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JIMHI'BUCTHYECKAA UHTEPITPETALIUA
XYAOKECTBEHHOI'O TEKCTA KAK ITOIBITKA
PEKOHCTPYKIUU ABTOPCKOHU CTPATEI'NM

O6pa3 aBTOpa — TMOHATHE OYeHb OOBEMHOE, BKJIOUaAOIee B ceOs U
paCCKa3durKa, U XYJOXKCCTBCHHLIC O6paBBI BCCX T'CPOCB IIPOU3BCIACHUA. BGI[L B
Ka’XX/I0OM M3 HUX OTPAKAKOTCA Ka4CCTBA, KOTOPLIC ITNCATCIIb 00 BO3BbBIIIIACT, b5 (8]0)
HC HPUCMIICT BOBCC. CJ'IC):[OB&TCJ'IBHO, qcpe3 OTHOIICHUC aBTOpa K €ro ICporo
MOJXHO OIIPpCACIINTDL CTPATCIHUIO, KOTOPYIO H36HpaeT mucareiib I IMpCaACTaBJICHUA
CTO IICPCOHAXKA.

B pacckaze JIxxun Puc «The Lotus» npenctaér o6pa3 oAMHOKOHN >KEHIITHHBI
no umeHu JloTyc, KOTOopas MPUXOAUT K CBOMM cocelsMm (Imape, B KOTOpPOH
My>KYMHAa HAMHOTO CTaplle CBOEH MapTHEPILIN) U BCTYNAET C HUMH B MOJIEMHUKY O
JUTEpATypeE U )KU3HU. B 3TOM nasiore peanm3yeTcsi BHyTPEHHUM MUDP T'€POUHMU.

ABTOp yzensieT BHUMaHUE BHEITHEMY 00JuKy JIOTyc U HCTIONIB3YET JEKCUKY
C HEraTUBHBIM OTTEHKOM I ero onucanus: she was a middle-aged woman, short
and stout. Her plump arms were bare, the finger nails varnished bright red. She
had roughed her mouth unskillfully to match her nails, but her face was very pale.
The front of her black dress was grey with powder [2, p. 210-211], that dead-white
face, and her lips such a funny colour...[2, p. 220]. laxxe rpu ONMKMCAaHUN BBIBECKH
Ha IBCpU .HOTYC u e AKUINa 1mnucaTteiib y1'[0Tp€6J'I}IeT HCTAaTHUBHO-OLCHOYHYIO
JIGKCHKY, CO3JAIoNIyI0 aTMocdepy xaoca U HeakkypatHoctu: a dirty visiting-card
tacked underneath — Mrs Lotus Heath. A painted finger pointed downwards
[2, p. 212], armchairs with the stuffing coming out, piles of old magazines, the
room was full of the sour smell of the three dustbins... [2, p. 217].

ABTOp TOBOpHT O TpycTH B Tia3ax repounu:. her sad eyes, set very wide
apart, rolled vaguely round the room [2, p. 211] u nmog4épKuBacT COCTOSHHE
oauHoYecTBa: her monotonous, sing-song voice, the voice of a woman who often
talked to herself [2, p. 212]. 3aech NPOSABISAIOTCS OTPHUIIATEIBHBIC SMOIMH Kak
yepta KOH(IUKTHOM nuyHOCTH. Ha mpoTshKeHWM BCEro pacckasa aBTOp HeE
nepectaéT yAelsaTh BHUMAHHEC TaKMM SMOLMSM KCHINuMHBI. LOtus was in tears
[2, p. 212], lifeless [2, p. 216], Lotus said in a tearful voice [2, p. 216], began to
cry [2,p. 217]. Bonee Toro, B ompenei€HHBIH MOMEHT mnepexkuBanus JloTyc
CTAaHOBATCA HACTOJIBKO CHJIIBHBIMH, 4YTO JOCTHUI'alOT TIPaHH IIATOJOTHYICCKOI'O
cocTosiHUSL  (uepTa KOH(JIMKTHOINO THUMA JIMYHOCTH C TpyO0O-CTaTUYHOU
YCTaHOBKOW) — OHa pa3JieTod BbIOeraeT Ha ynuily B xoion: a White figure was
rushing up the street, looking very small and strange in the darkness. Two
policemen half-supported, half-dragged Lotus along. One of them had wrapped
her in his cape, which hung down to her knees. Her legs were moving unsteadily
below it [2,p. 97]. Bor kak aBTop omuceiBaeT cocrosiHue JloTyc cioBamu
noJuieiickoro: She’s a bit of a mess. She’s passed out stone cold. And she looks
as if there’s something more than drink the matter, if you ask me [2, p. 97], she
seems to have conked out [2, p. 220]. CrioBa aBTOpa 1at0T BCE OCHOBAHUS CUNTATh,



YTO 00pa3 ero repoMHU COOTBETCTBYET KOH(IMKTHOMY THITY JUYHOCTH C TpyOo-
CTaTUYHOM yCTaHOBKOM.

B peun mwmcartens comepxutcs uHpopMaims, Xapaktepusyromas JloTyc
CKOpee KaK MHTPOBEPTa, BEAYIIEro 3aMKHYTHIA oOpa3 >ku3Hu: she's not at all
friendly with the Garlands.... She didn’t have much to do with anybody [2, p.
219].

Yro kacaeTcs THIA B3aUMOICHCTBUS, 10 KOTOPOMY CTPOUT CBOE TMOBEJCHUE
TePOMHS, TO 3JIeCh OIIYIIAaeTCs KOH(JIMKTHBIH TOH. ABTOp OTMEYaeT, Kak
HEeBSXKIMBO JIOTyC Be€T ce0s C JII0bMH, K KOTOPBIM MPHIILIA B TOCTH, OCOOCHHO C
xo3sikoit: Lotus said, ignoring her hostess [2, p. 212]. Kpuctun (xo03siika) mpsmMo
3agBisieT MyxKy, 4to Jlotyc ockopOisier e€: do you like her to insult me?
[2, p. 215]. B menoM B ciioBax aBTOpa 3BYYUT yKa3aHHE Ha OTUYXKIEHHOCTH,
HAIPaBICHHOCTh Te€pOMHM OT mapTHépa mo obirenuto: she did not answer or look
athim [2, p. 217].

O6patumcs k npsmoit peuu Jlotyc. OHa cocrout u3 112 BhICKa3bIBaHUIA,
92 u3 HUX TPENCTABJIAIOTCS i1 HAac 3HAYMMBIMH. HeraTWBHO OKpamieHHas
JICKCUKA TIPOSBIISCTCS B PSUYM TEPOMHH Ha MPOTSHKEHUU BCETO MPOM3BEACHHMS, UTO
coriacyercs ¢ peusto aBTopa: | get fed up, | can tell you... [2, p. 211], the awful
thing is not knowing the words. That’s the torture — knowing...[2, p. 212], | wrote
it with the tears running down my face [2, p. 213], most people laugh when you re
unhappy...[2, p. 214]. T'epouHe CBOHCTBEHHO YIOTPEOJATH BYJIbIapu3Mbl. ['m
going to get everything in — the whole damn thing [2, p. 211], I don 't give a damn
about the novel... [2, p. 213], you are talking like a bloody fool, dear [2, p. 214],
go on, tell your little friend she’s talking like a bloody fool [2, p. 215], help me
down these damned steps [2, p. 216], eyes, hair, teeth, figure, the whole damned
thing [2, p. 217], I don’t care a damn, I don’t care a damn, not a damn [2, p. 217].
B muckypce Jlotyc mpucyrctByer (opma cociararensHoro Hakionenus: all the
same, | wish | could write down some of the things that have happened to
me...[2, p. 212], it was as if somebody was saying...[2, p. 213], I wouldn’t have
told you | had some if | hadn’t [2, p. 217] u ap. OtpuniarensHas ¢popma riarojioB B
1-M 5uIe TaKke MapKupyer pedb repounu: [ can’t do it [2, p. 213], not much |
won'’t [2, p. 214], I couldn’t find the port [2, p. 216], I don’t know...[2, p. 216], |
don’t feel too good [2, p. 216], | don’t care..., I don’t care..., I'm not that sort of
person at all [2,p. 217], and I don’t need anybody to tell me...[2,p. 217].
[lepeuncnennpie 0coOeHHOCTH peun JIOTyC CBHAETEIBCTBYIOT O AUCKOMQOPTE U
HEYBEPEHHOCTH, KOTOPBIC MOJYYAOT CTATyC XapaKTEPUCTHK SI3BIKOBOM JIMYHOCTH
reporHA. TeM caMbIM TOJATBEP)KIASTCS TMPEANOIOKEHHE O TOM, UYTO SI3BIKOBas
JUYHOCTH JIOTYC OTHOCHTCS K KOH()JIUKTHOMY THITY.

AHanu3upys JUCKYpC TEPOMHHM, MBI OTHOCHM €€ K OSKCTPaBEPTHBHO
HAIPABJICHHOW JIMYHOCTH, YTO IPOTHBOPEYHMT aABTOPCKOMY IPEACTABICHHUIO
KCHIIMHBI KakK WHTpoBepra. Ha Hamr B3MIsA, 31eCh MBI HMEEM JIeJOo ¢
CUTYAI[MOHHBIM KCTPABEPTOM, T.€. B IAHHOW CHTyaIluH, Korja JIOTyc MpuXoauT K
cocensiM M BeinmuBaeT Bucku (She took the glass he handed to her, screwed up her
eyes, emptied it at a gulp...[2, p. 211]), oHa CTAaHOBUTCS CIIOBOOXOTJIMBOU M
UCIBITHIBACT JKEJTAHUE BBICKA3aTh CBOM B3IUISA/IbI HA XKH3Hb. Peub mepcoHaa 1mojHa
BBOHBIX cJ10B M npeioxenuid: Quite well, 1 hope [2, p. 210], | think it’s so nice



of you...[2, p. 211], | get fed up, I can tell you, sitting by myself...[2, p. 211], all
the same, | wish...[2, p. 212], do you know, | can remember things...[2, p. 213],
but there you are, nobody stays young for ever ...[2, p. 213], of course, I can’t do
it...[2, p. 213]. Well, anyway, I've just finished a poem [2, p. 213], I've had
enough, I can tell you [2, p. 217]. 3HaunTenpbHOE MecTO B peun JIoTyc 3aHUMAIOT
YCHIIMTENBbHBIC YacTHIB: SO Nice, not too fast, what | really like u mp. 35
BBICKa3bIBaHUI (Ooyiee TpeTH BCEX 3HAYMMBIX) IMMOCTPOCHBI C HCIOJIB30BaHUEM
BBOJHBIX M YCWJIHTCIBHBIX CPEICTB S3bIKAa. B JHCKypce TrepoMHU cojepikarcs
MHorounciacHuble moBTopel: Oh yes, the port, the port [2, p. 215], | had
everything; my God, | had [2, p. 216], I don’t care a damn. I don’t care a damn.
Not a damn. I don’t care about the things you care about [2, p. 217] (moBTOp
npeaIoKeHus U ciaosa). I 've had enough. I've had enough, | can tell you [2, p.
217] (caenyromiee NpeIONKCHHE HAYMHACTCS CO CJIOB MPEABIAYIICTo). Some
people are blighters; some people are proper blighters. The things people say! My
Christ, the things they say...[2, p. 217].

Ha Ham B3rjsi1, HEKOTOPHIE MOBTOPBI B JUCKYypCE TEPOMHU — HE MPOCTO
CTHJIMCTUYCCKMA  TPHEM,  HWCIOJB30BaHHBIM  aBTOpOM  JiIsi  OoJbliei
BBIPA3UTEIBLHOCTH, a CKOpee KU K IMOHUMAHHWIO BHYTPEHHETO MHpa JIMYHOCTH
*eHuHbl. Hanpumep, nostop rinarona had B npemtosxxenun | had everything; my
God, | had momu€pkuBaeT BCIO ropedb W COKAJICHHE I'EPOMHU O CBOCH OBLIOWM
KpacoTe W MOJIOJIOCTH, KoTopas nmponuia. Emé omHa XapaKTepuCTHKA
OKCTPABEPTUBHOTO  TOBEACHMs, a WMEHHO TEHACHIMS  HCIOJb30BaTh
COYMHHUTEIILHBIC COIO3bI, TIOPOH IMEPEXOASIINe B MHOTOCOIO3UE, NMPUCYTCTBYET B
peun niepconaka: And day after day...[2, p. 211]. But you 've got it very nice up
here [2, p. 211]. ...knowing the thing and not knowing the words [2, p. 212]. ['ve
got a bottle of port downstairs and 7’ll go and get it in a minute [2, p. 213]. No, |
can see you 're not — and never will be...[2, p. 213]. It’s about a woman and she’s
in court and she hears...[2, p. 213]. And, you see — ...[2, p. 213]. I've lived
enough to know what — and, maybe...[2, p. 214]. It’s so dark, and I don't
know...[2, p. 216]. BeisBaeHo 24 Bwicka3biBaHHs (0oJiee YETBEPTH 3HAYMMBIX
BBICKA3bIBAaHUI) C COUMHHUTENILHON CBs3bI0. JIOTYC CBOWMCTBEHHO BBIpaXKaTh CBOU
MBICJIH 00pa3HO, ¢ MOMOIIbI0 MOroBopok, Hanpumep: tell me what you laugh at,
and I'll tell you what you are [2, p. 214].

['epounst mposBisieT KOHGIMKTHBIM THUI PEYEBOTO B3auMoOJeWcTBUs. B
pas3roBOpe C COCENOM U €ro KeHOM KpHCTMH OHa BAPYr OTKPBITO 3asBJISET, YTO
w10Xxo moMHUT ums neBymku: Well, don't’ think that, dear — what’s your name?
— Christine [2, p. 213]. 3atem Jlotyc roBoput o KpucTuH B TpeThbeM JIHIEC U
Ha3blBaeT ¢ HE 10 WMEHHW, a WCIOJBb3yeT «HEYBaXHUTEIbHOE» oOpalieHue:
Sarcastic, isn’t she? A dainty little thing, but sarcastic [2, p. 213]. U nanee Jlotyc
3agaét KpucTuH BOIpOC M TYT K€ caMa Ha HEro OTBEYaeT, BBICKA3bIBas CBOE
MHEHHE O HejocTaTKax AeByiiku: Are you a mother, dear? No, | can see you’re
not — and never will be if you can help it. You are too fly, aren’t you? [2, p. 213]
Hanpsokenne B pasroBope JBYX coOecelHMII npojosbkaercs, u  JloTyc
NpakTUYeCKH ockopOsieT mMonoayio ocoly: You are talking like a bloody fool,
dear. You've never felt anything in your life, or you wouldn’t be able to say that.
Rudimentary heart, that’s your trouble [2, p. 214]. [lonyTHO TepoUHS 3a/eBacT U



Bo3to0sienHoro Kpuctun: You tell her, Mr What’s your name? [2, p. 215]. U B
oOpareHuu K HeMy ockopOisieT ero skeny: Tell the truth and shame the devil. Go
on, tell your little friend she’s talking like a bloody fool [2, p. 215]. Crour
OTMETHTb, YTO JIJISI PEUeBOTO MoBeaeHus JIOTyC XapaKTepeH MOBEIUTEIbHBIN TOH,
9TO BBIPKAETCS B COOTBETCTBYIONICH rpammarrueckoid hopme: don't think that [2,
p. 213], go on [2, p. 214], you tell her, tell the truth and shame the devil [2, p. 215],
but see me downstairs [2, p. 216] u mp.

CpaBHHUTENBHBI aHAIW3 pPEYM aBTOpa M TEPOWHU TO3BOJMII BBISIBUTH
CIICAYIOIIHNE JICKCHUCCKUE COBIIAICHHS:

g/gn Peun aBTOpa Peus repos

1. |The voice of a woman who often | I get fed up, I can tell you, sitting by
talked to herself [2, p. 212]. myself in that basement... [2, p. 211].

2. | Lotus was in tears [2, p. 212]. | wrote it with the tears running down

my face...[2, p. 213].

3. | She’s a bit of amess [2, p. 219]. | don’t feel to0 good [2, p. 216].

4. | She didn’t have much to do with | And | don’t need anybody to tell
anybody [2, p. 219]. me...[2, p. 217].

5. | She’s writing a novel [2, p. 210]. I’'m going to write a book...[2, p. 211].

Wrak, xapaktepuctuku oopas3a JIoTyc, BBISIBIEHHbIE HA OCHOBaHUM aHAJIN3a
CJIOB aBTOpA, COTJACYIOTCS C PEUYEBBIM MOBEACHHEM I'€pOMHHM, BOIUIOIIAIOIIKM B
ceOe e€ A3BIKOBYIO JTUYHOCTh. VICKiIIOUeHrnEe COCTaBISET MapamMeTp HCCIeI0BaHUS

AKCTPABEPCUS/UHTPOBEPCHUS, pacXoXJIeHUE B KOTOpOM  OOBSCHSIETCA
CUTYallMOHHOCTBIO TMPOSIBIICHHUS] OSKCTPaBEPTUBHBIX uepT B JuuHOocTU JloTyc.
JlanHoe MIPOU3BEICHUE JEMOHCTPUPYET: HKCTPABEPTUBHOCTH U

WHTPOBEPTUBHOCTH, KPOME TOTO, YTO 3TH XapaKTEPOJOTHUECKHE (ITOCTOSHHBIC)
CBOMCTBA JIMYHOCTH, TIOJIBEPTalOTCS BO3IACHCTBUIO U KOPPEKTUPOBKE CO CTOPOHBI
BHEIITHUX OOCTOSITENHCTB. IMEHHO B TaKUX CUTYyaIUsiX, KakK 3/1eCh (TI0JIBBITTMBIIIAS
JKEHIIIMHA) JKCTPAaBEPTUBHOCTh MOXKET OBITh CHUTyallMOHHOW. M mmcaremb 3To
yIa4yHO TIOKA3bIBACT.

JlocTaTo4HO OOJBIIIOE KOJUYECTBO COBIAJICHUN CBUJETEIHCTBYET, HA HaIll
B3TJISI7T, O BO3MOKHOMW TICUXOJIOTUYECKON OJM30CTH MEXIYy aBTOPOM (KEHIITUHOM)
u e€ repouneii. Ha nmpuMepe qaHHOTO MPOM3BEACHHUS MOYKHO TPEIIOIONKHUTE, YTO
aBTOPCKOM CTpaTeruel BBICTYINAeT CTPEMJICHHE TiepelaTb CBOU COOCTBEHHBIC
NepekKuBaHUsL dYepe3 peub Tepos. Tema oauHOYECTBA BOOOINE —SIBISETCS
aKTyaJbHOW B HAIlIM JIHM, TaK Kak BCE OOJbIIE JIIOJEH CTpagaeT OT HEIOCTaTKa
3HAYMMBIX IMOIIMOHAJILHBIX KOHTAKTOB. B 3TOM cBeTe oOpas JloTyc BmIcTymaer
npoOnemMubiM, a kak roBoput K. Jleonrapa, «mHOrHe TpOOJIEMHBIE O00pa3bl
MHPOBOM XYI0KECTBCHHOM JIMTEPATypbl MOTYT OBITH PACKPBITHI IMPH ITOMOIIN
aHaju3a CTPYKTYphl ux JquuHoctu» [1, c. 171].
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