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CIIOHYKAJIbBHUH EMOIINHO-3ABAPBJIEHUM IUCKYPC
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CratrTs npucBIYeHA TUIOJOTII eMoliiiHoro auckypcy. OcobnuBa yBara NpUAUIIETHCS
CIIOHYKQJIbHUM — OJIOKyBaJIbHOMY W 3’CyBaJIbHOMY — THIIaM 3a3HAY€HOTO AUCKYpCY, SKi
O3NS IAIOTHCA 3 YPaXyBaHHSM iX 3arajibHOi XapaKTePUCTHKH, & CAMe BU3HAUCHHSI, OIUCY TUIIOBHX
CUTyallii, IHTEHIIl MOBIIIB Ta MOBJICHHEBOI MOBEIIHKM KOMYHIiKaHTIiB. [ligkpecnroeTbes
CIIOHTaHHICTh €MOIIITHOT MOBJICHHEBOT MOBEIHKY 5K BiZIMIHHOI PUCH €MOIIIITHOTO AUCKYPCY.

Knrouosi cnosa: 1HTEHIsI MOBIIS, IpsAME / HENPSIME CIIOHYKAHHS, apryMEHTAIlis.

Cratbs IOCBAIICHA TUIIONOTHY 3MOLMOHATIBHOTO AUCcKypca. Ocoboe BHUMaHUE yeTIeHO
MOOYAUTETbHBIM — OJIOKHPYIOLIEMY U BBIICHUTEIBHOMY — THUIIAM YKa3aHHOTO JUCKYpCa, KOTOPBIE
PaccMaTpUBAIOTCS C yUeTOM OOIIeli XapaKTepHCTHKH, @ IMEHHO ONPEeTIeHHUS, OTTICAHNS TUIIOBBIX
CUTYyalui, UHTEHLUI TOBOPSAIIMX U PEYEBOIrO MOBEACHUS KOMMYHUKAHTOB. [lomuepkuBaeTcs
CIMOHTAHHOCTb SMOLMOHAIIBHOIO PEYEBOI0 MOBEAECHHS KaK OTIIMUYUTEIBHON YEPTh SMOLIMOHAILHOTO
JIUCKYpca.

Kniouegvie cnoea: THTEHIIUS TOBOPSILIIETO, IPAMOE / HENPAMOE MO0y KACHHE, ApTyMEHTALIM.

This research focuses on the typology of the emotional discourse. A special attention
is drawn to the stimulating — blockading and clarifying — types of the mentioned discourse which
are studied with regard for their general characteristics, notably the definition, the description
of the typical situations, speakers’ intentions and the speech behaviour of the communicants.
The spontaneity of the emotional speech behaviour as the main differential feature of the emotional
discourse is underlined.

Key words: speaker’s intention, direct / indirect inducement, argumentation.

EmoniitHo-3a0apBieHuii TUCKypC, SIK CHOHTAHHUN (€MOLIIHUIT), TaK 1 HOIepeHbO CIIaHOBAaHUH
(eMOTHUBHHIA), BUXOISTUH 13 3aTaJIbHUX XapaKTEPHUCTHUK, a CaMe: BU3HAYEHHSI, OIMCY TUITOBUX CHUTYAIIiH,
IHTEHIIiH MOBIIIB Ta MOBJICHHEBOI ITOBEIIHKM KOMYHIKAHTIB, MOJKE BUPayKaTH CIIOHYKAaHHSI, [0 Y CBOIO
Yepry Mae cBOi 0COOJMBOCTI 3aJI)KHO BiJl CTYIICHS CIIAHOBAHOCTI JUCKYpCy. Tak, MOBEIlb CIIOHYKA€E
JI0 3MIHM B MOBJICHHEBI TIOBE/IIHIII CITIBPO3MOBHHKA SIK Y CIIOHYKaJIbHOMY €MOIIIHHOMY TUCKYPCi,
MPEACTaBIEHOMY OJOKYBaJIbHHUM 1 3’SICYBaIbHUM THUITAMH, TaK 1 B CIIOHYKAJILHOMY €MOTHBHOMY
muckypeax [2, ¢. 58]. Binpi3HsIOThCSA BOHM THM, IO CIIOHYKAaHHS B €MOIIHOMY OJIOKYBaJIBHOMY
JIUCKYPCl BUPAKAETHCS Yepe3 MPOTHII0, B EMOI[IMHOMY 3’CYBaJIbHOMY — Yepe3 BUITUTYBaHHS,
BUMAaraHHs YU CTHUMYJIOBAaHHS ajpecara HaJaTH HeoOXiaHy MOBIIEBI iH(opmaiio. EMoTHBHMI
CHOHYKaJIbHUH JUCKYPC BUpakae 3a0xo4eHHs. [IpoinrocTpyeMo cka3zaHe Ha MPUKIaIax.

Tak, O1OKyBaJIbHHH €MOLIWHHUN AUCKYPC MPEAICTaBICHUH PO3IOPSKEHHSIM:

Already they had a quarter length on the others and the lead grew rapidly, was over a length before
the mile mark.

“Bring it down! Down, you madmen!” Kip yelled. Some thing in their eyes dismayed him. They were
trying too hard, almost as though they were trying to escape something. ... He felt older than they ...
but kept shouting at them until they dropped their beat. [...]

“Leary — you 're shooting your slide! ” Kip yelled. Under tin excitement, he could marvel at the power
they were getting in spite of their form, worse than usual. [...] “We re not getting much run,” he thought.
“That’s where the bad form counts.”

“Get together!” he barked. There was blood on the lips of Lisbon and Guttman. “They re trying
too hard,” he thought. “If I yell too much they’ll blow up.”

The beat was up again, he realized, and wondered vaguely whether he was taking the stroke from
Kowalik or Kowalik from him. [...]
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“Down, down, you lugs!” he yelled. His voice had risen higher than usual. They eyed him fearfully.
They still led, but in dropping the beat they lost ground and Navy s bow was almost even with them,
and Syracuse and California less than a length behind.

Kip knew that this crew was in no mood for subtleties, whether of thought or action. He saw the bridge
ahead and that decided him. “All right,” he called. “Bring it up.” He felt the thrill of their tremendous
power move through the frail boat and he saw, with pride, the lead begin to grow again. They liked
that, he saw, letting them go all out.

“Give it to them!” he called. “Give it to them! Break their damned hearts!” (10, 52-53).

CroHyKaHHSI [HOTO JUCKYPCY € HIOWTO MPOTHIICKHO CIIPSIMOBAHHM. 3 OTHOTO OOKY, TpsiMe
CIIOHYKaHHS TepenaeThecsi Oe3lmocepelHb0 4epe3 IMIepaThBHI peueHHs 1 BHUpakae Hakas
Ta / 44 pO3MOPSKEHHS. 3 1HIIOrO — HEMpsIMe CIOHYKaHHS, SKe CIPAMOBAaHE HA CTPUMYBaHHS
(6moxyBanHs) anpecata(-iB) Big HeOaxaHUX I agpecaHTa Aii. [Ipu yoMy mpsMe CIOHYKaHHS
M AIOPAAKOBYETHCS HEMpsMoMY. Lle miATBEpIKYETHCS yMKaMA MOBIIS, PO3KPHUBAIOYH BECH IPOIIEC
MPOIYMYBaHHS KOXXHOTO CKa3aHOTO CJIOBA.

3’sicyBaNIbHUIN €MOLIHHHN AUCKYPC TPECTABICHUI BUIIUTYBAHHSIM:

And then it got worse. I was so wrapped up in my own thoughts, trying to play it out, that I didn't
quite grasp the significance of what I was seeing in the crescent driveway as we pulled up to the Mansion.
There was Susan. She was walking with someone. She had her arm around a woman, a large woman.
[...] We pulled up and Susan looked up, her eyes red. The other woman kept moving forward, looking
down. [...] She looked up at me as I got out of the car, rivulets down her cheeks — Amalee McCollister.
1 just went numb, staring at her. They moved on past us, and Susan glanced back at me — furious.

“What the fuck was that?” Richard said.

“Nothing,” I said.

“Henri, I know nothing. That wasn t nothing. Who was that lady — I 've seen her. Henri” — he grabbed
me by the shoulders — “what the fuck is going on here?”

“Nothing, Richard. Nothing. You ve gotta trust me on this. Please.’

Richard eyed me. His natural opacity had evaporated. He was right on me. “Fuck this shit,” he said,
and walked on inside. “This cam paign is just one long fucking blind date” (5, 233).

CrioHyKaHHS [IbOTO THITY AUCKYPCY MOJISAra€ y BUIMTYBAaHHI, TOOTO METOKO MOBI[SI € BMOBHTH,
YH, HABiTh, 3MYCHUTH CIIBPO3MOBHHKA PO3IOBICTH PO Te, 110 HOT0 IIKaBUTh. Y HaBEICHOMY IPHKJIAI
MOBIIS CITITKaJjla HeB/Iaya.

EmoTuBHUIT CIOHYKaJIBHUI JUCKYPC MPEACTABICHUH ()parMEHTOM i3 3aCTUIBHOTO TOCTY, METOIO
SIKOTO € 3a0XOTUTH CIyXadiB IiITPUMATH MOBIS 1 MIAHATH KEIUXU 32 JKIHOK:

Mpr. Chairman and Gentlemen

Once during each year, just once, it becomes the happy privilege of the membership of this club
to display in a most practical manner our appreciation for those we hold in the very high esteem.

Tonight is the gala occasion for this current session. Tonight is Ladies’ Night.

As I gaze over this throng, observe the life and color and animation that has been added for this
meeting alone, surely none would question that our esteem is well placed, and fully justified.

[...] Gentlemen, this toast is an annual event at an annual meeting. This does not mean that
it is just a routine affair. When this session closes tonight, we shall look back upon it for a long time
with fond and pleasant memories. Then we shall begin to experience eager anticipation for our next
Ladies’ Night.

[...] Gentlemen, with respect, with admiration, with delight, I ask you to rise, and with me to drink
a toast to — The Ladies! (11, 50-51).

Ionpu noBepxHeBHiT pO3IISI YCIX TPHOX BUIIIB CIIOHYKaJIBHOTO EMOILIHHO-3a0apBIEHOIO IUCKYPCY,
y LiH CTATTi MU 30CEpPENMMOCS Ha A€TaJIBHOMY aHaI31 JIMIIe OIIOKYBaILHOTO Ta 3’CYBaJBHOTO BUIIB
EMOIIIITHOTO TUCKYPCY.

>
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baokyBanbuuii emMomiiiHuii QHCKypC BinOyBaeThCs B YMOBaxX CTPECOBUX, HECHOIIBaHMX
JUTS CITIBPO3MOBHHKIB CUTYaIIisIX, SIKI BAMAraroTh IIBU/IKOTO pearyBaHHs, MUTTEBUX JIii NPH rocabieHHi
€MOLIIITHOTO KOHTPOITIO 3 OOKY ajipecara. Buxomsuu 3 HanpaBIeHOCTI i MOBIISI, MU PO3Pi3HSAEMO /B
BUIAIKU OJIOKYBAIBHOTO JUCKYPCY. Y MEPIIOMY BUIAJKY il MOBILSI CIIPSIMOBaHI Ha CTPUMYBAHHSI
azpecara BiJ NMEBHUX HEOOAyMaHHX Jii, sIKi BiH IiJl BIUIMBOM €MOIIill 30MpaeThCcs BUKOHATH,
y Ipyromy — Ha caMoro cebe, ToOTo Ha OJIOKYBaHHS CBOIX Jiil / MOYyTTiB, oTpuMaHoi iHdopmarii
TOWIO, IO TIPU3BOIUTH A0 CUIBHOTO €MOMLIHHOTO CIUIECKY.

MeToro MOBIIS € 3MIHHTH MOBEIIHKY aapecara, CIOHYKaTH HOro 1o 1HIIoi il 4u 3armo0irtu iu.
Buxopstuu 3 TOrO, 1110 a1pecar € gyxe 30yIKeHHM, HOro Ay)Ke Ba)KKO IIEPEKOHATH Y1 3MYCHTH [IOCh
(He) poOUTH, IO BUSBISETHCS B IHTEHCUBHOCTI OJIOKYBaJIbHUX €MOLIMHUAX JUCKYPCIB. 3aleXHO
BiJl HAMIpY MOBIISI 3MiHUTH MOBEAIHKY ajapecara OJIOKyBaibHI eMOLINHHI JUCKYPCH TOAUISIOTHCS
Ha PO3MOPSKEHHS, TPUMYIITYBaHHS (IPUCHIYBaHHS), YMOBISHHS (ONaraHHs), 3aCIOKOOBAHHS,
TIEPEKOHYBaHHSL.

INepepaxoBani Buan OJIOKYBaJIbHOTO EMOIIHHOTO AUCKYPCY MOXYTh OyTH @) €KCIIJIAaHATOPHUMH,
TOOTO TAaKUMH, B SKHX MOBEI[b BUCBITIIOE MPUUUHH, SKi 3MYIIYIOTh HOTO MPOCHUTH, BUMAararH
BiJl aipecaTa BUKOHAHHS a00 HeBUKOHAHHS SKOICh il 3aJISKHO BiJl CUTYaIlil; 0) HeCKCIIAaHATOPHIMH,
y SIKMX MOBEIIb JJa€ PO3MOPSPKEHHS UM BUpaKae MpoxaHHs Oe3 Oy/Ib-sIKuX MosiICHeHb. BiH Moxe e
HATOJIOIIyBaTH HAa HEOOXiMHOCTI MEBHUX Mii. MoOBElb TYT BUCTYIAE HE3aIliKaBJICHOK 0CO00I0
B OTPUMAaHHI O4YiKyBaHOTO, OCKUIBKHU BiH 116 pOOMTH TOMY, IO Aii aJpecara MOXYTh HAIIKOIUTH
HacaMmIepe]] HoMy caMoMy.

ExcrimanaropHuii Juckypc € OJIOKYBaJbHUM TOMY, IIO MOBELb HaMaraeTrbCs IOIEpPEeIUTH
BCI MOXJIHMBI i1 ajpecara, 3aKJIMKal0Yl CTPUMATH CBOT €MOIIii 1 JisTH po3CYTHBO. Y pasi 3roau
ajipecara MOBElb TOOMBAETHCSI BUKOHAHHS Oa)kaHOTO. AJie SIKIIO ajpecar BiIOBINAE BiMOBOIO,
TO, HE3aJEKHO BiJl Mepediry pPO3MOBH, CIIOCTEpPIraeThCsl BTpaTa ICHXOJOTIYHOTO OallaHcy,
10 BUPAXAETHCS Yepe3 eMOLIHHUI BUOYX — CBApKY, CJIHO3U TOLIO, HATIPHKIIA/I!

And now she came out with what she had been working up to. She was desperate. “It’s a physical
thing, I can't help it, it s stronger than I am. I think of those thin black arms of hers round you and
it fills me with a physical nausea. I think of you holding those black babies in your arms. Oh, its
loathsome. The touch of you is odious to me. Each night when I've kissed you, I've had to brace myself
up to it. I've had to clench my hands and force myself to touch your cheek.” Now she was clasping
and unclasping her fingers in a nervous agony, and her voice was out of control. “I know its  who am
to blame now. I am a silly hysterical woman. I thought it all on myself: I'm willing to take the consequences;
if you say I must stay here, I'll stay, but if I stay I shall die. I beseech you to let me go.” And now
the tears which she restrained so long overflowed and she wept broken-heartedly (9, 68 — 69).

Ie#i ypuBOK €MOLIMHOTO MUCKYpCY, MPENCTABICHUA MOJBOOI (BMOBIISIHHIM) IPY>KUHHU,
€ OOKYBALHUM EKCILIAHATOPHUM TOMY, I1I0 B HHOMY BOHA ITOSICHIOE BC1 TPUYHHH, SIKi CITIOHYKaIOTh
ii OyaraTy JO3BOJTY IOIXaTH BiJl CBOTO YOJIOBiKAa. BOHA amestoe 10 HOro MOoYyTTsI BUHHU IIEpe] HEro,
4YuM Tioniepekae (6J0kye) Horo cipoOy BrpuMarH ii Ouns cebe. [lepepaxyBaHHsl IPUYNH, 30KpeMa
KOXaHKa-HeTPUTSIHKA, TITH-HETPEHsITa B HHOTO Ha PYKaX, € MiJIrOTOBYMM €TarioM 0 (HOPMYTIOBaHHSI
BJIACHE IIPOXaHHS, SIKE TIOJIA€ThCS JIUIIE MICiIsI 3aKiIHYEHH] TaKOTO MOHOJIOTIYHOTO €KCILTaHATOPHOTO
MoBJeHHsL. [{e mocTymoBo HarHiTae eMOIIHHICTB, IO MePeNAEThCS eKCTPATIHIBaJIbHUMH 3ac00aMu
(She was desperate. Now she was clasping and unclasping her fingers in a nervous agony, and her
voice was out of control. And now the tears which she restrained so long overflowed and she wept
broken-heartedly). Te, o BOHa 3aIUIaKaa, BKa3ye Ha CBOEPIJHY EMOLINHHY pO3PSIKY.

Po3misiHeMO HeekcITaHaTOPHU OJIOKYBaJIbHUM TUCKYpPC TaKOXK Ha MPUKIIAJi BMOBJISIHHS:

“I shall maim myself, shoot off a finger.”

She caught his hands.

“You are mad, you must never do that. It would be wicked. It is a sin even to speak of doing
such a thing. You talk of truth, honestly — do you call that honest?”’
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“More honest to deceive them once and to be done with lies for ever.’

“You mustn t, you mustn't.”

“ITwill.”

She dropped his hands.

“Why did I bring you to London?”” she moaned.

“Thank God you did. Thank God you taught me the truth.”

She sank into a chair.

“It’s horrible, you mustn t. Believe in yourself again, believe they believe, believe I believe”
(8, 234 — 235).

Leii ypuBOK eMOLIIITHOTO TUCKYpCY € OJOKYBAILHUM HEECKCIUIAHATOPHHUM: YKiHKa HaMaraeTbCst
yTPHUMaTH MiaHicTa BiJ TOTO, 1100 BiH HE BiACTpenuB coli nanbis. BoHa y Bijyai Ta BiguyBae cBOO
MPOBHHY 3a Te, IO CTAJIOCS, KapTalo4yH 1 JOKopstoun coOi. OqHak, Oiararodu CBOTO JIpyra 3HOBY
TIOBIpHUTH B ceOe, MOBELIb HE Ha/Ia€ TIOSICHEHD 1 He apryMEHTY€, YOMY BiH IIPOCHTH ajipecara He pOOUTH
TOTO, 1[0 TOW HaTyMaB, HATOJIONIYIOUH, 1110 HOTO JIii HeMPaBUJIbHI, Ta OLIBIIE ATICIIFOIOUHN IO SMOITIH
CIIBPO3MOBHHKA, 30KpeMa cTpaxy 3rpitmutH (It would be wicked. It is a sin even to speak of doing
such a thing. It’s horrible. You mustn't, you mustn t).

Jlo O1OKyBanbHOTO €MOILIWHOTO JUCKYpPCY, CIIPSIMOBAHOTO HAa CaMOTO MOBIISl, MU BiJIHOCHMO
iCTepuKy, royiociHHs (moOuBaHHs). BoHM € pi3HOBHOAMM IUCKYpPCY, 10 BUHHKAIOTH B YMOBaXx
HaJ[3BUYaNHHOI CUTYallii — [TOraHoi 3BICTKH, BTPATH, 3arPO3H KHUTTIO TOLIO — IO CYNPOBOKYETHCS
ICTEPHKOIO, CYJIOPOKHIM CMIXOM 31 clibo3aMu. HemepenoadeHicTh 1 panToBiCTh SKOICh MOMIT UM 3BiCTKA
MIPUBOAMTH O HeOaKaHHS MOBILS BIPUTH B Te, IO CTAJIOCA, Ta CpoOy omnpoTrecTyBaTH. [HIIMMHU
CJIOBaMH, MOBEIIb OJTIOKY€ OTpHMaHy iH(OPMAIIi0, BiATOPOIKYETCS BiJl TOTO, IO CTATIOCS, IO Yepe3
eMOIIiiiHEe HAIPY>KEHHS MOYKE MPU3BECTH JI0 TOBHOI BTPATH MOBIIEM €MOIIIHOT PIBHOBAry Ta iCTEPUKH,
HaIpUKIa;

She said again, “What's happened?”

Lombard said, “Armstrong’s disappeared. ..."

Vera cried, “What?”

Lombard said, “Vanished clean off the island.”

Blore concurred, “Vanished — thats the word! Like some damned conjuring trick.”

Vera said impatiently, “Nonsense! He's hiding somewhere!”

Blore said, “No, he isnt! I tell you, there’s nowhere to hide on this island. It'’s as bare as your
hand! There's moonlight outside. As clear as day it is. And he’s not to be found.”

Vera said, “He doubled back into the house.”

Blore said, “We thought of that. We ve searched the house too. You must have heard us. He's not here,
1 tell you. He's gon — dean vanished, vamoosed....” Vera said incredulously, “I don t believe it.”

Lombard said, “Its true, my dear.”” He paused and then said, “Theres one other little fact. A pane
in the dining-room window has been smashed — and there are only three little Indian boys on
the table” (6, 147-148).

EMoriiiHicTh CHUTYyaIlii CTBOPIOETHCSI HECIOIBAHICTIO HOBUHH: 3HUK AMCTpOHT. HeOaxkaHHs
JIBYMHH BIPUTH B HEMUHYUC BUSBIIETHCS B IHCTHHKTABHOCTI 11 TOBEIIHKH, Ha 110 BKA3YIOTh Ti peaKiis
Ha 3BICTKY Y BUVIAAI iepenuty (What?) Ta ctipodu onporectyBaril (Nonsense! He s hiding somewhere!).
TonoBHUM apryMeHTOM TOTO, 110 AMCTPOHT TIOMEp, € 3HHUKJA (irypka iHxiiius Ha cromi. Kirtouosi
(pazu BUIUIAIOTHCS aBTOPOM TpadivuHO, BKa3yHOUU Ha IIi KUTTEBO-3HAYYII O3HAKH.

3’ sacyBajbHUI eMOLIAHAI THCKYPC CIIPSIMOBAHHI Ha BUSBIICHHS 1H(MOpMAITi, SIKOi OpaKye MULIXOM
€MOIIIIHOTO BIUTMBY Ha aapecara. J[o 3’CyBajIbHOTO eMOLIIHHOIO AUCKYPCY HAIEXKATH 3’SICYBaHHS, IOTTUT
(mi3HAHHS1, BUTTUTYBaHHs1), BAKPUTTS (PO3BIHYAHHS ). 3a3HAYMMO, 11O I1i BUIIH IUCKYPCY B MTOBCAKICHHOMY
XKHUTTI MOXKYTh OyTH HEHTpaJbHUMH, OJHAK, OPSJI 3 UM, iICHY€ Oararo MPHUKIa/IB, SKi CBiq4aTh
po X BUCOKY €MOLIHHICTb.
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B 0CHOBY 3’sCYBaJIbHOTO €MOIIHTHOTO TUCKYPCY MOKJIAJCHE SIBHUINE SMOIIHOI CIIOHTaHHOT
aprym™menTanii [muB. 1, c. 63, 153], sika, mo-mepiie, XapakTepu3y€eThCsl MOMEHTAIIbHICTIO BUHUKHEHHS,
HE3aIUIaHOBAHICTIO, HEMTPOTHO30BAHICTIO Ta CUIIHUM BIUTUBOM IICUXOJIOTTYHUX (paKTOpiB; MO-ApyTe,
iif mpuTaMaHHUI Tepexia Bij aOCTPaKTHOTO Marepiay 10 KOHKPETHOTO: aHaJITUYHI apryMEHTH
B EMOIIi}HII apryMeHTallii MpakTH4HO BI/ICYTHI Yepe3 XaOTUUHICTh MUCIIEHHS Y1 Opak 4acy, HallpuKJIa;

1 just went numb, staring at her. They moved on past us, and Susan glanced back at me — furious.

“What the fuck was that?” Richard said.

“Nothing,” I said.

“Henri, I know nothing. That wasn t nothing. Who was that lady — I 've seen her. Henri” — he grabbed
me by the shoulders — “what the fuck is going on here?”

“Nothing, Richard. Nothing. You ve gotta trust me on this. Please.’

Richard eyed me. His natural opacity had evaporated. He was right on me. “Fuck this shit,” he said,
and walked on inside. “This campaign is just one long fucking blind date” (5, 233).

et mpukia € BUMTUTYBAHHSM, sSIKE BiZIOyBAa€THCS Y BUCOKOEMOLIHHIN CUTYyaIlii: 3ycTpid 3 JBOMa
*KiHKaMH BrBena Pruuap/ia 3 eMoliiiHo1 piBHOBary Ta BUKJIMKANA XBIJIIOBaHHs 1 TpuBory. Lleit ypuBok
JUCKYPCY XapaKTePU3yEThCS MOMEHTAJBHICTIO BUHUKHCHHS (OCKUIBKM HIXTO 3 KOMYHIKaHTIB
He ouikyBaB rmobaunTti C’1o3an i EMernti) Ta BiICYyTHICTIO apryMeHTiB: Pudap BuMarae nosicHeHb,
MPOCTO €MOLIIHO THCHYYH Ha CITIBPO3MOBHHUKA, | €Hpi BiZIMOBIISIE, UMM I1ie OLITBILIE HATHITAE CUTYAIIIIO.
EMomiiHICTh JUCKYpCY MiIKpecIIoeThCsl HeBepOanbHo (I just went numb, staring at her; Susan
glanced back at me — furious; he grabbed me by the shoulders; Richard eyed me; He was right on me)
Ta JIAWIMBOIO JIEKCUKOIO (fuck, shit, fucking).

[prYnHOI BUHUKHEHHS 3’ ICYBAIBHOTO JIUCKYPCY € 1iKaBiCTh, KA € PYIIIHHOI0 CHIIO0 B POIIECi
Ii3HAHHS JIFOJAWHOK0 HaBKOJIUIIIHBOTO CBITY [3, . 245; 4, ¢. 105-106, 110]. BaxxaHHs MOBIIS 3HATH
MPaB/y € )KUTTEBOKO HEOOXIHICTIO, TOMY TaKU# AUCKYPC CYTNPOBOMKYETHCS EMOIIHIM CILIECKOM
Ta Hanpyroro. Cka3ane 0OyMOBIIEHE iHTEHIIISIMH a/IpeCcaHTa AiCTaTH 3a Oyb-IKUX YMOB HEOOXiIHY
iH(pOpMariio o0 CTaHy pedell Ta IepeKOHaTUCs B TOCTOBIpHOCTI iH(opMarii.

EMouifiHiCcTh y 3’CYyBaTbHOMY JMCKYpPCI CHPHYMHEHA 00CTaBHHAMU, 32 SIKUX Ha IepIle MicIe
BUXOJMTH 3000y TT iH(GOPMAIIIT AK KJTF0Ya 10 TIOPATYHKY, PO3B’sI3aHHS IPOOJIEMH TOIIO, HAIPHKIIAT:

“Who is it, Mr. Blore? Thats what I want to know. Who is it?” Roger's face was working. His
hands were clenched tightly round the polishing leather that he had just then been using.

Ex-Inspector Blore said, “Eh, my lad, that’s the question!”

“One of us, ‘is lordship said. Which one? That’s what I want to know. Whose the fiend in ‘uman form?”’

“That,” said Blore, “is what we all would like to know.”

Rogers said shrewdly, “But you've got an idea, Mr. Blore. You ve got an idea, ‘aven’t you?”

“I may have an idea,” said Blore slowly. “But that's a long way from being sure. I may be wrong.
All I can say is that if I'm right the person in question is a very cool customer — a very cool customer
indeed.”

Rogers wiped the perspiration from his forehead. He said hoarsely, “Its like a bad dream, that's
what it is.”

Blore said, looking at him curiously, “Got any ideas yourself, Rogers?”

The butler shook his head. He said hoarsely, “I don 't know. I don 't know at all. And that s what's

frightening the life out of me. To have no idea...” (6, 104-105).

Mertoro Pomkepca, eMotriiiHe 30yIKEeHHS SIKOTO MiATBEPIUKYEThCA HeBepOanbHO (Roger s face
was working. His hands were clenched tightly; Rogers wiped the perspiration from his forehead.
He said hoarsely), e Bunutati B iHcniekTOpa biiopa, xTo BOMBIL. Lle He mpocTo 1iKaBiCTh, OCKLIBKH
BIIKpUTTSI ITPABIHY € €AMHAM TTOpTYHKOM. [1oCTiiiHa 3arpo3a Ta mizo3pa CTBOPIOIOTH BUCOKE EMOITIHHEe
HAMPY KSHHSL.

]
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3a NeBHUX 00CTaBHH Y 3’ICYyBATHLHOMY JTUCKYPCI CIIOCTEPIracThCs TOPYIICHHS eMOLIHHOT piBHOBarv
KOMYHIKaHTIB YHACJI 0K TOTO, 10 MOBEIIb [TParHe BUACHUTH XBUIIFOIOY1 IS HHOTO MIUTAHHS, SKi
y CBOIO Yepry € HeOaKaHUMH, “‘3aKpUTHMU’ IS ajgpecara. [[pHuMHOI0 LOTO € 0COOUCTICHE Taldy
ajipecara Ha IiHATI IpoOJIeMH, 1 BUBITyBaHHS MOBIIS BUKJIUKAE B afpecara 00ypeHHs, HepByBaHHS,
naniky tomio. l{e Moxke mpuBecTH 10 30yKEHOT0 3’SICYyBaHHS CTOCYHKIB, HAPUKIIA:

“Did you do it, Ed?” Durning asked bluntly, his eyes boring in on his Vice President. [...]

“Why are you hanging me out to dry? Why didn 't you at least warn me of this?”

The President waved around the Oval Office. “There are a lot of things you can do in here
and there are things you can 't do. One of them is to interfere with a criminal investigation.”

“Don 't give me that! A lot of people have —

“Yeah, and they all paid a price for it too.” It’s not my ass that needs to be covered, Roger
Durling didn't say. I’'m not risking mine for yours. “You didn’t answer my question.”

“Look, Roger!” Ed Kealty snarled back. The President stopped him with a raised hand and
a quiet voice.

“Ed, I have an economy in meltdown. I have dead sailors in the Pacific Ocean. I can't spare
the energy for this. I cant spare the political capital. I can't spare the time. Answer my question,”
Durling commanded.

The Vice President flushed, his head snapping to the right before he spoke. “All right, I like women.
I've never hidden that from anyone. My wife and I have an understanding.” His head came back.
“But I have never, NEVER molested, assaulted, raped, or forced myself on anybody in my whole
fucking life. Never. I didn't have to” (7, 520 — 521).

[pesuaent piamTyBaB Bire-npe3uaeHToBi Eny Kenri Heodiriiiaumit norurt. Ex He X04e BiATOBIIATH,
110 3MYIIY€ TPE3UCHTA BIABATUCS JI0 KOMaHIHOTO TOHY. EMOIIHHICTD y IIbOMY IPUKJIa 1l 3yMOBIIOETHCS
MOBeiHKOI0 Bine-nipe3unenta Ena Kenti, mo BusBIsieTbCsl BepOabHO Yepe3 OKIMYHI pedeHHS
(Don t give me that! Look, Roger!) 1 BUAUJICHHs KJIIOYOBHUX Ui HHOrO MOMEHTIB (Why didn't you
at least warn me of this? But I have never, NEVER; Never. I didn t have to) Ta HerepOanbho (Ed Kealty
snarled back. The Vice President flushed, his head snapping to the right before he spoke).

OTKe, CHOHYKAIbHUIA EMOILIMHUHA TUCKYypC TNPEJCTaBICHUH JBOMAa BUIAMHU: OJOKYBaJIbHHM
Ta 3’ sICYBAJILHUM. BIIOKyBansHUIN JUCKYpC MOXKe OyTH a) CIIPSIMOBaHMMH Ha ajipecara, pealli3yrounch
y GopMi po3nopsiKeHb, MPUMYIIYBaHb (IPUCUIYBaHb), YMOBISHB (OJlaraHp), 3aclOKOIOBaHb,
MEPEeKOHYBaHb, SKi y CBOIO 4Yepry OyBalOTh EKCIUIAHATOPHHUMH Ta HEEKCIJIaHATOPHUMU;
Ta 0) CIIPSIMOBaHMM Ha CaMOTO MOBIIS MiJ Yac iCTEpUK, rojociHb (modusans). Jlo 3’sCyBalbHOTO
€MOIIIIHOTO IUCKYPCY HAJIEKATh 3’ SICYBaHHS, IONUT (JTi3HAHHS, BUITUTYBAHH), BAKPUTTS (PO3BIiHYAHHS),
SIKMX 00’ € THYIOTh IIKaBiCTh, Oa)KaHHS MOBIISI 3HATU MpaBy. [IepCreKTHBU TOCIIIKESHHS 3yMOBIICHI
TUM, 1[0 BOHO € BHECKOM Y pO3B’si3aHHSI IIpOOJIeM Teopil MOBJIEHHEBOI KOMYHIKallil, ITOB’sI3aHUX
13 TOCTIPKCHHSAM MOBJICHHEBOT ITOBEIHKM KOMYHIKAHTIiB Ta MOBHOTO BIUTMBY Ha CIIBPO3MOBHHKA,
i €MOTIOJIOTIT y TUIaHI BUBYEHHS MOBHOTO BUP@XXEHHSI €MOITiH JIIOMUHHU y CIIOHTAHHUX MOBJICHHEBUX
CUTYaIIisIX.
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