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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.

YyeOHoe nocodue npeacTaBiseT (hparMeHT U3 TeKCTa KJIACCHYECKOro poMaHa aMepHKaHCKOTO
niucatenss @pancuca Ckorra Puiypkepanbia «Houb He:xHa» Ha aHTIMACKOM si3bike. [IprBeneHsl
NepeBO/Ibl HEKOTOPBIX CJIOB M BBIPAXKEHUI Ha PYCCKOM SI3bIKE.

IIpenHa3HaueHO MIKOJBHUKAM, CTYAEHTaM, aCOMpPaHTaM U JIMLAM, UHTEPECYIOIIMMCS KJIacCu-
YECKOM JIMTEPATYPOU 1 U3YYAIOIIUM aHIJIMHACKUM S3BIK.

Already with thee! tender is the night......

But here there is no light,

Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown
Through verdurous' glooms and winding mossy ways.

Ode to a Nightingale

! Verdurous — 3apOCIINii, TOPOCIINIA 3eJIEHbIO; 3€IEHBINA U CBEXKUIA.
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Book 1

I

On the pleasant shore of the French Riviera, about half way between Marseilles [Mapceins
(ropoa u nopt Ha rore ®panumn)] and the Italian border (rpanmua), stands a large, proud, rose-
colored hotel. Deferential (moururenpHbiil) palms cool (oxnmaxnare) its flushed (:ku3HEepagoCcTHBINM,
nelyui ku3Hblo) facade, and before it stretches a short dazzling (BenvKonenHbliA, O1eCTSIINIT)
beach. Lately it has become a summer resort (Kypopr) of notable (u3BectHbIi1) and fashionable people;
a decade ago (necsiTh JIeT TOMy Ha3an) it was almost deserted (1mycroit, 3abporeHHslin) after its English
clientele (kymentypa) went north in April. Now, many bungalows (OyHraJo, oM ¢ BepaHioi) cluster
(pactu BMecrte, rpymmoil) near it, but when this story begins only the cupolas (kymon) of a dozen
(moxuHa, necsaTtok) old villas (3aropogHslit oM, ocoOHsIK) rotted (dyaxHyTb) like water lilies among
the massed (MHoOrouncneHHslii) pines (cocHa) between Gausse’s Hotel des Etrangers and Cannes
(Kannni), five miles away (Ha pacCTOSIHMM MSTH MIJIb OTCIONIA).

The hotel and its bright tan (;ken1TOBaTO-KOPUYHEBBII; PHIKEBATO-KOPUYHEBBIN) prayer (MoJie-
HUe, MOJIMTBA) rug (KoBpuK) of a beach (ruisik) were one. In the early morning the distant (otga-
JeHHbIn) image (o0pa3) of Cannes [kan], [kenz] (Kans (b1), the pink (po3oBbiit) and cream (kpemo-
BbI, cBeTI0-k€ENTHIN) Of old fortifications (ykperuienue; poprudpukanus), the purple (mypnypHsi,
cuoneroseiii, 6arpossiii) Alp that bounded (rpanuuuts) Italy, were cast (oTOpackiBaTh TeHb, pa3iu-
BaThcs) across the water and lay (siexxath) quavering (BUOpUPOBaTh; APOXKATh MEJIKOUM IPOKBIO, Tpe-
nierats) in the ripples (3b10b, psiOb, HeOOMbIIast BoHA) and rings sent up by sea-plants through the clear
shallows (ormesb). Before eight a man came down to the beach in a blue bathrobe (kynanbHblii xanar)
and with much preliminary (nmpegBapuresbHbIi) application to his person of the chilly (mpoxnagHblit)
water, and much grunting (Bopuath; 6opmortats) and loud breathing (apimats), floundered (6apax-
Tathcsl) a minute in the sea. When he had gone, beach and bay (Oyxra, 3a7mB) were quiet for an hour.
Merchantmen (cyaHo) crawled (MenyieHHO nipoaBUratbest) westward (10 HalpaBJIEHUIO Ha 3amajl) on
the horizon (ropusonT); bus boys (momonHuk oguimanta) shouted in the hotel court (1Bop); the dew
(poca) dried (BbIcBIXaTh, COXHYTb) Upon the pines (cocHa). In another hour the horns (rynok, cupena)
of motors began to blow down (curnanuts) from the winding (u3Bunucteiii) road along the low range
of the Maures, which separates (otnensats) the littoral (moGepexbe; TUTOpab; OOUTAIOIIHIA B ITPU-
JIMBHO-OTJIMBHOM 30He) from true (HacTosmmil, ucTuHHBIN) Provencal (rmposa Hcanbckwmit) France.

A mile from the sea, where pines give way to (ycrynare Mecto) dusty (IbUIbHBIM) poplars
(Tomosp), 1s an isolated railroad stop, whence one June morning in 1925 a victoria (J€rkum aByX-
MECTHBIN SKUIAX C OTKUAHBIM BeEpXxoM) brought a woman and her daughter down to Gausse’s Hotel.
The mother’s face was of a fading (yBanmatoumii) prettiness (mpesiects) that would soon be patted
with broken (pBaHbli, HaJOpBaHHBII) veins (BeHa); her expression was both tranquil (cnokonHbIN,
Oe3msTexkHbIN) and aware (3HaOIIMIA, TOHUMAIOLIMI) in a pleasant way. However, one’s eye moved
on quickly to her daughter, who had magic (ouapoBanue) in her pink (po3oBsiit) palms (JiagoHs) and
her cheeks lit to a lovely (npenectnsiin) flame (mutams), like the thrilling (3axBarbeiBaroImyii; BOIHY-
fommn; gpoxanmii) flush (kpacka, pymsnen) of children after their cold baths in the evening. Her
fine forehead sloped (monHMMaTbCS HAKJIOHHO; CITyCKaThCsl BHU3) gently (MATKo, HEXKHO) up to where
her hair, bordering (o6pamiisiTh, okaiiMIATh) it like an armorial (repaibandeckuii, repOoBbiit) shield
(urur), burst into lovelocks (j1okoH, cryckatormiicsi Ha 100 WM mEKy) and waves (BOTHUCTOCTb;
3aBUTOK, JIOKOH) and curlicues (mpuuymyimBas 3aButyiika) of ash (nmenesnpHbiin) blonde and gold. Her
eyes were bright, big, clear, wet (BnaxHsii1), and shining, the color of her cheeks was real, breaking
close to the surface from the strong young pump (6uenue, nmyibcupoBanue) of her heart. Her body
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hovered (HaxomUTbCSI B COCTOSIHUU HEOIPEIEIEHHOCTH, HesicHOro oxkujaanus) delicately (xpymnko;
HeHaniE&xHO) on the last edge (kpait) of childhood — she was almost eighteen, nearly complete, but
the dew (umcrorta, cBexkectb) was still on her. As sea and sky appeared (okazaTtbcsi) below (Huke)
them in a thin, hot line the mother said:

«Something tells me we’re not going to like this place.»

«I want to go home anyhow (Tak wi nnaue),» the girl answered.

They both spoke cheerfully (6onpo, sHepruyno) but were obviously (siBHO) without direction
(HexoTs1, BHIHYXJICHHO, BoJjleli-HeBosieit) and bored (ckywatommii) by the fact — moreover (6onee
TOro), just any direction (Harpasienue; npeanucanue) would not do (mogxonuts). They wanted high
excitement, not from the necessity of stimulating jaded (M3mMyu4eHHBIH, U3HYPEHHBII; 0OECCHIICHHBII )
nerves but with the avidity (octpslil uHTEpEC, 9HTY3Ua3M) of prize-winning (MOIYyYMBIIMKA TPEMUIO,
nipu3) schoolchildren who deserved (3acnyxuBatb) their vacations (KaHUKYJIbI).

«We'll stay three days and then go home. I'll wire (Tenerpacpuposars) right away (mpsimo ceii-
yac) for steamer (rmapoxopn) tickets.»

At the hotel the girl made the reservation (3aka3aTh, caenats OpoHb) in idiomatic (uaroma-
tudeckuil) but rather flat (mockwmii) French, like something remembered (kak He4TO BbIyueHHOE).
When they were installed (yctpouts, nomectuts) on the ground floor (mepBbiii, HIKHUIN 3Tak) she
walked into the glare (ocnenutenbhblii cBet; cusinue) of the French windows and out a few steps onto
the stone veranda that run the length (onosiceiBats) of the hotel. When she walked she carried herself
like a ballet — dancer, not slumped down (Heykmoxe aBuratbest) on her hips (6empo) but held up
(mepxatb ripsamo) in the small of her back. Out there the hot light clipped (o6pe3arts) close her shadow
and she retreated (oTcTynuTh, MONATUTHLCS Ha3ad) — it was too bright (sipko) to see. Fifty yards away
the Mediterranean (CpeauzemHoe mope) yielded (ycrynmats) up its pigments, moment by moment,
to the brutal (6pyTanbHbIi, rpyObIii) sunshine; below the balustrade (6amoctpana) a faded (6n€xbIN,
BBUTMHSBIIWH, TUHSTBIN) Buick (brionk) cooked (kaputbesi) on the hotel drive (1opora, mogbe3iHas
ajuiesi, Mpoe3).

Indeed, of all the region only the beach stirred (meBenuthcst; aBuratbesi) with activity. Three
British nannies (HsHs1) sat knitting (Bsizath) the slow (HeToporMBBIN) pattern (PUCYHOK, Y30p)
of Victorian England, the pattern (o6pazei, mozens) of the forties, the sixties, and the eighties, into
sweaters (cButep, mysioBep) and socks (Hocku), to the tune (mox My3bIky) of gossip (CIuieTHs) as
formalized (cTunm3oBaHHBIN, (hOpMaAM30BaHHBINA) as incantation (3akyjuHaHue); closer to (Omxe
K) the sea a dozen (necsaTok, moxkuna) persons kept house (xo3siiiHuyare) under striped (monoca-
Toii) umbrellas, while their dozen children pursued (sioBuTh, mpecneaoBaTh) unintimidated (He 3arty-
raHHbii; He ycrpaménHbiii) fish through the shallows (ormens) or lay naked (niexxath Harumu) and
glistening (6yiecteTs) with cocoanut (KOKOcoBbIii) oil out in the sun.

As Rosemary came onto the beach a boy of twelve ran past her and dashed into (6pocatbcst)
the sea with exultant (Jiukyomuii, TopxectBylomuii) cries. Feeling the impactive (ynapHslii) scrutiny
(BHUMartenbHbI ocMOoTp) of strange faces, she took off her bathrobe (kynanbhebiit xanat) and followed.
She floated (rubith) face down for a few yards (sipm) and finding it shallow (menkuii) staggered
(mmarathbesi, MOKAYMBATLCS; UATH maTasch) to her feet and plodded (uaTu MemyieHHO, C TPyIOM)
forward, dragging (Taumrs) slim (ctpoiinsiii) legs like weights (rups1) against (mporus, npeopose-
Bath) the resistance (compotunienue) of the water. When it was about breast high (ro rpyns), she
glanced back (ornsiHyThCs Ha3ad) toward shore: a bald man in a monocle and a pair of tights (Tpuko),
his tufted (c xoxonkom) chest thrown out, his brash navel (mopocmmuii myrnok) sucked in (BTSHYTBIN),
was regarding (paccmarpuBarthb) her attentively. As Rosemary returned the gaze the man dislodged
(yoparp) the monocle, which went into hiding amid the facetious (3a6aBnbiii, cMerHOM,) whiskers
(ycn) of his chest, and poured (HaymuBath) himself a glass of something from a bottle in his hand.

Rosemary laid her face on the water and swam a choppy (cOuBuuBbIiA, HepoBHbIii) little four-
beat (ynap) crawl (kposnb) out to the raft (mapom; HaraBHoit moct). The water reached up for her,
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pulled her down tenderly (msrko, HexHo) out of the heat (kapa), seeped (rpocaunBarbCsi; MPOHU-
Karthb, MpoTekars) in her hair and ran into the corners of her body. She turned round and round in it,
embracing (oOHMMaTh, 0OXBaThIBaTh) it, wallowing (6apaxTtarbcs; Kynarbes) in it. Reaching the raft
she was out of breath (3ambixatbest), but a tanned (3aropessiii) woman with very white teeth looked
down at her, and Rosemary, suddenly conscious of (Bapyr oco3HaB) the raw whiteness (He 3aropeB-
mas 6enmu3Ha) of her own body, turned on her back and drifted toward shore. The hairy (Bomocatsiit)
man holding the bottle spoke to her as she came out.

«I say — they have sharks (akysa) out behind the raft.» He was of indeterminate (Heonpenencu-
HbIN) nationality, but spoke English with a slow (Menmurensnblit) Oxford drawl (mpotsixHOE npous-
HOILIEHWe, MeJIMTEeSIbHOCTh peun). «Yesterday they devoured (mporyiotuts) two British sailors from
the flotte (¢mnor) at Golfe Juan.»

«Heavens (6oxe moit; o 6oxe! IlapctBo HebecHoe)!» exclaimed Rosemary.

«They come in for the refuse (otka3) from the flotte.»

Glazing his eyes to indicate (4To0sI oka3ars) that he had only spoken in order to warn (ripeny-
npeauts) her, he minced off (nepectynuTsb, npomycTUTh CTyIEHb) two steps and poured (HaaMBaTh)
himself another drink.

Not unpleasantly self-conscious (He 6e3 cmyienus), since (TockonbKy) there had been a slight
sway (BosHa) of attention toward her during this conversation, Rosemary looked for a place to sit.
Obviously (oueBungno) each family possessed (Bnagers) the strip (mosoca) of sand immediately
in front (mpsimo niepen) of its umbrella; besides there was much visiting and talking back and forth —
the atmosphere of a community (cooOrmiecTBo, kommnanusi) upon which it would be presumptuous
(GecriepeMOHHBIN, ep3KUi, HaxaabHbI) to intrude (BTOpraTbesi, BXOAUTD O3 pa3pelieHust Uin MpH-
rnamtenust). Farther up, where the beach was strewn (ObITh TOKpBITEIM) With pebbles (ranbka, rpaBuii)
and dead sea-weed (Mopckasi BOIOpocib), sat a group with flesh (teno) as white as her own. They
lay under small hand-parasols (6angaxuH, TeHT, 30HTUK OT conHIa) instead of beach umbrellas and
were obviously less indigenous (abopureHnsiii, MecTHbIN) to the place. Between the dark people and
the light, Rosemary found room (Haiit mecto) and spread out (paccrenuts) her peignoir (meHboap)
on the sand.

Lying so (si€xa tak), she first heard their voices and felt their feet skirt (okpyxarb, OKaMIATH,
oopamaTh) her body and their shapes pass between the sun and herself. The breath of an inquisitive
(ymoGonbiTHBIN) dog blew (apimiath) warm and nervous on her neck; she could feel her skin broiling
(>kaputbcst Ha conHiie) a little in the heat and hear the small exhausted (U3HYpeHHBIIT; 00ECCHIICHHBII )
wa-waa of the expiring (HaxoAsAIMIACA IPY MOCJIEIHEM U3/IbIXaHUH, yMHpaloluii) waves. Presently
(Bckope) her ear distinguished (pasznuuats) individual (otnensHeiit) voices and she became aware
(y3Hatsb) that some one referred to (Ha3zBanHblil) scornfully (mpe3puresnbHo) as «that North guy (ToTt
napeHb ¢ CeBepa) ” had kidnapped (moxututs) a waiter (opurmant) from a café in Cannes last
night in order to (11 TOoro, 4ro0sl) saw (pacnuanTth) him in two (romonam). The sponsor (aBTOp,
uHumarop) of the story was a white-haired (¢ 6ensiMu Bostocamu) woman in full evening dress,
obviously (siBHO, oueBuHO) a relic of the previous evening, for a tiara (Tuapa) still clung to her head
and a discouraged (ymménHbIi 3anaxa) orchid (opxunues) expired (Bbiabixathes) from her shoulder.
Rosemary, forming a vague antipathy to her and her companions, turned away (OTBEpHYTbCS).

Nearest her, on the other side, a young woman lay under a roof of umbrellas making out a list
of things from a book open on the sand. Her bathing suit was pulled off (ctsiHyTH, CrioN3aTh) her
shoulders and her back, a ruddy (310pOBBI¥i, MBIITYIITUI 3I0POBbEM, LIBETYIIMI), orange (OpaHKe-
BbIi1) brown (KopuuHeBblii), set off (oTTeHsiTh) by a string (Hutka) of creamy (KpeMoBOro IBeTa)
pearls (;kemuyr), shone (Gnecters, cBepkarh) in the sun. Her face was hard (sxéctkuit) and lovely
(mpuBnekarenbHbiid) and pitiful (mevansheiii). Her eyes met Rosemary’s but did not see her. Beyond
her was a fine man in a jockey (kokeit) cap and red-striped (c KpacHpIMU IOI0CKaMH) tights (TpUKO);
then the woman Rosemary had seen on the raft (mapom, miot), and who looked back at her, seeing
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her; then a man with a long face and a golden, leonine (ibBuHBIN) head, with blue tights and no
hat, talking very seriously to an unmistakably (6e3omm6o4no) Latin (JlatuHerr) young man in black
tights, both of them picking at (koBeipsiThCs) little pieces of seaweed (Mopckasi Bogopocib) in the
sand. She thought they were mostly Americans, but something made them unlike (Hemoxoxwii Ha)
the Americans she had known of late (mocnennee Bpems).

After a while (uepe3 HekoTopoe Bpemsi) she realized (ocosHats) that the man in the jockey
cap was giving a quiet (criokoinbiit) little performance (nipencrasnenue) for this group; he moved
gravely (ceprE3Ho) about with a rake (Jlomarouka Kpyrmbe, Tpadim), ostensibly (5K00bI; IO BUAMMO-
crtu) removing (youpars) gravel (rpaBuid; rasibka) and meanwhile (tem Bpemenem) developing (paz-
BUBATh, pa3padaThIBaTh, pa3bIrphlBaTh) some (HEKUH) esoteric (30Teprueckuii) burlesque (Oypreck,
napoaus; kapukarypa) held in suspension (cocrosiHue Heonpenea€HHocTH) by his grave (cepbE3Hblil)
face. Its faintest (cmaOwiii, BstbliA) ramification (pa3BerBieHue; BereiaeHre) had become hilarious
(Bec&blii, IyMHBIN, OKUBJIEHHBIN), until (70 Tex mop, moka) whatever (uro Ol HH) he said released
(BbI3bIBaTH) a burst (B3pwiB) of laughter. Even those who, like herself, were too far away to hear
(cobimaTh), sent out antennae of attention until the only person on the beach (ruisik) not caught up
in it (He moiiMaHHas B 9T0) was the young woman with the string (Hutka) of pearls. Perhaps from
modesty (CKpoMHOCTB) of possession (COOCTBEHHOCTh; UMYIIecTBO) she responded to (oTBeyaTh Ha)
each salvo (3anm, camor) of amusement (pa3BiedyeHue, 3abaBa) by bending (HakIoHATHCS) closer
(6mxke) over her list (crmmcok).

The man of the monocle and bottle spoke suddenly out of the sky above Rosemary.

«You are a ripping (OTJIMYHBINA) SWimmer.»

She demurred (Bo3paxarb, IPOTECTOBATH).

«Jolly good. My name is Campion. Here is a lady who says she saw you in Sorrento last week
and knows who you are and would so like to meet you.»

Glancing around with concealed (ckpbiThiil) annoyance (qocajaa) Rosemary saw the untanned
(nezaropesimii) people were waiting. Reluctantly (nexotst) she got up and went over to them.

«Mrs. Abrams — Mrs. McKisco — Mr. McKisco — Mr. Dumphry—

«We know who you are,» spoke up the woman in evening dress. «You’re Rosemary Hoyt and
I recognized (y3Hatp) you in Sorrento and asked the hotel clerk and we all think you're perfectly
marvelous (yauBUTesbHBIN, 3aMeuaresibHblid) and we want to know why you’re not back in America
making another marvellous (M3yMUTENIbHBIN) MOVing (ABMXKYIIUIICS) picture.»

They made a superfluous (u3nuiHu; HeHY) HbII) gesture of moving over for her. The woman
who had recognized (y3Hath) her was not a Jewess (eBpeiika, nyneika), despite (HecMoTpsi Ha) her
name. She was one of those elderly (moxwuoi,) «good sports» preserved by an imperviousness (CTOH-
KOCTb) to experience (ombiT) and a good digestion (ycBoeHHe; moHUMaHue) into another generation.

«We wanted to warn you about getting burned (oOropets, 3aropers) the first day,» she
continued cheerily (Beceno), «because YOUR skin is important, but there seems to be so darn (uep-
toBckr) much formality on this beach that we didn’t know whether you’d mind (Bo3paxats).»
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IT

«We thought maybe you were in the plot (3aroBop),» said Mrs. McKisco. She was a shabby-
eyed (c OecuecTHBIMU IJ1a3aMHu), pretty young woman with a disheartening (IprBOJISIIINI B YHBIHHE)
intensity (cuna, sneprus). «We don’t know who’s in the plot (3aroBop) and who isn’t. One man my
husband had been particularly nice to turn out (oka3atbcs) to be a chief (rmaBnbiit) character (repoit) —
practically the assistant (momouHuk) hero.»

«The plot?» inquired Rosemary, half understanding. «Is there a plot?»

«My dear, we don’t KNOW,» said Mrs. Abrams, with a convulsive (KOHBYJIbCHBHBIIT), stout
(TyuHO¥M, oNHBIN) woman’s chuckle (Tuxuii cMex; cMex 1po cebst). «We're not in it. We're the gallery
(my6MKa Ha Tanepke).»

Mr. Dumphry, a tow-headed (6emnokypsiit) effeminate (;keHornonoOHbIN) young man, remarked
(3ametuThb): «Mama Abrams is a plot in herself,» and Campion shook his monocle at him, saying:
«Now, Royal, don’t be too ghastly (orBparutenshbiii) for words.» Rosemary looked at them all
uncomfortably, wishing her mother had come down here with her. She did not like these people,
especially in her immediate (HerocpencTBeHHbli1) comparison of them with those who had interested
her at the other end of the beach. Her mother’s modest but compact social gift (cnocoGHOCTB, Tapo-
BaHMe; ap, TanaHt) got them out of unwelcome (HeynoOHBIN) situations swiftly (6bicTpo) and firmly
(TBepno). But Rosemary had been a celebrity (3Hamenurtoctsb; 3Be31a) for only six months, and
sometimes the French manners of her early adolescence (1oHoCTb, mopocTKOBBIN Bo3pacT) and the
democratic manners of America, these latter superimposed (HakyiaabiBaTh), made a certain confusion
(6ecniopsinok; HepazOepuxa, mytanuia) and let her in (BmyTeiBath Bo) for just such things.

Mr. McKisco, a scrawny (kocmisiBblil, cyxomapsiii), freckle (BecHymka) — and-red man
of thirty, did not find the topic of the «plot» amusing (3a0aBHbIii, 3aHUMATEILHBIN, 3aHATHBIN). He
had been staring (ycraBuThcs) at the sea — now after a swift (OvicTpbiii) glance (B3rsim) at his wife
he turned to Rosemary and demanded (TpeGoBath) aggressively:

«Been here long?»

«Only a day.»

((Oh.))

Evidently feeling that the subject had been thoroughly changed, he looked in turn (1o ouepenn)
at the others.

«Going to stay all summer?» asked Mrs. McKisco, innocently (HeBunHO). «If you do (eciu
ocraHelibcs) you can watch the plot unfold (packpbiBath).»

«For God’s sake (pamu 6ora), Violet, drop (6pocats, oTka3biBaThcs OT) the subject!» exploded
her husband. «Get a new joke (myTtka), for God’s sake!»

Mrs. McKisco swayed (kaunyTbest) toward Mrs. Abrams and breathed (BbinoxHyTh) audibly
(TPOMKO, BCIIYX):

«He’s nervous.»

«I’'m not nervous,» disagreed McKisco. «It just happens I'm not nervous at all.»

He was burning (ropets) visibly (Bciyx) — a grayish flush (pymsneir) had spread over his face,
dissolving (pactBopsTh) all his expressions into a vast (orpoMHsii) ineffectuality (oTcyTcTBUE 3D EK-
TUBHOCTH, AericTBeHHOCTH). Suddenly remotely (oTnanenHo) conscious (oco3HaBath) of his condition
he got up (mogusTHCA) to go in the water, followed by his wife (a xeHna ciegoBana 3a HuUM), and seizing
the opportunity (Bocronb30BaThcsi BOZMOKHOCTBHIO) Rosemary followed (rocnenoBars 3a HUMK).

Mr. McKisco drew a long breath, flung himself into the shallows and began a stiff-armed
batting of the Mediterranean, obviously intended to suggest a crawl — his breath exhausted he arose
and looked around with an expression of surprise that he was still in sight of shore.
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«I haven’t learned to breathe (gpimats) yet. I never quite understood how they breathed.» He
looked at Rosemary inquiringly (BOrpocuTesbHO).

«I think you breathe out (BeigbIxath) under water,» she explained. «And every fourth beat (Taxr,
yaap) you roll (kpytuts, BepteTs) your head over (Hax Bonoit) for air.»

«The breathing’s the hardest part for me. Shall we go to the raft (rmot, HarulaBHOM MOCT,
napom) 7»

The man with the leonine (1bBuHBIN) head lay stretched out upon the raft, which tipped (nepe-
BemmBaTh) back and forth (Bnepen) with the motion (nBuxenue) of the water. As Mrs. McKisco
reached for (motsHyThCA) it a sudden (Heoxunanubiii) tilt (HakyioH) struck (ymaputs) her arm up
roughly (cmibHO), whereupon (ripu 3Tom) the man started up (nmogHsuicst Ha Horu) and pulled (BbITSI-
HyTh) her on board.

«I was afraid it hit you (uro on ymapur Bac).» His voice was slow (tuxwuit) and shy (3acreHum-
BhIi1); he had one of the saddest (meuaseHbIit) faces Rosemary had ever seen (korma-imoo Busena), the
high (Beicokwmit) cheekbones (ckysna) of an Indian, a long upper lip, and enormous (orpomHsiit) deep-
set (rmyooko mocaxeHHbIit) dark golden eyes. He had spoken out of the side (yronok) of his mouth,
as if he hoped his words would reach Mrs. McKisco by a circuitous (KpyHbIi, OKOJIbHBIN, 00XOJI-
Hoi) and unobtrusive (HEHaBS3UMBBII; MAJIO3aMETHBIN) route (Croco0; mMyTh, MapIIPyT); in a minute
he had shoved (orrankuBarbcs) off into the water and his long body lay motionless (HenonBuxHO)
toward shore.

Rosemary and Mrs. McKisco watched him. When he had exhausted (ucromats) his momentum
(ummysbe, KonuuecTBo aBuxkeHust) he abruptly (pe3ko) bent double (cornyThcsi BiBoe), his thin thighs
(6empo) rose above the surface, and he disappeared totally (momHocTbI0), leaving scarcely (eqBa Jin)
a fleck (xarenpka) of foam (mena) behind.

«He’s a good swimmer,» Rosemary said.

Mrs. McKisco’s answer came with surprising violence (sipocTh).

«Well, he’s a rotten (Heymaunblii) musician.» She turned to her husband, who after two
unsuccessful attempts had managed to climb (BckapaOkatbesi) on the raft, and having attained
(moctuub) his balance (paBHOBecue) was trying to make some kind of compensatory (kommneHcupyio-
nmid) flourish (pocuepk), achieving (mo6uBathbest) only an extra (erre oviH, JUIIHUN) stagger (Toma-
ThIBaHUE, HEYCTONUMBOE MoJiokeHue). «I was just saying that Abe North may be a good swimmer
but he’s a rotten musician.»

«Yes,» agreed McKisco, grudgingly (uexoTtsi, 6e3 xenanust). Obviously (siBHO, oueBuaHO) he
had created his wife’s world, and allowed her few (mano, HemHoro) liberties (BOJIBHOCTB) in it.

«Antheil’s my man.» Mrs. McKisco turned challengingly (Bb3biBatoiie) to Rosemary, «Anthiel
and Joyce. I don’t suppose you ever hear much about those sort (Takoro pona) of people in Hollywood,
but my husband wrote the first criticism of Ulysses (Oaucceit) that ever appeared in America.»

«I' wish I'had a cigarette (?Kasb, uyto y MmeHs HeT curapeThl),» said McKisco calmly (criokoiiHo).
«That’s more important to me just now.»

«He’s got insides (rog Bogoii) — don’t you think so, Albert?»

Her voice faded off (ocmadeBars) suddenly. The woman of the pearls had joined her two
children in the water, and now Abe North came up under one of them like a volcanic island, raising
him on his shoulders. The child yelled (kpuyars; Bonutsb) with fear (crpax) and delight (Boctopr) and
the woman watched with a lovely (BocxututenbHbIil) peace (criokoicTue), without a smile.

«Is that his wife?» Rosemary asked.

«No, that’s Mrs. Diver. They’re not at the hotel.» Her eyes, photographic, did not move from
the woman’s face. After a moment she turned vehemently (HercroBo; crpactHo) to Rosemary.

«Have you been abroad before?»

«Yes — I went to school in Paris.»
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«Oh! Well then you probably know that if you want to enjoy yourself here the thing is to get
to know some real French families. What do these people get out of it?» She pointed her left
shoulder toward shore. «They just stick around with each other in little cliques (k1Ka, TpynmupoBKa).
Of course, we had letters of introduction (pekomeHnaaresibHOe nucbMo) and met all the best French
artists and writers in Paris. That made it very nice.»

«I should think so.»

«My husband is finishing his first novel, you see.»

Rosemary said: «Oh, he is?» She was not thinking anything special (oco0blit), except (kpome)
wondering (yausnsiTbesi) whether her mother had got to sleep in this heat (;xapa).

«It’s on the idea of Ulysses (Onucceii),» continued Mrs. McKisco. «Only instead of taking
twenty-four hours my husband takes a hundred years. He takes a decayed (apsi6msiit) old French
aristocrat and puts him in contrast with the mechanical age — »

«Oh, for God’s sake, Violet, don’t go telling everybody the idea,» protested McKisco. «I don’t
want it to get all around before the book’s published.»

Rosemary swam back to the shore, where she threw her peignoir (nenstoap) over her already
sore [6ombHOI] shoulders and lay down again in the sun. The man with the jockey cap was now going
from umbrella to umbrella carrying a bottle and little glasses in his hands; presently [HekoTopoe Bpems
cryctsi] he and his friends grew (cranoButbcs) livelier (Becénbiii, 0xxuBIE€HHBIN) and closer together
and now they were all under a single assemblage [coBokymHOCTh] of umbrellas — she gathered (nenatsb
BbIBOJI) that some one was leaving and that this was a last drink on the beach. Even the children
knew that excitement was generating (0Opa3oBbIBaTh, (hopmupoBath) under that umbrella and turned
toward it — and it seemed to Rosemary that it all came from the man in the jockey cap.

Noon dominated sea and sky — even the white line of Cannes, five miles off, had faded
to a mirage of what was fresh and cool; a robin (masiuHOBKa) — breasted (Ha Hocy) sailing boat (apyc-
Has jiozka) pulled in behind it a strand (kryT) from the outer (BHemnwmit), darker sea. It seemed that
there was no life anywhere in all this expanse (mpoctop) of coast except under the filtered (ouninen-
HBbI; poduiibTpoBaHHbIi) sunlight of those umbrellas, where something went on amid (cpean) the
color and the murmur (6opmoTanue).

Campion walked near her, stood a few feet away and Rosemary closed her eyes, pretending
to be asleep; then she half-opened them and watched two dim (HesicHbIN, HEOTUETIUBBIN), blurred
(3amauykaHHBIN, HESCHBIN, pactiIbiBYaThii) pillars (cTonm) that were legs. The man tried to edge his
way into a sand-colored cloud, but the cloud floated off (oTmbITh) into the vast hot sky. Rosemary
fell really asleep.

She awoke drenched with sweat (MokpbIit oT mota) to find (1 oOHapyxwia) the beach deserted
(4TO Ha IIsKe HUKOTO He ObL10) save for (kpome) the man in the jockey cap, who was folding (cka-
IbiBaTh) a last umbrella. As Rosemary lay blinking (siexats, mopras), he walked nearer and said:

«I was going to wake you before I left. It’s not good (HeT Huyero xoporiero) to get too burned
(4TOOBI CIIMIIIKOM 3aropeth) right away (cpasy).»

«Thank you.» Rosemary looked down at her crimson (TéMHO-KpacHbIN) legs.

«Heavens (I'ocriogm) ! »

She laughed cheerfully (Beceno), inviting him to talk (mpurnamas ero k pasrosopy), but Dick
Diver was already carrying (Hectu) a tent and a beach umbrella (TuIsKHBII 30HT) up to a waiting
(oxMpaoIIMi) car, so she went into the water to wash off the sweat (uto6s1 cMBITH 1TOT). He came back
and gathering up a rake (rpa6mu, ckpe©oK, pammuis), a shovel (Jiornata, coBok), and a sieve (perero,
cuto), stowed (CKJIaabIBaTh, yKJIaapiBaTh) them in a crevice (TpeliyHa, paciieansa, 1mesb) of a rock
(ckama). He glanced up and down (ornsiners cBepxy oHu3y) the beach to see (4toObl yoenutbes) if
he had left anything (He ocTaBwI JIt OH Yero-auoo).

«Do you know what time it is?» Rosemary asked.

«It’s about (mpumepHo) half-past one (1onoBrHA BTOPOro; OIVH Yac TPUALATH MUHYT).»
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They faced (moBopauuBarbcsi oM K) the seascape (Mope, MapuHa, MOPCKOH Ien3ax)
together momentarily (MrHOBEHHO; €XKEMUHYTHO, TIOMUHYTHO).

«It’s not a bad time,» said Dick Diver. «It’s not one of worst (Hauxymmmuii) times of the day.»

He looked at her and for a moment she lived in the bright blue worlds of his eyes, eagerly
(ropsiuo, nbUIKO, crpactHO) and confidently (yBepenno). Then he shouldered (B3BanuTh Ha 11€40)
his last piece of junk (oTOpochl, xsam) and went up to his car, and Rosemary came out of the water,
shook out her peignoir and walked up to the hotel.
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I

It was almost two when they went into the dining-room. Back and forth over the deserted
(mokuHyTHI) tables a heavy pattern (pucyHok, y3op) of beams (Jiyd) and shadows swayed (Kosibi-
xarbcsi) with the motion (nBukenue) of the pines outside (BHe nomereHust; cHapyxu). Two waiters,
piling (packnansiBath, cooupats) plates and talking loud Italian, fell silent (3amomuars) when they
came in and brought them a tired (yromuiennsiii) version of the table d’hote (tadmbaoT, oOmuit 0de-
neHHbI cton) luncheon [eHY, Bropoii 3aBTpak (B 12—14 9yacoB; NErkuil y Tex, KTo o0e/1aeT Beue-
poM (dinner); TUIOTHBIN, 3aMEHSIONINI 00e/1 y TeX, KTO BEUEePOM YKHUHAET).

«I fell in love (Bmo6uThes) on the beach,» said Rosemary.

«Who with?»

«First with a whole lot (macca, kyuda) of people who looked nice (npusithbiit). Then with one
man.»

«Did you talk to him?»

«Just a little. Very handsome (kpacusbiit). With reddish (peikeBarsiit) hair.» She was eating,
ravenously (;kagHo). «He’s married though (xots1; HecMOTpst Ha; TeM He MeHee) — it’s usually the way
(Tak OBIBACT OOBIYHO).»

Her mother was her best friend and had put every last possibility into the guiding of her (Bectu
e€ Mo KU3HM), not so rare a thing (He Takas yx penkocts) in the theatrical profession, but rather
special (Becbma cBoeoOpa3nsbiii) in that Mrs. Elsie Speers was not recompensing herself for a defeat
(¢macko, Heygaua) of her own. She had no personal bitterness (ropeus) or resentments (o0ua, Hero-
JoBaHue, Bo3MylleHue) about life — twice satisfactorily (HOpMaJsibHO, yAOBJI€TBOpUTENILHO) married
and twice widowed (oBrioBeTb), her cheerful (3HepruuHbIii, HeyHbIBaIOIIMIA) stoicism (crourm3m) had
each time deepened (yrmyonstbest). One of her husbands had been a cavalry officer and one an
army doctor, and they both left something to her that she tried to present intact (1iesblid, He3aTpo-
HyThI) to Rosemary. By not sparing (magquts) Rosemary she had made her hard (TB€paplii; Heruo-
KWI, HerHynmicsi) — by not sparing (maguts) her own labor and devotion (J1lo60Bb, PeJaHHOCTB)
she had cultivated (B3BpamuBare) an idealism in Rosemary, which at present (B HacTosiiiee Bpemsi)
was directed toward herself and saw the world through her eyes (e€ rmazamu). So that while (B Tot
MOMEHT, B TO BpeMsi) Rosemary was a «simple» child she was protected (3amumars) by a double
sheath (pymsp, 3anmrHast o6onouka) of her mother’s armor (6ponst) and her own — she had a mature
(3penbiit) distrust (HemoBepwre) of the trivial (TpuBUaIBbHBINA, OOBIUHBIN), the facile (MOBepXHOCTHBIN)
and the vulgar. However, with Rosemary’s sudden success in pictures Mrs. Speers felt that it was
time she were (Hactasia mopa, yToObl OHa ObLIa) spiritually (JlyXOBHO, MHTEJUIEKTYaJIbHO, YMCTBEHHO)
weaned (OTHUMaTh OT TPyaH, OTIy4yaTh OT MaTtepH); it would please (pagoBath, HpaBUTbCS) rather
than (a He) pain (panuTh, 06uaeTh) her if this somewhat (Hekuit) bouncing (OXUBJIEHHBINA, KPETIKUMA,
HecKJIaaHbIn), breathless (3anmbixaBmmiics) and exigent (TpedoBatenbHbIN) idealism would focus on
something except herself (kpome He€ camoii).

«Then you like it here?» she asked.

«It might be fun (xopoto, npusitHO) if we knew those people. There were some other people,
but they weren’t nice (mpusitHbiii). They recognized (y3HaBaTh) me — no matter where (Kyma Obl HH)
we go everybody’s seen ,,Daddy’s Girl.“»

Mrs. Speers waited for the glow () of egotism () to subside (); then she said in a matter-of-
fact (cyxoi1, mpo3anynsblii) way: «That reminds me (kcratu), when are you going to see Earl (rpad)
Brady?»

«I thought we might go this afternoon — if you're rested.»

«You go — I'm not going.»

«We’ll wait till to-morrow then.»
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«I want you to go alone (51 xoay, yToOBI THI MO1ITa OHA). It’s only a short way — it isn’t as if
you didn’t speak French.»

«Mother — aren’t there some things I don’t have to (nomken) do?»

«Oh, well then go later — but some day before we leave (10 Toro, kak Mbl yegem).»

«All right, Mother.»

After lunch they were both overwhelmed (nepenonusTs, oxBatsiBaTh) by the sudden flatness
(MOHOTOHHOCTB, OTHOOOpa3ue, CKyka) that comes over American travellers in quiet (THXHiA, crio-
KonHbI) foreign (3arpanuunsbiii) places. No stimuli (Hukakue ctumyiasl) worked upon them, no
voices called them from without, no fragments of their own thoughts came suddenly from the minds
of others, and missing (ckyuats) the clamor (1rym) of Empire they felt that life was not continuing
here.

«Let’s only stay three days, Mother,» Rosemary said when they were back in their rooms.
Outside a light wind blew the heat around, straining (nmpocaunBatbcs) it through the trees and sending
little hot gusts (mopsiB BeTpa) through the shutters (craBum).

«How about the man you fell in love with on the beach?»

«I don’t love anybody but you, Mother, darling.»

Rosemary stopped in the lobby (BectuOwoib, xomt) and spoke to Gausse pere about trains.
The concierge, lounging (cuaeth pa3BaavBLIKCh, pacciaadbuBimck) in light-brown khaki by the desk,
stared (ycraBuTbhes) at her rigidly (ctporo, cyposo), then suddenly remembered the manners of his
métier (mpodeccusi, 3austue, pemeciio). She took the bus and rode with a pair of obsequious (ucros-
HUTEJIbHBIN, TOCTYIIHBIN) Waiters to the station, embarrassed (cOMBaTh C TOJKY, MPUBOAUTH B 3aMe-
matesibeTBO) by their silence, wanting to urge them: «Go on, talk, enjoy yourselves. It doesn’t bother
(Memathb, OECIIOKOUTh) Me.»

The first-class compartment was stifling (ymasiit); the vivid (spkwuit) advertising cards of the
railroad companies — The Pont du Gard at Arles, the Amphitheatre at Orange, winter sports at
Chamonix — were fresher than the long motionless (HernonsuxHoe) sea outside. Unlike American
trains that were absorbed in an intense destiny of their own, and scornful (mpe3upatoiuii) of people
on another world less swift (mogsuxHsbiii) and breathless (3anbixaBiuiics), this train was part of the
country through which it passed. Its breath (apixanue) stirred (meBenuts, cayBath) the dust from the
palm leaves, the cinders (30:1a) mingled (cmemmBarbcest) with the dry dung (HaBo3) in the gardens.
Rosemary was sure she could lean (Hak10HUTBCSI, BRICYHYThCsI U3) from the window and pull (Bbiaép-
ruBath) flowers with her hand.

A dozen cabbies (takcucr) slept in their hacks (Takcu) outside (cHapyxwu) the Cannes station.
Over on the promenade (mporyinka, nmpomeHan) the Casino, the smart shops, and the great hotels
turned blank (mycroit) iron masks to the summer sea. It was unbelievable (He Bepuiock) that there
could ever have been a «season,» and Rosemary, half in the grip (B Thckax) of fashion, became a little
self-conscious (3acTeHuMBBIN, JIETKO CMyILAOIIMIACS), as though she were displaying (rposiBisiTh) an
unhealthy (He3m0poBBIii) taste (Bkyc) for the moribund (ycrapeBaromuii, BHIXOIAIIMIA U3 yroTpeodie-
HU); as though (kak Oyaro) people were wondering (yauBinsiteest) why she was here in the lull (3atu-
mibe) between the gaiety (Becenbe) of last winter and next winter, while (B To Bpemsi, kak) up north
the true world thundered (rpemets, rpoxotaTs) by.
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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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