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KOHUENT «BETEP» B A®POAMEPUKAHCKOM JINTEPATYPHOM HAC/IEAOUN

CrtaTbs nocBsleHa paccMmoTpeHuto obpasa BeTpa B achpoaMepUKaAHCKOM NUTepaTypHOM AUCKypce
XVIII-XX BB. ¢ NO3ULMIA KOrHUTUBHOW NIMHIBUCTMKU. OCHOBHOE BHUMaHue yAeneHo OnuWcaHuio U cpas-
HeHUIo MeTacdhopuUecKux Mopenen, copepxawmx cogepy-UCTOUHUK «BeTep, 6ypsi», B Npou3BefeHUsX
Y.3.B. Oiobya, M. Odanb6apa, P. Paitta, P. 9nnnucoHa, k. BonpgymHa, M. AHpxeno u pgp.

«Bo Bpems OombIION 3aCyXW BaMm, BEPHO,
CITy4asjaoch BUJIETh, KaK MTHUIIBI JIETAIOT BBICO-
KO-BBICOKO B HeOe. OHU OMHUCHIBAIOT KPYTH,
JIyTU, YCTPEMJITIOTCS TO BHU3, TO BBEPX, Ipe-
CIIENYIOT IPYT Apyra, He pa3oupas 10poru, He-
yTOMUMO, uccTyrieHHo. [1o yrpaM onn Ha3Ha-
4aroT B Hebe CBUAAHMS, MPOTYJIUBAIOTCS TaM
LIETTBIMU CTasIMH, BOBCIO BECEJISTCS, TpeIaT Ha-
nepe6oit. Ho crout npurisigeTscsi BHUMATEb-
Hee, ¥ BBl [TOMMeTe, YTO BOBCE HE CAMM TITHUIIBI
MOJTHSITIN 3TOT BUXPh KPBUIbEB, MEPHEB, OTIY-
IIUTEIbHBIX KPUKOB, MOXOXKHUN HA SIPOCTHYIO
6utBy. Bo Bcem BuHOBAT BeTep. Betep nmojxsa-
TBIBAET NTHUIl U OTIYCKAET UX, BETEP HAyBaeT
UM KDPBUIbS, BABIXaeT B HUX JKU3Hb, U OH XK€
JIIIAET ee. ...A 3aMedasiu Ju Bbl, UTO y BeTpa
HET TEHH, JaXe KOT/1a Cpeu Oerta THs OH OJTy K-
nmaet BOKpyr conHna? OH — Boieonuk. [Toaro-
MY OH yMeEeT MEHSITb CBOW 001ukK. OH — ChIH
Jlynsr u Comnna» [3, c. 39-41].

Tak HaunmHaeTcs ogHa U3 3amagHoadpu-
KaHCKUX JiereH . To ke MPOUCXOIUT U C JTIO b~
MM — BETEP MOJXBATHIBAET UX, HECET IO JKU3-
HH, KPYIIUT CYyIbOBI WU MPUHOCUT PATOCT-
Hble BecTU. BeTep — sBjeHMe ABONUCTBEHHON
MPUPOJIBI BO MHOTUX MUPOBBIX KyJIbTypax U
penurusx (antuuHas I'peuwms, Jpesuuii Eru-
net, Upan, Kurait, Mekcuka, Cupus). 1 kak
CYyIIECTBO HEMOCEINBOE, UINYIEee MepeMeH,
JFO0SIIIIee CMENTUBATH KPACKHU M DJIEMEHTHI M-
pO37aHusl, BETep OXOTHO MPOHUKAET B appo-
aMEpPUKAHCKUN JIUTEPATypPHBIA TUCKYPC, TAe
nereHipl AQpUKHN COCEACTBYIOT C €BpOIIeiic-
KoM Tpamuuued u cumBoiaukoi. Cdhepbl-Mu-
IIEHU U CTHJIMCTUYECKUE COCTABIISIONINE KOH-
IIeTITa MEHSIOTCS B 3aBUCHMOCTH OT COIMO-
KYJIbTYPHBIX TAPAMETPOB, I3bIKOBBIX U KYJIb-
TYPHBIX KOHTAaKTOB apoaMepUKaHCKOHN -
acrophl, paCOBOW MOJTUTUKH, TPOBOTUMOM B
CIIIA B TO uiny MHOE BpeMsi, HO B IPOYTEHUMN
JIAHHOTO KOHIIETITA MOXXHO BBIJICIUTH U PSIJI
001X 4yepT.
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JIBoiiHas TpakTOBKa BeTpa B adypoaMepu-
KaHCKOM TuTepaType BliepBbIe YETKO 0(hOPMIIS-
eTcs B ipousBeneHusx Y. D. b. {ro0ya — duiro-
cota u nucarens konna XIX Beka. (Orosopum-
Csl, YTO MBI HE IPUHUMAEM BO BHUMaHHe appo-
aMepUKaHCKUH (OIBKIOpP, KOTOPBI B 00JIb-
IIIMHCTBE CBOEM 3aIMCHIBAIIN Oeble NCCIIEI0BA-
TEeJIM, HAC UHTEPECYIOT TEKCThl HE TOJIBKO CO-
3/1aHHbIE, HO U 3anuUCaHtble CAMAMU ITPEJICTaBU-
TesIMU ahpoaMepUKaHCKOM tuacnopsl. B 60-
Jiee paHHUX appoaMepUKaHCKUX JINTEPATYPHBIX
npousBeneHusax X VIII — XX BB. oO6pa3 Berpa
HE HOCUT CUMBOJIMYECKUI XapakTep, He oOJa-
JaeT BBICOKOW YaCTOTHOCTBIO U YIIOMUHAETCS
JIMIIb KaK OJ{HA U3 IPUPOIHBIX CTUXMiL.) B tuc-
kypce VY. 9. b. /Ito0ya BeTep KaK BOILIOIIECHUE
OTPHILIATENILHOIO 3apsiia HECET B MEPBYIO OYe-
penb IpeBpaTHOCTH, yaapbl CyAbObI, THOENb,
€ro CTOH IpenBeuaeT oemay.

Up the new path the advance guard toiled,
slowly, heavily, doggedly; only those who had
watched and guided the faltering feet, the misty
winds, the dull understandings, of the dark pupils
of these schools know how faithfully how piteously,
this people strove to learn [11, c. 6].

And so we dreamed and loved and planned by
fall and winter, and the full flush of the long
Southern spring, till the hot winds rolled from the
fetid Gulf, till the roses shivered and the still stern
sun quivered its awful light over the hills of Atlanta
[11, c. 148].

I am no coward, to shrink before the rugged
rush of the storm, nor even quail before the awful
shadow of the Veil [11, c. 149].

About my head the thundering storm beat like
a heartless voice, and the crazy forest pulsed with
the curses of the weak; but what cared I, within my
home beside my wife and baby boy? [11, c. 149].

That night at starrise a wind came moaning
out of the west to blow the gate ajar, and then the
soul I loved fled like a flame across the Seas, and
in its seat sat Death [11, c. 160].
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[MapannenbHo ¢ «HMCcCyLIAIOMMMU, TPOXO-
YyIIUMHU, pe3KUMmu» Berpamu fOra, cuMBoIu-
3UPYIOIINMU TATOTHI KU3HU adpoaMepuKaH-
na B CIIA, aBTop nmytem MeTaoprieckoro
CpaBHEHUs NpulaeT peigaMm OenbIxX 0XKaH
YEPTHI )KECTOKOT'O BUXPSI.

Amid the trees in the dim morning twilight he
watched their shadows dancing and heard their
horses thundering toward him until at last they came
sweeping like a storm, and he saw in front that
haggard white-haired man, whose eyes flashed red
with fury [11, c. 175-176].

B 10 xe BpeMsi MaJIeHbKHE Pa1OCTH, yTellle-
HUE, TOKOM yIIH ITO00HBI ITIOTKY BO3/yXa, JIET-
KoMy Opu3y. Betep noimkeH mpeaynpeauTs 00
OIIACHOCTH, U MeYalIbl0 aBTOpPa CTAHOBUTCS OT-
CYTCTBHE 3HAKOB O MPHUOIIIIKAIOLIEMCS TOpE, KO-
TOPOTro, KaK OH 3HAET, EMy HE MUHOBATD.

A breath of air before the plunge, he said to
himself in half apology [11, c. 166].

He died at eventide, when the sun lay like a
brooding sorrow above the western hills, veiling
its face; when the winds spoke not, and the trees,
the great green trees he loved, stood motionless
[11, c. 148-149].

The great brown sea lay silent. The air scarce
breathed. The dying day bathed the twisted oaks
and mighty pines in black and gold. There came
from the wind no warning, not a whisper from the
cloudless sky [11, c. 174].

Yyt nmo3guee B 1mo33uu I1. lanbapa Betep
U TyMaH IPeJICTal0T B KAUECTBE BECTHUKA O€JIbl
U CMEPTH.

A hush is over all the teeming lists, | And there
is pause, a breath-space in the strife; | A spirit brave
has passed beyond the mists | And vapors that
obscure the sun of life [Dunbar; uurt. mo: 15, ¢. 903].

C npyroii cropoHsl, Betep B TpakToBke I1.
Janbapa — 3170 4acTb CBOOOIBI M HA/IEXKIBI.

I know what the caged bird feels, alas! | When
the sun is bright on the upland slopes; | When the
wind stirs soft through the springing grass | And
the river flows like a stream of glass; | When the
first bird sings and the first bud opens, | And the
faint perfume from its chalice steals — |  know what
the caged bird feels! | I know why the caged bird
beats his wing | Till blood is red on the cruel bars;
For he must fly back to his perch and cling | When
he fain would be on the bough a-swing; | And a
pain still throbs in the old, old scars | And they

pulse again with a keener sting — | I know why he
beats his wing! | I know why the caged bird sings,
ah me, | When his wing is bruised and his bosom
sore, — | When he beats his bars and would be free;
| It is not a carol of joy or glee, | But a prayer that
he sends from his heart’s deep core, | But a plea,
that upward to Heaven he flings — | I know why the
caged bird sings! [Dunbar; ut. no: 19, c. 42-43].

VYnap cyas0bl kak chepa-MUIIIEHb KOHIIETI-
Ta «BETep» LIMPOKO MPEACTABIECH U B adpoa-
MepUKaHCKoOM nmutepatrype XX Beka, B HaCTHO-
CTU B TEUEHUU peaIN3Ma, HaTypaju3Ma U MO-
nepHusma 1940-1960 rr. Tak, B mpo3e P. Paiita
TPEBOTU U HANACTHU IMPEACTAIOT KaK IOCTOSH-
HbI€ MIOPBIBBI BETPA, OYIIYIOIINE BOKPYT, O1uy-
rfotue cyar0y. [1pu aTom aBTOp NMpUaaeT Hera-
TUBHYIO KOHHOTAIMIO JIEKCEMaM, TPaJULIUOH-
HO KOMOMHUPYEMBIM C CYLLIECTBUTEIBHBIM wind
B AHIVIMHCKOM SI3BIKE JJIS1 OTIMCAHUS XOPOIIEH
HAIlOJIHEHHOCTH, 310POBOM CHIIBI, CBEXECTHU
(cp., Hanpumep, bracing winds).

He felt that he was living upon a high pinnacle
where bracing winds whipped about him [20, c. 217].

The springs of religion are here, and also the
origins of rebellion. And in a boy like Bigger,
young, unschooled, whose subjective life was
clothed in the tattered rags of American «culture»,
this primitive fear and ecstasy were naked, exposed,
unprotected by religion or a framework of
government or a scheme of society whose final
faiths would gain his love and trust; unprotected
by trade or profession, faith or belief; opened to
every trivial blast of daily or hourly circumstance
[20, c. 528-529].

OnnoBpeMeHHo Betep y P. Paiita nepena-
€T 4yBCTBA M 3MOLIMM ¢ TpeoOiialaHueM Hera-
TUBHOM OKPACKU: HEHaBUCTH, CTpaxa, 3J1008I,
MIpe3peHHsl K caMoMy cebe M OKpYyXKaloleMy
MHUDY.

He had been caught up in a whirl of thought
and feeling which had swept him onward and when
he opened his eyes he saw that daylight stood outside
of a dirty window just above his head [20, c. 279].

Bigger sat silently, bewildered, feeling that he
was on a vast blind wheel being turned by stray
gusts of wind [20, c. 330].

He lay on the cot with closed eyes and the
darkness soothed him some. Occasionally his
muscles twitched from the hard storm of passion
that had swepr him. A small hard core in him
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resolved never again to trust anybody or anything
[20, c. 394].

Since that night when he had stood alone in
his cell, feeling the high magic which Max’s talk
had given him, was more than ever naked to the
hot blasts of hate [20, c. 421].

Those words told me that the civilization
which had given birth to Bigger contained no
spiritual sustenance, had created no culture which
could hold and claim his allegiance and faith, had
sensitized him and left him stranded, a free agent
to roam the streets of our cities, a hot and whirling
vortex of undisciplined and unchannelized impulses
[20, c. 520].

ITpu npuMeHeHnH NpuemMa OJIMLETBOPEHUS
BETEP BBICTYIAET B ABYX POJISIX. DTO JIUOO XUILI-
HUK, TIOXKUPATEb Yero-1noo:

The torrid cracks of the furnace gleamed in
the crimson darkness and he heard the throaty
undertone of the draft devouring the air [20, c. 218].

He heard the wind whipping the flames. No! That
was not right; they ought not burn a cross [20, ¢. 390].

C npyroii CTOPOHBI, OH ke MOXKET OKa3aThCs
1 MYYMTEJIBHO CTOHYLIEN >kepTBOil. Jlanee, Kak
MIPaBUIIO, CIIEYET AJUIETOPHUUHOE Pa3BEPThIBAHNE
MO0JJOOHOTO 00pa3a 1 MPOBEICHNE AHATIOTUH MEX-
Jly BETPOM U TPAarmuHbIM [IOBOPOTOM COOBITHIA.

He stood for a long time, listening to Peggy’s
sobs and the long moan of the wind sweeping
through the night outside [20, c. 219].

The wind swept against the windowpane and
the building, whining, then whispered out into
silence [20, c. 269].

VY P. Ommcona npu ucnonb30BaHUM 0Opa-
3a BO3IYILIHBIX IIOTOKOB Ha IEPBBIM IJIaH BbI-
XOIWT YyIIOMUHAHME LIUKJIOHA, KOTOPBIA B Me-
TadopHUeCKOH IPyIIIe CBI3bIBACTCS TNOO C 00-
pa3oM IPEAKOB, TMOO BHOBb CO BCEBO3MOKHBI-
Mu 6eJlaMU U HallaCTSMU.

And I remember too, how we confronted those
others, those who had set me here in this Eden,
whom we knew though we didn’t know, who were
unfamiliar in their familiarity, who trailed their
words to us through blood and violence and ridicule
and condescension with drawling smiles, and who
exhorted and threatened, intimidated with innocent
words as they described to us the limitations of
our lives and the vast boldness of our aspirations,
the staggering folly of our impatience to rise even
higher; who, as they talked, aroused furtive visions
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within me of blood-froth sparkling their chins like
their familiar tobacco juice, and upon their lips the
curdled milk of a million black slave mammies’
withered dugs, a treacherous and fluid knowledge
of our being, imbibed at our source and now
regurgitated foul upon us. This was our world, they
said as they described it to us, this our horizon and
its earth, its seasons and its climate, its spring and
its summer, and its fall and harvest some unknown
millennium ahead; and these its floods and cyclones
and they themselves our thunder and lighting; and
this we must accept and love and accept even if we
did not love [12, c. 109-110].

Then where did his labor go? Look at his old
blues records and her pots of plants, they’re down-
home folks, and everything tossed out like junk
whirled eighty-seven years in a cyclone [12, c. 271].

I’d tried to build my integrity upon the role of
Brotherhood and now it had changed to water, air
[12, c. 495].

[Tpononmxas TeMy nIpenkoB, OTMETUM, UYTO
B MeTaOPUUYECKON I'pyINe BeTep, HECYIINi
YEpHBIE TYUYH, BBICTYIIA€T CUMBOJIOM ITPOILIO-
r0, B YaCTHOCTH IIEPHOJIA, ITOCIIETOBABIIETO He-
MOCPENCTBEHHO 3a IPAKIAHCKON BOMHOU MEX-
ny CeepoM u FOrom.

And then his great struggle beginning. Picture
it, my young friends: The clouds of darkness all
over the land, black folk and white folk full of fear
and hate, wanting to go forward, but each fearful
of the other [12, c. 117].

Acconmanys BeTpa ¢ neqajisiMu oK periie-
Ha ajuteropueid. Illnpoko npeacrasnena noao0-
Hasl CBsI3b U IPUMEPAMH METOHMMMUM, B HACTHO-
CTU IIpU ONKMCAHUM CKUTAaHMM 4YeIOBEKA-HEBU-
JMMKH 10 YJINLAM F'OPOJIa U SIIU30/€ BBICETIEHUS
crapukos [12, c. 255, 271-273, 475 u ap.]. Onu-
LIETBOPEHNE BETPA B TAKMX KOHTEKCTaX PHUCYET
00pa3 X0JI0JHOr0 KPUTHKA, TOTOBOT'O K YIIPEKY
1 ’KECTOKOMY PUTOPHUYECKOMY BOIIPOCY.

Can’t you feel the cold wind, can’t you hear it
asking, «What did you do with your heavy labor?
What sis you do?» [12, c. 273].

C npyroi CTOpOHBI, ajyileropuyeckas u Me-
TOHMMHYECKas] MOJENIH IPEICTABIIEHBI U IPs-
MO MPOTHUBOIIOIOKHBIMU CBSI35IMU 00pasa Jet-
HEro BETpa C ONMCAHUEM MUPHBIX IIOBCEIHEB-
HBIX 3200T, MOKOEeM M OTABIXOM [12, c. 36-37,
108, 229].

Yro kacaercs 3MUTETA, TO OH AOIOJIHSIET
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JIBE BO3MO>KHBIE TPAKTOBKH BETPA, YACTO SBJISI-
€TCsl ”THBEPTUPOBAHHBIM U CBsI3aH € Niepefayeit
SMOLIMOHAILHOU OKpacku (the storms of fear and
anger, a wet blast of black emptiness, etc.) [12, c.
38, 118, 225 u ap.].

[Tpo3pauHocTh BO3yXa YACTO MPUMEHSIET-
cs P. Dimmnconom kak ocHoBa i1t MeTadopu-
YEeCKOI'0 CPaBHEHHSI C HEBUIUMOCTBIO aypoame-
pukania. OTMeTuM, 4To A1 appoaMepuKaHc-
KOTO JINTEPATYPHOTO JUCKYPCa B LIEJIOM XapaK-
TEPHO JTaHHOE MOHSITHE HEBUIUMOCTHU JJIsSI OK-
PYKarolero Mupa B CUJIy LIBETa KOXH, CIIUA-
HHUE C HOUYBIO HEIPAMOTHOCTH, TBMOH OTCYT-
CTBUSI TAKOM KYJIbTYPBbL, KOTOpas ObL1a ObI MpHU-
HsiTa 6eIbIM OOIIECTBOM.

It came upon me slowly, like that strange
disease that affects those black men whom you see
turning slowly from black to albino, their pigment
disappearing as under the radiation of some cruel,
invisible ray. You go along for years knowing
something is wrong, then suddenly you discover
that you’re as transparent as air [12, c. 566].

B pomanax [Ix. bonaynna («Go Tell It on
the Mountain» [1953], «Giovanni’s Room» [1956],
«Another Country» [1962], «Tell Me How Long
This Train’s Been Gone» [1968], «If Beale Street
Could Talk» [1974], «Just above My Head» [1979])
B MeTa(OPHUECKON IpyIiNe KOHLENT «BETep» B
OCHOBHOM HMe€ET cBO€ii chepoif-MuIeHbro pas-
JIMYHBIE SMOLIMOHAJIBHBIE COCTOSTHUSI. DTO MO-
KeT OBbITh JIOO0OBb, CTPACTh, BICUCHHUE, PEIIU-
THO3HBIN 3KCTa3, CTPax, THEB, MyKH, CMSTEHUE,
HEBO3MOXXHOCTb OOPATUTHCS K OOTY.

«It’s terrible sometimes, inside,» he said, «that’s
what’s the trouble. You walk these streets, black and
funky and cold, and there’s not really a living ass to
talk to, and there’s nothing shaking, and there’s no
way of getting it out — that storm inside. You can’t
talk it and you can’t make love with it, and when
you finally try to get with it and play it, you realize
nobody’s listening. So you’ve got to listen. You got
to find a way to listen» [7, c. 169].

The silence in the church ended when Brother
Elisha, kneeling near the piano, cried out and fell
backward under the power of the Lord.
Immediately, two or three others cried out also, and
a wind, foretaste, of that great downpouring they
awaited, swept the church [8, c. 113].

In those days, had the Lord Himself descended
from Heaven with trumpets telling her to turn back,

she could scarcely have heard Him, and could
certainly not have needed. She lived, in those days,
in a fiery storm, of which Richard was the center
and the heart [8, c. 161].

They were both, (...) racing before a storm,
struggling to «make it» before they were sucked
into that quicksand, which they saw all around
them, of an aimless, defeated, and defensive
bohemia [10, c. 317].

She felt his eyes on her, and also felt with
dread, how slowly the storm in him gathered, how
long it would take to break [10, c. 374].

A kind of wind of terror shook him for an
instant [10, c. 411].

OnuTeThl B OCHOBHOM CBOJSITCS K MHBEp-
TUPOBAHHOW Pa3HOBUIHOCTH (storm of tears,
tenderness; winds of fear, terror) [7, c. 45; 8, c.
22; 10, c. 212, 368, 411 u ap.].

HnTtepecHble mpumepsl 1aet Metadopuyec-
KO€ OJIMLIETBOpPEHUE. ABTOP Pa3BOAUT CyIIe-
CTBUTENbHBIC wind U air, IeNaeT X cBoeobpas-
Holt onmosunueit. Berep (wind) y JIx. bonnyu-
Ha — 3TO WM MOJIOJION apoaMepuKaHell, mpu-
ATeNb, ApYr, nociaenosatens bora-CeiHa, unum
MOJIOIOM BIIFOOJICHHBIN, ITOJTHBIM HEXKHOCTH.

Rufus turned, pulling up the collar of his
leather jacket while the wind nibbled delightedly
at him through his summer slacks, and started north
on Seventh Avenue [10, c. 3].

The rain had ceased, in the black-blue sky a
few stars were scattered, and the wind roughly
Jjostled the clouds along [10, c. 431].

[Cp. 8, c. 80-81, 195-196; 10, c. 127].

Bo3znyx (air) To)ke HOCUT MY>KCKOE OOJIHYbE.
D10 TOXE adpoamMeprKaHell, HO y¥Ke B3POCIIbIH,
U Ternepb TPAKTOBKA ropasnio Ommxe K oOpasy
HemmtocepHoTo OTHa. ITO WK arpeccuBHBIN
MY>XKYMHa, HAOpachIBAIOIIMICS ¢ TOO0SAMU, He-
CYyIIMii TpeBoTy, OECIIOKOMCTBO, Clle3bl, OOUY,
WUJIM paBHOAYIIHBIN, XOJIOAHO — HEJPY/KECTBEH-
HBII B3poCibIid. B KOHTeKcTE poMaHOB /1Ba 00-
pa3a CBA3BIBAIOTCA C KOHKPETHBIMU MIEPCOHAXKA-
MH, BCETIa OTIIOM (OTYMMOM) 1 CBIHOM (TIaChIH-
koMm) (Cp. Gabriel — vs. John).

The world, the air, went red and black, then
roared in at him with faces and fists [10, c. 33].

[Cp. 8, c. 216; 10, c. 368].

B MeroHmMHMyeckoil rpynme Takol KOH-
TPACT OTCYTCTBYET. 3/1eCh MBI IMEEM JIEJIO TOJIb-
KO C CYHIECTBUTENBHBIM wind, KOTOPOE CUMBO-
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nu3upyet ounilieHue, Cinoso boxwe, 6iaronpu-
SITHbIE U3MEHEHUSI BO BHEIIIHEM OKPY)KEHUU U
BHYTPEHHEM MUPOOUIYLIEHUH, To3HaHue bora
U CBOETO «sD».

John knew that it was the hand of the Lord
that had led her to this place, and his heart grew
cold. The Lord was riding on the wind tonight.
What might that wind have spoken before the
morning came? [8, c. 61].

K sToMy npumbikaer u ajeropuyeckas
TPaKTOBKa BeTpa Kak HalloMUHaHUs o bore, He-
00XOIMMOCTH CJIEA0BATh XPUCTHAHCKUM 3aI10-
Bensim [Cp. 8, c. 110-112, 215-216]. Onpenenen-
Hasi IPOTUBOIIOCTABIEHHOCTD TPOCIIEKUBAETCS
B OIIMCAHUSIX JIETKOI'O BETEPKAa U CHIIbHBIX I10-
PBIBOB BETpa, KAK CUMBOJIa U3MEHEHUH, HaMe-
Ka Ha rpsayLIre TPEBOTU — IJI0AbI HEMOCTYIa-
HUSI, OTX0/a OT BEPHL.

My soul is a witness for my Lord. There was
an awful silence at the bottom of John’s mind, a
dreadful weight, a dreadful speculation. And not
even a speculation, but a deep, deep turning, as of
something huge, black, shapeless, for ages dead
on the ocean floor, that now felt its rest disturbed
by a faint, far wind, which bid it: «Arise». And
this weight began to move at the bottom of John’s
mind, in a silence like the silence of the void before
creation, and he began to feel a terror he had never
felt before [8, c. 80-81].

It had been before this very altar that she had
come to kneel, so many years ago, to be forgiven.
When the fall came, and the air was dry and sharp,
and the wind high, she was always with Gabriel
[8, c. 185-186].

Korga sxe mpeBpaTHOCTH CyAbObI CTAHOBAT-
CSl pEIBHOCTBIO, ABTOP UCIOJIb3YET CHHOHUMH-
yecKuu psig hurricane, storm, whirlwind.

The houses in which the people lived did not
suggest shelter, or safety. The great shadow which
lay over them revealed them as mere doomed bits
of wood and mineral, set down in the path of a
hurricane which, presently, would blow them into
eternity [10, c. 219].

Saturday afternoon is like a cloud hanging
over, it’s as if waiting for a storm to break. But, on
Sunday mornings the clouds have lifted, the storm
has done its damage and gone. No matter what the
damage was, everybody’s clean now [9, c. 22].

Yet, she told her children, God was just,
and He struck no people without first giving
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many warnings. God gave men time, but all the
times were in His hand, and one day the time to
forsake evil and do good would all be finished:
then only the whirlwind, death riding on the
whirlwind, awaited those people who had
forgotten God [8, c. 71].

B nenom, KoHLIENTyaIbHBIA aHAIU3 MPO3BI
Jx. BonnynHa moxasai, 4To 3/1eCh Mbl UMEEM
JIETTO CO CBOeOOpa3HO ayuTio3ueil Ha TIPOn3Be/Ie-
HUS IpyTuX adhpoaMepuKaHCKHX aBTOPOB OoJiee
panHero niepuoja. B To xe Bpems k. bonmyus,
BOCIUTHIBABIIMIACS B UCKITFOUUTEIHHO HAO0XKHON
CEMbE, HE MOT' He 3aJIeiCTBOBATh U TPaJULIMOH-
HYI0 OUOIIEICKYI0 CHMBOJIMKY BETPA, «TE 3TO I0-
HATHE O3HAYAET TAKXKE AyX, IyHOBEHHE U JbIXa-
Hue. boxwuil nyx napui B Havajle MUpa HaJl BO-
nou. T1oaTudecky BeIMUYaBO OIMUCHIBAETCS B Tpe-
el Knure Llapcts oTkpoBeHue boxbe, KOTo-
poe nepexu nmpopok Unus: «...u BoT, ['ocnonb
MPOMIET, ¥ OOJIBIION M CHIIBHBIN BETEp, pasiiv-
parolnii TOPEI U COKPYIIAIOIINN CKAJIBI IIPEN
T'ocnoom, Ho He B BeTpe ['ocnop; nmocrne BeTpa
3eMJIETPSICEHHUE, HO HE B 3eMJIETPsICEHUH | ocTo1b;
TI0CTIe 3eMJIETPSICEHUSI OTOHb, HO He B orHe ['oc-
110/1b; TIOCIIE OTHSI BESTHUE THXOr'O BETpa, [ TaM
Tocrions). Yenbimas cue, Vimust 3aKpbLl JIUIE CBOE
MUJIOTBIO CBOEIO, U BBIIIIEN, U CTAJI y BXOJIa B Tie-
uiepy. M ObUT K HEMY TOJIOC, U CKA3aJl EMY: YTO ThI
3mech, Mmua? (19: 11-13). MoryiiecTBeHHOE U
BBI3BIBAIOIIEE CTpax MPOSIBIIEHUE MPUPOIHBIX
CTUXUH — TUIIB TpeaBectre bora Ha rope Xopus,
€ro CyIIHOCTh OOHApYXUBAeT ceOs JIMIIL B He-
JKHOM AyHOBeHHH. ... B HoBoM 3aBere Taxxke
TOBOPUTCS, UTO «JlyX ABIIINT T7i€ XOUET, ¥ TOI0C
€rO CIBIIIUIIB, & HE 3HACITb, OTKY/IA TPUXOAUT U
KyJla yXOJUT: TaK OBIBAET CO BCSIKUM POXKJICHHBIM
ot Hyxa» (M 3: 8). Heuto mogoOHoOe BCTpeyacT-
csl U B eBpEHCKUX JiereHaax. ... «EcTb nBe Beru,
KOTOPBIE HE CO3/IaHbl, — BeTep 1 Bojia. OHU ObLITH
€ caMoro Havaia, Kak ckazano: «/lyx boxwuit Ho-
CHJICS HaJl BOJIOI». Bor emuHbINA, 1 HUKOTO JpY-
roro He OBIIO PSJIOM C HUM, U TOJILKO BETEP
(dyx)... Tl He MOXeEITh €ro MOCTHYb, HE MOXKEIITh
HU HAHECTHU €My yaap, HA CKedb, HU OTOPOCUTh
oT ce0s1. .. Bech Mup HanomxeH JlyxoMm, yx oauH
HECET MUP, OH €CTh BBICIIIEe, OH ObLT HAUATIOM BCEX
Hava)» [1uT. no: 1, c. 40-41].

ITomo6HOe pouTeHne obpasza BeTpa Jerko
0o0OHapyxuMo U B quckypce M. AHmkero — ad-
poaMepHuKaHCKOro aBTopa koHia XX Beka. Kpo-



lycTtpoBa E.B.

KoHuenT «Betep» B aghpoaMepUKaHCKOM JIATepaTypHOM Hacrneaum

M€ 3TOTr0 BeTep, BO3AYX 111 M. AHKENO — 3TO
COCTaBJISIFOIIIME TEMBI CTPACTH, CEKCYaIbHOCTH,
Oypu uyBcTB. Tak, BO3JI00JICHHBIN TPEKPACEH 1
CHJICH TOJJOOHO yparaHy ¥ BMECTE C T0XK/IEM BOC-
MIPUHUMAaeTCs Kak JaHHbI borom gap cyanosl,
npuxosmii ¢ Hebec [Cp. 6, c. 166]. [Tpusneka-
TEJIbHOCTD JKEHIIMHBI (TOJIBKO appoamMepuKaH-
KH) cBsi3aHa Ju1st M. AHJTKEII0 CO CMEPUEM, CHITh-
HBIMH BO3QYUIHBIMU [TOTOKAMH.

But still, like air, I'll rise. | Does my sexiness
upset you? [6, c. 163-164].

To describe my mother would be to write about
a hurricane in its perfect power. Or the climbing,
falling colors of a rainbow [5, c. 58].

Your smile, delicate | rumor of peace. |
Deafening revolutions nestle in the | cleavage of |
your breasts. | Beggar-Kings and red-ringed Priests
| seek glory at the meeting | of your thighs. | A grasp
of Lions. A lap of Lambs. | Your tears, jeweled |
strewn a diadem | caused Pharaohs to ride | deep in
the bosom of the | Nile. Southern spas lash fast |
their doors upon the night when | winds of death
blow down your name | A bride of hurricanes. A
swarm of summer wind. | Your laughter, pealing tall
| above the bells of ruined cathedrals. | Children reach
between your teeth | for charts to live their lives. | A
stomp of feet. A bevy of swift hands [6, c. 105].

Hpyroii 1eHoTaT KOHLENTa «BETEP» — ITO
YyBCTBAa MHOI'O POJA — OT OTUYXIEHHUS, 0CO3-
HaHMS CBOEM HEMPUKASTHHOCTH O OCBEKAIOIIIE-
r'0 JIETKOTO JTYHOBEHMS HAJEKIbI.

He had never left her warm side or shared the
icy wind of solitude with me [5, c. 58-59].

Youth and social approval allied themselves
with me and we trammeled memories of slights
and insults. The wind of our swift passage
remodeled my features. Lost tears were pounded
to mud and then to dust. Years of withdrawal were
brushed aside and left behind, as hanging ropes of
parasitic moss [5, c. 167].

Meradopuyeckue TpaHchopMaluu aBTOP
YCUJIMBAET UHBEPTUPOBAHHBIM SIIUTETOM U OJIU-
LIETBOPEHNEM, PHUCYIOIMMU IeYajibHble 00pa-
3bl, THO€EJIb, OE3BICXOIHYIO TOCKY, YyTPO3y HACH-
JIUSI CO CTOPOHBI OITON AMEpPUKH.

Now, cries make shards | Of broken air [6, c. 152].

She came home blameless | black yet as
Hagar’s daughter | tall as was Sheba’s daughter |
threats of northern winds die on the desert’s face |
She came home blameless [6, c. 22].

AJnieropusi oBecTBYeT 00 OTMILEHHUH, UC-
KYIUIEHUH, TPSIyIIUX MoOeaax.

Now if you listen closely | I'll tell you what I
know | Storm clouds are gathering | The wind is
gonna blow | The race of man is suffering | And I
can hear the moan [6, c. 75].

MeToHnMUs BO3BpAILIAET HAC K TEME JIFOOBH,
oOpeTeHus cynpyra, MPUXOISIIEro NOJ00HO Jier-
KOMY OCBEXAIOLLEMY BETPY (the slow cool draught).
[TapannensHoe pa3BuTHE 300MOPGHBIX U (HUTO-
MOP(QHBIX 00pa30B, TPATUIIMOHHO CBS3aHHBIX C
npupooit AbpukH, feaeT BO3MOKHBIM BbISIB-
JIEHHE CEMBI «PacoBas IPUHAIEKHOCTHY.

B omnpenenenHble MOMEHTBI pa3BUTHUs ad-
pOaMEpPUKAHCKOr 0 JINTEPATYPHOrO IHCKypca
TPAaKTOBKA KOHIIENITA «BETEP» MOXKET CYyXKaTb-
cs. Tak nmpouzonuio B nepuox konna 1960-x u
Hauvasa 1970-x. B npoussenenusix Jlopan Xan-
cbeppu, I'Bennonun bpyxkc, Pobepra lyHnkana,
Pobepra Xeiinena u Mensuna Toncona, Map-
tuHa Jltotepa Kunra, Amupnu bapaxu, Conu -
Canues, Hukku JlxxuoBannu, Drepumx Haitt
Bce OOTaTCTBO Cep-MHUILIEHEH CBOIUTCS K Tpa-
JIUIIMOHHBIM 00pa3aM OypH Kak CUMBOJIA ITepe-
MeH, CBOOO/TbI, TOJTUTHYECKOI OOPLOBI U BETpa
KaK aJUIeTOpUU TPEBOT, NeUalid, HEMPEACKa3y-
eMOCTHU OyylIero.

Prop a malign or failing light — | But know
the whirlwind is our commonwealth. | Not the easy
man, who rides above them all, | Not the jumbo
brigand, | Not the pet bird of poets, that sweetest
sonnet, | Shall straddle the whirlwind. | The time
| Cracks into furious flower. Lifts its face | All
unashamed. And sways in wicked grace. | In the
wild weed | She is a citizen,| And is a moment of
highest quality; admirable [Brooks; uut. mo:
13, c. 827].

Wherefrom fall all architectures I am | I say
are likeness of the First Beloved | Whose flowers
are flames lit to the Lady. | She it is Queen Under
The Hill | Whose hosts are a disturbance of words
within words | That is a field folded. | This Place
Rumord to have been Sodom.| Might have been. |
Certainly these ashes might have been pleasures. |
I am he who drives | Them like wolves from the
hound bitch and calf | And from the chaste ewe in
the wind [ Duncan; uut. mo: 13, c. 829].

Some of you have come from areas where your
quest for freedom left you battered by the storms
of persecution and staggered by the winds of police
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brutality. You have been the veterans of creative
suffering [King; uut. no: 18, c. 1960].

The whirlwinds of revolt will continue to shake
the foundations of our nation until the bright day
of justice emerges. [King; nurt. no: 18, c. 1960].

Cold air blown through narrow blind eyes
[Baraka; uut. mio: 18, c. 2451].

TeM He MeHee 3TO BPEMEHHOE SIBJICHUE, U
aHanu3 apoaMeprUKaHCKOM TUTepaTyphl KOH-
na XX u navanma XXI Beka (T. K. bBambapa,
T. MakMuwumnan, K. Meitnxop, T. Moppucos,
I'. Heitnop, M. Xapnep u Ap.) HO3BOJISIET HAM
BEPHYTHCS K MBICIIM O CIIMSIHUM €BPONEHCKON
1 apprKaHCKOH TpaKTOBOK. Betep nmpomoirka-
€T XpPUCTHAHCKYIO JIMHUIO Oora, ¢ OJTHON CTO-
poHbL. B TO %e Bpemsi OH ciauBaeTcs ¢ APYru-
MM HOPUPOAHBIMU KOHLIENTAMH M KOHLEINTOC-
(epoii ueToBEeKa KaK OMOTOTHIECKOTO U COIU-
aJIbHOTO CYLIECTBA, YTO SIBJIAETCS «UEPHON» CO-
craBiswonieil Berpa. Kak ckazaHo B jeresnue:
«Ilon ero Horamu KpomMUTCA KaMeHb, OT yAa-
POB €T0 KJII0BA COAPOTraroTCs CKAIbI, OT XJIOII-

Cnucok MCrnoJib30BaHHOI JIHTEPATyPbL:

Nelle N Neo U R O

KOB KPBUIbSIMU TPEIIUT 3eMJIs, & yTEC, B KOTO-
pPOM OH JXKMBET, MOKPBIBAETCS TPEIIMHAMM.
...BaM kaxercs, 4TO BeTep B JIOHAX, & OH IIPH-
TaWICS B OBpAre, Bbl UIUTE €r0 CPEIU XOJIMOB,
a OH CHIMT Ha BepmuHe. ...OH cMmeeTcs Hal
BaMU, IIOJICTEpEraeT B KaXXJA0M IIPOXOJE U 3a-
KOYJIKE, TO OH DPSAOM, TO JajeKo, TO BIPYT
3akpyxutcs Buxpem. Kaxoit on popmbl? Eciu
BBI [TONTPOOYeTE BBICIEIUTD €T0 B IIECKe, TO Ha-
TKHETECh Ha yepemaxy. A BeTep crIpsuercs
BHYTpH Hee. OH XOXOUeT, ero X0X0T HallOMU-
Haet Ooii Oapabana. Ecnu BBl ychpIIMTe, YTO
KTO-TO CKOJIB3UT B KaMHSX, 3HailTe. DTO He
AlepuIa, 3To BeTep, Aa-aa, serep. Koraa Ha-
KOHEIl BETPY CTAHOBUTCS CIMIIKOM XapKo
JIoMa, OH OTHpAaBIISIeTCA K JaJIEKOMY-aJIeKO-
My MOPIO U HBIpSIET B Hero. Bam kaxercs, 4To
aTo npeiratot peidoemiku? Her, ato Betep. Kut?
Her, ato Betep. Onpokunynacek noaka? Her,
ato Betep. Kro-To kynaercs? Her, ato Betep.
Oo6maxko? ...UM ato Toxe Betep! Cniacubo Tebe,
BeTep!» [3, c. 42].
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