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O cocraBure.Jie

XynpaaeBa EnnzaBera OunpoBHa, TOKTOP (PUIIOJOIMUYECKUX
HayK. OOsacTh HAyYHBIX UHTEPECOB — JIMHTBUCTUKA, (DOJIBKIIO-
PUCTHKA, IEPEBO]] U NIEPEBOIOBEICHUE, MPENOlaBaHre aHTJINIA-
CKOTO sI3bIKa, MEKKYJIbTYpHAsE KOMMYHUKAIIUS.

YyebHoe nocodue npeacrapiser pparMeHT U3 TEKCTa KJiiac-
CMYECKOr0 poMaHa aMepHrKaHckoro nucarenss ®Ppancuca Ckot-
Ta uiykepanbaa «Houb HexxHa» Ha aHIJIMKACKOM si3bike. [1pu-
BeJICHbI MIePeBOJIbl HEKOTOPBIX CJIOB M BBIPAKEHUIN HA PYCCKOM
SI3BIKE.

[IpenHa3HaY€HO MIKOJIbHUKAM, CTY/IEHTaM, aCIUPAHTaM U JIH-
11aM, MHTEPECYIOIIUMCS KJIAaCCUUECKOM JIMTEpaTypor 1 U3yvaro-
UM AHTJIAACKUA A3BIK.

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

1 o o . o o
Verdurous — 3apOClInU, IMOPOCHINHA 3CJICHBIO; 3€JICHBIN U CBEKUU.



Book 1

I

On the pleasant shore of the French Riviera, about half way
between Marseilles [Mapcens (ropox u nopr Ha tore ®Ppan-
nuun)] and the Italian border (rpanuia), stands a large, proud,
rose-colored hotel. Deferential (rmourutensHbIil) palms cool
(oxmaxxaars) its flushed (:ku3HEpaTOCTHBIN, TIBIIIYIINNA KU3HBIO)
facade, and before it stretches a short dazzling (BemkonenHpiu,
onectsmmii) beach. Lately it has become a summer resort (Ky-
popt) of notable (u3BectHbIN) and fashionable people; a decade
ago (mecsATh JIeT TOMY Hazan) it was almost deserted (1ycroii, 3a-
Opoutennslil) after its English clientele (ksiimentypa) went north
in April. Now, many bungalows (OyHrano, 1oM ¢ BepaHJIOi)
cluster (pactTu BmecTte, Tpymmoi) near it, but when this story
begins only the cupolas (kymon) of a dozen (mioxuna, gecs-
Tok) old villas (3aropoasslii 1oMm, ocoOHsIK) rotted (daxHyTh) like
water lilies among the massed (MHOTOUMCIIEHHBIN) pines (COCHA)
between Gausse’s Hotel des Etrangers and Cannes (Kannsr), five
miles away (Ha pacCTOSIHUM ST MWJIb OTCIOQ).

The hotel and its bright tan (kenToBaTO-KOPUYHEBBIN; PbI-
’KE€BaTO-KOPUYHEBBIN) prayer (MoJieHUe, MOJIUTBA) rug (KOBPUK)
of a beach (rsx) were one. In the early morning the distant



(otmanennsiii) image (oOpa3) of Cannes [kaen], [kenz] (Kann
(»1), the pink (po3oBblil) and cream (KpeMOBBIH, CBETIO-KEN-
Tei) of old fortifications (ykperenue; doprudpukanus), the
purple (mypmypHbIid, proseToBbIN, 6arpoBsIii) Alp that bounded
(rpannunTs) Italy, were cast (OTOpachiBaTh TeHb, Pa3IMBATHCS)
across the water and lay (Jiexarts) quavering (BUOpUpOBaTh; APO-
’KaTh MEJIKOM APOXKbIO, TpereTars) in the ripples (3b10b, psoOb,
HeOoubinas BomHa) and rings sent up by sea-plants through the
clear shallows (ormenb). Before eight a man came down to the
beach in a blue bathrobe (kynanbheiii xanat) and with much
preliminary (nmpegBaputesibHbIN) application to his person of the
chilly (mpoxmannsiit) water, and much grunting (BopuaTb; 60p-
morarts) and loud breathing (apimats), floundered (6apaxTatbest)
a minute in the sea. When he had gone, beach and bay (OyxTa,
3asiuB) were quiet for an hour. Merchantmen (cyaHo) crawled
(MenyieHHO mpoaBurarbest) westward (IO HalpaBJIeHUIO Ha 3a-
naa) on the horizon (ropu3onT); bus boys (MOMOIIHKUK O(UIIU-
anrta) shouted in the hotel court (nBop); the dew (poca) dried
(BBICHIXaTh, COXHYTb) upon the pines (cocHa). In another hour
the horns (rymok, cupena) of motors began to blow down (cur-
Hanuth) from the winding (u3BmMcThI) road along the low
range of the Maures, which separates (otaensrts) the littoral
(moGepesxbe; IUTOPaITh; OOMTAIONIHIA B TIPHIIMBHO-OTIMBHON 30-
He) from true (HacTosimii, UICTUHHBIN) Provencal (mpoBa Hcasib-
ckuit) France.

A mile from the sea, where pines give way to (ycrynaTtb me-



cto) dusty (meLTBHBIN) poplars (Tomosnb), is an isolated railroad
stop, whence one June morning in 1925 a victoria (JIErkuii AByx-
MECTHBIM 9KUIAX C OTKUIHBIM BepxoM) brought a woman and
her daughter down to Gausse’s Hotel. The mother’s face was
of a fading (yBsimatonmii) prettiness (pesnects) that would soon
be patted with broken (pBanblii, HanOpBaHHBKI) veins (BeHa); her
expression was both tranquil (criokoiinblit, 6e3MsiTexkHbIN) and
aware (3HaIOIIMK, MOHMMaIIIKK) in a pleasant way. However,
one’s eye moved on quickly to her daughter, who had magic (oua-
poBanue) in her pink (po3oBsiii) palms (1agoHb) and her cheeks
lit to a lovely (mpenecthbiit) flame (rmams), like the thrilling (3a-
XBaThIBAIOIIUIA; BOJHYIOIMI; apoxaiuid) flush (kpacka, pymsi-
Heir) of children after their cold baths in the evening. Her fine
forehead sloped (mogHMMaTbCs HAKJIOHHO; CITyCKaTbCsl BHU3)
gently (msrko, HexHO) up to where her hair, bordering (o6pam-
JIATh, OKaMIIATH) it like an armorial (repanpaudeckuid, repOoo-
BbI) shield (1uT), burst into lovelocks (JlokoH, cryckaromuics
Ha JoO wim mEKy) and waves (BOJIHUCTOCTbH; 3aBUTOK, JIOKOH)
and curlicues (npuuynnuBas 3aBuTyiika) of ash (menenbHbli)
blonde and gold. Her eyes were bright, big, clear, wet (BiaxHblii),
and shining, the color of her cheeks was real, breaking close
to the surface from the strong young pump (Ouenue, myabCHpo-
Banue) of her heart. Her body hovered (Haxoautbcsi B cocTosi-
HUU HEeOIpeleIEHHOCTH, HesicHoro oxunanus) delicately (xpyr-
KO; HeHa1éxkHO) on the last edge (kpait) of childhood — she was
almost eighteen, nearly complete, but the dew (uucrora, cBe-



xecTb) was still on her. As sea and sky appeared (oka3zarbcsi)
below (Hmxe) 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 wam wuHaue),» the girl
answered.

They both spoke cheerfully (6ompo, sHepruuHo) but were
obviously (siBHO) without direction (HeXOTsl, BbIHYKJIEHHO, BO-
nei-HeBosier) and bored (ckyuwatonuii) by the fact — moreover
(6onee Toro), just any direction (HarpaBjieHHe; MPEINICAHE)
would not do (mogxoauts). They wanted high excitement, not
from the necessity of stimulating jaded (U3My4YeHHBIN, U3HYPEH-
HBIN; oOeccuieHHBIN) nerves but with the avidity (ocTpbiii uHTe-
pec, aHTy3ua3M) of prize-winning (MOJy4YMBUINI IPEMUIO, IPU3)
schoolchildren who deserved (3aciy:xuBatb) their vacations (ka-
HUKYJIbI).

«We'll stay three days and then go home. I'll wire (Tenerpa-
(pupoBarp) right away (npsimo ceituac) for steamer (rmapoxosn)
tickets.»

At the hotel the girl made the reservation (3aka3arb, caeyaTh
Oponb) in idiomatic (mauomarudeckuii) but rather flat (rutoc-
kuii) French, like something remembered (kak HEYTO Bbly4eH-
Hoe). When they were installed (ycrpouts, nomectuts) on the
ground floor (nepBbii, HUXHUM 3Tax) she walked into the glare
(ocnernmmtenbHBIN cBeT; cussHue) of the French windows and out
a few steps onto the stone veranda that run the length (onos-
ceiBath) of the hotel. When she walked she carried herself like



a ballet — dancer, not slumped down (HeykOxe ABUraThCsi) on
her hips (6ernpo) but held up (aepxatsb mpsimo) in the small of her
back. Out there the hot light clipped (o6pe3ats) close her shadow
and she retreated (OTCTYNUTh, MOMSTUTHCS Ha3ad) — it was too
bright (s1pko) to see. Fifty yards away the Mediterranean (Cpe-
qu3zeMHoe mope) yielded (ycrymats) up its pigments, moment
by moment, to the brutal (6pyTasnbHbIii, rpyObIii) sunshine; below
the balustrade (6amoctpana) a faded (61€kbIiA, BBUTMHSIBIINM,
nunsuieiid) Buick (beionk) cooked (skaputbesi) on the hotel drive
(mopora, mogbe3aHAs ajuies, MPOe3N).

Indeed, of all the region only the beach stirred (1eBenuTh-
cs; nurarbes) with activity. Three British nannies (HsiHsT) sat
knitting (Bsi3ath) the slow (HeTopoIIMBBIN) pattern (PUCYHOK,
y3op) of Victorian England, the pattern (oOpaser, momeins)
of the forties, the sixties, and the eighties, into sweaters (cBu-
Tep, nyJjosep) and socks (Hocku), to the tune (mom My3bIKY)
of gossip (cruietHs1) as formalized (cTunn3oBaHHBIN, hOpMaATH-
30BaHHBIN) as incantation (3akJmHaHue); closer to (Ommke K) the
sea a dozen (nmecsToK, mwxuHa) persons kept house (xo3siHU-
yatb) under striped (rosocatsiid) umbrellas, while their dozen
children pursued (70BUTH, IpecaenoBaTh) unintimidated (He 3a-
nyraHHblii; He yerpaténsbiii) fish through the shallows (otmerns)
or lay naked (nexarp Harumu) and glistening (6mectets) with
cocoanut (KOKocoBbIi) oil out in the sun.

As Rosemary came onto the beach a boy of twelve ran past
her and dashed into (6pocatbcs) the sea with exultant (Jiukyio-



i, TopkectBytoimii) cries. Feeling the impactive (ynapHblii)
scrutiny (BHMMaTesbHbBIA ocMoTp) of strange faces, she took
off her bathrobe (xynanbubiii xasar) and followed. She floated
(rutbith) face down for a few yards (sipa) and finding it shallow
(menkuii) staggered (1IaTraTbcsl, MOKAUYMBAThCS; UITH 11ATASICh)
to her feet and plodded (uaTu meanenHo, ¢ Tpyaom) forward,
dragging (tammre) slim (crpounbiid) legs like weights (rups)
against (IpoTuB, peoosieBath) the resistance (CONPOTUBIICHUE)
of the water. When it was about breast high (no rpyas), she
glanced back (ornsHyTtbcs Hazan) toward shore: a bald man
in a monocle and a pair of tights (Tpuko), his tufted (c xoxoskom)
chest thrown out, his brash navel (mopocmmii nmynok) sucked
in (BTAHYTHIN), was regarding (paccMaTpuBaTh) her attentively.
As Rosemary returned the gaze the man dislodged (yOpats) the
monocle, which went into hiding amid the facetious (3a6aBHbIT,
cmernHon,) whiskers (ycoi) of his chest, and poured (HanuBath)
himself a glass of something from a bottle in his hand.
Rosemary laid her face on the water and swam a choppy
(couBuuBHbIl, HepoBHBIN) little four-beat (ymap) crawl (kposb)
out to the raft (mapom; HaruiaBHou moct). The water reached up
for her, pulled her down tenderly (msirko, He:xHO) out of the heat
(;kapa), seeped (mpocauMBaThCs; MPOHUKATh, TPOTEKATH) in her
hair and ran into the corners of her body. She turned round and
round in it, embracing (oOHUMaTh, OOXBaThIBaTh) it, wallowing
(6apaxrarbest; Kynatbesi) in it. Reaching the raft she was out
of breath (3anbixaTbcsi), but a tanned (3aropesnsiit) woman with



very white teeth looked down at her, and Rosemary, suddenly
conscious of (Bapyr oco3HaB) the raw whiteness (He 3aropesiias
6enusHa) of her own body, turned on her back and drifted toward
shore. The hairy (Bonocatsiit) man holding the bottle spoke to her
as she came out.

«I say — they have sharks (akyna) out behind the raft.» He
was of indeterminate (HeornpeneneéHHbii) nationality, but spoke
English with a slow (Megmurenbhbiii) Oxford drawl (mpotsik-
HOE€ IPOM3HOIIEHNEe, MEJIMTENbHOCTh peun). «Yesterday they
devoured (mpornotuth) two British sailors from the flotte (¢or)
at Golfe Juan.»

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

«They come in for the refuse (oTka3) from the flotte.»

Glazing his eyes to indicate (uToObI oka3ars) that he had only
spoken in order to warn (npeaynpeauts) her, he minced off (me-
PECTyINuTh, MPOMYCTUTh CTYIEHb) two steps and poured (Hanu-
Batb) himself another drink.

Not unpleasantly self-conscious (He 0e3 cMmyilieHus), since
(nockoinbky) there had been a slight sway (BosiHa) of attention
toward her during this conversation, Rosemary looked for a place
to sit. Obviously (oueBngHO) each family possessed (BnageTsb)
the strip (mosnoca) of sand immediately in front (mpsiMmo nepen)
of its umbrella; besides there was much visiting and talking back
and forth — the atmosphere of a community (coo01iecTBo, KOM-
nanus) upon which it would be presumptuous (6ecriepeMOHHBIH,



Jep3KUH, HaXaJIbHBIN) to intrude (BTOprarbcsi, BXOIUTH O€3 pa3-
pewenns nim npuramenus). Farther up, where the beach was
strewn (ObITh TOKpPHITHIM) With pebbles (rambka, rpaBuii) and
dead sea-weed (Mopckast BOOpociib), sat a group with flesh (te-
7o) as white as her own. They lay under small hand-parasols
(GaymaxuH, TEHT, 30HTHK OT cosHIia) instead of beach umbrellas
and were obviously less indigenous (aOOpUTeHHBIN, MECTHBII)
to the place. Between the dark people and the light, Rosemary
found room (HaritTu mecto) and spread out (paccrenuts) her
peignoir (neHstoap) on the sand.

Lying so (n€xa Tak), she first heard their voices and felt
their feet skirt (okpyxarb, OKaMJIATh, 0OpamiATh) her body
and their shapes pass between the sun and herself. The breath
of an inquisitive (Jmo6oreiTHBI) dog blew (mpimiaTh) warm and
nervous on her neck; she could feel her skin broiling (:kaputbcs
Ha cosHile) a little in the heat and hear the small exhausted (u3ny-
PEHHBII; oOeccrieHHbIN) wa-waa of the expiring (HaxomsIuii-
Cs IIPU TOCJIEIHEM M3[IbIXaHWH, YMHpawoIun) waves. Presently
(Bckope) her ear distinguished (paznuuats) individual (otaesns-
HbIld) voices and she became aware (y3Harh) that some one
referred to (HasBanHbii) scornfully (mpe3purtenbHO) as «that
North guy (tor napens ¢ Cesepa) ” had kidnapped (moxutuTs)
a waiter (ourmant) from a café in Cannes last night in order
to (s Toro, 4toObl) saw (pacnuiuTh) him in two (Torosnam).
The sponsor (aBTop, nnunmarop) of the story was a white-haired
(c 6empiMu Bosmocamu) woman in full evening dress, obviously



(siBHO, oueBUIHO) a relic of the previous evening, for a tiara (Tu-
apa) still clung to her head and a discouraged (uiEHHbII 3ama-
xa) orchid (opxupes) expired (Boigbixatbesi) from her shoulder.
Rosemary, forming a vague antipathy to her and her companions,
turned away (OTBEpHYThCS1).

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 (ctsaHyTb, cionzars) her
shoulders and her back, a ruddy (3a0poBbIii, NBIITYIIMIA 3A0PO-
BbEM, LIBETYILIMI), orange (OpaH:KeBbIM) brown (KOPUYHEBBIN),
set off (orreHsaTh) by a string (HuTKa) of creamy (KpemMoBOro
1Beta) pearls (;kemuyr), shone (6necteTh, cBepkaTh) in the sun.
Her face was hard (;k€ctkuit) and lovely (mpuBniekatenbHblid) and
pitiful (mevansHeiil). Her eyes met Rosemary’s but did not see
her. Beyond her was a fine man in a jockey (xoken) cap and red-
striped (c KpacHbIMU TIOJIOCKaMM) tights (Tpuko); then the woman
Rosemary had seen on the raft (mapowm, mor), and who looked
back at her, seeing her; then a man with a long face and a golden,
leonine (spBUHBIN) head, with blue tights and no hat, talking very
seriously to an unmistakably (6e3ommoOouHo) Latin (ylaTvHeIn)
young man in black tights, both of them picking at (koBbIpsITbCST)
little pieces of seaweed (Mopckast Bogopocib) in the sand. She
thought they were mostly Americans, but something made them
unlike (Hemoxoxui Ha) the Americans she had known of late
(mocnenHee BpeMsi).

After a while (uepe3 Hekotopoe Bpemsi) she realized (oco-



3HaTh) that the man in the jockey cap was giving a quiet (cro-
xoiiHbIi) little performance (mpencrasnenue) for this group;
he moved gravely (cepp€3Ho) about with a rake (somatouka
KpyIbe, rpadnu), ostensibly (5KkoObl; MO BUAMMOCTH) removing
(youpatp) gravel (rpaBuii; raympka) and meanwhile (tem Bpe-
meHeMm) developing (pa3BuBath, pa3padaTeiBaTh, pa3bIrPhIBATh)
some (HeKuil) esoteric (30Tepuyeckuit) burlesque (6yprieck, na-
poausi; kapukarypa) held in suspension (cocrosiHue Heorpeje-
nénHoctn) by his grave (cepbésnniii) face. Its faintest (cna0wii,
BsUIbIi) ramification (pa3BerBneHue; BeTBieHue) had become
hilarious (Becénbli1, IIIyMHBIM, OKUBJIEHHBIN), until (10 Tex nop,
noka) whatever (uto Obl H1) he said released (BbI3BIBaTH) a burst
(B3pbIB) of laughter. Even those who, like herself, were too far
away to hear (cipiats), sent out antennae of attention until the
only person on the beach (ruisx) not caught up in it (He mou-
MaHHas1 B 3T0) was the young woman with the string (HuTKa)
of pearls. Perhaps from modesty (ckpomHocTb) of possession
(cobcTBeHHOCTD; UMyIecTBO) she responded to (oTBevaTh Ha)
each salvo (3anm, camor) of amusement (pa3pieueHue, 3a6aBa)
by bending (HakyioHATHCS) closer (6mke) over her list (crcok).

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

«You are a ripping (OTJIMYHBIN) SWIMmMmer.»

She demurred (Bo3paxarb, IPOTECTOBATD).

«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 (j10-
cazna) Rosemary saw the untanned (He3aropesumii) people were
waiting. Reluctantly (Hexots1) 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 (y3Hath) you
in Sorrento and asked the hotel clerk and we all think you’re
perfectly marvelous (yauBuTenbHBIN, 3aMeyvaTesbHbI) and we
want to know why you’re not back in America making another
marvellous (M3ymMuUTeNbHBIN) MOVing (ABYKYIIUICS) picture.»

They made a superfluous (M3nuIIHUI; HEHYXKHbII) gesture
of moving over for her. The woman who had recognized (y3Hatb)
her was not a Jewess (eBpeiika, uyaenka), despite (HecMOT-
psa Ha) her name. She was one of those elderly (moxwuoit,)
«good sports» preserved by an imperviousness (CTOHMKOCTb)
to experience (omneIT) and a good digestion (ycBoeHHe; MOHUMA-
Hue) into another generation.

«We wanted to warn you about getting burned (o6ropets, 3a-
roperts) the first day,» she continued cheerily (Beceno), «because
YOUR skin is important, but there seems to be so darn (ueproB-
ckn) much formality on this beach that we didn’t know whether
you’d mind (Bo3paxaTh).»



I1

«We thought maybe you were in the plot (3aroBop),» said Mrs.
McKisco. She was a shabby-eyed (c OecuecTHHIMM TJ1a3aMH),
pretty young woman with a disheartening (mpuBOASIIIMI B YHBI-
Hue) intensity (cuia, sHeprusi). «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 (oka3zarbcsi) to be a chief (ry1aBHbIi)
character (repoit) — practically the assistant (momoiHuk) hero.»

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

«My dear, we dont KNOW,» said Mrs. Abrams, with
a convulsive (KOHBYJbCUBHBIN), stout (TYy4HOU, TTOJIHBIN)
woman’s chuckle (Tuxwuii cmex; cmex npo cedst). «We're not in it.
We’re the gallery (myonuka Ha ranépke).»

Mr. Dumphry, a tow-headed (6esokypsiit) effeminate (;keHo-
noioOHkIN) young man, remarked (3ameruts): «Mama Abrams
is a plot in herself,» and Campion shook his monocle at him,
saying: «Now, Royal, don’t be too ghastly (orBpatutesnbHblit) 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 (HermocpeICTBEHHBbII)
comparison of them with those who had interested her at the
other end of the beach. Her mother’s modest but compact
social gift (criocobHOCTB, JapoBaHuWe; Aap, TajJaHT) got them



out of unwelcome (HeynoOHBIN) situations swiftly (ObicTpo) and
firmly (TBepmo). But Rosemary had been a celebrity (3Hamenu-
TOCTh; 3Be37a) for only six months, and sometimes the French
manners of her early adolescence (10HOCTb, HOAPOCTKOBBIN BO3-
pact) and the democratic manners of America, these latter
superimposed (HakTagpBaTh), made a certain confusion (6ecro-
psII0K; Hepa3Oepuxa, myTtanuia) and let her in (BmyTeiBaTh BO)
for just such things.

Mr. McKisco, a scrawny (KOCTIsBbIi, cyxomnapsiii), freckle
(Becnymika) — and-red man of thirty, did not find the topic of the
«plot» amusing (3a0aBHbIIA, 3aHUMATEJILHBIN, 3aHATHBIN). He had
been staring (yctaButbes) at the sea — now after a swift (ObiCcT-
poiit) glance (B3misin) 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 (mo ouepenn) at the others.

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

«For God’s sake (paau 6ora), Violet, drop (6pocaTb, OTKa3bl-
Bathcs oT) the subject!» exploded her husband. «Get a new joke
(myTka), for God’s sake!»

Mrs. McKisco swayed (kauHyTbcst) toward Mrs. Abrams and



breathed (BpigoxHyTh) audibly (rpomko, BCayX):

«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
(pymsiren) had spread over his face, dissolving (pacTBOpsITB)
all his expressions into a vast (orpomnsiii) ineffectuality (ot-
cytctBUe 3 PEeKTUBHOCTH, JIeicTBeHHOCTH). Suddenly remotely
(otmaneHHo) conscious (oco3HaBaThb) of his condition he got up
(momusATHCS) to go in the water, followed by his wife (a xeHa cre-
JoBasia 3a HUM), and seizing the opportunity (BOCIOb30BATHCS
BO3MOXHOCTHIO) Rosemary followed (mocnenoBarb 3a HUMM).

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.

«I haven’t learned to breathe (mpimath) yet. I never quite
understood how they breathed.» He looked at Rosemary
inquiringly (BOIpOCUTENBHO).

«I think you breathe out (Beigpixath) under water,» she
explained. «And every fourth beat (takt, ymap) you roll (kpy-
TUTh, BEpTETH) your head over (Hax Bomoit) for air.»

«The breathing’s the hardest part for me. Shall we go to the
raft (10T, HarJIaBHOM MOCT, TTapoMm) 7»

The man with the leonine (1pBuHBIN) head lay stretched out



upon the raft, which tipped (nepesemuBars) back and forth (Bre-
pen) with the motion (aBu:kenue) of the water. As Mrs. McKisco
reached for (motsiHyThCs) 1t a sudden (HeoxkupaHHbIN) tilt (Ha-
kJI0H) struck (ymaputb) her arm up roughly (cunbHO), whereupon
(ipu 3TOoM) the man started up (mogHswicsa Ha Horu) and pulled
(BeITsIHYTH) her on board.

«I was afraid it hit you (4ro oH ymaput Bac).» His voice was
slow (Tuxuii) and shy (3acrenuuBsiii); he had one of the saddest
(mevanpHbiil) faces Rosemary had ever seen (korma-nu6o Bu-
nena), the high (Bbicokmii) cheekbones (ckynma) of an Indian,
a long upper lip, and enormous (orpomusiii) deep-set (riy0o-
ko nocaxkeHHbil) 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 (KpyXHbI, OKOJIbHBIN, 00-
xoaHou) and unobtrusive (HEHaBSA3YMBBIN; MaJI03aMETHBIN) route
(crioco6; myTh, MapiipyT); in a minute he had shoved (orrain-
kuBatbesi) off into the water and his long body lay motionless
(HenonBuxkHO) toward shore.

Rosemary and Mrs. McKisco watched him. When he
had exhausted (ucromars) his momentum (UMMyJsbC, KOIMYe-
ctBo nBuxkeHus1) he abruptly (pe3ko) bent double (cornyrbcs
BABoe), his thin thighs (6eapo) rose above the surface, and
he disappeared totally (mosHocte0), leaving scarcely (ensa jin)
a fleck (kanennka) of foam (nmena) behind.

«He’s a good swimmer,» Rosemary said.

Mrs. McKisco’s answer came with surprising violence



(s1pocTh).

«Well, he’s a rotten (HeygauHblil) musician.» She turned to her
husband, who after two unsuccessful attempts had managed
to climb (BckapaOkaTbcsi) on the raft, and having attained (mo-
cruub) his balance (paBHOBecue) was trying to make some
kind of compensatory (kommneHcupytomwmii) flourish (pocuepk),
achieving (moOuBartbcs) only an extra (emie OAWH, JIMIITHMI)
stagger (ToliaTbIBaHMe, HEYCTOMYKMBOE TosoxkeHue). «I was just
saying that Abe North may be a good swimmer but he’s a rotten
musician.»

«Yes,» agreed McKisco, grudgingly (Hexots, 6e3 kemaHust).
Obviously (siBHO, oueBuaAHO) he had created his wife’s world, and
allowed her few (maso, HemMHoro) liberties (BOJIBHOCTD) in it.

«Antheil’s my man.» Mrs. McKisco turned challengingly (BbI-
3piBatole) to Rosemary, «Anthiel and Joyce. I don’t suppose
you ever hear much about those sort (takoro poga) of people
in Hollywood, but my husband wrote the first criticism
of Ulysses (Onucceit) that ever appeared in America.»

«I wish I had a cigarette (Kasib, 4TO y MEHSI HET CUTAPETHI),»
said McKisco calmly (criokoitHo). «That’s more important to me
just now.»

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

Her voice faded off (ocna6eBars) 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 (kpuuars; Boruth) with



fear (crpax) and delight (Boctopr) and the woman watched
with a lovely (BocxututenpHblil) peace (crnokoiictue), 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 (HeucroBo; cTpacTHO)
to Rosemary.

«Have you been abroad before?»

«Yes — I went to school in Paris.»

«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 (kimka, rpynnupoBka). Of course, we had letters
of introduction (pekomeHarenpHOe nrcbmo) 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 (ocoOwiil), except (kpome) wondering (YIUBISITHCS)
whether her mother had got to sleep in this heat (xapa).

«It’s on the idea of Ulysses (Omucceit),» continued Mrs.
McKisco. «Only instead of taking twenty-four hours my husband
takes a hundred years. He takes a decayed (npsioneiit) 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 (rerbtoap) over her already sore [6omnpHO¥] 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 Bpemsi ciycTs]
he and his friends grew (cranoBuThCs) livelier (Bec€mnbiii, OKUB-
nénnpiii) and closer together and now they were all under a single
assemblage [coBokynHOCTb] of umbrellas — she gathered (nme-
Jath BbIBOA) that some one was leaving and that this was a last
drink on the beach. Even the children knew that excitement was
generating (oO6pa3oBbiBaTh, (hopmupoBats) 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 (MamuHOBKa) — breasted (Ha Hocy) sailing boat
(mapycHas noaka) pulled in behind it a strand (kryT) from the
outer (BHemmHui), darker sea. It seemed that there was no life
anywhere in all this expanse (rpoctop) of coast except under the
filtered (ounmennslid; npoduisTpoBanHblid) sunlight of those
umbrellas, where something went on amid (cpeau) the color and
the murmur (6opmoTaHue).

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 (HesiCHbII1, HEOTYETIIN-
BbIi1), blurred (3amauykaHHbIN, HESICHBIN, pacIUIbIBUaTHIN) pillars
(cronm) 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 (Mokpe1 ot nora) to find
(u obHapyxwuna) the beach deserted (uro Ha TIIsIKE HHMKOTO
He ObUI0) save for (kpome) the man in the jockey cap, who was
folding (cknagpiBath) a last umbrella. As Rosemary lay blinking
(niexatb, Moprasi), he walked nearer and said:

«I was going to wake you before I left. It’s not good (HeT Hu-
4ero xopoiuero) to get too burned (YTOOBI CIUIIIKOM 3aropeTh)
right away (cpazy).»

«Thank you.» Rosemary looked down at her crimson (Tém-
HO-KpacHbIi) legs.

«Heavens (I'ocriogu)!»

She laughed cheerfully (Becesno), inviting him to talk (mpu-
ranias ero K pasrosopy), but Dick Diver was already carrying
(nectn) a tent and a beach umbrella (TUIsIKHBIA 30HT) up
to a waiting (o:xxualoiuii) car, so she went into the water to wash
off the sweat (uToObI cMbITH TIOT). He came back and gathering
up a rake (rpabmu, ckpeOOK, parmmiib), a shovel (Jiomara, co-
BOK), and a sieve (peiieto, cuTo), stowed (CKJ1aabIBaTh, yKJIa/Ibl-
BaTh) them in a crevice (TpemuHa, paciieianHa, menb) of a rock
(ckana). He glanced up and down (ornsinets cBepxy 10HU3Y) the



beach to see (utoosl yoenutbes) if he had left anything (He ocra-
BWJI JIM OH YEro-Jimoo).

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

«It’s about (mpumepHo) half-past one (rosoBuMHa BTOPOTrO;
OJIVH Yac TPUIIATh MUHYT).»

They faced (moBopauuBarbcs JIULIOM K) the seascape (Mope,
MaprHa, MOPCKOM nen3ax) together momentarily (MrHOBEHHO;
€KEMHUHYTHO, TOMUHYTHO).

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

He looked at her and for a moment she lived in the bright
blue worlds of his eyes, eagerly (ropsi4o, nbuiko, cTpactHo) and
confidently (yBepenno). Then he shouldered (B3BanuTth Ha 11e-
40) his last piece of junk (oTOpocsl, xmam) and went up to his
car, and Rosemary came out of the water, shook out her peignoir
and walked up to the hotel.



III

It was almost two when they went into the dining-room. Back
and forth over the deserted (mokunyThiii) tables a heavy pattern
(pucyHoOK, y30p) of beams (Jiyd) and shadows swayed (KoJbIxarh-
cs1) with the motion (aBuxenue) of the pines outside (BHe mo-
MmeteHus; cHapyxu). Two waiters, piling (packiagsBarh, cCOOu-
parb) plates and talking loud Italian, fell silent (3amo4ars) when
they came in and brought them a tired (yTomJeHHbIN) version
of the table d’hdte (Tababa0T, 001N 00eAeHHBIH cTOJ) luncheon
[1eny, Bropoii 3aBTpak (B 12—14 yacos; IErkuil y Tex, KTo ooe-
naet BeuepoM (dinner); MIOTHBIN, 3aMEHSIOMUI 00e[T y TeX, KTO
BEUEPOM YKMHAET).

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

«Who with?»

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

«Did you talk to him?»

«Just a little. Very handsome (kpacussiir). With reddish (psI-
keBarblid) hair.» She was eating, ravenously (:kagHo). «He’s
married though (xoTs1; HeCMOTps Ha; TeM He MeHee) — it’s usually
the way (Tak GbIBaeT OOBIUHO).»

Her mother was her best friend and had put every last
possibility into the guiding of her (Bectu e€ no xu3Hu), not so
rare a thing (He Takas yx peakocts) in the theatrical profession,



but rather special (BecbMa cBoeoOpasHsbiii) in that Mrs. Elsie
Speers was not recompensing herself for a defeat (¢wuacko,
Heynaya) of her own. She had no personal bitterness (ropeun)
or resentments (00uIa, HErogoBaHue, BO3MyIleHue) about life —
twice satisfactorily (HopmasibHO, yAOBJIE€TBOpUTENbHO) married
and twice widowed (oBmoBetb), her cheerful (sHepruumsbiii,
HeyHbIBawlui) stoicism (cromim3M) had each time deepened
(yrmyonateest). 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 (11es1blii, HE3aTPOHYTHI) to Rosemary.
By not sparing (maguts) Rosemary she had made her hard
(TBEpmbIiA; HErMOKUI, HETHYIIUICS) — by not sparing (IIaauTh)
her own labor and devotion (Jio6oBb, MpenanHocTh) she had
cultivated (B3BpammBarb) an idealism in Rosemary, which at
present (B Hacrtosiiee BpeMsi) was directed toward herself and
saw the world through her eyes (e€ mmazamm). So that while
(B TOT MOMEHT, B TO Bpems1) Rosemary was a «simple» child she
was protected (3ammiars) by a double sheath (pymisap, 3ammr-
Has obonouka) of her mother’s armor (OpoHst) and her own —
she had a mature (3penbiin) distrust (HemoBepue) of the trivial
(TpuBHANIbHBIN, 0OBIUHBIN), the facile (moBepxHOCTHBIN) and the
vulgar. However, with Rosemary’s sudden success in pictures
Mrs. Speers felt that it was time she were (Hactasia nopa, 4ro-
ObI OHa ObLTa) spiritually (IyXoBHO, MHTEJUIEKTyaIbHO, YMCTBEH-
HO) weaned (OTHMMATh OT Ipy/d, OTJIy4aTh OT Marepu); it would
please (pagoBaTh, HpaBUThCs) rather than (a He) pain (paHUTb,



oounets) her if this somewhat (Hekuit) bouncing (0:XUBIEHHBIH,
KPEIKUii, HECKJIaHbIN ), breathless (3ambixaBimiicst) and exigent
(TpedoBarenbHbIi) idealism would focus on something except
herself (kpome He€ camoit).

«Then you like it here?» she asked.

«It might be fun (xoporo, npusarHo) if we knew those people.
There were some other people, but they weren’t nice (npusr-
Heiid). They recognized (y3HaBaTh) me — no matter where (Ky-
na 6el HM) 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 (cyxou, npo3anyHbiii) way:
«That reminds me (kcratu), when are you going to see Earl
(rpac) 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.»

«I want you to go alone ({1 xouy, 4TOOBI THI TOIUIA 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 (mon-
xeH) do?»

«Oh, well then go later — but some day before we leave (10 To-
0, Kak Mbl YE/IEM).»

«All right, Mother.»

After lunch they were both overwhelmed (nepenosnHsTh,
oxBaTbiBaTh) by the sudden flatness (MOHOTOHHOCTB, OJTHOOOPA-
3ue, ckyka) that comes over American travellers in quiet (Tuxuit,



cnokoiinblii) foreign (3arpanuunsbiii) places. No stimuli (Huka-
kue crumyiisl) worked upon them, no voices called them from
without, no fragments of their own thoughts came suddenly from
the minds of others, and missing (cky4ars) 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 (rpocaunBathcs) it through the trees and
sending little hot gusts (mopbiB BeTpa) through the shutters (cras-
HH).

«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 (BecTrO10716, X0/T) and spoke
to Gausse pere about trains. The concierge, lounging (cunetsb
pa3BaJMBIINCh, paccnabuBiuck) in light-brown khaki by the
desk, stared (ycraButhcs) at her rigidly (ctporo, cypoBo), then
suddenly remembered the manners of his métier (nmpoceccus,
3aHsATHE, pemecio). She took the bus and rode with a pair
of obsequious (MCIOJIHUTENbHBIM, MOCTYIIHbIN) Waiters to the
station, embarrassed (cOuBaTh C TOJIKY, IPUBOAUTH B 3aMellia-
TeJabcTBO) by their silence, wanting to urge them: «Go on, talk,
enjoy yourselves. It doesn’t bother (Memars, 6eClIOKOMTH) me.»

The first-class compartment was stifling (xymHsiin); the vivid
(sapkmin) 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 (HenoaBux-



Hoe) sea outside. Unlike American trains that were absorbed
in an intense destiny of their own, and scornful (mpe3upato-
umwmii) of people on another world less swift (monuskHbIi) and
breathless (3ambixaBimiics), this train was part of the country
through which it passed. Its breath (npixanue) stirred (1eBe-
Tk, cayBath) the dust from the palm leaves, the cinders (30-
na) mingled (cmemmBatbesi) with the dry dung (HaBo3) in the
gardens. Rosemary was sure she could lean (HakKJIOHUTbCSI, BbI-
cyHyTbcs u3) from the window and pull (Beia€prusats) flowers
with her hand.

A dozen cabbies (Takcucr) slept in their hacks (takcu) outside
(cHapyxu) the Cannes station. Over on the promenade (mpo-
ryaka, npomeHan) the Casino, the smart shops, and the great
hotels turned blank (rmmycroii) iron masks to the summer sea. It
was unbelievable (He Bepuiocs) that there could ever have been
a «season,» and Rosemary, half in the grip (B Tuckax) of fashion,
became a little self-conscious (3acTeHUYMBBIH, JIETKO CMYIIAI0-
muiics), as though she were displaying (nmposiBisiTe) an unhealthy
(ne3gopoBbii) taste (Bkyc) for the moribund (ycrapesatoui,
BBIXOISAIIMEI U3 ynoTpednenus); as though (kak O6yaro) people
were wondering (ynuBisthcsi) why she was here in the lull (3aTu-
uibe) between the gaiety (Becenbe) of last winter and next winter,
while (B To Bpems, kak) up north the true world thundered (rpe-
METb, FPOXOTaTh) by.



Konen 03HaKOMUTEJLHOI'O
¢dparmenra.

Tekct npenocraBieH OO0 «JIutPec».

[IpounTaiiTe STy KHUTY LIEJIMKOM, KYIIUB TOJIHYIO JIETATbHYIO
Bepcuio Ha JIutPec.

Be3ormacHo oriaTuTh KHATY MOKHO OaHKOBCKOH KapToit Visa,
MasterCard, Maestro, co cuyera MOOMJIBHOTO TesiehOHa, C TiIa-
Te)KHOro TepMmuHaia, B cajoHe MTC wmm Cesa3HoOHM, uepe3
PayPal, WebMoney, Aunexc./lensru, QIWI Komenek, 60Hyc-
HBIMU KapTaMu WK APYTUM YI0OHBIM Bam crioco6om.



https://www.litres.ru/elizaveta-hundaeva/tender-is-the-night-f-scott-fitzgerald-uchim-angliyskiy/
https://www.litres.ru/elizaveta-hundaeva/tender-is-the-night-f-scott-fitzgerald-uchim-angliyskiy/

	О составителе
	Book 1
	I
	II
	III

	Конец ознакомительного фрагмента.

