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Tocnecnosue k /[saoyamomy Canxm-Ilemepoypeckomy KOHKYpCY MOAOObIX NepesoOUUKO8
Sensum de Sensu
(Mamepuan noocomosnen wienom konkypchou komuccuu Onveoti Biaoumupoenoti Bonvghyyn)

Korma nBammare sier Hasaj opraHuzatopsl Sensum de Sensu BmepBble MPUITIACHIIH
HAYMHAIOIIMX [IEPEBOAYMKOB IMPUHATH y4acTUE B KOHKYPCE, HUKTO HE MOT M IIPEIIIOI0KHTh, YTO
B 2020 ronxy KOHKYPCHOM KOMHCCHUM IPHUJIETCS COBELIATHCS B «ZOOM», a MOXHUMaTh PyKU U
BpYYaTh IUIUIOMBI MOOEAUTENsIM OyleT HEBO3MOXKHO H3-32 BHPYCHONW HMH(MEKUINH, KOTOpas
pazzaenuia Hac (U3NYECKH, HO JIMIIb CIUIOTHIIA BOKPYT Jieia, KOTOPOMY MBI clly>kuM. Hukrto He
MOT W TOJAyMaTh, 4YTO BbIOOp (parmenTta mucbma dnopenc Haiitunreiin, oOpamieHHOTO K
MEIUIUHCKUM cecTpaM nodtu 150 et Ha3zaj, BAPYTr CTaHET TaKUM 3J10001HEBHBIM. JIBeCcTH JieT
IPOILIO C JHSA POXKICHHUS 3HAMEHHUTOH «IeOW CO CBETMJIBHUKOMY», Ojarojaps KOTOpOM Obuin
criaceHbl MHOTHE >KU3HU. 1 ceroHs, korja oT ycwini Bpayeil U MezicecTep 3aBUCUT TaK MHOTO,
royioc @yopenc HauTuHres 1oyKeH 3By4arh.

Ums ®dnopenc Haiituarein  (12.05.1820 — 13.08.1910), 3HaMeHHUTOH CECTpBI
MUJIOCEpIUs, PePOPMHUPOBABIICH MOIXOA K CECTPUHCKOMY JENIy, OJHOM W3 OCHOBATCIIHHUIL
MEJIUIIMHCKON CTaTUCTHKHA, M3BECTHO HE TOJBKO CHEUUAIACTAM. YK€ JaBHO OHO CILYXKHUT
CHUMBOJIOM CaMOOTBEPKEHHOI'O CIIY>)KEHUs oOuiecTBy. BbiOpaB cBOI IyTh IOHOM JI€BYIIKOW, OHA
cleoBaJIa €My, HECMOTpPSI Ha TPEMSATCTBUSA: OOMIECTBEHHOE ITOJIOKCHHUE, COTPOTHBIICHUE
MaTepH, MePBOHAYATHHOE OTCYTCTBHE TPAKTHUYSCKUX HABBIKOB yXOJa 32 OOJbHBIMH, HETIPUSTUE
e€ uaeil BOGHHBIM MHHHCTEPCTBOM, OOJIC3HB, M3-3a KOTOPOW OHA OKa3ajiach NPUKOBAaHA K
noctenu B 37 net. SICHBINA yM, XBaTKa, YMEHHE UCIIOJIb30BATh JIMYHBIC CBS3HM Ha 0JIaro Tex, KoMy
HEOTKyJa KJIaTh IIOMOIIY, YMEHHUE YYHUTHCS, OE3)KAIOCTHOCTh K cebe W J0O0poTa K CBOUM
nandeHTaMm — Takoi Obuta dnopenc Haittunreitn. MoxHO HE mepedyucisTh €€ 3aciyrd, He
MUCaTh O €€ TOCTIKEHUSAX — CBEACHUS JIETKO HAWTH B 000 SHIMKIIONEINH, OJJHAKO J1aJIeKO He
BE3/IC€ MOKHO IIO3HAKOMUTHCS C €€ JINTepaTypHbIM HacieaueM. Tekcrsl dnopenc Haltunreinn
OTJIMYAIOT SICHOCTh M IIPOCTOTA, OHM HE JIMILIEHBl HEKOTOPOM JUIAKTUYHOCTH, OIHAKO
BBITIOJHSIOT YETKYIO MParMaTuyecKyro 3a/ady: HACTaBNATb, OOBSICHSATH, OTCTAaWBaTh MPABOTY
HEMOMYJISAPHBIX U TSOKEIBIX PENIeHUH, yTelarh U Moa0aJpuBaTh, KOTJa MOKUIAIOT CHIBI U
HAAEKIbl Oonbie HeT. YacTo mpeaMeToM e€ pa3MBIIUICHUN CTaHOBSTCS BOMPOCH MOPAIBHO-
ATHYECKOTO CBOMCTBa, BeAb pabOTa METUIIMHCKON CecTphl CBsi3aHA C JKU3HBIO M CMEPTHIO,
BBIOOpPOM cBoero uiu uyxkoro o6mara. Koneuno, co Bpemen ®nopenc HaiiTuureiin menuuuHa
[IarHyia Aajlieko BIepel, U3MEHWIIUCh U YCIOBHS PadOThl MEAMIIMHCKOW CECTpPBI, XOTS JalleKo
HE Be3JIe U He TaK CHJIbHO, Kak HaM Obl XoTenock. OHAKO MPUHIIUIBI OCTAIOTCS HEU3MEHHBIMU:
TepIeHrne, BHUMaHKUEe, pa3yMHOE TOCIyIIanue, 3a00Ta o Ojare marueHTa.

WNuTepecna cynpba tpynoB dnopenc Haittunreiin B Poccun: nepBblii U3BECTHBIM HaM
nepeBo] Obl1 npennpuHiaT B 1896 rony Bmamgumupom JImutpuenuem Boabdconom. IlepeBon
OBLI BBIMOJIHEH ¢ 28-r0 aHMIMICKOTO W3JaHWs TIaBHOTO Tpyda Haittmarein «3ammcku 00
yxoze» (1860). B nepeBoae kuura Oblia o3arnaBieHa «Kak Hy)KHO yXaXUBaTh 3a O0JIbHBIMIY. B
JabHEHIIEM 3TOT HEepeBOJl HEOAHOKPATHO IEpen3JaBalicsi, B YaCTHOCTH, ObUT MeperneyaTaH
yepe3 CTO ¢ HEOOJNBIIUM JIeT MOJl OPUIHMHAJIBHBIM Ha3BaHUEM. M3BieueHus W3 3TOro Tpyaa B
nepesojie I1. Peitnuke Beinun otnensHoM Opoumnopoii B 1915 roay (Haittunrens @. Jlomamauii
U TOCIUTANbHBIA yxon 3a OonbHbIMH: Habmionenus u 3ameu. dnopancel Haiftunrens o0
0COOEHHOCTSX MHOTHX OOJBHBIX M 00 OTHOILIEHUHU K 3ToMy cectep muiocepaus / [Ilep.: I1. P-e
[I1. Petinexke]. - [letporpan : tum. "bp. Pesunst", [1915]).



Bnepsrie mepeBogHasi Opomrtopa, mocsmieHHas dDmoperc Halituureitn, mosBwiach B
Poccun B 1871. DTO wu3maHume MOKHO HaWTH B KaTajgore POCCHMCKOW HaIMOHAILHOU
oubmuorekn (Dnopenca Haiitunarens, 1820-1910, momeuuTenbHUIla O OOJMBHBIX HA IOJIC
cpaxenus / Ilep. ¢ mvem. C. B...i1. - Cankr-IletepOypr : Tun. Broporo ota-aust CoOCTB. €. . B.
Kauuenspun, 1871. - 31 ¢.)

O6mmpuoe Hacnenue Onopenc HalTuHreln, BKIOYAlONIee MIECTHAIIATH TOMOB
COYMHCHMH, JEJNOBBIX IIHCEM, aJpPECcOB, pPa3MBIIUICHUH, IEPEBOJAOB C JIPEBHUX SI3BIKOB
MPaKTUYECKH HE M3BECTHO PYCCKOMY uMTarento. Her y Hac W Tpaguiuu AapuTh MOJIOJBIM
MeJCecCTpaM Jake Ty €€ KHHUTY, KOTOPYIO YHTAIM MOJIOJACHBKHE BBITYCKHHUIIBI KYpPCOB U
MEyUUIIUI ele CTO JeT Hazaa. Jla, BpemMeHa MEHSIOTCS, HO JKM3Hb OCTaeTcs mpekHen. M eé
nojJiepKaHue TpeOyeT He TOJBKO HOBBIX 3HAHWUW, HO U MPEKHUX IMPUHIIUIIOB, KOTOPHIC TaK
npekpacHo copmynupoBansl Onopenc Hailtunrein.

B nexabpe 2019 roma Opun1 o0wsiBaen JBamuarteiii Caskrt-IleTepOyprekuii KOHKype
MOJIOZIBIX TepeBoqunKoB Sensum de Sensu. B cBsizu ¢ Tem, uto B 2020 roay ucnonusiercs: 200
et co aHsA poxaeHus dmopeHc HalTuHreis, B KadyecTBE OJHOIO U3 3aJaHUN aHTJIMICKOTO
pasziena KOHKypca mpejarajioch mnepeBectd ¢parmMeHT «OOpalieHus K JCHCTBUTEIBHBIM M
Oynymmm cectpam muiiocepaus» @Onopenc Haitunreitn. Konkype cocrosuics. OmpHako
OpraHU3aTOpPbl KOHKYpCa CYMTAIOT Ba)KHBIM MMEHHO B 3TH JHU JOHECTH MBICIM BCEMHPHO
U3BECTHOM MEIUIIMHCKOW CecTppl M OOIIECTBEHHOTO JeATedsl 1O IIUPOKOro Kpyra
0OIIECTBEHHOCTH, METUIITHCKOMN U HE TOJIBKO.

KonkypcHOMY 3a/1aHuUIO ITpeIecTBOBAIa AHHOTALIHS.

Umsa ®aopeHc HatlimuHeelin, 3HameHumol cecmpsl musocepous, pegopmuposasuieli nooxood K
cecmpuHcKomy 0esny, 00HoU u3 ocHosamesibHUY, MeGUUUHCKOU cmamucmuKu, U38eCmHO He MOsfbKO
crneyuanucmam. Yxuce O0aBHO OHO CAYHUM CUMBOAOM CAMOOMBEPIEHHO20 CAYMHEHUA obujecmsy.
OO0HaKo eé naumepamypHoe Hacnedue u3secmHo Kyda meHsuwe. Tekcmbl ®aopeHc HalimuHeelin
omau4arom ACHOCMb U NpPocmomad, OHU He AuWeHbl HeKomopoli OUOAKMUYHOCMU, OOHAKO 8bIMOAHAIOM
YemKyto npazmamudeckyto 3a0a4y. lpedaazaemolli 8 KOHKYPCHOM 300aHUU OMPbIBOK, paHee HUKo20a
He nepegoouswUlics, MOCBAUIEH B8AXHbIM B0MPOCAM MOPAAbHO-3MUYECcKo20 ceolicmea, Komopsie
sce20a ocmaromca akmyasnbHsiMu. [lepesodyeckue 3a0a4u, NOCMABAEHHbIE 8 MEKCME, e20 W usasA
UHMOHAUUA, Cama ApKaa ¢guaypa aemopa mo2ym 6bimb UHMEPECHbl mem Mos00bIM nepesodyuKam,

Komopeble xomesu 6bl nonpobosames cebs 8 rnonysaapHOM 8 HaWu OHU HAHPE HOH-(UKWIH.

Florence Nightingale to her nurses

July 23rd, 1874

Another year has passed over us, my dear friends. There have been many changes among us. We
have each of us tasted somewhat more of the discipline of life. To some of us it may have been
very bitter; to others, let us hope, not so. By all, let us trust, it has been put to heroic uses.

“Heroic?” I think I hear you say; “can there be much of ‘heroic’ in washing porringers and
making beds?”



I once heard a man (he is dead now) giving a lesson to some poor orphan girls in an Orphan
Asylum. Few things, I think, ever struck me so much, or them. It was on the “heroic virtues.” It
went into the smallest particulars of thrift, of duty, of love and kindness; and he ended by asking
them how they thought such small people as themselves could manage to practise those great
virtues. A child of seven put up its little nib and chirped out: “Please, my lord, we might pick up
pins when we don’t like to.” That showed she understood his lesson.

His lesson was not exactly fitted to us, but we may all fit it to ourselves.

This night, if we are inclined to make a noise on the stairs, or to linger in each other’s rooms,
shall we go quietly to bed, alone with God? Some of you yourselves have told me that you could
get better day sleep in the Night Nurses’ Dormitory than in your own “Home.” Is there such loud
laughing and boisterous talking in the daytime, going upstairs to your rooms, that it disturbs any
one who is ill, or prevents those who have been on night duty from getting any sleep?

Is that doing what you would be done by—Iloving your neighbour as yourselves, as our Master
told us?

Do you think it is we who invent the duty “Quiet and orderly,” or is it He?

If our uniform dress is not what we like, shall we think of our Lord, whose very garments were
divided by the soldiers? (But I always think how much more becoming is our uniform than any
other dress I see.)

If there is anything at table that we don’t like, shall we take it thankfully, remembering Who had
to ask a poor woman for a drink of water?

Shall we take the utmost pains to be perfectly regular and punctual to all our hours—going into
the wards, coming out of the wards, at meals, etc.? And if we are unavoidably prevented, making
an apology to the Home Sister, remembering what has been written about those who are in
authority over us? Or do we think a few minutes of no consequence in coming from or going to
the wards?

Do we carefully observe our Rules?

If we are what is printed at the top of our Duties, viz.:

Trustworthy,

Punctual,

Quiet and orderly,

Cleanly and neat,

Patient, cheerful, and kindly, we scarcely need any other lesson but what explains these to us.
Trustworthy: that is, faithful.

Trustworthy when we have no one by to urge or to order us. “Her lips were never opened but to
speak the truth.” Can that be said of us?

Trustworthy, in keeping our soul in our hands, never excited, but always ready to lift it up to
God; unstained by the smallest flirtation, innocent of the smallest offence, even in thought.

Trustworthy, in doing our work as faithfully as if our superiors were always near us.



Trustworthy, in never prying into one another’s concerns, but ever acting behind another’s back
as one would to her face.

Trustworthy, in avoiding every word that could injure, in the smallest degree, our patients, or our
companions, who are our neighbours, remembering how St. Peter says that God made us all
“stewards of grace one to another.”

How can we be “stewards of grace” to one another? By giving the “grace” of our good example
to all around us. And how can we become “untrustworthy stewards” to one another? By showing
ourselves lax in our habits, irregular in our ways, not doing as we should do if our superiors were
by. “Cripple leads the way.” Shall the better follow the worse?

It has happened to me to hear some of you say—perhaps it has happened to us all—“Indeed, I
only did what I saw done.”

How glorious it would be if “only doing what we saw done” always led us right!

A master of a great public school once said that he could trust his whole school, because he
could trust every single boy in it. Oh, could God but say that He can trust this Home and
Hospital because He can trust every woman in it! Let us try this—every woman to work as
though success depended on herself. Do you know that, in this great Indian Famine, every
Englishman has worked as if success depended on himself? And in saving a population as large
as that of England from death by starvation, do you not think that we have achieved the greatest
victory we ever won in India? Suppose we work thus for this Home and Hospital.

Oh, my dear friends, how terrible it will be to any one of us, some day, to hear another say, that
she only did what she saw us do, if that was on the “road that leadeth to destruction™!

Or taking it another way, how delightful—how delightful to have set another on her journey to
heaven by our good example; how terrible to have delayed another on her journey to heaven by
our bad example!

There is an old story—nearly six hundred years old—when a ploughboy said to a truly great
man, whose name is known in history, that he “advised” him “always to live in such a way that
those who had a good opinion of him might never be disappointed.”

The great man thanked him for his advice, and—Kkept it.

If our School has a good name, do we live so that people “may never be disappointed” in its
Nurses?

Obedient: not wilful: not having such a sturdy will of our own. Common sense tells us that no
training can do us any good, if we are always seeking our own way. | know that some have really
sought in dedication to God to give up their own wills to His. For if you enter this Training
School, is that not in effect a promise to Him to give up your own way for that way which you
are taught?

Let us not question so much. You must know that things have been thought over and arranged
for your benefit. You are not bound to think us always right: perhaps you can’t. But are you
more likely to be right? And, at all events, you know you are right, if you choose to enter our
ways, to submit yours to them.

In a foreign Training School, I once heard a most excellent pastor, who was visiting there, say to
a nurse: “Are you discouraged?—say rather, you are disobedient: they always mean the same
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thing.” And I thought how right he was. And, what is more, the Nurse thought so too; and she
was not “discouraged” ever after, because she gave up being “disobedient.”

“Every one for herself” ought to have no footing here: and these strong wills of ours God will
teach. If we do not let Him teach us here, He will teach us by some sterner discipline hereafter—
teach our wills to bend first to the will of God, and then to the reasonable and lawful wills of
those among whom our lot is cast.

| often say for myself, and | have no doubt you do, that line of the hymn:
Tell me, Thou yet wilt chide, Thou canst not spare,
O Lord, Thy chastening rod.

Let Him reduce us to His discipline before it is too late. If we “kick against the pricks,” we can
only pray that He will give us more “pricks,” till we cease to “kick.” And it is a proof of His
fatherly love, and that He has not given us up, if He does.

For myself, I can say that | have never known what it was, since | can remember anything, not to
have “prickly” discipline, more than any one knew of; and I hope I have not “kicked.”

To return to Trustworthiness.

Most of you, on leaving the Home, go first on night duty. Now there is nothing like night duty
for trying our trustworthiness. A year hence you will tell me whether you have felt any
temptation not to be quite honest in reporting cases the next morning to your Sister or Nurse: that
is, to say you have observed when you have not observed; to slur over things in your report,
which, for aught you know, may be of consequence to the patient: to slur over things in your
work because there is no one watching you: no one but God.

It has indeed been known that the Night Nurse had stayed in the kitchen to talk; but we may trust
such things will not happen again.

And, for all, let us all say this word for ourselves: everything gets toppled over if we don’t make
it a matter of conscience, a matter of reckoning between ourselves and our God. That is the only
safeguard of real trustworthiness. If we treat it as a mere matter of business, of success in our
career in life, never shall we give anything but eye-service, never shall we be really trustworthy.

Orderly: Let us never waste anything, even pins or paper, as some do, by beginning letters or
resolutions, or “cases,” which they never take the trouble to finish.

Cheerful and Patient: Let us never wish for more than is necessary, and be cheerful when what
we should like is sometimes denied us, as it may be some day; or when people are unkind, or we
are disregarded by those we love: remembering Him whose attendants at His death were
mocking soldiers.

I assure you, my friends, that if we can practise those “duties” faithfully, we are practising the
“heroic virtues.”

Patient, cheerful, and kindly: Now, is it being patient, cheerful, and kindly to be so only with
those who are so to us? For, as St. Peter tells us, even ungodly people do that. But if we can do
good to some one who has done us ill, oh, what a privilege that is! And even God will thank us
for it, the Apostle says. Let us be kindest to the impatient and unkindly.

Now let me tell you of two Nurses whom we knew.



One was a lady, with just enough to live upon, who took an old widow to nurse into her house:
recommended to her by her minister. One day she met him and reproached him. Why? Because
the old widow was “too good”; “anybody could nurse her.” Presently a grumbling old woman,
never contented with anything anybody did, who thought she was never treated well enough, and
that she never had “her due,” was found. And this old woman the lady took into her house and
nursed till she died; because, she said, nobody else liked to do anything for her, and she did. That
was something like kindness, for there is no great kindness in doing good to any one who is
grateful and thanks us for it.

But my other story is something much better still.

A poor Nurse, who had been left a widow, with nothing to live upon but her own earnings,
inquired for some tedious children to take care of. As you may suppose, there was no difficulty
in finding this article. And from that day, for twenty years, she never had less than two, three, or
four orphans with her, and sometimes five, whom she brought up as her own, training them for
service. She taught them domestic work, for she herself went out to service at nine years old. She
never had any difficulty in finding places for them, and for twenty years she had thus a
succession of children. But she taught them something better.

She taught them that they had “nothing but their character to depend upon.” “I tell them,” she
said, “it was all I had myself; God helps girls that watch over themselves. If a girl isn’t made to
feel this early, it’s hard afterwards to make her feel it.”

These girls, so brought up, turned out much better than those brought up in most large Union
schools, for asylums are not like homes. Of the children whom Nurse took in, one was a girl of
such bad habits and such a mischief-maker that no one else could manage her. But Nurse did.
She soon found she could not refuse boys. One was a boy of fourteen, just out of prison for bad
ways, whom she took and reclaimed, and who became as good a boy as can be. These are only
two specimens.

They called her “Mother.” And God, she used to say, gave them to her as her own. You will ask
how she supported them. The larger number of them she supported by taking in washing, by
charing one day a week, and bye and bye, by taking in journeymen as lodgers. Now and then a
lady would pay for an orphan. Once she took in a sailor’s five motherless children for 5s. a week
from the father: but she has taken in apprentices as lodgers, whose own fathers could not afford
to keep them for their wages.

All this time she washed for a poor sick Irishwoman, who never gave her any thanks but that
“the clothes were not well washed, nor was anything done as it ought to be done.” Yet she took
in this woman’s child of two years old as her own, till the father came back, when he gave up
drink and claimed it.

Every Friday she gave her earnings to some poor women, who bought goods with the money,
which they sold again in the market on Saturday, and returned her money to her on Saturday
night. She said she never lost a penny by this: and it kept several old women going.

She must have been a capital manager, you will say. Well, till she took in lodgers, she lived in a
cellar which she painted with her own hands, and kept as clean as a new pin. Afterwards she let
her cellar for 2s. a week, though she might have got 2s. 6d. or 3s. a week for it, because, she said,
“the poor should not be hard on one another.” Milk she never tasted; meat seldom, and then she
always stewed, never roasted it. She lived on potatoes, and potato pie was the luxury of herself
and children.



On Sundays she filled her pot of four gallons and made broth: sometimes for six or eight poor
old women besides her own family, as she called her orphans. These must be satisfied with what
she provided, little or much. She never let them touch what was sent her for her patients.
Sometimes good things were sent her, which she always gave to sick neighbours; yet she has
been accused of keeping for herself nice things sent to her care for others. She never owed a
penny, for all her charity.

If this Nurse has not practised the “heroic virtues,” who has?

I mentioned this Nurse merely as an instance of one who literally fulfilled the precept to “do
good” to them that “despitefully use you™: to be “patient, cheerful, and kindly.” There is no time
to tell you how she was left a widow with two infants and a blind and insane mother, whom she
kept till doctors compelled her to put her mother into a lunatic asylum: how one of her sons was
a sickly cripple, whom she nursed till he died, working by day and sitting up with him at night
for years: how the other boy was insane, and ran away: how, to ease her broken mother’s heart,
she returned to sick-nursing, chiefly among the poor, nursed through two choleras, till her health
broke down, and, by way of taking care of herself, then took up the “tedious” orphan system,
which she never ceased. She felt, she said, as if she were doing something then for her “own dear
boy.” As soon as she lived in a poor house of four rooms and an attic, she has had as many as ten
carpenters’ men of a night, who had nowhere but the public-house to go to. She gave them a
good fire, borrowed a newspaper for them, and made one read aloud. They brought her sixpence
a week, and she laid it all out in supper for them, and cooked it. She gave the only good pair of
shoes she had to one of these, because “he must go to work decent!”

She was a famous sick cook, often carrying home fish-bones to stew them for the sick, who
seldom thanked her; and the remains of damsons and currants, to boil over again as a drink for
fever patients: who sometimes accused her of keeping back things sent for them.

“How much more the Lord has borne from me,” she used to say.

And of children she used to say: “We never can train up a child in the way it should go till we
take it in our arms, as Jesus did, and feel: ‘Of such is the kingdom of heaven’; and that there is a
‘heavenly principle’ (a ‘little angel,” I think she said) in each child to be trained up in it.”

She said she had learnt this from the master in a factory where she had once nursed.

(How little he knew that he had been one means of forming this heroic Nurse.)



