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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

© © 0 0 0 0 00 0000000000000 0000000000000 0000000000000 00

' On omkpoia 0sepo
KAIOY0M U 80WéN, C1e00M
eouén
ITocnenoBarenbHOCTh
NeCTBUI B MPOIILIOM
nepenaércsi BpeMeHeM
Past Simple. I[TepBbiit
TJIArOJI TIPABUIBHBII,
o0pa3syeTcs 1o cxeme
V+ed, Bropoii Hemnpa-
BWIbHBIH (g0), HOopMBbI
TaKMX IJIaroJIOB 3ay4u-
BatoTcs HauzycTb. OO
00pa3oBaHUM U YTIOTpe-
onenun Past Simple cMm.
c. 487

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

2 On nabarodaa 3a aée-
Kol n0X00Koli céoezo
cnymuuka

the other — npyroro,
BTOPOTO; CPABHUTE C
another one — opyeoeo,

5



Ixek Jlongon

eué 00H020, KOTOPOe
yKa3bIBaeT, YTO BHIOOD
UIET U3 HEOTPpaHUYEH-
HOTO YKcia 00BEKTOB

3 IIpocmynua nom

burst — popma mipo-
[IeIIIer0 BpeMEeH! OT
HeIIPaBUJILHOTO TJIarojia
burst — pazpazumucs,

371. Bpems Past Simple
IJIS1 Iepeayu OHO-
KpPaTHOTO JEUCTBUS

B MPOIILIOM, 00 yIi0-
TpeOJEHUH TIPOCTOTO
MPOIIIENIIETO BpeMEeH!
cM. c. 487

4 Ilodoxcoume, Apmyp
hold on — dpa3oBblii
[Jaroi, T. €. CyMma
3HAYCHUI IJ1aroja u
Tpeiora He Oyaer
PaBHSITCS 3HAYCHUIO
dbpazoBoro rnarona,
hold on Takxe yacto
HCTIOJIb3YETCS B 3HAUe-
HUU depaicuce IS IO -
OagpuBaHUS

5 Hesauem nac 6oamocs.
mustn’t — OTpULIATETb-
Hast hopMa MOIATBbHOTO
rarojia must, nepenaér
NOJIKEHCTBOBaHMUE,

3]1. HACTOSITEIbHYIO
peKoMeHaaluo, ISt
IMOCTPOCHUE OTPULIAHUS
He TpeOyeT BCIioMora-
TeapHOTrOo 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.”

YIOTPEOJICHUM MOIalIb-
HBIX IJ1IarojioB 1 must
CM. c. 460, 468

be frightened — naccus-
Hast (hoopMa UH(PUHU-
THBa 0e3 YaCTULIHI {0,
OYKB. Obimb Hanyea-
Hoim. OO 00pazoBaHUU
naccusa cM. ¢. 530, 00
ynorpeodieHuu uHbu-
HUTHUBA CM. C. 535

¢ 0as mens ecmo nucemo.
there’s = there is — KOH-
CTPYKIIUS IUIsI 0003HA-
YEHWS HATUIUST WU
MeCTOPaCIOJIOKEHUS
4ero-Ji, there BBICTY-
naet Kak (popMaabHOE
nojyIexaliee, cKasy-
€MOge CoTJIacyeTcsl Co
caenyrnmM(1) 3a HUM
CYILIECTBUTEIbHBIM(H),
311. a letter, Ben. 4. O
KOHCTPYKIIMHK CM. C. 546
7 803MONCHOCb npuUlimu
6 cebs.

to recover — UH(UHU-
TUB C YaCTULIEH fo TIe-
penaeT 1enb, 3. TaKXKe
3aBUCUT OT MPEACTOSI-
1LIETO CYIIECTBUTEIbHO-
ro 1 XapaKTepu3yeT ero
(KaKylo BO3MOXHOCTB?).
OO0 yroTpebeHUun NH-
¢uHUTUBA CM. C. 535
himself — BO3BpaTHOE

7



Ixek Jlongon

MECTOMMEHME 3-eT0 JI.
e/1.4. My>XCKOT'O pofia, O
BO3BPAaTHBIX MECTOMME-
HUSIX CM. C. 427

8 nodowéa baumxce

closer — cpaBHUTEIbHAS
cTerneHb OT close —
oausko. O6 odbpa3oBa-
HUU U yIIOTPeOJICHU N
CTETIeHEe! cpaBHEHUS
cM. c. 435

° Own ne 3naa, wmo ma-
Ko0e Jcusonucy.

painting — 311. aOCTpaKT-
HOE CYIIECTBUTEIBHOE,
0003HaYaeT HaIlpaB-
JICHUE B UCKYCCTBE,
CJIeTOBATENIBHO, YIIO-
TpebsIeTCs ¢ HyJIeBBIM
apTUKIIEM, 00 YIIOTpe-
OJICHUU apTUKJISI CM.

c. 401, 405

10" On 6udea kapmunot,
HANUCAHHBLE MACAOM
had seen — popma Past
Perfect ot rmarona see —
6udemb, yKa3blBaeT, UTO
neficTBUE MPOU3OIILIO
IO IPYTUX OMKMChIBae-
MBbIX AEMCTBUIA B MPO-
1IJIOM, 3]1. TepOi BUIE]
KapTUHBI 10 TOTO, KaK
MOAOILIEN K OTHOM U3
Hux ceituyac. O6 0dpa3o-
BaHUU U YIIOTpeOIeHU U
Past Perfect cm. c. 514

8

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 — CywuunGepn (ax-
enuiickuil noam XIX eeka).




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 — mucrep Unen
“* Martin Eden — Mapruu Uznen

© © 0 0 0 0 0 0000 000000000000 000000000000 000000000000 00000000 00000000000

' umena asmopos

the authors’ — npuTtsxa-
TEJIBHBIN TAaIeX OT MH.
4. clioBa author — ae-
mop, arocTpod CTaBUT-
cs1 mocye s. 06 0dpaso-
BaHWUM U YITOTPEOICHUN
MPUTSKATEITLHOTO
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!
BocknunarenbHoe
MpeNJIOKEHUE, BbIpa-
JKalollee CUIbHOE yIUB-
JIeHUE; CTUJINCTUYECKU
CHUXEHO, OOHapyKMUBa-
€T JOCTaTOYHO HU3KOE
COIMATBHOE TIOJIOXKE-
HHE repos.



Ixek Jlongon

4 naamoe 6v110 max xnce

uy0ecHo, Kak OHa cama.
as...as — makx ... Kaxk,
CITY>KUT JUIST Tiepeiauu
OIIMHAKOBOI BhIpaXKeH-
HOCTH TIpU3HaKa Mpu
CpaBHEHUU

5" Huxoz20a ne écmpeuai
OH MAaKoIl JHCeHWUHDI.
751 smassl ociie ot-
pUILIATETLHOTO HApeuurst
never ynorpeosiercst
WHBepcus (M3MeHsieMast
4acTh CKa3yeMoro UaeT
IO TIOMJIEKAIIIETO).

16 C eawmeti cmoponwt
ObL10 cmeno

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

U JIp.) B aHTJIMHACKOM
SI3bIKE YIOTPEOISIOTCS
MpuaaratejabHbIe (31I.
brave). Taxxe obparure
BHUMaHUeE Ha Mpejior
of mocJie npuara-
TEJIbHOTO, 00pa3yeTcst
yCTOMYMBAsI 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-
eauiickuil. / OH mydpo
nocmynaem, 4mo y4um
AHAUTICKULL 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 — JKaJl PYKy 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

17" Ceunbepn

Jaxe xopoiio oopa-
30BaHHbIC HOCUTEIHN
sI3bIKa HE BCETIa MOTYT
BEpPHO TIPOYUTATH UM,
eCJIi BUIISIT ero B Iep-
BBII pa3 M He 3HAKOMBI
¢ yenoBeKoM. J1Jist Toro
YTOOBI MepeaaTh Herpa-
BWJIbHOE TTPOM3HECCHNE
MMEHHU, aBTOP MUIIET
Swineburne ['swainbs:n|
BMeCTO Swinburne
['swinbs:n], T. e. i B 3a-
KPBITOM cjiore MapTuH
YUTaEeT KaK ec/ii Obl OHO
YUTAJIOCh B OTKPHITOM
(cpaBHUTE: OTKPbI-

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

[swain]| — ceunbs

18 A nouemy 6wt cnpawu-
eaeme, s He cabluaaa,
4moobvl OH ymep.
O6ocobnenHoe Why mie-
pena€t ynuBaeHue, 311.
BBIpaXKaeT COKpalIgH-
HbII Boripoc Why do you
ask/say that?

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

11
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Hoit popme. Tlepenaér
NEWCTBUE B TIPOIILIOM,
pe3yJIbTaT KOTOPOTO
BaX€H B HACTOSIIIIEM,

T. €. BILUIOTb 0 3TOTO
MOMEHTA JIeBYIlIKa 00
9TOM He ciiblana. O6
00pa3oBaHUU U YIIOTpe-
osenun Present Perfect
cM. ¢. 506

19 2060pusa ona.

was saying — Past
Continuous riaroa say,
311. BBIPAXKAET NeUCTBUE
B ITPOIIECCE B MPOIILIOM.
06 ob6pa3oBaHUU U
ynotpebjeHun 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
Jlourdeno...

* ‘Excelsior’ — «9Kcueabcuop»

(00RO U3 camblx NONYAAPHBIX 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
rnepenavyy OmucaHust
KaKOM-TO CTAaTUYHOM
KapTUHKHU B TIPOILIJIOM,
cM. ¢. 501

2 M ne mozy nonamo
digest — nepesapueam,
HO 4acTo yIoTpeois-
€TCs1 B 3HAUEHUU NOHU-
mMams, 0CO3HABAMb
can’t — oTpulaTeIbHas
¢opMa MOIaILHOTO
[J1arosia can, 3. epe-
IaET HEBO3MOXKHOCTh
YTO-TO ClIeJIaTh, O MO-
JAJTbHBIX IJIarojiax u
mIaroJjie can cMm. c¢. 460,
464

2 Xoouna 6 yuebnvte
3aeéedeHus u noay4aia
obpazosanue

IIpensor by nepenaér
CPEICTBO, C TTIOMOIIbIO
KOTOPOTo ObLjIa I0-
CTUTHYTa 1eJib. [Toce
Mpenjora UCIob3y-
eTcsl TepyHIuit (going,
studying). O repyHINU
cM. c. 543

13
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“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

mamywka
must — MOJIaJIbHbII
[J1aroJ, 3. mepenaér
BBICOKYIO CTETICHB BEPO-
STHOCTH, T€POil MpaK-
TUYECKU HE COMHEBa-
eTcsl, uTo oH TpaB. OO
yIoTpeOJIeHUM 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

© © 0 0 0 0 00 0000000000000 0000000000000 0000000000000 00

' On u ne suaa 0o smoeo,
Umo emy HyXHCHA 410006b.
had not known — Past
Perfect rarona know
nepenaéT rnpeauecTBy-
fo11ee AEMCTBUE, CM.
c.514

needed — 1o nmpaBuIly
COTJIACOBAaHUSI BPEMEH
HUCTIONIB3YeTCs (hop-

ma Past Simple st
nepeaayu 1emucTBUs

B HACTOSIIIEM, T. K. B
TJIABHOM TIPEIJIOKEHUN
CcKa3yeMoe CTOUT B TTPO-
meaieM BpemeHu (Past
Perfect), o mpaBuiie
COrIacoOBaHUs BpeMEH
cMm. ¢. 523

15
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2 Emy npuw.aocov ecmo
had to — popma 1ipo-
LIEIIET0 BPEMEHU
riarosa have to — 6bimo
BbIHYHCOCHHBIM YMO-MO
deaamo. O rnarosne to
have cwM. c. 452

3 Ja, mom
ma’am = madam

16

had to eat? as he had never eaten
before, to handle strange tools.

He was unaware of what he
ate. It was merely food®. Eating
was an aesthetic function. It was
an intellectual function, too.
His mind was stirred. He heard
words that were meaningless to
him, and other words that he
had seen only in books. He said,
“Yes, miss,” and “No, miss,”
to her, and “Yes, ma’am?,” and
“No, ma’am,” to her mother.
And when she or her mother
addressed him as “Mr. Eden”,
he was glowing and warm with
delight.

“It was brave of you to help
Arthur— and you a stranger,”
she said tactfully.

“It was nothing at all,” he

said. “Those boys were looking

“ It was merely food. — Epna
KakK efa.




Mapruu Unen

for trouble®. They began to insult
Arthur, and—”

He paused. Arthur contin-
ued the story, for the twentieth
time?, of his adventure with the
drunken hooligans on the fer-
ry-boat and of how Martin Eden
had rescued him.

Martin Eden nodded. He be-
gan to tell the company about his
sea life, what he saw and what he
knew.

For the first time he became
himself. And while he talked,
the girl looked at him with star-
tled eyes. His fire warmed her.
She wanted to lean toward this
burning, blazing man that was
like a volcano full of strength,
and health. Ruth saw horror in
her mother’s eyes—fascinated
horror, it was true, but none the
less™ horror. This man from the

darkness was evil. Her mother

were looking for trouble —
HAPBIBAJINCH HA HEIPUSATHOCTHU

“ none the less — Tem He MeHee

4 6 deaduamoui pas

twentieth — TIOPsIIKO-
BO€ YMCIUTEBbHOE OT
fwenty, Bce MOPSIAKOBBIE
YUCJTUTETBbHBIC BBICTY-
MaroT KaK JUMUTHPY-
[OIIIME OTIpeNeICHUS 1
TpeOYIOT yOTpeOIeHUST
OIpeneNEHHOTO apTH-
KJIS1 TIepe]] CYILeCTBU-
TeJbHBIM, KOTOPOE OHU
COITPOBOXIAIOT

17
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S Jlyqwuii denv 6 moeii
JCU3HU, 3Haeme...
greatest — TIPEBOCXOJI-
Hasl CTeTIeHb CpaBHEHMUS
MpuaraTeJbHOro great,
KaK U MOPSIAKOBbIE UHUC-
JITENIbHBIE, TpujIara-
TeJIbHbIE B 3TOI (hopme
TpeOyIOT ynoTpeOeHUS
onpeneaéHHOTO apTH-
kjs1. O0 0Opa3zoBaHUM

U yHoTpeOJIEHUU CcTe-
TIeHell CPaBHEHUST CM.
c.435

® A a na mpu 200a cmap-
ue, MeAbKHY10 Y Heé 6
20108¢

older — cpaBHUTEIbHAS
CTeTIeHb ITpuIaraTeiib-
HOTO old.

3nech mpaBwa 0hopM-
JICHUST KOCBEHHOM

peuu HapylIawTcs (HET
corJlacOBaHUsI BPEMEH,
OCTa€TCsl MECTOUMEHNE
1-ro nuua en. 4.), 4To-
OBI TTOTPY3UTH YNUTATEIIS
B MBICJIM TEPOMHM.

7 noueaoeaaa ceoux
Opamuves u noxceaaia um
CNOKOUHOU HOYU.

to kiss smb goodnight —
YCTOWYMBOE MAMOMATH -
YeCcKOoe BhIpaKeHHUE

© © 0 0 0 0 0 0000 000000000000 000000000000 000000000000 00000000 00000000000

saw it, and her mother was right.
She will trust her mother’s judg-
ment in this as she had always
trusted it in all things.

Later, at the piano, she
played for him. And she, glanc-
ing at him across her shoulder,
saw something in his face.

“The greatest time of my life,
yousee®. . . It’s all new to me, and
Ilike it.”

“I hope you’ll visit us again,”
she said, as he was saying good
night to her brothers.

He pulled on his cap, and
was gone.

“Well, what do you think of
him?” Arthur demanded.

“He is interesting,” she an-
swered. “How old is he?”

“Twenty—almost twenty-one.
I asked him this afternoon. I
didn’t think he was that young.”

And I am three years older,
was the thought in her mind® as
she kissed her brothers good-
night.”
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CHAPTER 3

Martin Eden took out a
brown rice paper and a pinch of
Mexican tobacco. “By God!™ he
said aloud, in a voice of awe and
wonder. “By God!” he repeated.
And yet again he murmured,
“By God!”

He had met the Woman.!
He had sat next to her at table.
He had felt her hand in his, he
had looked into her eyes. This
feeling of the divine startled
him. He had never believed in
the divine.? He had always been
irreligious®. There was no life
beyond; it was here and now,
then darkness everlasting. But
what he had seen in her eyes was

* By God! — Yépt nmobepu!
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' On 6cmpemua Ken-
WUHY.

had met — Past Perfect
rJ1arojia meet, 311. OH
yKe e€ BCTPETUJI 10
TOro, KaK rnoaymai oo
3TOM, CM. C. 514

the Woman — npax-
IIbI TOAYEPKUBAET
YHUKAJTbHOCTb 3TOM
JIEBYLIKU (MOXHO
nepeaaTh Kak «Ty ca-
MYI0», «eIUHCTBEHHYIO
W HETTOBTOPUMYIO» ),

C OJTHOU CTOPOHHI,
3arJiaBHOU OyKBOIA, €
JIPYroii, onpeaené HHbIM
apTUKJIEM, KOTOPBIi
Bcerna repenaét 3Ha-
YeHWe YHUKAJTbHOCTU 1
eIMHUIHOCTA O0BEKTa
2 Om HuKo020a He 6epua 6
60xcecmeenHoe.

the divine — the +

Adj ciyxut 1uist 060-
3HaYeHUs abCTPaKT-
HOTO KOHIIenTa (the
supernatural — ceéepxs-
ecmecmeeHnHoe, the
unbelievable — nesepo-
AmHoe)

19



Ixek Jlongon

3 Hepeauzuo3HvIM

ir- — oTpuLaTeIbHas
MpUCcTaBKa, BCTpeva-
eTcsl repel KOpHEBOM
COIJIAaCHOM ¥

* beccmepmus

im- — oTpuIIaTeIbHAS
MpUCTaBKa, BCTPEYaeTcst
repes KOpHSIMU Ha m, p
(impossible)

20
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soul—immortal soul that never
dies. Nobody had given him the
message of immortality?. But
she had. She had whispered it to
him the first moment she looked
at him. He did not deserve such
fortune. He was like a drunken
man, murmuring aloud: “By
God! By God!”

He caught a car” that was
going to Berkeley™. It was crowd-
ed with young men who were
singing songs. He studied them
curiously. They were university
boys. They went to the same uni-
versity that she did, they could
know her, could see her every day
if they wanted to.

The car came to the two-sto-
ry building with the proud sign,
HIGGINBOTHAM’S CASH
STORE™". Bernard Higginboth-

* a car — 30. TpaMBaii

“ Berkeley — Bepruiu

“* HIGGINBOTHAM’S CASH
STORE — «PosHuuHass TOProBJISA
Xwurruaborema 3a HAJWYHBIN pac-
geT»




Mapruu Unen

am” had married his sister, and
he knew him well. He climbed the
stairs® to the second floor. Here
lived his brother-in-law.®

He entered a room, where
sat his sister and Bernard Hig-
ginbotham. Martin Eden never
looked at him without repulsion.
What hissister had found in that
man was a mystery.

“Good night,” said Martin.
“Good night, Gertrude™.”

“Don’t bang the door,” Mr.
Higginbotham cautioned him.

Martin controlled himself
and closed the door softly behind
him.

Mr. Higginbotham looked at
his wife exultantly.

“Heis drunk,” he proclaimed
in a hoarse whisper. “I told you.

A fine example to the children!

* Bernard Higginbotham —
Bepuapa Xurruuborem

“ Gertrude — IepTpyna

3 On nodnsacsa no aecm-
Huue

climb smth — noonu-
Mambucs, B aHTJIIMIACKOM
SI3BIKE 9TO MEPEeXOIHbIN
IJIaroj B OTJIMYKE OT K-
BUBAJIEHTA B PYyCCKOM

¢ 30ecw xcua e2o 3amo.
-in-law nocJe cJioB,
0003HaYaIOIIMX CEMeii-
HOE poACTBO (OOBIYHO,
mother, father, sister,
brother), CIyXWT I
0003HAYEHMS BCEX HE-
KPOBHBIX POICTBEHHU -
KOB, MOSIBIISIOIIMXCS B
pesyibTaTe OpakoB

7 He xaonaii déepoio.
J1J1s1 IIOCTPOEHUST OT-
pULIAHKS B ITOBEJIN-
TeJbHOM HAaKJIOHEHUH
HCITOJIB3YETCST BCITOMO-
raTesibHbIN r1aroia do.
O TTOBEIUTENTEHOM Ha-
KJIOHEHUHU CM. C. 528

21



Ixek Jlongon

8 Kozda on cnoea yiioém
6 mope?

to be going to — KOH-
CTPYKILIMS JUIsl 0003HA-
YeHUsT HAMEPEHU I B
osvKaiiiem OyayiieM,
T. K. oOpasyeTcs npu
MOMOIIH TJ1aroyia
NBIKEHUS g0, OUYeHb
PENKO BCTPEYaeTcs C
rJIarojiaMy IBUKeHUSI,
(bakTuvecku 3ameHseT-
CsI Ha BpeMeHa TPYTIIbI
Continuous, 0 KOH-
CTPYKLUHU CM. C. 494

1o go fo sea — HyJIEBOU
apTUKIIb 0003HAYAET,
yto MapTtuH paboraer
MODPSIKOM, a He OT/IbIXa-
€T Ha Mope

o S 2060puaa, on yioém
you’d lose = you would
lose — nomepsieurs — 110
COIIACOBAHUIO BPEMEH
MpH IepeBoe B KOC-
BEHHYIO peub BpeMs
Future Simple (will lose)
3amMeHsieTcst Ha Future-
in-the-Past (would lose).
O Future-in-the-Past u
MpaBuJIe COrJIaCOBaHUS
BpeMEH cM. ¢. 522, 523

10" Tot emy Goavho maao
naamua.
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If he does it again, he’s got to
get out”.”

His wife sighed, and shook
her head sorrowfully. Mr. Hig-
ginbotham asked:

“Has he paid last week’s
board?”

She nodded, then added, “He
still has some money.”

“When is he going to sea
again?®”’

“He was over to San Francis-
co yesterday looking for a ship,”
she answered. “But he’s got
money at the moment.”

“I can give him a job: todrive
the wagon,” her husband said.
“Tom went away.”

“I told you you’d lose him®,”
she cried out. “You paid him very
little.!0”

“Now look here, old woman,
for the thousandth time I’ve told
you to keep your nose out of the
business. Iwon’t tell you again.”

“ he’s got to get out — mycrs
ybupaeTcs oTcroma
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“Idon’t care,” she said. “Tom
was a good boy.” Her husband
glared at her.

“Your brother—” he began.

“He pays his board,” was the
retort. “And he’s my brother,
what do you want?”

“I will charge him for gas: he
is reading in bed,” her husband
answered.

Mrs. Higginbotham made
no reply. Her husband was tri-

umphant.

little — mano, nedo-
cmamo4Ho, CPaBHUTE

¢ a little — ne mnoeo, Ho
docmamouno. OO0 ymno-
TpebaeHuu (a) little cm.
c. 420



' ObLa caumrom ncaoen,
Mmool HAHAMD CAY2Y
MHUHUTHBHAS KOH-
CTPYKILIUA fo be too + Adj
+ 10 do smth

2 cnaa nuoxwcax

took off — Past Simple
(pasoBoro riaarosa

take off - chumamo (00
odedxcoe)

3 On u nodymamo ne
MO2, HMo cMmoab npo-
cmolii 36yK modcem Oobino
mak caaoox.

had not thought — Past
Perfect rnarona fo think,
MapTrH paHbIile TaK

He TyMaJl, 10 BCTpeun

C OTOU IEeBYIIKOW; KaK
U paHee, COrJlacOBaHUE
BpeMEH, T. K. B IJITaBHOM
MPEUIOXKEHUU MPOILIeI-
mee BpeMs. [1paBuio
COIJIacCOBaHUS BPEeMEH
cM. Hac. 523

S0 — YCUIIUTEIILHOE
CJIOBO, CTABUTCS Tepen
NpujiarateJIbHbIMUA 1
HapeunsiMu
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CHAPTER 4

Martin Eden entered his
room, a tiny hole with space for a
bed, a wash-stand”, and one chair.
Mr. Higginbotham was too greedy
to keep a servant! when his wife
could do the work. Martin placed
the Swinburne and Browning on
the chair, took off his coat?, and
sat down on the bed. He mur-
mured, “Ruth.”

“Ruth.” He had not thought
a simple sound could be so beau-
tiful.® This name delighted his
ear™. “Ruth.” It was a talisman,
a magic word to conjure with.
Each time he murmured it, her

“ a wash-stand — ywmsbIBaIB-
HUK

“ This name delighted his
ear. — ITO UM JIACKAJIO €T0 CIYyX.
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face shimmered before him. The
very thought of her* ennobled
and purified him, made him
better. This was new to him. He
had never known women who had
made him better.5

He got up abruptly and tried
to see himself in the dirty look-
ing-glass® over the wash-stand.
It was the first time he had ever
really seen himself. He saw the
head and face of a young fellow
of twenty. The brown sunburn of
his face surprised him. He had
not dreamed he was so black. His
arms were sunburnt, too.

He sat back on the bed with
a bitter laugh, and took off his
shoes. He took the Browning™
and the Swinburne from the
chair and kissed them. She told
me to come again, he thought.
Helooked at himself in the glass,
and said aloud:

“ looking-glass — sepkauo
“ Browning — BpayHunr
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* cama moicav o el

very 31€Cb UMECT 3HA4YEC-
HUE UmeHHo sama, cama

S ayuwe.

better — CpaBHUTECIbHAA
CTEIICHDb IIpujiaraTejib-

Horo good
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Ixek Jlongon

° 3aempa uou 6 6ubauo-

mekxy u vumait 00 >mu-
Keme.

3. B TTOBEIUTENb-
HOM HaKJIOHEHWU He
OITyCKaeTCs IMYHOE
MECTOMMEHUE, ITOTOMY
yto MapTuH naét cede
MpUKa3aHKEe B TOCTa-
TOYHO TIpy0oii 1 6e3a-

MeJUISIUOHHOMI (hopMe.

O MoBeIUTEILHOM Ha-
KJIOHEHMU CM. C. 528

“Martin Eden, tomorrow you
go to the library and read up on

etiquette.®”
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