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IIPEAUCIIOBUE

Kak wu3BecTHO, 00yd4eHHME HHOCTPAHHOMY S3BIKY HE MOXKET
MIPOXOJANTh B OTPBIBE OT KYJIbTYPHOTO KOHTEKCTa CTpaHbl M3ydae-
MOT0 fA3bIKa, HEOTHEMJIEMOH YacTbI0 KOTOPOIO SIBISIETCA XYAOXKeE-
CTBEHHasi JutTeparypa. K coxaneHuto, 4YTeHuEe XyH0KECTBEHHOU
JUTEPATYyphl, AaK€ HA POJHOM SI3bIKE, HE OTHOCUTCS K YHMCIy IIPHO-
PUTETOB COBPEMEHHBIX CTYACHTOB. B TO k€ BpeMsi 3HAKOMCTBO C JIH-
TEpaTypHBIM HACIEAUEM CTPaHbl H3y4aeMOro si3bIKa HEOOXOIMMO He
TOJIBKO JJIsl pa3BUTHs 00IIEeH (PHUIIOIOrUYECKOM SPYAULINH, HO U TS
pelleHns y3KOCHEIMalbHbIX 3aJad, HalmpuMep, 3a/1ad MOATOTOBKHU
MIEPEBOIUMKOB.

C s10il nenbio B YIMYpPTCKOM TOCYIapCTBEHHOM YHUBEPCH-
TeTe Ha Kadeape mepeBoaa U CTUIUCTHKH aHTIUICKOTO S3bIKa OBLI
pa3paboTan HOBBIN crieukypc «HTepmpeTalus u nepeBo aHTIn-
CKOM nuTepaTypbl B KOHTEKCTe KynbTyp BemukoOputanumy,
aJipecOBaHHbIHU, MIPEXKJIE BCETO, CTYAEHTaM CTApIIMX KypCOB U Maru-
cTpaHTam nporpaMmmbl « COIOCTaBUTENBHOE UCCIEA0BAaHUE A3BIKOB U
KyJIbTYp B NEPEBOAYECKOH KOMMYHHKAIMU». YUYeOHbIN IUIaH 3TOH
IIPOrpaMMBbl BKJIFOYAET OYEHb OIPAaHUYEHHOE KOJMYECTBO YacOB Ha
U3y4eHUe Kypca 3apyOexxHoi nureparypsl. B pesynbraTe, Kak moka-
3bIBACT MPAKTHKA, OyIyllue NMEepeBOAYMKH HEJOCTATOYHO XOPOIIO
3HAIOT 3Talbl Pa3BUTHUS AHIJIMICKOW JUTEpaTypbl, OCHOBHBIE JIUTE-
paTypHble HalpaBI€HUsS, TBOPYECTBO MHOIMX nucarened. Taxkum
00pa3oM, ¢ OJTHON CTOPOHBI, CIEIIKYpC pemiaeT o01meoopa3oBaTeb-
HBIE 3a/1a4yM, a, C APYrOfl CTOPOHBI, TO3BOJSET O3HAKOMUTD CTYJECH-
TOB C OCHOBHBIMU IIpoOJieMaMu XYZOXECTBEHHOTO IE€pPeBOJa.
OH moAroTaBiIMBaeT CTYAGHTOB K Oojee TIyOOKOMY aHaJIU3y
TEKCTOB — CTHJINCTUYECKOMY, a 3aT€M U IIEPEBOAUECKOMY.

ITporpaMma Kypca mpenycMaTpuBaeT Kak JEKIUOHHBIE, TaK U
npakTAyeckue 3aHATHs. OCHOBHOM IENIBI0 KaXKJIOTO CEMHUHAPCKOIO
3aHATHUSI SIBISIETCSI BBEJACHHE CTYIAEHTOB B MHUpP JIMTEpPaTypHO-
XyJ0KECTBEHHOM KyNnbTypbl BenukoOpuTaHum, 3HAKOMCTBO C
KJIACCUYECKMMH TPOU3BEJEHUSMHU PA3HBIX 310X M JMTEPaTypPHBIX
HanpaBlieHWH, WX BKIAJAOM B  HAlMOHAJIbHBIE  KYJIBTYpPHI



AHIJIOTOBOPSALIMX CTpaH, a TaKKe C OCHOBAMHU IPAKTUYECKOTO
aHajgu3a  CTPYKTYPHBIX M CEMAaHTHUYECKUX  OCOOEHHOCTEH
XYJO’KECTBEHHOI'0 TEKCTa. 3HAKOMCTBO C JIMTEPAaTypHBIM HACIEIUEM
CTpaHbl M3y4aeMOIo $3bIKa IMO3BOJIIET OJHOBPEMEHHO PaCIIMPUTH
3HAHUS CTYJEHTOB B 00JIACTH UCTOPUU U CTPAHOBEICHUS.

[Tpennaraemoe ydeObHOE MOCOOME MPHU3BAHO TMOMOYb CTY/CH-
TaM, OCBaMBAaIOIIMM HOBBIM CHEHKypc. B To ke Bpems marepuabl
1ocoOust MOTYT ObITh HCIOJIB30BAHBI JUISL IPOBEACHUS MTPAKTUYECKUX
3aHATUHN 110 TEOPUH U MPAKTUKE NIEPEBOAA, CTUIUCTUKE aHTIIUHCKOTO
A3bIKA, & TAKXKE JJI CAMOCTOSITEIbHONU pabOThI CTYAEHTOB.

[Tocobue cocTOUT U3 ceMHu pa3/eioB, KOTOPHIE, B COOTBET-
CTBUU C HCTOPUKO-IIUTEPATYPHBIM IIOJIXOIOM, OIIMCHIBAIOT OCHOBHBIE
JTanbel B pPa3BUTHM aHriIuickod Jmrepatypel XIX—XX Bekos.
Kaxnplii pazznen BKIOYAET KPAaTKyl0 HH()OPMALMOHHYIO CIIPaBKY,
XapaKTEPU3YIOLYIO ONPEAEICHHOE JIUTEPATYPHOE HAIIPABICHUE WIH
KaHp, a Takke (QparMeHThl XYJIO0’KECTBEHHBIX IPOU3BEICHUMH,
IIpeJIaracMple U1 aHAIU3a.

[TpuHIMNMAIBHO, YTO B KayecTBE OOBEKTa aHAJIN3a BHICTYIAET
UMEHHO XYJO0’KECTBEHHBIM TEKCT, KOTOPBIA, IO CIPaBEAJIUBOMY
3aMEYaHUI0  aBTOpPOB  y4yeOHMKAa 1O  TEOpUH  IEpeBoja
B. B. Cno6nukosa u O. B. IletpoBoii, B oTnu4ne OT ApYruX TUIIOB
TEKCTOB, XapaKTEPHU3yeTCs BBICOKOM CTENEHbIO HAllMOHAJIBHO-
KYJIbTYPHON U BpEMEHHOU 00YCIIOBIEHHOCTH, T.€. «BCET/Ia OTPAXKAET
0COOEHHOCTH TOTO Hapoja, NPEACTaBUTENIEM KOTOPOTO aBTOP
ABJIIETCS M Ha $S3bIKE KOTOPOrO OH IHIIET, U TOr0 BPEMEHH,
B KOTOPOM OH KHBET

OCHOBHBIM KpUTEpUEM OTOOpa XYAO0XKECTBEHHBIX IPOU3BE-
JeHUH Ui aHayM3a ObIJIO HalIW4yue MpoOsieMaTuKy, Haubosee sipKo
OTpaXkarolled OCHOBHBbIE KYJIbTYpHbIE IIEHHOCTH OpHUTaHCKOM
Hauuy. TBOpUYECTBO BEAyIUMX NPEACTABUTENIECH AHTIIUNWCKON JIATe-
patypsl XIX—XX BEKOB paccMaTpHUBAaETCs B CBSI3U C HCTOPUYECKUM,
COLIMAJIbHBIM, TOJUTUYECKUM, KYJbTYPHBIM DPAa3BUTHEM CTpaHBbI.
B pamkax cnenkypca M3y4darOTCs CaMmble Ba)KHbIE COCTABIISIONINE

' Cro6Hukos B.B., Ilerposa O.B. Teopus mepesona. H. Hosropo:
Wzn-so HIJTY um. H.A. JToGpomto6osa, 2001. — C. 245.
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HaIlMOHAJIbHON HMAEHTUYHOCTH, KYJIbTYpOOOpa3yroliue KOHIENTHI,
TaKMe KaK: <«IpHUpOJa», «IaTPUOTH3M», «COOCTBEHHOCTBHY,
«KJIacCOBasi NMPUHAAIEKHOCTbY, «IH000BbY, «Opak» U T. A. BaxHo
OTMETHUTb, YTO, MOCKOJBKY aHAJIU3UPYEMbI€ INPOU3BEACHUS IPH-
HAJUIe)KaT Pa3HbIM 3I10XaM, MPEJCTaBIAETCS BO3MOXHBIM IIPOCIIE-
JUTh, KAKUM 00pa3oM JaHHbIE KYJIbTYpPHbIE KOHLENTH! (M OTHOLIE-
HUE K HUM aBTOPOB JIMTEPATypHBIX IPOU3BEACHUN) MEHSUINCH
¢ TeueHreM BpemeHu. HecmoTps Ha TO, YTO mpejiaraeMblii CTY 1EH -
TaM CIIMCOK IHCcATeNIed HE NPETEHAYET Ha MCYEPIIBIBAIOLIYIO 10T -
HOTY, BCE aBTOPbI, HECCOMHEHHO, SIBJISIOTCS 3HAKOBBIMH (UTypamy,
OKa3aBUIMMHM 3HAUYUTEIbHOE BIIMSHHME HA pa3BUTHE JIUTEPATypbl
BenukoOputanuu, a ux Npou3BeACHUS WILIIOCTPUPYIOT pazHOOOpa-
3U€ JIUTEPATypHbIX HaNpaBJICHUN (KIaCCUYECKUUN peayiu3M, MOJep-
HU3M, IIOCTMOJEPHU3M M T.J.) W KaHPOB (CeMEWHbI poMmaH,
KOPOTKHIA paccKas, aHTUYTOIHS U T. [1.).

PaGota Ha 3aHATMM B LEJIOM HamlpaBleHAa Ha TO, YTOOBI
HAy4YUTh CTYACHTOB paccMaTpUBaTh UCCIEIOBAHUE XY10KECTBEHHO-
JCTETUYECKOTO  COACpXKAHWS  JUTEPAaTypHOrOo  IIPOU3BENCHUA,
COLMAIBHO-UCTOPHYECKUX (HAKTOPOB, JISKAIIUX B €ro OCHOBE,
U KyJIbTYPHOTO KOHTEKCTa KaK HE0O0XOJMMOE YCIOBHE YCIEIIHOTO
nepeBoJa.

[Ton pykOBOACTBOM mpenojaBarenst CTYIAEHTHI IOCIIENOBa-
TEIbHO PACCMaTPUBAIOT PA3IMYHbIE KATETOPUHU XYJ0’KECTBEHHOTO
TeKcTa (Ha3BaHUE, XPOHOTON, TeMa W HJes, CTPYKTypa, oOpasbl
NEPCOHAXEW), AaHAJU3UPYIOT OCHOBHBIE KYJIbTYPHbIE KOHIIETITHI,
npejcTaBieHHble B Tekcre. [lomumo ydeOHOWH mpoOneMHoON
JUCKYCCUM, TIporpaMMa MpaKkTUYECKUX 3aHITHH  clienkypca
npeaycMaTpuBaeT Takke paboTy ¢ ayAuo- M BUAEOMaTepHalaMu,
MOJATOTOBKY M TPE3EHTAlMIO0 CTYJIEHTaMH JOKJIaJ0B, COOOIIEHUN
C UCMOJBb30BAaHUEM  TPAAUIMOHHBIX U  HWHTEPHET-UCTOYHHUKOB,
MO3BOJIIOIINX 000TaTUTh MPECTABIEHUS CTYIEHTOB O COLIMAILHOM,
MOJIMTUYECKOM, KYJIbTYPHOM KOHTEKCTE aHTJIUHCKON XYHO0XKECTBEH-
HOW JIUTEPaATYPBHI.

Crnenyommm 3TanoM paboOThl SIBISETCS CONOCTABUTEIbHBIN
aHaJIM3 OPHUTMHAJIOB XYJ0KECTBEHHBIX TMPOU3BENCHUH M HX
NEPEBOJIOB HA PYCCKUH SI3BIK C T€M, YTOOBI OLEHUTh aJ€KBATHOCTb
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nepeaadn KylbTypoJioTuueckoi nHdopmanuu npu nepesoje. Eciu
paccMaTpuBaTh IIEPEBOJ XYAOKECTBEHHOIO TEKCTa C IO3ULUHU
KOHLIETITYaJIbHOTO MOJX0/1a, MPEK/e BCEro, OH MpeICTaBIseT coO0n
BHUJI MHTEJUIEKTYAJIIBHOM NIEATEIbHOCTH, KOTOpas 3aKiII04acTCcs BO
B3aWMOJICUCTBUU JIByX KOHILIEONTYaJbHBIX CHCTEM — aBTOpA
OpPUTMHAJIBHOTO TEKCTa U nepeBoanKaz. ConocraBuTenbHbIN
aHaiu3 KoHUenrtochepbl OpUrMHAia M IEpPEeBOAOB IO3BOJIAET
IPOCIIETUTh CHEHU(PHUKY 3TOTO B3aUMOACHCTBUA. DTa EATEIbHOCTD
HampaBjeHa Ha TO, 4YTOObI CTYIEHTHl HE TOJIBKO YHTaIU
U IOHUMAJIM TEKCT, HO W paboTalu C HUM «IO-TEPEeBOTUECKUY,
BBIJICJIAA B TEKCTE NEPEBOAYECKHE 3a4a4M MU BO3MOJKHBIE IIyTH HMX
pemienusi. YueOHas JAHMCKycCHs, TakuM o0Opa3oM, IOMHMO
TPAJUIIMOHHOTO OOCYKIIEHUSI TEepOEeB, CIOKETHBIX KOJUIU3HUH,
0COOEHHOCTEH WHAMBUAYaTbHOTO aBTOPCKOTO CTWUISA, Mperdy-
CMaTpHUBaeT JHMCKYCCHIO O KadecTBe IIepeBoAa, O IOJAXO0MaX,
JEMOHCTPUPYEMBIX IEPEBOAYUKOM, OOCYXKIAEHHE COOCTBEHHBIX
BAapUAHTOB PELLIECHUS [1E€PEBOAUYECKUX MPOOIIEM.

B uenom, mnpuxoautrcs KOHCTAaTHUPOBaTh, YTO MHOTHE
OnyOJIMKOBAaHHbBIE TIEPEBOIBI MPOU3BEACHUIN KIIACCUKOB aHTJIMACKOM
JUTEPATyphl OCTABJIAIOT KEJIaTh JIYYIIETrO; B HUX 3a4acCTyH0 HUMEET
MECTO MCKaKEHHE aBTOPCKOI'O 3aMbICIIa, BCIEACTBUE YETO YUTATEIb
[OJIy4aeT HEBEPHOE IMPEACTABICHHME O TOM WJIM HHOM acCIEeKTe
KYJIbTYpbI Benukobpurtanum. HecootBercTBre A3BIKOBBIX
Y KOHLENTYaJIbHBIX KapTUH MHUpPA aBTOpa U MEPEBOJYMKA MPHUBOJIUT
K MEXKKYJIbTYPHOM aCUMMETPUHM, KOTOpas SBIISIETCS OJHUM U3
IJIaBHBIX  (DAaKTOPOB,  3aTPYAHSIOUIMX  KOMMYHHKAIMIO,  YTO
MpeJICTaBIsIeT cO00N Ba)KHEWIYI0 POoOJIeMy B TEOPUM M IPAKTHKE
nepeBona3.

2
Anekcannposnu  H. B.  Konnenrocdepa XymokecTBEHHOTO

MPOW3BEJICHUS B OpHTHMHAJIE W TepeBoje (HAa Marepuajge pomaHa
®. C. durypkepanbaa «Bemukuii ['31cOn»). ABToped. auc. ...kaHI. Guo.
Hayk. Bonrorpan, 2010. — C. 8.

% I3uma H.H. Acummerpusi KOHLENTa B CBET€ KOTHUTHUBHO-
JIeSITETbHOCTHOT'O TIOIX0/Ia B TIEPEBOIOBeIeHNH (Ha MaTepuaie pomana M. A.
Bynrakosa «Mactep u MaprapuTa» U €ro mepeBoIOB Ha aHTJIMHACKUH S3BIK).
Astoped. auc. ...kaHz. ¢unon. Hayk. Tromens, 2010. — C. 10.

7



[TomMuMO COOCTBEHHO TEPEBOTYECKUX, (HAKTUUECKUX OIIMOOK,
BOCIIPUSITHE XYJOKECTBEHHOIO IPOM3BEICHUS Ha S3bIKE IIE€pPEBOAA
MOTYT 3aTpyIOHATh IOAXOABI M CTPAaTeTMU CaMUX IEPEBOIAYUKOB.
Hampumep, E. JI. JIanH, MHOr0O nepeBOAUBIINI U PeNAaKTUPOBABIINI
npoussenenus Y. JlukkeHca, BUJEN CBOO 3a1a4y B TOM, YTOOBI 103Ha-
KOMHUTbH PYCCKOSI3BIYHOTO YHTATENs] C OCOOCHHOCTSIMU HWHIUBHILY-
JIBHO-aBTOPCKOro cTwiid. McrnoBenyss NPUHLUI «TEXHOJOTHYECKOU
TOYHOCTH», IEPEBOTUMK IBITAICS COXPAHUTH JAXKE CHUHTAKCUYECKYIO
OpraHu3alyI0 OpuruHaina. B pesynbrare, COBpEMEHHBIE CTYICHTHI
XapaKTEpU3YIOT €ro MEPEBObl KaK YPE3MEPHO «TSDKENBIEY, TPOMO3]I-
KHe, CIIOXKHbIE A5 Bocnpusitusa. 1 aTo roBoputcs o mnucarene, KOTo-
pOro, coriacHo HaOIIOJCHUAM U3BECTHOIO aHTIMHCKOIO JIUTEpaTypo-
Bena K. XbproUTT, HAa pOMHE LEHAT, B IEPBYIO OYEPE/lb, 32 OCTPOYMHUE
¥ ToHKHI 'oMop”. T e CaMoe MOKHO CKa3aTh O PYCCKHX MEPEeBOIAX
npousBeaeHuit J[x. Octun. BcenenctBue 3Toro, cpenu pyccKosi3blu-
HBIX 4YMTaTENCH, 3HAKOMBIX C AHIJIMICKOW JMTEpaTypoH JIMIIb I10
nepeBofaM, OBITYeT MHEHHE, 4YTO KJIACCHUYECKHe MPOM3BEICHUS
XVII-XIX Beka — 3T0 CKyuHble KHUTH, HAHMCAHHBIE APXaUYHBIM
A3bIKOM M NPEACTaBISIIOIIME HWHTEpeC JIMIIb JJIsl TEOPETUKOB
Y UICTOPUKOB JIMTEPATYPHI.

3HAYUTENIBHOE PACXO0KJICHUE OPUTMHAIBHOTO M NEPEBOIHOIO
TEKCTa MOXET OBbITh TaKXe CBS3aHO C Pa3IYHBIMH COLMAIBHO-
MNOJIMTUYECKUMH MPUYMHAMH, B YaCTHOCTHU, C TPeOOBaHUSIMHU LIE€H-
3ypel. Tak, Hanpumep, xapakrepusie mid . I'. JloypeHca oTKpoBeH-
HBIE PacCyXJI€HUsI O CEKCyaJIbHOM CTOpOHE JIIOOBH M B3aMMOOTHO-
HIEHUSAX MEXAY MojaMu B poMaHe «CBIHOBbS M JTIOOOBHHUKH» U OCO-
O0eHHO B ckaHJaibHOM «JIroOoBHUKe neau Yarrepneit» mpencraroT
O0JbIICH YacThIO CIVIAXEHHBIMM U MYPUTAHCKU BBIXOJOIIEHHBIMU
B iepeBogax P. Oo6monckoi, W. barpooit m M. JIUTBHHOBOI.
MHuorue npousBeaeHus (Hampumep, mnbecel O. VYaiinpaa) npu
MEepeBOJIe 3HAUUTEIHHO COKPALAINCh U B TAaKOM BHUJE JIOJITHE TOJIbI
ny6nukoBanuck cHayana B CCCP, a 3arem u B CHI'.

* Hewitt K. Understanding English Literature. Oxford, 1997. —
P. 242,
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OtnenbHy0 mpoOjeMy IpPH CONOCTaBIEHUH OPUTMHAIBHOTO
U TIEPEBOJTHOTO  XYIOKECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa COCTaBJIsACT — oOIee
IIPEJICTaBICHUE COBETCKOIO M BIIOCIECICTBUU POCCUHCKOIO YATATEIS
(M COOTBETCTBEHHO IIEpeBOJYMKA) 000 BCEM, UYTO CBS3aHO
c nousitueM «Englishnessy. Hampumep, kiaccudeckum 00pasiom
AQHIIMMCKOTO JKEHTIbMEHA I PYCCKOI'0 YMTATENs BCErAa ABIIIICA
muctep IImkBuk. K. XpIOMTT pa3sBeHUMBACT JSTOT CTEPEOTHIL,
yOenuTeNnbHO 10Ka3biBas, 4To MucTep [IMKBUK, CBOMM MOBEACHUEM,
MaHepoH peuu, a Takke oO0pa3oM KHU3HH, MPENCTaBiIsAeT COOOH
napoauI0 Ha obOpa3s JokeHTIbMeHa”, CleI0BATeIBHO, NIEPEBOJYHK
¥ MHTEPIIPETATOP XYAO0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa JIOJDKEH 00J1aJ1aTh
3HAYUTENbHBIMUA (POHOBBIMH 3HAHUSAMU Ul TOTO, YTOOBI O€3 MOTeph
JIEKOMPOBATh COJIEPKAHUE MOJIMHHUKA.

Crneukypc 3aBepmiaeTcs KOJUIOKBUYMOM, BO BpeMsl KOTOpOTO,
Ha OCHOBE IPOYHUTAHHBIX XYJ0KECTBEHHBIX IPOU3BEACHUN U TEOpe-
TUYECKOW JIMTEPaTyphl, CTYAEHTbl pPacCMaTpUBAIOT KOHKPETHBIE
IIPUMEPBI yIaYHBbIX U HEYJAYHBIX IEPEBOJOB, U3BIIEKAIOT U3 XYJIO-
JKECTBEHHBIX TEKCTOB KYJbTYpHbIE KOHLENTBI, KOTOPHIE SBIISIFOTCS
OCHOBOIIOJIAraloIMMU JUIsl HAl[MOHAIbHOU KoHLenTocdepsl Bemnko-
OpUTaHMU, COMOCTABISAIOT UX C 0a30BBIMM KOHILENTAaMHM PYCCKOMH
KynbTypbl. bosbiioe 3HaueHne npuaaercs o0CyKIECHUIO PA3IUYHBIX
BAPUAHTOB SA3BIKOBOM PENPE3CHTALMU TEX WU MHBIX KYJIbTYPHBIX
KOHIIENTOB B Pa3HbIX fA3bIKAX HAa OCHOBE OIYOJMKOBAaHHBIX U COO-
CTBEHHBIX IIEPEBOJIOB.

B nmanpHelmeM ImaHuUpyeTCs pacUIMPUTh CIIMCOK IIpen-
JaraeMbIX I aHalIW3a MPOU3BEACHUM, NOIOJIHUB €ro MOJIOABIMU
nucarensimMu XXI| Beka.

Aemop

> Hewitt K. Understanding English Literature. Oxford, 1997. —
P. 254.
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Unit 1. THE VICTORIAN NOVEL

In 1897 Mark Twain was visiting London during the Diamond
Jubilee celebrations honoring the 60" anniversary of Queen
Victoria’s coming to the throne. “British history is two thousand
years old”, Twain observed, “and yet in a good many ways the world
has moved farther ahead since the Queen was born than it moved in
all the rest of the two thousand put together.” Twain’s comment
captures the sense of dizzying change that characterized the
Victorian period.

Perhaps most important was the shift away from a way of life
based on ownership of land to a modern urban economy based on trade
and manufacturing. By the beginning of the Victorian period, the
Industrial Revolution, as this shift was called, had created profound
economic a social changes, including a mass migration of workers to
industrial towns, where they lived in anew urban slums. But the changes
arising out of the Industrial Revolution were just one subset of the
radical changes taking place in mid- and late 19™ century Britain —
among others were the democratization resulting from extension of the
franchise; challenges to religious faith, in part based on the advances of
scientific knowledge (particularly, of evolution); changes in the role of
women — the so-called Woman Question.

The extension of the franchise by the Reform Bills of 1832 and
1867 stimulated discussion of women’s political rights. Though
women in England did not get the vote until 1918; petitions to
Parliament advocating women’s suffrage were introduced as early as
the 1840s. Equally important was the agitation to allow married
women to own and handle their own property, which culminated in
the passing of the Married Women’s Property Acts (1870-1908).

All of these issues and the controversies attending them,
informed Victorian literature. The Victorian novel, with its emphasis
on the realistic portrayal of social life, represented many Victorian
issues in the stories of its characters. The new kinds of labor and
poverty that arose with the Industrial Revolution presented a
challenge to traditional ideas of women’s place: education, marriage,
— which became topics of great importance in the Victorian novel.
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From Pride and Prejudice
Jane Austen (1775-1817)

An English writer, who first gave the novel its modern
character through the treatment of everyday life. She is usually
considered the first great female novelist. The critics appreciate her
works for precision, economy, faultless character drawing, a subtle
way of portraying, wit, and truthfulness of observation. Although
Austen was restricted to family matters, her wit and observant
narrative touch have been inexhaustible delight to readers. Her
novels were highly appreciated by Sir Walter Scott and Virginia
Woolf. The plots depend little on coincidence or exciting events.
Instead, the author shows how much meaning and drama can result
from misunderstood feelings, the neglect of social obligations, and
ordinary human weaknesses.

Chapter I

It is a truth universally acknowledged that a single man in
possession of a good fortune must be in want of a wife.

However little known the feelings or views of such a man may
be on his first entering a neighborhood, this truth is so well fixed in
the minds of the surrounding families, that he is considered as the
rightful property of some one or other of their daughters.

“My dear Mr. Bennet,” said his lady to him one day, “have you
heard that Netherfield Park is let at last?”

Mr. Bennet replied that he had not. “But it is,” returned she,
“for Mrs. Long has just been here, and she told me all about it.”

Mr. Bennet made no answer.

“Do you not want to know who has taken it?” cried his wife,
impatiently.

“You want to tell me, and I have no objection to hearing it.”

This was invitation enough.

“Why, my dear, you must know, Mrs. Long says that
Netherfield is taken by a young man of large fortune from the north
of England; that he came down on Monday in a chaise-and-four to
see the place, and was so much delighted with it that he agreed with
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Mr. Morris immediately; that he is to take possession before
Michaelmas, and some of his servants are to be in the house by the
end of next week.”

“What is his name?”

“Bingley.”

“Is he married or single?”

“Oh, single, my dear, to be sure! A single man of large
fortune—four or five thousand a year. What a fine thing for our
girls!”

“How so? How can it affect them?”

“My dear Mr. Bennet,” replied his wife, “how can you be so
tiresome? You must know that I am thinking of his marrying one of
them.”

“Is that his design in settling here?”

“Design? nonsense, how can you talk so! But it is very likely
that he may fall in love with one of them, and therefore you must
visit him as soon as he comes.”

“I see no occasion for that. You and the girls may go, or you
may send them by themselves, which perhaps will be still better; for
as you are as handsome as any of them, Mr. Bingley may like you
the best of the party.”

“My dear, you flatter me. I certainly have had my share of
beauty, but I do not pretend to be anything extraordinary now. When
a woman has five grownup daughters, she ought to give over
thinking of her own beauty.”

“In such cases a woman has not often much beauty to think of.”

“But, my dear, you must indeed go and see Mr. Bingley when
he comes into the neighborhood.”

“It is more than I engage for, I assure you.”

“But consider your daughters. Only think what an
establishment it would be for one of them! Sir William and Lady
Lucas are determined to go, merely on that account; for in general,
you know, they visit no new-comers. Indeed, you must go, for it will
be impossible for us to visit him, if you do not.”

“You are over-scrupulous, surely. | dare say Mr. Bingley will
be very glad to see you; and | will send a few lines by you to assure
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him of my hearty consent to his marrying whichever he chooses of
the girls; though I must throw in a good word for my little Lizzy.”

“I desire you will do no such thing. Lizzy is not a bit better
than the others; and | am sure she is not half so handsome as Jane,
nor half so good-humored as Lydia. But you are always giving her
the preference.”

“They have none of them much to recommend them,” replied
he. “They are all silly and ignorant like other girls; but Lizzy has
something more of quickness than her sisters.”

“Mr. Bennet, how can you abuse your own children in such a
way? You take delight in vexing me. You have no compassion on my
poor nerves.”

“You mistake me, my dear. I have a high respect for your
nerves. They are my old friends. | have heard you mention them with
consideration these twenty years at least.”

“Ah, you do not know what I suffer!”

“But I hope you will get over it, and live to see many young
men of four thousand a year come into the neighborhood.”

“It will be no use to us if twenty such should come, since you
will not visit them.”

“Depend upon it, my dear, that when there are twenty [ will
visit them all.” Mr. Bennet was so odd a mixture of quick tarts,
sarcastic humor, reserve, and caprice, that the experience of three-
and-twenty years had been insufficient to make his wife understand
his character. Her mind was less difficult to develop. She was a
woman of mean understanding, little information, and uncertain
temper. When she was discontented, she fancied herself nervous. The
business of her life was to get her daughters married; its solace was
visiting and news.
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TI'opaocts u npenyoe:xxkaenue (nep. U. Mapaka)
I'naBa 1

Bce 3HaT, 4YTO MOJOLOM YENOBEK, pacrnoJararolui
CPEICTBAaMHU, JIOJIKEH MOJBICKUBATh ce0e JKEHY.

Kak Obl mamo HM ObUTM W3BECTHBI HAMEPEHHsS] M B3IJISAJbI
TAKOI'0 4Ye€JOBEKa I10C/IE TOro, KaK OH ITOCEJWJICS Ha HOBOM MECTE,
3Ta HMCTHHA HACTOJIBKO IPOYHO OBJIAJICBAET YMAMHM HENOJAJIEKY
JKUBYIIUX CEMEMCTB, UTO HA HETO TYT K€ HAYMHAIOT CMOTPETh KaK Ha
3aKOHHYIO JOOBIUY TOM WM JPYroi COCEACKOM TOUKH.

— Jloporoii mucrep beHner, — cka3ana Kak-TO pa3 MHCCHC
benner cBoemy Myxy, — chabland Bbl, 4Tto Hesepdunn-napk
HakKoHell OoJblie He Oyner myctoBaTh? Mucrtep benHer orBerwi,
YTO OH 3TOr'0 HE CIIbIIIAI.

— Tem He MeHee 3TO Tak, — MNpoOAoJkKana OHAa. — TOJIBKO YTO
3axonuia Muccuc JIoHT u coobiuna MHE 3TY HOBOCTh!

Mucrep benner npomoiryain.

— A Xxorenoce Obl BaM 3HaTh, KTO OyJIeT HAIIUM HOBBIM
cocenoM? — C HETEPIIEHUEM CIIPOCHUIIA €T JKEHA.

— T'oToB Bac BbICHyIIaTh, €CAM BaM OYEHb XOYETCS MHE 00
3TOM CKa3aThb.

Bosnbliero ot Hero He TPpeOOBAIOCH.

— Hy rtak ciymaiite, MO JOpOroOM, — INPOAOJIKAIA MHUCCUC
benner. — Hesepduna, no cnoBam wmuccuc JIOHT, CHAT O4YEHb
6oratelM MoJlobIM  yesnoBekoM u3 CeBepHoil AHrmu. B
MIOHEJIENbHUK OH IIPHUE3Kal TyJa B KapeTe, 3alpsyKEHHONW YETBEPKOU
Jo1aie, OCMOTPEN MOMECThE U MPHUIIET B TAKOW BOCTOPT, YTO TYT
ke ycnoBuics 000 BceM ¢ muctepom Moppucom. OH mniepeeskaer K
MuxaitioBy nHIO, U yXe B KOHIlE Oyaylied HeJenu Tyna NnpueneT
KO€-KTO U3 €ro MPUCIYTH.

— A KakK ero 30ByT?

— bunrmm.

— OH xeHaT WIn X0J10C¢T?

— XoJI0CT, 1OpPOTroM, B TOM-TO U J€NO0, 4To Xxosnoct! Mosonoit
XOJIOCTAK C JJOXOJIOM B YETHIpE WM ISATH ThicAY B roj! He mpasna
JIM, YIaYHBIN CIIy4al JUIsl HAlIUX J€BOYEK?

— Kak Tak? Pa3Be 3T0 mMeeT Kk HUM OTHOIIIEHHE?
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— Jloporoii muctep beHHET, — OTBETHIA €ro KE€Ha, — CErOoJaHs
BBl [IPOCTO HEBBIHOCHUMBI. Pa3zymeeTcs, BbI MOHUMAETE, YTO sI UMEIO
B BUJIy €r0 )KEHUTHOY Ha OJIHOM U3 HUX.

—I'M, TaKOBBI €0 IIaHbBI?

— Ilnansl! Boxe moii, ckaxere ke Bbl MHOM pa3! Ho Benb
MOJKET BIIOJIHE CIyYUTHCS, YTO OH B OJHY W3 HHUX BIIFOOUTCS.
[ToaToMy, KaK TOJIBKO OH MPHUEIET, BaM HEOOX0IUMO OyJeT HAaHECTH
€My BU3HT.

— S, npu3HaKCh, HE BUXKY K TOMY JIOCTATOYHBIX OCHOBAHUM.
IToe3xkaiiTe-ka Bbl camMH C JeBoYKamu. Mnu moumumre ux OJHUX —
3TO, BO3MOXHO, Oyzaer eme mayuime. He To Bapyr oH B3gymaer
BIIIOOUTHCS B Bac — Be/Ib Bbl HUYYTh HE MEHEE MPUBJICKATEIbHBI, YEM
mro0as U3 HAIIUX JTOYCK.

— Bb1 MmHe necTuTE, 1Oporoii. Koraa-to s u B camoM jene Oblia
HE JIMIIEHa IpuBJIeKaTenbHOCTH. Ho cedyac, yBbl, s yXe He
MPETEeHIYI0 Ha TO, YTOOBI CIBITh KpacaBuilei. JKeHiuHe, y KOTopo
MATH B3POCIBIX J0YEpeil, HE CIeAyeT MHOTO AyMaTh O COOCTBEHHOM
Kpacorte.

— B atux oOcTosTeNbCTBAX y KEHIIMHBI HE YaCTO OCTACTCS
CTOJBKO KpPacoThl, YTOOBI O HEH MPUXOIMIOCH OCOOEHHO MHOTO
JyMaTh.

— Ho, Moi1 apyr, BaM HENPEMEHHO CIIEyeT HABECTUTh MUCTEpA
buHrmm, Kak TOJIBKO OH MOSIBUTCS.

— EnBa 1 s 3a 3TO BO3bMYCh.

— Ho nmoxymaiite 0 Hamux AeBOYKaxX. BbI TOJBKO MpencTaBbTe
cebe, KaK XOpOIIo OJlHAa U3 HUX OyaeT ycTpoeHa. Bot yBuamre, cap
Yunesam u nenu Jlykac cpasy nocnemar B Hesepduia. A panu yero,
Kak Bbl Jymaere? Yk KOHeuHO, paau cBoeil LllapnorTtel — BbI ke
3HaeTe, OHM HE OYEHH-TO JIOOAT HaBENaTh HE3HAKOMBIX JIFOJICH.
Bbl HEMpeMeHHO J0JKHBI TOeXaTh — B MBI cCaMH 0€3 3TOr0 HUKaK
HE MOXXEM Yy HEro MoObIBaTh.

— Beb1 uepecuyp menerunbHbl. [lonarato, muctep bunrim Oyner
pang Bac yBHJETb. XOTHUTE, s JaM BaM JUIA HETO 3alUCOYKy C
o0elaHreM BBIIATh 32 HETO 3aMYK JTHO0YI0 U3 MOUX JI0YEK, KOTOpast
emy Oounbie noHpasurca? Iloxanyii, Hao OyAeT TOIbKO 3aMOJIBUTH
CJIOBEUYKO B MOJIB3Yy MO€H Kpomku JIn33u.
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— Hagetroce, Bl 3TOr0 HE caenaere. JIn33u HUUYTh HE JIy4Ile
JpYrux BaluxX nodepei. Sl yBepeHa, yTO OHA M BIIOJIOBHUHY HE TakK
KpacuBa, kak J[»eifiH, U ropa3go mMeHee noOpoayuiHa, yem Jluawms.
Ho eii BbI mouemy-To Bceraa okas3blBaeTe NpeArnoyTeHue!

— Hu onmHa w3 Moux [04€K HHYEM OCOOCHHO He
npuMeuaTesibHa, — OTBETWJI OH. — OHH CTOJb K€ TJIYIIbI
Y HEBE)KECTBEHHBI, KAaK BCE JPYrMe€ JIEBYOHKHM B 3TOM BO3pacTe.
[TpocTo B JIn33u HEMHOKKO OOJIBIIIE TOJIKY, UEM B €€ CecTpax.

— Muctep benner, xkak cMeeTe Bbl TaKk OCKOPOJSATH BalllUX
coOcTBeHHBIX Jereil? Bam gocraBiasieT yJIOBOJIBCTBHE MEHS
n3BoUTh. KOHEUHO, BaM HET HMKAKOTIO Jiela J0 MOUX HUCTEp3aHHbIX
HEPBOB.

— Bpr ommbaerecs, Mos nmoporas. Sl gaBHO NPUBBIK C HUMH
cuntathcs. Beap oHM — moum crapele Apy3bs. Hemapom Bbl MHe
TOJIKYETE O HUX HE MEHbILIE ABA/ILIATH JIET.

— AX, BbI ce0e 1axxe He Mpe/ICTaBIseTe, KaK s CTpajaro.

— Haneroce, BBl Bce k€ JI0KMBETE J0 TOTO BPEMEHH, KOTIJa
B OKPECTHOCTSIX MOSIBUTCS MHOKECTBO MOJIOABIX JIFOJIEH C JOXOAO0M
HE MEHEE YEThIPEX THICAY B IOJI.

— HMaxe ecau ux OyaeT ABaaLaTh, KAKOW B HUX NPOK, pa3 BbI
BCE PaBHO OTKa3bIBA€TECh K HUM €3]IUTh?

— Hy, ecnu ux Oyzmer aBaauath, Mos Joporas, Toria s,
KOHEUYHO, COOEPYCh J1a Cpa3y v 00beay UX BCEX MOIPSIIL.

B xapakrepe mucrepa beHHeTra Tak 3aTeWIMBO COUYETANINCH
JKUBOCTb yMa M CKJIOHHOCTb K HPOHUH, 3aMKHYTOCTb U
B30aJIMOIIHOCTh, YTO 3a JABaJAUaTh TPU TOAAa COBMECTHOM >KU3HHU
JK€Ha BCE €Ile HE cyMena K HeMY NPUHOPOBUThCA. PazoOpaThes B ee
HaType Obulo HamHOoro mpome. OHa ObUla HEBEXKECTBEHHOMH
KEHILUHOM C HEJ0CTaTOYHOM CO00pPa3UTETHLHOCTHIO u
HEYCTOMYMBBIM HacTpoeHueMm. Korga ona ObiBaia ueM-HHOYIb
HEJOBOJIbHA, TO CUUTAala, YTO y Hee He B mopsake HepBbl. Llensio ee
KHU3HM OBUIO BBIJATh Jodepei 3aMyX. EJUHCTBEHHBIMH ee
pa3BiIeUYEeHUSIMHU OBLIIM BU3UTHI U HOBOCTH.
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9.

ANALYSIS GUIDE

Compare Austen’s style in this novel with other author’s works
and pick out its characteristic stylistic features: the key-words,
the contrast, ways to create an ironical effect, etc.

Talking to his wife, Mr. Bennet expresses his viewpoint on
girls’ virtues. Do you think it is his personal opinion or the
general male ideas of those times?

Compare Mr. and Mrs. Bennet’s manner of speaking. How
does it help to reveal their characters?

Focus on love and marriage as described in the excerpt.
Compare the original title with the translation.

Compare the vocabulary in the original and translation. How
do you account for the changes?

Compare syntactical structures in the original and translation,
focusing on their functions.

By what linguistic means (emotional vocabulary) is the
author’s point of view revealed? How are these means rendered
into Russian?

Which cultural concepts and values prevail in the text? Are
they adequately recreated in translation?

10. Speak of omissions and additions employed by the translators.

From Vanity Fair
William Makepeace Thackeray (1811-1863)
An English journalist (contributed to Morning Chronicle, The

Times, Punch), novelist, famous for his novel Vanity Fair (1847 —
1848), a tale of two middle-class London families. Most of
Thackeray’s major novels were published as monthly serials.
Thackeray studied in a satirical and moralistic light upper- and
middle-class English life — he was once seen as the equal of his
contemporary Dickens, or even as his superior.

Thackeray’s realistic temperament enabled him to see and

satirize inconsistencies in life. Thackeray said that he could not start a
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novel until he knew every aspect of his characters. He called Victorian
times “if not the most moral, certainly the most squeamish. ”

Thackeray wrote in a colorful, lively style, with a simple
vocabulary and clearly structured sentences. These qualities,
combined with his honest view of life, give him an important place in
the history of realistic literature.

Before the Curtain

As the manager of the Performance sits before the curtain on the
boards and looks into the Fair, a feeling of profound melancholy
comes over him in his survey of the bustling place. There is a great
quantity of eating and drinking, making love and jilting, laughing
and the contrary, smoking, cheating, fighting, dancing and fiddling;
there are bullies pushing about, bucks ogling the women, knaves
picking pockets, policemen on the look-out, quacks (OTHER quacks,
plague take them!) bawling in front of their booths, and yokels
looking up at the tinselled dancers and poor old rouged tumblers,
while the light-fingered folk are operating upon their pockets behind.
Yes, this is VANITY FAIR; not a moral place certainly; nor a merry
one, though very noisy. Look at the faces of the actors and buffoons
when they come off from their business; and Tom Fool washing the
paint off his cheeks before he sits down to dinner with his wife and
the little Jack Puddings behind the canvas. The curtain will be up
presently, and he will be turning over head and heels, and crying,
“How are you?”

A man with a reflective turn of mind, walking through an
exhibition of this sort, will not be oppressed, | take it, by his own or
other people's hilarity. An episode of humour or kindness touches
and amuses him here and there — a pretty child looking at a
gingerbread stall; a pretty girl blushing whilst her lover talks to her
and chooses her fairing; poor Tom Fool, yonder behind the waggon,
mumbling his bone with the honest family which lives by his
tumbling; but the general impression is one more melancholy than
mirthful. When you come home you sit down in a sober,
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contemplative, not uncharitable frame of mind, and apply yourself to
your books or your business.

I have no other moral than this to tag to the present story of
“Vanity Fair.” Some people consider Fairs immoral altogether, and
eschew such, with their servants and families: very likely they are
right. But persons who think otherwise, and are of a lazy, or a
benevolent, or a sarcastic mood, may perhaps like to step in for half
an hour, and look at the performances. There are scenes of allsorts;
some dreadful combats, some grand and lofty horse-riding, some
scenes of high life, and some of very middling indeed; some love-
making for the sentimental, and some light comic business; the
whole accompanied by appropriate scenery and brilliantly
illuminated with the Author's own candles.

What more has the Manager of the Performance to say? — To
acknowledge the kindness with which it has been received in all the
principal towns of England through which the Show has passed, and
where it has been most favourably noticed by the respected
conductors of the public Press, and by the Nobility and Gentry. He is
proud to think that his Puppets have given satisfaction to the very
best company in this empire. The famous little Becky Puppet has
been pronounced to be uncommonly flexible in the joints, and lively
on the wire; the Amelia Doll, though it has had a smaller circle of
admirers, has yet been carved and dressed with the greatest care by
the artist; the Dobbin Figure, though apparently clumsy, yet dances
in a very amusing and natural manner; the Little Boys’ Dance has
been liked by some; and please to remark the richly dressed figure of
the Wicked Nobleman, on which no expense has been spared, and
which Old Nick will fetch away at the end of this singular
performance.

And with this, and a profound bow to his patrons, the Manager
retires, and the curtain rises.
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Ilepen 3anaBecom (mep. M. /IpbsikoHOBA)

UyscTBO i1yO0Ko# rpycTtu oxBaTbiBaeT KykonbHUKa, KOTJa OH
CUIMT Ha MOJMOCTKaX U CMOTPUT Ha SpMapKy, TOMOHSIIYIO BOKPYT.
31ech AT U MBIOT 0€3 BCSAKOW MEPBI, BIIOOJISIOTCS U U3MEHSIOT, KTO
IUIa4eT, @ KTO paayercs; 31eCh KypsT, IUIYTYIOT, IEPYTCSA U IUIALIYT
10J] MIMKAHBE CKPHUIIKK; 3/IECh HIATAIOTCS OYSHBI M 3a0USIKH, TOBECHI
MOJIMUTUBAIOT MPOXOJAIIMM, KEHIIWHAM, XKYyJb€ IIHBIPAET IO
KapMaHaM, MOJIMLENCKUE MIAIAT B 00a, 11apiiaTaHbl (HE Mbl, a IPYTHUE,
— YyyMa uX 3a7iaBu) OOIKO 3a3bIBAIOT MYOJHKY; JEPEBEHCKHE OYXU
TapalaTcs, Ha MULIYpPHbIE HAPSAbl TAHLUOBIIMIL U HA KAJIKHUX, TYCTO
HapyMSIHEHHBIX CTAPUKALIEK-KJIOYHOB, MEXAY TEM KakK JIOBKHE
BOPHUILKH, MOJKPABIIUCH €331, OYMILAIOT KapMaHbl 3eBak. [la, BOT
oHa, Spmapka TiieciaBus; MeECTO HeNb3s CKa3aTh 4TOOBI,
Ha3UJaTeNIbHOE, AK€ HE CIIMIIKOM BECEJI0€, HECMOTPs Ha LapsIIui
BOKpPYI IIyM M raM. A IOCMOTpUTE Bbl Ha JIMIA KOMEJUAHTOB
Y IIIyTOB, KOTJa OHU HE 3aHATHI JeJIoM, U ToM-aypak, CMBIB CO ILIEK
KpacKy, CaJMTCS TMOJJHUYATh CO CBOEH JKEHOW U MaJ€HbKHUM
DIIyNbIIKON J[PKeKOM, YKpBIBIIMCH, 32 cepoil XxosctuHoil. Ho ckopo
3aHABEC MOJHUMYT, U BOT YK€ TOM OISITh KyBBIPKAETCS YEPE3 TOJIOBY
1 OpeT BO BCIO TOTKY: «Hatre Bam mourenue!»

UYenoBek, CKIOHHBIM K pa3ayMblo, CIyYUCh €My OpOJUTH IO
TaKOMy TyiabOuIly, He OyneT, s mojararo, yepecuyp yIApydueH HHU
CBOMM, HHM 4YyXHUM BeceinbeM. Kakoi-HUOyAb CMEIIHONW WU
TPOTaTeNbHBIA 31130/, ObITh MOXKET, YMHJIUT €ro WM M03a0aBHT:
PYMSIHBI MallbuyraH, 3arjisieBIIUicd Ha JIOTOK C MpSHUKaMU;
XOpOUIEHbKAas IJIYyTOBKA, KpacHewmas OT JH0e3HOCTeH CBOEro
KaBaJjiepa, KOTOPbIM BbIOMpaeT el sjpMapoyHbIid MOAApOK; Wiu Tom-
Oypak — TPUKOPHYBIIMH mo3aau (yproHa OexHsra coceT
0OIJIOAaHHYIO KOCTh B KPYT'y CBOEH CeMbHU, KOTOpas KOPMHUTCS €ro
ckomopoiecTBoM. Ho Bce ke ofIee BreuaTieHHe CKopee IpyCcTHOE,
yeM Becenoe. UM, BEpHYBIIMCH JOMOW, BBl CaJUTECh, BCE €Il
HNOTPY)KEHHBIH B TIyOOKHE JAyMbl, HE 4YYXKIble COCTpaJaHus
K YeJIOBEKY, U OepeTech 3a KHUTY WIH 3a IPEPBAHHOE JIENO.

BoT u Bcs Mopaiib, Kakylo s XoTeln Obl MPEANociaTh CBOEMY
pacckazy o Apmapke TuiecnaBus. MHOrne camoro AypHOrO MHEHHS
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0 sIpMapKax U CTOPOHATCS MX CO CBOMMM YaJaMU U JOMOYaJALaMHy;
OBITH MOXKET, OHH ¥ TIpaBbl. Ho mou apyroro ckiaja, o0iagaromnme
YMOM JICHUBBIM, CHUCXOAMTEIbHBIM WJIN HACMEIUIMBBIM, MOXayH,
cornacarcd 3arisiHyTh K HaM Ha [ojYaca M IOCMOTpPETh Ha
npejcTaBiIeHue. 3eCb OHU YBUAT 3pEUIa CaMble pa3HOOOpa3HbIe:
KpPOBOIIPOJIUTHBIE CPAYKEHUS, BEJIMUECTBEHHBIE U MBIIIHBIE KapYCEH,
CLEHbl W3 BEJIMKOCBETCKOW M3HM, a TaKXKe W3 KHU3HH OYEHb
CKPOMHBIX JIIOJIeH, JIOOOBHBIE OAMH30bl JUIS YyBCTBUTEIBHBIX
cepiell, a TaKKe KOMHYECKHEe, B JIETKOM JKaHpe, — M BCE 3TO
0OCTaBJICHO MOAXOJALIMMHU JIEKOPALMsAMM M IIEAPO WILTIOMUHM-
POBAHO CBEYAMH 3a CUET CaMOro aBTOpa.

Yro eme moxeT cka3arb KykoiabHuk? Pa3Be uiip ynoMsHyTh
0 OJIarOCKJIOHHOCTH, C KaKOW MpeCTaBIeHNE OBUIO PUHAITO BO BCEX
[VIABHEHIINX aHTIMMCKUX TOpoJax, IJie OHO MOOBIBAJIO U TIe O HEM
BeCbMa OJIaroNpuUsATHO OT3bIBAIMCH YBa)Xa€Mble IPEICTABUTEIH
IeyaTH, a TaK)Ke MECTHas 3HaThb U JBOPAHCTBO. OH ropAMTCS TEM,
YTO €r0 MAapUOHETKU JOCTABUJIHU YIOBOJILCTBUE CAMOMY JIydIlLEMY
o0IIecTBY HAIIEro TIoCyAapcTBa. 3HaMEHUTas Kykina bekku
NpOsiBIIIa HEOOBIYaliHYI0 THOKOCTh B CYCTaBax M OKa3ajlaCh BEChbMa
IPOBOPHOM Ha MPOBOJIOKE; KyKJIa DMUJIMS, XOTh U CHUCKABIIAs KyJa
Oosiee OrpaHMYEHHBIN KpYr IIOKJIOHHHUKOB, BCE€ K€ OTJeJaHa
XYAOKHMKOM M pa3ofeTa ¢ BeIWYaWIIMM cTapaHueM; ¢urypa
Jlo06uHa, MycTh U HEYKJIIOXKasi C BUAY, IUISLIET IPEECTECTBEHHO U
npe3abaBHO; MHOTMM TOHPAaBWJICS TaHEL MalbYUKOB. A BOT,
oOparutre BHMMaHue Ha Ooraro pasojeryio ¢urypy Heuectusoro
BenbMoXxy, Ha KOTOPYIO MBI HE MOXKAJNEIM HHUKaKUX HU3AECPKEK U
KOTOPYIO B KOHIIE 3TOrO 3aMeyaTelbHOIO MPEJCTABICHUS YHECET
qepr.

3acuM, OTBECUB TIJIYOOKHI TOKJIOH CBOUM HOKPOBUTEISIM,
KyKonbHHUK YXOAMT, M 3aHABEC MMOAHUMAETCS.
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ANALYSIS GUIDE

Dwell on the author’s point of view.

What is the function of the prologue in the structure of the
novel?

Read the passages, describing the Fair, closely. What
characterizes the Fair only and what refers to the Victorian
society (thus, being a metaphor)?

Pick out the words naming the author and his novel. What does
the author do at the Fair? What is his attitude to his novel?
Comment on the phrase “OTHER quacks, plague take them!”
Speak of the author’s irony. Do you feel the ring of irony in
translation?

Focus on the character of the reader who visits the Fair. What
features does he possess? What social class does he belong to?
Compare the characters of the author and the reader.

The second half of the prologue is written as an advertisement
for the performance. Does the translation produce the same
impression?

Dwell on the Puppets. What leading features of the
protagonists are emphasized?

Do you agree that literary characters are the author’s puppets?

. What do you think of the quality of translation in general?

Speak of its advantages and disadvantages.

From The Posthumous Papers of the Pickwick Club
Charles Dickens (1812 — 1870)
English novelist, generally considered the greatest of the

Victorian period. Critics describe Dickens as a writer of considerable
depth and complexity, as a sensitive and philosophic observer of human
struggles within social institutions (in this sense he is often associated
with Herman Melville, Franz Kafka, and Fyodor Dostoevsky). Recent
criticism has demonstrated that Dickens can no longer be regarded only
as an entertainer, though his ability to entertain is probably the major
reason for his popularity. Dickens ranks as a superbly inventive comic
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artist. His characters have been compared to those of Shakespeare in
their variety, color, energy, and life.

Dickens’s works are characterized by attacks on social evils,
injustice, and hypocrisy. He had also experienced in his youth
oppression, when he was forced to end school in early teens and work in
a factory. Dickens’s good, bad, and comic characters, such as the cruel
miser Scrooge, the aspiring novelist David Copperfield, or the trusting
and innocent Mr. Pickwick, have fascinated generations of readers.

Chapter XVI. Too Full of Adventures to be Briefly Described

There is no month in the whole year in which nature wears
a more beautiful appearance than in the month of August. Spring has
many beauties, and May is a fresh and blooming month, but the
charms of this time of year are enhanced by their contrast with the
winter season. August has no such advantage. It comes when we
remember nothing but clear skies, green fields, and sweet-smelling
flowers — when the recollection of snow, and ice, and bleak winds,
has faded from our minds as completely as they have disappeared
from the earth — and yet what a pleasant time it is! Orchards and
cornfields ring with the hum of labour; trees bend beneath the thick
clusters of rich fruit which bow their branches to the ground; and the
corn, piled in graceful sheaves, or waving in every light breath that
sweeps above it, as if it wooed the sickle, tinges the landscape with a
golden hue. A mellow softness appears to hang over the whole earth;
the influence of the season seems to extend itself to the very wagon,
whose slow motion across the well-reaped field is perceptible only to
the eye, but strikes with no harsh sound upon the ear.

As the coach rolls swiftly past the fields and orchards which
skirt the road, groups of women and children, piling the fruit in
sieves, or gathering the scattered ears of corn, pause for an instant
from their labour, and shading the sun-burned face with a still
browner hand, gaze upon the passengers with curious eyes, while
some stout urchin, too small to work, but too mischievous to be left
at home, scrambles over the side of the basket in which he has been
deposited for security, and kicks and screams with delight. The
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reaper stops in his work, and stands with folded arms, looking at the
vehicle as it whirls past; and the rough cart-horses bestow a sleepy
glance upon the smart coach team, which says as plainly as a horse's
glance can, ‘It’s all very fine to look at, but slow going, over a heavy
field, is better than warm work like that, upon a dusty road, after all.’
You cast a look behind you, as you turn a corner of the road. The
women and children have resumed their labour; the reaper once more
stoops to his work; the cart-horses have moved on; and all are again
in motion. The influence of a scene like this, was not lost upon the
well-regulated mind of Mr. Pickwick. Intent upon the resolution he
had formed, of exposing the real character of the nefarious Jingle, in
any quarter in which he might be pursuing his fraudulent designs, he
sat at first taciturn and contemplative, brooding over the means by
which his purpose could be best attained. By degrees his attention
grew more and more attracted by the objects around him; and at last
he derived as much enjoyment from the ride, as if it had been
undertaken for the pleasantest reason in the world.

‘Delightful prospect, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick.

‘Beats the chimbley-pots, Sir,” replied Mr. Weller, touching
his hat.

‘I suppose you have hardly seen anything but chimney-pots
and bricks and mortar all your life, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, smiling.

‘I worn’t always a boots, sir,” said Mr. Weller, with a shake of
the head. ‘I wos a vaginer’s boy, once.’

‘When was that?” inquired Mr. Pickwick.

‘When | wos first pitched neck and crop into the world, to play
at leap-frog with its troubles,” replied Sam. ‘I wos a carrier’s boy at
startin’; then a vaginer’s, then a helper, then a boots. Now I’'m a
gen’I’m’n’s servant. I shall be a gen’lI’m’n myself one of these days,
perhaps, with a pipe in my mouth, and a summer-house in the back-
garden. Who knows? | shouldn’t be surprised for one.’

“You are quite a philosopher, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick.

‘It runs in the family, 1 b’lieve, sir,” replied Mr. Weller. ‘My
father’s wery much in that line now. If my mother-in-law blows him
up, he whistles. She flies in a passion, and breaks his pipe; he steps
out, and gets another. Then she screams wery loud, and falls into
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‘sterics; and he smokes wery comfortably till she comes to agin.
That’s philosophy, Sir, ain’t it?’

‘A very good substitute for it, at all events,” replied Mr.
Pickwick, laughing. ‘It must have been of great service to you, in the
course of your rambling life, Sam.’

‘Service, sir,” exclaimed Sam. “You may say that. After I run
away from the carrier, and afore | took up with the vaginer, | had
unfurnished lodgin’s for a fortnight.’

‘Unfurnished lodgings?’ said Mr. Pickwick.

‘Yes — the dry arches of Waterloo Bridge. Fine sleeping-place —
vithin ten minutes’ walk of all the public offices — only if there is any
objection to it, it is that the sitivation’s rayther too airy. | see some
queer sights there.’

‘Ah, | suppose you did,” said Mr. Pickwick, with an air of
considerable interest.

‘Sights, sir,” resumed Mr. Weller, ‘as ‘ud penetrate your
benevolent heart, and come out on the other side. You don’t see the
reg’lar wagrants there; trust ‘em, they knows better than that. Young
beggars, male and female, as hasn’t made a rise in their profession,
takes up their quarters there sometimes; but it’s generally the worn-
out, starving, houseless creeturs as roll themselves in the dark
corners 0’ them lonesome places — poor creeturs as ain’t up to the
twopenny rope.’

‘And pray, Sam, what is the twopenny rope?’ inquired Mr.
Pickwick.

‘The twopenny rope, sir,” replied Mr. Weller, ‘is just a cheap
lodgin’ house, where the beds is twopence a night.’

‘What do they call a bed a rope for?” said Mr. Pickwick.

‘Bless your innocence, sir, that ain’t it,” replied Sam. ‘Ven the
lady and gen’I’m’n as keeps the hotel first begun business, they used
to make the beds on the floor; but this wouldn’t do at no price, ‘cos
instead o’ taking a moderate twopenn’orth o’ sleep, the lodgers used
to lie there half the day. So now they has two ropes, ‘bout six foot
apart, and three from the floor, which goes right down the room; and
the beds are made of slips of coarse sacking, stretched across ‘em.’

‘Well,” said Mr. Pickwick.
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‘Well,” said Mr. Weller, ‘the adwantage o’ the plan’s hobvious.
At six o’clock every mornin’ they let’s go the ropes at one end, and
down falls the lodgers. Consequence is, that being thoroughly waked,
they get up wery quietly, and walk away!’

I'maBa XVI,
CJMIIKOM H300MIYIOIIAs NPUKJIIOYEHUIMH,
4TOOBI MOKHO ObLJIM KPATKO UX U3JI0KHUTh.
(nep. A. Kpusuosoii u E. Jlanna)

Her Takoro mecsina B roay, kKorma Obl JIMK HPUPOIBI ObLI
MpEeKpacHee, YeM B aBrycre. MHOro npenaecTu eCTh y BECHbI, U Maid —
Jy4de3apHbId Mecsl[ IBETOB, HO 4Yapbl JTOrO0 BpPEMEHU Troja
IIOJAYEPKHYTHl KOHTPACTOM C 3MMHEW MOpPOH. Y aBrycra HET TaKOro
npeumyiiectsa. OH MPUXOAUT, KOT/Ia MBI IOMHUM TOJIBKO O SICHOM
HeOe, 3€JICHBIX MOJISIX U AYIIMCTHIX IIBETaX, KOorja BOCTIOMHUHAHHUE O
CHETe, JIbJIe U XOJOIHBIX BETPaxX CTEpPJOCh B MaMATHU TaK >Ke, Kak
UCYE3JIM OHU C JIMIA 3€MJIM, — U BCE-TaKM KAKOE 3TO UyAECHOE
Bpemsi! Bo @pykTOBBIX cagaXx M Ha HHBAaxX 3BEHAT TroJjioca
TPY>KEHUKOB, JE€PEBBbSI KJIOHSITCS TMOJ TSKECThIO COUYHBIX IUIOJOB,
MPUTrHOAIOIINX BETBU K 3eMJIe, a Xjie0a, KpaCUBO CBS3aHHBIE B CHOIIBI
WM BOJHYIOIIMECS OT MaJeHIIero JyHOBEHHUS BETEpKa, CIOBHO
3a/1a0pUBalOIIKE CepIl, OKPAIIMBAIOT MEW3aX B 30JIOTUCTHIE TOHA.
Kak Oynaro msirkasi TOMHOCTh OKYTHIBA€T BCIO 3€MJIIO; M KaKeTCs,
OyITO BIMSHUE 3TOTO BPEMEHHU TOJa PaCHpOCTpPaHSETCS AaXe Ha
TeJNery, — TOJbKO TIJla3 3aMedaeT 3aMEIJIEHHOE €€ JBIKEHUE I10
CKaTOMY ITOJII0, HO HU OJIMH PE3KUI 3BYK HE Kacaercs ciyxa.

Korna xapera ObICTpO KaTUTCS MUMO T0JIEH U (PPYKTOBBIX CaJIOB,
OKaMMJISIOUIMX JIOpOTY, TPYIIIbl KEHIUUH U JAETeH, HaNOIHSIOMINX
pelieTa TUIoaMu WM TIOAOUPAIOIINX pa3OpOCaHHBIE KOJIOChs, Ha
CEKYH/Iy OTpPBIBAIOTCS OT pabOThI W, 3aCIOHSS CMYTJIbIE JIUIIA 3arope-
JBIMH PYKaMH, CMOTPST C JIFOOOIBITCTBOM Ha IYTEIIECTBEHHUKOB,
a KaKoi-HUOY/Ib 3/I0POBBI MATLYYTaH — OH CIIMIIIKOM MaJl ijIsl paboTHl,
HO TaKOW MPOKA3HHK, YTO €ro HEeNb3sl OCTaBUTh JIOMa, — BHIKapaOKHBa-
eTCsl U3 KOP3UHBI, KyJla ero MOCaJAWIN Jyisi 0e30MacHOCTH, U OapaxTa-
€TCSI M BU3KUT OT BocTopra. JKHer mpepsiBaeT padoTy U CTOWT, CIOXKA
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PYKH, TJISII HA HECYIIUHCS MHUMO JKUIIaX; a pabouwe jormaau Opo-
Cal0T Ha KPACUBYIO YIPSKKY COHHBIM B3IUIAJ, KOTOPBIM FOBOPUT TaK
SCHO, KaK TOJIbKO MOXET ObITh siceH B3y jommaau: «llormasers Ha
3TO OYEHb MPUATHO, HO MEUICHHAst X0/10a MO TYYHOH 3eMiie B KOHIIE
KOHIIOB JIydllle, YeM Takas jkapkas pa0oTa Ha MbUIBHON A0pore.
Ha noBopote noporu Bbl OIJIsAbIBAETECD.

KeHmuubsl U J€TH BEpHYIUCh K paboTe; CHOBAa COTHYJIACh
CIIMHA JKHELA; IUIETYTCA KJIIYU, U CHOBA BCE MPUIILIO B IBUKCHHUE.

Takoe 3penuuie HE MOIVIO HE IMOBJIUATH Ha MPEKPACHO
JUCLUUIIIMHUPOBaHHbIM yM muctepa IlukBuka. CocperoTOUYHBIINCH
Ha pelIeHuH pa3oliavaTh UCTUHHYIO NMPUPOAY THYCHOro JIKWHIUIA
Be3Jie, I1ie Obl TOT HU OCYIIECTBIISII CBOM MOIIEHHUYECKUE 3aMBICITBI,
OH CHJEJI CHayajga MOJYAJIMBBIA M 3aJyMYUBBIA, W3MBILLISASL
HauWjay4dliue CpeAcTBa s JocTkeHus uenu. IlocteneHHo
BHUMAaHUE €ro Hayajlu I[pHUBJIEKaTb OKPYKAIOIIUE IPEIMETHI;
Y, HAKOHEI, MO0Ee3/IKa CTajla JOCTaBJATh €My TaKO€ YAOBOJIbCTBHUE,
CJIOBHO OH €€ IPEIIPUHSI PaIy NPUATHENUIIEH LEIIH.

— YypecHslii Bua, Cam, — ckazan mucrep [IukBuk.

— [lounmie npIMOBBIX TpPyO, C3p, — OTBEHAI MHCTEp YIJuiep,
MPUTPOHYBUIUCH K LUISIIE.

— IMoxamyi, BBI 32 BCIO CBOIO HU3Hb, COM, TOJBKO U BUJCIIH,
YTO JBIMOBBIE TPYOBI, KUPIIUYH J1a U3BECTKY, — C YIBIOKOH Mpou3Hec
mucrep 1IukBuk.

— 51 He Bcerna ObIT KOPUAOPHBIM, C3p, — MOKa4yaB TOJIOBOM,
BO3pasmwi muctep Yauiep. — Koraa-to s paboTan y JoMOBHUKA.

— JlaBHO 3TO OBLTO? — MOMIOOOMBITCTBOBAT MUCTEP [TMKBUK.

— A BOT Kak BBIIIBBIPHYJIO MEHS BBEPX TOpPMAIIKaMU B MHUP
MIOUrpaTh B Yexaply ¢ ero HanacTsmu, — oTBeTiil CaMm. — [loHagamy
g paboTal y pa3HOCUMKa, IOTOM Yy JIOMOBHKA, IOTOM OBLI
paccbUIbHBIM, IIOTOM KOPHMJIOpPHBIM. A Temepp s — ciyra
JUKeHTIbMeHa. Mo)keT ObITh, HACTaHET KOrJa-HuOyAb BpeMs, U cam
Oyay JKEHTIBMEHOM C TpyOKoil BO pTy M Oecenkoil B caxy. Kto
3HaeT? S5l Obl HE yIUBHIICS.

— Ja BbI puniocod, Com, — ckazan muctep [IMKBUK.

— JlomxHO OBbITh, 3TO Y HAac B po1y, C3P, — OTBETUI MHCTEP
VYomnep. — Moil oTen; O4eHb HaleraeT Telnepb Ha ITO 3aHATHE.
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Mauexa pyraercs, a oH cBUCTUT. OHa MPUXOTUT B paxk U JOMAET EMY
TpyOKY, a OH BBIXOJHMT M MPHHOCHUT ApYyryto. OHa BU3IKUT BO BCIO
[JIOTKY U — B HCTEPUKY, a OH IMPECIOKOHHO KYpHUT, MOKa OHa HE
npuzet B cebs. Ito puocodus, cap, He mpaBaa au?

— Bo BcsikoM cnyuyae, odeHb HelypHas 3aMeHa, — CMEsCh,
orBetus1 Muctep IlukBuk. — JlomkKHO OBITH, OHA BaM COCIY>KWJA
ciyx0y, CoMm, B Baliei 0€CIIOKOMHON KU3HU?

— Cocnyxwuina, cap! — BockiaukHyi1 CsMm. — UTo U roBOpUTH!
Korna s ynpan ot pa3HocuHKa, a K JOMOBUKY €IlI€ HE HaHSJICH, s IBE
HEJeNH KU B HeMeOJIMPOBaHHBIX KOMHATaX.

— B HemeOnMpoBaHHBIX KOMHATax? — IEPECHpPOCHII MHUCTEP
IIukBUK.

— Ma... mox apkamm Mocta Barepinoo. IlpexpacHoe wmecto,
4TOOBI MOCHATh... JlecaTb MUHYT XOABOBI OT BCEX OOIIECTBEHHBIX
YUPEXKJIEHUH, a €CIIM U MOKHO YTO-HUOY/Ib CKa3aTh IPOTUB HETO, TaK
TOJIBKO OJIHO: CUTHBAIIUS Yepecuyp BO3AylIHas. J[MKOBUHHBIE BEUTH
s TaM BHjIen!

— OToMy s OXOTHO Bepro, — ckazan mucrep [IukBuk, BecbMa
3aMHTEPECOBAHHBIN.

— Taxue Bemwy, c3p, — NPOAOIDKAT MUCTEP YIIIIEp, — KOTOpBIE
NPOHUKIM Obl B Ballle JOOpoe cepille U MPOH3WIN Obl €ro HacKBO3b.
PerynsapHeix Oponmsr Bbl TaM He YBUAMTE, OyIbTe€ CHOKOWHBI, OHU
YMEIOT ycTpauBaTh cBoM Jiena. Hurme noMosoxe, My>KUUHBI U KEH-
IIMHBI, — T€, YTO €Ille He IPOJABUHYIIUCH B CBOEH mpodeccuu, — MpoXxu-
BAlOT TaM MHOT/A; & OOBIKHOBEHHO B TEMHBIE 3aKOYJIKH TaKuX 3a0po-
IIEHHBIX MECT 3a0MBAIOTCSl YMHUPAIOLIHE C TOJOAY, O€3IOMHbIE JIFOU —
YKaJIKUE JII0/IU, KOTOPBHIM JIBYXIIEHCOBAsl BEPEBKA HE 110 KapMaHy.

— CoM, 4TO 3TO 3a JBYXIIEHCOBas BEPEBKAa? — OCBEIOMMIICS
mucrep I IukBuk.

— JIByxImeHcoBas BepeBKa, C3p, — OTBETUJ MUCTEpP YaJuiep, —
3TO MOMPOCTY JIeHIeBasi HOWIEkKKa, MO J[Ba MeHCa 3a KOUKY.

— IloueMy ke mocTenb Ha3bIBAETCSI — BEPEBKOM? — CIIPOCHII
mucrep I IukBuk.

— Jla GrmarocnoBuT OOr Bally HEBUHHOCTB, C3p, HE B 3TOM JIEJI0, —
otBetw1 Com. — Kora nean u JKeHTIIbMEeHbI, KOTOPbIE COlepKat 3TOT
OTellb, TOJBKO HAYMHAIN JIENIO0, OHU JIENIAJIN MTOCTENN Ha I0J1y, HO 3TO,
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3HAeTe JIM, HEBBITOJHO, IOTOMY YTO HOWIEKHUKU BAJISUIUCH IOJIIHS,
BMECTO TOTO 4YTOOBI CKPOMHO BBICTIAThCS Ha JiBa meHca. Hy, a temepb
X03s€Ba MPOTITUBAIOT BO BCIO [UIMHY KOMHATHI JIBE BEpPEBKH, (HyTOB
IECTh OJIHA OT JIPYyroil u ¢yyra Tpu OT MOJIa, a MOCTENH JETal0TCs U3
MOJIOTHHUIL TPYOOI MaTepHH, HATSIHYTHIX Ha BEPEBKHU.

— Bor kak! — ckazan muctep [IukBuK.
— WNmenno Tak! — moarBepausi mMuctep Yamwiep. — Bbeiagymka

OTMCHHAas. yTpOM B MMECTh YaCOB BCPCBKHU C OJHOI0 KOHIIA
OTBA3BIBAKOT, U HOYJIC)KHHUKH BaAJISITCSA BCE Ha ITI0JI. Hy, 3HA4YUT, Cpasy
IIPOCHINAOTCA, OYCHb CIIOKOMHO BCTAIOT U Y6I/IpaIOTC$I!

N

10.

ANALYSIS GUIDE

Is Mr. Pickwick a typical English gentleman or a parody?
Prove your standpoint.

Where does Dickens’s humor lie?

What is the significance of the nature description at the
beginning of the chapter?

Compare Mr. Pickwick and Sam Weller’s speech
characteristics.

Which elements of spoken vocabulary do you come across
both in the speech of Mr. Pickwick and Mr. Weller? Pay your
attention to the syntactic structures. How are these features
translated into Russian?

Try to make some grammar rules for Sam’s speech. For
instance, how is the verb conjugated? Does he always follow
these rules?

Why does sometimes Mr. Pickwick repeat Sam’s statements?
Give examples of such episodes and comment on them.

Find the cases of understatement and irony in Sam’s speech.
Compare them with the translated text.

What do Mr. Pickwick and then Sam mean by “the
philosopher”?

Speak of the quality of translation in general. Does it produce
the impression equal to that of the original text?
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Unit I1. AESTHETICISM AND DECADENCE

The Aesthetic Movement embodied a philosophy of artistic
freedom from conventional expectations of content and form with a
belief in “art for art’s sake”; its emphasis was on sensory perception,
the appreciation of beauty, the presentation of mood, and the
perfection of technical expression, rather than an attempt to serve as
a moral guide.

The basis of aesthetic and decadent fiction is an anti-Romantic
belief in original sin and in fallen man and nature; omnipresence of
evil and the grotesque; lack of health, balance, and innocence. The
mood of literature is characterized by incompleteness, nostalgia,
sense of loss, exile or isolation. The most popular imagery is

e trance and dream;
¢ life seen as drama, dance or puppet show;

e jewelry and instances of extreme artifice (ex. masks,
cosmetics, etc.);

o the philosophy of dandyism;

e particularly ornate, perverse or “unnatural” examples of
natural phenomena (ex. orchids and peacocks);

e instances of transience (ex. butterfly, sunset, autumn,
flower, etc.).

The main theme of decadent literature is incomplete and
unsuccessful attempts to escape the human condition by means of
posing, artifice, and evil, all of which are conceived of as unnatural
and, thus, better than nature.
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From An ldeal Husband
Oscar Wilde (1854 — 1900)

Irish poet and dramatist whose reputation rests on his comic
masterpieces Lady Wintermere’s Fan and The Importance of Being
Earnest. Among Wilde’s other best-known works are his only novel
The Picture of Dorian Gray. Wilde's fairy tales, written for his two
sons, are also very popular.

Oscar Wilde’s life went through different phases. From
ridicule to adoration, from adoration to fame, from triumphant fame
to scandalous fall, from fall to oblivion. Even as a student of Oxford,
he expressed his preference for gaining his experiences from life
rather than from anything else (‘Education is an admirable thing, but
it is well to remember from time to time that nothing that is worth
knowing can be taught’). Thanks to his conversational powers, he
soon became well known in London society. He did everything
possible to become the centre of attention, to impress others with his
extraordinary wit (‘I'll be famous and if not famous, I'll be
notorious’) and his philosophy of art for art’s sake (‘It’s better to be
beautiful than to be good, but it is better to be good than to be ugly’).
He preached the importance of style in both life and art and attacked
Victorian narrow-mindedness and complacency.

Act |

Mrs. Cheveley, a cunning adventuress, comes to Sir Robert
Chiltern — a prominent public figure with a purpose of blackmailing
him.

Mrs.Cheveley: Sir Robert, I will be quite frank with you.
I want you to withdraw the report that you had intended to lay before
the House, on the ground that you have reasons to believe that the
Commisioners have been prejudiced or misinformed, or something.
Then | want you to say a few words to the effect that the Government
IS going to reconsider the question, and that you have reason to
believe that the Canal, if completed, will be of great international
value. You know the sort of things ministers say in cases of this kind.
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A few ordinary platitudes will do. In modern life nothing produces
such an effect as a good platitude. It makes the whole world kin. Will
you do that for me?

Sir Robert Chiltern: Mrs. Cheveley, you cannot be
serious in making me such a proposition!

Mrs. Cheveley: | am quite serious.

Sir Robert Chiltern (coldly): Pray allow me to believe
that you are not.

Mrs.Cheveley (speaking with great deliberation and
emphasis): Ah! but I am. And if you do what | ask you, | will pay
you very handsomely!

Sir Robert Chiltern: Pay me!

Mrs. Cheveley: Yes.

Sir Robert Chiltern: | am afraid | don’t quite
understand what you mean.

Mrs. Cheveley (leaning back on the sofa and looking at
him): How very disappointing! And | have come all the way from
Vienna in order that you should thoroughly understand me.

Sir Robert Chiltern: Ifearldon’t.

Mrs. Cheveley (in her most nonchalant manner): My dear
Sir Robert, you are a man of the world, and you have your price, I
suppose. Everybody has nowadays. The drawback is that most
people are so dreadfully expensive. | know I am. | hope you will be
more reasonable in your terms.

Sir Robert Chiltern (rises indignantly): If you will
allow me, | will call your carriage for you. You have lived so long
abroad, Mrs. Cheveley, that you seem to be unable to realise that you
are talking to an English gentleman.

Mrs. Cheveley (detains him by touching his arm with her
fan, and keeping it there while she is talking): | realise that | am
talking to a man who laid the foundation of his fortune by selling to a
Stock Exchange speculator a Cabinet secret.

Sir Robert Chiltern (biting his lip): What do you mean?

Mrs. Cheveley (rising and facing him): I mean that I
know the real origin of your wealth and your career, and I have got
your letter, too.
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Sir Robert Chiltern: What letter?

Mrs. Cheveley (contemptuously): The letter you wrote to
Baron Arnheim, when you were Lord Radley’s secretary, telling the
Baron to buy Suez Canal shares — a letter written three days before
the Government announced its own purchase.

Sir Robert Chiltern (hoarsely): Itis not true.

Mrs. Cheveley: You thought that letter had been
destroyed. How foolish of you! It is in my possession.

Sir Robert Chiltern: The affair to which you allude
was no more than a speculation. The House of Commons had not yet
passed the bill; it might have been rejected.

Mrs. Cheveley: It was a swindle, Sir Robert. Let us call
things by their proper names. It makes everything simpler. And now
I am going to sell you that letter, and the price I ask for it is your
public support of the Argentine scheme. You made your own fortune
out of one canal. You must help me and my friends to make our
fortunes out of another!

Sir Robert Chiltern: Itisinfamous, what you propose —
infamous!

Mrs. Cheveley: Oh, no! This is the game of life as we all
have to play it, Sir Robert, sooner or later!

Sir Robert Chiltern: Icannot do what you ask me.

Mrs. Cheveley: You mean you cannot help doing it. You
know you are standing on the edge of a precipice. And it is not for you
to make terms. It is for you to accept them. Supposing you refuse —

Sir Robert Chiltern: What then?

Mrs. Cheveley: My dear Sir Robert, what then? You are
ruined, that is alll Remember to what a point your Puritanism in
England has brought you. In old days nobody pretended to be a bit
better than his neighbours. In fact, to be a bit better than one’s neighbour
was considered excessively vulgar and middle-class. Nowadays, with
our modern mania for morality, every one has to pose as a paragon of
purity, incorruptibility, and all the other seven deadly virtues — and what
is the result? You all go over like ninepins — one after the other. Not a
year passes in England without somebody disappearing. Scandals used
to lend charm, or at least interest, to a man — now they crush him. And
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yours is a very nasty scandal. You couldn’t survive it. If it were known
that as a young man, secretary to a great and important minister, you
sold a Cabinet secret for a large sum of money, and that was the origin
of your wealth and career, you would be hounded out of public life, you
would disappear completely. And after all, Sir Robert, why should you
sacrifice your entire future rather than deal diplomatically with your
enemy? For the moment [ am your enemy. I admit it! And I am much
stronger than you are. The big battalions are on my side. You have a
splendid position, but it is your splendid position that makes you so
vulnerable. You can’t defend it! And I am in attack. Of course I have
not talked morality to you. You must admit in fairness that I have spared
you that. Years ago you did a clever, unscrupulous thing; it turned out a
great success. You owe to it your fortune and position. And now you
have to pay for it. Sooner or later we have all to pay for what we do.
You have to pay now. Before I leave you to-night, you have got to
promise me to suppress your report, and to speak in the House in favour
of this scheme.

Sir Robert Chiltern: What you ask is impossible.

Mrs. Cheveley: You must make it possible. You are
going to make it possible. Sir Robert, you know what your English
newspapers are like. Suppose that when | leave this house | drive
down to some newspaper office, and give them this scandal and the
proofs of it! Think of their loathsome joy, of the delight they would
have in dragging you down, of the mud and mire they would plunge
you in. Think of the hypocrite with his greasy smile penning his
leading article, and arranging the foulness of the public placard.

Sir Robert Chiltern: Stop! You want me to withdraw
the report and to make a short speech stating that I believe there are
possibilities in the scheme?

Mrs. Cheveley (sitting down on the sofa): Those are my
terms.

Sir Robert Chiltern (in a low voice): I will give you
any sum of money you want.

Mrs. Cheveley: Even you are not rich enough, Sir
Robert, to buy back your past. No man is.
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HNneanbubiii Mmy:k (mep. O. X0JMCKO)
[eiicTBHe mepBoe

Muccuc Yusnmu. Xopomo, c3p Pobepr, Oyaem roBopuTH
HA4YMUCTOTY. I X0uy, YTOOBI BBl CHSUIM CBOM JOKJIAJ] B I1apJIIAMEHTE —
Ha TOM OCHOBaHUH, YTO KOMHCCHS OblIa TNI0X0 HHPOPMUPOBAHA WU
HeOeCIIpUCTpacTHA B CBOMX BBIBOAAX WM IO KAaKUM XOTHUTE
npuunHaM. UM 4ToOBI BBl CKa3ald HECKOJIBKO CJIOB O TOM, 4YTO
IIPABUTEIBCTBO HAMEPEHO IEPECMOTPETh OSTOT BOMNPOC U UTO
APreHTUHCKUN KaHall, KOrJa ero 3aKoH4YaT, OyJeT UMeTh OTPOMHOE
MeXAyHapoaHoe 3HaueHue. Hy, Bbl 3HaeTe, 4TO B TaKMX CIIydasx
roBopsAT MUHUCTpPBI. Heckobko o0mux MecT. B Hamie BpeMsi HUUTO
HE TMPOM3BOAUT TAKOrO0 OJNArOMpPUSATHOTO  BIEYATICHUS  HaA
CIIylIaTesel, Kak XOopolllee, COBEPILICHHO 3aTepTOe O0IIee MECTO. —
Bce Bapyr omymaror Hekoe poACTBO Ayul. Bel cienmaere 3To aiid
MeHst, cap Pobept?

Cop Pobepr Yuntepn. Muccuc Yupnu! He Moxer ObITb,
YTOOBI BBl BCEPHE3 J€JIAJIU MHE TaKOe IpeIokKeHue!

Muccuc Yusnu. U emie kak Bcepbes!

Cop PobGepr YUumnrepn (xomomHo). PaspemmTe mMHE Bce-Taku
JlyMaTh, 4TO 3TO LIyTKa.

Muccuc Yupnu (roBOpUT OYEHb BECKO U BbIpa3uTenbHO). Her,
3TO He HIyTKa. Y eciiu Bl UCTIOJIHUTE MOIO MPOCHOY, £... XOPOIIO BaM
3aravy.

Cop PoGept Yunrepn. 3amnarure?.. Mue?..

Muccuc Yusnu. Bawm.

Cap Pobept YnnrepH. Kaxxercs, s Bac Bce-Taki He IOHUMAIO.

Muccuc YuBnau (OTKUABIBAETCS Ha CIHUHKY JWBaHYMKA
U CMOTPUT Ha capa Pobepta). Kak xanb!.. A s1-To nmpuexana croja u3
BeHbl — UMEHHO 471 TOT0, YTOOBI BBl MEHSI ITOHSUIM KaK CIIEYeT.

Cop Pobept YuntepH. OTKa3bIBalOCh TOHUMATb.

Muccuc Yusnu (cambiM J100€3HBIM TOHOM). Jloporoii Moit ¢ap
Pobept, BBl e [el0OBOM 4YenoBEK, W, CTajlo ObITh, BaC MOXHO
KyInuTh. B Hamm AHM BCAKOrO MOXHO KyNHUThb. TOJIBKO HEKOTOpHIE
oueHb goporu. S, nHanpumep. Hy a BbI, Hajgewoch, He Oyxaere
CJIMILIKOM JIOPOXKHUTHCSL.
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Cop PobGepr Ywmnrepn (BcTtaeT B HeromoBaHuu). Ecmm
MO3BOJIUTE, I BBI3OBY Bally KapeTy. Bbl Tak nponro »xuim 3a
rpanuned, muccuc YuBiM, — BBl OYEBUAHO celyac MPOCTO HE
IIOHMMAETE, YTO TOBOPUTE C AHTIIUNCKUM JDKEHTIBMEHOM.

Muccuc UuBnu (ocTaHaBIMBaEeT €ro, MPUKOCHYBIIHUCH BEEPOM
K €ro pykKe, U JIEpKUT TaK Beep, [IOKa rOBOPHUT). Sl 04eHb XOpOILIO
MOHMMAI0, YTO TOBOPIO C YEJIIOBEKOM, KOTOPBIA 3aJI0KUJ OCHOBY
CBOMX YCIEXOB TEM, UYTO Mpojajl TOCYJapCTBEHHYI TalHy
OMpKEBOMY CHEKYJISHTY.

Cap PobGept YnnrepH (nmpukycus ryoy). Uto 3To 3Ha4uT?..

Muccuc Yupnu (BCTaB U IJISASL €MY B JIMILO). DTO 3HAYUT, YTO
MHE H3BECTHO HCTUHHOE MPOUCXOXKICHHE Baliero OorarctBa —
U Balllel Kapbepbl — U YTO Ballle IMCbMO B MOUX pyKax.

Coap PoGept Yuntepn. Kakoe nucsmo?..

Muccuc Yusnu (npe3purensHo). To, KoTopoe Bbl Halucaiu
OapoHy Apnreiimy, korga Obuin cekperapem Jnopaa Pammu. To,
B KOTOPOM BbI COBETYETE OapOoHy MoKynarh akiuu Cy31KOro KaHajia.
A HamucaHo OHO OBUIO 3a TPU THS N0 TOTO, Kak MPaBUTEIHCTBO
0O0BSBUIIO O CBOEM PELICHUH CKYNUTh aKIIUU.

Cop PoGept YuntepH (XpHUILIBIM TOJIOCOM). ITO JOKb.

Muccuc Yupnu. Bel nymanu, nucbMo yHuuTokeHo! Kakas
HauBHOCTH! OHO y MEH.

Cop PobGept UmnrepH. D10 OblIa MPOCTO CHEKYIAIUsA. buiib
elle He Mmpolen B napjaamMeHT. Ero Morinm oTBepruyTh.

Muccuc Yupmu. OT0 OBUIO MOIIEHHUYECTBO, C3p Pobepr.
Bynem Ha3piBaTh BelM CBOMMM HMMEHaMH. DTO YHPOILAET MAEO.
A Teneppb g Xouy NpojaTh BaM 3TO nucbMo. M B omiary TpeOyto,
4TOOBl BBl MYONWYHO TMOAAEPHKATU APTeHTUHCKUN MPOEKT. BhI
pa3boratenu Ha oIHOM KaHaje. [lomorute MHE W MOUM JIPY3bsIM
pa3borarteTb Ha IPYTOM.

Cop PoGeptr Uwmnrepn. Ber xotute, uTo0bl s... Ho 3TO 3Xe
MOJJIOCTb... TOAJIOCTH!

Muccuc Yusmu. Her. Urpa. Ta urpa, cop Pobept, B koTOpYyIO
BCEM HaM PaHO WJIM MO3/THO IPUXOAUTCS UTPATh.

Cop PobGept YnnrepH. S HE Mory 3TO cenarsb.
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Muccuc Yusnu. To ecTs BBl HE MOXKETE ITOT'0 HE cleiaTh. BuI
OTJIMYHO 3HAETE, YTO CTOMTE Ha Kparo nponactu. He Bam aukTOBaThH
ycioBusa. Bam ocraercs TONBKO HX MNpHUHATH. JlOIMyCTHM, BBI
OTKa)KETECh...

Cap Pobept Ynirrepn. Uto torma?

Muccuc Yusmu. la, goporoit cap Pobeprt, uro torna? Torna
BbI IOI'U0JIM, TOJIBKO U BCero. BcroMuuTe, 10 4ero Bbl TYT JOLUIH, C
BalIUM IyputaHcTBoM! B npexHee BpemMsi HUKTO HE cTapacs ObITh
Jdydlle CBOUX OJMKHMX. DTO Jake€ CUUTAIOCh TYPHBIM TOHOM,
MmemanctsoM. Ho tenepr Bl Bce moMemansl Ha Mopanu. Kakabnid
JOJIKEH ObITh 00pa3LioM YHMCTOTHI, HEMOJAKYITHOCTH U MPOYUX CEMU
CMepTHBIX JoOpoaereneil. A pesynprar? Bbl Bce BaiuTech Kak
KErJIM, OAMH 3a ApyruM. ['oga He MpoXoAuT, YTOOBI KTO-HUOYIbL HE
UCYe3 C TOPU30HTA. PaHbllle ckaHIanbHas UCTOPHS IIpHaBaja €Ile
OonpIIMKA [IAPM YEJIOBEKY WM XOThb Jejlaja €ro HWHTEepecHee,
aTenepp 3To TuOenb. A Baml CKaHAalbUUK OylIeT OueHb
HeKpacuBbld. Bam mocne 3Toro He yneners. Eciu cTaHeT U3BECTHO,
4TO Bbl B MOJIOJIOCTHU, OYJydH CEKpeTapeM TaKoro Ba)KHOTO U BCEMHU
YBO)KAaEMOTO  MHHHUCTpA, 3a  OoybIIME€  JEHBI'H  MPOJAIH
rOCyIapCTBEHHYIO TaliHy, — Hy, Bac 3arpaBsaT! Hoca HuKyna Henb3s
Oyner mokaszatb. A ¢ Kakoll CTaTH BaM >XEpTBOBAaTh BCEM CBOUM
OyAylmMM, BMECTO TOTO 4YTOOBI 3aKJIIOYUTh JUIUIOMATHYECKOE
cornamenue ¢ Bparom? IlotoMy 4To ceifuac s Ball Bpar, 3TO BEPHO.
W1 s ropa3no cuiibHee Bac. bosbiime 6atanboHbl HA MOEH CTOpPOHE.
Bbl, npaBaa, 3aHMMaeTe BBICOKOE IMOJIOKEHHE, HO 3TO-TO U JeJIaeT
Bac ys3BUMBIM. TpyaHo oOOpoHsTBCS. A s arakyro. U, 3amersre,
g HE YUTal0 BaM Mopaiib. TyT s Bac momaauia, CKaXXuTe MHE 3a 3TO
cnacu6o. Hy Ttak BOoT. MHOro ner ToMmy HazaJ Bbl COBEpLIMIN
OecuecTHBI, HO OYEHb BBITOJHBIA i1 Bac mocTynok. llomyuwnn
BCE, YEro XOTeNu, — O0rarcTBo, MOJIOKEHHE B OOIIeCTBE. A Ternephb
HaJ0 3a 3TO IUIaTUTh. 3a BCE MNPHUXOAUTCA IUIATUTh, PAHO WIH
no3gHo. Bam — Bor ceiuac. Ilpexne yeM s yiiny oOTCrofa, BBl
JOJKHBI MHE 1M0o0enaTh, YTO CHUMETE Balll JOKJIAJ U BBICTYIUTE
3aBTpa B NapJaMEHTE B 3aILUTy apT€HTUHCKOIO IIPOEKTA.

Cop PobGept YUnnrepH. Bel TpebyeTe HEBO3MOXKHOTO.
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Muccuc YwmBau. A BBl chenaiTe, 4YToOBI OHO  CTAaJlo
BO3MOXXHBIM. BaM jxe Huuero apyroro He ocraercsi. Cap Pobept, Bbl
3HAeTe, 4TO TAaKO€ BallW aHMNIMICKHUE ras3eTsl. [Ipenmosoxum, 4To
S IpSAMO OTCIO/Ia TOEIy B PENaKIMI0 KakoW-HHOynb raserol. Bce
paccKkaxxy M NpeACTaBII0 JokazarenbcTBa. [logymaiite, kak OHH
BO3PAAYIOTCS, C KAKUM BOCTOPTOM CTAIllaT Bac B IPsA3b M OOOJBIOT
nomosimu!  Kakol-HuOynb KUPHBIM XaH)Ka C CaMOJOBOJIBHOM
yIbIOKOW OyneT mucaTh O Bac TEPEJOBHIly — KaKk OH BCE 3TO
pa3MakeT U 3aKJICHMUT Bac no30poMm!

Cop PoGepr Ywmnrepn. Ilepecranbre!.. Bbl XxoTuTE, 4YTOOBI
s CHSUT TOKJIaJ ¥ TIPOU3HEC KOPOTKYIO peUb B MAJIATe€ O TOM, YTO 3TOT
MIPOEKT, I0-MOEMY, UMeeT Oyyiee?

Muccuc Yusnu (caasach Ha 1uBaH). Jla, TaKOBBI MOU yYCIIOBHUSL.

Cop PoGeptr YuntepH (moHu3uB rosoc). I n1am Bam JEHEr —
T00YI0 CyMMY, KaKyio Bbl HA3HAYHTE.

Muccuc Yusnu. [laxe BbI, cop PobepT, HerocTaToOuHO OOTaTHI,
4yTOOBI BEIKYIUTH CBOE Iponuioe. HUKTO 3TOT0 HE MOXKET.

ANALYSIS GUIDE

1. Analyze the structure of the extract. What elements does the
dramatic text consist of?

2. What is the role of the stage directions? How are they rendered
into Russian?

3. Dwell on the speech characterization. What elements of literary
and colloquial vocabulary do you come across? Comment on
their translation.

4. Pick out the epigrams in Mrs. Cheveley’s speech and expand

on them.

What does Sir Robert Chiltern mean by “the gentleman™?

6. In what meaning are the verbs “to buy”, “to sell”, “to pay” used
in the text? Are they translated adequately?

7. How does Wilde characterize English society and press,
making Mrs. Cheveley his mouthpiece?

8. Focus on the quality of translation in general. Speak of its
advantages and disadvantages.

o
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UNIT I11. REALISM

World War | marks the beginning of the modern era; it was more
than a military and political event that changed the map of Europe.
Modern English literature took on pervasive tones of irony and
intensity, and expressed moods of sobriety and pathos that writers
believed were intrinsic to the human condition in the modern world. The
increasing importance of these qualities in literature suggests the
movement away from the relatively self-confident view of the world
that was characteristic of the 19™ century. The realism of the 19"
century believed that novelists should concentrate on describing the
physical, material details of life. Realism assumes that reality inheres in
here and now, in the everyday. It therefore emphasizes accurate
descriptions of specific setting, dress and character in ways that would
have appeared totally inappropriate in earlier authors. Realism, which
points out the ordinary (an ordinary person and an ordinary situation),
tends to reject the heroic and the aristocratic and embrace the pedestrian,
the comic and the middle class.

At the same time professor George Levine notes, “what is
unconventional and most exciting about the English tradition of
realism is its pleasure in abundance, in energy and the vivid
engagement, through language, with the reality just beyond the reach
of language”.

However, possessing the features of the previous times, such as
humanism, the anthropocentric and psychological approaches, and
the idea that man is responsible for the past, the realism of the 20"
century acquires a number of new characteristics. They are the
following:

e humanism in action;
e man has to make his moral choice;
e truth, life, beauty, and good are closely related concepts.

The leading genre of realistic fiction — family novel (a kind of
social and psychological novel) — glorifies family values in a shaken
world.
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From The Man of Property
John Galsworthy (1867 — 1933)

English novelist and playwright, winner of the Nobel Prize for
Literature in 1932 (“for his distinguished art of narration which
takes its highest form in The Forsyte Saga”). Galsworthy became
known for his portrayal of the British upper middle class and for his
social satire. His most famous work is THE FORSYTE SAGA (1906-
1921). Galsworthy was a representative of the literary tradition
which has regarded the novel as an instrument of social debate. He
believed that it was the duty of an artist to examine a problem, but
not to provide a solution.

He produced 20 novels, 27 plays, 3 collections of poetry,
173 short stories, 5 collections of essays, 700 letters, and many
sketches and miscellaneous works. After his death his reputation
declined. Galsworthy’s work was attacked by D. H. Lawrence and
Virginia Woolf, who said in her essay ‘Mr. Bennett and Mrs. Brown’,
that the Edwardian writers “developed a technique of novel-writing
which suits their purpose. . . But those tools are not our tools, and
that business is not our business.” The younger generation of writers
accused Galsworthy of being thoroughly embodied the values he was
supposed to be criticizing. According to some biographers
Galsworthy, a “decent chap ” of his times, was dominated by his wife
who was atrocious and hypochondriac. On the other hand, his
influence is seen in the works of Thomas Mann, and he is widely read
in France and in Russia.

III. Dinner at Swithin’s

In Swithin’s orange and light-blue dining-room, facing the
Park, the round table was laid for twelve. A cut-glass chandelier
filled with lighted candles hung like a giant stalactite above its
centre, radiating over large gilt-framed mirrors, slabs of marble on
the tops of side-tables, and heavy gold chairs with crewel worked
seats. Everything betokened that love of beauty so deeply implanted
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in each family which has had its own way to make into Society, out
of the more vulgar heart of Nature. Swithin had indeed an impatience
of simplicity, a love of ormolu, which had always stamped him
amongst his associates as a man of great, if somewhat luxurious
taste; and out of the knowledge that no one could possibly enter his
rooms without perceiving him to be a man of wealth, he had derived
a solid and prolonged happiness such as perhaps no other
circumstance in life had afforded him.

Since his retirement from land agency, a profession deplorable
in his estimation, especially as to its auctioneering department,
he had abandoned himself to naturally aristocratic tastes.

The perfect luxury of his latter days had embedded him like a
fly in sugar; and his mind, where very little took place from morning
till night, was the junction of two curiously opposite emotions,
a lingering and sturdy satisfaction that he had made his own way and
his own fortune, and a sense that a man of his distinction should
never have been allowed to soil his mind with work.

He stood at the sideboard in a white waistcoat with large gold
and onyx buttons, watching his valet screw the necks of three
champagne bottles deeper into ice-pails. Between the points of his
stand-up collar, which — though it hurt him to move — he would on no
account have had altered, the pale flesh of his under chin remained
immovable. His eyes roved from bottle to bottle. He was debating,
and he argued like this: Jolyon drinks a glass, perhaps two, he’s so
careful of himself. James, he can’t take his wine nowadays. Nicholas —
Fanny and he would swill water he shouldn’t wonder! Soames didn’t
count; these young nephews — Soames was thirty-one — couldn’t
drink! But Bosinney?

Encountering in the name of this stranger something outside
the range of his philosophy, Swithin paused. A misgiving arose
within him! It was impossible to tell! June was only a girl, in love
too! Emily (Mrs. James) liked a good glass of champagne. It was too
dry for Juley, poor old soul, she had no palate. As to Hatty
Chessman! The thought of this old friend caused a cloud of thought
to obscure the perfect glassiness of his eyes: He shouldn’t wonder if
she drank half a bottle!
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But in thinking of his remaining guest, an expression like that
of a cat who is just going to purr stole over his old face: Mrs.
Soames! She mightn’t take much, but she would appreciate what she
drank; it was a pleasure to give her good wine! A pretty woman —
and sympathetic to him!

The thought of her was like champagne itself! A pleasure to
give a good wine to a young woman who looked so well, who knew
how to dress, with charming manners, quite distinguished —
a pleasure to entertain her. Between the points of his collar he gave
his head the first small, painful oscillation of the evening.

“Adolf!” he said. “Put in another bottle.”

He himself might drink a good deal, for, thanks to that
prescription of Blight’s, he found himself extremely well, and he had
been careful to take no lunch. He had not felt so well for weeks.
Puffing out his lower lip, he gave his last instructions:

“Adolf, the least touch of the West India when you come to the
ham.”

Passing into the anteroom, he sat down on the edge of a chair,
with his knees apart; and his tall, bulky form was wrapped at once in
an expectant, strange, primeval immobility. He was ready to rise at a
moment’s notice. He had not given a dinner-party for months. This
dinner in honour of June’s engagement had seemed a bore at first
(among Forsytes the custom of solemnizing engagements by feasts
was religiously observed), but the labours of sending invitations and
ordering the repast over, he felt pleasantly stimulated.

And thus sitting, a watch in his hand, fat, and smooth, and
golden, like a flattened globe of butter, he thought of nothing.

A long man, with side whiskers, who had once been in Swithin’s
service, but was now a greengrocer, entered and proclaimed:

“Mrs. Chessman, Mrs. Septimus Small!”

Two ladies advanced. The one in front, habited entirely in red,
had large, settled patches of the same colour in her cheeks, and a
hard, dashing eye. She walked at Swithin, holding out a hand cased
in a long, primrose-coloured glove:

“Well! Swithin,” she said, “I haven't seen you for ages. How
are you? Why, my dear boy, how stout you’re getting!”
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The fixity of Swithin’s eye alone betrayed emotion. A dumb
and grumbling anger swelled his bosom. It was vulgar to be stout, to
talk of being stout; he had a chest, nothing more. Turning to his
sister, he grasped her hand, and said in a tone of command:

“Well, Juley.”

Mrs. Septimus Small was the tallest of the four sisters; her
good, round old face had gone a little sour; an innumerable pout
clung all over it, as if it had been encased in an iron wire mask up to
that evening, which, being suddenly removed, left little rolls of
mutinous flesh all over her countenance. Even her eyes were pouting.
It was thus that she recorded her permanent resentment at the loss of
Septimus Small.

She had quite a reputation for saying the wrong thing, and,
tenacious like all her breed, she would hold to it when she had said it,
and add to it another wrong thing, and so on. With the decease of her
husband the family tenacity, the family matter-of-factness, had gone
sterile within her. A great talker, when allowed, she would converse
without the faintest animation for hours together, relating, with epic
monotony, the innumerable occasions on which Fortune had misused
her; nor did she ever perceive that her hearers sympathized with
Fortune, for her heart was kind.

Having sat, poor soul, long by the bedside of Small (a man of
poor constitution), she had acquired, the habit, and there were
countless subsequent occasions when she had sat immense periods of
time to amuse sick people, children, and other helpless persons, and
she could never divest herself of the feeling that the world was the
most ungrateful place anybody could live in. Sunday after Sunday
she sat at the feet of that extremely witty preacher, the Rev. Thomas
Scoles, who exercised a great influence over her; but she succeeded
in convincing everybody that even this was a misfortune. She had
passed into a proverb in the family, and when anybody was observed
to be peculiarly distressing, he was known as a regular ‘Juley.” The
habit of her mind would have killed anybody but a Forsyte at forty;
but she was seventy-two, and had never looked better. And one felt
that there were capacities for enjoyment about her which might yet
come out. She owned three canaries, the cat Tommy, and half a
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parrot — in common with her sister Hester; — and these poor creatures
(kept carefully out of Timothy’s way — he was nervous about
animals), unlike human beings, recognising that she could not help
being blighted, attached themselves to her passionately.

She was sombrely magnificent this evening in black bombazine,
with a mauve front cut in a shy triangle, and crowned with a black
velvet ribbon round the base of her thin throat; black and mauve for
evening wear was esteemed very chaste by nearly every Forsyte.

Pouting at Swithin, she said:

“Ann has been asking for you. You haven’t been near us for an
age!”

Swithin put his thumbs within the armholes of his waistcoat,
and replied:

“Ann’s getting very shaky; she ought to have a doctor!”

“Mr. and Mrs. Nicholas Forsyte!”

Nicholas Forsyte, cocking his rectangular eyebrows, wore a
smile. He had succeeded during the day in bringing to fruition a
scheme for the employment of a tribe from Upper India in the gold-
mines of Ceylon. A pet plan, carried at last in the teeth of great
difficulties — he was justly pleased. It would double the output of his
mines, and, as he had often forcibly argued, all experience tended to
show that a man must die; and whether he died of a miserable old
age in his own country, or prematurely of damp in the bottom of a
foreign mine, was surely of little consequence, provided that by a
change in his mode of life he benefited the British Empire.

His ability was undoubted. Raising his broken nose towards his
listener, he would add:

“For want of a few hundred of these fellows we haven’t paid a
dividend for years, and look at the price of the shares. I can’t get ten
shillings for them.”

He had been at Yarmouth, too, and had come back feeling that
he had added at least ten years to his own life. He grasped Swithin’s
hand, exclaiming in a jocular voice:

“Well, so here we are again!”

Mrs. Nicholas, an effete woman, smiled a smile of frightened
jollity behind his back.
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“Mr. and Mrs. James Forsyte! Mr. and Mrs. Soames Forsyte!”

Swithin drew his heels together, his deportment ever
admirable.

“Well, James, well Emily! How are you, Soames? How do you
do?”

His hand enclosed Irene’s, and his eyes swelled. She was a
pretty woman — a little too pale, but her figure, her eyes, her teeth!
Too good for that chap Soames!

The gods had given Irene dark brown eyes and golden hair, that
strange combination, provocative of men’s glances, which is said to
be the mark of a weak character. And the full, soft pallor of her neck
and shoulders, above a gold-coloured frock, gave to her personality
an alluring strangeness.

Soames stood behind, his eyes fastened on his wife’s neck. The
hands of Swithin’s watch, which he still held open in his hand, had
left eight behind; it was half an hour beyond his dinner-time — he had
had no lunch — and a strange primeval impatience surged up within
him.

“It’s not like Jolyon to be late!” he said to Irene, with
uncontrollable vexation. “l suppose it’ll be June keeping him!”

“People in love are always late,” she answered.

Swithin stared at her; a dusky orange dyed his cheeks.

“They’ve no business to be. Some fashionable nonsense!”

And behind this outburst the inarticulate violence of primitive
generations seemed to mutter and grumble.

“Tell me what you think of my new star, Uncle Swithin,” said
Irene softly.

Among the lace in the bosom of her dress was shining a five-
pointed star, made of eleven diamonds. Swithin looked at the star.
He had a pretty taste in stones; no question could have been more
sympathetically devised to distract his attention.

“Who gave you that?” he asked.

“Soames.”

There was no change in her face, but Swithin’s pale eyes
bulged as though he might suddenly have been afflicted with insight.
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“I dare say you’re dull at home,” he said. “Any day you like to
come and dine with me, I’ll give you as good a bottle of wine as
you’ll get in London.”

“Miss June Forsyte — Mr. Jolyon Forsyte!... Mr. Boswainey!...”

Swithin moved his arm, and said in a rumbling voice:

“Dinner, now — dinner!”

He took in Irene, on the ground that he had not entertained her
since she was a bride. June was the portion of Bosinney, who was
placed between Irene and his fiancee. On the other side of June was
James with Mrs. Nicholas, then old Jolyon with Mrs. James,
Nicholas with Hatty Chessman, Soames with Mrs. Small,
completing, the circle to Swithin again.

Family dinners of the Forsytes observe certain traditions. There
are, for instance, no hors d’oeuvre. The reason for this is unknown.
Theory among the younger members traces it to the disgraceful price
of oysters; it is more probably due to a desire to come to the point, to
a good practical sense deciding at once that hors d’oeuvre are but
poor things. The Jameses alone, unable to withstand a custom almost
universal in Park Lane, are now and then unfaithful.

A silent, almost morose, inattention to each other succeeds to
the subsidence into their seats, lasting till well into the first entree,
but interspersed with remarks such as, “Tom’s bad again; | can’t tell
what’s the matter with him!” “I suppose Ann doesn’t come down in
the mornings?” — “What’s the name of your doctor, Fanny?”
“Stubbs?” “He’s a quack!” — “Winifred? She’s got too many
children. Four, isn’t it? She’s as thin as a lath!” — “What d’you give
for this sherry, Swithin? Too dry for me!”

With the second glass of champagne, a kind of hum makes
itself heard, which, when divested of casual accessories and resolved
into its primal element, is found to be James telling a story, and this
goes on for a long time, encroaching sometimes even upon what
must universally be recognised as the crowning point of a Forsyte
feast — ‘the saddle of mutton.’

No Forsyte has given a dinner without providing a saddle of
mutton. There is something in its succulent solidity which makes it
suitable to people ‘of a certain position.” It is nourishing and tasty;
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the sort of thing a man remembers eating. It has a past and a future,
like a deposit paid into a bank; and it is something that can be argued
about.

Each branch of the family tenaciously held to a particular
locality — old Jolyon swearing by Dartmoor, James by Welsh,
Swithin by Southdown, Nicholas maintaining that people might
sneer, but there was nothing like New Zealand! As for Roger, the
‘original’ of the brothers, he had been obliged to invent a locality of
his own, and with an ingenuity worthy of a man who had devised a
new profession for his sons, he had discovered a shop where they
sold German; on being remonstrated with, he had proved his point by
producing a butcher’s bill, which showed that he paid more than any
of the others. It was on this occasion that old Jolyon, turning to June,
had said in one of his bursts of philosophy:

“You may depend upon it, they’re a cranky lot, the Forsytes —
and you’ll find it out, as you grow older!”

Timothy alone held apart, for though he ate saddle of mutton
heartily, he was, he said, afraid of it.

To anyone interested psychologically in Forsytes, this great
saddle-of-mutton trait is of prime importance; not only does it
illustrate their tenacity, both collectively and as individuals, but it
marks them as belonging in fibre and instincts to that great class
which believes in nourishment and flavour, and yields to no
sentimental craving for beauty.

Younger members of the family indeed would have done
without a joint altogether, preferring guinea-fowl, or lobster salad —
something which appealed to the imagination, and had less
nourishment — but these were females; or, if not, had been corrupted
by their wives, or by mothers, who having been forced to eat saddle
of mutton throughout their married lives, had passed a secret hostility
towards it into the fibre of their sons.

The great saddle-of-mutton controversy at an end, a
Tewkesbury ham commenced, together with the least touch of West
Indian — Swithin was so long over this course that he caused a block
in the progress of the dinner. To devote himself to it with better
heart, he paused in his conversation.
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DISCUSSION OF THE TEXT

1. What characteristic features of the Forsytes can you find in the
text?

2. What class of society do they belong to? Prove it by means of

the text.

Are they snobs? If so, why? If not, why?

What is their attitude to business and work?

What is their attitude to foreigners?

What role do traditions play in their life?

What does the word “tenacity” mean? What is meant by “the

family tenacity”?

Speak of their imperial views.

What is more important for the Forsytes: beauty or

practicality?

10. What does the saddle of mutton have to do with the
psychological portraiture of the Forsytes?
11.0ne of the issues John Galsworthy thinks over in his

writings is what it is to be an Englishman. In The White
Monkey (1924) he wrote: “He emerged still thinking about
the English! Well! They were now one of the plainest and
most distorted races of the world; and yet was there any race
to compare with them for good temper and for ‘guts’? And
they needed those in their smoky towns, and their climate —
remarkable instance of adaptation to environment, the
modern English character! “I could pick out an Englishman
anywhere”, he thought, “and yet physically there’s no
general type now!” Astounding people!”
What conclusions concerning the English identity can you

come to, summing up the information from the extract under study?

No Ok ow

© ™
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The Japanese Quince

As Mr. Nilson, well known in the city, opened the window of
his dressing room on Campden Hill, he experienced a peculiar
sweetish sensation in the back of his throat, and a feeling of
emptiness just under his fifth rib. Hooking the window back, he
noticed that a little tree in the Square Gardens had come out in
blossom, and that the thermometer stood at sixty. “Perfect morning,”
he thought; “spring at last!”

Resuming some meditations on the price of Tintos, he took up
an ivory-backed handglass and scrutinized his face. His firm, well-
coloured cheeks, with their neat brown moustaches, and his round,
well-opened, clear grey eyes, wore a reassuring appearance of good
health. Putting on his black frock coat, he went, downstairs.

In the dining room his morning paper was laid out on the
sideboard. Mr. Nilson had scarcely taken it in his hand when he
again became aware of that queer feeling. Somewhat concerned, he
went to the French window and descended the scrolled iron steps into
the fresh air. A cuckoo clock struck eight.

“Half an hour to breakfast,” he thought; “I’ll take a turn in the
Gardens.”

He had them to himself, and proceeded to pace the circular path
with his morning paper clasped behind him. He had scarcely made two
revolutions, however, when it was borne in on him that, instead of going
away in the fresh air, the feeling had increased. He drew several deep
breaths, having heard deep breathing recommended by his wife’s
doctor; but they augmented rather than diminished the sensation — as of
some sweetish liquor in course within him, together with a faint aching
just above his heart. Running over what he had eaten the night before,
he could recollect no unusual dish, and it occurred to him that it might
possibly be some smell affecting him. But he could detect nothing
except a faint sweet lemony scent, rather agreeable than otherwise,
which evidently emanated from the bushes budding in the sunshine.
He was on the point of resuming his promenade, when a blackbird close
by burst into song, and, looking up, Mr. Nilson saw at a distance of
perhaps five yards a little tree, in the heart of whose branches the bird
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was perched. He stood staring curiously at this tree, recognizing it for
that which he had noticed from his window. It was covered with young
blossoms, pink and white, and little bright green leaves both round and
spiky; and on all this blossom and these leaves the sunlight glistened.
Mr. Nilson smiled; the little tree was so alive and pretty! And instead of
passing on, he stayed there smiling at the tree.

“Morning like this!” he thought; “and here I am the only person in
the Square who has the — to come out and — !” But he had no sooner
conceived this thought than he saw quite near him a man with his hands
behind him, who was also staring up and smiling at the little tree. Rather
taken aback, Mr. Nilson ceased to smile, and looked furtively at the
stranger. It was his next-door neighbour, Mr. Tandram, well known in
the City, who had occupied the adjoining house for some five years.
Mr. Nilson perceived at once the awkwardness of his position, for,
being married, they had not yet had occasion to speak to one another.
Doubtful as to his proper conduct, he decided at last to murmur: “Fine
morning!” and was passing on, when Mr. Tandram answered:
“Beautiful, for the time of year!” Detecting a slight nervousness in his
neighbour’s voice, Mr. Nilson was emboldened to regard him openly.
He was of about Mr. Nilson’s own height, with firm well-coloured
cheeks, neat brown moustaches, clear grey eyes; and was wearing a
frock coat. Mr. Nilson noticed that he had his morning paper clasped
behind him as he looked up at the little tree. And, visited somehow by
the feeling that he had been caught out, he said abruptly:

“Er — can you give me the name of that tree?”

Mr. Tandram answered:

“l was about to ask you that,” and stepped towards it.
Mr. Nilson also approached the tree.

“Sure to have its name on, I should think,” he said. Mr.
Tandram was the first to see the little label, close to where blackbird
had been sitting. He read it out. “Japanese quince!”

“Ah!” said Mr. Nilson, “thought so. Early flowerers.”
“Very,” assented Mr. Tandram, and added: “Quite a feelin’ in
the air today.”

Mr. Nilson nodded. “It was a blackbird singin’,” he said.
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“Blackbirds,” answered Mr. Tandram. “I prefer them to
thrushes myself; more body in the note.” And he looked at
Mr. Nilson in an almost friendly way.

“Quite,” murmured Mr. Nilson. “These exotics, they don’t bear
fruit. Pretty blossom!” and he again glanced up at the blossom,
thinking: “Nice fellow, this, I rather like him.”

Mr. Tandram also gazed at the blossom. And the little tree, as
i appreciating their attention, quivered and glowed. From a distance
the blackbird gave a loud, clear call. Mr. Nilson dropped his eyes.
It struck him suddenly that Mr. Tandram looked a little foolish; and, as
if he had seen himself, he said: “I must be going in. Good morning!”

A shade passed over Mr. Tandram’s face, as if he, too, had
suddenly noticed something about Mr. Nilson.

“Good morning,” he replied, and clasping their journals to their
backs they separated.

Mr. Nilson retraced his steps towards his garden window,
walking slowly so as to avoid arriving at the same time as his
neighbour. Having seen Mr. Tandram mount his scrolled iron steps,
he ascended his own in turn. On the top step he paused.

With the slanting spring sunlight darting and quivering into it,
the Japanese quince seemed more living than a tree. The blackbird
had returned to it, and was chanting out his heart.

Mr. Nilson sighed; again he felt that queer sensation, that choky
feeling in his throat. The sound of a cough or sigh attracted his attention.
There, in the shadow of his French window, stood Mr. Tandram, also
looking forth across the Gardens at the little quince tree.

Unaccountably upset, Mr. Nilson turned abruptly into the
house, and opened his morning paper.

Snonckas aiiBa (mep. I'. ’KypasiieBa)

Korma mucrep HWICOH, TKEHTIBMEH, XOPOIIO HW3BECTHBIN
B CuTH, pacnaxHyl OKHO cBoed BaHHOM B Kemmngen Xwie, oH
ONIYTHJI KAaKOE€-TO CIIaJIKOE BOJHEHUE, KOMKOM IOICTYIUBILIEE
K TOPIIY, U CTPAHHYIO MMYCTOTY MOJ MAThIM pedbpom. CTosl y OKHA, OH
3aMeTui, 4yTo HeOombiioe aepeBue B mnapke CkBep-I'apaeH yxe
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BIBETY M 4YTO TEPMOMETP IIOKa3bIBAaeT IECTHAECAT TIPaayCOB.
«YynecHoe yTpo, — MOAyMaJ OH, — HAKOHEL-TO BecHa!»

[Tpomosxkast pa3MbIIUIATE O LEHAX Ha KapTHHbI THHTOPETTO,
OH B3sUl PY4YHOE 3€pKaJl0 B OIPABE CIOHOBOM KOCTM WU CTal
BHUMATEJIbHO pPAacCMaTpHUBaTh CBOE JHULO. JIMIO 3TO ¢ ympyrumu
PO30BBIMHU IIEKAMH, aKKypaTHO MOJCTPH)KEHHBIMH TEMHBIMU YCaMU
U SICHBIMHU CEpbIMHU IJ1a3aMU TOBOPUIIO O 3aBUJIHOM 3710poBbe. Haznes
YEPHBIN CIOPTYK, OH COILIE]I BHU3.

B cronoBoit Ha Oydere nexana yrpeHHss rasera. He ycmen
muctep Huicon B3sTh ee, Kak ero onsTh 0XBaTHIIO TO K€ CTPaHHOE
qyBCTBO. HEecKoIbKk0o 00€CIIOKOCHHBIH, OH BBILIEI Yepe3 CTEKIISTHHYIO
JBEpb W CIIYCTWUJICSI 10 BHHTOBOW JIECTHHMIIE Ha ynuuy. Yacsel
C KYKYILIKON IPOOHIIN BOCEMb.

«Jlo 3aBTpaka emie nosyaca, — MoJymaia OH, — IPOHIyCh IO
napKy».

B mapke Obuto 0e€3M:0JHO, M OH, JA€pXa rasery 3a CIHMHOMH,
HETOPOIUIMBO 1LIarajl 1o KpyroBoi nopoxke. Crenas 1o Hel /iBa peiica,
OH yOeauJcs, UTO Ha CBEKEM BO3JlyX€ CTPAHHOE OIIYLIEHUE HE TOJIbKO
HE MCYE3J10, HO, HA000pOT, ycunuiochk. OH BCIIOMHHII COBET JOKTOPA,
JICYMBIIIETO JKEHY, U CZeal HECKOJIBKO ITyOOKHX B3/I0XOB, HO M 3TO
HUYYTh He moMoriio. OH OIIyIIal JIETKOE MOKAaIbIBaHWE B Cepile, U
YTO-TO CJIQIOCTHO OPOAMIIO B KPOBH, KaK MOCJ€ BBIMUBKU. MBICIEHHO
nepeOupasi Oyrofa, MOJAHHbIE HAKaHyHE BEYEPOM, OH HE MOr
HPUIOMHUTH HUYErO HEOOBIYHOIO U MOIyMall, YTO, BO3MOYKHO, Ha HETO
TaK JEHCTBYeT 3amax KaKoro-HMOymp pacteHus. Ho or 3anmThix
COJIHIIEM LBETYIIMX KYCTOB JIO HEro JOHOCWICS TOJBKO HEXKHBIH,
CIIQIKOBAThIi ~ apoMaT  JIMMOHA, CKOpEee TPHSTHBIA, HEXeIH
pazapaxaronuidi. OH yxe cobpascs MpoJoKaTh MPOryJKYy, HO B 3Ty
MHUHYTY TJe-TO MOOJM30CTH 3amen 4epHblid po3a. [locMoTpeB BBepX,
muctep HuicoH 3amerms ero cpeny JIMCTBBI HEOOJBIIOTO JepeBa,
Spaax B IATH OT JOPOXKKH. [IpucTambHO U ¢ yAMBICHHEM BIIISIBIBAIICS
muctep Huncon B nepeBle, TO camoe, KOTOPOE€ OH YBHJET M3 OKHA.
OHO OBUTO TOKPBITO SIPKO-3€IEHBIMU JINCTHSIMHA M OCTIBIMHA C PO30BBIM
[[BETAMH, a Ha JIUCTBE M HA IIBETAX OCIJECMUTEIbHO CHSUTH COJTHEYHbIE
omuku. Mucrep Huscon ynbIOHyncs:: aepeBlie ObLIO Takoe MKHBOE
U TIPEJIECTHOE.
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3a0bIB 0 TIPOTYJIKE, OH CTOSUT U YIIBIOAJICA. ..

«Kakoe ytpo! — nyman oH. — U B mapke s oguH... Tonbko
s OAWH J0rajajics BbIMTH U...» Ho He ycmen OH 3TO moaymarh, Kak
YBHJIEJ OKOJIO ce0sl UeIOBeKa, KOTOPBIA TakK K€ CTOSUI, JiepKa PYKU
3a CIIMHOW, W C YJIBIOKOM CMOTpeN Ha JepeBlle. 3aCTUTHYTHIN
BpacIuiox, muctep Huicon nepecrtan ynbi0aThCsi U UCKOCA B3TIIHYI
Ha He3HakKoMmIa. JTo ObLI ero cocen, mucrep Taniapam, Xopoluo
u3BecTHbI B Cutu. OH XKW1 371€ch yxe nath JeT. Mucrep Huicon
Cpa3y MOHSUI HEJIOBKOCTh CBOETO MOJIOKEHUs: 002 OHU ObLIN KEHAThI
U JI0 CUX IOp HE MMEJIM ClIy4as OKa3aTbCsl BIBOEM M 3arOBOPHUTH
apyr ¢ apyrom. ComMHeBasicb B IPAaBHJIBHOCTH CBOErO IOBEIEHUS,
muctep Huncon Bce ke npodopmotan: «IIpekpacHoe yrpo!» Muctep
Tannpam oreetnin: «O [a, 4ylecHOE IJsl 3TOrO BpPEMEHHM rojal»
VY10BUB HEKOTOpPOE BOJIHEHHE B rosioce coceaa, mucrep Huicon
OTBAXMWJICS B3MIAHYTh Ha Hero mnpsmo. Mwcrep Tanapam Obln
IPUMEPHO OJHOTO pocTa ¢ mucrepoM Humnconom. Y Hero ObutH
TaKU€ JK€ YIPYTHe pO30BBbIE ILIEKHU, AKKypaTHO IOICTPUKECHHbIE
TEMHBIE YChl U KpPYTJIble SICHBIE cepble Tnaza. Ha HeM Takke ObLI
yepHbIl cropTyk. Mucrep Hwicon 3amermn, 4ro, mo0ysch
JEpPEBLEM, COCE ACprKal 3a CIIMHOW YTPEHHIO0 rasery. U, uyBcTBys
HEOOXOJUMOCTh  OOBSICHUTH CBO€ I[OBEACHHME, OH CIPOCHII
OTPBIBUCTO:

— D... BbI He ckaxeTe, 4To 3TO 3a IepeBo?

Mucrep Tannpam oro3Baics:

— 5] kak pa3 xoTes crpocuTh 00 ITOM Y Bac.

OHn nopomwen k nepeBy. Mucrep Husicon toxe.

— Ha nem, nomxHo ObITh, YKa3aHo, — cka3an muctep HuscoH.

Mucrep Tanzapam nepBblii yBHJIEN TaOIUUKY, OJU3KO OT TOTO
MecCTa, I/Ie IPEKe CUJIET YEPHBIN APO31, U IPOoYes BCIIyX:

— SnoHnckas aiiBa.

— A! — ckazan mucrep Huncon. — 4 tak u nymain. PaHo ke ona
3arBeraer!

— Jla, ouens paHo, — cormacuics Muctep TaHapam U 100aBUIT: —
B Bo3nyxe cerogHs cioBHO HOCUTCS YTO-TO.

Mucrep Huiicon kuBHyI.

— DTO 1en YepHbId Apo31, — cKa3al OH.
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— Ha, — moarBepaun muctep Tanapam, — s OpeANOYUTAIO UX
npocThIM. B uX meHnn 3By4HOCTH OOJbIIE.

N on nocmotpen Ha Muctepa HuscoHa yxe noutu ApyKecKu.

— CoBepIieHHO BepHO, — IpobopmoTan muctep Humcon. — Otu
SK30THYECKUE JEPEBbs HE IMPUHOCAT IUIOJOB, HO ULBETHl HX
npenecTHsl! — M OH cHOBa B3IISIHYIN Ha JIEpEBO, AyMasi: «A cocea-To,
Ka)KeTCs, CJIaBHbIN MaJIblii, OH MHE HPABUTCSI».

Muctep Tanapam TOXE CMOTpPEN Ha NBETYLIYIO aMBY.
A nepeslie, Kak OyaTo oOpaJoBaHHOE UX BHUMaHHEM, TPENETao, U
LBETHl €ro mnbuUianu. ['1e-To BAaaJiu OmsATh 3amen 4YepHbId JIpo3.
Mucrep Huiicon onycrun rinasa. EMy BHE3anmHO IPHILLIIO B TOJIOBY,
yTO0 MHCTep TaHapaM MMEET HECKOJbKO IIYIbIA BUJ; U, CIOBHO
YBHUJIEB B HEM CaMOro ce0s1, OH CKa3all:

— Hy, mze nopa nomoii. Beero xopouiero!

[To yuy muctepa Tangpama mpoOexalia TeHb, KaKk OyJATO OH
TOE 3aMeTUJI BAPYT 4TO-TO B MucTepe Huscone.

— Jlo cBumaHMs, — OTBETWJI OH, U OHHM pa30OLUINCh, ACpiKa
ra3eTsl 3a CIIMHOM.

Mucrep Huncon meieHHO mmomen K JoMy, CTapasch OTCTaTh
ot cocena. OH Buaen, kak Mucrep Tanzapam, NMOAOHIS K CBOEMY
JIOMY, ITOJHSJICS IO KEJIE3HOW BUHTOBOM JiecTHHIIE. Muctep Huiicon
CTajl TMOJHUMATbC MO CcBoel. Ha BepxHeW CTyneHbKe OH
OCTaHOBUJICSL.

Kocple 1y4un BECEHHETO COJIHIIA, IPOHU3bIBAs 1[BETYIINE BETBH,
CJIOBHO IpEBpallAJIA SAIOHCKYIO aliBy B KHMBOE CYIIECTBO. YepHBbIN
JIpO3J BO3BPATHIICA HA CTApO€ MECTO U TENepb W3IUBal IYIly
B IIECHE.

Mucrep Huncon B310XHYJ;, OH CHOBa OLIYTHUI CTPaHHOE
BOJIHEHUE, COKMMAaBLIEE €My TOpJIo0.

Kako#i-To 3ByK — He TO Kallellb, HE TO B3J0X — IPUBIEK €r0
BHUMaHHe. TaM, 3a CTEKISTHHOW ABEPHIO, CTOsT MUCTep TaHapam u
TOKE CMOTPEJI B CTOPOHY IapKa, Ha IIBETYIIYIO alBY.

be3oryeTHo yem-To paccTpoeHHbI, mucrep Huscon OwicTpo
BOILIE] B KOMHATY M PAaCKpbLI YTPEHHIOKO Ta3€Ty.
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10.

11.

12.

ANALYSIS GUIDE

. Although we are given only a brief glimpse of Mr. Nilson’s

life, there are many clues as to what the whole of his life is
like. What kind of house and district does he live in? To what
social class does he belong? What kind of existence does he
lead? What clues enable us to answer these questions?

Mr. Nilson at first thinks something is wrong with his health.
What really is troubling him? How do the terms, in which his
symptoms are described, help to define his “ailment™?

In what ways might Mr. Nilson’s fragmentary sentence
(“Morning like this!” he thought; “and here I am the only
person in the Square who has the — to come out and — !”) be
completed? Why doesn’t he complete it?

How are Mr. Nilson and Mr. Tandram alike in appearance,
manner and situation? Of what significance are these
similarities?

Is their meeting a coincidence? Prove your standpoint.

What does the tree symbolize? Are there any other symbols in
the story?

The story provides little action, but a significant conflict. What
are the opposed forces? How can the conflict be stated in terms
of protagonist and antagonist? Is it external or internal? How is
it resolved? Who wins?

What is the message of the story?

Prove that the tone of narration is ironical. How is the author’s
irony conveyed in the Russian translation?

Dwell on the semantic characteristics of the text. Pay your
attention to the words “feeling” and “sensation” and to their
translation.

How does the author create the contrast between the
monotonous life of the protagonists and the beauty? Focus on
colours and the layers of vocabulary.

Comment on the quality of translation. What problems did the
translator have to solve? Was he a success?
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Unit IV. MODERNISM

Some of the major issues to which twentieth century literature
responded in ways generally known as “Modernism” are:

1) a sense of the loss of ontological ground, i.e., a loss of
confidence that there exists a reliable, knowable ground of value and
identity. A combination of factors contributed to this including:

the challenges to 19th century science and its confidence
in its ability to explain the universe;

industrialization and the consequent displacement of
persons from their previous physical and psychic
groundings;

the association of Christianity with capitalism, and with an
oppressive often hypocritical moralism;

the critical historical study of biblical texts and the
consequent challenge to revelation;

the popularization of evolutionary theory;

a growing awareness of a variety of cultures which had
differing but cogent world-views;

changes in philosophical thought which suggested that
‘reality’” was an internal and changeable, not an
externally validated, concept, and that what is
considered ‘real’ is based on the desire for power, not on
any objective warrant.

2) a sense that our culture has lost its bearings, that there is
no center, no cogency, that there is a collapse of values or a
bankruptcy of values.

3) this loss of faith in a moral center and moral direction is
based both in the general loss of a sense of sure ontological
ground, and in an equally important recognition that the traditional
values have, after all, led only to a horrid war, industrial squalor, the
breakdown of traditional rural society, exploitation of other cultures
and races, and a society built on power and greed. World War | was a
gruesome wake-up call.
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4) a shift in paradigms [models of how the world works] from
the closed, finite, measurable, cause-and-effect universe of 19"
century science to an open, relativistic, changing, strange universe,
and a (related) shift from an evolutionary, developmental model to
a structural, surface/depth model: pretext becomes subtext. Einstein
was a modernist thinker.

5) the locus of judgment moves from the traditional sites —
consensus, social authority and textual authority — to individual
judgment and phenomenological [lived experience] validation, hence
to the locating of meaning (and, in a sense, ‘truth’) in individual
experience.

6) the development of studies and ideas which have as their
focus the nature and functioning of the individual: the discipline
of psychology; psychotherapy; a growing democratization in politics;
in aesthetics, movements such as impressionism and cubism which
focus on the process of perception.

7) a discovery that the forces governing behaviour, and
particularly the most powerful and formative ones, are hidden: this in
the realms of psychology, economics, politics — Marx, Freud,
Neitzsche, etc. This leads to the search for underlying, hidden
structures, operational laws and so forth, which motivate behaviour
and govern phenomena (structuralism).

8) a move to the mystical and the symbolic as ways of
recovering a sense of the holy in experience and of recreating a
sustainable ontological ground — Yeats and the development of
symbolic thought, Jung and the concept of universal archetypes,
Lawrence with his notions of the creative mystery and blood
knowledge, Madame Blavatsky and the Society of the Golden Dawn,
Underhill's Mysticism, Otto’s explorations of the nature of the sacred,
and so forth.
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England, my England
David Herbert Lawrence (1885 — 1930)

English novelist, story writer, critic, poet and painter, one of
the greatest figures in 20™-century English literature. Lawrence saw
sex and intuition as a key to undistorted perception of reality and a
way to respond to the inhumanity of the industrial culture.
Lawrence’s doctrines of sexual freedom arose obscenity trials, which
had a deep effect on the relationship between literature and society.
In 1912 he wrote: “What the blood feels, and believes, and says,
IS always true.” Lawrence argued that instincts and intuitions are
more important than the reason. “Instinct makes me run from little
over-earnest ladies; instinct makes me sniff the lime blossom and
reach for the darkest cherry. But it is intuition which makes me feel
the uncanny glassiness of the lake this afternoon, the sulkiness of the
mountains, the vividness of near green in thunder-sun, the young
man in bright blue trousers lightly tossing the grass from the scythe,
the elderly man in a boater stiffly shoving his scythe strokes, both of
them sweating in the silence of the intense light.” (from
‘Insouciance’, 1928) Lawrence’s belief in the importance of instincts
reflected the thought of Friedrich Nietzsche, whom Lawrence had
read already in the 1910s.

He was working on the edge of the common, beyond the small
brook that ran in the dip at the bottom of the garden, carrying the
garden path in continuation from the plank bridge on to the common.
He had cut the rough turf and bracken, leaving the grey, dryish soil
bare. But he was worried because he could not get the path straight,
there was a pleat between his brows. He had set up his sticks, and
taken the sights between the big pine trees, but for some reason
everything seemed wrong. He looked again, straining his keen blue
eyes, that had a touch of the Viking in them, through the shadowy
pine trees as through a doorway, at the green-grassed garden-path
rising from the shadow of alders by the log bridge up to the sunlit
flowers. Tall white and purple columbines, and the butt-end of the
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old Hampshire cottage that crouched near the earth amid flowers,
blossoming in the bit of shaggy wildness round about.

There was a sound of children’s voices calling and talking:
high, childish, girlish voices, slightly didactic and tinged with
domineering: ‘If you don’t come quick, nurse, I shall run out there to
where there are snakes.” And nobody had the sangfroid to reply:
‘Run then, little fool.” It was always, ‘No, darling. Very well,
darling. In a moment, darling. Darling, you must be patient.’

His heart was hard with disillusion: a continual gnawing and
resistance. But he worked on. What was there to do but submit!

The sunlight blazed down upon the earth, there was a vividness
of flamy vegetation, of fierce seclusion amid the savage peace of the
commons. Strange how the savage England lingers in patches:
as here, amid these shaggy gorse commons, and marshy, snake
infested places near the foot of the south downs. The spirit of place
lingering on primeval, as when the Saxons came, so long ago.

Ah, how he had loved it! The green garden path, the tufts of
flowers, purple and white columbines, and great oriental red poppies
with their black chaps and mulleins tall and yellow, this flamy
garden which had been a garden for a thousand years, scooped out in
the little hollow among the snake-infested commons. He had made it
flame with flowers, in a sun cup under its hedges and trees. So old,
so old a place! And yet he had re-created it.

The timbered cottage with its sloping, cloak-like roof was old
and forgotten. It belonged to the old England of hamlets and yeomen.
Lost all alone on the edge of the common, at the end of a wide,
grassy, briar-entangled lane shaded with oak, it had never known the
world of today. Not till Egbert came with his bride. And he had come
to fill it with flowers.

The house was ancient and very uncomfortable. But he did not
want to alter it. Ah, marvellous to sit there in the wide, black, time-
old chimney, at night when the wind roared overhead, and the wood
which he had chopped himself sputtered on the hearth! Himself on
one side the angle, and Winifred on the other.

Ah, how he had wanted her: Winifred! She was young and
beautiful and strong with life, like a flame in sunshine. She moved
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with a slow grace of energy like a blossoming, red-flowered bush in
motion. She, too, seemed to come out of the old England, ruddy,
strong, with a certain crude, passionate quiescence and a hawthorn
robustness. And he, he was tall and slim and agile, like an English
archer with his long supple legs and fine movements. Her hair was
nut-brown and all in energic curls and tendrils. Her eyes were nut-
brown, too, like a robin’s for brightness. And he was white-skinned
with fine, silky hair that had darkened from fair, and a slightly arched
nose of an old country family. They were a beautiful couple.

The house was Winifred’s. Her father was a man of energy,
too. He had come from the north poor. Now he was moderately rich.
He had bought this fair stretch of inexpensive land, down in
Hampshire. Not far from the tiny church of the almost extinct hamlet
stood his own house, a commodious old farmhouse standing back
from the road across a bare grassed yard. On one side of this
quadrangle was the long, long barn or shed which he had made into a
cottage for his youngest daughter Priscilla. One saw little blue-and-
white check curtains at the long windows, and inside, overhead, the
grand old timbers of the high-pitched shed. This was Prissy’s house.
Fifty yards away was the pretty little new cottage which he had built
for his daughter Magdalen, with the vegetable garden stretching
away to the oak copse. And then away beyond the lawns and rose
trees of the house-garden went the track across a shaggy, wild grass
space, towards the ridge of tall black pines that grew on a dyke-bank,
through the pines and above the sloping little bog, under the wide,
desolate oak trees, till there was Winifred’s cottage crouching
unexpectedly in front, so much alone, and so primitive.

It was Winifred’s own house, and the gardens and the bit of
common and the boggy slope were hers: her tiny domain. She had
married just at the time when her father had bought the estate, about
ten years before the war, so she had been able to come to Egbert with
this for a marriage portion. And who was more delighted, he or she,
it would be hard to say. She was only twenty at the time, and he was
only twenty-one. He had about a hundred and fifty pounds a year of
his own — and nothing else but his very considerable personal
attractions. He had no profession: he earned nothing. But he talked of
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literature and music, he had a passion for old folk-music, collecting
folk-songs and folk-dances, studying the Morris-dance and the old
customs. Of course in time he would make money in these ways.

Meanwhile youth and health and passion and promise.
Winifred’s father was always generous: but still, he was a man from
the north with a hard head and a hard skin too, having received a
good many knocks. At home he kept the hard head out of sight, and
played at poetry and romance with his literary wife and his sturdy,
passionate girls. He was a man of courage, not given to complaining,
bearing his burdens by himself. No, he did not let the world intrude
far into his home. He had a delicate, sensitive wife whose poetry won
some fame in the narrow world of letters. He himself, with his tough
old barbarian fighting spirit, had an almost child-like delight in verse,
in sweet poetry, and in the delightful game of a cultured home. His
blood was strong even to coarseness. But that only made the home
more vigorous, more robust and Christmassy. There was always
a touch of Christmas about him, now he was well off. If there was
poetry after dinner, there were also chocolates and nuts, and good
little out-of-the-way things to be munching.

Well then, into this family came Egbert. He was made of quite
a different paste. The girls and the father were strong-limbed, thick-
blooded people, true English, as holly-trees and hawthorn are
English. Their culture was grafted on to them, as one might perhaps
graft a common pink rose on to a thornstem. It flowered oddly
enough, but it did not alter their blood.

And Egbert was a born rose. The age-long breeding had left
him with a delightful spontaneous passion. He was not clever, nor
even ‘literary’. No, but the intonation of his voice, and the movement
of his supple, handsome body, and the fine texture of his flesh and
his hair, the slight arch of his nose, the quickness of his blue eyes
would easily take the place of poetry. Winifred loved him, loved
him, this southerner, as a higher being. A higher being, mind you.
Not a deeper. And as for him, he loved her in passion with every
fibre of him. She was the very warm stuff of life to him.

Wonderful then, those days at Crockham Cottage, the first
days, all alone save for the woman who came to work in the
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mornings. Marvellous days, when she had all his tall, supple, fine-
fleshed youth to herself, for herself, and he had her like a ruddy fire
into which he could cast himself for rejuvenation. Ah, that it might
never end, this passion, this marriage! The flame of their two
bodies burnt again into that old cottage, that was haunted already by
so much by-gone, physical desire. You could not be in the dark
room for an hour without the influences coming over you. The hot
blood-desire of by-gone yeomen, there in this old den where they
had lusted and bred for so many generations. The silent house, dark,
with thick, timbered walls and the big black chimney-place, and the
sense of secrecy. Dark, with low, little windows, sunk into the
earth. Dark, like a lair where strong beasts had lurked and mated,
lonely at night and lonely by day, left to themselves and their own
intensity for so many generations. It seemed to cast a spell on the
two young people. They became different. There was a curious
secret glow about them, a certain slumbering flame hard to
understand, that enveloped them both. They too felt that they did
not belong to the London world any more. Crockham had changed
their blood: the sense of the snakes that lived and slept even in their
own garden, in the sun, so that he, going forward with the spade,
would see a curious coiled brownish pile on the black soil, which
suddenly would start up, hiss, and dazzle rapidly away, hissing.
One day Winifred heard the strangest scream from the flower-bed
under the low window of the living room: ah, the strangest scream,
like the very soul of the dark past crying aloud. She ran out, and
saw a long brown snake on the flower-bed, and in its flat mouth the
one hind leg of a frog was striving to escape, and screaming its
strange, tiny, bellowing scream. She looked at the snake, and from
its sullen flat head it looked at her, obstinately. She gave a cry, and
it released the frog and slid angrily away.

That was Crockham. The spear of modern invention had not
passed through it, and it lay there secret, primitive, savage as when
the Saxons first came. And Egbert and she were caught there, caught
out of the world.

He was not idle, nor was she. There were plenty of things to be
done, the house to be put into final repair after the workmen had
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gone, cushions and curtains to sew, the paths to make, the water to
fetch and attend to, and then the slope of the deep-soiled, neglected
garden to level, to terrace with little terraces and paths, and to fill
with flowers. He worked away, in his shirt-sleeves, worked all day
intermittently doing this thing and the other. And she, quiet and rich
in herself, seeing him stooping and labouring away by himself,
would come to help him, to be near him. He of course was an
amateur — a born amateur. He worked so hard, and did so little, and
nothing he ever did would hold together for long. If he terraced the
garden, he held up the earth with a couple of long narrow planks that
soon began to bend with the pressure from behind, and would not
need many years to rot through and break and let the soil slither all
down again in a heap towards the stream-bed. But there you are. He
had not been brought up to come to grips with anything, and he
thought it would do. Nay, he did not think there was anything else
except little temporary contrivances possible, he who had such
a passion for his old enduring cottage, and for the old enduring things
of the bygone England. Curious that the sense of permanency in the
past had such a hold over him, whilst in the present he was all
amateurish and sketchy.

Winifred could not criticize him. Town-bred, everything
seemed to her splendid, and the very digging and shovelling itself
seemed romantic. But neither Egbert nor she yet realized the
difference between work and romance.

Godfrey Marshall, her father, was at first perfectly pleased with
the ménage down at Crockham Cottage. He thought Egbert was
wonderful, the many things he accomplished, and he was gratified by
the glow of physical passion between the two young people. To the
man who in London still worked hard to keep steady his modest
fortune, the thought of this young couple digging away and loving
one another down at Crockham Cottage, buried deep among the
commons and marshes, near the pale-showing bulk of the downs,
was like a chapter of living romance. And they drew the sustenance
for their fire of passion from him, from the old man. It was he who
fed their flame. He triumphed secretly in the thought. And it was to
her father that Winifred still turned, as the one source of all surety
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and life and support. She loved Egbert with passion. But behind her
was the power of her father. It was the power of her father she
referred to, whenever she needed to refer. It never occurred to her to
refer to Egbert, if she were in difficulty or doubt. No, in all the
serious matters she depended on her father.

For Egbert had no intention of coming to grips with life. He
had no ambition whatsoever. He came from a decent family, from a
pleasant country home, from delightful surroundings. He should, of
course, have had a profession. He should have studied law or entered
business in some way. But no — that fatal three pounds a week would
keep him from starving as long as he lived, and he did not want to
give himself into bondage. It was not that he was idle. He was always
doing something, in his amateurish way. But he had no desire to give
himself to the world, and still less had he any desire to fight his way
in the world. No, no, the world wasn’t worth it. He wanted to ignore
it, to go his own way apart, like a casual pilgrim down the forsaken
sidetracks. He loved his wife, his cottage and garden. He would
make his life there, as a sort of epicurean hermit. He loved the past,
the old music and dances and customs of old England. He would try
and live in the spirit of these, not in the spirit of the world of
business.

But often Winifred’s father called her to London: for he loved
to have his children round him. So Egbert and she must have a tiny
flat in town, and the young couple must transfer themselves from
time to time from the country to the city. In town Egbert had plenty
of friends, of the same ineffectual sort as himself, tampering with the
arts, literature, painting, sculpture, music. He was not bored.

Three pounds a week, however, would not pay for all this.
Winifred’s father paid. He liked paying. He made her only a very
small allowance, but he often gave her ten pounds — or gave Egbert
ten pounds. So they both looked on the old man as the mainstay.
Egbert didn’t mind being patronized and paid for. Only when he felt
the family was a little too condescending, on account of money, he
began to get huffy.

Then of course children came: a lovely little blonde daughter
with a head of thistle-down. Everybody adored the child. It was the
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first exquisite blonde thing that had come into the family, a little mite
with the white, slim, beautiful limbs of its father, and as it grew up
the dancing, dainty movement of a wild little daisy-spirit. No wonder
the Marshalls all loved the child: they called her Joyce. They
themselves had their own grace, but it was slow, rather heavy. They
had everyone of them strong, heavy limbs and darkish skins, and
they were short in stature. And now they had for one of their own
this light little cowslip child. She was like a little poem in herself.

But nevertheless, she brought a new difficulty. Winifred must
have a nurse for her. Yes, yes, there must be a nurse. It was the
family decree. Who was to pay for the nurse? The grandfather —
seeing the father himself earned no money. Yes, the grandfather
would pay, as he had paid all the lying-in expenses. There came a
slight sense of money-strain. Egbert was living on his father-in-law.

After the child was born, it was never quite the same between
him and Winifred. The difference was at first hardly perceptible. But
it was there. In the first place Winifred had a new centre of interest.
She was not going to adore her child. But she had what the modern
mother so often has in the place of spontaneous love: a profound
sense of duty towards her child. Winifred appreciated her darling
little girl, and felt a deep sense of duty towards her. Strange, that this
sense of duty should go deeper than the love for her husband. But so
it was. And so it often is. The responsibility of motherhood was the
prime responsibility in Winifred’s heart: the responsibility of
wifehood came a long way second.

Her child seemed to link her up again in a circuit with her own
family. Her father and mother, herself, and her child, that was the
human trinity for her. Her husband — ? Yes, she loved him still. But
that was like play. She had an almost barbaric sense of duty and of
family. Till she married, her first human duty had been towards her
father: he was the pillar, the source of life, the everlasting support.
Now another link was added to the chain of duty: her father, herself,
and her child.

Egbert was out of it. Without anything happening, he was
gradually, unconsciously excluded from the circle. His wife still
loved him, physically. But, but — he was almost the unnecessary
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party in the affair. He could not complain of Winifred. She still did
her duty towards him. She still had a physical passion for him, that
physical passion on which he had put all his life and soul. But — but —

It was for a long while an ever-recurring but. And then, after
the second child, another blonde, winsome touching little thing, not
so proud and flame-like as Joyce — after Annabel came, then Egbert
began truly to realize how it was. His wife still loved him. But — and
now the but had grown enormous — her physical love for him was of
secondary importance to her. It became ever less important. After all,
she had had it, this physical passion, for two years now. It was not
this that one lived from. No, no — something sterner, realer.

She began to resent her own passion for Egbert — just a little
she began to despise it. For after all there he was, he was charming,
he was lovable, he was terribly desirable. But — but — oh, the awful
looming cloud of that but! — he did not stand firm in the landscape of
her life like a tower of strength, like a great pillar of significance. No,
he was like a cat one has about the house, which will one day
disappear and leave no trace. He was like a flower in the garden,
trembling in the wind of life, and then gone, leaving nothing to show.
As an adjunct, as an accessory, he was perfect. Many a woman
would have adored to have him about her all her life, the most
beautiful and desirable of all her possessions. But Winifred belonged
to another school.

The years went by, and instead of coming more to grips with
life, he relaxed more. He was of a subtle, sensitive, passionate nature.
But he simply would not give himself to what Winifred called life,
Work. No, he would not go into the world and work for money. No,
he just would not. If Winifred liked to live beyond their small income
—well, it was her look-out.

And Winifred did not really want him to go out into the world
to work for money. Money became, alas, a word like a firebrand
between them, setting them both aflame with anger. But that is
because we must talk in symbols. Winifred did not really care about
money. She did not care whether he earned or did not earn anything.
Only she knew she was dependent on her father for three-fourths of
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the money spent for herself and her children, that she let that be the
casus belli, the drawn weapon between herself and Egbert.

What did she want — what did she want? Her mother once said
to her, with that characteristic touch of irony: ‘Well, dear, if it is your
fate to consider the lilies, that toil not, neither do they spin, that is
one destiny among many others, and perhaps not so unpleasant as
most. Why do you take it amiss, my child?’

The mother was subtler than her children, they very rarely
knew how to answer her. So Winifred was only more confused.
It was not a question of lilies. At least, if it were a question of lilies,
then her children were the little blossoms. They at least grew.
Doesn’t Jesus say: ‘Consider the lilies how they grow.” Good then,
she had her growing babies. But as for that other tall, handsome
flower of a father of theirs, he was full grown already, so she did not
want to spend her life considering him in the flower of his days.

No, it was not that he didn’t earn money. It was not that he was
idle. He was not idle. He was always doing something, always
working away, down at Crockham, doing little jobs. But, oh dear, the
little jobs — the garden paths — the gorgeous flowers — the chairs to
mend, old chairs to mend!

It was that he stood for nothing. If he had done something
unsuccessfully, and lost what money they had! If he had but striven
with something. Nay, even if he had been wicked, a waster, she
would have been more free. She would have had something to resist,
at least. A waster stands for something, really. He says: ‘No, I will
not aid and abet society in this business of increase and hanging
together, I will upset the apple-cart as much as I can, in my small
way.” Or else he says: ‘No, I will not bother about others. If | have
lusts, they are my own, and I prefer them to other people’s virtues.’
So, a waster, a scamp, takes a sort of stand. He exposes himself to
opposition and final castigation: at any rate in story-books.

But Egbert! What are you to do with a man like Egbert?
He had no vices. He was really kind, nay generous. And he was not
weak. If he had been weak Winifred could have been kind to him.
But he did not even give her that consolation. He was not weak, and
he did not want her consolation or her kindness. No, thank you.
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He was of a fine passionate temper, and of a rarer steel than she. He
knew it, and she knew it. Hence she was only the more baffled and
maddened, poor thing. He, the higher, the finer, in his way the
stronger, played with his garden, and his old folk-songs and Morris-
dances, just played, and let her support the pillars of the future on her
own heart.

And he began to get bitter, and a wicked look began to come
on his face. He did not give in to her; not he. There were seven devils
inside his long, slim, white body. He was healthy, full of restrained
life. Yes, even he himself had to lock up his own vivid life inside
himself, now she would not take it from him. Or rather, now that she
only took it occasionally. For she had to yield at times. She loved
him so, she desired him so, he was so exquisite to her, the fine
creature that he was, finer than herself. Yes, with a groan she had to
give in to her own unquenched passion for him. And he came to her
then — ah, terrible, ah, wonderful, sometimes she wondered how
either of them could live after the terror of the passion that swept
between them. It was to her as if pure lightning, flash after flash,
went through every fibre of her, till extinction came.

But it is the fate of human beings to live on. And it is the fate
of clouds that seem nothing but bits of vapour slowly to pile up, to
pile up and fill the heavens and blacken the sun entirely.

So it was. The love came back, the lightning of passion
flashed tremendously between them. And there was blue sky and
gorgeousness for a little while. And then, as inevitably, as
inevitably, slowly the clouds began to edge up again above the
horizon, slowly, slowly to lurk about the heavens, throwing an
occasional cold and hateful shadow: slowly, slowly to congregate,
to fill the empyrean space.

And as the years passed, the lightning cleared the sky more and
more rarely, less and less the blue showed. Gradually the grey lid
sank down upon them, as if it would be permanent.

Why didn’t Egbert do something, then? Why didn’t he come to
grips with life? Why wasn’t he like Winifred’s father, a pillar of
society, even if a slender, exquisite column? Why didn’t he go into
harness of some sort? Why didn’t he take some direction?
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Well, you can bring an ass to the water, but you cannot make
him drink. The world was the water and Egbert was the ass. And he
wasn’t having any. He couldn’t: he just couldn’t. Since necessity did
not force him to work for his bread and butter, he would not work for
work’s sake. You can’t make the columbine flowers nod in January,
nor make the cuckoo sing in England at Christmas. Why? It isn’t his
season. He doesn’t want to. Nay, he can 't want to.

And there it was with Egbert. He couldn’t link up with the
world’s work, because the basic desire was absent from him. Nay, at
the bottom of him he had an even stronger desire: to hold aloof.
To hold aloof. To do nobody any damage. But to hold aloof. It was
not his season.

Perhaps he should not have married and had children. But you
can’t stop the waters flowing.

Which held true for Winifred, too. She was not made to endure
aloof. Her family tree was a robust vegetation that had to be stirring
and believing. In one direction or another her life had to go. In her
own home she had known nothing of this diffidence which she found
in Egbert, and which she could not understand, and which threw her
into such dismay. What was she to do, what was she to do, in face of
this terrible diffidence?

It was all so different in her own home. Her father may have
had his own misgivings, but he kept them to himself. Perhaps he
had no very profound belief in this world of ours, this society
which we have elaborated with so much effort, only to find
ourselves elaborated to death at last. But Godfrey Marshall was of
tough, rough fibre, not without a vein of healthy cunning through
it all. It was for him a question of winning through, and leaving
the rest to heaven. Without having many illusions to grace him, he
still did believe in heaven. In a dark and unquestioning way, he
had a sort of faith: an acrid faith like the sap of some not-to-be-
exterminated tree. Just a blind acrid faith as sap is blind and acrid,
and yet pushes on in growth and in faith. Perhaps he was
unscrupulous, but only as a striving tree is unscrupulous, pushing
its single way in a jungle of others.
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In the end, it is only this robust, sap-like faith which keeps man
going. He may live on for many generations inside the shelter of the
social establishment which he has erected for himself, as pear-trees
and currant bushes would go on bearing fruit for many seasons,
inside a walled garden, even if the race of man were suddenly
exterminated. But bit by bit the wall-fruit-trees would gradually pull
down the very walls that sustained them. Bit by bit every
establishment collapses, unless it is renewed or restored by living
hands, all the while.

Egbert could not bring himself to any more of this restoring or
renewing business. He was not aware of the fact: but awareness
doesn’t help much, anyhow. He just couldn’t. He had the stoic and
epicurean quality of his old, fine breeding. His father-in-law,
however, though he was not one bit more of a fool than Egbert,
realized that since we are here we may as well live. And so he
applied himself to his own tiny section of the social work, and to
doing the best for his family, and to leaving the rest to the ultimate
will of heaven. A certain robustness of blood made him able to go
on. But sometimes even from him spurted a sudden gall of bitterness
against the world and its make-up. And yet—he had his own will-to-
succeed, and this carried him through. He refused to ask himself
what the success would amount to. It amounted to the estate down in
Hampshire, and his children lacking for nothing, and himself of some
importance in the world: and basta! — Basta! Basta!

Nevertheless do not let us imagine that he was a common
pusher. He was not. He knew as well as Egbert what disillusion
meant. Perhaps in his soul he had the same estimation of success. But
he had a certain acrid courage, and a certain will-to-power. In his
own small circle he would emanate power, the single power of his
own blind self. With all his spoiling of his children, he was still the
father of the old English type. He was too wise to make laws and to
domineer in the abstract. But he had kept, and all honour to him,
a certain primitive dominion over the souls of his children, the old,
almost magic prestige of paternity. There it was, still burning in him,
the old smoky torch or paternal godhead.

70



And in the sacred glare of this torch his children had been
brought up. He had given the girls every liberty, at last. But he had
never really let them go beyond his power. And they, venturing out
into the hard white light of our fatherless world, learned to see with
the eyes of the world. They learned to criticize their father, even,
from some effulgence of worldly white light, to see him as inferior.
But this was all very well in the head. The moment they forgot their
tricks of criticism, the old red glow of his authority came over them
again. He was not to be quenched.

Let the psycho-analyst talk about father complex. It is just a
word invented. Here was a man who had kept alive the old red flame
of fatherhood, fatherhood that had even the right to sacrifice the child
to God, like Isaac. Fatherhood that had life-and-death authority over
the children: a great natural power. And till his children could be
brought under some other great authority as girls; or could arrive at
manhood and become themselves centres of the same power,
continuing the same male mystery as men; until such time, willy-
nilly, Godfrey Marshall would keep his children.

It had seemed as if he might lose Winifred. Winifred had
adored her husband, and looked up to him as to something
wonderful. Perhaps she had expected in him another great authority,
a male authority greater, finer than her father’s. For having once
known the glow of male power, she would not easily turn to the cold
white light of feminine independence. She would hunger, hunger all
her life for the warmth and shelter of true male strength.

And hunger she might, for Egbert’s power lay in the
abnegation of power. He was himself the living negative of power.
Even of responsibility. For the negation of power at last means the
negation of responsibility. As far as these things went, he would
confine himself to himself. He would try to confine his own
influence even to himself. He would try, as far as possible, to abstain
from influencing his children by assuming any responsibility for
them. ‘A little child shall lead them — ‘His child should lead, then.
He would try not to make it go in any direction whatever. He would
abstain from influencing it. Liberty! —
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Poor Winifred was like a fish out of water in this liberty,
gasping for the denser element which should contain her. Till her
child came. And then she knew that she must be responsible for it,
that she must have authority over it.

But here Egbert silently and negatively stepped in. Silently,
negatively, but fatally he neutralized her authority over her children.

There was a third little girl born. And after this Winifred
wanted no more children. Her soul was turning to salt.

So she had charge of the children, they were her responsibility.
The money for them had come from her father. She would do her
very best for them, and have command over their life and death. But
no! Egbert would not take the responsibility. He would not even
provide the money. But he would not let her have her way. Her dark,
silent, passionate authority he would not allow. It was a battle
between them, the battle between liberty and the old blood-power.
And of course he won. The little girls loved him and adored him.
‘Daddy! Daddy!” They could do as they liked with him. Their mother
would have ruled them. She would have ruled them passionately,
with indulgence, with the old dark magic of parental authority,
something looming and unquestioned and, after all, divine: if we
believe in divine authority. The Marshalls did, being Catholic.

And Egbert, he turned her old dark, Catholic blood-authority
into a sort of tyranny. He would not leave her her children. He stole
them from her, and yet without assuming responsibility for them. He
stole them from her, in emotion and spirit, and left her only to
command their behaviour. A thankless lot for a mother. And her
children adored him, adored him, little knowing the empty bitterness
they were preparing for themselves when they too grew up to have
husbands: husbands such as Egbert, adorable and null.

Joyce, the eldest, was still his favourite. She was now
a quicksilver little thing of six years old. Barbara, the youngest, was
a toddler of two years. They spent most of their time down at
Crockham, because he wanted to be there. And even Winifred loved
the place really. But now, in her frustrated and blinded state, it was
full of menace for her children. The adders, the poison-berries, the
brook, the marsh, the water that might not be pure — one thing and
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another. From mother and nurse it was a guerilla gunfire of
commands, and blithe, quicksilver disobedience from the three
blonde, never-still little girls. Behind the girls was the father, against
mother and nurse. And so it was.

‘If you don’t come quick, nurse, I shall run out there to where
there are snakes.’

‘Joyce, you must be patient. I’'m just changing Annabel.’

There you are. There it was: always the same. Working away
on the common across the brook he heard it. And he worked on, just
the same.

Suddenly he heard a shriek, and he flung the spade from him
and started for the bridge, looking up like a startled deer. Ah, there
was Winifred — Joyce had hurt herself. He went on up the garden.

‘What is it?’

The child was still screaming — now it was — ‘Daddy! Daddy!
Oh — oh, Daddy!” And the mother was saying:

‘Don’t be frightened, darling. Let mother look.’

But the child only cried:

‘Oh, Daddy, Daddy, Daddy!’

She was terrified by the sight of the blood running from her
own knee. Winifred crouched down, with her child of six in her lap,
to examine the knee. Egbert bent over also.

‘Don’t make such a noise, Joyce,” he said irritably. ‘How did
she do it?’

‘She fell on that sickle thing which you left lying about after
cutting the grass,” said Winifred, looking into his face with bitter
accusation as he bent near.

He had taken his handkerchief and tied it round the knee. Then
he lifted the still sobbing child in his arms, and carried her into the
house and upstairs to her bed. In his arms she became quiet. But his
heart was burning with pain and with guilt. He had left the sickle
there lying on the edge of the grass, and so his first-born child whom
he loved so dearly had come to hurt. But then it was an accident — it
was an accident. Why should he feel guilty? It would probably be
nothing, better in two or three days. Why take it to heart, why worry?
He put it aside.
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The child lay on the bed in her little summer frock, her face
very white now after the shock, Nurse had come carrying the
youngest child: and little Annabel stood holding her skirt. Winifred,
terribly serious and wooden-seeming, was bending over the knee,
from which she had taken his blood-soaked handkerchief. Egbert
bent forward, too, keeping more sangfroid in his face than in his
heart. Winifred went all of a lump of seriousness, so he had to keep
some reserve. The child moaned and whimpered.

The knee was still bleeding profusely — it was a deep cut right
in the joint.

“You’d better go for the doctor, Egbert,” said Winifred bitterly.

‘Oh, no! Oh, no!” cried Joyce in a panic.

‘Joyce, my darling, don’t cry!” said Winifred, suddenly
catching the little girl to her breast in a strange tragic anguish, the
Mater Dolorata. Even the child was frightened into silence. Egbert
looked at the tragic figure of his wife with the child at her breast, and
turned away. Only Annabel started suddenly to cry: ‘Joycey, Joycey,
don’t have your leg bleeding!’

Egbert rode four miles to the village for the doctor. He could
not help feeling that Winifred was laying it on rather. Surely the knee
itself wasn’t hurt! Surely not. It was only a surface cut.

The doctor was out. Egbert left the message and came cycling
swiftly home, his heart pinched with anxiety. He dropped sweating
off his bicycle and went into the house, looking rather small, like a
man who is at fault. Winifred was upstairs sitting by Joyce, who was
looking pale and important in bed, and was eating some tapioca
pudding. The pale, small, scared face of his child went to Egbert’s
heart.

‘Doctor Wing was out. He’ll be here about half past two,” said
Egbert.

‘I don’t want him to come,” whimpered Joyce.

‘Joyce, dear, you must be patient and quiet,” said Winifred. ‘He
won’t hurt you. But he will tell us what to do to make your knee
better quickly. That is why he must come.’

Winifred always explained carefully to her little girls: and it
always took the words off their lips for the moment.
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‘Does it bleed yet?’ said Egbert.

Winifred moved the bedclothes carefully aside.

‘I think not,” she said.

Egbert stooped also to look.

‘No, it doesn’t,” she said. Then he stood up with a relieved look
on his face. He turned to the child.

‘Eat your pudding, Joyce,” he said. ‘It won’t be anything.
You’ve only got to keep still for a few days.’

‘You haven’t had your dinner, have you, Daddy?’

‘Not yet.’

‘Nurse will give it to you,” said Winifred.

‘You’ll be all right, Joyce,” he said, smiling to the child and
pushing the blonde hair off her brow. She smiled back winsomely
into his face.

He went downstairs and ate his meal alone. Nurse served him.
She liked waiting on him. All women liked him and liked to do
things for him.

The doctor came — a fat country practitioner, pleasant and kind.

‘What, little girl, been tumbling down, have you? There’s a
thing to be doing, for a smart little lady like you! What! And cutting
your knee! Tut-tut-tut! That wasn’t clever of you, now was it? Never
mind, never mind, soon be better. Let us look at it. Won’t hurt you.
Not the least in life. Bring a bowl with a little warm water, nurse.
Soon have it all right again, soon have it all right.’

Joyce smiled at him with a pale smile of faint superiority. This
was not the way in which she was used to being talked to.

He bent down, carefully looking at the little, thin, wounded
knee of the child. Egbert bent over him.

‘Oh, dear, oh, dear! Quite a deep little cut. Nasty little cut.
Nasty little cut. But, never mind. Never mind, little lady. We’ll soon
have it better. Soon have it better, little lady. What’s your name?’

‘My name is Joyce,’ said the child distinctly.

‘Oh, really!” he replied. ‘Oh, really! Well, that’s a fine name
too, in my opinion. Joyce, eh? — And how old might Miss Joyce be?
Can she tell me that?’
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‘I'm six,” said the child, slightly amused and very
condescending.

‘Six! There now. Add up and count as far as six, can you?
Well, that’s a clever little girl, a clever little girl. And if she has to
drink a spoonful of medicine, she won’t make a murmur, I’'ll be
bound. Not like some little girls. What? Eh?’

‘I take it if mother wishes me to,” said Joyce.

‘Ah, there now! That’s the style! That’s what I like to hear
from a little lady in bed because she’s cut her knee. That’s the
style —~

The comfortable and prolix doctor dressed and bandaged the
knee and recommended bed and a light diet for the little lady. He
thought a week or a fortnight would put it right. No bones or
ligatures damaged — fortunately. Only a flesh cut. He would come
again in a day or two.

So Joyce was reassured and stayed in bed and had all her toys
up. Her father often played with her. The doctor came the third day.
He was fairly pleased with the knee. It was healing. It was healing —
yes — yes. Let the child continue in bed. He came again after a day or
two. Winifred was a trifle uneasy. The wound seemed to be healing
on the top, but it hurt the child too much. It didn’t look quite right.
She said so to Egbert.

‘Egbert, I’'m sure Joyce’s knee isn’t healing properly.’

‘I think it is,” he said. ‘I think it’s all right.’

‘I’d rather Doctor Wing came again — I don’t feel satisfied.’

‘Aren’t you trying to imagine it worse than it really is?’

“You would say so, of course. But I shall write a post-card to
Doctor Wing now.’

The doctor came next day. He examined the knee. Yes, there
was inflammation. Yes, there might be a little septic poisoning —
there might. There might. Was the child feverish?

So a fortnight passed by, and the child was feverish, and the
knee was more inflamed and grew worse and was painful, painful.
She cried in the night, and her mother had to sit up with her. Egbert
still insisted it was nothing, really — it would pass. But in his heart he
was anxious.
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Winifred wrote again to her father. On Saturday the elderly
man appeared. And no sooner did Winifred see the thick, rather short
figure in its grey suit than a great yearning came over her.

‘Father, I'm not satisfied with Joyce. I’'m not satisfied with
Doctor Wing.’

‘Well, Winnie, dear, if you’re not satisfied we must have
further advice, that is all.’

The sturdy, powerful, elderly man went upstairs, his voice
sounding rather grating through the house, as if it cut upon the tense
atmosphere.

‘How are you, Joyce, darling?’ he said to the child. ‘Does your
knee hurt you? Does it hurt you, dear?’

‘It does sometimes.” The child was shy of him, cold towards
him.

‘Well, dear, I’'m sorry for that. I hope you try to bear it, and not
trouble mother too much.’

There was no answer. He looked at the knee. It was red and
stiff.

‘Of course,” he said, ‘I think we must have another doctor’s
opinion. And if we’re going to have it, we had better have it at once.
Egbert, do you think you might cycle in to Bingham for Doctor
Wayne? I found him very satisfactory for Winnie’s mother.’

‘I can go if you think it necessary,’ said Egbert.

‘Certainly I think it necessary. Even if there if nothing, we can
have peace of mind. Certainly | think it necessary. | should like
Doctor Wayne to come this evening if possible.’

So Egbert set off on his bicycle through the wind, like a boy
sent on an errand, leaving his father-in-law a pillar of assurance, with
Winifred.

Doctor Wayne came, and looked grave. Yes, the knee was
certainly taking the wrong way. The child might be lame for life.

Up went the fire and fear and anger in every heart. Doctor
Wayne came again the next day for a proper examination. And, yes,
the knee had really taken bad ways. It should be X-rayed. It was very
important.
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Godfrey Marshall walked up and down the lane with the
doctor, beside the standing motor-car: up and down, up and down in
one of those consultations of which he had had so many in his life.

As a result he came indoors to Winifred.

‘Well, Winnie, dear, the best thing to do is to take Joyce up to
London, to a nursing home where she can have proper treatment.
Of course this knee has been allowed to go wrong. And apparently
there is a risk that the child may even lose her leg. What do you
think, dear? You agree to our taking her up to town and putting her
under the best care?’

‘Oh, father, you know I would do anything on earth for her.’

‘I know you would, Winnie darling. The pity is that there has
been this unfortunate delay already. I can’t think what Doctor Wing
was doing. Apparently the child is in danger of losing her leg. Well
then, if you will have everything ready, we will take her up to town
tomorrow. I will order the large car from Denley’s to be here at ten.
Egbert, will you take a telegram at once to Doctor Jackson? It is a
small nursing home for children and for surgical cases, not far from
Baker Street. I'm sure Joyce will be all right there.’

‘Oh, father, can’t [ nurse her myself!’

‘Well, darling, if she is to have proper treatment, she had best
be in a home. The X-ray treatment, and the electric treatment, and
whatever is necessary.’

‘It will cost a great deal — said Winifred.

‘We can’t think of cost, if the child’s leg is in danger — or even
her life. No use speaking of cost,” said the elder man impatiently.

And so it was. Poor Joyce, stretched out on a bed in the big
closed motor-car — the mother sitting by her head, the grandfather in
his short grey beard and a bowler hat, sitting by her feet, thick, and
implacable in his responsibility — they rolled slowly away from
Crockham, and from Egbert who stood there bareheaded and a little
ignominious, left behind. He was to shut up the house and bring the
rest of the family back to town, by train, the next day.

Followed a dark and bitter time. The poor child. The poor, poor
child, how she suffered, an agony and a long crucifixion in that
nursing home. It was a bitter six weeks which changed the soul of
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Winifred for ever. As she sat by the bed of her poor, tortured little
child, tortured with the agony of the knee, and the still worse agony
of these diabolic, but perhaps necessary modern treatments, she felt
her heart killed and going cold in her breast. Her little Joyce, her
frail, brave, wonderful, little Joyce, frail and small and pale as
a white flower! Ah, how had she, Winifred, dared to be so wicked,
so wicked, so careless, so sensual.

‘Let my heart die! Let my woman’s heart of flesh die! Saviour,
let my heart die. And save my child. Let my heart die from the world
and from the flesh. Oh, destroy my heart that is so wayward. Let my
heart of pride die. Let my heart die.’

So she prayed beside the bed of her child. And like the Mother
with the seven swords in her breast, slowly her heart of pride and
passion died in her breast, bleeding away. Slowly it died, bleeding
away, and she turned to the Church for comfort, to Jesus, to the
Mother of God, but most of all, to that great and enduring institution,
the Roman Catholic Church. She withdrew into the shadow of the
Church. She was a mother with three children. But in her soul she
died, her heart of pride and passion and desire bled to death, her soul
belonged to her church, her body belonged to her duty as a mother.

Her duty as a wife did not enter. As a wife she had no sense of
duty: only a certain bitterness towards the man with whom she had
known such sensuality and distraction. She was purely the Mater
Dolorata. To the man she was closed as a tomb.

Egbert came to see his child. But Winifred seemed to be
always seated there, like the tomb of his manhood and his
fatherhood. Poor Winifred: she was still young, still strong and ruddy
and beautiful like a ruddy hard flower of the field. Strange — her
ruddy, healthy face, so sombre, and her strong, heavy, full-blooded
body, so still. She, a nun! Never. And yet the gates of her heart and
soul had shut in his face with a slow, resonant clang, shutting him out
for ever. There was no need for her to go into a convent. Her will had
done it.

And between this young mother and this young father lay the
crippled child, like a bit of pale silk floss on the pillow, and a little
white pain-quenched face. He could not bear it. He just could not
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bear it. He turned aside. There was nothing to do but to turn aside.
He turned aside, and went hither and thither, desultory. He was still
attractive and desirable. But there was a little frown between his
brow as if he had been cleft there with a hatchet: cleft right in, for
ever, and that was the stigma.

The child’s leg was saved: but the knee was locked stiff. The
fear now was lest the lower leg should wither, or cease to grow.
There must be long-continued massage and treatment, daily
treatment, even when the child left the nursing home. And the whole
of the expense was borne by the grandfather.

Egbert now had no real home. Winifred with the children and
nurse was tied to the little flat in London. He could not live there: he
could not contain himself. The cottage was shut-up — or lent to
friends. He went down sometimes to work in his garden and keep the
place in order. Then with the empty house around him at night, all
the empty rooms, he felt his heart go wicked. The sense of frustration
and futility, like some slow, torpid snake, slowly bit right through his
heart. Futility, futility: the horrible marsh-poison went through his
veins and killed him.

As he worked in the garden in the silence of day he would
listen for a sound. No sound. No sound of Winifred from the dark
inside of the cottage: no sound of children’s voices from the air, from
the common, from the near distance. No sound, nothing but the old
dark marsh-venomous atmosphere of the place. So he worked
spasmodically through the day, and at night made a fire and cooked
some food alone.

He was alone. He himself cleaned the cottage and made his
bed. But his mending he did not do. His shirts were slit on the
shoulders, when he had been working, and the white flesh showed
through. He would feel the air and the spots of rain on his exposed
flesh. And he would look again across the common, where the dark,
tufted gorse was dying to seed, and the bits of cat-heather were
coming pink in tufts, like a sprinkling of sacrificial blood.

His heart went back to the savage old spirit of the place: the
desire for old gods, old, lost passions, the passion of the cold-
blooded, darting snakes that hissed and shot away from him, the
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mystery of blood-sacrifices, all the lost, intense sensations of the
primeval people of the place, whose passions seethed in the air still,
from those long days before the Romans came. The seethe of a lost,
dark passion in the air. The presence of unseen snakes.

A queer, baffled, half-wicked look came on his face. He could
not stay long at the cottage. Suddenly he must swing on to his
bicycle and go — anywhere. Anywhere, away from the place.
He would stay a few days with his mother in the old home. His
mother adored him and grieved as a mother would. But the little,
baffled, half-wicked smile curled on his face, and he swung away
from his mother’s solicitude as from everything else.

Always moving on — from place to place, friend to friend: and
always swinging away from sympathy. As soon as sympathy, like a
soft hand, was reached out to touch him, away he swerved,
instinctively, as a harmless snake swerves and swerves and swerves
away from an outstretched hand. Away he must go. And periodically
he went back to Winifred.

He was terrible to her now, like a temptation. She had
devoted herself to her children and her church. Joyce was once
more on her feet; but, alas! lame, with iron supports to her leg, and
a little crutch. It was strange how she had grown into a long,
pallid, wild little thing. Strange that the pain had not made her soft
and docile, but had brought out a wild, almost maenad temper in
the child. She was seven, and long and white and thin, but by no
means subdued. Her blonde hair was darkening. She still had long
sufferings to face, and, in her own childish consciousness, the
stigma of her lameness to bear.

And she bore it. An almost maenad courage seemed to possess
her, as if she were a long, thin, young weapon of life.
She acknowledged all her mother’s care. She would stand by her
mother for ever. But some of her father’s fine-tempered desperation
flashed in her.

When Egbert saw his little girl limping horribly — not only
limping but lurching horribly in crippled, childish way, his heart
again hardened with chagrin, like steel that is tempered again. There
was a tacit understanding between him and his little girl: not what we
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would call love, but a weapon-like kinship. There was a tiny touch of
irony in his manner towards her, contrasting sharply with Winifred’s
heavy, unleavened solicitude and care. The child flickered back to
him with an answering little smile of irony and recklessness: an odd
flippancy which made Winifred only the more sombre and earnest.
The Marshalls took endless thought and trouble for the child,
searching out every means to save her limb and her active freedom.
They spared no effort and no money, they spared no strength of will.
With all their slow, heavy power of will they willed that Joyce
should save her liberty of movement, should win back her wild, free
grace. Even if it took a long time to recover, it should be recovered.
So the situation stood. And Joyce submitted, week after week,
month after month to the tyranny and pain of the treatment. She
acknowledged the honourable effort on her behalf. But her flamy
reckless spirit was her father’s. It was he who had all the glamour for
her. He and she were like members of some forbidden secret society
who know one another but may not recognize one another.
Knowledge they had in common, the same secret of life, the father
and the child. But the child stayed in the camp of her mother,
honourably, and the father wandered outside like Ishmael, only
coming sometimes to sit in the home for an hour or two, an evening
or two beside the camp fire, like Ishmael, in a curious silence and
tension, with the mocking answer of the desert speaking out of his
silence, and annulling the whole convention of the domestic home.
His presence was almost an anguish to Winifred. She prayed
against it. That little cleft between his brow, that flickering, wicked,
little smile that seemed to haunt his face, and above all, the
triumphant loneliness, the Ishmael quality. And then the erectness of
his supple body, like a symbol. The very way he stood, so quiet, so
insidious, like an erect, supple symbol of life, the living body,
confronting her downcast soul, was torture to her. He was like a
supple living idol moving before her eyes, and she felt if she watched
him she was damned.
And he came and made himself at home in her little home.
When he was there, moving in his own quiet way, she felt as if the
whole great law of sacrifice, by which she had elected to live, were
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annulled. He annulled by his very presence the laws of her life. And
what did he substitute? Ah, against that question she hardened herself
in recoil.

It was awful to her to have to have him about — moving about
in his shirt-sleeves, speaking in his tenor, throaty voice to the
children. Annabel simply adored him, and he teased the little girl.
The baby, Barbara, was not sure of him. She had been born a
stranger to him. But even the nurse, when she saw his white shoulder
of flesh through the slits of his torn shirt, thought it a shame.

Winifred felt it was only another weapon of his against her.

“You have other shirts — why do you wear that old one that is
all torn, Egbert?”’ she said.

‘I may as well wear it out,” he said subtly.

He knew she would not offer to mend it for him. She could not.
And no, she would not. Had she not her own gods to honour? And
could she betray them, submitting to his Baal and Ashtaroth? And it
was terrible to her, his unsheathed presence, that seemed to annul her
and her faith, like another revelation. Like a gleaming idol evoked
against her, a vivid life-idol that might triumph.

He came and he went — and she persisted. And then the great
war broke out. He was a man who could not go to the dogs. He could
not dissipate himself. He was pure-bred in his Englishness, and even
when he would have killed to be vicious, he could not.

So when the war broke out his whole instinct was against it:
against war. He had not the faintest desire to overcome any
foreigners or to help in their death. He had no conception of Imperial
England, and Rule Britannia was just a joke to him. He was a pure-
blooded Englishman, perfect in his race, and when he was truly
himself he could no more have been aggressive on the score of his
Englishness than a rose can be aggressive on the score of its rosiness.

No, he had no desire to defy Germany and to exalt England.
The distinction between German and English was not for him the
distinction between good and bad. It was the distinction between blue
water-flowers and red or white bush-blossoms: just difference. The
difference between the wild boar and the wild bear. And a man was
good or bad according to his nature, not according to his nationality.
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Egbert was well-bred, and this was part of his natural
understanding. It was merely unnatural to him to hate a nation en
bloc. Certain individuals he disliked, and others he liked, and the
mass he knew nothing about. Certain deeds he disliked, certain deeds
seemed natural to him, and about most deeds he had no particular
feeling.

He had, however, the one deepest pure-bred instinct. He
recoiled inevitably from having his feelings dictated to him by the
mass feeling. His feelings were his own, his understanding was his
own, and he would never go back on either, willingly. Shall a man
become inferior to his own true knowledge and self, just because the
mob expects it of him?

What Egbert felt subtly and without question, his father-in-law
felt also in a rough, more combative way. Different as the two men
were, they were two real Englishmen, and their instincts were almost
the same.

And Godfrey Marshall had the world to reckon with. There
was German military aggression, and the English non-military idea
of liberty and the ‘conquests of peace’ — meaning industrialism. Even
if the choice between militarism and industrialism were a choice of
evils, the elderly man asserted his choice of the latter, perforce. He
whose soul was quick with the instinct of power.

Egbert just refused to reckon with the world. He just refused
even to decide between German militarism and British industrialism.
He chose neither. As for atrocities, he despised the people who
committed them as inferior criminal types. There was nothing
national about crime.

And yet, war! War! Just war! Not right or wrong, but just war
itself. Should he join? Should he give himself over to war? The
question was in his mind for some weeks. Not because he thought
England was right and Germany wrong. Probably Germany was
wrong, but he refused to make a choice. Not because he felt inspired.
No. But just — war.

The deterrent was, the giving himself over into the power of
other men, and into the power of the mob-spirit of a democratic
army. Should he give himself over? Should he make over his own
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life and body to the control of something which he knew was inferior,
in spirit, to his own self? Should he commit himself into the power of
an inferior control? Should he? Should he betray himself?

He was going to put himself into the power of his inferiors, and
he knew it. He was going to subjugate himself. He was going to be
ordered about by petty canaille of non-commissioned officers — and
even commissioned officers. He who was born and bred free. Should
he do it?

He went to his wife, to speak to her.

‘Shall I join up, Winifred?’

She was silent. Her instinct also was dead against it. And yet a
certain profound resentment made her answer:

‘You have three children dependent on you. I don’t know
whether you have thought of that.’

It was still only the third month of the war, and the old pre-war
ideas were still alive.

‘Of course. But it won’t make much difference to them. I shall
be earning a shilling a day, at least.’

“You’d better speak to father, I think,” she replied heavily.

Egbert went to his father-in-law. The elderly man’s heart was
full of resentment.

‘I should say,” he said rather sourly, ‘it is the best thing you
could do.’

Egbert went and joined up immediately, as a private soldier. He
was drafted into the light artillery.

Winifred now had a new duty towards him: the duty of a wife
towards a husband who is himself performing his duty towards the
world. She loved him still. She would always love him, as far as
earthly love went. But it was duty she now lived by. When he came
back to her in khaki, a soldier, she submitted to him as a wife. It was
her duty. But to his passion she could never again fully submit.
Something prevented her, for ever: even her own deepest choice.

He went back again to camp. It did not suit him to be a modern
soldier. In the thick, gritty, hideous khaki his subtle physique was
extinguished as if he had been killed. In the ugly intimacy of the
camp his thoroughbred sensibilities were just degraded. But he had

85



chosen, so he accepted. An ugly little look came on to his face, of a
man who has accepted his own degradation.

In the early spring Winifred went down to Crockham to be
there when primroses were out, and the tassels hanging on the
hazel-bushes. She felt something like a reconciliation towards
Egbert, now he was a prisoner in camp most of his days. Joyce
was wild with delight at seeing the garden and the common again,
after the eight or nine months of London and misery. She was still
lame. She still had the irons up her leg. But she lurched about with
a wild, crippled agility.

Egbert came for a week-end, in his gritty, thick, sand-paper
khaki and puttees and the hideous cap. Nay, he looked terrible. And
on his face a slightly impure look, a little sore on his lip, as if he had
eaten too much or drunk too much or let his blood become a little
unclean. He was almost uglily healthy, with the camp life. It did not
suit him.

Winifred waited for him in a little passion of duty and sacrifice,
willing to serve the soldier, if not the man. It only made him feel a
little more ugly inside. The week-end was torment to him: the
memory of the camp, the knowledge of the life he led there; even the
sight of his own legs in that abhorrent khaki. He felt as if the hideous
cloth went into his blood and made it gritty and dirty. Then Winifred
so ready to serve the soldier, when she repudiated the man. And this
made the grit worse between his teeth. And the children running
around playing and calling in the rather mincing fashion of children
who have nurses and governesses and literature in the family. And
Joyce so lame! It had all become unreal to him, after the camp.
It only set his soul on edge. He left at dawn on the Monday morning,
glad to get back to the realness and vulgarity of the camp.

Winifred would never meet him again at the cottage — only in
London, where the world was with them. But sometimes he came
alone to Crockham perhaps when friends were staying there. And
then he would work awhile in his garden. This summer still it would
flame with blue anchusas and big red poppies, the mulleins would
sway their soft, downy erections in the air: he loved mulleins: and the
honeysuckle would stream out scent like memory, when the owl was
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whooing. Then he sat by the fire with the friends and with Winifred’s
sisters, and they sang the folk-songs. He put on thin civilian clothes
and his charm and his beauty and the supple dominancy of his body
glowed out again. But Winifred was not there.

At the end of the summer he went to Flanders, into action.
He seemed already to have gone out of life, beyond the pale of life.
He hardly remembered his life any more, being like a man who is
going to take a jump from a height, and is only looking to where he
must land.

He was twice slightly wounded, in two months. But not enough
to put him off duty for more than a day or two. They were retiring
again, holding the enemy back. He was in the rear — three machine-
guns. The country was all pleasant, war had not yet trampled it. Only
the air seemed shattered, and the land awaiting death. It was a small,
unimportant action in which he was engaged.

The guns were stationed on a little bushy hillock just outside a
village. But occasionally, it was difficult to say from which direction,
came the sharp crackle of rifle-fire, and beyond, the far-off thud of
cannon. The afternoon was wintry and cold.

A lieutenant stood on a little iron platform at the top of the
ladders, taking the sights and giving the aim, calling in a high, tense,
mechanical voice. Out of the sky came the sharp cry of the
directions, then the warning numbers, then ‘Fire!” The shot went, the
piston of the gun sprang back, there was a sharp explosion, and a
very faint film of smoke in the air. Then the other two guns fired, and
there was a lull. The officer was uncertain of the enemy’s position.
The thick clump of horse-chestnut trees below was without change.
Only in the far distance the sound of heavy firing continued, so far
off as to give a sense of peace.

The gorse bushes on either hand were dark, but a few sparks of
flowers showed yellow. He noticed them almost unconsciously as he
waited, in the lull. He was in his shirt-sleeves, and the air came chill
on his arms. Again his shirt was slit on the shoulders, and the flesh
showed through. He was dirty and unkempt. But his face was quiet.
So many things go out of consciousness before we come to the end
of consciousness.
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Before him, below, was the highroad, running between high
banks of grass and gorse. He saw the whitish muddy tracks and deep
scores in the road, where the part of the regiment had retired. Now all
was still. Sounds that came, came from the outside. The place where
he stood was still silent, chill, serene: the white church among the
trees beyond seemed like a thought only.

He moved into a lightning-like mechanical response at the
sharp cry from the officer overhead. Mechanism, the pure
mechanical action of obedience at the guns. Pure mechanical action
at the guns. It left the soul unburdened, brooding in dark nakedness.
In the end, the soul is alone, brooding on the face of the uncreated
flux, as a bird on a dark sea.

Nothing could be seen but the road, and a crucifix knocked
slanting and the dark, autumnal fields and woods. There appeared
three horsemen on a little eminence, very small, on the crest of a
ploughed field. They were our own men. Of the enemy, nothing.

The lull continued. Then suddenly came sharp orders, and a
new direction of the guns, and an intense, exciting activity. Yet at the
centre the soul remained dark and aloof, alone.

But even so, it was the soul that heard the new sound: the new,
deep ‘papp!’ of a gun that seemed to touch right upon the soul. He
kept up the rapid activity at the machine-gun, sweating. But in his
soul was the echo of the new, deep sound, deeper than life.

And in confirmation came the awful faint whistling of a shell,
advancing almost suddenly into a piercing, tearing shriek that would
tear through the membrane of life. He heard it in his ears, but he
heard it also in his soul, in tension. There was relief when the thing
had swung by and struck, away beyond. He heard the hoarseness of
its explosion, and the voice of the soldier calling to the horses. But he
did not turn round to look. He only noticed a twig of holly with red
berries fall like a gift on to the road below.

Not this time, not this time. Whither thou goest | will go. Did
he say it to the shell, or to whom? Whither thou goest | will go.
Then, the faint whistling of another shell dawned, and his blood
became small and still to receive it. It drew nearer, like some horrible
blast of wind; his blood lost consciousness. But in the second of
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suspension he saw the heavy shell swoop to earth, into the rocky
bushes on the right, and earth and stones poured up into the sky. It
was as if he heard no sound. The earth and stones and fragments of
bush fell to earth again, and there was the same unchanging peace.
The Germans had got the aim.

Would they move now? Would they retire? Yes. The officer
was giving the last lightning-rapid orders to fire before withdrawing.
A shell passed unnoticed in the rapidity of action. And then, into the
silence, into the suspense where the soul brooded, finally crashed a
noise and a darkness and a moment’s flaming agony and horror.
Ah, he had seen the dark bird flying towards him, flying home this
time. In one instant life and eternity went up in a conflagration of
agony, then there was a weight of darkness.

When faintly something began to struggle in the darkness,
a consciousness of himself, he was aware of a great load and a
clanging sound. To have known the moment of death! And to be
forced, before dying, to review it. So, fate, even in death.

There was a resounding of pain. It seemed to sound from the
outside of his consciousness: like a loud bell clanging very near. Yet
he knew it was himself. He must associate himself with it. After a
lapse and a new effort, he identified a pain in his head, a large pain
that clanged and resounded. So far he could identify himself with
himself. Then there was a lapse.

After a time he seemed to wake up again, and waking, to know
that he was at the front, and that he was killed. He did not open his
eyes. Light was not yet his. The clanging pain in his head rang out
the rest of his consciousness. So he lapsed away from consciousness,
in unutterable sick abandon of life.

Bit by bit, like a doom came the necessity to know. He was hit
in the head. It was only a vague surmise at first. But in the swinging
of the pendulum of pain, swinging ever nearer and nearer, to touch
him into an agony of consciousness and a consciousness of agony,
gradually the knowledge emerged — he must be hit in the head — hit
on the left brow; if so, there would be blood — was there blood? —
could he feel blood in his left eye? Then the clanging seemed to burst
the membrane of his brain, like death-madness.
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Was there blood on his face? Was hot blood flowing? Or was it
dry blood congealing down his cheek? It took him hours even to ask
the question: time being no more than an agony in darkness, without
measurement.

A long time after he had opened his eyes he realized he was
seeing something — something, something, but the effort to recall
what was too great. No, no; no recall!

Were they the stars in the dark sky? Was it possible it was stars
in the dark sky? Stars? The world? Ah, no, he could not know it!
Stars and the world were gone for him, he closed his eyes. No stars,
no sky, no world. No, No! The thick darkness of blood alone. It
should be one great lapse into the thick darkness of blood in agony.

Death, oh, death! The world all blood, and the blood all
writhing with death. The soul like the tiniest little light out on a dark
sea, the sea of blood. And the light guttering, beating, pulsing in a
windless storm, wishing it could go out, yet unable.

There had been life. There had been Winifred and his children.
But the frail death-agony effort to catch at straws of memory, straws
of life from the past, brought on too great a nausea. No, No! No
Winifred, no children. No world, no people. Better the agony of
dissolution ahead than the nausea of the effort backwards. Better the
terrible work should go forward, the dissolving into the black sea of
death, in the extremity of dissolution, than that there should be any
reaching back towards life. To forget! To forget! Utterly, utterly to
forget, in the great forgetting of death. To break the core and the unit
of life, and to lapse out on the great darkness. Only that. To break the
clue, and mingle and commingle with the one darkness, without
afterwards or forwards. Let the black sea of death itself solve the
problem of futurity. Let the will of man break and give up.

What was that? A light! A terrible light! Was it figures? Was it
legs of a horse colossal — colossal above him: huge, huge?

The Germans heard a slight noise, and started. Then, in the
glare of a light-bomb, by the side of the heap of earth thrown up by
the shell, they saw the dead face.
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DISCUSSION OF THE TEXT

1. What is the theme and the idea of the story? The marriage of
Egbert and Winifred? Or the state of the English countryside?
Or the theme of the war?

What is the main conflict of the story like?

Dwell on the tone of narration and the author’s point of view.

What is the significance of Lawrence’s repeated phrases? What

does he mean by “an amateur, amateurish”? How do these

words characterize Egbert?

5. Account for the title of the story. It is the quote of the poem by
W.E. Henley. What idea does Henley convey in his poem?
Does Lawrence share Henley’s standpoint?

6. Compare the two principal male characters. Expand on the
distinctions between Egbert and Godfry Marshall.

7. Focus on the leading themes of the story (love and marriage;
the importance of the past; the theme of war).

8. Make a conclusion on how the English identity is revealed in
the story under study.

H~own

Kew Gardens
Virginia Woolf (1882 — 1941)

British author who made an original contribution to the form
of the novel — also distinguished feminist essayist, critic in The Times
Literary Supplement, and a central figure of Bloomsbury group.
Virginia Woolf’s books were published by Hogart Press, which she
founded with her husband, the critic and writer Leonard Woolf.
Originally their printing machine was small enough to fit on a
kitchen table, but their publications later included T.S. Eliot’s Waste
Land (1922), fiction by Maxim Gorky, E.M. Forster, and Katherine
Mansfield, and the complete twenty-four-volume translation of the
works of Sigmund Freud.

In her works Woolf developed innovative literary techniques in
order to reveal women’s experience and find an alternative to the
male-dominated views of reality. In her essay ‘Mr. Bennett and
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Mrs. Brown’ Woolf argued that John Galsworthy, H. G. Wells and
other realistic English novelists dealt in surfaces but to get
underneath these surfaces one must use less restricted presentation
of life, and such devices as stream of consciousness and interior
monologue and abandon linear narrative.

From the oval-shaped flower-bed there rose perhaps a hundred
stalks spreading into heart-shaped or tongue-shaped leaves half way up
and unfurling at the tip red or blue or yellow petals marked with spots of
colour raised upon the surface; and from the red, blue or yellow gloom
of the throat emerged a straight bar, rough with gold dust and slightly
clubbed at the end. The petals were voluminous enough to be stirred by
the summer breeze, and when they moved, the red, blue and yellow
lights passed one over the other, staining an inch of the brown earth
beneath with a spot of the most intricate colour. The light fell either
upon the smooth, grey back of a pebble, or, the shell of a snail with its
brown, circular veins, or falling into a raindrop, it expanded with such
intensity of red, blue and yellow the thin walls of water that one
expected them to burst and disappear. Instead, the drop was left in a
second silver grey once more, and the light now settled upon the flesh of
a leaf, revealing the branching thread of fibre beneath the surface, and
again it moved on and spread its illumination in the vast green spaces
beneath the dome of the heart-shaped and tongue-shaped leaves. Then
the breeze stirred rather more briskly overhead and the colour was
flashed into the air above, into the eyes of the men and women who
walk in Kew Gardens in July.

The figures of these men and women straggled past the flower-
bed with a curiously irregular movement not unlike that of the white
and blue butterflies who crossed the turf in zig-zag flights from bed
to bed. The man was about six inches in front of the woman, strolling
carelessly, while she bore on with greater purpose, only turning her
head now and then to see that the children were not too far behind.
The man kept this distance in front of the woman purposely, though
perhaps unconsciously, for he wished to go on with his thoughts.

“Fifteen years ago | came here with Lily,” he thought. “We
sat somewhere over there by a lake and | begged her to marry me
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all through the hot afternoon. How the dragonfly kept circling
round us: how clearly | see the dragonfly and her shoe with the
square silver buckle at the toe. All the time | spoke | saw her shoe
and when it moved impatiently | knew without looking up what she
was going to say: the whole of her seemed to be in her shoe. And
my love, my desire, were in the dragonfly; for some reason
| thought that if it settled there, on that leaf, the broad one with the
red flower in the middle of it, if the dragonfly settled on the leaf she
would say ‘Yes’ at once. But the dragonfly went round and round:
it never settled anywhere, of course not, happily not, or | shouldn’t
be walking here with Eleanor and the children. Tell me, Eleanor.
D’you ever think of the past?”

“Why do you ask, Simon?”

“Because I’ve been thinking of the past. I’ve been thinking of
Lily, the woman | might have married.... Well, why are you silent?
Do you mind my thinking of the past?”

“Why should I mind, Simon? Doesn’t one always think of the
past, in a garden with men and women lying under the trees? Aren’t
they one’s past, all that remains of it, those men and women, those
ghosts lying under the trees,... one’s happiness, one’s reality?”

“For me, a square silver shoe buckle and a dragonfly.”

“For me, a kiss. Imagine six little girls sitting before their
easels twenty years ago, down by the side of a lake, painting the
water-lilies, the first red water-lilies 1’d ever seen. And suddenly a
kiss, there on the back of my neck. And my hand shook all the
afternoon so that | couldn’t paint. | took out my watch and marked
the hour when I would allow myself to think of the kiss for five
minutes only it was so precious the kiss of an old grey-haired woman
with a wart on her nose, the mother of all my kisses all my life.
Come, Caroline, come, Hubert.”

They walked on the past the flower-bed, now walking four
abreast, and soon diminished in size among the trees and looked half
transparent as the sunlight and shade swam over their backs in large
trembling irregular patches.

In the oval flower bed the snail, whose shell had been stained
red, blue, and yellow for the space of two minutes or so, now
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appeared to be moving very slightly in its shell, and next began to
labour over the crumbs of loose earth which broke away and rolled
down as it passed over them. It appeared to have a definite goal in
front of it, differing in this respect from the singular high stepping
angular green insect who attempted to cross in front of it, and waited
for a second with its antenna trembling as if in deliberation, and then
stepped off as rapidly and strangely in the opposite direction. Brown
cliffs with deep green lakes in the hollows, flat, blade-like trees that
waved from root to tip, round boulders of grey stone, vast crumpled
surfaces of a thin crackling texture, all these objects lay across the
snail’s progress between one stalk and another to his goal. Before he
had decided whether to circumvent the arched tent of a dead leaf or
to breast it there came past the bed the feet of other human beings.

This time they were both men. The younger of the two wore an
expression of perhaps unnatural calm; he raised his eyes and fixed
them very steadily in front of him while his companion spoke, and
directly his companion had done speaking he looked on the ground
again and sometimes opened his lips only after a long pause and
sometimes did not open them at all. The elder man had a curiously
uneven and shaky method of walking, jerking his hand forward and
throwing up his head abruptly, rather in the manner of an impatient
carriage horse tired of waiting outside a house; but in the man these
gestures were irresolute and pointless. He talked almost incessantly;
he smiled to himself and again began to talk, as if the smile had been
an answer. He was talking about spirits, the spirits of the dead, who,
according to him, were even now telling him all sorts of odd things
about their experiences in Heaven.

“Heaven was known to the ancients as Thessaly, William, and
now, with this war, the spirit matter is rolling between the hills like
thunder.” He paused, seemed to listen, smiled, jerked his head and
continued:

“You have a small electric battery and a piece of rubber to
insulate the wire — isolate? insulate? well, we’ll skip the details, no
good going into details that wouldn’t be understood and in short the
little machine stands in any convenient position by the head of the
bed, we will say, on a neat mahogany stand. All arrangements being
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properly fixed by workmen under my direction, the widow applies
her ear and summons the spirit by sign as agreed. Women! Widows!
Women in black.”

Here he seemed to have caught sight of a woman’s dress in the
distance, which in the shade looked a purple black. He took off his hat,
placed his hand upon his heart, and hurried towards her muttering and
gesticulating feverishly. But William caught him by the sleeve and
touched a flower with the tip of his walking-stick in order to divert the
old man’s attention. After looking at it for a moment in some confusion
the old man bent his ear to it and seemed to answer a voice speaking
from it, for he began talking about the forests of Uruguay which he had
visited hundreds of years ago in company with the most beautiful young
woman in Europe. He could be heard murmuring about forests of
Uruguay blanketed with the wax petals of tropical roses, nightingales,
sea beaches, mermaids, and women drowned at sea, as he suffered
himself to be moved on by William, upon whose face the look of stoical
patience grew slowly deeper and deeper.

Following his steps so closely as to be slightly puzzled by his
gestures came two elderly women of the lower middle class, one stout
and ponderous, the other rosy cheeked and nimble. Like most people of
their station they were frankly fascinated by any signs of eccentricity
betokening a disordered brain, especially in the well-to-do; but they
were too far off to be certain whether the gestures were merely eccentric
or genuinely mad. After they had scrutinised the old man’s back in
silence for a moment and given each other a queer, sly look, they went
on energetically piecing together their very complicated dialogue:

“Nell, Bert, Lot, Cess, Phil, Pa, he says, | says, she says, | says,
I says, | says”

“My Bert, Sis, Bill, Grandad, the old man, sugar, Sugar, flour,
Kippers, greens, Sugar, sugar, sugar.”

The ponderous woman looked through the pattern of falling
words at the flowers standing cool, firm, and upright in the earth,
with a curious expression. She saw them as a sleeper waking from a
heavy sleep sees a brass candlestick reflecting the light in an
unfamiliar way, and closes his eyes and opens them, and seeing the
brass candlestick again, finally starts broad awake and stares at the
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candlestick with all his powers. So the heavy woman came to a
standstill opposite the oval-shaped flower bed, and ceased even to
pretend to listen to what the other woman was saying. She stood
there letting the words fall over her, swaying the top part of her body
slowly backwards and forwards, looking at the flowers. Then she
suggested that they should find a seat and have their tea.

The snail had now considered every possible method of
reaching his goal without going round the dead leaf or climbing over
it. Let alone the effort needed for climbing a leaf, he was doubtful
whether the thin texture which vibrated with such an alarming
crackle when touched even by the tip of his horns would bear his
weight; and this determined him finally to creep beneath it, for there
was a point where the leaf curved high enough from the ground to
admit him. He had just inserted his head in the opening and was
taking stock of the high brown roof and was getting used to the cool
brown light when two other people came past outside on the turf.
This time they were both young, a young man and a young woman.
They were both in the prime of youth, or even in that season which
precedes the prime of youth, the season before the smooth pink folds
of the flower have burst their gummy case, when the wings of the
butterfly, though fully grown, are motionless in the sun.

“Lucky it isn’t Friday,” he observed.

“Why? D’you believe in luck?”

“They make you pay sixpence on Friday.”

“What’s sixpence anyway? Isn’t it worth sixpence?”

“What’s “it’? what do you mean by ‘it’?”

“Q, anything I mean you know what | mean.”

Long pauses came between each of these remarks; they were
uttered in toneless and monotonous voices. The couple stood still on
the edge of the flower bed, and together pressed the end of her
parasol deep down into the soft earth. The action and the fact that his
hand rested on the top of hers expressed their feelings in a strange
way, as these short insignificant words also expressed something,
words with short wings for their heavy body of meaning, inadequate
to carry them far and thus alighting awkwardly upon the very
common objects that surrounded them, and were to their
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inexperienced touch so massive; but who knows (so they thought as
they pressed the parasol into the earth) what precipices aren’t
concealed in them, or what slopes of ice don’t shine in the sun on the
other side? Who knows? Who has ever seen this before? Even when
she wondered what sort of tea they gave you at Kew, he felt that
something loomed up behind her words, and stood vast and solid
behind them; and the mist very slowly rose and uncovered, Heavens,
what were those shapes? little white tables, and waitresses who
looked first at her and then at him; and there was a bill that he would
pay with a real two shilling piece, and it was real, all real, he assured
himself, fingering the coin in his pocket, real to everyone except to
him and to her; even to him it began to seem real; and then but it was
too exciting to stand and think any longer, and he pulled the parasol
out of the earth with a jerk and was impatient to find the place where
one had tea with other people, like other people.

“Come along, Trissie; it’s time we had our tea.”

“Wherever does one have one’s tea?” she asked with the oddest
thrill of excitement in her voice, looking vaguely round and letting
herself be drawn on down the grass path, trailing her parasol, turning
her head this way and that way, forgetting her tea, wishing to go
down there and then down there, remembering orchids and cranes
among wild flowers, a Chinese pagoda and a crimson crested bird,;
but he bore her on.

Thus one couple after another with much the same irregular and
aimless movement passed the flower-bed and were enveloped in layer
after layer of green blue vapour, in which at first their bodies had
substance and a dash of colour, but later both substance and colour
dissolved in the green-blue atmosphere. How hot it was! So hot that
even the thrush chose to hop, like a mechanical bird, in the shadow of
the flowers, with long pauses between one movement and the next;
instead of rambling vaguely the white butterflies danced one above
another, making with their white shifting flakes the outline of a
shattered marble column above the tallest flowers; the glass roofs of the
palm house shone as if a whole market full of shiny green umbrellas had
opened in the sun; and in the drone of the aeroplane the voice of the
summer sky murmured its fierce soul. Yellow and black, pink and snow
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white, shapes of all these colours, men, women, and children were
spotted for a second upon the horizon, and then, seeing the breadth of
yellow that lay upon the grass, they wavered and sought shade beneath
the trees, dissolving like drops of water in the yellow and green
atmosphere, staining it faintly with red and blue. It seemed as if all gross
and heavy bodies had sunk down in the heat motionless and lay huddled
upon the ground, but their voices went wavering from them as if they
were flames lolling from the thick waxen bodies of candles. Voices.
Yes, voices. Wordless voices, breaking the silence suddenly with such
depth of contentment, such passion of desire, or, in the voices of
children, such freshness of surprise; breaking the silence? But there was
no silence; all the time the motor omnibuses were turning their wheels
and changing their gear; like a vast nest of Chinese boxes all of wrought
steel turning ceaselessly one within another the city murmured; on the
top of which the voices cried aloud and the petals of myriads of flowers
flashed their colours into the air.

Kopoaesckuii caa (nep. /1. ArpaueBa)

He menee cTa cTe0enbKoB TSHYINUCH C IPOIOJIrOBAaTON [[BETOY-
HOW KJIIyMOBI, pacKpblBasCh — IOYTH HaJl caMoil 3emieil — BeepoM
JUCTHEB B (hOpME cep/lia WU 3arHyThIX S3BIYKOB, U pPa3BOPAuMBAIU
Ha BEPLIMHE YAl KPACHBIX, CHHUX, XKEJITHIX JICIECTKOB, YChIIIAaHHBIE
TyCTBIMU IIBETHBIMU IISITHBIIIKAMH; 4 U3 KPACHOI'O, CUHETO, JKEITOT0
CyMpaka Ha [HE Yallld IOAHUMAJICS TBEPABIA NPSIMOU POCTOK,
HIEPIIABBIA OT 30JI0THCTOM MBLIM U YyTh 3aKPYIJVICHHBIM Ha KOHIIE.
JlenecTku ObUIM AOCTATOYHO KPYIHBIE, YTOOBI YyBCTBOBATh JIETHUN
BETEPOK, U KOT'/1a OHHU KOJIBIXAJIMCh, KPACHBIE, CHHUE U JKEIIThIE OTHU
Haleranu Jpyr Ha jApyra, Opocas Ha Oypylo 3eMIII0O HEBHJIAaHHBIE
oTcBeThl. Kpacky JOXKUIUCE TO HA IMIAJAKYI0 CEPYIO CIMHKY T'ajlbKH,
TO Ha PAaKOBUHY YJIMTKHM B MaTOBBIX OypbIX pa3Bojax; WIH BIPYT,
IIONaB B JOXKIEBYIO KAIUIIO, B3PBIBAINCh TAaKUM IOJOBOJBEM Kpac-
HOT'O, CHHEI0 U JKEITOr0, 4YTO Ka3aJoCh, TOHKHE BOJSHBIE CTCHKU
BOT-BOT HE BBIJIEPKAT U pasnersaTcs Bapedesru. Ho yepe3 MruoBeHbe
KaIulsi BHOBb CTAHOBUJIACH CEPEOPUCTO-CEpOid, a 1IBETa TPl YKe
Ha MSCHCTOM JIMCTKE, OOHa)kasi TiyOOKO 3ampsTaHHbIE HUTH COCY-
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JI0B, U CHOBA YJIETAJIM M PA3JIMBAIIN CBET HA 3€JICHBIX IIPOCTOpaXx IMOJ
CBOJIaMH JIUCTHEB B (hOpPME Cepllia WM 3arHYTHIX sI3bIYKOB. [loTomM
HajeTan OoJiee peIINTENbHBI IOpbIB BETpa, U, B3METHYBILUCH
KBEpXY, LIBETHBIE OTHHU JIETEJIN B IJ1a3a MYXXYHMH U KEHIIUH, KOTOpPbIE
IyJsitoT B utosie no Koposeckomy 60TaHH4YECKOMY cany.

@Urypel 3TUX MYKYMH WM JKEHIIWH JBUTAINCh MUMO KIyMOBI
B KAKOM-TO CTPaHHOM XaOTMYECKOM KpYrOBOpOTE, MOYTHU Kak Oeno-
cruHue 0abouKM, KOTOpbIE MPUYYAJIUBBIMH 3HUI3araMH MeEpeseTann ¢
Ty)Kalkd Ha Jyxaiiky. MyK4yuHa IIeNI 4yTh BIEpean, HEOPEKHOMH,
pacciiabJeHHOH MOXOAKOM; JKEHIMHA cTynajga Oojee LelleyCTpeM-
JEHHO ¥ TOJBKO HHOrna oOopaumBaiiach, YTOObI MOCMOTPETh, HE
CIIMUIKOM JIM OTCTald JeTH. My)XKuMHa JepKajics BIEpENUd HaMe-
PEHHO, XOTsI, MOKET ObITh, U OECCO3HATEIBHO: €My XOTEIOCh CIO-
KOiHO mopymarts. «lIaTHanuars sner Hasan s npusen croga Jlwmm, —
JyMail oH. — Ml CHIeNH T'71e-TO TaM, Y 03€pa, U s ylpallruBail ee CTaTh
MoOell KeHOM, oaro-goyiro, U ObUIO odeHb kapko. Haxg nHamu Oe3
KOHIIa KPYXHJIa CTPEKO3a, KaK SICHO sl IOMHIO 3Ty CTPEKO3y M €lle
Ty(IIr0 ¢ KBaZipaTHOW cepeOpsiHOiM mpsbkkoi. Bee Bpems, moka st roo-
pui, s BUAET 3Ty Ty(IIro, U KOTJIa OHA HETEpIENMBO B3AparuBala,
s 3HaJI, HE IOJHUMAs IJI1a3, YTO OTBETUT MHe JInim; Ka3anoce, oHa BCS
B 3TOi Tydne. A Mos m000Bb, MO CTPacTb OBUIM B CTPEKO3E;
MOYEMY-TO S ymMall, 4TO, €CIM OHA CseT BOT TaM, HAa TOM JIUCTE,
IIMPOKOM, C KPAaCHBIM IIBETKOM IIOCEpPEINHE, €CIIU TOJBKO CTPEKOo3a
CAZET Ha TOM Jicre, JInnm ceiuac ke ckaxer: «/la». Ho ctpekosa Bce
KpYXXHJIa U KpY>KWJla; OHAa TaKk HUTJIE U HE cella — Hy KOHEYHO, U cjaBa
6ory, a To pa3Be Iy Obl 5 3/1eCh ceifuac ¢ DIMHOP U AETbMHU?»

— Ckaxxu MHe, DnuHop. Tl Korga-HuOyIb TyMaellb O MPOILIoM?

— A noyemy TbI cupamuBaenib, CaiiMoH?

— IToromy 4TO 5 celiuac myman o npouutoM. S gyman o Jlnnm,
0 JKEHIIMHE, HAa KOTOpPOM MOr Obl >KeHUThCS... Hy uTO X TbI
Moruuis? Tebe HEMPUITHO, YTO 5 TyMAaro O MPOIIOM?

— ITouemy MHe nommxHO ObITH HenpusTHO, CaiiMoH? Pa3Be He
KOKIBIA JAyMaeT O MpOILJIOM B cady, TAe IMOJA JEPEBbsIMHU JIekKaT
MY’KUMHBI U KEHIIMHBI? Pa3Be OHM He Halle NpoLUIoe, HE BCE, UTO
OT HEro OCTajJOoCh, 3TU MYXYHUHBI U KEHIIUHBI, 3TU MPU3PAKH 0]
JIEPEBbSIMMU... HAIlIE CYACTHE, HAIlla )KU3Hb?
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— It MeHst — Tyduisi ¢ cepeOpsTHOM MPSKKOM U CTPEKO3a. ..

— A s mens — nonenyi. [IpencraBp cebe, mecTs MaCeHBKUX
JIEBOYEK CTOAT Mepes MoJbOepTaMu, JBaALATh JIET Ha3all, Ha Oepery
03epa U PUCYIOT BOJSHBIC JWIMH, s TOTJAa BIEPBBIE YyBHIEIA
KpacHble BOAsHBbIC Juiud. M BOpyr momenyil BOT 37ech B IIEHO,
czamu. Y MeHS TOTOM BeCh JCHb TpsACIAach pykKa, s HE MOrjia
pucoBath. Sl mocTaBasia yackl U OTMEYasja BpeMs, KOTJla MHE MOKHO
Oyner nymarh O TOLETye, TONBKO IMSITh MHHYT — TaKOH OH OBLI
JIparoleHHbIN, — MOIEIyH Ceoi CTapyIIKu ¢ 00pOJaBKOW Ha HOCY,
[JIaBHBIH W3 BCEX MOMX TIolleNyeB, 3a Bclo xu3Hb. Ckopee,
Kapomnaiin, ckopee, Xbr00epT.

OHu MUHOBaJIK KJIyMOY U TOILIH Jajbllle, TeNepb BCE YETBEPO
PAIOM, U CKOPO CTald MAJCHBKUMHU M TOJIYINPO3PAYHBIMU CPEIU
JIEpEeBbEB, cpeAr OONBIIUX M JIPOXKAIIUX COJHEYHBIX IIATEH,
KOTOpPBIC, YePEAYACh C TCHBIO, HE CIICIIa TPOTUIBIBAIIH 110 UX CITUHAM.

B npononroBaroil IBeTOYHOM KIyMO€ YJIHTKA, Ybl0O PAKOBUHY
MUHYTBI Ha JIBE PACIBETHIIO B KpacHbIC, CHHUEC M JCJIThIC TOHA,
Tenepb 4YyThb-4yTh 3allleBEIHMJIaCh B CBOCH pPaKOBUHE U C TPYIOM
MOMOJ3/Ia TI0 KOMKaM pBIXJIOW 3eMJIM, KOTOpbIE TO U JIEJO
OTPBIBAIMCh U KaTWIWCh BHM3. llepen Heill, mo-Bugumomy, ObLia
TBEepAas IIellb, YTO OTJIMYAJIO €€ OT CTPAaHHOro, OOJBIIOr0 |
YIJIOBaTOro  3€JIEHOT0  HACEKOMOro, KOTOpoe  TompoOoBaio
JIBUHYTHCS BIIEPEI, IMOTOM 3aCThIJIO HAa MTHOBEHBE C JPOKAIIAMHU
YCHKaMHU, CIIOBHO Pa3MBbIIUISASA, U BAPYT TaK ke OBICTPO U HEMOHSTHO
METHYJIOCh 00paTHO. Bypwie yTechl Haja TIyOOKMMH BITaJIWHAMHU
3eNIeHBIX 03€p, MIIOCKHUEe, KaK KIMHKH, AEPEBbs, UTO KOJBIIIYTCS OT
KOPHSI JTO BEPIITMHBI, KPYTIIBIC CepPhIe BATYHBI, OOJBIINE MATHIC KPYTH
TOHKOM, XpyCTsIIei TKaHW — BCE JTO JIeXkall0 Ha MYTH YJIUTKH OT
OJIHOTO CcTE0JIsI 10 IPYroro, K 3aBeTHOM I1eJIH.

[Tpexxae yem oHa penia, 0OOUTH JTM U3OTHYBIIHUKICS IIATPOM
CyXOM JIMCT WM JBUHYTHCS HAIPOJIOM, BO3JIe KIyMOBI CHOBa
pa3nanuck mmaru groaei. Ha 31oT pa3 o6a Obutn Myx4uuHbL. JIniio
TOTO, YTO TIOMOJIOXKE, BBIpAXKAJIO, MOXKAIYH, IaKe Ype3MEepHOE
CIIOKOWMCTBHE; TOJHSB TOJIOBY, OH OYE€Hb TBEPAO CMOTPEN MPSIMO
nepes coOOW, Korja ero CIYyTHHK TOBOPHJI, HO €1Ba JIUIIb TOT
3aMOJIKal — CHOBA OITyCKal TJla3a W MHOT/Ia OTBEYaN MOCIE JIOJITOro
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MOJTYaHUS, a TTIOPOH U BOBCE HE OTBeYall. Y crapiiero Obuia CTpaHHO
pe3kasi 1 HepOBHAs MOXOJIKA: OH BEIOPACHIBAT BIEpPE] PYKY U KPYTO
B3/IepTUBall TOJIOBOM, COBCEM KakKk HeTeprenuBas JIOIIA[b,
BIIPSDKEHHAS B OKUIIAX, KOTOPOM HAI0€J0 KIaTh y MOIBE3/1a; TOJIBKO
y HETO 3TH JIBW)KEHUS ObUTH HEPEIIUTEIbHBI U 0€CCMBICTICHHBI.

["oBOpHIT OH TIOYTH HEMPEPBHIBHO; yIbIOACS caM cede U OIATh
HA4YMHAJ TOBOPUTH, Kak OyNITO yiblOKa Obuta oTBeToM. OH FOBOPHII O
JyXax — JyXaX YMEpIIMX, KOTOpble U TEemepb, MO €ro CjaoBawm,
paccka3bIBaJId €My MHOT'O 3araJIo4HOro O XHU3HU B Palo.

— YV npeBHHX, YWIbsM, paeM cuutainach deccanusi, a TENepb,
MOCJI€ BOMHBI, JyXOBHOE BEIIECTBO HOCUTCS IO TOpaM KaKk TPOMOBBIE
packaThl. — OH OCTAaHOBWICA, K YEMY-TO MPUCTYIIANICA, YABIOHYICS,
JIEPHYJI TOJI0BOM U MPOAOJIKAI:

— bepemb ManeHbKyI0 3JEKTpHUECKYlO0 OaTapeiiky M HEMHOIo
PE3UHBI U1 U30JIAUUH OOMOTKH... HAMOTKH?.. OOMOTKH?.. — HY JIJIHO,
9TO MENOYM, YTO TOJIKY TOBOPUTH O MEJIOYaX, KOTOPBIX HUKTO HE
MOWMET, — KOpo4e, CTAaBHIIb BECh MEXaHU3M KakK-HUOYb Moy100Hee y
U3rOJIOBbS KPOBATH, CKAYKEM, HA U3SIIHOW JIAKUPOBAHHOW TyMOOUKE.
Paboune ycranaBiMBaIOT BCe Kak HAJO, IO MOMM YKa3aHUSIM, U TOTJa
BJIOBA TIOJHOCUT YXO U 3HAaKOM BBI3bIBAE€T JyX, Kak YCJIOBJEHO.
Kenmmusl! Bnosel! XKeHIMHBI B 4epHOM. ..

TyT OH, MO-BUAUMOMY, 3aMETUJ BJAIM >KEHCKOE IIaThe,
KOTOpO€ B TEHH Ka3ajJoCh JUJIOBO-uyepHbIM. OH CHSI MHUIAMY,
OPWIOKUI PYKY K CEpIALly M pBaHYNICS 3a Hell, uTo-To Oopmoda
Y OTYAssHHO pa3MaxuBas pykamu. Ho YuiabsaM moiman ero 3a pykas
U KOHYMKOM TpPOCTH TOKa3al Ha IIBETOK, YTOOBI OTBIIEYh €T0
BHMUMaHHE. [loCMOTpEeB Ha IIBETOK B KaKOM-TO CMSITCHHH, CTapUK
HAKJIOHWJICS ¥ TIPUJIOKHWI K HEMY yXO, @ IIOTOM, CJIOBHO B OTBET Ha
TO, YTO YCIBIIIAJ, CTal paccKa3blBaTh O Jiecax Ypyraas, TJe OH
MyTENIeCTBOBAJl COTHHU JIeT Ha3aj] B OOIIECTBE camMOl MperIecTHOMN
xeHmuHel EBponbl. U monro eme pasmaBaniock ero OOpMOTaHbE
0 Jilecax YpyrBas, YCESHHBIX TIJaJKUMH, KAaK BOCK, JEMECTKaMU
TPOTIMYECKUX PO3, O COJIOBBSIX M TECUAHBIX OTMEIAX, O pycalikax
U YTOIUICHHUIIAX, a YWIbAM BeJl €ro Jaibllie U Janbllie, U BCE
CUJIbHEE CBETUJIACh TEPIENIUBasi TPYCTh B €T0 TJla3ax.
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ITourn TOTYaCc BCaEX 3a HHMHM — TakK OJM3KO, YTO JKECTHI
CTapuKa y>K€ MOTJIM IMOKa3aThCid CTPAHHBIMH, — LM JIBE MOXKUJIbIE
JKEHIITUHBI, TI0 BUJIy W3 HEOOTraThIX, OJIHA TOJHAs M MEJIUTEIIbHA,
Jpyrasi MOJBWKHAsE U pyMsiHas. [Ipu3Haku yynayecTBa, BbLIAIOIINE
MMOMYTHBIIHMICS PaCcCylOK, U OCOOEHHO Yy JIOJICH C COCTOSHUEM,
ObUIM JJI1 HUX, KaKk IS OOJBIIMHCTBA MM ITOJOOHBIX, YEM-TO
HEBEPOSITHO MHTEPECHBIM U YBJIEKATEIbHBIM;, HO OHHU IILJIM BCE XK€
CJIMIIIKOM JAJIEKO, YTOOBI OMPEICTUTh, IIPOCTO JTU CTAPUK UyAaKOBAT
WJIM B CAMOM JIeJie TIOMEIIIaH.

BaumarenbHOo, B MOJYaHMM HW3y4HWB €ro CIHUHY, a 3aTeM
CTPaHHO W XUTPO MEPErISIHYBIINCH, OHU CHOBA CTaJIU CKJIAJbIBATh U3
HETIOHATHBIX CJIOB CBOIM OYEHB CJIOKHBIM pa3roBop:

— Henn, bepr, Jlot, Cecc, ®ui, mamna, OH TOBOPUT, 51 TOBOPIO,
aoHa,ad,ad..

— A wmotii bepr, cectpa, buin, nen, crapuk, caxap, Caxap, Myka,
cenejnka, 3eneHb, Caxap, caxap, caxap.

[TonHas »eHIIMHA CMOTpEJIa CKBO3b MECTPbIA MOTOK CIOB Ha
TO, KaK W3 3€MJIM XOJIOJIHO, MPSIMO M HAJMEHHO BCTAIOT I[BETHI,
U B JIAIIE €€ OBbUIO HEeJOYMEHHE. DTH IIBETHI BUCIINCH €l TaK jKe, KaKk
BUJIUTCS YEJIOBEKY, €]Ba OUYHYBLIEMYCS OT TSKEJIOrO0 CHA, MEIHBIN
MOJICBEYHHUK, KOTOPBIA MO-HOBOMY M HEMPUBBIYHO OTPAXKAET CBET;
YEJIOBEK 3aKpbIBAET M OTKPBIBACT Ija3a, U CHOBA BUIUT MEIHBIN
MOJCBEYHUK, W TOTJa YK COBCEM TPOCHINACTCS, W TIISIJAUT Ha
MOJACBEYHUK HE MHras 4YTO €CTh CWI. Tak W rpy3Has >KCHIIHHA
OCTaHOBWJIACh Y TIPOJIOJITOBATOM KIYMOBI U TIepecTalia Jaxe JesaTh
BUJI, YTO CIylIaeT CBOKWO coyTHuiy. CioBa JeTeny MHUMO, a OHa
CTOsUTa, MEIJIEHHO pacKauuBasiCh B3aJ M BIEpEd, U CMOTpesa Ha
1BeThl. [ToToM OHa cka3ana, 4To XOpoIIo Obl HAWTH ya00HOE MECTO
H BBIITUTH Yalo.

Yautka obaymala yxe Bce MyTH, KAKUMU MOKHO JIOCTUTHYTh
1IeIM, He 00XOJis CyXO#l JUCT W He Bie3as Ha Hero. He rosops yx
0 TOM, KaK TPYJIHO BJIE3Th Ha JIUCT, OHA CWJIbHO COMHEBAJIACh, YTO
TOHKasl TKaHb, KOTOpas TaK YrpOXKarolle B3JparuBajia U xpycresa
MpU MajieHIIeM MPUKOCHOBEHUU POTOB, BBIIEPKHUT €€ BEC; ITO-TO
COOOpaXeHHE W 3aCTaBUJIO €€ HAKOHEI[ PEIIUTHCS MPOIOJI3TH IO/
JUCTOM, MO0 B OJAHOM MECT€ IUCT HW3OTHYJCS HACTOJBKO, 4YTO
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obpazoBaiics ynoOHbIH Bxoa. OHa Kak pa3 CyHyJa TOJIOBY BHYTPb
Y KPUTUYECKU M3YyYasla BBICOKYIO KOPUYHEBYIO KPBIIY, IOHEMHOTY
MPUBBIKAsE K MPOXJIAJAHBIM KOPHUYHEBBIM CyMEpKaM, KOTJa CHapyXu
0 TpaBe MPOIILIX €lIe ABOE.

Ha sToT pa3 06a OblM MOJIOABI, MOJIOJION YETIOBEK U JEBYIIKA.
Onu ObUTM B paclBeTe CYACTIMBOH IOHOCTH WM JaKe€ B TOM
BO3pacTe, KOTOPbIA MpEAIIECTBYET IOHOMY I[BETEHHUIO, KOTAa
HEXKHBIA PO30BBI OyTOH eIle He BBIPBAJICSA U3 YIPYroil 000JI0YKH,
KOrJia KpbUlbsi 6a00YKH XOTSl U BBIPOCIIH, HO HETMOJBUKHO CBEPKAIOT
Ha COJIHIIE.

— XO0pol1110, YTO CETO/IHS HE MSATHUIIA, — 3aMETHIT OH.

— Ilouemy? ThbI uTO, CyeBEpHBII?

— B narauIy 3a BX01 O€pyT HMOJIIUIUIAHTA.

— Hy u uro? Pa3Be 3T0 HE CTOUT MONIIMITHHTA?

—UTO «3TO» — UTO 3HAYHUT «ITO»?

— Hy... Bce... B 00111€M, ThI TIOHUMACIIIb.

3a Kaxmol w3 ATHX (pa3 CIeIOBAIO JOITOE MOJIYAHUC
MIPOM3HOCWIINCh OHM OTPEIIeHHO U 0e3 BhIpakeHUs. BaBoem oHH
CTOSUTM Ha Kparw KJIyMObI U BMECTE JAaBWJIM Ha €€ 30HTHK, KOHYHK
KOTOpPOTO TIyOOKO YIIeNn B MSTKYI0 3eMito. To, 4YTO OHH BOT TaK
CTOSUTM M €ro pyka Jexalla Ha €€ pyKe, CTpaHHBIM 00pa3oMm
BBIPAXKAJI0O HMX YYBCTBA, U 3TU KOPOTKHE HE3HAUMTENIbHBIE CIIOBA
TOE YTO-TO BBIPAXKAIM; Y ITUX CIIOB KOPOTKHUE KPBUIBIIIKA — UM HE
YHECTH JAJNEKO TSHKKUM Tpy3 3HAUYEHHM, U MOTOMY OHHM HEJIOBKO
CaJsITCS Ha TMPHUBBIYHBIC TPEAMETHl BOKPYT, HO KAKHUMH Ba)KHBIMH
KOKYTCS OHM IpPU TEPBOM, HEONBITHOM MpUKOCHOBeHMu! UM kTO
3HaeT (aymMalldi OHH, BMECTE€ CXKMMas 30HTUK), Kakue O€3HBI
CKPBIBAIOTCS, OBITh MOXKET, 32 HUMH, KaKue€ CHSIIONIME JIeIHUKH
JIeXKaT Ha COJIHIIE TaM, Ha APYrol CTopoHe?

Kto 3naer? Kro 310 Bumen? [laxe xorja oHa crpocuia, Kak
B KoposieBckoM cany MojaroT 4aid, OH IMOYYBCTBOBAJ, YTO 3a €€
CJIOBaMH  BBICATCS  TyMaHHbIE  OYEpPTaHUS, OTPOMHBIE U
TaWHCTBEHHBIC, U OYCHHb MEJICHHO TyMaH PacCesuiCs, U OTKPBUIHCH —
o Oorm, UYTO O3TO 3a KapTUHBI? — Oemnble-OeNble CTOIHKU
1 0UITMAHTKH, KOTOPhIE CMOTPST CHavaja Ha Hee, a TOTOM Ha HETo;
U CYET, MO KOTOPOMY OH 3aIlaTUT HACTOAIIEd MOHETOW B JIBa
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HIWJUTMHTA, U BCE ATO MPaBJia, BCEe MO-HACTOSIIEMY, YBEpsI OH cebs,
HaIlybIBasi MOHETY B KapMaHe, IO-HAcCTOSIIEMY JJsl BCEX, KpoMe
HUX JBOMX; AK€ €MY 3TO CTAJIO Ka3aThCsl HACTOALLMM; a IIOTOM... HO
HET, HEBO3MOXHO OOJIbIIE CTOSITh U JyMaTh, U OH PE3KO BBIICPHYI
30HTHK W3 3€MJIM, EMY OYEHb HE TEpIIEIOCh OTBICKATh TO MECTO, /e
ITBIOT Yail — CO BCEMH, KaK BCeE.

— [Momnu, Tpuccu, nopa NuUTh Yai.

— Ho rae 3aech mplOT 4ail? — crpocuiia OHa JAPOKAIIUM OT
BOJIHEHUSI TOJIOCOM M, CKOJIBb3HYB BOKPYI HEBUISALIUM B3IJISI0M,
MOILIA, yBJIEKaeMas MM BIajlb IO 3€JIEHOM aiiee, BOJoYa KOHYHUK
30HTHKA 10 TPaBe, TOBOPAYMBAsi FOJIOBY TO BIIPABO, TO BJIEBO, 3a0BIB
PO 4ail, MOpBIBAsCh MOWTH TO Tyna, TO CIOAA, BCIIOMHUHAs IPO
OpXUJEH, U )KypaBJeH Ha LIBETOYHOM IOJISHE, U KUTAWCKYIO Maroxy,
Y IIyPIIYPHYIO NITHYKY C XOXOJIKOM; HO OH BEJ €€ BIEPE/I.

Tak, mOBUHYSICh €AMHOMY OecLeNbHOMY U OECHOPSAI0OYHOMY
JIBIDKCHHUIO, TMapa 3a M[apod MpOXOoAWJia MHMO  KIyMOBI
¥ IOHEMHOT'Y TpoTnajalia B Kiy0ax 3eJeHOBAaTO-T0Jy00ro MapeBa;
BHaualle Tela WX OBIIM BEIIECTBEHHBI M SIPKO OKpAaIIeHBI, HO
[OTOM CTAaHOBWJIMCh THpU3payHbl U OECIBETHHl U BOBCE
pPacTBOPSUINCH B 3eJIeHO-ToIy00i abiMke. bbuto ouens xapko! Tak
KapKo, 4TO Jake Opo3] Mpbirajl B TEHU IBETOB, KaK 3aBOAHAs
NTUYKA, TOJOITY 3aMupas MeXAy JByMs MpbDKKaMu; Oeble
0abouku He Mopxanu HajJ KiymO0aMu, a OIPUTAHLOBBIBAJIM Ha
MecTe, OJIHa HaJ IpPYyro, Tak 4TO OT KPYNHBIX LIBETOB TSAHYJIHCH
BBEpX IUIALIyIIME Oesble CTPyH, KakK pa30uTble MpaMOpHbIE
KOJIOHHBI; CTEKJISHHAs KpBbIIIa OpPaH)XXEPEW CBEpPKajla TakK, CIOBHO
Ha 3aJIMTON COJHUEM IUIOIIagy PACKPBUINCh COTHH OCIJIENUTEIBHO
3€JIEHBIX 30HTUKOB; a TyJICHUE caMoJIeTa HaJ T'OJOBOM, Ka3alocCh,
MCXO/IMJIO U3 CaMOM AYyIIN SPOCTHOIO JIETHEro Heba.

Xentele u uepHble, pO30BBIE U OEIOCHEXKHBIE, (UTYPKU
MY>KYMH, JKEHIIMH M JileTeli Ha MIHOBEHbE BCIBIXMBAJIM Ha
TOPU30HTE, a IOTOM, KOT/Ia B IJ1a3a YAApsul XKEJThIM CBET, Pa3iIUThII
M0 TpaBe, B3JIparuBajy U NPSTAIUCh B TEHU JE€PEBHEB, UCHAPSSICH,
KaK BOJISHBIE KaIlJld, B JKEJITO-3€JICHOM BO31yXe, J00aBiss K HEMY
YyTh-4yTh KpacHOro u cuHero. Kazanoce, Bce, 4TO €CTh MaCCUBHOTO
U TSKEJOro, NMPUNAIO0 K 3€MJIE U HETOABM)KHO JIE)KUT Ha Xape, HO
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roJioca HEPOBHO JIOJETAIOT OT ITUX 3aCTHIBUIMX TEJl, KAK OTHEHHBIE
A3bIYKH MEPLAIOT HaJ TOJCTBIMH BOCKOBBIMHM CBeuamu. ['ornoca. /la,
rojioca. becciaoBecHsle rosoca, 4ro BIPYr Pa3pblBalOT TULIMHY C
TaKUM CJIAJIKUM OJIa)KEHCTBOM, C TAKOW KI'ydel CTPaCThIO WM, €CIIU
3TO Trojioca JETel, ¢ TAKUM 3BOHKHM YAHMBIECHHEM; pa3pbIBAIOT
tuinHy? Ho ee HeT, 3TOM TUIIMHBL, BCE ATO BpEeMsl KPYTATCs KoJjeca,
MEPEKIIIOYAIOTCA CKOPOCTH B KPAaCHBIX aBTOOYyCax; KaKk B OTPOMHOM
KUTAMCKON UIPYLIKE, KPYTATCS, KPYTATCA OJUH B APYIOM IIAphl U3
KOBaHOH cTanu, TyauT U O0pMoYeT OOJbIION TopoX; a Hajd ATHM
ryJIOM TPOMKO KpHYaT TOJ0Ca M JICNECTKH HECUETHBIX LIBETOB
OpocaroT B BO3/1yX LIBETHBIE OTHHU.

ANALYSIS GUIDE:

1. What is in the focus of the author’s attention? What is the
leading image of the story, its centre?

2. Dwell on the point of view. Whose perspective is the
description given through? Comment on the description of the
raindrop.

3. To describe the flowers the author uses only three main
colours: red, yellow, and blue. What makes the flowers
extraordinary? Assess the use of colours in translation.

4. Why do flowers have no names?

What is the significance of a specific angle of vision, while

describing the objects?

6. Focus on the category of time. Is it usual or slow? How does it

correlate with the point of view?

Do you feel the author’s attitude to his characters?

Why was the title changed in translation?

9. Compare the degree of expressiveness of the original and
translated texts.

10. Dwell on the additions and omissions, employed by the
translator. Account for their relevance in terms of the style and
content of the story.

o

o~
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Unit V. DYSTOPIA

Dystopia is a futuristic, imagined universe in which oppressive
societal control and the illusion of a perfect society are maintained
through corporate, bureaucratic, technological, moral, or totalitarian
control. Literally the word ‘dystopia’ means ‘a bad place’. Dystopias,
through an exaggerated worst-case scenario, make a criticism about a
current trend, societal norm, or political system. Among the
characteristics of a dystopian society there are the following:

« Propaganda is used to control the citizens of society.

* Information, independent thought, and freedom are
restricted.

« A figurehead or concept is worshipped by the citizens of
the society.

«  Citizens are perceived to be under constant surveillance.

»  Citizens have a fear of the outside world.

« Citizens live in a dehumanized state.

*  The natural world is banished and distrusted.

« Citizens conform to uniform expectations. Individuality
and dissent are bad.

« The society is an illusion of a perfect utopian world.

Speaking of the traits of dystopian fiction, one may name the
following:

1) There is always a back story of a war, rebellion,
revolution, natural disaster which resulted in dramatic
changes to society.

2) The protagonist often feels trapped and is struggling to
escape. He questions the existing social and political
systems and believes or feels intuitively that something is
terribly wrong with the society in which he or she lives.
The protagonist helps the audience to recognize the
negative aspects of the dystopian world through his or her
perspective.
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3) Dystopian literature usually depicts events that take place
in the future, it often features technology more advanced
than that of contemporary society. It is controlled
exclusively by the group in power.

4) 1t usually has traits of contemporary society as well, to
make it more familiar to the readers, and thus, more
convincing and involving.

5) It is unresolved, i.e. the narrative deals with individuals
who are dissatisfied, rebel, but usually fail to change
anything. That is why, dystopia is pervaded with a sense of
hopelessness.

6) There is a group of people who are not under the complete
control of the state, in whom the protagonist puts his or her
hope.

7) The common themes are total control (over physical universe,
nature, the human body, etc.); lack of individual identity;
lack of God; language influences thought and behaviour.

From England Your England
George Orwell (1903 — 1950)

The British author George Orwell, pen name of Eric Blair,
achieved prominence in the late 1940s as the author of two brilliant
satires ‘Animal Farm’ (1945), an anti-Soviet tale, and ‘Nineteen
Eighty-Four’ (1949), which shows that the destruction of language is
an essential part of oppression. Orwell was an uncompromising
individualist and political idealist. V. S. Pritchett called him “the
wintry conscience of a generation”. He wrote documentaries, essays,
and criticism during the 1930s and later established himself as one
of the most important and influential voices of the century.

In 1939 the coming of mass warfare for the second time in the
country brought to an end all illusions that the conflicts which had
torn Spain and Germany during the 30s were simply ‘internal’
problems. One of the first British writers to recognize that the 20"
century was — and would continue to be — an age of ideological
struggle — was George Orwell.
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Although Orwell is best-known as a novelist, his essays are
among the finest of the 20™ century. He also produced newspaper
articles and reviews, which were written for money, but he carefully
crafted his other essays for such journals as Partisan Review,
Adelphi, and Horizon. Without hesitation he accused that Yeats is a
fascist, H. G. Wells was out of touch with reality, Salvador Dali he
found decadent, but he defended P. G. Wodehouse. In ‘Why Write?’
and ‘Politics and the English Language’ (1948) Orwell argued that
writers have an obligation of fighting social injustice, oppression,
and the power of totalitarian regimes.

As | write, highly civilized human beings are flying overhead,
trying to kill me.

They do not feel any enmity against me as an individual, nor |
against them. They are ‘only doing their duty’, as the saying goes.
Most of them, | have no doubt, are kind-hearted law-abiding men
who would never dream of committing murder in private life. On the
other hand, if one of them succeeds in blowing me to pieces with a
well-placed bomb, he will never sleep any the worse for it. He is
serving his country, which has the power to absolve him from evil.

One cannot see the modern world as it is unless one recognizes
the overwhelming strength of patriotism, national loyalty. In certain
circumstances it can break down, at certain levels of civilization it
does not exist, but as a positive force there is nothing to set beside it.
Christianity and international Socialism are as weak as straw in
comparison with it. Hitler and Mussolini rose to power in their own
countries very largely because they could grasp this fact and their
opponents could not.

Also, one must admit that the divisions between nation and
nation are founded on real differences of outlook. Till recently it was
thought proper to pretend that all human beings are very much alike,
but in fact anyone able to use his eyes knows that the average of
human behaviour differs enormously from country to country.
Things that could happen in one country could not happen in another.
Hitler’s June purge, for instance, could not have happened in
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England. And, as western peoples go, the English are very highly
differentiated. There is a sort of back-handed admission of this in the
dislike which nearly all foreigners feel for our national way of life.
Few Europeans can endure living in England, and even Americans
often feel more at home in Europe.

When you come back to England from any foreign country,
you have immediately the sensation of breathing a different air. Even
in the first few minutes dozens of small things conspire to give you
this feeling. The beer is bitterer, the coins are heavier, the grass is
greener, the advertisements are more blatant. The crowds in the big
towns, with their mild knobby faces, their bad teeth and gentle
manners, are different from a European crowd. Then the vastness of
England swallows you up, and you lose for a while your feeling that
the whole nation has a single identifiable character. Are there really
such things as nations? Are we not forty-six million individuals, all
different? And the diversity of it, the chaos! The clatter of clogs in
the Lancashire mill towns, the to-and-fro of the lorries on the Great
North Road, the queues outside the Labour Exchanges, the rattle of
pin-tables in the Soho pubs, the old maids hiking to Holy
Communion through the mists of the autumn morning — all these are
not only fragments, but characteristic fragments, of the English
scene. How can one make a pattern out of this muddle?

But talk to foreigners, read foreign books or newspapers, and
you are brought back to the same thought. Yes, there is something
distinctive and recognizable in English civilization. It is a culture as
individual as that of Spain. It is somehow bound up with solid
breakfasts and gloomy Sundays, smoky towns and winding roads,
green fields and red pillar-boxes. It has a flavour of its own.
Moreover it is continuous, it stretches into the future and the past,
there is something in it that persists, as in a living creature. What can
the England of 1940 have in common with the England of 1840? But
then, what have you in common with the child of five whose
photograph your mother keeps on the mantelpiece? Nothing, except
that you happen to be the same person.

And above all, it is your civilization, it is you. However much
you hate it or laugh at it, you will never be happy away from it for
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any length of time. The suet puddings and the red pillar-boxes have
entered into your soul. Good or evil, it is yours, you belong to it, and
this side the grave you will never get away from the marks that it has
given you.

Meanwhile England, together with the rest of the world, is
changing. And like everything else it can change only in certain
directions, which up to a point can be foreseen. That is not to say that
the future is fixed, merely that certain alternatives are possible and
others not. A seed may grow or not grow, but at any rate a turnip
seed never grows into a parsnip. It is therefore of the deepest
importance to try and determine what England is, before guessing
what part England can play in the huge events that are happening.

National characteristics are not easy to pin down, and when
pinned down they often turn out to be trivialities or seem to have no
connection with one another. Spaniards are cruel to animals, Italians can
do nothing without making a deafening noise, the Chinese are addicted
to gambling. Obviously such things don’t matter in themselves.
Nevertheless, nothing is causeless, and even the fact that Englishmen
have bad teeth can tell something about the realities of English life.

Here are a couple of generalizations about England that would
be accepted by almost all observers. One is that the English are not
gifted artistically. They are not as musical as the Germans or Italians,
painting and sculpture have never flourished in England as they have
in France. Another is that, as Europeans go, the English are not
intellectual. They have a horror of abstract thought, they feel no need
for any philosophy or systematic ‘world-view’. Nor is this because
they are ‘practical’, as they are so fond of claiming for themselves.
One has only to look at their methods of town planning and water
supply, their obstinate clinging to everything that is out of date and a
nuisance, a spelling system that defies analysis, and a system of
weights and measures that is intelligible only to the compilers of
arithmetic books, to see how little they care about mere efficiency.
But they have a certain power of acting without taking thought. Their
world-famed hypocrisy — their double-faced attitude towards the
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Empire, for instance — is bound up with this. Also, in moments of
supreme crisis the whole nation can suddenly draw together and act
upon a species of instinct, really a code of conduct which is
understood by almost everyone, though never formulated. The phrase
that Hitler coined for the Germans, ‘a sleep-walking people’, would
have been better applied to the English. Not that there is anything to
be proud of in being called a sleep-walker.

But here it is worth noting a minor English trait which is
extremely well marked though not often commented on, and that is a
love of flowers. This is one of the first things that one notices when
one reaches England from abroad, especially if one is coming from
southern Europe. Does it not contradict the English indifference to
the arts? Not really, because it is found in people who have no
aesthetic feelings whatever. What it does link up with, however, is
another English characteristic which is so much a part of us that we
barely notice it, and that is the addiction to hobbies and spare-time
occupations, the privateness of English life. We are a nation of
flower-lovers, but also a nation of stamp-collectors, pigeon-fanciers,
amateur carpenters, coupon-snippers, darts-players, crossword-
puzzle fans. All the culture that is most truly native centres round
things which even when they are communal are not official — the
pub, the football match, the back garden, the fireside and the ‘nice
cup of tea’. The liberty of the individual is still believed in, almost as
in the nineteenth century. But this has nothing to do with economic
liberty, the right to exploit others for profit. It is the liberty to have a
home of your own, to do what you like in your spare time, to choose
your own amusements instead of having them chosen for you from
above. The most hateful of all names in an English ear is Nosey
Parker. It is obvious, of course, that even this purely private liberty is
a lost cause. Like all other modern people, the English are in process
of being numbered, labelled, conscripted, ‘co-ordinated’. But the pull
of their impulses is in the other direction, and the kind of
regimentation that can be imposed on them will be modified in
consequence. No party rallies, no Youth Movements, no coloured
shirts, no Jew-baiting or ‘spontaneous’ demonstrations. No Gestapo
either, in all probability.
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But in all societies the common people must live to some
extent against the existing order. The genuinely popular culture of
England is something that goes on beneath the surface, unofficially
and more or less frowned on by the authorities. One thing one notices
if one looks directly at the common people, especially in the big
towns, is that they are not puritanical. They are inveterate gamblers,
drink as much beer as their wages will permit, are devoted to bawdy
jokes, and use probably the foulest language in the world. They have
to satisfy these tastes in the face of astonishing, hypocritical laws
(licensing laws, lottery acts, etc. etc.) which are designed to interfere
with everybody but in practice allow everything to happen. Also, the
common people are without definite religious belief, and have been
so for centuries. The Anglican Church never had a real hold on them,
it was simply a preserve of the landed gentry, and the Nonconformist
sects only influenced minorities. And yet they have retained a deep
tinge of Christian feeling, while almost forgetting the name of Christ.
The power-worship which is the new religion of Europe, and which
has infected the English intelligentsia, has never touched the
common people. They have never caught up with power politics. The
‘realism’ which is preached in Japanese and Italian newspapers
would horrify them. One can learn a good deal about the spirit of
England from the comic coloured postcards that you see in the
windows of cheap stationers’ shops. These things are a sort of diary
upon which the English people have unconsciously recorded
themselves. Their old-fashioned outlook, their graded snobberies,
their mixture of bawdiness and hypocrisy, their extreme gentleness,
their deeply moral attitude to life, are all mirrored there.

The gentleness of the English civilization is perhaps its most
marked characteristic. You notice it the instant you set foot on
English soil. It is a land where the bus conductors are good-tempered
and the policemen carry no revolvers. In no country inhabited by
white men is it easier to shove people off the pavement. And with
this goes something that is always written off by European observers
as ‘decadence’ or hypocrisy, the English hatred of war and
militarism. It is rooted deep in history, and it is strong in the lower-
middle class as well as the working class. Successive wars have
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shaken it but not destroyed it. Well within living memory it was
common for ‘the redcoats’ to be booed at in the streets and for the
landlords of respectable public houses to refuse to allow soldiers on
the premises. In peace time, even when there are two million
unemployed, it is difficult to fill the ranks of the tiny standing army,
which is officered by the country gentry and a specialized stratum of
the middle class, and manned by farm Ilabourers and slum
proletarians. The mass of the people are without military knowledge
or tradition, and their attitude towards war is invariably defensive.
No politician could rise to power by promising them conquests or
military ‘glory’, no Hymn of Hate has ever made any appeal to them.
In the last war the songs which the soldiers made up and sang of their
own accord were not vengeful but humorous and mock-defeatist. The
only enemy they ever named was the sergeant-major.

In England all the boasting and flag-wagging, the ‘Rule
Britannia’ stuff, is done by small minorities. The patriotism of the
common people is not vocal or even conscious. They do not retain
among their historical memories the name of a single military
victory. English literature, like other literatures, is full of battle-
poems, but it is worth noticing that the ones that have won for
themselves a kind of popularity are always a tale of disasters and
retreats. There is no popular poem about Trafalgar or Waterloo, for
instance. Sir John Moore’s army at Corunna, fighting a desperate
rearguard action before escaping overseas (just like Dunkirk!) has
more appeal than a brilliant victory. The most stirring battle-poem in
English is about a brigade of cavalry which charged in the wrong
direction. And of the last war, the four names which have really
engraved themselves on the popular memory are Mons, Ypres,
Gallipoli and Passchendaele, every time a disaster. The names of the
great battles that finally broke the German armies are simply
unknown to the general public.

The reason why the English anti-militarism disgusts foreign
observers is that it ignores the existence of the British Empire. It
looks like sheer hypocrisy. After all, the English have absorbed a
quarter of the earth and held on to it by means of a huge navy. How
dare they then turn round and say that war is wicked?
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It is quite true that the English are hypocritical about their
Empire. In the working class this hypocrisy takes the form of not
knowing that the Empire exists. But their dislike of standing armies is
a perfectly sound instinct. A navy employs comparatively few people,
and it is an external weapon which cannot affect home politics
directly. Military dictatorships exist everywhere, but there is no such
thing as a naval dictatorship. What English people of nearly all classes
loathe from the bottom of their hearts is the swaggering officer type,
the jingle of spurs and the crash of boots. Decades before Hitler was
ever heard of, the word ‘Prussian’ had much the same significance in
England as ‘Nazi’ has today. So deep does this feeling go that for a
hundred years past the officers of the British army, in peace time, have
always worn civilian clothes when off duty.

One rapid but fairly sure guide to the social atmosphere of a
country is the parade-step of its army. A military parade is really a
kind of ritual dance, something like a ballet, expressing a certain
philosophy of life. The goose-step, for instance, is one of the most
horrible sights in the world, far more terrifying than a dive-bomber. It
is simply an affirmation of naked power; contained in it, quite
consciously and intentionally, is the vision of a boot crashing down on
a face. Its ugliness is part of its essence, for what it is saying is ‘Yes, [
am ugly, and you daren’t laugh at me’, like the bully who makes faces
at his victim. Why is the goose-step not used in England? There are,
heaven knows, plenty of army officers who would be only too glad to
introduce some such thing. It is not used because the people in the
street would laugh. Beyond a certain point, military display is only
possible in countries where the common people dare not laugh at the
army. The Italians adopted the goose-step at about the time when Italy
passed definitely under German control, and, as one would expect,
they do it less well than the Germans. The Vichy government, if it
survives, is bound to introduce a stiffer parade-ground discipline into
what is left of the French army. In the British army the drill is rigid
and complicated, full of memories of the eighteenth century, but
without definite swagger; the march is merely a formalized walk. It
belongs to a society which is ruled by the sword, no doubt, but a sword
which must never be taken out of the scabbard.
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And yet the gentleness of English civilization is mixed up with
barbarities and anachronisms. Our criminal law is as out-of-date as
the muskets in the Tower. Over against the Nazi Storm Trooper you
have got to set that typically English figure, the hanging judge, some
gouty old bully with his mind rooted in the nineteenth century,
handing out savage sentences. In England people are still hanged by
the neck and flogged with the cat o’ nine tails. Both of these
punishments are obscene as well as cruel, but there has never been
any genuinely popular outcry against them. People accept them (and
Dartmoor, and Borstal) almost as they accept the weather. They are
part of ‘the law’, which is assumed to be unalterable.

Here one comes upon an all-important English trait: the respect
for constitutionalism and legality, the belief in ‘the law’ as something
above the State and above the individual, something which is cruel
and stupid, of course, but at any rate incorruptible.

It is not that anyone imagines the law to be just. Everyone
knows that there is one law for the rich and another for the poor. But
no one accepts the implications of this, everyone takes it for granted
that the law, such as it is, will be respected, and feels a sense of
outrage when it is not. Remarks like ‘They can’t run me in; I haven’t
done anything wrong’, or ‘They can’t do that; it’s against the law’,
are part of the atmosphere of England. The professed enemies of
society have this feeling as strongly as anyone else. One sees it in
prison-books like Wilfred Macartney’s Walls Have Mouths or Jim
Phelan’s Jail Journey, in the solemn idiocies that take place at the
trials of conscientious objectors, in letters to the papers from eminent
Marxist professors, pointing out that this or that is a ‘miscarriage of
British justice’. Everyone believes in his heart that the law can be,
ought to be, and, on the whole, will be impartially administered. The
totalitarian idea that there is no such thing as law, there is only
power, has never taken root. Even the intelligentsia have only
accepted it in theory.

An illusion can become a half-truth, a mask can alter the
expression of a face. The familiar arguments to the effect that
democracy is ‘just the same as’ or ‘just as bad as’ totalitarianism never
take account of this fact. All such arguments boil down to saying that
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half a loaf is the same as no bread. In England such concepts as
justice, liberty and objective truth are still believed in. They may be
illusions, but they are very powerful illusions. The belief in them
influences conduct, national life is different because of them. In proof
of which, look about you. Where are the rubber truncheons, where is
the castor oil? The sword is still in the scabbard, and while it stays
there corruption cannot go beyond a certain point. The English
electoral system, for instance, is an all but open fraud. In a dozen
obvious ways it is gerrymandered in the interest of the moneyed class.
But until some deep change has occurred in the public mind, it cannot
become completely corrupt. You do not arrive at the polling booth to
find men with revolvers telling you which way to vote, nor are the
votes miscounted, nor is there any direct bribery. Even hypocrisy is a
powerful safeguard. The hanging judge, that evil old man in scarlet
robe and horse-hair wig, whom nothing short of dynamite will ever
teach what century he is living in, but who will at any rate interpret the
law according to the books and will in no circumstances take a money
bribe, is one of the symbolic figures of England. He is a symbol of the
strange mixture of reality and illusion, democracy and privilege,
humbug and decency, the subtle network of compromises, by which
the nation keeps itself in its familiar shape.

I have spoken all the while of ‘the nation’, ‘England’, ‘Britain’,
as though forty-five million souls could somehow be treated as a
unit. But is not England notoriously two nations, the rich and the
poor? Dare one pretend that there is anything in common between
people with £100,000 a year and people with £1 a week? And even
Welsh and Scottish readers are likely to have been offended because
I have used the word ‘England’ oftener than ‘Britain’, as though the
whole population dwelt in London and the Home Counties and
neither north nor west possessed a culture of its own.

One gets a better view of this question if one considers the
minor point first. It is quite true that the so-called races of Britain
feel themselves to be very different from one another. A Scotsman,
for instance, does not thank you if you call him an Englishman. You
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can see the hesitation we feel on this point by the fact that we call our
islands by no less than six different names, England, Britain, Great
Britain, the British Isles, the United Kingdom and, in very exalted
moments, Albion. Even the differences between north and south
England loom large in our own eyes. But somehow these differences
fade away the moment that any two Britons are confronted by a
European. It is very rare to meet a foreigner, other than an American,
who can distinguish between English and Scots or even English and
Irish. To a Frenchman, the Breton and the Auvergnat seem very
different beings, and the accent of Marseilles is a stock joke in Paris.
Yet we speak of ‘France’ and ‘the French’, recognizing France as an
entity, a single civilization, which in fact it is. So also with ourselves.
Looked at from the outsider even the cockney and the Yorkshireman
have a strong family resemblance.

And even the distinction between rich and poor dwindles
somewhat when one regards the nation from the outside. There is no
question about the inequality of wealth in England. It is grosser than
in any European country, and you have only to look down the nearest
street to see it. Economically, England is certainly two nations, if not
three or four. But at the same time the vast majority of the people feel
themselves to be a single nation and are conscious of resembling one
another more than they resemble foreigners. Patriotism is usually
stronger than class-hatred, and always stronger than any kind of
internationalism. Except for a brief moment in 1920 (the ‘Hands off
Russia’ movement) the British working class have never thought or
acted internationally. For two and a half years they watched their
comrades in Spain slowly strangled, and never aided them by even a
single strike. But when their own country (the country of Lord
Nuffield and Mr Montagu Norman) was in danger, their attitude was
very different. At the moment when it seemed likely that England
might be invaded, Anthony Eden appealed over the radio for Local
Defence Volunteers. He got a quarter of a million men in the first
twenty-four hours, and another million in the subsequent month. One
has only to compare these figures with, for instance, the number of
conscientious objectors to see how vast is the strength of traditional
loyalties compared with new ones.
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In England patriotism takes different forms in different classes,
but it runs like a connecting thread through nearly all of them. Only
the Europeanized intelligentsia are really immune to it. As a positive
emotion it is stronger in the middle class than in the upper class — the
cheap public schools, for instance, are more given to patriotic
demonstrations than the expensive ones — but the number of definitely
treacherous rich men, the Laval-Quisling type, is probably very small.
In the working class patriotism is profound, but it is unconscious. The
working man’s heart does not leap when he sees a Union Jack. But the
famous ‘insularity’ and ‘xenophobia’ of the English is far stronger in
the working class than in the bourgeoisie. In all countries the poor are
more national than the rich, but the English working class are
outstanding in their abhorrence of foreign habits. Even when they are
obliged to live abroad for years they refuse either to accustom
themselves to foreign food or to learn foreign languages. Nearly every
Englishman of working-class origin considers it effeminate to
pronounce a foreign word correctly. During the war of 1914-18 the
English working class were in contact with foreigners to an extent that
is rarely possible. The sole result was that they brought back a hatred
of all Europeans, except the Germans, whose courage they admired. In
four years on French soil they did not even acquire a liking for wine.
The insularity of the English, their refusal to take foreigners seriously,
is a folly that has to be paid for very heavily from time to time. But it
plays its part in the English mystique, and the intellectuals who have
tried to break it down have generally done more harm than good. At
bottom it is the same quality in the English character that repels the
tourist and keeps out the invader.

Here one comes back to two English characteristics that I
pointed out, seemingly at random, at the beginning of the last
chapter. One is the lack of artistic ability. This is perhaps another
way of saying that the English are outside the European culture. For
there is one art in which they have shown plenty of talent, namely
literature. But this is also the only art that cannot cross frontiers.
Literature, especially poetry, and lyric poetry most of all, is a kind of
family joke, with little or no value outside its own language-group.
Except for Shakespeare, the best English poets are barely known in
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Europe, even as names. The only poets who are widely read are
Byron, who is admired for the wrong reasons, and Oscar Wilde, who
is pitied as a victim of English hypocrisy. And linked up with this,
though not very obviously, is the lack of philosophical faculty, the
absence in nearly all Englishmen of any need for an ordered system
of thought or even for the use of logic.

Up to a point, the sense of national unity is a substitute for a
‘world-view’. Just because patriotism is all but universal and not
even the rich are uninfluenced by it, there can be moments when the
whole nation suddenly swings together and does the same thing, like
a herd of cattle facing a wolf. There was such a moment,
unmistakably, at the time of the disaster in France. After eight
months of vaguely wondering what the war was about, the people
suddenly knew what they had got to do: first, to get the army away
from Dunkirk, and secondly to prevent invasion. It was like the
awakening of a giant. Quick! Danger! The Philistines be upon thee,
Samson! And then the swift unanimous action — and, then, alas, the
prompt relapse into sleep. In a divided nation that would have been
exactly the moment for a big peace movement to arise. But does this
mean that the instinct of the English will always tell them to do the
right thing? Not at all, merely that it will tell them to do the same
thing. In the 1931 General Election, for instance, we all did the
wrong thing in perfect unison. We were as single-minded as the
Gadarene swine. But | honestly doubt whether we can say that we
were shoved down the slope against our will.

It follows that British democracy is less of a fraud than it
sometimes appears. A foreign observer sees only the huge inequality of
wealth, the unfair electoral system, the governing-class control over the
press, the radio and education, and concludes that democracy is simply
a polite name for dictatorship. But this ignores the considerable
agreement that does unfortunately exist between the leaders and the led.
However much one may hate to admit it, it is almost certain that
between 1931 and 1940 the National Government represented the will
of the mass of the people. It tolerated slums, unemployment and a
cowardly foreign policy. Yes, but so did public opinion. It was a
stagnant period, and its natural leaders were mediocrities.
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In spite of the campaigns of a few thousand left-wingers, it is
fairly certain that the bulk of the English people were behind
Chamberlain's foreign policy. More, it is fairly certain that the same
struggle was going on in Chamberlain's mind as in the minds of
ordinary people. His opponents professed to see in him a dark and
wily schemer, plotting to sell England to Hitler, but it is far likelier
that he was merely a stupid old man doing his best according to his
very dim lights. It is difficult otherwise to explain the contradictions
of his policy, his failure to grasp any of the courses that were open to
him. Like the mass of the people, he did not want to pay the price
either of peace or of war. And public opinion was behind him all the
while, in policies that were completely incompatible with one
another. It was behind him when he went to Munich, when he tried to
come to an understanding with Russia, when he gave the guarantee
to Poland, when he honoured it, and when he prosecuted the war
half-heartedly. Only when the results of his policy became apparent
did it turn against him; which is to say that it turned against its own
lethargy of the past seven years. Thereupon the people picked a
leader nearer to their mood, Churchill, who was at any rate able to
grasp that wars are not won without fighting. Later, perhaps, they
will pick another leader who can grasp that only Socialist nations can
fight effectively.

Do | mean by all this that England is a genuine democracy?
No, not even a reader of the Daily Telegraph could quite
swallow that.

England is the most class-ridden country under the sun. It is a land
of snobbery and privilege, ruled largely by the old and silly. But in any
calculation about it one has got to take into account its emotional unity,
the tendency of nearly all its inhabitants to feel alike and act together in
moments of supreme crisis. It is the only great country in Europe that is
not obliged to drive hundreds of thousands of its nationals into exile or
the concentration camp. At this moment, after a year of war, newspapers
and pamphlets abusing the Government, praising the enemy and
clamouring for surrender are being sold on the streets, almost without
interference. And this is less from a respect for freedom of speech than
from a simple perception that these things don’t matter. It is safe to let a
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paper like Peace News be sold, because it is certain that ninety-five per
cent of the population will never want to read it. The nation is bound
together by an invisible chain. At any normal time the ruling class will
rob, mismanage, sabotage, lead us into the muck; but let popular
opinion really make itself heard, let them get a tug from below that they
cannot avoid feeling, and it is difficult for them not to respond. The left-
wing writers who denounce the whole of the ruling class as ‘pro-
Fascist’ are grossly over-simplifying. Even among the inner clique of
politicians who brought us to our present pass, it is doubtful whether
there were any conscious traitors. The corruption that happens in
England is seldom of that kind. Nearly always it is more in the nature of
self-deception, of the right hand not knowing what the left hand doeth.
And being unconscious, it is limited. One sees this at its most obvious in
the English press. Is the English press honest or dishonest? At normal
times it is deeply dishonest. All the papers that matter live off their
advertisements, and the advertisers exercise an indirect censorship over
news. Yet | do not suppose there is one paper in England that can be
straightforwardly bribed with hard cash. In the France of the Third
Republic all but a very few of the newspapers could notoriously be
bought over the counter like so many pounds of cheese. Public life in
England has never been openly scandalous. It has not reached the pitch
of disintegration at which humbug can be dropped.

England is not the jewelled isle of Shakespeare’s much-quoted
message, nor is it the inferno depicted by Dr Goebbels. More than
either it resembles a family, a rather stuffy Victorian family, with not
many black sheep in it but with all its cupboards bursting with
skeletons. It has rich relations who have to be kow-towed to and poor
relations who are horribly sat upon, and there is a deep conspiracy of
silence about the source of the family income. It is a family in which
the young are generally thwarted and most of the power is in the
hands of irresponsible uncles and bedridden aunts. Still, it is a
family. It has its private language and its common memories, and at
the approach of an enemy it closes its ranks. A family with the wrong
members in control — that, perhaps, is as near as one can come to
describing England in a phrase.

1941
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DISCUSSION OF THE TEXT

1. The essay is written in 1941. What is Orwell’s attitude to the
war?
2. Dwell on the concept of patriotism. What is peculiar to English
patriotism?
3. In what way, according to the author, is England different from
the rest of Europe?
4. Comment on the author’s phrase: “The English are not gifted
artistically”. Do you agree with it?
What is meant by “the privateness of English life”?
Why is Gestapo impossible in England, in Orwell’s opinion?
Are the English puritanical?
What is the most marked English characteristic?
Why does Orwell call the English hypocritical?
0. Are the English law-abiding citizens?
1. Make the conclusion about the English national identity,
summing up the main characteristics, as pointed out by the
author.

RBRoOo~No O

From Nineteen Eighty-Four
* APPENDIX. The Principles of Newspeak *

Newspeak was the official language of Oceania and had been
devised to meet the ideological needs of Ingsoc, or English
Socialism. In the year 1984 there was not as yet anyone who used
Newspeak as his sole means of communication, either in speech or
writing. The leading articles in The Times were written in it, but this
was a tour de force which could only be carried out by a specialist. It
was expected that Newspeak would have finally superseded
Oldspeak (or Standard English, as we should call it) by about the
year 2050. Meanwhile it gained ground steadily, all Party members
tending to use Newspeak words and grammatical constructions more
and more in their everyday speech. The version in use in 1984, and
embodied in the Ninth and Tenth Editions of the Newspeak
Dictionary, was a provisional one, and contained many superfluous
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words and archaic formations which were due to be suppressed later.
It is with the final, perfected version, as embodied in the Eleventh
Edition of the Dictionary, that we are concerned here.

The purpose of Newspeak was not only to provide a medium of
expression for the world-view and mental habits proper to the devotees
of Ingsoc, but to make all other modes of thought impossible. It was
intended that when Newspeak had been adopted once and for all and
Oldspeak forgotten, a heretical thought — that is, a thought diverging
from the principles of Ingsoc — should be literally unthinkable, at least
so far as thought is dependent on words. Its vocabulary was so
constructed as to give exact and often very subtle expression to every
meaning that a Party member could properly wish to express, while
excluding all other meanings and also the possibility of arriving at them
by indirect methods. This was done partly by the invention of new
words, but chiefly by eliminating undesirable words and by stripping
such words as remained of unorthodox meanings, and so far as possible
of all secondary meanings whatever. To give a single example. The
word free still existed in Newspeak, but it could only be used in such
statements as ‘This dog is free from lice’ or ‘This field is free from
weeds’. It could not be used in its old sense of ‘politically free’ or
‘intellectually free’ since political and intellectual freedom no longer
existed even as concepts, and were therefore of necessity nameless.
Quite apart from the suppression of definitely heretical words, reduction
of vocabulary was regarded as an end in itself, and no word that could
be dispensed with was allowed to survive. Newspeak was designed not
to extend but to diminish the range of thought, and this purpose was
indirectly assisted by cutting the choice of words down to a minimum.

Newspeak was founded on the English language as we now know
it, though many Newspeak sentences, even when not containing newly-
created words, would be barely intelligible to an English-speaker of our
own day. Newspeak words were divided into three distinct classes,
known as the A vocabulary, the B vocabulary (also called compound
words), and the C vocabulary. It will be simpler to discuss each class
separately, but the grammatical peculiarities of the language can be
dealt with in the section devoted to the A vocabulary, since the same
rules held good for all three categories.
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The A vocabulary

The A vocabulary consisted of the words needed for the
business of everyday life — for such things as eating, drinking,
working, putting on one’s clothes, going up and down stairs, riding
in vehicles, gardening, cooking, and the like. It was composed almost
entirely of words that we already possess words like hit, run, dog,
tree, sugar, house, field — but in comparison with the present-day
English vocabulary their number was extremely small, while their
meanings were far more rigidly defined. All ambiguities and shades
of meaning had been purged out of them. So far as it could be
achieved, a Newspeak word of this class was simply a staccato sound
expressing one clearly understood concept. It would have been quite
impossible to use the A vocabulary for literary purposes or for
political or philosophical discussion. It was intended only to express
simple, purposive thoughts, usually involving concrete objects or
physical actions.

The grammar of Newspeak had two outstanding peculiarities.
The first of these was an almost complete interchangeability between
different parts of speech. Any word in the language (in principle this
applied even to very abstract words such as if or when) could be used
either as verb, noun, adjective, or adverb. Between the verb and the
noun form, when they were of the same root, there was never any
variation, this rule of itself involving the destruction of many archaic
forms. The word thought, for example, did not exist in Newspeak. Its
place was taken by think, which did duty for both noun and verb. No
etymological principle was followed here: in some cases it was the
original noun that was chosen for retention, in other cases the verb.
Even where a noun and verb of kindred meaning were not
etymologically connected, one or other of them was frequently
suppressed. There was, for example, no such word as cut, its
meaning being sufficiently covered by the noun-verb knife.
Adjectives were formed by adding the suffix-ful to the noun-verb,
and adverbs by adding -wise. Thus for example, speedful meant
‘rapid’ and speedwise meant ‘quickly’. Certain of our present-day
adjectives, such as good, strong, big, black, soft, were retained, but

124



their total number was very small. There was little need for them,
since almost any adjectival meaning could be arrived at by adding -
ful to a noun-verb. None of the now-existing adverbs was retained,
except for a very few already ending in -wise: the -wise termination
was invariable. The word well, for example, was replaced by
goodwise.

In addition, any word — this again applied in principle to every
word in the language — could be negatived by adding the affix un- or
could be strengthened by the affix plus-, or, for still greater
emphasis, doubleplus-. Thus, for example, uncold meant ‘warm’,
while pluscold and doublepluscold meant, respectively, ‘very cold’
and ‘superlatively cold’. It was also possible, as in present-day
English, to modify the meaning of almost any word by prepositional
affixes such as ante-, post-, up-, down-, etc. By such methods it was
found possible to bring about an enormous diminution of vocabulary.
Given, for instance, the word good, there was no need for such a
word as bad, since the required meaning was equally well — indeed,
better — expressed by ungood. All that was necessary, in any case
where two words formed a natural pair of opposites, was to decide
which of them to suppress. Dark, for example, could be replaced by
unlight, or light by undark, according to preference.

The second distinguishing mark of Newspeak grammar was its
regularity. Subject to a few exceptions which are mentioned below
all inflexions followed the same rules. Thus, in all verbs the preterite
and the past participle were the same and ended in -ed. The preterite
of steal was stealed, the preterite of think was thinked, and so on
throughout the language, all such forms as swam, gave, brought,
spoke, taken, etc., being abolished. All plurals were made by adding -
s or -es as the case might be. The plurals of man, ox, life, were mans,
oxes, lifes. Comparison of adjectives was invariably made by adding
-er, -est (good, gooder, goodest), irregular forms and the more, most
formation being suppressed.

The only classes of words that were still allowed to inflect
irregularly were the pronouns, the relatives, the demonstrative
adjectives, and the auxiliary verbs. All of these followed their
ancient usage, except that whom had been scrapped as unnecessary,
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and the shall, should tenses had been dropped, all their uses being
covered by will and would. There were also certain irregularities in
word-formation arising out of the need for rapid and easy speech.
A word which was difficult to utter, or was liable to be incorrectly
heard, was held to be ipso facto a bad word: occasionally therefore,
for the sake of euphony, extra letters were inserted into a word or
an archaic formation was retained. But this need made itself felt
chiefly in connection with the B vocabulary. Why so great an
importance was attached to ease of pronunciation will be made
clear later in this essay.

The B vocabulary

The B vocabulary consisted of words which had been
deliberately constructed for political purposes: words, that is to say,
which not only had in every case a political implication, but were
intended to impose a desirable mental attitude upon the person using
them. Without a full understanding of the principles of Ingsoc it was
difficult to use these words correctly. In some cases they could be
translated into Oldspeak, or even into words taken from the
A vocabulary, but this usually demanded a long paraphrase and
always involved the loss of certain overtones. The B words were a
sort of verbal shorthand, often packing whole ranges of ideas into a
few syllables, and at the same time more accurate and forcible than
ordinary language.

The B words were in all cases compound words.

They consisted of two or more words, or portions of words,
welded together in an easily pronounceable form. The resulting
amalgam was always a noun-verb, and inflected according to the
ordinary rules. To take a single example: the word goodthink,
meaning, very roughly, ‘orthodoxy’, or, if one chose to regard it as a
verb, ‘to think in an orthodox manner’. This inflected as follows:
noun-verb, goodthink; past tense and past participle, goodthinked;
present participle, good-thinking; adjective, goodthinkful; adverb,
goodthinkwise; verbal noun, goodthinker.

The B words were not constructed on any etymological plan.
The words of which they were made up could be any parts of speech,
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and could be placed in any order and mutilated in any way which
made them easy to pronounce while indicating their derivation. In the
word crimethink (thoughtcrime), for instance, the think came second,
whereas in thinkpol Thought Police) it came first, and in the latter
word police had lost its second syllable. Because of the great
difficulty in securing euphony, irregular formations were commoner
in the B vocabulary than in the A vocabulary. For example, the
adjective forms of Minitrue, Minipax, and Miniluv were,
respectively, Minitruthful, Minipeaceful, and Minilovely, simply
because -trueful, -paxful, and -loveful were slightly awkward to
pronounce. In principle, however, all B words could inflect, and all
inflected in exactly the same way.

Some of the B words had highly subtilized meanings, barely
intelligible to anyone who had not mastered the language as a whole.
Consider, for example, such a typical sentence from a Times leading
article as Oldthinkers unbellyfeel Ingsoc. The shortest rendering that
one could make of this in Oldspeak would be: ‘Those whose ideas
were formed before the Revolution cannot have a full emotional
understanding of the principles of English Socialism.” But this is not
an adequate translation. To begin with, in order to grasp the full
meaning of the Newspeak sentence quoted above, one would have to
have a clear idea of what is meant by Ingsoc. And in addition, only a
person thoroughly grounded in Ingsoc could appreciate the full force
of the word bellyfeel, which implied a blind, enthusiastic acceptance
difficult to imagine today; or of the word oldthink, which was
inextricably mixed up with the idea of wickedness and decadence.
But the special function of certain Newspeak words, of which
oldthink was one, was not so much to express meanings as to destroy
them. These words, necessarily few in number, had had their
meanings extended until they contained within themselves whole
batteries of words which, as they were sufficiently covered by a
single comprehensive term, could now be scrapped and forgotten.
The greatest difficulty facing the compilers of the Newspeak
Dictionary was not to invent new words, but, having invented them,
to make sure what they meant: to make sure, that is to say, what
ranges of words they cancelled by their existence.
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As we have already seen in the case of the word free, words
which had once borne a heretical meaning were sometimes retained for
the sake of convenience, but only with the undesirable meanings
purged out of them. Countless other words such as honour, justice,
morality, internationalism, democracy, science, and religion had
simply ceased to exist. A few blanket words covered them, and, in
covering them, abolished them. All words grouping themselves round
the concepts of liberty and equality, for instance, were contained in the
single word crimethink, while all words grouping themselves round the
concepts of objectivity and rationalism were contained in the single
word oldthink. Greater precision would have been dangerous. What
was required in a Party member was an outlook similar to that of the
ancient Hebrew who knew, without knowing much else, that all nations
other than his own worshipped ‘false gods’. He did not need to know
that these gods were called Baal, Osiris, Moloch, Ashtaroth, and the
like: probably the less he knew about them the better for his orthodoxy.
He knew Jehovah and the commandments of Jehovah: he knew,
therefore, that all gods with other names or other attributes were false
gods. In somewhat the same way, the party member knew what
constituted right conduct, and in exceedingly vague, generalized terms
he knew what kinds of departure from it were possible. His sexual life,
for example, was entirely regulated by the two Newspeak words
sexcrime (sexual immorality) and goodsex (chastity). Sexcrime covered
all sexual misdeeds whatever. It covered fornication, adultery,
homosexuality, and other perversions, and, in addition, normal
intercourse practised for its own sake. There was no need to enumerate
them separately, since they were all equally culpable, and, in principle,
all punishable by death. In the C vocabulary, which consisted of
scientific and technical words, it might be necessary to give specialized
names to certain sexual aberrations, but the ordinary citizen had no
need of them. He knew what was meant by goodsex — that is to say,
normal intercourse between man and wife, for the sole purpose of
begetting children, and without physical pleasure on the part of the
woman: all else was sexcrime. In Newspeak it was seldom possible to
follow a heretical thought further than the perception that it was
heretical: beyond that point the necessary words were nonexistent.
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No word in the B vocabulary was ideologically neutral. A great
many were euphemisms. Such words, for instance, as joycamp
(forced-labour camp) or Minipax (Ministry of Peace, i.e. Ministry of
War) meant almost the exact opposite of what they appeared to
mean. Some words, on the other hand, displayed a frank and
contemptuous understanding of the real nature of Oceanic society.
An example was prolefeed, meaning the rubbishy entertainment and
spurious news which the Party handed out to the masses. Other
words, again, were ambivalent, having the connotation ‘good’ when
applied to the Party and ‘bad’ when applied to its enemies. But in
addition there were great numbers of words which at first sight
appeared to be mere abbreviations and which derived their
ideological colour not from their meaning, but from their structure.
Compound words such as speakwrite, were of course to be found in
the A vocabulary, but these were merely convenient abbreviations
and had no special ideological colour.

So far as it could be contrived, everything that had or might
have political significance of any kind was fitted into the
B vocabulary. The name of every organization, or body of people, or
doctrine, or country, or institution, or public building, was invariably
cut down into the familiar shape; that is, a single easily pronounced
word with the smallest number of syllables that would preserve the
original derivation. In the Ministry of Truth, for example, the
Records Department, in which Winston Smith worked, was called
Recdep, the Fiction Department was called Ficdep, the
Teleprogrammes Department was called Teledep, and so on. This
was not done solely with the object of saving time. Even in the early
decades of the twentieth century, telescoped words and phrases had
been one of the characteristic features of political language; and it
had been noticed that the tendency to use abbreviations of this kind
was most marked in totalitarian countries and totalitarian
organizations. Examples were such words as Nazi, Gestapo,
Comintern, Inprecorr, Agitprop. In the beginning the practice had
been adopted as it were instinctively, but in Newspeak it was used
with a conscious purpose. It was perceived that in thus abbreviating a
name one narrowed and subtly altered its meaning, by cutting out
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most of the associations that would otherwise cling to it. The words
Communist International, for instance, call up a composite picture of
universal human brotherhood, red flags, barricades, Karl Marx, and
the Paris Commune. The word Comintern, on the other hand,
suggests merely a tightly-knit organization and a well-defined body
of doctrine. It refers to something almost as easily recognized, and as
limited in purpose, as a chair or a table. Comintern is a word that can
be uttered almost without taking thought, whereas Communist
International is a phrase over which one is obliged to linger at least
momentarily. In the same way, the associations called up by a word
like Minitrue are fewer and more controllable than those called up by
Ministry of Truth. This accounted not only for the habit of
abbreviating whenever possible, but also for the almost exaggerated
care that was taken to make every word easily pronounceable.

In Newspeak, euphony outweighed every consideration other
than exactitude of meaning. Regularity of grammar was always
sacrificed to it when it seemed necessary. And rightly so, since what
was required, above all for political purposes, were short clipped
words of unmistakable meaning which could be uttered rapidly and
which roused the minimum of echoes in the speaker’s mind. The
words of the B vocabulary even gained in force from the fact that
nearly all of them were very much alike. Almost invariably these
words — goodthink, Minipax, prolefeed, sexcrime, joycamp, Ingsoc,
bellyfeel, thinkpol, and countless others — were words of two or three
syllables, with the stress distributed equally between the first syllable
and the last. The use of them encouraged a gabbling style of speech,
at once staccato and monotonous. And this was exactly what was
aimed at. The intention was to make speech, and especially speech
on any subject not ideologically neutral, as nearly as possible
independent of consciousness. For the purposes of everyday life it
was no doubt necessary, or sometimes necessary, to reflect before
speaking, but a Party member called upon to make a political or
ethical judgement should be able to spray forth the correct opinions
as automatically as a machine gun spraying forth bullets. His training
fitted him to do this, the language gave him an almost foolproof
instrument, and the texture of the words, with their harsh sound and a
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certain wilful ugliness which was in accord with the spirit of Ingsoc,
assisted the process still further.

So did the fact of having very few words to choose from.
Relative to our own, the Newspeak vocabulary was tiny, and new
ways of reducing it were constantly being devised. Newspeak,
indeed, differed from most all other languages in that its vocabulary
grew smaller instead of larger every year. Each reduction was a gain,
since the smaller the area of choice, the smaller the temptation to
take thought. Ultimately it was hoped to make articulate speech issue
from the larynx without involving the higher brain centres at all. This
aim was frankly admitted in the Newspeak word duckspeak, meaning
‘to quack like a duck’. Like various other words in the B vocabulary,
duckspeak was ambivalent in meaning. Provided that the opinions
which were quacked out were orthodox ones, it implied nothing but
praise, and when The Times referred to one of the orators of the Party
as a doubleplusgood duckspeaker it was paying a warm and valued
compliment.

The C vocabulary

The C vocabulary was supplementary to the others and
consisted entirely of scientific and technical terms. These resembled
the scientific terms in use today, and were constructed from the same
roots, but the usual care was taken to define them rigidly and strip
them of undesirable meanings. They followed the same grammatical
rules as the words in the other two vocabularies. Very few of the
C words had any currency either in everyday speech or in political
speech. Any scientific worker or technician could find all the words
he needed in the list devoted to his own specialty, but he seldom had
more than a smattering of the words occurring in the other lists. Only
a very few words were common to all lists, and there was no
vocabulary expressing the function of Science as a habit of mind, or
a method of thought, irrespective of its particular branches. There
was, indeed, no word for ‘Science’, any meaning that it could
possibly bear being already sufficiently covered by the word Ingsoc.

From the foregoing account it will be seen that in Newspeak
the expression of unorthodox opinions, above a very low level, was
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well-nigh impossible. It was of course possible to utter heresies of a
very crude kind, a species of blasphemy. It would have been
possible, for example, to say Big Brother is ungood. But this
statement, which to an orthodox ear merely conveyed a self-evident
absurdity, could not have been sustained by reasoned argument,
because the necessary words were not available. Ideas inimical to
Ingsoc could only be entertained in a vague wordless form, and could
only be named in very broad terms which lumped together and
condemned whole groups of heresies without defining them in doing
s0. One could, in fact, only use Newspeak for unorthodox purposes
by illegitimately translating some of the words back into Oldspeak.
For example, All mans are equal was a possible Newspeak sentence,
but only in the same sense in which All men are red-haired is a
possible Oldspeak sentence. It did not contain a grammatical error,
but it expressed a palpable untruth — i.e. that all men are of equal
size, weight, or strength. The concept of political equality no longer
existed, and this secondary meaning had accordingly been purged out
of the word equal. In 1984, when Oldspeak was still the normal
means of communication, the danger theoretically existed that in
using Newspeak words one might remember their original meanings.
In practice it was not difficult for any person well grounded in
doublethink to avoid doing this, but within a couple of generations
even the possibility of such a lapse would have vanished. A person
growing up with Newspeak as his sole language would no more
know that equal had once had the secondary meaning of ‘politically
equal’, or that free had once meant ‘intellectually free’, than for
instance, a person who had never heard of chess would be aware of
the secondary meanings attaching to queen and rook. There would be
many crimes and errors which it would be beyond his power to
commit, simply because they were nameless and therefore
unimaginable. And it was to be foreseen that with the passage of time
the distinguishing characteristics of Newspeak would become more
and more pronounced — its words growing fewer and fewer, their
meanings more and more rigid, and the chance of putting them to
improper uses always diminishing.
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When Oldspeak had been once and for all superseded, the last
link with the past would have been severed. History had already been
rewritten, but fragments of the literature of the past survived here and
there, imperfectly censored, and so long as one retained one’s
knowledge of Oldspeak it was possible to read them. In the future
such fragments, even if they chanced to survive, would be
unintelligible and untranslatable. It was impossible to translate any
passage of Oldspeak into Newspeak unless it either referred to some
technical process or some very simple everyday action, or was
already orthodox (goodthinkful would be the Newspeak expression)
in tendency. In practice this meant that no book written before
approximately 1960 could be translated as a whole. Pre-revolutionary
literature could only be subjected to ideological translation — that is,
alteration in sense as well as language. Take for example the well-
known passage from the Declaration of Independence:

We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all men are created
equal, that they are endowed by their creator with certain
inalienable rights, that among these are life, liberty, and the pursuit
of happiness. That to secure these rights, Governments are instituted
among men, deriving their powers from the consent of the governed.
That whenever any form of Government becomes destructive of those
ends, it is the right of the People to alter or abolish it, and to institute
new Government...

It would have been quite impossible to render this into
Newspeak while keeping to the sense of the original. The nearest one
could come to doing so would be to swallow the whole passage up in
the single word crimethink. A full translation could only be an
ideological translation, whereby Jefferson’s words would be changed
into a panegyric on absolute government.

A good deal of the literature of the past was, indeed, already
being transformed in this way. Considerations of prestige made it
desirable to preserve the memory of certain historical figures, while
at the same time bringing their achievements into line with the
philosophy of Ingsoc. Various writers, such as Shakespeare, Milton,
Swift, Byron, Dickens, and some others were therefore in process of
translation: when the task had been completed, their original
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writings, with all else that survived of the literature of the past,
would be destroyed. These translations were a slow and difficult
business, and it was not expected that they would be finished before
the first or second decade of the twenty-first century. There were also
large quantities of merely utilitarian literature — indispensable
technical manuals, and the like — that had to be treated in the same
way. It was chiefly in order to allow time for the preliminary work of
translation that the final adoption of Newspeak had been fixed for so
late a date as 2050.

O HoBosse (nep. B. I'oabiesa)

HoBosi3, obunnaneublii s3pik OkeaHuu, ObUT pa3paboTaH IS
TOTO, YTOOBI OOCTYKUBATh HJICOJIOTHIO AHTCOIA, WJIH aHTIUHCKOTO
conuanu3dMa. B 1984 rogy um eiie HUKTO HE MOJI30BAJICS Kak
€IMHCTBEHHBIM CPEJCTBOM OOIIEHUSI — HU YCTHO, HU MHUCHMEHHO.
ITepenoBbie ctathu B «TaiiMc» IUCaIMCh Ha HOBOSI3€, HO 3TO JIEJIO
TpeOOBAJIO MCKIIIOUUTEIBHOTO MAacTepCTBa, M €ro IMOpydyaid
crenuanuctaM. Ilpeamonaranu, 4to crapos3 (T. €. COBPEMEHHBIM
JTUTEPATYPHBIA $3BIK) OYJIET OKOHYATEIHHO BBITECHEH HOBOS30M
k 2050 rogy. A moka YTO OH HEYKJIOHHO 3aBOEBBIBA MO3UIIMH:
YJICHBI TAPTHUU CTPEMUIIUCH YIIOTPEOIIATh B MOBCETHEBHOM PEYH BCE
0oJbIlIE HOBOSI30BCKMX CJIOB M Trpammarudeckux (opm. Bapuanr,
cymecTtBoBaBMi B 1984 rony u 3aduKCHpOBaHHBIA B JI€BATOM
U gecsaToM uznaHusx CloBapsi HOBOsI3a, CUATAJICS MPOMEKYTOUHBIM
¥ BKIIOYaJd B ce0S MHOTO JIMIIHHMX CJIOB M apXawmdeckux ¢Gopwm,
KOTOpbIE€ HAJUIEKAJI0 CO BPEMEHEM YIPa3[JHUTh. 3/1€Ch MOUJET peub
00 OKOHYATETHbHOM, YCOBEPIIEHCTBOBAHHOM BapHaHTE, 3aKPEIUICH-
HOM B OJIMHHA/LIATOM M31anuu CrioBaps.

HoBosi3 1moipkeH OBUI HE TOJNBKO OOECIIEYNMTH 3HAKOBBIMH
CpeACTBaMU MHUPOBO33PEHUE M  MBICIHUTEIBHYIO JAESTENbHOCTD
MIPUBEPIKEHIIEB aHTCOIIA, HO U C/EJIaTh HEBO3MOXXHBIMHU JTFOOBIE MHBIC
TeueHus: Mbiciu. lIpenmonaranoch, 4To, KOr/la HOBOS3 YTBEPAUTCA
HaBEKHU, a cTapos3 OyneT 3a0bIT, HEOPTOAOKCATIbHAS, TO €CTh UYXKAas
AHICOILY, MBICIIb, IIOCTOJIBKY MOCKOJIbKY OHa BBIpaXKaeTcsl B CIOBax,
cTaHeT OYKBaJIbHO HEMBICTUMOU. JIekcuka Oblla CKOHCTPYyHpPOBaHa
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TaK, 9TOOBl TOYHO, a 3a4acTyl0O M BECbMa TOHKO BBIPA3UTh JHO00E
JO3BOJICHHOE 3HAYCHHE, HYXXHOE WICHY NapTUU, a KPOME TOTO,
OTCEUYb BCE OCTAJIbHBIC 3HAYEHUS, PAaBHO KaK U BO3MOXHOCTH ITPHUTH
K HUM OKOJIbHBIMH MYTSMH. JTO JOCTUTAIOCh N300pETCHHEM HOBBIX
CJIOB, HO B OCHOBHOM WCKJIOUEHHEM CJIOB HEXKeJlaTeIbHbIX
Y OYUIICHUEM OCTABIIMXCS OT HEOPTOJOKCAIBHBIX 3HAYCHUU — I10
BO3MOKHOCTH OT BCEX IMOOOYHBIX 3Ha4YeHHH. [IpuBeneM ToIbKO OMH
npumep. CIIOBO «CBOOOHBIN» B HOBOSI3€ OCTAIOCh, HO €r0 MOKHO
ObLIO  HCIIOJB30BATh JIMIIb B TaKUX BBICKA3bIBAHUAX, Kak
«CBOOOJHBIE CAIlOTHY, «TyajeT cB0OOOeH». OHO HE yHnoTpeOIIsIIOCh B
CTapOM 3HAYCHHUH «ITOJIATUYCCKU CBOOOIHBIN», «HHTEIUICKTYaIbHO
CBOOOAHBINY», MMOCKOJIBKY CBOOOJA MBICIH U MOJUTHYECKass CBOOOA
HE CYIIECTBOBAIM JaXXe KaK TMOHATHS, a CJIeJ0BATeIbHO, HE
TpeboBasin 0003HAYeHW. [loMHMMO OTMEHBI HEOPTOMOKCAIBHBIX
CMBICJIOB, COKpAIlEHHE CIIOBapsl pacCMaTPUBAIOCh KaK Camollelb, U
BCE CJIOBa, 0€3 KOTOPHIX MOXXHO OOOWTHCH, IMOICIKATU H3IBATHIO.
HoBosi3 ObuT Mpu3BaH HE PACIIUPHUTH, & CY3UTh TOPU3OHTHI MBICIH,
Y KOCBEHHO ATOW WENU CIYXHJIO TO, YTO BBIOOp CIIOB CBOJWIH
K MUHAMYMY.

HoBosi3 ObLT OCHOBaH Ha CETOTHSIIHEM JUTEPATYPHOM S3bIKE,
HO MHOTHE HOBOSI30BCKHE TPEUIOKEHHs, Jake 0e3 HOBOM300peTeH-
HBIX CJIOB, MOKa3alWch Obl HAIIEeMY COBPEMEHHUKY HEMOHSTHBIMHU.
Jlexcuka mopapasnmensuiack Ha TPU Kiacca: ClIoBaph A, CJIOBaph
B (coctaBubie cnoBa) u cinoBapp C. Ilpomie Bcero paccMoOTpeTh
KX U3 HUX OTJ/ICIBHO; TPAMMATHYECKHE K€ 0COOCHHOCTH SI3bIKA
MO>KHO TIPOCIIEANTH B pa3jiene, MOCBAIICHHOM CIOBapIO A, MMOCKOJIBbKY
TIpaBUJIa JJTsT BCEX TPEX KaTerOpuid — OJTHU U TE XKeE.

CrnoBapp A 3akmioyan B ceOe cloBa, HEOOXOJIUMBIE B TIOBCE-
JTHEBHOW JKM3HU — CBSI3aHHBIC C €10, MUTheM, PabOTO, 0JIeBaHUEM,
XOKJICHHEM TI0 JIECTHHUIIE, €3/10H, CaJOBOJCTBOM, KyxHed u T. m. OH
TIOYTH IICIMKOM COCTOSUT U3 CJIOB, KOTOPBIMHU MBI TTOJIb3yEMCS CETO-
THS, TAKUX, KaK «OUTH», «IaTh», «IOM», «XBOCT», «IEC», «caxapy,
HO I10 CPAaBHEHHUIO C CETOIHSIIHAM SI3BIKOM YHCIIO WX OBUIO KpaifHe
Mayio, a 3Ha4eHHs OMpEENIeHbl Topa3 o CTpoxke. Bce HescHOCTH,
OTTEHKH CMBICIa OBUIM BBIUUIICHBI. HAacKOJBKO BO3MOXKHO, CIOBO
9TOW KAaTEeropuM MPEACTaBISIO cO00i OTPBHIBUCTHIN 3BYK HIIM 3BYKH
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U BBIpaXKaJo JIMIIb OJHO yeTkoe moHsTue. CrnoBapb A ObLIT coBep-
[IEHHO HEMPUIOJCH MJsl JINTEPaTypHbIX Leied u Quiaocodekux
paccyxnenuid. OH mpenHa3Hayalcs Uil TOTO, YTOOBI BbIpaXaThb
TOJBKO MPOCTEHIINE IleJICHANpaBICHHbIE MBICIH, KacaBIIHECs
B OCHOBHOM KOHKPETHBIX O0BEKTOB ¥ (PU3UUECKUX ACHCTBUIA.

['paMMaTiKa HOBOS3a OTJIMYAJIach JBYMsS OCOOEHHOCTSIMH.
[lepBasi — wymcTO THE30BOE cTpoeHue cioBaps. Jlroboe cioBo
B SI3bIKE MOTJIO TOPOAWUTH THE3/I0, U B NPHUHIUIIE 3TO OTHOCHUIIOCH
JaXe K CaMbIM OTBJICUEHHBIM, KaK, HAPUMEpP, «ECIH». «ECIUTHY,
«eclIeHHO» M T. 1. HuKakoi 3THUMOJOrMYECKUi MNPUHIMI TYT HE
COOIIIO/TANICS;  CIIOBOM-TIPOM3BOIMTENIEM MOTJH CTaTh M TJIAroJI,
U CYHIECTBUTENFHOE, U Jlake CO0103; cypdukcaMud MOJIb30BATKCH
ropasio cBoOOJHEE, YTO MO3BOJISIIO PACIIUPUTH THE3M0 /10 HEMBIC-
JUMBIX Tpexnae pa3smepoB. Takum oOpazom Obul 00pa3oBaHBbI,
HaIpuMep, CIIOBa «EIKa», «IHIIEBAThY», «PBIUEBKA», «XBOCTHCTCKU»
(Hapeuue), «HACTPOCHUECKUID», «yOexaeneny». Ecnu cymecTBuTens-
HO€ M POJICTBEHHBIN IO CMBICTY TJIaroj ObUIM 3TUMOJIOTHYECKH HE
CBS3aHbI, OIMH W3 JIBYX KOpHEH aHHYIUPOBAJCS: TaK, CIOBO
«TUCaTeNby) O3HAYaI0 «KapaHIamD», TOCKOJIBKY C H300pETeHHEM
Bepcu(uKaTopa MUCaAHUE CTAl0 O3HAYaTh YUCTO (U3UYECKUM Mpo-
necc. [IOHATHO, 4YTO TPH D3TOM COOTBETCTBYIOUIHE DIHTETHI
COXPAHSUIUCh, M THCATENh MOT ObITh XUMUYECKUM, TIPOCTHIM U T. 1.
[IpunararensHOe MOXXHO OBUIO TPOM3BECTU OT JHOOOTO CYIIECTBH-
TEIbHOTO, KaK, HallPUMEp: «IalbTOBBIN», «KAOHBIIN», OT HUX —
COOTBETCTBYIOIIME HAPEUUS H T. 1.

Kpome Toro, ans m000ro cioBa — B MIPUHLKIE 3TO OMSATh-TAKH
OTHOCHJIOCH K KaXKJIOMY CIIOBY — MOTJIO OBITh ITOCTPOEHO OTPHUIIAHHE
IpyU TIOMOIIH «Hey». Tak, Hanpumep, 00pa30BaHbI CJIOBA «HETUIO» U
«HenoHocy. CrucreMa eMHOOOPa3HOTO YCHIICHHUS CJIOB MPUCTaBKAMU
«IUTIOC-» U «IUTIOCILIIOC-», OJIHAKO, HEe MPHUBMJIACh BBHUIY HeOsaro-
3BY4MsI MHOTMX HOBOOOpa3oBaHMil (cM. HuXke). COXpaHUIUCh MPEK-
HHUe crocoObl yCUIIEHUs, HECKOJIbKO OOHOBIIEHHBIE. Tak, y mpuiara-
TENBHBIX TIOSBHUJINCH JIB€ CPAaBHUTEIBHBIX CTEMEHH: (JTydIIe)
u «Oonee nyumie». KOCBEHHO aHalOrMyHBIM MpoLEcC MPUMEHSIICS
U K CYIIECTBUTEIBHBIM (HaIlle OTTJIar0JIbHBIM) ITyTEM CIETUICHHS OJTH3-
KUX CJIOB B POJUTENILHOM MaJIeKe: «HapalldBaHHE YCKOPEHHsS TeM-
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noB pa3BuUTUs». Kak 1 B COBPEMEHHOM SI3bIKE, MOKHO OBLJIO M3Me-
HUTh 3HAYCHHE CJIOBA MPUCTABKAMHU, HO MPHUHIIMIT 3TOT MPOBOIUICS
ropaszo nociefoBareiabHee U J0MycKall Topas3io Oosbliee pa3Ho00-
pasue QopmMm, TaKUX, HAMPUMEp, KaK <«IIOAYCTaTh», «HAIB3ATHY,
«OTOBAPUTHY, «OECHPECTYIMHOCTh» (KO3(PIHUIIUEHT), «3apbIOJICHUEY,
«00ECKOPOBUTHY, «IOBBIMIONHUTE» U «HEAOAONAThY». Pacmmpenwue
THE3]] MO3BOJIUJIO PAAUKAIBHO YMEHBIIUTh UX O0IIee Yncio, TO €CTh
CBECTH pa3zHO00Opa3ue )KUBBIX KOPHEH B SI3bIKE K MUHUMYMY.

Bropoii oTauuuTeNnsHONM 4epTOi rpaMMaTHKH HOBOSI3a ObLIa ee
perynsapHocTb. Bceskoro poma ocoGeHHOCTH B 00pa3oBaHUM MHOMXKE-
CTBEHHOT'O YHCJIa CYIIECTBHUTEIBLHBIX, B MX CKJIOHCHHUH, B CHPSKCHUU
[JarojoB OBLUTM IO BO3MOXHOCTH YyCTpaHeHbl. Hampumep, rmaron
«1axaTh» HMMEJ JICCTIPUYACTUE «I1aXasy», «MaxaTby» CIPSTAICS CIFH-
CTBEHHBIM 00pazoM — «Maxaro» U T. 1. ClIoBa «IIbIIUIEHOKY, «KpbICE-
HOK» BO MHOXKECTBEHHOM WYHCIIE HUMETH (QOpPMY <«IIBIIUICHKHY,
«KPBICEHKI» M COOTBETCTBEHHO CKJIOHSIIICh, «MOJIOKO» UMEI0 MHOXKeE-
CTBEHHOE YHCIIO — «MOJIOKH», <«II000M» YIOTPEOIISIIOCh B €TMHCTBEH-
HOM YHCIIE, a Y HEKOTOPBIX CYIIECTBUTEIBHBIX €IUHCTBEHHOE YHCIIO
ObUIO IIPOM3BEIECHO OT MHOYKECTBEHHOIO: «3aiim». CTeneHs MU cpaBHe-
HUs 00Maanu Bce 0e3 MCKIIIOYEeHHs TpHiiaraTeibHble, Kak, HalpuMmep,
«OECKOHEUHBII»,  «HEBO3MOXHBIH»,  «PABHBI»,  «TPAKTOPHBII»
U «JIBYXBECETbHBII». B COOTBETCTBHMM € TMPUHIMIIOM TTOKOPEHHUS
JEWCTBUTEIILHOCTH BCE TJIarojibl CUUTAIUCh MEPEXOHBIMU: 3aBO3pa-
3UTh (TIPOEKT), 3aJeCTBOBATh (YENOBEKa), pacTasiTh (JIbJIbI), yMaITdH-
BaTh (MpaBy), B3MBITH (ITMJIOT B3MBUI CBOM BEPTOJIET HAJl BPAKECKUMU
no3uusaMu). MectoumMeHus ¢ ux 0co0ol HeperyIsIPHOCTHIO COXPaHHU-
JIMCh, 3a UCKITIOUEHHUEM «KTO» U «uei». [locinenHue ObUM ynpa3qHEeHbl,
M BO BCeX CIy4yasgx HUX 3aMEHWIO MECTOMMEHHE «KOTOPBIi»
(«xotoporo»). OTaenbHble HENPaBHIBLHOCTH CIOBOOOPAa30BaHUS MpU-
[IJIOCh COXPAHUTh Pajyl OBICTPOTHI U TUIABHOCTU peur. TpyaHOompouns-
HOCHMOE CJIOBO WJIM TaKO€, KOTOPOE MOXKET ObITh HEBEPHO YCIIBIIIAHO,
CUUTAJIOCH ipso facto TIIOXUM CIIOBOM, MOITOMY B IEJISIX O1aro3Bydust
BCTABJISUTUCH JIMIITHUE OYKBBI HJIM BO3POXKIAIUCH apXanueckue (POpMBbI.
Ho mo npeumytiectBy 310 Kacanock criosapst B. [louemy npunaBanoch
TaKoe€ 3HAYCHHE YAO0OOMPOU3HOCUMOCTH, OyIeT OOBSICHEHO B 3TOM
OUYEPKE HECKOJIBKO MO3XKE.
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CnoBaps B cocrosnm u3 cioB, ChnenuaibHO CKOHCTPYHMPOBAH-
HBIX JUIsl TIOJUTHUYECKUX HYXKJ, WHA4Ye TOBOPS, CIOB, KOTOPBIC HE
TOJIBKO 00JIafaad MOJUTHUYECKUM CMBICIIOM, HO M HaBA3BIBAJIM YEJIO-
BEKY, UX YIOTPEOISIONIeMy, ONpeaeNeHHyo mo3unuio. He ycBous
MOJIHOCTBIO OCHOB aHTCOIA, MPABHWJIBHO YHOTPEOISATh ATH CJIOBA
OBLIO HEJNb3s. B HEKOTOPBIX CiydasiX MX CMBICI MOXHO ObUIO Tiepe-
JIaTh CTApOSI30BCKUM CJIOBOM WJIM JIa)K€ CIIOBAaMHU M3 CJoBaps A, HO
9TO TpebOBaNO JUIMHHOTO OMHCATEIHLHOTO TMEePeBO/Ia M BCETaa OBLIO
COMPSDKEHO ¢ ToTepel moapasyMeBaeMbIx cMbiciioB. CrioBa B mipen-
CTaBJISTM COOOM CBOETO pojia CTEHOTPAMMY: B HECKOJIBKO CIIOTOB
OHM BMEILIATIH LENBIA KPYT UACH, B TO )K€ BpeMs BbIpaxkasi UX TOUHEE
u yoenuTenbHee, 4eM B OOBIKHOBEHHOM SI3bIKE.

Bce cinoBa Obutn coctaBHBIMH. OHHM COCTOSUIM U3 JIBYX WIH
OoJiee CIOB MM YaCTeHl CIOB, COEIMHEHHBIX TaK, YTOOBI UX YAOOHO
ObUIO0 TMpoM3HOCHTh. OT KaXIOTO M3 HUX 1O OOBIYHBIM 00pasiam
MPOM3BOMWIOCHE THe3710. Jlis mpumepa: OT  «OJaroMbICITHS,
03HAYaBIIEro MPUOIUZUTETHFHO «OPTOJIOKCHIO», «IIPABOBEPHOCTHY,
MPOMCXOAMII TJIaroji «OJaroMbICIIUThY, MPUYACTHE «OIaroMbICIIs-
M), TpuiIaraTeIbHOe «OJIarOMBICICHHBINY), Hapeune «0Jaro-
MBICIICHHOY» U T. ]I.

CrnoBa B co3zmaBaimice 0e3 Kakoro-im00O >TUMOJIOTHYECKOIO
rwiana. OHU MOTJIM COCTOATH U3 JIIOOBIX YacTel pedr, COeTUHEHHBIX
B JIIOOOM TIOPSIIKE M KaK YTrOJHO MPENapupOBAHHBIX — JIMIIb ObI UX
OBLIIO YIOOHO MPOU3HOCUTH U OCTABAJIOCh MOHATHBIM HUX MPOUCXOXK-
neHue. B clioBe «MBICIENPECTYIICHHE), HAPUMEP, MBICIb CTOsIA
MEPBOM, a B CIIOBE «OJaroMpIcine» — BTOpoi. [lockonbky B cioBape
B ynoGomnpousHocuMocCTh JocTUTraach ¢ OOJIBIIUM TPYIOM, CIOBa
3/1eCh 00Pa30BBIBATICH HE TIO TaKOM KECTKOM cXeme, Kak B CIOBape
A. Hampumep, mpuiarateiabHble OT «MUHWIIO0a» W «MHHHUIIPABAY
OBLITM COOTBETCTBEHHO «MUHWIIOOHBIN» U «MUHHUIIPABHBIN» MPOCTO
MOTOMY, YTO «-JIFOOOBHBI» W «-TIpaBEIHBIH» OBUIO HE COBCEM
yIOOHO MPOWU3HOCUTH. B IpHHINIIE e MX CKIOHSUIM U CIPSTaly,
Kak 0OBIYHO.

Hekotopsie cnoBa B obnaganu TakuMu OTTEHKAMH 3HAYCHWS,
KOTOPBIX TOYTH HE YJIABJIMBAJI YEJIOBEK, HE OBJIAJCBIIHI S3BIKOM B
ueiaoM. Bo3pMem, Hanpumep, TUMIUYHOE MPEITI0KEHUE U3 MepeaoBOU
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cratbi B «TaliMcy: «CTapoMBICIBbI HE HYTPAT aHrcoiy. KpaTyaimum
00pa3oM Ha CTaposi3e 3TO MOXHO H3JIOKHUTH Tak: «Te, ubu uaeu
CIOXWINCH 10 PeBomronuy, He BOCIPUHUMAIOT BCEM AYIIOW MPUH-
LUIMOB aHIVIMICKOro couuanusma». Ho 3To HeaaeKBaTHbIN NEPEBO.
Bo-niepBbiX, 4TOOBI Kak ClEAyeT MOHATh CMBICI IPUBEIECHHOM
¢dpas3el, HAIO UMETh YETKOE MPEICTaBICHHE O TOM, YTO O3HAYAET
CJIOBO «aHrcoiy. Kpome Toro, nuie 4enoBeK, BOCIUTAHHBIN B aHT-
coIle, MOYYBCTBYET BCIO CHIIY CJIOBA «HYTPUTHY, MOAPA3yMEBAIOIIETO
CJIETIOE BOCTOPKEHHOE NMPUSTHE, KOTOPOE B HAIIM JAHU TPYIHO BOOO-
pa3uTh, WIK CIOBA «CTAPOMBICI», HEPA3PBHIBHO CBA3AHHOIO C MOHS-
TUSMHU TOpOKa W BBIpOXACHHUS. Ho ocobas (yHKIUS HEKOTOPBIX
HOBOSI30BCKHUX CIIOB HAIOAOOME «CTApPOMBICIIAY» COCTOSIA HE CTOJIBKO
B TOM, YTOOBI BBIpAXKaTh 3HAYCHHS, CKOJIBKO B TOM, YTOOBI UX YHH-
YTOXaTh. 3HAYEHHE ITUX CJIOB, Pa3yMeeTCsl HEMHOTOYUCICHHBIX,
pacuIMpsuioch HACTOJBKO, YTO OOHHUMAJIO IEIYI0 COBOKYIMHOCTb
MOHSTHIA; YIAKOBAB 3TU MOHATHUS B OJTHO CIIOBO, HX YK€ JIETKO OBLIO
oTOpocuTh U 3a0bITh. CrokHee Bcero Juist coctaButeneil CrioBaps
HOBOsI3a OBLJIO HE H300pECTH HOBOE CIIOBO, HO, H300peTs ero,
OTPEJIETUTh, YTO OHO 3HAYUT, TO €CTh OMPEEIUTh, KAKYI0 COBOKYII-
HOCTb CJIOB OHO aHHYJIUPYET.

Kak MBI yxe BUeTH Ha MPUMEPE CJIOBA «CBOOOHBINY», HEKO-
TOpBIE CJIOBA, MPEXKIE MMEBIINE BPEIHBIA CMBICI, HHOTJA COXPaHs-
JUCH pajii yA00CTBA — HO OYHUIIIEHHBIMH OT HEXEJIaTeNbHBIX 3Haye-
HUW. becuucieHHoe MHOXECTBO CJIOB, TaKHUX, KaK «4eCTb»,
«CTIPAaBEIIUBOCTEY, «MOPAIIbY, «UHTEPHAIMOHAIU3MY, «JIEMOKpa-
TUSI», «PENUTHS», «HayKa», MPOCTO TMepecTalid CyIIeCTBOBATh.
WX mokpeIBajii U TEM CaMbIM OTMEHSUIM HECKOJIBKO 000O0IIAIoINX
cioB. Hanpumep, Bce cioBa, rpynnupoBaBIIMECS BOKPYT MOHATHUM
CcBOOOBI U PAaBEHCTBA, COJEP)KAINCh B OJAHOM CJIOBE «MBICIIEIIpe-
CTYIJICHWE», a CJIOBa, TPYIIUPOBABIIMECS BOKPYT MOHITHMA
parmoHaIM3Ma U OOBEKTUBHOCTH, — B CJIOBE «CTapOMBICITHEY. bob-
11ast TOYHOCTH ObLTa OBl omacHa. [1o cBouM BO33pEHUSAM UJICH MapTHH
JIOJDKEH ObUT HAlIOMHUHATH JPEBHETO €Bpesi, KOTOPBIN 3HANI, HE BHU-
Kasg B MOAPOOHOCTH, YTO BCE OCTAJIBbHBIE HAPOJbI TMOKIOHSIOTCS
«T0HBIM O0oram». EMy He Hamo ObITO 3HATH, YTO UMEHA ITHX OOTOB
— Baan, Ocupuc, Monox, Actapta u T. 1.; Y4eM MEHbILIE OH O HUX
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3HAEeT, TeM IMoJie3Hee Mg ero mnpaBoBepHocTH. OH 3Han HMeroBy
¥ 3aBeThI VeroBpl, a mosaToMy 3Haj, YTO Bce OOTH C APYTUMU UMEHAMU
U ApyruMu aTpuOyramu — jJoxkHble 60oru. [lomo0HBIM 00pa3oM 4ieH
NapTUH 3HAJ, YTO TAaKOE€ MPAaBUJIbHOE IMOBEACHUE, U 10 KPaWHOCTH
CMYTHO, JIUIIb B OOIIMX YepTax MpeACTaBisi ce0e, Kakue OTKJIOHE-
HUS OT HETO BO3MOXHBI. Ero mosioBas kxu3Hb, HaIpuMep, MOTHOCTHIO
peryivpoBajiach JIByMsi HOBOSI30BCKHMMH  CJIOBAMHU:  <B3JIOCEKC)»
(mosnoBas aMOpaIbHOCTB) U «HOOpOCEKE» (LeTOMYyApHUE). «3I0CEKCH
MOKpPBbIBAJ BCE HapylIeHus B 3Toi obsnactu. M ob6o3Havanuce 01y,
npento0oiesHue, TOMOCEKCYaTu3M U JAPYTrue W3BpALICHHS, a KpOMe
TOr0, HOPMaJIbHOE COBOKYIUIEHHE, pacCMaTpUBAEMOE KaK CaMOLIETb.
He Ob110 HYXIBI HA3bIBaTh UX MO OTAEIHHOCTH, BCE OBLIM MPECTYI-
JICHUSIMU U B MPUHIMIE Kapanuch cMepThio. B cnoBape C, cocrosiB-
[IeM U3 HAy4YHBIX U TEXHUYECKUX CIJIOB, JUJISI HEKOTOPBIX CEKCYalb-
HBIX HapyIICHUHA MOTJIHM TOHAJ00UTHCS OTJENbHBIC TEPMUHBL, HO PS-
JIOBOY TpaKJaHUH B HUX HE Hykfancsa. OH 3HaN, 4TO Takoe «Io0po-
CEKC», TO €CTh HOPMAIBHOE COXXHTEIHCTBO MY>KYMHBI U JKCHIIUHBI
C IIeNbI0 3auaTus U 0e3 GU3UYECKOTO YAOBOIBCTBUS IS SKEHIIHHBIL.
Bce ocransHOE — «3iocexkcy. HoBosA3 mouTu He aBai BO3MOXKHOCTH
IPOCIEANTh 32 BPEAHON MBICIBIO JAbllle TOTO MYHKTA, YTO OHA
BpE/IHA; Jalblie HE ObLJIO HY)KHBIX CJIOB.

B cnoBape B He Obl10 HU OJTHOTO MJIEOJOTUYECKH HEUTpaslb-
HOTO ciioBa. MHorue sBisuiich 3Bpemusmamu. Takue ciosa,
HampuMep, Kak «pajiar» (Jarepb pagocTH, T. €. KaTOPKHBII
Jarepb) WM «MHHUMHD» (MHHHCTEPCTBO MHpa, TO €CTh MHHH-
CTEpCTBO BOIHBI), 0003HAYAIN HEUTO IPOTHBOIIOIOKHOE TOMY, UYTO
OHM TroBOopuiu. J[Ipyrume ciioBa, HaIpOTUB, JAEMOHCTPUPOBAIIU
OTKPOBEHHOE U MPE3pUTENIbHOE MOHUMAaHHE MOJIUHHONW HPUPOJIBI
CTpOs, HapUMeEp, «HAPIUT», O3HAYABIINI HU3KOCOPTHBHIE pa3Biie-
YEeHUs U JDKHBBIE HOBOCTH, KOTOPBIE MapTUsl CKApMJIMBAIa MaccaM.
bbuti M IBYCMBICIIEHHBIE CIOBa — C «XOPOIIMM» OTTEHKOM, KOTrAa
UX TPUMEHSIN K MapTUHU, U C «IUIOXUM», KOTJa WX MPUMEHSIN K
Bparam. Kpome Toro, cymiecTBoBajio MHOKECTBO CJIOB, KOTOpPbIE Ha
HEepBBIN B3I Ka3aJuCh MPOCTO COKPAIICHUSMHU, — HUICOJOTHYe-
CKYIO OKpacKy MM IMpHAaBalIo HE 3HAU€HHE, a UX CTPYKTYpa.
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Hacrounbko, HAaCKOJIbKO H03BOJIsIIA qesioBeyecKas
M300peTaTeNIbHOCTh, BCE, YTO HMMEJNO WIH MOIVIO HUMETh
HOJUTUYECKUH CMBICH, ObUIO CBelleHO B cioBapb B. Ha3zBanus Bcex
OpraHu3alii, TPy, JOKTPUH, CTPaH, HHCTUTYTOB, OOIIECTBEHHBIX
3JaHUH KPOMJIUCH IO MPUBBIYHOM CXeMe: OJJHO YA000IpPOU3HOCUMOE
CJIOBO C HAMMEHBIIUM YMCJIOM CJIOrOB, MO3BOJISIOLUIMX IOHSTH €ro
IpOMCXOXAeHue. B MuHMCTepcTBE IMpaBlbl OTIEN JTOKYMEHTAllUH,
rae paboran Yuncron CMUT, Ha3bIBaJICA JIOKO, OT/AET JIUTEPATYPHI —
JIMTO, OTAEI TeJICIPOrpaMM — TeJleo  T. A. [lenanoch 3T0 He TOJIbKO
Ul 9KOHOMHMM BpemeHu. CloBa-LleMHM CTalM  OJHOW U3
XapaKTEpHBIX OCOOEHHOCTEHM MOJIUTUUYECKOIO S3bIKA €lIe B IEPBOM
yeTBepTH XX BeKa; OCOOCHHAs TAra K TaKMM COKpallleHHsM, Oblia
OTMEYEHa B TOTAJUTAPHBIX CTpaHaX U TOTAJUTAPHBIX OpPraHU3aLUAX.
[TpumMepaMu MOTYT CIYXUTh TaKHE CJIOBA, KAK «HAILU», «TECTAIO,
«KOMMHTEpH», «@arutnpomn». CHayajia K 3TOMy METoay mnpubderai,
TaK CKa3aTb, MHCTUHKTHBHO, B HOBOS3€ K€ OH IPAaKTUKOBAJICA
¢ oco3HaHHOM wenbto. CTano SICHO, 4YTO, COKpAaTUB TakuM 00pa3om
UMs, Thl Cy3WJ M HE3aMETHO H3MEHWJ €ro CMbICI, MO0 oTpe3an
0OJIBIIMHCTBO BBI3BIBAEMBIX UM acconuanui. Cnosa
«KommyHuctrueckuit IHTepHaIimoHan» NpuBOJIAT Ha YM CIIOKHYIO
KapTHUHY: BCEMHUPHOE 4YeJIOBEYEeCKOoe OpaTcTBO, KpacHble (uaru,
O6appukansl, Kapn Mapkc, Ilapumxckas kommyHa. CioBo ke
«KoMMHTEpH)» HAllOMUHAET BCEro JIMIIb O KPENKO CIHasHHOU
OpraHM3alMl M KECTKOW cucrtemMe JOKTpHUH. OHO OTHOCHUTCS
K [IpEIMETy CTOJb K€ JIETKO Yy3HAaBa€MOMY U CTOJIb K€
OTPaHMYEHHOMY B CBOEM Ha3Hauy€HMM, Kak CTOJ MM CTYJ.
«KoMHHTEpH» — 3TO CJIOBO, KOTOPOE MOKHO NPOU3HECTH, TOUTH HE
pasmbluisisi, B To  Bpems  kak  «KommyHHCcTHYeCcKMi
WuTepHanmoHan» 3acTaBisieT IyCcTh HAa MHI, HO 3aJymarbCs.
[TomoGHBIM e 00pa3oM «MHMHHUIIPAB» BBI3BIBAET I'Opa3lo MEHbILE
accouuanui (M MX Jerde MNpeaycCMOTPETh), YeM «MHHHCTEPCTBO
OpaBabl». JTUM OOBSACHSIOCH HE TOJIBKO CTPEMJIEHHE COKpAIlaTh
BCE, YTO MOKHO, HO M Ha MEPBbIN B3IUIA] MpeyBelnyeHHas 3a00Ta o
TOM, YTOOBI CJIOBO JIETKO OBIJIO BBITOBOPUTH.

bnaro3Byune mnepeBemIMBalO BCE OCTAJIbHBIE COOOpa)KEHMUS,
KpoMe sicCHOCTH cMbicia. Korma Hamo OblUIo, pPEryispHOCTh
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IrpaMMaTUKM  HEU3MEHHO  INPUHOCWIACh €My B JKEpTBY.
U cripaBeyiuBo — uOO Al MOJNUTHUYECKUX LENEH MPexkIe BCETo
TpeOOBaINCh YETKHE CTPHIKEHBbIE CJIOBA, KOTOpPbIE HMEIH SCHBIN
CMBICJI, TPOM3HOCWIACH OBICTPO U POXAAIA MHUHHUMAIbHOE
KOJINYECTBO OT3BYKOB B CO3HAaHUM cllyliaresns. A OT TOro, 4To BcCe
OHM OBUIM CKPOEHBI HAa OJWH JIaf, cioBa B Toibko mpubaBisim B
Bece. MHorme M3 HHMX — aHICOL, 3JI0CeKC, pajjar, HapIHT,
CTapOMBICI, MBICIENON (MOJUIMA MBICIEH) — OBUIM JBYX- U TpeX-
CJIOKHBIMH, IIPUYEM yJapeHUs MaJajld ¥ Ha IEepBblii U Ha MOCIeIHUI
cior. OHM NOOYX 1Ay YeJloBeKa TapaTOPUTh, PeUb €ro CTAaHOBUIIAChH
OTPBIBUCTOM W MOHOTOHHOW. DTO Kak pa3 W TpeboBasoCh. 3amaua
coCTOsJIa B TOM, YTOOBI ClieslaTh pedb — B OCOOEHHOCTH TaKYIO,
KOTOpasi Kacajach HJCOJOTMYECKMX TEM, — II0 BO3MOXXHOCTH
HE3aBUCUMOI OT co3HaHMsA. B mOBceHEBHOW JXKW3HHU, pasymeercs,
HEO0OXO0IMMO — TI0 KpaliHel Mepe WHOTra HEOOXOAUMO — IMOAYMAaTh,
nepea TeM Kak 3aroBOpUILb; MapTHEll K€, KOTOPOMY HPEeACTOsIIO
BBICKA3aThCs 110 MOJIUTUYECKOMY HUIIM ATHYECKOMY BOIIPOCY, JOJKEH
ObUl BBIMYCKaTb IPaBWJIbHBIE CYXXAECHUS aBTOMATHUYECKH, Kak
BBIIYCKAeT ouepepb mynemer. O0ydeHreM OH MOATOTOBJIEH K ATOMY,
HOBOSI3 — €r0 OpyJlue — NPEJOXPAHUT €ro OT OIHUOO0K, (hakTypa CIOB
C HX OKECTKMM 3ByYaHHEM U MpPEJHAMEPEHHBIM YPOJCTBOM,
OTBEYAIOIIUM JIyXy aHI'COI1a, elle 0OoJIbIIe OOJIErYuT eMy JeI0.
O6uieryanoch OHO €mIe U TeM, UYTO BBIOOp CJIOB ObLI KpaiiHe
cKynHbIN. [To cpaBHEHUIO C HAIIUM SI3BIKOM JIEKCUKOH HOBOS3a OBLI
HUYTOXKEH, U BCE BpeMs M300pPETAIUCh HOBBIE CIOCOOBI €ro
cokpameHuss. OT Jpyrux SA3bIKOB HOBOSI3 OTIMYAICS TEM, YTO
CJIOBaphb €ro C KaXJbIM IOJIOM HE YBEJIWYUBAJICS, a YMEHbILIAJICS.
Kaxnoe cokpaienure ObII0 ycriexoM, 100 4eM MEHbIIIEe BHIOOD CIIOB,
TE€M MEHbIIIE UCKYIIeHHEe 3aaymMaThes. [Ipeanonaranock, 4To B KOHIE
KOHIIOB YJEHOpa3/elibHas peub OyleT pOXKAaThCsl HEMOCPEICTBEHHO
B rOpTaHM, 0e3 y4yacTHsl BBICHIMX HEpBHBIX LIEHTpoB. Ha 3Ty mens
IOpsIMO  YKa3bIBaJlO0 HOBOSI30BCKOE CIIOBO «PEUEKPSAK», TO €CThb
«KpsKaronmi mo-yruHoMy». Kak u Hekoropsle apyrue ciosa B,
«pPEYEKpsIK» MMEN JIBOMCTBEHHOE 3HadeHHWe. Eciam kpskanu B
OpPTOJIOKCAIbHOM CMBICIIE, 3TO CIOBO OBIJIO HE YeM HHBIM, Kak
noxBanoi, u, korga «TaiiMc» mucama o0 OJHOM W3 MAPTHIHBIX

142



OpaTOPOB: «UJEHHO KPENKHA PEUYEKPSK», — ITO OBLIT BEChbMa TEILIBINA
Y JIECTHBIN OT3bIB.

Crnoapp C OblI BCIIOMOTaTeNbHBIM U COCTOSIT UCKITFOUUTEIHHO
U3 HAy4YHbIX M TEXHHYECKUX TepMUHOB. OHM HalOMHUHAIH
CEroJIHAIHAE TEPMUHBI, CTPOMJIMCh Ha T€X K€ KOPHSX, HO, KaK U B
OCTAJIbHBIX CIIy4asiX, ObUTM ONpEAETCHbI CTPOXKE M OUHUIIEHBI OT
HEXeNaTrelbHbIX  3HaueHWd. OHM  NOJUYUHSJIUCH TEM K€
rpaMMaTH4YeCKUM IIpaBWJIaM, YTO M OCTajbHbIE cjoBa. Jlumb
HEMHOTHME U3 HHMX HMEIH XOXJAeHue B OBbITOBOM peun U B
MOJIMTHYECKOW peun. Jlroboe HY)KHOE CJIOBO HAYYHBIA WA
WH)KEHEPHBI pabOTHUK MOT HAWTH B 0COOOM CIHCKE, Kynaa ObLIn
BKJIIOUEHBI CIIOBA, BCTpEYarouecs B Apyrux cnuckax. Cios, o0umx
JUISL BCEX CIIMCKOB, OBLIIO OYEHb Majlo, a TAaKUX, KOTOpble 0003HAYAIN
OBl HayKy Kak 00JacThb CO3HAHUS U METOJ MBIIUICHUS HE3aBUCHUMO
OT KOHKPETHOTrO €€ pasjeia, He cyuiecTBoBajio BoBce. He Obuio u
CaMOro CJIOBA «HAyKa»: BCE€ JIONYCTUMBIE €ro 3HAYEHHUS BIIOJIHE
MOKPBIBAJIO CIIOBO «aHI'COL».

W3 BbIIECKAa3aHHOTO ABCTBYET, YTO BBIPA3UTh HEOPTOAOKCANIb-
HOE€ MHEHME CKOJIbKO-HUOY/b OOIIEro mopsaKa HOBOSI3 IPaKTUUYECKH
He Tmo3Boyisl. Epernueckoe BbICKa3blBaHUE, pa3yMeeTcs, ObLIO
BO3MOXXHO — HO JIMIIIb CaMO€ NPUMUTHBHOE, B TaKOM, MPUMEPHO,
pore, Kak OoroxyabcTBo. MOXHO ObUIO, HampUMep, CKa3aThb:
«Crapumit bpar nnoxoit». Ho 310 BbICcKa3bIBaHUE, OUEBUIHO HEJE-
1oe /sl OpTOJIOKCA, HEJb3s ObUIO MOATBEPAMTH HUKAKMMHU JIOBO-
Jnamu, 100 OTCYTCTBOBAJIM HY)KHbIE clloBa. Mnen, BpaxxeOHbIE aHT-
COLly, MOIJIM TOCETUTh CO3HAHME JIUIIb B CMYTHOM, O€CCIIOBECHOM
BUJIe, U 0003HAYUTH UX MOXKHO OBLJIO HE IO OTIEIHHOCTH, & TOJIBKO
OOIIMM TEPMHUHOM, pa3HbI€ €pecH CBAJMB B OAHY Kydy U 3aKJIECHMHUB
COBOKYITHO. B cymiHoCTH, HCIONB30BaTh HOBOSI3 ISl HEOPTOIOK-
CaJIbHBIX IIeNieil MOXKHO ObUIO HE MHAye, KaK ¢ MOMOIIBIO MPECTYII-
HOTO TIepeBO/ia HEKOTOPBIX CJIOB 0OpaTHO Ha cTaposi3. Hampumep,
HOBOS3 IO3BOJIS CKa3aTh: «Bce nroau paBHBI», — HO JUIIb B TOM
CMBICJIE, B KAKOM CTaposi3 MO3BOJISLI CKa3aTh: «Bce nonn peokue».
@paza He cojepkajla TpaMMaTHYECKUX OIIMOOK, HO yTBepKIaia
SBHYIO HENpaBJly, a UMEHHO YTO BCE JIFOJIU PaBHBI 110 POCTY, BECY U
cuiie. [ToHsTHE rpaXk/1aHCKOTO paBeHCTBA OOJIbIIE HE CYIIECTBOBAJIO,
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U 3TO BTOpOE 3HAYCHHE CIIOBa «PaBHBIN», pa3yMeercs, OTMEpIIO.
B 1984 romy, xorma ctapos3 emie Obul OOBIYHBIM CPEICTBOM
oOLIeHMs, TEOPETHYECKU CYIIEeCTBOBaja OMACHOCTh TOr0, HTO,
yrnoTpeOsisi HOBOS30BCKHE CJIOBA, YEIOBEK MOXKET BCIIOMHHUTH HX
nepBoHavaibHble 3HaYeHus. Ha mpakTuke 11000My BOCOUTAaHHOMY B
JIBOEMBICIIHHA M30€KaTh 3TOr0 OBLJIO HETPYAHO, a Yepe3 MOKOJICHUE-
JIpyroe J0JbKHA Oblila HCUE3HYTh J1aXKe BO3MOXKHOCTh TaKOM OLIUOKH.
UenoBeky, ¢ poKIEHUS HE 3HABLIEMY JIPYIOro s3blKa, KpOME HOBO-
A3a, B TOJIOBY HE MOTJIO IIPUNUTH, — YTO «PABEHCTBOY» KOTAAa-TO UMEJIO
BTOpPOIl CMBICTT — «TpakIaHCKOE PaBEHCTBO», a CBOOOJA KOI/a-TO
O3Hayana «CBOOOIY MBICINY», TOYHO TaK K€ KaK YEJIOBEK, B KU3HU
CBOCH HE CIIBIXaBIIMK O IIaxmaTax, HE MOA03peBasl Obl O APYroM
3HAYCHHUH CJIOB «CIIOH» U «KOHBb». OH ObUT OBl HE B CHJIaX COBEp-
[IUTh MHOTHE MPECTYIUICHUS U OLIUOKU — MPOCTO MOTOMY, YTO OHU
O€3bIMSIHHBI, a CJEI0BATENbHO, HEMBICIUMBI. OXHJAIOCh, YTO CO
BPEMEHEM OTJIUYUTEIbHbIE OCOOEHHOCTH HOBOSI3a OYAYT MpPOSIB-
JSATHCS BCE OTYETJIMBEH M OTUETIMBEH — BCE MEHBIIE M MEHBIIE
OyZeT ocTaBaThCs CJIOB, BCE YK€ M YK€ CTAaHOBUTHCA MX 3HAYCHHE,
BCE MEHBIIIE W MEHbIIE OYyJIeT BO3MOKHOCTEH YMOTPEOUTh UX HE
JIOJDKHBIM 00pa3oM.

Korna craposi3 okOHYaTenIbHO OTOMPET, MOPBETCS MOCIEIHSS
CBs3b ¢ mponuibiM. McTopus yxe Oblia mepenucana, Ho (parMeHThI
CTapoi JIUTEpaTyphbl, HE BIIOJIHE TMOJYMIICHHBIE, TaM H CAM
COXPaHWIIUCH, U, TIOKY/a IO MTOMHUIU CTapOsi3, UX MOXKHO OBLIO
npouectb. B Oynymem Ttakue QparmMeHTbI, eciau Obl Jake OHHU
COXPaHWIIUCh, CTaldl Obl HEMOHITHHI M HemepeBoauMBbL. [lepeBectu
TEKCT CO CTaposi3a Ha HOBOSI3 OBLJIO HEBO3MOXKHO, €CJIM TOJIBKO OH HE
OMHCHIBAT KAKOW-TUOO TEXHUYECKUH TMpoIlecc WM MpocTeilnee
OBITOBOE JICHCTBUE WJIK HE OB B OPUTHHAJIC HJICWHO BBIIEPKAHHBIM
(BBIpaKasCh Ha HOBOsI3€ — OJAroMbICICHHBIM). [IpakTUYECKH ATO
03HAa4ajo0, 4TO HU OJHA KHHTa, HamucanHas 10 1960 roga, He MOXKeET
OBITH TIEpEBE/ICHA IIETUKOM. J[OpEBOIOIIMOHHYIO JINTEPATYPY MOKHO
OBLIIO MOABEPTHYTH TOJBKO HICOJIOTHYECKOMY MEPEBOIY, TO €CTh C
3aMEHOM He TOJBKO S3bIKa, HO M CMbIcia. Bo3bmeM, Hampumep,
XOPOIIIO U3BECTHBIN OTPBHIBOK U3 Jlekapariuu He3aBUCUMOCTH:
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«MBI nonaraeM CaMOOYEBUIHBIMU CIIEAYIOIINE HCTHUHBI: BCE
JIOOM COTBOPEHBI DPABHBIMM, BCEX HX CO3JaTelb HAIEIUI
ONpPEACICHHBIMA HEOTBEMIIEMBIMM IIpaBaMHM, K YHCIY KOTOPBIX
NPUHAIEKAT KHU3Hb, CBOOOJA M CTpEeMJIEHHE K cuacTbio. JlaObl
o0ecrneuynTh 3TH IpaBa, YUPEkAEHbl Cpeau JIIOJEeH NpaBUTEIbCTBA,
Oepyme Ha cedsl CrpaBeIIMBYIO BIACTh C COTJIACHS TOJAJaHHBIX.
Beskuit pa3, xorga kakas-nmu0Oo QopMa mpaBieHUs CTaHOBHUTCSA
ryOUTENBbHON NI 3TUX LieJiell, HapoJ MUMEET MpPaBO U3MEHUTb WIIU
YHUUYTOXKUTH €€ U YUPEAUTHh HOBOE IIPABUTEIILCTBO. .. »

IlepeBecT 3TO Ha HOBOSA3 C COXPAHEHUEM CMBICIA HET
HUKAKOH BO3MOKHOCTH. Camoe Oosbliee, YTO TyT MOKHO CIeNaTh, —
9TO BOTHATh BECh OTPBIBOK B OJHO CJIOBO: MBICIIEIIPECTYILUICHHUE.
[TonHBIM TIEPEBOIOM MOT CTaTh OBl TOJIBKO HWACOJOTUYECKHUN
nepeBoJl, B KotopoMm cioBa J[xeddepcona mnpeBpatwiuch Obl B
MAaHETUPUK aOCONIOTHON BIACTH.

HNmeHHO TakuM o00pa3oM U IepelenblBaiach, KCTaTH,
3HauUTENbHAs 4YacTh JIUTEpPATypbl Hpounuioro. M3 mpecTukHbIX
cooOpakeHHI OBLIO KenaTeIbHO COXPAaHUTh MAMATh O HEKOTOPBIX
UCTOPUYECKUX JIMIaX, B TO K€ BpeMs IIPUBEAS UX TPY/Ibl B corjacue
C yuYeHHeM aHrcoua. Yke Iuia paboTa HajJ NEepeBOJOM TaKHX
nucarenelt, kak [llexcrnup, Munston, Ceudt, baiipon, [ukkenc, u
HEKOTOPBIX JAPYIHX; MO 3aBEPLICHUM ITHX pabOT MepBOHAYAIbHBIE
TEKCTBI, a4 TaK)K€ BCE OCTAIBHOE, YTO COXPAHUIIOCH OT JIMTEPATYpPhI
IPOIJIOTo, MPEACTOSI0 YHUUYTOXKUTh. DTH MEPEBOAbI ObUTH JI€7I0M
TPYAHBIM U KPONOTJMBBIM; OXUAAJIOCh, YTO 3aBEPILATCi OHU HE
paHblle TepBOoro wiM  Broporo gecatwierns XXI  Beka.
CymiecTBoBaio, KpoMe€ TOr0o, MHOXECTBO UHCTO YTHJIMTAPHBIX
TEKCTOB — TEXHHYECKUX PYKOBOJACTB M T. I.,— HMX HaJxo OBLIO
MOJIBEPTHYTh Takoil e nepepadorke. OKOHUYATENbHBIN MEepexo Ha
HOBOSI3 ObUT OTiOkeH 10 2050 roja MMEHHO C TOW IIENBI0, YTOOBI
OCTaBUTb BpeMS JJIsl IPEIBAPUTENBHBIX padOT MO MEPEBOY.
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IMpuaoxenne. [lpununnsl HoBosiza
(nep. 1. UBanoBa u B. HegommBuna)

HoBosiz — odunmanbupiii 361k OkeaHun — ObLT pa3paboTaH
B COOTBETCTBUHU C HJCOJOTHYCCKHUMH MOTPEOHOCTIMU AHrcoma —
Anrmuiickoro Conuanusma. B 1984 roay emie He ObLIIO HUKOTO, KTO
MOJIL30BAJICS OBl HOBOSI30M KaK €AMHCTBEHHBIM CPEJCTBOM YCTHOTO
Wi nucbMeHHOro oOmenus. IlepenoBuiel «TaiimMcy mucanuch Ha
HeMm, HO To Obwio tour de force, 4ro MoOr OCYIIECTBUTH JIUIIb
crienpanuct. [Ipeamonaranoch, YTO OKOHYATEILHO HOBOSI3 3aMCHHT
coboii ctaposi3 (Miu OOBIYHBIN aHTIIMKCKUI) ipuMepHO K 2050 roxy.
[Toka >xe OH YKPeIUISUI W PACHIUPSIT CBOM IMO3UIUH, IMOTOMY YTO
wieHpl [lapTiu CTpeMWIMCh KaK MOXKHO 4Yalle HCIOJIb30BaTh
B IIOBCCIHCBHOM peYM €ro CjloBaph M TIpaMMaTHYECKHUE KOH-
cTpykuuu. Bapuant, wumeBmmii xoxaenue B 1984 roay
W 3aKpEIUICHHBI B JIEBATOM U JAecatoM wm3manusx «CioBaps
HOBOS3a», OBLI BPEMEHHBIM, COJEPIKajl MHOXKECTBO JIMIIIHUX CJIOB
U YCTapeBIIUX COYCTAHUH, KOTOPBIC MPEIIOJIAraioch YIPa3THUTH
nmo3gHee. B mpuiokeHuH MBI pacCMOTPHM  OKOHYATEIbHBIM,
YCOBEPIICHCTBOBAHHBIM BapUaHT, BKIIFOUCHHBIM B OJMHHAIIATOC
uznanue «CroBaps.

Ilear HOBOSI3a HE TOJBKO B TOM, 4YTOOBI IOCIEIOBATCIIH
AHrcola MMenu HeoOXOAMMOE CpPEeACTBO MAJIs BBIPAXKEHHS CBOUX
MHUPOBO33PEHYCCKUX U AYXOBHBIX MPHUCTPACTHI, HO U B TOM, YTOOBI
cIeaaTh HEBO3MOXKHBIMHU BCE MHBIE CITOCOOBI MBbINIICHUS. CTaBUIIach
3a/a4a, 9TOOBI C OKOHYATEIHHBIM MPHUHATHEM €ro W 3a0BEHUEM
CTaposizda epeTHYECKOE MBIIUIEHHE — TO €CThb MBbIIUICHHE,
OTKJIOHSIOIIEECS] OT MPHUHIIMIIOB AHTCOIa, — OKa3ajoch B OYyKBaJb-
HOM CMBICTIE HEMBICIIMMBIM, BO BCSKOM CJIy4ae B TOW Mepe, B KaKou
MBIIIUICHHE 3aBUCUT OT CIIOBOBBIpakeHUs. [loaToMy wu3maHue
COCTaBISUIOCH TaKUM OOpa3oM, YTOOBI MPUAATh TOYHOE U YaCTO
BeChbMa TOHKOE BBIPOKEHUE KAXKIOMY IOHSATHIO, KOTOPOE MOTJIO ObI
MOHaI00UThCs wieHy [lapTuu, UCKITIOUMB TIPU ATOM MHBIC 3HAYCHUS
U JIaKe BO3MOYKHOCTh «BBIUTH» Ha HUX CIIYYaillHO, OKOJIBHBIM ITYTEM.
YacTUYHO 3TO JOCTUTAIOCH 00pa30BaHNEM HOBBIX CIIOB, HO TJIABHBIM
0o0pa3oM — YHUYTOXKCHHEM HEKEIATeIbHBIX WM JIHIICHHEM
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OCTaBILIUXCSI CJIIOB KakuX OBl TO HHM OBUIO HEOPTOJIOKCATbHBIX
3HQYCHUM M, HACKOJIbKO BO3MOXKHO, BCEX JAPYIMX 3HA4YCHUM.
[TpuBenem xots Obl oguH npumep. CI0BO «c80600eH» NO-TIPEKHEMY
CYIIIECTBOBAJIO B HOBOSI3€, HO YIMOTPEOUTH €r0 MOXKHO OBLIO JUIIH
B TaKUX BBIpaXXEHUsX, Kak: «Cobaka cBoO6oHa OoT 6510X» min «Ilomne
OT COPHSKOB CBOOOAHO». YMHOTpeOUTh *Ke MOJ00HOE TIOHATHE
B IIPUBBIYHOM CMBICIIE — «IOJUTHYECKH CBOOOJEH» WIH «CBOOOACH
WHTEIJICKTYalTbHO» — OBUIO HENb3s, TOCKOJBKY TMOJUTHYCCKON
U MHTEJUIEKTYalbHOW CBOOOJBI HE CYIIECTBOBAJIO AK€ B KAauE€CTBE
o0UMX  TpeACTaBIeHUWH, U OHU  HEHW30eXKHO  CTAaHOBUJIKCH
OC3BIMSIHHBIMU. SI3BIK HE TOJIBKO OYHINAICS OT SBHO €PETUYCCKUX
CIIOB — COKpAIleHHE CIOBAPHOTO COCTaBa PAacCMaTPUBAIOCH Kak
camolIelb, U HU OJJHO CJIOBO, 0€3 KOTOPOr0 MOKHO OBLIO OOOWTHCH,
He ocTaBisioch. HoBOsI3 He paciupsii, a ceepmuléan cepy MBICIH,
U OTNOCPEOBAHHO II€JIb 3TA JIOCTUTAJIACh CBEJICHHEM K MUHHUMYMY
BBIOOpA CIIOB.

OcHOBY HOBOsI3a COCTABJISIJT U3BECTHBIM HAM HBIHE aHTIIUHCKUMA
A3BIK, XOTS MHOTHE TIPEUIOKEHHS Ha HOBOM s3bIKE, Hake HE
cozepkaliie B ce0e CBEXKUX CIIOBOOOPAa30BaHUi, ObLIH OBI C TPYAOM
MOHSTH TOBOPSIIIMMHU TO-aHTIIMKUCKH ceronHsa. CioBa 3TOTO s3bIKa
OBUTH pa3JieieHbl Ha TPH YETKO OYEPUYEHHBIX Kiacca: A-JEKCHKOH,
b-nexkcukoH  (MMEHyeMbIi  TakXe  COCTaBHBIMH  CIIOBaMH)
n B-nekcukon. Kax bl Ki1iacc nmpouie pacCMOTPETh B OTIEIbHOCTH,
HO TpaMMaTH4YeCKHue OCOOCHHOCTH s3bIKa pa3z0OuparoTcs B pasjede,
MOCBAIIEHHOM A-JIEKCUKOHY, TTOCKOJIBKY K OCTaJIbHBIM KaTErOpHUsM
MIPUMEHSIFOTCS T€ e MpaBuia.

A-nexcuxon. A-JEKCUKOH COCTOHUT U3 CJIOB, HEOOXOJIMMBIX
IUIS TIOBCETHEBHOM JKM3HHU, 0003HAYAIOMUX €7y, MUThe, paboTy,
OoJZieBaHWE, TMOJBEM U CIIYCK IO JIECTHUIIAM, TIO€3JKH Ha
TpaHCIOPTE, TPy B cady, NPUTOTOBJIEHUE MUIMU U T. . [loutn
IIEIMKOM OH COCTaBJICH U3 Y)K€ M3BECTHBIX HaM CJIOB — TaKHUX, KaK
bums, bedcams, cobaka, depeso, caxap, 0OM, nojie, — HO YUCIO UX
B CPAaBHEHHH CO CJIOBAPHBIM 3aM1aCOM CETOHSIIHET0 aHTIUNCKOTO
A3bIKa KpalHe OrpaHWYeHO, WX 3Ha4YeHUEe 3aKperuieHo Oomee
)KecTKo. Bce IBYCMBICIEHHOCTH, BCE€ OTTEHKH 3HA4YCHUS OBLIH
BBIYUIIEHB. HacKoIbKO 3TOTO MOXKHO OBLIO NOOUTHCS, Nt0boe
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CJIOBO JIaHHOTO KJjacca CTaj0 MPOCTO OTPBIBUCTBIM 3BYKOM,
BBIPAXKAIOLUM OOHO 4YETKOE NOHATHE. bblIo OBl COBEPIIEHHO
HEBO3MOXXHO HCIOJIb30BaTh A-JEKCHUKOH B JINTEPATYPHBIX LIEJIIX
WIH 7S TOJIUTUYECKON (unocodcekoil nuckyccuu. Bulpakenue
MPOCTHIX, LE€JCHANPABICHHBIX MBbICIEH, CBS3aHHBIX OOBIYHO C
KOHKPETHBIMH OOBEKTaMH WIH (U3HMYECKUMHU JEHCTBUSAMH, — BOT
Ha3HA4YEHUE ITOT0 JIEKCUKOHA.

['paMMaTuka  HOBOsI3a  MMEET  JBE  OTIUYUTEIIbHbBIC
oco0eHHOCTH. Bo-mepBbIX, MOYTH MOJHYIO B3aMMO3aMEHSEMOCTh
pas3nu4HbIX 4yacteil peun. JIroboe cioBO B sA3bIKE (B MPHUHIUIE ATO
OTHOCUTCS JJaXKe€ K BECbMa aOCTPAKTHBIM MOHATUSIM TUIA eciu WU
K020a) MOTIJIO HCIIONB30BAaThCA KakK TIJIaroj, CyIIeCTBUTEIbHOE,
npwiaraTelbHO€ WIM Hapeune. Mexay TIJarojioM M Cylle-
CTBUTENBHBIM B TOM Clly4ae, KOTJla OHHM OJIHOTO KOpHS, HET
HUKAKUX pa3juyuil; TaHHOE MPABUJIO YK€ caMoO IO cede MPUBEIO
K YHUYTOXKEHUIO MHOXeECTBa ycrapeBmux gopm. Hampumep, criosa
MblcIumb B HOBOSI3€ HE CYIIECTBYET, €r0 MECTO 3aHSJIO CIIOBO
MblCb, KOTOPOE CIYXKHUJIO U CYHIECTBUTEIbHBIM, W TJIAroJjOM.
[IpyuemM S3TUMOJOTMYECKUH NPUHLMII 31€Ch HE COOJI0IaeTcs:
B OJIHUX CIIy4asX COXPAHSAETCS CYIIECTBUTEIbHOE, B JPYrUX —
rinaroi. Jlaxke Toraa, Korja CyliecTBUTEIbHOE U IJIaroil, CXOAHbIE
[0 3HAYEHUIO, HE CBA3BIBAIOTCA STUMOJIOTMYECKH, YTO-TO OJHO
3adactyro youpaercs. Tak, Hanmpumep, HET cll0Ba pe3amy, 3HaUCHUE
€ro BIIOJHE IMEpeAacTcsl CyIIECTBUTEIBHBIM-TIIAr0JIOM  HOJLC.
[IpunaratenbHple U Hapeduss o00pa30BBIBAIOTCA J00aBIIEHHEM
K CYLLIECTBUTEIBHOMY-TJIaroy CTaHJapTHBIX Cy((UKCOB U YaCTHIL.
Takum o0Opazom, K TPHUMEPY, CKOPOCHMEeBol 3HAYUT OblCMpbLl,
a ckopocmno  —  bOwvicmpo.  Pan Hammx ~— CErogHSLIHUX
npuiaraTelbHbIX, TaKUX, KaK XOpowiull, CUlbHblU, OO0JbUWOL,
yepHblll, MAKUL, OCTABUIIU, IO UX 00Iee YNCIO0 OBUIO HUYTOXXKHBIM.
Oco0o0if He0OXOAMMOCTH B HUX HE OBLIO, MOCKOJIbKY MPAKTUYECKU
a000H TpH3HAK IpeaMeTra Mor o0003HadaTbes J100aBIIEHUEM
CTaHJapTHOro cypdukca K cylecTBUTeNbHOMY-THarony. U3
Hapeunii, UMEIOIINX XOXKIEHUE TENEPb, HUUEr0 HE 0CTaI0Ch, KPOME
BeCbMa HEMHOTHX CJIOB, YK€ OKaHYMBABUIMXCS Ha CTaHIApPTHOE
OKOHYaHHE, KOTOPOE COOII0IAT0Ch HEYKOCHUTENBHO.
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Kpome Toro, xkaxaomy ciIoBy — 3TO OMHSThb-TaKH OTHOCHJIOCH
B IIPUHIIAIIE K 000N eIWHUIEe $3bIKa — MOTJIO OBITH TMPHUIAHO
MPOTUBOINOJIOKHOE 3HaYEHHE N00aBICHHUEM MPUCTABOYHONW YaCTUILIBI
He-. C NIpyroil CTOPOHBI, OHO MOTJIO OBITh YCHUJICHO IMPHCTABKOU
naoc- WM, s OOJIBILIEro YCWIIEHUsA, nitocniioc-. Tak, Hampumep,
CJIOBO  Hemeniviii  O3HA4aJo  XOJOAHBIM, a  MIlOCmenavii
U NIIOCHJIIOCMENIbILL  COOTBETCTBEHHO O3HAYAIU  OUYeHb Menjiblll
uecopsayul. Kak M B COBPEMEHHOM aHTJIMHCKOM, 3HAa4YCHHE
MPAKTUYECKH JII0OOOT0 CJI0Ba MOKHO OBUIO H3MEHHUTb TaKHUMH
MPUCTaBOYHBIMU O00pPa30BaHUAMHU, KaK nped-, nocie-, gvlule-, Hudice-
U T. 1. OTUMH CIIOCO0aMH YAaloCh OYE€Hb 3HAYUTEILHO COKPATHTH
cnoBapb. [lpm Hamuumm, CKaxeMm, CJIOBa noIb3a OTHajaana
HEO0OXOUMOCTh B CJIOBE 8ped, TIOCKOJIbKY HYKHBIM CMBICI B paBHOI
CTENEeHH XOPOUIO — M Jake Nydlle — mepenaBano Henoavsa. llpu
HAJIMYHUHU JTI000H Naphl €CTECTBEHHBIX aHTOHUMOB OCTaBaJIOCh JIHIIb
pelInTh, Kakoe U3bsiATh. K mpumepy, CIOBO mbMma MOTJIO 3aMEHUTh
CJIOBO Hecgem WU C8em — HembMy.

Bropoit oTnnunTenbHON 4YepTOd TpaMMaTHKH HOBOTO SI3bIKa
ObUTa ero HOPMAaTUBHOCTh. 3a HWCKJIIOUYEHHEM HEMHOTHX CIIydYacs,
pedb O KOTOpBIX BIEpelH, BCE HW3MEHEHHS (OPMBI CIOBa
NOTYHHSIIMCh €IUHBIM TpaBUIaM. DTO Kacaloch, HAIPHMEpP, BCEX
HENPAaBWIBHBIX TJaroJioB AaHIJIMICKOrO s3bIKa. Temepp BCce OHH
B IIPOIIE/ANIEM WJIA JIaBHOMPOIIENNIEM BpPEMEHH OKaHUYMBAINCH
OJIMHAaKOBO, a Bce cTapble (hopMbl ObUIH yrpa3zaHeHbl. Bee dopMbl
MHOXECTBEHHOTO YHCJIa CYIIECTBUTENLHBIX 00Pa30BBIBAIMCH CTPOTO
Ipy TOMOIIM CTAaHAAPTHBIX OKOHYaHHW. MHOXXECTBEHHOE YHCIIO
CIIOB-UCKJIIOYEHUH Obulo  yHHUTOXeHO. (CTeneHu cpaBHEHUS
MpUJIaraTeIbHbIX OMSATh-TAKH HEU3MEHHO OOpa30BBIBAUCH MPHU
MOMOIIIM CTAHAAPTHBIX OKOHYAHUH (HAPHMEpP: XOpoul — Xopouiee —
Xopowetiwutl); BCe HeENpaBWIbHbIE (OpMBI  (nyuwie, Xxyowuil)
U CIIOKHBIE KOHCTPYKIIMHM, HAYMHAIONIMECS C Oojee WIH Camblil,
W3BIMAITUCH.

CnoBamu, TIIe TO-TIPEKHEMY JIOIMYCKaJOCh OTCTYIUICHHE OT
JKECTKOM HOPMATUBHOCTH, OBLIM TMPEXKIE BCEr0 MECTOMMEHHS
Y BCIIOMOTaTeNbHble Tiaroibl. OHM YNOTPEOSIUCh MO CTapuHKE,
KpoMe (opM Hezo, Hee, HUX, KOTOPbIE ObUIN U3bITHI KaK HEHY)KHBIE.
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Hekotopsiii oTxon oT dopMalbHOCTEH MpU 00pa30BaHUHU CJIOB
BBI3BIBAJICS. HEOOXOIUMOCTBIO OBICTpOH M ynoOHo# peun. CioBo,
KOTOpOe OBUIO TPYJHO IMPOU3HECTH OBICTPO WJIM KOTOPOE MOTIIO
ObITh HE TaK pacciblliiano, IPpSO facto cumTamoch MIOXHUM CIIOBOM;
BOT IOYE€MYy HMHOTJa BO HMMs OJaro3By4dss B CJIIOBO BCTaBJSUIUCH
numrare (YOMpaauch M3 HErO MEMIAIoNIie) OyKBBI MU COXPAHSIIACh
ero apxamdeckas (opma. OmHAKO TPEXIE BCETO 3TO HMEIO
oTHoOWIEeHHe K b-nexcukony. M3 mocienyrommx pa3aenoB JTaHHOTO
NPUJIOKCHUSI CTaHET MOHATHO, nouYemy YIOOCTBY TPOM3HOUICHUS
NpUIaBATIACh TaKasl BA)KHOCTb.

b-nexcukon. bB-JIEKCUKOH COCTOSUI W3 CJOB, CHELUAIBHO
CO3JIaHHBIX B TMOJUTHYECKUX IEJSIX, KOTOpbIE, TaK CKa3aTh, HE
TOJBKO HMMEIOT BCE JI0 OJHOTO MOJUTHYECKHH TOATEKCT, HO U
NpeHAa3HAYA0TCS JJIsi TOTO, YTOOBI BHYIIMTBH JKEIATEIbHBIC HJICH
TOMY, KTO ymoTpeOiseT uX. be3 MONMHOro MOHWUMAaHWS TPHUHIIUAIIOB
AHrcoma ymoTpeOssATh NPaBUIBHO TaKHE CJIOBa OBUIO TPYIHO.
B HEKOTOpBIX caydasx WX MOXHO OBLIO MEPEBOAUTH HA CTAPOSI3 WIH
JKe TepenaBaTh CIoBaMH A-JICKCMKOHA, HO 3TO, Kak IMPaBUIIO,
CBSI3aHO C YTpaTOl HEKOTOPHIX OTTEeHKOB. CioBa b-nekcukona Obun
CBOETO poOjJa YCTHOM cTeHorpaduei, rjae 3adacTyl0 HECKOJIbKO
CJIOrOB BMEIIATIU B ceOs LeNbIi psii ujaed, U B TO K€ BpeMs ObuIH
0oJiee TOYHOM U CUITBHOM (HOPMO BBIpAXKEHUS, YEM OOBIYHAS PEYb.

Ho Bo Bcex ciywasix cioBa b-nmekcukoHa OBUTM COCTAaBHBIMU.
OHu coctosanu W3 JBYyX HIKW Oojee CIOB WM YacTell CJoB,
CIUIaBJICHHBIX B EAMHYIO yaoOornpousHocumyto ¢opmy. Htorom
BCEr/la OKa3bIBAIOCh CYIIECTBUTEIBHOE-TIAroN, TpaMMaTHYECKH
u3MeHstomeecs mo obmmm npawiaM. [IpuBegem mnpumep. CioBo
000podym O3HA4YaeT, OuYeHb NPUOJIUUTENBHO, «OOIENPUHATHIC
B3TJISIBI» WJIM, €CITM CYWTAaTh €ro TJarojioM, <«IyMaTb B
oOmenpuHATOM Jyxe». @DOopMbl €ro: CylecTBUTENbHOE-TIAro
000pooym, MpuYacTue  00Opodymarwull, npujaraTeaIbHOe
000p0OyMHbL,  Hapedne 000podyMHO, OTTIArojpbHOE  CyIle-
CTBUTEILHOE 000p00yMay.

CnoBa b-lmekcukoHa HE CO3[aBAUCh M0 KAaKOMY-JIHOO
THMOJIOTUYECKOMY IuTaHy. MX »sieMeHThl MOriM OBITh JTH000H
YacThIO peud, pacrmojarateCs B JIOOOM TIOpSAKe, U B LEJAX
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0J1aro3By4usi, ©X MOKHO OBLIO KaJ€UUTh JIOOBIM CIIOCOOOM, JIMIIb
OBl COXpaHWIICA UX W3HAYaJbHBIN CMBICI. B ciioBe npecmynmobicisb
(IpecTynHOe MBILUICHUE) MblClb, HAIPUMED, CTOsJIA B KOHIIE, B TO
BpEeMs KaK B CIIOBE MblLC/1bno (TIONHIHS MBICITH) — B Ha4alle, IpU4eM
B TIOCJIEIHEM Cllydae OT MOHSTUS noauyuss ObUTA OCTaBJICHBI JIUIIb
nepBele Tpu OykBbl. B b-lekcukoHe cliokHee OBLJIO COXPaHUTH
Oylaro3Byuyue, TOITOMY HENpaBHIIbHbIE O0pa3oBaHUS B HEM
BCTpeUaMCch  dYame, dYeM B A-iekcukone.  Hampuwmep,
npuiarateabHbIMU 0T Mununpagoa, Munumup u  Mununo606b
ABIISJIUCH COOTBETCTBEHHO MUHUNPABBIU, MUHUMUPHBIL W MUHU-
JM00bIll TIPOCTO TOTOMY, 4YTO IpHjaraTelbHble, O00pa30BaHHBIC
CTaHJapTHO, ObUTM OBl HECKOJIBKO TPYAHBI AJISi MPOU3HOLICHUS.
OnHako B TPUHIMUIIE BCE CIIOBA b-JIGKCHKOHA TpaMMaTHYCCKH
W3MEHSITUCH, U U3MEHSITUCH OJJUHAKOBO.

Hekoropeie cimoBa B 3TOM JICKCUKOHE WMEIH  CTOJIb
YTOHYEHHOE 3HAuY€HHUE, YTO OKA3bIBAJUCH €[Ba MOHSATHBI TOMY, KTO
HE OBJAJeN S3BIKOM B COBEPIICHCTBE. Bo3bMeM, K Mpumepy,
TUMIMYHOE TpeUIokKeHne U3 mnepenoBuilbl «Taitmey: Cmapooymauu
Heoproxuyecme Anecoy. Ecnu KOpOTKO mepenaTh 3TO Ha CTaposi3e, TO
npeioxeHne 3By4dano Obl Tak: «Te, ubK B3rIsABI chopMHUpPOBATHCEH
no Peomroniuu, He MOTyT 00JIaaTh TOJHBIM SMOIMOHATHHBIM
BOCTIpUATHEM MNpUHIUNOB AHriuiickoro Commanuzma». OmHaKo
TAHHBIA TIepeBOj] HeajekBareH. HauaTh ¢ TOTO, 9TO JJIS YSCHEHUS
BCEr0 CMBbICJIA TPUBEIEHHOTO TMPEAJOKEHUs HEeO0OXOIUMO SICHO
MPEJICTaBIISITh, YTO MMEeTCs B BHUAY moa Awxecoyem. Kpome Ttoro,
TOIIKO 4YEJIOBEK, I[IOJHATOpEeBIIUN B AHrcolle, CHocoOeH TIo
JOCTOMHCTBY OILIGHHTh CHJIy CJIOBa Oproxuyscms, OYyKBaJbHO
0003HaYalIIeT0  CJIeNoe, BOCTOPKEHHOE  yCBOGHUE  HJIEH,
MPEJICTAaBUThL KOTOPOE CETOAHS TPYIHO, WU TIyOWHY CJOBa
cmapooymad, B KOTOPOM CJIOKHO TIEPETTICTeHBI MOHATUS U JyPHOTO
yMBICIIa, ¥ TIOpoKa. Brmpodem, ocobast PyHKIHS 11€J0T0 psAsia CIIOB
HOBOTO SI3bIKa, OJHUM U3 KOTOPBIX U OBLIO CIOBO cmapodymad,
3aKJIF0YaIach HE TOJHKO B BEIPAXKCHUH TOTO WM WHOTO 3HAYCHHUS, HO
U B yHuUuTO)XeHuu ero. CroBa 3TH, TO HEOOXOAUMOCTH
MaJIOYHCIICHHBIC, KaK OBl HapalUBAIM CBOE MOHATHIHOE 3HAYCHUE,
CIIPECCOBBIBasi BHYTPHU CeOs 1IETyH0 00O0WMY CIIOB, KOTOpBIE IMOCIHE
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MOSIBJICHUST OJTHOTO OO0OOIIAIONIEr0 TEPMHUHA JIETKO MOTJIHM OBITH
U3BATHl U3 oOpameHuss U 3a0bIThl. s cocraButeneil «CroBaps
HOBOS13a» caMOW OOJIBIION TPYIHOCTBIO OKa3ajloCch HE M300peTeHue
HOBBIX CJIOB, a YSCHEHHE CMBICIIa BHOBb HM300PETEHHBIX, T. €.
HE00X01MMO OBLIO TOYHO YSICHUTB, TaK CKa3aTbh, KAKUE 0OONMBI CIIOB
YHUYTOXKAIOTCS HOBBIMH CIIOBAMH.

Kak MbI yOequinucey Ha IpuMepe coBa c80000Hblli, HEKOTOPBIE
apxau3Mbl, IMEBIINE KOTJA-TO €PEeTHUYECKUN CMBICT, paau yao0cTBa
HOpPOH  COXpaHsUIUCh, HO JIMIIb IOCHAE€ BBIYMCTKM U3 HHX
HE)KENIaTeJIbHOT0 3HaueHMs. beCKOHEeUHOe YKMCII0 MHBIX CIIOB, BPOJIE
49ECTh, CHPABEONUBOCHIb, MOPALb, UHMEPHAYUOHANUZM, OEMOKPAMUS,
HayKka, penueus, TPOCTO TIepecTano cymecTBoBarts. Heckoibko
0000MIAIONTNX CJIOB BBIPAXKATU ATH TOHATHA W, TaKUM 00pas3oM,
yHHYTOKamM uX. CkaxeM, Bce CJIOBa, TPYNIMPYIOLIMECS BOKPYT
uaed cBoOOABI W paBEHCTBA, CIWINCh B OJHO CJIOBO —
npecmynmulciib, a BCE CIIOBA, CBA3aHHbIE C MJESIMH OOBEKTUBHOCTU
U palioHalIn3Ma, — B CIIOBO cmapooym. bonbinasi omnpeneineHHoCTh
U sICHOCTh Oblma Obl omacHoil. Ot wiena Ilaptum TpeGoasocs,
YTOOBI B3TJISABI €0 ObUIM TOAOOHBI BEPOBAaHUSAM JIPEBHETO Hyjes,
KOTOPBIH, HE Belas HU O YeM, MOHUMAJ JIMIIb, YTO JIFOOOH JIpyroi
HapoJ MOKJIOHseTcs «(anbliuBbIM O0ram». EMy M HYXIbl HE ObLIO
3HaTh, 4TO O0roB 3TUX 30BYT Baan, Ocupuc, Monox, ActapTa u T. 1.
BBITE MOXXET, 4eM MEHbIIIE OH 3HAJ O HHUX, TEM JIydIle ObUIO /IS €To
npaBoBepHocTH. EcTh Merosa u ero 3aBetsl, a ctano ObITh, Bce 60TH
C ApYTMMHU MMEHaMHU WM UHBIMU aTpuOyTamu — (panbiivBbie OOTH.
B ToMm ke ayxe u uned IlapTum 3HaJ, Kakoe MOBEJCHHE CUMTAETCS
NPaBUIBHBIM, JTFOOBIE BO3MOXKHBIE OTKJIIOHEHHUSI OT HETO TPEICTABIISLII
OUYeHb CMYTHO, B 00muXx cinoBax. K mpumepy, cekcyalibHas >KU3Hb
€T0 MOJIHOCTHIO PETYIMPOBAJIAch IBYMS CIOBAMH: cekcepex (T0JIoBast
aMOpabHOCTh) B doOpocexc (nenomynpue). Cexcepex 03Haval BCe U
BCSTYECKHE CEKCYaTbHBIE MPOCTYIKU: MPETI000IeSTHIE, CYTIPYKECKUE
U3MEHBI, TOMOCEKCYaJJu3M M TMpOYHe U3BpallleHHs, a TaKxke
HOPMAJIBHBI  TIOJIOBOM  aKT, TIPAKTHUKYEMbId Kak CaMOIIEllb.
MmeHoBaTh BCE 3TO B OTHCIBHOCTH HE OBLJIO HEOOXOAMMOCTH,
MOCKOJIBKY BCE€ TIPECTYIUICHUSI TAaKOTO POJia PaBHO OCYXKIAJNCh U B
OpUHIUIE Bce Kapaimuch cMeptbio. Ckaxkem, B B-nexcukowne,
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KOTOPBIN COJEpXk al TEPMUHBI HAYKU U TEXHUKHU, MOIjIa BOZHUKHYThH
NOTPEOHOCTh B CHEUUAJIBHOM HA3BAHWU TEX WM HMHBIX IMOJOBBIX
OTKJIOHEHHH, M0 OOBIYHOMY TpaKJaHUHY HE HaJI0 ObLIO UX 3HATh.
OH 3HaJ, 4TO TaKoe 00OpOCceKc — HOPMAIbHBIN MOJIOBOI aKT MEXIY
MY>KEM U JKEHOM C €IMHCTBEHHOM IeNblo 3ayaTsl peOeHka u 6e3
(U3UUECKOr0 YAOBJIETBOPEHUS CO CTOPOHBI JKEHIIMHBI, a BCE
OCTaJIbHOE — cekcepex. Ha HOBOsA3€ pelko ynaBaloCh MPOCIENUTH
€pPETUYECKYI0O MBIC/Ib Jajibllleé OCO3HAHUSA TOr0, YTO OHAa U €CThb
epeThyeckasi, 3a OTOH TpaHbl0 HYXKHBIX CJIOB Kak Obl He
CyILIECTBOBAJIO.

Hu ogHo cnoBo b-nekcukoHa He ObUIO HIEOJIOTMYECKU
HelTpaabHbIM. MHOTHE SBISUTHCH dBheMu3mMamu. Takue cioBa, Kak,
Hanpumep, eocmopenae (MCIPaBUTEIbHO-TPYAOBON Jlarepb) WIHU
Munumup (MunuctepcTBO Mupa, T. €. BOGHHOE MHHHUCTEPCTRBO),
O3HAYajJu MPSMO IPOTHUBOIIOJIOKHOE TOMY, 4YTO BpoJe Obl
roBopuiiocb. HekoTopsie cioBa, HAaPOTUB, BBIPAXKAJIU OTKPOBEHHOE
M UMHUYHOE TIOHMMaHWe pealbHocTe obmectBa OxeaHuw.
[IpumepoM CIy’)KUT CIIOBO pabkopm, O3HAYaBIlee B3JOPHbBIC
pa3BiiedeHUs] U (QasIbIIMBbIE HOBOCTHU, KOTOpbiMM IlapTus mnutana
Mmacchbl. Citydanuch M MOHATHS aMOMBAJIEHTHOTO CMBICIIA, UMEBIINE
3Hau€HUEe Xopows TpUMEHUTeNbHO K Ilaptum u  nmiox —
IPUMEHHUTENBHO K €€ BparaMm. CyIllecTBOBajO TaKKe MHOYKECTBO
CIOB, KOTOpblE Ha TEpBBbIA B3I  BBINISLIEAM  [POCTO
ab0peBHaTypaMy U MOJyYalld UAE0JIOTHUYECKYI0 OKPACKy HE CTOJIBKO
OT MBICIIH, CKOJIBKO OT COOCTBEHHOU CTPYKTYPBHI.

Bce wumeBmee winm cnocoOHOE HMEThb MOJIMTUYECKYIO
3HAYUMOCTb, HACKOJBKO 3TO yJaBajoCh BBIIyMaTh, BKIIOYAJIOCh
B b-nexkcukon. Ha3Banme kaxxaod opraHuzanuu, OObEIUHEHUS
JOJIeH, TOKTPUHBI, CTPAHBI, TF0OOT0 0OIIECTBEHHOTO HHCTUTYTA WIIH
OOIIECTBEHHOTO 3/1aHUS HEW3MEHHO Yype3ajJoch 0 MPUBBIYHOMN
dbopMBI, T. €. [0 OAHOIO JIErKO IPOM3HOCHMOIO  CJIOBa
C HAMMEHBIIUM YHCJIOM CJIOIOB, JOCTAaTOYHBIM [UISI COXPaHEHHS
W3Ha4YampHOro cmeicia. Hanpumep, B Mununcrepcte IlpaBnsl
Hcropuueckuit Otnen, B koropom pabotan VYuHctoH Cwmur,
HasbBaNICA Mcmomo, XynoxectBeHHbIM OTaen — Xyoomo, a Otnen
Tenesusznonubix [Iporpamm — Tenenpoep u T. 1. U nenanock 310 HE
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TOJBKO JUIsl SKOHOMHMM BpEMEHH. YXKe B IEpBble JECATUIETUS
JIBA/ILATOTO BEKa TEJIECKOMUYECKUE CJI0Ba M (hpa3bl CTAIN OJHOU U3
XapakTepHBIX YepT MOJIUTUYECKOTO fA3bIKA. BBIJIO 3amMeueHo, uTo
TEHJCHLMSI HUCIOJb30BaTh IOAOOHBIE KOHCTPYKIIMM OCOOEHHO
OposIBIsIaCh B TOTAJIMTapHbIX CTpaHax M OpraHU3aLUsX.
[Ipumepamu 31ech CIly’)KaT CJIOBA HAyu, 2ecmano, KOMUHMEPH,
unnpexopp, acumnpon. BHauajie OHM HCIOJIb30BAIMCh HEOCO3HAHHO,
CJIOBHO MHCTUHKTHBHO, HO B HOBOSI3€ OHM IIPUMEHSUINCH YK€ BIIOJIHE
co3HarenbHO. CUUTaNOCh, YTO COKPALIEHHUE CI0Ba 10 a00peBUaTypbl
IPUBOAUT K CYKEHHIO M HEKOTOPOMY M3MEHEHHUIO €ro 3HauyeHUs
Oylarojaps JIMKBUAALKUK AaCCOLIMATUBHBIX CBsI3€d, KOTOpbIE B HHBIX
ciydasx — nosiBisuiuch  Obl.  Coueranue — KommyHucmuueckuti
HumepHnayuonan, HaripuMep, MOPOKAAET B BOOOPAKEHUHU CIIOKHYIO
KapTHHY BCEOOILEro ueloBeYeCKOro OpaTcTBa, KpacHbIX (Iaros,
O6appukan, Kapnma Mapkca wu Ilapwxkckoit kommyHbl. Cl0BO
Komunmepn, HampoTHB, IpennojaraeT TECHO  CIUIOYEHHYIO
OpraHM3alMI0, TOYHO M3JIOKEHHYIO JOKTpuHY. OHO OTHOCHUTCS
K [IOHATHUIO, KOTOpOE IOYTH TaK € JIErKO Y3HaTb, Ha3HauyeHUE
KOTOPOTO TaK K€ OrPaHUYEHO, KaK y CTyJa UM crona. Komunmeph —
3TO CJIIOBO MOXHO MPOU3HECTH, HE YTPYXKAas pa3yM, B TO BpeMs Kak
Kommynucmuueckuii Humepnayuonan — gpasza, HaJ KOTOPOH BCSIKUN
pa3 MPUXOAUTCS 3aAyMbIBaThCsl XOTA Obl Ha MrHoBeHue. [IpumepHO
Tak ke Mununpaeoa BbI3bIBA€T MEHbIIE acCOLMAIMI, U OHU JieTye
HOJIAt0TCS KOHTPOIIO, 4eM cioBa «MunucrepctBo [IpaBas». 910
OOBSICHSIETCSI HE TOJIBKO NMPUBBIYKON MPHU KaKJIOM YIOOHOM cilydae
00pa30oBbIBaTh a0OpeBHATYpBl, HO W MPEYyBEJINYEHHOM 3a00TOM O
TOM, YTOOBI CENaTh JII000E CIOBO JETKOIMPOU3HOCUMBIM.
bnarozByune cjI0B B HOBOS3€ IIEPEBELIMBAIO BCE ApPYTHE
cooOpaxkeHMs, 3a HCKIIOUYEHHEM ToyHOoCcTH moHATHI. Hopma-
TUBHOCTh I'PaMMAaTHUKU BCErJa MPUHOCHIACh B KEPTBY, KOIJa 3TO
CUMTAJIOCh HEOOXOAMMBIM. OJTO OBUIO CIPaBEeAIUBO, IOCKOJBKY,
IpEeX/ie BCEro pajiu TOCTUKEHUS MOJUTUIECKUX 11eel, TpeOoBaINCh
pyOJieHbIE CJIOBAa C TOYHBIM CMBICIIOM, KOTOpBIE MPOTOBapUBAIUCH
Obl OBICTPO, BBI3bIBAS MHUHUMAJbHBIE OTTOJOCKM B CO3HAHUHU
rosopsiero. Cnosa b-nekcukoHa fa)e BHIMTPBIBATIN B CHJIE OTTOTO,
4TO €/Ba JIU HEe BCe OHU ObUTM CXO0XHU. [louTH HEM3MEHHO Bce ITH
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000pOOYyM, MUHUMUD, DPAOKOPM, CceKcepex, eocmopenae, aHecoy,
Oproxuy6cme, Mulcibnol 1 OECCYETHOE YUCIIO APYTHX CIOB COCTOSITU
U3 JIBYX-TpPEX CJOrOB, NMPUYEM IEPBbI M MOCICAHHUHA CIOTHU OBLIU
paBHOYAApHBIMH. YTOTpeOJICHHEe WX TMPUBEIO K OOpMouyIleMy
CTHJIIO PEYH, OTPHIBUCTOMY U B TO K€ BpeMs MOHOTOHHOMY. DTOTrO
u noouBaych. llenp 3aknrodanach B TOM, YTOOBI pedb JIIOICH,
OCOOCHHO Ha TE€MbI UJICOJIOTUYECKU HE HEUTpalibHbIe, MAaKCUMaJIbHO
000co0A7Iach OT Co3HaHUSA. B 00uxXome BO3HUKana, XOTSA ObI
u3peaKa, NoTpeOHOCTh MOAyMaTh, MpEXkIe 4eM roBopuTh. Ho u3
wieHa [lapTum, KOTOPOMY HPUXOIWUIOCH MPOU3HOCUTH MOJIUTHU-
YECKUE U dTUYECKHE CYXICHHUS, MPABUIHHBIC MHECHUS JTOJKHBI OBLTH
BbLIETaTh aBTOMATUYECKH, KaK My/Iu U3 aBromara. Ero cnernuanbHo
VUUIIM 3TOMY, a SI3bIK JIaBaJl €My IOYTH O€30TKa3HBI MEXaHH3M
U TaKue CJIOBAa — JKECTKUE U MPeIHAMEPEHHO TpyOble B COOTBETCTBHH
¢ a1yxoMm AHrcora, 4to emie 0osee crnocoOCTBOBAIO €ro ycuexy.

DTOMy CIOCOOCTBOBANI U BeCbMa OTPaHUYEHHBIN BHIOOP CIIOB.
CrnoBapp HOBOSI3a XOTs M OBUI POJICTBEH HAIIEMY SI3BIKY, BCE XKe
HEBEJHK, 00Jiee TOro, TOCTOSTHHO U3BbICKUBAIIUCH HOBBIE CIIOCOOBI €r0
COKpamieHusi. B CyIIHOCTH, OT BCeX WHBIX S3BIKOB HOBOS3
OTIIMYAETCs TEM, YTO CIIOBApHBIN 3alac ero yMeHbIIaics, a He Poc.
Kaxxnmoe cokpareHue CuMTagoch JOCTHKEHHEM, MO0 YeM MEHbIIE
BBIOOpP, T€M MEHbIIIE UCKYIIEHUH YTPYXAaTh ceOs pa3MbIILICHUEM.
B  koHeuHOM  cueTe  HAAESIIUCh  CACNATh  HUCTOYHUKOM
aApTUKYJIHPOBAHHONW pEYHd HEMOCPEACTBEHHO TOJIOCOBHIE CBSI3KH,
a0COTFOTHO HE 3aTparuBas MPH 3TOM BBICIIFE MO3TOBBIC I[EHTPHI.
[Tono6Has 11enb OTKPOBEHHO BBICTYIIANA HAPYXKY B CIIOBE VIMKOpeub,
O3HAYABIIIEM «Kpsikamb, Kax ymxa». Kak W psg JApyrax CcJoB
b-nexcukona, ymrxopeuv Oblla amMOMBalIeHTHA MO 3HaueHUI0. Ecim
MHEHUS, KOTOpPbIC€ BBIKPHKHUBAINCH, HOCWIA OPTOIOKCATBHBIH
XapakTep, CIIOBO HE BBIPAXKAIO HUYEro, KpoMe moxBamnbl. W korma
«Taiimc»  coobmama, 49ro oauH u3  opatopoB  [laptum
RIIOCNIIIOCX0POUL YMKopeyep, Ta3eTa TeM CaMbiM YAOCTauBaia €ro
TEIJION U LIEHHON MTOXBaJIbI.

B-nexcuxon. B-JEKCHUKOH CIYXWJ JOMOJHEHHEM K JBYM
JPYTHM ¥ COCTOSUI HCKIIOYUTEIIBHO W3 HAyYHO-TEXHUYECKHX
TepMuHOB. OHHM TOXOAWJIM Ha HAYYHBIE TEPMHHBI, KOTOPHIMH MBI

155



HOJIb3yEMCSl CEroJHsI, 0OPa30BBIBAIUCH OT TEX K€ KOpPHEH, HO U K
HUM IPUMEHSUIUCH OOBIYHBIE MEPBI IS )KECTKOM (DPUKCAIlMK CMBICIIA
U OYMILIEHHUS OT HEKEIATEIbHBIX OTTEHKOB. [loqunMHAINCH OHM TEM
K€ TIpaMMATUYECKUM IpaBUjaM, 4YTO U CJoBa [JBYX JApPYTuX
JneKkcukoHOB. (OueHp HemHorume B-cioBa wnMenn XoxzaeHue
B OOMXOMHOM wiM mnoiauThyeckoil peun. Kaxawlii ydeHbll wiu
UH)KEHEp MOI HaliTu Bce TpeOyrolMecs €My cJIoBa B IE€peyHe
TEPMHHOB II0 €r0 CHEUUAIBHOCTH, HO OH PEIKO 3Hal (pa3Be uTo
OUYCHb IIOBEPXHOCTHO) CJIOBA, BKJIIOUYEHHBIE B JApPYyrue MEpeyHH.
JInipb oueHb HEMHOTHE CJI0BA BCTPEYAINCh BO BeexX nepeyHsax. 1 ne
ObUIO CIIOBapsi, OMpenessBIIEro (YHKIMIO HAyKd KakK CBOWCTBA
pasymMa MM croco0a MBIIUIEHUS, BHE CBSI3U C €€ IPUKIAJHBIMU
HampaBJieHUsIMU U oTpacisiMu. He Obuto M camoro cioBsa Hayka,
IOTOMY YTO JH000€ MOHATHE, KOTOpoe Obl UM 0003HAyYalIoCh, yiKe
B JJOCTaTOYHOM ME€pe BBIPAKaIOCh CIOBOM AHecoy.

JlanpHelmMe paccyKAeHUs MOKaXyT, YTO BBIPAXXEHHE HEOP-
TOJIOKCAJIbHBIX MBICIICH Ha HOBOS3€ OBLIO MOYTH HEBO3MOXKHBIM, 32
UCKJIIOYEHHEM CaMOro INPUMUTHUBHOIO YpoBHA. KoHEYHO, MOXXHO
OBUIO CKa3aTh KaKyl-HHOYIb OYEHb HHU3KONPOOHYIO €pech, HEYTO
Bpozie 6oroxynbctBa. MoXHO ObLIO, HaIpUMep, CKaszath: «boavuioi
Bpam nexopow». Ho 171st OpTOAOKCANBHOIO yxa MOJ00HOE 3asBie-
HHUE OKa3aloch Obl He Oosiee 4eM CaMOOYeBHIHBIM a0CypaoM, KOTO-
pBIi pa3yMHBIMH JIOBOJIaMHU TOJKPENUTh HENb3s, MOCKOIbKY HEO00-
XOJMMBIX JUIS 3TOrO CJIOB IpocTo He Obu1o. BpakneOHble AHrcoiy
UJIEW MOXXHO OBUIO BBIPA3UTh JIUIIbL B HEICHOW OECCIOBECHOMU
dopme, MOXKHO OBLIO Ha3BaTh JIMIIL OYEHb OOLIMMM TEPMHUHAMH,
KOTOpBIE COOMpAIu B OJHY Ky4y M OCYXKJIaIH YOXOM MHOKECTBO
pa3HBIX epeceil, He ompezaensas uX npu 3ToM. To ecTb A HEOpTO-
JIOKCAJIbHBIX 1IeJiell HOBOSI3 (paKTUYECKH MOXKHO OBIJIO MCHOJIb30BaTh
JMIIB ITYTEM HE3aKOHHOT'O IEPeBO/ia HEKOTOPHIX CJIOB OOpaTHO Ha
craposiz. K mpumepy, «Bce n100u pasnvly — Takoe MpenioKeHue
B IIpUHIIMIIE OBLIO BO3MOXKHO, HO JIMIIb B TOW Mepe, B KakoH ma
cTaposize JOMYCTUMO MpeasiokeHue «Bce nmoou pwiocuen. 'pamma-
TUYECKUX OIIMOOK 37€Ch HET, HO COOOIIaeTCsl OUeBUIHAS HEMpaBAa,
T. €. YTO BCE JIFOJIM PaBHBI 110 POCTY, Becy WM cwie. Maen nomutu-
YEeCKOT0 paBeHCTBa OOJIbIIE HE CYLIECTBOBAJIO, 3HAYHUT, 3TO BTOPUY-

156



HOE 3HAYCHHE CJIOBA pasHvl yke Obulo BbhumieHo. B 1984 rony,
KOTJ]a CTaposi3 elle OCTaBaJiCsi HOPMATUBHBIM CPEICTBOM OOIICHUS,
TEOPETUYECKH CYIIECTBOBAJA ONACHOCTh, 4YTO, MCIIOJB3Ys CJIOBa
HOBOTO SI3bIKAa, KTO-TO MOT' BCIIOMHHUTh HX CTapoe 3HauCHHE.
Ha npaktuke 4enoBeKy, XOpOIIO NOAHATOPEBLIEMY B «080EMbICIULY,
U30€THYTh ATOr0 OBUIO HECIOXKHO, a Yepe3 IBAa-TPU MOKOJICHUS U 3Ta
OINaCHOCTh MCYE3HET cama coOoi. YenoBek, B3pallleHHbIi Ha HOBO-
s3€, KaK Ha €IMHCTBEHHOM POIHOM s3bIKe, OOJbIlie HE OyAeT 3HATh,
YTO CJIOBO paseH KOIJla-TO UMENI0 BTOPOE 3HAUEHUE — «IIOJIUTHYECKU
paBHBII» WJIM UYTO IOHATHE C80O00eH KOIJa-TO O3Ha4yajo
«UHTEIUIEKTYaJIbHO CBOOOAHBII». TOUHO Tak ke, KaK 4elI0BeK, KOTO-
pBII HUKOTJa HE CJIBIIIAN O IIaXMaTaX, He MOXKET 3HaTb, YTO Y CJIOB
KOpo/lesa W 1a0bsi €CTh €Ille KaKhe-TO 3Ha4eHUs. MHOTO MpecTyIuie-
HUI 1 OIIMOOK YeJIOBEK IMPOCTO HE CMOKET COBEPLIUTH TOJIBKO U3-32
TOTO, YTO OHU OE3BIMSHHBI M, KaK TaKOBBIE, HEMPEICTABHMEI.
W MOXXHO mpeABHIETb, 4YTO CO BpPEMEHEM OTJIUYUTEIIbHBIE
XapaKTEepUCTUKU HOBOSI3a OyAyT MpOSIBIATHCS Bce Oosee U Oosee
SPKO: CJIOB B HEM OyAeT CTaHOBHUTbCS BCE MEHBIIE U MEHbIIE, MX
3Ha4YeHHne OyneT (PUKCHUPOBATHCS HKECTYE, & BEPOATHOCTH HEBEPHOTO
WA HETOYHOTO UX MCMOJIb30BaHUs OyJIeT CTPEMUTHCS K HYIIIO.

C oTMeHOH craposiza pa3 W HaBCerga MOPBETCS IMOCIEIHSS
CBSI3yIOIllasl HUTh C MpOLUIbIM. VcTopusi yxe mepenucaHa, HO Koe-
IJIe elle COXPAaHWINCh HEOPEXKHO OTIEH3YypHPOBAHHBIE (PParMEHTHI
JUTEpATyphl MPOLLIOTo, U, IOKAa KTO-TO COXpaHSIET 3HaHUE CTapos3a,
X MOXXHO TpouecTb. B Oymymem 3Tu QparMeHTsl, JaKe eclid OHU
COXpaHATCS, CTAHYT HENOHATHBIMH, M HeNepeBoAMMBIMU. Benb
HEBO3MOXXHO TEPEBECTH YTO-THOO CO CTapos3a Ha HOBOSI3, €CIH
TOJIKO B HEM HE OMUCHIBACTCS KaKOW-TMOO TEXHUYECKHH Ipolecc,
KaKoe-TM00 TPUMUTHBHOE OOMXOJHOE ACWCTBHE WIIM HEYTO YiKe
CTaBIIee OPTOAOKCATBHBIM (00OpOOYMHBIM CKaXYT Ha HOBOS3E).
[TpakTudecku 310 OyIeT O3HAYaTh, YTO HU OJHA KHUTA, HAITMCAHHAS
npuMepHo 10 1960 rona, yxe He MOKET ObITh MepeBeIcHa LETHUKOM.
JIOpeBOMIOIMOHHYIO  JIUTEpaTypy  BooOIe  MOXHO  Oyaer
HOJBEPTHYTh TOJIBKO MJICOJOTMYECKOMY MEPEBOAY, T. €. 3aMEHHUTDH B
HEl He IIPOCTO S3bIK, HO U CMBICIL.
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BospmuTe, K mpuUMeEpy, XOpOIIO H3BECTHBIM OTPHIBOK W3
«/lexmapanuu HE3aBUCUMOCTH»:

Mol cuumaem camooyesUOHbLIMU UCMUHAMU, YMO 6Ce 00U
€030aHbl PABHLIMU, YMO OHU HAOENeHbl CO30ameieM OnpeoeseHHbIMU
HeOmveMIeMbIMU NpaAsamMu U UmMoO Cpedu MAKOBbIX — IHCU3HD,
€80000a u cmpemieHue K cuacmoio. [na obecneyeHuss 3mux npas
cpedu nodetl cozoaromes Ilpasumenvcmaa, nomyyarowue 81acms om
coenacus  ynpaeisemvix. Bceaxuil  pas, kozcoa Oannas gopma
npasieHus. Cmaro8umcs na2yoHoul 0Jisi OAHHOU Yeau, npaso Hapooa —
USMEHUMb WU C8epeHYmMb ee U 00pazoeams Hogoe [Ipasumenscmeo.

[lepeBecT 3TO Ha HOBOSI3, COXpPaHsS CMBICI OpPUTMHANA,
COBEPILEHHO HEBO3MOXHO. Jlydille BCero 3aMeHUTh BECh OTPBIBOK
€MHCTBCHHBIM CJIOBOM — npecmynmulcib. [10THBIM e MOXKET OBIThH
TOJIbKO HUJCOJOTMUYECKHI MEepeBOJl, C IMOMOILIBI KOTOPOTO CJIOBa
Ixkepdepcona mpeBparsaTcs He Oonee dYeM B [MAHETHPUK
a0COIOTUCTCKOMY MPABUTEIILCTBY.

JIOBOJIbHO 3HAuUUTENbHAS YacCTh JIMTEPATYpPhl MPOILUIOTO YXKe
nepeBoauTCs moAoOHbIM 00pa3zom. CoobpakeHHs MPECTHKA AeNanu
JKeNaTeIbHbIM COXPAHUTh MaMsITh O HEKOTOPBIX HMCTOPUYECKUX
durypax, mnpuBeAs HX TOCTHKEHUS B COOTBETCTBHE C JAYyXOM
Anrcomna. CouuHeHHs psiga mnucatenen, Takux, kak Illexcrup,
MunetoH, CBugt, Dbaiipon, JIMKKeHC, U HEKOTOPBIX JIPYTUX
HaXOJWJIKCH B mpoliecce nepesoja. [locie 3aBepiienus 31oil paboThl
WX OpWUTMHAJbHBIE TBOPEHHUS, a TaKXe BCE YIEJNEBIIee OT
JUTEPATYphl MPONUIOro OyaeT yHu4TokeHo. Ho Takme mepeBoabl —
3aHITHE MEIJICHHOE W TPYAHOE, €ro 3aBepIIeHHs MOXKHO ObLIO
O0XHMJIaTh HE paHee IEPBOrO WM BTOPOTO NECATHIICTUS [IBAaJLATh
nepBoro Beka. K Tomy e HMMENOCh OrpOMHOE KOJIMYECTBO YHUCTO
VTHWJIMTAPHOW  JUTEpaTypbl —  HEOOXOJMMBIX  TEXHUYECKUX
WHCTPYKIIUH, PYKOBOJACTB M T. M., — KOTOpas TpeboBaja TakoW xKe
00pabotku. M myist TOro raaBHBIM 00pa3oM, 4TOOBI 1aTh JOCTATOYHO
BpEMEHH [ M[peIBapUTEeNbHON  paboThl 1O  TMEpPEeBO.Y,
OKOHYATEJIbHOE TMPUHATHE HOBOS3a W OBUIO OTHECEHO Ha CTOJIb
no3aHuM cpok, Ha 2050 rox.
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9.

ANALYSIS GUIDE

Why does Orwell pay so much attention to language in his
novel? What is the role of language in any society? in
totalitarian society? Which features of Newspeak fulfill this
role best of all? Why?

What linguistic characteristics of the novel may present a
translation problem? Why?

Study the two translations of the novel. Which translation
appeared the first, in your opinion? Prove your standpoint.
Compare the lexical peculiarities of the original and translated
texts. Account for the changes.

Compare the syntactical structures of the original and
translated texts in terms of the norms and their functions.

Dwell on the translation of the individual neologisms.
Comment on the translation of realia.

Compare the author’s point of view in the English and Russian
texts.

Which translation decisions do you like most of all? least of
all?

10. Assess the quality of translation in general. Whose translation

do you like best? Account for your choice.
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Unit VI. POSTMODERNISM

Postmodernism is a complicated term, or set of ideas, one that
has only emerged as an area of academic study since the mid-1980s.
Postmodernism is hard to define, because it is a concept that appears
in a wide variety of disciplines or areas of study, including art,
architecture, music, film, literature, sociology, communications,
fashion, and technology. It is hard to locate it temporally or
historically, because it is not clear exactly when postmodernism
begins.

Postmodernism, like modernism, follows most of its ideas,
rejecting boundaries between high and low forms of art, rejecting
rigid genre distinctions, emphasizing pastiche, parody, bricolage,
irony, and playfulness. Postmodern art (and thought) favors
reflexivity and self-consciousness, fragmentation and discontinuity
(especially in narrative structures), ambiguity, simultaneity, and an
emphasis on the destructured, decentered, dehumanized subject.

But — while postmodernism seems very much like modernism
in these ways, it differs from modernism in its attitude toward a lot of
these trends. Modernism, for example, tends to present a fragmented
view of human subjectivity and history, but presents that
fragmentation as something tragic, something to be lamented and
mourned as a loss. Many modernist works try to uphold the idea that
works of art can provide the unity, coherence, and meaning which
has been lost in most of modern life; art will do what other human
institutions fail to do. Postmodernism, in contrast, doesn’t lament the
idea of fragmentation, provisionality, or incoherence, but rather
celebrates that. The world is meaningless? Let’s not pretend that art
can make meaning then, let’s just play with nonsense.

According to Jean Baudrillard, in postmodern society there are
no originals, only copies — or what he calls “simulacra.” You might
think, for example, about painting or sculpture, where there is an
original work (by Van Gogh, for instance), and there might also be
thousands of copies, but the original is the one with the highest value
(particularly monetary value). Contrast that with CDs or music
recordings, where there is no “original,” as in painting — no recording

160



that is hung on a wall, or kept in a vault; rather, there are only copies,
by the millions, that are all the same, and all sold for (approximately)
the same amount of money. Another version of Baudrillard’s
“simulacrum” would be the concept of virtual reality, a reality
created by simulation, for which there is no original. This is
particularly evident in computer games/simulations — think of Sim
City, Sim Ant, etc.

Finally, postmodernism is concerned with questions of the
organization of knowledge. In modern societies, knowledge was
equated with science, and was contrasted to narrative; science was
good knowledge, and narrative was bad, primitive, irrational (and
thus associated with women, children, primitives, and insane people).
Knowledge, however, was good for its own sake; one gained
knowledge, via education, in order to be knowledgeable in general,
to become an educated person. This is the ideal of the liberal arts
education. In a postmodern society, however, knowledge becomes
functional — you learn things, not to know them, but to use that
knowledge.

From The Collector
John Fowles (1926 — 2005)

English novelist and essayist, master of layered story-telling,
illusionism, and purposefully ambiguous endings. Among Fowles’s
best-known novels are The French Lieutenant’s Woman (1969),
adapted into screen in 1981, and The Magus (1965), which have
gained a cult status. His protagonists must often confront their past,
self-delusions and illusions, in order to gain their personal freedom
or peace of mind.

John Fowles enjoys a justifiably high standing as both a
novelist of outstanding imaginative power, and as a highly self-
conscious ‘postmodernist’ author who fully registers the artifice
inherent in the act of writing, the fictiveness of fiction itself. Fowles's
writing is dominated by the consciousness of the author as a figure
within his own books, entering the narrative at certain points to
comment on the action, the characters’ motives and possibilities, and
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explain how things might have been different. Able with equal ease to
transform futures or point out absurdities, the novelist is a
capricious, no longer an omnipotent god; a magician whose tricks
may all be bogus; or simply a late-arriving, rather seedy impresario.
Exercising free will, playing with fiction’s constraints and
conventions, the writer’s authority is nevertheless relative:
appropriate for an era of relative not absolute values. They operate
on the reader’s consciousness on several levels at once; as page-
turning narratives with memorable characters, demonstrations of the
novelist’s craft, historical and political commentaries;, and as
profound reflections on the whole spectrum of human behaviours.

*k*k

She just gave me a funny look and went past me into the room
opposite, what | called the dining-room, though the furniture people
called it the dual-purpose room, it was half fitted out for me to work
in. There were my three cabinets, which she saw at once.

“Aren’t you going to show me my fellow-victims?”

Of course | wanted nothing better. | pulled out one or two of
the most attractive drawers — members of the same genus drawers,
nothing serious, just for show, really.

“Did you buy them?”

Of course not, | said. All caught or bred by me and set and
arranged by me. The lot.

“They’re beautifully done.”

I showed her a drawer of Chalkhill and Adonis Blues, | have a
beautiful var. ceroneus Adonis and some var. tithonus Chalkhills,
and | pointed them out. The var. ceroneus is better than any they got
in the N.H. Museum. | was proud to be able to tell her something.
She had never heard of aberrations.

“They’re beautiful. But sad.”

Everything’s sad if you make it so, | said.

“But it’s you who make it so!” She was staring at me across the
drawer. “How many butterflies have you killed?”

You can see.
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“No, I can’t. I’'m thinking of all the butterflies that would have
come from these if you’d let them live. I'm thinking of all the living
beauty you’ve ended.”

You can’t tell.

“You don’t even share it. Who sees these? You’re like a miser,
you hoard up all the beauty in these drawers.”

I was really very disappointed, | thought all her talk was very
silly. What difference would a dozen specimens make to a species?

“I hate scientists,” she said. “I hate people who collect things,
and classify things and give them names and then forget all about
them. That’s what people are always doing in art. They call a painter
an impressionist or a cubist or something and then they put him in a
drawer and don’t see him as a living individual painter any more. But
I can see they’re beautifully arranged.”

She was trying to be nice again.

The next thing | said was, | do photography too.

| had some pictures of the woods behind the house, and some
of the sea coming over the wall at Seaford, really nice ones,
| enlarged them myself. | put them out on the table where she could
see them.

She looked at them, she didn’t say anything.

They’re not much, I said. I haven’t been doing it long.

“They’re dead,” She gave me a funny look sideways. “Not
these particularly. All photos. When you draw something it lives and
when you photograph it it dies.”

It’s like a record, I said.

“Yes. All dry and dead.” Well I was going to argue, but she
went on, she said, “These are clever. They’re good photographs as
photographs go.”

After a bit [ said, I’d like to take some pictures of you.

“Why?”

You’re what they call photogenic.

She looked down, then she looked up at me and said,
“All right. If you want to. Tomorrow.”

*k%k

163



October 24th

Another bad day. I made sure it was bad for Caliban, too.
Sometimes he irritates me so much that I could scream at him. It’s not
so much the way he looks, though that’s bad enough. He’s always so
respectable, his trousers always have creases, his shirts are always clean.
I really think he’d be happier if he wore starched collars. So utterly not
with it. And he stands. He’s the most tremendous stander-around I’ve
ever met. Always with that I’'m-sorry expression on his face, which |
begin to realize is actually contentment. The sheer joy of having me
under his power, of being able to spend all and every day staring at me.
He doesn’t care what I say or how I feel — my feelings are meaningless
to him — it’s the fact that he’s got me.

I could scream abuse at him all day long; he wouldn’t mind at
all. It’s me he wants, my look, my outside; not my emotions or my
mind or my soul or even my body. Not anything human.

He’s a collector. That’s the great dead thing in him.

What irritates me most about him is his way of speaking.
Cliche after cliche after cliche, and all so old-fashioned, as if he’s
spent all his life with people over fifty. At lunch-time today he said, |
called in with regard to those records they’ve placed on order. I said,
Why don’t you just say, “I asked about those records you ordered?”

He said, I know my English isn’t correct, but I try to make it
correct. I didn’t argue. That sums him up. He’s got to be correct, he’s
got to do whatever was “right” and “nice” before either of us was born.

I know it’s pathetic, I know he’s a victim of a miserable
Nonconformist suburban world and a miserable social class, the horrid
timid copycatting genteel in-between class. | used to think D and M’s
class the waorst. All golf and gin and bridge and cars and the right accent
and the right money and having been to the right school and hating the
arts (the theatre being a pantomime at Christmas and Hay Fever by the
Town Rep — Picasso and Bartok dirty words unless you wanted to get a
laugh). Well, that is foul. But Caliban’s England is fouler.

It makes me sick, the blindness, deadness, out-of-dateness,
stodginess and, yes, sheer jealous malice of the great bulk of
England.
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Koanexkuuonep (nep. U. beccmepTHOii)

OHa cTpaHHO TaKk Ha MEHS B3IVIHYJIA W IpollIa MHMO,
B KOMHaTy HAIIpOTHB; S Ha3blBaJ 3Ty KOMHATY CTOJIOBOM, XOTS 3TH
Jr0U U3 (UPMBI, KOTOpBIE €€ 0OCTaBIISIN, HAa3BaU €€ «KOMHATOU
JBOMHOro HazHadeHus». IloaxkoMHaTBl ObUIO OTBEIEHO Ui PAOOTHI.
Tam cTosiin Mou Tpu 1mKada, ¥ OHa UX cpa3y 3aMeTHJIA.

— A BBl HE NOKa)XXeT€ MHE TOBAapOK IO HecuyacThro? Huuero
JyYIIEero s ¥ jKelaTb He MOr. BhITalui mapy cambIX MHTEPECHBIX
AIIUKOB, C IIPEICTAaBUTEIIAMH OJHOTO BUJAA, HA CaMOM JEJie HUYETO
CEpbE3HOr0, TaK, IPOCTO AJIS IOKa3a.

— Bb1 ux xynuin?

Koneuno, Het, rosopro. Beex cam moiimainn Wi BBIBEI, U caM
HaKaJbIBaJl, apaH>)KUPOBKa Toxke Mosi. Bee moe.

— O4eHb KpacuBO CIENIAHO.

[Tokazain e AIMKK U C TOTYOSTHKaMH, ¥ C TepIaMyTPOBKaMH,
u ¢ MmenoBkamu {Kierr cmemmuBaer crneuuanbHble U OBITOBBIE
Ha3BaHUs 0abOYeK. — IPUM. IEPEBOAUMKA}. Y MEHS €CTb U HOUHBIE
var. {Buaumo, Kierr He momo3peBaer, uyTo «var.», CIIMCAaHHOE UM
C SIPJIBIKOB B MY3€€, O3HA4aeT «BapHUaHT.» — MPUM. IEPEBOAUUKA},
Y IHEBHbBIE, U I €M yKa3al Ha pa3HUIy. Y MEHs BEIb €CTb OYEHb
KpacuBble Var., Jaxe jydie, yeM B My3ee ecTeCTBEeHHOW MCTOpHUH
B Jlonnone. 51 Ol OYeHb FOpA — BeAb TYT sl MOT €l YTO-TO MOKa3aTh
u o0BsicHUTh. U emie, oHa HUKOIZAa HE clblXana Mmpo adbeppauuu
{AGeppauusi — 34eCh: W3MEHEHHE BHEIIHEro BUAa 0abouku,
B OCHOBHOM OKpPacKH, BBI3BAHHOE HEIPABWJIBHBIM DPACIIONIOKEHUEM
YelryeK Ha KpbUIbSX. — IPUM. IEPEBOUNKA }.

— OHM KaXXyTcsl O4eHb KpacuBbIMU. W neyanbHbIMH.

DTO0 Kak MOCMOTpeTh. Bee oT Hac 3aBUCHT.

— Ot Bac 3asucut! D10 ke BBI Bce camu ciaeimann! CKoJIbKo
6abouek Bbl younu? - CTOUT HampOTHUB, C TOW CTOPOHBI SIIUKA, U
CMOTPHUT Ha MEHS BO BCe IJa3a.

Hy, BbI 3xe BUunure.

— Her, ne Buxky. A ngymar o000 Bcex Tex 0aboukax, KOTOpbIE
BBIBEJIMCH OBbI, €ClIi OBl 3TH OCTAIUCh KUTh. TOJBKO MpPEICTaBbTE
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cebe ATy TPETETHYIO, )KUBYIO KpacoTy, moryosennyio Bamu! Hy, k1o
MOYET 3TO ce0e MPEeICTaBUTh.

— BBl gaxke 3THMX HHMKOMY HE IOKa3bIBaeTe, HU C KEeM He
nenutechk! Hy kTo 310 Buaut? Bbl, Kak cKymen JeHbramu, HaOWiIn
CBOM SIILIMKH KPACOTOM U 3alepiu Ha 3aMOK.

S y’KacHO pacCTpoMJICs, yKacHO Obul pazouapoBaH. Bce, uTo
OHa roBopuia, Obulo Tak riyno. Kakoe 3HaueHHe MOXET UMETh
HECKOJIbKO YOUTHIX 6abouek Ay 1menoro Buaa’?

A OHa rOBOpHUT:

— Tepnerp He wMory yyeHblx. HeHaBuxky Tex, KTO
KOJJICKIIHOHUPYET, KIACCUPHUIMPYET M JaeT Ha3BaHHA, a IOTOM
Hampoyb 3a0bIBaeT O TOM, 4YTO coOpaJl W dYeMmy Jal HMs.
C uckycctBoM TOXE Tak. HazoBYT XyqO)KHMKA HWMIIPECCHOHUCTOM
WM KyOMCTOM WM elle Kak-To, yOepyT Mojaiblie B SIIUK
U TIEPEeCTAlOT 3aMeyaTb B HEM JKMBOTO 4YeJIOBEKa, XYIOKHUKA,
TU4HOCTH. HO 1 BIIKY, BBl MX OUY€Hb KPACHBO apaH>KUPOBAIIH.

DOT0 OHAa ONATh TONBITAIACh OBITH CO MHOHW MHJIOH
U J1I00€3HOM.

Tyr s ckazan, s eme u (dororpadupyro. Y MeHs Obumn
¢dororpaduu, caenaHHble B JeCy 3a JOMOM, M €Ile Kak Mope
nepexsiecteiBaeT uepe3 mapaner B Cudopne {Cudopn — ropoxa
U TIOPT Ha 1ore AHIVIMU. — MPUM. NEPEBOAUMKA}, OYEHb HEIJIOXHE.
S ux cam yBenmuuuBai. [lonokun ux Ha CTOJ, Tak, 4yToO €W ObLIO
BUJIHO.

OHa mocmMoTpesna 1 MOJTYUT.

He ouenp mnomyuunoch, roBopro. Sl HeAaBHO STHM Hayal
3aHUMAThCS.

— OHM MepTBBIE, — TOBOPUT. U CTpaHHO Tak CMOTpPHUT, COOKY. —
He tonbko stu. Boobme Bce dotorpadpuu. Korma pucyems uro-
HUOYb, OHO XHBET. A Korja gororpadupyeib, yMupaer.

Kax My3bIka Ha IJIaCTUHKE, TOBOPIO.

— Jla, 3acbIxaeT u ymupaer.

S 6B1710 coOpascs CIIOPHUTH, @ OHA TOBOPUT:

— Ho »tu cHuMku ynaunbl. Hackonbko MOTYT OBITH yJauHBI
CHUMKH.
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ITomonmuanu HemHoro. S ckasajl, MHE XOTEIOCh OBI Bac
cotorpadupoBath.

— 3auem?

Hy, BbI, Kak ToBOpHTCS, (DOTOTCHUYHBI.

Omna r1aza omyctuia. [Torom roBopur:

— Xopomuro. Ecinu BaMm Tak xouercs. 3aBTpa.

24 oxkTs0ps

Eme onun mioxoii neHsb. S oueHb mocrapanach, 4TOObI OH CTall
wioxuM u g KammOanwa. Muorma K. BeI3bIBaeT BO MHE Takoe
pasapaxeHue, 4yTo Xouercs 3aoparb. M nenmo He B TOM, Kak OH
BBITJISIANT, XOTh 3TO JOCTaTOYHO NpOTHBHO. OH Bcerma Takoi
pecriekTabenbHbIi, OPIOKM OTIJIaXKEeHBI, O€3yKOpU3HEHHAs CKIIaJKa,
copouku Oe3ymnpedHo cBexkue. Kaxkercs, ecnu Obl ceifuac HOCHIH
BBHICOKHME KpaxMaJbHble BOPOTHMYKH, OH ObUI OBl CaMbIM
CYACTJIMBBIM YEJIOBEKOM Ha cBeTe. BOT y» KTO BOMCTHHY ycTapedn!
U Bce Bpems crouT. CaMblil HEBEPOSATHBIN CTOSIIBIIKK U3 BCEX, KOTO
g 3Ha10. W Be4HO ¢ Takoil MUHOH, OyaTo XoueT ckazaTh: «lIpoctute
BenuKoaymHo!» Ho Tenepb-To s ye MOHsIa, 4TO Ha CaMOM Jelie
3Ta MUHA BhIpakaeT aOCOIIOTHOE JOBOJIBLCTBO co00i. ['myOouaiiiiee
HAcCJaXJICHUE TE€M, YTO 5 — B €0 BJIACTH, YTO BCE JTHU HAIPOJIET OH
MOKET TPOBOAUTH, pPA3TsLAbIBasg MeHs. Emy Oe3paznuyHo, 4YTO
sl TOBOPIO, YTO YYBCTBYIO, MOW YyBCTBA HUYETO JJIA HEro HE 3HaYar.
Emy BaxHO TONBKO, 4TO OH MeHs moiMan. CrnoBHo 6abouky. M uTto
s — 3]1ECh.

S wmorma Obl BBIKpUKMBATH €My B JIMIIO BCSYECKHE
pyrarenbcTBa CyTKH HAmpoJieT — OH ObI M TJ1a30M HE MOpruyil. Emy
Hy)XHa s, MO BHJl, MOSI Hapy»XHOCTb, & BOBCE HE MOM UYBCTBA,
MBICIIH, Aylla, Jake U He Teno. Hwuyero, 4tro ectb BO MHE
OJIYIIEBJIEHHOTO, YETIOBEYECKOTO.

OH — koiuteknuoHep. KosmekimonepcTBo — OrpOMHOE MEPTBOE
HEYTO, 3aMOJHSIOIIEE BCE €r0 CYIIECTBO.

Bonwie Bcero MeHst pasapaxkaer To, Kak oH roBopuT. [ltamm
3a MITaMIOM, KIIMIIIE 3a KJIHIIe, ¥ BCE TaKue ycTapeBIlne, OYATO BCIO
JKU3HB OH oOmasics ¢ ogHUMHU ctapukamu. CerogHs 3a 00e€10M OH
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npousHec: «f HaBegaics B Mara3uH IO HOBOJAY TE€X IUIACTHHOK,
B OTHOILICHUU KOTOPBIX OBLIT CIENIaH 3aKa3». A s TOBOPIO, TOUeMy Obl
IIPOCTO HE CKa3aTh: «S y3HaBaJl NpO IUIACTUHKH, KOTOPBIE BBI
POCHITN»?

OH oTBETUII:

— 5 co3Haro, 4TO MOsS pedyb HE BIOJHE IpPaBUJIIbHA, HO
s CTaparoCh rOBOPUTHh KOPPEKTHO.

S nHe crana cnoputh. B 3rom — Beck oH. OH crpemuTcs
BBITJISIICTh  KOPPEKTHO, OH JIOJDKEH BECTH ce0s MPUIIMYHO
Y IIOCTYIaTh IMPAaBUJIBbHO, B COOTBETCTBUU C HOPMAaMH, CYIIECTBO-
BaBIIMMHU 33J10JIT0 /10 HALLETO POXKIECHUS.

S monuMaro — 370 Tparenus, s IOHUMal0, OH — KepTBa yOOroro
MEIIAHCKOI0 ~ MHUpPKA, HACKBO3b  IPONUTAHHOIO  3aTXJIBIMU
YCTaHOBJICHHUSIMH HOHKOH()OPMUCTCKON IIEPKBU; Kallkas >KepTBa
IIPOMEXYTOUYHOTO COLIMAJIBHOTO CJIOSl, YHM)KEHHO U TI'POTECKHO
CTpPEMSILIErocs IMEpeHATh CTWIb JKMU3HW M MaHepbl JIOAEH U3
«BbICcHIEr0 oOuiecTBay. PaHblle s cuMTanza TOT KpPYyr, K KOTOPOMY
npunaiexkat M. u I, cambiMm yxacHeIM. Bce Tonbko TONbQ,
U JUKUH, U OpUIK, 1 UMEHHO Takas MapKa MallluHbl, 1 UMEHHO TaKOU
aKLEHT peyd, UMEHHO Takas cyMMa JeHer B OaHkKe, U OOydyeHue
B IMEHHO TOM 1IKOJI€E, U IPE3pEHNE K UCKYCCTBY, KOTOPOTO HE 3HAIOT
U HE IIOHUMAlOT, IIOCKOJbKY HHYEro B TeaTrpe, KpoMe
POXIECTBEHCKOW MAaHTOMUMBI, He Buaenu, a [lukacco m baptok
{baptok bena (1881-1945) — u3BecTHBIN BEHT€PCKHH KOMITO3UTOP
U MY3BIKOBEI-(QOJBKIOPUCT. B CBOMX NpPOM3BENCHUSAX COYETal
3JIEMEHTHI apXauyHOTo (PoNIbKIIOpa ¢ COBPEMEHHBIMU TMHAMUYHBIMU
cpeacTtBaMu  BbIpakeHus.  Okaszan  Oonbllloe  BIMSIHME — Ha
dopmupoBaHne kommo3utopckux mkon 30-50-x rr. B crpaHax
Boctounoii u Cpenneit EBponbl. — npum. nepeBoayuKka} sl HUX —
BCETO JIMIIb OpaHHBIE CIIOBA MM TeMa Juis mryTok. KoHeuHo, Bce 310
orBpatutenbHo. Ho mup Kanubana — orBparurenbHeil crokpar.

S mpoctro 3aborneBaro, Korja JIymMar0 O CIENOM, MEPTBOM
0e3pa3nuuuy, 3aTXJOM HEMOBOPOTIIMBOCTH M  KOHCEpBATHU3ME
OTPOMHOT0 MHOXECTBA JIFOJIEN Y Hac B cTpaHe. M KoHe4Ho Xke, camoe
OTBpPATUTENILHOE B HUX — BCEIOTJIONIAIoNIast 31100Hast 3aBUCTb.
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ANALYSIS GUIDE

. The novel has a peculiar structure: the same events are first

described through the perspective of the kidnapper — Frederick
Clegg, and then as a diary of the victim — Miranda Grey. What
is the purpose of such structure?

Analyze the allusions in the extract. How are they translated
into Russian? What is the role of a commentary in the
translator’s work?

What characteristics of postmodernism do you come across in
the novel?

You are given two samples from the different parts of the
novel. Does the speech of the characters differ? What can you
say about the character (education, class, social status, hobbies,
etc.) of the protagonists, judging by their speech? Assess the
speech characterization in translation.

Characterize the main conflict of the novel.

Dwell on the theme of art. What is the difference between
painting and photography, according to Miranda? Do you agree
with her?

Focus on English national identity, as presented in the novel.
What do you think about the quality of translation? Enumerate
its advantages and disadvantages.
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Unit VII. ENGLISH HUMOUR

British writers of the 20™ century used humour in various ways
throughout their works. Some writers, such as George Bernard Show
and W. Somerset Maugham, were known for their comedies of
manners. Others, like Sir A. Conan Doyle, A. Christie, and Alfred
Hitchcock, wrote mystery novels infused with humorous elements.
Political humour permeated the works of Sir W. Chirchill and
G. Orwell, while writers such as J.R.R. Tolkien and C.S. Lewis
combined humour with religion and myth.

Because humour is difficult to define, it is also difficult to
classify. However, there are some broad categories which it is
helpful to distinguish, as long as we recognize that these should not
be regarded as ‘tight’ categories. Some examples of humour will fit
more than one category, and others will almost create their own
unique category.

e Wit

This is usually thought of as intellectual humour, relying upon
clever use of words to achieve its purpose. Wit represents a carefully
designed use of language, whether it be spoken or written. It is not
intended to convulse the reader, or hearer, with laughter, but rather to
bring an appreciative chuckle at the cleverness of the writer’s or
speaker’s achievement. Originally wit was seen as a separate and
distinct category from humour. Now the distinctions are blurred and
we tend to see wit as a type of humour.

e ‘Gentle’ humour

The label for this type of humour is perhaps a particularly poor
one. However, there is a whole field of humour, basically deriving
from the essays and articles of writers such as Lamb, Addison and
Hazlitt at the end of the 18" century, whose main quality seems to be
gentle, wry, ‘human’ humour. It lacks the bite of satire and is not as
pretentious or deliberately ‘clever’ as wit tends to be. It relies heavily
upon the writer’s ability to describe a situation or person in such a
way that small humorous aspects are highlighted, without being
caricatured.
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e Parody

Parody is the use of language to imitate another author,
speaker, or well-known piece of language. Because much parody is
deliberately humorous, it is included here along with other kinds of
humour. However, it needs to be noted that sometimes parody has a
serious purpose and is not really humorous at all.

Humorous parody belittles the original, making it seem
ridiculous, and derives some of its humour from the fact that we
recognize it as a ‘take-off’, a ‘send-up’.

e Satire

Satire involves the use of sarcasm, irony and ridicule to expose
and laugh at the foolishness and vice of men. Although intended to
be humorous, satire has a serious purpose. The satirist aims his
arrows at a particular target hoping that when we laugh we will also
change.

e ‘Sick’ (black) humour

This category covers a fast-growing area of humour that
derives its laughs from the light-hearted treatment of subjects
which are normally very serious. Examples could include the
light-hearted treatment of serious misfortunes such as natural
disasters, illness, mental retardation, birth deformities, certain
areas of religion and sex.

Lamb to the Slaughter
Roald Dahl (1916 — 1990)

British novelist, short story writer, poet and a screenwriter. He
has been referred to as “one of the greatest story tellers for children
of the 20" century”. In 2008 The Times placed Dahl 16" on its list of
“The list of 50 greatest British writers since 1945”. His short stories
are known for their unexpected endings, and his children’s books for
their unsentimental, often very dark humour.

For the first fifteen years of his writing career, Dahl
concentrated on writing for adults. His short stories are classics of
the storyteller’s craft. It comes as no surprise to learn that he took
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advice from Ernest Hemingway (‘“‘never use a colon or a semicolon”
and “when it starts going well, quit”). He was not, by his own
admission, a quick writer and might take six months on a story —
“sometimes as much as a month on the first page”. And he refused to
write at all unless he could come up with a really good plot.

Dahl’s adult writing was favourably compared to O Henry and
Saki. He won the Edgar Award from the Mystery Writers of America
three times.

The room was warm and clean, the curtains drawn, the two
table lamps alight — hers and the one by the empty chair opposite. On
the sideboard behind her, two tall glasses, soda water, whisky. Fresh
ice cubes in the Thermos bucket.

Mary Maloney was waiting for her husband to come home
from work.

Now and again she would glance up at the clock, but without
anxiety, merely to please herself with the thought that each minute
gone by made it nearer the time when he would come. There was a
slow smiling air about her, and about everything she did. The drop of
the head as she bent over her sewing was curiously tranquil. Her skin
— for this was her sixth month with child — had acquired a wonderful
translucent quality, the mouth was soft, and the eyes, with their new
placid look, seemed larger, darker than before.

When the clock said ten minutes to five, she began to listen,
and a few moments later, punctually as always, she heard the tyres
on the gravel outside, and the car door slamming, the footsteps
passing the window, the key turning in the lock. She laid aside her
sewing, stood up, and went forward to kiss him as he came in.

“Hullo, darling,” she said.

“Hullo,” he answered. She took his coat and hung it in the
closet. Then she walked over and made the drinks, a strongish one
for him, a weak one for herself; and soon she was back again in her
chair with the sewing, and he in the other, opposite, holding the tall
glass with both his hands, rocking it so the ice cubes tinkled against
the side.
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For her, this was always a blissful time of day. She knew he
didn't want to speak much until the first drink was finished, and she,
on her side, was content to sit quietly, enjoying his company after the
long hours alone in the house. She loved to luxuriate in the presence
of this man, and to feel — almost as a sunbather feels the sun that
warm male glow that came out of him to her when they were alone
together. She loved him for the way he sat loosely in a chair, for the
way he came in a door, or moved slowly across the room with long
strides. She loved the intent, far look in his eyes when they rested on
her, the funny shape of the mouth, and especially the way he
remained silent about his tiredness, sitting still with himself until the
whisky had taken some of it away.

“Tired, darling?”

“Yes,” he said. “I’m tired.” And as he spoke, he did an unusual
thing. He lifted his glass and drained it in one swallow although there
was still half of it, at least half of it, left. She wasn’t really watching
him but she knew what he had done because she heard the ice cubes
falling back against the bottom of the empty glass when he lowered
his arm. He paused a moment, leaning forward in the chair, then he
got up and went slowly over to fetch himself another.

“I’11 get it!” she cried, jumping up.

“Sit down,” he said.

When he came back, she noticed that the new drink was dark
amber with the quantity of whisky in it.

“Darling, shall I get your slippers?”

She watched him as he began to sip the dark yellow drink, and
she could see little oily swirls in the liquid because it was so strong.

“I think it’s a shame,” she said, “that when a policeman gets to
be as senior as you, they keep him walking about on his feet all day
long.”

He didn’t answer, so she bent her head again and went on with
her sewing; but each time he lifted the drink to his lips, she heard the
ice cubes clinking against the side of the glass.

“Darling,” she said. “Would you like me to get you some
cheese? [ haven’t made any supper because it’s Thursday.”

“No,” he said.
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“If you’re too tired to eat out,” she went on, “it’s still not too
late. There’s plenty of meat and stuff in the freezer, and you can
have it right here and not even move out of the chair."

Her eyes waited on him for an answer, a smile, a little nod,
but he made no sign.

“Anyway,” she went on, “I’ll get you some cheese and
crackers first.”

“I don’t want it,” he said.

She moved uneasily in her chair, the large eyes still
watching his face. “But you must have supper. I can easily do it
here. I’d like to do it. We can have lamb chops. Or pork. Anything
you want. Everything’s in the freezer.”

“Forget it,” he said.

“But, darling, you must eat! I’ll fix it anyway, and then you
can have it or not, as you like.”

She stood up and placed her sewing on the table by the lamp.

“Sit down,” he said. “Just for a minute, sit down.”

It wasn’t till then that she began to get frightened.

“Go on,” he said. “Sit down.”

She lowered herself back slowly into the chair, watching him
all the time with those large, bewildered eyes. He had finished the
second drink and was staring down into the glass frowning.

“Listen,” he said, “I’ve got something to tell you.”

“What is it, darling? What’s the matter?”

He had become absolutely motionless, and he kept his head
down so that the light from the lamp beside him fell across the
upper part of his face, leaving the chin and mouth in shadow. She
noticed there was a little muscle moving near the corner of his left
eye.

“This is going to be a bit of a shock to you, I’'m afraid,” he
said. “But I’ve thought about it a good deal and I’ve decided the
only thing to do is tell you right away. I hope you won’t blame me
too much.”

And he told her. It didn’t take long, four or five minutes at
most, and she sat very still through it all, watching him with a
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kind of dazed horror as he went further and further away from her
with each word.

“So there it is,” he added. “And I know it’s kind of a bad
time to be telling you, but there simply wasn’t any other way. Of
course I’ll give you money and see you’re looked after. But there
needn’t really be any fuss. I hope not anyway. It wouldn’t be very
good for my job.”

Her first instinct was not to believe any of it, to reject it all.
It occurred to her that perhaps he hadn’t even spoken, that she
herself had imagined the whole thing. Maybe, if she went about
her business and acted as though she hadn’t been listening, then
later, when she sort of woke up again, she might find none of it
had ever happened.

“I’ll get the supper,” she managed to whisper, and this time
he didn’t stop her.

When she walked across the room she couldn’t feel her feet
touching the floor. She couldn’t feel anything at all — except a
slight nausea and a desire to vomit. Everything was automatic now
— down the stairs to the cellar, the light switch, the deep freeze,
the hand inside the cabinet taking hold of the first object it met.
She lifted it out, and looked at it. It was wrapped in paper, so she
took off the paper and looked at it again.

A leg of lamb.

All right then, they would have lamb for supper. She carried
it upstairs, holding the thin bone-end of it with both her hands, and
as she went through the living-room, she saw him standing over
by the window with his back to her, and she stopped.

“For God’s sake,” he said, hearing her, but not turning
round. “Don’t make supper for me. I’'m going out.”

At that point, Mary Maloney simply walked up behind him
and without any pause she swung the big frozen leg of lamb high
in the air and brought it down as hard as she could on the back of
his head.

She might just as well have hit him with a steel club.
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She stepped back a pace, waiting, and the funny thing was
that he remained standing there for at least four or five seconds,
gently swaying. Then he crashed to the carpet.

The violence of the crash, the noise, the small table
overturning, helped bring her out of the shock. She came out
slowly, feeling cold and surprised, and she stood for a while
blinking at the body, still holding the ridiculous piece of meat
tight with both hands.

All right, she told herself. So I’ve killed him.

It was extraordinary, now, how clear her mind became all of
a sudden. She began thinking very fast. As the wife of a detective,
she knew quite well what the penalty would be. That was fine. It
made no difference to her. In fact, it would be a relief. On the
other hand, what about the child? What were the laws about
murderers with unborn children? Did they kill them both — mother
and child? Or did they wait until the tenth month? What did they
do?

Mary Maloney didn’t know. And she certainly wasn’t
prepared to take a chance.

She carried the meat into the kitchen, placed it in a pan,
turned the oven on high, and shoved it inside. Then she washed
her hands and ran upstairs to the bedroom. She sat down before
the mirror, tidied her face, touched up her lips and face. She tried
a smile. It came out rather peculiar. She tried again.

“Hullo Sam,” she said brightly, aloud.

The voice sounded peculiar too.

“I want some potatoes please, Sam. Yes, and I think a can of
peas.”

That was better. Both the smile and the voice were coming
out better now. She rehearsed it several times more. Then she ran
downstairs, took her coat, went out the back door, down the
garden, into the street.

It wasn’t six o’clock yet and the lights were still on in the
grocery shop.

“Hullo Sam,” she said brightly, smiling at the man behind
the counter.
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“Why, good evening, Mrs Maloney. How’re you?”

“I want some potatoes please, Sam. Yes, and | think a can of
peas.”

The man turned and reached up behind him on the shelf for
the peas.

“Patrick’s decided he’s tired and doesn’t want to eat out
tonight,” she told him. “We usually go out Thursdays, you know,
and now he’s caught me without any vegetables in the house.”

“Then how about meat, Mrs Maloney?”

“No, I’ve got meat, thanks. I got a nice leg of lamb, from the
freezer.”

“Ah.”

“I don’t much like cooking it frozen, Sam, but I’'m taking a
chance on it this time. You think it’1l be all right?”

“Personally,” the grocer said, “I don’t believe it makes any
difference. You want these Idaho potatoes?”

“Oh yes, that’ll be fine. Two of those.”

“Anything else?” The grocer cocked his head on one side,
looking at her pleasantly. “How about afterwards? What you
going to give him for afterwards?”

“Well what would you suggest, Sam?”

The man glanced around his shop. “How about a nice big
slice of cheesecake? I know he likes that.”

“Perfect,” she said. “He loves it.”

And when it was all wrapped and she had paid she put on her
brightest smile and said, “Thank you, Sam. Good night.”

“Good night, Mrs Maloney. And thank you.”

And now, she told herself as she hurried back, all she was
doing now, she was returning home to her husband and he was
waiting for his supper; and she must cook it good, and make it as
tasty as possible because the poor man was tired; and if, when she
entered the house, she happened to find anything unusual, or
tragic, or terrible, then naturally it would be a shock and she’d
become frantic with grief and horror. Mind you, she wasn’t
expecting to find anything. She was just going home with the
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vegetables. Mrs Patrick Maloney going home with the vegetables
on Thursday evening to cook supper for her husband.

That’s the way, she told herself. Do everything right and
natural. Keep things absolutely natural and there’ll be no need for
any acting at all.

Therefore, when she entered the kitchen by the back door, she
was humming a little tune to herself and smiling.

“Patrick!” she called. “How are you darling?”

She put the parcel down on the table and went through into the
living-room; and when she saw him lying there on the floor with his
legs doubled up and one arm twisted back underneath his body, it
really was rather a shock. All the old love and longing for him welled
up inside her, and she ran over to him, knelt down beside him, and
began to cry her heart out. It was easy. No acting was necessary.

A few minutes later she got up and went to the phone. She
knew the number of the police station, and when the man at the other
end answered, she cried to him, “Quick! Come quick! Patrick’s
dead!”

“Who’s speaking?”

“Mrs Maloney. Mrs Patrick Maloney.”

“You mean Patrick Maloney’s dead?”

“I think so,” she sobbed. “He’s lying on the floor and | think
he’s dead.”

“Be right over,” the man said.

The car came over quickly, and when she opened the front
door, two policemen walked in. She knew them both — she knew
nearly all the men at that precinct — and she fell right into Jack
Noonan’s arms, weeping hysterically. He put her gently into a chair,
then went over to join the other one, who was called O’Malley,
kneeling by the body.

“Is he dead?” she cried.

“I’m afraid he is. What happened?”

Briefly, she told her story about going out to the grocer and
coming back to find him on the floor. While she was talking, crying
and talking, Noonan discovered a small patch of congealed blood on
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the dead man’s head. He showed it to O’Malley who got up at once
and hurried to the phone.

Soon, other men began to come into the house. First a doctor,
then two detectives, one of whom she knew by name. Later, a police
photographer arrived and took pictures, and a man who knew about
fingerprints. There was a great deal of whispering and muttering
beside the corpse, and the detectives kept asking her a lot of
questions. But they always treated her kindly. She told her story
again, this time right from the beginning, when Patrick had come in,
and she was sewing, and he was tired, so tired he hadn’t wanted to go
out for supper. She told how she’d put the meat in the oven — “it’s
there now, cooking” — and how she’d slipped out to the grocer for
vegetables, and come back to find him lying on the floor.

“Which grocer?” one of the detectives asked.

She told him, and he turned and whispered something to the
other detective who immediately went outside into the street.

In fifteen minutes he was back with a page of notes, and there
was more whispering, and through her sobbing she heard a few of the
whispered phrases “... acted quite normal very cheerful... wanted to
give him a good supper... peas... cheesecake... impossible that she..”

After a while, the photographer and the doctor departed and
two other men came in and took the corpse away on a stretcher. Then
the fingerprint man went away. The two detectives remained, and so
did the two policemen. They were exceptionally nice to her, and Jack
Noonan asked if she wouldn’t rather go somewhere else, to her
sister’s house perhaps, or to his own wife who would take care of her
and put her up for the night.

No, she said. She didn’t feel she could move even a yard at the
moment. Would they mind awfully if she stayed just where she was
until she felt better? She didn’t feel too good at the moment, she
really didn’t.

Then hadn’t she better lie down on the bed? Jack Noonan
asked.

No, she said, she’d like to stay right where she was, in this
chair. A little later perhaps, when she felt better, she would move.
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So they left her there while they went about their business,
searching the house. Occasionally one of the detectives asked her
another question. Sometimes Jack Noonan spoke to her gently as he
passed by. Her husband, he told her, had been killed by a blow on the
back of the head administered with a heavy blunt instrument, almost
certainly a large piece of metal. They were looking for the weapon.
The murderer may have taken it with him, but on the other hand he
may’ve thrown it away or hidden it somewhere on the premises.

“It’s the old story,” he said. “Get the weapon, and you’ve got
the man.”

Later, one of the detectives came up and sat beside her. Did she
know, he asked, of anything in the house that could’ve been used as
the weapon? Would she mind having a look around to see if anything
was missing a very big spanner for example, or a heavy metal vase.

They didn’t have any heavy metal vases, she said.

“Or a big spanner?”

She didn’t think they had a big spanner. But there might be
some things like that in the garage.

The search went on. She knew that there were other policemen
in the garden all around the house. She could hear their footsteps on
the gravel outside, and sometimes she saw the flash of a torch
through a chink in the curtains. It began to get late, nearly nine she
noticed by the clock on the mantel. The four men searching the
rooms seemed to be growing weary, a trifle exasperated.

“Jack,” she said, the next time Sergeant Noonan went by.
“Would you mind giving me a drink?”

“Sure I’ll give you a drink. You mean this whisky?”

“Yes, please. But just a small one. It might make me feel
better.”

He handed her the glass. “Why don’t you have one yourself,”
she said. “You must be awfully tired. Please do. You’ve been very
good to me.”

“Well,” he answered. “It’s not strictly allowed, but | might take
just a drop to keep me going.”

One by one the others came in and were persuaded to take a
little nip of whisky. They stood around rather awkwardly with the
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drinks in their hands, uncomfortable in her presence, trying to say
consoling things to her. Sergeant Noonan wandered into the kitchen,
came out quickly and said, “Look, Mrs Maloney. You know that
oven of yours is still on, and the meat still inside.”

“Oh dear me!” she cried. “So it is!”

“I better turn it off for you, hadn’t I?”

“Will you do that, Jack. Thank you so much.”

When the sergeant returned the second time, she looked at him
with her large, dark, tearful eyes. “Jack Noonan,” she said.

“Yes?”

“Would you do me a small favour — you and these others?”

“We can try, Mrs Maloney.”

“Well,” she said. “Here you all are, and good friends of dear
Patrick’s too, and helping to catch the man who killed him. You must
be terribly hungry by now because it’s long past your supper time,
and | know Patrick would never forgive me, God bless his soul, if
I allowed you to remain in his house without offering you decent
hospitality. Why don’t you eat up that lamb that’s in the oven? It’1l
be cooked just right by now.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it,” Sergeant Noonan said.

“Please,” she begged. “Please eat it. Personally I couldn’t touch
a thing, certainly not what’s been in the house when he was here. But
it’s all right for you. It’d be a favour to me if you’d eat it up. Then
you can go on with your work again afterwards.”

There was a good deal of hesitating among the four policemen,
but they were clearly hungry, and in the end they were persuaded to
go into the kitchen and help themselves. The woman stayed where
she was, listening to them through the open door, and she could hear
them speaking among themselves, their voices thick and sloppy
because their mouths were full of meat.

“Have some more, Charlie?”

“No. Better not finish it.”

“She wants us to finish it. She said so. Be doing her a favour.”

“Okay then. Give me some more.”
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“That is the hell of a big club the guy must’ve used to hit poor
Patrick,” one of them was saying. “The doc says his skull was
smashed all to pieces just like from a sledge-hammer.”

“That is why it ought to be easy to find.”

“Exactly what I say.”

“Whoever done it, they’re not going to be carrying a thing like
that around with them longer than they need.”

One of them belched. “Personally, I think it’s right here on the
premises.”

“Probably right under our very noses. What you think, Jack?”

And in the other room, Mary Maloney began to giggle.

Youiicto IlaTpuxa Majonn (nep. U. bornanosa)

B koMHarte ObIJI0 HATOIUIEHO, YUCTO HPUOpPaHO, MITOPHI 3a/ep-
HYTbI, Ha CTOJIE TOpENM JIBE€ JIaMIIbl: OJHA — BO3JIE Hee, JApyras —
HalpoOTUB, IJe CTOsAN eule oauH cTyl. B Oydere, y Hee 3a cnuHOM,
ObLIN IMPUTOTOBJICHBI JIBa BBICOKHMX CTaKaHa, COAO0Basi, BHCKH.
B Benepko ObLIM yNoKeHBI KyOUKH CBEXKETO JIbAA.

Mbpu Maionu xaaiia Myxa ¢ padoThI.

OHa TO ¥ [en0 1nocMarpuBajJa Ha Yackl, HO HE
¢ 0ecroKoicTBOM, a JHIIb 3aTeM, YTOObI JMIIHUN pa3 yOeauThCs,
4YTO KakJas MHUHYyTa NpUOJIMKAET MOMEHT €ro BO3BPALICHHUS.
JIB>keHus ee ObUIM HETOPOIUIMBBI, U Ka3aJIOCh, UTO OHA BCE JIETAcT
¢ ynbIOKoi. OHa CKJIOHWJIACh HaJ IIMTHEM, U BHUJ Yy Hee MpH 3TOM
ObLT YAUBUTENIBHO YMUPOTBOpeHHbIM. Koxka ee — oHa Oblia Ha
IIECTOM Mecsle OepeMEeHHOCTH — MpHoOpena MOoJynpo3pauHbIid
OTTEHOK, YrOJKU PTa pa3riiaJiiIiCh, a Ia3a, B KOTOPBIX MOSBUIIACH
0E3MATEeXKHOCTh, Ka3aluCh ropa3fo Oojiee KPYIJIbIMH U TEMHBIMHU,
YeM Mpex/ie.

Korga wacel mnokasamu 0e3 JjecsiTM MATh, OHA Havaia
MMPpUCIIYIIUBATbCAd M CIYCTI HECKOJBKO MHUHYT, KaK BCCrJa B 3TO
BpEMs, YCIbIIIajga, Kak IO TPaBUI0 3alIENIECTENIM LIMHBI, IOTOM
XJIONHYJa JABepla aBTOMOOWIISI, pa3jajics 3BYK IIAroB 3a OKHOM,
B 3aMK€ IMOBEpPHYJICA KiIo4d. OHa OTIIOXWIA IIWTHE, MOIHSIIACH M,
KOTI'Jla OH BOIIIeJI, HalpaBuiIach K HEMY, YTOOBI MOI[EJIOBATh €TO0.
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— [IpuBet, noporoii, — ckazajia oHa.

— IIpuser, — OTBETHUII OH.

Ona B3syla y Hero UHIMHENIb M ToOBecwia B IKad. 3areM
nojonuia K Oyery u npuroToBuUia HAIMTKH — eMy IOKperde, cebe
nocnabee; ¥ CKOPO OHA CHOBA CHjeNla Ha CBOEM CTYyJIE 3a LIMTHEM,
a OH — HampoTUB Hee, Ha CBOEM CTYJe, C)KMMasi B 00CHX JaJ0HSIX
BBICOKMI CTakaH M TMOKAauMBas €ro, Tak 4yTo KYOMKHU JibJla 3BEHENH,
YAApASACh O CTEHKH.

s Hee 3TO Beerna ObLIO camMoe cyacTinBoe Bpems aHs. OHa
3HaJIa — OH HE OYEHb-TO Pa3rOBOPUTCS, NIOKA HE BBINBET HEMHOTO,
U paja ObUIa TIOCHE JOITUX YacOB OJMHOYECTBA MOCHIETh U MOJYa,
JIOBOJIbHASI T€M, YTO OHM CHOBa BMecTe. Eil ObuIO XOpOIIo ¢ HUM
pAIOM, U OHA YyBCTBOBAJa — IIOYTH TaK K€, KakK, 3aropas, COJIHEU-
HbIE JIy4M, — YTO OT HEro MCXOJUT TEIUI0, KOrjJa OHM OCTaBAJIUCh
HaeauHe. Eil HpaBuioch, Kak OH CHJAMT, OECIEYHO pa3BajsiCh Ha
CTyJIe, KaK BXOJUT B JABEPb WJIM MEUICHHO MEPEJBUraeTCs 10 KOM-
HaTe OONBITMMH maraMu. Eif HpaBWIICS 3TOT BHUMATEILHBIA U BME-
CTE€ C TEM OTCTPAHEHHBIN B3I/ €r0 IJ1a3, KOIrla OH CMOTPEI Ha Hee,
€l HpaBMJIOCh, KaK OH 3a0aBHO KPUBHT I'yObI, © OCOOCHHO TO, YTO OH
HUYETO0 HE TOBOPUT O CBOEH YCTAJIOCTH M CHUAMT MoOJI4a 10 T€X IOp,
MIOKAa BUCKU HE CHUMET XOTS ObI 4aCTh YTOMJICHUSI.

— Ycran, noporoi?

— Jla, — oTBeTHJI OH. — YCTaJ.

U, ckaszaB 3T0, OH cZesan TO, Yero HUKOTJa HE AeJall IPExKIe.
OH NoJIHAN CTakaH M pa3oM OCYLIMJI €ro, XOTS TOT OblI MOJIOH
HaIlOJIOBUHY — J1a, MOXaJlyil, HanmojJoBuHy. OHa B Ty MHUHYTY HE
CMOTpEJIa Ha HEro, HO JI0rajajgachk, 4TO OH MMEHHO 3TO M CHejall,
yCIBIIIAB, KaK KyOWKH JIbJla YAApWIHCh O JHO CTaKaHa, KOrja OH
onmyctull, pyky. OH mojancst BHepel, MOMEUIMII C MUHYTY, 3aTeM
MOJIHAJICS ¥ HETOPOIUIMBO HampaBwics K OydeTy, 4ToObl HaIHUTh
cebe erre.

— 51 npuHecy! — BOCKIIMKHYJIA OHA, BCKAaKMBasi HA HOTH.

— Canp, — cka3an OH.

Korna on cHoBa cen Ha cTyl, OHa oOpaTuiia BHUMaHHE Ha TO,
YTO OH HE€ MO’Kajesl BHUCKM M HAIUTOK B €ro CTakaHe Ipuoopen
TEMHO-SIHTAPHBIM OTTEHOK.
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— Tebe mpruHECTH TAIOYKH, JOPOTOM?

— He nano.

Ona cMmoTpena, Kak OH NOTATMBAE€T TEMHO-KEIThI Kpenkun
HAIlUTOK, U BHUJEJA MaJCHbKHUE MAClsSHUCTBIE KPYTrH, IJaBaBIIME B
CTaKaHe.

— OTO MpoCTO BO3MYTUTEIBHO, — CKa3ajga OHA, — 3aCTaBJIATh
HOJMLIEHCKOTO B TBOEM YHMHE 1IeJIbIi AeHb ObITh HA HOT'aX.

OH HuYero Ha 3TO HE OTBETUJI, U OHA CHOBA CKJIOHMJIACh Haj
HIUTBEM; MEXAY TE€M BCSKUH pa3, KOrja OH IOJHOCHUJI CTakaH K
rybaM, OHa cCibllllajNa, Kak KyOMKHM JbJla CTYKAlOTCS O CTEHKHU
CTaKaHa.

— Jloporoii, — cka3ana oHa, — MOXET, 5 IPUHeCY Tebe HEMHOTO
celpy? S1 HM4YEro He MPUrOTOBUJIA HA YXHUH, IIOTOMY YTO CETOIHS
4eTBepr.

— He HyXHO, — OTBETHUII OH.

— Ecnu Thl cIMIIKOM yCTall M HE XO4Yellb MOWTH KyJaa-HUOYIb
NOYXHHAaTh, TO €II€ HE MO3/HO YTO-TO MPUTOTOBUTH. B Mopo3mike
MHOTI'0 MsICa, 1 MOKHO ITOECTh M HE BBIXOS U3 JOMa.

Ona mocMmoTpena Ha HEro, JOKUAAsICh OTBETA, YJIBIOHYJAcCh,
KMBKOM BbIpa)kasg HETEpIICHHE, HO OH HE CJAeJal HHM MaJeHIlIero
JIBUKECHUSI.

— Kak xouems, — HacTauBana oHa, — a g BCE-TakKM Ul Hadasa
IIPUHECY NEYEHBE U CHIP.

— 5] Hu4ero He X041y, — OTpe3aj OH.

Ona OecrokoiiHO 3aep3ajia Ha CTYyJe, HEOTPHIBHO IJISIiA Ha
HEro CBOMMM OOJIBIINMH IJ1a3aMHU.

— Ho T1b1 %€ nokeH nmoyxuHaTth. Bo BCAKOM cityyae g 4TO-
HUOY/Ib NPUTOTOBIIO. Sl ¢ YAOBOJIBCTBHEM 3TO caenaro. MOXKHO
caenath OapaHplo oTOMBHYI0. Mnm cBuHyro. Uto Obl ThI XxOTen?
Y Hac Bce €cTb B MOPO3UIJIKE.

— BpIOpocu Bce 3TO U3 TOJI0BbI, — CKa3ajl OH.

— Ho, noporoii, Tl 10JKEH MoecThb. S Bce paBHO YTO-HUOYIb
MIPUTOTOBJIIO, @ TaM KaK XOUelllb, MOXKEIIb U HE €CTh.

Ona noJHsIach U NOJIOKUJIA IIUTHE HA CTOJI BO3JIE JIaMIIbI.

— Canp, — ckazan oH. — [Ipucsaib Ha MUHYTKY.

TonbKo ¢ 3TOI MUHYTHI €10 OBJIaJ1eJI0 OECIIOKOICTBO.
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— Hy xe, — roBopui oH. — Caguce.

Ona MeUIeHHO ONYCTHJIaCh Ha CTYJ, HE CIIycKas C HEero
BCTPEBOKEHHOTr0 B3mAga. OH J0ONMI BTOPOM CTakaH M TEIepb,
XMYPACh, pACCMaTPUBAJ €T0 JHO.

— Ilocnymaii, — cka3an OH, — MHE HYXHO Te0e KOe-4TO CKa3aTh.

— Yro Takoe, noporoi? Yto-To caydniiocs?

OH crenasncst COBEpUIEHHO HEJIBMXKHMM U TaK HU3KO OIYCTHII
rOJIOBY, YTO CBET OT JIaMIIbl MaJiajl Ha BEPXHIOI YacTh €ro JHIIa,
a oA0OpPOJOK U pOT OocTaBINCh B TeHU. OHa yBUjea, KaK y HEro
3aJ1eprajaoch JIEBOE BEKO.

— Iy Tebst 310, 00FOCh, OYIET MOTPSICEHUEM, — 3aTOBOPHIT OH. —
Ho s mMHOro o6 3ToM Jgyman WM peums, yTo JIydlle YK pa3oM Bce
BBUIOXKUTH. Ha/ierock, Thl HE CITUIIKOM CTPOTO OyIeIb MEHS CYIUTh.

U oH eii Bce pacckaszai. DTO HE 3aHSIO Y HETO MHOTO BPEMEHU —
camoe OoJbllee, YeThIpe-MATh MHHYT, U OHA CJIyIIaja €ro O4YeHb
CIIOKOMHO, IVl HAa HEro ¢ Yy)KacoM, KOTOPBIM BO3pacTaj Mo Mepe
TOT0, KaK OH C Ka)XJIbIM CIIOBOM BCE 00JIee OTIAIISIICS OT Hee.

— Hy BoT u Bce, — npousHec oH. — [loHnMato, 4To st He BOBpeMs
Tebe 000 BCEM 3TOM paccKasaj, HO y MEHs MPOCTO HET JAPYroro
BbIx0J1a. KoHeuHo ke, s 1aM TeOe AeHbI'M U MPOCIIEXY 3a TEM, YTOOBI
0 Tebe mo3adbotunuck. Ho He HyXHO M3-3a BCETO 3TOrO MOJHUMATH
mrym. Haneroch, Thl He cTaHellb 3TOro jenarb. byner He o4eHb-TO
XOPOIIIO, €CJTM 00 ITOM Y3HAIOT Ha CITyx0e.

[Tonavany oHa He XOTela HUYEMY BEPHUTh U PEIINIIA, YTO BCE
3TO — BblAyMKa. Eif mpHIIIO B TOJNOBY, YTO OH, MOXET, BOOOIIE
HUYEro He TOBOPUI M YTO OHa cebe Bce 3To BooOpasmia. HasepHo,
el JyuIie 3aHATbCS CBOMMHM JelaMU M BecTu cels Tak, OyJaTo OoHa
HUYEro He ciblllajia, a MOTOM, KOIrJia OHa MpuaeT B cels, i, ObITh
MOYET, HETPpYIHO OyneT yOeauThCcs B TOM, YTO HUYETO BOOOIIE HE
MPOMU30IILIO.

— Tloiiay npuroToBm0 y>XHMH, — BbIJIaBUjIa OHAa U3 ce0s, U Ha
ceHl pa3 OH €€ HE yACPKUBAIL

OHa He yyBCTBOBajia mMoji coO00M HOT, KOT/a Ijia 0 KOMHATe.
Ona BoOOLIE HHYEro HE YYBCTBOBaIa — €€ JHIIb CJerka
noATamHUBa0 W MyTmwio. OHa Bce Jenana MEXaHWYeCKH —
CIycTHjiach B morpe0, Hallynama BBIKJIIOYaTeldb, OTKpbLIA
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MOPO3UJIKY, B3sUJIa TO, YTO MONAJIOCH €1 o pyKy. OHa B3IJIsiHysa HA

TO, YTO OKa3ajoch B pykax. To, 4TO OHa Jeprkana, ObLIO 3aBEPHYTO

B Oymary, IO3TOMY OHa CHsJIa Oymary u B3IVIsIHYJIa elle pas.
bapanbs Hora.

Hy 4dro *x, mycTh y HUX Ha yXuH Oyner Oapanbs Hora. OHa
MIOHECJIa €€ HaBepX, B3SABIIMCH 32 OJWH KOHEL O0CHMHU pYyKaMHu,
U, IPOXOJs Yepe3 TOCTHHYIO, YBHUJIEIA, YTO OH CTOUT K HEl CIIMHON
Yy OKHa, 1 OCTaHOBHUJIACH.

— Panu bora, — cka3an oH, ycisllaB €€ IIarv, HO IPU 3TOM He
00epHyJICs, — HE HAaJl0 [UIsl MEHsI HUYEro FOTOBUTb.

B sty camyro munyty Mapu MaiioHn pocTo noaouia K HeMy
€331, He 33 JyMbIBAsACh, BBICOKO IOJHsIIA 3aMOPOKEHHYIO OapaHbiO
HOTY ¥ C CWJIOHM yJapuia ero 10 3aThUIKY.

Pe3ynpTar OBLI Takoi ’ke, Kak eciau Obl OHAa yAapuia €ero
KEIIC3HOU TYOMHKOM.

Ona orcrynuna Ha mar, HNOMEUIMIA, M €U II0Ka3ajaoch
3a0aBHBIM TO, YTO OH CEKYHJIbl YEThIPE, OBITb MOXKET, MATb, CTOSJ
U €]1Ba 3aMETHO nokauusaics. [IoToM oH pyxHyi Ha KOBep.

[lpy mameHun OH 3amen  HEOONBIIOW  CTONHK, TOT
NIEPEBEPHYJICSA, M TPOXOT 3aCTaBUJ €€ BBINTU N3 OLEHNEHEHUS.
Xomones, oHa MEAJICHHO TIPUXOuia B ceOst U B U3YMJICHUU U3-TIOJ
MOJIOIYIIEHHBIX PECHUI] CMOTpEJIa Ha PACIPOCTEPTOE TEIO, IIO-
IPEKHEMY KPEIKO C)KUMasi B 00€HUX pyKax KyCOK Msica.

Hy urto x, cka3ama oHa mpo cebs. Hrak, s yOuna ero.
HeoxxunanHo Mmo3r ee 3apaboTan 4eTKO U SICHO, M 3TO €€ elle
6onbiie u3ymmiio. OHa Hayajla OYeHb OBICTPO cooOpaxarb. bymyun
JKEHOHM CBIIIMKAa, OHA OTJIMYHO 3HAJA, KAKOE €€ XKICT HaKa3aHHe.
C atum Bce sicHO. BripoueM, eil Bce paBHO. IlycTs 310 mpousoier.
Ho, ¢ npyroit ctoponsl, kak ke pedeHok? UTo roBoputrcs B 3aKOHE
0 TeX, KTO >kaeT pebenka? OHM 4YTO, MX 0OOMX YOMBAIOT — MaTh
u pebenka? M ke >KIyT, KOrja HACTYNHT AecATblii mecsn? Kak
OHM IIOCTYHNAIOT B TAKUX CIy4asx?

Otoro Mspu MbanoHn He 3Hayiia. A HCHBITHIBATH Cynb0y OHa
HUKaK He coOupasach.

Ona oTHecna MsCO Ha KyXHIO, IMOJIOXKWJIA €ro Ina IMPOTUBEHb,
BKJIIOYMJIA TUTUTY U CYHYJa B IyXOBKY. II0TOM BbIMBIIa pyKH U OBICTPO
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noJHsyIach B crnajibHi0. CeB mepel 3epKajioM, OHA MPUITYApUIIa JIULO
U nojikpacuiia ryosl. [lonsiTanace yinblOHYThCS. YIIbIOKa BbIILIA KaKasi-
To cTpanHas. OHa cienana emie oJJHy MOIbITKY.

— IIpuser, CoM, — Becello CKa3aja OHAa I'POMKHUM TOJIOCOM.
U ronoc 3Byuan Kak-To cTpaHHO. — S Obl XOTeNa KYMUTh KapTOIIKH,
Com. [la, u eme, moxainyii, 6aHOYKY rOpOIIIKa.

Tak nyume. W ynpiOka W rojioc Ha 3TOT pa3 MOJIYYHIHUCH
ayuiie. OHa NOBTOpHWJIA TE K€ CJIOBa €Ile HECKOJIbKO pa3. Ilorom
CIycTWJach BHHU3, Hajella NaJlbTO, BBIIUIA B 3aJHIOI0 JBEPb W,
MPOMIS uepes call, OKa3anach Ha YJHIIe.

Emre He ObUIO W MIECTH 4YacoB, M B OakKaJeHHOMW JIaBKE TOpel
CBeT.

— IIpuser, Cam, — Becesno ckaszaia oHa, o0paIiasch K My>KUuHE,
CTOSIBILIEMY 32 MPUIIABKOM.

— A, n1oOpslii Beuep, muccuc Manonu. Uro noxenaere?

— 51 Ob1 xoTena kynuTh kapromku, CoM. [la, u eme, moxanyi,
0aHOUKY TOpOIIIKa.

[Tponaser; moBepHYJICS U JOCTAJ C MOJIKH TOPOIIIEK.

— Ilarpuk ycTan u He XO4eT HUKYyJa UJITH Y)KMHATh, — CKa3aja
oHa. — [lo yeTBepram Mbl OOBIYHO yKUHAE€M HE JIOMa, a y MEHs Kak
pa3 B JOM€ HE OKa3aJI0Ch OBOLIEH.

— Torna kak Hacuet Msca, Muccuc Manonn?

— Her, cnacu6o, Msaco y MeHs ecThb. Sl gocTana u3 MOpPO3UIKU
OTJIMYHYIO OapaHbiO HOTY.

— Ara!

— OOBIYHO 51 HUYEro HE TOTOBJIIO M3 3aMOPOKEHHOI'O Msca,
CoM, HO cerogns nonpoOyro. JlyMaenib, YTO-HUOYIb TOTYyUUTCS?

— Jlnuno s, — ckazanm OakaleHIIMK, — HE BHXKY pa3HUIIB,
3aMOpPOKEHHOE OHO MJIM HET. JTa KapTOIIKa BaC yCTPOUT?

— Jla, Biosine. Beibepure aBe KapTO(eEIHBI.

— Yro-Hubyap eme? — bakaneHmuk CKIOHWI TOJIOBY HAOOK,
nobpoaymHo s Ha Hee. — Kak Hacuer necepra? Urto BBl jaere
eMy Ha Jecept?

— A yto ObI BbI Ipeioxuiu, Cam?

[IponaBenr OKMHYI B3IJIS10M MOJKH CBOEH JIABKU.
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— UYro BBl CKaxkeTe HacueT J0OpOro Kycouyka TBOPOXKHOTO
nyauHra? fl 3Hato, oH 3TO JIIOOUT.

— O1nnyHO, — cKa3ajia OHa. — DTO OH JCHCTBUTEIBHO JTIOOUT.

M xorga mOKynKH OBUTM 3aBEPHYTHI M OIUIAYCHBI, OHA
IPUBETIIMBO YJIBIOHYIACh EMY U CKa3aJa:

— Cnacu6o, Cam. JloO6poit HOUH.

— Jlo6poii Houm, muccuc Manonu. M cmacubo Bam

A Ttemnepb, roBOpHiIa OHA MPO ceOsl, TOPOIUIMBO HANPABIISACH K
JIOMy, Teepb OHAa BO3BPALIAECTCA K CBOEMY MYXKY, KOTOpBIM KIeT
y’KUHA; U OHA JIOJDKHA XOPOILIO €ro MPUroTOBUTh, U YTOOBI OH ObLI
BKYCHBIH, IOTOMY 4TO OeJHAra ycrai, a €clid, KOrja oHa BOMJET B
JIOM, el cIy4uTcsi OOHAPYKUTh YTO-TO HEOOBIYHOE, HEECTECTBEHHOE
WIM Y)XacHOE, TOrJa, IOHSITHO, YBHMJIEHHOE IOTPSCET €€ WU OHa
o0e3ymeeT OT rops u yxaca. Ho Beab OHa He 3HaeT, 4TO €€ XKIET
YTO-TO YyKacHoe. OHa IMPOCTO BO3BPAILLAETCS JIOMOW C OBOLIAMH.
Cerognust uerBepr, u muccuc Ilatpuk M»ayoHM uAET AOMOH ¢
OBOIIIAMH, YTOOBI IPUTOTOBUTH MYXKY YKUH.

Bor Ttak cebs u Benu, rosopuina oHa cebe. Jlemail Bce
NpaBWIBHO M Benu celsi ecTecTBeHHO. Jlenmaii Bce Tak, 4TOOBI 3TO
BBITJISA/IENIO €CTECTBEHHO, M TOTJ]a COBCEM HE HY)KHO OYyZeT Urparhb.

IToaTOMY, BOMAS Ha KyXHIO 4€pe3 3aJHIOK0 JBEpb, OHA YTO-TO
HareBaja cebe MoJ1 HoC U yJbpl0aach.

— [NaTpuk! — mo3Bana ona. — Kak el Tam, 10poroii?

Ona mnoyoXujaa MakeT Ha CTOJ M MpolUIa B TOCTHHYIO;
U, YBUJEB €r0 JIKAIIUM Ha MOJIy, CKOPUMBILKUMCS, C BBIBEPHYTOU
PYKOH, KOTOPYHO OH NPHUIABWJI BCEM TEJIOM, OHA JEHCTBUTEIIBHO
ucnelTana norpsceHue. JIro0oBs K HEMY BCKOJIBIXHYJIACh B HEM, OoHa
noaoexana K Hemy, ynajia Ha KOJIEHU U pa3pblaachk. DTO HETPYAHO
ObUTO crenath. UIrpbl HE TOHATOOMITIOCH.

CnycTss HECKONbKO  MMHYT OHa HOJHAJach M TOJOLUIA
k tenedpony. Ona TOMHUIA  HaW3yCcTb  Homep  TenedoHa
MOJMIIEHCKOT0 YJacTKa U, KOTJa el OTBETHIIN, KpUKHYJIa B TPYOKY:

— beictpee! [Ipuesxaiite 6picTpee! [1aTpux mepTs!

— Kt0 310 rosopur?

— Muccuc Manonn. Muccuc [larpuk Manonu.

— Br1 xotute cka3ars, yro [latpuk Manonu mepts?
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— Mmue kaxercs, Aa, — TOBOpPHJIa OHAa CKBO3b pBIIAHUSA. —
OH J1eKUT Ha 0J1y, U MHE KaXeTCs, OH MEPTB.

— Ceituac OyzieM, — OTBETHIIN CH.

MamuHa npuexansa O4eHb OBICTPO, W KOIJ@ OHa OTKpbLIa
JIBEPb, BOLILUIM JIBOE monuieickux. OHa 3Hana ux 000uX — OHa 3Haja
IIOYTH BCEX HA 3TOM Yy4YaCTKE — M, UCTEPUUYECKU pblaas, ynana
B 00bsaTHs J)keka Hynana. OH OepexHO ycaaun ee Ha CTyl
U Iojomen K - JApyromy nosuueiickomy no umenun O’Moin,
CKJIOHMBILIEMYCSI HaJl paclipOCTEPTHIM TEJIOM.

— OH MepTB? — CKBO3b CJIE3bI IPOTOBOPHUIIA OHA.

— botoch, uto ma. Yro 3mecy mpousonuio? OHa COMBYMBO
pacckazaia eMy O TOM, Kak BbIUIa B OakaJeilHyI0 JIaBKy, a Koraa
BEpHYyJach, Hallla €ro Jjexaumum Ha nony. Iloka ona rosopuina,
TUIaKajia u CHoBa roBopuiia, HyHan oOHapy»Kuil Ha TOJIOBE yMEPIIIETOo
CryCTOK 3amnekieiicss kpoBu. OH nokasan pany O’Mosuin, KOTOphbIi
HEMEIJICHHO MOAHSJICS ¥ TOPOIUIMBO HAIPaBUIICS K Tesnedony.

Ckopo B /10M CTallu NPUXOAUTH Apyrue noau. [lepBeiM saBuiics
Bpay, 3a HUM MPUOBUTH JIBOE MOJUILIEHCKHUX, OHOTO U3 KOTOPBIX OHA
3Hama 1o wumMmeHH. [lozmHee mpumien mnonunendckuii  Qororpad
U CeNall CHUMKHU, a 33 HUM — €IlIe KaKON-TO YeJOBEK, CHEIUATNCT
Mo oTnevyaTkaM mnanbieB. [lonuieiickue, coOpaBirecs: Bo3jie TpyIa,
BIIOJITOJIOCA NEPETOBAPUBAIIACH, A CHIIIUKU TEM BPEMEHEM 3a/1aBallld
el maccy BorpocoB. Ho, oOpamasce Kk Heil, OHM ObUIM HEU3MEHHO
npenynpeaurensHel. OHa CHOBa BCE pacckasala, Ha JTOT pas
c caMoro Hauana, korga [laTpuk mpuiuen v oHa cujiena 3a IIUTHEM,
a OH Tak yCTal, 4TO HE XOTeJ] HUKyAa UATH YXuHaTh. OHa ckazaia u
0 TOM, KakK IOCTaBHJIa MSCO — «OHO U ceidac TaMm TOTOBUTCS» —
M Kak cOerana kK OakajeWIIMKy 3a OBOIIAMH, a KOTJa BEpPHYJAcCh,
OH JIE)KAaJI Ha TOJYy.

— K xakoMy Oakaneimuky? — CIpoCUi OJJUH U3 CHIIIIHKOB.

Ona ckazana eMy, U OH OOEpHYJICS M YTO-TO IPOIIENTas
JIPYrOMY CBIIIMKY, KOTOPBIM TOTYAC K€ BBIIIEI Ha YIIUILY.

Yepe3 mnATHAALATh MUHYT OH BO3BPATWUJICS C HCIHCAHHBIM
JUCTKOM, M CHOBa MOCJBIIIAJICS IIENOT, U CKBO3b PBIJIAHUS OHA
CIIBIIIAJIa HEKOTOPhIE U3 MPOM3HOCUMBIX BIIOJrojioca ¢pas: «... Bena
ce0s. HOpMaJbHO... OblIa Becena... XOTella NMPUTOTOBUTH JJISI HEro
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XOpOWIUH YXKHH... TOPOLICK... TBOPOKHBIM ITYAMHI... HEBO3MOXKHO,
4TOOBI OHA...».

Cnycrss kakoe-To Bpemsi ¢ororpad ¢ BpayoM yIaJIMIMCh
U SBWJINACH [IBA JPYIUX YEJIOBEKA M YHECIM TPyl Ha HOCHIJIKaX.
[Torom ymen crnenuanucT o OTnedarkaMm naibieB. Ocramuch aBa
CBIIIMKA U eIle JIBOe nmoynieicknx. OHM Beu ceds HCKIIIOUUTEIHHO
JenuKaTHo, a Jhkek HyHnan crpocui, He Jiydnie U el yexaTh KyJa-
HUOYIb, K CECTpE, HAPUMEp, WIH XK€ OHA MOorJia Obl IEPEHOUYEBATh
y €ro JK€HbI, KOTOpasi IPUIJIAIUT 3a HEH.

Her, ckazama ona. OHa 4yBCTByeT, YTO HE B CHJIaX Jaxe
CABUHYThCS ¢ MecTa. OHU O4eHb OyIyT BO3paxarb, €CJIM OHA IPOCTO
MOCHUJIUT, TIOKyAa He npuaet B cedsa? Eil geiicTButensHO ceiiyac He
OYEHb-TO XOPOLIIO.

Torpaa He ny4ie ju el Jieub B ocTens, cupocun xex HyHan.

Her, oTBeTmiia oHa, oHa Obl Ipeanodsa MpocTo MOCHAETh Ha
ctyne. bbITh MOXeT, 4yTh MO3[HEE, KOIrJa OHa MOYYBCTBYET ceOs
Jy4Ile, OHa CMOXET HaliTH B ce0e CHIIbI, YTOOBI CABUHYTHCS C MECTA.

W oHM ocTaBUIM €€ B IIOKOE U NPUHSUIUCH OCMAaTPUBATH JIOM.
Bpemsi oT BpeMeHHU KTO-TO U3 CHIIIMKOB 3a/laBajl el Kakue-HuOyab
Bompockl. IIpoxoas mMumo Hee, [xex HyHan BcAkuil pas JIaCKOBO
oOpamaicst k Hed. Ee MyxX, roBopusn oH, Obul YOUT yZapoMm IO
3aTbUIKY, HAHECEHHBIM TSDKEJBIM TYNBIM IIPEIMETOM, IIOYTH
C YBEPEHHOCTBI0 MOXHO CKa3aTh — METANIMYECKUM. Temnepbp OHH
Uiyt opyxkue. BozmokHo, youiinia yHec ero ¢ co0oif, HO OH MoOr
U BBIOPOCUTH €r0 WM CHPATATh TJIe-HUOYAb B TIOME.

— OObIyHOE €710, — CKa3ad oH. — Haiiau opyxue u cuuTaii, 4ro
THI HaIIeN yOuuIry.

[ToroM k HeW mojowIEeN OAMH M3 CHILMKOB U CEIl PAIOM.
MoxeT, B IoMeé €CThb YTO-TO TaKoe€, CIPOCHJI OH, YTO MOTJO OBbITh
UCIIOJIb30BAaHO B KayecTBe opyxus? He morya Ob1 OHa MOCMOTPETH:
HE TIPOIAJ0 JU YTO, HampuMep OOJBINONW TaCUHBIA KIIOY WIH
TsDKENas MeTaJlJIn4eckast Ba3a?

VY HEX HET METaJJIMYECKUX Ba3, CKa3ayia OHA.

— A 007bI110} raeYHBIN KITI0Y?

Kaxercs, y HUX HeT U G0JbIIOro raeqyHoro kitoya. Ho yto-to
BpOJIE€ 3TOTO MOKHO HAalTHU B rapaxe.
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[Touckn nponomxanuck. OHa 3HANIA, YTO MOJMUUEHCKUE XOIAT
U B cally, BOKpyr nqoma. OHa cliblliajia 1ard Mo rpaBuio, a B LU
MEXy IITOPAaMH MHOTJAa MeJbKall J1yd oHaprka. CTaHOBHIIOCH yiKe
MO3/THO, YaChl Ha KAMUHE MOKa3bIBAIMU MOYTH JECITh 4acoB. YeTBepo
MOJIMIIEMCKUX, OCMAaTPUBABIINX KOMHATHI, Ka3aJ10Ch, yCTAIU M ObUIH
HECKOJIbKO Pa3/10caI0BaHBbI.

— JIxek, — cka3zajia oHa, Korja cep:kant HyHan B odyepenHoit
pa3 NpoXOAWJI MUMO HEe, — HE MOTJIM ObI BbI JaTh MHE BBITIUTH?

— Koneuno. MoseT, BOT 3TOTro BUCKH?

— Ha, moxanyiicra. Ho Toibk0 HeMHOTro. MOXeT, MHE CTaHET
JydIe.

OH npoTsAHYJ €1 cTakaH.

— A mouemy Obl M BaM HE BBINUTH? — CKa3aja oHAa. — Bpl,
JOJKHO OBITh, YepTOBCKU yctanu. [Ipomry Bac, Beineiite. Bol Obiin
TaK J00pBI KO MHE.

— Yto %, — oTBeTHJI OH. — B00OIIIe-TO 3TO HE MOJO0KEHO, HO
s IIPOIYILY KalelbKy AJi1 00pOCTH.

OpauH 32 IpyruM B KOMHATY 3aXOJWJIM U JPYTHe MOIULEHCKUE
Y TI0CJIe YTOBOPOB BBIMMBAIH IO TJI0TKY BUCKH. OHH CTOSUTH BOKPYT
HEEe CO CTaKaHaMHU B PYKax, YyBCTBYs ceOs JOBOJHHO HEJOBKO B €€
MPUCYTCTBUHU, U TIBITAIUCH MPOU3HOCUTH KaKHE-TO CJIOBa B yTe-
menne. CepkanT HyHaH 3a0pen Ha KyXHIO, TOTYac € BBIIIEIN
OTTYJIa M CKa3all:

— Ilocnmymanre-ka, muccuc MpaIOHM, a IUIMTA-TO y Bac TakK
Y TOPUT, U MSICO BCE €III€ B TyXOBKE.

— O boxe! — BocknukHyna ona. — M npasnal

— Moxer, s ee BBIKITIOuy?

— Ja, moxanyiicra, J[ek. bonpmoe Bam cnacu6o. Korma
CEep)KaHT CHOBa BEPHYJICA, OHA B3TJIAHYJIAa Ha HETO CBOUMH
OOJILIITUMHU, TEMHBIMH, TIOJTHBIMH CJIE3 TJIa3aMH.

— Jlxex Hynan, — cka3ana oHa.

— la?

— He mornu GBI BBI cieIaTh MHE OJIOJDKEHUE U JPYTHE TOXKE?

— ITonpobyem, muccuc MaioHu.

— Bupure nm, — ckazama oHa, — TYT COOpaUCh PY3bs
nopororo Ilarpuka, U Bbl MOMOraeTe HamacTh Ha Clell 4esIOBeKa,
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KOTOpBI yous ero. Bel, BepHO, yKacCHO MPOroJI01aiicCh, TOTOMY YTO
BpeMsl y)KMHa JaBHO mpouwio, a [laTpuk, s 3Ha10, HE TMPOCTUIT OB
MHe, yrnokod ['ocmoap ero mymry, eciaw Obl s OTHYyCTHJIa Bac 0e3
yromenus. IloueMy Obl BaM He CheCTh 3Ty O0apaHbIO HOTY, KOTOPYIO
1 rocTtaBuiia B 1yxXoBKYy? OHa yxe, HaBepHO, TOTOBA.

— OO0 3TOM U paszroBopa OBITh HE MOXKET, — OTBETHJI CEP>KaHT
Hymnas.

— IIpomy Bac, — ymosstome nporopopuwia ona. — [loxkanylicra,
cbembTe ee. JIMYHO S U NPUTPOHYTHCS HU K Y€MYy HE CMOTY, BO
BCSAKOM CJIy4yae HM K 4eMy TakoMmy, 4To ObUIO B Jlome mpu HeM. Ho
Bac-TO 3TO HE JIOJKHO TPEBOXUThb. BBl cienaeTe MHE OJIOJKEHUE,
€CJIU ChEeIUTE €€. A MOTOM BbI MOXKETE MTPOJOIKUTH CBOIO PaboTy.

UYerBepo NOMULEHCKUX TTOKOJIEOATUCH OBIJIO, HO OHU SIBHO yXKe
MPOTOJI0JAIKCh, U B KOHIIE KOHIIOB OHAa YrOBOpWJIa UX OTIPABUTHCS
Ha KyXHIO M 1noecTb. JKeHIMHAa ocTajlacb Ha CBOEM MECTe,
MPUCITYLINBAsCh K UX Pa3roBOPY, JOHOCUBIIEMYCS M3-32 OTKPBITBHIX
JBEpEH, U crpllllana, KaKk OHM HEMHOT'OCIOBHO IE€PEroBapUBaIUCh
MeEX1y COOOM, TIEpexKEeBIBAST MICO.

— Eme, Yapau?

— Her. Ocrass eii.

— Omna xouyer, 4TOOBI MBI HHYETO He ocTaBiisuid. OHa caMa Tak
ckasana. ['oBoput, caenaeM el 0JJ0JKEHHE.

— Torpma nmanHo. Jlai eme Kycoyek.

— Hy u nybuna sxe 3T0, JOJDKHO ObITh, ObLIA, KOTOPOH 3TOT
napeHp yaapwi oennary [larpuka, — roBopuil oauH U3 HUX. — Bpau
TOBOPHT, EMY ITPOJIOMMJIN YEPET, TOUHO KyBAJIJON.

— Iloromy HeTpyAHO OyAeT ee HANTH.

— To4HO, U 51 TaKk rOBOPIO.

— K10 OB1 3TO HU caenan, 70ATO TackaTh C COOOH ATy MTYKY OH
He Oyer.

KT0-TO M3 HUX pBITHYII.

— JInuHO MHE KaXeTCsl, YTO OHA I'/Ie-TO TYT, B JOME.

— Jla HaBepHO, T/AE-TO y Hac moj HocoM. Kak mo-TBoemy,
Jlxex?

N muccnc Mbajtonn, cuaeBinas B KOMHATE, 3aXUXHKaIa.
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10.

11.

12.

ANALYSIS GUIDE

. Dwell on the character drawing. What is the author’s method

of characterization: telling or showing?

Focus on the category of setting (the time and place of action).
How is the atmosphere of a regular evening created? Pick out
several points that bring home the idea of a comfortable
routine?

What have you learnt about the relationships of the Maloney
couple?

How does the author convey the idea that something is wrong
with Patrick Maloney? What did he tell his wife, in your
opinion?

The readers feel sympathy for Mary Maloney and wish she got
away with her crime, don’t they? How does the author
accomplish this?

Speak of the genre of the story. Is it a murder story or a dark
comedy? Prove your standpoint.

How is symbolism used throughout the story?

Explain the title of the story. Account for its change in the
Russian translation.

Describe how Roald Dahl creates the ironic tone of the story,
using specific examples from the text. What is the purpose of
the author’s irony? Do you feel the ring of irony in translation?
What is your attitude to black humour? Do you find it
appealing? Expand on your answer.

Focus on the additions and omissions employed by the
translator. Account for their use.

Assess the quality of translation in general. Does it produce the
same impression on you as the original text?
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The Open Window
Hector Hugh Munro (Saki) (1870 — 1916)

Scottish-born writer whose stories satirize the Edwardian
social scene, often in a macabre and cruel way. Munro’s columns
and short stories were published under the pen name ‘Saki’, who was
the cupbearer in The Rubayat of Omar Khayyam, an ancient Persian
poem. As a political journalist Saki worked in Russia and France.

Munro is best known for his unsettling and cleverly constructed
short stories, often with trick endings. His best fables are often more
macabre than Kipling’s. In his early stories Saki often portrayed
eccentric characters, familiar from Oscar Wilde’s plays.

As his contemporaries note, Saki was a misogynist, anti-
Semite, and reactionary, who also did not take himself too serious.
His stories, “true enough to be interesting and not true enough to be
tiresome”, were considered ideal reading for schoolboys. However,
Saki did not have any interest in safeguarding the Edwardian way of
life. “Saki writes like an enemy,” said V. S. Pritchett later. “Society
has bored him to the point of murder. Out laughter is only a note or
two short of a scream of fear.”

“My aunt will be down presently, Mr. Nuttel,” said a very self-
possessed young lady of fifteen; “in the meantime you must try and
put up with me.”

Framton Nuttel endeavoured to say the correct something
which should duly flatter the niece of the moment without unduly
discounting the aunt that was to come. Privately he doubted more
than ever whether these formal visits on a succession of total
strangers would do much towards helping the nerve cure which he
was supposed to be undergoing.

“I know how it will be,” his sister had said when he was
preparing to migrate to this rural retreat; “you will bury yourself
down there and not speak to a living soul, and your nerves will be
worse than ever from moping. | shall just give you letters of
introduction to all the people | know there. Some of them, as far as |
can remember, were quite nice.”
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Framton wondered whether Mrs. Sappleton, the lady to whom
he was presenting one of the letters of introduction, came into the
nice division.

“Do you know many of the people round here?” asked the
niece, when she judged that they had had sufficient silent
communion.

“Hardly a soul,” said Framton. “My sister was staying here, at
the rectory, you know, some four years ago, and she gave me letters
of introduction to some of the people here.”

He made the last statement in a tone of distinct regret.

“Then you know practically nothing about my aunt?” pursued
the self-possessed young lady.

“Only her name and address,” admitted the caller. He was
wondering whether Mrs. Sappleton was in the married or widowed
state. An undefinable something about the room seemed to suggest
masculine habitation.

“Her great tragedy happened just three years ago,” said the
child; “that would be since your sister’s time.”

“Her tragedy?” asked Framton; somehow in this restful country
spot tragedies seemed out of place.

“You may wonder why we keep that window wide open on an
October afternoon,” said the niece, indicating a large French window
that opened on to a lawn.

“It is quite warm for the time of the year,” said Framton; “but
has that window got anything to do with the tragedy?”

“Out through that window, three years ago to a day, her
husband and her two young brothers went off for their day’s
shooting. They never came back. In crossing the moor to their
favourite snipe-shooting ground they were all three engulfed in a
treacherous piece of bog. It had been that dreadful wet summer, you
know, and places that were safe in other years gave way suddenly
without warning. Their bodies were never recovered. That was the
dreadful part of it.” Here the child’s voice lost its self-possessed note
and became falteringly human. “Poor aunt always thinks that they
will come back some day, they and the little brown spaniel that was
lost with them, and walk in at that window just as they used to
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do. That is why the window is kept open every evening till it is quite
dusk. Poor dear aunt, she has often told me how they went out, her
husband with his white waterproof coat over his arm, and Ronnie,
her youngest brother, singing ‘Bertie, why do you bound?’ as he
always did to tease her, because she said it got on her nerves. Do
you know, sometimes on still, quiet evenings like this, I almost get a
creepy feeling that they will all walk in through that window —”

She broke off with a little shudder. It was a relief to Framton
when the aunt bustled into the room with a whirl of apologies for
being late in making her appearance.

“I hope Vera has been amusing you?” she said.

“She has been very interesting,” said Framton.

“I hope you don’t mind the open window,” said Mrs. Sappleton
briskly; “my husband and brothers will be home directly from
shooting, and they always come in this way. They’ve been out for
snipe in the marshes to-day, so they’ll make a fine mess over my
poor carpets. So like you men-folk, isn’t it?”

She rattled on cheerfully about the shooting and the scarcity of
birds, and the prospects for duck in the winter. To Framton it was all
purely horrible. He made a desperate but only partially successful
effort to turn the talk on to a less ghastly topic; he was conscious that
his hostess was giving him only a fragment of her attention, and her
eyes were constantly straying past him to the open window and the
lawn beyond. It was certainly an unfortunate coincidence that he
should have paid his visit on this tragic anniversary.

“The doctors agree in ordering me complete rest, an absence of
mental excitement, and avoidance of anything in the nature of violent
physical exercise,” announced Framton, who laboured under the
tolerably widespread delusion that total strangers and chance
acquaintances are hungry for the least detail of one’s ailments and
infirmities, their cause and cure. “On the matter of diet they are not
so much in agreement,” he continued.

“No?” said Mrs. Sappleton, in a voice which only replaced a
yawn at the last moment. Then she suddenly brightened into alert
attention — but not to what Framton was saying.
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“Here they are at last!” she cried. “Just in time for tea, and
don’t they look as if they were muddy up to the eyes!”

Framton shivered slightly and turned towards the niece with
a look intended to convey sympathetic comprehension. The child
was staring out through the open window with dazed horror in her
eyes. In a chill shock of nameless fear Framton swung round in his
seat and looked in the same direction.

In the deepening twilight three figures were walking across the
lawn towards the window; they all carried guns under their arms, and
one of them was additionally burdened with a white coat hung over
his shoulders. A tired brown spaniel kept close at their
heels. Noiselessly they neared the house, and then a hoarse young
voice chanted out of the dusk: “I said, Bertie, why do you bound?”

Framton grabbed wildly at his stick and hat; the hall-door, the
gravel-drive, and the front gate were dimly-noted stages in his
headlong retreat. A cyclist coming along the road had to run into the
hedge to avoid an imminent collision.

“Here we are, my dear,” said the bearer of the white
mackintosh, coming in through the window; “fairly muddy, but most
of it’s dry. Who was that who bolted out as we came up?”

“A most extraordinary man, a Mr. Nuttel,” said Mrs.
Sappleton; “could only talk about his illnesses, and dashed off
without a word of good-bye or apology when you arrived. One
would think he had seen a ghost.”

“I expect it was the spaniel,” said the niece calmly; “he told me
he had a horror of dogs. He was once hunted into a cemetery
somewhere on the banks of the Ganges by a pack of pariah dogs, and
had to spend the night in a newly dug grave with the creatures
snarling and grinning and foaming just above him. Enough to make
anyone lose their nerve.”

Romance at short notice was her speciality.
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OTtkpeiTas aseps (nep. U. bornanosa)

— Terymka ckopo crycturcs K Ham, mucrep Hati, — ckasana
I0Has oco0a JIeT MATHAALATH, JepXKaBIIascsi BECbMa CIEP’KaHHO. —
A TIOKa BaM MPUIETCS CMUPHUTHCS C MOMM OOIIECTBOM.

O®psmron Harn nomneltancs BbIaBUTH U3 ce0d  YTO-TO
BEXIIMBOE, YTO JOJDKHO OBUIO OBl MOJIBCTUTH IUIEMSIHHHIIE, HO TIPU
9TOM HUKOMM 00pa3oM He 3aJleTh TETYILIKY, KOTopas JOJKHa Obuia
BOT-BOT NpuiiTH. BraiiHe oH comHeBajcs Oojiee yeM Kornaa-imbo
Ipexsie, 4To 3TU (opMallbHbIe BU3UTHI K COBEPIICHHO HE3HAKOMBIM
JIOJSM XOTh B KAaKOW-TO Mepe IOMOrYyT €My IOJJICYUTbh HEPBBI,
C KaKOBOH II€JIbIO OH M IPUOBLT B 3TH MECTA.

«3Haro, YTO U3 ATOrO BBIWJET, — FOBOPHJIA EMY CECTpa, KOI/Aa
OH COOOLIMJI €l 0O CBOeM HaMEpEHHH YIAIUTHCS B JIEPEBEHCKYIO
ryub. — Thl 3aXOpOHHUIIBCS TaM, HM C OJHOW JKMBOW JyIION
U CIIOBOM HE OOMOJIBUINIBCS, W HEPBBI TBOM W BOBCE CHAAYT OT
xaHJpbl. EguHCTBEHHOE, YTO s MOry clenarh, 3TO JaTh Tebe
PEKOMEHIAaTEIbHbIE IIMCbMAa KO BCEM TE€M, KOro s TaM 3HAo.
HexoTopsle U3 HUX, CKOJIBKO 51 IOMHIO, JI0BOJIBHO MUJIBIE JTFOIM.

«MHTtepecHo, — nogyman ®paMToH, — Muccuc CANIUITOH TOXE
MOAMNAJAET MO pa3psi MUJIBIX JIFOJIEH?»

—Bbpl MHOrux 3mech 3Haere? — cCHpocHia IUIEMSHHHUIA,
paccyuB, YTO MOJIYa OHU MOOOIMIATKCH yXKE TOCTaTOYHO.

—Iloutn HuKOTO, — OTBeTHN Pp3MTOH. — Buaure im, ronxa
YeThIpE Ha3aJ MOsI cecTpa I'OCTHJIA 3[€Ch B JOME CBALIEHHUKA. JTO
OHAa CHa0aAuia MEHS PEKOMEHAATEIbHBIMU IMHUCbMaMHU K 3JE€UIHUM
KUTEIISAM.

IlocnenHue c10Ba OH MMPOU3HEC C IBHBIM COXKAICHUEM.

— 3Ha4yuT, BBl COBCEM HMYETO HE 3HAETE O MOEW TeTylKe? —
MpoJ0JDKajia cliepskaHHas I0Has ocoda.

— MHe u3BeCTHBI TOJIBKO €€ UMS U aIpec, — IPU3HAIICS T'OCTb.

«HTepecHo, — moayMaln OH, — MHCCUC CHONOIUITOH 3aMyXeM
WM BoBa?» UTO-TO HEONPENEIEHHOE FOBOPWIO O MPUCYTCTBUH B
JIOM€ MY>KYUHBI.
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—PoBHO Tpu TOma Ha3zam mpowu3oNIIAa Tpareaus, — cKasaia
neBymika. — HaBepHoe, yke mocie TOro, Kak 37eCh IOCTWJIAa Ballla
cecrpa.

— Tparenusa? — nepecnpocust @p3MTOH.

EMy modemy-To Ka3ajaoch, YTO B 3TOM YEIMHEHHOM MECTE
Tpareauii ObITh HE MOXKET.

— Bac, BeposATHO, yAHMBISET, YTO, HECMOTPS Ha OKTAOPHCKUN
Beuep, JBEPb HACTEXb OTKPHITA, — CKa3zajia IUIEMSHHUIA, yKa3bIBas
Ha BBICOKYIO CTEKJITHHYIO JIBEpPb, BBIXOJIUBIIIYIO Ha JTy)KaHKYy.

— Jlns 3TOro BpeMEHHM Trojaa AOBOJBHO TEIIO, — OTO3BAJICSA
O®OpoMTOH. — A UTO, 3Ta JBEPh HMEET KaKOe-TO OTHOIICHHE
K Tpareauu?

—Yepes Hee TpW roja Hazaj, JE€Hb B J€Hb, BBIIUIM €€ MYX
U IBO€ MJIQAIIUX OpaTheB; OHU OTIPABUINCH Ha 0XOTy. OHU Tak H
HE BepHYJIUCh. Ha mmyTH kK TOMy MecTy, TJie OHU JIOOWIA CTPENSTh
0ekacoB, UM IMOMNAJIOCh OOJOTO, U BCEX TPOMX 3aTsAHYJa KOBapHas
TpsicuHa. To crpamHoe s€eTo ObUIO JOXKIJUBBIM, M MECTa,
Oe30macHble B MPEKHUE TOAbI, CAETANINCH BAPYr KOBapHBIMU. UTO
caMoe y>KacHoe, TeJla UX TaK U HE HaIUIH.

TyT ronoc nOeBYWIKM YyTpaTUI CAEPKAHHOCTh M 3aJporKal,
BBbIZIaBasi 0JI0JICBABIIINE €€ YyBCTBA.

—bennas Terymika Bce HajeeTcs, YTO KOTJa-HUOYAb OHU
BEPHYTCS, @ BMECT€ C HHMMH M MAJICHBKUNW PBDKUM CHaHHUEINb,
KOTOPBI TOXE MOTUO, U OHU BOUIYT B ATY JIBEph, Kak 00bIYHO. BOT
MmovyeMy IO BedepaM JBeph HE 3aKphIBAIOT, IOKAa COBCEM HE
creMHeeT. benHas noporast TeTylka, CKOJIbKO pa3 OHa paccKas3biBajia
MHE, KaK OHHM YyXOJWJIM B TOT JAeHb. YUepe3 pyky Myxka ObLI
NEepeKUHYT Oenblii MakuHTOMI, a POHHM, ee Miaamuii Opat, HameBa:
«Tw1 Bce ckauenib, beptu?» OH Bceraa mnein 3Ty MECHIO, KOrAa XOTeN
MOJAJIPAa3HUTh €€. DTU CJIOBAa JIEWCTBOBAJIIM €l Ha HEpBHI. 3HAETE,
WHOT/Ia, B TUXHWE, CIIOKOWHBIE Beuepa BPOJE CETOJHSIIHETO, MEHS
OpocaeT B APOXKb MPH MBICIH O TOM, YTO BOT Ce€iiYac OHU BOUAYT
B OTY JIBEPb...

Ensa 3ameTHO coAporHyBmiuCh, OHa ymodkia. OpsmToH
OOJIETYEHHO  B3JOXHYJ, KOTJa TETyIIKa TOPOIUIMBO  BOILIA
B KOMHATY, PacChINasiCh B U3BUHEHUSX, YTO 3aCTaBUIIA CEOSI KIATh.
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— Haneroch, Bepa He nana BaM COCKYYUTBhCSI? — CIPOCHIIA OHA.

—Ona pacckasblBaja OYEHb MHTEPECHBIE BEIIM, — CKa3ajl
DpoMTOH.

—Bbl Beap He cTaHeTe BO3paXkaTh, €CJIM s OCTaBIIO JBEPb
OTKPBITOHM, — XUBO MporoBopuia Muccuc ConmiToH. — Mol Myx
U OpaTbsl TOJKHBI BEPHYTHCS C OXOTHI, @ OHU BCErJa BXOJAT B OTY
nBepb. CeroiHs OHM OTHPAaBHIUCH Ha 00JI0Ta 3a OekacaMu, TaK 4YTO
MOUM O€IHBIM KOBpaM J0CTaHeTcsl. Bce BbI, MyXYHHBI, OAMHAKOBHI,
HE npaBja Jin?

Omna Beceno Oonrana 06 0X0Te, O TOM, YTO AUYU CTAJIO Majo
¥ KakoBO OyzeT 3uMoi yTkam. DpIMTOHA OXBAaTWII MOJIMHHBIN yKac.
OH cpenan OTYAsTHHYIO MOIBITKY IEPEBECTH PAa3roBOp Ha MeEHee
KYTKYIO T€MY, HO 3TO YJAJIOCh €My JHIlb oT4yacTd. OH MmoHUMall,
YTO XO3sKa YAENISIeT eMy JIHIIb Malyl TOJHMKY CBOErO BHUMAHUS.
B3rnsig ee T0 M 7€50 CKOJMB3UJI MHUMO HETO U YCTPEMIISUICSA 4epes3
OTKpBITYIO JBepb Ha Jyxkaiiky. W Hamo ke ObLI0O eMy SBHUTHCS
B TaKyl0o  Tparudyeckyio rojosimuHy! IlouctuHe  nedanpHOE
COBIIAJICHUE.

— Bpaun cxomarcs BO MHEHWHM, YTO MHE HEOOXOAMM TIOJHBIHI
nokoii. MmHe crnegyer wu30eratb BOJHEHMH W Ype3MEpPHBIX
busnyeckux ycwiud, — 3asBuil  DOp3MTOH, MNPUAECPKUBABIIMHICS
BECbMa  IIUPOKO  PACHPOCTPAHEHHOTo  3abiyXaeHus, OyATo
COBEPIIEHHO HE3HAKOMBIE JIFOI1, PAaBHO KaK U cllydaliHble 3HAaKOMBIE,
KaKIYT yCIbIIIATh Majelire moApoOHOCTH O OONe3HAX U Heayrax,
UX MIPUYMHAX U CIIOCO0aX M3JICUYEHUS.

— Ilo moBoy IMETHI OHU PACXOAATCS BO MHEHHH.

—Bot kak? — mnepecnpocuna muccuc CiMIUITOH, B caMylo
MOCJICAHIOI0 MUHYTY ITOJAaBUB 3€BOK. M BIpPYr OHa OXHUBWIIACH, BCS
0o0paTHBIIKCH B HAIPSDKEHHOE BHUMaHWE, HO HE B OTBET Ha TO, YTO
npousHec OpoMTOH.

—Hy, BoT m oHM HakoHel! — BOCKJIMKHYJa oHa. — Kak pa3
K 4alo, ¥ Bbl TOJIBKO IIOCMOTPUTE — C TOJIOBBI 10 HOT B I'PSI3H.

@®psSMTOH  e1Ba  3aMETHO  B3JIPOTHY1 M OOepHyJcs
K IUIEMSIHHUIIE, OOpaTMB Ha Hee B30p, KOTOPBIM JOJKEH Obul
BbIpaXkaTb COYYBCTBHE. JleByIIKa CMOTpena Ha OTKPBITYIO JBEpPb.
B rmazax ee 3acteun yxkac. IloxonomeB OT HE MOAJAOLIETOCH
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omucaHuio cTpaxa, DOpIMTOH TMOBEPHYJICS BMECTE CO CTYJIOM
¥ TIOCMOTPEJ B TOM K€ HAIPaBIICHUU.

B crymaromuxcsi cymepkax 1o JIy)Kailke JBUTAINUCh K JIOMY
TPU MYKCKUE (UTYPHI C PYKbSIMH B PyKaX, a y OJTHOTO U3 MYKYHH
Ha Tuiedyd ObUT HAaKUHYT Oenblii MakuHTOmI. [lo mATam 3a HUMH
TIesnicsl peokuid cnanuens. OHu OeCIIyMHO TPHOMH3WINCH K JOMY,
U TYT XPUIUIBIA MOJIOJION TOJIOC BEIKPUKHYI U3 mojympaka: «beprtu,
beptu, uTo THI CKayeIb?»

He nmomus cebs oT ctpaxa, @p3MTOH CXBATUJI TPOCTh M MIIAITY.
Ero moGer ObuI CTOJB CTpEMHUTENIEH, YTO OH €1Ba JIX IOTOM MOT
BCIIOMHHTH, KaK CyMeJl HaWTH BopoTa mnapka. JlaOwel m30exarhb
HEMUHYEMOT'O CTOJKHOBEHHS, BEJIOCHUIIEIUCT, €XaBIIMi MO J0pore,
BBIHYXJICH OBLIT BPE3aThCsl B H3TOPO/Ib.

—A BOT W MBI, Jgoporas,— Ipou3HEC o01aaaresb Oeyoro
MaKHHTOIIIA, BXOJS B JBEPh. — MBI BBIMOKJIM JI0 HHTKH, HO YK€
BBICOXJIU. A KTO 3TO0 yOeras 0TCro/1a, KOT1a Mbl TOJIXOIUIH K IOMY?

— Becbma HEOOBIKHOBEHHBIN 4enoBeK, Hekuil muctep Hati, —
otBeTmia muccuc ConmitoH. — TOabKO W TOBOPHJ, YTO O CBOMX
OoJyie3HsIX U cOeXxay, He MOMPOIIABIIMCh U HE M3BUHUBIIKCH, €Ba
yBUAEN Bac. M0OXHO TIOJTyMaTh, 4YTO €My MIPUBHUAEIICS MPU3PAK.

— HamepHoe, Bce JelI0 B CITaHUENe, — HEBO3MYTHMO MTPHOaBHIIa
wieMssHanna. — OH roBOpus MHe, 4To Ooutcs cobak. Copa
Oponsumx co0ak OJHaXAbl 3arHajia €ro Ha KIajO0WIle Trie-TO Ha
Oepery ['anra, ¥ eMy MPUIILIOCH MPOBECTH HOUb B CBEKEBBIKOMIAHHOM
MOTHJIC, a >KHBOTHBIC MPSIMO HAJ €ro TOJOBOW pPHIYAIN M CKAJIWIH
KITBIKH. DTO KOTO YTOJHO CBEJIET C yMa.

Ona Obuta OOJBIION MacTepUIEH MO YacTU BBIIyMbIBaHUS
BCSIKMX HEOBLIUII.

OtkpsbiToe 0KkHO (nep. K. MypaBbeBoii)

— Mosi Ters CKOpO CIYCTUTCS BHM3, — CKa3ajla OYE€Hb
CaMOYyBEpEHHAs FOHAs JIEAW MATHAALATU JIET. — A 10 TeX Mop BaM
MPHUIETCS TOOBITh B MO KOMITaHUH.
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Mucrep Hartne  mocrapancsi HalWTH  ClIOBa,  YTOOBI
Ha/IJIeKAIIUM 00pa3oM BBIPA3UTh CBOE YBAXXCHHE IUIEMSHHHIE, HO
IIPU 3TOM HE OOUJETh U OTCYTCTBYIOIIYIO TETKY.

B nymie on ycomHumiics 6osbine 4eM Koraa-iuoo, OyayT JId 3TH
dbopManbHble BU3UTHI K HE3HAKOMBIM JIIOJISIM TaK Y>K IOJE3HBI €ro
0O0JIbHBIM HEPBaM, KOTOpPBIE OH KaK pa3 coOpasics MOAJICUUTh.

— 41 3Har0, 4TO U3 3TOrO BBIIAET, — CKa3ajla €ro cecrpa, Koraa
OH TOTOBMJICS K OTBE3ly B A3TOT THUXHUH CEIbCKUH YroOJOK, — TbI
32)KMBO MOXOPOHMIIL ce0sl TaM, HU C KeM He OyJlelnib BCTpeyarbcs,
Y TBO€ HEPBHOE pACCTPOMCTBO TOJIBKO YCWIIUTCA M3-3a XaHAPBI.
Axors Obl jnam TeOe mUCbMa K MOHMM TaMOUIHUM 3HAKOMBIM.
HekoTopsie u3 HUX, HACKOJIBKO S MIOMHIO, ObLUIN JOBOJIBHO MUJIBIL.

Tenepp @peMTOH pa3MBILLIAT, BXOAUT U Muccuc CEenIuiToH,
Jeau, K KOTOPOM OH SBWICS C PEKOMEHJATENIbHbIM MHCHMOM,
B YHCJIO «MHJIBIX).

— 3Haere 1M BBl KOTo-HHOyIb U3 cocenei? — crpocuia
IUIEMSIHHMLIA, PACCYAMB, YTO OHM YK€ JOCTATOYHO JI0JIFO MPOCHUJIENH
MOJT4a.

— MoXHO cKa3arh, HU €JUHON Ny, — OTBETWI DPpemMTOH. —
Most cecTpa ueThlpe rojia Ha3aja IOCTHIIA y 3JEIIHErO CBALICHHHUKA
U TeTephb Jajla MHE PEKOMEHJIaTeNIbHbIE MHCbMa K HEKOTOPBIM W3
MECTHBIX JKUTEIEH.

[Tocneantoro ¢pa3y OH MPOU3HEC C HECKPHIBAEMOM TPYCTHIO.

— Tak BBl cOBceM HMYEro HeE 3HaeTe O Moel Tere? —
MPOJ0JIKaJIa FOHas JIETH.

— Tonbko umMst m agpec, — mpusHaicad roctb. OH mbITANCH
yrajgatb, 3amyxkeM Muccuc CenmiToH WM BAOBA: YTO-TO
HEYJIOBUMOE B OOCTAaHOBKE KOMHAThl, Ka3aJoCh, T'OBOPUIIO
O MPUCYTCTBUU MYKUHH.

— Tpu roga Hazaa OHa Mepexuia OONBLIYIO Tpareauro, —
ckazana AeBouyka. — JOKHO OBITh, 3TO CIY4YMJIOCH YK€ TIOCie
OTbE3/1a BaIlleH CECTPBI.

— Tparemuro? — mepecnipocusn @peMToH. B 3TO0M MUpHOH,
YIOTHOM JiepeByIIKe JII00bIe TpareJuu Ka3aauch HEyMECTHBIMH.

— BBl MOXeTe yAMBHUTHCS, TIOYEMY BEYEPOM, B OKTSIOpE MbI
OCTaBJIIEM OKHO IIMPOKO OTKPBITBIM, — CKa3aja IUIEMSHHULA,
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yKa3piBasi Ha OoJblioe (ppaHIry3ckoe OKHO , BBIXOIfIICE Ha
JIy’)KaWKy.

— Ceifuac 1OBOJIBHO TEIUIO JUIsl 3TOTO BPEMEHU IoJ1a, — 3aMETHII
®peMToH. — Ho Kakum 00pa3oM 3TO OKHO CBSI3aHO C Tpareauei?

— OTcrozia poBHO TpH roja Haszall, B 3TOT CaMblil JI€Hb, TETHH
MYK U JiBa €€ MJIaJIINX OpaTa BhILUIM Ha 0XOTy. OHU HE BEPHYJIMCH.
[Tepecekass TOpQsSHHUK, HA NYTH K MX JIOOMMOMY MECTY, I'/leé OHH
BCErJa CTpesisuin 0eKacoB, OHM Yroawiu B 00i0To. Bel 3Haere, 310
ObUIO Y)KACHO JJOXKIJIMBOE JIETO, U MECTA, KOTOPBIE BCET/1a CUUTAIUCH
0e30I1acHBIMM, BHE3AITHO IIPEBPATUIIMCH B TpsACUHY. VX Tena Tak u He
CMOIJIM HaWTH. B 3TOM M 3aKiro4aeTcss caMoe CTPAIHOE. ..

Tyr rojgoc  JOeBOYKM  3aJpoxall,  yTpaTUB  CBOIO
HEBO3MYTUMOCTb, W B HEM BIEPBbIE MOCIBIIAINCH KaKHE-TO
4eJI0BEYECKHE HOTKH.

— Ters Bce emie aAyMaeT, yTO OJHAXAbl OHU BEPHYTCS Ha3ajd —
BCE OHM M MAaJECHbKMH KallITaHOBBIN CIIaHUENb, KOTOPBIM IMpomnai
BMECTE C HUMH, U BOHAYT B 3TO OKHO, Kak ObIBasio Bceraa. Bot
[OYEMY OKHO KaXX[Ibli IEHb OCTAETCS OTKPBITHIM JI0 CAMBIX CyMEpeK.
bennas Tterymka! S cronbko pa3 chablliaga OT Hee, Kak OHHU
BBIXOJIMIIM U3 IoMa. Ee My»x Hec Oenblil Tuiall, MepeKuHyB ero uepes
pyKy, a muanmuil u3 OparbeB, PoHHM, HameBal Ha XOAy, Kak OH
BCErJa 3TO Jejall, 4yToObl moapa3sHuTh ee: «Ax, beptu, ecnu 6 TbI
Obl1a Moei!» — TeTs roBopuia, 4TO 3TO JEHCTBYET €l Ha HEpBBHI.
3HaeTe, MHOTJA, B TaKWE€ TUXHE, CIOKOWHBIE Beuepa, Kak cenluac,
Yy MEHSI BO3HMKA€T JKYTKOE€ YYBCTBO, YTO OHHM BOT-BOT MOSBATCS
B OKHE...

Ona B3gporHyna u 3amomyana. @OpemMToH  HcHbITaN
oOyieryeHue, Korjga B KOMHATy TOPOIUIMBO BOIJIA TETKAa, IIYMHO
M3BHHSISICH 32 TO, UTO TaK JOJITO 3acTaBuiIa ce0sl JKaTh.

— 5 Haperocs, Bepa pa3Biekana Bac? — cripocuia OHa.

— OHa pacckazajla MHE MHOTO MHTEPECHOTO, — OTBETHII
DpeMTOH.

T. . ppaHIy3cKO€ OKHO — CTEKIISTHHASI JIBEPh, OOBIYHO BEAYIIAs
B cajl.
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— Haperocs, BaM He MemIaeT OTKPBITOE OKHO? — OXXHBJICHHO
ckazana muccuc CenmuitoH. — Mot MyX U OpaThsi BOT-BOT BEPHYTCS
C OXOThI, @ OHU BCErAa BXOIAT B JIOM 3TUM IyreM. OHHM yIIIu Ha
6o0Ta, cTpensaTh 6ekacoB. BooOpakaro, BO YTO OHM MPEBPATAT MOU
6enHble KOBpBl. Kak 3TO moxoxe Ha Bac, My>KUUH, He NpaBja Ju?

Ona npuHsIach ¢ yBJI€YCHHUEM O0JTaTh 00 0XOTE, O TOM, YTO
JUYM CTAaHOBUTCSL MEHBLIE, M O HPEICTOAIIEM 3HMOBbBE YTOK.
Ha ®pemrona Bce 310 HaBoauio yxkac. OT4asHHO, HO HE CIMLIKOM
YCIIEIIHO OH IBITAICS IEPEBECTH pasroBOpP Ha JPYryl, MEHeEe
cTpamHyr0 TeMy. OH CO3HaBall, 4TO XO3fMKa yJeNseT €My JMILIb
MaJlyl0 TOJUKY BHUMAaHHS: €€ pacCesHHbIA B3IVISLL TO U JEJO
oOpamiancsi, MUHYS €ro, K JIy)kallke 3a OTKpBITBIM OKHOM. Kak
HEYJa4YHO BBILLIO, YTO OH HAHEC CBOW BU3UT UMEHHO B I'OJOBIIUHY
Tpareauu!

— Bpauu enMHOAYIIHO PEKOMEHAYIOT MHE IIOJHBIM ITOKOH,
OTCYTCTBUE [IYUIEBHBIX BOJIHEHHH M COBETYIOT H30eratb JHOOBIX
¢u3nyecKkux Harpy3ok, — MmoBegan cobeceqHukam DOpeMToH.
OH pa3fensyl IIUPOKO paclpocTpaHEHHOEe 3a0iykieHue, OyATo
JIOM, €Ba 3HAKOMbIE WM JaXe BOBCE HE3HAKOMbIE HaM,
HEMPEMEHHO XOTAT Yy3HaTh BCE [0 MeNbYallIMX MOoJIpoOHOCTEN
0 Hammx 0OJIE3HAX U HEMOILAX, UX MPUYNHE U CIOCOOE JIeUEHUSI.

— Ho B Bompocax nauersl UX MHEHHMS pPacXOIUTCs, —
MPOJIOJKAJ OH.

— B camom niene? — oTknMkHynach Muccuc CENIuITOH TOJIOCOM,
B KOTOPOM CHbIIIAJICS TOJABICHHbIA 3€BOK. Kak Bapyr oHa
BCTPEIIEHYJIACh U MPOSIBIJIA CAMOE IPUCTAIbHOE BHUMAHUE — TOJIBKO
HE K TOMY, 0 ueM roBopuii ®pemToH.

— Hakonen-ro onm 3zxecb! — BockimkHyna oHa. — Kak pas
K 4aro, 1, pa3yMeeTcs, BCE B IPsi3U C TOJIOBBI J10 HOT!

@peMTOH cierka B3APOTHYN M OOEpHYJCS K IUIEMSHHHIIE
C MOHMMAIOLIUM  B3IJISIIOM, TOJHBIM  COYYBCTBHUS.  JleBouka,
OLIETIEHEB OT Yy)Kaca, HE CBOJWIA TIJIa3 C OTKPHITOIO OKHA.
OXBayeHHBII  CMYTHBIM  JIENCHAIIUM  CTpaxoM, DPpemMTOoH
NOBEPHYJICSA, HE BCTaBas CO CTyJa, M IIOCMOTPEN B TOM XK€
HampaslieHuu. B crymaronmxces cymepkax Tpu (Urypsl g dyepes
Tyxkaiiky K okHy. KaxxJplil Hec Mo MBIIIKOW Py’Kb€, U KPOME TOTO,
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OJIMH W3 HUX OBUI JOMOJTHUTEIHHO OOPEMEHEH OeNbIM IIIaIIoM,
HaOpOIICHHBIM Ha TUIEYH. Y CTaJbIi KallTaHOBBIA CIIaHUENb Opeln 3a
HUMM II0 IsATaM. becliyMHO OHM NpUOIMKANIUCh K JOMY, U TYT
XPUILIBIA MOJIOAON TOJIOC IPOIEN M3 TEMHOTHI: «AX, TOBOpIO 1,
beptu, eciu 6 ThI ObLTa MOEH ! »

MertHyBmMCh B nanuke, OpeMTOH CXBAaTWI CBOX TPOCTb U
LUIAIlY; JBEPb XOJUIA, MOABE3AHAs ajules, YCBIIaHHAs TI'paBUEM,
Y IIapajHbleé BOPOTA HESACHO 3allOMHUJIMCh €My KakK 3Talbl €ro
CTpeMHTEIbHOrO0 OercTBa. Benocunenuct, npoesxaBIinii 110 A0pOTe,
ObUI BBIHYXJIEH CBEpHYTh B KYCTbI, 4YTOOBI N30€XaTh HEMUHYEMOTO
CTOJIKHOBEHHUSI.

— Bot MBI ¥ 31€CH, MOSL fjoporas, — ckaszall Biazenel 0esnoro
IUlala, BXOJAsd B KOMHATy, — I€peMa3aHbl IpsA3bl0, HO OHA YXKe
moacoxJja. A KTo 3TO ceiluac BeIOexar u3 noma?

— B BpICIIEH CTENEHU CTpaHHBIA 4YenoBeK, mucrep Harrie, —
ckazana muccuc CenIuiToH, — TOBOPUI TOJIBKO O CBOUX OOJIE3HSX U
BBICKOUMJI HapyXy 0€3 €IMHOro CjoBa MPOLIaHHs WM W3BUHEHMS,
KaK TOJIbKO Bbl INpuuuiM. MOXHO ©OIymarb, 4YTO OH YBHJEIN
IPUBHUICHHUE.

— 4l monarato, 3TO U3-3a CIIAHUEINS, — HEBO3MYTHMO 3aMeETHIIa
wieMssHHMIA. — Muctep Hartip pacckaspiBajl MHE, YTO OJHAXK[IbI
ero Hamyranu cobaku. I’ ie-to Ha O6eperax ['anra ctast 6poasUMX NICOB
3arHajga ero Ha Kiaaluile, ¥ eMy INpUILUIOCh HOYEBATh B CBEXKE-
BBIPBITOM MOTWJIE, @ 3TH TBApU PbIYAJIH, HCXOLWIM CIIOHOM OT
3JIOCTH U CKaJuiIM 3yOsl mpsiMmo Haj HUM. KTo yromHo mepemnyrancs
651 10 cMepTH!..

Ota 1oHas JeAuM C  JIETKOCTBIO  COYMHSJIA  camble
(aHTaCTHUECKUE UCTOPHH.

OtkpbiToe 0kHO (nep. E. I'y:koBa)

«Mos Terymika ceiyac coiiaer, muctep Harrens», ckazama
BECbMa XJIQJIHOKPOBHAsl JEBYIIKA JIET MATHAALATH, «a IOKAa BaM
MPUAETCS CMUPUTBCS CO MHOW.

Opemron  Harrens  mombITasics  cKa3aTh  4TO-HUOYHb
HpaBI/IHBHoe, ‘ITO6BI JOJIKHBIM O6p330M IIOJBCTUTH INNICMAHHHUIC B
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JAHHBIH MOMEHT, HO ©0€3 TOro 4YTOObl HEIOJDKHBIM 00pa3om
paccTpouTh TETYIIKY, KoTopas ceiiuac mpuzer. [Ipo cebs o Gomee
OOBIYHOTO COMHEBAJICS, CMOTYT JH 3TU (pOpManbHBIE BHU3UTHI K
[EJIOMY PsIy TOJTHBIX HE3HAKOMIIEB CIIOCOOCTBOBATH YCITOKOCHHIO
HEPBOB, KOTOPBIM OH MPEANOI0KUTEIBHO 3aHUMACTCS.

«41 3Haro, kak 3TO OyAeT», CKa3aja ero cecTpa, Korga OH
TOTOBUJICSI MUTPUPOBATh B CEIbCKOE YOEXKHILE, «Thl MOXOPOHHUIIH
ce0st TaM, Tl HEe OyelIb pa3roBapuBaTh HU C OJHON KHBOW JTyIIOH,
U OT XaHJpbl TBOM HEPBBI CTAHYT ellle XyXke, 4eM ObutH. S mpocto
nam tede peKoMeHJaTelbHbIe MHCbMa KO BCEM, KOTO S TaM 3Halo.
HekoTopsie, HACKOJIEKO MHE TIOMHHUTCS, BEChbMa MIJIBL. »

®peMTOHY XOTeNOCh 3HaTh, BXOAMUT JIM Muccuc CHMOIUITOH,
Jed, KOTOPOW OH TPEJCTABIII OJHO U3 PEKOMCHJIATCIIBHBIX IHCEM,
B Pa3psii MUJIBIX.

«MHOTHX 7M1 BOKPYr BBl 3HaeTe?», CIpPOCHIIA IUIEMSHHUIIA,
KOrJla paccyauia, 4TO Y HHUX JOCTaTOYHO JOJITO MPOIO0HKAIoCh
MOJTYAJIUBOE TYXOBHOE OOIICHHE.

«Hu pymm», orBetun ®pemroH. «lloHnmaere, Mosi cectpa
HECKOJIBKO JIET Ha3aJ OCTAaHABIMBAIACH 37IeCh Y MPHUXOACKOTO
CBALICHHWKA, M OHAa Jalia MHE pEeKOMEHJaTelbHble MHChMa K
HECKOJIBKUM MECTHBIM JKUTEIISIM. »

[Tocnenanee 3aMeyaHue OH CAENAT TOHOM SIBHOTO COXKAJICHUS.

«3HauuT, Bbl TMPAKTHYECKH HUYETO HE 3HAETe€ O MOEH
TETYIIKEe», MPOJI0JKANIA XJIaJHOKPOBHAS MOJIO1asl JIe/IH.

«ToybKO ee UM U anpecy, MpU3HAICST moceTuTellb. OH XOTe
Obl 3HaTh, 3amykeM wmuccuc ConmiaToH, wiu BaoBa. Heuto
HEOMpeAelieHHOe B KOMHATe Ka3ajloCh HAMEKajlo Ha MYXKCKOE
MPUCYTCTBHE.

«Ee Oonpmras Tpareaus MpOW30IDIa TOYHO TPU TOAA Ha3aIy,
CKazall pe0eHOK, «3HAYUT, 3TO OBLIO MOCIE OTHE3 1A Balllel CECTPHL.»

«Tparenusn?», cipocun OpeMTOH; B ’TOM MMOKOMHOM CEJIbCKOM
MeCTe Tpareuu Kazaauch Kak-TO HE K MECTY.

«BbI, HaBepHOE, YAWBIICHBI, TOYEMY B OKTAOPHCKHU JICHb MBI
JEP’KUM ATO OKHO HapacmalmiKy», cKaszala IJIEMSHHUIA, TTOKa3bIBas
Ha TpoMajiHOe (PPaHITy3CKOE OKHO, OTKPBITOE Ha JIY)KAHWKY.
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«/Inst 3TOrO BpEMEHM TroJa e€me COBCEM TEIUIO», CKa3all
@peMTOH, «pa3Be OTKPHITOE OKHO MMEET Kakoe-HHOYyIb OTHOILICHHE
K Tpareiuu?»

«Uepe3 3T0 OKHO TpH Irojia Ha3aj] B ATOT CaMblil JIEHb €€ MYXK U
JBa ee MiIaAmMX Opara yunuld yTpoM Ha oxoTy. M Hukorga He
BepHynuch. [lepecekass 00JOTO Ha MyTH K CBOEMY H3IIIO0JICHHOMY
MeCTy [ CHaWlepckod CTpenbObl, BCEe TpOE€ YTOHYIU B
npenaTesnbekoi TpsicuHe. [loHumaere, CTOsUIO CTPAILIHO ChIPOE JIETO
U MECTO, KOTOPOE B Jpyrue rojipl 0bu10 0€301acHo, BAPYT NOAAATIO0Ch
noJ Horamu Oe3 mpenynpexaeHus. Mx Ttena Tak u He Obuln
Haiinensl. Takas yxacHass UCTOpHUs». 3M1€Ch TOJIOC PeOCHKA MOTEPsUT
HOTY XJIaJIHOKPOBHS U CTaJl I10-4€JI0BEUECKU HEYBEPEHHBIM. «benHas
TETyIIKa BCE AYMAaeT, YTO KOIJa-HUOYIb OHU BEPHYTCS, OHU U
MaJICHBKUI KOPUYHEBBIM CIAHUENb, KOTOPBIA IpoNal BMECTE C
HUMH, U BOHAYT B 3TO OKHO, KaK IPHUBBIKJIM Bceraa jAenaTb. BoT
IIOYEMY KaXKIblii BEUYEP OKHO JEP)KUTCA OTKPBITBIM JI0 IIOJIHON
TEMHOTHI. befHast moporasi TeTs, OHa 4acTO paccKa3blBa€T MHE, Kak
OHU YIIUIM, €€ MYX C OeJIbIM JTO’KAEBUKOM 4Yepe3 pyKy, u PoHHH,
camblii MiaaMil Opat, Kak Bcerja HaneBaromui «beptu, mouemy Tbl
CKayellb?», 4ToObl MOJAPa3HUTh €€, IOTOMY YTO OHa FOBOPUIIA, YTO
9Ta TIeCeHKa JCUCTBYeT €W Ha HEepBbl. 3HaeTe, MHOTAA THXUMH
CIOKOMHBIMH B€Ye€paMH, BpOJE ATOr0, y MEHsS ObIBaeT JKyTKOe
OILYILIEHUE, YTO BCE OHU BXOMSAT B 3TO OKHO...»

Ona nmpepBamack € JIETKUM  cofgporaHueM. PpeMToH
MOYYBCTBOBaJl 00JIerYeHue, KOorjaa B KOMHATy BOpBajach TETYILKa C
BUXPEM HM3BHHEHUN Ha 3aI03/1aJ10€ MOSIBICHHUE.

«Hanerocs, Bepa pa3snekiia Bac?», cipocuiia OHa.

«C Heit ObIIO OUY€Hb MHTEPECHOY», OTBETUII PPEMTOH.

«Haneroch, Bbl HE BO3paxkaeTe, YTO OKHO OTKPBITO», >KHBO
cnpocuna wmuccuc CoNMATOH, «MOW MyKXK U OpaThsi JOJDKHBI
BEPHYTHCS TOCTIE CTPENbObI, @ OHU BCErJa MPUXOIAT 3TOM TOpOTOoil.
CerofHss OHM TMOLUIM MOCTPEIATh HAa OO0JIOTAa, MOITOMY YCTPOST
MaJIeHbKUI KaBapJak Ha MOMX O€IHbIX KOBpax. Bbl, MyX4uHBI,
TaKOBbI, HE IpaBaa?»

Ona npojoipKana paaocTHO 00nTaTh 00 0X0Te, 00 OTCYTCTBUH
OXOTHMYBEH MNTHUIBI U O NEPCIEKTHBAX 3UMHEH OXOThl Ha YTOK.
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®peMTOHY BCe 3TO Ka3aJI0Ch YUCTBIM ykacoM. OH Jienian OT4assHHBIE,
HO JIMIIb YaCTUYHO YCIIELIHBIE, MOMNBITKA IOBEPHYTh Pa3roBOp K
MEHEE TOpsAYMM TeMaM; OH CO3HaBall, YTO XO3dWKa YACIAET €My
JUIIb YacTh CBOEr0 BHUMAaHMs, a €€ IJla3a IOCTOSIHHO OJyXAaroT
MHMO HErO B OTKPBITOE OKHO M Ha Jy)Kaliky B okHe. Hecuactinusoe
COBIMAJICHUE, YTO €My INPUIUIOCh HAHECTU BU3UT UMEHHO B JEHb
TParun4ecKOu roJOBILHHBI.

«Bpaum npunumM K COrjaacuio MponucaTh MHE ITOJIHBIN ITOKOH,
OTCYTCTBUE YMCTBEHHOI'O BO30YXIEHHs, YKIOHEHHE OT PE3KHX
¢Gu3nyeckux Harpy3ok o000 npupoab», o0bsBUI DPpeMTOoH,
KOTOpBIM HaXOJWICA B COCTOSIHUM IIUPOKO PacHpOCTPAHEHHOTO
3a0Ny’KI€HUs, 4YTO AaOCOJIIOTHBIE HE3HAKOMIBI U CilydaiiHble
3HAKOMbIE YMHUPAIOT OT JKEJIAaHUS YCIbIIIATh MOCIEAHUE HOBOCTU O
JEYEHUW W HeMoUlax JApyroro, MX IpUYMHAX M HPOTEKAHUU.
«Ilo moBOy IUETHI Bpauu HE CTOJIb COTJIACHBI», IPOJIOJIXKAII OH.

«Bor kak?», ckazama muccuc CHONIUITOH TOJIOCOM, JIUILIb
B IIOCJIETHUMT MOMEHT NOAABUB 3€BOK. [loToM OHa BApyr mpocusia
HaIpPsDKEHHBIM BHUMAHUEM - HO HE K TOMY, 4TO roBopui ®pemToH.

«BoT oHu, HakoHeIl!», BOCKIMKHYIA oHa. «Kak pa3 k 4yaro, 1 He
Ka)KETCsl, YTO OHM I10 YIIH B Ipsi3u!»

@®peMTOH cllerKa B3JPOTHYJI W IMOBEPHYJCA K IJIEMSHHHUIIE,
HaMEPEBAsCh BBIPA3UTh B3IJISAJAOM COYYBCTBEHHOE IIOHHMAaHHUE.
Opnnako, peOEHOK CMOTpeNl B OTKPHITOE OKHO C M3yMJIEHUEM
U Y’KacoM B TJa3ax. B XonoJHOM moTpsceHnH Oe3bIMSHHOIO cTpaxa
®peMTOH NOBEpPHYJICSA Ha CBOEM CTYyJ€ U IOCMOTPEI B TOM XK€
HaIpaBJICHUU.

B crymaromemcst cympake yepes JIy)KalKy K OKHY LUIM TPH
¢Gurypel, Bce HECIM IOJA MBIIIKAMH PYXKbs, OJUH W3 HUX OBLI
JOTIOTHUTEIbHO OOpeMEeHEeH OellbIM IJIallloM, BHCAIEM Ha IUIeye.
bnu3ko k Mx Horam aJjcs yCTaBLIMM KOPUYHEBBIM criaHuens. OHU
OecllyMHO NpUOIM3WINCH K JOMY, a TOTOM XPHIUIBIH MOJIOJ0H
roJI0C 3ares U3 TEMHOTHL: «bepTH, moueMy Thl CKadelb?»

®peMTOH TMKO CXBATWUJI CBOM CTEK W LUISAMY; ABEPb B XOJUI,
JIOPOXKa U3 IPaBUs U BXOJHBIE BOPOTA OBLIM CMYTHO OTMEUEHHBIMU
ATallaMM ero MaHW4YecKoro OTCTyIuleHus. Benocunenucrty, enymemy
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10 JIopore, NPUILIOCH Bpe3aTbCsl B KHUBYIO M3rOpoOAb, UYTOOBI
n30exaTb HEMUHYEMOI'O CTOJIKHOBEHUSI.

«BoT u MbI, noporas», ckasay Biajeseln 0e10ro MakMHTOILIA,
BXOJIl B OKHO, «CJI€TKa Ipsi3Hble, HO B OCHOBHOM cyxue. KTo a3to
BBICKOYMJI, KOI1a MBI BOIUIA?»

«Becbma dKCcTpaopavHapHbIA 4esloBeK, mucrep Harrensy,
oTBeTHiIa MHccuc CANIUITOH, «TOBOPWJI TOJBKO O CBOMX OOJE3HSX
U yHeccs 0Oe3 cjoBa TMPOLIAHWS WIM WM3BHUHEHUS, KOTAAa BBI
NOSIBUIMCE. MOYKHO ITOAyMaTh, YTO OH YBUIEIN IPUBUACHUEY.

«MHe Kaxercs, 3TO H3-3a CIIaHUEIsA», CIIOKOWHO OOBSCHUIA
TUICMSIHHHIIA, «OH TOBOPWJI MHE, 4To Oomtcst cobak. Kak-To pa3s Ha
Kjnanoume rae-ro Ha Oeperax ['aHra 3a HuUM OXOTWJIach cras
OIMYaBIINX CO0AK W €My IMPHIUIOCh IPOBECTH HOYL B CBEXKE-
OTPBITOM MOTHJIE, KOIZla 3TH TBapH pbIYajM, XPUIEIH U IIyCKaIH
CIJIIOHY MPSIMO HaJl HUM. J{0CTaTOYHO, YTOOBI PACCTPOUIIMCH HEPBBI».

Ee koHbKOM Obl1a pOMaHTHKA.

ANALYSIS GUIDE

1. Why is Fremton visiting the countryside?

2. How does Vera explain the fact that the window is left open?
What is the real explanation?

3. Why does Fremton rush from the house? How does Vera
explain his departure to her aunt?

4. What traits in Fremton’s personality might make him accept
Vera’s story?

5. How does Saki criticize the etiquette of the Edwardian Era in
the story?

6. Explain how the way in which Vera presents her story to
Fremton makes it seem more believable.

7. What effect did Vera’s first story have on you? What about her
second story?

8. What word other than romance could you apply to Vera’s
activities? Why do you think the narrator chose this word?
How would you translate this word?
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11.

12.

13.

14.

15.

By what linguistic means does the author create suspense?

. Is the story a sample of black humour or wit? Prove your

viewpoint by means of the text.

Compare the stories by R. Dahl and Saki. What do they have in
common? Whose humour appeals to you more?

Do you think Vera is a speaking name? Look up the meaning
of the name Vera. How might Saki’s choice of this name be an
example of verbal irony?

Does the title of the story present any translation problem?
How did the translators solve this problem?

Dwell on the ending of the story. In what way is the story’s last
line ironic? Compare the translation variants.

Comment on the three Russian translations of the story. Whose
translation do you like most? Whose translation do you like
least? Why?

TOPICS FOR COLLOQUIUM

The sense of English identity. Englishness in 19-20" century
literature.

English values as represented in 19-20™ century literature: love
and marriage, respecting the past, nature, etc.

Art and its place in 19-20" century English literature.
Gentleman vs. Dandy.

The woman question in 19-20" century English literature.
Class distinctions in 19-20™ century English literature.

English humor.

“Easy reading”: science fiction and detective stories.

The development of literary trends and genres in 19-20"
century English literature.

. Literature within the cultural context: historical, political,

cultural factors influencing 19-20" English literature.
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10.
11.
12.
13.

14.
15.
16.

17.
18.

19.
20.
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