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JIMHI' BOCTHJIMCTUKA

NauoMaTHYHOCTDh, CHMBOJIM3AaUA U AJIJTIO3MBHOCTD
B nnpoussenenusix C. Moama

© kanoudam gunonocuueckux Hayk A.A. Uzomosa, 2011

Ienpio HacTOSAIICH CTAThH SIBISETCS PACCMOTPEHHE M aHAIM3 YIMOTpeO-
JICHUsI UANOM M cuMBOJIOB B poMane C. Moama «Pa3pucoBaHHBIN 3aHaBeC», a
TaKKe U3yuYeHHE aJuTIo3uid B MOBeCTH « T eCHBIN yrom.

B pomane «Pa3spucoBannslii 3anaBec» («The Painted Veil») ymorpebie-
HHE UJMOM SIBIISIETCSl IIMPOKO PACHPOCTPAHEHHBIM CTHIMCTUYECKHM MHpPHUE-
MOM XapaKTEPHUCTHKH MEPCOHAKEH.

Tak, rmaBHast repounsi pomaHa Kuttu ['apcTuH, mosyduBIIas Xopoiiee
BOCIITaHHE B CEMbE, HO HE OYEHb 00pa30BaHHAS MOJIOJas KEHILIMHA YIIOT-
pebisieT uIMoOMBl B MX CIIOBapHOW ¢GopMe (B MPUBOIUMOM Jlajiee TIpUMeEpe
unuomy It rains cats and dogs ‘npet xak u3 Beqpa’):

Kitty was lively; she was willing to chatter all day long and she laughed
easily. His silence disconcerted her. He had a way which exasperated her of
returning no answer to some casual remark of hers. It was true that it needed
no answer, but an answer all the same would have been pleasant. If it was
raining and she said: "It's raining cats and dogs," she would have liked him
to say: "Yes, isn't it?" He remained silent. Sometimes she would have liked to
shake him.

"I said it was raining cats and dogs," she repeated.

"I heard you," he answered, with his affectionate smile.

Hamportus, Bo3mobnennsii Kurtn Yapn3 TayHcenn, oOpa3oBaHHBIN de-
JIOBEK, 3aHUMAFOIIUI BBHICOKUN MOCT M MMCIOIIUN BUIHOE MOJOXKCHUE B 00-
IIECTBE, BCETa OOBIrPHIBAET UANOMBI B CBOCH peuu:

"After all, he wouldn't be the first man who's shut his eyes in a case of this
sort. What has he to gain by making a row? If he'd wanted to make a row he
would have insisted on coming into your room." His eyes twinkled and his
lips broke into a broad smile. "We should have looked a pair of damned
fools."

"I wish you could have seen his face last night."

"I expect he was upset. It was naturally a shock. It's a damned humiliat-
ing position for any man. He always looks a fool. Walter doesn't give me the
impression of a fellow who'd care to wash a lot of dirty linen in public.”
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B nanmHOM mpuMepe oObIrpbIBaeTcsS mamoma «wash one’s dirty linen in
public» (mepembiBaTh TpsizHOE O€ibE, BHIHOCHUTH COp M3 K30bI). 3HAYCHUC
WIMOMBI YCHWIIMBAeTCA 3a CYET NMpuéMa BKIMHWBAHUS (BBOZA DJIEMEHTa «a
lot»). D10 mokasbiBaeT, uTo My Kurtu Yonrtep ®elin coBceM He xoten Obl,
YTOOBI OTHOIICHUS €ro JKeHBI M Yapi3a cTainy U3BECTHHI B OOIIECTBE.

OOparuMcs K Ipyromy npumepy:

"Naturally I couldn't foresee that we were going to get into such a devil of
a scrape.”

"And in any case you had a pretty shrewd idea that if any one suffered it
wouldn't be you."

"[ think that's a bit thick. After all, now it's all over, you must see I acted
for the best for both of us. You lost your head and you ought to be jolly glad
that I kept mine. Do you think it would have been a success f I'd done what
you wanted me to? We were dashed uncomfortable in the frying-pan, but we
should have been a damned sight worse off in the fire. And you haven't come
to any harm. Why can't we kiss and make friends?"

She almost laughed.

"You can hardly expect me to forget that you sent me to almost certain
death without a shadow of compunction?"

B cuene Bcrpeun Yapnsa Tayncenna m Kuttu I'apetun nocne e€ Bo3-
BpallleHHsT U3 00JIaCTH 3MUASMUU YyMbl Hapi3 oOBITphIBacT uauomy «out of
the frying-pan into the fire» (u3 orus ma B mONBIMsI), 9TOOBI COOOIIHUTE, YTO
BCE HE TaK YK IUIOXO U MOXKHO TPUMHUPUTHCS IPYT C IPYTOM; TPU ITOM JIET-
KOCTh ¥ O€CTIEYHOCTD €TI0 TOHa OCKOpOIIsIIoT KHUTTH.

Hepenxo uanoMel B pOMaHE UCIONB3YIOTCS C LENBI0 OMUCAHUS YYBCTB U
Mol repoeB. Tak, HampuMep, 4TOOBI TIOKa3aTh BCE BO3pacTaloliee pas-
JIpaXXCHUE W HEITOBOJBCTBO Matepu Kurtu muccuc ['apcTuH m3-3a TOTO, 94TO
e€ 109b 0CcTaéTCsl He3aMy>KHEH B 25 JIET W OTIy IPUXOTUTCS TPATUTh OOJIbIIIE
CyMMBI Ha €€ coJiepKaHue, OOBITPHIBACTCS C MOMOIINBI0 BKIMHUBAHUS 3JIC-
MEHTOB «very unpleasant» mmuoma «give somebody a piece of one’s mind»
(OTKpOBEHHO BBICKa3aTh KOMY-JIMOO cBOE HeomoOpeHHe; OpaHUThb, YIpeKaTh
KOT0-JI100).

OO0paTuMCcs K IpyroMy mpuMepy:

But he was still a junior and many younger men than he had already
taken silk. It was necessary that he should too, not only because otherwise he
could scarcely hope to be made a judge, but on her account also, it mortified
her to go in to dinner after women ten years younger than herself. But here
she encountered in her husband an obstinacy which she had not for years
been accustomed to. He was afraid that as a K. C. he would get no work. A
bird in the hand was worth two in the bush, he told her, to which she retorted
that a proverb was the last refuge of the mentally destitute. He suggested to
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her the possibilty that his income would be halved and he knew that there
was no argument which could have greater weight with her. She would not
listen. She called him pusillanimous. She gave him no peace and at last, as
always, he yielded. He applied for silk and it was promptly awarded him.

B nanHOM KOHTEKCTE MuCCHC ['apcTHH 00CYXIaeT cO CBOUM MYXKEM €ro
Kapbepy u padory. Ilpu stom, B mepenaue cnos bepHapna 'apctuna aBTo-
POM, OH UCTIOJIB3YeT MOCIOBUILY «a bird in the hand is worth two in the bush»
(ue cymm xypaBist B HeOe, a 1ail CHHMILy B PyKH), Ha 4TO Muccuc ['apcTuH
pearupyeT OypHBIM HETO0BAaHHEM, COOOMIAs, YTO TTOCIOBHUIBI — 3TO MOCIE]-
Hee NPHOEKHIIEe YyMaTHIIEHHBIX.

Paccmotpum emé oqux npumep:

He came into the room: her heart was beating wildly and her hands were
shaking; it was lucky that she lay on the sofa. She was holding an open book
as though she had been reading. He stood for an instant on the threshold and
their eyes met. Her heart sank; she felt on a sudden a cold chill pass through
her limbs and she shivered. She had that feeling which you describe by say-
ing that some one was walking over your grave. His face was deathly pale;
she had seen it like that once before, when they sat together in the Park and
he asked her to marry him. His dark eyes, immobile and inscrutable, seemed
preternaturally large. He knew everything.

B rnaBe pomana, n3 KOTOpOil NpUBEIEH OTPHIBOK, MMILIMIUTHO MOKa3aH
TOT (akT, uro Myx Kurrn Yonrep ®Deitn 3HaeT o e€ HeBepHOCTH. B manHOM
HpUMepe ISl TOro, YTOOBI ITOTYEPKHYTh, KaK CHIIbHO KuTTH HamyraHa, aBTop
ucroneyer uauoMy «somebody walking on my grave» (4T0-TO MEHS JPOXKb
npobupaer).

CHMBOJIBI B pOMaHE TaK)Ke€ HCIOJB3YIOTCS KaK BaXKHBIM CTHIIMCTHYECKUI
NPUEM U CITyXAaT CPEJCTBOM PACKPBITHS IIEPCOHAXA.

OO6paruMcs K IpuMepam:

The morning drew on and the sun touched the mist so that it shone
whitely like the ghost of snow on a dying star. Though on the river it was
light so that you could discern palely the lines of the crowded junks and the
thick forest of their masts, in front it was a shining wall the eye could not
pierce. But suddenly from that white cloud a tall, grim, and massive bastion
emerged. It seemed not merely to be made visible by the all-discovering sun
but rather to rise out of nothing at the touch of a magic wand. It towered, the
stronghold of a cruel and barbaric race, over the river. But the magician who
built worked swiftly and now a fragment of coloured wall crowned the bas-
tion; in a moment, out of the mist, looming vastly and touched here and there
by a yellow ray of sun, there was seen a cluster of green and yellow roofs.
Huge they seemed and you could make out no pattern; the order, if order
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there was, escaped you, wayward and extravagant, but of an unimaginable
richness. This was no fortress, nor a temple, but the magic palace of some
emperor of the gods where no man might enter. It was too airy, fantastic, and
unsubstantial to be the work of human hands, it was the fabric of a dream.

The tears ran down Kitty's face and she gazed, her hands clasped to her
breast and her mouth, for she was breathless, open a little. She had never felt
so light of heart and it seemed to her as though her body were a shell that lay
at her feet and she pure spirit. Here was Beauty. She took it as the believer
takes in his mouth the wafer which is God.

B nanHOM cityyae onuchIBaeTCs BUIEHHE 00J1akoB M HeOec, U MX BOCIIPH-
arrue Kurrn. OcoOblit MHTEpec npeznctaBisaioT ¢passl «this was no fortress,
nor a temple, but the magic place of some emperor of the gods where no man
might enter» (370 OBLIO HE MOX0XKE HU Ha KPENOCTh, HU HA XpaM, HO Ha BOJI-
meOHbI MPUIOT 00XKECTBa, KyJa He MOT CTYNUTh 4elloBeK). Ciemyer Takxke
oOpaTuTh BHUMaHue Ha (pa3y «as though her body were a shell and she pure
spirity (kak OyaTo e€ Teno OBLIO MPOCTO 0O0JIOYKOM, a OHAa caMa TpeBpaTH-
Jach B YUCTHIA AyX).

IIpuBeaEHHBII KOHTEKCT CUMBOJIM3UPYET NepenoM B nyuie Kurru, us op-
JMHApHOM AEBYIIKH C OrpaHHYCHHBIMH HMHTEPECAMM OHa IIpEeBpallacTcs B
BO3BBIIICHHOTO YEJIOBEKa, TOHKO YYBCTBYIOMIETO KPAacOTy U O0KECTBEHHOCTh
MPOUCXOISIIETO.

OO6paTtuMcs K IpyromMy IpuMepy:

"It does seem a long way to Harrington Gardens,"” she smiled.

"Why do you say that?"

"I don't understand anything. Life is so strange. I feel like some one who's
lived all his life by a duck-pond and suddenly is shown the sea. It makes me a
little breathless, and yet it fills me with elation. I don't want to die, I want to
live. I'm beginning to feel a new courage. I feel like one of those old sailors
who set sail for undiscovered seas and I think my soul hankers for the un-
known."

Waddington looked at her reflectively. Her abstracted gaze rested on the
smoothness of the river. Two little drops that flowed silently, silently towards
the dark, eternal sea.

B npuBeeHHOM BBIIIIE KOHTEKCTE B Pa3roBope CO 3HAKOMbIM BouHITO-
HoM KuTTn ommchiBaer omymieHust cBoei HoBo# km3Hu Tak: «I feel like
someone who’s lived all his life by a duck-pond and suddenly is shown the
sea.» (51 9yBCTBYIO ce0s Tak, Kak OyJITO BCIO CBOIO KM3Hb IPOXKMIIA y IPYAa C
yTKaMH, U MHE BHE3aIHO ToKa3anu Mope). M nanee mMope xapakrepusyercs
cnenyromuMm obpazom: «The dark eternal sea» (TaiiHoe Mope BEUHOCTH).
JlaHHBI KOHTEKCT MOXHO paccMaTpuBaTh KaK CHMBOJI MOJHOTO W3MEHEHHUS
xapakrtepa u npeodpaxenust nymu Kurru. Ha npoTsykeHHHn HECKOJIBKUX TJ1aB
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aBTOP TOKAa3bIBAECT CTAHOBIICHUE T€POUHH, €€ OTKa3 OT OOBIBATEIHCKOTO 00-
pasa KHU3HM U MEPeXo]l K JKU3HU JesTeNbHOM (e€ moMomb cécTpaM B MOHa-
CTBIPE BO BpeMs SIHIEMHH YyMBI), a Takxke oOpamenHue Kurtm x Bepe u
OYMILIEHHE €€ TyIIN.

PaccmoTpum emi€ ogun npumep:

The house had been left in charge of the head boy and he opened the door
for Kitty. It was curious to go into her own house as though she were a
stranger. It was neat and clean. Everything was in its place, ready for her
use, but although the day was warm and sunny there was about the silent
rooms a chill and desolate air. The furniture was stiffly arranged, exactly
where it should be, and the vases which should have held flowers were in
their places; the book which Kitty had laid face downwards she did not re-
member when still lay face downwards. It was as though the house had been
left empty but a minute before and yet that minute was fraught with eternity
so that you could not imagine that ever again that house would echo with talk
and resound with laughter. On the piano the open music of a foxtrot seemed
to wait to be played, but you had a feeling that if you struck the keys no sound
would come. Walter's room was as tidy as when he was there. On the chest of
drawers were two large photographs of Kitty, one in her presentation dress
and one in her wedding-gown.

Kak MbI BuanM, onucsiBaeTcsi 1oM KuTTn, B KOTOpBIH OHa BEpHYJIACh I10-
cie cMeptu Yontepa. OcoOEHHO MHTEPECHBIMH ISl HAIIETO aHAlKM3a Mpea-
CTaBJIAIOTCS cienaylomue ¢passl: «to go into her own house as though she
were a stranger» (3aliTH B CBOW COOCTBEHHBII JOM MOJAOOHO HE3HAKOMKE), a
Taoke «that minute was fraught with eternity» (3Ta MuHyTa OblJIa HalOJHEHA
BEYHOCTHI0). JlaHHAA clieHa cHMBONM3UpyeT npomanne Kurtm c¢ eé mpo-
IIJIOHM JKM3HBIO, B KOTOPYIO OOJblIe HET BO3Bpara M IEpexo]i Ha JAPYTyIo,
6oJtee BBICOKYIO CTYIEHb KU3HEHHOTO ITyTH.

B mnoBectn «Tecusiit yrom» («The Narrow Corner») CTHIMCTHYECKHM
npuéMoM 3MGaTHU3aINN CIYKUT IIPUMEHEHNE aJUTIO3UH, KOTOpBIE SBIISIOTCS
YacThIO KYJIbTYPHOTO Hacyieiusi 00pa30BaHHBIX YUTATEICH.

OO6paTuMCcs K aHATH3APYEMOMY MaTepHay:

The dinghy was lowered and the skipper rowed away. Fred Blake came
aft. With his tousled hair, his clear skin and blue eyes, his springtime radi-
ance, he looked like a young Bacchus in a Venetian picture. The doctor, tired
after a night of little sleep, felt a moment's envy of his insolent youth.

OrnuceiBasi BHEIIHOCTh MOJIOJIOTO MPUBJIEKATENBHOTO MepcoHaxa Ppena
bueiika, aBTOp CpaBHUBAET €ro ¢ MOJIOABIM BakxoM Ha BEHELMAaHCKOW Kap-
THHE.

OO6paTtuMcs K IpyroMy IpuMepy:
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The day was softly dying, and the sea was as wine-dark as the sea on
which Odysseus sailed. The islands, encircled by the smooth and shining
water, had the rich green of a vestment in the treasury of a Spanish cathe-
dral. It was a colour so bizarre and sophisticated that it seemed to belong to
art rather than to nature.

'Like a green thought in a green shade,’ murmured the young Dane.

B manHOM ciywyae Mope mBeTa TEMHOTO BHHA BO BpeMsI 3aKaTa CpaBHHBa-
€TCsl C MOPEM, [0 KOTOPOMY IlIaBall iereHaapHblii Oaucceit.
PaccmoTpum emi€ oqun npumep:

He talked in a high cracked voice with a strong Swedish accent, so that
you had to listen intently to understand what he said. He spoke very quickly,
almost as though he were reciting a lesson, and he finished with a little
cackle of senile laughter. It seemed to say that he had been through every-
thing and it was all stuff and nonsense. He surveyed human kind and its ac-
tivities from a great distance, but from no Olympian height, from behind a
tree, slyly, and hopping from one foot to another with amusement.

IIpu onucanuu xapaxkTepa OJHOrO U3 nepcoHaxeil Muctepa CBoHa aBTOp
co00mmIaeT 0 TOM, YTO OH HAOJIOMaeT 3a YEIOBEYESCTBOM HA PACCTOSHUH, H3-
3a nepeBa, a He ¢ OIMMIMHACKOIN BBICOTHI, UCTONB3Ys ayumosnio «Olympian
height».

B peueBbix nopTperax nepcoHaXkei alio3ul XapaKTEpHbI Ui TaKUX Te-
poes, kak noktop Connepc, Opuk Kpucreccen, Jlyasu @put u e€ orern muc-
Tep Opur.

Tak, B peun OIHOTO W3 IEHTPAIBHBIX INEPCOHAKEH IOBECTH JOKTOpa
CoHnzepca, 00pa30BaHHOrO, TAJIAHTIMBOTO W IPOHHLATEIHLHOTO YEIOBEKa,
YUTaTeNlhb OOHAPY)KMBAET HWCIONB30BAaHHE MHOTOYHMCICHHBIX ainrro3mif: Lle-
3aps, llekcnup, «Teicsiua U OJJHA HOYbY», BUKUHTH, XPUCTOC U OmOIeiickas
UTara.

The doctor hesitated. He hated the look of the angry sea and he was
bored with being frightened. He had died so many deaths that he had ex-
hausted his emotion.

'Can I be of any use?’

'No more than a snowball in 'ell.’

'Remember you carry Caesar and his fortunes,' he shouted in the skipper's
ear.

But Captain Nichols, not having had a classical education, did not see the
point of the jest.

His own feelings towards Erik Christessen, naturally enough, were more
detached. He was interested in him because he was a little unusual. It was
amusing, to begin with, in an island of the Malay Archipelago, to come
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across a trader who knew Shakespeare well enough to say long passages by
heart. The doctor could not but look on it as a somewhat tiresome accom-
plishment. He wondered idly if Erik was a good business man. He was not
very fond of idealists.

'He'd read about it in some old travel book. He's told me he wanted to
come ever since he was a kid. It's a funny thing, he'd got it into his head that
it was the one place in the world he wanted to live in. And I'll tell you what's
strange, he'd forgotten the name of it, he could never find again the book in
which he'd read about it; he just knew there was an island all by itself in a
little group somewhere between Celebes and New Guinea, where the sea was
scented with spices and there were great marble palaces.’

'It sounds more like the sort of thing you read about in The Arabian
Nights than in a book of travel.’

The doctor reflected on what Erik told him. What a picture of a strange
life this offered to the fancy! The shabby bungalow in the nutmeg plantation,
with the immensely tall kanari-trees; that old pirate of a Swede, ruthless and
crotchety, brave adventurer in the soulless deserts of hard fact; the dreamy,
unpractical schoolmaster, lured by the mirage of the East, who like - like a
coster's donkey let loose on a common, wandered aimlessly in the pleasant
lands of the spirit, browsing at random, and then, the great blonde woman,
like a goddess of the Vikings, with her efficiency, her love, her honesty of
mind, and surely her charitable sense of humour, who held things together,
managed, guided, and protected those two incompatible men.

'Oh, don't sneer at me. I'm so awfully unhappy. I've never cared for a
chap like I cared for Erik. I shall never forgive myself for his death.’

'Don't think he killed himself on your account. You had very little to do
with that. Unless I'm greatly mistaken, he killed himself because he couldn't
survive the shock of finding out that the person whom he'd endowed with
every quality and every virtue was, after all, but human. It was madness on
his part. That's the worst of being an idealist; you won't accept people as they
are. Wasn't it Christ who said, "Forgive them; for they know not what they
do? "

PeueBoii mopTper apyroro riaBHOro repos nosectu Jpuka Kpucreccena,
KOMMHBOSDKEpA, HO TIPH 3TOM TOHKOT'O, YYBCTBUTEIHFHOTO M BO3BBIIIEHHOTO
YeNoBeKa, IUTUpYIomEero Hausycth lllekcrupa, u3odmwiyer ynorpediieHrHeM
cnexytomux ammosuid: [llexkcrmp, bpaynunar n nurtara n3 mero, Cunsis bopo-
na, Paiickmit Can, «Konbeiio Hubenynrosy, Baruep, KamosHc.

I hope you'll stay here long enough to let me show you round. It's lovely.
An unsuspected isle in far-off seas.’
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The doctor pricked up his ears. He recognized it as a quotation, but could
not place it.

'What does that come from?'

'That? Oh, Pippa Passes Browning, you know.'

'How does it happen that you've read that?'

'l read a lot. I have plenty of time, you see [ like English poetry best of all
Ah, Shakespeare.' He looked at Fred wifh a soft, gracious glance, a smile on
his great mouth, and began to recite:

... of one whose hand,

Like the base Indian, threw a pearl away

Richer than all his tribe, of one whose subdued eyes,

Albeit unused to the melting mood,

Drop tears as fast as the Arabian trees

Their med'cmable gum.

Erik looked at him with his soft beaming eyes, and his smile was sweet
with goodwill.

'l know what you mean,’ he said. 'It's always a risk to put things to the test
of experience. It's like the locked room in Bluebeard's castle. One's all right
so long as one keeps clear of that. You have to be prepared for a shock if you
turn the key and walk in.'

'l come up here almost every evening to watch the sunset,’ said Erik. To
me all the East is here. Not the East of story, the East of palaces and sculp-
tured temples and conquerors with hordes of warriors, but the East of the
beginning of the world, the East of the garden of Eden, when men were very
few, simple and humble and ignorant, and the world was just waiting, like an
empty garden for its absent owner.'

'What about Mrs Frith?' asked the doctor. 'Is she dead?' 'Yes, she died
last year. Heart disease. She was a fine woman. Her mother came from New
Zealand, but to look at her you would have said she was pure Swedish. The
real Scandinavian type, tall and big and fair, like one of the goddesses in the
Rheingold. Old Swan used to say that when she was a girl she was better-
looking than Louise.'

'Oh, we've spent hours sitting on the veranda, up at the plantation. Frith,
his wife Catherine, and me. He'd talk. She never said much, but she listened,
looking at him with adoring eyes, and he and I would argue. It was all vague
and difficult to understand, but you know, he was very persuasive, and what
he believed had a sort of grandeur and beauty; it seemed to fit in with the
tropical, moonlit nights and the distant stars and the murmur of the sea. ['ve
often wondered if there isn't something in it. And if you know what I mean, it
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fits in too with Wagner and Shakespeare's plays and those lyrics of
Camoens.'

B peun rocrionuaa @pwura, mepeBoqUNKa, MOXHO BCTPETHTH CIEAYIOIINE
ajunto3uu: KamMosHC, 0 cOOCTBEHHOM II€peBOJiE KOTOPOTO OH IOCTOSIHHO I'0-
BOpUT, BaBuiioH.

'We live in degenerate days,’ said Frith. "Two-bottle men, three-bottle
men, they're as extinct as the dodo.’

'An Australian bird,’ said Captain Nichols.

'If two grown men can't drink one bottle of port between them I despair of
the human race. Babylon is fallen, is fallen.’

'Exactly,’ replied Captain Nichols.

W, nakonemn, peus Jlynsst @put XapakTepuszyeTcss HAIMYUEM CIIEIYIOUIUX
ajumo3uil: BukuHry, llexcnup, I'anc AnnepceH.

'T was distracted. I was awfully fond of Erik. I couldn't believe it when
they told me he'd shot himself. I was afraid I was to blame. I wanted to know
if it was possible that he knew about Fred.'

'"You were to blame.’

I'm dreadfully sorry he's dead. I owe a great deal to him. When I was a
child I used to worship him. He was like one of grandpa's old Vikings to me.
I've always liked him awfully. But I'm not to blame.’

'Men are very peculiar in that respect.’

'Not Erik. He was so wise and so charitable. I tell you he didn't love me.
He loved his ideal. My mother's beauty and my mother's qualities in me and
those Shakespeare heroines of his and the princesses in Hans Andersen's
fairy tales. What right have people to make an image after their own heart
and force it on you and be angry if it doesn't fit you? He wanted to imprison
me in his ideal. He didn't care who 1 was. He wouldn't take me as I am.

Takum 00pazoM, aJUTIO3MH W IUATATHl BEIIOTHAIOT (QYHKINIO PACKPBITHS 1
oOoraieHust o0pa3a repos B IOBeCTH. Bce 3TO Jenmaer peys HepcoHaXKen
SIPKOM, SKCTIPECCUBHOM, SMOLIMOHAIBHO OKpAaIIEHHOM.
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