MOTHUB CYIAbbbl B POMAHE A. MEP/IOK «COH
BPYHO»

A. A. N3otoBa

Ha mocneayromux ctpaHuiiax Ha maTtepuaine pomana A. Mepaok «CoH
BpyHO» OyzmyT paccMOTpEeHBI HEKOTOPHBIE CIIy4an COJCPIKATEIBHOIO XapaKTe-
pa, CBsI3aHHBIC C MOHITHEM CY/bObI, @ TAKXKE SI3bIKOBBIE CPE/ICTBA BBIpaXKe-
HUS 3TOTrO TOHATHA. OOpaTuMcs K IpuMepam.

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 rec-
ognized him. at once. It was her sense of destiny which carried them both
along.

Peub uzeT o Havase pomMaHa, rJie ONUCHIBACTCS MPEIbICTOPHS 3HAKOMCTBA
Maiinza I'puncnuBa u ero sxeHsl Jluansl. Maiin3 mepexxus Tpareauro, nore-
PSIB CBOIO MEPBYIO MoOMMYyTo xeHy [lapBatu B aBuakatactpode u ObLT omyc-
TOLICHHBIM 4YeJIOBEKOM. JlMaHa jXe HCKajla TaKOro 4YelloBeKa, Kak Maiis,
MOTEPSIBILIETO CIHMIIKOM MHOTOE€, CTPEMSIIErocst K yeAUHCHUIO, U Cpa3y XKe
y3Haja ero. MoTUB CyIb0bI MPUCYTCTBYET B JAHHOM IIPUMEPE U BHIPAKACTCS
HaJIMYMEM CIIOBOCOYETaHUs her sense of destiny (‘ee omrymieHne cyasObl /
Hem30exHoctn’). C Touku 3penus J(uaHsl, ee BcTpeya ¢ Maiiom Obuia mpe-
JorpezienieHa. 3akilovyaeT JaHHbIA OTPRIBOK MeTadoprueckoe cpaBHeHue She
was a moth that wanted to be burnt by a cold cold flame (‘Ona ObUIa MO-
TBUTBKOM, KOTOPBIH XOTeNl 00Keubcss 00 09€Hb XOJIOHBINA OTOHB).

B sI3bIKOBOM ILIaHE CyLIECTBUTENIbHOE flame yCUIIMBAETCS [MOBTOPEHHEM
NPWIAraTeNnbHOTO cold, BBICTYNAIOUIEro Kak OIpenesieHne K HeMy. A Jajib-
HEWIINil TeKCT poMaHa PacKpbIBAeT 3TO CPABHEHUE U MMOKA3bIBACT YMTATEIIIO
Temo Ay J{uaHel, clioCOOHOCTH OT/AaBaTh MYXKY BCIO CBOIO JIIOOOBB, B TO
BpeMsi Kak OH BHYTPEHHE OCTAETCSI XOJIOJJHBIM O OTHOILICHHUIO K HEell, Oymyqn
HE B CHJIaX 3a0BITh CBOIO MIEPBYIO JKEHY.

‘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, 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 1
smell of death and I've lost my mind and I'm just a heap of stinking rotting
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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 nmanHOM mpumepe mokaszaHa ciieHa BCTpedrd Maiiin3a co CBOH 0OJib-
HBIM YMHPAIOMIUM OTLIOM BpyHO, C KOTOpBIM OH HE BHUJEJICS MHOIO JIET
MocJie UX CCOpbl. BpyHO HIIET MPUMHUPEHUS C CBIHOM M JIaXKe MO yMbIBa-
€T OCTAaBUTh €My CBOIO LIEHHYIO KOJUIEKIIMIO MapoK. Maii3 Takxke Xo4eT
HAJIaJUTh OTHOIIEHHSI C OTI[OM, OH ITUCAJl OTILy TUChbMa, OCTaBIIHECs Oe3
otBeta. OMHAKO TSDKENbIM xapakTep BpyHO M ero mpereH3uH K ChIHY
IPUBOJIAT K elie 0oibiieMy KOHGIUKTY Mexy Humu. [locnenauii mapa-
rpad JaHHOTO OTPBIBKA AEMOHCTPUPYET YUTATENI0 MOTHUB MpeAorpese-
JICHHOCTH Tipoucxosmiero: 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. (‘210 OBUIO KaK POK, 3TO OBLIO e1le Oosee yKacHo,
geM OH Mor ceOe mpeacTtaBuTh. OH OIATh BEPHYJICS B TOT Y)KACHBIH MHpP
TJIYIIOCTH, KECTOKOCTH M MyTaHULB!'). B mepBoM mpenyoxkeHun MOTUB
CyIbOBI SKCIUIMIIMTHO TOYEPKUBACTCS YIIOTPEOICHUEM CYIICCTBHTEb-
Horo doom ‘pok/cynn0a’. [IpuHUMas BO BHUMaHUE 0oJiee MUPOKUI KOH-
TEKCT pOMaHa, BTOPOE MPE/JI0KEHNUE MOXKHO UHTEPIIPETUPOBATD JIBOSIKO.
C oaHOM CTOPOHBI, 3TO peakuus Maiii3a Ha CI0XKHUBIIYIOCS CUTYalHUIO, C
JIPYroil — CTOJKHOBEHHE C YYXJbIM BHEIIHUM MHUPOM, KOTOPOE 4YacTo
ObLIO OOJIE3HEHHBIM I Maiiniza U OT KOTOPOTO OH YXOJHJI, TOTPY3HB-
IIKCH B COOCTBEHHYIO TIO33HIO.

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 amaze-
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ment. 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 en-
tirely sui generis and unique.

B naHHOM OTpBIBKE aBTOP OMNKCHIBAET B3aUMOOTHOIIEHHUS CECTPBI
Maiinza I'Ben u ee myxa JIpuOu Onesna. ['BeH B TekcTe poMaHa MPUCYT-
CTBYET B BOCITIOMHHAaHUsX [IPHOM M Jpyrux nepcoHaked, oHa Mmorudaer,
criacasi )XH3Hb TOHYIIEro peOeHka. ['BeH ObUIa yIUBUTEIBHON — T0OpPOii,
TaJIaHTJIMBOM, BO3BBIIICHHON, U J[9HOM He MOJKET 3a0BITh €¢. B maHHOM
Cllydae HHTEPECHBIMU IPEICTABIIIOTCS caenytomme $hpassl: like a visita-
tion from outside (‘Kak HCIIBITaHUE, TIOCTAHHOE CBEIE’); invented and
conducted at the whim of that deity without the help of any mundane basis
in nature (‘HEYTO CO3MAHHOE TIO MPUIYIIMBOMY JKEITaHUIO O0KecTBa 0e3
IIOMOIIIY 3€MHOH OCHOBHI’); He preferred to believe in the action of the
god in his life (‘OH mpenmoYnuTal BEpUTh B 00KECTBEHHOE BMEIIATEIHCT-
BO B CBOIO JKM3HB’). DTH (hpa3sl co37ar0T aTMochepy HE3eMHOTO OOKeCT-
BEHHOTO coenuHeHus cyne0d ['BeH n J[PHOM Kak HETOBTOPHUMOTO COI03a,
10 MHEHUIO TTOCTIEHETO.

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 I 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 des-
tiny 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
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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.
1t is the heart speaking and one knows when that is happening. Please recog-
nize 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. I love you, Lisa, and everything else is
utterly blotted out.

Your slave Danby

IMucemo [IpuOM, HanucanHoe cectpe nansl JIuze, conepkuT yxe npu-
BOJIMBIIEECS B TIEPBOM NPUMEPE CIOBOCOUETAHUE a sense of destiny B mpen-
noxeHu [ feel a sense of destiny here (‘3mech s OIIyIIam MepcT CyasObI’).
JH6u Barobuiicst B JIu3y, Tak Kak OHA BO MHOTHX OTHOLICHHSX HAITOMHHAJA
emy I'Ben. CrieyeT OTMETUTh, YTO B JaHHOM OTPBIBKE HCIIOJI3YIOTCS TAKKE
aMdarrnyeckue KOHCTPYKIMH ¢ rinaroyioM do — I do love you and I do want to
see you (‘S ouens mobmo Bac n ouenp xouy Bac Bumets’) — ans ycuineHus
3¢ dexra npusHanus J[HOU.

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 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 alter-
native. 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 sacri-
fice. 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.
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B nepBoMm KOHTEKCTe onmuchIBaeTcsl oTHOlUIeHUE JuaHbl k ee cectpe JIuze
KaK K YeJIOBEKY OJMHOKOMY, HECHACTHOMY, HE NPUCIIOCOOIICHHOMY K JKHU3HH.
OcoObIif mHTEpeC IUIsl HAIlETO aHaliu3a npenacTaBiser dpasa She is a bird
with a broken wing (‘OHa nTHIIa CO CIIOMaHHBIM KPBLIOM’). DTOT 00pa3, Kak
W3BECTHO, MCIIOJI3YETCS ISl XapaKTEePUCTHKU CIOMIICHHOTO YEJIOBEKa.

Bo BTOpOM OTpBIBKE aBTOp ONMCBHIBAET COCTOSIHME JlMaHbI MOCiE TOro,
KaK oHa y3Haia, uto Maiums momobwr JInzy. Ee coOCTBEHHBIN JOM CTaHO-
BUTCS JUIA Hee MOX0XKMM Ha TIOPbMY, a Oe3ynpedHoe IMOBEJICHuEe MyKa, KO-
TOPBIN OCTaJICs ¢ HEW, MydaeT U yHWKaeT ee. Jluana u Jluza renepb NoMeHs-
muce Mectamu: How strangely she and Lisa had now changed places. Kak
MbI BUJIUM, 3aKIIIOUACT JAHHBII OTPBIBOK Ta e (pasa, uTo U B MPEIbLAyIIEM
KOHTeKcTe — the bird with the broken wing. Ho tenepp oHa BcTpedaercs B
YCWIIMTENBHON KOHCTPYKIMU Now it was Diana who was the bird with the
broken wing (‘Tenepr mMeHHO JlmaHa cTana NTHUIEH CO CIIOMaHHBIM KpBI-
aom’). Kpome Toro, oxuBIsieTCsl HOMMHAaTUBHOE 3Ha4YeHUE CIloBa bird, 4ro
MOAYEPKUBACTCS YMOTPEOJICHHUEM TAaKUX TEMATHYECKH CBSI3aHHBIX C HHUM
CJIOB, KaK fo trail (‘TalmnTh, BOJIOUNTS ), feathers (‘niepws’), the dust (‘nbuib’)
JUISL XapaKTEePUCTHUKKA PAHUMOM JKEHIIMHBI, KOTOPAsi U B Oy/ylIeM HE CMOMKET
OTPABUTHCS OT MOTPSCECHHUS.

Miles started writing poetry. He wrote easily. Huge chunks, great compli-
cated pieces, arrived complete. Images fluttered about him, practically blind-
ing 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 nanHOM mpuMepe peub HAET O JIIOOMMOM 3aHsATHH Maiin3a, 0 CMBICIe
€ro JKU3HU — HAMMMCAHUU CTUXOB. V3 MpebIIyIero KOHTeKCTa pOMaHa YuTa-
Tellb y3HaeT, 4To Maiiizy He Bcerja yaaBajoch MOATHYECKH OTOOpPa3uTh TO,
K YeMy OH CTPEMMJICS M 4TO OH CTpajall OT 3TOro. B mpuBeJeHHOM BbIlIe
OTPBIBKE MOTHUB CyJbObI MPHCYTCTBYET MMILIMIUTHO, MOKa3bIBas, YTO KOT/A
Maiin3 octancs ¢ JluaHoii, eMy Oblla gaHa CBBIIIE BO3MOXKHOCTH CTaTh Ha-
CTOSIIIIMM TI03TOM M B 9TOM €ro UCTHHHOE IpeaHasHadyenue: He wrote easily
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(‘OH nucan ¢ nerkocteio’), he heard in poetry for the first time his own voice
speaking (‘BIiepBBIC OH CIIBIIIAN B MO33UU CBOI COOCTBEHHBIN rojoc’), the
moment had come at last when he could with humility call himself a poet
(‘HaKoOHeI[ MpHIIEeT MOMEHT, KOrJa OH CKPOMHO MOT Ha3bIBaTh ceOs mo-
3TOM’).

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 hu-
man 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.

3akiIr04aeT poMaH OTPHIBOK, B KOTOPOM OIHMCBIBAIOTCSI YyBCTBA U MBICIIH
JluaHpl MO0 OTHOILIEHUIO K OJM3KMM JIIOASM TEPE JUIOM CMEPTH APYroro
YyenoBeka — ymuparonero bpyHo, K KOTOpOMY OHa 4YacTo MPUXOIMiIa U K
KOTOpOMY CcuiibHO mpuBsizasniach. Cynp0a mocnana J[uaHe cepbe3HOe HUCIbITa-
HHE, U OHa BbIIEpIKaia ero, MPOCTHB BCEX OKPYXKABIIMX, MOJIOOUB MX Kak
JIeTel U TeM CaMbIM OYHCTHUB CBOYO nymry: Yet love still existed and it was the
only thing that existed (‘CymecTBoBajia TOJIBKO JIFOOOBb, W TOJBFKO OHA ObLIA
peanbHOCTBIO ).

JlaHHble IpUMEPbl BO MHOTOM OTPaxatoT (Huinocockue BO33pEHUs aBTO-
pa, ee MOHUMAaHHE CYAbObI KaK BBICIICH CHJIBI, BIUSIONICH HA KU3HEHHBIH
My Tb, B3MJIS/BI U IIOCTYIIKH €€ FePOEeB.
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