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OT AYLIEBHON ANCTAPMOHWUK K TAPMOHUM:

N

ATROUBLED SOUL ON THE PATHTO
PEACE: THE METAPHOR OF MOVEMENT
L. Nikitinskaya

Summary: The article deals with the metaphorical presentation of the
author’s exposition of her peculiar worldview. The material for analysis
was Elizabeth Gilbert's novel Eat. Pray. Love written in the first person.
Metaphorical patterns based on the projection from such source
domains as, for example, situation of destruction, state of movement,
participation in a battle, etc. were identified. As a result of metaphorical
transfer, anthropomorphic, mechanistic, spatial, zoomorphic, militaristic,
gastronomic, and other metaphors emerge in the novel.

Keywords: metaphor, metaphorical transference, metaphorical model,

search for self, peace of mind.
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aK n3BecTHo, pomaH “Eat. Pray. Love” HanucaH oT nep-

BOrO N1La U ero repounHen senaeTca aBtop — Elizabeth

Gilbert, koTopasa onucbiBaeT NyTb CBOEro AyXOBHOIO
nepepoXaeHna 1 BO3POXKAEHUA OT KEHLUMHbI, Haxops-
Lenca BO BNacTU AYLIEBHOIO CMATEHMA N OCO3HaHWA CO6-
CTBEHHOW HeafeKBaTHOCTM, 4O OOpeTeHVA el rapMOHUM
C MUPOM U C COOOI. DTO ee UCMOBefb, OTKPOBEHHAsA U NC-
KpEeHHsAA, pacckas 0 nomckax cebsa B npolecce noceleHms
Tpex CTpaH, Ha3BaHUA KOTOPbIX HAUMHAKTCA C OAHOM U TO
e b6yKBbl — CHavana 37o Wtanmsa, notom NHamA 1, HakoHeLl,
NHaoHe3us (octpoB banu). Beibop 3Tux nokauuin — He npo-
CTO NYCTOW Kanpw3: B YCIIOBUAX SMOLIMOHaNIbHOrO Kpur3nuca
1 QyLWEBHOrO pa3faja, BbI3BaHHOIO CUTYyaLnelr HeNpPoCToro
1 HeObICTPOro pa3BoAa C MyXeM, a Take pa3pbiBa C N1t060B-
HUKOM, Jnn3abeT olyliaeT ocobyto TAry K penurum, Kymb-
Type 1 06bluaAM KaXKon 13 CTpaH, YyBCTBYS, UTO B KaXKAOW
N3 HMX OHa OOpeTeT TO, Yero el He XBaTaeT Afia obpeTeHus
BHYTPEHHeW rapmoHuu. MoBecTBOBaHME, TakuM 06pasom,
[enuTcs na TPW YacTy, YTO OTPaXKEHO U B HAa3BaHUU poMa-
Ha — “Eat. Pray. Love’, koTopoe camo no cebe ABnseTca meTa-
dopuuHbim. Cyaa no Ha3BaHuto, rnaron “eat” accoummpyetca
¢ noesgkomn B Ntanuio n metadopuryeckn oTparkaert To, Yem
6b110 HanonHeHo npebbiBaHNe reporHM B 3TON CTPaHe: 3To
“the Pursuit of Pleasure”, Kak yka3aHO B Nof3aronoBKe pas-
nena o6 Utanun. Ctpagaa oT HeraTMBHbIX SMOLMIA, repou-
HA MeyeTcA B NOMCKax AyLWEeBHOro CMOKOWCTBUA, 1 F1aron
‘eat, HaBOZALMI Ha MbIC/b O efie, 3TO JINLUb CMMBOJ YEro-To
6onblUero, Yem NPOCTO MOyYeHVe YAOBONbCTBUA OT U3bl-
CKaHHOW UTanbAHCKON KyxHW. [naron ‘pray’ oTpaxaeT uenb
noesaku B MHAWNCKUIA awwpam, rae dnnsabet npogomkumna
MOUCKU CBOEN UAEHTUYHOCTU Yepe3 Meautaunn 1 MOSIUT-
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AHHOmayus: B cTaTbe paccMaTpuUBalOTCA NpUembl MeTadopUyecKkoro BONMOLLeHN!sA
06pa3Hoil MbICN KaK aBTOPCKOTO Cnocoba npeseHTauumn ocobeHHoCTedl (Boero
MupooLuyLieHua. MaTepuanom Ana aHanu3a nocayun HanucaHHbIil 0T NepBoro
nnua pomaH Inuzabert unbept «Ectb, monutbca, niobutob» (Elizabeth Gilbert “Eat.
Pray. Love”). B pe3ynbrate 6binv BbiABAEHbI MeTadopuyeckie Mogenn, 0CHOBaH-
Hble Ha NPOELMPOBAHIY U3 TaKIX UCTOUHNKOBBIX cdep, KaK, Hanpumep, cuTyauna
pa3pyLUeHus, COCTOAHME ABIKEHUA, yuacThe B CpaxkeHum u Ap. Kak cnepctsue
MeTahopuyeckoro nepeHoca BO3HMKAKT TaKue BUAbI MeTadop, ncnonbyemble
B ZJaHHOM NpOU3BeSeHH, KaK aHTPONOMOpPQHaA, MeXxaHUCTYeCKas, NPOCTpPaH-
(TBEHHaA, 300MOPOHaA, MUNUTapHaA, FaCTPOHOMUYECKasA 1 Mpou.

Kntoyesbie coga: metaopa, MeTadopuyeckuii nepeHoc, Metadopuyeckas Mo-
Jenb, NOUCK e, ByLUIEBHbIN MOKOI.

Bbl B AyXe UHANNCKOWN PeNNrmo3Hom npakTukm. NocnegHni
rnaron ‘love’ — 310 ‘NobUTL, N 3TUM BCE CKa3aHO: UMEHHO B
WNHaoHe3nn, Ha ocTpoBe banu, reponHA HaxoauT CBOIO Jto-
608b B niue Genunne, busHecmeHa 13 bpasunuu.

OnucbiBas cBOW AyLIeBHble MeTaHUA 1 NyTN 0bpeTeHnA
BHYTpeHHero 6anaHca, dnu3abet MnbepT Hepeako npube-
raeT K CNoJIb30BaHMIO BblPa3nTesibHbIX A3bIKOBbIX CPeCTB,
B YaCTHOCTV MeTadOpUYECKNX Bblpa)KeHWU, KoTopble no-
3BONAT el C MaKCUMaslbHOW TOYHOCTbIO NepeaTtb CyTb U
OTTEHKM YyBCTB 1 3Mouuin. CTano yxxe obLwym mectom yno-
MUHaTb ApuUCTOTeNnA Kak OCHoBaTena Teopuu meTadopbl,
JaBLUEero onpepeneHve AaHHOMY A3bIKOBOMY MpUEMY Kak
CpencTBy yKpalleHua peun (Tpony): «<MeTtadopa ectb nepe-
HeceHue HeoObIYHOTO MEHM UV C POAa Ha BUA, UKW C BUAA
Ha popj, Unx C BUAA Ha BMA, unuv no aHanorum» [1, c. 109].
OTmeuaeTcs, UTO B COBPEMEHHOM JIMHIBUCTMYECKON HayKe
JaHHOe onpefeneHne okasblBaeTCcA NPYMEHMbIM He TOJb-
KO K MeTadopuryecKrM nepeHocam, TO eCTb OHO OXBaTbiBaeT
He TONbKo MeTadopy — «nepeHeceHne C BUAA Ha BUA», HO 1
CMHEKAOXY («nepeHeceHMe C pofa Ha BUA») N METOHUMUIO
(«xnepeHeceHMe C BUAa Ha poay).

CoBpeMeHHble JIMHFBUCTbI yKa3blBalOT Ha OTauuuve
ApuctoTeneBcko TPaKTOBKM MeTadopbl OT COBpeMeH-
HOro noaxofa, BblparkaloLlerocs B TEPMUMHAX KOHLENTy-
anbHOW M KOTHUTVBHOW MeTadopbl M Befyllero Havasno
OT MOJIOXKEHWUI, NU3NOXKEHHbIX B KHUre K. Jlakodpda n M.
IxoHcoHa «MeTadopbl, KOTOPbIMU Mbl »KMBEM», COTTACHO
KoTopomy MeTadopa — 3TO He MPOCTO TPOM, YKPaLLALLMIA
peyb, a NPUHLMM, NeXalyunii B OCHOBE OTPaXeHua Yyenose-
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KOM BOCMPUHUMAEMON UM AEeNCTBUTENIbHOCTMW: COrMlacHO
3TOMY MPUVHLUUMNY Halle BOCMPUATUE OKPYXKaloLero mMmpa
MeTapopPNYHO MO CBOEW CYTW, MOCKONbKY YesloBeYEeCKOMY
MbILLUJIEHNIO CBOMCTBEHHO OOBACHATb U CTPYKTYpPUpPOBaTh
HOBbIN parMeHT OeNCTBUTENbHOCTM B TepMuHax ¢par-
MEHTa, y»>Ke NO3HaHHOro u onucaHHoro [3]. OTcioga pa3bu-
eHre TUMNoB MeTadop Ha CTPOUTENbHbIE, MUNTMTAPHBIE (BO-
€HHble), racTpOHOMUYEeCKne (KynMHapHbIe), My3blKasbHble
1 T.M., O3HayalLLee, YTo YeNoBEK OOBACHAET HEKYIO HOBYIO,
NOHATUNHYI0 chepy B TEPMMHAX YXKe MO3HAHHON, NpuMe-
HAA MOHATWA 13 06/1aCTU CTPOUTENBCTBA, UK 6OeBbIX Aei-
CTBUW, AN KyIMHAPWUW, UAN My3biK 1 T.4. «Yyxoil obpa3
NCMONb3yeTCA CO3HaHMEM KakK BO3MOXHOCTb MbICIIUTb U
roBOpPUTb 06 abCTPaAKTHOWN peanuu B NIOTUKe MHOW peannu,
umetoLen Gr3NYecKylo Npupoay 1 AeTanbHO napameTpu-
30BaHHOW B CO3HAHUM U A3bIKe» [2, c. 281].

KorHutrBHas meTadopa «He NMPOCTO CPABHUBAET, OHA
yrnofo6naeT ofHO ApPYroMy, U B 3TOM CMbIC/Ie ABNAETCA He
NMOBEPXHOCTHOWN, a MNYyOMHHOM CeMaHTUYECKOW CTPYKTY-
pown» [4,c. 131].

PaccmoTpum Buabl MeTadpopryecKmx BblpaXkeHui, yrno-
TpebnAembix aBTOpoM pomaHa “Eat. Pray. Love”, nns xapak-
TEPUCTUKN CBOEro [AYLIEBHOrO COCTOAHWA B Te nepuogbl
CBOEI NW3HW, KOrfa OHa COBEpLUAET aKTUBHYl paboTy
HaJl coboW, CTPEMACH BbIATU U3 XN3HEHHOTO TyMNuKa 1 fo-
CTWYb AYLIEBHOIO PaBHOBECUA 1 aleKBAaTHOrO BOCNPUATUA
Kak cebsn, TaK 1 OKpy»Katlowero mvpa. PomaH HaumHaetcs ¢
MOTMBA AYWEBHOW HEYCTPOEHHOCTU FepOViHU, KoTopas u
TOJIKHET ee NOTOM Ha CMeHY NPUBbIYHON 06CTaHOBKM. N5
Bep6anM3aLMm 3TOro MOTVBA XapakTepHO ynoTpebneHue
MeTadpoprUECKMX INUTETOB, 06BEJUHEHHDBIX CEMOI C/IoMa,
pa3pyLleHns, YHUUTOXKEHMSA, @ TaKXKe XPYMNKOCTU, JIOMKO-
cTw: brittle, busted-up, devastating, failed, horrible. sickening,
suicidal. 3Ty e neyanbHyl0 TOHaNILHOCTb NOALEPXKMBAIOT
MeTadopryeckn ynoTpebrieHHble CylecTBUTENbHbIE, pe-
anusyloLyme TOT e KOHLeNT Kpaxa W paspylueHus, Takme
Kak catastrophe, despair, distress, dread, failure, heartbreak,
rubble. Hanpumep: | am a professional American woman
in my mid-thirties, who has just come through a failed mar-
riage and a devastating, interminable] divorce, followed im-
mediately by a passionate love affair that ended in sickening
heartbreak [6, c. 7]. When | scan back on my romantic record,
it doesn’t look so good. It’s been one catastrophe after another
[6, c. 86]. \..\ the chronicle of our marriage’s failure will re-
main untold here [6, c. 14]. 've made such a rubble of my
life [6, c. 61]. KapTuHy OOMONHAT rnarofibHble MeTapopbl
aHaNorM4YHOM CEMAHTVKM JIOMKU 1 Aie3nHTerpauun: collapse,
dissolve, fall apart, fall to bits, turn to smash. Tak, Hanpumep,
dnn3abeT nuweT o0 MyXe, HabnoaaLem pacnag ee nuu-
HocTu: Hed already been watching me fall apart for months
now [6, c. 37]. Opyrve npumepsl: | thought | had fallen to
bits before, but now (in harmony with the apparent collapse
of the entire world) my life really turned to smash [6, c. 24].
My marriage dissolved [6, c. 63]. A couple whose marriage is
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collapsing [6, c. 37]. Taxenoe 4yBCTBO, CBA3aHHOE C Nepu-
neTUAMYM NpoLecca pa3Bofa C My>XeM, ONMCbIBAETCA NyTem
MeTapOpMYECKOro cpaBHEHUA cebs C 3aKNoUYeHHbIM BOOO-
pakaemoro nareps oA pa3BefeHHbIx cynpyros: | was feel-
ing particularly sorry for myself for being broke and lonely and
caged up in Divorce Internment Camp [6, c. 32].

[na onncaHua gylweBHbIX TeP3aHNIA, BbI3BaHHbIX HeCTa-
OUNbHBIMU CEMEVHBIMU OTHOLLEHUAMU, aBTOP YNnoTpebnsaeTt
BbIPa3UTENbHYI0 MEXaHUCTUYeCKylo MeTadopy, cpaBHMBasA
CBOE CyLIeCTBOBaHMe, Befylllee K Pa3pyLleHnio NCUXNKN, C
paboToli n3menbuntena mycopa: I'd been living in a giant
trash compactor of nonstop anxiety [6, c. 37]. AHANOTNYHBIN
06pa3 MexaHn3ma, GYHKLOHMPYIOLLEro C ONacHO MHTEH-
CUBHOCTbIO BC/IEACTBUE MPUNIOXKEHUA K HEMY HernpenyCcMo-
TPEHHOW KOHCTPYKLMEN Harpy3Ku, UCNOMb3yeTcsa aBTOPOM
MeTadopmyecky Ana Toro, YTobbl NepeaaTb cBoe NpuUGNM-
XKeHue K npefeny CBoen NCUXmMYeckomn yCTonunmBoCcTu B yc-
nosusAx rnyboKoro amoLoHanbHoro Kpusuca: I felt like | was
some kind of primitive springloaded machine, placed under
far more tension than it had ever been built to sustain, about
to blast apart at great danger to anyone standing nearby. |
imagined my body parts flying off my torso in order to es-
cape the volcanic core of unhappiness that had become me
[6, c. 26]. ABTOp CpaBHUBAET cebA C MALIMHOM, PSAOM C KOTO-
POV HAXOAUTLCA OMACHO, MOTOMY UYTO OHa rOTOBa B30PBaTh-
CA 1 pa3neTeTbCsa Ha YacTu.

Bnunska no TOHaNbHOCTM TPaHCNOPTHasAs MeTadopa: my
life still looked like a multi-vehicle accident on the New Jer-
sey Turnpike during holiday traffic [6, c. 28], cpaBHuBato-
LasA nonHoe nNpobnem cyllecTBoBaHMe dnun3abeT c aBapuei
Ha nepenosIHeHHON TPAHCMOPTOM aBTOMarucTpanu. Jpyras
TpaHcnopTHaa MeTadopa (B apyrux knaccudrkaumax — me-
Tadopa nyTn, goporu, meTadopa MyTewecTBna) NCMOb-
30BaHa AN1A XapaKTepucTnky noesgok B Utanuio, iHguio n
NHpoHesuto ¢ uenbto obpectn cebs: a voyage of self-dis-
covery [6, c. 38].

MoTuB pyweBHoro 6ecnokoncTBa (anxiety) 3ByumuT u B
cnepytoleli aHTponoMopdHoi metadope, B KOTOPOW WnC-
NMoNb30BaH CTUIINCTUYECKII NMPUEM ONULIETBOPEeHNUs: utterly
consumed with dread [6, c. 12]. In daylight hours, | refused
that thought, but at night it would consume me. What a ca-
tastrophe [6, c. 13].

lepouHIO MPYBOAUT B OTYAsAHbE OCO3HAHME TOTO, YTO OHa
He XxoueT 6epeMeHeTb, He XOUeT METb [eTel, OHa BOCNpU-
HMMAET 3TO HEeXeJlaHME KaK OTKIIOHEHWe OT HOPMbI, MOPO-
yallee ee, 0COOEHHO B CPAaBHEHNY C OLLYLLEHNEM CYACTbS, O
KOTOPOM NoBefana el 3HakoMas MeHL1Ha, PoamnBLLAaA pe-
6eHKa nocse fieyeHns oT becnnoans B TeUeHre HeCKONbKIX
net. OnucbiBasi CBoe NOBeAeHME, aBTOP NpuberaeT K cpas-
HeHuAM, Hanpumep, behave like a madwoman [6, c. 37]. Ta-
KOW CTUAIMCTUYECKMI MPUEM MOXKET COUETaTbCsA C MPYeMOM
anmo3nun: So why was | haunting its halls every night now,
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howling like Medea? [6, c. 17]. Mefiea — 3TO NepCoOHax 13
LpeBHerpeyeckon mudonoruy, Bo3nobieHHas aproHaBTa
flcoHa, KoTopas, Korga AcoH 3alyman XeHUTbCA Ha ApYrow,
ybuna AByx cBoux feTel oT Hero [5, c. 254].

Mpusenem ewle oauH npumep anntosun: My life hung in
limbo [6, c. 21]. Dnn3abeT ULET cnaceHus B penuruu, B bore,
W B flaHHOM CJlyyae Hanvuo Bepbanu3saumna noHAT!A numoba
KaToONMMUeCckon LepKBM — MeCTa MeXAy Paem U agom, rae
npe6bIBalOT AyLUN NPaBeAHNKOB, YMEPLUMX [0 NPULLIECTBUA
XpucTa, 1 Qywmn HeKpeLléHbIX MiajeHLeB; B MepeHOCHOM
(MeTadopurueckom) cmbiCiie 3TO BblpaXKeHWe O3HavaeT Cu-
Tyauuio HeonpeaenéHHOCTU, OHO XapaKTepur3yeT NCuxosno-
rMYecKoe COCTOSAHME FePOUHN B MEPUOA Pa3BOAA C My>KEM.

OnuncbiBaa TAXKenbll Nepuog B CBOEW WU3HW, aBTOpP
aKUeHTpyeT noTpebHOCTb B nomowm 1 nopggepxke. OT-
HOLEHNA C APYIMM MY>KUMHOWN KaXyTCA el CraceHuem, u
OHa 6pOCaeTcsa B 3TN OTHOLLUEHUA OTYAAHHO N HEMEASIS, YTO
UNNIOCTPUPYETCA LIeNoYKon MeTapopryecknx cpaBHeHni: |
dove out of my marriage and into David’s arms exactly the
same way a cartoon circus performer dives off a high plat-
form and into a small cup of water, vanishing completely. |
clung to David for escape from matrriage as if he were the last
helicopter pulling out of Saigon [6, c. 22]. Mbl Bug1m 3aecb
meTadopbl ABMXKEHMA, nepefaHHble rnaronamu dive out,
dive off, cling, vanish. Cema pucka akTyanusmpyetca nytem
CpaBHEHWA CBOEro NOCTYyMKa C TPIOKOM LIMPKOBOIO apTUCTa,
HBIPSAIOLLEro C BbICOTbl B HeGOMblUOe BOAHOW MPOCTPaH-
CTBO; MOTVB OTYaAHbA U MOC/TEeAHEro LWaHca Ha crnaceHue
(«yTOMaoWmMn xBaTaeTca 3a CONIOMUHKY») 3By4WT B CpaB-
HeHun [13BmAaa C NociefHUM BepTONIETOM, 3BaKYMPYIOLWNM
aMepPUKAHCKNX BOEHHbIX nx CaliroHa.

JTlo6oBb MHOMO 3HauuT AnAa dnusabet. OnucbiBaa CBOKO
CNOCOGHOCTb OOUTb, OHA NMOJYEPKUBAET CUITY U TYOUHY,
NCMbITHIBAEMOTO €10 YyBCTBA, CPaBHMBAsA €ro C HAPKOMaHU-
e (addiction, addicted, craving, obsession), cebs C HapKo-
MaHKoW (junkie), nonyyaemoe BHUMaHME — C HAPKOTUKOM
(dose, drug, speedball): korga nOOVMBIN YXOANT, HAUMHAETCA
nomka (turn sick, crazy and depleted): | had become addicted
to David \...\ Addiction is the hallmark of every infatuation-
based love story. It all begins when the object of your adoration
bestows upon you a heady, hallucinogenic dose of some-
thing you never even dared to admit that you wanted - an
emotional speedball, perhaps, of thunderous love and roiling
excitement. Soon you start craving that intense attention, with
the hungry obsession of any junkie. When the drug is with-
held, you promptly turn sick, crazy, and depleted \...\ [6, c.
25]. OgMHOYeCTBO, NCMbITbIBaEMOE reporHeNn, oLyLatoLen
OXNlaXAeHNe OTHOLIEHWI, TaK CUJIbHO Y MYUYUTESIbHO, YTO
OHa CpaBHMBaeT cebA C eiUHCTBEHHbIM XVBbIM CYLLECTBOM,
OCTaBLUEMCA Ha MylaHeTe B pe3yJibTaTe AfepHON KaTacTpo-
obi: \..\ at night, in his bed, | became the only survivor of a
nuclear winter as he visibly retreated from me, more every
day, as though | were infectious [6, c. 26].
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MopguepkuBasa cuny cBoei NtobBKU, aBTOP UCMOMb3yeT
MeTadopy NPOHUKHOBEHUSA BELLECTBa B BELLeCTBO, CPaBHM-
BasA cebs C NpoHuLaemoln membpaHoii: | disappear into the
person | love. | am the permeable membrane [6, c. 86]. Me-
Tadpopa 'l will give you the sun and the rain’ noguepkusaet
rOTOBHOCTb K CAaMOMOXKepTBOBaHMIo [6, . 86].

OnucbiBas cuny CBOMX LYLUEBHbIX MEPeXunBaHWi, nu-
caTesibHMLA NMopon npuberaeT K pa3BepHyTon mMetadope.
Tak, B cnepytolem npumepe Mbl BUAMM Pa3BEPHYTYIO aH-
TpornoMopoHyto MeTapopy, NpefCcTaBnALLLYI0 CO60N UMU-
Tauuto Gecepbl cepaua n yma: My heart skipped a beat and
then flat-out tripped over itself and fell on its face. Then my
heart stood up, brushed itself off, took a deep breath and
announced: “| want a spiritual teacher.” | literally mean that
it was my heart who said this, speaking through my mouth.
| felt this weird division in myself, and my mind stepped out
of my body for a moment, spun around to face my heart in
astonishment and silently asked, “You DO?” “Yes,” replied my
heart. “I do.” Then my mind asked my heart, a tad sarcasti-
cally: “Since WHEN?” [6, c. 31]. C nomoLybto 31O MeTado-
pbl Dnn3abeT XoueT CKasaTb, UTO ee Jylua (cepaue) ocTpo
HY>[aeTcA B JYXOBHOM HacCTaBHUKe, CMOCOOHOM yKas3aTb
eli NyTb W3 XM3HEHHOTO TYMMKa, BO3MOXHO Aa)e BOMpeKy
3[paBOMY CMbICIY.

MpownniocTpupyem ewe oavH NpuMep pPas3BepHYTON
aHTponomopodHoi meTadopsbl: Depression and Loneliness
track me down after about ten days in Italy \...\. | stop to lean
against a balustrade and watch the sunset, and | get to think-
ing a little too much, and then my thinking turns to brooding,
and that’s when they catch up with me \...\. They come upon
me all silent and menacing like Pinkerton Detectives, and
they flank me — Depression on my left, Loneliness on my
right. They don’t need to show me their badges. | know these
guys very well. We've been playing a cat-and-mouse game
for years now [6, c. 60]. TAroCTHble OLLlyLIeHNs Aenpeccum u
OfVHOYeCTBa nepefaHbl MOCPeACTBOM MPUEmMa ONMLETBO-
peHnA N CpaBHEHUA C AeTEeKTVBaMK, BefyLMMM OXOTY Ha
FePOVIHIO, UFPAIOLMMU C HE B KOLIKM-MbILLKN.

BTopas yacTb pomaHa nocslieHa npebbiBaHNO Jnr3a-
6eT B IHauw, B awpame. Lienb 3Ton noesgkn — obpectu ay-
LUIEBHYIO FapPMOHWIO C MOMOLLbIO MOJIUTB, MEAUTALNIA 1 [pY-
FMX AYXOBHbIX MPaKTUK. NocTeneHHo Lenb JOCTUTHYTa: Tak,
HanprMep, aBTOP ONKCbIBAET C MOMOLLbIO MeTahopbl TO, Kak
OHa OfjHaX bl NCMbITasa 6y1aXKeHHOEe COCTOSTHNE eAUHEHUS C
Borom I \...\ sat upon God'’s palm for a few unforgettable mo-
ments in India [6, c. 438]. CTpemAcb TOYHee nepefaTb BOC-
TOpr v rNybrHY CBOEro AyXOBHOIO BO3POXAEHNA, KOTOpoe
npoucxoanT B ee ayule yepes obpalyeHne K bory n obuye-
HMe C HUM, NUcaTenbHMLA aKTUBHO WCMOMb3yeT Bblpa3u-
TeSIbHbIN NOTeHUMan MeTapopryecKux si3bIKOBbIX CPELCTB:

One Thursday afternoon in the back of the temple, right in
the midst of my Key Hostess duties, wearing my nametag and
everything — | am suddenly transported through the portal
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of the universe and taken to the center of God’s palm. \...\
Simply put, | got pulled through the wormhole of the Abso-
lute, and in that rush, | suddenly understood the workings of
the universe completely. | left my body, | left the room, | left
the planet, | stepped through time, and | entered the void. |
was inside the void, but | also was the void, and | was look-
ing at the void, all at the same time. The void was a place of
limitless peace and wisdom. The void was conscious, and it was
intelligent. The void was God, which means that | was inside
God. \..\ | just was part of God. In addition to being God. |
was both a tiny piece of the universe and the same size as the
universe \...\|wondered, “Why have | been chasing happiness
my whole life when bliss was here the entire time?”

I don’t know how long | hovered in this magnificent ether
of union \...\\ And that’s when | started to tumble out of it. \...\
I began to slide back to earth. Then my mind started to real-
ly protest — No! | don't want to leave here! — and | slid further
still. \...\ | could feel myself falling through layer after layer
of illusion, like an action-comedy hero crashing through a
dozen canvas awnings during his fall from a building [6, c.
263-267]. OTa pa3BepHyTas MeTadopa AOCTUrAET KOCMUYe-
CKUX BbICOT B CBOEM OMUCAHMKN BOJILLEOHOIO MyTellecTBus
3a npepenbl CBOEro Tena v MiaHeTbl, MePeHeCEHUA Ha Na-
AoHb bora nocne noneta yepes NycToTy Bakyyma, B pe3ysib-
TaTe Yero repoviHs olyLaet cebs 1 yacTbto bora, 1 YacTbio
BceneHHon. Bepbanusaumns gaHHbIX 3HAYEHWI ONUPAETCA
Ha aKTVBHOE KCMOMb30BaHNE NPOCTPAHCTBEHHbIX MeTadop
(inside God, part of God, the center of God'’s palm, inside the
void, piece of the universe, through the wormhole of the Abso-
lute, through time) n meTadop aBrKeHUA (cM. MeTadopuue-
cKoe ynoTpebieHvie rnaronos chase, crash, enter, fall, hover,
leave, pull, slide, step, take, transport, tumble Bbiwe). Bo3Bpa-
LeHre Ha3apd onucbiBaeTcA H6ornee NpU3eMneHHO 1 MeHee
TOPXKECTBEHHO, CPaBHEHVE C MepCcOoHaXkem, Mafamowmm
KpbILWY BbICOKOTO 3A4aHWSA U B CBOEM MOJieTe MPOpPbIBato-
WM LIOXKUHY MONIOTHAHBIX TEHTOB, MPUAAET W3NOXKEHUIO
IOMOPUCTUYECKMIA OTTEHOK W 3acCTaBAsieT BCMOMHUTb MO-
JIOGHbIN 3M130[ — TPIOK, YaCTO BCTPEYUAIOWNINCA B KOMEANIA-
HbIx dunbmax. OfHaKo 3Ta rraHTCcKas meTadopa eanHEHUA
¢ borom 3aBepLuaeTca BnosiHe BO3BbIWEHHO: God et me go,
let me slide through His fingers with this last compassionate,
unspoken message: You may return here once you have fully
come to understand that you are always here [6, c. 267].

bor gna dnnsabet - yunTesnb, BeayLwmi 13 Tombl (murky
hole of bottomless grief [6, c. 24]) k cBeTy: God never slams
a door in your face without opening a box of Girl Scout
cookies [6, c. 27]. KombrHauma aByx MeTadopryeCcKmX Bbl-
paKeHWU B OHOM BbICKa3blBaHWV NpUaeT eMy Heckosb-
KO LIYTNMBOE 3ByYaHue: MogpasymeBaeTcs, uto bor Bcerga
JaeT Hagexpy v yTelweHue (a box of Girl Scout cookies). bna-
roTBOpHOE BNUAHME NpebbiBaHUA B UHAMACKOM allpame
Ha OyLWeBHOE COCTOsIHME FePOUHUN OMUCHIBAETCS TaKXKe C
NMOMOLLbI0 ObITOBbIX MeTapop, OCHOBAHHbIX Ha aKTyanu-
3aUMM B CO3HAHMM CTaHAAPTHbIX Onepauuii, CBA3aHHbIX C
ybopKOW 1 MpPOBETpMBAHMEM MOMELLEHWIA: your interior
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closets have all been rearranged. \...\ Poisonous relation-
ships get aired out [6, c. 269]. DT meTapopuueckue Bbl-
pa)keHWs — elle OfHO 3BEHO B Lienu onmncaHui npouecca
paboTbl Hag cobor.

JTa e TeMa pacKpblBaeTCA elle B OHON 3ameyvaTesibHO
BbIPA3UTENIbHOW pa3BepHyTON MeTadope, CyTb KOTOPOUN —
obellaHne camolr cebe 0cBOHOXKAATLCA OT AYPHbIX MbIC/EN
1 He JaBaTb UM BO3MOXXHOCTU 3aBnageTb cobol. Metadopa
HauMHaAETCA C NPeAnoXeHuns, B KOTOPOM ynoTpebneH rna-
ron harbor B nepeHOCHOM 3HaueHUM ‘BbiHAWWBATb, NenesTb
(Mblcnn): reporiHa faeT cebe obellaHrie He AOMYCKaTb Hera-
TUBHBIX MbICJielt B cBoe co3HaHue: | will not harbor unhealthy
thoughts anymore [6, c. 237]. anee meTadopa pasBopauu-
BaeTCA, pa3BuBasA obpas raBaHW, KOTOpbI Bepbanmsyetca
MOCPeACTBOM OMOHVMMWUYHON CYOCTaHTUBHON eAuHWLbI
harbor. TaBaHb B NOBECTBOBaHUUN FEPOUHU ONMLETBOPAET
MPOXOA, BefywWwnidi K OCTPOBY: OHa U OCYLLeCTBAAET JOCTYnN
K OCTPOBY, 1 OXPaHAET ero oT HenpoLleHHbIX rocTen. He-
MPOLUEHHbIE TOCTW — 3TO TsKeSble, 3/ble MbIC/W, Hecylyue
HeraTvB, aBTOP AaeT UM XapaKTepuCTUKy uvepe3 obpasbl
Kopabner, CTpemMALWMXCA BONTU B raBaHb, Ha 60pTy KOTO-
pbix 1 6onbHble uymoii (plague ships of thoughts), n pabobl
(slave ships of thoughts), n Boopy»eHHble ronosopesbl (war-
ships of thoughts). 9TOT 0b6pa3HbI psa Aanee yrnybnsertca
N CTAaHOBUTCA YAVBUTENIbHO APKMM 1 Bblpa3uTenbHbiM 6na-
rogapA nepeyrcrieHnto camblX PasHbIX KaTeropuii oTBpaT-
TeJIbHbIX «MACCaKNPOB» — 34€Cb U 0371006/1EHHbIE TONOAHbIE
amurpaHTbl (angry or starving exiles), n nonutuyeckue anc-
cnpeHTbl (malcontents and pamphleteers), 1 MATEXHUKN, 1
youiupl (mutineers and violent assassins), 1 NPOCTUTYTKH,
N cyTeHepbl (prostitutes, pimps), n 3aroBopLurKkm (seditious
stowaways). Bcem nm 3anpelleH BXOA B MUPHYIO raBaHb U
VIM HET JOCTYyra Ha OCTPOB, ONIMLIETBOPAIOLMIA AyLIY U CEPA-
ue dnu3abet. Takum obpasom, aBTop faeT cebe yCTaHOBKY
CTaTb XO3ANKOW CBOEro HaCTPOEHWA 1 BNpeab He fonycKaTb
pa3pywuTtenbHoro a¢deKTa HeraTMBHbIX SMOLMIA, NarybHo
BAUAIOLLMX Ha ee NCUXMYECKOoe U NCUXONOrnyYecKoe CoCTos-
Hue: You may not come here anymore with your hard and abu-
sive thoughts, with your plague ships of thoughts, with your
slave ships of thoughts, with your warships of thoughts —
all these will be turned away. Likewise, any thoughts that are
filled with angry or starving exiles, with malcontents and
pamphleteers, mutineers and violent assassins, desperate
prostitutes, pimps [cymenép] and seditious stowaways —
you may not come here anymore, either. Cannibalistic
thoughts, for obvious reasons, will no longer be received. Even
missionaries will be screened carefully, for sincerity. This is a
peaceful harbor, the entryway to a fine and proud island that
is only now beginning to cultivate tranquillity. If you can abide
by these new laws, my dear thoughts, then you are welcome
in my mind - otherwise, | shall turn you all back toward the sea
from whence you came. That is my mission, and it will never
end[6, c. 237].

MeTadopuueckuin ob6pas raBaHu — 3TO ONINLETBOPEHME
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MCKXONOrMYECKOro COCTOAHNA repouHu, anuTeTsl ‘beat-up’
n ‘storm-worn’ OTCbINAIT K TPYAHbIM MepuofamM B >KU3HU
repowviHu: | pictured the harbor of my mind - a little beat-up,
perhaps, a little storm-worn, but well situated and with a nice
depth [6, c. 237]. [aBaHb BeAeT K OCTPOBY: MeTadopa oCTpo-
Ba ONMLETBOPSAET, Kak OblIo OTMEUYEHO BblLe, LLeHTP, AAPO
NIMYHOCTM TEPOVHU — ee aywy u cepaue. OCTPoB onucbiBa-
eTcA C MOMOLLbIO afibeKTUBHBIX eiuHUL, young, volcanic, fer-
tile, promising: 3Tn meTadopryeckn ynotpebrneHHble CloBa
ABNAIOTCA KOCBEHHbIM OMMCaHNEM HOBOFO XapakTepa Inu-
3a0eT: oHa Mosloda, ropsAYa, NosiHa uaen 1 cun, Ytobbl no-
CTPOUTb HOBYIO CUACT/IMBYIO KU3Hb: The harbor of my mind
is an open bay, the only access to the island of my Self (which
is a young and volcanic island, yes, but fertile and promis-
ing) [6, c. 237]. OcTpoB-ayLy Hago 6epeyb OT rybuUTeNbHOTO
BMELLATESIbCTBA, HYXHO XPaHWTb €r0 3[00POBbIA NMOKOW, OH
HaxoauTCA Nof 3alMTON HOBOW Dnu3abeT: AeATenbHOCT-
HOW, aKTMBHOW, CBOGOAHON B CBOMX nocTynkax: This island
has been through some wars, it is true, but it is now commit-
ted to peace, under a new leader (me) who has instituted
new policies to protect the place [6, c. 237].

B awpame 3nun3abeT BbINOMHAET NOPYUYEHHYIO el pabo-
TY ¥ OQHUM M3 TaKUX MOPYYEHUI ABNAETCA BCTPEYa HOBbIX
rpynn nasoMHUKOB 1 3a00Ta O HYX: AeBYLLKA YyBCTBYET ce6s
co3faHHOV AnA Takon AestenbHocTn (made for, equipped):
As the retreats begin, it is so quickly evident how much | am
made for this job. I'm sitting there at the Welcome Table with
my Hello, My Name Is badge, and these people are arriving from
thirty different countries, and some of them are old-timers but
many of them have never been to India./.../ | can help them. |
am so equipped to help. All the antennas I've ever sprouted
throughout my lifetime that have taught me how to read what
people are feeling /.../. | love all these people, automatically
and unconditionally. | even love the pain-in-the-ass ones. | can
see through their neuroses /.../ [c. 258-259]. Kak ocobeHHO
ApKoe B 3TOW Lenoyke meTapop BblAenaeTca BblpaxeHuve
‘sprouted antennas’ — 3oomopdHasa meTadopa, cosgatolyas
06pa3 HeKoero HaCeKoOMOro C YyBCTBUTENbHbIMU YCUKaMM-
aHTeHHaMK, YyTKO pearvpyowyMm Ha BHELLHWE pa3apaxu-
Tenu. OToT 06pa3 peanusyet cebs B XapaKTepuUCTUKe repou-
HV KaK BHUMATENbHOW 1 MPOHMLATENbHON CIYXXMUTENbHULbI
Xpama U nopdepKMBaeTcs elle ogHol metadopon — ‘see
through neuroses .

McnbiTbiBas Te e UyBCTBa, YTO U €€ MOLOMNEYHbIE, FePO-
WHA nucnonb3yeT Metadopbl, YTOObI ONUCaTb CBOU OLlyLLie-
HVA MofeTa U NapeHns BO BPeMs KOJIEKTVBHOMO CeaHca
MeAuTaLuu, B TOM Yncnie cpaBHUBas ceba ¢ opnamu, napa-
LWVMU Haf NMOBEPXHOCTbIO 3eMW, ONMPAsACh Ha MOTOKM ro-
psayvero Bo3ayxa: | find myself every day lifted on the waves
of their collective devotional intention, much the same way
that certain scavenging birds can ride the thermal heat
waves which rise off the earth, taking them much higher in
the air than they ever could have flown on their own wing-
power [6, c. 263].
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TpeTbA yacTb poMaHa MOBECTBYET O BPEMEHN, NpoBe-
AEHHOM Ha OJHOM 13 MHOOHE3UNCKNX OCTPOBOB — Ha OCTPO-
Be banu. HekoTopoe Bpema Hasag dnm3abeT yxxe nocewla-
na 3T0 MecTo, rae NMo3HakoMUnacb C MeCTHbIM LennuTenem,
KOTOPbI NpefcKasan, YTo OHa elle BEPHETCA Ha OCTPOB,
rae u obpeTeT TO AyLUEBHOE CMOKOWCTBUE, KOTOPOFO el Tak
He xBaTaeT. [MoHauany BTOpasa BCTpeYa C HUM MPOXOAMNa
He oueHb yAayHO, NOCKONbKY Ganuvel 3abbin o npenbiay-
LLiem o6LLEeHNN, YEM OUYEeHb OTrOPYU AEBYLLKY: BEfb OHa TaK
CTpemMunacb CHOBa yBMAETb €ro, OAHAKO HaKOHeL, MyXUnHa
BCMOMHWI1 3113abeT 1 3TO HaMOMHWIO ee rPOMaaHbIM YyB-
CTBOM ObGJieryeHna 1 pajocTi, KOTOPOe OHa OMUCHIBAET C
MoMOLLbl0 pa3BepHyTON MeTadopbl, CPaBHMBAA CBOE YyB-
CTBO CO CMaceHVeM 13 yleALero Ha AHO PeKn aBToMobunA:
The depth of my relief — it’s hard to explain. It takes even me by
surprise. It's like this — it’s like I was in a car accident, and my
car went over a bridge and sank to the bottom of a river
and I'd somehow managed to free myself from the sunken
car by swimming through an open window and then I'd
been frog-kicking and struggling to swim all the way up
to the daylight through the cold, green water and | was al-
most out of oxygen and the arteries were bursting out of
my neck and my cheeks were puffed with my last breath
and then — GASP! - | broke through to the surface and took
in huge gulps of air. And | survived [6, c. 295].

Ha banu 3nr3abeT no3HaeT cyacTbe NtobBM 1 06peTeHUs
YenoBekKa, C KOTOPbIM OHa YyBCTBYeT cebsl yMUPOTBOPEHHO
1 CMOKOWMHO: OYEBMAHO, LieSib ee MyTewecTBna JOCTUMHYTa.
MoppiToXMBaA pe3ynbraTbl paboTbl Hag coboi, aBTOP MNoA-
YepKrBaeT BaXXHOCTb MPOABNEHUA CBOEN feATeIbHOCTHOM
HaTypbl, peanvsaunm akTMBHOro Havana: | was not rescued by
a prince; | was the administrator of my own rescue [c. 439].
OnucbiBas BOOGpa)kaeMblii Ananor mexgy cobomn IoHON U
coboi1 MOB3pOC/EeBLUE U NOMYAPEBLLEN, OHa NpuberaeT K
6oTaHUuYeckon metadope, CpaBHMBasA cebs MONoOAYHO C e-
nypem n cebs e B3pocnyto co 3penbiM gybom: The younger
me was the acorn full of potential, but it was the older me, the
already-existent oak, who was saying the whole time: «Yes -
grow! Change! Evolve! « [6, c. 439].

’KuBs Ha ocTpoBe, reponHA NPOAOSIXKaeT CBOW MefuTa-
TUBHbIE NPAKTMKW, HE OCTaBNAA HaNPAKEHHON PaboTbl Haf
coboii. C nomolblo ouyepeHON pa3BepHYTON aHTporo-
MopdHol MeTadopbl OHa ONUCHIBAET BO3MOXKHble TPYAHO-
CTV 1 Npobnembl, KOTOpble BEPOATHbI Ha MyTU K BepLunHe
JOYyXOBHOro camocoBepLueHcTBa: | knew that | was not yet fin-
ished for good, that my anger, my sadness and my shame
would all creep back eventually, escaping my heart, and oc-
cupying my head once more. \...\ But my heart said to my
mind in the dark silence of that beach: “I love you; | will never
leave you, | will always take care of you.” That promise floated
up out of my heart, and | caught it in my mouth and held it
there [6, c. 437].

Pabote Hag coboi HeT nepepbiBa, AyweBHOE CMATEHNE
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dnu3abeT cpaBHMBaeT ¢ nonem 6oa: My unhappy mind was
a battlefield of conflicted demons [6, c. 432]. MeHwWMHa
nbiTaeTcA HanTK 6anaHc mMexay NMYHOCTHOW cBob6omON 1
npeponpegeneHHocTblo. Obnekaa CBOM MbICIM B MeTa-
dopuryeckyto GopmMy, OHa CTPOUT CTPYKTYPY W3 HECKOMb-
Knx obpasos: 34ecb 1 06pa3 MapMOHETKN — 6e3BONbHOroO
opyaua B pykax bora, n obpas KanvTtaHa — Xx03AMHa CBOEMN
cynbObl, 1 06pa3 LMPKOBOro apTUCTa, MYaLLeroca no Kpy-
ry apeHbl, CTOS OQHOBPEMEHHO Ha CMVHAX ABYX JIOWafaen,
1 obpa3 camux noLagen, ofHa U3 KOTOPbIX ONMLEeTBOPSAET
cynbby, apyras — Bonto. [eporiHA 3ajaeTca BONPOCOM O TOM,
roe rpaHuua ee BoONeusbABNEHUA, Fae OHa CBOOOAHA B Bbl-
6ope CBOEro XM3HEHHOro NyTU 1 rae oHa 6eccunbHa nepen
npegonpeneneHnemM cCBbilwe (Ha Kakylo nowagb CTaBUTb?):
Man is neither entirely a puppet of the gods, nor is he entirely
the captain of his own destiny; he’s a little of both. We gallop
through our lives like circus performers balancing on two
speeding side-by-side horses — one foot is on the horse called
“fate,” the other on the horse called “free will.” And the ques-
tion you have to ask every day is — which horse is which? Which
horse do | need to stop worrying about because it's not under
my control and which do | need to steer with concentrated ef-
fort? [6, c. 235]

OpyLweBnAa CBOW rHeB, CTbi4 U CBOW MbIC/Y, dnu3abet
BOCMpPOM3BOANUT beceny C HUMM B MOMbITKE pa3obpaTbca B
cebe 1 cBOUX NPob6eMax, YToObl MOSIOKNTb KOHEL, UCTOYHM-
Ky TOCK/ 1 lenpeccum 1 HanTu Opory K cyacTbto: [ said to my
mind, «This is your chance. Show me everything that is causing
you sorrow. \...\ One by one, the thoughts and memories of
sadness raised their hands, stood up to identify themselves.
\...\ Then I said to my mind, “Show me your anger now.” One
by one, my life’s every incident of anger rose and made itself
known. \..\ “Show me your shame,” | asked my mind. Dear God,
the horrors that | saw then. A pitiful parade of all my failings
\...\. When I tried to invite these units of shame into my heart,
they each hesitated at the door, saying, “No — you don’'t want
mein there”[6, c. 436]. CHOBa NOBTOPAETCA MOTUB Pa3fBOEH-
HOro CO3HaHWsA, MOTMB 60PbObI NPOTVBOMONOMKHBIX Hayan:
This went on for hours, and | swung between these mighty
poles of opposite feelings — experiencing the anger thor-
oughly for one bone-rattling moment, and then experiencing
a total coolness, as the anger entered my heart as if through
a door, laid itself down, curled up against its brothers and
gave up fighting [6, c. 436]. [locnegHne KOMMOHEHTbI 3TOW
pa3BepHyTOl MeTadopbl ONNLETBOPEHWSA, rae FHeB, NMoxo-
e, CpaBHUBAETCA C OMALUHMM MNCOM (BXOAWT B fiBEPb, NO-
XKUTCA YMUPOTBOPEHHO, CBEPHYBLUNCH KanlaumkoMm, PAgOM C
cobpaTbAMM), BbI3bIBAIOT B CO3HaHMM 00pa3 MeHLLMHbI, 06-
peTLei Kenaemblil NOKOW 1 AyLIEeBHbIN 6anaHc.

Ha banu 3nu3abeT BCTpevaeT 4YesloBEKa, B KOTOPOM
OHa BUAWT MYyXXYMHY, [OCTOMHOro ee no6su: 310 Menu-
ne, 6usHecMeH, rpaxaaHuH bpasunun. Y geBylikn Bcerga
6blna NOTPe6bHOCTb B MOAAEPKKE U onope, ANA OnucaHua
KOTOPOI OHa MCnosnb3yeT meTadopbl, HaNnPUMep, FOBOpPA O
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MPOLLUbIX OTHOLIEHUAX C My>eM, oHa nuweT: \...\ he was still
my lighthouse and my albatross in equal measure [6, c. 14],
CpaBHMBasA ero posib B CBOEN XM3HM C MasKOM, OCBeLlalo-
WemM 1 MoKasblBawLeM nyTb, U C anbbaTpocom — NTuuen,
CUMBOJIM3UPYIOLLEN CUSTY U CMOCOOGHOCTb MPOTUBOCTOATb
ynapam cyfb6bl. ABTOp HaxoguT MeTadopbl 1 Ans onmncaHua
olyLeHMs 3npopun, KOTopoe aaput e obuieHre ¢ Oenu-
re, OHa oLyLlaeT ceba HebecHbIM cBeTUnoMm (I am capable of
being somebody’s sun [6, c. 414]), BOKpYr KOTOPOro «BpalLa-
eTcA» oboxatowuin ee MyxkumHa: I can feel him going into a
kind of orbit around me, making me the key directional set-
ting for his compass, growing into the role of being my atten-
dant knight [6, c. 413-414]. O61ecTBO NOGMMOrO MYUUHbI
npugaet en cubl, gylla HaMoOJHAETCA YpPaBHOBELIEHHbIM
CMOKOWCTBUEM, KOTOPOTro Inr3abeT Tak AONTO He XBaTaso,
KOTOpOe OHa Tak Jonro uckana: I am so relaxed now that |
kind of slide into meditation like it’s a bath prepared by my
lover. \...\ | disappear into grace, hovering over the void
like a tiny seashell balanced on a teaspoon [6, c. 395]. [na-
ronl slide \ ckonezume 1 hover \ napume, ynotpebneHHble
MeTadopuryeCcKy, BbI3bIBAOT B CO3HaHMM 06pa3 MiaBHOroO,
NPUATHOTO ABWKEHWSA, OTpPakasi COCTOsAHME ONIaXKEeHCTBa,
ncnbiTbiBaemoe repouviHeit. MocnepoBatenbHOCTb MeTadop,
KaK Obl HAHV3bIBAEMbIX OHA Ha APYryto, CO3AAET Kanengo-
ckon o6pa3oB: Norpy»eHne B COCToAHME paccnabneHHom
COCPefoTOYEHHOCTU BO BPEMSA MeauTaLmn accoummpyeTcs
C MPVIHOCALLMM HACNaXAEHME NMOrPYXEHNEM B MATKYIO MeHy
BaHHbl, NPUIrOTOBMIEHHON pyKamMu Nt0OMMOro, 3aTemM BO3HU-
KaeT 0bpa3 norpykeHuns B 6narofatb, HaKOHeL, BEKTOP ABU-
XKeHMA MEeHAETCA, Ha CMeHY MOrPYKEHWI0 NPUXOAUT ABU-
XeHue BBepX U1 NoABNAETCs 06pa3 NapeHusa Hag nycToTomn,
aKLEHTUPYeMbI MO3TUYHLIM CPaBHEHMEM C KPOLIEYHON
MOPCKOW pakoBUHOW, banaHcmpytoLLell Ha KOHUKKe YaliHOM
NOXEYKN.

NHTepecHana KynuHapHas (racTpoHomMuuyeckas) metado-
|pa BCTPeYaeTcs B ONMCaHUN SMN30A40B Havasia OTHOLLEHWI C
Denvine: reponHsA YyBCTBYET, KaK MEHSAETCA €€ MMPOOLLyLLe-
HVe, HO OfHOBPEMEHHO OHa MOHUMAET, UTO C NPEBPALLEHU-
€M B HOBYI0 cebs He cieflyeT TOpOnUTbCS, AJ1A SKCNINKaLum
CBOErO OLLYLEHNA HEMOIHOW FOTOBHOCTY K BCTYMJIEHUIO B
OTHOLLEHMSA NTI06BM OHA UCMOSb3yeT 06pa3 TONbKO YTO 1cne-
YEeHHOro TOPTa, KOTOPOMY HaZlo AaTb OCTbITb, MPEXAEe Yem
MNPUCTYNUTb K 3aBepLUAOLMM MAHUMNYNALMAM MOKPbITUS
rnasypsbto: \...\ some vital transformation is happening in my
life, and this transformation needs time and room in order
to finish its process undisturbed. That basically, I’'m the cake
that just came out of the oven, and it still needs some more
time to cool before it can be frosted [6, c. 378].

MosiBneHne QPenvne B XU3HM Dnn3abeT OKa3blBaeTCsA
CMMBOJIOM Mepexofa K cBobofe OT KOMMNEKCOB U YCNOB-
HOCTeW, KOTOpble MHOTMe rofibl CTOANN Ha ee NyT 1 MeLla-
NN PafoBaTbCA KU3HW. [NaHMpPya yXo[ OT My»a 1 nyTeLue-
CTBME MO TPeM CTpaHaMm, B Hayane KHUrM, reponHA nuwet
O TPOMagHOWM YCTanoCTU OT CBOEWN 3aperynnpoBaHHOM
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Xun3Hu: | feel so overwhelmed with duty, tired of being the
primary breadwinner and the housekeeper and the social
coordinator and the dog-walker and the wife and the soon-
to-be mother [6, c. 37]. OHa NULLIET, YTO, ABNAACH TUMUYHbIM
nprmepom 06bIYHOTO aMeprKaHLLa, OHa CTpajaeT OT CBOM-
CTBEHHOW ee CcOOTeYeCTBEHHMKAM HamnacTu — HeCrnocobHo-
CTV paccnabutbca n cOpocuTb rpy3s NoBCceaHEBHbIX 3ab60T:
great sad American stereotype — the overstressed executive
who goes on vacation, but who cannot relax [6, c. 80]. Ha banu
dnmn3abeT CTaHOBMTCA APYro — ypaBHOBELLEHHOW, CNIOKOW-
HOW, CYaCTIMBOW, YeMy CNocobCTBYeT 1 paboTa Haf cobol,
B TOM umcnie BO Bpems npebbiBaHua B Utanum n UHgum, n
obuieHne c Qenvne. VIMEHHO NO3TOMY OHa CpaBHKBaeT
NPOTUBOMOCKUTHbIV Monor Hag ux obwein ¢ Genune no-
CTenblo C NOIOTHOM MapallioTa, YHOCALWMUM ee NpoYb C ca-
MOJIeTa, KOTOPbIV BbICTYNaeT 34eCb CMBOIOM U3HEHHOW
HecBobopbl: What | mostly remember about that night is the

billowy white mosquito netting that surrounded us. How it
looked to me like a parachute. And how | felt like | was now
deploying this parachute to escort me out the side exit of
the solid, disciplined airplane which had been flying me
during these few years out of A Very Hard Time in My Life
[6, c. 384].

Takim 06pa3om, NMPOBEAEHHDbIN aHaNU3 HarfsagHO Mo-
Ka3blBaeT, HaCKOMbKO 3GPeKTUBHO MOXET UCMONb30BaThCA
A3blkoBas MeTadopa B CO3LaHUN 0OPa3HON KapTuHbI Xy-
JOOXeCTBEHHOrO Npov3BefeHna. B gaHHOM criyyae mmeet
CMbICT TOBOPUTb O CEMAHTMUYECKOWN CBA3M aKTyanusupo-
BaHHbIX B TEKCTe MeTadhopUuUecKrx Mogesnei, 0bpasyoLmx
onpeneneHHy0 CMbIC/IOBYIO CETb, OTPaXKaloLLylo KOHLENTY-
anbHY OCHOBY 0600LLEHHON MOAENY — MOLENN LBUXKEHUSA,
KOTOPYIO MOXHO CYMTaTb AOMWHAHTHOWN B paccMaTpuBae-
MOM KOHTEKCTE.
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