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YEJOBEK BOMHBI 1 BOMHA B ITIPOU3BEJEHUSIX T.O'6PATEHA

Annomayusn. B naHHOW CTaThe paccMaTpUBaeTCs MpoOJeMa KECTOKOCTH, OCCIONIaJHOCTH U
0ecueIOBEeYHOCTH BOMHBI, pacKpbhiBacMas B COOpPHUKE paccKa30B aMepUKaHCKOro mucareis Tuma
O’bpaiiena «The Things They Carriedy. SIBisisch NICHXOJIOTHYECKHM 3XOM BOWHBI, IIPOU3BE/ICHHE
nepenaer 0e3KANOCTHOCTL U KPOBOXKAJAHOCTh BOCGHHBIX JIEHCTBUH MOCPEACTBOM  fA3BIKA.
Vcnonp30BaHue CHHOHMMOB, SMHTETOB M HMHTEHCU()HUKATOPOB, MHOTOYHMCICHHBIX CpaBHEHHH,
SMOTUBHOM JIEKCUKM C HHM3KHMM YPOBHEM HOPMAaTHBHOCTH, MAPUEULIIUU, MOJUCUHICTOHA B
OONBIION LEeNu OJHOPOIHBIX UICHOB, PAa3TOBOPHOM peYM NOJUIMHHO MEpeaaeT ICUXHYECKOe
COCTOSIHME COJIJAaT BO BpeMsl BOWHBI BO BbeTHame. BHyTpeHHHMe nepexuBaHUs HPOTAarOHUCTA
BEpOAIM3YIOTCA JIEKCUKOM C CHJIBHBIM HMOIIMOHAJIBHBIM  3apsOoM, CHUXEHHOW JIEKCHUKOM,
JIEKCUYECKUMHU M CUHTAKCUYECKUMHU MOBTOPAMHU, CTPOMHBIM PUTMHUYECKHUM PUCYHKOM WM JPYTUMU
BBIPA3UTEIbHBIMU CPEACTBAMM SI3bIKA. TsKeNible MOCIEACTBUS BOWHBI, OTPOMHBIM OTIEYATOK Ha
CO3HAaHUU JIIOJICH, LIEHHOCTH, MEPEOCMBICIICHHbIE IEpe] JULOM CMEPTH, TSAXKEIble HCIBITAHUS,
BBINABIIIME HA JI0JII0 HAPO/1a, PACKPBIBAIOTCS B IIPOU3BE/ICHUH, 3aKI04asi B c€0€ €ro CyIHOCTb.
Kniouesvie cnosa: 4yernoBek BOWHBI, BepOanu3alUs MOHITHS BOWHBI, CHHOHHUMBI, CPaBHEHUS,
IIOBTOPBI, Pa3TrOBOpPHAs peub
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MAN OF WAR AND WAR IN THE WORKS OF TIM O’BRIAN

Abstract. This article considers the problem of cruelty, mercilessness and inhumanity of war,
revealed in the collection of stories «The Things They Carried» by the American writer Tim
O’Brian. Being the psychological echo of the war the book displays ruthlessness and bloodiness of
war acts by means of the language. The use of synonyms, epithets and intensifiers, numerous
similes, emotive words of sub-neutral style, parcelling, polysyndeton in a long line of homogeneous
parts, colloquial speech genuinely renders the psychological state of soldiers at the Vietnamese
War. Inner sufferings of the protagonist are verbalized with the words of the strong emotional
charge, sub-colloquial words, lexical and syntactic repetition, well-proportioned rhythmic pattern,
and other expressive means of the language. The essence of the book is to describe the tremendous
consequences and hardships of the war, its serious imprint on the mind of the people, values
reconsidered in the face of death, ordeal of the people’s fate.

Keywords: man of war, verbalization of “war” notion, synonym, simile, repetition, colloquial
speech

Stories are for joining the past to the future.

Stories are for those late hours in the night

when you can't remember how you got

from where you were to where you are.

Stories are for eternity, when memory is erased,
when there is nothing to remember except the story.
Tim O ’Brien
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Boiina. BoiiHa sBseTcs IOCTOSHHOM COCTaBJISIONIEH OOIMIECTBEHHOIO HCTOPUYECKOIO
mpolecca, 3T0 OJHO W3 CaMbIX Y)KAaCHBIX HCIBITAaHWHM, BBINABIIMX Ha JOJI0 Jroboro Hapona. Ee
TSYKECTH M KPOBOIIPOJIMTHSI HAKJIAIBIBAIOT OTPOMHBIM OTIIEYATOK HAa CO3HAHUE JIIOAEH U UMEIOT
TSKEJbIE TIOCIEICTBUS.

Amepukanckuii nucarenb Ywibsim Tumortu («Tum») O’Bpaiten mnucan o BoifHE He
noHacnpimike. B 1968 1. Oynymmii mucarenb 3aKOHYMJI OOY4YeHHE B KOJUICDKE MO Tpodeccuun
nonutonora. C 1969 no 1970 rr. mpoxoaui cinyx0y B Boiickax CILIA. Bl y4aCTHUKOM BOEHHBIX
nercTBuid BO BberHame B cocTtaBe 23-i MEXOTHOM AMBU3MHU, KOTOpas MNpUHUMAJa y4dacTHE B
MacCOBOM YOMHCTBE TPaKJaHCKOTO HACEJIeHUs HECKOJNbKUX JepeBeHb B COHIMH, YHUYTOXXHUB, IO
pa3nu4HbiM oneHkaMm, oT 347 no 504 mupHbIX xutenel. IlpecTymiieHue BbI3BajIO BO3MYIIECHHUE
MHUPOBOW OOILIECTBEHHOCTH M CTAJIO OJHUM U3 CaMBIX U3BECTHBIX U CUMBOJHMYHBIX COOBITHI BOWHBI
Bo Brername. Ilocne cmyx6b1 Tumoru O’bpaiten mnoctynun B ['apBapackuii yHuBepcuteT. B
1991r. HomuHupoBaiics Ha [lymuTuepoBckyro npemuto 3a kaury “The Things They Carried”.

Boiina BxitodaeT B ceOst BOBCE HE TOJIBKO MOJMTUYECKHE MPOOJIEMBI, OHA XapaKTepU3yeTcs
HE TOJBKO BHJIMMBIMHM IPU3HAKAMH, TAaKUMHU KakK B3pbIBbI, OINEpalM, CpakeHus, OOu, HO H
SKOHOMHMYECKUMHU, MOJUTUYECKUMH, HICOIOTUYECKUMU, TUTUIOMATHYECKHUMHU, TICUXO0JIOTHUYECKUMU,
U JIPYTUMH MEPaMH.

B cbopuuke 22 pacckazos “The Things They Carried”, nocssimeHHoM BoiiHe BO BheTHaMme,
aBTOP B IIEJIOM HE JAeT UIMPOKOE, MAaHOPAMHOE BHJICHHE BOWHBI, a MPEIOCTABISET M300paKeHHE
OTJENbHBIX COOBITHI, MOKA3bIBAsl BOMHY TM1a3aMu psiioBoro Ooiira 19-20 mner.

OtkpbiBaeT cOOpHUK paccka3 «Horra, koTopyro oHu Heciu ¢ coboi / Bemm, koTopbie OHM
HecIu C co0oil». ACCOPTUMEHT Belleil, KOTOpble coyjgaTel Opanu ¢ coOoif, ompeaemnsics
HECKOJIBKUMH (DakTOpamu: HEOOXOIUMOCTBIO, MUCCHEH, TOJDKHOCTBIO, cyeBepreM. M Beck HabOp
MIPEeIMETOB MEePBOM HEOOXOIUMOCTH PSIIOBOTO COJAATa, KOTOPBIM MOT BKIKOYaTh KOHCEPBHBIN HOXK,
MIEPOYMHHBIA HOX, Hapy4HbIE Yachl, CPEICTBO OT KOMAapoOB, )KEBATEJIbHYIO PE3UHKY, 3aKUTAJIKY,
HAOOp IS IIUTHS, IPEAMETHI TUYHON TUTHEHbI, HEKOTOPbIE JIEKAPCTBA, YCIIOKOUTENBHOE, a TaKXKe
0oeBoll «cyxoi maek» tuma C, nBe WM TPU KaHUCTPBI C BOJOW, CTAIBHOW IIJIEM, 3aIIUTHYIO
OJIeXK 1y, CTapblii OXOTHHYUH TOIOP, MOKPHIBAIO U3 HEMTPOMOKAEMOM TKaHH | T.J., COCTABISAN 6-9 Kr
B 3aBUCHMOCTH OT IIPUBBIYEK U OT CKOPOCTH OOMEHA BEIIECTB.

Together, these items weighed between 15 and 20 pounds, depending upon a man's habits or

rate of metabolism [1, c.11].

BoNbIIMHCTBO COIIAT HECIO WITYPMOBYIO BUHTOBKY M-16, KOTOpas Becuia B pa3psyKEHHOM
cocTostHUM 7,5 (yHTOB, a C IMOJIHBIM MarasMHoM natpoHoB — 8,2 ¢yHTa (3,8 kr). HexoTopsim
INPUXOJUIIOCh HECTH pajuo U MUHOUCKaTelb. HecoMHEHHO, MoapoOHOe OmMHMCcaHue MPEAMETOB C
yKa3aHHEM Beca, KOTOPhIC COJIaThl HECIH Ha ceOe (ake Mo IIeMOM), SIPKO BOCCO3/1aeT KapTHHY
TSOKENON (U3MUYECKO HAarpy3KH Ha MOJIOAbIe opraHu3mbl 19-20-neTHUX mapHel, oKa3aBIIUXCs Ha
BOIiHE 1O BoJie 00cTOATENbCTB. VX mMosiokeHue ycyryOmsiock HeOIaronpUsSTHBIMH MOTOJHBIMU
YCIOBUSIMHU, KOTJ]a OHU JOJDKHBI OBUTH MPOOUPAThCsl K MECTHOCTH MO OOJIOTHOUN THHE U PUCOBHIM
TIOJISIM IO TI05IC B BOJIE.

Ha3zpanue 3Toro cOOpHHKa MOKET TPAKTOBAThCA HE TOJIBKO B MPSMOM, HO U B MEPEHOCHOM
cmbicie. ConnmaTel Heclu ¢ COOOM TSKENbI Tpy3, HO, C JIPYrodM CTOPOHBI, KaXIbli U3 HHUX
HCIIBITHIBAJI SMOIMOHAJIbHBIE HATPY3KHU.

They carried all the emotional baggage of men who might die. Grief, terror, love, longing —

these were intangibles, but the intangibles had their own mass and specific gravity, they had

tangible weight [1, c. 3].

Onu Benu cebst ypaBHOBEIIEHHO, C camMOO0OJIaJaHueM, C JOCTOMHCTBOM. BbUTH BpemeHa,
KOI'/la OHM BIAJalii B MaHUKY, KOIJIa UM XOTEJOCh BU3XaTh M KpU4yaTb, HO OHM HE MOIJIM, OHU
IIPOCTO CTOHAJIU, 3aKPBIBAJIU T'OJIOBBI pyKaMH U co cioBamu «O, boke» nmajganu Ha 3eMIIt0, BCIIEILYIO
CTPENSUIN, CheKHUBAINCH, PHIIAIH, YMOJISIN, YTOOBI IIyM HPEKpaTUiICsS, U B HEMCTOBCTBE Jeialu
riynelie oOemmanus cebde, bory, MaTepu, oTIly, B HaJIeXKA€ OCTAThCS B AKHUBBIX.
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For the most part they carried themselves with poise, a kind of dignity. Now and then,
however, there were times of panic, when they squealed or wanted to squeal but couldn't,
when they twitched and made moaning sounds and covered their heads and said Dear Jesus
and flopped around on the earth and fired their weapons blindly and cringed and sobbed
and begged for the noise to stop and went wild and made stupid promises to themselves and

to God and to their mothers and fathers, hoping not to die [1, c. 22].

Hcnonb30Banue MHOTOCOIO3US (NOJMCHUHAECTOHA) B OOJIBIION LENH OJHOPOIHBIX YJICHOB
OpCAJIOKEHUA B 3TOM MNPHMEPE IIOMOra€T aBTOPY BOCCO3JaTh «CyMacCIICAUIYHO» O6CTaHOBKy
HarpOMOXICHHSI BOSHHBIX JICUCTBUI U 0€3BICXOHOTO Oe3pacCyACTBA CONAT B TAKOW 0OCTaHOBKE.

B pacckaze «Henosek, kotoporo s youn» (“The Man | Killed ) npocnekuBaroTcst TsKeIbIE
JyXOBHBIC NIepexuBanus aBropa: Then he said, "Man, I'm sorry.” Then later he said, "Why not talk
about it?" Then he said, "Come on, man, talk." Ox HacTOIBEKO COCPEAOTOUYCH HA UYBCTBE BUHBI, UTO
€ro MnpUCYTCTBUC B KadCCTBC IIPOTArOHHCTa MW pacCCKa3zuhkKa OTXOAUT Ha SaIIHI/Iﬁ IIJIaH.
3aMenIaTeI-CTBO U YYBCTBO 663]:ICXO,Z[HOCTI/I HaxoIAT OTpaXCHHUC B (baHTaBI/II/I pacCKa3durKa.

His chest was sunken and poorly muscled — a scholar, maybe. He had been born, maybe, in

1946 in the village of My Khe near the central coastline of Quang Ngai Province, where his

parents farmed, and where his family had lived for several centuries, and where, during the

time of the French, his father and two uncles and many neighbors had joined in the struggle

for independence. He was not a Communist. He was a citizen and a soldier [1, c. 86].

HpI/I oMo TaKOro CTHJIMCTHYCCKOI'O CpCACTBA, KaK IapHeIsanus, aBTOP IIbITACTCA
BepOAIM3UPOBATh CBOM MEPEIKUBAHUS:

He was not a fighter. His health was poor, his body small and frail. He liked books. He

wanted someday to be a teacher of mathematics [1, c. 87].

HGO,I[HOKpaTHOG IMOBTOPCHUC OJHHX M TEX KC CJIOB IIpU OIIMCAHUHU y6I/ITOFO AdBTOpOM
YCIIOBCKA CBUACTCIIBCTBYECT O IICPEIKUTOM NYXOBHOM HOTpSICGHI/II/I:

His jaw was in his throat, his upper lip and teeth were gone, his one eye was shut, his other

eye was a star-shaped hole [1, c.86].

His jaw was in his throat. His one eye was shut and the other was a star-shaped

hole [1, c. 87].

He lay with one leg bent beneath him, his jaw in his throat, his face neither expressive nor

inexpressive. One eye was shut. The other was a starshaped hole [1, ¢.90].

Kax(z[as[ MECJI0Ybh BO BHCHIHOCTH y6I/ITOF 0 COJIlaTa BbI3bIBaJla MACCy Hpe,Z[HOJ'IO)KeHI/Iﬁ u
J0oraaox:

He had bony legs, a narrow waist, long shapely fingers. His chest was sunken and poorly

muscled — a scholar, maybe [1, ¢.86].

His eyebrows were thin and arched like a woman's, and at school the boys sometimes teased

him about how pretty he was, the arched eyebrows and long shapely fingers, and on the

playground they mimicked a woman's walk and made fun of his smooth skin and his love for

mathematics [1, c. 88].

His chest was sunken and poorly muscled — a scholar, maybe. His life was now a

constellation of possibilities. So, yes, maybe a scholar [1, c. 89].

['maBHBIN Tepoit pacckasza «O xpabpoctu» (“Speaking of Courage ”) Hopman baykep nocie
BreTHamckol BOWHBI BO3BpAlIaeTCAd B CBOW POJHOM TOpOJ C OCO3HAHUEM TOTO, YTO €MY HEKyJa
HATU: OTHA MW JIy4HICro Apyra HET B JKHUBBIX, a IOJAPYyra YK€ HJaBHO 3aMYIKCM. EILI/IHCTBCHHEUI
pPazoCTh 3aKJII0Yaiach B TOM, YTO OH OINpaBaji OKWJAHWS MOKOWHOTO OTIIAa M TIPUHEC C BOWHBI /
Mez(aneﬁ. B 10 ke BpEMs I'eposd HC TIOKHUAACT MBICJIb O He3aBOEBaHHOU MEadaIn CCpC6p$IHOI71 3B63,[[BI
u cMmepTH npusitens KaiioBel Bo BpeMsi MUHOMETHOTo obctpena. Cieayer OTMETUTh TOT (DaKT, 4To
9THU OBa COOBITHS TECHO MEPCIICTCHBI MCKIY 0060171, TEM CaMbIM o6pa3y51 KyJIbMUHAIIUKO BCCTO
npousBeaeHus. Eciau Obl cymiecTBoBail X0Th MaJIeHIINI [IaHC CIAcTU CBOETO TOBAPUINA, reposi Obl
HE My4alld yIpbI3€HUsI COBECTH, U OH Obl 3aBoeBall Menanb CepeOpsiHoii 3Be3/1bl. HeBO3MOXHO He
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OTMCTUTL TO, YTO I'CpO0 HCKOMY pacCKa3aTb BCHO IpaBAy O MPOU3OMICIIINX CO6BITPIHX, n cMy
MIPUXOIUTCS BECTH PA3TOBOP C CAMUM COOOM, TIPEACTABIISIS TOKOHHOTO OTIIA.

JymieBHasi TpaBMma, MOJIyd€HHas aBTOPOM BO BpeMs BOWHBI, HE MOXKET OBITh BBIpaKECHA
cinoBamu. Umenno nmosromy Hopman baykep mpoexan 12 kpyroB BOKpYT 03€pa, OKPY>KHOCTBIO B
7 muiib, caMm TOro He oco3Hasas: On his twelfth revolution, the sky went crazy with color [1, c.105].
HpaBOMepHO MMPEAIIOJIOXKUTE, YTO O3€pPO, BOKPYI' KOTOPOI0 OH €34UJI, OTpaXXa€T B €Ir0 IIaMATH
nosie, B kKotopom yroHyn KaitoBa. Ilone, koTopoe HAmOMUHANO 3bIOYYHH TECOK, SIBJISETCS
MeTaOpUIHBIM, TIPEICTaBIIsAS cOO0H 00pa3 cMEepTH, KOTOPBIA «BTSITHBAI» B c€0s )KM3HU MOJIOJIBIX
cojaar.

IlonsiTHE «TONA» Kak OIIMICHTPA BOMHEI BCp6aJ'II/I3OBaHO SMOTHBHOHN JIEKCHUKOH C SPKO
BBIPAYKEHHOM CEMOM OTPHULATEIbHON OLICHKU:

We were camped in a goddamn shit field [1, ¢.99].

... and in the glow he saw Kiowa's wide-open eyes settling down into the scum [1, ¢.101].

A terrible stink began to bubble up out of the earth [1, ¢.113].

Just muck—no other word for it [1, c. 97].

At night you'd find a high spot, and you'd doze off, but then later you'd wake up because

you'd be buried in all that slime. [1, c. 97].

Pe3ko cHmxkaercs YPOBEHb HOPMATHUBHOCTHU I/ICHOJ’IL?»YCMOﬁ JICKCUKHU, 4YTO MOXHO
paccMaTpuBaTh Kak TIoOKa3aTelnb arpeccMBHOCTH. I[locTpoenume oOpa3a 1ojis  SI3BIKOBBIMU
cp€acTBaMm BOCCO3AaCTCA HAa OCHOBAHUU Hepe)KHBaHHfI, OIbITa U BOCIIOMUHAHUH:

Just muck — no other word for it. Like quicksand, almost, except the stink

was incredible [1, ¢.97].

Just this deep, oozy soup. Like sewage or something. Thick and mushy. Partly it was the

river — a dead-fish smell — but it was something else, too. What this was, it was a shit field.

The village toilet [1, ¢.99].

[IpousBenenue Tuma O’bpaiieHa — 3TO ICUXOJOTHYECKOE 3XO BBETHAMCKON BOIHBI,
KOTOpPOE OH cO3/7aeT, Oyayun yxe B Bo3pacte 43 jer. OH TOBOPHUT, KaK JCHCTBYET Ha YeIIOBEKa
CKPBIBAEMOC€ MHOI'O JICT COYy4aCTUC B BOCHHOM IMPCCTYILVICHUH, KAKHUMHU JIIOAU ce0st HaxodAaT ITOCJIC
BOI>'IHI>I, KakoOB CMbICI uXx xu3HH. O00 BceM 3>TOM ABTOpP T'OBOPUT A3BIKOM OMOLMOHAJIBHBIM,
KCCTKUM U OAHOBPEMCHHO YCJIIOBCYHLIM. 06 OMOIMOHAJIBHOCTHU CBUACTCIBLCTBYCT HCIIOJIb30BAHHC
CHUHOHMMOB, JICKCUKH C CHJIbBHBIM OMOIHOHAJIBHBIM 3apsAa0oM WA Bmpa)Ka}omeﬁ IICUXHNYECCKOEC
COCTOSIHME W dYyBCTBa: terror, violence, courage, sorrow, outrage, self-control; smutetoB u
unteHcupukaropos a hard squeezing pressure in your chest, stiff soldierly discipline, his mute
watchfulness, delicate latticework, a bone certainty, a sudden smell of helplessness, an exact and
ruthless game, their blind, thoughtless, automatic acquiescence, the war was nakedly and
aggressively boring; MHOTOYHCITEHHBIX CPaBHEHHIA:

... this was something he would have to carry like a stone in his stomach for the rest

of the war [1, c. 20].

War's a bitch [1, ¢.29].

You'd feel the boredom dripping inside you like a leaky faucet [1, ¢.30].

My conscience told me to run, but some irrational and powerful force was resisting, like a

weight pushing me toward the war [1, c.41].

His eyes were flat and impassive. He didn't speak. He was simply there, like the river and

the late-summer sun....He was a witness, like God, or like the gods, who look on in absolute

silence as we live our lives, as we make our choices or fail to make them [1, ¢.47].

JKecTKOCTh MOXKHO MNpOACMOHCTPHUPOBATL HC TOJIbBKO HETATUBHBIM OTHOIICHHUCM K caMmou
BOIHE W K HAaXOXKJCHHIO Ha (ppOHTE, HO M CHIDKEHHOH Jiekcukoit (asshole, bitch, shit, fuck off,
motherfuckers), a Taxke CTpOWHBIM PUTMHYCCKHMM PHCYHKOM, CO3JIaBa€MbIM pa3HOTO pojia
MMOBTOPAaMM U IIPOCTBIMH I10 CTPYKTYpPE NMPEAT0KECHUSIMMU:

It was a kind of schizophrenia. A moral split. I couldn't make up my mind. | feared the war,

yes, but | also feared exile. | was afraid of walking away from my own life, my friends and
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my family, my whole history, everything that mattered to me. | feared losing the respect of

my parents. | feared the law. | feared ridicule and censure [1, ¢.37].

They didn't know Bao Dai from the man in the moon. They didn't know history. They didn't

know the first thing about Diem's tyranny, or the nature of Vietnamese nationalism, or the

long colonialism of the French...[1, c. 37].

Tum O’bpalieH roBOpUT SI3bIKOM YEJIOBEUHBIM, T.€. HAIIPABJICHHBIM Ha YEJIOBEKA, MOCKOIBKY
OMKCBIBACT TECHOE OOIICHME JIIOJACH, CTABIIMX JPYr APYTY POJHBIMH B CHIIY OOCTOSTEILCTB. Y
COJLAAT CIOXKHUINCE APYKECKHEC OTHOIICHHA, OHW 3HAJIU HOI[pO6HOCTI/I JIMYHOM JKHU3HHU, ceMelHbIe
00CTOSITeNTLCTBA, JHUYHBIC mpucTpactusi — Hopman baykep Ben HHEBHHK, IPYrod COJJAT YHTAI
KOMMKCEHI, TpeTI/Iﬁ cojlgaT M3 CYCBEpUA HOCHUI aMYIICT. CHHTaKcHYeCKHE M JIEKCHYECKHE
0COOEHHOCTH PAa3rOBOPHOM peYr MOXXHO NPOWLIIOCTPUPOBATh CIEAYIOIIMMHU IPHUMEpPaMu ¢
HUCIIOJB30BAHUEM CTS)KECHHBIX (bOpM, HpﬂMOfI peuu oe3 KaBBIYCK, ITIOBTOPOB:

There it is, they'd say. Over and over — there it is, my friend, there it is — as if the repetition

itself were an act of poise, a balance between crazy and almost crazy, knowing without

going, there it is, which meant be cool, let it ride, because Oh yeah, man, you
can't change what can't be changed, there it is, there it absolutely and positively

and fucking well is [1, c.23].

a TaKoKe HaJIU4YueM OOJIBIIOr0 KOJIMYECTBA CI0KHBIX CIIOB:

If they needed fresh bodies, why not draft some back-to-the-stone-age hawk?, their love-it-

or-leave-it platitudes, it was a physical rupture — a cracking-leaking-popping feeling, u mp.

UTo0bI CKOpPOTaTh BpeMsl M BHECTH Pa3HOOOpa3ne B UX MOHOTOHHYIO JKU3Hb MEPCOHAXKH C
yI0BOJILCTBUEM (hopMHUpOBaK U BocmpousBoamin pudmoBku: Roger-dodger; Step out of line, hit a
mine; follow the dink, you're in the pink.; A tisket, a tasket, a green and yellow basket.

Yro 0OoJIbIlIE BCETO TPOracT 4YUTaATCIIA CBOEY HAMBHOCTBIO M HEHNOCTHKHUMOCTBIO — 3TO TO,
YTO IOHIBI IMPUILIX BOCBATh U y6I/IBaTI), IIOTOMY 4YTO UM 6I)IJIO CTBIIHO HE€ HNATHU Ha (1)p0HT, OHHU
CTapaTCiIbHO CKPbIBAJIX CBOH CTpax. MY)K‘II/IHBI y6I/IBaJ'II/I H ymMupaiu, MnmoroMy, 4TO HM OBLIO
CTBITHO 3TOTO HE JeNaTh. JTO OBUIO MEpPBOE, YTO MPHUBEIO MX HAa BOWHY, HU UYTO-THOO APYroe,
MNPUATHOC U IMOJIOKHUTCIBHOC, HU MCYTBI O CJIABC U NOYCCTAX, OHH IOHUIJIM Ha (prHT, yTOOBI HE
MMOKPACHETh OT CThIJIAa 3a TO, YTO OHHU ATOT0 He caenanu. OHU yMUpaiu Ha mojie 00s, YTOObI HE
YMEPETh OT CMYIICHHUA U CTbhIAA. Onu 6osInChH YMEPETh, HO CIIC 0oJIbIllE OHHU OOSUTHCH ITOKAa3aTh
9TO.

Men killed, and died, because they were embarrassed not to. It was what had brought them

to the war in the first place, nothing positive, no dreams of glory or honor, just to avoid the

blush of dishonor. They died so as not to die of embarrassment [1, c. 23].

Boiitha — sTo Benukui ypok ans Bcex moaed. M mpoumssenenus Tuma O’bpaitena
MHO3BOJIAIOT JIFOAAM, POAUBIIMMCA B MHPHOC BPEM:A, IMOHATHL, HACKOJBLKO TAXKCIIbl HCIIBITAHUA
BOI>'IHI>I, CKOJIBKO T'Ops HECCT OHA JIOASAM, KaK TAXKCEIIO MEPECOCMBICIIMBATE HPABCTBCHHBIC IEHHOCTHU
nepeq JumoM CMEpTHU U HACKOJIBKO YKaCHa CMCPTh.
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