OCOBEHHOCTH BEPBAJIN3AIIMA KOHIIENITA «<BOHHA»
B TEKCTAX AHI'VIOSI3BIYHOM MY3bIKH
Aeoeituuk A.B. (YO MI'TIY um. U. I1. [llamsaxuna, . Mo3vips)
Hayunbwtii pykosooumens — U.B. Pyceykas, npenodasameis

Konment «BoWiHa» MMUPOKO YNOTPEOMM U  XOPOIIO, 'U3BECTEH
MPEACTABUTEINIO JIFOOOW pachl M HAIMOHATBHOCTH. Ero OCHOBHOE 3H@4Ye€HHE —
“Boopy:keHHast 00pbOa MEXKTy rOCYIapCTBAMHU UM HApOJaMu, MEHKIY KilaccaMu
BHYTpU TrocynapctBa’ [l]. XapakTepHOM YEpTOM AaHIVIOA3BIAHOW I1ECEHHOU
JUPUKU  SBISIETCSI COCPEIOTOYEHHOCTh HE HA OMNPEALICHHOM KOHKPETHOM
KOH(JIIMKTE, a HA BOWHE Kak oOmiecTBeHHOM siBiieHUH )(‘Vicariously I, / Live
while the whole world dies”), a Takxke Ha( JHYMHOCTH aBTOpa WM €ro
mupudeckoro repos (“And it will not apologize!/ For laying down your life”).

BoiiHa paccmarpuBaeTcs Kak —CcEpbe3Has” yrposa  CyIIECTBOBAHMIO
4eJI0OBEYECKOro OOIIEeCTBa, W 3TO HATKIHO, NeMOHCTpUpYeT uauoma “‘under
loaded gun” (“God bless us every one AWe’re a broken people living under
loaded gun”.  Tparu4HOCTb, ~\COOBITHII  TMOMYCPKHBACTCS  TAKUMH
clioBocovyeTaHusMH, Kak “‘end ahead’l, “anything at all” u “no future” (“I’ve seen
the end ahead / But I still keep marching on”, “We will be together soon if we /
Will be anything at all”, “Wefsing the death song, kids / Because we’ve got no
future”). B mneceHHol JWPUKE TMOJIydyaeT OTPAKEHHUE U COOTHECEHHOCTH
KOHIIETITAa «BOIHAY C MQHATHUEM «4denoBek» (Man). B TekcTax mpociiekuBaeTcs
ujes o MpUPOTHOMN, BpaxaeoHoCcTH uenoBeka (“What a big man you are / Could
fight a war withjust your face <...> But | never realized that human nature was
truly so jealous,and«vile. // That is the nature of men, / The very man you strive
to be”; ‘“This is evolution: the monkey, the man and then the gun”). B to *xe
BpEMs“\BOMHA "OMUCHIBAETCA KAaK MEPMAHEHTHBIA MPOLECC, HU3HYPAIOIIHNN U
pa3pyIIAIOKNM JUYHOCTh 4YEJIOBEKAa. Takoe€ OTHOIICHWE BBIPAXKACTCS NPHU
HOMONIM»COOTBETCTBYIONMX rtarosioB (“Something inside this heart has died /
You’re in ruins”, “When your own have died / When there’s no more pride /
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When your soul is frozen / Is that enough?”),4a Taxxe neKcUYeCKUX €IMHUII,
OTHUCHIBAIOIIMX BHYTPEHHIOIO OMYyCTONMICHHOCTHL JiayHocTh (“Take me down to
the fighting end / Wash the poison from off my skin / Show me how to be whole
again”, “How can all this be real / I candarely feel / Anymore™.

Konuent «BoiHa» UWMEET, AOCFATOYHO CJIOKHYHD MHOTOTPAHHYIO
CTPYKTYPY U MIPEJCTaBIICT COO0H TIUPOKOE MOJIe SIS JaTbHEHIIIEro N3ydeHUsI.

Jlureparypa

1. Osxeros, C.1. CnoBapp pycckoro s3pika: 70000 cimoB ; mom pen.

H.I1O. IBenoBoil. — 23-e uz, uenp. — M. : Pyc. 3., 1990.— 917 c.

172





