте


� Indeed!-Надо же!


� he had given himself away—он выдал себя


� "Here," he said, "I've had enough of this."- «Послушайте,-сказал он, - с меня хватит


� Lord!-Боже мой!


� and there you are - и пожалуйста!


� chum, chum—звук, имитирующий чавканье


� as a matter of fact — дело в том, что





� One Tree Hill—название местности


� cured the Vicar's wart—удалили бородавку викария


� I say—Послушайте


� Here—зд. Сейчас


� he was flying head over heels through the air—он летел вверх тормашками по воздуху


� as for the rest-—что касается остального


� why on earth—почему только


� remained on all fours holding on — остался на четвереньках, стараясь удержаться на земле  


� Неге! - зд. Эй!


� for Goodness's sake-ради Бога


� Lord! I wish Maydig was about.-Господи! Хоть бы здесь был Мейдиг.


� it's a big job, but it's the last. - Это большое желание, но оно последнее.





