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Angieropun u metagopsl B pomane B. Byiabg «BoaHbD)
© kanoudam gunonocuueckux Hayk A.A. Uzomosa, 2011

Poman Bupmxuaun Bynsd «BoaHBD) cripaBeiMBO MOKHO Ha3BaTh TO-
93uel B Ipo3e, TJe KpacoTa 3ByYaHUs] TEKCTa OKA3bIBACTCSI BaXKHEE CIOMKETA.
Ha mepBblif miaH BBIABUTAETCS BHYTPEHHUH MHp IIECTH TJIaBHBIX T'€pOEB
(bepnapna, Hesumna, Jlronca, Ponsl, Ceio3er u J[)KWHHM), & OKpPY>KAIOITHI
BHEIIIHUIA MUp, pealibHas XKHU3Hb CIyKaT HEeKUM (POHOM, HA KOTOPOM pa3Bo-
paunBaroTCs MePeKUBAHIS MIEPCOHAKEH.

Oco0y10 posib B pOMaHe UrparT aUICTOPHYCCKHE OMUCAHMS HMPUPOJIBI.
Tlepen kaxmoil TJIaBOM, TOKAa3bIBAIOIIEH HOBBIM MEPUOJ >KU3HHU TJIABHBIX
repoeB, YUTaTeldb HAXOJIUT OMKCAHUE MOpS, TJE PUTM BOJIH OTPAXaeT pUTM
JKA3HU TIEPCOHAXKEN.

Tak, B Hauaye poMaHa, Korjua u3o0pakaeTcsi JETCTBO INIABHBIX IEPOCB,
I[BET MOPS ONHCHIBACTCS KaK HEOTVIMYMMBIA OT OTTEHKa Heba, YTO CHMBOIH-
3upyeT 0e300J1auHYI0 JKU3Hb JCTCH, MX HaICKIBl Ha Oymyliee, ONTUMHCTH-
YecKoe BUIICHHE MHpa!

The sun had not yet risen. The sea was indistinguishable from the sky, ex-
cept that the sea was slightly creased as if a cloth had wrinkles in it. Gradu-
ally 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 crnenyromemM OTphIBKE MPHU OMHMCAHUK FOHOCTH T€POEB MEPEIUBBI I'O-
JIy00oTO M 3eNEHOTO I[BETa BOJNH CO3/IAIOT OYapOBATENBHBIA 00pa3 JErKoro
Beepa, omaxaja MOJOJOCTH. Takke 3HAYMMBIM OKa3bIBACTCs M300pakeHHE
aBTOpOM conHIa. Ecii B mpensiayIneM nmpuMepe CONHIE eIié He B3OIIO, TO
3JIECh COJIHIIC BOCXOJIUT, U XKHU3Hb, TIOJHAS HAJICHK, TOIBKO HAYUHACTCS:

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 clefis.

Iyt Toro, 4TOOBI MMOKA3aTh PACcIBET MOJIOIBIX JIET T€POEB, TaMMa OTTCH-
KOB BOJIH CO3/IaéT MAJIUTPY XKEITOTO, 3eJIEHOI0 U CHHEBATO-CTAJIBHOTO I[BE-
ToB. IIpH 3TOM COJIHIIE YK€ B3OIILIO, @ CBET KaK OYATO MPOHU3BIBAET CTPEMHU-
TEJIbHBIC BOJIHBI, CHSIOIIME KaK TOIA3, aKBAMAPHH, YTO IMOKA3bIBAET PagoCTh
OBITHSA:
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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
Jjewels, 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 dark-
ened 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 criepyromieM mnpuMepe, ONKCBHIBAIOIIEM MOJOAOCTh TepOEB, COJHIE
opocaer mepuaronmid B3risia (“a fitful glance”) Ha Mopckue cokpoBwIla,
MpHOTKpBIBaeT cBo€ ymiio (“bared its face™) u mpsMO CMOTPHUT HA BOJIHEI, YTO
SIBIISICTCS IPUEMOM TiepcoHnpUKaImu. [Ipu 3ToM roayObie ¢ OpUILTHAHTOBBIM
OTTEHKOM BOJIHBI 3HEPTHYHO OBIOTCS O Oeper, auieropuveckd u300paxas
packpbITHE CIIOCOOHOCTEH repoeB:

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 woods which bristled proudly on their flanks were like
the curt, clipped mane on the neck of a horse.

OOpaTtuMcs K IpYTUM IIPAMEpaM:

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, undeni-
able. 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,
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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 aHHOM OTpBIBKE COJIHIIE B CBOEM 3E€HHTE M CBETHT OHO HEMPECTAHHO,
OpHUIaBasi OKPYKAOLIEMy MHPY OTTEHKH KpPacHOro, 6enoro, 4€pHOro, po3o-
BOTO U 3en€Horo. TeMHO-roy0bie ¢ OPHUTMAHTOBHIM OTTEHKOM BOJIHBI OBI-
CTpO pa30uBarOTCs 0 Oeper, OHM MOJOOHBI TOIIOTY JIMKOTO 3BEPsl. 3/1€Ch peub
UET O CTAHOBJICHHUH 3PEJIOCTH I'epoeB, 00 N3MEHEHHH UX B3TJISIIOB.

OGpatumcsi K ApyroMy OTPBIBKY:

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 quiv-
ering blue.

<..>

The waves massed themselves, curved their backs and crashed. Up
spurted stones and shingle. They swept round the rocks, and the spray, leap-
ing 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 naHHOM cityyae, TakKe OIHCBHIBAIONIEM 3PEIIOCTh TEPOCB, COJHIIE YiKE
HE B 3€HHTE, €TO CBET IaJlaeT HAKIIOHHO. BpeMms oT BpeMeHH COJTHIIE OCBeIIa-
eT 00Jiaka, KOTOPhIC CTAHOBATCS MOX0KUMH Ha SIPKO TOPSIIUN OCTPOB, 3aTEM
OHHM TalOT, YTO CHMBOJIN3UPYET MPOCBETHI B KU3HH repoeB. BomHsr xe Oec-
MOPSIOYHO OBIOTCS 0 Oeper W pa3OMBAKOTCA. DTO ONMUCAHUE AJUICTOPUICCKU
MTOKa3bIBaeT BO3HIUKHOBEHHE TPEBOT, IPOOIEM B KH3HH T€pPOeB, yxoJ 06e300-
JIAYHOTO CYIIECTBOBAHUS.

PaccmoTpum emi€ oguH 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 sud-
denly 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 vis-
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ited 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 aToM OTphIBKE COJHIE TiIyOke MOrpyxaercss B HeOeca, MOYTH HET
MPOCBETOB B O0JIAKaX, OTTOTO CKAJIBI KaXyTCs YEPHBIMH, TPEHCIIYIINAEC BOJ-
HBI TEPSIOT ToNyOOW OTTEHOK, TMpuoOpeTas cepeOpHCTBIA, W Cepble TEHH
OKYTHIBAIOT MOpE MOJO00HO x0JcTy. OTPBIBOK MOKAa3bIBACT pa30uapOBaHHE
repoeB B HU3HH, TIOTEPIO MHOTUX HAIEK, IyCTOTY U OTYasIHHE 3PEbIX JIeT.

[Ipoanamu3upyeM emé oauH 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.

B /1aHHOM KOHTEKCTE COJIHIIE YK€ 3aKaTHIOCh. MeHO-30JI0THCThIE BOJI-
HBI, TIOJJOOHBIC CTpeliaM, CTAHOBATCS TeMHBIMU. CBET OJNYKHaeT MO MOPIO
MoJIOOHO CHTHAJIaM C OCTPOBOB 3aTOHYBIIMX Kopabieit. CamMu e BOJIHBI,
YK€ HE CBEPKAIOIIUE, TSHKEIO MAJaT Kak CTCHA M3 Ceporo KaMHsl, KyJa He
NpOHUKAaeT cBeT. J[aHHBIA OTPHIBOK aJUICrOPHYECKH H300pa)kaeT MOIHOE
pa3odapoBaHKE B KH3HU T'€POEB, KPaX WX YasiHUH, a I HEKOTOPBIX U3 HUX U
MOTEPIO CMBICIIA KU3HH.

3aBepinaeT poMaH CIeIyoIIee OMMCAHUE MOPSL:

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, cover-
ing 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 moun-
tain 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 ve-
randahs, look up at the snow, shading their faces with their fans. Them, too,
darkness covered.
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B nmanHOM mpuMepe COJHIIE MOTHOCTBIO 3aKaTWIOCh, Iojioca Hebec
Mopsi Hepasznumuuma. Ho B oTimyme OT mepBOro OTPHIBKA, IpeolianarT Oc-
JIe TOHA: BOJHBI 00pasyloT Oenblii Beep, Oenble TEHH, BOJHBI KaTsTCS,
B3JIbIXasl HAJ[ FAJIbKOW. ThMa CryIacTcs M OKYTHIBACT BCE BOKPYT, BOJHBI JKE
Kak OyITO OMBIBAIOT TOHYIIMH KOpaOub. [locnemHnii OTPHIBOK CUMBOJIW3H-
PYeT CTapoCTh TepPOEB, UX OMYCTOMIEHHOCTD, 3aKAT MX JKU3HHU.

[Ipoananu3upoBaB MpUBEAEHHBIC BBIIIE OTPHIBKU, MOKHO TPUATH K BBI-
BOJIy O TOM, YTO B aJUICTOPUYECKOM U300pakcHnu BoiH B.Bynbd Bumstcs
CTYIICHH YeJOBEYECKOH KU3HH, Pa3IUUHBIC ATAIBl €€ CTAaHOBICHMS M yraca-
HUSL.

IlBeT u BoCHIpHUATHE I[BETA TAKXKE SBIIIOTCS 3HAYMMBIMU B POMaHE U HE-
penKo MproOPETAIOT AIUIETOPHYECKOE 3ByYaHNE.

OOpaTtuMcs K IpruMepam:

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

'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 to-
gether.’

'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 nmannOoM ciyuae B peun Cpro3eH, HodepHu ¢epmepa, CIUTOH ¢ MpHUpo-
JIOW, cJIoBa 00Ja4aroTcs B OCIBbIN I[BET, OHU MOJOOHBI KaMEIIKaM, KOTOPhIC
cobuparoT Ha Oepery Mopsi.

B pemmike bepHapia, KoJIeKIIMOHEpa BBHICKa3bIBaHUIA, CJIOBA OXKHBAIOT,
OHH JIBIXKYTCS TOJIIOH, TO Pa3eNssicCh, TO COCTUHSACE.

B BocmpusTHM Ke MBUIKOM U CTpacTHOW J[)KHHHU ClIOBa mpUOOpETaroT
JKENTBINA LIBET, a 3aT€M U OTHEHHO-KPACHBIA OTTEHOK.

PaccmotpuM crnepyromuil mpumep:

'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. I see its colour. June was white. I see the
fields white with daisies, and white with dresses; and tennis courts marked
with white. Then there was wind and violent thunder.

B BocmpusiTun camMoi YHUCTOM WM TaWHCTBEHHOM repouHu Pojbl MIoOHB
ctaHoBHTCS OenbiM. OHA BUAMT OCIBIA IBET B TOJISAX, MOKPBITHIX MaprapuT-
KamHu, B IJIaThsIX, HA TEHHUCHBIX KOPTaX, YTO aJJIETOPUYECKHU MOKA3bIBAET €&
CBETJIOE OLIYIICHHE JIeTa.

OO0paTuMcs K IpyroMy mpuMepy:
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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 carna-
tion 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.

B cuene, B KOTOpo# IiTaBHBIE TEPOU BCTPEUAIOTCS B PECTOPAHE, KpacHas
IBO3/IMKa Ha CTOJIE, CUMBOJI OOBECIUHEHHUS Ipy3eH, NMpHoOpeTaeT OTTEHKU
KpPaCHOBaTO-KOPHUYHEBOTO, ITyPIypHOTO, CEPEOPHUCTOTO IBETOB B 3aBUCHMO-
CTH OT BOCIIPUATUS KaXKAOT0 IEPCOHAXKA.

IIpoananusupyem 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, omni-
buses 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 Poabl koMHaTa, B KOTOPOl OHAa HAXOIUTCS C APY3bsIMHU,
CTaHOBHUTCS HACHIIIEHHOH CBETOM — OTTEHKaMH KPacHOTO, OpaHKEBOTO,
TEMHO-KOPHUUYHEBOTO, HE3aMETHO MEPEXOSIIUMU APYT B Apyra.

Temmast TaMMa KpacoK MPOTHBOIIOCTABISETCS BOCHPHATHIO JIpomcom
ropoaa: myM JIOHAOHA CIIMBAETCSl B OJIMH 3BYK, ACCOLMUPYIOIIUNCS C CHHE-
BaTO-CTAIBHBIM XOJIOJHBIM IIBETOM.

PaccmoTrpum emé oqun npumep:

'How then does light return to the world after the eclipse of the sun? Mi-
raculously. 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
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earth absorbs colour like a sponge slowly 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 col-
our beneath me but now with this difference; I saw but was not seen. I 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 nmaHHOM KOHTEKCTE, NpejacTaBisiionieM coboii moHonor bepnappaa,
Pa3MBIIUIAIONIETO O CMBICIIE CBOCH XKHM3HHU HA CKJIOHE JIET, €T0 BUJICHUE OXBa-
TBIBACT BOJIHBI IBETA: 3€NEHBIN, roiay00l, KpacHbIH, 30J0TOH, KOPUYHEBBIH.
BounmieOHbIe M3MEHEHNs [BETa MPOUCXOAAT IUIsl HETO Kak OyaTo mocie coi-
HEYHOr'o 3aTMEHHMs. 3eMJIsl IOTJIONIAeT 1IBET Kak ryoka, a bepnapa mpoxoaur
HEBUJVMBIN KaK MPU3PAK B HOBOM MHPE, MOIHOCTBIO U3MEHSACH, UTO aluie-
TOPHUYECKH MTOKa3bIBAET NPEOOpaKeHNE €ro TyIIH.

Mertadopsl TakKe HEPEIKO MCIHONIB3YIOTCSI aBTOPOM B TEKCTE, IPUUIEM B
OCHOBHOM OHH CBSI3aHBI C 00pa30M BOJBI.

OO6paTtuMcs K clenyoneMy IpuMepy:

'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 some-
thing 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 enor-
mous gulf'into my body safely?

B nmanHOM cilyyae WHTEpEeCHOW JUIs aHanm3a mpeicraBisercs (pasza
“There is the puddle, and I cannot cross it” — “SI He Mory nepeiTn JTyxy’ .
Cnoso “puddle” mpuoOpeTaeT METaCEMHOTHYECKOE 3BydYaHHE KaK HEUYTO
MYTHOE, HENPUATHOE IPU CTOJIKHOBEHUHU C BHELIHUM MHUPOM. JlanbHeHmmit
TEKCT PACKPBIBACT MYYUTEIBHOE BOCIPHUATHE >KU3HH POJOM, MHCTHYECKOM
TEPOMHEN, Il KOTOPOH OCsA3aeMbli, OIYTHUMBIA MHUpP BCETAA Ka3aliCs YykK-
JIBIM, BPXKJICOHBIM, a CYIIECTBOBAJIA JIUIITb )KU3Hb €€ JTYIIIH.

PaccmoTpum emi€ ogun npumep:

'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
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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 mous-
tache; not a speck of dust has been allowed to settle anywhere on our broad-
cloth. 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 naHHOM KOHTEKCTE MOKa3aHbl (GHIOCO(CKHE PACCY)KACHHUS O CMBICIIE
KU3HHM 4YeloBeka, B peun Ponpl MeTadophueckd BBIpa)kaeTcsi KpyLICHHE
JKM3HEHHBIX HaieXI. ['epouHsl cpaBHMBAeT JIIOEH C MOp)Kamu, KOTOpBIE
HaJICIOTCS, YTO BOJIHA ITOJHUMET HMX, HO OHH CJIMIIKOM TSDKEJIBI, M UX OTIEIs-
€T OT MOpsI MHOTO CyXOi raibku — ““... 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”.

IIpoananuzupyem cieayrouuii npumep:

'Something flickers and dances,’ said Louis. 'lllusion returns as they ap-
proach down the avenue. Rippling and questioning begin. What do I think of
you — what do you think of me? Who are you? Who am 1I? — 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 JIstonca ucmons3yercss o06pa3 JIF0JeH, OTTaIKHBAIONINXCS OT Oe-
pera ¥ 1onajarolnX B TeueHne OypHOTo U 0e3)KaJIoCTHOTO Mops — “we push
off into the tide of the violent and cruel sea”. Takum oOpa3zom, mepcoHaX
MOKa3bIBAET CYpOBOCTh, OECIIONIaJHOCT XKHU3HHU, B KOTOPOH JIIOAN BBIHYX/E-
HBI UTPATh OTBEAEHHBIC UM POJIH.

PaccmoTtpum nocneanuii mpumep:

I 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. 1
am like the foam that races over the beach or the moonlight that falls arrow-
like 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.
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B naHHOM KOHTEKCTe MoKaszaHa 3()eMEepHOCTh KHU3HU Pojbl, TpyIHOCTH
e€ TpemeTHOW AYIIW MPHU CTOJKHOBEHUH C BHEINHUM MupoM. Cama repouHs
cpaBHHBAeT cebs C MeHoi, Haberaromel Ha Oeper, ¢ JIYHHBIM CBETOM, C BHX-
pem B memiepax — “I am like the foam that races over the beach or the
moonlight... I am whirled down caverns...”, aTo Metadopuaeckun o003Ha4a-
eT MPEXOJIAIIUI XapakTep ObITHS.

Wrak, ajeropuieckie OnucaHusi NPUPOIbl U [[BETa, & TAKIKE UCIIOJIB30-
BaHHE MeTaop SBISIOTCA PACIPOCTPAHEHHBIMH aBTOPCKUMHU TpUEMAMU U
YCHUIIUBAIOT 3CTETHYECKYIO [IEHHOCTh POMaHa.
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