“Micic [JenoBeit” (ypuBok), Bipakunisa Bysdg
Iepexaan Pacninbkoi OsieHu

Sx no6pe! Hibu 3anyproemics 13 ronosu Ao Hir! Tak Oyno 3aBxau, KOJIH
1/ cIa0EHbKUI CKPETIT MeTeNb, SIKUW y HEel 1 3apa3 AepeHYUTh y ByXax, BOHa
BiunHsIa B HOpTOHI CKIIsIHI ABEp1 TepacH 1 3aHyproBajacs B moBiTps. CBixke,
THUXE, HE TE 1110 3apa3, 3BUYaiiHO, BPaHIIITHE TOBITPS; SK JIAMAC XBHIII; K MICTIT
XBUJI1; YACTUM, 3HOOTUBHM 1 (111 BICIMHAALSITUPIYHOTO TIBUUCHKA) TTIOBHUM
CIOpIIPY3iB; BOHA YeKasa 01 BIMTYMHEHUX JABEPEi: MMOCh 0Ch-OCh CTAHETHCS;
BOHA JIMBUJIACS HA KBITH, JepeBa, TUM 00 MMaB iX, HABKOJIO KPY>KJISIIU TPAKH; a
BOHA CTOsIa, muBwiacs, 71oku [litep Bomm He mpomoBuB: «Mpiete cepen
oBo4iB?» —Yu He Tak?— "MeH1 atoau nopobaroTees Ouibiie kanyctu'.— Yu
He Tak? BiH cka3aB 1ie, MaOyTh, MICJIS CHIJJAHKY, KOJIM BOHA BUHIILIA Ha TEpacy.
Le ckazas Ilitep Bounm, koTpuii ckopo noBepHeThes 3 [HA11, y YepBHI UM JIUIIHI,
BOHA HaBITh 3a0yra, KOJIU caMme, 00 B HbOTO BKpail HyJIHI JJUCTH; 1€ CJIOBA HOTO
3armam'sTOBYIOTHCS; Ta 04l; HOTO CKJIQJaHUH HIXK, TOCMIIIKa, OypKOTIHHS 1, KOJIU
CTLIBKH peueil 0€3MOBOPOTHO MIIIUIH - K JUBHO 9H TO JUBOBIDKHO! - Jleski
bpas3u, HaIPHUKIA, PO KAITyCTYy.

Bona 3actumia Ha TpoTyapi, B 04yKBaHHI Qyprona. “HUapiBHa >kiHKa”,
—mnonaymMmaB npo Hei Ckpyn [leBic (BiH ii 3HaB, K TH 3HAEII TUX, XTO KUBE
nopsiz 13 To6010 y BecTmiHncTepi); UMMOCH, ITEBHO, CXOXKa HA NTAIIKY; Ha COMKY;
CUHBO-3€JIeHa, JIETeHbKA, )KUBA, X0U i y)Ke 3a M'STAECST 1 miciis XBOpoOu BOHA
Mmaiixke nocusina. He momiTuBIIM iioro, BoHa POJAOBKYBaIa CTOSITH OIS
Mepexoy, 1 ii 009U TPOXU HAIPY>KHIIOCS.

Ta 3BicHO, KoM TIpokuBeMI y BecTMmiHCTEpl — CKITBbKHA? BXKE OLITbIIE
IBAALSATH POKIB, - HABITh MOCEPE TYPKOTY BYJIHULI 200 MPOKUHYBLIIUCH IOCEPENT
HOYI, TaK, MMO3UTHUBHO - JIOBUIII 1€ OCOOJIMBE 3aBMUPaHHs, HCBUMOBHY, HYJTHY
TUIIY (aJie, MOXJIUBO, I1e Yepe3 ii ceplie, yepe3 HACHIAKU, KaKyTh, IHQIIFOSHIII )
nepea yaapom bir-bena. Ocw! I'ynute. Crepiiry MenoiifHO — BCTYII; MOTIM
HEMOPYIIHO - roauHy. CBUHIIEB1 KOJIa MOOIMH MOBITPAM. “SKi ) MU BC1 TypHI
TeJIenHi”, —ayMaia BOHa, mepexonsauu BikTopis-cTpiT.

Boke, 1 3a 1110 Bce 1ie Tak JIO0MII, TaK OauMII 1 TOCTIMHO CKJIaJaclll,
TOPOJIHIII, TAaMAEII, IIOMHUTI HAHOBO Oyye€I; alne i HalHEeMOXJIUBIII IPUMapH,
oOpakeHi J10JICt0, SIK1 CUSATh Ha MOPO31, 30BCIM BiJICHIBaH1, 3alHATI TUM CaMUM;
1 TOMy Oe3nepeyHo, ix He OepyTh KOJHI TOCTAHOBHU MapjJaMEHTY: BOHHU JOOJIATh
KUTTs. [lomsau nronei, XuTanHs, IypXOTIHHS, IIeNIECT; TYPKIT, KJIEKIT, peB



aBTOOYCIB Ta MAaIllMH; YOBTaHHS XOASUUX PEKIIaM; TyXOBHH OPKECTp, CTOTIH
IIapMaHKH 1 TOBEPX AUBHO TOHEHBKHI BEpECK aepoIliaHa, - OCh [0 BOHA TaK
MOOUTh: ®KUTTS; JIOHIOH; 1 110 YePBHEBY MUTh.

MRS. DALLOWAY, by Virginia Woolf (fragment)

What a lark! What a plunge! For so it had always seemed to her, when,
with a little squeak of the hinges, which she could hear now, she had burst open
the French windows and plunged at Bourton into the open air. How fresh, how
calm, stiller than this of course, the air was in the early morning; like the flap of
a wave; the kiss of 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, "Musing among the vegetables?"—was that it?—"I
prefer men to cauliflowers"—was that it? He must have said it at breakfast one
morning when she had gone out on to the terrace—Peter Walsh. He would be
back from India one of these days, June or July, she forgot which, for his letters
were awfully dull; it was his sayings one remembered; his eyes, his
pocket-knife, his smile, his grumpiness and, when millions of things had utterly
vanished—how strange it was!—a few sayings like this about cabbages.

She stiffened a little on the kerb, waiting for Durtnall's van to pass. A
charming woman, Scrope Purvis thought her (knowing her as one does know
people who live next door to one in Westminster); a touch of the bird about her,
of the jay, blue-green, light, vivacious, though she was over fifty, and grown
very white since her illness. There she perched, never seeing him, waiting to
cross, very upright.

For having lived in Westminster—how many years now? over twenty,—
one feels even in the midst of the traffic, or waking at night, Clarissa was
positive, a particular hush, or solemnity; an indescribable pause; a suspense (but
that might be her heart, affected, they said, by influenza) before Big Ben strikes.
There! Out it boomed. First a warning, musical; then the hour, irrevocable. The



leaden circles dissolved in the air. Such fools we are, she thought, crossing
Victoria Street. For Heaven only knows why one loves it so, how one sees it so,
making it up, building it round one, tumbling it, creating it every moment
afresh; but the veriest frumps, the most dejected of miseries sitting on doorsteps
(drink their downfall) do the same; can't be dealt with, she felt positive, by Acts
of Parliament for that very reason: they love life. In people's eyes, in the swing,
tramp, and trudge; in the bellow and the uproar; the carriages, motor cars,
omnibuses, vans, sandwich men shuffling and swinging; brass bands; barrel
organs; in the triumph and the jingle and the strange high singing of some
aeroplane overhead was what she loved; life; London; this moment of June.



