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PaccMoTpuM Kaxablil MyHKT CTPYKTYPBI B OTJECIBHOCTH.

Texymas cutyanusa. OTCTyIJICHHE IPUMEHHUMO U 3HAYHMO TOJBKO AJISl JAHHOTO KOHTEKCTa,
JUTSL TEKyIIel cutyarui. B KOHTEKCTe OMMCHIBAIOTCS BOSHHBIC NEHCTBUS, YOUCTBO yacoBoro (/
hated the shooting of the guard and it made me an emotion but that is passed now), u camo
OTCTYIUICHHUE 3]IECh HE CIy4aiiHo.

[IpyunHa BO3HUKHOBEHUS WM pedepeHT JaHHOro  OoTcTyrvieHus. [IpudnHOi
BO3HUKHOBEHHUS OTCTYIUICHHS SBIISIETCS MATKOCTh XapaKTepa, HECHOCOOHOCTh Tepost YOUTh
YeJIOBEKa, JaKe B MEPHOJ BOEHHBIX neuctBuil (How could the Ingles say that the shooting of a
man is like the shooting of an animal? In all hunting I have had an elation and no feeling of
wrong). [locne 3TUX mpeUIoKeHHi U cienyeT oTcTyruienue (But to shoot a man gives a feeling as
though one had struck omne’s own brother when you are grown men), pa3MbIIUICHUS
KOMMYHMKaHTa Ha 3Ty TEMY CJIEAYIOT U IMOCie OTCTyIUIeHus (And to shoot him various times to
kill him). PemenueM ynoTtpeOaeHUs OTCTYIUICHHS WU €ro IENbI0 MOCTYKUJIa KOMMYHHUKAaTHBHAS
WHTEHIIMSI aBTOpa BBIPA3UTh CBOIO TO3HIMIO MO MOBOAY COOBITHI, MPOMCXOIANIMX Ha BOIHE,
U3MEHHUTh MEHTAJIBHOE COCTOSTHHE ajpecara.

B xone nccrienoBanusi Mbl MIPHUIIUIMA K BBIBOAY, YTO aBTOPCKHE OTCTYIUICHHS — 3TO OJHA U3
OCHOBHBIX (hopM TIposiBIICHHsI oOpa3a aBTopa; oOpa3 aBTopa IIOJIHEE pacKphIBaeTCs B
OTCTYIUICHUSX.
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Kuiscokuit nayionanvnui
JH26ICMUYHUIL YHIgepcumem

KOHTEKCTHO-BAPIATUBHUI ACHEKT MOBHHUX ITOP
B IOCTMOJEPHICTCBKUX KOPOTKHUX OITOBIJAHHAX

OyHKIIOHATBHUN CIIEKTP MOBHHX 1TOp Y TIOCTMOJEPHICTCHKOMY TEKCTI PO3IIUPIOETHCS 3a
pPaxyHOK XyJI0XKHbO-€CTETUYHHX OCOOIMBOCTEH TBOpPY: BIJ TPAAMIIMHO pPO3BaXKAIbHOI Ta
“HNCUXOTEepaneBTUYHOI” 0 TpaHCc(POpMaIliitHO-TIOBICTYBaIbHOI Ta TpaHC(HOpMaliHHO->KaHPOBOT.

Y KOHTEKCTHO-BapiaTHBHOMY AacCIeKTi TOTaJlbHa MOBHA Tpa IOCTa€ SK KOJAX IIUTAT,
Hanpukian, B omnoBimaHHI “Eugénie Grandet”. Cama Ha3Ba ONOBiaHHA — I€ NPUHOM
IHTEPTEKCTYaIbHOCT1, OCKUIBKH II€H 3aroJIOBOK MUTTEBO BUKIIMKAE acOIliallii 3 MHUPOKO BiJOMHM
pomanom O. ne banp3aka. Acouialis MigKpirUieHa BCTYTHOI YaCTHHOIO, B SIKii HABOAUTHCS 3MICT
TBOPY 3 EHIUKJIIONE 1T AaikecTiB. Lle 3aTekcToBHii (IEpeITEKCTOBHIT) €IEMEHT KOMITO3UIIHHOTO
TEKCTOTBOpPEHHS. MOBHa rpa MoKy IMILTIUTHA. [pOHIYHICTH CUTYaLlll OJIATae B TOMY, 1O JIFOIH,
AKl € IIaHyBaJbHUKaMH CBITOBOI KJIACHUYHOI JIITEpaTypH, SK MPaBHIO, HE KOPUCTYIOTbCS IS
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OTIAOJIEHHS CBOIX 3HAHB CHIIUKIIONEIIIMU HaliKECTIB.

B ocHOBHOMY TeKCTi i€ mepekas3 3MiCcTy BiIOMOTO pOMaHy 3a JOMOMOIOI0 KOHCTPYKIIIH
“qykoro MOBJIEHHS” (IIUTaT, [iaJoTiB, PEIUNK IEpPCOHaXiB), TEMAaTHUYHO TIOB’S3aHOTO 13
OCHOBHUMH CIOKeTHUMHM JiHIsMH. KokHa 3 muX JiHINA, 3a3Ha4eHa Yy MO3aTEKCTOBIM YaCTHHI,
BHOKPEMITIOEThCST BiIOUBKOIO: A great many people are interested in the question: Who will
obtain Eugénie Grandet’s hand? [Barthelme 1993: 237]. V npomy pa3i MOBHa Irpa peani3yeTbcs
3a JIOTIOMOTOI0 KOJIaXKy, KOJIM B HACTyIMHOMY a03alli (TakoX uepe3 BiIOMBKY) micis ciiB Eugénie
Grandet’s hand: po3TalioBaHUI KapUKaTypHUI MaTIOHOK SIKOICh PYKH.

Komax BBOIUTHCS B OMOBiIaHHS Ha KOMIIO3UIIIMHOMY PiBHI 32 JOITOMOTOIO SIK BepOaTbHUX
(YypuBKH 3 IIMCTIB), Tak 1 HeBepOalbHUX 3aco0iB (MamtoHKH, (oTorpadii), Ha 3MICTOBOMY —
BUTAJIaHUX TIEPCOHAXIB, K1 HAJIEKAThH 1HIIOMY XPOHOTOILY.

Omnosimanas “See the Moon” HanMcaHo K 3ayIIeBHA ciBOeciga 3 ynuTadeM Bif 1-1 ocoou
3 Oe3rmocepeHIM Ta OTMOCEePEAKOBAaHUM 10 HHOTO 3BepTaHHsAM: I know you think I’m wasting my
time. You’ve made that perfectly clear. But I'm conducting these very important lunar hostility
studies. And it’s not you who’ll have to leave the warm safe capsule. And dip a toe into the
threatening lunar surround [Barthelme 1993: 178]. Llei npuiiom BIacTUBUN AJISi BCHOTO TBOPY,
JUTSL BCIX TEKCTOBUX MO3UIHN (1 CHIIBHUX, 1 CJTA0KHUX).

TpanumiitHIM pi3HOBUIOM aBTOOI0TrpadiYHUX MOCTMOICPHICTCHKUX TEKCTIB Masioi opMu
€ moaeHHUKH. B onoBinanHi “Me and Miss Mandible” npuiioM XpOHOIOTIYHOTO YIIOPSIKYBaHHS
abCypIHUX, TPOTECKHO-(DAHTACTMYHUX, BUTAJaHUX TOIIH JO3BOJIIE HAIATH iM peasbHOTro
xapaktepy: 13 September. Miss Mandible wants to make love to me but she hesitates because |
am officially a child; I am, according to the records, according to the gradebook on her desk,
according to the card index in the principal’s office, eleven years old. There is a misconception
here, one that I haven’t quite managed to get cleared up yet. 1 am in fact thirty-five, I've been in
the Army, I am six feet one, 1 have hair in the appropriate places, my voice is a baritone, I know
very well what to do with Miss Mandible if she ever makes up her mind [Barthelme 1993: 24].

HonennukoBa Gopma MexXye MK PI3HUMHU TUIAMH Haparopa, TOOTO MK pealbHHM
aBTOPOM Ta BUTAJaHUM ayKTOpPiaJIbHUM TOMOJIETETUYNM MEPCOHAKEM.

Jlo 1poro K TUIYy MOKHA BIJHECTH OMOBIJaHHS, AKI HamucaHi Big 1-0i ocobw, ane 1s
ocoba — THUCHMEHHUK, IOCT, JIIOJMHA MHCTENTBAa. Y TaKWX TBOpaxX HApaTop, SK IPaBHIIO,
PO3KpUBAE CBOI TEXHIYHI NPUHOMHU TBOPEHHS XYAOXKHBOTO TEKCTY, MOSCHIOE KOHTEKCTHO-
BapiaTWBHE WICHYBaHHA TEKCTy, KOMEHTye Mii MepcoHaxiB Tomo. OnosinaHHsS HaOyBae
peanbHOCTI, AocToBipHOCTI. Hanpuknan, B omosinanHi “How I write My Songs” aBTopchbkuit
MOHOJIOT-PO3/TyM HAIPUKIHIII TBOPY IEPETBOPIOETHCSA HA [IajloT 3 YHUTA4eM, SIKHA MICTHTh
HemnpsiMi 3BepTaHHs 10 HbOTO: Well, you see how it is done. It is my hope that these few words will
get you started Remember that although this business may seem closed and standoffish to you,
looking at it from the outside, inside it has some very warm people in it, some of the finest people I
have run into in the course of a varied life. The main thing is to persevere and to believe in
yourself, no matter what the attitude of others may be or appear to be. I could never have written
my songs had 1 failed to believe in Bill B. White, not as a matter of conceit or false pride but as a
human being. I will continue to write my songs, for the nation as a whole and for the world
[Barthelme 1993: 423].

OTxe, HapaTOp — HE JOPIBHIOETHCS peajbHOMY aBTOPY. Y HaBEACHOMY HaMHU TBOpPi BiH
caM — MPOAYKT CYCHUIBCTBA CIoKuBadiB. KiIbKICTh YaCTUH, NPUCBAYCHUX OJHIHN Mozii, Haraxye
“MUIIBHI” ceplajid, KOJU MPOTIroM JEKUIBKOX cepiii HIYoro He BiAOYBa€ThCs, KPIM PO3MOB
nepcoHaxiB. e Takox rpa 3a KOHKPETHUMH MTPABHIIAMH.

VY3aranbHeHU# nepcoHax mpejacraBieHuit B onosiganHi “Our Work and Why We Do It”,
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SIKE TIOYMHAETHCS TPATUIIIIHHO — Bix 1-01 ocoom oganHU. OHAK 3aBISKHA TPaMaTHYHOMY TIOBTOPY
3aliMEHHHMKA our PO3MOBIIb y3arajlbHIOETHCS, TICPETBOPIOIOYHNCH HA OMOBiNaHHS Bij 1-01 ocoOu
MHOKUHHU. 3aBIISKH [IbOMY B YWTa4a CTBOPIOETHCS BPAKCHHS, IO OMOBIJAHHS BEACTHCS BiJ
y3arajbHEHOI rpynH Joael. AOCOMIOTHHIA KiHeIlb TBOPY, IKOMY Tepeay€e “NMOTiK CBITOMOCTI”, 110
CUTHaNI3ye Mpo TNCUXiuHWM (Ta (i3uyHuil) cTaH mnepcoHipikoBaHOTO HapaTopa, HalyBae
CUMBOJIIYHOTO 3HAYCHHSI:

The new machine for printing underground telephone poles

The new machine for printing smoke on smoked hams

The new machine for writing the figure 5 in gold

All of this weakens the heart. I have the hammer, I will smash anybody who threatens,
however remotely, the company way of life. We know what we’re doing. The vodka ration is
generous. Our reputation for excellence is unexcelled, in every part of the world. And will be
maintained until the destruction of our art by some other art which is just as good but which, I am
happy to say, has not yet been invented [Barthelme 1993: 322].

Jlo TOTasbHUX NPUHOMIB MOBHOI TI'pM MOXHA BIJHECTH TaK 3BaHEe aOCYypIUCTCHKE
OTIOBIZJaHHS, SIKE BUSBISETHCS JIUIIE HA MOBHOMY DiBHI, KOJIM MOPYIIYIOTHCS JIOTIYHI 3aKOHH, 3
XYI0XHBO-ECTETHYHOI0O METOI0 CBIJOMO PYWHYIOTBCSI CEMAaHTHUYHI Ta CHHTAKCHUYHI 3B’S3KH MiX
peuenHsmu, HOE Ta kpynHIimMMH TeKCTOBUMH YacTUHaMu. Hanpuknan, B onosinanHi “Views of
My Father Weeping” onHa 3 yaCTMH 3aBEpIIYeThCS HE3aKiHYCHMM SK (opMaibHO (HaBiTh 0O€3
PO3IUTOBUX 3HAKIB), TAK 1 CCMAHTHYHO peUYCHHIM: But perhaps it is not my father weeping there,
but another father: Tom’s father, Phil’s father, Pat’s father, Pete’s father, Paul’s father. Apply
some sort of test, voiceprint reading or [Barthelme 1993: 116].

Hami ime BigOuBka. Ilicias Hei HacTymHa 4YacTWHA, KA TpaMaTHYHO Oe3[oraHHa, ale
CeMaHTUYHO — Oe3rity3na: My father throws his ball of knitting up in the air. The orange wool
hangs there [Barthelme 1993: 116].

VY nopanbiuiit YacTUHI 3aBASKU IPUHOMY YOCOOJIEHHS JUHAMI3MY (Ha IpaMaTUYHOMY DPiBHI
3a paxyHOK KaTeropii dacy - spreads) aOCypAHICTb Aiil repos Ie Oifblie MiAKpecTroeThes: My
father regards the tray of pink cupcakes. Then he jams his thumb into each cupcake, into the top.
Cupcake by cupcake A thick smile spreads over the face of each cupcake [Barthelme 1993: 116].

Te, mo B 1bOMYy OTMOBIaHHI HE JIMIIE CTHII3AIis abCYypAMCTCHKOTO CBITOCIIPUHHSATTS
MEPCOHAXXEM, ajic i MOBHA T'pa, CBIIYHTH efc., B SIKOMY BHUSBJISIETBCS PEAbHUIA aBTOP, SIKHI
MiJCMIIOETHCS 1 HAJ IEPCOHAXKAMHU, 1 Haa untadamu: Why! . . . there’s my father! . . . sitting in the
bed there! . . . and he’s weeping! ... as though his heart would burst! . . . Father! ... how is
this? . . . who has wounded you? . . name the man! ... why I'll .. . I’ll . . . here, Father, take this
handkerchief! . . and this handkerchief!  and this handkerchief! — I’ll run for a towel. . . for a
doctor . . for a priest. for a good fairy is there . . can you . can I ... a cup of hot tea? . bowl of
steaming soup? . . . shot of Calvados? ... a joint? ... a red jacket? ... a blue jacket? . . . Father,
please! . . look at me, Father . . . who has insulted you? . . are you, then, compromised? . . .
ruined? . . a slander is going around? ... an obloquy? ... a traducement? . . ’sdeath! .1 won’t
permit it! . . I won’t abide it! . . I'll . move every mountain . . climb every river ... etc.
[Barthelme 1993: 121].

Tak camo omoBimanHs “CMapara” € HMITKOBHTO aOCYpJHHM 3a CBOEIO CYTTHO. 3B’SI3HE 3a
(bopMOI0 MOBJICHHS € O€3riIy3/1UM 3a 3MICTOM. Y MPSIMOMY CMMCII CJI0Ba MIeTbcs Mpo adcyprHi
pedi, Ipo HiCeHITHUIIO, O0e3rmy3aicTb: Understand, ye sons of the wise, what this exceedingly
precious Stone crieth out to you! Seven years, close to tears. Slept for the first two, dreaming
under four blankets, black, blue, brown, brown. Slept and pissed, when I wasn’t dreaming I was
pissing, [ was a fountain. After the first year 1 knew something irregular was in progress, but not
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what. I thought, moonstrous! Salivated like a mad dog, four quarts or more a day, when I wasn’t
pissing I was spitting. Chawed moose steak, moose steak and morels, and fluttered with new
men—the butcher, baker, candlestick maker, especially the butcher, one Shatterhand, he was neat.
Cobbled a lot of iron, liver and rust from the bottoms of boats, I had serial nosebleeds every day
of the seventeenth trimester. Mood swings of course, heigh-de-ho, instances of false labor in years
six and seven, palpating the abdominal wall I felt edges and thought, edges? Then on a cold
February night the denouement, at six sixty-six in the evening, or a bit past seven, they sent a Miss
Leek to do the delivery, one of us but not the famous one, she gave me scopolamine and a little
swan-sweat, that helped, she turned not a hair when the emerald presented itself but placed it in
my arms with a kiss or two and a pat or two and drove away, in a coach pulled by a golden pig
[Barthelme 1993: 394].

[[{o6 omoBigaHHS HE CIpUMaNocs HaJA3BUYAaHO BAa)KKO, aBTOP HAMAaraeThbCsl PO3BAKUTH
yuTaya, BUKOPUCTOBYIOUM TPAIUIIIMHUN IS KIACUYHOI CATUPUYHOI JTEPaTypud NPUHOM —
YMOTHBOBaH1 iMeHa repoiB, TOOTO Tak 3BaHa acolliaTUBHO-CUMBOJIIYHa aHTpornoHiMika. Lle Food,
Tope, Sallywag, Taptoe, Sometimes, Brother, Wednesday, Mad Moll, Soapbox, Plug, Cold Cuts Ta
iH. MoTuBalliifHa OCHOBa IUX IMEH — 3arajJbHOBXHMBaHA JieKchka. OIHAK y I[bOMY KOHTEKCTI
YUMaJI0 1IMEH, YMOTHBOBAaHUX KYJBbTYpPOJIOTIYUHUMHU YHIBEPCATISIMHU, IEPEAYCIM JIATUHCHKUMHU
KpuiatuMu Bupazamu (Pro Tem), TpancpopMOBaHMMH O10JIIMHMMH BHpa3aMH Ta MEPCOHATISIMHU
Hogoro 3aBity (Deus Lunus, Mary Magdalene) Ta iHIIMMH yHIBEpCAIBHUMU KYJIbTYPOJIOTIYHUMHU
koHuenramu (Dietrich von Dietersdorf). KoxxHe 3 nux iMeH MO)ke OyTH PO3TOpPHYTE B OKpEMUl,
3HIKCHUH (CTHIIOBUM, COIIOJIIHTBICTUYHHM, MOBHHIA) PETICTP OCHOBHOTO TEKCTY.

B abcypauctcbkomy 3a CTUIIBOBUM HAIIPSIMOM TEKCTOTBOPEHHI, SIK MPABUJIIO, JOCUTh 4acTO
3aCTOCOBYIOTHCSl NMPUHOMHU iHTUMI3alii (yMOBHUI nianor, HapatuB Bia 1-i ocoOu, putopudHi
KOHCTPYKIIii, CEHTEHIIIi TOII0) HacaMmIiepes Uisi TOTO, 10 HaJAaTH JOCTOBIPHOCTI TOMY, IO €
HeToeTHYBaHUM 3a 3MicToM: Clean your room, please clean your room, I beg of you, clean your
room. There’s a long tall Sally, polish her shoes. Polish your own shoes, black for black and
brown for blown, do you see anything in my palm? just a little sheep-dip, complete your
education, he’s right and you’re wrong, the inside track is thought to be the best, attain it, better
to appear at ease, in clothes not conspicuously new, thou shalt not a, b, c, d, e, turn a little to the
right, now a little to the left, hold it! Naked girls with the heads of Marx and Malraux prone and
helpless in the glare of the headlights, tried to give them a little joie de vivre but maybe it didn’t
take, their constant bickering and smallness, it’s like a stroke of lightning, the world reminds you
of its power, tracheotomies right and left, 1 am spinning, my pretty child, don’t scratch, pick up
your feet, the long nights, spent most of my time listening, this is a test of the system, this is only a
test [Barthelme 1993: 388].

OTox, crenu(iuHO PUCOI0 KOHTEKCTHO-BAPIaTHBHOTO ACHEKTY MOCTMOJEPHICTCHKOI
MOBHOI TPH € T€, IO TYyT JO3BOJCHO MOPYIIyBaTH BCTAHOBJICHI 33 YMOBYAHHSM TpaBWIIA, IO
camMo 1o co0li CTBOPIOE HOBE IMPAaBWJIO — MOXKHA TE€, YOr0 HE MOXKHA. PyWHarlisi BCiX mpaBui
CTBOPIOE Xa0C.

VY KOHTEKCTHO-BapiaTUBHOMY AaCIEKTI IIMPOKO PEai30BaHOIO € TEPI 3a BCE OJAMHUYHA
MOBHA Tpa. ¥ Takiii (pyHKIIIi MOBHOI TpH y TMOCTMOJIEPHICTCHKUX KOPOTKHX OIOBIJIAHHIX YacTO
BXXHBAaHUMHU € OKa3ioHai3MU. 3BUYAHHO, BOHM (DYHKI[IOHYIOTH 3 METOK) CTBOPCHHS KOMIYHOTO
edeKxTy — B3araii JOCTaTHHO MOIIMPEHOTO SBUINA B aHTJIOMOBHIM JiTepaTypi. Tak, oquHUIHUN
MPUHOM MOBHOI I'pH MaeEMO B Takomy mnipukiani: He is, professionally, an arbiter of comedy. “A
sort of drama critic?” “More what you would term an umpire. The members of the audience are
given a set of rules and the rules constitute the comedy. Our comedies seek to reach the
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imagination. When you are looking at something, you cannot imagine it [Barthelme 1993: 129].

OpHak Yepe3 4acTOTHICTh, TOYHIIIE JICKCUYHY 1 CHHTAKCHYHY TIOBTOPIOBAHICTh Y)KHBAHHS
TOTO YW IHOIOTO OKa3iOHAJI3My TMPOTATOM YChOTO ONOBiJaHHSA, BiH Ha0yBa€ HE TUIbKH
TYMOPUCTUYHOTO, ajleé i KOHIENTyaJbHOro 3HaYeHHA. Hanpuknan, B onoBimanHi “A Shower of
Gold” xomi3M CHUTyalliil CTBOPIOETHCS 3aBASKA 3aCTOCYBAaHHIO TIOBTOPIB  JIEKIJIBKOX
OKa310HAMI3MiB, SIKI MiAKPECITIOITh a0CYPAHICTh CUTYyallii, a BHACTIAOK LOTO - 1 I YMOBHICTB: /
am the cat-piano player, is there anything you’d particularly like to hear?” “Cat-piano?” [...]
“The cat-piano,” said the visitor, “is an instrument of the devil, a diabolical instrument. [...]
Peterson tried to be braver “I don’t understand,” he said “Let me explain,” the tall foreign-
looking man said graciously. “The keyboard consists of eight cats — the octave — encased in the
body of the instrument in such a way that only their heads and forepaws protrude. The player
presses upon the appropriate paws, and the appropriate cats respond—with a kind of shriek.
There is also provision made for pulling their tails. A tail-puller, or perhaps I should say tail
player” (he smiled a disingenuous smile) “is stationed at the rear of the instrument, where the
tails are. At the correct moment the tail-puller pulls the correct tail. The tail-note is of course
quite different from the paw-note and produces sounds in the upper registers [Barthelme 1993:
18].

OAMHUYHI TPUHOMH CIIPUSIOTH TIOTMIMOJIEHOMY PO3YMIHHIO aBTOPCHKOI KOHIICTIIIi, TIPO 10
JIOJTATKOBO CBiAYaTh MPUMITKU MEpeKiIanaviB. Y TEKCTI OpUTIHANY Tak: At that moment the son
mangqué entered the room. The son manqué was eight feet tall and wore a scrape woven out of
two hundred transistor radios, all turned on and tuned to different stations. Just by looking at him
you could hear Portland and Nogales, Mexico [Barthelme 1993: 18].

[epeknanay 3anuiiae BUAIICHUNA HAMH BUCIIB 0€3 epeKyany, MpoTe Ja€ TaKke MOsSCHEHHS:
Son manqué. Ecau cuumamv “son” amenutickum cio8om, noayuaemcs ‘“‘O1yOoHwlll CulH”, eciu
@panyyzckum, nonyuaemcs “OnyOHvIL 386VK” — 6 NOJIHOM COOMEEMCMBUU C O0OIUKOM IMO20
oyonozo cvina [baprensmu 2000: 112].

PozramryBaHHs OJUHUYHOTO MPUIOMY MOBHOI TpHM B CHJIbHIM TO3MINI TaKOX CHpUSE
aKTyasizaiii 3MICTy BaJIMBUX B 1JIEHHO-TEMAaTUYHOMY BiJHOIIEHHI KOHTEKCTiB. Hampuknan, B
onosinanHi “The captured woman” B ogHOMY 3 MIAPO3AUTIB HAEThCSA PO CTaH JKIHKH, a caMe —
npo moTh. KyneMinariiero ii onucy € pedueHss: [ fix her in the viewfinder of my Pentax and shoot a
whole new series, Fierce [Barthelme 1993: 292]. V npomy pa3i MOBHa Ipa MOJSIra€e He B
MO3HAYCHHI CTaHy JKIHKH, a B Ha3Bi cepii ¢pororpadiii, mo 3poOuB ronoBHuii repoit - Fierce.

Sk yxe 3a3Haydanocs, y OUIBIIOCTI MOCTMOJEPHICTCHKUX TEKCTIB HapaTop, SK MpPaBUIIO,
JI0JIMHA BUCOKOOCBIYCHA, TOMY TIEPEMHKAaHHS KOIB, OCOOJMBO IOB’S3aHUX 3 JIATHHOI, €
NPOSIBOM OJIMHUYHOT MOBHOI T'pH. 3a JOMOMOTOK I[hOI0 MPHUUOMY aBTOP IiJIKPECIIOE CBOIO
NPUXWIBHICTD 10 YWTaya, BBAXKAIOUM HOT0 TAaKOX JIIOJUHOIO, IO 3[JaTHA 3PO3YMITH BHUCOKHM
IHTEJICKTYaIbHUI piBeHb aBTOpa: [ was promising once. After the Elgar, a summa cum laude.
The university was proud of me. It was a bright shy white new university on the Gulf Coast. Culls
and oleanders and quick howling hurricanes. The teachers brown burly men with power boats
and beer cans. The president a retired admiral who’d done beautiful things in the Coral Sea
[Barthelme 1993: 101].

brnokoBa  MOBHa Tpa y KOHTEKCTHO-BapiaTHBHOMY acCIEKTi € THM IPHAOMOM, 3a
JIOTIOMOTOI0 SIKOTO TIE€PENAEThCs HACTPi HATOBITy, HOTO BIAYYTTS CIHEpPIIy SIK CHHTaKCHYHA
KOHCTPYKIIiS 3 HEBJIACHE-NIPIMUM MOBIEHHAM: The private character of these wishes, of their
origins, deeply buried and unknown, was such that they were not much spoken of; yet there is
evidence that they were widespread. It was also argued that what was important was what you
felt when you stood under the balloon; some people claimed that they felt sheltered, warmed, as
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never before, while enemies of the balloon felt, or reported feeling, constrained, a “heavy”
feeling.

[TotiM, mOYMHAIOYM 3 HOBOTO ab3ally, HABOIATHCA 4Yepe3 BiOWMBKY BUIAIKOBI, YPHBUACTI
IYMKH, IO HalekaTh He IIepCOHi(iKOBaHMM IIEPCOHAXKAM 3 HATOBIY. IX BMIIAJKOBICThH
BI/IJI3EPKATIOETHCS HaBITh TpadiYHUMU 3aco0aMu: OUTBIIICTh PEYEHB, 0 3HAXOATHCS B CUIILHUX
TEKCTOBUX IMO3UIIISAX, HAAPYKOBAHO 3 MalleHbKOi JiTepu, 0e3 ad3alHoro BiACTYMy, 3 MOYaTKYy,
nocepeIuHi, HANPUKIHII PAIKa, a TAKOXK 13 3aCTOCYBaHHAM HEeBepOaIbHUX rpadiyHux 3aco6iB abo
3 IEPEMUKAHHSIM MOBHMX KOJiB, TOOTO 1HIIIOIO MOBOIO, 1O TOTO 3K 0€3 pO3J1I0BUX 3HAKIB y KiHIII
pedenHs. OgHaK yce 4y»e MOBJICHHS B3ATO B JIAMKU:

Critical opinion was divided.:

“monstrous pourings”

“harp”

XXXXXXX “certain contrasts with darker portions”

“inner joy”

“large, square corners”

“conservative eclecticism that has so far governed

modern balloon design™

====== “gbnormal vigor”

“warm, soft lazy passages”

“Has unity been sacrificed for a sprawling quality?”

“Quelle catastrophe!”

“munching”’ [Barthelme 1993: 56 - 57].

[uranis npu OJOKOBIH MOBHIM TIpi — JOCTaTHO TOIIMPEHE SBHIIE B TBOPYOCTI
. baptensmi. B onosiganni “Critique de la Vie quotidienne”, 3arojoBoK sIKOTO € Ha3BOIO 1HIIOT
Tparii, o 3raJy€eThCsl HAMPHUKIHII TBOPY, B 1ICHHO-TEMaTUYHOMY TUIaHI KOHTEKCTY TJICUICHUI
me W MmepeMUKaHHSM KOJiB, KOJM TIOPYY 3 aHIUIIHCHKOIO MOBOKO BXKHMBA€THCS (PpaHIly3bKa:
Wanda is happier now, I think. She has taken herself off to Nanterre, where she is studying
Marxist sociology with Lefebvre (not impertinently, the author of the Critique de la Vie
Quotidienne). The child is being cared for in an experimental nursery school for the children of
graduate students run, I understand, in accord with the best Piagetian principles. And I, 1 have
myJ&B. TheJ&B company keeps manufacturing it, case after case, year in and year out, and
there is, 1 am told, no immediate danger of a dearth [Barthelme 1993: 190].

Pestomyroun pocnmimkyBaHUN MaTepiall 3 aHali3y KOHTEKCTHO-BapiaTMBHOTO AaCIIEKTY
MMOCTMOJIEPHICTCHKOI MOBHOI TpH, CIiJl CKa3aTd, [0 caM€é Ha IbOMY DPIBHI € MOMJIUBUM
MPOCTEXKHUTH, K aBTOpP IMOPYIIY€ BCTAHOBJICHI 32 YMOBUYAHHSM IpaBWiIa, M0 PYHHYE 3arajioM
OyIb-sIKI TIpaBHJIa, CTBOPIOIOYM aOCYpIIHICTh TEKCTY 1 3arajioM Xaoc, a BiJTakK, MEPEnIKoau 0
OJIHO3HAYHO KOPEKTHOI 1HTepIIpeTallii TEKCTOBOTO CMHCIY aMEPUKaHChKUX KOPOTKUX OIMOBi/IaHb.
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