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CHAPTER 1

He opened the door with a
key and went in, followed! by
a young fellow who awkwardly
removed his cap. He wore rough
clothes of a sailor. He did not
know what to do with his cap.

The wide rooms seemed too
narrow for him. His heavy arms
hung at his sides. He did not
know what to do with those arms
and hands. He watched the easy
walk of the other? in front of
him, and for the first time real-

ized that his walk was different
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' On omkpoia 0sepo
KAI04OM U 80WEN, CACO0OM
eouén
IMocnenoBarenbHOCTh
NeUCTBUI B MPOIILIOM
nepenaércsi BpeMeHeM
Past Simple. [TepBbrit
TJIATOJI TIPABUIIBHEIH,
o0pa3syeTcs 1o cxeme
V+ed, Bropoii Henpa-
BWIbHBIH (g0), HOopMBbI
TaKMX IJIaroJIOB 3ay4u-
BatoTcs Hau3ycTb. OO
00pa3oBaHUM U YTIOTpe-
onenuu Past Simple cMm.
c. 487

Jfollowed — npuyactue
TIPOIIIEIIETO BpeMeH!
(past participle) oT ra-
rona follow — caedosamp
3a

2 On nabarodaa 3a aée-
Kol nox00Koli céoezo
cnymuuka

the other — npyroro,
BTOPOTO; CPAaBHUTE C
another one — dpyeoeo,

5



Ixek Jlonnon

eué 00H020, KOTOpOe
yKa3bIBaeT, YTO BHIOOD
UIET U3 HEOTPaHUYEH-
HOTO YMCJia 00BEKTOB

3 IIpocmynua nom

burst — popma mpo-
LIEAIIEr0 BpeMEHH OT
HeIPaBUJILHOTO TJIarojia
burst — pazpazumucs,

371. Bpems Past Simple
IIJIS1 Iepeayu OHO-
KpPaTHOTO JEUCTBUS

B MPOILIJIOM, 00 yTo-
TpeOJEHUH TIPOCTOTO
MPOIIIENIIETO BpeMEH!
cM. c. 487

4 Ilodoxcoume, Apmyp
hold on — dpa3oBblii
[Jaroi, T. €. CyMmma
3HAYEHUW IJ1aroyia u
Tpeiora He Oyner
PaBHSITBCS 3HAYCHUIO
(hpazoBoro riarona,
hold on Takxe yacto
HCTOJIb3YeTCS B 3HAUE-
HUU depaicuce IS IO~
OagpuBaHUS

5 Hezauem nac 6oamocs.
mustn’t — OTPULIATEb-
Hast hopMa MOIATbHOTO
r1arojia must, nepenacT
TOJKEHCTBOBaHMUE,

3]1. HACTOSITEIbHYIO
peKOMeHaaIuIo, ISt
MOCTPOCHUE OTPULIAHUS
He TpeOyeT BCrioMora-
TeabHOTrOo miarojia. O6

6

from that of other men. The
sweat burst® through the skin of
his forehead in tiny beads, and he
paused and mopped his bronzed
face with his handkerchief.

“Hold on, Arthur*, my boy,”
he said, attempting to mask his
anxiety with facetious utterance.
“This is too much for me now.
You know I didn’t want to come,
and I guess your family doesn’t
want to see me at all.”

“That’s all right,” was the
reassuring answer. “You mustn’t
be frightened at us.? We’re just
homely people—Hello, there’s a

letter for me.%”




Mapruu Unen

He stepped back to the table,
opened the envelope, and began
to read, giving the stranger an

opportunity to recover himself.”

YIIOTPEOJICHUU MOIAJIb-
HBIX IJIarojioB 1 must
cMm. c. 460, 468

be frightened — nmaccus-
Has ¢hopMa UHPUHU-
THBa 0€3 YaCTUIIHI fo,
OYKB. Oblmb HANy2aH-
Hoim. OO 00pazoBaHUU
naccusa cM. ¢. 530, 00
ynotpeobieHuu nHbu-
HUTHUBA CM. C. 535

¢ 0as mens ecmo nucemo.
there’s = there is — KOH-
CTPYKIIUS IUISI 0003HA-
YeHMS HATUIUS WU
MeCTOPaCIOIOKECHUS
4ero-Ji, there BBICTY-
mnaet Kak (popMaabHOE
nojyiexarliee, cKasy-
€MOe COoIJIacyeTcsl Co
chenyrmmM(1) 3a HUM
CYILECTBUTEIbHBIM(H),
311. a letter, Ben. 4. O
KOHCTPYKIIMHU CM. C. 546
7 803MONCHOCMb nputimu
6 cebs.

to recover — UH(PUHU-
THUB C YaCTULEM fo TIe-
penaeT 1enb, 3. TaKXKe
3aBUCUT OT MPEACTOSI-
1LIETO CYIIECTBUTEIbHO-
ro 1 XapaKTepu3yeT ero
(KaKy1o BO3MOXHOCTB?).
OO0 yroTpebeHUn NH-
¢dbuHUTHBA CM. C. 535
himself — BO3BpaTHOE

7



Ixek Jlonnon

MECTOMMEHME 3-eT0 JI.
e/1.4. MY>XCKOT0 pofia, 0
BO3BPaTHBIX MECTOMME-
HUSIX CM. C. 427

8 nodowéa bauxce

closer — cpaBHUTEIbHAS
cTerneHb OT close —
6ausko. O6 odbpa3oBa-
HUU U yIOTPeOJIeHU N
CTeTIeHe ! cpaBHEHUS
cM. c. 435

° Omn ne 3naa, wmo ma-
KoOe Jcusonuce.

painting — 311. aOCTpaKT-
HOE CYIIECTBUTEIBHOE,
0003HaYaeT HaIrpaB-
JICHUE B UCKYCCTBE,
CJIeTOBATENIBHO, YIIO-
TpeOsIeTCs ¢ HyJIeBBIM
apTUKIIEM, 00 yIIOTpe-
OJIEHUM apTUKIISI CM.

c. 401, 405

10" On 6udea kapmunot,
HANUCanHHbLe MACAOM
had seen — popma Past
Perfect ot rarona see —
6udembs, yKa3blBaeT, YTO
nefcTBHUE MPOU3OIILIO
IO IPYTUX OMKMChIBae-
MBbIX AEMCTBUIA B MPO-
LIJIOM, 31I. TepOii BUIE
KapTUHBI 10 TOTO, KaK
MOAOLLIEN K OMHOM U3
Hux ceiiuyac. O6 0Opa3o-
BaHUU Y YITOTpeOJIEHUU
Past Perfect cm. c. 514

8
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And the stranger understood and
appreciated.

An oil painting drew his at-
tention. There was beauty, and it
drew him irresistibly. He forgot
his awkward walk and came clos-
er® to the painting, very close.
He did not know painting.® He
had seen oil paintings'?, it was
true, in the show windows of
shops, but the glass of the win-
dows did not allow him to come
closer.

Then he saw the books on the
table. He glanced at the titles
and the authors’ names!!, read
fragments of text, caressing the
volumes with his eyes and hands,
and, once, recognized a book he
had read. He took a volume of
Swinburne® and began to read.
Twice he closed the book on his
forefinger to look at the name of
the author. Swinburne! he must
remember that name. But who

* Swinburne — CyumuGepn (ax-
enuiickuil noam XIX geka).




Mapruu Unen

was Swinburne? Was he dead a
hundred years or so, like most of
the poets? Or was he alive still,
and writing? He turned to the
title-page . . . yes, he had written
other books; well, he will go to the
library in the morning and try to
get some Swinburne’s books!2,
He went back to the text and lost
himself. He did not notice that
a young woman had entered the
room. Suddenly he heard Arthur’s
voice saying:

“Ruth”, this is Mr. Eden™.”

He closed the book. “Mr.
Eden!” Everybody called him
just “Eden”, or “Martin Eden™"”,
or just “Martin”, all hislife. And
“Mister!” It was something!'?

And then he turned and saw
the girl. She was a pale, ethereal
creature, with wide, spiritual
blue eyes and a wealth of golden

hair. He did not know how she

* Ruth — Py¢s
“ Mr. Eden — muctep Unen
“* Martin Eden — Mapruu Uznen
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' umena aemopos

the authors’ — nputsxa-
TEJIBHBIN HaIeX OT MH.
4. clioBa author — ae-
mop, arocTpod CTaBUT-
cs1 mocJye s. O6 0dpa3o-
BaHWUM U YITOTPEOICHUM
MPUTSKATETLHOTO
namexa cM. c. 414

12 docmamo nexomopote
u3 knue Cyunbepna.
Swinburne’s — TaK xe
(dopMa MpUTKATETb-
HOTO Tafaexa, OqHAKO
3]1. OT UIMEHM COOCTBEH-
HOTO B en.4. Swinburne,
BBIpaXKaeTcst yepes ’s,
cM. c. 414

13 9mo 6bL10 wmo-mo!
BocknunatenbHoe
MpenjIoXKeHUE, BhIpa-
XKalollee CUIbHOE yIUB-
JIEHUE; CTUJINCTUYECKU
CHUXXEHO, OOHapyKUBa-
€T JOCTaTOYHO HU3KOE
COITMATBLHOE TIOJIOXKE-
HHE Tepos.



Ixek Jlonnon

4 naamuve 6vi10 max xce

4y0ecHo, Kak OHa cama.
as...as — makx ... Kax,
CITYKUT JJIST TIepenadun
OIIMHAKOBOM BBIpaXKeH-
HOCTHU TIpU3HaKa Mpu
CpaBHEHUU

5" Huxoz0a ne écmpeuaa
OH MAKOIl JHCEHWUHDL.
751 amdassl ocie ot-
pUIIATETLHOTO HApeuust
never ynotpeossiercst
WHBepcus (M3MeHsieMast
4acTh CKa3yeMoro T
IO TIOMJIEKAIIIETO).

16 C eawmeii cmoponwt
6bL10 cmeno

[Mocne rnaronoB-cBsi-
30K (be, feel, become

Y JIp.) B aHTJIMHACKOM
SI3bIKE YIOTPEOISIOTCS
TpuaratejabHbIe (31I.
brave). Taxxe obparure
BHUMaHUeE Ha Mpeior
of mocJie npuara-
TEJIbHOTO, 00pa3yeTcs
YCTOMYMBAsA KOHCTPYK-
ums It is + Adj + of smb
+ to do smth, HanipuMmep:
1t is wise of him to learn
English. — Myopo c eeo
CMOPOHbL YHUMb aH-
eauiickull. / OH mydpo
nocmynaem, 4mo y4um
AH2AUTICKUTL A3bIK.

10
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was dressed, except that the
dress was as wonderful as she.!*
She was like a pale gold flower
upon a slender stem. No, she was
a spirit, a divinity, a goddess.
She looked him straight in the
eyes as she shook hands, frankly,
like a man. The women he had
known did not shake hands that
way”’. Never had he seen such a
woman.!®

“Will you sit down, Mr.
Eden?” the girl was saying.
“Arthur told us. It was brave of
you!é —”

He waved his hand and mut-
tered that he had done nothing
at all. He sat down on the edge
of the chair, greatly worried by
his hands.

“You have such a scar on your
neck, Mr. Eden,” the girl was
saying. “How did it happen?”

“ did not shake hands that
way — JKajJu PYyKy IO-APYyroMy




Mapruu Unen

“A Mexican with a knife,
miss,” he answered. “It was just
a fight.”

“Oh,” the girl said, in a faint,
far voice, and he noticed the
shock in her sensitive face.

He felt a shock himself.
There was a brief pause in the
conversation.

“This man Swineburne'’,”
he began,

“Who?”

“Swineburne,” he repeated,
with the same mispronunciation.
“The poet.”

“Swinburne,” she corrected.

“Yes, that’s the chap,” he
stammered, his cheeks hot again.
“How long since he died?”

“Why, I haven’t heard that
he was dead.’®” She looked at him
curiously. “Where did you meet
him?”

“I never saw him,” was the
reply. “But I read some of his

poetry out of that book there on

© © 0 © 0 0 0 00 0 0 0 0000 0000000000000 000000 0000000000000 0000000000000 00

17" Ceunbepn

Haxe xopoiiio oopa-
30BaHHBIC HOCUTEIN
S3bIKa HE BCETIa MOTYT
BEpHO TIPOYUTATH UM,
€CJIi BUIST ero B Iep-
BBII pa3 U He 3HAKOMBI
¢ yesoBeKoM. J1Jisg Toro
YyTOOBI NMepeaaTh Herpa-
BWJIbHOE TTPOM3HECECHNE
WMEHHU, aBTOP MMUIIET
Swineburne ['swamnbs:n|
BMeCTO Swinburne
['swinbs:n], T. e. i B 3a-
KPBITOM cJiore MapTuH
YUTaAET KaK eclii ObI OHO
YUTAJIOCh B OTKPHITOM
(cpaBHUTE: OTKPbI-

TBII CJIOT B CJIOBE hide
|haid] — 3aKkphIThIi B
hid [hid]). Otcroma BbI-
TeKaeT HeOOoJIbIasl urpa
CJIOB, T. K. Swineburne
TIOXOXE Ha swine

[swain] — ceumbs

18 A nouemy 6wt cnpawu-
eaeme, s He cabluaaa,
4moo0bvl OH ymep.
O6ocobiaenHoe Why mie-
pena€T ynuBJIeHUE, 311.
BBIpaXKaeT COKpalgH-
HbIN Boripoc Why do you
ask/say that?

haven’t heard — dbopma
Present Perfect rmaromna
hear, 311. B OTpULIaTeIb-

11



Ixek Jlonnon

Hoit popme. Tlepenaér
NEeWCTBUE B TIPOIILIOM,
pe3yJIbTaT KOTOPOTO
BaX€H B HACTOSIIIIEM,

T. €. BILUIOTb 0 3TOTO
MOMEHTA JIeBYILIKa 00
3TOM He ciiblnana. O6
00pa3oBaHUU U YIIOTpe-
osenuu Present Perfect
cM. ¢. 506

19 2060pusa ona.

was saying — Past
Continuous riaroa say,
311. BBIpAXAET NeUCTBUE
B ITPOIIECCE B MPOIILIOM.
06 o6pa3oBaHUU U
ynoTtpebjieHun Past
Continuous cm. ¢. 501

12

the table just before you come
in. How do you like his poetry?”

And she began to talk quickly
and easily upon the subject that
he had suggested. Here was intel-
lectual life, he thought, and here
was beauty. He forgot himself
and stared at her with hungry
eyes. The books were true. There
were such women in the world.
She was one of them.

“Now Longfellow*—” she
was saying.!®

“Yes, I’ve read it,” he was
glad to say so. “‘The Psalm of
Life,” ‘Excelsior™,” and . . . I
guess that’s all.”

She nodded her head and
smiled, and he felt, somehow,
that her smile was tolerant, piti-
fully tolerant.
mongfellow... — A BoT
Jlourdenrno...

* ‘Excelsior’ — «9Kcueabcuop»

(00RO U3 camblx NONYAAPHBLIX CMU-
xomeoperuil JIonzgpenno)




Mapruu Unen

“Excuse me, miss. I guess
that I don’t know much about
such things. But I will know
it...”

It sounded like a threat. His
voice was determined, his eyes
were flashing.?°

“I think you will know it,”
she finished with a laugh. “You
are very strong.”

“Yes, I’'m not an invalid,”
he said. “But most of what you
were saying I can’t digest?!, you
see. I like books and poetry, but
I’ve never thought about them.
That’s why I can’t talk about
them. How did you learn all
this?”

“By going to school, and by
studying??,” she answered.

“I went to school when I was
a kid,” he began to object.

“Yes; but I mean high school,

and lectures, and the universi-

”

ty.

2 e20 2aaza Oaecmeau.

were flashing — Past
Continuous, 31., KaKk

M 9aCTO, CIIy>KUT [IJIsT
nepenavyy OMUCaHust
KaKOM-TO CTaTUYHOM
KapTUHKHU B TIPOILIJIOM,
cM. ¢. 501

2 S ne mozy nonamo
digest — nepegapueams,
HO YacTo yIoTpeois-
eTCsl B 3HAYCHHUU NOHU-
mMams, 0CO3HABAMb
can’t — oTpuLaTeIbHas
¢opMa MOIaILHOTO
[J1aroJia can, 31. epe-
IAET HEBO3MOXKHOCTh
YTO-TO CIIEJIaTh, O MO-
JAJTbHBIX IJIarojiax u
mIaroJjie can cMm. c. 460,
464

2 Xoouaa 6 yue6uvte
3aeedeHus u noayuaia
obpazosanue

IIpensor by nepenaér
CpEICTBO, C TTIOMOIIbIO
KOTOPOTo ObLjIa 10-
CTUTHYTA 1eb. [Toce
Mpeajiora UCIob3y-
eTcsl TepyHIuil (going,
studying). O repyHINU
cM. c. 543

13



Ixek Jlonnon

“You’ve gone to the univer-
sity?” he demanded in frank
amazement.

“I’m going there now.”

2 .. At the same moment a wom-
Haeepuaka, smo eé

Mmamywra
must — MOJaJIbHbIN
[JIaroJ, 3. epenaér
BBICOKYIO CTETICHb BEPO-
SITHOCTH, T€pOil MpaK-
TUYECKU HE COMHEBA-
eTcsl, 4To OH 1paB. OO
yIoTpeOJIEeHUU must CM.
c. 468

an was entering the room. The
girlleft her chair and came to the
woman. They kissed each other.
That must be her mother?3, he
thought. She was a tall, blond
woman, slender, and stately, and

beautiful.



CHAPTER 2

Their journey to the dining
room was a nightmare to him.
But at last he had made it. The
array of knives and forks fright-
ened him. Well, he must be care-
ful here.

He glanced around the table.
Opposite him was Arthur, and
Arthur’sbrother, Norman®. How
they loved each other, the mem-
bers of this family! His nature
wanted love. It was an organic
demand of his life. He had not
known that he needed love.!

He was glad that Mr. Morse™
was not there. The father is too

much for him, he felt sure. He

* Norman — Hopwman
** Mr. Morse — Mucrep M0p3
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' On u ne snaa 0o smoeo,
Umo emy HyxHcHA 410006b.
had not known — Past
Perfect riarona know
nepenaér rnpeauecTBy-
[olllee IeMCTBUE, CM.
c.514

needed — 1o npaBuIly
COTJIACOBAaHUSI BPEMEH
HUCTIONIB3YeTCs hop-

ma Past Simple mist
nepeaayu 1emucTBUs

B HACTOSIIIEM, T. K. B
TJIABHOM TIPEIJIOKEHUN
CcKazyeMoe CTOUT B IIPO-
meamieM BpemeHu (Past
Perfect), o mpaBuiie
CcorlacoBaHUs BpeMEH
cMm. ¢. 523
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