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Îñîáåííîñòè ñîçäàíèÿ æåíñêèõ è ìóæñêèõ îáðàçîâ â öèêëå ñêàçîê ¾The Bloody
Chamber and Other Stories¿ Àíæåëû Êàðòåð.

Ê ñêàçêå êàê ê ëèòåðàòóðíîìó æàíðó îáðàùàëèñü ðàçëè÷íûå àâòîðû íà ïðîòÿæåíèè
íåñêîëüêèõ âåêîâ. Êàæäûé àâòîð, ïðèâíîñÿ â ïðîèçâåäåíèå ðÿä îòëè÷èòåëüíûõ îñîáåí-
íîñòåé, íå ñâîéñòâåííûõ äðóãèì àâòîðàì, à òàê æå çàäàâàÿ îïðåäåë¼ííóþ ñìûñëîâóþ
è ýìîöèîíàëüíóþ íàãðóçêó, ðàñøèðÿåò ãðàíèöû æàíðà. Ñêàçêà çàíèìàëà îäíî èç ãëàâ-
íûõ ìåñò â òâîð÷åñòâå ïèñàòåëüíèö ÕÕ âåêà. Îäíîé èç ïåðâûõ ïèñàòåëüíèö äâàäöàòîãî
ñòîëåòèÿ, îáðàòèâøèõñÿ ê æàíðó ñêàçêè, áûëà Àíæåëà Êàðòåð. Â ýòîì æàíðå ïèñàòåëü-
íèöà òâîðèëà â ïåðèîä ñâîåãî ðàííåãî òâîð÷åñòâà, íî íàèáîëåå øèðîêî îí âîïëîòèëñÿ
â å¼ ïîçäíåì òâîð÷åñòâå. Ìíîãèå ñêàçêè Àíæåëû Êàðòåð ÿâëÿþòñÿ ñîâðåìåííîé èí-
òåðïðåòàöèåé ñêàçîê Øàðëÿ Ïåððî. Îñîáûé èíòåðåñ â å¼ òâîð÷åñòâå âûçûâàåò ìîäåëü
ñîçäàíèÿ æåíñêèõ è ìóæñêèõ îáðàçîâ.

Äàííàÿ ðàáîòà ïîñâÿùåíà ðàññìîòðåíèþ ìîäåëåé ïîñòðîåíèÿ îáðàçîâ â öèêëå ñêà-
çîê ¾The Bloody Chamber and Other Stories¿ Àíæåëû Êàðòåð, à òàê æå âûÿâëåíèþ
îñîáåííîñòåé ýòèõ ìîäåëåé. Æåíñêèå îáðàçû â ñêàçêàõ àâòîðà ñèëüíî îòëè÷àþòñÿ îò
òðàäèöèîííûõ. Êàðòåð, ïðèäåðæèâàÿñü ñþæåòà ñêàçêè, ïîëíîñòüþ ìåíÿåò îáðàç ãëàâ-
íîé ãåðîèíè. Â ïåðâóþ î÷åðåäü ýòè èçìåíåíèÿ ñâÿçàíû ñ ôåìèíèñòñêèìè òðàäèöèÿìè,
ïîëó÷èâøèìè â òî âðåìÿ øèðîêîå ðàñïðîñòðàíåíèå. Àâòîð ðàññìàòðèâàåò òðàäèöèîí-
íóþ ìîäåëü ñîçäàíèÿ ÷åðåç ïðèçìó ôåìèíèçìà è, áëàãîäàðÿ ýòîìó âçãëÿäó, ñîçäàåò
íîâûå êàê ìóæñêèå, òàê è æåíñêèå îáðàçû.

Àíæåëà Êàðòåð îòêàçûâàåòñÿ îò ïîâåñòâîâàíèÿ îò òðåòüåãî ëèöà. Âñå ñîáûòèÿ îïè-
ñûâàþòñÿ îò ëèöà ãåðîèíè: ¾I was seventeen and knew nothing of the world; my Marquis
had been married before, more than once, and I remained a little bemused that, after those
others, he should now have chosen me.¿ Áîëüøîå çíà÷åíèå ïðèäàåòñÿ ÷óâñòâàì, ìûñëÿì
è ïåðåæèâàíèÿì ãåðîèíè: ¾I could not say I felt one single twinge of regret for the world
of tar-tines and maman that now receded from me as if drawn away on a string, like a
child's toy <. . . > but I sensed it, I knew it�that, henceforth, I would always be lonely.¿ [2]
Ïðîèñõîäèò ÷åðåäîâàíèå âîñïîìèíàíèé, íàñòîÿùåãî è ìå÷òàíèé î áóäóùåì. Ýòî ïîçâî-
ëÿåò àâòîðó ïåðåäàòü æåíñêèé âçãëÿä íà ïîëîæåíèå âåùåé, ïîêàçàòü, ÷òî ãåðîèíÿ íå
ïàññèâíà, îíà àêòèâíî ó÷àñòâóåò â ïðîèñõîäÿùåì, à òàê æå ìîæåò ïðèíèìàòü ðåøåíèÿ
ñàìîñòîÿòåëüíî. (¾I`ve done nothing; but that may be su�cient reason for condemning me.`
You disobeyed him,` he said. This is su�cient reason for him to punish you.` I only did what
he knew I would¿) [2]

Ïðè ñîçäàíèè ìóæñêèõ îáðàçîâ Àíæåëà Êàðòåð èñïîëüçóåò äâå ìîäåëè, îñíîâàííûå
íà âîçðàñòàþùåé è íèñõîäÿùåé ãðàäàöèè. Òàê, íàïðèìåð, â öåíòðàëüíîé ñêàçêå öèêëà
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¾The Bloody Chamber¿ èñïîëüçóåòñÿ ìîäåëü ñ íèñõîäÿùåé ãðàäàöèåé. Â íà÷àëå ïðî-
èçâåäåíèÿ ãëàâíûé ãåðîé, Ìàðêèç, ïðåäñòàåò â ðîëè äâîðÿíèíà ñ õîðîøèìè ìàíåðàìè,
îáõîäèòåëüíî óõàæèâàþùåãî çà ñâîåé áóäóùåé æåíîé, âïîñëåäñòâèè îêàçûâàåòñÿ æåñòî-
êèì óáèéöåé. Âñ¼ áûëî òùàòåëüíî ïîäñòðîåíî Ìàðêèçîì, àâòîð íå ñëó÷àéíî íåñêîëüêî
ðàç ñðàâíèâàåò åãî ñ êóêëîâîäîì. Ïðîèñõîäèò ìåòàìîðôîçà: ïîä ìàñêîé ãåðîÿ ñêðûâà-
åòñÿ àíòè-ãåðîé. (¾My husband. My husband, who, with so much love, �lled my bedroom
with lilies.¿; ¾The sharp blade ripped my dress in two and it fell from me. A little green
moss, growing in the crevices of the mounting block, would be the last thing I should see in
all the world.¿; ¾ The puppet master, open-mouthed, wide-eyed, impotent at the last, saw
his dolls break free of their strings, abandon the rituals he had ordained for them since time
began and start to live for themselves; the king, aghast, witnesses the revolt of his pawns.¿
[2]) Âîçðàñòàþùàÿ ãðàäàöèÿ èñïîëüçóåòñÿ àâòîðîì ïðè ñîçäàíèè îáðàçà âòîðîãî ãëàâ-
íîãî ãåðîÿ. Ñëåïîé íàñòðîéùèê ïèàíèíî, íà êîòîðîãî èçíà÷àëüíî ãåðîèíÿ íå îáðàùàåò
íèêàêîãî âíèìàíèÿ, ìåíÿåòñÿ â å¼ ãëàçàõ, ïðèîáðåòàåò ïðèâëåêàòåëüíûå ÷åðòû, âñåëÿåò
ìóæåñòâî â ãåðîèíþ: ¾To see him, in his lovely, blind humanity. . . Although he was scarcely
more than a boy, I felt a great strength �ow into me from his touch.¿ [2] Íî, íå ñìîòðÿ
íà âñå ýòî, èç-çà ñâîåé ñëåïîòû îí îñòàåòñÿ áåñïîìîùíûì. Â ñâîåé ðàáîòå ¾Ñêàçêà î
ñèíåé áîðîäå â ôåìèíèñòñêîé èíòåðïðåòàöèè Àíæåëû Êàðòåð¿ Àíàñòàñèÿ Ìàòóñåâè÷
óêàçûâàåò íà òî, ÷òî â ñêàçêàõ Êàðòåð ïðîèñõîäèò ðàçðóøåíèå òðàäèöèîííîãî îáðàçà
¾ïðåêðàñíîãî ïðèíöà¿, ïåðñîíàæ-ãåðîé òàê æå ïåðåñòàåò áûòü ñîâåðøåííûì. ¾Ìàð-
êèç îêàçûâàåòñÿ íå áëàãîðîäíûì ëþáÿùèì ìóæåì, à óáèéöåé-ìàíüÿêîì. Äàëåå, ÷òîáû
ñïàñòè ãëàâíóþ ãåðîèíþ îò ñìåðòè, ïîÿâëÿåòñÿ ¾íàñòîÿùèé¿ ïðåêðàñíûé ïðèíö â îá-
ëà÷åíèè Æàí-Èâà, áåäíîãî ñûíà êóçíåöà, ñëåïîãî íàñòðîéùèêà ïèàíèíî, êîòîðîãî íà
ñàìîì äåëå ñàìîãî ïðåäñòîèò ñïàñàòü èç ðóê êðîâîæàäíîãî Ìàðêèçà ìàòåðè ãåðîèíè. ¿
[1, ñ.109]

Òàêèì îáðàçîì, ìîæíî ñäåëàòü âûâîä î òîì, ÷òî Àíæåëà Êàðòåð, â öåëîì, ñîõðà-
íÿÿ ñþæåòíóþ ëèíèþ ïðîòîòåêñòà, ïîëíîñòüþ ïåðåñòðàèâàåò ñèñòåìó ïåðñîíàæåé: íà
ïåðâûé ïëàí àâòîð âûíîñèò ÿðêèå è íåïîâòîðèìûå æåíñêèå îáðàçû, çàíèìàþùèå ëè-
äèðóþùåå ïîëîæåíèå. Èìåííî îò èõ äåéñòâèé çàâèñèò äàëüíåéøåå ðàçâèòèå ñþæåòà. Â
ïðîòèâîïîñòàâëåíèå æåíñêèì îáðàçàì àâòîð ñîçäàåò ëèáî îòðèöàòåëüíûå, ëèáî ñëàáûå
ìóæñêèå îáðàçû. Àêöåíòû â ïîâåñòâîâàíèè ñìåùàþòñÿ â ñîîòâåòñòâèè ñ ôåìèíèñòñêè-
ìè èäåÿìè.
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