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Xapakrep JJMTepaTyPHBIX NEPCOHAKENH U WINOMATHYECKAS
(ppazeosnorus B pomane C. Mosma «Ha octpue OpuTBbD)

© kanouoam gunonocuueckux nayx A.A. Hzomoea, 2008

Ha nocnenyromux crpanumax Ha marepuaie pomana C. Mosma «Ha oct-
pue 6putb» (Maugham W.S. The Razor’s Edge. Moscow: Manager, 1998)
OyIyT paccMOTpEHbI HEKOTOpbIe ciiydau (DYHKIIMOHHPOBAHHS HAUOM, CIIO-
COOCTBYIOIIME PACKPBITHIO XapaKTepa IepoeB U OTPaXKaloIINe UX OTHOIICHHE
K JPYrUM MEpCOHaXaM U K mpoucxosiemy. O0paTumcs K HEKOTOPBIM HPH-
Mepam (mpudToBOE BbIIeNeHNE Hate. — A.4.).

‘Well, what did you think of him?’ Elliott asked me as we walked away
after the Maturins had left us to go back to the office.

‘I'm always glad to meet new types. I thought the mutual affection of fa-
ther and son was rather touching. I don't know that that's so common in Eng-
land.’

‘He adores that boy. He's a queer mixture. What he said about his clients
was quite true. He's got hundreds of old women, retired service men, and
ministers whose savings he looks after. I'd have thought they were more
trouble than they're worth, but he takes pride in the confidence they have in
him. But when he's got some big deal on and he's up against powerful inter-
ests there isn't a man who can be harder and more ruthless. There's no mercy
in him then. He wants his pound of flesh and there's nothing much he'll stop
at to get it. Get on the wrong side of him and he'll not only ruin you, but get a
big laugh out of doing it.’

B nanHOM mpumMepe omuchiBaeTcs Xapakrep ['eHpu MoaTelopuHa — Oup-
>KEBOTO MarHarta, OTLa OJIHOTO M3 IEHTpaJIbHbIX NepcoHaxxked pomana. C
OITHOW CTOPOHBI, OH MTOKa3aH KaK JIIOOSIINHA OTeIl, C IPYTOif, KOTJa pedb HaeT
0 ClEeNKaX, — KaKk 0e3)KaJIOCTHBIA YEIOBEK, KOTOPHIH T'OTOB, MOJOOHO IIEK-
cnmpoBckomy lllefinoky, BbIpe3aTh y HE 3aIlUIATHBIIETO BOBPEMS JOJDKHHKA
cepae (MPUYUTAIONIIICS B TAKOM CIIy4ae IO JI0TOBOPY «(PYHT Mscay).

I understood by this that Elliott meant that then they would have no time
for the likes of me and I laughed. Elliott gave me a glance in which I dis-
cerned a certain hauteur.

‘But of course you'll generally find us here about six o'clock and we shall
always be glad to see you,” he said graciously, but with the evident intention
of putting me, as an author, in my humble place.

But the worm sometimes turns.

“You must try to get in touch with the St Olpherds,’ I said. ‘I hear they
want to dispose of their Constable of Salisbury Cathedral.’
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‘I'm not buying any pictures just now.’

B nmanHOM mpuMepe MBI CTAaHOBUMCS CBHIETENSIMU Oecelbl paccKa3unKa-
nucarenst ¢ JIUIMOTOM TEeMIUITOHOM — MEeLEeHAaTOM, TOPILIMMCS CBOMMH
BO3MOKHOCTSIMHU M TIO3TOMY HEPEAKO BEAYLIMM ceOsi BHICOKOMEPHO, XOTS II0
HAaType OH 4YeJoBeK moOponymHblil. MpoHMs moBecTBOBaTeNlsl OTpa)keHa
oObITpbIBaHMEM HIMOMEI tread on a worm and it will turn ‘Camoro kpoTtkoro
YeJIOBEKa MOYKHO BBIBECTH M3 ce0s’.

While I asked these questions my mind was busy. I noticed that the cuffs
of his trousers were ragged and that there were holes in the elbows of his
coat. He looked as destitute as any beachcomber I had ever met in an Eastern
port. It was hard in those days to forget the depression and I wondered
whether the crash of ’twenty-nine had left him penniless. I didn't much like
the thought of that and not being a person to beat about the bush I asked
outright:

‘Are you down and out?’

‘No, I'm all right. What makes you think that?’

‘Well, you look as if you could do with a square meal and the things
you've got on are only fit for the garbage can.’

‘Are they as bad as all that? I never thought about it. As a matter of fact I
have been meaning to get myself a few odds and ends, but I never seem able
to get down to it.’

I thought he was shy or proud and I didn't see why I should put up with
that sort of nonsense.

‘Don't be a fool, Larry. I'm not a millionaire, but I'm not poor. If you're
short of cash let me lend you a few thousand francs. That won't break me.’

B maHHOM cilyyae ONMCHIBAETCS BCTpEYa IHCATENS-PACCKa3dnKa M €ro
JaBHero 3Hakomoro Jlappu Jlappesa, OTIpaBUBIIErOCs HA TIOUCKUA UCTHUHBI B
JajbHKUe CTpaHbl. Bums, uto Jlappu MCIBITEIBAET HYXKIY B I€HBIaX, PACCKa3-
YHK 3aJ[aeT eMy MPSIMOW BOMPOC U MpeJIaraeT MoMoIlb. Xapakrepusys ceds
KaK YellOBeKa, TOBOPSIIEr0 6e3 OOMHAKOB, PACCKA3UHMK HCIIONB3YeT UIHOMY
to beat about the bush ‘roBoputs He 1Mo cymiecTBy aena’.

I told Larry I had seen Isabel.

‘Gray will be glad to get back to America,” he said. ‘He's a fish out of
water here. He won't be happy till he's at work again. I dare say he'll make a
lot of money.’

‘If he does it'll be due to you. You not only cured him in body, but in
spirit as well. You restored his confidence in himself.’

‘I did very little. I merely showed him how to cure himself.’

B npusenennom npumepe Jlappu Happen cpasHuBaet I'pess MaTbropuna ¢
pBI0O#A, BeITaneHHON U3 Boabl (nawoMma feel like a fish out of water). I'peii B
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Ameprke pa3opHiICS W JOATO€ BpeMs XKW Y ISIAA CBOEU KEHBI DIIIHOTa
TemmnToHa, 4To OBLIO ISl HETO KpaiiHe TArOCTHO.

Kak moxa3siBatoT mpoBeneHHbIE uccienoBanns (cM. Izotova A. English
Idioms. Usage and Tradition. Moscow, 2001), ormo3unus cioBapHO# Gopmbl
UAMOMEI M ee nedopMalri B paMKax PedeBOro MOPTpeTa IMEepPCoHaka B CO-
BPEMEHHON XyJI0KECTBEHHOI JIUTEpaType UMEET CEMHOTHYECKUH Xapakrep.
BocnponsBenenne mauoM HE B CIOBapHOM, a B Ae(OpMHPOBAHHOM BHIC
BBICTYIIa€T KaK HEOThEMJIEMBIH aTpuUOyT KyJNbTYpPHOM aHIIMIHCKON peud,
CBOMCTBEHHOH NMPEACTaBUTEISIM 00pa30BaHHBIX CIIOEB AHTJIMHCKOTO OOIIeCT-
Ba. OcoObIi MHTEPEC B OTOM IUIaHE IPEJICTABISIOT PeYEBbIe MTOPTPETHI ABYX
LEHTPAJILHBIX NepcoHaker — M3abens bpaum n ee myxa ['pest MaTbropuHa.

Jnst peun M3abenb Bpaamm — TOHKOM, M3BICKAHHON W BRICOKOOOpa3oBaH-
HOM JJaMbl — XapaKTePHO OTCYTCTBHE MIMOMAaTHYECKUX BbIpakeHHWil. B Tex
JKe PeIKHX CIIydasx, KOTa HAoMa BCE JK€ BCTPEJaeTCsl, OHa BCer/a IMoaBep-
raercss OOBITPBIBAHMIO, CP. CIIEAYIOIIMI IpUMEp, B KOTOPOM OITMCHIBAETCS
Busut Jlappu appemna B mom M3abens bpammm, ¢ kKoTopoit oH ObLT maxe
KOTZIa-TO ITOMOJIBJIEH, 1T0CJI€ MHOTHX JIET Pa3JIyKu.

‘I'll have a cup of tea.” he said.

‘Oh, gosh, you don't want tea,” cried Gray. ‘Let's have a bottle of cham-
pagne.’

‘I'd prefer tea,” smiled Larry.

His composure had on the others the effect he may have intended. They
calmed down, but looked at him still with fond eyes. I don't mean to suggest
that he responded to their natural exuberance with an ungracious coldness; on
the contrary, he was as cordial and charming as one could wish; but I was
conscious in his manner of something that I could only describe as remote-
ness and I wondered what it signified.

‘Why didn't you come and see us at once, you horror?’ cried Isabel, with
a pretence of indignation. ‘I've been hanging out of the window for the last
five days to see you coming and every time the bell rang my heart leapt to
my mouth and I had all I could do to swallow it again.’

I'oBOpst 0 TOM, ¢ KAKUM HETEPIICHUEM OHa JK/1aJla BU3HUTa, OHA OOBITPHIBA-
er unuomy to make someone’s heart leap ‘3acTaBUTH Ube-TO cepale APOT-
HYTB , O’KHBJIISISI JIEKCHUECKOE 3HAUCHNE KOMIIOHEHTa HINOMEI leap.

I'peit MaThIOpUH, HE NOIYYUBLIMH, B OTIIMYUE OT €TI0 KEHBI, OJIECTSIIEro
00pa3oBaHus, yIOTPEOISIET HANOMBI B H300HIINH, CPABHH:

Gray's conversation was composed of clichés. However shop-worn, he ut-
tered them with an obvious conviction that he was the first person to think of
them. He never went to bed, but hit the hay, where he slept the sleep of the
just; if it rained, it rained to beat the band and to the very end, Paris to
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him was Gay Paree. But he was so kindly, so unselfish, so upright, so reli-
able, so unassuming that it was impossible not to like him. I had a real affec-
tion for him. He was excited now over their approaching departure.

‘Gosh, it'll be great to get into harness again,” he said. ‘I'm feeling my
oats already.’

‘Is it all settled then?’

‘I haven't signed on the dotted line yet, but it's on ice. The fella I'm go-
ing in with was a room-mate of mine at college, and he's a good scout, and
I'm dead sure he wouldn't hand me a lemon. But as soon as we get to New
York I'll fly down to Texas to give the outfit the once-over, and you bet I'll
keep my eyes peeled for a nigger in the woodpile before I cough up any of
Isabel's dough.’

‘Gray's a very good businessman, you know,” she said.

‘I wasn't raised in a barn,’ he smiled.

Kak Mbl BuinM, peruiuku ['pest moaTBepKIAI0T CI0Ba PACCKAa3UMKa O TOM,
YTO €ro peyb H300MIyeT H30WUTHIMHU KIIHWIIE, NPUYEM MPOM3HOCHMBIMH C
TaKUM arioMO0oM, KaK OyITO caM OH MX M U300pe, YTO CO3/1aeT KOMHYCCKUIA
3 dexr.

[IpuBnedeHHbI MaTepUa elie pa3 MOATBEPKAACT MOI0KEHHE O TOM, YTO
HCIIOJIB30BaHNE MOMOM oOoraraer M jaeinaer 0ojiee caMOOBITHON Kak coOCT-
BEHHO-aBTOPCKYIO PEYb, TaK M PEUYb MEPCOHAKEH, a B HEKOTOPBIX CIIydasx
MOXET CJIY>KHTh COLIMAIbHBIM MapKepOM PEueBOr0 MOPTPETa MEPCOHAKA.
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