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O cocraBure.Jie

XynnaeBa EnuzaBera OunMpoBHA, TOKTOpP (PUIOJOTMYECKUX
HayK. OOsacTh HAyYHBIX UHTEPECOB — JIMHTBUCTUKA, (DOJIBKIIO-
PUCTHKA, TIEPEBOJI U TIEPEBOJOBEACHUE, TTPETIOJaBaHIe AHTJIMIA-
CKOTO sI3bIKa, MEKKYJIbTYpHAsE KOMMYHUKAIIUS.

YueOHoe nocodue conepkuT pparMeHT (ceMb I71aB) U3 TeKCTa
KJIACCUUYECKOTO pOMaHa aMepuKaHckoro nucarens xeka JloH-
JnoHa «MaptuH Vnen» Ha aHINIMKACKOM SI3bIKE, KOTOPBIA BIEp-
Bble ObLT HareyataH B xkypHaie «I[lacuduk Manciu» B 1908—
1909 ropax u yxe B 1909 roay Bbles OTAe/IbHOM KHUTOM B M3/1a-
tenbcTBe «Makmuiuian Komnanu» (Macmillan Company). [eii-
CTBHME poMaHa npoucxogut B Hayasle XX Beka B Oxisienze (Ka-
madopHus, CIIA).

[TpuBeaeHb nepeBoibl HEKOTOPBIX CJIOB M BBIPAKEHUI Ha pyC-
cKoM si3bike. [IpeHa3HaueHO HIKOJIBHUKAM, CTYJEHTaM, acllu-
paHTaM U JIMIAM, UHTEPECYIOIMUMCs KJIACCUYECKON JIMTepary-
POW ¥ M3YYAIOIINM aHTJIMACKUN SI3bIK.



Chapter 1

The one opened the door with a latch-key (k104 oT BXxOIHOM
JBEPU; KJIIOY OT aMEPUKAHCKOIO 3aMKa; OTMbIUKa) and went in,
followed (cnenoBare, uaTH 3a) by a young fellow who awkwardly
(HeyKJIIOKe, HEJIOBKO; HeCKJIaaHO) removed (cHuUMarh) his cap.
He wore (Hocuts) rough (rpyo6siii) clothes that smacked of (max-
HYTbh, OTHaBaTh) the sea, and he was manifestly (siBHO) out
of place (He B cBoeu Tapeike) in the spacious (mpocrophsii) hall
in which he found himself. He did not know what to do with
his cap, and was stuffing (3arankusarsp) it into his coat pocket
when the other (zpyroi, Bropoii) took it from him. The act was
done quietly (cnokorHo) and naturally (ectectBeHHo), and the
awkward (nenoBkwuit) young fellow appreciated (onieHuBaTh) it.
«He understands,» was his thought. «He’ll see me through (noz-
nepxusarth) all right.»

He walked at the other’s heels (1o naram gpyroro) with
a swing (kauyanue; kosnebanue) to his shoulders, and his legs
spread (pacxonuthcsi) unwittingly (HEBOJIbHO, HelpeAHAMepeH-
HO; HewasiHHO), as if the level floors were tilting up (Ha-
KJIOHATBCS; onpokuapiBarecs) and sinking down (omyckarsb-
csl, CHUKaThCd, TMajath) to the heave (mombém, momHsaTve) and
lunge (HbIpsinue, norpyxkenue) of the sea. The wide rooms
seemed too narrow for his rolling (mokavaromuiicsi) gait (mo-
xonka), and to himself he was in terror (yxkac) lest (4TOOBI



He) his broad shoulders should collide (ctankuBarbcs) with the
doorways or sweep (cmetaTh, cMaxuBarth) the bric-a-brac (6e3ne-
JyUIKHY; cTapuHHble Beny) from the low mantel (kamuHHasA nosn-
ka). He recoiled (oTcKOuMTh, OTOPSIHYTh, OTHIATHYTbCS) from
side to side between the various objects and multiplied (yBe-
muuuBath) the hazards (omacHocts) that in reality lodged (3a-
CeCTb, 3acTpsTh) only in his mind (ym, rososa). Between a grand
(GombIIION, BeMYeCTBEHHBIN) piano and a centre-table piled (3a-
craBnATh) high with books was space (MecTo, nmpocTpaHcTBO)
for a half a dozen (mioxuna, gecarok) to walk abreast (Briepe-
au), yet he essayed (mbiTarbesi, mpoOoBath) it with trepidation
(Tpeniet, apoxb). His heavy arms hung (Bucets) loosely (1u-
POKO; HETOUHO, HeonpeneneéHHo) at his sides. He did not know
what to do with those arms and hands, and when, to his excited
(B3BOJTHOBAHHBIN) Vision (BuJieHUE, 00pa3, pe/ICTaBIeHue ), one
arm seemed liable (ckyioHHbIN) to brush against (cierka koc-
HYyTbCsl, 3a71eTh) the books on the table, he lurched (kpenuth
(cs1) away like a frightened (ucnyrannsiit) horse, barely (enBa)
missing (mpomaxHyTbcs) the piano stool. He watched the easy
walk (yiérkast moxonka) of the other in front of him, and for the
first time realized (oco3HaBarb) that his walk was different from
that of other men. He experienced (ucrbiThiBaTh) 2 momentary
(KpaTKOBpeMEHHBIM, npexonsamun) pang (npucrymn) of shame
(ctein) that he should walk so uncouthly (HeykJiokui, HEJIOB-
KU1, HeoTecaHHbli). The sweat (not) burst (BeicTynuTh) through
the skin of his forehead (y100) in tiny (kpomeunsiii) beads (Oy-



cuHKa), and he paused (octaHOBUTBHCSI, TOMeTNTH) and mopped
(BerTupats) his bronzed face with his handkerchief (HocoBoit
TJIATOK).

«Hold on (ITomoxxau MunyTKY), Arthur, my boy,» he said,
attempting (mbiTaTbesi) to mask his anxiety (CKpbITh BOJIHEHHE)
with facetious (IIyT/IMBBIIA; KOMUYECKUI) utterance (BBICKA3bl-
BaHue). «This is too much all at once for yours (ns Baiero
nokopHoro ciyru) 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 *eJaTh, OYeHb XOTETh, KaXKaTh) tO see me
neither.»

«That’s all right,» was the reassuring (0OOIpSIIOITIHI1) answer.
«You mustn’t be frightened (mmyrarscs) at us. We're just homely
(mpocroit) people — Hello, there’s a letter for me.»

He stepped (marnyts) back to the table, tore open (oT-
KpbiTh) the envelope, and began to read, giving the stranger
(He3Hakomelr) an opportunity to recover himself (mpuaru B ce-
0s1). And the stranger understood and appreciated (o1ieHMBATB).
His was the gift (map, nomapok) of sympathy (couyBcTBHE),
understanding; and beneath (mom) his alarmed (BcTpeBoXkeH-
HBII) exterior (BHelIHee mposiBjieHue) that sympathetic (co-
qyyBCTBYIOIMI) process went on. He mopped (BbiTupats) his
forehead dry and glanced (6pocuts B3mIs1A) about him with
a controlled (koHTpoNMpyembid, yrpasisemsbiii) face, though
in the eyes there was an expression such as wild (nukwii)
animals betray (mpenaBatb) when they fear (6ositbest) the trap



(xankaH). He was surrounded (oxpyxeHHbIll) by the unknown
(Hem3BecTHBIN), apprehensive (BCTPeBOKEHHBIN; IPEAYYBCTBYIO-
mmil HeoOpoe) of what might happen (pou3oiTH, CITyYnTh-
cs1), ignorant of (He 3HaTh, He BeaTh) what he should do, aware
(ocoznaromuii) that he walked and bore himself (Bectu ce-
0s1) awkwardly (aenoBHo), fearful (monHbii cTpaxa) that every
attribute (mpusHak) and power (cwia) of him was similarly (mo-
no6HbIM ob6pazom) afflicted (mopaxkath; 6ecriokouts). He was
keenly sensitive (uyBcTBUTENBHBIN), hopelessly (6e3HamekHO)
self-conscious (cTeCHUTENBHBIH, JIETKO cMyIIaoLuiics), and the
amused glance (B3mism) that the other stole (6pocuth ykpaj-
kon) privily (He3ameTHO, TailHO) at him over the top of the letter
burned into him (Bpe3arbcs B namsTh) like a dagger-thrust (yoap
Hoxa). He saw the glance, but he gave no sign (He mokazaTb BU-
ay), for (Tak kak) among the things he had learned (cpeau toro,
yemy oH HayuuJicsi) was discipline. Also, that dagger-thrust went
to his pride. He cursed (pyrare, npoksiusars) himself for having
come, and at the same time resolved (pemmnrs) that, happen what
would (dto ObI HU CITyunIOoCh), having come (TIOCKOJIBKY OH IPH-
mien), he would carry it through (oH 10o/1keH TPOUTH Yepes3 3TO).
The lines of his face hardened (crarb TBepike), and into his eyes
came a fighting light (B ero B3misne mosBUICS CBET OOPHOBI).
He looked about more unconcernedly (C MEHbIIIIM BOJTHEHUEM ),
sharply observant (HabmonaTesbHBbIN), every detail of the pretty
interior registering itself on his brain (rpu 3TOM Kaxkaas aeTaib
KpacHuBOTo yOpaHCTBa OTIIeUaThiBaIach y Hero B Mo3ry). His eyes



were wide apart (Mpoko packpbiThiid); nothing in their field
of vision (rione 3penusi) escaped (yckonb3ath); and as they drank
in (BuThIBaTh B ceOs1) the beauty before them the fighting light
(cBer OopwOBI) died out (yracare, ymupatb) and a warm glow
(Greck, cBeT) took its place (3aHATH MECTO).

He was responsive (BOCHPUMMYMBBIA, YYBCTBUTEJIHBIN)
to beauty, and here was cause (mpuuuHa) to respond.

An oil painting (kapTuHa) caught (3axBaTbhlBaTh; 3alETUISITh)
and held (nepxatpb, ynepxuBatb) him. A heavy surf (mpu6oit)
thundered (rpemerts) and burst over an outjutting (BbIIHparo-
nmwiics) rock (ckana); lowering storm-clouds (rpo3oBoe 0671a-
ko) covered the sky; and, outside the line of surf (mpu6oii),
a pilot-schooner (1xyHa, cynHo), close-hauled (ugymmii B Kpy-
Toi OerineBuH ), heeled (kpenuthest) over till every detail of her
deck (mamy6a) was visible (Bumumblii), was surging (BUOpHpo-
BaTh, B3/IbIMaThcs) along against (Ha ¢one) a stormy (OypHBIA,
HITOPMOBBIN) sunset (3akar cosHiia) sky. There was beauty, and it
drew (nmputsarusars) him irresistibly (Henepxumo). He forgot his
awkward (neyxmoxuii) walk (moxoska) and came closer to the
painting (kaptuHa), very close. The beauty faded out (mocre-
neHHo ucye3arsb) of the canvas (monotHo). His face expressed
his bepuzzlement (3amernarenbctBo; cmyuienue). He stared at
(ycraBUThCS; MBITIMBO BcMaTpuBaThesi) what seemed a careless
(HeOpexHbIi, Oecrieunbiii) daub (Ma3ok) of paint (kpacka), then
stepped away (OTCTynuTh, clenarh Iar Haszaza). Immediately
(HemenieHHO, BHe3arnHo) all the beauty flashed back (BepHyTb-



cs) into the canvas (monoTHO). «A trick (Tplok, mpojeska)
picture,» was his thought, as he dismissed (BrIOpachBaTh U3 ro-
JIOBBI, IPOTOHSATH OT ceds) it, though in the midst (cpean) of the
multitudinous (MHOroumuciieHHbIN) impressions he was receiving
he found time to feel a prod [Ter4ok; Tom4ok] of indignation [Bo3-
myienue] that so much beauty should be sacrificed (moxept-
BoBarhb) to make a trick (Tprok). He did not know painting (ku-
Borvchk). He had been brought up (6siTh BOCTIUTaHHBIM Ha) On
chromos (xpomonutorpadusi) and lithographs that were always
definite (onpenenennslil) and sharp (onpenenéHHbId, OTYETIN-
BbIiM), 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 (memars, mpensrcTBoBath) his eager (Kaxnmy-
mmi) eyes from approaching (mpubmmkarbcsi) too near.

He glanced (6pocuTh B3msia; B3MIAHYTh MeJIbKOM) around
at his friend reading the letter and saw the books on the
table. Into his eyes leaped (mpbirats) a wistfulness (tocka) and
a yearning (CHJTbHOE XeJIaHue; OCTpasi TocKa) as promptly (6wIcT-
po) as the yearning (cuibHOe kesnaHue) leaps into the eyes
of a starving (ronogHbiil) man at sight (ipu Buze) of food (mu-
ma). An impulsive (MMITyJIbCUBHBII, BCIIBLIBYMBBIN, JIETKO BO3-
Oyaumbiii) stride (mmar), with one lurch (kpen) to right and left
of the shoulders, brought him to the table, where he began
affectionately (HexxHO, ¢ mo0OoBbI0) handling (mepeduparts) the
books. He glanced at the titles and the authors’ names, read



fragments (orpbiBok) of text, caressing (rmaguth) the volumes
with his eyes and hands, and, once (omHaxnpl), recognized
(y3Hatp) a book he had read. For the rest (uto Kacaercs ocTasib-
HbIX), they were strange books and strange authors. He chanced
(cmyvaitHO HaTKHYThCs1) upon a volume (tom) of Swinburne
and began reading steadily, forgetful of (3a0pB 0) where he
was, his face glowing (Tpu 3TOM JIMIIO €ro CBETHIIOCh, OBLIO
o3apeHo HekuM cBetoM). Twice (aBaxnpl) he closed the book
on his forefinger (ykazarenpHblii nanen) to look at the name
of the author. Swinburne (Cynn6epn)! he would (HenpemeHHO)
remember that name. That fellow (mapens) had eyes, and he had
certainly seen color and flashing (BcnbIXuBawIMi, CBETSIINN-
cs1) light. But who was Swinburne? Was he dead (ymepimii)
a hundred years or so (mpumepHo), like (kak) most (OOJTBITIH-
ctBO) of the poets? Or was he alive (kuBoii) still (emg€), and
writing? He turned to the title-page (3arsaBHbIl JIUCT) ... yes, he
had written other books; well, he would go to the free library the
first thing in the morning (mepBbiM ei0oM yTpom) and try to get
hold of (naiitn) 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 (yka3aresipHbI na-
neir), and before he turned he was thrilling (ucnbiIThIBaTH TpE-
MeT; CWJILHO BOJHOBaThCsA) to the first new impression (Brie-
yamienue), which was not of the girl, but of her brother’s



words. Under that muscled (myckyiuctbiii) body of his he was
a mass of quivering (apoxamuii, Tpeneuymmid) sensibilities
(4yTKOCTb, yIlIEBHAS YyBCTBUTENIBHOCTD). At the slightest (ma-
neuumii) impact (Bnusinue) of the outside world (BHemHuA Mup)
upon his consciousness (co3Hanue), his thoughts, sympathies,
and emotions leapt and played like lambent (cBepkaroriumii)
flame (mams). He was extraordinarily (upe3BeluaiiHO) receptive
(BocripuuMuuBbIii) and responsive (OT3bIBUMBHINA), While his
imagination, pitched (Bo3H€cuieecs) high, was ever at work
establishing (ycranaBnuBathb) relations of likeness (cxomcTBO)
and difference (ommmume). «Mr. Eden,» was what he had thrilled
to (ucnbIThIBaTH BOcTOPr) — he who had been called «Eden,» or
«Martin Eden,» or just «Martin,» all his life. And «<MISTER!»
It was certainly going some (ObUTO Heruioxo), was his internal
(BHyTpeHHUI) comment (3amevyanue). His mind seemed to turn,
on the instant, into a vast camera obscura (kamepa oockypa), and
he saw arrayed (paccrasinsate) around his consciousness (co3Ha-
nue) endless pictures from his life, of stoke-holes (yctbe Tonkm)
and forecastles (6ak; nmony0ak; HOCOBOI KyOpHK), camps (J1arepb,
cran) and beaches, jails (TioppMa) and boozing (BbIlMBKa, MO-
norika) — kens (kpyr 3HaHui), fever (Jiuxopazaka) — hospitals and
slum (Tpymmo6si) streets, wherein the thread (autb) of association
was the fashion in which he had been addressed in those various
(pa3HbIi) situations.

And then he turned and saw the girl. The phantasmagoria
(dpanTacmaropus) of his brain vanished (ucuesars) at sight of her



(mpu Bugen e€). She was a pale (6nemubii), ethereal creature
(3¢dupHoe cymiecTBo), with wide, spiritual (6oxecTBeHHbII) blue
eyes and a wealth (6orarctBo) of golden hair. He did not know
how she was dressed, except (3a UCKJIIOYEeHUM TOro, 4yto) that
the dress was as wonderful as she. He likened (cpaBuuTh) her
to a pale (6nmengneiii) gold flower upon a slender (cTpoiiHbIit)
stem (crebenb). No, she was a spirit (myx), a divinity (6oxe-
cTBO), a goddess (O6oruHus); such sublimated (cyomummpoBaH-
HbIl) beauty was not of the earth (3emus1). 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 (Bocriears) by that chap (mapensn),
Swinburne. Perhaps he had had somebody like her (kak oHna)
in mind (romoBa, pa3ym, BooOpaxeHune) when he painted (-
carb, pucosarhb) that girl, Iseult ([1’zult] U3ynt, 301baa), in the
book there on the table. All this plethora (n300mne, N3OHITOK)
of sight (3penue), and feeling, and thought occurred (npuxoautsb
Ha yMm) on the instant (ToT4ac, HemennenHo). There was no pause
of the realities wherein he moved. He saw her hand coming out
to his (oH yBuzen, Kak e€ pyka MOTSHYJAach K ero pyke), and
she looked him straight (npsimo) in the eyes as she shook (mo-
*atb) hands, frankly (oTkpoBeHHO roBopsi), like (kak) a man.
The women he had known did not shake hands that way (Tak,
TaKUM 00pa3oMm).

For that matter (mo npaBae roBopsi), most of them did not
shake hands at all. A flood (motok) of associations, visions (Bu-



nenue) of various ways (croco6; To, kak) he had made the
acquaintance of (3HakoMuThCsl ¢) women, rushed (TpOHOCUTD-
cs1) into his mind and threatened (rpo3uTs, yrpoxarb) to swamp
(maBogHsATh) 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 (mo o6e croponsl oT He€), ranged (BICTpau-
Bath B psAa) the women he had known. For an eternal (Beu-
Heiii) second he stood in the midst (mocpemu) of a portrait
gallery, wherein she occupied the central place, while about her
were limned (n300paxaTh; onmuchiBaTh) many women, all to be
weighed (B3BemmBarb) and measured (u3mepsith) by a fleeting
(ckopblit; cTrpemuTenbhblil) glance (B3misn), herself the unit
of weight and measure. He saw the weak (cmaGsrit) and sickly
(6onesnennsiit) faces of the girls of the factories, and the
simpering (’kemaHHasi), boisterous (rpOMKOTrOJIOCHIH, IIIyMHBIN)
girls from the south of Market. There were women of the
cattle camps, and swarthy (cMyriblii; TEMHBIN) cigarette-smoking
women of Old Mexico. These, in turn, were crowded out
(BeITecHATH) by Japanese women, doll-like (kykjonomoOHsIii),
stepping mincingly (;keMaHHO, MaHEpHO, YOIIOPHO) on wooden
clogs (cabo); by Eurasians, delicate featured (c ToHKUME uep-
Tamu Juna), stamped with degeneracy (oTmedeHHbId Tieda-
ThIO BBIPOXKJEHUE, jaereHeparuu); by full-bodied (mbiHoTE-
abiii) South-Sea-Island women, flower-crowned (¢ kopoHoi
13 nBeToB Ha ronose) and brown-skinned (TémHokoxmit). All



these were blotted out (BbiTecHsSITh) by a grotesque and terrible
nightmare (HouHOH Kommap) brood — frowsy (3aTXJIblil BBIBO-
nok), shuffling (mapkarommit) creatures from the pavements
(moctoBoit) of Whitechapel, gin-bloated (0Opro3rinmii; OIIbIB-
mmi; pasmysimiicst) hags (Begpma, kapra) of the stews (6op-
nenb), and all the vast hell’s following of harpies (rapnus),
vile-mouthed (c yxxacnou peusto) and filthy (orBparurespHblit),
that under the guise (mox BugoM) of monstrous (4yJOBUIIIHBIN)
female form (B xeHckOM 00IMUBM) prey (XMITHKK) upon sailors,
the scrapings (ockpé€oka) of the ports, the scum (TuHa) and slime
(yunkuy wi; THA; MyTh) of the human pit (1HO).
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