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1. lean u 3agaun AUCHUATIHMHBI

1.1 Henp qucuuruivHel — GopMUpOBaHUE KOMIIETEHIIHIA:

OIIK-4 CriocobeH ocymiecTBiIsATh, Ha 0a30BOM YpOBHE COOp M aHAJIU3 SI3BIKOBBIX M JIUTEPATYPHBIX (PaKTOB,
¢buI0NI0rMYecKil aHaau3 U UHTEPIPETALUIO TEKCTA

1.2 Tumel 3aga4 mpoQecCHOHATBHOU NeATeNbHOCTH, K KOTOPBIM TOTOBSTCS OOydYaroluecss B paMKax
OCBOEHUS JUCLUIIIUHBI:
- Hay4HO-UCCJIEI0BATEIIbCKUI

1.3 JlucumriinHa OpUEHTHPOBAHA Ha MOATOTOBKY OOydYaroUIMXCs K MPo(ecCHOHaIbHOM AEATEIbHOCTH B
cpepe: 01 OOpazoBanne u Hayka (B cdepax: peanu3alii OCHOBHBIX 00pa30BATENBHBIX MHPOTPaMM
OCHOBHOT'O 00IIIero, cpeHero o01iero 00pa3oBaHusi, OCHOBHBIX IPOrpaMM Mpo¢heCcCHOHAIBHOTO 00y4YeHus,
00pa3oBaTeibHbIX MPOrpaMM CperHEero MpodeccHoHaIbHOrO 00pa3oBaHMs, BBICHIETO 00pa3oBaHUS,
JOTIOJTHUTENBHBIX MPO(ECCHOHATBHBIX MTPOrPaMM; HAyUHBIX HCCIIEIOBAHUIN)

1.4 B pesynbrare 0CBOCHHSI TUCIUILUIUHBI Y 00YYaroIMUXCsl TOJIKHBI ObITH COPMUPOBAHBI:

O0001IEeHHBIC TPYIOBBIE

KO,I[ 1 HAUMCHOBAHUC

(hyHKUMY / TPYAOBBIC komriereHiu @I'OC BO,
(GbyHKUMY / TPYyAOBBIC U HEOOXOIUMOM ISt .
WnankaTopbl JOCTHXKEHHSI KOMIIETEHIHHA
npodeccroHaIbHbIE (hopMHpOBaHUS TPYAOBOTO
JeiicTBus (py HaTU9IUU WK Ipo(ecCHOHATBHOTO
npodcranaapra) nefcTBUS

OIIK-4 Criocoben
OCYIIECTBIISATh HAa Oa30BOM
ypoBHE cOOp B aHAIN3
SI3BIKOBBIX W JIUTEPATYPHBIX
(hakToB, humomornyeCcKmit
aHaJIN3 ¥ UHTEPIPETAIIUIO
TEKCTa

HNaTepnpeTupyeT TEKCThl pa3HOM CTEMEHU CIOXKHOCTH C
Y4IEeTOM B3aMMHOU  OOyCIIOBIEHHOCTH (QOpMBI U
COZIEpKaHMSI ¥ UX COOTBETCTBHS 3aMBICITY aBTOpPa

1.5 CornacoBanue MEXAUCITUIUTMHAPHBIX CBA3EH MUCIUTIINH, 00€CTIEYNBAIOIINX OCBOCHUE KOMITCTCHITHI:

OIIK-4 CrnocobeH ocyuiecTBiasTh Ha 0a30BOM ypOBHE cOOp M aHANU3 SI3BIKOBBIX U
JTUTEPaTyPHBIX (HAKTOB, (GUIIONOTHUECKUNA aHATTU3 M MHTEPIIPETAIIUIO TEKCTa

Ne HaumenoBanue dopma
/o JUCUUILINH, o0yueH
OTIPEIEISIOMNX us
MEXIUCIUTUIMHAPHBIE | OyHas
CBSI3H (cemect
p)
6
1 |TlepeBomueckas +
MpakTUKa (ToTydeHHE
MIEPBUYHBIX HABBIKOB
TIepeBoIa)

2. Mecto nucuuninHbl B cTpykrype OIl 6akanaBpuara:

JucrunnmHa «OWIONOrHYecKrii aHaIN3 TeKCTa» OTHOCUTCSA K 00s3aTeNibHON yacTu ydeOHoro miana Ol
1o HarpasiieHuto noarotoBku 45.03.01 - dunonorus.

JucuuminHa «PuioJoru4ecKuil aHajin3 TEKCTay U3ydaeTcs B 7, 8 ceMecTpax.

3.00beM U coep:kaHMe TUCHUILTHHBI
3.1.00beM QUCIUILUIMHEL: 6 3.€.



Ounas: 6 3.¢.

Bun yueOHOM paboThI (Bcef:r)glj{ii%)

OO0mas Tpyn0éMKOCTb 1M CHUILTHHBI 216
KonTaktHas pabora 74
Jlexuuu (Jlexummn) 32
[Tpaktuueckue (IIpakr. pab.) 42
CamocrostenbHas pabota (CP) 106
DK3aMeH 36
3auer -

3.2.Conepxanue Kypca:

No Haspanue Bun yuebnoit | dopmbl TekyIero
TEMBI pasnena/TeMbl paboThI, yac. KOHTPOJIS
Jlek |IIpa | CP
L[UH | KT.
pao.
O]l0|O
7 cemecTp

1 OcHOBBI TEOpUU DuUIIOIIOrnYeCKUn

HUHTEPIIPETAIIH. 7 1101 19 aHaJIN3 TEKCTa;
KontponpHas
pabora

2 WNHurepnperanus DuU0I0rnYeCcKuin
TEKCTa: BBOJIHbIE 7 1101 19 aHaJIN3 TEKCTa;
MIOJIOKECHUS KontponpHas

pabora

3 Tekcr. DuN0I0TNYECKUI
WuTepnperanus. aHaJIN3 TEKCTa;
[TpoGrembr DuN0I0rNYECKU
UHTEpIpeTaluu 6 | 10 | 20 aHaJu3 TEeKCTa;
TEKCTa. KontponpHas
WNudopmanmonnas pabora
MIPUPOJIA TEKCTA.

8 cemecTp

4 [Topoxxnenue u KonTtponbHas
BOCIIPUATHE pabora
XyJ0KECTBEHHOTO
TEKCTa. 4 - | 16
MonenupoBanue
XYI0KECTBEHHOM
NEHCTBUTEIBHOCTH.

5 [Iparmarnueckas DUNOIOrNYECKUI
MHTEpIIpeTaIHs aHaJIN3 TEKCTa;
XyJ0KECTBEHHOTO Kontponphas
Tekcta. Peusr u 4 | 4 |16 pabora
YPOBEHb IIEpPCOHAXKA
B XyJ0’KECTBEHHOM
TEKCTe.




6 KorautuBHbIN dunonornuecKui
IOAXO0. K aHaJIN3 TEKCTa;
HUHTEPIIPETAINH KontponbsHas
Xy 0KECTBEHHOT'O 413 |16 pabora
tekcra. [Tapagurma
HCCIICIOBAHMS
XyJI0’KECTBEHHOTO
TEKCTA.

Tema 1. OcHoBbl Teopuu uHTepnperanuu. (OIIK-4)

Jlekumus.
MogenupoBaHue Xyl10KeCTBEHHOM HHTEpIpPETalluU BKIIOYAeT B ceOs MpoLecc BXOXKICHHS JINTEPATYPHOTO
TEKCTa B UCTOPUKOKYJIBTYPHOE MPOCTPAHCTBO (M XOXKICHHE B HEM) M CaMO MEePEBOILIONICHHE
(mepeco3aaHue) NepBOTEKCTa B HOBBIM TEKCT B HOBOM BUji€ HCKyccTBa. COO CTBEHHO, HOBBII TEKCT,
BO3HUKAIOIIUHI MO/ CBOIAMHU JPYTOro UCKyCCTBA Ha OCHOBE 00pPa3HO CMBICIIOBOM SHEPreTUKU NEPBOTEKCTA,
U ecTh 0co0ast (OKoHYaTeIbHas) MOJIeIb UHTEpIpeTauu nociaeanero. [Ipu Buae 3HAYUTETEHOTO
XyJI0’KECTBEHHOTO IMPOU3BEICHNS B CO3HAHUM YUTATENS, WIIM PELUITNEHTATBOPIIA, BO3SHUKAET ICTETUUECKUM
MHTEpeC, KOTOPBIH MO0 pa3pacTaeT cs, 1100 3aTyxaeT. Pazpacratomuiics nHTEpeC crnocoOCTBYET
MOPOKJCHUIO HOBOTO JKaH POBOTO TEKCTa B BOOOPAKEHUH PELIUIHEHTA, B KOTOPOM «CBOE» U «UYHKOE»
MePECEKAIOTCs U, IEPECEKasCh, CBAZBIBAIOTCS B €AMHOE 1IeJI0€ — «CBOE». B 3TOM «cBOEM» «uyx)oe» Tnbo
BBITECHSIET «CBOE» IpekHee, TO0 o0pa3yeT «cBoe uyxoe». B mpoliecce 4TeHns «cBoe» NpecTaeT
BBITECHEHHBIM OTYACTH «UY>KUM», CITUBAsICh C HUM. «CBO€» MOXKET ObITh U BCELIET0 MOMIOMIEHO (Y KUM»:
TOTAA «9y’KOE» CTAHOBUTCS «CBOUM». «CBOE 4y»0€» MOPOXKAAET NHOE IO OTHOIIEHHIO K TEKCTY, CTAHOBSICh
CIIEKTAKJIEM, JKUBOIUCHBIM ITOPT peToM. Ho 1 B 3TOM cilydae K «CBOEMY UYKOMY» HEIIPEMEHHO
MIPUMEILIMBACTCS «CBOE» MpekHee. B uTore, BO3HWKaeT CUHTeTUYECKask (hopMa «CBOE UyKOE»; OHO U
BOILIOIIAETCA B «MHOMY» TeKcTe. COOCTBEHHO, HOBBIN TEKCT, BOSHUKAIOIINN O] CBOAAMH JPYTOTo UC
KyCCTBa Ha OCHOBE 00pa3HOCMBICIIOBOW SHEPTETUKH IIEPBOTEKCTA, U €CTh 0C00ast MO JIeJIb HHTEPIpETalun
MTOCJIETHETO.

IIpakTH4eckoe 3aHATHE.
The Last Leaf
by O. Henry

In a little district west of Washington Square the streets have run crazy and broken themselves into small
strips called "places." These "places" make strange angles and curves. One Street crosses itself a time or
two. An artist once discovered a valuable possibility in this street. Suppose a collector with a bill for paints,
paper and canvas should, in traversing this route, suddenly meet himself coming back, without a cent having
been paid on account!

So, to quaint old Greenwich Village the art people soon came prowling, hunting for north windows and
eighteenth-century gables and Dutch attics and low rents. Then they imported some pewter mugs and a
chafing dish or two from Sixth Avenue, and became a "colony."

At the top of a squatty, three-story brick Sue and Johnsy had their studio. "Johnsy" was familiar for Joanna.
One was from Maine; the other from California. They had met at the table d'hte of an Eighth Street
"Delmonico's," and found their tastes in art, chicory salad and bishop sleeves so congenial that the joint
studio resulted.

That was in May. In November a cold, unseen stranger, whom the doctors called Pneumonia, stalked about
the colony, touching one here and there with his icy fingers. Over on the east side this ravager strode boldly,
smiting his victims by scores, but his feet trod slowly through the maze of the narrow and moss-grown
"places."

Mr. Pneumonia was not what you would call a chivalric old gentleman. A mite of a little woman with blood
thinned by California zephyrs was hardly fair game for the red-fisted, short-breathed old duffer. But Johnsy
he smote; and she lay, scarcely moving, on her painted iron bedstead, looking through the small Dutch
window-panes at the blank side of the next brick house.

One morning the busy doctor invited Sue into the hallway with a shaggy, gray eyebrow.



"She has one chance in - let us say, ten," he said, as he shook down the mercury in his clinical thermometer.
" And that chance is for her to want to live. This way people have of lining-u on the side of the undertaker
makes the entire pharmacopoeia look silly. Your little lady has made up her mind that she's not going to get
well. Has she anything on her mind?"

"She - she wanted to paint the Bay of Naples some day." said Sue.

"Paint? - bosh! Has she anything on her mind worth thinking twice - a man for instance?"

"A man?" said Sue, with a jew's-harp twang in her voice. "Is a man worth - but, no, doctor; there is nothing
of the kind."

"Well, it is the weakness, then," said the doctor. "I will do all that science, so far as it may filter through my
efforts, can accomplish. But whenever my patient begins to count the carriages in her funeral procession I
subtract 50 per cent from the curative power of medicines. If you will get her to ask one question about the
new winter styles in cloak sleeves I will promise you a one-in-five chance for her, instead of one in ten."
After the doctor had gone Sue went into the workroom and cried a Japanese napkin to a pulp. Then she
swaggered into Johnsy's room with her drawing board, whistling ragtime.

Johnsy lay, scarcely making a ripple under the bedclothes, with her face toward the window. Sue stopped
whistling, thinking she was asleep.

She arranged her board and began a pen-and-ink drawing to illustrate a magazine story. Young artists must
pave their way to Art by drawing pictures for magazine stories that young authors write to pave their way to
Literature.

As Sue was sketching a pair of elegant horseshow riding trousers and a monocle of the figure of the hero, an
Idaho cowboy, she heard a low sound, several times repeated. She went quickly to the bedside.

Johnsy's eyes were open wide. She was looking out the window and counting - counting backward.
"Twelve," she said, and little later "eleven"; and then "ten," and "nine"; and then "eight" and "seven", almost
together.

Sue look solicitously out of the window. What was there to count? There was only a bare, dreary yard to be
seen, and the blank side of the brick house twenty feet away. An old, old ivy vine, gnarled and decayed at
the roots, climbed half way up the brick wall. The cold breath of autumn had stricken its leaves from the
vine until its skeleton branches clung, almost bare, to the crumbling bricks.

"What is it, dear?" asked Sue.

"Six," said Johnsy, in almost a whisper. "They're falling faster now. Three days ago there were almost a
hundred. It made my head ache to count them. But now it's easy. There goes another one. There are only
five left now."

"Five what, dear? Tell your Sudie."

"Leaves. On the ivy vine. When the last one falls I must go, too. I've known that for three days. Didn't the
doctor tell you?"

"Oh, I never heard of such nonsense," complained Sue, with magnificent scorn. "What have old ivy leaves
to do with your getting well? And you used to love that vine so, you naughty girl. Don't be a goosey. Why,
the doctor told me this morning that your chances for getting well real soon were - let's see exactly what he
said - he said the chances were ten to one! Why, that's almost as good a chance as we have in New York
when we ride on the street cars or walk past a new building. Try to take some broth now, and let Sudie go
back to her drawing, so she can sell the editor man with it, and buy port wine for her sick child, and pork
chops for her greedy self."

"You needn't get any more wine," said Johnsy, keeping her eyes fixed out the window. "There goes another.
No, I don't want any broth. That leaves just four. I want to see the last one fall before it gets dark. Then I'll
go, too."

"Johnsy, dear," said Sue, bending over her, "will you promise me to keep your eyes closed, and not look out
the window until I am done working? I must hand those drawings in by to-morrow. I need the light, or I
would draw the shade down."

"Couldn't you draw in the other room?" asked Johnsy, coldly.

"I'd rather be here by you," said Sue. "Beside, I don't want you to keep looking at those silly ivy leaves."



"Tell me as soon as you have finished," said Johnsy, closing her eyes, and lying white and still as a fallen
statue, "because I want to see the last one fall. I'm tired of waiting. I'm tired of thinking. I want to turn loose
my hold on everything, and go sailing down, down, just like one of those poor, tired leaves."

"Try to sleep," said Sue. "I must call Behrman up to be my model for the old hermit miner. I'll not be gone a
minute. Don't try to move 'til I come back."

Old Behrman was a painter who lived on the ground floor beneath them. He was past sixty and had a
Michael Angelo's Moses beard curling down from the head of a satyr along with the body of an imp.
Behrman was a failure in art. Forty years he had wielded the brush without getting near enough to touch the
hem of his Mistress's robe. He had been always about to paint a masterpiece, but had never yet begun it. For
several years he had painted nothing except now and then a daub in the line of commerce or advertising. He
earned a little by serving as a model to those young artists in the colony who could not pay the price of a
professional. He drank gin to excess, and still talked of his coming masterpiece. For the rest he was a fierce
little old man, who scoffed terribly at softness in any one, and who regarded himself as especial
mastiff-in-waiting to protect the two young artists in the studio above.

Sue found Behrman smelling strongly of juniper berries in his dimly lighted den below. In one corner was a
blank canvas on an easel that had been waiting there for twenty-five years to receive the first line of the
masterpiece. She told him of Johnsy's fancy, and how she feared she would, indeed, light and fragile as a
leaf herself, float away, when her slight hold upon the world grew weaker.

Old Behrman, with his red eyes plainly streaming, shouted his contempt and derision for such idiotic
imaginings.

"Vass!" he cried. "Is dere people in de world mit der foolishness to die because leafs dey drop off from a
confounded vine? I haf not heard of such a thing. No, I will not bose as a model for your fool
hermit-dunderhead. Vy do you allow dot silly pusiness to come in der brain of her? Ach, dot poor leetle
Miss Yohnsy."

"She is very ill and weak," said Sue, "and the fever has left her mind morbid and full of strange fancies.
Very well, Mr. Behrman, if you do not care to pose for me, you needn't. But I think you are a horrid old - old
flibbertigibbet."

"You are just like a woman!" yelled Behrman. "Who said I will not bose? Go on. I come mit you. For half
an hour I haf peen trying to say dot I am ready to bose. Gott! dis is not any blace in which one so goot as
Miss Yohnsy shall lie sick. Some day I vill baint a masterpiece, and ve shall all go away. Gott! yes."

Johnsy was sleeping when they went upstairs. Sue pulled the shade down to the window-sill, and motioned
Behrman into the other room. In there they peered out the window fearfully at the ivy vine. Then they
looked at each other for a moment without speaking. A persistent, cold rain was falling, mingled with snow.
Behrman, in his old blue shirt, took his seat as the hermit miner on an upturned kettle for a rock.

When Sue awoke from an hour's sleep the next morning she found Johnsy with dull, wide-open eyes staring
at the drawn green shade.

"Pull it up; I want to see," she ordered, in a whisper.

Wearily Sue obeyed.

But, lo! after the beating rain and fierce gusts of wind that had endured through the livelong night, there yet
stood out against the brick wall one ivy leaf. It was the last one on the vine. Still dark green near its stem,
with its serrated edges tinted with the yellow of dissolution and decay, it hung bravely from the branch some
twenty feet above the ground.

"It is the last one," said Johnsy. "I thought it would surely fall during the night. I heard the wind. It will fall
to-day, and I shall die at the same time."

"Dear, dear!" said Sue, leaning her worn face down to the pillow, "think of me, if you won't think of
yourself. What would I do?"

But Johnsy did not answer. The lonesomest thing in all the world is a soul when it is making ready to go on
its mysterious, far journey. The fancy seemed to possess her more strongly as one by one the ties that bound
her to friendship and to earth were loosed.

The day wore away, and even through the twilight they could see the lone ivy leaf clinging to its stem
against the wall. And then, with the coming of the night the north wind was again loosed, while the rain still
beat against the windows and pattered down from the low Dutch eaves.

When it was light enough Johnsy, the merciless, commanded that the shade be raised.



The ivy leaf was still there.

Johnsy lay for a long time looking at it. And then she called to Sue, who was stirring her chicken broth over
the gas stove.

"I've been a bad girl, Sudie," said Johnsy. "Something has made that last leaf stay there to show me how
wicked I was. It is a sin to want to die. You may bring a me a little broth now, and some milk with a little
port in it, and - no; bring me a hand-mirror first, and then pack some pillows about me, and I will sit up and
watch you cook."

And hour later she said:
"Sudie, some day I hope to paint the Bay of Naples."
The doctor came in the afternoon, and Sue had an excuse to go into the hallway as he left.

"Even chances," said the doctor, taking Sue's thin, shaking hand in his. "With good nursing you'll win." And
now I must see another case I have downstairs. Behrman, his name is - some kind of an artist, I believe.
Pneumonia, too. He is an old, weak man, and the attack is acute. There is no hope for him; but he goes to
the hospital to-day to be made more comfortable."

The next day the doctor said to Sue: "She's out of danger. You won. Nutrition and care now - that's all."

And that afternoon Sue came to the bed where Johnsy lay, contentedly knitting a very blue and very useless
woollen shoulder scarf, and put one arm around her, pillows and all.

"I have something to tell you, white mouse," she said. "Mr. Behrman died of pneumonia to-day in the
hospital. He was ill only two days. The janitor found him the morning of the first day in his room
downstairs helpless with pain. His shoes and clothing were wet through and icy cold. They couldn't imagine
where he had been on such a dreadful night. And then they found a lantern, still lighted, and a ladder that
had been dragged from its place, and some scattered brushes, and a palette with green and yellow colors
mixed on it, and - look out the window, dear, at the last ivy leaf on the wall. Didn't you wonder why it never
fluttered or moved when the wind blew? Ah, darling, it's Behrman's masterpiece - he painted it there the
night that the last leaf fell."

Vocabulary Exercises
ex. 1 Define the following words and word combinations. Make up your own sentences with them.
Quaint
prowling
pewter
chafing
duffer
lonesome
chicory
congenial

ex. 2 Give derivatives to the following words.
Narrow
paint
whisper
fall
fierce
stream
weak
fear
Comprehension Exercises
ex. 1 Answer the questions
1. What are the two women’s names?
2. Where are they from?
3. What is their occupation?



4. Where did they meet each other for the first time?
5. Where do they live now?

6. What happened to Johnsy in November?

7. What does Johnsy want to paint?

8. Who is Behrman? How old is he?

9. What has he been wanting to do for a long time?

ex. 2 Discussion points

1. The setting of the story is in Greenwich Village. Why have O. Henry chosen this place? Is it intentional?
Do you know some historical information about Greenwich Village?

2. Why does the author decide to personify the illness and name it “Mr. Pneumonia”? Do you think the
gender is important here?

3. Why does the doctor react so contemptuously to the idea that the only thing Johnsy has on her mind is the
art?

4. Do you see the connection between the health & hope in this story? Is it necessary to have something to
look forward to in order to recover?

5. Can we observe the theme of “starving artist & masterpiece” in the short story? Which lines imply that?

6. What can we say about the character — Behrman? Is he really just a “failure in art”, the man with a
derisive and cold heart? Or there has to be much more than this about him? How can you prove it with the
help of text?

7. Why does Johnsy choose the falling leaves as the representation of her coming death? Does the tree (ivy)
have some symbolic meaning associated with it?

8. Why does Johnsy recover at the end? What helped her to realise the significance of the fighting for life?
9. Who turns out to be “the last leaf”?

10. Why does Sue call the picture of the leaf “Behrman’s masterpiece”? How have the man helped Johnsy?
Can you say that there is something self sacrificing in the Behrman’s act?

3ananus AJ51 CAMOCTOSITEILHOI padoThI.
A) Ananu3s Tekcta
b) Bonpoch! 15t caMmocTosTenbHOM padoTh:
1. Onpenenenue HHTEPIPETALUY.
2. JIByHanpaBlIeHHOCTb MPOIECCa UHTEPIIPETAIUH.

Tema 2. UaTepnperanus Tekcra: BBOAHbIe moJoxxkenus (OIIK-4)
Jlexknus.

10



[Tpu aHanmu3e UCTOPUUECKHUX U COLIMATBHBIX TEKCTOB OCHOBHOM MPOOIEMOil SBIIsIETCS BOIIPOC, KACAIOIIUIACS
CBSI3M M@Ky MHTEPIPETalNel TEKCTOB C TPAKTUKON 00BICHEHUS COLUATBHBIX neicTBui. [1o MHEHIIO
HCTOPUKOB U COLIMOJIOTOB, COOTBETCTBYIOIUI KPUTEPUH, HA OCHOBE KOTOPOI'O CTPOUTCSI MHTEpIIpETALUS,
MOXET OBITh OCIIOPEH C IMO3UIH aBTOPCKOTO KpUTepHs. Takol MOAX0 ABISIETCS CTAaHIAPTOM Pa3yMHOTO
MBILUICHUS U Pa3yMHOTO MTOBECHHS B UX HHTEPIPETHPYEMBIX paboTax, a TaKkKe aJIeKBaTHBIMHU YCIIOBHSIMH
JUIsl TEKCTOBOM MHTEpIpeTanuu. Takue cTaHaapThl ONPENEIIAIOT IPUYUHBI KPUTUKU U PA3TPAaHUYUBAIOT
cdepy nomycTuMbIX uHTepnperanuii. Ho umeer nu sta npaktuka npoynyio ocHoBy? [lo muenuto Pukepa,
«AaHAXPOHU3MBD» — 3TO OJHO U3 MHOTHUX IIOHATUH, KOTOPOE TPYIHO OTHICKAaTh B COBPEMEHHBIX TEOPUSIX
TEKCTa, YTO ABJSIETCS UX CIa00CThI0. B MCTOPUM U COLMANBHBIX HAYKaX Ba)KHO TO, YTO OHU MOTYT OBITh
TaKKe MMOJJBEPrHYTHl COMHEHHUIO aBTOPCKUM KpHuTepueM. /[ Toro, 4ToObl OTpUIIaTh aBTOPCKOE MHEHUE
HYXXHO JIOIYCTHTb, YTO HHTEPIPETALMI HCTOPUIECKOTO U COBPEMEHHOTO TEKCTOB HE MOXKET OBITH OCTIOpeHa
aBTOPOM COOTBETCTBYIOLIETO KPUTEPHS, a 3TO O6€3 TpyJa BEIET K «IIJIOXO0i» UCTOPHH U COLIOJIOTHH.
PaccMoTpuM HEKOTOPBIE MOZIEIIN CBA3U MEXKY UHTEPIPETALMEN TEKCTa U UHTEpIIpEeTaluen qencTeuil. B
1984 rony Puxep B ctarbe «Mozenb TEKCTA: OCMBICIEHHOE JEHCTBUE pACCMATPUBAEMOE KaK TEKCT»
OMUCHIBAET O/IHY U3 Takux mozenei [1]. OH 3agaeTcss BOIPOCOM: MOXKET JIM METOAOJIOTUS TEKCTOBOM
MHTEpIpeTauy ObITh MApaJUrMON JJIs1 HHTEPIIPETallMi B TyMaHUTAPHBIX HaykaX. OH HAYMHAET C TEOPUU
TEKCTa U CTapaeTcs I0Ka3aTh, YTO JAECHCTBUS aHAJIOTUYHBI TEKCTY. TEKCTOBOE 3HAUCHUE «AUCTAaHLUPOBAHO»
OT BPEMEHHBIX YCJIOBUI M yKa3aTeJel pedr, aBTOPCKUMHU HAMEPEHUSAMH U ClIeU(PUIECKUMU
oOpanieHussMu. 3HaYeHUE IEHCTBHUS MOXKET OBITh «JIUCTAaHIIMPOBAHO» TAKUM ke criocobom. CienoBaTensHo,
METOZ 00T Ml HHTEPIPETALMU TEKCTA — 3TO MapaJiurMa MHTEpPIpeTaluy B TYMAaHUTAPHBIX U COL[MAJIbHBIX
Haykax. [lpyras monenb comep:kurcs B crathe Taitnopa «HTepnperanus u Hayku o yenoseke» (1971) [2].
WuTepnperanys, B CMbICIIC OTHOIICHHUS! K TEPMEHEBTUKE, - TIOMBITKA MPU3HATH CMBICI 00bEKTa. DTH
00OBEKTHI MOTYT OBITh TEKCTAMHU WJIM aHAJIOTAMU TEKCTOB, KOTOPBIE B HEKOTOPOM CMBICIIE SIBIISIIOTCS
HEACHBIMHU. THIJIOP HAYMHAET C IOHATUSA UHTEPIPETALMH U BBIIEIAET T€ YCIOBUSA, KOTOPBIM JOJIKHBI
YAOBJIETBOPATH OOBEKTHI HHTEPIIPETALUHU: OHU JOJKHBI UMETh «CMBICI /7151 CyObeKTa WK O CyOBEKTe,
OTJIMYHBINA OT UX BBIPAXKEHUS». ABTOp NOAUYEPKUBAET, UTO JEHCTBUS YEJIOBEKA COOTBETCTBYIOT 3TUM
YCIIOBUSM, TIO3TOMY OHU SIBIISIFOTCSI HCTUHHBIMHU OOBEKTaMHU JJISi TEPMEHEBTUKU. TPEeThsi MOJIENb OTpaskeHa
B paborax @enecnans [3]. OH He criopUT 00 OCOOCHHOCTSAX TEKCTOB U JICHCTBUI, a OOBSBIISIET, UTO HE
CYILLECTBYET AUAMETPAILHON ITPOTUBOIIOJIOKHOCTH MEKY T€PMEHEBTUYECKUM U
THIIOTETUKO-/IeTyKTUBHBIM METOAaMHU. | €pMEHEBTHKA — 3TO CIIOCO0 yHOTpeOIeHHs 3TOr0 METO/A B CIIydae
OCMBICIIEHHOTO (peHoMeHa. Eciii TeKCThI U IeHCTBHUS UMEIOT CMBICH, TO HHTEPIPETUPYEMast METOIOIOTHs
Ta 5K€, YTO ¥ TUIMOTETUKO-AeAYKTUBHAs. Pasnuune Mexay eHOMEHaMHU HE YTPOXKAeT ITOMY €IUHCTBY.
YerBeprast MOAEIb - MOZIETb «OOBEKTUBHON T€pPMEHEBTUKINY - TpUHALIeKUT OBepMany. OHa COmepKUT
IIPOLEAYPBI AJI1 BOCCTAHOBJIEHUS CKPBITOIO 3HAUEHUs. ABTOPBI IPEACTABIEHHBIX MOZAEIEH paccMaTpUBatOT
MHTEPIPETALUIO KAK €IMHCTBO PA3JIMYHBIX HAYYHBIX METOJOB U UCIOJIb3YIOT HHTEPIIPETALUIO TEKCTA B
KaueCcTBE MapaJurMsbl JUis 10001 HHTEpIpeTaluy, HalpuMep, AelcTBUil nuian kaptud. Ho uccienosanue mo
CBSI3SIM M@Ky MHTEPIIpEeTAIMel TEKCTa ¥ MOHUMaHUeM JIeHCTBUI n3beraeT 3T Moaenu. YToos!
yIIyOUThCS, HEOOXOIMMO MIOMEHATH Tpe/icTaBiIeHue. Mbl JOJIKHBI, BO-TIEPBBIX, IEPEUTH OT
MHTEpIpEeTany K 00bICHEHHIO ICHCTBUMN, OT BOIPOCa «4T0?» K BOIPOCY «1moyemy?» UToObI HOHATH
JeiicTBUE, BaXKHO OOHAPY)KUTH, YTO YEJIOBEK JeaeT WIK Io4eMy OH 3TO jenaeT. OnucaHue Toro, 4To
YEJIOBEK JIeJIaeT 4acTo, HO HE BCETa, TOBOPUT O TOM, II04EMY OH 3TO AesaeT. Ho BOompoch! AOKHBI
pasnnyarbesi. Bo-BTOPBIX, MBI JOJKHBI IIEPEUTH OT CXOACTBA B METOJAX K TOMY, KaK MBI MOYKEM
(bopMynTupOBaTh M ONPABABIBATE COOTBETCTBYIOIINE YCIOBUS, KOTOPhIE OTPAHUYUBAIOT CPepy AOMYCTUMBIX
MHTEpIpeTalnid ¥ ONpeAeISIOT MPUYNHBI KPUTUKU. BaskHas mpobiemMa — Ha KaKoM S3bIKE TaKHE yCIIOBHUS
MOTYT OBbITh YCTAHOBIICHBI, U KaK OHU OyayT omnpaBaanbl? JIUIIb 3aTeM MOXHO YBUIETb, KaK
MHTEpIpeTaIHs TEKCTa 3aBUCUT OT HAIllel MPaKTHKH OOBSICHEHUS IEHCTBHIA: YTOOBI YCTAHOBUTD U
OIpaBaaTh a/IeKBATHBIE YCIOBUS JUIsI HEKOTOPOT'O POAa MHTEPIPETAIMNA TeKCTa, HEOOXOIMMO COCIIaThCs Ha
KPUTEPHA, IPUCYIIMNA 3TOM MPAKTHUKE, KOTOPAsk YKa3bIBACT, UYTO MOXKET, @ YTO HET OOBSACHUTH IPUUHHY
JecTBUS JIIofIel B KOHKPETHBIX KOHTeKcTax? Haia npakTuka cogep kUt Habop CKPBIThIX KPUTEPUEB,
KOTOPBIMH OILICHUBAETCS IPOYHOCTH OOBSICHEHUS IEHCTBHA. DTOT KpUTEpUH MOKa3aH B yHOTPEOICHHUH,
KOTZ1a MBI ITIOPULIAEM WJIN IIPUIIUCHIBAEM OTBETCTBEHHOCTD, HAXOAUM JIECHUCTBHS HETIOCTUKUMBIMU UIIU
oTBepraeM OObSICHEHUs KaK HEMPOUHbIe. MbI MOKEM OTBEPTHYTH TAaKOH KPUTEPUH, U TAKUM 00pa3oM
NpeACTaBUTh OoJiee ICHYIO KapTUHY JEHCTBUS U TO, KaK ACHCTBUE MOXKET OBITh 00BsicHeHo. Hanpumep,
¢axT, yTo nH(pOpMaIHsL, KOTOPOH MBI HE BIIaJieeM, HE MOXET BbIPa3UTh, IOYEMY aKTEp JENIAaeT TO, YTO OH
nenaert. JIpyroit Kputepuit MOXKeT OBITh MEHEE BaKHBIM, U B IIIMPOKOM CMBICIIC, 3aBHCETh OT HaIIIeH
COBPEMEHHOM KyNbTypbl. Takxke ciiefyer pa3rpaHu4uBaTh pa3InyHble OCHOBAHUS HENPABUIIBHOIO
MIPOYTEHUS U OCHOBHBIE ITyTH, KOT/Ia B TEKCTE BOHUKAET BOIPOC O ero cMbIcie. Takum 00pazoM, MHCbMO
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IIpakTH4Yeckoe 3aHATHE.
Saved Jane Rogers
When Alice lifted a corner of the tarpaulin, a cidery whiff of rotting apples escaped. Leaning closer in the

failing light she saw that the trailer was full of them. Excellent. Had she not clearly explained to Head that
she needed the trailer to move her grandma's bed?

'l haven’t had time to get rid of them,' he told her.

'Don’t you want them?'

'Couldn’t sell 'em. There's a glut.' He was called Head because he was always off it, according to her brother
Nick: Nick who was skulking in Oxford like the idle toad he was, pretending his term hadn’t finished yet.
'"They would have kept better if you hadn't left them in plastic bags.' She glanced around his so-called garden
which was piled with rusty old bits of farm equipment and random builders' supplies, and saw there was
nowhere to put them.

'Dump 'em. Take 'em to the tip.' He turned towards his peeling front door. 'I need the trailer Sunday, OK?'
Quite a few of the apples in the first bag were alright, as far as she could see. A bit wormy, and the odd
brown patch, but plenty of them could be saved. How could he throw away perfectly good food? "Trash the
planet why don’t you?' she muttered to his closing door. She backed up the car and attached the trailer to the
rear bumper, winding the rope around both ends so the weight was evenly distributed. It would be fine over
a short journey. If her parents had had a better car it would have had a tow bar. Well, if they'd had a better
bigger car, there would've been room in it for the bed.

She turned cautiously out of his gateway and eased the car up through the gears, watching the trailer in her
mirror. It was fine until she pulled out onto the main road. There she got stuck behind a car which had tinsel
wound round its aerial and a diamond shaped sign dangling in its back window, bearing the legend Fab
Mum on Board! The Fab Mum stopped at every junction, major and minor, and allowed all the traffic
waiting there to file out in front of her. Each time Alice had to stop, no matter how gently, the trailer jolted
the car. By the time she got home her teeth were on edge.

She began to unload the bags of apples into the hall. They were heavy so it wasn’t safe to use the handles;
she clutched the plastic bags to her chest and realised, too late, that festering juice was smearing all over her
leather jacket. The bags pretty much blocked the hall. She might as well sort them immediately for the full
joyful Friday night experience. Vince would probably be getting ready to go out partying, hunting for some
new female. Well hey, why should Alice care? This was so much more fun. Close inspection revealed that
each bag contained soft brown putrefying apples mixed in with the green. Swiftly she filled the kitchen bin
with rotten apples and the washing up bowl and clothes-basket with half-bad ones. It was strange the way
they went; you'd pick one up that was green but then its underside was brown, with a kind of raised
dottiness where the two colours met. When you cut it in two, the decay inside went right up the core to the
top. All you could save was the top sliver of the apple's cheeks. She imagined slicing Vince out of her
system like this, like a surgeon removing a tumour. Even the white, fresh-looking slices still seemed to have
an aftertaste of rot. She sprinkled them lavishly with cinnamon and cloves. Then her mother came home
from hospital visiting and put her hand on a wasp on the doorknob.

Once things had quietened down, they took a bottle of red into the sitting room, where the box of Christmas
decorations sat accusingly on the sofa.

'If I'd known you'd have to go to all this trouble —' her mother said.

The wine at home wasn’t as sour as the wine Vince chose in York. 'When are you getting the tree? Did you
tell Dad why I couldn’t visit?'

'T haven’t got time to get a tree! All he talks about is Grandma's. I could understand it if he'd been there even
once.'

Grandma had died in the spring leaving her house full of dirty old junk to Dad. Now suddenly there was a
buyer who wanted to move in before Christmas. Alice watched her mother drinking. Her face was pufty, she
seemed to have aged disproportionately since Alice started university.

'He's alright, Dad? I mean a hip replacement's routine, isn't it?'

"Yep. They'll get him up on his feet tomorrow, the nurse told me. Two to three days and I'll have him on my
hands here needing waiting on.'

Tl visit tomorrow after I've moved the bed.'
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'He wants me to go and look through Grandma's stuff — I'm at the library till 5 tomorrow, I've told him —'
'Mum there's no point.'
'Her knick knacks, her photos, he says there are things of sentimental —'
'No there aren’t. And where would you put them anyway? This house is completely stuffed.' Alice's
university possessions were heaped in a pathetic mound on the landing, since her mother had filled Alice's
room with a rowing machine and bags of remnants to make a quilt.
'Alice, I don’t see why the clearance people can't drop the bed off.'
"The man told me he'd need another van for the bed. Look, you want it don’t you? I'm happy to fetch it.’
'l don 't want it. It's your father who wants it. He claims its some kind of antique.’
'Well I'm not saving it if you're not going to use it, Mum.'
'Oh we'll use it! It's not as if our bed's anything to write home about.'
'OK then.'
'T can't understand why Nick's not back for Christmas. He could have given you a hand.'
'Mum, I can manage.'
"The whole thing's ridiculous. We'll end up paying the clearance people more than the stuff is worth." Her
mother took a bottle from the sideboard, poured a mouthful into her wine glass and swirled it round, then
drained the pink results. 'Would you like some whisky? ' she said, pouring it into the rinsed glass. 'Sorry, I
can't be bothered with getting more glasses.'
You come home from university with issues — real issues: like deciding to drop out of your course, and
splitting up with Vince, and having paid six months rent in advance when now you can't go on living in the
same house as him: you come home and your parents have turned into an alcoholic and an invalid, and you
have to help them.
It would be alright. She would be helpful now, and tell them about leaving York after Christmas. It would
soften the blow. She took a sip of the fiery whisky. "What's your badge, Mum?'
'Oh — it's supposed to be an angel, I think. You press it and it flashes.' She demonstrated. 'They were giving
them out at work.'
'Cool! Can I see?'
Her mother passed her the little pink and white plastic angel, the tips of her wings were flashing yellow.
Alice laughed.
'Keep it if you like,' her mother said. 'They've got all sorts. I'll bring you a reindeer to go with it." Alice
pinned the angel to her jumper. 'Come here and give us a hug,' said her mother, smiling at last. 'It's good to
have you home.'
By midnight her mother, sedated with Famous Grouse, had gone to bed, and Alice had filled another
binliner with peel, core and bad bits. Vince had not texted her. Four saucepans of apples were stewing on
the four cooker rings and the air was thick with steam and wasps. Other forms of wildlife, slugs and
maggoty things, had been revived enough by the warmth to start crawling up the walls. Excellent, she had
saved a whole eco-system. Alice turned everything off and went to bed, hoping Vince was so drunk that he
would suffer humiliating erectile dysfunction. Assuming he was with someone else. Which she might as
well assume.
She was awake at 6 so she got up and dealt with the rest of the apples. Then she sat on the doorstep to have
her breakfast cigarette, and worried about money. Maybe she should offer to clear Grandma's whole house
and sell the stuff on E-Bay. But it'd have to go into storage and that would cost. The clearance people were
charging the earth for storage. She should go online and check prices. All of it was rubbish but things like
the Formica kitchen table and red plastic chairs, they were probably retro by now, probably collectors' items.
The post came; a card from Nick in Oxford. It showed two shrunken heads from the Pitt Rivers Museum,
against a queasy green and yellow background. On the back he had scrawled, Pater and Mater, Yo! Giving
Xmas a miss this year END CAPITALISM NOW! X.
Excellent.
Her mother was getting ready for work and fussing about the apples. She didn’t have enough freezer boxes
for them. She didn’t want Alice to put the rotten ones in the compost. 'It'll be full, I won't be able to use it all
winter.'
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Alice explained patiently that it would be full of decaying vegetable matter which is what compost bins are
for. But her mother was surprisingly assertive. Alice ended up reloading bags of slimy remains into the
trailer and getting stung in the process. The pain was a welcome distraction from the larger pain of the
entire world's idiocy. She drove carefully through the suburban streets to Grandma's. The bay window was
empty and dark: Grandma always used to put the same old moulting Christmas tree in the window,
festooned with two sets of lights, tie-on chocolates that she called 'fancies', and crowned with an angel. The
ends of the branches were bald from when Alice and Nick were little and had tugged the chocolates off and
stripped the soft plastic needles with them. When Mum offered to buy her a new tree Grandma had said,
'Tt'll see me out,' and Alice had been glad. She wondered what had happened to the angel — a proper little
doll with a steady smile and white gauze wings, who lived the rest of the year in a twist of yellowed
newspaper in the shoe box that held the lights. Alice had always felt sorry for her: how could one month of
glory on the tree make up for eleven months in that dark box?

She carried the apple mush round the back and emptied it out near the hedge, where it could rot down in
peace and put some goodness back into the soil. At least something would come from it; unlike her
relationship with Vince. Nothing was going to come from that. Why couldn’t she just have the strength of
mind to turn her stupid phone oft?

When Alice finally unlocked the back door and stepped into Grandma's silent house, it wasn’t possible to
keep going. The atmosphere in the house had set; the mingled smells of chip fat and disinfectant and Vick
had congealed in the cold, into a medium it was barely possible to push your way through. Alice leant over
the sink and forced the window open, then sat at the kitchen table. She stared down at her feet and saw there
was a sticky teaspoon lying on the floor. Her Dad hadn’t been here once. That was her Mum's complaint: his
own parents' house and he hadn't even been once in six months. She remembered coming here when she
was little, how the warm air smelt of baking and her grandma was flicking the cat off the table with a tea
towel, while the radio chattered and Grandpa was playing the piano and singing Old Man River in the front
room and Grandma was rolling her eyes and saying 'You can't hear yourself think!" and Alice was begging
'Can I help you ice the cake? Please? Please?' and Grandma was laughing and lifting her onto the chair for a
cuddle.

Hot tears sprang to Alice's eyes. Of course Dad hadn’t been here. How could he bear it? Alice glimpsed
down a tunnel in her head, herself, twenty-five years on, forcing her way into Mum and Dad's empty house.
Facing the mess, having to sort it.

Why would you go there? What could you possibly hope to find?

The lives that had been lived here at Grandma's, they'd had their moments. There were smiles in the photos,
music sheets in the piano stool, once-brilliant daubs of hers and Nick's magneted to the fridge door. There
were ingredients for Grandma's fantastic almond cakes in the kitchen cupboards; now stale, sour, grey.
Crawling with silverfish. The good things were already gone. Nothing could be saved. Her father must have
known this.

She could see that you would be ashamed. But it would be like being ashamed of wetting your pants.
Ashamed that you couldn’t help it. Ashamed that it had come to this, to old age and dirt; ashamed that you
hadn’t been here every day, washing things; ashamed that grandma wouldn’t let you buy her anything new;
ashamed that she had refused a cleaner and sacked the home help and told the community health nurse to
fuck off, and that you had been powerless to stop her, and that everything was broken and dirty; ashamed
that nothing you had done had stemmed the rising tide of decay.

Alice imagined seeing her Dad (who was in hospital, who she hadn’t even visited yet, for god's sake) and
liking and understanding him. Instead of being impatient with the irritating old buffer of her mother's
complaints. She blew her nose and gathered herself and went slowly up to the bedroom. The bed looked
OK. Not all that old, really — a bit Charles Rennie Mackintosh-ish. Quite designer-y. She dragged the
stained mattress to the floor, where it blocked the door and she had to battle on all fours to roll it over onto
itself. The sour stench and floppy dead weight of it were almost welcome. All those tiny flakes of sloughed
skin; she was practically rolling up her grandparents' bodies. It was the least she could do. She wedged it by
the chest of drawers and fetched a knife from the kitchen drawer to unscrew the bedframe. But the screws
were stuck fast, the blade broke before a single one had loosened.
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The bedhead was weirdly sticky to touch; from medicine, Alice supposed, or from honey and lemon drinks,
or breakfasts in bed. Or even, a million years ago, her grandparents' sexual secretions? She tried to unthink
the thought. Abandoning her broken knife she searched under the stairs for a toolbox, then went out into the
sweet fresh air to the DIY on the corner. There was a product you could use for loosening stuff; Vince had
sprayed it on her bike lock when it had jammed. It was true, he used to be kind. When was the last time he
was kind? She fought back tears.

The balding man in the DIY refused to understand what she wanted. 'In a can - you spray it on, it loosens
things —'

'Lubricant, you mean?"

'"Yes, for screws.'

'Lubricant for screws.'

To Alice's humiliation, a spurt of laughter escaped her.

'WD40,' said the man. 'Here. What kind of a screwdriver are you using?'

'A normal one.' How could he know about the knife?

"'What you want is one of these. Best screwdriver a girl could have.' He wiggled his toilet-brush eyebrows
and handed her a heavy metal-handled tool with a price sticker that said £22.50.

' — why is it better?'

'Does all the work for you. All you need's apply a little pressure. See?' He demonstrated a little switch in the
handle. 'Up for screwing. Down for unscrewing. Turns itself around, see?'

She didn’t see but it was pretty obvious she needed the best tool for the job, since the bed probably hadn’t
been taken to bits for fifty years. And the sooner she got out of this lecher's shop the better. She crossed her
fingers and gave him her visa card.

Having duly sprayed all the screws she tried to use the screwdriver. But when she leant on it, as Mr Lech
had demonstrated, the handle twizzled round uselessly while the head remained motionless. The only way
to make it work was to put the little switch in the central position, which turned it into an ordinary
screwdriver. But it was big and clumsy to hold and all her force could not budge a single screw.

Alice fell back against the folded mattress. Something, one single thing, surely, had to go right this
weekend. Dispassionately she wondered what it would be. She pressed her Christmas angel badge and
watched it flashing for a while. Such daylight as there was had almost drained from the sky and she got up
and switched on the lights. She was starving. What were the options? Mum would be going straight from
the library to hospital because Alice had the car. Who could she ask to help her? There was no one. Head
wanted the trailer back tomorrow. If she hadn’t had to deal with his wretched apples she'd have finished
hours ago. To have done all this and still no bed - it was beyond enduring.

In a rage she snatched up the screwdriver and attacked the screws again - heaving, twisting — and was at last
rewarded by an infinitesimal give, then movement. Slowly, grudgingly, the screws at the top end began to
yield. She loosened them all then moved on to the foot. The problem would come in removing them; the
whole frame would collapse, probably onto her. It was already listing drunkenly to one side. Her phone
went and she crawled to her bag to get it. Not Vince. Of course not: wrong ring tone. Mum, from the bus,
wanting to know if she could pick her up from the hospital at eight-thirty. 'Probably Mum, but I'm just in the
middle of this. I'll text you, OK?' Her mother wondered plaintively what they could eat. 'Applesauce,' she
said meanly and hung up. Vince would be cooking his disgusting onion-and-baked-bean omelette which he
made whenever she asked him to cook so she wouldn’t ask him again. She thought bitterly of the delicious
things she'd cooked for him from her Jamie Oliver book. He said they'd got boring. It was him that was
boring. Not her. Him. She had a brainwave. The frame could be balanced on kitchen chairs, one each side.
The seats were too high but when she laid them on their backs it was just possible to slide them under so the
frame rested on their legs. She fetched a cup to put the screws in.

Piece by piece she carried the frame downstairs. The bed-head was unwieldy; it caught a couple of the
pictures above the stairs as she tried to angle it round the top banister. Tough. Nobody would miss them.
The glass crunched into the carpet as she trudged up and down the stairs. At last all the pieces of the bed
were in the hall. She emptied the screws into the glove compartment and began loading the bed into the
trailer. Header. Footer. Side frame. Side frame. Top frame. Bottom frame. Slats. The wood was dense and
heavy, probably some precious, endangered-species, non-renewable hardwood.



She slumped into the driver's seat, trembling with hunger and fatigue. As she pulled away from the kerb she
heard the wood slither and rattle into position. She should have brought something to pad it where it leant
against the sides of the trailer. Well there was plenty of cloth in Grandma's house — old sheets, towels? No.
She couldn't bear to stop. It would be alright. She was driving so slowly and carefully that it would hardly
shift at all, there probably wouldn’t be a scratch on it. She made herself keep her eyes on the speedometer —
don’t go above 20.
Then her phone started up. Sweet Gene Vincent. He had selected the ringtone for her. Well, tough. It was
too late. She didn’t want to speak to him. She glanced at the speedometer, 20 mph. She didn’t allow her
eyes even a flicker towards the phone. She looked straight back to the road. There was an angel.
An angel. Life size. White in her headlights. She hit the brake.
A lot of things happened at once, and it was only possible to itemise them afterwards. The angel stretched
out her white wings as if she would fly. Alice's seat belt ripped into her neck and shoulder like a bear-claw,
while the car tried to pitch her through the windscreen then jerked madly backwards. There was a long
noise, shockingly loud, of crashing and splintering. A man running to the flight-poised angel. Then
pounding silence, expanding like a mushroom cloud in her head.
The man's face loomed at Alice's window. The silence popped. 'Are you alright? Please — let me —' He
opened the door. 'Can you get out? You — you stopped - like that!'
Alice fumbled at her seat belt and slithered out of the car. She saw that the trailer was on its side in the road
and that pieces of bed were scattered everywhere.
'Here,' said the man. 'You've had a shock. Come and sit down.' He led her into a lit doorway and spoke a
different language to some other people who went outside and began to move the trailer. He sat her and the
angel on a sofa and went into the kitchen to make a cup of tea.
Alice could see now that it was a child, not an angel. She had on a white dress, intricately embroidered at
neck and hem. Her brown face was solemn and her black eyes examined Alice minutely. She looked about
four years old. After a moment she slid off the sofa and picked up a bowl of sweets from the table. She
carried it carefully to Alice, and offered it to her. Alice took a gold-wrapped toffee.
The man came back with two mugs of tea. 'I'm so sorry. It's her birthday. She was dancing when her cousins
left, I forgot to lock the door -'
The little girl stretched out her arms again as if she would do a twirl, then noticed Alice watching her and
concentrated very hard on choosing a sweet from the bowl.
'Her mother — ' the man said quietly, 'she runs out looking for her mother.'
'Her mother?'
He brushed his hand across his eyes. 'She's not here.' Alice saw him gather himself into politeness. 'T am so
sorry. I'll pay for your trailer, your firewood. I don’t know how to thank you. You saved her life.’
The man's face was beautiful. The child's face was beautiful.
"It wasn’t firewood. It was a bed.'
'Ah. I will pay for a new bed. Of course.'
The child, whom she had thought was an angel, was alive and gravely unpeeling a mini-mars bar. Slowly,
with the tinny taste of the tea, feeling began to creep back into Alice's numbed body and soul. She had not
killed the child. She had saved the child. The beautiful man was smiling at her.
The feeling that was creeping through her was happiness.
'"That bed was a lost cause,' she said. 'I'm glad your little girl is safe.'
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3aganus AJ151 CAMOCTOSITEIbHOM PadoThI.
A) AHanu3 TekcTa
b) Bonipock! niist caMocTosITeNIbHON PabOTHI:
1. Monenu uHTEpHIpEeTaluU TEKCTA.
2. Mogaenu cBS31 UHTEPNPETAIMU TEKCTA C MHTEPIIPETAIIUEN JTEHCTBUA.

Tema 3. Texct. UuTepnperanus. [Ipo6embl naTepnperannu tekcra. UudpopmanuoHHasi npupoaa
Tekcra. (OIIK-4)
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Jlexkuns.

1. Texct. UaTepnperanus. [Ipobmemsbr maTepnperannu Tekcta. MHGopMannonHas npupoaa Tekcrta. Teker
KakK 11eJI0€ cTajl 00bEeKTOM JTMHTBUCTUYECKOTO UCCIIEIOBAHNUS JIHUILb BO BTOPOil monoBruHe XX Beka
onaromaps padoram B. JIpeccnepa, X. Uzenbepra, I1. Xaptmana, I'A. 3onorosoii, U.P. 'ansnepuna, I".41.
Conranuka u nmpod. OgHaKO B pa3IMYHBIX c(pepax TyMaHUTApHOTO 3HAHUS, HaydyHOTO ((prtocodus,
JUTEepaTypOBECHHUE U T.J.) U MPAKTUYECKOTO (JIUTepaTypa, TeaTp, IOpuandecKas MpakTHKa), TOCTEIIEHHO
HAKaIUIMBAJICS OTBIT paOOThI C TEKCTOM, JIEIaUCh HAOMIOIEHHUS Hall €r0 CTPYKTYPOH U 3aKOHOMEPHOCTSIMU
¢byukronuposanus. [locne Toro, kak TEKCT ObLJT OCMBICIIEH KaK JTUHTBUCTUYECKAs eMHULIA (€IMHUIA
SI3bIKA WJIM PEUH), a HE TOJIBKO KaK COBOKYITHOCTh TAKUX €AMHMUII, BO3HUKIIA HEOOXOIUMOCTh OCMBICIIUTD BCE
MHO>KECTBO y>K€ HAKOIIJICHHBIX TAHHBIX B JINHIBUCTHUECKUX TEPMUHAX, BKIIOUYUTH UX B CUCTEMY
JIMHTBUCTUYECKNX 3HAaHUU. OTHUM M3 TaKUX HOHATHH " MOIUHTBHCTHYECKOTO TEKCTOBEACHUS ",
MOPOKICHHBIX JINTEPATYPHOU M TeaTpaIbHOUW MPAKTHKOW, OBIJIO MIOHATHE MOATEKCTa. BriepBrie oHO
moTpeOoBaIOCh A OOBSICHEHHS HOBAaTOPCKOM MOATHKHU Mbec A.Il. UexoBa u aieKBaTHOTO MPEACTABICHUS
ux Ha cuene. [IoaToMy HEeyIUBUTEIHHO, YTO OAHUMHU U3 MEPBBIX JaHHBIM TEPMHUH CTaJIN YIOTPEOIATh TAKUE
BeJIMKKE HOBAaTophl Tearpa XX Beka, kak K.C. Cranucnasckuii 1 E.B. Baxranros. [[ns koHuenmwuii,
KOTOpbIE OTHOCATCS K CEMaHTUYECKOMY IOJIXO/Ty B UCTOJIKOBAHUU MOJATEKCTA, XapaKTEPHO UCIOJIb30BaHHE
B OIPENIeNICHUH ATOTO SIBJIICHUS TEPMUHOB ""cMbIcT", "comeprkanue", "uHbopmanms'", a Takxke
XapaKTepUCTUK "TIyOMHHBINA", "CKpBITHIA", "HeoNIpeaeneHnbIi", "cMyTHBIN" 1 Tipod. : "Iloxrekct -
CKPBITBIM CMBICIT BHICKa3bIBaHMSI, BHITEKAIOUINI U3 COOTHOIIECHHUS CIIOBECHBIX 3HAYEHUH ¢ KOHTEKCTOM U
oco0eHHO - peueBoii cutyarueit” (Xanuzes 1968, 830); "IloaTekcT - 3TO. .. TOT UCTUHHBIN (aBTOPCKUH,
TTyOWHHBIN) CMBICIT BBICKA3bIBaHMS (TEKCTA), KOTOPHIN MOJTHOCTHIO HE BhIpayKEH B ""TKaHU'" TEKCTa, HO
KOTOPBI UMeeTCsl B HEM, MOXKET ObITh BCKPBIT U MOHSAT MpU 00pallleHnu K KOHKPETHOMY aHaJIu3y U KO BCei
cutyanuu oomenus, ctpykrype odmenus"" (Koxxuna 1975, 63); "TlogTeKkcT, WM UMIUTAIIUTHOE
cofiepaHue BbICKa3bIBaHUS - COJIEpPIKaHUE, KOTOPOE MPSIMO HE BOILIOLIEHO B Y3yaJbHBIX JIEKCUYECKUX U
rpaMMaTHYECKUX 3HAYEHHUSAX SI3bIKOBBIX €MHHUII, COCTABIISIOINX BHICKA3bIBAHUE, HO U3BJICKACTCS MU
MOXKET OBITh M3BJIeUeHO Tpu ero Boctpustun" (Jomuaun 1983, 40). Bo Bcex mpHuBEICHHBIX ONPEACIICHHUSIX
MOJITEKCT OMpenesaeTCs KaKk MMILTUIIMTHAS nHopmarus (TepMuHbl "cMmbich'”, "conepikanue” B TaHHOM
Clly4ae BBICTYIAIOT KaK CHHOHHUMBI, XOTSI CYIIECTBYET TOUKA 3PEHHUSI, YTO 3TU TEPMHUHBI TOJIKHBI OBITh
pa3BeneHbl: "CMBICT TEKCTa - 00001IeHHE, 3TO 0000IIEHHOE COIepKAaHUE TEKCTa, CYIIIHOCTh TEKCTa, €ro
OCHOBHas ujesi, To, paau 4ero oH cozfaH. CopepaHue TEKCTa - MPOSBICHUE STOM CYIIHOCTH B €€
KOHKPETHOM pe(epeHIInaIbHOM BUIE, B BUJIE €T0 sS36IKOBOTO BhIpaxkeHus" (Pedeporckas 1989, 157). Tem
WM UHBIM 00pa30M JIaHHBIE ONPEENICHUs TPAKTYIOT MOATEKCT KaK TOT aCleKT CEMaHTHYECKON CTPYKTYpbI
TEKCTa, KOTOPBIN MpeAHAa3HAuYCH 1 UHTEJUICKTYaJIbHOTO BOCHIPUATHS, KOTOpOE, 0 B. A 3BeruHIieny,
"mpuobperaer crienuPUIecKyro ABYCIONHOCTh, KOTJIa K HETIOCPEACTBEHHO BOCIIPHHIMAEMON HH(POPMaIIUH,
3aKJIIOYEHHON B HEMOCPEACTBEHHO BOCIIPUHUMAEMON CTPYKType 00bEKTa, MPUILTIOCOBLIBACTCS U MHA,
CKpBITas, UCXOAIIAs U3 MOJACIIN JaHHOTO 00bekTa nHpopmarusa" (3Berunies 1976, 298). Crnenyer
OTMETUTh, YTO U3 MIPUBEICHHBIX BBIIIE ONPEIEICHHUI HE CIEeIYET, 4YTO CMBICII, 00pa3yIOLInii MOATEKCT, B
4eM-JTU00 CYIIECTBEHHO OTIIMYAETCS OT IKCIUIMIUTHOTO CMBICTIA TEKCTA: Pa3INune 3TO OTHOCUTCS TOJIBKO K
criocoOy BeIpaxkeHus (¥, CIIe0BATeIbHO, CIIOCO0Y BOCTIpUATHSA ). HeCKoMbKO MHa4Ye TPAKTYETCs TTOITEKCT B
koHuenmuu U.P. ['anbnepuna, cTaBiieil OHON U3 CaMbIX MOMYJISIPHBIX KOHIIENIIUNA TEKCTa B OT€YECTBEHHON
JIUHTBHUCTHUKE.

IIpakTH4eckoe 3aHATHE.
“I can Squash the King, Tommo...”

When the wind is in the east, coming just steady over the coal tips, the tunnel on the old Merthyr coal line
sings like an empty pop bottle. The sound bells about the soot and bricks as if it’s caught in the throat of a
Dowlais tenor, coaldust and all, then it spills out and flows down the valley to the town. It settles between
the council houses, seeps through the gaps in the windows; a hooooooing that has children crying there’s
ghosts in the chimney.

Then Ianto ‘Passchendaele’ Jenkins, in khaki, stops his begging on the steps of the cinema and lifts a finger
into the air, like he’s conducting. And he looks up at the windows of the Savings Bank, waiting for Tommo
Price to move. And Batty Annie, her hair like string, leaves the door of the old linesman’s hut swinging on
its one hinge, and stumbles, bent, along the tracks in her slippers waving a shrimping net that’s full of
nothing but holes. She’s fetching her son home.



Wait for me, Lovely Boy...

If the wind is stronger, it sets the big old iron rocking horse going on its tarmac square behind the High
Street, and it squeaks, squeaks, squeaks like there’s a football team of little lads astride, some standing. The
swings on their brown chains swing with no hands to push. Back, forth. Squeak, squeak And sheets of
newspaper blow across the tarmac, swirling with bus tickets and sweet wrappers, piling against the doors of
Ebenezer Chapel to make work for the Minister.

Wait for me, Lovely Boy...

Then Tommo Price, wearing a suit, looks out of his window at the Savings Bank, watches Batty Annie bent
into the wind disappearing behind the council houses on her way to the tunnel. He will shake his head
before going back to his ledgers. And the figures on the paper will be blown about as he watches. And
Tommo will push his chair back, call across to Mr Billy Harris, Deputy Manager, that he has to go out. Billy
Harris will nod and carry on pulling a thread from his sleeve as he talks to the publican’s wife on the
telephone.

By the time Tommo gets to the tunnel, Annie will be inside, her slippers soft on the moss and stones. He’ll
breathe shallow at the stink of piss. He will see nothing at all as the light is gone, taken by the wind. He will
feel it, cold on his face, as he hunches his shoulders, coughs.

Annie? Come away now ...

Tommo will hear her breathing, sharp, each intake like a sob. He’ll hear the scritching of her net against the
bricks, a scuttle of tiny claws, the damp velvet dark pressing on his ears. And the sound. The hooooing of
the wind, louder now. And if Tommo puts his hand on the wall, presses his fingers into the grease and soot,
he can feel the wall trembling, still. As if the coal train is coming.

Annie? I will make you a cup of black tea with sugar?

Slowly, Tommo’s eyes will become accustomed, and magnify what light there is. Annie will be a shape in
the darkness. She will come to Tommo like a bat, holding out the shrimping net.

Oh Tommo, can you reach up by there? Just there. I can see him, Tommo...

And he will hold her hand and scritch the net across the roof of the tunnel. The dirt will fall onto Annie’s
upturned face, her threadbare donkey jacket. Dirt, soot, brickdust will all collect in Tommo’s hair for he
does not look up, oh no.

Maybe the wind will die down a little. The air in the tunnel will settle. Tommo will feel it, the air, it
prickles, and the hairs on his neck rise to meet it.

Come on, love...

They’ll walk back to her hut, Tommo’s arm round her shoulders. Annie will have both hands on the net, like
twin crabs, holding it to her heart.

And when they reach the hut, she will go straight to the little fire just alive in the hearth. She will take the
net from her breast, holding it closed with one hand. She will hold it out until it is right where the smoke is
rising, right under the chimney open to the sky, and she will take her hand away, shake it, shake it.

She will sit on the stool by the warm, and smile.

My boy's in the chimney, Tommo, fetch the cup of water.

And Tommo fetches the thin white porcelain cup from the basket in the corner and fills it with water from
the outside tap that rattles and chugs against the wall. And he gives it to Annie, not to drink, not at all; but to
hold under the chimney for a mirror.

Is it going to be a moon tonight, Tommo? Will I see my boy?

Always happens, it does, regular as the church clock sticking at ten past the hour because of a nail. Then,
Tommo in his suit walks back to the Savings Bank brushing the dirt from his hair, and leaves Annie talking
to her chimney.

He passes by the steps of the cinema under posters with red lips, nods at a man as old as the century, and
chucks him a penny.

And Passchendaele Jenkins picks the penny out of his cap, holds it right up to his nose and squints at the
head on the penny to see if it’s a king. It isn’t; not many of those around now. Only a queen.

18



He shakes that penny at Tommo like it’s a fist because he remembers the day Batty Annie’s living son went
to play Squash the King in the railway tunnel, skipping school with a friend who didn’t believe it could be
done, and the tunnel still alive and yawning.

For a shilling Passchendaele Jenkins will sell his soul again and tell it to the cinema goers, counting Annie’s
son out like he’s done a thousand times, wheeling his arms like the true Juggernaut and tapping the face of a
watch that has no hands...

Listen with your ears. [ have a story for them see? About Batty Annie what lives now in the linesman's hut
up by there. And her living son, Dai.

Making the bread in their house in Plymouth Street she was, when he had six minutes left only. Standing on
a stool in the kitchen, reaching for the flour, they reckon, and her husband Evan coughing his guts out
upstairs — but he still alive, just. Her Dai only seven. And she thinking he was at school, his dinnerpennies
given in to the teacher, doing his sums to be a famous lawyer.

But he was not at school. Oh no. Tucked their satchels they had, behind the railway brickwork, him and
Tommo Price, and only a shout or two away from his mother in her kitchen, there’s the shame.

And she with the flour over the table, and the water, and the flour over her hands, and the water over her
hands, and the softness of the bread gathering together, and the smell of the yeast, making bread for her
men, him only seven and his Da who coughs his guts under the blankets at night until Mrs Pym next door
rolls over Mr Pym in her curlers and bangs the wall and cries, ‘Is there no sleep to be had?’

See them now, the boys, sitting on the rail near the tunnel, eating cherry pip sweeties bought with Tommo
Prices dinnerpennies, sticking their tongues out blood red down the middle. Their shoes fresh polished and
shining like conkers for there was to be a singing for the real dead King at Ebenezer. Nice boys, both, in
their school jumpers all tidy and straight. The one jumper machine-new and bought with money, the other
made by Annie, full of love and knots.

Five minutes to go and they reckon Annie was up to the elbows in flour, softness under her nails, gathering
it all together and rolling it away with her palms.

And Dai's talking about pennies.

‘I can squash the King, Tommo.’

‘No, you can't...’

‘I can so, now then.’

And Tommo's pushing him, ‘Nah, liar, you can't so there...’

‘I can, so now...’

And Dai pokes Tommo in the side and he falls off his rail...then they re up and running along the tracks
they are, jumping the sleepers, hooooing like ghosts. Hooooooo into the mouth of the tunnel, and it
hoooooos back at them, stretching like a waking dragon.

Four minutes and the coal train pulls out of Clydach, wheels spinning and sparking. With thirty trucks of
steam coal. And the boys’shirts are loose, and their socks are round their ankles, and their shoes are dusty,
look...and Annie s hair is in her eyes and she brushes it away with the back of a hand, and there'’s a streak
of flour over her forehead like a message.

And her boy's fallen on the stones, he's hurt his knee all bleeding and his dinnerpennies have come out of
his pocket in the half light. But he won t cry, oh no, with his Da coughing at night and all and quite enough
for his Mam to be going on with thank you.

‘I can squash the King, [ can...’

But his best friend doesn t believe him.

‘I don 't believe you,’ his best friend says, and oh, it matters. Dai’s got his pennies in his hand now, off the
ground where they were glinting. And its three minutes and Dai who's never squashed the King says,

‘The rails shift, see...’ because he's heard the big boys talking in the street... ‘The rails shift when the
train’s coming, Tommo. Up and down they go. Put the penny there too soon, it falls off...” And he thinks he
sounds so knowledgeable, he does. Like an engineer.

‘Have to wait, see. Have to wait til the train's nearly there...’

But Tommo says, ‘Nah. You're scared...nah, the King won t squash like that he won't.’
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And they reckon it was two minutes when Annie saw Mrs Pym in the window opposite, waved, called her in
to say sorry about the coughing with a cup of tea... a bit of hot water in the kettle and she put it on the gas,
high. She could try Evan with one, give him two sugars for a treat. Went to the door in her pinny, stood
talking...when her boy started his walk back into the tunnel.

‘I will do it Tommo Price, you'll see...’

And Tommo Price put his hands on the brick wall and the bricks were trembling.

You will not...~

And Annie said to Mrs Pym that she’d go up to fetch a cardigan in a minute. ‘Cold as the grave it is,’she
said.

One minute and the rails were singing. The train was coming and its sound filled the tunnel and Tommo
could not see the boy for the sound and the dark and he shouted to his friend,

‘Come out...’

But the tunnel was so full of the sound of the train, the grinding and rattling, the screeching and roaring,
that his words were swallowed.

Passchendale will stop wheeling his arms and hug himself and he’ll look at his watch with no hands, tap it
and hold it to his ear where it ticks and ticks like a death watch beetle and never tells him anything other
than that.

And him only seven...

Then cinema goers who have listened with their ears and their eyes - for they have followed the arms

wheeling and the head rolling, and the eyes glancing up at the windows of the Savings Bank — want to finish

the story.

Did he squash the King, bach, bless him?

Oh did they find the penny then?

But the storyteller is off now, back begging he is, as the two o’clock is coming out all smiles and toffees.
skskk

The wind can be in any direction it likes and old Ianto ‘Passchendaele’ Jenkins in his khaki will always be

begging on the steps of the cinema.

Film good was it? And the toffees? Oh that I had the teeth for a Callard and Bowser, now.

Mrs Prinny Ellis who takes the ticket money brings him a sandwich with beetroot. A welshcake. Yesterday’s

paper.

He has no bones, Passchendaele hasnt, mind, or he’d be stiff. No bones under them trousers...

Tommo Price can see Passchendaele from his window at the Savings Bank like God above who can do

nothing once he’s let his creation loose. He watches when people come out of the midday showing and

stand with Passchendaele for acons with him wheeling his arms and tapping his watch, and Tommo turns

away and goes back to his ledgers. He drinks his tea from a thick cup and he fixes his eyes on his ledgers

where the numbers stay still and solid and if he concentrates hard he only half hears his name.

Tommo Price it was. Tommo Price...

Tommo passes Passchendaele later on his way home from the Savings Bank and sometimes if he has the

devil on his shoulder, Passchendaele waves a penny and hooooooos like the wind. Or a train.

Annie’s son's in the chimney again, Tommo?

But of course there are no boys in chimneys, or in tunnels, and Tommo Price goes home to Sarah Price who

makes white fish for tea with white buttered bread and serves it silent. Lardy-faced, she is, and secrets slide

from her like dropped bull’s-eyes on a frozen puddle.

Aww. Off to Annie's now is it? There's a shame the fish is eaten all.

Shame indeed...

You can tell me what she says, Tommo. I wouldn t breathe...

Indeed you wouldn 't my love...
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Every night Tommo Price goes to Batty Annie’s hut, just to make sure. Even when he is tired to the grave,
like tonight, with watching the figures on the paper, and watching Passchendaele Jenkins on the cinema
steps, looking up and watching him in return...

And tonight, this very night, the wind is blowing from the east and Tommo thinks to go straight to the
tunnel where Annie will be as sure as eggs with her net. And she is not. It is past seven and the light is
fading, and the tunnel is hoooooing soft and in waves.

For a bit Tommo waits there, because she will come stumbling along any minute with her net. And he thinks
of Annie there, waiting. The Annie who held him tighter once than his own mam and stroked and stroked
his school jumper and left little dabs of bread flour and soft dough clinging to the wool and said it was not
his fault.

But tonight, this very night, she doesn’t come with her net. Tommo walks along the tracks to her linesman’s
hut and taps.

Annie?

Oh Tommo, there's a thing and I'm not very well...

And she is lying in the corner in her donkey jacket, not in the bed Tommo brought in pieces up the hill and
nailed together again. Not under the blankets from his own cupboard.

Where's the coal, Annie? I will make you a nice fire, now, and some black tea with sugar.

Will you fetch my boy, Tommo? I can hear him.

And Tommo gets Batty Annie onto the bed in her coat. He makes the fire, small, and sets the kettle on the
coals, sighs and takes the shrimping net from up against the wall. Out he goes to the tunnel but he stands in
the entrance out of the smell of piss and counts to one hundred swinging the net like a pendulum. And he
goes back to the hut.

Where is he, my boy?
Here, Annie, in the net...

Batty Annie listens.

He is not there Tommo. You don 't have him you don't, my Lovely Boy...

So Tommo Price who is tired from his day bent over his ledgers, and his white fish and his white wife and
finding Batty Annie ill... he goes back to the tunnel. And it’s not like going back to stand in the tunnel with
a net, but it’s like going back to look for the penny like he did, over and over and not finding it, and kicking
the stones around and piling them against the bricks, and clearing the ground to the mud and finding nothing
at all. Because there was nothing to find. And he knew it.

All it ever was, was a boy who never squashed the King, killed by a train.

Tommo stands inside the tunnel and listens to the hoooing and does not lift the net. But he goes back tired to
the hut holding the net like Annie does. Clasping it to his breast.

Here he is, Annie.

But she turns her face to the wall.

He’s back in the tunnel, inside this time, inside the sound of the wind, inside the throat. There are
blacknesses in the dark. And like he does for Annie, Tommo begins to scritch the net across the roof where
the blacknesses are. And the old soot and the brickdust falls onto his face - for this time he is looking up.
And he can smell the piss in the tunnel, and the damp and the dark, which smells like metal.

The dark smells like metal. Like the warm damp fingers of a boy who’s been clutching his dinnerpennies,
hard. And it smells of sugar. Of cherry pips. And Tommo can taste cherry pips on his tongue like he hasn’t
for years, and knows that if he stuck his tongue out it would be red down the middle. And the soot and dust
falls like black rain in the dark, a black rain that falls into the net and is heavier than dust.

Then Tommo feels in the net and finds that which is not dust. He holds it up in the half light, sees the face,
and the face is flat, and he cries. He pushes it deep in his suit pocket and he cries. He scritches the net across
the roof, fills the holes with darkness and the smell of pennies, and he cries.

Then Tommo holds his best friend to his breast, keeping the net shut against the closing night. But there’s a
moon up there, and it shines steady and unblinking down on the town and on Tommo Price taking Dai home
to Annie along the old Merthyr coal line.
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Tommo takes the net to the linesman’s hut, straight to the hearth, and holds it out, right where the thin
smoke is rising, right under the chimney, and he takes his hand away and shakes it, shakes it.

Then he takes the penny from his pocket and closes Annie’s fingers round but he can’t find the words to go
with it. And she puts the penny to her cheek, soft as a kiss, and closes her eyes.

Tommo takes the white porcelain cup from the basket and fills it from the outside tap that rattles and chugs
against the wall of the hut. He gives Annie to drink a little, slowly, holding the cup to her lips like it was a
chalice. He takes a sip himself, then, knowing what he will see reflected in the water, he sits by the warm,
leans forward, holds the cup out under the chimney and waits for the kettle to boil.

‘I Can Squash the King, Tommo’, won second prize at The Bridport Prize 2007, judged by Tracy Chevalier.
It introduces the characters and voice of the novel, ‘The Coward’s Tale’, published by Bloomsbury in 2011.

3aganus 1J151 CAMOCTOSITEJIbHOM PadoThlI.
A) AHanu3 TekcTa
b) Bomipock! niist caMocTosITeNIbHON PabOTHI:
1. Onpenenenue kareropuu. Puocodckue KaTreropuu.
2. O6auratopHOCTh U (HaKyIBTaTUBHOCTh KPUTEPUEB KaTeropu3auu X 1.
3. [TapTUTYypHOCTH KaK B3aMMOOTHOIIIEHHE TMHEHHOTO U BEPTUKAIBHOTO CPE30B TEKCTA.
4. AHTPONIOUEHTPUYHOCTH. JIOKAIbHO-TEMITOpaIbHAsI OTHECEHHOCTh. X POHOTOII.
5. ConeprkarenbHble YHUBEPCAINH TEKCTA.

Tema 4. IlopoxxneHue U BOCIpUATHE Xy105KeCTBEHHOI0 TekcTa. MoaeaupoBanue Xyl10:KeCTBEHHOM
aeiicrBuTeabHocT. (OIIK-4)

Jlexkuus.
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2. IlopoxxaeHue u BOCIPUATUE XYI0KECTBEHHOTO TeKCcTa. MoienrpoBaHue Xy 105KeCTBEHHOM
JNEUCTBUTEIILHOCTU. Xy[IO0KECTBEHHBIN TEKCT SABISAETCS PE3yJIETaTOM TBOPYECKOM NEATEIIBHOCTH aBTOPA,
IIPOU3BEJIEHUEM HCKYCCTBA, [IO3TOMY B TEKCTE IIPEJCTaBI€Ha KapTHHA Mupa aBTopa. [Ipu nomomu
SI3BIKOBBIX CPE/ICTB aBTOP BBIPA)KAET CBOE COOCTBEHHOE BUICHUE NEHCTBUTEIBHOCTH, €T0 UANOCTUIIb, YTO B
CBOIO O4Yepe/ib OTKPBIBACT MEpe]] HUM TIIyOMHBI M TOHKOCTH XY/IO’KECTBEHHOTO B3IVIs/1a TIHCATENISE HA MUD.
W AnocTHiIb MOHMMAETCS KaK COBOKYITHOCTBD SI3BIKOBBIX U CTUIIMCTUKO-TEKCTOBBIX OCOOCHHOCTEH,
CBOWCTBEHHBIX peu IHcarelis (a Takxke JF000ro HOCUTENS JaHHOTO s3bIKa). MBI yYUTHIBaE€M, YTO
UANOCTUIIL UMEET «KOMIUIEKCHBIHN XapaKTep, pa3HOIUIAHOBO BBIPAYKAET COLMATIBHO-UCTOPHUECKYIO
CYIIHOCTb, HAIIUOHAJIbHBIC, MHIMBH Iy aJIbHO-TICUXOJIOTHYECKHE U HPABCTBEHHO-ITUYECKUE OCOOCHHOCTH
4esioBeKa. B uanocTuiie nmposBiIsieTcss ero MUPOBO33PEHNUE U 3HAHUE O MUPE (KOHLIENITya bHas KapTUHA
MUpa U Te3aypyc), 001as U A3bIKOBask KyJbTypa B UX TEKCTOBOM BoIutomeHun» [bonornosa 2003:159].
Takum 00pa3om, XyI0KECTBEHHBIN TEKCT MPEJCTAET Mepel YnTarejIeM Kak CyObeKTUBHBIN 00pa3 Mupa, U B
TO € BPeMs U caM YUTaTeNlb BOCIPHHUMAET €ro CyObeKTUBHO, TaK KaK TAK)Ke MMEET CBOIO KapTHHY MHpA.
IToaTOMY CIIO’)KHOCTH IOHMMaHUS XyA0)KECTBEHHOI'O TEKCTA CBSA3aHA C TEM, YTO OH Pa3IMUHBIMU JIHObMU
MOXeET OBITh BOCHIPUHSAT U UHTEPIPETHPOBAH MO-pasHoMy. Ha moHnManue Tekcta OyeT BIUSITh KOMIUIEKC
MH/IMBUYAIbHBIX Y€PT BOCIIPHHUMAIOIIETO: €r0 MUPOBO33PEHUYECKHE YCTAHOBKH, YPOBEHb 00pPa30BaHUs U
KyJBTYpBI, TEMIIEPAMEHT, CKJIaJ Xapakrepa 1 ap. [IpoureHne Xyn0keCTBEHHOTO TEKCTa 3aBUCHT, ITIABHBIM
00pa3oM, OT MHIUBUAYAJILHOTO CKJIaJia YUTATEISA, OT €T0 JINYHOTO BOCIPUATHS TeKCTa. Takum oOpaszom,
MOXET CYIIECTBOBATH MHO)KECTBO MIPOUTEHHUN OHOTO U TOTO XK€ TEKCTa, 4YTO 00YCIOBICHO
WH/IMBUYATbHBIMU ICUXOJIUHTBUCTUYECKIMH OCOOCHHOCTSAMU Ka)KJ0T0 perunuenTa. Tak Kkak
Xy OKECTBEHHBIN TEKCT HAIIPABJIEH HA HEOJHO3HAUYHOE TOJIKOBAHME, TO aBTOP U3HAYaJIbHO BKJIAJbIBAET B
HET0 BHYTPEHHUN CMBICII, KOTOPBI OBIBACT CIIOKHO PA3JIMYUTh 32 BHEITHUMHU CIIOBECHBIMHU
KOHCTPYKIHMAMH. «CTeneHb U TIyOnHa BOCHPUSATHS BHYTPEHHETO CMBICIIA 3aBUCUT OT MHOTHX IPUYHH,
CBSI3aHHBIX C JINYHOCTHIO unTatelns» [Banruna, 2003: 150]. Peus unet He Tonbko 00 ypoBHE
00pa30BaHHOCTH U 3PYIUPOBAHHOCTH PEIMITUEHTA, a B OOJIBIIECH CTENEHN O €r0 UHTYUIMH, O BHYTPECHHEH
CMOCOOHOCTH UyBCTBOBATH SI3bIK M O €T0O IyXOBHOM €IMHEHHH C aBTOPOM. «ITa CIIOCOOHOCTh OLIEHUBATh
BHYTPEHHUHN TIOATEKCT MPEACTABISAET COO0M COBEPIIEHHO 0COOYIO CTOPOHY MCUXUYECKOM NesITeTbHOCTH,
KOTOpast MOXKET COBEPILIEHHO He KOPPETHPOBATH CO CIIOCOOHOCTHIO K JIOTHYECKOMY MBIIUICHUIO)» [Jlypust
1998:258]. Takum 0Opa3oM, UUTATEIb MOKET YBUIETh B TEKCTE TO, O YEM, BOBMOXKHO, HE AyMal U caM
aBTOP, WJIH K€, HA0OOPOT, HE 3aMETUTh TOT'O OYEBUIHOTO, BO YTO aBTOP BIOXKMI cMbIci. Kak npaswuio,
BHYTPEHHUI CMBICI XY10’KECTBEHHOI'O TEKCTA HACTOJIBKO 3aBYaJIMpPOBaH, YTO YUTATEINIO IPUXOTUTCS
yra/IbIBaTh, HEXEIHU MPOUYUTHIBATH, YTO 00YCIOBICHO MCUXOIMHIBUCTHYECKUMH (PaKTOpaMH TUYHOCTU. Bo
BCEX ICUXOJIMHIBUCTUUECKUX UCCIIEJOBAHUSX OAUYEPKUBACTCS CII0KHOCTh M1 MHOTOIUIAHOBOCTb ITPOLIECCOB
BOCIIPUSITHS ¥ TIOHMMaHUs TEKCTa. Bce yueHble yKa3pIBalOT HA UX TECHYIO B3aHUMOCBS3b, I03TOMY
BOCIIPUSITHE U IOHUMAaHUE IPUHATO pacCMaTPUBATh KaK JIBE CTOPOHBI OHOTIO SIBIEHHUS - CTOPOHY
IIPOLIECCYATIbHYIO U CTOPOHY PE3yJIbTaTUBHY!O. «IIporecc BOCIpusATHS U TOHUMaHMsI TEKCTA IPEACTaBIISET
co00i1 HepapXUUeCKyI0 CUCTEMY, TI€ B TECHOI B3aUMOCBSI3H BBICTYIAIOT HU3IIHA, CEHCOPHBIN, U BBICIITHH,
CMBICIIOBOM, YPOBHU. MlepapXUUHOCTb OCMBICIIEHUS TEKCTA BBISBISAETCS B IOCTEIIEHHOM IIEPEXO/E OT
MHTEPIIPETALIMM 3HAYEHUM OTJENbHBIX CJIOB K IOHUMAaHUIO CMbICJIA LIETIbIX BBICKA3bIBAHUN U 3aTEM - K
OCMBICIIEHHIO 0011ei uaen Texcra» [3opbkuna 2003:205]. [Ipoxoas mporiecc BOCHPUSATH U TOHUMaHUS
XyJ0’KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTAa, PELUIIHEHT CO3/Ia€T CBOETO pojia MPOEKLHUIO TEKCTa, MPUOIMKEHHOTO K
aBTOPCKOMY BapHaHTY 3TOTO e TeKCTa. Tak Kak Xyl10)KeCTBEHHBIN TEKCT MOKET UMETh MHOXKECTBO
BapUaIfil BOCIPUATHS, TO y YUTATENsI MOKET BOSHUKHYTH CBOSI COOCTBEHHAs! MPOEKIIMS, COBEPILICHHO HE
COOTHOCHMasl C aBTOPCKUM 3aMbICIIOM. « BapuaTUBHOCTH BOCIIPUATHSI OHOTO U TOTO € TEKCTa
OOBSCHSIETCS, HA HaIll B3IJISA, HECKOIBKIMHU TICUXOJIOTHYECKUMU TpUYMHaMU. B nepByto odepens crona
CJIEZlyeT OTHECTH MPOSBICHUS MOTHBALIMOHHOW, KOTHUTUBHON M SMOLIMOHAIBHOH chep TUIHOCTHU: Te
noTpeOHOCTH, MOTHUBHI U I€JIN, KOTOPBIE OOYUIIN YeIOBEKa 0OPAaTUTHCS K TAHHOMY TEKCTY;
SMOLIMOHAJIbHBIN HACTPOU B MOMEHT BOCHIPUSTHS TEKCTA; CTENIEHb KOHIIEHTPAllM BHUMAHUS Ha
BOCTIpUHMMaeMoi uHpopmaruu u T. 1» [3opekun 2003:205]. B.I1. bensiuun B cBoeii padore
«IIcUXONMMHIBUCTUYECKHUE ACTIEKTHI XY/10’KECTBEHHOIO TEKCTa» BBIJEINIAET ABAa TUIIA YUTATEIIECH
XyJOKECTBEHHBIX TEKCTOB. PEIUIIMEHTHI IEPBOTO TUIIA HHTEPIIPETUPYIOT TEKCT B IIPEEIIaX aBTOPCKOU
KOHILIETILIUHU, KOTOpasi ONPEEsIeTCsl CAMUM TEKCTOM. B 3TOM citydae npoekiys TEKCTa, BBICTPOESHHAs
PELMITUEHTOM, MAKCUMAJIBHO NMPHOIMKEHA K CMBICITY, BIO)KEHHOMY B TEKCT €ro aBTOpoM. J{j1st Broporo
TUIIA PEIMITUEHTOB UCXOTHBIN TEKCT SIBIISCTCS JIUILB TOIYKOM K ITOPOXKICHUIO COOCTBEHHBIX MBICIICH,
CBSI3aHHBIX C TEMOM TekcTa. Takol unTaTesh 3aMEHsIeT TEKCT aBTOpa COOCTBEHHBIM TEKCTOM, JOCTATOYHO
yAaJCHHBIM OT 3HaUeHUs TeKCTa-3TasioHa. C TOUKM 3peHHs ICUXOIMHTBUCTUKH, Hanbonee 3 dexruBHOE 1
a/IeKBaTHOE BOCIPUSATUE aBTOPCKOT'O XYI0’KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTA COCTOMTCS B TOM ClIy4ae, Korna



3ananus 1J151 CAMOCTOSITEILHOI padoThI.
A) Ananu3s Tekcta
b) Bonpoch! 151 caMocTosTenbHOM padoTh:

1. TepmuHOIOTHYECKUE OMPEEICHUS TEKCTa KakK 1) MOCIeI0BaTEeIbHOCTH PEUEBBIX CIMHMII, 2) €AMHHUIIBI
SI3bIKA, 3) KaK MPOAYKTa PEYEMBICTUTEIHFHOM IEATETLHOCTH.

2. Xyn0K€CTBEHHBIN TEKCT KaK 3HAK 3HAYEHUS.
3. ®opma XT kak UHAECKC, UKOH, CHMBOJI.

4. JIUCKypC U TEKCT.

5. ConeprkaHue U CMbICI

Tema 5. IIparmaTuyeckas HHTePHpPeTALHSA XyA05KeCTBEHHOI0 TekcTa. Peyb U ypoBeHb NepcoHaXkKa B
xyno:xkectBeHHOM Tekcte. (OIIK-4)
Jlekumus.
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3. IIparmaruueckas HHTEPIPETALMS XY10’)KECTBEHHOIO TEKCTAa. Peub 1 ypoBEHb IEpCOHAXKA B
XyJ0’KECTBEHHOM TEKCTe. [ TyOOKast ¥ MOJTHOLEHHAS MHTEPIPETaIHs XyI0KeCTBEHHOTO ITPOU3BEACHNUS,
IIOHMMAHHE aBTOPCKOM MJI€U, COLUAIbHBIX, TOJIMTUYECKUX UM MOPAJIbHO-HPABCTBEHHBIX UMILIMKALIUN
HEBO3MOXKHO 0€3 aHajm3a XyJ0)KeCTBEHHBIX 00pa30B, KOTOPbIE CTAHOBATCS LIEHTPAIBHBIM 00BEKTOM
aHanmu3a Tekcta. CaMo MOHATHE XYI0KECTBEHHOTO 00pasa — OJJHa U3 CaMBIX CIOKHBIX M MHOTOIUIAHOBBIX
KaTeropuii, pacCCMOTpEHUE U IOHUMAaHKE KOTOPOil MpearonaraeT MHOrooopasue Moaxo/l0B U METOJIOB, a
TaKKe MpeJylaraéMbIX UccieoBaTeNisiMu onpeaeneHuid. CioxHas npodiemMaruka
JUTEPaTypPHO-XYI0KECTBEHHOTO 00pa3a, HEOOXOJUMOCTh €0 KOMIJIEKCHOTO aHAJIN3a Ha CThIKE
JUTEPATyPOBEAUECKOTO M TMHIBUCTUYECKOTO MOXOA0B OOYCIIOBHIIN aKTyallbHOCTh JJaHHOTO HCCIIeIOBAHUSI.
[TpuMeHeHne JaHHOTO TOAX0/1a O0YCIOBICHO TEM, YTO JIUTEPATYPOBEAUECKUI aHAIH3 ITO9ac He
BTOPIaeTcs B I3bIKOBYIO TKAHb XYyJI0)KECTBEHHOT'O TEKCTA, B TO BPEMsI KaK JINHIBUCTUUECKUI aHaIu3 HE
BCEI/Ia 3aTparuBacT SCTETUUECKUE CBOMCTBA POU3BEACHNS U IOHUMAaHNUE aBTOPCKOM UHTEeHLUN [4].
[Tpo6eMbl, ¢ KOTOPBIMH CTAJIKMBAIOTCS HCCIIEIOBATENN PU U3y4EeHUH 00pa3a 1 00pa3HOCTH, BO MHOTOM
CBSI3aHbI C HEOJHO3HAYHOCThIO MHTEPIPETALIUN CaMUX MOHITHI, KOTOPBIMH OIIEPUPYET HE TOIBKO
JIMHTBUCTHKA, HO U MICUXOJIOTHA, pritocodusi, HCKyCCTBOBEIEHHUE U T. 1. B pamkax naHHO#i paboTHI,
OIUPAsACh Ha OOLIETIPUHSATHIE KOHLEIIIMU, MBI Oy/IeM paccMaTpUBaTh XyJI0KECTBEHHBIN 00pa3 Kak O/IHY U3
OCHOBHBIX €MHUI] XY/I0’)KECTBEHHOU (hOPMBI, pEaIN3YIOILYI0 HEKOE XyI0KECTBEHHOE COJIEpKaHUE U
CO3J1aBa€MYI0 IPH IMOMOIIHN XYI0KECTBEHHBIX CPEICTB. XyA0KECTBEHHBII 00pa3 BCerna COOTHECEH ¢
(parMeHTOM peanbHOM NeHCTBUTEIIEHOCTH U CIYXKHUT €€ TBOPUECKUM OTPAKCHHEM, TPEIIOMIISS U
TpaHchopMupys OKpy>KaloIIylo IeHCTBUTEIBHOCTh B COOTBETCTBUHU C aBTOPCKOM UACONIOTUEH 1
XyJ0’KECTBEHHBIMH 33Jja4aMH MTPOU3BEICHUS, aKKYMYIIHUPYsI B ce0€ YepPTHI CO3AaBIICH €ro KyJIbTyphl U
NPOSIBIISAS ceOs B CIOXKETE, KOMITO3UIINH, SI3BIKOBBIX CPEACTBAX M T. 1. [2]. XymoxkecTBeHHast 00pa3HOCTh
HECET OCHOBHYIO Harpy3Ky B pa3paboTke u nepenaue 0a30BbIX UM U KOHIENTOB Mpou3BeaeHus. C.Yinpman
[7] BBIOCNISACT AT OCHOBHBIX (DYHKIIMI XYy/IOKECTBEHHOTO 00pa3a, KOTOPbIi 1) MpeacTaBiseT I1aBHbIe
TEMBI U IPe00dIalaloIni HaCTPOU POU3BEICHHSI, €r0 JEUTMOTHUB; 2) pacKpbIBaeT
NPUYMHHO-MOTHBAIIMOHHYIO KaHBY CIOXKETA; 3) BBIMOJIHACT SKCIPECCUBHO-OLIEHOYHYIO (DYHKIUIO; 4)
BoILIONIaeT (GMIOCO(CKYIO KOHIIETIIUIO IPOU3BEICHHST; 5) BOIUIONIAET UIEH, KOTOpPBIE HE MOJyIekKAaT MPSAMON
BepOanbHOM hopmynupoBke. CyIIecTBYIOT pa3IUUHbIE MOAXOAbI K KJIACCH(PHUKALINN XYI0KECTBEHHBIX
o0pa3oB. Onupasck Ha TPAIUIIMOHHO BEIWICHsIEMbIE KOMIIOHEHTHI 00pa3a, 3TH KJacCU(PUKAUU MOKHO
pa3zienuTh Ha MpeaMeTHbIE (BHYTPEHHHUE U BHEIIHUE 00pa3bl, eIMHIUYHBIC U cOOMpaTebHbIe, 00pa3bl
XapaKTepOB U 0OCTOATENBCTB U T. J1.), 0000IIEHHO-CMBICIOBbIE (00pa3bl UHAMBHyaJIbHbBIC U THIIUYECKUE,
00pa3bI-MOTHBBI, 00pa3bI-apXETUIIBI U T.J.) U CTPYKTYpPHBIE, OITUPAIOLIHECS HAa pa3HOOOpa3ue CpecTB
coznanus o0pasHocTi. C OHON CTOPOHBI, XyI0KECTBEHHbIN 00pa3 MOKHO pacCMaTpuBaTh Kak HEKYIO
MOJIENTb OKPYKAIOIIEH eHCTBUTENBHOCTH, BKIIOYAIOIIEH B CE0sI MIPOIIIBINA OIBIT, yYET HACTOSIIUX Pl
W HampasJIeHHBIN Ha Oymaymiee [6, c. 103-104]. O6pa3 sBisieTcst KOHIICHTPUPOBAHHBIM BBHIPAKEHUEM
COLIMAJIBHOW M MCTOPHKO-KYJIBTYPHON apaAurMbl, OBITOBBIX Peaiii 1 0cOOEHHOCTEH 001IeCTBEHHOTO
CO3HAHUS, BEIPAXKECHHBIX B €JMHOI KOHKpeTHOH Gopme. C Ipyroif CTOPOHBI, Xy/10’KECTBEHHBIH 00pa3 nMeeT
3HAKOBYIO IIPUPOLLY, U €TO SI3bIKOBAsi COCTABIIAIONIAS UMEET OTPOMHOE 3HAUEHUE U JOJDKHA IPUHUMATHCS BO
BHUMAaHNE TPU MHTEPIIPETALUHU Xy0KeCTBeHHOT0 npousseaeHus. [1o muenuio babenko JL.I., 6azucHpIMU
o0pa3zaMu XyI0’KeCTBEHHOTO TEKCTa SBIAIOTCS 00pa3 aBTopa U 00pa3 nepconaxa. Mx riaBeHCTByOIICE
MOJIOKEHUE 00BIICHAETCS 0€3yCIOBHOI aHTPOMOLEHTPUYHOCTHIO JTF0O0T0 XyJ0)KECTBEHHOTO IPOU3BEICHNUS,
I7Ie YeJIOBEK SABJISETCS OTIPABHOM TOYKOI TEKCTOBBIX COOBITHA, TNIABHBIM HAIPABJICHHEM COBEPILAEMBIX
neiicteuii [ 1, c. 122-123]. OOpas3sl aBTOpa U NEpcoHaXka HepaBHO3HAYHBL. O0pa3 nepcoHa)ka HeceT
«IUKTAJIBHBI» CMBICH, TIPECTaBasi B TEKCTE KaK OOBEKTUBHBIHM 3JIEMEHT OKPY’KaIOIIeH peaJbHOCTH, B TO
BpeMs Kak 00pa3 aBTopa, umMesi CyObeKTUBHBIN XapaKTep, HECET KaTerOPHIO MOJAIbHOCTH. JIMKTaIbHbIN 1
SMOTUBHO-MOJIAJIbHBINA CMBICIIBI IEPETIIETAIOTCS, CO3/1aBasi FTAPMOHUYHOE €MHCTBO aBTOPCKOM MO3HULIMU U
OTpa’keHHOU YpOBHEM MEPCOHAXKEN PealbHOCTH. XyI0KECTBEHHBIN 00pa3 MepCcoHaka SBISETCS BTOPBIM
coziepKaTeNIbHBIM KOMIIOHEHTOM TEKCTa, SMOTUBHBIE CMBICIIBI KOTOPOTO 00J1a/1at0T 0¢000# nH(pOpMAaTUBHON
3HAYUMOCTEIO [ 1, ¢. 123]. OqauM u3 camMbix 3PPEKTUBHBIX CPEACTB OTPAKEHUS XYI0’KECTBEHHOTO 00pa3a
MIEPCOHAXKA CIIYXKUT €T0 peueBasi XapaKTEpUCTUKA, KOTOPasl CIIyKUT OAHUM U3 OCHOBHBIX MCTOUHUKOB
uHpOpPMaLIMH, KOTOPYIO MOIyYaeT YnTareib, apecar npousBeneHus. «PedeBas xapakrepucTukay (MiIu
«peyeBOr TIOPTPET») MOXKET TPAKTOBATHCS KAK «COBOKYITHOCTH BHEIIHEH (POPMBI M CMBICIIOBOTO MOJITEKCTA
PEIUTHK, SKCIIPECCUBHBIX (POPM S3bIKa, aHATU3UPYS KOTOPBIE YNTATENb CMOXKET C(HOPMHUPOBATH COOCTBEHHOE
NPEICTaBICHUE O IEPCOHAXKE U €TO XapaKTEPHBIX YePTax, TEM CaMbIM PACKPBIB 00pa3» [5].
[Tpoananu3upoBaB pa3IMyHbIe KOHIETIUN U TIOAXO/bI, MBI MOXKEM BBISIBUTH HanOoJee XapakTepHbIe
MIPU3HAKK PEYeBOro noprpera. PeueBas xapakrepucTuka — 310 00pa3HOe CPeICTBO N300paKeHHS
NEPCOHAXEH MPOU3BEICHUS, HAIETICHHBIX CMBICIIO00pa3yIOIIMMH YepTaMH XapaKTepa U MpeACTaBISIONUX



IIpakTH4Yeckoe 3aHATHE.
Christina Rossetti: Poems
Comprehension exercises
Before reading
1. Before reading the poems find the information about the author. Discuss it with your partner.

2. Try to predict what the titles of the poems can mean. What associations do you have when you encounter
these words? Write down your associations (lists of worgs), e.g., SUNSET — sun, end of the day, end of
feelings, fading, to die, to die out, to pass away, to disappear, darkness, dark, etc.

Reading

1. Now read ECHO stanza by stanza analyzing a) factual information (what facts do you get from the text —
speaker, time, place, etc.) and b) stylistic devices.

2. What impression do you get when reading the poem?

3. What concepts do you encounter in the poem? Which words are they actualized by?

4. What are your interpretations of the poem?

5. Now analyse SONG and REMEMBER in the same way.

6. Which episodes in Christina Rossetti’s biography are reflected in the poems, do you think?

ECHO

Come to me in the silence of the night;

Come in the speaking silence of a dream;

Come with soft rounded cheeks and eyes as bright
As sunlight on a stream;

Come back in tears,

O memory, hope, love of finished years.

Oh dream how sweet, too sweet, too bitter sweet,
Whose wakening should have been in Paradise,
Where souls brimfull of love abide and meset;
Where thirsting longing eyes

Watch the slow door

That opening, letting in, lets out no more.

Yet come to me in dreams, that [ may live

My very life again though cold in death:

Come back to me in dreams, that [ may give
Pulse for pulse, breath for breath:

Speak low, lean low,

As long ago, my love, how long ago!

SONG

When I am dead, my dearest,
Sing no sad song for me;

Plant no roses at my head,
Nor shady cypress-tree;

Be the green grass above me
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With showers and dewdrops wet;
And if thou wilt, remember,

And if thou wilt, forget.

I shall not see the shadows,
I shall not feel the rain,

I shall not hear the nightingale
Sing on, as if in pain;

And dreaming through the twilight
That doth not rise or set,

Haply I may remember,

And haply I may forget.
REMEMBER
Remember me when I am gone away,
Gone far away into the silent land,
When you can no more hold me by the hand
Nor I half turn to go, yet turning stay.
Remember me when no more day by day
You tell me of our future that you planned;
Only remember me; you understand
It will be late to counsel then or pray.
Yet if you should forget me for a while
And afterwards remember, do not grieve:
For if the darkness and corruption leave
A vestige of thought that once I had,
Better by far you should forget and smile
Than you should remember and be sad.

3ananus AJ51 CAMOCTOSITeILHOI padoThI.
A) Ananu3s Tekcta
b) Bonpock! 1151 caMmocTosTenbHOM padoTh:
1. Onpenenenne kareropun. Punocodckre KaTeropuu.
3. HenockazanHnocts. PekyppeHTHast 1eTab.
4. KBaHTOBaHHWE KaK CIIOCO0 PEMpPEe3eHTAIUN B TEKCTE.
5. Kommnpeccust kak coBMenieHne QyHKIU.

Tema 6. KorHNTHBHBII 0IX0/] K HHTEPNPETALNH Xy10:KeCTBEHHOro Tekcra. [lapaaurma
HCCJIeI0BAHUA Xy10:KecTBeHHOro TekcTa. (OIIK-4)
Jlekumus.



4. KOrHUTUBHBIN [TOJIX0]1 K MHTEPIIPETALIMM Xy0KECTBEHHOTO TeKcTa. [lapaaurma nccnenoBaHus
XyJOKECTBEHHOI0 TeKcTa. Mest naHHOro JoKiIaja poaniach U3 MPakTUYECKON OTPEOHOCTH
c(hopMyIHPOBaTE/000OIIUTH MIPUHIIMITEI AaHAIN3a TEKCTA ¢ KOTHUTUBHOM TOukH 3peHusi. OueHb 4acTo To,
YTO HAa3bIBAIOT KOTHUTUBHBIM aHAJIU30M, CBOJUTCS K aCLIEKTHOMY: K KOMMYHHKATUBHO-IIParMaTH4€CKOMY,
KaTeropuajabHOMY aHaiau3y TekcTa. Ha ceropgssiHeM ypoBHE pa3BUTHS JMHTBUCTUKH TEKCTA U
KOTHUTHUBHOW JIMHI'BUCTUKU NPEACTABISIETCS BO3MOKHBIM C(OPMYIIMPOBATh PSJ METOJ0TOTHYECKUX
TpeOoBaHuH, 00yCIaBIUBAIOIINX KOTHUTUBHBIA MOAXO/ K aHANIN3y TeKcTa. 1. KOrHUTUBHBIN aHaIn3 TeKcTa
IIPEIIIOIAraeT HE TOJIBKO M HE CTOJIBKO CaMOJOCTATOYHBIN PEYEBON U SI3bIKOBOM aHAIN3, CKOJIBKO aHAJIN3
Yyepe3 pedb U SI3bIK MPOLECCOB BOCTIPUATHS (IOHUMAHUs) U IPOLyLIUPOBAHUS TEKCTa, YTO TpeOyeT
NPUBJICYCHUS 3HAHUM O TaKUX IICUXUYECKUX MPOIleccax, Kak MaMsTh, BOOOpakeHUe, YyBCTBEHHOE
Boclpusthe U T.1. [IoHnMaHue ecTh IpOsABICHUE EAMHOW MHOIOYPOBHEBOM ITaMSATH: MOTOPHOM,
HMOIMOHAIBHOM, 00pa3HOil, clIoBeCHO-0orn4Yeckoil. [loHnManue TekcTa npu 3TOM MOXKET U3MEpAThCS,
BO-IIEPBBIX, IOCTPOEHUEM ITPOEKIMH TEKCTA, BO-BTOPBIX, YPOBHEM BBISIBICHUSI TUYHOCTHOTO CMBICIA.
KorHuTuBHBIMM ONIOpamMu NPHU BOCHIPUATUU U TIOHUMAaHUM TEKCTA SIBJISIOTCS KIIFOUEBBIE CJI0BA, CTPYKTYpPHBIE
OTIOPHI (CHIIbHBIE TIO3UIIUH, MAKPOCTPYKTYPbI), OITOpa HAa CUTYALUIO TOPOXKICHHSI/BOCIIPUATHUS TEKCTA.
Kpome Toro, n3BeCTHO, YTO «IIOHUMAaHHUE TEKCTA IIPEIoIaraeT He TOJbKO 3HAHHE s3bIKa, HO U 3HAHUE
mupa» [[elik 1989:87]. A moCKOJIbKY «conepKaHUe, KOTOPOE 3aJI0KEHO B A3BIKOBBIX €IMHUIAX, OTPAXKAET
HE TOJIBKO TPEIMETHI, SIBIICHHUS ¥ OTHOLICHHUS BHEIIHETO MUPA, HO M UX CIEIM(PHUECKOE TIPEIOMIICHHE B
«pEUEeBbIX MPENCTABICHUIX» OBOPSILKX U caymaromux» [bongapko 1996: 137], To nunTepnperanus Tekcra
3aBHUCHUT, C OJHOM CTOPOHBI, OT €T0 a/IeKBaTHOCTH OTPAKEHHOMY (pparMeHTy MUpa, C IPyTroil CTOPOHBI, OT
(OHOBBIX 3HAHUHN «TOBOPSILUX U CIYIIAIOMNX». JITHTBUCTHYECKUM aHAJIOTOM TOTO M JPYTOro BBICTYIAET
npecynno3uiys. 2. KOrHUTUBHBIN aHAIU3 TEKCTA, B IEPBYIO OYEPEb, ITO AaHAJIN3 KOHLIENITYaJIbHOU
CTPYKTYpHI TeKkcTa. Oco60ro BHUMaHMsI Ha HAYaJILHOM 3Tale aHaJIN3a TeKCTOBBIX KOHLENTYalbHBIX
CTPYKTYp, aCCOLIMUPOBAHHBIX C KAKUM-THOO CIOBOM, TPEOYIOT TEKCTOBBIE JIEKCHUKO- IPaMMaTH4ECKHE
TPYIIIBI, Pa3BOPAYMBAIOIIMECS BOKPYT UMEHH KOHIIENITA KaK [IeHTpa CyObeKTUBHOTO “KOH/IEHCAaTa CMbICia”
U JAI0IKE BO3MOXXHOCTh BOCCTAHOBUTH HEKOTOPBIN “y3€1” B T€3aypyce JINYHOCTH U COOTBETCTBYIOLIHIM
eMy (¢parMeHT MHIUBUIYaTbHON KapTHHBI MUpa. KoHIenTyanbHast CTpyKTypa TEKCTa B €€ Te3aypyCHOM
IIPEJICTAaBICHUN BKJIIOYAET JIUILIb JIEMEHThI KOMIIO3ULINHY, HAXOASIINECS B CUIIbHON MO3ULIH,
BBIJICJIAIONIMECS Ha (POHE MEHTAJIBHOTO MPOCTPAHCTBA TEKCTA (peMaTHUYecKasi MO3UIHs, TO3UIMS TOBTOPA U
ap.). Hepenko cuinpHbIE MO3ULUH SIBIIIOTCS] OZTHOBPEMEHHO aBTOCEMAaHTHUYHBIMU, U TaK XK€, KaKk
aBTOCEMAHTUYHbIE OTPE3KH, OHM TATOTEIOT K Ha4Yally U KOHIly TekcTa. [1o cyliecTBy MOKHO Ha3BaTh TOJIBKO
OJIMH TEKCTOBBIN 3HAK, KOTOPBII MPUCYII] BCEM TEKCTaM U BCEra 3aHUMAET B HUX OJTHO U TO K€ MECTO,
o0pa3ys CIIIbHYIO TTO3UITHIO, 3ar0ofIoBoK [JIykun 1994: 59]. Hagano TekcTa 1 3aroJIoBOK — TOYKa OTCYETa
MOHATUITHOTO LUKJIA ¥ IOTOMY IPEAMET 0cO000Tr0 BHUMaHMS, KITI0Y K KOHIIETITYaIbHOM CTPYKTYpe
npousBeeHus. A. BexxOuiikas BBOTUT TEPMUHBI KOHIIETIT-MUHUMYM U KOHIIETIT-MaKCUMYM.
KoHLeNnT-MUHUMYM — 3TO HENOJIHOE BJIaJIEHUE CMBICIIOM CJIOBA, IPUCYIIEE PSAIOBOMY HOCUTEIIO S3bIKA.
KoHuent-makcumMyM — 3TO IIOJIHOE BJIaJICHUE CMBICIIOM CJI0BA, CBOMCTBEHHOE PSIOBOMY HOCUTEIIO A3BIKA.
Ecnu nepeHecTy 3T0 Ha KOHIIETIT- 3ar0JI0BOK, TO KOHIENT-MUHUMYM — 3TO COAEP)KaHUE U 00beM
KOHIIENTa-3araBus Ha BXOJI€ (10 YTeHHs), KOHIENT-MaKCUMYM — Ha BbIxojie (rocie urenus). “Konnent —
HCXOJHAsl TOUKAa CEMAaHTUUECKOTO HAIIOJIHEHUS clloBa (3 ara B U a4 — T.P.) 1 0oqHOBpEMEHHO — KOHEUHBIN
npeaen pazsutus’’ [Konecos 1992: 34]. Ha3zBanue — koMipeccus KOHIENTYaIbHOTO CMBICIIA TEKCTA,
HazBanue — komnpeccust KOHLIENTYaJIbHOTO CMBICIIA TEKCTA, OHO ONPEAEISAET CTPATETUIO TEKCTA, TAKTUKOM,
pacKkpy4uBarollel, Kak MpyX1Ha, JaHHBIA KOHLENT, SIBJISETCS MOJIAaJIbHO-OLICHOUHAsl CEMAHTHKA.
CpencTBoM BBISIBIEHHS KOHLENTYaJIbHOIO COAECPIKAHUS CIYKUT aHAJIN3 MOTHBALlMOHHO-IIParMaTu4eCcKux
YCTaHOBOK aBTOpa (PEUEBBIX TAKTUK U CTPATETUil), ONPENEISIONUX JMHAMUKY (hOpMUPOBAHUS
KOHIENTYaJIbHON CTPYKTYpBI TEKCTa; ONpeieIeHue KOTHUTUBHOM CTPYKTYpbl/ (popMaTa 3HaHUS, KOTOPBIN
JISKUT B OCHOBE ()OPMHUPOBAHUS 3ar0JI0BOYHOTO KOHIIETITA PACCMAaTPUBAEMOr0 TeKCTa (IIPOTOTHUII, CXEMA,
¢bpeiim, cuenapuii, 00pa3, cuMBOI U T.11.). KorHUTHBHAS HHTEpIIpeTanus TpedyeT, K MpUMepy, aHaIu3a
CMBICJIOBBIX OIIOp B IIO3HABATEIbHON AESITEIbHOCTH YUTATENS, CMBICIIOBOM CTPYKTYpBI TEKCTA, ITpoLiecca
MHTETPAllUN KOHLIENITYaJIbHBIX MPU3HAKOB, B3SATHIX B OTBJICYCHHUH OT SI3BIKOBOTO CIIOCO0A UX BBIPAKEHUS;
aHanu3a rnpouecca GopMHUPOBAHUS COEPKaHHUI U 00bEMa KOHIIETITa B YUTATEIILCKOM CO3HAHHUM; yueTa HE
TOJILKO 3HAHUHN O S3BIKOBBIX 3HAYCHUSAX U YMEHHSI CUUTHIBATh KOCBEHHbIE 3HAUEHUs], HO U (JOHOBBIX 3HAHUI
U COCTOSIHMSL unTaress. KOrHUTUBHBIN METOZ — 3TO aHAJIM3 MPOLECCa WK caM MPOILECC KOAUPOBAHUS U
JEKOAMPOBAHMS CMBbICIIAa TEKCTA. B coelMHEHNN C TEKCTOLIEHTPUYECKUM IIOJXOJIOM — BBISIBIICHHE
DIyOUHHOTO CMBICIIA, CBEPHYTOH CMBICIIOBOI CTPYKTYPBI TEKCTA, SBISIOMICHCS BOIUIOMIEHUEM UHTCHIIUU
— 4yepe3 Hee - MOTHBA TEKCTOIIOPOKIAIOUIEH 1EATENBHOCTH aBTOPA U YUTATENBCKOTO BOCTIPUATHS. 3.
MeTo0710ruYecKoi OMMUOKOH SIBISETCS HEPA3INUYEeHUE, COBMEIICHUE, TOAMEHA KOHIIENTYaJIbHOTO aHaJIH3a
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IIpakTH4Yeckoe 3aHATHE.
«The Child’s Story» by Charles Dickens

Vocabulary Exercises

Ex. 1 Define the following words and word combinations. Make up your own sentences with them.

To travel
Wood

A long green avenue

The sunset shining red

Heaven

The fallen leaves

Solitary
Rumbling
Shaking

Ex. 2 Give derivatives to the following words.

Travel
Sun
Child
Mind
Whistle
Gold

Comprehension Exercises

Ex. 1 Answer the questions

I 1.
2 2.
3 3.
4 4.
55.
6 6.
7 7.
8 8.

Who is the main character of the story?

How long did he play with child?

What was the weather like?

What did the handsome boy say to the traveler?

Did the traveler lose the boy?

About whom does the narrator speak at the end of the story?
The traveler met a young man, didn’t he?

Who did call the woman?

Ex. 2 Discussion points

1 1. Describe the setting of the story. Where does it take place?

2 2. What is the theme of the story? What does the path of the traveler symbolize in the story?

3 3. Explain the title of the story. Why is it called «The Child’s Story»?

4 4. «What do you do here?» What does this question mean?

5 5. What does the wood symbolize in the story?

6 6. Describe the writing style of Charles Dickens. What is his tone in the story? Do you like his
style?

7 7.  Whom the traveler did meet? Describe them. Why these meetings are important to the traveler?
What do you think?

Once upon a time, a good many years ago, there was a traveller, and he set out upon a journey. It was a
magic journey, and was to seem very long when he began it, and very short when he got half way through.
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He travelled along a rather dark path for some little time, without meeting anything, until at last he came to
a beautiful child. So he said to the child, "What do you do here?" And the child said, "I am always at play.

Come and play with me!"

So, he played with that child, the whole day long, and they were very merry. The sky was so blue, the sun
was so bright, the water was so sparkling, the leaves were so green, the flowers were so lovely, and they
heard such singing-birds and saw so many butterflies, that everything was beautiful. This was in fine
weather. When it rained, they loved to watch the falling drops, and to smell the fresh scents. When it blew,

it was delightful to listen to the wind, and fancy what it said, as it came rushing from its home-- where was
that, they wondered!--whistling and howling, driving the clouds before it, bending the trees, rumbling in the
chimneys, shaking the house, and making the sea roar in fury. But, when it snowed, that was best of all; for,

they liked nothing so well as to look up at the white flakes falling fast and thick, like down from the breasts
of millions of white birds; and to see how smooth and deep the drift was; and to listen to the hush upon the

paths and roads.

They had plenty of the finest toys in the world, and the most astonishing picture-books: all about scimitars
and slippers and turbans, and dwarfs and giants and genii and fairies, and blue-beards and bean-stalks and
riches and caverns and forests and Valentines and Orsons: and all new and all true.

But, one day, of a sudden, the traveller lost the child. He called to him over and over again, but got no
answer. So, he went upon his road, and went on for a little while without meeting anything, until at last he
came to a handsome boy. So, he said to the boy, "What do you do here?" And the boy said, "I am always
learning. Come and learn with me."

So he learned with that boy about Jupiter and Juno, and the Greeks and the Romans, and I don't know what,
and learned more than I could tell--or he either, for he soon forgot a great deal of it. But, they were not
always learning; they had the merriest games that ever were played. They rowed upon the river in summer,
and skated on the ice in winter; they were active afoot, and active on horseback; at cricket, and all games at
ball; at prisoner's base, hare and hounds, follow my leader, and more sports than I can think of; nobody
could beat them. They had holidays too, and Twelfth cakes, and parties where they danced till midnight, and
real Theatres where they saw palaces of real gold and silver rise out of the real earth, and saw all the
wonders of the world at once. As to friends, they had such dear friends and so many of them, that I want the
time to reckon them up. They were all young, like the handsome boy, and were never to be strange to one
another all their lives through.

Still, one day, in the midst of all these pleasures, the traveller lost the boy as he had lost the child, and, after
calling to him in vain, went on upon his journey. So he went on for a little while without seeing anything,
until at last he came to a young man. So, he said to the young man, "What do you do here?" And the young
man said, "I am always in love. Come and love with me."

So, he went away with that young man, and presently they came to one of the prettiest girls that ever was
seen--just like Fanny in the corner there--and she had eyes like Fanny, and hair like Fanny, and dimples like
Fanny's, and she laughed and coloured just as Fanny does while I am talking about her. So, the young man
fell in love directly--just as Somebody I won't mention, the first time he came here, did with Fanny. Well! he
was teased sometimes--just as Somebody used to be by Fanny; and they quarrelled sometimes--just as
Somebody and Fanny used to quarrel; and they made it up, and sat in the dark, and wrote letters every day,
and never were happy asunder, and were always looking out for one another and pretending not to, and were
engaged at Christmas-time, and sat close to one another by the fire, and were going to be married very
soon--all exactly like Somebody I won't mention, and Fanny!

But, the traveller lost them one day, as he had lost the rest of his friends, and, after calling to them to come
back, which they never did, went on upon his journey. So, he went on for a little while without seeing
anything, until at last he came to a middle-aged gentleman. So, he said to the gentleman, "What are you
doing here?" And his answer was, "I am always busy. Come and be busy with me!"

So, he began to be very busy with that gentleman, and they went on through the wood together. The whole
journey was through a wood, only it had been open and green at first, like a wood in spring; and now began
to be thick and dark, like a wood in summer; some of the little trees that had come out earliest, were even
turning brown. The gentleman was not alone, but had a lady of about the same age with him, who was his
Wife; and they had children, who were with them too. So, they all went on together through the wood,
cutting down the trees, and making a path through the branches and the fallen leaves, and carrying burdens,
and working hard.
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Sometimes, they came to a long green avenue that opened into deeper woods. Then they would hear a very
little, distant voice crying, "Father, father, I am another child! Stop for me!" And presently they would see a
very little figure, growing larger as it came along, running to join them. When it came up, they all crowded
round it, and kissed and welcomed it; and then they all went on together.
Sometimes, they came to several avenues at once, and then they all stood still, and one of the children said,
"Father, I am going to sea," and another said, "Father, [ am going to India," and another, "Father, I am going
to seek my fortune where I can," and another, "Father, I am going to Heaven!" So, with many tears at
parting, they went, solitary, down those avenues, each child upon its way; and the child who went to
Heaven, rose into the golden air and vanished.
Whenever these partings happened, the traveller looked at the gentleman, and saw him glance up at the sky
above the trees, where the day was beginning to decline, and the sunset to come on. He saw, too, that his
hair was turning grey. But, they never could rest long, for they had their journey to perform, and it was
necessary for them to be always busy.
At last, there had been so many partings that there were no children left, and only the traveller, the
gentleman, and the lady, went upon their way in company. And now the wood was yellow; and now brown;
and the leaves, even of the forest trees, began to fall.
So, they came to an avenue that was darker than the rest, and were pressing forward on their journey
without looking down it when the lady stopped.

"My husband," said the lady. "I am called."

They listened, and they heard a voice a long way down the avenue, say, "Mother, mother!"

It was the voice of the first child who had said, "I am going to Heaven!" and the father said, "I pray not yet.
The sunset is very near. I pray not yet!"

But, the voice cried, "Mother, mother!" without minding him, though his hair was now quite white, and
tears were on his face.

Then, the mother, who was already drawn into the shade of the dark avenue and moving away with her arms
still round his neck, kissed him, and said, "My dearest, [ am summoned, and I go!" And she was gone. And
the traveller and he were left alone together.
And they went on and on together, until they came to very near the end of the wood: so near, that they could
see the sunset shining red before them through the trees.
Yet, once more, while he broke his way among the branches, the traveller lost his friend. He called and
called, but there was no reply, and when he passed out of the wood, and saw the peaceful sun going down
upon a wide purple prospect, he came to an old man sitting on a fallen tree. So, he said to the old man,
"What do you do here?" And the old man said with a calm smile, "I am always remembering. Come and
remember with me!"
So the traveller sat down by the side of that old man, face to face with the serene sunset; and all his friends
came softly back and stood around him. The beautiful child, the handsome boy, the young man in love, the
father, mother, and children: every one of them was there, and he had lost nothing. So, he loved them all,
and was kind and forbearing with them all, and was always pleased to watch them all, and they all honoured
and loved him. And I think the traveller must be yourself, dear Grandfather, because this is what you do to
us, and what we do to you.

3aganus AJ151 CAMOCTOSITEJIbHOM PadoThI.
A) Ananus Tekcra
b) Bomipock! niist caMocTosITeNIbHON PabOTHI:
1. Tunoniorusi CUIIbHBIX MO3UIMHN. 3ar0JIOBOK KaK paMOYHbBIN 3HAK.
2. Anmro3ust, meradopa, SIUTET, HPOHUS B 3arojioBke. KoHKpeTH3aIus u reHepaan3aius B 3ar0JIOBKE.
3. KoMmo3umusi 1 apXuTEeKTOHHKA — CIKETHOE JIBIDKCHHE M TEKCTOBOE moctpoeHne. O0beM colepikaHus
SMUYECKUX NTPOU3BEICHUN.
4. Croxer u ¢abymna. Turbl mTOBeCTBOBaHUSI.

4. Konrpoab 3HaHMI 00y4alOLINXCS M THIIOBbIE OLICHOYHBbIE CPEICTBA
4.1. Pactipenenenue 0auioB:



TeKylui KOHTposib — 80 6aioB

7 cemecTp

KOHTPOJBHBIE Cpe3bl — 2 cpe3a mo 10 6amioB Kax bl

npemMuaabHbie 0amisl — 20 6ayIoB

Pacnipenenenre 6aJiioB 10 3aaHMSIM:

Ne |HaszBanue tembl | Dopmbl Max. MeTtonrka npoBeACHNS 3aHATUS U OLIEHKH

Te | /BHUI y4eOHOH |TEKyLIero | KOJ-BO

MBI paboThI KOHTpoJist | 0asuioB
/ cpe3sl

1. |OcHoBsl Teopun |Punonoru 10 CTyneHTBl MOMy4yalOT TEKCT U3 XyAOKECTBEHHOM JHUTepaTypbl

MHTEPIPETALNN. | YECKUU (OTpBIBOK TPOM3BEIOCHHMS, PACCKa3, CTUXOTBOPEHHUE) IJIsi aHajH3a.

aHamn3 3ajada CTyAE€HTa MPOAaHAIM3MPOBAaTh TEKCT HA OCHOBE HMMEIOLIEHCs
TEKCTa JNaHHBIX, HAKOIUICHHOH B paMKax JAWCUMIUIMH BBenenune B

nuteparypoBeaeHue, Crunmctuka, HWceropus mureparyper CUA,
Jlexcukonorus.

10-9 GamioB — TEKCT MOJHO M TOYHO MPOAHAIM3UPOBAH, AaHBI
pa3nuYHbIe MHTEPIPETALMH CMBICIOB; MPOAHAIM3UPOBAH SI3BIKOBOE
COlep)KaHHe TEeKCcTa, Tpombel. B  aHanW3e MPaKTUYECKH HET
JEKCHYECKUX W TpaMMaTHYECKUX OIMMOOK (momyckaerca 1-2
JIEKCUKO-TPaMMaTHYeCKUX OmMO0K). MHpopmaus BoCHpUHUMAETCS
JIETKO.

8-7 Oa/uloB - TEKCT MOJHO M TOYHO MPOAHAIM3HPOBaH, AaHBI
pa3NuYHbIe MHTEPIPETALNH CMBICIOB; MPOAHAIM3UPOBAH SI3BIKOBOE
Colep)KaHHe TEeKCcTa, Tpombel. B  aHanW3e MPaKTUYECKH HET
JEKCHYECKUX W TpaMMaTHUECKUX OIMMOOK (Zomyckaerca 3-4
JIEKCUKO-TPaMMaTHYeCKUX OmMO0K). MHpopmaius BoCHpUHUMAETCS
JIETKO.

6-5 OamoB - TEKCT MPOAHAJU3UPOBaH HE  IOJHOCTHIO,
WHTEPIpETALNT CMBICIIOB OTPBIBOYHBI, HEIOCTaTOYHO
MPOaHaJIM3MUPOBAHO S3BIKOBOE COAEPIKAaHUE TEKCTa, TPOMbl. B aHanmu3ze
MPUCYTCTBYET OOJBIIOE KOJTHUYECTBO JIEKCHUECKUX U TPaMMaTHIECKUX
omnOoK (momyckaercsi 5-7 JEKCUKO-TPAMMATHYECKHX OIIMOOK).
Wudopmarusi BOCOPUHIUMAETCS TSHKETIO0 U3-32 OOJBIIOTO KOJIWYecTBa
OLIHOOK.

4-3  QammoB - TEKCT MpOaHAIM3UPOBaH HE  IOJHOCTHIO,
WHTEPIpETALNT CMBICIIOB OTCYTCTBYIOT; HEIOCTATOYHO
MPOAHAJIM3UPOBAHO S3BIKOBOE COAEPIKAaHUE TEKCTa, TPOMbl. B aHanu3e
MPUCYTCTBYET OOJBIIOE KOJTHMUYECTBO JIEKCHUECKUX U TPaMMaTHIECKUX
omnOoK (momyckaercsi 8-9 JEKCHKO-TPAMMATHYECKHX OIIHMOOK).
Wudopmarysi BOCOpUHIUMAETCS TSHKETIO0 U3-32 OOJBIIOTO KOJIWYeCTBa
OLIHOOK.

2-1 Gamn — mpoaHaIM3HPOBAHBI TOJBKO CTUIIMCTHYECKUE MPHUMBL,
WHTEPIPETALUU CMBICIOB OTCYTCTBYIOT. B aHammse mnpucyTcTByeT
OOJIBIIIOE KOJMYECTBO JIEKCHUYECKHX W TPaMMAaTHYECKHX OLIMOOK
(6omee 10). Madopmanus BOCIPHHUMAETCS TSHKEIO M3-32 OOJBIIIOTO
KOJIMYECTBA OLTHOOK.
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Kontpons 20 CryneHTaMm npeanaraeTcs BBIIOJHUTD P 3alaHHid pa3HoOro gopmMara
Has no npouaeHHo Teme. Cpenu 3alaHui BBIICHSIOTCA CIEAYIOIINE
pabora BUBL:

-1aTh Pa3BEepPHYTHIA OTBET HAa TEOPETUUYCCKUI BOMIPOC;
- BBIOpAaTh MPaBUIBHBIN BApUAHT OTBETA;
- IPOYUTATh TEKCT IO UCTOPUU UHTEPIIPETAIINN TEKCTa U OTBETUTH Ha
BONPOCHI (THITA «IIpaBAa/HEIIPaBay, BEIOPATh MPABIILHBINA OTBET);
- HCIIPaBUTh CMBICIIOBBIC ONTUOKH B BHICKA3BIBAHUSIX;
- MPOaHATU3UPOBATH TEKCT.
20-17 GannoB — 3ajJlaHue BBITIOJIHEHO MOJHOCTHIO, JOMycKatoTcs 1-3
OIIIMOKH.
16-13 GannoB — 3agaHHe B LIEJOM BBIIOIHEHO, OJHAKO MMeeTcs 4-6
OIIIHOOK.
12-9 OamioB — 3amanHue BBITOIHEHO Ha 45-50 %, wuMerorcs
MHOTOYHCIeHHBIE omuoOku (7-10).
8-4 OammoB — 3amaHue BeIIOOHEHO Ha 20-25 %, wumeroTcs
MHOTOYHCIeHHBIe omuoOku (11-15).
3-1 O6amn — pabora BemoiHeHa Ha 10-15%. MHOrOYMCIICHHBIC
OIMOKY 3aTPYIHSAIOT TOHUMaHUE.
0 0ammoB — 3amaHKe BEIIOIHEHO MeHee deM Ha 10 %.

HuTepnperanus | @uiioaor 10 CTyoeHTBl TONYyYaloT TEKCT U3 XYIOKECTBEHHOW JIUTEpaTyphl
TEKCTA! HYEeCKHUii (OTPBIBOK TIPOM3BEACHMS, paccka3, CTUXOTBOPEHHWE) I aHaJIA3a.
BBOJHBIC aHaJIN3 3agaga CTyJIeHTa IPOAaHATU3UPOBATh TEKCT HA OCHOBE HMMEIOIICHCS

MTOJIOKEHHUS TekcTa(K JMAHHBIX, HAKOIUICHHOW B paMKaxXx JHUCHHININH BBenenme B
OHTPOJIbH nuteparypoBeaenne, Crunmctuka, HWceropuss mureparyper CUS,
blii cpe3) Jlexcukonorus.

10-9 GammoB — TEKCT IOJHO W TOYHO IIPOAHAIU3HPOBAH, IAHBI
pa3InYHbIC MHTEPIIPETAIMA CMBICIIOB; MPOAHAIM3UPOBAH SI3BIKOBOE
COllep)KaHWe TEeKCTa, TPONbl. B  aHagW3e MPakTHUYECKH HET
JIEKCHYECKUX W TpaMMaTHYEeCKUX OIMHUOOK (momyckaercs 1-2
JIEKCHKO-TPAaMMAaTHYECKUX OMMO0K). MH(popMaIus BoCIpUHIMAETCS
JIETKO.

8-7 0amioB - TEKCT IOJMHO M TOYHO IIPOAHAIM3MPOBAH, TaHBI
pa3InYHbIC WHTEPIIPETAIMA CMBICIIOB; MPOAHAIM3UPOBAH SI3BIKOBOE
COllep)KaHWe TEeKCTa, TPONbl. B  aHajmW3e MPaKTUYECKH HET
JIEKCHYECKMX W TpaMMaTHYeCKUX OIMmHUOOK (momyckaercs 3-4
JIEKCHKO-TPAaMMAaTHYECKUX OMMO0K). MH(popMaIus BoCIpUHIMAETCS
JIETKO.

6-5 OamoB - TEKCT TMpOAHAIM3UPOBAaH HE  IOJHOCTHIO,
WHTEPIPETANT CMBICIIOB OTPBIBOYHEI, HEJIOCTaTOYHO
MPOAHATIM3UPOBAHO S3BIKOBOE COJIEPIKaHHE TEKCTa, TPOIbl. B aHamu3e
MPUCYTCTBYET OOJIBIIOE KOTMYECTBO JICKCHUECKUX U TPAMMATHIECKHX
omuOoK (momyckaercss 5-7 JIEKCHKO-TPaMMaTHYECKHX —OIIMOOK).
WNudopmarusi BOCOPUHIUMAETCS TSHKEIO0 U3-32 OOJBIIOTO KOJIMYecTBa
OIINOOK.

4-3 0amioB - TEKCT TPOAHAJTU3UPOBAH HE  IIOJHOCTHIO,
WHTEPIPETANN CMBICJIOB OTCYTCTBYIOT; HEIOCTATOYHO
MPOAHATIM3UPOBAHO S3BIKOBOE COJIEPIKaHKE TEKCTa, TPOIbl. B aHamu3e
MPUCYTCTBYET OOJIBIIOE KOTMYECTBO JICKCHUECKUX U TPAMMATHIECKHX
omuOoKk (momyckaercs 8-9 JIEKCHKO-IpaMMaTHYECKHX —OIIMOOK).
WNudopmarusi BOCOPUHIUMAETCS TSHKEIO0 U3-32 OOJBIIOTO KOJIMYecTBa
OIINOOK.

2-1 Gamnm — mpoaHANM3WPOBAHBI TOJIHKO CTHIUCTHYCCKHAC IPUMBI,
WHTEPIPETAIMU CMBICJIIOB OTCYTCTBYIOT. B aHanm3e NpHCyTCTBYET
OOJIBIIIOE KOJMUYECTBO JIGKCHYECKUX W TPAMMATHYCCKHX OINIMOOK
(6onee 10). Mudopmarius BOCIPHHUMAETCS TSHKEIO M3-32 OOJIBIIIOTO
KOJTMYECTBA OITHOOK.
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Kontpons
Has
pabora

20

CryneHTaM TpejyiaracTcs BBITOIHUTD Pl 33JJaHUH pa3sHOro hopmara
no npouaeHHo Teme. Cpenu 3alaHui BBIICHSIOTCA CIEAYIOIINE
BUJIBI:

-1aTh Pa3BEepPHYTHIA OTBET HAa TEOPETUUYCCKUI BOMIPOC;

- BBIOpAaTh MPaBUIBHBIN BApUAHT OTBETA;

- IPOYUTATh TEKCT IO UCTOPUU UHTEPIIPETAIINN TEKCTa U OTBETUTH Ha
BONPOCHI (THITA «IIpaBAa/HEIIPaBay, BEIOPATh MPABIILHBINA OTBET);

- HCIIPaBUTh CMBICIIOBBIC ONTUOKH B BHICKA3BIBAHUSIX;

- MPOaHATU3UPOBATH TEKCT.

20-17 GannoB — 3ajJlaHue BBITIOJIHEHO MOJHOCTHIO, JOMycKatoTcs 1-3
OIIIMOKU.

16-13 GannoB — 3agaHHe B LIEJOM BBIIOIHEHO, OJHAKO MMeeTcs 4-6
OIIIHOOK.

12-9 OamioB — 3amanHue BBITOIHEHO Ha 45-50 %, wuMerorcs
MHOTOYHCIeHHBIE omuoOku (7-10).

8-4 OammoB — 3agaHde BbImoaHeHO Ha 20-25 %, uUMerOTCA
MHOTOYHCIeHHBIe omuoOku (11-15).

3-1 Gamn — pabGora BbmonHeHa Ha 10-15%. MuorouucneHHble
OIMOKY 3aTPYIHSAIOT TOHUMaHUE.

0 6am10B — 3agaHKe BBITIOIHEHO MeHee yeM Ha 10 %.

Texcr.
WnTepnperanns
. [IpoGnemsr
WHTEPIpETALNT
TEKCTa.
Undopmanmons
as mpupozaa
TEKCTa.

dunonoru
YeCKHI
aHaJIn3
TEKCTa

10

CTyoeHTBl TOJYyYalOT TEKCT U3 XYIOKECTBEHHOH JHTEpaTypbl
(OTpBIBOK TpPOM3BEINCHHMS, PACCKa3, CTUXOTBOPEHHUE) IJIsi aHajH3a.
3amaya cTyaeHTa MPOAHAIM3UPOBATh TEKCT HA OCHOBE HMMEIOIICHCS
JaHHBIX, HAKOIUICHHOH B paMKax JAWCUMIUIMH BBenenune B
nuteparypoBeaeHue, Crunmctuka, HWceropus mureparyper CUA,
Jlexcukonorus.

10-9 GamioB — TEKCT MOJHO M TOYHO MPOAHAIM3UPOBAH, AaHBI
pa3nuYHbIe MHTEPIPETALH CMBICIOB; MPOAHAIM3UPOBAH S3BIKOBOE
Colep)KaHHe TEeKCcTa, Tpombel. B aHanW3e MPakTUYECKH HET
JEKCHYECKUX W TpaMMaTHUECKUX OIMMOOK (momyckaerca 1-2
JIEKCUKO-TPaMMaTHYeCKUX OmMO0K). MHpopmaus BoCHpUHUMAETCS
JIETKO.

8-7 OaluioB - TEKCT MOJIHO M TOYHO MPOAHaIM3HPOBaH, AaHBI
pa3nuYHbIe MHTEPIPETALH CMBICIOB; MPOAHAIM3UPOBAH S3BIKOBOE
Colep)KaHHe TEeKCcTa, Tpombel. B  aHanW3e MPakTUYECKH HET
JEKCHYECKUX W TpaMMaTHUECKUX OIMMOOK (Zomyckaerca 3-4
JIEKCUKO-TPaMMaTHYeCKUX OmMO0K). MHpopmanus BoCHpUHUMAETCS
JIETKO.

6-5 OamoB - TEKCT MPOAHAJM3UPOBaH HE  IOJHOCTHIO,
WHTEPIpETALNT CMBICIIOB OTPBIBOYHBI, HEIOCTaTOYHO
MPOaHAJIM3MUPOBAHO S3BIKOBOE COAEPIKAaHUE TEKCTa, TPOMbl. B aHanmu3e
MPUCYTCTBYET OOJBIIOE KOJTHMYECTBO JIEKCHUECKUX U TPaMMaTHIECKUX
omnOoK (momyckaercsi 5-7 JEKCHKO-TPAMMATHYECKHX —OIIHMOOK).
Wudopmarusi BOCOPUHIUMAETCS TSHKETIO0 U3-32 OOJBIIOTO KOJIWYeCcTBa
OLIHOOK.

4-3  QammoB - TEKCT MpOaHAIM3UPOBaH HE  IOJHOCTHIO,
WHTEPIPETALNT CMBICIIOB OTCYTCTBYIOT; HEIOCTATOYHO
MPOaHAJIM3UPOBAHO S3BIKOBOE COAEPIKAaHUE TEKCTa, TPOMbl. B aHanmu3e
MPUCYTCTBYET OOJBIIOE KOJTHMUYECTBO JIEKCHUECKUX U TPaMMaTHIECKUX
omnOoK (momyckaercsi 8-9 JEKCHKO-TPAMMATHYECKHX OIIHOOK).
Wudopmarusi BOCOpUHUMAETCS TSHKETIO0 U3-3a OOJBIIOTO KOJIWYeCTBa
OLIHOOK.

2-1 Gamn — mpoaHaIM3HPOBAHBI TOJBKO CTUIIMCTHYECKUE MPHUMBL,
WHTEPIPETALUU CMBICIOB OTCYTCTBYIOT. B aHammse mnpucyTcTByeT
OOJIBIIIOE KOJMYECTBO JIEKCHUYECKUX W TPaMMAaTHYECKHX OLIMOOK
(6omee 10). Madopmanus BOCIPHHUMAETCS TSHKEIO M3-32 OOJBIIIOTO
KOJIMYECTBA OLITHOOK.
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Du10J10T
HYeCKHil
aHaJIn3
TekeTa(K
OHTPOJIbH
blIii cpe3)

10

CTyoeHTBl TOJNYyYalOT TEKCT W3 XYIOXKECTBEHHOH JHTEpaTypbl
(OTpBIBOK TPOM3BENCHHMS, PAcCKa3, CTUXOTBOPEHHE) IJIsi aHajH3a.
3amaya cTyaeHTa MPOAaHAIM3UPOBATH TEKCT HA OCHOBE HMMEIOIICHCS
JNaHHBIX, HAKOIUICHHOH B paMKax JAWCUMIUIMH BBenenune B
nuteparypoBeaeHue, Crunmctuka, HWceropus mureparyper CUA,
Jlexcukonorus.

10-9 GamioB — TEKCT MOJHO M TOYHO MPOAHAIM3UPOBAH, AaHBI
pa3nuYHbIe MHTEPIPETALNH CMBICIOB; MPOAHAIM3UPOBAH S3BIKOBOE
Colep)KaHHe TEeKCcTa, Tpombel. B aHanW3e MPakTUYECKH HET
JEKCHYECKUX W TpaMMaTHUECKUX OIMMOOK (momyckaerca 1-2
JIEKCUKO-TPaMMaTHYeCKUX OmMO0K). MHpopmaus BoCHpUHUMAETCS
JIETKO.

8-7 OalulOB - TEKCT MOJHO M TOYHO MPOAHaIM3HPOBaH, AaHBI
pa3NuYHbIe MHTEPIPETALNH CMBICIOB; MPOAHAIM3UPOBAH S3BIKOBOE
Colep)KaHHe TEeKCcTa, Tpombel. B  aHanW3e MPakTUYECKH HET
JEKCUYECKUX W TpaMMaTHUECKUX OIMMOOK (Zomyckaerca 3-4
JIEKCUKO-TPaMMaTHYeCKUX OmMO0K). MHpopmanus BoCIpUHUMAETCS
JIETKO.

6-5 OamoB - TEKCT MPOAHAJU3UPOBaH HE  IOJHOCTHIO,
WHTEPIpETALNT CMBICIIOB OTPBIBOYHBI, HEIOCTaTOYHO
MPOaHAJIM3MUPOBAHO S3BIKOBOE COAEPIKAaHUE TEKCTa, TPOMbl. B aHanmu3ze
MPUCYTCTBYET OOJBIIOE KOJTHMYECTBO JIEKCHUECKUX U TPaMMaTHIECKUX
omnOoK (momyckaercsi 5-7 JEKCHKO-TPAMMATHYECKHX —OIIHMOOK).
Wudopmarusi BOCOpUHIUMAETCS TSHKETIO0 U3-32 0OJBIIOTO KOJIWYecTBa
OLIHOOK.

4-3  QammoB - TEKCT MpOaHAIM3UPOBaH HE  IOJHOCTHIO,
WHTEPIpETALNT CMBICIIOB OTCYTCTBYIOT; HEIOCTATOYHO
MPOaHAJIM3MUPOBAHO SI3BIKOBOE COAEPIKAaHUE TEKCTa, TPOMbl. B aHanmu3ze
MPUCYTCTBYET OOJBIIOE KOJTHMUYECTBO JIEKCHUECKUX U TPaMMaTHIECKUX
omnOoK (momyckaercsi 8-9 JEKCHKO-TPAMMATHYECKHX OIIHOOK).
Wudopmarusi BOCOPUHIUMAETCS TSHKETIO0 U3-32 OOJBIIOTO KOJIWYeCcTBa
OLIHOOK.

2-1 Gamn — mpoaHaIM3HPOBAHBI TOJBKO CTHUIIMCTHYECKUE MPHUMBL,
WHTEPIPETALUU CMBICIOB OTCYTCTBYIOT. B aHammse mnpucyTcTByeT
OOJIPIIIOE KOJMYECTBO JIEKCHUYECKUX W TPaMMAaTHYECKHX OLIMOOK
(6omee 10). Madopmanus BOCIPHHUMAETCS TSHKEIO M3-32 OOJBIIIOTO
KOJIMYECTBA OLTHOOK.

Kontpons
Has
pabora

20

CryneHTaM TpejyiaracTcs BBITOIHUTD Pl 33JJaHUI pa3sHOro hopmara
no npouaeHHoM Teme. Cpenu 3aaHUi BBIICHSIOTCA CHEAYIOIINE
BUJIBI:

-1aTh pa3BEepPHYTHIA OTBET HA TEOPETUUYCCKUI BOMIPOC;

- BBIOpAaTh NMPaBUIBHBIN BApUAHT OTBETA;

- IPOYUTATh TEKCT IO UCTOPUU UHTEPIPETAIINN TEKCTA U OTBETUTH Ha
BONPOCHI (THITA «IIpaBAa/HENIPaBay, BEIOPATh MPABIILHBINA OTBET);

- HCIIPaBUTh CMBICIIOBBIC ONTUOKH B BHICKA3BIBAHUSIX;

- MPOaHAIU3UPOBATH TEKCT.

20-17 GannoB — 3ajJlaHuE BBITIOJIHEHO MOJHOCTHIO, JOMycKatoTcs 1-3
OIIIMOKU.

16-13 GannoB — 3agaHHe B LIEJOM BBIIOIHEHO, OJHAKO MMeeTcs 4-6
OIIIHOOK.

12-9 OamioB — 3amanHue BBITOAHEHO Ha 45-50 %, wuMerorcs
MHOTOYHCIeHHBIE omuoOku (7-10).
8-4 OammoB — 3agaHde BbImoIHeHO Ha 20-25 %, uUMeIOTCA
MHOTOYHCIIeHHbIe omuoOku (11-15).
3-1 Gamn — pabGora BbmomHeHa Ha 10-15%. MuorouucneHHble

OITMOKY 3aTPYIHSAIOT TOHUMaHUE.
0 0aJUIOB — 3aaHue BBINOIIHEHO MeHee yeM Ha 10 %.




36

4. [IpemuansHbie OaIITBI 20 JlommomHUTENbHBIC TPEMHUATTbHBIC OAJITBI MOT'YT OBITh HAYHCIICHBI:
- MOCTOSHHAs aKTWBHOCTh BO BpeMsl MPakTHUECKHX 3aHsATHi — 10
0aoB;
- TIOJTHOCTBIO TOJITOTOBJICHHAS K IYOTUKAIIMK CTAThsl MO0 TEMaTHKE B
pamKax qUCIUILTUHBL — 10 6aos;
- mobefa B MEXpErHOHAIBFHOH onumnuange mo ¢uonorun — 20
0aoB;
- y4acTue ¢ JIOKJIaZIOM BO BCEPOCCHHCKON ONMMIIMAJAE IO TEMAaTHKe
n3ydaeMoit qucturuiuHe — 20 0amios;
- yJacThe B BBICTaBKE 10 TEMAaTUKE U3ydyaeMOW TUCIHILTUHBI — 20
0aIoB;
- myOnuKarusi CTaThM 10 TEMAaTUKE W3ydyaeMOW JTUCIMILTUHBI B
cOOpHUKE CTyA€HYEeCKHX paboT / MarepualaX BCEPOCCHICKON
koH(epeHyHn / xxypHane u3 nepeuns BAK —10/15/20
5. |HauBuAyalibHbIC 3aJ]aHNS, 70 JloGop: CTymeHT MOXKET TPEJOCTaBUTh BCE 3alaHUA TEKYIIETo
C TIOMOIIBI0 KOTOPBIX KOHTPOJISI 1 KOHTPOJIFHBIE CPE3BI.
MOXKHO HaOparhb
JIOTIONTHUTENIbHBIE OaIIbI
6. Hroro 3a cemectp 100
8 cemectp
*  TeKylMi KoHTpoisb — 50 OanoB
*  KOHTPOJIbHBIE Cpe3bl — 2 cpe3a no 10 6amioB KakapIid
* npemuanbHble 6amiel — 20 6amIoB
* OTBeT Ha ’Kk3aMeHe: He Oosnee 30 OamioB
Pacnipenenenne 6amioB 1Mo 3a1aHUsIM:
No  [HaszBanue Ttembl | DopMbl Max. MeTtoauka mpoBeICHUS 3aHATUS U OLICHKU
Te | /BHJ y4eOHOH |TEKyIEro | KoJI-BO
MBI paboThI KOHTpoJist | 0asuioB
/ cpe3sl
1. |Hopoxnenue n | Konrpons 20 CryneHTaMm npeanaraeTcs BBIIOJIHUTD P 3alaHHid pa3HoOro gopmara
BOCTIPHSITHE Has no mpoineHHoil teme. Cpenu 3agaHuil BBIACTSIOTCA CIIEAYIOIINE

XyJIOKECTBEHHO | paboTa
ro TEKCTA.
MonenupoBanu
e
XYJIOKECTBCHHO
51
JIEUCTBUTEIBHOC

TH.

BUJIBI:

-1aTh Pa3BEpPHYTHIA OTBET HAa TEOPETUUYCCKUI BOMIPOC;

- BBIOpAaTh MPaBUIBHBIN BApUAHT OTBETA;

- IPOYUTATh TEKCT MO UCTOPUU UHTEPIIPETAIINN TEKCTA U OTBETUTH Ha
BONPOCHI (THITA «IIpaBAa/HENIPaBiay, BEIOPATh MPABIILHBINA OTBET);

- HCIIPaBUTh CMBICIIOBBIC ONTUOKH B BHICKA3BIBAHUSIX;

- MPOaHATU3UPOBATH TEKCT.

20-17 GannoB — 3ajJlaHuE BBITIOJIHEHO MOJHOCTBIO, JOMycKatoTcs 1-3
OIIIMOKU.

16-13 GannoB — 3agaHHe B LIEJOM BBIIOIHEHO, OJHAKO MMeeTcs 4-6
OIIIMOOK.

12-9 OamioB — 3amanHue BBITOIHEHO Ha 45-50 %, wuMerorcs
MHOTOYHCIeHHBIE omuoOku (7-10).
8-4 OammoB — 3agaHde BbImoaHeHO Ha 20-25 %, uUMeOTCA
MHOTOYHCIIeHHbIe omuoOku (11-15).
3-1 Gamn — pabora BbmomHena Ha 10-15%. MuorouucneHHble

OIMOKY 3aTPYIHSAIOT TOHUMaHUE.
0 0aJuIOB — 3aaHue BBINOIIHEHO MeHee yeM Ha 10 %.
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[Iparmarnuecka
o
UHTEpIIpEeTalNs
XyJIOXKECTBEHHO
ro Tekcra. Peus
U YPOBEHb
NepCOHaXKa B
XyJIOXKECTBEHHO
M TEKCTE.

Du10J10T
HYeCKHil
aHaJIn3
TekeTa(K
OHTPOJIbH
blIii cpe3)

10

CTyoeHTBl TOJNYyYalOT TEKCT W3 XYIOXKECTBEHHOH JHTEpaTypbl
(OTpBIBOK TPOM3BENCHHMS, PAcCKa3, CTUXOTBOPEHHE) IJIsi aHajH3a.
3amaya cTyaeHTa MPOAaHAIM3UPOBATH TEKCT HA OCHOBE HMMEIOIICHCS
JNaHHBIX, HAKOIUICHHOH B paMKax JAWCUMIUIMH BBenenune B
nuteparypoBeaeHue, Crunmctuka, HWceropus mureparyper CUA,
Jlexcukonorus.

10-9 GamioB — TEKCT MOJHO M TOYHO MPOAHAIM3UPOBAH, AaHBI
pa3nuYHbIe MHTEPIPETALNH CMBICIOB; MPOAHAIM3UPOBAH S3BIKOBOE
Colep)KaHHe TEeKCcTa, Tpombel. B aHanW3e MPakTUYECKH HET
JEKCHYECKUX W TpaMMaTHUECKUX OIMMOOK (momyckaerca 1-2
JIEKCUKO-TPaMMaTHYeCKUX OmMO0K). MHpopmaus BoCHpUHUMAETCS
JIETKO.

8-7 OalulOB - TEKCT MOJHO M TOYHO MPOAHaIM3HPOBaH, AaHBI
pa3NuYHbIe MHTEPIPETALNH CMBICIOB; MPOAHAIM3UPOBAH S3BIKOBOE
Colep)KaHHe TEeKCcTa, Tpombel. B  aHanW3e MPakTUYECKH HET
JEKCUYECKUX W TpaMMaTHUECKUX OIMMOOK (Zomyckaerca 3-4
JIEKCUKO-TPaMMaTHYeCKUX OmMO0K). MHpopmanus BoCIpUHUMAETCS
JIETKO.

6-5 OamoB - TEKCT MPOAHAJU3UPOBaH HE  IOJHOCTHIO,
WHTEPIpETALNT CMBICIIOB OTPBIBOYHBI, HEIOCTaTOYHO
MPOaHAJIM3MUPOBAHO S3BIKOBOE COAEPIKAaHUE TEKCTa, TPOMbl. B aHanmu3ze
MPUCYTCTBYET OOJBIIOE KOJTHMYECTBO JIEKCHUECKUX U TPaMMaTHIECKUX
omnOoK (momyckaercsi 5-7 JEKCHKO-TPAMMATHYECKHX —OIIHMOOK).
Wudopmarusi BOCOpUHIUMAETCS TSHKETIO0 U3-32 0OJBIIOTO KOJIWYecTBa
OLIHOOK.

4-3  QammoB - TEKCT MpOaHAIM3UPOBaH HE  IOJHOCTHIO,
WHTEPIpETALNT CMBICIIOB OTCYTCTBYIOT; HEIOCTATOYHO
MPOaHAJIM3MUPOBAHO SI3BIKOBOE COAEPIKAaHUE TEKCTa, TPOMbl. B aHanmu3ze
MPUCYTCTBYET OOJBIIOE KOJTHMUYECTBO JIEKCHUECKUX U TPaMMaTHIECKUX
omnOoK (momyckaercsi 8-9 JEKCHKO-TPAMMATHYECKHX OIIHOOK).
Wudopmarusi BOCOPUHIUMAETCS TSHKETIO0 U3-32 OOJBIIOTO KOJIWYeCcTBa
OLIHOOK.

2-1 Gamn — mpoaHaIM3HPOBAHBI TOJBKO CTHUIIMCTHYECKUE MPHUMBL,
WHTEPIPETALUU CMBICIOB OTCYTCTBYIOT. B aHammse mnpucyTcTByeT
OOJIPIIIOE KOJMYECTBO JIEKCHUYECKUX W TPaMMAaTHYECKHX OLIMOOK
(6omee 10). Madopmanus BOCIPHHUMAETCS TSHKEIO M3-32 OOJBIIIOTO
KOJIMYECTBA OLTHOOK.

Kontpons
Has
pabora

15

KonTpoasHbIii cpe3 paccuuTaH Ha LETIO0E 3aHSTHUE.

CryneHTaM TpejyiaracTcs BBITOIHUTD PSJl 33JJaHUI pa3sHOro hopmara
no npouaeHHoM Teme. Cpenu 3alaHuil BBIICHSIOTCA CIEAYIOIINE
BUJIBI:

-1aTh Pa3BEepPHYTHIA OTBET HAa TEOPETUUYCCKUI BOMIPOC;

- BBIOpAaTh NMPaBUJIBHBIN BApUAHT OTBETA;

- IPOYUTATh TEKCT MO UCTOPUU UHTEPIIPETAIINN TEKCTa U OTBETUTH Ha
BONPOCHI (THITA «IIpaBAa/HEIIPaBay, BEIOPATh MPABIILHBINA OTBET);

- HCIIPaBUTh CMBICIIOBBIC ONTUOKH B BHICKA3BIBAHUSIX;

- MPOaHAIU3UPOBATH TEKCT.

15-13 GamnoB — 3aiaHuE BBIMOJHEHO MOJIHOCTBIO, JOMyCKaroTcs 1-3
OIIIMOKU.

12-10 6annoB — 3aJaHHe B LIEJOM BBIIOIHEHO, OJHAKO MMeeTcs 4-6
OIIIHOOK.

9-7 OauloB — 3ajaHde BBIIOIHEHO Ha 45-50 %, wuMmerTcs
MHOTOYHCIeHHBIE omuoOku (7-10).
6-4 OamnoB — 3agaHue BeIMONHEHO Ha 20-25 %, wuMeroTcs
MHOTOYHCIIeHHbIe omuoOku (11-15).
3-1 O6amn — pabora BemoiHeHa Ha 10-15%. MHOroYMCICHHBIC

OIMOKY 3aTPYIHSAIOT TOHUMaHUE.
0 0aJUIOB — 3aaHue BBINOIIHEHO MeHee yeM Ha 10 %.
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KorautuBHBIA
MMOJIX0 K
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IO TEKCTA.
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HCCJIETOBAHUS
XYJIO’)KECTBEHHO
IO TEKCTA.

Du10J10T
HYeCKHil
aHaJIn3
TekeTa(K
OHTPOJIbH
blIii cpe3)

10

CTyoeHTBl TOJNYyYalOT TEKCT W3 XYIOXKECTBEHHOH JHTEpaTypbl
(OTpBIBOK TPOM3BENCHHMS, PAcCKa3, CTUXOTBOPEHHE) IJIsi aHajH3a.
3amaya cTyaeHTa MPOAaHAIM3UPOBATH TEKCT HA OCHOBE HMMEIOIICHCS
JNaHHBIX, HAKOIUICHHOH B paMKax JAWCUMIUIMH BBenenune B
nuteparypoBeaeHue, Crunmctuka, HWceropus mureparyper CUA,
Jlexcukonorus.

10-9 GamioB — TEKCT MOJHO M TOYHO MPOAHAIM3UPOBAH, AaHBI
pa3nuYHbIe MHTEPIPETALNH CMBICIOB; MPOAHAIM3UPOBAH S3BIKOBOE
Colep)KaHHe TEeKCcTa, Tpombel. B aHanW3e MPakTUYECKH HET
JEKCHYECKUX W TpaMMaTHUECKUX OIMMOOK (momyckaerca 1-2
JIEKCUKO-TPaMMaTHYeCKUX OmMO0K). MHpopmaus BoCHpUHUMAETCS
JIETKO.

8-7 OalulOB - TEKCT MOJHO M TOYHO MPOAHaIM3HPOBaH, AaHBI
pa3NuYHbIe MHTEPIPETALNH CMBICIOB; MPOAHAIM3UPOBAH S3BIKOBOE
Colep)KaHHe TEeKCcTa, Tpombel. B  aHanW3e MPakTUYECKH HET
JEKCUYECKUX W TpaMMaTHUECKUX OIMMOOK (Zomyckaerca 3-4
JIEKCUKO-TPaMMaTHYeCKUX OmMO0K). MHpopmanus BoCIpUHUMAETCS
JIETKO.

6-5 OamoB - TEKCT MPOAHAJU3UPOBaH HE  IOJHOCTHIO,
WHTEPIpETALNT CMBICIIOB OTPBIBOYHBI, HEIOCTaTOYHO
MPOaHAJIM3MUPOBAHO S3BIKOBOE COAEPIKAaHUE TEKCTa, TPOMbl. B aHanmu3ze
MPUCYTCTBYET OOJBIIOE KOJTHMYECTBO JIEKCHUECKUX U TPaMMaTHIECKUX
omnOoK (momyckaercsi 5-7 JEKCHKO-TPAMMATHYECKHX —OIIHMOOK).
Wudopmarusi BOCOpUHIUMAETCS TSHKETIO0 U3-32 0OJBIIOTO KOJIWYecTBa
OLIHOOK.

4-3  QammoB - TEKCT MpOaHAIM3UPOBaH HE  IOJHOCTHIO,
WHTEPIpETALNT CMBICIIOB OTCYTCTBYIOT; HEIOCTATOYHO
MPOaHAJIM3MUPOBAHO SI3BIKOBOE COAEPIKAaHUE TEKCTa, TPOMbl. B aHanmu3ze
MPUCYTCTBYET OOJBIIOE KOJTHMUYECTBO JIEKCHUECKUX U TPaMMaTHIECKUX
omnOoK (momyckaercsi 8-9 JEKCHKO-TPAMMATHYECKHX OIIHOOK).
Wudopmarusi BOCOPUHIUMAETCS TSHKETIO0 U3-32 OOJBIIOTO KOJIWYeCcTBa
OLIHOOK.

2-1 Gamn — mpoaHaIM3HPOBAHBI TOJBKO CTHUIIMCTHYECKUE MPHUMBL,
WHTEPIPETALUU CMBICIOB OTCYTCTBYIOT. B aHammse mnpucyTcTByeT
OOJIPIIIOE KOJMYECTBO JIEKCHUYECKUX W TPaMMAaTHYECKHX OLIMOOK
(6omee 10). Madopmanus BOCIPHHUMAETCS TSHKEIO M3-32 OOJBIIIOTO
KOJIMYECTBA OLTHOOK.

Kontpons
Has
pabora

15

KonTpoasHbIii cpe3 paccuuTaH Ha LETIO0E 3aHSTHUE.

CryneHTaM TpejyiaracTcs BBITOIHUTD PSJl 33JJaHUI pa3sHOro hopmara
no npouaeHHoM Teme. Cpenu 3alaHuil BBIICHSIOTCA CIEAYIOIINE
BUJIBI:

-1aTh Pa3BEepPHYTHIA OTBET HAa TEOPETUUYCCKUI BOMIPOC;

- BBIOpAaTh NMPaBUJIBHBIN BApUAHT OTBETA;

- IPOYUTATh TEKCT MO UCTOPUU UHTEPIIPETAIINN TEKCTa U OTBETUTH Ha
BONPOCHI (THITA «IIpaBAa/HEIIPaBay, BEIOPATh MPABIILHBINA OTBET);

- HCIIPaBUTh CMBICIIOBBIC ONTUOKH B BHICKA3BIBAHUSIX;

- MPOaHAIU3UPOBATH TEKCT.

15-13 GamnoB — 3aiaHuE BBIMOJHEHO MOJIHOCTBIO, JOMyCKaroTcs 1-3
OIIIMOKU.

12-10 6annoB — 3aJaHHe B LIEJOM BBIIOIHEHO, OJHAKO MMeeTcs 4-6
OIIIHOOK.

9-7 OauloB — 3ajaHde BBIIOIHEHO Ha 45-50 %, wuMmerTcs
MHOTOYHCIeHHBIE omuoOku (7-10).
6-4 OamnoB — 3agaHue BeIMONHEHO Ha 20-25 %, wuMeroTcs
MHOTOYHCIIeHHbIe omuoOku (11-15).
3-1 O6amn — pabora BemoiHeHa Ha 10-15%. MHOroYMCICHHBIC

OIMOKY 3aTPYIHSAIOT TOHUMaHUE.
0 0aJUIOB — 3aaHue BBINOIIHEHO MeHee yeM Ha 10 %.




4. [IpemuansHbie OaIbl 20 JlononHuTENbHBIE TPEMUATBHBIE OAJUIBI MOTYT OBITh HAYHCIICHBI:

- TIOCTOSIHHAsI aKTHBHOCTH BO BpEMsl NMPaKTHYECKUX 3aHATHH — 10
0aoB;

- TOJTHOCTBIO MOATOTOBJICHHAS K MyOIHMKAllUN CTaThi 110 TEMaTukKe B
paMkax nucuuiuinHel — 10 6asos;

- mobefa B MEXpErHOHAIBFHOH onumnuange mo ¢uonorun — 20
0aoB;

- y4acTue ¢ JIOKJIaZIOM BO BCEPOCCHHCKON ONMMIIMAJAE IO TEMAaTHKe
n3ydaeMoit qucturuiuHe — 20 0amios;

- ydacTHe B BBICTaBKE M0 TEMAaTHUKE HM3y4aeMON IUCHMIUIMHBL — 20
0aIoB;

- myOnmuKamus CTaTbM IO TEMaTHKE H3ydyaeMoil OUCHUIUIMHBI B
cOOpHUKE CTyA€HYEeCKHX paboT / MarepualaX BCEPOCCHICKON
koH(epeHyHn / xxypHane u3 nepeuns BAK —10/15/20

5. OTBeT Ha dK3aMeHE 30 10-17 GammoB — CTYIEHT PAcCKPHLI OCHOBHBIE BOIIPOCHI W 3aJaHUS
OusieTa Ha OIEHKY «YJOBJICTBOPUTEIHHOY

18-24 GammoB — CTYIEHT PACKPHLI OCHOBHBIEC BOIIPOCHI W 3aJaHUS
OmeTa Ha OICHKY «XOPOIIIOY,

25-30 6GamroB — CTYIEHT pacKphUl OCHOBHBIC BOTPOCHI M 3aJaHUS
Ousera Ha OIEHKY «OTIIHYHOY.

6. |MuauBuayanbHBIC 3a1aHUS, 70 Jo6op: CTyOeHT MOXKET MNpeNoCTaBUTh BCE 3aJaHHs TEKYIIEro
C TMIOMOILBIO0 KOTOPBIX KOHTPOJISL 1 KOHTPOJIbHBIE CPE3BI.
MOXHO HaOpaTb
JOTIOJTHUTENIbHBIE OalTbI

7. Hroro 3a cemectp 100

HtoroBass omeHka 1O »dKk3aMmeHy BeicTaBisieTcss B 100-0ayibHON 1mikame W B TPaTUIIMOHHOMN
yerplpexOamipHoi  mmikane. IlepeBon 100-OamnpHON  pEeHTHHIOBOW OLIGHKM 1O JUCHUIUIMHE B
TPAJAUIIMOHHYIO YETHIPEXOATUTHHYIO OCYIIECTBISIETCS CISIYIOINM 00pa3oMm:

100-6annpHas cucrema Tpagunuonnas cucrema
85 - 100 6anyoB OTnuyHO
70 - 84 Gannos Xoporo
50 - 69 6aiuioB YIOBIETBOPUTEITHHO
Memnee 50 HeynosnerBoputenbHO

4.2 TunoBsle OLICHOYHBIE CPEACTBA TEKYILIETO KOHTPOJIS
Kontponbnas padora

Tema 1. OCHOBBI TEOPUM UHTEPIPETALIMY.
JlaiiTe pa3BepHYThII OTBET Ha BONpOC. UTO Takoe HHTEpIPETALIHS.

Tema 2. MHaTEpnpeTanys TEKCTA: BBOJHBIE OJIOKEHUS

The extract under analysis is taken from the book "Three Men in a Boat" written by Jerome K. Jerome.

The extract begins with the description of the beautiful view and comfortable destination of the place where
the action comes to pass. From the very beginning we see the narrator admiring Sonning: “It is the most
fairylike little nook on the whole river. It is more like a stage village than one built of bricks and mortar.

Every house is smothered in roses...” From those exact sentences we can guess that the narrator is a kind of
a person who admires beauty and can give his own estimation.
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Later this fact is easily proved when three men decided to prepare a supper for themselves. The scrupulous
side of the narrator is marked everywhere: “I should never have thought that peeling potatoes was such an
undertaking. The job turned out to be the biggest thing of its kind that I had ever been in.” If we look at the
way how the friends prepare the potatoes we realize they may have never done it before.

And the fact that those potatoes were about the size of a peanut makes us wonder and even smile: such an
easy task sometimes turns out for men quite difficult. The next sentence: “Scrapping was even harder than
peeling” makes us completely sure the author wanted to show the humor of the situation. And it comes as
no surprise that the narrator says: “I never saw such a thing as potato scrapping for making a fellow in a
mess”, which truly confirms our guesses. As well we can’t take for granted the fact of working steadily over
the four potatoes for such a long time.

What’s more, later the fellows added some more potatoes in their Irish stew without even peeling them, and
lots of other odds and ends and the remnants.

The author doesn’t forget to outline the role of their dog in the story — Montmorency made his own
contribution to the meal, it brought a dead water-rat which was added in the supper.

The most interesting fact concerning all this fuss is that their supper was a great success: “I don’t think I
ever enjoyed a meal more. There was something so fresh and piquant about it. ...here was a dish with a new
flavor, with a taste like nothing else on earth.” So, we should admit their work wasn’t in vain, if they liked it
so mush.

If to look at the extract from the other point, speaking about its general definition we should note the text is
told in the 1st person narrative. The narration is interlaced with the descriptive passages and rare dialogues
of the personages. The account of events is interwoven with a humorous portrayal of the young fellows. The
prevailing mood of the extract is rather optimistic and cheerful, is seen in their admiration of the place and
the meal.

The author makes use of the long and complicated sentences as well as the short and simple ones.

All in all, the extract under the study can present enough food for thought for those who is able to think it
over. What concerns me, the extract revised me the proverb “After the dinner comes the reckoning” which
proves that before having something one should make it. The fellows must have forgotten that even
preparing the meal needs time and effort, that’s why were so wondered. So, I guess Jerome K. Jerome gives
a wise lesson to those who are lazy-bones and afraid of hard work.

Tewma 3. Tekct. Uatepnperanus. [Ipobiaemsr nuaTepripeTanuu tekcra. MHpopmamonHas mpupoaa TeKcra.
A. JlaiiTe pa3BepHYTbIE OTBETHI HA BOIIPOCHI:
1) Yro Takoe kBaHTOBaHUE B auTeparype? Kak Bol moHMMaeTe 3HaueHHE CITOBA «KBAHT»?
2) Kaxk peanusyercs B TekcTe komnpeccusi? [IpuBenute mpumep.
3) [Touemy 3aroIOBOK OTHOCSIT K CHJIbHBIM TTO3HIIHSM ?
4) Yto TaKoe «KapyceabHBIN TUIl XYI0KECTBEHHOW CUCTEMBI»?
5) KakoBa ponb nieiizaka B a) JupHKe; 0) mpo3e; B) CKa3ke?
b.1. IlepeBenute parMeHT MOITUUECKOTO XYI0KECTBEHHOTO TeKcTa: (3 6aria)
<I know> that all the men ever born are also my brothers, and the women my sisters and lovers,
And that a keelson of the creation is love... (W. Whitman).
Kaxo#i ciioBecHbIi 00pa3 BeIpakaeT OCHOBHYIO MBICJIb TI03Ta B 3TUX cTpokax? [Touemy?
II. [Ipoananu3upyiTe HIKENPUBEICHHBINA TEKCT HAa aHTIHIICKOM si3bike (TipuM. 100 c1.), mpeaBapuTenbHO
OTBETHB Ha BOIIPOCHL:
1. On whose behalf is the story told in the poem? What two narrators may be singled out? How does the
choice of the tense-forms prove it?



2. Did the boy know he came across the dead animal? How did his parents react to the event?

3. Why do you think the boy’s feelings are described as “a moderate pity”’? Why does it seem “a godlike
feeling” to the adult narrator?

4. What message does the poem carry? (Can it be rooted in perception of reality?)
5. What text categories work in the poem?

6. What verbalized concept related to the event described would you single out? What other words in the
poem appertain to the “thematic” (associative) field of the same concept?

Dead Dog

One day I found a lost dog in the street.

The hairs about its grin were spiked with blood,
And it lay still as stone. It must have been

A little dog, for though I only stood

Nine inches for each one of my four years

I picked it up and took it home. My mother
Squealed, and later father spaded out

A bed and tucked my mongrel down in mud.
I can’t remember any feeling but

A moderate pity, cool not swollen-eyed;
Almost a godlike feeling now it seems.

My lump of dog was ordinary as bread.

I have no recollection of the school

Where I was taught my terror of the dead.

Tema 4. IlopoxxaeHue 1 BOCIPUSATHE XYA0KECTBEHHOTO TeKCTa. MoieTMpoBaHnue Xyd0KECTBEHHOU
NEUCTBUTEILHOCTH.

A. JlaiiTe pa3BepHyTbIE€ OTBETHI HA BOIIPOCHI:

1) Yro Takoe kBaHTOBaHuUE B JuTeparype? Kak Bol moHnMaeTe 3Hau€HUE CII0BA «KBAHT»?

2) Kak peanuzyercs B Tekcte kommpeccus? [IpuBeaure mpumep.

3) [louemy 3arol0BOK OTHOCST K CHJIbHBIM MO3HUIIUSAM ?

4) Uto Takoe «KapyCeabHBIN THIT XYI0)KECTBEHHON CUCTEMBI»?

5) KakoBa ponb meii3axa B a) mupuke; 0) mpo3e; B) cka3ke?

b.1. IlepeBeaute GpparMeHT MOAITHIECKOTO XYIOKECTBEHHOTO TeKCTa: (3 Oaia)

<I know> that all the men ever born are also my brothers, and the women my sisters and lovers,
And that a keelson of the creation is love... (W. Whitman).

Kakoli criioBecHbIi 00pa3 BeIpaykaeT OCHOBHYIO MBICIB 1103Ta B 3TUX cTpokax? [Touemy?

II. TTpoananu3upyiTe HIKETIPUBEACHHBIN TEKCT Ha aHIIIMKACKOM si3bike (ipuM. 100 cJ1.), mpenBapuTensHO
OTBETUB Ha BOMPOCHI:

1. On whose behalf is the story told in the poem? What two narrators may be singled out? How does the
choice of the tense-forms prove it?

2. Did the boy know he came across the dead animal? How did his parents react to the event?

3. Why do you think the boy’s feelings are described as “a moderate pity”? Why does it seem “a godlike
feeling” to the adult narrator?

4. What message does the poem carry? (Can it be rooted in perception of reality?)
5. What text categories work in the poem?

6. What verbalized concept related to the event described would you single out? What other words in the
poem appertain to the “thematic” (associative) field of the same concept?

Dead Dog

One day I found a lost dog in the street.

The hairs about its grin were spiked with blood,
And it lay still as stone. It must have been
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A little dog, for though I only stood

Nine inches for each one of my four years
I picked it up and took it home. My mother
Squealed, and later father spaded out

A bed and tucked my mongrel down in mud.
I can’t remember any feeling but

A moderate pity, cool not swollen-eyed,
Almost a godlike feeling now it seems.

My lump of dog was ordinary as bread.

I have no recollection of the school

Where I was taught my terror of the dead.

Tema 5. IIparmMaTndeckas HHTEpIIpeTaLUs XyJ0KECTBEHHOIO TeKCTa. Peub U ypOBEHb IIEPCOHAKA B
XYJI0’)KECTBEHHOM TEKCTE.

A. JlaiiTe pa3BepHyTbI€ OTBETHI HA BOIIPOCHI:

1) Yro Takoe kBaHTOBaHUE B auTeparype? Kak Bol moHMMaeTe 3Ha4eHHE CITOBA «KBAHT»?

2) Kak peanuzyercs B Tekcte komnpeccusi? [IpuBeaure npumep.

3) [Touemy 3arojlOBOK OTHOCSIT K CHJIbHBIM TTO3HIIHSIM ?

4) Yto Takoe «KapyCeIbHbIA TUI XY10KECTBEHHON CUCTEMBD»?

5) KakoBa ponb nieiizaka B a) JupHKe; 0) 1mpo3e; B) CKa3ke?

b.1. ITepeBeaute hparMeHT MOITUIECKOTO XYIOKECTBEHHOTO TeKcTa: (3 Oaa)

<I know> that all the men ever born are also my brothers, and the women my sisters and lovers,
And that a keelson of the creation is love... (W. Whitman).

Kaxo#i ciioBecHbIi 00pa3 BeIpakaeT OCHOBHYIO MBICJIb TI03Ta B 3TUX cTpokax? [Touemy?

I1. Ilpoananu3upyiTe HUKETPUBEICHHBII TEKCT HA aHIIHICKOM si3bIke (TipuM. 100 c¢1.), mpenBapuTeIbHO

OTBCTHUB Ha BOIIPOCHI:

1. On whose behalf is the story told in the poem? What two narrators may be singled out? How does the
choice of the tense-forms prove it?

2. Did the boy know he came across the dead animal? How did his parents react to the event?

3. Why do you think the boy’s feelings are described as “a moderate pity”’? Why does it seem “a godlike
feeling” to the adult narrator?

4. What message does the poem carry? (Can it be rooted in perception of reality?)
5. What text categories work in the poem?

6. What verbalized concept related to the event described would you single out? What other words in the
poem appertain to the “thematic” (associative) field of the same concept?

Dead Dog

One day I found a lost dog in the street.

The hairs about its grin were spiked with blood,
And it lay still as stone. It must have been

A little dog, for though I only stood

Nine inches for each one of my four years

I picked it up and took it home. My mother
Squealed, and later father spaded out

A bed and tucked my mongrel down in mud.
I can’t remember any feeling but

A moderate pity, cool not swollen-eyed;
Almost a godlike feeling now it seems.

My lump of dog was ordinary as bread.

I have no recollection of the school
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Where I was taught my terror of the dead.

Tema 6. KOorHUTHBHBIN TOAXO0 K MHTEPIIPETALIMU XyJOKECTBEHHOI0 TeKkcTa. [lapanurma nccnenoBanust
XYJI0O’KECTBEHHOTI'O TEKCTa.

A. JlaiiTe pa3BepHYTbIE OTBETHI HA BOIIPOCHI:

1) Yro Takoe kBaHTOBaHUE B auTeparype? Kak Bol moHMMaeTe 3Ha4eHHE CITOBA «KBAaHT»?
2) Kak peanuzyercs B Tekcte kommnpeccus? [IpuBeaure npumep.

3) [Touemy 3arojI0BOK OTHOCSIT K CHJIbHBIM TTO3HIIHSIM ?

4) Yto Takoe «KapyCeIbHbIA TUI XY10KECTBEHHON CUCTEMBD»?

5) KakoBa ponb nieiizaka B a) JupHKe; 0) 1mpo3e; B) CKa3ke?

b.1. IlepeBeaute GpparMeHT MOAITHIECKOTO XYIOKECTBEHHOTO TeKCTa: (3 Oaia)

<I know> that all the men ever born are also my brothers, and the women my sisters and lovers,
And that a keelson of the creation is love... (W. Whitman).

Kakoii criioBecHbIil 00pa3 BeIpaykaeT OCHOBHYIO MBICITB 1103Ta B 3TUX cTpokax? [Touemy?

II. IIpoananu3upyiTe HMKENPUBEAECHHBIM TEKCT HA aHINIMKUCKOM si3bIke (mpum. 100 ci.), npeasapuTenbHO
OTBETUB Ha BOIPOCHI:

1 On whose behalf is the story told in the poem? What two narrators may be singled out? How
does the choice of the tense-forms prove it?

2 Did the boy know  he came across the dead animal? How did his parents react to the event?

3 Why do you think  the boy’s feelings are described as “a moderate pity”’? Why does it seem “a
godlike feeling” to the adult narrator?

4 What message does  the poem carry? (Can it be rooted in perception of reality?)
5 What text  categories work in the poem?

6 What verbalized  concept related to the event described would you single out? What other ~ words
in the poem appertain to the “thematic” (associative) field of the =~ same concept?

Dead Dog

One day I found a lost dog in the street.

The hairs about its grin were spiked with blood,
And it lay still as stone. It must have been

A little dog, for though I only stood

Nine inches for each one of my four years

I picked it up and took it home. My mother
Squealed, and later father spaded out

A bed and tucked my mongrel down in mud.

I can’t remember any feeling but

A moderate pity, cool not swollen-eyed;
Almost a godlike feeling now it seems.
My lump of dog was ordinary as bread.

I have no recollection of the school
Where I was taught my terror of the dead.

duytoornyecKuii aHAJIN3 TEKCTA

Tema 1. OCHOBBI TEOPUU UHTEPIIPETALUH.



The story under the title “Snow” was written by an American short story writer and novelist — Ann Beattie.
Born on September 8, 1947 she has received an award for excellence from the American Academy and
Institute of Arts and Letters and a PEN/Bernard Malamud Award for excellence in the short story form. Her
work has been compared to Alice Adams, J.D. Salinger, John Cheever, and John Updike. She holds an
undergraduate degree from American University and a masters degree from the University of Connecticut.
Born in Washington, D.C., Beattie grew up in Chevy Chase, Maryland. She gained attention in the early
1970s with short stories published in The Western Humanities Review, Ninth Letter, the Atlantic Monthly,
and The New Yorker. Critics have praised her writing for its keen observations and dry, matter-of-fact irony
which chronicle disillusionments of the upper-middle-class generation that grew up in the 1960s.

In 1976, she published her first book of short stories, Distortions, and her first novel, Chilly Scenes of
Winter, later made into a film. She has taught at Harvard College and the University of Connecticut and
presently teaches at the University of Virginia, where she is the Edgar Allan Poe Chair of the Department of
English and Creative Writing.

The story under the study is written in the form of a letter. It depicts the things happened with a couple,
having had a rest in the country during a winter time. The narrator revizes every little unimportant thing
happened at the place they stayed with her own estimation and value, so that everything acquires new
meaning and interpretation. Though there is no mentioning names or protagonists, we realize the narrator is
female writing to her lover. The author’s prompts prove this, we can easily notice it in the metaphor “like a
crazy king of snow”.

Reading the story we observe the pair enjoyed their time together, but something must have occurred and
for the time being they are apart. No inclinations about how it came to be, just a letter with informative facts
and recollections.

Besides, the narrator underlines that the addressee remembered everything in his own way, not paying
attention at such significant details as snow and some others, as the narrator did. In general, there is a
multiple apply of the word snow in the novel: the day of the big snow, knee-deep in snow, newly fallen
snow, field of snow.

Snow plays a symbolic role of love between the two. There was snow and there was love. At the moment
it’s not a time for snow and accordingly love is absent in the hearts of the two. Though this letter may be the
result of a hope calling for love, an approval that one of the two hearts still beats with passion and belief.
Perhaps she still loves and wants to replay those days again.

Giving a general definition of the text under the study we should note it is written in the Ist person
narrative. The narration is interlaces with descriptive passages. It comes as no surprise that there are no
dialogues at all, as the letter can’t include them. The narration is broken by lyrical digressions which come
like stream of consciousness. The prevailing mood of the story is quite sentimental, as it carries the
memories of the loving person.

In expressing the narrator’s thoughts the author used metaphor in the following sentences, making the
language of lover more sentimental and revealing her emotional attitude:

“In the kitchen, a pattern of white-gold trellises supported purple grapes as big and round as Ping-Pong
balls.”, “...you, in white towel turban, like a crazy king of snow”.

Among the other stylistic devices we should also mark the case of asyndeton: “the child who happened to be
standing on the right corner when the door of the ice-cream truck came open and hundreds of Popsicles
crashed out; the man standing on the beach, sand sparkling in the sun, one bit glinting more than the rest,
stooping to find a diamond ring.” Reading this sentence we observe the narrator conveying an individual
perception of the things described.

The case of anaphora as if reflects the narrator’s warm feelings of the past, enhancing the expressiveness of
the text: “You remember it differently. You remember that the cold settled in stages...”

All in all, the story is marked with pessimism, perhaps even giving us the constant reason to hope. It is a
remarkable insight into human nature still full of secrets and mysticism.

Tema 2. UHaTepripeTanusi TEKCTa: BBOJIHBIC MOJTOKEHUS
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The story under the title "On the American Dead in Spain" was written by Ernest Hemingway, who was one
of the most famous American novelists, short-story writer and essayist, whose deceptively simple prose
style have influenced wide range of writers.

The whole story is very short and resembles a tale spoken by an old military man. So, the subject matter of
the story is the recollections of the events of the war on the Spanish area where the Lincoln Battalion held
for four and a half months along the heights of the Jarama River, described by the author as eulogy (of /to)
those who gave their lives in the sake of the freedom. The controlling idea deduced by the author is that not
a single soldier of that fight is forgotten, all of them live in the hearts of people they protected. If to revise
that Hemingway visited Spain not once and liked this country, we can underline that the given idea is quite
patriotic.

What concerns the text itself, it is told in the Ist person narrative, though we don’t have any obvious
evidences of Hemingway’s presence, usually marked by the personal pronoun “I”. But on the other hand, we
always feel as if the author narrates us the story right now, we feel how passion, sorrow and hate boils in
him, as if ready to return everything to fight again: “The Spanish people will rise again as they have always
risen before against tyranny.”

The narration is interlaced with descriptive, historical and lyrical passages. We can be convinced of that for
example by reading the first passage of the story:

“The dead sleep cold in Spain tonight. Snow blows through the olive groves, sifting against the tree roots.
Snow drifts over the mounds with small headboards. (When there was time for headboards.) The olive trees

are thin in the cold wind because their lower branches were once cut to cover tanks, and the dead sleep cold

in the small hills above the Jarama River. It was cold that February when they died there and since then the
dead have not noticed the changes of the seasons.”

What matters here is that there are no dialogues of personages and no individual characters at all. Just the
common reference to people: the dead, the Spanish people, the fascists, the Spanish peasants, the Spanish
workers. This also proves the type of narration being close to the recollection.

The prevailing mood of the story is rather gloomy and sometimes lyrical, coming into more optimistic at the
end. Such words as dead, die, slavery, war — make it gloomy. The sentences like “The black trees will come

to life with small green leaves, and there will be blossoms on the apple trees along the Jarama River” add

some lyrical tone to the narration. And the assurance of the author in the future supplements the text with

some kind of the optimism.

The style of the author is colloquial, he doesn’t applies here pompous bookish words or professionalisms, as

the coloquial style fully corresponds the given situation. This fact demonstrates the talent of Hemingway as
an outstanding writer.

The logical structure of the text is not simple, as while reading we come across the passages of different
length. The last paragraph for example consists of only one sentence. And the logical argumentation of the
paragraphs needs also deep considering of the reader, as the sentences of different passages are closely
combined with the certain subject line.

Among the stylistic devices used by the author we would name the repetition, which aims to stress the
things important for the narrator: “For our dead are a part of the earth of Spain now and the earth of Spain

29 ¢¢

can never die”, “and there is forever for them to remember them in”.

The cases of parallel construction also contain some implied sense: “Each winter it will seem to die and
each spring it will come alive again.”

All in all, the story reflects the author's preoccupation with the moral self and can give food for thought to
anyone who is able to think.

Tema 3. Tekct. Untepnperarus. [IpoGnemsl naTEpnpeTanuu Tekcta. Mubopmanronnas mpupoja TeKCTa.
Christina Rossetti
ECHO
Come to me in the silence of the night;
Come in the speaking silence of a dream;
Come with soft rounded cheeks and eyes as bright
As sunlight on a stream;
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Come back in tears,
O memory, hope, love of finished years.
Oh dream how sweet, too sweet, too bitter sweet,
Whose wakening should have been in Paradise,
Where souls brimfull of love abide and meet;
Where thirsting longing eyes
Watch the slow door
That opening, letting in, lets out no more.
Yet come to me in dreams, that [ may live
My very life again though cold in death:
Come back to me in dreams, that [ may give
Pulse for pulse, breath for breath:
Speak low, lean low,
As long ago, my love, how long ago!
SONG
When I am dead, my dearest,

Sing no sad song for me;
Plant no roses at my head,

Nor shady cypress-tree;
Be the green grass above me

With showers and dewdrops wet;
And if thou wilt, remember,

And if thou wilt, forget.
I shall not see the shadows,

I shall not feel the rain,
I shall not hear the nightingale

Sing on, as if in pain;
And dreaming through the twilight

That doth not rise or set,
Haply I may remember,

And haply I may forget.
REMEMBER
Remember me when I am gone away,
Gone far away into the silent land;
When you can no more hold me by the hand
Nor I half turn to go, yet turning stay.
Remember me when no more day by day
You tell me of our future that you planned;
Only remember me; you understand
It will be late to counsel then or pray.
Yet if you should forget me for a while
And afterwards remember, do not grieve:
For if the darkness and corruption leave
A vestige of thought that once I had,
Better by far you should forget and smile
Than you should remember and be sad.
The Beginning of Spring
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In 1913 the journey from Moscow to Charing Cross, changing at Warsaw, cost fourteen pounds, six
shillings and threepence and took two and a half days. In the March of 1913 Frank Reid’s wife Nellie
started out on this journey from 22 Lipka Street in the Khamovniki district, taking the three children with
her — that is Dolly, Ben and Annushka. Annushka (or Annie) was two and three-quarters and likely to be an
even greater nuisance than the others. However Dunyasha, the nurse who looked after the children at 22
Lipka Street, did not go with them.
Dunyasha must have been in the know, but Frank Reid was not. The first he heard about it, when he came
back from the Press to his house, was from a letter. This letter, he was told by the servant Toma, had been
brought by a messenger.
‘Where is he now?’ asked Frank, taking the letter in his hand. It was in Nellie’s writing.
‘He’s gone about his business. He belongs to the Guild of Messengers, he’s not allowed to take a rest
anywhere.’
Frank walked straight through to the back right hand quarter of the house and into the kitchen, where he
found the messenger with his red cap on the table in front of him, drinking tea with the cook and her
assistant.
‘Where did you get this letter?’
‘I was called to this house,’ said the messenger, getting to his feet, ‘and given the letter.’
‘Who gave it to you?’
“Your wife, Elena Karlovna Reid.’
“This is my house and I live here. Why did she need a messenger?’
The shoe-cleaning boy, known as the Little Cossack, the washerwoman, who was on her regular weekly
call, the maid, and Toma had, by now, all come into the kitchen. ‘He was told to deliver it to your office,’
Toma said, ‘but you have come home earlier than usual and anticipated him.” Frank had been born and
brought up in Moscow, and though he was quiet by nature and undemonstrative, he knew that there were
times when his life had to be acted out, as though on a stage. He sat down by the window, although at four
o’clock it was already dark, and opened the letter in front of them all.
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Hitting Trees with Sticks
Jane Rogers
As I am walking home from the shops I pass a young girl hitting a tree. I should say she is about ten years
old. She’s using a stout stick, quite possibly a broom handle, and she is methodically and repeatedly
whacking the trunk, as if it is a job she has to do. There is a boy who stands and watches her. The tree is
Prunus subhirtella, flowering cherry, growing in the strip of grass that separates the pavement from the dual
carriageway.
I know that when I speculate about such things, I am on treacherous ground. But as I look at her I do have a
flicker, like the quick opening of a camera shutter, of Henry crouched on the bonnet of the old green Ford,
bashing it with a rock. We were at the farm then, so he must have been nine. The flicker is not so much of
what he did (because of course I remember the incident perfectly well) as of my own furious older-sister
indignation.
Watching the girl today I feel simply puzzled. So many things are puzzling. The only thing that is certain is
that I cannot trust myself to get it right. That flicker of indignant fury runs through my veins like a shot of
cognac. Wonderful. I can walk on with a spring in my step. Hitting trees with sticks makes me think of the
way they sometimes feed remains of animals to the same species; pigs, for example. Hitting the poor tree
with wood, making it beat itself. It is against nature, it adds insult to injury. But maybe I am missing
something.
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When I come to unlock the front door, I can't find my keys. I find a set of keys in my bag but they aren’t
mine. Mine have two shiny wooden balls like conkers attached to the key-fob; boxwood and yew, golden
and blood red. I’ve had them for years. They came from trees that were uprooted in the great gale. There is
no fob at all with these keys, they are simply attached to a cheap metal ring. I search carefully through my
coat pockets and the compartments of my bag. I check in my purse. My own keys are definitely missing —
and as for these new ones, [ have never seen them in my life before. It is worth trying them, obviously, since
they must have appeared in my bag for a reason; and lo and behold, they open my door.

Al T can think is that Natalie must have put them there when she had an extra set cut. She must have
forgotten, and hung onto the old ones by mistake. I have to have a little chuckle over that, since she’s
always so keen to point out my lapses of memory.

The post has come while I was out. The council writes about the almond tree.

Your tree which stands 0.5 metres from the neighbouring garden, no 26 Chapel St, is aged and diseased,
with consequent danger of falling branches. Our inspector is unable to recommend a preservation order. A
tree surgeon will call on Oct 29 to fell this tree and remove the timber. Thank you for your co-operation.
Their thanks are a little premature, since I have no intention of co-operating. I find the whole thing perfectly
extraordinary. Last spring the almond tree, Prunus dulcis, was smothered in blossom; the petals carpeted the
garden like pink snow. I can only assume they’ve made a mistake. Well, clearly they have made a mistake,
because nobody has been to inspect the tree. I’d know if they had because I would have had to let them
through the house to get into the garden.

There is always this nagging doubt, however. I have Natalie to thank for that. I know she has my best
interests at heart but one can feel undermined. Frankly, one does feel undermined, to the point where I find
it safer to tell her very little about my affairs, to save myself the confusion and humiliation of her
interference.

I let myself out into the garden to be perfectly sure. It is not a patch on its former glory but there are a few
sweet roses still, Rosa Mundi and Madame Alfred Carri¢ére. And at the edge of the lawn the dear little
autumn croci, my last present from Neil. Now, the almond tree. Undoubtedly it is alive: the leaves are
turning. There are a couple of bare branches over next door’s garden but those leaves may well have
dropped early. It might be an idea to take a look. I am in the process of dragging one of the garden chairs to
the fence when I hear the doorbell. It rings repeatedly, as if an impatient person were stabbing at it without
pause.

At the door there’s a woman in jeans which are too young and too tight.
‘Meals on Wheels. Was you asleep love?’
‘I beg your pardon?’
‘Mrs Celia Benson?’
‘Yes.’
‘Let me bring it in, love, it’ll be stone cold.’
‘Certainly not.’
‘It’s your dinner, love. Shepherds pie.’
‘Is it for number 26? They’re away, you know.’

‘I’ll tell you what, you give your Natalie a ring. She’ll remind you. And let me just pop this on the kitchen
table.” She deposits her tray, leaving the kitchen filled with the thick odour of school canteen. Is it possible
Natalie has ordered Meals on Wheels without consulting me? Even for Natalie, that would be going a little
far. What on earth am I supposed to do with it? There’ll be some poor old dear somewhere down the road
waiting for her dinner, while this sits here getting cold. I should ring Meals on Wheels, I suppose.



49
When I go to pick up the phone, it’s not in its cradle. Somebody has moved it. Unless of course I left it by
my bed. That’s quite possible, I do take it up with me at night, and I’'m not always one hundred percent
about bringing it down again in the morning. You see I am aware that I’m not perfect at remembering. In
fact it’s only as ’'m making my way upstairs that [ remember the girl. There is a girl who stays in the back
bedroom. How she has slept through all this racket I can't imagine. Her door is slightly ajar, so I can peep in
without disturbing her. But she’s gone. She must have slipped out while I was in the garden. She’s not a
spot of trouble, that girl, she’s so quiet and tidy you’d hardly know she was there. I can scarcely remember
the last time I spoke to her. My legs are playing up, so I sit on her bed and try to remember; it is important
to try. As Natalie says, in her rather brutal way, use it or loose it. I do remember looking in the room just
before I went to bed. And she was sleeping then, I saw her dark hair on the pillow. Now I would only have
looked in if I was checking she was there, which would suggest that she returned fairly late, while I was
watching television, and that she slipped quietly upstairs without me knowing. It would have been the
un-certainty which led me to check on her.
When I stand up and look out of her window my eye is drawn to the almond tree. Its leaves are turning,
some are yellow and some are red. But there’s a suspiciously bare branch above the fence. I hope it’s not
diseased. Someone has left a garden chair next to it, right on the flower bed. I shall have to go and move it
when I’ve had my dinner. I fancy a cheese salad sandwich, but when I look in the breadbin I am astonished.
There is no bread at all, not even a crust! Instead there is a neat brown paper parcel. It looks the sort of
parcel which might have been delivered by the postman; brown paper, sellotape, edges neatly folded in. But
most curious of all, there is no address. It is much too small to contain bread, so what is it doing in the
breadbin? I wonder if I am the victim of some kind of practical joke. Or — I hope I haven’t done something
foolish.
It is important Natalie should not find out; unless of course it is another of her attempts to be helpful,
backfiring. I have to hunt for the scissors to get through the sellotape, it really is extremely well wrapped. It
makes me think of pass the parcel. Imagine my astonishment at discovering inside - my doorkeys! They are
definitely mine, they have the two shiny wooden marbles from the yew and the box. I pop them into my coat
pocket directly, in order not to mislay them. Then I sit down to my dinner which is rather cool by this point.
I eat half the shepherds pie but leave the peas. I have never been able to understand the attraction of mushy
peas. I can't think why they gave them to me, whoever it was, the person who made my dinner. They have
been quick about it, I must say. Tidy too; I wonder if it was the girl upstairs? I could ask Natalie — or
perhaps just leave a thank you note by the cooker, that might be the best plan, cut out the middleman.
I put the kettle on and then I realise the phone is ringing. It is rather difficult to hear when the kettle is
roaring away, so I turn it off. Definitely the phone is ringing. But when I go to pick it up somebody has
moved it. I look on the table, the dresser, down the arms of the sofa. It has simply vanished. When it stops
ringing I turn the kettle back on and to my annoyance the phone starts up all over again. I have the sudden
inspiration that someone may have put it in the breadbin; but no, the breadbin is empty. That in itself is
strange, because I must have been shopping this morning. I take the weight off my legs and try to remember
what I bought. Bread, obviously, since I have run out; and very likely fruit, because the fruit bowl is empty.
I probably bought a nice little piece of cod or chicken for my tea. Where is my shopping? Is it possible
someone has nipped in and stolen it? I know that is unlikely. In fact, that is the sort of thing I am quite
determined not to think, because it is paranoid, and whilst it is one thing to be forgetful, it is entirely another
to be paranoid and irritating to others. As I have said to Natalie, if I ever get like Grandma, shoot me.
The telephone recommences its ringing and I recall that I have perhaps not fetched it down from beside my
bed. I am toiling up the stairs to see, when the doorbell rings.
It is Natalie with her mobile clamped to her ear. ‘Why can't you answer the phone, Mum?’
‘Why are you phoning me when you’re standing on my doorstep?’
‘I’ve been phoning you all day, you never answer. I thought something was wrong.’
‘I’ve been out.’
‘Where?’ She follows me into the kitchen.
‘Shopping.’
‘Yes but you must’ve come back hours ago. You’ve had your lunch! What’s this?” She picks up a letter and
begins to read it. ‘Thank god, at last they’re dealing with that wretched tree.’
‘What does it say?’
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‘Haven’t you read it?’
‘I don’t believe I have.’
‘They’re going to chop down the old almond tree that next door keep going on about.’
I am not sure who ‘they’ are, who plan to chop down my tree, but Natalie can be a little impatient so I shall
wait till she has gone, then read that letter for myself. I ask her if she would like some tea but she is in a
hurry.
‘Mum, where’s the phone? That’s why you didn’t answer, isn’t it.’
‘I don’t know what you mean.’
‘Where’s the phone?’ She presses her mobile and the phone begins to ring.
‘Please don’t do that, Natalie.’
Natalie goes upstairs and after a minute the ringing stops. She comes back down with the phone. ‘You need
to get an extension.’
“That’s rather an extravagance, isn’t it?’
‘Mum. I have to come and check on you because you can't answer the phone because you don’t know where
itis.
‘There really isn’t any need for you to check on me, you know.’
Natalie opens the fridge. “What are you having for tea?’
‘Chops.’
‘Where are they?’
‘I haven’t unpacked my shopping yet.’
She sits down at the table. ‘Look, I worry about you. You forget things. I know you want to be independent
but sometimes -’
‘What do you want me to do?’
‘Get another phone. I’ll get it for you, you can pay me back. Alright?’
‘Alright.’
‘Good. Shall I unpack your shopping before I go?’
‘It’s fine thank you. I can do it myself.’
‘OK. I'll call in tomorrow after work. See you Mum.’ She kisses me and lets herself out. Lucky about that
shopping; now, I have to find it, quick sticks, before it slips my mind again. I have an inkling I’ve put it in
the breadbin — but no. It isn't in the fridge or the cooker; I wonder if the girl upstairs has taken it to her room
by mistake? But a thorough search upstairs draws a blank. I have to sit on her bed for a little rest, I really am
feeling quite done in.
When I come back down to the kitchen I notice a letter from the council on the table. They want to cut down
the almond tree! It was here when Neil and I bought this house in 1951. It must be nearly as old as I am, I
should be very sad to see it go. But I must concentrate on the shopping. I might have left it in the garden.
My legs are painful and it seems to me that the joy has rather gone out of the day. Maybe I could go to bed
early and not bother with tea.
No, that would not be sensible. Break your routine and where are you? Adrift on a wide wide sea. I let
myself out into the garden; it is already dusk, with a chill in the air. Someone has left one of the garden
chairs on the flowerbed near the tree. I move it, and then I have a good look under the bushes for my
shopping. If it isn’t there it’s nowhere; and that’s what I am forced to conclude. It is a relief to feel certain
about it. At least now I can sit down in the warm and stop worrying. But when I try to go back inside the
door won't budge. I know I haven’t locked it. I check my pockets — no keys. That proves it. But it is
definitely locked. I sit on a garden chair and try to decide what to do. Who has locked me out? I peer into
the sitting room but it is too dark to see.
I wonder if the girl upstairs has come in. I tap on the sitting room window. There is no reply. Then I hear the
phone begin to ring. I hope she might answer it, but it rings and rings, more than 20 times. Who could be
ringing me? Natalie. I am decidedly chilly. I feel around in the blackness of the garden shed and manage to
lay my hands on the picnic cloth, which I wrap around my shoulders. It smells rather sweetly of grass
clippings. The outdoor broom topples over, so I take it for a walking stick. I hobble back to the sitting room
window and listen to the phone ringing again. I expect she will come round in a while. She will be cross
with me.
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I don’t want to be any trouble and everything seems to conspire against it. I can see I am nothing but
trouble. Perhaps I can make them hear me next door. But when I look up at their house, I remember they’re
away. They leave that bright bathroom light on to fool robbers, though any robber worth his salt wouldn’t
take long to work out that the bathroom light has been left on for a fortnight. They think nothing of wasting
electricity, the bulb must be 200 watts. It shines straight down onto my almond tree, as if it were the star of
the stage. That tree has been nothing but trouble.

When Natalie comes, she’ll not only be cross about the phone, she’ll also be cross about the tree. It has been
diseased for years. If it wasn’t for that tree I would never have had to come into the garden in the first place.
The trouble it’s caused: the letters, the telephone calls, the stream of people coming and going about that
tree - Why can't they just chop it down and have done with it?

I am a patient woman, I believe I am. I try to be patient. Not like Henry, he always had a horrible temper on
him. I can see him now, hitting and hitting that old green Ford, just because they wouldn’t let him ride the
tractor. But I have to ask where it has got me. Look at me now, trapped in my own garden in the cold and
the dark, with my swollen legs really quite troublesome, having to face Natalie being angry with me yet
again. Natalie is angry. I should be angry. First Grandma, and now this. I have to wonder, you know; is she
me? Am I my mother?

I think about being angry. I think about feeling a hot flicker of rage, coursing through my veins like a shot of
cognac. I think I am angry. Really, I have had enough of all this, I have had it up to here. Grasping the
garden broom firmly I stride over to that wretched tree. It’s time I taught it a lesson. I raise my broom and
begin to whack it, good solid ringing blows on the trunk. Yes! My anger is warming me through and
through. It is time that old tree knew it was beaten.

The Terrible Old Man

Howard Phillips Lovecraft

It was the design of Angelo Ricci and Joe Czanek and Manuel Silva to call on the Terrible Old Man. This
old man dwells all alone in a very ancient house on Water Street near the sea, and is reputed to be both
exceedingly rich and exceedingly feeble; which forms a situation very attractive to men of the profession of
Messrs. Ricci, Czanek, and Silva, for that profession was nothing less dignified than robbery.

The inhabitants of Kingsport say and think many things about the Terrible Old Man which generally keep
him safe from the attention of gentlemen like Mr. Ricci and his colleagues, despite the almost certain fact
that he hides a fortune of indefinite magnitude somewhere about his musty and venerable abode. He is, in
truth, a very strange person, believed to have been a captain of East India clipper ships in his day; so old that
no one can remember when he was young, and so taciturn that few know his real name. Among the gnarled
trees in the front yard of his aged and neglected place he maintains a strange collection of large stones,
oddly grouped and painted so that they resemble the idols in some obscure Eastern temple. This collection
frightens away most of the small boys who love to taunt the Terrible Old Man about his long white hair and
beard, or to break the small-paned windows of his dwelling with wicked missiles; but there are other things
which frighten the older and more curious folk who sometimes steal up to the house to peer in through the
dusty panes. These folk say that on a table in a bare room on the ground floor are many peculiar bottles, in
each a small piece of lead suspended pendulum-wise from a string. And they say that the Terrible Old Man
talks to these bottles, addressing them by such names as Jack, Scar-Face, Long Tom, Spanish Joe, Peters,
and Mate Ellis, and that whenever he speaks to a bottle the little lead pendulum within makes certain
definite vibrations as if in answer.

Those who have watched the tall, lean, Terrible Old Man in these peculiar conversations, do not watch him
again. But Angelo Ricci and Joe Czanek and Manuel Silva were not of Kingsport blood; they were of that
new and heterogeneous alien stock which lies outside the charmed circle of New England life and traditions,
and they saw in the Terrible Old Man merely a tottering, almost helpless grey-beard, who could not walk
without the aid of his knotted cane, and whose thin, weak hands shook pitifully. They were really quite
sorry in their way for the lonely, unpopular old fellow, whom everybody shunned, and at whom all the dogs
barked singularly. But business is business, and to a robber whose soul is in his profession, there is a lure
and a challenge about a very old and very feeble man who has no account at the bank, and who pays for his
few necessities at the village store with Spanish gold and silver minted two centuries ago.
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Messrs. Ricci, Czanek, and Silva selected the night of April 11th for their call. Mr. Ricci and Mr. Silva were
to interview the poor old gentleman, whilst Mr. Czanek waited for them and their presumable metallic
burden with a covered motor-car in Ship Street, by the gate in the tall rear wall of their hosts grounds.
Desire to avoid needless explanations in case of unexpected police intrusions prompted these plans for a
quiet and unostentatious departure.
As prearranged, the three adventurers started out separately in order to prevent any evil-minded suspicions
afterward. Messrs. Ricci and Silva met in Water Street by the old man's front gate, and although they did not
like the way the moon shone down upon the painted stones through the budding branches of the gnarled
trees, they had more important things to think about than mere idle superstition. They feared it might be
unpleasant work making the Terrible Old Man loquacious concerning his hoarded gold and silver, for aged
sea-captains are notably stubborn and perverse. Still, he was very old and very feeble, and there were two
visitors. Messrs. Ricci and Silva were experienced in the art of making unwilling persons voluble, and the
screams of a weak and exceptionally venerable man can be easily muffled. So they moved up to the one
lighted window and heard the Terrible Old Man talking childishly to his bottles with pendulums. Then they
donned masks and knocked politely at the weather-stained oaken door.

Waiting seemed very long to Mr. Czanek as he fidgeted restlessly in the covered motor-car by the Terrible
Old Man's back gate in Ship Street. He was more than ordinarily tender-hearted, and he did not like the
hideous screams he had heard in the ancient house just after the hour appointed for the deed. Had he not told
his colleagues to be as gentle as possible with the pathetic old sea-captain? Very nervously he watched that
narrow oaken gate in the high and ivy-clad stone wall. Frequently he consulted his watch, and wondered at
the delay. Had the old man died before revealing where his treasure was hidden, and had a thorough search
become necessary? Mr. Czanek did not like to wait so long in the dark in such a place. Then he sensed a
soft tread or tapping on the walk inside the gate, heard a gentle fumbling at the rusty latch, and saw the
narrow, heavy door swing inward. And in the pallid glow of the single dim street-lamp he strained his eyes
to see what his colleagues had brought out of that sinister house which loomed so close behind. But when
he looked, he did not see what he had expected; for his colleagues were not there at all, but only the Terrible
Old Man leaning quietly on his knotted cane and smiling hideously. Mr. Czanek had never before noticed
the colour of that mans eyes; now he saw that they were yellow.

Little things make considerable excitement in little towns, which is the reason that Kingsport people talked
all that spring and summer about the three unidentifiable bodies, horribly slashed as with many cutlasses,
and horribly mangled as by the tread of many cruel boot-heels, which the tide washed in. And some people
even spoke of things as trivial as the deserted motor-car found in Ship Street, or certain especially inhuman
cries, probably of a stray animal or migratory bird, heard in the night by wakeful citizens. But in this idle
village gossip the Terrible Old Man took no interest at all. He was by nature reserved, and when one is aged
and feeble, one's reserve is doubly strong. Besides, so ancient a sea-captain must have witnessed scores of
things much more stirring in the far-off days of his unremembered youth.
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A Respectable Woman

Kate Chopin

Mrs. Baroda was a little provoked to learn that her husband expected his friend, Gouvernail, up to spend a
week or two on the plantation.

They had entertained a good deal during the winter; much of the time had also been passed in New Orleans
in various forms of mild dissipation. She was looking forward to a period of unbroken rest, now, and
undisturbed tete-a-tete with her husband, when he informed her that Gouvernail was coming up to stay a
week or two.

This was a man she had heard much of but never seen. He had been her husband's college friend; was now a
journalist, and in no sense a society man or "a man about town," which were, perhaps, some of the reasons
she had never met him. But she had unconsciously formed an image of him in her mind. She pictured him
tall, slim, cynical; with eye-glasses, and his hands in his pockets; and she did not like him. Gouvernail was
slim enough, but he wasn't very tall nor very cynical; neither did he wear eyeglasses nor carry his hands in
his pockets. And she rather liked him when he first presented himself.
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But why she liked him she could not explain satisfactorily to herself when she partly attempted to do so. She
could discover in him none of those brilliant and promising traits which Gaston, her husband, had often
assured her that he possessed. On the contrary, he sat rather mute and receptive before her chatty eagerness
to make him feel at home and in face of Gaston's frank and wordy hospitality. His manner was as courteous
toward her as the most exacting woman could require; but he made no direct appeal to her approval or even
esteem.
Once settled at the plantation he seemed to like to sit upon the wide portico in the shade of one of the big
Corinthian pillars, smoking his cigar lazily and listening attentively to Gaston's experience as a sugar
planter.

"This is what I call living," he would utter with deep satisfaction, as the air that swept across the sugar field
caressed him with its warm and scented velvety touch. It pleased him also to get on familiar terms with the
big dogs that came about him, rubbing themselves sociably against his legs. He did not care to fish, and
displayed no eagerness to go out and kill grosbecs when Gaston proposed doing so.

Gouvernail's personality puzzled Mrs. Baroda, but she liked him. Indeed, he was a lovable, inoffensive
fellow. After a few days, when she could understand him no better than at first, she gave over being puzzled
and remained piqued. In this mood she left her husband and her guest, for the most part, alone together.
Then finding that Gouvernail took no manner of exception to her action, she imposed her society upon him,
accompanying him in his idle strolls to the mill and walks along the batture. She persistently sought to
penetrate the reserve in which he had unconsciously enveloped himself.

"When is he going--your friend?" she one day asked her husband. "For my part, he tires me frightfully."
"Not for a week yet, dear. I can't understand; he gives you no trouble."

"No. I should like him better if he did; if he were more like others, and I had to plan somewhat for his
comfort and enjoyment."

Gaston took his wife's pretty face between his hands and looked tenderly and laughingly into her troubled
eyes.

They were making a bit of toilet sociably together in Mrs. Baroda's dressing-room.

"You are full of surprises, ma belle," he said to her. "Even I can never count upon how you are going to act
under given conditions." He kissed her and turned to fasten his cravat before the mirror.

"Here you are," he went on, "taking poor Gouvernail seriously and making a commotion over him, the last
thing he would desire or expect."

"Commotion!" she hotly resented. "Nonsense! How can you say such a thing? Commotion, indeed! But, you
know, you said he was clever."

"So he is. But the poor fellow is run down by overwork now. That's why I asked him here to take a rest."
"You used to say he was a man of ideas," she retorted, unconciliated. "I expected him to be interesting, at
least. I'm going to the city in the morning to have my spring gowns fitted. Let me know when Mr.
Gouvernail is gone; I shall be at my Aunt Octavie's."

That night she went and sat alone upon a bench that stood beneath a live oak tree at the edge of the gravel
walk.

She had never known her thoughts or her intentions to be so confused. She could gather nothing from them
but the feeling of a distinct necessity to quit her home in the morning.

Mrs. Baroda heard footsteps crunching the gravel; but could discern in the darkness only the approaching
red point of a lighted cigar. She knew it was Gouvernail, for her husband did not smoke. She hoped to
remain unnoticed, but her white gown revealed her to him. He threw away his cigar and seated himself upon
the bench beside her; without a suspicion that she might object to his presence.

"Your husband told me to bring this to you, Mrs. Baroda," he said, handing her a filmy, white scarf with
which she sometimes enveloped her head and shoulders. She accepted the scarf from him with a murmur of
thanks, and let it lie in her lap.

He made some commonplace observation upon the baneful effect of the night air at the season. Then as his
gaze reached out into the darkness, he murmured, half to himself:

""Night of south winds--night of the large few stars!

Still nodding night--"

She made no reply to this apostrophe to the night, which, indeed, was not addressed to her.
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Gouvernail was in no sense a diffident man, for he was not a self-conscious one. His periods of reserve were
not constitutional, but the result of moods. Sitting there beside Mrs. Baroda, his silence melted for the time.
He talked freely and intimately in a low, hesitating drawl that was not unpleasant to hear. He talked of the
old college days when he and Gaston had been a good deal to each other; of the days of keen and blind
ambitions and large intentions. Now there was left with him, at least, a philosophic acquiescence to the
existing order--only a desire to be permitted to exist, with now and then a little whiff of genuine life, such as
he was breathing now.

Her mind only vaguely grasped what he was saying. Her physical being was for the moment predominant.
She was not thinking of his words, only drinking in the tones of his voice. She wanted to reach out her hand
in the darkness and touch him with the sensitive tips of her fingers upon the face or the lips. She wanted to
draw close to him and whisper against his cheek--she did not care what--as she might have done if she had
not been a respectable woman.

The stronger the impulse grew to bring herself near him, the further, in fact, did she draw away from him.
As soon as she could do so without an appearance of too great rudeness, she rose and left him there alone.
Before she reached the house, Gouvernail had lighted a fresh cigar and ended his apostrophe to the night.
Mrs. Baroda was greatly tempted that night to tell her husband--who was also her friend--of this folly that
had seized her. But she did not yield to the temptation. Beside being a respectable woman she was a very
sensible one; and she knew there are some battles in life which a human being must fight alone.

When Gaston arose in the morning, his wife had already departed. She had taken an early morning train to
the city. She did not return till Gouvernail was gone from under her roof.

There was some talk of having him back during the summer that followed. That is, Gaston greatly desired it;
but this desire yielded to his wife's strenuous opposition.

However, before the year ended, she proposed, wholly from herself, to have Gouvernail visit them again.
Her husband was surprised and delighted with the suggestion coming from her.

"I am glad, chere amie, to know that you have finally overcome your dislike for him; truly he did not
deserve it."

"Oh," she told him, laughingly, after pressing a long, tender kiss upon his lips, "I have overcome everything!
you will see. This time I shall be very nice to him."

Hearts And Hands

by O. Henry

At Denver there was an influx of passengers into the coaches on the eastbound B. & M. Express. In one
coach there sat a very pretty young woman dressed in elegant taste and surrounded by all the luxurious
comforts of an experienced traveler. Among the newcomers were two young men, one of handsome
presence with a bold, frank countenance and manner; the other a ruffled, glum-faced person, heavily built
and roughly dressed. The two were handcuffed together.

As they passed down the aisle of the coach the only vacant seat offered was a re-versed one facing the
attractive young woman. Here the linked couple seated themselves. The young woman's glance fell upon
them with a distant, swift disinterest; then with a lovely smile brightening her countenance and a tender
pink tingeing her rounded cheeks, she held out a little gray-gloved hand. When she spoke her voice, full,
sweet, and deliberate, proclaimed that its owner was accustomed to speak and be heard.

"Well, Mr. Easton, if you will make me speak first, I suppose I must. Don't you ever recognize old friends
when you meet them in the West?"

The younger man roused himself sharply at the sound of her voice, seemed to struggle with a slight
embarrassment which he threw off instantly, and then clasped her fingers with his left hand.

"It's Miss Fairchild," he said, with a smile. "I'll ask you to excuse the other hand; "it's otherwise engaged just
at present."

He slightly raised his right hand, bound at the wrist by the shining "bracelet" to the left one of his
companion. The glad look in the girl's eyes slowly changed to a bewildered horror. The glow faded from her
cheeks. Her lips parted in a vague, relaxing distress. Easton, with a little laugh, as if amused, was about to
speak again when the other forestalled him. The glum-faced man had been watching the girl's countenance
with veiled glances from his keen, shrewd eyes.



"You'll excuse me for speaking, miss, but, I see you're acquainted with the marshal here. If you'll ask him to
speak a word for me when we get to the pen he'll do it, and it'll make things easier for me there. He's taking
me to Leavenworth prison. It's seven years for counterfeiting."

"Oh!" said the girl, with a deep breath and returning color. "So that is what you are doing out here? A
marshal!"

"My dear Miss Fairchild," said Easton, calmly, "I had to do something. Money has a way of taking wings
unto itself, and you know it takes money to keep step with our crowd in Washington. I saw this opening in
the West, and--well, a marshalship isn't quite as high a position as that of ambassador, but--"

"The ambassador," said the girl, warmly, "doesn't call any more. He needn't ever have done so. You ought to
know that. And so now you are one of these dashing Western heroes, and you ride and shoot and go into all
kinds of dangers. That's different from the Washington life. You have been missed from the old crowd."

The girl's eyes, fascinated, went back, widening a little, to rest upon the glittering handcuffs.

"Don't you worry about them, miss," said the other man. "All marshals handcuff themselves to their
prisoners to keep them from getting away. Mr. Easton knows his business."

"Will we see you again soon in Washington?" asked the girl.
"Not soon, I think," said Easton. "My butterfly days are over, I fear."

"I love the West," said the girl irrelevantly. Her eyes were shining softly. She looked away out the car
window. She began to speak truly and simply without the gloss of style and manner: "Mamma and I spent
the summer in Denver. She went home a week ago because father was slightly ill. I could live and be happy
in the West. I think the air here agrees with me. Money isn't everything. But people always misunderstand
things and remain stupid--"

"Say, Mr. Marshal," growled the glum-faced man. "This isn't quite fair. I'm needing a drink, and haven't had
a smoke all day. Haven't you talked long enough? Take me in the smoker now, won't you? I'm half dead for
a pipe."

The bound travelers rose to their feet, Easton with the same slow smile on his face.

"I can't deny a petition for tobacco," he said, lightly. "It's the one friend of the unfortunate. Good-bye, Miss
Fairchild. Duty calls, you know." He held out his hand for a farewell.

"It's too bad you are not going East," she said, reclothing herself with manner and style. "But you must go
on to Leavenworth, I suppose?"

"Yes," said Easton, "I must go on to Leavenworth."
The two men sidled down the aisle into the smoker.

The two passengers in a seat near by had heard most of the conversation. Said one of them: "That marshal's
a good sort of chap. Some of these Western fellows are all right."

"Pretty young to hold an office like that, isn't he?" asked the other.

"Young!" exclaimed the first speaker, "why--Oh! didn't you catch on? Say--did you ever know an officer to
handcuff a prisoner to his right hand?"

4.3 TIpomexxyTouHas aTTecTalus Mo AUCIUILTHHE TPOBOAUTCA B hOpME 3a4eTa, SK3aMeHa

Tunossie Bonpocel 3aueta (OIIK-4)
1. ITonsiTHe TEKCTa B COBPEMEHHOW JTMHIBOCTUIIMCTHKE.
2. XynoXKEeCTBEHHBIN TEKCT, €r0 CBOWCTBA U KaTETOPHH.
3. CTpyKTypa XyA0KECTBEHHOI'O TEKCTA.
4. CpenctBa BbIABIKEHUSA (AKTyaIM3allii) I3bIKOBBIX €UHUI] B TEKCTE.
5. ®OHOIOTHUYECKHUI YPOBEHb TEKCTOBOM OpraHU3aIvu.

Tunosble 3aganusa 1 3adera (OIIK-4)
[Ipoananmu3upyuTe cCienayroume CTUXoTBOpeHus K. Pozertu
ECHO
Come to me in the silence of the night;
Come in the speaking silence of a dream;
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Come with soft rounded cheeks and eyes as bright
As sunlight on a stream;
Come back in tears,
O memory, hope, love of finished years.
Oh dream how sweet, too sweet, too bitter sweet,
Whose wakening should have been in Paradise,
Where souls brimfull of love abide and meet;
Where thirsting longing eyes
Watch the slow door
That opening, letting in, lets out no more.
Yet come to me in dreams, that [ may live
My very life again though cold in death:
Come back to me in dreams, that [ may give
Pulse for pulse, breath for breath:
Speak low, lean low,
As long ago, my love, how long ago!
SONG
When I am dead, my dearest,

Sing no sad song for me;
Plant no roses at my head,

Nor shady cypress-tree;
Be the green grass above me

With showers and dewdrops wet;
And if thou wilt, remember,

And if thou wilt, forget.
I shall not see the shadows,

I shall not feel the rain,
I shall not hear the nightingale

Sing on, as if in pain;
And dreaming through the twilight

That doth not rise or set,
Haply I may remember,

And haply I may forget.
Remember
Remember me when I am gone away,
Gone far away into the silent land;
When you can no more hold me by the hand
Nor I half turn to go, yet turning stay.
Remember me when no more day by day
You tell me of our future that you planned;
Only remember me; you understand
It will be late to counsel then or pray.
Yet if you should forget me for a while
And afterwards remember, do not grieve:
For if the darkness and corruption leave
A vestige of thought that once I had,
Better by far you should forget and smile
Than you should remember and be sad.
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Tunossie Bonpocekl 3xk3amena (OIIK-4)
Tunossie BOIIPOCHI 1S 3a4€Ta
1. IloHsTHE TEKCTA B COBPEMEHHOM JIMHIBOCTUIIMCTHKE.
2. XyIn0’Ke€CTBEHHBIN TEKCT, €r0 CBOMCTBA U KAaTETOPHHU.
3. CTpyKTypa Xy10’)KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa.
4. CpenctBa BbIABI)KEHUS (aKTya IM3allK) SI3bIKOBBIX €IUHUI] B TEKCTE.
5. ®OHOIOTUYECKUI YPOBEHb TEKCTOBON OpraHU3alluH.
Bomnpocs 151 sk3amena
. [IoHsiTHE TEKCTA B COBPEMEHHOM JIMHI'BOCTHIIUCTHUKE.
. Xy10’KE€CTBEHHBIN TEKCT, €r0 CBOMCTBA U KaTETOPHUH.
. CTpyKTypa Xya0KECTBEHHOI'O TEKCTA.
. CpenctBa BbIIBIKEHUS (aKTyalIU3aliK) SI3bIKOBBIX €TUHUI] B TEKCTE.
. DOHOJIOTNYECKUH YPOBEHb TEKCTOBOM OpraHU3alluH.
. Mopdomnornyeckuii ypoBeHb TEKCTOBOW OpPTaHHU3AIUH.
. CemaHTHYeCKasl CTPYKTypa CJI0BAa U BO3MOXXHOCTH aKTyaJlu3al[ii aBTOCEMAaHTUYHOU JIEKCUKH.
. CTpyKTypHO-CEMaHTHYECKAsl U TEMATUYECKasi OpraHu3alns TEKCTa.
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. CuHTakcu4yecKkuil ypoBeHb XyI0)KECTBEHHOTO TeKCTa. JIJTMHA U CTPYKTypa MpeIoKeHHsI Kak (pakTopbl
aKTyaJU3aluy XyI0)KECTBEHHOIO CMBICIIA.

10. IToHsATHE CUHTAKCUYECKOTO pUTMa TeKCTa. MEeTo/Ibl €ro aHaJIn3a.

TunoBble 3axanus Ajs s3xk3amena (OIIK-4)
Tunossle 3amanus A7 SK3aMeHA
OcymiecTBUTE PUIOIOTHYECKHIA aHATH3 TEKCTa
First Confession (F. O’Connor)
It was pitch-dark and I couldn’t see priest or anything else. Then I really began to be frightened. In the
darkness it was a matter between God and me, and He had all the odds. He knew what my intentions were
before I even started; I had no chance. All I had ever been told about confession got mixed up in my mind,
and I knelt to one wall and said: “Bless me, father, for I have sinned; this is my first confession.” I waited
for a few minutes, but nothing happened, so I tried it on the other wall. Nothing happened there either. He
had me spotted all right.

It must have been then that I noticed the shelf at about one height with my head. It was really a place for
grown-up people to rest their elbows, but in my distracted state I thought it was probably the place you were
supposed to kneel. Of course, it was on the high side and not very deep, but I was always good at climbing
and managed to get up all right. Staying up was the trouble. There was room only for my knees, and nothing
you could get a grip on but a sort of wooden moulding a bit above it. I held on to the moulding and repeated
the words a little louder, and this time something happened all right. A slide was slammed back; a little light
entered the box, and a man’s voice said “Who’s there?”’

“Tis me, father,” I said for fear he mightn’t see me and go away again. I couldn’t see him at all. The place
the voice came from was under the moulding, about level with my knees, so I took a good grip of the
moulding and swung myself down till I saw the astonished face of a young priest looking up at me. He had
to put his head on one side to see me, and I had to put mine on one side to see him, so we were more or less
talking to one another upside-down. It struck me as a queer way of hearing confessions, but I didn’t feel it
my place to riticize.

“Bless me, father, for I have sinned ; this is my first confession” I rattled off all in one breath, and swung
myself down the least shade more to make it easier for him.

“What are you doing up there?” he shouted in an angry voice, and the strain the politeness was putting on
my hold of the moulding, and the shock of being addressed in such an uncivil tone, were too much for me. I
lost my grip, tumbled, and hit the door an unmerciful wallop before I found myself flat on my back in the
middle of the aisle. The people who had been waiting stood up with their mouths open. The priest opened
the door of the middle box and came out, pushing his biretta back from his forehead; he looked something
terrible. Then Nora came scampering down the aisle.



“Oh, you dirty little caffler! “she said. “I might have known you’d do it. I might have known you’d disgrace
me. I can’t leave you out of my sight for one minute.”

Before I could even get to my feet to defend myself she bent down and gave me a clip across the ear. This
reminded me that [ was so stunned I had even forgotten to cry, so that people might think I wasn’t hurt at
all, when in fact I was probably maimed for life. I gave a roar out of me.

“What’s all this about? “the priest hissed, getting angrier than ever and pushing Nora off me. “How dare
you hit the child like that, you little vixen?”

“But I can’t do my penance with him, father,” Nora cried, cocking an outraged eye up at him.

“Well, go and do it, or I’ll give you some more to do,” he said, giving me a hand up. “Was it coming to
confession you were, my poor man?”” he asked me.

“’Twas, father,” said I with a sob.

“Oh,” he said respectfully, “a big hefty fellow like you must have terrible sins. Is this your first?”

“Tis, father,” said I.

“Worse and worse,” he said gloomily. “The crimes of a lifetime. [ don’t know will I get rid of you at all

today. You’d better wait now till I’'m finished with these old ones. You can see by the looks of them they
haven’t much to tell.”

“I will, father,” I said with something approaching joy.

The relief of it was really enormous. Nora stuck out her tongue at me from behind his back, but I couldn’t
even be bothered retorting. I knew from the very moment that man opened his mouth that he was intelligent
above the ordinary. When I had time to think, I saw how right I was. It only stood to reason that a fellow
confessing after seven years would have more to tell than people that went every week. The crimes of a
lifetime, exactly as he said. It was only what he expected, and the rest was the cackle of old women and
girls with their talk of hell, the bishop, and the penitential psalms. That was all they knew. I started to make
my examination of conscience, and barring the one bad business of my grandmother, it didn’t seem so bad.

The next time, the priest steered me into the confession box himself and left the shutter back, the way 1
could see him get in and sit down at the further side of the grille from me.

“Well, now,” he said, “what do they call you?”
“Jackie, father,” said 1.
“And what’s a-trouble to you, Jackie?”

Father,” I said, feeling I might as well get it over while I had him in good humour, “I had it all arranged to
kill my grandmother.”

He seemed a bit shaken by that, all right, because he said nothing for quite a while.

“My goodness,” he said at last, “that’d be a shocking thing to do. What put that into your head?”
Father,” I said, feeling very sorry for myself, “ she’s an awful woman.

Is she? “ he asked. “ What way is she awful?

She takes porter, father,” I said, knowing well from the way Mother talked of it that this was a mortal sin,
and hoping it would make the priest take a more favourable view of my case.

“Oh, my ! “ he said, and I could see he was impressed.
“And snuff, father,” said I.
“That’s a bad case, sure enough, Jackie,” he said.

“And she goes round in her bare feet, father,” I went on in a rush of self-pity, “and she knows I don’t like
her, and she gives pennies to Nora and none to me, and my da sides with her and flakes me, and one night I
was so heart-scalded I made up my mind I’d have to kill her.”

“And what would you do with the body? “he asked with great interest.

“I was thinking I could chop that up and carry it away in a barrow I have,” I said.

“Begor, Jackie,” he said, “do you know you’re a terrible child?

“I know, father,” I said, for I was just thinking the same thing myself. “I tried to kill Nora too with a
bread-knife under the table, only I missed her.”

Is that the little girl that was beating you just now?”” he asked.

Tis, father.”
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“Someone will go for her with a bread-knife one day, and he won’t miss her,” he said rather cryptically.
“You must have great courage. Between ourselves, there’s a lot of people I’d like to do the same to, but I’d
never have the nerve. Hanging is an awful death.”

Is it, father? “I asked with the deepest interest-1 was always very keen on hanging. “Did you ever see a
fellow hanged?”

“Dozens of them,” he said solemnly. “And they all died roaring.”

“Jay ! “ I said.

Oh, a horrible death ! “ he said with great satisfaction.

“Lots of the fellows I saw killed their grandmothers too, but they all said ‘twas never worth it.”

He had me there for a full ten minutes talking, and then walked out the chapel yard with me. I was
genuinely sorry to part with him, because he was the most entertaining character I’d ever met in the
religious line. Outside, after the shadow of the church, the sunlight was like the roaring of waves on a
beach; it dazzled me; and when the frozen silence melted and I heard the screech of trams on the road, my
heart soared. I knew now I wouldn’t die in the night and come back, leaving marks on my mother’s
furniture. It would be a great worry to her, and the poor soul had enough.

Nora was sitting on the railing, waiting for me, and she put on a very sour puss when she saw the priest with
me. She was mad jealous because a priest had never come out of the church with her.

“Well,” she asked coldly, after he left me, “what did he give you?”

“Three Hail Marys,” I said.

“Three Hail Marys,” she repeated incredulously. “You mustn’t have told him anything.”
“I told him everything,” I said confidently.

“About Gran and all?”

“About Gran and all.”

(All she wanted was to be able to go home and say I’d made a bad confession.)
“Did you tell him you went for me with the bread-knife?” she asked with a frown.
“I did to be sure.”

“And he only gave you three Hail Marys?”

“That’s all.”

She slowly got down from the railing with a baffled air. Clearly, this was beyond her. As we mounted the
steps back to the main road, she looked at me suspiciously.

“What are you sucking?” she asked. Bullseyes.”
“Was it the priest gave them to you? ‘Twas.”

“Lord God,” she wailed bitterly, “some people have all the luck! ‘Tis no advantage to anybody trying to be
good. I might just as well be a sinner like you.”

4.4. Illkana orieHMBaHMsI IPOMEXKYTOUYHOU aTTECTALIUU

3auer

Jeckpuntops! (ypOBHN) — OCHOBHBIC IPU3HAKK OCBOCHUS (TIOKa3aTeIH

Onenka Kommnerenriu
TIOCTYOKCHHSI pe3YJIbTaTa)

OIIK-4 OTIMYHO BBIACIAET 3TaNbl KOMIIEKCHOIO aHajh3a TEKCTa, BaJeeT
HAaBBIKOM  BBISBJICHHSI ~ PAa3JIMYHBIX  TEKCTOBBIX  €IMHUIl H
OCMBICIIUBAET UX B CHHTETHYCCKOM COUHCTBE, CAMOCTOSATEIBHO W
«3aUTCHO» TBOPYECKH OCYIICCTBISIET aHAIW3 MPOCTPAHCTBEHHO-BPEMEHHON
(50 - 100 6asoB) OpraHM3alfK TPOU3BEICHUS, O0pPa30oB TEKCTa, PA3IUYHBIC BHJIBI
WHTEPTEKCTYaIbHOCTH, OOJIaJ]aeT HABBIKAMHU aHAlM3a Pa3JIMYHOTO
THIIA TEKCTOB, a TAK)KE €r0 3ByKOBOM, PUTMUYECKOM, CEMaHTUYECKON
OpraHM3aIliH, CTPYKTYPHO-COIEPIKATEIBHBIX KOMIIOHEHTOB.
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OIIK-4 He pas3Oupaercss B MeToax M MpUeMax aHajlu3a pPa3InYHbIX BHUJOB
TEKCTOB, HE YMEET BBIICIUTh PA3JIMUHbIE TEKCTOBBIC EAMHUIIBI, HE
«HE 3a4TCHO» MOXET OCYIIECTBUTh aHAJIHM3 TEKCTA, KaK KOMIUICKCHBIM, Tak U Ha
(0 - 49 Gannos) YPOBHE €r0 OTACTHHBIX KOMIIOHEHTOB, HE MOHUMAET COOTHOIICHUS
CTPYKTYpHOW M COHEpXaTelIbHOM TEKCTOBOM 0a3bl, HE HMeeT
npeCcTaBIeHne 00 MHTEPTEKCTyalbHOM aHaJIM3e.

DK3aMeH

Jeckpuntops! (ypOBHN) — OCHOBHBIC MPU3HAKKA OCBOCHUS (TIOKa3aTEIH

Onenka Kommnerenriu
TIOCTYKCHHSI pe3YJIbTaTa)

OIIK-4 OTIMYHO BBIACIAET 3TaNbl KOMIIEKCHOI'O aHajM3a TEKCTa, BaJeeT
HaBBIKOM  BBISBIICHUSI  PA3iMYHBIX  TEKCTOBBIX  EAMHHUIl U
OCMBICITUBAECT UX B CHHTETHYECKOM EJUHCTBE, CAMOCTOATEIBHO U
«OTIIHIHO» TBOPYECKH OCYLIECTBISET AaHaJU3 MPOCTPaHCTBEHHO-BPEMEHHOM
(85 - 100 6amnoB) OpraHu3aly TMPOU3BEACHHSA, O0pa30B TEKCTAa, PA3IMYHBIC BHIIbI
MHTEPTEKCTYATbHOCTH, O00JIaJlaeT HABBIKAMU AaHaJH3a Pa3InYHOIO
THIIA TEKCTOB, a TAK)KE €r0 3ByKOBOU, PUTMUYECKOM, CEMAaHTUYECKON
OpraHu3aIlH, CTPYKTYpPHO-COAEPIKATEIbHBIX KOMIIOHEHTOB.

OIIK-4 Ha xopouiem ypoBHE OCMBICIMBAET Pa3IMUYHBIE 3TaIlbl, METOABI U
IPUEMBI aHAJIN3a TEKCTa, OTMEYAET Pa3IMUHbIe TEKCTOBBIC €MHHULIBL,

«XOPOLIO» o0nazaeT  CrOCOOHOCTHIO OLICHUBATh TMPOCTPAHCTBEHHO —
(70 - 84 Gamnnos) BPEMEHHOE COOTHOLIEHHE B pPAa3JMYHBIX THUIAX TEKCTOB, YMEET
muddepeHIrpoBaTh pa3NUYHBIE METOABl M TPUEMBl aHAIM3a
Pa3HOOOPA3HBIX TUIIOB TEKCTA.

OIIK-4 VYoBIETBOPUTENLHO pa30HpacTCsl B Pa3IMYHBIX METOJAX M MIpHUeMax
C pa3HBIMH THIIAMH TEKCTOB, YIOBICTBOPUTEIHHO BBIJCISCT
«YIOBJIETBOPUTEILHO pa3ianyHbIe TEKCTOBBIC SIMHUIIBI, VIOBJICTBOPUTEIIBEHO

(50 - 69 6amnoB) OCYIIIECTBIISCT KOMIUIEKCHBII aHaJIN3 TEKCTa, HMeeT
VIAOBJIETBOPUTEIFHOE MPEACTABICHAE O PA3JIMYHBIX KOMIIOHEHTAX H
YPOBHSIX HHTEPTEKCTYAIbHOCTH.

OIIK-4 He pas3Oupaercs B MeToiax M MpUeMax aHalu3a Pa3IMYHbIX BHUJOB
TEKCTOB, HE YMEET BBIIEIUTh PA3JIMUHbIE TEKCTOBBIC EAMHUIIBI, HE
«HEY/IOBIECTBOPUTEIHLHOY MOXET OCYIIECTBUTh aHAJHM3 TEKCTA, KaK KOMIUIEKCHBIM, Tak U Ha

(menee 50 6amnoB) YPOBHE €r0 OTACTHHBIX KOMIIOHEHTOB, HE MOHUMAET COOTHOIICHUS
CTPYKTYpHOW M COJEpXAaTeNbHOM TEKCTOBOM 0a3bl, HE HMeeT
npecTaBiIeHne 00 MHTEPTEKCTyalIbHOM aHaJIM3e.

5. MeTonnueckue ykazaHusi AJ1s1 00y4al0IIUXCS 110 OCBOCHUIO M CHUILIHHBI (MOYJIs)

5.1 MeTtoandeckue yka3aHus IO OPTaHU3AIMNA CaAMOCTOSTEIBHOM PadO0ThI 00YUYaIOIIUXCSI:

[Ipuctynas K W3y4eHUIO TUCIUIUIMHBI, B MEPBYIO Odepelb OOydaromuMmcsi HEOOXOAMMO O3HAKOMHUTHCS
comepx)aHueM paboueii mporpammbl nuctuiumebl (PIT[]), xotopas ompexaenser coaepxaHue, o0beMm, a
TaKKe MOPSAIOK U3YUCHHSI U MTPETIOaBaHus yIeOHOM TUCIUILINHEL, €€ pa3/iena, YacTu.

J171 caMOCTOSATENbHOM paboThl BaKHOE 3HaYEHHE UMEIOT paszeibl «O0beM U collepikaHue AUCIUTITMHBD),
«YuebHo-MeTonyeckoe U HHGOpMAIIMOHHOE 00ecTieyeHIe TUCIUIUIUHBD U «MaTepruaabHO-TEXHUYECKOe
obecrnieueHre JUCITUTUIMHBI, TPOrpaMMHOE obecreueHue, MpodecCuoHaIbHbIC Oa3bl TaHHBIX U
MH(OPMAIIMOHHBIE CIIPABOYHBIE CUCTEMBI».

B pazmene «O0beM u copepkaHHE AMCUUIUIMHBDY YKa3bIBAIOTCS BCE pas3leibl M TEMbl H3ydaeMoi
JTUCLUIUTMHBL, @ TAK)KE BUJIbI 3aHIATHI U TUTAHUPYEMBI 00BEM B aKaJIeMUYECKHUX Yacax.

B pasgene «YyeOHO-meTomuueckoe U HH(POpMaLMOHHOE oOecledyeHrne AMCHUIUIMHBDY — yKazaHa
peKoMeHayeMasi OCHOBHAs U IONOJIHUTENbHAS JINTEpaTypa.



B pazmene «MarepuanbHO-TEXHUYECKOE OOECIEUeHUE TUCIUIUIMHBL, TMPOTPaAaMMHOE OOecrieueHue,
npodeccruoHanbHble 0a3bl MaHHBIX W WH(OPMAIMOHHBIE CIPABOYHBIE CHCTEMBD» COACPKHUTCS IMEpeueHb
npodeccuoHaNbHBIX 0a3 JaHHBIX U HHPOPMAIMOHHBIX CIIPABOYHBIX CHCTEM, HEOOXOIUMBIX JJISi OCBOCHHUS
TACIIUATUIMHEL

5.2 Pexomennaruu o0y4aromumcs 1o padbore ¢ TeOPETHUECKUMHU MaTepHallaMu 110 TUCIUITIMHE

[Ipu uzyyennu u npopabOTKe TEOPETUUECKOT0 MaTepHana HeoOX0AUMO:

- IPOCMOTPETH elle pa3 mpe3eHTanuio Jekunu B cucreMe MOODLe, TOBTOPUTH 3aKOHCIIEKTUPOBAHHBIN Ha
JEKUMOHHOM 3aHATUM MaTepual M JOMNOJIHUTh €ro € YYEeTOM PEKOMEHJOBAaHHOM IOMOIHUTEIbHOU
JTUTEPaTyphl;

- IIPY CaAMOCTOSITEIBHOM M3yYE€HUH TEOPETUYECKOM TEMBI CAENATh KOHCIIEKT, UCIIOJIb3Ysl PEKOMEHIOBAHHBIE
B PII/] ucrounuku, npodeccruoHayibHble 0a3bl JaHHBIX U HHPOPMAIIMOHHBIE CIIPABOYHbBIE CUCTEMBI:

- OTBETUTDH Ha BOIIPOCHI JIsl CAMOCTOATEIILHON pabOoThI, TTO TeMe MpecTaBieHHbIe B myHKTe 3.2 PIT/I.

- TP IOATOTOBKE K TEKYIIEMY KOHTPOJIIO HCIIOIb30BaTh MaTepralibl (hoHa oreHouHbIX cpencts (POC).
5.3 Pexomenmanuu mo paboTe ¢ HayYHOU U y4eOHOM JIUTepaTypoit

PabGota ¢ OCHOBHOM M JONOJIHUTENBHOM JIHUTEPATYpOl SBISETCS IIaBHOM (OpMOIl caMOCTOATENbHOM
paboThl M HEoOXOoOMMa MPH MOATOTOBKE K YCTHOMY ONpPOCY Ha CEMUHApPCKUX 3aHATHAX, K Jebartam,
TECTHUPOBAaHUIO, 3Kk3aMeHy. OHa BKIIOYaeT MpopabOTKy JIEKIMOHHOTO MaTephalia M PEeKOMEHIOBAHHBIX
HCTOYHMKOB U JINTEPATYPHI 110 TEMATHKE JIEKIIUH.

KoHCHeKT JIeKInu JOJKEeH coliepKaTh pedepaTUBHYIO 3alIUCh OCHOBHBIX BOIPOCOB JICKIIUH, B TOM YHUCIIE C
ornopoii Ha pasMmeleHHsle B cucteme MOODLe mpe3eHTany, OCHOBHBIX MCTOYHUKOB M JIMTEPATYpPhl IO
TeMaM, BBIBOJBI MO KaXKAOMY Bompocy. KoHCIeKT MOXKeT OBITh BBITIOJIHEH B paMKax paclieuyaTKd BbIIa4uH
MPe3eHTAlUi JIGKIUH WM B OTACNBHOW TeTpaau mo mpeaMery. OH JOKeH OBITh aKKypaTHBIM, XOPOIIO
YUTAaEMBbIM, HE COAEPIKAaTh HE OTHOCALIYIOCS K TeMe UH(POPMAIUIO HITH PUCYHKH.

KoHcnieKThl HayyHOW JHUTEparypbl MPU CaMOCTOSATENBHOM IOATOTOBKE K 3aHATHUAM JOJDKHBI CONEPIKaTh
OTBETHl HA KaX/blii TOCTaBICHHBIH B TEME BONPOC, MMETh CCHUIKY Ha HCTOYHHK WH(POpPMALUU C
00s13aTeNbHBIM YKa3aHUEM aBTOpAa, HAa3BaHMS W TOJA HW3AAHUS HUCIOJIb3YeMOH HayyHOW JHMTEpaTyphl.
KoHcniekT MoOXeT ObITh ONOpPHBIM (COAEpXAaTh JHUIIb OCHOBHBIE KIIIOUYEBBIC MO3MIIMH), HO TPH 3TOM
MO3BOJISIIOIMM  JIaTh TIOJIHBIA OTBET IO BOINPOCY, MOXET ObITh MOAPOOHBIM. OO0bEeM KOHCHEKTa
OIIPENETSAETCS CAMUM CTYIACHTOM.

B nporecce paboThl ¢ OCHOBHOM U JOTIOTHUTEIIBHON JTUTEPATYPOH CTYICHT MOXKET:

- JenaTh 3allUCU IO XOAy 4YTE€HHS B BMJIE NPOCTOr0 WIM pPa3BEPHYTOrO IIaHa (co31aBaTh IEPEUYEHb
OCHOBHBIX BOIIPOCOB, PACCMOTPEHHBIX B UCTOYHHKE);

- COCTaBJATH TE3HUCHl (LMTHpOBaHHE HauOoJee BAKHBIX MECT CTaTbu MJIM MOHOTpaduu, KOPOTKOE
U3JI0KEHUE OCHOBHBIX MBICJIEH aBTOpA);

- TOTOBUTH aHHOTAIMH (KpaTKoe 000011IeHe OCHOBHBIX BOIIPOCOB PabOTHI);

- CO3/1aBaTh KOHCIIEKTHI (Pa3BEPHYTHIC TE3UCHI).

5.4. PexomeH1a1iuy MO NOATOTOBKE K OTAEJIBHBIM 33aHUAM TEKYIIETO KOHTPOJISA

CobecenoBanue MpennoyaraeT OpraHu3aluio Oecelpl MpernoAaBareist co CTyAEHTaMH 10 BOIpPOcam
MPAKTHYECKOTO 3aHATUS C LIEJbI0 Oojiee OOCTOATEIHHOTO BBISBICHHUS UX 3HAHUN MO OINpeneIeHHOMY
pasgeny, Teme, mpobieme W T.I. Bce wieHbl Ipynmbl MOTYT Y4acTBOBaTh B OOCYXKIEHUH, J00aBIATH
nH(pOpMaIUIO, TUCKYTUPOBATh, 3a/1aBaTh BOIIPOCHI U T.1.

YCTHBIE OMpOC MOXET TMPUMEHATHCS B pas3audHbIX (Qopmax: (QpoHTAIbHBIN, WHIWBUIYAIBHBIN,
KOMOMHUPOBaHHBIA. OCHOBHBIE KaU€CTBA YCTHOTO OTBETA MOJIJIEKALIETO OIICHKE:

- MPaBWJIBHOCTh OTBETA 110 COAECPIKAHHUIO;

- IOJTHOTA U TIIyOuHa OTBETA;

- CO3HATEJIbHOCTh OTBETA;

- JIOTHKA U3JI0KEHUS MaTepuaa;

- PalMOHAJILHOCTh UCIIOJIb30BaHHBIX PUEMOB U CTIOCOOOB PEIlIeHUS TOCTaBIEHHONW yueOHO! 3a/1auu;

- CBOEBPEMEHHOCTh M 3((EKTUBHOCTH MCIIOIB30BAHUS HATNISIHBIX MOCOOMHA M TEXHUYECKUX CPEICTB IPH
OTBETE;

- HCII0JIb30BAaHUE JIONIOJHUTEIBHOTO MaTepraa;

- PallMOHAJIBHOCTH UCIOJIb30BAHUS BPEMEHH, OTBEICHHOIO Ha 3aJJaHUE.
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YCTHBIM OIIPOC MOXKET CONPOBOXAATHCS IMPE3CHTALUEH, KOTOpas IMOATOTaBIMBACTCA IO OAHOMY U3
BOIIPOCOB MPAKTHYECKOTO 3aHATHUS. [Ipy BRICTYIUIEHHH ¢ Mpe3eHTalueld HeoOXoauMo oOpamarb BHUIMaHUE
Ha TaKM€ MOMEHTBHI KaK:

- colep)KaHUE MPE3CHTAllMN: aKTYaJIbHOCTh TEMbI, MOJHOTA €€ PACKPBITHS, CMBICIOBOE COACpIKaHUE,
COOTBETCTBHE 3asBICHHOW TEMBI CONIEPIKAHHUIO, COOTBETCTBHE METOAMYECKAM TPEOOBaHUSIM (IIETTH. CCBHUTKH
Ha PeCypChl. COOTBETCTBHUE CONEPXKAHHS M JIUTEPATyphl), MPAKTHUECKasT HANPaBICHHOCTh, COOTBETCTBHE
CoZIepKaHus 3asiBICHHON (opMe, aJeKBaTHOCTD UCIIOJIb30BaHHS TEXHHUECKUX CPEICTB yUEOHBIM 3aqadam,
MOCIIEIOBATEIEHOCTD U JIOTHYHOCTb MPE3CHTYEMOTO Marepuara,

- odopMiieHHE TMpe3eHTAlMU: 00bheM (OMTHUMATbHOE KOJWYECTBO), AW3alH (YUTAEMOCTh, HAJIMYHE U
COOTBETCTBHE TpapUKd W aHUMAIMH, 3BYKOBOE OQOpMIICHHE, CTPYKTYpHpPOBaHUE WH(POPMAIIUH,
COOTBETCTBHE 3asBJICHHBIM TpPEOOBAaHUSIM), OPHUTHHAIBHOCTH OQGOPMIICHHS, ACTETHKA, HCIIOJIIb30BaHHE
BO3MO)KHOCTH ITPOTPAMMHO# CpeJIbl, COOTBETCTBHE CTaHIapTaM 0(hOpMIICHUS;

- TMYHOCTHBIC Ka4eCTBa: OPATOPCKUE CITOCOOHOCTH. COOIIONEHHIE PErIaMeHTa, SMOIMOHAIBHOCTh, YMEHHUE
OTBETHTBH Ha BOIPOCHI, CHCTEMATU3UPOBAHHBIC, TITyOOKHE 1 TIOJHBIC 3HAHUS 110 BCEM pa3JieiiaM IPOTrPaMMBI:
- COIEepKaHHWE BBICTYIUICHUS: JIOTMYHOCTh W3JIOKEHUS Marepuaia, PacKpbITHE TEeMbl, JOCTYITHOCTh
u3nokeHus, d¢pdextuBHOCT, TpuMeHeHus cpeactB  WKT, cmocoObl W yCIOBUSL  TOCTHDKCHHS
pPEe3yNBbTaTUBHOCTH W 3(P(HEKTUBHOCTH U1l BBIMIOJHEHHS 3a/1a4d CBOeH MpOo(eCCHOHAIBHOW WM Y4eOHOU
JESITeTbHOCTH, JOKA3aTeIbHOCTh MPUHUMAEMBIX PEUICHUH, YMCHHUE apTyMEHTHUPOBATh CBOW 3aKJIIOYCHUS,
BBIBOJIBI.
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4. DneKkTpoHHAas TMHTBUCTHYECKas SHLIMKIonenus - http://www.krugosvet.ru/

7. MaTepuaJbHO-TeXHMYeCKOe o0ecnedeHHe TUCHUILVINHBI, IPOrpaMMHOe o0ecredyeHue,
npogeccnoHanbHbIe 023bI JAHHBIX 1 HHPOPMALMOHHBbIE CIIPABOYHbIE CHCTEMbI

I[J'DI MMPOBCACHUA 3aHATUM TI0 JUCHUITIINHEC HGOGXO,Z[I/IMO CJICAyromee MarcpruaJIbHO-TCXHUYCCKOC
obOecrnieucHue: y‘-Ie6HI>Ie AyauTOpruun JId TIPOBCACHUA 3aHATHI JICKOIUOHHOI'O W CCMHUHAPCKOT0 THIIA,
rpynmnoBbIX W HWHIAWBHUIYAJIbHBIX KOHCYHLTaLII/If/’I, TCKYLICTO KOHTPOJA H HpOMe)KYTOqHOﬁ arrecranuu,
IIOMCIICHUA 1A CaMOCTOSITEIIHLHOM pa6OTI:I.

VY4eOHble ayTUTOPUN U MTIOMELICHHUS JJIS1 CAMOCTOSTEIbHON pabOThl YKOMIUIEKTOBAHBI CHICIIMATM3UPOBAHHOM
MeOeNbI0 U TEXHUYECKUMHU CPEACTBAMH 00yUeHHUsI, CITy>KalllMMU JJIsl TIPeACTaBIeHus] yueOHoM nHpopManuu
OO0JIBIION ayTUTOPHH.

[TomereHust A1 CaMOCTOSITEIbHON PabOThl YKOMITJIEKTOBAHBI KOMIIBIOTEPHOW TEXHUKOM C BO3MOXKHOCTBIO
MOAKITFOYEHHUS K ceTn "UnTepuer” u obecrieueHrEeM JloCcTyna B AIEKTPOHHYIO
nH(pOPMAITMOHHO-00pa30BaTEILHYIO CPENy YHUBEPCUTETA.

Jlnst mpoBeieHusl 3aHATHI JIEKIIMOHHOTO THIIAa UCTIONB3YIOTCS HA0OPBI IEMOHCTPAIIHOHHOTO 000PYI0BaHUS,
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