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AHOTALIA

bpaxnikoBa 10. C. BilicCbKOBHMI CJIEHI SIK THI iHBEKTHBHOI JIEKCHMKH Y
JIHTBiCTHYHIN Ta MepeKkyIaganbKiil NJIOIMHAX.

Y wmarictepcbkiii poOOTI PO3MMISAAIOTHCS IULIXM BIATBOPEHHS YKPaiHCHKOIO
MOBOIO BIHCBKOBOTO CJICHTY, SIKHH TPaKTYEThCS SIK PI3HOBHJI 1HBEKTUBHOI JIEKCHKH,
IIUITXOM aHAJI3y JIEKCUKO-CEMAaHTHYHUX Ta CTPYKTYPHO-MOP(HOJIOTIYHUX 0COOTMBOCTEH
OoOpaHMX OJIMHHUIIL aHai3y. 3ampoIlOHOBAHO aJICKBaTHI MPUHOMH  TEpPEeKIaLy
BIMICHKOBOT'O CJICHT'Y YKPAiHCHKOIO MOBOIO.

Kui0uoBi cjioBa: ciieHr, BIMICBKOBUM CJICHT; 1HBEKTUBA; JKApPrOH; COJIJIATChKUN

Kaprox; ICperiian BIMCBEKOBOT'O CJICHI'Y, IICPCKIIaaallbKa TpaH(l)OpMaI_[ifL

Ha cywyacHomy erami pO3BUTKY JIHIBICTUYHOI HAyKM 3HAYHO 3pOCTA€E
npobieMaThKa TOCIiDKEHb ITapaMeTPiB MOBHOI CHCTEMH, TTOB'SI3aHUX 3 OCOOTMBOCTSIMH
ii (DyHKITIOHYBaHHS HA PI3HUX PIBHSX Ta IWHAMIKU PO3BUTKY BIJIMOBIIHO /IO CYCIUIBHUX
npoueciB. MoBa € AMHAMIYHOIO CHCTEMOIO, fKIi MpUTaMaHHA TIOCTIHA 3MiHa,
YIOCKOHAJICHHS 11 (hopM peajtizallii.

CrneHr sK pI3HOBHJ MOBHOTO CYOCTaHAAPTY TPAJAMIIAHO TPHUBEPTAE yBary
BITYM3HSHUX 1 3apyODKHHUX (PUIONIOTIB Ta NEPEKIIaJ03HABLIB 3aBISKU SICKPABOMY
EMOIIIMHO-CKCIIPECUBHOMY 3a0apBJICHHIO, JIAKOHIYHOCTI ¥ OOpa3HOCTI CJICHTI3MIB,
3ATHOCTI TTOCTIHHO 3MIHIOBATH MEXKI1, IO PO3UISIIOTh HOTO 3 MOBHOIO HOPMOIO.

Ornsi; HAyKOBOT JTiTepaTypH, MOB'SI3aHOT 3 MPOOJIEMATUKOIO BIICBKOBOTO CJICHTY,
JTa€ MOKJIMBICTh CTBEP/DKYBATH, 1110 B CY4aCH1H JIIHTBICTHUII MpoOieMa aMepUKaHCHKOTO
BilickkoBoro cienry (gaim — ABC) € HenoctaTHRO po3pobiieHoro. [Iutanns nepexnany
ABC y pycini HUHIIIHIX TOMAINA CTa€ Bce akTyaidbHIUM. CamMe 1M 3yMOBIIEHO BHOIp
00’€KTa HAIIOTO JOCTIIKCHHSL.

O0’€eKTOM OCIHIJPKEHHS € Cy4aCHUN BIMCHKOBHM CJICHT SIK PI3HOBU/T IHBEKTUBHOI
JICKCHIKH Ta MIJISIXA WOTO BIITBOPEHHS Y MEPEKIIAII.

IIpexmeTom noCTiTAKeHHSI € CINOCOOM TBOPEHHS 1HBEKTUBHHUX CIIEHTI3MIB Yy

BINCBKOBIM cepi, iX MOXOKEHHS, CEMaHTHKA Ta IUISIXY NIepeiadl Ha MOBY TIEPEKIIay.
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Meta n1ociiKEHHS MMOJSIrae y BCTAaHOBJIEHH] aJIeKBATHUX IUISAXIB BIITBOPEHHS
BIICHKOBOIO CJICHTY SIK PI3HOBUAY 1HBEKTHUBHOI JIEKCUKHU TPU MEPEKIIaal YKPaiHChKOIO
MOBOIO.

Merta nepeabavae po3B’si3aHHs TaKUX 3aBAAHD.

— BUBUUTH LUIAXH (OPMYBAHHS 1 CTAHOBIICHHS BIMCHKOBOTO CIIEHTY SIK
PI3HOBU/TY BICHKOBOT JICKCHKH B aHTJIIHACHKIH Ta YKpaiHChKi MOBax;

— BCTAHOBHUTH KpUTEpii BUAUICHHS 1HBEKTHBHOI JICKCUKH Y JIIHIBICTUYHIN HayIll
Ta BU3HAYUTH MICIIE CIICHTY Y I1iil HapuHI MPOCTOPIYHO-PO3ZMOBHOT JICKCUKH;

— OIKCATH O3HAKHU 1HBEKTUBH, CJICHT'Y Ta BIICHBKOBOT'O CJICHTY;

— IpOaHaTI3yBaTU  JIEKCUKO-CEMAHTHYHI Ta  CTPYKTYpPHO-MOP(QOJIOriuHi
0COOJIMBOCTI aMEPUKAHCHKHUX BINCHKOBUX CJICHT13MIB;

— BU3HAUUTH CTpATErif0 W TaKTUKy OINEpalifHuX i Tepekiazadya Mpu
nepeKIaji aMepUKaHCHKOTO BIHCHKOBOTO CIICHTY;

— 3aIpONOHYBATH aJICKBATHI MPUHOMHU TIEpEKIIaly BIHCHKOBHUX CJICHT13MIB.

Marepiasiom JociaigkeHHsI CTalyd CIEHTI3MH, Ji0paHi 13 TBOpy ['ycrtaBa
Xechopna «The Short-timersy Ta iX nepekiaj yKpaiHCbKO MOBOIO.

HaykoBa HOBH3HAa poOOTH TOJISITa€ B TOMY, 1[0 BUOKPEMJIEHO OCHOBHI HMUISXH
TBOpPEHHSI Ta ()OpPMYBaHHSI BIMCHKOBOTO CJICHTY 1 BIJIMIOBIJHO 3alpPOMOHOBAHO HOBI
HUISIXA WOTO TIEPEKTIALYy.

IIpakTuyHe 3Ha4YeHHsI POOOTH TOJATAE y TOMY, IO OTPUMAaHI PE3yJIbTaTH
MOYTb OyTH BUKOPHUCTaHI Y BUKJIaJIaHH1 JIEKCUKOJOT] Ta CTHJIICTUKH aHTJIIKACHKOT Ta
YKPaiHCHKOT MOB; KYJbTYpH MOBJICHHSI Ta €TUKU TEPEKIIala, a TaKOX CIEUKYpPCIB 13
BIICLKOBOTO TIEpEKJIaly, CIHEICEeMIHApIB 13 Teopii Ta MPAKTUK TMEPeKIamy. MpH
HaMMCaHH1 KypCOBIM Ta MariCTepChKUX POOIT, MAPYUHHUKIB Ta MOCIOHUKIB 13 MPAKTUKH
Ta TEOpii MEepeKIaTy.

Crpykrypa podotu. PoboTa ckimamaeTsecs 31 BCTYIy, TBOX PO3ILUIIB, 3aralbHUX
BHCHOBKIB, CITUCKY BUKOPHCTAaHUX JKEPET Ta JI0/IaTKIB.

CreHr — MICBKUH COIIOJIEKT, IO BUHHUK 3 apro PI3HUX 3aMKHEHUX COIlAIbHUX
rpyn (MpaBoOMOPYIIHUKIB, KpaMapiB, PEMICHHUKIB, B'S3HIB, OypCakKiB-y4HIB, BOSIKIB), K

eMOITIHO 3a0apBlieHa JIEKCHKAa HU3BKOTO U (DaMIbSIPHOTO CTUIIIO, TOIIMPEHA Cepen
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COLIIAJIbHUX HU3IB 1 MEBHUX BIKOBUX TI'PYI MICT, MOCIAa€ BXKJIMBE MICIE Y KYJIbTYpi
MOBJICHHSI, IOTO MO’KHA 3aYUCIIUTH J0 JIEKCUYHO-CTUIICTUYHUX YTBOPEHb. Taki clioBa
npUTaMaHHI PO3MOBHIN MOBI JIFOZIEH, SIK1 TIOB’S13aH1 MEBHOIO CMJIBHICTIO 1HTEPECIB.

Crnenr BuKOHye Taki (QYHKI: 00’€lHYye IHOUBIAA 3 TPYIOI, BOJHOYAC
BUPI3HAIOYHM BIATIOBIAHY TPYIy MOMDK IHIINX, @ TaKOXX CTAa€ MOBHUM 3HapSIAM
iHTepnpetamnii aificHocTi. COIONEKT, sIK KO’KHA MOBA, Yy MEBHUN CMOCIO IHTEpIpeTye
JUHCHICTh, HAKPECIIOIOUN 00pa3 CBITY 3TIJHO 3 CUCTEMOIO CYCIIJIBHUX IIHHOCTEH, SIK1
npuiimae rpyna. Omke, (QyHKII CICHTY TOTOXHI (PYHKINSIM 3araJlbHOHApOJHOI MOBH,
aJie SIKIIO OCTaHHS KOHCOJIAY€ BCIO HAI[IOHAIBbHY CHUILHOTY, BIIPI3HSIOUM 11 Bl 1HIIIKX
Halllif, TO o00’e¢AHAaBYa (QYHKLISA CIEHTYy [ll€ Ha BYXYOMY, TIPYIOBOMY piBHI,
BHOKPEMITIOIOYH BCEPEINHI COILlyMY TPYIIH JIIOJICH 32 IEBHUMH O3HAKAMH.

AMepUKaHCHKHMI  BIMCHKOBUUM  CIIEHT K HEHOpMaTHBHA, HepopMalibHa,
CTWIICTUYHO  3HIDKEHa, (DYHKIIOHATHbHO  OOMEXEHa  MOBa  aMEPUKAHCHKUX
BIICHKOBOCTYKOOBIIIB, 1110 BHUKOPUCTOBYETHCS 3 METOI 3/IMCHEHHS IIE€BHHUX
MOBJIEHHEBUX (DYHKIIIH, TOEAHY€E PI3HI KaTeropii JIEKCHKHU: MPOCTOPIdYsi, BIHCHKOBO-
npodeciiiHi KaproHi3Mu, TPYyMoOBI Ta COIaJbHI JKaprOHI3MHU, CJICHT13MH-CKOPOUCHHS,
KOJIOBI HallMEHYBaHHS, BIMCHKOBY CIIEHTOBY (Dpa3eosiorito, aproTu3MHu, BYJIbrapu3MH,
eB(eMi3Mu, Yy>KOMOBHI1 3alI03UYEHHS, HEOJIOT13MH, 1ICTOPU3MHU TOLIO.

["'010BHOIO YMOBOIO ONTUMAJIBHOTO MEPEKIATY CIEHTI3MIB € TITUOOKE PO3YMIHHS
cTparerii nepeKiaiy, sika MoJisirae y nepeiaBaHHi JEKCUYHOTO 3HaYEHHS! KOHKPETHOTO
CIIEHTI3MY Ha MIJICTaBl BUKOPHCTaHHS PECYpCIB IUJIbOBOI MOBHU; YpaxyBaHHS
0COOJMBOCTEN KOMYHIKATUBHOI CHUTYallli, OOMEXEHb 1 Taly, 110 ICHYIOTh Y TPAJIMIIIfX,
3BUYAsX, MOBEMAIHII, KYJIbTypl €THOCY, COLyMY, KOJEKTHUBY, OCOOM; HeWTpasizawii
po301KHOCTEN y (DOHOBHX 3HAHHSAX KOMYHIKAHTIB 1 3allpONOHYBaHHI ONTUMAJILHOTO
NepeKIaalbKoro  BianoBigHuKa. CTpareris Mepekiany peami3yeTbCs B TAaKTHIN ¢
TEXHOJIOT11 MepeKyamy.

TakThika TiepeKyaay CJCHTI3MIB JIJIsl  BICBKOBOTO TIEpEKJIaay TIOJSITaeE B
TPAHCHSII JEHOTAaTUBHOTO Ta CHUTHI(IKATUBHOTO 3HAYEHb CJICHTI3MY IIISIXOM
3aIPONIOHYBaHHS ONTUMAIBLHOTO BIAMOBIIHUKA 3 aKTUBHOTO PEMPOAYKTHBHOTO 3aracy

HepeKiaaaya.
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TexHonorist mepekiaay TMojsrae y BHOOpPI Ta 3aCTOCYBaHHI OINTHMAaIbHHUX
CIOCO0IB TepeKIaay, COpSIMOBAHOTO Ha peaji3allilo cTpaTerii i TaKTUKU TepPeKIay.
['onoBHMMHU TPHUHIMIIAMH ~ peaji3alii TEXHOJIOTil MepeKiaxy CICHTI3MIB  CHij
BBaKaT 00OB'SI3KOBY Iepeiady JIEHOTaTUBHOTO 3HAYEHHS CIICHTI3MY, TPAHCIIALIIIO0 X04a
© oaHOl KOHOTalii CUTHI()IKATUBHOIO KOMIIOHEHTa JIEKCHYHOTO  3HAYCHHS
CIICHT13MY, 30epeKeHHS 3araibHO1 (PYHKITIOHATBHO-CTHIICTUYHOI BiATIOBITHOCTI.

3anopykor0  BIIEBHEHOTO TOJOJIAHHS  JIIHIBOKYJBTYpPHOTO Oap'epa  mpH
BUKOPHUCTaHHI CJICHT13MIB € ()OPMYBaHHS JIOCTATHHOTO PIiBHA (DaxoBOi KOMMETEHIIi
BIICHKOBOIO TIEpeKJIaiaya.

BcraHoBeHHs aiekBaTHUX CHOCOOIB MEPEKIaay BINCHKOBOTO CICHTY JI03BOJISIE
HaM JIUTH TaKuX BUCHOBKIB, IIO JOTIOMOTOI TaKUX THUIIB K JOCTIBHUI TEpeKia;
BUJIYYCHHSI EKCIPECUBHOCTI a00 HeHTpaizallis CIEHTiI3Ma; OMMCOBUI IepeKiias;
TPAHCKOJIyBaHHS Yy T.4. aJIallTUBHE TPAHCKOIYBAaHHS, JIGKCMUYHA MOIYJIALIS, MiAOIp
CKBIBAJICHTIB; KOMIICHCALlIl BTpaT MpH MEpeKial depe3 eKcIUIkaiio ado miadip
CKBIBAJICHTA 13 3MIHOIO €KCIIPECHBHOCTI J1a€ 3MOTY T10]10JIaTH JTIHTBOKYJIBTYPHHM Oap’ep

IIpU BUKOPUCTaHHI Ta MEPEKIIal BINICbKOBOTO CJICHTY.

Summary

Brazhnikova Y. Military slang as a type of invective lexis in the linguistic and
translation aspects.

The master's thesis deal with the establishing ways of reproducing military
slangisms as a type of invective lexicon in the Ukrainian language by analysing the
lexical-semantic and structural-morphological features of American military slangisms.
Adequate methods of translating military slangisms into Ukrainian were offered.

Keywords: slang; military slang; invective lexicon; jargon; soldier jargon;

military slang translation; translation transformation.

At present the problem of researching the parameters of the language system,
related to the peculiarities of its functioning at different levels and the dynamics of

development in accordance with social processes, is growing significantly. Language is
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a dynamic system that is characterized by constant change and improvement of its forms
of implementation.

Slang as a type of language substandard, traditionally attracts the attention of
Ukrainian and foreign philologists and translation specialists due to the bright emotional
and expressive colouring, brevity and imagery of slangisms, the ability to constantly
change the boundaries that separate it from the linguistic norm.

A review of scientific literature related to the issue of military slang makes it
possible to assert that the problem of American military slang (AMS) is insufficiently
developed in modern linguistics. The issue of AMS translation into Ukrainian has not
been developed at all. There are also no studies of modern Ukrainian military slang as a
possible translation equivalent of AMS. This is what determines the relevance of our
research, which consists in the need for a comprehensive study of the problem of
reproducing invective conversational speech by the means of the target language in order
to achieve the adequacy of the translation.

Object of the research is modern military slang as a type of invective lexis and
ways of its reproduction in translation.

Subject is the ways of creating of invective slangisms in the military field, their
etymology, semantics and ways of transferring into the target language.

The aim of the study is to establish adequate ways of reproducing slangisms in
the process of translating into Ukrainian.

The aim involves solving the following tasks:

- to study the ways of formation of invective in English and Ukrainian languages;

- to establish the criteria for identifying invective vocabulary in linguistic science
and determine the place of slang in this area of spatial and colloquial vocabulary;

- to describe the features of invective, slang and military slang;

- to analyse the lexical-semantic and structural-morphological features of
American military slangisms;

- to determine the strategy and tactics of the translator's operational actions when
translating American military slang;

- to offer adequate techniques for translating military slangisms.
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The material of the study was slangisms selected from Gustav Hasford's work
"The Short-timers" and their translation into Ukrainian.

The scientific novelty of the work lies in the fact that the main ways of creating
and forming military slang are singled out and, accordingly, new ways of its translation
are proposed.

The practical significance of the work is that the obtained results can be used in
teaching lexicology and stylistics of the English and Ukrainian languages; speech culture
and translation ethics, as well as special courses on military translation, special seminars
on the theory and practices of translation, when writing course and master's theses,
textbooks and manuals on the practice and theory of translation.

Structure of work. The work consists of an Introduction, two Chapters, General
Conclusions, a List of Refences and Resources and Supplements.

Slang is an urban sociolect that arose from the jargon of various closed social
groups (offenders, shopkeepers, artisans, prisoners, soldiers), as an emotional-expressive
vocabulary of a low and familiar style, common among lower social classes and certain
age groups of the city, occupies an important place in the culture of speech, it can be
classified as a lexical and stylistic formation. Such words are inherent in the colloquial
language of people who are connected by certain common interests.

Slang performs the following functions: it unites an individual with a group, while
distinguishing the corresponding group from others, and also becomes a linguistic tool
for interpreting reality. Sociolect, like any language, interprets reality in a certain way,
drawing an image of the world according to the system of social values accepted by the
group. So, the functions of slang are identical to the functions of the national language,
but unifying function of slang operates on a narrower, group level, singling out groups of
people within society according to certain characteristics.

American military slang as a non-normative, informal, stylistically reduced,
functionally limited language of American military personnel, used for the purpose of
performing certain speech functions, combines various categories of vocabulary:

colloguialisms, military-professional slang, group and social slang, slang-abbreviations,
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code names, military slang phraseology, argotisms, vulgarisms, euphemisms, foreign
language borrowings, neologisms, historicisms, etc.

The main condition for the optimal translation of slangisms is a deep
understanding of the translation strategy, which consists in transferring the lexical
meaning of a specific slangism based on the use of the resources of the target language;
taking into account the peculiarities of the communicative situation, restrictions and
taboos that exist in traditions, customs, behaviour, culture of the ethnic group, society,
collective, individual; neutralization of differences in the background knowledge of
communicators and offering the optimal translation partner. Translation strategy is
implemented in translation tactics and technology.

The tactic of translating slangisms for military translation consists in translating
the denotative and significant meanings of slangism by offering the optimal counterpart
from the translator's active reproductive stock.

Translation technology consists in the selection and application of optimal
methods of translation aimed at the implementation of translation strategy and tactics.
The main principles of the implementation of the technology of translation of slangisms
should be considered the obligatory transfer of the denotative meaning of slangism, the
translation of at least one connotation of the significant component of the lexical
meaning of slangism, the preservation of the general functional and stylistic
correspondence.

The key to confidently overcoming the linguistic and cultural barrier when using
slangisms is the formation of a sufficient level of professional competence of a military
translator. The study of translation methods allows us to come to the following
conclusions, that the most effective methods of rendering military slang into Ukrainian
are as follows: a literal translation; omitting of expressiveness or neutralization of
slangism; descriptive translation; transcoding, including adaptive transcoding, lexical
modulation, choice of equivalents; compensation for losses during translation through
explication or selection of an equivalent with a change in expressiveness makes it
possible to overcome the linguistic and cultural barrier when using and translating

military slang.
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BCTYII

Ha cydacHomMy erami pO3BHTKY JIIHTBICTUYHOI HAayKM 3HA4HO 3POCTAE
npoOiemMaTuka  JOCHIKEHb TapaMeTpiB MOBHOiI  CHUCTEMH, TIOB'SI3aHHX 3
0COONMUBOCTSAMH 1i (PYHKIIOHYBaHHS Ha PI3HUX PIBHAX Ta JAUHAMIKHA PO3BUTKY
BIJIMOBITHO 10 CYCHUIBHUX TIpolieciB. MoBa € JMHAMIYHOIO CHCTEMOIO, SIKIi
npuTaMaHHa IOCTIMHA 3MIHA, yJOCKOHaNeHHs 1i ¢opm peamizamii. lle He eranon,
SAKOMY XapaKTepHa CTaOIIbHICTh Ta CTANICTh, a, HABIAKHU, JKMBA CYOCTaHIIIS, IO
Oe3mocepe/lHbO pearye Ha 3MIHY YMOB ICHYBaHHS Ta (yHKIIOHYBaHHS,
NPUJIAMITOBYIOYHCH JI0 YMOB OCTaHHBKOTO [7, ¢. 78 — 80].

CrneHr sK PI3HOBHUJ MOBHOIO CyOCTaHIapTy TpaguLliiHO IMpPUBEPTAE yBary
BITUM3HSIHUX 1 3apyODKHHMX (PUIOJOTIB Ta TMEPEKIaJ03HABIIB 3aBISAKH SCKPABOMY
E€MOI[IMHO-EKCITPECUBHOMY 3a0apBJICHHIO, JAKOHIYHOCTI M OOpa3HOCTI CIJICHT13MIB,
3IaTHOCTI MOCTIMHO 3MIHIOBATH MEXI, 1[0 PO3AUISIOTh HOTO 3 MOBHOIO HOPMOIO.

OcTaHHIM 4YacoM 3IACHEHI OKpeMi KPOKH Y BHUCBITIIEHHI I[i€l MPOOJIEMHU.
3acnyroBytoTh Ha yBary pocaipkeHHs H. O. Illoeryna [33, c. 17] y miommuH1
dbopMyBaHHS  MOJOJIDKHOTO  MOBJIGHHS  MajiuX COIaJIbHUX TpymH, Mparl
T.M. Muxounenko [24, c. 21] Ta C. A. Maproca [23, c. 21] noB's3aHi 3 BUBYCHHSIM
ypOaHICTUYHUX Ta PETIOHANBHUX OCOOMMBOCTEH cieHry. J[oCUTh I'PYHTOBHMMH €
nparii JI. O. CraBuipkoi [28, c. 464] y chepi BiacHe DOCTIKEHHS CyOCTaHIapTHOTO
MOBJICHHSI: apro, *aproHy Ta cjieHTy. TakoXX BapTO BIJ3HAUYUTH OKpeMi MyOsriKailii
O.C. ®ypcu Ta FO. JI. MoceHkica CTOCOBHO aHTJIINU3MIB YKPAiHCHKOTO MOJIOIIKHOTO
cienry [31, c. 57-65; 32, c. 70-82]; B.H. IlleBuyka [58, c. 231]; O.JI. Kiumenko
[20, c. 20], JIJI. Hemo6ina [57, ¢. 379]. bama6ina [3, c. 11-15], H.B. Beperoscokoi
[42, c. 32-41]; C. B. ®opmanoBoi [30, c. 336] y cdepi A0oCHiHKEHHS IHBEKTUBHOT
JICKCHKH.

[HBeKkTHBA — BaXJIMBUH 3aCi0 3B’S3KYy MK I[IHHICHUMHU OPIEHTAIISIMHU COIIyMY
Ta BUPAKCHHSIM YKpail HEraTHBHOTO CTABJICHHS 10 00’€KTa OIIHKU — JIFOAWUHU —
HOCISl TEBHMX pHUC XapakTepy, IMIKIUIMBUX 3BHYOK, 1 sSKa MOPYLIyE HOPMHU

cycmiibHOTO mopsiaky [30, c. 20].
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IuBexTuBa Bix Jjar invective (oratio) — nmaliaMBe BHUKpUBajIbHE MOBIICHHS,
naiika, pi3Kuil BUNaj, pi3HOBH] CATUPH TOLIO.

3 ommimy Ha 3a3HadeHi aediHimii ocoOMMBOI yBarm 3aciayroBye crpoba
nepejadi 3 OJHIE]T MOBM Ha IHINY TaKoi JIGKCUKH, a I, BIAMOBITHO MOTpedye
TOCITIIKEHHS, 0COOIMBO y cdepi BIWCHKOBIHM, SKa HHUHI € NyXE aKTyalbHOIO IS
BUBYEHHS 3 yCiX OOKIB.

B yMoBax BoeHHoro crany B YkpaiHi «llepeknan BIHCBKOBOTIO CJIEHTY €
BXUIMBUM BUKIUKOM JJI MEPEKIaaayiB, Kl MpalioTh y 1iil cdepi. Y OUIbIIOCTI
BUIIAJIKIB MIepeKIIaaydl BBAXKAIOTh IIEH MepeKiaa Iy>Ke CKIaJHUM — 4Yepe3 LUTUN psij
npuunH. lle mocmiKeHHS Mae Ha METi BHU3HAYHMTH aJCKBAaTHY IEPEKIIaaIlbKy
TEXHIKY 1 CTpaTeriro s HaWKpamoro mepekiaay BIHCHKOBOIO CIEHTY 1
creniugiyHUX BUpaA3iB, K1 MAIOTh B 1HIIIH MOBI JIMIIIE YaCTKOBI €KBIBAJICHTH, a 1HO/II
HE MaroTh ix B3arami» [19, c. 12].

«Ilepexnan TepMiHIB BIICBKOBOTO CJIEHTY 3 aHTJIINCHKOT HA 1HIII MOBH € JIOCUTb
3HaYHUM BUKIUKOM JIJIi BCHOTO IMEPEKIIANAbKOro IMpoiiecy, 60 WIeThCs HE MPOCTO
Mpo nepeady 3MICTy 1 3HAUYEHHsI, a MPO aJeKBaTHY TpaHC(OpMaIlil0 OJUHULI OJHIET
KyJbTYPU B OJIMHHUIIIO KyJIbTypH 1HIIOM [19, ¢. 12]. Amke sk BigoMo, mepekiaj 1ie He
IPOCTO Tepenada BepOaIbHUX €JIEMEHTIB 3 OJHI€E] MOBM Ha IHIIY, a Lie — Iepenaya
KyJIbTYPHUX CUMBOJIIB, KOHIIETITIB, MAPKEPIB OJIHI€T MOBU Ha 1HIIY. ['0JIOBHY pOJib TYT
BIJIITPa€ piBeHb BIIMIHHOCTEH MK ITMMHU JABOMA KYJIbTYpPamH 1, BiJIMOBIHO, MOBAMH:
TI€I0, 3 SIKOI MU MEpPEeKJIalaeMo, 1 Ti€ro, Ha sIKy pooumo mnepekiai. [lepexnanay mae
3Ba)KaTH Ha KyJIbTYPHI Ta y3yallbHl 0COOJIMBOCTI 000X MOB.

[IpoTsirom ocTaHHBKOTO Yacy BiHiCbKOBa cdepa 3a3Hajia CTPIMKOTO MPOTpecy, 1
pa3oMm 13 muM B1IOyBcs BUOyX HOBOi TepmiHoorii. BilichbkoBa MOBa TOCTIHHO
OHOBITIOETHCSI 1 TIOMOBHIOETHCS JIGKCHYHUMHU HOBMHKamMu. HoBa TepmiHOJOTIS
3 ABJISIETHCA Y BIMCHKOBO-TEXHIYHUX IMOCIOHMKAxX 3 aBiallii, Bakkoi 30poi, 3aco0iB
3B’SI3KY, 3 KOMIT FOTEPHOI 1 TUM TTa4€ KOCMIYHOT TEMATHUKH.

Ornsan HayKkoBOI JiTepaTypu, TMOB'SA3aHOI 3 TPOOIEMATHKOI BiMCHKOBOTO
CIIEHI'y, Ja€ MOXJIMBICTh CTBEP/KYBaTH, 110 B CYYacHId JIHTBICTHII MpodiieMa

aMepUKaHChKOTo BiiickkoBoro cieHry (mam — ABC) € HemocTtaTHRO po3pOO0JICHOIO.
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[Tutranns nepexinany ABC Ha ykpaiHChbKy MOBY B3araii He po3poOiieHo. BiacyThi
TaKOX JOCIIKEHHSI Cy4acCHOI0 YKpaiHChKOro BificbkoBoro cienry (aam — YBC) sk
MOKJIMBOTO Tmepekiananpkoro BianoBinHnuka ABC. Came nuM 3ymoBieHa
AKTYaJbHICTh HAIIOTO JIOCHIJKEHHS, SIKa MOJISATrae y HEOOX1THOCTI YCECTOPOHHBOIO
BUBUYEHHS TPOOJIEMH BIATBOPEHHS 1HBEKTHMBHOTO (3HMXKEHOTO) PO3MOBHOIO
MOBJICHHS 3aC00aMHM LIJTOBOI MOBH JIJISl IOCSITHEHHS aJIeKBAaTHOCTI MEPEKIany.
3’5130k  po0OTM 3 HAYKOBHMHM @pPOrpaMaMi, IUIAHAMH, TeMaMHU.
Maricrepcbka po0OoTa MOB’sA3aHa 3 MPOOJIEMATHKOI HAyKOBOi TemH Kadeapu
repMaHchKoi (iosorii Ta nepexiago3HaBcTBa «IIpobOremu JieKCHKO-TpaMaTUYHOI
CEMaHTUKH, TParMaTHKU Ta CTHJIICTUKU B KOTHITUBHO-IUCKYPCUBHIN Mapagurmi.

O06’exTOM JOCIIIDKEHHS € Cy4YacHUM BIMCHKOBUH CJEHT SIK PI3HOBHU]L
IHBEKTHBHOI JIEKCUKH Ta IIUISIXW HOro BIATBOPEHHS y MepeKiIail.

IIpeameTom aoc/igxeHHs] € CIOCOOM TBOPEHHS 1HBEKTUBHHUX CJIEHT13MIB Y
BIMCHKOBIA cdepl, X eTUMOJIOTis, CEeMaHTHKa Ta LUISIXM T[epefadl Ha MOBY
nepeKiay.

Merta [oCHiKEHHS TOJIsSITaeE Y BCTAHOBJIEHH] aJ€KBaTHUX IIUIAXIB
BIJITBOPEHHS 1HBEKTHB-CJICHT13M1B IIPU NIEPEKIIali YKPaiHCHKOK MOBOIO.

Merta nepenbayae po3B’si3aHHS TaKUX 3aBAAHb.

— BUBYUTU HUISIXW (POPMYBaHHS 1 CTAHOBJICHHSI 1HBEKTHBHM B aHTJIIMCHKINA Ta
YKpaiHChKill MOBaXx;

— BCTAHOBUTU KpUTEPIi BHUIUICHHS IHBEKTMBHOI JIEKCHMKM Yy JIIHTBICTHUYHIN
HayIll Ta BA3HAYUTH MICIIE CICHTY Y 11i IapUH1 TPOCTOPIYHO-PO3MOBHOT JIEKCUKH;

— OIKCATH O3HAKH 1HBEKTUBH, CJICHTY Ta BIICHBKOBOT'O CIEHTY 30KPEMay;

— NpOaHai3yBaTH  JIGKCMKO-CEMAHTHUYHI Ta  CTPYKTYpHO-MOpP(}OIOTiyHI
0COOJIMBOCTI aMEPUKAHCHKUX BIMCHKOBUX CIICHT13MIB;

— BU3HAQUUTHU CTPATEril0 W TAKTUKY ONEpalliiHUX M1 mepekianaya MpH
NepeKyIaai aMepUKaHCHKOTO BIHCHKOBOTO CIICHTY;

— 3aMpoTOHYBATH aJeKBaTHI MPUHNOMHU TEPEKIIay BIMCHKOBUX CIICHTI3MIB.

Marepianom aociaigkeHHs CTaly CJIEHTI3MH, AiOpaHi 13 TBopy ['ycraBa

Xecgopaa «The Short-timers» Ta iX mepexiaj yKpaiHCHKOIO MOBOIO.
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Meroan nocaigkennsi. OnpailfoBaHHs (PaKTHUYHOTO Marepiany 3yMOBHUIIO
3aCTOCYBaHHS TAaKWX 3arajbHOHAYKOBUX METOJIB: cnocmepedicenHs — s (ikcarii
MOBJICHHEBOI Ta MMO3aMOBHHMX BUPaXCHb 1HBEKTUBH, ONUCO8Ull — TS imeHTH]IKaIii
Ta BUSBJICHHS XapakTEpHUX PHUC I1HBEKTUBH; aHANi3y Ta cuHme3y (PaKTUYHOTO
MaTepiany, II0 YMOXIIMBUJIO CHUCTEMAaTH3yBaTH TEOPETUYHHNA Ta (PaKTUUHUN
matepian. [HOyKmusHui mMemoo NaB MOXJIHMBICTh CHCTEMAaTHU3yBaTH M y3arajibHUTU
MOBHI (pakTu B TXHiil quHaMmiIl (BiJ OKpEeMHX MOBHHUX SIBHIIL JIO ITOOYIOBH 3arajibHUX
MoJieJiell 1HBEeKTHBH y BHUTJISAI BiiCBKOBOTO cieHry). s Bepudikaiii oTpuMaHuX
JaHUX OYyJI0 BHKOPHUCTAHO KinvKicHuul ananiz. Cepen cheriadbHUX JIHTBICTHYHHUX
METO/IB BHKOPUCTAHO  Memoo 3icmaegneHHsi, CKEpPOBAHOTO Ha OOIPYHTYBaHHS
JIHTBICTUYHOTO CTATYyCy BIMCHKOBOTO CIIEHTY HIJISXOM MOPIBHAHHS A10paHUX JIEKCEM.
A TaKOXX BUKOPUCTOBYBABCS NepeK1adaybKull aHaniz — Il BU3HAYCHHS METO/IB Ta
croco01B mepekyal A110paHuX OJAMHUIL MPHU BIATBOPEHHI 1X CEMaHTUKH, CTUIIICTUKU
Ta MparMaTuKu.

ITos10:keHHS, 10 BUHOCATHLCHA HA 3aXMCT:

1. ImBekTHMBa — BaXUJIMBUU 3aci0 3B’SI3Ky MK LIHHICHUMH OpIE€HTaLlISIMU
COIIlyMy Ta BHUPQXKEHHSM YKpaili HETaTUBHOTO CTaBJCHHS J0 00 ’€KTa OINHKH —
JIOJMHU — HOCIS TICBHUX PUC XapakTepy, MIKIIJIUBUAX 3BUYOK, 1 SKa IMOPYITyE HOPMH
CycHniuIbHOTO TOPSAKY. JlO 1HBEKTHMBHOI JIEKCUKH JOCHIJHUKUA BiJHOCATH: 1)
OOCILICHHY, JIAaWIMBY W MAaTIpHY JEKCUKY; 2) J1aJeKTHY, >KaproHHY; MPOCTOPiYHY
JIEKCHKY; CJIEHT13MU; 3) rpy0y NpOCTOPIUHY JEKCUKY PO3MOBHOI JIITEPATypHOI MOBU
tomo. KpurepieM BUAUICHHS JEKCUYHOTO TMPOCTOPIYYS € TIJIHOMHA €eTHKO-
CTUJIICTUYHOI 3HMKEHOCTI : HaWMEHIy TJIMOWHY JIEMOHCTPYIOTh KOJIOKGIANiZMuU,
CEPEIHIO — c1eH2i3mu 1 HAOUIBIY — gybeapuzmu.

2. BilicbkoBHil cjeHr mocigae ocoOmmBe wiciie y cdepi 1HBEKTUBHOI
JIEKCUKA. AMEpPUKAHCHhKUN BIMCHKOBUM CJICHT $IK HEHOPMAaTHBHA, He(popMmasibHa,
CTIJIICTUYHO  3HUXKEHA, (YHKI[IOHAIBHO 3HIDKEHa MOBa  aMEPHKAHCHKHX
BICHKOBOCITYKOOBIIIB BIJJI3EPKATIOE CIIOCIO JKUTTSA, I[IHHOCTI, €TUYHI MPIOPUTETH
cCaMUX aMEPUKAaHCHKHX BIMCHKOBOCITYXOOBIIIB, & TAaKOX IXHE CTaBJICHHS JI0 1HIIMX

BEJIMKHUX 1 MAJHMX COLIATBHUX, ETHIYHUX, MPO(ECIHUX, KOPIOPATUBHUX TPYTI.
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3. Ilpodeciiinmii :xxaprou BiicbkOBOCITYX00B11B 30poiiHux cui (3C) pi3HUX
JIepKaB, KpaiH — 1€ CYKYMHICTh PO3MOBHOI TEPMIHOJIOTI, sSika 3a3BUYail TOXOAUTH 13
BIMICHKOBOTO KUTTSI i BUKOPUCTOBYETHCS BIICHKOBOCITYKOOBIISIMH, 110 € YHIKAJIbHUM
sapumieM g 3C Oyab-sikoro Hapoay. Y kpainax HATO wacto HaOyBae dopmy
CKOpoueHb (abpeBiaTypa, akpOHIM 13 BUKOPHCTAHHSIM (DOHETUYHOI a0eTKH), IO
BKJIFOYA€E aCMEKTH OPIIIHHUX BIHCHKOBUX TEPMIHIB 1 IOHSATb.

4, 7Kapron — 1e coliaJbHO MapKoBaHa JIEKCHKa. Y mpodecii xypHaiicTa,
BOJIis1, BIHCHKOBOTO YW HAYKOBIIA € HOPMATUBHUM P, SIKU BUKOPUCTOBYETHCS JIJIS
OQIIIAHOTO CHUIKYBaHHSA, a € 3HIKEHHH, (amiibspHuili 3 MomycoM. JKaproH e
PO3MOBHOIO JIEKCHUKOI, IO MOOyTye B MEBHOMY KOPIOPATUBHOMY CEpPEIOBHUILII.
CHuiKyrounch, OO BUPOOJSIOTH OCOONMBUN CyOKOJ, AKUH o00’enHye iX,
BIJIOKPEMJTIOE BIJ] 1HIIIUX 1 € PO3IMI3HABAIILHUM 3HAKOM: MU — CBOi, MU HaJIEKUMO JI0
OJTHOTO cepenoBHIa» JKaproHizMH MoCiJal0Th BaXKJIMBE MICIE Y KYJIbTYpl MOBJICHHS,
iX MOKHA 3apaxyBaTH J0 JEKCUYHO-CTHIIICTUYHUX YTBOPEHb. Taki coBa mpUTaMaHHI
PO3MOBHII MOBI JIFOJIEH, SIK1 OB’ s13aH1 TIEBHOIO CILILHICTIO IHTEPECIB.

5. Ilepexksag BilCBKOBOIO CJEHIY € BaXJIMBUM  BHUKJIUKOM IS
MepeKyaaayiB, sSKi MPaloloTh y i cepi. Y OUTBIIOCTI BUMAIKIB MEpeKiaaadl
BBAXKAIOTh 1€ TEpeKiaj IyKe CKIaJHUM — 4Yepe3 LTy HU3KY NpuuuH. ['oJoBHY
pOJIb TYT BIJITPA€E PiBEHb BIIIMIHHOCTEH MIXK ITMMHU JIBOMA KYJIbTypamH 1, BIJMOBITHO,
MOBaMH: Ti€I0, 3 SKOI MM IepeKIaJaeMo, 1 TI€E, Ha SIKy pOOMMO TIEpeKya.
[lepexknagay mae 3BakaTM Ha KyJIbTYypHI Ta y3yajbHlI OCOOJMBOCTI 000X MOB.
[Ipuitomamu mepexiamy € Taki: 1) TOMIYK CTHJIICTUYHOTO BIIMOBIIHUKA —
exeigaienma; 2) onucoseuil nepeknad; 3) Komnencauyisa; 4) eunyuenusn; 35)
JIeKCUYHA MOOYAAYIA (3aMiHA NPUYUHHO-HACTIIOK08020 36°A3KY); 6) 2enepanizayis;
7) aHmoOHIMIYHUIL nepeknad; 8) 0ooasanns

Teopernuna wiHHiCTH POOOTH TMOJSATa€E y CTBOPEHHI TEOPETUYHOI 0asu
BUBYCHHS BIMCHKOBOTO CJICHTY Y BUTJIAJI 1HBEKTHBHOI OJWHHMIII B aHTJINACHKINA Ta
YKpaiHChKili MOBax; y BCTAHOBJICHHI 0a30BUX MOHATIHHUX cep 1HBEKTUBI3AIlli, IO
OyJile KOpUCHUM Y TIOJAJBIIIN po3po0Oili Teopii BepOaabHOI IHBEKTUBU;, B CHCTEMHOMY

NOSICHEHHI TPUPOJIY 1HBEKTUBU Ta (OPMHU 11 BUPAKEHHSI.


https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9F%D1%80%D0%BE%D1%84%D0%B5%D1%81%D1%96%D1%8F
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%96%D0%B0%D1%80%D0%B3%D0%BE%D0%BD
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%92%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%BE%D1%81%D0%BB%D1%83%D0%B6%D0%B1%D0%BE%D0%B2%D1%86%D1%96
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%97%D0%B1%D1%80%D0%BE%D0%B9%D0%BD%D1%96_%D1%81%D0%B8%D0%BB%D0%B8
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%94%D0%B5%D1%80%D0%B6%D0%B0%D0%B2%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9A%D1%80%D0%B0%D1%97%D0%BD%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A2%D0%B5%D1%80%D0%BC%D1%96%D0%BD%D0%BE%D0%BB%D0%BE%D0%B3%D1%96%D1%8F
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9D%D0%90%D0%A2%D0%9E
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%90%D0%B1%D1%80%D0%B5%D0%B2%D1%96%D0%B0%D1%82%D1%83%D1%80%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%90%D0%BA%D1%80%D0%BE%D0%BD%D1%96%D0%BC
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A4%D0%BE%D0%BD%D0%B5%D1%82%D0%B8%D1%87%D0%BD%D0%B8%D0%B9_%D0%B0%D0%BB%D1%84%D0%B0%D0%B2%D1%96%D1%82_%D0%9D%D0%90%D0%A2%D0%9E
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IIpakTHyHe 3HAYeHHs POOOTH TOJIATAE y TOMY, IO OTPUMAHI Pe3yJbTaTu
MOXYTh OyTH BHKOPHCTaHI y BUKJIAJaHHI JEKCHUKOJOTII Ta CTHJIICTUKA aHTJIIHCHKOT
Ta YKpPaiHCHKOI MOB; KyJIbTYpPU MOBJICHHS Ta €TUKH MEPEKIaaa, a TAKOXK CHEIKYpCIB
13 BIMCBHKOBOTO TEpeKJIaay, CIeIceMiHapiB 13 Teopili Ta MpaKTUK NepeKiIany. Mpu
HAIMCaHHI KypCOBI Ta MariCTepchbKux pooOIT, MIAPYYHHKIB Ta MOCIOHUKIB 13
NPAKTHKHU Ta TEOpli MepeKay.

Amnpobanisa podoru. boiiko FO.II., bpaxnikosa FO.C. Po3amoBHO-1IpocTOpiuHa
JeKcHUKa: (PYHKIIOHATBHUIN Ta TEpeKIamanbkuii acnekTd // MiXHapoaHa HayKoOBa
koH(pepennis «Hayka, ocBiTa Ta CyCHUIbCTBO: aKTyajbHI NpoOJEeMH Teopii Ta
npakTukw», 10 rpynss 2022 poky, M. XKurtomup.

HaykoBa HOBHM3Ha poOOTH MOJISITa€ B TOMY, 1110 BUOKPEMJIEHO OCHOBHI IIJISIXH
TBOpPEHHSI Ta (OpPMYBaHHS BINCHKOBOTO CIICHTY 1 BIJIOBIJHO 3alPOIIOHOBAHO HOBI
HUISIXW WOTO NIEPEKIady.

Ctpykrypa pobotH. PoOoTa ckiIamaeTbcs 31 BCTYMy, JIBOX PO3ILIIB,
3arajbHUX BUCHOBKIB, CIIUCKY BUKOPUCTAHUX JHKEPEN Ta TOJATKIB.

Y Berymi oOTpyHTOBYETHCSI aKTyajdbHICTh, BU3HAUAIOTHCS MpEaMET, 00’€KT,
MeTa, 3aBJaHHS JOCTIHKCHHS, BKA3ye€ThCS HOBU3HA JOCIIKCHHS, 3a3HAYAETHCS
TEOPETUYHE 3HAYEHHS Ta MPaKTUYHA I[IHHICTh MPOBEAECHOI HAyKOBOi PO3BIJIKH, a
TaKO0X HaBEJIEHO B1JIOMOCTI PO ampoaiiiro poOoTH.

Y Po3zaiai 1 10chipKytOThCSl TUTIA 3aHUKEHOT JICKCUKH, TIPUYUHU 11 BXKUBAHHS
Ta (PYHKIIIi; OMUCYIOTHCS BIJIMIHHOCTI MIXK CJICHTOM Ta >KaproOHOM; €CIUTIKYEThCS
MOHATTSL <OKAPTOH» Ta «COJJATCHKUM JKaprOH»; BHCYBA€THCS TiMOTe3a IIOJ0
aJICKBaTHUX MUIAXIB TMEPEKIIaay BIICHKOBOTO CIICHTY.

VY Pozaini 2 aHanizyeTbcs MEpeKiIall CIEHTI3MIB, Ni0paHux i3 TBopy I'ycraBa
Xecpopaa «The Short-timers»; AOCHIKYIOTbCSI CIIOCOOM TMEpeKiany BiMCHKOBOTO
CIICHTY Ha YKPaiHChKY MOBY Ta BCTAHOBJIIOIOTHCS 1 MPOIMOHYIOTHCS a/IeKBATHI IIISIXU
HOr0 MepPEKIIany.

Y BucHOBKaX HAaBOASATHLCS 3arajibHi Pe3yJIbTaTh JOCIITKECHHS.

Ilepesiik BUKOPHCTAHUX [ZKepes HapaxoBye 6/ mpalb BITYM3HAHHUX Ta

3apyO1KHUX JOCIIIHUKIB 1 CIOBHUKH, a TAKOX UTFOCTPATUBHUM MaTepial.
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PO3JILJ 1. JIHTBOIIEPEKJIAJJAIIBKI OCOBJIMBOCTI
IHBEKTUBHOI JIEKCUKH TA CO®EPH il ®YHKIIOHYBAHHS

1.1. InBeKkTHBA SIK KAHP

«HeBim’emHuM atpuOyToM >XHBOTO (DYHKIIOHYBAaHHS OYIb-SKOi MOBH €
ICHYBaHHS y HIM CBOEPIJTHUX IIJMOB — TaK 3BaHMX COIIOJICKTIB (3aHMKEHOI abo
IHBEKTHUBHO1 JIeKCUKH). e MOBH, SIKWMU TOCTYTOBYIOTBCS OKpPEMI COLliajbHI TPYIIH,
MPEICTaBHUKUA TIEBHUX Mpodeciii Ta BIKOBUX KaTeropiil. 3HaKoBe MiCIe cepel] HUX
3aiiMalOTh JKaproHW, CIJEHI, MlaleKkTd, apro. lIpoTe I1CHyBaHHSA pI3HOMAaHITHUX
JIaJIEKTU3MIB, CJIEHTI3MIB, KaproOHI3MIB JIOBOJIUTh, 10 MOBa 3aJIUIIAETHCS
JTUHAMIYHOIO CHCTEMOIO, SIKa TIOCTIMHO >KHMBE 1 po3BHBaeThes. [lnmacT 3aHmkeHOi
JIEKCUKH BEJIMKOIO MIPOIO CTAHOBJISTH HOBOYTBOPHU (HEOJIOT13MU), K1 (POPMYIOTHCA 1
3MIHIOIOTBCS pa30M 31 3MiHaMH B CYCHUIBCTBI» [28, c. 464] 3a BHCIIOBICHHSIM
nokTopa ¢uonoriunux Hayk Jleci CTaBHIIBKOI, «CIEHT € HIOM MOCEPEIHUKOM MIiX
IHTEpKaAprOHOM Ta MOBHOIO MPAKTHUKOI HApOIy, PO3MOBHO-TIOOYTOBOIO MOBOIO
IIMPOKHUX BEPCTB HACEJICHHSI, KA MOCIYTrOBYBaIach 1 3B MOCITYTOBYBATUMEThCS
3JIaTHICTIO MOBH JI0 MPOJYKYBAaHHSI CTUJIICTUYHO 3HM)KEHHX, IPOHIYHUX, TPOTECKHHUX
JIEKCUYHUX 3ac00iB, 110 B Cy4YaCHUX yMOBaXx JEMOKpATHU3allli CTUJIIB CHUIKYBaHHS 1
BUSBIIIOTHCS aJCKBATHUMU KapTOHHUM 1 CIIEHTOBUM HOMiHamissMuy» [28, ¢. 354].

OCHOBHUMU TTPUYMHAMM TIOSIBH TaKO1 JICKCUKH, Ha TyMKY HayKOBIIiB, € 3BHUKa,
BILJIUB OTOUCHHS Ta MIPArHEHHs HE BUPI3HATUCSA 3-TIOMIXK 1HIIUX.

KoxxHe oxpeme BHUCIIOBIIOBAaHHSA € I1HAWBIAyaJIbHUM, ajie KOXHa cdepa
BUKOPHUCTAHHS MOBH BHUPOOJISi€ CBOI BITHOCHO YCTaJICHI THUIH TaKUX BUCIIOBIIOBAHb,
SKi MM Ha3MBa€EMO MOBJIEHHEBUMH kaHpamu [6, ¢. 250]

VY couiosnorii mij CyoOKyIbTypOI PO3YMIIOTh CUCTEMY IIHHOCTEH, HACTAHOB,
CrOCO0IB TIOBEIIHKA 1 XUTTEBUX CTUJIB, KOTPl MPUTAMaHHI TakKiil CoOIllalbHINA
CHUTBHOTI (B JTaHOMY pa3l — MOJIOJIi), SIKa MPOCTOPOBO 1 COIIAJIBHO OUIBIION YU
MEHIIOI0 MIPOI0 BiIOKpEMJIEHA B1J] PEUITH CyCHIIbCTBA. JIeKCeMU yTBOPIOIOTHCS MiA

BIUIMBOM HaWpI3HOMAHITHIIIUX (PAKTOPIB, cepell SKUX OCOOIMBO BUIUISIOTHCS:
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KpUMIHAJBHUM KapToH, 1HTEpP)KaproH, BiacHA 1HTEpHOpEeTallis cepea MOJOAl ASIKUX
TEPMiHiB, 30KpeMa MEIUYHHUX, TOIIIO.

Hasenemo npukiianm:

VY TpaMBai KiHKa 3BEPTAETHCS J0 JITHHOTO HojoBika 50 — 60 pokiB:

- Yomy Bu, xonu ioeme 0o Himeyuunu uu 0o inwioi kKpainu, eu gyume xoua 6
0eKibKa Ci6 iXHbOI0 MOB0I0, Wob MoHa Oyno noposymimuca? Ilo oc Bu max
2anedOHO cmasumecs 00 81ACHOI MOBU?

Y po3MOBYy BTPYTHBCS IHTETITCHTHUN Ha BUTJIS YOJOBIK pokiB 40 y KOCTIOMI
3 TUTIIIOMATOM:

- Tosopun, 2oeopro u 6y0y 2osopumsv Ha pycckom s3zvike. M Huuezo Bwi,
bandeposyvl, mHe He coenaeme (3anucaHo y rortent M. JIbBoBa 31 cCIiB
aJMIHICTpaTopa).

YonoBik, SKMA KUHYB 1HBEKTUBY «OaHaepoBubl» (bangepiBui -iB, MH —
YYaCHHUKHU BINCHKOBO-TIOMITUYHUX (opmyBanb YIIA B 3aximniit Ykpaini 1942-1954
pp.) OyB cHoBHEHUU arpecii IIOJ0 KpaiHW, SKa Jana HOMy OCBITY, pOOOTY
(inmenicenmuuil na euensd uonosixk pokie 40 y xocmiomi 3 Ouniomamom), IIOA0
MiCTa, B SKOMY JKHBE, MA€ KUTJIO IIOJO0 JIOJICH, sIKI HOro oTouyroTh. Ll monuHa €
MOPAIBHUAM TIOKPYYeM, HEBISUHHM i arpeCUBHUAM THIIOM. MO0 IepernoBHIOE 3IIicTh
HE JIMIIE Ha COLIIAJIbBHUNA CTaH, a i Ha CBOE JKUTTSI, TOMY BIH JJAAHUN oOpakaTH BCIX
HABKPYTH, HaBITh HE YCBIJIOMITIOIOYH, IO IIMM CAMHUM BiH 00paxae JItoJIeH.

OTXe, BUKOPUCTaHHS! IHBEKTHMBHU B MOBJIEHHI [MOYAaCTH € CBIJOMUM BHOOpOM
TOTO, XTO TOBOPUTH, KOJHM IILOTO BHMAara€ CHUTYyaIlll CHUIKYBaHHS, XO04a IbOMY M
cyrnepeyaTh €TUKEeTHI HOpMH, Mopaithb Toto [30, c. 98].

[HBEeKTHBA SIK MOBJICHHEBE SIBHUIINC, MOBJICHHEBA TOJiI — 1€ HE BUJ
MOBJICHHEBOT (KOMYHIKAQTUBHOI) CTpaTerii 1 HE MOBJICHHEBA MPAKTHKA, a OIWH 13
OCHOBHHMX THUIIIB MOBJICHHEBUX >KaHPIB; MOPs/T 3 1HPOPMATUBHUMHU, IMIIEPATUBHUMH,
OLIIHHUMHU M €TUKETHHMHU BIH MAa€ BJAacCHE KOMYHIKATUBHY METYy Ta 1HIII KaHPOBI

O3HAaKH.
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1.2. CaeHr 9K BUJ iIHBEeKTHUBHOI JIEKCHKH

Y 0Garatbox IIHTBICTIB yBara (POKYyCyeTbCs HAaBKOJIO JEKITBKOX BaXKJIMBUX
NUTaHb CTOCOBHO PO3MOBHO-IIPOCTOPIYHOI JEKCUKHU. I, mepmn 3a Bce, 116 NMUTAHHA,
BjacHe, TepmiHoiorii. Tak, B yKpalHChKIA CTHIIICTUII I JIEKCUKOJOTIi TOHSATTS
PO3MOBHO-TIPOCTOPIUHOT JIEKCHKHU TPAKTYETHCS MO-pi3HOMY, 3a3Hauae  C.A. By3bko
[8, c. 72-78]. Mesxi mocmigHuku, 30kpeMa A.A. Bypsdyok, OMHHAIOTh TEPMIiH
“mpocTopiuus’, BITHOCSYM JIEKCUKY TaKOTO THIy OO0 PO3MOBHOI Ta, BIAMOBITHO,
NO3HAYauu ii peMapkaMu «pO3MOBHE», «PO3MOBHO-3HMKEHE», «(haMiUIbsipHE» a0bo
«Bynbrapae» [9, c. 87-95]. Jeski Bueni [21, c. 352; 26, c. 248] MOCIyroByIOThCS
TEPMIHAMHU «IIPOCTOPIUYS», IIPOCTOPIYHA JIEKCHKA», BIAMEKOBYIOUH LIEH KJIac CIIB
BIJl JIITEpaTypHOi PO3MOBHOI JIEKCUKM M 3apaxOBYIOYM J0 HOro CKJIaay MOBHHUX
OJIMHULIb, 1110 B OCHOBHIN CBOiM Macl nepedyBaroTh Ha MEXI JITEPATYPHOTO BKUTKY,
a TO ¥ BUXOJATH 3a IF0 MEXY 1 YaCOM Ha/Jal0Th MOBJIEHHIO 3HEBAXJIMBO-1POHIYHOTO
3a0apBJICHHS — LI€ JIEKCEMU 3 PI13KO 3HMKEHUM EKCIIPECUBHUM 3a0apBIICHHSAM, CJIOBA,
110 MEePEeKpyYeHl 3 TOUKH 30py rpaMaTUYHUX HOpM Toulo. IHmi moBo3HaBui [16, c.
255] 00’enHYIOTH TIOHATTS PO3MOBHOI Ta MPOCTOPIYHOI JIEKCHKA B OJIHE
TEPMIHOJIOTIYHE CIIOJYUYECHHS «PO3MOBHO-IIPOCTOPIYHI CJIOBa», J0 SIKMX BIAHOCSTH
JeKCEMHU 3 JOJATKOBUM CTHIJIICTHYHHM HaBAaHTAXCHHSIM, IO HAIa€ iX 3HAUYEHHIO
IPOHIYHUX, KaPTIBIUBUX, (paMiabsipHuX Ta iHmuUX BiaTiHkiB. C.B. ®opmanora [30,
c. 336] BIZHOCUTHL PO3MOBHO-IIPOCTOPIYHI €JIEMEHTH, CIIOBHEHI CTHJIICTUYHOTO
KOJIOPHUTY, JO 1HBEKTHMBHOI JIeKCUKH. CiigoM 3a JOCHITHUIICID MH TaKOX
MOCITYTOBYBATUMEMOCS TAKOK TEPMIHOJIOT1€10 CTOCOBHO BUOKPEMIICHHS BIiICHBKOBOTO
CJIGHI'Yy Ta COJIJATCHKOIO KaproHy, sIKWUi MOYacTH BUKOPUCTOBYE 1HBEKTUBY SIK 3acCi0
BepOaIbHOI arpecii, BUKOPUCTOBYIOTHCS TAaKOX THIBHI OKIJIWKH, PI3HI €MOIliHHI
1HTEeHCU((DIKATOpH, MOCUIIIOBaYl BUPA3HOCTI MOBJIEHHA, CioBa-mapa3utu. Jlaiika sik
PI3HOBHJIT  CJIOBECHOI arpecii CTaHOBUTH COOOI0 TOPYIICHHS E€TUYHOTO Taly,
3MICHIOBaHE 3a00poHHUME 3acobamu [28, ¢.37]. KpiM Toro, qroauHa BIAETHCS 10

MaTIpHOI JIAWKK MiJ Yac MOCUJICHOT0 HAMNpPYXEHHS y CTaHi aQeKTy, sika «B CUTyalli
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TPUBAJIOTO CTPECY MOKE MOCTYNOBO 3HUKHYTH 1 3MIHUTHCS MMOBHUM MOBYAHHSIM)
[30, c. 11].

Lle 1 € oaHa 13 MPUYMH YOMY Ha HAIll IOTJISIT BIHCHKOBHM CIICHT SIK TaKHM BapTO
BIJIHOCUTH /IO 1HBEKTUBHO1 JICKCUKH.

Po3risiHeMo BiiacHe came TMOHSTTS «CICHD.

«CleHr — MICBKHM COITIOJIEKT, IO BHHUK 3 apro pi3HUX 3aMKHEHHUX
COIllaJIbHUX TpyI (MPaBOMOPYIIHUKIB, KpamapiB, PEMICHHUKIB, B'sI3HIB, OypcakiB-
Y4YHIB, BOSIKIB), SIK €EMOIIIITHO 3a0apBiieHA JICKCUKA HU3BKOTO W (paMiTbIpHOTO CTHUITIO,
MOIIUPEHA cepel COLAIbHUX HU31B 1 MIEBHUX BIKOBUX TPyl (PeMICHUYOI, MKUIBHOI
Mozoi) mict» [33, ¢. 13].

Bci MoBH, KpaiHu i 1ICTOPUYHI NEPIOJM MAIOTh CBIM CIIEHT, TOMY LIO 3aBX]U
Oynu cioBa 3 PI3HUM CTYIIEHEM MPUUHATTA 1 TMOIMYJSPHOCTI Yy CYCHUIbCTBI. YcCi
MPOIIAPKU CYCHUIBCTBA BXHWBAIOTh CJIEHT, BKJIIOYAIOYM HAWOUIbII OCBIYEHUX,
epyaoBaHux jdroaei. Ti )k JTIHIBICTUYHI NPOLIECH BUKOPUCTOBYIOTHCS JJI CTBOPEHHS
NomyJsipu3ailii CieHry, SK 1 Juisi TOomyJspu3alii 1HIIMX CJiB, TOOTO CJIOBa
CTBOPIOIOTHCS 1 TOMYJIIPU3YIOTHCSI OJTHUM IUISIXOM, 1 CTalOTh CJICHIOM BIJIIIOBIIHO JI0
TOrO, SIK 1X CIPUHAMAIOTh.

JIromm  pi3HUX mpodecii  Ta  comiadbHUX TPyln poO3pOOMSIM  BJAacHY
TEPMIHOJIOTIIO, SIKa J03BOJISE IM IIBHAKO i TOYHO BUpAXaTH TyMKH 13 MIHIMAJIbHOIO
3arparoro yacy. I[li Bupasm, 4HacTto IpOHIUYHI Ta HaBITh OO0pa3IMBI, HACTUILKH
BJIMBAIOTHCS B MOBY, 1110 JICKOJIU 3aMiHSIOTh «IIPAaBHIBHI» CIIOBA.

[{uBiMi30BaHEe CYCHIIBLCTBO 3a3BUYail MOAUICHE HA JOMIHAHTHY KYJBTYPHY
rpyny i niakyasTypu. i miaKyaIsTypu BXKHUBAIOTh CHEIalbHI JIHTBICTUYHI MOHSTTA,
K1 3aJIeXaTh BiJl BIIHOUIEHHS y TPYI Ta BiJ CTaBJIEHHS LUX TPyH A0 JOMIHAHTHOL
kyneTypu [13, c. 113]. Hanpuknan, ciosa fuzz, pig, fink, bull, i ans nosnauenns
policemen we Oynu mpuaymaHni monminedcekumu. A tepminm Scab, strike-breaker,
company-man, i gooNn MHUPOKO BKUBAJIUCH y Tl YacH, KOJHM HaiiMaHa Tpallsd rmodvaia
po3BuBatuch y CIIIA, ane ix B3araii He BXKMBAIOTh TeMep, XO04a BOHH 1 BBIUIIUIN 0

CTaHIApPTHOI MOBH.
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Oxpim cieHry npodeciiHux TpyI, € 1e 0araTo 1HIIMX BUIIB CICHTY: «CJIEHT
JUIsl TIO3HAYEHHSI CEKCYyallbHUX BIAXUJIEHB, CJICHI HApKOMAaHIB, CIEHT MOJITUYHUX
oprasizaiiii, BIMCbKOBHX CHJI, CHOPTHBHHX ¢aHiB TOmO. Takoxx OIHUM 13
HaWTIMOIMMX JHKEpesl CICHTY € MOBa KPHUMIHAJIBHUX €JIEMEHTIB, SIKI MPUOYIU Y
Hoguii Cgit me y XVI ct.» [14, c. 60].

«[IpeacraBHUKHM OUIBIIOCTI CYOKYJIbTYyp HE CTBOPIOIOTH HOBI CJIOBa, a JIalOTh
HOBE 3HAUEHHS CJIOBaM CTaHJIAapTHOI MOBHU. Xoua TMPEACTaBHUKH MEAUIINHH,
IOPUCIIPY/ICHITI{, TICHXOJIOTii, COIOJIOTii TOIIO, 3a3BHUYail CTBOPIOIOTH CIIPABXKHI
HEOJIOTI3MHM, SIKI MAalOTh JIATUHCbKE 4YM TpelbKe IOXO/PKEHHS, OJHAK L€ HE €
OCHOBHHM JDKEpEJIoM CTBOpeHHs ciieHry» [10, c. 105].

CrneHr OXOIUTIOE CJI0Ba, SKI BKUBAKOTHCA OUIBIIICTIO aMEPHUKAHIIIB, aje sIKl He
¢birypytoTs B odiliiHOMY MOBJICHHI Ta OIIIHHUX TOKyMeHTaX. BiH 3ycTpiyaeThcs
YacTillle B YCHOMY MOBJIEHHI, HIXXK Y MUCbMOBOMY. B CJ€HT BXOAATH 3alI03WYEHHS 13
coLiaJIbHUX XKaproHiB, npodeciitanx Ta erniunux rpyn CIIIA. Moro BukopucTaHHS
Hajae MOBI crenudiyHe 3abapBieHHs. € JIHTBICTH, AK1 3aCy/KYIOTh B)KHBaHHS
CIIGHTY, BBa)XalO4H, IO BiH MOTIpPIIy€ CTaHIAPTHY MOBY Ta IOTaHO BIUIMBAE Ha
MOBIIIB.

Hanpuknana, icHye Take BU3HAYEHHSI CJIEHTY: «CJICHT — CIELIaJIbHI CJI0Ba, SKI
BXKUBAIOTHCA TPYIOIO JIFOJIeH HU3BKOTO a00 HEIIAaHOBAHOTO CTAaTyCy; MOBA HU3bKOTO 1
BYJILI'ApHOTO CTHIIION [7, c. 78].

IIpu4uH BXUBaHHS CIEHTY € 0arato, 1 BOHM pI3HI JJsl MEBHUX COLIAIbHHUX
rpyn. CTyIeHTH B)KMBAIOTh CICHIOBl BUPA3H JUJIsl TOTO, 11100 BUIIISIIATH CyYaCHUMH.

[To-mepiie, «mpu CHIUIKYBaHHI CTYIEHTH BXXMBAIOTh CJCHT HE TIIbKU IS
nepenayi iHdopmarii, age 1 Uil BUPAKEHHS BJIACHOTO CBITOIVIIAY, 17eH, s
MKPECICHHS BJIACHOI 0COOMCTOCTI Ta TOTO, III0 BOHU WIYTh B HOTY 3 4aCOMY.

[To-apyre, «cneHr — ogHa 3 GOpPM BIUTTS B KOJICKTUB 1 3aci0 OyTH aJIeKBaTHO
CHPUNHATUM Y TIH TPYII JIIOJEH, 3 KOO BEJEThCS CIUIKYBaHHS. AJDKE CTYJEHTH HE
BXKUBAIOTh CJIEHT TOCTIMHO, BOHM KOPHUCTYIOTBCS HHMM Yy OUIbLIIN Mipi B THX
CUTyallisiX, KOJM CIOMAIBAIOTbCS Ha PO3YMIHHS. Maibke 3aBXAU CTYJIEHTH

3amepevyyroTh TOW (AT, MO0 BOHM BXKMBAIOTh 3aHWKEHY JIEKCUKY HAaBMUCHO,
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HaroJIOIIyIOYU Ha TOMY, 110 ii BXKMBaHHS BiAOyBaeThcs miacBigoMo. Bee-Taku, ciaeHr
B)KMBAETHCSI HABMUCHO Y TOMY CEHCl, 110 CTYJIEHTH MiAOMpaloTh CJIOBAa Ta BHUPa3U
BIJIMTOBITHO /IO CIIBPO3MOBHHUKIB Ta CUTyariii ab0 BUPINIYIOTh HE BXKHUBATH HOTO
B3araii. OCKUIbKHY 1IEH COLIAJICKT BXKUBAETHCS B YCHIM MOBI JIFOJIBMH, SIK1 B O1IBIIIOCTI
MOXYTh 1 HE YCBIIOMJIIOBAaTH, IIO0 II€ CJEHr, TO BuUOIp ¢pa3 3aleKuTh BiJ
HiACBIAOMUX CTPYKTYp MOBHU. Komm cieHr BXHMBAa€TbCs NMHCbMEHHUKAMH, TO BIH
YBaXHIIIe 1 OUIbII BAAMO MiAIOpaHWil 11 CTBOpEHHS OuIbIIOro edekry. Xoya
MUCHMEHHHUKH PIJIKO € TBOPLSAMHU CICHTOBUX CIIBY.

«Mouoai 011 KOPUCTYIOTHCSI CIIEHTOM Yy MEeBHOMY cepenoBuill. HaiiOinbie
CIICHFOBUX (pa3 MOKHAa NOYYTH MiJ Yac CHUIKYBaHHS NEBHOIO Koja JIpy3iB,
OJTHOKYPCHHKIB, OJIN3bKUX 3HAHOMMX, OCKUIbKU LI (Ppa3u eMOLIHHO 30JMKYIOTh X
Ta MPSAMO, JOCTYIIHO 1 KOPOTKO BUPaXalOTh CTABJICHHS [0 MOAIM, SBUI, SKI
obroBoproroTecs» [11, c. 123].

[To-TpeTe, «CIEHr y ASSIKOMY PO3YMiIHHI MOXK€ OyTH CBOEPITHOIO TPOIO IS
TOYHOTO, HABITh IPOHIYHOTO OMUCY MO Ta BpakeHb» [17, c. 80].

OTxe, «cieHr 3abe3nevye OM3bKICTh. BIH 4aCTO BUKOHY€E BaXKIIMBY COLIIAIbHY
byHKIIIO, SIKa TOJISTae y BUKIIOYEHH1 a00 BKIFOYEHH1 JIIOJUHU Y OJIM3bKE OTOUYCHHS,
B)KMBAHHI TI€i MOBH, siKa (DYHKIIIOHYE y MEBHOMY KOJII JIFOJIeH, Yy MeBHIA mpodecii.
CrneHr — JeKkcM4yHa 1HHOBALis y MEBHOMY KYJbTYpPHOMY KOHTEKCTI. Jlesiki rpymnu
JIIOJICH BXKUBAIOTh CJICHT, TOMY IIIO iM HEe BHUCTavyae MomiTHIHOI Biaagu» [59, c. 10]. Le
npocTo Oe3neyHuil Ta e(heKTUBHUIN CIOCIO MPOTECTY MPOTH YOrOCh BCTAHOBJIEHOTO,
MIPOTU MOBHUX TIPABUIL.

CrneHroBuil BUpa3 MOXe panToM MOYaTH MHUPOKO BUKOPUCTOBYBATHUCH, YBIUTH
y CTaHJapTHY MOBY a00 3i CBOIM MNEPBHHHUM CIIeHroBuMM 3Ha4deHHsM (bus from
omnibus) abo 3 HaOyTHM, TPOXH 3MIHEHHM 3HA4YCHHAM (jaZZ, MO CIOYATKy Majo
CEeKCYyaJIbHy KOHOTaIlit0). Jlesiki BUpa3u BBa)KajauCh CJICHTOBUMHU MPOTATOM CTOJITh
(booze for alcoholic beverage). ¥ XX cromitri 3aco0u MacoBoi iHdopMariil
MIPUCKOPHIIA O0IT CIICHrOBUX BUpa3iB. TenmebadeHHs Ta JesSKi pOMaHU MEPETBOPHIIN
BUpa3u KpuMiHajabHOro cepefoBumia Ha cienr (five grand for $5000). 3minu

COLIIaJIbHUX YMOB TaKOX CTHUMYJIOIOTH PO3BUTOK CHEHTY. TepMiHM, MOB’S3aHi 3
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Hapkotukamu (pot and marijuana) Oynau 3arajJoM TaEMHHUM >KaproHoMm y 1940-x, y
1960-x ix moyana BKMBATH MPOTPECUBHO HaJIAIlITOBaHA MOJIOJb, a Y 1970-x ta 1980-
X Il TepMIiHH OyJIM BXKE MIHUPOKO BIJIOMI.

VY neskux BHITaIKax CJICHT Ja€ MOTPiOHY Ha3By mpeamery ado ssuiry (walkie-
talkie, a portable two-way radio; tailgating, driving too close behind another vehicle);
Hajmae emoriiiHe 3abapmienns (buzz off! for go away!); BimoOpaxae cartupuyne
craBieHHs (Smokey, state highway trooper); mMoxe BXHBaTHCh K eBdemizm (john,
head, can, and in Britain, loo, all for toilet, itself originally a euphemism); no3BoJisie
MOBIIIO IIIOKYBaTH CIIBOECITHUKIB, KOJU BXKHUBAETHCS Y HECIOJIIBAHOMY KOHTEKCTI.
CreHr BHUKOPHUCTOBYETBHCS 3 PI3HOIO METOIO, ajieé 3arajioM BiH BHUpa)Xkae TMEBHUM
EMOIIMHUI CTaH, BIHOIICHHS;, OJHE 1 T€ K CJIOBO MOXE€ BHPaKaTHU J[1aMETPAIHHO
MPOTUJICKHE BIHOIICHHS, KOJU BOHO BXKUTE PI3HUMH JIFOJIbMH.

«bararo cieHroBux BUpa3iB € NEPBUHHO OOpa3IMBHUMH, XO4a MOXKYTh OyTH 1
JTOOPO3UWIMBUMHU, SIKIIO BXKHUBAIOTHCSA 110 BIIHOIICHHIO 0 OMu3bkux» [14, ¢.54].

«/leski cjeHToBl ClIOBa € YHIKaJIbHUMH, OCKIJTBKM B CTaHJAPTHIM MOBI HeMae
BIMIOBIIHMX CJIIB 3 TakKWM 3HaueHHsAM, Hanpukian freak-out, barn-storm,
rubberneck, creep. BinbimicTs moael € IHAUBIAAMH, SIKI IPArHYTh CAMOBHPAKCHHS, 1
TOMY CJICHT iICHY€ TaK JaBHO, SK iCHye MOBa. AJie¢ BCE-TaKW NMUTAHHS, YOMY CJICHT
PO3BUBAETHCS B CUCTEMI MOBH, 3aBXIHU OYyJIO CynepeuIuBUM. BilbIIICTh JIHTBICTIB
MOTOJ/KYIOTHCS, IO BIJMOBIJII HA 1€ MUTAHHS IIe HEe Mae abo iX icHye HaaTo Oararo.
Ane 6€3CyMHIBHUM € T€, IO MPUYNHU BXKUBAHHS CJICHTY MOYKHA Kpallle TOSCHHUTH,
MIpOaHaJi3yBaBIIIH, K 1 4OMY BiH icHye» [41, c. 96].

[Ho3emMH1 crnoBa (3amo3WYeHHs) 3a3BUYail, SIK 1 peErioHajdbHI BaplaHTH
CTaHJAapTHOI MOBH, € JHKEPEJIOM ISl PO3BUTKY CIIEHTY. Tako)k CICHT 3JMBA€THCS 3
eJIEMEHTaMHU KaproHy PI3HUX COIIadbHUX Tpyn (mpodeciiHUMH, CHOPTUBHUMH,
MICLIEBUMH, KpPUMIHAIBHUMU Ta 1H.) [lekonau 1i iHO3eMHI CjoBa 1 perioHalibHI
BapiaHTH CTAIOTh YACTUHOIO CTAHAAPTHOT MOBH.

Crnenr yacto «100pe pO3BUHYTHH y CIIOBHUKY JIIHTBICTUYHO OaraTUX MOBY.
Xo4a KOJUCH CIIEHT BBaXKaBCs HAHMKYOI0 (POPMOIO CIUIKYBAaHHS, 0arato cy4yacHuX

JIHTBICTIB BBAXKAIOTH, 1110 CJICHT — PO3yMHA Bapiallis CTaHIapTHOI MOBH» [25, c. 259].
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OTXe 10 OCHOBHMX MPUYMH BKUBAHHS CJIEHTY BIJJHOCHMO:

1) «MoJoai Jroau BXUBAIOTh CIICHT ISl PO3BAry, JUIs MiJABHUIIECHHS HACTPOIO
a00 Maro4u Hecepio3Hi HaMIpH.

2) BmpaBiasHHS y KMITIMBOCTI, »apraX. MOTHBOM MOXe OYyTH CHOOI3M,
€roi3M, 3aBHIIEHA CAMOOIIIHKA Ta 3HEBAXKIIUBE CTABJICHHS J0 CIIBPO3MOBHHUKIB.

3) s Toro, mo0 BUAUIATHCH (K TO3UTHBHO, TaK 1 HETATUBHO).

4) Hns Ttoro, mo0 OyTH aJeKBaTHO CIPUHHATHM y CBOEMY CEPEIOBHII,
MOKa3aTH CBOI0 MPUHAJEKHICTh /O TMEBHOI MPOQECiiiHOi TpyIu, COIiaTbHOTO
MPOIIAPKY.

5) g yHUKHEHHS KJTIIIe, IS JIOKaHI9HOCTI.

6) Jlns 30aradueHHS MOBH, IO OJTHAK TPATUIIETHCS PIIKO.

7) Jlns HamaHHS KOHKPETHOCTI aOCTPaKTHOMY, HAOIMKCHOCTI BiIIAJICHOMY.

8) Mg HamaHHS JTOJATKOBOTO BIATIHKY CIIOBaM, MO-OCOOJIMBOMY BHCIIOBUTH
BIJIMOBY 200 HE3romy.

9) Jlnst 3MEHILICHHSI CEPHO3HOCTI PO3MOBH.

10) JIyst mpuxOBYBaHHS €MOIIIi.

11) JInst moJsieTIeHHS CITUIKYBaHHSL.

12) JInst moCHICHHS IPYKHBOI aTMochepHu.

13)IToka3aT TPHUHAJICKHICTh JO MEBHOI MPO(ECIiHHOI TPYyNH, COIIaTbHOTO
KJIacy.

14) Ins mepenaBaHHs MeBHOI iH(GOpMallii, sska HE MOBUHHA OYTH 3pO3yMIJIOIO
IHIIUM (3aKOXaHl, CTYACHTH, MOITH, YICHH TAEMHHUX TOJITHYHMX OpTaHi3allii,
KpHUMiHaAJIbHI €JICMEHTH BXKHUBAIOTh CIICHT 3 M€ METOK)» [32, c. 45].

TakuM YMHOM, y3arajibHIOIOYH BHIIEC BUKJIAJICHE, 3a3HAYNMO:

» CTHJIICTHYHI KJIaCTePW 3HWKCHOI JICKCHKM BUKOHYIOTH pi3HI (yHKIT B
MOBI; HOCIi MOBHM CaM HECBIJIOMO BHU3HA4a€ (PyHKIIOHAIbHE HABAHTAXXEHHS B)KHUTOI
HUM B TIPOIECI CHUIKYBaHHS JIEKCEMHU. [HTEHIliSI TOTO XTO TOBOPHUTH MOXE OyTH
HAaWpPI3HOMAHITHIIIOK: BiA JPYXHBO — TpyO0o-QaMiIbIpHUX 0  BIJKPUTO

00pa3nBuUX;
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» CKCIIPECMBHO  3a0apBlieHa JIEKCHMKA  HaJiJIeHA  eMOIiHHO-OIIIHHOO
KOHOTAIII€10, XapaKTePU3YIOThCS BiIOMOIO aMOP(HICTIO 3HAUEHHS, PYXJIUBICTIO HOTO
OIIIHHUX MEX, aX JI0 MPOTUJIC)KHHUX OI[IHOK;

» TINBKM KOHTEKCT a0o0 aHalli3 CHTyallii MOBH MOXE JIOIOMOTTH Y
PO3KOyBaHHI EKCIPECHBHOTO 3a0apBIIEHHS, €MOIIHHO-OIIHHOTO 3MICTy BHCIIOBY,
eKCIIPECUBHO 3a0apBIICHUX, OI[IHHKUX CJIIB IIbOTO BUCJIOBY.

Jlani 3ynuHUMOCS Ha OKPEMOMOMY BHJTY CJICHTY: BIICBKOBOMY.

1.3. CyuacHuii BilicbKOBHIi CJIeHT: iCTOPisi BHHUKHEHHSA

BilicbkoBuii  kapros, BiliCbKOBHII cJieHT  «mpodeciiHuii  Kaprox
BiliCbKOBOCITYk00BIIIB 30poitHux cun (3C) pizHux nepxkas, KpaiH. Lle cykymHiCTb
PO3MOBHOI TEpPMIHOJIOT1I, sIKa 3a3BMYail TMOXOJIUTH 13 BIHCBKOBOIO KHUTTA U
BUKOPHCTOBYETHCSI BIMCHKOBOCTY>KOOBISIMU, IO € YHIKaJIbHUM siBUieM st 3C
Oynp-sikoro Hapomy. Y kpainax HATO 4wacto HaOyBae ¢opMy CKOpPOUYEHb
(abpeBiaTypa, akpoHIM i3 BHUKOpHCTaHHSAM (DOHETHYHOT aOeTKH), MO0 BKJIOYAE
acniekTu OQIIIMHNX BIMCHKOBUX TEpMIHIB 1 MOHATH. Yepes ne y mrabax HATO
KapTIBIMBO HA3WMBAIOTh aHMcbky MOBY — «HATOBcCbKa aHrmiiiceka». Biticbkoguil
C/leHe 4aCTO BUKOPUCTOBYETHCS 1 ISl TIOCUJIEHHS a00 BiIOOpaKeHHs (SIK MPaBUIIO,
TOOPO3UWIMBOTO W KAPTIBJIMBOTO) CYIMEPHUIITBA MDK CIIyX)O0amu, MiApO3IiJIaMu.
Hanp.: «bposa» — 6ponvosuii ekpan na npasiii cmoponi bawmu T-62My» [50].

Y BIACBHKOBOCIY)XOOBIIIB >KaprOH CIYXHUTh [IJI8 CTHCIIOCTI TO3HAYEHHS
npeaMeTiB  (BUpOOiB) 1 SBUI apMIHCBKOTO, aBlalliiHOTO, (IJIOTCHKOTO Ta
CHeiajgbHOro (Ciy’)k00BOT0) KUTTS, KUTTS MPUKOPAOHHUX W BHYTPIIIHIX BIHCHK, a
TaKOX JIJIsl TPOCTOTH CIUIKYBAaHHS y Crienu}iuHii COMiabHIN Tpymi BICHKOBHX 1 Ha
MO3HAYCHHS TPUHAICKHOCTI 0 Hel.

Odinepchkuii KamkeT moBcsikaeHHO1 yHiGopmu B asiaiii Ta [1/IB y 3C CPCP,
1969-1991 pokiB, 13 3aKpIMJICHOI0 HMUKYE KOKAPJ0I0 3 eMOJIEMOI0; 3ropHu — eMOemMa

«nmawKka) .


https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9F%D1%80%D0%BE%D1%84%D0%B5%D1%81%D1%96%D1%8F
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%96%D0%B0%D1%80%D0%B3%D0%BE%D0%BD
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%92%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%BE%D1%81%D0%BB%D1%83%D0%B6%D0%B1%D0%BE%D0%B2%D1%86%D1%96
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%97%D0%B1%D1%80%D0%BE%D0%B9%D0%BD%D1%96_%D1%81%D0%B8%D0%BB%D0%B8
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%94%D0%B5%D1%80%D0%B6%D0%B0%D0%B2%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9A%D1%80%D0%B0%D1%97%D0%BD%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A2%D0%B5%D1%80%D0%BC%D1%96%D0%BD%D0%BE%D0%BB%D0%BE%D0%B3%D1%96%D1%8F
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9D%D0%90%D0%A2%D0%9E
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%90%D0%B1%D1%80%D0%B5%D0%B2%D1%96%D0%B0%D1%82%D1%83%D1%80%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%90%D0%BA%D1%80%D0%BE%D0%BD%D1%96%D0%BC
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A4%D0%BE%D0%BD%D0%B5%D1%82%D0%B8%D1%87%D0%BD%D0%B8%D0%B9_%D0%B0%D0%BB%D1%84%D0%B0%D0%B2%D1%96%D1%82_%D0%9D%D0%90%D0%A2%D0%9E
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A8%D1%82%D0%B0%D0%B1
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%90%D0%BD%D0%B3%D0%BB%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%B0_%D0%BC%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9F%D1%96%D0%B4%D1%80%D0%BE%D0%B7%D0%B4%D1%96%D0%BB_(%D0%B2%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B0_%D1%81%D0%BF%D1%80%D0%B0%D0%B2%D0%B0)
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%91%D1%80%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A2-62
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%90%D1%80%D0%BC%D1%96%D1%8F
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%90%D0%B2%D1%96%D0%B0%D1%86%D1%96%D1%8F
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A4%D0%BB%D0%BE%D1%82
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A1%D0%BF%D0%B5%D1%86%D1%81%D0%BB%D1%83%D0%B6%D0%B1%D0%B8
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%96%D0%B8%D1%82%D1%82%D1%8F
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9F%D1%80%D0%B8%D0%BA%D0%BE%D1%80%D0%B4%D0%BE%D0%BD%D0%BD%D1%96_%D0%B2%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A1%D0%BE%D1%86%D1%96%D0%B0%D0%BB%D1%8C%D0%BD%D0%B0_%D0%B3%D1%80%D1%83%D0%BF%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9E%D1%84%D1%96%D1%86%D0%B5%D1%80
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9A%D0%B0%D1%88%D0%BA%D0%B5%D1%82
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%90%D0%B2%D1%96%D0%B0%D1%86%D1%96%D1%8F
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9F%D0%BE%D0%B2%D1%96%D1%82%D1%80%D1%8F%D0%BD%D0%BE%D0%B4%D0%B5%D1%81%D0%B0%D0%BD%D1%82%D0%BD%D1%96_%D0%B2%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%97%D0%A1_%D0%A1%D0%A0%D0%A1%D0%A0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/1969
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/1991
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9A%D0%BE%D0%BA%D0%B0%D1%80%D0%B4%D0%B0_(%D1%84%D0%BE%D1%80%D0%BC%D0%B5%D0%BD%D0%B8%D0%B9_%D0%B7%D0%BD%D0%B0%D0%BA)
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%95%D0%BC%D0%B1%D0%BB%D0%B5%D0%BC%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9F%D1%82%D0%B0%D1%85%D0%B0
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Biticokosuii scapeon € CyKyIHICTIO HEOJIOTI3MIB: YaCTHHA YTBOPEHA IUIIXOM
CKOpOYCHHS Ha3B BHUJIB, THIIIB, MOJCICH 030p0O€Hb, BINCHKOBHX 3BaHb, BINCHKOBUX
Mocaj, CIHeIiaJbHOCTEH, 1HIIUX SIBUI BICHKOBOTO MOOYTY; YacTWHA 3allO3WYCHA 3
KPUMIHAJIBHOTO JKaproHy Ta MOOYTOBOTO T'yMOpPY; YaCTHHA BHHUKIIA ITiI0 BIUTHBOM
SBUIIA «TITIBIIUHW» Ta BigoOpakae o00JacTh IM03aCTaTYTHUX CTOCYHKIB MiX

BiICBKOBOCITYKOOBIISIMU.

Kpa6 — embnemMa 1 kanycma — Ha KO3UPKY KaIllKeTa.
BilicbkoBHI1 KaproH MO’K€ BIAPI3HATHCS B pI3HUX BUAaX (cujax, pojax i
BUJIaX BIMCHK) 30pOMHMX CHJI, Yy CHEIBIMCbKAX, B OKPEMHUX MipO3]aiiax
BIMCBKOBOCIIYKOOBIIIB, BIAMOBIJIHO 10 CHEIIaJIbHOCTI Ta (QOpMyBaHHS, IOCBIIY

CIIy>k0U 1 TOMY TIO10HE.

Bepmywrka — seproiit (Mi-8)

Cepen HaBeneHWX HW)KYE TMPUKIAIIB >KAPTOHI3MIB BpaxoOBaHAa CBOEPITHA
«CMaJIIMHa» BIMCBKOBOTO AaproHy, L0 BUKOPHUCTOBYIOTH Yy 30pOMHMX cCuHiIax
Oararbox kpain koymniaboro CPCP i pociiicbkoi imnepii [50].

Biiicbkoeuit scapzon, sx 1 Oyap-skuil iHIIWNA (HaxoBUM XKaproH, BiaoOpaxkae,
Mepil 3a BCE, CBIM ICTOPUYHUHN MEPioJl, OCKUIBKA 30pOiHI CHJIU € Oe3MmocepeHIM
B1JIOOpaYKEHHSAM CYCIIUJIbHUX SIBUIL B )KUTTI JIepKaBU. 3T1THO 3 MOUIUPEHOIO TYMKOIO,
micist 1o3Bouty mpu3oBy B 1960-Ti poku npuzoBHukiB y CPCP, sxi MaroTh CyTUMICTB,
B MOOYT BIMCHKOBOCIYKOOBIIIB CTPOKOBOI CIIy>kKOM y BiMCHKOBHI >KaproH yBidIIa
YacTMHA KPUMIHAJIBHOTO *)aproHy, a B 1990-x pokax B apwmiiickke, (JIOTChKE W

aBlalliiiHe cepeIOBHIIE MTOYaB BXOAUTH CICHT HapkoMaHiB [ 1, ¢. 58-60].


https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9D%D0%B5%D0%BE%D0%BB%D0%BE%D0%B3%D1%96%D0%B7%D0%BC
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9E%D0%B7%D0%B1%D1%80%D0%BE%D1%94%D0%BD%D0%BD%D1%8F
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%92%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B5_%D0%B7%D0%B2%D0%B0%D0%BD%D0%BD%D1%8F
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%92%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B0_%D0%BF%D0%BE%D1%81%D0%B0%D0%B4%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%92%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B0_%D0%BF%D0%BE%D1%81%D0%B0%D0%B4%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A1%D0%BF%D0%B5%D1%86%D1%96%D0%B0%D0%BB%D1%8C%D0%BD%D1%96%D1%81%D1%82%D1%8C
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9A%D1%80%D0%B8%D0%BC%D1%96%D0%BD%D0%B0%D0%BB%D1%8C%D0%BD%D0%B8%D0%B9_%D0%B6%D0%B0%D1%80%D0%B3%D0%BE%D0%BD
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%93%D1%83%D0%BC%D0%BE%D1%80
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%94%D1%96%D0%B4%D1%96%D0%B2%D1%89%D0%B8%D0%BD%D0%B0_(%D0%B0%D1%80%D0%BC%D1%96%D1%8F)
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9A%D1%80%D0%B0%D0%B1
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%95%D0%BC%D0%B1%D0%BB%D0%B5%D0%BC%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9A%D0%B0%D0%BF%D1%83%D1%81%D1%82%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A0%D1%96%D0%B4_%D0%B2%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%92%D0%B8%D0%B4_%D0%B7%D0%B1%D1%80%D0%BE%D0%B9%D0%BD%D0%B8%D1%85_%D1%81%D0%B8%D0%BB
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A1%D0%BF%D0%B5%D1%86%D1%96%D0%B0%D0%BB%D1%8C%D0%BD%D1%96_%D0%B2%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%92%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%BE-%D0%BE%D0%B1%D0%BB%D1%96%D0%BA%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B0_%D1%81%D0%BF%D0%B5%D1%86%D1%96%D0%B0%D0%BB%D1%8C%D0%BD%D1%96%D1%81%D1%82%D1%8C
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%92%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B5_%D1%84%D0%BE%D1%80%D0%BC%D1%83%D0%B2%D0%B0%D0%BD%D0%BD%D1%8F
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%92%D0%B5%D1%80%D1%82%D0%BE%D0%BB%D1%96%D1%82
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9C%D1%96-8
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A1%D0%A0%D0%A1%D0%A0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A0%D0%BE%D1%81%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%B0_%D1%96%D0%BC%D0%BF%D0%B5%D1%80%D1%96%D1%8F
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A4%D0%B0%D1%85
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%92%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B8%D0%B9_%D0%BF%D1%80%D0%B8%D0%B7%D0%BE%D0%B2
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/1960-%D1%82%D1%96
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A1%D0%A0%D0%A1%D0%A0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A1%D1%82%D1%80%D0%BE%D0%BA%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B0_%D1%81%D0%BB%D1%83%D0%B6%D0%B1%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9A%D1%80%D0%B8%D0%BC%D1%96%D0%BD%D0%B0%D0%BB%D1%8C%D0%BD%D0%B8%D0%B9_%D0%B6%D0%B0%D1%80%D0%B3%D0%BE%D0%BD
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/1990-%D1%82%D1%96
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A1%D0%BB%D0%B5%D0%BD%D0%B3
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9D%D0%B0%D1%80%D0%BA%D0%BE%D0%BC%D0%B0%D0%BD%D1%96%D1%8F
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A4%D0%B0%D0%B9%D0%BB:Peaked_cap,_Navy_-_Royal_Canadian_Military_Institute_-_Toronto,_Canada_-_DSC00337.jpg
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A4%D0%B0%D0%B9%D0%BB:Mi-8MTV_(Lithuanian_Air_Force).JPG
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Boanouac BUKopuCTaHHS BIHCHKOBOIO KaprOHY € HEMPSAMUM MiATBEPHKEHHSIM
CIIPaB)KHOCTI «CBOIX» IPH 31HCHEHH] Pai0o3B's13Ky B IIep10] BINCHKOBHX JIH.

«Ha BigMiHy Bigx commaTchkoro (MaTpocbkoro) (OJIBKIIOPY, SIKHH dacTo
(hIKCYETBCS B «JIEMOCIIBCHKHUX aTbOOMaXx», GiliCbKOBULL Hcap2oH TPAKTUYHO HIKUM HE
JOCTIKYBaBCsA 1 JOCI 3alUIIA€THCA MAJIOBUBUCHUM HAMPSAMKOM (PLIONOTIUHUX
3HaHb. ¥ XX CTOMNITTI aKTUBHO CKJIAJalIHMCA CIOBHUKM KPHUMIHAJIBHOTO KaproHy Ta
MOJIOJI’KHUX CJICHTIB, OJIHAK CJOBHMK BIMCHKOBOTO KAaproHy TaK HIKOJM 1 He
BUJIaBaBCs, HE3BAXKAIOYM Ha 0aratopiyHy ICTOPiI0 POCIHCHKOT IMIEPCHKOI 1
paasHCBKOI apMmii (J1e mepeOyBaiu MPeJCTaBHUKHU PI3HUX CYYaCHHX OKPEMHUX KpaiH),
aBiarii ta ¢utoty» [50].

«€nrHa BeNMWKa JOCIITHUIIBKA PO0OTa Ha TEMY apMIliCbKO20 JHCAP2OHY B
pociiicekiii MOB1 3a Ha3BOI «CJIOBHHK POCIACHKOTO BIHCHKOBOIO JKaproHY:
HECTaHJapTHA Jiekcuka 1 (pazeosioris 30poiiHux Cuil 1 BOEHI30BaHMX OpTraHizailiil
Pociticekoi immepii, CPCP Tta Pociiicekoi ®enepamii XVIII-XX cromite» Oyna
MIJTOTOBJICHA JOKTOpOM (iI0JIOTIYHUX Hayk, mpodecopom YepemoBerbKoro
nepkaBHOro yHiBepcuteTy Banepiem IlanreneiimonoBudem KopoBymikiHUM it
Buaana B 2000 p. y €xatepunOyp3i» [50].

«BcTynHa yacThHa ClOBHHMKA Oyjia OmyOJIIKOBaHA Ha IIMAbTaX >KypHaTY
«Hoguii BapToBUii». CIOBHUK MICTUTh Y CO01 OJIM3bKO BOCHbMU THUCSY CJIIB 1 I[IKaBUN
THM, 110 OXOIUTIOE BEJIUKY 1CTOPit0 Pociiickkoi iMIiepaTopchkoi apMii, MOYMHAIOYH 3
pOCiliCBhKO-Typelbkux BoeH 1686-1713 pokiB. Y wiii mpari oxapakTepH30BaHHA
YKapTrOH BIMCHKOBUX 1 BOEHI30BAaHUX OpraHizallii, 1o icHyBaiu B Pociiickkiil iMriepii,
CPCP, P® no 1996 p. Marepianom miisa nociiganka B. KopoByiikina cranu 6113bK0
5 THCSY KaproHi3MiB, AOoOpaHUX HUM 13 moHag 600 TBOpIB JiTepaTypu: BOEHHUX
pOMaHiB, MEMyapiB 1 IIOJCHHHKIB, Ta3€THUX 1 JKYPHAJIBHUX CTATEH, JOBIIHUKIB 1
CIIOBHUKIB, a TaKOX 310paHMX aBTOPOM 3a JIONMOMOTOK) HECAHKI[IOHOBAHOIO
aHKETYBaHHS Ta OMUTYBaHHS BiliCBKOBOCTYk00BIIiBY» [50].

Icaye kmacudikarlisi cTOBHUKA BINCHKOBOTO KAproHY, SIKWWM TOJIISETHCS HA
JeKUIbKa TPYII:

e [iepiua rpyrmna nos'si3aHa 3 BiIiCbKOBOIO TEXHIKOIO, OTHOCTPOEM, 30pOE€l0;


https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A0%D0%B0%D0%B4%D1%96%D0%BE%D0%B7%D0%B2%27%D1%8F%D0%B7%D0%BE%D0%BA
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%92%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%BE%D0%B2%D1%96_%D0%B4%D1%96%D1%97
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A1%D0%BE%D0%BB%D0%B4%D0%B0%D1%82
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9C%D0%B0%D1%82%D1%80%D0%BE%D1%81
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A4%D0%BE%D0%BB%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%BB%D0%BE%D1%80
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A4%D1%96%D0%BB%D0%BE%D0%BB%D0%BE%D0%B3%D1%96%D1%8F
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/XX_%D1%81%D1%82%D0%BE%D0%BB%D1%96%D1%82%D1%82%D1%8F
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A0%D0%BE%D1%81%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%B0_%D1%96%D0%BC%D0%BF%D0%B5%D1%80%D0%B0%D1%82%D0%BE%D1%80%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%B0_%D0%B0%D1%80%D0%BC%D1%96%D1%8F
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A0%D0%B0%D0%B4%D1%8F%D0%BD%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%B0_%D0%B0%D1%80%D0%BC%D1%96%D1%8F
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9D%D0%B5%D1%81%D1%82%D0%B0%D0%BD%D0%B4%D0%B0%D1%80%D1%82%D0%BD%D0%B0_%D0%BB%D0%B5%D0%BA%D1%81%D0%B8%D0%BA%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A4%D1%80%D0%B0%D0%B7%D0%B5%D0%BE%D0%BB%D0%BE%D0%B3%D1%96%D1%8F
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%94%D0%BE%D0%BA%D1%82%D0%BE%D1%80_%D1%84%D1%96%D0%BB%D0%BE%D0%BB%D0%BE%D0%B3%D1%96%D1%87%D0%BD%D0%B8%D1%85_%D0%BD%D0%B0%D1%83%D0%BA
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9F%D1%80%D0%BE%D1%84%D0%B5%D1%81%D0%BE%D1%80
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/2000
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%84%D0%BA%D0%B0%D1%82%D0%B5%D1%80%D0%B8%D0%BD%D0%B1%D1%83%D1%80%D0%B3
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%96%D1%83%D1%80%D0%BD%D0%B0%D0%BB
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A0%D0%BE%D1%81%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%B0_%D1%96%D0%BC%D0%BF%D0%B5%D1%80%D0%B0%D1%82%D0%BE%D1%80%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%B0_%D0%B0%D1%80%D0%BC%D1%96%D1%8F
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/1686
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/1713
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A0%D0%BE%D1%81%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%B0_%D1%96%D0%BC%D0%BF%D0%B5%D1%80%D1%96%D1%8F
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A1%D0%BE%D1%8E%D0%B7_%D0%A0%D0%B0%D0%B4%D1%8F%D0%BD%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%B8%D1%85_%D0%A1%D0%BE%D1%86%D1%96%D0%B0%D0%BB%D1%96%D1%81%D1%82%D0%B8%D1%87%D0%BD%D0%B8%D1%85_%D0%A0%D0%B5%D1%81%D0%BF%D1%83%D0%B1%D0%BB%D1%96%D0%BA
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A0%D0%A4
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/1996
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A2%D0%B2%D1%96%D1%80
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9B%D1%96%D1%82%D0%B5%D1%80%D0%B0%D1%82%D1%83%D1%80%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A0%D0%BE%D0%BC%D0%B0%D0%BD
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9C%D0%B5%D0%BC%D1%83%D0%B0%D1%80%D0%B8
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A9%D0%BE%D0%B4%D0%B5%D0%BD%D0%BD%D0%B8%D0%BA
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%93%D0%B0%D0%B7%D0%B5%D1%82%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%96%D1%83%D1%80%D0%BD%D0%B0%D0%BB
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A1%D1%82%D0%B0%D1%82%D1%82%D1%8F_(%D0%B6%D1%83%D1%80%D0%BD%D0%B0%D0%BB%D1%96%D1%81%D1%82%D0%B8%D0%BA%D0%B0)
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%94%D0%BE%D0%B2%D1%96%D0%B4%D0%BD%D0%B8%D0%BA
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A1%D0%BB%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%BD%D0%B8%D0%BA
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%90%D0%BD%D0%BA%D0%B5%D1%82%D1%83%D0%B2%D0%B0%D0%BD%D0%BD%D1%8F
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9E%D0%BF%D0%B8%D1%82%D1%83%D0%B2%D0%B0%D0%BD%D0%BD%D1%8F
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A1%D0%BB%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%BD%D0%B8%D0%BA
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%92%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B0_%D1%82%D0%B5%D1%85%D0%BD%D1%96%D0%BA%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%92%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B8%D0%B9_%D0%BE%D0%B4%D0%BD%D0%BE%D1%81%D1%82%D1%80%D1%96%D0%B9
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%97%D0%B1%D1%80%D0%BE%D1%8F
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® JIpyra CTOCYEThCS COJAATIB, KOMaHIUPIB, MI>KOCOOMCTICHMX CTOCYHKIB.
® TpeTS CTOCYETHCA MOOYTY 1 3aHATH BIMCHKOBOCIYKOOBIIIB.
3ayBaXMMO, 10 MPAKTUYHO B YCIX HaBEICHMX MPUKIAIA,X BIHCHKOBI
KAproHI3MHU MAIOTh HETaTHUBHY KOHOTaIli0. Pa3oM 13 TUM Kiacu]ikallis >kaproHi3MiB
BUSBJISIE TIPAarHEHHS BIMCHKOBOCIY>KOOBIIIB 00'€JHATH BIMCHKOB1 00'€KTH 3 MHPHHM
KUTTSAM U, TAKUM YUHOM, JICIIO «GTIAIUTH MPOTUCTABICHHS BIHCHKOBOI CITY>KOH 110
MHUPHOTO IUBIJIBHOTO JKHUTTS.

Taoauus 1.1. — ZKapron ta ioro 3Ha4eHHs

Kaproun 3HaueHHs

BiiicbkOBOCTYKOOBIII CTPOKOBOI CIIy’)kOM (BLI JaTH HPUHHATTA
Cnonu, canaru o
IPUCTH A0 6 MICSIIIB CITYKOHU)

bexa borioBa mammna mixotu (BMIT)

bexd boitoBHi1 KOMIIEKT

Kanaw Atomat Kanamnnkosa

Becno CHaiiniepcbka rBUHTIBKA [[paryHoBa

bponix bponexuier

Komox Kamydnskaa yaigopma

Tennux TennoBizop

I nywax [Tpunan 6e31ryMHOT CTPIIBLON YU TIYIIHUK MOOUTEHUX Tese(OHIB

3amMackoBaHa Ha3eMHa MiHA 3 PO3TATHYTUM MOTY334M a00 JApOTamMu

Posmsaxcka .
JUTSL I€TOHAIIT B1Jl JOTUKY
Tpvoxcomuii [Topanenwii y 6010
leoxcomuii 3arubauii y 60to
Aeamap Ha3Ba 3710BXMBal0UMX aJIKOTOJIbHUMH HAOSMH Ha CITy>KO01
Konmpau BiiicbkoBocayx00Belb Ha BINCHKOBIH CTy»01 32 KOHTPaKTOM

Konmpix Cmyx00Bellb KOHTPPO3BIIKH


https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9A%D0%BE%D0%BC%D0%B0%D0%BD%D0%B4%D0%B8%D1%80
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%92%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B0_%D1%81%D0%BB%D1%83%D0%B6%D0%B1%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A1%D0%BB%D0%BE%D0%BD
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%92%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%BE%D1%81%D0%BB%D1%83%D0%B6%D0%B1%D0%BE%D0%B2%D1%86%D1%96
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A1%D1%82%D1%80%D0%BE%D0%BA%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B0_%D1%81%D0%BB%D1%83%D0%B6%D0%B1%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9F%D1%80%D0%B8%D1%81%D1%8F%D0%B3%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9C%D1%96%D1%81%D1%8F%D1%86%D1%8C_(%D1%87%D0%B0%D1%81)
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%91%D0%BE%D0%B9%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B0_%D0%BC%D0%B0%D1%88%D0%B8%D0%BD%D0%B0_%D0%BF%D1%96%D1%85%D0%BE%D1%82%D0%B8
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%91%D0%9C%D0%9F
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%91%D0%BE%D0%B9%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B8%D0%B9_%D0%BA%D0%BE%D0%BC%D0%BF%D0%BB%D0%B5%D0%BA%D1%82
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%90%D0%B2%D1%82%D0%BE%D0%BC%D0%B0%D1%82_%D0%9A%D0%B0%D0%BB%D0%B0%D1%88%D0%BD%D0%B8%D0%BA%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%92%D0%B5%D1%81%D0%BB%D0%BE
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A1%D0%BD%D0%B0%D0%B9%D0%BF%D0%B5%D1%80%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%B0_%D0%B3%D0%B2%D0%B8%D0%BD%D1%82%D1%96%D0%B2%D0%BA%D0%B0_%D0%94%D1%80%D0%B0%D0%B3%D1%83%D0%BD%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%91%D1%80%D0%BE%D0%BD%D0%B5%D0%B6%D0%B8%D0%BB%D0%B5%D1%82
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9A%D0%B0%D0%BC%D1%83%D1%84%D0%BB%D1%8F%D0%B6
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A3%D0%BD%D1%96%D1%84%D0%BE%D1%80%D0%BC%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A2%D0%B5%D0%BF%D0%BB%D0%BE%D0%B2%D1%96%D0%B7%D0%BE%D1%80
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%93%D0%BB%D1%83%D1%88%D0%BD%D0%B8%D0%BA_(%D0%B7%D0%B1%D1%80%D0%BE%D1%8F)
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%93%D0%BB%D1%83%D1%88%D0%BD%D0%B8%D0%BA_%D0%BC%D0%BE%D0%B1%D1%96%D0%BB%D1%8C%D0%BD%D0%B8%D1%85_%D1%82%D0%B5%D0%BB%D0%B5%D1%84%D0%BE%D0%BD%D1%96%D0%B2
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9D%D0%B0%D0%B7%D0%B5%D0%BC%D0%BD%D0%B0_%D0%BC%D1%96%D0%BD%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%92%D0%B0%D0%BD%D1%82%D0%B0%D0%B6_300_(%D0%BF%D0%BE%D0%B7%D0%BD%D0%B0%D1%87%D0%B5%D0%BD%D0%BD%D1%8F)
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9F%D0%BE%D1%80%D0%B0%D0%BD%D0%B5%D0%BD%D0%B8%D0%B9_%D1%83_%D0%B1%D0%BE%D1%8E
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%92%D0%B0%D0%BD%D1%82%D0%B0%D0%B6_200_(%D0%BF%D0%BE%D0%B7%D0%BD%D0%B0%D1%87%D0%B5%D0%BD%D0%BD%D1%8F)
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%97%D0%B0%D0%B3%D0%B8%D0%B1%D0%BB%D0%B8%D0%B9_%D1%83_%D0%B1%D0%BE%D1%8E
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%90%D0%B2%D0%B0%D1%82%D0%B0%D1%80_(%D1%84%D1%96%D0%BB%D1%8C%D0%BC)
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%90%D0%BB%D0%BA%D0%BE%D0%B3%D0%BE%D0%BB%D1%8C%D0%BD%D1%96_%D0%BD%D0%B0%D0%BF%D0%BE%D1%97
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%92%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%BE%D1%81%D0%BB%D1%83%D0%B6%D0%B1%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B5%D1%86%D1%8C
https://uk.wikipedia.org/w/index.php?title=%D0%92%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B0_%D1%81%D0%BB%D1%83%D0%B6%D0%B1%D0%B0_%D0%B7%D0%B0_%D0%BA%D0%BE%D0%BD%D1%82%D1%80%D0%B0%D0%BA%D1%82%D0%BE%D0%BC&action=edit&redlink=1
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9A%D0%BE%D0%BD%D1%82%D1%80%D1%80%D0%BE%D0%B7%D0%B2%D1%96%D0%B4%D0%BA%D0%B0

lcuxu
Ilapaoka

Ilpanop

llocmiwka

Mazenunxa

Yunox

ITioxcax

Camno

Canoe

Myxa
bypauox
Monoxko
3enenka
boopu

€Homu

Hopa

3amox
Ilepeoox, Hyni

I'yba
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Cmyx608Bmi ['PY T'lI Pocii
[TapanHo-BuxigHa GpopmMa oasTy BiHCHKOBOCTY>KOOBIIIB
[Ipanopmumk

BiamiHHICT, Ha YKPAaTHCHKHX ITOTOHAX CEP’KAHTCHKOTO KOPIYCY —
HWDKHBOI  JIHIT  (BIMCBKOBMX  3BaHb IITa0-cep)kaHTa, MalcTep-

CeprKaHTa)
Kamket y 36poitnux Cunax Ykpainu
Conparcbka KaB'sipHsi, KpaMHUYKa HA TEPUTOPIT B/Y

ATecToBaHUI Ha BIMCHKOBY CITYXOY IMiCJi 3aKIHUECHHS ITUBUILHOTO

HaBYaJIbHOT'O 3aKjiany

CamocTiiiHa TIArOTOBKA BIMICHKOBOCITYXOOBIIIB 32 PO3KJIAJAOM JHS

Ta rpadikomM Ha MICSIb Ta PiK

1. ArtectoBaHuil HAa BIMCBKOBI CIIy’KO1 TMicid  3aKIHYEHHS
BiliCEKOBOTO HABYaJIbHOTO 3aKnany;
2. Tloznauennss CIII-9 «Chouc» (CTaHKOBOTO MPOTUTAHKOBOTO

rpanaromery 3 yacis CPCP)

Pyunwuii nporurankosuii rpanatomet (PIII)
MinomeTtHa MiHa 82 MM

Hemnonaganus B MillieHb P CTPLIBO1

3apocii 3 1epeB, KyIili, JIICUCTa MICLEBICTb
[HxeHepHU miapo3 U

JlecaHTHUKH

bminnmax

3aCTyITHUK KOMaHAWPa B3BOAY

[lepenosa, mepima JiHisi 000pOHU (PO3MEKYBAHHS)

["aynTBaxTa, micie BiiOyBaHHS MOKapaHHS


https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%93%D0%BE%D0%BB%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%BD%D0%B5_%D1%80%D0%BE%D0%B7%D0%B2%D1%96%D0%B4%D1%83%D0%B2%D0%B0%D0%BB%D1%8C%D0%BD%D0%B5_%D1%83%D0%BF%D1%80%D0%B0%D0%B2%D0%BB%D1%96%D0%BD%D0%BD%D1%8F_%D0%93%D0%B5%D0%BD%D0%B5%D1%80%D0%B0%D0%BB%D1%8C%D0%BD%D0%BE%D0%B3%D0%BE_%D0%A8%D1%82%D0%B0%D0%B1%D1%83_%D0%A0%D0%BE%D1%81%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%BE%D1%97_%D0%A4%D0%B5%D0%B4%D0%B5%D1%80%D0%B0%D1%86%D1%96%D1%97
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9F%D1%80%D0%B0%D0%BF%D0%BE%D1%80
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9F%D1%80%D0%B0%D0%BF%D0%BE%D1%80%D1%89%D0%B8%D0%BA
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9F%D0%BE%D1%81%D0%BC%D1%96%D1%88%D0%BA%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A1%D0%B5%D1%80%D0%B6%D0%B0%D0%BD%D1%82%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%B8%D0%B9_%D0%BA%D0%BE%D1%80%D0%BF%D1%83%D1%81
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A8%D1%82%D0%B0%D0%B1-%D1%81%D0%B5%D1%80%D0%B6%D0%B0%D0%BD%D1%82
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9C%D0%B0%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%82%D0%B5%D1%80-%D1%81%D0%B5%D1%80%D0%B6%D0%B0%D0%BD%D1%82
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9C%D0%B0%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%82%D0%B5%D1%80-%D1%81%D0%B5%D1%80%D0%B6%D0%B0%D0%BD%D1%82
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9C%D0%B0%D0%B7%D0%B5%D0%BF%D0%B8%D0%BD%D0%BA%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9A%D0%B0%D1%88%D0%BA%D0%B5%D1%82
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%97%D0%B1%D1%80%D0%BE%D0%B9%D0%BD%D1%96_%D0%A1%D0%B8%D0%BB%D0%B8_%D0%A3%D0%BA%D1%80%D0%B0%D1%97%D0%BD%D0%B8
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9A%D0%B0%D0%B2%27%D1%8F%D1%80%D0%BD%D1%8F
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%92/%D1%87
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9F%D1%96%D0%B4%D0%B6%D0%B0%D0%BA
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%90%D1%82%D0%B5%D1%81%D1%82%D0%B0%D1%86%D1%96%D1%8F_%D0%BA%D0%B0%D0%B4%D1%80%D1%96%D0%B2
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A7%D0%BE%D0%B1%D1%96%D1%82
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%90%D1%82%D0%B5%D1%81%D1%82%D0%B0%D1%86%D1%96%D1%8F_%D0%BA%D0%B0%D0%B4%D1%80%D1%96%D0%B2
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A1%D0%9F%D0%93-9
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A1%D0%A0%D0%A1%D0%A0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9C%D1%83%D1%85%D0%B8
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A0%D1%83%D1%87%D0%BD%D0%B8%D0%B9_%D0%BF%D1%80%D0%BE%D1%82%D0%B8%D1%82%D0%B0%D0%BD%D0%BA%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B8%D0%B9_%D0%B3%D1%80%D0%B0%D0%BD%D0%B0%D1%82%D0%BE%D0%BC%D0%B5%D1%82
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A0%D0%9F%D0%93
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%91%D1%83%D1%80%D1%8F%D0%BA
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9C%D1%96%D0%BD%D0%BE%D0%BC%D0%B5%D1%82%D0%BD%D0%B0_%D0%BC%D1%96%D0%BD%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9C%D0%BC
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9C%D0%BE%D0%BB%D0%BE%D0%BA%D0%BE
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9C%D1%96%D1%88%D0%B5%D0%BD%D1%8C
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%94%D1%96%D0%B0%D0%BC%D0%B0%D0%BD%D1%82%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B8%D0%B9_%D0%B7%D0%B5%D0%BB%D0%B5%D0%BD%D0%B8%D0%B9
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%94%D0%B5%D1%80%D0%B5%D0%B2%D0%BE
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9A%D1%83%D1%89%D1%96
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9B%D1%96%D1%81
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%91%D0%BE%D0%B1%D0%B5%D1%80
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%86%D0%BD%D0%B6%D0%B5%D0%BD%D0%B5%D1%80%D0%BD%D0%B8%D0%B9_%D0%B1%D0%B0%D1%82%D0%B0%D0%BB%D1%8C%D0%B9%D0%BE%D0%BD
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9F%D1%96%D0%B4%D1%80%D0%BE%D0%B7%D0%B4%D1%96%D0%BB_(%D0%B2%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B0_%D1%81%D0%BF%D1%80%D0%B0%D0%B2%D0%B0)
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%84%D0%BD%D0%BE%D1%82%D0%B8
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%94%D0%B5%D1%81%D0%B0%D0%BD%D1%82%D0%BD%D0%B8%D0%BA
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9D%D0%BE%D1%80%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%91%D0%BB%D1%96%D0%BD%D0%B4%D0%B0%D0%B6
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%92%D0%B7%D0%B2%D0%BE%D0%B4
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9F%D0%B5%D1%80%D0%B5%D0%B4%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%93%D1%83%D0%B1%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%93%D0%B0%D1%83%D0%BF%D1%82%D0%B2%D0%B0%D1%85%D1%82%D0%B0

bypamino

Ilikcenvka

Agpeanxa

Tnaounxa

Kaumux

Conns

Cneyna3z

I'pasxcoanka

Jlembens

Jlembenvcvruii

akopo
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BiiicbkoBi, KOTpl CBOIO 3apIUIATHIO MPOTYJIIOIOTh Yy TEpHI XK

2 JTHI MICJIsl OTpUMAaHHS
[TonpoBa yHipopMa yKpaiHCHKOTO BiiChKa

VYuipopma wmupotBopuoro kontunreHtry CPCP B Adranicrani

(JITHBLOTO ¥ 3MMHBOTO 3pa3Ka)

HeBenuka gepes'sHa jgomiedka 3  pydkoro (abo 06e3) is
¢bopMyBaHHS Ha Kpasx MaTpailiB Ha JIDKKY KAHMUKA — TIPSIMOTO

KyTa.

Kpait maTparia Ha J1ikKy, BIIOUTHM 1 BIANPACOBAHHM JBOMA
JEPEB'THUMHU TJIAIAIIKAMH JI0 TIPSIMOTO KyTa. Y OLIBIN 3araIbHOMY
3HAYEHHI, KAHMUKOM Ha3UBaIOTh OYIb-SKY JiHIIO, IS SIKOi TpHU
HaBEJICHHI TMOPSIKY MOXHA 3acCTOCYBATH KpPUTEpId YITKOCTI
(KaHTUK TIpU TOJIIHHI Wi, TOOTO YiTKa JIHIA PO3JAUTY BOJOCCS
TOJIOBM 1 YUCTO IOTOJIEHOI IIHi), MPSMOYTOJbHOCTU (KaHTUK Ha
CHITOBHX 3aMeTax, KOJIU CHITOBI 3aMETH Ha
TEPUTOPIi B/4 BUPIBHIOIOTBCS T KyToM B 90°) abo mnpsMoTu

(BucTaBieHHs MeOJIIB 00 MaifHa «I10 HUTOYIID).

Cwmyskka Ha MoroHax Jijisi 3BaHHs e(penTopa, CTapIIoro coJijara i T.
1H.

CrnoBocrosydyeHHs CELIpPU3y Bl pOC. «CneyuanlbHoe Ha3HaveHuey,

mo BuHUKII0 B CPCP

1. HeBilichkoBHiA (ITUBUIbHMIA) OJISIT;

2. Kurrs nosza KIIIT /4.

BilicbkoBOCTY>K00BEIIb MICS OTOJOMICHHS OQIIMHOTO Hakazy

po JeMo01ITi3allii0 Ta 3BIILHESHHS B 3a11ac

OO6csr pazoBux pPOOIT, MO BUKOHYETHCS BIHCHKOBOCTYKOOBIISIMH
CTPOKOBOI CIIy>)kOM 3a Haka30oM KOMaHAUPIB (B ocTaHHI 1-2 micsii

nepea 3BUILHEHHSIM y 3arac, YMOBHU BHMKOHAHHA  SKOI'O


https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%91%D1%83%D1%80%D0%B0%D1%82%D1%96%D0%BD%D0%BE
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%97%D0%B0%D1%80%D0%BF%D0%BB%D0%B0%D1%82%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%94%D0%B5%D0%BD%D1%8C
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9F%D1%96%D0%BA%D1%81%D0%B5%D0%BB%D1%8C
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%92%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B8%D0%B9_%D0%BE%D0%B4%D0%BD%D0%BE%D1%81%D1%82%D1%80%D1%96%D0%B9
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%97%D0%B1%D1%80%D0%BE%D0%B9%D0%BD%D1%96_%D1%81%D0%B8%D0%BB%D0%B8_%D0%A3%D0%BA%D1%80%D0%B0%D1%97%D0%BD%D0%B8
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%90%D1%84%D0%B3%D0%B0%D0%BD%D0%BA%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A3%D0%BD%D1%96%D1%84%D0%BE%D1%80%D0%BC%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A1%D0%A0%D0%A1%D0%A0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%90%D1%84%D0%B3%D0%B0%D0%BD%D1%96%D1%81%D1%82%D0%B0%D0%BD
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9C%D0%B0%D1%82%D1%80%D0%B0%D1%86
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9C%D0%B0%D1%82%D1%80%D0%B0%D1%86
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%92/%D1%87
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A8%D0%BC%D0%B0%D1%80%D0%BA%D0%B8
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9F%D0%BE%D0%B3%D0%BE%D0%BD
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%84%D1%84%D1%80%D0%B5%D0%B9%D1%82%D0%BE%D1%80
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A1%D1%82%D0%B0%D1%80%D1%88%D0%B8%D0%B9_%D1%81%D0%BE%D0%BB%D0%B4%D0%B0%D1%82
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A1%D0%BF%D0%B5%D1%86%D0%BF%D1%80%D0%B8%D0%B7
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A0%D0%BE%D1%81%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%B0_%D0%BC%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A1%D0%A0%D0%A1%D0%A0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9A%D0%BE%D0%BD%D1%82%D1%80%D0%BE%D0%BB%D1%8C%D0%BD%D0%BE-%D0%BF%D1%80%D0%BE%D0%BF%D1%83%D1%81%D0%BA%D0%BD%D0%B8%D0%B9_%D0%BF%D1%83%D0%BD%D0%BA%D1%82
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%92/%D1%87
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%94%D0%B5%D0%BC%D0%BE%D0%B1%D1%96%D0%BB%D1%96%D0%B7%D0%B0%D1%86%D1%96%D1%8F_(%D0%B2%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B0_%D1%81%D0%BF%D1%80%D0%B0%D0%B2%D0%B0)
https://uk.wikipedia.org/w/index.php?title=%D0%A1%D0%BB%D1%83%D0%B6%D0%B1%D0%B0_%D0%B2_%D0%B7%D0%B0%D0%BF%D0%B0%D1%81%D1%96&action=edit&redlink=1
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HeopManbHO TOB'S3aHI 3 JATOK 1X MalOyTHHOTO 3BUILHEHHS U

MOTHUBYKOTLCA TUM

BiiicbkoBOCTY)0O0BIII  CTPOKOBOI  CIYX’OHM OCOOJIMBHUM YHHOM
Hembenvcokuii | 0OPMITIOIOTH AIbOOM 31 CBITIIMHAMH, TEKCTOBUMH JTOKYMEHTaMH,
anvoom PYKOIIMCHUM TEKCTOM Ta iHIIUM PO CIYKO0y B MEMYapUCTHUYHOMY

ctuii. ['oTyeThes B mepion, 61m3bkuil 10 nemoobimizamnii 3 1aB 3C

Mertasnesi rpatu Haj OamToro TaHka B apMii Pocii 1j1st iMOBIpHOTO
Manean 3aXUCTY Bix J>xaBeminy Ta NLAW, 110 BUHUKIIN 1T

4ac poCiiChKO-YKpPaiHChKOI BIHHU.

Menans Tpetboro Pelixy 3a yyacts Ha QppoHTI 3uMoio 1941 — 1942

Mopoorcene . . .
POKIB y JKaXJIMBUX YMOBaxX OOMOBHX JiH, 32 CTpaK/IaHHS HIMEI[bKUX
Mm'sco . .
COJIIATIB Ha (PPOHTI BZUMKY
. B apmii CIIIA BOMBCTBO HEMOMyJSPHUX KOMAaHIUPIB MiJ dYac
OperiHr

BIHICHKOBOTO OO¥O.

«A¢ranka» — xxapronta HazBa GOpPMH OJSTY PAIASTHCHKOTO 3pa3Ky JITHHOTO Ta
3UMHBOTO 3pa3Ka.

s ynidhopma mMasia BUKOPUCTOBYBAaTHUCh BHUKJIIOYHO SIK MOJbOBA, ajle WIE 3
pPaJsTHCHKHX 4YaciB BUKOPUCTOBYBAIACHh TAKOXK 1 sIK MOBCsIKAeHHA. byna po3pobiena 3
METOI0 3aMiHM YCIX BapiaHTIB MOJIbOBOI (popMu B ycix kimimatuunux nosicax CPCP.

JleskuMH TIPO3A1IaMH BIMCHKOBOCITY>KOOBIIIB KOMIUIEKT TaKOK HAa3WBABCS:
«ExcniepumenTankay, «Ilicoukay, «IlomiBka», «Bapiaska» [50].

®dopma JITHBOTO 3pa3zka BUToToBisuIack 3a TY 17-08-172-82, ne octanHi aBi
mudpu BU3HA4aloTh pik peectparii TY (1982). Ane mepmr JOKyMEHTalbHI
dbotorpadii Ta crmoraau BINCHKOBHX BIIHOCATHCS 10 KiHI 1983 poky. Bci BoHuM
noxonath 3 40-i apmii, sska y Toi yac Oyia JuciiokoBaHa B JleMOkpaTU4HIN

Pecny6Oumimi Adranicras.


https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A1%D0%B2%D1%96%D1%82%D0%BB%D0%B8%D0%BD%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%94%D0%BE%D0%BA%D1%83%D0%BC%D0%B5%D0%BD%D1%82
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A0%D1%83%D0%BA%D0%BE%D0%BF%D0%B8%D1%81
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9C%D0%B5%D0%BC%D1%83%D0%B0%D1%80
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%97%D0%B1%D1%80%D0%BE%D0%B9%D0%BD%D1%96_%D1%81%D0%B8%D0%BB%D0%B8
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9C%D0%B0%D0%BD%D0%B3%D0%B0%D0%BB
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%97%D0%B1%D1%80%D0%BE%D0%B9%D0%BD%D1%96_%D1%81%D0%B8%D0%BB%D0%B8_%D0%A0%D0%BE%D1%81%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%BE%D1%97_%D0%A4%D0%B5%D0%B4%D0%B5%D1%80%D0%B0%D1%86%D1%96%D1%97
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%94%D0%B6%D0%B0%D0%B2%D0%B5%D0%BB%D1%96%D0%BD
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/NLAW
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A0%D0%BE%D1%81%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%BE-%D1%83%D0%BA%D1%80%D0%B0%D1%97%D0%BD%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%B0_%D0%B2%D1%96%D0%B9%D0%BD%D0%B0_(%D0%B7_2014)
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%97%D0%B0%D0%BC%D0%BE%D1%80%D0%BE%D0%B6%D0%B5%D0%BD%D1%96_%D0%BF%D1%80%D0%BE%D0%B4%D1%83%D0%BA%D1%82%D0%B8
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9C%27%D1%8F%D1%81%D0%BE
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9C%D0%B5%D0%B4%D0%B0%D0%BB%D1%8C_%C2%AB%D0%97%D0%B0_%D0%B7%D0%B8%D0%BC%D0%BE%D0%B2%D1%83_%D0%BA%D0%B0%D0%BC%D0%BF%D0%B0%D0%BD%D1%96%D1%8E_%D0%BD%D0%B0_%D0%A1%D1%85%D0%BE%D0%B4%D1%96_1941/42%C2%BB
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9C%D0%B5%D0%B4%D0%B0%D0%BB%D1%8C_%C2%AB%D0%97%D0%B0_%D0%B7%D0%B8%D0%BC%D0%BE%D0%B2%D1%83_%D0%BA%D0%B0%D0%BC%D0%BF%D0%B0%D0%BD%D1%96%D1%8E_%D0%BD%D0%B0_%D0%A1%D1%85%D0%BE%D0%B4%D1%96_1941/42%C2%BB
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A4%D1%80%D0%B5%D2%91%D1%96%D0%BD%D2%91
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%90%D1%80%D0%BC%D1%96%D1%8F_%D0%A1%D0%A8%D0%90
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A1%D0%A0%D0%A1%D0%A0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%90%D1%84%D0%B3%D0%B0%D0%BD%D1%96%D1%81%D1%82%D0%B0%D0%BD
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%90%D1%84%D0%B3%D0%B0%D0%BD%D1%96%D1%81%D1%82%D0%B0%D0%BD
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[Ti3uime s yHipopMa Oyra rmocraBiieHa A0 BCIX BINCHKOBUX OKPYTiB, TUCIOKOBAHUX
Ha migkoHTpodbHiH CPCP  Teputopii, OKpiM OKpeMHX BIMCHKOBUX YaCTHUH
(Haituacrinre — 3a0aiiKaIbChKOTO BIICBKOBOTO OKPYTY).

VYuipopma 1poro 3paska Ta ii He3HayH1 MOAUQIKaIli BUKOPUCTOBYBAIUCH Y
apmisix kpain CHJI mocute TpuBanmmii yac. Hampuknazn, 36poitni Cunmu Ykpainu
MOBHICTIO 3MIHWJIM SK MOKPiH, TaK 1 KOJOPOBY ramy TUIbKH y cepenuni 2014 poky.

«BanTaxk 300» — yBIACBKOBOMY JKaproHi TEpMiH, M0 IO3HAYaE
TPAHCTIOPTYBaHHS OPAHEHOTO COJIIaTa, SKOTO BUBO3STH 13 30HU O0ioBuX niid. Hazpa
yBIAIIUIA y BXKUTOK Tichs BiiHM B Adranictani. YacTo BHUKOPUCTOBYETHCS B
OTEPATUBHUX TMEPErOBOpax BIMCHKOBUX 1 CIHEICIYXO JJIs MO3HAYEHHSI KIJIbKOCTI
MOpaHEHUX («y HAC JBOE TPHOXCOTHUX).

[Ipu mepeBe3eHHI MOpaHEHOro 3amoBHIOBaiach (opma moxkymenta Ne 300
(TrrroBui OnaHK). 3BijacH i Ha3Ba «BaHTax 300» [50].

BanTax 200. YMOBHe no3HaA4YeHHS YOMTHX, MEPTBHUX, 3aru0JauXx. Y MOBHE
KOJIOBaHE IMO3HAYEHHs B apMii Mpu aBialepeBe3eHH] Tija 3aru0iaoro (MOMepsoro)
BIMCBKOBOCITYKOOBIIS /10 MICIISI TOXOBAHHS, Y IIUPIIOMY CEHC1 — 3aru0Joro coJijiara.

3 moBaru 10 YKpPaiHCHKUX BIMCHKOBUX T€pOiB, IO 3arWHYJIH Y POCIHCHKO-
YKpaiHChKIM BIiiHI 32 BU3BOJICHHS BJIACHOI T€PUTOPIi BiJ 3arapOHUKIB TEPMIH HaOyB
CUHOHIMIYHOTO BU3HAUEHHS — «HA LIHUTI».

[To3HaueHHs BUKOPUCTOBYETHCS 3 4YaciB BiHM B AdranicTaHl B paJsHChKIH,
3roJI0OM POCIMCHKIN, a 3 YaciB BITHU Ha cX0/1 YKpaiHU — B YKPaiHCHKIM apMisX.
IcHye KisIbKa pi3HUX BEPCiH 040 MOXOMHKEHHS TEPMIHY:

e 3a HOMEpPOM BiAmNoBiAHOTO Hakazy MinictepctBa oboponu CPCP (Haxka3z
Minictpa o6oporu CPCP Bix 08.10.1984 Ne 200);

e BIJIIOBITHO hi (o) HOPMAaTUBHO1 Baru KOHTEHHepa 3 TIJIOM
BilicbkOoBOCTYk00BIIsI (200 KT);

o HIOWTO 3a HOMepoMm ¢opmu OJaHKAa-HAKIAIHOI, Ha SKIM 3allOBHIOBAIUCS
BIIMOBIHI eKCHEAUINIMHI JaHl; HacmpaBAi kK ¢(opMa BHMOTH-HAKIIAIHOI HOCHIIA

HOMED «2».


https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%97%D0%B0%D0%B1%D0%B0%D0%B9%D0%BA%D0%B0%D0%BB%D1%8C%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%B8%D0%B9_%D0%B2%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B8%D0%B9_%D0%BE%D0%BA%D1%80%D1%83%D0%B3
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A1%D0%9D%D0%94
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%92%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B8%D0%B9_%D0%B6%D0%B0%D1%80%D0%B3%D0%BE%D0%BD
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%92%D1%96%D0%B9%D0%BD%D0%B0_%D0%B2_%D0%90%D1%84%D0%B3%D0%B0%D0%BD%D1%96%D1%81%D1%82%D0%B0%D0%BD%D1%96_1979%E2%80%941989
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%92%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%BE%D1%81%D0%BB%D1%83%D0%B6%D0%B1%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B5%D1%86%D1%8C
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A0%D0%BE%D1%81%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%BE-%D1%83%D0%BA%D1%80%D0%B0%D1%97%D0%BD%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%B0_%D0%B2%D1%96%D0%B9%D0%BD%D0%B0_(%D0%B7_2014)
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A0%D0%BE%D1%81%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%BE-%D1%83%D0%BA%D1%80%D0%B0%D1%97%D0%BD%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%B0_%D0%B2%D1%96%D0%B9%D0%BD%D0%B0_(%D0%B7_2014)
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%90%D1%84%D0%B3%D0%B0%D0%BD%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%B0_%D0%B2%D1%96%D0%B9%D0%BD%D0%B0_(1979-1989)
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A7%D0%B5%D1%80%D0%B2%D0%BE%D0%BD%D0%B0_%D0%B0%D1%80%D0%BC%D1%96%D1%8F
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%97%D0%B1%D1%80%D0%BE%D0%B9%D0%BD%D1%96_%D1%81%D0%B8%D0%BB%D0%B8_%D0%A0%D0%BE%D1%81%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%BE%D1%97_%D0%A4%D0%B5%D0%B4%D0%B5%D1%80%D0%B0%D1%86%D1%96%D1%97
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%92%D1%96%D0%B9%D0%BD%D0%B0_%D0%BD%D0%B0_%D1%81%D1%85%D0%BE%D0%B4%D1%96_%D0%A3%D0%BA%D1%80%D0%B0%D1%97%D0%BD%D0%B8
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%97%D0%B1%D1%80%D0%BE%D0%B9%D0%BD%D1%96_%D1%81%D0%B8%D0%BB%D0%B8_%D0%A3%D0%BA%D1%80%D0%B0%D1%97%D0%BD%D0%B8
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9A%D0%B3
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Banrax 500 (a6o 500-ii) — cuMBOJ HEBOJI, BTpaTH CBOOOIU, HEOE3IMEKH,
HAHECEHHS LIKOAM 37I0pOB’10, TTOB’sI3aHO1 3 BOEHHUMHU JISIMU.

HeomorizMm, SIKHM ITO3HAYAIOTh MTOJOHEHUX (BICHKOBHX, IUBIIbHE HACCIICHHS,
BOJIOHTEPIB Ta 1HIIMX), BU3BOJEHUX 13 HEBOJI ITiJI 4ac 30pOMHOr0 KOH(JIIKTY Ha
tepuropii Jlonenpkoi 1 Jlyrancekoi obnacteit Ykpainu.

[lonsaTTss 3’4BMJIOCA CIIOHTaHHO, Koiu HapogHa aprtuctka YkpaiHw,
rpOMaJIChKa aKTHBICTKA 1 CIIBayKa-BOJOHTEpP Pycnana Jhwkuuko Ta il  KOMaHjaa
BHUBO3WJIM TOJOHEHUX, cepen sikux OyB 500-i1 Bu3BONEHHMU (MpPO 1€ PO3MOBiJIA
ciniBauka 20 muctomana 2014 poxky B edipi Ecnpeco TV). o 1bOro y BO€HHIN
TEPMIHOJIOT1] 11¢ MOHATTS He BxkuBajocs (10 peui, y CPCP ueili TepMmiH mo3HauaB
OslaropoHM MeTan — 30510T0). OpraHizauisiMy, sIKl OMiKYIOTbCs 3BUIbHEHHSIM 500-X,
€ Llentp 3BumbHeHHs nonioHeHUuX 'O «Odinepebkuit kopmyc» (KepiBHUK — TeHepa-
NOJIKOBHUK 3amnacy B. Py0Oan) 1 MDKBiIOMYMII LEHTp IONOMOTM TPOMAJsSHAM Y
MUTAHHSAX 3BUIBHEHHS IOJIOHEHUX, 3aPYYHMKIB 1 BITHAWJCHHS 3HUKIUX O€3BICTU
(kepiBHUK — 3acTynHUK rosioBu CBY, reHepain-neldteHaHT Biraniit Snosenko).

[Ipouec noBepHeHHs1 500-X — nenmiKaTHWM, CKJIaJHUN, BUMarae npogeciiHux
3HaHb, CAMOJISIILHICTh MOXKE OyTH )KHUTTEBO HEOE3MEUHOIO K /I 3apy4YHHKA, TakK 1
st oro  pigHuX. OQimiiiHi  MEeperoBOpHUKM MalOTh MOJABaTH 1H(OpMaIiIo
JI030BaHO, 0€3 SIKUX-HeOyJIb HETOYHOCTEW, BOHUM HE OEpyTh Trpollll 3a 3BUILHEHHS
MOJIOHEHUX 1 TIOTIEPEIKAIOTh MPO BUIAKH IIaXPaiCTBa 010 POJUYIB MMOJOHEHUX, 3
SIKUX BUMAaraJid TOISIKA «3a CIIPUSHHS y 3BUTLHCHHIY.

3 O6oky «JIHP» 1 «JIHP» mosoneHi po3ocepemkeHi M0 KOMaHAUpaXx.
BUMIHIOIOTh TOJOHEHMX HE JIMIE Ha I1HIIUX TIOJIOHEHWX, a 1 Ha MPOAYKTU
XapuyBaHHS, MEIMKAMEHTH, BUKYIUISIIOTH 3a Tpolli. TparuisitoTbCs BUIAIKH, KOJH
KIHKM CTalOTh 3apyYHUIISIMH 3aMICTh CBOIX MdiTel. YKpaiHChbKI IMEepEeroBOPHUKH
BBAXKAIOTh, 1110 3aBJAHHS TOJIATAE HE JIUILIE Y 3BUIbHEHHI(0OMIH1) OJIOHEHUX, aje il y
JIOCTABII iX y Oe3meyHe MicIie, a i HaJlaHHI METMYHOI Ta TMCUXOJIOT1YHO1 JJOTIOMOTH.

MinictepcTBO 000pOHM YKpaiHM OpraHi3oBy€ CHEIliadbHI KO, SKi
HAaBYAIOTh BECTH IMIEPErOBOPU TMpO 3BUIbHEHHs moJioHeHuX. B akamemii CBY

¢yHkiionyBana kadenpa, sSka TOTyBaja MNPOQPECIfHUX TMEPEroBOPHUKIB. Y


https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9D%D0%B5%D0%BE%D0%BB%D0%BE%D0%B3%D1%96%D0%B7%D0%BC
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9F%D0%BE%D0%BB%D0%BE%D0%BD%D0%B5%D0%BD%D1%96_%D0%BD%D0%B0_%D1%84%D1%80%D0%BE%D0%BD%D1%82%D1%96
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9B%D0%B8%D0%B6%D0%B8%D1%87%D0%BA%D0%BE_%D0%A0%D1%83%D1%81%D0%BB%D0%B0%D0%BD%D0%B0_%D0%A1%D1%82%D0%B5%D0%BF%D0%B0%D0%BD%D1%96%D0%B2%D0%BD%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%95%D1%81%D0%BF%D1%80%D0%B5%D1%81%D0%BE_TV
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%AF%D0%BB%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B5%D0%BD%D0%BA%D0%BE_%D0%92%D1%96%D1%82%D0%B0%D0%BB%D1%96%D0%B9_%D0%9E%D0%BB%D0%B5%D0%BA%D1%81%D1%96%D0%B9%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B8%D1%87
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nianucadomy 05.09.2014 poky «MiHCBKOMY MPOTOKOJ1» PO MPUITMHEHHS BOTHIO Ha
Cxoni YkpaiHU € MyHKT IPO HEBIAKIAIHE 3BUIBHEHHS YCIX TMOJIOHEHUX, KU He
BUKOHY€ETHCS TEPOPUCTUUHUMHU opraHizamismu. 3a nanumu CBY, 3a monan nBa poku
pociiicekoi arpecii, Ha Cxoni Ykpainu Oynau 3BUIBHEHI 3 TOJOHY 4Yd 3HAMIEHI
omu3bko 3080 rpomansH Ykpainu, 3apyunukamu y JloHensky 1 Jlyrancbky oiriitHo
BBaXkatoThes 107 ocib.

«Edexktr JIxexka-cTpuOyHIsT — TIOBHE 3HMIICHHS TaHKa a0o0  IHIIO1
OpOHETexXHIKM 3 0aITolo M Yac BUOyXy OOEKOMILIEKTY, B pe3ybTaTi 4oro OamTy
3pUBa€ 3 MOTOHIB 1 BIAKKIA€E BiJl Kopitycy. Ha3By nictaB BiJ quTs4oi irpamku J[>xek-
CTpUOYHEIIb, JIe 3 KOPOOKU HECIOAIBAaHO BUCKaKye (Pirypka. 3a3Buyail TpamisieTbes 3
paassHCbKUMH TaHKamu» [50].

«Kam'sinuii  ¢perar» — HedopmanbHa Ha3zBa MOPUAWYHOI (IKIII, KOJIU
pO3TAlIOBaHM Ha CyXoAoJyil MiApo3aul (GiaoTy (OpMalbHO pPO3TISIAETHCS  SIK
Kopabenb. Bona moxomuTh 3 moxli mig 4vac HamosieoHIBChKUX BiMH, KOJH
KopomniBebkuii ot bpurtanii BukopucrtaB octpiBenp J{aliMOHA-pOK MOOIU3Y
MapTiHiku A1 po3MillleHHd OeperoBoi Oarapei 3 METOI aTak Ha CYJHOIIABCTBO
bpanmysis. dopmanbHO 110 0Oaraper0 BU3HAYWIM  SIK  «ULTION», OCKIIBKU
KoponiBcbkomy (iyioTy Oysio 3a00pOHEHO KepyBaTH HA3eMHUMH OIEpallisiMu.
KomanayBaHHg UM TepIIuM «kaM'ssHUM (peratom» Oyjio AOPYYEHO KOMOJIOPOM
Cemroennem Xynom meprmioMmy Jedrtenanty  JDxedimcy  Binkcy  Maypicy.
BukopuctoBytoun 3HATI 3 Kopabiss Xyna rapMartu, «ekinax» 31 120 oci0 BUKOHYBaB
BIJIMOBIIHI 3aBJaHHS, XK TIOKH CKEJII0 HE 3aXONUIN (PpaHIy3u y pe3yiabTaTi OUTBH 3a
Haiimoni-pok 1805 poky.

Menaasn «3a 3umoBy kamnasio Ha Cxoxi 1941/42» (aim. Winterschlacht Im
Osten) — BilickkoBa Meaanb Tperboro Peiixy, mo Oyia 3acHoBana 26 TpaBHs 1942
POKY JJI1 HArOPOJKEHHS BIMCHKOBOCITYk00BI1IIB BepMaxTy, 110 Opanu ydacts y 005X
Ha CxigHomy ¢dponTi B mepion 3 15 mucromama 1941 mo 15 xBitHs 1942. Metoro
HAropoKeHHs OyJI0 BIJ3HAYUTH TPYIHOI, K1 3a3HaJIN HIMEIBKI COJIaTH, odinepu
Ta reHepayid, W iX COIO3HUKHU MiJ 4yac 0coOIuMBO cyBopoi 3umu B Pocii B 1941/1942

poui. Yepe3 kaxiaMBl YMOBU B SIKMX BeIHUCh OOMOBI [ii mocTpaxkiaaial Ha LbOMY


https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9F%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%BD%D0%B5_%D0%B7%D0%BD%D0%B8%D1%89%D0%B5%D0%BD%D0%BD%D1%8F
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%92%D0%B8%D0%B1%D1%83%D1%85
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%91%D0%BE%D1%94%D0%BF%D1%80%D0%B8%D0%BF%D0%B0%D1%81%D0%B8
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%94%D0%B6%D0%B5%D0%BA-%D1%81%D1%82%D1%80%D0%B8%D0%B1%D1%83%D0%BD%D0%B5%D1%86%D1%8C
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%94%D0%B6%D0%B5%D0%BA-%D1%81%D1%82%D1%80%D0%B8%D0%B1%D1%83%D0%BD%D0%B5%D1%86%D1%8C
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9D%D0%B0%D0%BF%D0%BE%D0%BB%D0%B5%D0%BE%D0%BD%D1%96%D0%B2%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D1%96_%D0%B2%D1%96%D0%B9%D0%BD%D0%B8
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%92%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%BE-%D0%BC%D0%BE%D1%80%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D1%96_%D1%81%D0%B8%D0%BB%D0%B8_%D0%92%D0%B5%D0%BB%D0%B8%D0%BA%D0%BE%D1%97_%D0%91%D1%80%D0%B8%D1%82%D0%B0%D0%BD%D1%96%D1%97
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9C%D0%B0%D1%80%D1%82%D0%B8%D0%BD%D1%96%D0%BA%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A8%D0%BB%D1%8E%D0%BF_(%D0%B1%D0%BE%D0%B9%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B8%D0%B9_%D0%BA%D0%BE%D1%80%D0%B0%D0%B1%D0%B5%D0%BB%D1%8C)
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9D%D1%96%D0%BC%D0%B5%D1%86%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%B0_%D0%BC%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9C%D0%B5%D0%B4%D0%B0%D0%BB%D1%8C
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A2%D1%80%D0%B5%D1%82%D1%96%D0%B9_%D0%A0%D0%B5%D0%B9%D1%85
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/26_%D1%82%D1%80%D0%B0%D0%B2%D0%BD%D1%8F
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/1942
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A1%D1%85%D1%96%D0%B4%D0%BD%D0%BE%D1%94%D0%B2%D1%80%D0%BE%D0%BF%D0%B5%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%B8%D0%B9_%D1%82%D0%B5%D0%B0%D1%82%D1%80_%D0%B2%D0%BE%D1%94%D0%BD%D0%BD%D0%B8%D1%85_%D0%B4%D1%96%D0%B9_%D0%94%D1%80%D1%83%D0%B3%D0%BE%D1%97_%D1%81%D0%B2%D1%96%D1%82%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%BE%D1%97_%D0%B2%D1%96%D0%B9%D0%BD%D0%B8
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/15_%D0%BB%D0%B8%D1%81%D1%82%D0%BE%D0%BF%D0%B0%D0%B4%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/1941
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/15_%D0%BA%D0%B2%D1%96%D1%82%D0%BD%D1%8F
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/1942
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GpoHTI  HIMEUBKI COJIIaTM  Jajdd  Ha3By MeJaldl  MOPOKeHOro Mm'sica
(mim. Gefrierfleischorden).

®perinr (anrn. Fragging; Bix frag[mentation] grenade — ymamkoBa rpanara) —
BOMBCTBO HEMOITYJIIPHUX KOMaHIUPIB IIiJ] Yac BIMCHKOBOIO 0010; aMEpHKaHCHKUN
BIICHKOBHU TEPMiH, 110 3'SBUBCS Y APYTii MoJoBHUHI XX CTOMITTS 1 TO3HAYa€ HABMUCHE
BOMBCTBO o(itiepa,  BIWCHKOBOCTYXKOOBISIMU,  sKIi ~ TepeOyBalOTh  MmiJ ~ HOTO
KOMaHIyBaHHSAM (3a3BUYal, psI0BUM CKJIaioM). Take BOMBCTBO, 3a3BHYall, BUIAETHCS
HUMM 32 HEITACHUN BHTIAJ0K a00, sSK 001OBI BTpaTH. MOTHBOM 3JI04MHY, HAYaCTIIIIe, €
JUSUTBHICTD MOKIHHOTO odirepa, sika cama 1Mo co0l PO3IIHIOETHCS WOTO MIETIIUMU, SIK
3JI0YMHHA 1 TaKa, 1110 3aiBUIA pa3 HapaXKae Ha PU3MK KUTTS 1 310pOB'S pAAOBUX.

VY 3B'I3Ky 3 PO3BUTKOM CYYAaCHHX 3acO0IB 3HHUIICHHS, OCOOJMBO — YJIAMKOBO-
¢dbyracHux OoermpuraciB — Haiyacrinie (Qperinr (K 1 BUILUTUBAE 3 €TUMOJIOTTI TOHSATTS)
IIPOBOJUTHCS 34 JOIOMOI'OKO PYYHOI I'PDAaHATH, TAK, K YPaKCHHSA 11 YJIAMKaMU JOCUTH
CKJIaJTHO BCTAHOBUTH IUISIXOM OaJIICTUYHOI €KCIIepTU3U, a B OOMOBIN cuTyallii rpaHaTa
MO>K€ HIOUTO BiJICKOUMTH BiJ MEPEUIKoau abo K BICHKOBOCTYKOOBEIh BOPOKUX CHII
MOXKe 3akuHyTH ii Hazaj. llle cknamHilie BCTAHOBUTH 1 JOBECTH 3JIOYMHHUA HaMmip,
HaBITh SKIIO TOYHO BIAOMO X110 came 3 COJIJIATIB KUHYB rpaHary B odirepa.

[IpakTukyBaHHss ¢periary Oyyio o0cCOOJMMBO TMOUIMpPEHE IMijJ 4Yac BiiHU Yy
B'ernami. B 1970 porti HapaxyBamu 363 Bumagku ¢periary, He paxyroum 1400
odilepiB, IpPUYMHA CMEPTI SKUX «HE MiITA€ThCs MOsCHeHHIO». Hapasi x Taki
Bunaaku B apmii CIHIA € mooquHOKKMMH, y 3B'SI3KY 31 3MIHOIO CTpAaTerii BeJAeHHs 0010,

sKa Tepeadayae MaKCUMaIbHO parlioHaIbHE 30€peKESHHSI PSIOBOTO CKIIATY.

1.4. AmMepukaHCbKHUil BIiCbKOBUI CJIEHT

AMepUKaHChKUWA BIMCHKOBUM CJEHT SIK HEHOpMaTHUBHA, He(opMasbHa,
CTUJIICTUYHO  3HWXEHa, (YHKI[IOHAJIBLHO OOMeXeHa MOBa aMEpPUKAHCHKHUX
BIICHKOBOCITYKOOBIIIB BIJA3EPKAIIOE 3arajlbHy KyJIbTYpy, CHOCIO JKUTTS, MOPaJIbHI
LIHHOCTI, €TUYHI IPIOPUTETH CAMUX aMEPUKAHCHKUX BIICHKOBOCIY>KOOBIIIB, a TAKOX
iXH€E CTaBJICHHS O 1HIIMX BEIUKHX 1 MaJUX COIIaJbHUX, CTHIYHUX, MpodeciiiHuX,

KOPIIOPaTUBHUX T'PYIL.


https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9D%D1%96%D0%BC%D0%B5%D1%86%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%B0_%D0%BC%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%90%D0%BD%D0%B3%D0%BB%D1%96%D0%B9%D1%81%D1%8C%D0%BA%D0%B0_%D0%BC%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A1%D0%BF%D0%BE%D0%BB%D1%83%D1%87%D0%B5%D0%BD%D1%96_%D0%A8%D1%82%D0%B0%D1%82%D0%B8_%D0%90%D0%BC%D0%B5%D1%80%D0%B8%D0%BA%D0%B8
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A2%D0%B5%D1%80%D0%BC%D1%96%D0%BD
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/XX_%D1%81%D1%82%D0%BE%D0%BB%D1%96%D1%82%D1%82%D1%8F
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%92%D0%B1%D0%B8%D0%B2%D1%81%D1%82%D0%B2%D0%BE
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9E%D1%84%D1%96%D1%86%D0%B5%D1%80
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A0%D1%8F%D0%B4%D0%BE%D0%B2%D0%B8%D0%B9
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9D%D0%B5%D1%89%D0%B0%D1%81%D0%BD%D0%B8%D0%B9_%D0%B2%D0%B8%D0%BF%D0%B0%D0%B4%D0%BE%D0%BA
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9C%D0%BE%D1%82%D0%B8%D0%B2_%D0%B7%D0%BB%D0%BE%D1%87%D0%B8%D0%BD%D1%83
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%97%D0%BB%D0%BE%D1%87%D0%B8%D0%BD
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%95%D1%82%D0%B8%D0%BC%D0%BE%D0%BB%D0%BE%D0%B3%D1%96%D1%8F
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A0%D1%83%D1%87%D0%BD%D0%B0_%D0%B3%D1%80%D0%B0%D0%BD%D0%B0%D1%82%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%91%D0%B0%D0%BB%D1%96%D1%81%D1%82%D0%B8%D1%87%D0%BD%D0%B0_%D0%B5%D0%BA%D1%81%D0%BF%D0%B5%D1%80%D1%82%D0%B8%D0%B7%D0%B0
https://uk.wikipedia.org/w/index.php?title=%D0%97%D0%BB%D0%BE%D1%87%D0%B8%D0%BD%D0%BD%D0%B8%D0%B9_%D0%BD%D0%B0%D0%BC%D1%96%D1%80&action=edit&redlink=1
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%92%D1%96%D0%B9%D0%BD%D0%B0_%D1%83_%D0%92%27%D1%94%D1%82%D0%BD%D0%B0%D0%BC%D1%96
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%92%D1%96%D0%B9%D0%BD%D0%B0_%D1%83_%D0%92%27%D1%94%D1%82%D0%BD%D0%B0%D0%BC%D1%96
https://uk.wikipedia.org/wiki/1970
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«Kopryc cy4acHOro amepuKaHCHKOTO BIMCHKOBOTO CJEHTY IMO€AHY€E pi3HI
KaTeropii JIEKCHKH: MPOCTOpiuus, BiMCHKOBO-Mpo(eciiiHi, TPYIOBI Ta COIIaJIbHI
KAPTOHI3MH, CJICHI13MH-CKOPOUYEHHS, KOJOBI HAaliMEHYBaHHS, BIMCHKOBY CJICHTOBY
dbpaseosiorito, aproTu3Mu, BYJIbrapusmu, eBheMi3MH, YY>KOMOBHI 3all03UYCHHS,
HeoJyiori3Mu, ictopusmu Tomo. CKiag aMepUKaHCHKOTO BIMCHKOBOTO CIICHTY
MOCTIHHO 3MIHIOETHCS 1 TIOTIOBHIOETHCS 31 CTAHAAPTHHUX 1 CyOCTaHAAPTHUX MOBHHX
cucteM. Y Tpolecl TOMOBHEHHS CKIIaly aMEpPUKAHCHKOTO BIMCHKOBOTO CJICHTY
TOJIOBHY  pOJb  BIAITPAaIOTh  CJIOBOTBIp, 3alO3WYCHHS Ta  IHAWBITyaJbHA
CJIIOBOTBOPUICTH [4, c. 21].

«TakTuka mepekiIamy aMepUKaHCHKOTO BIHCHKOBOTO CIIEHTY TOKas3ye, M0 Y
CKJaJl CJEHry ICHYIOTh CJEHII3MH, BIJOMI AK YCIM aMEpPUKAHCHKUM
BIMCBKOBOCITYKOOBIISIM, TaK 1 0araTboM HMBLILHUM oco0aM. OueBUIHO, HAHOUIBII
MOIIMPEHI aMEPUKAHCHbKI BIMCHKOBI CIIEHT3MHU MalOoTh OyTH aKTHBHO 3aCBO€HI
BIMICHKOBUMHU TEpeKiiajladyaMl  pa3oM 3 3arajbHOI0, CYCIHUIbHO-TIOJITUYHOIO,
HayKOBO-TEXHIUHOIO, BINCBKOBOIO JIEKCUKOIO» [4, c. 43].

«AMEpHUKAaHCHKUI BIMCHKOBUI CJIEHI — II€ HEHOpMaTHMBHA, He(PopMalbHa,
CTWJIICTUYHO  3HIDKEHa, (PYHKIIOHATHHO OOMEXEeHa MOBa aMEPUKAHCHKHX
BIICHKOBOCITYKOOBIIIB, 1110 BUKOPUCTOBYETHCS 3 METOIO 3/11IICHEHHSI KOMYHIKaTUBHOI,
PErYISTUBHOI, EMOLIHHO-EKCIIPECUBHOT T4 KOPIIOPATUBHOI MOBJICHHEBUX (PYHKIIN 1
CKIIaJIa€TbCsl 3 OJWHHUIL — BIHCBKOBHUX  CJIEHTI3MIB, IO MawTh pI3HY
JekcukorpagiuHy MapKOBaHICTh. 3arajlbHUMU  (PYHKIIOHAJIBHO-CTHJIICTUYHUMU
pucaMu aMEpUKAHCHKOTO BIMCHKOBOTO CJIEHTY € TIiepeBara KOHOTalii Haj
JIEHOTAIII€I0; N0 HETaTHBHA CHPSIMOBAHICTh OINIHHOT CEMaHTHUKH OKPEMHX
CJICHT13MI1B; MIPAarHEHHs /10 JAKOHIYHOCTI Ta CEMAaHTUYHOI HACMYEHOCTI; pO3raily,eHa
BHYTPIIIIHSI CHHOHIMIs; 6arato3HauHicThy [4, c. 15].

OnuHUIIl aMEPUKAHCHKOTO BIHCHKOBOTO CJCHTY TPYNYIOTHCA 3a TaKUMH
CTWJIICTHYHUMH O3HAKAMMU:

a) mOmiOHICTH 3a 30BHIMHIM BHIAOM um ¢opmoro: fish — mopneoa

(30BHIIIHIN BUTJIS TOPIIEIN Haraaye pudy);
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0) momiOHicTh 3a BiacTuBOCTAMH 1 ¢yHkiismu: Starlifter — «3opexio,
sanmasxcuuil  gilicokogo-mpancnopmuuti  aimax C -141 (Ha3Ba TOBOPUTH PO
BEJIMUMHY Ta MOTYXKHICTb JIITaKa, BKa3yl0UH Ha HOTO 3/IaTHICTh MIAHITHCS 10 31pOK);
rocking chair job — «mennenvrke micye», munosa nocada (Ha3Ba BKazye Ha
0COOJUBICTH POOOTH, SIKY MMOPIBHIOIOTH 3 CUIIHHAM Y KpiCHi-Kavamiy;

B) acomiaiii 3 BIIOMUMHU JIFOJIBMH YH T€POSIMU MYJIbTHUIEMIB: Snoopey’s cap —
«8yuwilankay, 3umosa wanxka (Ha3Ba BUHUKJIA HA OCHOBI acolliamii 3 TIepoeM
MyIbT(GIIBMY — COOAKOI0 13 JOBIMMH ByXaMH, IO HAaraayloTb «BYyXa» 3UMOBOI
IIaIKH;

I') CTaBJICHHS MOBIS [0 THX TIPEIMETIB Ta SBUII, MO0 IT03HAYAIOTHCS
CJICHI13MaMH.

Kpim Toro, Bci OIUHUIIl aMEPUKAHCHKOTO BIMCHKOBOTO CJIEHTY MOXKHA
PO3IIUTHU Ha:

1) HeratuBHo-ominHi: Abdul — «aboyn», «uwypka», apab; camel meat —
«NoN08AY, Heanemumna, Hecmadua ixca; monkey clothes — «mackapaouuii Kocmomy,
«napaokay, napaona gpopma oosey, Puzzle Palace — «Ilanay pebycisy» (Ilenmacon)

2) nosutuBHo-o1iHHI: the Old Man — «b6amwbko», komanoup vacmunu; freedom
bird — «nmawxa ce0600uy», nimax, AKuM OOCMABIAIUCI AMEPUKAHCHKI COLOAMU
0ooomy i3 B ’emnamy,

3) «wmeirpanbHo-ouinni: block — kazapma; infant — nixoma, fruit salad —
«ppykmosuit  canamy», opoeHcvki cmpiuku, light colonel — niononkosHux,
«néonoany[3, c. 35].

CydacHull aMepUKAHCHKHUI BIWNCHKOBUW CIEHT TIOEAHYE PI3HI KaTteropii
JICKCHUKHU:

1. Mpocropiuus: fizzog — «mopeywv», nuxa; ball game — manespu,; ash and
trash — munosuxu (byxe.: cmimms), back yard — enuboxuti mu;

2. BiiicbkoBo-nipodeciiiHi kapronizmMu (HeHOpMaTHBHI a00 HamiBOdIIiiHI
JIEKCUKO-(Dpa3eoIOTIuHI OJUHUIN TEPMIHOJIOTIYHOTO XapaKTepy, IO BXHUBAIOTHCS
BY3bKMM KOJIOM (paxiBI[IB MEPEBaXHO y PO3MOBHIM MOBI Ta MalTh MNPOCTOPIYHY

KOHOTaliw): leg — «uoea» (cmitika waci, <asiay.); cannibalize — «dpaxonumuy,
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«o0b0upamuy  (po3ykomniexmosysamu,  <mexH.); ree — nauKa, Nopyis
(<3azanvHosilick.), deck — «nanybay (nionoea y xasapmeHomy npumiyeHHi MOPCbKUX
nixomunyie, <BMC); cheater bar — «nneuey, éaxcine (<mexn.). Y CKi1aJi BIHICbKOBO-
npodeCifHMX >KAproHI3MIB MU 3MOTJIM BHJUIUTH 3arajibHOBIMCHKOBI, BIHCBHKOBO-
MOpCBHKi, aBlalliiiHi, BIMCHKOBO-MEANYHI, aBTOOPOHETAHKOBI Ta 1iHIN (haxoBi
BIlICHKOBI JKaproHi3Mu;

3. I'pynoBi Ta couiajbHi KaprouizmMm (KaproH CTYACHTIB, HapKOMaHIB,
OaiikepiB, MPEICTaBHUKIB He(hOPMATBLHUX TPYIT TOIIO): dorm — «eypmaxy; downer —
Hapkomux-oenpecaum, bad — «npuxonvHuily, «K1boBULLY;

4.  CaeHrizmu-ckopodeHHss  (aOpeBiarypu ¥ aKkpoHiMH, IO €
HEHOPMATHUBHUMH, HECYTh JOAATKOBI KOHOTAlli Ta CTBOPIOIOTH Oap'ep JABOMOBHOI
KOMYHIKaIlii s BificbkoBoro nepekianayda): AA — Almost Airborne (< All American)
— «MII — maioce oecammna oueizisny (3nes. mabdy. obpasmuea nazea 82-i
nosimpano-oecanmnuoi ougisii CLIIA);, LPC (leather personnel carrier <play on APC
- armored personnel carrier) — «4TP» («uepesukompancnopmepy), «npo2apuy,
«bepyuy, yepesuxu.

5. KonoBi HaliMmeHyBaHHsi (HOpMAaTHBHI Ta OKa3lOHaJbHI KOJIOBI CIIOBA,
NpHU3HAYCHI JUIA TPUXOBAHOTO YIIPaBIIHHA BIMCHbKAMH B yMOBaX, KOJU 3 THX YH
IHIIMX NPUYMH HEOaXaHO YW HEMOXIJIMBO BHUKOPHUCTOBYBATH 3BUYAilHI cioBa W
TepMiHHM, 200, IO BXXHMBAIOTHCA 3 METOK0 MOBHOI €KOHOMIi Ipu HehOpPMaIbHOMY
cruinkyBanHi): Little friend — «manenvruii opyey», ceiii sunuwysau, Roger — «oxeiiy,
«nputinamoy, eapazo, bandit — «banoumy, nimax npomusHuxa, wilco — «3po3ymis,
BUKOHYION,

6. BilicbkoBYy cieHroBy ¢paszeoJioriio (BiiiCbKOBI (pa3eosorizMu, Kpujati
BUCJIOBU, TPUCIIB'S, NPUKa3KH, adopu3MH, 1AIOMATUYHI CIOITYYEHHS, yCTalleHl
BUpa3d, IO MAalTh MpPUTaMaHHI CJEHri3MaM  (PYHKI[IOHAJIbHO-CTUIICTUYHI
xoHotarii): to have half a bubble off — ne mamu xnenxu, mamu nesnauni pozymosi
saou (< apm.); on a blanket drill — «0asumu na macy», cnamu, to get a blue ticket —

«oopmanymuy, 36inbHumu 3i 3C 3a Henpuoamuicmio;
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7. Aprotu3smMu (OJMHHMIII apro 3JI0YMHHOIO CBITY): Drig — «2ybay, «miopsiear;
to bump off — «zamouumuy, ebumu; piece — «cmeony, «8oaUHAY, «OAOIOKA»
(60cHenanvha 30pos),;

8. Byabrapusmm (cioBa ¥ BUpasu 3 TpyOuM, NEHOPATHUBHUM, JIalIMBUM
3HAYCHHSIM, 00CIIeHI3MH, 11(0) BUKOPHCTOBYIOTHCS aMEPUKaHCHKUMHU
BICHKOBOCITY)KOOBIISIMHU, TEPEAYCIM, IS HETaTHBHOI XapaKTEPUCTHKHA OKPEMHX
npeaMeTiB Ta sBui): sh*t detail — napso no myanemy; beans and m*therf**kers —
«cyxnauy, cyxuil natox (xeaconsn 3 wunkorw), FIGMO attitude — «nogicicmuunuii
Hacmpiiy, bauodyxice CmasieH s,

9. EBdpemizmu (cmoBa i BHpas3u, MO 3aMIHIOIOTh HEIEH3YPHI, BYJbIapHI,
rpy0i, HEMPUCTOLHI ciioBa ¥ Bupasn): to liberate — «cmupumuy, expacmu (0ocisno:
«38I1bHUMU 8I0 Yo2ocby), bovine scatology (<BS) — HoHcenc, OypHUYI;

10. Yy:xxomoBHi 3amo3uyeHHs1 (YTBOPWJIMCS TiJ Yac BIMCHKOBUX KaMIaHIii
CIIA Ha 3aMOPCBKHMX TEPHUTOpIAX ab0 3aBIAKK BiMICBKOBMM KoHTakTam): blitz — 1.
bombapoyeanns nimakamu; 2. cmpivkui Hacmyn (<wuim.); hootch — wuesenuxe
yrkpummst (<e'emmn.); honcho — «wwuwxay, xomanoup (<sanom.); kapusta — «oabruy,
epouti, «kanycmay (<ykp.);

11. Heoutorizmu: Power Point rangers — «xomntomepui petinsicepuy (ipouiune
NPI3BUCHKO  BILICbKOBOCAYHCOOBYIB, WO 2OMYIOMb CAauou OJisl  Npe3eHmayii
KOMAaHOY8auHs 3 sukopucmauuam npoepamu «Microsoft Power Pointy); scudded —
«nio myxoroy, Hanionumky (<SCUD missile),

12. Icropusmu: Alamo scout — siiicorkosocayarcboseyv-pezepsicm 3 Texacy;
draft dodger — «zawapwuky, «kocap», motl, Xmo yxXuisemocs 6i0 NPu30ey.

«Cxinang ABC mNOCTIMHO 3MIHIOETBCSI M TIOMOBHIOETHCS 31 CTaHAAPTHUX 1
cyOCTaHIapTHUX MOBHUX cucTeM. Y mporeci monoBHeHHs1 ckiaxy ABC ronoBhy
poJib  BIIrparOTh  CJIOBOTBIP, YYXKOMOBHI 3allO3WYE€HHS Ta IHAMBITyaJlbHA
cioBOTBIpHICTh. KoMronenTHu#t anami3 nexcukun ABC mokasas, 1110 HOBI CJIEHTI3MU
MEPEBAXKHO YTBOPIOIOTHCS MIJISXOM CIOBOTBOPY — MOPQOJIOTIYHUX, MOpdooro-
CUHTAaKCUYHUX, JIEKCHKO-CEMAaHTHYHHX Ta JIEKCUKO-CHHTAKCHYHHUX TIEPETBOPEHD

(87,5% Big 3arayibHOI KUTBKOCTI BIHCHKOBHX CJIEHT13MIB)» [3, ¢. 17].
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[Tlin BIMCBKOBUM CJIEHTOBUM (hpa3eoJiori3MOM PO3YMIEMO OJUHUIIIO, 110
BU3HAYAETHCS SIK JICKCUKO-TPaMaTHYHA €HICTh JBOX 1 OLIbIIe HAPi3HO 0OPMIICHUX
KOMITOHEHTIB, TPaMaTHYHO O(POPMIICHUX 32 MOJIEIIIIO CJIOBOCIIONYYCHHS YU PEUCHHS,
110 BIATBOPIOETHCS B MOBI 3a TPAJIUIIIE€I0, AaBTOMATUYHO, BKUBAETHCSA MEPEBAXKHO Y
BIMICHKOBOMY CEpEIOBHINI Ta Ma€ y IUIaHl 3MICTY CJICHTOBI KOHOTAIi — J0/IaTKOBI
CeMaHTU4YHI ab0 CTWIICTUYHI BIATIHKKA: HEHOPMATUBHICTh, HEPOPMAIBHICTD,
GbyHKIIIOHATIbHA OOMEXKEHICTh, (PaMITBAPHICTh, TOIIO. «BiWCHKOBUM CIIEHrOBUM
¢dpazeonoriam, SK MPaBHIO, HE KOHCTPYIOETHCS IIOpa3y B MpoLeCl MOBJICHHA, a
BIJITBOPIOETHCA SIK TOTOBA 3HAYEHHEBA OJMHUIL, MA€ CTIUKY CTPYKTYPY, BXOJUTH Y
CUHOHIMIYHI 3B'A3KM 31 CJIOBAaMH, BHUKOHYE TIE€BHI CTWJIICTHYHI (YHKIII —
eKCIPECUBHY, OIIiHHY, eBdemicTuuHy Tomo: on a blanket drill — «oasumu na macy,
cnamu; 10 get a blue ticket — «bopmanymuy; szeinonumu 3 nas 3C (uepes
Henpudamuicmy)» [25, c. 46].

AMepuKaHChKUN BINCHKOBHI CJIEHT € 0ap'epoM JTBOMOBHOT KOMYHIKAIlil HABITh
JUTSL IOCBIAYEHOTO Mepekiajiadya yepe3 MoeqHaHHS MOBHUX (JIEKCUKO-CEMaHTHUYHHUX,
CTPYKTYpPHO-MOP(OJIOTIUHUX, (PYHKIIOHATBHO-CTUJIICTUYHUX) Ta  T03aMOBHHUX
(KyIbTYpHUX, ICTOPUYHHMX, KpaiHO3HABYMX, COIAIbHUX, TMOJITHKO-aKTyaJIbHUX,

MICUXOJIOTIYHUX ) YNHHUKIB YTBOPEHHS BIIICBKOBOTO CJIEHTY.

1.5. CieHrizMu-cJI0BOCNOJIY4YeHHS SIK MPodJieMa JIJisl mepeKrjaaay

[MpuknagoM CyOCTaHTUBHHUX CJICHTI3MIB-CIIOBOCIIONyUeHb €: cake and wine —
VMPUMAHHA apeuimanma Ha Xai0i i 800, ice cream — gicmka 3 oomy, milk run —
Jeeke 3as0anns; pep talk — zaxonauea npomosa.

Jlo niecrmiBHHUX CIICHTI3MIiB-CIIOBOCIIONyYeHb HalexkaTh: t0o catch one —
ompumamu nopareHus,; to go over the top — umu 6 amaxy, to pop off — sidaoamu
Kinyi (emepmuy), to get grounded — oopyscumucsi.

[Tpu mepexnaai CIOBOCMIONYYSHHS MEPEAYCIM € BUIIJICHHS OCHOBHOTO CJIOBA.
Hanpukian, BisbMeMo ciioBocronyuernns busy end of the gun. OcHoBHMM cJIOBOM B

HbOMY € gun, L0 NepeKIaJaeThes SIK «30pos». ToMy MOXKHA 3pOOUTH BUCHOBOK, IO
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MOBa iJie Ipo «30poroy, sIKyCh WOro yactuHy. [lepeknan 1poro BUpasy y CIOBHUKY
CJICHT13MIB: «0)J10 30poi».

[Tinbip mepexmamambkoi cTpaTerii Ta CKIAAHICTh TMEpeKagy HampsMmy
3aJekaTh BiJl TOTO, YM CJIOBOCIIOIYYCHHS € BITbHUM YU HAOJFMIKAETHCS IO CTAHMX
BUpa3iB, (pa3eoori3mis.

CroctepekeHHsI 32 (DaKTUIHUM MaTepialioM TOKa3ajii, M0 CEpel CICHTI3MIB
BIMCBKOBOI JIGKCHKH BeJMKa iX KUJIBKICTh IMOOyJOBaHA Ha OCHOBI MetadopH Ta
meToHimii. Hanpuknan: old salt — cmapuit mampoc; pill roller — nikap, grease box —
manx,; mad mile — ocobaueo Hebezneuna OLIAHKA.

[lepexian 3HAYHOI KUIBKOCTI CJIOBOCHONYYE€Hh MNOTpeOye BiJ Mepekiianaya
rMOOKUX (OHOBUX 3HAHBb 1CTOpPIi, BIMCHKOBOI CIIpaBW, TPAaULIA BEIEHHS
BIMCHKOBHX i TOII0. Po3risiHemo sik mpukiian ciaoBocmoydenus When the balloon
goes Up — KOJM MOYHEThCs HacTym. llepexman 1poro ciaeHrisMy morpedye 3HaHb 3
icropii I cBiITOBOiI BiliHM, KOJU Mepej MOYaTKOM HACTYIy B TMOBITPS MiINMalIUCh
aepocTaTd 3 METOI KOpekiii BorHio. lle o3Hauamo Te, 110 HEBIOB31 MOYHETHCS
HACTYTM. 3apa3 MpH MMOYaTKy HACTYITy HE 3aIyCKalOTh aepOCTaTH, IPOTE BUpa3 30epir
CBOE TIEPBMHHE 3HAYEHHS 1 JOHHMHI, IO MOXXHAa BCTAHOBUTH 3a JIONIOMOTOIO
€TUMOJIOTIYHOTO aHAIII3Y.

AHani3 QakTHYHOro MaTepiajly 103BOJUB HaM PO3MOJLIUTH BCl JEKCEMH Ha
MEBHI TPYyNu 3 YypaxyBaHHSIM CTYIEHIO CKJIATHOCTI TepeKiagy Ta 30epeKeHHs
eJIeMEHTaMH CJIOBOCIOIYYEHb CBOIX 3Hau€Hb. Tak, MM BUOKPEMUJIM TaKl 4 mMiArpynu
CJICHT13MIB:

1) cmoBOCTIONyUYEHHS, B IKMX X04a O OJTMH €JIEMEHT 30epirac CBOE CIIOBHHUKOBE
3HAYCHHS, HAITPUKJIAI;

pep talk — saxonmusa npomosa; paper pushing — kanyenspcoka poboma,; desk
pilot — ninom na aominicmpamuseniii nocaoi.

2) CIIOBOCIOJIYYCHHS, B SIKUX CTPH)KHEBa JieKcema 30epirac CBOE TEpPBUHHE
3HAUEGHHA 1 MpU IbOMY BHUMAra€ BIJ TEpeKiajada MMUPOKHX (POHOBUX 3HAHb

CTHMOJIOTIYHOIO Ta ICTOPUYHOIO XapakTepy, Hampukiam: to be cap off — 6ymu
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KOMAHOUpOM (ni0 uac po3mosu 3 KOMAHOUPOM y NPUMIWEHHI PSAO00BULl NOBUHEH
SHIMamu 20108HUL YOIp ma mpumamu tio2o 8 pyKax).

3) croBocmosydeHHs, TOOYJAOBaHI Ha OCHOBI TIEPEHECEHHS 3HAYCHHS,
nepeBakHO MeTaopHuHI Ta METOHIMIYHI, Hampukiaaa: shooting iron — nicmonem,
gocHenanvha 30pos;, mad minute — yac e0eHHs IHMEHCUBHO20 BOHIO, SUZAr report —
JIUCM 810 KOXAHOL.

4) cII0BOCIIOJIYYEHHS, CCMAaHTUYHUI XapaKTep SIKUX € MOBHICTIO KOJIOBAHUM Ta
Haraaye (paseosoriuni ciioBocmoidydeHHs. Haememo Taki mpukiaaw: horizontal
engineering — cow,; big boy — manx; number ten — natcipwui; fruit salad —
opoencvka cmpiuka,; soft number — «menne» micye, 3pyuHa nocaoda, coffee cooler —
CUMYTIAAHM, «CAYOKY.

AHa3 JOCHIiKyBaHOTO MaTepiajly IOKa3aB, IO BHUAUICHI HaMHM MIATPYIH
CJIICHTI3MIB CXOXI Ha OCHOBHI THUNH (Ppa3eosori3MiB 3a HasgBHOK B TEpMiHAX
dpazeosnorii kiacudikaiiero, a came:

1) dpa3zeosoriuni 3poOIICHHS;

2) bpa3eooriyHi €HOCTI;

3) (ppaseosoriyHi MOETHAHHS;

4) inTepHanioHaJbHI (hpaseosorizmu [7, ¢. 80-84].

[IpoananizyeMo OUIbII JAETAJBHO KOXHY MIATPYNYy JEKCEM BilHCHKOBOIO
cienry. llepmia miarpyma clIOBOCHOJNYYeHb € HaWOIIbIN JIETKOK: JO3BOJISE
MepeKIialadyeBl JIOCUTh JIETKO BUBECTH 3MICT BCI€i JiekceMu. Tak, HampuKIa,
BI3bMEMO CJIOBOCIONYYeHHs tiger Suit. 3 MepBHHHOIO aHai3y CEMaHTHUKH IbOTO
BHUpa3y BUIHO, II0 MOBA #jae MpO OJAr, BOpaHHS, SKE 30BHINIHIM BUTJISIOM Ma€
HarajgyBaTH TUTpa, TOMY TMEPEKIANAEThCA SK «Kamyusaxcy. 3 aHai3y 1HIIOTO
npukiany, kindergarten pilot, Mu Mo)keMO MPHUIYCTHTH, IO HAETHCSA MPO MiIOTA,
JbOTYMKA, 1, CIpaBli, II€ CJIOBOCHOJYYEHHs y BIMCBKOBOMY CJIEHTY Mae€
3HAYEHHS «HeO00CBIOYEHUL NIJIOM ».

CrnoBocmonydeHHs APYroi MATPYNH JEKCEM BIHCHKOBOTO CICHTY BHUMAararoTh
IMPOKKUX (DOHOBUX 3HAHB BiJI NEepeKIIaaya npo BIMCHKOBI pealtii, BINCbKOBY TEXHIKY,

icropuuni moxii Tomo. Ili 3HAHHA MOMOMOXYTh MPABWJILHO 3pO3YyMITH 1 TIEpenaTu
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3MicT Jiekcemu penumienty. Hampukian, blue pencil. Jlume 3narounm perani Ta
0COOJMBOCTI BIHCHKOBOI CHpaBH MOXHA 3pO3YMITH, MIO II€ CJIOBOCHONYYEHHS
MIEPEKIATAETHCS SIK «BIlICbKOBUL YeH30p», TOMY 10 3aKPECIIOBAHHS Ta BUIIPABJICHHS
BIMCBKOBOIO IIEH3YPOIO POOJISITHCS CUHIM OJIIBIIEM.

3rifHO 3 JAaHUMH  HAIIOTO  JOCHIPKEHHA Yy  BIMCHKOBOMY  CJICHTY
BUKOPHCTOBYETHCSA BEJIHMKA KUIbKICTh METaOpPUYHUX Ta METOHIMIUHUX MEPEHECEHBb
3HAYCHb, SKI MU BHOKpEMWIM y TpeTio miarpyny. Hampukmam: umbrella man —
napawitomucm, whiskey bridge — necmivixuii micm; fried egg — anoncvkuii npanop
(wepgonuil ouck Ha Oinomy noii); piece of cake — neexe 3ae0anms, iron house —
mruopma.

AHaJli3 CEMaHTHKUA CJOBOCIOJYYEHb YETBEPTOI MIArPYNU HE J03BOJISIE
nepeKyiagady TMPUIYCTUTH MOXIJIMBE 3HAUCHHS BHUpa3y, TOMYy I Tpyma
CJIOBOCIIOJIYYCHD € HaWCKIIQIHIIIO JjIs repekiany. HaBenemo npuxitan: fruit salad
— opoencki cmpiuxu, big boy — manux.

Cepen CcyOCTaHTUBHUX CJIOBOCITOJTYYEHb MOJKHA BUOKPEMUTH
CJIOBOCITOJTYYCHHS 3 Ha3BamMu TBapuH. CrocTepexeHHs 3a (PaKTHYHUM MaTepiaioMm
MoKa3ajau, 10 ceped BIWCHKOBHX CIICHTI3MIB 3HAYHE MiCIe  3alMaroTh
CJIOBOCTIONIYYeHHsI 3 Ha3BaMu TBapuH (3 320 CyOCTaHTHMBHUX CJIOBOCIOJYYEHb
Hamu OyJyio 3HaimeHo 60 cioBocmoiydeHb nboro tuiy). Hampukman: dog fight —
nogimpsinuti 6iti; monkey clothes — napaone oomynouposanns,; bad bird — paxema,
saKa empamuia KeposauHicms, chicken money — epowoga 6unazopooa npu
36iIbHeHHI, elephant gun — epanamomem, tiger box — 6yoka uacoeozo,; hedgehog
defense — kpyeosa obopomna.

AHani3 CeMaHTUKH BIICBKOBUX CJIEHT13MiB-CJIOBOCIIONYYE€Hb, B IKUX OJHUM 13
CJIEMEHTIB € Ha3Ba TBapWHH, IOKa3aB, IO IIi BuUpa3u NoOyAOBaHI Ha OCHOBI
Metadgopu abo MetoHimii. HaBememo Taki mpukianu: rat race — mepecnioysanms,
ground monkeys — nasemnuii cknao, sxuti obnyeosye BIIC; cat eyes — 3amackoeani
aemogapu; dog house — eaynmeaxma; duck feathers — cuie, cniconao, fish in the

barrel — spyuna yino.



43

Y nedkux BUNAAKax TMpUd TMepekiaal TakuX BIHCBKOBUX CJIEHTI3MIB-
CJIOBOCTIONIYY€Hb HEOOXITHO MaTH TIMOOK1 ()OHOBI 3HAHHS, MO0 3PO3YMITH 3MICT
cioBocnionydenns. Hanpuknan: eagle day — oeus sudaui epowossoi unecopoou (na
epouax CLIIA 306pasxceno opna).

Y mporieci AOCTKEHHST HaMU OYJI0 BUALIEHO II€ OJHY TPYIy CyOCTaHTUBHUX
CJIOBOCTIOTYY€Hb, & CaM€ CJIIOBOCIIOTYYCHHS 3 BIIACHUMH IMEHAMU Ta reorpadiyHuMu
Ha3Bamu. BoHU CTaHOBIATH 60 CIOBOCTIONYYEHB 31 BCHOTO JTOCIIIKYBAaHOTO HAMH
daktuanoro matepiany. Hampuknan: Chicago piano — aeémomam; Short Tom —
minomem; Long Tom — eapmama, ground Joe — asiayitinuii mexuix, Jack-in-the-box
— MiHa, axka «suckaxyey, big John — nosoopaneyns, chase-me-Charlie — paxema, wo
cama Hagooumwcs ; fanny Adams — Hyn1b08a 6uOUMICMb, 8UAOKA, OPEXHL.

[{s rpyna cioBOCHONYYEHb € IOCUTh CKJIAJHOIO JUISl Tepekiiaay. 3/1e01IbI10ro
B1JIOYBA€ETHCS OMYILECHHS BJIACHOI Ha3BM YW IMEHI. AHalli3 €JEMEHTIB JIEKCEMHU HE
JT03BOJISIE TIEPEKJIaauy MPUIYCTUTH MOXKJIMBE 3HAUYEHHS CJIOBOCIONY4YeHHS. Tomy
Ipy TepeKai 3acTOCOBYIOTbCS Taki TUIMU TpaHcopMallii SK eKCIUTiKalis Ta
3micToBHii po3BuTok. Hanpuknan: Dear John — aucm conoamy 6io napeuenoi iz
nocanumu Hoeuumamu (mooyaayis), Bed Check Charlie — nimax npomusHuxa, sxa
pobumbs peynsapHi HiYHi Harvomu (excniikayis); Jim Crow — cnocmepieay Ha 0axy
0YOUHKY ni0 4ac nogimpsiHoco Hanvomy (excniixayis), Blue Peter — medans 3a 15
POKI8 GIOMIHHOI CyoHcOU Ha Gaomi (excniikayis).

Sk Oyno 3a3HauveHo, B Mpolleci aHali3y (AaKTUYHOrO MaTepiany HaMH OYJo
BUOKPEMJICHO J[BI TPYNH CJIOBOCIONY4YeHb, & camMe CyOCTaHTHBHI Ta J1€CIIBHI.
PosrisitHeMo nieciBHI CIOBOCTIONYYEHHS OLTBIN I€TaTbHO.

Ha wamy aymKy, JAi€CHiBHI CJIOBOCHOJIYYEHHS BIMCBHKOBOTO  CJICHTY
HaOMIKAIOTHCS 0 CTAIMX BUpa3iB, (ypaszeonorizmiB. Hanmpuknan: t0 keep under one’s
hat — mpumamu 6 cexpemi; to catch one —ompuamamu nopanenns; to go West —
3azuHymu; to pop off — « epizamu 0yoay», nomepmu, to bat the breeze — niimkysamu,
opexamu, to have stars in one’s eyes — Mpismu npo 2eHepalbCbKe 36aHHs, t0 wear

several hats — suxonysamu oexinvrxa 0606 s3kis.
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CnocrepexxeHHsl 32 (DAaKTUYHUM MaTepiajioM MOKa3aiu, 10 MNpU TMepeKial
JUECTIBHUX CJIOBOCIONYYEHb IIMPOKO BHUKOPUCTOBYETHCS Taka IMepeKiiajalbka
TpaHchopMmarliss SK CMHUCIOBHN PO3BHTOK CIIOBOCIIONYYECHb a00 MOIYJISIIIS.
Hasenemo npuknaam: to jump out of the window — ckaxamu 3 napawromonm, to sleep
all standing — cnamu 6 obmynouposani ne paszosieaiouucs; to give the enemy the
WOrks — obcmpiniosanu npomueHuka 0ocums JHCOPCHMOKO, to get one’s Wings —
ompumysamu ¢ax twvomuuxa [3, c. 11-15].

OTtxe, aHami3 (aKTUYHOTO MaTepialy JO3BOJMB HaM BHOKPEMHUTH Taki JBI
IPylId  CIOBOCIOJYYEHb: CcyOCTaHTUBHI  Ta  JII€CIIBHI. CyOcTaHTHBHI1
CJIOBOCIIOJIYYEHHSI, IEPeyCiM, MU MOJUIWIA HA TaKl MIATPYNH: CIOBOCIONYYEHHS 3
IMEHHUKOM a00 MPUKMETHUKOM, 3 Ha3BaMW TBapWH, 3 BJIACHUMHU IMEHAMHU Ta
reorpaiyHUMU  Ha3BaMH. 3aJ€KHO BIJ CTYNEHIO CKJIAJHOCTI MepeKiaay Ta
30epeKeHHsl €JIeMEHTaMU CJOBOCIONYYeHb CBOIX 3HAY€Hb MM PO3MOIUIMIN BCI
JIEKCeMH Ha TEBHI TPymnu. 3riAHO 3 JaHUMH HAIIOTO JOCHIKEHHS MPHU MepeKial
BIMICHKOBUX  CJICHT13MIB-CJIOBOCIIONYY€Hb  IIHPOKO  BUKOPYCTOBYIOTHCS — TakKi
nepekyiaiaibki  TpaHnchopmaili sIK eKCIUTIKaIlis, 3MICTOBUN PO3BUTOK, OMUCOBUIMA
nepeknaa. Jius amekBaTHOTO Ta TOYHOTO TEpeKiaay Mepekiiagad MOBHHEH MaTu
rmOoKi POHOBI 3HAHHS BiliCbKOBOI cdepu [ 5, c. 300].

[Ipn nepekyiagi BIMCHKOBUX CJEHT13MIB-CJIOBOCIIONYYE€Hb HAWOLIBII YacTo
BUKOPUCTOBYEThCSI TakWW 3acid mepekiaay sK omucoBMil mepeksan. Hanpuxmian:
blue nose — mou, wo mae oocsio cayxcou 6 ymosax Jlanexoi Ilisnouicabo
Awntapkruam; blue pencil — BilicbkoBHil 1eH30p (3aKpECITIOBaHHS POOMINCS CHHIM
OJTIBIIEM).

3a CBO€IO MPUPOJIOI0 BIMCHKOBI CJIEHT13MHU HaraayroTh ()pa3eosorisMu 1 npu
MepeKyaal mepeKiazad MOBUHEH 3HAWTH 1IEHTUYHY (Ppa3eoioTiuHy OJUHHUIIIO, alie
IHKOJIM TI€ JIOCUTh CKJIAJHO 1 B TAaKUX BHUIAJKaX BUKOPUCTOBYETHCS MepPeKJIaa-
NOSICHEHHsI 3Ha4YeHHs (pa3zeosoriunoi oaunuil. Hanpukman: bloody nose — saorcki
empamu,; cream and sugar — ocooucma 30posi.

Takox npu nepexsaai BICHKOBUX CJIOBOCTIOJIYYEHD MOXKE

BUKOPHCTOBYBATHCh AHAJOrOBMii a00 acouiaTuBHMii mepekyaan. Kpim Toro, Taki
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CIIOBOCTIOTYYCHHsI BHUMAararoTh BiJl TMepekiazada IIMPOKUX (POHOBUX 3HAHb
BiliCbKOBOI cmpaBu Tomo. Hampukman: can do — 6yode suxuano, to taxi up —
niopyaumu, nioitimu oaudice; to throw the book away — Odismu ne 3a cmamymom
(cnoeo «booky suxopucmogyemvcs y 8iticbko8oMY CleHey 3i 3HAUEHHAM «CIAmymy).

[3 MEHIIIOI0 YaCTOTHICTIO TPAIISETHCS TaKWM 3aci0 Mepekaay SK JeKCHYHA
MOYJISIIisI CIIOBOCIIONYYeHb: t0 jump out of the window — npueamu 3 napawromom;,
to sleep all standing — cnamu 6 mynoupi, ne pozoseaiouuce.

Taxox, y mporeci aHanizy GakTUYHOTO MaTepialy MU BUSBHIIN PO3MIMPEHHS
Ta 3BY:KeHHsI 3HAYEHHs JICKCEM TIpU X IMepeKyaai Ha MOBY perumieHTa. Arne I
3ac00M TepeKIIaay BXKUBAIOTHCA JocuTh piako. Hampuxman: full fig — napaona
gdopma (poswupenns); hot can — peaxmueuuul 1imax (po3wupenws); tiger suit —
Kamyasic (38yxcenns); fog of war — Heuimxka 06CmanHo8Ka (38YHCeHHS).

JlocuTh pifKo 3ycTpidaeThcs aHTOHiMisi: cake and wine — apewm, sxuil
nepedbauae cudimu auwie Ha xiodi i 600i; crossbar hotel — mopma.

Takox 1HKOJIN BIMCHKOBI CJICHT13MU-CJIOBOCITOJTYYCHHS MOXHAa
nepekiiactu aocaiBao. Hanpuknan: to be on the carpet — 6ymu na xunuwmi.

[IpoBenenwuii aHami3 ga€ MiJICTaBU TOBOPUTH, 1[0 OTPUMaH1 BUCHOBKU MOXKYTh

OyTH BUKOpPHUCTaHI B MOAAIBIIINA HAIIIH pOOOTI.

1.6. ’KaproH sik BHJ 3HHKEHOI JIEKCUKH

Jam 3ynuHUMOCS Ha PI3HULI MDK CJIEHroM Ta >kaproHoM. Lli Tepminu ciif
PO3PI3HATH.

«OKapronisMu mnociJlaloTh BaXKJIMBE MICIe y KYJbTYpl MOBJEHHS, X MOXKHa
3apaxyBaTH 10 JIEKCMYHO-CTHJIICTUYHUX YTBOpEHb. Taki cjoBa MpUTaMaHHI
PO3MOBHIM MOBI JIFOJIEH, SIKI TTOB’s13aH1 IEBHOIO CHIIBHICTIO iHTEpeciBy [33, c. 45].

Tak B eHuukionenii «YkpaiHCbka MOBa» aproH BU3HAYAETHCS K «OJUH 3
PI3HOBHUIIB COIMIaJIbHUX iaJeKTIiB, IO BIAPI3HAETHCS BiJ 3arajJbHOBXHBAHOI MOBH
BUKOPUCTAHHAM CTIEIM(PIYHOI eKCIIPECHBHO 3a0apBIICHOT JIEKCUKH, CHHOHIMIYHOT /10

CJIIB 3araJIbHOTO BXKUTKY, (Dpa3eoorii, 1IHO/1 i 0COOIUBOCTSIMU MOBHY.
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«KaproH — 11e coriaJbHO MapKOBaHa JIeKCUKa. Y mpodecii )xypHaiicTa, BoIis,
BIMICHKOBOTO 4YM HAyKOBLSI € HOPMATUBHUHI pAll, KU BHUKOPUCTOBYETHCS s
O(iIIfHOTO CHINIKYBaHHA, a € 3HWKCHUU, (QamMulbsIpHUN 3 MomycoMm. JKapron e
PO3MOBHOIO JIEKCUKOIO, II0 TOOYTye€ B TMEBHOMY KOPHOPATUBHOMY CEpPEIOBUIIII.
CHinKylo4nch, JIOAW BUPOOJAIOTH OCOONMBHI CyOKOA, SKUH 00’€qHye iX,
BITOKPEMJTIOE BiJ] IHIINX 1 € pO3Mi3HABAILHUM 3HAKOM: MH — CBOi, MU HaJIEKHUMO IO
onHoro cepenoBuia» [16, c. 187]. Tomy «kapron — 1e aOCOJIOTHO MPHUPOIHA
peanbHICTh (DYHKITIOHYBaHHS MOBH, COITIaIbHUHN JIaJeKT, SKUW 1CHY€ IMapajebHO 3
IHIIMMH, HallpUKiIaa TepuTopiaibHuMu. OKpeMo BUAUIAETHCS JlailiivBa Jiekcuka. Bee
11 — BIAHOCHI (popMU iCHYBaHHS €MHOI HaIIOHATLHOT MOBU» [61, ¢. 376].

«Corrioiekt, a0 KaproH, BUKOHY€E Takl PyHKIIi: 00’ €AHYy€ 1HAUBIA 3 TPYIOIO,
BOJHOYAC BUPI3HSAIOUM BIANOBIAHY TPYIy TMOMIXK IHIIUX, a TaKOX CTA€ MOBHUM
3HAPAIAM 1HTeprpeTanii A1icHOCTI. COLIONEKT, K KOXHa MOBa, Y MEBHUI croci0
IHTEpIpPETyE AINCHICTh, HAKPECTIOIYM 00pa3 CBITY 3THO 3 CUCTEMOIO CYCHIJIBHUX
LIHHOCTEH, K1 IpuiiMae rpymna. Tak, MOJOADKHUN KaproH BHUpaXkae >KapTiBIMBE,
IrpOB€ TPaKTyBaHHS JIMCHOCTI. 3JI0YMHHI YTPYHOBaHHS CTBOPIOIOTH CBOIO OpyTalIbHY
MOBY, fKa MATPUMYE OpyTaJIbHY TTOBEIHKY.

Otxe, QyHKIII )XaproHy 1AE€HTUYHI (YHKIISM 3arajlbHOHApPOJIHOI MOBH, aje
SKIIO OCTaHHS KOHCOJIIIY€E BCIO HALIIOHAJIbHY CHUIBHOTY, BIAPI3HAIOYM i1 BIJ 1HIIUX

HaIllid, TO 00’ €qHaBYa (YHKIIISI )KaproOHY JIi€ Ha BY)KYOMY, TPYIIOBOMY PiBHi.

1.7. Coaparcbkuii ;KaproH

BilicbkoBI 3aBXIu Majdu KOJO CJiB, IO BXXHBAJOCS y BY3bKOMY OTOYCHHI.
CrnocrepexeHHs Haj i€t Jekcukoro nmoyanocs y kiHmi XVIII cr. Jlo cywyacHoro
KaproHy BIHOCATHCS Taki JiekcuuHi oauuuii: Abyssinian medal — «uezacmebnymuii
ryo3uky, bazaar (cookhouse) rumour — «uymka npo euizoy», digger — «8apmisHsy,
Europe on the chest — «wyowvea 3a oomisxoron, hardware — «amymniyisy, to mary
brown Bess — «ecmynumu 0o &iticbkay, to be out of mess (to become a landowner) —

«3azunymuy, soldier’s farewell — «8i06iu», to have soldier’s supper — «isemu cnamu
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207100HUM», Sticks — «bapabanwuky, Whitehall — «eeceni poszsacuy, the Widow —
«aHeniticbka Kopoaesay. 3asxcou 61yYHuUMU Oyau condamcwKi npizeucbka. Anzacs —
conoamu 3 Hosoi ['sinei, Aussies — 3 Aecmpanii, Canucks — 3 Kanaou, Doughboys — 3
Amepuxu, Pork and Beans — 3 Ilpmyeanii, Froggies, Fritzs, Jerries, Huns — mimui,
Japs — snonyi, Big Willies, Little Willies — aneniuyi. YactiHa npi3BHCHK 3aCHOBaHA
Ha MeOpaTUBHUX Ha3BaX CIIBBIAHECMHUX HAIIOHATBHOCTEH, MOP. «SMOLIKM.

JXKapronHi ciioBa MOKyTh BUHHKATH Y MOOYTi. Mo/1a Ha MOXYiHHS BUKJIMKAIA
NOSIBY  JKaprOHHMX  CJIB, SKI  O3HA4YalOTh  OTPSAHY  JIIOAMHY.  3aMiCTh
3araJibHOBXKMBaHUX cJiB corpulent, portly, abo mpocto fat cmocrepriaemo HH3KY
xkaproHaux — blub berguts — «uepesanvy, bucket o’larn — «oixcka cmanvyion,
beeftrust — mou, xmo sipumev 6 kycemv m’sica, five-by-five — «n’asmv na n’smo
(byumis)», hippo (potham) — «einonomamy, tubby — «cxoocutl Ha 6ouxy», solid suft —
«moscmyny; TIop.: axc 00512 Ha wbomy aonacmovcs [3, ¢. 14-15].

JKapron yacTo BXXMBAETHCS y XYA0KHINA JITEPATypl K CTHIICTUYHUHN 3aci0 JIst
XapaKTEePUCTUKU A1H0BUX 0ci0, ix (haxoBoi nmpuHasie:kHOCTI. [Ipu 11bOMy HaIMIpHICTb
a00 HEJOPEUYHICTh KaproHy IIKOAUTH JIITEPATyPHOMY BUKJIAJ0BI.

Heuucnenni, ane pi3ki [diaJieKTHI PO3XO/KEHHS CIOCTEPIraloThes Ha
Cy4yaCHOMY eTarll MOBHOTO PO3BUTKY Yy MPOTHCTABIECHI AaHIJICHKOI CYCHUIBHOI
BEPXIBKHU 1 TPYJOBOr0 Jt01y. MoOBa KamiTAIICTUYHUX KpaiH 3aBXIH BiUBA€ KJIACOBI
BinMiHHOCTI. [lle Ha moyaTky 50-x pokiB XX CT. MPOCTOIOIUHYA Ha3UBaAJIA 0araThoX
nrozen rich, a Garari cami cede — affluent. [IecsitbMa pokamu Mmi3HiIIE MPOCTI JIFOIH
Ha3uBalOTh Oaratux affluent, a ocmanni cebe — wealthy; momiOHuM YnHOM paHiiie
pospizasuncs davenport i sofa, a rerrep sofa i couch Tomro [11, ¢. 220].

Crynentcpka Mmonoap CIIIA 60-x pokiB, sika Opana akTUBHY y4acTh B
AHTUBOEHHUXIEMJITCTPAIlISIX, OCOOJTMBO MPOTU BiHU y B’e€THaMi, Ckiamae roioBHY
4acTUHY cy4yacHoi 80-MUIbHOHHOI TreHeparii, 1o 3aliMae Maike BCl TMMOcaaud Ha
MiIIPUEMCTBAX, Y Oi3HECi, TOpriBii opucnpyaeHiii. KomumHix xinmi 100poBiIbHO
npamoTh 1Mo 60 roAMH Ha TWKICHb 1 TEPETBOPUINCH B OCHOBHY PYIIIHHY

cycnuibHy cuiny CHIA. HalGynu BOHM 1 HOBHUX HasB: yuppies «young urban



48

professionals», yaps «young aspiring professionals», yumples «young upwardly
mobile professionals.

[IpoOnema B3a€EMOCTOCYHKIB CTAapIIOTO 1 MOJIOAIIOTO TOKOJIIHh 3HAXOIWTH
CBIM BIIOMTOK Y JICKCHIIl. 32 MIOBOEHHUH Yac MouMHaouu 3 1945 p. 3MIHUIUCH TaKl
Ha3BW, SK IBUHTap: graveyard — cemerty — memorial park; npucrpiit s
3Byko3amucy: phonograph — record player — turntable.

3 60-x o 80-1 poku 3MIHWJIKCH Ha3BU OKpeMux peueit. Hanpukmnan:

the Bible — Scriptures row house — town house
briefcase — attache case shelves — wall system
bushes — the shrubs stockings — hose

bathrobe — hostess gown sneakers — running shoes
coffeepot — coffee maker socket — fixture

coffee table —cocktail table stove — oven

dishwiper — tea towel trunks — shorts (draws)
pocketbook — handbag washing machine — washer
present — gift a watch —a timepiece
porch — deck

[{i 3MIHM BHMKJIMKaHI y 3HAYHIA Mipi 3MIHOIO cCaMHUX peyeil: 0 TOoro X, 1
JIEKCUYHI OAUHUII, SIK1 IECATHIITTA TOMY CKJIaJald YaCTUHY MOJIOA1XKHOTO KaproHy,
MEePETBOPUITUCH YCTaJICH1 TTOBCSAKICHHI Ha3BU. TyT MU 0a4yuMO 3JIMTTS IBOX MOBHHX
IIPOIIECIB — KapPrOHHOTO BXKUBAHHS 1 yTBOpeHHs HeoJjorismis [11, ¢. 220].

Hanmipne BkuBaHHS mpo¢eciiiHOi JIEKCUKH MOXKE BHUKJIUKATH COIllajbHE
3aHenokoeHHs. Takuit Bunagok tpanuscs y CIIA y 1984 p., konu HaiioHanbpHa pajia
CIO’KHMBAyiB BUCYHYJIa3aKOHOMPOEKT HA 3aXHUCT MPOCTOI MOBH, 1100 MOKJIACTH Kpai
BXKHBaHHIO 0CcOONMMBOrO kaprony (gobbledegook) — cymim ropumuuHux i
TOPTOBEJIbHUX TEPMIHIB 13 3acCTapiiol0 JIJIOBOK JIGKCHKOK — Yy CTaHJAapTHHUX
KOHTpaKTax Ha TIOCTavyaHHA KpamMy 1 OyIIBHMIITBA >KUTIA. 3a UM 3aKOHOM
CMOKHMBAa4l MAaTHUMYTh 3MOTY BHMAaraTd BIJIIIKOIyBaHHS 3a MaTepiajibHI BUTPATH,
BUKJIMKAHI >KaprOHOM y KOHTpakTi. ['0JIOBHOIO MEpPEenoHo0 A0 BXXHUBAHHS MPOCTOI

MOBH y JIJIOBHX Tamnepax, SIK BHSIBUJIOCH, € aIBOKATH 3 iX MOMIE3HUM 1 HEYITKUM
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CTUJIEM BUKJaAy, III0 BBOAUTH B OMaHy 1 3aJIIKy€ KJIIEHTIB Ta BUKJIWKaE mpodeciiini
Henopo3yMiHHs. «®Ppa3u B IOpUIUIHUX TOKyMeHTax 1984 p., — roBopUThCS y CTATTI,
— HaraJyTh MOBY CYyJOBHX YWHOBHHUKIB y TBopax Y. JlikkeHca, a TOMY BOHH
HE3pO3yMUIl I JIIOJIeH, SKI HUMU KOPUCTYIOThCA». J[OKYMEHTH MepernoBHEHHI
TakuMu cioBamu, sik herewith, hereunder, undersigned, aforesaid i ¢pazamu THITy
for value received; the undersigned hereby promises to pay, mo mpocToro MOBOIO
o3Hayae: to repay my loan; | promise to pay you. Ilpu npomMy aiBOKaTH HE POOJIATH
3a 00igHIM cToJoM 3asB Tuily: These peas are delicious; please pass the said peas.
3aKOHOIPOCKT MEepecIiay€e MpakTHUHI I, MPOTE 1€ OAWH 3 HeOaraThOX BHIIQJKIB
BUMOI BXXHMBaHHA IIPOCTOi, 3pO3YMIJIOI MOBHM Yy MeXax Hallli, KOJH BHUMOra
BHCYBA€EThCS 3aco0amu 3aKkoHy [23, ¢. 21] .

XKaproH, TakuM YMHOM, Ma€ HUHI JEMIO 3MIIIAHUNA XapakTtep. Ik MOBHE
SBMILIE, BIH HE 3aBXKIU YITKO IPOCIIAKOBYETHCS 3a KIACOBUMHU 4M MPOdECIHHUMHU
O3HAKaMHM, 5K 1 paHilie, MIMCHUMH 3aJUIIAIOThCA TEPUTOPIAIbHI PO3XOIKEHHS Ha

BCIX MOBHUX PIBHSIX.

1.8. Cnocodu, npuiioMi Ta MeTOAU MepeKJaay BilicbKOBOr0 CJEHIry Ta

JKAPTrOHY

«Cnocobu, npuiioMHM W MeTOAM MepeKyagy oOMparoThCs NepeKiiagaueM
3aJIeXHO B1J MOTO KBamidikaillii, a TAKOX BiJl BUAY W oguHUL nepekiany. Cepen mux
TPbOX MOHATH TUIBKU CHOCI0 MOXXKE pO3IJsAaTHCs SK OJHA 3 OCHOBHUX KaTeropiu
nepexsamy, o kracudikye, TOMy 10 TUTBKU cTOCiO mepekiaay iCHye K 00'€KTHBHA
3aKOHOMIipHICTh. Ilpuitom, Sk MpaBWiIO, BUPILIYE YACTKOBE 3aBJIaHHA, JONOMArae
nepedbopoTH TPYIHOIII, 1110 BUHUKAIOTH B IUIECIIPSIMOBAHIN JiIsUTBHOCTI MEepeKiiagayva.
MeTton — 11e cucteMa npuitoMiy [53, c.175].

[Tig TakTHUKOIO TIepeKIaay PO3yMIEMO KOHKPETHU3AIIO CTpaTerii mepexiany Ha
MJICTaBl BpaxyBaHHS BUAY MEPEKIaay Ta YMOB AisUTBHOCTI epekiianada. Ha BinMiay
BIJl CTparerii, TAKTUKAa HE MOXe OyTH 1IEHTUYHOIO JIJISl PI3HUX BU[IB NEpEeKIamy —

YCHOTO W THMCHBMOBOTO, BIMCHKOBOTO W XYMOXXHBOTO. SIKIIIO CTpaTeriro mepekyiamy
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MOXHa BHU3HAYUTU SK 3arajibHy MeTy, HajJ3ajady, 3aBIJaHHS-MaKCUMYyM
NepeKIaabKol JiSTIbHOCTI, TO TaKTHKA 3aBXAU KOHKpeTHa. Hampukiaza, TakTuka
MepeKIaay aMEPUKAHCHKOTO BIMCHKOBOTO CIIEHTY IS BIACHKOBOTO TEPEKIIAILy
MOJIATa€ B TPAHCIALII JIEHOTATUBHOTO Ta CHUTHI(PIKATUBHOIO 3HAYEHb CIICHTI3MY
IUIIXOM  3alpOTIOHYBAaHHS ~ ONTHMAJBLHOTO  BIAMOBITHUKA 3  aKTUBHOIO
PENPOIYKTUBHOTO 3amacy mepeknanada. ONTHMaJIbHAM BiAMOBITHAKOM BBa)XXaeMO
JIEKCUKO-()pa3eoIoriyHy OJMHUINO0, 110 Ma€ I TepeKiaada 4iTKe CIiBBITHOIICHHS
3 HOMIHATHBHUM, KOTHITUBHUM a00 pENpPE3CHTATHBHUM KOMIIOHEHTOM CMUCITY
BHUX1JIHOI OJMHUIN 1 TPAJAUIIIAHO 3aKPIIJICHOIO 3a IIMM KOMIIOHEHTOM KOHOTAIII€l0,
AKa PEMPOSYKYETHCA aBTOMATUYHO, HA PIBHI MPOCTOI MiJICTAaHOBKU. OTXKe, TaKTUKa
nepeKIaay 3aBXkAau Iepefdadae MIHIMaIbHO HEOOXIAHY Mepenadyy CEMaHTUYHOIrO
3HAYEHHS CIICHTI3MY.

«IIparmaTiyHe 3HAYCHHS CJCHTI3MY BHWHHUKAE JIMIIEC B aKTyalli30BaHOMY
MOBJIEHHI. BOoHO MOB'si3aHO caMe 3 CyO'€éKTMBHUMH IHTEPHPETALISIMU TPaIULIIHHUX
KOHOTAI[I}l TIEBHOTO CJICHT13MY 3 OOKY MOBIIS, 110 3HAXO/SATh CBIl MPOSIB Y HATSKaX,
aNro31sAX, HeJOMOBKax» [7, ¢. 78-84].

«["0JIOBHUMY MPUHUMIIAMU peatizallii mepeKyiaay Ciifi BBaXXaTH: 000B'SI3KOBY
nepeaavy JEHOTATUBHOTO 3HAYEHHS CJIEHI13MY; TPAHCIIALII0 Xo4a O 0JTHOT KOHOTAIli
CUTHI(IKATUBHOTO KOMIIOHEHTA JIEKCUYHOTO 3HAYEHHS CJIEHII3MY; 30epeKeHHs
3arajgbHOi (PYHKI[1OHAIBHO-CTUIIICTUYHOI B1ITIOB1THOCTI.

3aranpHUi QJTOPUTM OMNEpaliiHOl JISIBHOCTI TepeKiajaya BUIIISAAE Tak:
CTpateris nepekiiagy — TaKTUKa MepeKyiay — TEXHOJOTis Mepekiagy — Ccrocio
MEepeKIagy — METOJ IMEpeKiialy — IMPUMOM IEepeKIagy — ONTUMAIbHUN
BIJINIOBITHHUK.

BapianTu THII0BOro BUpIIIEHHS 3aBJIaHb ONEPaIliiHOI MISUIBHOCTI IIepeKiIagaya
moao nepeknany ABC mpomeMoOHCTpoBaHO 3a JOIMOMOTOI0 CIIOCOOIB IepeKiiamy,
METOMy KOMOIHOBAaHOTO TEpeKIaay Ta NPUHOMIB  MPOCTOi, BHUOIPKOBOI,
KOHTEKCTYaJIbHO-CUTYaTUBHOI, rinepoHIMIYHO-TIMOHIMIYHOT M1JCTaHOBOK,
OMKMCOBOIO  MEpeKJIaay, KajdbKyBaHHs, e€JIIMIHAIl  HallOHAJIbHO-KYJIbTYPHOI

cnenudikm» [4, c. 143].
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«Oco0OMMBO CiiJi 3BEPHYTH YyBary Ha CIOCOOM TMEpeKIady CICHTI3MIB-
CKOPOYEHb, CEpe] SKHUX BHUJUIAEMO: JIEKCHYHI Ta rpadidHi, 3arajibHOMOIIMPEHI M
OKa310HaJIbH1/JIOKaJIbHI, IOMUPEH] Y MeXax MiIpOo3/iTy, BINCbKOBOI YaCTHHH, T€ATPy
BIMCBHKOBHX Miii cienrizmu-ckopodenns: BMO (<black moving object) — «uopnuii
MOOLbHULL 00'ekmy (cayoiscbka JHcinKa y mpaouyitinomy yopuomy eoparnni); PONTI
(<person of no tactical importance) — «nexombamanmy, «nucaxa» (3He6. NPU3BICLKO
0J151 JICYpHANICMI8 Ma iH. YUBLIbHUX OCIO, wjo npucymui 6 patiori ootiogux oii); COW
(<commanding officer's wife) — maby. «komanoupway, «wepumnsy, Opyarcuna
komanoupay [5, c. 300].

BusHaueHO Taki OCOOJMBOCTI MEpPEKIaay CIEHTI3MIB-CKOPOUYEHb: «IIOBHE
3aIO3WYCHHS] aMEPUKAHCHKOTO BIMCHKOBOTO CIICHTI3MY-CKOPOYCHHS Y JIATUHCHKUX
JiTepax  HENOIIbHE; HeOaXaHMM € TpuiioM  TpaHciiTepallii  (mepenada
aMEPUKAHCHKOTO BIMCHKOBOTO CIIEHTI3MY-CKOPOUYEHHS YKPAiHCBKHUMH JITEPAMH);
OIMMCOBUI Ta KOMOIHOBAHMIH ITEPEKIa] € HAHOLIBII MOMHUPEHUMHE (OPS — «onepamopy
(ogiyep onepamusnoco 6iddiny wmaby), C-med — medpoma, to DX — «3amouumuy,
«xoxknymuy, eoumu;, FAG — 2py6. «nywkapy, apmunrepucm; LT — «remvoxay,
neumenaum, FIGMO — «no 6apabany», «nogicy», batioysce; heli — 6opm),; onHAM 3
OCHOBHHX € MPUHOM «BIITBOPEHHS €KCIIPECHBHOTO CKOPOUYCHHS» — MEPEKIaa TOBHOT
dbopMH Ta CTBOPEHHS Ha MHOro OCHOBI YKpPaiHCBKOIO CKOpOYEHHs, Hamp., AA
(Almoast Airborne) Division — M/[/[ (maiince oecanmna ousizin); LPC (leather
personnel carrier) — YTP (uepesuxompancnopmep) tomo» [5, ¢. 195].

[Tepeknan BiICEKOBOTO CIICHTY € BaXKJIMBUM BUKIHMKOM JIJIs TIepEKIIaiaviB, sSKi
npaIoTh y I cdepi. Y OUIBIIOCTI BUMAAKIB MEpeKIaadyi BBAXKAIOTh IEH
nepeKIIal 1y>Ke CKIQIHUM — Yepe3 LTy HU3KY puduH. L{e qociikeHHs Mae Ha MeTi
BU3HAUUTH aJIeKBaTHY IEpeKIafalbKy TEXHIKY 1 CTparTerito IJjs HaWKpaiioro
nepeKsaay BIMCHbKOBOTO CJIEHTY 1 creuu(iuHUX BUpa3iB, sIKI MAalOTh B IHIIINA MOBI
JUIIIE YacTKOBI €KBIBAJEHTH, a 1HOAI HEe MarwTh ix B3araii. Ilepeknan TepMiHIB
BIMICHKOBOTO CJICHTY 3 aHTUIIMCHKOT Ha 1HII MOBH € IOCUTh 3HAYHUM BUKJIHKOM JIJISI
BCHOTO TMEPEKIIAAABKOro MpoIecy, 60 MIeThcs He MPOCTO MPO Tepeaady 3MICTy i

3HA4YEeHHs, a MPO aJeKBaTHY TpaHCHOpPMAIliI0 OJAMHHULI OJHIE] KyIbTYPH B OJUHHIIO
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KYJBTYPH 1HIIOI. ['0JIOBHY pOJIb TYT BiZirpa€ piBeHb BIAMIHHOCTEH MIXK [IUMHU JBOMA
KYyJbTypaMHu 1, BIATIOBIJTHO, MOBaMH: TI€I0, 3 SIKOI MU IEpPEKIIalaEMO, 1 TI€l0, Ha SKY
pobumo nepekinan. [lepexnanay mae 3BaxkaT Ha KyJIbTYpHI Ta y3yalbHi 0COOIUBOCTI
000x wmoB. IIporarom ocTaHHBOrO 4acy BilickkoBa cdepa 3a3Hajia CTPIMKOIO
mporpecy, i pa3om i3 UM BigOyBcs BHOyX HOBOI TepMmiHoorii. BilickkoBa MoOBa
MOCTIHHO OHOBJIOETHCS 1 TIOMOBHIOETHCS JIGKCHYHMMH HOBUHKamu. Hosa
TEPMIHOJIOT1Sl 3’SIBJIIETHCS Yy BIMCHKOBO-TEXHIYHUX IOCIOHHMKAaX 3 aBiallii, BaKKOl
30poi, 3aco0iB 3B’sA3Ky, 3 KOMIT'FOTEPHOI 1 THM Iadye€ KOCMIYHOI TEMAaTHKH.
JocnixeHHs: poOUTh OIJISIA 1 aHAMI3 MOAIOHUX IPYKOBAHUX MaTepiamiB 13 X cdep.
Jlnst Toro mo0 po3yMiTH MaTepiall 1 aJeKBaTHO HOro nepekjaaTd Ha piaHy MOBY,
nepeKsaagady MycuTh OyTH BIANOBIIHO ocBiueHHM. IIpu npomy Tpeba BpaxoOBYBaTH
TUIl TEKCTy 1 crhenudiky TEpMIHOJOTI, a TaKOX IJIbOBY aBAMTOPiIO, Ha SKY
po3paxoBaHui 1e¥ mepekiai. [Hakiie kaxyuu, Tpeba 3BakaTH Ha KOHTEKCT 0e3
SKOTO HEMOXJIUBO aJICKBaTHO 3pO3YMITH BIMCHKOBHM CIEHT 1 Iepenatd MHoro
3acobamu 1HII0T MOBU. KpiM OCKOHANIOro BOJIOAIHHS 000Ma MOBaMH, MPO IO BKE
3raJlyBajiocsi BHIIE, Mepekianady mae OyTu O0O0I3HaHUW 3 peaiisiMH BiMCHKOBOTO
noOyTy, K y TEXHIYHOMY, TaK 1 B TOOYTOBO-KYJbTYPHOMY HOTO acmekTax. Ake
crieuu(pIuHUI CJIEHT MOXKE ICHYBaTW ILIE TUIbKM B YCHOMY CJIOBOBXKHUTKY Ta HE OyTH
BKJIFOYEHUM Y JITEpaTypHY HOPMY MOBH; 1 TOJII TaKl JIEKCEMU MOKHA 3yCTPITH B YCHOMY
CIUIKYBaHHI BIMOBITHUX (haxiBIB, X04a JIEKCUKOorpadis iX 1mie He (PiKkcye.

[lepexnagau mae BMITH OyayBaTh MICTKM MK PI3HUMH KYJIbTYypamy 1 CTEKUTH
Opy [bOMY 32 THM, 1100 HEHapOKOM HE BUKPUBHMTH 3HAYEHHS 1HILIOMOBHOTO CJIOBA YM
CJIOBOCIIOJTYYEHHS 1 HE HaJjaT MOMy 1HIOI, XWOHOT KOHOTAIli. JlocBia ciry>x0u B apmii
CaMoro rnepekiagaya 1a€ oMy O€3IIHHY MepeBary: B IbOMY BUIIAAKY BiH OyJie HE TIIbKH
TEOPETUYHO, ajie i MPAKTUYHO 0013HAHUM 13 TEPMIHOJIOTIEO HA TIO3HAYEHHSI PI3HUX BUIIIB
30poi Ta ii Jgeraneil, a TaKoXX 3HATUME IICHUXOJIOTIYHY aTMocdepy BIHCbKa, sKa,
Oe3nepeyHo, BIUTMBAE HA CIIPUMHSTTS €JIEMEHTapHUX KOMaH 1, Ha3B 4i (JOpM 3BEpTaHb 110
BIIICBKOBOCITYKOOBLIIB. SIKIIO NpH 1bOMY BHKOPUCTOBYBaTWM MPABHJIbHY TEXHIKY

nepeKIIay, TO PIBEHb 1 IKICTh EPEKIIaTy 3HAUYHO 3POCTAE.
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Omxe, mepekiaj BiICBKOBOTO CJIEHTY HE € MPOCTOI0 CIIPABOK MEXaHIYHOTO
BUOOpY 31 CIIOBHHKA JIEKCEM, IKI MAKCUMAJILHO OJIM3bKO MepelatoTh 3HAYEHHS 1HO3EMHHUX
eKBIBaJICHTIB. [HOAI TIepeksiaau cam cTae TBOPIIEM HEOJIOT13MIB UM KOAU(DIKATOPOM CBOET
PiIMHOI MOBH, TIOMIOBHIOIOYH 1i HOBUMH 1 Cy4acCHHMH JIEKCEMaMH, IO 30aradye MOBY i
PO3IIHMPIOE TIOHSTTEBHIA amapar il HociiB. Pe3ynbTaTi moka3yroTs, 1Mo BINCHKOBHI CIIECHT 1
HOro TEepMIHOJIOTISI € AyKe Creru(IYHUM CErMEHTOM MOBH, 1 JUISi TaKOro MepeKiamy
notpibHa ocoOnmBa MeToauka 1 mpuiiomu. Ilepeknanadi MaroTh OyTH KyJIBTYpHO 1
JHHTBICTUYHO KOMIIETEHTHI B 000X MOBax. Mu BUCYBaeMO TiNoTe3y, 10 ONTUMATBLHUMH
MOXYTb OyTHM Taki METOAMKU MEpEeKIaay BIMCHKOBOTO CIEHIY, K 3all03MYCHHS,

TpaHCIITepallis, KOMIEeHcallisl, KyJIbTYpHHUI €KBIBAIEHT 1 mapadpas.

Bucnosku 10 Po3giny 1

VY3aranpHIOIOYM pi3HI  HAyKOBI MIAXOAM JO BHU3HAYEHHS PO3MOBHO-
IPOCTOPIYHOI JIEKCUKHU, MOYKHA BIAMITUTH JACKUIbKA 3araJIbHUX MOJI0KEHb:

» THTaHHS MEPEeKIaay 3HIKEHOTO PO3MOBHOTO MOBJICHHS BHCBITJICHO JIUIIIE
y 3araJIbHUX pUcax i moTpedye TOKIATHOTO TOCHIIKEHHS;

» PpO3MOBHa JIEKCHKAa MPOTHCTABISETHCS JITEpaTypHI MOBI 1 € TEBHOIO
MOBHOIO JICBIAIIIEIO;

» MIX JICKCHYHUM CKJIAJIOM JIITepaTypHOi 1 pO3MOBHOI MOBH iCHYIOThH SIBHIIA
NEePEXITHOCTI 1 B3aEMOITPOHUKHEHHS;

» PO3MOBHO-TIPOCTOpIYHA JIEKCHKA (YHKIIOHYe sSK y ToOyTi, Tak 1 B
XYJ0’)KHbOMY TEKCT1, BUCTYIIAI0OUU B OCTAHHBLOMY 3aCO00M MOTY>KHOT eKCIpecii.

[lepexnan JEKCUYHOTO MPOCTOPIUYS 3aBKAM OYB 1 3aJUIIAETHCS CKJIAIHUM
3aBlaHHsAM. Po3yMmiloud HaBMHUCHE BUKOPHUCTAHHS B OpUTIHAJIBHOMY TEKCTI
HECTaHJapTHOI/IEBIAaTUBHOI JIEKCUKH Ta BaXJMBICTh ii BIATBOPEHHS y NEpeKiIaji
3a]1s1 30€pEeXKEHHS CTHIIICTUKH TEKCTY, MEPEeKIafad 3HaXOAUThCS Y IEPMaHEHTHOMY
MOIIYKY aJIeKBaTHUX CTpaTeriil Ta TAKTUK i1 BIATBOPEHHS.

OCKIZTbKA ~ XapakTEPHOIO PHUCOI0 JIEKCHYHOTO KOMIIOHEHTY 3HHKEHOTO

PO3MOBHOTO JTUCKYpCY € ii HEOJHOPIAHICTh, TO y MPOLEC] MepeKiIaxTy KOHKPETHOTO
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3HMJKEHOTO  PO3MOBHOIO  €JIEMEHTa CJiJl BpaxoBYBaTH MOro 0COOJMBOCTI
(CTpyKTYypHO-MOPGONIOTIUHI,  JEKCHUKO-CEMAaHTH4YHI,  COILaJbHO-(YHKIIIOHAIBHI,
eKCIIPECUBHO-CTHIIICTUYHI). OTOX MIAXOAU 1O BIATBOPEHHS 3HIKEHUX PO3MOBHHX
oMUHUITL ((PaMITBIPHUX, MPOCTOPIYHMX, APTOTUYHHUX) MOBUHHI BIJOOpaKaTH IXHIO
cnenudiky, po3risn SKOi y TepeKIago3HaBYil TUIONIMHI 3acIyrOBYE HAa yBary B
OKPEMHUX HayKOBHX JOCIIHKCHHSX.

BilicbkkoBuli KaproH, BIMCBKOBHH CIIGHT — 1€ MnpodeciiHuii XKaproH
BIMICHKOBOCITYKOOBIIIB 30pOHUX CHJI p13HUX KpaiH. L{e cyKynHICTh MOBHOI JIEKCHKH,
sKa 3a3BUYail  TMOXOJUTHh 13  BIMCBKOBOTO KUTTA W  BHUKOPHUCTOBYETHCS
BIMICBKOBOCITYKOOBIISIMH, 1110 € YHIKaJIbHUM siBUIIEM 171 3C Oyb-IKOTO HapoAdy.

BilicbKkoOBMIi KapPrOH € CYKYIHICTIO HEOJIOT13MIB: YaCTUHA YTBOPEHA ILISXOM
CKOPOYCHHS Ha3B BUJIIB, TUIIIB, MOJIeJIed 030pO€HHS, BINCHKOBUX 3BaHb, BIMCHKOBHUX
1mocaji, CHEIlaJbHOCTEN, SBUI BIMCHKOBOTO IMOOYTYy; 4YacTMHA 3alo3UyYeHa 3
KPUMIHAJIBHOTO JKaproHy Ta MOOYTOBOTO TyMOpPY; YacTHMHA BHUHHKJIA MiJ0 BIUTMBOM
SBUINA <«JIUTIBIIMHU» Ta BigoOpakae 00JacTh I103aCTaTyTHUX CTOCYHKIB MIXK
BIMICBKOBOCITYKOOBIISIMH.

AMEpUKaHChKMII BIMCHKOBHM CJIEHT SIK HEHOpMaTHBHA, HedopmaibHa,
CTUJIICTUYHO  3HWXEHa, (YHKI[IOHAIBRHO OOMeEXeHa MOBa aMEpPUKAHCHKHUX
BIMCHKOBOCITYKOOBIIIB BIJA3EPKAIIOE 3arajibHy KYJIbTYpY, CIOCIO >KUTTS, MOpPaJbHI
I[IHHOCTI, €TUYHI MPIOPUTETH CAMUX aMEPUKAHCHKUX BIICHKOBOCTY>KOOBIIIB, a TAKOXK
iXH€ CTaBJICHHS 10 1HIIUX BEJIUKHUX 1 MAJIUX COIlaJIbHUX, €THIYHUX, NMPOodeCiiiHuX,
KOpIOpaTUBHUX Tpyr. OueBHIHO, HAWOLIBII TOIMMPEHI aMEpPUKAHCHKI BIMCHKOBI
CIICHTI3MU MaroTh OyTH aKTMBHO 3aCBO€HI BIMNCHKOBUMHU IepeKiajauaMu pa3oM 3
3arajbHOI0, CYCIUIbHO-TIONITUYHOI, HAYKOBO-TEXHIYHOIO, BIICHKOBOIO JIEKCUKOIO.

Cy4acHui aMepUKaHCHKHI BINCHKOBHI CIICHT TIOEAHYE Pi3HI KaTeropii
JIEKCUKU: TIPOCTOPIuYSl; BIMCHKOBO-TIPO(ECIifHI )KaproHi3Mu; TPyHOBI Ta COLIANbHI
YKAPTOHI3MH; CJIICHT13MHU-CKOPOYCHHS; KOJIOB1 HATMEHYBaHHS; BIIChKOBY CIICHTOBY
dbpazeonorito; aproTu3Mu; ByJIbrapu3Mu; eBGheMi3Mu; 9y)KOMOBH1 3arl03UYeHHS

HEOJIOT13MHU; 1CTOPU3MHU.
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Criocobwu, IpuHOMH ¥ METO U TIEPEKIIay OOUPAIOThCS TIEPEKIaiadyeM 3aJIeHKHO
Bl Horo kBamidikarlii, a TakoXX BiJ BUAY ¥ OJWHHUIN TIepekyiaxy. Mu BHCyBaeMoO
rinoTe3y, MO ONTUMAILHUMH MOXYTh OyTH TaKi METOAMKHU TEPEKIaay BiliChKOBOTO

CJICHTY, SIK 3all03WYeHHsI, TpaHCIITepallis, KOMIICHCAIlis, KyJbTYpPHUM €KBIBAJIEHT 1

napadpas.



56

PO3JILJI 2. CHOCOBHU NEPEKJIALY BIMCBKOBOI'O CJIEHTY
YKPATHCBKOIO MOBOIO

2.1. Poman I'ycraBa Xecdopaa «The Short-Timers» / «Iemoei»

Marepiaiom JyIs IIbOTO JOCITIHKEHHS CIyTryBaB pomaH I'ycraBa Xecdopnaa «The
Short-Timers» / «/lem6emi». ¥ 1ibomy pomani Xechopa AIUTHCS CBOIM AOCBIIOM 3
BerHaMmcbKoi BiitHH, 1€ OYB KOPECIIOHICHTOM.

I'ycraB Xecdopa BioMui MUCEMEHHHK, SIKOMY HANpo4yJ] TOYHO W IJIACTUYHO
BJIABAJIOCS TMepeAaTh peajbHEe KUTTS 1 HeBuragani mojnii BerHamcbkoi BiliHU. Bin
SCKpaBO, 3a JOIMOMOTOol0 0Opa3HOi MOBH, 3yMIB TiepelaTd HamNpy>KEHHS, SKe
NepeXUBAIM BINCHKOBI, TOYHO BIJITBOPMB MOBY apmii, He TpUKpaliaiouu ii. | came 11e
3yMOBWJIO Halll BUOIp MaTepiaty AOCIIHKEHHS.

MoBnieHHSI  TOJIOBHUX T€pOiB TBOPY HACHYEHO IHBEKTUBHOIO JIEKCHKOIO, IO €
NPUKIIAZAOM ayTEHTUYHOTO BIATBOPEHHS PO3MOBHOIO MOBJICHHS aMEpPUKAHCHKOTO
BIMCBKOBOrO. PO3MOBHICTh CTHJIIO MEPCOHAXKIB  JOCATAETHCS  PIZHOMAHITHUMHU
npuiioMaMH, BaroMuil BHECOK pPOOUTHh B)KUBAaHHS KOJIOKBIANI3MIB, CJICHTI3MIB Ta
BYJIbI'APU3MIB — €JIEMEHTIB IHBEKTUBHOT JIEKCUKHU.

CTpyKTypHO-CEMAaHTUYHHWIA aHAI3 JICKCHYHOTO MPOCTOPIvUsl, BUKOPUCTAHOTO Y
TBOpI1, JO3BOJISIE IATH TaKMX BUCHOBKIB. HallOiibIill pO3MOBCIOKEHUMHU € CIICHTI3MH,
K1 ckiIanaTh 44 % BiJ 3arajabHOI KUIBKOCTI €JI€MEHTIB JIEKCUYHOTO TpocTopiyus: 10
flunk out, to hit the ceiling, up somebody’s alley, to hit the road, to give(get) the ax, to
shoot the bull, to chew the rag, to chew the fat, to shoot the breeze.

Jlpyre Miclie 3a PO3MOBCIOKEHICTIO 3aiiMaroTh KosiokBiamizmMu — 37 % Bin
3araJibHOI KITBKOCTI MaTepiany mociimkenHs: how my parents were occupied and all;
he’s my brother and all; war books and mysteries and all, ...and stuff, ... and crap, or
something, or anything.

Haiimeninn po3noBcrokeHUMH € BysbrapusmMu — 19 % BiJ 3arajbHOI KIJTBKOCTI

JOCHIIKYBaHOTO 1Iapy JeKcuku. Haiuacrimie 3ycTpiyaroTbCsl Taki BYJIbrapU3MH, SIK:


http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Short-Timers
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Short-Timers
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Short-Timers
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damn it, goddam, hell (old as hell, clear the hell out, the hell he did, when the hell),
ass, bastard, moron, crap Ta iH.

[Ipu anamizi ¢akTuyHOrOo Marepiany Opamucss A0 yBaru (YyHKI[IOHAJIBHO-
CTHUJIICTUYHI, JIEKCHUKO-CEMAaHTHYHI Ta CTPYKTYpHO-MOPGOJIOTiuyHI OCOOJIHUBOCTI
aMEPUKAHCHKUX BIMCHKOBUX CIJICHTI3MIB, (DaKTOpu JIIHTBOKYJIBTYPHOTO Oap'epa
JIBOMOBHO1 KOMYHIKaIlii, 0 BUHUKA€ MPH BUKOPUCTaHHI cieHry. [IpoanamizoBaHO
HaMH TaKOXX YKpaiHCBKHI BIMCHKOBUM CJIEHT SIK MOXJIMBUM TEpeKIaIalbKuii
BIJIMOBITHUK aMEPUKAHCHKOTO BIHCHKOBOTO CJICHTY, MPUHOMU Ta TUIOBI MOMMIIKU
IIPU MEPEKIIaJil CIACHT13MIB.

BucyBaemo po0o4y rimoredy, w0 NpUHOMAaMH MepeKJaay BilCbKOIO
CJICHTY € TaKi: 3a1I03WYEHHS, TPAHCIITEpallisl, KOMIEHCallsd, KyJIbTypPHUN €KBIBAJIEHT
1 mapadpas.

B.B. banabin nponoHye Taki BapiaHTH TpaHchOopMarliii:

® [IOIIYK CTWJIICTUYHOTO BIJMOBIIHUKA (€KBIBAJICHT);

® ONUCOBUH MEpEKIIa;

e KOMIICH Al (IUJITXOM 3aMiHU CJICHT13Ma);

® BUJIYUYCHHS CJICHTI3Ma (HeUTpasizallisi Mpu nepexiail CIeHTi13Ma);

® JIGKCMYHA MOAYJALis (IPUYMHHO-HACTIAKOBUM 3B’S30K a00 CMHUCIIOBUIA

PO3BUTOK).

OTxe, TPYyIHOII TIEPEKIaay CICHT13MIB MOXYTh OyTH TOB’sI3aHi 31 CTYIIEHEM
iXHBOI MOIMUPEHOCTI 1 YACTOTHOCTI BXKMBAHHS B MOBI OpUTIHANy Ta MOBI MepeKIIany.
«HeoaHOpIHICTE CKIAAy JEKCHYHOTO MPOCTOPIYYs Y BUXITHIM Ta IIJIOBIM MOBax
3MyIy€e TepeKiiaiada 31MCHIOBATH TOIIYK CTHUJIICTUYHOIO BIAMOBITHUKA y MeEXax
BIJIMOBIJTHOTO CTHJIICTUYHO MapKOBAHOTO MPOIIAPKY 3 YpaxXyBaHHSAM acOL1aTUBHUX
KOHOTaTUBHUX 3B’s13KiB» [29, ¢. 173-177], COIOKyIbTYpHUX TapaMeTpiB Ta QYHKITIT

B TeKcTi. [Ipy 1boMy IEHOTATUBHUI PiBEHb BIIXOAUTH HA JPYTHUH MIIaH.
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2.2. BiiicbKOBHIi CJIEHI SIK HEHOPMAaTHMBHA, HepopMabHA, CTHJIICTUYHO

3JHH’KCHA JICKCHKA

AmMepukancbkuid BificbkoBuil cieHT (ABC) sik HeHOpMaTuBHA, HEQopMasbHa,
CTIJIICTHYHO  3HIDKCHa, (YHKIIOHATHPHO OOMEXEeHa MOBa aMEPHUKAHCHKHX
BiIICbKOBOCITYKOOBIIIB, 110 BHKOPHUCTOBYETHCSI 3 METOI0 3IHCHEHHS TMEBHHUX
MOBJICHHEBUX (PYHKIIIH, MOEIHYE Pi3HI KaTEropii JEKCUKHU: MPOCTOPIvYsl, BIHCHKOBO-
npodeciitHi xKaproHi3Mu, TPYIOBI Ta COIIabHI )KapTOHI3MH, CICHT13MU-CKOPOYCHHSI,
KOJIOB1 HaliMEHYBaHHsI, BIICBKOBY CJIEHIOBY (Dpa3eoIiorito, aproTU3MH, ByJIbrapu3MH,
eB(eMi3MU, Yy:>KOMOBHI 3all03WYEHHS, HeoJsori3MH, ictopuzMu toujo. Ckiag ABC
MOCTITHO 3MIHIOETHCS 1 TIOMOBHIOETHCS 13 CTAHAAPTHHUX 1 CyOCTaHAAPTHUX MOBHHUX
cucteM. Y mpoiieci nonoBHeHHs1 ckiaany ABC ronoBHyY poib BIJITpae CIOBOTBIP
(87,5%).

ABC € Oap'epoMm JBOMOBHOI KOMYHIKAIlli HaBiTh [JIsI JIOCBITYEHOTO
nepekyiajaya uyepe3 IO€JHAHHS MOBHUX (JIEKCUKO-CEMaHTHYHUX, CTPYKTYpHO-
MOP(OJIOTIYHUX, (DYHKIIOHATIBHO-CTHJIICTUYHHUX) Ta T03aMOBHUX (KYJIbTYpPHUX,
ICTOpUYHUX, KPaiHO3HABUUX, COIlIAIbHUX, MOJITUKO-aKTyaJbHUX, TICUXOJOTIYHUX)
YHHHUKIB YTBOPSHHS BIHCHKOBOTO CJIEHTY [2, ¢. 16-21].

VKpaiHCbKMI  BIMCBKOBHM  CJIEHI SIK HEHOPMaTUMBHA, He(popMajbHa,
CTHWJIICTUYHO 3HW)XEHa, (YHKIIIOHAJLHO OOMEXEHa, TMEPEeBaXHO PO3MOBHA MOBA
BIMICHKOBOCITY’KOOBIIIB Ta TpaliBHUKIB 30poiiHux Cun YKpaiHu, MOXKE CIyTyBaTu
nepekiaganbkuM  BianmoBimHuKOM ABC  3aBmsku  MOAIOHOCTI 3a  CKJIAIO0M,
MOBJICHHEBUMHU (DYHKITISIMU, TIOTEHIIAJIOM BUPAXEHHS CTUIICTUYHUX KOHOTAIIIMH,
criocobamu yTBOpeHHsI, cheporo PyHKIIIOHYBaHHS TOIIIO.

['onoBHOIO ymoOBOW0 ontumansHOoTO Tiepekinaxy ABC e rmuboke po3yMiHHS
cTpaTerii  mepekiany, ska mojsirac y TepeJaBaHHI  JIGKCHYHOTO  3HAYCHHS
KOHKPETHOTO CJICHTI3MY Ha TIiJCTaBl BUKOPHUCTaHHS PECypCiB IUJILOBOI MOBH;
ypaxyBaHHS 0COOJIMBOCTEN KOMYHIKATUBHOI CUTYallli, 0OMeXeHb 1 Taly, 1110 ICHYIOTh
y TpajMIlisiX, 3BUYasAX, MOBEIIHII, KYJbTypl €THOCY, COLIyMY, KOJEKTHUBY, OCOOU;

HelTpanizamii po30ikHOCTEH y (POHOBUX 3HAHHSAX KOMYHIKAHTIB 1 3alpONOHYBaHHI



59

ONTUMAJILHOTO MEePeKIaAaIbKoro BinoBiAHMKa. CTpaTeris mepekiiaay pearizyeTbes
B TaKTHIIl ¥ TEXHOJIOTII MepeKIamy.

«Taktuka mepexnany ABC mis BIMCHPKOBOTO YCHOTO TIEpPEKJIaay TOJATAE B
TPAHCHIALIT JCHOTAaTUBHOIO Ta CUTHI(PIKATUBHOIO 3HAYEHb CJEHTI3MY IIJISIXOM
3alPOTIOHYBAaHHS ONTHMAJIBHOTO BIJMOBITHAKA 3 AaKTUBHOTO PEMPOIYKTUBHOTO
3amacy mepekiagada.  OnTUMambHUM — BIMOBIIHUKOM  BBAXKAEMO  JIEKCHKO-
dbpaszeosoTiuHy OJMHUINO, 0 Mae s TMepekiiagada 4iTKe CIIBBIIHOIICHHS 3
HOMIHATUBHUM, KOTHITUBHUM a00 pENpPE3eHTATHBHUM KOMIIOHCHTOM CMUCIY
BHUXIJIHOI OJMHUIN 1 TPAJAMIIHAHO 3aKPIIJICHOIO 3a MM KOMIIOHCHTOM KOHOTAIIEIO,
sKa PENPOAYKYETHCS aBTOMAaTUYHO, HA PiBHI IPOCTOI MiACTaHOBKMY» [2, ¢. 16-21].

TexHosorisl mepekiaay Mojsrae y BUOOpI Ta 3aCTOCYBaHHI ONTHUMAJIBHUX
croco0iB, METO/IIB 1 MPUIOMIB MEPEKIIaTy, CIPIMOBAHUX Ha peaji3alliio cTparerii i
TaKTUKU Tepekyiany. OCHOBHUMHU MNPUHLMIIAMM peali3alii TeXHOJIOTIl MepeKamay
ABC cniin BBaKaTH:

e 00OB'A3KOBY Ilepeauy JICHOTATUBHOTO 3HAYCHHS CIICHTI3MY;
® TPaHCIALIK Xo4ya O OJHOI KOHOTAIll CUTHIQIKATUBHOTO KOMIIOHEHTa
JICKCUYHOTO 3HAYEHHS CIICHTI3MY;
e 30epeKCHHS 3arajbHOl (PYHKITIOHATBLHO-CTUIICTUYHOI BIIMOBIHOCTI.
3amopyKkor0  BIIEBHEHOT'O IIOJIOJIAaHHS JIIHTBOKYJIBTYpHOro Oap'epa mpu
BukopucranHi ABC € (hopmyBaHHSI 1OCTaTHBOTO pIBHS (PaxoBOi (MOBHOI, KyJIbTYpO-

KpaiHO3HABYO1, KOMYHIKaTUBHO1) KOMIIETEHIII1 BIICHKOBOTO TEepeKIiaiaya.

2.3. JocniBHuUil mepekya] BiiCbKOBOIO CJIEHIY fIK CIOCI0 MAaKCHMMAJIbHOL

0JIM3bKOCTI OPUTiHAJNY TA MEPEeKJIATY

JocaiBHui mepekJiaJ 3aCTOCOBYETHCS TOJll, KOJHM TEpEKIIafad HaMaracTbCs
30epertd po3MOBHUI KOJIOPUT OpPUTIHANY (32 BiJICYTHOCTI €KBIBaJICHTA UM aHAJIOTa
y MOBI niepekiany). Hamop.:

(1) Dawn. Green Marines. Csimanok. 3eneni mopnixu (la)

[To3uTHBHO-OIIIHHA OAWHUILIS AMEPUKAHCHKOT'O BIICHKOBOTO CJICHTY, KaTeropis

JIEKCUKU BINCHKOBOTO CIIEHTY — TPOCTOPIUYSL.
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(2) Now you listen to me, you fucking Cayxaii croou, 0oebanuit cmeporouui
worthless little piece of shirt. I’ll give 3acpaneus. A 6opmany meoe. (2a)
you a blue ticket.

Tyt mMu cnocrtepiraemo OJM3BKICTH OOCIEHI3MIB 0 TepdopMaTuBiB. AJKe
KOJIM JIFOJIMHA BHUJIAsjacsi, TO MIEThCS Mpo Te, 110 BOHA HE JIMIIE BUJasuiacs, a il mpo
Te, 10 BOHA BYMHWIA SKYCh MEBHY JMAil0, TOOTO MaB MiICIE UJIOKYyTHBHHM aKT,
HaBMHCHE JaiinuBuil. Y 3a3HaueHoMy Buille peueHH1 «I’ll give you a blue ticket). —
"A 6opmany meoey nonepenns inBektusa you fucking worthless little piece of shirt
— 006DaHuil cmepowuUIl 3AcpaHeyb — BHUPAKAETHCA Yy BepOamizaiii akry
neppopMaTUBHOI [Iii.

D’ll give you a blue tickety. — " 6opmany meodey nipu nepexiaai BAKOPUCTAHO
npuiioM MoOAyJAmii. 3aBasgku I TpaHcdopmarii

30epeKeHO  CTUIIICTUYHY

MapKOBaHICTh 1HBEKTHUBH.

(3) The Old Man puts his fists on his
hips. If you anchor-clankers leave my
island, if you survive recruit training,
you will be a weapon, you will be a
minister of death, praying for war. And
proud. Until that day you are pukes,
you are scumbags, you are the lowest
form of life on Earth. You are not even

human.

bamvko enupaemvcs kyrakamu 6 60Ku.
— Axwo, 6u mopsaxku sumpumaeme Kypc
noYamKo80i ni020mMosKUu OOKIHYS , MO
3anumume Miti Miti OCmpie AK 00u086i
00uHuUUi, cnyxcumeni ma  BICHUKU
cmxpmi, eu moaumumeme I ocnooa, wood
8iH 0apyeas 6am 6iliHy, NUXami B05KU.
Ane noku yeii 0Oenv He Hacmas — 6Ci 6uU
nomui, ZHUOuU i HudxCua hopma dxcumms

Ha 3emni. Bu nagims He noou. (3a)

[To3uTHBHO-OIIIHHA OAWHUIIS AMEPUKAHCHKOT'O BIMICLKOBOTO CJICHTY, KaTeropis

JICKCUKH BIHCHKOBOTO CIICHTY — BIHCHKOBO-TIPOGECIHHUN KAPTOHI3M.

(4) You people are nothing but a lot of

little pieces of amphibian shit, gringos.

Kyna eigna 3emnesoonozo — ocv xmo 8u,

conoamu-amepuxocu. (4a)
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Kareropist 1ekCuku BIHCHKOBOTO CIIGHTY — IPYMHOBI Ta COIllajibHI >KaproHI3MHU.

HepeKHaI[HI/IM Bi,ZIHOBi,ZIHI/IKOM CTaJI0O CJIOBOCIIOJIYYCHHA,

BIJIITOBITHUKOM.

(5) Ten percent of you maggots are
going to go AWOL or will try to take
your own life or will break your backs
on the Confidence Course or will just go

plain fucking crazy

Jlecsimb npoyenmie cHUO He 00HCUBYMD
00 kinys. Jecamv npoyenmis eHuo abo
eyean nidyms, aO0 HAMALAMUMYMbCS

NOKIHYUMU — HCUMMS CaM02y6CWl60M,

abo Xxpebmu nonepenamyroms Ha

0opo3i  cminueocmi, abo 3ildymov 3

po3ymy 0o bica. (Sa)

Kareropis JIeKCUKH BIMICBKOBOTO CJIEHI'Y — CJIEHT13MHU-CKOPOYEHHS.

(6) Before chow.

Ilepeo xagkoro. (6a)

Kareropis iekcuku BiliCbKOBOTO CJIEHTY — IPYIIOBI Ta COIllaJIbHI )KaprOHI3MHU.

mo € CJIOBHHMKOBHM

By.]'IO NNepeaaHo JIK ACHOTATUBHC TakK 1 KOHOTaTBHE 3HAYCHHS AMCPHUKAaHCBKOI'O

BIMICBKOBOTO CJICHTY.

(7) And then we will be in a world of [ mooi onunumoce no syxa e nauini, mot

shit, my dear snoopies.

J100i wnuzynu. (7a)

Kareropis JiekCUKH BIiICBKOBOTO CIEHTY — MPOCTOPIYYSL.

BiamoBinHUKOM aMepPUKaHCHKOTO BIMCHKOBOTO CIICHTY SBJISIETHCS YKPATHCHKHIMA

BIJIMOBITHUK, SIKUM MMOBHICTIO TIEPEIAE 3MICT PEUCHHS.

(8) I'’ll put you in cooler.

A meoe 6 kapuep nocadcy. (8a)

Kareropis iekcuku BiiCbKOBOTO CJICHTY — aprOTH3M.



(9) Sergeant Gerheim orders us to
double-time around the squad bay with
our penises in our left hands and our
weapons in our right hands, singing: “I

don’t like wearing civvies .

(10) The fire watch stands by. Private
Philips, the House Mouse, Sergeant
Gerheim's go-fer, pads barefoot down
the squad bay to watch for Sergeant

Gerheim.

(11) Trained as grunts, infantrymen.
You can give your heart to Jesus but
your ass belongs to the Corps,

dismissed, go to block.
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Ceporcaum  I'epxaum  Haxasye Ham

Kpy2y — no  KYOpUKy

8@hi00INEeHH, 83568UUUCH JIIBOIO PYKOIO 3a

oicamu  no
Yjien, a 8 npaesiu mpumamu 26UHMIBKU.
Ilpu yvomy mu nosunni cnieamu: «H ne

00110 Hocumu zpaxcoanky”.(9a)

/Inweanonaii — na wyxepi. Psaoosuii
Qurinc, wicmka, 8i4YHO HA NOOICEHLKAX
y cepycanma [lepxatima. I[lnvonae
bocumu Hocamu, NPOKPAOAIOYUCL NO
6IOCIKI 8i00iNenHs, wob cmamu Ha
wyxep i He nogykamu cepicanma

T'epxatima. (10a)

Tpenosani Ak XpAaKu, NIXOMUHYL.
Cepye moowceme eiooamu [ocnoody, a
oynu Kopnycy,

eauli Hanexcamov

positimucs, 6 kazapmy. (11a)

HeliTpanbHO-OIliHHA OJWHUIIA BIMCHKOBOTO CIICHTY, KaTeropis JEKCUKU —

BIMCHKOBO-TIPO(ECIMHMIA KapTOHI3M.

(12) No slack.

Xanaeu ne oyoe. (12a)

Kareropis iekcuku BiliCbKOBOTO CJICHTY — eBhEMi3M.

(13) Sergeant Gerheim's big fist drives
Philip's next word down his throat and

out of his asshole.

300poee3nutl KVIIaK cepacanma

l'epxaiima 6busac Hacmynhe Cl0O60

Quninca Utuomy 6 2OpIAHKY MaK, W40



60HO eunimac 3 1020 oynu. (13a)

Kareropis iekcuku BiliChKOBOTO CJICHTY — BYJIbIapU3M.

(14) I draw fire watch.

(15) Tomorrow at dawn we'll all board

cattle-car buses.

Meni eunano onweanumu. (13a)

3aeémpa na ceimamnky Mu 6ca0emoch 6

asmoodycu-ckomoeosu. (15a)
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Kareropis JieKCMKH BIMICBKOBOTO CJIEHIY — IPYIIOBI Ta COLIaJIbHI )KapTrOHI3MHU.

(16) Private Joker. You shitbird.

Now, uh, Leonard, we're all your bros,
man, your brothers.

The way human beings look after
they've survived a long hump in the
jungle, the boonies, the bad bush, were

taken home by freedom bird.

Paooeuit /[cokep. TI'igniok.

Cnyxatu, Jleonapo, mu - 6ci
opamanu, bpamu meoi, opyoice.

Taxk 3azeuuai euecnsoaroms Jja00U, AKI
NOBEPHYNIUCS JHCUBUMU NICAL MO20 5K
npouwIu OXNCyHeni, 6oioma, HenpoxXioui
xawi i 0yau 0ocmaeyieHi 0000My Ha

“nmawikax” ceodoou. (16a)

meoi

[103UTUBHO-OI[IHHA OJMHULA AMEPUKAHCHKOTO BIHCHKOBOIO CJEHTY, KaTeropis

JIEKCUKU BINCHKOBOTO CIIEHTY — KOJIOB1 HAliMEHYBaHHS.

(17) The grunts laugh and whistle and
threaten to pee all over themselves.

Mopnixu cmiromocs, ceucmsams ma
nonepeoxcaioms, wo 3apas HapooOIAMb

8 wmanu 3ocmixy. (17a)

(18) Joker, you will take off that damned /[oicoxep, st naxasyio 3usmu yeui Gicosuit

button and get your ree.

3HAUOK I ompumail ceiti namok. (18a)
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HeiitpanbHo-oIllHHA  OJAWHUISL  aMEPUKAHCHKOTO  BIMCBKOBOTO  CJICHTY,

KaTeropis JJEKCUKH BIHCHKOBOTO CIICHTY — BIHCHKOBO-TIPOQECIHHMIM KapTroHI3M.

(19) Abdul rakes up the pile of MPC, a 3 aaiinosicadionoio  nocmiwkoro  Ha

shit-eating grin on his face. 00auyui wypka 3epioac uexu. (19a)

HCF&TI/IBHO-OHiHHa OJUHHIA aMCPUKAHCBKOT'O B1HICBKOBOTO CJICHTY.

(20) Chow time. Yac xasamu. (20a)

(21) On the way to chow Rafter Man [Ilo odopo3i na xaexy mu 3 Cmponunoio
and | meet Chili Vendor and Daytona szaxooumo 3a Yini-Ha-/om 3 [leiimonoi
Dave and Mr. Payback at the 1SO Jleiisom i Micmepom Omrxamom 6
enlisted men's hootch. xubapy psoo6020 I CEPHCAHMCLKO2O

cknaoy ingpopmbiopo. (21a)

2.4. BuirydyeHHs CJIEHTi3MY SIK BTPaTa eKCIPECUBHOCTI iHBEKTUBH

BuayuyeHHs1 — 1e onepailisi nojsirae y HeMrpaJizanii CEMaHTUYHO BaXKIIMBOTO
eJieMeHTa 0e3 HasgBHOCTI SKOTO JICHOTAaTHMBHE 3HAYEHHS PEUCHHs 30epiraeThcs, ale
CTHJIICTUYHUNA KOJIOPUT 1 KOHOTAIIISl BTPAYA€ThCS.

30epeKeHHs eKCIPECUBHOCTI Y MEePEKIIail € JOCUTh BAKJIMBUM 3aBIaHHSM 1 B
TaKUX BUIAJKaX, KOJU TMepeKyiaiad Ma€ CIpaBy 31 CIEHTI3MaMU Ta KapTrOHI3MaMH.
Came nepegaya KOHOTOTUBHUX O3HAK — €KCIIPECUBHOCTI, EMOIIIHOCTI Ta OLIIHHOCTI
— CTa€ TUM 3aBJAHHSM, BIJl YCIIIIHOTO BHPIIMICHHS SIKOTO 3aJIeKUTh aJCKBaTHICTD
nepekiany. OCKUIBKA JCHOTATUBHE 3HAYEHHS CJICHTI3MIB Ta >KapTrOHI3MIB
BUSIBIISIETHCSI HE IOCUTh PEJIEBAHTHUM, TIEPEKIIaad y CBOEMY BHOOPI OPIEHTYETHCS
Ha HbOT'O HAMMEHILOI0 MipOl0, 3BEpPTalOUYd OUIbIIY yBary Ha KOHOTAaTHBHI O3HAKH.
[Ipu mepenaui cieHTI3MIB Ta KaproHi3MiB HaWOliblIa mepeBara BiJJAA€TbCA TUM

CIIOBaM MOBHU TMeEpeKIaay, SKi [alTh 3MOTY PENpOAyKYyBaTH EKCIPECUBHICTb,
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€MOIIIHICTh, OLIIHHICTh, HABITh 32 PaxXyHOK BTpAaTH MOBHOI Iepeaadl MpeaMeTHO-

MOHATIHHOTO 3MicTy [53, c. 45]. Hamp.:

(22) Rafter Man stood there, staring at
the general’s fruit salad, grinning like a

goddamn fool.

(23) Parris Island, South Carolina, the
United States Marine Corps Recruit
Depot, an eight-week college for the
phony-tough and the crazy-brave, who
will be crunchies soon, constructed in a
swamp on an island, symmetrical but

sinister like a suburban death camp.

Kareropiss  nexcuxu

BIIICBKOBOTO

Cmponuna  ynsaécsi Ha  2eHepanosi
OPOEHCHbKI CMPIYKU, NOCMIXAIOYUCH 5K
noeuuil oypens. (22a)

1lis0enna

Ilepic-Atineno, wmam

Kaponiua, maoip no4amko8oi
ni020MoBKU peKpymie MOpCbKoi nixomu
CILIIA, eocomumudicnesuti Koaeoduc, oe
20myroms Kpymux ma 0e3uabauino

cMinueux,  AKL  CKOpO  CMAHymb
paoosumu. 36yoyeanu 1o2o nocepeo
bonim Ha ocmpoei pieHO Mma PO3MIPSHO,
npome GU2NA0AE 6IH CMPAUIHYBAMO SIK

koycmabip (23a)

CIEHry — BIHCBKOBO-TIpoeciitHuit

XKAPTOHI3M. AMEPHUKAHCHKUI BIMCHKOBUN CJEHT OyJ0 3aMiHEHO Ha HEWUTpaJibHE

CJIOBO.

(24) Rafter Man stood there, staring at
the general’s fruit salad, grinning like a

goddamn fool.

HeiitpanbHo-OIlIHHA ~ OAUHULIA

AMCPHUKAaHCBKOI'O

Cmponuna ynsagcsi Ha  2eHepanosi

OPOEeHCBbKI CMPIYKU, NOCMIXAIOUUCL SIK

nogHutl Oypens. (24a)

BIMICBKOBOTO  CJICHTY.

AMEpUKaHChKUI BIACHKOBHMM CJIEHT OyJO 3aMiHEHO Ha BIMCHKOBY TE€PMIHOJIOTIIO B

YKpaiHCBhKIN MOBI.

(25) 1 know, I'm slow, I like X’d out.

A 3naro, wo 1 eanvmyro A aK edumuil.

(25a)
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Kareropis nekcuku BIiCHKOBOTO CIEHTY — MPOCTOPIYYSL.

(26 1 like you. You have half a bubble
off. You can come over to my house and
fuck my sister. He grins. Then his face
goes hard. You little scumbag. | got

your name. | got your ass.

Kareropis nexkcuku

dbpazeonorizm.

(27) The Old Man puts his fists on his
hips. If you anchor-clankers leave my
island, if you survive recruit training,
you will be a weapon, you will be a
minister of death, praying for war. And

proud.

(28) You piss me off! RaR.

BIMCHKOBOTO

Meni nooobaromvcsi maki.Y meoe
Hemae Kaenku. Takuii  3anpocmo
npunxaemoscsi 00 mebe 0000My i

cecmpuyky mpaxue. Ckamumvca. [
panmom 1oeo obauuus yepcmeic. Tooi
Kaokcy 2igniok. Tu miit — eecw 8i0 20106u

00 Hiz. (26a)

CIEHTY — BIUCBKOBUN  CIICHTOBUM

bamvko enupaemovcs kyrakamu 6 OOKU.
— AKwo, eu MopaKu sumpumaeme Kypc
no4amkoBoi nio2comoexu OOKIHYS , MmO
3anuwume Mitl Miti ocmpie aK 00108
00UHUYI, BICHUKU

caydrcument  ma

cmepmi, 6u  moaumumeme I ocnooa.

(27a)

3aoosbanu! Biooiu. (28a)

Kareropis JieKCMKH BIMICBKOBOTO CIEHIY — CJIEHIOB1 CKOPOYEHHSI.

(29) Hey! Vet!

(30) Attention, Co! He will teach you
how to pee.

(31) Sergeant Gerheim continues the

siege of Leonard Pratt, Private.

Aeos! Bemepane! (29a)

Cmpynko, poma! Haeimv 6 myanem

xooumumeuwt 3a 1o2o incmpyxkyiamu. (30a)

Cepocanm I'epxatim npooosIHCcyE

007102061 0II N0  BIOHOWEHHIO 00
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Jleonapoa Ilpamma, padoeozo kopnyca

MopcuKoi nixomu. (31a)

(32) I'm-only-rough-on-‘um-because-1- A4 kpymuu 3 numu, 60 06110 ix 60 Ye

love-'um, because it is brass. cmapuiuit oiyepcokuil cknao. (32a)
Kareropiss Jekcukd BIMCBKOBOTO CIEHTY — BIHCHKOBHO-TIpOQECiiHMIA

KapTOHI3M.

(33) Trained as grunts, infantrymen. Tpenosani sik Xpsiku, RIXOMUHUL.

Joker, you will take off that damned /{wcokep, s naxasyio susamu yeii 6icosuii

button and get your ree. 3HAUOK I ompumail ceitl nauok. (33a)
Kareropisi J€KCHKM BIMCHKOBOTO CIEHTY — BIHCBKOBHO-TIpOQECIiHUN
KApTOHI3M.

(34) We will grab the Viet Cong Gdsms [/ wmu  i3bmMemMo  8EMKOH2O8CHLKUX
and the  battle-hardened  North eapmosux i 3acapmosanux 6 60sx
Vietnamese regulars by their scrawny conoam nieniuno-6’ emuamcokoi  apmii
throats and we'll punch their fucking 3a ix xyoowasi wui i nosnocumo 3 Hux
heads off, showing our for. iXHi 008OaHi 207106U, O0EMOHCHMPYIOUU

Hawy cunuy. (34a)
Kareropist iekcuku BiliCbKOBOTO CJICHT'Y — CJICHTOB1 CKOPOUCHHS.

(35) I thought I was going plain fucking A oymas, wo 6 mene bawmy nagie

crazy, when | saw ALARM. 3Hec0, Koau s nobavus pakemy. (35a)

Kareropis JiekCMKU BIICBKOBOTO CIEHT'Y — KOJIOBI HalMEHYBaHHSI.

(36) If honcho hears them it'll be my fxkwo komanoup ix nouye mo moiui oyni

ass. 0yoe nenepenusxu. (36a)

Kareropis iekCuKH BIiICbKOBOTO CIEHTY — Uy>KOMOBHI 3aII03UYEHHSI.
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(37) Thinking about COW's thighs, her Konu s ysensio cobi cmeena opyscunu
dark nipples, her fully lips doesn't give komamoupa, it memni cocku, ii

me a hard-on anymore. NYXKeHbKI 2you, mo 6 MeHe 8dice He
ecmae. (37a)

Kareropis jnexkcuku BIMCBKOBOTO CJEHTY — BYyJbrapusm. BianmoBigHUKOM
aMEpUKAHCHKOMY BIiHICBKOBOMY CIIEHTY OyJ0 3HAWICHO YKpaiHCHKH BiJITOBITHHUK

KU OyJI0 3aMiHEHO HEUTPAJIbHIUM CIIOBOM.

(38) I'm fucking flyboy’s eyes out. I s eosmyxcy  avomuuxka 00

3anamopouents. (38a)
Kareropis JIeKCUKH BIiICBKOBOTO CIEHTY — IPOCTOPIYYSL.

(39) Fucking AVV they're nothing but Aeiauia, oosbani meapunu, i nivoco

animals... binvwe... (39a)

Kareropiss nexcuku  BIACBKOBOTO  CJIEHTY —  CJICHTI3MHU-CKOPOYCHHS.
BiamoBiiHUKOM aMepUKaHCHKOMY BIICHKOBOMY CJIEHTY OyJIO 3HAWJEHO YKpaiHCHKUN

BIJIIOBIJTHUK SIKUW OYyJI0 3aMIHEHO apMIMChKUM TEPMIHOM.

(40) | say, Well, no shit, this shank’s A xaowcy: uu ne ¢hicns yeii mapuwt Kuook.
mare. And they say grunts are killers. A xaowcyms, wo xpsxi eci sousyi. Ak na

You ladies do not look like killers to me. mene, mo su neoi, na é6usys i ne cxoouci.

(40a)
Kareropiss nexkcuku BIHCBKOBOIO CJIEHTY —  BIHCBKOBO-TIpodeciitHuit
KAPTOHI3M.
(41) Roger, you son-of-a-bitch... Iapaso, cyxuuii mu cun... (41a)

Kareropis JiekCuKU BiIICbKOBOTO CIEHT'Y — KOJIOBI HAiMEHYBaHHSI.



(42) Hey, CINC, you old mother-fucker.

How you been?
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Aeoe, Komamoupe, cmapuii mu Ko3sel.

Ak mu? (42a)

Kareropis JiekCuKU BIICBKOBOTO CJIEHTY — CIEHT13MHU-CKOPOUEHHS.

(43) | heard you MIA! Been getting

any?

A uye mu nponae oezgicmu! 3 Kum

ecmuz nepecnamu? (43a)

Kareropis iekCuku BiiChKOBOTO CJICHTY — CICHT13MHU-CKOPOYCHHS.

(44) Hey, Col, | was hoping I'd never

see you again, you piece of shit.

(45) Cowboy grunts. This is Animal

Mother. He is mean, this middy.

(46) «Hey, don't give me any shit,
asshole. | know what is it. 1 used to be a

grunt.

(47) That's my fearless leader, bro. I'm
the first fire-team leader. I'll be squad
leader soon. I'm just waiting for Craze
to get wasted. Or maybe he'll just go
plain fucking crazy. That's how Craze
got to be honcho. OI' Stoke, he was our

honcho before Craze.

(48) No, you dumb redneck. Negative,

alamo scout.

Cnyxail,  NHONKOGHUK, a s om

po3mpisascs, wo Oilvbule HIKOAU He

3yCmpiHyco 3 moooro, 2ieHIoK. (44a)

Koesboii pupkae. L]e 36ipooep. Bin om —

cysopuii manuil, ueu miuman. (45a)

Jlocums nansikamu, eupoook. A 3uaro,
wo ye. A cayycue 6 mopcovkiii nixomi.
(46a)

Ocv ye, Opamamn, miti OGe3cmpawiHull
KoMaumoup. A s — Komanoup nepuioi

B02HAHOI Ckopo KoManOupom

epyni.
8i00inenns cmany. Ocb, uexkaio NOKU
I'pagpa 3asanams. Abo 3po3ymy 3iiioe 00
oiovka. Came max Ipag 2onoenum
cmag. lleped0 Hum y Hac 207108HUM

Cmapuii Cmok 6ys. (47a)

Oye e6o1ce Hi, Mynopuiui mu Cenok.

Hiak ni, pezepsicm mu. (48a)

Kareropist iekcuku BIiCHKOBOTO CJICHTY — ICTOPU3MH.



(49) You can be a hero for a little while,
sometimes, if you can stop thinking
about your own ass long enough, if you
give a shit, but all of this is bovine

scatology.
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In00i i nocepoticmeysamu ModxiCcHa, ane
ye KoIu mu nepecmaneus 3a Oyny coio
X8UNIOBAMUCY, mooi

AKUWO ece

7’101/;1/[]1/1661]10)6 cmade, ajie e6ce ue —

oypnuui. (49a)

Kareropis iekcuku BifiCbKOBOTO CJICHTY — eBheMi3M.

(50) Number one! No

sweat, Joker.

Snake eyes!

Hamba ean! Jlea ouku! Bce sk no

macny, Hocoxep. (50a)

Kareropis iekcuku BiliCbKOBOTO CJICHTY — IPYIIOBI Ta COIliaIbHI )KaprOHI3MHU.

(51) Our own mess hall serves Kool-Aid
and shit-on-a-shingle--chipped beef on
toast--with peanut butter and jelly

sandwiches for dessert.

Kareropiss nexcuku
KAPTOHI3M.
(52) When you shit on rotsee it comes

back to you, sooner or later, only worse.

BIMCHKOBOT'O

B nawii apmiiicokin ioanvni oaroms
Kyn-Etio u «naiimo 3 ¢aneporwoy —
WMAMOYKAMU  JHCAPEHOT ANOBUYUHU HA
mocmax, a Ha oecepm apaxicose mMacio

i bymepbpoou 3 mapmenadom. (51a)

CIEHry — BIHCBKOBO-TIpodeciitHuit
Konu 3a6usacw na oghivepcoKy uikony,
b6yoe me came moobi, paHo 4u nizHo, ane

6yoe, minoku cipue. (52a)

Kareropis JiekCuKU BIMICBKOBOTO CJIEHTY — BYJIbIapu3M, KOJ0B1 HAIMEHYBaHHS.

(53) Mr. Payback eats a camel meat.

Micmep Omkam icmo nonosy. (53a)

HeratuBHo-o11iHHA OTMHUIIS aMEPUKAHCHKOTO BIHCHKOBOTO CJICHTY.

(54) Oh, eat shit and die, you fucking

Spanish American. You poge. | was

there, man. | was in the shit with the

grunts, man. Those guys have got guts,

Cnpobyti-Ho wmamox navHa i 300XHU,
oosbanuil namuno. Ilayrwk. A 6ys manm,
xnoneyb. B camomy naumi pazom 3

xpsxamu, napybok. Those guys have got
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you know?  They are very hard guts, you know? ¥V wuux wuonosikie
individuals. When you've been in the cmeparcens, 3posymie? Kpymi xnonui. A
shit with grunts you're tight with them nonnasacw 6 natini pazom 3 xpsxkamu,
from then on, you know? mo nobpamacmecv 3 HUMU HABIKU,

3posymig? (54a)

Kateropis nekcuku BiliCbKOBOTO CJIIEHTY — KOJIOBI HAaliMEHYBaHHS.

2.5. OnncoBuii nepexkJag K BTPaTa CTUJIICTUYHOT0 KOJIOPUTY TEKCTY

OnucoBuil mepekiag — e Takhil Croci0 Mepekiany 1HBEKTHUBHOI JIEKCUKH,
Ipu SKOMY TepKiagad IMepenae 3HAYeHHs I1HBEKTHBU 3a JIOMOMOTOI0 BIJIBHOTO
cioBocnofiydeHHs. Lle Takuii mpuiioM mepekiany JEKCUYHUX €JIEMEHTIB BUXI1IHOI
MOBHM, KOJHM CJIOBO, CJIOBOCIOJIYYCHHS 3aMIHIOETbCS B MOBI IEpeKIamy
CJIOBOCTIONYYEHHSIM (200 OUIBIINM 32 KIJTbKICTIO KOMIOHEHTIB CIIOBOCIIOIYUYEHHSIM),
AK€ aJIeKBaTHO TMepelae 3MICT 1bOro cioBa abo cioBocnodydyeHHs. [lpu
3aCTOCYBaHHI OINKMCOBOTO TMEPEKIaay BaXJIUBO CIIJIKyBaTHU 3a TUM, 11100
CJIOBOCIIOJIyYE€HHSI B MOBI MEpEKJaay TOYHO 1 TMOBHO IMepeaaBajio BCl OCHOBHI
O3HAaKU TMOHATTSA, MO3HAYEHOTO CJIOBOM opuriHany. OnucoBUM mnepeknaa — Le
IIMPOKE TIIYMAau€HHs aHTCchKoro cioBa. Hamp.:

[eit crioci0 mepexsaay 4acTo € KOHTEKCTYaJIbHUM 1 HE Ma€ CTIHKOTO CKJIay:

blitz — 1. 6ombapoysanns nimaxamu, 2. cmpivkuil Hacmyn (<HiM.);

(56) He is going to stomp us, ASAP. Bin 30upaemocs gumpsicmu 3 nac oyuty,
AKomoza wieuouwe. (56a)

(57) Alamo scout BILICLKOBOCIYHCOOBEYb-PE3epPBIC 3
Texacy (57a)

(58) Your mom will beat the shit out of Tseos mamycs s3amyuums mene 0o

me if | let you be WIA. cmepm, SKWo s 003607110, W00 mebde

nopanuau 6 6oio. (58a)



(59) I'm determined to save my own ass
if I can and not to be KIA.

Kareropiss  nexcuku

BIIICBKOBOTO
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A nosen piwyuocmi epamysamu ce010
oyny i He nonazmu Ha noas oomw. (59a)

CIIEHTY —  CIJICHTI3MHU-CKOPOYCHHSI.

AMEpUKaHCHKHUM BINCHKOBUM CIICHT OYJI0 3aMIHEHO Ha peUYeHHS B YKpaiHCHKiM MOBI,

sKe ajieKkBaTHO nepenae 3mict ABC.
(60) This is the only pussy you people
are going to get, you will get a Dear

John letter.

(61) On the way to chow Rafter Man
and | meet Chili Vendor and Daytona
Dave and Mr. Payback at the 1SO

enlisted men's hootch.

Tnwoi kiweuxu mu ne nobavuw i wie mu
ompumacwt aucma 6i0 ceoci OieuuHu,
wo 6oHa mebe Oinbwie He JHOOUMD.
(60a)

Ilo ooposi na xasky mu 3 Cmponunor
3axooumo 3a Yini-Ha-/{om 3 Jleiimonoti
Micmepom Omxamom 6

Jletieom i

xXuoapy psaooeozo i CepIHCaHmcbLKo2o

cknaody inghopmoropo. (61a)

Kareropis Jiekcuku BiiiCbKOBOTO CICHTY — CJICHT13MH
(55) Don't listen to any of Mr. Payback's Cmponuna, ne cnyxau mu eciei yiel
bullshit about M-day, Rafter Man. npo Oenv Mmoobinizayii,

MAAYHI AKY

Micmep Omkam uewe. (55a)

2.6. TpanckoayBaHHsI Ta aJanTHBHE TPAHCKOAYBAHHS SIK BapiaHTH

NepeKJIaay CJAeHri3MiB

TpanckoayBaHHsl — IIe TakuWi croci0 mMmepeksaay, KoJM 3ByKOoBa Ta /abo
rpadgiyHa ¢GopMH cIOBa BUXITHOI MOBHU TEPENAEThCS 3acobamMu abETKU MOBU
nepekiany: bandit — «6anoumy, rimax npomusnuxa.

TpanckoayBanHsi — 1@ Takuid crnocid Oe3mepexiIagHOr0 BXXKHBAHHS
1HO3EMHOTO CJIOBa, KOJM 3ByKoBa Ta/abo rpadiuna ¢opma BHXIIHOI MOBHU
nepenaeTbcs 3acobamMu  abeTKkM MOBHM Mepekiaay. Hamp.: management —
MeHeodcMeHm, periscope — nepuckon. ['OJIOBHUMU BUJAMH TPAHCKOJYBAHHS €

TPaHCKPUOYBaHHs (KOJU JIITEpaMH MOBH TepeKiIaay MepenacThcs 3BykoBa opma
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cJIoBa BHXIJHOT MOBH: pPeak — nik,; resistor — pesucmop 1 TpaHcjaiTepyBaHHsi (
CIIOBO BHUIXIJHOI MOBHU Iepela€eThcs 1o jitepax: marketing — mapxemune; server —
cepeep) [12, c. 91].

4) TpanckoxyBaHHA

(62) Our own mess hall serves Kool-Aid B rawiii apmiticexiti cmonosii oarome
and shit-on-a-shingle--chipped beef on Kya-Eio u «iaiino 3 ¢aneporoy —
toast--with peanut butter and jelly wmamoukamu orcapenoi snosuuunu wna
sandwiches for dessert. mocmax, a Ha oecepm apaxicose mMacio

i bymepbpoou 3 mapmenadom. (62a)

3BykoBa Ta rpadiyHa ¢opma cioBa BUXIJHOI MOBHM Iepeaajach 3aco0amu
abeTKy MOBH iepekiany (TpPAaHCKPUOYBaHHSA).

[Togexynu eheKTUBHO BUKOPUCTOBYBAaTU AlanTuBHe TpaHckoayBaHHs (AT)
— 1€ BWJ MOBHOTO TIOCEPEIHUIITBA, TPU SAKOMY BIJIOYBA€TbCS HE JIUIIE
TpaHCKOAYBaHHs (TIEpEeHECEeHHs) 1HPOopMallii 3 O/IHIET MOBH B 1HIIY (110 B1AOYBa€ThCA
1 IpU MepeKIIal), ajge TakoxX 1 aganTaris (MpUCTOCyBaHHs ) 1i€l iHGopMaIllii 3 MeToro
BUKJIQJICHHA 11 B 1HIIN (opmi, mpuyoMy L GopMa BHUKIAJCHHS BU3HAYAETHCA HE
OpUTIHAJIOM, @ OCOOJIMBOIO METOIO MI>KMOBHOI KOMYHIKAIIIi.

Cnenudika amanTUBHOTO TPAHCKOMYBAaHHS 3aJeKHUTh BiJl CIPSIMYBaHHS
MPOIIECY MOBHOTO MOCEPEIHUIITBA HA KOHKPETHY TPYIy PEIenTopiB mepekaaay abo
Ha 3aJ1aHy (opMy NepeTBOpEHHS 1HPOpMaIlli OpUTIHAITY.

Takum uymaom, AT — 1e  ocoOnuBHI BHKIAN (perpe3eHTaIlis) 3MICTY
OpUTIHAJly MOBOIO IMepekiaay, aje, Ha BIAMIHY BiJ Mepekianay, JeKcema, IIo
YTBOPIOETHCS, HE MOXKE 1 HE TIOBUHEH TMOBHICTIO 3aMiHIOBaTH opuriHai. Hamp.:

(63) But even having the shit beat out of  Tum ne menw, neousnsauuce na me, wo 3

LT. JIeMbOXU 3HYWAIOMbCs 00  8mpamu
ceioomocmi. (63a)

(64) Okay, FAG, speak. Hy, nywkap, oonosioaii. (63)

I'm Compton, sir. Lance Corporal X Komnmown, cep. Monoowuii xanpan

Compton. I’'m PONTI. | want to get Kowmnmon. A nucaka.. Xouy 6 natiHi
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into the shit. nobopcamucs. (64a)

Kareropis iekcuky BilICbKOBOTO CJIEHTY — CJIEHT13MU CKOPOUEHHS.

Kareropis nekcuku BIiCHKOBOTO CJIEHTY — BIiiCHKOBA CJICHTOBa (hpa3eoorisl.

(65) Listen up, herd. Show me your Cuayxaii croou, 6uono.Ilosepuymu oo
fizzoges. You maggots had better start memne ceoi nuxu. Yac exce 6am, enuoam
looking like United States Marine cmasamu  cxoocumu  Ha — pekpymis

Corps recruits. mopcwkoi nixomu CLIA. (65a)

2.7. JlekcuyHa MOAYJIAUisA fK JIEKCHKO-CEMAHTH4YHAa TpaHcopmaunis

JIOTIYHOI0 PO3BUTKY 3HAYCHD

JlekcuuyHa MoayJsuisi (JOTiYHMH/CMHUCJIOBUI PO3BUTOK) — 1€ JIEKCUKO-
CeMaHTUYHa TpaHcdopmallis JOTIYHOrO PO3BUTKY 3HAUEHb, SKA MOJIATAE Y 3aMiHi
OJIHOTO CKJIQJHUKA TMPUYMHHO-HACTIJIKOBUX BIJTHOCHH IHIIUM, JIOTIYHO 3 HUM
OB’ SI3aHUM TNpU 30€peKEHH1 1HBapiaHTa.

[lin wac anamizy TpaHcopMallii CMHCIOBOTO PO3BUTKY CIIOCTEPITa€eThCs
BiJTHOIIICHHS TICPETUHAHHS CEMAHTHYHUX CTPYKTYp. JIBi CEMaHTHYHI CTPYKTYpH, IO
B3a€EMOJIIOTH Y TIEPEKIIa/li, 032 KOHTEKCTOM € €JIeMEHTaMH PI3HUX KaTeropiadbHUX
rpyn, TOOTO TaKUX POJOBUX CTPYKTYp, SKI HE MalOTh CHUIBHOTO [JIsi IXHbBOI
B3aemMoii. Hamp.:

A shell had fallen and while we waited three others fell up the road [E. M.
Hamingway].

llonepedy na oopo3i eubyxmye cHapso, a noKu Mu Yekaiu, mam ynaio we mpu
[mep. B. Mutpodanosal.

Cemantuuni cTpyktypu Jjekcem fall Tta esubyxamu wanexxats 10 Takux
KaTeropiaibHUX Oceil, sk nepemiwenns y npocmopi — nadamu (fall) ta smina cmany
— eubyxamu. Ilo3a KOHTEKCTOM CEMaHTHYHA CTPYKTypa OJUHHUIN OPHUTIHAIY HE
CHIBBIJIHOCUTHCS 13 CEMAHTUYHOIO CTPYKTYpPOIO ILIJILOBOI MOBH, TOOTO, CKaXIMO, Y

KOHTEKCTI HaBezieHOro Buile peueHHs cioBy fall He miaxomuTh ykpaiHOMOBHWHIA
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BIIMOBIAHUK subOyxamu. B3aemosis mux aBox cTpykTyp y TBopi E. M. I'eminryes
CTa€ MOJKJIMBOIO IUISIXOM iXHBOTO MEPEXpPElIeHHSI Y BIJIMOBIIHOMY KOHTEKCTI Ta
MOTIEPETHHOTO 3MIIIEHHS 10 CEMAaHTHYHOI CTPYKTYypU CHUTYyaii 6ouosi 0ii. O6csrT
CEMaHTUYHUX CTPYKTYp OJMHHIIL OPHUTIHANY Ta JPYroTBOPY 3a3HA€ 3MIIIEHHS,
HATOPSAKOBYIOUUCH KOHTEKCTY TBOPY.

Otxe, BIAOYBa€TbCS BIJHOIICHHS TEPETHHAHHSA, 3aBIIKA SKOMY TIEBHI
JIEKCeMH aHTJIIMCHKOT Ta YKpaiHChKOi MOBHM CTalOTh B3a€MO3aMIHHHUMH B MeXax
CHUTYaIIii, 0 OMHUCYEThCS B opuTiHAi: [ 've watched this guy since I was about eight
years old [J. D. Salinger]. — 4 mozo uonosika nam smaro we 6i0mooi, sx meni 6yio
oecamv pokie [mep. O. JlorBuaenka|. Jlekcemi watch BimmoBimae ykpalHCBKHIA
CKBIBAJICHT nam simamu, aJke y KOHTEKCTI TBOPY CTBOPIOIOTHCS YMOBH MEPETHHAHHS

CCMAHTUYHHX CTPYKTYP 3a3HAUCHHUX HOMIHATUBHHUX OJIHHHUIIb.

(66) The soldier worked his throat, but Conoam cunkysaeca eumosumu xou
couldn”t speatk. C11060, ae ye oMy HiK He 80a8aN0CH.

(66a)

Sk 6aurmMo TpUIOM MOJYJISIIIT BUKOPUCTOBYETHCS JUIsl BepOaiizaiii MOBOIO
nepeKyiagy OUIHHMX KOHHOTAIlH, 10 MarTh P301KHOCTI Ha PIBHI KOTHITUBHOIO

CIOPUIHATTS 1HBAp1aHTIB.

(67) The light colonel is an obscene Iloonon — wye 6Opudke Kopunacme

little ogre in immaculate khaki. Yy00BUCHKO 8 Oe3002aHHOMY Xaki. (67a)

(68) Three junior drill instructors Tpu monoowux incmpykmopa onaromo.:

screaming, «Get in line! Getin line! »  Hlukyicse! Iluxyiicy! (68a)

[To3uTHBHO-OIIIHHA  OJWHUIA  AMEPUKAHCHKOTO  BIHCHKOBOTO  CJICHTY.
[TepexnagHUM BiAIOBIIHUKOM CTAJIO CIIOBO, IO HE € CJIOBHUKOBUM BIJIOBITHUKOM 1
nia10paHo 13 BpaXyBaHHSIM KOHTEKCTYyaJbHOTO 3HAYEHHS CJIOBa, SIKE MEPEKIaZCHO,
HOTO KOHTEKCTY BXKMBAHHS Ta MOBJICHHEBUX HOPM 1 TPAJIUIIIN TTEPEKIIaIy.

(69) I like you. You have half a bubble Meni nooobaromecss maxi.y meoe
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off. You can come over to my house and wemae knenku. Taxuii 3anpocmo
fuck my sister. He grins. Then his face npunxaemocsi 0o mebe 0Oodomy i
goes hard. You little scumbag. | got cecmpuuxy mpaxne. Crxanumovcs. 1
your name. | got your ass. panmom tio2o ooauuus yepcmeic. Tobi

kaoicy 2eisHiok. Tu miii — eecw 6i0 207108u

00 Hi2. (69a)

Kareropist 1iekcuku BIiCHKOBOTO CJICHT'Y — BIChKOBA CIIEHTOBa (Dpa3eoiorisi.

(70) The Old Man puts his fists on his Bambko enupacmocs kyrakamu 6 60Ku.
hips. If you anchor-clankers leave my — Axkwo, éu mopsxu sumpumaeme Kypc
island, if you survive recruit training, nouamkosoi nidcomosku OOKiHYs , MO

you will be a weapon. sanuwume Mitl Mitl ocmpie K 0OOU08I

oounuyi. (70a)

Kareropiss 7nexkcuku BIHCBKOBOIO CJIEHTYy —  BIHCBKOBO-TIpodeciiiHui
KAproHi3M, MO3UTUBHO-OLIIHHA OJMHHULS BIMCHKOBOTO aMEPUKAHCHKOI'O CJICHTY.
Ci0BO HE € CIOBHUKOBUM BIJIOBIAHMKOM, ajieé pa3oM 3 THUM IEpeAae CMHCI

O3HAYEHUX aHTTIICHKUX PEUECHb.

(71) You maggots are not going to have Bam, enuoam, mym ne 0o cmixy 6yoe,

any fun here, draft dodgers. samapwuku. (71a)
Kareropis 1ekcuku BIiCBKOBOTO CIICHT'Y — 1ICTOPU3M.

(72) Sound off like you got a pair. DO Penemysamu max, 5K  HaLeHCUNMb

you wilco? Dogfaces. CHPABICHLOMY — YONOBIKY 3 U020
«NPUOAMKAMUY. 3pozyminu?/[yxu!
(72a)

Kareropis JiekCMKU BIICBKOBOTO CIEHT'Y — KOJIOBI HalMEHYBaHHSI.
(73) What a humble herd. Do you want [ljo 3a ocanocitinuii Habpio! Xoueme

to come home in a box? 0000My NOBEPHYMUCL 6 UUHKOBUX



77

mpynax? (73a)
Kareropist iekcuku BIiCHKOBOTO CJICHT'Y — BIChKOBA CIIEHTOBa (Dpa3eoiorisi.

(74) Jesus H. Christ. He’s serving rack I'ocnoou Icyce! Condam cnumsb, a

duty. cayacoa uoe. (74a)

Kareropis nekcuku BIHCHKOBOTO CIEHTY — BIMIChKOBA CICHTOBa (hpa3eoorisi.
(75) You make me want to vomit, Tu, eupoook, mene nyoumo 6i0 mebe,
scumbag You goddamn heathen. You ssuunux xepis, mu 3108y nio myxoro.

are scudded again. (75a)
Kareropis JIeKCUKH BIMICbKOBOTO CJIIEHI'Y — HEOJIOTI3M.

(76) You got the brain, you got the balls, B mebe wmisku ¢, siys € makooxc,
the best piece, so you get the job. HaUKpawa 80aUHA — OCb momy mebe i

Hasnayarw. (76a)
Kareropist iekCuKH BIICHKOBOIO CJIEHTY — apTOTHU3M.

(77) Goddamn it, there's one little Yopm 3abupaii, s3natiwoscs owce ic
maggot who knows that the spirit of the ecnuoa, sxuii sposymis, wo oyx 6acnema
bayonet is to kill! He'll make a damn - sb6usamu! 3 nvozo euitde oghicenno
fine field Marine. He ought to be a knacnuit 60ecuv — nixomuneuv. Bymu
fucking general. [LoMYy 2eHepanom, Xai Homy zpeub.

He’s still on a blanket drill. Bin ¢ce uie oagumo na macy. (77a)

Kareropis Jiekcuku BiliCbKOBOTO CIEHTY — BIICBKOBA CJIEHTOBa (Ppa3eosioris.

(78) Private Philips, the House Mouse, Psdosuii ®uninc, wicmka, 6iuno Ha

Sergeant Gerheim's go-fer. nobicenvkax y cepacanma Iepxatima.
IInvonae bocumu nocamu. (78a)

(79) If honcho hears them it'll be my fxwo komanoup ix nouye mo moiii dyni

ass. 0yoe nenepenuexu. (79a)



(80) The zoomie poges do not ask the Aepodpommui nauroxu ne szanumyromo

grunt to explain why he is smiling.

XpaKa, 4omy G6IH maxK NOCMIXAEMbCAL.

(80a)

(81) We don't want to waste these Ifux npuoypkxie mu eéanumu ne 6yoem.

assholes.

(82) You better motherfucking believe

it. You think, you are Monty?

(8la)

Ilepesipamu ne pekomenoyro, 0iovko 6

eac  6316. Bu oymacme 8u

denvomapuwanu Moumezomepi? (82a)

KaTeFOPiH JIEKCHKH B1HCHKOBOTO CJICHI'Y — BYJIbI'apH3M.

(83) Or maybe he'll just go plain fucking
crazy. That's how Craze got to be
honcho. OI' Stoke, he was our honcho
before Craze. OI' Supergrunt. Went

stark raving. Pretty soon it'll be my turn.

(84) Your mom will beat the shit out of
me if | let you be WIA.

Abo 3po3ymy 3itice 0o Odiovka. Came
maxk I pagh zonoenum cmae. lleped num
y Hac eonosHum Cmaputi Cmox 0ys.
Ilpocmo cynepxpak. /lax 3’ixae 306cim.

Hiuoeo cxopo i mos uepea oitide. (83a)

Teoss mamycs 3amyuumov MeHe 00
cmepm, SKWO s 00360110, W06 meobe

noparuau 6 6oiro. (84a)

Kareropist iekCuKH BIICHKOBOTO CJICHTY — BYJIbI'apU3M.

(85) Daily ration of pogey.

Kareropiss nexcuku

KAPTOHI3M.

(86) And take the New Guy with you.
Rafter Man was hammered, but so was

I, so | couldn't stop him.

BIMICHKOBOTO

Ll]ooennuii payion xaexu. (85a)

CJICHTY

I canazy 3a6upaii. (86a)

Cmponuna 6y HANIONUMKY | 5 He 3Mie

sMpuMamul 102o.
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BIMCHKOBO-TIpOheCIHMIA

Kareropisi nekcuku BiicbkoBOro cieHry — edemizMm. llepexnan pedeHHs

3aJIe’aB BiJl KOHTEKCTY PEUCHHSI, CIOBOHE € CJIOBHUKOBUM Bi/IITOBITHUKOM.



(87) The big dumb M.P. shrugs. «Okay.
Okay, motherfucker. You can tell him
what to do. You can fill my sandbags,

COrporal. Many, many of them.»

(88) No, you dumb redneck. Negative,

alamo scout.

(89) Smile, scumbag.
Next.

Say, liberate.
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Jlooyp-emneuwinux

Jlobpe,

Hakazyeamu uomy. Ilpome cam modxnceut

3HU3)E nieduma.

0obpe,  6upooky. Moowcew
HANoOBHI08AMU MIWKU NICKOM, Kanpai.

bazamo, 6acamo miwxis. (87a)

Oye 6oice Hi, Mynopuauii mu cejiok.

Hisk ui, pezepsicm mu. (88a)

Ilocmixnuce 6060yp. Cradicu cmupumu.

Hacmynnuii. (89a)

Kareropist iekcCuku BIiCHKOBOIO CJICHTY — €B(eMi3M.

(90) This might be skating, man, it
fucking might be.

(91) They're just fucking with us, fire at

will.

(92) Joker, you've scarfed up beaucoup
slack in Da Nang and | am sure that
now you are squared away to get back
into the field.

(93) Those Power Point rangers do

convert gooks into lumps of shitty rags.

Moowcnueo i kaiipyemo, a moocaugo i

Highiea. (90a)

Bonu muna npuxanyromscs Hao Hamu,

cmpinatomp 6e3 nonepediicenna. (91a)

Ibwcoxkep, 6 Jla-Hance mu xansagu
Xanauye i neeHo OilUuio8 00 KOHOUYIl,

wo6 3108y 6 noai nooysamu. (92a)

1Ji

HANOBHEHI

Komniomepui Dpelinodicepu,

CMPIIKAMU, HAcnpasoi
nepemeoproiomy 2yKi6 8 20pu 2aH4IpoK.

(93a)

Kareropis iekcuku BifiCbKOBOTO CJICHTY — HEOJIOT13M.

(94) AEO performs his sea stories for
Rafter Man:  «The only difference
between a sea story and a fairy tale is

Agioinxcenep mpasumo ceoi Oaiiku
Cmponuni: «€0una GiOMIHHICMb MIdHC

BILICLKOBOIO OAUKOI | OUMAYOIO KA3KOIO



that a fairy tale begins with 'Once upon

a time..." and a sea story begins with
'This is no shit." Well, New Guy, listen
up, because this is no shit. January
All

fucking day. Every day of the fucking

orders me to play Monopoly.
week. There's nothing lower than a
lifer. They fuck me over, man, but |

don't say a word. | do not say a word.

Kareropist nekcuku

BYJIbTapU3MH.

BIMCHKOBOTO
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— 8 mMOMy, WO KA3KaA NOYUHAEMbCS
«Kunu-oynu...», a 6atika novyuHaemvcs
«Bce ue me ¢picna «. Hy, max oco,
CYXail YBAdCHO, canazda, momy wo 8ce
ye He iens. [icenioepi Hakazas mewi
epamu 3 Hum 6 «Monononioy. 3
0080aH020 PaHKy 00 00806AH020 8eyopa.
Koorcen oosbanuii oenv muoicns. binvu
nionoi cayacaxku n00uHu Hemae. Bonu i
Max 63y8aiomuv MeHe, aie s NOKU MOGY).
Hi cnosa ne kaocy. (94a)

CIEHTY — CIICHTI3MU

CrnoBa He € CIIOBHMKOBHMH BIJMOBIIHUKAMHU 1 TOMY OYJIM 3aMiHEHI CJIOBAMH

SIK1 TOYHO nepeaaroTe CMUCII PCUCHHA.

(95) Oh, eat shit and die, you fucking

Spanish American

(96) The rest of you animals could take
lessons from private Pyle, how to bump

off the enemy.

Cnpobyti-Ho wmamox nauHa i 300XHU,

0osbanuli ramuno. (95a)

Paooeuit Ilatin moowce ece inue 6uono

Haguumu, AK 3amodumu eopoza. (96a)

Kareropist iekCuku BIICHKOBOTO CJICHTY — apTOTHU3M.

(97) Those guys have got guts, you

know?

Y yux uonosixie cmepicens, 3pozymis?

(97a)

CKOPOYCHHS,
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2.8. EKBIBaJIeHT SIK BapiaHT NepeKJaay CJeHrizmy

ITindip exBiBajieHTa NMpu MepekJaai — Ii¢ BUKOPUCTAHHS OJWHUII HAa MOBI
nepeKIIaly, ska MOBHICTIO BIJIMOBIIA€ ICHOTATUBHOMY 3HAUYCHHIO OJMHUIII OPUTIHATY
1 HaBiTh 30epira€ CTUIICTHYHE MAapKyBaHHS Ta KOHOTABHUHM KOHTEKCT OJMHUII
KOMYHIKaIi.

7) MoBHMH eKBIBaJIEHT

(98) The first night of our seventh week B nepwty niu cvomoco muowcns mu
of training the platoon gives Leonard a erawmosyem  Jleonapdy — «memmuyn.
blanket party. (98a)

KaTeFOPiH JIEKCHKH B1HCHKOBOTO CJICHI'Y — apIrOTHU3MHU.

(99) The fire watch stands by. Private /[uiosanvnuii — na wyxepi. Psodosuil

Philips, the House Mouse. Dininc, wmicmka. (99a)
Kareropis JiekCMKU BIMICBKOBOTO CJIEHT'Y — FPYIIOBI Ta COLIaJIbHI KaprOHI3MHU.

(100) I thought I was going plain A Ooymas, wo 6 mene OGawmy Hagiz

fucking crazy, when | saw ALARM. 3Hecn0, Koau s nobaqus paxkemy. (100a)
Kareropis JIeKCUKH BIMICBKOBOTO CJIEHTY — BYJIbIapU3MHU.

(101) You're in a calaboose in a world Tu wa 2yoi empanus 6 natino no cami

of shit now, Leonard. syxa, Jleonapo. (101a)
Kareropis iekcuku BiiCbKOBOTO CJICHTY — BIICBKOBO-TIPO(ECiitHi )KaproHiI3MHU.

(102) Through the squawk box | hear: UYepe3 mamrwzanvnuit s uyro: “Bu
“My beauty sleep has been interrupted, nepesanu moi conooxi cHu, neoi. [ymaro
ladies. You know what that means. You eam 3posymino wo ue oszunauac. Yynu,
hear me, herd? ouono? (102a)

Kareropis iekcuku BiiCbKOBOTO CJICHTY — BIICEKOBO-TIPO(ECiitHi )KaproHI3MHU.
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(103) | nod. Affirmative. That's 4 «kueaw. Tax mouno. Came mak,
affirmative, you fucking lifer. But this cayscaka mu oosbanuii. (103a)
man is only a lance corporal. And he

takes his orders from me.

(104) You queer for Private Cowboy's Tu wo, conyby npucmpacme 6i0uye 00
gear? On double, I said! psadosoco Kosbos? bicom, s ckazae!
(104a)

Kareropis iekcuku BiliCbKOBOTO CJIEHTY — BICEKOBO-TIPO(ECiitHI )KaproHi3MHU.

(105) Only shitbirds try to avoid work, To uwe ciénioku  Hamacaromvcs
only shitbirds #ry to skate and don’t yxunumuce 6i0 pobomu, ruwe 3acpanyi

want to join the army. Xanasu ulykaroms i Kocamov 6i0 apmil.

(105a)

CrneHrizmMu, BIATBOpEHI 31 30€pEeKEHHSIM TNIHMOMHM ETHUYHOI 3HUKEHOCTI

OpUTIHANY:
(106) So I shot the bull for a while 1 5 supiwus mpoxu cnexyrouymu(106a)

(107) Sitting here with you and just Ilpocmo cuoimu 3 mooboro,
chewing the fat and horsing bansHopacumu, KOpHumu

npuoypenuxu... (107a)

2.9. 3amiHa HelTPaJIbHOI JIeKCeMH HA CJIEHTi3M

3amiHa — 11e Taka JISKCUYHA Mepekiagaibka TpancopMmailisi, BHACHIIOK SKOI
MEPEeKJIaHUM BIAMOBIIHUKOM CTa€ CJIOBO a00 CIIOBOCHOJIYYCHHS, M0 HE €
CJIOBHMKOBUM BIJIMOBIIHUKOM 1 IO MiIIOpaHO 13 BpaxyBaHHSIM KOHTEKCTYaJbHOTO
3HAYEHHS CJIOBA, SIKE€ MEPEKIIANAEThCS, HOr0 KOHTEKCTY BXKMBAaHHS Ta MOBJIEHHEBUX
HOPM 1 Tpajuiliii MOBH NeEpeKNIany. piece — «CMBON», «BOIUHA», «OAOIOKAY

(6ocHenanvha 36pos);
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Kpim Toro, mayist epexiiany BiCHKOBHX CIIEHTOBHX aOpeBlaTyp Ta CKOPOUYCHBb
MU CKOPHCTAJIUCh 3arajbHOBIIOMHMH crioco0aMu iX mMepekiany: KOMOiHOBaHHW
nepekJiaj, MpuiioM «BIITBOPEHHS €KCIPECHBHOTO CKOPOUYCHHS» — MEPEKIIa]] TOBHOT
dbopMu Ta CTBOPEHHS Ha HOro OCHOBI ykpaiHchkoro ckopouenns: AA (Almoast
Airborne) Division — M/ (matioce decanmua Ougizisi). A Takox OyJIO BHUSBICHO
MOBJICHHEBI BilIOBiTHUKH.

A) I3 miABMIIIEHHAM IJIMOMHU €TUYHOI 3HUKEHOCTI OPUTIHATY:

(108) We beat each other without Mouum ooun oonozo 6es sncamo. (108a)
mercy.
HeratuBHO-OLIHHA OJWHMISL BIHCHKOBOI'O CJICHTY, KATEropis JICKCHUKHU

BIICBKOBOTO CJIEHI'Y — IPYIIOBI Ta COLIAJIbHI KaprOHI3MHU.

(109) Be a buddy. Be a buddyroo. Hy 6yos nacka, 6yos 1acouka! 3poou
Okay? ye! (109a)

(110) And when she turned around, her A4 koau kpymunacs, noneuns 6 nei' max

pretty little butt twitched so nice and all. mwuio mpscrocs — npocmo ouso; (110a)

(111) Sergeant Gerheim beats the hell Bioepubaio 6io cepocanma I'epxatima no

out of me, but it is FIGMO! NOBHI Npocpami, aie MeHi no
oapaoany. (111a)

(112) | asked her, on the way, if Mr. /lopocowo s 3anumae ii, uu He
Cudahy — that was the booze hound’s uinnsemoca 0o nei micmep Krooexi —
name — had ever tried to get wise with max 36anu mozco sunueaxy. (112a)

her.

b) Caenrizmu, BiATBOpeHi i3 3HMKEHHSIM TIJIMOMHU €THYHOI 3HMKEHOCTI
OpHUriHaJy:
(113) I might say something very cutting Bce, wo s mie 6u 3pobumu, ye

and snotty, to rile him up — instead of swnesasciuso, cnocopoa rumymu iiomy



socking him in the jaw.

(114) What a dope | was.
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KLIbKA 00pa3nusux ciieé 3amicmos moeo,

w06 3amonumu 6 nuxy; (113a)

Om npuoypok(114a)

Komnoxkgianizmu, BIATBOpEH1 31 30€peEHHSIM TIMOMHU €TUYHOI 3HUKEHOCTI

OpUTiHAIY:
(115) Swell

(116) Grand

lIpexpacno (115a)

I'panoiosno (116a)

Komnoxksianizmu, BIATBOpPEHI 13 MiJBUIICHHSIM TJIUOMHU €TUYHOT 3HMIKEHOCTI

OpUTIHATY:

(117) My sex life is lousy.

(118) “...I was trying to feel some kind
of a good-by. ...I don’t care if it’s a sad
good-by or a bad good-by, but when |
leave a place I like to know I'm leaving

it. If you don'’'t, you feel even worse”

He 6uxo0ums mym y mene 3 dciHKamu

(117a)

“...00 nepelHAmUCL, SIK MO KadCYymb,

NPOWATLHUM HACMPOEM. ...Memni

— 810 130umu

batioyaice CYMHO Yy
npuKpo, ma Koau s i0y, mo NOBUHEH
npuHaumui [6] eiouyeamu, wo maxku ioy,
a mo Ha Oywi 0Oyoe we eudomuiute”.

(118a)

KomnokBianizmu, BIATBOpPEH! 31 3HIKEHHSM TJIMOWHU ETHYHOI 3HIKEHOCTI

OpUTIHANY:
(119) “phony party”

(120)

dance”.

“God, could that dopey girl

“loiomcoka eeuipka”;(119a)

“booce, ane o aAx ma Oypena

manyrosana!”. (120a)
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Bynbrapusmu, BiATBOpeH1 31 30€pEKEHHSIM TIJIMOMHU €THUYHOI 3HMXKEHOCTI

OpUTIHAITY:

(121) “He was trying to act Very “Bin namazcascs po3moeisimu, KaHauis,

goddam casual and cool and all”. CHOKIliHO, Hagimb Oatidyxce”.(121a)
Bynbsrapusmu, BIATBOpEHI 13 MIABUIIEHHSM TJIMOWHM €TUYHOI 3HMIKEHOCTI
OpUTIHAITY:

(122) “I felt so damn lonesome . “TockHo, camomHbo, X04 207106010 8

cminy ouiica’;(122a)

(123) “Somebody’d written “Fuck you” “fkutico Kpemun nanucaeé Ha cmiui

on the wall”. mammwka!”; (123a)

(124) “He started handling my exam “Cnencep y316 MO0 eK3amenayitiny mak,
paper like it was a turd or something”.  wibu mo 6ys Hne apkyw nanepy, a

Kopoe’auuil Kopyc uu 603na-uo”.(124a)

Bynbrapusmu, BIATBOpPEHI 31 3HIKCHHSM TJIMOMHU E€TUYHOI 3HMXKEHOCTI

OpUTIHAY:

(125) “What the heck did you tell that ~ “To na axozo sc wopma mu cxazae
crazy Maurice you wanted a girl for, omomy npuuyioubKysamomy Mopicoei,
then?” wo mobi nompioua diguunka, ea?”’

(125a)

Oco0MMBO YITKO 3HMKEHHSA eKcrhpecii (MiABUIIEHHS TJIUOMHU 3HIKEHOCTI)
BUXIJIHOI TIPOCTOPIYHOT JIGKCUYHOI OAMHUIIl TPOCHIIKOBYEThCS Ha MPUKIAII
nepeKiaay BydbrapusmiB. AHami3 wMaTepialy mokasye, 1o eBdemizalis
BYJIbIApU3MIB 3aCTOCOBYETHCS aBTOPOM TMepekyiaay B 3 pa3d dacrime 3a
nucheMusaiiito, 1Mo BKa3zye HA 3HAYHY HEUTpali3aimiio 1bOro IMapy CTUIICTUYHO

3HWYKEHOI JIEKCUKU OPUTIHAITY pOMaHy B YKpPaiHCbKO-MY MepeKIaii:
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(126) “They re nice and all — I'm not “Saecanom 6oHu 000pI, Wo Ui Kazamu,
saying that — but they re also touchy as mineku oic epaznuei — cmpax’;(126a)
hell”.

(127) “Ass” “nonensn’”; (127a)
(128) “sitting around on our ass” “cudimu kpaukorw”’; (128a)
(129) “in a half-assed way” “no-uyoepnayvkomy”. (129a)

3aranpHa KUIBKICTh OJMHHULB JIEKCHYHOTO TMPOCTOPIYYS  aHIJIIKACHKOrO
OpUTiHANY, MEPEKIaJeHUX 31 30€peKEHHSAM TJIMOMHU E€THUYHOI 3HUKEHOCTI CKiaja
52,6 %, 31 3HWKEHHSAM TJIMOMHU €THUYHOI 3HMKEHOCTI opuriHany — 8 %, a 13 ii
miasuneHasam — 39,4 %.

V Toli ke 4yac HeoOXigHO Big3HAuMTH, MO 19,5 % eaeMeHTIB aHTJIIMCHEKOrO
JIEKCUYHOTO TPOCTOpiuYsl B3araji HISK HE BIATBOPEHI, TOOTO Mepekiagay
BUKOPHCTOBYE HYJIbOBMI mepekJyaa. KulbKiCHI 1aHl 00 UbOTr0 NpuiioMy He Oynu
BpaxoBaHI B aHaji3l BIATBOPEHHS CTHJIICTUYHO 3HUKEHOI JIEKCUKH OpPWUTIHANY B
nepeKsaal moA0 INMOUHU €TUYHOI 3HMKEHOCTI.

Lleli ¢akT Bka3zye Ha CyTTEBY BTpATy CTHJIICTUYHOI MapKOBAHOCTI OKPEMHUX

JIEKCUYHUX OJIMHUIIH Ta YChOT'O BUXIJIHOTO TEKCTY MPH MEPEKIIAII.

BucnoBkmu 10 Po3ainy 2

[Ipoanaini3zyBaBIIM OPUTIHAJBHUNA TEKCT pPOMaHy Ta TEKCT MepeKiany vy
MePEKIIa03HABYO-31CTABHOMY aCTEKTi, MOXHA JIATH BUCHOBKY, IO MPU MEPEKIIai
CTHUJIICTUYHO 3HWIKEHOI JISKCHMKW y BUIJIA/1I BIMCHKOBOTO TNEpeKIIany IMepexiagayd
HalgacTime, mpuOIM3HO y TPETHHI YCiX 3adiKCOBAaHUX BUMAIKIB, BIAETHCS 0
3aJy4eHHS CTHJIICTUYHOTO BIANOBIIHUKA — €KBIBaJeHTa (OAMHMII JIEKCUYHOTO
POCTOPIUYS LITLOBOI MOBH).

Cepen 3amyueHux nepekiaalbKux TpanchopMalliidi MU CIIOCTEPIraeMo Taki:
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JocniBHuii nepexian — 15.9%;

Bunyuenns — 22.6%

Omnucosuii — 5.4%

TpanckoayBaHHS (aganTUBHE TpaHCKpUOYyBaHHs) — 2.1%

Jlexcuuna momysiis — 24.8% (31 30epekeHHSIM MTHOWHNA €TUYHOT 3HIKEHOCTI
opuriHany Oyno mepeknageHo 12,1 % cnenri3MiB. 3i 3HWKEHHSM TIUOMHU €TUIHOI
3HMJKEHOCTI opuriHainy Oyno mnepekiaieHo 4,3 % cieHri3miB. [3 miaBUIIEHHSIM
TNIMOMHYU €TUYHOI 3HIKEHOCTI OpuUriHainy OyIio nepekiaaeHo 8,4 % cieHri3MiB)

ExsiBanentu — 7.8%

3amiHa yepe3 KyJIbTYpHUM €KBiBaJIeHT 0 HeiTpam3aiii — 11%

HaliMeHmr 3amydyeHMMH, 3TIITHO 3 pe3yJbTaTaMU JIHIBICTUYHOTO aHalli3y,
BUSIBWIMCHh aHTOHIMIYHUHN mepekian Ta nofaBaHHs (5,2 % Bij 3arajabHOl KIJTBKOCTI
3a(1KCOBaHMUX TpaHCPOpMaLiid KOKHA).

Pazom — 100%.

TumyacoMm miJi 4ac MOPIBHSUIBHOTO aHAaJ3y OpUTiHATY Ta Nepekiamxy Oyio
KOHCTATOBAaHO 3HAYHE 3HWKEHHS eKchpecii M Yac BUKOPUCTAHHS OIMCOBOTO

nepeKsaay, KoMIeHcalli ado renepaisartii.
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3AT'AJIbHI BUCHOBKH

CreHr — MICBKUH COIIIOJIEKT, 1[0 BUHUK 3 apro pi3HUX 3aMKHEHUX COIaIbHUX
rpyn (MpaBoOMOPYIIHUKIB, KpaMapiB, pEeMICHHKIB, B'S3HIB, OypcakiB-y4YHIB, BOSIKIB), SIK
EMOIIIIfHO 3a0apBJIeHA JICKCHKA HU3BKOTO W (aMiIbIPHOTO CTUJIIO, MOIIMPEHA Cepel
COLIIaIbHUX HH3IB 1 MEBHHUX BIKOBUX TPYI (PEMICHHUYOI, MIKUIBHOI MOJIOJ1) MICT,
NOCIJJa€ BAYKJIMBE MICLIE Y KYJIbTYpl MOBJIEHHS, HOTO MO>KHA 3a4MCIUTH JI0 JIEKCUYHO-
CTUJIICTUYHHX YTBOpEHb. Taki cjioBa MpUTaMaHHI PO3MOBHIM MOBI JIOACH, SKi
OB’ s13aH1 MEBHOIO CI1JIBHICTIO IHTEPECIB.

JIrogu pizHUX Npodeciii Ta COlialIbHUX TPy PO3pOOUIIN BIACHY TEPMIHOJIOTIIO,
sKa TO3BOJIAE 1M IIBHJIKO I TOYHO BUPAXKATH TyMKH 13 MIHIMAJBbHOIO 3aTpaTolo 4acy.
[{i Bupa3u, yacto ipoHIYHI Ta HaBITH 00pa3/MBi, HACTUILKUA BIIMBAIOTHCS B MOBY, IO
JIEKOJIA 3aMIHSIFOTh «IIPaBUJIbHI» CIIOBA.

[{uBii30BaHe CYCHUIBCTBO 3a3BUYail MOJUICHE HAa JOMIHAHTHY KYJIbTYPHY
rpyny 1 makyiabTypH. i miaKyIsTypy BKUBAIOTh CHEIialIbHI JIIHTBICTHYHI TTOHSTTS,
K1 3aj7eaTh BiJl BIJHOIIEHb y TPYIl Ta BIJ CTABJICHHA LUX TPYI JO JTOMIHAHTHOI
KYJIBTYpH.

CneHnr BUKOHYe Takl (QYHKIIi: 00’€qHye I1HAMBIIA 3 TPYINOK, BOJHOYAC
BUPI3HAIOUM BIANOBIAHY TPyNy MOMDK IHHIIMX, & TaKOXX CTa€ MOBHUM 3HApSAJISIM
iHTepnperamnii aiiicHocTH. COITIONEKT, sIK KOYKHA MOBA, Y TIEBHHM CMociO 1HTEpIpeTye
JUHCHICTb, HAKPECIIIOIYM 00pa3 CBITY 3T1JIHO 3 CUCTEMOIO CYCIIJIBHUX I[IHHOCTEH, fKI
npuiiMae rpymna. Omke, QyHKIIT CJICHTY TOTOXH1 (YHKI[ISIM 3arallbHOHaApOAHOI MOBH,
ajie SKII0 OCTaHHS KOHCOJMIJy€ BCIO HAlllOHAJIbHY CHUIBHOTY, BIIPI3HSIOUYM i1 BiX
IHIIMX Halid, To 00’elHaBYa (DYHKIIISI CIEHTY Jli€ Ha BY>KYOMY, T'PYIIOBOMY PpiBHI,
BUOKPEMJIIOIOYM BCEPEIMHI COLIyMy TpYyNu JIIoAed 3a MNEBHUMH O3HAaKaMU —
npodeci€ero, pooM HiSUIBHOCTI, IHTEPECAMH, BIKOM TOILIO.

Amepukancekuii BiicbkoBHUi ciieHr (ABC) sk HeHOpmaTHBHa, He(opmalibHa,
CTIJIICTUYHO  3HIDKEHAa, (YHKI[IOHAIFHO OOMEXEeHa MOBa  aMEpPUKAHCHKHX
BICHKOBOCTYOOBIIIB, 110 BHKOPUCTOBYETHCS 3 METOK 3IIMCHEHHS TEBHUX

MOBJICHHEBUX (DYHKIIIH, MOEAHY€E Pi3HI KAaTEropii JIEKCUKH: MPOCTOPIvYs, BilICHKOBO-
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npodeciiiHi KaproHi3Mu, TPYMOBI Ta COIlaibHI KApPTOHI3MH, CIICHT13MHU-CKOPOUYEHHS,
KOJIOB1 HaliMEHYBaHHS, BIMICbKOBY CJIEHTOBY (Ppazeosiorito, aproTu3Mu, ByJIbrapusmH,
eBdeMi3Mu, YyKOMOBHI 3aII03UYECHHS, HEOJIOT13MH, ICTOPU3MH TOLIIO.

ABC € Oap'epoM JBOMOBHOI KOMYHIKAIlli HaBiTh JJIs JIOCBIIYEHOTO
nepekiiaziadya d4epe3 TMO€JAHAHHS MOBHUX Ta I[103aMOBHUX YHHHHUKIB YTBOPEHHS
BiICEKOBOTO CJICHTY.

['0710BHOIO YMOBOIO ONTUMAJIBHOTO TIEPEKIIAY CICHTI3MIB € TIMOOKE PO3YMIHHS
CTpaTerii nmepekiany, sika mojsirae y nepeiaBanHi JEKCHYHOTO 3HAUYEHHSI KOHKPETHOTO
CIICHTI3My Ha TIJCTaBl BUKOPHUCTAHHS PECYpCiB ILUILOBOI MOBH; ypaxyBaHHS
0COOJIMBOCTEN KOMYHIKaTHBHOI CUTYallii, 0OMEXeHb 1 Taly, 1110 ICHYIOTh y TPAIULIsX,
3BHYAsX, MOBEIIHI, KYJIbTypl €THOCY, COLIyMY, KOJIEKTUBY, OCOOM; HEWTpai3arlii
PO301KHOCTEN Y (POHOBUX 3HAHHSIX KOMYHIKAHTIB 1 3allPONOHYBAHHI ONTHUMAJIBHOTO
nepeKagabKoro BiAMOBIAHKMKA. CTpareriss Mepekiaay peali3yeThCs B TaKTULl H
TEXHOJIOT11 epeKIady.

TakTuka mnepexiany CIACHTI3MIB Ui BIMNCHKOBOTO TIEPEKJIaay IOJIATaE B
TpaHCIALII JEHOTATUBHOIO Ta CUTHI(IKATUBHOTO 3HAYEHb CJIEHTI3MY HUIIXOM
3aMpOINOHYBAHHS ONTUMAJIBLHOTO BIAMOBITHUKA 3 aKTUBHOTO PETPOTYKTUBHOTO 3aracy
nepekiaaaJa.

TexHomoris mnepekyagy Moyisirae 'y BHOOpPI Ta 3aCTOCYBaHHI ONTUMATBLHUX
CHOCO0IB TIEpeKIIaay, CIPSIMOBAHOTO HA peani3allilo cTpaTerii i TAKTUKU MEepeKIary.
['oOOBHUMU TNPUHLUIAMHM  peajizallii TEeXHOJIOTHl MepeKiIaay CJICHTI3MIB  CJIiJl
BBa)KaTU OOOB'SI3KOBY Tepefady JCHOTATUBHOTO 3HAYEHHS CIICHTI3MY, TPAHCIIAIIIO
xoua O OAHOI KOHOTalii CUTHI(IKATUBHOTO KOMITIOHEHTA JICKCUYHOTO 3HAYCHHS
CJICHT13MY, 30€peKEeHHS 3araibHOI (YHKI1OHATbHO-CTUIIICTUYHOI BIATIOBITHOCTI.

3amopykor0  BIIEBHEHOTO TOJOJAHHS  JIHTBOKYJIBTYpHOTO Oap'epa mpu
BUKOPHUCTAHHI CJEHTI3MIB € (OpMYyBaHHsS JIOCTaTHbOrO pPiBHSA (haxoBOi (MOBHOI,
KYJIbTypO-KpaiHO3HaBYOI, KOMYHIKaTUBHOI) KOMIETEHIli BIIICHKOBOTO MepeKiiaaaya.
JlocmimpkeHHs Ccnoco0iB TMepekiaay JM03BOJsiE HaM JIMTH TaKWX BHCHOBKIB, IO
JIOTIOMOT'OI0 TAKUX TUIIIB MEPEKIIATy OyJI0 BUSIBICHO CTUILKH MPUKIA/IIB:

1) NocaiBuuii mepekaan. [lepexian 3a qonomorotro exBiBaieHTy 10 ciieHTi3MiB.
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2) Buayuenns excnpecuBHocTi. Came mnepenaya KOHOTOTHBHHMX O3HAK —
EKCIIPECHBHOCTI, €MOITIHHOCTI Ta OIIHHOCTI — CTa€ TUM 3aBJaHHSM, BiJl YCHIIITHOTO
BUPIIICHHS SKOTO 3aJICKUTh aJIeKBaTHICTH mepekiany. [Ipu mepenadi cieHri3miB Ta
JKaproHI3MiB HaWOUIbIIa TepeBara BIIAETHCA THUM CJIOBaM MOBHU TEpeKyIamy, sIKi
JAI0Th 3MOTY PENpOAYKYBaTH EKCIPECUBHICTh, €MOIIHHICTh, OIIHHICTh, HaBITH 3a
paxyHOK BTpaTH MOBHOI Mepeiayl MpeAMETHO-TIOHATIHHOTO 3MiCcTy 33 clieHTi3Ma.

3) OnucoBuii mepeKJIax — 11e TAKUH TPUHOM TIEepeKiIay JCKCUIHUX CJICMCHTIB
BUXITHOT MOBH, KOJIA CJIOBO, CIIOBOCHOJYYECHHS 3aMIHIOETHCSI B MOBI IEpEKIaTy
CIIOBOCIIOJyYEHHSIM,  SIKE  aJIeKBaTHO  Iepefae 3MICT LbOro cioBa  abo
CJIOBOCIIOJTYYEHHS. 7 CIICHT13MIB.

4) TpaHcKkoayBaHHsI — II¢ Takui CIoci0 IMepeksiaay, KoM 3BYyKoBa Ta /abo
rpadiuHa (GopMu CllOBa BHUXIJHOI MOBU TIEPEAEThCS 3aco0amMu a0ETKH MOBH
nepeknaay 4 cneHriaMa. AJAanTHBHE TPAaHCKOAYBAaHHsSl. II€ BHUJ MOBHOTO
MOCEPEAHUIITBA, TIPU SIKOMY BiZOYBAEThCSI HE JIMIIE TPAHCKOYBaHHS (TIEpEHECEHHS)
1H(popmaiii 3 oaHiel MOBH B 1HIIY (110 BIAOYBAEThCS 1 MPH MEPEKIIai), ajle TaKoX 1
ananrauis (MpUCTOCYBaHHSA) IIi€l 1HPOpMAIIlT 3 METOIO BUKJIAJICHHS ii B 1HIIN (popmi,
npudoMy 115 (hopMa BUKIIAJICHHS BU3HAYAETHCS HE OPUTIHAJIOM, @ OCOOJIMBOIO METOIO
MIXXMOBHOI KOMYHIKAIIIi.

Crnenudika afanTUBHOTO TPAHCKOIYBAHHS 3aJICKUTH Bijl CIIPSIMYBAHHS IIPOLIECY
MOBHOTO MOCEPEHUIITBA Ha KOHKPETHY TPYITy pElEenTopiB Nepekiaay abo Ha 3a/iaHy
(dbopMy nepeTBopeHHs 1HGOpMaLlli OpUTIHAITY.

6) Jlekcuuna wmonpyasimisg. Sk mpuiioM TeEpeKiIaxy JIEKCMYHA MOMYJISIIS
CKJIQIAa€ThCSl 3 HU3KH JICKCUKO-CEMaHTUYHHMX TpaHcdopmariiii. [Ipuitom nexcuaHOi
MOJYJISIIIIT BU3HAYAETHCS K MepedOopMYITIOBaHHS BHCIOBICHHS, 3yMOBIIEHE 3MiHOIO
pakypcy OadeHHs TMEBHOTO O0’€KTy MIMCHOCTI TMEepeKiazadeM depe3 po30iKHOCTI Y
CBITOCTIDUMHSATTI HOCISIMA MOB OpHUTiHANYy Ta nepekiany. Ilinm dac 3actocyBaHHs
JICKCUYHOI MOIYJAIIl MDK CEMAaHTUYHUMH CTPYKTYpamMH OJWHHIb JBOX MOB
BUHUKAIOTh TINEPO-TIMOHIMIYHI, MeTadOpHUYHI, METOHIMIYHI, MPUINHOBO-HACIIIKOBI,
KOHTPAJUKTOPHI a00 KOHTpapHI 3B’sI3kU. Bunu nexcuyHoi Moayiii no0y1oBaH1 Ha

OCHOBI JIOT1YHUX BiTHOILICHb y3arajibHEHHS, OOMEXEHHS, IepEeTUHAHHS a00 3MIILIEHHS.
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JlexcuuHa MOIYJISIIIISE MOXKE MaTu CTally a0o BUIbHY (hOpMY 3aCTOCYBaHHS 1 €
palioOHAJILHUM  CIIOCOOOM  JIOCSITHEHHSI  aJiekBaTHOro mnepekiamay. Crama ¢opma
JICKCUYHOI MOJIYJIAIIi TPYHTYEThCS Ha HASBHOCTI TOTOBUX TMEPEKIATAIIbKAX
BIJIMOBIJIHUKIB Yy MUJIbOBIM MOBI. BilbHa MOAYJAIs € MPOIYKTOM TBOPUOCTI
nepekiiazaya, KOJM Yy MPOLeci BIATBOPEHHS TEKCTY OPHUTIHATY BUKOPHCTOBYETHCS
aJIEKBAaTHUH BIIIIOBITHUK.

7) 3amiHa — 1ie Taka JIeKCHYHA TepeKiaaalbka TpanchopMarlis, BHACIIIOK K0T
NEPeKIaJHAM  BIAMOBIIHUKOM CTa€ CJIOBO a00 CJIOBOCIIONYYEHHS, IO HE €
CJIOBHUKOBHUM BIJIMOBIAHUKOM 1 IIO MiJIOpaHO 13 BpaxyBaHHSIM KOHTEKCTYaJIbHOTO
3HAYEHHS CJIOBA, SIKE TEPEKIIATAEThCS, HOTO KOHTEKCTY BXKMBAHHS Ta MOBIICHHEBUX
HOPM 1 TpaauIliii MOBU miepekiany 34 cieHrizma.

Kpim Toro, nns nepekiaay BiICBKOBUX CICHTOBUX abOpeBiaTyp Ta CKOPOYEHb 5
CKOpUCTANACh 3arajbHOBIIOMUMH CHOCOOAMHM iX Mepekiaay: KOMOIHOBaHHIA
NepeKIiaj, 3a JIOMOMOIOl0 SIKOTO OyJio MEpeKNIaieHO 5 CIEeHTi3MiB. A Takox OyIio
BUSIBJICHO MOBJICHHEBI BIATIOBITHUKU 8 CJICHT13MIB.

8) Iindip exBiBajieHTa MPHU MePeKJIadi — [I¢ BUKOPUCTAHHS OJMHUII HA MOBI
NePeKIIay, Sika MOBHICTIO BIJIMOBIAA€ IEHOTATUBHOMY 3HAYEHHIO OJIMHULII OPUTIHAITY 1
HaBiTh 30epira€ CTWIICTUYHE MAapKyBaHHS Ta KOHOTABHUN KOHTEKCT OJMHUII
KOMYHIKaIlii.

MoskHa 3poOUTH BUCHOBOK, ITI0 TTEpEKIIaj] HaBEICHUX MPUKIIAIIB, 3/1€01IbIIOT0,
€ aJIEKBATHUM 1 BIJIIIOB1/Ia€ 3araJIbHONPUUHATAM HOPMaM YKpPaiHCbKOi MOBH.

IlepcnekTUBY JOCTiIKEHHS MTOJIATAIOTh Y TOJAJBIIIOMY TEOPETUYHOMY Ta
EKCIIEPUMEHTATLHOMY BHUBYCHHI TaKMX ACMEKTIB MEPEKIIa03HABCTBA, JICKCHUKOJIOTII,
nexkcukorpadii Ta JIHTBOAMIAKTUKU: MparMaTUyHe 3HAYCHHS OJMHUIb CJICHTI3MiB;
NIePEKIIa]] BINCHKOBOI CIIEHIOBOI (hpa3eoiorii; po3MeXyBaHHS CJICHTY Ta 1HIINX THITIB
HEMTepaTypHOTrO  MOBJICHHS;  Tojaaibiie  BuBYeHHS  YBC;  cTBOpeHHS
nekcukorpadiuHoi 6a3u CyOCTaHIAPTHUX OJUHUI PI3HUX MOB; TEOPIsl Ta MPAKTHKA
dbopMyBaHHS TIEpPEKIIaIallbKOi KOMITETEHIIIT; CUCTeMaTH3alllsl TUITOBUX TTOMUJIOK TIPH
NepeKIIail TEKCTIB PI3HUX JKaHPIB; OOTPYHTYBaHHS il B1AOIp JEKCUKO-(PPpa3eoaoriyHuX

MIHIMYMIB J11 OOOB'SI3KOBOTO aKTUBHOTO 3aCBOEHHS TIEpEKIaladaMHu.
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NOJATKH
JHonatoxk A
The Short-Timers by Gustav Hasford

Dedicated to

"Penny"

John C. Pennington, Corporal

Combat Photographer, First Marine Division
KIA, June 9, 1968

Adieu to a Solider

Adieu, O soldier,

You of the rude campaigning, (which we shared,)

The rapid march, the life of the camp,

The hot contention of opposing fronts, the long manoeuvre,

Red battles with their slaughter, the stimulus, the strong terrific game,
Spell of all brave and manly hearts, the trains of time through you and like of
you all fill'd,

With war and war's expression.

Adieu, dear comrade,

Your mission is fulfill'd--but 1, more warlike,

Myself and this contentious soul of mine,

Still on our campaigning bound,

Through untried roads with ambushes opponents lined,

Through many a sharp defeat and many a crisis, often baffled,

Here marching, ever marching on, a war fight out--aye here,

To fiercer, weightier battles give expression.

Walt Whitman, Drum Taps, 1871
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The Spirit of the Bayonet

I think that Vietham was what we had instead of happy childhoods.
Michael Herr, Dispatches

The Marines are looking for a few good men...

The recruit says that his name is Leonard Pratt.

Gunnery Sergeant Gerheim takes one look at the skinny red-neck and immediately dubs him
"Gomer Pyle."

We think maybe he's trying to be funny. Nobody laughs.

Dawn. Green Marines. Three junior drill instructors screaming, "GET IN LINE! GET IN LINE!
YOU WILL NOT MOVE! YOU WILL NOT SPEAK!" Red brick buildings. Willow trees hung
with with Spanish moss. Long, irregular lines of sweating civilians standing tall on yellow
footprints painted in a pattern on the concrete deck.

Parris Island, South Carolina, the United States Marine Corps Recruit Depot, an eight-week college
for the phony-tough and the crazy-brave, constructed in a swamp on an island, symmetrical but
sinister like a suburban death camp.

Gunnery Sergeant Gerheim spits. "Listen up, herd. You maggots had better start looking like United
States Marine Corps recruits. Do not think for one second that you are Marines. You just dropped
by to pick up a set of dress blues. Am I right, ladies? Sorry 'bout that.”

A wiry little Texan in horn-rimmed glasses the guys are already calling "Cowboy" says, "Is that
you, John Wayne? Is this me?" Cowboy takes off his pearl-gray Stetson and fans his sweaty face.

I laugh. Years of high school drama classes have made me a mimic. | sound exactly like John
Wayne as | say: "I think I'm going to hate this movie."

Cowboy laughs. He beats his Stetson on his thigh.

Gunnery Sergeant Gerheim laughs, too. The senior drill instructor is an obscene little ogre in
immaculate khaki. He aims his index finger between my eyes and says, "You. Yeah--you. Private
Joker. | like you. You can come over to my house and fuck my sister.” He grins. Then his face goes
hard. "You little scumbag. | got your name. | got your ass. You will not laugh. You will not cry.
You will learn by the numbers. I will teach you."

Leonard Pratt grins.

Sergeant Gerheim puts his fists on his hips. "If you ladies leave my island, if you survive recruit
training, you will be a weapon, you will be a minister of death, praying for war. And proud. Until
that day you are pukes, you are scumbags, you are the lowest form of life on Earth. You are not
even human. You people are nothing but a lot of little pieces of amphibian shit."

Leonard chuckles.

"Private Pyle think | am a real funny guy. He thinks Parris Island is more fun than a sucking chest
wound."

The hillbilly's face is frozen into a permanent expression of oat-fed innocence.

"You maggots are not going to have any fun here. You are not going to enjoy standing in straight
lines and you are not going to enjoy massaging your own wand and you are not going to enjoy
saying 'sir' to individuals you do not like. Well, ladies, that's tough titty. | will speak and you will
function. Ten percent of you will not survive. Ten percent of you maggots are going to go AWOL
or will try to take your own life or will break your backs on the Confidence Course or will just go
plain fucking crazy. There it is. My orders are to weed out all nonhackers who do not pack the gear
to serve in my beloved Corps. You will be grunts. Grunts get no slack. My recruits learn to survive
without slack. Because | am hard, you will not like me. But the more you hate me, the more you
will learn. Am | correct, herd?"

Some of us mumble, "Yes. Yeah. Yes, sir."

"I can't hear you, ladies."”

"Yes, sir."

"I still can't hear you, ladies. SOUND OFF LIKE YOU GOT A PAIR."

"YES, SIR!"
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"You piss me off. Hit the deck."”

We crumple down onto the hot parade deck.

"You got no motivation. Do you hear me, maggots? Listen up. | will give you motivation. You have
no espirit de corps. | will give you espirit de corps. You have no traditions. | will give you
traditions. And I will show you how to live up to them."

Sergeant Gerheim struts, ramrod straight, hands on hips. "GET UP! GET UP!"

We get up, sweating, knees sore, hands gritty.

Sergeant Gerheim says to his three junior drill instructors: "What a humble herd." Then to us: "You
silly scumbags are too slow. Hit the deck."

Down.

uUp.

Down.

Up.

"HIT IT!™

Down.

Sergeant Gerheim steps over our struggling bodies, stomps fingers, kicks ribs with the toe of his
boot. "Jesus H. Christ. You maggots are huffing and puffing the way your momma did the first time
your old man put the meat to her."

Pain.

"GET UP! GET UP!"

Up. Muscles aching.

Leonard Pratt is still sprawled on the hot concrete.

Sergeant Gerheim dances over to him, stands over him, shoves his Smokey the Bear campaign
cover to the back of his bald head. "Okay, scumbag, do it."

Leonard gets up on one knee, hesitates, then stands up, inhaling and exhaling. He grins.

Sergeant Gerheim punches Leonard in the Adam's apples--hard. The sergeant's big fist pounds
Leonard's chest. Then his stomach. Leonard doubles over with pain. "LOCK THEM HEELS!
YOU'RE AT ATTENTION!" Sergeant Gerheim backhands Leonard across the face.

Blood.

Leonard grins, locks his heels. Leonard's lips are busted, pink and purple, and his mouth is bloody,
but Leonard only shrugs and grins as though Gunnery Sergeant Gerheim has just given him a
birthday present.

For the first four weeks of recruit training Leonard continues to grin, even though he receives more
than his share of the beatings. Beatings, we learn, are a routine element of life on Parris Island. And
not that I'm-only-rough-on-'um-because-I-love-'um crap civilians have seen in Jack Webb's
Hollywood movie The D.l. and in Mr. John Wayne's The Sands of Iwo Jima. Gunnery Sergeant
Gerheim and his three junior drill instructors administer brutal beatings to faces, chests, stomachs,
and backs. With fists. Or boots--they kick us in the ass, the kidneys, the ribs, any part of our bodies
upon which a black and purple bruise won't show.

But even having the shit beat out of him with calculated regularity fails to educate Leonard the way
it educates the other recruits in Platoon 30-92. In high school psychology they said that fish,
cockroaches, and even one-celled protozoa can be brainwashed. But not Leonard.

Leonard tries harder than any of us.

He can't do anything right.

During the day Leonard stumbles and falls, but never complains.

At night, as the platoon sleeps in double-tiered metal bunks, Leonard cries. | whisper to him to be
quiet. He stops crying.

No recruit is ever allowed to be alone.

On the first day of our fifth week, Sergeant Gerheim beats the hell out of me.
I'm standing tall in Gerheim's palace, a small room at the far end of the squad bay.
"Do you believe in the Virgin Mary?"
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"NO, SIR!" I say. It's a trick question. Any answer will be wrong, and Sergeant Gerheim will beat
me harder if | reverse myself.

Sergeant Gerheim punches me in the solar plexus with his elbow. "You little maggot,” he says, and
his fist punctuates the sentence. | stand to attention, heels locked, eyes front, swallowing groans,
trying not to flinch. "You make me want to vomit, scumbag. You goddamn heathen. You better
sound off that you love the Virgin Mary or I'm going to stomp your guts out." Sergeant Gerheim's
face is about one inch from my left ear. "EYES FRONT!" Spit sprinkles my cheek. "You do love
the Virgin Mary, don't you, Private Joker? Speak! "

"SIR, NEGATIVE, SIR!"

I wait. | know that he is going to order me into the head. The shower stall is where he takes the
recruits he wants to hurt. Almost every day recruits march into the head with Sergeant Gerheim
and, because the deck in the shower stall is wet, they accidentally fall down. They accidentally fall
down so many times that when they come out they look like they've been run over by a cat tractor.
He's behind me. I can hear him breathing.

"What did you say, prive?"

"SIR, THE PRIVATE SAID, 'NO, SIR!" SIR!"

Sergeant Gerheim's beefy red face floats by like a cobra being charmed by music. His eyes drill into
mine; they invite me to look at him; they dare me to move my eyes one fraction of an inch.

"Have you seen the light? The white light? The great light? The guiding light--do you have the
vision?"

"SIR, AYE-AYE, SIR!"

"Who's your squad leader, scumbag?"

"SIR, THE PRIVATE'S SQUAD LEADER IS PRIVATE HAMER, SIR!"

"Hamer, front and center."”

Hamer runs down the center of the squad bay, snaps to attention in front of Sergeant Gerheim.
"AYE-AYE, SIR!"

"Hamer, you're fired. Private Joker is promoted to squad leader."

Hamer hesitates. "AYE-AYE, SIR!"

"Go."

Hamer does an about-face, runs back down the squad bay, falls back into line in front of his rack,
snaps to attention.

| say, "SIR, THE PRIVATE REQUESTS PERMISSION TO SPEAK TO THE DRILL
INSTRUCTOR!"

"Speak."

"SIR, THE PRIVATE DOES NOT WANT TO BE A SQUAD LEADERS, SIR!"

Gunnery Sergeant Gerheim puts his fists on his hips. He pushes his Smokey the Bear campaign
cover to the back of his bald head. He sighs. "Nobody wants to lead, maggot, but somebody has to.
You got the brain, you got the balls, so you get the job. The Marine Corps is not a mob like the
Army. Marines die--that's what we're here for--but the Marine Corps will live forever, because
every Marine is a leader when he has to be--even a prive."

Sergeant Gerheim turns to Leonard. "Private Pyle, Private Joker is your new bunkmate. Private
Joker is a very bright boy. He will teach you everything. He will teach you how to pee."

| say, "SIR, THE PRIVATE WOULD PREFER TO STAY WITH HIS BUNKMATE, PRIVATE
COWBOY, SIR!"

Cowboy and | have become friends because when you're far from home and scared shitless you
need all the friends you can get and you need them right away. Cowboy is the only recruit who
laughs at all my jokes. He's got a sense of humor, which is priceless in a place like this, but he's
serious when he has to be--he's dependable.

Sergeant Gerheim sighs. "You queer for Private Cowboy's gear? You smoke his pole?"

"SIR, NEGATIVE, SIR!"

"Outstanding. Then Private Joker will bunk with Private Pyle. Private Joker is silly and he's
ignorant, but he's got guts, and guts is enough.”
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Sergeant Gerheim struts back to his “palace,” a tiny room at the far end of the squad bay. "Okay,
ladies, ready...MOUNT!"

We all jump into our racks and freeze.
"Sing."

We sing:

From the halls of Montezuma,

To the shores of Tripoli,

We will fight our country's battles,

On land, and air, and sea.

If the Army and the Navy

Ever gaze on heaven's scenes,

They will find the streets are guarded by
United States Marines...

"Okay, herd, readdddy...SLEEP!"

Training continues.

| teach Leonard everything | know, from how to lace his black combat boots to the assembly and
disassembly of the M-14 semi-automatic shoulder weapon.

| teach Leonard that Marines do not ditty-bop, they do not just walk. Marines run; they double-time.
Or, if the distance to be covered is great, Marines hump, one foot after the other, one step at a time,
for as long as necessary. Marines work hard. Only shitbirds try to avoid work, only shitbirds try to
skate. Marines are clean, not skuzzy. | teach Leonard to value his rifle as he values his life. | teach
him that blood makes the grass grow.

"This here gun is one mean-looking piece of iron, sure enough.” Leonard's clumsy fingers snap his
weapon together.

I'm repulsed by the look and feel of my own weapon. The rifle is cold and heavy in my hands.
"Think of your rifle as a tool, Leonard. Like an ax on the farm."

Leonard grins. "Okay. You right, Joker." He looks at me. "I'm sure glad you're helping me, Joker.
You're my friend. | know I'm slow. I always been slow. Nobody ever helped me..."

I turn away. "That sounds like a personal problem,” I say. | keep my eyes on my weapon.

Sergeant Gerheim continues the siege of Leonard Pratt, Private. He gives Leonard extra push-ups
every night, yells at him louder than he yells at the rest of us, calls his mother more colorful names.
Meanwhile, the rest of us are not forgotten. We suffer, too. We suffer for Leonard's mistakes. We
march, we run, we duck walk, and we crawl.

We play war in the swamp. Near the site of the Ribbon Creek Massacre, where six recruits drowned
during a disciplinary night march in 1956, Sergeant Gerheim orders me to climb a willow tree. I'm a
sniper. I'm supposed to shoot the platoon. | hang on a limb. If | can see a recruit well enough to
name him, he's dead.

The platoon attacks. | yell, "HAMER!" and Hamer falls dead.

The platoon scatters. | scan the underbrush.

A green phantom blinks through a shadow. | see its face. | open my mouth. The limb cracks. I'm
falling...

I collide with the sandy deck. I look up.

Cowhboy is standing over me. "Bang, bang, you're dead,"” he says. And then he laughs.

Sergeant Gerheim looms over me. | try to explain that the limb broke.

"You can't talk, sniper. You are dead. Private Cowboy just took your life.”

Sergeant Gerheim promotes Cowboy to squad leader.

During our sixth week, Sergeant Gerheim orders us to double-time around the squad bay with our
penises in our left hands and our weapons in our right hands, singing: This is my rifle, this is gun;
one is for fighting and one is for fun. And: | don't want no teen-aged queen; all I want is my M-14.
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Sergeant Gerheim orders us to name our rifles. "This is the only pussy you people are going to get.
Your days of finger-banging ol' Mary Jane Rottencrotch through her pretty pink panties are over.
You're married to this piece, this weapon of iron and wood, and you will be faithful.”

We run. And we sing:

Well, I don't know

But I been told

Eskimo pussy

Is mighty cold...

Before chow, Sergeant Gerheim tells us that during World War | Blackjack Pershing said, "The
deadliest weapon in the world is a Marine and his rifle." At Belleau Wood the Marines were so
vicious that the German infantrymen called them Teufel-Hunden --"devil dogs."

Sergeant Gerheim explains that it is important for us to understand that it is our killer instinct which
must be harnessed if we expect to survive in combat. Our rifle is only a tool; it is a hard heart that
Kills.

Our will to kill must be focused the way our rifle focuses a firing pressure of fifty thousand pounds
per square inch to propel a piece of lead. If our rifles are not properly cleaned the explosion will be
improperly focused and our rifles will shatter. If our killer instincts are not clean and strong, we will
hesitate at the moment of truth. We will not kill. We will become dead Marines. And then we will
be in a world of shit because Marines are not allowed to die without permission; we are government

property.

The Confidence Course: We go hand over hand down a rope strung at a forty-five degree angle
across a pond--the slide-for-life. We hang upside down like monkeys and crawl headfirst down the
rope.

Leonard falls off the slide-for-life eighteen times. He almost drowns. He cries. He climbs the tower.
He tries again. He falls off again. This time he sinks.

Cowboy and I dive into the pond. We pull Leonard out of the muddy water. He's unconscious.
When he comes to, he cries.

Back at the squad bay Sergeant Gerheim fits a Trojan rubber over the mouth of a canteen and
throws the canteen at Leonard. The canteen hits Leonard on the side of the head. Sergeant Gerheim
bellows, "Marines do not cry!"

Leonard is ordered to nurse on the canteen every day after chow.

During bayonet training Sergeant Gerheim dances an aggressive ballet. He knocks us down with a
pugil stick, a five-foot pole with heavy padding on both ends. We play war with the pugil sticks.
We beat each other without mercy. Then Sergeant Gerheim orders us to fix bayonets.

Sergeant Gerheim demonstrates effective attack techniques to a recruit named Barnard, a soft-
spoken farm boy from Maine. The beefy drill instructor knocks out two of Private Barnard's teeth
with a rifle butt.

The purpose of the bayonet training, Sergeant Gerheim explains, is to awaken our killer instincts.
The killer instinct will make us fearless and aggressive, like animals. If the meek ever inherit the
earth the strong will take it away from them. The weak exist to be devoured by the strong. Every
Marine must pack his own gear. Every Marine must be the instrument of his own salvation. It's
hard, but there it is.

Private Barnard, his jaw bleeding, his mouth a bloody hole, demonstrates that he has been paying
attention. Private Barnard grabs his rifle and, sitting up, bayonets Sergeant Gerheim through the
right thigh.

Sergeant Gerheim grunts. Then he responds with a vertical butt stroke, but misses. So he backhands
Private Barnard across the face with his fist.

Whipping off his web belt, Sergeant Gerheim ties a crude tourniquet around his bloody thigh. Then
he makes the unconscious Private Barnard a squad leader. "Goddamn it, there's one little maggot
who knows that the spirit of the bayonet is to kill! He'll make a damn fine field Marine. He ought to
be a fucking general.”
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On the last day of our sixth week | wake up and find my rifle in my rack. My rifle is under my
blanket, beside me. I don't know how it got there.

My mind isn't on my responsibilities and | forget to remind Leonard to shave.

Inspection. Junk on the bunk. Sergeant Gerheim points out that Private Pyle did not stand close
enough to his razor.

Sergeant Gerheim orders Leonard and the recruit squad leaders into the head.

In the head, Sergeant Gerheim orders us to piss into a toilet bowl. "LOCK THEM HEELS! YOU
ARE AT ATTENTION! READDDDDY..WHIZzzzZ..."

We whiz.

Sergeant Gerheim grabs the back of Leonard's neck and forces Leonard to his knees, pushes his
head down into the yellow pool. Leonard struggles. Bubbles. Panic gives Leonard strength;
Sergeant Gerheim holds him down.

After we're sure that Leonard has drowned, Sergeant Gerheim flushes the toilet. When the water
stops flowing, Sergeant Gerheim releases his hold on Leonard's neck.

Sergeant Gerheim's imagination is both cruel and comprehensive, but nothing works. Leonard
continues to fuck up. Now, whenever Leonard makes a mistake, Sergeant Gerheim does not punish
Leonard. He punishes the whole platoon. He excludes Leonard from the punishment. While
Leonard rests, we do squat-thrusts and side-straddle hops, many, many of them.

Leonard touches my arm as we move through the chow line with our metal trays. "I just can't do
nothing right. 1 need some help. I don't want you boys to be in trouble. I--"

I move away.

The first night of our seventh week of training the platoon gives Leonard a blanket party.

Midnight.

The fire watch stands by. Private Philips, the House Mouse, Sergeant Gerheim's "go-fer," pads
barefoot down the squad bay to watch for Sergeant Gerheim.

In the dark, one hundred recruits walk to Leonard's rack.

Leonard is grinning, even in his sleep.

The squad leaders hold towels and bars of soap.

Four recruits throw a blanket over Leonard. They grip the corners of the blanket so that Leonard
can't sit up and so that his screams will be muffled.

I hear the hard breathing of a hundred sweating bodies and | hear the fump and thud as Cowboy and
Private Barnard beat Leonard with bars of soap slung in towels.

Leonard's screams are like the braying of a sick mule, heard far away. He struggles.

The eyes of the platoon are on me. Eyes are aimed at me in the dark, eyes like rubies.

Leonard stops screaming.

| hesitate. The eyes are on me. | step back.

Cowboy punches me in the chest with his towel and a bar of soap.

I sling the towel, drop in the soap, and then | beat Leonard, who has stopped moving. He lies in
silence, stunned, gagging for air. | beat him harder and harder and when | feel tears being flung
from my eyes, | beat him harder for it.

The next day, on the parade deck, Leonard does not grin.

When Gunnery Sergeant Gerheim asks, "What do we do for a living, ladies?" and we reply, "KILL!
KILL! KILL!Y" Leonard remains silent. When our junior drill instructor asks, "Do we love the
Crotch, ladies? Do we love our beloved Corps?” and the platoon responds with one voice, "GUNG
HO! GUNG HO! GUNG HO." Leonard is silent.

On the third day of our seventh week we move to the rifle range and shoot holes in paper targets.
Sergeant Gerheim brags about the marksmanship of ex-Marines Charles Whitman and Lee Harvey
Oswald.
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By the end of our seventh week Leonard has become a model recruit. We decide that Leonard's
silence is a result of his new intense concentration. Day by day, Leonard is more motivated, more
squared away. His manual of arms is flawless now, but his eyes are milk glass. Leonard cleans his
weapon more than any recruit in the platoon. Every night after chow Leonard caresses the scarred
oak stock with linseed oil the way hundreds of earlier recruits have caressed the same piece of
wood. Leonard improves at everything, but remains silent. He does what he is told, but he is no
longer part of the platoon.

We can see that Sergeant Gerheim resents Leonard's attitude. He reminds Leonard that the motto of
the Marine Corps is Semper Fidelis --"Always Faithful." Sergeant Gerheim reminds Leonard that
"Gung ho™ is Chinese for "working together."

It is a Marine Corps tradition, Sergeant Gerheim says, that Marines never abandon their dead or
wounded. Sergeant Gerheim is careful not to come down too hard on Leonard as long as Leonard
remains squared away. We have already lost seven recruits on Section Eight discharges. A
Kentucky boy named Perkins stepped to the center of the squad bay and slashed his wrists with his
bayonet. Sergeant Gerheim was not happy to see a recruit bleeding upon his nice clean squad bay.
The recruit was ordered to police the area, mop up the blood, and replace the bayonet in its sheath.
While Perkins mopped up the blood, Sergeant Gerheim called a school circle and poo-pooed the
recruit's shallow slash across his wrists with a bayonet. The U.S.M.C.--approved method of recruit
suicide is to get alone and take a razor blade and slash deep and vertical, from wrist to elbow,
Sergeant Gerheim said. Then he allowed Perkins to double-time to sick bay.

Sergeant Gerheim leaves Leonard alone and concentrates on the rest of us.

Sunday.

Magic show. Religious services in the faith of your choice--and you will have a choice--because
religious services are specified in the beautiful full-color brochures the Crotch distributes to Mom
and Dad back in hometown America, even though Sergeant Gerheim assures us that the Marine
Corps was here before God. "You can give your heart to Jesus but your ass belongs to the Corps."

After the "magic show" we eat chow. The squad leaders read grace from cards set in holders on the
tables. Then: "SEATS!"

We spread butter on slices of bread and then sprinkle sugar on the butter. We smuggle sandwiches
out of the mess hall, risking a beating for the novelty of unscheduled chow. We don't give a shit;
we're salty. Now, when Sergeant Gerheim and his junior drill instructors stomp us we tell them that
we love it and to do it some more. When Sergeant Gerheim commands: "Okay, ladies, give me fifty
squat-thrusts. And some side-straddle hops. Many, many of them," we laugh and then do them.

The drill instructors are proud to see that we are growing beyond their control. The Marine Corps
does not want robots. The Marine Corps wants killers. The Marine Corps wants to build
indestructible men, men without fear. Civilians may choose to submit or to fight back. The drill
instructors leave recruits no choice. Marines fight back or they do not survive. There it is. No slack.

Graduation is only a few days away and the salty recruits of Platoon 30-92 are ready to eat their
own guts and then ask for seconds. The moment the Commandant of the Marine Corps gives us the
word, we will grab the Viet Cong guerrillas and the battle-hardened North Vietnamese regulars by
their scrawny throats and we'll punch their fucking heads off.

Sunday afternoon in the sun. We scrub our little green garments on a long concrete table.

For the hundredth time, I tell Cowboy that | want to slip my tube steak into his sister so what will
he take in trade?

For the hundredth time, Cowboy replies, "What do you have?"

Sergeant Gerheim struts around the table. He is trying not to limp. He criticizes our utilization of
the Marine Corps scrub brush.

We don't care; we're too salty.
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Sergeant Gerheim won the Navy Cross on Iwo Jima, he says. He got it for teaching young Marines
how to bleed, he says. Marines are supposed to bleed in tidy little pools because Marines are
disciplined. Civilians and members of the lesser services bleed all over the place like bed wetters.
We don't listen. We swap scuttlebutt. Laundry day is the only time we are allowed to talk to each
other.

Philips--Sergeant Gerheim's black, silver-tongued House Mouse--is telling everybody about the one
thousand cherries he has busted.

| say, "Leonard talks to his rifle."”

A dozen recruits look up. They hesitate. Some look sick. Others look scared. And some look
shocked and angry, as though I'd just slapped a cripple.

| force myself to speak: "Leonard talks to his rifle.” Nobody moves. Nobody says anything. "I don't
think Leonard can hack it anymore. I think Leonard is a Section Eight."

Now guys all along the table are listening. They look confused. Their eyes seem fixed on some
distant object as though they are trying to remember a bad dream.

Private Barnard nods. "I've been having this nightmare. My...rifle talks to me." He hesitates. "And
I've been talking back to it..."

"There it is," says Philips. "Yeah. It's cold. It's a cold voice. | thought | was going plain fucking
crazy. My rifle said--"

Sergeant Gerheim's big fist drives Philip's next word down his throat and out of his asshole. Philips
is nailed to the deck. He's on his back. His lips are crushed. He groans.

The platoon freezes.

Sergeant Gerheim puts his fists on his hips. His eyes glare out from under the brim of his Smokey
the Bear campaign cover like the barrels of a shotgun. "Private Pyle is a Section Eight. You hear
me? If Private Pyle talks to his piece it is because he's plain fucking crazy. You maggots will belay
all this scuttlebutt. Don't let Private Joker play with your imaginations. | don't want to hear another
word. Do you hear me? Not one word."

Night at Parris Island. We stand by until Sergeant Gerheim snaps out his last order of the day:
"Prepare to mount....Readdy...MOUNT!" Then we're lying on our backs in our skivvies, at
attention, our weapons held at port arms.

We say our prayers:

I am a United States Marine Corps recruit. | serve in the forces which guard my country and my
way of

life. I am prepared to give my life in their defense, so help me God ...GUNG HO! GUNG HO!
GUNG HO!

Then the Rifleman’s Creed, by Marine Corps Major General W.H. Rupertus:

This is my rifle. There are many like it but this one is mine. My rifle is my best friend. It is my life. |
must master it as | master my life.

My rifle, without me, is useless. | must fire my rifle true. I must shoot straighter than my enemy who
is trying to kill me. I must shoot him before he shoots me.

I will.

Leonard is speaking for the first time in weeks. His voice booms louder and louder. Heads turn.
Bodies shift. The platoon voice fades. Leonard is about to explode. His words are being coughed up
from some deep, ugly place.

Sergeant Gerheim has the night duty. He struts to Leonard's rack and stands by, fists on hips.
Leonard doesn't see Sergeant Gerheim. The veins in Leonard's neck are bulging as he bellows:

MY RIFLE IS HUMAN, EVEN AS I, BECAUSE IT IS MY LIFE. THUS | WILL LEARN IT AS
A

BROTHER. | WILL LEARN ITS ACCESSORIES, ITS SIGHTS, ITS BARREL.

| WILL KEEP MY RIFLE CLEAN AND READY, EVEN AS | AM CLEAN AND READY. WE
WILL

BECOME PART OF EACH OTHER.

WE WILL...
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BEFORE GOD | SWEAR THIS CREED. MY RIFLE AND MYSELF ARE THE MASTER OF
OUR

ENEMY. WE ARE THE SAVIORS OF MY LIFE.

SO BE IT, UNTIL VICTORY IS AMERICA'S AND THERE IS NO ENEMY BUT PEACE!
AMEN.

Sergeant Gerheim kicks Leonard's rack. "Hey--you --Private Pyle..."

"What? Yes? YES, SIR!" Leonard snaps to attention in his rack. "AYE-AYE, SIR!"

"What's that weapon's name, maggot?"

"SIR, THE PRIVATE'S WEAPON'S NAME IS CHARLENE, SIR!"

"At ease, maggot." Sergeant Gerheim grins. "You are becoming one sharp recruit, Private Pyle.
Most motivated prive in my herd. Why, I may even allow you to serve as a rifleman in my beloved
Corps. I had you figured as a shitbird, but you'll make a good grunt."

"AYE-AYE, SIR!"

I look at the rifle on my rack. It's a beautiful instrument, gracefully designed, solid and symmetrical.
My rifle is clean, oiled, and works perfectly. It's a fine tool. I touch it.

Sergeant Gerheim marches down the length of the squad bay. "THE REST OF YOU ANIMALS
COULD TAKE LESSONS FROM PRIVATE PYLE. He's squared away. You are all squared away.
Tomorrow you will be Marines. READDDY ...SLEEP!"

Graduation day. A thousand new Marines stand tall on the parade deck, lean and tan in immaculate
khaki, their clean weapons held at port arms.

Leonard is selected as the outstanding recruit from Platoon 30-92. He is awarded a free set of dress
blues and is allowed to wear the colorful uniform when the graduating platoons pass in review. The
Commandant General of Parris Island shakes Leonard's hand and gives him a "Well done."” Our
series commander pins a RIFLE EXPERT badge on Leonard's chest and our company commander
awards Leonard a citation for shooting the highest score in the training battalion.

Because of a special commendation submitted by Sergeant Gerheim, I'm promoted to Private First
Class. After our series commander pins on my EXPERT'S badge, Sergeant Gerheim presents me
with two red and green chevrons and explains that they're his old PFC stripes.

When we pass in review, | walk right guide, tall and proud.

Cowboy receives an EXPERT'S badge and is selected to carry the platoon guidon.

The Commanding General of Parris Island speaks into a microphone: "Have you seen the light? The
white light? The great light? The guiding light? Do you have the vision?"

And we cheer, happy beyond belief.

The Commanding General sings. We sing too:

Hey, Marine, have you heard?

Hey, Marine...

L.B.J. has passed the word.

Hey, Marine...

Say good-bye to Dad and Mom.

Hey, Marine...

You're gonna die in Viet Nam.

Hey, Marine, yeah!

After the graduation ceremony our orders are distributed. Cowboy, Leonard, Private Barnard,
Philips, and most of the other Marines in Platoon 30-92 are ordered to ITR--the Infantry Training
Regiment--to be trained as grunts, infantrymen.

My orders instruct me to report to the Basic Military Journalism School at Fort Benjamin Harrison,
Indiana, after | graduate from ITR. Sergeant Gerheim is disgusted by the fact that | am to be a
combat correspondent and not a grunt. He calls me a poge, an office pinky. He says that shitbirds
get all the slack.

Standing at ease on the parade deck, beneath the monument to the lwo Jima flag raising, Sergeant
Gerheim says, "The smoking lamp is lit. You people are no longer maggots. Today you are
Marines. Once a Marine, always a Marine..."
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Leonard laughs out loud.

Our last night on the island.

I draw fire watch.

| stand by in utility trousers, skivvy shirt, spit-shined combat boots, and a helmet liner which has
been painted silver.

Sergeant Gerheim gives me his wristwatch and a flashlight. "Good night, Marine."

I march up and down the squad bay between two perfectly aligned rows of racks.

One hundred young Marines breathe peacefully as they sleep--one hundred survivors from our
original hundred and twenty.

Tomorrow at dawn we'll all board cattle-car buses for the ride to Camp Geiger in North Carolina.
There, ITR--the infantry training regiment. All Marines are grunts, even though some of us will
learn additional military skills. After advanced infantry training we'll be allowed pogey bait at the
slop chute and we'll be given weekend liberty off the base and then we'll receive assignments to our
permanent duty stations.

The squad bay is as quiet as a funeral parlor at midnight. The silence is disturbed only by the soft
creak-creak of bedsprings and an occasional cough.

It's almost time for me to wake my relief when | hear a voice. Some recruit is talking in his sleep.

| stop. I listen. A second voice. Two guys must be swapping scuttlebutt. If Sergeant Gerheim hears
them, it'll be my ass. | hurry toward the sound.

It's Leonard. Leonard is talking to his rifle. But there is also another voice. A whisper. A cold,
seductive moan. It's the voice of a woman.

Leonard's rifle is not slung on his rack. He's holding his rifle, hugging it. "Okay, okay. I love you!"
Very softly: "I've given you the best months of my life. And now you--" | snap on my flashlight.
Leonard ignores me. "I LOVE YOU! DONT YOU UNDERSTAND? | CAN DO IT. I'LL DO
ANYTHING!"

Leonard's words reverberate down the squad bay. Racks squeak. Someone rolls over. One recruit
sits up, rubs his eyes.

| watch the far end of the squad bay. | wait for the light to go on inside Sergeant Gerheim's palace.

| touch Leonard's shoulder. "Hey, shut your mouth, Leonard. Sergeant Gerheim will break my
back."

Leonard sits up. He looks at me. He strips off his skivvy shirt and ties it around his face to blindfold
himself. He begins to field-strips his weapon. "This is the first time I've ever seen her naked." He
pulls off the blindfold. His fingers continue to break down the rifle into components. Then, gently,
he fondles each piece. "Just look at that pretty trigger guard. Have you ever seen a more beautiful
piece of metal?" He starts snapping the steel components back together. "Her connector assembly is
so beautiful..."

Leonard continues to babble as his trained fingers reassemble the black metal hardware.

| think about Vanessa, my girl back home. We're on a river bank, wrapped in an old sleeping bag,
and I'm fucking her eyes out. But my favorite fantasy has gone stale. Thinking about Vanessa's
thighs, her dark nipples, her fully lips doesn't give me a hard-on anymore. | guess it must be the
saltpeter in our food, like they say.

Leonard reaches under his pillow and comes out with a loaded magazine. Gently, he inserts the
metal magazine into his weapon, into Charlene.

"Leonard...where did you get those live rounds?"

Now a lot of guys are sitting up, whispering, "What's happening?" to each other.

Sergeant Gerheim's light floods the far end of the squad bay.

"OKAY, LEONARD, LET'S GO." I'm determined to save my own ass if | can, certain that
Leonard's is forfeit in any case. The last time Sergeant Gerheim caught a recruit with a live round--
just one round--he ordered the recruit to dig a grave ten feet long and ten feet deep. The whole
platoon had to fall out for the "funeral.” I say, "You're in a world of shit now, Leonard."
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The overhead lights explode. The squad bay is washed with light. "WHAT'S THIS MICKEY
MOUSE SHIT? JUST WHAT IN THE NAME OF JESUS H. CHRIST ARE YOU ANIMALS
DOING IN MY SQUAD BAY?"

Sergeant Gerheim comes at me like a mad dog. His voice cuts the squad bay in half: "MY
BEAUTY SLEEP HAS BEEN INTERRUPTED, LADIES. YOU KNOW WHAT THAT MEANS.
YOU HEAR ME, HERD? IT MEANS THAT ONE RECRUIT HAS VOLUNTEERED HIS
YOUNG HEART FOR A GODDAMN HUMAN SACRIFICE!

Leonard pounces from his rack, confronts Sergeant Gerheim.

Now the whole platoon is awake. We all wait to see what Sergeant Gerheim will do, confident that
it will be worth watching.

"Private Joker. You shitbird. Front and center.”

I move my ass. "AYE-AYE, SIR!"

"Okay, you little maggot, speak. Why is Private Pyle out of his rack after lights out? Why is Private
Pyle holding that weapon? Why ain't you stomping Private Pyle's guts out?"

"SIR, it is the Private's duty to report to the drill instructor that Private...Pyle...has a full magazine
and has locked and loaded, SIR."

Sergeant Gerheim looks at Leonard and nods. He sighs. Gunnery Sergeant Gerheim looks more
than a little ridiculous in his pure white skivvies and red rubber flip-flop shower shoes and hairy
legs and tattooed forearms and a beer gut and a face the color of raw beef, and, on his bald head, the
green and brown Smokey the Bear campaign cover.

Our senior drill instructor focuses all of his considerable powers of intimidation into his best John-
Wayne-on Suribachi voice: "Listen to me, Private Pyle. You will place your weapon on your rack
and--"

"NO! YOU CAN'T HAVE HER! SHE'S MINE! YOU HEAR ME? SHE'S MINE! | LOVE HER!"
Gunnery Sergeant Gerheim can't control himself any longer. "NOW YOU LISTEN TO ME, YOU
FUCKING WORTHLESS LITTLE PIECE OF SHIT. YOU WILL GIVE ME THAT WEAPON OR
I'M GOING TO TEAR YOUR BALLS OFF AND STUFF THEM DOWN YOUR SCRAWNY
LITTLE THROAT! YOU HEAR ME, MARINE? I'M GOING TO PUNCH YOUR FUCKING
HEART OUT!"

Leonard aims the weapon at Sergeant Gerheim's heart, caresses the trigger guard, then caresses the
trigger...

Sergeant Gerheim is suddenly calm. His eyes, his manner are those of a wanderer who has found
his home. He is a man in complete control of himself and of the world he lives in. His face is cold
and beautiful as the dark side surfaces. He smiles. It is not a friendly smile, but an evil smile, as
though Sergeant Gerheim were a werewolf baring its fangs. "Private Pyle, I'm proud--"

Bang.

The steel buttplate slams into Leonard's shoulder.

One 7.62-millimeter high-velocity copper-jacketed bullet punches Gunnery Sergeant Gerheim back.
He falls.

We all stare at Sergeant Gerheim. Nobody moves.

Sergeant Gerheim sits up as though nothing has happened. For one second, we relax. Leonard has
missed. Then dark blood squirts from a little hole in Sergeant Gerheim's chest. The red blood
blossoms into his white skivvy shirt like a beautiful flower. Sergeant Gerheim's bug eyes are
focused upon the blood rose on his chest, fascinated. He looks up at Leonard. He squints. Then he
relaxes. The werewolf smile is frozen on his lips.

My menial position of authority as the fire watch on duty forces me to act. "Now, uh, Leonard,
we're all your bros, man, your brothers. I'm your bunkmate, right? 1--"

"Sure," says Cowboy. "Go easy, Leonard. We don't want to hurt you."

"Affirmative," says Private Barnard.

Leonard doesn't hear. "Did you see the way he looked at her? Did you? | knew what he was
thinking. I knew. That fag pig and his dirty--"

"Leonard..."
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"We can kill you. You know that." Leonard caresses his rifle. "Don't you know that Charlene and |
can kill you all?"

Leonard aims his rifle at my face.

| don't look at the rifle. I look into Leonard's eyes.

I know that Leonard is too weak to control his instrument of death. It is a hard heart that kills, not
the weapon. Leonard is a defective instrument for the power that is flowing through him. Sergeant
Gerheim's mistake was in not seeing that Leonard was like a glass rifle which would shatter when
fired. Leonard is not hard enough to harness the power of an interior explosion to propel the cold
black bullet of his will.

Leonard is grinning at us, the final grin that is on the face of death, the terrible grin of the skull.

The grin changes to a look of surprise and then to confusion and then to terror as Leonard's weapon
moves up and back and then Leonard takes the black metal barrel into his mouth. "NO! Not--"
Bang.

Leonard is dead on the deck. His head is now an awful lump of blood and facial bones and sinus
fluids and uprooted teeth and jagged, torn flesh. The skin looks plastic and unreal.

The civilians will demand yet another investigation, of course. But during the investigation the
recruits of Platoon 30-92 will testify that Private Pratt, while highly motivated, was a ten percenter
who did not pack the gear to be a Marine in our beloved Corps.

Sergeant Gerheim is still smiling. He was a fine drill instructor. Dying, that's what we're here for, he
would have said--blood makes the grass grow. If he could speak, Gunnery Sergeant Gerheim would
explain to Leonard why the guns that we love don't love back. And he would say, "Well done."

I turn off the overhead lights.

| say, "Prepare to mount.” Then: "MOUNT!"

The platoon falls into a hundred racks.

| feel cold and alone. I am not alone. All over Parris Island there are thousands and thousands of us.
And, all around the world, hundreds of thousands.

| try to sleep...

In my rack, I pull my rifle into my arms. She talks to me. Words come out of the wood and metal
and flow into my hands. She tells me what to do.

My rifle is a solid instrument of death. My rifle is black steel. Our human bodies are bags of blood,
easy to puncture and quick to drain, but our hard tools of death cannot be broken.

I hold by weapon at port arms, gently, as though she were a holy relic, a magic wand wrought with
interlocking pieces of silver and iron, with a teakwood stock, golden bullets, a crystal bolt, jewels to
sight with. My weapon obeys me. I'll hold Vanessa, my rifle. I'll hold her. I'll just hold her for a
little while. I will hide in this dark dream for as long as | can.

Blood pours out of the barrel of my rifle and flows up on to my hands. The blood moves. The blood
breaks up into living fragments. Each fragment is a spider. Millions and millions of tiny red spiders
of blood are crawling up my arms, across my face, into my mouth...

Silence. In the dark, a hundred men are breaking in unison.

I look at Cowboy, then at Private Barnard. They understand. Cold grins of death are frozen on their
faces. They nod.

The newly minted Marines in my platoon stand to attention, horizontal in their racks, their weapons
at port arms.

The Marines wait, a hundred young werewolves with guns in their hands.

| lead:

This is my rifle.

There are many like it, but this one is mine...

I saw the best minds of my generation destroyed by madness, starving
hysterical naked...
Allen Ginsberg, Howl
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A psychotic is a guy who's just found out what's going on.
William S. Burroughs

Tet: The Year of the Monkey.

Rafter Man and | spend the Vietnamese lunar New Year's Eve, 1968, at the Freedom Hill PX near
Da Nang. I've been ordered to write a feature article on the Freedom Hill Recreation Center on Hill
327 for Leatherneck magazine. I'm a combat correspondent assigned to the First Marine Division.
My job is to write upbeat news features which are distributed to the highly paid civilian news
correspondents who shack up with their Eurasian maids in big hotels in Da Nang. The ten
correspondents in the First Division's Informational Services Office are reluctant public relations
men for the war in general and for the Marine Corps in particular. This morning my commanding
officer decided that a really inspiring piece could be written about Hill 327, an angle being the fact
that Hill 327 was the first permanent position occupied by American forces. Major Lynch thinks I
rate some slack before I return to the ISO office in Phu Bai. My last three field operations were real
shit-kickers; in the field, a Marine correspondent is just another rifleman. Rafter Man tags along
behind me like a kid. Rafter Man is a combat photographer. He has never been in the shit. He thinks
I'm one hard field Marine.

We go into a movie theater that looks like a warehouse and we watch John Wayne in The Green
Berets, a Hollywood soap opera about the love of guns. We sit way down front, near some grunts.
The grunts are sprawled across their seats and they've propped muddy jungle boots onto the seats in
front of them. They are bearded, dirty, out of uniform, and look lean and mean, the way human
beings look after they've survived a long hump in the jungle, the boonies, the bad bush.

| prop my boots on the seats and we watch John Wayne leading the Green Beanies. John Wayne is a
beautiful soldier, clean-shaven, sharply attired in tailored tiger-stripe jungle utilities, wearing boots
that shine like black glass. Inspired by John Wayne, the fighting soldiers from the sky go hand-to-
hand with all of the Victor Charlies in Southeast Asia. He snaps out an order to an Oriental actor
who played Mr. Sulu on "Star Trek." Mr. Sulu, now playing an Arvin officer, delivers a line with
great conviction: "First kill ...all stinking Cong...then go home." The audience of Marines roars with
laughter. This is the funniest movie we have seen in a long time.

Later, at the end of the movie, John Wayne walks off into the sunset with a spunky little orphan.
The grunts laugh and whistle and threaten to pee all over themselves. The sun is setting in the South
China Sea--in the East--which makes the end of the movie as accurate as the rest of it.

Most of the zoomies in the audience are clean-shaven office poges who never go into the field. The
poges wear spit-shined boots and starched utilities and Air Force sunglasses. The poges stare at the
grunts as though the grunts were Hell's Angels at the ballet.

After the screen loses it color and the overhead lights come on, one of the poges says, "Fucking
grunts...they're nothing but animals..."

The grunts turn around. One grunt stands up. He walks over to where the poges are sitting.

The poges laugh and punch each other and mock the grunt's angry face. Then they are silent. They
stare at the grunt's face. He's smiling now. He's smiling like a man who knows a terrible secret.

The zoomie poges do not ask the grunt to explain why he is smiling. They don't want to know.
Another grunt jumps up, punches the smiling grunt on the arm, says, "Hey, fuck it, Mother. It ain't
no big thing. We don't want to waste these assholes."

The smiling Marine takes a step forward, but the smaller man stands in his path.

The poges take advantage of the smiling grunt's delay. They walk backwards up the aisle until they
reach the door, then stumble out into sunlight.

I say, "Well, no shit. And they say grunts are Killers. You ladies do not look like killers to me."

The smiling grunt is not smiling anymore. He says, "Okay, you son-of-a-bitch..."

"Stand by, Mother," says the small Marine. "I know this shitbird."”

Cowboy and | grab each other and wrestle and punch and pound each other on the back. We say,
"Hey, you old mother-fucker. How you been? What's happening? Been getting any? Only your
sister. Well, better my sister than my mom, although mom's not bad."
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"Hey, Joker, | was hoping I'd never see you again, you piece of shit. I was hoping that Gunny
Gerheim's ghost would keep you on Parris Island for-ev -er and that he would give you motivation."
I laugh. "Cowboy, you shitbird. You look real mean. If I didn't know that you're a born poge I'd be
scared."

Cowboy grunts. "This is Animal Mother. He is mean."

The big Marine is picking his nose. "You better motherfucking believe it." A belt of machine-gun
bullets crisscross the Marine's chest so that he looks like a big Mexican bandit.

I say, "This is Rafter Man. He's not a walking camera store. He's a photographer.”

"You a photographer?"

I shake my head. "I'm a combat correspondent."

Animal Mother sneers, exposing rotten canine teeth. "You seen much ‘combat'?"

"Hey, don't give me any shit, asshole. My payback is a motherfucker. 1 got twice as many
operations as any grunt in Eye Corps. I'm just scarfing up some bennies. My office is up in Phu
Bai."

"Yeah?" Cowboy punches me in the chest. "That's our area. One-Five. Delta Company--the baddest
of the bad, the leanest of the lean, the meanest of the mean. We hitched down here this morning.
We rate some slack ‘cause our squad wasted beaucoup Victor Charlies. Man, we are life takers and
heartbreakers. Just ask for the Lusthog Squad, first platoon. We shoot them full of holes, bro. We
fill them full of lead.”

I grin. "Sergeant Gerheim would be proud to hear it."

"Yeah," Cowboy says, nodding his head. "Yeah, | guess so." He looks away. "l hate Viet Nam.
They don't even have horses here. Why, there's not one horse in all of Viet Nam."

Cowboy turns away and introduces us to his squad: Alice, a black man as big as Animal Mother;
Donlon, the radioman; Lance Corporal Stutten, honcho of the third fire team; Doc Jay, the squad's
Navy corpsman; T.H.E. Rock; and the leader of the Lusthog Squad, Crazy Earl.

Crazy Earl is carrying an M-16 Colt automatic rifle slung on his shoulder, but in his hands is a Red
Ryder BB gun. He's as skinny as a death-camp survivor, and his face consists of a long, pointed
nose with a hollow cheek on each side. His eyes are magnified by thick lenses and one arm of his
gray Marine-issue eyeglasses has been wired back on with too much wire. He says, "Saddle up,"
and the grunts start picking up their gear, their M-16's and M-79 grenade launchers and captured
AK-47 assault rifles, their ruck-sacks, flak jackets, and helmets. Animal Mother picks up an M-60
machine gun and sets the butt into his hip so that the black barrel slants up at a forty-five-degree
angle. Animal Mother grunts. Crazy Earl turns to Cowboy and says, "We better be moving, bro. Mr.
Shortround will punch our hearts out if we're late."

Cowhboy is picking up his gear. "That's affirmative, Craze. But you got to talk to Joker, man. We
were on the island together. He'll write you up and make you famous."

Crazy Earl looks at me. There is no expression on his face. "There it is. They call me Crazy Earl.
Gooks love me until | blow them away. Then they don't love me anymore."

| grin. "There it is."

Crazy Earl grins, gives me a thumbs-up, says, “"Moving, Cowboy," and then leads his squad out of
the theater.

Cowboy punches me on the shoulder. "That's my fearless leader, bro. I'm the first fire-team leader.
I'll be squad leader soon. I'm just waiting for Craze to get wasted. Or maybe he'll just go plain
fucking crazy. That's how Craze got to be honcho. OI' Stoke, he was our honcho before Craze. OI
Supergrunt. Went stark raving. Pretty soon it'll be my turn."

"Hey, you keep your shit together, Cowboy. You know you're a fool. You know you can't take care
of yourself. Remember how easy it was for me to zap you when Sergeant Gerheim made me play
sniper? | mean, the Crotch ought to fly your mom over here so that she can go into the bush with
you."

Cowboy takes a few steps toward the door, turns, waves goodbye, grins.

I give him the finger.
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After Cowboy and his squad are gone, Rafter Man and | watch a "Pink Panther” cartoon. Then we
pick up our weapons and head for the PX, which looks like another warehouse. We buy junk food;
pogey bait.

As we wait to pay for our pogey bait with military payment certificates, Rafter Man tries to find
some words. "Joker, | want...I want to go out. | want to go out into the field. | been in country for
almost three months. Three months. All | do is take hand-shake shots at award ceremonies. That's
number ten, the worst. I'm bored. A high-school girl could do my job." He gives MPC's to a pretty
Vietnamese cashier.

Outside, an apprentice Viet Cong forces me to submit to a boot shine while his older sister exhibits
her breasts to Rafter Man.

"Relax, Rafter. You owe it to yourself. You'll be in the field soon enough.”

"Come on, Joker, cut me a huss. How can | teach geography if | never see the world? Take me to
Phu Bai. Okay?"

"Right," I say. "And then you'll get yourself wasted the first day you're in the field and it'll be my
fault. Your mom will find me after I rotate back to the World. Your mom will beat the shit out of
me. That's a negative, Rafter. I'm not a sergeant, I'm only a corporal. I'm not responsible for your
scrawny little ass.”

"Yes you are. I'm only a lance corporal.”

Rafter Man and | stop by the USO and exchange a few off-color jokes with the round-eyed Red
Cross girls, who give us donuts. We ask the Red Cross girls if they expect us to satisfy our lust with
a donut and they explain that a donut hole is all we rate.

In the USO there are barrels and barrels of letters which have been written to us by children back in
the World:

Dear Soldiers in Red Alert:

We have learned that men in Vietnam alive or dead are the bravest. We are all trying to help you all
to come home to your house. We'll buy bonds. We help the Red Cross to help soldiers. We'll help
you and your allies to come back. If possible, we'll send you gifts.

From Your Country,

Cheri

Dear Friend in Battle:

| am eight years old. | have one brother. I have one sister. It must be sad over there.

Sincerely,

Jeff

Dear American:

I wish | could see you instead of talking on this Card. We have a dog, and it is so cute. It is black
and has long hair. My name is Lori. | will always remember you in my prayers. Tell everyone | love
them and | love you too, so good-bye.

Your Friend,

Lori

Rafter Man reads the letters out loud. He can still be touched by them.
To me, the letters are like shoes for the dead, who do not walk.

As dusk approaches, Rafter Man and | hitchhike back to the ISO hootch in the First Marine
Division HQ area.

Rafter Man writes a letter to his mother.

| take my black Magic Marker and | make a thick X over the number 59 on the shapely thigh of a
the life-sized nude woman I've drawn on the plywood partition behind my rack. There is a smaller
version of the same woman on the back of my flak jacket.

Almost every Marine in Viet Nam carries a short-timer's calendar of his tour of duty--the usual 365
days--plus a bonus of 20 days for being a Marine. Some are drawn on flak jackets with Magic
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Markers. Some are drawn on helmets. Some are tattoos. Others are mimeographed drawings of
Snoopy, his beagle body cut up by pale blue ink, or a helmet on a pair of boots--"The Short-Timer."
The designs vary, but the most popular design is a big-busted woman-child cut up into pieces like a
puzzle. Each day another fragment of her delicious anatomy is inked out, her crotch being reserved,
of course, for those last few days in country.

Sitting on my rack, | type out my story about Hill 327, the serviceman's oasis, about how all of us
fine young American boys are assured our daily ration of pogey bait and about how those of us who
are lucky enough to visit the rear areas get to see Mr. John Wayne karate-chop Victor Charlie to
death in a Technicolor cartoon about some other Viet Nam.

The article | actually write is a masterpiece. It takes talent to convince people that war is a beautiful
experience. Come one, come all to exotic Viet Nam, the jewel of Southeast Asia, meet interesting,
stimulating people of an ancient culture...and kill them. Be the first kid on your block to get a
confirmed Kill.

| fall into my rack. I try to sleep.

The setting sun pours orange across the rice paddies beyond our wire.

Midnight. Down in Dogpatch, in the ville, the gooks are shooting off fireworks to celebrate the
Vietnamese New Year. Rafter Man and | sit on the tin roof of our hootch so that we can watch the
more impressive fireworks on the Da Nang airfield. One hundred-and-twenty-two-millimeter
rockets are falling from the dark sky. | open a B-3 unit and we eat John Wayne cookies, dipping
them in pineapple jam.

Chewing. Rafter Man says, "I thought this was supposed to be a truce on account of Tet is their big
holiday."

I shrug. "Well, I guess it's hard not to shoot somebody you've been trying to shoot for a long time
just because it's a holiday."

A sudden swooosssh...

Incoming.

| jJump off the roof.

Rafter Man stands up, his mouth open. He looks down at me like I'm crazy. "What--"

A rocket hits the deck fifty yards away.

Rafter Man falls off the roof.

| jerk Rafter Man to his feet. | shove him. He falls into a sandbagged bunker.

All around the hill orange machine-gun tracers flash up into the sky. Outgoing mortars. Outgoing
artillery. Incoming rockets. All kinds of noise. lllumination rounds pop high above the rice paddies.
The flares sway down, glowing, suspended beneath little parachutes.

I listen for a few moments and then | grab Rafter Man and | pull him into our hootch. "Get your
piece."

| pick up my M-16. | snap in a magazine. | throw a bandolier of full magazines to Rafter Man.
"Lock and load, recruit. Lock and load.”

"But that's against regulations.”

"Do it."

Outside, headquarters personnel from the surrounding hootches are stumbling into rifle pits on the
perimeter. They crouch down in the damp holes in their skivvies. They stare out through the wire.
Down on the airfield in Da Nang Victor Charlie's rockets are raining down on the concrete corrals
where the Marine Air Wing parks its F-4 Phantom fighter bombers. The rockets blink like
flashbulbs. The flashbulbs pop. And then the sound of drums.

The Informational Services Office on the hill is a carnival with green performers--many, many of
them. The lifers are all being fearless leaders. The New Guys are about to wet their pants. Everyone
is talking. Everyone is pacing and looking, pacing and looking. Most of these guys have never been
in the shit. Violence doesn't excite them the way it excites me because they don't understand it the
way | do. They're afraid. Death is not yet their friend. So they don't know what they're supposed to
say. They don't know what they're expected to do.
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Major Lynch, our commanding officer, marches in and squares us away. He tells us that Victor
Charlie has used the Tet holiday to launch an offensive all over Viet Nam. Every major military
target in Viet Nam has been hit. In Saigon, the United States Embassy has been overrun by suicide
squads. Khe Sanh is standing by to be overrun, a second Dien Bien Phu. The term "secure area™ no
longer has any meaning. Only fifty yards up the hill, near the commanding general's private
quarters, a Viet Cong sapper squad has blown apart a communications center with a satchel charge.
Our "defeated" enemy is lashing out with a power that is shocking.

Everybody starts talking at once.

Major Lynch is calm. He stands in the center of chaos and tries to give us orders. Nobody listens.
He makes us listen. His words snap out like bullets from a machine gun. "Zip up those flak jackets.
Put on that helmet, Marine. Load your weapons but do not put a round in the chamber. Everybody
will shut the fuck up. Joker!"

"Aye-aye, sir."

Major Lynch stands in front of the Marine Corps flag--blood red, with an eagle, globe, and anchor
of gold, U.S.M.C. and Semper Fidelis. He taps my chest with his finger. "Joker, you will take off
that damned button. How is it going to look if you get killed wearing a peace symbol?"

"Aye-aye, sir!"

"Get up to Phu Bai. Captain January will need all his people."

Rafter Man steps forward. "Sir? Could | go with Joker?"

"What? Sound off."

"I'm Compton, sir. Lance Corporal Compton. From Photo. | want to get into the shit."”

"Permission granted. And welcome aboard.” The major turns, starts yelling at the New Guys.

| say, "Sir, | don't think that--"

Major Lynch turns back to me, irritated. "You still here? Vanish, Joker, most ricky-tick. And take
the New Guy with you. You're responsible for him." The major turns and starts snapping out orders
for the defense of the First Marine Division's Informational Services Office.

Chaos at the Da Nang airfield; enemy rockets have wasted hootches, Marines, and Phantom jets. |
talk to a poge in thick glasses. The poge is reading a comic book. By using my voice as an
instrument of command | convince the poge that I'm an officer and that I'm on a personal errand for
the Commandant of the Marine Corps. Rafter Man and | are given a priority rating and have to wait
only nine hours before we're stuffed into the cavernous belly of a C-130 Hercules cargo plane with
a hundred Marine Corps lifers.

Thousands of feet below, Viet Nam is a narrow stripe of dried dragon shit upon which God has
sprinkled toy tanks and airplanes and a lot of trees, flies, and Marines.

As we descend for a landing at Phu Bai Combat Base, Rafter Man hugs his three black-body
Nikons like metal babies.

I laugh. "When the grunts see that the famous Rafter Man is here, they'll just know that the war
must be over."

Rafter Man grins.

Rafter Man won his nickname the night he fell out of the rafters at the Thunderbird Club, the
enlisted men's slop chute back in the First Marine Division headquarters area. An Australian
comedian and two fat Korean belly dancers were entertaining an SRO audience. Rafter Man was
hammered, but so was I, so | couldn't stop him. We were back near the entrance and Rafter Man
decided that the only way he was going to get a good look at the seminude belly dancers was to
climb up into the rafters and crawl out above the mass of green Marines.

General Motors and his staff had stopped by to catch the show. They did that sometimes. General
Motors liked to keep in touch with his Marines.

Rafter Man fell off the rafters like a green bomb, crashing through the general's table, spilling beer,
smashing pretzels, and knocking the general and four of his staff officers on their brass behinds.
Hundreds of enlisted men, having assumed that Rafter Man was some kind of unconventional
mortar round, were one mass of green laundry. Then heads began to pop up.
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The staff officers jerked Rafter Man to his feet and started yelling for the M.P.'s.

General Motors raised his hand and there was silence. Unlike many Marine Corps generals, General
Motors looked exactly like a Marine Corps general, eyes as gray as gun metal, a face that was tough
but sensitive--a Cro-Magnon holy man's face. His jungle utilities were starched, razor-creased, with
shirt-sleeves rolled up neatly.

Rafter Man stood there, staring at the general, grinning like a goddamn fool. He wobbled. He tried
to walk but he couldn't. He was having enough trouble just standing in one place.

General Motors ordered the broken table cleared away. Then he offered Rafter Man his chair.

Rafter Man hesitated, looked at the general, then at the staff officers, who were still pissed off, then
at me, then he looked at the general again. He grinned and sat down on the metal folding chair.

The general nodded, then sat down on the floor next to Rafter Man. With a wave of his hand he
ordered the staff officers to sit on the floor behind him, which they did, still pissed off.

With another wave of his hand the general ordered the performers to go on with the show.

The Australian comedian and the sweating belly dancers hesitated.

Rafter Man stood up.

He wobbled, then sank down to the deck beside the general. He put his arm around the general's
shoulders. General Motors looked at him without expression. Rafter Man said, "Hey, bro, | can fly.
Did you see me fly?" He paused. "You think..am | drunk? I mean, am | hammered or am |
hammered?" He looked around. "Joker? Where's Joker?" But | was still stumbling over angry
poges. "Joker's my bro, sir. We enlisted personnel are tight, you know? Indubitably. I am in love
with those sexy women. | roger that..." His face got serious. "Who'll take me through the wire? Sir?
Where's Joker?" He looked around, but didn't see me. "I'll fall in the wire. Or blow myself up. Sir?
SIR? I'll step on a mine. | got to find my bro, sir. 1 don't want to fall into the wire, not again.
JOKER!"

General Motors looked at Rafter Man and smiled. "Don't worry, son. Marines never abandon their
wounded."

Rafter Man looked at the general the way drunks look at people who say things they don't
understand. Then he smiled. He nodded. "Aye-aye, sir."

The Australian comedian and the meaty belly dancers resumed their act, which consisted primarily
of double-takes from the comedian every time one of the belly dancers slung a big tender breast out
of her tiny golden costume. The act was a smashing success.

By the time the show was over, Rafter Man could stand only if he had a wall to hold onto. General
Motors took Rafter Man's arm and put it over his shoulders and helped Rafter Man out of the E.M.
club and, leaving the staff officer's behind, helped Rafter Man to stagger down the hill, along the
narrow path through the tangle-foot and the concertina wire.

As the enlisted men left the Thunderbird Club, they watched this small event and they smiled and
nodded and said, "Decent. Number one."

And: "There it is.”

Now the C-130 Hercules propjet is taxiing to a stop. The heavy cargo door drops and slams into the
runway. Rafter Man and | hop out with our fellow passengers.

There are three damaged C-130's pushed together on the port side of the airfield. On the starboard
side of the airfield is the gutted carcass of another C-130, charred, still smoking. Men in tinfoil
spacesuits are squirting the torn metal with white foam.

Rafter Man and | ditty-bop off the airfield and we hump down a freshly oiled dirt road until we
come to the perimeter of Phu Bai Combat Base, about a mile from the airfield and thirty-four miles
from the DMZ.

Phu Bai is a vast mud puddle cut into sections by perfectly aligned rows of frame hootches. The
largest structure at Phu Bai is HQ for the Third Marine Division. The big wooden building stands as
a symbol of our power and as a temple of those who love the power.

We stop at the guard bunker. A big dumb M.P. orders us to clear our weapons. I click the magazine
out of my M-16. Rafter Man does the same. | stare back at the big dumb M.P. to assert my
principles. He is scribbling on a clipboard with a stubby yellow pencil.
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Suddenly the M.P. punches Rafter Man in the chest with his walnut baton. "You a New Guy?"
Rafter Man nods. "I got a working party for you. You're going to fill sandbags for my bunkers."” The
M.P. hooks his thumb toward the guard bunker in the center of the road. A big bite has been taken
out of the bunker. A mortar shell has blasted through one layer of sandbags and has split open a
second layer, spilling sand.

| say, "He's with me."

Sneering, the sergeant draws himself up inside his crisp, clean stateside utilities, his white helmet
liner with Military Police stenciled in red, his white rifle belt with its gold buckle bearing the eagle,
globe and anchor, his shiny new forty-five automatic pistol, and his black spit-shined stateside
shoes. The big dumb M.P. is smugly enthroned in his power to exact the trivial. "He'll do whatl say,
motherfucker. Cor -poral.” He thumps his black metal collar chevrons with the tip of his walnut
baton. "I'm a sergeant."

I nod. "Affirmative. That's affirmative, you fucking lifer. But this man is only a lance corporal. And
he takes his orders fromme."

The big dumb M.P. shrugs. "Okay. Okay, motherfucker. You can tell him what to do. You can fill
my sandbags, cor poral. Many, many of them."

I look at the deck. An explosion is building up inside me. | experience fear, and a terrible strain, as
the pressure grows and grows, and then release, relief. "No, you dumb redneck. Negative, you
fucking pig. No, I'm not going to fall out for any Mickey Mouse working party. You know why?
Huh?" | slam the magazine back into my M-16 and | snap the bolt, chambering a round.

I'm smiling now. I'm smiling as | jam the flash supressor into the big dumb M.P.'s jelly belly and
then I wait for him to make one sound, any sound, or just the slightest movement and then I'm going
to pull the trigger.

The big dumb M.P.'s mouth falls open. He doesn't have anything else to say. | don't think he wants
me to fill his sandbags anymore.

The clipboard and the pencil fall.

Then, walking backward, the big dumb M.P. retreats into his bunker, mouth open, hands up.

Rafter Man is too scared to say anything for a while.

I say, "You'll get used to this place. You'll change. You'll understand."

Rafter Man remains quiet. We walk. Then, "You weren't bluffing. You would have killed that guy.
For nothing."

| say, "There it is."

Rafter Man is looking at me as though he's seeing something new. "Is everybody like that? | mean,
you were laughing. Like..."

"It's not the kind of thing you can talk about. There's no way to explain stuff like that. After you've
been in the shit, after you've got your first confirmed Kill, you'll understand."

Rafter Man is silent. His questions are silent.

"At ease," | say. "Don't kid yourself, Rafter Man, this is a slaughter. In this world of shit you won't
have time to understand. What you do, you become. You better learn to flow with it. You owe it to
yourself."

Rafter Man nods, but he doesn't reply. | know how he feels.

The Informational Services Office for Task Force X-Ray, a unit assigned to cover elements of the
First Division temporarily operating in the Third Division's area, is a small frame hootch,
constructed with two-by-fours and slave labor. Nailed to the screen door is a red sign with yellow
letters: TFX-1SO. Roofed with sheets of galvanized tin and walled with fine-mesh screening, the
hootch is designed to protect us from the heat. The Seabees have nailed green plastic ponchos along
the side of the hootch. These dusty flaps are rolled up during the furnace of the day and are rolled
down at night to keep out the fierce monsoon rain.

Chili Vendor and Daytona Dave are doing fleetniks in front of the ISO hootch. Chili Vendor is a
tough Chicano from East L.A. and Daytona Dave is an easy-going surf bum from a wealthy family
in Florida. They have absolutely nothing in common. They are the best of friends.
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About a hundred grunts have stuffed themselves into every available piece of shade in the area.
Each grunt has been given a fleetnik, a printed form with spaces for all the necessary biographical
data required to send a photograph of the grunt to his hometown newspaper.

Daytona Dave is taking the photographs with a black-body Nikon while Chili Vendor says, "Smile,
scumbag. Say, 'shit." Next."

The grunt next in line kneels down beside a little Vietnamese orphan of undetermined sex. Chili
Vendor slaps a rubber Hershey bar into the grunt's hand. "Smile, scumbag. Say, 'shit." Next."
Daytona Dave snaps the picture.

Chili Vendor snatches the grunt's fleetnik with one hand and the rubber Hershey bar with the other.
"Next!"

The orphan says, "Her, Marine number one! You! You! You give me chop-chop? You souvenir
me?" The orphan grabs at the Hershey bar and jerks it out of Chili Vendor's hand. He bites the
Hershey bar; it's rubber. He tries to tear off the wrapper; he can't. "Chop-chop number ten!"

Chili Vendor snatches the rubber Hershey bar out of the orphan's hands and tosses it to the next
grunt in the line. "Keep moving. Don't you guys want to be famous? Some of you dudes probably
wasted this kid's family, but back in your hometown you gonna be the big strong Marine with a
heart of gold.”

| say in my John Wayne voice: "Listen up, pilgrim. You skating again?"

Chili Vendor turns, sees me and grins. "Hey, Joker, que pasa? This might be skating, man, it
fucking might be. These gook orphans are hard-core. | think half of them are Viet Cong Marines."
The orphan is walking away, grumbling, kicking the road. Then, as though to prove Chili Vendor's
point, the orphan pauses. He turns around and gives us the finger with both hands. Then he walks
on.

Daytona Dave laughs. "That kid runs an NVA rifle company. Somebody blow him away."

I grin. "You ladies are doing an outstanding job. You're both born poges."

Chili Vendor shrugs. "Hey, bro, the Crotch don't send beaners into the field. We're too tough. We
make the grunts look bad."

"You guys getting hit?"

"That's affirmative,” says Daytona Dave. "Every night. A few rounds. They're just fucking with us.
Of course, I've got so many confirmed kills I lost count. Nobody believes me because the gooks
drag off their dead. I do believe that those little yellow enemy folks eat their casualties. Blood trails
all over the place, but no confirmed kills. So here | am, a hero, and Captain January has got me
doing Mickey Mouse shit with this uppity wetback."

"CORPORAL JOKER!"

"SIR!" Later, people. Come on, Rafter."

Chili Vendor punches Daytona Dave in the chest. "Doubletime up to the ville and souvenir me one
cute orphan, man, but be sure you get a dirty one, a really skuzzy one."

"JOKER!"

"AYE-AYE, SIR!"

Captain January is in his plywood cubicle in the back of the ISO hootch. Captain January is the kind
of officer who chews an unlit pipe because he thinks that a pipe will help to make him a father
figure. He's playing cut-throat Monopoly with Mr. Payback. Mr. Payback has more T.l.--time in--
than any other snuffy in our unit. Captain January isn't Captain Queeg, but then he's not Humphrey
Bogart, either. He picks up his little silver shoe and moves it to Baltic Avenue, tapping each
property along the way.

"I'll buy Baltic. And two houses." Captain January reaches for the white and purple deed to Baltic
Avenue. "That's another monopoly, Sergeant.” He positions tiny green houses on the board. "Joker,
you've scarfed up beaucoup slack in Da Nang and | am sure that now you are squared away to get
back into the field. Hump up to Hue. The NV A have overrun the city. One-One is in the shit.”

| hesitate. "Sir, would the Captain happen to know who killed my story on that howitzer crew who
wasted a whole squad of NVA with one beehive round? In Da Nang some poges told me that a
colonel shit-canned my story. Some colonel said that beehive rounds were a figment of my
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imagination because the Geneva Convention classified them as ‘inhumane’ and American fighting
men are incapable of being inhumane."

Mr. Payback grunts. "Inhumane? That's a pretty word for it. Ten thousand feathered stainless steel
darts. Those flechette canisters do convert gooks into lumps of shitty rags. There it is."

"Oh, damn, " says Captain January. He slaps a card onto the field desk. "Go to jail--go directly to
jail--do not pass go--do not collect two hundred dollars.” The captain puts his little silver shoe into
jail. "I know who killed your beehive story, Joker. What | don't know is who has been tipping off
hostile reporters every time we get an adverse incident--like that white Victor Charlies recon wasted
last week, the one the snuffies call "'The Phantom Blooper." General Motors is ready to bust me
down to a grunt because of that leak in our security. You talk; I'll talk. Do we have a deal?"

"No. No, Captain. It's not important.”

"Number one! Snake eyes! No sweat, Joker. I've got a big piece of slack for you." Captain January
picks up a manila guard mail envelope and pulls out a piece of paper with fancy writing on it.
"Congratulations, Sergeant Joker." He hands me the paper.

TO ALL WHO SHALL SEE THESE PRESENTS, GREETING: KNOW YE THAT REPOSING
SPECIAL TRUST AND CONFIDENCE IN THE FIDELITY OF JAMES T. DAVIS,
2306777/4312, 1 DO

APPOINT HIM A SERGEANT IN THE UNITED STATES MARINE CORPS...

| stare at the piece of paper. Then I put the order on Captain January's field desk. "Number ten. |
mean, no way, sir."

Captain January stops his little silver shoe in mid-stride. "What did you say, Sergeant?"

"Sir, I rose by sheer military genius to the rank of corporal, as they say, like Hitler and Napoleon.
But I'm not a sergeant. | guess I'm just a snuffy at heart."”

"Sergeant Joker, you will belay the Mickey Mouse shit. You won a meritorious promotion on Parris
Island. You've got an excellent record in country. You've got high enough time-in-grade. You rate
this promotion. This is the only war we've got, Sergeant. Your career as a Marine--"

"No, sir. We bomb these people, then we photograph them. My stories are paper bullets fired into
the fat black heart of Communism. I've fought to make the world safe for hypocrisy. We have met
the enemy and he is us. War is good business--invest your son. Viet Nam means never having to
say you're sorry. Arbeit Macht Frei --"

"Sergeant Joker!"

"Negative, Captain. Number ten. I'm a cor poral. You can send me to the brig, sir--1 know that.
Lock me up in Portsmouth Naval Prison until I rot, but let me rot as a corporal, sir. You know | do
my job. I write that the Nam is an Asian Eldorado populated by a cute, primitive but determined
people. War is a noisy breakfast food. War is fun to eat. War can give you better checkups. War
cures cancer--permanently. | don't kill. 1 write. Grunts kill; 1 only watch. I'm only young Dr.
Goebbels. I'm not a sergeant.” | add: "Sir."

Captain January's silver shoe lands on Oriental Avenue. There is a tiny red plastic hotel on Oriental
Avenue. Captain January grimaces and then counts out thirty-five dollars in MPC. He hands Mr.
Payback the small colorful bills and then hands him the dice. "Sergeant, you will be wearing
chevrons indicating your proper rank the next time | see your or | will definitely jump on your
program. Do you want to be a grunt? If not, you will remove that unauthorized peace button from
your duty uniform."

I don't say anything.

Captain January looks at Rafter Man. "Who's this? Sound off, Marine."

Rafter Man stutters.

I say, "This is Lance Corporal Compton, sir. The New Guy in Photo."

"Outstanding. Welcome aboard, Marine. Joker, make sleeping sounds here tonight and head up to
the Hue in the morning. Walter Cronkite is due here tomorrow so we'll be busy. I'll need Chili
Vendor and Daytona here. But your job is important, too. General Motors called me about this
personally. We need some good, clear photographs. And some hard-hitting captions. Get me
photographs of indigenous civilian personnel who have been executed with their hands tied behind
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their backs, people buried alive, priests with their throats cut, dead babies--you know what | want.
Get me some good body counts. And don't forget to calculate your kill ratios. And Joker..."

"Yes, sir?"

"Don't even photograph any naked bodies unless they're mutilated.”

"Aye-aye, sir."

"And Joker..."

"Yes, sir?"

"Get a haircut."

"Aye-aye, sir."

As Mr. Payback release his little silver car Captain January says, "Three houses! Three houses! Park
fucking Place! That's...eighty dollars!"

Mr. Payback counts out all of his money. "That breaks me, Captain. | owe you seven bucks."
Captain January rakes up the pile of MPC, a shit-eating grin on his face. "You do not understand a
business, Mr. Payback. If we had Marine generals who understood business this war would be over.
The secret to winning this war is in public relations. Harry S. Truman once said that the Marine
Corps has a propaganda machine almost equal to Stalin's. He was right. In war, truth is the first
casualty. Correspondents are more effective than grunts. Grunts merely kill the enemy. All that
matters is what we write, what we photograph. History may be written with blood and iron but it's
printed with ink. Grunts are good show business but we make them what they are. The lesser
services like to joke about how every Marine platoon goes into battle accompanied by a platoon of
Marine Corps photographers. That's affirmative. Marines fight harder because Marines have bigger
legends to live up to."

Captain January slaps a large package on the floor by his desk. "And this is the final product of all
our industry. My wife likes to show an interest in my work. She asked me for a souvenir. I'm
sending her a gook."

Rafter Man's expression is so funny that | have to look away to avoid laughing out loud. "Sir?"
"Yes, Sergeant?"

"Where's the Top?"

"The First shirt went to Da Nang for some in-country R & R. You can see him after you come back
from Hue." Captain January looks at his wristwatch. "Seventeen hundred. Chow time."

On the way to chow Rafter Man and | meet Chili Vendor and Daytona Dave and Mr. Payback at the
ISO enlisted men's hootch. | give Rafter Man a utility jacket with 101st Airborne patches all over it.
My own Army jacket has First Air Cavalry insignia. | select two salty sets of Army collar chevrons
and we pin them on. Now we're Spec-5's--Army sergeants. Chili Vendor and Daytona Dave and Mr.
Payback are all buck sergeants from the Ninth Infantry Division.

We go to chow down in the Army mess hall. The Army eats real food. Cake, roast beef, ice cream,
chocolate milk--all the bennies. Our own mess hall serves Kool-Aid and shit-on-a-shingle--chipped
beef on toast--with peanut butter and jelly sandwiches for dessert.

"When's the Top due back?"

Chili Vendor says, "Oh, maybe tomorrow. January on your program again?"

I nod. "That fucking lifer. He's crazy. He's just plain fucking crazy. He gets crazier every time | see
him. Now he's mailing a gook stiff home to his wife."

Daytona says, "There it is. But then the Top is a lifer, too."

"But the Top is decent. | mean, maybe the Crotch is his home, and he makes us do a good job, but
he don't harass us with Mickey Mouse shit. He cuts the snuffies some slack when he can. The Top's
not a lifer; he's a career Marine. Lifers are a breed. A lifer is anybody who abuses authority he
doesn't deserve to have. There are plenty of civilian lifers."

The Army mess sergeant with the big cigar spot-checks 1.D.'s.

The Army mess sergeant with the big cigar takes the shiny mess trays out of our hands and throws
us out of his mess hall.
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We retreat to the Marine mess hall where we eat shit-on-a-shingle and drink lukewarm Kool-Aid
and we talk about how the Army could have at least souvenired us some leftovers since that's all the
Marine Corps ever gets anyway.

After chow we play tag back to our hootch. Laughing and breathing hard, we take a moment to pull
down the green plastic ponchos nailed on the outside of the hootch. During the night the ponchos
will keep light in and rain out.

We lie on our racks and swap scuttlebutt. On the ceiling, the combat correspondent's motto in six-
inch block letters: FIRST TO GO, LAST TO KNOW, WE WILL DEFEND TO THE DEATH OUR
RIGHT TO BE MISINFORMED.

Mr. Payback performs his sea stories for Rafter Man: "The only difference between a sea story and
a fairy tale is that a fairy tale begins with 'Once upon a time..." and a sea story begins with 'This is
no shit." Well, New Guy, listen up, because this is no shit. January orders me to play Monopoly. All
fucking day. Every day of the fucking week. There's nothing lower than a lifer. They fuck me over,
man, but | don't say a word. | do not say a word. Payback is a motherfucker, New Guy. Remember
that. When Luke the gook zaps you in the back and Phantoms bury him in napalm canisters, that's
payback. When you shit on people it comes back to you, sooner or later, only worse. My whole
program is a mess because of lifers. But Payback will come, sooner or later. I'd walk a mile for a
payback."

I laugh. "Payback, you hate lifers because you are a lifer."

Mr. Payback lights up a joint. "You're the one who's tight with the lifers, Joker. Lifers take care of
their own."

"Negative. The lifers are afraid to talk to me, | got so many ops."

"Operations? Shit." Mr. Payback turns to Rafter Man. "Joker thinks that the bad bush is down the
road in the ville. He's never been in the shit. It's hard to talk about it. Like on Hastings--"

Chili Vendor interrupts: "You weren't on Operation Hastings, Payback. You weren't even in
country."

"Oh, eat shit and die, you fucking Spanish American. You poge. | was there, man. | was in the shit
with the grunts, man. Those guys have got guts, you know? They are very hard individuals. When
you've been in the shit with grunts you're tight with them from then on, you know?"

| grunt. "Sea stories."

"Oh, yeah? How long have you been in country, Joker? Huh? How much T.I. you got? How much
fucking time in? Thirty months, poge. | got thirty months in country. | been there, man."

| say, "Don't listen to any of Mr. Payback’s bullshit, Rafter Man. Sometimes he thinks he's John
Wayne."

"That's affirmative," says Mr. Payback. "You listen to Joker, New Guy. He knows ti ti --very little.
And if he ever does know anything it'll be because he learned it from me. You just know he's never
been in the shit. He ain't got the stare.”

Rafter Man looks up. "The what?"

"The thousand-yard stare. A Marine gets it after he's been in the shit for too long. It's like you've
really seen...beyond. I got it. All field Marines got it. You'll have it, too."

Rafter Man says, "I will?"

Mr. Payback takes a few hits off the joint and then passes it to Chili Vendor. "l used to be an
atheist, when | was a New Guy, a long time ago..." Mr. Payback takes his Zippo lighter out of his
shirt pocket and hands it to Rafter Man. "See? It says, "You and me, God--right?" Mr. Payback
giggles. He seems to be trying to focus his vision on some distant object. "Yes, nobody is an atheist
in a foxhole. You'll be praying."”

Rafter Man looks at me, grins, hands the lighter back to Mr. Payback. "There sure is a lot of stuff to
learn.”

I'm whittling a piece of ammo crate with my K-bar jungle knife. I'm carving myself a wooden
bayonet.

Daytona Dave says, "Remember that gook kid that tried to eat the candy bar? It bit me. |1 was down
in the ville, scarfing up some orphans and that little Victor Charlie ambushed me. Ran up and bit
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the shit out of my hand.” Daytona holds up his left hand, revealing a little red crescent of tooth
marks. "The kids says that our chop-chop is number ten. | bet | get rabies."”

Chili Vendor grins. He turns to Rafter Man. "There it is, New Guy. You'll know you're salty when
you stop throwing C-ration cans to the kids and start throwing the cans at them."

I say, "l got to get back into the shit. I ain't heard a shot fired in anger in weeks. I'm bored to death.
How are we ever going to get used to being back in the World? | mean, a day without blood is like a
day without sunshine."

Chili Vendor says, "No sweat. The old mamasan that does our laundry tells us things even the lifers
in Intelligence don't know. She says that in Hue the whole fucking North Vietnamese army is dug in
deep inside an old fortress they call the Citadel. You won't come back, Joker. Victor Charlie is
gonna shoot you in the heart. The Crotch will ship your scrawny little ass home in a three-hundred-
dollar aluminum box all dressed up like a lifer in a blouse from a set of dress blues. But no white
hat. And no pants. They don't give you any pants. Your friends from school and all of the relatives
you never liked anyway will be at your funeral and they'll call you a good little Christian and they'll
say you were a hero to get wasted defeating Communism and you'll just lie there with a cold ass,
dead as a mackerel."

Daytona Dave sits up. "You can be a hero for a little while, sometimes, if you can stop thinking
about your own ass long enough, if you give a shit. But civilians don't know what to do, so they put
up statues in the park for pigeons to drop turds on. Civilians don't know. Civilians don't want to
know."

I say, "You guys are bitter. Don't you love the American way of life?"

Chili Vendor shakes his head. "No Victor Charlie ever raped my sister. Ho Chi Minh never bombed
Pearl Harbor. We're prisoners here. We're prisoners of the war. They've taken away our freedom
and they've given it to the gooks, but the gooks don't want it. They'd rather be alive than free."

| grunt. "There it is."

With my magic marker | "X" out a section of thigh on the nude woman outlined on the back of my
flak jacket. The number 58 disappears. Fifty-seven days and a wake-up left in country.

Midnight. The boredom becomes unbearable. Chili Vendor suggests that we kill time by wasting
our furry little friends.

| say, "Rat race!"

Chili Vendor hops off his canvas cot and into a corner. He breaks up a John Wayne cookie. In the
corner, six inches off the desk, we've nailed a piece of ammo crate to form a triangular pocket.
There's a little hole in the charred board. Chili Vendor puts the cookie fragments under the board.
Then he snaps off the lights.

| toss Rafter Man one of my booties. Of course, he doesn't know what to do with it. "What--"
Shhhh.

We wait in ambush, enjoying the anticipation of violence. Five minutes. Ten minutes. Fifteen
minutes. Then the Viet Cong rats crawl out of their holes. We freeze. The rats skitter along the
rafters, climb down the screening, then hop onto the plywood deck, making little thumps, moving
through the darkness without fear.

Chili Vendor waits until the skittering converges in the corner. Then he jumps out of his rack and
flips on the overhead lights.

With the exception of Rafter Man we're all on our feet in the same second, forming a semicircle
across the corner. The rats zip and zing, their tiny pink feet clawing for traction on the plywood.
Two or three escape--so brave, or so terrified--in such situations motives are immaterial--that they
run right over out feet and between our legs and through the deadly gauntlet of carefully aimed
boots and stabbing bayonets.

But most of the rats herd together under the board.

Mr. Payback takes a can of lighter fluid from his bamboo footlocker. He squirts lighter fluid into the
little hole in the board.

Daytona Dave strikes a match. "Fire in the hole!" He pitches the burning match into the corner.

The board foomps into flame.
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Rats explode from beneath the board like shrapnel from a rodent grenade.

The rats are on fire. The rats are little flaming kamikaze animals zinging across the plywood deck,
running under racks, over gear, around in circles, running faster and faster and in no particular
direction except toward some place where there is no fire.

"GET SOME!" Mr. Payback is screaming like a lunatic. "GET SOME! GET SOME!" He chops a
rat in half with his machete.

Chili Vendor holds a rat by the tail and, while it shrieks, pounds it do death with a boot.

| throw my K-bar at a rat on the other side of the hootch. The big knife misses the rat, sticks up in
the floor.

Rafter Man doesn't know what to do.

Daytona Dave charges around and around with fixed bayonet, zeroing in on a burning rat like a
fighter pilot in a dogfight. Daytona follows the rat's crazed, erratic course around and around, over
all obstacles, gaining on him with every step. He butt-strokes the rat and then bayonets him, again
and again and again. "That's one confirmed!"

And, as suddenly as it began, the battle is over.

After the rat race everyone collapses. Daytona is breathing hard and fast. "Whew. That was a good
group. Real hard-core. | thought I was going to have a fucking heart attack."

Mr. Payback coughs, grunts. "Hey, New Guy, how many confirmed did you get?"

Rafter Man is still sitting on his canvas cot with my boot in his hand. "I...none. | mean, it happened
so fast."

Mr. Payback laughs. "Well, sometimes it's fun to kill something you can see. You better get squared
away, New Guy. Next time the rats will have guns.”

Daytona Dave is wiping his face with a dirty green skivvy shirt. "The New Guy will do okay. Cut
him some slack. Rafter ain't got the Killer instinct, that's all. Now me, | got about fifty confirmed.
But everybody knows that gook rats drag off their dead."

We all throw things at Daytona Dave.

We rest for a while and then we gather up the barbecued rats and take them outside to hold a funeral
in the dark.

Some guys from utilities platoon who live next door come out of their hootch to pay their respects.
Lance Corporal Winslow Slavin, honcho of the combat plumbers, struts up in a skuzzy green flight
suit. The flight suit is ragged, covered with paint stains and oil splotches. "Only six? Shit. Last night
my boys got seventeen. Confirmed."

I say, "Sounds like a squad of poges to me. Poges kill poges. These rats are Viet Cong field
Marines. Hard-core grunts."

| pick up one of the rats. I turn to the combat plumbers. | hold up the rat and I kiss it.

Mr. Payback laughs, picks up one of the dead rats, bites off the tip of its tail. Then, swallowing, Mr.
Payback says, "Ummm....love them crispy critters.” He grins. He bends over, picks up another dead
rat, offers it to Rafter Man.

Rafter Man is frozen. He can't speak. He just looks at the rat.

Mr. Payback laughs. "What's wrong, New Guy? Don't you want to be a killer?"

We bury the enemy rats with full military honors--we scoop out a shallow grave and we dump them
in.

We sing:

So come along and sing our song

And join our fam-i-ly

M.I.C...K.E.Y...M.O.US.E.

Mickey Mouse, Mickey Mouse...

"Dear God," says Mr. Payback, looking up into the ugly sky. "These rats died like Marines. Cut
them some slack. Ah-men."”

We all say, "Ah-men."

After the funeral we insult the combat plumbers a few more times and then we return to our hootch.
We lie awake in our racks. We discuss the battle and the funeral for a long time.
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Then we try to sleep.

An hour later. It's raining. We roll up in our poncho liners and pray for morning. The monsoon rain
is cold and heavy and comes without warning. Wind-blown water batters the ponchos hung around
the hootch to protect us from the weather.

The terrible falling of the shells...

Incoming.

"Oh, shit," somebody says. Nobody moves.

Rafter Man asks, "Is that---"

| say, "There it is."

The crumps start somewhere outside the wire and walk in like the footsteps of a monster. The
crumps are becoming thuds. Thud. Thud. THUD. And then it's a whistle and a roar.

BANG.

The rain's rhythmic drumming is broken by the clang and rattle of shrapnel falling on our tin roof.
We're all out of our racks with our weapons in our hands like so many parts of the same body--even
Rafter Man, who has begun to pick up on things.

Pounded by cold rain, we double-time to our bunker.

On the perimeter M-60 machine guns are banging and the M-70 grenade launchers are blooping and
mortar shells are thumping out of the tubes.

Star flares burst all along the wire, beautiful clusters of green fire.

Inside our damp cave of sandbags we huddle elbow-to-elbow in wet skivvies, feeling the weight of
the darkness, as helpless as cavemen hiding from a monster.

"I hope they're just fucking with us,” | say. "l hope they're not going to hit the wire. I'm not ready
for this shit.”

Outside our bunker: BANG, BANG, BANG. And falling rain.

Each of us is waiting for the next shell to nail him right on the head--the mortar as an agent of
existential doom.

A scream.

I wait for a time of silence and | crawl out to take a look. Somebody is down. The whistle of an
incoming round forces me to retreat into the bunker. I wait for the shell to burst.

BANG.

| crawl out, stand up, and | run to the wounded man. He's one of the combat plumbers. "You
utilities platoon? Where's Winslow?"

The man is whining. "I'm dying! I'm dying!" | shake him.

"Where's Winslow?"

"There." He points. "He was coming to help me..."

Rafter Man and Chili Vendor come out and Rafter Man helps me carry the combat plumber to our
bunker. Chili Vendor double-times off to get a corpsman.

We leave the combat plumber with Daytona and Mr. Payback and double-time through the rain,
looking for Winslow.

He's in the mud outside his hootch, torn to pieces.

The mortar shells stop falling. The machine guns on the perimeter fade to short bursts. Even so, the
grunts standing line continue to pop green star clusters in case Victor Charlie plans to launch a
ground attack.

Somebody throws a poncho over Winslow. The rain taps the green plastic sheet.

| say, "It took a lot of guts to do what Winslow did. I mean, you can see Winslow's guts and he sure
had a lot of them."

Nobody says anything.

After the green ghouls from graves registration stuff Winslow into a body bag and take him away,
we go back to our hootch. We flop on our racks, wasted.
| say, "Well, Rafter, now you've heard a shot fired in anger.”
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Soaking wet in green skivvies, Rafter Man is sitting on his rack. He has something in his hand. He's
staring at it.

| sit up. "Hey, Rafter. What's that? You souvenir yourself a piece of shrapnel?” No response.
"Rafter? You hit?"

Mr. Payback grunts. "What's wrong, New Guy? Did a few rounds make you nervous?"

Rafter Man looks up with a new face. His lips are twisted into a cold, sardonic smirk. His labored
breathing is broken by grunts. He growls. His lips are wet with saliva. He's looking at Mr. Payback.
The object in Rafter Man's hand is a piece of flesh, Winslow's flesh, ugly yellow, as big as a John
Wayne cookie, wet with blood. We all look at it for a long time.

Rafter Man puts the piece of flesh into his mouth, onto his tongue, and we thing he's going to vomit.
Instead, he grits his teeth. Then, closing his eyes, he swallows.

| turn off the lights.

Dawn. The heat of the day comes quickly, burning away the mud puddles left by the monsoon rain.
Rafter Man and | ditty-bop down to the Phu Bai landing zone. We wait for a med-evac chopper.
Ten minutes later a Jolly Green Giant comes in loaded.

Corpsmen run up the ramp at the rear of the vibrating machine and reappear immediately, carrying
canvas stretchers. On the stretchers are bloody rags with men inside. Rafter Man and | run into the
chopper. We lift a stretcher and run down the metal ramp. The chopper is already beginning to lift
off.

We place the stretcher on the deck with the others, where the corpsmen are sorting the dead from
the living, changing bandages, adjusting plasma bottles.

Rafter Man and | run into the prop wash, running sideways beneath the thumping blades into a
tornado of hot wind and stinging gravel. We stop, hunched over, holding up our thumbs.

The chopper pilot is an invading Martian in an orange flame-retardant flight suit and an olive-drab
space helmet. The pilot's face is a shadow behind a dark green visor. He gives us a thumbs-up. We
run around to the cargo ramp and the door gunner gives us a hand up into the belly of the vibrating
machine just as it lifts off.

The flight to Hue is north eight miles. Far below, Viet Nam is a patchwork quilt of greens and
yellows. It's a beautiful country, especially when seen from the air. Viet Nam is like a page from a
Marco Polo picture book. The deck is pockmarked with shell holes, and napalm air strikes have
charred vast patches of earth, but the land is healing itself with beauty.

My ears pop. | pinch my nose and puff out my cheeks. Rafter Man imitates me. We sit on bales of
green rubber-impregnated canvas body bags.

As we near Hue, the door gunner smokes marijuana and fires his M-60 machine gun at a farmer in
the rice paddies below. The door gunner has long hair, a bushy moustache, and is naked except for
an unbuttoned Hawaiian sport shirt. On the Hawaiian sport shirt are a hundred yellow hula dancers.
The hamlet beneath us is in free fire zone--anybody can shoot at it at any time and for any reason.
We watch the farmer run in the shallow water. The farmer knows only that his family needs some
rice to eat. The farmer knows only that the bullets are tearing him apart.

He falls, and the door gunner giggles.

The med-evac chopper sets down on a landing zone near Highway One, a mile south of Hue. The
LZ is cluttered with walking wounded, stretcher cases, and body bags. Before Rafter Man and | are
off the LZ our chopper has been loaded with wounded and is airborne again, flying back to Phu Bai.
We wait for a rough rider convoy in front of a bombed-out gas station. Hours pass. Noon. | take off
my flak jacket. | pull my old, ragged Boy Scout shirt out of my NVA rucksack. | put on my Boy
Scout shirt so that the sun won't roast the flesh from my bones. On the frayed collar, corporal's
chevrons that are so salty that the black enamel has worn off and the brass shows through. Over the
right breast pocket, a cloth rectangle which readsFirst Marine Division, CORRESPONDENT. And
in Vietnamese: BAO CHI.

Sitting on a bullet-riddled yellow oyster that says SHELL OIL, we drink Cokes that cost five dollars
a bottle. The mamasan who sells us the Cokes is wearing a conical white hat. She bows every time
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we speak. She squawks and chatters like an old black bird. She flashes her black teeth at us. She is
very proud of her teeth. Only a lifetime of chewing betel nuts can make teeth as black as hers. We
don't understand a word of her magpie chatter, but the hatred in the smile frozen on her face says
clearly, "Oh well, Americans may be assholes but they are very rich."

There is a popular sea story which says that old Victor Charlie mamasans sell Cokes with ground-
up glass in them. Drinking, we wonder if that's true.

Two Dusters, light tanks with twin 40mm guns, grind by. The men in the Dusters ignore our
thumbs.

An hour later a Mighty Mite zooms by at eighty miles an hour, the maximum speed of the little
jeep. No luck.

Then a convoy of six-bys appears, led by two M-48 Patton tanks. Thirty big trucks roar by at full
speed. Two more Patton tanks are riding security at tail-end Charlie.

The first tank speeds up as it passes us.

The second tank slows down, bucks, jerks to a halt. In the turret is a blond tank commander who is
not wearing a helmet or a shirt. He waves us on. We put on our flak jackets. We pick up our gear
and swing it up onto the tank. Then Rafter Man and | climb up onto a block of hot, vibrating metal.
Down in a hatch by our feet is the driver. His head protrudes just enough for him to see; his hands
are on the controls. The driver jerks the wobble stick and the tank lurches forward, bouncing,
grinding, faster and faster and faster. The roar of an eight-hundred-horsepower diesel engine
accelerates to a rhythmic rumble of mechanical power.

Rafter Man and | fall back against the hot turret. We are hanging onto the long ninety-millimeter
gun like monkeys. The cool air of speed is delicious after hours in Viet Nam's one-hundred-and-
twenty- degree yellow furnace. Our sweat-soaked shirts are cold. Flashing by: Vietnamese
hootches, ponds with white ducks in them, circular graves with chipped and faded paint, and
endless shimmering pieces of emerald water newly planted with rice.

It's a wonderful day. I'm so happy that | am alive, in one piece, and short. I'm in a world of shit, yes,
but I am alive. And | am not afraid. Riding the tank gives me a thrilling sense of power and well-
being. Who dares to shoot at the man who rides the tiger?

It's a beautiful tank. Painted on the long barrel: BLACK FLAG--We Exterminate Household Pests.
Flying on a radio antenna, a ragged Confederate flag. Military vehicles are beautiful because they
are built from functional designs which make them real, solid, without artifice. The tank possesses
the beauty of its hard lines; it is fifty tons of rolling armor on tracks like steel watchbands. The tank
is our protection, rolling on and on forever, clanking out the dark mechanical poetry of iron and
guns.

Suddenly the tank shifts to the left. Rafter Man and | are thrown hard into the turret. Metal grinds
metal. The tank hits a bump, shifting sharply to the right and jerking to a halt, throwing us forward.
Rafter Man and | hang onto the gun and say, "Son-of-a-bitch..."

The blond tank commander climbs out of the turret hatch and jumps off the back of the tank.

The tank driver has run the tank off the road.

Fifty yards back a water buffalo is down on its back, legs out straight. The water bo bellows, tosses
its curved horns. On the deck, in the center of the road, | see a tiny body, facedown.

Chattering Vietnamese civilians pour out of the roadside hootches, staring and pointing. The
Vietnamese civilians crowd around to see how their American saviors have crushed the guts out of
a child.

The blond tank commander speaks to the Vietnamese civilians in French. Then, walking back to the
tanks, the blond tank commander is pursued by an ancient papasan. There are tears in the papasan’s
eyes. The withered old man shakes his bony little fists and throws Asian curses at the tank
commander's back. The Vietnamese civilians grow silent. Another child is dead, and, although it is
very sad and painful, they accept it.

The blond tank commander climbs up onto his tank and reinserts his legs into the turret hatch. "Iron
Man, you fucking shitbird. You will drive this machine like it's a tank and not a goddamn sports car.
You hit that little girl, you blind idiot. Hell, I could see her through the fucking vision blocks. She
was standing on that water bo's back..."
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The driver turns, his face hard. "I didn't see them, skipper. What do they think they're doing,
crossing in front of me like that? Don't these zipperheads know that tanks got the right-of-way?"
The driver's face is coated with a thin film of oil and sweat; iron has entered into his soul and he has
become a component of the tank, sweating oil to lubricate its meshing gears.

The blond tank commander says, "You fuck up one more time, Iron Man, and you will be a grunt.”
The driver turns back to the front. "Aye-aye, sir. I'll watch the road, Lieutenant.”

Rafter Man asks, "Sir, did we kill that girl? Why was that old man yelling at you?" Rafter Man
looks sick.

The blond tank commander takes a green ballpoint pen and little green notebook out of his hip
pocket. He writes something in the notebook. "The little girl's grandfather? He was yelling about
how he needs his water bo. He wants a condolence award. He wants us to pay him for the water
bo."

Rafter Man doesn't say anything.

The blond tank commander yells at Iron Man: "Drive, you blind son-of-a-bitch."

And the tank rolls on.

On the outskirts of Hue, the ancient Imperial Capital, we see the first sign of the battle--a cathedral,
centuries old, now a bullet-peppered box of ruined stone, roof caved in, walls punctured by shells.
Entering Hue, the third largest city in Viet Nam, is a strange new experience. Our was has been in
the paddies, in hamlets where the largest structure was a bamboo hut. Seeing the effects of war
upon a Vietnamese city makes me feel like a New Guy.

The weather is dreary but the city is beautiful. Hue has been beautiful for so long that not even war
and bad weather can make it ugly.

Empty streets. Every building in Hue has been hit with some kind of ordnance. The ground is still
wet from last night's rain. The air is cool. The whole city is enveloped in a white mist. The sun is
going down.

We roll past a tank which has been gutted by B-40 rocket-propelled grenades. On the barrel of the
shattered ninety-millimeter gun: BLACK FLAG.

Fifty yards down the road we pass two wasted six-bys. One of the big trucks has been knocked onto
its side. The cab of the truck is a broken mass of jagged, twisted steel. The second six-by has
burned and is only a skeleton of black iron. The windshields of both trucks have been strung with
bright necklaces of bullet holes.

As we roll past Quoc Hoc High School | punch Rafter Man on the arm. "Ho Chi Minh went there,"
I say. "I wonder if Uncle Ho played varsity basketball. I wonder who Uncle Ho took to the senior
prom."

Rafter Man grins.

Shots pop, far away. Single rounds. Short bursts of automatic weapons. The fighting has stopped,
for the moment. The shots we hear are just some grunt trying to get lucky.

Near the University of Hue the tank grinds to a halt and Rafter Man and I hop off. The University of
Hue is now a collection point for refugees on their way to Phu Bai. Whole families with all of their
possessions have occupied the classrooms and corridors since the battle began. The refugees are too
tired to run anymore. The refugees look cold and drained the way you look after death sits on your
face and smothers you for so long that you get tired of screaming. Outside, the women cook pots of
rice. All over the deck there are piles of human shit.

We wave good-bye to the blond tank commander and his tank grumbles and rolls away. The tank's
steel cleats crush some bricks which have been thrown into the street by explosions.

Rafter Man and | stare across the River of Perfumes. We stare at the Citadel. The river is ugly. The
river is muddy. The steel suspension bridge--The Bridge of the Golden Waters--is down, blown by
enemy frogmen. Torn girders jut out of the dark water like the broken bones of a sea serpent.

A hand grenade explodes, far away, inside the Citadel.

Rafter Man and | head for the MAC-V, Military Assistance Command--Viet Nam, compound.
"This is a beautiful place," says Rafter Man.
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"It was. It really was. I've been here a few times for award ceremonies. General Cushman was here.
I took his picture and he took a picture of me taking a picture of him. And Ky was here, all duded
up in his black silk flight jacket with silver general's stars all over it and a black cap with silver
general's stars all over that, too. Ky had these pearl-handled pistols and wore a purple ascot. He
looked like a Japanese playboy. He had his program squared away, that Ky. He believed in a Viet
Nam for the Vietnamese. | guess that's why we kicked him out. But he was beautiful that day. You
should have seen all the schoolgirls in their ao dai, purple and white, carrying their little parasols...”
"Where are they now? The girls?"

"Oh, dead, I guess. Did you know that there's a legend that Hue rose from a pool of mud as a lotus
flower?"

"Look at that!"

A squad of Arvins are looting a mansion. The Arvins of the Army of the Republic of Viet Nam look
funny because all of their equipment is too big for them. In baggy uniforms and oversized helmets
they look like little boys playing war.

| say, "Decent. Number one. We got some slack, Rafter. Remember this, Rafter Man, any time you
can see an Arvin you are safe from Victor Charlie. The Arvins run like rabbits at the first sign of
violence. An Arvin infantry platoon is about as lethal as a garden club of old ladies throwing
marshmallows. Don't believe all that scuttlebutt about Arvins being cowards. They just hate the
Green Machine more than we do. They were drafted by the Saigon government, which was drafted
by the lifers who drafted us, who were drafted by the lifers who think that they can buy the war.
And Arvins are not stupid. The Arvins are not stupid when they are doing something they enjoy,
like stealing. Arvins sincerely believe that jewels and money are essential military supplies. So
we're safe until the Arvins start yelling, 'Beaucoup VC, beaucoup VC!" and then run away. But be
careful. Arvins are always shooting at chickens, other people's pigs, and trees. Arvins will shoot
anything except transistor radios, Coca-Colas, sunglasses, money, and the enemy."

"Don't they get money from their government?"

| grin. "Money is their government."

The sun is gone. Rafter Man and | double-time. A sentry challenges us; | tell him to go to hell.
Fifty-six days and a wake-up.

In the morning we wake up inside the MAC-V compound, a white two-story building with bullet-
pocked walls. The compound has been enclosed behind a wall of sandbags and concertina wire.

We gather up our gear and prepare to leave while a light colonel reads a statement made by the
military mayor of Hue. The statement is a denial that there is looting in Hue and a warning that
looters will be shot on sight. A dozen civilian war correspondents sit on the deck, wiping sleep from
their eyes, half-listening, yawning. Then the light colonel adds a personal comment. Someone has
awarded a Purple Heart to a big white goose that got wounded while the compound was under
attack. The light colonel feels that the civilian correspondents do not understand that war is serious
business.

Outside, I point to a wasted NV A hanging in the wire. "Was is serious business, son, and this is our
gross national product.” I Kick the corpse, triggering panic in the maggots in the hollow eye sockets
and in the grinning mouth and in each of the bullet holes in his chest. "Gross?"

Rafter Man kneels down to get a better look. "Yes, he is confirmed."

A CBS camera crew appears, surrounded by star-struck grunts who strike combat-Marine poses,
pretending to be what they are. They all want Walter Cronkite to meet their sisters. In white short-
sleeved shirts the CBS cameramen hurry off to photograph death in living color.

| stop a master sergeant. ""Top, we want to get into the shit."”

The master sergeant is writing on a piece of yellow paper on a clipboard. He doesn't look up, but
jerks his thumb over his shoulder. "Across the river. One-Five. Get a boat ride by the bridge."
"One-Five? Outstanding. Thanks, Top."

The master sergeant walks away, writing on the yellow paper. He ignores four skuzzy grunts who
run into the compound, each man holding up one corner of a poncho. On the poncho is a dead
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Marine. The grunts are screaming for a corpsman and when they put the poncho down, very gently,
a pool of dark blood pours out onto the concrete deck.

Rafter Man and | hurry down to the River of Perfumes. We talk to a baby-faced Navy ensign who
souvenirs us a ride on a Vietnamese gunboat ferrying reinforcements to the Vietnamese Marines.
As we skim down the river Rafter Man asks, "Are these guys any good?"

I nod. "The best the Arvins got. They're not as tough as the Korean Marines, though. The ROK's are
so hard that they got muscles in their shit. The Blue Dragon Brigade. | was on an op with them
down by Hoi An."

A shot pops from the shore. The bullet buzzes over.

The gunboat crew opens up with a fifty-caliber machine gun and a forty mike-mike cannon.

Rafter Man watches with joy in his eyes as the bullets knock up thin stalks of water along the river
bank. He holds his piece at port arms, first to fight.

The Strawberry Patch, a large triangle of land between the Citadel and the River of Perfumes, is a
quiet suburb of Hue. We get off the gunboat at the Strawberry Patch and wander around with the
Vietnamese Marines until we see a little Marine with an expensive pump shotgun slung across his
back, a case of C rations on his shoulder, and DEADLY DELTA on his flak jacket.

| say, "Hey, bro, where's One-Five?"

The little Marines turns, smiles.

I say, "You need a huss with that?"

"No thanks, Marine. You people One-One?"

"No, sir," | say. Officers do not wear rank insignia in the field but snuffies learn to fix a man's rank
by his voice. "We're looking for One-Five. | got a bro in the First Platoon. They call him Cowboy.
He wears a cowboy hat."

"I'm Cowboy's platoon commander. The Lusthog Squad is in the platoon area up by the Citadel."”
We walk along with the little Marine.

"I'm Joker, sir. Corporal Joker. This is Rafter Man. We work for Stars and Stripes."

"My name is Bayer. Robert M. Bayer the third. My people call me Shortround, for obvious reasons.
You here to make Cowboy famous?"

I laugh. "Never happen.”

The gray sky is clearing. The white mist is moving away, exposing Hue to the sun.

First Platoon's area is within sight of the massive walls of the Citadel. While First Platoon waits for
the attack to begin, the Lusthog Squad is partying.

Crazy Earl points a forefinger at the three of us. "Resupply! Number one!" Then: "Hey,
cowpuncher, the Joker is on deck.”

Cowboy looks up and grins. He's holding a large brown bottle of tiger piss--Vietnamese beer.
"Well, no shit. It's the Joker and his New Guy. Lai dai, bros, come on, sit and share, sit and share."
Rafter Man and | sit down in the dirt and Cowboy throws loose stacks of Vietnamese piasters into
our laps. I laugh, surprised. | pick up the brightly colored bills, large bills, in large denominations.
Cowboy shoves bottles of tiger piss into our hands.

"Hey, Skipper!" says Cowboy. "Souvenir me spaghetti and meatballs, okay? Every time we chow
down | pull ham and mothers--the Breakfast of Champions. | hate fucking ham and lima beans."
The little Marine rips open one case of C's, pulls out a cardboard box, pitches it to Cowboy.
Cowboy catches the box, squints at the label. "Number one. Thanks, Skipper."

Crazy Earl throws another stack of piasters into my lap.

Every man in the squad has a pile of money.

"Man, we finally got paid,” says Crazy Earl. "You know what | am saying, gentlemen? We been
slave-labor mercenaries and now we are rich. We got a million P's here, gentlemen. Yes, that's
beaucoup P's.”

| say, "Sir, where'd this money--"
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Mr. Shortround shrugs. "Money? | don't see any money." He takes off his helmet. On the back of
the helmet: Kill a Commie for Christ. Mr. Shortround lights a cigarette. "About half a million P's.
Maybe a thousand dollars per man in American money."

Cowboy says, "You got to write about our John Wayne lieutenant.” Cowboy punches Mr.
Shortround on the arm. "Mr. Shortround is a mustang. When the Crotch made him a lieutenant he
was just a corporal, just a snuffy like us. He's very little, but he is oh so bad." Cowboy tilts his head
back and sucks in a long swallow of tiger piss. Then: "We were taking this railroad terminal. That's
where the safe was. We blew it open with a block of C-4. The gooks were coming down on us with
automatic weapons, B-40's, even a fucking mortar. The Lieutenant got six confirmed. Six! He
wasted those zipperheads like a born killer."”

"There are NVA here," says Crazy Earl. "Many, many of them."

"That's affirmative,” says Cowboy. "And they are as hard as slant-eyed drill instructors. They are
highly motivated individuals.”

Crazy Earl holds his bottle by the neck and smashes it across a fallen statue of a fat, smiling, bald-
headed gook. "This ain't a war, it's a series of overlapping riots. We blow them away. They come up
behind us before we're out of sight and shoot us in the ass. | know a guy in One-One that shot a
gook and then tied a satchel charge to him and blew him into little invisible pieces because shooting
gooks is a waste of time--they come back to life. But these gooks piss you off so bad that you get to
shoot some thing, any thing. Bros, half the confirmed kills | got are civilians and the other half is
water buffaloes.” Earl pauses, burps, drawing the burp out as long as he can. "You should have seen
Animal Mother wasting those Arvins. As soon as we hit the shit the Arvins started di-di mau -ing
for the rear and Animal Mother spit and then blew them away."

"I miss Stumbling Stewey," says Alice, the black giant. He explains to me and Rafter Man:
"Stumbling Stewey was our honcho before Stoke, the Supergrunt. Stumbling Stewey was real
nervous, you know? Very nervous. | mean, he was ner vous. The only way the dude could relax
was throwing hand grenades. He was always popping frags all over the area. Then he started
holding on to them right up to the last second. So one day ol' Stumbling Stewey pulled the pin and
just stood there, staring, just staring and staring at that little ol' olive-drab egg in his hand..."

Crazy Earl nods, burps. "l was just a New Guy the day Stumbling Stewey blew himself away and
Stoke the Supergrunt took the squad. Stoke made me assistant squad leader. He could see that |
didn't know nothing, and all that good shit, but he said he liked my personality.” Crazy Earl takes a
swallow from another bottle of beer. "Hey, Cowboy, get your horse! Quick! My crabs are having a
rodeo!"

Donlon, the radioman, says, "l hope we stay here. This street fighting is decent duty. We can see
them here. We got cover, resupply, even some areas where you can cut a few Z's without digging a
hole. No rice paddies full of slope shit to swim in. No immersion foot. No jungle rot. No leeches
falling from the trees."”

Crazy Earl flips a beer bottle into the air and the bottle arches down and smashes upon a broken
wall. "Affirmative, but we blow up all these shrines and temples and the gooks got lots of shit to
hide under and we have to dig them out.”

Everybody gets a little high. Crazy Earl goes into a long, detailed sea story about how the
Montagnard Tribesmen are in fact Viet Cong cavemen. "We said we were going to bomb them back
to the Stone Age and we do not lie."

Cowboy suggests that Montagnards are actually Viet Cong Indians and that the secret to winning
the war is to issue each grunt a horse. Then Victor Charlie would have to hump while Marines
could ride.

Crazy Earl puts his arm across the shoulders of the man next to him. The man has a bush cover
pulled down over his face, a beer in his hand, a pile of money in his lap. "This is my bro," says
Crazy Earl, removing the bush cover from the man's face. "This is his party. He is the guest of
honor. You see, today is his birthday."

Rafter Man looks at me, his mouth open. "Sarge..."

| say, "Don't call me Sarge."
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The man next to Crazy Earl is a dead man, a North Vietnamese corporal, a clean-cut Asian kid
about seventeen years old with ink-black hair, cropped short.

Crazy Earl hugs the North Vietnamese corporal. He grins. "l made him sleep.” Crazy Earl puts his
forefinger to his lips and whispers, "Shhh. He's resting now."

Before Rafter Man can start asking questions Animal Mother and another Marine double-time up
the road, carrying a large cardboard box between them. They drop the box and reach inside. They
throw plastic bags to each of us. "Resupply! Resupply! Get your red-hot bennies. Scarf it up!"
Cowhboy snatches up his bag and rips it open. "Long-rats. Outstanding!"

| pick up my bag and I show it to Rafter Man. "This is number one chow, Rafter. The Army eats
this shit on humps. Add water and you got real food."

Lieutenant Shortround says, "Okay, Mother, where'd you souvenir the chow?"

Animal Mother spits. He grins, baring rotten teeth. "I stole it."

"You stole it, sir."

"Yeah, | stole it...sir ."

"That's looting. They shoot people for that."

"I stole it from the Army...sir."

"Outstanding. It is part of your duty as a Marine to harass our sister services. Carry on."

Cowboy punches the Marine who helped Animal Mother carry the cardboard box. "This is T.H.E.
Rock. Make him famous. He wears that rock around his neck so that when the dinks zap him they'll
know who he is."

T.H.E. Rock grins. "You fucking alcoholic. I wish you'd stop telling people about my rock.” He
pulls out a rawhide cord and shows us his rock, a quartz crystal mounted in brass.

Animal Mother props his M-60 machine gun against a wall and sits down, cross-legged. "Man, |
almost got me some eatin' pussy."

T.H.E. Rock says, "That's affirmative. Mother was chasing a little gook girl with his dick hanging
out...."

Lieutenant Shortround pulls his K-bar from its sheath and cuts a chunk from a block of C-4 plastic
explosive he has extracted from a Claymore mine. He puts the piece of C-4 into a little stove he has
made by punching air holes into an empty C rations can. He strikes a match and lights the C-4. He
fills a second can with water from his canteen and then holds the can of water over the blue flame.
"Mother, you know what | told you last week."

A Phantom F-4 jet roars over and unloads a few rocket pods into the Citadel. Explosions rock the
deck.

T.H.E. Rock looks at Animal Mother as he explains: "She was just a baby, sir. Thirteen or
fourteen."

Animal Mother grins, spits. "If she's old enough to bleed, she's old enough to butcher.”

Mr. Shortround looks at Animal Mother, but doesn't say anything. He takes a white plastic spoon
out of his shirt pocket and puts it into the can of boiling water. Then he takes a tinfoil packet of
cocoa out of his thigh pocket, tears it open, pours the brown powder into the can of boiling water.
He takes hold of the white plastic spoon and begins to stir the hot chocolate slowly. "Animal
Mother? Do you hear me? I'm talking to you."

Animal Mother glares at the lieutenant. Then, "Oh, I was just fooling around, Lieutenant.”

Mr. Shortround stirs his hot chocolate.

I say, "Animal Mother, how come you think you're so bad?"

Animal Mother looks at me, surprised. "Hey, motherfucker, don't even talk to me. You ain't a grunt.
You want your face stomped in? Huh? You want to battle?"

| pick up my M-16.

Animal Mother reaches for his M-60.

Cowboy says, "Man, if there's one thing I can't stand, it's violence. I mean, if you got to blow
Mother away, that's outstanding. Nobody likes Mother anyway. Shit, he doesn’t even like himself.
But you got to get a real gun, not that toy M-16. If it's Mattel, it's swell." Cowboy unhooks a frag
from his flak jacket and tosses it to me. "Here. Use this."”
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I catch the hand grenade. | toss it up into the air a few times, catching it, still looking at Animal
Mother. "No, I'm going to get me an M-60 and then me and this motherfucker are going to have one
duel--"

"Stow it, Joker," Mr. Shortround interrupts: "Animal Mother, listen up. You harass one more little
girl and I'm going to put my little silver bar in my pocket and then you and | are going to throw
some hands."

Animal Mother grunts, spits, picks up a bottle of tiger piss. He hooks a tooth into the metal cap and
forces the bottle up. The cap pops off. He takes a swallow, then looks at me. He mutters, "Fucking
poge..." He takes another couple of swallows and then says very loud, "Cowboy, you remember
when we were set up in that L-shaped ambush up by Khe Sanh and blew away that NVA rifle
squad? You remember that little gook bitch that was guiding them? She was a lot younger than the
one | saw today." He takes another swallow. "I didn't get to fuck that one either. But that's okay.
That's okay. | shot her motherfucking face off." Animal Mother burps. He looks at me and smirks.
"That's affirmative, poge. | shot her motherfucking face off."

Alice shows me a necklace of little bones and tries to convince me that they're magic Voodoo bones
from New Orleans, but they look like dry old chicken bones to me.

"We...are animals,” | say.

After a couple of minutes Crazy Earl says, "Grunts ain't animals. We just do our job. We're shot at
and missed, shit on and hit. The gooks are grunts, like us. They fight, like us. They got lifer poges
running their country and we got lifer poges running ours. But at least the gooks are grunts, like us.
Not the Viet Cong. The VC are some dried-up old mamasans with rusty carbines. The NVA, man,
we are tight with the NVA. We Kkill each other, no doubt about it, but we're tight. We're hard."”
Crazy Earl tosses an empty beer bottle to the deck and picks up his Red Ryder air rifle. He fires the
air rifle at the bottle and the BB ricochets off the bottle with a faint ping. "I love the little commie
bastards, man. | really do. Grunts understand grunts. These are great days we are living, bros. We
are jolly green giants, walking with the earth with guns. The people we wasted here today are the
finest individuals we will ever know. When we rotate back to the World we're gonna miss having
somebody around who's worth shooting. There ought to be a government for grunts. Grunts could
fix the world up. I never met a grunt | didn't like, except Mother."

| say, "Never happen. It would make too much sense. It's better that we save Viet Nam from the
people who live here. Of course, they love us; we'll kill them if they don't. When you've got them
by the balls their hearts and minds will follow."

Donlon says, "Well, we're rich and we got beaucoup beer and beaucoup chow. Now all we need is
the Bob Hope show."

| stand up. The beer has gone to my head. "I'll be Bob Hope." | hesitate. | touch my face. "Oh, wow,
my nose ain't big enough.” Mild laughter.

A hundred yards away a heavy machine gun fires a long burst. Scattered small arms fire replies.

I do impressions.

"Friends, | am Bob Hope. You all remember me, I'm sure. | was in some movies with Bing Crosby.
Well, I'm here in Viet Nam to entertain you. The folks back home don't care enough about you to
bring you back to the World so you won't get wasted, but they do care enough to send comedians
over here so that at least you can die laughing. So have you heard the one about the Viet Nam
veteran who came home and said, 'Look, Mom, no hands!""

The squad laughs. They say: "Do John Wayne!"

Doing my John Wayne voice, | tell the squad a joke: "Stop me if you're heard this. There was a
Marine of nuts and bolts, half robot--weird but true--whose every move was cut from pain as
though from stone. His stoney little hide had been crushed and broken. But he just laughed and said,
'I've been crushed and broken before." And sure enough, he had the heart of a bear. His heart
functioned for weeks after it had been diagnosed by doctors. His heart weighed half a pound. His
heart pumped seven hundred thousand gallons of warm blood through one hundred thousand miles
of veins, working hard--hard enough in twelve hours to lift one sixty-five-ton boxcar one foot off
the deck. He said. The world would not waste the heart of a bear, he said. On his clean blue pajamas
many medals hung. He was a walking word of history, in the shop for a few repairs. He took it on
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the chin and was good. One night in Japan his life came out of his body--black--like a question
mark. If you can keep your head while others are losing theirs perhaps you have misjudged the
situation. Stop me if you've heard this..."

Nobody says anything.

"The war is ruining my sense of humor,” | say. | squat.

Cowboy nods. "There it is. All I'm doing is counting my days, just counting my days. A hundred
days and a wake-up and I'll be on that big silver Freedom Bird, flying back to the World, back to
the block, back to the Lone Star State, back to the land of the big PX. And I'll have medals all over
myself. And | won't be fucked up. No, when you get fucked up they send you to Japan. You go to
Japan and somebody pins a medical discharged to what's left of you and all that good shit."

"I'd rather be wasted," | say. "Hire the handicapped--they're fun to watch."

Cowboy grins.

T.H.E. Rocks says, "You know, my mom writes me a lot of letters about what a brave boy T.H.E.
Rock is. T.H.E. Rock is not a boy; he's a person." He drinks beer. "I know I'm a person because |
know there ain't no Santa Claus. There ain't no fucking Easter bunny. You know? Back in the
World we thought that the future is always safe in a little gold box somewhere. Well, I'll live
forever. I'm T.H.E. Rock."”

Crazy Earl grunts. "Hey Skipper, what say we stuff some dope into your shotgun and toke it
through the barrel?"

Mr. Shortround shakes his head. "No can do, Craze. We're moving most skosh."

Donlon is talking into his handset. "Sir, the C.O. wants the Actual."”

Donlon gives the handset to Mr. Shortround. The Lieutenant talks to Delta Six, the commanding
officer of Delta One-Five.

"Number ten. Just when we were scarfing up some of the bennies,"” says Crazy Earl. "Just when we
were getting a little piece of slack..."

Lieutenant Shortround stands up and starts putting on his gear. "Moving, rich kids. Saddle up.
Craze, get your people on their feet."

"Moving. Moving."

We all stand up, except for the NVA corporal who remains seated, a beer in his hand, a pile of
money in his lap, his split lips curled back in a death grin.

Alice steps up with a machete in one hand and a blue canvas shopping bag in the other. He kneels.
With two blows of the machete Alice chops off the NVA corporal's feet. He picks up each foot by
the big toe and drops it into the blue shopping bag. "This gook was a very hard dude. Number one!
Big Magic!"

The grunts stuff beer bottles, piasters, long-rats, and looted souvenirs into their baggy pockets, into
Marine-issue field packs, and into NVA haversacks souvenired from enemy grunts they have
wasted. The grunts pick up their weapons.

Moving. Moving. | walk behind Cowboy. Rafter Man walks behind me.

I say, "Well, I guess this Citadel shit is going to be oh so bad. But it could be worse. | mean, at least
it's not Parris Island.”

Cowboy grins. He says, "There it is."

We see the great walls of the Citadel. With zigzagging ramparts thirty feet high and eight feet thick,
surrounded by a moat, the fortress looks like an ancient castle from a fairy tale about dragons who
guard treasure and knights on white horses and princesses in need of assistance. The castle is black
stone against a cold gray sky, with dark towers populated by shadows that are alive.

The Citadel is actually a small walled city constructed by French engineers as protection for the
home of Gia Long, Emperor of the Annamese Empire. When Hue was the Imperial Capital, the
Citadel protected the Emperor and the royal family and the ancient treasure of the Forbidden City
from pirates raiding from the South China Sea.

We are big white American boys in steel helmets and heavy flak jackets, armed with magic
weapons, laying siege to a castle in modern times. One-Five has changed a lot since the days when
it was the first battalion to hit the beach at Guadacanal.
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Metal birds flash in and shit steel eggs all over the place. F-4 Phantom jet fighters are dropping
napalm, high explosives, and Willy Peter--white phosphorus. With bombs we are expressing
ourselves; we are writing our history in shattered blocks of stone.

Black roses of smoke bloom inside the Citadel.

We ditty-bop Indian-file along both sides of the road, twenty yards between each man. The lines
pop and snick as cocking levers are snapped back and bolts sent home, chambering rounds. Safeties
are clicked off. Selector switches are thumbed to the full automatic position. Those Marines armed
with M-14's fix bayonets.

Machine guns start typing out history. First our guns, then theirs. Snipers on the wall fire a round
here and there, sighting us in.

War is a catalogue of sounds. Our ears direct our feet.

A bullet crunches into a wall.

Somebody starts singing:

M.I.C..K.E.Y..M.O.U.S.E.

The machine guns are exchanging a steady fire now, like old friends having a conversation. Thumps
and thuds puncture the rhythm of the bullets.

The snipers zero in on us. Each shot becomes a word spoken by death. Death is talking to us. Death
wants to tell us a funny secret. We may not like death but death likes us. Victor Charlie is hard but
he never lies. Guns tell the truth. Guns never say, "I'm only kidding." War is ugly because the truth
can be ugly and war is very sincere.

| say out loud: "You and me, God--right?"

I send guard-mail directives to my personal Tactical Area of Responsibility, which extends to the
perimeters of my skin. Dear Feet, tiptoe through the tulips. Balls, hang in there. Legs, don't do any
John Waynes. My body is serviceable. | intend to maintain my body in the excellent condition in
which it was issued.

In the silence of our hearts we speak to our werewolf weapons; our weapons reply.

Cowhboy is listening to me mutter to myself. "John Wayne? Hey, Joker's right. This ain't real. This is
just a John Wayne movie. Joker can be Paul Newman. I'll be a horse.”

"Yeah."

"Crazy Earl says, "Can | be Gabby Hayes?"

"The Rock can be a rock," says Donlon, the radioman.

Alice says, "I'll be Ann-Margret."

"Animal Mother can be a rabid buffalo," says Stutten, honcho of the third fire team.

The walls are assaulted by werewolf laughter.

"Who'll be the Indians?"

The little enemy folks audition for the part--machine-gun bullets rip across a wall to starboard.
Lieutenant Shortround calls up his squad leaders with a hand signal--he holds up his right hand and
twirls it. Three squad leaders, including Crazy Earl, double-time to him. He talks to them, points at
the wall. The squad leaders double-time back to their squads to confer with their fire team leaders.
Lieutenant Shortround blows a whistle and then we're all running like big-assed birds. We don't
want to to this. We are all afraid. But if you stayed behind you would be alone. Your friends are
going; you go too. You're not a person anymore. You don't have to be who you are anymore. You're
part of an attack, one green object in a line of green objects, running toward a breach in the Citadel
wall, running through hard noise and bursting metal, running, running, running...you don't look
back.

We double-time, werewolves with guns, panting. We run as though impatient to sink into the
darkness that is opening up to swallow us. Something snaps and we're past the point of no return.
We're going through the broken wall. We're running fast and we aren't going to stop. Nothing can
stop us.

The air is being torn.

The deck shifts beneath your feet. The asphalt sucks at your feet like sand on the beach.

Green tracer bullets dissect the sky.
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Bullets hit the street. The impact of the bullets is the sound of a covey of quail taking flight. And
sparks. You feel the shock of bullets punching through bricks. Splinters of stone sting your face.
People tell you what to do.

Keep moving, keep moving, keep moving. If you stop moving, if you hesitate, your heart will stop
beating. Your legs are machines winding you up like a mechanical toy. If your legs stop moving,
your taut spring will run down and you will fall over, a lump without motion.

You feel like you could run around the world. Now the asphalt is a trampoline and you are fast and
graceful, a green jungle cat.

Sounds. Cardboard being torn. Head-on collisions. Trains derailing. Walls falling into the sea.

Metal hornets swarm overhead.

Pictures: The dark eyes of guns; the cold eyes of guns. Pictures blink and blur, a wall, tiny men,
shattered blocks of stone.

Keep moving, keep moving, keep moving...

Your feet take you up...up...over the rubble of the wall...up...up...you're loving it...climbing, you're
not human, you're an animal, you feel like a god...you scream: "DIE! DIE! DIE, YOU
MOTHERFUCKERS! DIE! DIE! DIE!"

Hornets try to swarm into you--you swat them aside.

Boots crunch in powdered stone. Equipment flaps, clangs, and rattles. People curse.

"Oh, fuck.”

Keep moving.

Your Boy Scout shit is wet with sweat. Salty sweat wiggles into your eyes and onto your lips. Your
right index finger is on the trigger of your M-16. Here | come, you say to yourself, here | come with
a gun full of bullets. How many rounds left in this magazine? How many days left to my rotation
date? Am | carrying too much gear? Where are they? And where the hell are my feet?

A face. The face moves. Your weapon sights in. Your M-16 automatic rifle vibrates. The face is
gone.

Keep moving.

And then your feet no longer touch the ground, and you wonder what's happening to you. Your
body relaxes, then goes rigid. You hear the sound of a human body erupting, the ugly sound of a
human body being torn apart by high-speed metal. The pictures blinking before your eyes slow
down like a silent film on a defective reel. Your weapon floats out of your hands and suddenly you
are alone. You are floating. Up. Up. You are being lifted up by a wall of sound. The pictures blink
faster and faster and suddenly the filmstrip snaps and the wall of sound slams into you--total,
terrible sound. The deck is enormous as you fall. You merge with the earth. Your flak jacket
absorbs much of the impact. Your helmet falls off your head and spins. You're on your back,
crushed by sound. You think: Is that the sky?

"CORPSMAN," someone says, far away. "CORPSMAN!"

You're on your back. All around you boots dance by, pounding and crunching. Dirt clods and pieces
of stone fall from the sky, into your mouth, your eyes. You spit out stone. You hold up one of your
hands. You try to tell the pounding boots: Hey, don't step one me.

Your palms are hot. Your legs are broken. With one of your hands you touch yourself, your face,
your thighs, you search your broken guts for warm, wet cavities.

Your reaction to your own death is nothing more than a highly intensified curiosity.

A hand presses you down. You wonder if you should try to do something about your broken legs.
You think that it's possible that you don't have any legs. Tons of ocean water, dark and cold and
populated by monsters, are crushing you. You try to raise your head. Hands hold you down. You
fight. You fling your arms. Strong hands search for damage in your body.

"Legs..."

You cough up spiders.

On the ground beside you is a Marine without a head. Exhibit A, formerly a person, now two
hundred pounds of fractured meat. The Marine without a head is on his back. His face has been
knocked off. The top of his skull has been torn back, with the soft brain inside. The jawbone and
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bottom teeth are intact. In the hands of the Marine without a head is an M-60 machine gun, locked
there forever by rigor mortis. His finger in on the trigger. His canvas jungle boots are muddy.

You look at the dried mud on the jungle boots of the Marine without a head and you are stunned
that his feet look so much like your own.

You reach out. You touch his hand.

Something stings your arm.

Suddenly, you are very tired. You are breathing hard from the running. Your heart is beating so
hard that it seems to want to tear its way out of your body. Through the center of your heart there is
a star-shaped bullet hole.

Hands touch you. Gentle hands. "You're okay, jarhead. No sweat. I'm Doc Jay. Can you hear me?
You can trust me, Marine. | got magic hands."

"No," you say. "NO!" You try to explain to the hands that part of you is missing in action. You
want the hands to find the missing part; you don't want your missing part to be left behind. But you
cannot speak. Your mouth won't work.

You sleep. You trust the hands that are holding you, the hands that are lifting you up.

In your dope dream of death you are an enlistment poster nailed to a black wall: THE MARINE
CORPS BUILDS MEN--BODY--MIND--SPIRIT.

You feel yourself breaking up into three pieces...you hear strange voices...

"What's wrong?" one voice says, confused and frightened. "What's wrong?"

"Who's there?"

"What?"

"Who's there?"

"I'm Mind. Are you--"

"Affirmative. I'm his Body. I'm not feeling well..."

"This is utterly ridiculous,” interjects a third voice. "This can't be happening.”

"Who said that?" Mind demands. "Body? That you?"

"I said it, fool. You may call me Spirit.”

Body sneers. "I don't believe either of you."

Mind speaks slowly: "Now, we've got to be logical about this. Our man is down. We've got to get
organized."

Body whimpers. "Listen, you guys, that's me lying there--not you. You don't know what it's like."
Mind says, "Look, you moron, we're all in this together. If he goes, we all go."

"Is he..." Body can't say the word. "I've got to survive."

"No," Mind observes. "Not necessarily. They play this game. I'm not sure we are allowed to
interfere.”

Body is horrified. "What kind of 'game'?"

"I'm not sure. Something about rules. They have a lot of rules.”

Spirit says, "This guy pisses me off. I'm not going back."

Mind says, "You have to go back."”

"On the contrary," says Spirit. "l do as | please. You two have no control over me."

"Forget him," says Body.

Mind insists, "But Spirit must return with us."

"No. We don't need him."

Mind considers the situation. "Perhaps Spirit has a valid argument. Perhaps | shouldn't go back
either...”

Body is frantic. "NO! PLEASE...."

"Yet, actually, nothing would be achieved by not going back. Our actions will not affect their game
in any event. Losing one man won't change the game one way or the other. In fact, losing men
seems to be the whole point of the game. We must be practical. Come along, Body, we're going
back."

Spirit says, "Tell the man I'm missing in action."
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In your dream you call for Chaplain Charlie. You met the Navy chaplain when you interviewed him
for a feature article you were writing. Chaplain Charlie was an amateur magician. With his magic,
Chaplain Charlie entertained Marines in sick bays and distributed spiritual tourniquets to men who
were still alive, but weaponless. To brutal, godless children Chaplain Charlie spoke about how God
is merciful, despite appearances, about how the Ten Commandments lack detail because when
you're writing on stone tablets with lightning bolts you're got to be brief, about how the Free World
will conquer Communism with aid of God and a few Marines, and about free fish. One day a
Vietnamese child booby-trapped Chaplain Charlie's black bag of tricks. Chaplain Charlie reached in
and pulled out a bright ball of death...

"Hey, hit the deck, leatherneck, we're moving."

"What--?" | recognize the rooms I'm in. | remember the room from an earlier visit to Hue. I'm in the
Palace of Perfect Peace in the Forbidden City.

Cowboy punches my arm. "Okay, Joker, stop acting. We know you're not dead."”

I sit up. I'm on a canvas med-evac stretcher. "There it is. | did it! Number one! | got my first heart."
Rafter Man says, "A Purple Heart?"

Cowboy laughs. "Tough titty, you poge. No heart."

| pat myself with my hands. "The hell you say. Where am | hit?"

Rafter Man says, "You been out for hours. Doc Jay said you got blown up by a B-40. A rocket-
propelled grenade. But you only got the concussion. Some other guy got the shrapnel.”

"Well," I say, "that sounds like a lifer-type thing to do."

Animal Mother grunts and spits. Animal Mother spits a lot because he thinks it makes him look
tough. "Lifers never get wasted. Just the ones I frag, that's all.”

Donlon takes a step toward Animal Mother. Donlon is glaring at Animal Mother. Donlon starts to
say something, then decides against it.

Rafter Man says, "Doc Jay gave you some morphine. You were trying to punch him out.”

"There it is," | say. "I'm mean, even when I'm unconscious. But that's some very good shit, that
morphine."

Cowboy pushes his gray Marine-issue glasses up on his nose. "I could use a hit of something
myself. | wish we had time to smoke some grass."

| say, "Hey, bro, who's on your program?*

Cowboy shakes his head. "Mr. Shortround is KIA." Cowboy pulls a red bandana from his back
pocket and wipes his grimy face. "The platoon radioman was down. Some redneck from Alabama. |
forget his name. Took a sniper round through the knee. The Skipper went out to get him. A frag got
him. A frag got them both. At least..." Cowboy turns to look at Animal Mother. "At least, that's how
Mother tells it, and he was walking point."

I shake the cobwebs out of my head and pick up my gear. "Where's my Mattel?"

Cowboy hands me a grease gun. "Your Mattel got wasted. Use this." He hands me a canvas bag
containing half-a-dozen grease-gun magazines.

I check out the grease gun. "This thing is obsolete."

Cowboy shrugs. "I souvenired it off a wasted tanker." Cowboy scratches his face. "I got a new K-
bar. And I souvenired Mr. Shortround's pistol."

"Where's Craze?"

Cowboy leads me outside a long row of body bags and ponchos stuffed with human junk.

We stand over Craze as Cowboy says, "Craze did a John Wayne. He finally went berserk. Shot BB's
at a gook machine gun. The BB's bounced off the gook gunners. You should have seen it. Craze
was laughing like a happy little kid. Then that slope machine gun blew him away."

I nod. "Anybody else?"

Cowboy checks his weapon, snaps the bolt to see that it's working smoothly. "T.H.E. Rock. A
sniper. Popped his head off. I'll have to tell you about it. Right now we got a job to do. We got to
find that sniper. I'm personally going to waste that gook son-of-a-bitch. T.H.E. Rock was the first
guy to get wasted after | took the squad. He's my responsibility."

Alice double-times up the road. "That sniper is still there. You can't see him, but he's there."
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Cowboy doesn't say anything; he's looking at the long row of body bags. He takes a few steps. |
walk along with him.

Mr. Shortround doesn't look like an officer anymore. He's naked, lying facedown on a bloody
poncho. His skin is yellow. His eyes are dry in their sockets, Dead, Mr. Shortround is just another
meat-bag with a hole in it.

Cowboy looks down at Mr. Shortround. He takes off his muddy Stetson.

Donlon steps up to Mr. Shortround. There are tears in Donlon's eyes. He fumbles with his handset.
Donlon says, "We're mean Marines, sir." He hurries away, fumbling with the handset.

Alice walks up to the row of body bags and kicks Mr. Shortround's corpse. "Go easy, bro."”

The squad files by.

I kneel. I fold the poncho over Mr. Shortround's small body. | feel a great need to say something to
the green plastic lump with the human feet. | say, "Well, you're short, sir."”

I think about what I have just said and | know that making a bad pun was a stupid thing to do. But
then anything you could say to a dead officer who was killed by one of his own men would have to
be pretty ridiculous.

Rafter Man and | double-time to catch up with the squad.

We hump past scented lotus ponds, through landscaped gardens, over bridges linking delicately
structured pagodas.

All around the beautiful gardens invisible gunships rip into the peace and quiet like dogs fighting in
a church.

Cowboy holds up his right hand. The squad stops. Alice aims an index finger at a street of big
mansions.

Cowboy looks at me, then at the squad. Cowboy pulls me aside. We walk ahead for a few steps.
"That sniper opened up on us in a gook graveyard. Some guys in One-One told us they found gold
bars in the Emperor's palace. They had all they could hump, so we were going to souvenir the rest."
Cowboy wipes sweat from his eyes. "T.H.E. Rock was walking point. The sniper shot T.H.E.
Rock's foot off. Shot it off. The Hardass Squad went out to get him, one at a time. That sniper shot
all their feet off. We were hiding behind graves, those old round graves like baseball mounds, and
we had nine grunts down in the street...." Cowboy pulls a red bandanna from his back pockets and
wipes his sweaty face. "Mr. Shortround wouldn't let us go get them. It made him sick, but he held
us back. Then the sniper started shooting off fingers, toes, ears--everything. The guys in the road
were crying and begging and we were all growling like animals, but Mr. Shortround held us back.
Then Animal Mother started to go for them and the Skipper grabbed Animal Mother's collar and hit
him in the face. Animal Mother was so mad | thought he was going to kill us all. But before he
could do anything the sniper started putting rounds into the guys in the street. He didn't miss more
than a couple of times. He popped T.H.E. Rock's head off and then he put a round through each
guy's head. They were all moaning and praying and then it was quiet and they were dead and it was
like we were dead too..."

I don't know what to say.

Cowboy spits, his face a sweaty stone. "After the NVA pulled out, the lifers sent in the Arvin Black
Panthers to take the Forbidden City. Shit. Nothing left but rear guard squads. We stomped the NVA
and they stomped us and then the lifers send in the Arvins, like the goddamn Arvins did it. Mr.
Shortround said it was their country, said we was only helping out, said it would boost the morale
of the Vietnamese people. Well, fuck the Vietnamese people. The horrible hogs in hard, hungry
Hotel Company ran up an American flag. Like on Iwo Jima. But some poge officers ordered them
to take it down. The snuffies had to run up the stinking Vietnamese flag, which is yellow, which is
the right color for these chickenshit people. We're getting slaughtered in this city. And we can't
even run up a fucking flag. | just can't hack this shit, bro. My job is to get my people back to the
World in one piece."” Cowboy coughs, spits, wipes his nose with the back of his hand. "Under fire,
these are the best human beings in the world. All they need is for somebody to throw hand grenades
at them for the rest of their lives... These guys depend on me. | can't send my people out to get that
sniper, Joker. I might lose the whole squad."
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I wait until I'm sure that Cowboy has finished talking and then | say, "That sounds like a personal
problem to me, Cowboy. | can't tell you what to do. If I was a human being instead of a Marine,
maybe I'd know." | scratch my armpit. "You're the honcho. You're the sergeant around here and you
give the orders. You make the decisions. | could never do it. | could never run a rifle squad. Never
happen, bro. I just don't have the balls.”

Cowboy thinks about it. Then he grins. "You're right, Joker. You shitbird. You're right. I've got to
get my program squared away. | wish Gunny Gerheim was here. He'd know what to do." Cowboy
thinks about it. He grins. "Shit." He walks back to the squad. "Moving..."

The squad hesitates. Crazy Earl has always been the one to say what is.

Animal Mother stands up. He sets his M-60 machine gun into his hip. He doesn't speak. He looks at
the dirty faces of the squad. He moves out.

The squad collects its gear and gets to its feet.

Cowboy waves his hand and Mother takes the point.

We are discussing the best way to search the street house to house when a tank rumbles up.

Donlon says, "Hey, a tank! We can get it to--"

"No," says Cowboy. "Number ten! We don't need any help."

"That's affirmative," says Animal Mother.

| say, "A tank could flush him for us, Cowboy. Think about it. We can't budge gook grunts without
supporting arms."

Cowboy shrugs. "Oh, to hell with it."

| double-time down the road to meet the tank. | run past heaps of rubble which were houses
yesterday, bricks and stones and shattered wood today.

The tank jerks to a halt. The turret whirs. The big ninety-millimeter gun locks on me. For a long
moment | think that the tank is going to blow me away.

The top half of the blond tank commander appears in the turret hatch. The lieutenant is wearing a
flak jacket and an olive-drab football helmet with a microphone that protrudes over his lip. He is a
mechanical centaur, half man, half tank.

| point out the mansions and | explain about the sniper, about how the sniper wasted our bro and all
that good shit.

Cowboy comes over and tells the lieutenant to "wait one" and then to start wasting the mansions,
one after another.

The blond tank commander is silent. He gives us a thumbs-up.

Cowboy sends Lance Corporal Stutten and his fire team around behind the row of mansions.
Animal Mother sets up his M-60 on a low wall and opens fire, raking the mansions at random.
Every fifth round is a tracer.

The tank rolls up to the first mansion.

The rest of us double-time down an alley and cross the road a hundred yards down the street, at the
end of the row of mansions.

At the opposite end of the street sits the tank. The tank fires a round of high explosives. The upper
story of the first house is blown apart. The roof collapses.

Animal Mother continues to fire from his position near the tank.

Cowboy double-times to the first house at our end of the street. He steps carefully to the rear corner
of the house, peeks around the corner. Cowboy waits for Lance Corporal Stutten to pop a green
smoke as a signal that his fire team is in position as a blocking force.

We wait.

When green smoke begins to pour from a drainage ditch behind the first house at the far end of the
street Cowboy waves his hand and we all open fire at the first house at our end of the street. One at
a time, we run across the street to the first house, joining Cowboy.

Cowboy waves his hand around the corner and Lance Corporal Stutten's fire team opens up with
their weapons on full automatic, pouring hundreds of high-velocity copper-jacketed bullets into the
rear of the first house at their end of the street.
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Animal Mother continues to chew up the fronts of all the mansions with his black steel machine
gun.

The tank fires a second round. The ground floor of the first house is blown apart. The tank grinds
forward twenty yards, stops, fires again. The second story of the second house explodes.

Cowboy leads us into the mansion at our end of the street. Inside, we leapfrog from corner to
corner. Cowboy pops a frag and underhands it into somebody's kitchen. The detonation rocks the
whole house, numbs our ears.

Rafter Man steps forward. He gestures to Cowboy, jerks his thumb at the ceiling. Cowboy holds up
a circled thumb and index finger, "okay." Rafter Man pops a frag and pitches it up a stairwell to the
second story. The explosion splits the plaster over our heads.

Outside, up the street, the tank fires again.

Cowboy punches me in the chest with his knuckles. Then he punches Rafter Man and Alice. He
aims his right index finger at Donlon, then at the deck. Donlon nods and begins to silently point out
the positions he wants the men in the squad to take.

Cowboy waves his hand and we follow him up the stairs.

Upstairs, Alice kicks out a window and we all hop out onto the roof.

The tank is two houses away. It fires.

We drop our gear and jump the six-foot chasm between houses.

On the roof of the second house Cowboy stands up and signal Lance Corporal Stutten, who waves
back with his poncho. Bullets from Lance Corporal Stutten's fire team stop hitting the rest of the
house we're standing on.

| double-time to the front of the house and | wave to Animal Mother. Bullets from Animal Mother's
machine gun stop hitting the front of the house.

The tank fires. The shell bursts. Shrapnel whines over us.

We converge on a skylight. | drop a frag through the glass.

The grenade explodes in an invisible room below. Concussion shatters the skylight.

We drop through the ragged rectangular hole into somebody's library. Shrapnel has mangled
leatherbound books. | pick up a small leatherbound book for a souvenir. The author is Jules Verne;
the title is in French. | stuff the book into my thigh pocket and reach to the front of my flak jacket
for another grenade.

We work our way through the house, fragging every hallway, every room. But we can't find the
sniper.

The tank fires into the second story of the house next door.

I say, "No time."

Cowboy shrugs. "He wasted T.H.E. Rock."

| take a few steps down the stairs. Cowboy holds up his hand. "Listen."

Animal Mother's M-60 is ripping up the roof over our heads.

| say, "Is Mother dinky-dow? Crazy?"

Cowboy shakes his head. "No. Mother is a prick, but he's a good grunt."”

We run back to the library.

We drag a heavy antique desk to the ruined skylight and Cowboy climbs up onto it and lifts himself
back onto the roof.

The crack of a Simonov sniper's carbine pierces the muted rhythm of Mother's machine gun.
Cowboy falls back through the skylight. Alice, who has climbed up onto the desk, catches Cowboy
and eases him down to the desktop.

| pop a frag. I climb up onto the desk and take hold of the roof with my left hand. I let the spoon fly.
The spoon phinnnnings away and rattles across the floor. | hold the sweaty green oval for three
seconds and, lifting myself up, I flip it up and back so that it rolls across the roof directly over us.
The frag bursts, spraying seven hundred and fifty pieces of steel wire across the roof. The ceiling
splits. Alice hugs Cowboy. Plaster and splintered wood bounce off my helmet.

Rafter Man jumps up onto the desk and lift himself up onto the roof.

Surprised, I pull myself up after him.

The tank fires into the ground floor of the house next door.
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Rafter Man and I crawl on our bellies on the roof.

Behind us, Alice lifts Cowboy over his head like a wrestler, deposits him gently upon the roof.
Then Alice climbs up. He picks Cowboy up in his arms as though Cowboy were an oversized baby.

Doc Jay calls to us from the roof of the first house.

Alice pulls a tent rope from a thigh pocket and ties it under Cowboy's arms. He flips the other end
of the rope to Doc Jay. Doc Jay gets a good grip on the rope and braces himself as Alice lowers
Cowboy into the chasm between the houses. Doc Jay pulls in the slack as Cowboy falls. Cowboy's
limp body swings over and thuds into the wall beneath Doc Jay's feet. Doc Jay grits his teeth, pulls
Cowboy up. Alice looks back at me, but | wave him on. He leaps over to the first house.

Doc Jay gathers up all of our gear and Alice throws Cowboy over his shoulder and they start back
down.

Rafter Man has crawled up to the crest of the roof. He peeks over the crest.

Bang. A hiss.

I crawl up beside Rafter Man. | take a peek. From behind a low chimney at the opposite corner of
the roof a thin black line protrudes.

We hear the incredibly loud clanking of the tank as it rolls on the street below. It stops.

Animal Mother and Lance Corporal Stutten stop firing.

"Let's go," | say. | grab Rafter Man's shoulder. "The tank can waste the gook."

Rafter Man doesn't look at me. He pulls away.

I turn away and | duck walk to the edge of the roof. I stand up and am about to jump across when
the house explodes beneath me.

| fall on my back.

The sniper is moving.

Rafter Man jumps over the crest of the roof and slides down the incline on his ass.

| try to stand up. But all of my bones have shifted one inch to the left.

Suddenly a foot steps on my chest, pinning me. The sniper looks down, surprised. The sniper sees
that I'm helpless, glances back at Rafter Man, gets ready to jump across to the other roof.

Rafter Man runs back up the incline and slides back down on his ass, ten yards away.

I reach for my grease gun.

The sniper turns toward Rafter Man and raises her SKS carbine.

The sniper is the first Victor Charlie I've seen who was not dead, captured, or far, far away. She is a
child, no more than fifteen years old, a slender Eurasian angel with dark, beautiful eyes, which, at
the same time, are the hard eyes of a grunt. She's not quite five feet tall. Her hair is long and black
and shiny, held together by rawhide cord tied in a bow. Her shirt and shorts are mustard-colored
khaki and look new. Slung diagonally across her chest, separating her small breasts, is a white cloth
tube fat with sticky reddish rice. Her B.F. Goodrich sandals have been cut from discarded tires.
Around her tiny waist hangs a web belt from which dangle homemade hand grenades with hollow
wooden handles, made by stuffing black powder into Coca-Cola cans, a knife for cleaning fish, and
six canvas pouches containing banana clips for the AK-47 assault rifle slung on her back.

Bang. Rafter Man is firing his M-16. Bang. Bang.

The sniper lowers her weapon. She looks at Rafter Man. She looks at me. She tries to raise her
weapon.

Bang. Bang. Bang. Bang. Bang. Bullets shock flesh. Rafter Man is firing. Rafter Man's bullets are
punching the life out of the sniper.

The sniper falls off the roof.

The tank fires into the ground floor beneath us. The house shakes.

| stand up. | feel like a dead man's shit. | walk to the front of the house. | wave to the blond tank
commander. He swings a fifty-caliber machine gun around and aims it at me. | step into full view
on the edge of the roof. | wave an "all clear."

The tank commander gives me a thumbs-up.

| pop a green smoke grenade and | drop it on the roof.

I limp over to the skylight and I climb back down into the library.

Rafter Man has already jumped into the library and is running down the shrapnel-scarred stairs.
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Down on the street | watch as the tank rolls up to the last house still standing. | wave another "all
clear" and the tank commander gives me another smile and another thumbs-up and then the tank
fires, blasting the top floor. If fires again, blasting the ground floor.

The tank commander's great mechanical body grumbles contentedly and rumbles away.

Cowboy double-times to meet me. He punches me on the arm. "Look!" Cowboy touches his right
ear, carefully. "Look!" There's a neat little round hole through his right ear and a semicircular nick
on the top of his left ear. "See? A cheap Heart! The round went through the helmet from behind,
spun all the way around my head, then came out and hit me in the arm..." Cowboy holds up his right
forearm, which has already been bandaged. "Did you see that tank? Was that tank bad? What a
honey."

Doc Jay catches up to Cowboy, grabs him roughly, pushes him down. Cowboy sits on a splintered
tree stump while Doc Jay tears the waxy brown wrapper off a compress bandage and ties the
bandage around Cowboy's bloody head.

Alice and I walk around to the rear of the house.

We find Rafter Man standing over the sniper, drinking a bottle of Coca-Cola. Rafter Man grins. He
says, "Things go better with Coke."

Animal Mother walks up and Rafter Man says, "Look at her! Look at her!"

We all stand over the sniper. The sniper is drawing her breath with great effort. Guts that look like
colorful plastic have squirted out through bullet holes. The back of the sniper's right leg and her
right buttock have been torn off. She grits her teeth and then makes a sound like a dog that has been
run over.

Lance Corporal Stutten leads his fire team to the sniper. "Look at that," says Lance Corporal
Stutten. "It's a girl. She's all busted up."

"Look at her!" Rafter Man is saying. He struts around the moaning lump of torn meat. "Look at her!
Am | bad? Am | a menace? Am | a life taker? Am | a heart breaker? "

Alice kneels and unbuckles the sniper's web belt and jerks it from under her body. The sniper
whimpers. She speaks to us in French. Alice tosses the bloody belt to Rafter Man.

The sniper begins to pray in Vietnamese.

Rafter Man asks, "What's she saying?"

I shrug. "What difference does it make?"

Animal Mother spits. "It's gonna get dark. We better hump back to the company area."

| say, "What about the gook?"

"Fuck her," says Animal Mother. "Let her rot."

"We can't just leave her here," | say.

Animal Mother takes a giant step toward me, puts his face up close to mine. "Hey, asshole, Cowboy
is down. You're fresh out of friends, motherfucker. I'm running this squad. | was a platoon sergeant
before they busted me. | say we leave the gook for the mother-loving rats."

Rafter Man is buckling on his NVA belt. The belt has a dull-silver buckle with a star engraved in
the center. "Joker is a sergeant."

Animal Mother is surprised. He stares at Rafter Man, then at me. Then: "That don't cut no shit out
here. This is the field, motherfucker. You ain't a grunt. You don't pack the gear to be a grunt. You
want to fuck with me? Huh? You want to throw some hands?"

I say, "I wouldn't run this squad for a million dollars. I'm just saying that we can't leave the gook
like this."

"l don't care," says Animal Mother. "Go on and waste her."

I say, "No. Not me."

"Then we saddle up and move...now. "

I look at the sniper. She whimpers. I try to decide what | would want if 1 were down, half dead,
hurting bad, surrounded by my enemies. | look into her eyes, trying to find the answer. She sees me.
She recognizes me--1 am the one who will end her life. We share a bloody intimacy. As | lift my
grease gun she is praying in French. | jerk the trigger. Bang. One round enters the sniper's left eye
and as the bullet exits it tears off the back of her head.

The squad is silent.
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Then Alice grunts, flashes a big grin. "Man, you are one hard dude. How come you ain't a grunt?"
Cowboy and Doc Jay are standing beside me.

Cowboy says, "Mother, I'm serviceable. Joker, that's a well done. You're hard.'

Animal Mother spits. He takes a step, kneels, zips out his machete. With one powerful blow he
chops off her head. He picks the head up by its long black hair and holds it high. He laughs and
says, "Rest in pieces, bitch." And he laughs again. He walks around and sticks the bloody ball of
gore into all our faces. "Hard? Now who's hard? Now who's hard, motherfuckers?"

Cowboy looks at Animal Mother and sighs. "Joker is hard, Mother. You...you're just mean."

Animal Mother pauses, spits, throws the head into a ditch.

Cowboy says, "Let's move. We done our job."

Animal Mother picks up his M-60 machine gun, lays it across his shoulders, struts over to me. He
smiles. "You know, Shortround never did see the frag that wasted him, that little kike." Animal
Mother unhooks a hand grenade from the front of his flak jacket and pushes it into my chest--hard.
Mother looks around, then smiles at me again. "Nobody shits on the Animal, motherfucker. No
body."

I hook the grenade onto my flak jacket.

Alice picks up the sniper's rifle. "Hey, number one souvenir!"

Rafter Man is standing over the sniper's decapitated corpse. He aims his M-16 and fires a long burst
of automatic fire into the body. Then he says, "That's mine, Alice.” He takes the SKS from Alice
and examines it closely. He looks down and admires his new belt. "I shot her first, Joker. She'd have
died. That's one confirmed for me."

| say, "Sure, Rafter. You wasted her."

Rafter Man says, "I did. | wasted her. | fucking blew her away." He looks at his NVA rifle belt
again. He holds up the SKS. "Wait until Mr. Payback sees this! "

Alice is down on his knees beside the corpse. With his machete he chops off the sniper's feet. He
puts the feet into his blue canvas shopping bag. He chops off the sniper's finger and takes her gold
ring.

We wait until Rafter Man takes photographs of the dead gook and we wait until Alice takes
photographs of Rafter Man posing with his SKS set in his hip and his foot on the mutilated remains
of the enemy sniper.

Then, as we're moving out, Rafter Man sees a reflection of his face in the jagged teeth of a shattered
window, sees the new smile upon his face. Rafter Man stares at himself for a long time and then,
dropping the carbine, Rafter Man just walks off down the road, not looking back, not responding to
our questions.

Cowboy waves his hand and we move out. Nobody says anything about Rafter Man.

We hump back to the Forbidden City and set in for the night.

I mark the short-timer's calendar on my flak jacket--fifty-five days and a wake-up left in country.
Later, in the dark, Rafter Man comes back.

The fighting continues all around us all night, sputters of violence here and there, a mortar round, a
curse, a scream.

We sleep like babies.

The sun that rises in Hue on the morning of February 25, 1968, illuminates a dead city. United
States Marines have liberated Hue to the ground. Here, in the heart of the ancient imperial capital of
Viet Nam, a living shrine to the Vietnamese people on both sides, green Marines in the green
machine have liberated a cherished past. Green Marines in the green machine have shot the bones
of sacred ancestors. Wise, like Solomon, we have converted Hue into rubble in order to save it.

The next morning Delta Six cuts us some slack and we spend the day hunting gold bars in the
emperor's palace.

We enter the throne room of the old emperors. The throne is blood red, studded with inlaid mirrors.
I wish I could live in the Imperial Palace. Bright pieces of porcelain make the walls vivid. The roof
Is orange tile. There are stone dragons, ceramic urns, brass cranes standing on the backs of turtles,
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and many other fine objects of undetermined origin and function but obviously of great value and
great beauty and very old.

I walk out into the emperor's magnificent garden. | find Alice and Rafter Man looking at some
crispy critters. It's impossible to determine which army the men were from. Napalm leaves less than
bones. | say, "The aroma of roasted flesh is, admittedly, an acquired taste."”

Alice laughs. "This is such a fucking waste. | mean, this place is like a magic temple, you know?
The gooks love this place. Blowing it away is like, oh, blowing away the White House. Except that
nobody gives a shit about the White House and this place is ten times as old."

I shrug.

"It's crazy," Alice says. "It's just plain fucking crazy. | wish I was back in the World."

I say, "No, back in the World is the crazy part. This, all this world of shit, this is real."

Cowboy comes around later and says that Delta's company commander has passed the word to
regroup on the beach at the Strawberry Patch.

We march. We look at the rubble we have made. We get tired of looking at it; there's so much of it.

Twilight.

What's left of Delta Company, 1st Battalion, Fifth Marine Regiment, First Marine Division, is
sprawled all over the beach down by the River of Perfumes. The bearded grunts are sleeping,
cooking chow, bragging, comparing souvenirs, and reenacting every moment of the battle, real and
imagined, every man a hero beyond belief.

The Lusthog Squad is wasted. We have nailed our names into the pages of history enough for today.
Canteens come out. It's too hot to cook so we eat cold C's.

Some of the guys are getting to their feet.

Donlon stands up, shouts, "LOOK!"

Five hundred yards north there is an island in the River of Perfumes. On the island a semicircle of
miniature tanks is converging upon a frantic colony of ants. The ants drop their gear and sling their
AK-47 assault rifles over their backs and they jump into the river. The ants swim for it.

All of the tanks open fire with ninety-millimeter shells and with fifty-caliber machine guns.

Some of the ants sink.

Cobra gunships buzz out of a horizon that is the color of lead and swoop in for the kill.

The ants swim faster.

The hovering gunships chop up the brown water with their machine guns.

The ants swim, dive, or, in their panic, drown.

Delta Company gets onto its feet.

Three Cobra gunships zoom down to within a few yards of the river and the helmeted door gunners
machine-gun the ants as they flop in the water, trapped in a syncopated hurricane of hot air beating
down from the swirling rotor blades, trapped in the water while their red life runs out through bullet
holes.

Only one ant reaches the river bank. The ant opens fire at the gunships as they hover over the water
like monsters feeding.

Someone says, "See that shit? He's hard-core."

One gunship detaches itself from the blood feast and skims across the River of Perfumes. The
chopper drops bullets all over the beach, all around the ant.

The ant runs off the beach.

The gunship zooms back to feed on the ants in the water.

The ant runs onto the beach and opens fire.

The gunship banks sharply and comes in low, rockets swooshing from under its belly and machine
guns chattering.

Again, the ant runs off the beach.

The gunship is halfway back to the ants in the water when the ant on the beach reappears and opens
fire.

This time the gunship pilot brings his ship in low enough to decapitate the ant with the chopper's
skids. The gunship fires.
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The ant fires.

Machine-gun bullets knock the ant over.

The gunship swings around to verify that it is a confirmed Kkill.

As machine-gun bullets snap into the wet sand, the ant stands up, aims its tiny AK-47 assault rifle,
and fires a thirty-round magazine on full automatic.

The Cobra gunship explodes, splits open like a bloated green egg. The gutted carcass of aluminum
and plexiglass bounces along, suspended in the air, burning, trailing black smoke. And then it falls.
The flaming chopper hits the river and the flowing water sucks it down.

The ant does not move. The ant fires another magazine on full automatic. The ant is shooting at the
sky.

Tired of firing into floating corpses, the remaining two gunships attack.

The ant walks off the beach.

The gunships hit the beach and sand dunes with every weapon they've got. They circle and circle
and circle like predatory birds. Then, out of ammunition and out of fuel, they buzz straight into the
horizon and vanish.

Delta Company applauds and cheers and whistles. "Get some! Number one! Out-fucking-standing!
Payback is a motherfucker!"

Alice says, "That guy was a grunt.”

While we wait for the gunboats to come and take us back across the River of Perfumes we talk
about how the NVA grunt was one hell of a hard individual and about how it would be okay if he
came to America and married all our sisters and about how we all hope that he will live to be a
hundred years old because the world will be diminished when he's gone.

The next morning, Rafter Man and | get the map coordinates of a mass grave from some green
ghouls and we hump over to the site to get Captain January his atrocity photographs.

The mass grave smells really bad--the odor of blood, the stink of worms, decayed human beings.
The Arvin snuffies doing the digging in a school yard have all tied olive-drab skivvy shirts around
their faces, but casualties due to uncontrollable puking are heavy.

We see corpses of Vietnamese civilians who have been buried alive, faces frozen in mid-scream,
hands like claws, the fingernails bloody and caked with damp earth. All of the dead people are
grinning that hideous, joyless grin of those who have heard the joke, of those who have seen the
terrible secrets of the earth. There's even the corpse of a dog which Victor Charlie could not
separate from its master.

There are no corpses with their hands tied behind their backs. However, the green ghouls assure us
that they have seen such corpses elsewhere. So | borrow some demolition wire from the Arvin
snuffies and, crushing the stiff bodies with my knee until dry bones crack, | bind up a family,
assembled at random from the multitude--a man, his wife, a little boy, a little girl, and, of course,
their dog. As a final touch, I wire the dog's feet together.

Noon at the MAC-V compound. We say good-bye to Cowboy and to the Lusthog Squad.

Cowboy has found a stray puppy and is carrying the bony little animal inside his shirt. Cowboy says
to me, "Keep your ass down, bro. Scuttlebutt is, the Lusthog Squad is headed up to Khe Sanh, a
very hairy area. But no sweat; we can hack it. And maybe they got some horses up there. So if you
ever feel hard enough to be a real Marine, a grunt, bop up to see us."”

I pet Cowboy's puppy. "Never happen. But you take care, you piece of shit. We've got a date with
your sister | don't care to miss."”

Rafter Man says good-bye to Alice and to the other guys in Cowboy's squad. He shakes hands with
Cowboy and pets Cowboy's puppy. In my best John Wayne voice | say, "See you later, Mother."
Animal Mother says, "Not if | see you first."

Rafter Man and | ditty-bop down Route One, south, toward Phu Bai. We hump in crushing heat for
hours, looking for a ride. But the sun is without mercy and there are no convoys in sight.
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We sit in the shade by the road. "It's hot," | say. "It's very hot. Wish that old mamasan was here. I'd
souvenir beaucoup money for one Coke..."

Rafter Man stands up. "No sweat. | can find her..." Rafter Man ditty-bops into the road.

| start to say something about how it might be a good idea for us to stay together. There are still
plenty of NVA stragglers in the area. "Rafter..." But then | remember that Rafter Man has got his
first confirmed kill. Rafter Man can take care of himself.

The deck trembles. A tank? I look up, but I can't see anything on the road. Yet nothing on earth
sounds as big as a tank, nothing produces that terrible rumble of metal like a tank. It shakes my
bones. | jump up, weapon ready. | look up and down the road. Nothing. But all around me is the
clamor of rolling iron and the odor of diesel fuel.

Rafter Man is walking across the road. He does not hear the invisible tank. He does not feel the
mechanical earthquake.

| double-time after him. "Rafter!"

Rafter Man turns around. He grins. And then we both see it. The tank is an object of heavy metal
forged from a cold shadow, a ghost with substance. The black mechanical phantom comes for us,
dark ectoplasm rolling in the sun. The blond tank commander stands in the turret hatch, staring
straight ahead and into the beyond, laughing.

Rafter Man turns around.

| say, "Don't move."

But Rafter looks at me, panic on his face.

I grab his shoulder.

Rafter Man pulls away and runs.

The tank is bearing down on me. | don't move.

The tank swerves, misses me, roars past like a big iron dragon. The tank runs over Rafter Man and
crushes him beneath its steel treads. And then it's gone.

Rafter Man likes on his back in the dirt, a crushed dog spilling out of its skin. Rafter Man looks at
me the way he looked at me that day at the Freedom Hill PX on Hill 327 in Da Nang. His eyes are
begging me for an explanation.

Rafter Man has been cut in half just below his new NVA rifle belt. His intestines are pink rope all
over the deck. He is trying to pull himself back in, but it doesn't work. His guts are wet and slippery
and he can't hold them in. He tries to reinsert his spilling guts back into his severed torso. He tries
very hard to keep the dirt off of his intestines as he works.

Rafter Man stops trying to save himself and, instead, just stares at me with an expression that might
be found on the face of a person who wakes up with a dead bird in his mouth.

"Sarge..."

"Don't call me 'Sarge,™ | say.

I kneel down and pick up Rafter's black-body Nikon. I say, "I'll tell Mr. Payback about your belt
and about your SKS..." | want so much to cry, but | can't cry--1'm too tough.

| stop talking to Rafter Man because Rafter Man is dead. Talking to dead people is not a healthy
habit for a living person to cultivate and lately | have been talking to dead people quite a lot. | guess
I've been talking to dead people ever since | made my first confirmed kill. After my first confirmed
kill, talking to corpses began to make more sense than talking to people who had not yet been
wasted.

In Viet Nam you see corpses almost every day. At first you try to ignore them. You don't want
people to think you're curious. Nobody wants to admit that corpses are not old hat to them; nobody
wants to be a New Guy. So you see lumps of dirty rags. And after a while you begin to notice that
the lumps of dirty rags have arms and legs and heads. And faces.

The first time | saw a corpse, back when | was a New Guy, | wanted to vomit, just like in the
movies. The corpse was an NVA grunt who died in a great orange ball of jellied gasoline near Con
Thien. The napalm left a crumbled heap of ashes in the fetal position. His mouth was open. His
charred fingers were covering his eyes.
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The second time | really looked at a corpse | was embarrassed. The corpse was an old Vietnamese
woman with teeth which had turned black after a lifetime of chewing betel nuts. The woman had
been hit by something bigger than small-arms fire. She was Kkilled in a crossfire between ROK
Marines and NVA grunts in Hoi An. She seemed so exposed in death, so vulnerable.

My third corpse was a decapitated Marine. | stumbled over him on an operation in the A Shau
valley. My reaction was curiosity. | wondered what the rounds had felt like as they entered his
body, what his last thought was, what his last sound was at the moment of impact. | marveled at the
ultimate power of death. A big strong American boy, so vibrant and red-blooded, had become
within minutes a yellow lump of inflexible meat. And | understood that my own weapon could do
this dark magic thing to any human being. With my automatic rifle I could knock the life out of any
enemy with just the slightest pressure of one finger. And, knowing that, I was less afraid.

The fourth corpse is the last one | remember. After that they've blurred together, a mountain of
faceless dead. But I think that the fourth corpse was the old papasan in the conical white hat | saw
on Route One. The old man had been run over by a six-by as he squatted in the road taking a shit.
All I remember is that when | marched by, flies exploded off the old man like pieces of shrapnel.

I got my first confirmed kill with India Three-Five.

I was writing a feature article about how the grunts at the Rockpile on Route Nine had to sweep the
road for mines every morning before any traffic could use the road. There was a fat gunny who
insisted on walking point with a metal detector. The fat gunny wanted to protect his people. He
believed that fate killed the careless. He stepped on an antitank mine. A man is not supposed to be
heavy enough to detonate an antitank mine, but the gunny was pretty fat.

The earth opened up and hell came out with a roar that jarred my bones. The fat gunny was
launched into the clean blue sky, green and round and loose-jointed like a broken doll. 1 watched
the fat gunny float up to heaven and then a wall of heat slammed into me and I collided with the
deck.

The fat gunny floated back to earth.

Although shrapnel had stung my face and peppered my flak jacket, I was not afraid. | was very
calm. From the moment the mine detonated | knew | was a dead man, and there was nothing I could
do.

Behind me a man was cursing. The man was a Navy corpsman. The corpsman's right hand had been
split open and he was holding his fingers together with his good hand and cursing and yelling for a
corpsman.

Then | understood that the "shrapnel™ I'd felt had only been shattered gravel.

Grunts from the security squad were crawling into the bushes, turning outboard, weapons ready.
Still confused about why | was still alive I got to my feet and double-timed to the little pit that had
been torn into the road by the explosion.

Two grunts were double-timing across a meadow toward a treeline. | followed them, my finger on
the trigger of my M-16, eager to pour invisible darts of destruction into the shadows.

The two grunts and | ran until we passed through the treeline and emerged on the edge of a vast rice
paddy. There the fat gunny was floating on his back in the shallow water, surrounded by dark pieces
of do-it-yourself fertilizer.

The grunts spread a poncho under him while I stood security. Both of the gunny's legs had been torn
off at the pelvis. | saw one of his fat legs floating nearby so | picked it up out of the water and threw
it in on top of him.

We all took hold of the poncho and started carrying the heavy load back to the road. | was breathing
hard, and the black anger was pounding inside my chest. | was watching the trees, hoping I'd see
movement.

And then out of nowhere a man appeared, a tiny, ancient farmer who was at the same time
ridiculous and dignified. The ancient farmer had a hoe on his shoulder and was wearing the
obligatory conical white hat. His chest was bony and he looked so old. His sturdy legs were scarred.
The ancient farmer didn't speak to us. He just stood there beside the trail with rice shoots in his
hand, calm, his mind rehearsing the hard work he had to do that day.
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The ancient farmer smiled. He saw the frantic children with their fat burden of death and he felt
sorry for us. So he smiled to show that he understood what we were going through. Then my M-16
was vibrating and invisible metal missiles were snapping through the ancient farmer's body as
though he were a bag of dry sticks.

The ancient farmer looked at me. As he fell forward into the dark water his face was tranquil and |
could see that he understood.

After my first confirmed kill | began to understand that it was not necessary to understand. What
you do, you become. The insights of one moment are blotted out by the events of the next. And no
amount of insight could ever alter the cold, black fact of what | had done. | was caught up in a
constricting web of darkness, and, like the ancient farmer, | was suddenly very calm, just as | had
been calm when the mine detonated, because there was nothing I could do. | was defining myself
with bullets; blood had blemished my Yankee Doodle dream that everything would have a happy
ending, and that I, when the war was over, would return to hometown America in a white silk
uniform, a rainbow of campaign ribbons across my chest, brave beyond belief, the military Jesus.

I think about my first kill for a long time. At twilight a corpsman appears. | explain to him that
Marines never abandon their dead or wounded.

The corpsman looks at each of Rafter Man's pupils several times. "What?"

I shrug. | say, "Payback is a motherfucker."

"What?" The corpsman is confused. The corpsman is obviously a New Guy.

"Tanks for the memories..." | say, because | do not know how to tell him how | feel. You're a
machine gunner who has come to the end of his last belt. You're waiting, staring out through the
barbed wire at the little men who are assaulting your position. You see their tiny toy-soldier
bayonets and their determined, eyeless faces, but you're a machine gunner who has come to the end
of his last belt and there's nothing you can do. The little men are going to grow and grow and grow-
-illuminated by the fluid, ghostly fire of a star flare--and then they're going to run up over you and
cut you up with knives. You see this. You know this. But you're a machine gunner who has come to
the end of his last belt and there's nothing you can do. In their distant fury the little men are your
brothers and you love them more than you love your friends. So you wait for the little men to come
and you know you'll be waiting for them when they come because you no longer have anywhere
else to go...

The corpsman is confused. He does not understand why I'm smiling. "Are you okay, Marine?" Yes,
he is a New Guy for sure.

| ditty-bop down the road. The corpsman calls after me. I ignore him.

A mile away from the place of fear I stick out my thumb.

I'm dirty, unshaven, and dead tired.

A Mighty Mite slams on its brakes. "MARINE!"

I turn, thinking I've got some slack, thinking I've got a ride.

A poge colonel pounces out of the jeep, marches up to face me. "MARINE!"

I think: Is that you, John Wayne? Is this me? "Aye-aye, sir."

"Corporal, don't you know how to execute a hand salute?"

"Yes, sir." | salute. | hold the salute until the poge colonel snaps his hand to his starched barracks
cover and | hold the salute for an extra couple of second before cutting it away sharply. Now he
poge colonel has been identified as an officer to any enemy snipers in the area.

"Corporal, don't you know how to stand to attention? "

Right away | start wishing | was back in the shit. In battles there are no police, only people who
want to shoot you. In battles there are no poges. Poges try to Kill you on the inside. Poges leave
your body intact because your muscles are all they want from you anyway.

| stand to attention, wobbling slightly beneath the sixty pounds of gear I'm humping.

The poge colonel has a classic granite jaw. I'm sure that the Marine Corps must have a strict
examination at the officers' candidate school at Quantico designed to eliminate all officer candidates
who lack the granite jaw.
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His jungle utilities are razor-creased, starched to the consistency of green armor. He executes a
flawless Short Pause, a favorite technique of leaders of men, designed to inflict its victim with fatal
insecurity. Having no desire to damage the colonel's self-confidence, | respond with my best Parris
Island rendition of I1-am-only-an-enlisted-person-I-try-to-be-humble.

"Marine..." The colonel stands ramrod straight. This stance is the Air of Command, intended to
intimidate me, despite the fact that I'm a foot taller and outweigh him by fifty pounds. The colonel
investigates the underside of my chin. "Marine..." He likes that word. "What is that on your body
armor, Marine?"

"Sir?"

The poge colonel stands on tiptoe. For a moment I'm afraid he's going to bite me in the neck. But he
only wants to breathe on me. His smile is cold. His skin is too white. "Marine..."

"Sir?"

"l asked you a question."

"You mean this peace button, sir?"

"What is it?"

"A peace symbol, sir..."

| wait patiently while the colonel tries to remember the "Maintaining Interpersonal Relationships
with Subordinate Personnel” chapter of his OCS textbook.

The poge colonel continues to breathe all over my face. His breath smells of mint. Marine Corps
officers are not allowed to have bad breath, body odor, acne pimples, nor holes in their underwear.
Marine Corps officers are not allowed to have anything that has not been issued to them.

The colonel jabs my button with a forefinger, gives me a fairly decent Polished Glare. His blue eyes
sparkle. "That's right, son, act innocent. But | know what that button means."

"Yes, sir! "

"It's a ban-the-bomb propaganda button. Admit it!"

"No, sir." I'm in real pain. The man who invented standing at attention obviously never humped any
gear.

"Then what does it mean?"

"It's just a symbol for peace, sir."

"Oh, yeah?" He breathes faster, up close now, as though he can smell lies.

"Yes, Colonel, it's just--"

"MARINE!"

"AYE-AYE, SIR!"

"WIPE THAT SMILE OFF YOUR FACE!"

"AYE-AYE, SIR!"

The poge colonel moves around me, stalks me. "Do you call yourself a Marine?"

"Well..."

"WHAT?"

"Crossed fingers, king's-X. "Yes, sir."

"Now seriously, son..." The colonel begins an excellent Fatherly Approach. "Just tell me who gave
you that button. You can level with me. You can trust me. | only want to help you." The poge
colonel smiles.

The colonel's smile is funny so I smile, too.

"Where did you get that button, Marine?" The colonel looks hurt. "Don't you love your country,
son?"

"Well..."

"Do you believe that the United States should allow the Vietnamese to invade Viet Nam just
because they live here?" The poge colonel is struggling to regain his composure. "Do you?"

My shoulders are about to fall off. My legs are falling asleep. "No, sir. We should bomb them back
to the Stone Age...sir.”

"Confess, Corporal, confess that you want peace."

I give him a Short Pause. "Doesn't the colonel want peace...sir?"
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The colonel hesitates. "Son, we've all got to keep our heads until this peace craze blows over. All |
have ever asked of my boys is that they obey my orders as they would obey the word of God."

"Is that a negative...sir?"

The poge colonel tries to think of some more inspiring things to say to me, but he has used them all
up. So he says, "You can't wear that button, Marine. It's against regulations. Remove it immediately
or you will be standing tall before the man."

Somewhere up in Heaven, where the streets are guarded by Marines, Jim Nabors, in his Gomer Pyle
uniform, sings: "From the halls of Montezuma...to the shores of Tripoli... "

"MARINE!"

"YES, SIR!"

"WIPE THAT SMILE OFF YOUR FACE!"

"AYE-AYE, SIR!"

"The Commandant has ordered us to protect freedom by allowing the Vietnamese to live like
Americans all they want to. As long as Americans are in Viet Nam the Vietnamese will have the
right to express their political convictions without fear of reprisal. So | will say it one more time,
Marine, take off that peace button or | will give you a tour of duty in Portsmouth Naval Prison."

| stay at attention.

The poge colonel remains calm. "l am going to cut a new set of orders on you, Corporal. I am
personally going to demand that your commanding officer shit-can you to the grunts. Show me your
dogtags.”

| dig out my dogtags and | tear off the green masking tape around them and the poge colonel writes
my name, rank, and serial number into a little green notebook.

"Come with me, Marine," says the poge colonel, putting the little green notebook back into his
pocket. "I want to show you something."

| step over to the jeep. The poge colonel pauses for dramatic effect, then pulls a poncho off a lump
on the back seat. The lump is a Marine lance corporal in the fetal position. In the lance corporal's
neck are punctures--many, many of them.

The poge colonel grins, bares his vampire fangs, takes step toward me.

I punch him in the chest with my wooden bayonet.

He freezes. He looks down at the wooden bayonet. He looks at the deck, then at the sky. Suddenly
his wristwatch is very interesting. "l...uh...I've got no more time to waste on this unprofitable
encounter...and get a haircut!”

| salute. The poge colonel returns my salute. We hold the salute awkwardly while the colonel says,
"Someday, Corporal, when you're a little older, you'll realize how naive--"

The poge colonel's voice breaks on "naive."

I grin. His eyes fall.

Both salutes cut away nicely.

"Good day, Marine," says the poge colonel. Then, armored in the dignity awarded him by Congress,
the colonel marches back to his Mighty Mite, climbs in, and drives away with his bloodless lance
corporal.

The poge colonel's Mighty Mite lays rubber--after all that talking he doesn't even give me a ride.
"YES, SIR!" I say. "IT IS A GOOD DAY, SIR!"

The war goes on. Bombs fall. Little ones.

An hour later a deuce-and-a-half slams on its brakes.

I climb up into the cab with the driver.

During the bumpy ride back to Phu Bai the driver of the deuce-and-a-half tells me about a
mathematical system he has devised which he will use to break the bank in Las Vegas as soon as he
gets back to the World.

As the driver talks the sun goes down and | think: Fifty-four days and a wake-up.

I've got forty-nine days and a wake-up left in country when Captain January hands me a piece of
paper. Captain January mumbles something about how he hopes | have good luck and then he goes
to chow even though it's not chow time.
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The piece of paper orders me to report for duty as a rifleman with Delta Company, One-Five,
currently based at the Khe Sanh.

| say good-bye to Chili Vendor and Daytona Dave and Mr. Payback and I tell hem that I'm glad to
be a grunt because now | won't have to write captions for atrocity photographs they just file away or
tell any more lies because there's nothing more the lifers can threaten me with. "What are they
going to do--send me to Viet Nam?"

Delta Six cuts Cowboy a huss and I'm assigned to Cowboy's squad as the first fire team leader--the
assistant squad leader--until I've got enough field experience to run my own rifle squad.

There it is.

I'm a grunt.

Grunts

Behold a Marine, a mere shadow and reminiscience of humanity, a
man laid out alive and standing, buried under arms with funereal
accompaniments...

Thoreau, Civil Disobedience

Rolling thunder.

Clouds float across the white moon, clouds like great metal ships. Black wings beating, enormous
objects falling. Arc Light in the monsoon rain; an air strike in the dark. A flight of B-52 bombers
circle Khe Sanh, sprinkling eggs of black iron. Each egg weighs two thousand pounds. Each egg
knocks a hole into the cold earth, punches a crater into the constricting web of slit trenches that
forty thousand determined little men have dug to within a hundred yards of our wire. Black and wet,
the earth heaves up like the deck of a great ship, heaves up toward the droning death birds.

Even in the fury of aerial bombardment we sleep, shadows in the earth. We sleep in holes we have
dug with entrenching tools. The holes are little graves and hold the rich, damp odor of the grave.
The monsoon rain is cold and heavy and is thrown all over the place by the wind. The wind has
power. The wind roars, hisses, whispers seductively. The wind claws at the shelters we have
constructed with ponchos and nylon cord and scraps of bamboo.

Raindrops thump my poncho like pebbles falling into a broken drum. Half asleep, my face pressed
into my gear, | listen to the sounds of the horror that is everywhere, buried just beneath the surface
of the earth. In my dreams of blood | make love to a skeleton. Bones click, the earth moves, my
testicles explode.

Shrapnel bites my shelter. 1 wake up. | listen to the fading drone of the B-52's. | listen to the
breathing of my squad of brothers, nightmare men in the dark.

Outside our wire an enemy grunt is screaming at invisible airplanes that have killed him.

| try to dream something beautiful.... My grandmother sits in a rocking chair on her front porch
shooting Viet Cong who have stepped on her roses. She drinks the blood of a dragon from a black
Coca-Cola bottle while Goring my mother with fat white breasts nurses me and drives Germany on
and on, his words cut from the armor plate of a tank....

I sleep on steel, my face on a pillow of blood. I bayonet teddy bear and | snore. Bad dreams are
something you ate. So sleep, you mother.

The wind roars up under my shelter and rips the poncho off its bamboo frame, snapping the lines
that secured it. Rain falls on me like a wave of icy black water.

An angry voice drifts in from beyond the wire. An enemy sergeant is saying dirty words | don't
understand. An enemy sergeant has stumbled over a dead man in the dark....

Night patrol.

In the predawn sky a little metal star goes nova--an illumination round.

Eating an early breakfast in the red slime of a slit trench at Khe Sanh. Yesterday | made myself a
new stove by punching air holes into an empty C's can. Inside the stove, C-4 plastic explosive glows
like a fragment of brimstone. Ham and mothers pop and bubble in another olive-drab can while |
mix and stir with a white plastic spoon.
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On the horizon, orange tracers stitch the night. Puff the Magic Dragon, "Spooky", a C-47 flying
electric Gatling gun, is pouring three hundred rounds per minute into some gook's wet dreams.
Taste the ham and lima beans. Hot. Greasy. Smells like pig shit. With my bayonet I lift the full can
off the stove. | anchor the can in red mud. | balance my mess cup over the flame and pour in a
packet of powdered cocoa and then half a canteen of spring water. With some slack, hot chocolate
dilutes the sour aftertaste of halazone purification tablets.

A Viet Cong rat attacks. Obviously, he intends to bring my breakfast under the influence of
Communism.

This is a rat | know personally, so | cut him some slack and do not set him on fire with lighter fluid
the way my bros and | have done with his relatives. |1 stomp my foot and the rat retreats into a
shadow.

In the light of the flare my bros in the Lusthog Squad of Delta One-Five look like pale lizards. My
bros look up at me with lizard eyes. No slack. | gave them the finger. Their lizard eyes click back to
their poker cards.

From his new strategic position, the Viet Cong rat stares back to assert his principles.

The illumination flare trembles, freezes Khe Sanh into a faded daguerreotype. Look at all the junk
of modern war spilled across our dusty citadel, look at how bearded grunts hang on while the world
spins and gravity cheats, look at the concrete bones of an old French outpost (patrolled at night by
the ghosts of dead Legionnaires and by the Mongol horsemen of Genghis Khan) — see how the
broken walls of the outpost are like rotting teeth, look out beyond our wire at a thousand acres of
blasted moonscape, feel the cold hard terror and the calm of it.

During the past three months the rocky terrain around Khe Sanh has been pounded with the greatest
volume of explosives in the history of war. Two hundred million pounds of bombs and whole
catalogues of other weapons have torn and plowed the sterile red earth, have shattered boulders,
have splintered and chewed the stumps of trees, have pockmarked the deck with craters big enough
to be graves for tanks.

The flare floats down beneath a miniature parachute, swaying and squeaking, dripping sparks and
hissing, until it hits the wire. lllumination dissolves.

In the darkness | am one with Khe Sanh--a living cell of this place--this erupted pimple of sandbags
and barbed wire on a bleak plateau surrounded by the end of the world. In my guts | know that my
body is one of the components of gristle and muscle and bone of Khe Sanh, a small American
community pounded daily by one-hundred-and-fifty-two-millimeter artillery pieces firing from
caves eleven kilometers away on Co Roc Ridge in Laos, pounded by fifteen hundred shells a day,
pounded, pounded, pounded with brain-numbing regularity, an anthill beneath a sledgehammer.
Today | am feeling extra fine--I'm short. Twenty-two days and a wake-up left in country.

The Viet Cong rat crouches on a sandbag an inch from my elbow. | bend over and put his share of
ham and mothers on the toe of my boot. The rat watches me with black bead eyes. Rats are little but
they're smart. After the rat is satisfied | can be trusted, he jumps off the sandbag and into the slit
trench. He hops up onto the toe of my boot. Eating, his cheeks are fat. He looks so very bad; he's
beautiful.

Roll call.

The squad files out through the wire. We do not joke with the drowsy sentries who stand lines in
bunkers constructed with sandbags and logs from the jungle and sheets of galvanized tin. We ignore
the hundreds of grunts from the 26th Marine Regiment who are sprawled along the perimeter, ready
to move out on Operation Gold. Our squad is walking point for a battalion. We ignore Claymore
mines, rust-eaten Coca-Cola cans hung on the concertina wire with pebbles in them, red aluminum
triangles with MINES and MIN stenciled on them, trenches full of garbage, catholes full of fly-
sprinkled turds, and heaps of brass from our howitzers.

This time we do not salute Sorry Charlie. Sorry Charlie is a skull, charred black. Our gunner,
Animal Mother, mounted the skull on a stake in the kill zone. We think that it's the skull of an
enemy grunt who got napalmed outside our wire. Sorry Charlie is still wearing my old black felt
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Mousketeer ears, which are getting a little moldy. I wired the ears onto Sorry Charlie for a joke. As
we hump by, | stare into the hollow eye sockets. | wait for a white spider to emerge. The dark, clean
face of death smiles at us with his charred teeth, his inflexible ivory grin. Sorry Charlie always
smiles at us as though he knows a funny secret. For sure, he knows more than we do.

Back on the hill, resupply choppers wop-wop down to earth like monster grasshoppers while mortar
shells rip up the steel carpet of the airstrip.

We lock and load.

Our minds sink into our feet.

On a stump inside the treeline someone has nailed a scrap of ammo crate with crude letters that are
black through the ground fog: ALL HOPE ABANDON, YE WHO ENTER HERE. We do not
laugh. Our eyes stay on the trail. We have seen the sign a hundred times and believe it.

We meet some guys from India Three-Five humping down from their night ambushes. Scuttlebutt
is, nobody got in the shit. No VC. No NVA. Outstanding, we all agree. Decent, we say, and we ask
them if any of their sisters put out. They offer to buy us free beer if we promise to pee down our
legs and we're to be sure and write if we need any help.

Dawn.

We come to the last two-man listening post. Cowboy waves his hand and Alice takes the point.
Alice is a black colossus, an African wild man with a sweat rag of green parachute silk tied around
his head; no helmet. He wears a vest he has made from the skin of a Bengal tiger he wasted one
night on Hill 881. He wears a necklace of Voodoo bones--chicken bones from New Orleans. He
calls himself "Alice" because his favorite record album is Arlo Guthrie's Alice's Restaurant.
Cowboy calls Alice "The Midnight Buccaneer" because Alice wears a gold ring in his left ear.
Animal Mother calls Alice "The Ace of Spades™ because Alice sticks poker cards between the teeth
of his confirmed kills. And | call Alice "Jungle Bunny" because it mocks Alice's truly savage
nature.

Alice has a blue canvas shopping bag slung over his shoulder. The blue canvas shopping bag is
filled with foul-smelling gook feet. Alice collects enemy soldiers; he shoots them dead, then chops
their feet off.

All clear, says Alice with a hand signal. Alice's hands are protected by pigskin gloves. He hacks the
jungle with his machete.

Cowboy waves his hand and we move along the trail, Indian-file.

Cowboy steps off the trail, jabs his gray Marine-issue glasses with his forefinger. In the gray glasses
Cowboy does not look like a killer, but like a reporter for a high school newspaper, which he was,
less than a year ago.

Humping in the rain forest is like climbing a stairway of shit in an enormous green room
constructed by ogres for the confinement of monster plants. Birth and death are endless processes
here, with new life feeding on the decaying remains of the old. The black earth is cool and damp
and the oversized greenery is beaded with moisture, yet the air is thick and hot because the triple
canopy holds in the humidity. The canopy of interwoven branches is so thick that sunlight filters
through only in pale, infrequent shafts like those in Sunday-school pictures of Jesus talking to God.
Beneath mountains like the black teeth of dragons we hump. We hump on a woodcutter's trail, up
slopes of peanut butter, over moss-blemished boulders, into God's green furnace, into the hostile
terrain of Indian country.

Thorny underbrush claws our sweaty jungle utilities and our bandoliers and our sixty-pound field
packs and our twelve-pound Durolon flak jackets and our three-pound camouflaged helmets and our
six-and-a-half pound fiberglass and steel automatic rifles. Limp sabers of elephant grass slice into
hands and cheeks. Creepers trip us and tear at our ankles. Pack straps rub blisters on our shoulders
and salty water wiggles in dirty worm trails down our necks and faces. Insects eat our skin, leeches
drink our blood, snakes try to bite us, and even the monkeys throw rocks.

We hump, werewolves in the jungle, sweating 3.2 beer, ready, willing, and able to grab wily Uncle
Ho by his inscrutable balls and never let go. But our real enemy is the jungle. God made this jungle
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for Marines. God has a hard-on for Marines because we kill everything we see. No slack. He plays
his games; we play ours. To show our appreciation for so much omnipotent attention we keep
Heaven packed with fresh souls.

Hours pass. Many, many of them. We don't know what time it is anymore. In the jungle there is no
time. Black is green; green is black--we don't even know if it's night or day.

Cowboy strides up and down our line of march. He reminds us to maintain ten yards between each
man. Frequently he stops to check his compass and acetate map.

We hurt. We ignore the pain. We wait for the pain to become monotonous; it does.

Our New Guy sweats and stumbles and looks like he could get lost looking for a place to shit. A
heat casualty for sure. The New Guy eats pink salt tablets like a kid eating jelly beans, then gulps
hot Kool-Aid from his canteen.

Monotony. Everything samey-same--trees, vines like dead snakes, leafy plants. The sameness
leaves us unmoored.

The fuck-you lizards greet us: "Fuck you...fuck you..."

A cockatoo laughs, invisible, laughs as though he knows a funny secret.

We hump up rocky ravines and | can hear Gunny Sergeant Gerheim bellowing at Private Leonard
Pratt on Parris Island: The only way to reach any objective is by taking one step at a time. That's
all. Just one step. One more. One more. One more

One more.

We think about things we will do after we rotate back to the World, about silly high-school capers
we pulled before we were sucked up into the Crotch, about hunger and thirst, about R & R in Hong
Kong and Australia, about how we are all becoming Coca-Cola junkies, about picking popcorn
kernels out of our teeth at the drive-in movie with ol' Mary Jane Rottencrotch, about the excuses
we'll have to invent for not writing home, and especially and particularly about the numbers of days
left on each of our short-timer's calendars.

We think about things that aren't important so that we won't think about fear--about the fear of pain,
of being maimed, of that half-expected thud of an antipersonnel mine or the punch of a sniper's
bullet, or about loneliness, which is, in the long run, more dangerous, and, in some ways, hurts
more. We lock our minds onto yesterday, where the pain and loneliness have been censored, and on
tomorrow, from which pain and loneliness have been conveniently deleted, and most of all, we lock
our minds into our feet, which have developed a life and a mind of their own.

Hold. Alice raises his right hand.

The squad stops, now, within rifle shot of the DMZ.

Cowboy flexes the fingers of his right hand as though cupping a breast. Booby trap?

Alice shrugs. Just cool it, man.

Our survival hangs on our sniper bait's reflexes and judgment. Alice's eyes can detect green catgut
trip wires, bouncing betty prongs, tiny plungers, loose soil, crushed plants, footprints, fragments of
packaging debris, and even the fabled punji pits. Alice's ears can lock onto unnatural silences, the
faint rattle of equipment, the thump of a mortar shell leaving the tube, or the snap of a rifle bolt
coming home. Experience and animal instincts warn Alice when a small, badly concealed booby
trap has been set on the trail for easy detection so that we will be diverted off the trail into a more
terrible one. Alice knows that most of the casualties we take are from booby traps and that in Viet
Nam almost every booby trap is designed so that the victim is his own executioner. He knows what
the enemy likes to do, where he likes to set ambushes, where snipers hide. Alice knows the warning
signals that the enemy leaves for his friends--the strips of black cloth, the triangles os bamboo, the
arrangements of stones.

Alice really understands the shrewd race of men who fight for survival in this garden of darkness--
hard soldiers, strange, diminutive phantoms with iron insides, brass balls, incredible courage, and
no scruples at all. They look small, but they fight tall, and their bullets are the same size as ours.

A lot of Marines who choose to walk point have death wishes--that's the scuttlebutt. Some guys
want to be heroes and if you walk point and are still alive at the end of the patrol then you are a
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hero. Some guys who walk point hate themselves so much that they don't care what they do and
don't care what is done to them. But Alice walks point because Alice thrives on being out front.
Sure I'm scared, he told me one night after we'd smoked about a ton of dope, but I try not to show it.
What Alice needs are those moments when he can see into what he calls the "beyond."

Alice freezes. His right hand closes into a fist: Danger.

All of Alice's senses open up. He waits. Invisible birds scatter from tree to tree. Alice grins,
sheathes his machete, lifts his M-79 grenade launcher to his shoulder. The "blooper™ is like a toy
shotgun, comically small.

Ancient trees stand silent, a jade cathedral of mahogany columns two hundred feet high, roots
entwined, branches interwoven, with thick, scaly vines roped around solid trunks.

Adrenaline gives us a high.

Alice shrugs, lowers his weapon, gives us his usual thumbs-up, all clear; as if to say, I'm so cool
that even my errors are correct.

Cowhboy's right hand slices the air again, and we all shift our gear to less painful positions and move
out, grumbling, bitching. Our thoughts drift back into erect-nipple wet dreams about Mary Jane
Rottencrotch and the Great Homecoming Fuck Fantasy, back into blinking black and white home
movies of events that did not happen quite the way we choose to remember them, back into bright
watercolor visions of that glorious rotation date circled in red on all of our short-timer's calendars--
different dates--but with the same significance: Home.

Alice hesitates. His gloved hand reaches out and plucks an oversized yellow orchid from a swirl of
vines. Standing to attention, Alice inserts the thick, juicy stem into a leather loop on his ammao vest,
the skin of a Bengal tiger. In rows of loops across the front of the vest hang two dozen M-79
grenade rounds.

Alice's blue canvas shopping bag is slung over his shoulder. The bag is tattooed with graffiti,
autographs, obscene doodles, and a scoreboard of stick men recording Alice's seventeen confirmed
kills. On the blue canvas shopping bag are fading black block letters: Lusthogs Delta 1/5 We Deal
in Death and Yea, though | walk through the valley of death, I shall fear no evil, for I am the evil
and, in crisp new letters: DON'T SHOOT--I'M SHORT and a helmet on a pair of boots.

As he humps down the narrow trail, Alice hums, You can get anything you want...at Alice's
Restaurant...

Cowboys stops, turns around, sweeps a muddy pearl-gray Stetson off his head.

"Break," he says.

Green Marines in the green machine, we sit beside the trail.

"I got to souvenir me an NVA belt buckle,” says Donlon, our radioman. "The silver kind with a star.
Go home with something decent or the civilians will think | was a poge, punching a typewriter. |
mean, I'm short--thirty-nine days and a wake-up."

| say, "That's not short. Twenty-two days and a wake-up. Count them."

"That ain't short," says Animal Mother. "Alice is short.”

Alice brags: "Twelve days and a wake-up left in country, ladies. Count 'em. | am a short-timers, no
doubt about it. Why, I'm so short that every time | put on my socks | blindfold myself."

I grunt, "That's not short-enough, Jungle Bunny. The Doc is beaucoup short. Nine days and a wake-
up. Right, Doc? You a single-digit midget?"

Doc Jay is chewing a mouthful of canned peaches. "l got to extend again."

Nobody says anything. Doc Jay won't be allowed to extend again. Doc Jay has been in Viet Nam
for two years, treating major wounds with minor medical training. Doc Jay wants to save all of the
wounded, even those killed in action and buried months ago. Every night dead Marines beg him to
come into their graves. A week ago, our company commander picked up a football that was lying
on the trail. The football blew him in half. Doc Jay tried to tie the captain back together with
compress bandages. It didn't work. Doc Jay started giggling like a kid watching cartoons.

"I'm going to extend, too!" says the New Guy as he shoves his Italian sunglasses up onto his
forehead. "Do you guys--?"

"Oh, screw yourself, New Guy," says Animal Mother, not looking up. Mother is holding his M-60
machine gun in his lap and is massaging the black vanadium steel with a white cloth. "You ain't
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been in country a week and already you're saltier than shit. You ain't been born yet, New Guy. Wait
until you got a little T.I., candy ass, and then | may allow you to speak. Yeah, a little fucking time
in."

"Gung ho!" | say, grinning.

Animal Mother says, "Fuck you, Joker." He starts breaking down the machine gun.

I blow Mother a kiss. Animal Mother is a swine, no doubt about it, but he's also big and mean; he
inspires a certain tolerance.

"Joker thinks he has an outstanding program,” Mother tells the New Guy. "Going to Hollywood
after he rotates back to the World. If | don't waste him first. Going to be Paul fucking Newman. My
ass." Animal Mother pulls out a deck of poker cards. The cards are dog-eared and greasy and have
photographs of Tijuana whores on them. The Tijuana whores are establishing meaningful
relationships with donkeys and big dogs.

Animal Mother deals draw poker hands to himself and to the New Guy.

The New Guy hesitates, then scrapes up his cards.

Animal Mother unbuckles his field pack and pulls out a brown plastic rack of poker chips--red,
white, and blue. Mother takes a stack of plastic chips from the rack and drops them on the deck in
front of the New Guy. "Where are you from, you little shit?"

"Texas, sir."

"Sir, my ass. This ain't P.l. and there ain't no way I'm gonna be no fucking officer. Never happen.
Ain't even the assistant squad leader anymore. Now I'm a private--the most popular rank in the
Marine Corps. Got more fucking ops, more confirmed kills, and more T.l. than any grunt in this
squad--including Cowboy." Animal Mother spits, scratches the dark stubble on his chin. "Flipped a
bird to a poge colonel at the big PX on Freedom Hill. Got me busted from sergeant. | was the
fucking platoon sergeant. No slack. Just like back in the World. Back in Queens I took me a ride in
this Lincoln Continental. It was a beautiful machine. The judge gave me a choice between the
Crotch and hard time in a stone hotel. So | became a mercenary. | should have gone to prison, New
Guy. There's less humping." Animal Mother grins. "So don't call me that 'sir' shit. Save that lifer
shit for poges like the Joker."

| grin. "Hey, Mother, I'm big but I'm wiry..."

Animal Mother says, "Yeah, | know, you're so tough you bite the heads off animal crackers."”
Animal Mother turns to Cowboy: "Hey, Lone Ranger, they got your little sister in the Crotch. Here
she sits, a lean Marine in the green machine.” Turning back to the New Guy: "Our honcho is from
Texas, too, little maggot. Dallas. He wears that Stetson so the gooks will see that they are dealing
with a real Texan lawman."

Cowboy chews. "Play poker, Mother." Cowboy picks up a B-3 unit, a little can containing John
Wayne cookies, cocoa, and pineapple jam. Cowboy cuts open the can with a little P-38 folding can
opener on his dogtag chain. "'l won't say it again."

Silence.

"Yeah, okay, you don't have to get hard. What are you going to do--send me to Viet Nam? Cut me
some slack, Cowboy. You ain't John Wayne. You just eat the cookies."

Animal Mother grunts. "Bet a buck." He drops a red chip. He puts his cards facedown on the deck
and continues to massage his disassembled machine gun with the white cloth. "New Guy, you just
better not be no hero. Lifers get glory; grunts get killed. Like ol' Rafter Man. Went hand to hand
with a tank. And Crazy Earl; shot gooks with a BB gun. Last New Guy we had sat down on a
bouncing betty his first day in the bush. Rotated straight to hell. Blew away six good grunts. KIA
and tough titty to you, ma. | got shrapnel through my nose..." Animal Mother leans forward and
shows the New Guy his nose. "Worst part about it was that little maggot owed me five bucks--"
Alice spits. "You got to run them sea stories?"

Animal Mother ignores Alice and says, "This is no shit, New Guy. Stoke, our old honcho, thought
he was Supergrunt. Got the thousand-yard stare. Every time he saw a dead Marine he'd start
laughing. Pulled a tour of duty in a rubber room. He--"

Alice stands up. "Stow that Mickey Mouse shit, Mother. You hear me?"

Animal Mother doesn't look up. He says, "Thank God for sickle cell."
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Alice scratches his chest. "No racists in a foxhole, Mother. New Guy, you'll do fine. No sweat."
"Sure," says Animal Mother. "Just watch me. Do what | do. These guys will tell you that I am a
monster, but I'm the only grunt in this squad that doesn't have his head up his ass. In this world of
shit, monsters live forever and everybody else dies. If you kill for fun, you're a sadist. If you kill for
money, you're a mercenary. If you kill for both, you're a Marine.”

"Yes, sir," says the New Guy, dropping two chips into the pot.

"I'm horny," I say. "I can't even get a piece of hand."”

Animal Mother groans. "That was real funny, Joker. | don't get it." He drops two chips, then three
more. "I raise you three bucks. Dealer takes two cards."”

The New Guy says, "I'll take three cards. And I'm not a hero. Just want to do my job. You know,
defend freedom--"

"Fuck freedom," says Animal Mother. Animal Mother starts reassembling the M-60. He kisses each
piece before snapping it back into place. "Flush out your headgear, New Guy. You think we waste
gooks for free dom? Don't kid yourself; this is a slaughter. You're got to open your eyes, New Guy--
you owe it to yourself. If I'm gonna get my balls shot off for a word | get to pick my own word and
my word is poontang. Yeah, you better believe we zap zipperheads. They waste our bros and we
cut them a big piece of payback. And payback is a motherfucker."

"Why talk about it?" asks Donlon. "The Nam can kill me, but it can't make me care. | just want to
get back to the land of the Big PX in one piece. | owe it to myself."

"Why go back?" | ask. "Here or there, samey-same. Home is where my sergeant is--right,
Cowboy?" | turn and look at Animal Mother. "You watch Cowboy, New Guy. Cowboy will tell you
what to do."

"Yeah," says Donlon, plucking a pack of cigarettes from the elastic band around his helmet.
"Cowboy takes this shit seriously."

Cowboy grunts. "Just doing my job, bro, just counting my days." He smiles. "You know what | did
back in the World? After school, | shucked pennies out of parking meters. | had a red wagon to pour
the pennies in, and | had a blue cap with a silver badge on it. | thought | was hot shit. Now all |
want is a ranch with some horses..."

Animal Mother says, "Well some cunts smell really bad, and Viet Nam smells really bad, so | say,
fuck it. And fuck the lifers who invented it."

"I hear you talking," I say. "I see your lips move. But we all brown-nose the lifers..."

"That's an amen," says Alice, up the trail. He swats a mosquito away from his face. "We talk the
talk, but we don't walk the walk."

Donlon glares at me. "So who the hell are you? Mahatma Gandhi?" Donlon aims an index finger at
me. "You're honcho of the first fire team, Joker. That makes you the assistant squad leader. So
you're no different. You just like to feel superior.”

"Shit."

"I wouldn't shit you, Joker. You're my favorite turd.”

"Fuck...you..."

"Quiet, Joker," says Cowboy. "Somebody's mother might be hiding in the bush and you're talking
dirty. Keep it in the family, okay?"

"Yes. That's affirmative, Cowboy." | look at Donlon. "When Cowboy gives me the order I'll eat the
boogers out of a dead man's nose. | ain't got the guts to rot in Portsmouth. | admit it. But | don't give
orders. I--"

"Bullshit," says Donlon. "You and your fucking peace symbol. Why do you wear that thing? You're
here, same as us. You're no better than we are."

"Look, " I say, trying not to lose my temper, "Maybe the Crotch can fuck me, but | won't spread my
own cheeks."”

Animal Mother interrupts: "You ain't got a hair on your ass."

My lips are trembling. "Okay, Mother, you can just eat the peanuts out of my shit. I'm not the
author of this farce, I'm just acting out my role. It's bad luck to wear green on stage but the war
must go on. If God had wanted me to be a Marine I'd have been born with green, baggy skin. You
got that?"
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Nobody says anything.

I say, "I'm just a snuffy. A corporal. | don't send anybody out to get blown away. | know that getting
killed over here is a waste of time."

| stand up. | take three steps toward Animal Mother. "You be gung ho, Mother. You give the
orders.” | take another step. "But not me! "

Nobody says anything.

Finally, the New Guy says softly, "Bet a buck."

Animal Mother looks at me, then starts dropping his chips into the pot one at a time. "Call...raise
you..." Counting...counting. "Five bucks."

The New Guy thinks about it. "I call.”

"Oh, Jesus H. Christ!" Animal Mother slaps his cards down hard, bending them. "Number ten! |
ain't got shit."

The New Guy says, "Three jacks." He flashes his cards and rakes up the pot.

"Hey, Mother," says Donlon, laughing, "that was humble."

Alice says, "You sure bluffed out the New Guy."

| say, "Lose a few, lose a few--right, Mother?"

Mother tries to be cool about it. "I couldn't fold, could 1? Had over four bucks in the pot. I thought
the New Guy would fold. Most people are afraid of me..."

Donlon laughs again. "Your program is squared away, New Guy. What's your name?"

"Parker," says the New Guy, smiling. "Name's Parker. Henry. People call me Hank."

The New Guy counts his chips. "Animal Mother, you owe me nine and a half bucks."

Animal Mother grunts.

| say, still standing, "Lose a few, lose a few--right, Mother?"

"Who fucking asked you, Joker? You're funny enough to be a lifer."

"Yeah? Well, when I'm a civilian first class and you're a bonehead funny gunny I'll buy you a beer
and then I'll kick your ass."” | sit down.

Cowboy grins. "You can buy me a beer, too, Joker. But you'll have to wait until I'm twenty-one."
Down the trail, someone laughs very loud. | say, "Hey, belay that noise. I'm making all the noise for
this squad."

Lance Corporal Stutten, honcho of the first fire team, gives me the finger. Then he turns to the guy
who laughed--a skinny redneck named Harris--and says, "Shut the fuck up, Harris."

Animal Mother says, "Yeah, Harris, obey General Joker."

| say, "I'm ready to jump on your program, you fucking ape..."

"So eat this monkey turd and choke on it, poge.” Animal Mother spits. "You just can't hack--"

And then I'm on my feet, my K-bar in my hand. There's hot saliva on my lips and as | hold the big
jungle knife inches from Animal Mother's face I'm snarling like an animal. "Okay, you son-of-a-
bitch, I'm gonna cut your fucking eyes out..."

Animal Mother looks at me, then at the blade of my K-bar, then at Cowboy. His hand moves to his
M-60.

Cowboy continues to eat. "Stow that pig-sticker, Joker. You know how | feel about that Mickey
Mouse shit. Now get your head and your ass wired together or--"

"No way, Cowboy. Never happen. He's been on my--"

Cowboy jabs at his glasses. "Didn't ask to run a rifle squad in this piss tube war...but I will break
your back, if that's the way you play..."

Donlon whistles. "Cowboy's--"

Cowboy says, "Shut up, Donlon."

I relax a little bit and then I slip my K-bar back into its leather sheath. "Yeah, yeah, | guess all this
humping has given me diarrhea of the mouth."”

Cowboy shurgs. "No sweat, Joker." Cowboy stands up. "Okay, ladies, stow the pogey bait. Let's
saddle up. Moving."”

"Moving" is repeated down the trail.

I struggle into my gear. "Hey, Animal Mother, | wasn't really going to waste you. It's just that I'm
well, you know, a trained killer. Cut me a huss with my pack..."
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Animal Mother shrugs and helps me into my NVA rucksack. Then I help him put on his field pack.
| say, "Now you buy me Saigon tea?" Mother sneers. | blow him a kiss. "No sweat, maleen, | love
you too much." Mother spits.

Cowboy waves his hand and Alice takes the point.

| say, "Break a leg, Jungle Bunny."

Alice gives me the finger. Then he raises his right fist and throws power. On the blue canvas
shopping bag slung on Alice's back is the warning: If you can read this your too dam close.
Cowboy waves his hand and the squad moves out.

My gear feels like a bag of rocks, heavier than before.

Animal Mother tells Parker, the New Guy. "Don't follow me too close, New Guy. If you step on a
mine, | don't want to get fucked up."

Parker steps back.

As is my custom, | salute Animal Mother so that any snipers in the area will assume that he is an
officer and shoot him instead of me. | have become a little paranoid since | painted a red bull's-eye
on the top of my helmet.

Animal Mother returns my salute, then spits, then grins. "You sure are funny, you son-of-a-bitch.
You're a real comedian.”

"Sorry 'bout that,” | say.

Searching for something we don't want to find, we hump. And hump. And when we're so bone-sore
tired that our minds sever contact with our bodies, we hump even faster, green phantoms in the
twilight.

From somewhere, from everywhere, an almost inaudiblesnap.

A bird goes insane. One bird sputters overhead. And a great weight of birds shift across the canopy.
Alice stands rigid and listens. He raises his right hand and closes it into a fist. Danger.

I slump forward. My body is aching with all the thousand natural shocks that flesh is hear to after
every fiber of every muscle is begging you to stop but you choose to overrule such objections by a
force of will stronger than muscle, bullying your body into taking one more step, one more step,
just one more step...

Cowboy thinks about it. Then he says, "Hit it."

Wavering forms crumple to the deck as Cowboy's order is echoed from man to man back down the
trail.

| say to Cowboy, "Bro, | was hoping a sniper would ding me so I'd have an excuse to fall down. |
mean, | think I'm going to hate this movie..."

Cowhboy is watching Alice. "Cut the shit, Joker."

Kneeling, Alice studies the few yards of trail he can see before it's swallowed by leathery, dark
green jungle plants. Alice studies the treetops, too, for a long time. "It's not right, bro."

| say, "That's affirm, Cowboy. All my crabs are screaming, 'Abandon ship! Abandon ship!™
Cowboy ignores me, keeps his eyes on Alice. "We got to move, Midnight."

The jungle is silent except for the squeak-squeak of a canteen being unscrewed.

"Hurry up and wait. Hurry up and wait." Alice wipes the sweat from his eyes. "All | want to do is
make it back to the hill so I can smoke about one ton of dope. | mean, are you sure this is safe?
I...wait...l heard something."

Silence.

"A bird," says Cowboy. "Or a branch falling. Or--"

Alice shakes his head. "Maybe. Maybe. Or maybe a rifle bolt going home."

Cowboy's voice is stern: "You're paranoid, Midnight. No gooks here. Not for maybe another four or
five klicks. We got to keep moving or we'll give the gooks time to set up an ambush in front of us.
You know that..."

Donlon crawls over to Cowboy, handset at his ear. "Hey, Lone Ranger, the old man wants a report
on our position."

"Let's move, Midnight. I mean it."
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Alice rolls his eyes. "Feets, get movin'." Alice takes one step forward, then hesitates. "I can
remember when I've had more fun."
I say in my John Wayne voice: "Viet Nam is giving war a bad name."
Daddy D.A., who's walking tail-end Charlie, calls out: "HEY, MR. VIET NAM WAR, WE
HOMESTEADING?"
Cowhboy says, "Everybody shut the fuck up."
Alice shrugs, mumbles, takes another step forward. "Cowboy, m'man, maybe old soldiers never die,
but young ones do. It ain't easy being the black Errol Flynn, you know. | mean, if | don't get the
Congressional Medal of Honor for all the crazy shit I do, | am going to send Mr. L.B.J. an eight-by-
ten photo of my black bee-hind with a caption on the back, telling him what it is..."
Alice, the point man, moves out. He ditty-bops into a little clearing. "I mean--"
Bang.
The crack of an SKS sniper's carbine jolts Alice into a rigid position of attention. His mouth opens.
He turns to speak to us. His eyes cry out.
Alice falls.
"HIT IT!™
Falling forward--now ...
"Oh, no..." Black earth.
Dead leaves. "ALICE!"
"What...?" Damp. Bleeding elbows.
"MIDNIGHT!"
Looking, not seeing, looking...
"Oh-oh...Shit City..."
Waiting. Waiting. "Hey, man..."
Silence.
My guts melt.
"ALICE!"
Alice doesn't move and | curl up and try to make myself small and my asshole feels like it has been
turned inside out and I think how wonderful it would be if Chaplain Charlie had taught me magic
and then I could crawl up into my own asshole and just disappear and I think: I'm glad it's him and
not me.

"ALICE!"

Alice, the point man, is down. His big black hands are locked around his right thigh. On the deck all
around him are a dozen decayed gook feet.

Blood.

"FACE OUTBOARD!"

Cowboy says, "Damn." He shoves his Stetson to the back of his head and jabs at his glasses with his
index finger. "CORPSMAN UP!"

Cowboy's command is echoed back down the trail.

Doc Jay comes scrambling up on all fours like a bear in a hurry.

Cowboy waves his hand, "Come on, Doc."

Donlon grabs Cowboy's ankle, tries to hand Cowboy the radio handset. "Colonel Travis is on the
horn."

"Fuck off, Tom. I'm busy."

Cowboy and Doc Jay start crawling.

Donlon says into the handset: "Uh, Sudden Death Six, Sudden Death Six, this is Baby Bayonet. Do
you copy? Over."

Cowboy stops crawling, calls back: "Gunships. And a med-evac."

Donlon talks into the handset, talks to the old man. Static. The handset hangs on a wire hook
attached to Donlon's helmet strap. Donlon's singsong words are like a prayer he has known for a
long time. Donlon stops talking, listens to an insect inside the handset, then shouts: "The old man
says, 'Only you can prevent forest fires.™
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Cowboy looks back. "What? What the hell does that mean?"

The radio crackles. Static. "Uh...say again, say again. Over."Static. Donlon listens, nodding. Then:
"I roger that. Stand by, one.” Donlon yells: "The old man keeps saying, 'Only you can prevent forest
fires.".."

Cowboy crawls back to our position. "Donlon, boy, if you're fucking with me..."

Donlon shrugs. "Scouts honor."

| say, "Cowboy, are you absolutely sure that the colonel is on our side?"

Animal Mother spits. "There it is. He's a lifer, ain't he?"

Donlon shakes his head. "No slack. The old man isdinky-dow, crazy."

| grunt. "Sanity is overrated."

Cowboy says, "Just tell that lifer son-of-a-bitch that I need a dustoff for--"

Bang.

A rifle bullet snaps through Donlon's radio. The impact of the bullet flips Donlon onto his back.
Donlon struggles like an overturned turtle.

I crawl on my hands and knees. | grab Donlon's rifle belt. I drag him behind a boulder.

Donlon swallows air. "Beaucoup thanks, bro..."

Cowboy and Doc Jay are arguing. Cowboy says, "Alice is in the open. We can't reach him."

The New Guy says, "Is it just one enemy soldier?"

"Shut your mouth.” Animal Mother sets up his M-60 machine gun on a rotten log and adjusts a
golden ammo belt over a C's can he has attached to the gun so that the rounds feed in smoothly.
Cowboy says, "I got to send back a runner--"

Bang.

Cowhboy rolls over. "I'm okay. I'm okay."

"He hit Alice again!"

Alice moves, groans. "It hurts...it hurts..."

There's a dark hole through the canvas jungle boot on Alice's left foot. Alice laughs, grins, grits his
teeth. "I'm short..."

Animal Mother kicks the rotten log and opens fire. High-velocity machine-gun bullets clip, chop,
and ricochet through the canopy, snapping into tree trunks with rhythmic precision, cutting leaves
from twigs and killing birds.

The New Guy opens up with his M-16. Lance Corporal Stutten fires an M-79 and the grenade
bursts, invisible in the darkness. | see a strange shadow on a limb so I throw a few rounds in there
with my grease gun. But it's Maggie's drawers. There's nothing to shoot at.

The New Guy pops a frag and lobs it in.

Cowboy screams into the jarring thud: "OKAY, OKAY, EVERYBODY FUCKING COOL IT."
Everyone stops firing--everyone except Animal Mother. | put my hand on Mother's shoulder but his
weapon continues to spill hot brass and black metal links until the belt runs out.

"We gotta kill that cocksucker!" says Animal Mother. "Payback is a motherfucker!"

"Yeah."

"Yeah."

"The law of the jungle, man."

Animal Mother punches the rotten log with his fist. "I'll punch his fucking heart out!"

"Yeah."

"Kill that cocksucker!"

Alice is trying to crawl to cover. "Cowboy? Bro?" Alice extends his gloved right hand.

Bang.

Alice's hand is knocked down. He lifts it again slowly. Ragged leather. And Alice's right forefinger
is missing. "Oh, no...not..."

Alice screams.

Doc Jay stands up. Cowboy grabs him and pulls him down. "You crazy?" But Doc Jay wrestles
free. He unhooks the Unit One medical kit from his web belt and drops the rest of his gear.

Cowboy looks sick. "Don't try it, bro. That sniper does not miss..."



162

"I'm the corpsman,” says Doc Jay." Not you." And before Cowboy can react, Doc Jay is on his feet
and running. He runs at a crouch, zigzagging.

Bang.

Doc Jay stumbles, falls.

The Doc's left thigh has been torn open. Jagged bone protrudes. The Doc tries to push himself
forward with his good leg.

Cowboy pops a smoke grenade, lobs it in.

"We've got to do something...."

The squad bunches up behind the boulder. "Spread out,” | say, halfheartedly. The New Guy is
watching with wild eyes, his weapon at port arms. Animal Mother's bloodshot eyes scan the canopy
for muzzle flashes, movement, any sign of life. Lance Corporal Stutten and the rest of the squad
watch silently--they are waiting for orders. Donlon is hugging his dead radio.

Doc Jay stands up, balances himself on his good leg. He bends over and hooks Alice under the
armpit with his forearm, tries to lift him.

Bang.

Doc Jay collapses. Now his left foot is a bloody lump. He waits for the last bullet. When the last
bullet doesn't come he sits up, pulls Alice across his lap. The Doc fumbles in his Unit One, takes
out a Syrette, gives Alice a hit of morphine.

Using his teeth, Doc Jay tears the waxy brown wrappers off three compress bandages. The Doc ties
the bandages around Alice's wound. Alice groans, says something we can't hear. Doc Jay uses his
shirttail to wipe the sweat from Alice's forehead, then pulls out a piece of rubber tubing he uses to
tie tourniquets.

Bang.

Doc Jay's right hand is shattered. The Doc tries to move his fingers.

He can't.

Green smoke pours from Cowboy's smoke grenade, obscuring the clearing.

Cowhboy starts to tell us what to do. But he can't make up his mind. Then: "We're pulling out. That's
a shitty thing to do, but we can't refuse to accept the situation. We saw this in Hue. That sniper is
just sucking us in. Wants the whole squad, one at a time. You know that. Doc and Midnight are
wasted; we're not. Saddle up.”

Nobody moves.

Cowboy stands up. "Do it."

We all know that Cowboy is right. He's hard, but he's right.

"GET SOME!"

Without warning, the New Guy charges for the clearing. He fires blind. He lopes along with the
fluid grace of a meat eater, a predator attacking. His chin is dripping saliva. The New Guy wants
warm blood to drink. The New Guy wants human flesh to tear apart and devour. The New Guy's
eyes are red: the New Guy's eyes glow in the shadow world around us. He fires blind. The New
Guy doesn't know what the hell he's doing. He thinks he's John Wayne. He hasn't been born yet.
Cowhboy tries to trip the New Guy as he double-times up the trail, but the New Guy catches his
balance and runs faster, a werewolf charging into the house of death. He stumbles up to Doc Jay.
He spins around. His red eyes probe the canopy. "Com'on, Doc. I'll help you. I'll carry--"

Bang.

For a breath or two we think maybe the sniper has missed for the first time. Then the New Guy
drops to his knees, praying, clutching his throat.

Cowboy says, "Let's move. "

"Move, my ass," says Animal Mother. "You move, motherfucker."

Cowboy takes a step toward Animal Mother, puts his face up close to Animal Mother's face, looks
Animal Mother right in the eye. "Mother, take the point."

Animal Mother stands up, pulls his machine gun off the log and sets the butt into his hip so that the
black barrel slants up at a forty-five-degree angle. "Marines never abandon their dead or wounded,
Mr. Squad Leader, sir. "
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Cowboy glares at Animal Mother for several deep breaths, then pulls me aside. "Joker, you're in
charge. Move these people out,” Cowboy sees that Animal Mother is listening so he adds, "Order
Mother to walk the point."”

Animal Mother spits.

Cowboy says in a low voice: "Never turn your back on Mother. Never cut him any slack. He
fragged Mr. Shortround."

| say, "What about you, Cowboy? | mean, if you get yourself wasted who will introduce me to your
sister?"

Cowboy looks at me. His face is without expression. "l don't have a sister. | thought you knew
that." Cowboy looks at Doc and Alice and the New Guy. "Mother's right. I've got to try. The sniper
will see you pulling back and--"

"Hey, never happen. Fuck it. You can't do anything."

"Move them out, Joker. By the numbers."

"But Cowboy, I--"

"It's my job, " Cowboy says. "It's my job...." Cowboy says, as though his guts are choking him.
Then: "Okay?"

| hesitate.

"Okay, bro?"

"Sure, Cowboy. I'll get them all back to the hill in one piece. | promise.”

Cowboy relaxes. "Thanks, Joker." He grins. "“You piece of shit.”

Donlon yells: "LOOK!"

Doc Jay has the New Guy across his lap. The New Guy's face is purple. Doc Jay is kissing the New
Guy's purple lips in an attempt to breathe life back into the limp body. The New Guy squirms,
claws for air. Doc Jay holds the New Guy down, zips out his K-bar, cuts the New Guy's throat. Air
whistles in through the crude incision, blows pink bubbles in the New Guy's blood. The New Guy
bucks, wheezes, coughs. Doc Jay spills his Unit One, paws through splints, compress bandages,
white tape. Then, frantic, he empties his pockets. The Doc throws everything away until he finds a
ball-point pen. He stares at the ball-point pen, draws his hand back to throw the pen away, stops,
looks again, unscrews the pen, inserts the biggest piece into the hole in the New Guy's throat. The
New Guy sucks in air, breathes irregularly through the small plastic tube. Doc Jay puts the New
Guy down on the deck, gently.

Bang.

Doc Jay's right ear is split. Cautiously, the Doc touches the side of his head, feels wet, jagged meat.
Bang.

A bullet cuts off Doc Jay's nose.

Bang.

A bullet passes through Doc Jay's cheeks. He coughs, spits up uprooted teeth and pieces of his
gums.

Animal Mother snarls, fires his machine gun into the canopy.

"Get them back,"” Cowboy says. He drops his Stetson and Mr. Shortround's shotgun. He pops
another smoke grenade, lobs it in. He jerks Mr. Shortround's pistol from his shoulder holster. And
before | can tell Cowboy that a pistol is useless in the jungle he punches me on the shoulder like a
kid and runs, feinting as wildly as the narrow trail allows.

We wait.

I know that | should be getting the squad on its feet, but | too am hypnotized.

From nowhere and from everywhere comes the sound of something laughing. We all rubberneck to
see who aming us is so stone-cold hard that he is enjoying a world of shit like this.

The sniper is laughing at us.

We try to pinpoint the sniper's position. But the source of the laughter is all around us. The laughter
seems to radiate from the jungle floor, from the jade trees, from the monster plants, from within our
own bodies.

As the dark laughter draws the blood from my veins | see something. My eyes try to focus on a
shadow. Sweat stings my eyes, blurs my vision. And | see Sorry Charlie, a black skull, perched on a
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branch, and then | understand that only a sniper that does not fear death would reveal his position
by laughing....
I squint. | strain my eyes. The laughing skull fades into a shadow.

Today | am a sergeant of Marines.

I laugh and laugh. The squad freezes with fear because the sniper is laughing with me. The sniper
and | are laughing together and we know that sooner or later the squad will be laughing, too.

Sooner or later the squad will surrender to the black design of the jungle. We live by the law of the
jungle, which is that more Marines go in than come out. There it is. Nobody asks us why we're
smiling because nobody wants to know. The ugly that civilians choose to see in war focuses on
spilled guts. To see human beings clearly, that is ugly. To carry death in your smile, that is ugly.
War is ugly because the truth can be ugly and war is very sincere. Ugly is the face of Victor Charlie,
the shapeless black face of death touching each of your brothers with the clean stroke of justice.
Those of us who survive to be short-timers will fly the Freedom Bird back to hometown America.
But home won't be there anymore and we won't be there either. Upon each of our brains the war has
lodged itself, a black crab feeding.

The jungle is quiet now. The sniper has stopped laughing.

The squad is silent, waiting for orders. Soon they will understand. Soon they won't be afraid. The
dark side will surface and they'll be like me; they'll be Marines.

Once a Marine, always a Marine.

Cowboy stumbles into the clearing.

"We're moving," | say, more to Mother than anyone.

Mother ignores me, watches Cowboy.

Bang. Right leg.

Bang. Left leg. Cowboy falls.

Bang. The bullet rips open Cowboy's trousers at the crotch. "No...." Cowboy feels for his balls. He
shits on himself.

Animal Mother takes a step.

Before | can make a move to stop Animal Mother a pistol pops in the clearing.

Bang.

Then: Bang.

Donlon: "HE KILLED DOC JAY AND THE NEW GUY!"

Cowboy shakes himself to stay conscious. Then he shoots Alice through the back of the head.

Bang. Alice's face is blown off by the forty-five caliber bullet. Alice flops as though electrocuted.
Cowhboy raises the pistol and presses the huge barrel to his right temple.

Bang.

The pistol falls.

The sniper has put a bullet through the center of Cowboy's right hand.

The squad bunches up behind the boulder again. I study the dirty faces of all my bearded children:
Animal Mother, Donlon, Lance Corporal Stutten, Berny, Harris, Rick Berg, Hand-Job, Thunder,
The Kid from Brooklyn, Hardy, Liccardi, and Daddy D.A.

"Stutten, take your people back."

Lance Corporal Stutten looks at Animal Mother, takes a step toward him. The squad is going to
follow Mother and commit suicide for a tradition.

Mother checks his M-60. His face is wet with tears, Viking-wild, red with rage. "We'll go for
Cowboy, give the sniper too many targets. We can save him."

| take a step into Animal Mother's path.

Animal Mother raises his weapon. He holds the M-60 waist high. His eyes are red. He growls deep
in his throat. "This ain't no Hollywood movie, Joker. Stand down or | will cut you in half..."

I look into Animal Mother's eyes. | look into the eyes of a killer. He means it. | know that he means
it. I turn my back on him.

Animal Mother is going to waste me. The barrel of the M-60 probes my back.
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The squad is silent, waiting for orders.

| raise my grease gun and | aim it at Cowboy's face. Cowboy looks pitiful and he's terrified.
Cowboy is paralyzed by the shock that is setting in and by the helplessness. | hardly know him. |
remember the first time | saw Cowboy, on Parris Island, laughing, beating his Stetson on his thigh.

I look at him. He looks at the grease gun. He calls out: "I NEVER LIKED YOU, JOKER. I NEVER
THOUGHT YOU WERE FUNNY--"

Bang. | sight down the short metal tube and I watch my bullet enter Cowboy's left eye. My bullet
passes through his eye socket, punches through fluid-filled sinus cavities, through membranes,
nerves, arteries, muscle tissue, through the tiny blood vessels that feed three pounds of gray butter-
soft high protein meat where brain cells arranged like jewels in a clock hold every thought and
memory and dream of one adult maleHomo sapiens.

My bullet exits through the occipital bone, knocks out hairy, brain-wet clods of jagged meat, then
buries itself in the roots of a tree.

Silence. Animal Mother lowers his M-60.

Animal Mother, Donlon, Lance Corporal Stutten, Harris, and the other guys in the squad do not
speak. Everyone relaxes, glad to be alive. Everyone hates my guts, but they know I'm right. 1 am
their sergeant; they are my men. Cowboy was killed by sniper fire, they'll say, but they'll never see
me again; I'll be invisible.

"Saddle up,” I say, and the squad responds. Packs are hefted up. The flap and rattle of equipment. A
grunt, a growl, and the Lusthog Squad is ready to move.

| study their faces. Then | say, "Man-oh-man, Cowboy looks like a bag of leftovers from a V.F.W.
barbecue. Of course, I've got nothing against dead people. Why, some of my best friends are dead!"
Silence. They all look at me. | have never felt so alive.

Semper Fi, Mom and Dad, Semper Fi, my werewolf children. Payback is a motherfucker.

They shift their gear to more comfortable positions.

They wait for an order. | pick up Cowboy's muddy Stetson.

I wave my hand and the squad moves out, moves back down the trail.

Nobody talks. We're all too tired to talk, to joke, to call each other names. The day has been too hot,
the hump too long. We've shot up our share of Victor Charlie jungle plants and we are wasted.

We wrap ourselves in pastel fantasies of varied designs and "X" another day off our short-timer's
calendars. We look forward to imaginary bennies: hot showers, cold beer, a fix of Coke (because
things go better with Coke), juicy steaks, mail from hone, and a moment of privacy in which to
massage our wands, inspired by fading photographs of loving wives and girlfriends back in the
World.

The showers will be cold, the beer, if there is any, will be hot. No steak. No Cokes. The mail, if
there is any, will not be from sweethearts. The mail from hometown America, like the half dozen
letters | carry unopened in my rucksack, will say: Write more often be careful if you think it's tough
there bought this used car what a report card mother is taking shots nothing good on TV don't write
depressing letters so maybe send me fifty bucks new furniture in the dining room for a ring quick
buddy she's pregnant be real careful write more often and so on and so on until you feel like you
just got a Dear John letter from the whole damned world.

We hump back down the trail.

Back on the hill, Sorry Charlie, our bro, will laugh at us one more time; Sorry Charlie, at least, will
greet us with a smile.

Putting our minds back into our feet, we concentrate all our energy into taking that next step, that
one more step, just one more step.... We try very hard not to think about anything important, try
very hard not to think that there's no slack and that it's a long walk home.

There it is.
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JTOJATOK B

Taymaunnii Mini-Cl10BHHMK BiliCbKOBOTI0O CJICHTY

«JTamka» — 12,7-MM crankosuii kynemer Jertsaproa-IlInarina (JIIK)
«Kcrwoma, Kcroxa» — nporurankoBa rapmara abo asromatr AKCY
«Canor» — ctankoBuil mpoTuBoTaHkoBUi rpanaromet CIIT-9
«Haramka» — BaHTaXXHUHN «YpaiDy

«lInmapuk, NUIIKXTra» — rpy3osa aBTiBka ['A3-66

«bapaak» — 601ioBa po3BiyBaibHO-1030pHa MainHa (BPJIM)
«Moroauray» — maByuuit Oponerpancnoprep (MT- JIB)

«Tabaerka» — MCINYHA MallHWHA, IIPCACTABJICHA B TAKHX BGpCiHXI (bypl“OH,

MIKpOaBTOOYC, CaHITapHUI aBTOMOO1Th, BaHTAX1BKa 3 IPUBOJIOM Ha BC1 Kojeca

«bexa, Bymep» — 6oiioBa mamnna nmixotu (BMII)

«betp» — OpoHbOBaHa TpaHcHOPTHO-00ioBa MammHa (BTP)
«CAYka» — caMoxijHa apTuiepiiichka yCTaHOBKA
«Cymkay — apianiini uauirysadi (Cy-27, Cy-30, Cy-57)
«Yepenaxay» — tank T-34

«aiitan-tpyda» — PIIO (peaktuBHMiII mixoTHHI BorHemer) abo PIII

(py4HHI POTUTAHKOBUIM TPAHATOMET).

(PTIK)

«Myxa» — py4HHI1 IPOTUTAHKOBUN IPAaHATOMET

«Kanam, Kanammar» — aBromar KanamnsukoBa

«IToxkemon» — kynemer KanamnukoBa MOJIepHI30BaHUN
«Kapanpaun» — ockojiouHuid cHapsiy 1uist rpaHatometa (PIIT-7)
«BecJ10» — rBUHTIBKA camo3apsiaHoi reunTiBku Jlertsprosa (CBJI)

«YaiTka» — OapabaHHMII Mara3uH BiJg py4yHoro Kysjemera Kamammukosa

«/IMMOHYHK, JIHMOH» — I'paHaTa
«I'n1a3a, HOYHIK» — IPUIIAJT HIYHOTO OAYEHHS.
«IITnuka» — 6e3MUIOTHUM JIITATBHUHN anapaT

«Paneiika, pacyxa» — pariis
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«3ejieHKa» — 3apoCii, KyIili, JIUCUCTA MICLIEBICTh

«Mo0J10K0» — ITPOCTIP HABKOJIO MIIIEHI

«AOOPT» — BUIYYCHHS 13 CTBOJIA MiHH, IO JaJia OCIYKY

«Hopa» — 6miHnax

«MyJabTHK», «MyJbTHKAM» — yHIBEpcaJbHe KaMy(boBaHe 3a0apBICHHS IS
PI3HUX MiCIIEBOCTEH

«Mexan», «<MEXOBOI» — MEXaHIK-BOIIH

«CyMpaku» — po3BiTHUKU

«ApTay» — apTuiepis

«bo0pu» — 1HX)EHepHUU MIAPO3/1a (MOCTIMHO B [ii, HE CHUASATH Ha MICII,
MNOCTIIHO MOCh OYAYIOTb)

«EHOTH» — JIECAHTHUKH (BOHU TaKl K CMYTacTi)

«Mimki» — TankoBUM miapo3aul. A60 Ha decTh nepiioro TaHkicta B ATO —
Muxaiina, abo Ha 4yecTh TaJiCMaHa OJIHOTO 3 MEePIINX TAaHKOBUX Miapo3aiiiB B ATO —
TUTIOIIIEBOTO BEMEINKA

«CaoHm» — TaK HI)KHO HA3UBAIOTh KyPCAHTIB

«Pubakm» — a OCh TaK KypcaHTH Ha3WBAIOTh CTY/IEHTIB BINCHKOBOI Kadeapu

«KoHTpabac» — coniat KOHTPAKTHOI CITyKOu

«Hamukm» — 611 Hamionansnoi ['Bapaii Ykpainu

«ABarapmw», «CeMHCOTI» — BIMCBKOBI, fKI  3aHAJATO  TOJIOOJSIOThH
BHUCOKOIPAIyCHI Hamoi

«bypaTiHo» — Tak Ha3WBaIOTh BIMICHKOBUX, SIK1 CBOIO 3apIUIATHIO MPOTYIIOIOThH
y mepii 2 1

«HimTaKm» — CMaKOJIHMKH, K1 PUBO3SITH BOJIOHTEPH

«MamaJsura» — HecMadyHa Hka

«/laBuTH HA Macy» — CHaTH MIITHUM CHOM

«dyiiumk» — o0irpiBau

«Ilenami» — B3yTTH

«I'y0a» — (raynTBaxTa) Miclie BiIOyBaHHs MOKApaHHS

«3amMoK» — 34CTYITHUK KOMaH/upa B3BOAY
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«KoMOpur» — kxoManaup opuraau

«baHka» — y MOPSKIB — 1€ CTUICLb 0€3 CIIUHKH, a «TAJbIOH» — TyaJeT

«Kapareab» — Tak HamuMx BiChKOBUX Ha3uBatoTh Oanautu 3 JJHP, JIHP

«Hyaib» — nepia JiHisl pO3MEKyBaHHS

A meski BIWCBHKOBI, pOJOM 13 3akapmarTsi, HA3WBAIOTh PYIIHUIIO —
«TBHP» 200 «I110(hay», MCTOJIET — «MiCTOJIbY, CJIOBO «KAHOHY» O3Ha4Ya€e — rapmara. A
kpeno nux O1imiB: «Jlem mu. Kitb He MU, To HUKO» — «Tinbku Mu. Sk HEe MU, TO

HIXTO.
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JIOJIATOK B

IlepexkaaHuii CJIOBHUK BiliCbKOBOIO CJICHTY

Ammo — macnsTa (MaTpoHun)

AMmmos — yepeBUKHU

Anti-tank rocket launcher — py4ynwnii npoTuTaHKOBHIT TpaHATOMET \

Apple polisher — nocayxnuBuii

Bird - monkoBHUK

Brain bucket — monom

bricks — mopocsita (cHapsin)

Cammies — kamy sk

Chair force — cunu cTinbIs (3HEBaXIIMBO TIO BIHOIIEHHIO JIO CITIB3BYYHHM air
force, mOBITpSIHUM cHIaM)

Chatterbox — kynemer

Chow, ratpack — cyxnaii

Chow line — uepra y inanpHi

Egg — rpanara

Funk-hole — Hopa (6iHgaX)

Go-fasters — kpociBku

Half-bird — nignonxosaux

Hand-held anti-tank grenade launcher — myxa (PIII")

Hit the silk — ctpubHyTH 3 mapanryTom

Kangaroo carrier — BTP

Killer — mpumin

Leafer — maiiop

Leatherneck — BilicbkoBOCTY)00BEIh MOPCHKOT MIXOTH

Leg — BilicbKOBOCTY>KOO0BII1, SIKI HE MPOXOAWIN MapallyTHY MIATOTOBKY

Meat — rapmatae m’sico

Mousetrap —otoueHHs

Night owl — mpunan HiuHOrO OaYeHHS
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Roger — Byae 3po6sieno

Shooting gallery, sharp end — nepenox (mepeaona)
Silencer — riymHuk

Snoopers — po3BiTHUKH

Soup sandwich — ckimagHa o6cTaHOBKA

To dog a watch — BapryBaTH (CHIITH HaJ] TOJMHHAKOM, HEMOB TIEC)
To have someone’s Six — 3aXHIIaTH KOT'OChH;

Tommy gun — aBTomar

Vampire work — wiunuii Oiit

Walkie-talkie — parris

White-out — HyIbO0Ba BHIUMICTh

Window — kopuiop (30Ha 115 eBaKyaiiii)



