MOBA T AITAPATYPA

B. I'. KABAHCKAA

«ITOIYTAN AOBEPA» . BAPHCA
KAK UCTOPHOTPAGHUECKUI METAPOMAH

TBopueckoe Hacneaue aHrnuiickoro nucarens J>xynuana bapHca HacToNbKO
pa3zHoo0pa3HO U Pa3HOCTOPOHHE — KakK B (hOPMaIbHO-3KCIIEPUMEHTATBHOM, TaK
U B TEMAaTUYECKOM acCIleKTaX, — 4TO KypHaiucTka M. CTayT Ha3bIBAET €r0 «Xa-
MEJIEOHOM OPHUTAHCKOW JuTepaTypb» [3].

Psin mpousBenenuit nucarens, B ToM unciie poMad «llomyrait dnobepay, ot1-
HOCSITCS K KaHpy ucrtoprorpaguueckoro Mmerapomana. CoriiacHo onpeneneHuto
KaHaJIckoi uccienoBaTtenbHulpl JI. XatueoH, TepMUH «ucTOpUOrpaduyeckas
MeTaQUKIUsS» MPUMEHUM K pOMaHaM, M300pakarolllMM HCTOPUYECKHUE JIMYHO-
CTH U COOBITUSL M TIPU ATOM OOJIaJatoNINM caMOopedIeKCUBHBIM XapaKTepoM Io-
BecTBOBaHMUs [2, c. 5]. UcTtopuorpaduueckas metaduKius sBISIETCS pa3HOBU-
HOCTbIO TTOCTMOJEPHHUCTCKOTO pOMaHa, B KOTOPOM paccMaTpHUBaIOTCs MpooIie-
MbI TOJIKOBaHUS UCTOPUYECKUX COOBITUN, COOTHOIIEHUS BBIMBIIIUIEHHOTO U pe-
aJIbHOT'0, UCTOPUYECKOTO (PaKTa U MHAUBUAYAJIBHOTO OIbITA.

Tema pomana «Ilonyrait ®nobepa» — UCTOPUS KU3HU (DPAHITY3CKOTO TTHCA-
tens. Crneunduka XpoHOTONMAa pomMaHa OOYCIOBIIEHA B3aUMOJEHCTBHUEM JBYX
BpeMeHHbIX miactoB — XIX B. (amoxu ['toctaBa dnodepa) u XX B. (coBpeMeH-
HocTH pacckazunka J[xepdpu bpaiitysiita). [Ipomnuioe nmpoHUKaeT B HACTOS-
niee, KOTOpoe, B CBOK OYEpE/lb, BIUSAET HA MHTEPIPETALNUIO UCTOPUUECKUX CO-
ObiTuil. KpoMe TOro, HEBO3MOXKHO YETKO PAa3rpaHUYUTh HUCTOPUYECKUN (aKT
U XYJ0>KECTBEHHBIN BbIMBICEI. B OBECTBOBaHME BIUIETAIOTCSI HE TOJIBKO YaCTH
JHEBHUKOBBIX 3alMCEN U MHUCEM, HO U LIUTAThl U3 NMpou3BeaeHNUN. JKU3Hb TrepoeB
I'. ®nobepa cTaHOBUTCS TaKOW K€ peajbHOM, KaK >KM3Hb MUCATENs WK pac-
CKa34yuKa.

Pa3BuTue moBecTBOBaHUS CBSA3aHO C HAXOAKOM HEOOBIYHOro apredakTa —
yyyena Mnomnyras, KOTopoe cTosio Ha croie . dnobepa u BAOXHOBWIO TUcaTe-
75 Ha co3gaHue obpasa nomyras Jlyny B noBectu «lIpocras aymay. B otnuune
OT PYKOIIMCH WJIM NOPTPETa Yy4deJsio MOMyras He MOYKET MONOJIHUTh MCCIIEI0Ba-
HUE CYIIECTBEHHBIMU OOBEKTUBHBIMU (paKTaMH, KOTOpPbIE MOMOTIHU ObI mpodec-
CHUOHAJILHOMY HCCJIEIOBATENI0 OTKPBITh JieTanu Ouorpaduu nucarens. Takum
o0pa3oM, TJaBHbII MaTepUadbHbI 0OBEKT MOHUCKA HE CIOCOOEH YTO-TO «CKa-
3aThy». MoJ4anuBoe 4ydeso IMOIyras BOIUIOLIAET MOCTYJAT MOCTMOJEPHHU3MA
O HEIMOCTUKUMOCTH UCTHHBI, MOSBISIOTCS HOBBIE BOIPOCHI M 3araJiku, OTBETHI
Ha KOTOPbIE HATHU HEBO3MOXKHO.

[loucku Beper pacckazuuk Jlxeddpu bpaiiTy’ilT, myremecTByOMMA 1O
¢bnobepoBckuM MectaM. OH n00UT DpaHLKI0 U CTPACTHO YBICUYEH U3yUYECHUEM
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TBOpuecTBa U Ouorpaduu dnodepa. BpaUTy’UT HE UCTOPUK WM JIUTEPATYPO-
BEJl, IOATOMY PaMKH HAy4YHOT'O MOAX0Ja HE MEILIAIOT €My JeIaTh HEOKUIaHHbIE
MPEANOJIOKEHNS U OTKPbITHS. OH IPOIYCKAaeT BCE CBEACHUS YEpEe3 CBOM KHU3-
HEHHBIN ONBIT, MUPOBO33PEHHE U COOCTBEHHOE OTHOIIeHHE K nucatento. [lomy-
rail cranoButcs 1151 bpaiiTyaiita mancoM y3HaTh «HacTosmero» duodepa, cae-
JaTh JMYHOCTH MHcATENs ele 0osee OJIM3KOM U peabHOMN:

I gazed at the bird, and to my surprise felt ardently in touch with this writer who disdain-
fully forbade posterity to take any personal interest in him. His statue was a retread; his house
had been knocked down; his books naturally had their own life — responses to them weren’t
responses to him. But here, in this unexceptional green parrot, preserved in a routine yet mys-
terious fashion, was something which made me feel I had almost known the writer. I was both
moved and cheered [1].

Omurpad pomana («When you write the biography of a friend, you must do
it as if you were taking revenge for him» [1]), mutupyronuit ®@nobepa, ykas3bi-
BaeT Ha TO, 4TO 3Ta Ouorpadusi MPOTHBOCTOUT TPAJAUIIMOHHBIM B3TJISAaM, CTa-
BUT X TOJ] COMHEHUE U TaKUM O0pa30M 3aIUIIAET MHcaTeNs OT OJHO3HAYHOM
OLIEHKH KaK €T0 JKU3HH, TaK U €r0 TBOPUYECTBA.

BpoiiTy»#iT meITaeTcs BEpHYTHh MPOIIIOE, KOTOPOE BCEI/Ia HEMPOCTO MOHSITh
u oco3Hath. He ciydaiiHo B pomaHe meTadopoil BpeMEHU CTaHOBUTCS CMa3aH-
HBII KUPOM MOPOCEHOK, YCKOIB3AIOUINI U3 PYK:

How do we seize the past? Can we ever do so? When I was a medical student some
pranksters at an end-of-term dance released into the hall a piglet which had been smeared with
grease. It squirmed between legs, evaded capture, squealed a lot. People fell over trying to
grasp it, and were made to look ridiculous in the process. The past often seems to behave like
that piglet [1].

Korpa BpaiiTysiity ka3anoch, 4To JudHble nuchbma drodepa moMoryT cie-
JIaThb OLICJIOMUTEILHOE OTKPBITHUE, BBIICHUIIOCH, YTO OHU COXOKEHBI OJICPKU-
MBIM HCclieoBaTeseM YUHTepToHOM. Kakymieecs mpuOIMkeHue K pasrajke
Pa304yapoBBIBAET W OCTaBJSICT €lle OOJIbIIIE BOMPOCOB, TaK KaK IMOJYYCHHBIC
CBEJICHUA HE NOKa3aHbl, HO U Ha3BaTh UX OJJHO3HAYHO JIOKHBIMU HEJIB3S.

buorpadust cpaBHHBaeTCs ¢ phIOOIOBHON CETHIO, KOTOPYIO MOKHO Ha3BaTh
JBIpaMH, CBsI3aHHBIMM OedeBKOM. MHOTOE yCKOJIb3aeT OT BHMMaHuUs Ouorpada
WJINA HEJOCTYIITHO EMY:

But think of everything that got away, that fled with the last deathbed exhalation of the
biographee. What chance would the craftiest biographer stand against the subject who saw
him coming and decided to amuse himself? [1].

Yrto-10O HaBCCrAa yXOOUT BMCCTC C I'CpOCM 61/10rpa(1)1/11/1, da HOBBIC UCTOYHHUKHU
MOT'YT IICPCBCPHYTH HAIC MTPEACTABJICHUC O HCM, HO OKAa34aThCs JLKUBBIMU.

I[HCBHI/IKOBBIe 3aIllMCH, MHOI'OYHUCJIICHHBIC BOCIIOMHMHAHHUA U IIMCbMa pr?’eﬁ
CDJ106epa MMpOJIMBAIOT CBCT HaA IMPOHIIOC, OOAHOBPCMCHHO 34TCMHAA €TI0, ACJIad
Bce OoJree 3allyTaAHHBIM. Bo3nukaer BOIIPOC: BCCrAa JIM MOKHO HOBCPATH CJIO-
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BaM camoro ®diao6epa, KOTOpBIM HHOT 1A IPOTUBOPEUUT caM cede? Bee, uto naet
HaM 3HAHHE O MPOLUIOM, 3aKIIOYEHO B TEKCTaX, MPUpoAa KOTOPHIX 0OMaHuYMBa
U HEOJHO3HayHa. POMaH MOJHMMAET BOJIHYIOIIMI MOCTMOJIEPHHCTOB BOIPOC
O BO3MOKHOCTH OOBEKTHBHOTO B3IJIsSIa Ha UCTOPUIO, MEPEJaHHYIO0 B CYObEK-
THUBHBIX paccKa3ax:

We can study files for decades, but every so often we are tempted to throw up our hands
and declare that history is merely another literary genre: the past is autobiographical fiction
pretending to be a parliamentary report [1].

Paccka3unka uHTepecyer B 6ombliel crenenu npouuioe duaobepa, ueM cBoe
co0ctBeHHOe. MupoBoctpusitue bpaiTysiiTa Bo MHOrOM OOYCIIOBJIEHO JTUYHO
CThIO mUcaTens. Tak, BocnoMuHaHusl o0 npedbiBanuu B Pyane B 1944 r. e BoI-
HYIOT HappaTopa U HE BbI3BIBAKOT IMOLIUN:

I was close to where friends had died — the sudden friends those years produced — and
yet I felt unmoved [1].

JlnuHoe mporioe kaxetrcss bpaUTy ity MeHee peaabHbIM, YEM KU3Hb JaBHO
yYMEPIIIETO MUcaTelis, 3HAKOMOTO JIUIIb MO MPOYUTAHHBIM KHUTAM U MY3€HHBIM
AKCIIOHATaM, MOJUIMHHOCTh KOTOPBIX JlaJieKo He ogHo3HayHa. CieloBaTebHO,
BBIMBICEJI, TPOHUKHYTHIN Hjced W TepeKUBaHUEM, BOJHYET OOJIbIle, YeM pe-
aJbHBIE COOBITUSI COOCTBEHHOU Ouorpaduu. Takoe cMelIeHre akieHTOB C (ak-
TOJIOTUU B (DUKTUBHOCTH SIBJISIETCS XapaKTEPHON 4epTON UCTOPUOTPaPUUIECKOTrO
MeTapoMaHa. M3BecTHO, YTO XyJI0KECTBEHHBIN BbhIMbICEN BbI3bIBAN y Diodepa
OoJbIIIe AMOILIMI, YeM peasibHOe coObITHe. Hampumep, B CBsi3U CO CMEPTHIO cec-
Tpel Kaponunusl ®@nobep npuzHaBacs:

My own eyes are as dry as marble. It’s strange how sorrows in fiction make me open up
and overflow with feeling, whereas real sorrows remain hard and bitter in my heart, turning to
crystal as soon as they arise [1].

Poman «Ilomyraii dnobGepa» CTaBUT BOMPOC O COOTHOIIEHUH KU3HU U JIUTE-
patypsl (TnaBa «IIMCEMEHHBIN 2K3aMeH»), KOTOpbIE BIUAIOT APYT Ha Apyra Ha-
CTOJIKO, YTO MHOTJA MX HEBO3MOKHO pa3rpaHuyuTh. VICKyCCTBO MMUTHUPYET
W3Hb, & )KU3Hb — UCKYCCTBO.

[IpobGnema coOTHOIIEHUS TIPABIbl U BBIMBICIIA, JTUTEPATypPhl U KU3HU TEpe-
XOJIUT B TEKCT pOMaHa, CTAHOBUTCSI YaCThIO PACCYKACHUM pacckazuuka. SIBiis-
ACh MeTaUKIMOHAIBHBIM TNpousBeaeHueM, poman «llomyrait dmobepa» co-
JIEPKUT aHaIU3 JTUTEpaTyphl U caMopediekcuto. Paccka3unk mogBOIUT YuTaTe-
71 K BOCIIPUATHIO COJACP)KAHUS CICAYIONIUX TJIaB, aHAJU3UPYET COOCTBEHHYIO
CTpaTEr1IO MMOBECTBOBAHUSI M BHICTPAMBAET BO3MOKHBIN X0/ MBICIEH YATATEIIS:

You can see, at least, the colour of my eyes. Not as complicated as Emma Bovary’s, are
they? But do they help you? They might mislead. I’'m not being coy; I’'m trying to be useful.
Do you know the colour of Flaubert’s eyes? No, you don’t: for the simple reason that I sup-
pressed it a few pages ago. I didn’t want you to be tempted by cheap conclusions. See how
carefully I look after you. You don’t like it? I know you don’t like it [1].
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Taxkum obpaszom, poman J[x. bapuca «llonyrait ®nobepa» obnagaeT yepra-
MU HcTOpUOTpaduuecKkoro mMerapomaHna. Mctopus mnpeacraer COBOKYIHOCTBIO
MHTEpNpETalid, 3aBUCAIINX OT JIMYHOCTEH PACCKA3YMKOB M COXPaHUBIIMXCS
cBuzietenbeTB. CiydaliHO HalIeHHBIM apTedakT CIOCOOEH W3MEHUTh YCTOSIB-
ITUHCS B3TJIS] HA COOBITHSI TIPOIILJIOTO, TTO3TOMY 3HAHUE MCTOPUH BCETIa OCTaeT-
CA HEMOJIHBIM. JTO MOPOXAAET CUTYallMI0 MHOKECTBEHHOCTHM WMCTUH W JEIAET
($axT 1 BEIMBICET HEPa3TMUUMbIMHU. OJTHAKO TOMBITKU JIUTEPATYPHO-UCTOPUYIEC-
KOT'O MEPEOCMBICICHUS UCTOPUHU, NAXKE €CJIM OHM HE JAl0T OJHO3HAYHBIX OTBE-
TOB, BaXHBI, T. K. IOMOTalOT MIOJIHEE OCO3HATh COBPEMEHHYIO JI€MCTBUTEIHHOCTD.
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