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W, MOTF— T OEROEBEICES L, UBEHRRZ L L4 (T
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DOEEOBIZHALADONLEIADLIATE - TWnh,

“.. . Don't you think there's something symbolic in our meeting like
this, Lev Glebovich? When we were on terra firma we didn't know each
other. Then we happen to come home at the same time and get into this
contraption together. By the way, the floor is horribly thin and there's
nothing but a black well underneath it. Well, as | was saying we step-
ped in without a word, still not knowing each other, glided up in silence
and then suddenly—stop. And darkness.”

“What's symbolic about it?" Ganin asked gloomily.

“Well, the fact that we've stopped, motionless, in this darkness.
And that we're waiting. At lunch today that man—what's his name—the
old writer——oh yes, Podtyagin—was arguing with me about the sense of

this émigré life of ours, this perpetual waiting. .." (2 —3)

HoHWwHI Ew THH, LT B Alfyorov D EREICH — = LR 0,
BTOBRHREOMNICHBIBICH I 2B 12b2hb o3, Bie LTl gL i
KT B, WOERELBD COEMICHM R CHE B2, BETOYE L
A E VS TEE Kby 2528 Bl s h, BWBO TICBIFRO RS
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BHEH %, MORED 2 WHETORE L zAKEHe L Tnb, THOH
KZHEPATKALE-TWhE ) REZHETTWEDTHE, F—=r HEIH
ORSI, HHD IR 28 RIRETHB TR T NER- T 5,

BNEDBBRIZDEIHEREL CwE, Fik “aseductive mist” (19) {22
DFINTV7z Lyudmila 2% 7 ¥ —OHRTEIPE Lz L EOHFEIRHR
EN, Kb TERFT—o il 80T, BAOHAESBHIOLS
WCHEELEONTHENAHOREY & L b, &7 2 — Ol L EBiEFo R
WERE T - OREISEST VY, INOPREE LTS TLT—=
DEF L, MENRR) OB TN S,

Now he was obliged to pay for that night with laborious deceit, to con-
tinue that night forever, and feebly, spinelessly yield to its creeping shad-
ow that now filled every corner of the room, turning the furniture into
clouds. He fell into a vague doze, his forehead propped on the palm of

his hand and his legs stretched out stiffy under the table. (20)

H—=rvid)a FIgefinTiodi~EHE LW EFWRFS, TOEO
PSR THERBT5 I EATER,

NI TORREBEORMOL o, #rFHEHT LB L THirh Ty,
ZOEIROBBEE OB & 2 2 ) — v LOIIT Bk, L DB LH L
WERE LD I EI B, BN ORIIELIHEHLENAY Y - P2y
HIFA bS5 LTHELTWAHTBEOX 2D S,

Suddenly Ganin sensed that he was watching something vaguely yet hor-
ribly familiar. He recalled with alarm the roughly carpentered rows of
seats, the chairs and parapets of the boxes painted a sinister violet, the
lazy workmen walking easily and nonchalantly like blue-clad angels from
plank to plank high up above, or aiming the blinding muzzles of kleig

lights at a whole army of Russians herded together onto the huge set and
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acting in total ignorance of what the film was about. He remembered
young men in threadbare but marvelously tailored clothes, women’s face
smeared with mauve and yellow make-up, and those innocent exiles, old
men and plain girls who were banished far to the rear simply to fill in
the back ground. On the screen that cold barn was now transformed
into a comfortable auditorium, sacking became velvet, and a mob of pau-
pers a theatre audience. Straining his eyes, with a deep shudder of
shame he recognized himself among all those people clapping to order,
and remembrerd how they had all had to look ahead at an imaginary
stage where instead of a prima donna a fat, red-haired, coatless man was
standing on a platform between floodlights and yelling himself to insanity
through a megaphone.

Ganin’s doppelginger also stood and clapped, over there, alongside
the very striking-looking man with the black beard and the ribbon across
his chest. Because of that beard and his starched shirt he had always

landed in the front row:. .. (21)

192044 H30FEMRD NN Y » XN F U T T hALDTHEFSFEL TS
BAS TEAEOEHE, “the two capitals of exile”® Tdh 57 19, HEFD
FA VBB, ERICECon Y T ATGEFLF AL T E LTHELTY
b L, TOBPEICH, BEMZEASREALELELU THICRITTIIE NN
IZFEXAPTSOBIHETL B, ThS5D A 4L “the Russian émigrés whose
only hope and profession was their past” ' & W\ Y IKETH 572, FD—ATH
BAHA—Zvik, OAEOLI LB TV BEHEFOENl TR LWIBICES LT
SN, HABVREZOLDE LTAADRICE S 2D T EIHRVE 2 HE &
REU S, COMBEORERICHESFED L) 2REHEZHELTVDO2 M5
ol LI, TNALLHFOGHVETOHLLEVEIHTERLTD
BAZ Y-V EORBELTEHELRILIIRBDPDRLEV, F—= k2D
BABEOHSORY T EObAPbRVEGEEEERSD ST D LK
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As he walked he thought how his shade would wander from city to city,
from screen to screen, how he would never know what sort of people
would see it or how long it would roam round the world. And when he
went to bed and listened to the trains passing through that cheerless
house in which lived seven Russian lost shades, the whole of life seemed
like a piece of film-making where heedless extras knew nothing of the

picture in which they were taking part. (22)

COIBEOBRIIT - iE, BB YICHIETAIE LTS
FThNT a—0 7OEFUFEHTOBATH AT —ThHbIEFHE, =
DR HH— 2 2l o THEDOEFLE AT I~ 20 CHRBTH), BHE
DUMEEFTRILFEBNRII R b,

Something then happened to Ganin which had never happened to him be-
fore. He felt an intolerable blush slowly suffusing his face and tickling
his forehead, as if he had drunk too much vinegar. Coming to lunch it
had not occurred to him that these people, the ghosts of his dream-life in

exile, would talk about his real life—~about Mary. (52— 3)

His shadow lodged in Frau Dorn’s pension, while he himself was in Rus-
sia, reliving his memories as though they were reality. Time for him

had become the progress of recollection, which unfolded gradually. (55)

I Ay OFERIEREBIIDINE, BRBOE®RTEN, 55D
HREBLIROL, BOFEESBELLSAENEN, X)) Y TOEFI VDRI
ZLWHDTHAHHEHLRPWHILE > THEBTR RV, ZORBIERDOER
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Meanwhile nostalgia in reverse, the longing for yet another strange land,
grew especially strong in spring. His window looked out onto the rail-
way tracks, so that the chance of getting away never ceased to entice
him. Every five minutes a subdued rumble would start to move through
the house, followed by a huge cloud of smoke billowing outside the win-
dow and blotting out the white Berlin daylight. Then it would slowly
dissolve again, revealing the fan of the railway tracks that narrowed in

the distance between the black, sliced-off backs of houses, all under a sky

as pale as almond milk. (9)

TERBANORBEE, LI BER T S H - v o LEF Y- Tw b, i
BEADDENEDHEAD S 25 VI T REL SR, kot
Do THETLILLTERZLRL, A~ OBAORKLRFIBEOHW
BEIC & - THHE S W TV %o NRORME THIIIBETHET 21200 0Db 5T,
KRAOLHANLEHFPEEIELLOL LTOFHEN A 2T LD, JI T
CLABWESPEOBE L LR EIFOR S § 2 L IER Lo, BEOEE
HEFTELLLELAON TV A, ZREEG LARIEAREE G2 T2,
“all day long and much of the night the trains of the Stadtbahn could be heard,
creating the impression that the whole building was slowly on the move.” (5)
THAHLDICTHEHEBEE LI TH D, “every train was passing. unseen,
right through the house itself” (10) WISk SNV, “It was as
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if an iron draft kept always blowing through the house.” (10) &\ 3RBEIZHK
BEHATVS, 2O BHHEDAS A= TJIl@ T~ O Y v iia$ 58
BEFEHLTIDHOLNTVEDPDL I Thb, THERITHENRL) LI
LTWREL, FAYEWIEICLEIRICL EHICRZOFEEMIIS X
ECHEEERF - Twhh o) Ph, F—o v OBEEKOFICLZ0
FMERD I ENTED, F—ZVIIBREOFRELLHT O F A vilkIk
HETHERIRIE L DICEDFEZOLOTIE R, BEEILLEDND
HOWBLZOTHA, JaFIFJIIIASHLTIOFEEMHE ) &I
HeZ v OBEMALDEEOHIIHLEH P LAVETHL L, HhHrETW
SbFICu I TOIE R BulidEh, T ORBEFECNATCHESLPES
BoTWh, FOMBITVERROF 7 2OEEMIREONy FhbEr
ATOIREDOEBANEWMB Z A TED,

One lay as though on air. . .. Of the two windows, the more distant
one shone straight ahead, and the head of the bed seemed to be pushing
itself from the wall while its foot aimed at that window with its brass
knobs, each containing a bubble of sunlight; any moment it might be ex-
pected to take off, across the room, out into the deep July sky where puff-

y, bright clouds slanted upward. (31)

OB — = V@I 2O RANL ) TR LTI I L2 EAL
26, KERBRATY—LOHEWEERETFEL TWA,

In this room, where Ganin had recuperated at sixteen, was conceived
that happiness, the image of that girl he was to meet in real life a month
later. Everything contributed to the creation of that image. . . The
burgeoning image gathered and absorbed all the sunny charm of that
room, and without it, of course, it would never have grown. It was after

all simply a boyish premonition, a delicious mist, but Ganin now felt that
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never had such a premonition been so completely fulfilled. (32— 3 )

COERMOBBE FRIIT — 2 Y IRES BT % 5% v,

GHELTOESHENNVYY Y Tuob ERFICEFLTVAN, BEOFEL
LT OoM—DABLEBOSRIIA7) - 2BURIET I L Th b, 1915
E0HE, HEOBRBTEOFEREREHET 572, OEHOBRKTY -2 0
BT R AERE LABEN, —ARBICERICA T Y - EHE) 2 L THE
@%@a&gtoE@%bb@kn&7waﬁm¢f®ﬁ—bﬁv‘%ﬁ‘&
TERTOER, FLESBLENABAOTABEERE > T h o (A4,
DX A A =Tk, B The Real Life of Sebastian Knight (1941) % Ada

(1969) 7% & OEGICH | S NTELBEH T H 25, ZOERICBTHRD D
FHOZwE4LA LWERE LTHiIPRTWE, BBEOFO X7 ) —id, ~)L)
YOEDOL ) GUGELLLOMBEV L Z IO EIOL I, EHERICH
SNTRFELDPLELTESL TS, THIZWAT 7 A/ bk Lydia Niko-
laevna DEBOEE | Klara DV O L FTWAERWFL A, ZADY 4 —aD
fbaEd LA ERZE, GEEEIEEE I U/ Podtyagin OIKEBEOBEZ X0 X -
TEDESL LEFERENT WS, ZRICH LT A7 Y —DIFH id St. Peters-
burg DADEEIITHLHRA T, CEHMLOBIEE2SIICLEZ S 2i—
B, RERLEICE»Z > TR T <,

52 A7) —® “flashing Tartar eyes” 2%, FIOTH— = o % B
EERL, ZOMEDLIVERENZERVESEICOITLEVEOL S 2 UK
YEEBIL, BOBLBEATHVEIREET, HOERLHT I LMo b
TH-= 3 AT)—OFENZBEOME LAELHECEDS, EEoFo
NEBHEZAOBEORBE LBV LHDTHN), H—= v OHEEERE
DRTHLLESZO—HTH LD, BEEEOKOEOFIIFEITELE D
FHORBLHET AR — o v OBMWESERLAIENTEL,
NOBHEICEEOFOEL LuEYTH AL I, BFRoBobhT/hs 2%
BoFBELE VI LDDRAI T 7=l TVAEDLTIREVES D by,

TEEOEIZAPHE I BRI TLEO L SERIEKE W,
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At first they conversed in a rapturous murmur——about the long time
they had not seen each other, about the resemblance of a glowworm that
shone in the moss to a tiny semaphore. Her dear, dear Tartar eyes

glided near his face, her white dress seemed to shimmer in the dark—. ..

As they walked back to the park gate along a moon-flecked path, she
stooped over the grass and picked up one of the pale green lampyrids
they had noticed. She held it upon the flat of her hand, bending over it,
examining it closely, then burst out laughing and said in a quaint parody
of a village lass, “Bless me, if it isn’t simply a cold little worm.”

It was then that Ganin, tired, cross at himself, freezing in his thin
shirt, decided that it was all over, that he was no longer enamored of

Mary. (72— 3)

HEEOFEEL L/ 7 L AANANOKRICHELZ T h, [rEiHalztw
INEEDEBHL7IILTL, TITOHN -y OPRLIERIIBEL LIS
Bbhb, BEOEBTHATHIIHLTAT ) —HEOH L) REEL L -
Ll EH, A= DLFE AT OESTLERTHS ),

A v OEEORTAT ) —REBEELBE I CEBVIEEHE U2
BRTWE, AT ) —2fHTRLDE, BEONEOME CHRINIE
FEUEL O “the hot yellow glare” (45) DR TH Y| WHFKBEIIAT I —D
Bk BB DI “the tawny torrent of the sunset” (74) ¥ HRIZLTTH 5B, 15
BOEETT N7 a — 07 HHGOENSBRICHFTH LI FEE LIZER,
ETIoTwniz L N—7—HFh&H L, “heaving cage was flooded with yellow
light” (3) &% B, ZOWHETHET—Z VIZFERTNT a —0 7 DFENP
DTHIWATHL I EiEbh TV, LPLIORIAT—DEEE
. UBBABEN—= 527 —0REORICEEL I L~DTFRER ST
Vid,
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ERDOBHBTAT ) —OEBTLH (I T~ V0 o TIHBEECH L
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The wooden frame shone like gold in the sun, while on it two workmen
were passing tiles to a third man. . . . This lazy, regular process had a
curiously calming effect; the yellow sheen of fresh timber was more alive
than the most lifelike dream of the past. As Ganin looked up at the
skeletal roof in the ethereal sky he realized with merciless clarity that
his affair with Mary was ended forever. It had lasted no more than four
days—four days which were perhaps the happiest days of his life. But
now he had exhausted his memories, was sated by them, and the image of
Mary, toghther with that of the old dying poet, now remained in the
house of ghosts, which itself was already a memory.

Other than that image no Mary existed, nor could exist. (114)

ATIV=DF4 FEF—7 & LTbRATELBBVEE V-2 0f0iE
BT THENLRERLBU SO LR A, HF—2 3 ZONERE
THEDPIERONBELFUHEL, BA% O T AErbkA,
ICHSEHBOLHOLI HEE, WHIEAEDIFZA M SOL ) A EEDOH
DEBOFEARII LD, STEBWTAT )= H—Z 0k 5 THE—DIFE
THoHFEPH—2DEVHEAL L ES TR, BEOHREBEDOHRLSHEH
URETLHNTH S,

il

Wz PHEOHROFCHATHE PO ETEFEIFZ, 27 —3Fh
FCOBENTEE DL OBEDA A -V D—o~EBIF A, Ll T
THLAT )~ E—AOTHETHL ERBICELALHETHY, b/ E
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. . . Ganin thought, “What happiness! Tomorrow—no, it's today, it's
already past midnight. Mary cannot have changed since then, her Tar-
tar eyes still burn and smile just as they did.” He would take her far
away, he would work tirelessly for her. Tomorrow all his youth, his

Russia, was coming back to him again. (102)

LALTEHOFRIEBE LAV, HOBOREDRA T —DA X =T D728
AT - OBFRFEEECERE IS AR TRERD v, COBRNPERL
7z & &k, B% 5 < “The Doorbell” (1927) Tl I o 7 & ) L AFE LM
VEETAIERESICHETESL, COEROEANRGLELEYICHBELH
LU, BHEAEEbL-TLE oI ERLORT B2 TR PERMD
BELERESEs Tw L) 2 THEVOBB TR L2722 L 2EHDT
b, 2 LIHEERIIALDICATY —OREOETREELETHRN
RFREEST, EBRIOII KEHEOT I - YIRS A,
HBOROT NI T A TORBIFRIT - /e > THEDREL DT
BDbHe FREBRILDIHT -2 ViV 2P OBEFERRO D HIZHY
Twh, & L EESBREIICHESET A7 ) —OFKTI, PP h—=>
ETWUBEN2HSE, —HTRTA 72 -0 7 EBICRBELTWZHLNT E
MIPHAD L, FREFRBILR 72 E0AT Y —CBICBA VT &
YRS AEETORBERIWORBO R, ICRE T IENTEL, EIHD°
H—m v INEDEEII VI HICRTIIER LR, - vidl
N CMERLATY) —DI L EZTICAETEALILILATEEE(DE
AL NEHOBBCHEICESRTAL I AT ) — L OREORFILBE DR
TEIED > TWDTh b, OB ERHEIHOMR S 5k TRIAH
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2T ) — 20 REICE PN S EE “That in Aleppo Once. . . " (1943) o
FARODEOER LOFHELVZ DS Ly, TARBEOMEICIED H <
n, RBICE "HOLEMOPLRRTEL T ah o075 L HLEVA
b5 ETh, EELTVAENEBIL L T LWL ZOEERINERIZE - C
BLDEHRRFIED DT EATELVIED Y PRBICHESIIEERESTLE S,
ELRZENBOVWEDOFLEIE TATY —y LEEB BT REEEOR
HLVEEOREBEIRIN TS, COEFOEL FRFIS, A7 — 133
FILRFELZVWEMTHHOUHEO IR EOEETH D, RBICIEES
REBE LT - O E D,

HOEHER T VA 71 TIRERLT b ERZ VI, BEOETIHEES:
S TLEID, ZTORWEFMELTIHCLHEEL I L TETH-TW
Vg, ==V ETHEBRYEBENAFF v — XL OMBICT - &
ER AN R RV AL ST AN

Ganin, gripping the edge of the bed with a strong white hand, looked
in the old man's face, and once again he remembered these flickering,
shadowy doppelgangers, the casual Russian film extras, sold for ten
marks apiece and still flitting, God knows where, across the white gleam
of a screen. It occurred to him that Podtyagin nevertheless had be-
queathed something, even if nothing more than the two pallid verses
which had blossomed into such warm, undying life for him. Ganin, in the
same way as a cheap perfume or the street signs in a familiar street be-
come dear to us. For a moment he saw life in all the thrilling beauty of

its despair and happiness, and everything became exalted and deeply
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mysterious—his own past, Podtyagin’s face bathed in pale light, the blur-
red reflection of the window frame on the blue wall and the two women

in dark dresses standing motionless beside him. (110)

HEAFH L EROZHLOHE L LB LTHOMR L OTHY, 22
#%ﬁi%t#ﬁimﬁﬁ«t&ﬂfé ATY—OFFEFL EBIIHFREOET
OO THRBEPLES>TLHEV)HOMEIHEHETH L) BIFLE
LA RET, L LANSID, MRFEBRL P28, &)
IDL L LAZOERPHEOSHEIAILILL T, F—= v idfEoBEs» oH
h, B4 BFOEELICLPREVEBEORMO R St CREICH
MITENTED,

FERITOMERB - v B3I NICABBREROANY THEH, ZhLlED
ERTRELABILEObREE, b L TOKEARDNE LD, WA
BEOXRORPIC TRELZA, 200 THSZTOMREES D255
WDEN, TITOHF—=ViE %ﬁtwi%%&EQWﬁFH?WD&Hii
ELTVh, BELEBILE - TH—o VBB EACHSDEFIIRLAEVE
ANABDTHDH, Lo -HEEWPICHAE LET S, $AEOZFAL
SELTTREL, BOFARE LTAEEAERE EZICRAHTS, 2hHo
IR S LRI 7HFOYERBETH s LITEV RV, bHHAIN
D ERES & LTOHMPALIHAA LT TEE L, INETLE, &
DGR EMEEE 2o TEGMOPICHN L X ILRBOEN, H—= 2

SCMEICERYRBL, BRHE L LTREANROBLTITC LR F K

TILE o TRV EDRLETH 72BN b,

H—= v OB, RN EGEIEP o R FF v —FrOHFEILE 5T
é%t%%t,%énéc%%in1$~béwa%fwK%Af@<eA
Y AIT R ASERIIM I N 1 0 IR O L — RIS L L 22 098 RIA T
B M, gﬁm%pawT@W@@«»u/#%mmrg s ABNZIRFEL &
BENTORWAEDIRERZZTRERLR VD TH L, HOMILEE & BTk
VALK, Vo ry0EoRiZEdEANTEoul TAETIADII,
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KOZEOHROU I 7THIOWOKDL YD LS LHELETHEHLD, LALEI
POoTR—HEHEBELAFATHLOIKC, BEOKRTH I LIT—E2BEL
TV 72T RBILTLE A LBPATYS, FFFr—Fr i@ s —=
YOW—DHETHE "RROBRE, 2 HLBLP o LOICRATELE
BEIRWV,
RFEFx—FrPH - VICAP - T, HFREETRERESZHB IR 0D
PUITIFEALZELHBIZAS L) LH10, 120800 s 7 ANEHEE
BAVY 27 4 FOERPKRETAHDOLEEZTESLT, worido L 7
LENRD LV RRAHERTESTHV AL 5425 L, HUEoF RT3
FIfRD Z L2 B2 T b BETL L, ORRFICIROBLLOERKL 5,
FRIVEHER—EDOITILELI Ll edh o, BEOEKEOFTT Y T
Glory (1932) OHEOHOED R T H 5 Pale Fire (1962) ® Zembla IFED F T
MEndpimeE, & LTHRAICER SR, #0ELERSE, EALLbIEA
CHIDBFH 2 5 225K Soviet i WD T ATLE 5740 (“The Visit to the
Museum” , 1963), {8 ® /S A K — b % {fi 5 T Leningrad 2T L7 0 4 5
(Look at the Harlequins! 1974) F+ K2 7 O{EH OB O > 7 & v Eidk
BILTVUATATELTORHIS, BI LA TSI TREVWEIS) ~NEE
LTt Bbhbd, ThEEITLTEARL S ORA S HEREE 1T
DHOITEEELY, BOTRYMOHR L0l v EESEE LD LS I
ol TNTHLEDFEIIZERLEN TEH2LILOE, HUABAR R 2 &
LTHEETADEROLILNTE S,
H—zVBRFFr—FUOROKRTHIPFNIIL o THEEEPTTWL
"RBOFERE 2BV OLTH, L LHEd IAEROBETES HES
W ERRTHLDLI I, EROREDENAD I FNEO LM T, F—=id
BMLELAYI—FOURIKETZIOTRY) G, COFE2HET—200
LOELEZRLTIRWADLED, FEICEBURYD &L v EoR~0B A%
BBERLTWD, A== @dH LVWBHEOHRANERI L LA, bH)—20
BREODERA~DEVD ZATHE, ZhITRNERLEHEIEORTE K
DBREERET DNV TWEDEN, ZITHEFER2 A0SV TIALBITL
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