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 The article is devoted to the study of the problem of gender peculiarities in the 
dialogic speech of male and female characters in literary discourse in the communicative behavior of 
men and women. The aim of the research is the analysis of the communicative behavior of men and 
women in the process of communication on lexical, grammatical, stylistic language levels and in non-
verbal communication. 

gender, speech behavior, communicative strategie and tactics, sex, language levels, 
non-verbal means.



My last words exploded out of my chest. ‘I’ve 
cleaned up after him. I’ve changed his bloody
catheter. I’ve made him laugh. I’ve done more than 
your bloody family have done.’

‘Lego.’ Dad turned his face towards me, puce 
from exertion. ‘Why they have to make the damned
pieces so small I don’t know. Have you seen Obi-
Wan Kenobi’s left arm?
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My mother turned to my father. ‘Would you like 
a cup of tea, Bernard? I think it’s turning a little 
chilly.’

 ‘Oh, I know. I’m sorry. It’s been … I’ve 
been awfully busy’.

 ‘God, Will. I wish you’d stop telling me 
what to do’. 

‘Are you all right, love? You look 
awfully pale.’

‘We’re teasing you, love.’ Dad raised his mug of 
tea.

shook his head as he stood up. ‘You are a bad man, 
Mr T. Very bad.’

‘What’s the problem?’                                                                                      

‘Legal hitch. Two clauses they’re stalling on 
under section … signature … papers … ’ His voice 
is drowned out by a passing car, its tyres hissing in 
the wet. ‘I didn’t catch that.’

: ‘Well, let’s not beat around the bush 
here, Daddy’

 ‘No, but he’s sarcastic and mean 
with it. Every time I say something or suggest 
something he looks at me like I’m stupid, or says 
something that makes me feel about two years 
old.’

 ‘Perhaps if you could tell me a little of 
what you want to do, what you like, then I can … 
make sure things are as you like them?’

‘Katrina, please, calm down.’ Mum appeared 
in the doorway, her rubber gloves dripping foamy 
water on to the living-room carpet. ‘We can 
talk about this calmly. I don’t want you getting 
Granddad all wound up.’



‘That’s it!’ Dad’s roar broke into the silence. 
‘I’ve heard enough! Treena, go into the kitchen. 
Lou, sit down and shut up.’

Obviously I would hope that you 
could … get on with each other. It would be nice if 
he could think of you as a friend rather than a paid 
professional.

 ’Lissa thought – well, we both just 
thought – you should know. Sorry, old chap. I … I 
do hope things improve for you and I hope you do
want to stay in touch when things … you know … 
when things settle down a bit.’

 ‘Do you operate the chairlift?’ I said, 
baldly. ‘You can tell me exactly what to do, can 
you?’

Then Nathan broke the silence. ‘You mind if I go 
and talk Miss Clark through your meds, Will? You 
want the television? Some music?’

He opened one eye. ‘How did I get like this?’
When I nodded, he closed his eyes again. 

‘Motorbike accident. Not mine.   I was an innocent 
pedestrian.’

‘I thought it would be skiing or bungee jumping 
or something.’

‘Everyone does. God’s little joke. I was crossing 
the road outside my home. Not this place,’ he said. 
‘My London home.’ 

young woman was shouting. ‘I can’t believe this, 
Will. 

 ‘Come on, man. I know it must be terribly 
hard … all this. But if you care for Lissa at all, you 
must want her to have a good life.’

Long-
legged and blonde-haired, with pale caramel 
skin…

‘Mm … ’ Mrs Traynor held it up and squinted. 
‘Your previous employer says you are a “warm,
chatty and life-enhancing presence”.’
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But Camilla Traynor was not the kind of woman 
you could have said that to. And besides, I got the 
feeling nobody in that house ever said anything 
direct to anyone else.                                                                                                             

‘Lily, our last girl, had rather a clever habit of 
using that pan for two vegetables at once,’ meant 
You’re making too much mess.

I had passed this house a million times
in my life without ever actually properly seeing 
it.’  

She looked almost surprised. ‘Yes. That would 
be very kind. Coffee. I think I’ll … ’

sank in slowly but inexorably. 
victim must do, watching the concrete setting 
slowly around their ankles.

‘Good job,’ Nathan said, clapping me on the 
back as he let himself out, but I found it hard to 
believe it had been.

She was wearing a brown shearling gilet, the kind 
of thing that would have made me look like a yeti, 
and a pale-grey cashmere scarf around her neck, 

decide whether to unwrap herself or not.

He shook his head, and partially opened his 
mouth. ‘Cold drink?’He nodded.

 ‘It’s just research that I thought might 
be helpful. But I’ll say no more about it.’

Will looked up and smiled, his face blank, polite. 
‘I’ll certainly bear it in mind.’




