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OnucaHnio guckypca C TOYKM 3pEeHUs Ko-
FTHUTUBHOW FWHIBUCTMKM MOCBSILLEHO Hemarno
paboT. OTO HecnyyYanHo, NOTOMY YTO «B AMUC-
Kypce coaepxuTcs HeuTo 6onbluee, YeM B Crio-
Be, MOCKONbKY eauHuuen, obpasylollen auc-
Kypc, siBnsieTca dpasa, a He oTAenbHoe Crio-
BO... Mbl HE MOXeM MOCTPOUTb TEopuD MeTa-
dopbl, OCHOBbLIBasACb Ha CroBe; Ans TOro YTobbl
nocTpouTb Teoputo MeTadopbl, Heobxoanmo
y4uUTbIBaTL Pofb MpeaukaTta, npunMcbiBaeMoro
cyOBbeKTy, TO ecTb 6opbby Mexay CyObekToM u
npeankatom Bo dpase. ... Metadopa poxgaet-
CA N3 KOHNMKTA, U3 TON HaMNPSHKEHHOCTU, KOTO-
pasi BO3HWKaeT B pesynbTate COeAMHEHWS CroB
BO (ppase. Bor nouemy crnenyet obpatutbes
K eavHnLe Gonee BbICOKOTO YPOBHS, YeM Cro-
BO, — K Anckypcy» [Pukep 1995: 101—102].

OpgHum mn3 Beaywmx obpasoB ans nrobow
KynbTypbl, W COOTBETCTBEHHO ANS AWUCKYpCa,
ABMSeTCA BonnolleHne 60oXeCTBEHHOro Hava-
na. B pamkax gaHHoOM ctaTbu Mbl Npocreaum,
Kak Obln NpeacTtasneH obpas bora B acdpoame-
pUYKaHCKOM nuTepaTtype HavyMHas C caMbixX nep-
BbIX paboT 1 3aKkaH4YMBas Npov3BeeHUsAMU ce-
peanHbl n KoHua XX B.

MepBbIMK adpoamMepuKaHCKMMU MUCbMEH-
HbIMWU WUCTOYHWKaMW MNPUHATO cuynuTaTb [CM.,
Hanp.: Gates 1988] aBTobuorpacgpumm ObiBLUNX
paboB, nosiBuBwuecs B koHue XVIII n Hauane
XIX'B. CambiMy M3BECTHbIMW W3 HUX CTanu
cneayowme pomanbl: «A Narrative of the Most

Remarkable Particulars in the Life of James
Albert Ukawsaw Gronniosaw, An African
Prince, As Related <Bo BTOpOM wu3gaHun —
Written> by Himself» [Gronniosaw 1770; 1970],
«A Narrative of Lord’s Wonderful Dealings with
John Marrant (Quobna Ottobah Cugoano),
A Black, Written by Himself» [Marrant 1785;
1973], «The Interesting Narrative of the Life of
Olaudah Equiano, or Gustavus Vassa, the Afri-
can, Written by Himself» [Equiano 1789; 1969],
«The Life, History & Unparalleled Sufferings of
John Jea, the African Preacher. Compiled &
Written by Himself» [Jea 1815<?>; 1970],
«Gifts of Power: the Writings of Rebecca Jack-
son, Black Visionary, Shaker Eldress» [Jackson
1830; 1981].

OgHMM 13 rnaBHbIX 0Opas3oB, npeacTas-
NEeHHbIX BO Bcex nepBbix pabotax adpoamepu-
KaHueB, crtaHoBuTca loBopsiwasa Khura (Bub-
nus). 9ToT 06pa3 BonsoLwaeT nepBoe ucnbiTa-
HUe adpukaHLa, NonasLIero B HOBbIE YCIOBMS,
a UMEHHO OCO3HaHWe CBOEW HerpamoTHOCTU U
HecnocobHocTu obpalatbes k 6enomy bory.

[My master] used to read prayers in public
to the ship’s crew every Sabbath day; and when
| first saw him read, | was never so surprised in
my life, as when | saw the book talk to my mas-
ter, for | thought it did, as | observed him to look
upon it, and move his lips. | wished it would do
so with me. As soon as my master had done
reading, | followed him to the place where he

Pabora BEIIOJHEHA B paMKax TOCYJAapCTBEHHOro 3ajaHds MuHHCTepcTBa oOpa3oBaHMs M Hayku P® (mpoekt

6.2985.2011 — «ITonuTHyeckast MeTadhOPOIOTHSI»)
© Illycrposa E. B., 2012

108



Paspen 2. MonuTtnyeckasi KOMMyHUKaUus

put the book, being mightily delighted with it
and when nobody saw me, | opened it, and put
my ear down close upon it, in great hopes that it
would say something to me; but | was very sor-
ry and greatly disappointed, when | found that it
would not speak. This thought immediately pre-
sented itself to me, that every body and every
thing despised me because | was black [Gron-
niosaw 1970: 4—05].

And he [Atahualpa] desired to know where
Valverde had learned things so extraordinary.
In this book replied the fanatic Monk, reaching
out his breviary. The Inka opened it eagerly,
and turning over the leaves, lifted it to his ear:
This, says he, is silent; it tells me nothing; and
threw it with disdain to the ground [Marrant
1973: XIX—XXIII].

Tpenet nepen borom nepeHocutca M Ha
bubnuio. HenoututenbHoe obpalleHne ¢ KHu-
ro KHur He MoxeT He HaBneyb H60XeCcTBEHHOIO
rHeBa, N BO BCeX XPOHUKaX TaKkue criydaun 3a-
KaH4YMBaOTCA rMbenbio BUHOBHOTO.

| was reading a book that | was very fond
of, and which | frequently amused myself with,
when this person snatched it out of my hand,
and threw it into the sea. But, which was very
remarkable, he was the first that was killed in
our [first military] engagement. | don’t pretend to
say that this happened because he was not my
friend; but | thought it was a very awful provi-
dence, to see how the enemies of the Lord
were cut off [Gronniosaw 1970: 11].

Cnepyolee ncnoitaHne — obpeTteHue aa-
pa BrageHusi MMCbMEHHbIM CroBoM. pu 3ToM
€BpPONEeNCKN A3blK BOCMPUHUMAETCA KaK A3blK-
nocpegHuk, Hecywmn soicwyo MctuHy, Cnoso
Boxbe. Bce aBTobuorpadwum adpoamepukaH-
LueB cogepxaT nogpobHoe onucaHue MyK W
YyCUnuKn, niogen, NnogenmBLLMXCA CBOMM 3HAHU-
eM, mManenwmnx obCToATeNbLCTB, CONMYyTCTBOBAB-
WX obyyeHuto. ABTop nNnbo npsMo ykasbiBaeT,
nnbo Becbma Npo3payHO HamekaeT, YTo obpe-
TEHWE VM 3HaHWsi — 3TO MPOSIBIIEHNE MUIOCTU
locnoga. Hepegko aTo onuckiBaeTcs Kak vyao,
BHE3arHo JapoBaHHOE CBbILLE.

...the Spirit of the Lord brought this passage
of Scripture to my mind, where Jesus Christ
says, ,Whatsoever, ye shall ask the Father in my
name, ye shall receive. Ask in faith nothing
doubting: for according unto your faith it shall be
unto you. For unto him that believeth, all things
are possible.” Then | began to ask God in faithful
and fervent prayers, as the Spirit of the Lord
gave me utterance, begging earnestly of the
Lord to give me the knowledge of his word, that |
might be enabled to understand it in its pure
light, and be able to speak it in the Dutch and
English languages [Jea 1989: 106—107].

And these words were spoken in my heart,
,Be faithful, and the time shall come when you
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can read and write“. These words were spoken
in my heart as though a tender father spoke
them. My tears were gone in a moment... One
day | was sitting finishing a dress in haste and
in prayer. This word was spoken in my mind,
Who learned the first man on earth?” ,Why,
God"“ ,He is unchangeable, and if He learned
the first man to read, He can learn you”. | laid
down my dress, picked up my Bible, ran up-
stairs, opened it, and kneeled down with it
pressed to my breast, prayed earnestly to Al-
mighty God if it was consisting to His holy will,
to learn me to read His holy word. And when
I looked at the word, | began to read. And when
| found | was reading, | was frightened — then
I could not read one word. | closed my eyes
again in prayer and then opened my eyes, be-
gan to read. So | done, until | read the chap-
ter.... So | tried, took my Bible daily and praying
and read until | could read anywhere [Jackson
1981:107].

Ecnu yyecTtb, 4TO 06y4eHne paboB nucbmy
M rpamoTe ObiNo 3anpeLleHo 3aKoHOM W Cry-
XKMINO OCHOBaHMEM ANs WTpadHbIX CaHKUUiA, TO
MOXHO MOHATb, MOYEeMYy BrajeHue MUCbMEH-
HbIM CNOBOM BOCMPVMHMMANoOCb He WMHaye Kak
4ygo.

B npogomxeHne penuruosHow Tembl cre-
AyeT yNoMsiHyTb elle O ABYX OCOBGEHHOCTSIX,
NpUCyLUMX NepBbIM XPOHUKaM adpoamepukaH-
ues. epBas cocTouT B TOM, YTO MOHUMaHUE
Bora cooTBeTCTBYeT TPagMUMOHHBIM eBponen-
CKMM MpeacTaBrneHvaM. OTa TeHAeHUMs cnu-
BaeTCs C OCTPbIM XenaHueM adgpoamepukaHua
CaMOMy BHELLHe MOXOAWUTb Ha eBponenua, ne-
peHATbL ero MaHepy ofeBaTbCs, rOBOpUTb U
noknoHsiTecst 6enomy bory. Brtopasi 4yepTa,
npucyLlas aTUM TekcTam, — XenaHue nosHatb
He TOmMbKO CroBO eBponenckoro bora, HO u ero
npupoay. MNMpamoe ykasaHue Ha 3TN MOUCKN Mbl
o6HapyxnBaem B ruMHe k. xu:

I need not tell thee who | am;
My misery and sin declare:
Thyself has call’d me by my name;
Look on thy hands, and read it there:
But who | ask thee, who art thou?
Tell me thy name, and tell me now....
Wilt thou not yet to me reveal
Thy new unutterable name?
Tell me, | still beseech thee, tell;
To know it now, resolv'd | am:
Werestling | will not let thee go,
Till I thy name, thy Nature know

[Jea 1989: 38].

WTak, nosHaHue cytn Bora nponeraet gns
adpoamepukaHua 4vepes umsa boxbe. (3gech
HaM cregyeT BCMOMHUTbL O TPagUUMOHHBIX ANS
ahpuKaHUEB TaWHbIX WMeHax, SIBMSHOLWMUXCS
CBOEro poda Kro4YoM M OOBEPEHHbIX NMULb Mo-
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CBSAILLEHHbIM.) TUM, Ha Halw B3rnsg, oObsCHSA-
eTcs HacTOM4YMBOe, MHOFOKpaTHOE MOBTOPEHWE
umeHn bora, npsmoe ob6palleHne K Hemy —
elle ofHa xapakTepHas yepTa nepBbIX adpo-
amMepuKaHckux aBTobuorpacdui.

Ha cnepytowem aTane passutus adpo-
aMepuKaHCKOro nutepaTypHOro pfuckypca, B
cepeanHe XIX B., aTn 6GasoBble 4YepTbl B He-
CKOJTbKO M3MEeHEeHHOro Buae nepexoadaTt B aBTO-
6uorpacdmyeckne pomaHbl  ®.  [yrnacca
[Douglass 1962; 1963; [1855], 1968]. O6pas
KHUM COXpaHsieTCsl, HO MpeTeprneBaeT cepbes-
Hble wu3ameHeHus. Bo-nepsbix, ®. [yrnacc,
yTBEpXaas B NepBOM pOMaHe CBOE NpaBO Ha
Hacnegue Genoro oTua, a No3gHee — Ha yMm
cBoeln Martepu-appoaMepuKaHKkn, He MOXeT
no3BonuTb cebe onMcaHuin HauMBHbLIX MOMbITOK
roBoputb ¢ bubnuen, n xora obpaweHne God
Almighty no-npexHemy npucyTcTByeT, obpeTe-
HWe rPaMOTHOCTK YXXe He BoxecTBeHHoe 4yao,
a pesynbTaT Kpaxu M KpOMnoTnMBoOW paboTbl,
Brnbnuio ke 3ameHsieT cnoBapb W MNponuUcu
BebcTepa:

| then commenced and continued copying
the ltalics in Webster’s Spelling Book, until |
could make them all without looking on the
book. By this time, my little Master Thomas had
gone to school, and learned how to write, and
had written over a number of copy-books. The-
se had been brought home, and shown to some
of our near neighbour, and then laid aside. My
mistress used to go to class meeting at the Wilk
Street meetinghouse every Monday afternoon,
and leave me to take care of the house. When
left thus, | used to spend the time in writing in
the spaces left in Master Thomas’s copy-book,
copying what he had written. | continued to do
this until | could write a hand very similar to that
of Master Thomas. Thus, after a long, tedious
effort for years, | finally succeeded in learning
how to write [Douglass 1963: 64]. ...all the edu-
cation | possess, | may say, | have stolen while
a slave. | did manage to steal a little knowledge
of literature, but | am now in the eyes of Ameri-
can law considered a thief and robber, since |
have not only stolen a little knowledge of litera-
ture, but have stolen my body also [Tam xe: 6].

Bo-BTOpbIX, B Npo3e ®. [lyrnacca Bnepsble
B MCTOpMM adpoamepuKaHCKoh nuTepaTypbl
nosiBnsieTca obpa3 necHu kak OgHOro M3 npo-
aBneHun Nocnoga. C obpa3om necHu cnveaet-
csl onucaHue obpeTeHus ronoca u ceoero A, a
BMeCTe C HMMM u cBobopbl. MNo3gHee . [y-
rmacc nuweTt, 4To ronoc obpetaeTcsi B 60nb-
Wen Mepe yepe3 YCTHYH, a He MUCbMEHHYIo
peyb.

Speech! Speech! The live, calm, grave,
clear, pointed, warm, sweet, melodious, and
powerful human voice is [the] chosen instru-
mentality of social reform. While writing served
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its purpose, some matters were of such urgen-
cy that the spoken word was demanded. Hu-
manity, justice and liberty demand the service
of the living human voice [Douglass; uut. no:
Gates 1987: 106].

OTo 3amMevaHve He cryyYaviHO U sBNseTcs
cneacTBMeEM BIUSIHUA YCTHOW Tpaguumm adpo-
aMepUKaHCKOM Amacnopbl, COrfacHO KOTOpOW
Bobicwee CnoBo nepepaeTcs u3 ycT B ycTa npu
nomoLn metadpop, HaMekoB, MoAnexaLumx uc-
TONKOBaHWIO. VIHTEpEeCHO OTMeTUTb, 4TO 3Ta
MbICMb MPOBOAUTCH OLHOBPEMEHHO C obpeTe-
HMem ronoca obpa3om MaTepu B MOCreaHem
pomaHe [Douglass 1968]. Kak npu onucaHum
ceMbM, Tak U nNpu onncaHum ronoca ana . [ly-
rmacca Ha nepBbli NnaH BbIXOQWUT Hacneave
Adprkn, B oTnnume OT paHHUX adpoamepu-
KaHCKMX aBTOPOB, NbITaBLUMXCSA NPUBNN3NTLCS K
eBpornenckomy obpasLy.

1890—1910 rr. B adpoamepuKkaHCKOn nun-
TepaType cBsidaHbl ¢ WmeHamu [1. [JaHb6apa,
k. Y. [bxoHcoHa, Y. 3. b. Owbya. B atoT ne-
pvog o6pa3 KHUMM uc4esaeT 1 ero MecTo npoy-
HO 3aHMMaeT ronoc, necHsi, mysbika: Oh, hit’s
sweetah dan de music / Of an educated band; /
An’ hit's dearah dan de battle’s / Song o’ tri-
umph in de lan’. / It seems holier dan evening’/
When de solemn chu’ch bell rings. Mapan-
nenbHO C 3TUM pasBuBaloTCA U Gubnenckue
o6pasbl, TpaguUMOHHbIE [ANA  eBPONEencKon
KynbTypbl (lak a blas’ fom Gab’el’s hon, Moses,
Pher’'oh, Hebrew chillun). PuTm waratoowmx Hor
N 3BYKM TpyObl CBfA3aHbI CUHEKZOXalNbHbIMU
OTHoWeHMsIMM C npuxogom Meccun: But de
Moses is a-comin’, / An’ he’s comin’, suah and
fas’/ We kin hyeah his feet a-trompin’, / We kin
hyeah his trumpit blas’. B kavectBe npumepa
CMHEKOOXM MOXHO TaKke npuBecTu cnesbl 1
B30OXW, CBSI3aHHbIE C XW3HbK Auacnopbl (cp.
y M. Oan6apa: «An Ante-Bellum Sermon», «We
Wear the Mask», «Sympathy»), ronoc kak cum-
Bon noata (cp. y . JaHbapa «The Poet», «Pro-
metheus»). B To e Bpemsa nnay n ronoc — 370
BHOBb nposiBrieHnss BboxecTBeHHOro Havana.
Apkuin npumep Takoro CANAHUA MOHATUIA rono-
ca, necHu, guacnopsbl 1 bora gaet cnegyowmn
KOHTEKCT, B3ATbIN M3 noambl k. Y. [)KOHCOHa
«O Black and Unknown Bards»: O black and
unknown bards of long ago, / How came your
lips to touch the sacred fire? / How, in your
darkness, did you come to know / The power
and beauty of the minstrel’s lyre? / Who first
from midst his bonds lifted his eyes? / Who first
from out the still watch, lone and long, / Feeling
the ancient faith of prophers rise / Within his
dark-kept soul, burst into song?

Heart of what slave poured out such melo-
dy / As ,,Steal Away to Jesus*“? On its strains /
His spirit must have nightly floated free, /
Though still about his hands he felt his chains. /
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Who heard great ,,Jordan roll“? Whose star-
ward eye / Saw chariot ,,swing low*“? And who
was he / That breathed that comforting, melodic
sigh, / ,Nobody Knows de Trouble | See*?

What merely living clod, what captive thing /
could up toward God through all its darkness
grope, / And find within its deadened heart to
sing / These songs of sorrow, love, and faith,
and hope? / How did it catch that subtle under-
tone, / That note in music heard not with the
ears? / How sound the elusive reed so seldom
blown, / Which stirs the soul or melts the heart
fo tears?

Not that great German master in his dream /
Of harmonies that thundered amongst the stars /
At the creation, ever heard a theme / Nobler than
,,Go Down, Moses*”. Mark its bars, / How like a
mighty trumpet-call they stir / The blood. Such are
the notes that men have sung / Going to valorous
deeds; such tones there were / That helped make
history when Time was young. <...>/ You sang a
race from wood and stone to Christ [Johnson;
uuT. no: Gates 1997: 769—770].

Tak B ouepenHon pa3 nposiBNsieTcs cme-
LeHne adpuKaHCKMX 1 eBPONENCKUX YepT.

B npousBegeHusax Y. 3. b. Owbya ynomu-
HaHue Bbora n Ero okpyxeHus oTxoguT Ha BTO-
pov nnaH. MNepBoe MeCTo OTBOAMTCA ronocy u
necHe Kak cMmBOIy cBoboabl, 06peTeHns cBoe-
ro A, 6yayliero gmacnopbl, 4TO OTYacCTW Harmo-
MuHaeT aBTobuorpacumm ®. [lyrnacca.

Free, free as the sunshine trickling down
the morning into these high windows of mine,
free as yonder fresh young voices welling up
to me from the caverns of brick and mortar be-
low — swelling with song, instinct with life,
tremulous treble and darkening bass [Du Bois
1989: 187].

I am the smoke king, /| am black. / | am the
smoke king, /| am black. /I am darkening with
song, / | am hearkening to wrong; / | will be as
black as blackness can, / The blacker the man-
tle the mightier the man! / For blackness was
ancient ere whiteness began [Du Bois; uuT. no:
Gates 1997: 612—613].

B TeyeHunm «[apnemckuin peHeccaHc»
(Harlem Renaissance, 1920—1929 rr.) Beay-
wee mecto 3aHumatoT C. bpayH, J1. Xbto3,
Ix. Tymep n 3. H. XepctoH. YT0 KacaeTcsa noa-
s3um C.bpayHna, TO B OTnAMYMe  OT
Y. 3. b. Oobya oH Bo3BpallaeT B KOHTEKCT Ya-
cTtoe obpalleHne Kk Gubnenckum 1M uctopude-
CKMM ctoxeTam. MnniocTtpaument MoxeT crny-
XuTb noama «Memphis Blues», roe npoBoguT-
ca aHanorus mexgy HuHesuen, Tupom, Basu-
noHom, Memdmcom B Ermnte n ropogom ¢ og-
HOMMeEHHbIM Ha3BaHnem B CLLA.

Nineveh, Tyre,
Babylon,
Not much lef’
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Of either one.

All dese cities

Ashes and rust,

De win’ sing sperrichals

Through deir dus’...

Was another Memphis

Mongst de olden days,

Done been destroyed

In many ways....

Dis here Memphis

It may go;

Floods may drown it;

Tornado blow;

Mississippi wash it

Down to sea —

Like de other Memphis in History
[Brown; umnT. no: Gates 1997: 1112—1116].

lMecHs M ronoc kak 3MneMeHTbl «4YepHOMn»
KynbTypbl 0ObIYHO peanusyloTcst B npou3sege-
Huax C. BpayHa npu nomowm cBoeobpasHon
MEroAUKMN CTUXa, HamnoOMWHalLWwen Menoamm
6nto3a, CNMPUYYanNc M MOHOTOHHBIX pabouymx
neceH. PuTm yacto 3agaetcs no mogenu aaba,
XapakTepHon Ond adpoamepuKaHCKMX ¢orbkK-
nopHeix 6annag. LlWwupoko wucnonb3yeTtcs BO-
NMPOCHO-OTBETHLIN OOMEH pennmkaMu, NPUCYLLMIA
achpoamepukaHCKMM LLepKOBHbIM  cniybam u
TECHO CBSA3aHHLIN C YCTHOM Tpaguuuen. Onopa
Ha [Be KyNnbTypbl MPOCMEXMBAETCA OCOOEHHO
yeTko, korga C. BpayH yepenyet B ogHOM CTu-
XOTBOPEHUWN OTPbIBKWA, HamUCaHHble Ha CTaH-
[ApTHOM aHrMMUCKOM U adpoamepuKkaHCKoM
BapuaHTe (cM., Hanp., «Strong Men»). Bnnete-
HMe acpoamMeprKaHCKOro NeceHHoro maTtepua-
na ycunviBaeT BnevaTnieHne oT anneropum unm
TponoB MeTadopudeckon rpynnbl  («Ma
Rainey»).

J1. Xbl03 Takke mcnonb3yeT B kKavyecTse an-
N03UN CTPOKM MOMYNAPHBLIX B AMacrnope cnmpu-
yyanc. OgHoBpeMeHHo J1. Xbt03 Bo3BpalLaeT u
npsimoe Ha3blBaHwe bora.

Then I'll shout, Glory for the / Freedom
Train! / I'll holler, Blow your whistle, / Freedom
Train! / Thank God-A-Mighty! Here’s the /
Freedom Train! / Get on board our Freedom
Train! [Hughes 1990: 278].

Jesus, lover of my soul! / Hail, Mary, mother
of God! / Let me to thy bosom fly! / Amen!
Hallelujah! / Swing low, sweet chariot, / Com-
ing for to carry me home. / Sunday morning
where the rhythm flows, / how old nobody
knows — / yet old as mystery, / older than
creed, / basic and wondering / and lost as my
need. / Eli, eli! ... Christ! [Tam xe: 256].

MpuBneyeHve peanbHOro NeCeHHoro MaTe-
pvana B 1920-x rr., ¢ OAHOW CTOPOHbI, ObINO
BblI3BaHO HaMepeHWeM MpOBECTM psi4 aHano-
MM, HaNmOMMHaBLLUMX O Yepene CTpagaHum u
rpsaywem nsbasneHuun, ¢ pyron — He cnegy-
eT 3abbiBaTb, YTO 3TWU Menoaun Obinu B 6OnMb-
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LLIOV MOAE, UX MHOFOKPaTHOro NOBTOPEHUS Tpe-
6osana 6enas nybnuka. VIMEHHO OHM 4acTo
CUMBONU3MPOBanNM Bclo adpoamepuKaHCKyo
KynbTypy. [MoaTomy Mx ucnonb3oBaHue B Xyao-
XECTBEHHbIX Npou3BedeHnsx adpoamepurKaH-
ueB B Hayane XX B. cUMTaeTCs HernpeMeHHbIM
aTpnbyTtom, 6e3 KOTOPOro nMpuka u nposa He
MOryT ObITb MO-HACTOSALEMY «YepHbIMU». He
nsbexan atoro u J1. Xbt03, Ybe TBOPHECTBO Obl-
1o noA natpoHaxem Genbix CNOHCOPOB — Iio-
Oel, 4acTO WCKpPEeHHe 3auHTepecOBaHHbIX
B cyabbe adpoamepukaHCkux nucatenen wu
XYAOXKHUKOB, HO CIIMLLKOM MPSIMOSNIMHENHO CBSi-
3blBaBLUMX TBOPYECTBO adpoamepukaHCKon
amvacnopbl C My3blKOW [)asa, CnvMpuyyanc u
3ByKaMu yAapHbIX MHCTPYMEHTOB.

lopaspo cnoxHee ob6pa3s bora, npepcras-
neHHbIV B Npo3e n ctuxax k. Tymepa. O4veHb
BaXHbIM, Ha Halw B3rnsag, ABNseTca annero-
pVYHBI 06pa3 HEMOrO U Crenoro NPonoBeaHw-
Ka, BnneTeHHbl k. TymepomMm B KaHBY MbeChI
«Kabnis». 3T0 cumBONn HEBO3MOXHOCTU Bblpa-
3UTb CBOIO MOMbOY Tak, 4Tobbl oHa Gbina npu-
HaTa Borom, oTCyTCTBMS CNOCOGHOCTU Y3peThb M
NOHATL BoXXecTBEHHYI0 CyThb.

Slave boy whom some Christian mistress
faught to read the Bible. Black man who saw
Jesus in the ricefields, and began preaching to
his people. Moses- and Christ words are used
for songs. Dead blind father of a muted folk who
feel their way upward to a life that crushes or
absorbs them. (Speak, Father!) Suppose your
eyes could see, old man. (The years hold
hands. O Sing!) Suppose your lips... Halsey,
does he ever talk? [Toomer; uut. no: Gates
1997: 1161].

OTOT nepcoHax BO3BpallaeT Hac Kk Teme
paHHUX adpoaMepuKaHCKUX MNpPou3BeaAeHUN,
K o6bpa3am HeEMOro (B CUIy CBOEW HErpamMoOTHO-
ctn) Herpa n loeopswen Kaurn. Kcratu, ecnm
0bpaTMTLCA K Ha4any Nbeckl, Mbl NIErKO Npocne-
Onm Temy otpedeHus oT bora n BoxecTBeHHOro
CnoBa 1 Yepepny nocneayoLmx Hec4acTu, xa-
paKkTepHble Ans adgpoamepukaHCKMx aBTobuo-
rpacuin n pasobpaHHble Hamu Bbiwe. He cny-
YalHa 1 Tema CrnenoTbl, KoTopasi BNOCNEACTBUN
O6ydeT LWMpoko npefcTaBreHa B adpoamepu-
KaHCkon nutepaTtype. B paccmaTpuBaembivi ne-
pvoa OHa TOSbKO BrepBble 3asBrieHa.

B otnunyme ot nposbl, B ctnxax Ox. Tymep
ncnonb3yet obpas He Tonbko Xpucta unu Tpo-
nubl, HO 1 adpukaHckoro 6oxecTsa, CUMBONN-
3UpYIOLLUMIA OTXOA OT BEPOBAHUA WU KynbTypbl
Adpuikn, ux npeobpasoBaHne n CrusHne ¢ no-
HATUSIMU eBponenckon umnBunusauun: African
Guardian of Souls, / drunk with rum, / feasting
on a strange cassava, / Yielding to new words
and weak palabra / Of a white-faced sardonic
god — / Cries, cries? Amen, / Shouts hosanna
[Toomer; unT. no: Gates 1997: 1105].
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B npowussegeHuax 3. H. XepctoH («Mules
and Men», «Their Eyes Were Watching God»,
«Dust Tracks on a Road», «Tell My Horse»,
«Moses, Man of the Mountain», «Seraph on the
Suwanee» n gp.) bor npocTto HasbiBaeTcs 1
CMY>XUT NOMOCOM, MO HarnpaBneHMo K KOTOPOMY
npoucxoauT passBepTbiBaHWe obpasa ronoca.
CnocoBHOCTb K BHELLUHEN peun u ee obpeTeHne
CMMBONU3MPYIOT MO3HaHWe bora, 4TO BHOBbL
HanoMuHaeT HaMm onpeferneHHble 4YepTbl paH-
HUX adhpoamMepPUKaHCKMX NPOM3BESEHNN.

Heuto nogobHoe HabniogaeTcs n B npose
P. Panta — aBTtopa BonHbl 1940—1960-x rr.,
TPaAMLMOHHOIO OTHOCKMMOIO K TEYEHMAM pea-
nuama, HaTypanuama W MoaepHu3ama. Tak,
y P. Panta ma boxbe ynoMuMHaeTcs B OCHOB-
HOM HanpsiIMyto, B PEYU KEHLLUMH W CBALLEHHU-
KOB, BbICTynawLmx B kavyecTse nubo cumsona
BO3MOXHOro cnacexusi, nnbo 3Haka obpeveH-
HocTn. Tak xe mecto bora moxeT 3aHumaTb
Ctpax. B 10 e Bpems BO3MOXHa M accouma-
umMsa ¢ Onuskum, nobAWMM YernoBEeKOM, roTo-
BbIM MOHSATb U MPOCTUTb. OTO YXe NeHne npu-
XOXaH B LiepKBW, YTO BO3BPAaLLAET Hac K MOHS-
TUto ronoca.

The singing from the church vibrated
through him, suffusing him with a mood of sen-
sitive sorrow. He tried not to listen, but it
seeped into his feelings, whispering of another
way of life and death, coaxing him to lie down
and sleep and let them come and get him, urg-
ing him to believe that all life was a sorrow that
had to be accepted [Wright 1993: 293]. It [the
singing] had a center, a core, an axis, a heart
which he needed but could never have unless
he laid his head upon a pillow of humility and
gave up his hope of living in the world. And he
would never do that [Tam xe: 294].

Ona P. GnnucoHa, gpyroro nposauvka Bon-
Hbl 1940—1960-X rr., caMO yNOMWHAHWE UMEHMU
Bbora unu Xpucrta ctaHoButca metadopon Mo-
nUTBbI MNKM MeToHUMKUen Bepbl B ocnopa [El-
lison 1992: 93, 114]. 310 MOXeT ObITb U anne-
ropuyHoe ynoMuHaHne Hagaexabl Ha nyJliee.

They don’t want the world, but only Jesus.
They only want Jesus, just fifteen minutes of
Jesus on the rug-bare floor... How about it,
Mr. Law? Do we get our fifteen minutes’ worth
of Jesus? You got the world, can we have our
Jesus? [Ellison 1992: 272].

durypa caslLeHHMKa CBSA3bIBaeTCa ¢ obpe-
YEHHOCTbIO, MepeHeceHHbIMU obugamu, YHU-
XeHuem [Tam xe: 121, 252]. 37107 xe obpas
BbICTyrNaeT B KayecTBe OAHOr0 M3 CUMBOSIOB
HeBugumocTn [Tam >xe: 486—489]. MpayHble
OMnncaHnsa CBSLLEHHMKa AOMONHSAET CpaBHEHue
ymupatowiero ¢ monswmmcs [Tam xe: 429]. Ta-
Kas TpakToBka obpasa CBSILLEHHUKA B KOHTEK-
cTe nposbl P. OnnucoHa AONOMHUTENBHO Cry-
XWUT cBoeobpasHoOW ann3nen Ha nbecy
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Ix. Tymepa «Kabnis», ynoMsiHyTyi0 BbilLe, YTO
no3sonseT NpocneanTb NPeeMCTBEHHOCTb paH-
Hel adppoaMeprKaHCKON NpO3bl, COYUHEHWIA
nepuoaa apnemckoro peHeccaHca v npousse-
neHuin BonHbl 1940—1960-x rr.

Ewe ogHum ApkvM npeacraBuTenem Teye-
HUA peanuama B adpoamepuKkaHCKon nutepa-
Type no npaey cuutaetca [x. bonayuH. [llo-
BTOpPSAA Mbicnb [. [enTca, MOXHO cKkasaTb, YTO
TBOpYecTBo [x. BongyuwHa — ato cnusHwe pu-
TOPMKM MNpoOMoBeaun, MOBECTBYKOLLEA O rpexe,
MPOKNATUM U packasiHAM, C nupukon 6nio3a,
CNMPUYY3NC U TPaAMLUMOHHBIX adhpoamepuKaH-
CKMX [AYXOBHbIX necHoneHnun [Gates 1997:
1651]. Bce BMecTe 910 co3gaeT npoa3y, kotopas
[aeT ovYepeaHON UHTEPECHbIM NMpUMep CMeLle-
HUS «4YepHbIX» U «BernbIx» YepT.

Mpv BBegeHun obpasa bora B nponsBeneHu-
ax k. bongynHa npeobnagaetr Moaens «4eno-
Bek — Bor». NMoHATne «yenoBek» peannsoBaHO
B TPEX OCHOBHbIX apxeTunax: oTew, pebeHoK, My-
3blkaHT. OBpa3 oTua Bcerga HeceT oTpuuaTenb-
HYI0O KOHHOTaLMO 1 cBsA3aH ¢ Borom kaparoLmm,
He CnocoBHbIM Ha MPOLLEHNE, MUMOCTb.

And his father approached. ,I'm going to
beat sin out of him. I'm going to beat it out.” All
the darkness rocked and wailed as his father’s
feet came closer; feet whose tread resounded
like God’s tread in the garden of Eden,
searching the covered Adam and Eve [Bald-
win 1985: 197].

3aecb, HECOMHEHHO, MPOSABUNNCL AeTckue
BOCMOMUHaHNs aBTopa. K nofobHbIM KOHTek-
CTaM TeCHO MpUMbIKalOT U Mogenu meTtadopu-
YEeCKOM CBSA3U MeXAy pacrnyTHbIM MPONOBEAHM-
KOM 1 KHA3eM TbMbl.

She, who had been the living proof and wit-
ness of their daily shame, and who had become
their holy fool — and he, who had been the un-
tamable despoiler of their daughters, and thief
of their women, their walking prince of dark-
ness! [Baldwin 1985: 109]

O6pa3 pebeHka, cblHa, Ha Haw B3rnsg,
6onblie HanomuHaeT obpas Uucyca. MogobHo
CblHy Boxbemy, cTpagaBlieMy Ha 3emne, pebe-
HOK, MOAPOCTOK — CblH YerioBeveckuii — npe-
Bo3Moraet cebsi, nobexnaetr cBou crabocTu,
obpeTaeT cBOO MONUTBY, NecHio, bora OTua.

And he walked, and he was again on the
edge of a high place, but bathed and blessed
and glorified in the blazing sun, so that he stood
like God, all golden, and looked down, down, at
the long race he had run, at the steep side of
the mountain, in white robes, singing, the elect
came [Baldwin 1985: 110—112].

C necHen, 3BYKOM, MONOAbIM YerOBEKOM
CBA3aHa W TpeTbs MoAenb — «My3blKaHT —
Bor».

Well, I really don’t know how they stood it.
Isabel finally confessed that it wasn't like living
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with a person at all, it was like living with sound.
And the sound didn’t make any sense to her,
didn’t make any sense to any of them — natu-
rally. They began, in a way, to be afflicted by
this presence that was living in their home. It
was as though Sonny were some sort of
god, or monster. He moved in an atmosphere
which wasn't like theirs at all. They fed him and
he ate, he washed himself, he walked in and
out of their door; he certainly wasn’t nasty or
unpleasant or rude. Sonny isn’t any of those
things; but it was as though he were all
wrapped up in some cloud, some fire, some
vision all his own; and there wasn’t any way to
reach him [Baldwin 1979: 162].

B mMeToHMMUYecKkMx KOHTEKCTax nmsa boxbe
npsiMO He Ha3sbiBaeTcs. bor nposiBnsetca B
CroBe, peun, My3sblke, NyTu. Ha Haw B3rnsg,
3TO OYepeaHOn NpUMep CRUSHUS eBPONENCKon
N adpuKaHCKOM pennrmosHbix Tpaguumin. Co-
rmacHo nocrnegHen, Cnoeo — 3710 TanHa, nms
Bbicliero 6oxectsa, Heapumoro Nommo, koTo-
poe Henb3s NpPou3HoCcUTb BCnyx. B To xe Bpe-
Msi cam obpa3 bora cooTBeTCTBYeT Tpaauvuu-
OHHbIM XPUCTMAHCKUM NpeaCTaBneHUsiM U Mo-
HATWIO NnepBuYHocTK CrioBa.

Anneropusi npeAcTaBneHa YeTbipbMs Je-
HOTaTaMu, KOTOpble BMOSHE TPaAULIMOHHbI:

1) pogutenn — Bbiclwasi cuna, bor (gnsa pe-
6eHka);

2) Bepyowme, obwmHa — congatbl, apmus
bora; Bepa — BeHeu, LlapcTtBue boxbe;

3) obneryeHne cTpagaHui, NpUHATUE peLue-

HusA — npuxopg Mocnoaa;

4) Harpaga vnu ucrbITaHue — KpecT.

[cp.: Baldwin 1985: 14, 17, 54, 59, 61,
114—115, 152; Baldwin 1993: 41, 230, 311
v ap.].

CnepyeT OTMETUTb, YTO B KaHBY MOBECTBO-
BaHus Bcex pomaHoB [bx. bongymHa B Kade-
CTBE OCHOBHOro cumBona bora BnnetatoTcs
obpasbl croBa, BOAbl W KEHLUWMHbI, KOTOpble
MOryT CyLLEeCTBOBaTb M M30MMPOBaHHO, 1 B3au-
MOCBSI3@aHO (crineTeHuMe OObIMHO peanunsyeTcs
6nmxke K KOHUY pomaHa), nogobHo Tpowuue:
Kaxablii 0b6pa3 HamnorHeH CBOMM CMbICIIOM U B
TO Xe BpeMs SIBNSETCS YacTblo (CUMHEKOOXOWN)
eOMHOro Lenoro.

Mpu pasroBope O peanu3auuu rofnoca u
3BYKa Kak MOHSATUIA, TECHO CBSA3aHHbIX C obpa-
3oM bora, HeobxoauMo ynomsiHyTb, YTO y pac-
CMaTpVBaEMOro aBTOpPa 3BYKM MY3blKU U peyn
NPOTUBOMNOCTaBNSIOTCA. Tak, CpaBHEHUE U Me-
Tadopa wucnonb3yotesa [x. BongymHom ans
co3faHusi obpasHbIX CBS3el «My3blka — Mpo-
KnsiTWe, NpUroBop, yrposa, oTka3 oT [ocnopa»
M «ronoc, CnoBo — npeaynpexaeHue, BbIXOA
n3 Tynuka, obpeteHne bora».

Mpy “cnonb3oBaHUM My3blKarbHbIX 3BYKOB
[N aBTopa He BaXHO, CBETCKYH UMW JYXOBHYHO
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My3blKy OH onuckiBaeT. B nobom cnyyae, B me-
Tadhopuyeckon rpynne 3ToT obpa3 peanusyet-
Cs B CUTyaLMX KpaHEro BHELLUHEro U BHYTPEH-
Hero HanpshxkeHusl, OXXnaaHust nogBoxa, rméenu,
rmyboKoro packasiHusl, OCO3HaHWsI CBOMX He-
ynad, noucka Bbixofa. Mysbika ceeT oTvasiHue,
naHwuky, yrposy: The music was loud and empty,
no one was doing anything at all, and it was
being hurled at the crowd like a malediction in
which not even those who hated most deeply
any longer believed [Baldwin 1993: 5]. ...then
another cry, another dancer; then the tambou-
rines began again, and the voices rose again,
and the music swept on again, like fire, or
flood, or judgment [Baldwin 1985: 15]. This
note of despair, of buried despair, was insist-
ently, constantly struck. It stalked all the New
York Avenues, roamed all the New York streets
[Baldwin 1993: 230]. They keep you here be-
cause you're black, <...> while they go around
jerking themselves off with all that jazz about
the land of the free and the home of the brave.
And they want you to jerk yourself off with the
same music, too, only, keep your distance.
Some days, honey, | wish | could turn myself
into one big fist and grind this miserable country
fo powder [Tam xe: 351].

fonoc v crnoBo, HamnpoTuB, CTaAHOBATCH
CUMBOIIOM MpOLLEeHUsl, NobBKU, NpUMUPEHUs,
obpeteHus bora. Ocobas ponb 30ecb 0TBOAUT-
ca noHATMIO nepesopa (to translate, transla-
tion), pasragke TaWHbIX CKPbITbIX CMbICIIOB —
yeTkasi nedvaTb adpoamepukaHcKon nuTepa-
TypHOW Tpaguuun 1 neren o bore-nocpegHuke
E3y n Ob6esbsHe-Opakyne (Signifyin’ Monkey),
Ybs Muccuss — TonkoBaHve CrnoBa Bbicwero
BoxectBa. QTomMy cnocobcTByeT M NpUMeEHe-
Hue anuTeTa the living word.

| don’t remind him of his mother at all, and
he knows that, but he also knows that | know
how much he loved her: how much he wanted
to love her, to have that translation read
[Baldwin 1988: 20]. He was waiting-suddenly,
helplessly — for what was already known to be
translated, to enter reality, to be born [Tam xe:
49]. It means that you have a body, too. You
will live with this forever, and it will spell out
the language of your life [Tam xe: 57]. [Cp.:
Baldwin 1985: 57, 129; 1988: 63; 1979: 173,
174;1993: 212.]

MeToHumMuKsA, HanpoTuB, cbnkaet obpasbl
3BYKOB MYy3blkM U YeroBeyeckoro ronoca. My-
3blka M NeHne B psiAe KOHTEKCTOB elle HecyT
oTpuLaTenbHy0 KOHHOTALMIO 1 CBSA3bIBAOTCH C
OMnacHOCTblo, O0OBWHEHWEM, NpeadYyBCTBUEM
TparM4yHou cyabObl, HO B TO € BpPEMs BbICTY-
natT CMMBONIAaMU Bepbl, UICTUHHOTO MyTW, N06-
Bu [cp.: Baldwin 1985: 45, 58, 116; 1993: 313
n ap.]. NMoHsTUE NecHW 1 NeHUsI B METOHUMUYE-
CKOW rpynne cBA3blBAETCA C pagocTbio ObiTus,
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eOVHEHNs1 C OAnacropoW, ceMbel, obpeTeHnem
obwmx BocnomunHaHui [cp.: Baldwin 1985: 66,
71, 97]. Te xe CBA3M AEMOHCTPUPYIOT NOHATUSA
cnosa u ronoca [cp.: Baldwin 1985: 60, 204;
1979: 171, 173—175 wn pgp.]. MonyaHne xe
MPOYHO CBA3bIBAETCS C OTYAsiHAEM U OTKa3oM
OT Bepbl, 6NIN3KNX, BO3MOXHOCTK cnaceHus: He
turned the corner and Gabriel listened as his
footfalls moved away. They were swallowed up
in silence; he heard no voices raised to cut
down Royal as he went his way; soon there was
silence everywhere [Baldwin 1985: 143]. Were
the lash, the dungeon, and the night for him?
And the sea for him? And the grave for him? ...
Fear was upon him, a more deadly fear than he
had ever known, as he turned and turned in the
darkness, as he moaned, and stumbled, and
crawled through darkness, finding no hand, no
voice, finding no door [Tam xe: 205].

B npumepax anneropuu Mysbika U peub
y)Xe CTaHOBSITCA €eAMHbIM UenbiM. BonblinH-
CTBO anferopuyHbiX KOHTEKCTOB CBS3bIBAOT
3BYK C OLLyLLIeHNEeM PafgoCTu OT AONrOXAaHHOTO
eanHeHnsi ¢ TBOPLOM, HOBOW XMU3Hblo, Bnaro-
cnoBeHuem. [lo3HaHWe W npo3peHne — 3TO
OTKpbITUE KHUTM Ha Hebecax: ,«I didn’t know
either,” Eric said. He smiled. ,What a funny day
this is. It begins with revelations.” ,They’re
opening up,” said Vivaldo, ,all those books in
heaven* [Baldwin 1993: 388].

OpHako ecTb M NpyMepbl AOCTATOMHO Mpay-
HbIX OMWCaHUA NULUEHWI, ©onu, WuchbITaHWUN,
HUCMOCNaHHbIX AN NPOBEPKU TBEpPOOCTU AyXa
MyTHWKa, CONPOBOXAAEMbIX Pa3NUYHbIMK 3BY-
kamu, ronocamu [cp.: Baldwin 1985: 194, 218
n ap.]. B kayectBe QONOnMHUTENbHbLIX 0O6pPa3oB.,
cnocobcTByOWMX Gonee MOMHOMY PacKpbITUD
obpasza bora, Ox. bongynH BBOOWMT onucaHus
nyTun, BEHLA, Xe3na, KHyTa 1 BopoT (Bpar).

K coxaneHuto, nutepaTypHble npovssene-
HUSI HepeaKo HEecyT OTrNevyaToK CUHOMWHYTHbIX
TpeboBaHuii. He crtana ucknoyeHnem u adpo-
amepuikaHckas nutepartypa. B nepuog 1960—
1970-x rr. B 3agayy nuaepoB gnacnopbl BXoau-
o cosgaHue NpPOU3BEOEHUA, KOTOpble Obinu
Obl (PYHKLMOHAmNbHbLI C TOYKM 3PEHUS BO3OEN-
CTBUSI Ha MaccoBOe CO3HaHWe OOLMHbI, 3a-
cTaBnanu Obl niogeit yyacTBoBaTb B aKUMAX
COMPOTMBIEHMS BNacTsiM. Tak MosiBUNOCL ABW-
)KEHUE «4EepPHOro UCKYCCTBa».

B cxxaToin hbopme ero oCHOBHbIE MPUHLMMbI
MOXHO cchopMynmnpoBaTh Tak:

1) ncnonb3oBaHWe NPOCTbIX A3bIKOBLIX CPEACTB,
B 4YacCTHOCTM adpoamMeprKaHCKOro BapuaH-
Ta aHIMUIACKOTo A3bIKa;

2) ncnonb3oBaHWe BO3MOXHOCTEN Tpaguum-
OHHbIX adhpoamepuKaHcKkmx 1 acpuKkaHCcKmMx
My3blKarnbHbIX NPOM3BEAEHWI;

3) NpuBNMXKEHHOCTb (POPMbI  U3MOXKEHUSA K
nponoeeau;
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4) OTCYTCTBME CMOXHOW CUMBOJSIMKW, anso3um
Ha eBpOMewcKylo NuTepaTypy, abCTpakTHbIX
PMNoCcoCKMX pasMbILLIIEHNI, PEMAPOK;

5) BBegeHve acppurkaHckux obpasos;

6) packpbiTve Tembl 60pbObl 3a CBOM npaBa,
COMPOTMBMEHNS BMACTAM.

B pesynbTate nony4unca o4eHb HeLoNro-
BEYHbIN NpoaykT, koTopbii J1. Xbto3, P. Pant,
P. OnnucoH, [x. bonaynH HasbiBanu «4epHbIM
Openom», «adpoaMepuKaHCKON Aemarorven»,
«pPEerpeccoMm», «yxodoM OT eAMWHbIX AN BCero
YenoBevyecTBa HOPM B WCKYCCTBE, MOHATUIA
npekpacHoro». B camom fgene, oTka3d oT yxe
chopMMpOBaBLLENCA CUCTEMbI TPOMNENYECKOTO
N KOHLEeNTyarnbHOro passepTbiBaHWs adpoame-
PVKAHCKOro nUTepaTypHOro TEeKCTa, MOMbITKM
ncrnonb3oBaTtb nceBao-adprkaHckue obpasupbl
6e3 yyeTa pearnbHOro NOMOXEHWS Oern B He-
OaBHO chopMMpOBaHHbIX apuKaHCKUX rocy-
AapcTBax 1 0coboro BHUKaHWS B CMbICn adpu-
KaHCKUX nereHa, obpsaoB, My3blkv NPUBOAAT K
MaCcCOBOMY MOSIBIIEHMIO B MeyaTu, Npofaxe, Ha
nonkax Takux Mpou3BeAeHUN, KOoTopble MHadve
Kak B3OOpOM M He HasoBelb. CnocobcTeoBanm
3TOMYy M TpeboBaHWS MONUTUYECKOr0O MOMEHTa
B COBOKYMHOCTU C KOMMEPYECKMM WHTEPECOM
amepuKaHCKUX M3fgaTensCcTB K nutepaType pa-
AVKanbHOro Toska.

BosBpaluasicb k passuTuio obpasa bora,
OTMEeTUM, YTO B nUTepaType 3TOro BpeMeHu oT-
cyTCTBYIOT 06pasbl XpucTa, Tpouubl 1 npeanpu-
HMMalOTCS MOMbITKM BEPHYTbCA K S3bI4EeCKUM
obpasam, 4acTO UCKYCCTBEHHbIM U HaurpaHHbIM,
He MOHATHbIM adpoamepukaHcKoMy BOMbLUMH-
cTBy. Tak nosiBUNUCL NONYNUCTCKUE npou3Beae-
Hus A. bapaku, H. [bxknosaHHK, 3. Hant, C. CaH-
ye3. M3 Bcex BbllenepevnCrieHHbIX aBTOPOB
HEeMHOrO OCOBHSKOM, Kak W npunuyecTsyeT
MOTOMCTBEHHOMY CBSILLEHHUKY-O6anTucry, crout
M. I. KuHr, Ho 1 B ero peyax 6ubneinckme obpa-
3bl MUICMONb3YTCSt 0ObIYHO B KAYECTBE anmn3unn,
NPOCTbIX TPAANLMOHHbBIX anseropun.

It’s alright to talk about ,,long white robes
over yonder,” in all of its symbolism. But ulti-
mately people want some suits and dresses
and shoes to wear down here. It’s alright to talk
about ,,streets flowing with milk and honey,*“
but God has commanded us to be concerned
about the slums down here, and his children
who can'’t eat three square meals a day. It's
alright to talk about the new Jerusalem, but
one day, God’s preacher must talk about the
New York, the new Atlanta, the new Philadelph-
ia, the new Los Angeles, the new Memphis,
Tennessee. This is what we have to do [King;
unt. no: Gates 1997: 1856].

3BYyKOBbIE Mapanneny ¢ Xn3Hblo NPOBOAAT-
CS BOMpPEeKM BceMy, BOMPEKW pacrnpasBam, CUIOoN
Nommo — CnoBa kak CUMMBOMa «4epHOro»
KOHTUMHEHTA.
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And it seemed a long time and a long jour-
ney, with the voices behind him [Baraka; uur.
no: Gates 1997: 1883].

[opora n nyTe NOHMMAlOTCS He Kak crnocob
pocTwkenns bora, a kak HeobxogumocTb 6o-
pOTbCSl, UCKaTb €MHEHWe, MOMHUTb O Tpareau-
AX NPOLLIIOrO.

Now is the time to rise from the dark and
desolate valley of segregation to the sunlit
path of racial justice [King; uut. no: Gates
1997: 1862]. The decade after your death
docked like a spaceship on a new planet. Voy-
agers all we were. We were the aliens walking
up the ‘70s, a holocaust people on the move
looking out from dark eyes. A thirsty generation,
circling the peaks of our country for more than a
Pepsi taste. We were youngbloods, spinning hip
syllables while saluting death in a country neutral
with pain [Sanchez; uut. no: Gates 1997: 1904].
That decade fell like a stone on our eyes. Our
movements. Rhythms. Loves. Books. Delivered
us from the night, drove out the fears keeping
some of us hoarse. New births knocking at the
womb kept us walking [Sanchez; uuT. no:
Gates 1997: 1906).

MopnobHasa TpakToBka obpa3a Bora npotw-
BOpeYMna He TONbKO XPUCTUAHCKUM MOHATUSIM,
CTOIb NPOYHO BOLLEALLIUM B adhpoameprKaHCKUi
JAUCKYPC, HO M YyXXe ChOpMUPOBABLUMMCS Tpaau-
uMsIM acppoaMepuKaHCcKoro nNMTepaTypHoOro Tek-
cta. Noatomy adpoamepukaHckas nutepartypa
KOHLa XX B. BHOBb BO3BpallaeTcsi K aTMocdepe
nepBbIX aBToOMOrpadmi, pomaHTnkn k. Tyme-
pa, 3. H.XepctoH, npo3bl Ox. BongyuHa. Bbl-
CTpamBaeTCcsl, BOCCTaHaBNUBAETCs eauHas Lenb
aBTOpPOB, 06pa3oB, HernpepbiBHas Yepesa Crios,
CBOEro pofa nutepaTtypHasi MOnvTBa.

B kayecTBe mpumepa nutepaTypbl HOBOIO
BpeMeHN Mbl Bblbpanu npoussBeneHunss M. AH-
okenoy un  T. MoppucoH. Bor npeagcrasneH
y M. AHgpkenoy onocpenoBaHHo, Yepes obpasbl
CroBa, NyTu U NpuUpoabl, a TaKkke B pade Tpa-
ONUMOHHBIX anneropun [cm.: Angelou 1969: 23;
1994: 239]. lNapannensHo B Npou3BeOeHUsX
ncnonb3yeTcs HasbliBaHue Bora, obpalleHue k
HeMy, onucaHue crnyx06, NpornoBeaeit, MONUTBbI
[Angelou 1969: 39—40]. AKTMBHO 3KcnnyaTu-
PYIOTCS1 COOTHOLLEHUS «TOfOC/3BYK» WU «O0PO-
ra/nytb». KomnnekcHoe noHATWE «ronoc/3Byk/
MeCHs/CrnoBo» U300pXaeTcsi C NMOMOLLbIO Mpe-
MMYLLECTBEHHO TUXOro rpycTHoro obpasa,
HanomuHalowero 63 Kak KCNonb30BaHHOWN
PUTMUKOW, Tak W NOABGOPOM  NEKCUYECKMX
cpeactB. B koHTekcTtax M. AHpxeno paHHoe
obpa3oBaHne CBA3aHO CO CreaylLmuMy OCHOB-
HbIMK cchepamm-MULLEHAMM.

Bo-nepsbix, ato bor, Wucyc [cp.: Angelou
1969: 100]. B3goxu, nnay, BOCNpUHMMaeMble
kak nebeguHasi NecHsi, rpyCTHOE MpoLLaHne —
BTOPON MEPEHOC, MOCTPOEHHbIA Ha COBECHO-
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accoumaTunBHbIX cBassax: Tears / The crystals
rags / Viscous tatters / of a worn-through soul. /
Moans / Deep swan song / Blue farewell / Of
a dying dream [Angelou 1994: 16].

TpeTben chepon-MULLEHBLIO SBNAIOTCA YYB-
CTBa, 3MOLMOHArbHbIE COCTOSIHUS, NpenmMyLle-
CTBEHHO CBsi3aHHble C yTpaTton ntobeu. B gaH-
HOM cry4ae naparnsiernb NPOBOAUTCHA C KpUKamu
60N, NOXOPOHHOW U LePKOBHOW My3bIKOW. Ta-
Kasi CBSI3b NMpu3BaHa nepeaatb XeCTOKOCTb Mu-
pa, oOpeyeHHOCTb WCTUHHBLIX 4JyBcTB: When
love is a shimmering curtain / Before a door of
chance / That leads to a world in question /
Wherein the macabrous dance / Of bones that
rattle in silence / Of blinded eyes and rolls / Of
thick lips thin, denying / A thousand powdered
moles, / Where touch to touch is feel / And life a
weary whore / | would be carried off, not gently /
To a shore / Where love is the scream of an-
guish / And no curtain drapes the door [Ange-
lou 1994: 23]. Bitterness thick on / A rankling
tongue, / A psalm to love that’s / Left un-
sung. / Rivers heading north / But ending
South, / Funeral music / In a going-home
mouth. / All riddles are blues, / And all blues
are sad, / And I’'m only mentioning / Some blues
I've had [Tam xe: 184].

Cam 4yenoBek (KeHLMHa) accoummpyeTcs ¢
LLIYMOM OCEHHUX NUCTbEB, PUTMaMU, Menoausi-
MU CTMXa, «pacTpenaHHbIMU B3goxamu»: Wait
for me, watch for me. / My spirit is the surge of
open seas. / Look for me, ask for me, / I'm the
rustle in the autumn leaves. / When the sun
rises / | am the time. / When the children sing /
I am the Rhyme [Angelou 1994: 151]. Discard
the fear and what / was she? Of rag and bones /
a mimicry of woman’s / fairy-ness / Archaic at
its birth. / Discharge the hate and when / was
she? Disheveled moans / a mimesis of man’s /
estate / deceited for its worth. / Dissolve the
greed and why / were they? Enfeebled thrones /
a memory of mortal / kindness / exited from this
earth [Tam xe: 93].

HakoHel, »u3Hb 1 Gyayuiee BOCNpUHUMA-
I0TCA KaK ropopsuiaa necHd, menogma Ha4dana:
My life has been one great big joke, / A dance
that's walked, / A song that’s spoke [Angelou
1994: 29; cp.: Angelou 1994: 187—188].

OThoenbHO BbIAENWM  yNOMUHaHWE 3BYKa
WypLiaLwen Koxu, Lenecra, HanoMWHAKLEro
o 3mMee. B pgaHHOM cnyyae aBTOp CTpemuTcs
nepeaatb, C OOHOW CTOPOHbI, MpoLecc cob-
CTBEHHOTO BO3POXAEHUS, NEepeBONOLLEHNS,
Hayano HOBOro UWKNa, a C Opyrod — CBsA3b
cBoeln KpacoTbl ¢ nereHgon o EBe n 3mwuu-
nckycutene. Takoe NpovTeHne BCTpeyaeTcs n'y
MHOMMX ApYrux adpoaMepuKaHCKUX aBTOPOB,
BKIOYas T. K. bBambapy, T. MoppwucoH,
3. Yopkep.

Beneath my left / breast, two perfect identi-

116

cal punctures, / through which | claim / the air
I breathe and / the slithering sound of my own
skin / moving in the dark [Angelou 1994: 240].

Ob6pa3 goporn KoHTaMUHUpYeT npeacTaBs-
neHus o nytm n Wncyce n ocHoBbIBaeTCs Ha
6ubnencknx obpasax nytHuka u CbliHa, BCTpe-
yaroLlero yenoseka Ha ero nytu k Cnosy, [Npo-
3peHuto, bory Otuy: Momma wouldn't talk right
then, but later in the evening | found that my
violation lay in using the phrase ,by the way".
Momma explained that ,,Jesus was the Way,
the Truth and the Light”, and anyone who says
,by the way* is really saying, by Jesus®, or by
God", and the Lord’s name would not be taken
in vain in her house [Angelou 1969: 100]. Stony
the road we trod / Bitter the chastening rod /
Felt in the days when hope, unborn, had died. /
Yet with a steady beat / Have not our weary
feet / Come to the place for which our fa-
thers sighed? [Angelou 1994: 179].

Y pQpyron coBpeMeHHOW adpoamMepuKaH-
ckon nucatensHuubl, T. MOppPUCOH, Kak 1 B Co-
BpPEMEHHON adpoamMepurKkaHCKon nutepatype B
uernom, npsivoe ynomuHaHue bBora BeTtxoro u
HoBoro 3aBeToB, paBHO kak Tpowuubl 1 XpuUcTa,
OTXOAUT Ha BTOpoW nniaH. boxecTBeHHasa cge-
pa 3asiBnieHa ornocpefoBaHHO, Yepe3 MOMNUTBbI
adpoamepurkaHok n obpas boxecTBeHHON Aec-
HULUBl — MeTadopbl cHacTbsi Ha 3emne, B Cy-
npyxectse M T. 4. [cp.: Morrison 1996: 118,
130—131]. OkkasuumoHanbHoe MKCnonbL30Ba-
Hne metadop «benble ogexabl» U «HUMO»
(wearing a white robe, a halo) pucyeTt ycTosB-
LUMACA B aMEepUKaHCKON NUHIBOKYNbTYpE MpO-
HUYHbIA 0Bpa3 4epecyyp ©Onaro4ecTusoro,
crnuwkoM 3aboTtnmeoro 4enoseka [Morrison
1993: 153]. MNpu ucnonb3oBaHMn ob6pas3oB AaH-
HOW rpynnbl aBTop NpeanoYnTaeT MPOBOAUTL
aHanoruyM c BnactuTenem, nMAepoM, KOponem
1 ObsiIBONIOM, BBOAS oUrypy oTua Unm B3pocno-
ro CUNbHOro acppoamepukaHLa — OoTua ceMen-
CTBa, C KOTOPbIM BCTYMaeT B aHTaroHW3M unu,
HampoTUB, KOTOPbIM BOCXMLLAETCS MONOAOoW
adhpoamepukaHel,, NoapocTok, cbiH: And he
had interfered. Wasn't that the history of the
world? Isn’t that what men did? Protected the
frail and confronted the King of the Mountain?
And the fact that the frail was his mother and
the King of the Mountain his father made it
more poignant, but did not change the essential
facts [Morrison 1993: 75]. The father of the fam-
ily lifted the melon high over his head — his big
arms looked taller than the trees to Cholly, and
the melon blotted out the sun. Tall, head for-
ward, eyes fastened on a rock, his arms higher
than the pines, his hands holding a melon big-
ger than the sun, he paused an instant to get
his bearing and secure his aim. <...> It must
be the devil who looks like that — holding the
world in his hands, ready to dash it to the ground
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and spill the red guts so niggers could eat the
sweet, warm insides. If the devil did look like
that, Cholly preferred him. He never felt anything
thinking about God, but just the idea of the devil
excited him. And now the strong, black devil
was blotting out the sun and getting ready to split
open the world [Morrison 1996: 134].

Ob6pa3 bora craHoBuTCA Gonee 3aByanu-
pOBaHHbIM W MOCMefoBaTeNbLHO NojaeTcs ye-
pe3 COOTHeceHue C rofiocoM, 3BYKOM, MECHeMw,
CIOBOM, JOPOroi MU MyTHUKOM, a TaKke vepes
psi4 NpupoaHbix obpasoB. 3ByKoBble 06pasbl
npeacTaBneHbl yXXe B Ha3BaHUM Npon3BeaeHUI
T. MoppuncoH — pomaHax «Song of Solomon» n
«Jazz». CnnowHas BblbOpKa cnosoynoTpebne-
HMA M3 BCEX CEMW POMaHOB [AaHHOro aBTopa
No3BOMsieT roBOpUTb O TPEX BEKTOpax pasBu-
TUS 3BYKOBbIX (M NapannenbHo 60XeCTBEHHbIX)
06pa3oB B cneayloLwmx Metadopuyeckmx rpyn-
nax: 4YenoBeK, IMOLIMOHaNbHOE COCTOSHWE W
BpeMs.

[Ona adpoameprkaHCKOro XygoXeCTBEHHO-
ro AucKypca BTOPOW MOMOBMHbI XX B. Xapak-
TepHa obLias TeHAeHUMs K U3MEHEHUIO npoTa-
roHucta. NoaobHble YepTbl HabnogawTca U B
npose T. Moppu1CoOH, NO3TOMY ronoc, 3BYK, nec-
HS 1 CNOBO CTaAHOBATCH B MEPBYIO o4epeab Ya-
CTblo XeHckoro Mupa. OOHOBpPEMEHHO 3TO
HanpasneHve No3BonseT YnTaTento BCNOMHUTb
o] npose 3. H. XepcToH, 3. Yopkep,
T. Bambapbl, nepegatowmx npaBo rofoca M3
YCT NPOTaroHNCTa-MYyX4/Hbl, BbIHY>XOAEHHOro Ha
BpeMs 3aMOMKHYTb MO BOfle aBTopa, B ycTa
XEHCKMX MNEepCoHaXen, 4acTo YHWXKEHHbIX W,
Kasanocb, HaBcerga yTpaTMBLUMX rOMOC MoA
rHeTOM 00pYyLUMBLUMXCS Tpareguin. Yy
T. Moppu1COH OaMH M3 rNaBHbIX NEPCOHAXeNn —
3TO He NpPOCTO CTpajaBluas XeHLiMHa, a B
nepByl0 oyepedb Monodasi XeHwmHa, norunod-
Wwas B pesynbTaTte pPacoBbIX MNU MOGOBHbIX
nepuvnetun. [yx Takon repovHW CTaHOBUTCSH
«MMEHeM 3BYyKa, rpadukoil OyKBbl», «SA3bIKOM,
3By4YaHUEM peyn», KoTopble ByaaT Bo3ntobneH-
Horo, npousHocs ero umsa: | am the name of
the sound / And the sound of the name. / |
am the sign of the letter / And the designa-
tion of the division [Morrison 1992: 1].

B pomaHe «Jazz» B psge KOHTEKCTOB MNOA-
6op A3bIKOBbIX CpPeAcTB HanomuHaeT o «[lpu-
3pake onepbl»: | have to alter things. | have to
be a shadow who wishes him well, like the
smiles of the dead left over from their lives.
I want to dream a nice dream for him, and an-
other of him. Lie down next to him, a wrinkle in
the sheet, and contemplate his pain and by do-
ing so ease it, diminish it. | want to be the lan-
guage that wishes him well, speaks his name,
wakes him when his eyes need to be open
[Morrison 1992: 161].

B nopyrom pomaHe, «Beloved», npuspak go-
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yepy CTaHOBWUTCH CMEXOM, YacTbl OT CMexa
maTtepu, 4TO Mo3BOMNsSIeT aBTopy nepenaTb He-
pacTopXXMmoe pOACTBO ABYX AyLl, u3obpasunTb
namsiTb Mocrie CMepTW, HaBA34YMBOCTb Tparuy-
HbIX BOCMOMMWHaHWI. YuTaTenn y3HaeT O TOM,
4YTO Npu3pak [encTBUTENbHO Obin  Ao4vepbo
CeT, 4TO NogaepXmBaeTcs rpaduKon nekcem,
BblIOpaHHbIX aBTOPOM: HanucaHue crnosa laugh-
ter oveHb noxoxe Ha daughter.

In the night | hear chewing and swallowing
and laughter it belongs to me she is the laugh
I am the laughter [Morrison 1996: 212]. Watch
out for her; she can give you dreams. / She
chews and swallows. / Don't fall asleep when
she braids your hair. / She is the laugh; | am
the laughter. / | watch the house; | watch the
yard. / She left me. Daddy is coming for us. /
A hot thing [Morrison 1996: 216].

Cwmex 3gech Takke 1 bubnenckasa annosus,
OCHOBaHHasi Ha nereHge O POXAEHUW [OMro-
XaaHHoro pebeHka y Cappbl n ABpaama: God
has brought me laughter, and everyone who
hears about this will laugh with me [Bible, Gen.
19: 35]. OT1a anno3nsa HanoMnHaeT, Kak nobum
6bin Manbiw. B TO e BpeMs No nereHae pox-
OeHve Vcaaka npuHecno ©6efdbl U M3rHaHue
admonke Arapu n ee cbiHy Vicmauny, oT KOTO-
poro siko6bl npousowen adpukaHckuii pog [Bi-
ble, Gen. 14: 11; 19: 35]. 310 Hamek 0 poxae-
HUN pebeHka, KOTOPOMY CYXXAEHO YTelunTb Of-
HUX 1 NPUHECTU HECYACTbE APYIUM.

Tak cmex CTaHOBWTCS OLHOBPEMEHHO U
XKEHLUMHON, U ee padoCTHbIMU U My4UTENbHbI-
MW nepexuBaHusMmn, bo «cmex Bcerga cepbe-
3€H, OH ropasfo CroXHee W cepbesHee cres»
[Morrison 1992: 113]. OTa TparmMyHOCTb, OXU-
JaHvie 6ef BblpaXeHbl 3MUTETOM MpU MOMOLLY
cBA3M C obpa3om necHu, «nowwux rnas» (her
singing eyes), No OTHOLUEHMWIO K XXEHCKOMY 00-
pa3y — MaTtepwu, nowllein o 6egax MUHyBLLETO
Tak, kak 6yaTo oHa npenBuanTt umx. MNMapagok-
canbHO, HO ee MeHWe 3acTaBnsieT deTel Be-
pUTb, YTO HeT Hu4yero cnawe 6onmu u rops,
CTaBLUMX YacTbio ahpoaMepPUKAHCKOrO BbITHSA U
anckypca [Morrison 1996: 25].

Co 3ByKOM LienkawlWmux nanbueB Ans
T. MoppwucoH cBsizaH obpa3s cynpyxeckon na-
pbl, NepexuvBluen Bce Oefbl M pa3MONBKU B
1920-e rr.: | wonder, do they know they are the
sound of snapping fingers under the syca-
mores lining the streets? [Morrison 1992: 226].

C ofHOI CTOPOHbI, 3TO HAaNOMUHaHWe O xa-
paKTepHbIX TaHUEBAamnbHbIX OBWXEHUSX U 3BY-
kax. C gpyron CTOpPOHbI, coveTaHue 3Ton Me-
Tadopbl C ONMCaHWEM BeNUYECTBEHHbIX Mna-
TaHOB, a TaKke BTOPUYHOE 3HaveHue rnarona
to snap — ‘doTorpacupoBaTs’ B CTaH4apPTHOM
aHrnMuickoM 1 ‘ObICTPO ABWratbCs B TaHuge’
B appoOaMEpPMKAHCKOM aHIIIMACKOM, U YyCTONYU-
BOe coyeTaHue to snap one’s fingers at smb. —
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‘npeHebperaTb kem-nnbo, Npe3puTenbHO OTHO-
CMTbCS K KOMY-Nnb0’, ucrnonb3yemoe B 06oux
BapuaHTax, no3BOMsiloT aBTOpy co3daTth obpas
cTapon pacnnbeiB4aton otorpadumn, HUKOMY
He HYXHOW K BCeMW Mo3abbITOW, HaNOMHWUTbL
0 Tpareausix, KOTopble Ka3anucb CTOMb SAPKAMU
W 3BYYHbIMU, @ Tenepb 3amepnu, npespaTunnucb
B Nnpax nepeq BeYHbIM ABWXEHUEM Mpupoabl,
BHEBpPEMEHHbIM 06pa3om bora.

Korga ucnonb3yeTcs npueMm onuueTsope-
HUA, >XEHCKMEe 4epTbl OTCTYynalwT Ha BTOPOW
nnaH, n aBTop co3gaet nMbo obpas My3blku-
BO3MNOONEHHOrO, KOTOPbLIA B3ObIXaeT, NackaeT,
yTewaeT, YMOnseT XWTb WNKU rpemnTb, nnbo
obpas »aHOoro, arpecCcMBHOIO CylLLIeCTBa, Cek-
CcyalnlbHOIro M NOpo4YHOro, rotoBoro NpMHeCTn B
KepTBY CBOMM CTpacTsaM u cebs, n apyroro.

She knew from sermons and editorials that
it wasn’t real music — just colored folks’ stuff:
harmful, certainly; embarrassing, of course; but
not real, not serious. Yet Alice Manfred swore
she heard a complicated anger in it; something
hostile that disguised itself as flourish and roar-
ing seduction. But the part she hated most was
its appetite. Its longing for the bash, the slit;
a kind of careless hunger for a fight or a red
ruby stickpin for a tie — either would do.
It faked happiness, faked welcome, but it did
not make her feel generous, this juke joint, bar-
rel hooch, tonk house, music. It made her hold
her hand in the pocket of her apron to keep
from smashing it through the glass pane to
snatch the world in her fist and squeeze the life
out of it for doing what it did and did and did to
her and everybody else she knew or knew
about. Better to close the windows and the
shutters, sweat in the summer heat of a silent
Clifton Place apartment than to risk a broken
window or a yelping that might not know where
or how to stop [Morrison 1992: 59]. Alice
Manfred had worked hard to privatize her niece,
but she was no match for a City seeping music
that begged and challenged each and every
day. ,Come,” it said. ,Come and do wrong”
[Morrison 1992: 67]. The music bends, falls to
its knees to embrace them all, encourage them
all to live a little, why don’t you? Since this is
the it you've been looking for [Morrison 1992:
188]. In the church especially did these dreams
grow. The songs caressed her, and while she
tried to hold her mind on the wages of sin, her
body trembled for redemption, salvation, a mys-
terious rebirth that would simply happen with no
effort on her part [Morrison 1996: 113].

Btopass nuHua npocnexuBaeTca U npu
ONULETBOPEHMMN CIOB, 3BYKOB peyu, KOTopble
CTaHOBATCA anyHbiMK, OeclaballHbiMu, pac-
MyLLUEeHHbIMU XynuraHamu, 3nbiMu Goxkamu, He
Nno3BONSOWMMK 3abbITb Npolwsioe. B aton e
ponn MoXeT BbICTynatb U NMCbMEHHOE CIloBO,
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nposa, pomMaH.

They are greedy, reckless words, loose
and infuriating, but hard to dismiss because un-
derneath, holding up the looseness like a palm,
are the drums that put Fifth Avenue into focus
[Morrison 1992: 60; cp.: Morrison 1996: 211].

B 10 e Bpemsi crnoBa, OCOGEHHO B peuu
acdpoamepukaHok, NpeacTatoT TaHLopamu, cre-
AyloLWMMU onpefeneHHoMy puTtyarny, a UMeHHO
TaHLy BOMPOCHO-OTBETHOM (POMbKIIOpPHON Tpa-
avunn. 3geck cnefyeT BCNOMHUTL 06 onpefe-
MNEeHHbIX PEenuruosHbIX puTyanax, cobnopae-
MbIX B Auacnope rno cen AeHb.

Their conversation is like a gently wicked
dance: sound meets sound, curtsies, shim-
mies, and retires. Another sound enters but
is upstaged by still another: the two circle
each other and stop. Sometimes their words
move in lofty spirals; other times they take
strident leaps, and all of it is punctuated with
warm-pulsed laughter — like the throb of a
heart made of jelly. The edge, the curl, the
thrust of their emotions is always clear to
Frieda and me [Morrison 1996: 15; cp.: Morri-
son 1993: 165].

CmMex CTaHOBWTCSI noxupatenem Aywu u
yBEpPEHHOCTM B cebe, cynuT HoBble Befbl Kak
NOrMYHOE U HEU3MEeHHOoe MNPOoAOIIKEHNE 4epe-
bl 6binbix HecyacTun [Morrison 1994: 76, 274].
MpuMbIKaeT K aTON TpakTOBKe M 3BYK bapabaHa,
B 4aCTHOCTVM MpW UCMOSIHEHUN MOXOPOHHOTO
MapLua, Ho B fJaHHOM Ccryyae 37O elle U Harmo-
MWHaHMe O Mapluax npoTecTa U MOXOPOHax
xepTtB norpomoB [Morrison 1992: 60]. Monua-
HME M TULIMHa 3amupaloT c Bblolumes cepa-
LueM, 4ToBbl CMEHWUTBCH XOXOTOM JKEHLLUMHbI,
MHOrO MoOBMAABLUEN HA CBOEM BEKY U He CTpa-
wauwlernica HeoTBpaTumocTn 6Gegbl [Morrison
1993: 39].

Cdepa-muvLleHb «3MOLMOHANbHOE COCTOSA-
HWe» npefcraBneHa B MeTadopuyeckon rpymn-
ne obpasamu «KonblOenbLHON ropsi», 4YTo yTe-
waeT n ybarokusaeT nogpoctka [Morrison 1996:
139]. BbesycnellHble MOMbITKM OTKa3aTbCsi OT
nobBuK, npegHavepTaHHoOW cyabbol, pByTCA
nogobHo ctpyHe [Morrison 1982: 219—220].
3abbiBaHne ONM3kMX, OTX04 OT CEMbM MNpea-
CTalOT Kak yracaHue MbICnu, nocrnegHue oT-
PbIBKM 3BYKOB, (opa3 nepes norpyxeHmem B COH
[Morrison 1996: 127].

B  meToHumuudecko#  rpynne  gaHHoe
HanpaBrieHVe CBS3bIBAETCS CO 3BYKamu U Onu-
CaHWeM My3blKarnbHbIX MHCTPYMEHTOB, KOTOpble
HecyT npaBay, UCTMHY, npu3biBaloT K 6opbbe,
CTaHOBSATCS1 YaCTblo BOCMOMWHAHWIA O Tpareau-
ax un rmbenn 6nuskux: She stood there, the
hand of the little girl in her own, staring into
each cold face that passed. The drums and the
freezing faces hurt her, but hurt was better than
fear and Alice had been frightened for a long



Paspen 2. MonuTtnyeckasi KOMMyHUKaUus

time [Morrison 1992: 54]. The damage done
was total. She spent her days, her tendril, sap-
green days, walking up and down, up and
down, her head jerking to the beat of a drum-
mer so distant only she could hear [Morrison
1996: 204]. The pieces of Cholly’s life could
become coherent only in the head of a musi-
cian. Only those who talk their talk through the
gold of curved metal, or in the touch of black-
and-white rectangles and taut skins and
strings echoing from wooden corridors, could
give true form to his life [Morrison 1996: 159].

MecHa durypmpyeT B onucaHusix nobsu,
Hagexabl, MUIbIX CEPALYY BOCMOMUHAHWIA, Npu-
YeM UCKIHOYUTENBHO B XM3HU acdpoamMepurKaH-
ueB. B 10 xxe Bpems 3ByKM Knaccnyeckon Mys3bi-
K/, B YAaCTHOCTU CKPUNUYHbLIX KOHLIEPTOB, CBA-
3biBalOTCA C obpasoM Oenbix nepcoHaxen u
KapTWHaMK TPYCTHbIX Pa3MbILLNEHUA U TPEBOT.
CMex CTaHOBMTCSl 4acTbilo MOXOPOH, METOHM-
MUen nsbaeneHnsi. ATo BCe pasHble 06nMYybs
Bora.

»| made that song up,” said Sethe. ,| made
it up and sang it to my children. Nobody knows
that song but me and my children.”

Beloved turned to look at Sethe. ,I know it,“
she said [Morrison 1994: 177].

That was over fifty years ago, and still his
most vivid dreams were the red rusty Baltimore
of 1921. The fish, the trees, the music, the
horses’ harnesses [Morrison 1982: 61].

The greenhouse was sunk in violins and
Valerian, seated at a seed bench, did not hear
Sydney enter [Morrison 1982: 285].

BaxHyt0 ponb BbIMOMHSAT 3BYKU >KEHCKOro
rornoca u TGJ‘IO,EI,BI/I)KGHI/Iﬁ, KOTOpPble CMMBOJTN3N-
pYIOT Havarno HOBOW XW3HWU, BO3POXAEHNE MYX-
YMHBI, Npuxod NbBu 1 obpeTeHWe Bepbl B ce-
65. B TO e BpeMs ronoc, NUMeLLMIA MYXCKYHo
OKpacKy, NOSIBNAETCA B XU3HW U3MYYEHHOW Oe-
BOYKM-NOAPOCTKa KaK OTroJIoCOK >XenaHHOoro
BO3ntobneHHoro — CmepTun, KOTOpbIN B pearnb-
HOCTU NPUXOAMT TOSMbKO Kak MoTepsi paccyaka.
OTO BHOBb [iBE CTOPOHbLI 6OXXECTBEHHOW CYTML.

Before the engines was the forgotten
sound of a woman’s voice — so new and
welcoming it broke his dream life apart. He
woke thinking of a short street of yellow houses
with white doors which women opened wide
and called out, ,Come on in here, you honey
you,” their laughter sprawling like a quilt over
the command [Morrison 1982: 6]. ,/ envy you,*
said the second voice, but it was farther away
now, floating upward and accompanied by
footsteps on stairs and the swish of cloth —
corduroy against corduroy, or denim against
denim — the sound only a woman'’s thighs
could make. A delicious autumn invitation to
come in out of the rain and curl up by the stove
[Morrison 1982: 6]. He was a simple Presence,
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an all-embracing tenderness, with strength and
a promise of rest. It did not matter that she had
no idea of what to do or say to the Presence —
after the wordless knowing and the soundless
touching, her dreams disintegrated. But the
Presence would know what to do. She had only
to lay her head on his chest and he would lead
her away to the sea, to the city, to the woods...
forever [Morrison 1996: 113].

Tak T. MoppucoH paspabaTtbiBaeT Onmnosu-
UMIO «MY>XXYMHA — >KEHLWiMHa», KOoTopble B
GOonbLUMHCTBE ee NPOU3BEAEHU OCTAKOTCA aH-
TaroHnctamu. WM Tonbko XeHLlWnHe, Tenepb
HaJeneHHON JapoMm roroca, AaHo obpaTuTbest
K BOFy N CnNnTbCA C HUM B MOJNUTBE UK CMep-
TW.

Ewe ogHa ciepa-muwieHs — 3TO Bpems,
B YACTHOCTU MPOLUMOe, KOTOpPOE CTaHOBUTCS
CNOMaHHOW 3ae3XEeHHOW MracTUHKON, B 4bUX
6epax 3acTpeBaeT urna npovrpbiBatens, He
haBasi gBuratbca Bneped. W3baBuTbcs OT
HaBs34MBOW mMenoanmnm cMepTn MOXHO TOJ1bKO
nepenpbirHyB 4Yepe3 nNpu3paku BOCMOMUHAHWN:
I was so sure it would happen. That the past
was an abused record with no choice but to
repeat itself at the crack and no power on earth
could lift the arm that held the needle. | was so
sure, and they danced and walked all over me
[Morrison 1992: 220].

MepBble BCTynUTENbHbIE HOTbI MOTYT NOMy-
YyaTb W MONOXWUTEMbHbIN, U OTpULATENbHbIN
KOHHOTaTUBHBIA KOMMOHEHT, CTaHOBSICb nep-
BbIMW 3BYKamu rMMHa nNpu ynoMuUHaHUM nongHs
B CBOEM 3eHWTe, pagocTu NpobyxaeHus, Bec-
Hbl U Ha4yaromMm MNOXOPOHHOro nrava, ecnu
peyb MOeT o npeavyBCTBUU HeQobporo, oTCyT-
CTBMU NPUMBbIYHbIX anemeHToB: The bits of Sun-
day dresses that he saw did not fly; they hung in
the air quietly, like the whole notes in the last
measure of an Easter hymn [Morrison 1993:
173]. Meridian. The sound of it opens the win-
dows of a room like the first four notes of a
hymn [Morrison 1996: 81—82]. But the unquar-
reled evening hung like the first note of a dirge
in sullenly expectant air [Morrison 1996: 41].

Ona anneropun T. MoppucoH npeumyLie-
CTBEHHO npuBrekaeT cepy-UCTOUYHUK «MEeCHS
M neHue», KoTOpas OTOXOECTBNseTca C
Hagexgon, obpalweHuem k bory, cyabbon. Mpu
3TOM ecnn B MeTadopuyeckon rpynne gapom
MOnUTBbI ObnafaeT XeHLWuHa, TO B anneropu-
YecKMX CBSA3SX 3Ta (PYHKUUSI NepexoauT K ge-
TAM (BHOBb AeBoOYKaMm).

,We have to do it right, now. We’ll bury the
money over by her house, so we can't go back
and dig it up, and we'll plant the seeds out back of
our house so we can watch over them. And when
they come up, we’'ll know everything is all right. All
right?* All right. Only let me sing this time. You
say the magic words*”[Morrison 1996: 192].
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MecHs e cTaHOBUTCA OapoM BO3MOOMeH-
HOro, KOTOPbIA CBOMM MEHVWEeM CBS3blBaeT BO-
€[MHO XEHLUMHY U ee cyabby — anno3us, npu-
3BaHHasi HaNOMHUTbL O Nbecax A. YurcoHa, ero
packpbITMio TeMbl Bora u cBs3u 6oxecTBEHHOro
Hayana ¢ necHeu u My3blKOMW.

He was responsible for that. Emotions sped
to the surface in his company. Things became
what they were: drabness looked drab; heat
was hot. Windows suddenly had view. And
wouldn’t you know he’d be a singing man
[Morrison 1994: 39]. He came big, he came
strong, he came with yellow eyes, flaring nos-
trils, and he came with his own music [Morrison
1996: 114].

OTtnuuve B TOM, 4YTO ecnu y A. YuncoHa
MOKLLMIA MyXXYMHA NpubnmkeH k durype bora n
nomoraeTt 4yay OEeNCTBUTENbHO COBEPLUMTHLCH,
TOo y T. MOpprCOH BCe 3akaH4YMBaeTcs ropasfo
TparMyHee, U NECHS MYXYMHbl — TOMbKO Mpe-
noaMst K CTpaliHbIM  MOBOpOoTam  cyabObl,
BCTpeYe CO CTpallHbIM nvkom bora.

Cdbepbl-MULLEHN «4eNOBEK» U «COCTOSIHWE
(aMoumoHanbHoe wnu uamyeckoe)» nepexo-
OAT 1 B MeTadopuyeckne moaenu co cdepa-
MU-UCTOYHUKAMMU «[0pora», «MyTb», «MYTHUK».
Pucys yenoBeka, aBTop AenaeTt ynop Ha onu-
caHue u3nM4eckux 4YepT, 4acTo C HeraTUBHON
KOHHOTaUMen.

MyTHWK y T. MoppucoH Hepeako npeacraeT
YTOMIEHHbBIM, YOPYYEHHbIM, U3MYy4YeHHbIM. [1o-
Xunble, n3paboTaBLUMeCcs HETPUTSHKM HEeCyT Ha
ronoeax rpys mupa, Aetu npunagawT Kk obo-
YVHe [A0POrn XM3HW, onnakueasi normbmx ma-
Tepen. OTBeprHyTbIN OPYr, NpUHaanexawmun K
OpYyromMy MOKOSIEHUIO, YEM €ro noapyra, Yyxabii
MONOAEXN BPEMEHU [Ka3a, M300paxeH Kak
yyxesemel, NoTepsBLUMIACA B TEMHOTE TaHLe-
BanbHOrO 3ana, YenoBeK, MNOKITOHAKLWMACA
MHOMY OOXeCTBY, MCMOBEAYIOLWMIA OPYryl0 pe-
nuruto.

Then they were old. Their bodies honed,
their odor sour. Squatting in a cane field, stoop-
ing in a cotton field, kneeling by a river bank,
they had carried a world on their heads [Mor-
rison 1996: 139]. You let them go wanting, sit
on road shoulders, crying next to their dead
mothers [Morrison 1996: 181]. Oh, the room —
the music — the people leaning in doorways.
Silhouettes kiss behind curtains; playful fingers
examine and caress. This is the place where
things pop. This is the market where gesture is
all: a tongue’s lightning lick; a thumbnail grazing
the split cheeks of a purple plum. Any throwna-
way lover in wet unlaced shoes and a buttoned-
up sweater under his coat is a foreigner here.
This is not the place for old men; this is the
place for romance [Morrison 1992: 192].

Monogon MyX4ynHa, NOAHSABLUMIA PYKYy Ha
CBOEro oTua, HEe MOHWMAILLNA CBOUX poauTe-
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nen, CTaHOBWUTCH M3roemM, KOTOPOMY HU C KeM
He Mo NyTW, CTPaHHUKOM, TOPSILLUM CBOH TPO-
ny, oTkasaslmMMcs OT npexHero bora. OH xe
n3obpaxaeTcsi Kak NPensiTCTBME B XWU3HW CECT-
pbl, YepTa, KOTOPYH OHa HaMepeHa nepecTy-
nutb: ,Looks like everybody’s going in the
wrong direction but you, don'’t it?* Milkman
swallowed. He remembered that long-ago
evening after he hit his father how everybody
was crammed on one side of the street, going
in the direction he was coming from. Nobody
was going his way [Morrison 1993: 106]. He
just wanted to beat a path away from his par-
ents’ past, which was also their present and
which was threatening to become his present
as well. He hated the acridness in his mother’s
and father’s relationship, the conviction of right-
eousness they each held on to with both hands
[Morrison 1993: 180]. As surely as my name is
Magdalene, you are the line I will step across.
| thought because that tree was alive that it was
all right. But | forgot that there are all kinds of
ways to pee on people [Morrison 1993: 214].

B TO e Bpemsi ycTanblii NyTHUK — cepALe
pebeHka HaxoguT npuioT, obpeTaeT OoM B
ynbibke MaTepu, a MONoAyo napy, NonHy pa-
OOCTHbIX OXWAaHWN, Be3eT noesn-TaHuop, ro-
TOBbIA pa3gennTb Ux MeuTbl: She smiled then
and Denver’s heart stopped bouncing and sat
down — relieved and easeful like a traveller
who had made it home [Morrison 1994: 55].
The train shivered with them at the thought but
went on and sure enough there was ground up
ahead and the trembling became the dancing
under their feet. Joe stood up, his fingers
clutching the baggage rack above his head. He
felt the dancing better that way, and told Violet
to do the same [Morrison 1992: 30].

K coxaneHuto, npuspak govepu, Ybe cepaue
Tak pagoCTHO TpeneTano, OydeT BbIHYXAEH
OonATb BEpPHYTbCA B CTpaHy MepTBblX, a noesq
npuBes3eT MONOAbIX CynpyroB B ropopg 6en, roe
HeT mMecTa cBeTnblM GoxectBaM. [MoaTtomy 06-
Laa sMounoHarnbHaa MapkKMpoBaHHOCTb AaHHOIo
obpa3a coxpaHsieT TparMuvHbli xapaktep. [yTb
ana T. MoppucoH — 3To B nepByto odepenp Uc-
NblTaHWe, HePEAKO NPUBOASILLEE K CMEPTU.

[aHHoe HanpaBneHwe noakpennsieTcs u
METOHUMUYECKUMU MoaensiMu. B ogHon 13 Hux,
Hanbornee SpPKOW, CTYMEHW pasHbIX NeCTHUL
CTaHOBATCS! METOHMMUEN XU3HEHHOro NyTn be-
TOW XEHLLMHBI, CTPagaHui, CTOSIBLUMX 32 BCEMU
MHUMO YCMeLUHbIMW NoBOpOoTaMun ee cyabbbl: It
was always like that: she was gone and other
people were where they belonged. She was
going up or down stairs; other people
seemed to be settled somewhere. She was on
the two concrete steps of the trailer; the six
wooden steps of the hand-built house; the thir-
ty-seven steps at the stadium when she was
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crowned; and a million wide steps in the house
of Valerian Street [Morrison 1982: 57].

B AaHHOM cCrny4vyae Mbl CTankmBaemca U C
«BenbiM», N C «4epHbIM» 3f1IeMEHTOM, MOTOMY
4YTO, C OAHOW CTOPOHbI, MOAenb «NyTb
XM3Hb» HaxoOWT LUMPOKOE OTpaxeHwe B nuTe-
patype «6enon» AMeEpPUWKWU, C APYro CTOPOHbI,
3TO annio3uns B cTune signifyin’, otceinaowias K
pomaHy . Hennop «Linden Hills» n ogHow n3
rmaBHbIX repouHb — MynaTtke Bunne MNpeckoTT
Hunang, cTyneHam ee Xu3Hu u Tpareaui.

CocTtosHme adppekta, rHeBa, PEBHOCTb,
BOCNOMUHaHNA, pasMbllleHnda, COH CTaHo-
BATCA KPUBbIMWU YrOYKamu, 3BEPUHbIMU, TOp-
HbIMW TpoMnKamMu, TpewmuHaMmu, y3KUMU OOPOX-
KaMu, Yel e JUHCTBEHHBbIN BbIXOJ — Hacunune u
ccopa. 3a BCcel I3TOW CINOXHOW CUCTEMOW
BHOBb MpoclexunBaeTca 0O0XXEeCTBEHHbIN UK,
BepHee, OoTka3 OT GOXEeCTBEHHON CYyTu, Beay-
MR, KaK U B CaMbIX NepBbIX adppoamepmrkaH-
CKkux aBTOOMOrpacmsx, K HECKOH4YaeMow 4e-
pene Tparegun.

Sometimes when Violet isn’t paying atten-
tion she stumbles onto these cracks [Morri-
son 1992: 23]. And it may have been that sus-
picion of personal failure and rejection (plus a
smidgen of revenge against Macon) that made
her lead her husband down paths from which
there was no exit save violence [Morrison
1993: 64]. Her mind travelled crooked streets
and aimless goat paths, arriving sometimes at
profundity, other times at the revelations of a
three-year-old [Morrison 1993: 149].

K Teme TAroCTHbIX BOCMOMWHaHWA NPUMBbI-
KaeT obpa3 pacckasa-nyTu, B KOTOPbIA Mycka-
HOTCA MaTb U O04b. Nx peyb NocTpoeHa B cTune
BOMPOCHO-OTBETHON Tpaguuunm — OfHa Hauu-
HaeT, Apyras B Aylle noaxsaTbiBaeT HUTb NO-
BecTBOBaHwus: Easily she stepped into the told
story that lay before her eyes on the path
she followed away from the window [Morrison
1994: 29].

B anneropuyeckon rpynne aBTop BO3Bpa-
LWaeT Hac K TeMe NEeCHU-MONMUTBbI, AOCTYMNHOW
ahpoamepukaHke, koTopas obpaiiaetca K
«CTpaHHuky, Yto 3HaeT», T. e. bory: Standing
a little apart from the choir, vy sang the dark
sweetness that Pauline could not name; she
sang the death-defying death that Pauline
yearned for; she sang of the Stranger who
knew... [Morrison 1996: 113—114].

CocTosiHMe HeyCNOKOEHHOCTU Ayxa nocne
CMepTW, MeTaHusa Ayluu npu3paka, cama ru-
Genb nopalTca Yepe3 pag  anneropuin  kak
6nyxgaHus no Boge nop MoctoMm. B gaHHOM
crnyyae aBTOp CTpoOUT obpasHble CBA3U U HaMe-
KM Ha cucTeMe ApPEeBHUX accoumauuii, CBA3bl-
BaBLUMX BOEOMHO BOAY, MOCT U CMepTb, U aH-
rMUACKON manome fo cross the bridge — ‘yme-
peTb, OTONTK B Mup MHOW [Morrison 1994: 214].
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PasBnBaeTcsi 1 BNOMHe eBponenckas TpakToB-
Ka nyTu, NyTeLecTBUS KaK XW3HW, HO Bunet
06xoanTCA CrMLLIKOM OOpOro, a camo nyrteLle-
CTBME Hemnb3a HasBaTb 6narononyyHbIM U WH-
TepecHbiM: | took one journey and | paid for
the ticket, but let me tell you something, Paul D
Garner: it cost too much! Do you hear me? It
cost too much [Morrison 1994: 15].

HecmMoTpsa Ha MOpoON CRMLLKOM TparnyvHbIN
NMOBOPOT CtoXeTa, OCHOBHbIM HACTPOEHMEM B
TBOpYecTBe T. MOppuMCOH CTaHOBUTCA NpUMU-
peHne ¢ cobon n Nocnogom. Yacto ans aToro
MCMonb3yTCs NpUpoaHble 06pasbl. 3Ta NUHUA
TaKk UM MHade pas3BuMBaeTCs BO BceM adpo-
amepuKaHCKOM AMCKypce, NpucyLle 370 M Npo-
n3segeHnam T. MoppucoH. Ha Ttakom cboHe
HeB3rofbl, NOTEpWU, rope, yTpaTbl NPUHUMAKOTCS
KaKk HeuyTo camo cobow pasymetoweecs, a
CTpajaHne TpaKTyeTCs KakK KOnneKTuBHas W
WHOVMBMAYanNbHas MWUCCKS, BbiCllee npeaHa-
3HadyeHne Bcen auacnopbl U OTAenbHOro adg-
poamepukaHua. OTMETUM, YTO AaHHble YepTbl
XapakTepHbl U Ana Npou3BeAeHUn APYrux Co-
BPEMEHHbIX  apoaMepuKaHCKUX  aBTOPOB:
T. MakMunnaH, K. Mewnpgxopa, [I. Hewnnop,
M. Xapnepa. Tak 3amblkaeTcs Kpyr, U Mbl
BHOBb BO3BpalllaeMcs K MOTMBaM paHHUX
adhpoaMepuKaHCKMX MpPOU3BEAEHUN, HO YyXe
oboralleHHbIM CTPONHOM cuctemon obpasoB
1 TPOMoB.
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