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П
åðâîå, ÷òî îáðàùàåò íà ñåáÿ âíèìàíèå ïðè îáðà-
ùåíèè ê ðîìàíó Êîðìàêà Ìàêêàðòè "Äîðîãà""
(2006), ýòî õàðàêòåðíîå äåëåíèå òåêñòà íà íå-

áîëüøèå îòðûâêè, êîòîðûå íå îáîçíà÷åíû êàê ãëàâû.  Îíè
äîñòàòî÷íî ìàëû, íî êàæäûé èìååò ñâîþ âíóòðåííþþ
äðàìàòóðãèþ. Îñîáåííîñòüþ ýòîãî äåëåíèÿ ÿâëÿþòñÿ
âðåìåííûå ðàçðûâû ìåæäó îêîí÷àíèåì ñîáûòèé, áóäü òî
äèàëîã èëè ðàññóæäåíèÿ è îïèñûâàåìûé ýïèçîä â ïðåä-
øåñòâóþùåì îòðûâêå è íà÷àëîì ñîáûòèé â ïîñëåäóþ-
ùåì îòðûâêå. Äëÿ îïðåäåëåíèÿ ïîäîáíîãî ÿâëåíèÿ óäîá-
íåå âñåãî ïîëüçîâàòüñÿ òåðìèíîì öåçóðà, êîòîðûé îòðà-
æàåò ñóòü äàííîãî ÿâëåíèÿ. Â êèíî ýòîìó ïîðÿäêó ïîñòðî-
åíèÿ ñîáûòèé â ðÿä ñîîòâåòñòâóåò ìîíòàæ.

Ïåðâûå íåñêîëüêî ôðàãìåíòîâ, îòäåëåííûå äðóã îò
äðóãà ïóñòûìè ñòðî÷êàìè, ñîîòíîñÿòñÿ ÷åðåç  ïîñëåäîâà-
òåëüíî  ïðèâåäåííûå  ãðàäàöèè íàñòóïëåíèÿ ñâåòîâîãî
äíÿ.

"When he woke in the woods in the dark and the cold of the

night…."[1, с.2]  

" With the first gray light he rose and left the boy sleep�

ing….."[1, с.2]

"When it was light enough to use the binoculars he glassed the

valley below". [1, с.2]

Äàæå ïåðåìåùåíèÿ ãåðîÿ äàíû ÷åðåç ñîïîñòàâëåíèå
ñ âðåìåííûì îòðåçêîì: "When he got back the boy was still

asleep" [1, ñ.3]. Îðãàíèçàöèÿ òåêñòà â ýòîì ñëó÷àå ïðîèñ-
õîäèò íà îñíîâå ïàðöåëëÿöèè, êîòîðàÿ â ñâîþ î÷åðåäü
ñîîòâåòñòâóåò ðÿäó êàäðîâ, îãðàíè÷åííûõ äðóã îò äðóãà
ìîíòàæíûìè ñòûêàìè. Â ðîìàíå ýòèì ìîíòàæíûì ñòû-
êàì ñîîòâåòñòâóåò öåçóðà.

Îðãàíèçîâàííûé òàêèì îáðàçîì òåêñò ôîðìèðóåò
ïðîñòðàíñòâåííî-âðåìåííóþ ñèñòåìó êîîðäèíàò, êîòî-
ðàÿ ïîä÷èíåíà åñòåñòâåííîìó áèîëîãè÷åñêîìó ðèòìó
æèçíè ÷åëîâåêà. Òàê ÷òî âðåìÿ â ðîìàíå èçìåðÿåòñÿ ñî-
áûòèÿìè, êîòîðûì ëèáî óäåëåíî áîëüøå âíèìàíèÿ, è òîã-
äà ñîáûòèå çàïîëíÿåò ñîáîé âåñü ýïèçîä è ñîîòâåòñòâó-
þùèé îòðûâîê òåêñòà. ×àùå âñåãî ýòî ïðîÿâëÿåòñÿ ïðè
ñî÷åòàíèè äèàëîãà äî öåçóðû è ïðîäîëæåíèåì îïèñàíèåì
ñîáûòèé ïîñëå íåå.

"He poured the hot water back into the pan and took the boy's cup

and poured some of the cocoa into his own and then handed it

back…..

They slogged all day down the southfacing slope of the watershed.

In the deeper drifts the cart wouldn't push at all and he had to drag it

behind him with one hand while he broke trail" [1, с.35].

"…he turned and went out to where he'd left the boy and knelt and

put his arms around him and held him.

They pushed the cart through the woods as far as the old road left

it there and headed south along the road hurrying against the dark"

[1, с.74]

"The boy didn't answer. Then he said: The winder wasn't turning
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It took four more days to came down out of the snow and even then

there were patches of snow in certain bends of the road end the road

was black and wet from the upcountry runoff even beyond that" [1,

с.37].

Ñëåäóåò óòî÷íèòü, ÷òî äèàëîã â òîé ôîðìå, â êîòîðîé
îí ïðåäñòàâëåí â ðîìàíå è â ñîîòíîøåíèè ñ ïîñëåäóþ-
ùèì îïèñàíèåì ñîáûòèé èç æèçíè ãåðîåâ ñîçäàåò ñâîå-
îáðàçíûé ýôôåêò, êîòîðûé â êèíî ñîîòâåòñòâóåò  ÷åðå-
äîâàíèþ êðóïíîãî è ïàíîðàìíîãî ïëàíîâ. Ýòî ïðîèñõîäèò
áëàãîäàðÿ òîìó, ÷òî èç îôîðìëåíèÿ äèàëîãà óáðàíû ñëî-
âà àâòîðà, êîììåíòèðóþùèå ïðîèñõîäÿùåå è ñàìè äèà-
ëîãè ìàêñèìàëüíî ïðèáëèæåíû ê äèàëîãàì äðàìàòè÷åñ-
êîãî ïðîèçâåäåíèÿ.

"I'm so scared.

I know. It's all right. It's gone.

What was, Papa?

It was an earthquake. It's gone now. We're all right. SShh.

In those first years the roads were peopled with refugees shrouded

up in the clothing" [1, ñ.28].

È åùå ïðèìåð:
"Tracks don't stay in the ash. You said so yourself. The wind blows

them away. 

I'm going up.

They stayed at the house for four days eating and sleeping" [1,
ñ.226].

Åùå îäèí õàðàêòåðíûé ïðèìåð òàêîãî ÿâëåíèÿ â ðî-
ìàíå. Äàæå åñëè ïîÿâëÿþòñÿ ñëîâà àâòîðà "the boy said",
ñèòóàöèÿ â öåëîì îò ýòîãî íå ìåíÿåòñÿ.

"Take a look, the boy said.

Yes. Take a look.

They followed him a good ways but at his pace they were losing the

day and finally he just sat in the road and did not get up again" [1,
ñ.51].

Ïîäîáíàÿ îðãàíèçàöèÿ òåêñòà ïî-ðàçíîìó ðàñïðåäå-
ëÿåò âðåìÿ ðîìàíà. Äèàëîã  ìåæäó ãåðîÿìè, òàêèì îáðà-
çîì, ñòàíîâèòñÿ ÿâëåíèåì ïî çíà÷åíèþ ðàâíûì ñîáûòè-
ÿì íåñêîëüêèõ äíåé. Â ýòîì ñëó÷àå ðå÷ü èäåò î õàðàêòåðå
îòíîøåíèé ìåæäó ãåðîÿìè è îá èõ âîñïðèÿòèè ïðîèñõî-
äÿùåãî. Àíàëèçèðóÿ õàðàêòåð äèàëîãîâ  ìîæíî ïðîñëå-
äèòü èñòîðèþ èõ âçàèìîîòíîøåíèé: ñíà÷àëà ê ñîçäàíèþ
äîâåðèòåëüíûõ, âïîñëåäñòâèè ïîñëå èñòîðèè ñ âîðîì ê
îïðåäåëåííîìó ðàçðûâó.

Äðóãàÿ îñîáåííîñòü ñòèëÿ ðîìàíà ïðîÿâëÿåòñÿ â ñî-
îòíîøåíèè æåñòà ãåðîåâ è õàðàêòåðèñòèêè ìèðà, â êîòî-
ðîì îíè ñóùåñòâóþò.  Êîíêðåòíîñòü æåñòà ìîæåò áûòü ñî
èëè ïðîòèâîïîñòàâëåíà îïèñàíèþ ïðèðîäû:  "When he

looked behind him the boy was trudging through snow half way to his

knees gathering limbs and piling them in his arms.

The snow fell nor did it cease to fall" [1, ñ.101].

×òîáû îñîçíàòü ýòîò ôåíîìåí òåêñòîâûõ ñîîòâåò-

ñòâèé íåîáõîäèìî  óñëîâèå, êîòîðîå ïîçâîëÿåò îáúÿñíèòü
ñòèëèñòè÷åñêèå îñîáåííîñòè ðîìàíà. Àêöåíòèðîâàíèå
âíèìàíèÿ íà ëèíåéíîì òå÷åíèè âðåìåíè, à òàêæå íà
ñêðóïóëåçíîñòè ãðàäàöèè ôîðìèðóåò online ýôôåêò, ïðè
êîòîðîì ñîîòíåñåííîñòü äåéñòâèé ãåðîåâ ñ óñëîâíûì íà-
ñòîÿùèì ñòàíîâèòñÿ ïðèíöèïèàëüíûì ýëåìåíòîì ïîâåñ-
òâîâàíèÿ. Ýòîò ýôôåêò ïîääåðæèâàåòñÿ íà âñåì ïðîòÿ-
æåíèè ðîìàíà, ôîðìèðóÿ ïîçèöèþ ÷èòàòåëÿ êàê íàáëþ-
äàòåëÿ. Ñîçäàíèå ýôôåêòà íåïîñðåäñòâåííîé âêëþ÷åí-
íîñòè ÷èòàòåëÿ â óñëîâíîå íàñòîÿùåå ïðîèñõîäèò çà ñ÷åò
ïîñòîÿííîé êîíñòàòàöèè äâèæåíèé ãåðîÿ, ðåãóëÿðíîé ñî-
îòíåñåííîñòè ýòèõ äâèæåíèé ñ ïðîñòðàíñòâîì, â êîòîðîì
ãåðîé  ðàñïîëàãàåòñÿ.

Öåçóðà ìåæäó îòðûâêàìè òåêñòà ÷àùå âñåãî ñâèäå-
òåëüñòâóåò î ðåçêîé ñìåíû ðàêóðñà, êîãäà íàäî ïðîäå-
ìîíñòðèðîâàòü èçìåíåíèå èëè âî âðåìåíè èëè â ïðî-
ñòðàíñòâå. Íî íå òîëüêî. Ñìåíà ðàêóðñîâ ïîä÷èíÿåò ñåáå
âíèìàíèå ÷èòàòåëÿ, ôîðìèðóÿ îïðåäåëåííûé ðèòì ïîâå-
ñòâîâàíèÿ. Â ýòîò ðèòì, ñîçäàííûé íà îñíîâå ïàðöåëëÿ-
öèè òåêñòà, óêëàäûâàþòñÿ òàêèå ÿâëåíèÿ îêðóæàþùåãî
ìèðà êàê ôîðìà, ðàçìåð, íàïðàâëåíèå äâèæåíèÿ. Íàïðè-
ìåð: 

"Rough stairs carpentered out of two by tens leading down into the

darkness. He reached and took the lamp from the boy. He started to

descend the stairs but then he turned and leaned and kissed the child

on the forehead.

The bunker was walled with concrete block. A poured concrete

floor laid over with kitchen tile. There were a couple of iron cots with

bare springs, one against either wall, the mattress pads rolled up at the

foot of them in army fashion. He turned and looked at the boy

crouched above him blinking in the smoke rising up from the lamp and

then he descended to the lower steps and sat and held the lamp…..   

Crate upon crate of canned goods. Tomatoes, peaches, bean,

apricots canned hams. Corned beef" [1, ñ.146]

Äî öåçóðû îïèñàíû äåéñòâèÿ îòöà, êîòîðûå äåìîí-
ñòðèðóþò âèäèìóþ äèñòàíöèþ ìåæäó íèìè. Ïðè ïîìîùè
ñëîâ: "He reached and took the lamp from the boy" èëè  "he turned

and leaned and kissed the child on the forehead" ôîðìèðóåòñÿ
÷åòêîå ïðåäñòàâëåíèå î õàðàêòåðàõ äåéñòâèÿ è ðåàëüíîé
äèñòàíöèè, êîòîðóþ ìîæíî èçìåðèòü èëè îïðåäåëèòü êàê
"íà óðîâíå âûòÿíóòîé ðóêè".

Ðåçêàÿ ñìåíà ðàêóðñîâ îáîçíà÷àåò ñîáîé ðàçðûâ âî
âðåìåíè. Îòåö óñïåë ñïóñòèòüñÿ âíèç è îáíàðóæèòü ñúå-
ñòíûå ïðèïàñû.  È òåïåðü äèñòàíöèÿ ìåæäó îòöîì è ñû-
íîì çíà÷èòåëüíî óâåëè÷åíà, ýòîìó óäåëÿåòñÿ âíèìàíèå,
ïîñêîëüêó èç âñåõ õàðàêòåðíûõ äëÿ îòöà äåéñòâèé âûáè-
ðàåòñÿ èìåííî "He turned and looked at the boy crouched above

him blinking in the smoke rising up from the lamp".

Ïî ìåðå òîãî êàê óâåëè÷èâàåòñÿ äèñòàíöèÿ ìåæäó îò-
öîì è ñûíîì, óìåíüøàòñÿ äèñòàíöèÿ ìåæäó îòöîì è âíó-
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òðåííèì ïðîñòðàíñòâîì áóíêåðà. Ñàì ïðîöåññ âçàèìîîò-
íîøåíèÿ ãåðîÿ ñ îêðóæàþùèì åãî ïðîñòðàíñòâîì äàåòñÿ
÷åðåç ñìåíó õàðàêòåðà îïèñàíèé. "he descended to the lower

steps and sat and held the lamp….." â ýòîì ñëó÷àå îïèñûâàåòñÿ
ìàëü÷èê, ñèäÿùèé íà ñòóïåíüêå, äàëåå  ÷åðåç ïåðå÷èñëå-
íèå äàåòñÿ îïèñàíèå ñîäåðæèìîãî êîðîáîê â áóíêåðå.
"Crate upon crate of canned goods. Tomatoes, peaches, bean, apri�

cots canned hams. Corned beef"

Áëàãîäàðÿ êîíòåêñòóàëüíûì ñîîòíîøåíèÿì âîçíèêà-
åò ýôôåêò ñìåíû ðàêóðñà, êàê ïåðåíîñà âíèìàíèÿ ñ ÿâ-
ëåíèÿ äèñòàíöèðîâàííîãî  íà ÷òî-òî î÷åíü áëèçêî ðàñïî-
ëîæåííîå îò òî÷êè îáçîðà.

Äàëåå àâòîð ïðîäîëæàåò ìàíèïóëÿöèè ñ òî÷êàìè  âè-
çóàëüíîãî âîñïðèÿòèÿ, è â ñëåäóþùåì ïðåäëîæåíèè îò
ñòåí è ïîëà "âçãëÿä" ïåðåõîäèò íà îïèñàíèå êîìíàòû,
âåðíåå òîëüêî òîé åå ÷àñòè, êîòîðàÿ âèäíà ñïóñêàþùåìó-
ñÿ ïî ëåñòíèöå îòöó. È ýòîò ïîâîðîò íàçàä ê ñòîÿùåìó â
ïðîåìå äâåðåé ó íà÷àëà ëåñòíèöû ðåáåíêó ñâèäåòåëüñò-
âóåò î ïîëîæåíèè îòöà, åãî äâèæåíèè ñâåðõó âíèç îòíîñè-
òåëüíî ðàñïîëîæåííîé íèæå ïî ëåñòíèöå êîìíàòû  è ñíè-
çó- ââåðõ îòíîñèòåëüíî îñòàâøåãîñÿ íàâåðõó ñûíà.

Â ñëåäóþùåì ýïèçîäå öåçóðà ïîãëîùàåò ñîáîé "íå-
âàæíîå" âðåìÿ ñîáûòèé.  Äî  öåçóðû ãåðîè ïîêàçàíû âíó-
òðè áóíêåðà, ïîñëå îíè óæå ïðîäîëæàþò ñâîé ïóòü, ñëåäóÿ
÷åðåç ãîðîä, äàâíî îñòàâëåííûé ëþäüìè.

Ñìåíà ðàêóðñîâ îïÿòü-òàêè ñîçäàåò îñîáûé ôîðìàò
âîñïðèÿòèÿ ïðîñòðàíñòâà è âðåìåíè ÷åðåç ñîîòíîøåíèÿ
äèñòàíöèè ìåæäó ãåðîÿìè  è îêðóæàþùèìè èõ ðåàëèÿìè.
Êîìíàòà äàíà íå öåëèêîì, à â óñå÷åííîì âèäå òîëüêî ÷å-
ðåç íàëè÷èå äâóõ êðîâàòåé è òóñêëîãî ñâåòà îò îáîãðåâà-
òåëÿ.

Áëàãîäàðÿ èñïîëüçîâàíèþ öåçóðû îòíîñèòåëüíî áåç-
îïàñíîå ïðîñòðàíñòâî áóíêåðà ïðîòèâîïîñòàâëÿåòñÿ  ïó-
ñòûííîìó ïðîñòðàíñòâó ãîðîäà, òåïëîòà îò áëèçîñòè ðîä-
íîãî ÷åëîâåêà è õðóïêîñòü ýòèõ äóøåâíûõ ïåðåæèâàíèé
ïðîòèâîïîñòàâëåíû îäèíî÷åñòâó â ìåðòâîì ãîðîäå. 

" He got up and made a last tour of the stores. Then he turned

down the lamp until the flame putterned out and he kissed the boy and

crawled into the other bunk under the clean blankets and gazed one

more time at this tiny paradise trembling in the orange light from the

heater and then he fell asleep.

The town had been abandoned years ago but they walked the lit�

tered streets carefully, the boy holding on to his hand. They passed a

metal trash dump where someone had once tried to burn bodies [1,
ñ.159].

Â äàííîì ñëó÷àå ñëîâà "this tiny paradise" âïîëíå ïðèìå-
íèìû ê ðàçìåðàì ïðîñòðàíñòâà, ñóæàþùåãîñÿ âîêðóã ãå-
ðîåâ, îñâåùåííûõ ñâåòîì îáîãðåâàòåëÿ, ñûòûõ, âûìûòûõ,
îòäîõíóâøèõ, ñïÿùèõ íà ÷èñòûõ ïîñòåëÿõ. Îòðûâîê ïîñëå
öåçóðû  ïðîòèâîïîñòàâëåí ïðåäûäóùåìó è ïî ñâåòîâîìó

ðåøåíèþ. Òåìíîòà áóíêåðà, îñâåùåííîãî êîëåáëþùèìñÿ
ñâåòîì ëàìïû, áëàãîäàðÿ öåçóðå ñèëüíî êîíòðàñòèðóåò ñ
îáðàçîì ìåðòâîãî ãîðîäà, êîòîðûé ïî èíåðöèè ñ îïèñà-
íèåì âñåõ ïðî÷èõ ëîêàöèé âîñïðèíèìàåòñÿ â ñåðûõ, íå-
âûðàçèòåëüíûõ òîíàõ.   

Åäèíñòâåííûì íåïðîòèâîðå÷èâûì ýëåìåíòîì îêàçû-
âàþòñÿ îòíîøåíèÿ ìåæäó îòöîì è ñûíîì: íèêàêîãî íè
âíåøíåãî, íè âíóòðåííåãî êîíôëèêòà âî âçàèìîîòíîøå-
íèè ãåðîåâ íåò îá ýòîì ãîâîðÿò õàðàêòåðíûå æåñòû ãåðî-
åâ "he kissed the boy", "the boy holding on to his hand". Â ýòîì
ñëó÷àå äîâåðèå ìåæäó îòöîì è ñûíîì ïðîÿâëÿåòñÿ ÷åðåç
ïðèêîñíîâåíèå,  îáîþäíîå ñòðåìëåíèå áûòü â íåïîñðåä-
ñòâåííîé áëèçîñòè îò ðîäíîãî ÷åëîâåêà, äðóãèìè ñëîâàìè
÷åðåç ïîëîæåíèå äðóã îòíîñèòåëüíî äðóãà, ïî-ñâîåìó
ïðî÷èòûâàÿ ïðîñòðàíñòâî, â êîòîðîì îíè íàõîäÿòñÿ.

Èíîãäà öåçóðà îçíà÷àåò ñîáîé íåïîñëåäîâàòåëüíûé
ïåðåõîä îò îïèñàíèÿ åäèíè÷íîãî äåéñòâèÿ ê îïèñàíèþ
ìíîãîêðàòíîñòè äåéñòâèé, êîòîðûå çàíèìàþò áîëüøèé
ïðîìåæóòîê âðåìåíè, íî íåíàäîëãî, çàòåì ïîâåñòâîâàíèå
âîçâðàùàåòñÿ íàçàä ê ïîñòîÿííîìó "íàñòîÿùåìó", â êî-
òîðîì ìîìåíò ñîâåðøàåìîãî äåéñòâèÿ ñîâïàäàåò ñ åãî
îïèñàíèåì.

Äèñêðåòíîñòü êîíêðåòíîãî ñîáûòèÿ ìîæåò áûòü óñè-
ëåíà  ïîñðåäñòâîì àêöåíòà íà äðóãèõ ïåðöåïöèÿõ, íàïðè-
ìåð ñëóõîâîì âîñïðèÿòèè çâóêîâ, îêðóæàþùèõ ãåðîÿ: "In

the night he was wakened by the muted patter or rain on the mattress

over the door above them" [1, ñ.162]

Îñîáåííî ýòî óäà÷íî ïîêàçàíî â ýïèçîäå ñ âîäîïàäîì,
êîãäà öåçóðà ôîêóñèðóåò âíèìàíèå íà ñìåíå  äåéñòâèÿ è
ñìåíå ðàêóðñà âîñïðèÿòèÿ ýòèõ äåéñòâèé. " He squatted and

scooped up a handful of stones and smelled them and let them fall

clattering. Polished round and smooth as marbles or lozenges of stone

veined and striped.…

The waterfall fell into the pool almost at its center. A gray curd cir�

cled. They stood side by side calling to each other over the din" [1,
ñ.138]

È â ýòîì ñëó÷àå õàðàêòåðèñòèêà ïðîñòðàíñòâà äàíà
÷åðåç ñîîòíîøåíèÿ ôèãóð ãåðîåâ è íåêèõ âèäèìûõ ôîðì,
ïðèíàäëåæàùèõ âíåøíåìó ïðîñòðàíñòâó. Ïðè÷åì ýòè
âíåøíèå ôîðìû ìîãóò áûòü ïîêàçàíû ñ ïðåäåëüíî áëèç-
êîãî ðàññòîÿíèÿ: ìåëü÷àéøèå îñîáåííîñòè â ñòðóêòóðå
ðå÷íûõ êàìåøêîâ, è ñ ó÷åòîì äèñòàíöèè, êàêîé èìåííî
íåïîíÿòíî, íî íåîáõîäèìîé, ÷òîáû óâèäåòü ãåðîåâ íà ôî-
íå ñïàäàþùåãî âíèç âîäîïàäà, êîòîðûé  ïðè âïàäåíèè â
îçåðî îáðàçóåò "A gray curd circled".

Ïðè ðàñøèðåíèè êîíòåêñòà çàìåòíà ñïîñîáíîñòü òåê-
ñòà ê ìàíèïóëÿöèè ïðîñòðàíñòâåííîé è âðåìåííîé ñî-
ðàçìåðíîñòüþ îïèñûâàåìûõ ñîáûòèé. 

" They left the cart in a parking area and walked out through the

woods. A low thunder coming from the river. It was a waterfall drop�
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ping off a high shelf of rock and falling eighty feet through a gray

shroud of mist into the pool below. They could smell the water and

they could feel the cold coming off of it. A bench of wet river gravel. He

stood and watched the boy. Wow, the boy said. He couldn't take eyes

off it" [1, ñ.138]. 

Â ïåðâîì ïðåäëîæåíèè óêàçûâàåòñÿ òîëüêî  òî, ÷òî ãå-
ðîè îñòàâèëè òåëåæêó â çîíå ïàðêîâêè. Ïðèáëèæåíèå èõ ê
âîäîïàäó ïåðåäàåòñÿ ÷åðåç îïèñàíèå  òîãî îñîáîãî çâóêà,
õàðàêòåðíîãî ïðè ïàäåíèè áîëüøîãî êîëè÷åñòâà âîäû,
óñèëèâàþùåãîñÿ ïî ìåðå ïðèáëèæåíèÿ èõ ê èñòî÷íèêó
çâóêà.  Èíòåðåñíî, ÷òî àâòîð èñïîëüçóåò ñëîâî "coming"

ïðè îïèñàíèè çâóêîâîãî âîñïðèÿòèÿ "A low thunder coming

from the river", ÷òî îäíîâðåìåííî ïðåäïîëàãàåò äâèæåíèå
ãåðîåâ ê âîäîïàäó. Òàêîå "îáåçëè÷èâàíèå" âîñïðèÿòèÿ
õàðàêòåðíî äëÿ îïèñàíèÿ ñõîæèõ ÿâëåíèé â êèíî, â òîì
ñëó÷àå, êîãäà èçìåíåíèå ïîëîæåíèÿ ãåðîåâ â ïðîñòðàí-
ñòâå ïåðåäàåòñÿ ïðè ïîìîùè ïðèáëèæåíèÿ âíåøíèõ îáú-
åêòîâ, îòíîñèòåëüíî êîòîðûõ ïðåäïîëàãàåòñÿ ïåðåìåùå-
íèå ãåðîåâ â äàííîì ñëó÷àå âîäîïàäà è óñèëåíèå çâóêî-
âûõ ýôôåêòîâ.   

Âîçíèêàþùàÿ çäåñü îáúåêòèâíàÿ ïðîñòðàíñòâåííàÿ
õàðàêòåðèñòèêà (âîñüìèäåñÿòèôóòîâîé âûñîòû) ëèøü
âíîñèò èëëþçèþ äîñòîâåðíîñòè, îïðåäåëÿÿ íà ñàìîì äå-
ëå íå âûñîòó, à ñîîòíîøåíèå ýòîé âûñîòû îòíîñèòåëüíî
îñòàëüíîãî ïðîñòðàíñòâà, äàííîãî â ãîðèçîíòàëüíîé
"ãëóáèíå". Ïîñêîëüêó "çà êàäð" âûíåñåíî ïåðåìåùåíèå
ãåðîåâ îòíîñèòåëüíî âîäîïàäà. Â íà÷àëå ïðèâåäåííîãî
îòðûâà ãåðîè òîëüêî ñëûøàëè ãðîìîïîäîáíûå çâóêè, â
êîíöå ýïèçîäà ìàëü÷èê íå ìîæåò îòîðâàòü ãëàçà îò çðå-
ëèùà ïàäàþùåé âîäû. Ê îïèñàíèþ ñèòóàöèè ïðèâëåêàåò-
ñÿ îïèñàíèå ðàçëè÷íûõ ïåðöåïöèé: îñÿçàíèÿ (÷óâñòâî õî-
ëîäà îò âîäû) îáîíÿíèÿ (çàïàõ âîäû).

Â äðóãîì ýïèçîäå ïðîñòðàíñòâåííàÿ ãëóáèíà  âîçíè-
êàåò áëàãîäàðÿ êîíòðàñòó ðàçìåðîâ  îïèñûâàåìûõ äåòà-
ëåé è ñìåíå ðàêóðñà âîñïðèÿòèÿ.

" He stood in the door of the barn and listened. Pale slatted light.

He walked along the dusty stalls. He stood in the center of the barn

bay and listened but there was nothing. He climbed the ladder to the

loft and he was so weak he wasn't sure he was going to make it to the

top. He walked down to the end of the loft and looked out the high

gable window at the country below, the pieced land dead and gray, the

fence, the road.

There were bales of hay in the loft floor and he squatted and sort�

ed a handful of seeds from them and sat chewing. Coarse and dry and

dusty. They had to contain some nutrition. He rose and rolled tow of

the bales across the floor and let them fall into the bay below. Two

dusty thumps" [1, ñ.125].

Â ýòîì ñëó÷àå îïÿòü îáðàùàåò íà ñåáÿ âíèìàíèå ìîí-
òàæíûé õàðàêòåð îïèñûâàåìûõ ïîñëåäîâàòåëüíîñòåé ñî-
áûòèé. Ñìåíà ïëàíîâ äàíà ÷åðåç óêðóïíåíèå è óìåíüøå-
íèå äåòàëåé, à òàê æå  ÷åðåç ïåðåíîñ âçãëÿäà ñ ïåðñïåê-
òèâû çà îêíîì, íà âíóòðåííåå ïðîñòðàíñòâî ÷åðäàêà. Öå-

çóðà ïðèõîäèòñÿ êàê ðàç íà ìîìåíò ðåçêîé ñìåíû íà-
ïðàâëåíèÿ âçãëÿäà ãåðîÿ.

Âíåøíåå ïðîñòðàíñòâî çà îêíîì âèäèìîå ãåðîåì,
ïðîòèâîïîñòàâëåíî âíóòðåííåìó ïðîñòðàíñòâó, â êîòîðîì
ãåðîé âèäèò ðóëîíû ïðåññîâàííîãî ñåíà.

Åìó íåîáõîäèìî çíàòü, ÷òî ïðîèñõîäèò âíå äîìà, äî-
ñòîâåðíàÿ èíôîðìàöèÿ î  õàðàêòåðèñòèêå âíåøíåãî ïðî-
ñòðàíñòâà, êàê áåçîïàñíîãî  íóæíà äëÿ êîððåêòèðîâêè
ñâîèõ ñîáñòâåííûõ äåéñòâèé.

Îòñóòñòâèå êàêîãî-ëèáî âðåìåííîãî çàçîðà ìåæäó
íåïîñðåäñòâåííîé ïåðåäà÷åé ñóáúåêòèâíûõ ïåðåæèâà-
íèé ãåðîÿ è åãî äåéñòâèÿìè  òàêæå ÿâëÿåòñÿ õàðàêòåðíûì
äëÿ êèíî, â êîòîðîì áëàãîäàðÿ ìîíòàæó, âîçìîæíî ïîñëå-
äîâàòåëüíîå àêöåíòèðîâàíèå  âíèìàíèÿ  íà âíåøíåì
äåéñòâèè è  íà ïåðåæèâàíèÿõ ãåðîÿ, äàííûõ ÷åðåç îïèñà-
íèå ìèìè÷åñêèõ òðàíñôîðìàöèé.

Èíòåðåñíî  ÷òî  "the pieced land dead and gray" " the fence ",

" the road " ìîæíî óâèäåòü òîëüêî íàõîäÿñü íà îïðåäåëåí-
íîé âûñîòå, íà âûñîòå ÷åðäàêà, â òî âðåìÿ êàê "bales of hay

in the loft floor" óæå õàðàêòåðèçóþò ñìåíó ðàêóðñà íà òþêè
ñåíà, ëåæàùèå íà ïîëó ïåðåä ãåðîåì.

Åñëè áû âçãëÿä íàõîäèëñÿ íà óðîâíå ðîñòà âçðîñëîãî
÷åëîâåêà, ñòîÿùåãî ãäå-íèáóäü íà çåìëå è íàáëþäàþùå-
ãî ýòîò ïåéçàæ, òî áûëî áû ïðîáëåìàòè÷íî óâèäåòü îäíî-
âðåìåííî è "êâàäðàòû ïîëåé", è "äîðîãó", è "çàáîð" èëè
òþêè ñåíà íà ÷åðäà÷íîì ïîëó.  Îáîçðåâàòü è òî è äðóãîå
ìîæíî òîëüêî íàõîäÿñü íà ÷åðäàêå è ïîâîðà÷èâàÿñü
ìåæäó ïðîñòðàíñòâîì îêíà îòíîñèòåëüíî òîãî, ÷òî íàõî-
äèòñÿ íà ïîëó. Òàêèì îáðàçîì, òåêñò ïîä÷èíåí èëëþçèè
äâèæåíèÿ, êîòîðàÿ âîçíèêàåò îò ñìåíû âçãëÿäà ñ ïåðñî-
íàæà íà òî, ÷òî âèäèò îí ñàì, ïðè÷åì ïîñëåäíåå äàåòñÿ
÷åðåç ìàêñèìàëüíî îáúåêòèâèðîâàííûå îáðàçû.  Íå âîç-
íèêàåò ñîìíåíèé, ÷òî ãåðîé âèäèò òî, ÷òî ïåðå÷èñëÿåò àâ-
òîð, ïîñêîëüêó èëëþçèÿ ðåàëüíîñòè ñôîðìèðîâàíà âñåìè
òåìè óñëîâèÿìè, â êîòîðûõ ïðîèñõîäèò äåéñòâèå ýïèçîäà.

Èëëþçèÿ ñôîðìèðîâàíà áëàãîäàðÿ äåòàëüíîìó îïè-
ñàíèþ äåéñòâèé ïåðñîíàæà: "he squatted and sorted a handful

of seeds from them and sat chewing".  Îò ôèãóðû â öåëîì âçãëÿä
àâòîðà ïåðåìåùàåòñÿ íà ëèöî ãåðîÿ, ñîçäàâàÿ, òàêèì îá-
ðàçîì, ñîîòíîøåíèå îò öåëîãî ê ÷àñòè, îò  ôèãóðû ãåðîÿ
öåëèêîì ê  îïèñàíèþ åãî ëèöà.

Äâèæåíèå ïðîèñõîäèò ïîñëåäîâàòåëüíî îò îáúåêòèâ-
íîãî âîñïðèÿòèÿ ôèãóðû ãåðîÿ â öåëîì, êàê îáúåêòà, íà
êîòîðîì ñîñðåäîòî÷èëñÿ âçãëÿä àâòîðà â ñòîðîíó åãî
ñóáúåêòèâíûõ ïåðåæèâàíèé. Ýòî ïåðåäàåòñÿ ïåðå÷èñëå-
íèåì äåéñòâèé ôèãóðû â öåëîì: "squatted and sorted", "and sat

chewing" . Â ñëåäóþùåì ïðåäëîæåíèè óæå ïåðåäàåòñÿ
ñóáúåêòèâíîå ñîñòîÿíèå ñàìîãî ãåðîÿ, ïðîáóþùåãî çåð-
íà íà âêóñ: "Coarse and dry and dusty"è äàëåå ñëåäóþò âûâî-
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äû ãåðîÿ: "They had to contain some nutrition".

Òàêîé ïåðåíîñ èìååò ñìûñë, åñëè â ïðåäñòàâëåíèè
÷èòàòåëÿ, òàê æå êàê è â ïðåäñòàâëåíèè àâòîðà èìååòñÿ
åäèíûé âèçóàëüíûé êîä, íå òðåáóþùèé äîïîëíèòåëüíûõ
îïèñàòåëüíûõ êîíñòðóêöèé, ââîäÿùèé ÷èòàòåëÿ â ñóòü
ïðîèñõîäÿùåãî. Äðóãèìè ñëîâàìè ñîîòíîøåíèå ÷àñòè è
öåëîãî ïðîèñõîäèò ÷åðåç ïîëîæåíèå ôèãóðû ãåðîÿ â ïðî-
ñòðàíñòâå, à åãî ñóáúåêòèâíûå ïåðåæèâàíèÿ äîëæíû âû-
ðàæàòüñÿ ïðè ïîìîùè ñîîòâåòñòâóþùèõ ìèìè÷åñêèõ
äâèæåíèé, êîòîðûå õàðàêòåðíû èìåííî äëÿ ýòèõ, à íå êà-
êèõ-ëèáî äðóãèõ ïåðåæèâàíèé [2],  ÷òî ñàìî ïî ñåáå õà-
ðàêòåðíî èìåííî äëÿ âèçóàëüíîãî âîñïðèÿòèÿ ãåðîÿ íà
ýêðàíå.  [6].

Â ýòîì ýïèçîäå àâòîð èñïîëüçóåò åùå îäèí ïðèåì, êî-
òîðûé ïîçâîëÿåò ñôîðìèðîâàòü îòíîøåíèÿ ïðåäìåòîâ
äðóã îòíîñèòåëüíî äðóãà ñ ó÷åòîì ìàñøòàáà âîñïðèÿòèÿ.
"He rose and rolled tow of the bales across the floor and let them fall

into the bay below. Two dusty thumps". Ñîáûòèÿ â ýïèçîäå  õà-
ðàêòåðèçóþòñÿ ïîñðåäñòâîì ìåòîíèìè÷åñêîãî ïåðåíîñà:
"let them fall into the bay below. Two dusty thumps".  Íå áóäü îáîç-
íà÷åíèÿ â ïðåäûäóùåì ïðåäëîæåíèè, ÷òî ðå÷ü èäåò î ðó-
ëîíàõ èëè òþêàõ  ñåíà (bales of hay)  áûëî áû ñîâåðøåííî
íåïîíÿòíî, ÷òî ïðîèñõîäèò. Ýòî ñâèäåòåëüñòâóåò î ñâîåî-
áðàçíîé îáóñëîâëåííîñòè  âûáðàííûõ ÿçûêîâûõ ñðåäñòâ
êîíòåêñòó, â êîòîðîì îíè ïðèîáðåòàþò îïðåäåëåííîå
çíà÷åíèå.

Äðóãèìè ñëîâàìè íåëüçÿ ñåáå ïðåäñòàâèòü "Two dusty

thumps" , åñëè âû íå çíàåòå, ÷òî ïîñëóæèëî ïðè÷èíîé äëÿ
èõ âîçíèêíîâåíèÿ.

Ñëîâà "dusty thumps" - ýòî ÿðêèé âèäèìûé îáðàç, êîòî-
ðûé óäà÷íî îïèñûâàåò ïîñëåäñòâèÿ îò äåéñòâèÿ, çàäàí-
íîãî â ïðåäûäóùåì ïðåäëîæåíèè. Â òîì ñëó÷àå, åñëè íå-
÷òî òÿæåëîå è ïûëüíîå ïàäàåò ñ îïðåäåëåííîé âûñîòû íà
òàêîé æå ïûëüíûé ïîë, òî íåìèíóåìî äîëæåí áûòü  ñëû-
øèì ñíà÷àëà óäàð, ïîòîì âèäèì  "ñòîëá" ïûëè. Âèçóàëü-
íûé îáðàç äàííîãî ÿâëåíèÿ, òàê æå êàê è ñëûøèìûé è
îñÿçàåìûé îáðàç âõîäèò â îïðåäåëåííûé êóëüòóðíûé êîä,
êîòîðûé õàðàêòåðèçóåò ïðîñòðàíñòâî è âðåìÿ, êàê îïïî-
çèöèè: ñòàðîå - íîâîå, äàâíî íå èñïîëüçîâàííîå - òîëüêî
÷òî èñïîëüçîâàííîå. [5]

Â ýòîì ñëó÷àå óæå íå âûçûâàåò ñîìíåíèé, ÷òî  öåçóðà,
ñîâåðøåííî îäíîçíà÷íî âûïîëíÿåò ôóíêöèþ ìîíòàæíî-
ãî ñòûêà, êîòîðûé ñàì óæå ïðåâðàùàåòñÿ â ñòèëèñòè÷åñ-
êèé ïðèåì íà óðîâíå îôîðìëåíèÿ ÿçûêîâîãî ìàòåðèàëà â
òåêñòîâûå îòðûâêè.

Òàêèì îáðàçîì, õóäîæåñòâåííûé ìèð ðîìàíà íåñåò â
ñåáå ýëåìåíòû äðóãîé ôîðìû èñêóññòâ - êèíîèñêóññòâà.
Îá ýòîì ñâèäåòåëüñòâóþò ñòèëèñòè÷åñêèå îñîáåííîñòè
ðîìàíà, èìåþùèå â ñâîåé îñíîâå îðèåíòàöèþ íà ïîðîæ-
äåíèå íåêèõ âèçóàëüíûõ ýôôåêòîâ, ñâîéñòâåííûõ êèíî ñ
õàðàêòåðíûìè äëÿ íåãî óñëîâèÿìè âîñïðèÿòèÿ.

111Ñåðèÿ: Ãóìàíèòàðíûå íàóêè ¹ 8 àâãóñò 2016 ã.
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