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JIMHI' BOCTHJIMCTUKA

IMpaTH3anMA BBICKA3BIBAHUA KaK CTHINCTHYCCKHI NPUEM
B pomaHe A.°Konan Jloiinsa «3aTepsiHHbIN MHP»

© kanoudam gunonocuueckux nayk A.A. Hzomosa, 2009

Poman A.°Konan Jloiims «3atepsiHHBI MUP»' H306WIYeT YIOTPEOICHH-
€M Pa3IMYHBIX CPEACTB dM(ATH3alMK BBICKA3bIBAHUS — KAaK rpaMMaTH4e-
CKHUX M JIEKCHYECKHUX, TaK U KYJIbTYPHO-HCTOPUYECKHX.

Ienpio HACTOSINEH CTAThU SIBISETCS PACCMOTPEHHE ITHX CPEICTB Kak
ABTOPCKUX MPHUEMOB M UX CHCTEMATU3ALIMSL.

IIpexae Bcero aBTOp HEPEIKO YHOTPEOISET IMPOKO U3BECTHHIC 3M(a-
THUYECKHE KOHCTPYKLUH, HANpUMEp 00pa30BaHHbIC C MOMOIIBIO TJaronia «to
do» (e.g. I do believe; I do like roses; Do tell me what happened.):

"No, it isn't that," she said at last. "You're not a conceited boy by nature,
and so I can safely tell you it is not that. It's deeper."

"My character?"

She nodded severely.

"What can I do to mend it? Do sit down and talk it over. No, really, I
won't if you'll only sit down!"

"What a prosaic motive! It seems to take all the romance out of it. But,
still, whatever your motive, I am glad that you went down that mine." She
gave me her hand; but with such sweetness and dignity that I could only
stoop and kiss it. "I dare say I am merely a foolish woman with a young girl's
fancies. And yet it is so real with me, so entirely part of my very self, that I
cannot help acting upon it. If I marry, I do want to marry a famous man!"

"What!" roared McArdle. "You don't mean to say you really believe this
stuff of his about mammoths and mastodons and great sea sairpents?"

"Well, I don't know about that. I don't think he makes any claims of that
kind. But I do believe he has got something new."

Crnenyronye TpuMepsl JEMOHCTPUPYIOT HCIOIB30BaHUE IM(PATHUCCKOM
KoHCTpyKIuH It is (was)...that (who) — kak pa3, TOIbKO, TOJIBKO TOTHA (€.8.
you say Jim is in London now. It was only yesterday that I ran into him in
the street; It was they who told us the news; It is he who is responsible for
this work):

' Conan Doyle A. The Lost World. — Saint-Petersburg: Chimera Classics, 2001
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"Why should you not?" I cried. "It is women like you who brace men up.
Give me a chance, and see if I will take it! Besides, as you say, men ought to
MAKE their own chances, and not wait until they are given. Look at Clive —
just a clerk, and he conquered India! By George! I'll do something in the
world yet!"

His appearance made me gasp. | was prepared for something strange, but
not for so overpowering a personality as this. It was his size which took one's
breath away — his size and his imposing presence. His head was enormous,
the largest I have ever seen upon a human being. I am sure that his top-hat,
had I ever ventured to don it, would have slipped over me entirely and rested
on my shoulders.

"Don't be such a fool, Professor!" I cried. "What can you hope for? I'm
fifteen stone, as hard as nails, and play center three-quarter every Saturday
for the London Irish. I'm not the man—"

It was at that moment that he rushed me. It was lucky that I had opened
the door, or we should have gone through it. We did a Catharine-wheel to-
gether down the passage.

Crnenyromiei 10CTaTOYHO IMUPOKO UCTIOIB3yeMOH IMQpaTHIECKONH KOHCT-
pyKLMen sBisieTcst nHBepcusi — oOpaTHbIi nopsnok cioB (Never had he eaten
such a huge meal; Nowhere will you come across a more hospitable nation;
Not only did she write short stories, but she was also a painter of talent):

"] am much indebted to you for your gracious permission," said the angry
Professor; for never was a man so intolerant of every form of authority.
"Since you are good enough to allow it, I shall most certainly take it upon
myself to act as pioneer upon this occasion."

Lord John held up his hand as a signal for us to stop, and he made his way
swiftly, stooping and running, to the line of rocks. We saw him peep over
them and give a gesture of amazement. Then he stood staring as if forgetting
us, so utterly entranced was he by what he saw.

I could have torn my hair and beaten my head in my despair. Only now
did I realize how I had learned to lean upon my companions, upon the serene
self-confidence of Challenger, and upon the masterful, humorous coolness of
Lord John Roxton. Without them I was like a child in the dark, helpless and
powerless. I did not know which way to turn or what I should do first.

Hakownen, cienyeT ymoMsHYTh HCIIOJNB30BAaHHE aBTOPOM SMQPATHYCCKON
KOHCTPYKIMHU, 00pa3yolieiics ¢ MOMOIIbIO MPHIAraTelIbHOTO «very» (e.g. at
that very moment she entered the room;she died at the very height of her
fame):

79



A3vik, cosnanue, kommynukayus: Co. cmameii/ Peo. xom.: B. B. Kpacnoix, A. . Hzomos, B.
I'. Kynonuna. — M.: MAKC Ilpecc, 2009. — Bwoin. 37. — 100 c. ISBN 978-5-317-02897-8

For a moment I wondered where I could have seen that ungainly shape,
that arched back with triangular fringes along it, that strange bird-like head
held close to the ground. Then it came back, to me. It was the stegosaurus —
the very creature which Maple White had preserved in his sketch-book, and
which had been the first object which arrested the attention of Challenger!
There he was — perhaps the very specimen which the American artist had
encountered.

OTHENBHBIM CTHIIMCTHYCCKUM TPUEMOM SM(pATH3aLUN BBICKA3bIBAHUS Y
A. Konan Jlotins sBnsieTcst sM(paTHIECKOe HCIOIb30BAHUE CTEIICHEH CpaB-
HeHUs npuiaratenbHbix. Hampumep:

"He is not a popular person, the genial Challenger," said he. "A lot of
people have accounts to settle with him. I should say he is about the best-
hated man in London. If the medical students turn out there will be no end of
arag. I don't want to get into a bear-garden."

It was very clear to me that if dangers lay before us I could not in all Eng-
land have found a cooler head or a braver spirit with which to share them.

OdeHb WHTEPECHBIM MPEICTABISACTCS aHAIN3 CTHIUCTUYCCKOTO (DYHK-
[IMOHUPOBAHUS HUIMOM B POMaHe, 0COOCHHO ciydaeB MX OObIrpbIBaHUA. O6-
paTHMCs K TIpUMEpam:

"He has marked your poor face! Oh, George, what a brute you are! Noth-
ing but scandals from one end of the week to the other. Everyone hating and
making fun of you. You've finished my patience. This ends it."

"Dirty linen," he rumbled.

"It's not a secret," she cried. "Do you suppose that the whole street — the
whole of London, for that matter — Get away, Austin, we don't want you here.
Do you suppose they don't all talk about you? Where is your dignity? You, a
man who should have been Regius Professor at a great University with a
thousand students all revering you? Where is your dignity, George?"

B nmanHOM mpuMepe aBTOp HCIOJB3YEeT HAMOMATHYCCKOE COYCTAHUE
‘dirty linen’ — gacte mmuomsl «wash one’s dirty linen in publicy — ‘BBIHO-
CHTb COp 3 H30bI’". B THHIBHCTHKE STOT NPHEM HOCHT Ha3BaHHE JIUTHIICHCA
W ycedeHHs. YTNOTpeOicHHne HMONOMBI BCTpedaeTcs B pedn mpodeccopa
YenneHmkepa — OJHOTO M3 LEHTPAIBHBIX MEPCOHAXKEH pOMaHa, H3BECTHOTO
cBoeH TpyOOCThIO M Oe3ameuIIUOHHOCTRIO. [IpuBeNEHHBIN qUAIOT OTIMCHI-
BaeT ccopy mpodeccopa ¢ €ro KEHOU, OCYKAAIOIICH ero 3a HEAOCTONHHOE
rpyboe MoBeACHHE C TOCeTUTENsIMA Hx noma. Crumucthdeckuil dddext
YCHJIMBAETCS MPOTUBOIIOCTABICHUEM HCIIONb30BaHus (pasbl «dirty lineny B

% Kynun A.B. Aurno—pycckuii hpaseonoruueckuii cnosapb. — Mocksa, 1967.
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pernke YereHmkepa, MOKa3bIBAIONIIEH, YTO OH CMYIIEH, M OTBETa €ro
xkeHbl «It’s not a secret» (3TO He CEKPET), pacKpbIBAIOIIEH 3HAUEHHE UANO-
MBI.

He looked at me with doubt in his insolent eyes.

" After all, what do I know about your honor?" said he.

"Upon my word, sir," I cried, angrily, "you take very great liberties! I
have never been so insulted in my life."

He seemed more interested than annoyed at my outbreak.

JlaHHBI KOHTEKCT MPENCTaBisieT co00M TUAIOT MEXIy NEHTPaIbHBIMU
MEepCOHAXaMHU YHNOMSHYTBIM BhINIe npodeccopom YemteHmkepom 1 Meio-
YHOM — MOJIOJBIM KOppecnoHaeHToM TaseTbl. [locnennuii, ockopOnEéHHbIN
MOBEICHHEM W OTHONICHHEM K HeMmy mpodeccopa, yrmoTpednser oObIrpaH-
HyI0 uauoMy «you take very great liberties». Cnoapnas gopma 3Tol nano-
MaTuaeckor ¢pas3sl — «take liberties» (with somebody) — ‘mo3BossITE cebe
BOJIbHOCTH (¢ KeM 100)’. Jlis co3paHMst CTHIMCTHYECKOro sddekra uc-
TONB3yeTCsl pUéM BKIMHHMBAHUS («very great liberties»), 94To MoxeT OBITH
MOHSTO KaK «CIJIMIIKOM OOJIbIINE BOJBHOCTH» U BBIPAXKAET SMOIMOHAIBEHOE
COCTOSIHHE TOBOPSIIIETO.

B crnenyromeM KOHTEKCTE jIs ONMCAHUS BHEIIHOCTH BeiMkaHa Yein-
JICHPKEpa aBTOPOM HCHOJIB3YEThCS TOT XKe MpuéM BKIMHMBaHW: He raised
his great eyebrows in protest, oObIrpaHHON HOHOMEBI «raise the eyebrows» —
‘OTHATH OPOBH (BBIpaXKask yIUBJICHUE WK TIpeHEOpexKeHne)’:

Unhappily you have crushed this fine specimen at the moment of sati-
ation."

"Filthy vermin!" I cried.

Professor Challenger raised his great eyebrows in protest, and placed a
soothing paw upon my shoulder.

"You should cultivate the scientific eye and the detached scientific mind,"
said he.

OO6parumMmcst K Apyromy IpuMmepy:

We had gathered in a little group at the bottom of the chasm, some forty
feet beneath the mouth of the cave, when a huge rock rolled suddenly down-
wards — and shot past us with tremendous force. It was the narrowest escape
for one or all of us. We could not ourselves see whence the rock had come,
but our half-breed servants, who were still at the opening of the cave, said
that it had flown past them; and must therefore have fallen from the summit.

B nganHOM ciyuae Juisi 6ojiee CHJIBHOTO BO3JCHUCTBUS HA YUTATENS HC-
nosb3yercs mpeobpazoBaHHas unuoma «have a narrow escape» — ‘elBa H3-
0exarh OMACHOCTH, OBITH HA BOJOCOK OT 4ero jaubo; ene HOrH yHecTH . AB-
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TOp HCTIONB3YET MPEBOCXOIHYIO CTEIEHb IMPHIAraTeIbHOTO «Narrow», 4ro-
OBl MOKa3aTh YyJIOBHUILHYIO ONACHOCTH (00BaJ CKalbl), KOTOPOH enBa yna-
J0Ch N30€XKaTh INIABHBIM T€POSIM B SKCIEIHIMH Ha OCTPOBE.

Paccmotpum emé oqun npumep:

Lord John made a sign to him that he should wait for an answer and then
he turned to us.

"Well, it's up to you to say what you will do," said he; "for my part I have
a score to settle with these monkey-folk, and if it ends by wiping them off the
face of the earth I don't see that the earth need fret about it. I'm goin’ with our
little red pals and I mean to see them through the scrap.

B manHOM KOHTEKCTE Tpeobpasyercst unuoma «wipe smb/sth off the face
of the earth» — ‘cTepets ¢ muma 3emuin’. OOBITPBIBAHUE NPOUCXOTUT B PEUb
nopaa /Ixona, GeccTpamrHoro U cMeoro yenoseka. Peus unér o6 ucrpebdie-
HHUU IDIEMEHH 4YeJOBEKOOOpPa3HBIX 00€3bsSH KOTOpPBIE T'PO3HMIN CEPhE3HOH
OIIACHOCTBIO MyTEUIECTBEHHUKAM U MCCIIEIOBATEIISIM.

Kommonent umnomsl «the earth» BHOBB mpuoOperaeT CBOE MEepBOHA-
yanbHOE 3HaYeHue Bo ¢pase «I don’t see that the earth need fret about it» —
‘51 He mymaro, 4TO 3eMIiId OyAeT My4YHTHCS U3 33 STOTO [M3 38 YHHUTOXKCHUS
IUIEMEHH 00e3bsiH|’, YTO 3HAYHUTEIBHO SM(AaTU3MPYET NaHHOE BBICKA3bIBa-
HHE.

Emé oqHuM CTHIMCTHYECKUM NMPUEMOM YCHJICHUSI BHICKA3bIBAHUS B OIH-
CaHMAX CIY)XUT NPHMEHCHUE AJUTIO3UH, KOTOPBIC SIBIISIOTCS YACTHIO KyJIb-
TYPHOTO Hacyieusi 00pa3oBaHHBIX YUTATEICH.

Crenyrone npuMepsbl NOKa3blBAlOT HaM YIOTpeOJIeHne ajuTio3uidl B po-
MaHe:

Waldron, though a hardened lecturer and a strong man, became rattled.
He hesitated, stammered, repeated himself, got snarled in a long sentence,
and finally turned furiously upon the cause of his troubles.

This is really intolerable!" he cried, glaring across the platform. "I must
ask you, Professor Challenger, to cease these ignorant and unmannerly inter-
ruptions."”

There was a hush over the hall, the students rigid with delight at seeing
the high gods on Olympus quarrelling among themselves.

Creeping to his side, we looked over the rocks. The place into which we
gazed was a pit, and may, in the early days, have been one of the smaller
volcanic blowholes of the plateau. It was bowl-shaped and at the bottom,
some hundreds of yards from where we lay, were pools of green-scummed,
stagnant water, fringed with bulrushes. It was a weird place in itself, but its
occupants made it seem like a scene from the Seven Circles of Dante. The
place was a rookery of pterodactyls. There were hundreds of them congre-
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gated within view. All the bottom area round the water-edge was alive with
their young ones, and with hideous mothers brooding upon their leathery,
yellowish eggs.

B nepBoM OTpBIBKE ONMCHIBAaeTCsl BhICTyIUIeHHME npodeccopa Yemnena-
JKepa Tepe]; OOJBINON ayAWTOpPHEH M ero Pa3HOTIachs C ONIOHEHTaMH IO
MOBOJy CYLIECTBOBAHHUS «3aTepsSHHOTO Mupa». Jis Toro, 4roObl moxas3arh
JTUCTaHIIMIO MEXIY CTyJeHTaMH U mpodeccopamH, IMOCIeTHHE CPABHUBAIOT-
csi aBTopoM ¢ camumu Ooramu Onmmmna. A. Konan Jloiinp npuderaer k uc-
noJp30BaHuIo ayumo3nn «the hight gods of Olympusy», cBsizaHHO# ¢ ApeBHE-
rpedeckoii Mudonorueit. Ora ¢paza Oe3ycIOBHO SIBISETCS KOHHOTATHBHO
OKpalleHHOH, HO e€ 3HaueHHe IpHOoOpeTaeT MPOHMYHOE 3ByUaHue Onaronaps
WCTIOJIb30BaHUIO TJIaroia «quarrely («CCOpUTHCS»).

Bo BTOpOM KOHTEKCTE ONMKMCAHKE CTPALIHOIO Y)KAcalollero Mecra oouTa-
HUSI NTEPOJAKTIICH Ha OCTPOBE MeTaOPHUECKH CPABHUBACTCS aBTOPOM C
onucaHueM ceMu Kpyros ana Jlanre: «...but its occupants made it seem like
a scene from the Seven Circles of Dante». OTa amtro3ust 6€3yCIOBHO BBI3BI-
BaeT y uurtatens accounanuu ¢ «boxxectsenHon Komeauein».

TakuM 00pa3oM, UCTIONB30BaHUE IMPATHIECKUX KOHCTPYKIIUH OOBITPHI-
BaHME WJIMOM M YNOTpeOJIeHHEe aJUTIO3Mil HECOMHEHHO SIBIISICTCS CPEACTBOM
SMOIMOHAIEHOTO BO3ACHCTBHA Ha YHTATENs W YPPEKTUBHBIM CTHIHACTHYE-
CKUM IIPUEMOM B pOMaHe.
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