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OIAOAOTIYHI HAYKU

YIK 821.111

IICUXOJIOT'I3ALIIA OBPA3Y IIEPCOHAMRY B TBOPAX B. BYJIb®
(HA TIIPURJALI I'OJOBHOTO TEPOA POMAHY «OPJTAHIO»)

Buconsra O.J1.
JIpBiBCHKUII HalliOHAJNBHMII yHiBepcuTeT iMeHi IBana ®panka

Y crarTi 3pobJsieHa cripoba 3’sACyBaHHA CIIOCODIB 1 IPUITOMIB IICMXOJIOTi3allii TIepCOHAKIB, AKi BUKOPUCTOBYE B CBOiX
TBOpax B. Bysbd (Ha mpursmazi rosioBHOro repos pomary «Opiasmo»). SpobJseHunit orjfaj HayKOBMUX ITyOJiiKaliii
3a TeMOIO JOCJiJPKeHHd; 3’fAcOoBaHa JyMKa HAYKOBIIB i3 mpenmery posriany. Jociimskeni crocodu i mpuriiomm
rcuxoJiorisanii, Axi BukopuctoBye B. Bynbd mia 3o00paskeHHA rosioBHOTO repos poMmany «Opianzmo». SaificHeHu
aHaJIi3 OTPMMAHOrO MaTepiayy it Kjacudikallid BUABJIEHNX crocobiB mcmxosorizanii odpasy Opaanpga. Spobseni
BUICHOBKIY 3 IIPOBeJIeHOI pobOTH JI HAKpeCJIeH] ITePCIeKTVBY OJAJBIINX TOCTIIPKEHb ¥ JAHOMY HAaIIPAMKY.
KarouoBi cioBa: poman B. Bysnasd «Opaanmgo», ricuxosorizania odpasy, nmpuiioMmu i criocodbmn.

Hoc'ranomca npoodJsieMn. 3 TOUKU 30py IICU-
xoJiorii TBOpYOCTi, mHcuxoJorizalia obpasy
IIEPCOHAKY B XYJZOXKHBOMY TBOPI BiZirpa€ NpoBigHY
poJIb y TIO0YZIOBI XyZOYKHBOI peasIbHOCTI, Y POBKPUT-
Ti 3agymy aBTOpa I JOCATHEHHI IOCTaBJIEHOI HUM
MeTy. BoHa € BasKMBMM 3acoOOM BIIMBY Ha YMTa-
Ya, BU3HAYAE OCOOJIMBOCTI CIIPUIIMAHHA I PO3YyMiHHA
HUM TBOPY 3araJjoMm. BinmosimHo, cmocobu, mpuitoMmu
i1 3Bacobu remxosorisaliii 06pasy B XyI0KHBOMY TBO-
pi 3ajseskaTh Bin HaraTbox (PaKTOPIB: CTUIIIO JTAHOTO
TBOPY, JOrO 3KAaHPOBOI IIPMHAJIEIKHOCTI, IICUXOJIO-
riYHMX 0cOOJIMBOCTEN aBTOpa, YOro MaHepM OIOBifi,
BJIACHMX yIIOI00aHb Ta HM3KM IHIIMX (pakTopiB. Ak
IIOKa3ye aHaJi3 AaHOI TeMM, 3 XyZOXKHBOIO METOIO
MOKYTb BMKOPMCTOBYBaTMCA Halpi3HOMAaHITHIII 3a-
co0u HaJaHHA IIePCOHAKaM IICUXOJIOTIYHNX O3HAK.

Merta pocaigskeHHs: 3’AcyBaTH, AKi criocobn
71 IpUIIOMM IICMXOJOTi3allil TepcoHakiB BUKOPUCTO-
Bye B. Byspd y cBoix TBopax (Ha IpMKJIaLi TOJIOB-
HOTO repos poMany «OpJanmo»).

3aBaaHHsA TOCIiIKeHH:

— 3podUTM OrJIAf HAyKOBMX ITyOJiKaliil 3a Te-
MOIO JIOCJJ3KEeHHA; 3’ACyBaTH IYMKY HAaYKOBIIB i3
IIpesMeTy PO3IJIALY;

— BificTesXuTy criocobu i MpuUoMy IICUXO0JOri3a-
1ii, Axi BukopuctoBye B. Bynbd nma 300pakeHHA
TOJIOBHOTO repod poMany «OpJanmo»;

— BIOIMICHUTM aHaJi3 OTPMMAHOrO MaTepiaty
Ta KJacudikyBaTy BUABJEHI CIIOcOOM IICMXOJIOTiZa-
11ii 06pazy OpJanna;

— 3pobUTH BMCHOBKM 3 IIPOBENEHOI poboTH 71 Ha-
KPeCcJnTH TIePCIeKTUBM IOAAJBIINX JIOCJIIYKEHb
Yy IaHOMY HaIpPsMKY.

AHaJi3 TEKCTy IIOKa3ye, 110 aBTOPKA BUKOPUCTO-
BY€ IIMPOKMIT apceHaJI 3acobiB ncuxoJorizarii mepco-
Ha’KiB, TOMY B IOJAJIBIIOMY 0OyJle HaBeJIeHUII BUKJIA
cucTeMu criocobiB, KOTPi BUKOPMCTOBYE aBTOPKA JIJIA
BUPIIIIEHHA IIOCTaBJIEHMX B3aBJaHb, 3 HaBeIeHUMNU
OIpUKJIaJaMU-IIATATaMM Ta IXHIM aHaJi30M.

Amamiz ocraHHIX JOCHiIKeHb 1 ITyOJiKaiii.
Io 3’acyBaHHA ocobJsMBOCTE)l CTBOpeHHA 00pasiB
IlepcoHaskiB y pomanHax B. Bysabd HeomHOpPaszoBo
3BepTa/McA fK 3aKOPJOHHI, Tak 1 BITUM3HAHI JO-
caigaukn ii TBopuocTi. IleBHI MipKyBaHHA 3 IIHOTO
IpuBOAYy HaABHI y mpauax A. Yoarepa (Bosrepa)

[1], T. B. Awmikina i H. II. Muxanabscekoi [2], Oabru
CionoBebkoi, I'puropia Cementoka, I'puropia Ko-
cuuku [3], H. IO. iykrenxko [4], B. B. Isamosoi [5],
H. II. Muxaascekoi i JI. B. Oynosoi [6], H. II. Mu-
xaJsbebkoi [7], P. Hambepca [8], miTepaTypo3HaBumx
crartax camoi B. Byasd [9] Ta in. Xymoskuinn me-
TOJ, MMUCBMEHHMIl, AK i i TBOpUIiCTH BiTHOCATHL IO
«IcuxoJiorignoi 1mkosm». 3oKpema, B IIybsikari-
AX mpo ii mpeAcTaBHMUKIB BilBHA4Ya€TbCsA, 10 IJIS
HIUX XapaKTepHMII IpPiOpUTeT CBiIOMOCTI JIIOOVHU
HaJl OyIb-AKMMM CYyCHINbHMMM (PaKTOpamu; BiicyT-
HICTb CIO}KETy, a OTKe 11 [ii B PO3BUTKY, AK IIPU-
MHATO y KJacU4YHOMY poMaHi. IIpoTe mismkoM HOBOI
BJIACTMBOCTI HaOyBa€ MCUXOJIOTIZM MOJEPHICTCHKOI
JgiTepaTypu. Ii TpejcTaBHMKM BM3HABAJIM iHTYI-
TUBHUI IIJIAX II3HAHHA [IOpAM 13 JOoriyHmMm, 30-
cepelyKyBaJiMCA Ha BHYTPINIHBOMY CBITiI JIIOOMHU
Ta Cy0 €KTMBHMX BpPaKeHHAX repod. Jasa ixXHbOro
IICUXOJIOTI3MY XapaKTepHa NMJIbHa yBara Jo0 I03a-
cBimoMux cdpep ncmxikm, 10 BHYTPIIIHBOI ODOpOTHOM
PO3IBOEHOTO «f1» JIFOAVIHIL

Y JiTepaTypHOMY TBOPI IICUXOJIOTIZM € CYKYII-
HicTIO 3aco0iB, KOTPi BMKOPMUCTOBYIOTHCA JJIA Bi-
I0oOpasKeHHA BHYTPILIHBOTO, iHOAI CyIepedsMBOrO,
CBITY repos — IJiA JeTaJIbHOTO aHaJi3y 10ro AyMOK,
HOYyTTiB, HepesKmBaHb. lleil cmocid 300paskeHHA
IIepCOHasKy O3HAdYae, II[0 aBTOP CTaBUTH IIepef CO-
6010 3aBIaHHA IIOKa3aT¥ OCOOMCTICTH repos Gesro-
cepenHbO 3 IICUXOJOTIYHOr0 DOKY Ta 3pO0OUTY TaKmit
criocib6 ycBilOMJIEHHA TOJIOBHMM. BHYTpINTHIA CBiT
IIePCOHAsKY IePeBaKHO 300paskeHniI 3a JOIIOMOTOI0
BHYTPINIHIX [iaJioriB, 110r0 yABM Ta CIOrajiB, MOHO-
JoriB i pmiaJjoriB i3 cammm coboro, yacom — uepes
CHM, JIMCTU Ta 0co0MCTi mogeHHnKN. IIpoTe criocobn,
opuiioMu 7 3acobu meuxoJiorizanii odpasy B XymosK-
HBbOMY TBOPI 3aJiesKaTh Bij 6araTbox pakTopiB: cTH-
JII0 TAHOTO TBOPY, JOTO 3KAaHPOBOi IIPMHAJIEIKHOCTI,
TICUXOJIOTIYHMX OCOOJIMBOCTE aBTOpa, 100 MaHepu
OIIOBifi, BiracHMX yrnomobaup Ta i. fIk moxkasye ana-
JIi3 TaHOI TeMU, 3 XyIOKHBOIO METOI MOXKYTb BUKO-
puUCTOBYBaTHCA Halpi3HOMaHITHIII 3aco0M HAaTAHHA
IIepCoHasKaM IICUXOJIOTIYHIX O3HAK.

BupginenHnss HeBUpillleHNX paHillle YacTUH 3a-
raapHoi mpobJsiemn. He 3Bajkaroum Ha 3AiiCHEHWMIT
OTJIAJ HAYKOBUX ITyOJIiKalliil 3a TEMOI JOCJIiIKeH-
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Ha, iHdopwmalii mpo crmocobu meuxoJsorisarii, AKY
BuKOprcToBye B. Bynbd msa 300paskeHHA TOJIOB-
HOro repos pomaHy «OpJaHZ0», HEe BUABJIEHA; II[0
3MYIIy€ JI0 IIPOBEJEHHA BJIACHOTO JIOCJIIiPKEHHH.

Bukaan ocHoBHOro marepiaiy. IIpoBenmene no-
CJIPKEHHA IIOJIATAE AK Y IIOUIYKY CIIOCODIB IICMXO-
Jorizanii o0pasdy TOJIOBHOTO Tepos, AKi BUKOPUCTO-
Bye B. Bysbd y pomani «OpJiaHnio», Tak i 3/ilicHeHHI
IIOJIaJIbIIIOTO aHaJi3y Ta KJacudikamnii 3ibpanoro
Matepiagy. Y pesyJsbTaTi BUKOHAHOTO JOCJIiIMKEeH-
HA OyJsu oTpuMaHi HAaCTyNHI JaHi, CTUCIMIT BUKJIAT
AKUX HABOAUTBCHA. BpaxoByroun Te, 1110 06cAr HaHOI
myborikariii He ;03BOJIAE BiI3HAYMTH BCi pe3yJbTaTy
3IICHEHOTO aHaJi3y, ¥ BUIIAIKy HEOOXimHOCTI i10T0
eJeMeHT OyayThb IOfaHi B xoxi Bukiyany. OTixe,
BUKOPMCTaHI HacTyIHI criocobu rcuxoJorisaliii o6-
pasy TOJIOBHOTO repos:

1. IIpsamoro MoBOIO aBTOpa (HaJAHHA NCUXOJIO-
TiYHUX BJIACTUBOCTEIH)

Posnouatyn nocaimyxkeHHA BapTO 3 TPaIMUIiIHOTO
crioco0y HaJlaHHA XYIOYKHBOMY II€PCOHA’KY IICUXO-
JIOTIYHMX O3HaK (BJACTUBOCTEN) — 3a HJOIIOMOTO0
IpUIMCyBaHHA iX repoeBi TBopy OesmocepenHbOIO
MoBo aBTopa. Ileii criocib € gysxe maBHIM, 110T0 BU-
KOPMCTOBYBAaJIM B CBOiX TBOpAaxX Ille aHTUYHI aBTOPMU.
Bin HajexuThb Q0 HANMIIPOCTININX, OCKIJIBKM aBTOP
3a BJACHUM 0askaHHAM MOYKe HaJaTU IepoeBi HeOO-
XiTHMX JIOMy IICHMXOJIOTIYHMX XapakrTepucTuk. He-
pioko BuKopucToBye jioro i B. Bysabdg mpu 300pa-
SKEHHI IICUXOJIOTIYHOI'0 IOPTPETY CBOIX IIEPCOHAXKIB.
Y pomani «OpJiaH0» 3HAXOAMMO HEMAJIO IIPUKJIIAIiB
3aCTOCYBaHHA LIbOTO METOJY.

1. For Orlando was a trifle clumsy [10, p. 12].
2. He was the very image of a noble gentleman
[10, p. 17]. 3. Here, indeed, we lay bare rudely, as
a biographer may, a curious trait in him, to be
accounted for, perhaps, by the fact that a certain
grandmother of his had worn a smock and car-
ried milk pails [10, p. 19]. 4. .. — he began to be
a little weary of the repetition... [10, p. 21]. 5. He
was young, he was rich, he was handsome. No one
could have been received with greater acclama-
tion than he was [10, p. 22]. 6. (For...all his images
at this time were simple in the extreme to match
his senses and were mostly taken from things he
had liked the taste of as a boy. But if his senses
were simple they were at the same time extremely
strong. To pause therefore and seek the reason of
things is out of the question) ... [10, p. 26]. 7. More-
over, the change in Orlando himself was extraor-
dinary. Nobody had ever seen him so animated. In
one night he had thrown off his boyish clumsiness;
he was changed from a sulky stripling, who could
not enter a ladies’ room without sweeping half the
ornaments from the table, to a nobleman, full of
grace and manly courtesy [10, p. 29].

fAx GaumMmo i3 HaBeJEHOro OmMCy, Iepel HaMu
rocrtae obpas OHOro mapyoOka, AKMUIT Ma€ He TiJb-
Ky puBabiyuBYy B30BHINIHICTE, aJje I OsaroponHe
OXOJYKeHHsA, 0araTcTBO Ta BiIOBiHE CTaHOBUILE
Y <«BUIIOMY CYCIinbcTBi». IIpmuomy 300paskeHnit
obpas He € CTaTUYHMM — y IIpoIeci BMUKJAAY BiH
3a3Ha€ 3MiH, KOTpi ITOB’A3aHi AK i3 3MYyKHIHHAM re-
posd, Tak i 31 3MIHOIO KUTTEBUX OOCTABUH.

IIpore mauwmii crioci6 ncuxosorizanii XymosKHbBOTO
0bpas3y mepcoHa)Ky He € TuIoBuM 1A B. Byiabd.
MosxamBo, He yepes Te, 10 BiH Mae€ IIeBHI HEJOJIKY,
a pajlle i3-3a TOro, 10 aBTOPKa HaJa€ IepeBary
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inmmMm cmocobaMm, AKi OinbIn mpuTaMaHH] 11 Xymosk-
HbOMY CTVJIIO Ta BJIACHUM yIONO0DAHHAM, OCKIJIBKN
HaJaoTh IIMPIINX MOKJMBOCTEN y BUPIIIEHHI, I10-
CTaBJIEHVX HEIO, XYJOKHIX 3aB/IaHb.

2. Onmc 30BHIIIHOCTI TOJIOBHOTO reposi 3a AOIO-
MOTOI0 300pasKeHHs MOPTPETY

Ommc 30BHIIIHOCTI, 300paskeHHA IOPTPEeTy Te-
posd, HaJla€ YMMaJMX MOYKJIVIBOCTEN JIJIA BUCBIiTJIEH-
HA J0r0 BHYTPILIHBOTO CBiTY. 3B’A30K 30BHIIIHOCTI
3 BHYTPINIHIM CBiTOM JoaMHM OyB BimoMuMm i BU-
BYaBCA MUCJNTEJIAMI III€e B AHTWYHI Jaciu.

Bcynepeu o OaraThox iHININMX IIUCHBMEHHUKIB,
Bipmxunia Bysnbd Hamae BuduepmHOi xapakTepuc-
TUKM CBOIM IIepCOHa)KaM, IIOYMHAIOYM 3 CaMOro
IIoYaTKy TBOPiB; i, Xo4a 3HaOMCTBO 3 ii repoamu
BimOyBa€eTbCA IOCTYIIOBO, IIPOTE, IIPOTATLOM I[iJIOTO
TBOPY, PO3KpMBa4M 3ycibid TOHKOIII iXHBOI Iy
Ta MIPUPOIN.

ABTOpKa 300paskae JOCKOHAJI JIeTaJbHI IopTpe-
TH IIePCOHA’KIB, aJKe BJIACHE 3aBIAKM IIOPTPETO-
Bl MM MOKeMO BiguyTu AYILIEBHUII CTaH, IIePesKy-
BaHHA, AYMKM Ta HAcTpiil repod. Uepes mopTpeTHi
XapaKTEPUCTUKM MOYKHaA I00auMTy, BIUIyTH camy
NyLIy JIIONVHM: yce JAMHaMidHe, yCe pyXa€TbCd
Ta 3MIHIOETbCA KOYKHOI MUTI — Tak caMmo, K 3MiHIO-
€ThCA 1 JKMBe Nylla JIIOAMHY, i1 HacTpiil 1 xapakTep.

Ixni mopTpern Ta mpuTamanHi iM pucyu BUMAaJIO-
BaHi B IIOCTIfHOMY pyci; Ipu IIbOMYy aBTOPKa He Ha-
MaraeTbCA BMOKPEMJIIOBATM HAJA3BMUUANHO BasKJVBI
pucu nepcoHaskiB. lyia Hel He icHye HiYOro Apyro-
PAIHOrO, HE3HAYHOrO — Oyab-AKa HaijapibHima me-
TaJb BJYMAaJIIOBaHa 3 TaKOI0 JIPMYHICTIO, 3 TaKUM
POMaHTM3MOM, TaK YyTTEBO; i, X0Ua HiZle HeMae€ JiT-
KOTO IIOCMJIAaHHA HAa PeaJsIbHUI 4Yac, BUAAETHCH, IO
ii repoi KuByTB TYT i 3apas, nopAx i3 HaMmm, AK O6u
3inmoBmmM 31 cTOpiHOK TBOPiB aBTOpKM. Ilcmuxoso-
risM DpoHM3yE BCIO TBOPUicTh Bipmxunii Bynbd, 60
1A Hei € ysKke BasKJIMBOIO JIIOJCHKA OCOOMCTICTD.

Y pomani B. Bysaed «Opaanmgo», mpo roJOBHOTO
repos poOMaHy B 3a3Ha4eHUI CIocib IMOBiIOMIIAETH-
ca "HactynHe: 8. ... the shapely legs, the handsome
body, and the well-set shoulders ... A more candid,
sullen face it would be impossible to find. Happy
the mother who bears, happier still the biographer
who records the life of such a one! Never need she
vex herself, nor he invoke the help of novelist or
poet. From deed to deed, from glory to glory, from
office to office he must go, his scribe following
after, till they reach whatever seat it may be that
is the height of their desire. Orlando, to look at,
was cut out precisely for some such career. The
red of the cheeks was covered with peach down;
the down on the lips was only a little thicker than
the down on the cheeks. The lips themselves were
short and slightly drawn back over teeth of an ex-
quisite and almond whiteness. Nothing disturbed
the arrowy nose in its short, tense flight; the hair
was dark, the ears small, and fitted closely to the
head.. and eyes like drenched violets, so large
that the water seemed to have brimmed in them
and widened them; and a brow like the swelling
of a marble dome pressed between the two blank
medallions which were his temples. Directly we
glance at eyes and forehead, thus do we rhap-
sodize. Directly we glance at eyes and forehead,
we have to admit a thousand disagreeables which
it is the aim of every good biographer to ignore
[10, p. 10-11].
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Cxoske Ha Te, 110 JaHUI IIOPTPET CTBOPEHUII Xy-
JIOSKHMKOM Y XBUJIVIHYM HATXHEHH:, aBTOP Yy 3aXO0-
IJIeHHI Bif npeamery (00’e€KTy), KOTporo 306paskae,
Ta, B3JaTHMII BUKJMKATY He MEHIIe 3aXOIJIEHHHA
i B ynTaya. 30BHIIIHA JOCKOHAJICTD JIIOOVUHY IIEepes-
0ayae HAABHICTb HM3KM BIiINOBIAHMX BHYTPINIHIX
puc, Kotpi € o3HakaMmm rapmonii. IIpore, He3Baska-
oYM Ha Te, IO JaHuil crocib jae 4muMaJio MOKJIV-
BOCTEJl NJIA CTBOPEHHA YABJEHHA IIPO IICUXOJIOTiI0
repod, B. Bysbdg, BoueBuab, Hazla€ nepeBary iHIIMM
criocobam.

3. Uepe3 moBegiHKY MEPCOHAKY (OIMIIC MOBEXIHKN)

Omyc noBediHKM HAJA€ NysKe IIMPOKUX MOKJIN-
BOCTel nOJA mcuxoJiorisarii obpasy. 3obpaskeHHA
TUIIOBMX MaHep IIOBEJiHKM, 3BUYOK Iepos A€ HaM
YABJIEHHA IIPO JIOTO BUXOBAHICTh, BMiHHA IIOBOJVITI-
cs, TaKMM YMHOM PO3KPUBAE JIOT0 BHYTPIIIHIN CBIT.
OcCKiJIbKM TIOBEJIiHKA IEePCOHA’Ky € 30BHIIIHIM IIPO-
ABOM JIOTO BHYTPILIHIX puc, JaHUI CIIOCI0 IICUXO0JI0-
rizarii obpasy AKHaliKpallle Hacye [0 BUPIIIeHH:A
XYOOXKHIX 3aBnaHb B. Bysnbd i Hajtgacrimnie Her BU-
KOPUCTOBYETHCH.

9.He... — ... — was in the act of slicing at the head
of a Moor which swung from the rafters [10, p. 9].
10. But since he was sixteen only, and too young to
ride with them in Africa or France, he would steal
away from his mother and the peacocks in the gar-
den and go to his attic room and there lunge and
plunge and slice the air with his blade [10, p. 9].
11. Orlando slowly drew in his head, sat down at
the table, and, with the half-conscious air of one
doing what they do every day of their lives at this
hour, took out a writing book labeled ‘Aethelbert:
A Tragedy in Five Acts’, and dipped an old stained
goose quill in the ink [10, p. 11]. 12. Soon he had
covered ten pages and more with poetry [10, p. 11].
13. He was careful to avoid meeting anyone. There
was Stubbs, the gardener, coming along the path.
He hid behind a tree till he had passed. He let
himself out at a little gate in the garden wall. He
skirted all stables, kennels, breweries, carpenters’
shops, wash houses, places where they make tal-
low candles, kill oxen, forge horse-shoes, stitch jer-
kins — for the house was a town ringing with men
at work at their various crafts — and gained the
ferny path leading uphill through the park un-
seen. There is perhaps a kinship among qualities;
one draws another along with it; and the biogra-
pher should here call attention to the fact that this
clumsiness is often mated with a love of solitude.
Having stumbled over a chest, Orlando naturally
loved solitary places, vast views, and to feel him-
self for ever and ever and ever alone.

So, after a long silence, «I am alone», he breathed
at last, opening his lip. ... He had walked very
quickly uphill through ferns and hawthorn bushes,
startling deer and wild birds, to a place crowned
by a single oak tree. It was very high, so high in-
deed that nineteen English counties could be seen
beneath; and on clear days thirty or perhaps for-
ty, if the weather was very fine [10, p. 12]. 14. He
sighed profoundly, and flung himself — there was
a passion in his movements which deserved the
word — on the earth at the foot of the oak tree. He
loved, beneath all this summer transiency, to feel
the earth’s spine beneath him; for such he took the
hard root of the oak tree to be; or, for image fol-
lowed image, it was the back of a great horse that
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he was riding; or the deck of a tumbling ship — it
was anything indeed, so long as it was hard, for he
felt the need of something which he could attach
his floating heart to; the heart that tugged at his
side; the heart that seemed filled with spiced and
amorous gales every evening about this time when
he walked out. To the oak tree he tried it as he lay
there, gradually the flutter in and about him stilled
itself; the little leaves hung, the deer stopped; the
pale summer clouds stayed; his limbs grew heavy
on the ground; and he lay so still that by degrees
the deer stepped nearer and the rooks wheeled
round him and the swallows dipped and circled
and the dragon-flies shot past, as if all the fertil-
ity and amorous activity of a summer’s evening
were woven web-like about his body [10, p. 13].
15. ... a trumpet sounded. Orlando leapt to his feet.
... The Queen had come. Orlando looked no more.
He dashed downbhill. He let himself in at a wicket
gate. He tore up the winding staircase. He reached
his room. He tossed his stockings to one side of the
room, his jerkin to the other. He dipped his head.
He scoured his hands. He pared his finger nails.
With no more than six inches of looking-glass and
a pair of old candles to help him, he had thrust on
crimson, breeches, lace collar, waistcoat of taffeta,
and shoes with rosettes on them as big as double
dahlias in less than ten minutes by the stable clock.
He was flushed. He was excited. But he was terribly
late [10, p. 14]. 16. By short cuts known to him, he
made his way now through the vast of rooms and
staircases to the banqueting-hall, five acres distant
on the other side of the house. But half-way there,
in the back quarters where the servants lived, he
stopped. The door of Mrs Stewkley’s sitting-room
stood open — she was gone, doubtless, with all her
keys to wait upon her mistress. But there, sitting
at the servant’s dinner table with a tankard be-
side him and paper in front of him, sat a rather
fat, rather shabby man, whose ruff was a thought
dirty, and whose clothes were of hidden brown. He
held a pen in his hand, but he was not writing. He
seemed in the act of rolling some thought up and
down, to and fro in his mind till it gathered shape
or momentum to his liking. His eyes, globed and
clouded like some green stone of curious texture,
were fixed. He did not see Orlando. For all his hur-
ry, Orlando stopped dead. Was this a poet? Was
he writing poetry? «Tell me», he wanted to say,
«everything in the whole world» — for he had the
wildest, most absurd, extravagant ideas about po-
ets and poetry — but how speak to a man who does
not see you? Who sees ogres, satyres, perhaps the
depths of the sea instead? So Orlando stood gazing
while the man turned his pen in his fingers, this
way and that way; and gazed and mused; and then,
very quickly, wrote half a dozen lines and looked
up. Whereupon Orlando, overcome with shyness,
darted off and reached the banqueting-hall only
just in time to sink upon his knees and, hanging
his head in confusion, to offer a bowl of rose water
to the great Queen herself [10, p. 14-15]. 17. She
flashed her yellow hawk’s eyes upon him as if she
would pierce his soul. The young man withstood
her gaze blushing only a damask rose as became
him [10, p. 17]. 18. She took it on her to reform
Orlando of his sins, which sickened him, so that he
drew back from the marriage, and did not much
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regret it ... [10, p. 22]. 19. Orlando now noticed that
her (Favilla’s) teeth were crooked, and the two
front turned inward, which, he said, is a sure sign
of a perverse and cruel disposition in woman, and
so broke the engagement that very night for ever
[10, p. 22-23]. 20. Soon it was observed Orlando
paid the Muscovite far more attention than mere
civility demanded. He was seldom far from her
side, and their conversation, though unintelligible
to the rest, was carried on with such animation,
provoked such blushes and laughter, that the dull-
est could guess the subject [10, p. 29]. 21. Indeed,
as the days passed, Orlando took less and less care
to hide his feelings. Making some excuse or oth-
er, he would leave the company as soon as they
had dined, or steal away from the skaters, who
were forming sets for a quadrille. Next movement
it would be seen that the Muscovite was missing
too [10, p. 30]. 22. So he yielded; believed her; and
asked her pardon [10, p. 36].

fAK BMAHO 3 HaBeIeHUX IIPUKJAJIB, OIUC IIOBE-
IIHKY AKHAMIIOBHIIIIE PO3KPMBA€E€ HaM IICMXOJIOTiIO
TOJIOBHOT'O Ir'epos TBOPY. 3 IEPIINX CTOPIHOK POMaHY
My nisHaemocsd, mo OpJaHAo HaJIEXUTh 0 JaBHBO-
rO, 3HAHOTO 1 BOMOBHMYOTO PONY. 3a BiKOM BiH Ie
He MOsKe OpaTy ydacThb y BiffHaX, IIpoTe Bike 3apas
IaB cobi CJIOBO IIPOJIOBXKYBATM CIIPaBy IIpallypiB
i roTyeTbcsa n0 ManOyTHIX BilicbKOBUX moxomiB. ITin-
gitok OpJaszo — BUTOHYEHA JI BpaljMBa HATypa,
BiH moJo0JiAe moesito, muire Bipimi i J00UTH Oy-
BaTM Ha camorti. IIpore, 7ior0 HeCTpMMHE 1 HeIo-
raMoBaHe HYTPO, IIOCTIfHO TATHE JIOTO HAa IIOIIYKU
npurof. BiH JIeTKO 3aXOIJIIOETHCA, IIPOTE € JOBOJI
JIETKOBAaKHVIM 1 HE3JJATHNM JI0 BCTAHOBJIEHHSA I'JIM00-
KIX 1 JOBrOTpMBaJMX CTOCYHKIB. JIIOJICbKI CTOCYHKM
JIJIA HbOTO — JIMIIIe Hecepiio3Ha Ipa, a3apTHA JUTAYUA
3abaBa. IIpore BMmazok 3 «MOCKOBUTKOIO» Calrero
3MiHIOE Hallle YABJEHHA IIPO Teposd, AKUII BUABJIAE
IIpMCTpacHICTh 1 rvmbury mouyTTiB. Bir posbemte-
HWI, BJAQIHUI, HECAMOBUTUI I HE3aJIEIKHUN; MOKE
He paxyBaTucCA 3 OYMKOWO iHIMX. Jloooy IoBKOJIA
HBOTO iCHYIOTB JIMIIE JJIA TOTO, I100 BIIOBOJIBHATU
yioro 3abaraHkm.

4. Yepes 3BMYHE OTOYEHHS MEPCOHAKY

3BUYHE OTOYEHH:A repod, aTMocdepa B AKiil BiH
Bupic, cpopMmyBaBcCd, KMUBE 1 Zie — TeK MoKe Oa-
raTo JIe4YOoro PO3II0BiCTM HAM PO IICUXOJIOTII0 repos.
Ileit crioci® Tek BMKOPUCTAHMUII Y POMaHi, 3 AKOrO
MOJKEMO JIiB3HATHICHA IIPO I'epos HACTYIIHE.

23. ... the attic rooms of the gigantic house of
the lord ... [10, p. 9]. 24. ... the sun falling through
the stained glass on a vast coat of arms in the win-
dow. Orlando stood now in the midst of the yellow
body of an heraldic leopard [10, p. 10]. 25. Having
stumbled over a chest, [10, p. 12]. 26. .. the house
was a town ringing with men at work at their var-
ious crafts — [10, p. 12]. 27. ... some vast mansion
like that of Orlando’s father, massed like a town
in the valley circled by walls [10, p. 13]. 28. That
was his father’s house; that his uncle’s. His aunt
owned those three great turrets among the trees
there. The heath was theirs and the forest; the
pheasant and the deer, the fox, the badger, and
the butterfly [10, p. 13]. 29. ... of his own great
house [10, p. 14].

fAx 6aunmo, iHpopmarliii HebaraTo, mpoTe 1 BOHA
BaXKJIMBA [JIA PO3YMIHHA TOro, AK (POPMYyBaBCA
OpJagno, KOTpuUiI IPOMKMBAB y JNaHOMY OTOYEHHI
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3 IUTUHCTBA. BiH KUBe y BeJIETEHCHKOMY 3aMKY
3 300paskeHHAMN POJIOBOrO repba Ha BiKHAX y BU-
Al BiTpaskiB; y Jioro KimMHaTi mopori posmmcHi
npenMmeru. Tepuropia 3aMKy BeJMue3Ha, HeHaue
Iijle MicTO — TYT INPAallOIOTh JIOAM PI3HMUX CIIelli-
aJIbHOCTEMN, AKi 3a0e3meuyloTh 0ro BoJIOJapiB yciM
HeoOXimHuM. A HOBKOJIa — TaKi X Ma€THOCTI Ta BO-
JIOMIHHA, KOTPi HajsexaTh poaydaMm OpJaaszo.

5. Uepes :KUTTENNC MEPCOHAKY Ta IOTO POAY
(cTaHOBUIIE B CYCHiJIBCTBI)

Hurrennc mepcoHaky, JOro IOXOJKEHHS TEX
Bimirpae 3Ha4YHy poJib B 300paskeHHI IICUXO0JIOTIYHOTO
nopTpeTy. All'Ke yCBIIOMJIEHHS IIPMHAJEKHOCTI 1O
IIEBHOTO POy, AK 1 O II€BHOI HApPOJHOCTi, Tpaau-
Liif, KYyJbTYPM — € Ba’KJMBOIO IICUXOJOTIYHOIO Xa-
PaKTEepMCTUKOI0 0CcOo0MCTOCTI KOXKHOI JronyHuN. He
3aJsmirae 6e3 yBaru Iff0 MOXKJIMBICTb IICMXOJIOTiBaIfii
71 B. Bysib; 3 IbOro IpMBOAY BOHA IMMIIIE HACTYITHE.

30. Orlando’s fathers had ridden in fields of
asphodel, and stony fields, and fields watered by
strange rivers, and they had struck many heads
of many colours off many shoulders, and brought
them back to hang from the rafters [10, p. 9]
31. His fathers had been noble since they had been
at all. They came out of the northern mists wear-
ing coronets on their heads [10, p. 9]. 32. ... the
memory of her young cousin (for they had blood
in common) green in her mind [10, p. 16]. 33. In-
stantly she plucked a ring from her finger (the
joint was swollen rather) and as she fitted it to
his, named him her Treasurer and Steward; next
hung about him chains of office; and bidding him
bend his knee, tied round it at the slenderest part
the jeweled order of the Garter. Nothing after
that was denied him. When she drove in state he
rode at her carriage door... She kept him with her
[10, p. 17]. 34. And the queen ... plotted for him
a splendid ambitious career [10, p. 18].

fAxym Moke OyTy caMOyCBIIOMJIEHHSA repos, AKUit
3MaJiedKy B3Ha€, 1[0 HAJEeXXKUTb JI0 JaBHbOTO i ca-
HOBHOI'O POZY, KPiM BCBHOTO IHIIIOrO, € poAudYeM caMoi
Kopomesn? Hecmpocra koposeBa Iepo 061apoBye
oHoro OpJaHzga: TUTyJIaMM, HAropojamy, 3aMKa-
M. Bora n6a€ IIpo HBOTO, BJIACHOPYYHO HaKPECJIIOE
71 BJIAIIITOBY€E Joro ManbyTHe; HaOmmkae 1o cebe
71 obepirae. BigmosimgHo, nmepebyBaoyuM IIii BUCOKUM
[IOKPOBUTEJILCTBOM, TE€pPOM IOYyBAaETHCA BJAIITOBA-
HIM 1 3aXUIIEHNM Bifi OyIb-AKNX HerapasiB.

6. Yepes cnpuiiMaHHS, BUCJIOBJIIOBAHHS, CTaB-
JIEHHSI iHIINX repoiB

HepCOHa}R II€BHVIM YMHOM IIOBOOUTLCHA, BUABJIAEC
BJIACHY aKTMBHICTb 1 BHYTPIIIHI BylacTUBOCTI (pucn),
ajie He MEHII BasKJIMBO 3HATH, AK CIPUIMAIOTH 1I0r0
i fforo moBemiHKY OTOUYyIOUi. IX BMCIOBIIOBAHHSA IIPO
repos BasKaThb AJIA YMTada HE MEeHIle, HidK BJCJIOB-
JIIOBAHHA C€aMOI'O aBTOpa TBOPY. fIKUMM BUIJIANAE
OpJasno B COPUMHATTI iHINNX II€PCOHAKIB POMaHY?

35. The long, curled hair, the dark head bent
so reverently, so innocently before her, implied
a pair of the finest legs that a young nobleman
has ever stood upright upon; and violet eyes; and
a heart of gold; and loyalty and manly charm —
all qualities which the old woman loved the more
the more they failed her [10, p. 16]. 36. Strength,
grace, romance, folly, poetry, youth — she read
him like a page [10, p. 17]. 37. For the old woman
loved him. And the Queen, who knew a man when
she saw one, though not, it is said, in the usual
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way, plotted for him a splendid ambitious career
[10, p. 17]. 38. It is certain indeed that many ladies
were ready to show him their favours [10, p. 22].
39. But what most outraged the Court, and stung
it in its tenderest part, which is its vanity, was
that the couple was often seen to slip under the
silken rope, which railed off the Royal enclosure
from the public part of the river, and to disappear
among the crowd of common people [10, p. 30]
40. And laughing at his vehemence, ... [10, p. 31].
41. ... sneered at him, for he must have seemed
a child to her, ... [10, p. 32]. 42. And then she
praised him; for his love of beasts; for his gallant-
ry; for his legs [10, p. 37]. 43. And halting at length,
out of breath, she said, panting slightly, that he
was like a million-candled Christmas tree (such as
they have in Russia) hung with yellow globes; in-
candescent; enough to light a whole street by; (so
one might translate it), for what with his glowing
cheeks, his dark curls, his black and crimson cloak,
he looked as if he were burning with his own radi-
ance, from a lamp lit within [10, p. 38].

IlepconaskiB, uepes3 cHpmiiMaHHA 1 BMCJIOBJIIO-
BaHHA AKUX HOonaeTbeA 0bpasd Opsanma — Hebararo;
BCi BOHM HaJIeKaThb OO 3BMYHOIO CePemOBUIA II0T0
nepebyBaHHA: mepenosBcim 11e KoposieBa i1 3HaTHI
npuaBopHI mamu. BescymHiBHO, 3Baskarodm Ha 3a-
XOILTIOI0YY 30BHimHicTs OpJanpa, ioro GaraTcTso,
3HATHICTD 1 BUCOKe CYCIIiJIbHE CTaHOBUIIE — BCi BOHU
B 3aXOILJIeHHI Bif HbOro. AJje, 3araJom, el criocib
Te)K He HAJIeXKMTD [0 I'OJIOBHMX CIIOCOOIB IICUXOJIOTi-
3arii obpasy, KoTpi BuKopucroBye B. Bysbd.

7. Yepes CBIiTOINIAL, MePEKOHAHHS, HOIJIAAM Mep-
COHaKY

CeiToryan, noryAnay i IIepeKOHAaHHA JIIOOVIHU
€ Ba’KJIMBOIO XapaKTEPUCTUKOIO ii ocobmcrocTi, KO-
Tpi BM3HAYAIOTH, TUIIOBI AJIA Hei, criocobu moBemiH-
k. IIpore mpo If0 CTOPOHY IICUXIKM CBOTO Trepos
aBTOPKA MOBiOMJIAE HAATO MAJIO.

44. So too would Orlando, he vowed [10, p. 9].
45. He held that the mixture of brown earth and
blue blood was a good one [10, p. 19-20]. 46. It was
not to seek «life» that Orlando went among them,;
not in quest of «reality» that he left them (common
people) [10, p. 21]. 47. «All ends in death», Orlando
would say, sitting upright on the ice [10, p. 32].

Cmnpasa, MabyTh, TyT 30BCIM He B OOMEIKEHOCTI
naHoro criocoby. Ase B. Bynbd onmucye KOHKpPETHY
JIIOUHY, ¥ KOTPOi, B CUJIy OCOOJIMBMX OOCTaBMH, He
cchopmyBasca meBHI IepeKoHaHHdA, a ii cBiTorsoanm
€ noBoJi mpuMiTMBHMM. MoKJaIMBO, caMe depes Iie,
Ipo 10 cTOpoHy mncuxiku OpJaHzma, aBTOp POMaHY
IIOBiZOMJIIAE NysKe MaJIo.

8. Yepes CcOpUITHATTSA IilICHOCTI MepPCOHAIKEM
(¥ioro BUCJIOBJIIOBaHHS, BPAasKeHHs, TyMKH i T. 1.)

CrpuitHATTA AiVICHOCTI IIepcoHa)keM — BUCBIT-
JIEHHA JI0T0 BpaskeHb, JYMOK, BICJIOBJIIOBAHb — TEXX
€ BimoOpaskeHHAM JIOTO IICUXIiKM, HE MEHIII BajK-
JUBUM, HIK Oomyc TuUIoBOi moBenmiHku. IIpmuarimhi,
IaHuii criocib memxogorizanii y B. Byabsdg Bigirpae
BasKJIMBe 3HAYEHHA IpY 300paskeHH] ITepCcoHaKiB.

48. So too would Orlando, he vowed [10, p. 9].
49. Sights disturbed him, like that of his mother,
a very beautiful lady in green walking out to feed
the peacocks with Twitchett, her maid, behind her;
sights exalted him — the birds and the trees; and
made him in love with death — the evening sky,
the homing rooks; and so, mounting up the spiral

o7 (47) ¢ July, 2017

stairway into his brain — which was a roomy one —
all these sights, and the garden sounds too, the
hammer beating, the wood chopping, began that
riot and confusion of the passions and emotions ...
[10, p. 11]. 50. He was fluent, evidently, but he was
abstract. Vice, Crime, Misery were the personages
of his drama; there were Kings and Queens of im-
possible territories; horrid plots confounded them,;
noble sentiments suffused them; there was nev-
er a word said as he himself would have said it,
but all was turned with a fluency and sweetness
which, considering his age — he was not yet sev-
enteen — and that the sixteenth century had still
some years of its course to run, were remarkable
enough. At last, however, he came to a halt. He
was describing, as all young poets are for ever de-
scribing, nature, and in order to match the shade
of green precisely he looked (and here he showed
more audacity than most) at the thing itself, which
happened to be a laurel bush growing beneath the
window. After that, of course, he could write no
more. Green in nature is one thing, green in lit-
erature another. Nature and letters seem to have
a natural antipathy; bring them together and they
tear each other to pieces. The shade of green Or-
lando now saw spoilt his rhyme and split his metre.
Moreover, nature has tricks of her own. Once look
out of a window at bees among flowers, at a yawn-
ing dog, at the sun setting, once think <how many
more suns shall I see set», etc., etc. and one drops
the pen, takes one’s cloak, strides out of the room...
[10, p. 11-12]. 51. It was a memorable hand; a thin
hand with long fingers always curling as if round
orb or sceptre; a nervous, crabbed, sickly hand;
a commanding hand too; a hand that had only to
raise itself for a head to fall; a hand, he guessed,
attached to an old body that smelt like a cupboard
in which furs are kept in camphor; which body
was yet caparisoned in all sorts of brocades and
gems; and held itself very upright though perhaps
in pain from sciatica; and never flinched though
strung together by a thousand fears; and the
Queen’s eyes were light yellow. All this he felt
as the great rings flashed in the water and then
something pressed his hair — which, perhaps, ac-
counts for his seeing nothing more likely to be of
use to a historian. And in truth, his mind was such
a welter of opposites — of the night and the blazing
candles, of the shabby poet and the great Queen, of
silent fields and the clatter of serving men — that
he could see nothing; or only a hand [10, p. 15-16].
52. Images, metaphors of the most extreme and
extravagant, twined and twisted in his mind. He
called her a melon, a pineapple, an olive tree, an
emerald, and a fox in the snow all in the space of
three seconds; he did not know whether he had
heard her, tasted her, seen her, or all three togeth-
er [10, p. 26]. 53. Orlando stared; trembled; turned
hot; turned cold; longed to hurl himself through
the summer air; to crush acorns beneath his feet;
to toss his arms with the beech trees and the oaks
[10, p. 26]. 54. Whom had he loved, what had he
loved, he asked himself in a tumult of emotion,
until now? An old woman, he answered, all skin
and bone. Red-cheeked trulls too many to mention.
A puling nun. A hard-bitten, cruel-mouthed ad-
venturess. A nodding mass of lace and ceremony.
Love had meant to him nothing but sawdust and
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cinders. The joys he had had of it tasted insipid
in the extreme. He marvelled how he could have
gone through with it without yawning. For as he
looked the thickness of his blood melted; the ice
turned to wine in his veins; he heard the waters
flowing and the birds singing; spring broke over
the hard wintry landscape; his manhood woke; he
grasped a sword in his hand; he charged a more
daring foe than Pole or Moor; he dived in deep
water; he saw the flower of danger growing in
a crevice; he stretched his hand — in fact he was
rattling off one of his most impassioned sonnets ...
[10, p. 27-28]. 55. Then, suddenly Orlando would
fall into one of his moods of melancholy; the sight
of the old woman hobbling over the ice might be
the cause of it, or nothing; and would fling him-
self face downwards on the ice and look into the
frozen waters and think of death [10, p. 31-32].
56. ... would try to tell her — plunging and splash-
ing among a thousand images which had gone as
stale as the women who inspired them — what she
was like [10, p. 32]. 57. ... and he felt as if he had
been hooked by a great fish, and rushed through
the waters, yet with his own consent [10, p. 37].
58. ... yet instantly bethought him how she was like
the spring and green grass and rushing waters...
[10, p. 38]. 59. ... for, still the astonishing, sinuous
melody of the words stirred Orlando like music.
Spoken with extreme speed and a daring agility of
tongue which reminded him of the sailors singing
in the beer gardens at Wapping, the words even
without meaning were as wine to him. But now
and again a single phrase would come to him over
the ice which was as if torn from the depths of
his heart. The frenzy of the Moor seemed to him
his own frenzy, and when the Moor suffocated the
woman in her bed it was Sasha he killed with his
own hands [10, p. 39-40]. 60. At last the play was
ended. All had grown dark. The tears streamed
down his face. Looking up into the sky, there was
nothing but blackness there too. Ruin and death,
he thought, cover all. The life of man ends in the
grave. Worms devour us [10, p. 40].

fAx BupHO 3 HaBenmeHoro, niA OpJaHza Xapak-
TepHe 0CcOOJIMBE CIPUIHATTA OTOYYIOHOi IificHOCTI.
Bin BpassmBuii, Ma€ BUTOHYEHE CIPUNHATTA IIPU-
POIV, CXUJIBHUI JIETKO 3aKOXYBATHUCH...

9. Yepe3 MOBY IepCcOHAsKy, iI0ro MaHepy BU-
CJIOBJIIOBATICA

61. So, after a long silence, «I am alone», he
breathed at last, opening his lips ... [10, p. 12].
62. «With all the pleasure in the world, Madame», he
replied, speaking French with a perfect accent. For,
heaven be praised, he spoke the tongue as his own; ...
[10, p. 28]. 63. ... and their conversation, though
unintelligible to the rest, was carried on with such
animation ... [10, p. 29]. 64. And then, wrapped in
their sables, they would talk about everything un-
der the sun; ... Nothing was too small for such
converse, nothing was too great [10, p. 31]. 65. «All
ends in death», Orlando would say, sitting upright,
his face clouded with gloom [10, p. 32]. 66. (For ...
with the unthinking passionate foolish actions and
sudden extravagant words in which, it is impos-
sible to deny, Orlando at this time of his life in-
dulged.) [10, p. 31-32]. 67. Upon which he told her
of the stags in the snow at home, and how they
would stray into the great hall for warmth and be
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fed by an old man with porridge from a bucket
[10, p. 37]. 68. Methinks it should be now a huge
eclipse of sun and moon, and that the affrighted
globe should yawn — [10, p. 40]. 69. Even as he
said this a star of some pallor rose in his memory
[10, p. 40].

10. Yepes iuTepecu, ymogodaHHsI, 3BYKU IEPCO-
HasKa

70. Orlando naturally loved solitary places, vast
views, and to feel himself for ever and ever and
ever alone [10, p. 12]. 71. At any rate, two years of
this quiet country life had not passed, and Orlando
had written no more perhaps than twenty trage-
dies and a dozen histories and a score of sonnets
[10, p. 16]. 72. ... unfaithfulness of men [10, p. 31-32].
73. It was Orlando’s fault perhaps; yet, after all,
are we to blame Orlando? The age was the Eliza-
bethan; their morals were not ours; nor their po-
ets; nor their climate; nor their vegetables even.
Everything was different [10, p. 18]. 74. He was
young; he was boyish; he did but as nature bade
him do. As for the girl, we know no more than
Queen Elizabeth herself did what her name was. It
may have been Doris, Chloris, Delia, or Diana, for
he made rhymes to them all in turn; equally, she
may have been a court lady, or some serving-maid.
For Orlando’s taste was broad; he was no lover
of garden flowers only; the wild and the weeds
even had always a fascination for him [10, p. 19]
75. ... Certain it is that he had always a liking for
low company, especially for that of lettered people
whose wits so often keep them under, as if there
were the sympathy of blood between them. At this
season of his life, when his head brimmed with
rhymesand he never went to bed without strik-
ing off some conceit, the cheek of an innkeeper’s
daughter seemed fresher and the wit of a game-
keeper’s niece seemed quicker than those of the la-
dies at Court Hence, he began going frequently to
Wapping Old Stairs and the beer gardens at night,
wrapped in a grey cloak to hide the star at his
neck and the garter at his knee. There, with a mug
before him, among the sanded alleys and bowl-
ing greens and all the simple architecture of such
places, he listened to sailors’ stories of hardship
and horror and cruelty on the Spanish main; how
some had lost their toes, others their noses — for
the spoken story was never so rounded or so finely
coloured as the written. Especially he loved to hear
them volley forth their songs of the Azores, while
the parakeets, which they had brought from those
parts, pecked at the rings in their ears, tapped
with their hard acquisitive beaks at the rubies on
their fingers, and swore as vilely as their masters.
The women were scarcely less bold in their speech
and less free in their manners than the birds. They
perched on his knee, flung their arms round his
neck, and, guessing that something out of the com-
mon lay hid beneath his duffle cloak, were quite as
eager to come at the truth of the matter as Orlan-
do himself [10, p. 20]. 76. Soon, however, Orlando
grew tired, not only of the discomfort of this way
of life, and of the crabbed streets of the neighbour-
hood, but of the primitive manners of the people
[10, p. 21]. 77. Orlando, who was a passionate lover
of animals, ... [10, p. 22]. 78. Orlando, it is true, was
none of those who tread lightly the coranto and
lavolta; he was clumsy and a little absent-minded.



«Young Scientist» ¢

He much preferred the plain dances of his own
country, which he had danced as a child, to these
fantastic foreign measures [10, p. 25]. 79. Soon he
had covered ten pages and more with poetry.

11. IlepeskuBaHHA, IOIYTTH, MPii IEePCOHAKY

80. The doubt underlying the tremendous force
of his feelings was like a quick-sand beneath
a monument which shifts suddenly and makes
the whole pile shake. The agony would seize him
suddenly. Then he would blaze out in such wrath
that she did not know how to quiet him [10, p. 34].
81. Time went by, and Orlando, wrapped in his
own dreams, thought only of the pleasures of life;
of his jewel; of her rarity; of means for making her
irrevocably and indissolubly his own [10, p. 34-35].
82. Still, all this and more than all this he would do
for her (Sasha’s) sake. As for his marriage with the
Lady Margaret, fixed though it was for this day
sennight, the thing was so palpably absurd that
he scarcely gave it a thought. Her kinsmen would
abuse him for deserting a great lady; his friends
would deride him for ruining the finest career in
the world for a Cossack woman and a waste of
snow — it weighed not a straw in the balance com-
pared with Sasha itself. On the first dark night
they would fly. They would take ship to Russia. So
he pondered; so he plotted as he walked up and
down the deck [10, p. 35].

12. YaBa, dpanTasis mepcoHasky

83. He ... was in the act of slicing at the head
of a Moor which swung from the rafters [10, p. 9].
84. And he fancied her at forty grown unwieldy
though she was now slim as a reed, and lethargic
though she was now blithe as a lark [10, p. 37].
85. Now the Abbey windows were lit up and burnt
like a heavenly, many-coloured shield (in Orlan-
do’s fancy); now all the west seemed a golden
window with troops of angels (in Orlando’s fancy
again) passing up and down the heavenly stairs
perpetually [10, p. 37]. 86. Ravished with her prais-
es and shamed to think how he had maligned her
on the knees of a common sailor and grown fat and
lethargic at forty ... [10, p. 37-38]. 87. Sometimes,
in the darkness, he seemed to see her wrappeda-
bout with rain strokes. But the phantom vanished
[10, p. 42].

13. Yepes meiizask (JOBKOJA MEPCOHAKY)

88. It was very high so high indeed that nine-
teen English counties could be seen beneath; and
on clear days thirty or perhaps forty, if the weath-
er was very fine. Sometimes one could see the Eng-
lish Channel, wave reiterating upon wave. Rivers
could be seen and pleasure boats gliding on them,;
and galleons setting out to sea and armadas with
puffs of smoke n from which came the dull thud
of cannon firing; and forts on the coast; and castles
among the meadows; and here a watch tower; and
there a fortress; and again some vast mansion like
that of Orlando’s father, massed like a town in the
valley circled by walls. To the east there were the
spires of London and the smoke of the city; and
perhaps on the very sky-line, when the wind was
in the right quarter, the craggy top and serrat-
ed edges of Snowdon herself showed mountainous
among the clouds [10, p. 12-13]. 89. Meanwhile, the
long winter months drew on. Every tree in the
Park was lined with frost. The river ran sluggishly
[10, p. 18]. 90. All the colour, save the red of Orlan-
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do’s cheeks, soon faded. Night came on. As the or-
ange light of sunset vanished it was succeeded by
an astonishing white glare from the torches, bon-
fires, flaming cressets, and other devices by which
the river was lit up and the strangest transforma-
tion took place. Various churches and noblemen’s
palaces, whose fronts were of white stone, showed
in streaks and patches as if floating on the air. Of
St Paul’s, in particular, nothing was left but a gilt
cross. The Abbey appeared like the grey skele-
ton of a leaf. Everything suffered emaciation and
transformation [10, p. 38]. 91 Now a sight of the
most extraordinary nature met his eyes. Where,
for three months and more, there had been solid
ice of such thickness that it seemed permanent as
stone, and a whole gay city had been stood on its
pavement, was now a race of turbulent yellow wa-
ters. The river had gained its freedom in the night.
It was as if a sulphur spring (to which view many
philosophers inclined) had risen from the volcanic
regions beneath and burst the ice asunder with
such vehemence [10, p. 43].

Yepe3 KapTMHY MacCOBOIO JiMXa, IIOTOILY, CIIPU-
YJMHEHOI'O BECHAHOIO IIOBiHHIO, IIepela€ThCHd, K
PYMHYy€eTbCA 3BUYHUI CBIT mepcoHaKy. lle Xymosk-
HiT 00pa3 — 30BHIIIIHE ABUIIE IIepena€e Te, 110 Bifg-
OyBaeTbCA BCEpeMHI reposd.

14. Yepe3 HamMipu mepcoHaKy

92. The night was dark; it was pitch dark; but
it was such a night as this that they had wait-
ed for; it was on such a night as this that they
had planned to fly. He remembered everything.
The time had come. With a burst of passion he
snatched Sasha to him, and hissed in her ear «Jour
de ma vie!» (Fr.) It was their signal. At midnight
they would meet at an inn near Blackfriars. Horses
waited there. Everything was in readiness for their
flight [10, p. 40].

15. Yepe3 cuTyaTUBHI CTaHU MEPCOHAKY

93. He sighed profoundly, and flung himself —
there was a passion in his movements which de-
served the word — on the earth at the foot of the
oak tree [10, p. 13]. 94. Orlando looked no more.
He dashed downbhill. He let himself in at a wicket
gate. He tore up the winding staircase. He reached
his room. He tossed his stockings to one side of the
room, his jerkin to the other. He dipped his head.
He scoured his hands. He pared his finger nails.
With no more than six inches of looking-glass and
a pair of old candles to help hip, he had thrust on
crimson, breeches, ... in less than ten minutes by
the stable clock. He was ready. He was flushed. He
was excited [10, p. 14]. 95. For all his hurry, Orlan-
do stopped dead. Was this a poet? Was he writing
poetry? «Tell me», he wanted to say, «everything
in the whole world» ... [10, p. 15]. 96. Such was
his shyness that he saw no more of her than her
ringed hand in water; but it was enough [10, p. 15].
97. And in truth, his mind was such a welter of
opposites — of the night and the blazing candles,
of the shabby poet and the great Queen, of si-
lent fields and the clatter of serving men — that
he could see nothing; or only a hand [10, p. 15-16].
98. ... Orlando was ready to tear his hair with vax-
ation ... [10, p. 26]. 99. For as he looked the thick-
ness of his blood melted; the ice turned to wine
in his veins; he heard the waters flowing and the
birds singing; spring broke over the hard wintry
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landscape; his manhood woke; he grasped a sword
in his had; ... [10, p. 28]. 100. For one second he had
a vision of them; saw Sasha seated on the sailor’s
knee; saw her bend towards him; saw them em-
brace before the light was blotted out in a red
cloud by his rage. He blazed into such a howl of
anguish that the whole ship echoed [10, p. 35].
101. ... and seizing her more tightly than ever, he
swung her with him half across the river so that
the gulls and the cormorants swung too [10, p. 38].
102. At last the play was ended. All had grown
dark. The tears streamed down his face [10, p. 40].
103. Many a time did Orlando, pacing the little
courtyard, hold his heart at the sound of some
nag’s steady footfall on the cobbles, or at the rustle
of a woman’s dress [10, p. 40]. 104. Flinging himself
from his horse, he made, in his rage, as if he would
breast the flood. Standing knee-deep in water, he
hurled at the faithless woman all the insults that
have ever been the lot of her sex [10, p. 45].

16. BipyBauHs, peJiiriiini mepesKnMBaHHsS IEPCO-
HaKy

105. ... and so bids us take refuge in the true
Church (in his view the Anabaptist) ... [10, p. 32].

Kpim Toro, mo BkazaHO IepKBY, OO AKOi HaJe-
skaB OpJiaHmo, PO 0T0 peJIiriiiHicTh OiIbIlle HiYoTo
He mnoBimomiaeTbcA. BiH He BinBinye OorocsyskiHb,
He MOJIUTHCH, He BeJle peJiriiinux Oecin i HaBiTH He
IyMae mpo 1e. Ajie, cyAAadM 3 TOrO, AK i3 MoJome-
4yM 3al1aJiOM BiH BiJIa€THCA I'PiXy — MOYKHA CTBEp-
JPKYBaTH, 1110 PeJIirifHicTh i pesiriiiai nepeskmBaHHA
loMy He NMpPUTaMaHHI.

17. sSRurTeBi minHOCTi, MpiopuTeTN

106. Her kinsmen would abuse him for desert-
ing a great lady; his friends would deride him for
ruining the finest career in the world for a Cos-
sack woman and a waste of snow — it weighed
not a straw in the balance compared with Sasha
herself [10, p. 35].

18. Cooragu mepcoHas:Ky

107. ... he (Orlando) would tell her of his other
loves ... [10, p. 31].

19. Crpaxu, mo0OOBaHHS MIEPCOHAKY

108. — for who can be sure that his rage has not
painted what he most dreads to find? [10, p. 36].

Cnoucok Jgitepartypu:
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20. 3HaHHA Ta BMiHHSA, OCBiTa MEPCOHAKY

109. ... his mother’s maid had taught him
[10, p. 28].

Binbmre npo ocsity it 3HanHA OpJiaHga Hidoro He
ckaszaHo. IIpoTe BiH 3Hae He TIIbBKM TpaMOTy, aje
I TInIlie II0eMM, 3Ha€ iCTOPil0 CBOTO POLY — 3 I[bOTO
MOKHa 3pOOMUTM BMCHOBOK, III0 JIOTO HaBYaJ M Kpim
rpaMoTu Ie ¥ icTopii, JiTepaTypi, MOKJIMUBO, Iie
1 reorpadii, MaTeMaTHIll Ta JeAKMUM IHIIMM HayKaM.
Ockinbky mIKis y Ti wacyu "He OyJ0, 0Y4eBUIHO, IO ITi
3HAHHA BiH OTPMMAaB BiJl TOMAIIHIX BUUTEJIB.

€ Takosk iHII cmocoOM, HATPUKJIAM: dYepel Kap-
TYHY MaCOBOTO JIVXa, IIOTOILY, CIIPMY/HEHOT'0 BECHA-
HOIO IIOBIHHIO, IIePeJIa€ThCA, AK PYNHYETbCA 3BUY-
HUit cBiT reposa. Ile xXymoskHiil ob6pas3 — 30BHIIIHE
ABUIILlE IIepefia€e Te, IO BiAOyBaeTbCA BCepeaVHi
repos; IpOTe aBTOPKa BMKOPMUCTOBYE L€l NPUIIOM
He YacTo, HIBUAINE AK BUHATOK. BigTak, BUKJag BU-
ABJIEHNX CIIOCODIB IcmxoJsiorizariii o0pasy Ha IIbOMY
MOKHA 3aBEPIINTH.

IIpoBenene mocaimxkeHHA Aae mifcTaBU 3poOUTH
HACTYIIHi BUCHOBKIM:

1. ITpoBemeHnit OIJIAN HAYKOBMUX ITyOJIiKaIliii 3a
TEMOIO JOCJIPKEeHHA JO03BOJIMB 3’fCyBaTU CTaH ii
BUBYEHHA 71 ocobiayBocTi i posryiany HayKOBILAMY;
mpoTe iHgopMalia mpo crocodu mcmxoJorizariii 0do-
pasy rojsioBHOro reposd B pomani B. Bysasd «Opian-
JI0» He BUABJIEHA.

2. IIpoBenene nOCHiYKEeHHA NO3BOJINIIO BUABUTHU
BEJIMKY KiJBKICTb criocobiB rcuxodsiorizamnii obpasy
TOJIOBHOTO repos B pomaHi B. Bysawsd «Opiannmo»,
a ixHil aHaJi3 J03BOJMB CTBOPUTU IXHIO KJACU-
dirariro.

3. CrBopeHa Kjacudikallia crocobiB ICMXOJIori-
3ar11ii 06pas3y roJIoBHOTO repod B poMaHi «OpJaanmo»
JI03BOJIMJIA BCTAHOBUTH, III0 aBTOPKa BUKOPUCTOBY-
BaJla WIMPOKMII CIIEKTP IIPUIIOMIB JAJIA CTBOPEHHHA
0o0pasy TOJIOBHOTO Teposi, i KOHKPETM3yBaTU BUKO-
pucTaHi Helo criocoby Ta IPUOMINL.

Y MaiibyTHbOMY IHependadeHO IIPOJOBYKUTHU PO-
60Ty HajJ [aHOI TEMOIO, 30KpeMa, PO3IJIAHYTHU
criocoby mcmxoJiorizariii obpasy repoiB, TOJIOBHUX
30KpeMa, B iHIMMX pomaHax B. Bynbd, a Takosx mo-
CJLANTY MOBHI 3aco0M, AKi BUKOPMCTOBYIOTBCA IIPU
LIbOMY.
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Beicoukasa O.J1.
JIbBOBCKMII HAIVIOHAJIBHBIN YHUBepcUTeT nMeHn VIBana PpaHko

IICUXOJOI'NM3AINA OBPA3A IIEPCOHASKRA B IIPONISBEJEHNIX B. BYJb®
(HA IIPUMEPE TVIABHOT'O TEPOd POMAHA «OPJIAHIO»)

AnHOTaUA

B crarpe chesiaHa IONBITKA BBIACHEHMA CIIOCOOOB M IPMEMOB IICUXOJIOIM3allNY II€PCOHAKEN, KOTOpbIe MC-
nosb3yeT B. Bysbd y cBoux mpomsBeneHMAX (Ha IpuMepe IJIaBHOro repos pomana «Opianpmo»). Cresano
0003peHre HayYHBIX ITyOJMKALIMil [0 TeMe JMCCJIeOBaHNA; BbIACHEHO MHEHIME YYEHBIX II0 IIPEAMETY PacCMO-
Tpenusd. JVccienoBaHbl criocoObl ¥ IPUIIOMBI IICUXOJIOTM3alNy, KOTOphIe Kcronab3yeT B. Bysnbd ana nzobpa-
SKEHIA TJIaBHOTO Trepos pomaHa «OpJiango.» IIponsBenén aHamms MOIyYeHHOTO MaTepuasa 1 KIacCuUKaIa
BBIABJIEHBIX CII0CO00B mcmxosiorn3anyu obpasa Opianmo. CresaHbl 3aKJIYEHUA U3 MIPOBEAEHHON paboThI
¥ Ha4YepYeHbI [IEPCIEKTVBY JAaJbHENIINX UCCIeIOBAHNI B TaHHOM HallpaBJIEHUMN.

Kaouesrie caoBa: poman B. Bynbd «Opianno», ncuxosornsainsa odpasa, IpUEMBL U CIIOCOObL.

Vysotska O.L.
Lviv National Ivan Franko University

PSYCHOLOGIZATION OF CHARACTERS IN V. WOOLF’S NOVEL «ORLANDO»
(ON THE EXAMPLE OF THE MAIN HERO «ORLANDO»)

Summary

An attempt of finding out the ways and methods of psychologization of characters Virginia Woolf uses
in her works (on the example of main character «Orlando») is made. A review of scientific publications
on the subject is made; a thought of the scientists on the subject of investigation is found out. The ways
and methods of psychologization used by V. Woolf for depicting the main hero of the novel «Orlando» are
investigated. An analysis of the material used and classification of the discovered ways of the Orlando’s
character psychologization is made. The conclusions from the work done are made 3giicHenuit anaJ i3 oT-
PMUMaHOrO MaTepiaJsy 7 Kiacudikalia BUABJIEHNX cIocobiB mcuxodorisanii obpasy Opsanpa. 3podieHi Buc-
HOBKU 3 mpoBefieHoi pobotu. The plans of the further investigations in this direction are outlined.
Keywords: V. Woolf’s novel «Orlando», psychologization of a character, ways and.
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