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KoxeH NMHChMEHHMK Ma€ CBOKO I1HAWBIAyajdbHY CHUCTEMY IOOYIOBHM MOBHUX
3ac00iB, sIKa BUPOOJISETHCS 1 3aCTOCOBYETHCS IM MPU CTBOPEHHI XYA0KHBOTO TBOPY,
XapakTepHy MaHepy BHOOpPY 1 BXXKMBAHHS CIJiB, IOB’SI3aHY 31 3MICTOM TBOPY 1
00YMOBJICHY CBITOTJISIJIOM aBTOpA.

[TuceMeHHUK mnHIIe A8 TUX He0aratboX, XTO HOTO po3yMie, 3a3Hayaia
Bipmxunis Byasd [1, c. 529-537]. Ha nymky nmucbMeHHHUII JiiTepaTrypa MOBUHHA
oyt emitapuoro (“highbrow”), mist meBHOro kosia yurtadiB. EcTeTHuHi HpUHIMITH
"Bucokodosux" mepetuHanmucs 3 (¢iaocodiero Jxopmka Eagsapma Mypa 1
ncuxonoriero I'enpi JDkeiimca: mpaBauBe Te, M0 MPEKpacHe; TIIbKH MHCTEITBO
TBOPHUTH JKHUTTS.

Mucreutso st Bipmkunii CtiBeH Oyio noBcsikieHHsIM. BoHa Bupociia cepen
MOCTIMHUX PO3MOB 1 CYIIEPEUOK MPO JIITEPATYPY, ’KUBOIUC, MY3HUKY.

Cepen po3maitTsi BepOabHUX 3ac00iB, sIKi BUKOPUCTOBY€E Bipmkunis Bynbd,
oOpa3He TMOpPIBHSIHHS 3ailMae 3HayHe Miclle B 1ii KpeaTuBHOMY cTwii. Ha
iHauBinyabHu cTiib B. Byned Brumnaynmm imei ¢imocodiB Anpi beprcona i
Jxopmxka Mypa, muctentBo3Hasisi Pomxepa @past, TBopuicts Mapcens [Ipycra ta
IHIMX 1npeactaBHukiB rpynu "biaymcOepi”. Ectetuka "OmymcOepiidiiB" — TOHKHIA
MICUXO0JIOTI3M, IIepeaya HaCTPOI0 MUTI, CKOPOMUHYIIICTh OYYTTs, CUM(OHIS 3BYKIB,
rocTpe BIIUYTTS Yacy.

"BirymcOepi" — CuUMBOI MOJIEpPHI3MY, OCBOEHHS HEIOCHIKEHUX MICIIb,

XYJIO)KHBOI CBOOOMM, 3amepedeHHsT poMaHTu3ailii kutts. "baymcOepii" Oynu



CIOpPaBXHIMH JITbMHU PyO€Xy CTONITh: CPOpPMOBAHI Ha 351aMi €MoX, M030aBieHI
COLIIAJIbHUX 1 MOpAaJbHUX OPIEHTHPIB, CyYaCHUKU, a 1HOMI 1 YYACHUKH COLIaJIbHUX
MOTPSICIHb €TOXHU, BOHU OOJICHO PO3JIydasMcCsl 3 I[IHHOCTSAMH IOKOJIIHHS OaThKiB, 3
TPUBOTOI0 BIMBISUIMCS B HOBY, LI0 HapoKyBajacsd y HUX Ha OdYax JIHCHICTB.
BigkunyBIm ctapi penirii, BOHH >ka1aJldi HOBHX.

KpeatuBuuii ctuins B. Bynbd Biapi3HIETBCS THM, 110 ii TBOPH 11030aBiIeH1 Oy /Ib-
SKOT IHTPUTH, B HUX MaJIO JIii, 011l pO3BUBAIOTHCS MOBUILHO, 1 B IIEHTP1 yBard aBTopa
nepeOyBaloTh mnepexuBanHs repoiB. [1[o6 mepegaTu CBIT MOYYTTIB, JAOMOMOITH
YUTaueBl MEperHsTHCA HacTposMu repoiB, B. Bynbd mnopiBHIOE MaTepianbHy 1
HEeMaTepiajabHy SKICHICTh 00’ €KTIB B ONIOPI HAa OAaraTO3HAYHICTh:

But what a power was in the human soul! she thought. That woman sitting there
writing under the rock resolved everything into simplicity; made these angers,
irritations fall off like old rags; she brought together this and that and then this, and
so made out of that miserable silliness <...>. [4]

VY naBeneHoMy ypuBky Jliii Bpicko, repoinst pomany “To the Lighthouse” ("o
Masika') 3rajye mpo MokiiHy micic Pemci, ska cuaijia B TiHI CKelli Ha Oepesi Mops i
nycana JUCTH, BUpINIyBajJia TpoOiemMu, Bce poOuiia MpPOCTHM: BCi 00pasu, THIB,
posnparyBaHHs Bimnanaiu, sk crape yaxmitts (like old rags). BpaxenHs Bin mporo
MeTa(pOpUYHOro MOPIBHAHHS MOCUIIOETHCA TAKOXK 3aBASKU aliTepalii — MOBTOPY
3ByKy [r]: writing, rock, resolved, irritations, rags.

VY nactynHoMy ypuBky B. Byib( 3 BUCOKOIO MaliCTEpHICTIO MEepeiae CTaH AyXYy
cBO€i repoini — micic Pemci. B ocHOBI mozibHoro crany ayxy micic Pemci nexursb
CBIJIOMICTb, 11O BiJl HABKOJIMIIIHBOTO CBITY HE MOKHa BIYHO B1JICTOPOHIOBATHUCH, IO
PaHO YU MI3HO XBUJII I[LOTO CBITY 3aTOIUIATH "ITYYHO CTBOPEHUN OCTPIB":

The gruff murmur, irregularly broken by the taking out of pipes and the putting
in of pipes which had kept on assuring her, though she could not hear what was said,
that the men were happily talking; this sound, which had lasted now half an hour and
had taken its place soothingly in the scale of sounds pressing on top of her, such as the
tap of balls upon bats, the sharp, sudden bark now and then, How’s that? How’s that?

of the children playing cricket, had ceased, so that the monotonous fall all of the waves



on the beach, which for the most part beat a measured and soothing tattoo to her
thoughts and seemed consolingly to repeat over and over again as she sat with the
children the words of some old cradle song, murmured by nature, ‘I am guarding you
— | am your support™, but at other times suddenly and unexpectedly, especially when
her mind raised itself slightly from the task actually in hand, had no such kindly
meaning, but like a ghostly roll of drums remorselessly beat the measure of life, made
one think of the destruction of the island, and its engulfment in the sea, and warned her
whose day had slipped past in one quick doing after another that it was all ephemeral
as a rainbow — this sound which had been obscured and concealed under the other
sounds suddenly thundered hollow in her ears and made her look up with an impulse
of terror. [4]

Binuytts 6e3naniitnocti B. Byne¢d nepenae 3a momomororo mMetadopuyHOrO
MOPiBHSHHSA, /e cMM(OHISI 3BYKIB panTOBO BTpayaja CBiM 3aCHOKIMIWBUHN, yTIITHUN
pUTM 1 cTaBajia MOAIOHOIO TYpKOTY OapabaHiB. 3a JOMOMOTOI0 LILOTO MOPIBHSIHHS
MePEIAIOTHCS CIIYXOBI BIIUYTTS TE€POiHi, SIK1 € 3aC000M B1IXOMY BiJl AIHCHOCTI.

JI1st XapaKTepUCTUKU TUX YU IHIIKX Jid, CUTYyallii 1 BITYYTTIB CBOiX repoiB B.
Bynb} BUKOpHUCTOBYE JIEKCUKY, TOB’sI3aHY 3 MOPEM:

As for the beauty of women, it is like the light on the sea, never constant to a
single wave. [2]

The world is beginning to move past me like the banks o f a hedge when the
trains starts, like the waves of the sea when a steamer moves. [5]

O6pazu "Mops", "xBuip", "paKoBUH" CIIOCTEPITAIOTHCS MalkKe y BCIX TBopax B.
Bynbsd, Axi B TOW ke 4ac € CBOEPIIHMMH CHUMBOJIAMH B TBOPYOCTI MUCHMEHHUIT.
Hanpuknan, ¢onom pomany "Xswmi" (“The Waves”) ciyxuts Mope, A0 HBOTO
3BEpPHEHE BHYTPIIIHE 1 30BHINIHE MOBJEHHS TepoiB TBopy. "IloTik cBimoMocTi" He
TIJIBKH SIK CTUJIICTUYHUH MPUKOM, a B TOBHOMY PO3YMIiHHI CJIOBA, HAY€0TO 3JIUBAETHCS
3 IIYMOM XBHJIb.

CumMBoa Mops s ucbMeHHuLi B. Bynbd — 1ie 00pa3, sxuil HaBiBa€ MOYyTTS
camoTHOcTi. HaBeaemo iHIII NpuKiIagd oOpa3HUX MOPIBHAHb 3 BUKOPUCTAHHAM

3a3HAYEHOT0 00pa3y Mopsi:



How fresh, how calm, stiller than this of course, the air was the early morning;
like the flap of a wave; the kiss o f a wave; chill and sharp and yet (for a girl of eighteen
as she then was) solemn, feeling as she did, standing there at the open window, that
something awful was about to happen: looking at the flowers, at the trees with the
smoke winding off them and the rooks rising, falling; standing and looking until Peter
Walsh said <...>. [3]

The word “time” split its husk; poured its riches over him; and from his lips fell
like shells, like shavings from a plane, without his making them, hard, white,
imperishable words, and flew to attach themselves to their places in an ode to Time;
an immortal ode to Time. [3]

As for the beauty of women, it is like the light on the sea, never constant to a
single wave. [2]

B. Bynbd BukopuctoBye 00pa3Hi MOPIBHSHHS JJI1 PO3KPUTTS BHYTPIIIHHOTO
CTaHy MEePCOHAXIB!

What did it all mean? To this day she had no notion. A square root? What was
that? Her sons knew. She leant on them; on cubes and square roots; that was what they
were talking about now; on Voltaire and Madame de Teal; on the character of
Napoleon; on the French system of land tenure; on Lord Rosebery; on Greevey’s
Memoirs: she let it uphold her and sustain her, this admirable fabric of masculine
intelligence, which ran up and down, crossed this way and that, like iron girders
spanning the swaying fabric, upholding the world, so that she could trust herself to it
utterly, even shut her eyes, or flicker them for a moment, as a child staring up from its
pillow winks at the myriad layers of the leaves o f a tree. [4]

Y HaBegeHOMY YpPUBKY B pO3JyMax TOJIOBHOI repoiHi Micic Pemci
CIIOCTEPIraeThCsl Xaoc. 3a JIOMOMOTrOI JIHIBICTHYHUX 3aco0iB (mpuiioMy ''MOTIK
cigomocti”, meradopu this admirable fabric of masculine intelligence, o6pasnoro
nopiBasHHs like iron girders) nmuceMeHHHMIIS IEpeae CBOE BIAUYTTS JIMCHOCTI B IaHy

muTth (for a moment).



Cupnsauu 3a Beuepero 31 CBOEI0 3 pPOJAMHOIO Ta TOCTSIMHU, MaHl Pemci BimmanseTses
Bin Oecimy, 1m0 BiMOYBAETHCS 3a CTOJIOM MDK YOJIOBIKOM Ta iXHIMHU TOCTSIMU TIPO
pomanu CKOTTa, B cepy BiICTOPOHEHOT0 OaUeHHS:

Now she need not listen. It could not last, she knew, but at the moment her eyes
were so clear that they seemed to go round the table unveiling each of these people
and their thoughts and their feelings, without effort like a light stealing under water
so that its ripples and the reeds in it and the minnows balancing themselves, and the
sudden silent trout are all lit up hanging, trembling. So she saw them; she heard them;
but whatever they said had also this quality, as if what they said was like the movement
of a trout, when, at the same time, one can see the ripple and the gravel, something to
the right, something to the left; and the whole is held together; for whereas in active
life she would be netting and separating one thing from another; she would be saying
she liked the Waverley novels or had not read them; she would be urging herself
forward; now she said nothing. For the moment hung suspended. [4]

ExcnipecuBHicTh KpeatuBHOTo cTuiito B. Bynbd B 3HauHIN Mipi mocsAraeThes
Oaratoro 00pa3HOI0 CTPYKTYpOKO ii TBOPIB, B SIKMX OCOOJMBO BUIUISETHCS HacTe

BUKOPHUCTaHHS 00pa3HUX MOPIBHSHbD.
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