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JIMHI'BOIIO9THKA

Kypcus kak cnoco0 3mdaruzanuu pedn nepcoHaxe
© kanouoam unonocuuecxkux nayk A.A. Hzomoea, 2009

B naHHOUW cTatbe OYAYyT pacCMOTPEHBI CIydau YHMOTPEOJICHHUS KypcHBa
Kak crioco6a sMdaruzanuu pedn nepcoHaxel B pacckazax Jx. JI. Comunm-
Kepa.

Paccka3z «Xopomo noButcs pbiOka-Oananka» («A perfect day for ba-
nanafish») n3o00miIyer mogoOHKIM HCIOJIH30BAHUEM KypCHBa. AHAIN3 TAHHO-
TO TOBECTBOBAaHUS HEBO3MOXCH 0€3 3HAHUS MPEIBICTOPUU TIIABHOTO Tepos
Cumopa I'macca. Pacckaz o HEM Bea€Tcs B MpeAbIAYIIUX MOBECTSAX LMKIA O
cembe [maccoB «BeImme cTpomnmia, IMIOTHUKM» M «CuMop: BBemeHue». U3
JTHX MOBECTeH ynTaTenb y3HaET, uro Cumop ['nacc poauics B He3aypsaHOM
CeMb€ TAJAHTIMBBIX akTEPOB. byayun upe3BplualiHO OJApEHHBIM C JIETCTBA,
Cumop BMeECTE CO CBOMMHU OpaThsiMHU U CECTPaMU BBICTYIIAN B paauoIiepe/a-
qe «YMHBIH pe6&HOok». C 0TpoUeCcTBa OH YBJICKAJICS MOJ3MEH U MUCAT CTUXH
cam. Ero cembs mpu3HaBaia ero HCOOBIKHOBCHHO TaJIAHTJIMBBIM, UCTUHHBIM,
HacToAmMM To3TOM. CHMOp ObUT 00pa30BaHHBIM YEJIOBEKOM, MPEMNoJiaBal B
YHUBEpCUTETE. B MoBeCTAX Takke yIIOMUHACTCS, YTO OH MPOIIEN BOHHY.

Cumop >KeHWIICS Ha OYeHb IPUBIIEKATEIFHON JAeByIIKe MIOpHens, naeane
aAMCPUKAHCKOH KPacOThI, KOTOPYIO IMO-HACTOSIIEMY JIFOOMII, HO OHA OKa3a-
Jlach HE CIOCOOHOHM MOHSATH €r0, Pa3AeNUuTh ¢ HUM JIOO0BH K IPEKPACHOMY,
Be/isl 0OBIBATENIbCKUN 00pa3 ku3HU. PaccmarpuBaeMeblil paccka3 MOKa3bIBaeT
YHUTATEII0 KPax €ro OpayHOro COI03a, a B KOHIIC MMOBECTBOBAHUS TIIIABHBIN
Tepo¥ CBOJIUT CUYETHI C KU3HBIO.

OO0paTuMCs K IpUMEpaM.

"Why haven't you called me? I've been worried to—"

"Mother, darling, don't yell at me. I can hear you beautifully," said the
girl. "I called you twice last night. Once just after—"

"I told your father you'd probably call last night. But, no, he had to—Are
you all right, Muriel? Tell me the truth."

"I'm fine. Stop asking me that, please."

"When did you get there?"

"I don't know. Wednesday morning, early."

"Who drove?"

"He did," said the girl. "And don't get excited. He drove very nicely. I was
amazed."
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"He drove? Muriel, you gave me your word of—"

"Mother," the girl interrupted, "I just told you. He drove very nicely. Un-
der fifty the whole way, as a matter of fact."

"Did he try any of that funny business with the trees?"

"I said he drove very nicely, Mother. Now, please. I asked him to stay
close to the white line, and all, and he knew what I meant, and he did. He was
even trying not to look at the trees—you could tell. Did Daddy get the car
fixed, incidentally?"

"Not yet. They want four hundred dollars, just to-"

"Mother, Seymour to/d Daddy that he'd pay for it. There's no reason for-"

"Well, we'll see. How did he behave—in the car and all?"

"All right," said the girl.

"Did he keep calling you that awful-"

"No. He has something new now."

"What?"

"Oh, what's the deference, Mother?"

"Muriel, I want to know. Your father—"

"All right, all right. He calls me Miss Spiritual Tramp of 1948," the girl
said, and giggled.

"It isn't funny, Muriel. It isn't funny at all. It's horrible. It's sad, actually.
When I think how—"

Best nepBast yacTh pacckasa npejcTaBisieT co0oi TenedoHHBIH pa3roBop
Miopuenb o CBOCH MaTepbio, KOTOpasi BOJIHYETCS 32 [04b, CHpAIINBasi, KaK
Cumop «Ben€r cebs» Ha KypopTe.

B npuBen€HHOM BbIIlIE OTPHIBKE BBIJICICHUE aBTOPCKHUM KYPCHBOM COYe-
tanuii cnoB I told, I want to know, It’s sad B peun marepu mokaswiBaeT eé
00eCIOKOCHHOCTD MOJIOKEHHEM JI04YepH, B TO BpeMsi Kak B peud Miopuenb
MBI BcTpeuaeMm Jmbo Hekoe Bo3paxenune «l said he drove very nicely,
mother» ( Mawma, s orce Tebe ckazana, OH TMPABWI OYEHb OCTOPOXKHO), THOO
paBHOxymme K npoucxomiamemy «Oh, what’s the difference, mother?» ( [a
He BcE I pasHo, mama!)

OO6paTtuMcs K Ipyromy IpuMepy.

"Mother," the girl interrupted, "listen to me. You remember that book he
sent me from Germany? You know—those German poems. What'd I do with
it? I've been racking

my_ll

"You have it."

"Are you sure?" said the girl.

96



A3viK, cosnanue, Kommynuxayus: Co. cmameii/ Oms. peo. B. B. Kpacuwix, A. U Hzomos. — M. :
MAKC Ilpecc, 2009. — Buin. 39. — 136 c. ISBN 978-5-317-03078-0

"Certainly. That is, I have it. It's in Freddy's room. You left it here and I
didn't have room for it in the—Why? Does he want it?"

"No. Only, he asked me about it, when we were driving down. He wanted
to know if I'd read it."

"It was hi German!"

"Yes, dear. That doesn't make any difference," said the girl, crossing her
legs. "He said that the poems happen to be written by the only great poet of
the century. He said I should've bought a translation or something. Or learned
the language, if you please."

"Awful. Awful. It's sad, actually, is what it is. Your father said last

",

night—"";

JlaHHBI KOHTEKCT JEMOHCTPHPYET IOJHYI0 OTUYXAEHHOCTh Mexny Cu-
MOpOM U MIopHesh, HECOBIaIeHIE X HHTEPECOB.

B peun Mropuenb KypcHBOM BBIJCISIOTCS M 3M(PaTU3UPYIOTCS CIEIyo-
Iye caoBa U Gpassl:

1) « You remember that book he sent me from Germany? You know
those German poems. What’d I do with it?» (IToMHUIIB Ty KHWXKY, OH €€
npucnan MHe u3 I'epmanun? ITomauns xakue-to Hemeukue ctuxu? Kyna s
e€ desana?) (mepeson P. PaiiT-KoBané€roit)

2) «Only, he asked me about it, when we were driving down. He wanted
to know if I’d read it» (Ho oH mpo He€ cnpawusean TOIBKO MO AOPOTE CIOA.
JonbIThIBaNCS — ynTana s €€ WiK HET).

3) «He said that the poems happen to be written by the only great poet of
the century. He said 1 should’ve bought a translation or something. Or
learned the language, if you please». (OH rOBOpHT, YTO CTHUXH HAIHCAT «
€OUHCMBEHHBIU 6euKUll nosm Hawieeo eeka» . OH cKazan: Hamo ObLIO MHE
X0Ts OBI JOCTaTh TepeBo. Vi guryyume Hemeyxuil — BOT, IOXaiyicral)

— Miopuens BO3MyIIEHa TE€M, 4TO €€ MYX i NMpeJIOkWI, OHA CUUTAET
YTEHHE TI0A3UH TN M3Y4YeHHE MHOCTPAHHBIX S3BIKOB OECCMBICIEHHBIM U HE
HYKHBIM, B 4€M MaTh €€ MOJHOCTHIO OAIEPKUBAET:

«Awful. Awful. It’s sad, actually, is what it is» (— Yxkac. Yxac!. Her, aTo
TaK epyCcmHo)

OOparuMcs K Ipyromy rpumepy.

"Your father talked to Dr. Sivetski."

"Oh?" said the girl.

"He told him everything. At least, he said he did—you know your father.
The trees. That business with the window. Those horrible things he said to
Granny about her plans for passing away. What he did with all those lovely
pictures from Bermuda—everything."
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"Well," said the girl.

"Well. In the first place, he said it was a perfect crime the Army released
him from the hospital—my word of honor. He very definitely told your father
there's a chance—a very great chance, he said—that Seymour may com-
pletely lose control of himself. My word of honor."

"There's a psychiatrist here at the hotel," said the girl.

"Who? What's his name?"

"I don't know. Rieser or something. He's supposed to be very good."

"Never heard of him."

"Well, he's supposed to be very good, anyway."

"Muriel, don't be fresh, please. We're very worried about you. Your father
wanted to wire you /ast night to come home, as a matter of —"

"I'm not coming home right now, Mother. So relax." "Muriel. My word of
honor. Dr. Sivetski said Seymour may completely lose contr—"

"I just got here, Mother. This is the first vacation I've had in years, and
I'm not going to just pack everything and come home," said the girl. "I could-
n't travel now anyway. I'm so sunburned I can hardly move."

B nanHOM cityyae B 1uajore Matepu M JI04epH O0OCYKIAeTcCs IOBEACHHE
Cumopa, 1 OECITOKOHCTBO MaTepu AOCTHTaeT amores.. V3 KOHTEKCTa CTaHO-
BUTCSI OYEBUIHBIM, YTO YEJIOBEK HE OT MUpa CEro B €€ HOHMMaHUU CTAHOBHT-
CSl CyMacCIIEIINM.

KypcuBoM aBTOp BBLAEINSET CIIEYIOIINE CIIOBA:

1) «He said it was a perfect crime the Army released him from the hospi-
taly. (OH cka3zan — cymiee npecmynienue, 9YT0 BOCHHbIE BPadd BBIITYyCTHIN
€r0 U3 TOCITUTAIIA).

2) «He very definitely told you father there’s a chance — a very great
chance, he said — that Seymour may completely lose control of himself. » (On
onpedenénno cKaszaj Iare, YTO HEe UCKIIIOYEHO, HUKAK HE HCKIIOYEHO, YTO
CuMop coseputerno MOXKET TIOTEPSITh CIIOCOOHOCTH BIaIETh COOOI. )

B pacckaze «U atu ry0sl, u ri1a3a 3enénbie» («Pretty mouth and green my
eyes») TJIaBHBII Trepoit ApTyp, IOPHUCT, MICABIINK B IOHOCTH CTHXH, 00CYX-
JIaeT CBOIO )KEHY CO 3HAKOMBIM:!

"Brains! Are you kidding? She hasn't got any goddam brains! She's an
animal!"

The gray-haired man, his nostrils dilating, appeared to take a fairly deep
breath. "We're all animals," he said. "Basically, we're all animals."

"Like hell we are. I'm no goddam animal. I may be a stupid, fouled-up
twentieth-century son of a bitch, but I'm no animal. Don't gimme that. I'm no
animal."

"Look, Arthur. This isn't getting us—"
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"Brains. Jesus, if you knew how funny that was. She thinks she's a god-
dam intellectual. That's the funny part, that's the hilarious part. She reads the
theatrical page, and she watches television till she's practically blind—so
she's an intellectual. You know who I'm married to? You want to know who
I'm married to? I'm married to the greatest living undeveloped, undiscovered
actress, novelist, psycho-cwalyst, and all-around goddam unappreciated ce-
lebrity-genius in New York. You didn't know that, didja? Christ, it's so funny
I could cut my throat. Madame Bovary at Columbia Extension School. Ma-
dame—

Kak MBI BUIUM, KYpCHBOM BBIJCIISIOTCS CICAYIOIIUE CIIOBOCOYCTAHUS B
KOHTEKCTE:

«’m married to the greatest living undeveloped, undiscovered actress,
novelist, psychoanalyst, and all — around goddam unappreciated celebrity-
genius in New York. » (Her, Thl X0ueIb 3HaTh, KTO Takas Mos jxeHa? Benu-
yquulas apmucmka, nucamenbHuyd, NCUXOaHAIUmuK, M BOOOIIE Bemdaii-
mmii renuit Bo BecéM Hiko- Hopke, TONbKO emmé He mpOSBHBIIHIACS, HE OTKPBI-
ThI 1 He nmpu3HaHHbIN.) ([TepeBon H. T"ansp).

ApTyp JIOOUT CBOIO JKEHY, HO OCYXJaeT € 3a IKCIICHTPUYHOCTh U HE
BCerJa JOCTOiHOe moBeneHne. CIOBOCOYETaHMS, BBHIICIICHHBIE KYPCHBOM,
HECOMHEHHO MPUOOPETAIOT HPOHUYHOE 3BYYAHHE B PEYH TJIABHOTO Ieposi.

B pacckaze «Temmm» («Teddy») raaBHBIA repoil — SICHOBHUAAIIMN Majb-
gk Tennu Makapaib MOBECTBYET CBOEMY HOBOMY 3HAKOMOMY O CBOHX Iie-
PEBOIUIOMIECHISX

"From what

I gather, you've acquired certain information, thorough meditation, that's
given you some conviction that in your last incarnation you were a holy man
in India, but more or less fell from Grace—"

"] wasn't a holy man," Teddy said. "I was just a person making very nice
spiritual advancement"

"All right—whatever it was," Nicholson said. "But the point is you feel
that in your last incarnation you more or less fell from Grace before final
[lumination. Is that right, or am I—"

"That's right," Teddy said. "I met a lady, and I sort of stopped
meditating." He took his arms down from the armrests, and tucked his hands,
as if to keep them warm, under his thighs. "I would have to take another body
and come back to earth again amyway—I mean I wasn't so spiritually
advanced that I could have died, if I hadn't met that lady, and then gone
straight to Brahma and never again have to come back to earth. But I
wouldn't have had to get incarnated in an American body if I hadn't met that
lady. I mean it's very hard to meditate and live a spiritual life in America.
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People think you're a freak if you try to. My father thinks I'm a freak, in a
way. And my mother—well, she doesn't think it's good for me to think about
God all the time. She thinks it's bad for my health.'

B nmaHHOM OTpBIBKE KypcHBOM OSMQaTH3HpyeTcs HNpHiIaraTeibHoe
«American»: «...But I wouldn’t have had to get incarnated in an American
body if I hadn’t met that lady. I mean it’s very hard to meditate and live a
spiritual life in America». ([Ipyroe neno, 4To He NMOBCTpPeUail s ATy AEBYILIKY,
¥ MHe Obl He Hajgo ObUIO BOIUIOLIATBCS B aMEPUKAHCKO2O Malbyuka. Bbl
3HaeTe, B AMEpUKE TaK TPYJIHO MPEAaBaTbCs MEIUTALMU M KUTh TyXOBHOU
xu3Hbk0). (IlepeBox C. Tacka.)

Awmeprka ¢ e€ opHeHTaIMel Ha MaTepruaNtbHOE OJIaronoIydre M BHEITHHN
yclex MPOTHUBONOCTABISIETCS JyXOBHOMY cOBepIiueHCTBY WHauu, K KOTOpo-
My TJIaBHBI TepOH CTpeMMIICS, HO KOTOPOTO OH TaK M HE JOCTUT B IIPEIbI-
JIYILIEM BOIUIOILCHUH.

Nicholson was looking at him, studying him. "I believe y»u said on that
last tape that you were six when you first had a mystical experience. Is that
right?"

"] was six when I saw that everything was God, and my hair stood up, and
all that," Teddy said. "It was on a Sunday, | remember. My sister was only a
tiny child then, and she was drinking her milk, and all of a sudden I saw that
she was God and the milk was God. I mean, all she was doing was pouring
God into God, if you know what I mean."

1) «My sister was only a tiny child then, and she was drinking her milk,
and all of a sudden I saw that she was God and the milk was God. I mean, all
she was doing was pouring God into God». (Mos cecTpeHka, Torna emé
COBCEM MaJICHbKasl, ITiJIa MOJIOKO, ¥ BAPYT s HOHUI, YTO OHa — bor, u monoxo
— bor, u Bc€ , uTo oHa Aemnana, 3TO mepenuBana ogaoro bora B apyroro.)

Bo Bropom mpumepe peub MIET O MUCTUYECKOM OTKPOBEHHH TJIaBHOTO
repost, KOTAa OH B IIECTH JIET BHE3AITHO MTOHSJ, 9YTO BCE BOKPYT — 3T0 bor.

KypcuBoM B peun nepcoHaxa orMedeHsl ciaoBa «she» u «milk». Ito mo-
Ka3pIBaeT YUTATEII0, YTO BCE B MHpe OOKECTBEHHO 1O CBOEH CyTH, H HE0O-
XOJMMO 3TO TOJIBKO OCO3HATb.

Takum oOpa3om, ucmonb3oBaHue KypcuBa B pacckazax Jx.Jl. CommHz-
Kepa 0e3yclIOBHO 3M(paTu3upyeT pedb NepcoHaXKel, U MOMOraeT YUTaTellto
JIydIlle TOHATH 3aMBICEIT aBTOPa B XyJOKECTBEHHOM ITPON3BEICHUH.
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