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Îñêàð Óàéëüä äàâíî ïðèçíàí îäíèì èç ñà-
ìûõ çíà÷èòåëüíûõ ïèñàòåëåé êîíöà XIX âåêà.
Â èñòîðèþ ìèðîâîé ëèòåðàòóðû è òåàòðà îí âî-
øåë êàê áëèñòàòåëüíûé ïðîçàèê, äðàìàòóðã, ïîýò
è ýññåèñò. Â 1880-å ãîäû, çàäîëãî äî òîãî, êàê îí
ñòàë çíàìåíèòûì ðîìàíèñòîì è äðàìàòóðãîì,
Óàéëüä ñíèñêàë øèðîêóþ èçâåñòíîñòü êàê ýñòåò
è äåíäè, êàê àâòîð ïîýìû “Ðàâåííà” è ïîýòè÷åñ-
êîãî ñáîðíèêà “Ñòèõîòâîðåíèÿ”, 1881.

Ïðè àíàëèçå ïîýòè÷åñêîãî òâîð÷åñòâà Îñêà-
ðà Óàéëüäà èññëåäîâàòåëè ñëåäóþò õðîíîëîãè÷åñ-
êîìó è áèîãðàôè÷åñêîìó ïðèíöèïó, òî åñòü îáúå-
äèíåíèþ ñòèõîòâîðåíèé â çàâèñèìîñòè îò âðå-
ìåíè íàïèñàíèÿ. Òàêèì îáðàçîì, ñòèõîòâîðåíèÿ
äåëÿòñÿ íà òðè ãðóïïû – ðàííåå ïîýòè÷åñêîå òâîð-
÷åñòâî (1874–1881 ãã), çðåëîå òâîð÷åñòâî (1881–
1894 ãã.) è ïîçäíåå (1897–1898 ãã.), ïðåäñòàâëåí-
íîå îäíèì ïðîèçâåäåíèåì, “Áàëëàäîé Ðåäèíãñ-
êîé òþðüìû”. Òàêîå ðàçäåëåíèå îïèðàåòñÿ íå
ñòîëüêî íà ýñòåòè÷åñêèé àíàëèç òâîð÷åñòâà Îñ-
êàðà Óàéëüäà â òîé èëè èíîé ïåðèîä åãî ðàçâè-
òèÿ, ñêîëüêî íà èçâåñòíûå ôàêòû åãî áèîãðàôèè:
îò ñòóäåí÷åñêèõ ëåò äî òþðåìíîãî çàêëþ÷åíèÿ è
âûíóæäåííîãî îòúåçäà èç Àíãëèè.

Òàêîé õðîíîëîãè÷åñêèé è áèîãðàôè÷åñêèé
ïîäõîä îáóñëîâëåí, ñ îäíîé ñòîðîíû, äàâíåé òðà-
äèöèåé, à ñ äðóãîé ñòîðîíû, ïîêàçûâàåò óæå ñëî-
æèâøèåñÿ ñòåðåîòèïû ïðî÷òåíèÿ óàéëüäîâñêîé
ïîýçèè â ðóñëå åãî íåîðäèíàðíîé æèçíè, ñëîæ-
íîé òâîð÷åñêîé ñóäüáû, ñèñòåìû ýñòåòè÷åñêèõ
âçãëÿäîâ. Ïðè âñåì âíèìàíèè ê ýòèì âîïðîñàì
íå ñëåäóåò, îäíàêî, çàáûâàòü î íå ìåíåå âàæíûõ
ïðîáëåìàõ, êîòîðûå äàþò íîâûé êëþ÷ ê ïðî÷òå-
íèþ ïîýòè÷åñêîãî íàñëåäèÿ Óàéëüäà, êîãäà âíè-

ìàíèå óäåëÿåòñÿ ñîáñòâåííî ñòðóêòóðå ïîýòè÷åñ-
êîãî òåêñòà, åãî ìåòðèêå, ðèòìó, ñòðîôèêå, ôî-
íåòè÷åñêîìó è ëåêñè÷åñêîìó ñòðîþ. Èìåííî òà-
êîé àíàëèç äàåò ïðåäñòàâëåíèå îá ýâîëþöèè
Óàéëüäà-ïîýòà.

Óàéëüä çàÿâèë î ñåáå êàê î ïîýòå ïîýìîé “Ðà-
âåííà”1, êîòîðóþ íà÷àë âî âðåìÿ ïîåçäêè â Ãðå-
öèþ â 1877 ãîäó. Ïðèñóæäåíèå çà îêîí÷åííóþ â
1878 ãîäó ïîýìó Íüþäèãåéòñêîé ïðåìèè â Îêñ-
ôîðäå ñòàëî òåì ñîáûòèåì, êîòîðîå âñåðüåç çàñ-
òàâèëî Óàéëüäà îáðàòèòüñÿ ê ïîýçèè êàê ê âîç-
ìîæíîé ïðîôåññèè. Êàê ñïðàâåäëèâî îòìå÷àåò
Å. Âèòêîâñêèé, õîòÿ ïîýìà íå ïîëó÷èëà øèðî-
êîãî ïðèçíàíèÿ, â íåé “Óàéëüä âïåðâûå çàÿâèë î
ñåáå êàê î ñëîæèâøåìñÿ ìàñòåðå èìåííî ïîýòè-
÷åñêîãî ñëîâà” [1, 351].

Êàêîâû æå ñîäåðæàòåëüíûå è âûðàçèòåëü-
íûå àñïåêòû ïîýìû “Ðàâåííà”, èç êîòîðûõ ñêëà-
äûâàåòñÿ åäèíîå öåëîå ýòîãî ëèðî-ýïè÷åñêîãî
ïðîèçâåäåíèÿ? Èñòî÷íèêîì ðàçäóìèé-ïåðåæè-
âàíèé ëèðè÷åñêîãî ãåðîÿ ÿâëÿåòñÿ âîñïîìèíàíèå
î ïîåçäêå â Ðàâåííó ãîä ñïóñòÿ â Îêñôîðäå è
îñîçíàíèå åå êàê íà÷àëà ïîýòè÷åñêîãî ïóòè.
Óàéëüä îïèñûâàåò âåñíó, âðåìÿ ïðîáóæäåíèÿ
íàäåæä íà îáíîâëåíèå, êîòîðàÿ áóäèò â åãî äóøå
âîñïîìèíàíèÿ î âåñíå, ñòàâøåé íà÷àëîì åãî ïî-
íèìàíèÿ ñâîåãî ïðåäíàçíà÷åíèÿ.

Ïåðâàÿ ÷àñòü ïîýìû ïîñòðîåíà íà êîíòðàñò-
íîì îïèñàíèè ñåâåðíîé è þæíîé âåñíû; ïåðâûé
îáðàç “ñåâåðíàÿ âåñíà” (“northern Spring” [2]2) è
“àíãëèéñêàÿ âåñíà” (“English Spring”), õîòÿ è
áåäåí êðàñêàìè è ãðóñòåí (“this northern Spring is
fair”, “…and fair the violet’s gentle drooping head,
the primrose, pale for love uncomforted”), õîòü è íå
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1 Îáðàòèì âíèìàíèå íà èçâåñòíîå ñòèõîòâîðåíèå À. Áëîêà “Ðàâåííà”, 1909 (“Âñ¸, ÷òî ìèíóòíî, âñ¸, ÷òî áðåí-

íî, / Ïîõîðîíèëà òû â âåêàõ. / Òû, êàê ìëàäåíåö, ñïèøü, Ðàâåííà, / Ó ñîííîé âå÷íîñòè â ðóêàõ…” http://world-art. ru/

lyric/lyric. php? id=10680), â êîòîðîì ñîâðåìåííûé ãîðîä âèäèòñÿ êëàäáèùåì (“äîìà è ëþäè – âñå ãðîáà”), à Ðàâåííà

ïðåäñòàåò ãîðîäîì-õðàíèëèùåì íåïðåõîäÿùèõ öåííîñòåé êóëüòóðû. Íå èñêëþ÷åíà âîçìîæíîñòü, ÷òî Áëîê âñïîìè-

íàë î ñòèõàõ ñâîåãî àíãëèéñêîãî ïðåäøåñòâåííèêà, êîãäà ïèñàë ñâîå ñòèõîòâîðåíèå.
2 Çäåñü è äàëåå öèò. ïî êí.: Wilde O. The Works of Oscar Wilde – L.:Wordsworth Editions Ltd, 1994. – P. 157-164.
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èìååò ÿðêèõ è ÷åòêèõ î÷åðòàíèé, òàê êàê îí ëè-
ðè÷åñêîìó ãåðîþ ëèøü âèäèòñÿ è êàæåòñÿ
(“methinks”, “that seems”) – âñå-òàêè ñâèäåòåëü-
ñòâóåò î ðàñöâåòå ïðèðîäû – ïîëÿ, çîëîòÿùèåñÿ
ìàðòîâñêèìè öâåòàìè (“these fields made golden
with the flower of March”), ãðÿäà êðîêóñîâ, íàïî-
ìèíàþùèõ îãíåííóþ ëóíó, îêðóæåííóþ ïóð-
ïóðíûì îáðó÷àëüíûì êîëüöîì, è ÿðêèå çâåçäû
íàðöèññîâ. Îäíàêî ðàñöâåò òðîíóò ãðóñòüþ: “ïðè-
ìóëû áëåäíû îò áåçóòåøíîé ëþáâè, ðîçà ðàñïóñ-
êàåòñÿ êîëþ÷åé çåëåíüþ (“the primrose, pale for
love uncomforted, / the rose that burgeons on the
climbing briar. / the crocus-bed (that seems a moon
of fire/ round-girdled with a purple marriage-ring); /
And all the flowers of our English spring, / Fond
snowdrops, and the bright-starred daffodil”).

Âåñåííèå öâåòû ðàñêðàøèâàþò ìèð æèâû-
ìè ïðèðîäíûìè êðàñêàìè, ñîçäàâàÿ òîò ñàìûé
íåçàáûâàåìûé îáðàç, êîòîðûé ïî êîíòðàñòó äî-
ïîëíÿåòñÿ øóìîì “êàðêàþùèõ” ãðà÷åé (“the
cawing rooks”), “æóææàùåé” ìåëüíèöû (“the
murmuring mill”), “ïîþùèì â îïåðèâøåéñÿ ëè-
ñòâåííèöå” äðîçäîì (“the throstle singing on the
feathered larch”), “ðàçðûâàþùèì ïðîøëîãîäíþþ
ïàóòèíó è âçìûâàþùèì ââûñü” æàâîðîíêîì
(“Up starts the lark beside the murmuring mill / And
breaks the gossamer-threads”), ïîþùèìè â ÷àùå
êîðè÷íåâûìè êîíîïëÿíêàìè (“the brown linnets
in the greenwood sing”).

Æèâûå öâåòû ñåâåðíîé âåñíû è ðàäîñòíûå
ïåñíè åå ïòèö, äîïîëíÿåìûå ðåêîé è çåëåíîé ÷à-
ùåé, íåñóùèìèñÿ ïî íåáó ìàëåíüêèìè îáëàêàìè
(“The little clouds that race across the sky”), – âîò
òîò îáðàç âåñíû, íà ôîíå êîòîðîãî è ïî êîíòðàñ-
òó ñ êîòîðûì ðàçâåðòûâàåòñÿ îáðàç èòàëüÿíñêîé
âåñíû, ïðîáóäèâøåé â äóøå ëèðè÷åñêîãî ãåðîÿ
ïûëêèå ÷óâñòâà ïðè âñòðå÷å ñ Ðàâåííîé – ãîðî-
äîì-ñèìâîëîì, ãîðîäîì-ëåãåíäîé.

Îáðàç èòàëüÿíñêîé âåñíû ïîëîí ÿðêîãî ñîë-
íå÷íîãî ñâåòà è ïîðàæàþùèì âîîáðàæåíèå ìè-
ðîì ìóçûêè è êðàñîê. Ýòî íå ïðîñòî âåñíà “íà-
ïîåííûõ ñîëíöåì öâåòîâ” è “ñâåòÿùèõñÿ íàëè-
òûõ ÿáëîê” [3]3, çäåñü âîçäóõ ñëàäîê (“air was
sweet”), áèðþçîâîå íåáî íà çàêàòå ñòàíîâèòñÿ çî-
ëîòûì (“The turquoise sky to burnished gold was
turned”), à ïîòîì îêðàøèâàåòñÿ â ìàëèíîâûé öâåò
(“And ere the crimson after-glow was passed”). Èòà-
ëüÿíñêàÿ âåñíà äëÿ ëèðè÷åñêîãî ãåðîÿ – “íàñòî-
ÿùàÿ, ïîëíàÿ” âåñíà (“Full Spring”) â öàðñòâåí-
íîì þæíîì êëèìàòå (“lordly southern clime”).

Ïðè ñèëüíîì îòëè÷èè îáà îáðàçà âåñíû ñâÿ-
çàíû äëÿ ëèðè÷åñêîãî ãåðîÿ âîåäèíî, òàê êàê íà

ïðèíöèïå êîíòðàñòíîñòè ñòðîèòñÿ åäèíûé ñìûñ-
ëîâîé îáðàç âåñíû – ãîëóáîé ïëàìåíü îäíîé
(“a flame of blue”) ïåðåòåêàåò â äåíü, îòìå÷åííûé
ïëàìåíåì ðàí äðóãîé (“the day, marked with wounds
of flame”). Êîìïîçèöèîííî îáà îáðàçà ðàçâåðíó-
òû â îäíîé ñòðîôè÷åñêîé åäèíèöå è ñâÿçàíû ïî-
âòîðîì “ãîä íàçàä” (“A year ago”).

Ìîòèâ ïðèðîäíîãî âîçðîæäåíèÿ è åäèíñòâà
ïðèðîäíûõ ñèë çåìëè ÷åðåç ñîïîñòàâëåíèÿ è ïà-
ðàëëåëè â îáðàçàõ âåñíû ãîòîâèò ê âîñïðèÿòèþ
îäíîãî èç êëþ÷åâûõ îáðàçîâ ïîýìû – îáðàçà Ðà-
âåííû, äðåâíåé (“ancient”), êîðîíîâàííîé êîðî-
íàìè áàøåí (“Crowned with her crown of towers!”),
èìåíóåìîé “ñâÿùåííûì ãîðîäîì” (“Holy City”).
Çäåñü âñå íåîáû÷íî òèõî è íåò ïðèçíàêîâ æèçíè
è ðàäîñòè – “How strangely still! no sound of life or
joy / Startles the air”. Ãîðîä ìîë÷àëèâ, ïå÷àëåí è
ñëàäîñòåí, îñâîáîæäàÿ îò áåñïîêîéíîãî ñòðàõà –
“O sad, and sweet, and silent! surely here / A man
might dwell apart from troublous fear”.

Îáðàç Ðàâåííû ðàñêðûâàåòñÿ ÷åðåç âêëþ÷å-
íèå ðÿäà êîíòðàñòíûõ îáðàçîâ: ñ âåñåííåé Ðàâåí-
íîé ëèðè÷åñêèé ãåðîé çíàêîìèòñÿ íà çàêàòå, ÷òî
âûâîäèò íà ïåðâûé ïëàí ìîòèâû ïîêîÿ, çàáâå-
íèÿ è ïàìÿòè âðåìåí. Ðàâåííà ñðàâíèâàåòñÿ ñ
Ïðîçåðïèíîé (“Ay! Amid lotus-meadows dost thou
stand, / Like Proserpine...”), çäåñü âîäû Ëåòû è
ðîêîâîé ïëþù, êîòîðûå çàñòàâëÿþò çàáûòü î ðî-
äèíå (“here, indeed / Are Lethe’s waters, and that
fatal weed / Which makes a man forget his
fartherland”), çäåñü è ïîëå áðàíè äîáëåñòíûõ âî-
èíîâ è îõðàíÿåìûé ãîðîäîì ïîêîé è âåëè÷èå èõ.
Áåçäåòíûé ãîðîä (“O childless city!”) âñå æå îáëà-
äàåò óäèâèòåëüíîé ìàãèåé è ðîæäàåò â ñåðäöå
ïëàìåíü þíîé ñòðàñòè (“O how my heart with
boyish passion burned…”), ïðîáóæäàÿ ÷åëîâå÷åñ-
êèå ñåðäöà äëÿ ìå÷òû î âîçâûøåííîì (“for a
mighty spell, / to wake men”s hearts to dreams of
things sublime”).

Êàêîâû æå ýòè ïðèçðàêè ãåðîè÷åñêîãî ïðî-
øëîãî, êîòîðûå ñïîñîáíû ïðîáóäèòü â ñåðäöå
ëèðè÷åñêîãî ãåðîÿ æåëàíèå è ñòðàñòü? Òóò âîñ-
ïîìèíàíèå î ôðàíöóçñêîì ðûöàðå Ãàñòîíå äå
Ôóà, íàâåÿííîå îäèíîêî âîçâûøàþùåéñÿ “ôðàí-
öóçñêîé êîëîííîé” – “Your lonely pillar, rising
on the plain, / marks where the bravest knight of
France was slain”; òóò è âîñïîìèíàíèå î ëåãåí-
äàðíîì êîðîëå ãîòîâ Òåîäîðèêå, âûçâàííîå ðàç-
ðóøåííûì âðåìåíåì è íåïîãîäîé ìàâçîëååì
(“Time hath not spared his ruin, – wind and rain /
have broken down his stronghold…”), – âîò òå êàð-
òèíû ïðîøëîãî, êîòîðûå ìîãóò òîëüêî óñèëèòü
îáðàç “óíè÷òîæåííîé âðåìåíåì” Ðàâåííû, èáî
“ñìåðòü, âñåì ó÷àñòü ðàâíóþ ñóëÿ, / ñìåøàåò ïðàõ
øóòà è êîðîëÿ”.

Çâó÷àùåìó â ýòèõ ñòðîêàõ ìîòèâó áðåííîñ-
òè âñåãî æèâîãî è ðàâåíñòâà ñìåðòíûõ ïðåä íåþ

3 Çäåñü è äàëåå öèò. ïî êí.: Óàéëüä O. Ðàâåííà //

Îñêàð Óàéëüä. Ïîëíîå ñîáðàíèå ñòèõîòâîðåíèé è ïîýì. –

ÑÏá.: Åâðàçèÿ, 2000. – Ñ. 29-43.
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ïðîòèâîñòîèò ìîòèâ âå÷íîñòè Ïîýçèè è Ïîýòà,
íàä êîòîðûìè íå âëàñòíî âðåìÿ è òëåí. Áûëîå
âåëè÷èå è ðûöàðÿ è êîðîëÿ ìåðêíåò è òåðÿåò
ñìûñë (îíè áåäíû è òùåòíû – “poor and vain”)
ïåðåä ïàìÿòüþ è ñëàâîé âåëèêîãî Äàíòå, ïðàõ
êîòîðîãî íàâåêè ñîõðàíèò Ðàâåííà, äàâ åãî äóøå
ïîêîé è âå÷íóþ ïàìÿòü ïîòîìêîâ (“O mightiest
exile! All the grief is done: / Thy soul walks now beside
thy Beatrice; / Ravenna guards thine ashes: sleep in
peace.”). Îáðàç Ðàâåííû, êîòîðàÿ äàåò ïîêîé è
ñòàíîâèòñÿ ïðèñòàíèùåì Ïîýòà, êîòîðàÿ çàìåíÿ-
åò òåðíîâûé âåíåö Äàíòå ëàâðîâûì, ïðîäîëæåí
îáðàçîì Ðàâåííû, äàðóþùåé ïðèþò Ïîýòó-áîð-
öó çà ñâîáîäó.

Â ñâÿçè ñ âîçíèêàþùèì çäåñü ïî åñòåñòâåí-
íîé àññîöèàöèè îáðàçîì Áàéðîíà â ïîýìå çâó÷èò
ïî-íîâîìó ìîòèâ ãðàæäàíñêîãî ïðåäíàçíà÷åíèÿ
Ïîýòà: íå òîëüêî çà ïåñíü ïðèçíàòåëåí åìó íåâå-
æåñòâåííûé ìèð (“this dull world is grateful for thy
song”); áîëåå âàæíà ëþáîâü ê ñâîáîäå, êîòîðàÿ
äëÿ Áàéðîíà åñòü “Îò ãèáåëè õðàíÿùèé àëûé
êðåñò, / Èëè ìàÿê, íà ñîòíè ìèëü îêðåñò / Ñðåäè
øòîðìîâ çàìåòíûé ìîðÿêàì…” (“As the red cross
which seveth men in war, / As a flame-bearded beacon
seen from far / by mariners upon a storm- tossed
sea, – / Such was his love for Greece and Liberty!”).

Êëþ÷åâàÿ îáðàçíàÿ äåòàëü ïîýìû – âåíîê,
âåíåö (“crown”) – ïðè ðàñêðûòèè ìîòèâà ñâîáî-
äû, áîðüáû çà íåå, ñîñòàâëÿþùåé ãðàæäàíñêèé
äîëã ïîýòà, ïðèîáðåòàåò äîïîëíèòåëüíûé
ñìûñë – òåïåðü ýòî íå ïðîñòî ëàâðîâûé âåíåö
ïîýòà, ýòî âåíîê, êîòîðûé âñåãäà çåëåí è ñâåæ, â
êîòîðûé âïëåòåíû êðàñíûå ëåïåñòêè ñàôè÷åñêèõ
ìèòèëåíñêèõ ðîç, öâåòû ìèðòà è ëèñòüÿ ëàâðà
(“Byron, thy crowns are ever fresh and green: / red
leaves of rose from Sapphic Mitylene, / Shall bind
thy brows; the myrtle blooms for thee… / the laurels
wait thy coming: all are thine / And round thy head
one perfect wreath will twine”). Âåíîê Ïîýòà-áîð-
öà çà Ñâîáîäó – ýòî “ñîâåðøåííûé âåíîê”.

Âêëþ÷åíèå îáðàçîâ Äàíòå è Áàéðîíà â åäè-
íûé îáðàç Ðàâåííû ïîçâîëÿåò ñ óâåðåííîñòüþ
ãîâîðèòü î òîì, êàêîå âîëíåíèå ó ëèðè÷åñêîãî
ãåðîÿ îíè âûçûâàþò, ðîæäàÿ ñòðàñòíîå áèåíèå
ñåðäöà è ïëàìåíü ñòðàñòè (“my heart with boyish
passion burned”). Òåìà ïîëèòè÷åñêîé ñâîáîäû
ïðîäîëæåíà òåìîé ñâîáîäû, êîòîðóþ äàðóåò áëà-
ãîñòíàÿ ïðèðîäà ñàìîé Ðàâåííû; â åäèíåíèè ñ íåé
ïîýò ïîçíàåò êðàñîòó è âå÷íîñòü ïðèðîäû è àí-
òè÷íîñòè, ïðîíèêàåòñÿ ñíîì îá Ýëëàäå, ê êîòî-
ðîé âîñõîäèò èñòîðèÿ Ðàâåííû: “…Âíåìëÿ ïå-
íüþ ïòèö, / âîñòîðãà ïîëîí, ÿ ãîòîâ áûë íèö /
Óïàñòü ïåðåä ìãíîâåíèåì ñâîáîäû, ïåðåä ïîêî-
åì, ÷òî ëåñíûå ñâîäû / Äóøå èñòîñêîâàâøåéñÿ
ñóëÿò. Èç ïàìÿòè, èç òåìíûõ àíôèëàä, / Áîãîâ
ïðåîáðàçèâøèåñÿ òåíè / Âûõîäÿò…” (ê ñîæàëå-
íèþ, ïåðåâîä íåòî÷åí. – Í. Ð.) (“I wandered

through the wood in wild delight… / O waving trees,
O forest liberty! / Within your haunts at least a man is
free, / And half forgets the wary world of strife: / the
blood flows hotter, and a sense of life/ Wakes i’the
quickening veins, while once again / The woods are
filled with gods we fancied slain”).

Ìå÷òû îá Ýëëàäå è ïðåêðàñíûå ãðå÷åñêèå
áîãè äàðóþò ñëàäêèå, íàïîåííûå ìåäîì ÷àñû,
êîòîðûå ïîãëîùàþò äóøó, ïîäîáíî ìîðþ, è óâî-
äÿò ìûñëè î ÷åðíîì Ãåôñèìàíå (“Alas! Alas! These
sweet and honied hours / Had whelmed my heart like
some encroaching sea, / and drowned all the thoughts
of black Gethsemane”). Äà, ïðåäàòåëüñòâî è çëî íå
èñ÷åçíóò â ìèðå – ëèðè÷åñêèé ãåðîé íå ñêëîíåí
ê íàèâíîé èäåàëèçàöèè ìèðà è ëþäåé, íî ìãíî-
âåíèÿ ñâîáîäû äóøåâíîé, äàðóåìîé áëàãîñòíîé
Ðàâåííîé, íåîáõîäèìû äëÿ îáðåòåíèÿ ÿñíîãî
ïîíèìàíèÿ âå÷íîãî è íåïðåõîäÿùåãî â æèçíè
÷åëîâå÷åñêîé.

Ïðåêðàñíîìó îáðàçó Ðàâåííû â ïðîøëîì
ïðîòèâîïîñòàâëåí åå òðàãè÷åñêèé îáëèê â íàñòî-
ÿùåì. Ðàçâåí÷àííàÿ (“Discrowned by man...”),
îñòàâëåííàÿ ìîðåì (“…deserted by the sea”), ñïÿ-
ùàÿ â ðóèíàõ â îäèíîêîé ãîðåñòè (“thou sleepest,
rocked in lonely misery!”), íàñìåõàþùàÿñÿ íàä ÷å-
ëîâå÷åñêèì âåëè÷èåì (“to mock all human
greatness”), ïàäøàÿ ïîä íàòèñêîì ñóäüáû c óöå-
ëåâøèì âåíêîì óâÿäøèõ ëèñòüåâ ëàâðà äà ïîòóñ-
êíåâøèì ãåðáîì (“O fallen! Fallen! from your high
estate, / O city trammeled in the toils of Fate’ / doth
nought remain of all thy glorious days, / But a dull
shield, a crown of withered bays!”) – òàêîâà Ðàâåí-
íà â íàñòîÿùåì.

Ýòîìó ïå÷àëüíîìó îáðàçó ñëàâíîãî ãîðîäà â
ñîçíàíèè ãåðîÿ ïðîòèâîñòîèò èíàÿ Ðàâåííà – òà,
÷òî ìîæåò ïðîáóäèòüñÿ è âåðíóòü ê êðàñîòå æèç-
íè àëóþ ðîçó èç ñìåðòåëüíîãî ñíåæíîãî ïëåíà,
îêðàñèòü áåçæèçíåííûå çåìëè â êðàñíî-çîëîòîé
öâåò ïëîäîíîñÿùèõ ïîëåé, çàñòûâøèõ â õîëîäå
çèìû (“thou, even thou, mayst wake, as wakes the
rose / To crimson splendour from its grave of snows;
/ as the rich corn-fields rise to red and gold / from
these brown lands, now still with Winter’s cold”) è
ÿâèòüñÿ ìèðó çâåçäîþ ñîâåðøåíñòâà èç áóðü ìîð-
ñêèõ (“As from the storm-rack comes a perfect star!”).
Ñî÷åòàíèå â åäèíîì îáðàçå Ðàâåííû äâóõ ïðîòè-
âîïîëîæíûõ âûçûâàåò â ëèðè÷åñêîì ãåðîå îñîç-
íàíèå ñîâåðøåíñòâà ñâîåé ëþáâè ê íåé, òàêîé
ðàçíîé è ïðîòèâîðå÷èâîé, à âìåñòå ñ òåì óäèâè-
òåëüíî ñòîéêîé, òàê êàê èìåííî îíà åñòü äóõîâ-
íàÿ ðîäèíà ïîýòà, êóäà îí ñòðåìèòñÿ ïîäîáíî ãî-
ëóáþ â ñâîå ãíåçäî (“yet back to thee returns my
perfect love, / as to its forest-nest the evening dove”).

Äóõîâíàÿ ðîäèíà Ïîýòà, ãîðîä Ïîýòà (“poet”s
city!”) – âîò ÷òî ÿâëÿåòñÿ ãëàâíûì â âîñïðèÿòèè
Ðàâåííû ëèðè÷åñêèì ãåðîåì, èìåííî òàì ïîñëå
äîëãèõ äíåé ñòðàíñòâèé (“after long days of weary
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traveling”) â åãî ñåðäöå çàðîäèëñÿ áëàãîðîäíûé
îãîíü (“…yet i know / that never felt my heart a nobler
glow...”). È ïî ïðîøåñòâèè ãîäà ëèðè÷åñêèé ãå-
ðîé, ñ ãðóñòüþ ðàçìûøëÿÿ î ñîâåðøåííîì öèêëå
ñìåíû âðåìåí (“So runs the perfect cycle of the
year”) è î áðåííîñòè âñåãî æèâîãî, ñ óâåðåííîñ-
òüþ ãîâîðèò î íåèñ÷åçàþùåé ñòðàñòíîé ëþáâè ê
Ðàâåííå, êîòîðàÿ âíîâü çàÿâëÿåò î ñåáå âî âåñü
ãîëîñ ñ ïðèõîäîì âåñíû ëþáâè (“And wakes again
my passionate love for thee: / now is the Spring of
Love…”).

Ìîòèâ ëþáâè îðãàíè÷åñêè ïðîäîëæàåò òåìó
âåñíû – ëþáîâü îäíà íå çíàåò çèìû, à çíà÷èò,
ñìåðòè, îíà íèêîãäà íå óìðåò è åé íå ñòðàøíû íè
ãðîçíûå áóðè, íè ñâèíöîâûå òó÷è (“Love only
knows no winter; never dies: nor cares for frowning
storms or leaden skies / And mine for thee shall never
pass away…”). Äëÿ ëèðè÷åñêîãî ãåðîÿ Ðàâåííà
èñòî÷íèê âäîõíîâåíèÿ è îñîçíàíèÿ ñâîåãî ïðåä-
íàçíà÷åíèÿ, íî îíà æå óñûïàëüíèöà, ãäå ïîêîèò-
ñÿ ìÿòåæíûé äóõ Äàíòå, ãäå æèâà ïàìÿòü î áóí-
òàðå Áàéðîíå, îíà èñòî÷íèê àêòèâíîãî è äåé-
ñòâåííîãî îòíîøåíèÿ ê æèçíè, à çíà÷èò, çà ïðî-
ùàëüíûì ïå÷àëüíûì Adieu! íåïðåìåííî
ïîñëåäóåò âîçâðàùåíèå ïîýòà – “Òåáå ïðåäñòà-
íó, ñëîâíî äëÿ îòâåòà, / Ê ñòîïàì ñëàãàÿ äàð –
âåíîê ïîýòà” (“I may behold the city; and lay down
/ Low at thy feet the poet’s laurel crown”). Ëèðè÷åñ-
êèé ãåðîé ïîëîí âåðû â ïðåäíàçíà÷åíèå ñâîå,
ïðåäíàçíà÷åíèå ïîýòà, âåðóþùåãî â ãàðìîíèþ
ìèðà, ãäå ëóíå ñóæäåíî ïðåâðàòèòü ïîëíî÷ü â ñî-
âåðøåííûé äåíü (“you silver lamp, the moon, /
Which turns our midnight into perfect noon…”).

Ôèëîñîôñêèå ðàçìûøëåíèÿ ëèðè÷åñêîãî
ãåðîÿ – î áûñòðîòåêóùåì âðåìåíè è íåñîâåðøåí-
íîì ìèðå, î íåóìèðàþùåé ëþáâè è áåçæàëîñò-
íîé ñìåðòè, î âå÷íîñòè ïðåêðàñíîãî è áðåííîñòè
çåìíîãî, öåëèòåëüíîé è âîçðîæäàþùåé ñèëå ïðè-
ðîäû è ïîýçèè, î ïîèñêå ñìûñëà æèçíè è ïîçíà-
íèè ñâîåãî ïðåäíàçíà÷åíèÿ – ðàçâåðòûâàþòñÿ íà
ôîíå âñåïðîíèêàþùåãî îáðàçà ãîðîäà-ëåãåíäû
Ðàâåííû, êîòîðûé ïèòàåò è äðóãèå òåìû ïîýìû,
òåìû âåñíû êàê èñòî÷íèêà ïðèðîäíîãî è äóõîâ-
íîãî âîçðîæäåíèÿ, ðàâåíñòâà âñåõ ïåðåä ñìåðòüþ,
òåìû æèçíè è ñìåðòè ïîýòà è ãåðîÿ-âîèíà ïðî-
øëûõ ëåò, òåìû ïðèðîäû êàê òâîð÷åñêîãî íà÷à-
ëà, íåîáõîäèìîãî ïîýòó, ïðååìñòâåííîñòè ïîêî-
ëåíèé, áîæåñòâåííîé ñóòè ïîýòè÷åñêîãî èñêóñ-
ñòâà, òåìû ñâîáîäû ïîëèòè÷åñêîé, äóõîâíîé è
ñêðûòîé â ïðèðîäå, òåìû èçãíàíèÿ ïîýòà è èñ-
êóïëåíèÿ âèíû.

Ñîäåðæàòåëüíûé ïëàí ïîýìû îòðàæåí â âû-
ðàçèòåëüíûõ àñïåêòàõ ïðîèçâåäåíèÿ, â åãî ñëî-
âåñíîé è êîìïîçèöèîííîé îðãàíèçàöèè. Êîìïî-
çèöèîííî ïîýìà ñîñòîèò èç ñåìè ÷àñòåé, êàæäàÿ
èç êîòîðîé èìååò ðàçíîå êîëè÷åñòâî ñòðîô ñ íåî-
äèíàêîâûì ÷èñëîì ñòèõîâ. Ñòèõè íàïèñàíû â

îñíîâíîì ïÿòèñòîïíûì ÿìáîì è èìåþò ñìåæíóþ
ìóæñêóþ ðèôìó

And fair the violet’s gentle drooping head,
-/-/-/-/-/ a
The primrose, pale for love uncomforted,
-/-/-/-/-/ a
The rose that burgeons on the climbing briar,
-/-/-/-/-/ b
The crocus-bed, that seems a moon of fire
-/-/-/-/-/ b
Ðàçìåð (íåñìîòðÿ íà ÷àñòûå îòêëîíåíèÿ) ñî-

õðàíÿåòñÿ íà ïðîòÿæåíèè âñåé ïîýìû: ïîïàðíî
ðèôìóþùèåñÿ ñòðîêè, êîòîðûå ÷àñòî ïîâòîðÿ-
þòñÿ â ðàçíûõ ñòðîôàõ, òåì ñàìûì êàê áû ñîåäè-
íÿÿ ÷àñòè öåëîãî, îðãàíèçóþò åäèíîå ðèòìè÷åñ-
êîå è çâóêîâîå ïðîñòðàíñòâî ïîýìû. Ñåìü ÷àñ-
òåé ïîýìû ñîñòàâëÿþò çàêîí÷åííûé öèêë: ïåð-
âàÿ ÷àñòü ââîäèò â êðóã àññîöèàòèâíûõ
âîñïîìèíàíèé ëèðè÷åñêîãî ãåðîÿ î Ðàâåííå, âòî-
ðàÿ äåëàåò àêöåíò íà òîì, ÷òî ïðåäñòàåò âçîðó ïðè
âèäå ðóèí Ðàâåííû, ãäå îñíîâíûì ìîòèâîì çâó-
÷èò ìîòèâ ñìåðòè è ïîêîÿ.

Òðåòüÿ ÷àñòü ïîýìû ïðîäîëæàåò ðàçâèòèå
òåìû áðåííîñòè ÷åëîâå÷åñêîãî áûòèÿ â âîñïîìè-
íàíèÿõ î âåëèêèõ ãåðîÿõ ïðîøëîãî, ïîêîÿùèõñÿ
â ñâÿùåííîé çåìëå Ðàâåííû. Îïèñàíèå ìîãèëû
Äàíòå êîìïîçèöèîííî ãîòîâèò ÷èòàòåëÿ ê èíîé
òðàêòîâêå îáðàçà Ðàâåííû â ÷åòâåðòîé ÷àñòè ïî-
ýìû, ãåðîåì êîòîðîé ñòàíîâèòñÿ Áàéðîí è âìåñ-
òå ñ íèì ââîäÿòñÿ äîïîëíèòåëüíûå àñïåêòû îñîç-
íàíèÿ ñâîáîäû è îòâåòñòâåííîñòè ïîýòà è áîðöà.
ßâëÿÿñü â ñòðóêòóðå ïîñòðîåíèÿ ïîýìû öåíò-
ðàëüíîé, ýòà ÷àñòü êàê áû äåëàåò àêöåíò íà íå-
ñêîëüêèõ êëþ÷åâûõ òåìàõ ïîýìû – íà íåáëàãî-
äàðíîì îòíîøåíèè îòå÷åñòâà ê ñâîèì âåëèêèì
ñûíàì, íà ñïîñîáíîñòè ëþáâè è ïîýçèè ïðåîáðà-
çèòü ìèð è äàðîâàòü ñâîáîäó è ïðÿìîì îáðàùå-
íèè ê Áàéðîíó ñ ïðèçíàíèåì âå÷íîé ñèëû åãî
èñêóññòâà è íåóâÿäàþùåé ñëàâû.

Ïÿòàÿ ÷àñòü ïîýìû ðàçâèâàåò òåìó ñâîáîäû
â åäèíåíèè ñ ïðèðîäîé è “ýëëèíñêîé ìå÷òû”.
Øåñòàÿ, ñàìàÿ äëèííàÿ (äåâÿòü ñòðîô), íàïèñà-
íà â ôîðìå ïðÿìîãî îáðàùåíèÿ ê Ðàâåííå, ðàñ-
êðûâàþùåãî ãëóáîêî ëè÷íîå îòíîøåíèå ëèðè-
÷åñêîãî ãåðîÿ ê ãîðîäó, êîòîðûé îòíûíå ñòàíî-
âèòñÿ åãî ãîðîäîì è ìîë÷àëèâûì ñóäüåé, ê ñòî-
ïàì êîòîðîãî îí îáåùàåò ïðèíåñòè ëàâðîâûé
âåíåö ïîýòà.

Êîëüöåâàÿ êîìïîçèöèÿ î÷åâèäíåé ïðè àíà-
ëèçå çàêëþ÷èòåëüíîé ÷àñòè ïîýìû, â êîòîðîé
âíîâü âîçíèêàåò òåìà âåñíû, íî òåïåðü îíà çâó-
÷èò â êîíòåêñòå öèêëà âðåìåí è ñòàíîâèòñÿ ñèì-
âîëîì ëþáâè è íàäåæäû íà íîâóþ âñòðå÷ó, à ïî-
ýòîìó âîçãëàñ “Ïðîùàé!” âîñïðèíèìàåòñÿ íå êàê
âûðàæåíèå ïå÷àëè î íåñîñòîÿâøåìñÿ, à êàê íà-
ïîìèíàþùèé î ñåáå âíîâü è âíîâü ïðèçûâ ê òâîð-
÷åñòâó è âåðà â ïðèçíàíèå ïîýòè÷åñêîãî äàðà
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ëèðè÷åñêîãî ãåðîÿ. Àíàôîðû Adieu! Adieu! â òðåõ
ñòðîôàõ ïîñëåäíåé ÷àñòè ïîýìû óñèëèâàþò ýòîò
ìîòèâ, à îáðàùåíèå ê ëóíå, “ñåðåáðÿíîé ëàìïå”,
â ïîèñêå ñèë ïðåâðàùàþùèõ íî÷ü â “ñîâåðøåí-
íûé äåíü”, óñèëèâàåò ïî ïðèíöèïó êîíòðàñòà
ñìûñë ïîñëåäíèõ ñòðîê ïîýìû.

Â öåëîì äëÿ êîìïîçèöèè ïîýìû õàðàêòåðíû
àíàôîðû (A year ago, Adieu!), âîñêëèöàíèÿ (Ay!,
O mightiest exile!, O Hellas!, O Salamis! O fair!
O sad!), ïàðàëëåëüíûå êîíñòðóêöèè (How
strangely…, How lonely…; As the red cross which
saveth men in war, / As a flame-bearded beacon seen
from far…, Of kings’ ambition, and the barren pride /
Of warring nations! wert thou not the Bride / Of the
wild Lord of Adria’s stormy sea!). Ïàðàëëåëüíûå
êîíñòðóêöèè âñòðå÷àþòñÿ è â êîíöå ñòðîêè:

Yet wake not from thy slumbers, – rest thee well,
Amidst thy fields of amber asphodel,
Thy lily-sprinkled meadows, – rest thee there,
È â åå íà÷àëå:
The calm white brow, as calm as earliest morn,
The eyes that flashed with passionate love and scorn,
The lips that sang of Heaven and of Hell,
The almond-faced which  Giotto drew so well,
The weary face of Dante…
Ñîâîêóïíîñòü ýòèõ ñèíòàêñè÷åñêèõ ïðèåìîâ

ñîçíàòåëüíî ââîäèòñÿ Óàéëüäîì äëÿ òîãî, ÷òîáû
ñîçäàòü ó ÷èòàòåëÿ êàðòèíó ãîðîäà ñî ñëîæíîé
âíåøíåé è âíóòðåííåé æèçíüþ, ïåðåæèâøåãî
ìíîãî ïåðåìåí è âîïðåêè èì ñîõðàíÿþùåãî ñâîþ
ñóùíîñòü êàê ãîðîäà âå÷íîé êðàñîòû è òðàãè÷åñ-
êîãî èñòîðè÷åñêîãî îïûòà. Â ñîçíàíèè Óàéëüäà
äàëåêàÿ è ïðåêðàñíàÿ äàæå â ðóèíàõ Ðàâåííà ïðî-
òèâîñòîèò ìåõàíè÷åñêîìó áëàãîïîëó÷èþ ñîâðå-
ìåííîé öèâèëèçàöèè. Â ïîëíîé ìåðå çíà÷åíèå
ïîýìû îñîçíàåòñÿ ïî êîíòðàñòó ñ ïðåçðèòåëüíîé
êðèòè÷íîñòüþ îòíîøåíèÿ Óàéëüäà ê Âèêòîðè-
àíñêîé Àíãëèè, îò÷åòëèâî ïðîÿâëÿþùåìñÿ â åãî
ðàííåì òâîð÷åñòâå.

Ãîâîðÿ î ëåêñè÷åñêèõ è ñòèëèñòè÷åñêèõ âû-
ðàçèòåëüíûõ ñðåäñòâàõ, ñëåäóåò ïðåæäå âñåãî îò-
ìåòèòü ïðèñóòñòâèå áîëüøîãî ÷èñëà èñòîðè÷åñ-
êèõ è àíòè÷íûõ èìåí, ãåîãðàôè÷åñêèõ íàçâàíèé
(Proserpine, Gaston de Foix, Theodoric, Dante,
Giotto, Beatrice, Byron, Pan, Driad-made, Queen
Dian, Hylas, AEschylos, Goth and Hun, Plataean
plain, Thermopylae, the Euboean sea, Marathon,
Tuscany, England, Greece, Sapphic Mytilene,
Ñastaly, Gethsemane, Rome, Caesar, Euphrates,
Palatine, Naples, Genoa, Milan, the Alps, the Sicilian
shore, Lissa’s waters, Aspromonte, Novara, Adria,
Campagna, Corinth), êîòîðûå ÿâëÿþòñÿ íåîòúåì-
ëåìîé ñîñòàâëÿþùåé ÷àñòüþ îáðàçíîãî ñòðîÿ ïî-
ýìû – èìåííî îíè, îïèñûâàÿ ñîçåðöàíèå ðóèí
Ðàâåííû, ñîçäàþò àòìîñôåðó ïðè÷àñòíîñòè ê
ñâÿùåííîìó ïðîøëîìó è äåëàþò êîíêðåòíûìè
è ïîíÿòíûìè ìîòèâû áûñòðîòå÷íîñòè âðåìåíè è

âå÷íîñòè ïðåêðàñíîãî è ëþáâè, ñ èõ ïîìîùüþ
îùóùàåòñÿ ñòðåìèòåëüíûé áåã âðåìåíè è êîíê-
ðåòíîñòü áûòèÿ. Ïðèñóòñòâèå ïîýòè÷åñêèõ àðõà-
è÷íûõ ôîðì (ere, methinks, hast), ëè÷íûõ è ïðè-
òÿæàòåëüíûõ ìåñòîèìåíèé (thy, thine, thou, thee,
doth) ïîä÷åðêèâàþò âîçâûøåííîñòü è ïðèïîä-
íÿòîñòü ïîâåñòâîâàíèÿ.

ßçûê ïîýìû ìåòàôîðè÷åí: àâòîð èñïîëüçó-
åò ýïèòåòû-ìåòàôîðû (the feathered larch – îïå-
ðèâøàÿñÿ ëèñòâåííèöà; the murmuring mill –
“øåï÷óùàÿ” ìåëüíèöà; the fabled apples – áàñíîñ-
ëîâíûå ÿáëîêè; honeyed hours – ìåäîâûå ÷àñû).
Ìåòàôîðû òåñíÿò äðóã äðóãà, çàïîëíÿÿ ñòðîêè è
ñòðîôû: “…where his bright youth flowed crimson
on the ground; O city trammeled in the toils of Fate;
/ Some startled bird, with fluttering wings and fleet, /
Made snow of all the blossoms”. Óæå â ýòîé ïîýìå
îïðåäåëÿåòñÿ ñâîåîáðàçèå ìàíåðû Óàéëüäà â âû-
áîðå ìåòàôîð è ñðàâíåíèé – îíè âêëþ÷àþò ýëå-
ìåíòû æèâîé ïðèðîäû, êîòîðûå, îäíàêî, ïðèîá-
ðåòàþò íåêèé îòòåíîê íåðåàëüíîñòè, íàìåêà íà
èñêóññòâåííîñòü, âû÷óðíîñòü.

Íå ìåíüøåå çíà÷åíèå èìåþò è ÷àñòî âñòðå-
÷àþùèåñÿ ñðàâíåíèÿ (like a flame of blue; like bright
lamps the fabled apples glow; thou stand / Like
Proserpine, with poppy-laden head; he fell / As falls
some forest-lion fighting well, / taken from life while
life and love were new; as calm as earliest moon; Where
the tall tower of Giotto seems to rise / A marble lily
under sapphire skies!; like silver crowns, the pale
narcissi lay).

Îáðàçíîå ñðàâíåíèå ìîæåò áûòü ðàçâèòî íå
òîëüêî â îòäåëüíûõ ÷àñòÿõ ïðåäëîæåíèÿ, íî è
ìîæåò ïðèñóòñòâîâàòü â êà÷åñòâå ðàçâåðíóòîãî
ñðàâíåíèÿ, ñîçäàþùåãî îáîáùàþùèé îáðàç, –
íàïðèìåð, îáðàç ñâîáîäû:

For as the olive-garland of the race,
Which lights with joy each eager runner’s face,
As the red cross which saveth men in war,
As a flame-bearded beacon seen from far
By mariners upon a storm-tossed sea, –
Such was his love for Greece and Liberty!
Ñâîáîäà – ýòî ïàëüìà ïåðâåíñòâà, çàæèãàþ-

ùàÿ ðàäîñòüþ è íåòåðïåíèåì ëèöà ñîðåâíóþùèõ-
ñÿ áåãóíîâ, êðåñò Ñâÿòîãî Ãåîðãèÿ, âåäóùèé ê
ïîáåäå âîèíîâ, ïëàìÿ îãíåé ìàÿêà â íî÷è, ñïàñà-
þùåå ìîðÿêà â áóðíîì ìîðå.

Äðóãèìè âàæíûìè ýëåìåíòàìè ñîçäàíèÿ îá-
ðàçíîãî ÿçûêà ïîýìû ÿâëÿþòñÿ ïàðàôðàç (the
flower of March – îäóâàí÷èê, God’s seamless veil of
blue – íåáî; the Lord of Light – Áîã), îëèöåòâîðå-
íèÿ (the little clouds race; the white road rang beneath
my horse’s feet; I saw the Holy City rising clear; the
soul walks; Ravenna guards; the pine-tops rocked before
the evening breeze / With the hoarse murmur of the
wintry seas;) è ïðÿìûå îáðàùåíèÿ ê ïåðñîíàæàì
(Byron, thy crowns are ever green../; Alas! My Dante!
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Thou hast known the pain…;), ê ãåîãðàôè÷åñêèì
ìåñòàì è ïðèðîäíûì ñòèõèÿì (Adieu, Ravenna!;
O lone Ravenna!; But thou, Ravenna, better loved than
all) è ê îòâëå÷åííûì ïîíÿòèÿì, òàêèì êàê ñâîáî-
äà (O waving trees, o forest liberty! /within your haunts
at least a man is free).

Îáðàçíûé ñòðîé ïîýìû ïîääåðæèâàåòñÿ ïî-
âòîðÿåìûìè íà ïðîòÿæåíèè åå êëþ÷åâûìè îá-
ðàçíûìè äåòàëÿìè, êîòîðûå óñèëèâàþò ñìûñëî-
âîé àêöåíò íà õàðàêòåðíûõ äëÿ íåå ÷åðòàõ. Íàè-
áîëåå èíòåðåñíîé ïðåäñòàâëÿåòñÿ ñëîâî “êîðîíà,
âåíåö, âåíîê” (crown), êîòîðîå âñòðå÷àåòñÿ â ðàç-
ëè÷íûõ ñî÷åòàíèÿõ: òàê, Ðàâåííà ïðåäñòàåò âçî-
ðó ïîýòà òî êîðîíîâàííîé êîðîíàìè áàøåí
(“Crowned with her crown of towers!”), òî ëèøåí-
íîé êîðîíû âåëè÷èÿ (“discrowned”) ñ óöåëåâøèì
âåíöîì èç óâÿäøèõ ëèñòüåâ ëàâðà (“a crown of
withered bays”), òî âíîâü âîçíèêàþùåé â âå÷åð-
íåì çàêàòíîì ñîëíöå ëèëîâûìè ñâîäàìè áàøåí
(“the city of the violet crown”). Â ñîñíîâîé ðîùå
Ðàâåííû íàðöèññû ïîäîáíû ñåðåáðÿíûì âåí÷è-
êàì (“like silver crowns, the pale narcissi lay”), à
ãîðíûå âåðøèíû íàïîìèíàþò ëüäîì âåí÷àííûå
öèòàäåëè (“ice-crowned citadels”). Âå÷íûì òåðíî-
âûì âåíöîì óâåí÷àí â ïîýìå Äàíòå (“that cruel
queen of vine-clad Tuscany, / who bound with crown
of thorns thy living brow”), íàïðîòèâ, âåíöîì âå÷-
íî çåëåíûì è ñâåæèì íàãðàæäàåò Óàéëüä Áàéðî-
íà (“Byron, thy crowns are ever fresh and green”),
ñàì æå ïîýò îáåùàåò âåðíóòüñÿ â Ðàâåííó â ëàâ-
ðîâîì âåíêå ïîýòà-ïîáåäèòåëÿ è c ïîêëîíîì âîç-
ëîæèòü åãî ê åå ñòîïàì (“and lay down / Low at thy
feet the poet’s laurel crown”). Íà ýòîì ïðèìåðå âèä-
íî, êàê êëþ÷åâàÿ îáðàçíî-ïðåäìåòíàÿ äåòàëü â
ñìûñëîâîì îòíîøåíèè ñâÿçûâàåò ñóäüáû Ðàâåí-
íû, ïîýçèè è ïîýòîâ ïðîøëîãî è íàñòîÿùåãî, ñî-
åäèíÿåò â åäèíîé ãàðìîíèè ìèð ðóêîòâîðíîé è
ïðèðîäíîé êðàñîòû, îòðèöàåò âå÷íîñòü âåëèêèõ
ïîëêîâîäöåâ, êîðîíû êîòîðûõ èçíîøåíû
(“worn”), ïðîòèâîïîñòàâëÿÿ åé íåòëåííîñòü èñ-
òèííîãî èñêóññòâà è êðàñîòû.

Ïðåäñòàâëÿåòñÿ âàæíûì îòìåòèòü íàëè÷èå â
ñòèõîòâîðåíèè ôðàç- àëëþçèé, êîòîðûå îòñûëà-
þò ÷èòàòåëÿ ê âåëèêèì è ëþáèìûì Óàéëüäîì
ïðîèçâåäåíèÿì, â ÷àñòíîñòè “Îäå ê Ñîëîâüþ”
Êèòñà (Adieu! Adieu! [4]). Íî íå òîëüêî “ïðÿìîå
öèòèðîâàíèå” [1, 351] âñòðå÷àåòñÿ â ïîýìå, âàæ-
íà àëëþçèÿ ïðè ðàñêðûòèè òåìû áðåííîñòè è ðà-
âåíñòâà âñåãî æèâîãî ïåðåä ëèöîì ñìåðòè – òåìû,
ðàñêðûòîé Òîìàñîì Ãðååì â åãî èçâåñòíîé “Ýëå-
ãèè…” (“Elegy written in a Country Church-Yard”
[5]) è çâó÷àùåé â ñëîâàõ “the paths of glory lead but
to the grave”. Óàéëüä ðàçâèâàåò ýòó òåìó – “Death
is the mighty lord of all, / And king and clown to

ashen dust must fall”, íî íàïîëíÿåò åå èíûì çâó-
÷àíèåì, êîãäà ðå÷ü èäåò î âåëèêèõ ïîýòàõ ïðî-
øëîãî: âåíåö Áàéðîíà ïî ïðåæíåìó çåëåí è ñâåæ.
Ïîýò áåññìåðòåí è ñëàâà åãî âå÷íà.

Ïîýòè÷åñêèå àëëþçèè íå òîëüêî äàþò âîç-
ìîæíîñòü Óàéëüäó âñòóïèòü â ðàçãîâîð ñ âåëèêè-
ìè ïîýòàìè ïðîøëîãî, íî è ðàñøèðÿþò ñîáñòâåí-
íî îáðàçíóþ ñòðóêòóðó åãî ïðîèçâåäåíèÿ, óñèëè-
âàÿ ñîçäàííûé èì îáëèê ïîýòà ÷åðåç ðàñêðûòèå
åãî ïðååìñòâåííîé ñâÿçè ñ âåëèêèì ïðîøëûì.

Îáðàùåíèå Óàéëüäà ê òåìå âå÷íîãî åâðîïåé-
ñêîãî ãîðîäà – Ðàâåííû – ïðåäñòàâëÿåò áåññïîð-
íûé èíòåðåñ äëÿ ïîíèìàíèÿ ïîýòè÷åñêîãî êðåäî
Óàéëüäà. Àíãëèéñêèé ïîýò îòäàåò âñå ñâîå âîñ-
õèùåíèå ÷óæîìó èòàëüÿíñêîìó ãîðîäó: â åãî ñî-
çíàíèè îí ïðåäñòàâëÿåò æèâîé êîíòðàñò ñîâðå-
ìåííîé ãîðîäñêîé êóëüòóðû Àíãëèè â ýïîõó óò-
ðàòû ïðåæíèõ öåííîñòåé äóõà âî èìÿ âïîëíå
ïðàêòè÷åñêèõ. Ðàâåííà äëÿ Óàéëüäà âîïëîùàåò
âå÷íîñòü ïðåêðàñíîãî, êîòîðîå, ê ñîæàëåíèþ, íå
èìååò ñîîòâåòñòâèé â ðåàëüíîé äåéñòâèòåëüíîñ-
òè. Óàéëüä óæå ïåðâûì ñòèõîòâîðíûì ïðîèçâå-
äåíèåì îáðàùàåòñÿ ê òåìàì ñîâðåìåííîñòè, íî
÷åðåç íåêóþ êîäîâóþ ñèñòåìó îáðàçîâ, êîòîðàÿ
âûçâàíà ê æèçíè êàê ðàç ýòèì íåñîîòâåòñòâèåì
ñîâðåìåííîãî ìèðà òîìó, êîòîðîãî äîñòîéíà Àí-
ãëèÿ ñ åå ìíîãîâåêîâûìè äóõîâíûìè òðàäèöèÿ-
ìè è äîñòèæåíèÿìè. Ïîýìîé “Ðàâåííà” íà÷àëñÿ
ïîèñê ïðèåìîâ è ñðåäñòâ, êîòîðûå ìîãëè ïîìî÷ü
Óàéëüäó âûðàçèòü ñâîå íåïðèÿòèå ïîøëîãî ìèðà
âèêòîðèàíñêîé Àíãëèè ÷åðåç ïðèåì ïîýòè÷åñêî-
ãî ïîäòåêñòà.
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