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Â ñòàòüå ðàññìàòðèâàþòñÿ ëèíãâèñòè÷åñêèå îñîáåííîñòè àêòîâ èíòðàïåðñîíàëüíîé êîììóíèêàöèè, âûäåëÿþòñÿ è 
êëàññèôèöèðóþòñÿ ôîðìû ýêñòåðèîðèçàöèè âíóòðåííåé ðå÷è. Àâòîð àíàëèçèðóåò ëåêñè÷åñêîå íàïîëíåíèå, ñèí-
òàêñè÷åñêóþ îðãàíèçàöèþ è îñîáåííîñòè ôóíêöèîíèðîâàíèÿ âíóòðåííåé ðå÷è â òåêñòå õóäîæåñòâåííîãî ïðîèç-
âåäåíèÿ. 
 
Êëþ÷åâûå ñëîâà: èíòðàïåðñîíàëüíàÿ êîììóíèêàöèÿ, âíóòðåííÿÿ ðå÷ü, âíóòðåííèé ìîíîëîã, âíóòðåííèé äèà-
ëîã, ïîòîê ñîçíàíèÿ. 
 
°Â ñîâðåìåííîì íàó÷íîì ñîîáùåñòâå îñîáîå 

ìåñòî çàíèìàåò àíòðîïîëîãè÷åñêèé ïîäõîä ê 
èçó÷åíèþ ñóùåñòâóþùèõ ïðîáëåì. Â ÷àñòíîñòè, 
öåíòðàëüíûì îáúåêòîì àíòðîïîöåíòðè÷åñêîé 
ëèíãâèñòèêè ÿâëÿåòñÿ ÿçûêîâàÿ ëè÷íîñòü, ò.å. 
÷åëîâåê â åãî ñïîñîáíîñòè ñîâåðøàòü ðå÷åâûå 
ïîñòóïêè. Ïðè÷åì ïîä÷åðêèâàåòñÿ çíà÷èìîñòü íå 
òîëüêî èíòåð- íî è èíòðàïåðñîíàëüíîé êîììóíè-
êàöèè. Ñëåäóåò ó÷èòûâàòü, ÷òî ðåàëüíîå îáùå-
íèå íåèçáåæíî îñóùåñòâëÿåòñÿ íà ñîöèàëüíîì 
ôîíå è ëè÷íîñòü ïðÿ÷åòñÿ çà ìàñêîé ñîöèàëüíûõ 
ðîëåé. Ñîîòâåòñòâåííî, äëÿ âûÿâëåíèÿ èñòèííîé 
ÿçûêîâîé ñóùíîñòè ÷åëîâåêà ñëåäóåò ðàññìàòðè-
âàòü òîò âàðèàíò ðå÷åâîé äåÿòåëüíîñòè, êîòîðàÿ 
íå ïîäâåðæåíà âëèÿíèþ äðóãèõ ëþäåé. Òàêèì 
âèäîì ðå÷åâîé äåÿòåëüíîñòè ÿâëÿåòñÿ èíòðàïåð-
ñîíàëüíàÿ êîììóíèêàöèÿ.  

Åñòåñòâåííûì áóäåò âîïðîñ: êàê îáíàðóæèòü 
ðåçóëüòàòû äàííîãî âèäà êîììóíèêàöèè. Íà íàø 
âçãëÿä, äëÿ ëèíãâèñòà è â ðàìêàõ âîçìîæíîãî 
ëèíãâèñòè÷åñêîãî ïîäõîäà, äíåâíèêîâûå çàïèñè 
è âíóòðåííÿÿ ðå÷ü (ÂÐ) ïðåäñòàâëåííûå â õó-
äîæåñòâåííûõ ïðîèçâåäåíèÿõ ìîãóò ðàññìàòðè-
âàòüñÿ êàê ðåçóëüòàò ýêñòåðèîðèçàöèè èíòðàïåð-
ñîíàëüíîé êîììóíèêàöèè. Èìåííî â ïðîöåññå 
èíòðàïåðñîíàëüíîé êîììóíèêàöèè ðàñêðûâàåòñÿ 
èñòèííàÿ ñóùíîñòü ÷åëîâåêà, ïîñêîëüêó, áóäó÷è 
íàåäèíå ñ ñàìèì ñîáîé, â îòñóòñòâèè äðóãèõ ëþ-
äåé, ÷åëîâåê ÷óâñòâóåò ñåáÿ ñâîáîäíûì, ñìåëî 
âûðàæàåò ñâîè ìûñëè, ÷óâñòâà è îùóùåíèÿ. 

Èçó÷àÿ âíóòðåííþþ ðå÷ü ñ ëèíãâèñòè÷åñêîé 
òî÷êè çðåíèÿ, ñ÷èòàåì íåîáõîäèìûì ðàññìîòðåòü 
ñïîñîáû è ôîðìû îðãàíèçàöèè ÂÐ, åå ëåêñè÷å-
ñêèå è ñèíòàêñè÷åñêèå îñîáåííîñòè, à òàêæå ñïå-
öèôèêó ôóíêöèîíèðîâàíèÿ â òåêñòå õóäîæåñò-
âåííîãî ïðîèçâåäåíèÿ. Ïðîàíàëèçèðîâàâ àêòû 
âíóòðèðå÷åâîé êîììóíèêàöèè, âçÿâ çà îñíîâó 
êðèòåðèé ðàñ÷ëåíåííîñòè è îáúåìà, ìû ñ÷èòàåì, 
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÷òî íàèáîëåå ëîãè÷íûì áóäåò ðàçäåëèòü âñå 
ôîðìû ýêñòåðèîðèçèðîâàííîé âíóòðåííåé ðå÷è 
íà ðåïëèöèðîâàííóþ ÂÐ, ïðåäñòàâëÿþùóþ ñî-
áîé êðàòêèå ðåïëèêè, è ðàçâåðíóòóþ ÂÐ. Â ðàì-
êàõ ðàçâåðíóòîé âíóòðåííåé ðå÷è â íàøåé ðàáî-
òå áóäóò âûäåëåíû îòäåëüíî âíóòðåííèé ìîíî-
ëîã (ÂÌ), âíóòðåííèé äèàëîã (ÂÄ) è ïîòîê 
ñîçíàíèÿ (ÏÑ). Äëÿ êàæäîé èç ïðèâåäåííûõ 
âûøå ôîðì îðãàíèçàöèè ÂÐ, ìû ðàññìîòðèì 
îñîáåííîñòè ëåêñè÷åñêîãî íàïîëíåíèÿ, ïðèíöè-
ïû ñèíòàêñè÷åñêîé îðãàíèçàöèè è ñïåöèôèêó 
ôóíêöèîíèðîâàíèÿ â òåêñòå õóäîæåñòâåííîãî 
ïðîèçâåäåíèÿ. 

Ðåïëèöèðîâàííàÿ âíóòðåííÿÿ ðå÷ü ÿâëÿåòñÿ 
ïðîñòåéøåé ôîðìîé ýêñòåðèîðèçàöèè ÂÐ è ìî-
æåò áûòü ïðåäñòàâëåíà ìîíîëîãè÷åñêîé, äèàëî-
ãèçèðîâàííîé èëè êîìáèíèðîâàííîé ðåïëèêîé. 
Ñëåäóåò îòìåòèòü, ÷òî ïðèìåðû ñ ðåïëèöèðîâàí-
íîé ÂÐ âñòðå÷àþòñÿ çíà÷èòåëüíî ðåæå ïî ñðàâ-
íåíèþ ñ ïðèìåðàìè ñ ðàçâåðíóòîé ÂÐ è ñîñòàâ-
ëÿþò âñåãî ëèøü 37.74 % îò îáùåé âûáîðêè. 
Ìîíîëîãè÷åñêàÿ ðåïëèêà ïðåäñòàâëÿåò ñîáîé 
èçîëèðîâàííîå âûñêàçûâàíèå, îáëàäàþùåå ïðè-
çíàêàìè ìîíîëîãè÷åñêîé ðå÷è è íå âõîäÿùåå â 
ñîñòàâ äèàëîãà.  

Another thing I said to Caliban the other day – we 
were listening to jazz – I said, don’t you dig this? And 
he said, in the garden. … Oh, that, he said. 

Like rain, endless dreary rain. Colour-killing1. 
 
Äèàëîãèçèðîâàííàÿ ðåïëèêà ïðåäñòàâëÿåò ñî-

áîé ëèáî èçîëèðîâàííîå âîïðîñèòåëüíîå ïðåä-
ëîæåíèå, ëèáî íåñêîëüêî íåçíà÷èòåëüíûõ ïî 
îáúåìó âîïðîñèòåëüíûõ ïðåäëîæåíèé, ñëåäóþ-
ùèõ äðóã çà äðóãîì. Â îòëè÷èå îò ðå÷è ïðîèçíå-
ñåííîé, âîïðîñû âî ÂÐ íå îðèåíòèðîâàíû íà 
ñëóøàòåëÿ è íå íàöåëåíû íà ïîëó÷åíèå êîíêðåò-
íîãî îòâåòà. Ñêîðåå âñåãî, òàêèì îáðàçîì, ãåðîé 
îòìå÷àåò äëÿ ñåáÿ íåÿñíûé èëè íåèçâåñòíûé åìó 
ìîìåíò äåéñòâèòåëüíîñòè èëè âûðàæàåò ñâîå 
ýìîöèîíàëüíîå ñîñòîÿíèå.  

                                                
1 Fowles J. The Collector. – Vintage: 1998. – P.162. 
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The child ran straight back to its nurse, and Rezia 
saw her scolded, comforted, taken up by the nurse,… – 
but why should she be exposed? Why not left in 
Milan? Why tortured? Why?1. 
 
Êîìáèíèðîâàííàÿ ðåïëèêà óñëîâíî ñîñòîèò 

èç äâóõ ÷àñòåé: îäíà èç íèõ ïðåäñòàâëÿåò ñîáîé 
óòâåðæäåíèå, à âòîðàÿ – âîïðîñ. «Hi, doll, Gary 
here». Oh God. How dare he be so overfamiliar?2  

Âíóòðåííèå ðåïëèêè îòëè÷àþòñÿ êðàòêîñòüþ 
è ñòðóêòóðíîé ïðîñòîòîé. Îáû÷íî îíè ïðåäñòàâ-
ëÿþò ñîáîé ïðîñòîå ïðåäëîæåíèå, èëè íåáîëü-
øîå ïî îáúåìó ñëîæíîå ïðåäëîæåíèå. Â ëåêñè-
÷åñêîì ïëàíå äëÿ íèõ õàðàêòåðíî øèðîêîå èñ-
ïîëüçîâàíèå ìåæäîìåòèé (grr, mmm, Hurrar!), 
ñëîâ ñ ðåçêî îòðèöàòåëüíîé êîííîòàöèåé è äàæå 
íåöåíçóðíûõ âûðàæåíèé. Ñèíòàêñè÷åñêîé îñî-
áåííîñòüþ ðåïëèöèðîâàííîé ÂÐ ÿâëÿåòñÿ íàëè-
÷èå îäíîñîñòàâíûõ èìåííûõ ïðåäëîæåíèé è 
ïðåäëîæåíèé ñ ýëèìèíèðîâàííûì ïîäëåæàùèì. 
Â ñìûñëîâîì îòíîøåíèå, âíóòðåííèå ðåïëèêè 
ïðåäñòàâëÿþò ñîáîé ìãíîâåííóþ ðåàêöèþ ïåðñî-
íàæà íà ïðîèñõîäÿùåå â ìèðå îêðóæàþùåì åãî 
èëè â åãî ñîáñòâåííîì âíóòðåííåì ìèðå.  

Íàðÿäó ñ êðàòêèìè ðåïëèêàìè, ÂÐ ðå÷ü ìî-
æåò ïðèíèìàòü è ðàçâåðíóòûå ôîðìû. Âíóòðåí-
íèé ìîíîëîã ÿâëÿåòñÿ îñíîâíîé è íàèáîëåå ðàñ-
ïðîñòðàíåííîé ôîðìîé èçîáðàæåíèÿ ÂÐ ïåðñî-
íàæåé (49.14% îò îáùåé âûáîðêè). Èìåþòñÿ 
ñóùåñòâåííûå îòëè÷èÿ ìåæäó ìîíîëîãîì ïðîèç-
íåñåííûì è âíóòðåííèì ìîíîëîãîì. Â ÷àñòíîñòè, 
âíóòðåííåìó ìîíîëîãó õàðàêòåðíà îáðàùåí-
íîñòü, ïñèõîëîãè÷åñêàÿ ãëóáèíà, ìàêñèìàëüíàÿ 
÷åñòíîñòü è îòêðûòîñòü ÷åëîâåêà åãî ïðîèçíîñÿ-
ùåãî. Èìåííî âî ÂÌ ïðîÿâëÿåòñÿ èñòèííàÿ 
ñóùíîñòü ÷åëîâåêà, êîòîðàÿ îáû÷íî ñêðûòà çà 
ìàñêàìè ñîöèàëüíûõ ðîëåé è íîðìàìè îáùåñò-
âåííîãî ïîâåäåíèÿ.  

Äëÿ ñîçäàíèÿ ïîëíîé êàðòèíû òàêîãî ëèí-
ãâèñòè÷åñêîãî ÿâëåíèÿ, êàê âíóòðåííèé ìîíîëîã, 
íà íàø âçãëÿä ïðåäñòàâëÿåòñÿ íåîáõîäèìûì îáî-
çíà÷èòü åãî ôóíêöèîíàëüíî-ñåìàíòè÷åñêèå òèïû. 
Ó÷èòûâàÿ ñóùåñòâóþùèå êëàññèôèêàöèè, êðè-
òåðèé òåêñòîâîé äîìèíàíòû è ðåçóëüòàòû àíàëè-
çà ôàêòè÷åñêîãî ìàòåðèàëà, â íàøåé ðàáîòå áó-
äóò âûäåëåíû ïÿòü ôóíêöèîíàëüíî-ñåìàíòè÷åñ-
êèõ òèïîâ ÂÌ: 1) àíàëèòè÷åñêèå (26.23%), 
2) ýìîöèîíàëüíûå (11.94%), 3) êîíñòàòèðóþùèå 
(24.59%), 4) ïîáóæäàþùèå (3.28%), è 5) ñìå-
øàííûå (33.96%). 

Íåîáõîäèìî ïîìíèòü, ÷òî êëàññèôèêàöèÿ 
ôóíêöèîíàëüíî-ñåìàíòè÷åñêèõ òèïîâ ÂÌ íîñèò 
óñëîâíûé õàðàêòåð. Ìû ìîæåì ãîâîðèòü ëèøü 
îá îïðåäåëåííîé ñòåïåíè äîìèíèðîâàíèÿ èëè 
ïðåîáëàäàíèÿ òîé èëè èíîé êîììóíèêàòèâíîé 

                                                
1 Âóëüô Â. Ìèññèñ Äýëëîóýé. – Ì.: 2000. – P. 82. 
2 Fielding H. Bridget Jones: the Edge of Reason. – 
Penguin Books, 1999. – P.102. 

óñòàíîâêè, ëèáî î íàëè÷èè íåñêîëüêèõ òåêñòî-
âûõ äîìèíàíò. Êðîìå òîãî, èñïîëüçîâàíèå òîãî 
èëè èíîãî âèäà ÂÌ çàâèñèò îò ñòèëÿ àâòîðñêîãî 
ïîâåñòâîâàíèÿ è õóäîæåñòâåííîé çàäà÷è, ïðå-
ñëåäóåìîé àâòîðîì â äàííîì êîíêðåòíîì ñëó÷àå. 
Êàæäûé òèï âíóòðåííåãî ìîíîëîãà èìååò ñâîè 
ÿçûêîâûå îñîáåííîñòè è âûïîëíÿåò îïðåäåëåí-
íûå ôóíêöèè. Â êà÷åñòâå ïðèìåðà ðàññìîòðèì 
ÂÌ ñìåøàííîãî òèïà, êîòîðûé ÿâëÿåòñÿ íàèáî-
ëåå ìíîãî÷èñëåííûìè, ïîñêîëüêó âíóòðåííÿÿ 
ðå÷ü, îòðàæàþùàÿ ïðîöåññ ìûøëåíèÿ íå ìîæåò 
âñåãäà ðàçâèâàòüñÿ â îïðåäåëåííîì, çàðàíåå çà-
äàííîì íàïðàâëåíèè. Äëÿ íåå õàðàêòåðíà ñìåíà 
òåì è êîììóíèêàòèâíûõ äîìèíàíò. 

Poem is good. Very good, almost like self-help 
book. Maybe that is why Mark Darcy gave it to me! 
Maybe he sensed I might get into danger! Or maybe 
he was just trying to tell me something about my atti-
tude. Bloody cheek. Not sure about sixty seconds' 
worth of distance run anyway, or if actually want to 
be man. Also is a bit hard to treat this disaster the 
same as triumphs as have not had any triumphs that 
can think of, but still. Will force heart and nerve and 
sinew to serve turn etc. in manner of First World War 
or jungle soldier or whatever Rudyard Kipling was 
and just hold on. At least am not being shot at or hav-
ing to go over top. And also am not spending any mon-
ey in jail so actually helping financial crisis. Yes, must 
look on Positive side3.  
 
Â äàííîì ïðèìåðå ðåàëèçóþòñÿ òðè òåêñòîâûå 

äîìèíàíòû. Ñ îäíîé ñòîðîíû, ãåðîèíÿ ðàññóæ-
äàåò î òîì, ïî÷åìó æå Ìàðê äàë åé ýòó êíèãó 
(àíàëèòè÷åñêàÿ äîìèíàíòà). Ðàññóæäåíèå âû-
ñòðàèâàåòñÿ ïóòåì ïðèâåäåíèå íåñêîëüêèõ äîâî-
äîâ, êîòîðûå ðàññìàòðèâàþòñÿ êàê ðàâíîïðàâ-
íûå, è ñîîòâåòñòâåííî íàõîäÿò ñâîå âûðàæåíèå â 
ïàðàëëåëüíûõ êîíñòðóêöèÿõ. «Maybe that is 
why Mark Darcy gave it to me! Maybe he sensed 
I might get into danger! Or maybe he was just 
trying to tell me something about my attitude». 
Ïîâòîðåíèå íàðå÷èÿ «maybe» â íà÷àëå ïðåäëî-
æåíèÿ ñâèäåòåëüñòâóåò î íåêîòîðîé íåóâåðåííî-
ñòè Áðèäæèò. Ñ äðóãîé ñòîðîíû, â ñèëó òîãî, 
÷òî ãåðîèíÿ íàõîäèòñÿ â òþðüìå, îíà â çíà÷è-
òåëüíîé ñòåïåíè âçâîëíîâàíà è îáåñïîêîåíà, è 
ýòî îòðàæàåòñÿ â åå ðå÷è. Îïóùåíèå àðòèêëÿ è 
ëè÷íîãî ìåñòîèìåíèÿ «I», ãðóáûå ñëîâà, õàîòè÷-
íîå áðîæåíèå îò îäíîé èäåè ê äðóãîé è íåîæè-
äàííûå àññîöèàöèè, – âñå ãîâîðèò î íåñòàáèëü-
íîì ýìîöèîíàëüíîì ñîñòîÿíèè (ýìîöèîíàëüíàÿ 
äîìèíàíòà). Â êîíöå ìîíîëîãà ãåðîèíÿ äåëàåò 
ñâîåîáðàçíûé âûâîä è, â ïðèâû÷íîé äëÿ ñåáÿ 
ìàíåðå (ïðè ïîìîùè ìîäàëüíîãî ãëàãîëà 
«must»), ïîäáàäðèâàåò ñåáÿ è îïðåäåëÿåò ñòðàòå-
ãèþ äàëüíåéøåãî ïîâåäåíèÿ «must look on Posi-
tive sidå» (ïîáóäèòåëüíàÿ äîìèíàíòà) Òàêèì 
îáðàçîì, â äàííîì ìîíîëîãå ðåàëèçóþòñÿ òðè 
êîììóíèêàòèâíûõ èíòåíöèé è êàæäàÿ èìååò 

                                                
3 Òàì æå. – P.251. 
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ñâîè ëåêñè÷åñêèå è ñèíòàêñè÷åñêèå îñîáåííîñòè 
îôîðìëåíèÿ. 

Ñëåäóåò çàìåòèòü, ÷òî âñå ìûñëè, ÷óâñòâà è 
ýìîöèè, âûðàæåííûå âî ÂÌ, ïðîÿâëÿþòñÿ íå 
ñòîëüêî â ëåêñèêå, êîòîðàÿ áîëåå ñäåðæàíà, ïî 
ñðàâíåíèþ ñ ëåêñèêîé â ðåïëèöèðîâàííîé âíóò-
ðåííåé ðå÷è, õîòÿ è ñîõðàíÿåò ýìîöèîíàëüíî-
ýêñïðåññèâíûå ýëåìåíòû è òåíäåíöèþ ê äåýâôå-
ìèçàöèè, ñêîëüêî â ñèíòàêñèñå. Äëÿ ñèíòàêñè÷å-
ñêîé îðãàíèçàöèÿ ÂÌ õàðàêòåðíû åìêèå â ñìû-
ñëîâîì îòíîøåíèè âîñêëèöàòåëüíûå è îäíîñî-
ñòàâíûå íîìèíàòèâíûå ïðåäëîæåíèÿ, íåïîëíûå 
ïðåäëîæåíèÿ ñ ýëèìèíèðîâàííûì ïîäëåæàùèì, 
ïàðöåëëèðîâàííûå è ïàðàëëåëüíûå êîíñòðóêöèè 
â ñî÷åòàíèè ñ ïîëèñèíäåòîíîì. Ñòèëèñòè÷åñêîå 
ôóíêöèîíèðîâàíèå ÂÌ çàêëþ÷àåòñÿ â ðàñêðû-
òèè âíóòðåííåãî ìèðà ïåðñîíàæà, ïîñêîëüêó 
èìåííî íàåäèíå ñ ñàìèì ñîáîé, ãåðîé íàèáîëåå 
îòêðîâåíåí è ïðàâäèâ. 

Åùå îäíîé ôîðìîé îðãàíèçàöèè ÂÐ â òåêñòå 
õóäîæåñòâåííîãî ïðîèçâåäåíèÿ ÿâëÿåòñÿ âíóò-
ðåííèé äèàëîã. ÂÄ èíòåðåñåí òåì, ÷òî îí îòðà-
æàåò óíèêàëüíóþ ñïîñîáíîñòü ÷åëîâå÷åñêîãî 
ñîçíàíèÿ íå òîëüêî âîñïðèíèìàòü ÷óæóþ ðå÷ü, 
íî è ñàìîìó âîññîçäàâàòü åå è àäåêâàòíî ðåàãè-
ðîâàòü. Â ðåçóëüòàòå ðîæäàåòñÿ èíàÿ ñìûñëîâàÿ 
ïîçèöèÿ, âñëåäñòâèå ÷åãî ñîçíàíèå äèàëîãèçèðó-
åòñÿ è ïðåäñòàåò ïåðåä ÷èòàòåëåì â ôîðìå âíóò-
ðåííåãî äèàëîãà. Ó÷èòûâàÿ õàðàêòåð ðåàêöèè è 
òåìó äèàëîãà, à òàê æå êðèòåðèé òåêñòîâîé äî-
ìèíàíòû áûëè âûäåëåíû ñëåäóþùèå ôóíêöèî-
íàëüíî-ñåìàíòè÷åñêèå òèïû ÂÄ: 1) äèàëîã-äî-
ïðîñ, 2) äèàëîã-ñïîð, 3) äèàëîã-áåñåäà, 4) äèà-
ëîã-ðàçìûøëåíèå è 5) äèàëîã ñìåøàííîãî òèïà.  

Íàèáîëåå ðåïðåçåíòàòèâíûìè ÿâëÿþòñÿ äèà-
ëîãè-ðàçìûøëåíèÿ (30.33% îò îáùåãî ÷èñëà 
ÂÄ). Îíè îòðàæàþò ñòðåìëåíèå ÷åëîâåêà ïîíÿòü 
ñëîæèâøóþñÿ ñèòóàöèþ ïóòåì ãëóáîêîãî àíàëè-
çà è ðàçìûøëåíèé. Ïðèâåäåííûé íèæå ÂÄ îò-
ðàæàåò ðàçìûøëåíèÿ Ìèðàíäû, êîãäà îíà ïûòà-
åòñÿ ïîíÿòü, ÷òî æå íóæíî Êëåããó, è êàê åé âåñ-
òè ñåáÿ ñ íèì â ñëîæèâøåéñÿ ñèòóàöèè. 

What can he thought when he first got me here? 
Something’s gone wrong in his plans. I’m not acting 
like the girl of his dreams I was. I’m his pig in a poke. 
Is that why he keeps me? Hoping the dream Miranda 
will appear? 
Perhaps I should be his dream girl. Put my arm round 
him and kiss him. Praise him, pat him, stroke him. 
Kiss him. 
I didn’t mean that. But it’s made me think. 
Perhaps I really should kiss him. More than kiss him. 
Love him. Make Prince Charming step out1. 
 
Âíóòðåííèé äèàëîã, êàê ïðàâèëî, íà÷èíàåòñÿ 

ñ âîïðîñà, êîòîðûé çàäàåò òåìó äàëüíåéøåãî 
ðàññóæäåíèÿ. Äîñòàòî÷íî ÷àñòî âîïðîñ óæå ñî-
äåðæèò â ñåáå îòâåò, ñ êîòîðûì ðàçóì ïðîñòî íå 

                                                
1 Fowles J. The Collector. – Vintage: 1998. – P.236. 

õî÷åò ìèðèòüñÿ. Ïîñëåäóþùèå ðàññóæäåíèÿ è 
íåóâåðåííûå ïîïûòêè îòâåòèòü íà ïîñòàâëåííûé 
âîïðîñ âûðàæàþòñÿ â íåçàêîí÷åííûõ ïðåäëîæå-
íèÿõ, ïàðöåëëèðîâàííûõ è ïàðàëëåëüíûõ êîí-
ñòðóêöèÿõ, à òàê æå ñîäåðæàò â ñåáå ïîâòîðåíèå 
îïðåäåëåííîãî ñëîâà, ÿâëÿþùåãîñÿ ñìûñëîâûì 
öåíòðîì âñåãî âûñêàçûâàíèÿ (â äàííîì ñëó÷àå 
«kiss»). Ñòèëèñòè÷åñêàÿ ôóíêöèîíèðîâàíèå ÂÄ 
ðàçíîîáðàçíî, íî îñíîâíûì ÿâëÿåòñÿ ïåðåäà÷à 
âíóòðåííåé áîðüáû, êîòîðàÿ ñîïðîâîæäàåò ïðè-
íÿòèå âàæíîãî æèçíåííîãî ðåøåíèÿ. Ñ ëèíãâèñ-
òè÷åñêîé è ïñèõîëîãè÷åñêèé òî÷êè çðåíèÿ îñî-
áûé èíòåðåñ ïðåäñòàâëÿåò ñîáîé äèàëîã-ñïîð. Îí 
îòðàæàåò áîðüáó äâóõ ïðîòèâîïîëîæíûõ íà÷àë â 
÷åëîâåêå: äîáðà è çëà, ýìîöèîíàëüíîãî è ðàöèî-
íàëüíî. Êàæäîå èç ýòèõ íà÷àë èìååò ñâîþ ÷åòêî 
âûðàæåííóþ ïîçèöèþ. 

… And what if she should die? She won’t die. 
People don’t die in childbirth nowadays. That was 
what all husbands thought. Yes, but what if she should 
die? She won’t die. She’s having a bad time. The ini-
tial labor is usually protracted. She’s only having a 
bad time. Afterward we’d say what a bad time and 
Catherine would say it wasn’t really so bad. But what 
if she should die? She can’t die, I tell you. Don’t be a 
fool. It’s just a bad time. It’s just nature giving her 
hell. It’s only the first labor, which is almost always 
protracted. Yes, but what if she should die? She can’t 
die. Why should she die? What reason is there for her 
to die? There is just a child that has to be born, the 
by-product of good nights in Milan. But what if she 
should die? She won’t die. But what if she should die? 
She won’t. She’s all right. But what if she should die? 
She can’t die. But what if she should die? Hey, what 
about that? What if she should die?  

The doctor came into the room2 
 
×òî-òî ïîäñêàçûâàåò Ãåíðè, ÷òî åãî ëþáèìàÿ 

ìîæåò óìåðåòü «And what if she should die?» 
Îäíàêî ðàçóì ãîíèò ýòè ìûñëè ïðî÷ü, ïðèâîäÿ 
âñå íîâûå è íîâûå äîâîäû, ÷òî ýòîãî íå ïðî-
èçîéòè, ÷òî ýòî ïðîñòî âðåìåííûå òðóäíîñòè. 
Ñíà÷àëà íà âîïðîñ, ÷òî æå áóäåò, åñëè îíà óì-
ðåò, ãåðîé îòâå÷àåò ðàçâåðíóòîé ðåïëèêîé, íî 
÷åì äàëüøå, òåì ìåíüøå ó íåãî îñòàåòñÿ äîâîäîâ, 
îòâåòû ñòàíîâÿòñÿ êîðî÷å è íåóâåðåííåå è ïðå-
âðàùàþòñÿ â ïðîñòîå îòðèöàíèå.  

«But what if she should die? She won’t die. But 
what if she should die? She won’t. She’s all right. But 
what if she should die? She can’t die. But what if she 
should die?» 
 
Â ïëàíå ñòðóêòóðíîé îðãàíèçàöèè, ñëåäóåò 

çàìåòèòü, ÷òî äèàëîã-ñïîð ïðåäñòàâëÿåò ñîáîé 
÷åðåäîâàíèå âîïðîñîâ è îòâåòîâ, êîòîðûå ãåíå-
ðèðóþòñÿ ñàìîñòîÿòåëüíûìè ñìûñëîïîðîæäàþ-
ùèìè öåíòðàìè. Â ïðîöåññå òàêîãî èíòðàïåðñî-
íàëüíîãî îáùåíèÿ, ñìûñëîïîðîæäàþùèå öåíòðû 
íå âçàèìîäåéñòâóþò äðóã ñ äðóãîì, à íàõîäÿòñÿ 

                                                
2 Hemingway E. A Farewell to Arms. – Progress Pub-
lishers Moscow, 1976. – P.227. 
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â îïïîçèöèè: ìîæíî ñêàçàòü, ÷òî îíè íå ñëûøàò 
äðóã äðóãà, ïðîäîëæàÿ íàñòàèâàòü èñêëþ÷èòåëü-
íî íà ñâîåé òî÷êå çðåíèÿ. 

Íàèáîëåå îáúåìíîé è íàèìåíåå ðàñ÷ëåíåííîé 
ôîðìîé ýêñòåðèîðèçàöèè ÂÐ ÿâëÿåòñÿ ïîòîê 
ñîçíàíèÿ. Äàííàÿ ôîðìà îðãàíèçàöèè ÂÐ ÿâëÿ-
åòñÿ ñàìîé íåìíîãî÷èñëåííîé (âñåãî 12 ïðèìå-
ðîâ) è ñîñòàâëÿåò 1.38% îò îáùåé âûáîðêè. ÏÑ 
ïðåäñòàâëÿåò ñîáîé íåïîñðåäñòâåííîå âîñïðîèç-
âåäåíèå äóøåâíîé æèçíè ïåðñîíàæà, åãî ìûñ-
ëåé, îùóùåíèé è ïåðåæèâàíèé. Âûäâèæåíèå íà 
ïåðâûé ïëàí ñôåðû áåññîçíàòåëüíîãî â çíà÷è-
òåëüíîé ñòåïåíè ñêàçûâàåòñÿ íà òåõíèêå ïîâåñò-
âîâàíèÿ, çà îñíîâó êîòîðîé áåðåòñÿ àññîöèàòèâ-
íîå ìîíòàæíîå îïèñàíèå. ÏÑ âêëþ÷àåò â ñåáÿ 
ìíîæåñòâî ñëó÷àéíûõ ôàêòîâ è ìåëêèõ ñîáû-
òèé, êîòîðûå è ïîðîæäàþò ðàçíîîáðàçíûå àññî-
öèàöèè, â ðåçóëüòàòå ðå÷ü ñòàíîâèòñÿ ãðàììà-
òè÷åñêè íåîôîðìëåííîé, ñèíòàêñè÷åñêè íåóïî-
ðÿäî÷åííîé, ñ íàðóøåíèåì ïðè÷èííî-ñëåäñò-
âåííûõ ñâÿçåé. 

Ïîäàâëÿþùåå áîëüøèíñòâî ïðèìåðîâ èíòðà-
ïåðñîíàëüíîé êîììóíèêàöèè â ôîðìå ïîòîêà 
ñîçíàíèÿ ïðåäñòàâëåíî â ðîìàíå Â.Âóëüô «Ìèñ-
ñèñ Äýëëîóýé». Â íèõ îòðàæàåòñÿ ñîñòîÿíèå ëè-
áî ãëóáîêîãî ýìîöèîíàëüíîãî ïîòðÿñåíèÿ, ëèáî 
ãëóáîêîé çàäóì÷èâîñòè, êîãäà ãåðîé íà÷èíàåò 
áåñåäó ñ ñîáîé è, ñàì òîãî íå çàìå÷àÿ, ïîãðóæà-
åòñÿ â ñâîé âíóòðåííèé ìèð è öåëèêîì îòðåøàåò-
ñÿ îò ìèðà âíåøíåãî. Â ðîìàíå îòêðûâàåò âíóò-
ðåííèé ìèð íå òîëüêî ãëàâíîé ãåðîèíè – Êëà-
ðèññû Äýëëîóýé, íî è åå ìóæà è ìíîãèõ äðóãèõ 
ëþäåé, ïîðîé ïðîñòî ñëó÷àéíûõ ïðîõîæèõ. 

«… Remember our party tonight!» 
But Elizabeth had already opened the front door; 

there was a van passing; she did not answer. 
Love and religion! thought Clarissa, going back in-

to the drawing-room, tingling all over. How detesta-
ble, how detestable they are! For now that the body of 
Miss Kilman was not before her, it overwhelmed her—
the idea. The cruelest things in the world, she thought, 
seeing them clumsy, hot, domineering, hypocritical, ea-
vesdropping, jealous, infinitely cruel and unscrupulous, 
dressed in a mackintosh coat, on the landing; love and 
religion. Had she ever tried to convert any one herself? 
Did she not wish everybody merely to be themselves? 
And she watched out of the window the old lady oppo-
site climbing upstairs. Let her climb upstairs if she 
wanted to; let her stop; then let her, as Clarissa had 
often seen her, gain her bedroom, part her curtains, 
and disappear again into the background. Somehow 
one respected that-that old woman looking out of the 
window, quite unconscious that she was being watch-
ed. There was something solemn in it—but love and re-
ligion would destroy that, whatever it was, the priva-
cy of the soul. The odious Kilman would destroy it. 
Yet it was a sight that made her want to cry. 

Love destroyed too. Everything that was fine, eve-
rything that was true went. Take Peter Walsh now. 
There was a man, charming, clever, with ideas about 
everything. If you wanted to know about Pope, say, or 
Addison, or just to talk nonsense, what people were 
like, what things meant, Peter knew better than any 
one. It was Peter who had helped her; Peter who had 

lent her books. But look at the women he loved—
vulgar, trivial, commonplace. Think of Peter in love—
he came to see her after all these years, and what did 
he talk about? Himself. Horrible passion! she thought. 
Degrading passion! she thought, thinking of Kilman 
and her Elizabeth walking to the Army and Navy 
Stores. 

Big Ben struck the half-hour1. 
 
Äàííûé àêò èíòðàïåðñîíàëüíîé êîììóíèêà-

öèè îòðàæàåò ñîñòîÿíèå âçâîëíîâàííîñòè è ýìî-
öèîíàëüíîãî íàïðÿæåíèÿ Êëàðèññû. Â ðå÷è 
ìíîãî âîñêëèöàòåëüíûõ è íîìèíàòèâíûõ ïðåä-
ëîæåíèé, ãåðîèíÿ çàäàåò âîïðîñû è ñàìà æå íà 
íèõ îòâå÷àåò. Åå ñîçíàíèå ôèêñèðóåò âñå, ÷òî 
ïîïàäàåò â ïîëå çðåíèÿ  (ñòàðóøêà â îêíå) è 
ñâîáîäíî ïåðåìåùàåòñÿ â ïðîøëîå. Òåìà ëþáâè 
âîîáùå, ñ êîòîðîé íà÷èíàåòñÿ âíóòðåííÿÿ ðå÷ü, 
ïîñòåïåííî ïðèîáðåòàåò áîëå êîíêðåòíûé õàðàê-
òåð, è âñêîðå ãåðîèíÿ âíîâü ïåðåêëþ÷àåòñÿ íà 
÷óâñòâà, êîòîðûå îíà èñïûòûâàåò ê Ïèòåðó 
Óîëøó. Îáðàç Áèã-Áåíà èãðàåò âàæíóþ ðîëü â 
ðîìàíå. Îí áåñïðèñòðàñòíî, äàæå ðàâíîäóøíî, 
îòñ÷èòûâàåò âðåìÿ. Â ðîìàíå ìû íå ðàç ñëûøèì 
åãî ðàâíîìåðíûé áîé, êîòîðûé ïðåðûâàåò ðàç-
ìûøëåíèÿ ãåðîåâ è çàñòàâëÿåò èõ âåðíóòüñÿ â 
ðåàëüíûé ìèð. 

Ðûõëîñòü è íåñâÿçíîñòü ìûñëåé è èäåé ÷åëî-
âåêà, íàõîäÿùåãîñÿ â ñîñòîÿíèè ãëóáîêîé çàäóì-
÷èâîñòè ïðîÿâëÿåòñÿ êàê íà ëåêñèêî-ñåìàí-
òè÷åñêîì óðîâíå, òàê è íà ñèíòàêñè÷åñêîì. Íà-
ëè÷èå áîëüøîãî êîëè÷åñòâà ðàçíîîáðàçíûõ, áû-
ñòðî ñìåíÿþùèõ äðóã äðóãà òåì ñî÷åòàåòñÿ ñ 
ëåêñè÷åñêèì ïîâòîðîì, ïàðàëëåëüíûìè êîíñò-
ðóêöèÿìè è ïîëèñèíäåòîíîì. Â òåêñòå õóäîæåñò-
âåííîãî ïðîèçâåäåíèÿ ÏÑ ìàêñèìàëüíî ïðèáëè-
æåííî îòðàæàåò îñîáåííîñòè ìûñëèòåëüíîãî 
ïðîöåññà è ãëóáîêóþ ïñèõîëîãè÷åñêóþ äåÿòåëü-
íîñòü, ñëóæèò äëÿ ïåðåäà÷è ÷óâñòâ, ñíîâ, ìå÷òà-
íèé è äàæå ãàëëþöèíàöèé. 

Òàêèì îáðàçîì, ÂÐ ïðåäñòàâëÿåò ñîáîé ôîð-
ìó ýêñòåðèîðèçàöèè àêòîâ èíòðàïåðñîíàëüíîé 
êîììóíèêàöèè. Îíà ìàêñèìàëüíî ïðàâäèâî è 
òî÷íî ðàñêðûâàåò îñîáåííîñòè ÿçûêîâîé ëè÷íî-
ñòè. Â òåêñòå õóäîæåñòâåííîãî ïðîèçâåäåíèÿ ÂÐ 
ïîëó÷àåò îïðåäåëåííûå ñòðóêòóðíî-ñåìàíòè÷åñ-
êèå ôîðìû îðãàíèçàöèè è ýêñòåðèîðèçàöèè, à 
èìåííî: êðàòêàÿ ðåïëèêà, âíóòðåííèé ìîíîëîã, 
âíóòðåííèé äèàëîã è ïîòîê ñîçíàíèÿ. Êàæäàÿ èç 
äàííûõ ôîðì èìååò îïðåäåëåííûé ëåêñè÷åñêèé 
ñîñòàâ, îáëàäàåò ñïåöèôè÷åñêîé ñèíòàêñè÷åñêîé 
îðãàíèçàöèåé è âûïîëíÿåò îïðåäåëåííûå ôóíê-
öèè â òåêñòå õóäîæåñòâåííîãî ïðîèçâåäåíèÿ. 

                                                
1 Âóëüô Â. Ìèññèñ Äýëëîóýé. – Ì.: 2000. – P.158 – 
159. 
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The article deals with linguistic characteristics of intrapersonal communication. Different forms of inner 
represented speech exteriorization are revealed and classified. The author analyses the lexical level, syntactical 
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