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OYHKIUA KAPTUH ITIPOCTPAHCTBA
B CTPYKTYPE XYJIOXECTBEHHOI'O TEKCTA

H.B. CoyioBbéBa

TBepckoli rocyIapCTBEHHBII YHUBEPCUTET, TBEpPh

B cratbe 00CyXaroTCst ANHAMUYECKHUE XapaKTEPUCTUKHU XyA0KECTBEHHOTO IIPOCTPaH-
cTBa. J[MHaAMMKa ONpeIMEUYEeHHOr0 aBTOPOM IIPOCTPAHCTBA KAaK TONOCA, COCPEAOTOUEH-
HOTO BOKPYT NEPCOHaXa, MPEAOCTABISET YUTATEII0 BO3MOXKHOCTH CHAEIATh BBIBOJBI
KaK O ero 3HaYMMOCTH JIJIs Pa3BUTHSI CIOXKETA, TaK U O TOM, KAKUM 00pa3oM aBTOp BBO-
JIUT JEHCTBYIOUINX JIUI] B CIOXKETHYIO KaHBY.

Kniouegvie cnoga: mexcm, crodicem, Mup mekcma, nepcoHadlc, monoc.

Ob6cyxaas mpobiaeMy BHECIOKETHBIX BKIIIOYCHUH B XyI0KECTBEHHBII TEKCT,
MBI /IEIaeM IOTBITKY PELINTH JIBA BOIPOCA, CBA3aHHBIX C BOCIPUATHEM TeKcTa: 1) Bo-
MIPOC O MPUYMHAX TAKUX BKIIOUYECHHUH U UX BIMSHUM HA Pa3BUTHE CIOXKETa U 2) O TOM,
KaKiM 00pa3oM cOYeTaHHE BHECIOKETHBIX, HEAMHAMHUYHBIX, BKIIIOUYCHUH B XyI0Ke-
CTBEHHBIN TEKCT BIMSET HA AUHAMUKY PAa3BUTHsI CIO’KETa M, COOTBETCTBEHHO, aBTOP-
cKoro moBecTBoBaHUs. OTTankuBasich oT B3rsinoB FO.M. Jlotmana [1; 2] Ha cTpyK-
TYpbI XyJOXXECTBEHHOI'O TEKCTa, pACCMOTPUM MEXaHHU3M, B Ipesenax KOTOpOro 3Tu
CTPYKTYpPBI B3aUMOJIEUCTBYIOT B XyJJO’)KECTBEHHOM TEKCTE.

Mup TekcTa npeacTaBisieT co00H MPOCTPAHCTBO, (POPMHUPYIOLIEE YUTATEIb-
CKO€ BOOOpakeHHe, HaJleNEHHOE MPEMETHOCTBIO U 00pa3HOCTBIO TaK, KaK MpeaMeT-
HOCTBIO HATIOJIHEHO OKpY’Kalollee MHANBHA IPOCTPAHCTBO B BUJIE KOHKPETHBIX 00b-
eKkToB. Takoe MpoCTpaHCTBO OMPENEICHO B KaYECTBE TOMOCA, 00JIaAA0IIEro ONpee-
JNEHHBIMU JVUHAMAYHBIMU U CTaTHYHBIMU XapakTepucTukaMu. IloHATHE croxkera He
TOJIBKO CBSI3aHO C TAKUM XY/10’KECTBEHHBIM ITPOCTPAHCTBOM, HO pa3BUTHE CIOKETa He-
BO3MOXHO BHE €ro. BaskHo, 07jHaKo, TO, 4TO 3a H300pakeHUEM Bellel U MPeIMETOB,
B OKPY>KEHHH KOTOPBIX MPOUCXOISAT CIOKETHBIE COOBITHS, IPOCTPAHCTBEHHBIE OTHO-
LIEHHs BBICTPAaUBalOTCA B cucTeMy, Kotopyto F0.M. JloTmaH Ha3bIBaeT «CTPYKTypoit
Tomocay. B mpenenax Takodl CTPYKTYpbl OCYIIECTBIISIETCS OpraHU3allus M paccra-
HOBKa MEPCOHAKEH B XyIOKECTBEHHOM KOHTHHYyME, rzie (OpPMHUpPYIOTCS HEIpo-
CTPaHCTBEHHBIE OTHOIIICHHS TEKCTA.

PaccmoTpum ganee To, B Kakoi cucreMe (GOpMHUPYIOTCS B3aUMOCBSI3H KapTHH
MIPOCTPAHCTBA KaK BHECIOKETHBIX BKJIIOUEHUH C CIOKETOM, KaKOBa UX JMHAMHKa U
(GyHKLUS B X0/l Pa3BEPTHIBAHUS XYyI0’KECTBEHHOI'O TeKCTa. B kadecTBe mimoctpa-
LMY BOCIIOJIb3yeMcs TekcToM pomana @.C. durypkepanbaa «Bemukuii ['aTcOn» [2].

[TpocTpaHCTBO B XyI0KECTBEHHOM TEKCTE — KaK U B PEATbHOCTH — 00J1a1aeT
XapakTepucTUKoN Macitada, 00bEMa, NPOTHKEHHOCTH, JIOKATU3ALMH, & TAKXKE CBOM-
CTBOM MEHSTh 00BbEM:

It was a matter of chance that | should have rented a house in one of the strangest
communities in North America. It was on that slender riotous island which extends
itself due east of New York — and where there are, among other natural curiosities,
two unusual formations of land. Twenty miles from the city a pair of enormous eggs,
identical in contour and separated only by a courtesy bay, jut out into the most do-
mesticated body of salt water in the Western hemisphere, the great wet barnyard of
Long Island Sound. They are not perfect ovals — like the egg in the Columbus story,
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they are both crushed flat at the contact end — but their physical resemblance must
be a source of perpetual confusion to the gulls that fly overhead. to the wingless a
more arresting phenomenon is their dissimilarity in every particular except shape
and size.

ITepBoHaYATBHO 33aHHBINA 00HEM KAPTHHA C BHICOTHI ITHYBETO MOJETA) MO~
CTETICHHO CYXKaeTCs U KOHIICHTPUPYETCsl BOKPYT 00pa3a MepcoHaxa:

I lived at West Egg, the — well, the less fashionable of the two, though this is a most
superficial tag to express the bizarre and not a little sinister contrast between them.
my house was at the very tip of the egg, only fifty yards from the Sound, and squeezed
between two huge places that rented for twelve or fifteen thousand a season. The
one on my right was a colossal affair by any standard — it was a factual imitation of
some Hotel de Ville in Normandy, with a tower on one side, spanking new under a
thin beard of raw ivy, and a marble swimming pool, and more than forty acres of
lawn and garden. It was Gatsby’s mansion. Or, rather, as I didn’t know Mr. Gatsby,
it was a mansion inhabited by a gentleman of that name. My own house was an
eyesore, but it was a small eyesore, and it had been overlooked, so | had a view of
the water, a partial view of my neighbor’s lawn, and the consoling proximity of
millionaires — all for eighty dollars a month.

[pocTpaHcTBO B poMaHe MEHsIeT CBOW 00beM B HAMPABJICHHU «OT OOJBILIETO K
MEHBIIEMY», COKpaIIasich 70 TaKHX pa3MepoB, KOrJa OHO OOCTyIaeT JIM0O 00XBaThIBaeT
nepcoHaxka. MOMEHT Cy)XeHHS TIPOCTPAHCTBA 10 «HEIOCPEICTBEHHOTO OKPYKEHHSD) TIPO-
HCXOJIUT IUIaBHO: OT «reorpadumy Kak MacmTabHOTO MPOCTPAHCTBEHHOTO TOIOCA aBTOP
HEPEXOUT K OBITOBBIM JIETAISIM, 33 CYET KOTOPBIX, OYEBHIHO, OH COKpAIaeT MacIITad Xy-
JI0’KECTBCHHON KapTHHBI MPOCTPAHCTBA, M (POKYC aBTOPCKOro BHHUMAaHHMS Bce Ooliee KOH-
HEHTPHUpPYETCs Ha HEMIOCPEICTBEHHOM OKPYKEHHH ITEPCOHaXKa:

I had a dog — at least I had him for a few days until he ran away — and an old Dodge
and a Finnish woman, who made my bed and cooked breakfast and muttered Finnish
wisdom to herself over the electric stove.

[TepconaxkxeM, BOKPYr KOTOPOTO TaKMM OOpa3oM CYKaeTcs MPOCTPAHCTBO
TEKCTa, SBJISIETCS] PACCKa3YUK — U UMEHHO «ETr0 NMPOCTPAHCTBO» CTAHOBUTCS OTIPaB-
HOM TOYKOH 17151 pa3BUTHS COOBITUIHON JINHUU CIOJKETA.

Kak npaBuiio, B MOMEHT MaKCHMAIILHOTO CY)KEHHsI MIPOCTPAHCTBEHHOTO TO-
10Ca YUTATEIb BIIEPBbIE CIBILINUT MIPSIMYIO0, THOO HECOOCTBEHHO-IIPSAMYIO peyb I1EPCOo-
Ha)ka, KOTOpasi BEIBOAUT €ro U3 0eCCOOBITUHHON TEKCTOBOW CTPYKTYpPbI B COOBITHIA-
HBIH psit. BHavase 3To NpouCXOauUT 3a NIpeAesIaMi OCHOBHOM CHOKETHOM JINHUU, JIUILb
«HA TIOJICTYIE» K He, HO BAXKHO, TIPEXKJIE BCETO, TO, YTO MIEPCOHAK-PACCKAZUHK 37IECh
«O’KUBAET» JAJISl YATATENs], a, TOMEIIEHHBIN TeTepb B MPOCTPAHCTBO TEKCTA, OH «00-
peTaeT PU3NUECKyI0 )Ku3HbY». OIHAKO OBITHE TEKCTOBOTO IIEPCOHAXKA JIUIIIECHO (PU3HO0-
norun. JKU3Hb COCpeIOTOUYEHA BOKPYT €r0 MYIICBHBIX JBWKEHHI, KOTOPBIC JIaHBI B
aM(paTHIECKHUX CTPYKTYpax U 4acTO CHAOKEHBI CIIOBAaMU-yCHIUTENsAMU (intensifiers),
JIEKCHYECKHUMH TTOBTOPaMH THIa SO much — so much:

There was so much to read, for one thing, and so much fine health to be pulled
down out of the young breath-giving air.
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SMOHI/IH NEepCoOHAKa MOKET OBITEH TAKKE HCMPSAMO IaHa B BUAC CMBICTIA «KI103-
TUYCCKasA pOMaHTHU3alUsA», U o@opMneHa CHCHI/I(l)I/I‘{HOI‘/'I YAapHOCTBIO Ha OCHOBE aji-
JIUTECpalun TEKCTA, rA€ CIBIINICH «IIOATUYECKHM II1ary MOBECTBOBAHUS:

It was lonely for a day / or so / until one morning / some man, / more recently arrived
/ than I, / stopped me on the road /. “How do you get / to West Egg village?” / he
asked / helplessly /. I told him. And / as | walked on / | was lonely / no longer. / |
was a guide, / a pathfinder, / an original / settler.

Bcenen 3a Takoro posia ¢hoKyCHPOBKOH MPOUCXOIUT BKITFOUCHUE TIEPCOHAXKA B
COCTaB OCHOBHOW CIO)KETHOM JIMHUU TEKCTa, KOTopas OepeT CBOE HA4ajo W3 Mpo-
CTPAHCTBEHHBIX OTHOIICHUIA:

Across the courtesy bay the white palaces of fashionable East Egg glittered along
the water, and the history of the summer really begins on the evening | drove over
there to have dinner with the Tom Buchanans.

Hammm paccyxaeHus npuBoJsT cpa3y K HEKOTOPHIM MPOMEXYTOUYHBIM BBIBO-
naM: 1) B mpenenax MakCUMaJIbHOTO 110 MaclTady MpOCTPAHCTBA Xy0KECTBEHHOTO
TEKCTa MOXET COCYIIECTBOBATh HECKOJIbKO BKJIIOUEHHBIX B HErO Pa3HbIX XYyH0XKe-
CTBEHHBIX IIPOCTPAHCTB; 2) KAKJI0€ U3 HUX AAET HAYAJIO HOBOM CIOKETHOM JTUHUH U
3) BBOIUT, COOTBETCTBEHHO, HOBOT'O TIEPCOHAXKA B COCTAB CIOXKeTa; 4) MacmTad Xymo-
KECTBEHHOTO MPOCTPAHCTBA, B ()OKyCEe KOTOPOr0 HAXOJUTCS MEPCOHAXK, MOXKET CIIy-
YKUTh OCHOBaHHEM JIJISl OLIEHKH MTepCOHaKa I10 IIKaJe «TJIaBHBIH — BTOPOCTETIEHHBIN;
4) rpanuIel MeXIy OECCIOKETHBIM BKIIIOUEHHEM-KapTHHOHN MPOCTPAHCTBA U Pa3BH-
THEM CIOJKETA SIBJIAETCS TIEPBOE MPEIBSABICHAE PEUH NIEPCOHAXKA.

PaccmoTpum To, KakuMm 00pa3oM 3Ta cucTeMa MOXKET OBITh oOpalieHa Ha
TEKCT POMaHa, T, IOMUMO PacCKa3unKa, KaK «0YEeBHIIIa» COOBITHI, yHacTBYIOT eIlé
HECKOJIBKO TTePCOHaKEN, YbH MIOCTYITKA PAa3BUBAIOT COOBITHIHBIN cOocTaB cloxkeTa. Ta-
Kas JIeSITeIbHOCTh aBTOPa COCTOUT B TOM, YTO OH OPTaHH3YeT CXKUMAaroIIeecs B 00b-
éMe Xy/l0KECTBEHHOE MPOCTPAHCTBO HE TOJIBKO KaK XapaKTEepHU3YIOIIEee, HO U «II0-
POKIAroIee» TEKCTOBOIO IIEPCOHAXKA.

Tom brrokenen u ero >xeHa Jleis3u, Hapsay ¢ pacckazuukoM Hukom
Koppayoaiiem, Bnvicanbsl B HanOosee MUPOKUNA XYI0KECTBEHHBIH TOMOC, TPOCTPaH-
CTBO KOTOPOT'O MPEJICTABICHO aBTOPOM KaK HEONpeAeIeHHO-0e3rpaHuuHOe, Heolpe-
JeAEHHO COCPEAOTOYEHHOE BOKPYT CMBICIOBOM OMIO3UILIUU (the warm centre of the
world — the ragged edge of the universe). Dtum 00BsACHIETCS BKIIOUCHHE aBTOPOM B
TEKCT MPOCTPAHCTBEHHBIX KAPTHH, HACHIIIEHHBIX JIEKCHYECKUMH €UHHUIIAMHU, B CO-
CTaBe 3HAYEHUS KOTOPBIX NPUCYTCTBYET CEMa «HEOIPEIEIEHHOCTDY:

“My family have been prominent, well-to-do people in this Middle Western city for
three generations”, “...a little later | participated in that delayed Teutonic migration
known as the Great War. | enjoyed the counter-raid so thoroughly that | came back
restless. Instead of being the warm centre of the world, the Middle West now seemed
like the ragged edge of the universe — so | decided to go East and learn the bond
business” (Huk Kappayait). Cp.: “Why they came East I don 't know. They had spent
a year in France for no particular reason, and then drifted here and there unrestfully
wherever people played polo and were rich together” (Tom u Jleiizu BproKeHEHbI)

Xy,I[O)KeCTBeHHOe MMPpOCTPAHCTBO, OKPYIKAKOLICC UYCTY ELIOKeHeHOB, TAaK¥XKEC
06J'Ia}laeT CBOICTBOM COKpalaThbCs B 00bEME M HAUMHAET «CIKUMAThCS BOKPYI' HUX
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BHauaie 10 pasmepoB momecThst (Their house was even more elaborate than | ex-
pected, a cheerful red-and-white Georgian Colonial mansion, overlooking the bay).
Cemanruueckuii mosrop Georgian Colonial otHocuT unTarenss ofHOBpEMEHHO K ap-
xutekTypHomy ctiiro (Georgian) u k uctopudeckomy nepuoxay (Colonial).

The front was broken by a line of French windows, glowing now with reflected gold
and wide open to the warm windy afternoon, and Tom Buchanan in riding clothes
was standing with his legs apart on the front porch.

IlepBoe npenbsBieHue npsamoit peurn Toma brlokeHeHa BKIIFOYEHO B MOMEHT
MaKCHMaJIbHOH MPOCTPAHCTBEHHON (DOKYCHPOBKHU:

“I've got a nice place here,” he said, his eyes flashing about restlessly. Turning me
around by one arm, he moved a broad flat hand along the front vista, including in
its sweep a sunken Italian garden, a half acre of deep, pungent roses, and a snub-
nosed motor-boat that bumped the tide offshore.

Bxnrouenue B coctaB crokera Jleiisu, xeHsl Toma, ipeacTaBiisieT co0oit mo-
XOKHUU IPOLECC U, KaK U ToM, OHa MOSIBISETCS B COCTABE CIOXKETA U3 IPOTUBOIIOCTAB-
nenus (the warm centre of the world — the ragged edge of the universe), a emié 6omee
CYKCHHBIU 710 ONIDKAMIIEro OKpYKEHUsI IepcoHaka «roroc Jel3m» BBIrsIIuT (Tia-
3aMH paccKa34rhKa) TaK:

We walked through a high hallway into a bright rosy-colored space, fragilely bound
into the house by French windows at either end. The windows were ajar and gleam-
ing white against the fresh grass outside that seemed to grow a little way into the
house. A breeze blew through the room, blew curtains in at one end and out the
other like pale flags, twisting them up toward the frosted wedding-cake of the ceil-
ing, and then rippled over the wine-colored rug, making a shadow on it as wind does
on the sea.

C 3TOr0 MOMEHTAa OCTAETCSI JINIITH OJIMH IIIar JO0 MAKCUMaTbHOU (JOKYCHPOBKH
aBTOpPA Ha EPCOHAXKE, U, CIIEAOBATENIBHO, JIs1 IEPBOrO MPEABIBICHUS OAHOIO U3 BU-
noB peun. PaccMoTpum TO, Kak aBTOp paboTaeT Haj BBeAcHUEM [Ieii3u B CIHOXKETHBIN
pucyHoK. DaKTOopaMH «CY>KEHHUs MPOCTPAHCTBA» MOTYT OBITh HE TOJBKO 37aHHUS, HO
Y OIMCaHUE UHTEPHEPOB MOMELICHUM:

The only completely stationary object in the room was an enormous couch on which
two young women were buoyed up as though upon an anchored balloon.

Co3pmaércest BrieuaT/ieHHE, YTO OMMCAHNE OJIEK/Ibl MITH BEIECH, HaXOSIIIXCSI
B «HETMOCPE/ICTBEHHOI OJIM30CTHY, BIUIOTH 0 «OOXBATBIBAHUSY, «OOJIETaHUS OJEK-
J0i1» MOJBOAAT HAC K TOM I'PaHy, TJie IEPCOHAXK HAEISIETCS aBTOPOM CIIOCOOHOCTHIO
roBopuTh. OT 00aYeHus MEPCOHAKA — K PEUH:

Tom Buchanan in riding clothes was standing with his legs apart on the front
porch<...> not even the effeminate swank of his riding clothes could hide the enor-
mous power of that body — he seemed to fill those glistening boots until he strained
the top lacing, and you could see a great pack of muscle shifting when his shoulder
moved under his thin coat.

n HENOCPEACTBCHHO BCJICH!:

I've got a nice place here,” he said, his eyes flashing about restlessly.
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IMoxoxwuii aBTOpcKuid X0 00pamEH Ha Jleli3u, koTopas oka3aHa B IPOCTPaH-
CTBE BCE MEHBIIIETO 00BEMA, B MHTEPhEPE KOMHATEHI, a 3aTeM B 0CJIOM TIaThe:

“The only completely stationary object in the room was an enormous couch on
which two young women were buoyed up as though upon an anchored balloon. They
were both in white, and their dresses were rippling and fluttering as if they had just
been blown back in after a short flight around the house.<...> Then there was a
boom as Tom Buchanan shut the rear windows and the caught wind died out about
the room, and the curtains and the rugs and the two young women ballooned slowly
to the floor”.

Kak cnenctBue MakcuManbHON (POKYCHPOBKM Ha MEPCOHaXKE, BOKPYT KOTO-
POTO «CXKAIOCh) IPOCTPAHCTBO, B 0YEPETHOM pa3 MEPCOHAK «0OPETAET peub» B BHIE
pertuku: I'm p-paralyzed with happiness. Takum 06pa3om, «oOpeTeHHe peuny» yKa-
3bIBaCT HA MOMEHT B XYJ0KECTBEHHOM TEKCTE, K KOTOPOMY MEPCOHAXK yiKE «IIPOBE-
IEH» aBTOPOM uepe3 AMHAMUYHO OPraHn30BaHHOE MPOCTPAHCTBO, 00IaJaroIee «Iu-
HAMUKOW COKpAILICHUS pa3MEpOB», 4epe3 pasHbIe BUIBI (POKYCHPOBOK OT JaJIbHEH 110
OMmKHEH, KaKast U3 KOTOPBIX MOC/IEA0BATEeIbHO BKIIIOYAET IPU3HAKK HEOTIpeIeNIEH-
HOCTH Ha «JAJbHUX» MOAXONAaX U KOHKPETU3UPYIOIIUE NETAIU BCE Yallle IIPU KPYII-
HOHM ()OKYCHPOBKE Ha IEPCOHaKe, Ha JIeTAIN3ANI IPOCTPAHCTBEHHOro Toroca. Ha
OCHOBE YCMOTPEHHS 9TOH 3aKOHOMEPHOCTH MOYKHO CIEJIaTh BBIBOJ] O CTECHICHH BIIHSI-
HUS TIEPCOHAXKA HA CIOKET, K KAKOMY IUIaHy TIOBECTBOBAHHUS MIEPCOHAXK MPUHAJICHKHUT.
@daxTop MEepPBOCTETICHHOCTH (100 HE3HAYUTENHHOCTH) MEPCOHAXKA, TAKHUM 00pa3zoMm,
MOXeT OBITh OIIEHEH JINIIB B COMOCTABICHUH C TEM MacIITaboM MPOCTPAHCTBEHHOTO
TOIOCA, KOTOPBIN YKa3bIBACT Ha CTENECHb BAKHOCTH (BJIMSHHS MEPCOHAXKA HA CIOXKET-
HYIO TMHAMHUKY TEKCTa).

Cpenu nepcoHaxke poMaHa Mbl BuAuM JKopmxa YHWICOHA U €ro KEeHy
MHupTI1, a OKpYy’KaroIuil UX TOMOC MPEACTABIISET COOOH JTONMHY Teria:

About half way between West Egg and New York the motor road hastily joins the rail-
road and runs beside it for a quarter of a mile, so as to shrink away from a certain
desolate area of land. This is a valley of ashes — a fantastic farm where ashes grow like
wheat into ridges and hills and grotesque gardens; where ashes take the forms of houses
and chimneys and rising smoke and, finally, with a transcendent effort, of men who
move dimly and already crumbling through the powdery air.

HpOCTpaHCTBeHHaSI KapTWHA, IOHAYaTy 06J‘IaZ[aIOH_Ia$I XapaKTCpUCTUKAMU HE-
ompenenéunoctu (about half way between, a certain desolate area, a fantastic farm,
move dimly), nocrenenHo oOpeTaeTr rpaHMIbL:

“The valley of ashes is bounded on one side by a small foul river, and, when the
drawbridge is up to let barges through, the passengers on waiting trains can stare
at the dismal scene for as long as half an hour. There is always a halt there of at
least a minute, and it was because of this that I first met Tom Buchanan’s mistress.”

3aTeM «TOmoc YHJICOHOBY» CKHMAETCSI JI0 pa3MEPOB rapaxa:

“I followed him over a low whitewashed railroad fence, and we walked back a
hundred yards along the road under Doctor Eckleburg’s persistent stare. The only
building in sight was a small block of yellow brick sitting on the edge of the waste
land, a sort of compact Main Street ministering to it, and contiguous to absolutely
nothing. One of the three shops it contained was for rent and another was an all-
night restaurant, approached by a trail of ashes; the third was a garage — Repairs.
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GEORGE B. WILSON. Cars bought and sold. — and I followed Tom inside.”

Jlanee cneqyer onucaHue MHTEpPbEpa:

The interior was unprosperous and bare; the only car visible was the dust-covered
wreck of a Ford which crouched in a dim corner. It had occurred to me that this
shadow of a garage must be a blind, and that sumptuous and romantic apartments
were concealed overhead, when the proprietor himself appeared in the door of an
office, wiping his hands on a piece of waste. He was a blond, spiritless man, anae-
mic, and faintly handsome.

I/I, HAKOHEH, YUTATCIIb CIBIIINUT PEYb IIEPCOHAXKA!

When he saw us a damp gleam of hope sprang into his light blue eyes.

“Hello, Wilson, old man, ” said Tom, slapping him jovially on the shoulder. “How'’s
business?”“I can’t complain,” answered Wilson unconvincingly.

Kena VuncoHa kak mepcoHax MepBOro IUIaHa TaKKe MPOXOJUT Yepe3 Mpo-

CTpaHCTBEHHBIE MEeTaMOP(O3bl, U YUTATEIh BUIUT €€ HEe TOJIBKO B TECHBIX ITOMeETIe-
HHUAX U O6JICF3}OIIII/IX IJ1aTbAX, HO U, KaK U JPYTrux HCpCOHa)KCﬁ, B MOMCEHT B MOMCHT
COKpaIieHus 00bEMa MPOCTPAHCTBA BOKPYT Heé:

Mrs. Wilson had changed her costume some time before, and was now attired in an
elaborate afternoon dress of cream-colored chiffon, which gave out a continual rus-
tle as she swept about the room. With the influence of the dress her personality had
also undergone a change. The intense vitality that had been so remarkable in the
garage was converted into impressive hauteur. Her laughter, her gestures, her as-
sertions became more violently affected moment by moment, and as she expanded
the room grew smaller around her, until she seemed to be revolving on a noisy,
creaking pivot through the smoky air.

ITopsinox BHYTpEHHENW OpraHU3alMK XYJ0KECTBEHHOIO MHUpa TEKCTa COHEP-

KUT KapTHHBI MPOCTPAHCTBEHHBIX OOBEMOB, MX MWHAMHKY W B3auMOCBs3b. [Ipo-
CTPaHCTBEHHBIH TOTOC BBICTPANBACTCS ABTOPOM BOKPYT MEPCOHAXKA MIIH TPYIIIBI 00-
pa3oB. OH HazeNseTCsl aBTOPOM CITOCOOHOCTBIO MEHSITH CBOH 00bEM U KOHIIEHTPHPO-
BaThCsl BOKPYT 0o0pa3a mepcoHaXka, 4TO MO3BOJIAET YATATEIO JOCTOBEPHO CYIHUTH O
3aKOHOMEPHOCTSIX OpraHU3alMyd BHYTPEHHETO0 MHpa TEKCTa, OLEHUBATH «pa3psiy
MEpPCOHAKa C TOYKHU 3PEHUS €ro MOCIeIyIOIIEro BIUIHUS Ha CIoKeT. MOXKHO ¢ JTocTa-

TOYHOU

z[oneﬁ AOCTOBCPHOCTU NPCAIOJIOKHNUTL, UTO IIEPCOHAXKU BTOPOI'O IJIaHa MOTYT

OBITH BKJIIOUECHBI B CIOXKET KaK <GIBJISIIOIINECS U3BHE» B CO3JIaHHbIE JUIS MEPCOHAKEH
MIEPBOTO TIaHA IPOCTPAHCTBEHHBIE TOTIOCHI.

Cnucok aureparypsl

1. Jlorman I0.M. Crpykrypa xynoxecrtBenHoro tekcra // Jlorman K0.M. O6 wuckyccrtge.
CII6: «MckycctBo — CITby, 1998. C. 14-288.

2. Jlorman IO.M. XynoxkecTBeHHOE MpocTpaHCcTBO B 1po3e [oronst // Jlorman FO.M. B
1IKOJIe odTHYecKoro cioBa: [Tymkun, JlepmonToB, I'oronb. M.: IIpocsemenue, 1988. C.
251-293.

3. Scott Fitzgerald F. The Great Gatsby. M.: Vyssaya Skola, 1984. 141c.

- 164 -



BecmHuk Tel'Y. Cepusi "®unonozus”. 2019. Ne 4 (63).

FUNCTION OF DEPICTED SPACE IN A TEXT OF FICTION
1.V. Solovyeva

Tver State University, Tver

Dynamic features of artistic space in a text of fiction are under discussion. A topos of
space that surrounds a literary character can shrink in size from cosmic to private. If a
hero or heroine as the author’s idea, goes through a number of stages of shrinking space,
it means that the author’s (as well as the reader’s) focus of interest is concentrated on
the image, which enables a reader to assess the character’s scale and value for the
evolvement of the plot.

Keywords: text, plot, artistic world of text.
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