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«[IOMYT A ®JTIOBEPA» JI'’K. BAPHCA
KAK HCTOPUOTPA®HNUYECKH METAPOMAH

(Hayunwiit pykosooumenv — kano. gunon. nayk E. A. Knumosuu)

TBopueckoe Hacieaue aHraMrucKoro nucarens Jxynrana bapHca HacTOJIBKO
pa3HOOOpa3HO M PA3HOCTOPOHHE — KaK B (POPMaTbHO-IKCIIEPUMEHTAIILHOM, TaK U B
TEeMaTUYECKOM AaclleKTaX, — 4To >XypHanuctka Mwupa CrayT Ha3bIBaeT €ro
«XaMeJICOHOM OpPUTaHCKOM JIUTepaTypsl» [3].

Psin mpowusBenenuii mucarens, B ToMm uuciie poMaH «llomyrait ®diobepay,
OTHOCATCA K XaHpy wucTopuorpaduueckoro merapomana. [lo ompeneneHuro
KaHaJICKOW uccienoBareabHulbl JInHabpl XaTueoH, TEpMUH «ucTOpUOTrpaduueckas
MeTaQUKIUs» TPUMEHUM K pOMaHaM, U300pakaroluuM UCTOPUUECKUE JTUYHOCTU U
COOBITHSI W TIpU ITOM OO0JaalIUM  camMopedIEKCUBHBIM  XapaKTepoOM
noBectBoBanus [2, C.5]. MHcropuorpaduueckas MeTapuKIMS  ABISCTCS
Pa3HOBUJIHOCTBIO TOCTMOAEPHUCTCKOTO POMaHa, B KOTOPOM pPacCMaTpUBAECTCA
npo0JieMa TOJIKOBAHUSI UICTOPUUECKUX COOBITUM, COOTHOIICHUS BBIMBIILICHHOTO U
peaIbHOro, UCTOPUYECKOTO (pakTa U MHAUBUIYATBHOTO OMBITA.

Tema pomana «llonyrait ®nobepa» — uUCTOpUS XU3HU (PpPaHILy3CKOTO
nucarens. Crnernuduka XpoHOTONMa poMaHa 00YyCJIOBJIEHA B3aUMOJICHCTBUEM JIBYX
BPEMEHHBIX IIJIACTOB — JEBATHaAIATOro Beka (dmoxu ['roctaBa dnobepa) u
JIBA/IIIATOTO BeKa (COBpeMeHHOCTH pacckazuuka [[xeddpu bpaittyaiita). [Ipomioe
MIPOHUKAET B HACTOSAIIEE, KOTOPOE, B CBOKO OUYEPE/b, BIUSET HA WUHTEPIPETALMIO
UCTOpUYECKUX COOBbITHIM. Kpome TOro, HEBO3MOXHO YETKO pa3rpaHUYUTh
HUCTOPUYCCKHUM (haKT M XYI0KECTBEHHBIN BHIMBICE]. B MMOBECTBOBaHME BILICTAIOTCS
HE TOJIBKO YaCTH JHEBHUKOBBIX 3alIMCEN W MTUCEM, HO U IUTATHI U3 MIPOU3BEACHUMN.
JKuznp repoeB diobepa CTaHOBUTCS TaKOH JKe peallbHOM, KaK *KU3Hb MUCATENIS UK
pacckKa3yuka.

Pa3BuTHe MOBECTBOBaHMUSI CBA3aHO C HAXOJKOW HEOOBIYHOro apredakrta —
yy4esia momnyrasi, KoTopoe cTosuio Ha ctoiie I'. dnodepa v BIOXHOBUIIO MUCATEIS HA
co3nanue oOpasza momyras Jlynmy B moBectu «lIpocrtas nmymay». B orinuuue ot
PYKOIMCHU WM TIOPTPETa Uydesao MOomyras HE MOXET MOTMOJHUTHh HCCIEAOBAaHUE
CYIIECTBEHHbIMH  OOBEKTUBHBIMU  (paKTaMH,  KOTOpbI€  TOMOTJIA OBl
npodeCCUOHAIBHOMY HCCJIEJOBATEII0 OTKPBITh JAeTaiu Ouorpadguu mnucarters.
Takum 00paszoM, rjaBHBI MaTepuaibHbBII OOBEKT MOMCKA HE CIOCOOEH YTO-TO
«cKa3zaTb». MomyanuBoe 4y4esio Nomyras BOILIOIAET MOCTYJIAT OCTMOIEPHU3MA O
HEMOCTUKUMOCTH MCTHHBI, MOSIBIISIIOTCS HOBBIE BOIPOCHI M 3araJiku, OTBETHI Ha
KOTOPBI€ HAUTU HEBO3MOXKHO.

[Toucku Bemer pacckazuuk Jxedhdpu bpaiitysitT, myTremecTByOmuUi 1Mo
¢nobepoBckuM MectaM. OH mrooutr dpaHIMIO U CTPACTHO YBJICUYEH HU3YYCHHEM
TBOpUecTBa U Ouorpadguu dnodepa. bpaUTy>UT HE UCTOPUK WM JTUTEPATYPOBEL,
MOATOMY paMKH HAay4dHOTO TOJXOJa HE MEIIAlT €My JelaTh HEOXKUJaHHbIC
MPEANOJIOKEHUST U OTKpbITUA. OH TIPOMYCKaeT BCE CBEACHUS Yepe3 CBOU
JKU3HEHHBIH OIBIT, MUPOBO33pPEHHE M COOCTBEHHOE OTHOIIEHHWE K MHCATENIO.



[Tomyrait cranoBuTcs st bpaiiTysiita maHcoM y3HaTh «Hacrtosiiero» diaobdepa,
cenaTh JIMYHOCTh MucaTens eue 6osee Oau3koi u peansHoi: «I gazed at the bird,
and to my surprise felt ardently in touch with this writer who disdainfully 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 mysterious fashion, was something which made me feel | had almost
known the writer. I was both moved and cheered» [1]. Dnurpad pomana («When
you write the biography of a friend, you must do it as if you were taking revenge for
him» [1]), uutupyromuii ®daobepa, yka3plBaeT Ha TO, 4YTO 3Ta OHorpadus
MPOTUBOCTOUT TPAJUIIMOHHBIM B3IJISJaM, CTABUT KX IOJ COMHEHHE M TAKUM
o0pa3oM 3aluIIaeT nucaTes OT OJJHO3HAYHOM OIIEHKU KaK €ro KU3HH, TaK U €ro
TBOPYECTBA.

BpaiTy>UT neITaeTCS BEPHYTH MPOILIOE, KOTOPOE BCErAa HEMPOCTO MOHSITH U
oco3HaTb. He ciydaitHo B pomane MeTadopoil BpEMEHU CTAaHOBUTCS CMa3aHHbBIN
XKHUPOM TIOPOCEHOK, yckomb3atomuii u3 pyk: «How do we seize the past? Can we
ever do so? When | 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]. Korma BpaiTysiiTy ka3anock, 4To JM4HbIC MuchMa diodepa moMoryT
CAeNaTh OIIEJIOMHUTENBHOE OTKPBITHE, BBIICHIIIOCH, UTO OHU COKKEHBI OJEPKUMBIM
uccienopareneM  YuUHTepToHOM. Kaxyiieecs npuOIuxKeHUEe K  pasrajke
pa304yapoBHIBAET M OCTABIAET e€Ile OOJIbIIE BOIMPOCOB, TaK KaK MOJyYCHHBIC
CBEJICHMS HE JOKa3aHbl, HO U Ha3BaTh UX OJHO3HAYHO JIOKHBIMU HEJIb34.

buorpadusi cpaBHMBaeTcs ¢ pbHIOOIOBHON CEThIO, KOTOPYIO MOXXHO Ha3BaTh
JbIpaMH, CBSI3aHHBIMU O€ueBKOil. MHOr0€ yCKOJIb3aeT OT BHUMaHUs Onorpada uiu
HenoctynHo 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-TO HaBCeraa yxoauT BMECTE ¢ repoeM Ouorpaduu, a HOBble UICTOYHUKU MOTYT
NCPEBCPHYTHL HAIIC MMPCACTABJICHUEC O HEM, HO OKa3aTbCs JIZKUBLIMU.

I[H@BHI/IKOBBIC 3a11McCu, MHOI'OYHMCJIICHHBIC BOCIIOMHMHAHUA M ITHMCbMa ):[py3e171
®dnobepa MpoIMBAIOT CBET HA MPOILIOE, OJHOBPEMEHHO 3aTEMHSISl €ro, Jiejias BCe
0oiee 3allyTaHHbIM. Bo3nukaer BOIIpOC: BCCraa JIHM MOKHO MOOBCPATH CIIOBaAM
camoro ®dnobepa, KOTOPBIM WHOTJA MPOTHBOPEUYUT caM cebe. Bee, uTto maeT Ham
3HaHWE O TMPOIJIOM, 3aKJIIOYEHO B TEKCTaX, MPUPOJAa KOTOPhIX OOMaHUYMBA U
HEOAHO3HAa4YHa. Poman NOAHUMACET BOJ'IHYIOIHI/Iﬁ IMOCTMOACPHHUCTOB BOIIPOC O
BO3MOKHOCTH OOBEKTUBHOTO B3rJei/la Ha UCTOPHUIO, TICPCAAHHYIO B CY6’beKTI/IBHBIX
pacckasax. «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].

Paccka3zuuka uHTEepecyet B OoJblIeil cTeneHu nponuioe Pnodepa, yeM cBoe
cobctBeHHOE. MupoBoctipusitue bpaiiTysiita BO MHOIOM 00YCIOBJIEHO JINYHOCTHIO
nucatens. Tak, BocnoMuHanus o npedbiBanuu B Pyane B 1944 roay He BOJHYIOT



HappaTopa M He BbI3bIBaioT 3Moruii: «I was close to where friends had died — the
sudden friends those years produced — and yet I felt unmoved» [1].

JInunoe nponunoe kaxercs bpaUTyslTy MeHee peaabHbIM, Y€M KU3Hb JAaBHO
yMEpIIEro mucaress, 3HaKOMOTO JIMIb MO MPOYUTAHHBIM KHUTAM U MY3EHHBIM
HKCIIOHATaM, MOJJIMHHOCTh KOTOPBIX JajleKo He OAHO3HauHa. CieaoBaTelbHO,
BBIMBICE]I, IPOHUKHYTHIN UJIeEH U MEePEKUBAHUEM, BOJTHYET OOJIbIIIE, YEM PEAJIbHbIC
COOBITHSI cOOCTBEeHHOM Omorpaduu. Takoe cMmerieHue akIeHTOB ¢ (aKTOJOTHUHU B
(UKTUBHOCTH SIBIIETCS XapaKTEPHON 4epTOi UCTOPUOTPadUIECKOTO METAPOMAHa.
N3BecTHO, UTO XyI0’)KECTBEHHBIN BbIMBbICEN BbI3bIBaNl Y Dobepa Goibiiie SMOIUH,
yeM peasnibHOe coObiThe. Hampumep, B CBs3M cO cMepThio cecTpbl KaponuHbl
dnobep npusHaBaics: «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
«ITonyrait ®nobdepa» CTaBUT BOIPOC O COOTHOIIEHUHU KU3HH U JIUTEPATYpHI (IJ1aBa
«ITuceMeHHBIN 3K3aMeEH»), KOTOPBIE BIMSIOT JPYT Ha Apyra HaCTOJIbKO, UYTO UHOT A
UX HEBO3MOXHO pa3rpaHuyuTbh. VICKycCTBO UMUTHpPYET >KU3Hb, a XU3Hb —
UCKYCCTBO.

[Ipobysiema COOTHOIIEHUSI TPaBAbl M BBIMBICIA, JHUTEPATYpPbl U KU3HU
MEepPEXOIUT BHYTPb pPOMaHA, CTAHOBUTCS YacCThIO PACCYXKICHHUM pacCcKazuMKa.
SABnssice meTapuUKIMOHAIBHBIM Tpou3BeAcHueM, pomaH «llomyrait dnobGepa»
COJIEP>KUT aHAIU3 JINTEPATyphl U camopediekcuio. Pacckazunk moABOUT YUTATENSA
K BOCIPUATHUIO COJEPX aHUS CIEAYIOIMHUX TIJIaB, aHAJIU3UPYeT COOCTBEHHYIO
CTpPaTErui0 MOBECTBOBAHUS M BBICTPAUBAET BO3MOXKHBIM XOJI MBICJICA YHUTATEINS:
«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 suppressed it a few pages ago. | didn't want you to be tempted by cheap
conclusions. See how carefully I look after you. You don't like it? | know you don't
like it [1].

Takum o6pazom, poman [[x. bapuca «Ilomyrait ®nobepa» obaagaeT yepramu
ucrtopuorpauueckoro merapomana. lctopus mpeAcTaeT  COBOKYIHOCTBIO
WHTEpIIpeTaluii, 3aBUCSIIMX OT JUYHOCTEH PACCKA3YMKOB U COXPAHUBIIUXCS
cBuaeTenbCeTB. CilydailHO HallIeHHBIN apTeakT CriocOOEeH U3MEHUTh YCTOSBILHICS
B3TJISiT Ha COOBITHUSA TMPOIJIOT0, MO3TOMY 3HAHWE HUCTOPUM BCEr/Ia OCTAeTCs
HETOJIHBIM. DTO MOPOXKIAET CUTYAIIMI0 MHOXXECTBEHHOCTH UCTUH U JieTaeT (HakT u
BBIMBICENT HEPA3NUYUMbIMU. OOHAKO TOMNBITKK JIMTEPATYPHO-UCTOPUUECKOTO
MEPEOCMBICIIEHUSI WCTOPUU, JAXE €CIM OHM HE JAIOT OJHO3HAYHBIX OTBETOB,
BAJKHBI, T.K. [IOMOTAIOT IMOJIHEE OCO3HATh COBPEMEHHYIO JIEUCTBUTEIBHOCTb.
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