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MOTMUBBI SIBJJEHU ITIPUPOIbI B COBPEMEHHOM
AHI'JIOA3BIYHOM CTUXOTBOPHOM TEKCTE

B coBpemMeHHOM MHpEe B NEPHOA Pa3BUTUS U  PACHIUPCHHUS
MEKKYJIbTYPHBIX KOMMYHHKALIMM WHTEPEC K AHIJIOS3BIYHOM KYJIBTYPE
ype3BblYaiHO BeIMK. OJHAKO B PALMOHAIIBHOM W MpParMaTUYHOM, ‘MUPE
CETOJIHSIIHEr0 JIHS AHTJIOSA3BIYHOE MOATUYECKOE TBOPUYECTBO OCTAETCS JIUIIb
JUISL Y3KOTO JJIMTAPHOTO Kpyra JIIOOUTENed MMO33UM, XOTS MMEHHO TIOA3THI
NEPBBIMU YJIABIIMBAIOT W MIHOBEHHO PEArvpyroT HAa HU3MEHEHMS BO BCEX
chepax Hamed >Ku3HU. TOHKO 4YYBCTBYS PUTM HACTOSIIET0 BpPEMEHH,
UCCIIEIyS. M OMMCHIBAasi HOBBIE COLIMAIBHBIC SIBIICHUS, NO3Thl BMECTE C TEM
MOCTOSIHHO BEIYT JHAJIOT C AaBTOPAMH IMPOIUIbIX, BEKOB. COBpeMEHHas
aHTJIOSI3bIUHAS MO33Usi 0OHOBWIA 1MO33MI0 19-20 BEeKOB: TeMaTHKa OCTallach
IPEXKHEW, HO W3MEHWIACh JKU3Hb W, L COOTBETCTBEHHO, W3MECHUINCH
NO3TUYECKHE 00pa3bl.

Kak u mo33us 19-20 BekOB COBpEeMEHHBIE aHTJIOS3BIYHBIE CTUXOTBOPHBIE
TEKCThl M300WIYIOT MOTHBAMU M ©Opa3aMu sBICHHM mpupoabl. OgHaKo
TEXHUYECKUU Tporpecc HaET HOBOE OCMBICICHHE TaKUM IPOCTBIM H
MOHATHBIM SIBJICHUAM KAaK CHEL, Berep, N0kAb. B cruxorBopeHun «CHEr»
coBpeMeHHOTo  OputaHckoro, mosta C.Kapcona koMouek  cHera
CpaBHMBAETCSI C O€JIbIM HEJULYJIOUAHBIM IIAPUKOM JIJIi UTPHl B MTUHT-TIOHT:
“A white dot flicked back .. / not a table-tennis ball, but ‘ping-pong’, since
this is happening in Y. another era, ... / the celluloid ... diminuendo ... / 1
broke open the husk so many times / and always found it empty; the pith was
a wordless bubble” [1,c. 317]. CKynbIM W TOBCETHEBHBIM S3BIKOM aBTOP
OIMCHIBACT CBOM OIIBIT CONPUKOCHOBEHUS C MU3SIIHOW KPYIJIOM JIbAUHKOM.
MoTuB HIEPOXOBATOTO KOMOYKA CHEra MPOXOJUT Yepe3 BCE CTUXOTBOPECHHUE.
TaKTUNBHBIE OIIYIIEHNS, KOTOPBIE MOAT MOJYYUII, pPa31aBUB PYKOW CHEKHBIN
mapuK, MpecieayoT ero nopcroay. Ho pomMaHTHKH HET U B TIOMUHE, aBTOP
3apspkeH npakTunmaMoM: “‘Though there’s nothing in the thing itself, bits of it
come back ... /unbidden, ... ” [1, c. 317]. B Oanke oH oOpaliaeT BHUMaHKE
Ha HaNaJbYHHUK KJIEPKA, KOTOPBHIM HAIIOMUHAET €My JMUIIKYI0, HEPOBHYIO
IOBEPXHOCTh OMTHI JIJIs1 MTPhI B mUHT-IOHT: “Just as, the other day, | felt the
tacky piples of a ping-pong bat / when the bank-clerk counted out my money
with her rubber / thimble... ” [1, c. 317]. KynuB mo ciydaro Ha ayKIIMOHE
CTapbli TUBAH, MMOAT HEOKUIAHHO ISl CeOsI HAXOAUT B HUKHEM SIIHUKE OTISITh
K€ IIApUK JJIs WrPhl B MHUHT-TIOHT, KOTOPBIM, K €ro € YAUBJICHHIO,
BOCIIPUHMMAETCSI UM Ccelyac Kak BOJIIIEOHBIA XpYCTaJbHBIA IHap,
MpeIcKa3bIBAIOIINN HE OyayIiee, a BO3pOXKIAI0IIUN KapTHHBI ITpoIuioro. Ha



ATOT pa3 Oemnblif IIApUK BOCKPEIIAET B MAaMITH POMAHTUUYHYIO atMmochepy
KOMHAaTBI, KOTJ1a 3a OKHOM uAET cHer: “A ping-pong ball. I cupped it in my
hands like a crystal, seeing not / the future, but a shadowed parlour just
before the blinds are drawn. / Someone has put up two trestles. Handshakes
all round, nods and whispers. / Roses are brought in, and suddenly, white
confetti seethes against / the window” [1,c. 317]. 1 3mech moatmyeckoe
BOCIIPUSITHE YEJIIOBEKOM SIBJICHUN MNPUPOJIBI TMOOSKIAET IparMaTuky U
npakTuiu3M. YenoBeK HE MOXET OBbITh POOOTOM U TOJBKO YTHUIMTAPHO
BOCIIPUHUMATH KUBYIO MAaTEPUIO CO3/IAHHYIO PUPOJIOH.

B cruxorBopeHun «llocienHuii CHEr» COBPEMEHHOTO bPUTAHCKOTO
nmosta M. [Iukoka Tema HEJOJITOBEYHOCTH CHEra NEpPeruieTaetess ¢ TeMOU
CYEeTHOCTH, OPEHHOCTH M KPaTKOBPEMEHHOCTH uesioBeueckoi sxu3uu: “And |
ran to the high field ... / to tread our names in blemished"/ brilliant drifts;
because the time we have / is shrinking away like snow” [2, c. 444]. B
OCIlIEHOM pPHUTME COBPEMEHHOCTH MBI TOPOH yHE .3aMeuaeM KpacoThbl
MPUPOJHBIX SIBJICHUNA U OTHOCUMCS K HUM KaK K HOXKEJIATEIbHBIM 3JIEMEHTaM
MOBCEIHEBHOCTU. BBIBAET, UTO U BETEP, U JOK/b,»M CHET HE BIUCHIBAIOTCA B
HaIpPsDKEHHBIM rpaduk KU3HU W CPBHIBAKQT HAIIM TUIaHBl. A BeJIb Halle
BPEMEHHOE MPOCTPAHCTBO OrpPaHUYEHO,\ M OOMAHYMBO, OHO Ta€T MOJOOHO
cHery. CTOUT OCTAaHOBUTHCS M MOLYMATH O TOM, YTO MBI CaMHU SIBIISIEMCS
YaCTUYKOU XPYIKOU IPUPOLBI.

DTy K€ TEMY PA3BHUBAECT ABTOP CTUXOTBOPEHUS «OTrom0COK CHEXHOU
oypu» M. Crpanng u3 CIIA, xoTopblil TakXke NPU3BIBAET KUTEIEH
METaIoJNCOB MOPa3MBbIUUISTh O B3aWUMOCBS3HM YEJIIOBEKA U MHUpPa BOKPYT.
KuzHp yenoBeka Ha’ 3eMyle KPaTKOBPEMEHHA, HO MPOJOJDKACTCS B HAIIMX
NeTAX W JIPYTUX JHOASX TaK K€ KaK BCE MOBTOPSETCS W MPOJIODKACTCS
B npupoze: “From, the shadow of domes in the city of domes, / snowflake, a
blizzard of one,weightless, entered your room... / a time between times ....
No more than that / except for the feeling that this piece of the storm, / which
turned intovnothing before your eyes, would come back, / that someone years
hence., might say: / It’s time. The air is ready. The sky has an opening”
[2,.C.44T].

B MupoBoil mo33uu ToOJIKOBaHME MOTHMBAa M 00pa3a BeTpa Bcerja ObUIO
ropas/io MHUpPe U MHOTOTPAHHEE, YEM MOATUYECKUN aHAIN3 MHBIX TMPUPOIHBIX
SABJICHUM. Berep HE TOJBKO acCOLMUPYETCs C IEpeMEHaMU U HOBBIMHU
BESHUSMHU, HO OH HMEET TakKKe€ CBOM BPEMEHHBIE W IPOCTPAHCTBEHHBIC
XapaKTEepUCTUKH;, OH UMEET CBOWM OKpac, TEMIEPATYpPY, BKYC, 3amax, useT. OH
MOKET OBbITh TOOPBIM W 3JIbIM, JIACKOBBIM U TpeBOxkHBbIM. Ha pyOexe 20-21
BEKOB TE€Ma BETpa MOJy4YuiIa CBOE€ HOBOE PA3BUTHE U OCMBICIECHUE B MO33UU
AHTJIOA3BIYHBIX ABTOPOB. B CTUXOTBOpEHMHM MOJOJOT0 OPUTAHCKOTO aBTOPA
JI. Ilarepcona «TyHHENIb BETPOB» OCEHHUW BETEP CPABHUBACTCA C
MOYTaTLOHOM, KOTOPBIM HECET MO YJUIbI IJI0XUE BeCTU. HeBUIMMbIE CTBOPKH



JBEper MEeXIy AHSIMH paclaxvBalOTCA M BITYCKAIOT ONACHBIE COOBITHUSA, OT
KOTOPBIX HUKTO HE 3aCTPaxoBaH. [[elCTBUTEIIBHO, KA/ JEHb MbI [10Jy4acM
U3BECTUSI O HOBBIX TEpakTaX, OCECCMBICIICHHBIX YOWUWCTBAX, HACHIIHH.
CoBpeMEeHHBII MUp, TTOPOii, ObIBAET CIMILIIKOM YKECTOK U 0€3:KaJI0CTEeH, U BETEP
B 3TOM MO3THUYECKOM TEKCTE SIBJISIETCS MEAMYMOM IO TEpPEaadye TPEBOMKHBIX
HOBocTei: “ ...In autumn, the doors between the days / fall open; ... this would
be a dangerous mediumship / ... But one morning, the voices carry from
everywhere: / from the first door and the last, two whistling draughts / zerouin
with such unholy dispatch...” [2, c. 365].

[lo mHOMY TpakTyer 00pa3 BeTpa aHrIMickuil mo3T K DeHTOH
B cTUXOTBOpeHUn «Berepy». [lig HEro BeTep — 3TO BEYHBIA ABUTATEND, KAK
co3ujarollas, Tak U pa3pylmuTenabHas cuia. Berep yckopsier.Oer BpemeHH,
BETEP TOHUT JIIOJEH MO 3€MHOMY IIapy B MOMCKax JYHMIIEH >KU3HU, BETEP
TaK)K€ TPUHOCUT OCICTBHE W YHMUYTOKEHHE — 3TO Takas CHJIa, KOTOpas
HUKOMY HE TOJIBJIACTHA. ['OHMMBIE BETpPOM, JIOIWTUOHYT Tak OBICTPO, Kak
coyioma TopuT Ha Betpy: “This is the wind, the wind-in a field of corn. / Great
crowds are fleeing from a major disaster ... /\l saw a thousand years pass in
two seconds. / Land was lost, languages.rose and divided. ... Centuries,
minutes later, one might ask / how the hilt of a sword wandered so far from
the smithy. / And somewhere they will sing: ‘Like chaff we were borne / In the
wind.’ This is the wind in a field of corn” [2, C. 321].

CBocoOpa3HO packpbiBaeT 00Opa3 BeTpa aHraudaHuH T. Xpio3 B
IIOATUYECKOM TeKcTe «Berep». Berep — 310 MOryiecTBeHHas cuiia, moxoxas
Ha B3pbIB aTOMHOU OOMQbBI. ‘BeTep BaJIUT JEpeBbsi, CIBUTAET TOPHI, IPUIUB
MPEBpallacT B OTJIMB;, YHOCHT IUIOAOPOJHYHO 3EMIIF0 C IIOJEH, CIICHUT
noxaEM. OH MMEET, €BOM 3JI0BEIIMN OKpAC: CBEPKAET KaK YEPHO-3EIEHOE
ne3Bue Meua. Berep 6e3)kaiocTeH, OT HETrO HET CIACEHUS: 3eMJIs JIPOXKUT,
TOPU30HT H3JAOMaH. B 1110001 MOMEHT BCE XKHUBOE MOXET MOTHOHYTH.
Onucanue, BeTpa B 3TOM CTUXOTBOPEHMM HAMIOMUHAET HAM O BO3MOYKHOM
SJICPHOM B3pBIBE M YHUUTOXXCHHMM Bcell turanetsl: “This house has been far
out atvsea-all night, / The woods crashing through darkness, the booming
hills, /Winds stampeding the fields under the window / Floundering black
astride and blinding wet... ./ The hills had new places, and wind wielded /
Blade-light, luminous black and emerald. / The fields quivering, the skyline a
grimace, / At any second to bang and vanish with a flap” [2, c. 234]. Ho cuna
TyXa JH0JIed Kpernde HeoOy31aHHOW CTUXuU. B Takoi cTpalrHblii MOMEHT OHU
coOpaHbl, My>K€CTBEHHBI, CIUTIOYEHBI U JyMaloT Apyr o apyre: “Now deep / In
chairs, in front of the great fire, we grip / Our hearts and ... , thought, / Of
each other” 2, c. 234].

B cruxorBopenun «CBaneOHBI BETEp» COBPEMEHHOTO AHIJIMICKOTO
nodta @. JlapkrHa BeTEp HAIMOJHAET AYIIW JIIOJEA HOBBIMA YYBCTBAMHU U
MEPEKMBAHUAMU. OTOT BETEp HECET HAACKAY HA HOBYK) CUYACTIIMBYIO



cympyxeckyro sku3Hb. “The wind blew all my wedding-day, / And my
wedding-night was the night of the high wind; /... and I was sad / That any
man or beast that night should lack / The happiness I had ...Now in the day /
All’s raveled under the sun by the wind’s blowing. / ... All is the wind /
Hunting through clouds and forests, thrashing / My apron and the hanging
cloths on the line./ Can it be borne, this bodying-forth by wind / Of joy my
actions turn on, like a thread / Carrying beads? / ... Can even death dry up./
These new delighted lakes, conclude / Our kneeling as cattle by all-generous
waters?” [2, c. 212]. BeTep HamoJHAET HOBOOPAYHBIX HEBEJIOMOM CHIIOW; OH
3aCTaBJISIET KX C BOCTOPIOM CMOTPETh Ha TOT MPEKPACHBIN MU, ATPEKIOHUTH
KOJICHU TIepe/l HEUCCIKAeMBbIMH YKHBOTBOPHBIMH 03EPaMH.

Ntak, pomanTuyeckuii oopa3 BeTpa, CO3JAaHHBIM aBTOpamMu B 19 Beke,
npeTepreNl CYIICCTBCHHbIC HM3MEHEHHS B T033uM KoHIa, 20-ro Hadajia
21-ro BekoB. TeXHMYECKHUN TPOTPECC U COBPEMEHHBIC COHHAIIBHBIC Pealuu
paCIIUPUIT TPAHUIIBI CTUXOTBOPHBIX TEKCTOB, U TEHEPb.MIPUPOIHBIC SBICHUS
BOCIIPUHHUMAIOTCS B HEPAa3pBIBHOM CBS3M C JIpOOJIEMaMH COBPEMEHHOTO
CJIOKHOTO MHpA.
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