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«MPOHMUSA CYAbbbI» 'TEPOUHU POMAHA
C. AXEPH «TAM, I'1E TbI»

The article deals with the ironies that the main character of the novel "The place called
Here” by C. Ahem meets in her life. The author of the article states that C. Ahem uses the unreal
world Here in order to reveal Sandy Shortt's psychological problems and to return her to the real
world of love and family.

Cecunust AXepH — OJJHa U3 SIPKUX MPEICTABUTENBHUL COBPEMEHHOMN KEHCKOU
npo3bl. Mup ee mpousBefeHHI JOBOJBHO pa3zHOOOpa3eH W ObLIO Obl HEBEPHBIM
TOBOPUTH O CTEPEOTHUIUYHOCTU €€ TepouHb. M Bce ke Ha (OHE TIIaBHBIX JKEHCKHUX
obpazoB C. AxepH ocoOHsKoM cTouT repouns pomana «A Place Called Here» (2006)
(«Tam, rae ThI» B pyCCKOM MEPEBOJIE).

C camoro gnerctBa xu3Hb Conau IllopTT moiaHa MPOHUM M MAPAJTOKCOB:
O04YapOBATENbHBIA MJIJICHEI] CO CBETJIBIM IMYIIKOM Ha T'OJIOBE, 32 KOTOPHIA POAUTENIH
HazBau ee Comam (Sand — mecok) BeIpocia B YEPHOBOJIOCYIO BBICOKYHO (1,86!)
JICBYIIKY C SIBHO IMPOTHUBOpPEYAIIMMHU €€ BHEIIHOCTH MMeHeM u (amuiuei (short —
kopotkwii). | was the awkward dancer on the dance floor, the girl at the cinema that
nobody wanted to sit behind, the one in the shop that rooted for the extra-long-legged
trousers, the girl in the back row of every photograph [1, c. 4]. Pe6enxom Conau
4acTO TBITANACh 3aTEPSATHCA B TOJIE, YTOOBI MaMa MCKaja ee, YTOObl Haiis, 4yTh
Kpemye, yeM OOBbIYHO, MpIrKajia K Tpyau, HO ATO €l HHUKOrJa He yJaBalioch: Ever
since | was a child | 've been towering over just about everyone. [1, c. 4].

Tem He meHee B 34 roa oHa MOTepsiach, CBEpHYJa HE Ha Ty TPOIHHKY BO
BpeMsi YTpEHHEW MpOOEeXKH Iepes eI0BOi BcTpedell u mpocTto ucyesna. C 3Toro
MOMEHTa W HauyWHAETCs JCHCTBHME pOMaHa, B KOTOPOM €€ JeTckue (QaHTa3zuu
MOJIYYarOT peajibHOE BOIUIOIICHHE.

Korma Conau 6su10 10 ner, 6ecciaenHo ucyesna ee oJHOKIacCHHUIA J[>KeHHU-
Mbii. Hu cBuaereneil mpouCcIecTBUs, HU CJIEN0B, HU TeNa AEBOYKH TaK HUKOTa U HE
Halu, u Math JhkeHHU-MbBi Ha npoTsbkeHuu 24 et 3axurana BeuepoM GoHaph Ha
KPBUIBLIE U HAJIEAJIaCh HA BO3BPAILICHUE J10YEPH.

Congu u JI)xeHHU-MDbdii HUKOTrIa He ObUIM MOApyramu, U He Ooib yTpaThl, a
KEJIaHUEe Yy3HaTh, IJI€ OKA3bIBAIOTCS MpomNaBline 0€3 BECTH JIIOJM U TOTEPSHHBIC
BEIIH, ONpeeNsieT qanbHeyo cyapoy Conau.

KaxxmoMy 3HaKOMO 4YyBCTBO, KOrJa BEIIM MPOMAJAlOT HEOOBICHUMBIM
o0pa3oM. ABTOp CpaBHHMBAET MOJOOHBIC OIIYIICHHUS ¢ OECIIOMOIHOCTHIO, KOrja He
MOXeIIbh BCIOMHUTD CJIOBA MECHU, KOTOPYIO OYEHb XOPOIIO 3Haellb. BOJIbITUHCTBO
JOJIeN HE 3alMKJIMBAIOTCS HA TOJAOOHBIX CUTYyalUsIX, HO cTpemiieHue CIHIU MOHSTH,
KyJa MpONajarT BEUIW, AOLULIO A0 OJAepKUMOCTH. I BOT yke BCe MpPEIMETHI B
rapaepooe repouHu UMEIOT SIPJIBIYKK ¢ €€ UMeHeM. Ee He ycTpauBaeT OTBET MaTepH,
YTO WHOTJA MPOUCXOASAT HEOOBsicHUMbIE Bemu. COrjiacHO 3aKOHY COXpPaHCHUS
DHEPIUM, PACCYk AAET OHA, €CIU YTO-TO TAEe-TO MpOHano, TO OHO TAE-TO JOJIKHO



nosiButhesi: everything in life has a place and when one thing moves, it must go
somewhere else [1, c. 6].

CoHu mpoyechiBaeT KaXIbId MWUIMMETP CBOErO0 JoMa B IOHCKax
MCYE3HYBUIErO B CTUPAJIILHOM MAaIIMHKE HOCKA, & POJIUTENH C YKacoM HaOJII0AAr0T 3a
HEW, NBITAsICh COXPAHATh BHEIIHEE CIIOKOWCTBUE.

Ee omepkuMOCThIO NPOAMKTOBAH M BBIOOp mpodeccuu: oHa paborana B
MOJIUINH, PAa3bICKUBAs MPOMABIINX O€3 BECTH, a MO3KE OTKphbLJIa COOCTBEHHOE
areHTCTBO M0 MOUCKY MCYE3HYBIIUX JIIOJICH.

3anoJHUB CBOKO JKM3Hb UyXUMHU cyAabOamu, Conau IlopTT morepsia CBOIO
HACHTUYHOCTb, 4YTO pPCaIn30BaAHO C. AxepH B aJlUICTOpHH €€ HNCUYC3HOBCHUA U3
peansuoro mupa | looked around the outside world for so many clues | don't think
that | once thought about what was going on inside my own head [1, c. 5].

Urak, cOputack aerckas meura CoHnau; 3a00yIMBIINCH, OHA OKa3bIBAETCS B
MHUpE CBOMX JACTCKHMX (aHTazmil, B mupe «3mech» («Here») — 3ro mecro, Kyna
momagaroT JIXOJW, HC BCPHYBIIHUCCA ,Z[OMOfI; 4CMOAAaHbI, IIOTCPAHHBIC IIPHU
aBHUaIepesIeTe; U JaXke HOCKHU, NCUE3HYBIINE B HEAPAX CTUPAJIbHOU MAIVHBI.

O6napyxuB 310 Mecto, COHAM Hamula OTBETHI HA CBOM BOMNPOCHl, HO €€
YyBCTBO aBTOp OMHCHIBAeT Kak Dittersweet happiness, Benb oHa BCIO JKHM3HB MCKala
J01ed HEe B TOM MecTe. JKHB )KU3HBIO IOCTOPOHHUX JIFOJIEH, TOTEPSBIINX POAHBIX U
onmu3kux, CoHAM cTalla Yy»KO CBOMM OJM3KUM, TIporiaia /il CBOUX POJHBIX.

OHa Tak CTpEMUJIIACH HaWTH STOT MHP, HO BOT MapaaoOKC, OKa3aBIIWCb B HEM,
OHa MEUTAET O TOM, YTOOBI KTO-HHOY/Ab OTIpaBWIICA Ha ee MOUCKu. There’s only one
thing more frustrating than not being able to find someone, and that’s not being
found. ... For once in my life | want to go home. What bad timing to realize such a
thing. The biggest irony of all [1, c. 6].

YenoBek, KOTOpPHIM NOMOI T'€POUHE BEPHYTHCS B pPEAJIbHBIA MHUpP, K CBOUM
omu3kuM — 3710 J[kek Pattin, koTopsiii oOpatuics k CoHAM 32 MOMOIIBIO0 B MOMCKAaX
npornasiiero 6para. OHU HOYM HAIMPOJIET TOBOPUIIM 1O TeNePOHY, HE3aAMETHO CTallU
OJIU3KU IpYyT ApYry U JOTOBOPUIIMCH O mepBoi BcTpeue. [1o qopore k Ha3HaYEHHOMY
MECTy OHHU 00a 3ae3Kar0T Ha 3alpaBOYHYIO CTaHIMIO. BOT Kak aBTOp OMUCHIBAET UX
CIIy4ailHy10 BCTpeuy .

This stranger and 1 were both so far from everything but yet right in the middle
of something. The mere fact that we were the only two people around for miles was
enough for our eyes to meet and to feel connected.

He was tall but not as tall as | am: they never are. Five eleven, with a round
face, red cheeks, strawberry-blond hair, and bright blue eyes I felt I'd seen before,
which looked tired at that early hour.

“Lovely day, isn t it?"

A familiar voice to match the familiar eyes [1, c. 13].

DTa BCcTpeua — €llie OAHAa U3 MHOXKECTBA MPOHHIM, KOTOpbIE BCTPEYAIOTCS B
KU3HU CG)H)II/I Ha KaXIOM Iary. I[O MECTa CBUAAHUA C I[)KCKOM C3HJII/I TaK U HEC
nobpanack. [lonsB, 4To oHa 3a0ayauiack, MMEHHO K HEMY MBICIEHHO OOpariaercs
Conmn. M1 umeHHo JIKeK OKa3bIBA€TCS TEM YEIOBEKOM, KOTOPBIA pElIaeT HAWTH
CoHM, HECMOTpPSI Ha TO, YTO BCE €€ 3HAKOMBIE, POJUTEIN U JIIOOMMBINA 4YeT0BEK
CMUPHIINCH C €€ HEeNpeIcKa3yeMoCThIo U 3akphiTocThio. Oh, please, handsome man



from the garage that day, please remember me, wonder about me, look for me, find
me. Yes, | know; another irony. Me, wanting a man to call? My parents would be so
proud [I, c. 13-14].

Kynmpmunanum pgeictBue pomaHa JAocTWraer Ttoraa, koraa CoHau Ha
MOCJICAHUX CTPAaHHUIAX KHUTH HaXoauT «31ech» JkeHHu-Mbaii. Poman npuobperaer
3aMKHYTYI0 GopMy. OTHpaBUBIIKCH HA MOUCKH Y TEPSHHOTO ABAJLATh YEThIpE roja
Ha3aJ, CUMBOJOM uero craia JkeHHU-M»di, CoHAM JOCTUraeT CBOEM LeIM U
MOJIYYaEeT MPABO BEPHYTHCS B PEABHBI MUD, K PEAIbHOW KU3HU, OT KOTOPOM OHA B
cBoe BpeMs orkazanack. | have thought about that moment with Jenny-May long and
hardfor many hours, days, and nights but | have no words for the time that we spent
together that day [1, c. 259-260].

C ¢dororpadueii, caenannoi Bo BpeMs ux BcTpedd, COHIAM CHEMNUT K MaTepH
JI>xeHHn-Mbi, €eIMHCTBEHHOMY Y€JIOBEKY, KOTOPBIM HA HA CEKYHJY HE YCOMHHUTCS B
MMpaBJAUBOCTHU €€ UCTOPHUH, BEAb OHA CBUACTCIILCTBYCT, YTO €€ JOYb J)kpBal
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