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«OFF THERE to the right—somewhere—is a large island (tam, cripasa, rie-to
ecTh 00JIbION ocTpoB; island [ 'arlond]),» said Whitney (ckazan Yutuan). «It's
rather a mystery (on 10BoJIbHO TauHCTBEeHHBIN; rather ['ra:daj; mystery — maiina,

3a2a0Ka)—»
«What island is it (uTo 310 32 ocTpoB)?» Rainsford asked (cripocui
Peitncdopn).

«The old charts call it “Ship-Trap Island’ (Ha cTapbix kapTax OH 30BeTCs
«JloBymika st kopabueii»),» Whitney replied (otBetmir YutHm). «A suggestive

name, isn't it (Ha3BaHue 3acTaBiISIeT 3alyMaThCs, He Tak Jin; suggestive [Sa 'dzestiv]

! B na3BaHMuM 3aKiIH04EHA MTPA CIIOB: “game” 03HaYaeT KaK «UIPy», Tak U OXOTHHYBIO JOOBIMY — WJIH 3BEPS, Ha
KOTOPOT0 0XOTATCs». [103TOMY Ha3BaHME MOXKET OBITh MepeBe/IeHO U Kak «CaMblii OITaCHBIN 3BEPHY.
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— BbIZLIBAIOWULL MBICU, HABOOAWUL Ha pasmblunenus; 10 suggest [Sa 'dzest] —
npeonazamv, CO8emMo8ams, 6HYUAMb, HAMEKAMb, HA80OUMs Ha Muvlciv)? Sailors
have a curious dread of the place (Mopsiku HCTIBITBIBAIOT HEOOBIYHBIN CTPaX Mepe
3THM MecTOM; CUrious ['Kjuarias] — arobonvimusiii,; 6030ysicoarowuii
JII0OONBIMCMBO, HeoObIUHbLL, cmpannblil, dread [dred] — yoicac, brazozosetinviii
cmpax). | don't know why (s He 3Har0 mouemy). Some superstition (kakoe-to

cyeBepue; superstition [ s(j)u:pa'sty/(a)n])—»

«OFF THERE to the right—somewhere—is a large island,» said Whitney. «It's

rather a mystery—»
«What island 1s 1t?» Rainsford asked.

«The old charts call it *Ship-Trap Island’,» Whitney replied. «A suggestive
name, isn't it? Sailors have a curious dread of the place. | don't know why. Some

superstition—»

«Can't see it (He Brky ero),» remarked Rainsford (3amerwn Peiirnchopn),
trying to peer through the dank tropical night (rertasice pasrisaers 9To-To BO
BJIQKHOU TPOMMYECKOU HOUH; {0 PEEr — sens10b16ambest; npucmaibHo
pacemampusams) that was palpable (kotopas 6s11a ocsizaemoit; palpable
[ ‘peelpabl]) as it pressed its thick warm blackness in upon the yacht (korma nasua

CBOW I'yCTO# Teriol 4yepHOTOM Ha sxTy; yacht [jot]).

«You've good eyes (y Te0s X0opoiiiee 3peHne: «X0poIine riasza»),» said
Whitney, with a laugh (ckazan Yutau co cmexowm; laugh [la.f]),» and I've seen you
pick off a moose (u st Bujes, Kak Thl ojcTpesuBa jocs; to pick off — chumams,
cpvieamn;, noocmpenuseams, moose [mu:s]) moving in the brown fall bush at four
hundred yards (nBurasiierocst B KOpH4HEBOM OCEHHEM KYCTapHHUKE 3a YeThIpecTa
spnos /ot Tebs/; bush [bo/]), but even you can't see four miles or so (Ho naxxe Tb

HC MOKCIIb BUACTb HA PACCTOAHNN YCTBIPCX MUJIb UJIK OKOJIO TOFO) th rough a



moonless Caribbean night (s 6e3nyrnyro Kapubckyro Hous; Caribbean

[ keerr 'bi:an, Ko 'ribian]).»

«Nor four yards (512 1 Ha geTbIpe spaa /He BuxKy/; NOr — u ne),» admitted
Rainsford (cormacuscs Paiiacdopn; to admit [ad 'mit] — donyckame,
coenawmamocs). «Ugh (dy; ugh [3:, oh] — swipasicaem omepszenue, omspawenue)!
It's like moist black velvet (rmoxoxe Ha BrakHbIi yepHbIi Oapxar; velvet
[ velvit]).»

«Can't see it,» remarked Rainsford, trying to peer through the dank tropical

night that was palpable as it pressed its thick warm blackness in upon the yacht.

«You've good eyes,» said Whitney, with a laugh,» and I've seen you pick off a
moose moving in the brown fall bush at four hundred yards, but even you can't see

four miles or so through a moonless Caribbean night.»

«Nor four yards,» admitted Rainsford. «Ugh! It's like moist black velvet.»

«It will be light enough in Rio (B Puo Oyner 10BoIBHO CBETIIO),» promised
Whitney (roo6eman Yuthu; to promise ['promis]). «We should make it in a few
days (MbI JOJDKHBI TOOpaThCs Ty/a Yyepe3 HeCKOJIbKO JHel; to make it —
0obumucs, docmuus ycnexa, doopamoucs). | hope the jaguar guns have come from
Purdey's (s HaIexOCh, YTO PYXKbsI /I OXOThI/ HA STYapoOB y)Ke PUOBLIH U3
/pyxerinoro noma/ Ilepae; jaguar ['dsegjual; Purdey's [ ps:diz]). We should have
some good hunting up the Amazon (y Hac HaBepHsika OYyJIeT XOpoIilasi 0X0Ta BBEPX
o Amaszonke; the Amazon / 'ewmaz(2)n]). Great sport, hunting (ciasnoe 3anstue,

0X0Ta; SPOIt — cnopm, npusmmuoe 8pemMAnNPenpoBoI’CcOeHUEe).»

«The best sport in the world (;ryumiee 3ansitue B Mupe),» agreed Rainsford

(cormacumics Pattacdopn).



«For the hunter (11 oxotHuKka),» amended Whitney (rmonpaBun Yurthu; to
amend [2 'mend] — ucnpasiams, ynyuwamo; Hocums uzmerenus, NONPABKLL).

«Not for the jaguar (ue st siTyapa).»

«It will be light enough in Rio,» promised Whitney. «We should make it in a
few days. | hope the jaguar guns have come from Purdey's. We should have some

good hunting up the Amazon. Great sport, hunting.»
«The best sport in the world,» agreed Rainsford.

«For the hunter,» amended Whitney. «Not for the jaguar.»

«Don't talk rot, Whitney (#e roBopu venyxy, YUTHHU; IOt — cruenue; enunb;
yem. pase. uenyxa, ¢30op),» said Rainsford (ckazan Patincdopn). «You're a big-
game hunter (Tbl OXOTHUK Ha KPYIIHYIO AU4b; DIg game — xkpynuas ouus, kpynmwiii
36epw), not a philosopher (a xe gunocod; philosopher [fr'losafa]). Who cares how a
jaguar feels (komy uHTEpECHO, Kak 4YyBCTBYeT /ce0s1/ siryap; to care —

361607’1/11/!7’1’1b0}1,' 66C710K01/l1’l’lb€ﬂ,' npo:Ae6jsiims uHmepec)?»

«Perhaps the jaguar does (Bo3mosxHO, camomy siryapy; perhaps [pa‘heeps]),»
observed Whitney (zamerun Yutau; to observe [ab z3.v] — nabnooams,

3amedamo, OWZ]l/lellCZI’I’Zb) .

«Bah (6a)! They've no understanding (y aux Het pazyma; understanding —

OCMbLCTIeHUe, NOHUMAHUE; YM, PA3VM).)»

«Even so, | rather think they understand one thing (naxe Tax, s ckioHEH
JyMaTh, YTO OHU TTOHMMAIOT KOE-4TO: «O/HY Belb») — fear (crpax; fear [fia]).
The fear of pain and the fear of death (ctpax Gosu nau ctpax cmeptu; death
[deO]).»



«Don't talk rot, Whitney,» said Rainsford. «You're a big-game hunter, not a

philosopher. Who cares how a jaguar feels?»
«Perhaps the jaguar does,» observed Whitney.
«Bah! They've no understanding.»

«Even so, I rather think they understand one thing—fear. The fear of pain and
the fear of death.»

«Nonsense (epyHa; nonsense ['nons(a)ns]),» laughed Rainsford (3acmestics
Patincdop). «This hot weather is making you soft, Whitney (3ta sxapkast moroa
pasmsryaet Te0s1, YutHu; wWeather ['weda]). Be a realist (0yap peanucrom; realist
['rralist]). The world is made up of two classes (Mup cocTouT M3 IBYX KIIACCOB)—
the hunters and the huntees (oxotnuku u Te, Ha Koro oxotrsrcs). Luckily, you and |
are hunters (x cuactsio, Thl 1 s oxoTHHKHK). DO you think we've passed that island
yet (kak Jgymaciiib, Mbl YK€ MUHOBAJIH 3TOT OCTPOB; L0 pass — npoxooums,

npoesocamsv)?»

«l can't tell in the dark (st He mory pazoOpath B TemHoTE; 10 tell — cosopums,

ckazamo,; omauuams, paziuyams). | hope so (s Hagerch Ha 3T0).»
«Why (riouemy)?» asked Rainsford (cripocun Patincdopn).

«The place has a reputation (y mecta ectb /onpesenennas/ permyTarus;,

reputation / repju'ter/(o)n])—a bad one (rutoxas).»

«Nonsense,» laughed Rainsford. «This hot weather is making you soft,
Whitney. Be a realist. The world is made up of two classes—the hunters and the
huntees. Luckily, you and | are hunters. Do you think we've passed that island

yet?»

«I can't tell in the dark. I hope so.»



«Why? « asked Rainsford.

«The place has a reputation—a bad one.»

«Cannibals (;rrooeser; cannibal ["kenib(2)l])?» suggested Rainsford

(mpenmomnoxwun Paitachopn).

«Hardly (spsin ). Even cannibals wouldn't live in such a God-forsaken place
(maske Jro/T0€/TBI HE CTAIM OBI )KUTH B TakoM OporieHHoM borom mecrte; forsaken
[fa'serk(a)n]; to forsake [fa'seik] — noxuoamw; 6pocams; omeepeams). But it's
gotten into sailor lore, somehow (10 o HeM /00 3TOM MecTe/ KaKUM-TO 00pazom
3HAIOT Bce MOpsikH; lore — suanus,; npeoanus). Didn't you notice (pa3se Tl He
sametn1; 0 notice / ‘naotis]) that the crew's nerves seemed a bit jJumpy today (uro
y KOMaH/IbI MTOTIIAJTMBAIA HEPBUIIIKH CETOJTHS: «U4TO HEPBBI KOMaH/Ibl Ka3aJIUCh
HEMHOTO HECITIOKOWHBIMUY; CreW [kru.] — cydosas komanoa; sxunadic, jJumpy —
HepeHblIl, HeCNOKOUMBLI, HecmabuibHblil; 10 JuUmp — npeieams, ckakams,

NOOCKAKU8AMb /0m 6030YHcOeHUS, HEPEHO20 WOKaA/) D

«They were a bit strange (oxu Besin cedst HECKOJIBKO CTPaHHO), NOW YOU
mention it (Tereps, KOraa ThI CKa3al 3To, /A pHUIoMuHaro/; to mention —
ynomunams). Even Captain Nielsen (naxe xanuran Hunbscen; captain / keeptin];

Nielsen ['ni:lsan])—»

«Cannibals?» suggested Rainsford.

«Hardly. Even cannibals wouldn't live in such a God-forsaken place. But it's
gotten into sailor lore, somehow. Didn't you notice that the crew's nerves seemed a

bit jumpy today?»

«They were a bit strange, now you mention it. Even Captain Nielsen—»



«Yes, even that tough-minded old Swede (n1a, 1axxe 3TOT MaTepsIil cTapbIi
mBe; tough-minded [ taf 'mamdid] — mpezsomviciswuii, ne noosepoicenmviil
omoyusam; Swede [swi.d]), who'd go up to the devil himself and ask him for a light
(koTOpBIi TOAOIIEN ObI K CAMOMY JIBSIBOJTY W TIOIIPOCHII OTOHBKA/TIPUKYPUTH; devil
['dev(2)I]). Those fishy blue eyes held a look | never saw there before (8 ero
PBIOBHX TOJIYOBIX TJIa3aX OBUIO BBIPAYKCHHE, KOTOPOTO I HUKOT/Ia HE BUJIEI
panbie). All 1 could get out of him was (Bce, 9To s cMOT U3 HETO BBIYIUTH, 3TO)
“This place has an evil name among seafaring men, sir (y storo mecra aypHas
peryTamus cpeau MopexoioB, cap; evil [i:v(a)l, 'i-vil] — oyprnoi; 3101, seafaring
['si:fearn] — mopexoonuwiil, omnocswuiics k mopsaxam).' Then he said to me, very
gravely (3aTem on ckasan MHe, odeHb cepbe3Ho), Don't you feel anything (a Brr
Hudero He uyBcTByeTe)?'—as if the air about us was actually poisonous (kak eciu
OBI BO3yX BOKPYT Hac ObLI B AcHcTBUTEIbHOCTH sm0BUThIM; actually / 'ektfuali];
poisonous / porzonas]; poison — 50, ompasa). Now, you mustn't laugh when 1 tell
you this (a Tenieps He cmeiics Tomy, uto st Tedbe ckaxky)—I did feel something like a

sudden chill (s u mpaBaa moYyBCTBOBAII YTO-TO BPO/IE BHE3AITHOr0 03H00a; sudden

['sad(2)n]).

«Yes, even that tough-minded old Swede, who'd go up to the devil himself and
ask him for a light. Those fishy blue eyes held a look I never saw there before. All
| could get out of him was "This place has an evil name among seafaring men, sir.'
Then he said to me, very gravely, ‘Don't you feel anything?'—as if the air about us
was actually poisonous. Now, you mustn't laugh when | tell you this—I did feel

something like a sudden chill.

«There was no breeze (ue ObL10 /naxke/ nerkoro Berpa). The sea was as flat as a
plate-glass window (mope Ob110 TaKuM, Kak cTeksio BUuTpunsl; plate glass / pleit
glas] — moJjicmoe npo3pavHoe CneKjlo 6blCOKO20 Kavecmead, ucnojbsyemoe ons

osepett, sumpurn u m.n.). \We were drawing near the island then (msr oaxoumm



TOTJIa K OCTpoBY; 10 draw near — nooxooums, npubauxcamocs). What | felt was a
—a mental chill (y mens Obuto0 3... rHeTymIee uyBcTBO; Mental ['ment(2)l] —
ymemeennniil, ncuxudeckuil, Chill — 03n06, xono0o, enemywee, oassuee uyscmeo);

a sort of sudden dread (kakoii-To BHE3aIHBIN CTPaAX).»

«Pure imagination (3o Bcero Jmib BOOOpaKEHHE: «IUCTOE BOOOPaKEHUEY;
pure [pjua]; imagination [r meedszr ner/(2)n]),» said Rainsford (ckazan

Paiincdopn).

«One superstitious sailor can taint the whole ship's company with his fear
(OMH CYEBEPHBII MOPSK MOKET 3apa3uTh CBOMM CTPaxOM BECh SKHITaX KOpaoJIs;
to taint — namname; 10 taint with — zapasccams, nopmums loobasnss,
npumewusas umo-i.l; company / kampani] — obwecmso, komnanus mooeti,

IKUNAINC).»

«There was no breeze. The sea was as flat as a plate-glass window. We were
drawing near the island then. What | felt was a—a mental chill; a sort of sudden

dread.»
«Pure imagination,» said Rainsford.

«One superstitious sailor can taint the whole ship's company with his fear.»
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