AKTYAJIBHI ITIPOBJIEMU POMAHO-TEPMAHCBKX MOB I METOJUKU
IX BUKJIAJAHHSA

BikTopis Koznosa

®YHKIIOHAJIbHI ACIIEKTHU 3BEPTAHHS IPU PEAJIIBALIIL
MOBJIEHHEBOI'O BIIVIUBY B JIOMIHAHTHOMY
ITAPEHTAJIBHOMY JUCKYPCI

3BepTaHHs € (PYHKI[IOHAJIBHO 3HAYyIIUM KOMIIOHEHTOM KOMYHIKaTUBHOI
B3a€EMOJIii  IHTEPAKTAHTIB JIOMIHAHTHOTO MapeHTaJIbHOTO  JIUCKYpCY, IO
pO3rOpTa€EThCS B CHUTYyalllIX JIOMIHYBaHHS 1 Tependayae KOMYHIKATHBHY
JIOMIHaIII0 OaThbKIB 3a PaxyHOK aKIIEHTYBaHHS BJIACHOI CTaTyCHOI Ie€peBar.
Bigirpatoun BaJIMBY pojib B OpraHi3ailii MI»KOCOOMCTICHOI B3a€MO/IIi, 3BEPTaHHS
3a0e3neyye BCTAHOBJICHHS Ta MIATPUMKY KOHTAKTy MIK IHTEpPAKTaHTAMH, €
3ac000M  peryismii  iXHIX MIDKOCOOMCTICHMX BIJTHOCHH, 1J€HTU(DIKATOPOM
KOMYHIKaTHBHOI ~ CTpaTerii MOBLIB Ta IXHbOIO €MOLIMHOICHUXOJIOTTYHOTO
CTaBJICHHS /10 CIIBPO3MOBHHMKA. MOBJICHHEBUH BIUIMB TPAaKTYIOTh SIK BIUIMB Ha
IHAUBIAYaJIbHY Ta/4M KOJEKTUBHY CBIJIOMICTbH 1 MOBEIIHKY, IO 3[1ACHIOETHCS 3a
paxyHOK TIOBIIOMJICHb 3BHWYaiiHOIO MoBoro [1]. B ymoBax peami3aritii
MOBJICHHEBOTO BIUIMBY B JOMIHAHTHOMY MapeHTAIbHOMY IHUCKYpCl 3BEpTaHHS
BUKOHY€E  COLIAJIbHO-PETJIAMEHTYIO4Y Ta  EKCHPECHUBHOEMOUIWHY  (YHKIIII.
3acTocyBaHHS OaThbKaMHM TIOBHOTO BJIACHOTO IMEHI Yy TO€JHAHHI 3 MPI3BUIIEM
JUTAHUA IMIUTIKY€ JAOMIHAHTHUM COLIQJIBHUN CcTaTyc OaThKiB, 1HGOPMYIOYH PO
BCTAHOBJICHHSI MIDK aJpECaHTOM 1 ajapecaToM TeBHOI mucraiii. [lpu mpomy
3BepTaHHS BUKOHYE COLIIaJIbHO-PETIaMEeHTYI0Uy (DYHKIIIIO:

“Hi?” Rosie asked when she drew near. “You are in disgrace, Rosie
Ferguson. You blew off a match —” (4. Lamott, P.184).

3miHa (¢GopmH 3BepTaHHS B TIPOLIECI PO3TOPTAHHS KOMYHIKaTUBHOI
B3a€MO/Iii, TOOTO TMepexis BiJ CKOPOYEHOTO /10 TOBHOTO OCOOMCTOrO IMEHi, BKazye
Ha 3aMiHy THYYKOi TAaKTHUKM TOBEAIHKM aJpecaHTa Ha OUIbII >KOPCTKY.

InenTudikaropom 11i€i TEHIEHII CcTae 3aMiHa HEMPSIMUX TUPEKTHBIB Ha MPSIMI,



MOsIBa HETATUBHO-OI[IHHOI JIEKCUKH Ta XapaKTep MPOCOIWYHOI CKIAJ0BOI PEIUIiKU
ajJipecaHTa:

“Well, there’s nothing you can do. And I don't think you should see
something like that, Tan.” “Oh, no!” She was belligerent now. “What should I see,
Mom? Dinner parties on the East Side, evenings in Greenwich with the Durning
clan? That’s the worst 71 crock of crap I've ever heard. My best friend has just
had his ass shot off in Vietnam, and you don’t think I should do something like
that.” “Don’t be so cynical, Tana” Jean Roberts sounded firm
(D. Steel: The Gift, P. 210).

Jlis MOBILE B JIOMIHAHTHUX CHTYAIlisIX CIIJIKyBaHHS B IMapeHTAILHOMY
JUCKYpCl MPUTAMaHHUM € 3aCTOCYBaHHS €MOLIIHO-OLIHHUX 3BEpPTaHb 3 METOIO
EKCIUTIKAIll CBOTO CTABJICHHS JI0 CHIBpO3MOBHUKA. HeraTuBHO-OIIHHE 3BEpTaHHS,
TOOTO 3BEpTaHHA-TICHOpATHB, IO MPEJACTABICHO CIIOJYYCHHAM IMEHHUKOBOTO Ta
NPUKMETHUKOBOTO  KOMIIOHEHTIB 3  ¢akyibraTuBHUM  enemeHntom  little,
3aCTOCOBYETHCS AJPECAHTOM PA30M 3 MIPSIMUMHU KOHCTATUBAMU JJI 1HTEHCU(IKAIT
edexTy He3aaoBOJICHHS misimMu aapecata: ‘| hate it that you lied, you rotten little
shit, ” said Elizabeth (A. Lamott, P. 185).

3BepTaHHs B €KCHPECUBHO-eMOLINHIA (PYHKIIT MOXe OyTH MpeaCcTaBIECHO
CTIOMYYEHHSIM TPHUKMETHHKA, IO Ja€ eMOLIWHY XapaKTepHCTUKY aapecara, Ta
IMEHHUKA, KW 4aCTO HAJICKUTH JIO PO3MOBHOI chepH BKUBaHHS. 3aiiMEHHUK you
crae iHTeHCU(IKATOPOM eKCIpecuBHOCTI perutiku: “Fun!” Maurice covered his
hands to stop the flickering lights, but they were still there. “I hope you find it fun.
Let me tell you, you are going to regret this. I didn’t realize what a bloody fool you
were. You could get yourself killed, you stupid ass” (A. Baker, P. 70).

OcoOMMBICTIO 3aCTOCYBaHHS TaKMX THUIIIB 3BEpTaHHS € iXHS «(]iHaIbHA
NO3ULIsH» B CTPYKTYpl MNOBIIOMIICHHS. BigOyBaeTbcsi MOCTYHMOBUM THCK Ha
azpecaTa 3a PAaxXyHOK 3aJly4eHHS MOBJICHHEBOTO aKTy MEHACHBY, OOpazIMBOi
JICKCUKH, KaTeropii MOJAIBbHOCTI 3 JIECIIOBOM HEraTHBHOI CEMaHTUKH, IO
CTBOPIOE €EKT KaTerOpHYHOCTI Ta JOMIHYBaHHS aJipecanTa. 3BepTaHHATICHOpaTHB

CTa€ JOJAATKOBMM apryMEHTOM B apceHasli 3aco0iB BIUITMBY MOBIIS. EMOIIIHO-



OILIIHHI 3BEpPTaHHA, II0 HE MAalOTh EKCIUTIIMUTHUX O3HAK HETaTUBHOCTI, TaKOX
3aJIy4al0ThCsl MOBIIEM B JJOMIHAHTHUX CHUTYaIlISIX 1HTepakiiitHoi B3aemoii. dopma
€MOLIIHO-OI[IHHOTO 3BEPTAHHS BXKUBAETHCS Yy CHOJIYYEHHI 3 MPUKMETHHKOM
young, 1o CeMaHTH3y€ BIKOBI XapaKTEPUCTUKHU ocoOucTocTi. EdexT HeraTuBHOI
OIIIHKK ajipecaTa JOCATAEThCSA JUIIE 3a PaxyHOK 3MICTY PEIUTIKH B IIUIOMY.
[TpoBinHy ponb mpu LBOMY Bifirpae HeBepOandbHA CKianoBa (TOMIAI) SK 3acid
imenTudikarii oOypeHHs ajpecaHTa:

The salad dressing shoots out in a great whoolish and lands half on my
plate and half on the tablecloth. “Now look what you've done!” Mum shouts, and |
think she’s overreacting. “It’s not that bad,” I say, trying to scoop it up on my
knife. 72 “You don’t have to spend all day, every day washing and ironing, young
lady!” she tells me, her face contorted with anger (A. Eires, P. 22).

OTxe, mpu peanizauili MOBJIEHHEBOTO BIUIMBY y  JOMIHAHTHOMY
MapeHTaIbHOMY JHCKYpCl 3BEpTaHHs, IO MpeACTaBieHO (opMaMH IMEHI B
COIIaJIbHO-PETJIAMECHTYIOYI  Ta  €MOIIIMHO-OIIHOYHUMHM  HOMIHAIlIsIMH B
EKCIPECUBHO-EMOIIINHIN (QYHKIIAX, 1IEHTUPIKYE €MOIIIHO-OI[IHHE CTaBJICHHS
aJipecaHTa JI0 aapecara, a TaKOkK €KCIUTIKYe€ KOMyHIKATUBHY 1HTECHIIIIO MOBIISL.
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