OcobeHHOCTH
yHKUMOHUPOBaAHUA
KONMOPOHMMOB B aHIMMUCKOWU
noas3un

CtyaeHTtka KypmaHosa HOnua MinbgaposHa
JNMNBA-301

Hay4HbIV pykoBOOUTEND:
CamkoBa M. A.

[10/XHOCTbL: AOUEHT Kadenpbl Teopumn m
NPaKTUKU aHTTIMUCKOIO A3blKa






AKTyanbHbIM npeacraBnaeTc4
nccriegoBaHme aKTUBHbIX NpoLeccoB
ynotpebneHus, nepeocMbICIIEHUS 7
npeobpasoBaHNA KOMTOPOHUMOB B MO33UN C
YYETOM KYIbTYPHOIro ooHa



OOBLeKToOM nccriegoBaHusa ABNAKTCA CNoBa
N CSTI0OBOCOYEeTaHus C UBETOBbLIM
00O03HaA4YeHneM.



Llenb pPaboThI — BbIABUTb

NIMHIBOKYNLTYPOIOrMYeCKyHo cneundunky
CIlTOB W CNOBOCOYETAHUN C LBETOBLIMMU
00O3HAYEHUSIMUN U UX OTPaXeHMEe B A3bIKE
COBPEMEHHOWU aHIMNUNCKOU NO33UN.



What A Wonderful World, aBTop - o0 Tuan;

Such Beauty - ToHna HKeaHrHu;
On the nature of Love -

Autumn-

God's Grandeur-



B npeacTaBieHHOM ncecregoBaHun
MCnosfib3oBasiuCh MeToAbl
FNIMHIBUCTUYECKOro HabnaeHUs n onnucaHusg,
CTUNTUCTUYECKUIN aHanu3, a TakKe 3reMeHTbl
CEMaAHTMYECKOTO U KOHTEKCTYyarbHOrO
aHanuaa.



Obpatnmca K  onpeaeneHunto  MNOHATUS
«MO3TUYECKUN TeKCT». [loaTnyeckum TekcT
«MOXHO oOnpeaennutb Kak 4YerioBEYECKYIO
peyb, 0COObLIM 0OpPa3oM CKOHCTPYMPOBAHHYIO
B CBA3M C HEOOXOOAMMOCTbIO cO3aaHnsa 0cobo
CINOXHbIX Moaernen-3HakoB nns

CBEPXCNOXHbIX ABNEeHUN NEeHOTaTOBY
[JlloTmaH, 1964, c. 191].



MiMa uBeTa — 3TO TEPMUWH, OTpakaroLlnmn
NCUXONOrM4YeckMm KOMMOHEHT B BOCNPUATUN
CBeTa U LBeTa, CBETOBOIo TOHa Yero-HMbyab,
okpacku. ['log konopoHnmom, Becneq 3a H. L.
bopnucoBon Mbl MOHMMAEM TEPMUH, KOTOPbIN
MOXET ObITb NMPUMeEHeH AN 0003HAYEeHUU
Ha3BaHWM NOObIX LIBETOBLIX OTTEHKOB (B TOM
4ymcre n axpomMmaTmnyeckux).



| see skies of blue, and
clouds of white,
The bright blessed day,
The dark sacred night
And | think to myself,
What a wonderful world.




skies of blue - ronybble Hebeca

clouds of white - benble obnaka

The bright blessed day -ApKknun cBeTnbIN AEHb
The dark sacred night - cBALLlEHHaA TeMHa4d

HO4b




Blue
White
Dark
Bright



Pale white dove

I wish you all couls
That circles like

-




Such Beauty

See her standing out there
Not noticing her is so rare
She’s out there ready to share
Her light and beauty so fair.

Her pretty face, no one can mar
You can’t help but notice her

A quite unique, golden star G O I d en (Sta r)
Sparkling, shimmering, glimmering from afar.

Sparkling
When she moves across the sky A
You've got to shout “Oh My!” , "’3"":, S h immerin g

Her majestic movement makes you sigh

And ask why she doesn’t draw nigh. G | | mme r| N g

Darkness tries but to no avail

In her Ringdom, she must prevail
Darkness encompasses her like a veil
And then it’s sent out of her trail.

She's illuminated the whole night
You can’t blink with such a sight
You'll be mesmerized by her beautiful light,

If you engage in a fight.

Oh lovely charming moon

I had thought you only shone in June
But now I long for the passing of noon
Cup then, I know I'll see you soon.




On The Nature Of Love

The night is black and the forest has no end;

a million people thread it in a million ways.

We have trysts to keep in the darkness, but where
or with whom - of that we are unaware.

But we have this faith - that a lifetime’s bliss

will appear any minute, with a smile upon its lips.
Scents, touches, sounds, snatches of songs
brush us, pass us, give us delightful shocks.

Then peradventure there's a flash of lightning:
whomever | see that instant | fall in love with.

| call that person and cry: This life is blest!

for your sake such miles have | traversed!

All those others who came close and moved off
in the darkness - | don't know if they exist or not.

Rabindranath Tagore

Black
Darkness



Autumn

While others rue the passing of summer, | gaze
at the autumn garden, sun-dappled, the artist
wild in his brushstrokes now. The greens
of summer's heat erupt into crimson, gold, and bronze -
the palette now explored, summer' sameness
breaking into joyous riot.

The lilies spent, their flowers not drooping in despair
at summer's passing, bow their heads in awe;
the rose long gone, its blossoms fallen to brilliant hips,
rejoices too in its reprieve from bloom. Trees shed their tears
of joy now, their carpet an ode to nature's rest, knowing
in this shedding comes their renewal.

The vine, full- [aden, its burgeoning grapes
ready for transformation, sings its chorus
of abundance as the weary vintner,
after summer’s toils, reaps now his harvest, his labour
an homage to the gods.

I'walk to my garden in its fallow season, and
from the loamy earth, scent infused, | pluck
one golden round, a perfect pumpkin,
the sun fallen to my back yard.

Catol Knarioel

Sun-dapple
d

Crimson
Gold
Bronze
Brilliant
Golden



by Gerard Manley Hophlns. 4 :

The world is charged with the grandeAur of God.

It will flame out like shining from shook foil;

It gathers to a greatness like the coze of oil

crushed. Why do men then now not reck his rod?
Cenerations have trod, have trod, have trod

And all is seared with trade; bleared, smeared with toil;
And wears man’s smudge and bears man’s smell; the soil
Is bare now, nor can foot feel, being shod.

And for all this, nature is never spent;
There lives the dearest freshness deep down things;
Ar d though the last lights off the black west went
- Oh, mons :"g, at the brown brink eastward, springs—
goalise t e He )  Ghost, over the bent

A ods Wi ith warm breast and with ah! bright wings.
Bl A AT Y L " WA TR

e Shining

e Black (west)
* Brown

( brink)

Bright (wings)



https://www.pinterest.com/pin/20
4562008044652095/







