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Chapter 1

He opened the door with a
key and went in, followed' by a
young fellow who awkwardly re-
moved 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
from that of other men. The
sweat burst® through the skin of
his forehead in tiny beads, and

' On omkpoia 0eepv Karo-
uom u eowéa, caedom 60-
wen
IMocnenoBaTeIbHOCTH
JEHCTBUI B TIPOIILIOM TIe-
penaércst BpeMeHeM Past
Simple. IlepBwiit rmaros
NpaBWIbHBIM, 00pa3yeT-
¢ mo cxeme V+ed, BTO-
poii HempaBWIbHBIN (g0),
GopMBI TaKMX TJIarOJIOB
3ay4yUBaIOTCSI  HAU3YCTb.
OO0 oOpa3oBaHUM U YIIO-
Tpebiaenun Past Simple
cM. c. 245

followed — mnpudactue
MPOIIEAIIeT0  BpeMEHU
(past participle) oT riaro-
na follow — caedosams 3a

2 On nabarodaa 3a aéexoi
noxodkoli ce0ez0 cnymHuxa
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the other — npyroro, BTO-
poro; cpaBHUTE C another
one — dpyeo0eo, eujé 00Ho20,
KOTOpOE YKa3bIBaeT, 4TO
BBIOOD MAET U3 HEOTPAHU-
YEHHOTO YKrciia O0bEeKTOB
3 IIpocmynua nom

burst — dopma mpoien-
1LIEr0 BPEMEHM OT Hempa-
BWIBHOTO TJ1aroya burst —
paspasumoecs, 30. BpeMs
Past Simple wist nepenaun
OIHOKPAaTHOIO AEWCTBUS
B TIPOLIJIOM, 00 ymoTpe-
OJIeHUM TPOCTOrO IIPO-
LIEIIEro BpeMEHU CM. C.
245

* Iodoncoume, Apmyp
hold on — dpa3oBbIii I1a-
roJj, T. €. CcyMMa 3Ha4YeHu M
rjlarojia v TIpemiora He
OymeT paBHATHCS 3Hade-
HUIO (hpa3oBoro riaroJna,
hold on Takxe 4acTo Mc-
TMOJIb3yeTCs B 3HAUYEHUU
depacuce 1Sl TIOAOAIpU-
BaHUS

5 Hesaem nac 6oamocs.
mustn’t — OTpULIATeIbHAS
dbopma MomanbHOrO Tia-
rojia must, nepena€éT AoJ-
JKEHCTBOBaHMEe, 31. Ha-
CTOSITETTLHYIO  PEKOMEH-
JIAlWio, I TOCTpOeHUE
OTpULIaHUsI He TpedyeT
BCIIOMOTaTeIbHOTO — TJa-
roja. O6 ynorpebiieHUU
MOJAJbHBIX TJIaroJIOB U
must cM. c. 230, 234

be frightened — maccuBHasi
dopma mHPUHNTHUBA Oe3
YacTULIbl f0, OYKB. Obimb

4
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he paused and mopped his
bronzed face with his handker-
chief.

“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 re-
assuring 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
appreciated.

An oil painting drew his at-
tention. There was beauty, and it
drew him irresistibly. He forgot
his awkward walk and came
closer® to the painting, very
close. He did not know paint-
ing.” He had seen oil paint-
ings!® it was true, in the show
windows of shops, but the glass
of the windows did not allow him
to come closer.
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Then he saw the books on the
table. He glanced at the titles and
the authors’ names!!, read frag-
ments of text, caressing the vol-
umes 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 was
Swinburne? Was he dead a hun-
dred 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 oth-
er 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 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

* Swinburne — Cymub6epn (awznuii-
cxuii noam XIX eexa).

“ Ruth — Pyds

Mr. Eden — mwucrep Maen
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Hanyeannoim. O6 obpa3zo-
BaHUU [TACCHBA CM. C. 269,
00 ynoTpebaeHUN UHOU-
HUTHBA CM. C. 272

6 0as meHs ecmo nucomo.
there’s = there is — KOH-
CTPYKLIMS [UISI 0003HaYe-
HUST HAJTMYUST WA MECTO-
pacIioIoXeHusT  4Yero-,
there BBICTyIaeT Kak op-
MajJibHOEe  TTomjIexariee,
cKazyeMoe  corjacyercsl
CO cenyoImuM(1) 3a HUM
CYIIEeCTBUTENbHBIM (1),
3. a letter, B en. 4. O KOH-
CTPYKLIUU CM. C. 278

7 @03MONCHOCTMY nputimu 6
ceos.

to recover — VUH(MUHUTUB
C yacTulei fo mepenaér
1IeJb, 3. TaKXKe 3aBUCUT
OT TIPEACTOSIIIIETO CYIIIe-
CTBUTEJIBHOTO U XapaKTe-
pusyeT ero (Kakylo BO3-
MoxHOocTh?). O6 ymnoTtpe-
OseHUM MH(MUHUTHBA CM.
c. 272

himself — Bo3BpaTHOE Me-
cTOMMeHHUe 3-ero J. ei.y.
MYKCKOTO poia, O BO3-
BPaTHBIX MECTOMMEHUSIX
cMm. c. 210

8 nodowéa 6auxnce

closer — cpaBHHUTeIbHAS
cTereHb oOT close — 6au3-
xo. OO0 oOpa3oBaHuUM U
yIOTpebJIeHUN CTerneHel
CpaBHEHMSI CM. C. 214

° O He 3HaA, WMO MaKoe
HCUGONUCH.

painting — 31. abCTpaKT-
HO€  CYUIECTBUTEJILHOE,

5
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0003HayaeT HarpaBjieHue
B UCKYCCTBe, CleIoBa-
TEJBHO,  YIOTpeOIsieTCst
C HYJIEBBIM apTUKJIEM, 00
YIOTpeOJIeHUN  apTUKIIS
cM. c. 195, 197

10" On 6uodea xapmunot, na-
nucanHvle Maciom

had seen — ¢opma Past
Perfect ot rnaroma see —
6udemb, YKa3bIBaeT, 4YTO
JNEWCTBUE MPOU3OILIO 10
TIPYTUX ONCBHIBAEMBIX
JIEICTBUIA B IPOILLLJIOM, 31I.
repoil BUIEa KapTUHBI 10
TOTO, KaK MOAOMIEN K Of-
HO#l u3 Hux ceityac. OO
00pa3oBaHMM W YIIOTpe-
onenun Past Perfect cm.
c. 260

" umena aemopoe

the authors’ — mpuTsXa-
TENBHBIA MageX OT MH.
4. cjoBa author — asemop,
arocTpod CTaBUTCS TIO-
cie s. O6 obOpaszoBaHUU
U YIOTPeOIIEHUU TMPUTS-
JKaTeJIbHOTO TIamexka CM.
c. 201

12 gocmamo nexomopuie uz
knue Cyunbepna.
Swinburne’s — Tak Xe
dbopma TpUTIKATEIBHO-
ro Tajexa, OHaKo 3/1. OT
WMEHU COOCTBEHHOIO B
en.q9. Swinburne, BeIpaxa-
eTcs yepe3 ’s, cM. ¢. 201

13 9mo 6vL10 umo-mo!
BocxkimuarenbHoe mnpen-
JIOXXEHMe, BbIpaXkarolee
CUJIBHOE YIUBJIEHUE; CTU-
JINCTUYECKM  CHMXKEHO,

6

® © 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 00 000 000000000000 0000000000000 0000000000000 0000000000000 000000000 0

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, ethe-
real creature, with wide, spir-
itual blue eyes and a wealth of
golden hair. He did not know
how she was dressed, except
that the dress was as wonder-
ful 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'® —”

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?”

" Martin Eden — Mapmu Upen

" did not shake hands that way —
5Kanu pyKy I10- ADyroMy
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“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 conver-
sation.

“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
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 in-
tellectual life, he thought, and
here was beauty. He forgot him-

)
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00HapyX1BaeT 10CTaToY-
HO HM3KOE COLMaJIbHOE
TTOJIOKEHUE TePOsT.

¥ naamve 6vLr0 max e
uydecno, Kak ona cama.
as...as — mak ... Kak, ciy-
KUAT UL TIepenadu Oiu-
HAaKOBOM BBIPAXXKeHHOCTH
Mpu3Haka TpU CpaBHe-
HUU

5 Hukxozda ne ecmpeuan
OH MAKOU HCEHUSUHDL.

Hna sM@as3bl 1ocie OT-
pUILIATEIBHOTO  HapeuMst
never yIoTpeosieTcs
UHBEpcUsl  (M3MeHsieMast
4acTh CKa3yeMoro UIET 10
TOIJICKAIIIETO).

16 C eaweii cmoponvt 66110
cmeno

Ilocne rnaroynoB-cBSI30K
(be, feel, become w np.)
B  aHIJIMACKOM  SI3BbIKE
yOOTPeOJISIIOTCST  TIpUJia-
ratenbHble  (30.  brave).
Takxe obpaTuTe BHUMAa-
HUe Ha TMpemior of mo-
cie  TpWiIarateabHoro,
obpasyercs1 ycTOWYMBast
KoHCTpyKuuMs It is + Adj
+ of smb + to do smth, Ha-
npumep: It is wise of him
to learn English. — Mydpo
C €20 CMOpOHbI Y4UMb aH-
eautickuti. / On mydpo no-
cmynaem, 4mo Y4um aH-
2AUTCKUTL A3bIK.

17 Ceunbepn

Haxe xopollo o0pa3o-
BaHHbIE HOCUTENU SI3bIKa
HE Bceraa MOTYT BEpHO
MpOYUTATh UM, €CIU

7
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BUIAT €ro B MepBbIi pa3
M HE 3HAKOMBI C 4eJo-
BeKoM. st TOro 4rtoObl
nepenatbh HENMpPaBUIbHOE
MPOU3HECEHNE  WMEHH,
aBTOp TuIeT Swineburne
['swambs:n] BMECTO
Swinburne ['swinb3:n],
T. €. [ B 3aKpBITOM CJIOTE
MapTyH YMTaeT KaK eciu
Obl OHO YWTAJOCh B OT-
KPBITOM (CpaBHHUTE: OT-
KPBITBIi CJIOT B CJIOBE hide
[haid] — 3akpbIThiil B hid
[hid]). Otciona BeITEKAeT
HeOoJIbIIIast UTpa CJIOB, T.
K. Swineburne moxoxe Ha
Swine [swain| — ceéuHws

'8 A nouemy evt cnpawuea-
eme, s He cavluaaia, 4mo-
0bl oH ymep.
O6ocobnennoe Why me-
penaér yauBICHUE, 3.
BbIpaXkaeT COKpaIIEHHBII
Bonipoc Why do you ask/
say that?

haven’t heard — dopma
Present Perfect rmaroma
hear, 31. B OTpULIATEJ]b-
Hoii c¢opMme. Ilepemaér
IEeHCTBUE B MPOIILIOM,
pe3yabTaT KOTOPOro Ba-
JK€H B HACTOSIIIEM, T. €.
BIUIOTh 10 9TOI'O MOMEHTA
NIeBYIIIKa 00 3TOM HE CJIbI-
mana. O6 ob6pa3oBaHUU
u ynotrpedseHun Present
Perfect cMm. ¢. 256

19" 2060puaa ona.

was  saying —  Past
Continuous riarona say,
3. BbIpaxKaeT NefCTBUE B

8

self and stared at her with hun-
gry 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.

“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

* Now Longfellow... — A Bor Aour-
denno...

” ‘Excelsior’ — «kcueancuop» (00#HO
U3 CamuvlxX NONYNAPHBLX CHIUXOMBOPEHUTE

ANonigpenno)
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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 universi-
ty?” he demanded in frank
amazement.

“I'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?3, he
thought. She was a tall, blond
woman, slender, and stately, and
beautiful.

® © 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 00 000 000000000000 0000000000000 0000000000000 0000000000000 000000000 0

npoiiecce B npoiuiom. O6
o0pa3oBaHUM U YIOTpe-
o61ennu Past Continuous
cM. c. 253

2 e20 2aaza baecmenu.
were flashing — Past
Continuous, 3m., Kak u
4yacTo, CIAYXUT ISl Tepe-
a4y OMMCAHUS KAaKON-TO
CTaTMYHOW KapTUHKU B
MPOILIOM, CM. C. 253

2 A ne mozy nonamo
digest — nepeeapusamy,
HO 4acToO YIMOTpeosieTcs
B 3HAUCHUU HNOHUMAMD,
0COo3HA8aMb

can’t oTpuLIaTeIbHAS
dopmMa MomanbHOTO TIa-
roia can, 371. Tepenaer
HEBO3MOXHOCTb  4TO-TO
chenatb, O MOAAJIBHBIX
rjlarojiax M IJIaroje can
cM. ¢. 230, 232

2 Xoouaa 6 yuebmuvie 3a-
6edeHus u noayuaaa oopa-
306aHue

[Mpemor by nepenaér
CpPeICTBO, C IOMOIIbIO
KOTOPOTO Obljla JOCTUT-
HyTa uenb. [locie mpen-
Jlora UCIOJIb3yeTcsl Te-
pyHauit (going, studying).
O repyHauu cM. c. 276

% Haeepuaxa, 3mo eé ma-
mywka

must — MOOAJbHBIA TJa-
TOJ, 3I. TMepenaéT BBHICO-
Kyl0 CTeleHb BEPOSITHO-
CTU, TEPOM MPaKTUYECKU
HEe COMHEBaeTcCs, YTO OH
npaB. O0 ymorpebieHnun
must cM. c. 234
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' On u ne 3naa do smoeo,
Ymo emy HyICHA A10606b.
had not known — Past
Perfect rmarona know me-
penaét mpeaiiecTBYIoLIee
IEUCTBUE, CM. C. 260
needed — 110 TIpaBUIIy CO-
IJIaCOBaHUSI BPEMEH HC-
noab3yeTcss (opma Past
Simple nna  nepenauu
NEVCTBUSI B HACTOSILIEM,
T. K. B IVIABHOM TIpeJIO-
KEHUU CKa3yeMoe CTOMUT
B IIpOIIeAlIeM BpeMeHU
(Past Perfect), o mpaBu-
JIe COIJIacOBaHUsI BpeMEH
CM. c. 266

2 Emy npumaocs ecmbo
had to — dopma mipoien-
IIero BpEeMEHM IJiaroya
have to — 0Obimb 8bIHYIC-
OJeHHbIM Umo-mo Oenamo.
O rmarone to have cwm.
c. 225

10
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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’s brother, 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
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

" Norman — Hopman

" Mr. Morse — mucrep Mops
" It was merely food. — Ena kak epa.
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her, and “Yes, ma’am?®” and
“No, ma’am,” to her mother.
And when she or her mother ad-
dressed him as “Mr. Eden”, he
was glowing and warm with de-
light.

“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 in-
sult Arthur, and—"

He paused. Arthur continued
the story, for the twentieth
time*, of his adventure with the
drunken hooligans on the ferry-
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 startled
eyes. His fire warmed her. She
wanted to lean toward this burn-
ing, blazing man that was like a
volcano full of strength, and
health. Ruth saw horror in her

* were looking for trouble — napsisa-
AMCh HA HENPUSTHOCTH

® © 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 00 000 000000000000 0000000000000 0000000000000 0000000000000 000000000 0

3 Na, mam
ma’am = madam

4 ¢ 0saduamotii paz

twentieth — TIOPSIIKOBOE
YUCJIIUTEIIBHOE OT fwenty,
BCE IOPAAKOBBIE YHUCIU-
TEJIbHBIE BBLICTYIIAIOT KaK
JIMMUTUPYIOLLIME OIpene-
JIeHUs ¥ TpeOyIoT yroTpe-
OJieHUsT  OMpeneIEHHOTO
apTUKJIA TIepel  cyule-
CTBUTEJIBHBIM, KOTOpOE
OHU COIIPOBOXKIAIOT

11
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S Mywwuii denv 6  moeli
Jcu3nu, 3naeme...

greatest — TIpeBOCXOJHas
CTeTIeHb CpaBHEHUS TIPH-
JlaraTeJIbHOTO great, Kak 1
MOPSIAKOBBIE YUCIUTENb-
Hble,  MpuIaraTejJbHbIC
B 3TOM (opme TpedyroT
yroTpebJeHusT  ompemne-
JnéHHOoTOo apTuKisa. O0 06-
pa3oBaHUU U YIIOTpeOie-
HUU CTEIICHE CpaBHEHUS
cM. c. 214

° A s na mpu 200a cmapue,
MEAbKHYA0 Y Heé 6 20406e
older — cpaBHUTEIbHAS
CTeTieHb MpUJIaraTeJIbHO-
ro old.

3nech mpasuia odopmiie-
HUsI KOCBEHHOM pevu Ha-
pymaroTcs (HeT COorjiaco-
BaHUS BPEeMEH, OCTaETCs
MecTOUMeHUe 1-ro juua
el. 4.), YTOOBI ITOrpPy3UTh
YUTaTENSl B MBICIIM TepO-
HWHU.

" noueaogara ceoux Opa-
movee u noxyceaala um cno-
KOUHOIU HOYU.

to kiss smb goodnight —
YCTOMYMBOE MAMOMATH-
YecKoe BhIpakeHHUE

® © 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 00 000 000000000000 0000000000000 0000000000000 0000000000000 000000000 0

mother’s eyes—fascinated hor-
ror, it was true, but none the
less” horror. This man from the
darkness was evil. Her mother
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, glancing at
him across her shoulder, saw
something in his face.

“The greatest time of my
life, you see’. . . It’s all new to
me, and I like 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.”

“ none the less — Tem He MeHee
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Chapter 3

Martin Eden took out a brown
rice paper and a pinch of Mexi-
can 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 di-
vine.? He had always been ir-
religious®. There was no life
beyond; it was here and now,
then darkness everlasting. But
what he had seen in her eyes
was soul—immortal soul that
never dies. Nobody had given
him the message of immortali-
ty*. But she had. She had whis-
pered 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!”
" By God! — Yépr nmobepn!
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' On 6cmpemua 2Kenwguny.
had met — Past Perfect
rJlaroya meet, 3. OH yXe
e€ BCTPETHJI IO TOTO, KakK
nogymMaa o0 3TOM, CM.
c. 260

the Woman — pBaxnbl
MOMYEPKUBAET YHUKAIb-
HOCTb 3TOM  AEBYLIKH

(MOXHO TIepenaTh KaK «Ty
CaMyI0», <«EIUHCTBEHHYIO
U HETTOBTOPUMYI0»), C OJI-
HOW CTOPOHBI, 3arjaBHOMN
OyKBOIi, ¢ Apyroii, omnpe-
NeJEHHBbIM apTUKJIIEM,
KOTOpBIH Bceraa rnepenaét
3HAYeHWE YHUKAJTbHOCTH
U eMMHUIHOCTU OOBhEeKTa

2 On Hukxoz0a He eepun 6
boxcecmeennoe.

the divine — the + Adj cny-
XWAT 11 00O3HAYeHUs
a0CTpakKTHOIO KOHIIEIITa
(the supernatural — ceep-
XsecmecmeeHHoe, the
unbelievable — neseposm-
Hoe)

3 Hepeaucuosnoim

ir- — oTpulaTeabHas
MpUCTaBKa, BCTpevyaeTcs
rnepen KOpHEBOM coryiac-
HOH r

4 Geccmepmus

im- — oTpuuaTeabHas
MPUCTaBKa, BCTpeYaeTCsl
rnepea KOpPHSIMU Ha m, p
(impossible)
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5 On noduaaca no aecm-
Huye

climb smth — noonumamo-
¢, B aHTJIMICKOM SI3BIKE
3TO MEePEXOTHBIN TJIaroj B
OTJIMYME OT SKBUBAJICHTA
B pycCKOM

¢ 3decw rcua ezo 3amo.
-in-law  Tociae  CJIOB,
0003HavaloIX CceMeil-
HOE pOICTBO (OOBIYHO,
mother,  father,  sister,
brother), cy>kut 1151 060-
3HAYEeHUs] BCEX HEKPOB-
HBIX POICTBEHHUKOB, 0~
SIBJISTIOIIIAXCST B pe3ybTa-
Te OpakoB

14
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He caught a car” that was go-
ing to Berkeley™". It was crowded
with young men who were sing-
ing songs. He studied them cu-
riously. They were university
boys. They went to the same
university that she did, they
could know her, could see her
every day if they wanted to.

The car came to the two-story
building with the proud sign, HIG-
GINBOTHAM'’S CASH STORE™.
Bernard Higginbotham™"* had mar-
ried his sister, and he knew him
well. He climbed the stairs® to the
second floor. Here lived his broth-
er-in-law.°

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

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

" a car — 30. TpamBai
" Berkeley — Bepxan

“* HIGGINBOTHAM’S CASH

STORE — «Posununas toprosas Xur-

rmMHGOTEMA 32 HAAMYIHBIA PACYET»

*** Bernard Higginbotham — Bepuapa
Xurruaborem

*****

Gertrude — T'eprpypa
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“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.

“He is drunk,” he proclaimed
in a hoarse whisper. “I told you.
A fine example to the children! 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 Fran-
cisco yesterday looking for a
ship,” she answered. “But he’s
got money at the moment.”

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

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

" he’s got to get out — nycrs yb6upa-
eTcst OTCIOAA

® © 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 00 000 000000000000 0000000000000 0000000000000 0000000000000 000000000 0

7 He xaonaii 0eepuio.

g MOCTpOeHUsI OTpU-
IIaHUST B TTOBEJIMTEITHLHOM
HAKJIOHEHWM WCIMOJIb3Y-
€TCsl  BCIIOMOTAaTEeJIbHBIN
miaron do. O mnoBenu-
TEJTbHOM HAKJIOHEHUU CM.
c. 268

8 Koeda on cnoea yioém e
Mmope?

to be going to — KOHCTPYK-
uusg Uit 0003HAaYEeHMUSI
HaMepeHuil B Oiukari-
meM OymyiieM, T. K. 00-
pazyercss TIpM  TTOMOIIU
rjiarojla ABWXXEHUS  go,
OUYeHb PEIKO BCTpevyaeTcs
C TIarojjaMu IBVKCHUS,
dakTUYeCKn  3aMEHSIeT-
Ccs Ha BpeMeHa TpYIIb
Continuous, 0 KOHCTPYK-
LIMU CM. C. 249

0 go fo sea — HyJIeBOU ap-
TUKJIb 0003HAyaeT, 4To
MaptuH paboraer Mopsi-
KOM, a He OTIbIXaeT Ha
Mope

° S 2060puaa, on yiioém
you’d lose = you would
lose — nomepsewy — 10
COIJIACOBaHUIO  BPEeMEH
TpY TiepeBoie B KOCBEH-
Hylo peuyb Bpemsi Future
Simple (will lose) 3ame-
Hsiercs Ha  Future-in-
the-Past (would lose). O
Future-in-the-Past u mipa-
BWJIE COIJIaCOBaHUSI Bpe-
MEH CM. c. 265, 266

1 Tot emy 6Goavno Mmaao
naamua.

little — mano, Hedocmamou-
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