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BBEJAEHUE

[enp HacTOALIErO MOCOOUS — HAYYUTh CTYACHTOB YMEHHUIO IIYOOKO MpPOHU-
KaTb B XYJOXECTBEHHBIH TEKCT, PACKpbIBaTh COJAEpXaHUE MPOU3BEICHHS BO BCeil
IIOJIHOTE €r0 CEMaHTUYECKOT 0, MPAarMaTuYeCcKoro U 3CTETUYECKOT 0 IOTEHIHAIA.

[Tocobue coctout u3 AByXx uvacteil. [lepBas BKiIIOYAaeT BBIAEPKKU U3 TPYAOB
M3BECTHBIX aBTOPOB, MpeJIaralouux CBOM crnocod MOHMMaHUsS TEKCTa, YTO MO3BOJISI-
€T HaIJISIIHO MPOJAEMOHCTPUPOBATH Pa3HbIE MOJIX0/Ibl YUEHBIX K pad0oTe C XyI0XKECT-
BEHHBIM TMPOU3BEJCHUEM M MPENOCTABISAET CTYJIEHTaM BO3MOXHOCTbH BBIOOpa TOM
METOJIMKH, KOTOpasi KayKeTcs UM HauboJiee MpUeMIEMO.

Bropas yacTh mocoOusi BKIIIOYAET paccKa3bl aHTJIOSN3BIYHBIX aBTOPOB XX BEKa,
MPEICTABIAIONINX Pa3HbIE XKaHPbl U UHJIMBHUIyaIbHBIE CTUIIM KOpOTKOM mpo3sl CHIA
u Benukobpuranuu.

BceeMm pacckazam mpezuiecTByeT HEOOJBIIOE BCTYIUIEHUE, B KOTOPOM COJIEP-
xatcsi Ouorpaduueckue u 6uduorpaduueckue cCBeJCHUs O mucaTelne, a TakxkKe yKa-
3aHMS YUTATENI0-UHTEPIPETATOPY, HAMPABIIAIOIINE €Tr0 BHUMAaHUE Ha Hauboliee Bax-
HbI€, TEKCTOBBIEC 3JIEMEHTHI, (OPMHUPYIOIINE KOHUENT (UACI0) MPOU3BEICHUS, CBU-
JETEIbCTBYIOIME 00 aBTOPCKOM MO3MIMM U NEpejarolie, IOMUMO OCHOBHOM, J0-
MOJIHUTEIBHYI0 HH(OPMAIIUIO Pa3HbIX TUIIOB.

CoOCTBEHHO MHTEPIPETALMIO TAHHBIX MPOU3BEICHUN MPOBOJAT CaMU CTYICH-
Thl, a MpenojiaBaTelib KOPPEKTUPYET BO3MOXKHBIE cMmenleHus. [IpuBeaeHHbie mocie
TEKCTOB BOMPOCHI MO3BOJIAIOT MAaKCUMaIbHO BEPHO MOHATH CIOKETHYIO JIMHHUIO pac-
CKa30B, PaCKpBITh 3aMbICEN aBTOPA U IIPOBECTH MPABUIIBHOE TOJIKOBAHUE.

OcHoBHOE TpeboBaHME, KOTOPOE OJIKHO OBITh IOCTaBJIEHO BO IJIaBY yIJia MpU
O0Oy4eHHH MHTEPIPETAMU TEKCTA, CBOJUTCS K HEYKOCHUTEIHLHOMY U CKPYITYJIE€3HO-
My BHUMaHHUIO K TEKCTy KaK MaTepuUaJbHON NEPBOOCHOBE JIIOOOW HWHTEpIpeTalH,
100 UMEHHO B HEM 3aJI0’KEHBI BCE CUTHAJIbI, IOMOTaoIMe Haubojee aJeKBaTHO pac-
KPBITh aBTOPCKHM 3aMbICEl.

B npuiioxkeHnu pa3MeleHbl pacckasbl, HHTEPIPETalMs KOTOPhIX TPUBEACHA B

KauecTBe 00pasiia B IepBOM YACTH XPECTOMATHH.



YACTDH 1
TEOPETUYECKHUE OCHOBbBI HHTEPIIPETALIMU TEKCTA

CUCTEMA TEXHUK ITOHUMAHNUA TEKCTA

borun I''1. MeTononoruueckoe mocodue 1mo HHTEPIPETaNu Xy10KECTBEHHO-
ro TeKkcTa (I 3aHUMAIOIIUXCA WHOCTPaHHOW ¢uionoruei) (pykomuce) //
http://window.edu.ru/window catalog/files/r42096/index.html — nata oOparmenus —
14.12.2011

WuTtepnperanus ecth pediiekcus HaJl MOHMMaHHEM, a TIOHUMaHHE €CTh OJHa
U3 opranuzoBaHHocTel pedaekcun. Kak yxe cka3aHo, 3TH KOHCTPYKTBI J€ATEIbHO-
CTH B3aUMOJEHCTBYIOT, IoMoras Apyr apyry. O4eBUIHO, YEM paHbILIE€ Mbl BBIXOJIUM
K IyOOKOMY MOHMMaHHUIO, TeM Ooraue OyneT pediiekcusi B BHUJIE€ WHTEPIPETALMH.
Yem pasblile MBI BBIXOJUM K TIyOOKOW HMHTEpIpeTaluu, TeM Ooraye MOHMMAaHHE.
O4eBUAHO, U TO U APYroe HaJo JAEJaTh 110 BO3MOKHOCTU Xopowo. OTcrona — KOH-
LEMNUs TEXHUK NOHUMaHusl. TeXHUKU MOHUMaHUs pe(IEeKTUBHBI, TO €CTh B KXKIYIO
13 HUX 3aJI0’K€HA UHTEPIPETATUBHASI KOMIIOHEHTA.

TexHUKU MOHUMAaHUSA, OOPAIIEHHOTO Ha TEKCThl KYJIbTYpbl, — 3TO COBOKYII-
HOCTb IPUEMOB CUCTEMOMBICIEAEATENBHOCTH, IPEBPAILIAOIINX HEIOHUMAaHUE B IO-
HUMAaHHUE, a B ONTUMAJIBHBIX CIy4asX MPEBpPALIAIOIINX MOHUMAaHHUE B MacTEPCTBO.
BraneHne TeXHMKaMM MOHUMAaHUS — 3TO «MAacTEPCTBO ymMa», U 3TOMY MACTEPCTBY
HAJI0 YYUTHCS U HAJI0 YUYUTh. DTO YUEHUE — OJIMH U3 ACMIEKTOB Hay4yeHus pedekcu.
Hayuenue pediiekcum, BKIIIOYarollee HaydeHHE TEXHHUKaM MOHUMAaHUSA, MO3BOJISAET
YEJIOBEKY MOHUMAaTh CAMOMY, a HE IOBTOPSTh YbE-TO «TOTOBOE MOHMMaHue». [loaro-
My BOIIPOC O TE€XHHUKAaX MOHUMAaHUS — BakKHas rpaHb MpoosieMbl CBOOOBI U TIpoOIie-
MBI TBOpuecTBa. Ha 310 penko oOpaiiaroT BHUMaHuUE.

B nacrosmee Bpems (ceHtssOps 2000 r.) HaM M3BECTHBI IECTh TPYMN TEXHUK
NoHUMaHUs TekcTa. OO0I1ee YuCao TEXHUK MOKa HEU3BECTHO: Mbl HE 3HAaeM, KaKUMU

TCXHUKAMU ITIOJIB3YIOTCA MHOTHUC JIFOOH, 0COOEHHO XOpomio IMOHUMAKOHIHNEC TCKCThI



KyJbTyphl. [103TOMy TeXHUKHM MOHMMAaHUS OYKBAJbHO «YJABIMBAIOTCA» B XOJIe Ha-
OJIfoIeHUsT U CaMOHAONIOICHHST HaJ JEeSATENbHOCThIO MOHUMaroero cyonekra. Ilo
Mepe TaKUX HaOJII0JIEHUN Mbl MIOCTENIEHHO Y3HaéM O BCE OOJIbIIEM YHCIIe TEXHUK, HO
MOKa HET HUKAKOW MpPOLEIyphl, KOTOpasi MOMOoryia Obl HaM CKa3aTh, CKOJIBKO TEXHUK
OCTalOTCsl HeomucaHHbIMU. [IOMYyTHO HAag0 OTMETUTh, YTO HEKOTOPBHIE M3 TEXHHUK
ONUCHIBAIUCH PAHEE PA3IUYHBIMU ABTOPAMH, HO OIMCHIBAIMCH HE B KAUYECTBE TEX-
HUK, a B X0Ji¢ pa3pabOTKU KaKHX-TO APYTHX MPOIECCOB, KOHCTPYKTOB WIJIM KaTero-
puit. Tak, nmpobiiema pacripeameunBanus paspadarsiBasiachk emie CB.domoli AKBUH-
ckuM, nainee — ['ereaem, Mapkcom u Kronbne B ¢Bsi3u ¢ mpo0JieMoil ObITOBaHUS UIe-
aJNbHOTO (MOCJeAHEee ONMPEIMEUNBAETCS B TEKCTOBBIX CpeACTBaX). TeXHUKAa UHTEH/IH-
poBaHus pazpadarbiBanack CB. AHcenbMoM KeHTepOepuiickiM B CBSI3U ¢ TPOOJIEeMOi
cymectBoBanus bora. EcTe u eme nogoOubie nmpuMepbl. O4eBUAHO, TEPMEHEBTHYE-
CKO€ M3YYEHUE TEXHUK MMOHMMAHUS — ATO HCHOJb30BAHUE BCETO JTYXOBHOTO OIIBITA
YeJIOBEUYECTBA, «HAIYMBIBABIIET0» pa3Hble CIOCOOBI OCBOCHUS MHpa: B CaMOM 00-
€M BHJI€ TEXHUKHU MOHUMAHUS TEKCTOB KYJIbTYPbl — 3TO TOKE CIOCOOBI OCBOEHUS
MHpa, HO OCBOCHHMS HE 4Yepe3 HAKOIUICHHE 3HAHWM, a YEPE3 YCOBEPIICHCTBOBAHUE
croco0oB oOpaleHus pediekcuu Ha MUp.

Crnenyer uMeTh B BUIY, YTO MCIIOJIB30BAHUE TOW WM MHOM TEXHUKU MMOHUMA-
HUsL TpeOyeT OT MOHUMAIOUIET0 CYOBbEKTa «UTO-TO C COOOU crenaTh», TO €CTh JU00
JUCKYPCUBHO IMOCTPOUTH BOMPOCH K cebe, MO0 HEeIUCKYPCUBHBIM 00pa3oM «OKa-
3aThCsl CTOSLIUM TEpe BOIPOCOM, KOTOPBIA KTO-TO KaK Obl 337]a€T» 3TOMY CYOBEKTY.
3nech Mbl HE OyAeM MoAPOOHO OMUCHIBATh 3T CYOBEKTUBHBIE YCUITUS, OTPAHUYUMCS
JUIIb KOHCIEKTUBHBIM OMUCAHUEM TOTO, YTO MPOUCXOIUT MPHU pean3alui NepBOM
U3 Ha3BaHHBIX TEXHUK — MPU UCIIOIH30BAHUM TEXHUKHU UHTEHIUPOBAHUS.

A. TexHMKHM YCMOTPEHHUSI M TOCTPOECHUSI CMBICJIOB

1. UaTennupoBaHue — CO3/IaHHME HANpPaBIEHHOCTU pediIeKCHH IS yKa3aHUS
Ha «TOTMOCHI JIyXa» — OTIPaBHbIE TOYKHU BOBHE-UAYLIETO Jiyya pediiekcuu. Y Cuiiue B
CBSI3M C HCIOJIb30BAHUEM TEXHUKH MOXXET BBIMJISACTH CleaylomuM obpa3zom. Yemno-
Bek yuTaeT 3auuH «benoii reapaun»y M.A.bynrakoa: «Benuk ObLI TOJ U CTpaIleH 10

PO)KIICCTB@ XpI/ICTOBOM OJHa ThICAYa ACBATBCOT BOCCMHaHHaTBIﬁ)). HCpBOC BIIC4YaT-



JIEHWE: PSA0BOE HAauajlo poMaHa O rpakJaaHCKoW BoWiHe B Poccun, — 0HAKO ... a HET
JIU TYT Y€T0-TO, OTHOCSIIETOCS K TJIABHBIM CMBICIIaM OBITUS — K [3K3UCTCHIIMAILHBIM |
CMBICJIaM KHU3Hb , CMEPTh , JIIOOOBH , HCTHUHA , Kpacota', bor', "106po’, 'cBoOO-
na’ ¥ HeMHOTUM JapyruM? ... Jla, A€CTBUTENbHO, CHHTAKCUC MOKA3bIBAET, YTO 3TO — O
CTpa/JlaHuH, HO CKa3aHO TaK, YTO MpoOykaaeTcs pedeKCus HaJl OMbITOM CIIYIIAHUS
1epKoBHOM peun... CTpajgaHus — 3TO W CTpajaHus XpHUCTa, U CTpaJaHus JIOJCH B
1918 rony... PaBHOBENMKOCTh cTpagaHuii XpuUcTa, U CTPAJaHUN 3TUX JIOAEH — BOT
KyJia BBIBOJAUT TEXHUKA WHTCHINPOBAHMS KaK TEXHUKA YKa3aHHUSI HA DK3UCTCHITHAb-
HBbIE CMBICJIBI, TIOUYTH OJMHAKOBBIC Y BCEX MpeJCTaBUTENeH poaa mojackoro. He ciy-
YailHO UMEHHO TE€XHWKa MHTCHAMPOBAHUS O0CCIICUMBACT YCMOTPEHUE NPYTUX MCH-
TaJIUTCTOB (HAIIMOHAJIBHBIX WJIM WHJIWBUIYaJbHBIX) HA OCHOBE (PpOHTAIBHONW MOOH-
JU3aIuU BCEX CPEACTB Pe(DICKTUBHOM pealbHOCTH («AYyIIN») KaK OTCTOMHHUKA OIIbI-
Ta.

2. PactsaruBanue CMBICIIOB — UX KaTEropusalus, Iepexoj] OT COOCTBEHHO CMBbI-
CJIOB K METaCMBICJIaM M ME€TaMeTacMbICJIaM (BKJIIOYAsi XY0KECTBEHHBIC UJICH).

3. [loruManue 1Mo cxemaM JIeHCTBOBaHMS. BepTUKaIBHBIN cpe3 BCeX OJHOBpE-
MEHHO PACTITUBAIOIIMXCS CMBICJIOBBIX HUTEH JaeT CyOBEKTY MMOHUMAHUS CXEMY JICH-
CTBOBAHUS, CXEMY NaJIbHCHIIETO pPAaCTATUBAHHMS CMBICJIOBBIX HUTEH. DJTa TEXHHKA
Obu1a Briepsbie u3ydeHa M.Kantom.

4. HapamuBaHue npeaukanuii (padboTta ¢ colepKaHUIMU; COAEPKaHUs CO OT-
HOCHUTEJIBHBI HE CO CMBICIIAMH, a CO 3HAYCHUSAMHU — OKYJIBTYPEHHBIMH H IMPU ITOM
BTOPHYHBIMH TIEPEBBIPAKECHUSIMH CMBICIIOB). Takke KaTeropusalius mpeauKaIui.

5. UnpuBuayamus — yCMOTpPEHUE U TIPEBUACHUE crioco0a JaabHEHIero neu-
cTBOBaHMS ¢ TekcToM. OHa U3 PopM MHAMBUAYAITUHU — )KaHPOOTIPEACICHUE.

6. DKCHEKTaIUsl — peryJUupyeMble OXKUIAHUS CMBICIIOB B MPEIABUAUMOM JIEHUCT-
BOBaHHH C TEKCTOM.

7. T'epMeHEBTHYECKHUIN KPYT — OJHOBpeMeHHast pukcamusi pedIeKCuu BO BCEX
nosicax cucTeMomsbicienesTeabHocTu (1o u3BectHoi cxeme [.II. IlenpoBuikoro).

[TonnMaHue BBICTyIIAET KaK OJHO U3 MHOOBITUI (OpraHuzoBaHHOCTEHN) pediiekcuu. B



NEepPBOHAYAJILHOM BHJI€ TE€pPMEHEBTHYECKMH Kpyr Obul omucan B 1819 roapy
O. [Ineiiepmaxepom.

8. «llocTtpanBanue» uxcanuii pedaekcu B yCIOBHIX, KOTJa MPOAYLEHT HE
cyMedl, 3a0bU1 WIIM HE 3aX0TeN 3alporpaMMUPOBaTh 3T (PUKcalKU. ITa TEXHUKA TI0-
HUMaHuA pakTuyecku pazpadbarbiBajiach B KiMHH4Yeckoi padore 3.Dpeiina.

9. Akryanuzauus 3HaHUHM (MOUCK MX B peIIEKTUBHOM PEATbHOCTH KaK «OT-
CTOMHHUKE OMbITa») JIJIsl CBA3BIBAHUS 3HAHUS C TEM, YTO TOHUMAETCS.

10. Pa3pbIB Kkpyra — B cily4asix, Korjna oOblieHHas peduekcusi, pukcupyemas
M0 XOJly TE€PMEHEBTHUYECKOI0 Kpyra, HyKJaeTcsi B 3aME€HE OCO3HAHHBIM M JUCKYD-
CUBHBIM 3HaHWeM. [IpuMeHeHue 3TOW TeXHUKH (PAKTUYECKH MHOTOKPATHO OMHCAHO
0. M. JlormaHOM.

11. [IpobnemaTu3zaius (0OOHapy)eHHE CYOBEKTOM CBOETO HETTOHUMAHUS).

12. JlekoaupoBaHue — MPOIEIeBTHKA paclpeIMEUNBaHUs B YCIOBUSIX MPOCTOM
CEMaHTHU3alMU WJIA YUCTO KOTHUTHUBHOTO MOHUMaHUA (MpU paboTe ¢ TeKCTaMu, Mo-
CTPOEHHBIMH HE 10 CMBICITY, & TIO COAEPKAHUIO).

13. PacnpenMeunBaHrne — BOCCTAHOBJIEHHWE PELMIIMEHTOM CHUTYallUd MbICIe-
JEHUCTBOBaHUS MPOAYLEHTA. JTO JOCTUTAETCs Yepe3 YCMOTPEHHE CMBICIOB, BOCCTA-
HABJIMBAEMbIX Ha OCHOBAaHUU (hOPMBI CPEICTB TEKCTOMOCTPOCHHSI.

14. TlepeonpenMeunBaHre — HAXOXXJIEHUE CMBICIA, «IApaJIEIBLHOT0» HCKO-
MOMY U TIPE3EHTAIUs €ro «IMapauielbHBIMIWY K€ TEKCTOOOPa3yIoMMU CPEeICTBAMM.
Texnuka BeisiBaeHa O. @. BacunbeBoi.

15. ®enomeHonornyeckas peayKIus — «yxoJ B albTepHATUBHBIA MUP» TEKCTA.
Texnuka noapo6Ho onucana J. ['yccepnem.

16. 3navaniee nepexMBaHUe YCMOTPEHHOI'O CMbICia (HepeaKo B ¢opMe mepe-
KUBAHUS TUNA «ITO MPOUCXOTUT CO MHOM»). JlyXOBHas 3HAUUMOCTb 3TOTO SIBJICHUS
pY OCBOEHUHU Mupa u3ydeHa B. J[unbreem.

17. UnTepuopuzanusi KOHTEKCTa MOHUMAEeMOro (KOHTEKCTHAasl J0rajaka). JTo

aBiaeHue uzydeHo I1. . "anbnepuHbiM.



18. 3aMeHa 3 eHOMEHANTBHOCTH MPOLECCYATbHOCThIO, TPEOI0JICHHE MU (e-
HOMEHAJIBHOCTU. 3HAYMMOCTh 3TOr0 TpeOOBaHMsA K MOHUMaHUIO paccmorpeHa K.
Mapxkcom.

19. PeakTuBanus MpoLLIOro ONbITa 3HAYAUIUMX NEPEKUBAHUN, HAMEPEHHOE
MIPUIIOMUHAHUE TOr0, KAK UIMEHHO HEYTO MEPEKUBAIOCH paHbIlle. DTa TEXHUKA JOC-
TaTOYHO MIMPOKO HCIIOIB3YETCS B MOBECTBOBATEIBHOM IMPO3€ IMPU XaPAKTEPUCTUKE
IIEPCOHAXKEMN.

b. Ucnoab3oBanne «pediieKTUBHOI0 MOCTHKA», BO3HUKAIOILEI0 MPH MO-
SIBJICHHH B TEKCTE CPEACTB, NPOOYKAAIMX PedIeKCHI0 HAl OHTOJIOTrHYeCKUMH
KAPTHHAMH, He CBA3AHHBIMH HEMOCPEJACTBEHHO C OCBAUBAEMbIM THOCEO0JIOTHYe-
ckuM oOpasoM. IIpu 3TOM MCIOJB3YIOTCH B KayecTBe «pedieKTHBHOr0 MOCTH-
Kay.

20. Metadopuzaruu (Ha OCHOBE COOCTBEHHO MeTadophl U BCEX APYTUX TPO-
noB). [IpoOyxnaenue peduekcun metadopoid MpU MOHUMAHUHM TEKCTOB H3Y4YEHO
H.®.KprokoBoii. 31ech MOT'YT OBITh UCIIOIB30BaHBI JTIOOBIE PYTHe CPEICTBA TEKCTO-
IIOCTPOEHMS], IONABLUIME B PUTOPUUECKYIO IPOTPaMMy MPOAYLIEHTA C TEMU XKE LIENs-
MU, C KOTOPBIMH JenatoTcss Metadopu3auuu. 31ech BaXXHEHIINM CPEICTBOM IJIaHO-
MEpPHOTI'0 caMonpoOyKIAeHUS pedaexcun SABIIACTCS OTMCAHHBIN
KO.M. CkpeOHeBbIM 3aKOH YHUBEpCAJIbHON CYOCTUTYTMBHOCTH B SI3bIKE, Onaropaps
KOTOPOMY JIF0O0H BBIOOp CPEACTB BBIPAKEHUSI MOKET TPAKTOBATHCA KaK OpyIUe Mpo-
OyxaeHus: pedaeKCur HaJl TeM WIM UHBIM OINBITOM JEHCTBOBAaHUS B MOSICE MBICIIH-
KOMMYHUKAIIUH.

21. Axryanuzanuu (poHeTHuyecKue, MHTOHAIIMOHHBIE, TPaMMaTUYECKHE, JIEKCHU-
YecKue, CIOBOCOYETaTeNbHbIE U Jp. JTa TeXHUKa (pakTuyecku Obuia BbisiBIieHa Sl.
MyKapKOBCKUM.

22. DKCIUTMKAIIMOHHOCTh U UMIUIUKAIMOHHOCTh. DTO OMHApHOE MPOTHUBOIOC-
TaBJICHHE TEKCTOOOpa3yIOINX CPEACTB BBEJICHO B HAyKy

0. M. CkpebHEBBIM.



23. CpencTBa MpsIMON OTCHUIKK K OTJaJICHHOW OHTOJIOTHYECKOM KapTuHe (aj-
JIIO3Usl, IUTAIlUsI, TApOAUPOBAHUE U T.II.); MHTEPTEKCTYaIbHOCTh. Takxke: ycMoTpe-
HUE WY TIepeKUBAHUE TAPTUTYPHOU OpPraHU3aIMKN PEUCBOM 1IETH.

24, NpoHust — CpeacTBO MPOOYXJeHUs pedieKcuu HaJ MPOTHBOIOI0KHBIM
TOMY (WJIM MPUHIMIHATBEHO HECXOJHBIM C TEM), YTO HEMOCPEICTBEHHO IpeACcTaBIe-
HO B TEKCTE M0 COACP>KAHUIO WK JJaXKe MO CMbICTy. Takxke: 1oMop.

25. CummMmetpus (moBTop, pudma, MeTpuyeckass opraHuzanus). Purmudeckue
CpeICTBa TEKCTOTIOCTPOEHMUsI, HCIIOJI3YyEMbIe B KaueCTBE CPEACTB MPOOYKICHUS
pedyiekCun Haa BCEM ONBITOM CMBICIOTOCTPOEHHUS, OMPEIMEYCHHOTO PUTMHKO-
WHTOHAIIMOHHBIMU cpeacTBaMu. [IpoOyxnenue pediiekcuu cpeacTBaMu TaKOro pojaa
nzyueHo E. 3. MmaeBoii. JIroObie npyrue cpeacTBa TEKCTOMOCTPOEHHUs, TIOMABIINE B
PUTOPUYECKYIO MPOTPAMMYy MPOIYIIEHTA C TEMHU K€ LEJISIMHU, C KOTOPBIMU JIETAI0TCS
MeTadopuzaiu. 371eCh BAXHEUIIUM CPEJCTBOM IIJIAHOMEPHOTO CaMOIPOOYKISHUS
pednexkcun sBusercs onucanHbii FO. M. CkpeOHEBbIM 3aKOH YHHMBEPCAIbHOU CYyO-
CTUTYTUBHOCTU B sI3bIKE, OJlarogapsi KOTOpOMY JIF000W BBHIOOpP CPEACTB BBIPAXKCHUS
MOXET TPAKTOBAThCS KaK Opyaue MpoOYyXJIeHHs pedIeKCHH Haa TeM WIM HHBIM
OTIBITOM JICHCTBOBAHUS B TOSICE€ MBICITU-KOMMYHHKAIIHH.

B. TexHHMKH «pacKIeMBaAHHUA» CMeILIMBaeMbIX KOHCTPYKTOB. Ilpu 3Tom
«PacKJIEHBAIOTCSI»:

26. 3HavyeHue u cMbIci. [IpOTHBOIMOI0KHOCTE 3TUX KOHCTPYKTOB BIIEPBBIC yC-
tanoBui I'. @pere.

277. 3HaYeHue U TIOHSTHE.

28. Tlonatue u npexacrasienue. [IporuBonocraBnenue odocHosano I'. B. @.
I'erenem, a B pamkax ¢unocopuu o6pazoBanus — B. B. J[aBbi10BBIM.

29. ConeprkaHue U CMBICII.

30. Omorus 1 COOCTBEHHO YE€JI0BEYECKOE YyBCTBO.

31. Acconanus u pedaekcus.

32. Pa3Hble MO3UIMHU ESITEIHHOCTH (WU JeUCTBOBAHUS) pHU TOHUMaHuu. M3-

BCCTHBI IMO3UIWH IIPAKTHYCCKAA, pe(l)JICKTI/IBHaH, HUCCIICOAOBATCIILCKAA, PECIKUCCCPCKAA,



negarornyeckas. 3aBUCUMOCTh Tpoliecca MOHUMaHUs OT U30paHHOM MO3UIIUU CYOh-
eKTa B AeaTenbHOoCTH BoisiBiieHa [, 1. [lenpoBuuikum.

33. CMbICH, MOJIy4aeMblii U3 HO3M, M CMBICJ, YK€ HaJWYHBIA B OHTOJOTHYE-
CKOM KOHCTPYKIIMH (B TOTIOCAX JIyXa).

34. IloHumaHue ceMaHTU3UpYIOIIee, MOHUMAaHUE KOTHUTHBHOE, MOHHMAaHUE
pacrpeMeurBaroIee.

35. JleiicTBUs W mpolLEenyphl KaK MPOTHUBOTIOJIIOKHBIE OCHOBAHUS MOHUMAaHUS.
[TpuHuMnuanbHas MIPOTUBOIOJIOKHOCTh ATUX KOHCTPYKTOB BBISIBJICHA
I'. I1. HlexpoBULIKUM.

36. [Tonumanue cybcTaHIMaaIbHOE, IIpolecCyallbHOE, AMHU(EHOMEHAIBHOE.

37. llonumanue Ha OCHOBE pedIeKCHH MO0 OHTOJOTMYECKOH, MO0 THOCEO-
JIOTUYECKOM, TMOO METO0JIOTHYECKONU. DTa UCTOPUYECKU OOYCIIOBJICHHAs! MMPOTUBO-
MOCTaBJIEHHOCTh TUIIOB pediekcuu Obla BoisiBiieHa J. ['. KOnuHbIM.

I'. TexHUKM HHTEPIIPETALMOHHOIO TUIIA

38.BoccTaHoBiieHre cMbIcia MO 3HAYEHUIO (B YCIOBUSX BbIOOpa CyOCTUTYEH-
TOB).

39. To e B Apyrux yciaoBUAX (MpH JEUCTBUAX C MOJIMCEMAHTUUECKON €IUHU-
1IeH, ¢ IBYCMBICJIEHHOCTBIO U TIP. ).

40. To e mpu pa3HOTO pojia HAOIIOACHUSAX PEUMITUEHTa HaJl TEKCTOM (Han
ATUMOJIOTHEH H T.I1.).

41. CamoomnpeesieHUe B MUPE YCMOTPEHHBIX CMBICIOB. Bbixos B pediekTuB-
Hyto no3uiuto. [locranoBka cebst mepea BOmpocoM «S MOHSII, HO YTO e s MOHSII?»

42. YcMOTpeHHe U OlpejelieHne albTePHATHUBHOTO CMBICIIOBOIO MHpa. JTa
MBICJIBL pa3pabaTeiBaiach P. Kapuamowm.

43. CamoomnpeaeneHrue B TOM WM UHOM aJbTE€PHATUBHOM CMBICIIOBOM MUPE.

44. JIsmwxenne tuna: OT IIOHMMAHUA — K MHTEPIIPETALIMMA — K
JTAJIBHENIIIEMY ITOHUMAHUIO (u nanee).

45. OueHnka coOCTBEHHOTO TTOHMMAaHUS Ha OCHOBE CaMOOIIpEe/Ie/IeHUs] B NHBEH-

TapC TUIIOB ITIOHUMAHHA (CeMaHTI/ISI/IPYIOH_ICC, KOI'HUTHUBHOC, pacnpez[Mqu/IBanmee).
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46. OreHka COOCTBEHHOTO NMOHUMAHHUSI B CBSI3U C ONpPECICHUEM Iosica, TIe
(bukcupoBaHa pedreKcus.

47. OueHka cOOCTBEHHOIO0 MOHUMAHUS B CBA3U C ONpPEIEIECHUEM THIOJIOTrnYe-
CKOTO MecTa pe(IeKTUBHOTO aKTa, 00eCIEeUnBIIEro CMbICI000pa3oBaHue (pa3inye-
HUE HUCTOPUYECKUX TUIIOB pedIEeKCUMOHTOIOTU3Ma, THOCEO0JIOTU3-
Ma,METO/I0JIOTU3MA).

48. OneHka cOOCTBEHHOI'0 TOHUMAHUS B CBSI3H C ONPECICHUEM CPEACTB TEK-
cTa, o0ecrneuuBIIMX MpoOyx)JaeHne pediexcun (COOCTBEHHO HHTEpIpETAIMOHHAS
pabora B eBpomeiickoi Tpaaunuu — M. Puddarep u mHorme npyrue). Ouenka
CPEIICTB TEKCTOOOPa30BaHMs KaK CHJIbI, IBMKYIIEH MPOLEcC MTOHUMAaHUS.

49. Onpenenenue rpaHd MOHUMAaEMOI0 U CAMOOTIpeIeIIeHIe CpeIu TpaHel 1o-
HUMAaEMOro — TeXHUKa KOHPUrypuposanus, pazpadorannas ['.I1. lllenpourikum.

50. Oco3HaHHBIA WM HEOCO3HAHHBIA BBHIOOP KOH(DUTYpallMOHHOW TpaHU MO-
HUMaeMOro.

51. Oco3Hanue cyOBEeKTOM IMPUYUH CBOEH CBOOOJBI UM HECBOOOJBI MPHU BI-
O6ope KoH(pUrypallMOHHOW T'paHu moHMMaemoro. Pedrnekcus Hag CBOMM COOCTBEH-
HBIM OTHOILIEHHWEM K Oaiancy cBOOObI U KYJIbTYpbl (HOPMAaTUBHOCTH) MPHU aKTE BBI-
0opa rpaHu TOHUMAEMOTO.

52. Camoornpenenenue BoIOMparoiiero rpanb: «Moit BeIOOp — nelicTBue? mpo-
ueaypa?» T KOHCTPYKThI OblTu ipoTuBonocTaniensl . I1. IllenpoBunikum.

53. O1ieHKa OHTOJIOTMYECKUX KapTHH, 3aJICCTBOBAHHBIX B aKT€ MOHUMAaHUA,
camooIipesiesieHne «o0aafaTelish OHTOJIOTMYECKUX KapTUH, OTBET HAa BOMPOCHI TUIIA
«41 nousn, Ho movyemy A Tak nousn?». Texuuka pazpadorana I'.I1. LllexpoBuiikum.

. Texuukun nepexonaa v 3aMeHbl (PEMIIUEHT CAMOCTOSITEJIbHO OCYIIeCTB-
JIfIeT ITOT Mepexo/; pa3aejuTe]bHbIH 3HAK MOKA3bIBA€T, KAK HA3BAHHOE CJIeBa
npeBpaniaeTcsi B HaA3BaHHOe CIPaBa.)

54. Cmbicii>3HaueHue (Hampumep, B COLMAIbHO 3HAYMMOW paboTe JEKCHKO-
rpada).

55. 3HaueHUE>CMBICIL.

56. 3HaUECHUE>TIOHATHE.
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57. llouatue>3HaueHue (Hampumep, Mpu COCTABIEHUN SHIIUKIIOTEIHH ).

58. IlpencraBiaenue>nousATue (0OOBIYHO ISt HAYYHOU paboThI).

59. Ilonsarue>npencrapienue (0OBIYHO B paboOTe pexuccepa U ApYyrux Jrojen
HCKYCCTBA).

60. ConepxaHre>CMBbICI.

61. CMmbICII>COnEpKAHUE.

62. [Iponienypa>neiicTBre (BBITECHEHUE MIPOIEAYP AECUCTBUSMH).

63. [lelictBue>npouenypa (miaHoMepHas 3aMeHa JeHCTBUS MPOUEAYPOH B CH-
Tyaluu, TpeOyIolle aBTOMAaTU3allu1 aKTa).

64. IloHnMaHNe CEMaHTU3UPYIOLEE>KOTHUTUBHOE (TPU MEPEXO/I€ OT «IIPOCTO
CIIYIIaHUS» UK «IIPOCTO YTEHUSD K CAYIIAHUIO UM YTSHMIO JJI1 HayYHOU paboThI).

65. [loHnMaHre KOTHUTHUBHOE>CEMaHTU3UPYIOLIEe (ITUMOIOTU3ALIHS).

66. ITloHumanue pacnpeaMeynBarollee>ceManTu3npyomee (Mpu H3yYeHUH
SI3BIKA).

67. [lonumaHue ceMaHTH3UpYIOlllee>pacnpeIMeunBaolee (nepexo K MoHu-
MaHHUIO pajJy OBJIAJICHUS KYJIbTYpPOH HEKOTOPOTrO COOOIIECTRA).

68. [loHnMaHre KOTHUTUBHOE>pacnpeaMednBatolee (Ta e Ueb).

69. Ilonnmanue pacnpeaMedrBarOIIee™>KOTHUTUBHOE (TIEPeX0] OT XYHA0XKeCT-
BEHHOT'O K HAYYHOMY OCBOCHHIO).

70. AccouuupoBaHue>pedieKkTupoBanue (1 n30ekKaHus UCKAKEHUH B TO-
HUMaHHH ).

71. PednexkrupoBanue>acconuupoBanue (B CUTyalusaXx, korjaa pediekcus cy-
HIECTBYET «B CHATOM BUJIE» U MPOIIECC OCBOCHUS T€UET aBTOMATHYECKH ).

72. Pednekcusi OHTOJIOrMUECKas>THOCEOJOTUYECKasl.

73. Penekcusi OHTOJIOTMUECKAs™>METOA0I0TUYECKas.

74. Pednekcusi THOCEOJIOTUYECKASI>METO10JI0THYECKas.

75. Pednekcus oOblieHHas™aucKypcuBHasg. Takke: pediekcus AUCKYPCHUB-
Has>00BbIIEHHAsI, TO €CTh MEPEX0] OT OCO3HAHHOCTHU (B CUTyallUd UHTEPIPETALMH) K
CAHTYULMU» B XOJI€ HETOCPEICTBEHHOI'O HUCIIONHEHHS TeKyIeld paboThl MOHUMAaHUS

TCKCTA, CUTyalluu, YCJIOBCKA U IIp.
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76. Ilonnmanue>3HaHue.

77. OMouus>CcOOCTBEHHO YEJIOBEYECKOE YYBCTBO.

78. CoOCTBEHHO Y€JI0BEUYECKOE YyBCTBO>IMOLUSA (ISl mepexojia oT pediekcuu
K MOCTYTIKY).

79. YcMOTpeHHre cMbICIa OKUABIIET0CS>yCMOTPEHUE CMbICIIa HE OKUJaBIIe-
rocsl.

E. Boixon (mo BoJie cy0beKTa) M3 cuTyaunu pukcanum peduieKCuu B 1y-
XOBHOE COCTOsIHME, fIBJsIONIeecs] O0ObeKTUBanuel peduexkcun (ee MHOObITHEM,
ee UNocTachio). BaxxkHeume cpeau 3TUX COCTOAHUIA:

80. BbIxo/1 K TOHMMAHUIO KaK OCO3HAHHOMY YCMOTPEHHIO W/HIIM TTOCTPOEHUIO
cMbIciia ( B TOM YHUCJe 330TEPUYHOr0), METACMBbICIIA, XY10KECTBEHHOM UJIEH.

81. BbIXOJ K yCMOTPEHUIO U OCO3HAHUIO KPACOTHI. Y CMOTpPEHUE MEPhI XYI0-
KECTBEHHOCTH — ONTUMYyMa MPOOYXKACHUS PePIICKCUU.

82. BpIxo/1 K EPEKUBAHUIO W/UITU YCMOTPEHUIO TApMOHUHU.

83. BrIxoj K KaTeropuajibHOMY CY>KJIE€HHUIO O MPOILJIOM, O HACTOSIIEM, O MPE-
CTOSIIEM, BOOOIIE O MUPE.

84. Beixos kK IpUHATHIO YETro-TO 3a PakT, 3a UCTUHY. Bepa, nosepue.

85. Boixon Kk crnocoOy ompeneneHuss UCTUHHOCTH, Iepedop crnoco0oB yCMOT-
pPEHUSI UCTUHHOCTH (B TOM 4YHCIIe U B pe(JIEKTUBHOM POMaHe, IIe HAJ0 COLUAILHO
aJIeKBaTHO YCTAHOBUTH JIEMCTBUTEIBHOE COOTHOIIEHUE 3aJJaHHbIX TUCATEIEM KOHCT-
PYKTOB).

86. Brixon k GpopmynupoBaHUIO ujeu (HaydHOU, XyaoxkecTBeHHOM). [TocTpoe-
HUE COOTBETCTBYIOIIETO METATEKCTA.

87. BbIxoa K IMOMOJHEHUIO KOHIENTYaJbHON CHUCTEMBI CyObeKTa, J00aBKa K
MHUPOBO33PEHHUIO.

88. BbIxo/1 K 0THOMY U3 COOCTBEHHO YEJIOBEUECCKUX UYBCTB.

89. BbIXoJ K NOMOJIHEHUIO CUCTEMBbl YyBCTB, 100aBKa K MUpouyBCTBUIO. [lo-
SBJICHUE SMIIATUH.

90. 3Hanue, ero U3MEHEHUE U POCT. BhIX04 K CUCTEMHBIM MPEICTABICHUSIM B

chepe 3HAHUS.
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91. Beixox k pemienuto. MI3meHeHue pemieHus.

92. Beixoa k MHeHHUI0. I3MeHeHne MHEHUS.

93. BbIX0o/1 K OIIEHKE YCMOTPEHHOTO.

94. Beixon k oreHke npoueauiero. Peduexkcust Hag Bcem onbiToM. OnieHOuHAs
pednekcus Hall pakTaMu UCTOPUU U BBIXOJ K COOTBETCTBYIOIIEMY MOHUMAHHUIO.

95. YcmoTtpenue obpasza aBTopa (Takxke — o0pasa pacckazuuka). [lepexxuBanue
CTAaTUYHOCTH/AMHAMUYHOCTH NP ABUKEHUHU 00pasa aBTopa.

96. BbIxo K OTHOUIEHUIO, U3MEHEHUE OTHOIICHUS.

97. Beixoa K AEHCTBUTEIHLHOMY AYIIEBHOMY COCTOSIHUIO CyObekTa. Co3naHue
HACTPOEHHUS KaK KOMILJIEKCA, BKIIOYAIOUIEr0 U YyBCTBA, U COOCTBEHHO 3MOLIUH.

98. Brixon K 1ienenonaranuio, Takke GopMupoBaHue U/ i GopMyIupoBaHHUe
yctaHoBku. ComnocTaBiieHHe CBOeH 1eH (YCTaHOBKH) € 1ebI0 (YCTaHOBKOI) aBTOpA.

99. YcMoTpeHnne MogaabHOCTH BCEM CUTYaLINH.

100. ITepexxnBaHue MOIAITIBHOCTH.

101. BbIXoJl K yCMOTPEHUIO W/WIU MEPEKUBAHUIO TOTPEOHOCTH, K OCO3HAHUIO
KEJTaHHUS.

102. BpixoJ K BOCIIOMUHAHUIO, MPUIIOMUHAHHUIO, ACCOLIMMPOBAHMUIO.

103. AccouunpoBaHue, HETUCKYPCUBHOE (MJIM OTYACTU U JIUCKYPCUBHOE) Ha-
XO0XKJACHUE U/WIH YCTAaHOBJICHHUE CBSI3EH.

104. Brixon Kk HTHHOBAIMH, PUTYMBIBAHUIO, H300PETEHHUIO.

105. OtcrpaneHue U3BECTHOrO (HapUMEp, CYObEKT BUAUT, YTO MOMKHO OTHE-
CTUCh C IOMOPOM K TOMY, K Y€MY OTHOCHJIUCH TOJIBKO TJIyOOKOMBICIEHHO; WU OH
BUJIUT, YTO K JAHHOMY KOTHUTUBHOMY MaT€pHaly BOZMOXHO MOJIONTH HE KOTHUTUB-
HO, a 3cTeTnuecku). JlanHas Texnuka paspadorana B. llkmoBckum u b. bpextom.
TexHUKU MOTYT COYETaThCs CaMbIM Pa3HOOOpa3HbIM CIOCOOOM, 00pa3ys CIOKHEMH-
Iy Mo3auky. Kaxayro KOHQUrypaiuoo MO3auKH TOXKE CJIe0Bajo Obl CUMTATH 3a
0c0o0y10 TeXHUKY NOHUMaHUs. OHAKO U3YUYEHHUE HTOr0 BOMPOCA CKOPEE BCETO MPEkK-
JI€BPEMEHHO: BeJlb B MPUBEICHHOM HMHBEHTApe — JIUIIb Majlasi 4acTh (PaKTUUECKH CY-
HIECTBYIOIINX TEXHUK, JJI OMMMCAHUS KOTOPBIX HYKHO HAXOJIUTh KaKUE-TO MOKa ellle

HC U3BCCTHBIC MCTOAOJIOTHYCCKHUC CPCIACTBA. Bce st HpO6HCMBI 3aCJIIY’KUBAKOT CCPb-
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€3HOM pa3paboTku. DTa pa3paboTKa CYHIECTBEHHAa W C COOCTBEHHO I'€pMEHEBTHYE-
CKOW TOUKH 3pPEHUS, U C TOUKU 3PEHUS UCIIOIB30BaHUS T€PMEHEBTUUECCKUX 3HAHUM B
pa3BuTuu puTOpuKku. CyIIECTBYIOT U MHOTHE JAPYTUe TEXHUKWA MMOHUMAHUS, KOTOPHI-
MU JIFOJIM TIOJIB3YIOTCS, HUKAK TUX TEXHUK €Il HEe HAYYUBIINCH HA3BIBATh. JTa MPO-

Oiaema HYXIAaCTCsA B HaHBHCﬁHICM HCCIICAOBAHNU.

OpueHTHPOBOYHAN CXeMAa HHTEPNPETALMU OTPbLIBKA XY/10KeCTBEHHOM
NMpo3bl B I0KJIQ/1aX CTY/I€HTOB

[Tpu uHTEpIpEeTaIlIUK APOOU TEKCTA CTYACHT CHavasia BHITIOIHSAET MHTEpIIpETa-
U0 cUCTeMaTU3upoBaHHO. CHCTEMBI M3JI0KEHUSI MOTYT OBbITh pa3Hbie. Huke mpen-
Jaraetcsi OJJHa U3 HUX.

A. CoaepkaTeJIbHOCTDH M ONPEAMEYHUBAIOIIAA €€ KOMIIO3UIUS

1. XynoxecTBeHHas! peabHOCTh U XYyJI0KECTBEHHAs U/ OTPBIBKA.

2. Onpenensonie CMbICIIBI U CPEACTBA TEKCTA, MOJABEPTHYTHIE aBTOPOM KaTe-
ropy3aluy, MPUBOJSIICH K MOSBICHUIO METACMBICIOB U METaMEeTacMBICIOB. PacTs-
TUBAaE€MbI€ CMBICIIBI 1 METaCMBICIIBI. PEeKyppeHTHBIE CpEeICTBA U METACPEICTRA.

3. O06s3aTeIbHO HAJTUYHBIE METACMBICIIBI — KOH(JIMKTHI CMBICIIOB, TIEPEBBIPa-
KEHUS CMBICIIOB, OIIEHOYHOE OTHOIIEHNE, HDABCTBEHHASI TIO3UIIUS U/UIU TEHICHIIUS.

4. Kareropu3oBaHHBIC METACBA3KH (€IMHCTBA CMBICIOB W CPEIACTB) —
TOHAJIBLHOCTb, CBOCOOpa3ue, MeTadhOpU30BaHHOCThH, UPOHUYHOCTD U JIP.

5. Xyll0’)KeCTBEHHOCTh TEKCTa (=ONTUMYM HPOOYXKACHUS pePICKCUN U CPEJ-
CTBa IMOCTPOCHUS ATOTO ONTUMYMA).

6. Kommo3unusi oTphIBKa Kak CpPEICTBO OINPEIMEUMBAHUS BCEM CMBICIOBOM
KOHCTPYKIIMH.

7. JleneHue oTphIBKA Ha KOMIIO3UITMOHHBIC YacTH. KOMITO3UITMOHHBIE YacTH B
WX OTHOIIEHUHU K Pa3BEPTHIBAHUIO CIOKETHOMW JIMHUU. Pacripesiesenue u pacmnosioxe-
HUE IEHTPAbHBIX U KYJIbMUHAITMOHHBIX MUKPOKOHTEKCTOB.

8. PacrionoxeHre KOMIO3UIIMOHHBIX YacTeil KaKk CPEeJACTBO Pa3BUTHS TJIABHOTO

MeTaMeTacMbICa (=XYyT0KECTBCHHOU HJIEH ).

15



9. Xapakrtep U cpeacTBa MHAMBUAYalMH (KOCBEHHOTO YyKa3aHHsS Ha CHOCO0
JanbHEMIIero 4TeHus) — B paMKax Kak al3ala, Tak U KOMIO3UIIMOHHOW YacTU WU
Jaxke Bcell 1poOu TeKcTa.

b. MoHnorpajguyeckoe paccMOTpeHHe OXHOM KOMIIO3MIMOHHOW 4acTH (1m0
BbIOOPY CTYy/ICHTA)

1. UneltHo-Xyn0XKeCTBEHHAs 3HAYMMOCTh JAaHHOW KOMITO3MIIMOHHOM 4acTH B
1eJI0U TEeKCTOBOM APOOH.

2. OTnuuyne JaHHOW KOMIO3UIIMOHHOM YacTH OT APYrUX YacTed MO KpUTepH-
AM: a) U30paHHbIE BUJBI CIOBECHOCTH; 0) Mpeobianamomuii cyObas3blK, crieludpuka
CMelIeHUs! CyOBsA3bIKOB; B) IIyOMHA MapTUTYPHOM OpraHu3aliy peuyeBOM IEnu; T)
0COOEHHOCTH MeCTa U MepeMellleHnii o0pas3a aBTopa, Mepa OTJIaJCHUs U MPUOIIKe-
HUsL 00pa3a aBTOpa K MPEJICTABICHHBIM B TEKCTE BEIlllaM M MIEPCOHa)KaM, CIUsHUE 00-
pa3a aBTOpa C NPEJCTAaBICHHBIMU BEIIaMHU M MEPCOHAXaMH, MOJBHKHOCTH 00pasa
aBTOpa Kak HOCUTENSI TOUKU 3PEHHS U TOUKU 0030pa; 1) «rojiocay MepcoHaxe, gaH-
HbI€ MPSIMBIMU U KOCBEHHBIMH CPEACTBAMU, HAJIMYME HEABHBIX HUCTOYHUKOB «TOJIO-
COB»; €) CHHTAKCUYECKHWE W HHbIE CPEACTBA MPEICTABIICHUS YEIOBEYECKON peun
(BKJIIOYAsE U MHTEPUOPU30BAHHYIO pEYb); K) Apyrue HaOJIOJCHHs CTYyIEHTa Hal
(dbopMoii U CMBICTIOM; 3) MJIEHHO-XY0KECTBEHHAs! pOJIb BCETO TOr0, YTO paccMaTpH-
BaeTCs B MyHKTax (a) - (k).

3. OcoGeHHOCTH TaHHOM KOMITO3UIIMOHHOM YacTH MO KPUTEPUSM JTUHT BUCTUKH
Tekcrta. [Ipennoyrenue Tex WM MHBIX CYOCTUTYEHTOB U3 MOTEHIMAIBHOIO UX Ha0O-
pa ¥ UIEHHO-XYA0KECTBEHHAs] MOTHUBALUS ATHX MPEANOYTEHUN B CIEAYIOIIUX 00-
JACTAX: a) pUTMUKA U Jpyrue GOHETHUYECKUE U TPOCOANUECKHIE CPEICTBA; 0) JIEKCUKa
(BBIOOp MO MpHU3HAKAM: ITUMOJIOTHYECKOMY, CTATUCTUYECKOMY, TEMAaTUYECKOMY, IB-
(GoHMYECKOMY, CIOBOIMPOU3BOJAHOMY, CIIOBOCOUYETaTeIbHOMY) M (pazeosorus (1o
MpU3HAKAM: YCTOMYMBOCTh, METa(OPU30BAHHOCTh U JIp.); B) CHHTAKCHUC (3Haydalas
JUTMHA TIPEIJIOKEHUN, XapaKTep rpaMMaTUYECKON CBSI3U, CII0)KHOE€ CHHTAaKCHUYECKOE
1[eJI0e, Mepa CI0XKHOTO0 MOAYMHEHHUS W Tp.); T) Mopdosorus (mpeanodyTeHue Jud-
HBIX/HETUYHBIX (POPM I1arosa u T.11.). 1) COOTHOIIEHHE TEKCTOOOPa3yIOLUX TeHICH-

I.IHﬁ: SKCINIMKAITMOHHOCTH / UMIUTMKAITUOHHOCTD, AKTyaJIHU3alusl / aBTOMaTu3anus (B
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TPaKTOBKE

5. Mykap>KOBCKOT0), U30BITOUHOCTh / 9KOHOMHOCTb, JUCTAHTHOCTh / KOHTAKTHOCT,
MoTM(OHUIHOCTh / MOHOGOHUYHOCTh U Jp.; €) Mepa MeTadopu3aiuu, UCIob3ye-
Mble (DUTYPBI; K) HAPABIEHHOCTH pedieKcuu npu Meradopuzanusx (xapaxkrep ped-
JIEKTUBHOT'O MOCTHKA NMPHU MeTadopHU3aLusiX).

B. JIro0bie 0000111eHISI M HOBBIE CYKACHUS, HCXOASIIIIME OT CTYACHTA.
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NHTEPIIPETALIMA TEKCTA KAK
YCTAHOBJIEHUE UEPAPXWU EI'O YACTEN

Apnonba . B. Cemantuka. Ctunuctuka. UHTepTekcryansHocts / Hayd. pes.
II. E. byxapkun. U3n. 2-e. — M.: Kamxnbiii nom «JIMBEPKOM», 2010. — C. 193-
202.

3amaueit TaHHON paboTHI ABISAETCA 0030pP HEKOTOPHIX BaXKHBIX MPHUHIIMIIOB UH-
TEepHpeTalud TeKCTa, IPUHITHIX B CTUIMCTUKE JIEKOJUPOBAHUS MO OOIIMM TEPMHU-
HOM «BBIIBH2KEHHE)», U PACCMOTPEHUE POJIM 3TUX MPUHLMIIOB B YCTAHOBJICHUH HE-
papxuu, T.€. OTHOCUTEJIbHOW 3HAaYMMOCTH, CMBICIIOB B TEKCTe. Bce mpuemsbl BbIABU-
’KEHUS MTOPO3Hb ObUIM ONMMCAaHbl B JIUTepaType. Hama 3amaM cocTOUT B TOM, 4TOOBI
MPUBECTU UX B CUCTEMY M MOKa3aTh UX POJIb B TOJIKOBAaHUU TeKcTa. OOBEKTOM TOJI-
KOBaHUS Oy/sl U3BECTHBIN pacckas D. XeMUHTyds «Y OUnLIbI».

B 3aunne Bcsikoil paGoThl Teneph MPUHATO TOBOPUTH O CYHIECTBOBAHUU MHO-
KECTBA MTPOTUBOPEYUBBIX U JaXKE MPOTHUBOMOJIOKHBIX TOUEK 3PEHUS HA IPEAMET UC-
cieloBaHusA. Mbl MOCTYNUM HA000POT, U, MAMSTYS, YTO HayKa pa3BUBAETCS HE TOJIb-
KO 3a cueT auddepeHmanum, Ho U 3a CYET MHTETpallii, HaYHEM C YTBEpXKIICHUS,
YTO MPHU BCEM Pa3zHOOOpa3vu CYIIECTBYIOMIMX HANPABICHUN CTHJIMCTUKU U TOATUKU
MbI MO’KEM TeNepb Ha0JII01aTh BCE BO3PACTAIOIIEE €AMHCTBO MHEHUHN 110 HEKOTOPHIM
KapJIMHAJIBHBIM BonpocaM. PazymeeTcs, yTBEpK1aTh, 4YTO TAKOE €JUHCTBO JIOCTUTHY-
TO OKOHYATEJIbHO WM IMOJIHOCTBIO, HEJB35l, HO TEHAEHUHUS TaKas JOCTaTOYHO OIIy-
THMA.

Takumu 001IMMHU Te€3UCaMU SBISIOTCS:

1. Ilpru3HaHue B3aMMOCBS3aHHOCTH M B3aUMOOOYCJIOBJIEHHOCTH BCEX JJIEMEH-
TOB XYJ0’KECTBEHHOT0 TEKCTa U HEOOXOAUMOCTH paccMaTpuBaTh TEKCT B €ro I1I€JIO0-
CTHOCTH KaK €JUHYIO CTPYKTYpY.

2.IIpu3Hanre MHOXXECTBEHHOCTH CMBICIIOB XYAO0XKECTBEHHOI'O MPOU3BEACHUS.

MHO0>KECTBEHHOCTh TOHKOBaHHﬁ, OJHAaKoO, HC 663I‘paHI/I‘{Ha. HpeJICJIBI BapHATHBHOCTHU
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3aBUCAT OT MHBAPUAHTHBIX CMBICIIOB BCEU CTPYKTYPHI U €€ JJIEMEHTOB B UX B3aHMO-
JICUCTBUU.

3.Ilpu3Hanue TOro, 4TO MPOIECC BOCHPUSATUS JTUTEPATYPHOTO MPOU3BEICHUS
TpeOyeT aKTUBHOCTU U MOJATOTOBJICHHOCTU YUTaTeNs. ['yOrHa 1 aleKBaTHOCTh BOC-
MIPUSATHS 3aBUCST OT KU3HEHHOTO, COIIUAIBHOTO, KYJIBTYPHOTO U CCIU(DUIESCKU YH-
TaTEJILCKOI'O OIIbITA.

4. Tlpu3Hanue 1eaeco00pa3HOCTH HCMOJIb30BaTh MPU HWHTEPIPETANH TEKCTa
MOHATHUS «KO.

JIOCTUTHYTOE B ATUX YETBIPEX MYHKTAX OTHOCUTEIILHOE €IUHCTBO IO3BOJISIET
paccMaTpuBaTh UX KaK HEKOTOPYIO aKCHOMATUKY U OIUPATHCS HA HUX B JAJIBHEUIITUX
pacCyXICHUSX.

[Tockonbky OOBEKTOM PACCMOTPEHUS JJISI CTHJIUCTUKU JCKOJUPOBAHUS SIBIIS-
€TCsl TEKCT, a HE €ro CO3/aTellb, U TEKCT MHTEPECYET HAC KaK HAIlPaBICHHOE YUTaTE-
710 cOOOIIeHnEe, BO3JEHCTBYIONIAs HAa Hero mHpopMalus, Hac OyJeT UHTEPEeCcOBaTh
COJZIEp/KAHUE PACCKa3a, a HE XapaKTEPHbIE YEPThl TBOPUECTBA €r0 aBTOpa. MHAMBUY-
aJbHBIE OCOOCHHOCTH CTHIISI . XEMUHTY3s y)Ke TTOJAPOOHO M3ydaauch MHOTUMH. CM.
MHOT'OYHCIICHHBIC paboThI . Kamkuna u
B. A. Kyxapenko. Mpbl ke mombITaeMcs IMOKa3aTh OPTaHU3AIMI0O U COOCTBEHHYIO
HOPMY 3TOTO paccKas3a, HEPAPXUIO €H0 YACTEH, T.€. YIOPAIOUYECHHOCTh, YKA3bIBAIOLIY IO
Ha caMO€ Ba)KHOE B HEM.

C oToM 11eIbI0 M3JIOKUM CHauvaja Hallle IOHMMaHNE BBIJBMIKCHUS U €0 THUIIOB,
MOJIYYEHHOE MyTEM CUCTEMATU3ALUM MPEIJI0KEHHBIX PA3HBIMU aBTOPAMU U MO pa3-
HBIMHU Ha3BaHHUSMHU BHUJOB YIOPAJOYEHHOCTU TEKCTA, MPUIAIOIINX TEKCTY CTPYKTYp-
HOCTb. YTOPSJIOYEHHOCTh TEKCTA HE TOJILKO YKAa3bIBAE€T UEPAPXHIO, OHA CO3JAET IC-
teTruueckuit 3¢dexT, odierdaeT BOCHpUITHE U 3alIOMUHAHUE, CTIOCOOCTBYET TMOMeE-
XOYCTOHYUBOCTU U d(PHEKTUBHOCTU CBSI3H, T.€. Mlepejade MaKCUMyMa CUTHajla B MH-
HUMYM BPEMEHH.

B obmiem miane Mbl ornpejensieM BbIABH)KEHHME KaK Halluuue B TeKcTe (op-
MaJIbHBIX TPU3HAKOB, (POKYCHPYIONIMX BHUMAHHUE YMUTATENs] HA HEKOTOPBIX YaCTAX

CMBICJIa COO6H_ICHI/I$I N YCTAHABJIMUBAIOMINX CMBICIIOBBIC CBA3HU MCIKAY COIIOJIOKCHHDbI-
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MU WJIA JUCTAaHTHBIMHU 3JIEMEHTAMHU OJHOTO WJIM pa3HbIX ypoBHeH. [lox oOmum Ha-
3BAaHUEM «BBIJIBI)KCHHUE)» OOBEIUHSIOTCS TAKHE MMOJTHUIIBI €T0 KaK KOHBEPTEHIU A,
oOMaHyToO€ OXHUJaHUE, CUENJIeHUEe, Bblgatmasca 0oCOOEHHOCTb, CUIb-
Hasi MO3UILUS U HEKOTOPBIEC APYTHE.

[IpeanosioxkeHHOE OTpejieeHUE BhIIBIKEHUS KOPEHHBIM 00pa30oM OTJIMYACTCS
OT €ro TMOHUMaHWsi y MHOTMX JApyrux aBTtopoB (Hampumep, II. T'apBuHa,
JI. lonexena, 1{B. TogopoBa u np.). BeiagBukeHne, Kak MOHSATHE CTHIUCTUKH, W3-
BECTHO YK€ JaBHO, HO HauMHasi C¢ pycckux ¢opmanuctoB 20-X rojoB u jajiee B
ITpa’kCKOM JTMHTBUCTUYECKOM KPYXKKE BBIJBHKEHHUE PACCMATPUBAIOCH KaK CPEACTBO
MEePEKIIIOUCHUSI BHUMAHUS ¢ cojiepkanus Ha Gopmy. Mbl, HalIpOTUB, BUIUM B pas-
JUYHBIX BUJAX BBIJIBIIKCHHS TMOTYEPKUBAHUE U BbIACICHUE HauOOIee BAXKHBIX CTO-
POH cojepkaHud. 3aJep>KUBasi BHUMAaHUE YUTATENS HA T€X WM MHBIX Yy4acTKaxX TEK-
CTa, BBIJIBU)KCHHUE ITOMOTAeT 3aMETUTh CYIIIECTBYIOIINE B COOOIICHUU CBSI3H, OTHOCH-
TEJTbHYI0 3HAUUMOCTh OTACIBHBIX UACH, 00pa30B, WU COOBITUIN JJI CMBICHIA 1IEJI0TO,
T.€. OTHOCUTEJIbHYIO IIEHHOCTh HH(OPMAIIUH.

IlepeuniciieHHbIE BBIIIE MOATHUIIBI BBIABUKCHUSA HE SIBJISIOTCS B3aMMOUCKIIIO-
yaromuMu. OHM MOTYT BCTPEYAThCS B TEKCTE, KaK MOPO3Hb, TAK U BMECTE, PaclpocTpa-
HSSICh HAa BECh TEKCT WM OXBAaThIBAs TOJIBKO YacTW €ro. Eciy mpu3HaTh CyILIECTBOBAHHE
YPOBHSI CTUJIUCTUYECKUX MPHUEMOB U YPOBHS TEKCTA, TO BBIIBIHKEHUE MOXKHO OBLIO OBI pac-
CMaTpHBaTh, KaK €IUHUILY TEKCTOBOIO YPOBHS, HAJICTPAMBAIOILIETOCS HAJl YPOBHEM CTUJIU-
CTUYECKHUX [TPUEMOB.

[TosicHuM MPUBECHHBIE BBIILIE TEPMUHBIL.

[lonsiTie KOHBEpreHIMM CBsi3aHO ¢ MMeHeM Maiikia Puddarepa. Tak Ha3bIBaeTCs
MYYOK CTHJIMCTUYECKUX MPHUEMOB, OOBETMHEHHBIX OOIIHOCTHIO MEPEeaBaeMOro CMbICha U
cTiMcTiIecKor GyHKIur. KoOHBEpreHIMs yKa3blBaeT Ha YTO-HUOY/Ib BKHOE /ISl TEKCTA B
LIEJIOM, HO 3aHUMAaeT HeOOIBILON ero oTpe3oK. ClerieHrneM Ha3bIBaeTCsl MOSBICHUE CXOJI-
HBIX JIEMEHTOB B CXOJ/IHBIX MO3UIMAX. SIBJICHHE TIOAPOOHO ONMKMCAHO MPUMEHHUTENILHO K T10-
3un C. JleBuHbIM. OOMaHYTHIM O)KHIaHHEM Ha3bIBACTCsl BHE3AITHOE HAPYILEHUE YIOPSIO-
YEHHOCTH, T.€. MOSBICHUE JIEMEHTOB HU3KOM MPEJICKa3yeMOCTH Ha (POHE MpeIIecTBYIOIIe-

I'0 YBSIIMYCHW IIPCACKAZYEMOCTU APYIUX 3JICMCHTOB. BBI,Z[&I-OIJ.I&SICSI 0COOEHHOCTH WJIN qcp-
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Ta MOXKET OBITh OOHAPYKEHA Ha JIF0OOM YPOBHE: 3TO MOT'YT OBITh ITOBTOPHI CJIOB, (ppa3, CHH-
TaKCUYECKUX CTPYKTYp, 00pa30B WM CeM, Kakue-HUOYIb peIKIe CI0Ba WM aBTOPCKUE He-
OJIOTM3MBI, MTOJTYyOTMEUCHHBIC CTPYKTYpPhI U T.J1. 3aMETUB TOAO0OHYI0 OCOOCHHOCTh, UMTA-
TEJTh, OCO3HAHHO WJIM HEOCO3HAHHO, MIIET el OOBSICHEHHS Ha JIPYrHX YPOBHSIX. Y HEro ITo-
SBJISIETCSL JIOTajKa, KOTOpas B JAIBLHEMIIIEM YTEHUM TOATBEPKAACTCS WM, OKa3aBIIMChH
OLIMOOYHOM, 3amMeHsieTcst Apyroi. Takoil KpyT MOHUMaHH s NPEOIOJIEBAET B MPOLIECCE
JEKOJMPOBAHUS JIMHEHHOCTh MAaTEPUAIIa, a TAKXKE BKITFOYAET BO3MOKHOCTD IOCIIEI0BATEb-
HOIO MOHWMAHUS MO OTACTBHBIM YpOBHsAM. Ellle HE MOMy4Msio W JUTEpAType OCBEUICHUS
BBIJIBIDKEHHE TIPH TIOMOIIM CUJIbHO W MO3UI[M U, T.C. BaKHas MH(OpPMAIIUS B 3arJlaBuy,
snurpade, B caMOM Havasie WK B KOHIIE TEKCTa.

HccnenoBanne pazivyuHbIX BHUIOB BBIJIBIKEHUSI MPEJICTABISIETCS HAM TEPCIICKTUB-
HBIM JJI51 YCTAHOBJIEHHS OTHOCUTEITLHON 3HAYMMOCTH AJIEMEHTOB 1A LIEJIOro TeKeTa. YacTto
BCTpEYAIONIEECs MTPU TOJIKOBAHMM HAPYIICHUE UEPAPXUH DIIEMEHTOB MOKET IIPUBECTH K He-
MOHMMAHHMIO TaK K€, KaK TOJMEHA OJHOT'O CMbICIIA IPYTHM.

Takoro poga MCKaKE€HHsI COACPXKATCSI B TOJIKOBAHWM MHOTMMM aBTOPaMHU paccKasa
«Youipy. Tak, HEKOTOpbIE MHTEPIPETATOPHI OOpAIal0T BHUMAHUE TOJIBKO Ha TIEPBYIO
4acTh pacckaza. B 6ap BXOmsT J1Boe, 3TO — HaeMHbIe yOuidlibl. OHU yCTpauBaroT 3acaay U
KIyT Ookcepa One AHIepceHa, KOTOpbIN JTOKEH MPUITH Clojla 00elaTh B IIECTh YacoB.
Ipu TonkoBaHMM A€TaeTCs YIOpP Ha TO, YTO UM O€3pa3IMyHO, KOTO U 3a UYTO YOUBATh, U MOM-
YEepPKHUBACTCSl BHICOKHIN MPOGECCHOHATINZM UX JIeicTBUNA. Bce KoMMeHTaTophl OCTaHABIMBA-
I0TCSl U Ha M300paKeHUM KepTBbl Hacwius. Oje oOpedeH yKe MOTOMY, YTO BHYTPEHHE
CJIOMJIEH.

HckaxkeHue naet, Kak MHE KaXETCs, U TOJIKOBAaHME pacckaza «YOHUUIbD HAa OCHOBE
CTPYKTYpPHOM TEOPUH COACPKAHMSI B COOTBETCTBUM C TEXHUKOM aHAIM3a, BOCXOISILEH K pa-
6otam b. B.Tomarierckoro, B. IlIkmosckoro, B. IIponma, JI. [{onexena, koropoe MpOBOAUT
pa3lioKEHUE paccKka3a HAa JMHAMHUYECKHUE MOTHBBI. MOTHBOM Ha3bIBAa€TCS MpHU
ATOM MHHUMAaJIbHAs €IMHUIA TeMaTHYecKoro marepuana. Hanpumep: «Bouum asoey,
«PackoNbHUKOB YOMIT cTapyxy». [lepBblii mpuMep onpeaessieTcsi Kak MOTHUB TEKCTYaJIbHBIH,

BTOpPOM — KaK MOTHB-TIapadpas, MOCKOJIbKY B TeKcTe y JIocTOeBCKOro Takoi (ppasbl HET.
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C moMoIIpio pa3nokeHnss Ha TUHAMUYECKHE MOTUBBI J{OJIEKeEN MomyvaeT Ui pac-
CKaza «YOMMIIBDY CTPOMHYIO CUMMETPUYHYIO cXeMy. B Hauasie v KoHIle pacckasa JIeHCTBIe
MpOUCXOaUT B Oape-3akycounoil. 13 6apa Huk uner no ynuue npeynpeauts ookcepa Ore
AHJIepceHa, 4To 3a HUM OXOTATCS HaeMHbIe youiipl. Huky oTkpeiBaet sxenmmHa. Huk ro-
BOPUT C 3TOM HE3HAKOMOM >KEHIMHOW. Bolins B komHaty Ore, 3aCTaeT ero JexalmM Ha
KpOBATH, COBEPIIIEHHO 0/1eThIM. OJie yKe 3HAET, 4TO €ro XOTIT YOuTh, HO TOBOpUT Huky, uro
TIBITATHCS CIIACTUCH OECIIONIE3HO, OH JaKe HEe MOXKET 3aCTaBUTh CEOSl BBIMTU W3 KOMHATBHI.
VYxons, Huk oGopaunBaercsi, OIsiTh CMOTPUT Ha OTBEPHYBILETOCS K CTeHE AHJEpPCEHa,
OITATH TOBOPUT C TOM K€ YKEHIIIMHOM, OIAThH UJET IO TEM XK€ YJIUIAM, OISITh TOBOPUT B 3aKYy-
couHoil ¢ [DxopmkeMm u ComoM. Bee 310 B pacckasze JEMCTBUTENBHO €CTh U CUMMETPHUY-
HOCTBb, Onarojapsi KOTopoH (4 1o psity Jpyrux MNpHYKH) CLIEHAa B KOMHATe AHJIEpceHa OKa-
3bIBaeTCS KyJIbMUHAIIMOHHOW. BbUTO OBl HECIIPaBEeIIMBO YTBEPXKIaTh, YTO TOAOOHBINA aHa-
JIU3 M0 MOTHBaM HE pacKpbIBacT coaepykaHus. OIHAKO OTHOCHUTENbHAS 3HAYMMOCTD CMBbI-
CJIOB OCTA€TCsl HEBBISICHEHHOM, a MoYeMy paccka3 Ha3bIBaeTcsl «Y OUHLbI», OCTaeTCs He-
MOHATHBIM. [101B3ySCh CIIOKHON U TPYJIOEMKON MPOUEIYPOU, COBEPILIEHHO OTOPBAaH-
HOHM OT CaMOro mpouecca BOCIPUATHS, UCCIEA0BATEND Y3HAET TOJIBKO TO, YTO OH YK€
Y TaK 3HaJI, €CJIM YUTAJI IPYTHe MPOU3BEACHHUS ITOTO MUCATENs, a UMEHHO yOexXKaaeT-
CA B TOM, 4YTO XEMHHTY3s] IOCTOSIHHO UHTEPECYET MOBEICHUE TIEPET JTULIOM CMEPTH,
npoOJeMbl MyxecTBa U ciaboctu. CoBEpIIEHHO B TEHU OCTaeTCs Apyras TeMa — TeMa
OTHOIIIEHUS K HACWIMIO, @ UMEHHO OHa ABJISETCS, KaK Mbl MOCTapaeMcsl IMOKa3aTh,
BaXKHEMUIIIEH B ATOM pacckase. U Te uHTepnpeTraTopsl, KOTOpbIe MPeHEOPEraroT 00Ib-
0N BTOPOM 4acThIO pacckasza, u [lonexesn, KOTOpbld B YrOy CUMMETPUYHOCTH OT-
OpachIBaeT CLIEHY 3aca/ibl, HAPYIIAIOT 1[EJIOCTHOCTh, PACCMATPUBAIOT YaCTh B OTPHIBE
OT 1eJoro. TONKOBaHUE OKa3bIBAETCS HEMOJIHBIM.

Bonee monHas uHTEpHpeTaIus MOXET ObITh MOJIYY€HA, €CIU y4ecTh CO3J1aH-
HYIO BBIIBM)KEHUEM YIOPSIAOYEHHOCTb.

CrnoBa u ¢pa3bl B CUIBHBIX MTO3UIIMSX, T.€. 3arJIaBUE, HAYaJI0 U KOHEI] paccKasa
3aCTaBIIAIOT HAC 33JyMaThbCs HAJ TE€M, KaK CBS3aHO Ha3BaHHE «YOUULIB) C KOMIIO3H-
IMeH B 11eJIOM. Y OUHIIBI-TAaHTCTEPhl HAXOMATCS, TaK CKa3aTh, B KaJpe TOJBKO B MEp-

BOM uacTu pacckasa. bonee Toro, yOuiicTBa B pacckaze He MpoOUCXoauT. [pyras
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CUJIbHAs TIO3ULIMS — KOHEIl pacckasa. 3aech cioBa Huka o ToM, 4TO A HErO MBICIh
00 Oute, Kak OH OJIMH B CBOCH KOMHATE JKJET CMEPTH, HEBRIHOCHMA, U 37I€Ch K€ OT-
BeTHas perinka [Kopaka, KOTOPBIN MPEANOYUTAET HE TPEBOKHUTH CeOs MOA00HBIMH
MBICTISIMU. BO3HUKaeT TUIOTe3a, 9YTO TJIABHOE B pacckasze He YOMIICTBO, a OTHOIIICHUE
K HEMY U €T0 HOCHTEIH. DTO 3aCTaBIIACT YUTATENS MPHUIIOMHHUTH, YTO TOBOPUIHU TIO
ATOMY MOBOJY JAPYTHE TIEPCOHAKHU.

3mech Ha MOMOIIL MPUXOANT CIETNICHUE — YKBUBAJICHTHBIE CMBICIIBI (OTHOIIIE-
HUE K MPECTYIUICHUIO) B SKBUBAJICHTHBIX MO3UIHUAX (BBHICKA3bIBAHUSIX U CEHTCHIIMSIX
nepcoHaxei). PopMyTUpOBKa OTHOIICHHUS K TOTOBSIIEMYCSl YOHICTBY OOHApYyKHBa-
€TCsl B BBICKA3bIBAHHUSX Ka)XJOTO IMEPCOHAaXKA. DTO CIEIUICHHE OXBAaTHIBACT BECh
TEKCT. bBaHAUTHI TOBOPSAT, YTO UM OE3pa3INIHO, KOTO M 32 YTO yOMBaTh. AHIEpCEeHA
OHU Jake HUKOTZla He BUAeNU. VIM IPOCTO KTO-TO MpHKa3ail yOUTh €ro WM HAHSIT X
st atoro: “We’re killing him for a friend. Just to oblige a friend”. 1o ouens Bax-
HOE BBICKa3bIBaHHUE MOJAUYEPKHYTO KOHBEPTeHIMEH (MIOBTOp, OKCIOMOPOH). CaM coBe-
TyeT B 3TO JIeJI0 HE BMEIINBATHCS U JACPKATHCSA B CTOPOHE, a B KOHIIE 3asBIISET, UTO U
ciIymaTth 00 3TOM He Xo4eT. Ero cioBa Toke yCHICHBI MHOTOYHCICHHBIMU TIOBTOPA-
mu. [xopmx moHumaet, uto One Hy)KHO TpeayNnpeanTh, HO ST HE caM, a MpeJia-
raet Huky, a B KOHIIE pacckasa, KaK y>kKe TOBOPHIIOCH, COBETYET Oosblie 00 3TOM He
aymaTh. TOIBKO B CJIOBaxX M MOCTymkax Huka — compoTuBieHne HacHInio0. Malbuuk
aKTUBHO CTapaeTcsi MoMelaTh MPECTYIUICHHUI0, mpeaynpenuB AnaepceHa. Camblid
Ba)XKHBIM KOMIIOHEHT 3TOTO CLEIUICHHUS — peakiusi camoro 6okcepa. bombioe 3Have-
HHE CLIEHBI B KOMHATE 3TOr0 YeJI0BeKa 3aMeyaet J1t000ii yurarens. okycom pacckaza
€e JICNal0T HEe TOJIbKO KOHBEPTeHIUS Pa3HBIX CTHIIMCTUICCKUX MPUEMOB, HO U 00be-
JIMHEHWE Pa3HBIX THIOB BBLIBIDKEHHsA. HO ee Hemb3sl paccMaTpuBaTh B OTPHIBE OT
APYTrUX KOMIIOHEHTOB OCHOBHOTO CIEIUICHHS, T.€. peaKIUU IPYTUX mepcoHaxeit. Yu-
TaTeI0 MPEACTOUT PEIINTh, CIACAYET JIU CUUTATh yOUHIIaMHU TOJIBKO OaHIUTOB (OHH
Ha MPOTSDKEHUHU paccKka3a HUKOTO COOCTBEHHO HE yOWBAIM) MM BCEX, KTO HE MEIIaeT
HACHJTHIO.

B peun One ocobeHHo OpocaroTcsi B Iila3a MOBTOPHI OTPULIATEIBHBIX KOHCT-

pykuuii. OHU BBIJAIOT COCTOSIHME O€3HaAeKHOCTH U 0OpedueHHOoCcTH. OJe uin Booo-

23



me Huky He oTBewaeT, WM OTBEYACT OTPHIBOYHBIMU OTPHIATEIHLHBIMU TPEIOXKE-
Husimu: “There isn’t anything 1 can do about it”, “I don’t want to know what they
were like”, “No, that wouldn’t do any good”, “No. There ain’t anything to do”, “No.
It ain’t just a bluff”, “I just can't make my mind to go out”.

Ha Bce mombiTkn Huka 4T0o-HHOYIb TOCOBETOBATh U MPEIOKECHHE OSKaTh U3
atoro ropoaa One orBeuaer Oe3HanexHO: “There ain’t anything to do now”. Takoe
BBIJIBIDKEHUE MBI Ha3BaJHM BBIIIE BBIAAIONICHCS 0COOEHHOCTRIO. CpeloToOureM OTpH-
[ATeNbHBIX KOHCTPYKIMHA TOJYEPKUBACT OCOOYI0 3HAYMMOCTH OTHOIICHHS CamMOro
AnziepceHa K TOTOBSIIEMYCsl YOHICTBY.

B ofmiee crieruieHne, 0XBaThIBAIOIIEE BECh TEKCT, 3/1€Ch BKIIOUEHO €IIIe YacT-
HOE cleruieHre o Tuny paMmku. CiieHa oOpamieHa JByMsl BO MHOTOM CXOIHBIMH a0-
3aniaMu. Bxonst B kKoMHaTy U BBIXOJs U3 Hee, Huk cmorput Ha One, KOTOPBIi JEKUT
OJIETHIA Ha KpoBaTu. Paznuune Mexay Ha4albHBIM U KOHEYHBIM DJIEMEHTAMH CIICTI-
JICHUsI-paMKH OYeHb BakHO. B mpenBapsitonem auanor adsaie, yutas, 94ro One Ko-
r7a-To ObT OOKCEPOM TSKEIIOTO Beca W YTO OH TAaKOH OOJBINOI, 4TO KpOBATh KOPOT-
Ka JIJIsl Hero, YhuTaTeilb BMecTe ¢ HuKoM HajeeTcs, YTO MOTYYHid BEIMKAH CIIPABUTCS
C IBYMs TIICAYIIHBIMH TaHTcTepaMu. HO KOpOTKHii pa3roBOp MOKa3bIBaET, YTO BOJIS
9TOro (U3NYECKH CHIBHOTO YeJIOBEKa Mapajn30BaHa M YTO OH HE B COCTOSHUU OKa-
3aTh COMPOTHBICHHE. AO3aIl Tocie AUaiora MoaYepKUBaeT BakHOe pasnmuuue. Huk
BUUT Tereph, uTo Olie JeKHUT OTBEPHYBIIUCH, YIIEPIIUCH T1a3amMu B cTeHy. Crerie-
HUE, CBSI3bIBAs 3JIEMEHTHI B OJTHO 11€J10€, TIOKAa3bIBACT PA3IMYHOE B CXOTHOM.

B kopoTKo#i ciieHe codeTaloTcsi KOHBEPreHIus, CIeTUIEHHe  Opocatromiasics B
rinaza ocobeHHocTb. KoHBepreHius 3/1ech co3qaHa HECKOJIBKMMH PAa3HOTO THUMA TO-
BropamMu. OTMETUM TOJBKO OJWH, a UIMEHHO TOBTOP CJIOBa «CTE€Ha». B aHrmmiickoMm
S3bIKE, KaK M3BECTHO, CYIIECTBYET HECKOJBKO YCTOMYMBBIX COYETAHHUN CO CIOBOM
wall, acconuupyrommxcs ¢ mopakeHueM U 0€3bICXOHOCThIO. JIOTHYHO TTOATOMY YT-
BEPKJaTh, YTO 3/IECh «CTEHA» SIBJSIETCS CHUMBOJIOM OE€3bICXOHOCTH, TYIHKA, B KOTO-
poM Oz1e ceOst omrymiaeT.

Hamra rumoTe3a o TOM, 4TO TJIaBHOW B MPOU3BEICHUU SIBISCTCS TeMa OTHOIIIE-

HHA K HACWJIMIO MMOATBCPKIAACTCA U APYTUMU THUITIAMH BBIABHUIKCHMUA. HaanMep, 00-
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MaHyTbIM OXHMJaHUeM. B mepBoi 4yacTu Bce yKa3blBa€T Ha TOTOBSILEECS IIPECTyILIe-
HHE: U Ha3BaHUE pAacCKa3a, U CTPAHHOE HENPHUATHOE IOBEIACHUE IBYX BOLICIIINX
MYXX4YUH. BCTpeBOKEHHOCTh niepeaeTcs MOBTOPHBIMU Bonpocamu. [Ipuem perapna-
LA HarHetaer HamnpsbkeHne. OueHb BAXKHO YIOMUHAHME O nepuarkax. Jlaxe eciu
yuTaTeNb HE 0OpAaTUT BHUMAHUA Ha TO, YTO BOUIE/AININE HE CHUMAIOT MEPYaTOK B IO-
MEILEHUH, TO TOr0, YTO OHM €4AT B IepyaTKax OH yke He npomnyctut. Ecnu Huk, ¢
TOYKH 3PEHUSI KOTOPOTO UAET B 3TOT MOMEHT IIOBECTBOBAHUE, BUAUT 3TO, TO 3TO 03-
HA4yaeT, YTO OH IIOHSJI — OHU HE XOTAT OCTABJIATH OTIIEYATKOB IAJIBLIEB, CIIEA0BATEIIb-
HO UMEHHO CeHlYac U 37eCh JOJDKHO COBEPILINTLCSA KaKoe-To mpectyiuieHue. Hakonen,
OaHIMTHI U CaMU HArJO 3asBIISIIOT, YTO MPULIUIM YOUTH BBICOKOIO OOKCepa, LIBeaa
AnzepceHna, KOTOpbIii 00BIYHO IPUXOIUT CIOJIa B IIECTh YacoB obeaaTh. Jlanbiie Ha-
IIPSKEHHOCTD OKUJIAHUS YCHJIMBACTCSl NOCTOSHHBIMU YIIOMMHAHUSIMU O BpPEMEHH.
banautel Bce BpeMst CMOTPAT Ha yacbl. OHM NPUXOJAT B IsATh. Bce BpeMsi 0TMEUaroT
BpeMs. KnyT ero. He noknaBmuch yxXoasT B JeCATb MHUHYT BOCbMOro. OxuaaHue
yuTatesnss oOMaHyTo — yOMiCTBa HE IPOU30LLIO, HO BHUMAaHHE Ha HEM COCpPEJO-
TOUYEHO: €r0 He OBLJIO celuac U 3/1eCh, HO OHO MOXET CIyYUThCs MOTOM. YuraTeinb
HauYMHAET HadesaTbes, uTo OJie ynacTesl CacTUCh, HO 3TO OXKHUJIaHUE TOKE 0OMaHYTO.
IToMermasias npecTynmHuKaM CIIy4aHOCTb HE IIOMOXKET TOMY, Y KOO HET MY>KECTBa
OOpOTHCS C HACUIIUEM.

WuTtepnpetupys paccka3 XeMUHTy?sl «Y OUMIIBbI», MbI TOKA3aJId, YTO XOTS dJie-
MEHTBl PAaCcCKa3a PACIOJOXKEHbI B JIMHEHHON I0CIEL0BATEIBHOCTH, TOJIKOBAHUE
JOJKHO MPOUCXOIUTH C MHOIOYUCIIEHHBIMU BO3BPALCHUSIMHU, C YYETOM CBSI3U MEXK-
1y DJIEMEHTaMH Pa3HbIX YPOBHEU, JaJIEKO OTCTOSAILMUMU APYr OT Apyra. BHeHe Bes-
KMH TEKCT pacrnoyiaracTcs Kak JIMHEHHAs IIOCIEI0BATEIbHOCTh 3HAKOB, HO BOCIIPHU-
ATHE JTMHEHHBIM MpolLeccoM ObITh HE MOXKeT. Hapsay ¢ aaiuTUBHBIM BOCHPUATHEM
MMEIOT MECTO MHOTOYMCIICHHBIE IPOTUBOIIOCTABIICHUS U CONIOCTABIICHUS DJIEMEHTOB.
['opuzoHTanbHAs pa3BepTKa MO0 MECTY B TEKCTE COUYETACTCS C BEPTUKAIBbHON pa30uB-
KOM IO YPOBHSIM, YTO COOTBETCTBYET MEPEKOIUPOBKAM € rpauyecKkoro ypoBHsS Ha
JIEKCUYECKU, Ha rpaMMaTHYEeCKUH W Jajiee Ha ypoBeHb 00pa3oB. MHTepnperanus

TCKCTAa HC MOKCT OI'paHHYINBATHCA KaKI/IM-HI/I6YIIB OTACIIBHBIM YPOBHEM U HC MOXKCT
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IIPOUCXOAUTH B CTPOr'OM ITOCIIEI0BATEIILHOCTH: CHAavyajaa BCE, YTO MOXKHO, BBISABIISACT-
Cs Ha OJJHOM YPOBHE, II0CJIE YEro IPOUCXOAUT NEepexos Ha Apyrou. B neucreBurens-
HOCTH U BEPTUKAJIbHBIA OXBAaT YPOBHEW TOXe TpeOyeT MHOTOUYHMCICHHBIX BO3Bpallle-
HUW — Kpyra noHuMaHus. CTpOUTENBHBIM MaTEpUaIOM JJIsS IOCTPOEHUS €UHULL Ka-
’KJIOTO CJIETYIOIIETO YPOBHS CIY»aT €UHULbI MPEAIIEeCTBYIOIUX YPOBHEH, HO 3(-
(eKT UX MOXKET 3TUM U HE OTPaHUYUBATHCS.

@akyJIbTaTUBHO OHM MOTYT I€pelaBaTh pPa3jIMYHbIE KOHHOTALIMH, SMOLMO-
HaJIbHBIEC, OLICHOYHBIC WM JKCIPECCHUBHBbIC. UeM BaxkHee Uil TEKCTa TOT WA WHOU
CMBICII, TEM OOJIbIIIE YPOBHEH MOXKET OBITh BTSIHYTO TaKUM KOCBEHHBIM 00pa3oM B
ero BbIpakeHue. PaccmaTpuBasi BcTpeyaroluecs: B TEKCTE pacckasza «Y OuHLbl» KOH-
BEPIeHIINH, CLIETUICHUS, CUIbHBIC TIO3UIUH U T.Jl., Mbl YOSAUIUCh B TOM, YTO TJIABHOU
TEMOU €ro fABJIACTCS OTHOLIEHHE K HAaCWIMIO, NPEOJOJICHUE CTpaxa IEepel JIULOM
OIIACHOCTHU U MBICIIb O TOM, YTO HET HUYEIr0 XYK€ Iapaianda BOJU, KOTOPBIA MOXKET
HACTYNHTh J1a’K€ Y CUJIBHOTO YeJIOBEeKa U MOryOuTh €ro.

B ycraHoBiieHMM nepapxun 4acTed TEKCTa Mbl UCXOAWIN U3 TOI'O, YTO 3aKJIFOUEHO B
CaMOM TEKCTe. DTO OTHIOAb HE OTPULAET IOJIE3HOCTU TOJIKOBAHUI JIMTEPATypPOBEIYECKOTO

XapaKTepa, OCHOBAHHbIX Ha BHCTCKCTOBBIX JTAHHBIX.
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BEPTHKAJIBHBIY KOHTEKCT U IMHTBOCTUJIMCTUYECKHNI AHA-
JIN3 XYAOXECTBEHHOI'O ITPOU3BE/JIEHMA

['to66ener N.B. OcHOBBI (UIONOTMUECKOW HWHTEPIPETALUU JIUTEPATYpPHO-

XyJ10’)kecTBeHHOTO Tekcta. M3a.2, nom.2010. — 208 c.

JIj1st TOro 94TOOBI HATJISTHO TTPOJEMOHCTPUPOBAThH, KAKUM 00pa30M aHAIN3 TCK-
CTa, OCYIIECTBIISEMBIN C TIO3UITUI BEPTUKAIBHOTO KOHTEKCTA, COOTHOCHUTCS C aHaJIH-
30M JIMHTBOCTHJIMCTUYCCKHUM, CIIETYyEeT OOpaTUThCSA K KOHKPETHOMY mpuMmepy. B ka-
yecTBEe TakoBoro Hamu Obul u30pan pacckaz II. I'. Byaxayca «By Advice of
Counsel», mpuBeIeHHBIN (BMECTE ¢ PEKOMEHAAITUAMH, KaCaIONUMHUCS €T0 WHTEPIIpe-
taiun) B kaure B. A. Kyxapenko «MHTeprperanus Tekctay. Hanuuwe B gaHHOM
Clly4ae JIMHTBOCTHJIMCTHYECKOTO KOMMEHTApHUsl MPHUBOJWT K MBICIIH O HE0OXOH-
MOCTH TIPEJABAPHUTEIBHOTO BBISBICHUS M OOBSICHCHHS BCeX (PAKTOB, COCTABIISFOIIMX
BEPTUKAJILHBIN KOHTEKCT JaHHOTO MPOU3BEICHUS.

B 3agaum wmcciemoBaTens BEPTHUKAIBHOTO KOHTEKCTa HE BXOJWT aHAIN3
CPEICTB CO3MaHHUS KOMHUYECKOTO 3¢ (eKTa, COOTHOIICHUSI aBTOP-NIEPCOHAX H T. .
OCHOBHOM €T0 1EIbI0 SABISIETCS 00€CIeUnTh MOHUMAaHUE TEKCTa, OOHAPY)KHUB B HEM
BCE TO, YTO MOTJIO OBI IPEJCTABUTH CIOKHOCTD JJISl HETOCTATOYHO OCBEOMIICHHOTO
YUTATEIIS WIH TPOCTO OKA3aThCs UM He3aMEUCHHBIM.

[Ipexxae Bcero cieayeT 3aMeTUTh, YTO JTAHHBIA paccKa3 HUKAK HEJIb3sl OTHECTH
K JIy4YIITUM CO3JaHUSIM 3TOTO B BBICIIICH CTEIICHH TaJaHTIMBOTO aBTopa. OCOOCHHOCTH
€ro TBOPUYECTBA COCTOMUT B TOM, YTO CaMH IO ce0e CIOKETHI €ro MPOU3BEACHHNA e1Ba
JIM MOTYT BBI3BaTh OOJIBIIION MHTEpPEC, OCOOCHHO y COBpEeMEHHOTo unTtareis. Ilocro-
STHHO TTOBTOPSIIOIINECS CTEPCOTHITHBIC CHTYaIlMH, B KOTOPBHIX JCUCTBYIOT OJHU M TEC
K€ TUIIBI IEPCOHAXKEH, BPS JIM 3aCTy)KUBAJIM Obl BHUMaHMSI, €CJIM Obl HE caMa TKaHb
MIPOM3BEACHUH, A3bIK, KOTOphIM OHHM Hamucanbl. [1. I'. Byaxayca MOXHO OTHECTH K
YHUCITY KPYIHBIX ITUCATEICH KIMEHHO ITOTOMY, YTO OH MAaCTEPCKH BIIAJCET CIIOBOM, €TI0

YHPAXKHCHUA C A3BIKOM JOCTABJIAIOT HACIAXKIACHUC. Baxno nmoHumarh 3Ha4CHUE KaxK-
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JIOTO CJIOBa, OCOOCHHOCTH €ro YMOTpPeOJIeHUs, T€ OTTEHKH, KOTOPhIE MPHUIAIOTCSI eMY
aBTOPOM, TTOCKOJIBKY BCE 3TO BXOJHT B COCTaB BEPTUKAIHLHOTO KOHTEKCTA.

WNndopmanus, cogepxamasicsa B pacckaze «By Advice of Counsel», numeer He-
KOTOpBIE 0COOEHHOCTH. BO-TepBBIX, 3TO BCE, YTO OTHOCUTCS K XapaKTEPUCTHUKE TEP-
COHa)el, opuImanTa, OT IMEHHU KOTOPOTO BEIETCS «paccKa3 B pacckasze», M ero JIpy-
ra JIxentnomena beitnu. Bo-BTopbix, 0cO00ro BHUMaHUS 3aciyKMBalOT COOCTBEH-
HbIC MMEHA, TeorpaduyecKiue Ha3BaHWs, [UTATHl U JIUTEpaTypHble ammto3un. [log-
pPOOHOCTH HWIParOT Kak Obl BTOPOCTETICHHYIO POJb IO CPABHEHHIO C OMHCAHHEM
BHEIIHOCTH TIEPCOHAXKa, €r0 MaHEPhl TOBOPHUTH H T. 1., HO TEM HE MEHEE OT MPABUIIb-
HOM WX OIIEHKH BO MHOTOM 3aBHCHUT Hallle TOHUMaHHE paccKas3a B IICJIOM.

HTax, 9T0 U3BECTHO YUTATEIIO O TJIABHOM JCHCTBYIOIIEM JIMIIE — pacCKazuuke?
[Ipexxne Bcero Mbl y3HaeM, 4TO OH paboTaeT opUIMAHTOM He B (euieHeOeIbHOM
pecTopaHe, a B 3aBE/ICHUN BeCbMa HEBBICOKOTO KJlacca (XOTs M Ha3bIBaeT ero ‘‘restau-
rant”), 0 4eM CBHUJIETEIILCTBYET HE TOJBKO CaMO omnucaHue nomenieHus (dingy room),
HE TOJIbKO MEHIO (OM(IITEKC U MUBO), HO U TOT (AKT, UTO OPUIIUAHT B HEM MO3BOJISI-
eT ce0e BCTynaTh B IIyMHBIE IPEPEKaHUs C KIMCHTaMU.

Kaxxgast neranp B OMMCAaHWM BHEITHOCTH PacCKa3yMKa MMEET OOJBIIOe 3HAYe-
Hue. Cama BHEIIHOCTH MEPCOHAXKa TOBOPUT HE B €T0 MOJb3y. OH COBEPIICHHO JIUIICH
Kakoro Obl TO HH OBLTO BHEIIHErO JOCKa, HEU3MEHHO MPUOOpEeTaeMoro mpodeccuo-
HAJIBHBIMHU OQUIIMAHTaMH, B OCOOCHHOCTH IOCJIE JIOJITUX JIeT paboThl. SIcHO, 4TO U B
ATOM «PECTOpaHE» OH YesloBeK ciydaiHbld. OH He oTinuyaeTcs BbinpaBkoil (he gave
the impression of having no spine) u He ciaeaut 3a coboii (a day’s growth of red stub-
ble on his chin). Cama Hapy>XHOCTb €ro HeNpHUBIEKATEIbHA C TOUKU 3PEHUS MPUHS-
THIX B AHIJIMM KaHOHOB. Y HEro HEOMpEeIeNICHHOro IBeTa Bosiochl (sandy hair) u
ONMM3KO TIOCTaBJICHHBIE TJa3a — OCOOCHHOCTh, KaK MPABUJIO, XapaKTEpHU3YIOmias B
MIPOU3BEICHUSX AHTIIMICKON JTUTEPATyphl JIFOJeH MAJTOCUMIATHYHBIX, HE BBI3BIBAIO-
IMX pacrnoliokeHus win goepusi. Camo mo cebe ommcanne weak eyes B JaHHOM
KOHTEKCTE Tak)Ke MPEICTABISETCS HEOMpPEIeIeHHBIM: weak eyes MO)KeT O3HadaTh

«OecuBeTHbie» (weakcoloured), «cnmabwie Ta3a» 4eloBeKa C IJIOXUM 3pEHUEM, a
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TaKKe ria3a 4eyjoBeka ciaaboro, OecxapakTepHoro, 0e3BobHOTO (the eyes of a weak
man). OO011ee BieyaT/IeHHue, TAKIM 00pa3oM, CO3/1aeTCsl HeOIaronpusTHOE.
OOpamaer Ha ceOs1 BHUMaHHE PeUb MepCOHaXXa, KOTOpas B PEKOMEHAAITUAX 110
JUHTBOCTHIIMCTHYCCKOMY aHamu3y B. A. KyxapeHKo XapakTepu3yeTcs MaJIOKYJIb-
TYPHOH W TPOSIBJISAETCS B MOCTOSSHHOM HapyIICHUU Op(O3MUYECKUX U rpaMMaTHdC-
CKUX HOpM. Vcrionb30BaHue YHUBEPCATBHON (DOPMBI CJIOBA JIJIS Pa3HBIX YacTeH pedH,
aitch-dropping, ynorpebsieaue GopMbl 3-T0 JuIa 1151 BCEX JIUIl U YUCETl, HETPaBUIIb-
HO€ ynoTpeOeHre MpeaioroB (B 4aCTHOCTH, 3JI0ynoTpedieHue npeaiorom of: out-
side of Reigate, of an evening), ynorpebieHue mpuyacTusi MPOILIEANIET0 BPEMEHU
BMeCTO ()OPMBI ITPOCTOTO MPOIISIIETO TO M JISJI0 UMEIOT MecTo. [10/100HbIe SBIICHUS
YpEe3BBIYAITHO MHOTOOOPA3HBI, PAa3HOPOAHBI M 3aCITYKHBAIOT 0COOOTO PACCMOTPEHUSI.
Oco0OeHHOCTH peuyd TEepCOHaKa TIO3BOJIAIOT OXapaKTepHU30BaTh €€ Kak Cyo-
CTaHJAPTHBIM BapHWaHT, TUIWYHBIA JUIS CTOMMIBI AHDIMH. OJHAKO, HECMOTpPS Ha
HU3KYIO KYJIbTYPY pPeud NEepCOHaXKka, y HEro ecTh Jap MPUPOXKACHHOTO opaTopa. OH
MIPEKPACHO HCIIOIB3YET PHUTOPHUYCCKUN MPHUEM, 3aKITFOYAIOIIMICI B PEOPraHU3AINN
TOBOPSIIIUM CBOCH pedd, B BAPbHUPOBAHWH CHHTAKCUYECKUX MOCTPOCHHUH, CIIOCOOCT-
BYIOIIIUX CO3JIaHHI0 cBoeoOpaszHoro putMma peuu: “If people spoke distinct, there
wouldn’t be half the trouble there is in the world. Not half the trouble there wouldn’t
be”. Takast Manepa roBoputh HannomuHaeT Anbppena dynutna — repos «Ilurmanuo-
Ha» b. Illoy. Ero melnmHas puTopuka CMEHSETCS KOPOTKMMH PYOJEHBIMH (pa3aMH,
KOTJIa OH TIEPEXOUT HEMOCPEACTBEHHO K «CYTH JEJNay, TOMY, YTO €ro OCOOEHHO 3a-
Humaet: “Had a ‘ouse just outside of Reigate. Has it still. Money of his dwn. Left him
by his pa”. HecomHeHHO, yMEHHE paccKa3aTh XOPOIIYI0O MCTOPHIO M paccKaszarh €e
yOeanTenbHO, TaK, YTOOBI MPOM3BECTH BIIEYATICHUE Ha CIylIaTelied, yMEeHHe, YCo-
BEPIICHCTBOBAHHOC MHOTOJICTHEH NPAaKTHKOH, TOJDKHO OBUIO HE pa3 COCIYKHTh
ciyx0y repoto [L.I'.Byaxayca B ToM pojie JesTeNbHOCTH, KOTOPBIN OH cebe nu30pal.
KakoB ke poj 3Toi AeITenTbHOCTH U KaKOB BOOOIIE 00pa3 KU3HH MepCoHaKa?
Cynas 1o BceMy W B TOM YHCIIC 10 €r0 COOCTBEHHBIM BBICKA3bIBAHUSM, OH YEJIOBEK
0e3 oIpeeTICHHBIX 3aHATHIA U 0€3 ONpeIeICHHOTO MECTa JKUTEIbCTBA, T.€., TOMPOCTY

roBops, — Oposra (both being on the tramp together). B cBoux crpaHcTBuUsX 10 Beeit
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cTpaHe (He ciydaiiHo ero aApyr [xeHTiabMmeH beiinu B cBoMX pacCyXICHHUSAX YIOT-
pebsieT Beipakenue from John o’Groat’s to land’s End, 4T0 03Ha4aeT «u3 KOHIIA B
KOHEII») OH M €T0 JIPY3bs HAXOJAT CPEJICTBA K CYIIECTBOBAHUIO B OCHOBHOM 3a CUET
JOBEPUYUBBIX TpocTakoB Bpoje J[xeppu Mypa uiu ele KakuMH-HHOYAb OoJiee He-
omaroBuaHbIMUA TyTsMu. Hemapom B gom JIxeppu Mypa OHHM MONamaroT CIy4aiHO
(he come up just as we was sidling to the back door). Mecra, riae okaspiBaroTcs nep-
COHAQXHU B XOJI¢ CBOMX CTPAHCTBHI, OUCHb BBITOIHBI JIJI UX JCSITCIBHOCTH: Palirut B
rpadctBe Cappu — BIIOJHE peclieKTa0eIbHbIN pailoH, HACEJICHHBI 00eCTICUeHHBIMU
JIOJIbMU, PIMCTUT — (eleHeOCIbHBIA KYpOPT Ha Or0-3aMaIHoM IMO0EPEKbe, OTHUM
U3 MEPBbIX CBA3aHHBIN C JIOHJOHOM KEJIe3HOTOPOKHBIM coobOImieHneM. [Ipu BHIMa-
TEJIHHOM MPOUYTEHUU TEKCTAa MOYKHO HAWTH OOJIBIIIOE KOJIMYECTBO CJIOB M CJIOBOCOYE-
TaHUH, KOTOPhIC MOYKHO YCIIBIIIATh TOJBKO B CYAE, I PACCKa3YUKy M €T0 JPY3bsM
94acTo CIIydajoch mosBIsAThCs. CaMo Ha3zBaHue pacckasa «By Advice of Counsel» sB-
JSIETCS OJHUM U3 TEX KIIMIIE, KOTOPHIE YacTO YIOTPEOIAIOTCS B CyIeOHOM IIPaKTHKE.
Acconyanuu ¢ MOJUIEHCKAM MPOTOKOJIIOM WM CYACOHBIM CJICJICTBHEM BBI3BIBAIOT
TaKkKe M TaKue BBIPAKCHUs, Kak we caught him with the goods, if I had been asked
my address at that moment on oath n np. He o6pemenssi ce0st KakuMH-IU00 00s13aH-
HOCTSIMH W u30eras 4ero Obl TO HU ObLIO, HATIOMUHAIOIIETO MOJEe3HBIN Tpy (there
wasn’t a thing east, west, north or south, that looked like work), on B TO ke Bpems He
oTianyaeTcss U Ooybiol TpeboBarenbHOCTHIO. Ero mimean — Omaromoiydue B IMpej-
CTaBJIEHUU HUBIIUX KIIAcCOB: lying on me back, plenty of tobacco, something cool in
a jug. Yxe TOT akT, 4TO MTUBO OH MOKYTACT Pa3IMBHOE, TOCTATOYHO XapaKTepu3yeT
€ro coruaibHbie amoumuu. [Ipenen )KU3HEHHOTO 0JIaronoTydrs BOTUIOIICH ISl HETO
B 00pa3e xu3Hu Jxeppu Mypa — had a ‘ouse just outside of Reigate. Money of his
own — Jlxeppu Myp, uMest TOCTaBIIUHCS €My IO HACJCACTBY KaIMTall, MOXET JKUTh
Ha TIPOIICHTHI M MOXET HE 3apabaThiBaTh ceOe Ha KU3Hb.

OO0pa3 Xu3HU, UHTEPECHl U CKIOHHOCTH OMPEACIIOT CIOBAaph paccKa3zyuKa.
Od4eBUAHO, YTO OH YEIOBEK HEOOPA30BaHHBIN, TaK KaK 3HAHUE OMOJICHCKUX TEKCTOB,
KOTOpOE€ OH JIEMOHCTPHUPYET, elle He MpernoiaraeT o0pa3oBaHHOCTH. TeM He MeHee

CMY HC 49YyXXIbl HCKOTOPBIC KYJIIBTYPHBIC NHTCPCCHI. Bnonne MoXHO AONIYCTUTD, YTO
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JTIOOMMBIN POJ €ro YTCHHs — JICHIeBbIe CEHCAIIMOHHBIE POMaHbl M MenoapaMbl. Ero
CJIOBaph M300MIIyeT KIIMIIIE, MOYEPIHYTHIMU U3 dTUX UCTOYHUKOB: a blushing bride;
little feet pattering about the house; love’s young dream; cold hard world; cosy
home, etc.

[Tpu obmem BHeYaTIeHUH HENMPABHIBLHOCTH €T0 PeUd OHA TEM HE MEHee Ha-
CBIIIICHa OOJBIIMM KOJHMYECTBOM JIUTEPATYPHBIX KHUKHBIX CIIOB M CIIOBOCOYCTAHHIA,
XOTSI B OT/ACNBHBIX CIy4asX OH HE COBCEM yBEpPEH B MX MPABHIBHOM MPOU3HOIICHUN
to reach the concluding stages, to relate the proceedings, to promote an easy flow of
conversation, to languish, to muse, affable, imbroglio, etc.

Peun pacckazumka, mpeacTaBisisi COOOW CMECh KHMIKHBIX CJIOB, POCTOPEUUH 1
BYJIbI'apHU3MOB, H300MIIYEeT KIIUIIE, XapaKTePU3YIOIUMHU pedb HU3IMINX KiaccoB: No.
I, Easy Street, as sure as I was standing there on one leg n 1. 1. Ero Taxxke otiuyaer
CIIOCOOHOCTh COYETaTh MOJOOHBIE KOJIOKBHAIM3MBI C HAMBIIICHHOW PUTOPUKOU U
BBICOKOTIAPHBIM WJIM CEHTUMEHTAIBHBIM CTHJIEM JICIIEBhIX poMaHoB: “He may dream
of little feet pattering about the house, but they aren’t ours. Look alive, Gentleman,
and think out some plan, or we might as well be padding the hoof now”.

Paccka3uunk, Kak U ero Ipyr, HEOJHOKPATHO MpUOETaeT K JIMTEPATyPHBIM aj-
JFO3USM Y TIONIB3YeTCs uTaTtamMu. [Ipex e Bcero cienyer ynoMsHyTh €ro oOpalieHne
Kk bubnuu. CBoil pa3roBop ¢ KIMEHTOM OH HauMHaeT ¢ OuOneickoil uurtatel: “You
wouldn’t think, to look at me, would you now, that I was once like the lily of the
field? What I mean to say is, I didn’t toil, neither did I spin” [“Consider the lilies of
the field, how they grow; they toil not, neither do they spin: yet I say unto you, That
even Solomon in all his glory was not arrayed like one of these” 1 St.Matthew,
VL28].

CHayana OH mbITaeTcs 00JIeUh IUTATy B MPABUIBHYIO TPAMMATHUYECKYIO (op-
My, HO TYT € BO3BpalllaeTcs K nojyintHHoMy Tekcry: “neither did I spin”. Kak BugHo,
U B CBOEM 3HaHWMW buOmmu pacckazuyumk HEe OYEHb TBEPH, — BO3BpAIIAsCh €IIe pa3 K
TOMY K€ TEKCTY, OH uckaxkaet ero: “dressed like Moses in all his glory”.

JIBaXIbI Ha TIPOTSDKEHUH paccka3a OH oOpamraercs K MIEKCITUPOBCKUM 00pas-

aM, HCU3MCHHO BYJbrapu3upysd HICKCIIMPOBCKHC AJUIIO3UNU TPUBUAJIBHOCTBIO CUTYA-
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UH U CaMHM BBIpAXXKEHUEM, B KOTOPOE OH OOJIeKaeT 3TH ajutto3uu: “enough to have
given Romeo the jumps; E and the King of Denmark would have been great pals”.

Heckonbko pa3 paccka3zyK MUTUPYET CBOHM HM3IIIOOJICHHBIE CCHTHMEHTATbHBIC
pomansl: “the hero in his duel with the Grand Duke; she wants Reckless Rudolf”. B
OCHOBHOM 3TO 3IH30/bl, PACCKA3hIBAIOIINE O MPUKITIOYCHUAX TepOsi UM TEPOUHH Ha
KOHTHHEHTE, B KOTOPBIX JYdJIM C reproramM 3aHuMaid Hemanoe mecTo. Camo uMms
Rudolf co3naer cBoeoOpa3HbIil «BOCTOYHOCBPOIICHUCKUINY (DOH.

B cBoeM moBeCTBOBaHHMH Tepoil YIOMUHAET M TOMYJISAPHYIO TIECHIO TOTO BpE-
MeHU. PHUCys HeNMpHIJIsIIHBIE CTOPOHBI CEMEHHOMN XM3HU, OH ToBOpHT: “She’d make
him spend his nights wondering how to get back the blankets without waking he”,
uMes B Buay necenky “When I married Maria”, rae ects cienytouiue ciosa: “Once |
slept with sheets and blankets, now I ended up on the floor”.

Bpemenamu peub pacckazumnka mproOpeTaeT oOpa3Hblid, KApTUHHBIA XapakTep:
“This wasn’t one of them languishing sort what sits about in cosy corners and reads
story books and don’t care what's happening in the home as long as they find out
what became of the hero in his duel with the Grand Duke”. Hapsiny ¢ oObryabIMU
TPaJMIIMOHHBIMU CpPAaBHEHUSAMH Bpoje pleased as Punch oH ynotpeOisieT U CBOU
coo0ctBenHbie: “We’ve got about as much chance, if Jerry marries that girl as a couple
of helpless chocolate creams at a school-girl picnic”. TloroBopku pacckazuuk 4acTo
M0-CBOEMY BapbHpyeT: “there was a silence you could have scooped with a spoon” (B
OOBIYHOM YMOTPEOJIEHUH ATO BBIPAKEHUE 3BYUUT Kak a silence you could cut with a
knife).

Y Hero ectb CBOM JIIOOMMBIE CIIOBA, KaK, HAIPUMEp, Crisp, KOTOPOE OH YIOT-
pebmsieT yeThipe paza Ha IPOTsHKEHUHU paccKasa:

1. Well, Gentleman did what he could. In his evening discourses he started to
give it to Woman all he knew. My, he was crisp.

2. He’d have liked to have slipped away secret, but we was keeping him under
espionage too crisp for that.

3. That’s how we all felt when Jerry outs with them crisp words.

4. Oh — about that? Isn’t that crisp?
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B mepBBIX Tpex cilydasx MpuiaraTelIbHOE crisp UMEeT 3HavyeHue, OMM3Koe K
quick, precise and decided; showing no doubts or hesitation (Hornby), XOTs TOJIBKO B
TPEThEM 3TO 3HAYCHHE MOXKHO OTPECIUTh C JOCTATOYHOW TOYHOCTHIO. B ueTBepTOM
pUMepe y crisp pa3BUBAeTCs 3HAYCHHE, BXOSIIECE B CIIDHT, XapaKTEPHBIN IS OMU-
CBIBAEMOTO TepHoJa: new, interesting. Takum oOpa3oM, pacCcKa3z4MK IMOJIB3yeTCs T0-
JTIOOMBIIMMCS €My CJIOBOM JJisi Tiepeladyd Pa3HOOOpPa3HBIX CMBICIOB 0€3 YETKOTO
MPEJICTABICHHS O €T0 3HAYCHHUU.

Hapymienne HOpMBI B yHOTpeOJICHUH JTUTEPATYPHBIX, KHIKHBIX CJIOB TPOSB-
JSeTCsl He B MCKAKEHUW WX CaMUX, HO B TIOCTPOCHHUH CIOBOCOYETAHMIA, B KOTOPHIC
9TH CJIOBa OOBIYHO BXOAAT. Hampumep, paccka3unk MBITAETCS BCIIOMHUTH CIIOBO, yC-
JBIIIAHHOE UM B Kakoi-To Menoipame. OH BCIIOMUHAET €ro Mo OyKBaM, Kak OHO 3BY-
ynt. Henmb3st B JaHHOM Clly4ae COTJIACUTHCS, YTO OH BOCIHPHHHMAET €T0 KaK «UMs
370JIesl U3 MEJIOJPaMbl», Kak TOBOPHUTCA B KOMMeHTapuu. OH BIOJHE MOHUMAET €ro
3HAaY€HHUE, YTO BUJHO U3 TOTO, KaK OH ero ynorpediser: “We was keeping him under
espionage”. Ho ecnu oObrunbIi yenoBek ckaxeT: “He is watching her; he is spying on
her; he is keeping a watch”, To mepcoHax MeJoapambl, YbeMy IMPUMEPY MBITACTCS
CJIeIOBaTh PACCKa3uMK, BEpOsITHEE BCEro ckazal Obl: “he is maintaining espionage”.

Paccka3unky CBOHCTBEHHO, KaK YK€ TOBOPHIIOCH, YIIOTPEOISATH CIOBA U CJIO-
BOCOYCTAHHS, HE TUIUYHBIC /I YEIOBEKAa €ro MPOHMCXOXKICHHs, 00pa30BaHUSA H
ypOBHS Xu3HU. [[puMepoM Takoro cioBOymoTpeOIeHUS MOXKET CIY)KUTh TJaroil fo
permeate: “1 told you about that fat yellow dog that permeated the Tuxton's house
didn't 1?”. He roBopst ye o0 TOM, UTO TJIaroj fo permeate HE NOHKEH ObLUT ObI BXO-
IUTH B CJIOBAaph YEJIOBEKa €ro COIMATBHOTO MOJIOKECHHS, ObUTIO ObI O0OJIee ECTECTBEH-
HO, €CJIM OBl OH YIOTPEOUJI €ro B ero nNpsMoM 3HaueHuu, Hanpumep: “‘the smell of the
dog permeated the house”. Manepa ynorpeGieHus 3TOro cjioBa 00JIbIlle HATOMUHAET
ctiiib Beptu Byctepa, Hexenu Opoasru.

Haxomsice mop BiustHEEeM cBoero npusitens [kentiapmena beitnn — denoBeka B
M3BECTHOUM Mepe 00pa30BaHHOTO, PACCKA3YMK YaCTO IIUTHPYET €T0, a TaKKe U o0Ie-
ro ux 3Hakomoro JDxeppu Mypa, HO ellle Yaiie OH «IEePEeBOAUT» WX Peub Ha CBOM

cOOCTBEHHBIN SI3bIK, COXpaHss MOHpaBUBIIKECS eMy ¢pa3bl U 000poThl: “Bayley, he
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says, and you Mr. Roach, I expect you both seen how it is with me. I love Miss Jane
Tuxton, and you seen for yourselves what transpires. She don’t value me, not tup-
pence”.

['oBOps 0 IBYX MPUATENSAX, HENb3s HE YHOMSHYTh 00 ux mMeHax. Ecimu nMs
paccka3unka Poyd (Roach) MOoXkeT TOJIBKO BBI3BIBATH HEKOTOPBIC HEOMPEICICHHBIC
accoluamuu ¢ roam u lurch, 9To BIIOJIHE COOTBETCTBYET 00pa3y KU3HU U TIPUBBIYKAM
MEePCOHaXKa, TO UMS €r0 KOMITaHbOHA 00JIee 3HAYUTENbHO. «J[PKEHTIBMEH)» 10 HEKO-
TOPOH CTEICHHM ONPENEIAET €ro COIMaIbHBIA CTaTyC, KOTOPHIH, HECOMHEHHO, BBIIIIC,
9YeM CTaTyC ero CyTHUKA. «belnm ke BhI3BIBAET BIOJIHE OTUYCTINBBIC aCCOIUAIINH C
Old Bailey (cyn u TiopbMa), 4YTO ONSTh MOJYEPKUBAET XapaKTep OTHOIIECHUN MepCco-
Haxel ¢ 3akoHoM. CieayeT Takke YIOMSHYTh, YTO B aHTJUHCKHX POMaHax MPO3BH-
e «/KeHTIbpMEH» OYeHBb 4acTO JASTCS BCSIKOTO POJa COMHHUTEIBHBIM JTMYHOCTSIM H
Jake TIPEeCTYITHUKAM — BBIXOAIAaM U3 IPUBWICTHPOBAHHBIX Ki1accoB. To, uto JIKeHT-
abMeH belnn sIBIsieTCs peICTaBUTENIeM 3THX KIIACCOB, MTOATBEPIKIACTCS XapaKTepH-
CTUKOM, TaHHOU eMy koMmanboHOM (“He was one of these broken-down Eton or Ar-
rer fellers, folks said”), a taxxe Tem, yto beinu oOywancs B omaHo¥ u3 Haubosee
MPUBUIICTHPOBAHHBIX KO, OHAKO KaKas-TO MIPUYHHA, BEPOSATHEE BCETO pa3opeHUe
CEeMbH, HE Jlala €My BO3MOXKHOCTH MPOJOJKHTH 00pa3oBaHHE B YHHBEPCUTETE W
MIPUBEJIA B KOHCYHOM CUYETE K HBIHCITHEMY €T0 MOJIOKCHHUIO.

XapakTepusys MepcoHaKEe W MX B3aMMOOTHOIICHHS, CIEAyeT TaKkKe CKa3aTb
HECKOJIBKO CJIOB 00 MMeHax u ¢opMax obOpareHus B pacckase. [ 1aBHbIE NEHCTBYIO-
[IMe JIUIA, PACCKa3uMK U €ro JpyT, HA3BIBAIOT APYT JpYyra COOTBETCTBEHHO J[KEeHT-
JbMEHOM H JI)KEKOM, UTO CBHJICTEIBCTBYET 00 M3BECTHOM YBAKCHUHU pacCKazunKa K
JxkeHTbMeHy beinm; oH He Ha3bIBacT €ro 1Mo MMEHH, HO YIOTPEOJIIeT MPO3BHIIE,
HEKOTOpBIM oOpa3oMm oTnaBas JlomxHoe ero crarycy. Jxeppu Myp, ¢ KOTOpPBIM
JkeHTIIbMEH belinm Tak cka3aTh «Ha paBHBIX», Ha3bIBaeT €ro belau, a apyra ero,
MEHEee eMy 3HaKOMOTro, — MUCTep Poyd, Torma kak oba mpusitens Ha3bBaroT Jlxxeppu
Mypa B nurmo u 3a rnasza npocro Jxeppu. Takoe ynorpebierne Gpopm obOparieHus
TOBOPUT O TOM, YTO, B TO BpeMms kak J[keppu Myp NpuaepKuBaeTcsl KOHBEHIINO-

HaJIBHOMU JIJISl €ro couuaIbHOro Kpyra Gopmel oOpatenus, Jxentibmen beinu u ero
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ApYyr MEHEe CKJIOHHBI COOIOAATh YCIOBHOCTH M BOOOIIE MMEIOT CHUCXOIUTEIHHO-
MPE3pUTETHbHOE OTHOIICHHE K CBOEMY TOCTEIPHHUMHOMY X03suHY. Heckonbko (a-
MUJIBSIpHYIO (pOpMy OOpaIIeHus, XOTS U B TPEThEM JUIlE, 00a OHU YHNOTPEOISIOT 1O
OTHOIIIECHUIO K JIEBYIIKE, B KOTOpYyI0 BiItoOneH J[xeppu Myp, Ha3bpiBasg ee MHUCC
Jlxelin. ITo OTHOIIEHWIO KO BCEM OCTAJIbHBIM WICHAM €€ CEMbH PAaCcCKa34MK YIOT-
pebuiser Gopmbl, TunMuHbIe i1 HU3MUX KiaccoB (“‘old Pa Tuxton, big brother™).
OOBIYHO TOBOpPS O HHUX, PACCKAa3UMK HA3bIBACT MX UMEHAMHU POJCTBA, MPUHATHIMU
cpean wieHoB ceMbH (uncle Dick), 4To oTpakaeT kKak COOCTBEHHBIH COLMATBHBIM
YPOBEHBb TOBOPSIIETO, TaK M €r0 OTHOIICHHE K MPEAMETy pa3roBopa — HEOPEKHO-
baMunbspHoE.

Ecnu BO3BeneHNE B CTENEHBb JIMYHOTO POJICTBA MOXET CBHJIETEIHCTBOBATH O
HEJOCTAaTOYHO YBXKUTEIHFHOM OTHOIICHHH TOBOPSIIETO K 00CYXKTaeMOMY WIIH YIIO-
MUHAEMOMY JIUITy, TO BO3BEJECHUE €r0 B apUCTOKPATUYECKUN PAHT TOBOPHUT YK€ O
npsiMOi HacMenike. Tak, pacCKa34nWK OT3BIBACTCS O MPUBEPEIIUBOM KiHMEHTE: “Now
Lord Percy gets all peevish”. Bo3Bojsl KJIM€HTa B paHT TUTYJIOBAaHHON OCOOBI U Hajie-
JIsIsT €70 K TOMY JK€ apucToKpaTtudeckuM uMmeneM (Percy — ymensmmrensHoe ot Per-
cival), opurmant, mpousHocs 3Ty ¢pa3y B COOTBETCTBYIOIIEH MaHepe (BbICOKasi UH-
TEHCUBHOCTH M MIPHUCYTCTBHE HEKOTOPOW CTETICHN HA3aJIM3alluU — CBOETO poja mapo-
IVl Ha apUCTOKPaTHYECKUNA TeMOp), U3/1eBaeTCs HaJ KIIMEHTOM.

['oBOpst 00 OCTaNbHBIX MEPCOHAXKAX — MY)KUMHAX, PACCKa3UMK O0e3 pa3inuyus
BO3pacTa M MOJIOKEHHs Ha3bIBAaET BCEX, B TOM uucie cebs, feller: “Nice feller. Simple
sort of feller. Why didn't he say ‘lamb’, so’s a feller could hear him?”.

JlxentnemeHn beitnu, roBops o pacckazuuke M 0 cebe, MpeACTaBiIseT ceds u
CBOET0 JIpyra Kak partners, TyT e N00aBIss: partners in misfortune. Cam pacckas-
YUK HECKOJIBKUMH CTPOYKAMH BHIIIE, XapaKTepU3ysl CBOM OTHOIICHHS C KOMIAaHBO-
HOM, YIIOTpEOJIAET CIOBO partnership, KOTOPOE HATIOMUHAET MPEXK]IE BCETO KaKOE-TO
KOMMEpUYECKOe TpeanpusiTiHe Uiau GUpMy aJBOKaTOB. UHTATEeNb caM MOXET 3aKIT0-
YHUTh, KAKOTO POJIa «IPEINPHUATHE» 00BEAUHSACT EPCOHAKEH.

Eme ogHO MM, ymOMsSHYTO€ B paccka3e, MOKET BbI3BaTh HeloyMeHue — “Wil-

lie”: “She wants to feel that she's the only one that's got the sense to see the hidden
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good in Willie”. B nanHOM cily4ae 3TO pOCTO MPO3BUIIE, KOTOPOE J1aBaIOCh MOJIO-
JIOMY Y€JIOBEKY, yXa)KMBAIOIIEMY 32 MOJIOJION JAEBYIIKOM.

Yro xacaeTcsi poJii caMOTo aBTOpa, TO B Paccka3e OHa CBOJUTCS MPAKTHUYECKU
K pemMapkam (TUIa aBTOPCKHX PEMAapOK B IMbECE), OMUCHIBAIOIIUM MECTO JEHCTBUA,
NepeIBIKEHMSI IEPCOHAXEN, OTJEIbHbIC UX JKECThl U MaHepy noBeAeHus (“‘the waiter
came over to the traveller’s table, he laughed bitterly, he sighed once more”, etc.). B
OJIHOM TOJIbKO Cllyyae JaeTcsi Oojiee WM MEHee pa3BEepPHYTOE OMHCAHHUE TJIABHOI'O
JEUCTBYIONIETO JUIa — pacCKazyuka. ITO OMHCaHUE MPEACTABISIET 0COOBIM MHTEPEC
C TOYKH 3pPEHHS] BEPTUKAJIBbHOTO KOHTEKCTA, TOCKOJIBKY B HEM Mbl OOHAPY>KHUBAEM Xa-
pakrepHoe ans I1. I'. Bynxayca siBieHue, 3akirovaronieecss B 1e(popMaliy [UTATHI.
[Ipexxie ueM TOBOPUTH O CPAaBHEHHH O(HUIIMAHTA C HEXHBIM IIBETKOM (Kak 3TO Jena-
€TCsl B KOMMEHTapHH), CIEAYET YSICHUTh, YTO HUKAKOIO IIBETKA HE CYILECTBYET U UYTO
cama no cebe yactb 6ubneiickoit uuratel “lily of the field: B mpuomatuueckom ee
yIoTpeOJIeHNH HE MMEET HUKAKOTrO OTHOILIEHHUS K IBETKY, HO yHOTpeOJssercs ais
0003HayYEeHUsl YeJIoBeKa MPa3JHOro, y KOTOPOTrO HET HEOOXOJIMMOCTH 3apaldaThiBaTh
cebe Ha JKHU3Hb, KOTOPOMY Bce OJiara >KU3HU J0CTaloTCs 0€3 MaleHIlero yCuiaus ¢ ero
ctoposbl. Uto xe nenaet 3aech I1. I'. Byaxayc? OH He TOJIBKO NepeoCMBbICIISIET [IUTa-
Ty, co3aaBasi 00pa3 LBETKa, HO U BIUIETA€T B OCHOBAHHOE Ha AedOopMaliy IUTAThI
CpaBHEHHME 3JIEMEHT ellle OJHOro OaHajmbHOro cpaBHeHus: “drooping like a tired
flower”.

Taxum obpazowm, I1. I'. Byaxayc HanosiHsIeT HeOOIBIIONH pacckas, He MPeCTaB-
JS0IUNA 0c000ro UHTEpEca ¢ TOUKU 3PEHHS COIepKaHUs, TOAPOOHOCTIMHU, KOTOPHIE
camu 1o cede upe3BbluaiiHO UHTEpECHBI. C MX MOMOIIbIO OH YCIIEIIHO CO3JaeT OYEHb
oIpeJieieHHbIE colMaibHble TUMHBL. J[Boe Oponsar 6e3 noMa, 0e3 onpeeeHHbIX 3aHsl-
TUH, KUBYIIHME OOMAHOM JIOBEPUMBBIX MPOCTAKOB, OKA3bIBAIOTCA B TO k€ BpeMs He
JUIIEHBl CBOEOOPA3HOTO JOCTOMHCTBA, YYBCTBA IOMOpA U MOHATUA O NPUIUYHUSX.
CTOUT TOJIBKO BCIIOMHUTH, KaK IIOKUPYIOT pacckazuuka rpyoOble BbIXOJKHU J[xeppu
Mypa 3a cToJIOM y ero OyayluX poJICTBEHHUKOB, XOTSI HUYTO HE MOXKET YCTpauBaTh

pacCKa3zuunKa 6OJIBH_IC, 49CM pa3pbiB MCKIY I[}Keppn U POACTBCHHUKAMU €T'O HCBCCTHI.
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CEMHNOTHUKA U ITOHUMAHUE ITPOU3BEAEHNA CJIOBECHO-
XYIJOXKXECTBEHHOI'O TBOPYHECTBA

Hazaposa, T. b. ®uionorus u cemuornka. COBpEMEHHbBIN AHTIIMACKUN SI3BIK:
VYueb6. [Tocobue / T. b. Hazaposa. — 2-e uza., ucnp. — M.: Beicmr. mk., 2003. — C. 135-
139.

HeB03M0HO UCTIBITHIBATH TOJIMHHOE BO3/ICUCTBUE XYA0KECTBEHHOT'O MIPOU3-
BeJIcHUS 0e3 aJeKBaTHOT'O0 NMOHUMAaHMS TEeKCTa. B cBs3u ¢ 3TUM HeoOxoaumo Oosiee
MOAPOOHO OCTAHOBUTHCA HAa TAKUX MOHATHAX, KAK YTCHUE M MOHHUMAaHUE, KOTOPHIC
CJIMIIIKOM YacTO paccMaTpHUBAIOTCS Kak caMo co0oil pazymeromuecs. Urenue B ¢u-
JIOJIOTUYECKOM CMBICJIE HEPa3pPBIBHO CBS3aHO C TOHUMAHHEM XYI0’KECTBEHHOT'O TEK-
cta. [Ipu 3TOM MoHMMaHUE cleayeT OTIMYATh OT OOBSICHEHUS U onUcaHus. B npenbl-
IyIIUX TJIaBax ObUIO MOKAa3aHO, YTO, aHAJIM3UPYS XYA0KECTBEHHBIN TEKCT, UCCIIE0-
BaTeJId HE KacaJauch MpoOJieMbl TOHUMAaHUS XYJ0KECTBEHHOTO MPOU3BEICHMUS, a OT-
PAaHUYUBAIUCH OMKUCAHUEM TOTO WJIM MHOT'O TEKCTa C HUCTOJb30BAHUEM OIpejIeiIcH-
HON TEPMHUHOJIOTMYECKON cucTeMbl. OnMCaHue CIYKHUIO OCHOBOHM i OOBSICHEHUS
HEKOTOPBIX CTOPOH HCCIIelyeMoro o0bekTa. B 001eMeTo1010ru4eckoM miaHe 00b-
SICHEHUE W OMHCAHUE TECHO CBS3aHbl APYr ¢ ApyroMm. Kak u3BecTHO, O6€3 omucaHus
(hakTOB HEBO3MOKHO UX OOBSICHEHHE; C IPYroil CTOPOHBI, ONUCcaHUE 0e3 0O0bSICHEHUS
OCTaeTCsl «YUCTBHIM onucaHueM ¢aktoBy. [loHMMaHue OTIMYAETCS OT OOBICHEHUS U
onucanus. [loHMMaHne MEPBUYHO: «... HEIB3S JyMaTh, UTO Thl «IIOHUMACIIIh)» HEUTO,
€CJIM Thl HE MOJXKEIIlb paccKa3aTh APYTUM, UTO UMEHHO ThI IOHUMAaeIIby. [loHuManue
— TIpUCYIIasi CO3HaHUI0 (opMa OCBOCHUS JEUCTBUTEILHOCTH, O3HAYAIOIIASI PACKPHI-
THE W BOCIIPOU3BEJCHNE CMBICIOBOTO cojepkaHus npeamera. Korga Mbl roBopum o
YTEHUU B (PUIIOJOTMYECKOM CMBICIIE, MBI UMEEM B BHUJY IPEXKAEC BCEro MOHUMAHHE
TEKCTa, T.€. PACKpPBITHE W BOCIPOU3BEIACHUE CMBICIOBOTO COJACPKAHHUS TpPEaAMETA.
Bocnpusitue xyno’KecTBEHHOTO TEKCTa TaKUM, KaKUM OH 3aJyMaH, CO3J1aH, 3aJlaH aB-
TOPOM, U €CTh (prtosioruueckoe urteHue. [IpuBeneM B CBsI3U CO CKa3aHHBIM CJIOBA HM3-

BecTHOTO JuTeparypoBeaa Jei-suna Jlomxka: “We can judge any sentence or even
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word by the work it does or fails to do. The effect must precede the judgement on the
effect. The same is true of a whole work. Ideally, we must finish it first and then eva-
luate it. Otherwise, we have nothing to evaluate”.

Cy1iecTBEeHHOM 0COOCHHOCTHIO MIOHUMAHHUS XYI0)KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa SBJISACT-
Csl TAK)KE W TO, YTO YATAEMBIH HAMHU TEKCT JIOJDKCH OTPaKaThCsl B HAIIICH BHYTPEHHEH
pPEYH CO BCEH COBOKYITHOCTBHIO MPHUCYIIMX €MY CMBICIOB (COACpKaHUK-HaMEPEHUH ).
Hamomuum cnosa JI. B. IllepOb1 0 TOM, 4TO «...MHOTO€ B TEKCTE MOXKHO IPOU3HO-
CUTh, a CIICJIOBATCIbHO, U MOHUMATh IO-pa3HOMY, U HeoOXoauma OOoJbIIas OIbIT-
HOCTb, JTUTEPATypHAsT HAYUTAHHOCTh M TOHKOE 3HAHHE SA3bIKA JUIS TOTO, YTOOBI Tpa-
BUJILHO MPOW3HOCUTH, WJIM, YTO TO )K€ CaMOe€, MPAaBWILHO YTraJIbIBaTh 3aMbICEI aBTO-
pay.

[TornmaTh aBTOpa («IPaBUIBLHO YTaJbIBATh 3aMbICET») 3HAYUT BUJICTH 3a pac-
MOJIOKCHHBIMHM Ha CTPaHUIIE CJIOBAaMHU T€ COJEp)KaHHS, KOTOPHIC 3aJyMaHbl XYI0XK-
HUKOM CJIOBa. MlHade roBops, YTCHHUE JINTEPATyPHOTO MPOU3BEICHUS — 3TO TPOIIECC
oOmieHus, guanora nucareis u ynutarens. Co3gaBas XyI0KeCTBEHHOE MPOU3BEICHHE,
nmoa0upasi CI0Ba U OOBEIUHSS WX B COOTBETCTBYIOIIIEM CHHTarMaTHUYECKOM HM3MEpe-
HUH, aBTOP 3aKIIOYacT B HUX OINPEACICHHBIA CMBICI, ONPEACICHHOE COJEpIKaHHE,
KOTOpOE HE JISKUT HA TIOBEPXHOCTH M HE CBOJIUTCS K ITPOCTON CyMME COCTaBIISTFOIIINX
MPOU3BECHUE CI0B M 3HaueHuH. CoaepikaHne-HaMepeHUe Xy10)KECTBEHHOTO TIPOU3-
BEJICHUS HE IMOJMACTCS OJIHO3HAYHOMY OIPEACIICHHUI0. Ero MCTOIKOBaHHE JUIICHO
(GhopMaJIbHON YETKOCTH TOYHBIX HayK. BHUKas B XyI0KECTBEHHBIM TEKCT, MBI HE
MIPOCTO pa3dupacM M paccMaTPUBAEM €ro Kak 00bEKT, HO OJTHOBPEMEHHO ITO3BOJISIEM
€ro CO3/aTelli0 ale/UTMpOoBaTh K HAM W CTAHOBUTHCS MAPTHEPOM HAIIEH TYXOBHOU
paboThl. XyHI0KECTBEHHBIH TEKCT HENb3s «IeMU(POBATh» MPOCTHIM YCHIIMEM pac-
CylKa, B HETO HAJ0 «BXKUTBHCSA»; OH JIOJDKCH OBITh «IIOHAT, KaK TO, YTO OH €CTh, U
JUIIB OJ1arogaps 3TOMy OH OepeTcs Kak TO, YTO OH 0003HAYaeT».

WNuaye roBopsi, UTEHHUE XYyT0KECTBEHHOM JINTEPATyphbl HE JIOJDKHO MBICITHTHCS
KaK MMPOCTOC M HEMPOTHBOPEYMBOC YIPAKHCHHE B YCTAHOBJICHUU CEMAaHTHYCCKHX
CBOMCTB COCTABJISIIONIUX TEKCT CAMHMII. ITO CIIOKHAS MHOTOIUTAHOBAsl OIepaIvs

«ACKOOAUPOBAHUA» ICTCTUICCKHU OPTAaHHU30BAHHOI'O MHEJIOT0, CO3AAaHHOI0O TBOPUYCCKUM
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BOOOpaXCHUEM aBTOpa: BOCIPHHHMMAS JTaHHBIH B OIBITC XYI0XKCCTBEHHBIH TEKCT U
pacuieHssl ero Ha TE WM WHBbIC YacTH, YMTAIONIUN JOKEH YMETh OTBJICKATHCS, OC-
BOOOXKIIaThCSI OT HEMOCPECTBEHHBIX S3BIKOBBIX 3HAUEHHUH CJIOB B TEKCTE W TOCTH-
ratb («yrageBath» — JI. B. [llep0Oa) TOT cMBICH, TO COAepKaHNEe-HAMEPEHUE, HOCUTE-
JeM KOToporo (10 3aMBICITy aBTOpa) SBISAETCS TOT WIM MHOW oTpe3ok peuu. Ilo cy-
[IECTBY B ATOM 3aKITIOYAETCs METOJ (PHIOJIOTHYECKON TepMEHEBTHKH, HAMPABJICH-
HBI Ha KOMIUIEKCHOE MCCIIEIOBAaHUE S3BbIKA XYHAO0KECTBEHHOT'O TPOM3BEICHUS, KOTO-
poe crmocoOCTBOBaIO OBl TOHMMAHHWIO XYA0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa. TepMUH «repme-
HEBTHKa» IMPOUCXOJUT OT Tpeueckoro “hermeneuo” (pa3bscHSIO, PaCTOJIKOBBIBAIO,
coo01ato, JAenar MOHATHBIM, TOBOXY 0 MOHUMAaHWs) U TIEPBOHAYAIBHO HCIIOIH30-
BaJICSl B TEOJIOTUU B CIEAYIOIIEM 3HAUCHUU «Y4YCHHE O MPABHUILHOM HCTOJIIKOBAHUU
CBSIIIICHHBIX TEKCTOB» (dK3ereTrka). [[puMEeHUTENbHO K Xy0KECTBEHHOW TUTEpaTy-
pe TePMHH «T€PMEHEBTHKA» O3HAYaeT MCKYCCTBO MPaBUIHLHOW MHTEPIPETALINH, aJle-
KBaTHOTO TIOHUMAaHHsI XYJ0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa W BOCIPHUATHS TOM 3MOIIMOHAIBHO-
ACTETHUYECKON HH(pOpMalIUU, KOTOpas 3ajl0keHa B HeM aBTopoM: “...by understanding
we mean not merely being able to make out letters and recognize words, but “doing
full justice to the text”, understanding it in terms of philological hermeneutics, that is
trying to see the purport of the complete utterance, penetrate into the author's inten-
tion, and appreciate the aesthetic impact of a work of Fiction™.

B pemenun mpobnem, CBSI3aHHBIX C M3YYEHHEM CIIOBECHO-XYI0KECTBEHHOTO
TBOPYECTBA, OTCUECTBEHHAs (DUIIOJOTHYECKas TPAAWIHS MPUHIUIHAIBLHO OTJINYa-
Jach OT 3amajHoi. B pycckoil ¢humonoruu HaCTOMYMBO MOTYEPKUBATACH HEOOXOU-
MOCTh ITOHUMAaHHUS TEKCTa U 00yUYEHHUS YTCHHIO XYI0KECTBEHHOHN JuTepaTypsl. [1pu-
9YeM 3TOT IMOAXOJ HUKOT/Ia HE HOCHI abCTPaKkTHO-TEOPETHUECKOTO XapaKTepa M TeM
Oosiee He TTpuHUMAI (HOPMY OOIITUX PACCYNKIECHUNU O «MHOYKECTBEHHOCTH MPOUYTECHUIA
TEKCTa» WU O €r0 «a0CONOTHOW Hemo3HaBaeMocTH». OTedecTBeHHbBIE (DUIIOJIOTH —
JI. B. lllep6a, B. B. Bunorpanos, O. C. AxmanoBa, P. A. Bynaros u mHorue apyrue
MOCTIEIOBATEIPHO OOOCHOBBIBAIM TMPAKTUYCCKUE METOABl OOYYCHHS MEJICHHOMY,

BAYMYHNBOMY, (i)I/IJIOJIOFI/ILICCKOMy YTCHUIO U NMOHUMaHU0. VIMeHHO TPpyAbl BEAYHIUX
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PYCCKUX (PUIIOJOTOB JIETJIM B OCHOBY JIMHT'BOCTUIIMCTUYECKOTO U JIMHI'BOMOATUYECKO-
ro METO/I0B B 00yUE€HUHU BOCIIPUSITUIO CIIOBECHO-XY/10KECTBEHHOTO TBOPUECTRA.

JIMHrBOCTWINCTHYECKHMI AHAJN3 TIPEJICTABIISAET COOOM COBOKYMHOCTh 3BpU-
CTUYECKUX IIPUEMOB, MO3BOJIIOIIMX U3y4aTh KOHKPETHBIM S3bIKOBOM Marepuai, U3
KOTOPOr'0 «cAenaH» TeKCT. JIMHIBOCTUIIMCTUYECKUM aHalU3 IPEAIoaracT BHUMa-
TEJIBHOE U CKPYIIYJIC3HOE U3YUYEHHUE TEKCTA U COCTABIAIOIINX €r0 CJIOB KaK TaKOBBIX,
JIEKCUKO-CEMAaHTUYECKH, C TOUKHU 3PEHUS IIPUCYILIUX UM A3BIKOBBIX 3HaueHu. Haps-
Iy C aHaJu30M BCEX BO3MOXKHBIX S3BIKOBBIX aCIEKTOB JAHHOTO TEKCTa (JIEKCHKa,
MOpP(OJIOTHS, CUHTAKCHUC), TUHIBOCTUIIMCTUKA TAKXKE 3aHUMAETCS OMUCAHUEM IpH-
oOpeTaeMbIX CIOBaMHU U CIOBOCOYETAHUSIMU KOHHOTAIMH — JIONOJHUTEIBHBIX JKC-
IIPECCUBHO-3MOIMOHAJIbHO-OLICHOYHBIX CO3HAaueHuM. Ha cemaHTHYEeCKOM ypOBHE
BBIJICIIAIOTCS PA3JIMYHBIE IPYIIIBI CIOB, ONPEACISIIOTCS CBOMCTBEHHBIE UM 3HAYCHUS
Y MHTepEHTHbIE KOHHOTAIMHU; CIOBOCOYETAHUS MOJAPOOHO aHAIU3ZHUPYIOTCA C TOYKH
3peHUsl TaKUX KaTeropui, KaKk KOHHOTATUBHOCTH, KIMIIMPOBAHHOCTH, UIUOMATHUY-
HOCTb, KOHLIENTyaJIbHas MTOJIHOLIEHHOCTh, COLMaIbHas 00ycioBiaeHHOCTh. Ha ypoBHe
IIPEUIOKEHNS] CEMAHTUYECKUN aHAIN3 IIPEyCMATPUBAET OIPEIEIICHUE JJIMHBI, THUIIA
U CTPYKTYpBI HpeoxeHus. [IpuHumaercss BO BHUMaHUE XapakTep JACJICHUsS TEKCTa
Ha a03allbl ¥ €r0 pPUTMHYECKOE CTPOCHHE (YUCIIO CUHTArM, YHCIIO CJIOTOB B CHHTarMe,
UX COOTHOIIEHUE U T.H.). PUTMUKO-CUHTaKCHYECKUN aHaIN3 BKIIOYAET MOAPOOHOE
ONMCaHUE 3BYKOBOM OpraHu3aliy BbICKa3bIBaHMUS.

OT NMHIBOCTMIIMCTUYECKOTO AaHaIW3a MNPUHLUIIMAIBHO OTJIMYAECTCS JIMH-
rBONOITHYECKUN AHAJM3, KOTOPBIM HAIpPaBICH Ha Pa3bsCHEHUE SMOLMOHAJIBHO-
ACTETUYECKOr0 BO3JCHCTBUS, OKA3bIBAEMOI'0 XYIO0XXECTBEHHBIM IIPOU3BEICHUEM.
JIMHIBONOATUYECKUN aHAJIN3 BBIABIISIET COBOKYIIHOCTH T€X S3BIKOBBIX CPEICTB, IPU
IIOMOIIIM KOTOPBIX MHCATEIh OOECIEUMBAET ICTETUUYECKOE BO3AEHCTBHE, HEOOXOAM-
MO€ €My I BOIUIOLIECHUSA €T0 UIAECHHO-XYI0KECTBEHHOI'O 3aMBbICIIa, U OIPEACIISCT,
KaK TO WIM HMHOE CPEACTBO s3bIKa BOBJICKAECTCS aBTOPOM B IIPOLIECC CIOBECHO-
XYyJI0’)KECTBEHHOI'O TBOpUYeCTBA. VIHaue roBops, CyTh JIMHIBOIIO3TUYECKOIO aHAJIN3A
COCTOMT B YCTAaHOBJIEHMH TOT'0, B KAKOW Mepe yHoTpeOJeHUE TOTO WM MHOTO Cpejl-

CTBa A3bIKa B XYIAOXCCTBCHHOM TCKCTC O6YCJIOBJICHO PIJICﬁHBIM 3aMBbICJIOM aBTOpA.
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Metoauka JTUHTBONOATUYECKOTO aHaIM3a, MoyuyuBinas Ha3Banue “‘the method of
slicing and splicing”, cocToUT B clenylOlEM: Ha MEPBOM 3Talle XYA0KECTBEHHOE
MIPOM3BEICHUE KaK Obl «Ipemapupyercs» uccieaoBareneM (slicing), KOTOpblid BHIOU-
paeT OTPBIBKHU, OJTHOPOIHBIE M0 COJIEPKAHUIO (HApUMep, BCE, YTO OTHOCUTCS K Xa-
pPaKkTEepUCTUKE TOTO UJIM MHOTO MEepcoHa)xka). B nanpHeimeM oToOpaHHbIE TaKUM 00-
pa3oM OTPBIBKH, B CKATOM BHJI€ MIPEICTABIISIONINE TOT UM MHOM aCHEKT XYA0XKECT-
BEHHOT'O MPOU3BEIEHUS, MOJIBEPraloTcs JeTalIbHOMY (UIOJOTUYECKOMY aHAIU3y U
JOTIONHSIOTCS KOMMEHTapUsIMU U Pa3bsICHEHUSIMH, YTO NpUJIaeT MaTepuaty BUJ 3a-
KOHUEHHOTO CBA3HOTO TeKcTa (splicing).

Crnenys npuHATON B HAcCTOsIIEH paboTe METOJOJIOTMM U paccMaTpuBas XyJ0-
KECTBEHHOE TMPOU3BEIEHHE OOBEMHO, B HEPA3pPHIBHOM E€IMHCTBE €r0 TpaHel, MbI
JOJIKHBI OTMETUTH, YTO (PUIIOTOTHYECKOE UYTEHUE XY0KECTBEHHOM JTUTEpaTyphl OC-
HOBBIBAETCS HA TUATIEKTUKE CEMAHTUKHU, METACEMUOTHKH U CeMUOTHKH. B TBOpye-
CKOM CO3JaHUM XYJO0XXECTBEHHOI'O TEKCTa MUCATEIb CTPEMHUTCS K TOMY, 4YTOOBI
MMEIOIIMECS B S13bIKE 3HAUEHUS B €UHCTBE C MPUCYIIMMHU UM 3BYYaHHUSIMU CTaJIH CO-
BOKYITHO (B LI€JIOM) BBIPaKEHHEM JIJIsl HOBBIX MeTacoJepkanuii. Bmecte ¢ TeM, Boc-
NpPUHUMAs pa3IMYHbIE JIEKCUYECKHE 3HAYECHHUS] U METACEMUOTHUYECKHE COAEpKaHUS,
YUTAIOMINI CTPEMUTCSI KO Bce 00Jiee HOBHIM M MHOTOILIAHOBBIM OOOOIIEHUSIM, YTO
BBIBOJIUT €r0, Ha OMNPEEICHHOM 3Tare THOCEOJOrHYeCKOr0 BOCIPHUSITHS XYJI0XKECT-
BEHHOHN JI€WCTBUTENILHOCTH, 32 MpeJeiabl CEMAaHTUYECKOTO M METACEMHUOTHYECKOTO
ypoBHel. UuTas nutepaTypHBI TEKCT U aJIeKBaTHO OTpakasi €ro BO BHYTPEHHEH pe-
4M, (HUITOJIOT Tak)Ke BOCHPUHHMMAET Kakue-To Oojee obiue («MHBapUAHTHBIE») CO-
JepKaHus, He OTPAaHUYMBAIOLIUECS KAKUM-THOO OJIHUM, KOHKPETHBIM BBIPaKEHUEM,
a OMUPAIOIIMECS Ha LIETYI0 CUCTEMY CIIOCOOOB BBIPAXKEHUS, BKIIOUEHHBIX B COOTBET-
CTBUU C aBTOPCKHUM 3aMBICIIOM B pa3BepHYyTOE IMpousBenaeHue peun. llepenaya >3Tux
HanOoJiee OOIMIMX «COAEPNKAHUN» MPOUCXOJUT MO CEMHUOTHUYECKOMY MPUHIUITY, T.€.
«TIpU TTOMOIIM BMOJHE YCIOBHOTO (KOHBEHIIMOHAJIBHOTO) CPEJCTBA, ...TAKOr0, B Ma-
TEepUAIbHON MPUPOJE WU CTPOCHHH KOTOPOTO HET HUKAKON €CTECTBEHHOW CBSI3U C
0003HaYaeMbIM MPEIMETOM WU peaibHOM ((pu3nueckoil) mpupoaoi mepeaaBaeMoit

I/IH(l)OpMaI_II/II/I». HpI/IHI_II/IHI/IaJIBHO Ba>XHO B 3TOM IIJIaHC ITIOHUMATh, YTO COOTHOLICHUC
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COJEPKaHUS U BbIpAKEHUs (03HAYaEMOI'0 M O3HAYalollero) B JAHHOM Cllydyae HOCUT
HE CEMaHTHYECKMH, a CEMHUOTHYECKHMI XapakTrep, TakK KaK CEMaHTHKO-
CTUJIIMCTUYECKHUI CMBICH, IEPEAABAEMBIN XY 0KHUKOM CJIOBA, HE 3aKPEIJIEH 3a HEKO-
TOPBIM TPUPOJIHBIM («(roceii»), UCTOPUUECKH CIOXKUBIIUMCS €IUHCTBOM COJEpiKa-
HUSL U MaTepHUAJIbHOTO, COLMATBHO-UCTOPUYECKH 00YCIOBIEHHOTO BhipaxeHus. Co-
OTHOILIEHUE O3HA4YaeMO€ — O3Hayarollee OOYCIOBIEHO KOHKPETHBIM XYJI0’KECTBEH-
HbIM HAMEPEHUEM U BO3HHMKAET 0 YCTAHOBJIEHUIO» aBTOPA XYJA0>KECTBEHHOIO IPO-
u3BeaeHus. [lonnmanue B Gpuiion0rnueckoM 3Ha4€HUU 3TOT0 TEPMUHA MPEANOIaraeTt
B YUTAIOUIEM CIIOCOOHOCTH «PACKphIBAaTh U BOCIIPOU3BOJAUTH CMBICIOBOE COJEPKaHUE
MIpEAMETa», T.€. YCTAHABJIMBATh TE€ CEMaHTUKO-CTUIMCTHUYECKUE COJEPKAHUS, KOTO-
pBIE€ 3aKPEIUIAIOTCS XYJ0KHUKOM CJIOBA 32 TEM WJIM MHBIM COOTHOLLIEHHEM COJEpHKa-
HUS U BBIPAYKEHHUS.

K ckazanHomy cnenyer q00aBUTh, YTO B ONPEACIECHHOM CMBICIE CEMUOTHKA
XYAO0KECTBEHHOI'O TEKCTAa 3aBUCUT OT CIIOCOOHOCTH YMTAIOIIErO OTBJIEKAaTh OT BOC-
MPUHUMAEMOT0 UM TPOU3BEICHMS, C ONOPOIN Ha 3HAHUE S3bIKa («COOTBETCTBYIOLIEH
TEeXHUKHU BbIpaxkeHus» — [. O. BUHOKYp) U COBOKYIHOCTH BCEX JIUTEPATYPHBIX, XY-
J0’KECTBEHHBIX U KYJbTYPHBIX IIPEACTABICHHUI, MOPAIbHbIX, STUYECKUX U ICTETUYE-
CKUX IIEHHOCTEH, COCTaBJISIOIIMUX TBOPUECTBO MHUCATENS, TAKUE CIIOCOOBI SI3bIKOBOTO
BBIPaKEHUSI, KOTOPBIE SABIISIIOTCA YKa3aHUSMH Ha TO, UTO JIEKUT 3a MpeIesIaMHu TEKCTA
U TECHO CBSI3aHO C €ro NMOHMMaHuWEeM. Becbma CyIIECTBEHHOE 3HAYEHHUE MPHU 3TOM
UMeeT TOT (PaKT, YTO MPOU3BEJCHUE CIOBECHO-XYI0)KECTBEHHOTO TBOPYECTBA IPE-
CTaBJIIET COOOM CI0XKHOE, CaMOOBITHOE, HETOBTOPUMOE, ICTETUUYECKU OPTaHU30BaH-
HOE 1IeJI0€, Hecylee (B COOTBETCTBUU C HAMEPEHHUEM MHUCATENS]) pa3INdHbIE SIMOLUO-
HaJIbHO-OLICHOYHBIE COJEpKaHUs, HANPABJICHHbIE HA OKa3aHUE ACTETHYECKOIO BO3-

JIEVUCTBUSL.
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PACCKA3 “A ROSE FOR EMILY” KAK I[IPEJMET ®1JIOJIOI' TYECKO-
'O YTEHUA

Hazaposa, T. b. ®uionorua n ceMuotrnka. COBpEMEHHbBIN AHTJIMACKUN SI3bIK:
VYueb6. [Tocodue / T. b. Hazaposa. — 2-e uza., ucnp. — M.: Beicm. mik., 2003. — C. 148
— 158.

<...> Paccka3 "A Rose for Emily" — ouH W3 cambIXx M3BECTHBIX PacCKa3oB
®onknaepa. Ob6paTuMcs K MaTepuany M MmocrapaeMcsi oKa3aTh, KaKk CEMUOTUYECKUI
METOJI CBA3aH ¢ (UIIOJIOTMYECKUM MOHUMAaHHUEM 3TOT0 XYJ0KECTBEHHOTO MpPOMU3Be-
nenusi. [loHMMaHue 3CTETUYECKHM OPraHU30BaHHOTO €AMHCTBA — 3TO JBMXKEHHE OT
«MpeBAPUTENILHOT0)» MOHUMAaHHUS, 33JAI0Er0 CMBICI MpeAMeTa MOHUMaHUs Kak Iie-
JIOTO, K aHAJIM3y €ro 4acTedl M JOCTHKEHUIO Oojiee rIyOOKOro W IMOJHOr0 MOHMMa-
HUS1, B KOTOPOM CMBICJ 1I€JIOTO MOATBEPKIAETCA CMBICIIOM YacTEeH, a CMBICI YacTei —
CMBICIIOM Lienoro. Jlyis 0003HaYeHUs] TeX 3CTETUYECKHU 3HAYUMBIX YacTed, Ha KOTO-
pble HaM TMPUXOJUTCS WICHUTh TEKCT U KOTOpble MMEIOT CYIIECTBEHHOE 3HaUeHHE
ISl GUITOJOTHYECKOTO MOHUMAHUSL Pa3BEPHYTOTr0 MPOU3BEICHUSI PEUYH, Mbl UCIIONb-
3yeM TEPMUH «OIOpHAsl CUTYyalMs», COOTBETCTBYIOIIMM aHTJIOS3bIYHBIM TEPMHUHAM
fulcrum u boundaried space.

Haunewm c 3arnaBus “A Rose for Emily”. Tlpeanonaraercs, 4To ¢ caMbIX mep-
BBIX IIar0B B UTEHUHU paccKa3a MbI JOJKHbI OCYIIECTBUTh «KOTHUTUBHOE MAaHUITYJIH-
pOBaHME» YK€ UMEIOIIUMHUCS 3HAUEHUSIMU C LEIbI0 CHHTE3a HOBOTO cojepkaHus. B
MIPOTUBHOM CITy4ae Mbl OKa3bIBAEMCS HE B COCTOSIHUM «CHATHY» MPOTHUBOPEUUE MEKIY
B 1I€JIOM TOJIOKUTENbHBIM 3HaueHUueM Ha3BaHus («Po3a amsg OMuinm») u mpoTUBOIO-
JIO’KHBIM 3TOMY, Ha TIEPBBIA B3I, coiepKaHUEM pacckaza. DoJIKHEp caM He OTpH-
a1 aJJIETOPUYHOCTH HAa3BAHUSA: «... IEPe]l HAMH — Tpareus >KEHIIUHBI..., MHE KaJ-
KO 3Ty JKEHIIMHY, U Ha3BaHUEM pacckasa sl Kak Obl MIPUBETCTBYIO €€, MOJ00HO TOMY,
KaK OTJAIOT YECTh PYKOM; JKEHIIMHAM B TaKUX CIydasX MPEnoJHOCIT po3y...». Takum

06pa30M, «OTBJICUCHHUC» OT HCIOCPCACTBCHHOI'O (CeMaHTI/ILICCKOFO, npcaMeCTHO-
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BEIICCTBEHHOTO, JICKCHUECKOT0) 3HAYCHHSI COCTABJISIONINX 3arjaBHe CIOB MOMOTAeT
HaM yBUJIETh B cioBocoyeTanuu “A Rose for Emily” 3Hak aBTOpCKOro OTHOILIEHHUS K
MEPCOHAXKY, CHEIMPUICCKII CEMaHTHKO-CTHIIMCTUICCKUI CMBICH, CITYXKAIlui KITFO-
4OM K MMOHMMAaHHUIO BCETO paccKasa.

Tak ke, Kak ¥ B ciIydae Ha3BaHUS, MBI IPUXOJAUM K TIOHUMAaHHUIO Pa3BEPHYTOTO
MPOU3BEJICHUSI PEUU MYTEM «CMEIICHHS» OTACNbHBIX €r0 4YacTe M IMOCTETICHHOTO
«OTBJICUEHUS» OT «pPAcCKaza y»KacoB», KOTOPHIM MBI HaXOAMM Ha CEMaHTHYECKOM
yYpOBHE, KOT/Ia OrpaHUYMBaeM ce0si CIOKETOM W JelcTBHeM, OmrcaHHbIM DonkHe-
poM. «OcBOOOINBY 3ariaBue OT MPEIMETHO-BEIECTBEHHOTO 3HAYCHUS, MBI HAYMHa-
€M JIBIDKEHHUE TI0 TEKCTY, pa3HbIe YacTH KOTOPOTO XapaKTEePHU3YIOTCsS pa3HOM cTere-
HBIO «OTBJICYEHHOCTU («CMEILEHUS).

[epBrIit a03a1] TEKCTa HA CEMAaHTHYECKOM YPOBHE MPEICTABISICT COOOH ommca-
HHE [TOXOPOH DMMIIH, KyJa codpaiicsi BeCh TOpO/I;

When Miss Emily Grierson died, our whole town went to her funeral: the men
through a sort of respectful affection for a fallen monument, the women mostly out of
curiosity to see the inside of her house, which no one save an old manservant — a
combined gardener and cook — had seen in at least ten years.

MyX4HH TPUBEIO «CMEIIAaHHOE YYBCTBO YBAXKCHUS W CHMIIATUH K PyX-
HYBIIEMY MOHYMEHTY», OKCHIIUH — JIOOOMBITCTBO U KEJAaHUE MPOHUKHYTH B JIOM,
KyJla ye TI0 MEHBIIIeH Mepe JIeT IeCATh He CTyIaja Hora dyejaoBekay. CeMaHTHUECKU
— 3TO KOHCTaTarwus (akta. BAyMbIBasICh B TEKCT B «UUTasi MEXIY CTPOK», MBI Ha Ka-
KOM-TO 3Tare BOCIpUHUMaeM Oosee olliiee coliepkaHue, CTosIIee 3a STUM (pparmeH-
TOM TEKCTa: Ype3BBIUAHO BaKHOE ISl aBTOPCKOTO HAMEPEHUS TPOTUBOTIOCTABICHHE
OMUIU — ee OKpYKeHue («4elloBeK B KOH(MIUKTE ¢ co0oii, ¢ cebe mogoOHbIMU, C OK-
pyxenuem» — Y. @onkaep). C THHTBOMOITHYECKON TOYKH 3PEHHS TOT CEMaHTHKO-
CTHJIUCTHYECKHI CMBICI TepeNaeTcsi pa3IMyHbIMA KOHHOTATHBHBIMHU CIIOBOCOYETA-
HUsIMH, Haripumep: “a sort of respectful affection for a fallen monument”.

He MeHee nHTEpeceH B 3TOM IUJIaHE CIeAYIONUi ab3all, KOTOPHIA Tak kKe, Kak U
NPEIbIIYIINH, TPEACTaBIsAeT OO0 ICTETUYECKH 3HAYUMBIH OTPE30K TEKCTa — OIIH-

CaHHC JOMa, B KOTOPOM IIPOKHUBACT OMUIH FpI/IpCOHI
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It was a big, squarish frame house that had once been white, decorated with
cupolas and spires and scrolled balconies in the heavily lightsome style of the seven-
ties, set on what had once been our most select street. But garages and cotton gins
had encroached and obliterated even the august names of that neighborhood; only
Miss Emily's house was left, lifting its stubborn and coquettish decay above the cot-
ton wagons and the gasoline pumps — an eyesore among eyesores.

AJleKkBaTHOE MIOHUMAHHUE ITOTO OTPHIBKA TEKCTa TPEOYyeT OT YMTATENs] METOHHU-
MHUYECKOTO «CMEIICHUS»: CEMaHTHYeCKOMYy omucaHuto noma («bompiioit kBampat-
HBIA KapKacHBIN JOM CO ClielaMy JaBHEH MOOENKH, TOCTPOSHHBIA B JIGTKOMBICIICH-
HOM JyX€ CEMHUJECATHIX T'OJ0B, C KyMOJaMH, IIMIIAMHA, OaJKOHAMHU C 3aBHTYIIKa-
MH...») «cooOmaeTcst mepeHocHbIi cMbic» (Y. @onkuaep). CnoBa aBTOpa 0 TOM, YTO
«CTapOMOJIHBIN oM ['pUPCOHOB TO-TIPEKHEMY TOPICIUBO U YIPSIMO BO3BBIIIAJICS
HaJ GyproHaMu C XJIOTIKOM U O€H303alpaBOYHBIMU CTaHIIMSIMH, CIIOBHO OTBEYas BbI-
30BOM Ha OpoiieHHBIN BbI30B» (... only Miss Emily’s house was left, lifting its stub-
born and coquettish decay above the cotton wagons and the gasoline pumps — an eye-
sore among eyesores”), SBISIIOTCS €IIe OJHOMW Bapualueld Ha TeMy IIpo-
TUBOTIOCTABJICHHUSI DMHIIU — €€ OKPYKCHHE, 0 KOTOPOM TOBOPHJIOCH BBIIIE. DOMUIHA —
TUTIUYHO «IOKHBIN» MOTHB: «EIlle OJHA U3 XOPOIIO 3HAKOMBIX unTaTessiM DonkHepa
MOTIBITOK JIFOOBIMU CPEJCTBAMHU yAEp)KaTh HEOCTAHOBHMO TEKYIIEE BpeMs, MOBEp-
HYTh HE 3aBUCAIINI OT YeIOBEKa XOJ COOBITUH BCHATH, YBEPUTH CAMOTr0O ce0sl, YTO
MIPOUCXOAMBINIEE HE TPOUCXOINIIO, YTO «ITOTO» HUKOTA HE OBLION.

[Ipomomkenne BTOporo absama yOekmaeT Hac B TOM, 4To OMuiu ['pupcoH
yIAeTCs «ITOBEPHYTH HE 3aBUCSINUN OT YEIIOBEKA X0 COOBITUI BCIISTHY:

And now Miss Emily had gone to join the representatives of those august
names that lay in the cedar-bemused cemetery among the ranked and anonymous
graves of Union and Confederate soldiers who fell at the battle of Jefferson.

OMUIH HET B KHUBBIX, HO OHa 3aHMMAaeT CBOE€ MECTO B TOPOJICKOM TaHTEOHE
cpenu conaar denepalbHON apMuu U KoH(penepaToB, naBmux B Outse npu Jxed-

@CPCOHC. OMUIHN BBICTOAJIA, OHA «TOPKCCTBYCT», OHA CTAHOBUTCA YaCTbIO UCTOPHUU

Hxeddepcona.
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[To cymiecTBy B 3arjlaBuM U B MEPBBIX ABYX a03arax aBTOp BBOJHUT TO HamOO-
Jiee CYIIECTBEHHOE CEMaHTHKO-CTHIIMCTUYECKOE COJEp)KaHUE, BOKPYT KOTOPOTO IO-
CTPOCH BeCh paccka3. B mampHeieM M310KEHUH OCYIIECTBISIETCS JTHHTBONIOATHYEC-
CKasl BapHalusi Ha TeMY ICTETUYECKH 3HAYMMOTO MPOTUBOIIOCTABICHHS DMUIN — €€
okpyxeHue. OnucaHHas B pacCkasze cTapasi )KEHIIMHA YIPSIMO CONPOTHBISIETCS TYXY
nepeMeH B cronuie Moknanarops! keddepcoHe: Bo BceM, 10 MeIOUEH, 10 3anpera
NPUOHUTH K CBOEH KAaJUTKE IMOYTOBBIN SIIHMK, IO HEKEJIaHUS YIIaYMBaTh HAJIOTH,
MOJIJICP)KMBATh KaKOW-THOO KOHTAKT C BHEITHUM MHUPOM. 32 BCEMH 3TUMH JCTAIBHO
ONMCaHHBIMH B paccKa3e MOMEHTaMU — (POIKHEPOBCKHUI repoil «B KOH(IUKTE ¢ CO-
00Mi, ¢ cebe MoIOOHBIME, C OKPYKCHHEM», «CTPEMJICHHE YeJIOBeKa OOPOTHCS CO CBO-
€l IPUPOJOH, CO CBOEU COBECTHION.

Alive, Miss Emily had been a tradition, a duty, and a care; a sort of hereditary
obligation upon the town, dating from that day in 1894 when Colonel Sartoris, the
mayor — he who fathered the edict that no Negro woman should appear on the streets
without an apron — remitted her taxes, the dispensation dating from the death of her
father on into perpetuity. Not that Miss Emily would have accepted charity. Colonel
Sartoris invented an involved tale to the effect that Miss Emily’s father had loaned
money to the town, which the town, as a matter of business, preferred this way of re-
paying. Only a man of Colonel Sartoris’ generation could have invented it, and only a
woman could have believed it.

B IMHTBOMOATHYECKOM IIJIaHE pacCMaTPUBAEMbIii OTPHIBOK OCHOBBIBAETCS Ha
CUHOHUMHUYECKOW KOHJEHCAIIMN — CONMKCHHH TI0 CMBICITY COTOJaraeMblX B Peuu
cioB: “a tradition, a duty, and a care”; oco60ro BHUMaHUs 3aCIy>KUBAET AMOIUO-
HaJILHO-OIICHOYHOE clioBocodeTaHue “a sort of hereditary obligation upon the town”.

B pacckaze onuchIBaeTCss HECKOJIBKO CUTYaIlUi, CBSI3aHHBIX C HAJIOTOBOM JEK-
naparnuent (“tax notice™):

When the next generation, with its more modern ideas, became mayors and al-
dermen, this arrangement created some little dissatisfaction. On the first of the year
they mailed her a tax notice. February came, and there was no reply. They wrote her a

formal letter, asking her to call at the sheriff's office at her convenience. A week later
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the mayor wrote her himself, offering to call or to send his car for her, and received in
reply a note on paper of an archaic shape, in a thin, flowing calligraphy in faded ink,
to the effect that she no longer went out at all. The tax notice was also enclosed,
without comment.

They called a special meeting of the Board of Aldermen. A deputation waited
upon her, knocked at the door through which no visitor had passed since she ceased
giving china-painting lessons eight or ten years earlier. They were admitted by the
old Negro into a dim hall from which a stairway mounted into still more shadow. It
smelled of dust and disuse — a close, dank smell. The Negro led them into the parlor.
It was furnished in heavy, leather-covered furniture. When the Negro opened the
blinds of one window, a faint dust rose sluggishly about their things, spinning with
slow motes in the single sun-ray. On a tarnished gilt easel before the fireplace stood a
crayon portrait of Miss Emily's father.

OMUIIM KaTeropuyecku OTKa3biBaeTcs oT yruiatsl HanoroB (“The tax notice was
also enclosed, without comment.”). O4enb noka3areibHa B 3TOM OTHOIIIECHUU €€ pe-
YyeBasi XapaKTepUCTHKA!

Her voice was dry and cold. “I have no taxes in Jefferson. Colonel Sartoris ex-
plained it to me. Perhaps one of you can gain access to the city records and satisfy
yourselves.”

“But we have. We are the city authorities, Miss Emily. Didn’t you get a notice
from the sheriff, signed by him?”

“I received a paper, yes,” Miss Emily said. “Perhaps he considers himself the
sheriff. ... I have no taxes in Jefferson.”

‘But there is nothing in the books to show that, you see. We must go by the —”

“See Colonel Sartoris. I have no taxes in Jefferson." "But, Miss Emily —’

“See Colonel Sartoris.” (Colonel Sartoris had been dead almost ten years.) “I
have no taxes in Jefferson. Tobe!” The Negro appeared. "Show these gentlemen out.”

Kak crnenyer u3 mpuBeqeHHOTO MaTepuala, B JUHTBOMOITUYSCKOM IUIAHE Pe-

YyeBOU IMopTPET OMUIHN CO30aCTCA KOPOTKHMH, KAaTCTOPUYHBIMHU, IMOBTOPATOMINMHCA
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MPEIOKCHISIME, BKITIOYAIOIIMMU BeChMa OTpaHUYCHHBIN Habop cioB. OHa HE Kena-
€T MOAIEP’)KUBATH KOHTAKT C OKPYKAIOIIUM €€ MHUPOM.

KonnuecTBO HEBEpOSTHBIX CUTYyallMd, CO3JaBacMBIX TBOPUYECKUM BOOOpake-
HUEM aBTOpa, TPEOYET OT YUTATENs] yMEHUS YBUACTH 32 MHOTOOOpa3HeM MPOSBICHUN
KOH(MIIMKTa DMHIIA C OKpPYXKAIOIIeH ee AeCTBUTEIBHOCTBIO U Pa3HOOOpa3ueM BIIOJI-
HE KOHKPETHBIX CIIOCOOOB JMHTBOIOITHYECKOTO BBIPAXKCHHS (POIKHEPOBCKHUH ce-
MaHTHKO-CTHJIMCTUYECKUI CMBICII: «4€JIOBEK B KOH(MIUKTE ¢ coOOM, ¢ cebe moaoo-
HBIMH, C OKPY>KCHHEM).

@onkHEp HWAET K BOIUIOHICHHIO 3TOTO CEMAaHTHUKO-CTHIIMCTHYECKOTO CO-
AepXKaHUsI IO BOCXOSIICH, TOCTENIEHHO U TNIAHOMEPHO: OT CUTYAaIlWid, CBS3aHHBIX C
HAJIOTOBOM JIeKJIapanyeil ¥ TOYTOBBIM SIIMKOM, K 00JIee CII0KHBIM 00CTOSATEIHCTBAM,
B KOTOPBIX OMWIH ['pUPCOH TakKe MPOSBISIET HECIBIXaHHOE YMOPCTBO, HACTOWYH-
BOCTh M COMpOTHBIICHHE. [[pUMEpOM MOCTENIEHHOTO IBMKCHHsI aBTOpa K BBICIICH
TOYKE CBOETO MIOBECTBOBAHUS CITYKHUT JUAIOT DMUIIHU C alTeKapeM:

“I want some poison,” she said to the druggist. She was over thirty then, still a
slight woman, though thinner than usual, with cold, haughty black eyes in a face the
flesh of which was strained across the temples and about the eyesockets as you imag-
ine a lighthouse-keeper's face ought to look. “I want some poison,” she said.

“Yes, Miss Emily. What kind? For rats and such? I'd recom —”

“I want the best you have. I don’t care what kind.”

The druggist named several. “They’ll kill anything up to an elephant. But what
you want is — ”

“Arsenic,” Miss Emily said. “Is it a good one?”

“Is ... arsenic? Yes, ma’am. But what you want —”

“I want arsenic.”

The druggist looked down at her. She looked back at him, erect, her face like a
strained flag. “Why, of course,” the druggist said. “If that’s what you want. But the

law requires you to tell what you are going to use it for.”
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Crenytoriee 3a 1UajoroM ONMMCAaHUE DMUIN M TOTO, KaK OHA BO3/JICHCTBYET Ha
co0eceTHUKA, JOMOHSACT W Pa3BUBACT HAIIM MPEACTABICHUS 00 OCOOCHHOCTIX Xa-
pakTepa TepOMHHU paccKasa:

Miss Emily just stared at him, her head tilted back in order to look at him eye
for eye, until he looked away and went and got the arsenic and wrapped it up. The
Negro delivery boy brought her the package; the druggist didn’t come back. When
she opened the package at home there was written on the box, under the skull and
bones: “For rats”.

JpyruM npumMepoM OCCKOMIPOMHCCHOCTH OMUJIN CIY)KHT HACTOWYHUBOCTD, C
KOTOPOM OHa HapymiaeT “kojekc yecTu’” (noblesse oblige), «mpuHUMas Bcepbe3 ceBe-
pSHUHA, 1a K TOMY K€ elle U MOACHIINKa» («HACTOSIIAs JIeIU JIaXKe B HECUacThe HE
JOJDKHA 3a0BIBaTh O KOJIEKCE YECTHU»): MUCC DMUIIM CTAll BHJIETh IO BOCKPECEHBSIM
Ha TporyJike ¢ ['oMmepom B3ppoHOM — HACTOSIIMM SHKH, «TEMHOBOJIOCHIM, KPYITHBIM,
*aJHBIM 10 paOOThI MY>KUMHOM C 3BIYHBIM T'OJIOCOM M COBCEM CBETJIBIMHU Ha 3arope-
JIOM JIMIIE TJIa3aMu»:

When she had first begun to be seen with Homer Barron, we had said, “She
will marry him.” Then we said, “She will persuade him yet,” because Homer himself
had remarked — he liked men, and it was known that he drank with the younger men
in the Elk's Club — that he was not a marrying man. Later we said, “Poor Emily,” be-
hind the jalousies as they passed on Sunday afternoon in the glittering buggy, Miss
Emily with her head high and Homer Barron with his hat cocked and a cigar in his
teeth, reins and whip in a yellow glove.

Then some of the ladies began to say that it was a disgrace to the town and a
bad example to the young people. The men did not want to interfere, but at last the
ladies forced the Baptist minister — Miss Emily’s people were Episcopal — to call
upon her. He would never divulge what happened during that interview, but he re-
fused to go back again. The next Sunday they again drove about the streets, and the
following day the minister’s wife wrote to Miss Emily’s relations in Alabama.

She carried her head high enough — even when we believed that she was fallen.

It was as if she demanded more that ever the recognition of her dignity as the last
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Grierson; as if it had wanted that touch of earthiness to reaffirm her imperiousness.
Like when she bought the rat poison, the arsenic. That was over a year after they had
begun to say “Poor Emily” and while the two female cousins were visiting her.

B nMHrBOMOATHYECKOM TUIaHE 0cOO0TO BHUMAHWMSI 3aCly’KUBAET JIeTallb, KOTO-
pasi HACTOWYHMBO MOAYEPKUBACTCSI aBTOPOM — «MHCC DMUIH C TOPJIO TOTHSATOU TOJIO-
Boi»: “Miss Emily with her head high”, “She carried her head high enough”.

B paccMmarpuBaeMoM pa3BEpHYTOM MPOU3BEACHUN PEUYM Pa3BUBAIOTCS, KaK ObI
napauieNbHO, IBE€ CEMaHTHKO-CTHIIMCTUICCKUE JIMHUHU: TPOTUBOTIOCTABICHHE DMUIN
OKPY’KaOIIIUM €€ JIFO/ISIM, COTIPOTUBIICHHE OOBEKTUBHBIM O0CTOSITETLCTBAM, C OJTHOU
CTOPOHBI, ¥ aBTOPCKasl Bepa B TO, UTO OHA BBICTOUT, BOCTOPKECTBYET («5 yOexkieH,
YTO YEJIOBEK HE TOJIBKO BBICTOHT, OH BOCTOPIKECTBYET»), C APYTOi CTOPOHBL. DTH JBa
CEMHOTHUYECKHX IUIaHAa HAKIAJbIBAIOTCA OJIMH Ha JIPYrod B Hadalie pacckasa (CM.
BTOpOU ab3ail). B nanbHeiemM MoBecTBOBaHUM JBa IUIaHA Pa3BUBAIOTCS B OIpeje-
JICHHOM CMBICII€ CAMOCTOSITEIHHO: TIEPBBINA OMUPAETCS HA OMUCAHUE PA3IUIHBIX KOH-
KpeTHBIX cuTyarui (“tax notice”, “the smell”, “the poison”) u TpeOyer OT uuTaTeNs
CIIOCOOHOCTH «OTBIIEKAaTh» 3TO BEChMa CYIIECTBEHHOE CEMaHTHKO-CTHIMCTHYECKOE
COJIep’)KaHUE OT Pa3HbIX OTPE3KOB HETIOCPEJACTBEHHO JTaHHOTO €My XYI0)KECTBEHHOTO
TEKCTa; BTOPOH TJIaH BOIUIOIIAETCS B HEKOTOPBIX BHICKA3bIBAHUSIX CaMOTO aBTOpa B
azipec DOMWIH, HAIpUMeEp OMMcaHue DMUIN, TPUHUMAtoIee POopMy CPaBHECHHS:

She was sick for a long time. When we saw her again, her hair was cut short,
making her look like a girl, with a vague resemblance to those angels in colored
church windows — sort of tragic and serene.

As they recrossed the lawn, a window that had been dark was lighted and Miss
Emily sat in it, the light behind her, and her upright torso motionless as that of an
idol.

Now and then we would see her in one of the downstairs windows — she had
evidently shut up the top floor of the house — like the carven torso of an idol in a
niche, looking or not looking at us, we could never tell which. Thus she passed from

generation to generation — dear, inescapable, impervious, tranquil, and perverse.
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Bo Bcex Tpex acteTruecku 3HaUMMBIX oTpe3kax (bounda ried spaces) nposBiis-
eTCsl aBTOPCKOE TOHMMAaHNe, COUYBCTBHE U COCTPAJIaHNE TI0 OTHOIICHHUIO K TePOUHE.

Oco0oe 3HaUYeHHWE B CEMHOTHYECKOM IIJIaHE MpUOOpEeTaeT 3aKIIOYUTEIbHAs
4acTh pacckasza. XapakTepHblil st DoJKHEpa JIMHTBOIIOATHUSCKHUNA MPUEM «BapHa-
[IUM HA TEMY» JOCTUTAET B ATOM YacTU pacckasza CBOEH BhICIIeH Touku. [Ipencranis-
eTCsI TeNIeCO00pa3HbIM BBIICTUTH TPU OTIOPHBIE CEMaHTHKO-CTUIMCTHYECKUE CUTYa-
IIUY, COOTBETCTBYIOIINE B CHHTarMaTHYECKOM TTOCTPOCHUH TEKCTa TPEM OTPBIBKaM:

The Negro met the first of the ladies at the front door and let them in with their
hushed, sibilant voices and their quick, curious glance, and then he disappeared. He
walked right through the house and out the back and was not seen again.

The two female cousins came at once. They held the funeral on the second day,
with the town coming to look at Miss Emily beneath a mass of bought flowers, with
the crayon face of her father musing profoundly above the bier and the ladies sibilant
and macabre; and the very old men — some in their brushed Confederate uniforms —
on the porch and the lawn, talking of Miss Emily as if she had been a contemporary
of theirs, believing that they had danced with her and courted her perhaps, confusing
time with its mathematical progression, as the old do, to whom all the past is not a
diminishing road, but, instead, a huge meadow which no winter ever quite touches,
divided from them now by the narrow bottleneck of the most recent decade of years.

Already we knew that there was one room in that region above stairs which no
one had seen in forty years, and which would have to be forced. They waited until
Miss Emily was decently in the ground before they opened it.

The violence of breaking down the door seemed to fill this room with pervad-
ing dust. A thin, acid pall as of the tomb seemed to lie everywhere upon this room
decked and furnished as for a bridal: upon the valance curtains of faded rose color,
upon the rose-shaded lights, upon the dressing table, upon the delicate array of crystal
and the man’s toilet things backed with tarnished silver, silver so tarnished that the
monogram was obscured. Among them lay a collar and tie, as if they had just been
removed, which, lifted, left upon the surface a pale crescent in the dust. Upon a chair

hung the suit, carefully folded; beneath it the two mute shoes and the discarded socks.
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The man himself lay in the bed.

For a long while we just stood there, looking down at the profound and flesh-
less grin. The body had apparently once lain in the attitude of an embrace, but now
the long sleep that outlasts love, that conquers even the grimace of love, had cuck-
olded him. What was left of him, rotted beneath what was left of the nightshirt, had
become inextricable from the bed in which he lay; and upon him and upon the pillow
beside him lay that even coating of the patient and biding dust.

Then we noticed that in the second pillow was the indentation of a head. One
of us lifted something from it, and leaning forward, that faint and invisible dust dry
and acrid in the nostrils, we saw a long strand of iron-gray hair.

[lepBast u3 TpeX BBIACIEHHBIX HAMH OMOPHBIX CEMHUOTHYECKUX CUTYyallUd Tpe-
OyeT peTpOCIIEKTUBHOTO B3IJIsA1a HAa MPEABIAYIINE YACTH MOBECTBOBAHUS:

When Miss Emily Grierson died, our whole town went to her funeral: the men
through a sort of respectful affection for a fallen monument, the women mostly out of
curiosity to see the inside of her house, which no one save an old manservant — a
combined gardener and cook — had seen in at least ten years.

They were admitted by the old Negro into a dim hall from which a stairway
mounted into still more shadow. It smelled of dust and disuse — a close, Tom, 4TO ye-
JIOBEK HE TOJIBKO BBICTOMT, OH BOCTOpPKECTBYET. JlelCTBUTENBHO, 00 DOMUIN BCIIO-
MUHAIOT C TEIUIOTOW M HEKHOCTHIO, OHA — HEOThEMJIEMast 9aCcTh UCTOPUU Topoja: ...
and the very old men — some in their brushed Confederate uniforms — on the porch
and the lawn, talking of Miss Emily as if she had been a contemporary of theirs, be-
lieving that they had danced with her and courted her perhaps, confusing time with its
mathematical progression, as the old do, to whom all the past is not a diminishing
road, but, instead, a huge meadow which no winter ever quite touches, divided from
them now by the narrow bottleneck of the most recent decade of years.”

Tperuii oTpbiBok HaunHaercs ciaoBamu “Already we knew that there was one
room...”’; OH 3aBeplIacT MOBECTBOBAHUE; B HEM «OTBJICUCHHE)» OT «paccKaza y»KacoBy
JIOJDKHO JIOCTHTHYTHh KYJIbMHUHAIIMOHHOW TOUkHW. HeoxuaaHHBIA W, Ha TMEpBBIN

B3I'JIs1 A, Hyraroumﬁ (1)I/IH2L]'I pacCKada — KOCTH MCPTBCId, COPOK JICT IIPOJICIKABIINEC HA
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KpOBAaTH B KOMHAaTe, KyJa HUKTO HE BXOAWJ, a PSAOM celas Mpsiib BOJIOC DMUIU
['pupcoH, XpaHsIascs B U3roJOBhE TABHO CKOHYABIIETOCS BO3IIO0ICHHOTO:

Then we noticed that in the second pillow was the indentation of a head. One
of us lifted something from it, and leaning forward, that faint and invisible dust dry
and acrid in the nostrils, we saw a long strand of iron-gray hair.

Y. ®onkHEp TaK KOMMEHTHPYET KOHEIl paccka3a, HAMEPEHHO HEe OTKpBIBAs TO-
ro «BBICOKOTO TIEPEHOCHOTO CMBICIIa», KOTOPBI COOOIIAeTCs MM YUTATETI0 B WHO-
ckazarenbHOU Qopme: «... oHa (Ommmu — T. H.) BcTpeTnna MyXuuHy, HO, BEPOSITHO,
MOTOMY, YTO OHA TUIOXO pa30upainach B JIIOJASX, BEIOOP DMUIM OKa3ajcs HEyIadyHbIM
— m30paHHUK pemui ee OpocuTh. Ee yTpaTa o3Hauama s Hee KOHEIl BCero, noo Ha
ee JIOJI0 HE OCTaBaJOCh HUYErO — TOJBKO CTapOCTh M OJWHOYECTBO; W, TIOKA Y Hee
BCE )K€ «UTO-TO» OBLJIO, OHA CTPEMHJIACH YIEPIKATh 3TO «ITO-TO» JIFOOOH IIEHOM».

[IpoTBOTOCTaBICHNE DMUIH — €€ OKPY)KEHHE CHUMAETCs K KOHITY pacckas3a B
MOJIb3Y DMUITH, KOTOpasi 3aHUMAaET CBOE MECTO B TOPOJICKOM IMaHTEOHE CPEU COAAT
denepaibHOM apMuU U KOH(eaAepaToB, nmaBmux B Outse npu hxepdepcone. Imunu
BBICTOSUIA, OHA «TOPXKECTBYET», OHa CTAHOBUTCS YacThio uctopun [xeddepcona.

B IMHTrBOMOATHYECKOM IUTaHE ATOT CEMAHTHKO-CTHIIMCTUYCCKUI CMBICIH TIepe-
JaeTcs 3aKIIIOUUTENILHOM CTpOKOM pacckasa: “and leaning forward ... we saw a long
strand of iron-gray hair”.

Ananusupys pacckasz “A Rose for Emily”, Mbl npecrnenoBaau HECKOJIBKO Lie-
neii. IIpexxme Bcero XoTeioch MOKa3aTh, KaK MOXKHO JOCTHUYb MMOHUMaHUS TEKCTa,
ONMpasiCh Ha HAIIM (JOHOBBIC 3HAHUS U MPECTABICHUS 00 aBTOpPE U €r0 TBOPUECTBE.
HeoOxoaumpIM yciioBHEM Mpoliecca MOHUMaHUS ObLI JIMHTBOTIOATHYSCKH aHATU3
pa3IMYHBIX OTPE3KOB TeKcTa. J{MajekThka riao0abHOCTH U PacwIeHEHHOCTH CITYXKHIIa
OCHOBOI OTBJICUCHHUSI OT TEKCTa TeX HamOoyiee OOIIMX COAepKaHHi, KOTOphIE B ca-
MOM TPOU3BEJCHUH W B KOHTEKCTE BCEero TBopuecTBa Y. DOJKHEpa MOTYT CBS3bI-
BaThCS C PA3IMYHBIMU CIIOCOOAMH JIMHTBUCTHYECKOTO BBIpaKEHUS. MBI cUHTaeM
BITOJTHE I[€JIeCO00Pa3HBIM UCTIOIB30BAaHUE B ATOM CIIy4ae TEPMHHA «CEMHOTHKAY, TaK
KaK OTBJIEKaeMble HAMH OT TEKCTa paccka3a 000OIIEHHBIC THUIBI «COACPIKAHUID HE

CBsA3aHbl ¢ KAKUM-TO OJHHM S3bIKOBBIM BBIPAKCHHUCM HOBTOpHIOH.[CﬁCH 3aKOHOMCD-
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HOM CBA3BIO. VIX OHTOJIOTMSI HOCUT CEMUOTHYECKHI XapakTep: 000OLIEHHBIE «3Haye-
HUsD» 00J1a1al0T CIOCOOHOCTBIO CBS3BIBATHCS IO BOJE aBTOpPA C CaMBbIMHU pPa3HBIMU
oTpe3kamu TekcTa. OTBIEUEHHUE 3TUX «3HAUECHUI» — IUIAHOMEPHBIN mpolece, OCHO-
BBIBAIOIIMICA HA JIETaJbHOM JIMHTBOMIOATHYECKOM aHaiu3e Tekcta. Haumnas c ce-
MaHTUKH, PACKphIBasi METa-CEMHOTUYECKYIO HArpyKe€HHOCTb T€X WJIM MHBIX CIIOCO-
OOB BBIPAKEHUS U X PeaIbHOE yyacTue B Mepeaye 3CTETUYECKH OpraHM30BaHHOTO
coJlep KaHMs, Mbl Ha 3aBEPIIAIOIIEM 3TAre BOCHPHUATUS XYIOKECTBEHHOI'O MPOU3BE-
JE€HUS MOXEM BIIOJHE OOOCHOBAaHHO MPEACTaBUTH €r0 CMBICI B BHJI€ 00OOIIEHHBIX
«CoAepKaHU», OTBICUEHHBIX HAMHU OT JAHHOI'O KOHKPETHOI'O TEKCTa C y4EeTOM W3-
BECTHBIX HaM 3JIEMEHTOB TIJ00aJbHOTO BEPTHKAJIBHOTO KOHTEKCTa W PE3yJIbTaTOB
JIMHTBOIMOATUYECKOTO aHaliu3a. ABTOPY y4eOHOTro MOCOOMS MPEACTaBISETCS, UTO
«ceMHOoTHKa» pacckasza “A Rose for Emily” ecTh KOHEUHBIN UTOT BCEX HAIIUX UCCIIe-
JOBAaTEeNIbCKUX U YHUTATENIbCKUX YCWIMI: Haubosee oOmias KapTHHA BOCIPUHSTHIX
HaMU OOOOIIEHHBIX TUIOB COJEP)KAHMS, HE CBOJAMMBIX K CyMMe€ 3HAY€HUN COCTaB-
JSIOIUX TEKCT CJIOB MU METACEMUOTHUYECKUX KOHHOTALMH, MPUOOpETaeMblX UMHU B
peun; Hanbosee 0OOOIEHHBIM NEpeuYeHb «TeM» (MPOTUBONOCTABICHHUM, CMBICIOB),
OTBJIEKAEMBIX HaAMHU OT JAHHOTO KOHKPETHOTO TEKCTa M CBSI3aHHBIX CO BCEM TBOP-
yectBOM Y. @onkHepa. HHBapuaHTHBIE COAEPXKaHUA, MpeJjaracMbple Ha 3a-
BEpIIAIOIIEM 3Tale aHaju3a pacckas3a, He HOCAT YHHMBEPCAJIbHOTo xapaktepa. OHH
TaK)k€ HE MOT'YT MBICIIUThCSI B KAYECTBE OT'PAaHUYEHHOTO MEPEYHsI UIMMAHEHTHBIX TEM.
Kak yxe momuepkuBajioch BBIIIE, MOHUMAHHE XYJI0KECTBEHHOTO MPOU3BEACHUS —
CJIOXHBIM HENMPEPHIBHBIN IMpoLIecC, 00YCIOBIECHHBIN HE TOJIBKO JIMYHOCTBIO MHUCATENs,

HO M JINYHOCTBIO BOCIIPUHUMAIOIICTO €TI0 YUTATCIIA.
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OIIMCAHUE OBPA3A I'JTABHOI'O I'EPOSA YEPE3 MHTEPIIPETALIMIO ET'O
IMTOBEJAEHUWA 11 BHEIIIHNX XAPAKTEPUCTHUK

3anmecoea H.M. O0pa3 mxentnbmena B npousBegeHun H. Toropna
“Feathertop: A Moralized Legend” // SI3bik. KyneTypa. Kommynukarus. MexBy30B-
CKUW COOpHUK Hay4yHbIX TpynoB. Beim. 2. — bnarosemenck: U3n-so AmI'Y, 2011. —

236 c.

B cka3ke H. I'otopna ctapas Benbma n3 HoBoil AHIIMM CBOMMH PyKaMU U MPH
MOMOIIIM KOJIIOBCTBA CO3JAaeT U3AIIHOTO JUKeHTIbMeHa Xoxoinka (Feathertop), nms
KOTOPOT'0 B MEPEBOJIE C aHTIUICKOTO JAOCIOBHO O3HA4YaeT «C MepoM B muisAme». Ee
TBOPEHHUE OKa3bIBACTCS CTOJb YAAUHBIM, UYTO )KHTEIH COCETHETO FOPOJIKA, OCIIETICH-
HbIE MaHEpaMH M TIOBEJCHHEM 4yXKeCTpaHIa, MPUHUMAIOT €ro 3a OJaropomaHoro
JDKeHTIIbMEHA. J[KEHTIbMEH CTOJIb COBEPIICHEH, YTO CIIOKHO MOHSTH, MOJaHHBIM
KaKOW CTpaHBI OH SIBISCTCA, U KaK K HEMY CIIeZyeT 00paIaThCs — MIeBaIbe WIH JIOP/:

«This gentleman» continued he, presenting the stranger, «is the Chevalier
Feathertop, — nay, I beg his pardon, my Lord Feathertop, — who hath brought me a
token of remembrance from an ancient friend of mine. Pay your duty to his lordship,
child, and honor him as his quality deservesy».

3aMemarenbCTBO CynbHu ['yKMHA, IpeAcTaBIAOMEro X0X0iIKa CBOEH 104YepH,
MOTJIO OBITH OOYCIOBIICHO Kak 0e3ynpeuyHbIMH MaHepaMH, XapaKTEPHBIMU IS U3SIII-
HBIX JDKCHTIBMEHOB o0eux ctpaH (PpaHiuu u AHIIHM), TaK U TeM, 9TO TapAepod
Yy>KeCTpaHIla COCTOsUT U3 aHrnuickux (an ancient plum-colored coat of London
make) u ¢ppanimysckux (a pair of scarlet breeches, once worn by the French governor
of Louisburg, and the knees of which had touched the lower step of the throne of

Louis le Grand) Bemieii. He BBI3BIBAIO COMHEHHMI OJHO: JAHHBIM IKEHTIBMEH OBLI

6HaFOpOI[HOFO MPOUCXOXKIACHUA W BBICOKOTO CaHd, U HOJIZKCH ObL1 OBITH IIPUHAT B

AOMC COIJIACHO TpaAuIHAM IOCTCIIPUUMCTBA.
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BexnuBocTh urpania OoNbIIyIO poiib B )KU3HHU KEHTIbMEHa. B cooTBeTCTBUM
C TeM, Kak BeJleT ce0s YeloBeK B OOIIECTBE, MOYKHO OBUIO CYyIUTh O €r0 MaHepax u
MIPOUCXOXKJICHUH, UYTO U MPEJICTABICHO B TEKCTE:

«This stranger hath been bred at the French court, and hath there learned po-

liteness and grace of manner, which none understand so well as the nobility of

Francey.

JlaHHBIC ClTOBa MPUHAIICKAT OJHOMY W3 KHUTCIICH, KOTOPBIA JIeJacT MPEIro-
JIO’)KEHHE O TOM, YTO YYXKECTPAHEIl, JOJKHO OBITh, SIBJIICTCS NpEICTaBUTEIEeM (paH-
ITy3CKOT'O JIBOPSHCTBA, TaK KaK TaKOW YUTHBOCTBIO M MPEKPACHBIM BOCITUTAHUEM (pO-
liteness and grace of manner) moriu 06;1a1aTh TOJABKO T€, KTO HAXOJIUTCS MPHU JIBOPE.

N3smiHoe moBeieHne JKEHTIbMEHa, paBHO Kak U ero «well-ordered mannersy,
MOXXHO TaKXe HaOJII0JaTh Yepe3 COOJIF0JICHHE UM BCEX NMPHUHSATHIX MPABUI ITUKETA
(TTOKJIOHBI, IPUBETCTBUS, BEAKIIUBBIC YIIBIOKH):

«...the insinuating elegance of Feathertop's manners, as this brilliant person-

age bowed, smiled, put his hand on his heart, inhaled a long whiff from his pipe...».
MaHepaMm KCHTJIbMEHA TMPUCYINA «BKPaaunBas», TOHKAs 3JETaHTHOCTH (in-
sinuating elegance), nmpou3BoasIIas HEW3TJAIUMOE BIEYATICHHE Ha BCEX, KOrO OH
BCTpeYall Ha MyTH. [IOYTEHHBIN Cyabs, KOTOPOMY IPHXOAMIOCH BCTPEYATh JIFOJICH
BCEX COPTOB M PAHTOB, HE MOT HE OTMETHTh, UTO KaXKIbIA JKECT, KaXKI0€ JBIKCHUE
U3SITHOTO JHKEHTIbMEHa ObLIO 0e3yNpeyHo:
«...a well-digested conventionalism had incorporated itself thoroughly with his

substance and transformed him into a work of art.

MeTtadopudecknii MepeHOC Uenosex — Npou3sedeHue UCKyccmea oTIepKuBa-
€T HENPEeB30HICHHOE COBEPIIECHCTBO XOXOJKa M B TO KE BpPEMs €Tr0 HMCKYCCTBCH-
HOCTh. ClieioBaHME CIIOXKUBIICHCS CHUCTEME YCIOBHOCTEH MPEBpPATHIIO €r0 B MeXa-
HUYECKOTO MCITOJIHUTENIS BCEX ATUKETHBIX NPEINUCAHUN, YTO eIle pa3 Mo uepKruBa-
ercs TakuMu Metadopamu, kKak a well-digested conventionalism (to learn — to
digest) wu incorporated itself thoroughly with his substance (flesh/blood —

substance).
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OCO6YIO POJIb UT'paJIn MAHCPHI JHKCHTIIBMCHA 110 OTHOIICHUTIO K cna60My ImoJy.
Ecnamn u3sminaeii JOKCHTIIBMCH JXKCJIaJl 000JIbCTHUTH ACBYIIKY, OH JICTKO MOI" BOCITIOJIb30-
BaTbCA OHpCI[CJICHHOfI MOACJIBIO ITOBCACHUA .

«Put but a bold face on the matter, sigh, smile, flourish thy hat, thrust forth thy

leg like a dancing-master, put thy right hand to the left side of thy waistcoat, and

pretty Polly Gookin is thine own!»

CMmenocts B OOIIEHUH €O ClIa0BIM IIOJIOM, B3/0XH, YJIBIOKH, TaHIEBaIbHBIC
JBW)KCHUS HOT U TOJIOKCHHE PYKH B OOJACTH cepjiia MOTIH MOMOYb JOCTHUYh XKe-
JIaeMOM LEIIN.

JIKEHTJIBMEH HEMPEMEHHO JTOJDKEH OBUT YMETh HE TOJBKO MPaBHIBHO BECTU
ceOst B 00IIecTBE, HO W M3SIIHO BBIpAKAThCSA. UTOOBI TOCTUYBL ITOr0, HEOOXOAUMO
OBUTO BBIYYHTHh HECKOJIBKO COTEH Pa3HBIX BOCKIHMIATENBHBIX (Ppa3 U MEKIOMETHMH,
YMECTHBIX JJIsI BEIPQXCHHS 3aNHTEPECOBAHHOCTH, JIFOOOTBITCTBA, HECOTIIACHS:

«Really! Indeed! Pray tell me! Is it possible! Upon my word! By no means!
Oh! Ah! Hem!»

¥ YMETh TOBOPUTH Ha MPABUILHOM aHTIUHCKOM SI3bIKE:

«At your service, mothery.

«Yes, kind mother, with all my heart!»

«Upon my honor, they (eyes) have quite dazzled me».

HHTepecHo 3aMeTHTh, YTO TPAaMOTHAs M W3bICKAHHAs pedb JDKCHTIBMECHOB B
aHAIIM3UPyeMOM Tpou3BeieHNH (X0X0JOoK, cyabs ' YKHH) 1aHa B MPOTHBOIIOCTABIIC-
HUM C MPOCTOPEYHBIM JHAJICKTOM BEIbMBI, UTO CBUICTEIBCTBYET O TOM, UYTO PEUb B
[IEJIOM U COOJIFO/ICHHE PEUeBOT0 3TUKETa B YACTHOCTH BBICTYNAIN CYIIECTBEHHBIM
KPUTEPUEM OIpeIeTCHIs MPUHAAIC)KHOCTH YeJIOBEKa K OTIACIHHOMY COIIMATEHOMY
KJIaccy.

bnaronpucroiiHas pedb JKEHTIBMEHA MPH 3TOM He 00s3aTeNbHO MepeaaBalia
OTIpeIeTICHHBIN CMBICI. ABTOpP OT UMEHU BEIIbMbl HPOHUYHO Ha3bIBAET COBPEMEHHOE
MOKOJICHUE JIKEHTIBMEHOB «OparcTBOM IycTorojioBbix» (the brotherhood of the

empty skull). Metonumuueckuit nepenoc «empty skull — silly people» cozmaet 06-
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pa3 JUKCHTIIBMEHA, KOTOPBIH MOT OECKOHEYHOE YHCIIO pa3 TOBTOPSATH HE MMEIOIIHC
cMbIcia Gpasbr:

«Thou shalt say a thousand things, and saying them a thousand times over,
thou shalt still have said nothing!»

BrieuatieHue ycuiamBaeTcs CpaBHCHHEM JDKECHTIIBMEHOB C BETPSHBIMU MEJIb-
Hutamu (babble like a mill-stream) u THIKBEHHOU T0JIOBOM (a pumpkin head):

«And many a fine gentleman has a pumpkin head, as well as my scarecrow.

Jlaxxe ecnu pedb JUKEHTIIbBMEHA U He Oblla collepikKaTelbHa, OHA B JIFOOOM CITy-
yae ObUIa MPUSATHA HA CIYX.

W3nHbIH HKEHTIBMEH YMeJ He TOJIBKO KPachBO M3BSICHATHCS, HO M OJIEBATh-
csl:

«Betimes in the forenoon, when the principal street of the neighboring town
was just at its acme of life and bustle, a stranger of very distinguished figure was

seen on the sidewalk. His port as well as his garments betokened nothing short of no-

bility. He wore a_richly-embroidered plum-colored coat, a waistcoat of costly velvet,

magnificently adorned with golden foliage., a pair of splendid scarlet breeches, and

the finest and glossiest of white silk stockings. His head was covered with a peruke,
so daintily powdered and adjusted that it would have been sacrilege to disorder it

with a hat; which, therefore (and it was a gold-laced hat, set off with a snowy

feather), he carried beneath his arm. On the breast of his coat glistened a star. He

managed his gold-headed cane with an airy grace, peculiar to the fine gentlemen of

the period; and, to give the highest possible finish to his equipment, he had lace ruf-
fles at his wrist, of a most ethereal delicacy, sufficiently avouching how idle and aris-
tocratic must be the hands which they half concealed».

Ananu3 ¢parMeHTa MO3BOJIAET CHENaTh BBIBOJA, UYTO TapAepoOd W3SIIHOTO
JDKEHTJIIBMEHA COCTOMT M3 TaKMX TPEAMETOB OJEKIbI, KaK MalbTo, Kam30i, Omy3a,
IITaHbI, 9YJIKH, OUIsna. J[Js Toro 4ro0bl mokas3aTh, 4YTO BCE, YeM 00Jaall JKEHTIb-
MeH, OBUIO CaMOro JIYYIero KayecTBa M CHAENAaHO 1O TOCJeIHeH Moje, aBTOp HC-
MOJIB3YET pa3Hble N300pa3uTeNbHbIC TPUEMbl. K HUIM OTHOCHUM TPOCTHIE U CIOXKHBIC

OIICHOYHBIE MUTETHI: distinguished (Bvinarouuiics), richly-embroidered (c Goratoii
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BBIIIIUBKOM), of costly velvet (u3 popororo Oapxara), magnificently adorned (poc-
KOIITHO YKpalleHHbIN), splendid (Benukonenueie), the finest and glossiest (cambie
TOHKHE U OnecTsime), of a most ethereal delicacy (monuatiuiue); SIATETH, OCHOBAH-
Hble Ha MeTaOpUIECKOM IepeHoce: a snowy feather (6enocHexHoe nepo). JlaHHbIe
MIPUEMBI TIPU3BaHbI TTOKA3aTh BCE M3AIIECTBO HKCHTIBMEHA U HECYT B ce0¢ BBICOKYIO
MOJIOKUTENBHYIO OIICHKY 00pasa. Jleraercs akIeHT Ha TOM, 4TO Ok JKSHTIbME-
Ha ObLTa JOPOTO, OTITMYHOTO Ka4eCcTBa U MOJKYIIada CBOUM BEIIMKOJIEITHEM.

O6pa3 nomoJyiHseTCs Oe3yNpeyHO HANMyAPEHHBIM W NpudecaHHbIM (daintily
powdered and adjusted) napukom, sSpKON 3Be3/10M, ONMMCTAIOIIEH HA €ro Tpyau, U
TPOCTBIO C 30JI0TBIM HalanmaimHukoM (gold-headed), ¢ xoTopoit oH oOparayics ¢
nerkout rpauuest (with an airy grace). I'paiiusi U3sSUTHOTO JKEHTIBMEH Obllla HE MPO-
CTO JIETKOW, OHa ObLIa BO3IYIIHOM, HEYJIOBUMOH, KaK BO3AYX, UTO MepeaacTcs Mpu
MOMOIIIH MeTahOpUIECKOTO MEePeHOCa, JISKAIIETO B OCHOBE COUCTaHUS airy grace.

['unepbonuyeckoe ynoTpebiieHue cioBa sacrilege (KOIIYHCTBO) BO dpase «it
would have been sacrilege to disorder it (a peruke) with a hat» moguepkuBaer coBep-
IICHCTBO M HUJeaIbHYyI0 (OpMY MapuKa. beIIo ObI UyIOBUIITHO pacTpenaTh €ro.

Hcnonp3oBaHue pa3IudHBIX U300Pa3UTEIBHBIX CPEIACTB BEIPAKCHUS (SITUTETHI,
MeTtadopa, runepoosia) momMoraeT aBTOpy BOCCO37aTh BHEIIHUM BHUJ JKCHTIbBMEHA,
MPWINYECTBYIONUH €ro TOJOXKCHHI0. V3SAIIHOMY JDKCHTJIIBMEHY Ba)KHO OBLIO HE
MIPOCTO MMETh B CBOEM TapjiepoOe Osy3y MW mTaHbl. J[aHHBIC MPEIMETHI OJICHKIbI
JOJIKHBI OBUTH OTJIMYATHCS O0€3yNMpeyHOr YUCTOTON M KauyecTBOM. Kak oTMeuaeT cam
aBTOD, «the clothes were to be the making of the many.

HecoMHeHHO, JKEHTIIBMEH ObLT BEICOKOTO caHa. Ha ocHOBaHMU BHEITHETO 00-
JMKa ¥ TIOBEJICHUSI YYXKECTPaHIla O ero OJaropoJHOM MPOUCXOKICHUH JIETAIOT BbI-
BOJIbI MECTHBIC JKHTEIIH:

«It is some great nobleman, beyond questiony.

«If he came among us in rags, nobility would shine through a hole in his el-

bow. I never saw such dignity of aspect. He has the old Norman blood in his veins, 1

warrant himy.
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OObpasHoe cpaBHEHHUE «eCiI Obl OH MOSIBIIICS CPEIH HAC TaXKE B JIOXMOTBSIX, TO
ero 0JaropoACTBO MPOCBEYHBAIO OBl M Yepe3 ABIPY Ha JIOKTE», PABHO KaK U yTBEP-
TUTEIbHBIE coueTanus «0e3 Bcsikoro comHeHus» (beyond question), «s pydaroch» (I
warrant) JOCTaTOYHO SIPKO JCMOHCTPHUPYET YBEPEHHOCTBH CIyYalHBIX MPOXOKUX B
MIPUHAICKHOCTH JDKEHTIIBMEHA K 3HATHOMY POJY.

O TOM, 4TO JXKEHTIBMEH OTINYAETCS MPEKPACHON POJAOCIOBHOM, CBUIAETEIBCT-
BYIOT U €TI0 BHEIIIHNE JaHHBIC:

«He 1s a beautiful man! — so tall, so slender! such a fine, noble face, with so

well-shaped a nose!»

B manHOM mpuMepe oOpamiaroT Ha ce0si BHUMaHue dSM(aTUdecKue BHIPaKEHUS
SO ¥ such, Ipu TIOMOIIM KOTOPBIX aBTOp TepelacT BOCXHUIICHHE KHUTEJEH TropojKa
€ro BBICOKMM POCTOM, TOHKOHM (urypoit u mssimHou popmoit Hoca. Mcnonb3oBaHue
METOHUMHYECKOTo niepeHoca noble face < noble man, respectable face < respectable
man NoTYePKUBACT OJIarOpOJICTBO KEHTIbMEHA, KOTOPOE OTPaKaeTCs Ha €ro JUIIE.

YTOHYEHHOCTh HATyphl, OOYCIIOBJICHHAsl OJArOpOJHBIM TPOUCXOKICHUEM,
co3/71aeTCs B TEKCTE Pa3HOOOpa3HBIMU SIIUTETAMU: fine, aristocratic, noble, beautiful,
picturesque, brilliant, insinuating, dainty. MeTOHUMHYECKUN TEPEHOC, JIEKAITUN B
ocHoBe BeIpakeHHs «idle and aristocratic hands», mogpa3zymeBaeT BBICOKOE MOJIOXKeE-
HUE B OOIIECTBE, MO3BOJIAIONISE BECTH MPa3dHBIA 00pa3 KU3HU, XapaKTePHBIA s
HUCTHHHOTO apuCcTOKpara. MIMEHHO 00 3TOM CBHUIECTEIBCTBYIOT pyKH XOXOJKa, HE
MPUBBIKIIIETO K TPYY.

B cBoro odepenp OTCyTCTBHE HEOOXOIMMOCTH padoTaTh OBLIO OOYCIOBICHO
OJ1aropoHBIM MPOUCXOXKIECHUEM. borateie 3HaTHBIE POJCTBEHHUKH OCTABJISUIA B Ha-
CJIEJICTBO JKCHTIBMEHY II€TIbIe COCTOSIHUsA, oOecreunBasi ero 6e30eTHOe CYyIIeCTBO-
BaHHe. B TekcTte OOraTcTBO MPECTaBICHO MOCPEACTBOM JiekceM «richy», «goldy,
«costly». Tak, crmoBo «rich» BcTpedaeTcsi B KOHTEKCTaX, OMMCHIBAIOIIMX OIEKIY
JUKeHTIbMEeHa: «this rich garment», «a richly-embroidered plum-colored coaty;
«gold» ucnone3yercsa B onucaHuu HabanmmamHuka ais Tpoctu (gold-headed cane);
«costly» ykaspIBaeT Ha JIOpOTYyI0 TKaHb, M3 KOTOPOW CIIHMT XuieT (a waistcoat of

costly velvet).
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Ha mpoucxoxaeHue JHKeHTIbMEHA TaK)Ke YKa3bIBAIOT €ro M3sIIHAs TOXO0JKa
(dainty stride), xopomme maHepsl (grace of manner), 6JIECK U JIOCK, OKPYKaIOIIHIA
ero (a gleam and polish over his whole presence), To CIOKOWCTBHE U YBEPEHHOCTD,
KOTOPBIMH OH 00JIaJaeT:

«There needed no other proof of his rank and consequence than the perfect

equanimity with which he comported himself).

qepTBI XapaKTepa NMpCaACTABICHBI B IIPOU3BCACHNN BECCbMa CKYIIO. ABTOp OIln-
ChIBACT XApPAKTCP MKCHTIIBMCHA TOJIBKO pa3, B MOMCHT, KOT'ld TOT IIbITACTCA 000JIb-
CTHUTD JICOH.

«The stranger it is true was evidently a thorough and practised man of the

world, systematic and self-possessed, and therefore the sort of a person to whom a

parent ought not to confide a simple, young girl without due watchfulness for the re-

sulty.

Takue snuteThl, Kak thorough, practised, systematic, self-possessed npuo0Ope-
TAIOT B TEKCTE PE3KO HETATUBHYIO OKpacKy W (popMHpYIOT 00pa3 uenoBeka, Herpe-
KJIOHHOTO B CBOMX JICHCTBHUSAX W TOTOBOT'O IONTH Ha BCE, YTOOBI JOOUTHCS CBOEH Iie-
JU. ABTOp MpeaocTeperaeT MOJOJICHBKUX JICIH OT OOIMIEHUS ¢ TAKUMU JIFOAbMHU Ha-
e/IMHE.

Crnenyer OTMETUTh, YTO, HECMOTPS Ha CATUPUICCKUN TOH BCETO XYI0'KECTBCH-
HOTO TIPOU3BEICHUS, B IIEJIOM 00pa3 JPKCHTIbMEHA ITOTy4YaeT MOJOKUTEIBHYO OIICH-
Ky, KOTOpasi CO37acTCs B TEKCTE 3a CUCT MEIMOPATHBHO OKPAIICHHBIX MPHJIAraTeIb-
HBIX, METa(hOPHUUCCKIUX U METOHUMHUYECKHUX MTEPEHOCOB, CPaBHECHUU U AM(DATHUECKUX
KOHCTPYKIHi. OCYXICHUIO CO CTOPOHBI aBTOpa IMOJBEPracTCs XapakTep KCHTIb-

MCHaA U ITIYCTBIC PCYMU.
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YACTD 2
TEKCTBI JJIA YTEHUSA U AHAJIN3A

ANN BEATTIE
(b. 1947)

Born in Wasington, D.C., to middle-class parents, Ann Beattie grew up and
was educated there, receiving a degree in English literature from the American Uni-
versity. She has taught at Harvard and the University of Virginia.

In her novels and short stories she has come to be identified with the counter-
culture of the 1960s and 1970s. Her writing, with its spare style, leans heavily toward
minimalism. The tone is deeply pessimistic. Her characters come mainly from the
middle and upper-middle classes and for the most part are unhappy and frustrated in
love, work, and family.

Her short fiction includes the following anthologies: Distortions (1976), in
which the characters experiment with drugs and sexual freedom, Secrets (1978), The
Burning House (1982), and Where You'll Find Me & Other Stories (1986). She has
also written several novels: Chilly Scenes of Winter (1976), Falling in Place (1980),
Love Always (1985), and Picturing Will (1989).

SNOW

I remember the cold night you brought in a pile of logs and a chipmunk jumped
off as you lowered your arms. “What do you think you're doing in here?” you said, as
it ran through the living room. It went through the library and stopped at the front
door as though it knew the house well. This would be difficult for anyone to believe,
except perhaps as the subject of a poem. Our first week in the house was spent scrap-
ing, finding some of the house’s secrets, like wallpaper underneath wallpaper. In the
kitchen, a pattern of white-gold trellises supported purple grapes as big and round as
Ping-Pong balls. When we painted the walls yellow, I thought of the bits of grape that
remained underneath and imagined the vine popping through, the way some plants

can tenaciously push through anything. The day of the big snow, when you had to
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shovel the walk and couldn’t find your cap and asked me how to wind a towel so that
it would stay on your head — you, in the white towel turban, like a crazy king of
snow. People liked the idea of our being together, leaving the city for the country. So
many people visited, and the fireplace made all of them want to tell amazing stories:
the child who happened to be standing on the right corner when the door of the ice-
cream truck came open and hundreds of Popsicles crashed out; the man standing on
the beach, sand sparkling in the sun, one bit glinting more than the rest, stooping to
find a diamond ring. Did they talk about amazing things because they thought we’d
turn into one of them? Now I think they probably guessed it wouldn’t work. It was as
hopeless as giving a child a matched cup and saucer. Remember the night, out on the
lawn, knee-deep in snow, chins pointed at the sky as the wind whirled down all that
whiteness? It seemed that the world had been turned upside down, and we were look-
ing into an enormous field of Queen Anne’s lace. Later, headlights off, our car was
the first to ride through the newly fallen snow. The world outside the car looked so-
larized.

You remember it differently. You remember that the cold settled in stages, that
a small curve of light was shaved from the moon night after night, until you were no
longer surprised the sky was black, that the chipmunk ran to hide in the dark, not
simply to a door that led to its escape. Our visitors told the same stories people al-
ways tell. One night, giving me a lesson in storytelling, you said, “Any life will seem
dramatic if you omit mention of most of it.”

This, then, for drama: I drove back to that house not long ago. It was April, and
Allen had died. In spite of all the visitors, Allen, next door, had been the good friend
in bad times. I sat with his wife in their living room, looking out the glass doors to the
backyard, and there was Allen’s pool, still covered with black plastic that had been
stretched across it for winter. It had rained, and as the rain fell, the cover collected
more and more water until it finally spilled onto the concrete. When I left that day, I
drove past what had been our house. Three or four crocuses were blooming in the
front — just a few dots of white, no field of snow. I felt embarrassed for them. They

couldn't compete.
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This is a story, told the way you say stories should be told: Somebody grew up,
fell in love, and spent a winter with her lover in the country. This, of course, is the
barest outline, and futile to discuss. It's as pointless as throwing birdseed on the
ground while snow still falls fast. Who expects small things to survive when even the
largest get lost? People forget years and remember moments. Seconds and symbols
are left to sum things up: the black shroud over the pool. Love, in its shortest form,
becomes a word. What I remember about all that time is one winter. The snow. Even
now, saying “snow”, my lips move so that they kiss the air.

No mention has been made of the snowplow that seemed always to be there,
scraping snow off our narrow road — an artery cleared, though neither of us could

have said where the heart was.

FIRST READING

A. Thinking about the Story

Did you find yourself hoping the lovers would get together again? Were your
responses to the story influenced by any love affairs you have had?

B. Understanding the Plot

1. Who is the narrator of the story?

2. Whom is the narrator addressing?

3. Why is the narrator telling the story?

4. What did the couple first do on moving into the house?

5. What did the friends’ fireside stories have in common? How do the two lov-
ers react to the stories?

6. Explain the sentence: “Now I think they probably guessed it wouldn't work.”
How does the comparison that follows that statement help to illustrate what the narra-
tor is saying?

7. What does the man mean when he says: “Any life will seem dramatic if you
omit mention of most of it”? What does this statement tell you about him?

8. Who is Allen? How did his friendship differ from the other friends who vis-

ited that winter?
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9. In what seasons does the story take place? What important event in the nar-
rator’s life occurs in each season?
10. Think about what you have learned about the lovers. Make a list of adjec-

tives to describe each person.

SECOND READING

A. Exploring Themes

You are now ready to reread “Snow.” Look at how Beattie has created a kind
of prose poem. The story is rich in atmosphere and imagery that help create the narra-
tor’s mood.

1. What is the importance of the chipmunk to the story?

2. What do the activities of scraping off the wallpaper at the beginning of the
story and scraping off the snow at the end of the story have in common? How do
these two activities relate to the central theme of the story?

3. What two elements are compared in the metaphor in the last lines of the
story? Explain the metaphor as fully as possible.

4. With what is the vine at the beginning of the story linked later in the story?
What do you think is the thematic point of the comparison?

5. What image does the black plastic covering Allen's pool evoke? How does
this image reflect a theme of the story?

6. What part does memory play in the story?

7. Think of all the associations you have with the word snow, as well as the
particular ways the author uses snow as metaphor and symbol. Explain as fully as

possible the role of snow in the story.
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ARTURO VIVANTE
(b. 1923)

Born in Italy, Arturo Vivante studied medicine in Rome and practiced there for
eight years. He now lives in the United States where he has been a full-time writer for
over thirty years. He has published two novels, 4 Goodly Babe (1951) and Doctor
Giovanni (1969), as well as several volumes of short stories, such as The French
Girls of Killini (1967) and Run to the Waterfall (1979), an autobiographical account
of a half-Jewish family in Italy before and after World War II. Other works include
Writing Fiction (1979), Essays on Art and Ontology (1980), and Tales of Arturo Vi-
vante (1990). He has also translated into English the poems of Giacomo Leopardi, It-
aly's famous nineteenth-century lyric poet. Vivante is quoted as saying, “I write to

know the mystery that even a small matter holds.”

CAN-CAN

“I’m going to go for a drive, he said to his wife. “I’ll be back in an hour or
two.”

He didn’t often leave the house for more than the few minutes it took him to go
to the post office or to a store, but spent his time hanging around, doing odds jobs —
Mr. Fix-it, his wife called him — and also, though not nearly enough of it, painting —
which he made his living from.

“All right,” his wife said brightly, as though he were doing her a favor. As a
matter of fact, she didn’t really like him to leave; she felt safer with him at home, and
he helped look after the children, especially the baby.

“You’re glad to be rid of me, aren’t you?” he said.

“Uh-huh,” she said with a smile that suddenly made her look very pretty —
someone to be missed.

She didn’t ask him where he was going for his drive. She wasn’t the least bit

inquisitive, though jealous she was in silent, subtle ways.
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As he put his coat on, he watched her. She was in the living room with their
elder daughter. “Do the can-can, mother,” the child said, at which she held up her
skirt and did the can-can, kicking her legs up high in his direction.

He wasn’t simply going out for a drive, as he had said, but going to a cafe, to
meet Sarah, whom his wife knew but did not suspect, and with her go to a house on a
lake his wife knew nothing about — a summer cottage to which he had the key.

“Well, goodbye,” he said.

“Bye,” she called back, still dancing.

This wasn’t the way a husband expected his wife — whom he was about to
leave at home to go to another woman — to behave at all, he thought. He expected her
to be sewing or washing, not doing the can-can, for God’s sake. Yes, doing some-
thing uninteresting and unattractive, like darning children’s clothes. She had no stock-
ings on, no shoes, and her legs looked very white and smooth, secret, as though he
had never touched them or come near them. Her feet, swinging up and down high in
the air, seemed to be nodding to him. She held her skirt bunched up, attractively.
Why was she doing that of all times now? He lingered. Her eyes had mockery in
them, and she laughed. The child laughed with her as she danced. She was still danc-
ing as he left the house.

He thought of the difficulties he had had arranging this rendezvous — going out
to a call box; phoning Sarah at her office (she was married, too); her being out; his
calling her again; the busy signal; the coin falling out of sight, his opening the door of
the phone box in order to retrieve it; at last getting her on the line; her asking him to
call again next week, finally setting a date.

Waiting for her at the cafe, he surprised himself hoping that she wouldn't come.
The appointment was at three. It was now ten past. Well, she was often late. He
looked at the clock, and at the picture window for her car. A car like hers, and yet not
hers — no luggage rack on it. The smooth hardtop gave him a peculiar pleasure. Why?
It was 3:15 now. Perhaps she wouldn't come. No, if she was going to come at all, this
was the most likely time for her to arrive. Twenty past. Ah, now there was some

hope. Hope? How strange he should be hoping for her absence. Why had he made the
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appointment if he was hoping she would miss it? He didn’t know why, but simpler,
simpler if she didn't come. Because all he wanted now was to smoke that cigarette,
drink that cup of coffee for the sake of them, and not to give himself something to do.
And he wished he could go for a drive, free and easy, as he had said he would. But he
waited, and at 3:30 she arrived. “I had almost given up hope,” he said.

They drove to the house on the lake. As he held her in his arms he couldn’t
think of her; for the life of him he couldn’t.

“What are you thinking about?” she said afterwards, sensing his detachment.

For a moment he didn’t answer, then he said, “You really want to know what I
was thinking of?”

“Yes,” she said, a little anxiously.

He suppressed a laugh, as though what he was going to tell her was too absurd
or silly. “I was thinking of someone doing the can-can.”

“Oh,” she said, reassured. “For a moment | was afraid you were thinking of

your wife.”

FIRST READING

A. Thinking about the Story

Now that you’ve read “Can-Can,” consider how you would feel if your spouse
cheated on you. Do you sympathize with any of the characters — the husband, the

wife, or the mistress?

B. Understanding the Plot

1. What is the can-can?

. What does the husband do for a living?

. Is he a hard worker?

. Whom is the husband going to meet?

. Does the wife suspect her husband of adultery?

. Why was it so difficult for the husband and Sarah to arrange a meeting?

N N D A~ WD

. What is the husband's state of mind as he sits waiting for his lover?
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8. What happened when the husband and his lover reached their rendezvous?
9. What was the husband's lover concerned about?

10. Is she reassured by his answer to her question?

SECOND READING

A. Exploring Themes

You are now ready to reread “Can-Can.” Try to understand why the characters
act as they do and what thoughts about life Arturo Vivante is attempting to convey in
the story. Look carefully at the way he uses language to express his ideas.

1. What is the significance of the can-can in the story?

2. Does the wife do the can-can for her child or her husband? Explain your an-
SWer.

3. What effect does the dance have on her husband?

4. What do the couple expect from each other in marriage? Does each fulfill

the other's expectations?
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GRACE PALEY
(B. 1922)

Born in New York City to Russian Jewish immigrants, Grace Paley heard Eng-
lish, Russian, and Yiddish spoken at home in the Bronx. As a result, she developed an
acute ear for reproducing dialect, and her stories are full of Jewish, Black, Irish, and
other ethnic accents. Paley currently teaches in the English Department at Dartmouth
College. In addition to her writing and academic career, she has also led a politically
active life, taking a vocal position against the Vietnam War and fighting for women’s
rights and pacifism, among other social and political causes.

Paley’s stories often employ first-person narrators and are peopled with vulner-
able ordinary characters who endure the ups and downs in their lives with love, hu-
mor, and patience. She has published three collections of short stories: The Little Dis-
turbances of Man: Stories of Men and Women in Love (1959), Enormous Changes at
the Last Minute (1976), and Later the Same Day (1985). She has also published a
volume of poetry, Leaning Forward (1986).

MOTHER

One day I was listening to the AM radio. I heard a song: “Oh, I Long to See
My Mother in the Doorway.” By God! I said, I understand that song. I have often
longed to see my mother in the doorway. As a matter of fact, she did stand frequently
in various doorways looking at me. She stood one day, just so, at the front door, the
darkness of the hallway behind her. It was New Year’s Day. She said sadly, If you
come home at 4 a.m. when you're seventeen, what time will you come home when
you're twenty? She asked this question without humor or meanness. She had begun
her worried preparations for death. She would not be present, she thought, when I
was twenty. So she wondered.

Another time she stood in the doorway of my room. I had just issued a political

manifesto attacking the family’s position on the Soviet Union. She said, Go to sleep
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for godsakes, you damn fool, you and your Communist ideas. We saw them already,
Papa and me, in 1905. We guessed it all.

At the door of the kitchen she said, You never finish your lunch. You run
around senselessly. What will become of you?

Then she died.

Naturally for the rest of my life I longed to see her, not only in doorways, in a
great number of places — in the dining room with my aunts, at the window looking up
and down the block, in the country garden among zinnias and marigolds, in the living
room with my father.

They sat in comfortable leather chairs. They were listening to Mozart. They
looked at one another amazed. It seemed to them that they’d just come over on the
boat. They’d just learned the first English words. It seemed to them that he had just
proudly handed in a 100 percent correct exam to the American anatomy professor. It
seemed as though she’d just quit the shop for the kitchen.

I wish I could see her in the doorway of the living room.

She stood there a minute. Then she sat beside him. They owned an expensive
record player. They were listening to Bach. She said to him, Talk to me a little. We
don't talk so much anymore.

I'm tired, he said. Can't you see? I saw maybe thirty people today. All sick, all
talk talk talk talk. Listen to the music, he said. I believe you once had perfect pitch.
I'm tired, he said.

Then she died.

FIRST READING

A. Thinking about the story

Were you drawn into universal aspects of the mother-child relationship de-
picted in the story?

B. Understanding the Plot

1. Through whose eyes is the story told?

2. What was the narrator’s mother major concern regarding her teenage child?

71



3. What country were the parents born in? How do we know?

4. What were the political beliefs of the narrator as a teenager?

5. What do you think the events of 1905 were that the narrator’s mother re-
ferred to? (You may have to consult an encyclopedia to help answer this question).

6. What profession was the father studying for?

7. Why was the father particularly proud of his examination results?

8. Explain the expression: “She’d just quit the shop for the kitchen.”

9. What was the father’s attitude toward his work?

10. What leisure-time activity did the narrator’s parents share? How does the

mother’s perfect pitch relate to this activity?

SECOND READING

A. Exploring Themes

You are now ready to reread “Mother.” Look at how Paley has packed so much
information and such a range of feeling and time into such a small space. This gives
“Mother” the density of a poem.

1. How would you characterize the mother's relationship with her child?

2. How does the relationship between the parents change?

3. How did the economic circumstances of the family change? Give examples
to illustrate your answer.

4. What does the narrator's mother imply happened to them in Russia in 1905?

5. In what ways have the adult narrator’s feelings toward his or her mother al-
tered?

6. What is the mood of the narrator?

7. What sentence is repeated in the story? Why?
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NADINE GORDIMER
(b. 1923)

Born in South Africa, Nadine Gordimer has over the years established herself
as the conscience of white South Africa. In her many novels and short stories she con-
sistently portrays the tragic consequences of apartheid, or racial separation, as they af-
fect both blacks and whites. Unlike many of her white literary compatriots, Gordimer
has chosen to remain in South Africa.

Gordimer's novels include The Lying Days (1953), A World of Strangers
(1958), Occasion for Loving (1963), A Guest of Honour (1970), The Conservationist
(1974), Burger’s Daughter(1979), July’s People (1981), and A Sport of Nature
(1987). In addition, she has written several volumes of short stories, among which are
The Soft Voice of the Serpent (1952), Six Feet of the Country (1956), Livingstone’s
Companions (1971), and Crimes of Conscience (1991).

She has been showered with literary awards, receiving America’s James Tait
Black Memorial Prize in 1972, England’s Booker Prize in 1974, and the Nobel Prize
for Literature in 1991.

IS THERE NOWHERE ELSE WHERE WE CAN MEET?

“To appreciate “Is There Nowhere Else Where We Can Meet?” it is important to
understand that until recently apartheid, or complete segregation of the races, was writ-
ten into South African law. This meant that blacks and whites were kept apart in every
sphere of life — residential areas, schools, restaurants, movie theaters, transportation,
and so on, and it was virtually impossible to cross barriers.

It was a cool grey morning and the air was like smoke. In that reversal of the
elements that sometimes takes place, the grey, soft, muffled sky moved like the sea
on a silent day.

The coat collar pressed rough against her neck and her cheeks were softly cold

as if they had been washed in ice water. She breathed gently with the air; on the left a
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strip of veld fire curled silently, flameless. Overhead a dove purred. She went on over
the flat straw grass, following the trees, now on, now off the path. Away ahead, over
the scribble of twigs, the sloping lines of black and platinum grass — all merging,
tones but no colour, like an etching — was the horizon, the shore at which cloud
lapped.

Damp burnt grass puffed black, faint dust from beneath her feet. She could
hear herself swallow.

A long way off she saw a figure with something red on its head, and she drew
from it the sense of balance she had felt at the particular placing of the dot of a figure
in a picture. She was here; someone was over there . . . Then the red dot was gone,
lost in the curve of the trees. She changed her bag and parcel from one arm to the
other and felt the morning, palpable, deeply cold and clinging against her eyes.

She came to the end of a direct stretch of path and turned with it round a dark-
fringed pine and a shrub, now delicately boned, that she remembered hung with
bunches of white flowers like crystals in the summer. There was a native in a red
woollen cap standing at the next clump of trees, where the path crossed a ditch and
was bordered by white-splashed stones. She had pulled a little sheath of pine needles,
three in a twist of thin brown tissue, and as she walked she ran them against her
thumb. Down; smooth and stiff. Up; catching in gentle resistance as the minute serra-
tions snagged at the skin. He was standing with his back towards her, looking along
the way he had come; she pricked the ball of her thumb with the needle-ends. His one
trouser leg was torn off above the knee, and the back of the naked leg and half-turned
heel showed the peculiarly dead, powdery black of cold. She was nearer to him now,
but she knew he did not hear her coming over the damp dust of the path. She was
level with him, passing him; and he turned slowly and looked beyond her, without a
flicker of interest as a cow sees you go.

The eyes were red, as if he had not slept for a long time, and the strong smell of
old sweat burned at her nostrils. Once past, she wanted to cough, but a pang of guilt at
the red weary eyes stopped her. And he had only a filthy rag — part of an old shirt? —

without sleeves and frayed away into a great gap from underarm to waist. It lifted in

74



the currents of cold as she passed. She had dropped the neat trio of pine needles
somewhere, she did not know at what moment, so now, remembering something from
childhood, she lifted her hand to her face and sniffed: yes, it was as she remembered,
not as chemists pretend it in the bath salts, but a dusty green scent, vegetable rather
than flower. It was clean, unhuman. Slightly sticky too; tacky on her fingers. She
must wash them as soon as she got there. Unless her hands were quite clean, she
could not lose consciousness of them, they obtruded upon her.

She felt a thudding through the ground like the sound of a hare running in fear
and she was going to turn around and then he was there in front of her, so startling, so
utterly unexpected, panting right into her face. He stood dead still and she stood dead
still. Every vestige of control, of sense, of thought, went out of her as a room plunges
into dark at the failure of power and she found herself whimpering like an idiot or a
child. Animal sounds came out of her throat. She gibbered. For a moment it was Fear
itself that had her by the arms, the legs, the throat; not fear of the man, of any single
menace he might present, but Fear, absolute, abstract. If the earth had opened up in
fire at her feet, if a wild beast had opened its terrible mouth to receive her, she could
not have been reduced to less than she was now.

There was a chest heaving through the tear in front of her; a face panting; be-
neath the red hairy woollen cap the yellowish-red eyes holding her in distrust. One
foot, cracked from exposure until it looked like broken wood, moved, only to restore
balance in the dizziness that follows running, but any move seemed towards her and
she tried to scream, and the awfulness of dreams came true and nothing would come
out. She wanted to throw the handbag and the parcel at him, and as she fumbled cra-
zily for them she heard him draw a deep, hoarse breath and he grabbed out at her and
— ah! It came. His hand clutched her shoulder.

Now she fought with him and she trembled with strength as they struggled. The
dust puffed round her shoes and his scuffling toes. The smell of him choked her — It
was an old pajama jacket, not a shirt — His face 70 was sullen and there was a pink
place where the skin had been grazed off. He sniffed desperately, out of breath. Her
teeth chattered, wildly she battered him with her head, broke away, but he snatched at
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the skirt of her coat and jerked her back. Her face swung up and she saw the waves of
a grey sky and a crane breasting them, beautiful as the figurehead of a ship. She stag-
gered for balance and the handbag and parcel fell. At once he was upon them, and she
wheeled about; but as she was about to fall on her knees to get there first, a sudden
relief, like a rush of tears, came to her and, instead, she ran. She ran and ran, stum-
bling wildly off through the stalks of dead grass, turning over her heels against hard
winter tussocks, so blundering through trees and bushes. The young mimosas closed
in, lowering a thicket of twigs right to the ground, but she tore herself through, feel-
ing the dust in her eyes and the scaly twigs hooking at her hair. There was a ditch,
knee-high in blackjacks; like pins responding to a magnet they fastened along her
legs, but on the other side there was a fence and ss the n the road . . . She clawed at
the fence — her hands were capable of nothing — and tried to drag herself between the
wires, but her coat got caught on a barb, and she was imprisoned there, bent in half,
while waves of terror swept over her in heat and trembling. At last the wire tore
through its hold on the cloth; wobbling, frantic, she climbed over the fence.

And she was out. She was out on the road. A little way on there were houses,
with gardens, postboxes, a child's swing. A small dog sat at a gate. She could hear a
faint hum, as of life, of talk somewhere, or perhaps telephone wires.

She was trembling so that she could not stand. She had to keep on walking,
quickly, down the road. It was quiet and grey, like the morning. And cool. Now she
could feel the cold air round her mouth and between her brows, where the skin stood
out in sweat. And in the cold wetness that soaked down beneath her armpits and be-
tween her buttocks. Her heart thumped slowly and stiffly. Yes, the wind was cold;
she was suddenly cold, clamp-cold, all through. She raised her hand, still fluttering
uncontrollably, and smoothed her hair; it was wet at the hairline. She guided her hand
into her pocket and found a handkerchief to blow her nose.

There was the gate of the first house, before her.

She thought of the woman coming to the door, of the explanations, of the
woman's face, and the police. Why did I fight, she thought suddenly. What did I fight
for? Why didn’t I give him the money and let him go? His red eyes, and the smell and
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those cracks in his feet, fissures, erosion. She shuddered. The cold of the morning
flowed into her.
She turned away from the gate and went down the road slowly, like an invalid,

beginning to pick the blackjacks from her stockings.

FIRST READING
A. Thinking about the Story
Were you surprised by the man’s attack on the woman? Did you hope she

would successfully repel his assault, or were you more sympathetic toward the man?

B. Understanding the Plot

1. How does the woman feel at the opening of the story? Pick out the expres-
sions that describe her appearance and emotions.

2. Where does the story take place? Describe the woman’s surroundings.

3. When she first sees the figure, how does the woman react?

4. Which senses of the woman are most affected by the man’s appearance?
Give examples to illustrate your answer.

5. What does the woman do with the pine needles? What do the pine needles
remind her of? Why does she feel the need to wash her hands?

6. At what point and in what way does the woman’s mood change?

7. Why does the man attack her?

8. How is her fear portrayed?

9. Does the woman seek help when she can?

SECOND READING

A. Exploring Themes

You are now ready to reread “Is There Nowhere Else Where We Can Meet?”
Try to follow the complex psychological responses of the woman, who cannot sepa-
rate herself from the guilty consequences of being born white in a society where the

color of a person’s skin determines the level of privileges he or she can enjoy. Look
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too at how Gordimer uses a dense mix of imagery to create the atmosphere, setting,
characters, and themes of the story.

1. What are the underlying reasons that the woman does not immediately give
up her parcel and handbag to her attacker? What, in your view, makes her unexpect-
edly decide to give up the fight?

2. By the end of the story, how has the woman changed?

3. What parallels does Gordimer draw between the woman and her attacker?
What language conveys these parallels? What point do you think Gordimer is making
by linking the characters so closely?

4. What does the veld represent? What is it contrasted with at the end of the
story?

5. Why do you think the characters never speak to each other?

6. What is the political theme of the story?

7. How does the title relate to the political framework in which the story is set?
How does the title help explain the ending?

8. The scene with the pine needles is symbolic. To understand the symbolism
first look at the sentence: Unless her hands were quite clean, she could not lose con-
sciousness of them, they obtruded upon her. In this sentence Gordimer suggests a
double meaning of clean hands. Explain the double meaning. What do the pine nee-
dles and their lingering scent symbolize? How does this symbol relate to the story’s

political theme?
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KATE CHOPIN
(1851-1904)

Born in St. Louis, Missouri, Kate Chopin came of French-Creole parentage on
her mother's side and Irish immigrants on her father's side. She grew up in a house-
hold dominated by generations of women, and it was from her great-grandmother that
she heard the tales of the early French settlers to St. Louis that were later to influence
many of her short stories with their colorful descriptions of Creole and Acadian life.

Much of Chopin's writing deals with women searching for freedom from male
domination, and she is considered to be an early feminist writer. She wrote over a
hundred short stories, many of which were published in two collections: Bayou Folk
(1894) and A Night in Acadia (1897). Her two novels, At Fault (1890) and The Awak-
ening (1899), deal with the controversial themes of divorce and adultery, respec-
tively. Denounced as immoral, The Awakening caused a public uproar, which left
Chopin deeply depressed and discouraged. As a result, she wrote very little in the last

five years of her life.

STORY OF AN HOUR

Knowing that Mrs. Mallard was afflicted with a heart trouble, great care was
taken to break to her as gently as possible the news of her husband’s death.

It was her sister Josephine who told her, in broken sentences, veiled hints that
revealed in half concealing. Her husband’s friend Richards was there, too, near her. It
was he who had been in the newspaper office when intelligence of the railroad disas-
ter was received, with Brently Mallard’s name leading the list of “killed.” He had
only taken the time to assure himself of its truth by a second telegram, and had has-
tened to forestall any less careful, less tender friend in bearing the sad message.

She did not hear the story as many women have heard the same, with a para-

lyzed inability to accept its significance. She wept at once, with sudden, wild aban-

79



donment, in her sister’s arms. When the storm of grief had spent itself she went away
to her room alone. She would have no one follow her.

There stood, facing the open window, a comfortable, roomy armchair. Into this
she sank, pressed down by a physical exhaustion that haunted her body and seemed to
reach into her soul.

She could see in the open square before her house the tops of trees that were all
aquiver with the new spring life. The delicious breath of rain was in the air. In the
street below a peddler was crying his wares. The notes of a distant song which some-
one was singing reached her faintly, and countless sparrows were twittering in the
eaves.

There were patches of blue sky showing here and there through the clouds that
had met and piled above the other in the west facing her window. She sat with her
head thrown back upon the cushion of the chair quite motionless, except when a sob
came up into her throat and shook her, as a child who has cried itself to sleep contin-
ues to sob in its dreams.

She was young, with a fair, calm face, whose lines bespoke repression and
even a certain strength. But now there was a dull stare in her eyes, whose gaze was
fixed away off yonder on one of those patches of blue sky. It was not a glance of re-
flection, but rather indicated a suspension of intelligent thought.

There was something coming to her and she was waiting for it, fearfully. What
was it? She did not know; it was too subtle and elusive to name. But she felt it, creep-
ing out of the sky, reaching toward her through the sounds, the scents, the color that
filled the air.

Now her bosom rose and fell tumultuously. She was beginning to recognize
this thing that was approaching to possess her, and she was striving to beat it back
with her will — as powerless as her two white slender hands would have been.

When she abandoned herself a little whispered word escaped her slightly
parted lips. She said it over and over under her breath: “Free, free, free!” The vacant

stare and the look of terror that had followed it went from her eyes. They stayed keen
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and bright. Her pulses beat fast, and the coursing blood warmed and relaxed every
inch of her body.

She did not stop to ask if it were not a monstrous joy that held her. A clear and
exalted perception enabled her to dismiss the suggestion as trivial.

She knew that she would weep again when she saw the kind, tender hands
folded in death; the face that had never looked save with love upon her, fixed and
gray and dead. But she saw beyond that bitter moment a long procession of years to
come that would belong to her absolutely. And she opened and spread her arms out to
them in welcome.

There would be no one to live for during those coming years; she would live
for herself. There would be no powerful will bending her in that blind persistence
with which men arid women believe they have a right to impose a private will upon a
fellow-creature. A kind intention or a cruel intention made the act seem no less a
crime as she looked upon it in that brief moment of illumination.

And yet she had loved him — sometimes. Often she had not. What did it matter!
What could love, the unsolved mystery, count for in face of this possession of self-
assertion which she suddenly recognized as the strongest impulse of her being!

“Free! Body and soul free!” she kept whispering.

Josephine was kneeling before the closed door with her lips to the keyhole, im-
ploring for admission. “Louise, open the door! I beg; open the door — you will make
yourself ill. What are you doing, Louise? For heaven’s sake open the door.”

“Go away. I am not making myself ill.” No; she was drinking in a very elixir of
life through that open window.

Her fancy was running riot along those days ahead of her. Spring days, and
summer days, and all sorts of days that would be her own. She breathed a quick
prayer that life might be long. It was only yesterday she had thought with a shudder
that life might be long.

She arose at length and opened the door to her sister’s importunities. There was

a feverish triumph in her eyes, and she carried herself unwittingly like a goddess of
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Victory. She clasped her sister’s waist, and together they descended the stairs. Rich-
ards stood waiting for them at the bottom.

Some one was opening the front door with a latchkey. It was Brently Mallard
who entered, a little travel-stained, composedly carrying his gripsack and umbrella.
He had been far from the scene of accident, and did not even know there had been
one. He stood amazed at Josephine’s piercing cry; at Richards’ quick motion to screen
him from the view of his wife.

But Richards was too late.

When the doctors came they said she had died of heart disease — of joy that
kills.

FIRST READING
A. Thinking about the story
Were you able to feel and sympathize with Mrs. Mallard’s intense frustration

with her life as a conventionally married woman?

B.Understanding the Plot

1. How does Josephine break the news of Brently Mallard’s death to his wife?

2. Why does she do it in this way?

3. How was Brently Mallard supposed to have died?

4. Why did Richards want to be the one to bring the bad news?

5. What is unusual about Mrs. Mallard’s first reaction to the news?

6. In what season does the story take place?

7. What do the descriptions of the people, animals, and nature that Mrs. Mal-
lard sees and hears from her window have in common?

8. About how old do you think Mrs. Mallard is? Justify your answer.

SECOND READING
A. Exploring things
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You are now ready to reread “Story of an Hour.” Think carefully about why
Mrs. Mallard was so unhappy in her marriage. Remember that the story was written
in 1894, when women had far less freedom and fewer choices than today.

1. What is the thematic importance of the season in “Story of an Hour”?

2. Are Mrs. Mallard’s feelings toward her husband totally negative? Justify your
answer.

3. How would you describe the state of Mrs. Mallard’s mental health up until
the time she heard the news of her husband’s death?

4. What does Mrs. Mallard’s struggle to repress her feelings of joy on hearing
about her widowhood tell you about her state of mind at that moment?

5. How is the ending ironic?
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HERBERT BATES
(1905-1974)

Born in North Hamptonshire, England, Herbert Ernest Bates became one of
England’s most prolific authors, writing approximately a book a year for fifty years.
At the age of twenty, he published his first novel, The Two Sisters. This was followed
by thirty-five novels and novellas, the best known of which are The Poacher and The
Triple Echo.

During the 1930s, he was recognized as a master short-story writer, frequently
exploring the themes of freedom and repression. Over the years eight collections of
his stories were published. In the 1940s, while serving in the British Air Force, under
the name of “Flying Officer X he wrote the collections of stories based on his war-
time experiences. In addition, over the course of his life, Bates wrote plays, poems,
reviews, essays, an autobiography, and a book on literary criticism. In recognition of
his contributions to the literary world, he was created Commander of the Order of the

British Empire in 1973.

NEVER

It was afternoon: great clouds stumbled across the sky. In the drowsy, half-dark
room the young girl sat in a heap near the window, scarcely moving herself, as if she
expected a certain timed happening, such as a visit, sunset, a command. Slowly she
would draw the fingers of one hand across the back of the other, in the little hollows
between the guides, and move her lips in the same sad, vexed way in which her
brows came together. And like this too, her eyes would shift about, from the near,
shadowed fields, to the west hills, where the sun had dropped a strip of light, and to
the woods between, looking like black scars one minute, and like friendly sanctuaries
the next. It was all confused. There was the room, too. The white keys of the piano
would now and then exercise a fascination over her which would keep her whole

body perfectly still for perhaps a minute. But when this passed, full of hesitation, her
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fingers would recommence the slow exploration of her hands, and the restlessness
took her again.

It was all confused. She was going away: already she had said a hundred times
during the afternoon — “I am going away, I am going away. I can’t stand it any
longer.” But she had made no attempt to go. In this same position, hour after hour had
passed her and all she could think was: “Today I’m going away. I’m tired here. I
never do anything. It's dead, rotten.”

She said, or thought it all without the slightest trace of exultation and was
sometimes even methodical when she began to consider: “What shall I take? The blue
dress with the rosette? Yes. What else? what else?” And then it would all begin
again: “Today I’m going away. I never do anything.”

It was true: she never did anything. In the mornings she got up late, was slow
over her breakfast, over everything — her reading, her mending, her eating, her play-
ing the piano, cards in the evening, going to bed. It was all slow — purposely done, to
fill up the day. And it was true, day succeeded day and she never did anything differ-
ent.

But today something was about to happen: no more cards in the evening, every
evening the same, with her father declaring: “I never have a decent hand, I thought
the ace of trumps had gone! It's too bad!!” and no more: “Nellie, it’s ten o’clock —
Bed!” and the slow unimaginative climb of the stairs. Today she was going away: no
one knew, but it was so. She was catching the evening train to London.

“I'm going away. What shall I take? The blue dress with the rosette? What
else?”

She crept upstairs with difficulty, her body stiff after sitting. The years she
must have sat, figuratively speaking, and grown stiff! And as if in order to secure
some violent reaction against it all she threw herself into the packing of her things
with a nervous vigour, throwing in the blue dress first and after it a score of things
she had just remembered. She fastened her nag: it was not heavy. She counted her

money a dozen times. It was all right! It was all right. She was going away!
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She descended into the now dark room for the last time. In the dining-room
someone was rattling tea-cups, an unbearable, horribly domestic sound! She wasn't
hungry: she would be in London by eight — eating how meant making her sick. It was
easy to wait. The train went at 6.18. She looked it up again: “Elden 6.13, Olde 6.18,
London 7.53.”

She began to play a waltz. It was a slow, dreamy tune, ta-tum, tum, ta-tum,
tum, ta-tum, tum, of which the notes slipped out in mournful, sentimental succession.
The room was quite dark, she could scarcely see the keys, and into the tune itself kept
insinuating “Elden 6.13, Olde 6.18,” impossible to mistake or forget.

As she played on she thought: “I’ll never play this waltz again. It has the at-
mosphere of this room. It’s the last time!” The waltz slid dreamily to an end: for a
minute she sat in utter silence, the room dark and mysterious, the air of the waltz
quite dead, then the tea-cups rattled again and the thought came back to her: “I’m go-
ing away!”

She rose and went out quietly. The grass on the roadside moved under the eve-
ning wind, sounding like many pairs of hands rubbed softly together. But there was
no other sound, her feet were light, no one heard her and as she went down the road
she told herself: “It’s going to happen! It’s come at last!”

“Elden 6.13. Olde 6.18.”

Should she go to Elden or Olde? At the crossroads she stood to consider, think-
ing that if she went to Elden no one would know her. But at Olde someone would
doubtless notice her and prattle about it. To Elden, then, hot that it mattered. Nothing
mattered now. She was going, was as good as gone!

Her breast, tremulously warm, began to rise and fall as her excitement in-
creased. She tried to run over the things in her bag and could remember only “the
blue dress with the rosette,” which she had thrown in first and had since covered
over. But it didn’t matter. Her money was safe, everything was safe, and with that
thought she dropped into a strange quietness, deepening as she went on, in which she

had a hundred emotions and convictions. She was never going to strum that waltz
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again, she had played cards for the last, horrible time, the loneliness, the slowness,
the oppression were ended, all ended.
“I'm going away!”

She felt warm, her body tingled with a light delicious thrill that was like the ca-
ress of a soft night-wind. There were no fears now. A certain indignation, approach-
ing fury even, sprang up instead, as she thought: “No one will believe I've gone. But
it’s true — I’m going at last.”

Her bag grew heavy. Setting it down in the grass she sat on it for a brief while,
in something like her attitude in the dark room during the afternoon, and indeed actu-
ally began to rub her gloved fingers over the backs of her hands. A phrase or two of
the waltz came back to her. . . .That silly piano! Its bottom was flat, had always been
flat! How ridiculous! She tried to conjure up some sort of vision of London, but it
was difficult and in the end she gave way again to the old cry: “I’m going away.”
And she was pleased more than ever deeply.

On the station a single lamp burned, radiating a fitful yellowness that only in-
creased the gloom. And worse, she saw no one and in the cold emptiness traced and
retraced her footsteps without the friendly assurance of another sound. In the black
distance all the signals showed hard circles of red, looking as if they could never
change. But she nevertheless told herself over and over again: “I’m going away — I’'m
going away.” And later: “I hate everyone. I’ve changed until I hardly know myself.”

Impatiently she looked for the train. It was strange. For the first time it oc-
curred to her to know the time and she pulled back the sleeve of her coat. Nearly six-
thirty! She felt cold. Up the line every signal displayed its red ring, mocking her.
“Six-thirty, of course, of course.” She tried to be careless. “Of course, it’s late, the
train is late,” but the coldness, in reality her fear, increased rapidly, until she could no
longer believe those words...

Great clouds, lower and more than ever depressing, floated above her head as
she walked back. The wind had a deep note that was sad too. These things had not
troubled her before, now they, also, spoke failure and foretold misery and dejection.

She had no spirit, it was cold, and she was too tired even to shudder.
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In the absolutely dark, drowsy room she sat down, telling herself: “This isn’t
the only day. Some day I shall go. Some day.”

She was silent. In the next room they were playing cards and her father sud-
denly moaned: “I thought the ace had gone.” Somebody laughed. Her father’s voice
came again: “I never have a decent hand! I never have a decent hand! Never!”

It was too horrible! She couldn't stand it! She must do something to stop it! It
was too much. She began to play the waltz again and the dreamy, sentimental ar-
rangement made her cry.

“This isn’t the only day,” she reassured herself. “I shall go. Some day!” And

again and again as she played the waltz, bent her head and cried, she would tell her-

self that same thing: “Some day! Some day!”

FIRST READING

A. Thinking about the Story

1. Were you oppressed by the atmosphere of the story? Did you believe that the
girl would succeed in her attempt to escape? Did you want her to?

B. Understanding the Plot

1. What is Nellie’s state of mind as the story opens? Give details to substantiate
your answer.

2. What is Nellie’s daily routine?

3. Why does Nellie count her money “a dozen times”?

4. Why doesn’t Nellie like the waltz music she plays?

5. What does Nellie plan to do at Elden? Where is her ultimate destination?

6. At what point in the story does Nellie’s mood change significantly? How are
her feelings expressed?

7. Did Nellie always feel so unhappy? Support your answer.

8. Is it likely Nellie will try to escape again? Say why or why not.

SECOND READING
A. Exploring Themes
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You are now ready to reread “Never.” Be sensitive to the atmosphere of the
story, and ask yourself whether Nellie ever really had a chance to catch the train to
freedom.

1. How does Nellie’s view of the woods in paragraph one sum up her state of
mind at that moment?

2. Why does Nellie’s bag change from feeling “not heavy” to “heavy’?

3. What can you infer about Nellies’ relationship with her father?

4. Why did Nellie not succeed in catching the train? Examine the psychological
obstacles to her doing so?

5. How does the weather reflect what is happening in the story?
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HPUJIOKEHUE

P. G. Wodehouse
BY ADVICE OF COUNSEL

The traveller champed meditatively at his steak. He paid no attention to the al-
tercation which was in progress between the waiter and the man at the other end of
the dingy room. The sounds of strife ceased. The waiter came over to the traveller’s
table and stood behind his chair. He was ruffled.

“If he meant lamb,” he said, querulously, “why didn’t he say “lamb”, so’s a
feller could hear him? I thought he said “ham”, so I brought ham. Now Lord Percy
gets all peevish.”

He laughed bitterly. The traveller made no reply.

“If people spoke distinct,” said the waiter, “there wouldn’t be half the trouble
there 1s in the world. Not half the trouble there wouldn’t be. I shouldn’t be here, for
one thing. In this restawrong, I mean.” A sigh escaped him.

“I shouldn’t,” he said, “and that’s the truth. I should be getting up when I
pleased, eating and drinking all I wanted, and carrying on same as in the good old
days. You wouldn't think, to look at me, would you now, that I was once like the lily
of the field?”

The waiter was a tall, stringy man, who gave the impression of having no
spine. In that he drooped, he might have been said to resemble a flower, but in no
other respect. He had sandy hair, weak eyes set close together, and a day's growth of
red stubble on his chin. One could not see him in the lily class.

“What I mean to say is, I didn’t toil, neither did I spin. Ah, them was happy
days! Lying on me back, plenty of tobacco, something cool in a jug —”

He sighed once more.

“Did you ever know a man of the name of Moore? Jerry Moore?”

The traveller applied himself to his steak in silence.
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“Nice feller. Simple sort of feller. Big. Quiet. Bit deaf in one ear. Straw-
coloured hair. Blue eyes. “Andsome, rather. Had a ‘ouse just outside of Reigate. Has
it still. Money of his own. Left him by his pa. Simple sort of feller. Not much to say
for himself. I used to know him well in them days. Used to live with him. Nice feller
he was. Big. Bit hard of hearing. Got a sleepy kind of grin, like this — something.”

The traveller sipped his beer in thoughtful silence.

“I reckon you never met him,” said the waiter. “Maybe you never knew Gen-
tleman Bailey, either? We always called him that. He was one of these broken-down
Eton or ‘Arrer fellers, folks said. We struck up a partnership kind of casual, both be-
ing on the tramp together, and after a while we ‘appened to be round about Reigate.
And the first house we come to was this Jerry Moore’s. He come up just as we was
sliding to the back door, and grins that sleepy grin. Like this — something. “Ullo!” he
says. Gentleman kind of gives a whoop, and hollers, “If it ain’t my old pal, Jerry
Moore! Jack,” he says to me, “this is my old pal, Mr Jerry Moore, wot I met in ‘ap-
pier days down at Ramsgate one summer.”

“They shakes hands, and Jerry Moore says, “Is this a friend of yours, Bailey?”
looking at me. Gentleman introduces me. “We are partners,” he says, “partners in
misfortune. This is my friend, Mr Roach.”

“Come along in,” says Jerry.

“So we went in, and he makes us at home. He’s a bachelor, and lives all by
himself in this desirable ‘ouse.

“Well, I seen pretty quick that Jerry thinks the world of Gentleman. All that
evening he’s acting as if he’s as pleased as Punch to have him there. Couldn’t do
enough for him. It was a bit of all right, I said to meself. It was, too.

“Next day we gets up late and has a good breakfast, and sits on the lawn and
smokes. The sun was shining, the little birds was singing, and there wasn’t a thing,
east, west, north, or south, that looked like work. If I had been asked my address at
that moment, on oath, I wouldn’t have hesitated a second. I should have answered,
“No. 1, Easy Street.” You see, Jerry Moore was one of these slow, simple fellers, and

you could tell in a moment what a lot he thought of Gentleman. Gentleman, you see,
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had a way with him. Not haughty, he wasn’t. More affable, I should call it. He sort of
made you feel that all men are born equal, but that it was awful good of him to be
talking to you, and that he wouldn’t do it for everybody. It went down proper with
Jerry Moore. Jerry would sit and listen to him giving his views on things by the hour.
By the end of the first day I was having visions of sitting in that garden a white-baked
old man, and being laid out, when my time should come, in Jerry’s front room.”

He paused, his mind evidently in the past, among the cigars and big breakfasts.
Presently he took up his tale.

“This here Jerry Moore was a simple sort of feller. Deafies are like that. Ever
noticed? Not that Jerry was a real deafy. His hearing was a bit off, but he could foller
you if you spoke to him nice and clear. Well, I was saying, he was kind of simple.
Liked to put in his days pottering about the little garden he'd made for himself, look-
ing after his flowers and his fowls, and sit of an evening listening to Gentleman ‘old-
ing forth on Life. He was a philosopher, Gentleman was. And Jerry took everything
he said as gospel. He didn't want no proofs. ‘E and the King of Denmark would have
been great pals. He just sat by with his big blue eyes getting rounder every minute
and lapped it up.

“Now you’d think a man like that could be counted on, wouldn’t you? Would
he want anything more? Not he, you’d say. You'd be wrong. Believe me, there isn’t a
man on earth that’s fixed and contented but what a woman can’t knock his old Para-
dise into ‘ash with one punch.

It wasn’t long before I begin to notice a change in Jerry. He never had been
what you'd call a champion catch-as-catch-can talker, but now he was silenter than
ever. And he got a habit of switching Gentleman off from his theories on Life in gen-
eral to Woman in particular. This suited Gentleman just right. What he didn’t know
about Woman wasn’t knowledge.

“Gentleman was too busy talking to have time to get suspicious, but [ wasn’t;
and one day I draws Gentleman aside and puts it to him straight. “Gentleman,” I says,

“Jerry Moore is in love!”
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“Well, this was a nasty knock, of course, for Gentleman. He knew as well as |
did what it would mean if Jerry was to lead home a blushing bride through that front
door. It would be outside into the cold, hard world for the bachelor friends. Gentle-
man sees that quick, and his jaw drops. I goes on. “All the time,” I says, “that you’re
talking away of an evening, Jerry’s seeing visions of a little woman sitting in your
chair. And you can bet we don't enter into them visions. He may dream of little feet
pattering about the house,” I says, “but they aren’t ours; and you can ‘ave something
on that both ways. Look alive, Gentleman,” I says, “and think out some plan, or we
might as well be padding the hoof now.”

“Well, Gentleman did what he could. In his evening discourses he started to
give it to Woman all he knew. Began to talk about Delilahs and Jezebels and Fools-
there-was and the rest of it, and what a mug a feller was to let a female into ‘is cosy
home, who’d only make him spend his days hooking her up, and his nights wonder-
ing how to get back the blankets without waking her. My, he was crisp! Enough to
have given Romeo the jumps, you'd have thought. But, lor! It's no good talking to
them when they’ve got it bad.

A few days later we caught him with the goods, talking in the road to a girl in a
pink dress.

I couldn’t but admit that Jerry had picked one right from the top of the basket.
This wasn’t one of them languishing sort wot sits about in cosy corners and reads
story-books, and don’t care what’s happening in the home so long as they find out
what became of the hero in his duel with the Grand Duke. She was a brown, slim,
wiry-looking little thing. You know. Held her chin up and looked you up and down
with eyes the colour of Scotch whisky, as much as to say, “Well, what about it?” You
could tell without looking at her, just by the feel of the atmosphere when she was
near, that she had as much snap and go in her as Jerry Moore hadn’t, which was a
good bit. I knew, just as sure as | was standing there on one leg, that this was the sort
of girl who would have me and Gentleman out of that house about three seconds after

the clergyman had tied the knot.
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Jerry says, “These are my friends, Miss Tuxton — Mr Bailey and Mr Roach.
They are staying with me for a visit. This is Miss Jane Tuxton,” he says to us. “I was
just going to see Miss Tuxton home,” he says, sort of wistful. “Excellent,” says Gen-
tleman. “We’ll come too.” And we all goes along. There wasn’t much done in the
way of conversation. Jerry never was one for pushing out the words; nor was I, when
in the presence of the sect; and Miss Jane had her chin in the air, as if she thought me
and Gentleman was not needed in any way whatsoever. The only talk before we
turned her in at the garden gate was done by Gentleman, who told a pretty long story
about a friend of his in Upper Sydenham who had been silly enough to marry, and
had had trouble ever since.

That night, after we had went to bed, I said to Gentleman, “Gentleman,” I says,
“what’s going to be done about this? We’ve got about as much chance, if Jerry mar-
ries that girl,” I says, “as a couple of helpless chocolate creams at a school-girls’ pic-
nic.” “If,” says Gentleman. “He ain’t married her yet. That is a girl of character, Jack.
Trust me. Didn’t she strike you as a girl who would like a man with a bit of devil in
him, a man with some go in him, a you-be-darned kind of man? Does Jerry fill the
bill? He’s more like a doormat with “Welcome” written on it, than anything else.”

“Well, we seen a good deal of Miss Jane in the next week or so. We keeps
Jerry under — what’s it the heroine says in the melodrama? “Oh, cruel, cruel, S.P.
something.” Espionage, that’s it. We keeps Jerry under espionage, and whenever he
goes trickling round after the girl, we goes trickling round after him.

“Things is running our way,” says Gentleman to me, after one of these meet-
ings. “That girl is getting cross with Jerry. She wants Reckless Rudolf, not a man
who stands and grins when other men butt in on him and his girl. Mark my words,
Jack. She’ll get tired of Jerry, and go off and marry a soldier, and we’ll live happy
ever after.” “Think s0?” I says. “Sure of it,” said Gentleman.

“It was the Sunday after this that Jerry Moore announces to us, wriggling, that
he had an engagement to take supper with Jane and her folks. He’d have liked to have
slipped away secret, but we was keeping him under espionage too crisp for that, so he

has to tell us. “Excellent,” said Gentleman. “It will be a great treat to Jack and myself
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to meet the family. We will go along with you.” So off we all goes, and pushes our
boots in sociable fashion under the Tuxton table. I looked at Miss Jane out of the cor-
ner of my eye; and, honest, that chin of hers was sticking out a foot, and Jerry didn't
dare look at her. Love’s young dream, I muses to myself, how swift it fades when a
man has the nature and disposition of a lop-eared rabbit!

“The Tuxtons was four in number, not counting the parrot, and all male. There
was Pa Tuxton, an old feller with a beard and glasses; a fat uncle; a big brother, who
worked in a bank and was dressed like Moses in all his glory; and a little brother with
a snub nose, that cheeky you'd have been surprised. And the parrot in its cage and a
fat yellow dog. And they're all making themselves pleasant to Jerry, the wealthy fu-
ture son-in-law, something awful. It’s “How are the fowls, Mr Moore?” and “A little
bit of this pie, Mr Moore; Jane made it,” and Jerry sitting there with a feeble grin,
saying “Yes” and “No” and nothing much more, while Miss Jane’s eyes are snapping
like Fifth of November fireworks. I could feel Jerry’s chances going back a mile a
minute. | felt as happy as a little child that evening. I sang going back home.

Gentleman’s pleased, too. “Jack,” he says to me when we’re in bed, “this is too
easy. In my most sanguinary dreams I hardly hoped for this. No girl of spirit’s going
to love a man who behaves that way to her parents. The way to win the heart of a cer-
tain type of girl,” he says, beginning on his theories, “the type to which Jane Tuxton
belongs, is to be rude to her family. I’ve got Jane Tuxton sized up and labelled. Her
kind wants her folks to dislike her young man. She wants to feel that she’s the only
one in the family that's got the sense to see the hidden good in Willie. She doesn’t
want to be one of a crowd hollering out what a nice young man he is. It takes some
pluck in a man to stand up to a girl’s family, and that’s what Jane Tuxton is looking
for in Jerry. Take it from one who has studied the sect,” says Gentleman, “from John
o’ Groat’s to Land’s End, and back again.”

Next day Jerry Moore’s looking as if he’d only sixpence in the world and had
swallowed it. “What’s the matter, Jerry?” says Gentleman. Jerry heaves a sigh. “Bai-
ley,” he says, “and you, Mr Roach, I expect you both seen how it is with me. I love

Miss Jane Tuxton, and you seen for yourselves what transpires. She don’t value me,
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not tuppence.” “Say not so,” says Gentleman, sympathetic. “You’re doing fine. If you
knew the sect as I do you wouldn’t go by mere superficial silences and chin-tiltings. I
can read a girl’s heart, Jerry,” he says, patting him on the shoulder, “and I tell you
you’re doing fine. All you want now is a little rapid work, and you win easy. To
make the thing a cert,” he says, getting up, “all you have to do is to make a dead set at
her folks.” He winks at me. “Don’t just sit there like you did last night. Show ‘em
you’ve got something in you. You know what folks are: they think themselves the
most important things on the map. Well, go to work. Consult them all you know.
Every opportunity you get. There’s nothing like consulting a girl’s folks to put you in
good with her.” And he pats Jerry on the shoulder again and goes indoors to find his
pipe.

Jerry turns to me. “Do you think that’s really so?” he says. I says, “I do.” “He
knows all about girls, I reckon,” says Jerry. “You can go by him every time,” I says.
“Well, well,” says Jerry, sort of thoughtful.’

The waiter paused. His eye was sad and dreamy. Then he took up the burden of
his tale.

First thing that happens is that Gentleman has a sore tooth on the next Sunday,
so don't feel like coming along with us. He sits at home, dosing it with whisky, and
Jerry and me goes off alone.

So Jerry and me pikes off, and once more we prepares to settle down around
the board. I hadn't noticed Jerry particular, but just now I catches sight of his face in
the light of the lamp. Ever see one of those fighters when he's sitting in his corner be-
fore a fight, waiting for the gong to go? Well, Jerry looks like that; and it surprises
me.

I told you about the fat yellow dog that permeated the Tuxton's house, didn't 1?
The family thought a lot of that dog, though of all the ugly brutes I ever met he was
the worst. Sniffing round and growling all the time. Well, this evening he comes up
to Jerry just as he's going to sit down, and starts to growl. Old Pa Tuxton looks over
his glasses and licks his tongue. “Rover! Rover!” he says, kind of mild. “Naughty

Rover; he don't like strangers, I'm afraid.” Jerry looks at Pa Tuxton, and he looks at
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the dog, and I'm just expecting him to say “No” or “Yes”, same as the other night,
when he lets out a nasty laugh — one of them bitter laughs. “Ho!” he says. “Ho! don't
he? Then perhaps he'd better get further away from them.” And he ups with his boot
and — well, the dog hit the far wall.

Jerry sits down and pulls up his chair. “I don’t approve,” he says, fierce, “of
folks keeping great, fat, ugly, bad-tempered yellow dogs that are a nuisance to all. |
don't like it.”

There was a silence you could have scooped out with a spoon. Have you ever
had a rabbit turn round on you and growl? That's how we all felt when Jerry outs with
them crisp words. They took our breath away.

While we were getting it back again the parrot, which was in its cage, let out a
squawk. Honest, I jumped a foot in my chair.

Jerry gets up very deliberate, and walks over to the parrot. “Is this a menag-
erie?” he says. “Can’t a man have supper in peace without an image like you starting
to holler? Go to sleep.”

We was all staring at him surprised, especially Uncle Dick Tuxton, whose par-
ticular pet the parrot was. He'd brought him home all the way from some foreign
parts.

“Hello, Billy!” says the bird, shrugging his shoulders and puffing himself up.
“R-r-r-r! R-r-r-r! 'lo, Billy! 'lo, 'lo, 'lo! R-r WAH!”

Jerry gives its cage a bang.

“Don't talk back at me,” he says, “or I’'ll knock your head off. You think be-
cause you’ve got a green tail you’re someone.” And he stalks back to his chair and
sits glaring at Uncle Dick.

Well, all this wasn’t what you might call promoting an easy flow of conversa-
tion. Everyone's looking at Jerry, 'specially me, wondering what next, and trying to
get their breath, and Jerry's frowning at the cold beef, and there's a sort of awkward
pause. Miss Jane is the first to get busy. She bustles about and gets the food served

out, and we begins to eat. But still there's not so much conversation that you'd notice
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it. This goes on till we reaches the concluding stages, and then Uncle Dick comes up
to the scratch.

“How is the fowls, Mr Moore?” he says.

“Gimme some more pie,” says Jerry. “What?”

Uncle Dick repeats his remark.

“Fowls?” says Jerry. “What do you know about fowls? Your notion of a fowl is
an ugly bird with a green tail, a Wellington nose, and — gimme a bit of cheese.”

Uncle Dick’s fond of the parrot, so he speaks up for him. “Polly’s always been
reckoned a handsome bird,” he says.

“He wants stuffing,” says Jerry.

And Uncle Dick drops out of the talk.

Up comes big brother, Ralph his name was. He’s the bank-clerk and a dude. He
gives his cuffs a flick, and starts in to make things jolly all round by telling a story
about a man he knows named Wotherspoon. Jerry fixes him with his eye, and, half-
way through, interrupts.

“That waistcoat of yours is fierce,” he says.

“Pardon?” says Ralph.

9

“That waistcoat of yours,” says Jerry. “It hurts me eyes. It's like an electric
sign.”

“Why, Jerry,” I says, but he just scowls at me and I stops.

Ralph is proud of his clothes, and he isn't going to stand this. He glares at Jerry
and Jerry glares at him.

“Who do you think you are?” says Ralph, breathing hard.

“Button up your coat,” says Jerry.

“Look 'ere!” says Ralph.

“Cover it up, I tell you,” says Jerry. “Do you want to blind me?”” Pa Tuxton in-
terrupts.

“Why, Mr Moore,” he begins, sort of soothing; when the small brother, who’s

been staring at Jerry, chips in. I told you he was cheeky.

He says, “Pa, what a funny nose Mr Moore’s got!”
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And that did it. Jerry rises, very slow, and leans across the table and clips the
kid brother one side of the ear-'ole. And then there's a general imbroglio, everyone
standing up and the kid hollering and the dog barking.

“If you'd brought him up better,” says Jerry, severe, to Pa Tuxton, “this would-
n't ever have happened.”

Pa Tuxton gives a sort of howl.

“Mr Moore,” he yells, “what is the meaning of this extraordinary behaviour?
You come here and strike me child —

Jerry bangs on the table.

“Yes,” he says, “and I’d strike him again. Listen to me,” he says. “You think
just because I'm quiet I ain't got no spirit. You think all I can do is to sit and smile.
You think — Bah! You aren't on to the hidden depths in me character. I'm one of them
still waters that runs deep. I'm — Here, you get out of it! Yes, all of you! Except Jane.
Jane and me wants this room to have a private talk in. ['ve got a lot of things to say to
Jane. Are you going?”

I turns to the crowd. I was awful disturbed. ‘You mustn’t take any notice,” I
says. “He ain’t well. He ain’t himself.” When just then the parrot cuts with another of
them squawks. Jerry jumps at it.

“You first,” he says, and flings the cage out of the window. “Now you,” he
says to the yellow dog, putting him out through the door. And then he folds his arms
and scowls at us, and we all notice suddenly that he’s very big. We look at one an-
other, and we begins to edge towards the door. All except Jane, who’s staring at Jerry
as if he’s a ghost.

“Mr Moore,” says Pa Tuxton, dignified, “we’ll leave you. You’re drunk.”

“I’m not drunk,” says Jerry. “I’m in love.”

“Jane,” says Pa Tuxton, “come with me, and leave this ruffian to himself.”

“Jane,” says Jerry, “stop here, and come and lay your head on my shoulder.”

“Jane,” says Pa Tuxton, “do you hear me?”

“Jane,” says Jerry, “I’m waiting.”
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She looks from one to the other for a spell, and then she moves to where
Jerry’s standing.

“"T’11 stop,” she says, sort of quiet.

And we drifts out.

The waiter snorted.

“I got back home quick as I could,” he said, “and relates the proceedings to
Gentleman. Gentleman's rattled.” “I don't believe it,” he says. “Don’t stand there and
tell me Jerry Moore did them things. Why, it ain’t in the man. Specially after what I
said to him about the way he ought to behave. How could he have done so? Just then
in comes Jerry, beaming all over. “Boys,” he shouts, “congratulate me. It's all right.
We’ve fixed it up. She says she hadn’t known me properly before. She says she’d al-
ways reckoned me a sheep, while all the time I was one of them strong, silent men.”
He turns to Gentleman —

The man at the other end of the room was calling for his bill.

All right, all right, said the waiter. “Coming! He turns to Gentleman,” he went
on rapidly, and he says, “Bailey, I owe it all to you, because if you hadn’t told me to
insult her folks—"

He leaned on the traveller’s table and fixed him with an eye that pleaded for
sympathy.

“Ow about that?” he said. “Isn’t that crisp?” “Insult her folks!” Them was his
very words. “Insult her folks.”

The traveller looked at him inquiringly.

“Can you beat it?” said the waiter.

“I don’t know what you are saying,” said the traveller. “If it is important, write

it on a slip of paper. I am stone-deaf.”
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Ernest Hemingway
THE KILLERS

The door of Henry’s lunch-room opened and two men came in. They sat down
at the counter.

“What’s yours?” George asked them.

“I don’t know,” one of the men said. “What do you want to eat, A1?”

“I don’t know,” said All. “I don’t know what I want to eat.”

Outside it was getting dark. The street-light came on outside the window. The
two men at the counter read the menu. From the other end of the counter Nick Adams
watched them. He had been talking to George when they came in.

“I’ll have a roast pork tenderloin with apple sauce and mashed potatoes,” the
first man said.

“It isn’t ready yet.”

“What the hell do you put it on the card for?”

“That’s the dinner,” George explained. “You can get that at six o’clock.”

George looked at the clock on the wall behind the counter.

“It’s five o’clock.”

“The clock says twenty minutes past five,” the second man said.

“It’s twenty minutes fast.”

“Oh, to hell with the clock,” the first man said. “What have you got to eat?”

“I can give you any kind of sandwiches,” George said. “You can have ham and
eggs, bacon and eggs, liver and bacon, or a steak.”

“Give me chicken croquettes with green peas and cream sauce and mashed po-
tatoes.”

“That’s the dinner.”

“Everything we want’s the dinner, eh? That’s the way you work it.”

“I can give you ham and eggs, bacon and eggs, liver — ”

101



“I’ll take ham and eggs,” the man called Al said. He wore a derby hat and a

black overcoat buttoned across the chest. His face was small and white and he had

tight lips. He wore a silk muffler and gloves.

“Give me bacon and eggs,” said the other man. He was about the same size as

Al Their faces were different, but they were dressed like twins. Both wore overcoats

too tight for them. They sat leaning forward, their elbows on the counter.

ner.

29

“Got anything to drink?” Al asked.

“Silver beer, bevo, ginger-ale,” George said.

“I mean you got anything to drink?”

“Just those I said.”

“This is a hot town,” said the other. “What do they call it?”

“Summit.”

“Ever hear of it?”” Al asked his friend.

“No,” said the friend.

“What do you do here nights?” Al asked.

“They eat the dinner,” his friend said. “They all come here and eat the big din-

“That’s right,” George said.

“So you think that’s right?” Al asked George.

“Sure.”

“You’re a pretty bright boy, aren’t you?”

“Sure,” said George.

“Well, you’re not,” said the other little man. “Is he, Al?”

“He’s dumb,” said Al. He turned to Nick. “What’s your name?”
“Adams.”

“Another bright boy,” Al said. “Ain’t he a bright boy, Max?”
“The town’s full of bright boys,” Max said.

George put the two platters, one of ham and eggs, the other of bacon and eggs,

on the counter. He set down two side-dishes of fried potatoes and closed the wicket

into the kitchen.
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“Which is yours?” he asked Al

“Don’t you remember?”

“Ham and eggs.”

“Just a bright boy,” Max said. He leaned forward and took the ham and eggs.
Both men ate with their gloves on. George watched them eat.

“What are you looking at?”” Max looked at George.

“Nothing.”

“The hell you were. You were looking at me.”

“Maybe the boy meant it for a joke, Max,” Al said.

George laughed.

“You don’t have to laugh,” Max said to him. “You don’t have to laugh at all,
see?”

“All right,” said George.

“So he thinks it’s all right.” Max turned to Al. He thinks it’s all right. That’s a
good one.”

“Oh, he’s a thinker,” Al said. They went on eating.

“What’s the bright boy’s name down the counter?” Al asked Max.

“Hey, bright boy,” Max said to Nick. “You go around on the other side of the
counter with your boy friend.”

“What’s the idea?” Nick asked.

“There isn’t any idea.”

“You better go around, bright boy,” Al said. Nick went around behind the
counter.

“What’s the idea?” George asked.

“None of your damn business,” Al said. “Who’s out in the kitchen?”

“The nigger.”

“What do you mean the nigger?”

“The nigger that cooks.”

“Tell him to come in.”

“What’s the idea?”
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“Tell him to come in.”

“Where do you think you are?”

“We know damn well where we are,” the man called Max said. “Do we look
silly?”

“You talk silly,” Al said to him. “What the hell do you argue with this kid for?
Listen,” he said to George, “tell the nigger to come out here.”

“What are you going to do to him?”

“Nothing. Use your head, bright boy. What would we do to a nigger?”

George opened the slit that opened back into the kitchen. “Sam,” he called.
“Come in here a minute.”

The door to the kitchen opened and the nigger came in. “What was it?” he
asked. The two men at the counter took a look at him.

“All right, nigger. You stand right there,” Al said.

Sam, the nigger, standing in his apron, looked at the two men sitting at the
counter. “Yes, sir,” he said. Al got down from his stool.

“I’m going back to the kitchen with the nigger and bright boy,” he said. “Go on
back to the kitchen, nigger. You go with him, Bright boy.” The little man walked af-
ter Nick and Sam, the cook, back into the kitchen. The door shut after them. The man
called Max sat at the counter opposite George. He didn’t look at George but looked in
the mirror that ran along back of the counter. Henry’s had been made over from a sa-
loon into a lunch-counter.

“Well, bright boy,” Max said, looking into the mirror, “why don’t you say
something?”

“What’s it all about?”

“Hey, Al,” Max called, “bright boy wants to know what’s all about.”

“Why don’t you tell him?” Al’s voice came from the kitchen.

“What do you think it’s all about?”

“I don’t know.”

“What do you think?”

Max looked into the mirror all the time he was talking.
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“I wouldn’t say.”
“Hey, Al bright boy says he wouldn’t what he thinks it’s all about.”
“I can hear you, all right,” Al said from the kitchen. He had propped open the

slit that dishes passed through into the kitchen with a catsup bottle. “Listen, bright

boy,” he said from the kitchen to George. “Stand a little further along the bar. You

move a little to the left, Max.” He was like a photographer arranging for a group pic-

ture.

“Talk to me, bright boy,” Max said. “What do you think’s going to happen?”
George did not say anything.
“I’ll tell you,” Max said. “We’re going to kill a Swede. Do you know a big

Swede named Ole Andreson?”’

you.

29

“Yes.”

“He comes here to eat every night, don’t he?”
“Sometimes he comes here.”

“He comes here at six o’clock, don’t he?”

“If he comes.”

“We know all that, bright boy,” Max said.

“Talk about something else. Ever go to the movies?”
“Once in a while.”

“You ought to go to the movies more. The movies are fine for a bright boy like

“What are you going to kill Ole Andreson for? What did he ever do to you?”
“He never had a chance to do anything to us. He never even seen us.”

“And he’s only going to see us once,” Al said from the kitchen.

“What are you going to kill him for, then?” George asked.

“We’re killing him for a friend. Just to oblige a friend, bright boy.”

“Shut up,” said Al from the kitchen. You talk too goddam much.”

“Well, I got to keep bright boy amused. Don’t I, bright boy?”

“You talk too damn much,” Al said. “The nigger and my bright boy are amused

by themselves. I got them tied up like a couple of girl friends in the convent.”
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“I suppose you were in a convent?”

“You never know.”

“You were in a kosher convent. That’s where you were.”

George looked up at the clock.

“If anybody comes in you tell them the cook is off, and if they keep after it,
you tell them you’ll go back and cook yourself. Do you get that, bright boy?”

“All right,” George said. “What you going to do with us afterward?”

“That’s depend,” Max said. “That’s one of those things you never know at the
time."

George looked up the clock. It was a quarter past six. The door from the street
opened. A street-car motorman came in.

“Hello, George,” he said. “Can I get supper?”

“Sam’s gone out,” George said. “He’ll be back in about half an hour.”

“I’d better go up the street,” the motorman said. George looked at the clock. It
was twenty minutes past six.

“That was nice, bright boy,” Max said. “You’re a regular little gentleman.”

“He knew 1’d blow his head off,” Al said from the kitchen.

“No,” said Max. “It ain’t that. Bright boy is nice. He’s a nice boy. I like him.”

At six-fifty-five George said: “He’s not coming.”

Two other people had been in the lunch-room. Once George had gone out to
the kitchen and made a ham-and-egg sandwich “to go” that a man wanted to take
with him. Inside the kitchen he saw Al, his derby hat tipped back, sitting on a stool
beside the wicket with the muzzle of of a sawed-off shotgun resting on the ledge.
Nick and the cook were back in the corner, a towel tied in each of their mouths.
George had cooked the sandwich, wrapped it up in oiled paper, put it in a bag,
brought it in, and the man had paid for it and gone out.

“Bright boy can do everything,” Max said. “He can cook and everything.
You’d make some girl a nice wife, bright boy.”

“Yes?” George said. “Your friend, Ole Andreson, isn’t going to come.”

“We’ll give him ten minutes,” Max said.
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Max watched the mirror and the clock. The hands of the clock marked seven
o’clock, and then five minutes past seven.

“Come on, Al,” said Max. “We better go. He’s not coming.”

“Better give him five minutes,” Al said from the kitchen.

In the five minutes a man came in, and George explained that the cook was
sick.

“Why don’t you get another cook?” the man asked.

“Aren’t you running a lunch-counter?” He went out.

“Come on, Al,” Max said.

“What about the two bright boys and the nigger?”

“The’re all right.”

“You think so?”

“Sure. We’re through with it.”

“I don’t like it,” said Al. It’s sloppy. You talk too much.”

“Oh, what the hell,” said Max. “We got to keep amused, haven’t we?”’

“You talk too much, all the same,” Al said. He came out from the kitchen. The
cut-off barrels of the shotgun made a slight bulge under the waist of his too tight-
fitting overcoat. He straightened his coat with his gloved hands.

“So long, bright boy,” he said to George. “You got a lot of luck.”

“That’s the truth,” Max said. You ought to play the races, bright boy.”

The two of them went out the door. George watched them, through the win-
dow, pass under the arc-light and cross the street. In their tight overcoats and derby
hats they looked like a vaudeville team. George went back through the swinging-door
into the kitchen and untied Nick and the cook.

“I don’t want any more of that,” said Sam, the cook. “I don’t want any more of
that.”

Nick stood up. He had never had a towel in his mouth before.

“Say,” he said. “What the hell?” He was trying to swagger it off.

“They were going to kill Ole Andreson,” George said. “They were going to

shoot him when he came in to eat.”
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“Ole Andreson?”

“Sure.”

The cook felt the corners of his mouth with his thumbs.

“They all gone?” he asked.

“Yeah,” said George. “They’re gone now.”

“I don’t like it,” said the cook. “I don’t like any of it at all.”

“Listen,” George said to Nick. “You better go see Ole Andreson.”

“All right.”

“You better not have anything to do with it at all,” Sam, the cook, said. “You
better stay way out of it.”

“Don’t go if you don’t want to,” George said.

“Mixing up in this ain’t going to get you anywhere,” the cook said. “You stay
out of it.”

“I’1ll go see him,” Nick said to George. “Where does he live?”

The cook turned away.

“Little boys always know what they want to do,” he said.

“He lives up at Hirsch’s rooming-house,” George said to Nick.

“I’ll go up there.”

Outside the arc-light shone through the bare branches of a tree. Nick walked up
the street beside the car-tracks and turned at the next arc-light down a side-street.
Three houses up the street was Hirsch’s rooming-house. Nick walked up the two
steps and pushed the bell. A woman came to the door.

“Is Ole Andreson here?”

“Do you want to see him?”

“Yes, if he’s in.”

Nick followed the woman up a flight of stairs and back to the end of a corridor.
She knocked on the door.

“Who is t?”

“It’s somebody to see you, Mr. Andreson,” the woman said.

“It’s Nick Adams.”
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“Come in.”

Nick opened the door and went into the room. Ole Andreson was lying on the
bed with all his clothes on. He had been a heavyweight prize-fighter and he was too
long for the bed. He lay with his head on two pillows. He did not look at Nick.

“What was it?” he asked.

“I was up at Henry’s,” Nick said, “and two fellows came in and tied me and the
cook, and they said they were going to kill you.”

It sounded silly when he said it. Ole Andreson said nothing.

“George thought I better come and tell you about it.”

“There 1sn’t anything I can do about it,” Ole Andreson said.

“I’1l tell you what they were like.”

“I don’t want to know what they were like,” Ole Andreson said. He looked at
the wall. “Thanks for coming to tell me about it.”

“That’s all right.”

Nick looked at the big man lying on the bed.

“Don’t you want me to go and see the police?”

“No,” Ole Andreson said. “That wouldn’t do any good.”

“Isn’t there something I could do?”

“No. There ain’t anything to do.”

“Maybe it was just a bluff.”

“No. It ain’t just a bluff.”

Ole Andreson rolled over toward the wall, “I just can’t make up my mind to go
out. I been in here all day.”

“Couldn’t you get out of town?”

“No,” Ole Andreson said. “I’m through with all that running around.”

He looked at the wall.

“There ain’t anything to do now.”

“Couldn’t you fix it up some way?”

“No. I got in wrong.” He talked in the same flat voice. “There ain’t anything to

do. After a while I’ll make up my mind to go out.”
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“I better go back and see George,” Nick said.

“So long,” said Ole Andreson. He did not look toward Nick. “Thanks for com-
ing around.”

Nick went out. As he shut the door he saw Ole Andreson with all his clothes
on, lying on the bed looking at the wall.

“He’s been in his room all day,” the landlady said downstairs. “I guess he don’t
feel well. I said to him: ‘Mr. Andreson, you ought to go out and take a walk on a nice
fall day like this,” but he didn’t feel like it.”

“He doesn’t want to go out.”

“I’'m sorry he don’t feel well,” the woman said. “He’s an awfully nice man. He
was in the ring, you know.”

“I know it.”

“You’d never know it except from the way his face is,” the woman said. They
stood talking just inside the street door. “He’s just as gentle.”

“Well, good-night, Mrs. Hirsch,” Nick said.

“I’m not Mrs. Hirsch,” the woman said. “She owns the place. I just look after it
for her. I’'m Mrs. Bell.”

“Well, good-night, Mrs. Bell,” Nick said.

“Good-night,” the woman said.

Nick walked up the dark street to the corner under the arc-light, and then along
the car-tracks to Henry’s eating house. George was inside, back of the counter.

“Did you see Ole?”

“Yes,” said Nick. “He’s in his room and he won’t go out.”

The cook opened the door from the kitchen when he heard Nick’s voice.

“I don’t even listen to it,” he said and shut the door.

“Did you tell him about it?” George asked.

“Sure. I told him but he knows what it’s all about.”

“What’s he going to do?”

“Nothing.”

“They’ll kill him.”
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“I guess they will.”

“He must have not mixed up in something in Chicago.”

“I guess so,” said Nick.

“It’s a hell of a thing.”

“It’s an awful thing,” Nick said.

They did not say anything. George reached down for a towel and wiped the
counter.

“I wonder what he did?” Nick said.

“Double-crossed somebody. That’s what they kill them for.”

“I’m going to get out of this town,” Nick said.

“Yes,” said George. “That’s a good thing to do.”

“I can’t stand to think about him waiting in the room and knowing he’s going
to get it. It’s too damned awful.”

“Well,” said George, “you better not think about it.”
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William Faulkner
A ROSE FOR EMILY
I

When Miss Emily Grierson died, our whole town went to her funeral: the men
through a sort of respectful affection for a fallen monument, the women mostly out of
curiosity to see the inside of her house, which no one save an old man-servant — a
combined gardener and cook — had seen in at least ten years.

It was a big, squarish frame house that had once been white, decorated with
cupolas and spires and scrolled balconies in the heavily lightsome style of the seven-
ties, set on what had once been our most select street. But garages and cotton gins
had encroached and obliterated even the august names of that neighborhood; only
Miss Emily's house was left, lifting its stubborn and coquettish decay above the cot-
ton wagons and the gasoline pumps — an eyesore among eyesores. And now Miss
Emily had gone to join the representatives of those august names where they lay in
the cedar-bemused cemetery among the ranked and anonymous graves of Union and
Confederate soldiers who fell at the battle of Jefferson.

Alive, Miss Emily had been a tradition, a duty, and a care; a sort of hereditary
obligation upon the town, dating from that day in 1894 when Colonel Sartoris, the
mayor — he who fathered the edict that no Negro woman should appear on the streets
without an apron — remitted her taxes, the dispensation dating from the death of her
father on into perpetuity. Not that Miss Emily would have accepted charity. Colonel
Sartoris invented an involved tale to the effect that Miss Emily's father had loaned
money to the town, which the town, as a matter of business, preferred this way of re-
paying. Only a man of Colonel Sartoris’ generation and thought could have invented
it, and only a woman could have believed it.

When the next generation, with its more modern ideas, became mayors and al-
dermen, this arrangement created some little dissatisfaction. On the first of the year
they mailed her a tax notice. February came, and there was no reply. They wrote her a

formal letter, asking her to call at the sheriff's office at her convenience. A week later
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the mayor wrote her himself, offering to call or to send his car for her, and received in
reply a note on paper of an archaic shape, in a thin, flowing calligraphy in faded ink,
to the effect that she no longer went out at all. The tax notice was also enclosed,
without comment.

They called a special meeting of the Board of Aldermen. A deputation waited
upon her, knocked at the door through which no visitor had passed since she ceased
giving china-painting lessons eight or ten years earlier. They were admitted by the
old Negro into a dim hall from which a stairway mounted into still more shadow. It
smelled of dust and disuse — a close, dank smell. The Negro led them into the parlor.
It was furnished in heavy, leather-covered furniture. When the Negro opened the
blinds of one window, they could see that the leather was cracked; and when they sat
down, a faint dust rose sluggishly about their thighs, spinning with slow motes in the
single sun-ray. On a tarnished gilt easel before the fireplace stood a crayon portrait of
Miss Emily’s father.

They rose when she entered — a small, fat woman in black, with a thin gold
chain descending to her waist and vanishing into her belt, leaning on an ebony cane
with a tarnished gold head. Her skeleton was small and spare; perhaps that was why
what would have been merely plumpness in another was obesity in her. She looked
bloated, like a body long submerged in motionless water, and of that pallid hue. Her
eyes, lost in the fatty ridges of her face, looked like two small pieces of coal pressed
into a lump of dough as they moved from one face to another while the visitors stated
their errand.

She did not ask them to sit. She just stood in the door and listened quietly until
the spokesman came to a stumbling halt. Then they could hear the invisible watch
ticking at the end of the gold chain.

Her voice was dry and cold. “I have no taxes in Jefferson. Colonel Sartoris ex-
plained it to me. Perhaps one of you can gain access to the city records and satisfy
yourselves.”

“But we have. We are the city authorities, Miss Emily. Didn’t you get a notice

from the sheriff, signed by him?”
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“I received a paper, yes," Miss Emily said. "Perhaps he considers himself the
sheriff . . . [ have no taxes in Jefferson.”

“But there is nothing on the books to show that, you see. We must go by the -

“See Colonel Sartoris. I have no taxes in Jefferson.”

“But, Miss Emily —”

“See Colonel Sartoris.” (Colonel Sartoris had been dead almost ten years.) “I
have no taxes in Jefferson. Tobe!” The Negro appeared. “Show these gentlemen out.”

II

So she vanquished them, horse and foot, just as she had vanquished their fa-
thers thirty years before about the smell. That was two years after her father’s death
and a short time after her sweetheart — the one we believed would marry her — had
deserted her. After her father’s death she went out very little; after her sweetheart
went away, people hardly saw her at all. A few of the ladies had the temerity to call,
but were not received, and the only sign of life about the place was the Negro man — a
young man then — going in and out with a market basket.

“Just as if a man — any man — could keep a kitchen properly,” the ladies said;
so they were not surprised when the smell developed. It was another link between the
gross, teeming world and the high and mighty Griersons.

A neighbor, a woman, complained to the mayor, Judge Stevens, eighty years
old.

“But what will you have me do about it, madam?” he said.

“Why, send her word to stop it,” the woman said. “Isn't there a law?”

“I'm sure that won’t be necessary,” Judge Stevens said. “It's probably just a
snake or a rat that nigger of hers killed in the yard. I'll speak to him about it.”

The next day he received two more complaints, one from a man who came in
diffident deprecation. “We really must do something about it, Judge. I'd be the last
one in the world to bother Miss Emily, but we’ve got to do something.” That night
the Board of Aldermen met--three graybeards and one younger man, a member of the

rising generation.
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“It’s simple enough,” he said. “Send her word to have her place cleaned up.
Give her a certain time to do it in, and if she don’t . ..”

“Dammit, sir,” Judge Stevens said, “will you accuse a lady to her face of smell-
ing bad?”

So the next night, after midnight, four men crossed Miss Emily's lawn and
slunk about the house like burglars, sniffing along the base of the brickwork and at
the cellar openings while one of them performed a regular sowing motion with his
hand out of a sack slung from his shoulder. They broke open the cellar door and
sprinkled lime there, and in all the outbuildings. As they recrossed the lawn, a win-
dow that had been dark was lighted and Miss Emily sat in it, the light behind her, and
her upright torso motionless as that of an idol. They crept quietly across the lawn and
into the shadow of the locusts that lined the street. After a week or two the smell went
away.

That was when people had begun to feel really sorry for her. People in our
town, remembering how old lady Wyatt, her great-aunt, had gone completely crazy at
last, believed that the Griersons held themselves a little too high for what they really
were. None of the young men were quite good enough for Miss Emily and such. We
had long thought of them as a tableau, Miss Emily a slender figure in white in the
background, her father a spraddled silhouette in the foreground, his back to her and
clutching a horsewhip, the two of them framed by the back-flung front door. So when
she got to be thirty and was still single, we were not pleased exactly, but vindicated;
even with insanity in the family she wouldn't have turned down all of her chances if
they had really materialized.

When her father died, it got about that the house was all that was left to her;
and in a way, people were glad. At last they could pity Miss Emily. Being left alone,
and a pauper, she had become humanized. Now she too would know the old thrill and
the old despair of a penny more or less.

The day after his death all the ladies prepared to call at the house and offer
condolence and aid, as is our custom Miss Emily met them at the door, dressed as

usual and with no trace of grief on her face. She told them that her father was not
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dead. She did that for three days, with the ministers calling on her, and the doctors,
trying to persuade her to let them dispose of the body. Just as they were about to re-
sort to law and force, she broke down, and they buried her father quickly.

We did not say she was crazy then. We believed she had to do that. We re-
membered all the young men her father had driven away, and we knew that with
nothing left, she would have to cling to that which had robbed her, as people will.

111

She was sick for a long time. When we saw her again, her hair was cut short,
making her look like a girl, with a vague resemblance to those angels in colored
church windows—sort of tragic and serene.

The town had just let the contracts for paving the sidewalks, and in the summer
after her father’s death they began the work. The construction company came with
riggers and mules and machinery, and a foreman named Homer Barron, a Yankee — a
big, dark, ready man, with a big voice and eyes lighter than his face. The little boys
would follow in groups to hear him cuss the riggers, and the riggers singing in time to
the rise and fall of picks. Pretty soon he knew everybody in town. Whenever you
heard a lot of laughing anywhere about the square, Homer Barron would be in the
center of the group. Presently we began to see him and Miss Emily on Sunday after-
noons driving in the yellow-wheeled buggy and the matched team of bays from the
livery stable.

At first we were glad that Miss Emily would have an interest, because the la-
dies all said, “Of course a Grierson would not think seriously of a Northerner, a day
laborer.” But there were still others, older people, who said that even grief could not
cause a real lady to forget noblesse oblige — without calling it noblesse oblige. They
just said, “Poor Emily. Her kinsfolk should come to her.” She had some kin in Ala-
bama; but years ago her father had fallen out with them over the estate of old lady
Whyatt, the crazy woman, and there was no communication between the two families.
They had not even been represented at the funeral.

And as soon as the old people said, “Poor Emily,” the whispering began. “Do

you suppose it’s really so?” they said to one another. “Of course it is. What else could
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... This behind their hands; rustling of craned silk and satin behind jalousies closed
upon the sun of Sunday afternoon as the thin, swift clop-clop-clop of the matched
team passed: “Poor Emily.”

She carried her head high enough — even when we believed that she was fallen.
It was as if she demanded more than ever the recognition of her dignity as the last
Grierson; as if it had wanted that touch of earthiness to reaffirm her imperviousness.
Like when she bought the rat poison, the arsenic. That was over a year after they had
begun to say “Poor Emily,” and while the two female cousins were visiting her.

“I want some poison,” she said to the druggist. She was over thirty then, still a
slight woman, though thinner than usual, with cold, haughty black eyes in a face the
flesh of which was strained across the temples and about the eye-sockets as you
imagine a lighthouse-keeper’s face ought to look. “I want some poison,” she said.

“Yes, Miss Emily. What kind? For rats and such? I'd recom —”

“I want the best you have. I don't care what kind.”

The druggist named several. “They'll kill anything up to an elephant. But what
you want is -

“Arsenic,” Miss Emily said. “Is that a good one?”

“Is ... arsenic? Yes, ma’am. But what you want —”

“I want arsenic.”

The druggist looked down at her. She looked back at him, erect, her face like a
strained flag. “Why, of course,” the druggist said. “If that’s what you want. But the
law requires you to tell what you are going to use it for.”

Miss Emily just stared at him, her head tilted back in order to look him eye for
eye, until he looked away and went and got the arsenic and wrapped it up. The Negro
delivery boy brought her the package; the druggist didn't come back. When she
opened the package at home there was written on the box, under the skull and bones:
“For rats.”

v
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So the next day we all said, “She will kill herself”; and we said it would be the
best thing. When she had first begun to be seen with Homer Barron, we had said,
“She will marry him.” Then we said, “She will persuade him yet,” because Homer
himself had remarked —he liked men, and it was known that he drank with the
younger men in the Elks’ Club — that he was not a marrying man. Later we said,
“Poor Emily” behind the jalousies as they passed on Sunday afternoon in the glitter-
ing buggy, Miss Emily with her head high and Homer Barron with his hat cocked and
a cigar in his teeth, reins and whip in a yellow glove.

Then some of the ladies began to say that it was a disgrace to the town and a
bad example to the young people. The men did not want to interfere, but at last the
ladies forced the Baptist minister — Miss Emily’s people were Episcopal — to call
upon her. He would never divulge what happened during that interview, but he re-
fused to go back again. The next Sunday they again drove about the streets, and the
following day the minister’s wife wrote to Miss Emily’s relations in Alabama.

So she had blood-kin under her roof again and we sat back to watch develop-
ments. At first nothing happened. Then we were sure that they were to be married.
We learned that Miss Emily had been to the jeweler’s and ordered a man’s toilet set
in silver, with the letters H. B. on each piece. Two days later we learned that she had
bought a complete outfit of men’s clothing, including a nightshirt, and we said, “They
are married.” We were really glad. We were glad because the two female cousins
were even more Grierson than Miss Emily had ever been.

So we were not surprised when Homer Barron — the streets had been finished
some time since — was gone. We were a little disappointed that there was not a public
blowing-off, but we believed that he had gone on to prepare for Miss Emily’s com-
ing, or to give her a chance to get rid of the cousins. (By that time it was a cabal, and
we were all Miss Emily’s allies to help circumvent the cousins.) Sure enough, after
another week they departed. And, as we had expected all along, within three days
Homer Barron was back in town. A neighbor saw the Negro man admit him at the

kitchen door at dusk one evening.
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And that was the last we saw of Homer Barron. And of Miss Emily for some
time. The Negro man went in and out with the market basket, but the front door re-
mained closed. Now and then we would see her at a window for a moment, as the
men did that night when they sprinkled the lime, but for almost six months she did
not appear on the streets. Then we knew that this was to be expected too; as if that
quality of her father which had thwarted her woman’s life so many times had been
too virulent and too furious to die.

When we next saw Miss Emily, she had grown fat and her hair was turning
gray. During the next few years it grew grayer and grayer until it attained an even
pepper-and-salt iron-gray, when it ceased turning. Up to the day of her death at sev-
enty-four it was still that vigorous iron-gray, like the hair of an active man.

From that time on her front door remained closed, save for a period of six or
seven years, when she was about forty, during which she gave lessons in china-
painting. She fitted up a studio in one of the downstairs rooms, where the daughters
and granddaughters of Colonel Sartoris’ contemporaries were sent to her with the
same regularity and in the same spirit that they were sent to church on Sundays with a
twenty-five-cent piece for the collection plate. Meanwhile her taxes had been remit-
ted.

Then the newer generation became the backbone and the spirit of the town, and
the painting pupils grew up and fell away and did not send their children to her with
boxes of color and tedious brushes and pictures cut from the ladies’ magazines. The
front door closed upon the last one and remained closed for good. When the town got
free postal delivery, Miss Emily alone refused to let them fasten the metal numbers
above her door and attach a mailbox to it. She would not listen to them.

Daily, monthly, yearly we watched the Negro grow grayer and more stooped,
going in and out with the market basket. Each December we sent her a tax notice,
which would be returned by the post office a week later, unclaimed. Now and then
we would see her in one of the downstairs windows — she had evidently shut up the

top floor of the house — like the carven torso of an idol in a niche, looking or not
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looking at us, we could never tell which. Thus she passed from generation to genera-
tion — dear, inescapable, impervious, tranquil, and perverse.

And so she died. Fell ill in the house filled with dust and shadows, with only a
doddering Negro man to wait on her. We did not even know she was sick; we had
long since given up trying to get any information from the Negro. He talked to no
one, probably not even to her, for his voice had grown harsh and rusty, as if from dis-
use.

She died in one of the downstairs rooms, in a heavy walnut bed with a curtain,
her gray head propped on a pillow yellow and moldy with age and lack of sunlight.

\Y

The Negro met the first of the ladies at the front door and let them in, with their
hushed, sibilant voices and their quick, curious glances, and then he disappeared. He
walked right through the house and out the back and was not seen again.

The two female cousins came at once. They held the funeral on the second day,
with the town coming to look at Miss Emily beneath a mass of bought flowers, with
the crayon face of her father musing profoundly above the bier and the ladies sibilant
and macabre; and the very old men — some in their brushed Confederate uniforms —
on the porch and the lawn, talking of Miss Emily as if she had been a contemporary
of theirs, believing that they had danced with her and courted her perhaps, confusing
time with its mathematical progression, as the old do, to whom all the past is not a
diminishing road but, instead, a huge meadow which no winter ever quite touches,
divided from them now by the narrow bottle-neck of the most recent decade of years.

Already we knew that there was one room in that region above stairs which no
one had seen in forty years, and which would have to be forced. They waited until
Miss Emily was decently in the ground before they opened it.

The violence of breaking down the door seemed to fill this room with pervad-
ing dust. A thin, acrid pall as of the tomb seemed to lie everywhere upon this room
decked and furnished as for a bridal: upon the valance curtains of faded rose color,
upon the rose-shaded lights, upon the dressing table, upon the delicate array of crystal

and the man’s toilet things backed with tarnished silver, silver so tarnished that the
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monogram was obscured. Among them lay a collar and tie, as if they had just been
removed, which, lifted, left upon the surface a pale crescent in the dust. Upon a chair
hung the suit, carefully folded; beneath it the two mute shoes and the discarded socks.

The man himself lay in the bed.

For a long while we just stood there, looking down at the profound and flesh-
less grin. The body had apparently once lain in the attitude of an embrace, but now
the long sleep that outlasts love, that conquers even the grimace of love, had cuck-
olded him. What was left of him, rotted beneath what was left of the nightshirt, had
become inextricable from the bed in which he lay; and upon him and upon the pillow
beside him lay that even coating of the patient and biding dust.

Then we noticed that in the second pillow was the indentation of a head. One
of us lifted something from it, and leaning forward, that faint and invisible dust dry

and acrid in the nostrils, we saw a long strand of iron-gray hair.
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Nathaniel Hawthorne
Feathertop: A Moralized Legend

"Dickon," cried Mother Rigby, "a coal for my pipe!"

The pipe was in the old dame's mouth when she said these words. She had
thrust it there after filling it with tobacco, but without stooping to light it at the
hearth, where indeed there was no appearance of a fire having been kindled that
morning. Forthwith, however, as soon as the order was given, there was an intense
red glow out of the bowl of the pipe, and a whiff of smoke came from Mother Rigby's
lips. Whence the coal came, and how brought thither by an invisible hand, I have
never been able to discover.

"Good!" quoth Mother Rigby, with a nod of her head. "Thank ye, Dickon! And
now for making this scarecrow. Be within call, Dickon, in case I need you again."

The good woman had risen thus early (for as yet it was scarcely sunrise) in or-
der to set about making a scarecrow, which she intended to put in the middle of her
corn-patch. It was now the latter week of May, and the crows and blackbirds had al-
ready discovered the little, green, rolledup leaf of the Indian corn just peeping out of
the soil. She was determined, therefore, to contrive as lifelike a scarecrow as ever was
seen, and to finish it immediately, from top to toe, so that it should begin its sentinel's
duty that very morning. Now Mother Rigby (as everybody must have heard) was one
of the most cunning and potent witches in New England, and might, with very little
trouble, have made a scarecrow ugly enough to frighten the minister himself. But on
this occasion, as she had awakened in an uncommonly pleasant humor, and was fur-
ther dulcified by her pipe tobacco, she resolved to produce something fine, beautiful,
and splendid, rather than hideous and horrible.

"I don't want to set up a hobgoblin in my own corn-patch, and almost at my
own doorstep," said Mother Rigby to herself, puffing out a whiff of smoke; "I could
do it if I pleased, but I'm tired of doing marvellous things, and so I'll keep within the
bounds of every-day business just for variety's sake. Besides, there is no use in scar-

ing the little children for a mile roundabout, though 't is true I'm a witch."
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It was settled, therefore, in her own mind, that the scarecrow should represent a
fine gentleman of the period, so far as the materials at hand would allow. Perhaps it
may be as well to enumerate the chief of the articles that went to the composition of
this figure.

The most important item of all, probably, although it made so little show, was a
certain broomstick, on which Mother Rigby had taken many an airy gallop at mid-
night, and which now served the scarecrow by way of a spinal column, or, as the
unlearned phrase it, a backbone. One of its arms was a disabled flail which used to be
wielded by Goodman Rigby, before his spouse worried him out of this troublesome
world; the other, if I mistake not, was composed of the pudding stick and a broken
rung of a chair, tied loosely together at the elbow. As for its legs, the right was a hoe
handle, and the left an undistinguished and miscellaneous stick from the woodpile. Its
lungs, stomach, and other affairs of that kind were nothing better than a meal bag
stuffed with straw. Thus we have made out the skeleton and entire corporosity of the
scarecrow, with the exception of its head; and this was admirably supplied by a
somewhat withered and shrivelled pumpkin, in which Mother Rigby cut two holes for
the eyes and a slit for the mouth, leaving a bluish-colored knob in the middle to pass
for a nose. It was really quite a respectable face.

"I've seen worse ones on human shoulders, at any rate," said Mother Rigby.
"And many a fine gentleman has a pumpkin head, as well as my scarecrow."

But the clothes, in this case, were to be the making of the man. So the good old
woman took down from a peg an ancient plum-colored coat of London make, and
with relics of embroidery on its seams, cuffs, pocket-flaps, and button-holes, but la-
mentably worn and faded, patched at the elbows, tattered at the skirts, and threadbare
all over. On the left breast was a round hole, whence either a star of nobility had been
rent away, or else the hot heart of some former wearer had scorched it through and
through. The neighbors said that this rich garment belonged to the Black Man's ward-
robe, and that he kept it at Mother Rigby's cottage for the convenience of slipping it
on whenever he wished to make a grand appearance at the governor's table. To match

the coat there was a velvet waistcoat of very ample size, and formerly embroidered
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with foliage that had been as brightly golden as the maple leaves in October, but
which had now quite vanished out of the substance of the velvet. Next came a pair of
scarlet breeches, once worn by the French governor of Louisbourg, and the knees of
which had touched the lower step of the throne of Louis le Grand. The Frenchman
had given these small-clothes to an Indian powwow, who parted with them to the old
witch for a gill of strong waters, at one of their dances in the forest. Furthermore,
Mother Rigby produced a pair of silk stockings and put them on the figure's legs,
where they showed as unsubstantial as a dream, with the wooden reality of the two
sticks making itself miserably apparent through the holes. Lastly, she put her dead
husband's wig on the bare scalp of the pumpkin, and surmounted the whole with a
dusty three-cornered hat, in which was stuck the longest tail feather of a rooster.

Then the old dame stood the figure up in a corner of her cottage and chuckled
to behold its yellow semblance of a visage, with its nobby little nose thrust into the
air. It had a strangely self-satisfied aspect, and seemed to say, "Come look at me!"

"And you are well worth looking at, that's a fact!" quoth Mother Rigby, in ad-
miration at her own handiwork. "I've made many a puppet since I've been a witch, but
methinks this is the finest of them all. 'Tis almost too good for a scarecrow. And, by
the by, I'll just fill a fresh pipe of tobacco and then take him out to the corn-patch."

While filling her pipe the old woman continued to gaze with almost motherly
affection at the figure in the corner. To say the truth, whether it were chance, or skill,
or downright witchcraft, there was something wonderfully human in this ridiculous
shape, bedizened with its tattered finery; and as for the countenance, it appeared to
shrivel its yellow surface into a grin--a funny kind of expression betwixt scorn and
merriment, as if it understood itself to be a jest at mankind. The more Mother Rigby
looked the better she was pleased.

"Dickon," cried she sharply, "another coal for my pipe!"

Hardly had she spoken, than, just as before, there was a red-glowing coal on
the top of the tobacco. She drew in a long whiff and puftfed it forth again into the bar
of morning sunshine which struggled through the one dusty pane of her cottage win-

dow. Mother Rigby always liked to flavor her pipe with a coal of fire from the par-
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ticular chimney corner whence this had been brought. But where that chimney corner
might be, or who brought the coal from it,--further than that the invisible messenger
seemed to respond to the name of Dickon,--I cannot tell.

"That puppet yonder," thought Mother Rigby, still with her eyes fixed on the
scarecrow, "is too good a piece of work to stand all summer in a corn-patch, frighten-
ing away the crows and blackbirds. He's capable of better things. Why, I've danced
with a worse one, when partners happened to be scarce, at our witch meetings in the
forest! What if I should let him take his chance among the other men of straw and
empty fellows who go bustling about the world?"

The old witch took three or four more whiffs of her pipe and smiled.

"He'll meet plenty of his brethren at every street corner!" continued she. "Well;
I didn't mean to dabble in witchcraft to-day, further than the lighting of my pipe, but a
witch [ am, and a witch I'm likely to be, and there's no use trying to shirk it. I'll make
a man of my scarecrow, were it only for the joke's sake!"

While muttering these words, Mother Rigby took the pipe from her own mouth
and thrust it into the crevice which represented the same feature in the pumpkin vis-
age of the scarecrow.

"Puff, darling, puff!" said she. "Puff away, my fine fellow! your life depends
on it!"

This was a strange exhortation, undoubtedly, to be addressed to a mere thing of
sticks, straw, and old clothes, with nothing better than a shrivelled pumpkin for a
head,--as we know to have been the scarecrow's case. Nevertheless, as we must care-
fully hold in remembrance, Mother Rigby was a witch of singular power and dexter-
ity; and, keeping this fact duly before our minds, we shall see nothing beyond credi-
bility in the remarkable incidents of our story. Indeed, the great difficulty will be at
once got over, if we can only bring ourselves to believe that, as soon as the old dame
bade him puff, there came a whiff of smoke from the scarecrow's mouth. It was the
very feeblest of whiffs, to be sure; but it was followed by another and another, each

more decided than the preceding one.
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"Puff away, my pet! puff away, my pretty one!" Mother Rigby kept repeating,
with her pleasantest smile. "It is the breath of life to ye; and that you may take my
word for."

Beyond all question the pipe was bewitched. There must have been a spell ei-
ther in the tobacco or in the fiercely-glowing coal that so mysteriously burned on top
of it, or in the pungently-aromatic smoke which exhaled from the kindled weed. The
figure, after a few doubtful attempts at length blew forth a volley of smoke extending
all the way from the obscure corner into the bar of sunshine. There it eddied and
melted away among the motes of dust. It seemed a convulsive effort; for the two or
three next whiffs were fainter, although the coal still glowed and threw a gleam over
the scarecrow's visage. The old witch clapped her skinny hands together, and smiled
encouragingly upon her handiwork. She saw that the charm worked well. The shriv-
elled, yellow face, which heretofore had been no face at all, had already a thin, fan-
tastic haze, as it were of human likeness, shifting to and fro across it; sometimes van-
ishing entirely, but growing more perceptible than ever with the next whiff from the
pipe. The whole figure, in like manner, assumed a show of life, such as we impart to
ill-defined shapes among the clouds, and half deceive ourselves with the pastime of
our own fancy.

If we must needs pry closely into the matter, it may be doubted whether there
was any real change, after all, in the sordid, wornout worthless, and ill-jointed sub-
stance of the scarecrow; but merely a spectral illusion, and a cunning effect of light
and shade so colored and contrived as to delude the eyes of most men. The miracles
of witchcraft seem always to have had a very shallow subtlety; and, at least, if the
above explanation do not hit the truth of the process, I can suggest no better.

"Well puffed, my pretty lad!" still cried old Mother Rigby. "Come, another
good stout whiff, and let it be with might and main. Puff for thy life, I tell thee! Puff
out of the very bottom of thy heart, if any heart thou hast, or any bottom to it! Well

done, again! Thou didst suck in that mouthful as if for the pure love of it."
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And then the witch beckoned to the scarecrow, throwing so much magnetic po-
tency into her gesture that it seemed as if it must inevitably be obeyed, like the mystic
call of the loadstone when it summons the iron.

"Why lurkest thou in the corner, lazy one?" said she. "Step forth! Thou hast the
world before thee!"

Upon my word, if the legend were not one which I heard on my grandmother's
knee, and which had established its place among things credible before my childish
judgment could analyze its probability, I question whether I should have the face to
tell it now.

In obedience to Mother Rigby's word, and extending its arm as if to reach her
outstretched hand, the figure made a step forward--a kind of hitch and jerk, however,
rather than a step--then tottered and almost lost its balance. What could the witch ex-
pect? It was nothing, after all, but a scarecrow stuck upon two sticks. But the strong-
willed old beldam scowled, and beckoned, and flung the energy of her purpose so
forcibly at this poor combination of rotten wood, and musty straw, and ragged gar-
ments, that it was compelled to show itself a man, in spite of the reality of things. So
it stepped into the bar of sunshine. There it stood, poor devil of a contrivance that it
was!--with only the thinnest vesture of human similitude about it, through which was
evident the stiff, rickety, incongruous, faded, tattered, good-for-nothing patchwork of
its substance, ready to sink in a heap upon the floor, as conscious of its own unwor-
thiness to be erect. Shall I confess the truth? At its present point of vivification, the
scarecrow reminds me of some of the lukewarm and abortive characters, composed of
heterogeneous materials, used for the thousandth time, and never worth using, with
which romance writers (and myself, no doubt, among the rest) have so overpeopled
the world of fiction.

But the fierce old hag began to get angry and show a glimpse of her diabolic
nature (like a snake's head, peeping with a hiss out of her bosom), at this pusillani-
mous behavior of the thing which she had taken the trouble to put together.

"Puff away, wretch!" cried she, wrathfully. "Puff, puff, puff, thou thing of

straw and emptiness! thou rag or two! thou meal bag! thou pumpkin head! thou noth-
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ing! Where shall I find a name vile enough to call thee by? Puff, I say, and suck in
thy fantastic life with the smoke! else I snatch the pipe from thy mouth and hurl thee
where that red coal came from."

Thus threatened, the unhappy scarecrow had nothing for it but to puff away for
dear life. As need was, therefore, it applied itself lustily to the pipe, and sent forth
such abundant volleys of tobacco smoke that the small cottage kitchen became all va-
porous. The one sunbeam struggled mistily through, and could but imperfectly define
the image of the cracked and dusty window pane on the opposite wall. Mother Rigby,
meanwhile, with one brown arm akimbo and the other stretched towards the figure,
loomed grimly amid the obscurity with such port and expression as when she was
wont to heave a ponderous nightmare on her victims and stand at the bedside to enjoy
their agony. In fear and trembling did this poor scarecrow puff. But its efforts, it must
be acknowledged, served an excellent purpose; for, with each successive whiff, the
figure lost more and more of its dizzy and perplexing tenuity and seemed to take
denser substance. Its very garments, moreover, partook of the magical change, and
shone with the gloss of novelty and glistened with the skilfully embroidered gold that
had long ago been rent away. And, half revealed among the smoke, a yellow visage
bent its lustreless eyes on Mother Rigby.

At last the old witch clinched her fist and shook it at the figure. Not that she
was positively angry, but merely acting on the principle--perhaps untrue, or not the
only truth, though as high a one as Mother Rigby could be expected to attain--that
feeble and torpid natures, being incapable of better inspiration, must be stirred up by
fear. But here was the crisis. Should she fail in what she now sought to effect, it was
her ruthless purpose to scatter the miserable simulacre into its original elements.

"Thou hast a man's aspect," said she, sternly. "Have also the echo and mockery
of a voice! I bid thee speak!"

The scarecrow gasped, struggled, and at length emitted a murmur, which was
so incorporated with its smoky breath that you could scarcely tell whether it were in-

deed a voice or only a whiff of tobacco. Some narrators of this legend hold the opin-
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ion that Mother Rigby's conjurations and the fierceness of her will had compelled a
familiar spirit into the figure, and that the voice was his.

"Mother," mumbled the poor stifled voice, "be not so awful with me! I would
fain speak; but being without wits, what can I say?"

"Thou canst speak, darling, canst thou?" cried Mother Rigby, relaxing her grim
countenance into a smile. "And what shalt thou say, quoth-a! Say, indeed! Art thou of
the brotherhood of the empty skull, and demandest of me what thou shalt say? Thou
shalt say a thousand things, and saying them a thousand times over, thou shalt still
have said nothing! Be not afraid, I tell thee! When thou comest into the world
(whither I purpose sending thee forthwith) thou shalt not lack the wherewithal to talk.
Talk! Why, thou shall babble like a mill-stream, if thou wilt. Thou hast brains enough
for that, I trow!"

"At your service, mother," responded the figure.

"And that was well said, my pretty one," answered Mother Rigby. "Then thou
speakest like thyself, and meant nothing. Thou shalt have a hundred such set phrases,
and five hundred to the boot of them. And now, darling, I have taken so much pains
with thee and thou art so beautiful, that, by my troth, I love thee better than any
witch's puppet in the world; and I've made them of all sorts--clay, wax, straw, sticks,
night fog, morning mist, sea foam, and chimney smoke. But thou art the very best. So
give heed to what I say."

"Yes, kind mother," said the figure, "with all my heart!"

"With all thy heart!" cried the old witch, setting her hands to her sides and
laughing loudly. "Thou hast such a pretty way of speaking. With all thy heart! And
thou didst put thy hand to the left side of thy waistcoat as if thou really hadst one!"

So now, in high good humor with this fantastic contrivance of hers, Mother
Rigby told the scarecrow that it must go and play its part in the great world, where
not one man in a hundred, she affirmed, was gifted with more real substance than it-
self. And, that he might hold up his head with the best of them, she endowed him, on
the spot, with an unreckonable amount of wealth. It consisted partly of a gold mine in

Eldorado, and of ten thousand shares in a broken bubble, and of half a million acres
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of vineyard at the North Pole, and of a castle in the air, and a chateau in Spain, to-
gether with all the rents and income therefrom accruing. She further made over to
him the cargo of a certain ship, laden with salt of Cadiz, which she herself, by her ne-
cromantic arts, had caused to founder, ten years before, in the deepest part of mid-
ocean. If the salt were not dissolved, and could be brought to market, it would fetch a
pretty penny among the fishermen. That he might not lack ready money, she gave
him a copper farthing of Birmingham manufacture, being all the coin she had about
her, and likewise a great deal of brass, which she applied to his forehead, thus making
it yellower than ever.

"With that brass alone," quoth Mother Rigby, "thou canst pay thy way all over
the earth. Kiss me, pretty darling! I have done my best for thee."

Furthermore, that the adventurer might lack no possible advantage towards a
fair start in life, this excellent old dame gave him a token by which he was to intro-
duce himself to a certain magistrate, member of the council, merchant, and elder of
the church (the four capacities constituting but one man), who stood at the head of
society in the neighboring metropolis. The token was neither more nor less than a
single word, which Mother Rigby whispered to the scarecrow, and which the scare-
crow was to whisper to the merchant.

"Gouty as the old fellow is, he'll run thy errands for thee, when once thou hast
given him that word in his ear," said the old witch. "Mother Rigby knows the wor-
shipful Justice Gookin, and the worshipful Justice knows Mother Rigby!"

Here the witch thrust her wrinkled face close to the puppet's, chuckling irre-
pressibly, and fidgeting all through her system, with delight at the idea which she
meant to communicate.

"The worshipful Master Gookin," whispered she, "hath a comely maiden to his
daughter. And hark ye, my pet! Thou hast a fair outside, and a pretty wit enough of
thine own. Yea, a pretty wit enough! Thou wilt think better of it when thou hast seen
more of other people's wits. Now, with thy outside and thy inside, thou art the very
man to win a young girl's heart. Never doubt it! I tell thee it shall be so. Put but a bold
face on the matter, sigh, smile, flourish thy hat, thrust forth thy leg like a dancing-
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master, put thy right hand to the left side of thy waistcoat, and pretty Polly Gookin is
thine own!"

All this while the new creature had been sucking in and exhaling the vapory
fragrance of his pipe, and seemed now to continue this occupation as much for the
enjoyment it afforded as because it was an essential condition of his existence. It was
wonderful to see how exceedingly like a human being it behaved. Its eyes (for it ap-
peared to possess a pair) were bent on Mother Rigby, and at suitable junctures it nod-
ded or shook its head. Neither did it lack words proper for the occasion: "Really! In-
deed! Pray tell me! Is it possible! Upon my word! By no means! Oh! Ah! Hem!" and
other such weighty utterances as imply attention, inquiry, acquiescence, or dissent on
the part of the auditor. Even had you stood by and seen the scarecrow made, you
could scarcely have resisted the conviction that it perfectly understood the cunning
counsels which the old witch poured into its counterfeit of an ear. The more earnestly
it applied its lips to the pipe, the more distinctly was its human likeness stamped
among visible realities, the more sagacious grew its expression, the more lifelike its
gestures and movements, and the more intelligibly audible its voice. Its garments,
too, glistened so much the brighter with an illusory magnificence. The very pipe, in
which burned the spell of all this wonderwork, ceased to appear as a smoke-
blackened earthen stump, and became a meerschaum, with painted bowl and amber
mouthpiece.

It might be apprehended, however, that as the life of the illusion seemed identi-
cal with the vapor of the pipe, it would terminate simultaneously with the reduction
of the tobacco to ashes. But the beldam foresaw the difficulty.

"Hold thou the pipe, my precious one," said she, "while I fill it for thee again.

It was sorrowful to behold how the fine gentleman began to fade back into a
scarecrow while Mother Rigby shook the ashes out of the pipe and proceeded to re-
plenish it from her tobacco-box.

"Dickon," cried she, in her high, sharp tone, "another coal for this pipe!"

No sooner said than the intensely red speck of fire was glowing within the

pipe-bowl; and the scarecrow, without waiting for the witch's bidding, applied the
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tube to his lips and drew in a few short, convulsive whiffs, which soon, however, be-
came regular and equable.

"Now, mine own heart's darling," quoth Mother Rigby, "whatever may happen
to thee, thou must stick to thy pipe. Thy life is in it; and that, at least, thou knowest
well, if thou knowest nought besides. Stick to thy pipe, I say! Smoke, puff, blow thy
cloud; and tell the people, if any question be made, that it is for thy health, and that so
the physician orders thee to do. And, sweet one, when thou shalt find thy pipe getting
low, go apart into some corner, and (first filling thyself with smoke) cry sharply,
'Dickon, a fresh pipe of tobacco!' and, 'Dickon, another coal for my pipe!' and have it
into thy pretty mouth as speedily as may be. Else, instead of a gallant gentleman in a
gold-laced coat, thou wilt be but a jumble of sticks and tattered clothes, and a bag of
straw, and a withered pumpkin! Now depart, my treasure, and good luck go with
thee!"

"Never fear, mother!" said the figure, in a stout voice, and sending forth a cou-
rageous whiff of smoke, "I will thrive, if an honest man and a gentleman may!"

"Oh, thou wilt be the death of me!" cried the old witch, convulsed with laugh-
ter. "That was well said. If an honest man and a gentleman may! Thou playest thy
part to perfection. Get along with thee for a smart fellow; and I will wager on thy
head, as a man of pith and substance, with a brain and what they call a heart, and all
else that a man should have, against any other thing on two legs. I hold myself a bet-
ter witch than yesterday, for thy sake. Did not I make thee? And I defy any witch in
New England to make such another! Here; take my staff along with thee!"

The staff, though it was but a plain oaken stick, immediately took the aspect of
a gold-headed cane.

"That gold head has as much sense in it as thine own," said Mother Rigby, "and
it will guide thee straight to worshipful Master Gookin's door. Get thee gone, my
pretty pet, my darling, my precious one, my treasure; and if any ask thy name, it is
Feathertop. For thou hast a feather in thy hat, and I have thrust a handful of feathers
into the hollow of thy head, and thy wig, too, is of the fashion they call Feathertop,--
so be Feathertop thy name!"
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And, issuing from the cottage, Feathertop strode manfully towards town.
Mother Rigby stood at the threshold, well pleased to see how the sunbeams glistened
on him, as if all his magnificence were real, and how diligently and lovingly he
smoked his pipe, and how handsomely he walked, in spite of a little stiffness of his
legs. She watched him until out of sight, and threw a witch benediction after her dar-
ling, when a turn of the road snatched him from her view.

Betimes in the forenoon, when the principal street of the neighboring town was
just at its acme of life and bustle, a stranger of very distinguished figure was seen on
the sidewalk. His port as well as his garments betokened nothing short of nobility. He
wore a richly-embroidered plum-colored coat, a waistcoat of costly velvet, magnifi-
cently adorned with golden foliage, a pair of splendid scarlet breeches, and the finest
and glossiest of white silk stockings. His head was covered with a peruke, so daintily
powdered and adjusted that it would have been sacrilege to disorder it with a hat;
which, therefore (and it was a gold-laced hat, set off with a snowy feather), he carried
beneath his arm. On the breast of his coat glistened a star. He managed his gold-
headed cane with an airy grace, peculiar to the fine gentlemen of the period; and, to
give the highest possible finish to his equipment, he had lace ruffles at his wrist, of a
most ethereal delicacy, sufficiently avouching how idle and aristocratic must be the
hands which they half concealed.

It was a remarkable point in the accoutrement of this brilliant personage that he
held in his left hand a fantastic kind of a pipe, with an exquisitely painted bowl and
an amber mouthpiece. This he applied to his lips as often as every five or six paces,
and inhaled a deep whiff of smoke, which, after being retained a moment in his lungs,
might be seen to eddy gracefully from his mouth and nostrils.

As may well be supposed, the street was all astir to find out the stranger's
name.

"It is some great nobleman, beyond question," said one of the townspeople.
"Do you see the star at his breast?"

"Nay; it is too bright to be seen," said another. "Yes; he must needs be a no-

bleman, as you say. But by what conveyance, think you, can his lordship have voy-
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aged or travelled hither? There has been no vessel from the old country for a month
past; and if he have arrived overland from the southward, pray where are his atten-
dants and equipage?"

"He needs no equipage to set off his rank," remarked a third. "If he came
among us in rags, nobility would shine through a hole in his elbow. I never saw such
dignity of aspect. He has the old Norman blood in his veins, I warrant him."

"I rather take him to be a Dutchman, or one of your high Germans," said an-
other citizen. "The men of those countries have always the pipe at their mouths."

"And so has a Turk," answered his companion. "But, in my judgment, this
stranger hath been bred at the French court, and hath there learned politeness and
grace of manner, which none understand so well as the nobility of France. That gait,
now! A vulgar spectator might deem it stiff--he might call it a hitch and jerk--but, to
my eye, it hath an unspeakable majesty, and must have been acquired by constant ob-
servation of the deportment of the Grand Monarque. The stranger's character and of-
fice are evident enough. He is a French ambassador, come to treat with our rulers
about the cession of Canada."

"More probably a Spaniard," said another, "and hence his yellow complexion;
or, most likely, he is from the Havana, or from some port on the Spanish main, and
comes to make investigation about the piracies which our government is thought to
connive at. Those settlers in Peru and Mexico have skins as yellow as the gold which
they dig out of their mines."

"Yellow or not," cried a lady, "he is a beautiful man!--so tall, so slender! such a
fine, noble face, with so well-shaped a nose, and all that delicacy of expression about
the mouth! And, bless me, how bright his star is! It positively shoots out flames!"

"So do your eyes, fair lady," said the stranger, with a bow and a flourish of his
pipe; for he was just passing at the instant. "Upon my honor, they have quite dazzled
me."

"Was ever so original and exquisite a compliment?" murmured the lady, in an

ecstasy of delight.
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Amid the general admiration excited by the stranger's appearance, there were
only two dissenting voices. One was that of an impertinent cur, which, after snuffing
at the heels of the glistening figure, put its tail between its legs and skulked into its
master's back yard, vociferating an execrable howl. The other dissentient was a young
child, who squalled at the fullest stretch of his lungs, and babbled some unintelligible
nonsense about a pumpkin.

Feathertop meanwhile pursued his way along the street. Except for the few
complimentary words to the lady, and now and then a slight inclination of the head in
requital of the profound reverences of the bystanders, he seemed wholly absorbed in
his pipe. There needed no other proof of his rank and consequence than the perfect
equanimity with which he comported himself, while the curiosity and admiration of
the town swelled almost into clamor around him. With a crowd gathering behind his
footsteps, he finally reached the mansion-house of the worshipful Justice Gookin, en-
tered the gate, ascended the steps of the front door, and knocked. In the interim, be-
fore his summons was answered, the stranger was observed to shake the ashes out of
his pipe.

"What did he say in that sharp voice?" inquired one of the spectators.

"Nay, I know not," answered his friend. "But the sun dazzles my eyes
strangely. How dim and faded his lordship looks all of a sudden! Bless my wits, what
is the matter with me?"

"The wonder is," said the other, "that his pipe, which was out only an instant
ago, should be all alight again, and with the reddest coal I ever saw. There is some-
thing mysterious about this stranger. What a whiff of smoke was that! Dim and faded
did you call him? Why, as he turns about the star on his breast is all ablaze."

"It 1s, indeed," said his companion; "and it will go near to dazzle pretty Polly
Gookin, whom I see peeping at it out of the chamber window."

The door being now opened, Feathertop turned to the crowd, made a stately
bend of his body like a great man acknowledging the reverence of the meaner sort,
and vanished into the house. There was a mysterious kind of a smile, if it might not

better be called a grin or grimace, upon his visage; but, of all the throng that beheld
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him, not an individual appears to have possessed insight enough to detect the illusive
character of the stranger except a little child and a cur dog.

Our legend here loses somewhat of its continuity, and, passing over the pre-
liminary explanation between Feathertop and the merchant, goes in quest of the pretty
Polly Gookin. She was a damsel of a soft, round figure, with light hair and blue eyes,
and a fair, rosy face, which seemed neither very shrewd nor very simple. This young
lady had caught a glimpse of the glistening stranger while standing on the threshold,
and had forthwith put on a laced cap, a string of beads, her finest kerchief, and her
stiffest damask petticoat in preparation for the interview. Hurrying from her chamber
to the parlor, she had ever since been viewing herself in the large looking-glass and
practising pretty airs-now a smile, now a ceremonious dignity of aspect, and now a
softer smile than the former, kissing her hand likewise, tossing her head, and manag-
ing her fan; while within the mirror an unsubstantial little maid repeated every ges-
ture and did all the foolish things that Polly did, but without making her ashamed of
them. In short, it was the fault of pretty Polly's ability rather than her will if she failed
to be as complete an artifice as the illustrious Feathertop himself; and, when she thus
tampered with her own simplicity, the witch's phantom might well hope to win her.

No sooner did Polly hear her father's gouty footsteps approaching the parlor
door, accompanied with the stiff clatter of Feathertop's high-heeled shoes, than she
seated herself bolt upright and innocently began warbling a song.

"Polly! daughter Polly!" cried the old merchant. "Come hither, child."

Master Gookin's aspect, as he opened the door, was doubtful and troubled.

"This gentleman," continued he, presenting the stranger, "is the Chevalier
Feathertop,--nay, I beg his pardon, my Lord Feathertop, --who hath brought me a to-
ken of remembrance from an ancient friend of mine. Pay your duty to his lordship,
child, and honor him as his quality deserves."

After these few words of introduction, the worshipful magistrate immediately
quitted the room. But, even in that brief moment, had the fair Polly glanced aside at
her father instead of devoting herself wholly to the brilliant guest, she might have

taken warning of some mischief nigh at hand. The old man was nervous, fidgety, and
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very pale. Purposing a smile of courtesy, he had deformed his face with a sort of gal-
vanic grin, which, when Feathertop's back was turned, he exchanged for a scowl, at
the same time shaking his fist and stamping his gouty foot--an incivility which
brought its retribution along with it. The truth appears to have been that Mother
Rigby's word of introduction, whatever it might be, had operated far more on the rich
merchant's fears than on his good will. Moreover, being a man of wonderfully acute
observation, he had noticed that these painted figures on the bowl of Feathertop's pipe
were in motion. Looking more closely he became convinced that these figures were a
party of little demons, each duly provided with horns and a tail, and dancing hand in
hand, with gestures of diabolical merriment, round the circumference of the pipe
bowl. As if to confirm his suspicions, while Master Gookin ushered his guest along a
dusky passage from his private room to the parlor, the star on Feathertop's breast had
scintillated actual flames, and threw a flickering gleam upon the wall, the ceiling, and
the floor.

With such sinister prognostics manifesting themselves on all hands, it is not to
be marvelled at that the merchant should have felt that he was committing his daugh-
ter to a very questionable acquaintance. He cursed, in his secret soul, the insinuating
elegance of Feathertop's manners, as this brilliant personage bowed, smiled, put his
hand on his heart, inhaled a long whiff from his pipe, and enriched the atmosphere
with the smoky vapor of a fragrant and visible sigh. Gladly would poor Master
Gookin have thrust his dangerous guest into the street; but there was a constraint and
terror within him. This respectable old gentleman, we fear, at an earlier period of life,
had given some pledge or other to the evil principle, and perhaps was now to redeem
it by the sacrifice of his daughter.

It so happened that the parlor door was partly of glass, shaded by a silken cur-
tain, the folds of which hung a little awry. So strong was the merchant's interest in
witnessing what was to ensue between the fair Polly and the gallant Feathertop that,
after quitting the room, he could by no means refrain from peeping through the crev-

ice of the curtain.

137



But there was nothing very miraculous to be seen; nothing--except the trifles
previously noticed--to confirm the idea of a supernatural peril environing the pretty
Polly. The stranger it is true was evidently a thorough and practised man of the world,
systematic and self-possessed, and therefore the sort of a person to whom a parent
ought not to confide a simple, young girl without due watchfulness for the result. The
worthy magistrate who had been conversant with all degrees and qualities of man-
kind, could not but perceive every motion and gesture of the distinguished Feathertop
came in its proper place; nothing had been left rude or native in him; a well-digested
conventionalism had incorporated itself thoroughly with his substance and trans-
formed him into a work of art. Perhaps it was this peculiarity that invested him with a
species of ghastliness and awe. It is the effect of anything completely and consum-
mately artificial, in human shape, that the person impresses us as an unreality and as
having hardly pith enough to cast a shadow upon the floor. As regarded Feathertop,
all this resulted in a wild, extravagant, and fantastical impression, as if his life and be-
ing were akin to the smoke that curled upward from his pipe.

But pretty Polly Gookin felt not thus. The pair were now promenading the
room: Feathertop with his dainty stride and no less dainty grimace, the girl with a na-
tive maidenly grace, just touched, not spoiled, by a slightly affected manner, which
seemed caught from the perfect artifice of her companion. The longer the interview
continued, the more charmed was pretty Polly, until, within the first quarter of an
hour (as the old magistrate noted by his watch), she was evidently beginning to be in
love. Nor need it have been witchcraft that subdued her in such a hurry; the poor
child's heart, it may be, was so very fervent that it melted her with its own warmth as
reflected from the hollow semblance of a lover. No matter what Feathertop said, his
words found depth and reverberation in her ear; no matter what he did, his action was
heroic to her eye. And by this time it is to be supposed there was a blush on Polly's
cheek, a tender smile about her mouth and a liquid softness in her glance; while the
star kept coruscating on Feathertop's breast, and the little demons careered with more

frantic merriment than ever about the circumference of his pipe bowl. O pretty Polly

138



Gookin, why should these imps rejoice so madly that a silly maiden's heart was about
to be given to a shadow! Is it so unusual a misfortune, so rare a triumph?

By and by Feathertop paused, and throwing himself into an imposing attitude,
seemed to summon the fair girl to survey his figure and resist him longer if she could.
His star, his embroidery, his buckles glowed at that instant with unutterable splendor;
the picturesque hues of his attire took a richer depth of coloring; there was a gleam
and polish over his whole presence betokening the perfect witchery of well-ordered
manners. The maiden raised her eyes and suffered them to linger upon her companion
with a bashful and admiring gaze. Then, as if desirous of judging what value her own
simple comeliness might have side by side with so much brilliancy, she cast a glance
towards the full-length looking-glass in front of which they happened to be standing.
It was one of the truest plates in the world and incapable of flattery. No sooner did
the images therein reflected meet Polly's eye than she shrieked, shrank from the
stranger's side, gazed at him for a moment in the wildest dismay, and sank insensible
upon the floor. Feathertop likewise had looked towards the mirror, and there beheld,
not the glittering mockery of his outside show, but a picture of the sordid patchwork
of his real composition stripped of all witchcraft.

The wretched simulacrum! We almost pity him. He threw up his arms with an
expression of despair that went further than any of his previous manifestations to-
wards vindicating his claims to be reckoned human, for perchance the only time since
this so often empty and deceptive life of mortals began its course, an illusion had
seen and fully recognized itself.

Mother Rigby was seated by her kitchen hearth in the twilight of this eventful
day, and had just shaken the ashes out of a new pipe, when she heard a hurried tramp
along the road. Yet it did not seem so much the tramp of human footsteps as the clat-
ter of sticks or the rattling of dry bones.

"Ha!" thought the old witch, "what step is that? Whose skeleton is out of its
grave now, [ wonder?"

A figure burst headlong into the cottage door. It was Feathertop! His pipe was
still alight; the star still flamed upon his breast; the embroidery still glowed upon his
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garments; nor had he lost, in any degree or manner that could be estimated, the aspect
that assimilated him with our mortal brotherhood. But yet, in some indescribable way
(as is the case with all that has deluded us when once found out), the poor reality was
felt beneath the cunning artifice.

"What has gone wrong?" demanded the witch. "Did yonder sniffling hypocrite
thrust my darling from his door? The villain! I'll set twenty fiends to torment him till
he offer thee his daughter on his bended knees!"

"No, mother," said Feathertop despondingly; "it was not that."

"Did the girl scorn my precious one?" asked Mother Rigby, her fierce eyes
glowing like two coals of Tophet. "I'll cover her face with pimples! Her nose shall be
as red as the coal in thy pipe! Her front teeth shall drop out! In a week hence she shall
not be worth thy having!"

"Let her alone, mother," answered poor Feathertop; "the girl was half won; and
methinks a kiss from her sweet lips might have made me altogether human. But," he
added, after a brief pause and then a howl of self-contempt, "I've seen myself,
mother! I've seen myself for the wretched, ragged, empty thing I am! I'll exist no
longer!"

Snatching the pipe from his mouth, he flung it with all his might against the
chimney, and at the same instant sank upon the floor, a medley of straw and tattered
garments, with some sticks protruding from the heap, and a shrivelled pumpkin in the
midst. The eyeholes were now lustreless; but the rudely-carved gap, that just before
had been a mouth still seemed to twist itself into a despairing grin, and was so far
human.

"Poor fellow!" quoth Mother Rigby, with a rueful glance at the relics of her ill-
fated contrivance. "My poor, dear, pretty Feathertop! There are thousands upon thou-
sands of coxcombs and charlatans in the world, made up of just such a jumble of
wornout, forgotten, and good-for-nothing trash as he was! Yet they live in fair repute,
and never see themselves for what they are. And why should my poor puppet be the

only one to know himself and perish for it?"

140



While thus muttering, the witch had filled a fresh pipe of tobacco, and held the
stem between her fingers, as doubtful whether to thrust it into her own mouth or
Feathertop's.

"Poor Feathertop!" she continued. "I could easily give him another chance and
send him forth again tomorrow. But no; his feelings are too tender, his sensibilities
too deep. He seems to have too much heart to bustle for his own advantage in such an
empty and heartless world. Well! well! I'll make a scarecrow of him after all. 'Tis an
innocent and useful vocation, and will suit my darling well; and, if each of his human
brethren had as fit a one, 't would be the better for mankind; and as for this pipe of
tobacco, I need it more than he."

So saying Mother Rigby put the stem between her lips. "Dickon!" cried she, in
her high, sharp tone, "another coal for my pipe!"
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