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Read not to contradict and confute, nor to
believe and take for granted, nor to find talk and
discourse, but to weigh and consider. Some books
are to be tasted,  others to be swallowed, and some
few to be chewed and digested; that is, some books
are to be read only in parts; others to be read but not
curiously,  and  some  few  to  be  read  wholly,  and
with diligence and attention. Some books also may
be read by deputy, and extracts made of them by
others; but that would be only in the less important
arguments and the meaner sort of books; else
distilled books are, like common distilled waters,
flashy things. Reading maketh a full man;
conference a ready man; and writing an exact
man... Histories make men wise; poets, witty; the
mathematics, subtle; natural philosophy, deep;
moral, grave; logic and rhetoric, able to contend;
Abeunt studia in mores.*
* «Studies form manners.» (Bacon F. Of Studies. Quoted
from Language, Form, and Idea / Ed. by T.B. Strandness, H.
Hackett, H.H. Crosby. - N.Y., 1964. - P. 4.)
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. , ,  girl, maiden, lass,

lassie, chick, baby, young lady 
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 girl ,
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. Lass  lassie : , , 
. . Chick  baby ,

 baby , 
. Young lady . , 
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 A SKYLARK

Hail to thee, blithe spirit!
Bird thou never wert,

That from heaven, or near it,
         Pourest thy full heart
In profuse strains of unpremeditated art.
Higher still and higher,

From the earth thou springest,
Like a cloud of fire;

The blue deep thou wingest,
And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever singest.

 « », . 
 heaven, 

 sky. ,  heaven ,
. .

, , 
, , 
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. ,  heaven 
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 spirit, .
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. . , . , 
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. 
 hail 

: to thee, thou never wert, pourest thy heart, thou springest, thou wingest, thou
singest.

, , . 
 art: 

 (in profuse strains of unpremeditated art).
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* Riffaterre M. The Stylistic Function. – Proceedings, of the 9th Intern. Congr. of Linguistics / Ed. by Lunt. – Cambr. Mas., 1964.
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Hark! Heard you not those hoofs of dreadful note?
Sounds not the clang of conflict on the heath?
Saw ye not whom the reeking sabre smote.
Nor saved your brethren ere they sank beneath
Tyrants and Tyrants' slaves? – the fires of Death,
The bale-fires flash on high: – from rock to rock
Each volley tells that thousands cease to breathe;
Death rides upon the sulphury Siroc,
Red Battle stamps his foot, and Nations feel the shock.

(G. Byron. Childe Harold's Pilgrimage)

* .: . // . . . – 1955. –  184. - . . - .
22.- . 124-126. . ,  «  XIX

». – ., 1959,– . 102.
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, .  XVIII 
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. 

-
: Heard you not...? Sounds not the clang...? Saw ye not whom...?

, .  Death  Tyrants
.  « » , 

: reaking sabre smote, brethren sank, thousands cease to
breathe.

: , .
, 

: hark, ye, smite, brethren, ere.
, , : hoofs of dreadful note,

clang of conflict, smote, stamps his foot, shock.
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The evil that men do lives after them;
The good is oft interred with their bones.

(Shakespeare, Julius Caesar, Act III)
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THE TELEPHONE

«When I was just as far as I could walk
From here today,
There was an hour
All still
When leaning with my head against a flower
I heard you talk
Don't say I didn't, for I heard you say –
You spoke from that flower on the windowsill –
Do you remember what it was you said?»

«First tell me what it was you thought you heard.»

«Having found the flower and driven a bee away.
I leaned my head,
And holding by the stalk.
I listened and I thought I caught the word –
What was it? Did you call me by the name?
Or did you say –
Someone said «Come» – I heard it as I bowed.»
«I may have thought as much, but not aloud.»
«Well, so I came.»

R.Frost

 « »? ? ? 
, , ? 

. , : 
,  ( , : 

, ),  ( ) . 
.  – « , 

)!».   –  ,  
.

, . :
«First tell me what it was you thought you heard», «I may have thought as much but not aloud», 

, . , 
– . .  – , 

, , 
, , , 

. , , :
, , . , ,

. : «Don't say I didn't,
for I heard you say».

, , : «First tell me what it
was you thought you heard» , , , , .

, : 
. .
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THE SPAN OF LIFE

The old dog barks backward without getting up
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I can remember when he was a pup.

 – . , 
, . . .

Needing above all
silence and warmth, we produce
brutal cold and noise.

 – . . .
.

 – .
 – ,  « », 

, 
– . .

.

There was a young lady of Niger
Who rode with a smile on a tiger;
They returned from the ride
With the lady inside
And the smile on the face of the tiger.
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 3. –P. 129.

: ,
, , , 

, . – , .
. , ,

., , 
, : «

». 
. ,

, . ,
. , , 

, , 
, , , , , 

. 
.
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, . 
, 

, , 
.

, 
, 

, , . 
, ; 

, , , .
, 

, : ,
. – ,

.
, 

, .
. « , 

 « » , « »
»*.

* . . – ., 1974. – . 135. . : .
. – ., 1979.

, .
 ( . 180-190).

, , 
. , ,

, , -
, , , . 

. , , , 
. , , 

.
. , 

, , 
, , , 

, 
.  – : 

. 
 ( ) , 

.  ( ). 
, . 

.  
*, , .

, . 
, , .

* . § 10.

§ 7. . 

, , , 
.

 (
), , , 

, , , 
, .
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: 
, 

, , 
, , , , 

. , ,
, , 

,  .  
, , 

.
, , 

,  – 
. , , 

, , 
. , , 

. , .
 LXVI 

, , , . , 
, . :

Tired with all these, for restful death I cry,
As to behold desert a beggar born,
And needy nothing trimmed in jollity,
And purest faith unhappily forsworn,
And guilded honour shamefully misplaced,
And maiden virtue rudely strumpeted,
And right perfection wrongfully disgraced,
And strength by limping sway disabled,
And art made tongue-tied by authority,
And folly doctor-like controlling skill,
And simple truth miscall'd simplicity,
And captive good attending captain ill:
Tired with all these, from these would I be gone,
Save that, to die, I leave my love alone.

, , 
. 

. , 
: desert, faith, virtue, perfection, strength, truth, good.

, 
, : needy nothing, limping sway, folly.

;
, , 

, : forsworn, disgraced, miscalled, ,
, – : trimmed in jollity,

controlling.

, , . 
: desert a

beggar born. , a beggar born  –
. :  – 

, .

 Tired with all these, for restful death I cry  unhappily, shamefully, rudely, wrongfully, 
.

. ,
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.  
, .

: 
, . , 

,  11  to
behold,  and. 

.
, , 

, , , 
 –  – . 

, .
, , . 

, . , 
: honour : : shame, maiden : : strumpet, right : : wrong,

folly : : skill, good : : ill.  12- ,
,  ,  

.
: , 

.
,  ,  

.
,  .   LXVI

. 
 and, 

 – 
, , 

, , , . 
 tired with all these, , 

, : for restful death I cry  from these would I be gone.
 – : behold ... beggar born,

needy nothing, faith ... forsworn, right ... wrongfully, tongue-tied, captive ... captain, leave ... love alone.
, 

.  – .
, *  and 
, . ,

: desert, faith, virtue, perfection, strength, truth, good,
, : needy nothing, folly, limping

sway : forsworn, disgraced... 
: unhappily .

 ( , ) 
, : , ,

.

 ( ) , 
,  –

, .
: , .

 tired with all these , , 
. , .  for restful death I cry, 

: From these would I be gone. 
. , ,

:

Save that, to die, I leave my love alone.
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 [1] 
, 

.
 14 *.

* , . :
Richards I.A. Variant Readings and Misrcadings. – In: Style in Language / Ed, by Th.A. Sebeok. – Bloomington, 1960.

. 
. , 

, .
, .

.

. 
.

, 
.  .   –

, , 
, , 

, .
. 

),  ( . ) . .
, . * , 

. , , 
. , .

, 
. . 

.   ( .,  ,  .  )  
.

* . . – ., 1968.

,  ( ,
).

, ,
.

. 
, . 

, -
. 

, , 
, 

» ( . ), , .
. , 

,  .
.

. 
.

,  .  ,  
, . . . , 

,
 ( ) , , 

 ( ). 
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,  – .
.  1923 . 

; .
, . , . .

.

, . 
, . 

 ( , .).
, 

. 
. 

, 
. , , , , 

.
, 

, , 
. 

. .  «
», , 

, . 
: By June our brook's run out of song and

speed. , , , 
, , 

, , : We
love the things we love for what they are.

, 
, .

, 
, , , 
 § 10 *.

* .: .
// . .  – 1978.-  4.

. . .
. . 

 («Language expresses and style stresses»), 
. 

, , , 
. , 

, . 
.

, , ,
, . 
.

. , . , 
, . 

, , , 
, . , .

.
. 

. . 

, 
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, , . 
. .

, 
,  ( ), , , , 

, . 
, 

.
. 

,
, , , , 

*.
* .: . . . – ., 1974. . 75.

§ 8. 

. 
, 

, . 
.  « », « », , 

. .  XX 
, .

-
,  «

».   –  :  
, 

 « », 
,  « ».

.   «
»  (« » , « » ).

, , , ,
, , 

. , , ,
 ( .  «By the pricking of my thumbs» 

. , , 
, , , . 

).
 – 

.  ,  .   1-
 3-  (« » ).

 – , , , .
, 

, , . 
 ( ). , ,

, 
, , , 

, .
, ,

, .
 –  – 
: , , 

, . 
, ,
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, .  – 
. 
,  – .

. 
.

.
, , , 

 – , . 
, . , 

, , , , 
, ; 

, .
. , ,

.
. , 

, . , 
» 

». . 
.  – ,  «

». , -
.

 « » 
, ,  -

. 
. , ,

, : «  – ».  « »
,  ,   –  

, , .
,  – , . 

 « » (
»), , , 

 – .
 « » . , , 

, 
. : , , , .

, , : .  « »
), .  « » ( ),  « » ( ).

, .
.

 – .
, ,  – 

. : , 
,  ,  ,  .  

, , .
. 

.  « »* .
 Humpty-Dumpty,  –  « »

: «Mentre che la speranza ha fior del verde».
* . .  «

» // . – , 1989. – . 25–32.

, , , -
.
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, .
, , «For our time»  – : «Give peace in our time,

oh Lord», , . 
 « » 

, , .
, 

, . 
, .

.  «
» (The Painted Veil). : ...the painted veil which those who live,

call life. . , , , 
: Lift not the painted veil which those who live call life. 

, , , 
, , , – 

.
, 

. , 
, . 

 – 
. 

. ,
: 
,  « » 

» . 
.  7 , :

Ricorditi di me, che son la Pia:
Siena mi fe; distecimi Maremna:
Salsi colui, che, inannellata pria
Disposando m'avea con la sua gemma.

, !
, ,

, 
, , ».

, , , 
,  

.
, 

.
 « » , 

, .
.  « » 

, .
, , -

.  «Fire
Sermon» , : Highbury bore me, Richond and
Kew undid me. , .

,  « » 
.

 « » . 
. , 

, . 
. , . 
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 – . . 
: «The dog it was that died» . , 

:  ,   «
» . , , 

, . .
 ( ) , 

, .
, , 

, . . 
: . 

: , .
. 

, , 
, , , , 

.
, . 

. 
. , . , , 

 « » , 
. , , 

 ( , , ). -
, , *.

* ., . .  « » //
. . . . . – 1985. . 44. -  6. - . 393-405.

,
 « ». 

, . <
 « »  

 « »,  « » 
.>

 « »  .  
, , .

. 
, 

, , , ,
, , . 

, , , .
 « » . 

. , : « :
! ». , .

,  –  « », 
. , 

. , : , ,
, .  « » .

. , 
. 

, , ,
, , 

. 
.

, . 

,  – . 
 ( , 
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,  ).  
, , 

,
, .

, 
.  – 

 « ». 
, ,

.  
, .

. 

, .
, , , 

. 
, . 

.
,

,  – . 
.

 « ».

(« » )

)
,

.
,

.

, ,  «
» (  – , 

).  «
» , . 

. , 
. . 

,  « » ,  « » 
,  « »  – , , . 

, ,  « »
 « », .

,
, 

, .
, , 

, .
, 

, , 
.  « ». 

.  – , , , . 
 –  – . -

, . 
, , , , .
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, , 
, : 

, 
,  – 

 2000- . 
, 

.
,  

, . 
 (  « »;  « » . . :

.  // . – 1989. –  11).

§ 9. 

, , , ,
, . 

,   –  .

, 
, , . 

, , 
, , 

. , 
.

,  « » . .: « »,
», « ». , 

. ,  « » – , 
. 

, .
.

. , , 
*.

* Holliday M.A.K. Op. cit.

», , , , , ,
. , 

, 

.
.

. 
.

,
,  – , 

, , 
.

, 
, ,

. 

. . 15). , ,
,  ( ) .
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; 
, , .

, 
, , 

, , , , . , 
 ( . § 1). : ,

, , , . . 
, , . 

, , , 
, .

, 
, , , , 

, , , 
, . . . 

,  – :

Sun all in a blaze. Lost its shape. Tide pouring up from London as bright as bottled ale. Full
of bubbles and every bubble flashing its own electric torch. Mist breaking into round fat shapes,
china white on Dresden blue. Dutch angels by Rubens della Robbia. Big one on top curled up
with her knees to her nose like the little marble woman Dobson did for Courtauld. A beauty.
Made me jump to think of it. You could have turned it round in your hand. Smooth and neat as a
cricket ball. A Classic Event.

(J. Gary. The Horse's Mouth)

? 
. . , 

, . 
, , .

, , 
, . 

. 
: You could have turned it round in your hand. 

 ( : A beauty)
. , 

, . . 
.

, , . 
,  –  Rubens

della Robbia, 
, 

 « » .
, 

, 
. , , 

, , , . , 
, , 

, , , 
,  .  ,

.
.

, , , 
, , 

, . 
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. ,
.

, , 
, , 

.
 – – , : 

, , ,
.

, 
 66-  X  « » . , 

.

I've no great cause to love that spot of earth,
Which holds what might have been the noblest nation:
But though I owe it little but my birth,
I feel a mixed regret and veneration
For its decaying fame and former worth.
Seven years (the usual term of transportation)
Of absence lay one's old resentments level,
When a man's country's going to the devil.

 « ». 
, , 

, .
, . , ,

: that spot of earth  a
man's country. , 

,  « »  « ».
 « »*, 

, . 
. , 

, , 
 – , . 

, 
*.

. ,  –
.

* . . .: . . – ., 1975.- . 434.
** .  VII.

 – 
,– , 

: colloquial, poetical, slang; derogatory, facetious, ironical; archaic; aeronautics,
anatomy, architecture, astronomy .

, 
. 

, . . 
, .

, , .
, , ,  –

,  – . 
 – :

Then a graybeard cleared us out, then the skipper laughed;
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«Boys, the wheel has gone to Hell – rig the winches aft!
Yoke the kicking rudder-head – get her under way!»
So we steered her pully-haul, out across the Bay!

(R. Kipling. The Ballad of the «Bolivar»)*
* .: .  (  XVIII-XX ). - .. 1967, - . 222-

233.

 « », , 
:  – , , 

, 
:

Lord. Thou hast made this world below the shadow of a dream,
An', taught by time, I tak'it so-exceptin' always Steam.
From coupler-flange to spindle-guide, I see Thy Hand,  God –
Predestination in the stride o'yon connectin'-rod.

(R. Kipling. McAndrew's Hymn)

: 
, .

. 
, , 

. , :
, , . 
, .

,

: , , , , 
, , . 

: , , 
. , , 

, : ,  – 
,  – . 

, , .
, 

, 
– , 

 – : It is a damned, long, dark, boggy, dirty,
dangerous way (O. Goldsmith. She Stoops to Conquer).

, , 
, ,

 « »  « », 
. 

.

§ 10.   .

. , , .
*, . 

, , . .
* . , . – . 3.
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.
,

,  « ».
. 

, , , , ,
, .

, , , 
: ,

, , .
, 

. , 
, 

, , 
.

, , 
.
, 

, . , , 
, .

, 

, , 
. . 

 / 
), 

*. 
, 

. , 
, , 

,  ( ) . 
, , 

, 
, 

. , , , ,
, :

Society is now a polished horde,
Form'd of two mighty tribes, the Bores and Bored.

(G. Byron. Don Juan, C. XIII)

* Galperin I.R. Stylistics. – ., 1977. – P. 29-30.

, ,  – ?
,  « »  « » 

, , ,  « » ( .
,  – , ).

 « » , 
, .

.
. 
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,  – 
, , , 

. 
. , , 

, , . , ,
.

, . 
– , , . – 

, , , , 
- . 

 « », , 
, 

. 
, , .

, . 
, , , 

, . 
, , . ,

.
, .

, 
, 

, . , 
, , 

. 
, . , 

.
,  – , , , , . –

.
, ,

, . , 

*.
* .,  .: Cohen J. Structure du langage poetique. – Paris,   1966. – P. 48. . . 

. .

, , , 
, , 

, . , 
 –  ( ). 

. , , 
, 

.
, , 

.
,  .  

. , 
. , , , 

. 
: 

. , 
.  ,  ,  [ ] 
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.
, , , 

. , , , 
, ;  – 
 – , 

.  ( ), 
.

, 
, , , : 

. 
, 

.
. 

, 
. 

.
: , ,

, , , .
, . 

 / 
. , 

, , 
, . 

 – .

: , , 
. .

, 
, , , 

, .
, 

, : 
, .

, ,  ( ) 
, 

, *.
*  . .: Bally Ch. Le langage et la vie. – Genève – Lille, 1952.

,  ,  
. 

, , , 
, .

.
. . : «

, 
, 

»*. . , , 
 « , ,

, »**.
* . .  –  .:  .  –  .,   1919.  –  .  105.  .  .: .

. – . 1. – , 1964. – . 157 .: . – ., 1983.
** . . . – ., 1961. - . 19.
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. . 
,  « »  « », . 

,  ,  
, , , 

, . . ,
. , 

, , , .
. 

,  ( ) . 
. ,

, 
.

.  foregrounding, . « »*. 
, . 

. , ,
, , 

. .
*  . : Milic L.T. Style and Stylistics. An Analytical Bibliography. – N.Y.  Ldn,  1967.

. *  « » , , 
, . 

».
*  Ibid. – P. 9.

, , 
, 

, ,
.  «

» 
 ( , , , , ,

). , , , 
.

. , , ; , , 
, , 

, . , , 
. 

. , 
, , 

, *.
* . . – . 1. – , 1964.

 « »  ,  
,  

. , 
, 

.  ,  ,  
. 

, , , , 
.

, 
. 

.
, 

,  .  «
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, , 
»*. , 

, , 
: , ,

, , . . , 
. 

 P.M. . , 
 ( ).

, ,
, , 

, , 
, 

»**.
*  P.M. . - ., 1971. - . 3.
**   P.M. . . – . 3.

, , 
, 

. 
, . 

, 
, , 

.
, 

,  – . 
, ,  – . 

, . 
, : 

; , 
, .

, :  : : 

, 
, . . 

,  
. ,

, , , 
,  ,  

, . 
.  « ».

§11. 

, ,
. , , 

, 
. , 

 ( . § 6).
, 

,
, 

, . 
, 

. , , . 
. 
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, , 
*.

* . : . . – ., 1968.

, 
, . 

. , ,
. 

.
. 

,  
, , 

. 
.

,

.
:

1. , . 
.

2. , 
, 

.
3. , 

, 
.

4. ,
, , .

, 

, .
, , 

, . , 
, , 

. 
. . 

, 
. 

, . 
, .

. 
, , 

, , . 
.

, 
. , .

:  – . ,  – .
,  – . . , 

.
.

, 
. , , 

, . , ,
. 

. *. 
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.  « »: And heaved and heaved, still unrestingly heaved
the black sea, as if its vast tides were a conscience.

* Riffaterre M. Criteria for Style Analysis // «Word». – V. 15. –  1. – April, 1959.

, , 
. . 

 (and ... and).  heave
. 

, , , 
 unrestingly. , 
:  –  (
 – ). 

: ,
, .

: 1. 
.  2.  .  3.   (and  ...  and).  4.  .  5.

 unrestingly. 6.  vast. 7. , 
,  –  – : tides –

conscience. . 
*.

* . . , : Fowler R. Linguistic
Theory and the Study of Literature. – In: Essays on Style and Language / Ed. by R. Fowler. – Ldn, 1966.

.  .  
» , 

: Sara was a menace and a tonic, my best enemy; Rozzie was a disease, my worst friend (J.
Gary. The Horse 's Mouth).

,  enemy – friend, worst – best,
 tonic – disease. 

:  best friend, worst enemy  best enemy, worst friend. 
 – , 

.
, .
 «  IV» ( . I,  IV, . II) 

. . , 
, , , : Doomsday is near; die all, die merrily.

, , , 

. . , , 
, *. 

, ,

.
* Frey E, Franz  Kafkas Erzählstil.  Eine Demonstration neuer stilanalytischer Methoden an Kafkas Erzählung «Ein

Hungerkünstler». – Bern,  1970.

.
, , 

. 
 (  50% ), , ,

, , 
, , .

, 
, , 

, , , ,
.  « » , 
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 « »  « », 
. , , , ,

, 
. , , ,

, . 
, , , , 

. , , 
, *.

*  .: . . – ., 1957. – . 339–340.

, 
. ,

, 
.  « ».

 « » (coupling) . 
*.

*  Levin S. Linguistic Structures in Poetry. – Mouton, 1962. – P. 9, 30–41, 49-50.

, 
. , 

,  
, 

.
. 

, . 
 – 

.
 § 7,  LXVI , , 

 and 
.

 I kissed thee ere I killed thee 
, ,

, , 
.

. . . , 
:

A Soul as full of Worth as void of Pride
Which nothing seeks to show, or needs to hide,
Which nor to guilt nor fear its Caution owes,
And boasts a Warmth that from no passion flows.

, . , . 
, 

, , , .
.

,  ( . . 65). 
 full of Worth, void of Pride. 

,  Soul. 
,  full  void – , Worth  Pride, 

, . Pride 
 « »; 

 –  Worth. 
 seeks to show  needs to hide  which 

 nothing , , . 
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 show  hide – , a seeks  needs – , 
. , 

 (which ... which  Soul). Caution  Warmth – ; 
.  which its Caution owes which owes its Caution, 

,  boasts a Warmth.  owes  boasts 
; nor to guilt nor fear  from no passion flows 

,  Caution  Warmth. 
: nothing, nor ... nor, no.

,  ,  ,  
,  – ,

, ,  ( ), , 
. .

 (Hedges have eyes and
walls have ears; Like father, like son), , .

, :
Heads – I win, tails – you lose. ,

 (heads – tails, win – lose) 
, : 

, , .
,

, , . , ,
. , . , 

: «
 ( , , ), 

»*.
* . . – .. 1975. – . 246.

, , . 
, , . ;

, 
, 
. , 

.
.  XXX . 

, ; 
 LXXIII:

That time of year thou mayst in me behold
When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang
Upon those boughs which shake against the cold,
Bare ruin'd choirs, where late the sweet birds sang.
In me thou see'st the twilight of such day
As after sunset fadeth in the west,
Which by and by black night doth take away,
Death's second self, that seals up all in rest.
In me thou see'st the glowing of such fire
That on the ashes of his youth doth lie,
As the deathbed whereon it must expire
Consumed with that which it was nourish'd by.
This thou perceivest, which makes thy love more strong,
To love that well which thou must leave ere long.

(W. Shakespeare. Sonnet LXXIII)
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.
 – . 

.  – , . 
 – . , , , 

 « », 
, . , 

. 
, .

. ,  «
» , . , : behold, see,

perceive.  that time of year, the
twilight of such day. 

.
, 

: , 
; , ; , , . 

, . , , , 
, , , 

» . ,
: shake against the wind, fade, take away, seal up, glow,

expire, consume.
, 

.
. , , 

, , 

, *.
*   .  : . . – .:

. – .,  1972.

*. .
, 

. . , 
, .

*  .: . . – ., 1974. – . 53.

, , 
.

, , : Sara was a menace
and a tonic, my best enemy; Rozzie was a disease, my worst friend – .

. 
 – . 

, . Was 
, . Menace  disease , , 

. 
, . 

 best  enemy  :  :  m  worst  friend,  ,  
, : 

, 
.

.
 § 4, , ,

. 
, , 
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. . ).
: , ,

. , . 
. ,

. 
, , 

: , 
, . 

. , .  1911 .  « » :
, , 

».  .  .  .
,  :  «

 –  – 
, , 

... , 
, 

 ( ,  
). , 

»*.
* Riffaterre M. Stylistic Context // «Word». – V. 15. –  I. –April. 1959, and «Word».-V. 16.-  2. –August. 1960. - P. 207–218,

318–344. 336 ff.

,  .  :  ,
, , , 

, ,  (
) . . 

. .  « »:

But – Oh!  lords of ladies intellectual
Inform us truly, have they not hen-p ck'd you all?

,  « », 
.

. Talk all
you like about automatic ovens and electric dishwashers, there is nothing you can have around the house as
useful as a husband. (Ph. McGinley. Sixpence in Her Shoe.)

, . . 
.

,
, , 

. , . 
,

, , 
.

, . 
.  « » 

, . 
, 

, , ,  – .
 n , , 

, .



57

No sun – no moon!
No morn – no noon –
No dawn – no dusk – no proper time of day –
No sky – no earthly view –
No distance looking blue –
No road – no street – no «t'other side the way»
No end to any Row
No indications where the Crescents go –
No top to any steeple
No recognition of familiar people!
No warmth – no cheerfulness, no healthful ease,
No comfortable feel in any member;
No shade, no shine, no butterflies, no bees,
No fruits, no flowers, no leaves, no birds.
November!

.  November, 
, . 

November , 
. .

, , .
, .

, , , ,
, . , , , .

, , . , 
 November, , , 

.
 « » :

, , , . 
, . , 

.
, 

 «t'other side the way». , , 
.

. 
. , , *. 

. 
. , , , 

, , . 
, .

* . .

,  abab,
cdcd, efef,  –  gg. 

, , 
, . ,  LX 

, 
: , 

:

And yet to times in hope my verse shall stand,
Praising thy worth, despite his cruel hand.

.
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, 
. . 

 –  ( . enjambement – ,  enjamber – )
– , 

, . 
. , , ,  – 

,  – , ,  – .

, , . 
, , 

.
 « » .

, . :

When night
Darkens the streets, then wander forth the sons
Of Belial, flown with insolence and wine.

(J. Milton. Paradise Lost)

, .
.

 ( . , . , . , . 
), , . 

. 
, 

.

§12. 

. *. , .
: «

; , , »**. 
, 

. 
 « » . 

, , . 
; 

, , , 
.

* . , . . – . IV. – . 585.
**  . . . –

. – .; ., 1951.

: , , 
. 

, 
.

, 
, 

.  «
»*, . , 

. 
. , 

. , 
. 
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, , , , 
.

* .: . – . 1. – ., 1962.

, 
, , 

, , ,
, , 

. 
, .

, , .
, .

, , 
.  « »). 

,  – 
.

, 
, . 

, 
*.

*  « » ,  « »,
. . . 

 « »  ,  
 ( ,  – « , »), 

. . .  « » ( , 1968).

.
.

, , 
. 

, . ,
,  ,  ,  

 (thistly wind) 
:

It  was  six  o'clock  on  a  winter's  evening.  Thin,  dingy  rain  spat  and  drizzled  past  the  lighted  street
lamps. The pavements shone long and yellow. In squeaking galoshes, with makintosh collars up and
bowlers and trilbies weeping, youngish men from the offices bundled home against the thistly wind.

(D. Thomas. The Followers)

, 
, .  bundle  thistly 

, 
.  spit –  ( )  weep –

 ( ), .
, 

 – . , 
, , , .

; 
. ,

, . 
, , . 

, , , 
. 

. .
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, . . ,  ( ,
, ).

, , 
, , . 

, 
.

.  « » – .  –
. 

. , 
, ,  – .

: Something seemed to break in Winterbourne's head. He felt he was going
mad, and sprang to his feet. The line of bullets smashed across his chest like a savage steel whip.

,
,  whip,  smashed across his chest like

a savage steel whip.  whip,  « »,
. , 

, . 
 whip .  savage, ,

. 
: [s] – [ ]– [s] – [z] – [t ]

– [s] – [ ] – [s].
:

1.   (the tenor) – , .
2.   (the vehicle) – , .
3.   (the ground) – .
4.  .
5.  .
6.  .

.
 ( ), ,

, .
;  – 

;  – . 
, .

, . , 
. 

,  –  (a sea of troubles), , ,
 (And heaved and heaved, still

unrestingly heaved the black sea as if its vast tides were a conscience).
, , 

, .
 « » 

,  like. 
 seems, resembles, looks like. 

.
 -ish, -like, -some, - . 
, .

, . , , : Bible-black, crowblack,
sloeblack, , 

.
. 

:  (1),  (2),  (3) 
 (4). : The old woman (2) is sly (3) like (4) a fox (1).
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, : The old woman (2) is like (4) a fox (1).
:  A  foxy  (1   4)  woman  (2).  

 - , 
, 

.
, 

, : The old woman (2) is a
fox (1). , 

:  The  old  fox  deceived  us.  ,  
, . : The old woman is sly like a fox and deceived us.

 « », « », « » , .
, . 

, , . 

, .
: ,

, , , , 
» . , *.

* .: . .  « ». – .: -
. – ., 1972.

. , , 
.  :  ,

, , , . -
, 

, . 
. , , , 

.

, : , .
. 

. , .
:

1.  .
2.  .
3.  , .
4.  .
5.  , .

.
. 

». . 
.  – , , 

. -
. , , 

, , 
.

. , . 
, , , 

, , . ,
, , , .

: Evans possessed
that British rhinoceros equipment of mingled ignorance, self-confidence and complacency which is triple-
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armed against all the shafts of the mind.
, 

: , .
, .

, , , 
:

Soft is the music that would charm for ever;
The flower of sweetest smell is shy and lowly.

(W. Wordsworth)

.  :  a warm colour,  sharp colour,  cold light,  soft  light,  soft  voice,  sharp sound .  ,
, 

. .
. 

». , 
, . 

.

THE GRASSHOPPER AND THE CRICKET

The poetry of earth is never dead:
When all the birds are faint with the hot sun,
And hide in cooling trees, a voice will run
From hedge to hedge about the new-mown mead;
That is the Grasshopper's – he takes the lead
In summer luxury,– he has never done
With his delights, for when tired out with fun,
He rests at ease beneath some pleasant weed.
The poetry of earth is ceasing never:
On a lone winter evening, when the frost
Has wrought a silence, from the stove there shrills
The cricket's song, in warmth increasing ever,
And seems to one, in drowsiness half lost,
The grasshopper's among some grassy hills.

, 
, :

The poetry of earth is never dead  The poetry of earth is ceasing never.  – 
, , , 

.
,  – 

, . , . 
,  – 

. 
, . 

.
. , .

, , 
, , , 

, *. 
, .

*  .  The Image and the Poem .: Giardi J. How Does a Poem Mean? – Boston,  1959.
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, :
 – , 

. , 
, , 

, . 
, . 

, , , 
, , . 

, ,  « , 
, »*.

* . .: . , , . –  ., 1965. – . 234.

. 
, . . , , ,

, 
, , *. 

, .
* .: .  // . – 1963.-  2.

.  – 
, – , 

. ( . . .)
. 

, . 
- .

. , 
, . , , 

 ( ). 
,

.
, 

. 
, .

, 
. 

, , , , . , ,
, , , .

, ,
. 

. 
, 

.
, , 

. 
, , .

, 
.

. , , ,
, . , 

. , 
, , 

.
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§13. 

.
, , , 

.

, *.
, , .

* .: Guiraud P. La Stylistique. – Paris, 1961.

, 
, , 

. , 
, , , 

.
. 

, , 
, , 

. 
, , , , , . 

, .
, 

.

, never say that I was false of heart,
Though absence seemed my flame to qualify.

(W. Shakespeare. Sonnet CIX)

 flame , ,
. , . 

: the eye of heaven  – : Sometime too
hot the eye of heaven shines. (W. Shakespeare. Sonnet XVIII.)

, , ,
, . ,

:

Lord of my love, to whom in vassalage
Thy merit hath my duty strongly knit,
To thee I send this written embassage,
To witness duty, not to show my wit.

(W. Shakespeare. Sonnet XXVI)

,
, 

,  .   –   –
: lord of my love, vassalage, duty, embassage, 

.
:
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I love not less, though less the show appear:
That love is merchandised whose rich esteeming
The owner's tongue doth publish everywhere.

(W. Shakespeare. Sonnet CII)

, .
, . , , 

, , . 
. , 

.
 ( . 124) .

, , :

All days are nights to see till 1 see thee,
And nights bright days when dreams do show thee me.

(W. Shakespeare. Sonnet XLIII)

, ,  – ,
, .

, 
. 

: not bad = very good. 
 (we inched our way along the road) 

(rather fine = very fine).
, -

. , , , 
, ,  pearly teeth, coral

lips, ivory neck, hair of golden wire.
, , 

:

My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun,
Coral is far more red than her lips' red,
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask'd, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks...

(W. Shakespeare. Sonnet CXXX)

, , . , 
, . 

, . , . , 
,  CXLIII, , ,

, .
. 

, 
, - 

. .  « », .  « » 
.  « ». . 

. 
, . 
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.
, . , :  – 

,  –  ( . ). 
 – . , , 

, : .

*.
*  .: . , . – . 116.

, , – , 
. , 

, . 
, ; , 

; ; .

, , 
. Eye, ear, heart, brain :

In faith, I do not love thee with mine eyes,
For they in thee a thousand errors note;
But 'tis my heart that loves what they despise,
Who in despite of view is pleased to dote;
Nor are mine ears with thy tongue's tune delighted,
Nor tender feeling, to base touches prone,
Nor taste, nor smell, desire to be invited
To any sensual feast with thee alone...

(W. Shakespeare. Sonnet CXLI)

, , 
. , 

, .
, 

, . , 
,  – ,  – 

.  ear  eye 
. Since I left you, mine eye is in my mind (W. Shakespeare. Sonnet CXIII). For there can

live no hatred in thine eye (W. Shakespeare. Sonnet XCIII).
. , , 

:  ( ), 
, , , .

, 
. , 

*.
* .: . . – . 1979; .

. – .: 
. – ., 1984.

, 
, , , 

, .
, 

, 
.

, 
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, , 
 – . , , , 

 he  she, 
, , , .

. 
 Time, : this bloody tyrant

Time (XVI); devouring Time do thy worst, old Time (XIX).
, , :

Like as the waves make towards the pebbled shore,
So do our minutes hasten to their end;
Each changing place with that which goes before,
In sequent toil all forwards do contend.
Nativity, once in the main of light,
Crawls to maturity, wherewith being crown'd,
Crooked eclipses 'gainst his glory fight,
And Time that gave doth now his gift confound.
Time doth transfix the flourish set on youth
And delves the parallels in beauty's brow,
Feeds on the rarities of nature's truth,
And nothing stands but for his scythe to mow:

And yet to times in hope my verse shall stand,
Praising thy worth, despite his cruel hand.

(W. Shakespeare. Sonnet LX)

, .  hasten, contend
forwards ,  So do our minutes hasten
to their end , 

: , , 
, . 

 nativity  maturity. 
 – Time , 

 (his gift, his scythe, his cruel hand),  – 
: , .  – 

 – .

, 
, .

.  LX .
-

 – .  « »,  –
» . , 

, 
, .

, 
, , .  The beast

that bears me (W. Shakespeare. Sonnet L).
, , 

, 
.

§14. 



68

, .
,  (a silvery

laugh)  (to smile cuttingly),  (my sweet!), 

, .

, . 
, , . 

:

No longer morn for me when I am dead
Than you shall hear the surly sullen bell
Give warning to the world that I am fled
From this vile world, with vilest worms to dwell:
Nay, if you read this line, remember not
The hand that writ it; for I love you so
That I in your sweet thoughts would be forgot
If thinking on me then should make you woe.
O, if, I say, you look upon this verse
When I, perhaps, compounded am with clay
Do not so much as my poor name rehearse,
But let your love even with my life decay,
Lest the wise world should look into your moan
And mock you with me after I am gone.

(W. Shakespeare Sonnet LXXI)

 – , , 
: 

(surly sullen bells), ; , , 
, , , , (vile world,

wise world); , (vilest worms); 
 (your sweet thoughts); , ,  (my poor name). 

, ; ,  XLIX:
To leave poor me thou hast  the strength of laws. Since why to love I  can allege no cause :  my poor lips
(CXXVIII); I'll live in this poor rhyme (CVII).  sweet . 

 LXIII: my sweet love's beauty;  LXXXIX: thy sweet beloved name;  CVIII: sweet boy. 
, : dear heart.

 LXXI : 
(surly  sullen),   (world  :  :  vile  world),   (vilest).  

.
 « »  ,  

, , *.
* .  « » . ,  « » .

 ( ),  «
» . . , .  « » ( . « ». –

., 1940) .  « » ( .: . . .
. – ., 1977).

, . , , 
, , 

 – , , , 
.

, , 
, 

.  conventional 
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standing epithet): green wood, lady gay, fair lady, fair England, salt seas, salt tears, true love.
, 

:

And when he to the green wood went,
No body saw he there,

But Chield Morice, on a milk-white steed,
Combing down his yellow hair*.

* .  « » (« .
. . . ». - 1962. - . 226. - . 325).

, . 
: soft pillow, green wood, : bonny boy, bonnie young page, bonnie ship, bonnie isle 

.  false steward, proud porter, , , : silk napkin, silver cups, long tables.
,

. ,
:

Naething mair the lady saw
But the gloomy clouds and sky.

. : «
. 

, 
».

. . 
. .

, , .
,  ,  ,  

.
, 

: fair sun, the sable night, wide sea, . 
, , .

: a grand style, unvalued jewels, vast and trunkless legs of stone 
, , 

, . . 
, , ,

. , , , 
: an angry sky, the howling storm,

, 
: laughing valleys, surly sullen bells.

, , 
: 

. 
, 

. , 
.

. . 

. ,
, .

, , 
.

 ( ) 
.  *.  
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: And then in a nice, old-fashioned, lady-like, maiden-lady way, she blushed
(A. Christie).

*  .: .
. . – ., 1974.  «

». – .: .
– ., 1974.

, , 
, :

There is no interrogation in his eyes
Or in the hands, quiet over the horse's neck,
And the eyes watchful, waiting, perceiving, indifferent.

(T.S. Eliot)

, . , 
, , , 

, .

I will make a palace fit for you and me
Of green days in forest and blue days at sea.

(R.L. Stevenson)

, : days in green forest,
days at blue sea*.

* , ,
, ., .  «

» ( , 1974).

, 
, 

, 
:

How can those terrified vague fingers push
The feathered glory from her loosening thighs?
And how can body laid in that white rush
But feel the strange heart beating where it lies?

(W.B. Yeats. Leda and the Swan)

, . 
, , 

.  («
») : I-am-not-that-kind-of-girl look; Shoot' em-down type; To produce facts in a

Would-you-believe-it kind of way.

: The widow-making, unchilding, unfathering deeps (G.M. Hopkins).
, 

: a hell of a mess, a devil of a sea, a dwarf of a fellow . 
. :

listen: there is a hell
of a good universe next door; let's go.
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 (an angel of a girl, a horse of a girl, a doll of a
wife, a fool of a policeman, a hook of a nose, a vow of a hat, a jewel of a film :  two-legged
ski-rocket of a kid, a forty-pound skunk of a freckled wild cat) 

.
, 

. , . , ,
.  a doll of a wife ,

. . .
 – wife,  – doll. : the wife is like a doll  the wife

is a doll. : the girl is an angel, the girl is like a horse, the policeman is a fool .
. 

.  horse 
, , , .

,  – , 
, , , . 

. 
. , 

, , , .

, , , 
, , 

.

§ 15. 

. 
(once below a time)  (chips of when) . 

,  a grief ago, a farmyard away, all the sun long, a white noise, the shadow of a sound, a pretty how
town, little whos, he danced his did, for as long as forever is.

. , , 
,  ,   ( .   « »),

, .
 « » . *, 

. 
, ) . 

. 
.

* . . . . – .: . – . 2. – ., 1962.

. , 
, ,

. 
, , 

. , , 
, 

*.
, , 

, . 
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:  is dreadfully married. He is the most married man I ever saw (A. Ward).
* ., .: . . – .: 

. – ., 1976.

 « », 
, 

, , .

 – , ,
.

.  Colorless green ideas sleep furiously 
, . 

. 
. , , 

, , , 
, . 

,  Furiously sleep ideas green colorless, .
 – . ,

 1957 Two  for Max Zorn.
The Child Seems Sleeping, . *. 

 Colorless green ideas sleep furiously 
, , , .

, , .
* Voegelin C.F. Casual and Noncasual Utterances within Unified Structure. – In: Style in Language / Ed.  by  Th.  A.  Sebeok.  –

Bloomington, 1964.- P. 59.

.
– , 

), .
: And faith unfaithful kept him falsely true (A. Tennyson).

. .  XVI :
And painful pleasure turns to pleasing pain.

.  « » :

With the farming of a verse
Make a vineyard of the curse,
Sing of human unsuccess
in a rapture of distress.

. , .
, .  « » ,

 «self-consciously unself-conscious, boastfully modest and he-man».

, : ,  faith :: unfaithful, falsely :: true, rapture
::  distress,  ,  .   –
rapture  distress – ,  – 

, .
, 

. :  had a face like a plateful of mortal sins ( . Behan).
 a plateful of mortal sins , 

,  – .
 terribly smart, awfully beautiful . 

, 
, .

: worst friend,
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best enemy. , , ?
 worst friend .

. 
 a grief ago. , . , 

:

.  grief ,  a grief ago 
, , 

. , . 
.  a grief ago 

, , , . , .
. : all the sun long,

farmyards away. :

 farmyards away , 
, *.

* .: Leech G.N.A Linguistic Guide to Poetry. – Ldn, 1973,– P. 132.

. . 
, 

.
, 

. 
,  .  .  ,  ,  

, , :
When I was a younger man – two wives ago, 250,000 cigarettes ago, 3,000 quarts of booze ago... (K.

Vonnegut, Jr., Cat's Cradle).  wives, cigarettes, quarts 
, .

.  ,   «a
dozen girls away from virginity».

 « »  « ». 
. 

. , 
. , 

.  1968 
, The Lilting House*.  lilt .

 house . 
.  house – , ,  –

, , , lilting house –  –
.  – ,

. . ,  lilting house = « »
, , , . . 
.  Lilting House . , 
, « », , 
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, **.
* The Lilting House. An Anthology of Anglo-Welsh Poetry 1917-1967 / Ed. by J.S. Williams and M. Stephens with an

introduction by R. Garlick. – Ldn, 1969.
* . . 184.

, ,
, , .

, , , 
. 

, 
. 

 ( .  ,  .  ).  ,  ,  ,  

.

.
, 

, 
.

, . , 
, 
 ( ),  ( ) 

.  –
, 

: at-homeness, come-hithering (face). : an underbathroomed and
overmonumented country, infantterribilism, roamance, manunkind.

, 
. .  « »

, :  hear her
talk you'd think everybody in Cressley was out to do her down. But she doesn't let them. Oh, no, she puts them
in their place all right. A proper putter-in-place she is... (S. Barstow. A Kind of Loving).

, 
 ( . . 135). 

, , , , . 
, 

 –  7 
: We're in an if-you-cannot-kick-them-join-them age (O. Nash).

, ,
. *.

* .: . . – .: 
. – .. 1972. .  – .: 

. – ., 1973.

, .
:

And I am unhappily sure that she is drinking champagne
with aristocrats

And exchanging cynicisms with sophistocrats.

 sophistocrats  sophisticated aristocrats. 
. , 

 balalaikalogical 
 -logical,  – 
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 (mineralogical, lexicological, archeological .). 
 – psychological.

The preoccupation of the gourmet with good food
is psychological Just as the preoccupation of White Russians with

Dark Eyes is balalaikalogical.
(O. Nash)

, . 
 – : So

fine a specimen of Homo Insapiens, subspecies, Col. Brit (R. Aldington. The Colonel's Daughter).
: The books and lectures are better

sorrow-drowners than drink and fornication, they leave no headache (A. Huxley).
. : Most are accepters, born and bred to harness. And take things as they

come (L. Macneice).
 T.C. ,  foretell  forewarn  foresuffer, 

: And I, Tiresias, have foresuffered all (T.S. Eliot).
 manunkind, 

 un- , . : Pity this busy monster
manunkind not (E.E. Cummings).

Mankind  manunkind.
,  « ». 

,  kind ,  unkind – , a man
unkind – – . 

,  mankind  unkind.

, : But now... now! I find myself wanting
something more, something heavenlier, something less human (A. Huxley).

.  heavenlier 
, .

, , , 
, , -

.
.  X. : What words

can strangle this deaf moonlight? (H. Crane. Voyages).
 strangle , 

 – .  moonlight . ,
, , ;  –

.
, , 

, , 
, , 

. , 
.

. ,
, .

, 
, , 

, 
.

, , 
 ( ) ,

, , ,
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. 
, , 

, 
. 
.

, 
, 

.

: , 
.

. . ,  « », 
. , 

:

 IN OCTOBER

It was my thirtieth year to heaven
Woke to my hearing from harbour and neighbour wood

And the mussel pooled and the heron
Priested shore

The morning beckon
With water praying and call of seagull and rock
And the knock of sailing boats on the net-webbed wall

Myself to set foot
That second

in the still sleeping town and set forth.

, . 
, . , 

. , . , 
; , .

. , 
. , : It was my thirtieth year...

(that) woke to my hearing from harbour... and the ... shore the morning beckon... myself to set foot in the still
sleeping town...

. , , ,  beckon ,– 
 woke the morning (to)

beckon... myself;  beckon – , a morning beckon .
,  woke , ., 

: the year woke... the morning beckon... (woke) myself to set foot in the ... town?

. , 

.

,  .  ,  
.  ,  ,  .

. 
.

. , 
... from harbour and neighbour wood
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And the mussel pooled and the heron
Priested shore.

 (harbour  ...  wood  ...  shore),  
 (mussel pooled, heron priested).  net-webbed wall, 

, .

Heron priested shore  the shore priested by the heron  the shore where the heron is like a priest  the
shore where a heron is like a priest in a church.

, , : 
, , 

,  – , ; . 
, 

, .  (water praying).
, 

.
, 

, .
, , 

, 
. , ,

, , .

§16. 

. 
. , , , 

, . 
, 

, , .
. 

 « ». . , 
,  « ... » 

, . . 
: . 

.
, . 

, , , .
, 

. 
, , , .

, . 
, . 

, , 
. , , 

, . 
, .

, , 
 ( ) 

. , : Have you spoken to him? – Not yet 
: I have not yet spoken to him.

.  « » 
. 
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, . ,
, , , .

Caesar: What arc you laughing at?
Cleopatra: You're bald (beginning with a big  and ending with a splutter).

, , 
 bald, , 

.
, , , 

. 
. : Half Harley Street had examined her,

and found nothing: she had never a serious illness in her life (J. Fowles).
 – , .

, , , 
, 

. . 
: , .

, , 
. ,

. , 
. . 

. 
, , 

.
,

, , , .
, 

 – .
, , 

. , , ,
, ,

.

 II. 

§ 1. 

. 
,  – , 

, .
, 

. , . , «
, 

»*.
* Meillet A. Linguistique historique et tinguistique generale. – Paris, 1921 –1928.

, , , . -
*. . . 

 ( ) **.
*  « » . . . .: .

)  //  .  –  .  4.  –  .,  1954.  -
.: . .
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– .. 1966; Arnold I.V. The English Word.- M., 1986.
** .: .  //  .  .  .  .  – 1944. – .  3. – .  1. .

// . . – 1953. –  5.

) , .
, , 

.
, , ,

, . , 
, 

.
, 

. ,
, 

, 
: , .

-
, , 

, 
.

, . 
. , 

. 
, . 

, 
, , 

.  ( ) 
, . , 

,  – 
. , 

, , . ; ,
, , .

. 
. 

, ,
, , , 

. , 
, , ,

.

,  ,  ,  
, , *.

* .: . . – ., 1968. - . 21-78.

, 
. , 

. 
, 

.
, 

.
,

.  –
. –
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. 
. , , , 

, , 
, , ), , .

, , 
, .

, 

.

§ 2. .
, , 

. 
, , 

, , 
. ,

. , , , 
, . 

, , ,
, , . 

,  –  – . 
.

, , , 
. ,  woman , 

, : , , . 
, , 

.

, . 
.

. 
, 

. : , ,
, , , ,  – : , ,

. , , 
, 

. , 
 honey  duck .

. 
, . 

, : , .
; 

; , , 
.

, , ,
. «Oh», , 

,  ,  .  «Oh,  I  am  so  glad»,  «Oh,  I  am  so  sorry»,  «Oh,  how
unexpected!»  ,  ,  

 ( ).
, 

: «Oh!» came the long melodious wonder note from the young soldier.  «Oh, for goodness sake, say
something somebody,» cried Benford fretfully (D.H. Lawrence. The Fox).
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, : fear,
delight, gloom, cheerfulness, annoy, , ,

: death, tears, honour, rain.
. 

, 
, , , 

, , 
.

, , , 
. 

, , , , 
, , . , . 

» , 
, .

There  were  only  two  Americans  stopping  at  the  hotel.  They  did  not  know  any  of  the  people  they
passed on the stairs on their way to and from their room. Their room was on the second floor facing the
sea. It also faced the public garden and the war monument. There were big palms and green benches in
the public garden. In the good weather there was always an artist with his easel. Artists liked the way
the palms grew and the bright colours of the hotels facing the gardens and the sea. Italians came from a
long way off to look up to the war monument. It was made of bronze and glistened in the rain. It was
raining. The rain dripped from the palm trees. Water stood in pools on the gravel paths. The sea broke in
along line in the rain and slipped back down the beach to come and break again in a long line in the rain.
The motor cars were gone from the square by the war monument...

,
, 

.
, 

, , . . .: time-tested
method ( )  out-of-date method ( ). 

, .
, ,  sneak : «move silently and secretly, usu. for a bad

purpose.» 
. 

; 
 bias-words, , , 
, , 

*.
* Charleston B.M. Studies in the Emotional and Affective Means of Expression in Modern English. – In: Swiss Studies in English,

46 Band. – Bern, 1960.

 meaning 
 meaningful  meaningless, . *. 

, 
.  meaningful

 wise, efficient, purposeful, worthy of attention , 
. , to write meaningfully 

, , .
. : Schools and teachers must instil the idea that what is important, is the desire and the capacity

of the individual for self-education, that is for finding meaning, truth and enjoyment in everything he does.
*  Solomon L.B. «Meaning» a Word for All Seasons // «American Speech.» – 1966, May.

 « »,  meaning, 
. , 
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meaning,  truth  and  enjoyment  –  ,   and,  
. 

 truth  enjoyment .
.

. : I am firm, thou art obstinate, he is pig-headed.
, 

not easily influenced by other people's opinion,  firm , obstinate
, a pig-headed – , 

.

, .
.  establishment , 
.  – , 

,  –  the Establishment 
 – : If the Establishment means anything, it means big government and

big business, and between them they pay most of the bills of big science*.
* . : Barnh rdt. A Dictionary of New English. – Ldn, 1973.

, 
, 

. .  – 
, , , – 

. , 
. , , , 

. « , – . , – 
,  « » (the world). « » (patriot) – 

,  « » (politics) – 
.  « » (worth) , , ,  « » (wisdom)

».
. , 

 XVII . .  «
, , » .

, 
. «

 « » (Honourables), « » (Worshipfuls),
» (Reverends) , 

 « » (scrub), « » (dirt), « » (mob) , 
, ,  « » ( :

– Betters)»*.
* . .  « » (« .
. ». – 1956. –  212. – . . . – . 28).

,
. , , 

,  – great man (« »).
. 

. 
.

, 
, , ,

. : She was a thin, frail little thing, and her hair which was
delicate and thin was bobbed... (D.H. Lawrence. The Fox).

 thing  girl , 
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 thin, frail, little. Thing 
.

. 
, , . : Life

was not made merely to be slaved away (Ibid.).
, . 

,  –  slave .
, 

, , 
*. Slave (n)  slave (v) – , .  to slave 

 slave, ,  –
 – . , 

slave (n), . .
*  « » . . . 
 « , , . ». .:
. . – ., 1947. , . , , 
 « » . . , 

. .: . .  // . . –
1964.  –   5.  ,  

. .  – , . , 
 – . .: .

// . . – 1963. –  1; . . –
, 1987.

 slave , , ) –
.  slave 

. .: the slaves work : : the Ford workers slave. 
,  away 

 life  –  ( ) .
, , 

.
 ( , ) 

. , .
. 

, . . 
thing : Banford was a small, thin, delicate
thing with spectacles. 

.  thing . 
, .

 thing . : thing, n ... (6) used of persons or animals, expressing
emotion: Poor thing! He's been ill for a month! He's a foolish old thing. She's a sweet little thing.

 thing 
, . 

,  thing .
, ; 

, , ,
*.  all, ever, even, quite,

really, absolutely, so . 
: Why ever didn't you go? He's ever such a clever man. Even now it is not too late. He never even

opened his book.
* Stoffel . Intensives and Downtoners. – Heidelberg, 1901.

, . 
, . , :

frightfully, awfully, terribly . 
: She looks

frightfully well, frightfully decent, frightfully nice, terribly smart, terribly amusing, terribly friendly, awfully
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pleased .
: a terrific speed,

shock, dinner, make-up; dead tired, straight, serious, right, true; absolutely divine, maddening.
, , : a severe frost – aflat denial – stripping wet – strictly

prohibited;  strict frost  severe denial.
, 

. ,  quite
: ...and it was quite a surprise.

, 
. 

, : «I don't really like mentioning it – but I don't quite
see what else I am to do – although of course it is quite unimportant really.» (A. Christie. A Caribbean
Mystery).

, ,
, 

.
, 

.
, 

.
,

, , 

. 
.

§ 3. , , 

, , 
, , 

. ; 
, 

.
, 

. -
, , 

:

Then Tim Kendall lost control of himself. «For God's sake, you damned bitch,» he said, «shut up,
can't you? D'you want to get me hanged? Shut up I tell you. Shut that big ugly mouth of yours».

(A. Christie. A Caribbean Mystery).

 shut up – , , 
, . , , 

, , , .
. . * 

, : cad, coward, sneak,
snob, prig, tale-bearer, boor, lout, stooge, busy-body, spiv, double-crosser, whipper-snapper, trash, tripe.

. 
**, , 

. 
, , ,

.
* . . . – . 105.
** , , , 
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.

.
, , , , 

. 
, .

. , 
: , 

. ,
. 

, , , , , 
, . 

, , , .
, , , 

, 
.

,  « » , 

, , .
,

, , .
 good, bad, beautiful, ugly, , , 

, , 
.

 morn, oft, e'er, ne'er, forsooth 
, , , .

 terrific, awful, frightful . 
, , 

: Too terribly friendly for words. «I've just said you could come.» – «Yes,
dead keen you sounded.» You're looking frightfully well.

, , ,
. , , 

.
,  

, ,
.

, , 
, 

, , , , 
. , , 

very, quite  do , 
, , ,  dead, thing  terribly 
:

Yes, dead keen you sounded  Yes, very keen you sounded
 Yes, you did sound keen.
She was a thin, frail little thing  She was very thin, frail and little.
«You look terribly smart,» she said  «You look very smart,» she

said  «You do look smart,» she said.

, , ,
: «You look terribly smart,» she said
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«You look smart,» she said in terror.

 nice  horrid:

that's unfair  that's horrid and unfair
that's womanly  that's nice and womanly.

, 
.

,  I, , 
, . , , 

 woman  human + female + adult, 
,  – , ,

, , , . 
 woman  ( .

womanly).
, :

halberd – , habergeon – , gauntlet – 
.

, .
, , 

, ,

.

§ 4. 

, 
, . ,

, , , 
 (Alas! Oh!).

, . , 
, 

.
, , 

, . , 
.

. 
. , . .*

* Jespersen . Modern English Grammar. - V. VI. - P. 239 ff., 246, 250, 323, 325, 352, 424, 443, etc.; Marchand H. The
Categories and Types of Prescnt-Day English Word-Formation. – Wiesbaden. 1960.

. . 
, , -ish

 (brown : : brownish), 
,  « » , 

, , 
: baldish, biggish, dullish. 

, -
: bookish, childish, doggish, goatish, sheepish, womanish. 

,  -ish  stand-offish, come-hitherish, honey-
moonish.

 girlish  boyish, .
. -ish,

, : Dickensish, Mark
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Twainish; -ian , ,
: Darwinian, Dickensian, Shakespearian. 

-esque
: Dantesque, Turneresque.

-ard, -ster, -aster, -eer
-monger: drunkard, coward, gangster, hipster, oldster, poetaster, profiteer, black-marketeer,

scare-monger, war-monger, panic-monger.
: oldo, kiddo.

.  « » : «I used to call her
Hippo, because she was a hypocrite and so fat. Enormous!»

Hippo , , : hypocrite  hippopotamus.
 hippoish, .

: .
, 

.
, .

, , 
. , , . 

, , , 
.

, .
,  unbending unerring, unmask, 

 rigid, accurate, reveal, 
, ,  –  – 

, , , 
, . , 

.
.

Blow, blow thou winter wind
Thou art not so unkind
As man's ingratitude.

(W. Shakespeare)

The wretch, concentred all in self,
Living, shall forfeit fair renown,
And doubly dying, shall go down
To the vile dust from whence he sprung,
Unwept, unhonoured and unsung.

(W. Scott. The Lay of the Last Minstrel)

, 
. . . 

*.
*  . : « , ».

. , 
. 

. , . , , , . ,

.

:
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: without a grave, unknelled, uncofined and unknown. :

The Niobe of Nations! There she stands
Childless and crownless in her voiceless woe.

(G. Byron. Childe Harold)

, . 
, , , *.

*  .  XIX . - ., 1959, - . 144-145.

, : -kin (lambkin), -let (chicklet, starlet), -ling (weakling), -y
(daddy), -ie (lassie, oldie).

, 
, 

.  in-chief  commander, boy-friend-in-chief
, 

, .

«The art you see is contributed by my room-mate, who's away tonight. Her boy-friend-in-chief –
her magic man – is a painter, and he keeps bringing his stuff here. He's one of these Lancashire
geniuses we seem to have far too many of now. I can't bear him. But his work is worth looking at.»

(J.B. Priestley. Out of Town)

, . , 
, 

, : blackleg – , cutthroat – , sawbones – .
, , : Miss

what's-her-name, a might-have-been, an also-ran, a dog-in-the-manger, a die-hard ., 
.

 boy, lad, lass : Johnny-lad, Johnny-boy, Katy-lass –
.

 helter-skelter, namby-pamby, razzle-dazzle, chit-chat, riff-
raff, hoity-toity . 

.  « -
».

: ball of lead  loaf of bread  head,
bread and knife  struggle and strife, carving knife, drum and fife, joy of my life, worry and strife 
wife.

,  I beg your
pudding  I beg your pardon. , , , 

, 
.

, 
. 

: a pin-up, a pick-up.

§ 5. 

, . 
.

.  § 1 , 
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.
, , 

. 
, , . 

, , . 
, ,

.
, , , -

. , 
, , 

.
, , ,

, . 
, .

, ,  –
.

 VIII  ,  
. ,

 – .
,  concord , union 
,  married, 

, . :

Music to hear, why hear'st thou music sadly?
Sweets with sweets war not, joy delights in joy.
Why lovest thou that which thou receivest not gladly,
Or else receivest with pleasure thine annoy?
If the true concord of well-tuned sounds.
By unions married, do offend thine ear,
They do but sweetly chide thce, who confounds
In singleness the parts that thou shouldst bear.
Mark how one string, sweet husband to another,
Strikes each in each by mutual ordering,
Resembling sire and child and happy mother
Who all in one, one pleasing note do sing:
Whose speechless song, being many, seeming one.
Sings this to thee: «thou single wilt prove none.»

(W. Shakespeare. Sonnet VIII)

, . 
:  single :

; single = single note).

, , .
 XX .

.  « » 
:

When the evening is spread out against the sky
Like a patient etherized upon a table.

, , – , , 
 etherize : ,  ether – 
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 sky. , :  – 
, ; , 

,  « » , 
, ,  « », 

,  – « ».
 « » .  front, 

, ,
.

I was born in a large Welsh industrial town at the beginning of the Great War. [...] This sea town was
my world; outside, a strange Wales, coal-pitted, mountained, river run, full, so far as I knew, of choirs
and sheep and story-book tall hats, moved about its business which was none of mine; beyond that
unknown Wales lay England, which was London, and a country called «The Front» from which many of
our neighbours never came back. At the beginning, the only «front» I knew was the little lobby before
our front door; I could not understand how so many people never returned from there; but later I grew to
know more, though still without understanding, and carried a wooden rifle into Cumdonkin Park and
shot down the invisible, unknown enemy like a flock of wild birds.

,
, , .

, , 
, .

, 
, . , 

, –  (
), , , 

, , 
. 

, *. ,
.

* .: .: Arnold I. The English Word. - M., 1986.

, , , , 
. , 

, . 
) ( .P. Snow – The Search, Homecomings; J. Conrad – Chance, The Typhoon, Victory; W.B. Yeats

– Meditations, The Statues, A Vision), . ,
, , 

, 
.

, 
. The Search , , ; Victory

, ; Justice . ) – 
, . .

)
, , .

.
. In Another Country :

In the fall the war was always there, but we did not go to it any more. It was cold in the fall in Milan
and the dark came very early. Then the electric lights came on, and it was pleasant along the streets
looking in the windows... It was a cold fall and the wind came down from the mountains.

 – , . .
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, , 
. 

, , 
. . , 

: She was a dynamo of activity. She was here, there and everywhere – admonishing the
doctor, slanging the nurses, telling you to do something and then snatching it away to do it herself... (M.
Dickens. One Pair of Feet).

 « » 
. . -

, , , 
 ( ) . , 

,
, .

, : 
, 

: the mouth of the river, the leg of the table ( , , ,
). , 

, .: the heart of the matter : : the essence of the matter.
. , cow 

. 
, , .

, , . , 
: , 

, , 
 ( ). 

*.
* Nosek J. Internal Structure of English Colloquial Metaphor. – In: Brno Studies in English. - V. 8. - 1969.

, 
. 

. : Give
everyman thy ear and few thy voice (W. Shakespeare).

. 
. , 

.

§ 6. 

.
 spit  weep . , .

115.  ,  ,   « »   « »
, . 

, 
.

. , 
. .

, , 

, . 
, , 

.
, 
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, , 
. :

Fight your little fight, my boy,
Fight and be a man.

, Don'ts
 little, , ,

, 
. :

DON'TS

Fight your little fight, my boy,
Fight and be a man.
Don't be a good little, good little boy
being as good as you can
and agreeing with all the mealy-mouthed, mealy-mouthed
truths that the sly trot out
to protect themselves and their greedy-mouthed, greedy-mouthed
cowardice, every old lout.

Don't live up to the dear little girl who costs
You your manhood, and makes you pay.
Nor the dear old mother who so proudly boasts
that you'll make your way.
Don't earn golden opinions, opinions golden,
or at least worth treasury notes
from all sorts of men; don't be beholden
to the herd inside the pen.

Don't long to have dear little, dear little boys
whom you'll have to educate
to earn their living; nor yet girls, sweet joys
who will find it so hard to mate.
Nor a dear little home, with its cost, its cost
that you have to pay,
earning your living while your life is lost
and dull death comes in a day.

Don't be sucked in by the su-superior,
don't swallow the culture bait,
don't drink, don't drink and get beerier and beerier,
do learn to discriminate.

Do hold yourself together, and fight
with a hit-hit here and a hit-hit there,
and a comfortable feeling at night
that you've let in a little air.

A little fresh air in the money sty,
knocked a little hole in the holy prison,
done your own little bit, made your own little try
that the risen Christ should be risen.



93

, 
, 

. , 
 (mealy-mouthed ) , , 

 (be a good little, good little boy being as good as you can), 
, , , 

. 
.

,  baby-
talk, , . 

. 
: mealy-mouthed, mealy-mouthed, greedy-mouthed, greedy-mouthed, 

. , , greedy-mouthed  mealy-
mouthed. , 

» « » (the sly, every old lout).  (earning your
living while your life is lost), ,  living  life 

.
, . 

, 
, , , 

.
 little 

.  «good little, good little boy», «dear little
girl», «dear little home» little ;  «little fight», «let in a little air», «a little fresh
air», «a little hole in the holy prison», «your own little bit», «your own little try» – .

 little ; , 
.  little  small. 

, 
little , , , -

. 
.

, , , ,
 little  dear  nice: a dear little cottage, a dear

little boy, a dear little kitten, a nice little wife .
 little , 

.
, , 

, ; , 
, .

,  little : one of my little ideas :
so that's your little plan, is it!

,  little , 
 unimportant, mean, paltry, 

, .
 – let in a little air, fight your little fight . – ,

, , , , ,
,  « » ,

. , , 
, 

.

, . : little, 
,  little  (= ).
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,  don't
be beholden to the herd inside the pen, – , 

, . , , , 
,  « »; money sty  holy prison, 

 « »  « ». 
. 

.
 little 

,  « »:

If you want to be a great man and leave two thousand pounds a year and a nice clean wife... and a kid
with real eyes that open and close. you'll have to work in your dinner time...

Get some cash in the bank and then you can go in for art and be as bad as you like you'll still be
happy... and you'll be able to afford a nice little wife and nice little babies and nice little parties, and you'll
get into some nice little society and get a whole lot of nice little compliments from all the other people.

(J. Gary. The Horse's Mouth)

 little , 
.

§ 7. 

, 
, , . 

, .
, , 

,
, *.

* .: Arnold I. The English Word. – M., 1986.

, 
. 

.
 LXI :

Is it thy will thy image should keep open
My heavy eyelids to the weary night?
Dost thou desire my slumbers should be broken.
While shadows like to thee do mock my sight?
Is it thy spirit that thou send'st from thee
So far from home into my deeds to pry,
To find out shames and idle hours in me,
The scope and tenour of thy Jealousy?
O, no! thy love, though much, is not so great:
It is my love that keeps mine eye awake;
Mine own true love that doth my rest defeat,
To play the watchman ever far thy sake:
For th e watch I whilst thou dost wake elsewhere,
From me far off, with others all too near.

, 
, : keep open my heavy eyelids, my slumbers should be

broken, keeps mine eye awake, doth my rest defeat, to play the watchman, for thee watch I.
. 
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, , , 
, , , , ,

.
 – , . 

wake  watch, – , . . ,
wake : my love that keeps  eye awake , , 
thou dost wake elsewhere , : .

 watch: .
, , 

: From me far off, with others all too near.
, 

.  (
). , ,  Is it thy will –

dost  thou  desire.  :  spirit   shadow,  to  pry   find  out.  
 love, 

 my love (mine own true love) , 
– thy love.

. . ,  «
: -

 ( ) »*.
*  .: . . – ., 1970.

 LXI  image, shadows,
spirit, , , 

.

§ 8. .

*.
*  .  « ». –
.:  .  – .,  1966. B.C. .  

. . .  «
» (  « ».

– ., 1969).

, 
, , 

, 
, . 

, , 
.

, , 

.  – , . , 
.  – 

. 
, 

, , , 
.

, . , 
, .
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, , 
. 

, , 
 ( ),  (

) , 
 (

 « » 
, . ), 

. , , 
.

. , ,
, , 

.

, . 
, . , 

. , , 
, . .

, . , 
, , . , 

.
. 

». , 
. ,

, 
.

FERN HILL

Now as I was young and easy under the apple boughs
About the lilting house and happy as the grass was green,

The night above the dingle starry,
Time let me hail and climb
Golden in the heydays of his eyes.

And honoured among wagons I was prince of the apple towns
And once below a time I lordly had the trees and leaves

Trail with daisies and barley
Down the rivers of the windfall light.

And as I was green and carefree, famous among the barns
About the happy yard and singing as the farm was home,

In the sun that is young once only,
Time let me play and be
Golden in the mercy of his means,

And green and golden I was huntsman and herdsman, the calves
Sang to my horn, the foxes in the hills barked clear and cold,

And the sabbath rang slowly
In the pebbles of the holy streams.

All the sun long it was running, it was lovely, the hay –
Fields high as the house, the tunes from the chimneys, it was air

And playing, lovely and watery
And fire green as grass.
And nightly under the simple stars

As I rode to sleep, the owls were bearing the farm away,
All the moon long I heard, blessed among stables, the nightjars

Flying with the ricks, and horses flashing into the dark
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And then to awake, and the farm, like a wanderer white
With the dew, come back the cock on his shoulder: it was all
Shining, it was Adam and maiden,

The sky gathered again
And the sun grew round that very day.

So it must have been after the birth of the simple light
In the first, spinning place, the spellbound horses walking warm

Out of the whinnying green stable
On to the fields of praise.

And honoured among foxes and pheasants by the gay house
Under the new-made clouds and happy as the heart was long

In the sun born over and over,
I ran my heedless ways,
My wishes raced through the house-high hay

And nothing I cared, at my sky blue trades, that time allows
In all his tuneful turning so few and such morning songs

Before the children green and golden
Follow him out of grace.

Nothing I cared, in the lamb white days, that time would
take me

Up the swallow-thronged loft by the shadow of my hand,
In the moon that is always rising,
Nor that riding to sleep
I should hear him fly with the high fields

And wake to the farm forever fled from the childless land.
Oh, as I was young and easy in the mercy of his means,

Time held me green and dying
Though I sang in my chains like the sea.

. 
, ,

. 
: , , . 

 Fern  Hill , , 
 fern ,  the farm,

 (the barn, the stable  yard, fields, hay), ,  Fern Hill –
.

, .
, 

. 
: . , , 

, , , 
 I  12 .  young 

; , , 
. . 

, , , , 
. , 

. , 
 youth. . * : 

, 
.

* Van Dijk .A. Semantique structurale ct analyse thematique. Un ssai de lecture; Andre de Bouchet. Du bord de la Faux
//«Lingua». – V. 23. –  1. – 1969.

 youth, .  « ».
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 time , ,
, :

Time let me hail and climb / Golden in the heydays of his eyes...
once below a time I lordly had...
Time let me play and be / Golden in the mercy of his means,...
time allows / In all his tuneful turning so few and such morning songs
/ Before the children green and golden / Follow him out of grace.
that time would take me...
I should hear him fly...
Oh, as I was young and easy in the mercy of his means, / Time held
me green and dying...

,  time , , 
: let me, allows, would take me, held me.

,  time: 
, ,  – .

: I was young and easy in the mercy of his means, / Time held me
green and dying*.  fly.  let, allow 

,  time  he .
* ,  die  death . . :

Until I die he will not leave my side (Elegy); Rage, rage against the dying of the light (Do Not Go Gentle...); Dragging him up the
stairs to one who lies dead (The Conversation of Prayer); And death shall have no dominion ( ).

 night, nightly, day, morning 
, : once below a time, all the sun long, all

the moon long, in the lamb white days, . ,

, . ,
, . 

all the sun (the moon) long  all day (night) long, ,  sun  moon 
.

 young, . ,
, , , 

.  green, , 
,  ,  ,  :  happy as  the  grass  was  green;  And as  I  was

green and carefree; And green and golden I was; And fire green as grass; the children green and golden; Time
held me green. . 
green ,  – , , , 

 ( , ) 
, . ,
 young : I was young; the sun that is young once only.

 easy. : 1) , 2)
, 3) , 4) . 
, . ,

: happy, singing,
carefree, play, lovely, blessed, honoured, gay, happy, heedless, nothing I cared, I sang. 

:  happy , 
. , .

, , 
.  young 

easy . : 
,  and*.

* .: Fries h. The Structure of English. – N.Y., 1951.
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, , : apple boughs. 
. : grass, apple towns, trees, leaves, daisies, barley;

: the calves, the foxes, the owls, nightjars, horses, the cock, the pheasants, lamb, swallow.
, : young, easy, happy 

apple boughs.
, , ,

, . 
, .

. 
: lilting, dingle, starry, hail, in the heydays, sabbath.

 lilt ),  sing, ,
 lilting house (  gay house) – . 

, 
.  house , 

 – .
, , 

, , . , 
,  .  ,  ,  ,  

 (singing as the farm was home). , 
,  (gay house), , 

(tune  from  the  chimneys).  ,  ,  ,  .  ,
, , , , , 

.  – ; , 
, .

 – . , 
. 

, ,  lilt, 
. 

, , , 
, . , . 

, : the tunes from the chimneys, the whinnying green stable, time allows
in all his tuneful turning so few and such morning songs. , 

, , .
: 

 green  golden, a  white  blue.
 dingle )

,  lilt: 
, 

: dingle, apple towns, rivers, hills, streams, land, sea.  dingle  sing.
, 

, 
, , : 

 and. 
, , 

. 
, , .

, 
, 

, , , ,
, . ,

, , 
. 

. 
,  young and easy... and happy; hail and climb; the trees and leaves; daisies and barley; green and
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carefree; ...and singing; play and be golden; clear and cold; lovely and watery; foxes and pheasants; green and
dying. , 

.
 « »*, ,

, , , 
, . , 

, 
.

*  « ».
(« . . ». – 1971. –  2.)

 III. 

§ 1. 

, , 

. 
, 

, , .
, , 

,  – . 

. 

). , 
, 

.
, 

, . 
. 

, , 
, . , 

, , 

. 
*, .

*  . . II, § 1.

, 
, , 

, , 
*. 

, 
, .

* .: . . – ., 1966; :
. – ., 1986.

, 
, , , . 

.

, , , 
, ,  ( ). 
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, 
, . . :

Roll on, thou dark and deep blue Ocean – roll!

Ocean 
.  thou, 

. . :

Break, break, break
On thy cold grey stones,  Sea!

, , 
, . .

, ,
 cold grey stones 

 thy.
 – , ,

 's   he   she,  
, 

. : Winter's grim face*.
* . . 194.

, , , 
, . :

London's people, my country's laws – the people of London, the laws of my country.

). , . , 
, , 

*. , : ass, bear, beast,
bitch, bookworm, donkey, duck, kid, monkey, mule, pig, shark, snake, swine, tabby, toad, wolf, worm, angel,
devil, imp, sphinx, witch.

* .: ., ., . . –
.: . – ., 1977.

I was not going to have all the old tabbies bossing
her around just because she is not what they call
«our class».

(A. Wilson. The Middle Age)

 « » (old tabbies) , 
, : The women she

worked with she regarded as fools and did not hesitate to tell them so, 
 tabbies . 

: «What were you talking about to that old mare downstairs?» (S. Delaney).
,  

 ( ) . , , 
, 
. , pig, donkey, monkey 

(«Don't  be  such  a  donkey,  dear»  ( .  Snow),   swine,  ass,  ape  –  
.

:
you impudent pup, you filthy swine, you lazy dog, that big horse of a girl.

, 
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. , , 
. 

: duck, angel, fairy; : star, rose, jewel; , . : honey, pearl 
: love, beauty.

, .

, ,
, : Listen, my sweet. Come on, lovely! 

:  thy chamber-window, sweet (P. Shelly).
, , 

. :

The chubby little eccentricity :: a chubby eccentric child
He is a disgrace to his family :: he is a disgraceful son
The old oddity :: an odd old person,

, 
.

, 
, .

, .
:

You little horror,
You horrid little thing,
You horrid girl,
You are a horrid girl.

; , 
 (thing) ; 

 horrid 
;  –  horrid.

,  .
:

a flush of heat :: a hot flush
a man of intelligence :: an intelligent man
the dark of the night :: the dark night
the dark intensity :: the intense darkness.

, 
, : The devil-artist who had staged it (the

battle) was a master, in comparison with whom all other artists of the sublime and the terrible were babies (R.
Aldington. The Death of the Hero).

§ 2.  

. .  «
»* , , 

, , 
, , .  Hollywood's Studios Empty

 The  Studios  of  Hollywood  Empty,  
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, ,  Hollywood . , 
, «

»: the mind's general development, my life's aim, duty's call, love's
spirit . of-phrase.

* Quirk R., Greenbaum S., Leech G., Swartvik J. A Grammar of Contemporary English. - Ldn, 1974. – P. 199–201.

, 
 ( ). , ,

, , 
 ( ).

, . :
She's the boy I used to go with's mother.
She's the man that bought my wheelbarrow's wife.
It's the young fellow in the backroom's car. He is the niece,
I told you about's husband*.

* Satirical Editor's Post, Chosen by J. Bailey. – Philadelphia, 1952. – P. 91.

 –   –  ,  
 – .

: 
, , 

: She's the boy..., She's the man..., ...wheelbarrow's wife, ...about's husband.
, , 

 « » , , , 
, , . .

, ,
,  :  One  I-am-sorry-for-you  is  worth  twenty  I-

told-you-so's*.
* . .

, . 
, , .

, 
, 
. , , , 

, , 
. The Murder of My Aunt , 

, , . : Daniel's Trail
(A. Bennet).

. ,
.  « » 

, ,
, : Heaven remained rigidly in its proper place on the other side of death, and on

this side flourished the injustices, the cruelties, the meannesses, that elsewhere people so cleverly hushed up.
, 

, 
, . «A

world without goodness – it'd be Paradise.» But it wouldn't no more than now. The only paradises were fools'
paradises, ostriches' paradises (A. Huxley).

, 
.

, , 
. : , 

, , 
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. , 
, .

. , , 
,  « » 

:

Nothing beside remains. Round the decay
Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare
The lone and level sands stretch far away.

 sands  ( , ), ,
, . 

, , . 
:  Waters  on  a  starry  night  are  beautiful  and  fair  (W.  Wordsworth);  But  where  are  the  snows  of

yesteryear? (F. Villon).

, 
, 

. : a lot of money :: lots of money; a number of people :: numbers of people.

§ 3. 

, 
, , . 

, , , , 
.

, , , 
: The Hardys were rather late (S.

Maugham) :  was engaged to be married to a
Miss Hubbard (S. Maugham). : 

. , , 
, 

: «Have you a Rosetti?» I asked (S. Maugham). 
.

: I do not claim to be a Caruso – , . : I do
not claim to be Caruso – , .

. , ,
. . 

» : «A century ago there may have been no Leibnitz, but there
was a Gauss, a Faraday and a Darwin». 

. 

. , , .  « », , , 
 –  ,  :  «  was  not  a  Bagster.»  .  

» , , 
, : «I will never marry a Malone or a Sykes – and no one else

will ever marry me.» , , ,
, .

, 
; , 

. , 
: Elisabeth was a Tudor. 

.  « », 
,  «she was a Dodson», 
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, , 
. , 

, .
,  

 – ,  – : «Know my partner? Old Robinson.
Yes, the Robinson. Don't you know? The notorious Robinson.» (J. Conrad. Lord Jim).

, , 
, *. 

, .
, , , , , :

I will o'erktake thee, Cleopatra,
And weep for my pardon. So it must be, for now
All length is torture: since the torch is out...

(W. Shakespeare. Antony and Cleopatra)

* .: Brooke-Rose Chr: A Grammar  of  Metaphor.  –  In:  Essays  on  the  Language of  Literature  /  Ed.  by  S.  Chatman and S.R.
Levin. – Boston, 1967, .

 the torch 
. , , .

.
. 

, , .
, 

:  Under  the  low  sky  the  grass  shone  with  a  brilliant,  an
almost artificial sheen (C.P. Snow). , 

, 
. 

, .
. , . 

, , 
: It began to rain slowly and heavily and drenchingly... and her thoughts went down the lane toward the

field, the hedge, the trees – oak, beech, elm (Gr. Greene). 
: , *.

* .: . . – .: 
. – . 2. - ., 1969, .

 – 
. . 

. .  « » 
, , . 

.

There head falls forward, fatigued at evening,
And dreams of home,
Waving from window, spread of welcome.
Kissing of wife under single sheet;
But waking sees
Bird-flocks nameless to him, through doorway voices
Of new men making another love.
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,  – .
, 

, . 
, .

§ 4.  

. 
. . 

, , , , . 
, . 

.
. ,

, , .
» – . 

,  – , ,
., .

.

, 
.

, . 
».

«... I mean I want you to be sure and see the kiddies.
I've got three.»
«I've seen their pictures,» said Bartellet. «You must
be very proud of them. They're all girls, aren't they?»
«Yes, sir, three girls. I wouldn't have a boy. I mean
I always wanted girls. I mean girls have got a lot
more zip to them.I mean they're a lot zippier. But
let's go! The Rolls is downstairs and if we start now
we'll get there before dark. I mean I want you to see
the place while it's still daylight.»

,  one  you, , 
, , -

, . One, , , 
, , , .  I

 one  you 
, 

. . . 
.  « »:

Olwen: Then it's not so bad then. You can always build another image for yourself to fall in love with.
Robert: No, you can't. That's the trouble you lose the capacity for building. You run short of the stuff that

creates beautiful illusions.

 you . 
 you , . , 

. , , 
. , 
, ,  you, , 
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.
 you , , .

, .
 I 

,   a  man,  a  chap,  a  fellow,  a  girl.  
, , , .

 one  you, , .
.   « »  ,  

 I,  one, , .
. «If one knew,» he wondered, «the facts, would one have to feel pity even for the

planets? If one reached what they called the heart of the matter?» He , , 
, , 

.  one  you , 
.

 one , ,
, , , 

: «One feels quite ashamed of offering it. But what can one do?» «One» could
obviously do nothing, for the good reason. That «one» was impersonal and did not exist (A. Huxley. Point
Counter Point).

, 
. . : I do

not want to write; I want to live. What does she mean by that? It's hard to say. 
 – . ,  she  I:

I do not want to write; I want to live. What do I mean by that? It's hard for me to say.  I  one 
, : One

doesn't want to write; One wants to live, what does one mean by that One cannot say.
 thou,  thee, 

 thy  thine,  thyself 
, , 
. 

. Thou .
, , , 

 ( , ), .  thou 
. 

, 
. , , .

. 
, , . 

: «If thou thou'st him some thrice it
shall not be amiss.» (W. Shakespeare. The Twelfth Night).

 he, she,
it ,  –

 he  she ,  it, 
, :  it 

, ,
, : « , Lord!» He involuntarily ejaculated as

the incredibly dilapidated figure appeared in the light. It stopped; it uncovered pale gums, and long upper teeth
in a malevolent grin. – «Is there anything wrong with me, Mister Mate?» it asked (J. Conrad – .

).
, 

.
 what, this, that, anything 

 thing, ,
: beast, brute,

creature, fury.



108

, , , .  he 
she , . 

.  « »,
, , 

.
. 

.  « ». 
: «Because just then, death had

come and rested its head on the foot of the cot and he could smell its breath.» 
,  it (  he  she) ,  death

,  (its breath), ,
. .

 we 
, . 

 Pluralis Majestatis ( ), ,
.,  Pluralis Modestiae ( ),  « »,

, , .

. . , ,  we, 
. 

 the present writer, the present reviewer.
 they , 

: All the people like us are We, and everyone else is they (R.Kipling). 
,  they , , 

, , 
they.

.   you  ,  .  
, , .

 « ».

«You kept from thinking and it was all marvellous.You were equipped with good insides so that you
did not go to pieces that way that most of them had, and you made an attitude that you cared nothing for
the work you used to do now, that you could no longer do it. But, in yourself, you said that you would
write about these people; about the very rich; that you were really not of them but a spy in their country;
that you would leave it and write of it and for once it would be written by someone who knew what he
was writing of. But he would never do it...»

(E. Hemingway. The Snows of Kilimanjaro)

 this  that , , 
, ., 

. 
, .

Robert: I'm sorry, but I must know this. Was that something to do with that missing five hundred pounds?
Gordon      (excitedly): Oh – for God's sake – don't drag that money into it!

We don't want all that all over again.

(J.B. Priestley. Dangerous Corner)

 that missing five hundred pounds , 
 money  .   that  

.
, , , 

, .
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George: Oh, don't be so innocent, Ruth. This house! This room! This hideous. God-awful room!
Ruth: Aren't you being just a little insulting?
George: I’m simply telling you what you very well know. They may be your relations but have you
                   honestly got one tiny thing in common with any of them? These people –
Ruth: Oh, no! Not «these people»! Please – not that!

(J. Osborne and A. Creighton. The Epitaph for George Dillon)

«These people» , .
This  that , , .

 – : They had this headmaster, this
very cute girl.

, .

: that ring of yours, that brother of mine, this idea, of his.
. 

: this lovely ring of yours, that old ramshackle house of his, that wretched puppy of yours.

, , , , 
, ., , 

. 
 (  your) 

, , , 
, .

Betty: You couldn't even be generous though you'd given your precious Martin everything we'd got.

(J.B. Priestley. Dangerous Corner)

, 
.

§ 5. 

, 
, – . 

, , .
,  – 

: a most valuable idea, the sweetest baby, the newest fashion of all.

. : the sweetest baby :: the sweetest of
babies; a foolish wife :: a foolish, foolish wife :: a most foolish wife :: the most foolish of wives :: my fool of a
wife :: my wife is foolishness herself :: she is as foolish as can be :: is she as foolish as all that?

 that: She is that
foolish.

: nice and warm, good and strong.

Mrs Elliot: Oh, Josie, you are a naughty girl, you really are. I was hoping you'd have everything nice
and clean and tidy when I came in.

(J. Osborne and A. Creighton. The Epitaph for George Dillon)

, 
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.
.

, 
, : You cannot be deader

than the dead (E. Hemingway).
, 

, 
.  curiouser 

, : «Curiouser and
curiouser!» cried Alice (she was so much surprised that for the moment she quite forgot how to speak good
English) (L. Carroll. Alice in Wonderland).

, , . 
. 

: the orangemostest drink in the world.
, ,

. .  « »
 white ,  – white rush. : the shrill

girls, his hungry ribs and shoulders.
.  idiotic

. , : My
idiotic shoe-laces are undone.

, , 
, : glass:: glassy; gold :: golden .

§ 6. 

, , 
. 

, . 
, .

, , , 
. , , , ,

, 
. . .  « ». 

 – , 
.

, 
, 

.
. 

. 
, 

:

Ruth: You're burning yourself out. And for what?...
George: You don't even begin to understand – you're no different from the rest. Burning myself out! You

bet  I'm burning myself out! I've been doing that for so many years now – and who in hell cares?

, 
.

, ,
, : Burning myself out! You bet I'm
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burning myself out! : Everybody's being so damned considerate (I. Shaw. The Young Lions).
, :

Jimmy: One day when I'm no longer spending my days running a sweet-stall,
I may write a book about us all.

(J. Osborne. Look Back in Anger)

.
 to spend one's days; 

, .
, 

: You're not really suggesting that... are you? You're not trying to convince me
that...?

. , 
.

.

, . : I'd better show you the way. He's
not feeling so good today.

, 
. 

 I, he, we ain't  I says, 
;  has, is, was 

: Times has changed. , . 
,  – , .

 ( ):

Josie: Well, I'm doing it, aren't I? :
Percy: ...But what about me? I'm going to look a proper bloody fool, aren't I?

, 
,  –

 are.
: You

done  me a  hill  turn:  you  done  me hout  of  a  contrac  (B.  Shaw).  ,  
, 

.
. 

, ,
, , .

 XVII .  2-
 -st: dost, knowest, livest, hast; -th –  3- : doth,

knoweth, liveth; : hadst, didst.
, .

, 
, 

. 
.

, , 
: , , , ,

, .  can, may, must, ought, shall, will, 
 just, only 

.
, , 
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,  shall . . 
And Death Shall Have No Dominion .  

. , .  And death shall
have no dominion , . 

, 
. . , 

. , 
: , .

 –  .  
, . , 

. . 
.

AND DEATH SHALL HAVE NO DOMINION

And Death shall have no dominion.
Dead men naked they shall be one
With the man in the wind and the west moon;
When their bones are picked clean and the clean bones gone,
They shall have stars at elbow and foot;
Though they go mad they shall be sane,
Though they sink through the sea they shall rise again;
Though lovers be lost love shall not;
And death shall have no dominion.

 shall, , .  sceal 
.  shall 

, , , 
. .  shall

, 
. 

.  shall ,

.
 shall . , 

, 
 ( : mad :: sane, sink :: rise).

§ 7. 

, 
.

, . ,  – ,
 now 

*.  now . 
, , , , .

* . . – .: . – ., 1965. – .
36. 

.

. : «Now there is no normal
process except death which completely clears the brain from all past impressions; and after death it is
impossible to set it going again».

 now 
. . . .  now
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.  « »  now 
. 

now.  ,   now .  ,
,

, In Another Country.

Another boy who walked with us sometimes and made us five wore a black silk handkerchief across
his face because he had no nose then and his face was to be rebuilt. He had gone out to the front from
the military academy and been wounded within an hour after he had gone to the front line for the first
time.  They  rebuilt  his  face,  but  he  came  from  a  very  old  family  and  they  could  never  get  the  nose
exactly right. He went to South America and worked in a bank. But this was a long time ago, and then
we did not any of us know how it was going to be afterward. We only knew then that there was always
the war, but that we were not going to it any more.

.  then )
, 

. , , 
 then  afterward, always, not any more 

, 
. 

.  – . , 
.   –  :   (afterward),  .  

, .
,  never. 

, .
. : they could

never get the nose exactly right ). , 
, , 

.
, 

. 
, ,

.

 IV. 

§ 1. 

, , . 
, ,

, 
.

. 
, . 

. , , 
: Step in here! – In here! Wait a moment! – Just a moment!

, , , , 
, , – . , 

.

«But why should two people stay together and be unhappy?» the barmaid was saying. «Why? When
they can get a divorce and be happy?»

«Because marriage is a sacrament,» replied the stranger.
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«Sacrament yourself!» the barmaid retorted contemptuously.

(A. Huxley. Point Counter Point)

: 
. 

.
, 

, 
. , , 

, , ,
, , 

, , , . 
:  Boy, did I  gallop! With those three sons of Africa racing

after me and hissing! (K. Maclnnes. Absolute Beginners).
 ( . . 136–151) a grief ago 

. 
, , 

, . , ,
. , , 

, 
.  « » 

 We are not amused . 
, . , ,

: Men will confess to treason, murder,
arson,  false  teeth  or  a  wig.  How  many  of  them  will  own  up  to  a  lack  of  humour?  (F.  Colby. Essays).

, 
. , 

, .

. . , 
, , 

.
. . * 

. 
, 

, :

1.   , . , .
2.   , , .
3.  ,  ( , 

).
4.   : , , , .
5.   : , .
* Kuznez M.D., Skrebnev J.M. Stilistik der englischer Sprache. – Leipzig,  1968; ., .

. – ., 1960.

§ 2.   – 

,  ( . . II), .
, , , 

, .
, 
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, .
.  

, , . 
, . , , , 

, 
.

, 
: When a man wants to kill a tiger he calls it sport; when a tiger wants to kill a man it is ferocity;

. : I had known it : : Had I known it :
: If I had known it, ,  –

. , , 
, -

. , , ,
. : the man of whom I spoke : : the man I spoke of.

, , 
 ( . ):

«Flowers! You wouldn't believe it, madam, the flowers he used to bring me.»
«White! He turned as white as a woman.»

(K. Mansfield. Lady's Maid)

 it is flowers
that, it was flowers that. .

,  ( ), , 
 ( ), .

, , : 
, , 

.
, 

, , 
. . 

, 
,  .  ,  

» :

She felt that she was dozing off, and had just begun to dream that she was walking hand in hand with
Dinah... when suddenly, thump! thump! down she came upon a heap of sticks and dry leaves, and the fall
was over.

Alice was not a bit hurt, and she jumped up on her feet in a moment: she looked up, but it was all dark
overhead; before her was another long passage, and the white rabbit was still in sight, hurrying down it.
There was not a moment to be lost: away went Alice like the wind.

(L. Carroll. Alice in Wonderland)

 down she came  away went Alice 
. 

 before her was another long passage. , 
. , 

, . , , 
. , , . 

, , , , 
. , , 

.
, 
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, . , , 
, , 

, : Worried by silence, sentries whisper, curious,
nervous. But nothing happens (T.S. Eliot). 

, .

, , 
.

.
1. , , 

: Beautiful those donkeys were! (K. Mansfield. The Lady's Maid).
, ,

: Artful – wasn't it?
. Mansfield. The Lady's Maid); Queer how it works out, isn't it? (J.B. Priestley. Dangerous Corner).

, , , 
: Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown (W. Shakespeare); Sure I am,

from what I have heard, and from what I have seen... (G.G. Byron).

, : Go I must.
2.   :  Her  love  letters  I

returned to the detectives for filing (Gr. Greene. End of the Affair).
3.  , , 

, ,
, , 

: Spring begins with the first narcissus, rather cold and shy and
wintry (D.H. Lawrence); In some places there are odd yellow tulips,  slender, spiky, and Chinese-looking (D.H.
Lawrence).

4.  , , , 
, , 

: Hallo! Here come two lovers ( .Mansfield); Among them
stood tulips (R. Aldington).

: off they sped, out he hopped, up you go.

, 
, :

Whether she changes or doesn't change now 1 don't care (J.B. Priestley).
, , , ,

, 
. , , . , . , .

.

§ 3. , , 

, ,
, , 

. . 
. , , 

, 
, . , , 

, , 
,  ,  .  

. , 
, 

. , . 
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, .
.

.
.  « » , 

, , , 
. 

:

Louise (brightly, putting her husband in his place): Who was in it, dear? Lawrence Olivier? I always think he is
best for those Greek things, don't you? ... I'll never forget that wonderful night when they put out his eyes – I
could hear that scream for weeks and weeks afterwards everywhere I went. There was something so farouche
about it. You know the word, dear, farouche? like animals in the jungle.
Stanley (to Clive): And that's supposed to be cultured?
Clive: What?
Stanley: People having their eyes put out.
Clive: I don't know what «cultured» means. I always thought it has something to do with pearls.
Louise: Nonsense, you know perfectly well what your father means. It's not people's eyes, Stanley; it's

    poetry. Of course I don't expect you to understand.
Stanley (to Clive): And this is what you want to study at Cambridge, when you get up there next month?
Clive: Yes, it is, more or less.
Stanley: May I ask, why?
Clive: Well, poetry's its own reward, actually – like virtue. All art is, I should think.
Stanley: And this is the most useful thing you can find to do with your time?
Clive: It's not a question of useful.
Stanley: Isn't it?
Clive: Not really.

, .  (And that's supposed to be cultured?  And
this is what you want to study at Cambridge?), .

, 
,  .  

, , , 
, , . 
, ,  want, wish, hope, suppose,

suggest, believe . , 
, ,  suppose, think, guess. 

: You like the idea, I suppose? , 
, , 

, .  – , ,
: I always think he's best for these Greek things, don't you?, 

 farouche. , 
, ,  – , 

. , , ,
 know, understand, see, get the point, perceive .

, . 
. – 

.
, 

.  – ,
, , . ,

, 
, .

, 
. LVII 



118

, :
Being your slave, what should I do but tend
Upon the hours and times of your desire?

. :
,

.
.

. 
, 

.
 « » . 

,  « » : «How can what an Englishman believes be
heresy? It is a contradiction in terms.» 

, .

, , :

Gordon: Well, I don't see it. And I know Betty better than you do.
Fredda (bitterly): You know everybody better than anybody else does, don't you?
Gordon: You would say that, wouldn't you? I can't help it if Martin liked me

better than he liked you.

(J.B. Priestley. Dangerous Corner)

. 
.  ,  ,  ,  
; , . 

.  you would say that 
, .

.  You do speak English, don't you?  You can speak English, can't you?, 
, , ,

.  or
, : You can speak

English... or can't you?
, 

, . 
, , , 

: So you are that very person, are you?
, 

, , 
, .

, 
, . , 

, . ,
, . 

. , , 
, :

There is nothing more dangerous to contemplate than World War III. It is worth considering whether
part of the danger may not be intrinsic in the unguarded use of learning machines. Again and again I have
heard the statement that learning machines cannot subject us to any new dangers, because we can turn
them off when we feel like it. But can we? To turn a machine off effectively, we must be in possession of
information as to whether the danger point has come. The mere fact that we have made the machine does
not guarantee that we shall have the proper information to do this. This is already implied in the statement
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that the checker-playing machine can defeat the man who has programmed it, and this after a very limited
time of working in. Moreover, the very speed of operation of modern digital machines stands in the way
of our ability to perceive and think through the indications of danger...

(N. Wiener. Cybernetics)

, ,
. 

, , ,
, , 

. , , 
, .

, 
, , . 

,  please, . 
. : Open the door, please  Will you

open the door, please  Would you mind opening the door : I wonder whether you
would mind opening the door. , . 

: «Do you mind being quiet down there, please!»
, 

: «Boy! Did I gallop!» 
, : Am I tired! – ! Aren't you ashamed of yourself! – He

! Wasn't it amarvellous trip! – , ! What on earth are you doing! –
, , ! , 

, .

§ 4. 

, 
, . 

. , 
. , 

. . *, 
, 

. , 
. «Did you give her my regards?» I asked

him. «Yeah.» The hell he did, the bastard (J. Salinger. The Catcher in the Rye).
* . . – ., 1958, – . 389.

, . . 
, 

*. , 
. 

:

Pickering (slowly): I think I know what you mean, Mrs Higgins.
Higgins: Well, dash me if I do!

(B. Shaw)

Catch you taking liberties with a gentleman!
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(B. Shaw)

*  .: ., . . . - . 92.

.  catch me,
catch me at it, catch me doing this , !

 catch . , 
: catch somebody bending ), catch somebody napping,

tripping a )–
, , :

Catch him tripping! !*
* .. ,  catch  « », . .  ( .. 1967).

, 
. : , ! (

) ! ). 

. , , 
! ! ! ! !

! ! .*
* .  ( ). – ., 1973.

. 
, 

. 
.

, 
: !  – :

! ! !

. , : As if I ever stop thinking about the girl (B. Shaw) 
, . .

, .
. : If this isn't Captain Donnithorne a-coming into the yard! (G. Eliot).

,  –
.! , 

: Did he give you the money? – The hell he did! Doesn't it tempt you? – Tempt me, hell!
: like hell, dash me, the deuce, damn . 

 ( , ),  «Shut up,
Michael. Try and show a little breeding.» – «Breeding be damned. Who has any breeding, anyway, except
bulls?» (E. Hemingway)*.

* .: . . – .:
. – ., 1975.

, 
.

. 
. , 

, 
.

 catch . 
, : catch me! 

.
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: «Lower it gently, it's a work of art» – «I'll work-
of-art you!» (A. Wesker).

, 
.

THE STORY OF TUAN MAC CAIRILL

Finnian, the Abbot of Moville, went southwards and eastwards in great haste. News had come to him
in Donegal that there were yet people in his own province who believed in gods that he did not approve
of, and the gods that we do not approve of are treated scurvily, even by saintly men.

He was told of a powerful gentleman who observed neither Saint's Day nor Sunday.
«A powerful person!» said Finnian.
«All that,» was the reply.
«We shall try this person's power,» said Finnian.
«He is reputed to be a wise and hardy man,» said his informant.
«We shall test his wisdom and his hardyhood.»
«He is,» that gossip whispered – «he is amagician.»
«I will magician him,» cried Finnian angrily. «Where does that man live?»
He was informed and he proceeded in that direction without delay.
In no great time he came to the stronghold of the gentleman who followed ancient ways, and he

demanded admittance in order that he might preach and prove the new God, and exercise and terrify and
banish even the memory of the old one; for to a god grown old Time is as ruthless as to a beggarman
grown old.

 – . 
, .

 – 
. 

.

. ,  I will magician him
, : cried Finnian angrily , 

.
. 

 (went southwards and eastwards in great haste). 
: people in his own province who believed in gods he did

not approve of, and the gods that we do not approve of are treated scurvily, even by saintly men. ,

 approve  gods, treat  gods , 
, . ,

. 
, 

.  – , 
,  .  ,  
: I will magician him ( ). , 

, 
.

: we shall try this person's power, we shall test his
wisdom  I will magician him, 

. , 
, . 

, 
, , 
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,  (
magician v < magician n).

, 
, 

: , .

§ 5. 

 ( ), , 
, , 

.
-

. 
. 

, .
, 

. 
, , 

.
, , 

, 
. 

,  ( . . 118).
: The rank and file of doctors are no more scientific than their tailors; or

their tailors are no less scientific than they (B. Shaw).
. , , 

, , .

. , , , 
, .

,
, , 

, , .).

There is a point of no return unremarked at the time in most men lives.

(Gr. Greene. The Comedians)

, .
, : All

the perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten this little hand.
, .

. 
,  .  

. 
 – . :

 ( ), , 
 ( ), ,  – 

. , , , 
, .  all, 

, 
.

,
. , , 
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, , 
: We aren't no thin red 'eroes, nor we aren't no blackguards too (R.Kipling).

, , , 
. 

, .
, 

, . 
.

. , 
, , : I'm wondering if I oughtn't to

ring him up.
. .

 « » , , , 
 (  1919 ),

:

Mrs .: Isn't  that  lovely?  All  the  children  back  home,  and  plenty  of  money  to  help  them  settle  down.
And,  mind you, Gerald, I shouldn't be a bit surprised if Robin doesn't do awfully well in some
business quite soon. Selling things, probably – people find him so attractive. Dear Robin!
(Pauses. Then change of tone, more depth and feeling.) Gerald, it isn't so very long ago that I
thought myself the unluckiest woman in the world. If it hadn't been for the children, I wouldn't
have wanted to go on living. And now, though of course, it'll never be the same without him – I
suddenly feel I'm one of the luckiest women in the world. All my children round me, quite safe
at last, very happy.

: I shouldn't be surprised if
Robin doesn't do awfully well.

, 
 (understatement) , 

: it is not unlikely = it is very likely; he was not unaware of = he was quite aware of*.
. 

. 
: it is not difficult to see = it is easy

to see.
* . . 125.

. 
, : 

, 
. : It is rather an unusual, story, isn't it? = You lie. It would not suit me all that well. = It is

impossible.
, 

, 
.

. , 
, , . 

, 
*.

* .:  E. .  XIX . - ., 1959. - . 144.

. :

Man marks the earth with ruin – his control
Stops with the shore; – Upon the watery plain
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The wrecks are all thy deed, nor doth remain
A shadow of man's ravage, save his own,
When, for a moment, like a drop of rain,
He sinks into thy depths with bubbling groan,
Without a grave, unknelled, uncoftlned, and unknown.

(G. Byron. Childe Harold)

. , , 
, , : 

, . :

Ah, love, let us be true
To one another! for the world...
Hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light,
Nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain;
And we are here as on a darkling plain.

, , , 
.

. .
, . , 
.  « » : insupportable plagues, effect of that

incurable distemper, inexpressible, incurable fools, inconceivable plagues. Bee 
 « ».

.

§ 6. 

. , , , 
, , , 

, . 
, 

, , 
, 

*.
* .: . . – « . . . . ». – 1967. – . 315;

.  XX . . – .: Philologica. – ., 1973.

, , 
, 

, 
.

, 
. 

, 
, . 

, , 
.

, – 
 – . 

, 
. 
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. .
, 

, , 
. , 

.
 XX  .  .  ,  :  

 ( , 
) , , 

).
, 

,
: , , . 

.
, , .

. 
. *. 

, , , 
, 

, .
* Halliday M.A.K., Hasan R. Cohesion in English. -   Ldn, 1966.

. , : 1) 
 2)  ,  .

,  .  
.

: «1) , 
 ( , , , 

, ); 2) , 
 (

, .)»*. 
, . 

. , , . ,
, 

, 
.

* .: . . .

*.
* ., : . . – .: 

. – ., 1972; . . – .: 
. – ., 1984.

.
,

.
. , :

The girl who is going to fall in love knows all about it beforehand from books and the movies... she
knows exactly how she feels when her lover or husband betrays her or when she betrays him; she knows
precisely what it is to be a forsaken wife, an adoring mother, an erratic grandmother. All at the age of
eighteen.

, : who,
how, when, what, 
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, : All at the age of
eighteen, .

, . . 
: It is full of dirty blank spaces, high black walls, a gas holder, a tall chimney, a main

road that shakes with dust and lorries (J. Osborne. Entertainer).
, , 

. , ,
, 

: It is full of dirty blank spaces and high black walls, and a gas
holder, and a tall chimney, and a main road that shakes with dust and lorries.

, 
: It is full of dirty blank spaces, high black walls,

a gas holder, a tall chimney and a main road that shakes with dust and lorries.
.  

, , 
– , . ,

,
, . 

, , . .
, , 

. You, Andrew Marvell.
 and, 

, . 
 XVII  (1621 – 1678). , 

 (  Andrew Marvell), 
. , , , 

, 
. :

YOU, ANDREW MARVELL

And here face down beneath the sun
And here upon earth's noonward height
To feel the always coming on
The always rising of the night

To feel creep up the curving cast
The earthly chill of dusk and slow
Upon those under lands the vast
And ever-climbing shadows grow

And strange at Ecbatan the trees
Take leaf by leaf the evening strange
The flooding dark about their knees
The mountains of Persia change

And now at Kermanshah the gate
Dark empty and the withered grass
And through the twilight now the late
Few travellers in the westward pass

And Baghdad darken and the bridge
Across the silent river gone
And through Arabia the edge
Of evening widen and steal on
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And deepen on Palmyra street
The wheel rut in the ruined stone
And Lebanon fade out and  Crete
High through the clouds and overblown

And over Sicily the air
Still flashing with the landward gulls
And loom and slowly disappear
The sails above the shadowy hulls

And Spain go under and the shore
Of Africa the guilded sand
And evening vanish and no more
The low pale light across the land

Nor now the long light on the sea –
And here face downward in the sun
To feel how swift how secretly
The shadow of the night comes on...

, , 
 and,  .  ,  

, . , 
 and. 

, , . , 
 and. , , , 

, .  – 
 –  to feel , 

, 
:

to feel the ... coming ... the ... rising of the night to feel creep up ... and ... grow and ... take ... change
and ... dark empty ... and ... pass and ... darken and ... gone and ... widen and steal on and deepen ... and
... fade out and ... high ... overblown and ... flashing ... and loom and ... disappear ... and ... go under
and... and ... vanish and no more ... and here ... to feel how ... the shadow of the night comes on.

, , 
. 

: shadow, night, dusk, evening, dark .
. 

:  ( ), ,  ( ), 
), ,  ( ), , , , . 

, . 
. , 

, . , , – 
, .

, .
.  His Coy Mistress

, , 
.

Had we but world enough and time
This coyness, lady, were no crime...
But at my back I always hear
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Time's winged chariot hurrying near.

. 
, , , ,

, , .
 and , ,

, , , 
, 

, .

§ 7. 

, , , , ,
, , .

,  .  ,  ,
, 

, 
: Beat! beat! drums! – blow! bugles! blow! (W. Whitman).

, 
: Tyger, tyger, burning bright (W. Blake)  –

.  « » 
, 

, , , 
, 

, .
. *

, , 
.

* .. .: . . – ., 1966.

, , , ,  –
, , , .

, *. 
, 

, , .
* .: Noek J. Pause and Repetition in Modern Colloquial English. – In: Prague Studies in English. – 1969.

. 
 XVIII .  – 

, 
. , . 

:

So long as men can breathe or eyes can see
So long lives this and this gives life to thee.

.

1)   – .
2)  ,  V, – long lives...

life.
3)   – so long ...  so long; ,  

.
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4)   ( ); 
 live  life.

5)    –  men can breathe  eyes can see 
.

6)  : ...lives this and this gives... .
,  ( ), , 

, 
.

7)  , , ,  this ...
this  .  ,  

, , , . 
, , .

8)   ...men can breathe = eyes can see, . .

, . , 
 breathe  live.  LXI

 ( . . 130).
, . 

. , 
, , .  ,  

, . tired with all these  LXVI , . 64). , 
 LXV1 , .

, , 
. , , . 

:

Beauty is truth, truth beauty, – that is all
Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know.

. 
, ,  be, , 

, .
.  « » . 

, , 
, .

Should you ask me, whence these stories?
Whence these legends and traditions,
With the odours of the forest,
With the dew and damp of meadows,
With the curling smoke of wigwams,
With the rushing of great rivers,
With their frequent repetitions,
And their wild reverberations,
As of thunder in the mountains?
I should answer, I should tell you,
«From the forests and the prairies,
From the great lakes of the Northland,
From the land of the Ojibways,
From the land of the Dakotas,
From the mountains, moors and fenlands,
Where the heron, the Shuh-shuh-gah,
Feeds among the reeds and rushes.

I repeat them as I heard them
From the lips of Nawadaha,
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The musician the sweet singer.»
Should you ask where Nawadaha
Found these songs, so wild and wayward,
Found these legends and traditions,
I should answer, I should tell you,
«In the bird-nests of the forest,
In the lodges of the beaver,
In the hoof prints of the bison,
In the eyrie of the eagle!»

 « » 
, , ,

. 
, .

,  (frequent repetitions) 
. .

 (reverberations / As of thunder in the mountains).
. 

, . 
 with, from  in 

. , 
, , . 

, .
 (stories – legends, moors – fenlands), 

. ,
.

. .  song , , 
, : stories, legends and traditions. 

. ,
, ,  with.

 whence. 
,

. ,  from. 
 – : the forests and the prairies... from the

mountains, moors and fenlands.
, 

, 
. . . 

.  « » 
. 

? , , 
:

«Down with the English anyhow. That's certain. Clear out, you fellows, double quick, I say. We may
hate one another, but we hate you most. If I don't make you go, Ahmed will, Karim will, if it's fifty five
hundred  years  we  shall  get  rid  of  you,  yes,  we  shall  drive  every  blasted  Englishman  into  the  sea,  and
then» – he rode against him furiously – «and then,» he concluded, half kissing him, «you and I shall be
friends.»

«Why can't we be friends now?» said the other, holding him affectionately. «It's what I want. It's what
you want.»

But the horses didn't want it – they swerved apart; the earth didn't want it, sending up rocks through
which riders must pass single file;  the temples,  the tanks,  the jail,  the palace,  the birds,  the carrion, the
Guest House, that came into view as they issued from the gap and saw Man beneath: they didn't want it,
they said in their hundred voices, «No, not yet», and the sky said «No, not there.»
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(E.M. Forster. A Passage to India)

» – . , 
. , 

, .
, 

, ,
.

: hate... hate, will... will, then...
then   Down  with  the  English...  clear  out...  make  you  go...  get  rid  of  you...  drive
every blasted Englishman into the sea.

 –  want; , 
, , 

,  .  ,   want  
. : ,

,  want 
.  – ,  –

.
, 

.  :  «Do  you  remember  our  mosque,  Mrs
Moore?» «I do. I do,» she said suddenly vital and young.

: «Why don't you
shut your great big old gob, you poor bloody old fool!» (J. Osborne. Entertainer).

, 
. 

, , .
. 

, : His «Noontide Peace», a study of two dun cows
under a walnut tree, was followed by «A Midday Sanctuary», a study of a walnut tree with two dun cows under
it.

, .
,  ,  

. . 
, , .

, , 
, .  –

, , ,

, – .

§ 8. 
)

. 
.  ( ),

, .
, 

, , 
. , 

, , 
, .

Plant has two rooms down an area in Ellam Street. Shop in front, sitting room behind. We went in
through the shop. Smell of boot polish like a lion cage. Back room with an old kitchen range. Good
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mahogany table. Horsehair chairs. Bed in corner made up like a sofa. Glass-front bookcase full of nice
books, Chambers's Encyclopedia. Bible dictionary. Sixpenny Philosophers.

(J. Gary. The Horse's Mouth)

, . 
, 

, 
, 

.
, 

,  – , 
, . ,

, 
, , 

, .
, 

, , , ,
, , 

.
. , , 

.

Surrey all in one blaze like a forest fire. Great clouds of dirty yellow smoke rolling up. Nine carat
gold. Sky water-green to lettuce green. A few top clouds, yellow and solid as lemons. River disappeared
out of its  hole.  Just  a gap full  of the same fire,  the same smoky gold,  the same green. Far bank like a
magic island floating in the green.

 – , 
, . 

. 
, *. 

. , 
.  – 

.  – , . 

, , 
,  .  

. 
.

* . 

. 
, 

, . , . 
.

, 
, , .

. 

, .

Many windows
Many floors
Many people
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Many stores
Many streets
And many hangings
Many whistles
Many clangings
Many, many, many, many –
Many of everything, many of any.

(D.J. Bisset)

, 

, , .
, 
, 

.
, .

Emily: George, please don't think of that. I don't know why I said it. It's not true. You're –
George: No, Emily, you stick to it. I'm glad you spoke to me like you did. But you'll see: I'm going to

change so quick. ... you bet I'm going to change. And, like you say, being gone all that time... in
other places and meeting other people... Gosh, if anything like that can happen I don't want to go
away. I guess new people aren't any better than old ones. I'll bet they almost never are. Emily... I
feel that you're as good a friend as I've got. I don't need to go and meet the people in other town.

Emily: But, George, maybe it's very important for you to go and learn all that about – cattle judging and
soils and those things... Of course, I don't know.

George (after a pause, very seriously): Emily, I'm going to make up my mind right now. I won't go. I'll tell
            Pa about it tonight.

Emily: Why, George, I don't see why you have to decide right now. It's a whole year away.
George: Emily, I'm glad you spoke to me about that... that fault in my character. What you said was

right; but there was one thing wrong in it, and that was when you said that for a year I wasn't
noticing people, and... you, for instance. Why, you say you were watching me when I did
everything... I was doing the same about you all the time. Why, sure, – I always thought about
you as one of the chief people I thought about. I always made sure where you were sitting on the
bleacher and who you were with, and for three days now I've been trying to walk home with
you;  but  something  always  got  in  the  way.  Yesterday  I  was  standing  over  against  the  wall
waiting for you, and you walked home with Miss Corcoran.

Emily: George!.. Life's awful funny! How could I have known that? Why, I thought –
George: Listen, Emily, I'm going to tell you why I'm not going to Agriculture School. I think that

once you've found a person that you're very fond of... I mean a person who's fond of you,
too, and likes you enough to be interested in your character... Well, I think that's just as
important as college is, and even more so. That's what I think...

Emily: I think that's awfully important, too.
George: Emily.
Emily: Ye-s, George.
George: Emily, if I do improve and make a big change... would you be... I mean: could you be...
Emily: I... I am now; I always have been.
George (pause): So I guess this is an important talk we've been having.
Emily: Yes... yes.

.   « »  
. 

. . : Why, you say you
were watching me when I did everything... I was doing the same about you all the time – 

, . : Emily, if I do improve and make a big change...
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would you be... I mean: could you be... : 
.

.  «
». , 

, . 
, , , 

.

Doctor: Mrs Venable?
Mrs V.: Yes.
Doctor: In your letter, last week you made some reference to a – to a – fund of some kind, an endowment

fund of –
Mrs V.: I wrote you that my lawyers and bankers and certified public accountants were setting up the

Sebastian Memorial Foundation to subsidize the work of young people like you that are pushing
out the frontiers of art and science but have financial problems. You have a financial problem,
don't you, Doctor?

Doctor: Yes, we do have that problem. My work is such a new and radical thing that people in charge of
state funds are naturally a little scared of it and keep us on a small budget, so small that –. We
need  a  separate  ward  for  my patients,  I  need  trained  assistants,  I'd  like  to  marry  a  girl.  I  can't
afford  to  marry!  –  But  here's  also  the  problem  of  getting  the  right  patients,  not  just  criminal
psychopaths that the state turns over to us for my operations – because it's – well – risky... I don't
want to turn you against my work at Lion's View but 1 have to be honest with you. There is a
good deal of risk in my operation. Whenever you enter the brain with a foreign object...

Mrs V.: Yes.
Doctor: Even a needle-thin knife...
Mrs V.: Yes.
Doctor: In a skilled surgeon fingers...
Mrs V.: Yes.
Doctor: There is a great deal of risk involved in the operation...
Mrs V.: You said that it pacifies them, it quiets them down, it suddenly makes them peaceful.
Doctor: Yes, it does that, that much we already know, but...
Mrs V.: What?
Doctor: Well, it will be ten years before we can tell if the immediate benefits of the operation will be

lasting  or  passing  –  or  even if there'd still be – and this is what haunts me about it! – any
possibility, afterwards, of – reconstructing a totally sound person. It may be that the person will
always be limited afterwards, relieved of acute disturbances but – limited, Mrs Venable...

§ 9. 

. 
, 

.

, 
. :  make a separate peace with

poverty, filth, immorality or ignorance is treason to the rest of the human race (S. Levenson. Everything but
Money).

, 
peace. , ,

, . 
.

. .
: In Alaskan igloos, in Swiss chalets, and

Spanish casas in tenements, palaces, split level ranch houses – every place in the world where men and children
come home to sleep, or eat, or brag of their exploits, or plan excursions, or be comforted, housewives are
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concocting that comfort.
, , 

, 
.

But what they must not look for in real life, what they would expect in vain, what it is necessary to
guard them against, is supposing that such conduct will make a similar impression on those around
them, that the sacrifices they make will be considered and the principles on which they act understood
and valued, as the novel writer, at his good pleasure, makes them. (Extracts, from the Journals and
Correspondence of Miss Berry from the year 1783 to 1852, ed. Lady Theresa Lewis, 1865, quoted from
The Pelican Guide to English Literature.)

 is supposing : what they
must...  what  they  would...  what  it  is  necessary...  :  that  such
conduct...that the sacrifices...and the principles.

, .
, .

. 
. *. . , ,

, , .  « » 
, 

, 
.

* Louria I. La convergence stylistique chez Proust. – Paris, 1957; . . – « .
. . . ». – 1972. – . 491.

, , 
: , ,

 ( ), , , , , .,
, , , 

.

. , 
, ,

, , . 
.  «  – » ,

.

What made me take this trip to Africa? There is no quick explanation. Things got worse and worse and
worse and pretty soon they were too complicated.

When I think of my condition at  the age of fifty-five when I bought the ticket,  all  is  grief.  The facts
begin  to  crowd  me  and  soon  I  get  a  pressure  in  the  chest.  A  disorderly  rush  begins  –  my  parents,  my
wives,  my  girls,  my  children,  my  farm,  my  animals,  my  habits,  my  money,  my  music  lessons,  my
drunkenness, my prejudices, my brutality, my teeth, niy face, my soul! I have to cry, «No, no, get back,
curse you, let me alone!» But how can they let me alone? They belong to me. They are mine. And they
pile into me from all sides. It turns into chaos.

, , . 
 –  got worse and worse and worse – .

 – . 
 (disorderly rash) : , , , 

, , , , , . 
,   ( )  ,  .

, .
, 
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. 
 m . ,

, m
. 

, . 
: They belong to me. They are mine.

, 
.  – 
: , , , , , ,

, , ;  – : , , , ,
,  .  :  «No,  no,  get  back,  curse  you,  let  me  alone!»  –  

 – ,  curse you.

, :

She was seen washing clothes with industry and a cake of soap. He lost his hat and his temper. The Rich
arrived  in  pairs  and  also  in  Rolls  Royces.  (H.  Belloc)  ...whether  she  would  break  her  heart,  or  break  the
looking glass; Mr Bounderby could not at all foresee.

(Ch. Dickens)

.
*.

* , , 
. , ,

, .

, , 
. . . 

.  « », 
 80-

, 
. . , , ,

, , 
.

 a mother in child-pain ,
,  pressed a little boy out of the womb into the world where... 

,  world:

Where white horses... Where soldiers paraded... Where a great poet named Tennyson... Where energy
was poured out in bibles... Where it was believed... Where Ruskin... Where almost all found all in all in
God... Where every shrubbery... put a latchkey into the pocket of every catholic and protestant for a
private gateway into the kingdom of heaven. And the woman in child-pain...

 where , , 
.

In Dublin, sometime in the early eighties, on the last day of the month of March, a mother in child-pain
clenched her teeth, dug her knees home into the bed, sweated and panted and grunted, became a tense
living mass of agony and effort, groaned and pressed and groaned and pressed and pressed a little boy out
of the womb into a world where white horses and black horses and brown horses and white and black
horses and brown and white horses trotted tap-tap-tap tap-tap-tappety-tap over cobble stones conceitedly
in front of landau, brougham, or vis-a-vis; lumberingly in front of tramcar, pantingly and patiently in front
of laden lorry, dray or float; and gaily in front of the merry and irresponsible jaunting-car.

Where soldiers paraded, like figures taken out of a toybox, wearing their red coats with yellow



137

breastpieces; blue jackets with white breastpieces; and tight trousers with red stripes or white stripes or
yellow stripes down the whole length of each leg; marching out on each royal birthday of the Queen to
the Phoenix Park for a Review and Sham Battle, with guns and lances and swords and cannons; going by
the Saluting Point at a quick march, or at a trot, and lastly, at a gallop, with a thunder of hoofs and a rattle
of shaking cannon, that made all hearts quiver with hope for a new war; while the soldiers having got
back to the barracks when the fun was all over, rubbed down their sweating horses or cleaned their rifles,
murmuring all the time against the birthdays of queens that gave them all so much mucking about for
nothing.

Where a great poet named Tennyson, antici-pating Hollywood, had built up in the studio of his mind,
his come – into – the – garden, Maud, the black bat night has flown; and had sent his cardboard kings and
warriors and uncompromising virgins out into the highways and byways.

Where...*
Where...
Where...
Where almost all found all in all in God on Sundays; and the rest of the week found all in all in bustles,

Bibles and bassinets; preaching, prisons and puseyism; valentines, Victoria crosses, and vaccination; tea
fights, tennis and transsubstantiation; magic lanterns, minstrel shows, and mioramas; music halls,
melodramas, and melodeons; antimacassars, moonlighting, and midwives; fashions, fenians, and fancy-
fairs; musk, money, and monarchy.

Where...
And the woman...

(S. O'Casey. I Knock at the Door)

* .

, 
. 

. , 
, . 

: with guns and lances and swords and
cannons. : 

, . 
. : , 

, , 
, , 

– .

. 
; , , . 

. :  (2), 
 a mother (10),  (5), 

 (5) .  trotted , 
, ;

, , 
: conceitedly, lumberingly, pantingly, patiently, gaily.

.

, .
, 

, . 
. .  ( .

261). . 
: 

, 
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 « ». . 
 XXII  « »:

Come into the garden, Maud,
For the black bat. Night, has flown,
Come into the garden, Maud,
I am here at the gate alone...

, 
 his , .

, 
.

, 
. , . , 

 ( . . 87–91).

§ 10. 

, 
, ,

. , ,
. . , 

. . . 
, 

, *.
* . .  . – « . .

. . ». – 1969.  - . 352.

 ( , ) 
 – , , 

, . 
, , 

.

, 
. «

 – , , 
,  

, , »*.
* . . – .: . – .,

1967. – . 239.

, 
, , ,
. 

).  (Once upon a
time there lived a king). 
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.  « » :

 lay flat on the brown, pine-needled floor of the forest, his chin on his folded arms, and high
overhead the wind blew in the tops of the pine-trees. The mountainside sloped gently where he lay; but
below it was steep and he could see the dark of the oiled road winding through the pass. There was a
stream alongside the road and far down the pass he saw a mill beside the stream and the falling water of
the dam, white in the summer sunlight.

 he,  – . , 
» – , ,

, . 
, . . 

,  ,  ,  .  ,
.  .  

, , , :
his chin  high overhead . , a on his folded arms  the wind blew in the tops
of the pine-trees .  he lay , 

,  the mountainside sloped gently ; 
 below, he could see  where he lay, , . , 

, .  he saw , 
. 

, . 
: , , 

, 
. .  « »

,  « » , , 
, .

, . 
, , . 

, , , 
, .

§11. . 

, 
, . 

. . , 

*. , , 
.

* . . – ., 1959. – . 154, 253; ,
. – , 1984.

, , , 

.
, ,

, , , .
 XVIII . , . , . 

, . , ,
.

, , 
, , 

,  ,  .  
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, , .
, 

. , ,  «
» . . .

. 
 Ich-Roman*. 

. , 
.  « » , 

.
* .: Romberg . Studies in the Narrative Technique of the First-Person Novel. – Stockholm, 1962; Kohn D. Narrated

Monologue, Definition of a Functional Style, Comparative Literature. – Oregon, 1966. – V. 18. –  2.

, 
, . Ich-Roman 
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, . , ,  «

» . .
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, 
*.
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: The noble Brutus hath told you Caesar was ambitious. 
: , 

.  ,  
.  but 

:

 was my friend, faithful and just to me;
But Brutus says he was ambitious?

, 
, ,

,  yet:

Was this ambition?
Yet Brutus says he was ambitious;
And, sure, he is a honourable man.

, , ,
, , 

, *.
* Jakobson R. Linguistics and Poetics. – In: Style in Language / Ed. by Th.A. Sebeok. - Bloomington, 1960. - P. 375-376.

, 
, , . , , ,

, , 
. , .

, 
. 

*. , 
; 

. , 
, , 

, ).
* , . ., : .

.  –  .: . .  –  .,  1961.  
.

, , 
, , , . Er

lebte Rede), . 
. 

. , , . 
, . 

. 
: 

. : ,
.

§12.   . 

, 
.

 A.M. . 
. *.

*  A.M. . – ., 1956; .
. – « . . ». – 1948. – . 137, . 2; . . .
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 « », A.M. , 
, . , , 

.  ( ), ,
. , 

, 
, , , 

. 
, 
,  « », . 

.
. 

. : 
, , 

 ( .
, ,

).
, .

, ,
, , 

, 
. , 

, , 
; ., , 

, . 
.

. , 
, , 

, .
.  « » , 

 « ». 
, , 

,  5 .

In fact by 1919 even the five-year-old Jeffersonians like I was then were even a little blase about war
heroes, not only unscratched ones but wounded too getting off trains from Memphis Junction or New
Orleans. Not that I mean that even the unscratched ones actually called themselves heroes or thought they
were or in fact thought one way or the other about it until they got home and found the epithet being
dinned at them from all directions until finally some of them, a few of them, began to believe that perhaps
they were. I mean, dinned at them by the ones who organised and correlated the dinning – the ones who
hadn't gone to that war and so were already on hand in advance to organise the big debarkation-port
parades and the smaller country-seat local ones, with inbuilt barbecue and beer; the ones that hadn't gone
to that one and didn't intend to go to the next one nor the one after that either, as long as all they had to do
to stay out was buy the tax free bonds and organise the hero-dinning parades so that the next crop of
eight- and nine-and ten-year-old males could see the divisional shoulder patches and the wound-and
service-stripes and the medal ribbons.

Until some of them anyway would begin to believe that many voices dinning at them must be right,
and they were heroes. Because, according, to Uncle Gavin, who had been a soldier too in his fashion (in
the American Field Service with the French Army in '16 and '17 until we got into it, then still in France as
a Y. M. C. A. secretary or whatever they were called) they had nothing else left: young men or even boys
most of whom had only the vaguest or completely erroneous idea of where and what Europe was, and
none at all about armies, let alone about the war, snatched up by lot overnight and regimented into an
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expeditionary force, to survive (if they could) before they were twenty five years old what they would not
even recognise at the time to be the biggest experience of their lives. Then to be spewed, again willy-nilly
and again overnight, back into what they believed would be the familiar world they had been told they
were enduring disruption and risking injury and death so that it should be still there when they came back
only to find that it wasn't there any more. So that the bands and the parades and the barbecues and all the
rest of the hero-dinning not only would happen only that once and was arleady fading even before they
could get adjusted to it, it was already on the way out before the belated last of them even got back home,
already saying to them above the cold congealing meat and the flat beer while the last impatient brazen
chord died away: «All right, little boys; eat your beef and potato salad and drink your beer and get out of
our way, who are already up to our necks in this new world whose single and principal industry is not just
solvent but dizzily remunerative peace.»

So, according to Gavin, they had to believe they were heroes even though they couldn't remember now
exactly at what point or by what action they had reached, entered for a moment or a second, that heroic
state. Because otherwise they had nothing left: with only a third of life over, to know now that they had
already experienced their greatest experience, and now to find that the world for which they had so
endured and risked was in their absence so altered out of recognition by the ones who had stayed safe at
home as to have no place for them in it any more. So they had to believe that at least some little of it had
been true. Which (according to Gavin) was the why of the veterans' clubs and legions: the one sanctuary
where at least once a week they could find refuge among the other betrayed and dispossessed reaffirming
to each other that at least that one infinitesimal scrap had been so.

, . 
 « , ». 

 –  « » , 
, , 

 (din) . 
. : war heroes – heroes – hero-dinning (cp. hero-worship, 

 hero-dinning).  heroes 
 ones  unscratched. Unscratched ones 

. , , they, 
.  war 

 war heroes,  – to that war, : to that one, to the next
one, the one after that, , , , , , 

; .
 din: epithet being dinned, dinned at them, hero-dinning.

, 
 the ones who..., the ones that.

 – , , – 
 until,  they  heroes  din. 

, 
because  then.

, 
.  so , 

 because, so, which 
.

, , 
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§ 2. 

, 
, 

. , .
, , , .

*.
* .: ., . , .- . 95-96.

, .
. , 

,  – V.  C0-3V  0-4, .
 0–3,  –  4. 

.
1. CVC      great/grow              send/sit
2.                  CVC      great/fail                 send/bell
3.                CVC      great/meat              send/hand
4.  CVC      great/grazed            send/sell
5.  CVC      great/groat              send/sound
6.                       CVC     great/bait                send/end*

* Leech . A Linguistic Guide to English Poetry. – Ldn, 1969. - P. 89.

.
, , , 

, . 
. , 

, 
.

: , , , .
 ( ) 

. 
, , . 

. ).
, , 

. . , 
, 

. : «
, ...», :  – ,  – ,  – ,  – *.

, , 
, 

, , : s – l, s – n, f – l – , s– t, n– d.
* .  // . . – 1963. –  1.

His soul swooned slowly as he heard the snow falling, faintly through universe and faintly falling like
the descent of their last end, upon the living and the dead.

(J. Joyce)

: 
 ( , 

, , , ); , .
; , ; 

; , 
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.
. Flowery Tuscany.

But in the morning it is quite different. Then the sun shines strong on the horizontal green cloud-puffs of
the pines, the sky is clear and full of life, the water runs hastily, still browned by the last juice of crushed
olives. And there the earth's bowl of crocuses is amazing. You cannot believe that the flowers are really still.
They are open with such delight,  and their  pistilthrust  is  so red-orange, and they are so many, all  reaching
out wide and marvellous, that it suggests a perfect ecstasy of radiant, thronging movement, lit-up violet and
orange, and surging in some invisible rhythm of concerted delightful movement. You cannot believe they do
not move, and make some sort of crystalline sound of delight. If you sit still and watch, you begin to move
with  them,  like  moving  with  the  stars,  and  you  feel  the  sound  of  their  radiance.  All  the  little  cells  of  the
flowers must be leaping with flowery life and utterance.

, 
, , 

.  [i], [i:],  [ai] 
 [i] , 

, .
, 

. . ,
, .

.
.   [d],  ,  

, , , .
, 

, , 
.

DESIGN

I found a dimpled spider, fat and white,
On a white heal-all, holding up a moth
Like a white piece of rigid satin cloth –
Assorted characters of death and blight
Mixed ready to begin the morning right,
Like the ingredients of a witches' broth –
A snow-drop spider, a flower like a froth,
And dead wings carried like a paper kite.

What had that flower to do with being white,
The wayside blue and innocent heal-all?
What brought the kindred spider to that height,
Then steered the white moth thither in the night?
What but design of darkness to appal? –
If design govern in a thing so small.

(R. Frost)

 – 
– ,  [d]  [t].

, . 
 [ait]. 

,  death and blight  design,
, , .  heal-all, , ,

, . , , – 
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.  – 
Design.

, . , 
, , .

, . , 
 – , 

, , , , 
, .: bubble n , splash – , rustle n– , buzz

v – ,  purr v – ,  flop n– , babble n– , giggle n– , whistle n –
.

, , , . 
: , : where white horses

and black horses and brown horses and white and black horses and brown and white horses trotted tap-tap-tap
tap-tap-tappety-tap over cobble stones...

. Boots
 slog, , 

,  foot boots, 
:

We're foot – slog – slog – slog – sloggin' over Africa –
Foot – foot – foot – foot – sloggin' over Africa.
(Boots – boots – boots – boots – movin'up and down again!)

, . The Bells.
, 

, .
.  « » 

: Nothing so
exciting, so scandalous, so savouring of the black arts had startled Aberlaw since Trevor Day, the solicitor was
suspected of killing his wife with arsenic.

, . 
.

.  « », 
, ,  raven  never.

. , , ,

. . . , 
 « »  raven  never 

, , .
 – 

. , 
. , 

. :

And the raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting.
On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door;
And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon that is dreaming,
And the lamp-light o'er him streaming throws his shadow on the floor;
And my soul from out this shadow that lies floating on the floor
Shall be lifted – nevermore.

.  « » ,
. , , l, t, i  poultry

 politics, , .
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But still he strummed on, and his mind wandered in and out of poultry and politics, Old Forsyte, Fleur,
Foggartism and the Ferrar girl – like a man in a maelstrom whirling round with his head just above water.

 [f] ,
, , 

. , 
. 

*.
* .  « » .: . . – ., 1979.

§ 3. 

: Doom is dark and deeper than any sea dingle (W. Auden). 
: Apt Alliteration's artful aid (Ch. Churchill).

, 
. , 

, 
. . , 

. . 
. 

, . « , , , 
; , . 

 – , , 
»*. , 

. 
, 

. . 
**.

* . . – ., 1975. – . 129.
** . - . 383.

, . , , 
),  ( ).

, , , 
 (IX .). . 

 « », , , 
, .

, , 
:

Ne maeg baer ren ne snaw,
ne forstes fnaest, ne fyres blaest,
ne haegles hryre, ne hrimes dryre,
ne sunnan haetu, ne sincaldu,
ne wearm weder, ne winter-scur
wihte gewyrdan; ac se wong seoma
eadig and ansund. Is baetaebele lond
blostmum geblowen.

, . 
, . 

 « », , 
Seafarer Wanderer:



149

... Our long convoy
Turned away northward as tireless gulls
Wove over water webs of brightness
And sad sound. The insensible ocean.
Miles without mind, moaned all around our
Limited laughter, and below our songs
Were deaf deeps, dens of unaffection...

(W. Auden)

. *, 
cynghanedd : Woke to my
hearing  from  harbour  and  neighbour  wood  (w  –  h  –  h  –  w).  

Fern Hill:
* , , . , , 

; .: Gross H. Sound and Form in Modem Poetry. – Ldn, 1965. – P. 268.

Above the lilting house and happy as the grass was green...
And once below a time I lordly had the trees and leaves...
And green and golden I was huntsman and herdsman...

, . 
 – . 

. , The Age of Anxiety, -
. 

:

We would rather be ruined than changed
We would rather die in our dread
Than climb the cross of the moment
And let our illusions die.

, ,
.

, , 
.  « »:

«...Tell this soul, with sorrow laden, if within the distant Aiden,
I shall clasp a sainted maiden, whom the angels name Lenore –
Clasp a rare and radiant maiden, whom the angels name Lenore?»

 radiant maiden, 
. 

; 
 [ei].  –

, , 
.  nevermore

.

§ 4. 

, 
, 

, .
, , : , 
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, , , .
. 

*. :

»**.
* . . . – . 246.
**  , – . 426.

, ,
, , , 

.
. , , , 

 X–XII . 
, , 

, . 
 XIV .

, 
, .

, , , 
.

– , . «
, 

»*. .
, , , , ,

, , , .  – 
 ( ) .

* . . – ., 1966.

, 
, . , 

.
. ,

, . , , 
,  ( ), 

) .
. 

, bb), (ab, ab) (ab, b ).
, , ,

. 
), ) ,

). , 
, .

: 
, ,  ( ) .

.  

»:

When you're lying awake with a dismal headache, and repose is
tabooed by anxiety,

I conceive you may use any language you chose to indulge in
without impropriety.

, 
. 
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, . 
.

, , 
, :

Oh! a private buffoon is a light-hearted loon,
If you listen to popular rumour;
From the morn to the night, he's so joyous and bright,
And he bubbles with wit and good humour!

(W.S. Gilbert. The Yeoman of the Guard)

, , , 
. ,  – .

 – , 
. ,

, , .

.  ,   1938  ,  
. 

, .

THE SUNLIGNT ON THE GARDEN

The sunlight on the garden
Hardens and grows cold,
We cannot cage the minute
Within its nets of gold,
When all is told
We cannot beg for pardon.

Our freedom as free lances
Advances towards its end;
The earth compels, upon it
Sonnets and bids descend;
And soon, my friend,
We shall have no time for dances.

The sky was good for flying
Defying the church bells
And every evil iron
Siren and what it tells:
The earth compels,
We are dying, Egypt dying.,
And not expecting pardon,
Hardened in heart anew,
But glad to have sat under
Thunder and rain with you,
And grateful too
For sunlight on the garden.

 30- , 
. . . 

abcbba.  garden  pardon , 
. , : garden – hardens, upon it –
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sonnets.
. 

Elegy on Spain.

Evil lifts a hand and the heads of flowers fall –
The pall of the hero who by the Ebro bleeding
Feeds with his blood the stones that rise and call
Tall as any man, «No pasaran!»

(heart – part) .
,

 (advice – compromise), , , ,  (wind – land,
grey  –  grow),  , , 

 (devil – evil).
 ( ) ,

 (star – stir). 
,  (hall – hell). 

,  ,  ,  ,  

. . ,
*, 

.
* .: ., . // . . – 1984. –  2.

Leaves
Murmuring by miriads in the shimmering trees

Lives
Wakening with wonder in Pyrenees.

Birds
Cheerily chirping in the early day.

Bards
Singing of summer scything thro' the hay.

(by – cry) (brevity
– longevity), . . 

, . 
,  (better – forget her). 

, . 
. :

 lovers true
And others too
Whose best is only better,
Take my advice
Shun compromise:
Forget him and forget her.

, 
 « », 

. , 
. , 

 aabccb.
,  ,  

. 
:  ,  ,  ,
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, .

.
, . . 

, , 
, , ,

, . , 
.

. :

CARRY HER OVER THE WATER

Carry her over the water,
And set her down under the tree,

Where the culvers white all day and all night,
And the winds from every quarter

Sing agreeably, agreeably of love.

Put a gold ring on her finger
And press her close to your heart,

While the fish in the lake their snapshots take.
And the frog, that sanguine singer,

Sings agreeably, agreeably, agreeably of love.

The streets shall all flock to your marriage,
The houses turn round to look,

The tables and chairs say suitable prayers,
And the horses drawing your carriage

Sing agreeably, agreeably, agreeably of love.

, , . 
R, : abcaR. 

 ( ): water – quarter, finger – singer,
marriage – carriage.  – . , 

, 
 (white – night, lake – take, chairs – prayers) , 

) .
, , 

. , . 
. ,

. 
: , , ,

, , 
.  – : NP + VP (noun

phrase + verb phrase),  « », « » 
 – . 

.

§ 5. 

, , 
,  .  .  
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* ., . . – .: . –
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. 1. – ., 1974.

, , . 
, . , ,

. ,
, , 

, *. X. ,

, , ,
, **. 
 – , . X.

. . , , 
, , 

, ., . .
* . .  –  .:  .  –

. 1973.
** Gross H. Op. cit. - . 11-13.

,  ,  
, 

, , . 
.  « ».

There shone the soft, slim yellow trumpet of the wild daffodil; the daffodil which has a pointed ruff
of white petals to display its gold head; and the more opulent double daffodil which, compared with the
other two, is like an ostentatious merchant between Florizel and Perdita. There were the many-headed
jonquils, creamy and thick-scented; the starry narcissus, so alert on its long, slender, stiff stem, so sharp-
eyed, so unlike a languid youth gazing into a pool; the hyacinth-blue frail squill almost lost in the lush
herbs; and the hyacinth, blue and white and red, with its firm, thick-set stem and innumerable bells
curling back their open points.Among them stood tulips – the red, like thin blown bubbles of dark wine;
the yellow, more cup-like, more sensually open to the soft furry entry of the eager bees; the large
particoloured gold and red, noble and sombre like the royal banner of Spain.

: , ,
, . 

, 
. : 

, , .
.

. 
. , . 

. , , 
 « »   « »,  

. , , 
.*

* .  .  .  .: Arnold I., Diakonova N. Three Centuries of English Prose. – .,
1967; . . – . 1970.
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, 
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. , , 
. 

,  ,  ,  ,  
 X. , *, , , ,

.
* Gross H. Op. cit.

, , 
, . . , 

.
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 XVI  « ». , 
, 

, .  « » ( ) 
.

In Breughel's great picture, The Kermess,
the dancers go round, they go round and
around, the squeal, and the blare and the
tweedle of bagpipes, abugle and fiddles
tipping their bellies (round as the thick-
sided glasses whose wash they impound)
their hips and their bellies off balance
to turn them. Kicking and rolling about
the Fair Grounds, swinging their butts, those
shanks must be sound to bear up under such
rollicking measures, prance as they dance
in Breughel's great picture, The Kermess.

, 
, , .

, , ,
: squeal ( ), blare ( ), tweedle ( ); 

: kicking, rolling, swinging, prance.
.  – 

.
, , , 

. , 
.

. , , , 
. ,

, , .
, , , . 

.  ( . . 101)
, , ,  « » . .

, 
, .

, , 
, , , , .

, , 
,  – ,

, , , .
, ; , 

, .
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 VI. 

§ 1. . 

. 
, , . 

. , , 
. , 

.  – 
. , 

, ,
. 

, , , 
, , ,

, .

, , . , 
: .

.
, , 

, , , , 
.  « ».

, . , 
, ,

. 
, ,

, , , : « »,
», « » .

. . 
. * ,  « » 
, , 

. 
. 

.
* .: . . – « . . ». – 1956. –  212. – . . . – . 28.

. – 
, . 

. .
, .

,
,

 ( ,
, ) , -

, , .
, 

,  ,  .  
.

. 
. 

, . 
.  « »:
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George (savagely): That's good! Oh yes! And what about you?
Ruth (off her balance): What about me?
George: What are you doing here? All right, you've had your go at me. But what about

yourself?
Ruth: Well?
George: Oh, don't be so innocent, Ruth. This house! This room! This hideous. God-awful

room!
Ruth: Aren't you being just a little insulting?
George: I'm simply telling you what you very well know.

They may be your relations, but have you honestly got one tiny thing in common
with any of them? These people –

Ruth: Oh, no! Not «these people»! Please – not that!
After all, they don't still keep coals in the bath.

George: I didn't notice. Have you looked at them? Have you listened to them? They don't
merely act and talk like caricatures! That's what is so terrifying. Put any of them
on a stage, and no one would take them seriously for one minute! They think in
clichés, they talk in them, they even feel in them – and, brother, that's an
achievement! Their existence is one great clicrhu that they carry about with them
like a snail in his little house – and they live in it and die in it!

, , , , , 
, , , 

, .
, 

, , 
. 

, , , 
: a truth, a faith, a generation of men goes – and is forgotten, and it does not matter!

(J. Conrad. The Nigger of the Narcissus).
, : Please – not that!

 (suspension marks). 
. ,

, , :

Pozzo: You took me for Godot.
Estragon: Oh no, sir, not for an instant, sir.
Pozzo: Who is he?
Vladimir: Oh, he's a... he's a kind of acquaintance.
Estragon: Nothing of the kind, we hardly know him.
Vladimir: True... we don't know him very well... but all the same...
Estragon: Personally I wouldn't even know him if I saw him.
Pozzo: You took me for him.
Estragon    (recoiling before Pozzo): That's to say... you understand... the

dusk... the strain... waiting... I confess... I imagined... for a second...
Pozzo: Why, it's very natural, very natural.   I  myself in your situation, if I had an appointment

with a Godin... Godet...
Godot... anyhow you see who I mean, I'd wait till it was black night before I gave up.

(S. Becket. Waiting for Godot)

, , . ,
, , .

, 
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, , , , , 
. :

«You'd try. I know you'd try. Perhaps...» But he had no idea himself how that sentence was supposed
to finish.

(Gr. Greene. The Heart of the Matter)

. :

Olwen: Martin didn't shoot himself.
Freda: Martin didn't –
Olwen: Of course he didn't. I shot him.

(J.B. Priestley. Dangerous Corner)

, , , . 
, , , 

.
. , , 

, , 
, , , 

.

Billy: Jean, if ever you're in any kind of trouble, you will come to me now, won't you?
Jean: I will.
Billy: I mean it. Now look – there's just the two of us here. Promise me you'll come and tell me.
Jean: Of course I will, but there's nothing –
Billy: I'm not fooling about, I'm serious. Phoebe will be back any minute, and I don't want her to know. I

      want you to promise me...
Jean: I promise you. If there is anything –
Billy: If it's money, mind –
Jean: Well, I tell you I've just –
Billy: I've got a few pounds in the Post Office. Not much, mind you, but I've got a few pounds. Nobody

      knows, so not to say a word, mind.

(J. Osborne. The Entertainer)

,  .  
(time filler)  er, ugh, well, so: You come here after dark, and you go after dark. It's so – so ignoble (Gr.
Greene. The Heart of the Matter).

 « » .
, .

. .
,  – , , , 

, . , 
, , , :

After great pain, a formal feeling comes –
The Nerves sit ceremonious, like Tombs –
The stiff Heart questions was it He, that bore,
And Yesterday, or Centuries before?

The Feet, mechanical, go round –
A Wooden way
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Of Ground, or Air, or Ought –
Regardless grown,
A Quarts contentment, like a stone –

This is the Hour of Lead –
Remembered, if outlived,
As Freezing persons, recollect the Snow
First – Chill – then Stupor – then the letting go –

, .  –
,  ,

, . , 
, 

. , 
. . . , 

. , ,  « ».
. , . 

,  .  :  
? , . , 

, , , , .
,  ,   –  

. , . 
 – , , , 

, ; , 
, : of Ground, or

Air, or Ought – A Wooden way. , .
 – . . ,

. , . 
. . 

, . , , . 
, , .

, , 
. , 

, , 
, , . 

, 
*.

* . ., . . – ., 1959. – . 9.

. 

.  and, but .
, , . , 

. . .
 « » , ,

.

TRIUMPHAL MARCH

Stone, bronze, stone, steel, stone, oakl aves, horses' heels over the paving,
And the flags. And the trumpets. And so many eagles.
How many? Count them. And such a press of people.
We hardly knew ourselves that day, or knew the City.
This is the way to the temple, and we so many crowding the way.
So many waiting, how many waiting? What did it matter, on such a day?
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Are they coming? No, not yet. You can see some eagles.
And hear the trumpets.
Here they come. Is he coming?

, , 
, , 

. 
. :

Stone. Bronze. Stone. Steel. Stone. Oakleavcs. Horses' heels.
Over the paving.

. , 
, . 

. , 
. . .

, 

. . , 
, . 

. 
, 

, . , , ,
 (

), , , , , 
.

 « »,  .  
, .

The telegram from the War Office – «regret to inform... killed in action... Their Majesties'
sympathy...» – went to the home address in the country, and was opened by Mrs Winterbourne. Such an
excitement for her, almost a pleasant change, for it was pretty dull in the country just after the Armistice.
She was sitting by the fire, yawning over her twenty-second lover – the affair had lasted nearly a year –
when the servant brought the telegram. It was addressed to Mr Winterbourne, but of course she opened it;
she had an idea that «one of those women» was «after» her husband, who however, was regrettably
chaste, from cowardice.

Mrs Winterbourne liked drama in private life. She uttered a most creditable shriek, clasped both hands
to her rather soggy bosom, and pretended to faint. The lover, one of those nice, clean, sporting
Englishmen with a minimum of intelligence and an infinite capacity of being gulled by females,
especially the clean English sort, clutched her unwillingly and automatically but with quite an Ethel M.
Dell appearance of emotion, and exclaimed:

«Darling, what is it? Has he insulted you again?»
Poor old Winterbourne was incapable of insulting anyone, but it was a convention always established

between Mrs Winterbourne and her lovers that Winterbourne «insulted» her, when his worst taunt had
been  to  pray  earnestly  for  her  conversion  to  the  True  Faith,  along  with  the  rest  of  «poor  misguided
England».

In low moaning tones, founded on the best tradition of sensational fiction, Mrs Winterbourne feebly
ejaculated:

«Dead, dead, dead!»
«Who's dead? Winterbourne?»
(Some apprehension perhaps in the attendant Sam Browne – he would have to propose, of course, and

might be accepted.)
«They've killed him, those vile, filthy foreigners. My baby son.»  Sam Browne, still mystified, read the

telegram. He then stood to attention, saluted (although not wearing a cap), and said solemnly: «A clean
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sportin' death, an Englishman's death.» (When Huns were killed it was neither clean nor sportin', but
served the beggars – («......,» among men) – right.)

, 
, . . 

. , . 
: , , 

, 
.  « »,  « » , 

 « », ,  « », 
, . . , 

.  those, he, filthy, baby, Englishman. 
. « » 

,  « », . ,
 – , , 

, , 
. 

, , . 
,  filthy (foreigners), Englishman.

.

§ 2. 

, 
,  .  ,  .  ,

. 
, , , , -

. 
.

, , 
.  ( , , ) , .

.

DEFENCE OF THE ISLANDS

Let these memorials of built stone – music's
enduring instrument, of many centuries of
patient cultivation of the earth, of English
verse
be joined with the memory of this defence of
the islands

and the memory of those appointed to the grey
ships – battleship, merchantman, trawler –
contributing their share to the ages' pavement
of British bone on the sea floor
and of those who, in man's newest form of gamble
with death, fight the power of darkness in air
and fire

and of those who have followed their forbears
to Flanders and France, those undefeated in defeat,
unalterable in triumph, changing nothing
of their ancestors' ways but the weapons
and those again for whom the paths of glory are
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the lanes and the streets of Britain:
to say to the past and the future generations
of our kin and of our speech, that we took up
our positions, in obedience to instructions.

. . , .
 ( . 241) – .

. 301 . .  «
» , , 

.  .  ,  
, , . 

, 
, . , , 
, , , , ,

 – .
 X. 

. *. , , 
,  « » ( ),

, , 
, , 

. , ,
, .

* Cross H. Op. cit. – P. 123.

i'm
asking
you dear to
what else could a
no but it doesn't
of course but you don't seem
to realize i can't make
it clearer war just isn't what
we imagine but please for god's 
what the hell yea it's true that was
me but that me isn't me
can't you see now no not
any christ but you
must understand
why because
i am
dead

 X. . , 
, , , 

, , , 
, , 

, ,  –
. .  i can't make it clearer ,

, 
, ,  – it's true that was me but that me isn't

me... because i am dead.
. 

.  ,  ,  
, , , 
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.  « ,  ,  ,  ».  
, ;

, , . 
, , .
, . 

, . , .

§ 3. . 

, 
, , , 

, . 
, 

.

 Music! Sphere-descended maid.
Friend of Pleasure, Wisdom's aid!

(W. Collins)

If way to the Better there be, it exacts a full look at the Worst (Th. Hardy).
, , , ,

, :

«He's a big chap. Well you've never heard so many wellbr d commonplaces come from beneath the
same bowler hat. The Platitude from Outer Space – that's brother Nigel.»

(J. Osborne. Look Back in Anger)

. 301 . 
: The stiff Heart questions... The Feet, mechanical, go round... 

, . 
: Yesterday, or Centuries before?.. Of Ground, or Air, or Ought – A Wooden

Way... the Hour of Lead... the Snow... then Stupor...

: And there was dead silence. Till at last came the whisper: «1 didn't kill Henry.
No, NO! Henry, surely you cannot blame me. I loved you, dearest» (D.H. Lawrence. The Lovely Lady).

. , . . «AS – I – WAS – SAYING,» said Eyore loudly
and sternly, «as I was saying when I was interrupted by various Loud Sounds, I feel that?» (A. Milne).

.  « », 
, :

«WILL YOU BE QUIET!» he bawled.

. * 

. , 
,  

:
under milk wood
(by) dylan thomas
(New York, 1954)

* . . – ., 1967. - . 229.
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,  ,
. 

, 
.  ( ) 

.
.

, , , , , 
 ( ) , 

 ( ). 
, .

, , ., 
, , , 

:

«Bella!»
«Yes, Master Jon.»
«Do let's have tea, under the oak tree when they come; I know, they'd like it best.»
«You mean you'd like it best.»
Little Jon considered.
«No, they would, to please me.»

(J. Galsworthy. Awakening)

 will  would , 
, . 
:

...his liver was a little constricted, and his nerves rather on edge. His wife was always out when she
was in Town, and his daughter would flibberty-gibbet all over the place.

(J. Galsworthy. Awakening)

, 
, . :

Olwen (smiling at him affectionately): You are a baby, Robert. (J.B. Priestley. Dangerous Corner)

:

Gordon (furious, rising and taking a step forward): You are a rotter, Stanton.

You are a rotter , a you are a baby,
Robert . , 

.
, 

.
. A Cooking Egg

) , . 
:

Pipit sat upright in her chair
Some distance from where I was sitting;

Views of Oxford Colleges
Lay on the table, with the knitting.
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(T.S. Eliot. The Cooking Egg)

, 
, .

 « », « » . 
.

§ 4. 

,
. ,

,  ,  
. 

.  « ».
. 

, . 
» : , 

, : , , , 
) . 

.
.  « » 

 – . , 
 tale  tail, , , 

. . 
. , , 

.  tale  tail : .

«You promised to tell me your history, you know,» said Alice, «and why it is you hate –  and D,» she
added in a whisper, half afraid that it would be offended again.

«Mine is a long and a sad tale!» said the mouse, turning to Alice and sighing.
«It is a long tail, certainly,» said Alice, looking down with wonder at the mouse's tail; «but why do you call

it sad?» And she kept puzzling about it while the mouse was speaking, so that her idea of the tale was
something like this

– «Fury* said to
a mouse, that

he met
in the
house,
'Let us
both go
to law:

I will
       prosecute
you. –
     Come, I'll

take no
     denial:

We must
        have a trial;

     For
really

         this
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morning
I've

nothing
       to do.'
Said the

       mouse to
the cur,

'Such a
         trial,

   dear sir,
       With no
    jury or

judge,
   would be
       wasting

our breath.'
'I'll be
judge,

        I'll be
    jury.'

Said
cunning
old Fury;

‘I’ll try
     the whole

    cause,
    and
condemn
you

     to
   death.'»

* Fur  – .

. , 
. . , 

: , , . , 
,

, ,
, .

, , , .
.

, 
. , , .  « » 

. 
. , 

. , ,
. , ,

. 
, 

, 
.

, , , 
, , 

. , , , 
 ( , .). 
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. 
.

, 
. 

, , .
, 

, .
, , .

 VII. 

§ 1. , 

, 
, , 

. 
, .

, , 
, . , 

. 
, , . 

. 
, . 

.
, 

,  –  – 
.

, .
, , , 

, 
. , 

 – 
, . 

,  – , , 
.

, ,
.

, 
.

, ,  I  we 
: As an illustration let us take the language of Euclidian geometry

and algebra (A. Einstein).
 we 

. : Come, come, we mustn't get ourself all worked up, must we?
(J. Thurber. The White Deer).

, . , «
»*. 

, .
, 

. 
, . , 

, , 
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, .
* . . – .; ., 1948. - . 19.

.
 « » – 

, . , 
, 

»  « ». 

, . 
, , 

.

X. *. 
, **.

, , 
, 

***.
* Fowler H. A Dictionary of Modern English Usage. – Oxford, 1929.
** .: ., ., .  « »// . ,– 1965,–  4;

. ., .  // . – 1959. –  4; .
 // . ,– 1960. –  2.

*** .: Quirk R., Greenbaum S., Leech G., Svartvik J. A Grammar of Contemporary English,- Ldn, 1972; Robinson P. Using
English.-Oxford, 1983.

, , 
, , .

*, :

 : :  : : ;
 : : ;

 : :  : : ;
 : : .

* 
, . 

.  : :.

, , . 
,  « » , 

: , .

 ( ), , 
,

, , , 
.

,  ,  ,  
. 

, . ; 
, »*.

* . , . – .: . - . 3. – ., 1963. - . 175.

,  « » , 
 « ». , 

. , , 
, , , ,
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, , , .
. , 

. , , : And we've got the Mohair yarn blends in the
most luscious colours you've ever seen 

, , , 
, , , .

 « »  « ».
. , 

. , 
, , 

, . . 
, , 

, .
.

.

, .
, 

. 
.

– , , , , 
 – , 

, , 
. 

. , 
, 

. , , 
, , 

, . 
, 

*. 
, ,

, , .
*  .. .: . . – .  1966; .

 // . . – 1968. –  1.

 « » , 
. , ,

, 
,  – .

. 
,  – . ,

, .

, . , , ,
. .

, 
, . , 

, , . , 
*.

*  .: . . . – . 31.

, , ,
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, . , 
, , 

, 
. 

, , .
,  ,  

, 
.

, . 

, 
. , 

, , ,
.

§ 2. 

,
. , 

, , 
. 

, 
.

.
, , . , 

, 
. . 

, 
. 

 ( ,
).

 « » , , 
. 

.

. 

. , 
, 

, ,
, , . . . 

, 
. , 

. , . 

.
, . , ,

: 
,  –  (public

speech). ,  – .
,  casual

(non-formal) : :  non-casual (formal); . 
»  « » : 

,  – 
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. 
. 

,  (
) ,  –

 – .
, , , , 

, , -
 ( ,  – , ,

) 
. , , 

. 
: , 

*.
*  .: .

 // Cesko-slovenska russistika. – X. 2. – 1965.

, , 
. , 

, .  ( , ,
, ). . 

, , , , 
. , 

, 
, , 

.
: , -

. , 
, *. , 

, , 
, . 

: 
, . , 

ain't, he don't , , , 
. 

 isn't, aren't, doesn't**. , , 
, 

, , . 
, . 

, .
*  .: .  XVI – XX . – ,  1978. .
** Charles v. Hartung. Doctrines of English Usage. – In: Essays on Language and Usage / Ed. by L. Dean and K. Wilson. - N.Y.,

1959. - P. 257.

, , ,
, , . 

. 
, 

. . 
 ( )

. , , , , .
, , 

. , 
.

, , 
.   ( .  ,  .  )  ,  

,  ( . , . , . , . ) 
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. . 

, 
.

. : «
... 

, 
»*.

* .  // . . – 1962. –  5. – . 5.

, , . ,
, 

. .
, 

, .
, 

, , , 
, . , , , 

.
, 

, , . 
.

§ 3. 

 – : 
. , , 

, .
,  (

 « ») , . 
.  « », 

,  « » – 
 (1636–1711), , 

, . , 
, 

. 
, , ,

.
 (1709–

1784), , , , .
, 

, . .  « » 
. , .

, ,  – . 
, 

.  « »,  «
»,  « ».

. : friendship, delight, pride, love,
desire, glories, joy, life, mistrust, ardours, virtue, happiness. , 

, 
. : noble, savage, gentle, guiltless, selfish, peaceful. 

, , 
: villain, tyrant, flatterer. To 
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: the blest, the brave, the just. 
, , , 

: the human breast, the selfish bosom.

FRIENDSHIP

Friendship, peculiar boon of heaven,
The noble mind's delight and pride,

To men and angels only given.
To all the lower world denied.

While love, unknown among the blest,
Parent of thousand-wild desires,

The savage and the human breast
Torments alike with raging fires.

With bright, but yet destructive gleam,
Alike o'er all his lightnings fly,

Thy lambent glories only beam
Around the favorites of the sky.

Thy gentle flows of guiltless joys,
On fools and villains ne'er descend;

In vain for thee the tyrant sighs,
And hugs a flatterer for a friend.

Directress of the brave and just,
 guide us through life's darksome way!

And let the tortures of mistrust
On selfish bosoms only prey.

Nor shall thine ardours cease to glow,
When souls to peaceful climes remove;

What rais'd our virtue here below,
Shall aid our happiness above.

, . 
, 

. : ,
, ,  – .

: raging fires, destructive gleam,
lambent glories, guiltless joys.

, . , , 
:  « ». 

: thy glories, thy joys, thine ardours, for thee. 
. 

.
: 

, .

. , ,
, . . , ,

,  fire,  – 
 ardours,   –  glories.   –  ardours   glories  –

, . 
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, , 
, . : descend –

go down, guide – lead, cease – stop, aid – help, profound – deep, glory – fame.
 « »,  boon ), ,

. ben ).
, 

, , : o'er, ne'er*.
* . . . Three Centuries of English Poetry ( .,

1967. - . 16-23).

,
, 

: , , 
. ,  ardours 

),
fire , .

, , ,
, , , .

, 
, . ,

, 
. , 

.
.  (1716–1771) 

, . 
, , . 

.  « , 
» .  «

» (1747).
. , . 

. , 
 poetic diction.

, , , , .
, 

... spires. 
, . , 

.

ODE ON A DISTANT PROSPECT OF ETON COLLEGE

Ye distant spires ye antique tow'rs,
That crown the wat'ry glade,
Where grateful Science still adores
Her Henry's holy shade;
And ye, that from the stately brow

Of Windsor's heights th' expanse below
Of grove, of lawn, of mead survey,
Whose turf, whose shade, whose flow' among
Wanders the hoary Thames along
His silver winding way.

Ah, happy hills! ah, pleasing shade!
Ah fields beloved in vain,
Where once my careless childhood stray'd,
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A stranger yet to pain!
I feel the gales that from ye blow,
A momentary bliss bestow,
As waving fresh their gladsome wing,
My weary soul they seem to sooth,
And, redolent of joy and youth,
To breathe a second spring.
Say, Father Thames, for thou hast seen

Full many a sprightly race
Disporting on the margin green,
The paths of pleasure trace;
Who foremost now delight to cleave
With pliant arm thy glassy wave?
The captive linnet which enthral?
What idle progeny succeed
To chase the rolling circle's speed
Or urge the flying ball?

, 
, . , ,

 – : glade, grove, lawn, mead, field, turf, hills, a  –
, : adore, happy, pleasing, beloved, gladsome, feel the gales,

bestow a momentary bliss, to sooth the weary soul.
,  ,  .   gale,  

, , , 
, , 

,  .   turf   grass, 
grass , , a turf 

. 
, , . , mead [mi:d] – 

meadow ['medou], a gladsome –  glad ( . darksome . 
 dark).  disport ( . desport(er) – )

 sport, , 
.

:  « » , 
»  ,   « »  .   « »  

 his; :
 Father Thames.

, 
 (Ye distant spires... that crown...) .

: thou hast seen.
: , , 

, : Tow'rs, wat'ry, th' expanse.
. *.

* . . . .

 XIX , , 
. . 

, . . 
, . , , .

, . 

.
 XIX .



176

.  « » (1800) 
, , , 

.
. ,  « », , 

, . 
, , 

. . , .
. . .

.  ,  
, . 

 « » 
» . 

, 
. , , 

. , 
. , 

, 
. , 

.  « » . 
, . 

. 
,  poetic diction .

, , , 
, 

, , , 
 – . 

. , , 
. . 

: « . 
,  

. , , 
.  ,  ,  ,  

. 
; ; 

. ,
, , 

. , , 
, , 

, : «
, »*.

* Eliot T.S. Selected Prose. A Collection / Ed. by J. Hayward. – Penguin Books, 1958.-P. 58.

, ,
, 

, 
. , 

poet., . ,
, , 

.
,  

. , , 
:
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POETESS

At verses she was not inept!
Her feet were neatly numbered.

She never cried, she softly wept,
She never slept, she slumbered.

She never ate and rarely dined,
Her tongue found sweetmeats sour.

She never guessed, but oft divined
The secrets of a flower.

A flower! Fragrant, pliant, clean,
More dear to her than crystal.

She knew what earnings dozed between
The stamen and the pistil.

Dawn took her thither to the wood,
At even, home she hithered.

Ah, to the gentle Pan is good
She never died, she withered.

§ 4. 
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. :

Today we ar  coming to realize that the body is very far from a conservative system, and that its component
parts work in an environment where the available power is much more limited than we have taken it to be. The
electronic tube has shown us that a system with an outside source of energy, almost all of which is wasted, may
be a very effective agency for performing desired operations, especially if it is worked at a low energy level.
We are beginning to see that such important elements as the neurons, the atoms of the nervous complex of our
body, do their work under much the same conditions as vacuum tubes, with their relatively small power
supplied from outside by the circulation, and that the book-keeping which is most essential to describe their
function is not one of energy. In short, the newer study of automata, whether in the metal or in the flesh, is a
branch of communication engineering, and its cardinal notions are those of message, amount of disturbance or
«noise» – a term taken over from the telephone engineer – quantity of information, coding technique, and so on.

In such a theory we deal with automata effectively coupled to the external world, not merely by their energy
flow,  their  metabolism,  but  also  by  a  flow  of  impressions,  of  incoming  messages,  and  of  the  actions  of  the
outgoing messages. The organs by which impressions are received are the equivalents of the human and animal
sense organs. They comprise photoelectric cells and other receptors for light; radar systems receiving their own
short Hertzian waves; Hydrogen-ion-potential recorders, which may be said to taste; thermometers; pressure
gauges of various sorts; microphones and so on. The effectors may be electrical motors or solenoids or heating
coils or other instruments of very diverse sorts. Between the receptor or sense organ and the effector stands an
intermediate set of elements whose function is to recombine the incoming impressions into such form as to
produce  a  desired  type  of  response  in  the  effectors.  The  information  fed  into  this  central  control  system will
very often contain information concerning the functioning of the effectors themselves. These correspond among
other things to the kinesthctic organs and other proprioceptors of the human system, for we too have organs
which record the position of a joint or the rate of contraction of a muscle, etc. Moreover, the information
received by the automaton need not be used at once but may be delayed or stored so as to become available at
some future time. This is the analogue of memory. Finally, as long as the automaton is running, its very rules of
operation are susceptible to some change on the basis of the data which have passed through its receptors in the
past, and this is not unlike the process of learning.

The  machines  of  which  we  are  now  speaking  are  not  the  dream  of  a  sensationalist  nor  the  hope  of  some
future time. They already exist as thermostats, automatic gyrocompass ship-steering systems, self-propelled
missiles – especially those that seek their target – anti-aircraft fire-control systems, automatically-controlled oil-
cracking stills, ultra rapid computing machines, and the like. They had begun to be used long before the war –
indeed the very old steam-engine governor belongs among them – but the great mechanisation of the Second
World War brought them into their own, and the need of handling the extremely dangerous energy of the atom
will probably bring them to a still higher point of development. Scarcely a month passes but a new book
appears on these so-called control mechanisms, or servo-mechanisms, and the present age is as truly the age of
servo-mechanisms as the nineteenth century was the age of steam engine or the eighteenth century the age of
the clock.

To sum up: the many automata of the present age are coupled to the outside world both for the reception of
impressions and for the performance of actions. They contain sense organs, effectors and the equivalent of a
nervous system to integrate the transfer of information from the one to the other. They lend themselves very
well to the description in physiological terms.It is scarcely amiracle that they can be subsumed under one theory
with the mechanisms of physiology*.

* Wiener N. Cybernetics of Control and Communication in the Animal and the Machine. – N.Y. - Ldn, 1961. – P. 42–43.
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This is the analogue of memory.
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.  ,  ,  
, , 

: hydrogen-ion-potential recorders, automatic gyrocompass ship-steering systems, anti-aircraft
fire-control systems, automatically-controlled oil-cracking stills.

. , ,
.

, 
, : that,

and that, than, if, as, or, nor...
: not merely... but also, whether... or, both... and, as...

as...  thereby, therewith, hereby,
.

.  Between the receptor or sense organ
and the effector stands an intermediate set of elements 

.
. 

, . 

,  to sum up, as we have seen, so far we have been considering.
 finally, again, thus. 

, . .  ( .
. 240)  now.

: we are coming to realize, we have
taken it to be, the tube has shown us, we are beginning to see, we deal with, we are now speaking.  « »

. , . , 
, , ,  « » 

. 

: the information will very often contain, .
, . 

: very far from conservative, much less limited, almost all of which, very effective, much the
same, most essential, very diverse sorts, long before the war . 

.  «noise»,
 amount of disturbance 

, . 
, , 

.  noise, 
.

. 
, , : note that..., I wish to emphasize..., another

point of considerable interest is..., an interesting problem is that of..., one of the most remarkable of...
phenomena is..., it is by no means trivial... .

, .

: , 
, . 

: automaton – automata, perform, cardinal, comprise, susceptible, analogous,
approximate, calculation, circular, heterogeneous, initial, internal, longitudinal, maximum, minimum,
phenomenon – phenomena, respectively, simultaneous. .

 – , , 
, .

, , 
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, , : automaton – automata.
. 

, , , 
, , . 

, . 
, , . , 

, . , 
, 

.
:

when we arrived
at the time of our arrival

when we arrive

, 
,  .   I  use  the  same notation  as  previously  :

The notation is the same as previously used. ,
. ,  It should be

borne in mind, it may be seen  one: one may write, one may show, one may assume, one can
readily see. , 

: ,
, .

, : that
of, those of, that + Part. . :

To cover this aspect of communication engineering we had to develop a statistical theory of the amount of
information, in which the unit of the amount of information was that transmitted as a single decision between
equally  probable  alternatives.  This  idea  occurred  at  about  the  same  time  to  several  writers,  among  them  the
statistician  R.A.  Fisher,  Dr.  Shannon  of  the  Bell  Telephone  Laboratories,  and  the  author.  Fisher's  motive  in
studying this subject is to be found in classical statistical theory; that of Shannon in the problem of coding
information; and that of the author in the problem of noise and message in electrical filters*.

* Wiener N. Op. cit. – P. 10-11.

, , ,
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. 
: Normally two horizontal permeabilities are measured. 
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* . . – ., 1958. – . 383–405; Galperin I.R. Stylistics. – ., 1977. –
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. 295-307.
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:  vital  issue,  tree  world,  pillar  of  society,  bulwark  of  liberty,  escalation  of
war. .

* .: ., . . – ., 1969. – .
18–40.

, 
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, , , . 
, : When the last Labour Government

was kicked out (Daily Mail)*. .
, , 

: historic, epochmaking, triumphant, unforgettable – 
, 

: banner, champion, clarion, shield.
* . // . . . – 1973.

– . 73.
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.

, , , .
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. , , 
, , 

: , , 
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, 
, .

: 
.

1.  Italy's radio, TV workers on strike
2.  Apollo trail-blazers back relaxed and joking
3.  Back to work – to kill the bill
4.  Ugly noises from Los Angeles mayor's nest
5.  Convict sentenced to life for coffin girl kidnap

. 
– , . 

. , , 
, , 

, , 
; ; ,

, , 
. , ,

 – . , 
. , , 

, :
mayor's nest  mare's nest – , ,

,  – . 
, 

. . 
, 

, 
, , . 

, 
.

, . :

1.  The Nuremberg war crimes tribunal
2.  60 part-time nursery pupils
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3.  The Post Offices two-tier postal system

, 
, , 

.
, 

, . . . *,
Daily Worker ,

, . . , Dockers:
Union Move. , , , 

, : 28 days strike notice now given. 
 ( ) .

, .
* .  ( Daily Worker). – .: .

– ..   1965. – . 193.

, 
, .

. . , 
, :  65% 

. 
: Ministers invited to No 10 Downing Street ,

 10 ), 
...  be , : Oil men's strike to go on

 Oil men's strike is to go on.
, ,
:

Tenants wait to see what Labour brings, : are
waiting to see.

, . , 
, , , :

Sinking houses on a new estate  Houses on a new estate are sinking.

, , 
, . 

. , 
: 

 be. , , 
 of. , 

, 
. ( .: Minister of War  War Minister.)

.
.

. , 
be, .

 is  are 
, , 

, : Dock dispute: the gap is as wide as ever.
. . , 

, , ,
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.

.  –
, ; 

.  « »,
»  « ». , , , 

. , , . 
, , .

Morning Star :

«PLEASE, CAN I MOVE MY GRAVE?»

Mr Bailey wants to move a tomb – his own tomb – from one part of his garden to another.
He had planning permission to dig, so to speak, his own grave in the first place, so now he seeks

permission to change the location. He hasn't installed the tomb yet. The application came before Tees-side
council's planning committee yesterday.

Mr Bailey, Alfred to his friends, headed his application «Resiting of approved tomb to bury Bailey in».
There was mention of «a concrete slab to hold him down» and «marble mosaic to write his life stor  on».

STONE SLAB

There was a sectional drawing showing a coffin on top of a stone slab.
North Riding country council gave permission for the tomb before Summit House, Marton, where Mr

Bailey lives (and is dying to be buried) passed to Tees-side.
Tees-side yesterday deferred a decision. «I am against people being allowed to be buried all over the

place,» said Aid. Mrs M.E. Jackson, a member of the committee.

, , 
, , , 

.

, 
: render imperative, militate against, make contact with, be subjected to, have the effect of,

play a leading part (role) in, take effect, exhibit a tendency to, serve the purpose of . 
, ,  prove, render, serve, form, play,

. 
: greatly to be desired, a development to be expected, brought to a satisfactory conclusion.

 (by examination of,  by
examining).

, 
,  with respect to, having regard to, in view of, on the hypothesis that.

,  not unimportant, not unworthy, not inevitable .,
, ,

: in my opinion it is not an unjustifiable assumption that  I think.
, 

, . 
.

. *. 
,  ,  

, 
, . , , 

, , , 
: «A group of Tory backbenchers yesterday called for severe restrictions on the CND

Easter peace demonstration» (Morning Star). ,
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* .: . . – .: 
. – . 2. – ., 1963. – . 97–107; . , .; . : Basti n G.C. Editing the Day's News. –

N.Y., 1956.

.
. *.

* Leech G.N. English in Advertising. A Linguistic Study of Advertising in Great Britain. – Ldn, 1966.
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, colloquial,
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* Leech C.N. Principles of Pragmatics. – Ldn, 1985.
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. , .
, 

:  it's,  it  isn't,  I  don't,  I  didn't,  you  can't,  you've,  we'll  .  ,  
 have I've  he's ,
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,  get: I've got, he's got; 
,  have + Inf.: I've got to go now.  shall

 will   ll.  
, , 

,  ha.
 have 

: «Seen any movies?» I asked (Gr. Greene). «Been travelling all the winter – Egypt, Italy and that
– chucked America! I gather» (J. Galsworthy).

,  .
, , 

,  2-  1-  – ;
.

, : give up, look out, : frig, marg, vegs,  mineral
waters  minerals : Morning!, : thing, stuff, 

: go it . 
. 

. *. . , , 
. , ,

, : «  must have got mixed in something in Chicago.» – «I guess so,» said Nick
(E. Hemingway).  so . . 

 – .  The
mother kissed the child's tears away . 

; , , , 
: The mother kissed the child and he stopped crying.

* . . 
 « ». – , 1966. – . 195.

, – , – , 
, ». 

. 
.

, . ,
, . 

 time fillers, .  « » 
well, I mean, you see : like as if. , 

, .  – 
: don't give me no riddles, don't bring no discussion of politics, 

: Don't you call mother names. She's had a hard life.
Don't you forget it. (J. ),  you: You, come here!  Come here, you!

.
, , 

, , , , -
. . 

.  – , , 
. 

. . , 
. : 1) : «When do you begin?» –

«Tomorrow,» said the Rafaelite. 2) , : «So you would naturally say.» –
«And mean.» 3) , : «There's – some – talk – of – suicide,» he said. James's
jaw dropped. – «Suicide? What should he do that for?» 4) :
«Well, Mr Desert, do you find reality in politics now?» – «Do you find reality in anything, sir?»

C.C. , , 
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, . 
, , : «...Americans

are generally important, sooner or later.» – «To themselves,» said Fleur, and saw Holly smile.
: «I feel you're a rock» – «Built

on sand,» answered Jolyon...
, . , 

: «...But you're the head of the family, Jon – you ought – to settle.» – «Nice head!» said Jon bitterly.
, , 

. : «What do you call it?» – «Call it? The big field.»
. 

 (85%) 
, , ...

. 
. , , 

. 
, , ,

. -
 do. , , 

,  do
,  ,  .

: «What has happened to your strange neighbour?» «I did hear he'd gone to Australia.»

,  do 
:

«You can't blame anyone, it's the war.»
«The war does spoil everything, doesn't it?» (Gr. Greene)

.
 do, , 

, , , :

«Perhaps I'd better tell the police to call,» he said. «You'd feel more comfortable, wouldn't you. Mr
Jimson, if the police were in charge – less responsibility...» «Thank you,» I said, «You're a good chap.
For I do certainly feel a lot of responsibility» (J. Gary. The Horse's Mouth).

Do , , , 
, , , .

, 
, , ,

. ,  do . ,
,  ,  ,  ,  ,  

.
 do ,

 actually, in fact, indeed, really, undoubtedly .  seem.
: Monica: I  see  her  point,  you  know.  You  really  did  go  a  little  too  far  (N.  Coward. Present

Laughter).
 a little :

You really did go too far.
You did go too far.
You went too far.

, ,  really  do, 
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, , , ; .
 do,

, : «Oh go away, do, Mr Jimson» (J. Gary. The
Horse's Mouth).

To : ...and then
suddenly I sat up and called out as loud as I could, «I do want to go on a donkey. I do want a donkey ride!» (K.
Mansfield. Lady's Maid).

, 
-

. , ,  how, when, where, who, which,
what, why  ever,  ever* , : on earth, the
devil, the hell . : Whatever are you doing?  What ever are you doing? Whoever's that?
However did you get in here? What on earth are you doing? Who the devil do you think you are? Who on earth
can that be? Why the hell do you ask?

*  whatsoever.  ever so  ever such .

.
, , . ,

, .
, 

after all, actually, really, not really, certainly, surely . : I certainly admire your courage  I
admire your courage.  certainly, 

.

: damn, dash, beastly, confounded, lousy. 
, , 

, : damned pretty, damned nice,
beastly mean, damn decent.

 (baby-talk) 
, 
: bow-wow (a dog) : Mummy, Daddy,

Granny, pussy, dearie, lovey, doggy, naughty, pinny, panties .
.

,  you  baby, Johnny .,  I 
Mummy, nurse .  we : Now
we must be good and drink our milk.

 baby-talk, , 
, . .

 « »  – «Let Freddie in,» the voice
wheedled.

.
Winnie-the-Pooh  Bother! -

.

«Is anybody at home?»
There was a sudden scuffling noise from inside the hole and then silence.
«What I said was "Is anybody at home?"» called out Pooh very loudly.
«No,» said a voice; and then added, «You needn't shout so loud. I heard you quite well the first time.»
«Bother!» said Pooh. «Isn't there anybody here at all?»
«Nobody.»
Winnie-the-Pooh ... thought for a little and he thought to himself.
«There must be somebody there, because somebody must have said "Nobody!"»
So he .... said
«Hallo. Rabbit, isn't that you?»
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«No,» said Rabbit, in a different sort of voice this time.
«But isn't that Rabbit's voice?»
«I don't think so,» said Rabbit. «It isn't meant to be.»
«Oh!» said Pooh (A.A. Milne).

, , 
, ,

. 
, . 

, 
 – . . 

, , , 
, . , 
. , , 

, 
.

. , 
, . , 

 ( , , , , , 
). . , 

, 
: the oldies, the oldsters, the oldos, old hens,

old numbers, old geezers , : kid, kiddo, sperm, chick, chicklet ( ), minors, beginners,
debs.

, ,  mugs,
squares, tax-payers.

 have a job like mine means that I don't belong to the great community of the mugs: the vast
majority of squares who are exploited. It seems to me this being a mug or a non-mug is a thing that splits
humanity  up  into  two sections  absolutely.  It's  nothing  to  do  with  age  or  sex  or  class  or  colour  –  either
you're born a mug or a non-mug...

(Mac Innes)

, , . 
, . 

. 
.

§ 7.  

.
, , . 

. , ,
, . 

,  
.  ( . . 41).

. -
,

. ,  «
»*. 

 « »**, 
. , , ,
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.
*  .: . . – ., 1963. –  28.
** . – . 27.

, .
. .  «

, »*. 
. , 

.
*  . // . . – 1959   –  4. - . 46.

, , , 
, , 

, . , 
, . , , .

, . , .
 « »  bint, bird,

chick, baby, tart ,  girl 
. 

. .  « »  brethren 

: I've had to
explain this so often to elder brethren that it's now almost a routine (K. Mac Innes. Absolute Beginners).

, , 
: ...said my bro in his whining complaining platform voice (K. Mac

Innes. Absolute Beginners).
, 

, , , 
. 

, 
, , 

. 

.
, , , 

. , 
,  .   –  ,  

, , , 
. .

, 
, 

, ,
 « », , ,

.
.

*. , ,
: ,

, . 
, . 

. ;
, 

, , 
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, 
. 

, , . **.
*   « » . . 91–95.
** ,  ,  ,  ,  

, . .: Riffaterre M. Stylistic Context // «Word». – V. 16. –  2 – August,
1960.

, . 
, 

, . 
, 

- . , , 
. 

, , 
, .

.
. 

, 
 ( . . 69–75), . 

.
,  ,  ,

, . ,

, 
.

. ,
, 

,  .  
.

, .

§8. 

, . 
, , 

. , , , ,
. 

. , 
. 

, 
. , : The village

Maecenas, in petticoats, patronising art to the extent of two cups of tea and a slice of plum-cake. 
. 

; 
. , , 

. 
. , 

, 
, . 

, , 
, .
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, 
, . , , .

. : 
» . 

.

.  « », 

, 
,  ,  

.

Luke said: «I'll get that stuff out in six weeks from March 1st if it's the last thing I do.»
Martin said: «It may be.»
«What is the, matter?» I said.
Luke and Martin looked at each other.
«There are some hazards,» said Luke.
That was the term they used for physical danger. Luke went on being frank. The «hazards might be

formidable. No one knew much about in handling plutonium; it might well have obscure toxic
properties. There would not be time to test each step for safety, they might expose themselves to illness,
or worse.»

 « » – , 
, . 

, :
There was a mutter from Luke's sick-bed which spread round Barford: «The only thing they (the doctors) still
don't know is whether to label mine a lethal dose or only near lethal.»

 « » ( ) 
,  « », , , .

:

In  front  of  her  were  the  instruments  which  she  had  been  taught  to  read;  she  was  a  competent  girl,  I
thought, she would have made an admirable nurse. There was one of the counters whose ticking I would
expect in any Barford laboratory; there was a logarithmic amplifier, a DC amplifier, with faces like
speedometers, which would give a measure – she had picked up some of the jargon – of the «neutron
flux».

On the bench was pinned a sheet of graph paper and it was there that she was to plot the course of the
experiment. As the heavy water was poured in, the neutron flux would rise: the points on the graph would
lead down to a spot where the pile had started to run, where the chain reaction had begun:

«That's going to be the great moment,» said Mary.

, 
. . 

,  .  
.  « » , , 

, 
, :

Even so he was crowded until navigating the room was a difficult task. He could not open the door
without first closing the closet door, and vice versa. It was impossible for him anywhere to traverse the
room in a straight line. To go from the door to the head of the bed was a zigzag course that he was never
quite able to traverse without collisions. Having settled the difficulty of the conflicting doors, he had to
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steer sharply to the right to avoid the kitchen. Next he sheered to the left, to escape the foot of the bed; but
this sheer, if too generous, brought him against the corner of the table. With a sudden twitch and lurch, he
terminated the sheer and bore off to the right along a sort of canal – one bank of which was the bed, the
other the table. When the one chair in the room was at its usual place before the table, the canal was
unnavigable.

: navigating, traverse, zigzag course, collisions, steer, sheer, lurch, bear off, canal, bank,
unnavigable – .

, , 
, , , 

. 
, 

. 
, . :

What is stopping them (the neutrons)?...
«The engineering is all right.
«The heavy water is all right.
«The uranium is all right.
«No, it blasted well can't be.
«That must be it. It must be the uranium – there's something left there stopping the neuts.»

. . 
, , , 

», , , 
 «neuts».

, , 
, 

.   « »,  « »  .  ,  .   «
», , 

.  – ,
, ,

, , .
,  ,  .  ,

(speed cop),  Babyface, 
. ,  (

), , , , , 
, . .

, 
 Babyface . :

, 
, , 

, .
, , , 

, , 
:  «You'll  give me the lift  down the road, Lofty?...  I  know I am safe with an old driver...» 

, ; , 
: .

, , 
. . 

. 
, : lorry, engine, cab ( ), the driving mirror, the booster

gear, the lights, the foot board, the back axle, the headlights, the chassis.
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: to go at a fair lick, to go at a fair crack, to be cracking along, to swing
on the handbrake, to have one's toe down, to pull up with a jerk, to have the stick out, to hang on somebody's
tail, to be done for speeding.  a smash-up. 

.  lorry, a tub ( )  old wagon. 
 anchors.

, 
, .

§ 9. 

, . . 
.  « » (After the Fall).

 – , , 
. ; , 

, , 
, . 

, . , 
, : «I can't hardly believe you came! Can you stay five minutes?

I'm a singer now, see? In fact  I  am in the top three.  And for a long time I been wanting to tell  you that...» 
 hardly , a Present Perfect

Continuous   have,  ,  I  can't  hardly  believe   I  been  wanting  to  tell  you  –
. , 

, . , 
. ,  – , 

, , 
 (popsinger) 

, .  – .
, , ,

, , , 
. .  « » 

, . 
 – :

Jenny:       ... Did Jimmy tell you he've bin chosen for the Territorials' Jubilee in London this year?
Beatie: What's this then? What'll you do there?
Jimmy: Demonstrate and parade wi' arms and such like.
Beatie: Won't do you any good.
Jimmy: Don't you reckon? Gotta show we can defend the country, you know. Demonstrate arms and you

prevent war.
Beatie: Won't demonstrate anything bor... Have a hydrogen bomb fall on you and you'll find the things

silly in your hands.
Jimmy: So you say gal? So you say? That'll frighten them other buggers though.
Beatie: Frighten yourself y'mean...
Jimmy: And what do you know about this all of a sudden?
Beatie: You're not interested in defending your country, Jimmy, you just enjoy playing soldiers.
Jimmy: What did I do in the last war then – sing in the trenches? Beatie (explaining – not trying to get one

over on him): Ever heard of Chaucer, Jimmy?
Jimmy: No.
Beatie: Do you know the MP for this constituency?
Jimmy: What you drivin' at, gal – don't give me no riddles.
Beatie: Do you know how the British Trade Union Movement started? And do you believe in strike

action?
Jimmy: No to both those.
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Beatie: What you goin' to war to defend then?
Jimmy  (he's annoyed now): Beatie – you bin away from us a long time now – you got a boy who's

educated an' that and he's taught you a lot maybe. But don't you come pushin' ideas across at us
–  we're  all  right  as  we  are.  You  can  come  when  you  like an' welcome but don't bring no
discussion of politics in the house wi' you "cos that"ll only cause trouble. I'm telling you. (He
goes off.)

Jenny: Blust gal, if you hevnt't touched him on a sore spot. He live for them Territorials he do – that's
half his life.

, , 
, . , 

, .
. , , 

, , . 
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. . 
, ,  [i:]  [i],  been  [bin], 

: bin.  have  had ,  –  hev.  [ ]  [d] 
: wi', an';  [?]  [n]: drivin'.

:  what  you  drivin'  at?,  you
bin away. : don't give me no riddles, don't bring no discussion.

 them: he live for them Territorials, you'll find them things silly.

. 
.  ,  don't  give  me  no  riddles  –  ,  .

 riddles me don't give, ,
 « ».
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