HAJICJIBHI ®OPMHU BUPAKEHHS ITPEJJUKATUBIB OIIIHKHA
Y CYUYACHIU AHTJIIMCBKIA MOBI
Jlapuca ®enopiBua CosoBiioBa (’Kutomup, Ykpaina)

Hama po3Bigka NpucBsSY€Ha JOCIIIKEHHIO HAJCIIBHUX (HOPM BUPAKECHHS
IpEAUKATUBIB OIIIHKK y CydYacHid aHriIiicbkid MoBi. CJOBOCHONYYCHHS 1
CJIOBOCTSTHEHHS PI3HUX MOJIEJIeH MOXXYTh BHUCTYMATH Yy (YHKIII OKa310HAJIbLHUX
MPEIUKATUBIB OKPEMOI OI[IHKH:

It’s better to be a has been than a never was (A.J.Cronin). (Mother) came
toward me, and turned a cheek to be kissed. “You look thin,” she said. (...) Suddenly |
was fifteen years old again. All arms and legs and no tongue (H.Robbins).
“Jealous?” “No.” “Then why bother? Little boys like him are a dime a dozen”
(H.Robbins). Yet it was a very ordinary face and its prettiness was strictly assembly
line (R.Chandler). “Okey, Marlowe”, I said between my teeth. “You’re a tough guy.
Six feet of iron man” (R.Chandler).

B Toit ke yac 3HaYHa KIJIBKICTh MPEAUKATUBIB OIIHKK HAJIEKUThH (pa3eosiorii.
B "Anrno-pociiickkoMy (pazeonoriunomy ciioBauky" O.B.Kynina [1], mo MicTUTB
29500 oauuwuilk, 300 onUHMIL € OLIHHUMU, 3 HUX 67,7% — cyOctanTuBHI 1 5% —
an’ekTuBHI. [lepeBakHa KUIBKICTh CyOCTaHTUBHUX (PPa3eoJioTi3MIB aKCIOJIOTTYHOTO
xapaktepy mae ctpyktypu A + N, N + N. Sk npaBuio, BOHH XapaKTEPHU3YIOTh
JIOJMHY 1 eMOILIIHO 3a0apBiicHi 3aBsku 00pa3y B ocHOBI [2: 204]:

And now he proceeded to explain that Clyde had ever been a rolling stone —
one who, by reason of some quirk of temperament, perhaps, preferred to wander here
and there (Th. Dreiser). Taken at his face value he certainly is a poor nut
(S.Leacock). “What a helpless old gas bag you are” (O. Henry). “(..) Dartie has
gone off at last. That’ll be a relief for your father. He was a rotten egg” (J.
Galsworthy). “Miss Rossiter and Miss Parton are our guardian angels (...)"” (D.
Sayers). “You’re a weak sister, Johnnie, and I can’t trust you any more...” (E.
O’Connor). “(...) I don’t want to go. If 7 go I'll be a wet blanket and spoil the fun
(...)” (J. Jones).

Herarusna OIIiHKa MOXKE IIOEJHYBATUCA 3 ipOHi‘IHI/IM CTaBJICHHsIM OO0 00'ekTa



BHCIIOBJTIOBAHHS, HATIPUKIIA/T;

“He always was a smart aleck... ” (S. Lewis). “I’ve a grandson — up at Oxford
— talks and behaves as if he were the last of some ancient family — blue blood.
Crusades, moldering castles” (J.B. Priestley). “Benedict’s a bad actor, Scutney. And
I'm not referring o his professional competence” (E. Queen).

3 iHmoro Oo0Ky, Jesdkl (pa3eosiori3MH, 10 BUCTYINAKOTh Yy (QYHKIIT
MPEAUKATUBIB  OI[IHKH, BIAPI3HAIOTBCA  SCKPaBO BHUPAXKEHOK  HAIlOHAJIBHO-
KyJIbTYPHOIO MAapKOBaHICTIO, HAPUKIIA/;

a Teddy boy — “crunsra” (3a im’sim anriificekoro koponst Exyapna VI, sxwit
BIJIPi3HSIBCS eKcTpaBaraHTHUMHU (aconamu ogary); a blue stocking —  “cuns
MaHJoxa”, cyxa IeJaHTKa, mo30aBiieHa KiHOYHOCTI (Bimomuii BueHuit XVIII cT.
CrunmiHrgmit 3’sMBISBCS B OJHOMY 3 JITepaTypHUX cajoHiB JIOHJOHa B CHHIX
naHyoxax); a Simple Simon — “npocrak” (nitoua ocoda y Bipiax s aitei); the big
bad wolf — “crpammwmii cipuii BOBK”, HeOe3meuyHa, CTpaliHa ocoba (IepCoHaX
mynabTineMy Y. Jlicaes “Tpu mopocstu™); angry young men — “cepauTi MOJIOI
moaun” (Mpo MOJIOAMX AaHTIIACBKUX MTUCBMEHHUKIB 50-X pokiB XX CTOMTTS,
(pazeosioriaM BUHUK Y 3B’SI3Ky 3 mocTaHoBKowo m’ecu JIx. OcbopHa “O3upHUCH Y
ruiBi”); a Paul Pry — “moauna, sika cye Hoca B 4yxi cripaBu” (TojIoOBHA JIifioBa 0co0a
komenii JIx. Ilyna).

Cepen OIIHOYHUX MpEaUKaTUBIB-()PA3COJIOTI3MIB 3HAUYHE MiCIle 3alMaroTh
300CEMI3MU:

)y L«

“Thanks, Jill. I've been happy tonight.” “Is that so rare?” “Yes. I'm rather a
dull dog” (J. Lindsay). His family regarded him as a black sheep and a good-for-
nothing (K.S. Prichard). He was (...) what we call a grouch-face, a drizzle-puss, a
wet blanket, a cold turkey (E.S. Gardner). “This guy, Marshall, is an eager beaver, a
go-getter, buz he’s relatively inexperienced” (E.S. Gardner).

Ponp momiOHMX 300CeMi3MIB B aHTPOIMONEHTPUYHIN aKCIOJOTIUHINA JIEKCHIT
Cy4acCHOI aHIIIMChKOI MOBU JIOCUTH BIIYyTHA, TOMY LIO SIBJsiE COOOIO MEPEHECEHHS

Ha JIIOJMHY “KOHIIEHTPOBAHUX  SIKOCTEH 1 BIIACTHBOCTEH TBApHH, IO BXKE MICTSThH

OCHOBY Jutst orinku [2: 207].



HaiiGinpmr TrimoBa Mojienb aa’€KTUBHUX (pa3eosori3MiB, IO BHCTYIAIOTHh B
POJII IPEANKATUBIB OIIHKK — <as™> A as N (cTiiike TOpIBHIHHS), HATPUKIIAT;

“My wife says I’'m getting fat as an alderman” (D. Carter). “l have
been as blind as a bat/” he cried, a ring of vexation in his voice (J.
London). “Look at you and me; we got our troubles, and ‘ere we are —
jolly as sandboys/” (J. Galsworthy). She woke in the morning, feeling
bright as a new dime (A. Saxton). “He was taken bad yesterday (...) and
couldn’t get round,; but he’s today as burly as beef” (H. Wood).

Kpim ocHOBHEX Mozenel (ppa3eonoriyHux npeaukatusiB omiHKd — A + N, N +
N, <as> A as N cnig Ha3BaTh TPOXH MEHII MOUIMPEHI, ajle HE MEHII €KCIPECHBHI
Mozeni N + Prep. + N, no <+ A> + N, HanpukJa;

But he’s an awful bore, really: one of those conceited idiots who thinks he is a
genius manque, and is a pain in the neck really (K.S. Prichard). “You’re a babe in
the woods (...). You just don’t have any idea of what the police will do when the going
gets tough” (E.S. Gardner). “You're the damnedest prig I ever saw. You're a bag of
wind. Get out of here” (Th. Wilder). “Yes, | know her. Not a ball of fire, is she?” (K.
Mitford). “I'm no great shakes, God knows, and your father’s right, Phyll,” he
gasped. “But | want you like hell” (K.S. Prichard).

OTxe, 4uCII0 TPEIUKATUBIB OLIHKK B aHTJIOMOBHOMY PO3MOBHOMY MOBJICHHI
MOCTIAHO TOIMOBHIOETHCS 332 PaXyHOK HAJACHIBHUX (opMm. 3HayHa KUIBKICTh
MPEIUKATUBIB OIIIHKKM HaJISKHUTh (ppazeosorii (Mogeni A + N, N+ N, <as> A as N, N
+ prep. + N, no <+ A> + N). [ToganbIa nmepcrneKkTHBa, Ha HAIl MOTJIS, MOJIATAE Y
JNOCIIUKEHH] ~ HAACIIBHUX  (OpM  BHUpPAXEHHS  MPEAMKATUBIB  OLIHKUA Yy

myOIIIUCTUIHOMY JTUCKYPCI.
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