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OObIrpbiBaHue «yCTOHYUBBIX MeTa(op»
B AHIVIMHCKOM XYy105KeCTBEHHOM JiuTepaType

© rkanouoam gunonozuueckux nayx A. A. Hzomosa, 1999

MHOTOYHCIICHHBIE UCCIISAOBAHUS B 00JIACTH aHTIMICKON (Ppa3eooruu
MIOKa3bIBAIOT, YTO B PErUCTPE XyJ0KECTBEHHOI JIMTEPaTyphl BecbMa OOBIYHO
SBIICHHE OOBITpBIBaHMA, IeOpMaliy’' «ycTOMUMBEIX MeTadop»’, KOTOpoe
CllellyeT paccCMaTpHBaTh KaK MIMPOKO MCIHONB3yeMbI YHUBEPCAIBHBIH TIPHEM,
XapaKTEePHBIN KakK [UIsl Pe4r aBTOPa, TaK M JUTS PEUH MEPCOHANKEH.

ABTOpBI pa3JIMYHBIX 3MO0X M HAaIpaBJICHUH 00palialoTcsi K SIBICHHIO
mpeoOpa3oBaHus «yCTOWIMBHIX MeTa(opy»; MPH STOM HAOMIOIAETCS OTPOMHOE
pasHooOpa3ue JMHTBUCTHYECKUX NMPUEMOB JIe(opMalvy TOi WM MHOW HANO-
MBI.

Llenp naHHOH cTaThu — omucarh Haubosee y3yaJabHble IPHEMBbI OOBIT-
PBIBaHHS AHITIMHCKUX «YCTOWYMBBIX MeTadopy B MPOU3BEACHUIX XYHIOKECT-
BCHHOH JIUTEpaTyphl M I0Ka3aTh, KaKUe CTHIMCTHUecKHe 3(deKT nocTura-
IOTCSL [TPU ATOM TIHCATEIIEM.

Ci10’kHOCTh NIPOOJIEMATHKN TpeOyeT OT HAc MOJTAHOTO PACIIONIOKEHHUS
Marepuana, Mo3TOMy MpUMEpbl OyAyT HPEJCTABICHbI 110 MEpE YCIOKHEHHS
HPHEMOB Jie(hopMarnH.

Haunewm ¢ npuemMa exiuHu6anuss, Koraa uauoMa aehopMUpyeTcst CTpyK-
TYPHO ¥ CEMaHTHYECKH ITyTEeM BHECCHHS B €€ COCTaB JOMOJHHUTEILHOIO diie-
MEHTa, Cp.:

<...> I bent down over the sculls, and set myself up, and pulled.

I pulled splendidly. I got well into a steady rhythmical swing. I put my
arms, and my legs, and my back into it. 1 set myself a good, quick, dashing
stroke, and worked in really grand style. My two friends said it was a pleasure
to watch me. At the end of five minutes, I thought we ought to be pretty near
the weir, and I looked up. We were under the bridge, in exactly the same spot
that we were when I began, and there were those two idiots, injuring them-
selves by violent laughing. I had been grinding away like mad to keep that boat
stuck still under that bridge. I let other people pull up backwards against strong
streams now. (Jerome K. Jerome. Three Men in a Boat)

B npuBeieHHOM TprMepe OOBINPHIBACTCS UANOMATHYECKOE BhIPAKEHHE
put one’s back into something ‘BkiiajpIBaTh BCIO AyIIy BO 4yTO-1100’. B cocras

! «Jledopmarust mamoMsl — (HUIypa PedH, COCTOSINAS B PA3PYLICHHH CEMAHTHUECKOI
MOHOJIMTHOCTH (pPa3eoIOrHUeCcKOro CpaIleHus, B O)KUBJICHHU COCTABILIIOIINX HIHOMY CJIOB H
HCIOJIb30BaHUU MX KaK CAMOCTOSATEIBHBIX CEMAaHTUUECKHUX eMHUID [AxmaHOoBa 1966: 166].

2 «YcroitunBas MeTaopay — TEpPMHH, BBEIEHHBIH Ul 0003HAYEHHs COGCTBEHHO
unuoMsl, cM. [M3otoBa 1994].
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WINOMBI BBOJSTCSA IOTOJTHUTEIBHBIC AIIEMEHTH arms ‘pyku’ u legs ‘Horw’,
TeMarnuecku Onm3kue cioBy back ‘crimna’. IlpeoOpasoBanHas UaroMa IpHoo-
peraer 3Ha4yeHHE ‘HEMMOBEPHbBIC YCHIIMS, NPUIOKECHHBIC TOBOPSIIMM IPU
rpeiie’, 4YTO B COMOCTABIICHUH C HYJIEBBIM PE3yJIBTATOM — JIOJKA OCTaach Ha
MeCTe — CO37[aeT KOMHIESCKHI I PEKT.

[puBeneM eliie HECKOIBKO IPUMEPOB TAKOTO POIA.

Neither her daughter’s aura of self-pity nor her own preoccupation with
feeding in any way inhibited Mrs Corfe’s continuous flow of talk. After a day
of housework and sick nursing, she looked forward to her daughter’s return
with a greed that was almost physical. To scatter the weariness and frustration
of life’s daily round in an evening’s censorious gossip, to indulge herself in
little disapproving jokes about less thrifty, less respectable neighbours seemed
the least that so many years of godly living and duty and deadening physical
labour might be expected to give to a tired old woman. It was perhaps her only
real grudge against Elsie that the girl refused to apply to her jaded nerves the
sharp restorative of a little vinegary talk about her neighbours. (A. Wilson.
Higher Standards)

B mamnom cmywae medopmupyercs mamoma to have a grudge against
someone ‘UMeTh 3y0 MPOTHB KOT0-TH00’ 33 CYeT BKIMHUBAHUS 3JeMEHTOB her
own real, onpeeNIONMX CyIleCTBUTEIbHOE grudge, KOTOpoe B JaHHOM KOH-
TEKCTE MCIIONb3YETCsI KaK CaMOCTOSITENIbHAs JISKCHYecKasl eAMHUIA. BhIsCHs-
eTCs, YTO €AMHCTBEHHOHN TpeTeH3Wel MaTepu K ee B3pOCJOH Jo4epHu ObLIo
HeXeJIaHWe JIeBYIIKH CIUIETHHYaTh O COCENX, Yero OXpjaaja ycTaBlIas OT
PaboThI ¥ HKU3HU MOXKKJIIAS HKEHII[HHA.

They never talked of him. They would not even pass through the street in
which he had lived. Too kind to make his wife and children suffer for his mis-
deeds, they had supported them for years, but on the understanding that they
should live in Europe. They did everything they could to blot out all recollec-
tion of Arnold Jackson and yet were conscious that the story was as fresh in the
public mind as when first the scandal burst upon a gaping world. Arnold Jack-
son was as black a sheep as any family could suffer from. A wealthy banker,
prominent in his church, a philanthropist, a man respected by all, not only for
his connections (in his veins ran the blue blood of Chicago), but also for his
upright character, he was arrested one day on a charge of fraud; <..>
(S. Maugham. The Fall of Edward Barnard)

B namHOM ciyuae nedopmupyercs ycroitumBas mertadopa the black
sheep of the family ‘mapmmBas oBua, Mo30p B ceMbe’ 3a CUET BBEJCHUS KOHCT-
PYKIIHH as... s ‘TaK XK€ ..., Kak’ ¥ J00aBJIeHHs] COCTABHOTO IJIaroJbHOIO CKa-
3yemoro could suffer ‘mor Obl noctpasars’. Uurarenb BUIAMT, YTO XOTS Jr00ast
CEeMbsI MOXKET CTPaJaTh OT «IIAPIINUBOH OBIIBI», TO HE 00Ieryaio 06oib ceMbU
JI>KeKCOHOB, IBITAIOMICHCS BBIYEPKHYTh U3 MAMSITH UMsI CBOETO 3JIOTIOIYYHOTO
copoauya.
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“We don’t want to be harsh with you, Foreman,” said the vicar. “But the
churchwardens and I have quite made up our minds. We’ll give you three
months and if at the end of that time you cannot read and write I’'m afraid
you’ll have to go.”

<...>

“I’m very sorry, sir, I’'m afraid it’s no good. I'm too old a dog to learn
new tricks. I’ve lived a good many years without knowin’ ’ow to read and
write, and without wishin’ to praise myself, self-praise is no recommendation, I
don’t mind sayin’ I’ve done my duty in that state of life in which it as pleased
a merciful providence to place me, and if I could learn now I don’t know as I’d
want to.”

“In that case, Foreman, I’'m afraid you must go. (S. Maugham. The
Verger)

B npuBexeHHOM mprMepe npeodpas3yeTces MOroBOpKa you can’t teach an
old dog new tricks / an old dog will learn no new tricks ‘B crapocTu mo3mHO
nepeyqnBaThes’. [ OBOPSIIHA, IEPKOBHBIA CITYXHTENb, KOTOPOTO COOMPArOTCs
YBOJIUTH C pabOTHI 3a HEYMEHWE YHMTAaTh M IUCaTh, ACPOPMHUPYET HAUOMY,
BBOJISI AJIEMEHT t00 ‘CIMIIKOM  UIS YCHWICHHS 3HAYCHUS MpruiaraTeiasHoro old
‘crapblii’ ¥ MHUHUTHB to learn (BMeCTO MpeinKara ¢ OTpULIAHHEM).

Crepyrouiuii mpuMep WILTIOCTPUPYET Cpasy IBa NpHeMa: 6KAUHUBAHUE T
yceuenue (aanuncuc), Koraa nauoma eopMupyercst yTeM OIyIIEHHS 0JJHO-
r'O WM HECKOJIBKUX KOMIIOHEHTOB!

‘I don’t know anything about Inge. I don’t want to hear about her. Nei-
ther your complaints nor your praises. How do I know what’s gone on between
you? The rights and the wrongs of it. I don’t want to know.’

<...> ‘One thing — there’s to be no more present-giving. I’'m not going
to choose all those damned presents for your family. Oh! I know you’re not to
blame. I should never have accepted the situation. With Inge ringing me up, “I
knew it must be your choice, Dollie, Gerald would never have thought of any-
thing so charming,” and “the children looking forward to Auntie Dollie’s gifts”.
It’s disgusting, Gerrie, that’s what it is.’

‘Aren’t you making rather a moral mountain of it all of a sudden?’ he
asked. (A. Wilson. Anglo-Saxon Attitudes)

Kak MBI BHAMM, HCIONB3YeTCS TOJBKO YacTh YCTOMYMBON MeTadopsl
make a mountain out of a molehill ‘nenate u3 Mmyxu ciona’.

ToBopsmmii ynotpebisier Hapeune rather ‘TOBOIBHO’ M IpHIaraTeIbHOE
moral (onpeneneHne K CyIeCTBUTEIBHOMY mountain), ycrioKauBasi CBOIO CO-
OecenHMITy.

Hepenxo ucnone3yercsi IpreM 3aMeHbI OJIHOTO MJIM HECKOJIBKUX KOM-
MOHEHTOB H/IMOMBI, KOTOPbIi, BIOPOYEM, MOXET COYETaThCs M C APYTUMHU
npreMamu JieopMarum, cp.:
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She might go to the police. Would they believe her? Again she thought
not.

She might go to Mr. Pyne's office. That idea undoubtedly pleased her
best. For one thing, she would like to tell that oily scoundrel what she thought
of him. She was debarred from putting this plan into operation by a vital obsta-
cle. She was at present in Cornwall (so she had learned), an she had no money
for the journey to London. Two and four-pence in a worn purse seemed to
represent her financial position.

And so, after four days, Mrs. Rymer made a sporting decision. For the
present she would accept things! She was Hannah Moorhouse. Very well, she
would be Hannah Moorhouse. For the present she would accept that role, and
later, when she had saved sufficient money, she would go to London and beard
the swindler in his den. (A. Christie. The Case of the Rich Woman)

B nmanHOM ciydae KOMITOHEHT lion, mpuHaIIeKAMMH yCTOWINBON Me-
taope beard the lion in his den ‘HamacTs Ha onmacHOro Bpara B ero coOCTBEH-
HOM KIJIUILE; CMEJIO OPOCHUTH BBI30B OMACHOMY MPOTHUBHHUKY 3aMEHSETCS Ha
cymecrBurenbHoe swindler ‘Mmorennuk, xymuk’. HamepeHus rosopsmieid
pa300IaunTh MOIIEHHUKA B €r0 e <«JI0roBe» (oduce) co3aatl0T KOMUIECKUN
3¢ deKr.

‘I beg your pardon,’ said the Rat slowly, as he chewed a straw, ‘but did I
overhear you say something about “we”, and “start” and “this afternoon”?’

‘Now, you dear good old Ratty,” said Toad, imploringly, ‘don't begin
talking in that stiff and sniffy sort of way, because you know you've got to
come. I can't possibly manage without you, so please consider it settled, and
don't argue — it's the only thing I can't stand. You surely don't mean to stick to
your dull fusty old river all your life, and just live in a hole in a bank, and boat?
I want to show you the world! I'm going to make an animal of you, my boy!’

‘I don't care,” said the Rat, doggedly. ‘I'm not coming, and that's flat.
And I am going to stick to my old river, and live in a hole, and boat, as I've
always done. And what's more, Mole's going to stick to me and do as I do,
aren't you, Mole?’ (K. Grahame. The Wind in the Willows)

B nmanHOM KOHTEKcTe OOBITphIBaeTCS MauoMa make a man of someone
‘crenarb U3 KOTO-TM0O HACTOSIMIEr0 MY)XYHMHY , YTO IPOHMCXOJHUT B JIHAiore
Mexay nepconakamu nosectu K. I'paxema «Betep B uBax» Kpsicoit n JKaboii.
KoMnoHeHT nauoMbl man 3aMeHsieTCs Ha CyLIeCTBUTENbHOE animal, 1 3Haue-
HHE OOBITPaHHOHM (pa3sl MOKHO copMyaupoBarh Kak: ‘S cmemaio m3 Teds
(Hacrosiero) 38epsi, MO MaJIbuMK .

We found ourselves short of water at Hambledon lock; we took our jar
and went up to the lock-keeper’s house to beg for some.

George was our spokesman. He put on a winning smile and said:

‘Oh, please could you spare us a little water?’
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‘Certainly,” replied the old gentleman; ‘take as much as you want, and
leave the rest.’

<...>

‘I don’t see it,” said George, turning round.

‘Why, bless us, where’s your eyes?’ was the man’s comment, as he
twisted George round and pointed up and down the stream. There’s enough of
it to see, ain’t there?’

‘Oh!” exclaimed George, grasping the idea; ‘but we can’t drink the river,
you know!’

‘No; but you can drink some of it,” replied the old fellow. ‘It’s what I've
drunk for the last fifteen years.’

George told him that his appearance, after the course, did not seem a suf-
ficiently good advertisement for the brand; and that he would prefer it out of a
pump.

We got some from a cottage a little higher up. I daresay that was only
river water, if we had known. But we did not know, so it” was all right. What
the eye does not see, the stomach does not get upset over. (Jerome K. Jerome.
Three Men in a Boat)

B nannom otpeiBke nedopmupyercst noroopka What the eye does not
see, the heart does not grieve ‘dto rma3 He BUAWT, O TOM CEepALE HE TYXKHT .
Bropas wacte npmomarnueckoit dpassl the heart does not grieve 3ameHsiercs
Ha cBoOOHOE codyeTaHue ciioB the stomach does not get upset over ‘o, 4to He
HapyIllaeT NUIIEeBapeHue’, YTO CO3AAeT IPKUI KOMHIECKHH (P EKT.

‘I would fain try my hand at it, for, by the black rood! I think that it
might be amended.’

‘What, then, would you do, John?’ asked several.

‘There are many things which might be done,’ said the forester thought-
fully. “Methinks that I would begin by breaking my spear.’

‘So they all strive to do.’

‘Nay, but not upon another man’s shield. I would break it over my own
knee.’

‘And what the better for that, old beef and bones?’ asked Black Simon.

‘So I would turn what is but a lady’s bodkin of a weapon into a very
handsome club.” (A. Conan Doyle. The White Company)

B nanHoM ciyyae roBopsimmid obOparaercst k cobecennuky beef and
bones, o0pIrprIBas nanomy skin and bones ‘koka 1a KOCTH’, 3aMEHSIST KOMIIO-
HEeHT uauoMsl skin ‘koxka’ Ha beef ‘pasr. Tyma’.

I am an amateur of humour and I sought to discover in what lay her pe-
culiar gift. It was impossible to repeat anything she said, for the fun, like certain
wines, would not travel. She had no gift for epigram. She' never made a bril-
liant repartee. There was no malice in her remarks not sting in her rejoinders.
There are those who think that impropriety, rather than brevity, is the soul of
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wit; but she never said a thing that could have brought a blush to a Victorian
cheek. 1 think her humour was unconscious and I am sure it was unpremedi-
tated. It flew like a butterfly from flower to flower, obedient only to its own
caprice and pursuivant of neither method nor intention. It depended on the way
she spoke and on the way she looked. Its subtlety gained by the flaunting and
extravagant appearance that Gilbert had achieved for her; but her appearance
was only an element in it. Now of course she was the fashion and people
laughed if she but opened her mouth. They no longer wondered that Gilbert had
married a wife so much older than himself. They saw that Jane was a woman
with whom age did not count. (S. Maugham. Jane)

JlaHHBIA OTPBHIBOK MOCBSAIIEH OCTPOYMHIO INIABHOM TEpOMHH paccKasa
C. Moama «JIxeitn», Omaromapsi KOTOpOMY Ha TPOTSDKEHUHM TIOBECTBOBAHUS
OHA M3 «TaJIKOr0 yTeHKa» IPEeBpallacTcs B 3Be3/y OOLIECTBA U 3aKOHOIATEIIb-
HHILY MO/I.

Hedopmupyercs unuoma brevity is the soul of wit “kparkocts — cectpa
TayanTa’. KOMIOHEHT MIMOMEBI brevity 3aMeHsIeTCs CYIIeCTBUTEIHHBIM impro-
priety ‘HapyuieHHe oObIuaeB, dTHKeTa, npwinyns’. KpoMe Toro, repes ciioBom
impropriety BBOJUTCS CpaBHHUTENbHAs KOHCTPYKIMSA rather than ‘ckopee, uem’.
OpnHako JambHEUIINI TEKCT MOSICHSET, 4To JMeiH CBOMMHU IIyTKaMU HUKOTJa
HE OCKOpOJIsiyia CITyX BUKTOPHAHCKOTO OOIIEeCTBA.

I sat down by her and began to talk. When she heard me speak she
jumped, and her eyes got as big as alligator pears. She couldn’t strike a balance
between the tones of my voice and the face I carried. But I kept on talking in
the key of C, which is the ladies’ key, and presently she sat still in her chair and
a dreamy look came into her eyes. She was coming my way. <...> And then I
took the Spanish language, which is better than English for certain purposes,
and played on it like a harp of a thousand strings. I ranged from the second G
below the staff up to F sharp above it. I set my voice to poetry, art, romance,
flowers and moonlight. I repeated some of the verses that I had murmured to
her in the dark at her window; and I knew from a sudden soft sparkle in her eye
that she recognized in my voice the tones of her midnight mysterious wooer.

Anyhow, I had Fergus McMahan going. Oh, the vocal is the true art —
no doubt about that. Handsome is as handsome palavers. That’s the renovated
proverb (O’Henry. Next to Reading Matter)

B nanHOM ciydae koMmuueckuit apdexT coznaercss 0ObIrpHIBAHUEM I10-
roBopku handsome is as / that handsome does ‘TOCTOMHCTBO YeOBEKa TOHKHO
OLIeHUBAaThCS 110 ero nocrynkam’. KommnoneHnt does 3ameneH Ha riiaron palaver
‘IbCTUTh, 3aroBapuBaTh 3yObl’, T.€. JOCTOMHCTBA YEJOBEKa, OKa3bIBACTCS,
U3MEPSIIOTCSl TeM, KaKk OH yMeeT JIbCTHTh. VHTepecHo, YTo B CIeqyIoIeM
Tpe/IoKeHNH ucTionb3yeTcsa (pasa that’s the renovated proverb ‘3To 06HOB-
JICHHAs IOTOBOPKA’, YTO MOKA3bIBAET HaM, YTO JedopMalius MPOUCXOINUT Ha-
MEPEHHO U CaM TrOBOPSIINIT IPEKPaCHO OCO3HAET ATOT (PaKT.
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B cnenytoieM npumepe Takxke co3iaeTcs HoBas (pasa co CIOBOM Prov-
erb:

‘Oh, I'm so frightened. I know something is going to happen, something
terrible, and I can do nothing to stop it.’

‘What sort of thing?’ I asked.

‘Oh, I don't know,” he moaned, seizing his head with his hands. ‘I fore-
see some terrible catastrophe.’

Stroeve had always been excitable, but now he was beside himself; there
was no reasoning with him. I thought it probable enough that Blanche Stroeve
would not continue to find life with Strickland tolerable, but one of the falsest
of proverbs is that you must lie on the bed that you have made. The experience
of life shows that people are constantly doing things which must lead to disas-
ter, and yet by some chance manage to evade the result of their folly. When
Blanche quarrelled with Strickland she had only to leave him, and her husband
was waiting humbly to forgive and forget. (S. Maugham. The Moon and Six-
pence)

B nannom ciyyae rosopsimmm cozzpaercst ¢pasa one of the falsest of
proverbs ‘0jiHa U3 MOCJIOBHUL, KOTOPBIE JITYT’, 4TO CBHICTEIbCTBYET O HATUYHU
y JIaHHOTO BBICKA3bIBaHMUS SMOLMOHAJIBHO-OIIEHOUHBIX KOHHOTaIMi. Paccyx-
JICHHSI TOBOPSILLIETO 3aTPAarvBaiOT JIMHUIO MOBEJCHUSI TEPOUHH, U OH YHOTpeO-
nsiet unuomy have made one’s bed and have to lie in / on it (< as a man makes
his bed so must he lie ‘aro moceerpb, TO U MOXkHENb’). OTMETUM TaKXKE, YTO
HOPSIIOK CJIOB B COCTaBe YIIOMSHYTOH MJMOMBI H3MEHEH.

B HEKOTOpBIX CIy4asix MOXHO HabI04aTh 0hOPMIICHHE HINOM BOIIPO-
CHUTEJIbHON KOHCTPYKIHMEH, YTO HEPEKO MPUBOAUT K IM(paTnueckomy 3 pek-
TY, Cp.:

It was difficult to dislike a man who plainly thought that no woman was
better than she should be, but very sweet for all that, and who had such delight-
ful manners. <...> But the more Eleanor heard about him, the more she realised
how right Robert was. He was an unprincipled rascal. They mentioned the
names of women who had sacrificed everything for his sake and whom he had
thrown aside without ceremony the moment he was tired of them. He seemed
to have settled down now, and to be devoted to his wife and children; but can
the leopard change his spots? It was only too probable that Lady Hardy had
more to put up with than anyone suspected. (S. Maugham. The Lion’s Skin)

B manHOM mpmMepe B BONPOCHTENBHOH (opme ymoTpebisercs moro-
Bopka a leopard never changes its spots/a leopard cannot change its spots
‘ropbaroro Moruiia HCIpaBUT’. ABTOP XOYET IMOJYEPKHYTh, YTO YEIIOBEK,
UCTIOPTUBLINI cebe penmyTalyio, BpsiL M CHOCOOEH M3MEHUTHCS, JAXe €CIn
W3MEHHJICS €r0 COIMAIIbHBIN CTATYC.

Ob6patnmMes k OoJiee CIOKHBIM CiydasM. SBieHune nedopmanui mpen-
CTaBJsIeT co0oi ocolyro Qurypy peuu, memamemaghopy, OCHOBAHHYIO Ha
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BTOPUYHOM MeTaOpUUeCKOM CMEIICHUH 3HA4eHHsl «yCTOHuMBOM Mertado-
pBY.

Kak moka3siBaroT HcclieqoBanHus, «MmeTameradopa» Bcerna WHIUBUIY-
aJIbHA, OJTHAKO B €€ OCHOBE OTYETIIMBO BBLICIISIOTCS J(Ba IVIABHBIX IIpolecca,
KOTOpbIE MPUBOJAT K Pa3pyLICHUIO CTPYKTYPHO-CEMAHTHYECKOH CTAOWIIBHO-
CTH MaTepHalIbHOI'O COCTaBa KYCTOMYMBOM MeTaopbl», B PE3ysbTaTe 4ero u
BO3HHUKAIOT pa3HooOpasHble MerameTadopbl. MeTtameradopa co3gaeTcss B
pe3yJibTaTe OTIENBHOIO BOCIIPOM3BEICHUSI KOMIIOHEHTOB «YCTOWYMBOI MeTa-
(GopbI», T.€. CIOB «IIOTCHIUAIbHBIX» KaK CaMOCTOSTENIbHBIX JIEKCHUECKUX
CIMHUIl CO 3HAUCHHUEM TOXKIECTBEHHBIM TJIO0AJbHOMY HIMOMAaTHYECKOMY
3HAYCHHUIO HCXOIHOMN SIMHMUIIBL, Cp.:

“Your bloody fool of a husband has undone all my work over the last
two years. He’s alienated the shop stewards, upset the directors, and effectually
prevented my offering a job to Pelican.” He was shouting now.

Gerald came over.

‘A little quieter, my dear boy,” he said. “Whatever it is, we don’t want all
the guests involved. What’s Donald been up to?’

<...> ‘Parading my confidences made to the family before the whole
factory!”

‘My dear boy, what dark family secrets could possibly interest the em-
ployees of Middleton’s?” Gerald tried to give the quarrel a lighter tone without
annoying Robin by facetiousness.

Robin noticed nothing of this. ‘I told John about the Grimston liquida-
tion in confidence.’

Gerald raised his eyebrows, he had not cared for that story at the time.
“You choose your dirty linen with care,” he said to Donald, and tried once more
by his smile to relieve the tension. (A. Wilson. Anglo-Saxon Attitudes)

B nanHOM mpuMepe u3 cocTaBa ycToitunBoit MeTadopsr wash one’s dirty
linen in public ‘BeIHOCHTH cOp M3 M30BI’ BEIWIEHSETCS cioBocoderanue dirty
linen. Kak MbI BUiM, 3TO CIIOBOCOYETAHUE B JAHHOM KOHTEKCTE UCIIONB3YETCs
KaK CaMOCTOSITEJIbHAs JIEKCHYECKas eIMHUNA CO 3HAYEHHEM ‘CKpPBIThIE HEJ0C-
TaTKH, OIIUOKH, O KOTOPBIX TOBOPUTCS MmybarmyHOo’. Kpome TOro, mpoucXoauT
pasBuTHEe 00pa3a, JIeKaIero B OCHOBE JIaHHOH yCTOWYMBON MeTadopbl, T. K.
roBopsumii gobasmsieT ¢pazy you choose with care ‘BbiOMpait ocTOpOKHO’,
COBETYS CBOEMY COOECEIHUKY IPEKPATUTh CCOPY.

“You've been a bit of a duffer this time, Ratty! Toad, too, of all animals!’

‘He did it awfully well,” said the crestfallen Rat.

‘He did you awfully well!” rejoined the Badger hotly. ‘However, talking
won't mend matters. He's got clear away for the time, that's certain; and the

* 06 s1oM cm. [Tep-Munacosa 1981], [Tep-Munacosa 1986], [Uuuenosa 1986].
* 06 s1ToMm cm. [Uunenosa 1983], [Uunenopa 1986], [Unuexosa 1988], [M3otosa 1994],
[Izotova 1998].

70



A3vik, coznanue, kommynuxayua: Co. cmameii /Peo. B. B. Kpacworx, A. 1. Mzomos. — M.: /luanoe-
MIY, 1999. — Boin. 10. — 160 c. ISBN 5-89209-503-7

worst of it is, he'll be so conceited with what he'll think is his cleverness that he
may commit any folly. One comfort is, we're free now, and needn't waste any
more of our precious time doing sentry-go. But we'd better continue to sleep at
Toad Hall for a while longer. Toad may be brought back at any moment — on
a stretcher, or between two policemen.’

So spoke the Badger, not knowing what the future held in store, or Zzow
much water, and of how turbid a character, was to run under bridges before
Toad should sit at ease again in his ancestral Hall. (K. Grahame. The Wind in
the Willows)

B nannoMm ciywae pedopmupyercs wmamoma a lot of water has
flowed / passed / gone under / beneath the bridge ‘MHOTO BOABI yTEKIIO € Tex
nop’. X0Ts camMa HAMOMA C BBEJICHHEM MOJAJIBHOCTH HCIIOJB3YeTCs B TEKCTE
MOJIHOCTBIO, CYIIIECTBUTENILHOE Water MOXKET pacCMaTpHUBaThCs 3[1ECh KaK «I10-
TEHIMAJIBHOE CII0BOY», T. K. OHO ompeznessercs cioBamu how much ‘kax mMHO-
ro’, a o0pa3 BO/BI TOJy4aeT CBOE JlalibHeiiiee pasBurue Bo ¢paze of how
turbid a character ‘kakoro MyTHOTO CBOWCTBAa’. ABTOp CTpEMUTCS IOKa3ath,
KaK MHOTO BPEMEHHU JJOJDKHO IPOMTH M CKOJIKO HETIPHUATHBIX BELIEH TOJDKHO
CITyYHTbCS, IPEKIC YeM BCE CTAHET Ha CBOM MeECTa.

OOpaTuMest KO BTOPOMY TPOIECCy, NPUBOJALIEMY K CO3/IaHHIO «METa-
MeTadopb». MOXKET POU30UTH OKUBJICHHUE BHYTPEHHEH (HOPMBI YCTOHIHMBOI
MeTadopbl 3a CYET CONOCTaBJICHUs €€ C OMOHMMHYHBIM €lf CBOOOJIHBIM coue-
TaHUEM CJIOB, a TAKXKE CIIOBAMH, TEMATHYECKU OJIM3KUMH CIOBaM, IIOCITY>KHB-
MM OCHOBOM MCXOJIHOM €TUHUIIBI.

IIpuBenem psn npumMepos:

The officer hurried off, and Tipton gazed after him, awed.

‘What malarkey people talk about the New York police being brutal,” he
said. ‘Brutal, my left eyeball. I never met a sweeter guy, did you?’

‘Never.’

“You can hear the milk of human kindness sloshing about inside him.’

‘Distinctly.’

‘It wouldn't surprise me to find he'd started life as a Boy Scout.’

‘Nor me.’

‘It shows how silly it is to go by people's looks. It's not his fault that he's
no oil painting.” (P. G. Wodehouse. Galahad at Blandings)

B nanHOM oTpbIBKe OOBIrphIBaeTcst ycroitumBas meradopa the milk of
human kindness ‘coctpamanme, moOpoTa, cCepACUHOCTh, Oallb3aM MPEKPACHO-
nymwus’. Kak Mbl BHAMM, OXKHMBJISETCS HOMHUHATHBHOE 3HAUCHUE CYIIECTBU-
TenmpHOTO mMilk MyTeM moGaBieHus MpeANKaTHBHOW KOHCTPYKIIMH you can hear
‘MO’KHO ycablnarh’ 1 npuyactust sloshing ‘mientynmit’ Bo ¢pase milk... slosh-
ing about inside him ‘momoko, miemIymee B HeM’, YTO CO3AaeT KOMHUUYECKHUN
ahdexkr m MetadhopuvIeckH O3HAYAET, YTO YEIOBEK, O KOTOPOM HIET pedb,
4pe3BbIYaiHO 100P.
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Aunt Dahlia registered deep concern.

“Then send for him at once! What earthly use do you suppose you are
without Jeeves, you poor ditherer?’

I drew myself up a trifle — in fact, to my full height. Nobody has a
greater respect for Jeeves than I have, but the Wooster pride was stung.

‘Jeeves isn't the only one with brains,' I said coldly. ‘Leave this thing to
me, Aunt Dahlia. By dinner-time to-night I shall hope to have a fully matured
scheme to submit for your approval. If I can't thoroughly encompass this Thos,
I'll eat my hat.’

‘About all you'll get to eat if Anatole leaves,” said Aunt Dahlia in a pes-
simistic manner which I did not like to see. (P. G. Wodehouse. Very Good,
Jeeves)

B nannom otpeiBke 00bIrpsiBactcs nanoma I’ll eat my hat ‘nato rosnoBy
Ha OTCEUCHHUE .

Orta (pasza perucTpupyercst ClIoBapsIMU KaK YCHINTEIbHOE BOCKINIIAHHE
(manpumep, If they don’t tell their parents before tonight I’ll eat my hat =T am
sure they will tell their parentss). KomnoneHT eat, npuHaanexxamuid 1aHHON
UIMOME, HHTEPIPETUPYETCS COOSCETHUIICH TOBOPSAIIEr0 OYKBaJIbHO, H B OTBET
Ha MPEeJIOKeHUE IUIEMSIHHUKA MPEICTaBUTh IIJIaH ACHCTBUI TETyIIKa Npe/yia-
raet eMy HojayMarh O TOM, 4e€M OH OY/ET MUTAThCS, KOTia YBOJUTCS MX MOBap
AHaTOJb.

“You know, I’ve always wanted to go on the stage, you know ‘he said.
‘But my jolly old guv’nor wouldn’t stick it at any price. <...>’

I tried to reason with the poor chump.

‘But your guv’nor will have to know some time.’

‘That’ll be all right. I shall be the jolly old star by then, and he won'’t
have a leg to stand on.’

‘It seems to me he’ll have one leg to stand on while he kicks me with the
other.’

‘Why, where do you come in? What have you got to do with it?’

‘T introduced you to George Caffin.” (P. G. Wodehouse. The Inimitable
Jeeves)

B xommnonenre leg ycroitunBoii metadopsl not have a leg to stand on ‘He
OBITh O0OOCHOBaHHBIM, IOATBEPKIACHHBIM (haKTaMH; HE WMETh OIpaBIaHUs,
W3BUHEHUS;, HE MPUBECTH HU OJHOTO BECKOTO J0BOJA’ OXMBISETCS OyKBallb-
HOE 3Ha4YeHHE B MPEAJI0KESHUH, CIACIYIOIMM 32 TEM, TJe BCTPEUAeTCs HANOMa:
It seems to me he’ll have one leg to stand on while he kicks me with the other
‘MHE Ka)keTcs, 9YT0 OH OyJeT CTOATh Ha OMHOHM Hore, a Ipyrod OydeT MeHs
MUHATD .

* Cm. Longman Dictionary of English Idioms. The Pitman Press, Bath, 1979. P. 150.
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Dixon felt like a man who knows he won’t be able to jump on to the
moving train if he stops to think about it. ‘Are we going to that?” he said.

Ten minutes later, it having been established that they were going to that,
Margaret was on her way out, all smiles, to lock up her exam scripts, to powder
her nose, and to phone Mrs Welch with the news that she wouldn’t, after all, be
attending the Iuncheon-party, which had turned out to be of much less impor-
tance than had at first appeared; Margaret would, instead, be lunching off beer
and cheese rolls in a pub with Dixon. He was glad that his trump card had had
such a spectacular effect, but, as is the way with trump cards, it had seemed
valuable enough to deserve to win ten tricks, not just the one, and had looked
better in his hand than it did on the table. (K. Amis. Lucky Jim).

B 3ToM KOHTEKCTE OOBITpBIBaeTCS MauoMa one’s best/ trump card ‘ca-
MBIl yOeANTEeNbHbIH, BECKUIT JOBOJ; BepHOE cpencTBO’. [laHHas uauoma Ipo-
THBOIIOCTABIISAETCS OMOHIMHYHOMY €if CBOOOIHOMY COYETaHHIO CJIOB, KOTOPOE
UCIIONB3YETCsl B COOTBETCTBYIOIIEM €My JICKCHUECKOM OKPY)KEHHH: to win ten
tricks, not just one ‘B3STH ZecATh B3ATOK, a He onHY , in his hand ‘B pyke’, on
the table ‘na crtoue’.

Frodo felt a fool. Not knowing what else to do, he crawled away under
the tables to the dark corner by Strider, who sat unmoved, giving no sign of his
thoughts. Frodo leaned back against the wall and took off the Ring. How it
came to be on his finger he could not tell. He could only suppose that he had
been handling it in his pocket while he sang, and that somehow it had slipped
on when he stuck out his hand with a jerk to save his fall. For a moment he
wondered if the Ring itself had not played him a trick; perhaps it had tried to
reveal itself in response to some wish or command that was felt in the room. He
did not like the looks of the men that had gone out.

‘Well?’ said Strider, when he reappeared. ‘Why did you do that? Worse
than anything your friends could have said’! You have put your foot in it! Or
should I say your finger?’

‘I don’t know what you mean,’ said Frodo, annoyed and alarmed.

‘Oh yes, you do,” answered Strider; ‘but we had better wait until the up-
roar has died down. Then, if you please, Mr. Baggins, I should like a quiet
word with you.” (J. R. R. Tolkien. The Lord of the Rings).

B manHOM citydae roBopsImunii mpeodpasyeT yCToduByio Metadopy put
one’s foot in it ‘clenaTh OIIOMIHOCTB; IONACTh BIIPOCAK; CECTh B Xy . BHa-
Yajie HANOMa YIoTpeOIIsieTcst B CBOSH CIIOBapHOM (opMe, a 3aTeM B ee KOMIIO-
HeHte foot ‘Hora’ oxuBiseTcs OyKBajbHOE 3HAYEHHE M OH 3aMEHSETCSl Ha
TemaTmdeckn Onm3koe cmoBo finger ‘manerr’. IlogoOHoe mceBOOyTOYHEHUE
CO3/1aeT SIPKUH KOMUUecKnit a3 dexT.

B HEKOTOpBIX Cilydasx ymoTpeOiieHHe HUIMOM B UX HEU3MCHHOM BHUJIE
WIH B BOIIPOCHTENBHON (opMe, TAe He BhIpakaeTcsl QYHKIMS YCHICHUS, OKa-
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3bIBAETCsl HE MOHSITHIM B KOHTEKCTE XYI0XKECTBEHHOI'O MPOU3BECHHS, HA YeM
Y OCHOBBIBaeTCs ehopmanusi, cp.:

‘Oh, hallo, Bertie! So there you are!’

“Yes, here [ am. What are you doing in my bed?’

<.>

‘Dash it all, Bertie,” said young Bingo querulously, ‘don't keep harping
on your beastly bed. There's another made up in spare room. I saw Jeeves make
it with my own eyes. I believe he meant it for me, but I knew what a perfect
host you were, so I just turned in here. I say, Bertie, old man,” said Bingo, ap-
parently fed up with the discussion about sleeping-quarters, ‘I see daylight.’

‘Well, it's getting on for three in the morning.’

‘I was speaking figuratively, you ass. I meant that hope has begun to
dawn. About Mary Burgess, you know. Sit down and I'll tell you all about it.”
(P. G. Wodehouse. The Inimitable Jeeves)

‘But I don’t think you need go alone. Not if you know of anyone you can
trust and who would be willing to go by your side and that you willing to take
into unknown perils. But if you look for a companion, be careful in choosing!
And be careful of what you say, even to your closest friends! The enemy has
many spies and many ways of hearing.’

Suddenly he stopped as if listening. Frodo became aware that all was
very quite, inside and outside. Gandalf crept to one side of the window. Then
with a dart he sprang to the sill, and thrust a long arm out and downwards.
There was a squawk, and up came Sam Gamgee’s curly head hauled by one
ear.

‘Well, well, bless my beard!” said Gandalf. ‘Sam Gamgee is it? Now
what may you be doing?’

‘Lor bless you, Mr. Gandalf, sir!” said Sam. ‘Nothing! Leastways I was
just trimming the grass-border under the window, if you follow me.’

He picked up his shears and exhibited them as evidence.

‘I don’t,” said Gandalf grimly. ‘It is some time since I last heard the
sound of your shears. How long have you been eavesdropping?’

‘Eavesdropping, sir? I don’t follow you, begging your pardon. There
ain’t no eaves at Bag End, and that’s a fact.’

‘Don’t be a fool! What have you heard, and why did you listen?” Gan-
dalf’s eyes flashed and his brows stuck out like bristles. (J. R. R. Tolkien. The
Lord of the Rings)

B nepBoM ciydae ropopsimuit ynotpebnset nauoMy see daylight ‘HalTH
BBIXOJ] U3 IOJIOKEHUsI’, KOTOpask IOHUMAETCsI ero coO0eceIHMKOM Kak cBOOO-
HOE COYCTAHHUs CJIOB CO 3HAYCHHEM ‘BHIETH PACCBET’, YTO HILIIOCTPUPYETCS
(pazoii It’s getting on for three in the morning ‘Y>ke moutu Tpu 9aca’.
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Bo BropoM mpumepe ymotpebisieTcss uauoma to be eavesdropping ‘mon-
ciymmBarh’ (riiaron eavesdrop perMcTpUpyeTcs MHOTMMHU CIIOBapsiMU Kak
CcaMOCTOsITeNIbHAs Jiekcndeckas enuauna). OmHaKko coOECeTHUK TOBOPSIIETO
HpUTBOpsETCs, 4To He noHuMaer ¢gpazy How long have you been eavesdrop-
ping? ‘Kak maBHO THI moxcymmBaems?’, mosicasst There ain’t no eaves at Bag
End, rne cioBo eaves UCTIONB3yeTCs B 3HAYCHUH ‘KapHH3, CBEC KPBIIIH .

B psine ciiydaeB 1Ba JaHHBIX CEMAHTUYECKHX MPOLIECCa, JISKAIUX B OC-
HOBE «MeTaMeTaopbl», CINBAIOTCS B €AMHOE LIEJIOE, M UX HEJETrKO pa3rpaHu-
quth. Hanmpumep:

‘Oswald definitely accuses you of having pushed him into the water.
That has disturbed Sir Roderick, and unfortunately it has caused him to make
inquiries, and he has heard about your poor Uncle Henry.’

She eyed me with a good deal of solemnity, and I took a grave sip of cof-
fee. We were peeping into the family cupboard and having a look at a good old
skeleton. My late Uncle Henry, you see, was by way of being the blot on the
Wooster escutcheon. An extremely decent chappie personally, and one who
had always endeared himself to me by tipping me with considerable lavishness
when I was at school; but there's no doubt he did at times do rather rummy
things, notably keeping eleven pet rabbits in his bedroom; and I suppose a
purist might have considered him more or less off his onion (P. G. Wodehouse.
The Inimitable Jeeves)

B jaHHOM OTpBIBKE, B KOTOPOM OIHCBIBAIOTCSI CTPAHHOCTH JISIFOIIKA
Ilenpu, nedopmupyercs Hambojee dYacTo NojABepraeMas IMpeoOpa3oBaHHIO
nauoma a/the skeleton in the cupboard ‘cemeiinas TaiiHa; HENPHUATHOCTS,
CKpbIBaeMass OT NOCTOpPOHHHMX . C OIHOI CTOPOHBI, KOMIIOHEHTHI HIHOMBI
cupboard u skeleton coxpassioT cBoe MeTadOpHUUECKOe 3HAUCHHE; C IPYron
JKe, KOT/Ia OHU YIOTPEOJISIOTCS C ONPE/ICNICHUSIMU U TJIaroJIbHBIMU KOHCTPYK-
LUSMH, YK€ BOCHPHHUMAIOTCSI KaK CJIOBa C HOMHHATHBHBIM 3HaudeHHem: We
were peeping into the family cupboard and having a look at a good old skeleton
‘MBI 3arJISIBIBAIA B CEMEHHBIN MKad W pacCMaTPHUBAIN CTapblid TOOPHIH CKe-
ner’.

So Henry was rather shy in suggesting that we should let the top floor to
Rodney Galt. He only felt able to introduce the subject by way of the brilliant
first chapter of Rodney's new book. Henry, it seemed, was bowled over by this
chapter when Rodney had submitted it and even Mr Brodrick, who had his feet
pretty firmly planted on the ground, rocked a little. If it had been a feather in
Henry's cap getting Rodney Gait before, it became a whole plumage now.
(A. Wilson. More Friend than Lodger)

B nanHOM mpumepe, B KOTOpoM npeoOpasyercst ycToiunBas Metadopa a
feather in one’s cap ‘To, 4eM MOYXHO TOPIUTHCS; IPEIMET TOPIAOCTH; JOCTIKE-
HUE’, ePeIIeTaoTCs Kak MetadopryecKkue, Tak i NepBOHAYAIbHbIC 3HAYCHHS
cocraBisromux ee yacted. Komnonenr feather ‘mepo’ HamosHsieTcst HOMHHA-
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TUBHBIM coJiepkaHreM Bo (pase it became a whole plumage now ‘remneps 310
NpPEBPATHIOCh B IIEJIOC ONepeHHe’. ABTOp CTPEMHTCS IOKa3aTh, YTO Tepod
OYeHBb XOYET 3aMONyInTh ceOe KIIbIIa, HAMCABIIETO KHAUTY, YTO OH CUHMTACT
OOJIBIIION YECThIO s ceOsl.

Takum 00pa3oM, B OTIIMYUE OT «y3yalbHbBIX», «yCTOHIMBBIX» MeTadop,
KOTOpBIC TMPEACTABISIOT COOOW COOCTBEHHO HIMOMEI, «MeTaMeTa(ophl» BCe-
T7ia SIBISIOTCS OPUTMHAIBHBIMU M 3aBUCST OT TBOPUECKHX SI3BIKOBBIX CIIOCO0-
HOCTEi1 FOBOPSILIETO.
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