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O cocraBurTe.ie

Xynpaesa EnnzaBera OunpoBHa, TOKTOp (pHIIONOrMYecKUX HayK. O0nacTh HayYHbIX MHTEpe-
COB — JIMHTBUCTHKA, (POJIBKIOPUCTUKA, TIEPEBO]] U NIEPEBOJOBE/ICHUE, ITPENoJaBaHie aHITIMHACKOIO
A3bIKA, MEKKYJIbTypHAsl KOMMYHUKALIUS.

VYyeOHoe nocobue cofepkuT (PparMeHT (CeMb I71aB) U3 TEKCTA KJIACCUYECKOro poMaHa aMepu-
kaHckoro nucaresns xeka JlJongona «Maprun MaeH» Ha aHIIMIACKOM SI3bIKE, KOTOPBIA BIIEPBbIE ObLT
HarevaraH B xypHaiie «[Tacupuk Mancim» B 1908—1909 rogax u yxe B 1909 romy BbILLIEN OTAEIB-
HOU KHUTOM B uzgarenbcTBe «Makvuiuian Komnann» (Macmillan Company). [lelictBue pomaHa
nporcxogut B Hayasle XX Beka B Oxsennie (Kamadopnus, CIIIA).

ITpuBeneHsl nepeBObl HEKOTOPHIX CJIOB M BBIPAKEHUI Ha PyccKOM s3bike. IIpenHa3HaueHo
IIKOJIBHUKAM, CTy/eHTaM, aclMpaHTaM M JIMLaM, WHTEPECYIOIIMMCS KJIACCUUECKOH JIMTeparypoil
Y U3YYAIOIMM AHIIMACKUY SA3BIK.
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Chapter 1

The one opened the door with a latch-key (k104 OT BXOAHOU JBEpH; KJIIOY OT aMEPUKAHCKOTO
3aMkKa; otMbluka) and went in, followed (cnemoBath, uatu 3a) by a young fellow who awkwardly
(HeyKJIOKe, HEJIOBKO; HeckJiaaHo) removed (cHumartb) his cap. He wore (HocuTb) rough (rpyOsiit)
clothes that smacked of (maxuyTte, ornaBare) the sea, and he was manifestly (siBHO) out of place
(ue B cBoen Tapeske) in the spacious (rmpoctopssiin) hall in which he found himself. He did not know
what to do with his cap, and was stuffing (3aTayikuBars) it into his coat pocket when the other (npyron,
BTOpO#) took it from him. The act was done quietly (criokoiiHo) and naturally (ectecTBeHHO), and the
awkward (HenoBkmit) young fellow appreciated (onenuBars) it. «He understands,» was his thought.
«He’ll see me through (nopnepxwusars) all right.»

He walked at the other’s heels (ro nsitam apyroro) with a swing (kauanue; konedanue) to his
shoulders, and his legs spread (pacxogutbcst) unwittingly (HEBOJIBHO, HETIpeTHAMEPEHHO; HEYasIHHO ),
as if the level floors were tilting up (HaKJIOHATHCS; ONpoKKUIbIBaThCs) and sinking down (omyckarbces,
CHMIKaTbCs, anaTh) to the heave (mogbém, nonuaTue) and lunge (HbipssHUE, norpyxenue) of the sea.
The wide rooms seemed too narrow for his rolling (nokavatommiics) gait (moxoxka), and to himself
he was in terror (yxac) lest (uro6sI He) his broad shoulders should collide (crankuBarbcst) with the
doorways or sweep (cMeTaTh, cMaxuBarth) the bric-a-brac (6e3nenyniku; crapuHHbie Benu) from the
low mantel (kamunHas nosnka). He recoiled (oTckounTs, OTIIPsAAHYTH, OTIIATHYThCA) from side to side
between the various objects and multiplied (yBenumuuBare) the hazards (omacHocts) that in reality
lodged (3acecTp, 3acTpsiThb) only in his mind (ym, rosoa). Between a grand (60mb1110¥, BeTUYeCTBEH-
HbIM) piano and a centre-table piled (3actaBnsate) high with books was space (MecTo, mpocTpaHCTBO)
for a half a dozen (mioxuHa, necsatok) to walk abreast (Bnepenu), yet he essayed (mbItarbesi, mpo0o-
Bathb) it with trepidation (Tpener, apoxs). His heavy arms hung (Bucerts) loosely (1mmpoko; HeTo4Ho,
HeonpeeneénHo) at his sides. He did not know what to do with those arms and hands, and when,
to his excited (B3BOJIHOBaHHBIN) Vision (BuIeHWe, oOpa3, mpeacrapieHue), one arm seemed liable
(ckyioHHBIN) to brush against (cierka kKocHyTbcs, 3a1eTh) the books on the table, he lurched (kpe-
HUTh (cs) away like a frightened (ucnyranneiid) horse, barely (enBa) missing (mpomMaxHyThcs) the
piano stool. He watched the easy walk (n€rkas noxonka) of the other in front of him, and for the
first time realized (oco3HaBath) that his walk was different from that of other men. He experienced
(vcnpITHIBATh) @ momentary (KpaTKOBPEMEHHBIH, NpexofsAmmi) pang (npucryn) of shame (cTbim)
that he should walk so uncouthly (Heykmoxui, HesloBKMM, HeoTecaHHbll). The sweat (mor) burst
(BeicTyruTh) through the skin of his forehead (J100) in tiny (kporeunsiii) beads (Oycunka), and he
paused (ocraHoBUThCSA, noMeaauTh) and mopped (BeiTupath) his bronzed face with his handkerchief
(HOCOBOM TIATOK ).

«Hold on (Ilomoxman munyTKy), Arthur, my boy,» he said, attempting (mbiTaTbcs) to mask
his anxiety (ckpbITh BosIHEHHE) With facetious (I1yTJIMBBINA; KOMUUYECKHI) utterance (BbICKa3bIBAHUE).
«This 1s too much all at once for yours (a1 Bamero nokopaoro ciyrn) truly. Give me a chance to get
my nerve. You know I didn’t want to come, an’ I guess your fam’ly ain’t hankerin’ (cTpacTHO *enarts,
OYeHb XOTETh, KaKIaTh) to see me neither.»

«That’s all right,» was the reassuring (oboapsironmii) answer. «You mustn’t be frightened
(myratbes) at us. We're just homely (mpocroit) people — Hello, there’s a letter for me.»

He stepped (marnyTh) back to the table, tore open (otkpbiTh) the envelope, and began to read,
giving the stranger (He3HakoMell) an opportunity to recover himself (mpuaru B ce6s1). And the stranger
understood and appreciated (onenuBare). His was the gift (nap, momapok) of sympathy (couys-
crue), understanding; and beneath (nox) his alarmed (BcTpeBOkeHHBII) exterior (BHEIIHEE MPOsIB-
nenue) that sympathetic (couyBcTBylomuii) process went on. He mopped (Bbitupars) his forehead dry
and glanced (Opocuts B3m1s11) about him with a controlled (koHTponupyemblii, yripaBisembiil) face,
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though in the eyes there was an expression such as wild (qukuii) animals betray (nmpenaBats) when
they fear (6osiTbes1) the trap (kankan). He was surrounded (okpysxeHHbIl) by the unknown (Hen3BecT-
HBIIT), apprehensive (BCTpeBOXEHHBIN; peIdyBCcTBYIOIMI HenoOpoe) of what might happen (rpo-
W30MTH, CIyuuThCs), ignorant of (He 3HaTh, He BenaTh) what he should do, aware (ocozHarormin)
that he walked and bore himself (Bectu ce6s1) awkwardly (HenoBHO), fearful (momHeIl cTpaxa) that
every attribute (mpusHak) and power (cmia) of him was similarly (momo6ubsIM 0Opa3zom) afflicted
(mopaxartb; OecriokouTsb). He was keenly sensitive (ayBcTBUTENBHBIN), hopelessly (6e3HanexHo) self-
conscious (CTeCHUTENbHBIMN, JIETKO cMylaomuiics), and the amused glance (B3msin) that the other
stole (OpocuTh ykpaakon) privily (HezameTHo, TaitHO) at him over the top of the letter burned into
him (Bpe3atbcst B mamsTh) like a dagger-thrust (yaap Hoxa). He saw the glance, but he gave no sign
(He mokazatb BUAy), for (Tak kak) among the things he had learned (cpeau Toro, uemy oH Hay4HJICSI)
was discipline. Also, that dagger-thrust went to his pride. He cursed (pyrars, npokjimHats) himself
for having come, and at the same time resolved (pemmTts) that, happen what would (uto Obl HU CTy-
4YmJI0Ch), having come (mockosbKy oH npwuinen), he would carry it through (oH gomkeH npoitu yepes
310). The lines of his face hardened (crath TBepike), and into his eyes came a fighting light (B ero
B3MIsAe NosiBUyIcst cBeT 6opbObl). He looked about more unconcernedly (¢ MeHbIIUM BOJHEHHEM),
sharply observant (HaOmoaTebHBIN), every detail of the pretty interior registering itself on his brain
(pu 3TOM Kak/1ast IeTajib KPaCMBOIro yOpaHCTBa OTIEYaThIBANIACh Y Hero B Mo3ry). His eyes were
wide apart (mmmpoko packpsiThiii); nothing in their field of vision (none 3penus) escaped (yCKoJb-
3atb); and as they drank in (BruThIBath B ce0s1) the beauty before them the fighting light (cBeT 60pbOBI)
died out (yracarb, ymupats) and a warm glow (6sieck, cBeT) took its place (3aHATh MeCTO).

He was responsive (BocmpuMMuuBbIiA, YyBCTBUTENBHBIN) to beauty, and here was cause (mpu-
yyHa) to respond.

An oil painting (kaptuHa) caught (3axBaTbiBaTh; 3auemiATh) and held (nepxartb, ynep:xuBaTb)
him. A heavy surf (mpu6oii) thundered (rpemets) and burst over an outjutting (BBIITUPAIOIIUICS)
rock (ckana); lowering storm-clouds (rpo3oBoe o6mnako) covered the sky; and, outside the line of surf
(mpuboii), a pilot-schooner (mxyHa, cyaHo), close-hauled (voymmii B kpyToil OeiineBunn), heeled
(xpenutbest) over till every detail of her deck (mamy6a) was visible (BuauMsbIii), was surging (BuO-
pupoBath, B3JbIMaThes) along against (Ha ¢one) a stormy (OypHBIH, IITOPMOBBIN) sunset (3akaT
conHiia) sky. There was beauty, and it drew (nmputsirusars) him irresistibly (Henepxumo). He forgot
his awkward (aeyksmoxwuii) walk (moxonka) and came closer to the painting (kaptuHa), very close.
The beauty faded out (rmocrenenno ucyesats) of the canvas (monotHo). His face expressed his
bepuzzlement (3ameniarenbctBo; cMmyieHue). He stared at (ycraBUTBCS; MBITJIMBO BCMAaTPUBATHCS)
what seemed a careless (HeOpe:kHbIH, Oecrieunbiii) daub (Ma3ok) of paint (kpacka), then stepped away
(oTcTynuth, caenarhb mar Ha3an). Immediately (Hemennenno, BHe3anHo) all the beauty flashed back
(BepHYTBCsI) into the canvas (TonoTHO). «A trick (TpIoK, Tponenka) picture,» was his thought, as
he dismissed (BrIOpackIBaTh M3 TOJIOBBI, MPOTOHATH OT cebs) it, though in the midst (cpenu) of the
multitudinous (MHOrourcieHHbIi) impressions he was receiving he found time to feel a prod [ThI4OK;
tomuok] of indignation [Bo3myienue] that so much beauty should be sacrificed (nmoxeprBoBaTh)
to make a trick (tpiok). He did not know painting (;kuBoruce). He had been brought up (6b1Ts BoC-
MUTaHHBIM Ha) on chromos (xpomonutorpacdusi) and lithographs that were always definite (onpene-
nenHblid) and sharp (onpenenéHHblit, oTYETMBLIN), near or far. He had seen oil paintings, it was true,
in the show windows (Butpuna) of shops, but the glass of the windows had prevented (merats, ripe-
nATcTBOBaTh) his eager (kaxaymmuii) eyes from approaching (mpubmmxaTbes) too near.

He glanced (6pocuth B3I, B3MIAHYTH MesibkoM) around at his friend reading the letter and
saw the books on the table. Into his eyes leaped (npsirath) a wistfulness (Tocka) and a yearning (cusib-
HOE JKeJIaHhe; OcTpast TocKa) as promptly (ObicTpo) as the yearning (cusbHOe xenanue) leaps into the
eyes of a starving (rosoanslii) man at sight (nmpu Buze) of food (rurmia). An impulsive (umITyIbCUB-
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HBIH, BCITBUTBYMBHIN, JIETKO BO30ymumbIi) stride (mmar), with one lurch (kpen) to right and left of the
shoulders, brought him to the table, where he began affectionately (nexHo, ¢ mo6oBbi0) handling
(mepebupats) the books. He glanced at the titles and the authors’ names, read fragments (OTpBIBOK)
of text, caressing (m1aauth) the volumes with his eyes and hands, and, once (onHaxsl), recognized
(y3Hatb) a book he had read. For the rest (uto kacaercs ocrayibHbIX), they were strange books and
strange authors. He chanced (citydaiiHo HaTKHYThCs1) upon a volume (tom) of Swinburne and began
reading steadily, forgetful of (3a0biB 0) where he was, his face glowing (pu 3TOM JIMIIO €ro cBeTH-
JI0Ch, OBLIO 03apeHo HekuM cBeToM). Twice (aBaxbl) he closed the book on his forefinger (ykaza-
TeJIbHBIN masenn) to look at the name of the author. Swinburne (Cyun6epn)! he would (HenpemeHHO)
remember that name. That fellow (mapens) had eyes, and he had certainly seen color and flashing
(BcmibixmBarolui, ceersmiics) light. But who was Swinburne? Was he dead (ymepiuii) a hundred
years or so (mpumepHo), like (kak) most (6onbmHCTBO) Of the poets? Or was he alive (xuBo¥) still
(em€), and writing? He turned to the title-page (3ariaBHbIi JIUCT) ... yes, he had written other books;
well, he would go to the free library the first thing in the morning (nepseiM aesom yrpom) and try
to get hold of (naiitu) some of Swinburne’s stuff. He went back to the text and lost himself. He did
not notice that a young woman had entered the room. The first he knew was when he heard Arthur’s
voice saying: — «Ruth, this is Mr. Eden.»

The book was closed on his forefinger (ykazarenbhsiii nasieir), and before he turned he was
thrilling (ucnbITBIBaTH TpeneT; CUJIBHO BOJMHOBaThcsA) to the first new impression (BrevatieHue),
which was not of the girl, but of her brother’s words. Under that muscled (myckynuctsiit) body of his
he was a mass of quivering (npoxaruii, Tpenemtyiui) sensibilities (4yTKOCTb, AyllIeBHAsI YyBCTBU-
TeJILHOCTD). At the slightest (Manermii) impact (BiusiHue) of the outside world (BHemHui Mup) upon
his consciousness (co3Hanue), his thoughts, sympathies, and emotions leapt and played like lambent
(cBepkatomuii) flame (rams). He was extraordinarily (upe3BbuaiiHo) receptive (BOCIPUMMYKBBIN)
and responsive (0T3bIBUMBHIN), While his imagination, pitched (Bo3uécieecs) high, was ever at work
establishing (ycranaBnusarts) relations of likeness (cxonctBo) and difference (ommune). «Mr. Eden,»
was what he had thrilled to (ucnieiTeiBaTh BocTOpr) — he who had been called «Eden,» or «Martin
Eden,» or just «Martin,» all his life. And «<MISTER!» It was certainly going some (6510 HETIJIOXO),
was his internal (BHyTpeHHui1) comment (3amevanue). His mind seemed to turn, on the instant, into
a vast camera obscura (kamepa oO0ckypa), and he saw arrayed (paccraBnsaTth) around his consciousness
(cosnanue) endless pictures from his life, of stoke-holes (yctee Tonku) and forecastles (6ak; momy-
0ak; HOCOBOM KyOpuK), camps (1arepb, ctaH) and beaches, jails (Tioppma) and boozing (BHITUBKA,
niororika) — kens (kpyr 3HaHmil), fever (Jimxopaaka) — hospitals and slum (Tpymio6s) streets, wherein
the thread (auth) of association was the fashion in which he had been addressed in those various
(pa3Hblii) situations.

And then he turned and saw the girl. The phantasmagoria (¢antacmaropusi) of his brain
vanished (ucue3arts) at sight of her (mpu Bumen e€). She was a pale (61ennsiii), ethereal creature
(3¢dupHoe cymectBo), with wide, spiritual (6oxectBeHHbIil) blue eyes and a wealth (6orarcTBo)
of golden hair. He did not know how she was dressed, except (3a UCKJIIOUeHUM TOroO, uTO) that the
dress was as wonderful as she. He likened (cpaBuuts) her to a pale (6neansiit) gold flower upon
a slender (crporinbiii) stem (cte6ens). No, she was a spirit (1yx), a divinity (6oxecTBo), a goddess
(6oruHs); such sublimated (cyomumMupoBaHHbIii) beauty was not of the earth (3emuist). Or perhaps the
books were right, and there were many such as she in the upper walks (Bepxnue cion) of life.

She might well be sung (BocrieBars) by that chap (mapens), Swinburne. Perhaps he had had
somebody like her (kak oHa) in mind (ronoBa, pa3ym, BooOpaxkenue) when he painted (rucatsb, prco-
Bath) that girl, Iseult ([i’zult] U3ynT, M30mbaa), in the book there on the table. All this plethora (n306u-
nve, u30bITOK) of sight (3penue), and feeling, and thought occurred (mpuxoauTts Ha ym) on the instant
(rotuac, HemeieHHO). There was no pause of the realities wherein he moved. He saw her hand
coming out to his (oH yBuJel, Kak €€ pyka MoTsHyJach K ero pyke), and she looked him straight
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(mpsimo) in the eyes as she shook (noxats) hands, frankly (otkpoBenHo roBopsi), like (kak) a man.
The women he had known did not shake hands that way (Tak, Takum oOpazom).

For that matter (mo npasae roBopsi), most of them did not shake hands at all. A flood (rortok)
of associations, visions (BugeHue) of various ways (croco0; 1o, kak) he had made the acquaintance
of (3HakoMuThCS ¢) women, rushed (mpoHocutbes) into his mind and threatened (rpo3uts, yrpo-
karh) to swamp (HaBoHATH) it. But he shook them aside and looked at her. Never had he seen such
a woman. The women he had known! Immediately, beside her, on

either hand (o o6e cropoHsl ot He€), ranged (BbicTpauBath B psin) the women he had known.
For an eternal (Beunsiii) second he stood in the midst (mocpeau) of a portrait gallery, wherein she
occupied the central place, while about her were limned (1306paxath; OnMCHIBAaTH) Many women,
all to be weighed (B3BemmBarp) and measured (u3mepsATh) by a fleeting (CKOpPBINA; CTPEMUTENIBHbII)
glance (B3msan), herself the unit of weight and measure. He saw the weak (cma6weiit) and sickly
(6omne3nenHsbIit) faces of the girls of the factories, and the simpering (;kemanHast), boisterous (Trpom-
KOrosochli, nrymHsiit) girls from the south of Market. There were women of the cattle camps, and
swarthy (cMy1Iblil; TEMHBIN) cigarette-smoking women of Old Mexico. These, in turn, were crowded
out (BeITecHATh) by Japanese women, doll-like (kykyiononoOHsIi), stepping mincingly (:kemaHHO,
MaHepHO, YonopHo) on wooden clogs (cabo); by Eurasians, delicate featured (¢ TOHKUMU yepTamu
mvua), stamped with degeneracy (oTMeueHHbIH NleyaThio BHIpOXKIEHUE, AereHepaiun); by full-bodied
(mprHOTENBIN) South-Sea-Island women, flower-crowned (¢ kopoHoii U3 11BeTOB Ha rojose) and
brown-skinned (témuokoxuii). All these were blotted out (BeiTecHsITh) by a grotesque and terrible
nightmare (HouHO# Kommap) brood — frowsy (3aTxublii BeIBOOK), shuffling (1mapkaromuii) creatures
from the pavements (MoctoBoii) of Whitechapel, gin-bloated (0Opro3rimmii; OIUIBIBIINI; pa3ayB-
mmiicst) hags (Bembma, kapra) of the stews (6opmens), and all the vast hell’s following of harpies
(rapnus), vile-mouthed (c yxacHoi peubto) and filthy (orBpaturenshslit), that under the guise (mog
BUOM) of monstrous (qygoBuIHbIi) female form (B XeHCKOM 0OIMYBK) prey (XMITHKK) upon sailors,
the scrapings (ockpéoka) of the ports, the scum (tTuna) and slime (Jlunkui Wi, THA; MyTh) of the
human pit (1H0).
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KoHen 03HakoMuUTEJIbHOT0 (pparmMeHra.

Texkcr npenocrasieH OO0 «JIutPec».

[IpounTaiiTe 3Ty KHUTY LIEJIMKOM, KYIMB IIOJHYIO JIEraJbHYIO Bepcuio Ha JlutPec.

BesomnacHo onnatuTh KHUTY MOKHO OaHKOBCKOM Kaprtoit Visa, MasterCard, Maestro, co cuera
MOOWIIBHOTO TenepoHa, C TUIaTeKHOro tepMuHana, B catone MTC wm Cesi3Hoii, yepes PayPal,
WebMoney, fAunekc.densru, QIWI Komesnek, 60HyCHbIME KapTaMu WX APYTUM YIOOHBIM Bam crio-
COOOM.
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