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NanomMaTHYHOCTH, CHMBOJIM3ALMS U AJLTIO3UBHOCTD
B npousBenenusix C. Mosma

Lenpto HacTOsIIEH CTaThbH SBISCTCS PACCMOTPCHHE W aHAH3
yIoTpeOIeH s UANOM U CUMBOJIOB B poMaHe C. Mo3ma «Pa3pucoBaHHbIH
3aHaBECY, a TAK)KE U3YUYCHUE aJUTI03U B MOBECTH «TeCHBIN yrom».

B pomane «PaspucoBannbiii 3aHaBec» («The Painted Veil»)
yImoTpeOJieHHe  WIAWOM  SIBISICTCS  IUPOKO  PacHpOCTPaHEHHBIM
CTHIIMCTHYECKIM IPUEMOM XapaKTEePUCTUKHU IIEPCOHAKEH.

Tak, rnaBHas repouHs pomana Kwurru TapcTuH, mnmody4YuBIIas
XOpoIllee BOCIIHTAaHHE B CEMbE, HO HE OUYCHb OOpa30BaHHAS MOIOJAs
JKEHINMHA YIOTPeOIsSeT HIUOMBI B X CIIOBApHOU Gopme (B TPHUBOIUMOM
Jasiee mpuMepe uanomy It rains cats and dogs ‘nbet Kak u3 Benpa’):

Kitty was lively; she was willing to chatter all day long and she
laughed easily. His silence disconcerted her. He had a way which
exasperated her of returning no answer to some casual remark of hers. It
was true that it needed no answer, but an answer all the same would have
been pleasant. If it was raining and she said: "It's raining cats and dogs,"
she would have liked him to say: "Yes, isn't it?" He remained silent.
Sometimes she would have liked to shake him.

"[ said it was raining cats and dogs," she repeated.

"I heard you," he answered, with his affectionate smile.

Hamporus, BosmoOnenubiid Kutrn Yapn3 TayHcenn, oOpa3oBaHHBIM
YeN0BEK, 3aHIUMAIOIINH BRICOKUH MTOCT M UIMEIOIIUY BUTHOE MTOJIOKCHHUE B
oO1miecTBe, Bceria O0BITPHIBACT UAMOMBI B CBOCH peUu:

"After all, he wouldn't be the first man who's shut his eyes in a case of
this sort. What has he to gain by making a row? If he'd wanted to make a
row he would have insisted on coming into your room." His eyes twinkled
and his lips broke into a broad smile. "We should have looked a pair of
damned fools."

"I wish you could have seen his face last night."”

"l expect he was upset. It was naturally a shock. It's a damned
humiliating position for any man. He always looks a fool. Walter doesn't
give me the impression of a fellow who'd care to wash a lot of dirty linen
in public.”
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B manHOM mpuMmepe oObITpBIBacTcs nauoma «wash one’s dirty linen in
public» (epeMbiBaTh TpsizHOE O€IbE, BBIHOCUTH COp W3 M30bI). 3HAUCHHE
UIMOMBI YCHJIMBACTCS 3a CUET MpUEMa BKIMHUBAHUS (BBOJA DJICMEHTA «a
lot»). OTo mokassiBaet, uTo Myx Kurtu Yonrtep delin coBceM He XOTeN
Obl, 4TOOBI OTHOIIICHUS €T0 XKeHbI 1 Yapii3a cTaiv U3BeCTHBI B 00IIECTBE.

OO6patumcst K IpyromMy IpuMepy:

"Naturally I couldn't foresee that we were going to get into such a
devil of a scrape."

"And in any case you had a pretty shrewd idea that if any one suffered
it wouldn't be you."

"[ think that's a bit thick. After all, now it's all over, you must see I
acted for the best for both of us. You lost your head and you ought to be
jolly glad that I kept mine. Do you think it would have been a success f
1'd done what you wanted me to? We were dashed uncomfortable in the
frying-pan, but we should have been a damned sight worse off in the fire.
And you haven't come to any harm. Why can't we kiss and make friends?"

She almost laughed.

"You can hardly expect me to forget that you sent me to almost certain
death without a shadow of compunction?"

B cuene Bcrpeun Yapmsa TayHcenna u Kuttu ['apctun mocne eé
BO3BPAIICHUS U3 00JACTH 3MUAEMUH YyMbl Yapi3 OOBITPEIBACT UAUOMY
«out of the frying-pan into the fire» (U3 OrHA na B TMOJBIMSA), YTOOBI
COOOILIUTH, YTO BCE HE TaK yX IUIOXO M MOXHO MPUMHUPHUTHCA JPYr C
JIpYyroM; MpH 3TOM JETKOCTb U OECIEYHOCTb €ro TOHA OCKOPOJIAIOT
KurTn.

Hepenko uguoMbl B pOMaHE HCHONB3YIOTCS C ILIENBIO OMUCAHUA
YYBCTB M OMOIMHA repoeB. Tak, Hampumep, 4YTOOBI TOKa3aTh BCE
BO3pacCTaIoNIee paszapakeHHEe W HEAOBOILCTBO MaTepu Kuttu mmccuc
Tl'apctun u3-3a TOTO, YTO €€ AOUYL OCTAETCS HE3aMY>KHEH B 25 JeT u OTIy
MPUXOAUTCS TPATHTH OOJIBIIE CYMMBI Ha €€ COIepiKaHue, OOBITPhIBACTCSI
C TIOMOIIBIO BKIMHHWBAHUS DJIEMEHTOB «very unpleasant» mamoma «give
somebody a piece of one’s mind» (OTKpOBEHHO BbICKa3aTh KOMY-ITHOO
cBOE HeoM0OpeHue; OpaHUTh, YIIPEKATh KOT0-JIN00).

OO6patumcst K ApyromMy IpuMepy:

But he was still a junior and many younger men than he had already
taken silk. It was necessary that he should too, not only because
otherwise he could scarcely hope to be made a judge, but on her account
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also; it mortified her to go in to dinner after women ten years younger
than herself. But here she encountered in her husband an obstinacy which
she had not for years been accustomed to. He was afraid that as a K. C.
he would get no work. A bird in the hand was worth two in the bush, he
told her, to which she retorted that a proverb was the last refuge of the
mentally destitute. He suggested to her the possibilty that his income
would be halved and he knew that there was no argument which could
have greater weight with her. She would not listen. She called him
pusillanimous. She gave him no peace and at last, as always, he yielded.
He applied for silk and it was promptly awarded him.

B nannoM KoHTekcTe Muccuc ["apcTHH 00CYKAaeT Co CBOMM MYXKeM
ero Kapeepy u paodory. [Ipu sTom, B iepenade cino bepHapaa [Napctuna
aBTOPOM, OH HCIIOJIB3YeT MocioBHIy «a bird in the hand is worth two in
the bush» (He cynm xypaBns B HeOe, a JIali CHHHIy B PyKH), Ha 4YTO
muccuc l'apcTuH pearupyer OypHBIM HETOJOBaHHEM, COOOINas, 4TO
MOCIIOBUIIBI — 3TO MOCIIEHEE MPHOEKHUIIE YMATHIIEHHBIX.

PaccmoTpuM emé oauH npumep:

He came into the room: her heart was beating wildly and her hands
were shaking, it was lucky that she lay on the sofa. She was holding an
open book as though she had been reading. He stood for an instant on the
threshold and their eyes met. Her heart sank; she felt on a sudden a cold
chill pass through her limbs and she shivered. She had that feeling which
you describe by saying that some one was walking over your grave. His
face was deathly pale; she had seen it like that once before, when they sat
together in the Park and he asked her to marry him. His dark eyes,
immobile and inscrutable, seemed preternaturally large. He knew
everything.

B rmaBe pomana, W3 KOTOpOHl MNpHBENEH OTPHIBOK, HMILIHIIUTHO
nmokasaH TOT ¢akT, 4ro Myx Kuttm Yonrep DeiiH 3HaeT o e€
HEBEpHOCTH. B nmaHHOM mpuMepe IUis TOro, 4TOOBI MOTYEPKHYTH, Kak
cwibHO KuTTH Hamyrana, aBTop UCHOJb3yeT uauomy «somebody walking
on my grave» (4T0-TO MEHs APOKb IpoOUpacr).

CuMBONBL B pOMaHe TakXKe WCIONB3YIOTCS KaK  BaKHBIN
CTHJIIMCTHYECKHUH MPUEM U CIIY)KaT CPEIICTBOM PACKPBITHS IIEPCOHAXKA.

OO0paTtumcst K mpuMepam:



The morning drew on and the sun touched the mist so that it shone
whitely like the ghost of snow on a dying star. Though on the river it was
light so that you could discern palely the lines of the crowded junks and
the thick forest of their masts, in front it was a shining wall the eye could
not pierce. But suddenly from that white cloud a tall, grim, and massive
bastion emerged. It seemed not merely to be made visible by the all-
discovering sun but rather to rise out of nothing at the touch of a magic
wand. It towered, the stronghold of a cruel and barbaric race, over the
river. But the magician who built worked swiftly and now a fragment of
coloured wall crowned the bastion; in a moment, out of the mist, looming
vastly and touched here and there by a yellow ray of sun, there was seen
a cluster of green and yellow roofs. Huge they seemed and you could
make out no pattern, the order, if order there was, escaped you, wayward
and extravagant, but of an unimaginable richness. This was no fortress,
nor a temple, but the magic palace of some emperor of the gods where no
man might enter. It was too airy, fantastic, and unsubstantial to be the
work of human hands; it was the fabric of a dream.

The tears ran down Kitty's face and she gazed, her hands clasped to
her breast and her mouth, for she was breathless, open a little. She had
never felt so light of heart and it seemed to her as though her body were a
shell that lay at her feet and she pure spirit. Here was Beauty. She took it
as the believer takes in his mouth the wafer which is God.

B naHHOM cnydae OmMCBHIBacTCS BHUJCHHE OOJAaKOB M Hebec, W HX
Bocrpusitie Kurru. OcoOblil HHTEpec NpencTaBisioT Gpassl «this was no
fortress, nor a temple, but the magic place of some emperor of the gods
where no man might enter» (3T0 OBLTO HE MMOXO0KE HU HA KPETOCTh, HA HA
XpaM, HO Ha BOJIICOHBIA MPUIOT OOXECTBA, Kyla HE MOT CTYIHUThH
yenoBek). Creayer Takke oOpaTuTh BHUMaHUe Ha (pasy «as though her
body were a shell and she pure spirit» (kak Oyaro e€ Teixo ObUIO MPOCTO
000JI0YKOH, a OHAa cama MPEBPATIIIACH B YHCTHIN IyX).

IIprBenEHHBIN KOHTEKCT CUMBOJIM3UPYET TNiepesioM B Ayiie Kurru, uz
OpAVHAPHONW  NEBYIIKH C OrPAaHUYCHHBIMH  HHTEpECaMH  OHA
NpPEBPAIaeTCsl B BO3BBHIIICHHOTO 4YENOBEKAa, TOHKO YyBCTBYIOIIETO
KpacoTy 1 00’KECTBEHHOCTH IPOHUCXOIAIICTO.

OO6patumcst K IpyromMy IpuMepy:

"It does seem a long way to Harrington Gardens," she smiled.
"Why do you say that?"



"I don't understand anything. Life is so strange. [ feel like some one
who's lived all his life by a duck-pond and suddenly is shown the sea. It
makes me a little breathless, and yet it fills me with elation. I don't want
to die, I want to live. I'm beginning to feel a new courage. I feel like one
of those old sailors who set sail for undiscovered seas and I think my soul
hankers for the unknown."

Waddington looked at her reflectively. Her abstracted gaze rested on
the smoothness of the river. Two little drops that flowed silently, silently
towards the dark, eternal sea.

B mpuBeneHHOM BbIlIE KOHTEKCTE B PAa3rOBOPE CO 3HAKOMBIM
Boaunrronom KuTtu onuchiBaeT OLIYIIEHUSI CBOCH HOBOW MHU3HU TaK: «l
feel like someone who’s lived all his life by a duck-pond and suddenly is
shown the sea.» (1 4yBcTByI0 ce0sl Tak, Kak OyATO BCIO CBOIO JKHU3HB
MpoXuUiia y MpyAa ¢ yTkaMH, 1 MHE BHE3aIlHO Moka3anu mope). M nanee
Mope xapaktepusyetcs cienytomum obpasom: «The dark eternal sea»
(TaiiHOe MOpe BeYHOCTH). JJaHHBIN KOHTEKCT MOKHO pPaccCMaTpUBaTh Kak
CHMBOJI ITOJTHOTO M3MEHEHHS XapaKTepa U mpeodpakeHus Aymu Kurtu.
Ha mnpotrsokeHHMM HECKOJBKMX TJIaB aBTOpP IOKa3bIBa€T CTAHOBJICHHE
reporHH, €€ OTKa3 OT OO0BIBATENBCKOTO 00pa3a XU3HU U TEepexol K
JKU3HU JIeATeNlbHOM (e€ momollb cECTpaM B MOHACTBIPE BO BpeMs
SMUAEMUN YyMbl), a Takke oOpameHne KUTTH K Bepe U ouulleHue eé
JTYTITH.

PaccMoTpum emé oauH npumep:

The house had been left in charge of the head boy and he opened the
door for Kitty. It was curious to go into her own house as though she
were a stranger. It was neat and clean. Everything was in its place, ready
for her use, but although the day was warm and sunny there was about
the silent rooms a chill and desolate air. The furniture was stiffly
arranged, exactly where it should be, and the vases which should have
held flowers were in their places; the book which Kitty had laid face
downwards she did not remember when still lay face downwards. It was
as though the house had been left empty but a minute before and yet that
minute was fraught with eternity so that you could not imagine that ever
again that house would echo with talk and resound with laughter. On the
piano the open music of a foxtrot seemed to wait to be played, but you
had a feeling that if you struck the keys no sound would come. Walter's
room was as tidy as when he was there. On the chest of drawers were two
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large photographs of Kitty, one in her presentation dress and one in her
wedding-gown.

Kax mb1 Buanm, onmceiBaercs noMm KuTTtu, B KOTOpEIN OHa BEpHYJIAch
nocne cMeptd Yonarepa. OcoOOEHHO MHTEPECHBIMU ISl HAILLIETO aHajiu3a
MPEJCTABISIOTCS cienyromue ¢passl: «to go into her own house as
though she were a stranger» (3aliTu B CBOI COOCTBEHHBIH JIOM MOA00HO
HEe3HaKOMKe), a Takke «that minute was fraught with eternity» (3Ta
MHUHYTa ObUIa HAIOJHEHAa BEYHOCTHIO). JlaHHAs CIleHa CHMBOJIH3HPYET
nporrane Kuttu ¢ e€ npoumiod >KU3HBIO, B KOTOPYIO OOJbIlle HET
BO3BpaTa W MEPeXo] Ha JAPYTyo, Ooiee BBICOKYIO CTYIEHb KU3HEHHOTO
MyTH.

B nmoBectu «Tecnsbiit yrom» («The Narrow Corner») CTUIHMCTHYSCKAM
npuéMoM dMGpaTH3aMUN CIY)KUT TPUMEHEHUE aJUTIO3Ui, KOTOpHIe
SIBIITIOTCS. YaCThIO KYJIBTYPHOT'O HACIeusi 00pa30BaHHBIX YUTATEICH.

OO6patumMcst K aHATU3UPYEMOMY MaTepuay:

The dinghy was lowered and the skipper rowed away. Fred Blake
came aft. With his tousled hair, his clear skin and blue eyes, his
springtime radiance, he looked like a young Bacchus in a Venetian
picture. The doctor, tired after a night of little sleep, felt a moment's envy
of his insolent youth.

OnuceiBasg BHEIIHOCTh MOJIOAOTO TPHUBIEKATEIBHOIO IEPCOHAXKA
O®pena breiika, aBTop cpaBHMBaeT €ro c MojoabiM Bakxom Ha
BEHELMAaHCKOW KapTHHE.

OO6paTtumcs K Ipyromy npumMepy:

The day was softly dying, and the sea was as wine-dark as the sea on
which Odysseus sailed. The islands, encircled by the smooth and shining
water, had the rich green of a vestment in the treasury of a Spanish
cathedral. It was a colour so bizarre and sophisticated that it seemed to
belong to art rather than to nature.

'Like a green thought in a green shade,' murmured the young Dane.

B nanHOM ciydae Mope LiBeTa TEMHOIO BHMHA BO BpeMs 3akara
CpPaBHUBAETCS C MOPEM, IO KOTOPOMY ILJIaBajl JereHaapHbiii Oauccei.
PaccMoTpuM emé oauH npumep:

He talked in a high cracked voice with a strong Swedish accent, so
that you had to listen intently to understand what he said. He spoke very
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quickly, almost as though he were reciting a lesson, and he finished with
a little cackle of senile laughter. It seemed to say that he had been
through everything and it was all stuff and nonsense. He surveyed human
kind and its activities from a great distance, but from no Olympian
height, from behind a tree, slyly, and hopping from one foot to another
with amusement.

IIpu omucanuu xapakrepa OAHOTO U3 MepcoHaxked mucrepa CBoHa
aBTOp COOOIAeT O TOM, YTO OH HAONIOJAaeT 3a 4YeJIOBEYECTBOM Ha
paccrosiHuM, U3-3a nepeBa, a He ¢ OIMMMOUICKON BBICOTHI, UCIOJB3YS
amosntio «Olympian height».

B peueBbIx mopTperax nepcoHa)xei ajullo3ul XapaKTePHbI IS TAKUX
repoes, kak qoktop Conpaepc, Opuk Kpucreccen, Jlyasu ®dput u e€ oren
mucrep Opur.

Tax, B peun OJHOrO U3 LIEHTPAJIbHBIX MEPCOHAXKEH MOBECTH JOKTOPa
Conpnepca, 00pa30BaHHOIO, TAIAHTIMBOTO ¥ IPOHUIATEIEHOTO YEJIOBEKa,
guTaTeIh OOHAPY)KMBACT HCIIOJIH30BAHNE MHOTOYHUCICHHBIX AJUTFO3HM:
Ile3app, Illexcnup, «Tricsiua U OoAHA HOYB», BUKUHTH, XPUCTOC U
Onoselickas rara.

The doctor hesitated. He hated the look of the angry sea and he was
bored with being frightened. He had died so many deaths that he had
exhausted his emotion.

'Can I be of any use?’

'No more than a snowball in 'ell.’

'Remember you carry Caesar and his fortunes,’ he shouted in the
skipper's ear.

But Captain Nichols, not having had a classical education, did not see
the point of the jest.

His own feelings towards Erik Christessen, naturally enough, were
more detached. He was interested in him because he was a little unusual.
1t was amusing, to begin with, in an island of the Malay Archipelago, to
come across a trader who knew Shakespeare well enough to say long
passages by heart. The doctor could not but look on it as a somewhat
tiresome accomplishment. He wondered idly if Evik was a good business
man. He was not very fond of idealists.

'He'd read about it in some old travel book. He's told me he wanted to
come ever since he was a kid. It's a funny thing, he'd got it into his head
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that it was the one place in the world he wanted to live in. And I'll tell you
what's strange, he'd forgotten the name of it, he could never find again
the book in which he'd read about it; he just knew there was an island all
by itself in a little group somewhere between Celebes and New Guinea,
where the sea was scented with spices and there were great marble
palaces.’

'It sounds more like the sort of thing you read about in The Arabian
Nights than in a book of travel.’

The doctor reflected on what Erik told him. What a picture of a
strange life this offered to the fancy! The shabby bungalow in the nutmeg
plantation, with the immensely tall kanari-trees; that old pirate of a
Swede, ruthless and crotchety, brave adventurer in the soulless deserts of
hard fact; the dreamy, unpractical schoolmaster, lured by the mirage of
the East, who like - like a coster's donkey let loose on a common,
wandered aimlessly in the pleasant lands of the spirit, browsing at
random; and then, the great blonde woman, like a goddess of the Vikings,
with her efficiency, her love, her honesty of mind, and surely her
charitable sense of humour, who held things together, managed, guided,
and protected those two incompatible men.

'Oh, don't sneer at me. I'm so awfully unhappy. I've never cared for a
chap like I cared for Erik. I shall never forgive myself for his death.’

'Don't think he killed himself on your account. You had very little to
do with that. Unless I'm greatly mistaken, he killed himself because he
couldn't survive the shock of finding out that the person whom he'd
endowed with every quality and every virtue was, after all, but human. It
was madness on his part. That's the worst of being an idealist; you won't
accept people as they are. Wasn't it Christ who said, "Forgive them, for
they know not what they do?""’

PeueBoii mopTper apyroro TIaBHOTO Teposi TOBECTH OpHKa
Kpucreccena, koMMHuBOsKEpPA, HO MPU 3TOM TOHKOTO, YYBCTBUTEIHHOTO
U BO3BBILIEHHOI'O 4eJOBeKa, LuTupyromero Hausycts Illexcrnupa,
n300uIyeT ynotpediienueM cienyromux amnosuii: llekcnup, bpayHunr
u nurara u3 Hero, Cunsist bopona, Paiickuit Can, «Konbmo HubemyHrosy,
Baruep, Kamonnc.

I hope you'll stay here long enough to let me show you round. It's
lovely. An unsuspected isle in far-off seas.’
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The doctor pricked up his ears. He recognized it as a quotation, but
could not place it.

'"What does that come from?'

'That? Oh, Pippa Passes Browning, you know.’

'How does it happen that you've read that?'

' read a lot. I have plenty of time, you see I like English poetry best of
all Ah, Shakespeare.' He looked at Fred wifh a soft, gracious glance, a
smile on his great mouth, and began to recite:

... of one whose hand,

Like the base Indian, threw a pearl away

Richer than all his tribe, of one whose subdued eyes,

Albeit unused to the melting mood,

Drop tears as fast as the Arabian trees

Their med'cmable gum.

Erik looked at him with his soft beaming eyes, and his smile was sweet
with goodwill.

'l know what you mean,' he said. 'It's always a risk to put things to the
test of experience. It's like the locked room in Bluebeard's castle. One's
all right so long as one keeps clear of that. You have to be prepared for a
shock if you turn the key and walk in.'

'l come up here almost every evening to watch the sunset,’ said Erik.
To me all the East is here. Not the East of story, the East of palaces and
sculptured temples and conquerors with hordes of warriors, but the East
of the beginning of the world, the East of the garden of Eden, when men
were very few, simple and humble and ignorant, and the world was just
waiting, like an empty garden for its absent owner.'

'"What about Mrs Frith?' asked the doctor. 'Is she dead?' 'Yes, she died
last year. Heart disease. She was a fine woman. Her mother came from
New Zealand, but to look at her you would have said she was pure
Swedish. The real Scandinavian type, tall and big and fair, like one of the
goddesses in the Rheingold. Old Swan used to say that when she was a
girl she was better-looking than Louise.’

'Oh, we've spent hours sitting on the veranda, up at the plantation.
Frith, his wife Catherine, and me. He'd talk. She never said much, but she
listened, looking at him with adoring eyes, and he and I would argue. It
was all vague and difficult to understand, but you know, he was very
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persuasive, and what he believed had a sort of grandeur and beauty, it
seemed to fit in with the tropical, moonlit nights and the distant stars and
the murmur of the sea. I've often wondered if there isn't something in it.
And if you know what I mean, it fits in too with Wagner and
Shakespeare's plays and those lyrics of Camoens.'

B peun rocrmogmna ®puta, nepeBOAUYMKA,  MOXKHO BCTPETUTH
crepyromue anno3uu: Kamosse, o coOCTBEHHOM MepeBOie KOTOPOro OH
MOCTOSIHHO FOBOPUT, BaBUJIOH.

'We live in degenerate days,’ said Frith. 'Two-bottle men, three-bottle
men, they're as extinct as the dodo.'

'"An Australian bird,' said Captain Nichols.

'If two grown men can't drink one bottle of port between them I
despair of the human race. Babylon is fallen, is fallen.’

'Exactly,’ replied Captain Nichols.

W, mnaxonen, peup Jlym3spr @Dputr xapakTepu3yercs HAITUIHEM
cienyrouux ayurro3uii: BUKuHTH, Lllexcnup, 'anc Angepcen.

'T was distracted. I was awfully fond of Erik. I couldn't believe it when
they told me he'd shot himself. I was afraid I was to blame. I wanted to
know if it was possible that he knew about Fred.'

'"You were to blame.'

I'm dreadfully sorry he's dead. I owe a great deal to him. When I was
a child I used to worship him. He was like one of grandpa's old Vikings to
me. I've always liked him awfully. But I'm not to blame.’

'"Men are very peculiar in that respect.’

'Not Erik. He was so wise and so charitable. I tell you he didn't love
me. He loved his ideal. My mother's beauty and my mother's qualities in
me and those Shakespeare heroines of his and the princesses in Hans
Andersen's fairy tales. What right have people to make an image after
their own heart and force it on you and be angry if it doesn't fit you? He
wanted to imprison me in his ideal. He didn't care who 1 was. He
wouldn't take me as I am.

TakuMm o00pa3oM, aIIIO3UM M LUTAThl BBIIOJHAIOT —(DYHKIIHIO
packpbITHs U oboramieHust oopasa repos B MoBecTH. Bee 3To Aenaer peub
MepCOHaXKEH SPKO, SIKCIPECCUBHON, IMOIIMOHAIBHO OKPAIIEHHOH.
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006 ogHOM cpeAcTBe IMOLMOHAJIBHOTO BO3/1eHCTBUSA
HA YMTaTE]Isl

B mpennaraemoii crathbe Ha Mmatepuanie pomana C. Mosma «bpems
CTpacTeil  YeNOBEUECKHX)' OyAyT paccMOTpeHbl HEKOTOpbIE Cllydyau
(DYHKIIMOHUPOBAHUS CIIOBOCOYETAHHUM, CIIOCOOCTBYIOIIHE TITyOOKOMY
SMOLIMOHAILHOMY BOCHPUATUIO YHUTATeNleM XYyIOKECTBEHHOI'O TEKCTa.
OO6paTumMcs K HEKOTOPBIM IPUMEpaM.

One day a good fortune befell him, for he hit upon Lane's translation
of The Thousand Nights and a Night. He was captured
first by the illustrations, and then he began to read, to start with, the
stories that dealt with magic, and then the others; and those he liked he
read again and again. He could think of nothing else. He forgot he life
about him. He had to be called two or three times before he would come
to his dinner. Insensibly he formed the most delightful habit in the world,
the habit of reading: he did not know that thus he was providing himself
with a refuge from all the distress of life; he did not know either that he
was creating for himself an unreal world which would make the real
world of every day a source of bitter disappointment.

Peur wmper o camMoM Hadaie poMaHa, OIMMCHIBAIOIIEM JETCTBO
rnaBHoro repost @umunma Kepu. [Tokas3piBasi ero yBIe4eHHOCTh YTCHUEM,
aBTOp TIOJB3YETCs CIIOBOCOYeTaHUeM the most delightful habit (‘camas
BOCXUTHUTENbHAS MPUBBIUKA’). DTO Ha MEPBBIA B3TISA caMOe OOBIYHOE
CIIOBOCOYETAaHHWE TECHO CBSA3aHO C TOHATHeM an unreal world
(‘BBIMBIIIUICHHBIA MHP’) T€POS M IMOIMOHAIBHO YCHIIMBACTCS B TEKCTE
JATBHEHIIIMM TTPOTHUBOIIOCTABIICHUEM MHPY peaibHOMY (the real world),
BBICTYIAIOIIEMY Ha MPOTSDKCHUM BCETO POMaHa B KAUeCTBE MCTOYHHKA
TOpPBKOTO pazoudapoBanus (a source of bitter disappointment).

Philip, without thinking anything about it, had got into the habit of
sitting by Lawson's side; it never occurred to him that Fanny Price was
consumed with jealousy and watched his acceptance of someone else's
tuition with ever-increasing anger.

"You were very glad to put up with me when you knew nobody here,”
she said bitterly, "and as soon as you made friends with other people you

! Maugham W. S. Of Human Bondage. Moscow: Manager, 2005.
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threw me aside, like an old glove"— she repeated the stale metaphor with
satisfaction — "like an old glove. All right, I don't care, but I'm not going
to be made a fool of another time."

WHTEepecHBIM MPEICTaBISIETCS UCIIONIE30BAHNE CIIOBOCOUYCTAHUS ever-
increasing anger (‘Bc€ Bo3pacTaronvii rHeB’). YHoTpeOssisich mpu
ONMCAaHWU HENOBOJBCTBA W pasApakeHus BioOieHHONH B Duimnma
xynoxuunel  ®annu  [Ipaiic, 3T0 CIIOBOCOYETaHHE BBIpAKACT e€¢
SMOIIMOHAIFHOE COCTOSIHUE W SBISICTCS YCHIIMTEIBHBIM B COOCTBEHHO
aBTOpcKoi peun. B peun ®@annu [lpaiic BcTpeuaercs mMeradopudeckoe
cpaBHeHHE fo throw like an old glove (‘BBIOpOCHUTBH Kak CcTapyro
nepyaTky’), IOKa3blBalollee pa3oyapoBaHUE TrOBOpSIICH, KOTOPOE
YCHIIMBACTCS IOBTOPOM TOM e (pasbl, ONpPEIACICHHOW aBTOPCKUM
KOMMEHTapHeM Kak «u3duras Mmetadopay (the stale metaphor).

He did not know what to say. It was not only that they were ill-drawn,
or that the colour was put on by someone who had no eye for it; and the
perspective was grotesque. It looked like the work of a child of five, but a
child would have had some naiveté and might at least have made an
attempt to put down what he saw; but here was the work of a vulgar mind
full of recollections of vulgar pictures. Philip remembered that she had
talked enthusiastically about Monet and the impressions, but here were
only the worst traditions of the Royal Academy.

"There," she said at last, "that's the lot.”

Philip was no more truthful than anybody else, but he had a great
difficulty in telling a deliberate lie, and he blushed furiously when he
answered:

" think they're most awfully good."

B nmanmHoM mpumepe mnpu onucaHun kKaptuH ®anam  [lpaiic
HCTIOJIB3YIOTCSL CJIOBOCOYETAHUSI C OTPHULATEIBHOW OLEHKOU (a vulgar
mind; vulgar pictures; the worst traditions of the Royal Academy), aro
CBUJICTETILCTBYET 00 OTCYTCTBHH Yy TEPOMHH yMEHHs pucoBatb. OO0
O0OBEKTUBHOM BOCIPHUATHH STHX KapTHH @OWINNIOM MBI y3HaeM U3
yIOTPEONEHHBIX B COOCTBEHHO AaBTOPCKOM TEKCTE CIOBOCOUYETAHUM
blushed furiously (‘aymoBummHO TOKpacHen’) W a deliberate lie
(‘co3naTenpHas JIOXKB'), OJHAKO caM (DWIIHIIT OLIEHUBACT KAPTHHBI Kak
most awfully good (‘dpe3BbuaitHo xopomu’). OTMETHM, YTO Hapedne
awfully B aHTIIMACKOM SI3BIKE CaMO TI0 ceOe ABISIETCS YCUINTEIBHEIM, a B
COYCTaHWHU C MPUIAraTeIbHBIM 0003HAaYaeT ‘OueHb, KpaiHe, Ype3BhIuaii-

15



HO’. [lobaBneHHe jKe€ NPEBOCXOMHOW CTENEHH most SMOLUUOHAIBEHO
YCHUIIMBAeT BHICKAa3bIBaHKE, [TOKA3BIBAS YUTATEIIO 100poTy Dunmmma, He
CIIOCOOHOTO CKa3aTh FOPBKYIO MPABIY H JKAJCIOMIETO AEBYIIKY, KOTOPAs
HE UMEEeT HU TaJlaHTa XyJOXKHUKA, HU CPEJICTB K CYILIECTBOBAHHUIO.

Then she went back to dinner, he got a scrappy meal at a hotel, and in
the afternoon they took a walk in Brockwell Park. They had nothing much
to say to one another, and Philip, desperately afraid she was bored (she
was very easily bored), racked his brain for topics of conversation. He
realised that these walks amused neither of them, but he could not bear to
leave her, and did all he could to lengthen them till she became tired and
out of temper. He knew that she did not care for him, and he tried to force
a love which his reason told him was not in her nature: she was cold.
Often they quarrelled, and she would not speak to him for a while; but
this always reduced him to subjection, and he crawled before her. He was
angry with himself for showing so little dignity. He grew furiously jealous
if he saw her speaking to any other man in the shop, and when he was
Jjealous he seemed to be beside himself. He would deliberately insult her,
leave the shop and spend afterwards a sleepless night tossing on his bed,
by turns angry and remorseful. Next day he would go to the shop and
appeal for forgiveness.

"You're not going to be silly about it, are you? The fact is I'm going to
get married."

"Are you?" said Philip.

He could think of nothing else to say. He had considered the
possibility often and had imagined to himself what he would do and say.
He had suffered agonies when he thought of the despair he would suffer,
he had thought of suicide, of the mad passion of anger that would seize
him: but perhaps he had too completely anticipated the emotion he would
experience, so that now he felt merely exhausted. He felt as one does in a
serious illness when the vitality is so low that one is indifferent to the
issue and wants only to be left alone.

B nepBoM oTpbIBKE onuckiBatoTcs 4yBcTBa @ununna k Munapen. Ero
SMOIMOHATBHBIE ePEKNBAHIS ITIOTYEPKUBAIOTCS HCIIOIH30BAHUEM TaKHUX
YCUIUTENbHBIX Hapeuuil, Kak desperately, furiously B codeTaHUIX
desperately afraid (‘0e3ymHO 00sick’) u furiously jealous (‘0e3ymHO
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PCBHHBEII). Ero CTpEeCcCcoBOE COCTOSIHUE MOJTYCPKUBACTCS
cioBocodeTanueM deliberately insult (‘HaMepeHHO OCKOPOJISITE).

Bo BTOpOM KOHTEKCTE HHTEPECHO ClIOBOcOoUeTaHue the mad passion of
anger (‘0€3yMHBIi THEB’), TJ€ pedb HIACT O IPEANOIaracMoM
OMOLIMOHAILHOM COCTOsiHMM QDuiuiina NpH HM3BECTHH O CBajb0e
Munzapen — >KeHIUHBI, HEJOCTOWHOM ero Bo Bcex oTHomeHusx. CioBapp
JloHrMaHa®  ONpEJENseT  3HAYCHHE  CYIIECTBHTEIBHOTO  passion
cienyromuM odpazom: a sudden show of anger or bad temper, eg. “She
gets into a passion if you contradict her.” Takum 006pa3om, CIOBO passion
B OJIHOM W3 3HAYCHHI YK€ BBIPAXKAeT 3HAYCHUE THEB, SIPOCTH’. ABTOD
HAMEPEHHO COYETAET CYHICCTBUTEIBHOE passion ¢ ONpelelicHueM mad u
C CYILECTBUTENBHBIM anger. B pe3ynbraTe MoJjyuyeHHOE CIIOBOCOUYETAHHE
IpUOOpETaeT OTPUIIATEIFHBIC METACEMUOTHICCKIE KOHHOTAIIHH.

"Harry says that if he'd suspected for half a second she was going to
make such a blooming nuisance of herself he'd have seen himself damned
before he had anything to do with her.”

"l wonder what she's doing now."

"Oh, she's got a job somewhere, thank God. That keeps her busy all
day."”

"Is it all over then?" asked Philip.

"Oh, he hasn't seen her for ten days. You know, Harry's wonderful at
dropping people. This is about the toughest nut he's ever had to crack, but
he's cracked it all right."”

B nmamHOM crmydae OOBITpBIBacTCS HIMOMATHYCCKOE BEIPAKECHHE d
hard/tough nut (to crack) (‘kpenkuii opemiek’), TIe TakKUM 00pazoM
xapakTtepusyercs Munapen. [Ipm 3TOM HCHONB3yeTcsl MPEBOCXOMHAS
CTEIICHb TPWIATATENBFHOTO fough, m00aBIsIeTCS Hapedue ever W
MOJIJIBHBIN TJ1aroil JOJDKEHCTBOBaHUS have to. ©pa3zy This is about the
toughest nut he’s ever had to crack, but he’s cracked it all right MoXHO
nepeBecTd Kak OHa Oblla camviM KPenkum OpeuKoM, KOMOPbI eMy
K020a-1ubo nonaoan 8 pyku, Ho emy 8cé dice yOanoch packoioms e2o.

Philip could not bear to see her cry. He was tortured by the horror of
her position.
"Poor child," he whispered. "Poor child."

% Longman Dictionary of Contemporary English. M.: Pyccknit s3b1k, 1992.
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He was deeply moved. Suddenly he had an inspiration. It filled him
with a perfect ecstasy of happiness.

"Look here, if you want to get away from it, I've got an idea. I'm
frightfully hard up just now, I've got to be as economical as I can; but I've
got a sort of little flat in Kennington and I've got a spare room. If you like
you and the baby can come and live there. I pay a woman three and
sixpence a week to keep the place clean and to do a little cooking for me.
You could do that and your food wouldn't come to much more than the
money I should save on her. It doesn't cost any more to feed two than one,
and I don't suppose the baby eats much."

B nanHoM mpumepe WHTEpecHOW mpencraBisercs (pasa a perfect
ecstasy of happiness. Mbl BcTpeuaeMcst ¢ HEPUBBIYHON COYETAEMOCTBIO
CYIIECTBUTEIEHOTO ecstasy, HaMEPEHHO COCAMHEHHOTO c
CYIIECTBUTENBHBIM happiness. B aHTTHIICKOM SI3BIKE, MO CBUIETEIBCTBY
y’Ke LUTHPOBaBIIErocs cioBapsi JIOHrMaHa CyIIECTBUTEIBHOE ecstasy
O3HauvaeT ‘cyactee’: (a state of) very strong feeling, esp. of joy and
happiness. Eg. “The children were in ecstasies when he told them about
the holiday. Ananmusupyemoe CII0BOCOYETaHUE ITOKA3hIBAET HaM «BBICIIIEE
cuactee» Duiunma, ero A00pOTy, OT3BIBUMBOCTH, JKEJIAHUE MOMOYb B
oeme. I[lodTOMy B [aHHOM KOHTEKCT€ MpPOIUTHpPOBaHHAas (pasa
npruoOpeTaeT METaCEMHUOTHYECKOE 3ByIaHUE.

It must have taken her a long time to do so much damage. Law-son's
portrait of him had been cut cross-ways and gaped hideously. His own
drawings had been ripped in pieces;, and the photographs had been
smashed with great blows of the coal-hammer. There were gashes in the
table-cloth and in the curtains and in the two arm-chairs. They were quite
ruined. Everything that it had been possible to destroy with a knife or a
hammer was destroyed.

The whole of Philip's belongings would not have sold for thirty
pounds, but most of them were old friends, and he was a domestic
creature, attached to all those odds and ends because they were his; he
had been proud of his little home, and on so little money had made it
pretty and characteristic. He sank down now in despair. He asked himself
how she could have been so cruel.

"I hope to God I never see her again,” he said aloud.

B npuBeneHHOM OTpPBIBKE MOBECTBYETCS O CTPAlIHOM pasrpoMe B
kBapTHpe Pununmna, KoTopslii ycrpouna Munnapen. B cinoBocodeTtaHusx
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old friends; a domestic creature; little home HeT HUYErO HEOOBIYHOTO,
OJTHAKO OHM CO3JaI0T aTMoc(hepy NPUBSI3aHHOCTH K JIOMAlIHEH KU3HHU, K
CTapbiM JIOPOTUMM Cep/ily BelllaM 4YelIOBEeKa, CTPEMSIIErocs K KpacoTe.
[ Oumnma CTONMKHOBEHHE ¢ YYXKIIBIM BHEITHHM MUPOM Bcerja ObLIO
roppkuM pazouapoBanueMm. OOpa3 goMa U (opMupyronme 3ToT 00pa3
CJIOBOCOYETAHHUSI METACEMUOTHYECKH 0003Ha4aI0T yoexuie dunumnmna ot
peaJbHOM JKU3HH, a pPa30pEeHHOE JKWIHIIEC CTAHOBUTCS CHMBOJIOM
KPYIICHUS BCEX €ro HaleX] B peadbHOM Mupe. [IpoucXoauT BTopKeHUE
U BO BHyTpeHHHH Mmup QPunmmmna, Belb ObUIM YHHUYTOKEHbI U €ro
COOCTBEHHBIC KAPTHHBIL.

Takum  00pa3oM, WCIONB30BAHHUE  CIOBOCOYETAHHH  HEPEIKO
BBICTYIIAeT CPEJCTBOM 3MOIMOHAIBHOIO BO3JCHCTBHS Ha YHTATENs,
YLITYOJIsIs SI3BIKOBYIO M SCTETHYECKYIO IIEHHOCTh POMaHa.
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Xapakrep JIUTepATYPHBIX EPCOHAMNKEN U HIMOMATHYECKAS
(¢pazeosnorus B pomane C. Moama «Octpue OpUTBBD)

Ha mnocnenmyrommx crpanumax Ha Marepuane pomana C. Mosma
«Octpue OputBe» (Maugham W.S. The Razor’s Edge. Moscow:
Manager, 1998) Oyayr  paccCMOTpEHBI  HEKOTOpBIE  Cily4au
(YHKIIMOHUPOBAHUS HMIHOM, CIHOCOOCTBYIOIIUE PACKPBITHIO XapakTepa
repoeB M OTPAXKAIOIIME UX OTHOIICHHE K APYIMM IEPCOHaXaM M K
npoucxoasmiemy. OOpatuMmcsi K HEKOTOPBIM mpuMepaM (mpudToBoe
BBIZICIICHUE Hale. — 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
father and son was rather touching. I don't know that that's so common in
England.’

‘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 interests 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 mpumepe omnwmceiBaeTca xapakTtep ['enpu MboThropuHa —
OuprkeBOro MarHara, OTiia OJHOTO M3 LEHTPAIBHBIX IIEPCOHAXKEH pOMaHa.
C omHOW CTOPOHBI, OH TOKa3aH Kak JIFOOSIIUA OTel, ¢ APYroi, Korma
pedb UAET O CAENKaxX, — KaK Oe3KaJlOCTHBIM YelOBEeK, KOTOPBIA T'OTOB,
nojgo0Ho mekcnupoBckoMmy lllelnoky, BeIpe3aTb y HE 3aIUIaTHBIIETO
BOBpeMs OJDKHHMKA cepAale (IPUYNTAIONIMICS B TAaKOM Cilydae IO
JIOTOBOPY «(DYHT MsICa»).

1 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 [
discerned 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.
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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.’

‘I'm not buying any pictures just now.’

B ngaHHOM mpuMepe Mbl CTAaHOBHMCS CBHICTEJISIMH  Oecebl
pacckazumka-nucaTeNss ¢ OJUIMOTOM TEeMIDITOHOM — MEICHATOM,
TOPISAIIAMCST CBOMMH BO3MOXKHOCTSIMA ¥ TOATOMY HEPEIKO BEAYIIUM
ce0s1 BHICOKOMEPHO, XOT# 110 HAaType OH YesIOBeK T0OpOoayLIHbIi. poHus
MOBECTBOBATEIIS OTpakeHa OOBITPBIBAHHEM HIUOMEI tread on a worm and
it will turn ‘CaMoro KpoTKOTO 4eJIOBEKa MOKHO BEIBECTH U3 CeOs’.

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 |
wondered whether the crash of 'twenty-nine had left him penniless. 1
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.’

1 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 manHOM CiTyyae ONMHCHIBACTCS BCTPEUa IMHUCATENISI-PACCKA3UNKa U €ro
nmaBHero 3Hakomoro Jlappu [lappema, OTHpaBUBIIEroCs Ha TOHUCKH
UCTHHBI B JalbHHE CTpaHbl. Bups, uro Jlappu HCHBITBIBaCT HYXIY B
JICHbTaX, pAacCKa34MK 33/1a€T eMy IPSAMOil BOIIPOC U MpeJiaraeT MoMOIIb.
Xapakrepusys ce0s Kak 4YelOBeKa, TOBOPANIEro Oe3 OOWHSKOB,
paccka34mK UCIONB3yeT uauomy to beat about the bush ‘roBoputh He MO
CYILIECTBY niena’.

1 told Larry I had seen Isabel.
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‘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.’

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

B npusBenennom npumepe Jlappm [lappen cpaBHuBaeT I'pes
MbThroprHA ¢ PBIOOH, BRITAIICHHON 13 Boabl (nauoMa feel like a fish out
of water). I'peii B AMepuke pa3zopwics U JOJITO€ BpeMs XKWI Y JSIIU
cBOeH JkeHbI Dunota TeMmToHa, 9To OBUIO IS HETO KpaliHe TATOCTHO.

Kak mnoxa3piBatoT npoBeneHHBIe HccienoBaHua (cM. Izotova A.
English Idioms. Usage and Tradition. Moscow, 2001), ommozumms
CIIOBapHON (GOpMBI MIUOMBI M ee JedopMallii B paMKax pPeueBOTO
IIOpTpeTa IEpPCOHa)ka B COBPEMEHHOM XYIOXECTBEHHOM JuTeparype
UMEEeT CEeMUOTHYECKHIl XapakTep. BocmpousBeaeHune uauoM He B
CIIOBapHOM, a B IE()OPMHUPOBAHHOM BHJIE BBICTYIIAET KaK HEOTHEMIIEMBIN
aTpuOyT KyNbTYpPHOU aHTIHMICKOW pedr, CBOUCTBEHHOH MPEACTABUTEISAM
00pa30BaHHBIX CJIOEB aHTIIMKUCKOTO oOIecTBa. OcoObIil HHTEPEC B 3TOM
IUIaHE  TPEACTaBISAIOT  pEYeBble  INOPTPETHl  JABYX  LEHTPaJIbHBIX
nepcoHaxeit — M3abens bpaminu u ee myxa ['pest MaThiopuHa.

Hdma  peun Uzabenp bpsamu — TOHKOW, W3BICKAHHOH U
BBICOKOOOPa30BaHHOM TaMBl — XapakTEPHO OTCYTCTBHE HIHOMATHIECKUX
BhIpakeHUH. B Tex ke penkux ciydasx, Korja HJOUOMa BcCe IKe
BCTpEYACTCs, OHA BCETJa MOABEPraeTCsi OOBIIPBIBAHUIO, CP. CIICIYIOLTHNA
nmpuMep, B KOTOpoM onucsiBaeTcsi BU3UT Jlappu dappenna B nom M3abens
Bpamm, ¢ koTOpoit OH OBUT Jake KOTJAa-TO MOMOIBIICH, TOCIE MHOTHX
JIET pa3IyKu.

T'll have a cup of tea.’ he said.

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

‘1I'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 remoteness 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
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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.’

['oBOpst 0 TOM, C KakUM HETCPIEHHEM OHa >KJajlla BU3UTA, OHA
oObIrppIBaeT uauoMy to make someone’s heart leap ‘3actaBUTH Ybe-TO
CepAlle JAPOTHYTH', OXHUBISAA JIEKCHUECKOE 3HAUCHHE KOMITOHEHTA
WUIUOMBI leap.

I'peit MbaThrOpUH, HE MOIYYMBIIWM, B OTIMYHE OT €ro IKEHBI,
OnecTsimero oo0pa3oBaHus, yIoTpeOIsieT HANOMBI B M300MIIHH, CPaBHU:

Gray's conversation was composed of clichés. However shop-worn, he
uttered 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 him was Gay Paree. But he was so kindly, so unselfish, so
upright, so reliable, so unassuming that it was impossible not to like him.
1 had a real affection 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
going 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 |
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 mbI BuauM, peruku ['pest moATBepKIaI0T CIIOBA PACCKa34nuKa O
TOM, UYTO €ro pedb M300WIyeT W30WTHIMH KIHWIIE, TMPHYEM
MIPOU3HOCHUMEIMH C TaKAM aryioMOoM, Kak OYATO cam OH UX M H300ped,
YTO CO3/1aCT KOMUYECKHH 3 (HeKT.

[IpuBncUeHHBIH MaTepHa el pa3 MOATBEPIKIAAET MOJ0KEHHE O TOM,
4TO KCIIOJIB30BAHUE UIMOM O0Ooramaer u aejiaer 0osee caMOOBITHOM Kak
COOCTBEHHO-aBTOPCKYIO pedb, TaK W pPeub MEPCOHAXKEH, a B HEKOTOPBIX
ClIydasx MOXKET CIYXHTh COLMATBHBIM MapKepoOM PeueBOro IMopTpeTra
MEePCOHAXKA.
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MeTaceMHOTHKA oniicaHus B poMaHe Ajlipuc Mepaok
«3aMOK Ha mecke»

Kak cnenmyer w3 Ha3BaHus, JaHHas CTaThsl  IOCBSIICHA
METACEMHOTHYECKHM XapaKTEePUCTHKAM' ONMCAHHMS KOHKPETHOrO W
abcTpakTHOTO B poMaHe A. Mepaok «3aMOK Ha recKe»”.

Heo0xomuMo OTMETHTh, YTO YHUTATENh HEPEIKO OOHApPYKHBAET
nonoOHble MpUMEpPbl B pOMaHe, OJHAKO SA3BIKOBOE MAacTEPCTBO
A.Mepook B 3TOM OTHOIICHHH HECOMHEHHO TpeOyeT TIIATEeIHHOTO
aHaJ3a 1 KOMMECHTHPOBAHNSI.

OOpatumcst K mpuMepam.

Mor turned back into the room. He surveyed the group by the lamp.
His eyes still full of the night, he felt detached and superior. Miss Carter
was sitting with her legs drawn up under her. Her skirt spread in a big
arc about her, and the lamplight falling upon the lower half of it made it
glow with reds and yellows. She looked, Mor thought, like some small and
brilliantly plumaged bird.

B rnaBe Bropoii mpu 3HakomcTBe buina Mopa (mpenopaBarens
mkonel St. Bride) u Pelin Kaprep (Xya0KHHIIBI, IpUeXaBiiei B AHTIINIO
n3 OpaHuuu 11 HanucaHus noptpera [umoiita, ObIBIIEr0 AUpPEKTOpa
HA3BaHHOM ILIKOJIBI) TOCJEIHSS ONMUCHIBAETCA aBTOPOM Kak MaJieHbKas
NTHYKA C BEIUKOJICTHBIM onepeHreM. B crmoBocoueTanusx small bird u
brilliantly plumaged bird HeTr HUYero HEOOBIYHOTO, OJJHAKO MX MOXHO
HHTEpIpeTupoBaTh ABOAKO. C 0omHON CTOpOHBI, PeiiH nelCcTBUTEIHHO
ObUTa MaJEHBKOTO pOCTa U Onaromapsi OJeKAE M OCBEIICHHIO B KOMHATE
nokazasniack Mopy Moxoxeil Ha NTHYKy C SIpKuM orepeHueM. Ho c
JIpPYroil CTOPOHBI, U3 MOCEAYIOIIMX [JIaB pOMaHa Mbl y3HaeM, uTo Peiin
ObUTa TO00HA NITUIIE — CBOOOJHBIA XYTOKHUK, a €€ BEIHMKOJICITHOE
OTIepeHHE — 3TO OTPOMHEIM TANaHT M T€ YEePTHI ee Xapakrepa (1o0poTa,
[MOHUMAaHUE, TTyOMHA YyBCTB), KOTOPbIE OKOPHIN cepaie Mopa. Takum
o0pa3oM, B JJaHHOM CJy4ae€ MOXXHO TOBOPUTH O METACEMHOTHYECKOM
OKpAacKe pacCMOTPEHHBIX CIIOBOCOYCTAHHH.

Nan said simultaneously, ‘Don’t bother, please. They would have been
lovely, but now don’t bother.” Mor knew that she was not interested in the
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roses. Nan thought on the whole that flowers were rather messy and
insanitary things.

B naHHOM OTphIBKE (Takke TJiaBa 2) Mbl CTaJIKHBaeMcs C
HETPUBBIYHOW COYETAEMOCTBIO CyIIeCTBUTEIbHOTO flowers, Korma IBeThI
OTIMCHIBAIOTCSA KaK HEUTO aHTHCAHUTAPHOE U TPSI3HOE, YTO IPOTUBOPECUHUT
CTEPEOTUITy — MPEJCTABICHUIO O HUX. J[eHCTBUTEIHHO, B aHTJIIHICKOM
S3BIKE  TpWIAaraTeNbHBIC  insanitary W messy BCerga  HMEIOT
OTpHLATETbHBIA XapakTep, HampuMep, insanitary conditions, a messy
room/business/divorce’. OnHaKo aBTOp HAMEPEHHO  CTAIKHBACT
cymectButenbHoe flowers ¢ OTpHIIATENTFHBIME ONPEICICHUSIMU, YTOOBI
PacKpBITh CYIIHOCTH XxapakTepa HoH, xeHel b. Mopa, >KCHIIMHEI
XOJIOAHOW, PAacCyZAOYHOW, B BBICIICH CTEMEHW MPAKTUYHOM, TaK Kak
UMECHHO OHA OTHOCWIACh K JKMBBIM IIBETaM IOJOOHBIM 00pa3oM.
[looToMy B JaHHOM KOHTEKCTE€ IUTHPOBaHHAs (paza MPUOOpETaeT
METAaCeMHOTHIECKOE 3BYyUaHHE.

‘What did you make of Miss Carter?’ said Nan.

‘Not much,’ said Mor. ‘I found her a bit intimidating. Rather solemn.’

‘She takes herself seriousely,” said Nan. ‘But she’s really a little
clown. She obviously gets on swimmingly with Demoyte when no one else
is there.’

‘Maybe,” said Mor, who hadn’t thought of that.

B To#i xe BTOpOIl rmaBe Hon menutcs ¢ Mopom cBoMMH NEpBBIMHU
BreuaTneHussMu o Peitn Kaprep m coolmiaer, 4Tto OHa MPEBOCXOIHO
namut ¢ dumoiitom. Hapeune swimmingly (° mpeBocxomHO, TiIagko’)
UMEET B COBPEMEHHOM aHIJIMICKOM SI3BIKE IOJIOXKUTEIbHOE 3HAYEHUE,
OJIHAKO MMPHOOpEeTaeT OTpULIATENIbHbIE METACEMUOTHYECKHE KOHHOTALINH,
Oynyun BiOoKeHHBIM B ycta Hon. Bo ¢pase HaH 3ByuuT wupoHUS,
HarpaBJeHHas HE TOJbKO Ha PeilH, KOTOpyl0 OHa TakXe Ha3bIBaeT
MaJICHbKUM KJIOYHOM, HO U Ha J[MMOiiTa, HENPUSA3HEHHOE OTHOILEHUE K
KOTOPOMY C €€ CTOPOHBI BBISBIISIETCS U3 TEKCTa pOMaHa.

‘Ah, but you were by the sea, were you not?’ said Evvy.

Yes,” said Miss Carter, ‘but a melancholy sea as I remember it. A
tideless sea. I can recall, as a child, seeing pictures in English children's
books of boys and girls playing on the sand and making sandcastles —
and 1 tried to play on my sand. But a Mediterranean beach is not a place
for playing on. It is dirty and very dry. The tides never wash the sand or
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make it firm. When [ tried to make a sandcastle, the sand would just run
away between my fingers. It was too dry to hold together. And even if I
poured sea water over it, the sun would dry it up at once.’

B nannom npumepe (rnaBa 5) Peitn Kaprtep omuceiBaeT MecTo, rie
OHa Xmia B fercTe, for Opanmun. [1pu 3ToM ncmone3yercs: HeOOBIYHOE,
HENPUBBIYHOE IS S3BIKOBOTO y3yca ciioBocoderaHue a melancholy sea
(‘rpyctHoe  Mope’) ansas  obo3HadeHuss  Cpemu3eMHOTO  MOpSL.
CoBpeMeHHBIC CIIOBApH Jal0T, HANpUMEp, CICAYIOIIEe COYCTAHHE
npunaratenbHoro melancholy: alone and feeling melancholy/melancholy
news’. MeTaceMHOTHKA OIMCAHNS, BIOXKCHHAS B YCTa PeifH, CTaHOBUTCS
OUYCBHUIIHOM, TaK KaK B JICHCTBUTEIBHOCTH OHA MUMEET B BHIY ‘MOpE,
HaBepatoliee rpycTh’. JlampHEWIIMI TEKCT [OKa3bIBa€T HAM 3TO
MOJIOKEHUE, MOKa3bIBasi, 9T0 PeliH He MOrIIa MOCTPOUTH 3aMOK Ha TMECKe,
Oynyun Ha Cpequ3eMHOM MOpe, a ciioBo a sandcastle ymorpebnsercs kak
B IIPSIMOM CMBICTIE, TaK U KaK CHMBOJI KPYIICHUS HASK B *KU3HN PeifH.

With a roar of grinding tyres and tearing undergrowth and crumbling
stones the Riley lurched over madly towards the river. Mor saw it rise
above him like a rearing animal. He rolled precipitately back into the
grass and came into violent contact with Miss Carter’s knees. They both
staggered up.

‘Are you all right?”’ she cried.

Mor did not answer. They ran forward to see what had happened to
the car.

B nmannoMm npumepe (rnaBa 6) mpu ONHMCAHHUM COBMECTHOM MOE3IKH
Mopa u Peiin 3a ropos aBTOp, MOBECTBYSI O IOJIOMKE MallUHbI PeiH,
CpaBHHUBAET €€ CO BCTaBIIMM Ha JBIOBI JKUBOTHBIM (a rearing animal).
3meck MBI HaOmIOmaeM TpueM TepcoHupUKanmuu, Tak kak Mop,
HECOMHEHHO, OTHOCHUTCS K MalllMHE KaK K KUBOMY cylecTBy. Ero crpax
3a Ccyap0y MaIIWHBI, JKETaHHE CHACTH €€ ECTCCTBEHHO CBS3aHBI C
MaJIeHBKOH XO3SIMKOH 3TOro OOJBIIOTO JOPOTOTo «GKHBOTHOTOY» Riley.

The bell rang again. Mor went out on to the landing.

At the same moment the door of Felicity’s room opened and Rain
came out. She had already dressed herself. She must have heard the bell
before he did. She was carrying her stockings over her arm as she had
done on the day of the Riley disaster. He read upon her face the same
frozen horror as he felt upon his own. The bell began to ring again and
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went on ringing. The whole neighbourhood must be being wakened by the
sound. It rang out with violence in the dreary pallid silence of the
morning.

IIpn onncanny HAacTyIUIEHUs yTpa MOCIE HOYM, IPOBEAECHHON PeliH B
nome Mopa (rmaBa 11) aBrop ucnonb3yeT ciioBocoderanue pallid silence
of the morning. CnoBaps JIoHrMaHa npeACTaBIsET CICYIONNE 3HAUCHUS
npuiararensHoro pallid: (of the face, skin) unusually or unhealthily pale;
wan (e.g. a pallid complexion)/(fig.) She gave a pretty pallid (=dull and
lifeless) performance’. OueBmHo, uto npunararensroe pallid B 1aHHOM
KOHTEKCTE YIMOTPeOJsIeTCs B CBOEM IIEPEHOCHOM 3HadeHnH. OIHAKO
3M€Cb MOXHO TOBOPHTh H O €ro (YHKIMOHHPOBAaHHH Ha
METaCeMHOTHYECKOM YPOBHE, TaK KaK €ro HCIOJIb30BAHUC YCHIIMBACT
KOHTPACT MEXAY O€3KU3HCHHOCTBIO, THIIMHOW HACTYIHBIIETO yTpa W
PE3KUM, HEIPUSITHBIM 3BYKOM 3BOHKA, NMPOOYAWBIIMM BCIO OKpPYrYy H
MOBEPrIIMM B CTpaX W TPEBOry TIJWaBHBIX repoeB. Kpome Toro,
cinoBocodyeranue dreary pallid silence of the morning MoxxHO
UHTEPIIPETUPOBATh U B OOJice IMUPOKOM IUTAHE: KaK UY>KIbIH BHEIITHHIA
MHp, KOTOpPBIH mepecTan cymecTBoBath st Peiin u Mopa, a peskuit
3BOHOK MpPOOYXJaeT WX HE INPOCTO OT pPEaNbHOro0 CHa, a HU OT
COCPEIOTOYCHHOCTH HAa WX AMOIIMOHATIBHBIX TePSIKUBAHUSIX.

‘I shall come, I think,” said Nan. ‘We’d better go on making life as
normal as possible — it’ll keep us from fretting too much. I even let Evvy
persuade me into saying a few words. I just hadn’t the strength to say no.
He said something very short would do.’

You’ll answer the toast!’” said Mor. ‘I'm so glad.” But he was not
glad, he thought, any more about anything connected with Nan. He felt as
if he were talking to someone who was already dead, but who didn’t yet
know it. He felt such intense sadness at this thought that he would have
liked to ask Nan to comfort him in some way, but with the impulse he
remembered that this too was impossible. Nan was the one person who
could not ever give him ease for the pain that was in him now.

B npuBenenHom Beimie oTpbiBke (TnaBa 17) HoH omuckiBaeTcs Kak
«J4ETOBEK, KOTOPBIA yXKe yMep, HO eIe He 3HaeT 00 JToM».
IMpunararenproe dead ymorpebisercs B cBOeM NPSIMOM 3HA4YCHUH, HO
HECOMHEHHO MpPUOOpETaeT METaCeMHOTHYECKYI0 OKpacKy, TaK Kak
PacKpBIBAET YMOIIHOHAIBFHOE COCTOSIHAE Mopa | ero OTHOIIEHHE K JKEHE,
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KOTOpada mepecraja Il HEro CyHeCTBOBATH, a BCé, CBsA3aHHOC C Heﬁ,
IMOTEPAIIO IJIA HETO BCSKHUM CMBIC].

‘It’s useless, Mor,’ said Rain. ‘What am I doing in your life? I've often
wondered this, you know, only I never told my doubts. You are a growing
tree. I am only a bird. You cannot break your roots and fly away with me.
Where could we go where you wouldn’t always be wanting the deep
things that belong to you, your children, and this work which you know is
your work? I know how I would feel if I were prevented from painting. 1
should die if I were prevented from painting. I should die.’

B rnaBe 19 Peiin Kaprep cpaBHHBaeT Mopa ¢ pacTyuium JepeBoM,
cebs ke OHa paccMmarpuBaeT kak nTuiy. O0a omnpeneneHus SABISIOTCS
METaCEMUOTHYECKH HaCBILIEHHBIMM, B JajbHeimem Tekcte Peiin
TOBOPHUT O TOM, 4TO MOp HE MOXET OTOpBAaThCA OT CBOMX KOpHEH U
yIeTeTh C Hell. B maHHOM KOHTEKcTe 00pa3 JiepeBa CHMBOJIU3UPYET JA0M,
HEYTO He3bIbNeMoe, MyIIeHHbIE KOPHH — CBsI3b Mopa c cembeil u
pabotoii. Kak yxe ynmoMuHanoch B Hadaue CTaTbd, 00pa3 MTHIIBI CBS3aH
co CcBOOOJMOW XymOXKHHMKA. OJTO IMHAMHKA, MOCTOSHHOE IBH)KCHHE,
BUJCHHE MHpa dYepe3 IpPU3My CBOETO TBOPYECTBA U BOOOPAKEHUS.
IIpoTuBOTOCTaBNIECHNE OmpeeIeHUH ‘mepesa’ u ‘ITULBL
CBUJICTEIHCTBYET O HEBO3MOXHOCTHU PeitH 1 Mopa ObITh BMecCTe.

You would be happy with me for a short while,’ said Rain, ‘but then
what would happen? It’s all dry sand running through the fingers. I can
wander about the world and wherever I go I can paint. If we were
together my work would continue. But what about yours? Would it in the
end satisfy you just to be with me? Would you be able to write and to go
on writing? If you had really wanted to write as much as I want to paint
you would have written by now, you would have found the time somehow,
nothing would have stopped you.’

B nannoMm npumepe (takke riaaBa 19) Peitn paccykaaet o BO3MOXKHOM
HECOBMECTUMOCTH [IBYX TBOPYECKHX paboOT: ee KaK XYyIOKHHKA WU
nucaTenbckoro Tpyaa Mopa. Ilpu atom Peiin cpaBHHUBaeT 3Ty cuUTyaluio
C «CYXHUM IIECKOM, pacchInaromuMcs B pykax». CrnoBocoyeranue dry sand
MeTaceMHOTHYeCKH 0003HaYaeT KpylieHne Hajexa PeiiH Ha Oymymiee ¢
Mopom, ee HECOBIBUIYIOCS MEUTY OBITH BMECTE C HHM, «IIOCTPOHTH HX
COOCTBEHHBIH 3aMOK.
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Kak Mbl BUAMM, ONMCAaHHWE MOXET OBITh METACEMHUOTHYCCKUM II0
CBOCH CYIIIHOCTH, a TaKXXe MOXET MpHOoOpeTaTb MEeTaceMHOTHYECKHE
KOHHOTAllMM B KOHTEKCTE B 3aBUCUMOCTH OT UHTEHLIUU aBTOPA.
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MotuB cyas0b1 B pomane A. Mepaok «Con bpyno»

Ha mocnenyromux crpaHumax Ha MaTtepuaie pomaHa A. Mepaok
«CoH BpyHO» OyIyT pacCMOTpPEHbI HEKOTOPbIE CITy4an COJePKaTEeIbHOIO
XapakTepa, CBsI3aHHbIE C TIOHATHEM Cy/bObI, 8 TAKXKE S3bIKOBBIC CPE/ICTBA
BBIPXKEHHS ITOr0 MOHATH. OOpaTHMCS K TIPUMEPaM.

She explained afterwards to Miles how she had seen him several times
in the shop looking self-absorbed and melancholy and had had a fantasy
that everything would happen even as it did happen: that he would turn
out to live alone, that he had had a great sorrow, that he shunned society,
that he had no dealings with women. For Diana it was, in some
extraordinary way, the perfect working out of a dream. She had been
searching for Miles. She recognized him. at once. It was her sense of
destiny which carried them both along.

Peur wmmer o Hawajge pomMaHa, I/I€ ONMCHIBACTCS IPEIBICTOPHUS
3HakoMcTBa Maitn3a I'puHcinuBa m ero >keHbl [{uanbl. Mailn3 mepexun
Tpareauio, MOTEpPSB CBOIO IEpBylo JioOuMyio >keHy IlapBatu B
aBuakaracTpoe u OBUI OITyCTOIIEHHBIM YeJIOBeKoM. /lmaHa ke mcKana
TAKOTO 4YeloBeKa, Kak Mailns, MNoTepsABLIEro CIMIIKOM MHOTOE,
CTPEMSIIIETOC K YEIUHEHUI0, U cpasy ke y3Hana ero. MoTus cyabObl
IOPUCYTCTBYeT B JaHHOM TIIpUMEpPE M  BBIpaKaeTcsd HaJIHMIHEM
ciloBocoueTaHusi her sense of destiny (‘ee ourymenne cyapObl /
Hem30exxHoct’). C Toukm 3peHus [AuaHbl, ee BcTpeda ¢ Maiin3om Obiia
npejonpeneycHa. 3akiovyaeT JaHHBIH  OTPBIBOK  MeTadopudecKkoe
cpaBHeHue She was a moth that wanted to be burnt by a cold cold flame
(‘OnHa ObLIa MOTBUTEKOM, KOTOPBIH XOTEN 00)KeUbCst 00 0YCHD XOJIOIHBIN
OTOHB’).

B  s3pikoBOM TiaHe — cymiecTBUTeNbHOEe flame  yCcHIIMBaeTCs
MOBTOPEHUEM TpUiIaraTebHOro cold, BBICTYMAIOUIETO KaK OMpeaeIeHUue
K HeMy. A JajgpHEHIIMM TEKCT poMaHa pacKphIBaeT 3TO CPaBHEHHE U
MIOKA3bIBACT YMTATENIO TEIUIo Iymu JluaHel, CIIOCOOHOCTH OTHABaTh
MY)Xy BCIO CBOIO JIIOOOBb, B TO BpeMs Kak OH BHYTpPEHHE OCTaeTcs
XOJIOAHBIM TI0 OTHOLIEHHWIO K HeH, OyIyuyd He B cuilaX 3a0BITh CBOIO
MIEPBYIO KEHY.

‘Why did you come here to be so unkind to an old man? You never
loved me, you always sided with your mother, you never came near me,
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you were never affectionate and forgiving like other children, you were
cold to me, and you still hate me now and you wish me dead, dead and
gone, like all those things you said didn't exist any more. All right, I'll
soon be dead and you can forget me and bury me and tidy me away for
ever. You can't take the trouble even now to try to see what I'm really like.
You just think that I'm dying and I smell of death and I've lost my mind
and I'm just a heap of stinking rotting flesh that you can't bring yourself
to touch, but I've still got enough spirit left to curse you—*

‘Father, please—’

‘Get out, get out, get out!” Bruno's quivering hand fumbled with a
glass of water which stood on the bedside table. He made as if to hurl it,
but he had not the force to lift the glass and the water spilled darkly down
the side of the counterpane and the glass crashed into pieces on the floor.
‘A ah — Danby! Danby!’

Miles backed away, stumbled through the door, blundered across the
dark landing and began to run down the stairs. At the bottom he
cannoned into Danby. For a moment Danby seized hold of his wrist.
You've upset him, damn you! I told you not to!’

Miles wrenched himself away, and as he got out of the front door he
could hear the voice above him screaming now. ‘And you shan't have the
stamps! You shan't have the stamps!’ He began to run away down the
street in the rain. He ought never to have gone. It was like a doom, it was
more terrible than he could have imagined. He was back in that awful
world of stupidity and violence and muddle. He was utterly utterly
defiled.

B nmanmHOM mprmMepe MoOKa3aHa CIleHa BCTpeud Maitza co cBou
OOJIBHBIM YMHPAOIIUM OTIIOM BpyHO, ¢ KOTOPBIM OH HE BHIEICS MHOTO
JeT TOCNie WX CCOpBl. BpyHO HIIET NPUMHUPEHHS C CBIHOM H Jaxe
MOJYMBIBACT OCTaBUTh €My CBOIO LIEHHYIO KOJUICKIIMIO Mapok. Maiim3
TaK)Xe XOYeT HaJaJUTh OTHOLICHUS C OTIIOM, OH MHCAal OTIy IHCHEMAa,
ocraBmmecss 0e3 orBera. OJHAKO TSOKENbId xapakrep bpyHo W ero
IPETeH3UHU K CHIHY IPUBOAT K eImie O0bIeMy KOH(IUKTY MEKIY HIMH.
[ocnemumii maparpad HaHHOTO OTPHIBKA JEMOHCTPHPYET YHTATEIIO
MOTHUB MPEAONPECIIEHHOCTH Ipoucxoasuiero: It was like a doom, it was
more terrible than he could have imagined. He was back in that awful
world of stupidity and violence and muddle. (‘910 OBUIO KaK POK, 3TO
ObUIO eme Oojee yxacHO, 4eM OH Mor cebe mpenctaBuTb. OH OISATh
BEPHYJICSA B TOT yXKaCHBIH MHP TIYMOCTH, )KECTOKOCTH U MyTaHHIEI'). B
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MEPBOM TPEIUIOKEHIUH MOTHB CYIBOBI AKCIUIMIUTHO TOIYCPKUBACTCS
YIOTPeOJICHUEM CYIIECTBUTENBHOTO doom ‘pok/cynn0a’. TlpuHumas Bo
BHUMaHHE Ooiee MIMPOKHH KOHTEKCT POMaHa, BTOPOE IPEIIOKEHHE
MOXXHO HHTEPIPETUPOBATh IBOSKO. C OJHON CTOPOHBI, 3TO PEAKIHS
Maiinza Ha CIOXUBIIYIOCS CHUTYallHIO, C JOPYTOM — CTOJIKHOBEHHE C
Yy)KIBIM BHEIIHUM MHPOM, KOTOpO€ YacTo OBIIO OONEe3HEHHBIM IS
Maiin3a ¥ OT KOTOPOTO OH YXOIWI, MOTPY3HMBIIMCH B COOCTBEHHYIO
HO033UI0.

Danby's relationship with Gwen had seemed to him, even at the time,
something that was not quite himself, but more like a visitation from
outside. He had perfectly understood Miles's looks of incomprehension
and amazement. Such a conjunction was so improbable. Gwen was not
his type and he was not hers. Gwen had had a kind of authority over him
which seemed more an attribute of her sheer alienness than the result of
any rational effect of persuasion. Perhaps it had simply been the
authority of a terrifying degree of love. And in retrospect Danby saw his
marriage as a pure celebration of the god of love, something almost
arbitrary and yet entirely necessary, invented and conducted at the whim
of that deity without the help of any mundane basis in nature. Of course
Danby, though he had never opened a textbook of psychology in his life,
knew that the working of nature is very often hidden and that what had so
powerfully brought him and Gwen together could well be, after all,
something natural, but he did not want to know. He preferred to believe
in the action of the god in his life, an action which he took to be entirely
sui generis and unique.

B n1aHHOM OTpBIBKE aBTOpP ONHUCHIBACT B3AMMOOTHOIICHHS CECTPHI
Maiinza I'Ben u ee myxa [[puOu Opesna. I'BeH B TekcTe pomaHa
NPUCYTCTBYET B BOCHOMHHAaHUSX J[PHOM W Ipyrux mHepcoHakeid, oHa
norubaer, cracasi )KM3Hb TOHyIIero pedbeHnka. ['BeH Oblia yAMBHUTEIBHON
— N0OpOi, TATAaHTINBOM, BO3BBIIICHHOM, U [I9HOM He MOXKeT 3a0bITh ce. B
JIAHHOM CITy4ae MHTEPECHBIMH MPECTABISIOTCS cienytomue ¢ppassl: like
a visitation from outside (‘kak HCIIBITaHUE, IOCIAHHOE CBBIIIE’); invented
and conducted at the whim of that deity without the help of any mundane
basis in nature (‘HEYTO CO3MAHHOE II0 NPUIYUIMBOMY HKCIAHUIO
0oxecTBa Oe3 MOMOIIN 3eMHOU OCHOBHI'); He preferred to believe in the
action of the god in his life (‘OH mpennOYUTAI BEPUTh B OOKECTBEHHOE
BMEIIATETILCTBO B CBOIO JKU3HB'). OTH (hpa3sl co3maroT armochepy
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HEe3eMHOTo Oo0XecTBeHHOro coeauHeHus cyned I'Ben u [IpHOM kak
HEMOBTOPHUMOTO COI03a, 10 MHEHHIO MOCIIEIHETO.

My dear Lisa,

I am sorry to have behaved so badly in Brompton Cemetery and
perhaps startled you. I am not much good at writing letters but 1 must
write this one. [ want you to know it's serious. Not that [ have any hope
anyway, why should 1 have? But it's not a light thing. You may find this
incomprehensible. I've only seen you a few times. But oh God Lisa, please
believe it's serious, it's terrible. 1 do love you and I do want to see you
and get to know you and I ask you please to consider this as a serious
possibility. I will behave very well and do anything you want. Don't just
blankly say there's no point. How do you know there's no point until you
try? 1 know I'm nothing compared with you. but I love you terribly and
one is not mistaken about something like this. I have only loved like this
once before. It is quite different from ordinary trifling affections and just
wanting to get into bed with people. I feel a sense of destiny here. You
must listen to me, Lisa. That you may think badly of me (for instance
because of what you saw that first time) and think 1 am a frivolous person
somehow doesn't matter. I am a frivolous person, but not about you, and
if you attended to me at all you might be able to forgive me and you have
already changed me. Don't regard all this as drunken babbling or
something. It is the heart speaking and one knows when that is
happening. Please recognize and I dare to say respect the fact that I love
you, and see me again, Lisa. You have got to. There is no way round this.
I will write again and suggest a meeting. Please think of me seriously. 1
love you, Lisa, and everything else is utterly blotted out.

Your slave Danby

IMucemo JIpHOM, HammcaHHoe cectpe JmaHbl JIM3e, CONCPKHUT yxKe
NPUBOAMBILIEECS B IEPBOM IIPHUMEpE CIOBOCOYETAHUE a sense of destiny B
npemnoxenuu [ feel a sense of destiny here (‘3mech g omrymar mepct
cyns0b1’). JIPHOM BmroOwmics B JIuzy, Tak Kak oOHa BO MHOTHX
OTHOILICHUSIX HanoMmuHana emy ['BeH. CresyeT OTMETUTh, YTO B JAHHOM
OTPBIBKE UCIIONB3YIOTCS Takke dM(paTHIeCKue KOHCTPYKIIMU C TJIAroJIoM
do — I do love you and I do want to see you (‘51 ouenn mo0iro Bac n
oueHb xouy Bac Buets’) — s yeunenus 3¢ dekra npusnanus JoHOH.

Also in some vague yet evident way Lisa did need looking after. Diana
used to generalize about her sister. ‘She has somehow missed the bus of
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life.” ‘She is like someone who breaks his bones if he falls over.’ ‘She has
lost the instinct for happiness.” ‘She is a bird with a broken wing.’ Lisa
was graver, gaunter, darker than Diana and was usually taken to be the
elder sister.

Her appalled and frightened imagination could not now inhabit the
alternative. Once the dreadful fear of Miles's flight had become less it
began to seem to her a far worse and a far more difficult thing to accept
their sacrifice. It would have been better to be their victim. That at least
would have justified and made endurable the extreme jealousy and
resentment which she could not stop feeling, and which she fell
undiminished and intensified as she now saw Miles frantic-eyed at Kemps
ford Gardens, pacing and shuddering inside the walls of the house like a
creature in a cage. For her too the house, the garden, had become utterly
changed, a prison, a desolation. He could not expect her to be grateful,
even though he had in a sense behaved impeccably. That impeccable
behaviour tormented her almost more than anything. The situation
somehow demanded her gratitude in a way which humiliated her utterly.
How had they spoken of her? She had tried not to watch them. They could
have spent the days together outside the house while she, at home, sat
waiting for their judgment upon her — ‘You can't leave poor Diana.’
‘Poor Diana would break her heart.” ‘After all, she is your wife, Miles.
She has nothing but you.” ‘She is not strong, Lisa, and independent as you
are.” How
strangely she and Lisa had now changed places. Now it was Diana who
was the bird with the broken wing who would ever after be trailing her
feathers in the dust.

B mepBOM KOHTEKCTE ONMUCHIBAETCS OTHOMICHHE [IMaHBI K e cecTpe
Jluse xak K 4EIOBEKY OJUHOKOMY, HECUACTHOMY, HE TPUCIIOCOOICHHOMY
K ku3HU. OcoObIil MHTEpeC AJIs HAIllero aHaju3a mpeacTaBiser (pasza
She is a bird with a broken wing (‘OHa nTHLIa CO CIIOMaHHBIM KPBUIOM’).
Ortor o00pa3, Kak M3BECTHO, WCIONB3YETCS IS XapaKTePUCTHKH
CIIOMJICHHOTO 4eJIOBEKa.

Bo BTOpOoM OTpBIBKE aBTOP OMUCHIBAET COCTOSIHUE JIMaHbI IOCIIE TOTO,
KaKk OHa y3Hanma, 4yro Maiin3 momooun JIuzy. Ee coOcTBeHHBIH a0M
CTaHOBHTCS Ul HEE IOXOKUM Ha TIOPbMY, a Oe3ympedHOoe IOBEICHHE
My>Ka, KOTOPBIA OCTaJICA C HEH, MydaeT U yHWkaeT ee. [uana u JIuza
Tereps MOMEHSUINCh MecTamu: How strangely she and Lisa had now
changed places. Kax Mbl BUIUM, 3aKIII0YaeT JAaHHBIA OTPHIBOK Ta Ke
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¢dpaza, 4TO U B MPENBIAYIIEM KOHTEKCTE — the bird with the broken wing.
Ho tenepsr ona BcTpeuaeTcsi B yCHIIMTEIBHOM KOHCTPYKIMU Now it was
Diana who was the bird with the broken wing (‘Teneps umenHo Inana
cTaja MNTHIEH CO CIOMaHHBIM KpbUIoM’). Kpome TOro, OKUBISETCS
HOMHMHATUBHOC  3Ha4eHHWE CJoBa  bird, dYTO  TOMYCPKUBACTCS
yInoTpeOIeHHeM TaKUX TeMaTHYeCKH CBSI3aHHBIX C HUM CIIOB, Kak fo trail
(‘ramute, BoONOYMTH’), feathers (‘mepws’), the dust (‘meuip’) IS
XapaKTePUCTUKU PAHUMOH KEHIIUHBI, KOTOpasi U B OyIyIleM HE CMOXKET
OIIPABUTHLCSI OT MOTPSCEHHUSL.

Miles started writing poetry. He wrote easily. Huge chunks, great
complicated pieces, arrived complete. Images fluttered about him,
practically blinding him with their multiplicity. There is a grace of
certainty about being in love. There is a grace of certainty in art, but it is
very rare. Miles felt it now as he heard in poetry for the first time his own
voice speaking and not that of another. And he knew that the moment had
come at last when he could with humility call himself a poet. He had
waited long enough and he had tried to wait faithfully. Yet it seemed to
him now that he had simply not known how to wait, and that his attempts
to prepare himself for the great service into which he was now entered
had all been mistaken ones. He had strained and pulled and scratched
fretfully at the surfaces of life, while the great other watched and smiled.
What had availed him now, what had bundled him through the barrier
into the real world, this Miles knew too, but now that his life's work had
begun he averted his gaze. And more deeply and calmly he knew that
when the frenzy left him —for it could not last for ever — he would be left
with all the tools of his trade.

B nmamHOM mpumepe pedr uaeT o IOOMMOM 3aHsATHH Maiin3a, o
CMBICIIC €T0 >KU3HU — HAIMCAaHUM CTUXOB. M3 MpenpiayIiero KOHTEKCTa
pOMaHa YMTaTeNb y3HAET, YTO Maili3y He Bcerja yaaBajIoch IO3THIECKU
0T00pa3uTh TO, K 9YeMy OH CTPEMIJICS M 9TO OH CTpagai OT 3Toro. B
NPUBEACHHOM  BBIIE  OTPBIBKE MOTHB  CYABOBI  IIPHCYTCTBYET
MMIUTUIIUTHO, TOKa3bIBasi, YTO Korma Main3 ocrancs ¢ [(uanoil, emy
ObUIa JaHa CBBIIIEC BO3MOXXHOCTh CTAaTh HACTOSIIIAM TIO3TOM U B 3TOM €TO
UCTHHHOE TIpenHaszHaveHue: He wrote easily (‘OH mucal ¢ JeTKOCThIO’),
he heard in poetry for the first time his own voice speaking (‘BniepBbIe OH
CHBIIIAN B TO33WUU CBOM COOCTBEHHBIN roiioc’), the moment had come at
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last when he could with humility call himself a poet (‘HakOHEI TPUILIEIT
MOMEHT, KOT/la OH CKPOMHO MOT' Ha3bIBaTh ce0s TIOATOM ).

She tried to think about herself but there seemed to be nothing there.
Things can't matter very much, she thought, because one isn't anything.
Yet one loves people, this matters. Perhaps this great pain was just her
profitless love for Bruno. One isn't anything, and yet one loves people.
How could that be? Her resentment against Miles, against Lisa, against
Danby had utterly gone away. They will flourish and you will watch them
kindly as if you were watching children. Who had said that to her?
Perhaps no one had said it except some spirit in her own thoughts. Relax.
Let them walk on you. Love them. Let love like a huge vault open out
overhead. The helplessness of human stuff in the grip of death was
something which Diana felt now in her own body. She lived the reality of
death and felt herself made nothing by it and denuded of desire. Yet love
still existed and it was the only thing that existed.

3akiTo4aeT poMaH OTPBHIBOK, B KOTOPOM OIHMCBHIBAIOTCSI UYBCTBA U
MBICTY JIMaHbI 10 OTHOMICHUIO K OJM3KUM JIFOJISIM TIEPE]T JTUIIOM CMEPTH
Opyroro dYejoBeKa — yMHparomero bpyHo, K KOTOpOMy OHa dYacTo
NPUXOAWIA U K KOTOPOMY CHJIBHO IpuBsizaiack. Cyns0a mocnana Juane
CEepbe3HOE HCMbITAaHHE, W OHa BBbIIEpXKajga €ero, IPOCTHB BCEX
OKPY)KaIOIUX, TOJIIOOMB WX KaK JeTed M TeM CaMblM OYHCTHUB CBOIO
nymy: Yet love still existed and it was the only thing that existed
(‘CymectBoBana TOIBKO JTF000Bb, M TOJIHKO OHA OBbLIAa PEaTbHOCTHIO’).

JaHHBIe TIpUMEpPBl BO MHOTOM OTPaXar0T (HHIOCO(PCKHE BO33PCHUS
aBTOpa, ee¢ IMOHMMaHWE CyAhOBI Kak BBICIICH CHIIBI, BIMSIOIIEH Ha
JKU3HEHHBIN MyTb, B3TJISIbI U IOCTYIIKH €€ TepOeB.
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MeTaceMHOTHYECKOE 3ByYaHUE KAK YACTh aBTOPCKOIo
3aMbIcj1a B pomaHe A. Mepaok «Y4eHuk ¢puiiocodar»

B pomane Aiipric Mepnok «Yuenuk ¢unocoda» (The philosopher’s
pupil) dMTaTeNp HEPENKO CTANKHBAaCTCI C METAaCEMHUOTHYCCKHM
3ByyaHueM (pa3 U BBICKa3bIBAHMH Kak B pe4Yd aBTOpa, TaKk U B peyH
nepcoHaxkeil. Llenpro TaHHOM CTaThy SIBISCTCS PACCMOTPEHHE MOTOOHBIX
CITy4aeB.

OO0paTtumcst K mpuMepam:

'<...> I think Stella should have a quiet time to think it over. She's still
in a state of shock, she's sort of prostrate.’

'Stella prostrate? Never!' Brian admired Stella.

'Do you know, George hasn't been to see her since the first day?’

'George is demonic, like Alex,’ said Brian. 'He would feel it stylish not
to turn up, then it would seem inevitable.'

'"You keep saying he's a dull dog.’

'Yes, he's commonplace, a thoroughly vulgar fellow, like lago.’

'Like — really! But Alex isn't demonic, she's become much quieter, a
sort of recluse, 1 feel quite worried about her.’

Ocyxnast TmaBHOTO repost pomana xopmka Makkadpu B 6ecene co
cBoeil >xeHoH, ero Opar bpaitan Maxkkadpu cpaBHUBAeT MOBEACHUE
[xopmxka ¢ moBedeHHeM SIro, H3BECTHBIM NEPCOHAXKEM Tpareiuu
[Hekcrupa «Otemio». YoTpebiieHHe STON aJUTIO3HH METACEMUOTHYECKU
MOKA3bIBACT HEMPHUSA3HCHHBIC OTHOIICHHS MEXIYy OpaThsMH, YTO
JIOKa3bIBACT JANbHEUIINN TEKCT pOMaHa.

Brian was often irritable, sometimes angry, and (but this more rarely)
if he was very displeased he withdrew himself from Gabriel. This sulky
withdrawal, the result simply of his own ill-temper, he felt as a black iron
pain, an experience of hell, yet he could not inhibit this form of violence.
He did not display anger to Adam, but felt in his relation to his son a
terrible vague inadequacy, a sheer awkward embarrassed clumsiness
which distorted communication. Sometimes it seemed to him that Adam
understood this and came to him with deliberate olive branches, little
touching reassuring gestures of affection, which Brian found himself
accepting gracelessly as if he were being condescended to.
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B omamHOM ciiydae WCIONB3yeTCS HM3BECTHOC HWAMOMATHYECKOE
BEIpaxkeHHe «olive branch» (onvBKOBas BETBb Kak CHMBOJI Mupa). M3
KOHTEKCTa pOMaHa YHMTATeIbh Y3HACT, YTO UyBCTBUTEIbHBIA M PAHMMBbIN
colH bpaitana Anmam, UMes TOBEPUTEIIbHBIC OTHOIICHHUS C MaTepbio, HE
MOT HaWTH OOIIMH SI3BIK C OTLIOM. 31eCh ciioBocodyeTanue «olive branch»
yrmoTpeOssieTcss BO  MHOXKECTBEHHOM  YHCIE M ONPEACISIeTCS
npunarateibibiM - «deliberatey» (mpexHaMepeHHBINH), YTO TOKa3bIBaeT
HEOJHOKpPATHBIC 00yMaHHBIE MTOIBITKH MAJIbYHKA COJTH3UTHCS C OTIIOM.

Gabriel liked to be fully occupied. She enjoyed housework. She had
enjoyed preparing and arranging Stella's room and putting in daffodils.

Stella, lying on the sofa and looking at the way her upturned feet made
a bump in the chequered rug, felt altogether alienated from her
customary reality, or was perhaps realizing that she had not, and for
some time now had not had, any customary reality. She looked past Brian
at the tiny garden, the overlapping slats of the fence, some horrible
yellow daffodils jerking about in the wind. She very much wanted to cry.
She lifted up her head and hardened her eyes and wondered what on
earth she, she, was doing in this place among these people.

B cBs3aHHBIX KOHTEKCTax OIMCHIBAETCS BOCIPUATHE I[BETOB
I'aGpuans, xenoit bpaitana u Cremmnoi, xeHoi [kopaxka, KOTOPYIO OH
octaBmi. ['abpudITe MIOOUT MPHUPOAY, CBOH ITOM, M JJS HEE OTPOMHBIM
YIOBOJBCTBUEM SBIIETCS INPUTOTOBIEHHE KOMHAThl Uit Cremuibl U
ykpamenue e€ Hapuuccamu. Crenjia jke, BpEMEHHO OCTAaHOBMBILHUCH B
JIOME pOJCTBEHHHKOB, COBCEM IIO-WHOMY BOCIPHHHMMAET IBETHI: €U
JKEJIThlE HApLUCCHI, Pa3BEBAIOILUECS HAa BETPY, KaXyTCs Y)KaCHbIMHU, UTO
METaCEMHUOTHYECKH TOKa3bIBAET €€ OIyCTOLIEHHOCTh IOCJE pa3pbiBa C
MYKEM.

Father Bernard looked at Stella with his gentle inquisitive light brown
eyes and stroked back his fine girlish dark locks. He understood her
attitude to him perfectly. His visit, motivated by curiosity, was at least
partly pastoral as well. He did not think it impossible that he might
somehow at some time be of assistance to this interesting woman. He did
not mind running the risk of seeming an intrusive fool. In his view, people
in such matters erred more by not trying than by trying too much.
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He said in answer to Stella's remark, 'l know," and 'l just came by to
look at you, and to be looked at, like in the hospital. I too exist. A cat may
look at a queen.’

Cesmiennuk orer] bepnapa nanomunaer Ctemie 0o CBOEM CKPOMHOM
CyIIeCTBOBaHUM, OOBITpBIBasS HAHMOMYy «a cat may look at a king»
(cMOTpeTh HM Ha KOro He BO30paHSETCs; U MPOCThIC JHOIH UMEIOT CBOU
IpaBa B MPUCYTCTBHU BBICOKOIIOCTABICHHBIX JHII). [Ipy 3TOM KOMIIOHEHT
unroMebl «kingy» 3aMeHseTCs Ha TEMAaTHIECKU OJU3KUI 3JIEMEHT «queeny,
YTO AEMOHCTPUPYET BEIMYUE U LAPCTBEHHYIO KPACOTY FEPOHHHU.

John Robert had lived for so many years in the foggy space of his own
thoughts, never pausing, never resting, the prey of incessant anxiety,
carrying innumerable abstract interconnections inside his bursting head.
He could feel the billion electric circuits of his frenzied brain, and how
his mind strained and slipped like a poor overloaded horse. And was he
now to work as he had never worked before? Sometimes he seemed to
traverse vast heavens, sometimes to be enclosed in an iron ring, tied to
one place, rooted in one spot.

IToBectBYst 0 pabore ¢unocoda xoHa Pobepra PozanoBa, aBTOp
CPaBHHBAET €r0 YM C HECYACTHOW IIEPErpy:KCHHOM JIOMIAABI0 («a poor
overloaded horse»). JleficTBuTensHO, ynTaTeb y3HAET, uro Jxon Pobept
HE JIaBaj OT[bIXa YMY HaJ CBOUMH HAYYHBIMU UCCIICAOBAHUSIMH, YaCTO
He oOpallasi BHMUMAaHUS Ha OKPYKAIOIIUM MHpP WM pasapaxkasch Ha
MEMIAIONINX eMYy 3aHUMAThCS JTIOJICH.

'You ruined my life, you know. Do you know? If you hadn't
discouraged me just at that crucial moment I might have made something
of my life. I never recovered from your high standards. So you owe me
something!’

'l owe you nothing,' said John Robert, but he said it without animosity,
indeed without animation.

'Kant cared about his pupils. Not like Schlick. Kant looked after his
pupils years later -'

"You know nothing about Schlick.’

"You destroyed my belief in good and evil, you were Mephistopheles to
my Faust.'

"You flatter yourself.'
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Becenys c Ixonom Pobeprom Po3aHOBbIM, CBOUM OBIBIIMM YUUTEIEM
¢dunocodun, xopmx Makkadpu TOBOPUT O pa3pylIeHHH BEPhI B J0OPO
W 3JI0, O TOM, 4YTO y4wTenb Obul Meducrodpenem mns ero daycra,
UCIIOJIb3Ysl U3BECTHYIO amo3uto Ha «Dayct» I'éte. M3 Oonee mumpokoro
KOHTEKCTa pOMaHa YHTaTeNb y3HAaET, 9TO BO MHOI'OM TCUCHHE XH3HU
xopmka OBUTO HApPYIIEHO HM3-32 €r0 yUHUTEINs, KOTOPHIH HACTOSTEIBHO
COBETOBAJl €My He 3aHUMaThcs (uiocoduel, moguepkuBas, 4To y HEro
HET CIIOCOOHOCTEN K 3TOil HayKe.

Soon she would be eighteen. She felt unready for this or indeed any
other future. Had she a future? Or was the problem rather that she had
nothing else, an excess of future, white and unmarked and blank? Her
future. Could she own such a thing? One of the teachers talked about a
crisis of identity. Hattie had no identity and nothing as creative as a
crisis. She thought, I am nothing. I am a floating seed which a bird will
soon eat.

B mamnom mnpumepe BHyuka JxoHa PoGepra PoszanoBa Xertn
MeiiHenn cpaBHUBAET ce0si ¢ 3€pPHOM, KOTOPOE BCKOpPE CKIIOET NTHIA.
Oror MeTtaopuueckuit 00pa3 MOKa3bIBaeT HEYBEPEHHOCTH XPYITKOH
JEBYIIKH, CHPOTHI, TIOUTH HE BUAEBIICH Jie/la, B CBOMX CHJIAX M OyAyIIeM
(xots u puHAHCOBO OOecnieueHHOM J[>KoHOM PobGepTom).

In the Quaker Meeting House a profound silence reigned. Gabriel
McCaffrey loved that silence, whose healing waves lapped in a slow
solemn rhythm against her scratched and smarting soul. The sun was
shining through wind-handled trees outside, making a shifiing decoration
of yellow spear-heads upon the white wall. The room was otherwise bare
of adornment, a big handsome high-ceilinged eighteenth-century room,
with tall round-headed windows.

[lapuBiias B J0Me THIIMHA OMUCHIBACTCS B BOCIPHATHH [ aOpuaib
Maxkkappu kak moToK. llenmeOHbIC BOJMHBI OE3MOJBHUS OKYTHIBAIOT
TOP)KECTBEHHBIM  pUTMOM €  HWCTEp3aHHY0  JIyIIy. 310
METaCeMHOTHYECKOEe OIMMCAaHHEe CYIISCTBEHHO, TaK KaK IOKa3bIBaeT
71r000Bb TEPOUHH K YEHUHEHHUIO, €€ TOHKYIO PAHUMYIO AYIIY.

John Robert was never sure later on exactly when he had begun to
notice Hattie; perhaps not until she was about eight or nine, and her
mother, whom she had been so drearily 'part of ', was already dead. She
was a solemn child, aloof and shy, but, unlike Amy, not patently
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intimidated. She had Whit's Icelandic mother's stone-blue eyes and silver-
gilt hair. But in the totality of her face and tenure she resembled Linda.
John Robert's heart had long ago been walled up and frozen; or rather
his heart had become an intellectual organ and it was as such that it
could beat strongly and warmly.

B nanHOM ciydae mokaszano otHouieHue J[»kona Pobepra Po3zanoBa k
cBoell BHyuke Xertu: cepaune ¢miocoda, mo MeTadhopUIECKOMY
ONpeeNIeHUI0, TaBHO ObUIO 3aMypOBAaHO W 3aCThUJIO WJIM, CKOpee, OHO
CTaJIO OPTaHOM HMHTEIUIEKTa, HO BCE )K€ MPH BOCIIOMHHAHHWHU O JCBYILIKE
Ha4YMHAJIO B3BOJHOBAHHO OUTHCS U OTTAUBAJIO.

Of course Tom had, even in the company of the agreeable Anthea,
very odd secret thoughts in his head. In fact he was worrying and
annoying himself into a frenzy. He thought he could actually see lines
appearing on his forehead. The ridiculous misbegotten interview with
Hattie had left a painful throbbing scar upon Tom's soul. Tom was
accustomed to an unscarred soul; an aspect of his cheerful temperament
was indeed a calm modest sunny little self-satisfaction of which he
allowed himself to be aware as harmless.

B maHHOM KOHTEKCTE OMHCHIBAIOTCS TepexkuBanus Toma Makkadpu
10 MOBOJY €ro HeyJaauyHoi BcTpeun ¢ XeTTu MeiiHemn. Dta BcTpeuda
ocTaBujia OOJIE3HEHHBIM BOJHYIOLIUI OTIEYATOK, Clie] B JIyIIe MO3Ta U
HaunHatoniero nucarens. CrnoBocouetanue «a painful throbbing scar»
0e3yCII0BHO ABIISIETCS METACEMUOTHYECKH HACBHIILIEHHBIM, TaK KaK Jajiee B
TEKCTe UIET yTOYHEHHUE, 9TO TOM IMPUBBIK UMETh IyIIy 0e3 pyOIlOB HIIH
mpamoB («an unscarred soul») wu3-3a CBOEro JKHU3HEPAIOCTHOTO
Xapakrepa.

'And if George were cured, "exhausted" as you said, if he were weak
and pale like a grub in an apple, docile, would he still interest you? Don't
you rather like the waiting?’

'Sometimes [ feel as if George were a fish I'd hooked... on a long long
line ... and I let him run ... and run ... and run ... What a terrible image.’

O6pa3 Ixopmka Makkadpu Kak pblIObl, OONTarONICHCs Ha YI0YKE, B
pean ero xkeHbl CTeIUTBl (YHKIHMOHHPYET HA METaCEMHOTHYECKOM
YpOBHE M TIOKa3bIBa€T BIIACTHBIM W CUJIBHBIM Xapaktep CrTeibl,
CIIOCOOHOM YIPaBIIATh MYyKEM.
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'Nothing happened between me and Mrs Sedleigh,’ said Tom. ' You
know that. You're confusing everything, because you want to cover up
your own beastly crimes.’

' don't know what you did with Rozanov's little girl,' said George, 'but
it certainly looks as if you behaved like a cad and she behaved like a -'

'Stop," said Tom.

"You can't now claim to be a defender of her honour. Isn't it strange?
It seems that Tom can do anything and still be Sir Galahad, and any
ordinary mistake of mine is labelled a crime. You heard him just now
talking about my crimes.’

oxopmk Makkadpu cpaBHHBaeT cBoero Opata Toma ¢ cIpom
lamaxagom, peIliapeM Kpyrioro crona Kopodisi Aprypa. OTa aimo3us
SIBISICTCSI CHMBOJIOM Oaropozctsa. J>Kopaxk coobmaer o ToM, 4To BeE,
gro Obl HU chenan ToM, BOCHPUHHMACTCS CEMBEH Kak OIaropomHoe
MIOBEJICHUE, B TO BpeMsl Kak Jrobas ommOka /Ixopmka paccMaTpuBaeTcs
KaK MpEeCTyIICHHE.

Takum 006pa3oM, METaCEMHOTHIECKOE (PYHKIIMOHUPOBAHHUE OMMCAHUHN
aBTopa ¥ BBICKa3bIBaHW TEPCOHAXKEH MpUmaloT pomaHy Oolee
YTOHYEHHBIN (HTocodCKuii XapakTep.
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OTBJIe4eHHBbIE CylIeCTBUTEIbHBIE ¢ cy(Pukcom -ness B
pomane AHuTHI BpykHep «B3risinu Ha MeHsD»

Ha mocnemyromux crpanunax Ha Matepuaie poMana A. bpykaep
«B3risian Ha MeHs» (Brookner A. Look at Me. Penguin Books, 1993)
OyoyT  pacCMOTpPEHbl  HEKOTOpble  ciydan  (YHKIHOHHPOBAHHUS
OTBJICUCHHBIX CYIIECTBUTENBHBIX ¢ cyddurcom -ness. Kak mokasemaroT
WCCIICIOBAHMS, «CYIICCTBUTEIBHBIC HA -NEsS, 10 CPaBHEHUIO CO CJIOBaMHU
OOIIEUTEPaTYPHOTO SI3bIKa, OOPA30BAHHBIMKU OT OJHOW U TOW K€ OCHOBBI
NPUIIAraTelIbHOrO C TOMOIIBI0 JPYIUX CJIIOBOOOPA30BATENbHBIX CPE/CTB,
OTIMYAIOTCS  OoNiee  SPKO  BBIPAKEHHBIMH  OKCIIPECCUBHO-3MOIMOHATEHO
OlleHOYHbIMH ~ co3HadeHusiMu  (Jleomna H.JI. OHTONOrHMs OTBIICYEHHBIX
CYIIECTBUTEIBHBIX C CY(DPUKCOM -Ness B COBPEMEHHOM aHIJIMICKOM SI3bIKE:
Agtoped. ... kauz. ¢pwion. H. M., 1990).

There is absolutely no need for me ever again to pretend that
everything is all right. It is not, nor was it ever. It was unendurable, and |
trained myself to endure it. The sad and patient virtues that seem to be
enshrined in the very fabric, the very furnishings of this flat — the
flightiness of its details battling unsuccessfully against the gravity of its
overall demeanour — none of this has any further part to play in my
existence. The blamelessness that flourished within these walls left us all
deficient in vices with which to withstand the world, deficient in the sort
of knowledge that protects and patronizes one's ventures.

I could of course see that she might be attracted to James, but |
dismissed the possibility of this becoming a serious problem. Alix was, as
she constantly told us, totally fulfilled in her marriage, and in any case |
did not see how she could expect me to defer to her on this point. It was
also probable that she was attracted by James's innocence, by the
piquancy of a masculinity that had not been squandered. But I, who knew
the depths of that innocence, and also its strength when it was shared,
doubted her ability to break a bond which in fact she could not
understand. It was her genuine bewilderment at our blamelessness that
caused her to ask so many questions. And when deprived of answers, she
had decided, quite logically, to resort to closer methods of observation.
Yet I knew that our simplicity would always escape her. I knew that
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James and I had recognized this quality in each other, that it was our
common knowledge, and that, so long as it remained so, we were safe.

B stux mpumepax ymoTpeOnseTcs OTBICYCHHOE CYIIECTBHTEIBLHOE
blamelessness ‘0Ge3ynpedHocTs’, 00pa3oBaHHOE OT TMPUIIAraTeIHLHOTO
blameless ‘6e3ynpednsrii’.

B nepBoM mpumepe ONUCHIBAETCS OTHOLICHWE TIJIABHOW TE€POUMHU
pomana ®pencuc XUHTOH K CTapol KBapTHUpE, B KOTOPOW OHA KUBET
BCIO CBOIO >XU3HB. llpm 3TO 00pa3 noMa CBS3BIBAE€T TEPOMHIO C €€
OpOUUIBIM (37€Ch KWW €€ POJUTENH), a TaKKe CUMBOJU3UPYET ee
HBIHCIIHIOK JKU3HBb, C KOTOPOH reporHs OOJNBIIE HE XOYET MHPHUTHCS.
CyIecTBUTENLHOE blamelessness YCHITUBACT a¢ ekt
MPOTUBOIIOCTABIIEHUs] ~ BHYTpeHHero wmupa DpeHcuc, dYeloBeka
00pa30oBaHHOTO M YTOHYEHHOTO, U MHpa BHEIIHErO, CTaJKUBATbCS C
KOTOpbIM DpeHCHC MOpOoi OBIBACT OYCHB TSKEIO.

Bo BTOpOM KOHTEKCTE TO K€ CYIIECTBUTEIHHOE HCIOIB3YEeTCS IS
TOrO, 4TOOBI MMOKAa3aTh OTHOIICHWE IMOJPYTH TJIABHON TePOMHH AJIMKC
Opesep k npyxbe dpencuc u JxeiiMca DHCTEW. AIMKC — CBETCKas
TbBUIIA, HO HENIyOOKWH 4YeloBEeK, OHa HE CIOCOOHA IOHATH
‘0e3ynpedHoCcTh’, YHCTOTY oTHOImeHnd dpencuc u JxeliMca U TO3TOMY
3a/1aeT CIUILKOM MHOT'O BOIIPOCOB, BMEIIMBASACH B UY)KYIO KU3Hb.

B aByx mocnenmyrommx mprMepax yHOTpeOsieTcsl CyIEeCTBHTEIFHOE
clear-sightedness, oOpa3zoBaHHOe OT mnpuiIaratenpbHoro clear-sighted
‘MPOHULATEIbHBIHN, JaIbHOBUIHBIN .

1 set out for Miss Morpeth's flat on that Sunday afternoon in a mixed
mood of deep exasperation and unpleasant clear-sightedness. The
exasperation was merely the ultimate manifestation of my feeling for, or
rather against, Miss Morpeth, and the perpetuation of this ridiculous duty
for which I had not volunteered. As one sometimes tries harder with
people whom one heartily dislikes, if only in order to hide that dislike
from the other person and from oneself, I tried exceptionally hard with
Miss Morpeth. I sacrificed one Sunday afternoon a month to her, and |
answered the same questions every time I saw her.

The unpleasant clear-sightedness of which I spoke came from my
determination to make Miss Morpeth — and indeed everyone else — pay
for the penalties they exacted from me. If Miss Morpeth was going to bore
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me stiff, then Miss Morpeth was going to be used as material. I would
write Miss Morpeth into my system of things: she would become a
‘character', and in due course I would, by virtue of this very process, gain
the upper hand.

O06a KOHTEKCTa B pOMaHE CIEAYIOT OJUH 3a JPYTUM U TECHO
B3auMOCBsA3aHbl. OHU MOKa3bIBalOT oTHOoUeHue dpeHcuc XUHTOH K ee
BHU3HUTaM K MHCC MopIieT — HeMOJIOIOH AaMe, ¢ KOTOPOH KOTJa-To OHU
BMecTe pabotamn. VIHTEpeCHBIM TPEICTABISIETCS  HEOXXHIAHHOE
coYeTaHHWEe CYIICCTBHTENHHOTO clear-sightedness ¢ mpuiaratenbHBIM
unpleasant ‘HEPHUATHEII, TPOTUBOPEYAIIEE, COTJIACHO CIIOBAPSIM, y3YCY.
[Ton BO3meiicTBHEM KOHTEKCTa JAHHOE CYIICCTBHUTENBHOE NMpHOOpeTaeTt
aITepCHTHBIC TIEHOpPATUBHBIE KOHHOTAIMU, BEIb MOJAOOHBIC BU3UTHI HE
JocTaBisitoT OpeHcruc HUKAKOW pajlocTd, PYTHHA ITHX BCTPEY TATOTHUT
TEPOMHIO.

So as 1 stood in the slightly dingy beige and green hallway of Miss
Morpeth's block of flats I performed some sort of surgery on myself and
eliminated all feelings save those of mockery and judgment. I registered
somewhere, but far away in my mind, that this was a terrible and decisive
moment, and that I might never again recover my wholeness. But that
wholeness now seemed to me so damaged that it was simply a question of
safety, of survival, to protect the ruins, much as certain areas of faulty
pavement are cordoned off while workmen heat and melt tar for
resurfacing. If I could not ordain what went on below the surface, I would
see that what was presented to the public gaze was unmarked. I seemed to
have to go through this whole cycle of despair and resolution on an
average of once every five minutes, and as [ fished Miss Morpeth's
Christmas present — an expensive silk scarf - out of my bag, I had to will
the weakness away yet again. But by the time I rang the bell I was on the
look-out once more, and I was prepared to be deadly.

B pmamHOM ciydae peub OmsTh 0oA€T O BH3MTE DpPEHCHC K MHCC
Moprier, HO B LEHTpe BHHMaHHUS aBTOpA OKa3bIBACTCS IMOLIMOHAIBHOE
COCTOSIHHE TJIABHOM TI'ePOMHH, KOTOpas HE MOXET OOpecTH AyLIeBHOE
paBHOBecue  mocie pa3monBku ¢ JDkedimcom. [lpu 3tom aBTOp
UCIIOJIE3YET OKKa3HOHAIEHOE CYIIECTBUTEJIEHOE wholeness,
oOpa3oBaHHOE OT TMpwiarateldbHOro whole ‘Lenblii, HEBpEAMMEIii .
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JlaHHOE CYIIeCTBUTENBEHOE HE PETHCTPUPYETCSI MHOTHMH CIIOBApSIMH (€ro
HET, HampuMep, B pPENpuHTHO mnepeusnanHoM B Jlenmu B 1988 romy
cnoBape New Webster’s Dictionary, conmepxkamiem 158 000 crmoBapHBIX
crateii). PaccmarpuBaeMoe cymiecTBHTENbHOE 0€3yCIOBHO IpUOOpeTaeT
AMOIMOHATIFHO-IKCIPECCUBHYIO OKPACKY, TaK KaK MOCIEAYIOMNN TEKCT
co00IIaeT YUTaTeTI0 O TOM, YTO ISl TEPOMHH OBUIO OYCHb BA)KHBIM
COXPAHHUTH XOTSI ObI OCKOJKHM 3TOW IENBHOCTH, YTOOBI BBDKHTH (it was
simply a question of safety, of survival to protect the ruins).

And all I had found was that 1 was more incapacitated by the
spectacle of normal happiness, no, not even that, of normal satisfaction,
than by that of loss, of despair, and of acceptance. For there is something
repellent in the spectacle of another's naked misery; it does not
encourage friendship. One runs away from it.

And yet there is a special loneliness that comes from contemplating
the opposite, particularly when it is so carelessly displayed to one. I
walked across the park in the darkness, frightened less of the emptiness
around me than of the emptiness within.

B nanHOM mpuMepe Toka3aHa ciieHa Bo3BparmeHus dpeHcuc oMo
Hociie TOro, Kak OHA Yy3HajIa O TpekpameHun ee c JxeiimMcom
oTHoueHuil. IIpy ommcaHMM ee OYHIEBHOTO COCTOSIHHS MCIIOJIB3YeTCs
CyIIECTBUTENIFHOE  emptiness ‘mycrota’.  IlporuBomocraBneHue
coueTaHuil emptiness around u emptiness within, mycToTsl BHeIIHEH n
IIyCTOTHl BHYTPEHHEH, NPHOOPETaeT METaceMHOTHYECKOE 3By4aHHE, a
JYIIEBHOW OIyCTOLIEHHOCTH TepOoMHsA OouTcs OoJjplie BHEIIHEH
IYCTOTBI, TaK KaK OHA BHOBb CTAHOBHTCS OJMHOKOH B 3MOIMOHAIEHOM
IUIaHe.

Of course, my status would be changed. I would be humbler, more
subordinate. That was the price to be paid. And I would pay it. But if, at
the same time, I were to make notes for a sativical novel... ? If they were
to meet their fate at my hands, and all unknowing, would this not be a
very logical development? The idea excited me and put an end to my
musings. Already I could feel that chemical sharpness beginning to take
command, and 1 switched off that inward eye, which is called,
erroneously, in my opinion, the bliss of solitude, and switched on the
outer one, focusing once again on the white wardrobes with sliding
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doors, the edges of which were picked out in gold, the oyster satin
curtains, the fluffy white bedside rugs, the pink quartz elephant bookends,
the pink opaline bowl! of pot pourri on the dressing table, the silver-
backed brushes, and the small cut-glass tray with its pink velvet pin
cushion and ivory-handled manicure set.

B nmaHHOM OTpBIBKE, B3SITOM C TIOCIEAHUX CTPaHHI pPOMaHa,
omuchBaeTcs  pemenne  ®DpeHcuc, 00JNamaBIICH — JTUTEPATYPHBIM
JapoBaHMEM, HalUcaTh caTUpuyeckuit poman. [Ipu aTom ynorpebisiercs
coderanue chemical sharpness — ‘XummYeckas TOYHOCTBH', KOTOpas
HAaYMHAET OpaTh BEpX B €€ CO3HAHHM M KOTOpas MOMOXET €H TOYHO
n300pa3uTh MepcoHaked B cBoeM OyaymieMm mpowusBeneHuu. [lomyTHO
OTMETHM HHTEPECHOE OOBITPHIBAHKE IIUTATHI U3BECTHOTO CTUXOTBOPCHHUS,
OykBanpHO 3ByUaieit: For oft, when on my couch I lie / In vacant or in
pensive mood, / They flash upon that inward eye / Which is the bliss of
solitude... (Wordsworth W. The Daffodils). I'epounss mbiTaeTcs
MEPEKITIOYUTECS. CO CBOEr0 BHYTPEHHETO COCTOSHUS CTPaJaHus W
OJIMHOYECTBA Ha TBOPYECKYIO JIESTEIbHOCTb.

Takum 00pa3oM, KCIOIB30BAHHUE OTBIICUCHHBIX CYIIECTBUTENIBHBIX C
cybpukcom  -ness B poMaHe, NPUOOPETAOIUX  HEPEAKO
METaCEMHOTUYECKUE XaPAKTEPUCTUKU, BHOCUT CBOW BKJIAJl B PACKPHITHE
ACTETUYECKOT0 3aMbICiia aBTOPA.
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AJTIO3MBHOCTDH XYA07K€CTBEHHOI'0 TEKCTa AHHMTBI
bpykHep

ITo yOexneHWI0 HM3BECTHOIO aMEPUKAHCKOTO JIMTEpaTypoBeAa H
OCHOBATEJIA ¢dboHIa Core Knowledge Foundation (cm.
http://www.coreknowledge.org/) mpocdeccopa Dpuka Jonanpma Xwupria,
«KyIbTypHasT TPaMOTHOCTh, B OTJIHYME OT MNPOGECCHOHATEHON
KOMIICTCHIIMY, BKJIIOYaeT B cebS Te 3HAHUS, KOTOpBIE, Kak
IpEAIoNaracTcsi, M3BeCTHH BceM. <...> Ha »3Tux oO0mmx 3HaHUSIX
OCHOBBIBACTCSI BECh HAIll OOIICCTBEHHBIN OUCKYypC. DTH OOIIue 3HAHHS
MO3BOJISIIOT HAaM OCMBICJIEHHO 4YHUTaTh Ta3eThl, CJIyllaTh HOBOCTH,
o0marecs ¢ KONJIeTaMH W HadalbHUKAMH M JaKe IO3BOJIIIOT HaM
pacckaspiBaTh JIpyr JIpyry aHekmote» [14, c¢. x-xi]. Ilostomy
MOJTHOLIEHHOE OCBOEHHUE UYXKOTO A3bIKa HEMBICIMMO 0€3 3HAaKOMCTBa C
gyxoi Kynbrypoil. IIpodeccop O.C. AxmaHoBa, MHOrO JeT
BO3TJIABISIBINASL Kaeapy aHTIHICKOTO SI3BIKO3HAHMS (DPHIIOIOTHIECKOTO
¢dakynerera MI'Y umvenn M.B. JlomonocoBa, Bema B 70—80 romsr
OpOHUIOr0  CTOJIETHS  CHEIHMaJbHBIA  CEeMHHAp Ui MOJIOJBIX
npenoaBareneil, MOCBAMICHHBINA OOBITPHIBAHUIO M3BECTHBIX ITUTAT, CM.
[9, c. 196-197]. [lo muuumaruBe mnpodeccopa O.C. AxmaHOBOH eé
miaammme koiierd M.B. T'to66ener u JI.B. BonapipeBa moaroToBUan 1
W3/1aly CIICIMAJIbHBIN CIIOBaph aHIVIMMCKUX JUTEPATypHBIX IUTaT [2],
AaKTUBHO WCIIOJIb3yeMblii B ydeOHOM mporecce, cM. [1]. O BaxxHOCTH
MPEOJOJICHUs, MOMUMO Oapbepa COOCTBEHHO S3BIKOBOTO, TaKXke U
«KyIBTYpHOTO Oaphepay HE yCTaeT HAIIOMHHATh OCHOBATeNb (haKyIbTeTa
WHOCTPAaHHBIX SI3BIKOB W peruoHoBeneHuss MI'Y mpodeccop A.I'. Tep-
Munacoga, cp. [11, c. 49].

AJUTIO3MBHOCTE ~ HACTOJBKO ~ IIMPOKO  pacmpocTpaHeHa B
AHIIIOS3BIYHON JIMHTBOKYNBTYpE, UTO MBI OOHApyXWBaeM €€ MpUMEpHI
Jake B aMEPUKAHCKHX BECTepHaX — MPOU3BEICHHSIX, PACCUMTAHHBIX
OTHIOZb HE Ha BBICOKOJIOOBIX HWHTEIUICKTyanoB. Hampumep, B camom
Hayvase kiaccuiyeckoro BectepHa 1939 rona «lummkancy ankoroink byn
yKa3blBaeT Ha JOMOXO34HKy, KOTOpas TOJBKO YTO BBILIBBIpHYJa Ha
YIMIy ero MOXHTKH, U Jiexiamupyer ¢ dyBcTBoM: «Is this the face that
wrecked a thousand ships...». ®@uibM OYeBHUAHBIM 00pa3oM CHAT B
pacdeTe Ha JIOfEil, KOTOPBIE HE TOJIBKO OTO3HAIOT UTATY M3 Mhechl X VI
Beka «Jlokrop ®ayct» Kpucropepa Mapiao, HO U OLEHAT ee

48



OOBIrpbIBaHUE, Cp. MUCXOAHBIN cTHX: «Was this the face that launched a
thousand ships...» [3, c. 13].

JleficTBUTENBHO, Yy AHTIIMACKUX M aMEPUKAaHCKHUX aBTOPOB OYEHBb
4acTo pedyb HIET HE MPOCTO 00 OTCHUIKE K WU3BECTHOMY KYIBTYPHOMY
(heHomMeHy, HO W 00 OOBITPHIBAHMHM COOTBETCTBYIOIICH y3HaBacMOM
€IMHUIIBL, YTO XapaKTEPHO KaK JJIS aHTJIOS3BIYHON MPECCHI [S], Tak U JIst
AHTJIOA3BIYHOM Xy0’KECTBEHHOM TUTEepaTypsl [7].

AJITIO3WU WTPAIOT BaXHYIO POJb B mpousBeaeHusx B. Bymsd [4], C.
Moowma [6], dx. daymza [10], I1. Axkpoiina u . bapuca [13].

He uckniouenuem cran u poman AHUTH bpykHep «Me3anbsHe. Tak,
B CBsi3u ¢ 00Opa3oM TIIIaBHOW TepowHM pomMaHa bnanm BepHoH MBI
BCTPEUYaEMCsl B MHOT'OUHMCIIEHHBIMU AJUTIO3USIMM, OTCHUIAIOLIMMH Hac K
POMAHTHYECKOW JKUBOIHCH, K OHOJEHCKHUM TEKCTaM, K aHTHYHOM
mudonoruu u ¢unocodpuu. I[lpu 3TOM BO BHYTPEHHUX MOHOJIOTaxX
TepOMHH U B €€ peIuInKax OHN (QYHKIIMOHUPYIOT HEOAMHAKOBO. B mepBom
ciydae pedb HJET O «CEphe3HOM» YIOTPEOICHNH aJlTF03UH, Cp.:

The sun is God, said the painter Turner. In the uncertain light of these
uncertain days, her thoughts turned to images of an illusory but brilliant
heat, the sky turned to whiteness, the air dry and filled with scent, the
whine of a passing vehicle receding as the afternoon emptied and
discouraged movement. She thought of the evenings of these imaginary
days, the sun intensifying into redness, the sky cooling to a light bright
green, and then to a white that seemed laid over indigo.

brnanm  BepHOH  BCIOMHMHAeT  HW3BECTHBIE  CJIOBA  MacTepa
pomanTHueckoro neinszaxka XIX Beka Yunbsima TEpHepa, KapTHHBI
KOTOPOT'O OTJIMYAIOT HEOOBIYHBIC IBETOBBIC 3(PQeKThI, (haHTacMaropus
Kpacok, IepeIarolue IpaMaTnieckyo 00pp0y mpupogHbIX cTuXui [8]. B
co3HaHuu biiaHil Bo3HHMKAeT ranepesi CMEHAIOIUX APYT Apyra LBETOBBIX
o0pa3oB: crensias MoyyneHHas OelM3HAa OKpallMBaeTcs Ha 3akare B
aiple TOHA, OTOM TPaHCHOPMUPYIOMIASCS B CBEPKAIOIIMHA U3YMpPYI H,
HAKOHEell, B OTTEHKU WHAWUrO. DTH sSpKue 00pa3bl BHYTPEHHEro MHpa
TEPOMHU PE3KO KOHTPACTUPYIOT (BCIIOMHUM MPUHLHUI «POMAHTUYECKOTO
JBOEMHUPHS») C OKPYKAIOMNM €€ peaJlbHBIM MHPOM — C XOJIOJHBIMH
aTPEeNIbCKUMHE JHSIMH, C OJJMHOYECTBOM OpPOIICHHOW MY)KEM >KEHIIUHEI.

Blanche reflected on the wholesomeness of Mrs Duff, her extreme
remoteness from the world of business activity, from the technological
expertise, the sheer boldness, of Bertie’s new friend. Like the virtuous
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woman in the Old Testament, Mrs Duff supervised all the goings out and
the comings in. Her husband, when he left in the morning, knew that
when he reached the end of the street, she would be standing at the
window or on the little balcony to wave, following him with anxious
brown eyes. And that when he returned in the evening it would be to a
warm kiss and the aroma of a serious meal.

Cocenka repounu muccuc [dadd, w30 mHI B A€HB MPOBOMKAFOIIASL
CBOEro My)ka IO yTpaMm M BCTpeyalollas ero 1o Beuepam IoLelyeM U
TOPSTYMM YXXHHOM, BOCIIpUHUMaeTcs biaHn kak «OiarodecTrBas skeHa»
Berxoro 3aBera — CHMBOJ MNPaBWIBHOTO YKJIaJna, OCCKOHEYHO
YIAJEHHOTO OT COBPEMEHHBIX TEXHOJOTMH U HOBBIX MOAPYKEK
HEBEPHOT'O My>Ka TePOUHH.

‘What did you have for lunch?’ Blanche would say. For she was not
surprised at the way things had turned out. If, as Plato says, all
knowledge is recollection, she had always known that she would fail in
this particular contest, for her own plainness as a child had caused her to
look longingly at the delighted smiles bestowed on other, prettier little
girls, and she had wished in vain to have a tantrum of her very own.

WNwmsa Ilnatona, yueHue KOTOPOTro O BTOPUYHOCTH OKPYXKAIOIIEH Hac
JOEHCTBUTEIBHOCTH 110 OTHOIIGHHIO K IIEPBHYHOMY MHpPY HICH
OKa3bIBa€TCS CO3BYYHBIM HacTpoeHusiM branm Bepnon, He pa3
BCTpEYaeTcs B poMaHe.

Uro ke KacaeTcsl peIuIuK TepOMHH, TO B HUX AJIIO3UHU, KaK MPaBUIIO,
MIOMEINAIOTCS B CHI)KEHHBIN KOHTEKCT, HPOHUYIECKU 0OBITphIBaroTcs. [Ipn
9TOM pe4Yb MOXKET HMATH Kak O JIeTKOM J100poXkenaTeslbHO-
CHHCXOJUTEIFHON WPOHUU, B IIEJIOM XapaKTEPHOW Ui OpUTAHCKOW
KyJIbTyphl [12], Tak 1 00 HPOHUU S3BUTENIBHOM, TEPEXOIAIICH B capKasM,
Cp. TIOCITIEAYIONIIE TPUMEPHI:

Blanche laughed. ‘I wish I could have an analyst who would stop me
doing things like this,” she said. ‘Is she very expensive? She sounds as if
she is worth every penny you pay her. By the way, what does Sally live
on? No, don’t answer that. She is like Danae with the shower of gold.
Money falls from the sky.’

Bbiianm BepHoH MOKpOBUTENBCTBYET CBOel 3HakoMoW Cauin U Jaxe
MaTepHaIbHO MOAIEPKUBAET €€, OMHAKO MTOCTETIEHHO Pa304apOBBIBACTCS
B HEM.
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‘That is hardly my fault, is it? Anyway, what do you do that is so
arduous? What have you done today, for example, except put on that
absurd shirt, in Fulham, and drive to the office? Have you been down to
Hell and brought back Cerberus on a triple chain? Have you shot the
Stymphalian birds? Have you delivered Hesione from the sea monster?
Have you impregnated the fifty daughters of Thespius?’

B nannom otpeiBke brmanm BepHon mnoaTpyHuBaeT Hag MyKeM,
OJTHOBPEMEHHO HaMeKasi Ha €r0 HEBEPHOCTb.

‘Mousie would like it very much if you would come to dinner one
evening. As you know, we are going away soon and I shan't see you for
some time.’

‘Oh, I don’’t think so,’ said Blanche. ‘I am not sophisticated enough to
be able to tolerate such a civilized arrangement. I might make an
injudicious remark or start raving on about Henry James.’

‘I think we have heard of Henry James, you know, although of course
I rely on your good taste not to embarrass Mousie.’

You would be very unwise to count on my good taste,’ said Blanche.
‘I am trying to get rid of it. I plan to become dangerous and subversive.
Do not look to me to be Millie Theale. A silly girl, I always thought. She
should have bought that rotter outright. What else is money for?’

Kak wmpr Bugmm, bmanm BepHon B moctatouHo peskoir ¢opme
OTKAa3bIBACTCSl WTPATh B OJaropojiCTBO 1O OTHOIICHHIO K JIIOOOBHUIIC
CBOETO My)Xa U MPOHHUYHO OT3BIBAETCS O CMEPTENIFHO OONBHOU TeporHE
pomana T'enpu [Ixerimca «Kpbutbss romyOkm» Mwmm Twir, kotopasd,
y3HaB, 4TO €€ KEHHX Ha CaMOM Jiejie JIIOOUT COBCEM JIPYTYIO KEHIIUHY, a
JKEHUTbCd Ha M coOupaercss Jumbe u3-3a €€ OoraTcrsa,
OTKAa3bIBAETCSl OT 3aMY)KECTBA, 3aBEIIaB CBOCH CONEpHHUIIC U OBIBIIEMY
JKEHUXY BCE CBOE OTPOMHOE COCTOSIHUE.

Wrak, amuiro3uu WrpaioT BaXKHYIO POJb B XYAO0XKECTBEHHOM TEKCTE
Anutel bpykHep, mpu 3TOM cieayeT OTiaM4yaTrh X YyHoTpeOlIeHHE BO
BHYTPEHHHX MOHOJIOTaX PEIUIMKax TepOMHH U B e€ OOpaIIeHHBIX K
coOCCEeHUKY peIUIMKAaX: €cI B IEpPBOM CIy4ae pedb HAET O

«CECPBEZHOM» yHOTpCGJ'ICHI/II/I a.]'[J'IIO3PII71, TO BO BTOpOM — 00 wux
UPOHUYECKOM OOBITPHIBAHUU.
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IMmdaTu3zanus BbICKa3bIBAHUA KAK CTHINCTHYCCKHI
npuém B pomane A.°Konan Jloitist «3aTepsiHHbBIN MUpP»

Poman A.°Konan [Moinsg  «3aTepsHHBIN MI/Ip»1 u3zo0miyer
yIOTPeOICHUEM Pa3IYHBIX CPEACTB 3M(DATH3AIUU BRICKA3BIBAHIS — KaK
TPaMMAaTHYECKUX U JEKCHIECKUX, TaK U KyIbTyPHO-UCTOPUIECKHUX.

Lenbro HacTOAIIEH CTATHH SABJISACTCS PACCMOTPEHHE 3TUX CPEJICTB KaK
ABTOPCKUX MPUEMOB U HX CUCTEMATU3AIIMSL.

[Ipexne Bcero aBTOp HEPEAKO YHOTPEOSET IMUPOKO H3BECTHHIC
sMpaTHIECKe KOHCTPYKIWH, HampHMep OOpa30BaHHBIE C ITOMOIIBIO
rarona «to do» (e.g. I do believe; 1 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, 1
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."

Creoytowue npumepwi 0eMOHCMPUPYIOM UCnoIb308aHUe
amepamuueckoii koncmpyxkyuu It is (was)...that (who) — xax pas, moavxo,
monvko mozoa (e.g. you say Jim is in London now. It was only yesterday

! Conan Doyle A. The Lost World. — Saint-Petersburg: Chimera Classics, 2001
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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):

"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. I 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 together down the passage.

Crnenyromield JTOCTaTOYHO IIMPOKO HCIONIB3YeMOH 3MpaTHIeCKOn
KOHCTPYKIIMEH SIBIISICTCS MHBEPCHUs — OOpATHBIA MOpPSIoK 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):

"I 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.

1 could have torn my hair and beaten my head in my despair. Only
now did [ realize how I had learned to lean upon my companions, upon
the serene self-confidence of Challenger, and upon the masterful, humor-
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ous 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 1
should do first.

Haxoney,  credyem — ynomawyms  UCHOIb308AHUE  ABMOPOM
amMpamuneckou  KOHCmpyKyuu, — obpasyiowelics ¢ NOMOWbIO
npunacamenvrHo2o «veryy (e.g. at that very moment she entered the
room;she died at the very height of her fame):

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.

OTnensHBIM CTHIICTHYECKIM npuémMom aMpaTu3anmuu
BbicKaszbiBanus y A. Konan Jloiinsa sBisercs sMpaTudeckoe
UCIIOJIb30BaHKE CTEIEHEH CpaBHEHUs puiarareibHbIX. Hanpumep:

"He is not a popular person, the genial Challenger,” said he. "4 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 a rag. 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
England have found a cooler head or a braver spirit with which to share
them.

OdYeHb WHTEPECHBIM MPEACTABIACTCS aHAIN3 CTHIMCTHYECKOTO
(YHKIMOHUPOBAHUS WAMOM B pOMaHe, OCOOCHHO CIy4acB uX
oObIrpeiBaHus. OOpaTUMCs K IpUMeEpaM:

"He has marked your poor face! Oh, George, what a brute you are!
Nothing 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
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University with a thousand students all revering you? Where is your
dignity, George?"

B nanHOM mpuMepe aBTOp HCHONB3YeT WAMOMATHYECKOE COUYCTAHHE
‘dirty linen” — wacth mamombl «wash one’s dirty linen in publicy —
‘BBIHOCUTH COP U3 136b1°%. B JIMHIBHCTHKE TOT MpuéM HOCUT Ha3BAHHE
AIUIHAIICHCA WK YCEUCHUs. YTIOTpeOlIeHne WANOMBI BCTPEYACTCS B PEUH
npodeccopa YemneHmpkepa — OMHOTO W3 LEHTPATbHBIX IMEPCOHAXKEH
poMaHa, HW3BECTHOTO CBOCH TrpybOCThI0O W 0€3ameIUISIUOHHOCTBIO.
[MpuBenéHHBIA IUANOT OMUCHIBAET CCOpy Mpodeccopa € €ro XeHOH,
OCyXKJarollel ero 3a HeJOCTOMHOE Tpy0oe MOBENCHHUE C MOCETUTEISIMU
ux goma. Ctunuctuaeckuii 3hGeKT yCruBaeTcs IPOTHBOIIOCTABICHHEM
ucnonwp3oBanus (¢pasel  «dirty linen» B perumke Yennenmxepa,
MOKa3bIBaIoOIIEH, YTO OH CMYLIEH, U OTBETa €ro >keHbl «It’s not a secret»
(3TO He ceKpeT), pacKphIBAIOLICH 3HAYCHHE UAHOMBI.

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! 1
have never been so insulted in my life."”

He seemed more interested than annoyed at my outbreak.

JaHHBII  KOHTEKCT  MpenCTaBiseT CcoOOH  Ouanor  MexmIy
[CHTPAJbHBIMUA TEPCOHAKAMH  YIIOMSIHYTBIM ~ BBIIIE  MPOGeccopoM
YemnenmkepoM 1 MelOyHOM — MOJIOABIM KOPPECTIOHJCHTOM Ta3eThl.
[ocnemuuii, OCKOPONEHHBI MOBEJCHUEM W OTHONICHHEM K HEMY
npodeccopa, ynorpednser oObIrpaHHYI0 UAHOMY «you take very great
liberties». CioBapHass ¢opma 3Toil mamomarmdyeckor (pasel — «take
liberties» (with somebody) — ‘mo3BonaTe cebe BOIBHOCTHU (C KeM JT00)’.
Jus  co3maHus CTUIIMCTHYECKOro J(PQeKTa WCIOMb3yeTcs NpUEM
BKJIIMHUBaHUS («very great liberties»), 4To MOXKeT OBITh MOHSATO Kak
«CIHIMIKOM  OOJBIINE BOJBHOCTH» W  BBIPAKACT 3MOIMOHAIBHOE
COCTOSIHME TOBOPSALIETO.

B crnemyromem KOHTEKCTe MAJISl ONKCAHMS BHEIIHOCTH BEJIHMKAaHA
YemeHmkepa aBTOPOM HCTONB3YETHCS TOT K€ MpuéM BKIMHUBaHUS: He
raised his great eyebrows in protest, oObIrpaHHONH HIMOMBI «raise the
eyebrows» — ‘mogHATH OpoBHM  (BhIpakas  yAMBICHHE WU
npeHeOpexeHue)’:

% Kynun A.B. AHrIO—pycckuit paseonorndeckuii cnosaps. — Mocksa, 1967.
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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.

OO6paTtumcs K Ipyromy npumMepy:

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 downwards — 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 manHOM ciywae ansi Gojiee CHIIBHOTO BO3JICHCTBHSI HA UYUTATEINSI
UCIIONIb3yeTCsl TpeoOpazoBanHas uanoma «have a narrow escape» —
‘enBa M30€KaTh OIMACHOCTH, OBITH HA BOJIOCOK OT YEro JIMOO; €€ HOTH
YHECTH . ABTOP UCHOJB3YeT MPEBOCXOAHYIO CTEIICHb MPUIIaraTeIbHOro
«narrowy, 4TOObI MOKa3aTh YyAOBHUIIHYIO OMACHOCTh (00Baj CKajbl),
KOTOpOW eJlBa yAaIOCh M30€KaTh IIABHBIM T'epOsSM B IKCICIUIIMU HA
OCTpOBE.

PaccMoTpum e oauH 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 [
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 nmanHoMm koHTekcTe mpeobpasyercs uanoma «wipe smb/sth off the
face of the earthy — ‘crepets ¢ nmna 3emiu’. OOBITPBIBAHNE TTPOUCXOIUT
B peun Jiopaa J>koHa, GecCTpalrHOro ¥ CMeNoro 4enoBeka. Peus uaér 0o
UCTPEOJICHUH IUIEMEHH YeJOBEKOOOPA3HBIX O00€3bsiH, YTPOKAIOIIMX
JKM3HH MyTEUIECTBEHHUKOB U HCCIICI0BATECH.
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Kommonent wummomer «the earth» BHOBb mpuoOperaeT CBOE
nepBoHavagbHOe 3HaueHue Bo (pase «I don’t see that the earth need fret
about ity — ‘S He mymaro, 4To 3eMisl OyJIeT MYYHThCS U3 3a ATOTO [K3 3a
VHUYTOXKCHUS IUIEMEHH 00€3bsH|’, YTO 3HAYUTEIBHO 3MbaTH3UpyeT
JAHHOE BHICKA3bIBAHUE.

Emé omHuM CTHINCTHYECKUM MPUEMOM YCHIICHHS BBICKA3BIBAaHUS B
OIMCAHUAX CIY>KUT NMPUMEHCHUE AJUTFO3U, KOTOPBIC SBIISIOTCS YaCTHIO
KyJbTYPHOTO HACIEAMS 00Pa30BAHHBIX YUTATCIICH.

Crnenyrolye nmpuMepbl TOKa3bIBAIOT HAM YIOTPeOJICHUE aJuTIo3uil B
pomasne:

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 interruptions.”

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 congregated 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 mepBoM OTpbIBKE ONMCHIBAETCS BBICTYIUICHHE Mpodeccopa
Yemnenmpkepa mnepen OONBIION aymuTOpUEl M €ro pasHorjacus C
OIIOHEHTAMH MO TOBOJAY CYLIECTBOBAHHUS «3aTepsiHHOrO Mupay. s
TOT0, 4TOOBI IOKA3aTh JUCTAHIHIO MEX/Y CTYICHTaMU H Tpodeccopami,
MOCJICIIHAE CPAaBHUBAIOTCS aBTOPOM C camMuMu Ooramu Omnmmma. A.
Konan [loiinp npuberaeT k ucmoip30Banuio awto3un «the high gods of
Olympus», cBsi3aHHOW C JpeBHerpedyeckord mudosnoruei. Jta dpasza
0E3yCIIOBHO SIBISICTCS. KOHHOTATUBHO OKPAIICHHOH, HO €€ 3HaucHHe
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npruoOpeTaeT HPOHMYHOE 3By4aHue O1arofaps UCIOIB30BaHUIO TJ1aroia
«quarrel» («ccopuTbCs»).

Bo BTOpOM KOHTEKCTE ONKCAaHWE CTPAIIHOTO YXKACAIOIIETO MecTa
0o0WTaHMs MTEPOAAKTHICH Ha OCTPOBE MeTa(OpPHUUECKH CPaBHHBAETCS
aBTOPOM C ONKCAaHHWEM ceMH KpyroB ana Jlanrte: «...but its occupants
made it seem like a scene from the Seven Circles of Dante». Dra
aluTro3usi  OE3yCIOBHO  BBI3BIBACT y  YHTATENs  acCOLMAIMHA  C
«boxxectBennon Komenueiiy.

Takum 00pa3oMm, HCIONB30BaHUE AMQPATHUECKUX KOHCTPYKIIHIA,
OOBITPBIBAHUE WIMOM H YINOTPEOJICHHE AJUTFO3MA HECOMHEHHO SIBIISICTCS
CPEJCTBOM 3MOILIMOHAILHOTO BO3/ICHCTBHS HA YuTaTeNs U 3()(HEKTHBHBIM
CTHIIUCTUYECKUM TPUEMOM B POMaHeE.
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OObIrpeiBaHue «yCTOHYUBBIX MeTagop»
B nnpou3BeneHusx Aratbl Kpucru

MHOTO4YHCIICHHBIC MOCIEIHHE UCCICOBAHMS B O0JIACTH aHTIIMHCKON
(pazeooruu  MOKA3bIBAIOT, YTO B PETUCTPE  XYHA0KECTBCHHOU
JIMTEpaTyphl BECbMa OOBIMHO SBJICHHE OOBI'pbIBAHHS, AehopMaru’
«YCTOHYMBBIX METa(Opy»’, KOTOPOE CIIEAYET PACCMATPUBAT KaK LIHPOKO
UCIIOJIb3YEMBIl YHHBEPCAIBHBIA TPHEM, XapaKTePHBIA Kak sl pedd
aBTOPA, TaK U JUIA PEUH IIEPCOHAKEH.

ABTOpPBI Pa3NUYHBIX 30X M HANpaBlICHUH 0OpamaroTcs K SBICHUIO
npeoOpa3oBaHUs «YCTOMYHMBEIX MeTadop»; Mpu 3TOM HAOIIOHACTCS
OTPOMHOE Pa3HOO0Opa3ue JIMHTBHCTHYECKUX MPHEMOB AehopManuu TOu
WJIA UHOH UIUOMBIL.

Lenp nmaHHO#M cTaThM — oOmHcaTh HaWOOJee Y3yalbHBIC MPUEMBI
OOBITPBIBAHUS AHTIIMHCKUX «yCTOWYMBBIX MeTadop» B IPOU3BEACHUSIX
A. Kpuctn u mokasaTth, Kakue CTHIHNCTHYECKHE 3(PQPEKTH JOCTUTAIOTCS
IPY 3TOM IHCATSITBHULICH.

CnoxHOCT,  mpoOJeMaTHKH  TpeOyeT OT Hac  IOA3TAIHOTo
PAacCTIONIOKEeHHST MaTeprana, IIo3TOMY MIPUMEPHI OyAyT IpEeACTaBICHBI 10
Mepe YCIOXKHEHUS IPUEMOB fedopmanuu.

Haunem ¢ mpumema 3aMEHBI OJHOTO WJIM HECKOJBKHX KOMITOHEHTOB
UJIOMBEI, CP.:

She might go to the police. Would they believe her? Again she thought
not.

She might go to Mr. Pyne's office. That idea undoubtedly pleased her
best. For one thing, she would like to tell that oily scoundrel what she
thought of him. She was debarred from putting this plan into operation by
a vital obstacle. She was at present in Cornwall (so she had learned), and
she had no money for the journey to London. Two and four-pence in a
worn purse seemed to represent her financial position.

«[edpopmanuss  uamomel — ¢urypa pedd, CcOCTOAIlas B pa3pyLICHUH
CEMaHTHYECKOH MOHOJNUTHOCTH (DPa3coIOTHIECKOr0 CpalieHHs, B OXXHBICHUU
COCTaBIIIIONIMX HAWOMY CJIOB M HCHONB30BAaHMM MX KaK CaMOCTOSTENbHBIX
CEMAHTHUYECKHUX eIMHUI [ AxMaHoBa 1966: 166].

% «YcroitunBas Mmeradopa» — TEPMHH, BBEICHHbIN 11 0003HAYCHHSI COOCTBEHHO
uauomsl, cM. [M3otoBa 1994].
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And so, after four days, Mrs. Rymer made a sporting decision. For the
present she would accept things! She was Hannah Moorhouse. Very well,
she would be Hannah Moorhouse. For the present she would accept that
role, and later, when she had saved sufficient money, she would go to
London and beard the swindler in his den.

And having thus decided, Mrs. Rymer accepted her role with perfect
good temper, even with a kind of sardonic amusement. History was
repeating itself indeed. This life here reminded her of her girlhood. How
long ago that seemed! (A. Christie. The Case of the Rich Woman)

B nanHOM cnydae KOMIIOHEHT /ion, MpUHAAJEKAIIMNA YyCTOMYUBOM
metadope beard the lion in his den (‘to face someone frightening or
powerful, e.g. one’s employer or an opponent, boldly in his own
surroundings’B) 3aMEHSETCS Ha CYLIECTBUTENIbHOE swindler ‘MOILIEHHUK,
xynuk’. Hamepenue rosopsiiedl pa3o0naynTe MOIICHHHKA B €ro Ke
«ioroBey (oduce) cozmacT KOMUIEeCKHid P (HEKT.

[IpuBenem eme oguH IPUMEP TAKOTO POJIA.

1 wondered a good deal. And I noticed another peculiar thing! Miss
Emily's hypochondriac, but she's the first hypochondriac who hasn't sent
for some doctor or other at once. Hypochondriacs love doctors. Miss
Emily didn't!" "What are you suggesting, Miss Marple?" "Well, I'm
suggesting, you know, that Miss Lavinia and Miss Emily are peculiar
people. Miss Emily spends nearly all her time in a dark room. And if that
hair of hers isn't a wig, [ — I'll eat my own back switch! And what I say is
this — it's perfectly possible for a thin, pale, grey-haired, whining woman
to be the same as a black-haired, rosy-cheeked, plump woman. And
nobody that I can find ever saw Miss Emily and Mary Higgins at one and
the same time. (A. Christie. The Case of the Perfect Maid)

B nmanHoMm oTpbiBKe oOBIrpbIBacTcst uauoma [’ll eat my hat ‘naro
roJIOBy Ha OTceueHue’. Jra ¢pa3a PErucTpuUpyercs CIOBapsSMH Kak
ycmuTeNnpHOe Bockiuianue (Hampumep, If they don’t tell their parents
before tonight I’ll eat my hat = I am sure they will tell their parents®).
KowMmmoHeHT hat, mpuHAUISKAINMWN JTaHHOW WAHOME, WHTEPIPETUPYETCS
roBOpsIIeH OYKBAIBHO M 3aMEHSETCS Ha CIOBOCOYETaHUe my own back

3 TonkoBaHHS HAMOM B3ATHI 3 ciioBaps Longman Dictionary of English Idioms.
The Pitman Press, Bath, 1980.
* Ibid.
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switch (‘Most coOCTBeHHas HaKJIagHas Koca’), KOTOPOE TEMAaTUYeCKU
CBSI3aHO C CYIIECTBUTENBHBIM wig (‘TlapuK’), yIoTpeOIeHHbIM B Hayalie
npemioxkennss (and if that hair of hers isn’t a wig...). I[TomoOHOE
OOBITPBIBAHUE CO3JIACT IPKHUI KOMUYECKUH dPPEKT.

Hepeaxo wucmone3yercst mpueM «BKIMHUBAaHHS», KOTAAa HANOMA
neGopMupyeTcsl CTPYKTYPHO M CEMaHTHYECKH ITyTeM BHECEHHS B €¢
COCTaB JIOMOJHHUTEIHHOTO 3JIEMEHTA, CP.:

"The Caymans,"” said Frankie. "l can't think how we've been so remiss
as not to have looked them up before. You've kept the address Cayman
wrote from, haven't you?"

"Yes. It's the same they gave at the inquest. Number 17 St. Leonard's
Gardens, Paddington."

"Don't you agree that we've rather neglected that channel of inquiry?"

"dbsolutely. All the same, you know, Frankie, I've got a very shrewd
idea that you'll find the birds flown. I should imagine that the Caymans
weren't exactly born yesterday.” (A. Christie. Why didn’t they ask
Evans?)

B nansom cnydae nedopmupyetcs nuauoma be born yesterday (‘to be
easily deceived’) 3a cueT BBeneHHs Hapeuus exactly, KOTOpOE YCUIINBAET
3Ha4YeHUE (Ppasbl U BHITIONHACT (PYHKIMIO YTOUHEHUs. UUTaTeNh BUIUT,
910 yety KeliMaHOB OBIIIO COBCEM HENIETKO OOMAaHYTh.

Crnenyrommid TnpuMep «yCedeHUs» («AJUTUIICKCY»), KOI/a HIUOMa
neopMupyeTcsl  IMyTeM  ONYyIICHHWS OJHOTO WM  HECKOJNBKHUX
KOMITOHCHTOB:

"Pray be seated, messieurs," said Poirot politely.

"Will you take the big chair, milord?"

Lord Estair started slightly. "You know me?"

Poirot smiled. "Certainly. I read the little papers with the pictures.
How should I not know you?"

"Monsieur Poirot, I have come to consult you upon a matter of the
most vital urgency. I must ask for absolute secrecy.”

"You have the word of Hercule Poirot — I can say no more!" said my
friend grandiloquently.

"It concerns the Prime Minister. We are in grave trouble."

"We're up a tree!” interposed Mr. Dodge. (A. Christie. The Kidnapped
Prime Minister)
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Kak MBI BUAMM, HCHONB3YETCS TOJMBKO YaCTh UIAMOMBIL Up a gum tree
(‘in a difficult situation’). Crummuctudeckuid >¢pQdeKT yCHUIUBaeTCs
Onarojaps  I[POTUBOINOCTABICHHIO B  peYd  [BYX  IEpCOHaXeH
CEeMaHTHYECKH CXOXHX (pa3: BeIpaxeHus fo be in grave trouble (‘umethb
Cepbe3HbIe HEMPUSATHOCTH ), HOCSIIIEro O(UIMANbHBIA XapakTrep, M
pa3roBOpHOI WAMOMBI Up a gum tree, HOCSIIEH B CIOBApSIX MOMETY
humorous.

B HEKOTOpBIX CIydasXx MOXKHO HAOMI0AaTh OQOPMIICHHE HIHOM
MHO)KECTBEHHBIM YHCJIOM, YTO HEPEIKO HPUBOAUT K 3M(paTHYECKOMY

adpdexry, cp.:

"This is a very clever actor impersonating Nicholson."

"But why — and who could it be?"

"Bassington-ffrench," breathed Bobby. "Roger Bassington-ffrench. We
spotted the right man at the beginning and then — like idiots, we went
astray after red herrings." (A. Christie. Why didn’t they ask Evans?)

‘M. Poirot, within the last six months he has had three narrow escapes
from death: once from drowning — when we were all down at Cornwall
this summer,; once when he fell from the nursery window, and once from
ptomaine poisoning.’

Perhaps Poirot's face expressed rather too eloquently what he
thought, for Mrs Lemesurier hurried on with hardly a moment's pause:

‘Of course I know you think I'm just a silly fool of a woman, making
mountains out of molehills.’ (A. Christie. The Lemesurier Inheritance)

B nepBoM ciaydae BO MHOKECTBEHHOM YHCIIEC YIOTPEOIIESTCS UANOMA
a red herring (‘a suggestion, piece of information etc., introduced into a
situation in order to draw someone’s attention away from the truth or
more important part of the situation’). Bo BTopoM npumepe MbI
HaOII0]aeM TOT )K€ MPUEM B OTHOIIICHUHM YCTOWYMBOW MeTaopsl make a
mountain out of a molehill (‘to worry about or become excited about
matters that are not really important at all”).

OOpatumcst k 0Oojiee CIIOXKHBIM citydasiM. SIBrieHue aedopmanuu
MpeACTaBIsIeT €000l  ocoOyro  ¢urypy peuu, «mMerameradopy»,
OCHOBAaHHYI0O Ha BTOPHYHOM MeTa(pOpUIECKOM CMEIICHUHM 3HAYCHHS
yeTOiunBoii MeTadopsl’.

5 06 31TOM cM. [Tep-Munacosa 1981; 1986], [Uunenosa 1986].
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Kak mokaspiBaroT  wmcciefoBaHus, — «MeTameradopa» — Bcerma
MHIUBUAyaJlbHA, OJHAKO B €€ OCHOBE OTYETIMBO BBIIEIAIOTCS JBa
[JIABHBIX TIpoIiecca, KOTOpPBIE INMPHBOMASAT K Pa3pymICHHUIO CTPYKTYpHO-
CEMaHTHYECKOH CTaOMIIBHOCTH MAaTEPHATBHOTO COCTaBa «yCTOHYMBOW
MeTadopel», B pe3ynbTareé dYero W BO3HUKAIOT pa3HOOOpas3HbIE
metametadopsl. Metameradopa co3gacTcsi B pe3yibTaTe OTAEIBHOTO
BOCIIPOU3BEICHUS  KOMIIOHCHTOB ~ «yCTOWYHMBOH  MeTadopeD»  Kak
CaMOCTOSITEIBHBIX JIEKCHUECKHUX STUHHMI] CO 3HAUCHHEM, TOKICCTBCHHBIM
III06ATEHOMY HAHOMATHYECKOMY 3HAYCHHIO HCXOIHOM AMHHUIBL, Cp.:

Ah, sapristi, is Hercule Poirot to be beaten? Never! Let us be calm.
Let us reflect. Let us reason. Let us — en fin — employ our little grey
cells!’

He paused for some moments, bending his brows in concentration;
then the green light I knew so well stole into his eyes.

'l have been an imbecile! The kitchen!' (A. Christie. The Veiled Lady)

B nanHOM mpriMepe W3 cocTaBa ycTOWYUBOM MeTadophl get the green
light (‘to receive permission to start work etc.’) BBIWICHSACTCS
cioBocodetanue the green light. Kak Mbl BUJUM, 3TO CIIOBOCOYETAHUE B
JAHHOM KOHTEKCTE HCIIONB3YeTCSI KaK CAMOCTOSITENbHAs JICKCHUCCKAst
CIMHUIIA CO 3HAYCHHWEM ‘TIOJIYYUTh BO3MOXHOCTh IIPUCTYIUTH K
MoHCKaMm’.

'So we are going there?'

'"Mais oui. Though frankly I fear we shall be too late. Our bird will
have flown, Hastings.'

"Who is our bird?"

Poirot smiled.

'The inconspicuous Mr Simpson.' (A. Christie. The Adventure of the
Clapham Cook)

B nanHOM ciydae nedopmupyercs uauoma the bird has flown (‘the
person being searched for has escaped or disappeared’). B nauane
OTpBIBKA HMIMOMa C BBEICHHEM IEepPPEKTHOro OyIyIIero BPEMEHH H
HIPUTSDKATETIHFHOTO MECTOMMEHHSI OUr UCTIONB3YETCsI B TEKCTE IMOTHOCTBIO.
B nmanpHelmeM B permiuke Opyroro MEpCOHaXKka CyMIeCTBUTENbHOE bird
BBIJICIISICTCS. W3 COCTaBa HMCXOAHOM EOWHUIBI KaK «IIOTEHIMATBHOE

06 srom cm. [Unnenosa 1983; 1986; 1988], [M3otoBa 1994], [Izotova 1998;
2001].
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CJIOBOY», YMOTpeOsieTca B BONPOCUTEIBHONM KOHCTPYKLIMU U 3BYYHT Kak
KOHKpeTHbIi Bomipoc (Who is our bird?), Ha KOTOpBIA maercs
ucuepnbiBatomuii oteet (The inconspicuous Mr Simpson).

OOpatumcst KO BTOPOMY MpOLECCY, MPUBOJISAIIEMY K CO3JaHHUIO
«verametadopby. MoKET TPOU30UTH OXKHUBJICHHE BHYTpEeHHEH (opMbI
YCTOMUMBOI MeTadophl 3a CYET COMOCTABIICHHS €€ ¢ OMOHUMHYHBIM €i
CBOOOJHBIM COYETAHHWEM CIIOB, a TaKXKe CIIOBAMH, TEMaTHYCCKU
OJIM3KUMH  CJIOBaM, IMOCIYXHUBIIMM OCHOBOM MCXOJHOW €AUHUIBL
IIpuBenem psig mpuMepoB.

‘Nothing struck you as being especially significant, although
overlooked by Japp?’ I looked at him curiously.

‘What have you got up your sleeve, Poirot?’

‘What did the dead man have up his sleeve?’

‘Oh, that handkerchief!’

‘Exactly, that handkerchief.’

‘A sailor carries his handkerchief in his sleeve,” I said thoughtfully.
(A. Christie. The Market Basing Mystery)

B nmanHOM KOHTEKCTe OOBITpBIBAacTCSl ycTOWuuBas Metadopa
havelkeep an acelcard up one’s sleeve (‘to have an idea, plan, piece of
information, etc., that one keeps secret at the best possible moment’). Kak
MBI BHIUM, NPEOOpa3oBaHHAsS HIUOMA OPOPMIIETCS BOMPOCHTEIBHON
KOHCTpyKIMeH co 3HaueHueM ‘Uto BBl Takoe 3amaymanu’ (What have you
got up your sleeve?). 3aTeM OXUBIISIETCS HOMHMHATUBHOE 3HAauCHHE
KOMIIOHEHTa HIUOMBI sleeve, NaHHAs HMIAOMA IPOTHUBOIIOCTABIISCTCS
OMOHUMHYHOMY €H  CBOOOJHOMY COYETaHHIO CIIOB, KOTOpOE
UCIIOJIE3YETCS B COOTBETCTBYIOIEM €MY JIGKCHICCKOM OKPYKCHHUH.

"I am going to ask a question quickly, before Miss Marple can," said
Sir Henry. "l want to know whether, after the tragedy, Jerry Lorimer
married Maud Wye?"

"Yes," said Mrs. Bantry. "He did. Six months afterward."

"Oh! Scheherazade, Scheherazade,"” said Sir Henry. "To think of the
way you told us this story at first! Bare bones indeed — and to think of
the amount of flesh we're finding on them now."

"Don't speak so ghoulishly," said Mrs. Bantry. "And don't use the
word flesh. Vegetarians always do. They say, 'l never eat flesh,' in a way
that puts you right off your nice little beefsteak.” (A. Christie. The Herb
of Death)
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B naHHOM OTpBIBKE TOBOPSIIUI MPeodpa3yeT yCTOMINBYIO MeTadopy
the bare bones (‘the most important part of smth’). Brauane nauoma
yrnoTtpeOisieTcss B CBOSH CIOBapHOW (opme, a 3aTeM B €€ KOMIIOHEHTE
bones oxuBiseTcs OYKBaJIbHOE 3HAYEHHWE W OH CBS3BIBACTCS C
TEMaTHYECKH ONM3KUM cloBOM flesh. Ciemyer OTMETUTh, 4TO, C OJHOU
CTOPOHBI, CYIIECTBUTENBHEIE bones U flesh BOCIPUHUMAIOTCS KaK CJI0Ba C
HOMUHATHBHBIM 3HAYEHHEM; C JPYrOH JK€, OHU COXPAHAIOT CBOE
MeTtadoprUeCKOe 3HAYCHHWE ‘TOoNble (PAaKTB’ ©  ‘TOAPOOHOCTH,
uHpopmalysa’, TaKk KaK OHH OKa3bIBAIOTCS HE MOHATBIMH B KOHTEKCTE
XYI0KECTBEHHOT'O TPOU3BEJICHNUS, HA YeM U OCHOBBIBACTCS NANbHEHIIAs
nedopmarus (Don 't use the word flesh. Vegetarians always do. They say,
' never eat flesh’'...).

"Aha, so it is you, it is you, my friend! My young friend Colin. But why
do you call yourself by the name of Lamb? Let me think now. There is a
proverb or a saying. Something about mutton dressed as lamb. No. That
is what is said of elderly ladies who are trying to appear younger than
they are. That does not apply to you. Aha, I have it. You are a wolf in
sheep's clothing. Is that it?"

"Not even that," I said. "It's just that in my line of business I thought
my own name might be rather a mistake, that it might be connected too
much with my old man. Hence, Lamb. Short, simple, easily remembered.
Suiting, 1 flatter myself, my personality." (A. Christie. The Clocks)

B mannOM ciydae ucnonb3yercs uauoma "mutton dressed like lamb" (
MOJIOSIAsICS CTAapyIIKa), HO CTAHOBUTCS OYECBHIHBIM, YTO IJPKIONb
[Tyapo umen B Buxy uauomy "a wolf in sheep's clothing" (Bonk B oBeubeit
mkype). Ilyapo, Oymnydum OenbruifiieM ¥ HE OYEHb XOPOIIO 3Has
AHIIMHACKUHA, MyTaeT WHOTJA HIWNOMBI M IIOCIOBHIBI, YTO CO3JACT
KOMUYECKHH 3D (PeKT.

"Now here is Mr. Garry Gregson, a prodigious writer of thrillers." He
has written at least sixty-four, I understand. He is almost the exact
opposite of Mr. Quain. In Mr. Quain's books nothing much happens, in
Garry Gregson's far too many things happen. They happen implausibly
and in mass confusion. They are all highly coloured. It is melodrama
stirred up with a stick. Bloodshed — bodies — clues — thrills piled up
and bulging over. All lurid, all very unlike life. He is not quite, as you
would say, my cup of tea. He is, in fact, not a cup of tea at all. He is more
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like one of these American cocktails of the more obscure kind, whose
ingredients are highly suspect.” (A. Christie. The Clocks).

B nmanHoM koHTekcte 3. [lyapo oObirpeiBacT uamomy "one's cup of
tea" (ToT, KTO HpaBuTCcs). KOMIOHEHTHI MAMOMBI MPHOOPETAIOT CBOE
MEPBOHAYATIBHOEC 3HAYCHUE M IPOTHBOIOCTABISIFOTCS TEMaTHYCCKU
ONMU3KKUM CJIOBaM, a UMEHHO aMEPHKAHCKAM KOKTEHIISIM HEIOHSITHOTO
npoucxoxaeHus ("American cocktails of the more obscure kind"), 4001
MOKa3aTh COMHUTEIBHBIN PO 00CYKIAeMOM JTUTEPATYPHI.

Takum o00pa3oMm, B OTIHYHE OT «y3YaJIbHBIX», «YCTOHYHMBBIX)
MeTaop, KOTOpbIE TMPEACTaBISAIOT €000 COOCTBEHHO HJIMOMBI,
«MeTaMeTaopel» BCETJa SBJISIOTCS OpPUTHHANBHBIMH W 3aBHCAT OT
TBOPYECKUX S3BIKOBBIX CITOCOOHOCTEW TOBOPSIIETO U HHTCHITUH aBTOPA.
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KypcuB kak cnocod 3m@paTu3anun pevu nepcoHaxen

B nanHoil crtatbe OynyT paccMOTpeHBl ciydau yHoTpeOsieHus
KypcuBa Kak criocoba smbpaTn3aiy pedr MepcoHaxen B pacckazax Jx.
H. Conunmxepa.

Paccka3z «Xopomo joBuTcs priOka-Oananka» («A perfect day for
bananafish») u300mIyeT TOZOOHBIM HCIOIB30BAHHEM KypCUBa. AHAaIH3
JAHHOTO TIOBECTBOBAaHMS HEBO3MOXKEH 0€3 3HAaHUS MPEIBICTOPUH
rnaBHoro repost Cumopa I'nacca. Pacckas o HEM Ben€Tcs B IpeIblIyLIX
MOBECTAX LUKIAa O ceMbe [yaccoB «Bwllle cTpomuia, IMIOTHUKH» W
«Cumop: BBemeHue». M3 3tux moBecTeil unrtarens y3HaET, 4ytro Cumop
I'macc poxwmiics B He3aypsigHOW CeMbEe TaJaHTIMBBIX akTEPOB. bymayum
Yype3BbIYaHO OJap&HHBIM ¢ jaercTBa, CHMOpP BMECTE€ CO CBOMMHU
OpaThsiMH 1 CECTpaMU BBICTYIIAN B pajuorepenadye «YMHbI peOEHok». C
OTpOdYeCcTBa OH YBJIEKAJICS MO33MEH W mmcan ctuxu cam. Ero cembs
MpHU3HaBaja ero HEOOBIKHOBEHHO TAJIAHTIMBBIM, HCTUHHBIM, HACTOSIILIUM
nodtoM. Cumop ObuT 00pa3oBaHHBIM YEJIOBEKOM, TNperojiaBal B
YHHUBEpCHUTETE. B moBecTsX Takke yloMUHAETCs, YTO OH IIPOIIET BOKHY.

CumMop KEeHUJICST Ha OYEeHb IMPUBIIEKATENBbHON JeByliKe MIopuens,
ujeage aMepUKaHCKOM KpacoTbl, KOTOPYIO MO-HACTOSIIEMY JIOOUI, HO
OHA OKa3aJlaCh HE CIIOCOOHOHW IMOHSATH €ro, pa3JelinTh C HUM JHOOO0Bb K
MpPEeKPacHOMY, Bellsl OOBIBATENLCKUI 00pa3 >Ku3HU. PaccMaTpuBaeMbiid
paccka3 MOKa3bIBAET YUTATENIO KPax €ro OpavyHOro COK3a, a B KOHIIE
IIOBECTBOBAHUS IJ1aBHBIN Iepoi CBOJUT CYETHI C AKU3HBIO.

OO6paTtumcs K mpuMepam.

"Why haven't you called me? I've been worried to—"

"Mother, darling, don't yell at me. I can hear you beautifully," said the
girl. "I called you twice last night. Once just after—"

"I told your father you'd probably call last night. But, no, he had to—
Are you all right, Muriel? Tell me the truth."

"I'm fine. Stop asking me that, please."

"When did you get there?"

"I don't know. Wednesday morning, early."

"Who drove?"

"He did," said the girl. "And don't get excited. He drove very nicely. I
was amazed."
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"He drove? Muriel, you gave me your word of—"

"Mother," the girl interrupted, "I just told you. He drove very nicely.
Under fifty the whole way, as a matter of fact."

"Did he try any of that funny business with the trees?"

"I said he drove very nicely, Mother. Now, please. I asked him to stay
close to the white line, and all, and he knew what I meant, and he did. He
was even trying not to look at the trees—you could tell. Did Daddy get
the car fixed, incidentally?"

"Not yet. They want four hundred dollars, just to-"

"Mother, Seymour fold Daddy that he'd pay for it. There's no reason
for-"

"Well, we'll see. How did he behave—in the car and all?"

"All right," said the girl.

"Did he keep calling you that awful-"

"No. He has something new now."

"What?"

"Oh, what's the deference, Mother?"

"Muriel, I want to know. Your father—"

"All right, all right. He calls me Miss Spiritual Tramp of 1948," the
girl said, and giggled.

"It isn't funny, Muriel. It isn't funny at all. It's horrible. It's sad,
actually. When I think how—"

Bes mepBas wacTh pacckaza MpeACTaBIsIET co0o0i  TeneOHHBIN
pasroBop Mropuenb cO CBOeil MaTepblo, KOTOpash BOJHYETCs 3a J0Yb,
crpamuBasi, kak Cumop «Ben€r cebs» Ha KypopTe.

B npuBenéHHOM BBIIIE OTPBHIBKE BBIACICHUE aBTOPCKUM KYPCHBOM
couetanuid cinoB I told, I want to know, It’s sad B peun marepu
MOKa3bIBaeT €€ 00ECIOKOSHHOCTD MOJIOKEHUEM JI0YEPH, B TO BPeMs KaK B
peun Miopuens Mbl BcTpedaeM 0o Hekoe Bo3pakeHue «I said he drove
very nicely, mother» ( Mama, s ace TeOe ckasara, OH TIpaBUII OYCHb
OCTOpPOXKHO), MO0 paBHOAymHE K mpoucxoxsmemy «Oh, what’s the
difference, mother?» (/la He Bcé mu pasno, Mmamal)

OO6patumcst K JpyroMy IpuMepy.
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"Mother," the girl interrupted, "listen to me. You remember that book
he sent me from Germany? You know—those German poems. What'd I
do with it? I've been racking

my—"

"You have it."

"Are you sure? " said the girl.

"Certainly. That is, I have it. It's in Freddy's room. You left it here and
I didn't have room for it in the—Why? Does he want it?"

"No. Only, he asked me about it, when we were driving down. He
wanted to know if I'd read it."

"It was hi German!"

"Yes, dear. That doesn't make any difference," said the girl, crossing
her legs. "He said that the poems happen to be written by the only great
poet of the century. He said I should've bought a translation or something.
Or learned the language, if you please."

"Awful. Awful. It's sad, actually, is what it is. Your father said last

",

night—"";

JlaHHBIH KOHTEKCT AEMOHCTPUPYET HOJHYK OTYYKAEHHOCTh MEXIY
Cumopom u Mropuens, HECOBIAICHIE UX HHTEPECOB.

B peun Miopuenbs KypCHBOM BBIACISIOTCA U AM(PATU3UPYIOTCS
CJIEyIOIUE CTIOBA U (pasbl:

1) « You remember that book he sent me from Germany? You know
those German poems. What’d I do with it?» (IloMHUIIb Ty KHHKKY, OH €€
npucian mHe u3 ['epmannn? [Tomuums kakue-to Hemerkue ctuxu? Kyna
s e€ oesana? — IlepeBox P. PaiiT-KoBanésoii)

2) «Only, he asked me about it, when we were driving down. He
wanted to know if I’d read it» (Ho oH mpo Heé cmpawuean TOIBKO 1O
Jopore ctozia. JlonbIThIBAIICS — YNTAJA 5 €€ WK HEeT).

3) «He said that the poems happen to be written by the only great poet
of the century. He said I should’ve bought a translation or something. Or
learned the language, if you please». (OH TOBOPHUT, YTO CTHXH HAIHCAT «
€OUHCEEHHbIU 8euKuli nodm Hauwteeo eexa» . OH ckazajl: Hajgo ObUIO
MHE XOTsI Obl jgoctarth mepeBoa. Wnum ewiyyums Hemeyxuii — BOT,
nokanyiicra!)

— Miopuesnb BO3MyIIIEHA TEM, UTO €€ MYK €i IPEII0KII, OHA CYNTACT
YTEHUE TI0A3UH WU U3YYCHUE WHOCTPAHHBIX SI3BIKOB OCCCMBICIICHHBIM U
HE HYKHBIM, B Y€M MaTh €€ MOJHOCTHIO OICPKUBACT:
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«Awful. Awful. It’s sad, actually, is what it is» (— Yxac. YVkac!. Her,
3TO TaK epyCHHO)

OO0paTtumcs K Ipyromy npumepy.

"Your father talked to Dr. Sivetski."

"Oh?" said the girl.

"He told him everything. At least, he said he did—you know your
father. The trees. That business with the window. Those horrible things
he said to Granny about her plans for passing away. What he did with all
those lovely pictures from Bermuda—everything."

"Well," said the girl.

"Well. In the first place, he said it was a perfect crime the Army
released him from the hospital—my word of honor. He very definitely
told your father there's a chance—a very great chance, he said—that
Seymour may completely lose control of himself. My word of honor."

"There's a psychiatrist here at the hotel," said the girl.

"Who? What's his name?"

"I don't know. Rieser or something. He's supposed to be very good."

"Never heard of him."

"Well, he's supposed to be very good, anyway."

"Muriel, don't be fresh, please. We're very worried about you. Your
father wanted to wire you last night to come home, as a matter of f—"

"I'm not coming home right now, Mother. So relax." "Muriel. My
word of honor. Dr. Sivetski said Seymour may completely lose contr—"

"I just got here, Mother. This is the first vacation I've had in years, and
I'm not going to just pack everything and come home," said the girl. "I
couldn't travel now anyway. I'm so sunburned I can hardly move."

B nmanmHOM ciydae B JAuaiiore MaTepud M J0YepH O00CYKIaeTcs
noeneHue CuMopa, W OECIIOKOMCTBO MaTepu JocTuraeT amores. M3
KOHTEKCTa CTAHOBHUTCS OYCBHIHBIM, UTO YEIIOBEK HE OT MHpa CEro B e
[TOHUMAHUHU CTAHOBUTCS CYMACIIC M.

KypcuBom aBTOp BBIACTSET CIIEAYIONIHE CIOBA:

1) «He said it was a perfect crime the Army released him from the
hospital». (OH ckazam — cyliee npecmynieHue, 4TO BOCHHBIC BpayH
BBIITYCTHIIU €TI0 M3 TOCIUTAIIS).
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2) «He very definitely told you father there’s a chance — a very great
chance, he said — that Seymour may completely lose control of himself. »
(OH onpedenénno cxazan mname, YTO HE WCKIIOYCHO, HUKAK HE
UCKITIOUeHo, 4To CHUMOp cosepuienHo MOXKET MHOTEepSTh CIIOCOOHOCTh
BJIAJICTh COOOIA. )

B pacckase «M atu Ty0b1, 1 r1asza 3enénbie» («Pretty mouth and green
my eyes») [NIaBHBIA Tepoil ApTyp, IOPUCT, MUCABIIMNA B IOHOCTH CTHXH,
00CYyK/1aeT CBOIO KEHY CO 3HAKOMBIM:

"Brains! Are you kidding? She hasn't got any goddam brains! She's an
animal!"

The gray-haired man, his nostrils dilating, appeared to take a fairly
deep breath. "We're all animals," he said. "Basically, we're all animals."

"Like hell we are. I'm no goddam animal. I may be a stupid, fouled-up
twentieth-century son of a bitch, but I'm no animal. Don't gimme that. I'm
no animal."

"Look, Arthur. This isn't getting us—"

"Brains. Jesus, if you knew how funny that was. She thinks she's a
goddam intellectual. That's the funny part, that's the hilarious part. She
reads the theatrical page, and she watches television till she's practically
blind—so she's an intellectual. You know who I'm married to? You want
to know who I'm married to? I'm married to the greatest living
undeveloped, undiscovered actress, novelist, psycho-cwalyst, and all-
around goddam unappreciated celebrity-genius in New York. You didn't
know that, didja? Christ, it's so funny I could cut my throat. Madame
Bovary at Columbia Extension School. Madame—

Kak MBI BHIEIM, KypCHBOM BEIIEISIOTCS CICIYIOMINE CIOBOCOYETAHUS
B KOHTEKCTE:

«’m married to the greatest living undeveloped, undiscovered actress,
novelist, psychoanalyst, and all — around goddam unappreciated celebrity-
genius in New York. » (Hert, Thl X04emib 3HaTh, KTO Takas MOsl JKeHa?
Benuuatiwas apmucmxa, nucamenvhuya, NCUXOAHATUMUK, W BOOOILE
BenMuaiimii remmit  Bo BcéM Hpio- Mopke, Tombko emé He
MIPOSBUBIINICS, HE OTKPBITHIN 1 HE ipu3HaHHBIN. — [lepeBox H. [anp).

ApTyp JIIOOHUT CBOKO JKEHY, HO OCYXKIAaeT e€ 3a IKCIEHTPUIHOCTh U HE
Bcerga JocroiiHoe  moBeneHue. CIOBOCOYCTAHWS,  BBIICICHHBIC
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KypCHBOM, HECOMHEHHO IPUOOPETAIOT HMPOHUYHOE 3BYYaHUE B pPEUH
[JIAaBHOTO TepOS.

B pacckaze «Temmm» («Teddy») rmaBHBI Tepoll — SCHOBHISAIIHMA
Manpuuk Temmu Makap/uib MOBECTBYET CBOEMY HOBOMY 3HAKOMOMY O
CBOMX IEPEBOILIOLICHHSIX

"From what

I gather, you've acquired certain information, thorough meditation,
that's given you some conviction that in your last incarnation you were a
holy man in India, but more or less fell from Grace—"

"I wasn't a holy man," Teddy said. "I was just a person making very
nice spiritual advancement"

"All right—whatever it was," Nicholson said. "But the point is you
feel that in your last incarnation you more or less fell from Grace before
final [llumination. Is that right, or am [—"

"That's right," Teddy said. "I met a lady, and I sort of stopped
meditating." He took his arms down from the armrests, and tucked his
hands, as if to keep them warm, under his thighs. "I would have to take
another body and come back to earth again anyway—I mean I wasn't so
spiritually advanced that I could have died, if I hadn't met that lady, and
then gone straight to Brahma and never again have to come back to earth.
But I wouldn't have had to get incarnated in an American body if I hadn't
met that lady. I mean it's very hard to meditate and live a spiritual life in
America. People think you're a freak if you try to. My father thinks I'm a
freak, in a way. And my mother—well, she doesn't think it's good for me
to think about God all the time. She thinks it's bad for my health.'

B nmaHHOM OTpBIBKE KypcHBOM 3SM(aTH3UPYETCS HpHIIaraTelibHOe
«American»: «...But I wouldn’t have had to get incarnated in an
American body if I hadn’t met that lady. I mean it’s very hard to meditate
and live a spiritual life in America». (Ipyroe meno, 4ro He moBcTpeyait s
3Ty JEBYIIKY, 1 MHE ObI HE HaJ0 ObUIO BOIUIOIMIATECS B AMEPUKAHCKO2O
MallburKa. Bl 3HaeTe, B AMEpUKe Tak TPYIHO [IPEeJaBaThCs MEAUTALNN U
KUTh TyxoBHOU xu3HbI0. — [IepeBon C. Tacka).

AMepuka ¢ e€ OpHEHTAalMel Ha MaTepHallbHOE OJIaronoyiyuyue |
BHEUIHWI yCHEeX IPOTHUBOIOCTABIAETCS J[yXOBHOMY COBEPIICHCTBY
Wuanu, K KOTOPOMY TJIAaBHBIA TepPOi CTPEMUIICS, HO KOTOPOTO OH TaK M
HE JOCTHUT B IPEABIIYIIEM BOIUIOMICHHH.
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Nicholson was looking at him, studying him. "I believe you said on
that last tape that you were six when you first had a mystical experience.
Is that right?"

"I was six when I saw that everything was God, and my hair stood up,
and all that," Teddy said. "It was on a Sunday, I remember. My sister was
only a tiny child then, and she was drinking her milk, and all of a sudden
I saw that she was God and the milk was God. I mean, all she was doing
was pouring God into God, if you know what [ mean." (Most cectpenka,
TOrja emé cOBCeM MalleHbKasi, IHJIa MOJIOKO, U BIPYT 51 OHSUI, YTO OHA —
Bor, u monoko — Bor, U Bc€ , 4TO OHA Jenana, 3TO MepesuBaia OJHOrO
Bora B gpyroro. — IlepeBon C. Tacka)

B atom mpumepe peub UIET O MHUCTHYECKOM OTKPOBEHUHU IJIABHOTO
reposi, KOria OH B IIECTh JIET BHE3AIMHO MOHSUT, 4TO BCE BOKPYT — 310 Bor.

KypcuBoMm B peun mepcoHaxa orMeueHbl cioBa «she» u «milk». 310
MOKAa3bIBACT YUTATEINIO, YTO BCE B MHUpE OOXKECTBEHHO IO CBOEH CyTH, U
HEO00XOUMO ITO TOJIBKO OCO3HAT.

Takum 00pa3oMm, HCHONB30BaHHE KypcuBa B pacckazax JIx. /.
Conunpkepa 6e3yciioBHO aM(BaTU3UPyeET pedb MepCOHaKEH, 1 IOMOraeT
YUTATENI0 JIydlle T[OHATh 3aMbICe]l aBTOpPa B XYJ0XECTBEHHOM
MIPOU3BEACHUH.

74



Austeropuu 1 metagopsl B pomade B. Byab¢ «Boanb»

Poman Bupmxunuu Bynbd «BosHbl» clipaBeIMBO MOXKHO Ha3BaTh
1033Uel B Ipo3€, TI€ KpacoTa 3ByYaHHUs TEKCTa OKAa3bIBAaCTCs Ba)KHEE
ciokera. Ha mepBblii miaH BBIABUTAETCS BHYTPEHHHUUW MHpP IIECTH
rnaBHbix TepoeB (bepnapnma, Hesuiia, Jliouca, Poapi, CprozeH u
JKUHHUM), a OKpYXarollMi BHEIIHUHA MHp, peajbHas XHU3Hb CIyXKatr
HeKUM (OHOM, Ha KOTOPOM  pa3BOPAUMBAIOTCA  IECPEKUBAHUS
MIEPCOHAXKEN.

Oco0yo polb B pOMaHe WIpalT ALICTOPHYCCKHE OIUCAHUS
npuponsl. [lepen ka0 raaBoil, MOKa3pIBAIONIEH HOBBIA IEPHO]T JKU3HU
[JIaBHBIX T€pOEB, UUTATE]Ib HAaXOAWUT ONMCAHUE MOps, Ileé PUTM BOJIH
OTpa)KaeT PUTM >KU3HU NIEPCOHAKEM.

Tak, B Havame pomaHa, KOrzxa H300pakacTcs AETCTBO TIABHBIX
repoeB, IIBET MOPS ONMCHIBACTCS KaK HEOTIMYUMEIH OT OTTeHKa Hela,
YTO CHUMBOJM3UPYET 0e300/auHyl0 KU3Hb JeTeil, MX HalexXIbl Ha
Oymymiee, ONTUMHUCTUYIECKOE BUACHUE MHUPA!

The sun had not yet risen. The sea was indistinguishable from the sky,
except that the sea was slightly creased as if a cloth had wrinkles in it.
Gradually as the sky whitened a dark line lay on the horizon dividing the
sea from the sky and the grey cloth became barred with thick strokes
moving, one after another, beneath the surface, following each other,
pursuing each other, perpetually.

B cinenyroniem oTpbIBKE NPU  ONHMCAHUM FOHOCTU I'€POEB NEPEIUBBI
roxyboro W 3en€HOro I[BeTa BOJH CO3JAal0T O0YapOBaTeNbHEIN 00pas3
JIETKOTO Beepa, oraxaja MOJOJOCTH. TakKe 3HAaYMMBIM OKa3bIBAeTCS
n300pakeHne aBTOpoM cosiHIa. Eciu B mpenplaymeM mpuMepe COJHIIE
emé He B3OILIO, TO 3/1€Ch COJHIIE BOCXOIUT, U KU3Hb, [IOJHAS HAASK,
TOJILKO HAYMHAETCS:

The sun rose higher. Blue waves, green waves swept a quick fan over
the beach, circling the spike of sea-holly and leaving shallow pools of
light here and there on the sand. A faint black rim was left behind them.
The rocks which had been misty and soft hardened and were marked with
red clefts.
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st Toro, 4ToOBl MOKa3aTh PacIBET MOJIOJBIX JIET T€POEB, ramma
OTTEHKOB BOJIH CO3/JaéT MajJuTpy >KENTOro, 3eJIEHOr0 M CHHEBATO-
CTaJILHOTO IBETOB. [IpM 3TOM COJIHIIE yXe B30ILIO, a CBET Kak OyATO
MIPOHU3BIBACT CTPEMUTEIIBHBIE BOJIHBI, CHSIIOIINE KaK TOIMAa3, akBaMapuH,
YTO TIOKa3bIBACT PaJIOCTh OBITHSA:

The sun rose. Bars of yellow and green fell on the shore, gilding the
ribs of the eaten-out boat and making the sea-holly and its mailed leaves
gleam blue as steel. Light almost pierced the thin swift waves as they
raced fan-shaped over the beach. The girl who had shaken her head and
made all the jewels, the topaz, the aquamarine, the water-coloured jewels
with sparks of fire in them, dance, now bared her brows and with wide-
opened eyes drove a straight pathway over the waves. Their quivering
mackerel sparkling was darkened; they massed themselves, their green
hollows deepened and darkened and might be traversed by shoals of
wandering fish. As they splashed and drew back they left a black rim of
twigs and cork on the shore and straws and sticks of wood, as if some
light shallop had foundered and burst its sides and the sailor had swum
to land and bounded up the cliff and left his frail cargo to be washed
ashore.

B cnenyroniem npumepe, OMUCHIBAIOIIEM MOJIOAOCTh T€POEB, COTHIIE
opocaet mepuatorumii B3y (“a fitful glance”) Ha Mopckue cokpoBHIIa,
npHOTKpbIBaeT cBoé nuio (“bared its face”) u mpsAMO CMOTPUT Ha BOJIHBI,
yTo sBisiercss npuémMoM nepcoHuuxanuu. Ilpu 3ToM rOdYOBIE C
OpWIUIHAHTOBBIM OTTCHKOM BOJHBI DHEPrUYHO OBIOTCI O Oeper,
AIJIETOPUYECKH N300paxast pacKphITHE CIIOCOOHOCTEH Tepoes:

The sun, risen, no longer couched on a green mattress darting a fitful
glance through watery jewels, bared its face and looked straight over the
waves. They fell with a regular thud. They fell with the concussion of
horses' hooves on the turf. Their spray rose like the tossing of lances and
assegais over the riders' heads. They swept the beach with steel blue and
diamond-tipped water. They drew in and out with the energy, the
muscularity, of an engine which sweeps its force out and in again. The
sun fell on cornfields and woods. Rivers became blue and many-plaited,
lawns that sloped down to the water's edge became green as birds’
feathers softly ruffling their plumes. The hills, curved and controlled,
seemed bound back by thongs, as a limb is laced by muscles; and the
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woods which bristled proudly on their flanks were like the curt, clipped
mane on the neck of a horse.

OO6patumcst K JpyruM IpuMepam:

The sun had risen to its full height. It was no longer half seen and
guessed at, from hints and gleams, as if a girl couched on her green-sea
mattress tired her brows with water-globed jewels that sent lances of
opal-tinted light falling and flashing in the uncertain air like the flanks of
a dolphin leaping, or the flash of a falling blade. Now the sun burnt
uncompromising, undeniable. It struck upon the hard sand, and the rocks
became furnaces of red heat, it searched each pool and caught the
minnow hiding in the cranny, and showed the rusty cartwheel, the white
bone, or the boot without luces stuck, black as iron, in the sand. It gave to
everything its exact measure of colour; to the sandhills their innumerable
glitter, to the wild grasses their glancing green; or it fell upon the arid
waste of the desert, here wind-scourged into furrows, here swept into
desolate cairns, here sprinkled with stunted dark-green jungle trees.
<..>

The waves broke and spread their waters swiftly over the shore. One
after another they massed themselves and fell; the spray tossed itself back
with the energy of their fall. The waves were steeped deep-blue save for a
pattern of diamond-pointed light on their backs which rippled as the
backs of great horses ripple with muscles as they move. The waves fell;
withdrew and fell again, like the thud of a great beast stamping.

B nmaHHOM OTpBIBKE COJIHIIE B CBOEM 3E€HUTE M CBETUT OHO
HENIPEeCTaHHO, MpUJAaBas OKPYXKAaIOIIEeMy MHpPYy OTTEHKH KpacHOrO,
Oemoro, 4€pHOro, po3oBoro u 3enéHoro. TemHO-TOIyOBIE C
OpPMJUTHAHTOBBIM OTTEHKOM BOJIHBI OBICTPO pa3OHBaroTCs 0 Oeper, oHH
HOAOOHBI TOMOTY MOUKOTO 3Bepsl. 3lech pedb HUAET O CTaHOBJIECHHU
3pENOCTU repoeB, 00 N3MEHEHUHU UX B3ITISIOB.

OO6patumcst K JpyroMy OTpPBIBKY:

The sun no longer stood in the middle of the sky. Its light slanted,
falling obliquely. Here it caught on the edge of a cloud and burnt it into a
slice of light, a blazing island on which no foot could rest. Then another
cloud was caught in the light and another and another, so that the waves
beneath were arrow-struck with fiery feathered darts that shot erratically
across the quivering blue.
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<..>

The waves massed themselves, curved their backs and crashed. Up
spurted stones and shingle. They swept round the rocks, and the spray,
leaping high, spattered the walls of a cave that had been dry before, and
left pools inland, where some fish stranded lashed its tail as the wave
drew back.

B nanHOM ciyuyae, Tak)ke ONMHCBHIBAIOIIEM 3PEIOCTh T€pPOEB, COJHIIE
YK€ He B 3€HUTE, ero CBET MajJaeT HaKJIOHHO. BpeMs OT BpeMeHH COJHILIE
OCBeIIaeT 00JIaKa, KOTOPhIE CTAHOBATCS IMOXOXXKHMH Ha SIPKO TOPSIIUH
OCTPOB, 3aT€M OHH TaIOT, YTO CUMBOJIM3UPYET IPOCBETHI B )KU3HU T'€POEB.
Boanel ke OecmopsouHo ObOTCS O Oeper W pa30OHBarOTCS. ITO
OMHCaHUE AJIETOPUIYECCKH TIOKAa3bIBACT BOSHUKHOBEHUE TPEBOT, IPOOIIEM
B XKH3HU IrepoeB, yXo/ 6e3001a4HOro CyIecTBOBaHUSI.

PaccMoTpum emé oauH npumep:

The sun had now sunk lower in the sky. The islands of cloud had
gained in density and drew themselves across the sun so that the rocks
went suddenly black, and trembling sea-holly lost its blue and turned
silver, and shadows were blown like grey cloths over the sea. The waves
no longer visited the farther pools or reached the dotted black line which
lay irregularly marked upon the beach. The sand was pearl white,
smoothed and shining.

B sToM oTphIBKE CoOMHIIE TITy0Xke morpyskaercsi B HeOeca, MOYTH HET
MPOCBETOB B 00JIaKaX, OTTOTO CKAIBI KAXKYTCS YEPHBIMH, TPETICIIYIIHe
BOJIHBI TEPSIOT Toy0oil OTTEHOK, MpHoOpeTasi cepeOpUCThIil, U cepble
TEHH OKYTBIBAIOT MoOpe TomoOHO xoiacTy. OTPBHIBOK ITOKa3bIBAaET
pa3ouapoBaHUE Te€pOeB B JKM3HHU, MOTEPI0 MHOTMX HAAEXJ], MyCTOTy U
OTYasiHUE 3peJbIX JeT.

IIpoananusupyeM eé oluH npumep:

The sun was sinking. The hard stone of the day was cracked and light
poured through its splinters. Red and gold shot through the waves, in
rapid running arrows, feathered with darkness. Erratically rays of light
flashed and wandered, like signals from sunken islands, or darts shot
through laurel groves by shameless, laughing boys. But the waves, as
they neared the shore, were robbed of light, and fell in one long
concussion, like a wall falling, a wall of grey stone, unpierced by any
chink of light.
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B 1aHHOM KOHTEKCTE COJNHIIEC YXKE 3aKaTHIOCh. MeIHO-30JI0TUCTHIC
BOJIHBI, MOJJOOHBIE CTpesiaM, CTaHOBATCS TeMHbIMH. CBeT ONykIaeT 1o
MOpIO TIOJIOOHO CHUTHAJIaM ¢ OCTPOBOB 3aTOHYBIIUX KopaOiei. Camu ke
BOJIHBI, YK€ HE CBEPKAIOIIHMe, TDKENIO MAJaloT KaKk CTEHa W3 Ceporo
KaMHs, KyJda HE IpOHUKaeT cBeT. JlaHHBIH OTPBHIBOK alIErOPHYECKU
n300pakaeT IMOJIHOE pa3ovyapoBaHUe B KHU3HU IePOEB, KpaxX UX YasHUH, a
JUTSL HEKOTOPBIX M3 HUX U MOTEPIO CMBICIIA )KU3HHU.

3aBepiaet poMaH CIeIyroee OMUCAHUe MOPSI:

Now the sun had sunk. Sky and sea were indistinguishable. The waves
breaking spread their white fans far out over the shore, sent white
shadows into the recesses of sonorous caves and then rolled back sighing
over the shingle.

<..>

As if there were waves of darkness in the air, darkness moved on,
covering houses, hills, trees, as waves of water wash round the sides of
some sunken ship. Darkness washed down streets, eddying round single
figures, engulfing them; blotting out couples clasped under the showery
darkness of elm trees in full summer foliage. Darkness rolled its waves
along grassy rides and over the wrinkled skin of the turf, enveloping the
solitary thorn tree and the empty snail shells at its foot. Mounting higher,
darkness blew along the bare upland slopes, and met the fretted and
abraded pinnacles of the mountain where the snow lodges for ever on the
hard rock even when the valleys are full of running streams and yellow
vine leaves, and girls, sitting on verandahs, look up at the snow, shading
their faces with their fans. Them, too, darkness covered.

B manHOM mpEMepe COJHIIE MOTHOCTHIO 3aKaTHUIIOCh, TIOJIOCca Hebec 1
Mops Hepa3nmuunMa. Ho B OTIIMYME OT MEepBOTrO OTPHIBKA, MPeolIagaroT
Oerbie TOHA: BOJHBI 00pa3yroT Oelblii Beep, Oenble TeHU, BOJHBI KaTATCH,
B3/IbIXasl Ha/l rajbkoil. ThMa crymaercs u OKyThIBaeT BCE BOKPYT, BOJIHbBI
)K€ Kak OyATO OMBIBAIOT TOHYHIMHA Kopabib. [locmemHuii OTPHIBOK
CHMBOJIM3HPYET CTAPOCTh FePOEB, UX OIMYCTOLIEHHOCTb, 3aKaT UX KHU3HHU.

[poananu3upoBap MpUBEIEHHBIC BBILIE OTPHIBKUA, MOXHO HNPUITH K
BHIBOJY O TOM, YTO B aJUICTOPUYECKOM H300pakeHHH BOJH B.Bynbd
BUJITCS CTYNCHH YENIOBEYECKOM JKH3HM, pasliduHble JTanbl  ef
CTaHOBJICHHS M YracaHHUsl.

LlBeT u BOCHpUATHE [BETA TAKXKE SBIIIOTCS 3HAYMMBIMUA B POMaHE U
HEPEIKO MPHOOPETAIOT aJICrOPHUIECKOE 3BYUaHHUE.
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OOpaTtumcs K npuMepam:

'Those are white words,’ said Susan, 'like stones one picks up by the
seashore.’

'They flick their tails right and left as I speak them,' said Bernard.
'"They wag their tails; they flick their tails; they move through the air in
flocks, now this way, now that way, moving all together, now dividing,
now coming together.'

'Those are yellow words, those are fiery words," said Jinny. 'l should
like a fiery dress, a yellow dress, a fulvous dress to wear in the evening.’

B nmannom cimydae B peunm Chro3eH, godepu (epmepa, CIUTOH ¢
MPUPOJIONA, clloBa obnavaroTcs B Oesblil LIBET, OHU [TOJ0OHBI KaMelIKaMm,
KOTOpBIE COOMPAIOT Ha Oepery Mopsl.

B pennuke bepHapaa, KoJUIEKIIMOHEpa BBICKa3bIBaHUHM, CJOBa
0’KMBAIOT, OHU JIBMXKYTCS TOJIOM, TO pa3fesisich, TO COEIUHSSACH.

B Bocmpusitum ke TBIIKOW ©W  cTpacTHOM JKWMHHM cloBa
IpUOOPETAIOT KENTHIN IBET, a 3aTEM U OTHEHHO-KPACHBIN OTTEHOK.

PaccmoTtpum crnenyronuil npuMep:

'It is the first day of the summer holidays,’ said Rhoda. 'And now, as
the train passes by these red rocks, by this blue sea, the term, done with,
forms itself into one shape behind me. [ see its colour. June was white. 1
see the fields white with daisies, and white with dresses, and tennis courts
marked with white. Then there was wind and violent thunder.

B BocnpusiTuu camoil YMCTOM U TAMHCTBEHHOM repouHu Pojbl MIOHB
ctaHoBUTCS OenbiM. OHa BUAWT O€JbId I[BET B IOJAX, MOKPBITHIX
MaprapuTKaMH, B IUIATHSIX, HA TEHHUCHBIX KOPTax, YTO AJJIETOPHYECKH
MOKAa3bIBAET €€ CBETIIOE OLIYIICHHE JIETA.

OO6paTtumcs K Ipyromy npumepy:

We have come together (from the north, from the south, from Susan's
farm, from Louis's house of business) to make one thing, not enduring —
for what endures? — but seen by many eyes simultaneously. There is a red
carnation in that vase. A single flower as we sat here waiting, but now a
seven-sided flower, many-petalled, red, puce, purple-shaded, stiff with
silver-tinted leaves — a whole flower to which every eye brings its own
contribution.
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B cuene, B KOTOpO#l IJaBHBbIE T'€pOM BCTPEUAIOTCS B PECTOpaHe,
KpacHas TBO3/IMKa Ha CTOJIe, CHMBOJI OOBEINHEHNUS APY3eH, mprodperaet
OTTEHKH KPaCHOBATO-KOPHYHEBOTO, TyPITyPHOTO, CEPEOPUCTOTO IIBETOB B
3aBHCHUMOCTHU OT BOCHIPUATHS KaXKIOr0 MEPCOHAXKA.

IIpoananuzupyem apyroit npumep:

'Look," said Rhoda, 'listen. Look how the light becomes richer, second
by second, and bloom and ripeness lie everywhere; and our eyes, as they
range round this room with all its tables, seem to push through curtains
of colour, red, orange, umber and queer ambiguous tints, which yield like
veils and close behind them, and one thing melts into another.’

'Yes," said Jinny, 'our senses have widened. Membranes, webs of nerve
that lay white and limp, have filled and spread themselves and float round
us like filaments, making the air tangible and catching in them faraway
sounds unheard before.’

'The roar of London,' said Louis, 'is round us. Motor-cars, vans,
omnibuses pass and repass continuously. All are merged in one turning
wheel of single sound. All separate sounds — wheels, bells, the cries of
drunkards, of merrymakers — are churned into one sound, steel blue,
circular. Then a siren hoots. At that shores slip away, chimneys flatten
themselves, the ship makes for the open sea.’

B Bocnpustuu Ponpl komMHaTta, B KOTOpOHl OHa HaxOgUTCA C
IpYy3bsIMH, CTAHOBUTCS HACHIIICHHOW CBETOM — OTTEHKAMH KpPacHOTO,
OpaH)XEeBOT0, TEMHO-KOPUYHEBOTO, HE3aMETHO MNEPEeXOsIUMHU APYr B
Apyra.

Termmas raMma KpacoK IPOTHBOIIOCTABIISETCS. BOCHPHUATHIO JIpIoHCcOM
ropoja: mwyMm JIoHIOHA ciMBaeTcad B OAMH 3BYK, aCCOLMUPYIOLIMHCA ¢
CHUHEBATO-CTAIbHBIM XOJIOHBIM I[BETOM.

Paccmotpum emé oguH npumep:

'How then does light return to the world after the eclipse of the sun?
Miraculously. Frailly. In thin stripes. It hangs like a glass cage. It is a
hoop to he fractured by a tiny jar. There is a spark there. Next moment a
flush of dun. Then a vapour as if earth were breathing in and out, once,
twice, for the first time. Then under the dullness someone walks with a
green light. Then off twists a white wraith. The woods throb blue and
green, and gradually the fields drink in red, gold, brown. Suddenly a
river snatches a blue light. The earth absorbs colour like a sponge slowly
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drinking water. It puts on weight; rounds itself: hangs pendent; settles
and swings beneath our feet.

'So the landscape returned to me; so I saw fields rolling in waves of
colour beneath me but now with this difference; I saw but was not seen. 1
walked unshadowed; I came unheralded. From me had dropped the old
cloak, the old response; the hollowed hand that beats back sounds. Thin
as a ghost, leaving no trace where I trod, perceiving merely, I walked
alone in a new world, never trodden; brushing new flowers, unable to
speak save in a child's words of one syllable; without shelter from
phrases — I who have made so many, unattended, 1 who have always
gone with my kind; solitary, I who have always had someone to share the
empty grate or the cupboard with its hanging loop of gold.

B naHHOM KOHTEKCTE, MpEACTaBIIsoNneM coboii MoHosor bepHapa,
Pa3MBIIIUISIFOIIET0 O CMBICIE CBOEH KM3HU Ha CKIIOHE JIET, €r0 BHJICHUE
OXBaThIBACT BOJIHBI I[BETa: 3€JEHBIN, TOJIyOOW, KpacHBIA, 30JIO0TOH,
KOpUYHEBBIA. BoimeOHbIe H3MEHEHHUS [[BETA MPOUCXOJIAT JJIsl HETO Kak
OyATO TMOCIE COTHEYHOTO 3aTMEHHUA. 3eMJIsl MOTJIOUIAeT BET KaK I'yOKa, a
BepHapa npoxoauT HEBUAUMBINA KaK MPHU3PaK B HOBOM MHUPE, TIOJTHOCTHIO
W3MEHSACH, YTO AJIETOPUICCKH ITOKA3hIBACT MPEOOPAKECHHE €TO JIyIITH.

Metadopsl TakkKe HEPEIKO HCIOIB3YIOTCS aBTOPOM B TEKCTE,
MpUYEM B OCHOBHOM OHU CBsI3aHBI C 00pa3oM BOJIBI.

OO0paTuMcst K cleayroIeMy mpuMepy:

'There is the puddle,’ said Rhoda, 'and I cannot cross it. I hear the
rush of the great grindstone within an inch of my head. Its wind roars in
my face. All palpable forms of life have failed me. Unless I can stretch
and touch something hard, I shall be blown down the eternal corridors
for ever. What, then, can 1 touch? What brick, what stone? and so draw
myself across the enormous gulf into my body safely?

B maHHOM ciyyae MHTEpECHOW NI aHamM3a MpeJCTaBlseTCs Ppasa
“There is the puddle, and I cannot cross it” — “S He Mory nepeiTu Iyxy”.
CrnoBo “puddle” mpuoOperaeT MeTaCEeMHOTHYECKOE 3ByYaHHE KaK HEUTO
MYTHOE, HENPHATHOE TIIPH CTOJKHOBCHHH C BHEIIHUM MHPOM.
JanpHeHmuid TEKCT pacKpbIBaeT MYYHUTEIBHOE BOCHPUATUE JKU3HU
Pogoil, Muctudeckoil reporHen, A KOTOPOW OCsi3aeMbI, OIIyTHUMBIN
MHp BcCerja Kasaucs YyKIbIM, BpakIeOHBIM, a CYyIIECTBOBaJa JIUIIb
JKU3HB €€ TyIIN.

PaccMoTpum emé oauH npumep:
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'Here is a hall where one pays money and goes in, where one hears
music among somnolent people who have come here after lunch on a hot
afternoon. We have eaten beef and pudding enough to live for a week
without tasting food. Therefore we cluster like maggots on the back of
something that will carry us on. Decorous, portly — we have white hair
waved under our hats; slim shoes; little bags, clean-shaven cheeks, here
and there a military moustache; not a speck of dust has been allowed to
settle anywhere on our broadcloth. Swaying and opening programmes,
with a few words of greeting to friends, we settle down, like walruses
stranded on rocks, like heavy bodies, incapable of waddling to the sea,
hoping for a wave to lift us, but we are too heavy, and too much dry
shingle lies between us and the sea.

B nmaHHOM KOHTEKCTe NOKa3aHbl (GUIOCO(PCKUE PACCYXKIEHUS O
CMBICIIC XHM3HH YelOBEeKa, B peun Poabl meraopuyeckd BBIpaKkaeTcs
KPYLICHHUE JKM3HEHHBIX HaJeXA. [epouHS CpaBHHBaeT JrOIed ¢
MOpP)KaMH, KOTOPbIE HAJCIOTCS, 4YTO BOJIHA IOAHHUMET HX, HO OHH
CITMIIIKOM TSDKEJBI, ¥ MX OTJEIIsIeT OT MOPSl MHOTO CYXOW TaJIbKH — ... We
settle down, like walruses standed on rocks, like heavy bodies incapable
of waddling to the sea, hoping for a wave to lift us, but we are too heavy,
and too much dry shingle lies between us and the sea”.

[Ipoananu3upyeM cieayronuii npumMep:

'Something flickers and dances,’ said Louis. 'lllusion returns as they
approach down the avenue. Rippling and questioning begin. What do 1
think of you — what do you think of me? Who are you? Who am I? — that
quivers again its uneasy air over us, and the pulse quickens and the eye
brightens and all the insanity of personal existence without which life
would fall flat and die, begins again. They are on us. The southern sun
flickers over this urn;, we push off into the tide of the violent and cruel
sea. Lord help us to act our parts as we greet them returning — Susan and
Bernard, Neville and Jinny.'

B peun Jlptonca ucnonb3yercst 00pa3 Mo, OTTAIKHUBAOIINXCS OT
Oepera W MOMAIAIIUX B TeUeHHEe OypHOTO U 0€3)KAIIOCTHOTO MOPS — “we
push off into the tide of the violent and cruel sea”. Takum oGpazom,
MEPCOHAX IMOKA3BIBACT CYPOBOCTH, OCCIONIATHOCTD XH3HH, B KOTOPOU
JIFO/IW BBIHYKJICHBI HTPaTh OTBEAEHHBIC UM POJIH.

PaccMoTpuM nocnegHuit npumep:
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1 do not know — your days and hours pass like the boughs of forest
trees and the smooth green of forest rides to a hound running on the
scent. But there is no single scent, no single body for me to follow. And I
have no face. I am like the foam that races over the beach or the
moonlight that falls arrowlike here on a tin can, here on a spike of the
mailed sea-holly, or a bone or a half-eaten boat. 1 am whirled down
caverns, and flap like paper against endless corridors, and must press my
hand against the wall to draw myself back.

B 1aHHOM KOHTEKCTe TOKa3aHa d(PEeMEpHOCTh JXW3HU  Pojpl,
TPYIHOCTH €€ TPENEeTHOW JYIIH MPU CTOJKHOBEHUM C BHEIIHUM MHPOM.
Cama repomHsl cpaBHHBaeT ce0s ¢ TeHOH, HaOeraromeld Ha Oeper, ¢
JYHHBIM CBETOM, ¢ BUXpeM B memepax — “I am like the foam that races
over the beach or the moonlight... I am whirled down caverns...”, 4to
MeTadoprueCKr 0003HAYAET MPEXO SN XapaKTep OBITHS.

Wrak, ammeropmyeckue ONWCAHWS TPHPOABI M I[BETa, a TaKXKe
UCIIONIb30BaHNE MeTa(op SBISTIOTCS PAaCHPOCTPaHEHHBIMU aBTOPCKUMHU
npuéMaMiu ¥ yCUIIMBAIOT ACTETHYECKYIO IIEHHOCTh POMaHa.
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CpencrBa v crmoco0bl XapaKTePUCTUKHU NEPCOHANKEH B
pomane ®@pincuca Crorra Ounkepananaa «Houb
HEKHA»

OCHOBHBIMH CPEICTBAMHU U CIIOCOOAMHU XapaKTEPUCTHKH MIEPCOHAKEH
B pomane ®@. Ckorra ®umykepansaa «Hous HexHay (“Tender is the
Night”) sBnsroTcs MeTadopudeckue cpaBHEHUs, YIIOTPEOICHUE aLTIO3UI
U oObIrpeIBaHne uanoM. Hambomee pacmpocTpaHeHBl B IOBECTBOBAHHU
MeTaQoprIeCKre CpaBHEHUS.

OO6paTtumcs K mpuMepam.

'You'll be all right - everybody here believes in you. Why, Doctor
Gregory is so proud of you that he'll probably —'

'l hate Doctor Gregory.'

'Well, you shouldn't.’

Nicole's world had fallen to pieces, but it was only a flimsy and
scarcely created world; beneath it her emotions and instincts fought on.
Was it an hour ago she had waited by the entrance, wearing her hope like
a corsage at her belt?

s Toro, 4ToOBI TIOKa3aTh dMONMHU BIHOONEHHOCTH Hukombs Yoppen
0 OTHOIICHUIO K CBOeMy OynymieMy Myxy Puuapny JlafiBepy (TiaBHOMY
repol0 poMaHa, ICUXUATPY) HCIONB3yeTcs MeTapopuIeckoe CpaBHEHUE
"wearing her hope like a corsage at her belt" (oHa HOCHIIa CBOIO HaiekK Ty
KaK KOpPCaX Ha Iosce).

Into the dark, smoky restaurant, smelling of the rich raw foods on the
buffet, slid Nicole's sky-blue suit like a stray segment of the weather
outside. Seeing from their eyes how beautiful she was, she thanked them
with a smile of radiant appreciation.

Koctiom Huxonp HebecHO-romyOoro mBeta MeTadopuiecku
CpPaBHUBAETCS CO CIyYailHO TOMAaBIIEH B pecTOpaH CTpyEN Bo3ayxa. ITo
CpaBHEHHE TIOMOTraeT IMOAYEPKHYTh yIUBUTENbHYIO KpacoTy Huxons,
KOTOPYIO OLIEHWJIH OKPY>KalOIHeE.

They went in and he closed the door, and Rosemary stood close to
him, not touching him. The night had drawn the colour from her face -
she was pale as pale now, she was a white carnation left after a dance.
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bieanocts Po3mapu Xoiit, aktpucsl U BosntoOnenHo uka JlaiiBepa,
YCHIIMBACTCS CPAaBHEHUEM C OEIIOoi TBO3IUKOH, OCTaBIIEHHOM TOCIIE TaHIIa
("She was a white carnation left after a dance").

They were lunching in the Norths' already dismantled apartment high
above the green mass of leaves. The day seemed different to Rosemary
from the day before. When she saw him face to face their eyes met and
brushed like birds' wings. After that everything was all right, everything
was wonderful, she knew that he was beginning to fall in love with her.
She felt wildly happy, felt the warm sap of emotion being pumped through
her body. A cool, clear confidence deepened and sang in her. She
scarcely looked at Dick but she knew everything was all right.

OmnuceiBas BimoOeHHOoCcTh Po3mapu Xoiit u Jluka JlaiiBepa, aBTOp
MeTahOpUUECKH  CPaBHMBACT  B3MVISABI  MEPCOHAXEH C  JIETKUM
npukocHoBeHHEM KpbutheB nTull ("Their eyes met and brushed like birds'
wings").

They stopped thinking with an almost painful relief, stopped seeing ;
they only breathed and sought each other. They were both in the grey
gentle world of a mild hangover of fatigue, when the nerves relax in
bunches like piano strings and crackle suddenly like wicker chairs.
Nerves so raw and tender must surely join other nerves, lips to lips,
breast to breast.

OMOIMOHAIBHOE  COCTOsiHUE BiroONeHHbIX Jluka u  Po3mapu
yIoA00JIecHO HEpBaM, KOTOpBIC pAacCIaONSIOTCS, KaK MYy3bIKaJbHBIC
CTPYHBI U TOTPECKUBAIOT, KaK TIETEHBIE CTYJIbSI.

Nicole relaxed and felt new and happy,; her thoughts were, clear as
good bells — she had a sense of being cured and in a new way. Her ego
began blooming like a great rich rose as she scrambled back along the
labyrinths in which she had wandered for years. She hated the beach,
resented the places where she had played planet to Dick's sun.

B konne pomana sro Hukouss HauMHaeT pacuBeTaTh Kak IbIIIHAS pO3a
("Her ego began blooming like a great rich rose"), ona ocBoO0oX1aercst ot
3a00TbI U omeKku Myxa. [luk n HUKomb MEHSIOTCS pOJISIMH, TEIeph yxe
oro JluKka HauYMHAET pa3pyIIaThCs U3-3a €r0 3aryOJICHHOTO TaJIaHTa.

Jpyrum mpuéMoM H300paXeHHS TEpOeB SBIACTCS YIOTpeOIcHHE
AJUIIO3HH.
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PaCCMOTpI/IM CJICAYIOIHNE TPUMEPDI:

He was enough older than Nicole to take pleasure in her youthful
vanities and delights, the way she paused fractionally in front of the hall
mirror on leaving the restaurant, so that the incorruptible quicksilver
could give her back to herself. He delighted in her stretching out her
hands to new octaves now that she found herself beautiful and rich. He
tried honestly to divorce her from any obsessions that he had stitched her
together - glad to see her build up happiness and confidence apart from
him; the difficulty was that, eventually, Nicole brought everything to his
feet, gifts of sacrificial ambrosia, of worshipping myrtle.

W3 koHTekcTa poMaHa YUTATENh Y3HAET O CTAHOBJICHHH CYACThS
Hukonp w Jluka. Hukonb oco3HaBana, 4To KpacuBa W Oorara, HO
MpHHOCHIIA BCE K HOraMm Pudapia, KOTOpEIi MOCTOSHHO 3a00THIICS O HEH.
Janee uWCHONB3yeTcs ajUIO3MBHOE MOHATHE TPEUECKON Mudooruu
"ambrosia" (amOpo3sus; numia 6oros) u "myrtle" (MupT) Bo dpasze "gifts
of sacrificial ambrosia, of worshipping myrtle" (mapbel >xepTBeHHOM
aMOpO3WH W CBSIIEHHOTO MHPTa), YTO IIOAYCPKUBACT IPEKIOHCHHE
TePOVHHU IEPE] CBOUM MYKEM.

It was a windy four-o'clock night, with the leaves on the Champs-
Elysées singing and failing, thin and wild. Dick turned down the Rue de
Rivoli, walking two squares under the arcades to his bank, where there
was mail. Then he took a taxi and started up the Champs-Elysées through
the first patter of rain, sitting alone with his love.

Back at two o'clock in the Roi George corridor the beauty of Nicole
had been to the beauty of Rosemary as the beauty of Leonardo's girl was
to that of the girl of an illustrator. Dick moved on through the rain,
demoniac and frightened, the passions of many men inside him and
nothing simple that he could see.

HeoObikHoBeHHass kpacota Huxons [laiiBep Maradopuvecku
MPOTHBOIIOCTaBIIsIeTCsT Kpacote Po3mapu Xoiit. Hukonws ymomoGiieHa
n3o0paxennto kuctd JleoHapno; OE3yCIIOBHO, TOMOOHAS —aJLTFO3US
XOPOLIO MOHATHA 00Pa30BaHHOMY YUTATENI0, UMEETCS B BUly W3BECTHBIN
WTaNbsHCKUN KuBomnucel nepuoja Bospoxnenus Jleonapno na Bunum.
Tem cambiM kpacoTa Hukomnb siBnsieTcst BOruomieHneM pyku Macrepa, B
TO BpeMs Kak Po3mapu, Oyaydd HpOCTO HPUBICKATEIBHOMN, SBISETCS
n300paKeHUEM OOBIYHOTO HILTIOCTPATOPA.
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The Divers flocked from the train into the early-gathered twilight of
the valley. The village people watched the debarkation with an awe akin
to that which followed the Italian pilgrimages of Lord Byron a century
before. Their hostess was the Gontessa di Minghetti, lately Mary North.
The journey that had begun in a room over the shop of a paper-hanger in
Newark had ended in an extraordinary marriage.

[IpubsiTe  cocrosrensHOM  cembu  [aiiBep Ha  PuBbepy
BOCIIPHHUMAETCSI JKUTEIISIMU JEPEBHU C OJarOrOBEHHEM U TPEIETOM. ITO
BOCIIPHATHE CPAaBHUBACTCS C HTAIBIHCKAM IAJTOMHUYECTBOM JIOPAA
Baiipona cronerne Hazam — "the Italian pilgrimages of Lord Byron a
century before") (ayurro3us Ha H3BECTHOTO AHIJIMKACKOTO ITO3Ta-
pomanTuka /xopmxka ['opaona baiipona, kotopsrit B 1816 roay mokunyn
Benukobpuranuto u xui B Utamum).

Eme oauuM npuéMOM  3apUCOBKH  MEPCOHAXEW  sABISETCS
OOBIrpbIBAHUE UIUOM.

[Ipoananm3upyem ciaeayromye IpIMEphL:

Dick got up to Zurich on fewer Achilles' heels than would be required
to equip a centipede, but with plenty - the illusions of eternal strength and
health, and of the essential goodness of people - they were the illusions of
a nation, the lies of generations of frontier mothers who had to croon
falsely that there were no wolves outside the cabin door.

Oo6ruirpeiBaercs unuomMa "Achilles' heel" (Axmiecopa msTa; ciaboe,
JETKO yA3BHMOE MECTO), B KOHTEKCTE OHa HCIIONB3yeTCsI BO
MHOXECTBEHHOM YHCJIE M OIPEACISICTCS CPABHUTEIBHON CTEIECHBIO
Hapeuns "fewer". MpoHus 3BydHT BO (pase, B KOTOPOU OXKHBaET
HOMMHATHUBHOE 3HadyeHWe KOMIOHeHTa uavombl "heel" m cooOmaercs,
yT0 MoJojoi uneanuct Juk JlaiiBep npuexan B L{ropux Ha paboTy Bpaua,
“Mes MEHBIIEe YSI3BUMBIX MeECT (JOCJIOBHO IISITOK), 4YeM ObLIO
HEOOXOJUMO JUIS TOTO, 4YTOOBI CHAOIWTh COPOKOHOXKY, HO C
MHOXECTBOM WJITIO3UH OTHOCHUTENBHO BEYHOW CHIIBL, 3OPOBBS WU
JIIOJICKOU TOOPOTHI.

The Englishman suddenly borrowed his magazines with a little small
change of conversation, and Dick, glad to see them go, thought of the
voyage ahead of him. Wolf-like under his sheep's clothing of long-staple
Australian wool, he considered the world of pleasure - the incorruptible
Mediterranean with sweet old dirt caked in the olive trees, the peasant
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girl near Savona with a face as green and rose as the colour of an
illuminated missal. He would take her in his hands and snatch her across
the border ...

Wnonoma "a wolf in sheep's clothing" (Bonk B oBeubeil mKype)
HCKYCHO OOBITPHIBAETCS B KOHTEKCTE: MCIIONB3yeTCS IPUEM YIIOJ00ICHHUS
"wolf-like", a Takke OXHBISETCS OSTHUMOJIOTHYECKOE 3HAYECHHE
KOMIIOHeHTa uanoMmbl "clothing" monbopom TemaTH4ecku OJIM3KOTO
cioBa "wool" Bo ¢pase "long-staple Australian wool" (aBcTpamuiickas
IIepCTh UIMHHOTO BOJIOKHA). OOBIrpaHHasl UAMOMA MPHU3BaHA ITOKA3aTh
XOpomIo ckpbeiBaeMbie amormu Jluka JlaiiBepa, KOTOpble, Kak OH cam
MoJIaraeT, MPEeNBKYyIIas IyTEIIECTBHE HAa MOPE, PACKPOIOTCS B IOJHOW
Mepe Ha OT/bIXe.

Baby had said: 'We must think it over carefully -' and the unsaid lines
back of that: 'We own you, and you'll admit it sooner or later. It is absurd
to keep up the pretence of independence.’

It had been years since Dick had bottled up malice against a creature
- since freshman year at New Haven, when he had come upon a popular
essay about 'mental hygiene'. Now he lost his temper at Baby and
simultaneously tried to coop it up within him, resenting her cold rich
insolence.

IToBenenue boiidu, cectpsl Hukonb JlaiiBep, omuchIBaeTcs Kak
xoJomHOe Oorartoe ockopOuTenbHOe BbIcOKOMepue - "her cold rich
insolence”", Ha uro [luxk pearupyer HerojoBaHueMm. JlaHHOE
OKKa3MOHAJIFHOE CIIOBOCOYETAHNE HECOMHEHHO SIBJISICTCS] CTUIINCTHICCKA
OKpAIIICHHBIM, OOYCIIOBICHHBIM KOHTEKCTOM W (YHKIIHOHHPYET Ha
METaCEeMUOTHUYECKOM YPOBHE.

TakuM 00pa3oM, BBIIICONMHCAHHBIE MPHEMBI ITOMOTAIOT KPAaCOYHO
0TOOpa3uTh BHEUIHOCTb IEPCOHaXEH, a TakkKe CIOCOOCTBYIOT
PaCKpBITHIO XapaKTepa, YyBCTB U [TOBEACHUS T€pPOEB.
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