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Hoporue npy3bs!

Kaxk m3BecTHO, TYYIINIA CITOCOO YUUTh MHOCTPAHHBIN SI3BIK —
9TO YUTaTh XYAOXECTBEHHYIO JuTeparypy. Ho uTreHue AOJIKHO
OBITb HE TOJBKO MOJIE3HBIM, HO U yBJIEKaTeJIbHBIM. [109TOMY MBI
OTOOpaIM IJIs Bac JIy4Ilne MPOru3BeACHNSI MUPOBOM JIMTEPATYPhI.
B xnurax cepun Bilingua BBl HalingéTe aganTUPOBaHHbBIE TEKCThI
MPOM3BENCHNII Ha aHIJIMICKOM SI3bIKe C TapajuleIbHBIM
MepeBOIOM Ha pycckuil. B momonHeHuMe K TeKcTaM [aroTcs
yIpakHEeHUs Ha TOHUMaHMe TIPOYNTAHHOTO C OTBETAMU M aHTJIO-
DPYCCKUI clioBapb, B KOTOPOM Bbl MOXETE YTOUYHWUThH 3HAYEHUE
KOHKPETHOTO CJIOBA.

Bce anmmmiickue TEKCTBI O3BYYEHBI HOCHTEISIMHU S3BIKA
1 abCONIOTHO OecnaamHo NOCTYIHBI Ha caliTe pPOCCHICKOM
uudpoBoit  obpasoBatenbHol Tatrdpopmbl  LECTA wunu
yepe3 Oecnaamuoe mnpunoxenne LECTA nnsg NaaHIIETOB
U KOMIIBIOTEPOB IO ynpasieHuem Windows, Android n iOS.
YrtoObl BOCIIOJIB30BaThCSl OECHJIATHBIM ayaUOIPUIOKEHUEM,
HEOOXOIUMO:

*  3aperucTpupoBaTHCS Ha caiiTe
https://lecta.rosuchebnik.ru/lingua uau B NpuioXeHUU
LECTA nist MOOUIBHBIX YCTPOMCTB,

*  HaWTU ayIMOKYypC B 2JIEKTPOHHOM (popMe B KarTajore,

*  100aBUTH €ro B CBOI MOPTQeIb Ha ILUIaTdopme.

[Tocie 3TOTO BBI CMOXKETE COBEPIIEHHO 0eCTUIATHO MCITONb-

30BaTh ayAUOIIPUIIOXKEHHE OTHOBPEMEHHO Ha 3 yCTpOMCTBax
naxe 6e3 moakiaoyeHus K MHTepHery.

Kemnaem ycniexos!



Chapter 1

e opened the door with a key and went in, fol-

lowed 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
realized that his walk was different 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.”

He stepped back to the table, opened the envelope,
and began to read, giving the stranger an opportunity
to recover himself. And the stranger understood and ap-
preciated.



I'mmaBa 1

H OTKDPBUI /IBEPh KJIIOUYOM W BOIIET B COMPOBOXKAEHUU

MOJIOZIOTO ITapHs, KOTOPBHIA HEJOBKO CHSM Kemky. Ha
nmapHe Obuta Tpybas ozexzaa Mopsika. OH He 3Hal, 4YTO
JejaTb C KeIKOH.

[TpocTopHBIE KOMHATHI Ka3aJWCh CIUIIKOM Y3KUMMU JJIA
Hero. Ero MoHble pyky BUceu o 6okaM. OH He 3HaJI, 9TO
JleNaTh ¢ STUMU pykaMu. OH IOCMOTpeJI, KaK JIETKO JABHKETCSA
WAYLIUHI Ilepe HUM, U BIIepBble IIOHSUI, YTO €ro I0X0JKa OT-
JI4aeTcsa OT IOXOJAKY APYTUux JroAeil. Karium rmora BeICTYIIH-
JI1 y Hero Ha JIGy, OH OCTAaHOBWICA U BBITEP CBOE 3aropesoe
JIMIIO HOCOBBIM IUIATKOM.

— Tlomoxaure, ApTyp, Apy>Xullle, — CKasajl OH, IIbITa-
SCh 3aMaCKUpPOBATh OECIIOKOWCTBO IIYTJIMBBIM TOHOM. —
J1a MeHA 3TO CAUIIKOM. 3HaeTe, 1 He XOTesl [IPUXOAUTh U
IoJIararo, YTo Ballla CeMbsI BOOOIIe He 3aX0UeT MeHS BUIETh.

— Bcé B nopsizke, — mocieoBa yCIIOKOUTENbHBIN OT-
BeT. — He3auem Hac 60AThcs. Mbl JTtogu pocThie. Oro, A1st
MeHS TYT HCbMO.

OH OTCTYIIWI K CTOJTY, OTKPBLIT KOHBEPT M Havyasl YUTaTh,
JlaBasd roCTI0 BO3MOXXHOCTb OIIOMHUTHCA. M rOCTB 3TO ITOHAI
Y OLIeHWI.



,ﬁ.@;ﬁ_&, Martin Eden

An oil painting drew his attention. There was beau-
ty, and it drew him irresistibly. He forgot his awkward
walk and came closer 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 windows 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 vol-
ume 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 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. He
went back to the text and lost himself. He did not no-
tice that a young woman had entered the room. Sud-
denly 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
his life. 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
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



Maptun Hzpen

Ero BHUMaHue IpuBJIeKIa KapTUHa MacaoM. belia 3zech
KpacoTa, 1 OHa HeyMOJMMO Biekia ero. OH 3a0bUT O CBOel
HEYKJIIO)Ke MOXO/Ke U TIOZIOIIEN K KapTHHE IOOJIKe, CO-
BceM 6s1m3K0. OH He UMeJT TIOHATHA O KUBonucy. [IpaBaa, oH
BU/ieJl KAPTUHBL B BUTPUHAX MarasuHoB, HO CTEKJIO BUTPUH
He IT03BOJISJIO eMY ITOZIOWUTH OIrKe.

[ToToM OH yBHZen Ha cTosne KHUTYM. OH B3IVIAHY/I HA Ha-
3BaHUA U UMeHa aBTOPOB, TOYUTAJ KYCOYKH TEKCTa, JacKas
TOMa B3IVIIZIOM U pyKaMW, U BAPYT y3HaJ KHUIY, KOTOPYIO
yutana. OH B3su1 ToMuK CynHOepHa M Havyalx YUTaTh. JIBaX-
Zbl OH 3aKpbIBAJI KHUTY, 3QJI0KUB CTPAHUILy yKa3aTeJbHbIM
masbIleM, YTOOBI TOCMOTPETH Ha UM aBTopa. CynHbepH! OH
ZIOJDKEH 3alTOMHUTD 3TO uMs. Ho kTo Takoi 6s1 CynHOepH?
OH yMep CTO JIeT Ha3aJ, WK BpoJie TOro, KaK OOJIBIIMHCTBO
1o3TOB? VK ke oH ObLI elé KuB U nmucan? OH Momaae] Ha
TUTYJAbHBINA JUCT... [la, OH Hamucasa u Jpyrue KHUTH; 4TO K,
OH MOHZET yTPOM B OUOIMOTEKY U MOIBITAETCA Pa3ZioOBITh
kHuru CynH6epHa. OH BepHYJICS K TEKCTY U YBIEKcsa. OH He
3aMeTWI, KaK B KOMHATYy BollUIa MOJIOZas AeBylIKa. BHesamn-
HO OH yCJIBIIIAJ I'OJI0C ApTypa:

— Pydpb, aTo Mmucrep Vzen.

OH 3akpbu1 KHUTY. «Mucmep Hoen!» Bcio KU3HB Bce Ha-
3BIBJIM €r'0 TONBbKO «Vxen», wiu «Maptus Vaen», wiuv mpo-
cto «Maptus». A «Mucmep!» 3T0 6610 HEYTO!

M TyT OH MOBepHYJICA W yBHUAeN AeBymiKy. OHa ObLia
6seHBIM, dpeMEPHBIM CO3/JaHHEM C OOJBIIMMU OZYXOTBO-
PEHHBIMY TOTyOBIMU IIa3aMU U KOITHOM 30JI0ThIX Bostoc. OH
He 3aMeTII, KaK OHa OZleTa, 3a NCKII0YeHreM TOTro, YTO IUIa-
The OBLIO CTOJIb K€ 3aMedaTeabHbIM, Kak X oHa caMma. OHa
ObUIA IOXO0XKA Ha OJieIHBIA 30JI0TOM LIBETOK HAa TOHKOM CTe-
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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 wom-
an.

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

He waved his hand and muttered 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?”

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

“Oh,” the girl said, in a faint, far voice, and he no-
ticed 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?”

K

“Swineburne,” he repeated, with the same mispro-
nunciation. “The poet.”

“Swinburne,” she corrected.

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



Maptun Hzpen

6enpke. HeT, oHa ObL1a AyxoMm, 60kecTBoM, 6oruHeir. OHa
IIOCMOTpEJIa eMy IIPSIMO B IVIa3a U MMPOCTO, OYATO My>KYMHA,
mmojkasa eMy pyky. KeHITUHBI, KOTOPBIX OH 3HAJI, JKaJIl PYKY
mo-Apyromy. OH HUKOTZIa He BU/IEN TaKOH JKEHIITUHEL.

— Ilpucagpre, muctep VgeH, — ckasajna JeByllIKa. —
ApTyp pacckasan HaM. Bel IOCTynuwiy Tak My>K€CTBEHHO. ..

OH MaxHyJT PyKOH ¥ TPOOOPMOTAJ, YTO HE CZesal HuJe-
ro 3HauuTesapbHOro. OH mpuces Ha Kpail cTyna, My4YUTeIbHO

razasi, Kyza ieBaTh PyKH.

— V¥ Bac Takoii upam Ha Iee, muctep VzieH, — mporo-
BOpwa JieByliKa. — Kak 3T0 ciy4unocs?

— MekcuKaHelIl ¢ HOXKOM, MHCC, — OTBETIUI OH. — DTO
ObLTa MPOCTO ApaKa.

— O, — ckasasa JeByIIKa ¢1abbIM JaJEKUM IOJIOCOM, U
OH 3aMeTWI y?Kac Ha e€ YyTKOM JIHUIIe.

OH caM TMOYyBCTBOBAJI IIOK. B Gecesie BO3HUKIIA KOPOT-
Kas rmaysa.

— OroT yenoBek, CBaliHOEpH, — HavaJs OH.
— Kro?

— CaaifHOepH, — ITOBTOPWJI OH C T€M K€ CaMbIM Hellpa-
BWIbHBIM [IpOM3HOIIeHueM. — [103T.

— CyunHb6epH, — IMOIpaBUja OHa.

— Jla, OH caMblii, — OH 3alMHAaJCI, ero LIEKU CHOBa
BCITBIXHY/IU. — Kak JaBHO OH ymep?
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“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 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 intellectual 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, T'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, some-
how, that her smile was tolerant, pitifully tolerant.
“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.”

10
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— Ho s He cibimana, yTobbl oH ymep. — OHa ¢ J11060-

MBITCTBOM ITOCMOTpeJia Ha Hero. — [/ie BBl ¢ HUM ITO3HaKO-
MIINCH?

— f HuKorZa He BUJEN ero, — IocjezoBaa oTBeT. — Ho
S IPOYUTAJ KOe-YTO U3 er0 CTUXOB B TOU KHUTe, BOH TaM, Ha
CTOJIe, KaK pas nepe/ TeM, Kak Bbl BOIILIU. BaM HpaBATCcA ero
CTUXU?

V1 oHa OGBICTPO U JIETKO IIPUHSIACh TOBOPUTH Ha MIPEZJIO-
YKeHHYI0 UM TeMy. OH mogyMmas: «BoT 371ecb MHTe/UIeKTyallb-
Has XKU3Hb, 3/1eCh KpacoTa». OH 3a6bUICA U Ka/IHO TTOXKUPAJ
e€ mazamu. Kuuru He BpyT. Ha cBeTe ecTh Takue XeHIIUHBL.
W oHa oagHAa U3 HUX.

— A BOT JIoHT'desno... — roBopmia oHa.

— /Jla, s 9uTas ero, — OH ObLT paj COOOITUTb 06 3TOM. —
«[1casoMm XU3HU», «IKCLEIbCUOP» ... BCE BPOJE.

OHa KUBHY/Ia TOJIOBOH U YJIBIOHY/IACh, U OH MTOYEMY-TO
IIOYYBCTBOBAJ, YTO €€ yIbIOKa Oblyla CHUCXOAUTENBHOMH, JKa-

JIOCT/IMBO-CHUCXOAUTETbHOM.

— U3BuHUTE MeHd, Mucc. /lymaro, 4TO 4 HEMHOT'O 3Ha0
0 MoI0OHBIX Bemax. Ho s y3Haro...

OTo mpo3Byuaso Kak yrpo3sa. Ero rosoc 6u1 pemureeH,
I71a3a CBepKaJIy.

— { pymaro, 4TO BBHI y3HaeTe, — CO CMeXOM 3aKOHUWIA
OHa. — BbI OUeHb CUJIbHBL.

11
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“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
university.”

“You've gone to the university?” he demanded in
frank amazement.

“'m going there now.”

At the same moment a woman was entering the
room. The girl left her chair and came to the woman.
They kissed each other. That must be her mother, he
thought. She was a tall, blond woman, slender, and
stately, and beautiful.

Chapter 2

heir journey to the dining room was a nightmare

to him. But at last he had made it. The array of
knives and forks frightened him. Well, he must be careful
here.

12
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— Jla, 9 He UHBa/IUJ, — CKa3a oH. — Ho 60JIbIINHCTBO
W3 TOTO, YTO BBl TOBOPWIH, BUAUTE JI, MHE He ITepeBapUTh.
MHe HpaBATCA KHUTHU U 033U, HO 1 HUKOT/Ia O HUX He Y-
Mas. BoT mouemy s He MOr'y TOBOPUTB O HUX. Kak BEI BCe 3TO
y3HaIU?

— Xoawuina B IIKOJIY U Y9WIaCb, — OTBETWJIA OHA.

— 1 xoaWn B MIKOJTY, KOrZa ObUT pe6EHKOM, — Hadasl OH
BO3paXKaTh.

— /la, HO A UMeI0 B BU/y CPEJHIOI0 IIKOJY, U JIeKIIUHU, U
YHUBEPCUTET.

— BrI yumince B yHUBepCUTETe? — CIIPOCUII OH, OTKPO-
BEHHO M3yMJIAACH.

— {1 u ceifuac Tyza X0OXy.

B TOT caMbIii MOMEHT B KOMHATy BOIILIA KeHIIWHa. [le-
BYIIIKA BCTajia CO CTyJia W TMOZoNuia K Hedl. OHM TOIeIoBa-
JIUCh. DTO, TOJDKHO OBITh, €€ MaTh, IMOAyMasa OH. DTO ObLia
BBICOKasi OJIOHWHKA, CTPOMHAS U BETMYECTBEHHAas.

I'maBsa 2

X TepexoZi B CTOJIOBYIO OBLI /[UIsi HEro KOIIMapoM.

Ho, HakoHen, oH c 3TuM crnpaBwiciad. MHOXeCTBO
HOXel U BWIOK myrajo ero. Yro K, MTPUAETCA 3/eCh
OBITb OCTOPOKHBIM.

13
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He glanced around the table. Opposite him was Ar-
thur, and Arthur’s brother, Norman. How they loved each
other, the members 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 fa-
ther is too much for him, he felt sure. He 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 for trouble. They began to insult Arthur, and— ”

He paused. Arthur continued the story, for the twen-
tieth time, of his adventure with the drunken hooligans
on the ferry-boat and of how Martin Eden had rescued
him.

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

14
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OH omnazen crosi. HampoTus Hero 6vtu ApTyp U 6pat
Aptypa Hopman. Kak oHM JTIOOWIHM APYT ApyTa, WIeHBl 3TOU
cembu! Bcé ero cymectBo TpeboBasio mo6BU. Tak y:k OH ObLI
ycTpoeH. OH He 3HaJ, YTO HY)KJaeTcs B IIOOBU.

OH 6bU1 paz, uTo Mucrepa Mop3a He 6bu10. OH OBLI yBe-
PEeH, YTO OTell — 3TO JJI HETO y)Ke Yepecuyp. Emy mpezcro-
SJIO eCTh TaK, KaK OH HUKOI/ZIA He eJl MpeXx/e, MPeACTOsIO0
CIIPABUTBCS CO CTPAHHBIMU UHCTPYMEHTAMU.

OH He 3aZlyMBIBaJICA O TOM, 4YTO eJI. Efa Kak efa. 31ech ke
eZ1la ObUIa 3CTETUYECKUM JeMCTBOM. A TaK)Ke MHTE/UIEKTyallb-
HBIM ZielicTBoM. Ero ym mpe6siBan B cMsiTeHUH. OH CITbIIIAT
CJIOBa, KOTOPBIE OBUTH /11T HETO 6€CCMBIC/IEHHBI, a TAK)KE CJIO-
Ba, KOTOPbIe OH BU/IEN TOBKO B KHUTaX. OH roBopwiI e «/la,
mucc» U «Het, mucc», a e€ matepu «/la, Mam» u «Het, Mam».
A Korga oHa Wwiu eé MaTh 0OpalaInuch K HEMY KaK «MHUCTEp
Wpen», OH BeCb CBETUWICA, CUAJ OT BOCTOPra.

— Kak 65110 Xpabpo c Baiiel CTOPOHBI IOMOYb APTYpY,
BeZlb BB HE3HAKOMel], — TaKTUYHO CKa3aja OHa.

— DTO IYCTAKU, — CKa3aJl OH. — Te MapHU HapbIBaJINCh
Ha HenpuATHOCTH. OHU HAYaJI OCKOPOJIATh APTYpa, H...

OH caenan naysy. ApTyp cTal B BaLIaThIM pa3 paccka-
3BIBaTh O CBOEM IIPUKIIOYEHUU C NMbAHBIMU XyJUTaHaMU Ha
rmapoMe 4 o TOM, Kak MapTuH VzieH ero crac.

Maptun UgeH kuBan. OH NPUHANCA pacCKasbBaThb CO-
O6paBIIUMCA O CBOEH MOPCKOM KU3HHU, O TOM, UTO BU/IEJ U YTO
OH 3HaJL.
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