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JIMHI'BOIIO9THKA

MeTtaceMHOTHYECKOE 3By4YaHHE KAK YaCTh aBTOPCKOI0
3aMbIciia B pomaHe A. Mepaok «Yuenuk ¢uiiocogar»

© kanoudam unonocuyeckux nayk A.A. Hzomosa, 2012

B pomane Aiipuc Mepnok «Yuenuk c¢wmocoda» (The philosopher’s
pupil) guTarenr HEPEOKO CTATKHUBAETCS C METACEMHOTHYECCKHM 3BYyUaHUEM
(¢pa3 u BBICKA3bIBAHUI KaK B PEYM aBTOpa, TaK U B pedH nepconaxei. Lle-
JBI0 TAaHHOM CTaThH SBIISIETCS PACCMOTPEHHE IOTOOHBIX CIIydaes.

OOparuMcs K npuMepam:

'<...> 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, I feel quite worried about her.'

Ocyxnaast TmaBHOTO Tepos pomaHa J[xxopmka Makkadpu B 6ecenie co cBo-
eil xeHoH, ero Opar bpaitan Makkadpu cpaBHuBaeT nosenenue Jopka ¢
nosefeHueM ro, usBecTHsIM nepcoHaxkeM Tpareauu lllexcrmpa «Otemnnoy.
YnoTpebneHue 3TOH amI03ud METACEMHOTHYECKH MOKa3bIBACT HEMPHUSI3HEH-
HblE OTHOIICHMS MEXAy OpaThsiMM, YTO JOKa3bIBaeT JaJbHEHIIMH 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 with-
drawal, 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 fo.
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B manHOM citydae MCIIONB3yeTCs] M3BECTHOE HAMOMATHIECKOE BRIPAKCHUE
«olive branch» (onMBKOBast BETBb Kak CUMBOJI Mupa). M3 KoHTekcTa pomMaHa
YUTaTeNh Y3HAET, YTO YYBCTBUTENLHBIM W paHUMBIM ChiH bBpaiiaHa Amawm,
MMesl JIOBEPHUTEIIbHBIE OTHOILCHUS C MaTepbio, HE MOT HAaWTH OOMIMH SI3BIK C
oTmoM. 31echk ciaoBocodeTanue «olive branch» ymorpebisiercs BO MHOXKECT-
BEHHOM 4YHCJIE W OlpexaensieTcs npwiararenbHeiM «deliberatey» (mpenname-
PEHHBII), 9TO TMOKa3bIBaCT HEOAHOKPATHBIE 00yMaHHBIE MOIBITKHA MaJIbYAKa
COJIM3UTHCS C OTLIOM.

Gabriel liked to be fully occupied. She enjoyed housework. She had en-
Jjoyed 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 cBsI3aHHBIX KOHTEKCTAaX OIMHUCHIBACTCS BOCIPHATHE LBETOB ['abpwmoiib,
skeHoi bpaitana u Ctemno, xkeHol JIkopmka, KOTOPYIO OH ocTaBHi. ['abpu-
3J1b JIFOOUT MPHUPOJTY, CBOH JIOM, ¥ JJs HEE OTPOMHBIM YJOBOJIBCTBHEM SIBIISI-
eTCsl MPUroTOBJIeHHe KOMHATHI 1yisi CTelulbl M yKpalleHHe e€ HapICcCaMu.
Creia e, BpEeMEHHO OCTaHOBHBIIHCH B JIOME POJICTBEHHHKOB, COBCEM I10-
MHOMY BOCIIPHHHMMAET LBETHI: €il KeNThle HApIKCCHI, pa3BeBAaIOIIMECsS Ha
BETPY, KAXKYTCS Y)KACHBIMH, YTO METACEMHOTHYCCKH IMOKA3bIBaET €€ OIMyC-
TOLIEHHOCTH TOCJIE Pa3PhIBA C MYMKEM.

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.

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.’

Cesiennuk oren; bepnapn Hanomunaer Creiuie 0 CBOEM CKPOMHOM CY-
IIECTBOBAaHUHM, OOBITPBIBAs HANOMY «a cat may look at a king» (cMoTpets HH
Ha KOro He BO30paHseTCs; ¥ MPOCTHIE JIIOAM UMEIOT CBOM IIpaBa B HPUCYTCT-
BUM BBICOKOIOCTAaBJIECHHBIX JHI). IIpy 3TOM KOMIOHEHT HIHOMBI «Kingy
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3aMEeHSeTCA Ha TeMAaTHIeCKH OJM3KUH IEMEHT «queeny, 9YTo IEMOHCTPUPYET
BEJIMUKE U LIAPCTBEHHYIO KPACOTY FepOUHH.

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 heav-
ens, sometimes to be enclosed in an iron ring, tied to one place, rooted in one
spot.

[ToBectBys 0 pabore duiocoda Ixona Pobepra Po3anosa, aBrop cpas-
HHUBAET €r0 YM C HECYACTHOH IeperpykeHHoH omanpio («a poor overloaded
horse»). [eiicTBuTensHO, unTarenb y3Haér, urto JxoH Pobepr He nmaBan
OTIBIXa yMy HaJ CBOMMH HAayJHBIMH HCCIICAOBAaHHMAMH, 4acTO He obOparmas
BHUMAaHHUS HA OKPYXAIONUA MHUP WIU Pa3Ipa)kasich HA MCIIAIOIIAX €My 3a-
HUMAaThCS JIIOJEH.

"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. 1
never recovered from your high standards. So you owe me something!’

'T 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.'

Becenyst ¢ [)xonom PobGeprom Po3aHoBBIM, CBOMM OBIBIINM YUHUTEIEM
¢unocodun, Txopmk Makkadpyu roBopuT 0 paspylleHHH Bepsl B JOOpPO U
3110, 0 TOM, 4TO y4uTenb Opl1 Meductodemem ansa ero daycra, HCIOIB3YS
u3BecTHy0 aumosnio Ha «Paycr» ['ére. M3 Oonee IMMPOKOro KOHTEKCTA
poMaHa YWTaTeNh y3HAET, 9TO BO MHOTOM TedeHHe Xu3HH J[Xopmka ObLIo
HapylIEHO W3-32 €r0 Y4YHTels, KOTOPbIH HAcTOATENbHO COBETOBAJ €My HE
3aHMMaThCa (puocodueli, moguépkuBas, 4TO y HETO HET CIIOCOOHOCTEH K
9TOM HaykKe.

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.
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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 nannom mpumepe BHyuka J[»xona PoGepra PozanoBa Xertn MeiiHemt
CpaBHHUBACT ce0s C 3epHOM, KOTOPOE BCKOpE CKIIFOET mThIa. ITOT MeTado-
prueckuii o0pa3 IMoKa3bIBaeT HEYBEPEHHOCTh XPYIIKOM MEBYIIKH, CHPOTEHI,
MOYTH HE BHUJCBIICH JeNa, B CBOMX CHJIaX M Oymymiem (XOTs U (PMHAHCOBO
obecriegerroM J[>xonoM PobepTom).

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 shifting decoration of yellow
spear-heads upon the white wall. The room was otherwise bare of adorn-
ment, a big handsome high-ceilinged eighteenth-century room, with tall
round-headed windows.

lapuBmiast B JoMe THIIMHA OMUCHIBACTCS B BocmpusaThu ['abpusns Mak-
Kadpu Kak NOTOK. LleneOHBIC BOJHBI 0€3MONBHS OKYTHIBAIOT TOPKECTBEH-
HBIM PUTMOM €€ UCTEP3aHHYI AyIIy. DTO METACCMHOTHYCCKOE OIHMCAHHE
CYIIECTBEHHO, TaK KaK MOKa3bIBAeT JIIOOOBb I'€POMHU K yeAWHEHHIO, €€ TOH-
KYIO PAaHHMYIO JYIIIY.

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 intimidated. She had Whit's Ice-
landic 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 nmannom ciydae mokaszaHo oTHomienue J[kona PoGepra PosanoBa k
cBoell BHyuke XerTH: cepane ¢uiuocoda, mo MeraopudeckoMy ompeserne-
HUIO, TaBHO OBIJIO 3aMypOBaHO W 3aCTBUIO WM, CKOpEEe, OHO CTaj0 OPTaHOM
MHTEJUIEKTa, HO BCE JK€ MPU BOCIIOMUHAHMU O JAEBYIIKE HAYMHAIIO B3BOJIHO-
BaHHO OUTHCS M OTTaNWBAJIO.

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 him-
self 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.
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B nanHOM KOHTEKCTE OMHMCHIBAIOTCS TepexuBanus Toma Makkadpu mo
MOBOJly €ro HeyJauHoil BcTpeuu ¢ XeTTu MeitHemn. Dta BCTpeya ocTaBuiIa
00JIe3HEHHBIM BOJIHYIOMINI OTIICUATOK, CJIEA B JTyIIe IT03Ta U HAYWHAIOIIETO
nucatensd. CioBocoderanue «a painful throbbing scary» 6e3ycioBHO siBisieTcs
METAaCEMHOTHYECKN HACBHIMCHHBIM, TaK KaK Jajee B TEKCTE HAET yTOYHEHHE,
yro ToM mpuBHIK MMeTh Iymy Oe3 pyOLoB wiaM IpamoB («an unscarred
soul») U3-3a CBOETO KU3HEPAJOCTHOTO XapaKTepa.

'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 pelObl, O0NITaoIEHCs Ha yJ0UKe, B peUr
ero sxeHbl CTesutsl QyHKIMOHHUPYET Ha METACEMUOTHYECKOM YPOBHE U HOKa-
3bIBAE€T BJIACTHBIH W CWIbHBIH xapaktep Cremibl, CriocOOHOH YIpaBisTh
MYKEM.

'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.’

'T 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.’

bxopk Makkadpu cpaBHuBaer cBoero Opara Toma c capom ["anmaxa-
JIOM, PBIIIAPEM KPYIJIOTO cTona Kopons ApTypa. OTa aIro3us SIBISETCS
CHMBOJIOM OnaropojctBa. JI>KOp/DK cooOIIaeT o TOM, 4To BCE, 4yTO OBl HU
caenan ToM, BOCIpHHHUMAETCS CEMBEH Kak OJIaropojHoe IMOBEJCHUE, B TO
BpeMs Kak Jiro0ast ommbka J[)op/pka paccMaTpuBaeTcst Kak MpecTyIUICHUE.

Taxum 00pa3om, MeTaceMHOTHIECKOE (DYHKIIMOHUPOBAHKIE OTNMCAHUH aB-
TOpa M BBICKA3bIBAaHMH IEPCOHAXKEH NPHIAlOT poMaHy OoJiee yTOHUYEHHBIN
(dbunocodckuii xapakrep.
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