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1 Hesu ocBOCHMS TUCHUILIMHBI (MOAYJI51)

Heasimu ocBoeHMsi IMCUMIUIMHBI (MoayJsi) «Jluckype» SABJAATCHA: TpUOOpeTEeHUE
CHOCOOHOCTH K KOMMYHHUKAIIMM B YCTHOW W MUCbMEHHOU (popMax Ha PyCCKOM M MHOCTPAaHHOM
A3bIKaX JJIsl  peLIeHUs 3aJad MEXJIMYHOCTHOTO M MEXKKYJIbTYPHOTO B3aWMOJEHUCTBUSA,
CIOCOOHOCTBIO ~ peliaTh  3aJaud  BOCIHMTAHHWA W JAYXOBHO-HPABCTBEHHOI'O  pa3BUTHS,
oOydJammxcs B y4eOHOW M BHEYyUE€OHOH NeATeNbHOCTH, YMEHHUE CBOOOJHO BBIpaXaTh CBOH
MBICITH, AJ€KBATHO HCIIOJIb3Ysl Pa3sHOOOpa3HbIE SI3BIKOBBIE CPEACTBA C LENBIO BbIACICHUS
penieBaHTHON MH(OpMaLuu.

2 MecTro auCHUIUIMHBI (MOAYJsi) B CTPYKType 00pa3oBare/ibHOl NPOrpamMMbl
NOAroOTOBKHU 0akajaBpa

HucuunnuHa «/luckypc» BXOIWT B BapuaTHBHYIO 4YacTh Onoka 1 oOpa3oBaTenbHOI
nporpaMmsl 1o HampasiaeHuto 44.03.05 Ilexarorudeckoe oopazoBanue, Mpoduib AHTIIMACKUN-
HEMELKHUH S3bIKU U SBJISIETCS TUCUUILIMHON 11O BBIOODY.

Jnst u3ydeHus: QUCIUTUIMHBI HEOOXOIUMBI 3HaHUS (yMEHUs, BIAaJeHus), chOpMUPOBAHHBIE
B pe3ynbraTte u3ydeHus «llpaktuueckuii Kypc MepBOro WHOCTPAHHOTO f3bIKAa (AHTJIMMCKUN
S3bIK)», «BBeeHne B I3bIKO3HAHHEY .

3uanus (YMEHHs, BJIaJeHUs), TOJyuYeHHbIE MpPU HM3yYEeHUH TaHHOW IUCIUIUIMHBI OyIyT
HEOOXOAMMBI JUII TPOXOXKJEHUS TOCYAapCTBEHHOM WTOTOBOM aTTeCTallud M COa4yu
rocyJ1apCTBEHHOI' 0 3K3aMEHa.

3 Komnerenunu o0yuyawuerocsi, ¢opmMupyemble B  pe3yJbTaTe OCBOCHUS
AMCUUIIMHBI (MOXYJIS) U IJIAHUPYEMbIe Pe3yJbTaThl 00y4eHus

B pesynapraTe ocBoeHMs IUCHUIUIMHBL (Monyis) «Juckype» oOyuaromumiicss TOJKEH
o0saaTh CIEAYIOUMMHI KOMIIETEHIUSAMU:

CTpyKTYypHBII
JJIEMEHT [TnaHupyemble pe3ynbTaThl 00ydeHUS
KOMIIETEHLIUH

OK-4 cnocoOHOCTBIO K KOMMYHUKAIlMM B YCTHOW M THUChMEHHOW (GopMax Ha PYCCKOM H
WHOCTPAaHHOM  sI3BIKaX I  pelleHus 3aJad MEKIMYHOCTHOTO M MEXKYJIbTYPHOTO
B3aMMOJICH CTBUS

3HaTh — OCHOBHBIE ONPEIEICHHUS U IIOHATHS TEOPUU AUCKYPCa,

— OCHOBHBIE BUJIbI AUCKYPCA, IPUMEHIEMBIE B IIPOLIECCE MEKIMYHOCTHON U
MEXKYJIBTYPHOM KOMMYyHHUKALINH;

— 0COOEHHOCTH BHJIOB aHIJIOSN3bIUHOIO IMCKypca

Ymets — TIPHUMEHSTH THI JUCKYypCa B COOTBETCTBUH C KOMMYHHUKAaTUBHOM 3aJa4yel;
— CTPOUTH MHCbMEHHbIE POPMBI JUCKYPCa;
— CTPOMTH YCTHBIE JOPMBI TUCKYpCa.

Bnanets — yCTHBIMH ()OpMaMU aHTIIOA3BIYHOTO JUCKYpCa;

— THUCBMEHHBIMU (OPMAMH aHTJION3BIYHOTO TUCKYpCa;

— HabopoMm cpencTB  o0ecHeuyMBalONIMX yCTHYHO U NHCbMEHHYIO
KOMMYHUKAIIMIO HA HHOCTPAHHOM $I3bIKE.

IIK-3 cnocoOHOCTBIO pemaTh 3aJaydl BOCHUTAHUS W JTYXOBHO-HPAaBCTBEHHOTO DPAa3BHUTHUA,
o0yJarImmXxcs B y4eOHOW U BHEYYEOHOU NIEeATEeILHOCTH

3HaTh — OCHOBHBIE 33/1a4i HPAaBCTBEHHOI'O BOCIIUTaHUS;
— OCHOBHBIE HaIIPaBJICHUS 1YXOBHO-HPAaBCTBEHHOI'O Pa3BUTH;
— OCHOBHBIE BUJIbl YU€HOI U BHEYy4eOHOU NesITeIbHOCTH;
YmMeThb — peulaTh 3a/1a4l HPaBCTBEHHOI'0 BOCIIUTaHMsI TOCPEICTBOM AUCKYPCa,
— HaxoAuTh crnocoObl 3(Q(HEKTUBHOIO pEIIEHUs JyXOBHO-HPABCTBEHHOI'O




CrpyKTypHBIii
JJIEMEHT [Tnanupyemsble pe3yabTaThl 00yUeHUs
KOMIIETEHIINH

Pa3BUTHS IOCPEICTBOM PA3INYHBIX TUIIOB IUCKYPCA;
— KOPPEKTHO BBbIpaXkaTb U apryMeHTHPOBAHHO OOOCHOBHIBaTh B3aMMOCBS3b
Ipolecca BOCIUTAaHUS M JyXOBHO-HPAaBCTBEHHOI'O Ppa3BUTHS ydallUuXcsi C
pa3IMYHBIMU BUJAMU JIUCKYpCa.

Bnanets —  3bQeKTUBHBIMU CcIOcO0aMH pPELIeHUs 3a1ay, CBA3aHHBIX C HPABCTBEHHBIM
BOCIIUTAHUEM IOCPEICTBOM PA3JIMYHBIX TUIIOB AUCKYpCa;
— 3(¢¢dekTUBHBIMU METOJMKaMH{, HaIpaBJIE€HHbIMU Ha (OpPMUpPOBAHHE
HPaBCTBEHHO-IYXOBHOTO BOCHUTaHMS IIOCPEICTBOM pa3JIM4YHBIX THUIIOB
JUCKYpca,
— HabopoM NpPHEMOB HPABCTBEHHO-IYXOBHOI'O DPa3BUTHUS, NIPUMEHSEMBIX B
yueOHOU 1 BHEYUEOHOH 1eATEIbHOCTH;

JAIIK-3 ymeer cBOOOZHO BBIpaXKaTb CBOM MBICIH, AJCKBATHO HCIIONb3yS pPa3HOOOpa3HbIE

S3BIKOBBIE CPE/ICTBA C LIEJIbIO BBIAECIEHUS PEJIEBAaHTHON MH(popManun

3HaTh — OCHOBHBIE BUIbI IUCKYPCA;
— OCHOBHBIE JIEKCUUECKHUE U I'PAMMAaTUYECKUE CPEICTBA,UCIOIb3yEMbIE TIPU
IOCTPOEHUU IUCKYpCa,
— JIUCKYPCUOHHBIE MapKepbl peJIeBAHTHON HHPOpMAIIIH;

YmeTsb — TMPUMEHSTh  paslMyHble BHUABI  JUCKypca B  3aBUCUMOCTH  OT
KOMMYHUKATHBHON UHTEHLIUU;
— TIPUMEHATh JIEKCUYECKHE U  TIpaMMAaTHYECKHE  CpPEICTBAa  CBA3M,
UCIOJIb3yEeMbIE B IUCKYPCE;
— Ppacrno3HaBaThIANCKYPCHOHHBIE MapKephbl peaeBaHTHONW HH(OpMaLuu

Bnanets — pa3iIMuYHBIMM BHJIAMHU AMCKYpCa;
— JIEKCUYECKMMHUH I'PAMMATUYECKUMU CPEICTBAM I1IOCTPOEHUS IUCKYPCa;
— JMCKYPCHOHHBIMU MapKepaMu pejeBaHTHON MHGOpMaLuu

4 CTpyKTYypa M co/iepKaHue JMCHUILIHHBI (MOAYJISA)
OO61m1ast TpyI0€MKOCTh TUCIUIUIMHBI COCTaBIsACT 7 3a4ETHBIX €IUHUIl 252 akaj. 4acos,

B TOM 4YHCJIC:

— KOHTaKkTHas pabora — _105,4 akan. 4acos:

— ayJIuTOpHAs —

101 axapx. gacos;

— BHeayauTopHas — _4,4  akaj. yacoB
— camocrosTenbHas padora — _110,9 akan. yacos;
— MOATOTOBKA K 3K3aMeHy — 35,7 akaj. yaca
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1. Pasmem: Jluckypc| 8
KaK peaMeT
JIMHTBUCTUYECKOTO




Paznen/ tema
TUCLUIIIHBI

Cemectp

AynuTtopHas
KOHTaKTHAas
pabota
(B akaj. yacax)

JICKITUU
nabopar.
3aHATHUS

PAKTHY.
3aHSTHUS

CaMocTosTeIbHAs
aboTa (B akaJ. yacax)

Bun
CaMOCTOSITEIILHOU
paboTHhI

®dopmMa TeKyIIEero
KOHTPOJIS
yCIIEBAEMOCTHU U
IIPOMEKYTOUYHON
aTTeCTalluu

Kon u ctpykrypHbIit
AIIEMEHT
KOMIETEHIINH

U3y4EHUs, €r0 MECTO
B pany  OmM3KuX
MOHATHH AMCKYpCa.

1.1. Tema:
dunocodcko-
METOIOJIOTHYECKHE
OCHOBAHHS  aHaIM3a
SI3BIKOBOI'O  OOII[EHHS.
SI3BIK KaK COITMAJILHO-
IICUXOJIOTUYECKHI
¢denomen. Koposas,
uH(pepeHIuoHHas |
WHTEPAKIIHOHHAS

MO EIH

KOMM yHHKAITUH.
WnTepaki. MOJIEJIb
o0LIEeHNs KakK
pa3BUTHE Huen
nmanora M. baxTuHa.

5 5/4

15

IToaroroBska k
MPAKTUYECKOMY
3aHATHUIO.

YcTHBIN onpoc.

OK-4-
3y, [1K-
3-3y
JIIK-3
— 3y

1.2. Tema:
JluckypcuBHas
OHTOJIOTHS B
MpUHLINIIA
COLIMAJIbHOT O
KOHCTPYKLMOHAIN3Ma
KaK
METOJI0OJIOTUYECKOE
OCHOBAaHHE
IIparMajJMHIBUCTHKU.

BHJIE

4 4/3

15

IToaroroBska k
MPAKTHYECKOMY
3aHSTHIO.

YcTHBIN onpoc.

OK-4-
3y, 1IK-
3 -3y
JIIK-3
—3y

1.3. Tema: ITogxonbl
K OIpeAeICHUIO
JTUCKypCa.

4 43

15,25

ITogroroBka x
MIPAKTUYECKOMY
3aHATHIO.
Iloaroroska
JIOKJIaJa 10 TEME.

OK-4-
3yB,
IK-3 -
3yB
JIITK-3
—3yB

Hroro mo pazneny

13 13/10

45,25

YcTHbIM OIIpOC.

Hroro 3a cemecTp

13 13/10

45,25

IIpomexyrounas
arrecraums —
3a4eT

2. Pa3pgen:
CeMaHTHKa U
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rpaMMaTHKa
TUCKypca
2.1. Tema: 4 8/3 | 8 |IlomroroBska k OK-4-
CemanTHKa MPAKTHYECKOMY 3yB,
JHCKypca: 3aHSTHIO. ITK-3 —
PO O3UIIHS, Brimonnenue 3yB
pedepenIus, MPAKTUYECKUX JTIK-3
IKCIUIMKATYPA, 3aJJaHuH 110 TeMe. —3yB
UMIUTHKATY A,
nHpepeHus,
MPECYNIO3ULIUS U AP.
2.2. Tema: Tema 4 8/3 8 |[loaroroska K|YctHbIi onpoc.  |OK-4-
JHUCKypca. Tema MPAKTHYECKOMY 3yB,
FOBOPSILETO. 3aHATHIO. IK-3 -
KonrekcT nuckypca u Beimonnenne 3yB
ero THIIEL MPAKTUYECKUX JIIK-3
KOrHUTHBHEIE 3aJJaHUi 110 TEME. — 3yB
CTPYKTYPBI IUCKYypCa.
2.3. Tema: PeueBble 4 8/2 | 8 |IloaroroBka K|YcTHbli onpoc.  |OK-4-
aKThl, HUX  THIBI, MPAKTHIECKOMY 3yB,
KOMMYHUKAaTBHBIC 3aHATHIO. IK-3 -
aKTbl, XOJIbI, OOMCHEI, Beinonxenue 3yB
TPAHCAKLIMK, PEUYEBBIC TTPaKTHICCKIX ATIK-3
COBBITHS KaK 3aJlaHuH 110 TeMe. —3yB
eIMHULIBI TUCKYypCa.
24. Tema: Mena 2 42 | 5,2 |TloaroroBka K Ycerasiid onpoc.  |OK-4-
KOMMyHHKATHBHBIX MPAKTHIECKOMY 3yB,
poJie, 3aHATHIO. IMK-3 —
KOMMYyHHKATHBHAS Bremonnenne 3yB
cTpaTerus, Koresus, MPAKTHYECKUX JTIK-3
KOTepeHITHS, 3aJlaHu# 10 TeMe. —3yB
METaKOMMYHUKAIIHS
1 JEUKCUC JUCKYypca.
Hroro no pazaeny 14 28/10| 29,2 KounTtpoabHas
n padora
Hroro 3a cemectp IIpomexyrounas
arTecraums —
3aver
3. Pazmen: Twumsr| A
JHUCKypca
3.1. Tema: 4 9/4 | 12 |IloarorToBKa K OK-4-
JluckypcuBHOE MPAKTHYECKOMY 3yB,
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KOHCTPYUpOBaHUE 3aHSTHUIO. I1K-3 -
COIIMATIBHOTO  MUpA. Brinmonnenue 3yB
«KoHBeHIUS», NPaKTHYCCKUX JIIK-3
CUHCTUTYT» KakK 3ajaHUH [0 TEME. —3yB
colrajbHbIC
KaTeropuu JUCKypca.
3.2. Tema: Tumsl 4 9/4 | 12 |IloaroToBKa K OK-4-
JHCKypca, cdepsl MPAKTHYECKOMY 3yB,
o0IICHNS, 3aHSTHIO. [IK-3 -
(GOpMaIBHOCTB, [Toaroroska 3yB
npeaBapuTeIbHas AOKIana 1o ATIK-3
TIO/IrOTOBIEHHOCTb teme.CocTraBieHue - 3yB
JHCKypCa. cooO1eHNe B
ComManbHEL paMKax OJHOTO U3
o — TUTIOB TUCKYypCa.
3.3. Tema: OmbIT 3 42 |12,45|TToarotoBka K OK-4-
UHTEPIPETATUBHOTO MPAKTHYECKOMY 3yB,
IUCKYypC-aHaIn3a. 3aHATHUIO. ITK-3 -
Brimosnenune 3yB
TUCKYypC-aHaln3a JIIK-3
MPEII0KEHHOT O —3yB
TEKCTa.
HToro no pazneny 11 22/10(36,45 Kontponpnas
n paborta.
ITucemenHbIi
JTUCKYypC-aHaIIN3
TEKCTA.
Hroro 3a cemecTp IIpomexyrounas
arTecraums —
IK3aMeH
Hroro no 38 63/30{110,9
AMCUMIITIMHE n

5 O6pa3zoBare/ibHble 1 MH(OPMAITMOHHBIE TEXHOJIOT UM

HpI/I HU3y4YCHUU JUCHUILINHBI <<Z[I/ICKpr» HCIOJIB3YIOTCA CIICAYIOIIUEC 06p330BaT€HbHBIC n

MH(pOpPMaILMOHHbIE

TCXHOJIOTHUH:

TpaAuIMOHHBIC

o0Opa3oBareibHbIE

TCXHOJIOI'nn

(nHpOpMAIIMOHHAS JIEKIMsI, CEMUHAp), WHTEPAKTUBHBIC TEXHOJOTMU (CEMHHAP-AUCKYCCHS),
MH(}OPMAIIMOHHO-KOMMYHUKATUBHbIE 00pa30BaTENbHbIE TEXHOJIOTUU (JIEKIMSI-BU3yaau3aus,
MPAaKTUYECKOE 3aHATHE B (OpPME MPE3EeHTALUHN).




6 YueOHO-MeTOANYECKOE 0O0ecTIeYeHHe CAMOCTOATEIbLHOM PadoThI 00yYaOIINXCH

[lo gucnunmmuae  «Jluckypc»  mpeaycMoTpeHa ayAuTOpHAas U BHEAyIUTOpPHAs
camocTosITeNnbHas paboTa 00yJaromuXxcsl.

AynuTopHasi caMmoOcCTosTeNnbHas paboTa CTYAEHTOB MpEANojaraeT YCTHBIM Ompoc U
BBITMIOJIHEHNE MTPAKTHYECKUX 3aJaHui (yIpaKHEeHU) Ha MPAKTUYECKUX 3aHATHSX.

1 Paznen: JIuckypc Kak mpeaMeT JMHTBUCTHYECKOTO U3YUEHUS, €r0 MECTO B Py OJIM3KUX
MOHATUN TUCKYpCa.

Teopetnyeckre BONPOCHL:
1) Packpoiite moHsITHE COLMAIBHOIO KOHCTPYKIIMOHAIN3MA KAK METOA0JIOT MYECKOT0 OCHOBaHUS
MparMaJMHTBUCTUKH.
2). Ilepeuniciute TeOpETUYECKHE MOAEIN KOMMYHUKALIMH.
3) PaccMoTpuTe mOaX0abI K TOHITHIO «IUCKYpey». JlaiiTe onpenenenne quckypea.

IIpakTnueckue 3aqaHus:

[TonroroBbTe NOKIAL Ha CIEAYIOIIUE TEMBIL:
1) Huckypc - KaK npeaMeT U3y4yeHUs B I'YMaHUTapHbBIX HayKax.
2) llupokoe u y3K0e TOHUMaHUE TEPMUHA «IUCKYPCH
3) [loaxonpl K MOHATUIO «IUCKYPC» B OT€UECTBEHHOMN JIMHTBUCTHKE.
4) IToaxoap! K MOHATHIO AUCKYPC B 3aNIaJHON JIMHTBUCTHUKE.
5) Tunonorus u CTPyKTypa JUCKypca.

2. Pazgen: CemaHTHKa U rpaMMaTHKa JUCKypca
Teopernyeckue BOPOCHL:
1). Uro takoe «pedepeHius»?
2). Kak coOTHOCSTCS 9KCITMKATypa U UMILTMKATypa?
3). ChopmymupyiiTe onpeaeneHne TeMbl JUCKypca.
4). Kakumu cpesicTBaMu BhIpa)kaeTcsi TeMa TOBOPSIIEro?
5) [pomumrocTpUpyiTe TPEMEPaAMU KOTHUTUBHBIE CTPYKTYPBI IUCKYpCa.
6) Uto Takoe peueBoii aKT B TECOPUH ITUCKypca?
7). PackpoiiTe OCHOBHBIE IIOHATUS TEOPUH PEUEBBIX aKTOB.IlepeunciuTe TUIIBI peYeBBIX AKTOB.
8) IlpuBenuTe MpuMepbl KOCBEHHBIX PEUEBBIX AKTOB.
9). Cpnenaiite cooOlIEHHE O TaKUX SBICHUAX KaK «KOTE3MA», «KOTEPEHLHUS» U
«METaKOMM YHHKAIUSD.

IIpakTueckue 3aqaHus:
Haiinnre B mpeniokeHHBIX TEKCTAX CIEIYIOIIUE SIBICHUS:
1) DkcrumKanys ¥ UMIUTHKALUS:
2) Tema guckypca.
3) Tema roBopsiiiero
4) KorHuTHBHAs CTPYKTYpa JTUCKypCa.
5) Onpenenure BUABI PEYEBBIX aKTOB, HCIIOJIB3YEMbIX B C AUAJIOTHYECKON peur NEPCOHAKEH.
6) Haiinure npuMepsl KOre3uu U KOrepeHIuH.

1 The Ultimate Experiment

by Thornton DeKy

«THEY were all gone now, The Masters, all dead and their atoms scattered to the never
ceasing winds that swept the great crysolite city towers in ever increasing fury. That had been the
last wish of each as he had passed away, dying from sheer old age. True they had fought on as
long as they could to save their kind from utter extinction but the comet that had trailed its
poisoning wake across space to leave behind it, upon Earth, a noxious, lethal gas vapor, had done
its work too well.»

No living soul breathed upon the Earth. No one lived here now, but Kiron and his kind.



«And,» so thought Kiron to himself, «<he might as well be a great unthinking robot able to do
only one thing instead of the mental giant he was, so obsessed had he become with the task he
had set himself to do.»

Yet, in spite of a great loneliness and a strong fear of a final frustration, he worked on
with the others of his people, hardly stopping for anything except the very necessities needed to
keep his big body working in perfect coordination.

Tirelessly he worked, for The Masters had bred, if that is the word to use, fatigue and the
need for restoration out of his race long decades ago.

Sometimes, though, he would stop his work when the great red dying sun began to fade
into the west and his round eyes would grow wistful as he looked out over the great city that
stretched in towering minarets and lofty spires of purest crystal blue for miles on every side. A
fairy city of rarest hue and beauty. A city for the Gods and the Gods were dead. Kiron felt, at
such times, the great loneliness that the last Master must have known.

They had been kind, The Masters, and Kiron knew that his people, as they went about
their eternal tasks of keeping the great city in perfect shape for The Masters who no longer
needed it, must miss them as he did.

Never to hear their voices ringing, never to see them again gathered in groups to witness
some game or to play amid the silver fountains and flowery gardens of the wondrous city, made
him infinitely saddened. It would always be like this, unless....

But thinking, dreaming, reminiscing would not bring it all back for there was only one
answer to still the longing: work. The others worked and did not dream, but instead kept busy
tending to the thousand and one tasks The Masters had set them to do—had left them doing
when the last Master perished. He too must remember the trust they had placed in his hands and
fulfill it as best he could.

From the time the great red eye of the sun opened itself in the East until it disappeared in
the blue haze beyond the crysolite city, Kiron labored with his fellows. Then, at the appointed
hour, the musical signals would peal forth their sweet, sad chimes, whispering goodnight to ears
that would hear them no more and all operations would halt for the night, just as it had done
when The Masters were here to supervise it.

Then when morning came he would start once more trying, testing, experimenting with
his chemicals and plastics, forever following labyrinth of knowledge, seeking for the great
triumph that would make the work of the others of some real use.

His hands molded the materials carefully, lovingly to a pattern that was set in his mind as
a thing to cherish. Day by day his experiments in their liquid baths took form under his careful
modeling. He mixed his chemicals with the same loving touch, the same careful concentration
and painstaking thoroughness, studying often his notes and analysis charts.

Everything must be just so lest his experiment not turn out perfectly. He never became
exasperated at a failure or a defect that proved to be the only reward for his faithful endeavors
but worked patiently on toward a goal that he knew would ultimately be his.

Then one day, as the great red sun glowed like an immense red eye overhead, Kiron
stepped back to admire his handiwork. In that instant the entire wondrous city seemed to breathe
a silent prayer as he stood transfixed by the sight before him. Then it went on as usual, hurrying
noiselessly about its business. The surface cars, empty though they were, fled swiftly about
supported only by the rings of magnetic force that held them to their designated paths. The
gravoships raised from the tower-dromes to speed silently into the eye of the red sun that was
dying.

«No one now,» Kiron thought to himself as he studied his handiwork. Then he walked
unhurriedly to the cabinet in the laboratory corner and took from it a pair of earphones
resembling those of a long forgotten radio set. Just as unhurriedly, though his mind was filled
with turmoil and his being with excitement, he walked back and connected the earphones to the
box upon his bench. The phones dangled into the liquid bath before him as he adjusted them to
suit his requirements.



Slowly he checked over every step of his experiments before he went farther. Then, as he
proved them for the last time, his hand went slowly to the small knife switch upon the box at his
elbow. Next he threw into connection the larger switch upon his laboratory wall bringing into his
laboratory the broadcast power of the crysolite city.

The laboratory generators hummed softly, drowning out the quiet hum of the city outside.
As they built up, sending tiny living electrical impulses over the wires like minute currents that
come from the brain, Kiron sat breathless; his eyes intent.

Closer to his work he bent, watching lovingly, fearful least all might not be quite right.
Then his eyes took on a brighter light as he began to see the reaction. He knew the messages that
he had sent out were being received and coordinated into a unit that would stir and grow into
intellect.

Suddenly the machine flashed its little warning red light and automatically snapped off.
Kiron twisted quickly in his seat and threw home the final switch. This, he knew, was the
ultimate test. On the results of the flood of energy impulses that he had set in motion rested the
fulfillment of his success—or failure.

He watched with slight misgivings. This had never been accomplished before. How could
it possibly be a success now? Even The Masters had never quite succeeded at this final test, how
could he, only a servant? Yet it must work for he had no desire in life but to make it work.

Then, suddenly, he was on his feet, eyes wide. From the two long, coffin-like liquid
baths, there arose two perfect specimens of the Homo sapiens. Man and woman, they were, and
they blinked their eyes in the light of the noonday sun, raised themselves dripping from the baths
of their creation and stepped to the floor before Kiron.

The man spoke, the woman remained silent.

«l am Adam Two,» he said. «Created, by you Kiron from a formula they left, in their
image. | was created to be a Master and she whom you also have created is to be my wife. We
shall mate and the race of Man shall be reborn through us and others whom 1 shall help you
create.»

The Man halted at the last declaration he intoned and walked smilingly toward the woman who
stepped into his open arms returning his smile.

Kiron smiled too within his pumping heart. The words the Man had intoned had been
placed in his still pregnable mind by the tele-teach phones and record that the last Master had
prepared before death had halted his experiments. The actions of the Man toward the Woman,
Kiron knew, was caused by the natural constituents that went to form his chemical body and
govern his humanness.

He, Kiron, had created a living man and woman. The Masters lived again because of him.
They would sing and play and again people the magnificent crysolite city because he loved them
and had kept on until success had been his. But then why not such a turnabout? Hadn’t they, The
Masters, created him a superb, thinking robot?

2. The Girl with Green Eyes

by J. Bassett
‘Of course,” the man in the brown hat said, ‘there are good policemen and there are bad
policemen, you know.’
‘You’re right,” the young man said. ‘Yes. That’s very true. Isn’t it, Julie?” He looked at the
young woman next to him.
Julie didn’t answer and looked bored. She closed her eyes.
‘Julie’s my wife,” the young man told the man in the brown hat. ‘She doesn’t like trains. She
always feels ill on trains.’
‘Oh yes?’ the man in the brown hat said. “Now my wife — she doesn’t like buses. She nearly
had an accident on a bus once. It was last year ... No, no, it wasn’t. It was two years ago. |
remember now. It was in Manchester.” He told a long, boring story about his wife and a bus in
Manchester.



It was a hot day and the train was slow. There were seven people in the carriage. There was the
man in the brown hat; the young man and his wife, Julie; a mother and two children; and a tall
dark man in an expensive suit.

The young man’s name was Bill. He had short brown hair and a happy smile. His wife, Julie, had
long red hair and very green eyes — the colour of sea water. They were very beautiful eyes.

The man in the brown hat talked and talked. He had a big red face and a loud voice. He talked to
Bill because Bill liked to talk too. The man in the brown hat laughed a lot, and when he laughed,
Bill laughed too. Bill liked talking and laughing with people. The two children were hot and
bored. They didn’t want to sit down. They wanted to be noisy and run up and down the train.
‘Now sit down and be quiet,” their mother said. She was a small woman with a tired face and a
tired voice.

’1 don’t want to sit down,’ the little boy said. ‘I’m thirsty.’

‘Here. Have an orange,’ his mother said. She took an orange out of her bag and gave it to him.

‘I want an orange too,” the little girl said loudly.

‘All right. Here you are,” said her mother. ‘Eat it nicely, now.’

The children ate their oranges and were quiet for a minute.

Then the little boy said, ‘I want a drink. I’m thirsty.’

The tall dark man took out his newspaper and began to read. Julie opened her eyes and looked at
the back page of his newspaper. She read about the weather in Budapest and about the football in
Liverpool. She wasn’t interested in Budapest and she didn’t like football, but she didn’t want to
listen to Bill and the man in the brown hat. ‘Talk, talk, talk,” she thought. ‘Bill never stops
talking.’

Then suddenly she saw the tall man’s eyes over the top of his newspaper. She could not see his
mouth, but there was a smile in his eyes. Quickly, she looked down at the newspaper and read
about the weather in Budapest again.

The train stopped at Dawlish station and people got on and got off. There was a lot of noise.

‘Is this our station?’ the little girl asked. She went to the window and looked out.

‘No, it isn’t. Now sit down,” her mother said.

‘We’re going to Penzance,’ the little girl told Bill. “For our holidays.’

“Yes,” her mother said. ‘My sister’s got a little hotel by the sea. We’re staying there. It’s cheap,
you see.’

‘Yes,” the man in the brown hat said. ‘It’s a nice town. | know a man there. He’s got a restaurant
in King Street. A lot of holiday people go there. He makes a lot of money in the summer.” He
laughed loudly. “Yes,” he said again. “You can have a nice holiday in Penzance.’

‘We’re going to St Austell,” Bill said. *‘Me and Julie. It’s our first holiday. Julie wanted to go to
Spain, but I like St Austell. I always go there for my holidays. It’s nice in August. You can have
a good time there too.’

Julie looked out of the window. “‘Where is Budapest?’ she thought. ‘I want to go there. I want to
go to Vienna, to Paris, to Rome, to Athens.” Her green eyes were bored and angry. Through the
window she watched the little villages and hills of England.

The man in the brown hat looked at Julie. “You’re right,” he said to Bill. “You can have a good
time on holiday in England. We always go to Brighton, me and the wife. But the weather! We
went one year, and it rained every day. Morning, afternoon, and night. It’s true. It never stopped
raining.” He laughed loudly. *We nearly went home after the first week.’

Bill laughed too. "What did you do all day, then?’ he asked.

Julie read about the weather in Budapest for the third time. Then she looked at the tall man’s
hands. They were long, brown hands, very clean. ‘Nice hands,” she thought. He wore a very
expensive Japanese watch. ‘Japan,” she thought. ‘1’d like to go to Japan.” She looked up and saw
the man’s eyes again over the top of his newspaper. This time she did not look away. Green eyes
looked into dark brown eyes for a long, slow minute.

After Newton Abbot station the guard came into the carriage to look at their tickets. ‘Now then,’
he said, “where are we all going?’



“This train’s late,” the man in the brown hat said. ‘Twenty minutes late, by my watch.’

“Ten minutes,” the guard said. ‘That’s all.” He smiled at Julie.

The tall dark man put his newspaper down, found his ticket, and gave it to the guard. The guard
looked at it.

“You’re all right, sir,” he said. ‘“The boat doesn’t leave Plymouth before six o’clock. You’ve got
lots of time.’

The tall man smiled, put his ticket back in his pocket and opened his newspaper again.

Julie didn’t look at him. *A boat,” she thought. ‘He’s taking a boat from Plymouth. Where’s he
going?’ She looked at him again with her long green eyes.

He read his newspaper and didn’t look at her. But his eyes smiled. The train stopped at Totnes
station and more people got on and off.

‘Everybody’s going on holiday,” Bill said. He laughed. “It’s going to be wonderful. No work for
two weeks. It’s a nice, quiet town, St Austell. We can stay in bed in the mornings, and sit and
talk in the afternoons, and have a drink or two in the evenings. Eh, Julie?” He looked at his wife.
‘Are you all right, Julie?’

“Yes, Bill,” she said quietly. ‘I’m OK.” She looked out of the window again. The train went more
quickly now, and it began to rain. Bill and the man in the brown hat talked and talked. Bill told a
long story about two men and a dog, and the man in the brown hat laughed very loudly.

‘That’s a good story,” he said. ‘I like that. You tell it very well. Do you know the story about . . .’
And he told Bill a story about a Frenchman and a bicycle.

‘Why do people laugh at these stories?’ Julie thought. *They’re so boring!’

But Bill liked it. Then he told a story about an old woman and a cat, and the man in the brown
hat laughed again. “That’s good, too. I don’t know. How do you remember them all?’

‘Because’, Julie thought, ‘he tells them every day.’

‘I don’t understand,’ the little girl said suddenly. She looked at Bill. “Why did the cat die?’
‘Shhh. Be quiet,” her mother said. ‘Come and eat your sandwiches now.’

“That’s all right,” Bill said. ‘I like children.’

The man in the brown hat looked at the children’s sandwiches. “Mmm, I’m hungry, too,” he said.
“You can get sandwiches in the restaurant on this train.” He looked at Bill. “‘Let’s go down to the
restaurant, eh? | need a drink too.’

Bill laughed. “You’re right. It’s thirsty work, telling stories.”

The two men stood up and left the carriage.

The little girl ate her sandwich and looked at Julie. ‘But why did the cat die?’ she asked.

‘I don’t know,” Julie said. ‘Perhaps it wanted to die.’

The little girl came and sat next to Julie. ‘I like your hair,” she said. ‘It’s beautiful.” Julie looked
down at her and smiled.

For some minutes it was quiet in the carriage. Then the tall dark man opened his bag and took
out a book. He put it on the seat next to him, and looked at Julie with a smile. Julie looked back
at him, and then down at the book. Famous towns of Italy, she read. Venice, Florence, Rome,
Naples. She looked away again, out of the window at the rain. “Two weeks in St Austell,” she
thought. ‘With Bill. In the rain.’

After half an hour the two men came back to the carriage. ‘There are a lot of people on this
train,” Bill said. ‘Do you want a sandwich, Julie?’

‘No,” she said. “I’m not hungry. You eat them.’

The train was nearly at Plymouth. Doors opened and people began to move. *A lot of people get
on here,” the man in the brown hat said.

The tall dark man stood up and put his book and his newspaper in his bag. Then he picked up his
bag and left the carriage. The train stopped at the station. A lot of people got on the train, and
two women and an old man came into the carriage. They had a lot of bags with them. Bill and
the man in the brown hat stood up and helped them. One of the women had a big bag of apples.
The bag broke and the apples went all over the carriage.

‘Oh damn!” she said.



Everybody laughed, and helped her to find the apples. The train moved away from Plymouth
station. After a minute or two everybody sat down and the woman gave some apples to the
children.

‘Where’s Julie?” Bill said suddenly. ‘She’s not here.” ‘Perhaps she went to the restaurant,” the
man in the brown hat said.

‘But she wasn’t hungry,” Bill said. ‘She told me.” The little girl looked at Bill. “She got off the
train at

Plymouth,” she said. ‘With the tall dark man. 1 saw them.” ‘Of course she didn’t!” Bill said.
‘She’s on this train. She didn’t get off.’

‘Yes, she did,” the children’s mother said suddenly. ‘I saw her too. The tall man waited for her
on the platform.” “‘He waited for her?’ Bill’s mouth was open. ‘But... But he read his newspaper
all the time. He didn’t talk to Julie. And she never talked to him. They didn’t say a word.’
‘People don’t always need words, young man,’ the children’s mother said.

‘But she’s my wifel” Bill’s face was red and angry. ‘She can’t do that!” he said loudly. He stood
up. ‘I’m going to stop the train.” Everybody looked at him and the two children laughed.

‘No,” the man in the brown hat said, ‘no, you don’t want to do that. Sit down and eat your
sandwiches, my friend.’

‘But | don’t understand. Why did she go? What am | going to do?’ Bill’s face was very unhappy.
After a second or two he sat down again. ‘What am | going to do?’ he said again.

‘Nothing,” the man in the brown hat said. He ate his sandwich slowly. ‘Go and have your holiday
in St Austell. You can have a good time there. Forget about Julie. Those green eyes, now.” He
took out a second sandwich and began to eat it. ‘I knew a woman once with green eyes. She gave
me a very bad time. No, you want to forget about Julie.”

3. The Errors of Santa Claus

By Stephen Leacock
It was Christmas Eve.
The Browns, who lived in the adjoining house, had been dining with the Joneses.
Brown and Jones were sitting over wine and walnuts at the table. The others had gone upstairs.
«What are you giving to your boy for Christmas?» asked Brown.
«A train,» said Jones, «new kind of thing — automatic.»
«Let’s have a look at it,» said Brown.
Jones fetched a parcel from the sideboard and began unwrapping it.
«Ingenious thing, isn’t it?» he said. «Goes on its own rails. Queer how kids love to play with
trains, isn’t it?»
«Yes,» assented Brown. «How are the rails fixed?»
«Wait, I’ll show you,» said Jones. «Just help me to shove these dinner things aside and roll back
the cloth. There! See! You lay the rails like that and fasten them at the ends, so —»
«Oh, yes, | catch on, makes a grade, doesn’t it? just the thing to amuse a child, isn’t it? | got
Willy a toy aeroplane.»
«l know, they’re great. | got Edwin one on his birthday. But | thought I’d get him a train this
time. | told him Santa Claus was going to bring him something altogether new this time. Edwin,
of course, believes in Santa Claus absolutely. Say, look at this locomotive, would you? It has a
spring coiled up inside the fire box.»
«Wind her up,» said Brown with great interest. «Let her go.»
«All right,» said Jones. «Just pile up two or three plates something to lean the end of the rails on.
There, notice way it buzzes before it starts. Isn’t that a great thing for kid, eh?»
«Yes,» said Brown. «And say, see this little string to pull the whistle! By Gad, it toots, eh?just
like real?»
«Now then, Brown,» Jones went on, «you hitch on those cars and I’ll start her. I’ll be engineer,
ehl»
Half an hour later Brown and Jones were still playing trains on the dining-room table.



But their wives upstairs in the drawing-room hardly noticed their absence. They were too much
interested.

«Oh, I think it’s perfectly sweet,» said Mrs. Brown. «Just the loveliest doll I’ve seen in years. |
must get one like it for Ulvina. Won’t Clarisse be perfectly enchanted?»

«Yes,» answered Mrs. Jones, «and then she’ll have all the fun of arranging the dresses. Children
love that so much. Look, there are three little dresses with the doll, aren’t they cute? All cut out
and ready to stitch together.»

«Oh, how perfectly lovely!» exclaimed Mrs. Brown. «I think the mauve one would suit the doll
best, don’t you, with such golden hair? Only don’t you think it would make it much nicer to turn
back the collar, so, and to put a little band — so?»

«What a good ideal» said Mrs. Jones. «Do let’s try it. Just wait, I’ll get a needle in a minute. I’ll
tell Clarisse that Santa Claus sewed it himself. The child believes in Santa Claus absolutely.»
And half an hour later Mrs. Jones and Mrs. Brown were so busy stitching dolls’ clothes that they
could not hear the roaring of the little train up and down the dining table, and had no idea what
the four children were doing.

Nor did the children miss their mothers.

«Dandy, aren’t they?» Edwin Jones was saying to little Willie Brown, as they sat in Edwin’s
bedroom. «A hundred in a box, with cork tips, and see, an amber mouthpiece that fits into a little
case at the side. Good present for Dad, eh?

«Fine!» said Willie appreciatively. «I’m giving Father cigars.»

«l know, | thought of cigars too. Men always like cigars and cigarettes. You can’t go wrong on
them. Say, would you like to try one or two of these cigarettes? We can take them from the
bottom. You’ll like them, they’re Russian — away ahead of Egyptian.»

«Thanks,» answered Willie. «I’d like one immensely. | only started smoking last spring — on
my twelfth birthday. | think a feller’s a fool to begin smoking cigarettes too soon, don’t you? It
stunts him. | waited till I was twelve.»

«Me too,» said Edwin, as they lighted their cigarettes. «In fact, | wouldn’t buy them now if it
weren’t for Dad. | simply had to give him something from Santa Claus. He believes in Santa
Claus absolutely, you know.»

And, while this was going on, Clarisse was showing little Ulvina the absolutely lovely little
bridge set that she got for her mother.

«Aren’t these markers perfectly charming?» said Ulvina. «And don’t you love this little Dutch
design — or is it Flemish, darling?»

«Dutch,» said Clarisse. «Isn’t it quaint? And aren’t these the dearest little things, for putting the
money in when you play. | needn’t have got them with it — they’d have sold the rest separately
— but I think it’s too utterly slow playing without money, don’t you?»

«Oh, abominable,» shuddered Ulvina. «But your mamma never plays for money, does she?»
«Mammal! Oh, gracious, no. Mamma’s far too slow for that. But I shall tell her that Santa Claus
insisted on putting in the little money boxes.»

«I suppose she believes in Santa Claus, just as my mamma does.»

«Oh, absolutely,» said Clarisse, and added, «What if we play a little game! With a double
dummy, the French way, or Norwegian Skat, if you like. That only needs two.»

«All right,» agreed Ulvina, and in a few minutes they were deep in a game of cards with a little
pile of pocket money beside them.

About half an hour later, all the members of the two families were again in the drawing-room.
But of course nobody said anything about the presents. In any case they were all too busy
looking at the beautiful big Bible, with maps in it, that the Joneses had brought to give to
Grandfather. They all agreed that, with the help of it, Grandfather could hunt up any place in
Palestine in a moment, day or night.

But upstairs, away upstairs in a sitting-room of his own Grandfather Jones was looking with an
affectionate eye at the presents that stood beside him. There was a beautiful whisky decanter,



with silver filigree outside (and whiskey inside) for Jones, and for the little boy a big nickel-
plated Jew’s harp.

Later on, far in the night, the person, or the influence, or whatever it is called Santa Claus, took
all the presents and placed them in the people’s stockings.

And, being blind as he always has been, he gave the wrong things to the wrong people — in fact,
he gave them just as indicated above.

But the next day, in the course of Christmas morning, the situation straightened itself out, just as
it always does.

Indeed, by ten o’clock, Brown and Jones were playing the with train, and Mrs. Brown and Mrs.
Jones were making dolls’ clothes, and the boys were smoking cigarettes, and Clarisse and Ulvina
were playing cards for their pocket-money.

And upstairs — away up — Grandfather was drinking whisky and playing the Jew’s harp.

And so Christmas, just as it always does, turned out right after all.

3 Pazgen: Tumnsl guckypca
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1) Yro Takoe counaibHble KATETOPUU JUCKypca?
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2) BrinosHUTE MM CBMEHHBIH aHATN3 MTPEUIOKEHHOTO AUCKypCa:

1“The great Maxine Waters—that’s a beauty,” President Donald Trumpsaidat a rally in
Houston on Monday night, at about the same time, it now seems, that packages containing what
appear to be explosive devices were making their way to Congresswoman Waters’s offices in
Washington, D.C., and in her district in California. Others were sent to the former President
Barack Obama; the former Secretary of State Hillary Clinton; the former Vice-President Joe
Biden; the former Attorney General Eric Holder; Robert De Niro, the actor, who has been critical
of Trump; and the former C.1.A. director John Brennan, care of CNN. (At the Houston rally,
when Trump referred to the “fake-news media,” the crowd chanted, “CNN sucks!” He smiled in
response.) An explosive had already been found in a mailbox at the New York state home
of George Soros. Most of the packages had a half-dozen first-class stamps on them and return
labels with the office address and misspelled name of Congresswoman Debbie Wasserman
Schultz; the one sent to Holder was misaddressed, and so was redirected to her. Wasserman
Schultz is a Florida Democrat who, as the chair of the Democratic National Committee, was
often the focus of Trump’s insults and insinuations during the 2016 Presidential campaign.

That rhetorical role is often filled now by, as Trump said in Houston, “Max-eeeeeeeene
Waters.” He drew out the syllable long enough for members of the crowd to summon up an
image of the congresswoman, who is African-American, and remind them of all the blanks they
were supposed to fill in. Just in case, he prodded them. “You get that one? You get that—
Max?She’s going to be in charge of your finances! Maxine—good old Maxine. Low-I.Q.
individual! Low 1.Q.”
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Waters could become the chair of the House Financial Services Committee if the Democrats take
back the House. Chairing that committee, which oversees the Fed and bank regulators, isn’t the
same as controlling “your finances,” but it would still allow Waters more authority, apparently,
than Trump thinks she has any call to have. Trump told the crowd that a vote for Democrats was
a vote to “surrender” Congress to her and to other Democrats he insulted. (There was a
Pocahontas reference, to Elizabeth Warren, too.) And the warnings about how they would handle
committees were the tame part. “You know how the caravan started?” Trump said, miming a
person handing out cash. “Does everybody know what this means? Huh?” This was an apparent
reference to a video that a Republican congressman, in what might best be described as an
exercise in imaginative projection, claims depicts someone—perhaps an agent of Soros?—
paying people to join a group of Guatemalan and Honduran migrants headed north through
Mexico, which was widely circulated on social media. This claim is not remotely substantiated,
and Soros’s Open Society Foundation has denied it. But Trump was on the case. “I think the
Democrats had something to do with it,” he said, raising an index finger in the air, like a latter-
day Encyclopedia Brown. The caravan is, he said, “an assault on our country. That’s an assault.”
No one knows at this point who sent the devices, or why. (Nor is it clear yet how effective they
would have been as bombs; press accounts suggest they were crudely constructed and technically
flawed.) These are unsettled times, in which fears have taken hold in many quarters. As my
colleague John Cassidy, surveying the field, notes, this has included a gun attack on
congressional Republicans playing baseball; someone also sent ricin to Trump and to one of his
in-laws. These tendencies and terrors of hidden forces are present widely in America and always
have been. What is distinct about this moment is that the President himself is so eager to stoke
them. Trump has a homing instinct for where caches of resentment and anxiety are stored, and
how they can be exploited to persuade people that we are in the midst of a crisis that only he can
fix—with the help of his vigilant supporters. The packages also had in common the fact that they
were targeted at people whom the President and his allies have spoken of as extra-judicial actors,
even criminals, masquerading as politicians and civil servants in their efforts to undermine the
country. He has referred to Holder as the person who “protected” Obama and the Clintons; when
he does so, he can sound almost jealous. Others on the list, like Soros and Waters, are people
who, he has implied, have no business being involved in public life at all.

In confronting his enemies and theirs, Trump tells the crowds, the country is already on a
military footing. Tough-minded ICE agents were clearing out MS-13 “nests.” Suburban towns in
Long Island, he told the crowd in Houston, have to be “liberated,” adding, “You see the people,
they’re clapping from their windows. I’m telling you, it’s like a war, a war zone.” Our cities are
beset by the sort of “animal” criminal whose acts are inextricable from “chain migration.”When
he praised Senator Ted Cruz—the ostensible point of the rally was to support Cruz in his race
against Beto O’Rourke, and to give Cruz, who long ago traded dignity for demagoguery, a
chance to abase himself in front of Trump—he said that Cruz had done a good job *“staring down
an angry left-wing mob in our recent Supreme Court battle victory.” He added, “If you want
America to endure as a sovereign, independent nation, go out and vote Republican.” The mob
has a well-ordered plan, apparently, to sell out our sovereignty.

There was another rally—this time in Wisconsin, to support Governor Scott Walker—on
Wednesday, the day when the Time Warner Center, in New York, was evacuated because of the
package that had arrived at CNN’s offices there, with similar scenes at congressional offices, and
news that the Secret Service had intercepted the packages sent to Obama and to Clinton. Trump
began by promising an “aggressive” investigation, and condemned violence perpetrated in the
name of politics. “Great country,” he said. “Going to get along.” As he spoke, he sounded both
like someone reciting an obligatory disclaimer and strangely aggrieved, as though he were the
true victim of the day’s events. When he said that “those engaged in the political arena must stop
treating political opponents as morally defective,” he certainly didn’t seem to be reflecting on his
portrayal of Waters. He added, “No one should carelessly compare political opponents to


https://www.nytimes.com/2018/10/20/world/americas/migrant-caravan-video-trump.html
https://www.factcheck.org/2018/10/no-evidence-soros-is-funding-immigrant-caravan/
https://www.newyorker.com/news/our-columnists/the-dangerously-thin-line-between-political-incitement-and-political-violence
https://www.newyorker.com/news/current/beto-orourke-and-ted-cruzs-fidgety-pinched-debate
https://www.newyorker.com/news/current/what-it-was-like-in-the-cnn-newsroom-when-news-broke-of-a-bomb-in-the-building
https://www.newyorker.com/news/current/what-it-was-like-in-the-cnn-newsroom-when-news-broke-of-a-bomb-in-the-building

historical villains” or “mob people in public places.” Having worked in the word “mob,” his
shorthand for Democrats and all they bring with them, he praised himself for “behaving.”

He also spoke, again, about how America is being “assaulted,” and how the Democrats are
complicit in bringing “known gang members, predators, criminal aliens into our community.”
And he said that the media, whose members had been threatened that same day, has “a
responsibility to set a civil tone and to stop the endless hostility and constant negative and
oftentimes false attacks and stories. Have to do it.” By that, apparently, Trump meant stories
about Trump. The next morning, on Twitter, after complaining about a Times story on his
security-precaution-defying cell-phone habits, he blamed the media even more emphatically: “A
very big part of the Anger we see today in our society is caused by the purposely false and
inaccurate reporting of the Mainstream Media that | refer to as Fake News. It has gotten so bad
and hateful that it is beyond description. Mainstream Media must clean up its act, FAST!” That
IS, it must come around to his way of seeing things fast. And if it doesn’t, then what?

2. A Municipal Report

by O. Henry

It was raining as | got off the train in Nashville, Tennessee — a slow, gray rain. | was tired
so | went straight to my hotel.

A big, heavy man was walking up and down in the hotel lobby. Something about the way he
moved made me think of a hungry dog looking for a bone. He had a big, fat, red face and a
sleepy expression in his eyes. He introduced himself as Wentworth Caswell — Major
Wentworth Caswell — from «a fine southern family». Caswell pulled me into the hotel’s
barroom and yelled for a waiter. We ordered drinks. While we drank, he talked continually about
himself, his family, his wife and her family. He said his wife was rich. He showed me a handful
of silver coins that he pulled from his coat pocket.

By this time, | had decided that | wanted no more of him. I said good night.

I went up to my room and looked out the window. It was ten o’clock but the town was
silent. «A nice quiet place,» | said to myself as | got ready for bed. Just an ordinary, sleepy
southern town.»

I was born in the south myself. But I live in New York now. | write for a large magazine.
My boss had asked me to go to Nashville. The magazine had received some stories and poems
from a writer in Nashville, named Azalea Adair. The editor liked her work very much. The
publisher asked me to get her to sign an agreement to write only for his magazine.

| left the hotel at nine o’clock the next morning to find Miss Adair. It was still raining. As
soon as | stepped outside I met Uncle Caesar. He was a big, old black man with fuzzy gray hair.

Uncle Caesar was wearing the strangest coat | had ever seen. It must have been a military
officer’s coat. It was very long and when it was new it had been gray. But now rain, sun and age
had made it a rainbow of colors. Only one of the buttons was left. It was yellow and as big as a
fifty cent coin.

Uncle Caesar stood near a horse and carriage. He opened the carriage door and said softly,
«Step right in, sir. I’ll take you anywhere in the city.»

«l want to go to eight-sixty-one Jasmine Street,» | said, and | started to climb into the
carriage. But the old man stopped me. «Why do you want to go there, sir?»

«What business is it of yours?» | said angrily. Uncle Caesar relaxed and smiled. «Nothing,
sir. But it’s a lonely part of town. Just step in and I’ll take you there right away.»

Eight-sixty-one Jasmine Street had been a fine house once, but now it was old and dying. |
got out of the carriage.

«That will be two dollars, sir,» Uncle Caesar said. | gave him two one-dollar bills. As |
handed them to him, I noticed that one had been torn in half and fixed with a piece of blue paper.
Also, the upper right hand corner was missing.



Azalea Adair herself opened the door when | knocked. She was about fifty years old. Her
white hair was pulled back from her small, tired face. She wore a pale yellow dress. It was old,
but very clean.

Azalea Adair led me into her living room. A damaged table, three chairs and an old red sofa
were in the center of the floor.

Azalea Adair and I sat down at the table and began to talk. I told her about the magazine’s
offer and she told me about herself. She was from an old southern family. Her father had been a
judge.

Azalea Adair told me she had never traveled or even attended school. Her parents taught her
at home with private teachers. We finished our meeting. | promised to return with the agreement
the next day, and rose to leave.

At that moment, someone knocked at the back door. Azalea Adair whispered a soft apology
and went to answer the caller. She came back a minute later with bright eyes and pink cheeks.
She looked ten years younger. «You must have a cup of tea before you go,» she said. She shook
a little bell on the table, and a small black girl about twelve years old ran into the room.

Azalea Aair opened a tiny old purse and took out a dollar bill. It had been fixed with a piece
of blue paper and the upper right hand corner was missing. It was the dollar | had given to Uncle
Caesar. «Go to Mister Baker’s store, Impy,» she said, «and get me twenty-five cents’ worth of
tea and ten cents’ worth of sugar cakes. And please hurry.»

The child ran out of the room. We heard the back door close. Then the girl screamed. Her
cry mixed with a man’s angry voice. Azalea Adair stood up. Her face showed no emotion as she
left the room. | heard the man’s rough voice and her gentle one. Then a door slammed and she
came back into the room.

«l am sorry, but I won’t be able to offer you any tea after all,» she said. «It seems that
Mister Baker has no more tea. Perhaps he will find some for our visit tomorrow.»

We said good-bye. | went back to my hotel.

Just before dinner, Major Wentworth Caswell found me. It was impossible to avoid him. He
insisted on buying me a drink and pulled two one-dollar bills from his pocket. Again | saw a torn
dollar fixed with blue paper, with a corner missing. It was the one | gave Uncle Caesar. How
strange, | thought. I wondered how Caswell got it.

Uncle Caesar was waiting outside the hotel the next afternoon. He took me to Miss Adair’s
house and agreed to wait there until we had finished our business.

Azalea Adair did not look well. I explained the agreement to her. She signed it. Then, as she
started to rise from the table, Azalea Adair fainted and fell to the floor. | picked her up and
carried her to the old red sofa. | ran to the door and yelled to Uncle Caesar for help. He ran down
the street. Five minutes later, he was back with a doctor.

The doctor examined Miss Adair and turned to the old black driver. «Uncle Caesar,» he
said, «run to my house and ask my wife for some milk and some eggs. Hurry!»

Then the doctor turned to me. «She does not get enough to eat,» he said. «She has many
friends who want to help her, but she is proud. Misses Caswell will accept help only from that
old black man. He was once her family’s slave.»

«Misses Caswell.» | said in surprise. «l thought she was Azalea Adair.»

«She was,» the doctor answered, «until she married Wentworth Caswell twenty years ago.
But he’s a hopeless drunk who takes even the small amount of money that Uncle Caesar gives
her.»

After the doctor left | heard Caesar’s voice in the other room. «Did he take all the money | gave
you yesterday, Miss Azalea?» «Yes, Caesar,» | heard her answer softly. «He took both dollars.»

| went into the room and gave Azalea Adair fifty dollars. | told her it was from the
magazine. Then Uncle Caesar drove me back to the hotel.

A few hours later, I went out for a walk before dinner. A crowd of people were talking
excitedly in front of a store. | pushed my way into the store. Major Caswell was lying on the
floor. He was dead.



Someone had found his body on the street. He had been killed in a fight. In fact, his hands
were still closed into tight fists. But as | stood near his body, Caswell’s right hand opened.
Something fell from it and rolled near my feet. | put my foot on it, then picked it up and put it in
my pocket.

People said they believed a thief had killed him. They said Caswell had been showing
everyone that he had fifty dollars. But when he was found, he had no money on him.
I left Nashville the next morning. As the train crossed a river | took out of my pocket the object
that had dropped from Caswell’s dead hand. I threw it into the river below.

It was a button. A yellow button... the one from Uncle Caesar’s coat.

3. Cnenaiite cooO1IeHue, UCTIONB3Ys OJUH U3 BUJOB IUCKYpCa:
- CHOPTUBHBIN JUCKYPC
- MEJArOruYeCcKuil TIMCKypC
- MEIMIHBIN IUCKYpC
- HAY4YHBIHA JUCKYPC
- PEKJIaMHBIN TUCKYPC
- OPUANYECKHUI TUCKYPC
- NOJINTUYECKUI TUCKYPC

7 OneHOYHbIE cpeacTBa 1Jid NPpoBeACHUA HpOMe)KyTO‘lHOﬁ aTTeCcTanuun

a) HnaﬂnpyeMble pe3yabTarhbl 06yqe}mﬂ H OLCHOYHBIC CpPeACTBaA NJH IPOBCICHHUA
l'[pOMB)KyTO‘-lHOﬁ aTTeCTanum:

CTpyKTYpHBI
171 [Inanupyemslie pe3ynbTaTsl
124 pesy OneHouHble CpenCcTBa
JIEMEHT 00y4eHus
KOMIIETEHIINH

OK-4 cnocoOHOCThIO K KOMMYHHKAllMM B YCTHOM M NHMCbMEHHOH (popmMax Ha pPyCCKOM U
MHOCTPAaHHOM  s3blKax JUIA PpELIEHHs 3aJad MEXJIMYHOCTHOTO UM MEXKYJIbTYPHOI'O
B3aUMOJICH CTBUS

3Harhb — OCHOBHBIC OHPCACICHUS H TeopeTnueckrue BOIPOCHL:

IIOHATHS TEOPUU AUCKYPCa; 1. JlaiiteonpeneiaeHueUCKypca;

— OCHOBHBIE BWJIBI IHCKYpCa, 2. PackpoiiTe HOHATHSA: IPOMO3ULHUS,
npuMeHsieMble B Tpolecce [PCDEPEHIMs, IKCIUIMKATypa, HMIUIMKATypa,
MEXKIMYHOCTHOU u [MH(pEpEeHIMs, TPeCyNO3HLIHA.
MEKKYIBTYPHOU 3. PackpoiiTe =~ OCHOBHbIE  MOHATHUS
KOMMYyHUKAIIHU; TEOpUHU PEYeBBIX aKTOB. Ilepeuyncimre BUIBL

— 0COOEHHOCTH BHUJIOB [PCUCBBIX aKTOB;
AHTJIOS3BIYHOTO U CKYpCa 4. Ha30BUTEOCHOBHBICCIUHHULIBIIUCKYD

ca;

5. Ha3oBuTE OCHOBHBICTHUIIBIIUCKYPCA;

6. JlaliTeonpeaeneHreconaibHOoroaei
KCHca;

7 UYto oTHOCHMTCI K COIHMAILHBIM

KaTeropusM JIHCKypca.

8 B uem 3akmodaerci OCHOBHEIC
OTJIMYUS AHTJIOSA3BIUHBIX TUIIOB JUCKypca OT
TaKuX K€ B PYCCKOM SI3bIKE.

YmeTs — TIPUMEHATH TUIl JHUCKypca B [IpakTyecKue 3aJaHus:
COOTBETCTBHUHU C [~ IpOYMTAWTE TECT U COOTHECUTE THUII
KOMMYHUKAaTUBHOM 3a7a4el; |[UCKypca Ha COOTBETCTBHUE]

KOMMYHUKATHBHOM 3ajaye (Hay4yHas CTaThs,
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CTPOUTH NMUCHbMEHHbIE (OPMBI
IMCKypCa;
CTPOUTHb  YCTHBIE  (OpPMBI
IHUCKypca.

CTaThsl HA MOJUTUYECKYIO TEMY CIIOPTHBHBIN
PEIOPTaX | 1p.):

— - ONpeAeIuTe TpaMMaTHYecKHe |
JIEKCUYECKHE CpPEeICTBa HEOOXOIMMBIE JIJIs
HAIMCAHUS: HAYYHOH CTaThH, [CKJIapalluiH,
[paBUJl BBIIOJHEHHs 3aJaHdi, peIenTa
[IPUTOTOBJICHHUS, PaCCKa3a, JCKIUH U TIp.

— onpenenuTe rpaMMaTHYECKUE 17l
JIEKCUYECKHE CpPeACTBa HEOOXOIMMBIE JIJIs
COCTABJICHHsSI TEKCTa YCTHOT'O MOJUTHYECKOTO
3asBJICHHS, BEJICHHSI Jasora B
OOIIIECTBEHHOW OpraHM3alliK, B Mara3uHe, Ha
npueMe y Bpada H mp.

1) It was raining as | got off the train in
Nashville, Tennessee — a slow, gray rain. |
was tired so | went straight to my hotel.

A big, heavy man was walking up and down
in the hotel lobby. Something about the way
he moved made me think of a hungry dog
looking for a bone. He had a big, fat, red face
and a sleepy expression in his eyes. He
introduced himself as Wentworth Caswell —
Major Wentworth Caswell — from «a fine
southern family». Caswell pulled me into the
hotel’s barroom and yelled for a waiter. We
ordered drinks. While we drank, he talked
continually about himself, his family, his wife
and her family. He said his wife was rich. He
showed me a handful of silver coins that he
pulled from his coat pocket.

By this time, | had decided that |1 wanted no
more of him. | said good night.

I went up to my room and looked out the
window. It was ten o’clock but the town was
silent. «A nice quiet place,» | said to myself
as | got ready for bed. Just an ordinary, sleepy
southern town.»

2) If ASBOs were given out to sea creatures,
it’s highly likely octopuses would get slapped
with more than their fair share. They spend
much of their lives alone, frequently get into
fights and have even been known to attack
and Kill one another after mating. Now, a
study at Johns Hopkins University has found
that giving them a small dose of MDMA - &
psychoactive drug also known as ecstasy —

makes them so sociable that they touch and




CTpyKTypHBI
i
JNIEMEHT
KOMI ETEHINH

[TnanupyemMble pe3yIbTaThl
o0ydeHHS

OneHouHbIE CPENCTBA

hug one another.

The findings suggest there could be an
evolutionary link  between the social
behaviours of the sea creatures and humans
despite the species being separated by 500
million years on the evolutionary tree, the
researchers say.

“The brains of octopuses are more similar to
those of snails than humans, but our studies
add to evidence that they can exhibit some of
the same behaviours that we can,” said
assistant professor GulDd6len, at Johns
Hopkins University School of Medicine.
“What our studies suggest is that certain brain
chemicals, or neurotransmitters, that send
signals between neurons required for these
social ~ behaviours are  evolutionarily|
conserved.”

The team placed four California two-spot
octopuses that had been exposed to MDMA,
one at a time, into a set-up of three connected
water chambers: one empty, one with 4
plastic action figure under a cage and one
with a female or male laboratory-bred
octopus under a cage. All four tended to
spend more time in the chamber where the
octopus was caged. Under normal conditions,
without MDMA, the octopuses avoided the
male caged octopuses.

“It’s not just quantitatively more time, but
qualitative. The octopuses tended to hug the
cage and also put their mouth parts on the
cage,” said Dolen. “This is very similar to
how humans react to MDMA; they touch
each other frequently.”

3) President Trump promised a "big
announcement” Tuesday morning, ahead of a
meeting with Nikki Haley, his ambassador to
the United Nations. Or, actually, his former
ambassador—because the announcement in
question, which to most political outlets
seemed to have come out of left field, is that
Haley is resigning from her role at the U.N.
Haley had reportedly floated her resignation
to Trump in recent months, he said, saying
that she wanted "a break." She will finish out|
2018 in her role, with a replacement likely to

be nominated in the near future. (And
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Trump's meeting with Kanye West on
Thursday, so that's that sorted?)

"She's done a fantastic job,” Trump said off
Haley during a press conference, adding that
he hopes she will return to his administration
in future. "We’re all happy for you in one
way, but we hate to lose you," he continued.
Haley said that "defend[ing] America™ in her
role at the U.N. "has been an honor of a
lifetime."”
Trump nominated Haley for the job shortly,
after his victory in the 2016 election, and she
was confirmed by the Senate in January 2017.
During her _two years, she was often the
person foreign leaders would go to for
guidance when the rest of the administration
was inconsistent with their policy positions.
She was vocal with her opinions on Iran and
North Korea, and she disagreed with
President Trump on certain issues. Time
magazine even put her on a cover as one of
the woman "changing the world."

4) With the greatest of respect to the British
and Irish Lions — who we all love dearly —
Tuesday’s  announcement  that  future
Premiership seasons will run from September
into late June really wasn’t about them.

Oscar Wilde once wrote the cynic “knows the
price of everything and the value of nothing”.
As Premier Rugby chief executive Mark
McCafferty and RFU director of professional
rugby Nigel Melville made a mockery of last
year’s  Rugby  Players  Association’s
impassioned rejection of a domestic season
extension, it was reasonable to wonder if
those running English rugby knew the value
of anything.

Marler’s England retirement leaves rugby
with questions to answer

Dressed up as a player-welfare driven
initiative but, in reality, yet another land grab
aimed solely at reducing domestic and
international fixture clashes, the
announcement that next year’s Gallagher
Premiership and all those thereafter will last
10 months will come to be seen as the
moment rugby finally ate itself.

Minute concessions are to be made to player



https://www.nytimes.com/2018/10/09/us/politics/nikki-haley-united-nations.html?smid=fb-nytimes&smtyp=cur
https://www.nytimes.com/2018/10/09/us/politics/nikki-haley-united-nations.html?smid=fb-nytimes&smtyp=cur
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welfare, with mandatory mid-season breaks
enshrined and a nominal limit of 35 match-
day involvement — still around 10 more than
most  professional players believe s
sustainable — as Premier Rugby’s juggernaut
ploughs on.
For some reason, the retention of a mandatory
five-week rest period (three weeks of which
will not actually involve resting) was
celebrated as some sort of triumph when it
should in fact have been doubled.
5.Shirley: Would you like some cookies? |
just made them.
Louise: Thank you. Yes, | would.
Shirley: These are chocolate, and those are
almond-flavored.
Louise: I guess I’ll try a chocolate one first.
Mmmm...this is delicious.
Are they hard to make?
Shirley: No, they’re really quite easy. Wait a
minute, I’ve got the
recipe right here. See...these are the
ingredients, and then
you just follow the directions.
Louise: That does look easy. I think I’ll make
some tonight.
6. Saleslady: Can | help you?
Gloria: Yes, I’m looking for a pair of white
gloves. I think |
wear size Six.
Saleslady: The white gloves are on this
counter. Let’s see... here’s
a size six. These are very nice, and they’re
washable, too.
Gloria: Oh, I’ll try them on. Hmmm... they|
seem to fit. How
much are they?
Saleslady: Five dollars.
Gloria: All right. I’ll take them.
Saleslady: That’ll be five-twenty with the tax.
Brnanets — YCTHBIMH dopmamu [KomriekcHble IpoOJIeMHbIE 3a1aHUS:
AHTJIOA3BIYHOI'O AU CKYPCA, — COCTaBbTC C006H_I€HI/IC Ha 3aJIaHHYIO TEMY)|
— NHUCBMEHHBIMU dbopmamu (oMM THYECKOe 3asiBJICHUE, JIEeKLHU,
AHTJIOA3BIYHOI'O JUCKYPCA, 00BSICHEHHE NMPUYHHBI OIIO31aHUA,
— Ha60p0M CpEICTB, CHOpTHBHbIﬁ pernopTraxxk Hp) IIPUMCHS
06ecnqu/IBanumx YCTHYIO U |[IpaBHJIa OpraHn3alvu YyCTHOI'O JUCKYpCa

NUCBbMCHHYIO KOMMYHUKAIIUIO Ha
HWHOCTPAHHOM S3BIKC.

— COCTaBbT€ B  NHCbMEHHOHM  (opme

cooOlIeHne Ha OJHY M3 3aJaHHBIX TEM,
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(HamucaTh JeMOBOE MHCHMO B OpraHHU3alHIo,
CTaThlO0 HAa CIIOPTUBHYIO TEMY, OJUTHY €CKUIA
0030p  TEKymUMX  COOBITHUH,  IpaBHIIA
MOBEICHUS B 00pa30BaTEILHOM YUPEXKICHUY]
151 np.), IIPUMEHSIA Cpencrna,
obecreunBaroye IIICbMEHHYIO
KOMMYHHKAIIO HA HHOCTPAHHOM $I3BIKE.

IIK-3 crnocoGHOCTRIO pemaTh 3aJa4d BOCHUTAHHS M JyXOBHO-HPAaBCTBEHHOI'O pa3BHUTHS,
o0y4arommxcs B y4eOHOW U BHEYYeOHOU JIeATeIbHOCTH

3HaTh — OCHOBHBLIE 3a7auu [ eopeTnyecKue BOIPOCHI:
HPaBCTBEHHOI'O BOCIIUTAHMS, 1) KaxoBsl 3aJa4yu HPaBCTBEHHOI'O
— OCHOBHEIC HaIrpaBJICHUA BOCIIUTAHUA Ha Ppa3IMYHbIX CTYIICHAX]
JlyXOBHO-HPABCTBEHH OT'0 00y4eHust?
pa3BUTHUS; 2) Kax c HPaBCTBEHHO-/TYXOBHBIM
— OCHOBHBIC BH/BI YYEHOH w [BOCIIUTAHHEM CBsi3aHa JMCKYpCHUBHAs
BHEYYEOHOMN JeATeTbHOCTH; KaTeropusi COLMAIBLHOTO Jerkcuca?
3) KakoBel 0coOe€HHOCTH  TpOSIBJIECHUS
COL[MajJbHOIO Jelkcuca B y4eOHOW U He
y4eOHOM JesTeNbHOCTH?
— 4) Kak Tema TOBOpAIIErO  MOXET
ONpenelsTh BEKTOPBI JTyXOBHO-
HPaBCTBEHHOI'O Pa3BUTHS ydaluxcsi?
YMeTb — pemiaTh 3a7a4M HpaBCcTBeHHOTrO [[IpakTHUYecKue 3a1aHus:
BOCIIUTAHUS nocpenacTBoM [BeIOEpUTE M3 NPENJIOKEHHBIX  TEKCTOB
JIMCKYpCa,; TTMCKYPC, CIOCOOCTBYIO NI JIYXOBHO-
— HaXOIUTh CItoco0bI HPABCTBECHHOMY Pa3BUTHUIO:
3¢ PEeKTHBHOTO peurenns @) The Golden Boys
IYXOBHO-HPABCTBEHHOIO by Chris Rose
pa3sBUTHUS nocpencreom [EVery August. Every August for twelve years.
Pa3IUYHBIX THIIOB UCKYPCa; Every August for twelve years we went to the
— KOPPEKTHO BHIPAXKATh u isame small town on holiday. Every August
apryMEHTHPOBAHHO for twelve years we went to the same beach.
000CHOBHIBAThH B3aumocessp [EVErY August for twelve years my parents
nporecca BOCIUTAHHS u [rented the same small house in the same small
JyXOBHO-HPABCTBEHHOTO town near the same beach, so every morning
pasBHTHS yYaAImXCs c |of every August for twelve years | woke up

Pa3sIMYHbIMU BUAaMU JUCKYypCa.

and walked down to the same beach and sat
under the same umbrella or on the same towel
in front of the same sea.

There was a small café on the beach where
we sat every day, and everyday MrMorelli in
the café said “Good morning!” to my parents,
and then always patted me on the head like a
dog. Every day we walked down to our red
and white umbrella, every day my father sat
on his deckchair and read the newspaper then
went to sleep, every day my mother went for

a swim in the sea and then went to sleep.
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Every lunchtime we ate the same cheese
sandwiches which my mother made, and then
every afternoon we went up to the café and
ate an ice cream while my parents talked to
MrMorelli about the weather. Every summer
for twelve years | sat there and read books
and sometimes played volleyball with some
of the other boys and girls who were there,
but I never made any friends.

It was so boring.

Every August for twelve years the same
family sat next to us. They were called the
Hamiltons. We had a red and white umbrella,
they had a green one. Every morning my|
parents said “Good morning!” to Mr and Mrs
Hamilton, and Mr and MrsHamilton said
“Good morning!” to my parents. Sometimes
they talked about the weather.

Mr and Mrs Hamilton had two sons. Richard
was the same age as me, and his brother
Philip was two years older than me. Richard
and Philip were both taller than me. Richard
and Philip were very friendly, and both very|
handsome. They were much friendlier and
more handsome than me. They made friends
with everyone, and organised the games of
volleyball on the beach or swimming races in
the sea with the other children. They always
won the games of volleyball and the
swimming races. My parents liked Richard
and Philip a lot. “Why can’t you be more like
Richard and Philip?” they said to me. “Look
at them! They make friends with everyone!
They are polite, good boys! You just sit here
reading books and doing nothing!”

I, of course, hated them.

Richard and Philip, Richard and Philip,
Richard and Philip — it was all | ever heard
from my parents every August for twelve
years. Richard and Philip were perfect.
Everything about them was better than
anything about me. Even their green beach
umbrella was better than our red and white
one.

I was sixteen years old the last summer we
went there. Perfect Richard and perfect Philip:
came to the beach one day and said that they

were going to have a barbecue at lunchtime.
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They were going to cook for everyone!
“Forget your cheese sandwiches”, they
laughed, “Come and have some hamburgers
or barbecue chicken with us! We’re going to
cook!”

My parents, of course, thought this was
wonderful. “Look at how good Richard and
Philip are! They’re going to do a barbecue
and they’ve invited everybody! You couldn’t
organise a barbecue!”

Every summer for twelve years, on the other
side of my family, sat Mrs Moffat. Mrg
Moffat was a very large woman who came to
the same beach every summer for twelve
years on her own. Nobody knew if she had a
husband or a family, but my parents said that
she was very rich. Mrs Moffat always came to
the beach wearing a large hat, a pair of
sunglasses and a gold necklace. She always|
carried a big bag with her. She never went
swimming, but sat under her umbrella reading
magazines until lunchtime when she went
home.

Richard and Philip, of course, also invited
Mrs Moffat to their barbecue.

Richard and Philip’s barbecue was, of course,
a great success. About twenty people came
and Richard and Philip cooked lots of
hamburgers and chicken and made a big salad
and brought big pieces of watermelon and
everyone laughed and joked and told Mr and
Mrs Hamilton how wonderful their sons were.
| ate one hamburger and didn’t talk to
anybody. After a while, | left, and made sure
that nobody saw me leave.

Mrs Moffat ate three plates of chicken and
two hamburgers. After that she said she was
very tired and was going to go and have a
sleep. She walked over to her umbrella and
sat down on her deckchair and went to sleep.
When she woke up later, everybody on the
beach was surprised to hear her screaming
and shouting.

“My bag!!!! My bag!!!” she shouted. “It’s
gonel!! It’s GONE!!” Everybody on the
beach ran over to Mrs Moffat to see what the
problem was. “Someone has taken my bag!!!”

she screamed, “Someone has stolen my
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bag!!!”

“Impossible!” said everybody else. “This is a
very safe, friendly beach! There are no
thieves here!” But it was true. Mrs Moffat’s
big bag wasn’t there anymore.

Nobody had seen any strangers on the beach
during the barbecue, so they thought that Mrs
Moffat had perhaps taken her bag somewhere
and forgotten it. MrMorelli from the café
organised a search of the beach. Everybody
looked everywhere for MrsMoffat’s big bag.
Eventually, they found it. My father saw it
hidden in the sand under a deckchair. A green
deckchair. Richard and Philip’s deckchair.
My father took it and gave it back to Mrs
Moffat. Everybody looked at Richard and
Philip. Richard and Philip, the golden boys,
stood there looking surprised. Of course, they|
didn’t know what to say.

Mrs Moffat looked in her bag. She started
screaming again. Her purse with her money in
it wasn’t in the big bag. “My purse!” she
shouted, “My purse has gone! Those boys
have stolen it! They organised a barbecue so
they could steal my purse!”

Everybody tried to explain to Mrs Moffat that
this couldn’t possibly be true, but Mrs Moffat
called the police. The police arrived and
asked golden Richard and golden Philip lots
of questions. Richard and Philip couldn’t
answer the questions. Eventually, they all got
into a police car and drove away to the police
station.

| sat there, pretending to read my book and
trying to hide a big, fat purse under the sand
on the beach.

That was the last summer we went to the
beach. My parents never talked about Richard
and Philip again.

B)The Hunting Bird

by Chris Rose

In the small piece of dry land behind the
house where Samir lived with his family,
there was a bird. It was an old bird which sat
on its perch all day, every day. Samir had
never seen the bird fly. Samir’s grandfather
told him that once, a long time ago, the bird
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had been a famous hunting bird. It was
famous not only in their village, but in many
of the other nearby towns and villages too, he
said. People came from all over just to see
this bird fly. Now there were very few
hunting birds left, said his
grandfather. Nobody knew how to hunt with
them anymore.

Samir looked at the old bird on its perch, and
tried to imagine how it had been when it was
younger, and famous, and when people came
from all over just to see it fly. It was difficult
to imagine. Now the bird did nothing but sit
on the wooden perch on the dry land behind
their house. It looked tired. The bird’s long
beak was yellow with age. Its long brown
feathers were starting to fall off. There were
now only a few dark feathers in the bird’s tail.
When he gave the bird something to eat it
jumped down off its perch and ate slowly.
Other than that, it never moved. But
sometimes the bird looked at Samir, and
Samir could see that the bird’s eyes were still
bright and clear and awake and alive.

Samir was fascinated by the look in the bird’s
eyes, and he liked the way the bird had
nothing to do with anyone else. He liked the
bird’s independence and its mystery.

“It can’t fly anymore” said Samir’s uncle to
him one day. “There’s no point in keeping it
anymore. It costs us money to feed it. We’re
not rich people. We can’t keep pets. What’s
the point of a hunting bird that can’t hunt?
We’ll have to get rid of it.”

Samir went to bed that night and thought
about how he could persuade his uncle to let
him keep the bird. The next morning he spoke
to his uncle.
“We’ve had the bird for a long time” said
Samir.

“Exactly! It’s old and useless” replied his
uncle.

“It’'s part of the family!” tried Samir.
“Hmmm ...t hat’s not a good reason. | would
like to get rid of your grandfather too! He’s
just as useless!” laughed his uncle.
“It only eats mice. It doesn’t cost us money to

feed it” continued Samir.
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“Yes ... and now there are dead mice all over
the place! It’s not healthy to have dead mice
all over the garden!”
“It’s a hunting bird.”
“Hunting!? That bird can’t hunt anything!”
“If I can show you that the bird can still hunt,
can I keep it?”
His uncle stopped and thought for a moment.
“Very well then, yes. Show me that the bird
can still hunt, and you can keep it.”

Samir was pleased but also worried. He didn’t
know if the bird could still hunt or not. He
went to his grandfather and asked him what to
do. That evening, Samir and his grandfather
went to the piece of dry land behind their
house. His grandfather put on a big leather
glove and took the bird off its perch. The bird
stood on his grandfather’s hand. Together,
Samir, his grandfather and the bird walked
away from their house, out to the edge of the
village where they lived. The bird didn’t
move while they walked. Eventually, they
came to the open land at the end of the
village. Samir’s grandfather stretched out his
arm straight. The bird sat on his hand at the
end of his arm. Then, very quickly, he took
his arm away. Samir thought that the bird
would fall to the ground, but it didn’t. Instead,
in less than a second, it opened its huge wings
and flew upward, up into the sky so quickly,
that Samir could hardly see it. It flew so high
that it was difficult to see. It went so high it
almost vanished in the bright late afternoon
sky. Samir could just see it - a tiny black dot
against the sky. He watched the dot move
until he was sure it was the bird, his bird. The
bird seemed to stop in the middle of the sky.
Samir wondered how it was possible. The
bird held its huge wings open and floated in
the sky like a duck on water, moving slowly|
from one side to another. Sometimes, it
moved its wings gently up and down, then
was still again, as if he was on his perch in
the middle of the sky. Then, in a second, the
bird turned, moved its head down and fell like
a stone out of the sky. Samir had never seen
an animal move so fast.

His grandfather pointed to the place not far
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from them where the bird landed. They
walked over to it and found the bird next to
the dead body of a small rabbit. The bird had
cut the rabbit open with its old but sharp
beak. It was already eating.

The next morning, Samir persuaded his uncle
to come with him. Samir took the bird on hig
arm as he had seen his grandfather do.
Together, they walked to the open space at|
the edge of the village. Samir held the bird
out on his hand, then quickly moved his arm
away.

The bird fell to the ground. It opened it wings,
then stood still. It didn’t move again.
Samir’s uncle laughed and laughed.
“See! | told you it was useless! Come on,
Samir, 1 know you like animals, but you need
to grow up a bit. You have to learn that we
can’t keep things just because you like them.”
Samir went back to his grandfather and told
him what had happened. His grandfather told
him that a bird wouldn’t hunt in the morning.
The sun was too bright. He told him to
persuade his uncle to go out again with him,
in the late afternoon, when the light was less
strong, when it was cooler. At that time of
day, said Samir’s grandfather, the bird could
see a mouse from 50 metres up.

Samir had to work hard to persuade his uncle
to come out with him a second time.
“No way, Samir” said his uncle. “I’m a busy
man. | haven’t got time to waste on a stupid
old bird.”
“Uncle, | promise you. If the bird won’t hunt
this time, then you can get rid of it, and |
won’t  say  anything ever again.”
His uncle thought for a moment, then sighed.
“Very well, then, last chance.”

Again Samir took the bird from its perch.
Again they went to the open space at the end
of the village. The sun was beginning to set
over the hills in the distance. The air was
already a little cooler. Samir stood with the
bird at the end of his arm. He took his arm
away. The bird flew up into the sky like a
rocket. It went so high that it almost vanished.
Samir could see that his uncle was quiet with
surprise.
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“Where’s it gone?” said his uncle. Samir
pointed to a tiny dot in the sky. They both
watched the dot, as it rested in the middle of
the sky for a few minutes, then turned, circled
a couple of times, and begin to fall like a
stone. They watched as the bird came closer,
to them. It came closer and closer and closer,
very quickly. For a moment, Samir thought it
was going to hit them. His uncle ran out of
the way.
They heard a swoooossssh and then a quick]
thummmpp and looked to where the bird had
touched the ground. His uncle was impressed.
The bird sat there on the ground before them.
It had caught a mouse.
When they saw that it was a mouse, the
expression on Samir’s uncle’s face changed.
He started to laugh again.
“A mouse! A mouse! A tiny little mouse!
That’s all? Very good, I’m sure, but a bird
that can only hunt mice isn’t much use, i
it? We can’t eat mice!” He laughed. “Why
can’t your wonderful hunting bird catch a
goat, at least? Or even better, why can’t it go
and catch twenty frozen pizzas!!??
Hmmm???” He laughed again. “Come on
Samir, I’'m not a bad man, you know. But
there’s no point in having that old bird
anymore. Hunting is a thing of the past.”
Samir walked home alone, taking the bird
with him.

The next morning he woke up and when he
went out, he saw that the bird had gone. Hig
uncle came home at lunch time. Samir asked
his uncle what he had done with the bird.
“Look™ sighed his uncle. “It doesn’t matter
what happend to the old bird. We didn’t need
it anymore. We couldn’t keep it. Now | don’t
want to hear any more about this story! Is that|
clear?”

Samir said nothing.

That evening two men came to their house in
a big car. They banged on the the door and
started shouting to see Samir’s uncle. “We
know you’re in there!” they shouted. Samir
didn’t know who they were. “Let us in!”
shouted the men. Samir saw his uncle behind

the door. His uncle looked worried.
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Eventually, his uncle opened the door and the
men came in.
“You said to us that the bird was a hunting
bird!”

“You told us it could catch anything!”
“You sold us that bird and it won’t even fly!”
“It’s not a hunting bird! It just lazy, or stupid,
or perhaps both!”
“Like you!”
“We want our money back!”
Samir’s uncle looked very worried. “Look”
he started to say, “l can’t give you your
money back .... I’ve already spent it ... but
don’t worry!” He pointed at Samir. “Samir
here knows how to make the bird fly! He’ll
show you how to do it! If Samir shows you,
the bird will do anything! It’s a great bird,
that’s right, isn’t it Samir???”
The men stopped shouting at Samir’s uncle,
and  turned to look at  Samir.
“Well then, “ said one of the men, “Is that
true? Can you make the bird hunt? Show,
ust!”

Samir looked at the men. Then he looked at
his uncle. Then he turned and walked out of
the house. The bird was in the back of the car.
Samir opened the door of the car and took the
bird on his arm. He held his arm out, then
quickly moved it away. The bird flew high,
high up into the sky, until they could hardly
see it anymore.

c) A Municipal Report

by O. Henry

It was raining as | got off the train in
Nashville, Tennessee — a slow, gray rain. |
was tired so | went straight to my hotel.

A big, heavy man was walking up and down
in the hotel lobby. Something about the way
he moved made me think of a hungry dog
looking for a bone. He had a big, fat, red face
and a sleepy expression in his eyes. He
introduced himself as Wentworth Caswell —
Major Wentworth Caswell — from «a fine
southern family». Caswell pulled me into the
hotel’s barroom and yelled for a waiter. We
ordered drinks. While we drank, he talked
continually about himself, his family, his wife
and her family. He said his wife was rich. He
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showed me a handful of silver coins that he
pulled from his coat pocket.

By this time, | had decided that | wanted no
more of him. | said good night.

I went up to my room and looked out the
window. It was ten o’clock but the town was
silent. «A nice quiet place,» | said to myself|
as | got ready for bed. Just an ordinary, sleepy
southern town.»

I was born in the south myself. But I live in
New York now. | write for a large magazine.
My boss had asked me to go to Nashuville.
The magazine had received some stories and
poems from a writer in Nashville, named
Azalea Adair. The editor liked her work very|
much. The publisher asked me to get her to
sign an agreement to write only for hig
magazine.

I left the hotel at nine o’clock the next
morning to find Miss Adair. It was still
raining. As soon as | stepped outside I met
Uncle Caesar. He was a big, old black man
with fuzzy gray hair.

Uncle Caesar was wearing the strangest coat |
had ever seen. It must have been a military|
officer’s coat. It was very long and when it
was new it had been gray. But now rain, sun
and age had made it a rainbow of colors. Only
one of the buttons was left. It was yellow and
as big as a fifty cent coin.

Uncle Caesar stood near a horse and carriage.
He opened the carriage door and said softly,
«Step right in, sir. I’ll take you anywhere in
the city.»

«l want to go to eight-sixty-one Jasmine
Street,» | said, and | started to climb into the
carriage. But the old man stopped me. «Why
do you want to go there, sir?»

«What business is it of yours?» | said angrily.
Uncle Caesar relaxed and smiled. «Nothing,
sir. But it’s a lonely part of town. Just step in
and I’ll take you there right away.»
Eight-sixty-one Jasmine Street had been a
fine house once, but now it was old and
dying. | got out of the carriage.

«That will be two dollars, sir,» Uncle Caesar
said. 1 gave him two one-dollar bills. As I

handed them to him, | noticed that one had
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been torn in half and fixed with a piece of
blue paper. Also, the upper right hand corner
was missing.

Azalea Adair herself opened the door when |
knocked. She was about fifty years old. Her
white hair was pulled back from her small,
tired face. She wore a pale yellow dress. It
was old, but very clean.

Azalea Adair led me into her living room. A
damaged table, three chairs and an old red
sofa were in the center of the floor.

Aczalea Adair and | sat down at the table and
began to talk. I told her about the magazine’s
offer and she told me about herself. She was
from an old southern family. Her father had
been a judge.

Azalea Adair told me she had never traveled
or even attended school. Her parents taught
her at home with private teachers. We
finished our meeting. | promised to return
with the agreement the next day, and rose to
leave.

At that moment, someone knocked at the
back door. Azalea Adair whispered a soft
apology and went to answer the caller. She
came back a minute later with bright eyes and
pink cheeks. She looked ten years younger.
«You must have a cup of tea before you go,»
she said. She shook a little bell on the table,
and a small black girl about twelve years old
ran into the room.

Azalea Aair opened a tiny old purse and took
out a dollar bill. It had been fixed with a piece
of blue paper and the upper right hand corner
was missing. It was the dollar 1 had given to
Uncle Caesar. «Go to Mister Baker’s store,
Impy,» she said, «and get me twenty-five
cents’ worth of tea and ten cents’ worth of
sugar cakes. And please hurry.»

The child ran out of the room. We heard the
back door close. Then the girl screamed. Her
cry mixed with a man’s angry voice. Azalea
Adair stood up. Her face showed no emotion
as she left the room. I heard the man’s rough
voice and her gentle one. Then a door
slammed and she came back into the room.

«l am sorry, but I won’t be able to offer you

any tea after all,» she said. «It seems that
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Mister Baker has no more tea. Perhaps he will
find some for our visit tomorrow.»

We said good-bye. | went back to my hotel.
Just before dinner, Major Wentworth Caswell
found me. It was impossible to avoid him. He
insisted on buying me a drink and pulled two
one-dollar bills from his pocket. Again | saw,
a torn dollar fixed with blue paper, with a
corner missing. It was the one | gave Uncle
Caesar. How strange, | thought. I wondered
how Caswell got it.

Uncle Caesar was waiting outside the hotel
the next afternoon. He took me to Miss
Adair’s house and agreed to wait there until
we had finished our business.

Azalea Adair did not look well. I explained
the agreement to her. She signed it. Then, as
she started to rise from the table, Azaled
Adair fainted and fell to the floor. | picked
her up and carried her to the old red sofa. |
ran to the door and yelled to Uncle Caesar for
help. He ran down the street. Five minutes
later, he was back with a doctor.

The doctor examined Miss Adair and turned
to the old black driver. «Uncle Caesar,» he
said, «run to my house and ask my wife for
some milk and some eggs. Hurry!»

Then the doctor turned to me. «She does not|
get enough to eat,» he said. «She has many
friends who want to help her, but she is
proud. Misses Caswell will accept help only|
from that old black man. He was once her
family’s slave.»

«Misses Caswell.» 1 said in surprise. «l
thought she was Azalea Adair.»

«She was,» the doctor answered, «until she
married Wentworth Caswell twenty years
ago. But he’s a hopeless drunk who takes
even the small amount of money that Uncle
Caesar gives her.»
After the doctor left | heard Caesar’s voice in
the other room. «Did he take all the money |
gave you Yyesterday, Miss Azalea?» «Yes,
Caesar,» | heard her answer softly. «He took
both dollars.»

I went into the room and gave Azalea Adair
fifty dollars. 1 told her it was from the

magazine. Then Uncle Caesar drove me back
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to the hotel.

A few hours later, I went out for a walk
before dinner. A crowd of people were
talking excitedly in front of a store. | pushed
my way into the store. Major Caswell was
lying on the floor. He was dead.

Someone had found his body on the street. He
had been killed in a fight. In fact, his hands
were still closed into tight fists. But as | stood
near his body, Caswell’s right hand opened.
Something fell from it and rolled near my
feet. | put my foot on it, then picked it up and
put it in my pocket.

People said they believed a thief had killed
him. They said Caswell had been showing
everyone that he had fifty dollars. But when
he was found, he had no money on him.
I left Nashville the next morning. As the train
crossed a river | took out of my pocket the
object that had dropped from Caswell’s dead
hand. I threw it into the river below.

It was a button. A yellow button... the one
from Uncle Caesar’s coat.

Bnanets

— 2(QQeKTUBHBIMH  crIOcO0aMHu
pelleHuss 3ajad, CBS3aHHBIX C
HPaBCTBEHHBIM BOCITHTAHHEM
MOCPEICTBOM PA3JIMIHBIX THUIIOB
IHCKypCa;

— 2 PEKTUBHBIMH METOAMKAMH,

HaIpaBJICHHBIMU Ha
dbopMupoBaHue HPaBCTBEHHO-
JyXOBHOTO BOCIIUTAHUSA

IIOCPECTBOM DPA3JUYHBIX THUIIOB
JUCKYypCa;

— Habopom IIPHUEMOB
HPaBCTBEHHO-1YXOBHOI'O

pa3BUTHS,  TPUMEHSIEMBIX B
y4eOH oI u BHEYYEOHOM
IS TeNIbHOCTH;

KoMmrekcHble Tpo0JieMHbIe 3a1aHus:
CocraBbTe JUCKYpPC Ha AHIJIMICKOM SI3BIKE,
HaIIpaBJICHHBIA HA Pa3BUTHE HPABCTBEHHOIO-
JTyXOBHOI'O BOCIIUTAHUS yJalUXCs.

JAIIK-3 yMmeer cBOOOAHO BBIpakaTh CBOM MBICIH, aJEKBATHO HCIONB3Ys pPa3HOOOpa3HbIE
S3BIKOBBIE CPE/ICTBA C IENIBIO BBIACICHUS pelieBaHTHOW MH(popManuu

3HaTh

— OCHOBHBIE TUIIBI IUCKYpCa;
— OCHOBHBIE JIEKCUYECKHE U
rpaMMaTH4eCcKue CpEICTBa,
UCIIOJIb3YEMble TPH MOCTPOEHUU
IMCKypCa;

— JIUCKYpPCHUOHHBIE MapKepbl

TeopeTnueckue BONPOCHL:

1) HazoBuTEe OCHOBHBIE THIIBI IUCKYPCa;

2) IlepeuncinuTe OCHOBHBIE JEKCHYECKHE M|
rPaMMaTHUYECKHE CPENCTBA, HCIOJIb3yEMBbIE
[IpM  IIOCTPOCHUU  CIEAYIOUMX  THIIOB
NUCKypca: IOPUAMYECKUH  IOJIUTUYECKHM,
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KOMIIETCHIINH
penieBaHTHOU MH(popManuu; Me1arorn4eckuii, Hay4HbId U 1p.)
3) Uro  cumTaercsi = JIUCKYPCHOHHBIM
MapKepoM peleBaHTHOM uHQOpMalK B
Ka)KJIOM BUJIE TUCKypca?
Ymetn — T[PUMEHATH pa3zinyHble BHIBI [[pakTHYECKHE 3a1aHus:

IMCKypca B 3aBUCUMOCTH
KOMMYHHKAaTHBHOW MHTEHLIUY;
— MpPUMEHATh JIeKCUYECKHue |
rpaMMaTHYECKHUE CPE/ICTBA CBSI3H,
UCIOJIb3yEMBIE B IUCKYPCE;

—  Pacno3HaBaThAUCKYPCHOHHBI
e MapKephl peJIeBaHTHOM
uH(popMauu

oT

Halinute  ommOkH, coBeplIaeMble IpH|
repenayd  pelieBaHTHOW MHQpOpManuu B
3da/ITaHHOM TCKCTC, IICPCUUCIUTEC JICKCHUYICCKUC
14 IrpaMMaTH4YCCKHEC cpeacTBa CBA3HU,
HCIIOJIb3YEMBIE B JUCKYpPCE:

a) ‘Of course,” the man in the brown hat
said, ‘there are good policemen and there are
bad policemen, you know.’

‘You’re right,” the young man said.
‘“Yes. That’s very true. Isn’t it, Julie?” He
looked at the young woman next to him.

Julie didn’t answer and looked bored.
She closed her eyes.

‘Julie’s my wife,” the young man told
the man in the brown hat. ‘She doesn’t like
trains. She always feels ill on trains.’

‘Oh yes?’ the man in the brown hat said.
‘Now my wife — she doesn’t like buses. She
nearly had an accident on a bus once. It was
last year ... No, no, it wasn’t. It was two
years ago. | remember now. It was in
Manchester.” He told a long, boring story
about his wife and a bus in Manchester.

B) «lI have a funny story to tell you,” said
Gillian.

«l wish you would tell it to someone in the
billiard room,» said Old Bryson. «You know
how | hate your stories.»

«This is a better one than usual,» said Gillian,
rolling a cigarette, and I’m glad to tell it to
you. It’s too sad and funny to go with the
rattling of billiard balls.

I’ve just come from a meeting with my late
uncle’s lawyers. He leaves me an even
thousand dollars. Now, what can a man
possibly do with a thousand dollars?»

Old Bryson showed very little interest. «l
thought the late Septimus Gillian was worth
something like half a million.»

«He was,» agreed Gillian, happily. «And

that’s where the joke comes in. He has left g
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lot of his money to an organism. That is, part
of it goes to the man who invents a new,
bacillus and the rest to establish a hospital for
doing away with it again. There are one or
two small, unimportant gifts on the side. The
butler and the housekeeper get a seal ring and
ten dollars each. His nephew gets one
thousand dollars.»

«Were there any others mentioned in your
uncle’s will?» asked Old Bryson.

«None.» said Gillian. “There is a Miss
Hayden. My uncle was responsible for her.
She lived in his house. She’s a quiet
thing...musical... the daughter of somebody
who was unlucky enough to be his friend. |
forgot to say that she was in on the ring and
ten dollar joke, too. | wish | had been. Then I
could have had two bottles of wine, given the
ring to the waiter and had the whole business
off my hands. Now tell me what a man can do
with a thousand dollars.»

Old Bryson rubbed his glasses and smiled.
And when Old Bryson smiled, Gillian knew
that he intended to be more offensive than
ever.

There are many good things a man could do
with a thousand dollars,” said Bryson.
«You?» he said with a gentle laugh. «Why,
Bobby Gillian, there’s only one reasonable
thing you could do. You can go and buy Miss
LottaLauriere a diamond necklace with the
money and then take yourself off to Idaho and
inflict your presence upon a ranch. | advise a
sheep ranch, as | have a particular dislike for
sheep.”

Bnanets

— pa3IM4YHBIMH
IHUCKYpCa;

— JIEKCHYECKUMUU
rpaMMaTH4E€CKUMHU
IIOCTPOEHUS IUCKYpCa;
— JIUCKYpPCHUOHHBIMU
MapKepamu peIeBaHTHOU
uH(popMauu

BUJIAMH

cpencTBam

KomriekcHbIe HpO6J’IeMHBIe 3aaHUA:
1. Bemmomauure JAUCKYPC-aHAJIN3 TCKCTA:

The Girl with Green Eyes

by J. Bassett

‘Of course,” the man in the brown hat
said, ‘there are good policemen and there are
bad policemen, you know.’

‘You’re right,” the young man said.
‘“Yes. That’s very true. Isn’t it, Julie?” He
looked at the young woman next to him.

Julie didn’t answer and looked bored.

She closed her eyes.
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‘Julie’s my wife,” the young man told
the man in the brown hat. ‘She doesn’t like
trains. She always feels ill on trains.’

‘Oh yes?’ the man in the brown hat said.
‘Now my wife — she doesn’t like buses. She
nearly had an accident on a bus once. It was
last year ... No, no, it wasn’t. It was two
years ago. | remember now. It was in
Manchester.” He told a long, boring story|
about his wife and a bus in Manchester.

It was a hot day and the train was slow.
There were seven people in the carriage.
There was the man in the brown hat; the
young man and his wife, Julie; a mother and
two children; and a tall dark man in an
expensive suit.

The young man’s name was Bill. He had
short brown hair and a happy smile. His wife,
Julie, had long red hair and very green eyes
— the colour of sea water. They were very|
beautiful eyes.

The man in the brown hat talked and
talked. He had a big red face and a loud
voice. He talked to Bill because Bill liked to
talk too. The man in the brown hat laughed a
lot, and when he laughed, Bill laughed too.
Bill liked talking and laughing with people.
The two children were hot and bored. They,
didn’t want to sit down. They wanted to be
noisy and run up and down the train.

‘Now sit down and be quiet,” their
mother said. She was a small woman with a
tired face and a tired voice.

"1 don’t want to sit down,” the little boy|
said. *1’m thirsty.’

‘Here. Have an orange,” his mother said.
She took an orange out of her bag and gave it
to him.

‘I want an orange too,’ the little girl said
loudly.

‘All right. Here you are,” said her
mother. ‘Eat it nicely, now.’

The children ate their oranges and were
quiet for a minute.

Then the little boy said, ‘I want a drink.
I’m thirsty.’

The tall dark man took out his

newspaper and began to read. Julie opened
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her eyes and looked at the back page of his
newspaper. She read about the weather in
Budapest and about the football in Liverpool.
She wasn’t interested in Budapest and she
didn’t like football, but she didn’t want to
listen to Bill and the man in the brown hat.
‘Talk, talk, talk,” she thought. ‘Bill never
stops talking.’

Then suddenly she saw the tall man’s
eyes over the top of his newspaper. She could
not see his mouth, but there was a smile in his
eyes. Quickly, she looked down at the
newspaper and read about the weather in
Budapest again.

The train stopped at Dawlish station and
people got on and got off. There was a lot of
noise.

‘Is this our station?’ the little girl asked.
She went to the window and looked out.

‘No, it isn’t. Now sit down,” her mother
said.

‘We’re going to Penzance,’ the little girl
told Bill. “For our holidays.’

‘Yes,” her mother said. ‘My sister’s got a
little hotel by the sea. We’re staying there.
It’s cheap, you see.’

‘Yes,” the man in the brown hat said.
‘It’s a nice town. | know a man there. He’s
got a restaurant in King Street. A lot of
holiday people go there. He makes a lot of
money in the summer.” He laughed loudly.
‘Yes,” he said again. “You can have a nice
holiday in Penzance.’

‘We’re going to St Austell,” Bill said.
‘Me and Julie. It’s our first holiday. Julie
wanted to go to Spain, but I like St Austell. |
always go there for my holidays. It’s nice in
August. You can have a good time there too.’

Julie looked out of the window.
‘Where is Budapest?” she thought. ‘I want to
go there. 1 want to go to Vienna, to Paris, to
Rome, to Athens.” Her green eyes were bored
and angry. Through the window she watched
the little villages and hills of England.

The man in the brown hat looked at
Julie. “You’re right,” he said to Bill. “You can
have a good time on holiday in England. We

always go to Brighton, me and the wife. But
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the weather! We went one year, and it rained
every day. Morning, afternoon, and night. It’s
true. It never stopped raining.” He laughed
loudly. ‘We nearly went home after the first
week.’

Bill laughed too.”What did you do all
day, then?’ he asked.

Julie read about the weather in Budapest
for the third time. Then she looked at the tall
man’s hands. They were long, brown hands,
very clean. *Nice hands,” she thought. He
wore a very expensive Japanese watch.
‘Japan,” she thought. “I’d like to go to Japan.’
She looked up and saw the man’s eyes again
over the top of his newspaper. This time she
did not look away. Green eyes looked into
dark brown eyes for a long, slow minute.

After Newton Abbot station the guard
came into the carriage to look at their tickets.
‘Now then,” he said, ‘where are we all
going?’

“This train’s late,” the man in the brown
hat said. “Twenty minutes late, by my watch.’

‘Ten minutes,” the guard said. ‘That’s
all.” He smiled at Julie.

The tall dark man put his newspaper
down, found his ticket, and gave it to the
guard. The guard looked at it.

“You’re all right, sir,” he said. “The boat
doesn’t leave Plymouth before six o’clock.
You’ve got lots of time.”

The tall man smiled, put his ticket back
in his pocket and opened his newspaper
again.

Julie didn’t look at him. ‘A boat,” she
thought. ‘He’s taking a boat from Plymouth.
Where’s he going?’ She looked at him again
with her long green eyes.

He read his newspaper and didn’t look at
her. But his eyes smiled. The train stopped at
Totnes station and more people got on and
off.

‘Everybody’s going on holiday,” Bill
said. He laughed. ‘It’s going to be wonderful.
No work for two weeks. It’s a nice, quiet
town, St Austell. We can stay in bed in the
mornings, and sit and talk in the afternoons,

and have a drink or two in the evenings. Eh,
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Julie?” He looked at his wife. ‘Are you all
right, Julie?’

‘Yes, Bill,” she said quietly. ‘I'm OK.’
She looked out of the window again. The
train went more quickly now, and it began to
rain. Bill and the man in the brown hat talked
and talked. Bill told a long story about two
men and a dog, and the man in the brown hat
laughed very loudly.

‘That’s a good story,” he said. ‘I like
that. You tell it very well. Do you know the
story about . . .” And he told Bill a story about|
a Frenchman and a bicycle.

‘Why do people laugh at these stories?’
Julie thought. ‘“They’re so boring!’

But Bill liked it. Then he told a story|
about an old woman and a cat, and the man in
the brown hat laughed again. ‘That’s good,
too. |1 don’t know. How do you remember
them all?’

‘Because’, Julie thought, ‘he tells them
every day.’

‘I don’t understand,” the little girl said
suddenly. She looked at Bill. “Why did the cat|
die?’

‘Shhh. Be quiet,” her mother said. ‘Come
and eat your sandwiches now.’

‘That’s all right,” Bill said. ‘I like
children.’

The man in the brown hat looked at the
children’s sandwiches. ‘Mmm, I’m hungry,
t00,” he said. “You can get sandwiches in the
restaurant on this train.” He looked at Bill.
‘Let’s go down to the restaurant, eh? | need &
drink too.”

Bill laughed. “You’re right. It’s thirsty,
work, telling stories.’

The two men stood up and left the
carriage.

The little girl ate her sandwich and
looked at Julie. “‘But why did the cat die?” she
asked.

‘I don’t know,” Julie said. ‘Perhaps it
wanted to die.’

The little girl came and sat next to Julie.
‘I like your hair,” she said. ‘It’s beautiful.”
Julie looked down at her and smiled.

For some minutes it was quiet in the
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carriage. Then the tall dark man opened his
bag and took out a book. He put it on the seat
next to him, and looked at Julie with a smile.
Julie looked back at him, and then down at
the book. Famous towns of Italy, she read.
\enice, Florence, Rome, Naples. She looked
away again, out of the window at the rain.
“Two weeks in St Austell,” she thought. “With
Bill. In the rain.’

After half an hour the two men came
back to the carriage. ‘“There are a lot of people
on this train,” Bill said. ‘Do you want a
sandwich, Julie?’

‘No,” she said. “I’m not hungry. You eat
them.’

The train was nearly at Plymouth. Doors
opened and people began to move. ‘A lot off
people get on here,” the man in the brown hat
said.

The tall dark man stood up and put his
book and his newspaper in his bag. Then he
picked up his bag and left the carriage. The
train stopped at the station. A lot of people
got on the train, and two women and an old
man came into the carriage. They had a lot of
bags with them. Bill and the man in the
brown hat stood up and helped them. One of
the women had a big bag of apples. The bag
broke and the apples went all over the
carriage.

‘Oh damn!” she said.

Everybody laughed, and helped her to
find the apples. The train moved away from
Plymouth station. After a minute or two
everybody sat down and the woman gave
some apples to the children.

‘Where’s Julie?” Bill said suddenly.
‘She’s not here.” “Perhaps she went to the
restaurant,” the man in the brown hat said.

‘But she wasn’t hungry,” Bill said. ‘She
told me.” The little girl looked at Bill. ‘She
got off the train at

Plymouth,” she said. “With the tall dark
man. 1 saw them.” ‘Of course she didn’t!” Bill
said. “‘She’s on this train. She didn’t get off.’

‘Yes, she did,” the children’s mother said
suddenly. ‘I saw her too. The tall man waited

for her on the platform.” ‘He waited for her?’
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Bill’s mouth was open. ‘But... But he read
his newspaper all the time. He didn’t talk to
Julie. And she never talked to him. They
didn’t say a word.” ‘People don’t always need
words, young man,” the children’s mother
said.

‘But she’s my wife!” Bill’s face was red
and angry. ‘She can’t do that!” he said loudly.
He stood up. ‘I’m going to stop the train.’
Everybody looked at him and the two
children laughed.

‘No,” the man in the brown hat said, ‘no,
you don’t want to do that. Sit down and eat|
your sandwiches, my friend.’

‘But | don’t understand. Why did she
go? What am | going to do?’ Bill’s face was
very unhappy. After a second or two he sat
down again. “‘What am | going to do?’ he said
again.

‘Nothing,” the man in the brown hat said.
He ate his sandwich slowly. ‘Go and have
your holiday in St Austell. You can have 4
good time there. Forget about Julie. Those
green eyes, now.” He took out a second
sandwich and began to eat it. ‘I knew a
woman once with green eyes. She gave me a
very bad time. No, you want to forget about
Julie.”

2. Cpenaiite cooOIleHNE HA AaHTIMHCKOM
SI3bIKE, BHIPA3UB PEJICBAHTHYIO HH(POPMAIIHIO,
HEOOXOTMMBIMH JIEKCUYECKMUMU u
rpaMMATHYECKHUMH CPEJICTBAMU:

a) coobmieHue 00  ycHemrHoW — caade
BEBIITYCKHOTO 9K3aMEHA;

0) o mobege B BBIOOpAX OJHOTO W3
KaH11aTOB;

B) COOOIICHHE O OJaromoJydHoOM HCXOJIe
Cyane0HOrO J1ena;

') OT4ET O paboTe OTaENA;

6) HOpﬂ}IOK MmpoBEACHUA l'lpOMe)KYTO‘lHOﬁ aTTeCTallui, MOoKa3atrejiu U KPUTECPUH

OICHUBAHUA:

3ayeT Mo AMCUMIUIMHE B 8 ceMecTpe NMPOBOAUTCS B OAMH 3Tal U BKIIOYAET YCTHBIE
BONPOCH! 1O TeéMe. 3ayeT Mo JUCHUILUIMHE B 9 ceMmecTpe mpoBoauTces B 2 3tana. Ilepslit stan
BKJIIOUAET BBINOJIHEHHUE 3aJaHUM IO TEKCTy, BTOPOM — YCTHOIO OTBETa HAa TEOPETUYECKUU
BOIIPOC, I10 U3yYEHHOMY MaTepHay.



IToxa3are/id M KPUTEPHHU OLCHHBAHUA HA 3a4eTe:

Ha oneHky «3a4TeHO0» — CTyIEHT JOJDKEH I1OKAa3aTh BBICOKMI YPOBEHb 3HAHHUM HA YPOBHE
BOCIIPOU3BEIEHUS, O0ObSICHEHNS MHPOPMAILK, HHTEJUIEKTYalbHbI€ HABBIKM PEIIEHUs MPo0IeM U
3a/la4y, HAXOXKJEHUS OTBETOB K MpoOJieMaM, OLEHKM M BBIHECEHUS KPUTHUECKUX CYKIEHUM,
CTYZIEHT JO0JDKEH 00OCHOBAaHHO OTBETHTh Ha BOIIPOC, 1aTh ONpEJeNeHUE OHATUIO, PELIUTh TECT
WM BBIIOJHUTD 3a1aHUE;

Ha oueHky «He 3a4TeHO» — CTyJEeHT HE MOXET II0Ka3aTb 3HAHUS Ha YpPOBHE
BOCIIPOU3BEIEHUS 1 00BSICHEHUS HH(POPMALIMH, HE MOXKET [10Ka3aTh HHTEJUIEKTyaIbHbIE HABBIKU
pELIEHNs MPOCTBIX 3a7a4, CTyIeHT HE OTBEYAET Ha BOIPOC, HE JTaeT ONPEAECICHNUE MTOHATHIO, HE
pelIaeT TeCT UK HE BBITOJHSACT 3a/1aHHE.

DK3aMeH MO AaHHOW AMCUUIUIMHE MPOBOJUTCS B YCTHOW (opMe MO SK3aMEHAIIMOHHBIM
ounetam. B kaxmaom Oumiere 3 Bormpoca, U3 HUX 2 TEOPETUUECKUX BOIpoca U 1 MpaKkTUUECKUi.

IMoka3zaTenu U KpUTEPUHU OLIEHHMBAHUS IK3aMeHa:

— Ha OLIEHKY «OTJMYHO» (5 0amioB) — o0ydaromuiics 1eMOHCTPUPYET BBICOKUN ypOBEHb
cOPMUPOBAHHOCTH KOMIIETEHIIUH, BCECTOpPOHHEE, CHCTEeMaTHYecKoe U TIyOOKOoe 3HaHHe
y4eOHOro MaTepuaina, CBOOOAHO BBHIMOJHIET MPAKTHUECKHE 3a/laHus, CBOOOJHO OIEpUPYeT
3HAaHUSIMH, YMEHUSMU, TIPUMEHSIET UX B CUTYaI[USX MMOBBIIICHHOW CIIOKHOCTH.

— Ha OIICHKY «XO0pomo» (4 Oamia) — oOydaroIMiics AEMOHCTPUPYET CPEIHHI YPOBEHB
cOpPMUPOBAHHOCTH KOMIIETEHIIMH: OCHOBHBIE 3HAHUS, YMEHHUS OCBOEHBI, HO JOIYCKAIOTCA
He3HAUYUTENbHbIE OMMOKM, HETOYHOCTH, 3aTPyAHEHUS TMpPH aHAJIUTUYECKUX OIEepalusx,
nepeHoce 3HaHW U yMEHUW Ha HOBBIE, HECTaHAAPTHBIC CUTYaIlUH.

— Ha OLEHKY «YyAOBJETBOPUTEJbHO» (3 Oamia) — oO0yyaroluiics JAEeMOHCTPUPYET
MOPOTOBBI YPOBEHb CHOPMHUPOBAHHOCTH KOMITETEHIMI: B XO0J€ KOHTPOJBHBIX MEpPOIPUSTUN
JIOMTYCKAIOTCS OMIMOKU, TMPOSBISETCS OTCYTCTBHE OTAEIbHBIX 3HAHUM, YMEHUH, HaBBIKOB,
00y4arouMiicsi UCIBITHIBACT 3HAYMTEIbHBIC 3aTPyIHEHHUS MPH OMNEPUPOBAHUU 3HAHHUSIMH U
YMEHHSMH IIPH UX MIEPEHOCE HAa HOBBIE CHUTYaI[UH.

— Ha OILICHKY «HEYIOBJIETBOPUTEIbHO» (2 Oaia) — oOydaromuiics JAEeMOHCTPUPYET
3HaHus He Ooisiee 20% TEOpeTHUECKOro maTepuaia, JAONYCKAaeT CYyLIECTBEHHbIE OLIMOKH, HE
MOJKET I10Ka3aTh UHTEJUIEKTYaIbHbIE HaBBIKU PEIIEHUs IPOCTHIX 3a1au.

— Ha OIICHKY «HEYIOBJIETBOPUTENbHO» (1 Oamn) — oOydaromuiics He MOXET IMOKa3aTh
3HaHHUS Ha YPOBHE BOCHPOU3BENEHUS U OOBSICHEHHS HWH(OpMalMH, HE MOXET IOKa3aTh
MHTEIUICKTyaJbHble HABBIKHM PELISHHs IPOCTHIX 3a1ad.
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KOHCYJIbTallUKU W 3a4YCTHhI.

VYueOHble ayUTOpUU s | Jlocka, MynbpTUMEIUIHBIE CPEACTBA XPAaHEHUs, Iepeladn
MIPOBEICHUSI 3aHATHI JEKIIMOHHOTO | U IPEACTaBICHUS HHPOPMALIUU.

TUIA

VYueOHble ayauToOpuu s | Jlocka, MyJIbTHMEIMUHBINA IPOEKTOP, IKpaH

IIPOBEICHUS IIPAKTUYECKUAX

3aHATUH, IPYIIIOBBIX u

WHIVBUIYaIbHBIX  KOHCYJIbTalUH,

TEKyIIETO KOHTPOJIA u

MIPOMEXYTOUYHON aTTECTAllUN

ITomemmenus nas camocrosiTenbHol | IlepconanbHble kommbroTepsl ¢ naketom MS Office,
paboThl 00yUdarOIUXCs BbIXOJOM B VIHTEpHET M C JOCTYyNIOM B 3JEKTPOHHYIO
MH(}OPMaILIMOHHO-00Pa30BaTEIbHYIO CPENY YHUBEPCUTETA

[Tomemenne pans  xpanenus u | Hlxadsr Iliv| XpaHEHHUs y4e0HO-MEeTOINYECKOM

MPOQPHIAKTHIECKOTO JOKyMEHTaIluu, Yy4eOHOro oOOpydoBaHUs H Yy4eOHO-
00CITy)KMBaHUS y4eOHOro | HarJIAHbIX TOCOOUI.
000py0BaHUS

INPUJIOKEHME 1

JIis ycrenHoro ycBOeHus 3HaHui 1o npeamery «Juckype» Heo0Xoaumo:

1) o3HakoMIIEHHE C MaTepHaJaMH JICKIMH, 3HAHUE U IOHUMaHNE BCEX OINpeJIeNICHNH;

2) axTuBHasg paboTa HAa TPAKTHYECKUX 3aHATHIX, BKIIOYAIONIAS IOATOTOBKY
TEOPETUYECKOr0 BONPOCAa M BBINOJHEHUE JOKJIANAa HA 3aJaHHYI0 TEMY C HCIOJIbB30BAaHHUEM
JIONIOJIHUTENIBHOM JINTEPaTyphl, (P TAK)KE BHINOIHEHUE IPAKTUYECKUX 3aJJaHUH.

1. Pazgen: Jluckypc Kak INpeaMeT JMHIBHCTUYECKOIO M3YYEHHMs, €ro MECTO B psALy
ONM3KUX MOHATHUH JUCKypca.

1.1. Tema: dunocodcko-MeTo0JIOrMUECKIE OCHOBAHUS aHAIN3a S3bIKOBOTO OOIIEHUS.
SI3BIK  Kak  coluanbHO-Ticuxojoruueckuit  ¢enomeHn. Kopnoas, wuHpepeHIMOHHAas U
MHTEpaKLMOHHAsT MOJENN KOMMYHUKaluu. VHTepakMOHHas MOJeNb OOIEHHs KaK pa3BUTHE
naen auanora M. baxTtuna.

O3HakOMbTECh C MaTepualaMM JIeKIuU, 0co00oe BHUMaHHE OOpaTUTE Ha CIEAYIOLIHe
BOIIPOCHI:

Hctopuss BO3HUKHOBEHUS W Pa3BUTUSL <«JUCKypcay. [lparmanmuureuctuka. IloHsitue
«JUCKYpC» B COBPEMEHHOM JMHIBUCTHUKE. [loHATHE KOMMYHUKanMU. Moaenu KOMMYHUKALUU.
baxtun M. u ero yuenue o nuckypce. Pazsutne uaen M. baxtuna o nuanore. IHTepakiimonHas
MOJI€Tb OOIIEHUS.

[TpakTHueckoe (ceMUHapCKOii) 3aHATHE:

ITonroToBbTE OIMH U3 CIEAYIOIIMX BOIPOCOB:

1) SI3bIK-KaK COIUANBHO-TICHXOIOTUYECKUI (heHOM.

2) UcTopusi BOSHUKHOBEHUS TMOHATHS «TUCKYPC».

3) [IparmaymMreucTrKa, Kak MpeaTede YIeHHUs O JUCKYypCe.

4) Mozaenu KOMMYyHHUKAIUH.

5) Yuenune M. baxTuHa u ero Bkjaja B pa3BUTHE TEOPUU IUCKYpCa.
JlonosHUTENbHBIE BOIIPOCH! 110 TEME:

1) OxapakTepu3yiTe OCHOBHBIE MO/IENIM KOMMYHHUKAIIUH.

2) IlepeunciuTe XapakTepUCTUKN MHTEPAKIIMOHHON MO/ KOMMYHHUKAIUU.




1.2.  Tema: JIucKypcuBHas OHTOJOTMSI B  BHMJ€  [PUHUUIA  COLMAIBHOIO
KOHCTPYKIIMOHAJIM3MA KaK METO/I0JIOTHYECKOe OCHOBAHUE MPAarMauHT BUCTUKH.

O3HakOMbTECH C MaTepuajgaMM JIeKLUH, 0co00€ BHUMaHHE OOpaTUTE Ha CIEAYIOLIHe
BOIIPOCHI:

Bunet  nuckypca. Ero xapakrtepuctuku. CTaHOBIIEHHE TOHSTHS «JIUCKYpC» B
COBpPEMEHHOW JIMHrBUCTUKE. OmnpeneneHne TMOHATUS «IUCKypc». TekeT W JHCKypc.
Bricka3bpiBaHHE U JUCKYPC.

[IpakTuueckoe (CeMUHAPCKON) 3aHATHE:

[ToaroToBbTE OJIMH U3 CAEAYIOIIMX BOIPOCOB:

1) Buasl auckypca. Ero xapakTepucTHKH.

2) OnpeneneHue NOHATUS «IUCKYPC.

3) Tekcr u auckypc. BrickazblBaHUE U JUCKYPC.
JlonoJHUTENbHBIE BOIPOCHI 110 TEME:

1) Yto Takoe «CoIuambHbIi KOHCTPYKTYPATA3IM»?
2) Kak cOOTHOCATCS Q0HATHUS «TEKCT» U «ITUCKYPCH?

1.3. Tema: ITonxopl K onpeaeneHuIo JUcKypca.

O3HakOMbTECh C MaTepuajlaMH JIeKIUU, 0co0oe BHUMaHHE OOpaTUTE Ha CIEAYIOLIHe
BOIIPOCHI:

[[lupokoe w® y3KO€ TIOHMMaHUE TEPMUHA <JIUCKYpC». TEepMUH «IUCKYypC» B
TYMaHUTApHBIX Haykax. OmpeneneHue TOHATHS <«IUCKYypC» B 3alajJHOM M OTYECTBEHHOMN
(bUIONOrMuecKol TpaauIIiH.

[IpakTuyeckoe (CeMUHAPCKON) 3aHATHE:

CaMOCTOSITENIbHO MOATOTOBbTE JJOKJIAJ] HA CIEYIOLINE TEMBI:

1) Huckypc - KaK npeaMeT H3y4YeHUs B T'YMaHUTapHBIX HayKax.
2) lupokoe 1 y3k0e MOHUMaHUE TEPMUHA «JTUCKYPC»

3) [loaxonpl K MOHATUIO «IUCKYPC» B OT€UECTBEHHOMN JIMHTBUCTHKE.

4) Ilonxoapl K MOHSATHIO JUCKYPC B 3aMaHON JIMHTBUCTHKE.

5) Tunonorust U CTPyKTypa AUCKypca.

2. Paznen: CeMaHTHKa U TpaMMaTUKa IUCKypca
2.1. Tema: CemaHTHKa JUCKypca: TpPOMO3UIHS, pedepeHnus, IKCIINKaTypa,
UMIUTIKATypa, HHPEPEHLINs, TPECYNIIO3ULIUS U .

O3HakoMbTECh C MaTepuanaMu JIEKIUH, 0co0oe BHUMaHHME OOpaTHTE HA CIEAYIOLIHE
BOMPOCHI:

Cemantuka auckypca. CemaHTHUecKuE cpelncTBa O(GOpPMIICHHMS CEMaHTHUKH JTUCKYypca.
Pedepenuus, okcrmamkaTypa, HUMIUIMKaTypa, WHQepeHIus, MNpecynmno3uuus U Jpyrue
CEMaHTUYECKUE EIMHULIBI TUCKYpCa.

ITpakTHueckoe (ceMUHApCKON) 3aHATHE!

[TonroTroBbTE OAMH U3 CIAEAYIOLUIMX BOIPOCOB:

1) PackpoiiTe CyHmIHOCTh MOHATHH «Ipomo3ulius, pedepeHnus, dKCIUIMKaTypa, UMIUIMKATypa,
uH(pEepeHINs, TPECYITO3ULIHSI.
2) Kakumu 1eKCH4ecKUMH U TPaMMaTHYeCKUM CpefcTBaMU 0)OPMIISIOTCS STH MOHATHS?
JIOTIOJIHUTENIBHBIE BOIIPOCHI 110 TEME:
1) Kak coOTHOCATCS MOHATHS «IKCILIMKATYPa» U «UMILIUKATYpa»?
2) YeM OTIMYAIOTCS «IPECYIIIOZULIUS» U «IIPONO3ULUA»?
[TpakTHyeckue 3agaHus:
HaiiguTe B mpenioxkeHHbIX TEKCTaX CIEAYIOIIUE SIBICHUS:
1) DKcnMKanus 1 IMILTHKAIIHS,
2) IIpecynno3uiiust ¥ TpOMO3UIIHS;



1 The Ultimate Experiment

by Thornton DeKy

«THEY were all gone now, The Masters, all dead and their atoms scattered to the never
ceasing winds that swept the great crysolite city towers in ever increasing fury. That had been the
last wish of each as he had passed away, dying from sheer old age. True they had fought on as
long as they could to save their kind from utter extinction but the comet that had trailed its
poisoning wake across space to leave behind it, upon Earth, a noxious, lethal gas vapor, had done
its work too well.»

No living soul breathed upon the Earth. No one lived here now, but Kiron and his kind.
«And,» so thought Kiron to himself, «he might as well be a great unthinking robot able to do
only one thing instead of the mental giant he was, so obsessed had he become with the task he
had set himself to do.»

Yet, in spite of a great loneliness and a strong fear of a final frustration, he worked on
with the others of his people, hardly stopping for anything except the very necessities needed to
keep his big body working in perfect coordination.

Tirelessly he worked, for The Masters had bred, if that is the word to use, fatigue and the
need for restoration out of his race long decades ago.

Sometimes, though, he would stop his work when the great red dying sun began to fade
into the west and his round eyes would grow wistful as he looked out over the great city that
stretched in towering minarets and lofty spires of purest crystal blue for miles on every side. A
fairy city of rarest hue and beauty. A city for the Gods and the Gods were dead. Kiron felt, at
such times, the great loneliness that the last Master must have known.

They had been kind, The Masters, and Kiron knew that his people, as they went about
their eternal tasks of keeping the great city in perfect shape for The Masters who no longer
needed it, must miss them as he did.

Never to hear their voices ringing, never to see them again gathered in groups to witness
some game or to play amid the silver fountains and flowery gardens of the wondrous city, made
him infinitely saddened. It would always be like this, unless....

But thinking, dreaming, reminiscing would not bring it all back for there was only one
answer to still the longing: work. The others worked and did not dream, but instead kept busy
tending to the thousand and one tasks The Masters had set them to do—had left them doing
when the last Master perished. He too must remember the trust they had placed in his hands and
fulfill it as best he could.

From the time the great red eye of the sun opened itself in the East until it disappeared in
the blue haze beyond the crysolite city, Kiron labored with his fellows. Then, at the appointed
hour, the musical signals would peal forth their sweet, sad chimes, whispering goodnight to ears
that would hear them no more and all operations would halt for the night, just as it had done
when The Masters were here to supervise it.

Then when morning came he would start once more trying, testing, experimenting with
his chemicals and plastics, forever following labyrinth of knowledge, seeking for the great
triumph that would make the work of the others of some real use.

His hands molded the materials carefully, lovingly to a pattern that was set in his mind as
a thing to cherish. Day by day his experiments in their liquid baths took form under his careful
modeling. He mixed his chemicals with the same loving touch, the same careful concentration
and painstaking thoroughness, studying often his notes and analysis charts.

Everything must be just so lest his experiment not turn out perfectly. He never became
exasperated at a failure or a defect that proved to be the only reward for his faithful endeavors
but worked patiently on toward a goal that he knew would ultimately be his.

Then one day, as the great red sun glowed like an immense red eye overhead, Kiron
stepped back to admire his handiwork. In that instant the entire wondrous city seemed to breathe
a silent prayer as he stood transfixed by the sight before him. Then it went on as usual, hurrying



noiselessly about its business. The surface cars, empty though they were, fled swiftly about
supported only by the rings of magnetic force that held them to their designated paths. The
gravoships raised from the tower-dromes to speed silently into the eye of the red sun that was
dying.

«No one now,» Kiron thought to himself as he studied his handiwork. Then he walked
unhurriedly to the cabinet in the laboratory corner and took from it a pair of earphones
resembling those of a long forgotten radio set. Just as unhurriedly, though his mind was filled
with turmoil and his being with excitement, he walked back and connected the earphones to the
box upon his bench. The phones dangled into the liquid bath before him as he adjusted them to
suit his requirements.

Slowly he checked over every step of his experiments before he went farther. Then, as he
proved them for the last time, his hand went slowly to the small knife switch upon the box at his
elbow. Next he threw into connection the larger switch upon his laboratory wall bringing into his
laboratory the broadcast power of the crysolite city.

The laboratory generators hummed softly, drowning out the quiet hum of the city outside.
As they built up, sending tiny living electrical impulses over the wires like minute currents that
come from the brain, Kiron sat breathless; his eyes intent.

Closer to his work he bent, watching lovingly, fearful least all might not be quite right.
Then his eyes took on a brighter light as he began to see the reaction. He knew the messages that
he had sent out were being received and coordinated into a unit that would stir and grow into
intellect.

Suddenly the machine flashed its little warning red light and automatically snapped off.
Kiron twisted quickly in his seat and threw home the final switch. This, he knew, was the
ultimate test. On the results of the flood of energy impulses that he had set in motion rested the
fulfillment of his success—or failure.

He watched with slight misgivings. This had never been accomplished before. How could
it possibly be a success now? Even The Masters had never quite succeeded at this final test, how
could he, only a servant? Yet it must work for he had no desire in life but to make it work.

Then, suddenly, he was on his feet, eyes wide. From the two long, coffin-like liquid
baths, there arose two perfect specimens of the Homo sapiens. Man and woman, they were, and
they blinked their eyes in the light of the noonday sun, raised themselves dripping from the baths
of their creation and stepped to the floor before Kiron.

The man spoke, the woman remained silent.

«l am Adam Two,» he said. «Created, by you Kiron from a formula they left, in their
image. | was created to be a Master and she whom you also have created is to be my wife. We
shall mate and the race of Man shall be reborn through us and others whom 1 shall help you
create.»

The Man halted at the last declaration he intoned and walked smilingly toward the woman who
stepped into his open arms returning his smile.

Kiron smiled too within his pumping heart. The words the Man had intoned had been
placed in his still pregnable mind by the tele-teach phones and record that the last Master had
prepared before death had halted his experiments. The actions of the Man toward the Woman,
Kiron knew, was caused by the natural constituents that went to form his chemical body and
govern his humanness.

He, Kiron, had created a living man and woman. The Masters lived again because of him.
They would sing and play and again people the magnificent crysolite city because he loved them
and had kept on until success had been his. But then why not such a turnabout? Hadn’t they, The
Masters, created him a superb, thinking robot?

2. The Girl with Green Eyes
by J. Bassett



‘Of course,” the man in the brown hat said, ‘there are good policemen and there are bad
policemen, you know.’

“You’re right,” the young man said. “Yes. That’s very true. Isn’t it, Julie?” He looked at the
young woman next to him.

Julie didn’t answer and looked bored. She closed her eyes.

‘Julie’s my wife,” the young man told the man in the brown hat. ‘She doesn’t like trains. She
always feels ill on trains.’

‘Oh yes?’ the man in the brown hat said. “Now my wife — she doesn’t like buses. She nearly
had an accident on a bus once. It was last year ... No, no, it wasn’t. It was two years ago. |
remember now. It was in Manchester.” He told a long, boring story about his wife and a bus in
Manchester.

It was a hot day and the train was slow. There were seven people in the carriage. There was the
man in the brown hat; the young man and his wife, Julie; a mother and two children; and a tall
dark man in an expensive suit.

The young man’s name was Bill. He had short brown hair and a happy smile. His wife, Julie, had
long red hair and very green eyes — the colour of sea water. They were very beautiful eyes.

The man in the brown hat talked and talked. He had a big red face and a loud voice. He talked to
Bill because Bill liked to talk too. The man in the brown hat laughed a lot, and when he laughed,
Bill laughed too. Bill liked talking and laughing with people. The two children were hot and
bored. They didn’t want to sit down. They wanted to be noisy and run up and down the train.
‘Now sit down and be quiet,” their mother said. She was a small woman with a tired face and a
tired voice.

"1 don’t want to sit down,’ the little boy said. ‘I’m thirsty.’

‘Here. Have an orange,” his mother said. She took an orange out of her bag and gave it to him.

‘I want an orange too,” the little girl said loudly.

‘All right. Here you are,” said her mother. “Eat it nicely, now.’

The children ate their oranges and were quiet for a minute.

Then the little boy said, ‘I want a drink. I’m thirsty.’

The tall dark man took out his newspaper and began to read. Julie opened her eyes and looked at
the back page of his newspaper. She read about the weather in Budapest and about the football in
Liverpool. She wasn’t interested in Budapest and she didn’t like football, but she didn’t want to
listen to Bill and the man in the brown hat. ‘Talk, talk, talk,” she thought. ‘Bill never stops
talking.’

Then suddenly she saw the tall man’s eyes over the top of his newspaper. She could not see his
mouth, but there was a smile in his eyes. Quickly, she looked down at the newspaper and read
about the weather in Budapest again.

The train stopped at Dawlish station and people got on and got off. There was a lot of noise.

‘Is this our station?’ the little girl asked. She went to the window and looked out.

‘No, it isn’t. Now sit down,” her mother said.

‘We’re going to Penzance,’ the little girl told Bill. ‘For our holidays.’

“Yes,” her mother said. ‘My sister’s got a little hotel by the sea. We’re staying there. It’s cheap,
you see.’

‘Yes,” the man in the brown hat said. ‘It’s a nice town. | know a man there. He’s got a restaurant
in King Street. A lot of holiday people go there. He makes a lot of money in the summer.” He
laughed loudly. “Yes,” he said again. “You can have a nice holiday in Penzance.’

‘We’re going to St Austell,” Bill said. ‘Me and Julie. It’s our first holiday. Julie wanted to go to
Spain, but | like St Austell. I always go there for my holidays. It’s nice in August. You can have
a good time there too.’

Julie looked out of the window. ‘Where is Budapest?” she thought. ‘I want to go there. | want to
go to Vienna, to Paris, to Rome, to Athens.” Her green eyes were bored and angry. Through the
window she watched the little villages and hills of England.



The man in the brown hat looked at Julie. “You’re right,” he said to Bill. “You can have a good
time on holiday in England. We always go to Brighton, me and the wife. But the weather! We
went one year, and it rained every day. Morning, afternoon, and night. It’s true. It never stopped
raining.” He laughed loudly. *We nearly went home after the first week.’

Bill laughed too. "What did you do all day, then?’ he asked.

Julie read about the weather in Budapest for the third time. Then she looked at the tall man’s
hands. They were long, brown hands, very clean. ‘Nice hands,” she thought. He wore a very
expensive Japanese watch. ‘Japan,” she thought. ‘1’d like to go to Japan.” She looked up and saw
the man’s eyes again over the top of his newspaper. This time she did not look away. Green eyes
looked into dark brown eyes for a long, slow minute.

After Newton Abbot station the guard came into the carriage to look at their tickets. ‘Now then,’
he said, ‘where are we all going?’

“This train’s late,” the man in the brown hat said. ‘Twenty minutes late, by my watch.’

‘Ten minutes,” the guard said. ‘“That’s all.” He smiled at Julie.

The tall dark man put his newspaper down, found his ticket, and gave it to the guard. The guard
looked at it.

“You’re all right, sir,” he said. “The boat doesn’t leave Plymouth before six o’clock. You’ve got
lots of time.’

The tall man smiled, put his ticket back in his pocket and opened his newspaper again.

Julie didn’t look at him. A boat,” she thought. ‘He’s taking a boat from Plymouth. Where’s he
going?’ She looked at him again with her long green eyes.

He read his newspaper and didn’t look at her. But his eyes smiled. The train stopped at Totnes
station and more people got on and off.

‘Everybody’s going on holiday,” Bill said. He laughed. ‘It’s going to be wonderful. No work for
two weeks. It’s a nice, quiet town, St Austell. We can stay in bed in the mornings, and sit and
talk in the afternoons, and have a drink or two in the evenings. Eh, Julie?” He looked at his wife.
‘Are you all right, Julie?’

‘Yes, Bill,” she said quietly. “I’m OK.” She looked out of the window again. The train went more
quickly now, and it began to rain. Bill and the man in the brown hat talked and talked. Bill told a
long story about two men and a dog, and the man in the brown hat laughed very loudly.

‘That’s a good story,” he said. ‘I like that. You tell it very well. Do you know the story about . . .’
And he told Bill a story about a Frenchman and a bicycle.

‘Why do people laugh at these stories?’ Julie thought. ‘They’re so boring!”

But Bill liked it. Then he told a story about an old woman and a cat, and the man in the brown
hat laughed again. ‘That’s good, too. | don’t know. How do you remember them all?’

‘Because’, Julie thought, “he tells them every day.’

‘I don’t understand,’ the little girl said suddenly. She looked at Bill. “Why did the cat die?’
‘Shhh. Be quiet,” her mother said. ‘Come and eat your sandwiches now.’

“That’s all right,” Bill said. ‘I like children.’

The man in the brown hat looked at the children’s sandwiches. “Mmm, I’m hungry, too,” he said.
“You can get sandwiches in the restaurant on this train.” He looked at Bill. ‘Let’s go down to the
restaurant, eh? | need a drink too.’

Bill laughed. “You’re right. It’s thirsty work, telling stories.’

The two men stood up and left the carriage.

The little girl ate her sandwich and looked at Julie. ‘But why did the cat die?’ she asked.

‘I don’t know,” Julie said. ‘Perhaps it wanted to die.’

The little girl came and sat next to Julie. ‘I like your hair,” she said. ‘It’s beautiful.” Julie looked
down at her and smiled.

For some minutes it was quiet in the carriage. Then the tall dark man opened his bag and took
out a book. He put it on the seat next to him, and looked at Julie with a smile. Julie looked back
at him, and then down at the book. Famous towns of Italy, she read. Venice, Florence, Rome,



Naples. She looked away again, out of the window at the rain. ‘“Two weeks in St Austell,” she
thought. “With Bill. In the rain.’

After half an hour the two men came back to the carriage. “There are a lot of people on this
train,” Bill said. ‘Do you want a sandwich, Julie?’

‘No,” she said. ‘I’m not hungry. You eat them.’

The train was nearly at Plymouth. Doors opened and people began to move. *A lot of people get
on here,” the man in the brown hat said.

The tall dark man stood up and put his book and his newspaper in his bag. Then he picked up his
bag and left the carriage. The train stopped at the station. A lot of people got on the train, and
two women and an old man came into the carriage. They had a lot of bags with them. Bill and
the man in the brown hat stood up and helped them. One of the women had a big bag of apples.
The bag broke and the apples went all over the carriage.

‘Oh damn!” she said.

Everybody laughed, and helped her to find the apples. The train moved away from Plymouth
station. After a minute or two everybody sat down and the woman gave some apples to the
children.

‘Where’s Julie?’ Bill said suddenly. ‘She’s not here.” ‘Perhaps she went to the restaurant,” the
man in the brown hat said.

‘But she wasn’t hungry,” Bill said. ‘She told me.” The little girl looked at Bill. “She got off the
train at

Plymouth,” she said. “With the tall dark man. 1 saw them.” ‘Of course she didn’t!” Bill said.
‘She’s on this train. She didn’t get off.’

‘Yes, she did,” the children’s mother said suddenly. ‘I saw her too. The tall man waited for her
on the platform.” ‘He waited for her?’ Bill’s mouth was open. ‘But... But he read his newspaper
all the time. He didn’t talk to Julie. And she never talked to him. They didn’t say a word.’
‘People don’t always need words, young man,’ the children’s mother said.

‘But she’s my wife!” Bill’s face was red and angry. ‘She can’t do that!” he said loudly. He stood
up. ‘I’m going to stop the train.” Everybody looked at him and the two children laughed.

‘No,” the man in the brown hat said, ‘no, you don’t want to do that. Sit down and eat your
sandwiches, my friend.’

‘But | don’t understand. Why did she go? What am | going to do?’ Bill’s face was very unhappy.
After a second or two he sat down again. ‘What am | going to do?’ he said again.

‘Nothing,” the man in the brown hat said. He ate his sandwich slowly. ‘Go and have your holiday
in St Austell. You can have a good time there. Forget about Julie. Those green eyes, now.” He
took out a second sandwich and began to eat it. ‘1 knew a woman once with green eyes. She gave
me a very bad time. No, you want to forget about Julie.’

3. The Errors of Santa Claus
By Stephen Leacock
It was Christmas Eve.
The Browns, who lived in the adjoining house, had been dining with the Joneses.
Brown and Jones were sitting over wine and walnuts at the table. The others had gone upstairs.
«What are you giving to your boy for Christmas?» asked Brown.
«A train,» said Jones, «new kind of thing — automatic.»
«Let’s have a look at it,» said Brown.
Jones fetched a parcel from the sideboard and began unwrapping it.
«Ingenious thing, isn’t it?» he said. «Goes on its own rails. Queer how kids love to play with
trains, isn’t it?»
«Yes,» assented Brown. «How are the rails fixed?»
«Wait, I’ll show you,» said Jones. «Just help me to shove these dinner things aside and roll back
the cloth. There! See! You lay the rails like that and fasten them at the ends, so —»



«Oh, yes, | catch on, makes a grade, doesn’t it? just the thing to amuse a child, isn’t it? | got
Willy a toy aeroplane.»

«l know, they’re great. | got Edwin one on his birthday. But I thought 1I’d get him a train this
time. | told him Santa Claus was going to bring him something altogether new this time. Edwin,
of course, believes in Santa Claus absolutely. Say, look at this locomotive, would you? It has a
spring coiled up inside the fire box.»

«Wind her up,» said Brown with great interest. «Let her go.»

«All right,» said Jones. «Just pile up two or three plates something to lean the end of the rails on.
There, notice way it buzzes before it starts. Isn’t that a great thing for kid, en?»

«Yes,» said Brown. «And say, see this little string to pull the whistle! By Gad, it toots, eh?just
like real?»

«Now then, Brown,» Jones went on, «you hitch on those cars and I’ll start her. I’ll be engineer,
ehl»

Half an hour later Brown and Jones were still playing trains on the dining-room table.

But their wives upstairs in the drawing-room hardly noticed their absence. They were too much
interested.

«Oh, I think it’s perfectly sweet,» said Mrs. Brown. «Just the loveliest doll 1’ve seen in years. |
must get one like it for Ulvina. Won’t Clarisse be perfectly enchanted?»

«Yes,» answered Mrs. Jones, «and then she’ll have all the fun of arranging the dresses. Children
love that so much. Look, there are three little dresses with the doll, aren’t they cute? All cut out
and ready to stitch together.»

«Oh, how perfectly lovely!» exclaimed Mrs. Brown. «I think the mauve one would suit the doll
best, don’t you, with such golden hair? Only don’t you think it would make it much nicer to turn
back the collar, so, and to put a little band — so?»

«What a good ideal!» said Mrs. Jones. «Do let’s try it. Just wait, I’ll get a needle in a minute. I’ll
tell Clarisse that Santa Claus sewed it himself. The child believes in Santa Claus absolutely.»
And half an hour later Mrs. Jones and Mrs. Brown were so busy stitching dolls’ clothes that they
could not hear the roaring of the little train up and down the dining table, and had no idea what
the four children were doing.

Nor did the children miss their mothers.

«Dandy, aren’t they?» Edwin Jones was saying to little Willie Brown, as they sat in Edwin’s
bedroom. «A hundred in a box, with cork tips, and see, an amber mouthpiece that fits into a little
case at the side. Good present for Dad, eh?

«Finel» said Willie appreciatively. «I’m giving Father cigars.»

«l know, I thought of cigars too. Men always like cigars and cigarettes. You can’t go wrong on
them. Say, would you like to try one or two of these cigarettes? We can take them from the
bottom. You’ll like them, they’re Russian — away ahead of Egyptian.»

«Thanks,» answered Willie. «I’d like one immensely. | only started smoking last spring — on
my twelfth birthday. | think a feller’s a fool to begin smoking cigarettes too soon, don’t you? It
stunts him. | waited till I was twelve.»

«Me too,» said Edwin, as they lighted their cigarettes. «In fact, I wouldn’t buy them now if it
weren’t for Dad. | simply had to give him something from Santa Claus. He believes in Santa
Claus absolutely, you know.»

And, while this was going on, Clarisse was showing little Ulvina the absolutely lovely little
bridge set that she got for her mother.

«Aren’t these markers perfectly charming?» said Ulvina. «And don’t you love this little Dutch
design — or is it Flemish, darling?»

«Dutch,» said Clarisse. «lIsn’t it quaint? And aren’t these the dearest little things, for putting the
money in when you play. | needn’t have got them with it — they’d have sold the rest separately
— but I think it’s too utterly slow playing without money, don’t you?»

«Oh, abominable,» shuddered Ulvina. «But your mamma never plays for money, does she?»



«Mamma! Oh, gracious, no. Mamma’s far too slow for that. But | shall tell her that Santa Claus
insisted on putting in the little money boxes.»

«I suppose she believes in Santa Claus, just as my mamma does.»

«Oh, absolutely,» said Clarisse, and added, «What if we play a little game! With a double
dummy, the French way, or Norwegian Skat, if you like. That only needs two.»

«All right,» agreed Ulvina, and in a few minutes they were deep in a game of cards with a little
pile of pocket money beside them.

About half an hour later, all the members of the two families were again in the drawing-room.
But of course nobody said anything about the presents. In any case they were all too busy
looking at the beautiful big Bible, with maps in it, that the Joneses had brought to give to
Grandfather. They all agreed that, with the help of it, Grandfather could hunt up any place in
Palestine in a moment, day or night.

But upstairs, away upstairs in a sitting-room of his own Grandfather Jones was looking with an
affectionate eye at the presents that stood beside him. There was a beautiful whisky decanter,
with silver filigree outside (and whiskey inside) for Jones, and for the little boy a big nickel-
plated Jew’s harp.

Later on, far in the night, the person, or the influence, or whatever it is called Santa Claus, took
all the presents and placed them in the people’s stockings.

And, being blind as he always has been, he gave the wrong things to the wrong people — in fact,
he gave them just as indicated above.

But the next day, in the course of Christmas morning, the situation straightened itself out, just as
it always does.

Indeed, by ten o’clock, Brown and Jones were playing the with train, and Mrs. Brown and Mrs.
Jones were making dolls’ clothes, and the boys were smoking cigarettes, and Clarisse and Ulvina
were playing cards for their pocket-money.

And upstairs — away up — Grandfather was drinking whisky and playing the Jew’s harp.

And so Christmas, just as it always does, turned out right after all.

2.2. Tema: Tema muckypca. Tema rosopsmero. KoHTEKCT nguckypca M €ro THIIBIL.
KorHutuBHbIE CTPYKTYpPBI IUCKYpCa.

O3HakoMbTECh C MaTepualaMu JIEKIUH, 0co00e BHUMaHME OOpaTHTE Ha CIEAYIOLIHe
BOIIPOCHI:

ITonstue «rema nuckypca». Tema ropopsiuero B guckypcee. CpencrBa BoIpaXKeHUs TEMbI
ropopsuero. KoHTekcT B IpUMEHEHNH K TUCKypCy. Buabl koHTekcTa auckypca. KorHutusHbIe
CTPYKTYpBI AUCKYpCa.

[TpakTHueckoe (ceMUHAPCKOI) 3aHsATHE:
[ToaroToBbTE OJIMH U3 CIEAYIOLIMX BOIPOCOB:
1) Uto Takoe «TeMa JucKypcan?
2) Kakumu cpeicTBaMH BBIPA)KAETCsl TeMa TOBOPSIIETO B AUCKYypce?
3) IlepeuncnuTe TUIIBI KOHTEKCTOB?
4) Yto moHMMaeTCs MO/l «kKOTHUTUBHBIMU CTPYKTYPaMHU JUCKypca»?
JlonoJIHUTENIbHBIE BOIIPOCHI 110 TEME:
1) Kak KOHTEKCT MPUMEHSIETCSI IO OTHOIIEHUIO K AUCKYPCY?
2) IlpuBenute npuMepbl KOTHUTUBHBIX CTPYKTYP JUCKYypca.
IIpakTrdeckue 3a1aHus:
1) Onpenenure, KaK BbIpakeHa TeMa rOBOPAILETO B TEKCTaX.
2) HaiiguTe KOHTEKCTHI B MIPEJIOAKEHHBIX TEKCTAX.
3) Haiinurte B TekCTaX KOTHUTHUBHBIE CTPYKTYPBHI.

1 The Ultimate Experiment
by Thornton DeKy



«THEY were all gone now, The Masters, all dead and their atoms scattered to the never
ceasing winds that swept the great crysolite city towers in ever increasing fury. That had been the
last wish of each as he had passed away, dying from sheer old age. True they had fought on as
long as they could to save their kind from utter extinction but the comet that had trailed its
poisoning wake across space to leave behind it, upon Earth, a noxious, lethal gas vapor, had done
its work too well.»

No living soul breathed upon the Earth. No one lived here now, but Kiron and his kind.
«And,» so thought Kiron to himself, «he might as well be a great unthinking robot able to do
only one thing instead of the mental giant he was, so obsessed had he become with the task he
had set himself to do.»

Yet, in spite of a great loneliness and a strong fear of a final frustration, he worked on
with the others of his people, hardly stopping for anything except the very necessities needed to
keep his big body working in perfect coordination.

Tirelessly he worked, for The Masters had bred, if that is the word to use, fatigue and the
need for restoration out of his race long decades ago.

Sometimes, though, he would stop his work when the great red dying sun began to fade
into the west and his round eyes would grow wistful as he looked out over the great city that
stretched in towering minarets and lofty spires of purest crystal blue for miles on every side. A
fairy city of rarest hue and beauty. A city for the Gods and the Gods were dead. Kiron felt, at
such times, the great loneliness that the last Master must have known.

They had been kind, The Masters, and Kiron knew that his people, as they went about
their eternal tasks of keeping the great city in perfect shape for The Masters who no longer
needed it, must miss them as he did.

Never to hear their voices ringing, never to see them again gathered in groups to witness
some game or to play amid the silver fountains and flowery gardens of the wondrous city, made
him infinitely saddened. It would always be like this, unless....

But thinking, dreaming, reminiscing would not bring it all back for there was only one
answer to still the longing: work. The others worked and did not dream, but instead kept busy
tending to the thousand and one tasks The Masters had set them to do—had left them doing
when the last Master perished. He too must remember the trust they had placed in his hands and
fulfill it as best he could.

From the time the great red eye of the sun opened itself in the East until it disappeared in
the blue haze beyond the crysolite city, Kiron labored with his fellows. Then, at the appointed
hour, the musical signals would peal forth their sweet, sad chimes, whispering goodnight to ears
that would hear them no more and all operations would halt for the night, just as it had done
when The Masters were here to supervise it.

Then when morning came he would start once more trying, testing, experimenting with
his chemicals and plastics, forever following labyrinth of knowledge, seeking for the great
triumph that would make the work of the others of some real use.

His hands molded the materials carefully, lovingly to a pattern that was set in his mind as
a thing to cherish. Day by day his experiments in their liquid baths took form under his careful
modeling. He mixed his chemicals with the same loving touch, the same careful concentration
and painstaking thoroughness, studying often his notes and analysis charts.

Everything must be just so lest his experiment not turn out perfectly. He never became
exasperated at a failure or a defect that proved to be the only reward for his faithful endeavors
but worked patiently on toward a goal that he knew would ultimately be his.

Then one day, as the great red sun glowed like an immense red eye overhead, Kiron
stepped back to admire his handiwork. In that instant the entire wondrous city seemed to breathe
a silent prayer as he stood transfixed by the sight before him. Then it went on as usual, hurrying
noiselessly about its business. The surface cars, empty though they were, fled swiftly about
supported only by the rings of magnetic force that held them to their designated paths. The



gravoships raised from the tower-dromes to speed silently into the eye of the red sun that was
dying.

«No one now,» Kiron thought to himself as he studied his handiwork. Then he walked
unhurriedly to the cabinet in the laboratory corner and took from it a pair of earphones
resembling those of a long forgotten radio set. Just as unhurriedly, though his mind was filled
with turmoil and his being with excitement, he walked back and connected the earphones to the
box upon his bench. The phones dangled into the liquid bath before him as he adjusted them to
suit his requirements.

Slowly he checked over every step of his experiments before he went farther. Then, as he
proved them for the last time, his hand went slowly to the small knife switch upon the box at his
elbow. Next he threw into connection the larger switch upon his laboratory wall bringing into his
laboratory the broadcast power of the crysolite city.

The laboratory generators hummed softly, drowning out the quiet hum of the city outside.
As they built up, sending tiny living electrical impulses over the wires like minute currents that
come from the brain, Kiron sat breathless; his eyes intent.

Closer to his work he bent, watching lovingly, fearful least all might not be quite right.
Then his eyes took on a brighter light as he began to see the reaction. He knew the messages that
he had sent out were being received and coordinated into a unit that would stir and grow into
intellect.

Suddenly the machine flashed its little warning red light and automatically snapped off.
Kiron twisted quickly in his seat and threw home the final switch. This, he knew, was the
ultimate test. On the results of the flood of energy impulses that he had set in motion rested the
fulfillment of his success—or failure.

He watched with slight misgivings. This had never been accomplished before. How could
it possibly be a success now? Even The Masters had never quite succeeded at this final test, how
could he, only a servant? Yet it must work for he had no desire in life but to make it work.

Then, suddenly, he was on his feet, eyes wide. From the two long, coffin-like liquid
baths, there arose two perfect specimens of the Homo sapiens. Man and woman, they were, and
they blinked their eyes in the light of the noonday sun, raised themselves dripping from the baths
of their creation and stepped to the floor before Kiron.

The man spoke, the woman remained silent.

«l am Adam Two,» he said. «Created, by you Kiron from a formula they left, in their
image. | was created to be a Master and she whom you also have created is to be my wife. We
shall mate and the race of Man shall be reborn through us and others whom 1 shall help you
create.»

The Man halted at the last declaration he intoned and walked smilingly toward the woman who
stepped into his open arms returning his smile.

Kiron smiled too within his pumping heart. The words the Man had intoned had been
placed in his still pregnable mind by the tele-teach phones and record that the last Master had
prepared before death had halted his experiments. The actions of the Man toward the Woman,
Kiron knew, was caused by the natural constituents that went to form his chemical body and
govern his humanness.

He, Kiron, had created a living man and woman. The Masters lived again because of him.
They would sing and play and again people the magnificent crysolite city because he loved them
and had kept on until success had been his. But then why not such a turnabout? Hadn’t they, The
Masters, created him a superb, thinking robot?

2. The Girl with Green Eyes

by J. Bassett
‘Of course,” the man in the brown hat said, ‘there are good policemen and there are bad
policemen, you know.’



“You’re right,” the young man said. ‘Yes. That’s very true. Isn’t it, Julie?” He looked at the
young woman next to him.

Julie didn’t answer and looked bored. She closed her eyes.

‘Julie’s my wife,” the young man told the man in the brown hat. ‘She doesn’t like trains. She
always feels ill on trains.’

‘Oh yes?’ the man in the brown hat said. ‘Now my wife — she doesn’t like buses. She nearly
had an accident on a bus once. It was last year ... No, no, it wasn’t. It was two years ago. |
remember now. It was in Manchester.” He told a long, boring story about his wife and a bus in
Manchester.

It was a hot day and the train was slow. There were seven people in the carriage. There was the
man in the brown hat; the young man and his wife, Julie; a mother and two children; and a tall
dark man in an expensive suit.

The young man’s name was Bill. He had short brown hair and a happy smile. His wife, Julie, had
long red hair and very green eyes — the colour of sea water. They were very beautiful eyes.

The man in the brown hat talked and talked. He had a big red face and a loud voice. He talked to
Bill because Bill liked to talk too. The man in the brown hat laughed a lot, and when he laughed,
Bill laughed too. Bill liked talking and laughing with people. The two children were hot and
bored. They didn’t want to sit down. They wanted to be noisy and run up and down the train.
‘Now sit down and be quiet,” their mother said. She was a small woman with a tired face and a
tired voice.

’1 don’t want to sit down,” the little boy said. ‘I’m thirsty.’

‘Here. Have an orange,” his mother said. She took an orange out of her bag and gave it to him.

‘I want an orange too,” the little girl said loudly.

‘All right. Here you are,” said her mother. “Eat it nicely, now.’

The children ate their oranges and were quiet for a minute.

Then the little boy said, ‘I want a drink. I’m thirsty.’

The tall dark man took out his newspaper and began to read. Julie opened her eyes and looked at
the back page of his newspaper. She read about the weather in Budapest and about the football in
Liverpool. She wasn’t interested in Budapest and she didn’t like football, but she didn’t want to
listen to Bill and the man in the brown hat. ‘Talk, talk, talk,” she thought. ‘Bill never stops
talking.”

Then suddenly she saw the tall man’s eyes over the top of his newspaper. She could not see his
mouth, but there was a smile in his eyes. Quickly, she looked down at the newspaper and read
about the weather in Budapest again.

The train stopped at Dawlish station and people got on and got off. There was a lot of noise.

‘Is this our station?’ the little girl asked. She went to the window and looked out.

‘No, it isn’t. Now sit down,” her mother said.

‘We’re going to Penzance,’ the little girl told Bill. ‘For our holidays.’

‘Yes,” her mother said. ‘My sister’s got a little hotel by the sea. We’re staying there. It’s cheap,
you see.’

‘Yes,” the man in the brown hat said. ‘It’s a nice town. | know a man there. He’s got a restaurant
in King Street. A lot of holiday people go there. He makes a lot of money in the summer.” He
laughed loudly. “Yes,” he said again. “You can have a nice holiday in Penzance.’

‘We’re going to St Austell,” Bill said. ‘Me and Julie. It’s our first holiday. Julie wanted to go to
Spain, but I like St Austell. I always go there for my holidays. It’s nice in August. You can have
a good time there too.’

Julie looked out of the window. ‘Where is Budapest?” she thought. ‘I want to go there. | want to
go to Vienna, to Paris, to Rome, to Athens.” Her green eyes were bored and angry. Through the
window she watched the little villages and hills of England.

The man in the brown hat looked at Julie. “You’re right,” he said to Bill. “You can have a good
time on holiday in England. We always go to Brighton, me and the wife. But the weather! We



went one year, and it rained every day. Morning, afternoon, and night. It’s true. It never stopped
raining.” He laughed loudly. *We nearly went home after the first week.’

Bill laughed too. "What did you do all day, then?’ he asked.

Julie read about the weather in Budapest for the third time. Then she looked at the tall man’s
hands. They were long, brown hands, very clean. ‘Nice hands,” she thought. He wore a very
expensive Japanese watch. ‘Japan,” she thought. ‘1’d like to go to Japan.” She looked up and saw
the man’s eyes again over the top of his newspaper. This time she did not look away. Green eyes
looked into dark brown eyes for a long, slow minute.

After Newton Abbot station the guard came into the carriage to look at their tickets. ‘Now then,’
he said, ‘where are we all going?’

“This train’s late,” the man in the brown hat said. *“Twenty minutes late, by my watch.’

“Ten minutes,” the guard said. ‘That’s all.” He smiled at Julie.

The tall dark man put his newspaper down, found his ticket, and gave it to the guard. The guard
looked at it.

“You’re all right, sir,” he said. ‘The boat doesn’t leave Plymouth before six o’clock. You’ve got
lots of time.”

The tall man smiled, put his ticket back in his pocket and opened his newspaper again.

Julie didn’t look at him. *A boat,” she thought. ‘He’s taking a boat from Plymouth. Where’s he
going?’ She looked at him again with her long green eyes.

He read his newspaper and didn’t look at her. But his eyes smiled. The train stopped at Totnes
station and more people got on and off.

‘Everybody’s going on holiday,” Bill said. He laughed. ‘It’s going to be wonderful. No work for
two weeks. It’s a nice, quiet town, St Austell. We can stay in bed in the mornings, and sit and
talk in the afternoons, and have a drink or two in the evenings. Eh, Julie?” He looked at his wife.
‘Are you all right, Julie?’

‘Yes, Bill,” she said quietly. ‘“I’m OK.” She looked out of the window again. The train went more
quickly now, and it began to rain. Bill and the man in the brown hat talked and talked. Bill told a
long story about two men and a dog, and the man in the brown hat laughed very loudly.

‘That’s a good story,” he said. ‘I like that. You tell it very well. Do you know the story about . . .
And he told Bill a story about a Frenchman and a bicycle.

‘Why do people laugh at these stories?’ Julie thought. ‘They’re so boring!”

But Bill liked it. Then he told a story about an old woman and a cat, and the man in the brown
hat laughed again. “That’s good, too. | don’t know. How do you remember them all?’

‘Because’, Julie thought, ‘he tells them every day.’

‘I don’t understand,’ the little girl said suddenly. She looked at Bill. “Why did the cat die?’

‘Shhh. Be quiet,” her mother said. *Come and eat your sandwiches now.’

“That’s all right,” Bill said. ‘I like children.’

The man in the brown hat looked at the children’s sandwiches. “Mmm, I’m hungry, too,” he said.
“You can get sandwiches in the restaurant on this train.” He looked at Bill. “Let’s go down to the
restaurant, eh? | need a drink too.’

Bill laughed. “You’re right. It’s thirsty work, telling stories.’

The two men stood up and left the carriage.

The little girl ate her sandwich and looked at Julie. *‘But why did the cat die?’ she asked.

‘I don’t know,” Julie said. ‘Perhaps it wanted to die.’

The little girl came and sat next to Julie. ‘I like your hair,” she said. ‘1t’s beautiful.” Julie looked
down at her and smiled.

For some minutes it was quiet in the carriage. Then the tall dark man opened his bag and took
out a book. He put it on the seat next to him, and looked at Julie with a smile. Julie looked back
at him, and then down at the book. Famous towns of Italy, she read. Venice, Florence, Rome,
Naples. She looked away again, out of the window at the rain. “Two weeks in St Austell,” she
thought. “With Bill. In the rain.’



After half an hour the two men came back to the carriage. ‘There are a lot of people on this
train,” Bill said. ‘Do you want a sandwich, Julie?’

‘No,” she said. ‘I’m not hungry. You eat them.”

The train was nearly at Plymouth. Doors opened and people began to move. “A lot of people get
on here,” the man in the brown hat said.

The tall dark man stood up and put his book and his newspaper in his bag. Then he picked up his
bag and left the carriage. The train stopped at the station. A lot of people got on the train, and
two women and an old man came into the carriage. They had a lot of bags with them. Bill and
the man in the brown hat stood up and helped them. One of the women had a big bag of apples.
The bag broke and the apples went all over the carriage.

‘Oh damn!” she said.

Everybody laughed, and helped her to find the apples. The train moved away from Plymouth
station. After a minute or two everybody sat down and the woman gave some apples to the
children.

‘Where’s Julie?” Bill said suddenly. ‘She’s not here.” “‘Perhaps she went to the restaurant,” the
man in the brown hat said.

‘But she wasn’t hungry,” Bill said. ‘She told me.” The little girl looked at Bill. “She got off the
train at

Plymouth,” she said. ‘With the tall dark man. 1 saw them.” ‘Of course she didn’t!” Bill said.
‘She’s on this train. She didn’t get off.’

“Yes, she did,” the children’s mother said suddenly. ‘I saw her too. The tall man waited for her
on the platform.” ‘He waited for her?” Bill’s mouth was open. ‘But... But he read his newspaper
all the time. He didn’t talk to Julie. And she never talked to him. They didn’t say a word.’
‘People don’t always need words, young man,’ the children’s mother said.

‘But she’s my wife!” Bill’s face was red and angry. ‘She can’t do that!” he said loudly. He stood
up. ‘I’m going to stop the train.” Everybody looked at him and the two children laughed.

‘No,” the man in the brown hat said, ‘no, you don’t want to do that. Sit down and eat your
sandwiches, my friend.’

‘But | don’t understand. Why did she go? What am | going to do?’ Bill’s face was very unhappy.
After a second or two he sat down again. “What am | going to do?’ he said again.

‘Nothing,” the man in the brown hat said. He ate his sandwich slowly. ‘Go and have your holiday
in St Austell. You can have a good time there. Forget about Julie. Those green eyes, now.” He
took out a second sandwich and began to eat it. ‘1 knew a woman once with green eyes. She gave
me a very bad time. No, you want to forget about Julie.”

3. The Errors of Santa Claus
By Stephen Leacock
It was Christmas Eve.
The Browns, who lived in the adjoining house, had been dining with the Joneses.
Brown and Jones were sitting over wine and walnuts at the table. The others had gone upstairs.
«What are you giving to your boy for Christmas?» asked Brown.
«A train,» said Jones, «new kind of thing — automatic.»
«Let’s have a look at it,» said Brown.
Jones fetched a parcel from the sideboard and began unwrapping it.
«Ingenious thing, isn’t it?» he said. «Goes on its own rails. Queer how Kkids love to play with
trains, isn’t it?»
«Yes,» assented Brown. «How are the rails fixed?»
«Wait, I’ll show you,» said Jones. «Just help me to shove these dinner things aside and roll back
the cloth. There! See! You lay the rails like that and fasten them at the ends, so —»
«Oh, yes, | catch on, makes a grade, doesn’t it? just the thing to amuse a child, isn’t it? I got
Willy a toy aeroplane.»



«l know, they’re great. I got Edwin one on his birthday. But I thought 1’d get him a train this
time. | told him Santa Claus was going to bring him something altogether new this time. Edwin,
of course, believes in Santa Claus absolutely. Say, look at this locomotive, would you? It has a
spring coiled up inside the fire box.»

«Wind her up,» said Brown with great interest. «Let her go.»

«All right,» said Jones. «Just pile up two or three plates something to lean the end of the rails on.
There, notice way it buzzes before it starts. Isn’t that a great thing for kid, en?»

«Yes,» said Brown. «And say, see this little string to pull the whistle! By Gad, it toots, eh?just
like real?»

«Now then, Brown,» Jones went on, «you hitch on those cars and I’ll start her. I’ll be engineer,
ehl»

Half an hour later Brown and Jones were still playing trains on the dining-room table.

But their wives upstairs in the drawing-room hardly noticed their absence. They were too much
interested.

«Oh, I think it’s perfectly sweet,» said Mrs. Brown. «Just the loveliest doll 1’ve seen in years. |
must get one like it for Ulvina. Won’t Clarisse be perfectly enchanted?»

«Yes,» answered Mrs. Jones, «and then she’ll have all the fun of arranging the dresses. Children
love that so much. Look, there are three little dresses with the doll, aren’t they cute? All cut out
and ready to stitch together.»

«Oh, how perfectly lovely!» exclaimed Mrs. Brown. «I think the mauve one would suit the doll
best, don’t you, with such golden hair? Only don’t you think it would make it much nicer to turn
back the collar, so, and to put a little band — so?»

«What a good ideal» said Mrs. Jones. «Do let’s try it. Just wait, I’ll get a needle in a minute. I’ll
tell Clarisse that Santa Claus sewed it himself. The child believes in Santa Claus absolutely.»
And half an hour later Mrs. Jones and Mrs. Brown were so busy stitching dolls’ clothes that they
could not hear the roaring of the little train up and down the dining table, and had no idea what
the four children were doing.

Nor did the children miss their mothers.

«Dandy, aren’t they?» Edwin Jones was saying to little Willie Brown, as they sat in Edwin’s
bedroom. «A hundred in a box, with cork tips, and see, an amber mouthpiece that fits into a little
case at the side. Good present for Dad, eh?

«Finel» said Willie appreciatively. «I’m giving Father cigars.»

«l know, I thought of cigars too. Men always like cigars and cigarettes. You can’t go wrong on
them. Say, would you like to try one or two of these cigarettes? We can take them from the
bottom. You’ll like them, they’re Russian — away ahead of Egyptian.»

«Thanks,» answered Willie. «I’d like one immensely. | only started smoking last spring — on
my twelfth birthday. I think a feller’s a fool to begin smoking cigarettes too soon, don’t you? It
stunts him. | waited till I was twelve.»

«Me too,» said Edwin, as they lighted their cigarettes. «In fact, I wouldn’t buy them now if it
weren’t for Dad. | simply had to give him something from Santa Claus. He believes in Santa
Claus absolutely, you know.»

And, while this was going on, Clarisse was showing little Ulvina the absolutely lovely little
bridge set that she got for her mother.

«Aren’t these markers perfectly charming?» said Ulvina. «And don’t you love this little Dutch
design — or is it Flemish, darling?»

«Dutch,» said Clarisse. «Isn’t it quaint? And aren’t these the dearest little things, for putting the
money in when you play. | needn’t have got them with it — they’d have sold the rest separately
— but I think it’s too utterly slow playing without money, don’t you?»

«Oh, abominable,» shuddered Ulvina. «But your mamma never plays for money, does she?»
«Mammal! Oh, gracious, no. Mamma’s far too slow for that. But I shall tell her that Santa Claus
insisted on putting in the little money boxes.»

«I suppose she believes in Santa Claus, just as my mamma does.»



«Oh, absolutely,» said Clarisse, and added, «What if we play a little game! With a double
dummy, the French way, or Norwegian Skat, if you like. That only needs two.»

«All right,» agreed Ulvina, and in a few minutes they were deep in a game of cards with a little
pile of pocket money beside them.

About half an hour later, all the members of the two families were again in the drawing-room.
But of course nobody said anything about the presents. In any case they were all too busy
looking at the beautiful big Bible, with maps in it, that the Joneses had brought to give to
Grandfather. They all agreed that, with the help of it, Grandfather could hunt up any place in
Palestine in a moment, day or night.

But upstairs, away upstairs in a sitting-room of his own Grandfather Jones was looking with an
affectionate eye at the presents that stood beside him. There was a beautiful whisky decanter,
with silver filigree outside (and whiskey inside) for Jones, and for the little boy a big nickel-
plated Jew’s harp.

Later on, far in the night, the person, or the influence, or whatever it is called Santa Claus, took
all the presents and placed them in the people’s stockings.

And, being blind as he always has been, he gave the wrong things to the wrong people — in fact,
he gave them just as indicated above.

But the next day, in the course of Christmas morning, the situation straightened itself out, just as
it always does.

Indeed, by ten o’clock, Brown and Jones were playing the with train, and Mrs. Brown and Mrs.
Jones were making dolls’ clothes, and the boys were smoking cigarettes, and Clarisse and Ulvina
were playing cards for their pocket-money.

And upstairs — away up — Grandfather was drinking whisky and playing the Jew’s harp.

And so Christmas, just as it always does, turned out right after all.

2.3. Tema: PeueBble aKkThl, MX THUIB, KOMMYHUKATHBHBIE aKThl, XOJbl, OOMEHHI,
TPaHCAKIIMH, PEUYEBbIE COOBITHS KaK €TUHUIIBI TUCKYpCa.

O3HaKOMBTECh C MaTepualaMu JEKIHH, 0cO00€ BHUMAaHHE OOpaTUTE Ha CIEAYIOIIUE
BOIPOCHI:

Teopus pedeBbIX aKTOB. Teopusi peUEBBHIX AKTOB B NMPUMEHEHHH K AUCKYpCy. THIIBI
pEUEBBIX aKTOB B JTUCKypce. EAMHUIIBI qUCKypca: KOMMYHHKATHBHBIC aKThI, XOJbI, OOMEHBI,
TPaHCAKIIMH, PEUYCBBIE COOBITHS KaK €IUHUIIBI TUCKYpCa.

[IpakTuyeckoe (CeMUHAPCKOI) 3aHATHE:
[ToaroToBHTE OJIMH W3 CAEAYIOIIMX BOIPOCOB:
1) PackpoliTe npuHIUIIBI TEOPUH PEUEBBIX aKTOB.
2) Tumbl pe4eBbIX aKTOB B IUCKYPCE.
3) Enunuimel amckypca: KOMMYHUKATHBHBIE aKThI, XOJIbl, OOMEHBI, TPAaHCAKIIUU, PEUEBHIC
COOBITHS.
JlonosHUTENbHBIE BOIIPOCHI IO TEME:
1) Kak B guckypce oTpa)katoTcsi KOCBEHHbIE PEUEBBIE AKThI?
2) Kakumu rpaMMaTHYE€CKUMH CPEACTBAMH O0(GOPMIISIOTCS BUIBI PEYEBBIX aKTOB B AUCKYypce?
3) Urto Takoe «pedeBbie COOBITUSIY?

[IpakTnueckue 3aqaHus:
Omnpenenure BUIbl pEYEBBIX aKTOB, UCIOJIb3YEMbIX B C IMAJIOTHYECKON PEUH IMePCOHaXKEH.

1 The Ultimate Experiment

by Thornton DeKy

«THEY were all gone now, The Masters, all dead and their atoms scattered to the never
ceasing winds that swept the great crysolite city towers in ever increasing fury. That had been the
last wish of each as he had passed away, dying from sheer old age. True they had fought on as



long as they could to save their kind from utter extinction but the comet that had trailed its
poisoning wake across space to leave behind it, upon Earth, a noxious, lethal gas vapor, had done
its work too well.»

No living soul breathed upon the Earth. No one lived here now, but Kiron and his kind.
«And,» so thought Kiron to himself, «he might as well be a great unthinking robot able to do
only one thing instead of the mental giant he was, so obsessed had he become with the task he
had set himself to do.»

Yet, in spite of a great loneliness and a strong fear of a final frustration, he worked on
with the others of his people, hardly stopping for anything except the very necessities needed to
keep his big body working in perfect coordination.

Tirelessly he worked, for The Masters had bred, if that is the word to use, fatigue and the
need for restoration out of his race long decades ago.

Sometimes, though, he would stop his work when the great red dying sun began to fade
into the west and his round eyes would grow wistful as he looked out over the great city that
stretched in towering minarets and lofty spires of purest crystal blue for miles on every side. A
fairy city of rarest hue and beauty. A city for the Gods and the Gods were dead. Kiron felt, at
such times, the great loneliness that the last Master must have known.

They had been kind, The Masters, and Kiron knew that his people, as they went about
their eternal tasks of keeping the great city in perfect shape for The Masters who no longer
needed it, must miss them as he did.

Never to hear their voices ringing, never to see them again gathered in groups to witness
some game or to play amid the silver fountains and flowery gardens of the wondrous city, made
him infinitely saddened. It would always be like this, unless....

But thinking, dreaming, reminiscing would not bring it all back for there was only one
answer to still the longing: work. The others worked and did not dream, but instead kept busy
tending to the thousand and one tasks The Masters had set them to do—had left them doing
when the last Master perished. He too must remember the trust they had placed in his hands and
fulfill it as best he could.

From the time the great red eye of the sun opened itself in the East until it disappeared in
the blue haze beyond the crysolite city, Kiron labored with his fellows. Then, at the appointed
hour, the musical signals would peal forth their sweet, sad chimes, whispering goodnight to ears
that would hear them no more and all operations would halt for the night, just as it had done
when The Masters were here to supervise it.

Then when morning came he would start once more trying, testing, experimenting with
his chemicals and plastics, forever following labyrinth of knowledge, seeking for the great
triumph that would make the work of the others of some real use.

His hands molded the materials carefully, lovingly to a pattern that was set in his mind as
a thing to cherish. Day by day his experiments in their liquid baths took form under his careful
modeling. He mixed his chemicals with the same loving touch, the same careful concentration
and painstaking thoroughness, studying often his notes and analysis charts.

Everything must be just so lest his experiment not turn out perfectly. He never became
exasperated at a failure or a defect that proved to be the only reward for his faithful endeavors
but worked patiently on toward a goal that he knew would ultimately be his.

Then one day, as the great red sun glowed like an immense red eye overhead, Kiron
stepped back to admire his handiwork. In that instant the entire wondrous city seemed to breathe
a silent prayer as he stood transfixed by the sight before him. Then it went on as usual, hurrying
noiselessly about its business. The surface cars, empty though they were, fled swiftly about
supported only by the rings of magnetic force that held them to their designated paths. The
gravoships raised from the tower-dromes to speed silently into the eye of the red sun that was
dying.

«No one now,» Kiron thought to himself as he studied his handiwork. Then he walked
unhurriedly to the cabinet in the laboratory corner and took from it a pair of earphones



resembling those of a long forgotten radio set. Just as unhurriedly, though his mind was filled
with turmoil and his being with excitement, he walked back and connected the earphones to the
box upon his bench. The phones dangled into the liquid bath before him as he adjusted them to
suit his requirements.

Slowly he checked over every step of his experiments before he went farther. Then, as he
proved them for the last time, his hand went slowly to the small knife switch upon the box at his
elbow. Next he threw into connection the larger switch upon his laboratory wall bringing into his
laboratory the broadcast power of the crysolite city.

The laboratory generators hummed softly, drowning out the quiet hum of the city outside.
As they built up, sending tiny living electrical impulses over the wires like minute currents that
come from the brain, Kiron sat breathless; his eyes intent.

Closer to his work he bent, watching lovingly, fearful least all might not be quite right.
Then his eyes took on a brighter light as he began to see the reaction. He knew the messages that
he had sent out were being received and coordinated into a unit that would stir and grow into
intellect.

Suddenly the machine flashed its little warning red light and automatically snapped off.
Kiron twisted quickly in his seat and threw home the final switch. This, he knew, was the
ultimate test. On the results of the flood of energy impulses that he had set in motion rested the
fulfillment of his success—or failure.

He watched with slight misgivings. This had never been accomplished before. How could
it possibly be a success now? Even The Masters had never quite succeeded at this final test, how
could he, only a servant? Yet it must work for he had no desire in life but to make it work.

Then, suddenly, he was on his feet, eyes wide. From the two long, coffin-like liquid
baths, there arose two perfect specimens of the Homo sapiens. Man and woman, they were, and
they blinked their eyes in the light of the noonday sun, raised themselves dripping from the baths
of their creation and stepped to the floor before Kiron.

The man spoke, the woman remained silent.

«l am Adam Two,» he said. «Created, by you Kiron from a formula they left, in their
image. | was created to be a Master and she whom you also have created is to be my wife. We
shall mate and the race of Man shall be reborn through us and others whom 1 shall help you
create.»

The Man halted at the last declaration he intoned and walked smilingly toward the woman who
stepped into his open arms returning his smile.

Kiron smiled too within his pumping heart. The words the Man had intoned had been
placed in his still pregnable mind by the tele-teach phones and record that the last Master had
prepared before death had halted his experiments. The actions of the Man toward the Woman,
Kiron knew, was caused by the natural constituents that went to form his chemical body and
govern his humanness.

He, Kiron, had created a living man and woman. The Masters lived again because of him.
They would sing and play and again people the magnificent crysolite city because he loved them
and had kept on until success had been his. But then why not such a turnabout? Hadn’t they, The
Masters, created him a superb, thinking robot?

2. The Girl with Green Eyes

by J. Bassett
‘Of course,” the man in the brown hat said, ‘there are good policemen and there are bad
policemen, you know.’
“You’re right,” the young man said. ‘Yes. That’s very true. Isn’t it, Julie?” He looked at the
young woman next to him.
Julie didn’t answer and looked bored. She closed her eyes.
*Julie’s my wife,” the young man told the man in the brown hat. ‘She doesn’t like trains. She
always feels ill on trains.’



‘Oh yes?’ the man in the brown hat said. ‘Now my wife — she doesn’t like buses. She nearly
had an accident on a bus once. It was last year ... No, no, it wasn’t. It was two years ago. |
remember now. It was in Manchester.” He told a long, boring story about his wife and a bus in
Manchester.

It was a hot day and the train was slow. There were seven people in the carriage. There was the
man in the brown hat; the young man and his wife, Julie; a mother and two children; and a tall
dark man in an expensive suit.

The young man’s name was Bill. He had short brown hair and a happy smile. His wife, Julie, had
long red hair and very green eyes — the colour of sea water. They were very beautiful eyes.

The man in the brown hat talked and talked. He had a big red face and a loud voice. He talked to
Bill because Bill liked to talk too. The man in the brown hat laughed a lot, and when he laughed,
Bill laughed too. Bill liked talking and laughing with people. The two children were hot and
bored. They didn’t want to sit down. They wanted to be noisy and run up and down the train.
‘Now sit down and be quiet,” their mother said. She was a small woman with a tired face and a
tired voice.

’1 don’t want to sit down,” the little boy said. ‘I’m thirsty.

‘Here. Have an orange,’ his mother said. She took an orange out of her bag and gave it to him.

‘I want an orange too,” the little girl said loudly.

‘All right. Here you are,” said her mother. “Eat it nicely, now.’

The children ate their oranges and were quiet for a minute.

Then the little boy said, ‘I want a drink. I’m thirsty.’

The tall dark man took out his newspaper and began to read. Julie opened her eyes and looked at
the back page of his newspaper. She read about the weather in Budapest and about the football in
Liverpool. She wasn’t interested in Budapest and she didn’t like football, but she didn’t want to
listen to Bill and the man in the brown hat. ‘Talk, talk, talk,” she thought. ‘Bill never stops
talking.’

Then suddenly she saw the tall man’s eyes over the top of his newspaper. She could not see his
mouth, but there was a smile in his eyes. Quickly, she looked down at the newspaper and read
about the weather in Budapest again.

The train stopped at Dawlish station and people got on and got off. There was a lot of noise.

‘Is this our station?’ the little girl asked. She went to the window and looked out.

‘No, it isn’t. Now sit down,” her mother said.

‘We’re going to Penzance,’ the little girl told Bill. ‘For our holidays.’

‘Yes,” her mother said. ‘My sister’s got a little hotel by the sea. We’re staying there. It’s cheap,
you see.’

‘Yes,” the man in the brown hat said. ‘It’s a nice town. | know a man there. He’s got a restaurant
in King Street. A lot of holiday people go there. He makes a lot of money in the summer.” He
laughed loudly. “Yes,” he said again. “You can have a nice holiday in Penzance.’

‘We’re going to St Austell,” Bill said. ‘Me and Julie. It’s our first holiday. Julie wanted to go to
Spain, but I like St Austell. I always go there for my holidays. It’s nice in August. You can have
a good time there too.’

Julie looked out of the window. ‘Where is Budapest?” she thought. ‘I want to go there. | want to
go to Vienna, to Paris, to Rome, to Athens.” Her green eyes were bored and angry. Through the
window she watched the little villages and hills of England.

The man in the brown hat looked at Julie. “You’re right,” he said to Bill. “You can have a good
time on holiday in England. We always go to Brighton, me and the wife. But the weather! We
went one year, and it rained every day. Morning, afternoon, and night. It’s true. It never stopped
raining.” He laughed loudly. “We nearly went home after the first week.’

Bill laughed too. "What did you do all day, then?’ he asked.

Julie read about the weather in Budapest for the third time. Then she looked at the tall man’s
hands. They were long, brown hands, very clean. ‘Nice hands,” she thought. He wore a very
expensive Japanese watch. ‘Japan,” she thought. ‘1’d like to go to Japan.” She looked up and saw



the man’s eyes again over the top of his newspaper. This time she did not look away. Green eyes
looked into dark brown eyes for a long, slow minute.

After Newton Abbot station the guard came into the carriage to look at their tickets. ‘Now then,’
he said, ‘where are we all going?’

“This train’s late,” the man in the brown hat said. ‘“Twenty minutes late, by my watch.’

“Ten minutes,” the guard said. ‘That’s all.” He smiled at Julie.

The tall dark man put his newspaper down, found his ticket, and gave it to the guard. The guard
looked at it.

“You’re all right, sir,” he said. “The boat doesn’t leave Plymouth before six o’clock. You’ve got
lots of time.”

The tall man smiled, put his ticket back in his pocket and opened his newspaper again.

Julie didn’t look at him. *A boat,” she thought. ‘He’s taking a boat from Plymouth. Where’s he
going?’ She looked at him again with her long green eyes.

He read his newspaper and didn’t look at her. But his eyes smiled. The train stopped at Totnes
station and more people got on and off.

‘Everybody’s going on holiday,” Bill said. He laughed. ‘It’s going to be wonderful. No work for
two weeks. It’s a nice, quiet town, St Austell. We can stay in bed in the mornings, and sit and
talk in the afternoons, and have a drink or two in the evenings. Eh, Julie?” He looked at his wife.
‘Are you all right, Julie?’

“Yes, Bill,” she said quietly. ‘I’m OK.” She looked out of the window again. The train went more
quickly now, and it began to rain. Bill and the man in the brown hat talked and talked. Bill told a
long story about two men and a dog, and the man in the brown hat laughed very loudly.

‘That’s a good story,” he said. ‘I like that. You tell it very well. Do you know the story about . . .’
And he told Bill a story about a Frenchman and a bicycle.

‘Why do people laugh at these stories?’ Julie thought. ‘They’re so boring!”

But Bill liked it. Then he told a story about an old woman and a cat, and the man in the brown
hat laughed again. “That’s good, too. | don’t know. How do you remember them all?’

‘Because’, Julie thought, ‘he tells them every day.’

‘I don’t understand,’ the little girl said suddenly. She looked at Bill. “Why did the cat die?’
‘Shhh. Be quiet,” her mother said. *Come and eat your sandwiches now.’

‘That’s all right,” Bill said. ‘I like children.’

The man in the brown hat looked at the children’s sandwiches. “Mmm, I’m hungry, too,” he said.
“You can get sandwiches in the restaurant on this train.” He looked at Bill. “Let’s go down to the
restaurant, eh? | need a drink too.’

Bill laughed. “You’re right. It’s thirsty work, telling stories.’

The two men stood up and left the carriage.

The little girl ate her sandwich and looked at Julie. *‘But why did the cat die?” she asked.

‘I don’t know,” Julie said. ‘Perhaps it wanted to die.’

The little girl came and sat next to Julie. ‘I like your hair,” she said. ‘I1t’s beautiful.” Julie looked
down at her and smiled.

For some minutes it was quiet in the carriage. Then the tall dark man opened his bag and took
out a book. He put it on the seat next to him, and looked at Julie with a smile. Julie looked back
at him, and then down at the book. Famous towns of Italy, she read. Venice, Florence, Rome,
Naples. She looked away again, out of the window at the rain. “Two weeks in St Austell,” she
thought. “With Bill. In the rain.’

After half an hour the two men came back to the carriage. “There are a lot of people on this
train,” Bill said. ‘Do you want a sandwich, Julie?’

‘No,” she said. ‘I’m not hungry. You eat them.’

The train was nearly at Plymouth. Doors opened and people began to move. ‘A lot of people get
on here,” the man in the brown hat said.

The tall dark man stood up and put his book and his newspaper in his bag. Then he picked up his
bag and left the carriage. The train stopped at the station. A lot of people got on the train, and



two women and an old man came into the carriage. They had a lot of bags with them. Bill and
the man in the brown hat stood up and helped them. One of the women had a big bag of apples.
The bag broke and the apples went all over the carriage.

‘Oh damn!” she said.

Everybody laughed, and helped her to find the apples. The train moved away from Plymouth
station. After a minute or two everybody sat down and the woman gave some apples to the
children.

‘Where’s Julie?” Bill said suddenly. ‘She’s not here.” ‘Perhaps she went to the restaurant,” the
man in the brown hat said.

‘But she wasn’t hungry,” Bill said. ‘She told me.” The little girl looked at Bill. ‘She got off the
train at

Plymouth,” she said. ‘With the tall dark man. 1 saw them.” ‘Of course she didn’t!” Bill said.
‘She’s on this train. She didn’t get off.’

“Yes, she did,” the children’s mother said suddenly. ‘I saw her too. The tall man waited for her
on the platform.” ‘He waited for her?” Bill’s mouth was open. ‘But... But he read his newspaper
all the time. He didn’t talk to Julie. And she never talked to him. They didn’t say a word.’
‘People don’t always need words, young man,’ the children’s mother said.

‘But she’s my wife!” Bill’s face was red and angry. ‘She can’t do that!” he said loudly. He stood
up. ‘I’m going to stop the train.” Everybody looked at him and the two children laughed.

‘No,” the man in the brown hat said, ‘no, you don’t want to do that. Sit down and eat your
sandwiches, my friend.’

‘But | don’t understand. Why did she go? What am | going to do?’ Bill’s face was very unhappy.
After a second or two he sat down again. ‘What am | going to do?’ he said again.

‘Nothing,” the man in the brown hat said. He ate his sandwich slowly. ‘Go and have your holiday
in St Austell. You can have a good time there. Forget about Julie. Those green eyes, now.” He
took out a second sandwich and began to eat it. ‘1 knew a woman once with green eyes. She gave
me a very bad time. No, you want to forget about Julie.’

3. The Errors of Santa Claus

By Stephen Leacock
It was Christmas Eve.
The Browns, who lived in the adjoining house, had been dining with the Joneses.
Brown and Jones were sitting over wine and walnuts at the table. The others had gone upstairs.
«What are you giving to your boy for Christmas?» asked Brown.
«A train,» said Jones, «new kind of thing — automatic.»
«Let’s have a look at it,» said Brown.
Jones fetched a parcel from the sideboard and began unwrapping it.
«Ingenious thing, isn’t it?» he said. «Goes on its own rails. Queer how kids love to play with
trains, isn’t it?»
«Yes,» assented Brown. «How are the rails fixed?»
«Wait, I’ll show you,» said Jones. «Just help me to shove these dinner things aside and roll back
the cloth. There! See! You lay the rails like that and fasten them at the ends, so —»
«Oh, yes, | catch on, makes a grade, doesn’t it? just the thing to amuse a child, isn’t it? | got
Willy a toy aeroplane.»
«l know, they’re great. I got Edwin one on his birthday. But | thought I’d get him a train this
time. | told him Santa Claus was going to bring him something altogether new this time. Edwin,
of course, believes in Santa Claus absolutely. Say, look at this locomotive, would you? It has a
spring coiled up inside the fire box.»
«Wind her up,» said Brown with great interest. «Let her go.»
«All right,» said Jones. «Just pile up two or three plates something to lean the end of the rails on.
There, notice way it buzzes before it starts. Isn’t that a great thing for kid, en?»



«Yes,» said Brown. «And say, see this little string to pull the whistle! By Gad, it toots, eh?just
like real?»

«Now then, Brown,» Jones went on, «you hitch on those cars and I’ll start her. I’ll be engineer,
ehl»

Half an hour later Brown and Jones were still playing trains on the dining-room table.

But their wives upstairs in the drawing-room hardly noticed their absence. They were too much
interested.

«Oh, | think it’s perfectly sweet,» said Mrs. Brown. «Just the loveliest doll I’ve seen in years. |
must get one like it for Ulvina. Won’t Clarisse be perfectly enchanted?»

«Yes,» answered Mrs. Jones, «and then she’ll have all the fun of arranging the dresses. Children
love that so much. Look, there are three little dresses with the doll, aren’t they cute? All cut out
and ready to stitch together.»

«Oh, how perfectly lovely!» exclaimed Mrs. Brown. «I think the mauve one would suit the doll
best, don’t you, with such golden hair? Only don’t you think it would make it much nicer to turn
back the collar, so, and to put a little band — so?»

«What a good idea!» said Mrs. Jones. «Do let’s try it. Just wait, I’ll get a needle in a minute. I’ll
tell Clarisse that Santa Claus sewed it himself. The child believes in Santa Claus absolutely.»
And half an hour later Mrs. Jones and Mrs. Brown were so busy stitching dolls’ clothes that they
could not hear the roaring of the little train up and down the dining table, and had no idea what
the four children were doing.

Nor did the children miss their mothers.

«Dandy, aren’t they?» Edwin Jones was saying to little Willie Brown, as they sat in Edwin’s
bedroom. «A hundred in a box, with cork tips, and see, an amber mouthpiece that fits into a little
case at the side. Good present for Dad, eh?

«Fine!» said Willie appreciatively. «I’m giving Father cigars.»

«l know, | thought of cigars too. Men always like cigars and cigarettes. You can’t go wrong on
them. Say, would you like to try one or two of these cigarettes? We can take them from the
bottom. You’ll like them, they’re Russian — away ahead of Egyptian.»

«Thanks,» answered Willie. «I’d like one immensely. | only started smoking last spring — on
my twelfth birthday. I think a feller’s a fool to begin smoking cigarettes too soon, don’t you? It
stunts him. | waited till I was twelve.»

«Me too,» said Edwin, as they lighted their cigarettes. «In fact, | wouldn’t buy them now if it
weren’t for Dad. | simply had to give him something from Santa Claus. He believes in Santa
Claus absolutely, you know.»

And, while this was going on, Clarisse was showing little Ulvina the absolutely lovely little
bridge set that she got for her mother.

«Aren’t these markers perfectly charming?» said Ulvina. «And don’t you love this little Dutch
design — or is it Flemish, darling?»

«Dutch,» said Clarisse. «Isn’t it quaint? And aren’t these the dearest little things, for putting the
money in when you play. | needn’t have got them with it — they’d have sold the rest separately
— but I think it’s too utterly slow playing without money, don’t you?»

«Oh, abominable,» shuddered Ulvina. «But your mamma never plays for money, does she?»
«Mamma! Oh, gracious, no. Mamma’s far too slow for that. But | shall tell her that Santa Claus
insisted on putting in the little money boxes.»

«I suppose she believes in Santa Claus, just as my mamma does.»

«Oh, absolutely,» said Clarisse, and added, «What if we play a little game! With a double
dummy, the French way, or Norwegian Skat, if you like. That only needs two.»

«All right,» agreed Ulvina, and in a few minutes they were deep in a game of cards with a little
pile of pocket money beside them.

About half an hour later, all the members of the two families were again in the drawing-room.
But of course nobody said anything about the presents. In any case they were all too busy
looking at the beautiful big Bible, with maps in it, that the Joneses had brought to give to



Grandfather. They all agreed that, with the help of it, Grandfather could hunt up any place in
Palestine in a moment, day or night.

But upstairs, away upstairs in a sitting-room of his own Grandfather Jones was looking with an
affectionate eye at the presents that stood beside him. There was a beautiful whisky decanter,
with silver filigree outside (and whiskey inside) for Jones, and for the little boy a big nickel-
plated Jew’s harp.

Later on, far in the night, the person, or the influence, or whatever it is called Santa Claus, took
all the presents and placed them in the people’s stockings.

And, being blind as he always has been, he gave the wrong things to the wrong people — in fact,
he gave them just as indicated above.

But the next day, in the course of Christmas morning, the situation straightened itself out, just as
it always does.

Indeed, by ten o’clock, Brown and Jones were playing the with train, and Mrs. Brown and Mrs.
Jones were making dolls’ clothes, and the boys were smoking cigarettes, and Clarisse and Ulvina
were playing cards for their pocket-money.

And upstairs — away up — Grandfather was drinking whisky and playing the Jew’s harp.

And so Christmas, just as it always does, turned out right after all.

2.4. Tema: MeHa KOMMYHUKATHUBHBIX pOJiel, KOMMYHUKATHUBHAasl CTpaTErusi, KOre3us,

KOTe€peHIIHs, MEeTAKOMMYHHUKAIIHS U AEHKCUC TUCKYypCa.

O3HakOMbTECh C MaTepuajgaMH JIeKIUH, 0co00oe BHUMaHHE OOpaTUTE Ha CIEAYIOLIHe
BOMPOCHI:

Mena poneit B auckypce. KOMMyHUKaTUBHAs CTpaTerusi U CPEACTBA €€ BBIPAIKCHUS.
Kore3sns, korepeHnus, METakOMMYHUKAUA U IEHKCUC TUCKYPCa.

ITpakTHueckoe (ceMUHApCKON) 3aHATHE!

[loaroToBbTE OJIMH U3 CIEAYIOLIMX BOIPOCOB:
1) Posn B nuckypce. MeHa posei.
2) Busibl KOMMYHUKaTUBHBIX CTpaTErui.
3) IloHsITHE «IEKCUCY.
4) Kore3us 1 KOrepeHIusl.
5) MerakoMMyHUKAIUs B TUCKYPCE.
JIOTIOJIHUTENIBHBIE BOIIPOCHI 110 TEME:
1) OGocHyliTe HEOOXOAMMOCTh BBECHUS MOHATHUS «ICHKCHUC» B TPETUUHYIO MOJIENb IMCKYpCa.
2) Kak Mexny co0oil COOTHOCSTCS KOre3usi 1 KOT€pEeHTHOCTh?

ITpakTHueckue 3agaHus:
1) Haitnure B TEKCTaxX MpUMEPhl MEHBI POJICH.
2) Kak B TekcTax BhIpa)keH JeKcuc.
3) Haiinure npuMepsl KOre3u U KOr€peHTHOCTH.

1 The Ultimate Experiment

by Thornton DeKy

«THEY were all gone now, The Masters, all dead and their atoms scattered to the never
ceasing winds that swept the great crysolite city towers in ever increasing fury. That had been the
last wish of each as he had passed away, dying from sheer old age. True they had fought on as
long as they could to save their kind from utter extinction but the comet that had trailed its
poisoning wake across space to leave behind it, upon Earth, a noxious, lethal gas vapor, had done
its work too well.»

No living soul breathed upon the Earth. No one lived here now, but Kiron and his kind.
«And,» so thought Kiron to himself, «he might as well be a great unthinking robot able to do
only one thing instead of the mental giant he was, so obsessed had he become with the task he
had set himself to do.»



Yet, in spite of a great loneliness and a strong fear of a final frustration, he worked on
with the others of his people, hardly stopping for anything except the very necessities needed to
keep his big body working in perfect coordination.

Tirelessly he worked, for The Masters had bred, if that is the word to use, fatigue and the
need for restoration out of his race long decades ago.

Sometimes, though, he would stop his work when the great red dying sun began to fade
into the west and his round eyes would grow wistful as he looked out over the great city that
stretched in towering minarets and lofty spires of purest crystal blue for miles on every side. A
fairy city of rarest hue and beauty. A city for the Gods and the Gods were dead. Kiron felt, at
such times, the great loneliness that the last Master must have known.

They had been kind, The Masters, and Kiron knew that his people, as they went about
their eternal tasks of keeping the great city in perfect shape for The Masters who no longer
needed it, must miss them as he did.

Never to hear their voices ringing, never to see them again gathered in groups to witness
some game or to play amid the silver fountains and flowery gardens of the wondrous city, made
him infinitely saddened. It would always be like this, unless....

But thinking, dreaming, reminiscing would not bring it all back for there was only one
answer to still the longing: work. The others worked and did not dream, but instead kept busy
tending to the thousand and one tasks The Masters had set them to do—had left them doing
when the last Master perished. He too must remember the trust they had placed in his hands and
fulfill it as best he could.

From the time the great red eye of the sun opened itself in the East until it disappeared in
the blue haze beyond the crysolite city, Kiron labored with his fellows. Then, at the appointed
hour, the musical signals would peal forth their sweet, sad chimes, whispering goodnight to ears
that would hear them no more and all operations would halt for the night, just as it had done
when The Masters were here to supervise it.

Then when morning came he would start once more trying, testing, experimenting with
his chemicals and plastics, forever following labyrinth of knowledge, seeking for the great
triumph that would make the work of the others of some real use.

His hands molded the materials carefully, lovingly to a pattern that was set in his mind as
a thing to cherish. Day by day his experiments in their liquid baths took form under his careful
modeling. He mixed his chemicals with the same loving touch, the same careful concentration
and painstaking thoroughness, studying often his notes and analysis charts.

Everything must be just so lest his experiment not turn out perfectly. He never became
exasperated at a failure or a defect that proved to be the only reward for his faithful endeavors
but worked patiently on toward a goal that he knew would ultimately be his.

Then one day, as the great red sun glowed like an immense red eye overhead, Kiron
stepped back to admire his handiwork. In that instant the entire wondrous city seemed to breathe
a silent prayer as he stood transfixed by the sight before him. Then it went on as usual, hurrying
noiselessly about its business. The surface cars, empty though they were, fled swiftly about
supported only by the rings of magnetic force that held them to their designated paths. The
gravoships raised from the tower-dromes to speed silently into the eye of the red sun that was
dying.

«No one now,» Kiron thought to himself as he studied his handiwork. Then he walked
unhurriedly to the cabinet in the laboratory corner and took from it a pair of earphones
resembling those of a long forgotten radio set. Just as unhurriedly, though his mind was filled
with turmoil and his being with excitement, he walked back and connected the earphones to the
box upon his bench. The phones dangled into the liquid bath before him as he adjusted them to
suit his requirements.

Slowly he checked over every step of his experiments before he went farther. Then, as he
proved them for the last time, his hand went slowly to the small knife switch upon the box at his



elbow. Next he threw into connection the larger switch upon his laboratory wall bringing into his
laboratory the broadcast power of the crysolite city.

The laboratory generators hummed softly, drowning out the quiet hum of the city outside.
As they built up, sending tiny living electrical impulses over the wires like minute currents that
come from the brain, Kiron sat breathless; his eyes intent.

Closer to his work he bent, watching lovingly, fearful least all might not be quite right.
Then his eyes took on a brighter light as he began to see the reaction. He knew the messages that
he had sent out were being received and coordinated into a unit that would stir and grow into
intellect.

Suddenly the machine flashed its little warning red light and automatically snapped off.
Kiron twisted quickly in his seat and threw home the final switch. This, he knew, was the
ultimate test. On the results of the flood of energy impulses that he had set in motion rested the
fulfillment of his success—or failure.

He watched with slight misgivings. This had never been accomplished before. How could
it possibly be a success now? Even The Masters had never quite succeeded at this final test, how
could he, only a servant? Yet it must work for he had no desire in life but to make it work.

Then, suddenly, he was on his feet, eyes wide. From the two long, coffin-like liquid
baths, there arose two perfect specimens of the Homo sapiens. Man and woman, they were, and
they blinked their eyes in the light of the noonday sun, raised themselves dripping from the baths
of their creation and stepped to the floor before Kiron.

The man spoke, the woman remained silent.

«l am Adam Two,» he said. «Created, by you Kiron from a formula they left, in their
image. | was created to be a Master and she whom you also have created is to be my wife. We
shall mate and the race of Man shall be reborn through us and others whom 1 shall help you
create.»

The Man halted at the last declaration he intoned and walked smilingly toward the woman who
stepped into his open arms returning his smile.

Kiron smiled too within his pumping heart. The words the Man had intoned had been
placed in his still pregnable mind by the tele-teach phones and record that the last Master had
prepared before death had halted his experiments. The actions of the Man toward the Woman,
Kiron knew, was caused by the natural constituents that went to form his chemical body and
govern his humanness.

He, Kiron, had created a living man and woman. The Masters lived again because of him.
They would sing and play and again people the magnificent crysolite city because he loved them
and had kept on until success had been his. But then why not such a turnabout? Hadn’t they, The
Masters, created him a superb, thinking robot?

2. The Girl with Green Eyes

by J. Bassett
‘Of course,” the man in the brown hat said, ‘there are good policemen and there are bad
policemen, you know.’
“You’re right,” the young man said. ‘Yes. That’s very true. Isn’t it, Julie?” He looked at the
young woman next to him.
Julie didn’t answer and looked bored. She closed her eyes.
‘Julie’s my wife,” the young man told the man in the brown hat. ‘She doesn’t like trains. She
always feels ill on trains.’
‘Oh yes?’ the man in the brown hat said. “Now my wife — she doesn’t like buses. She nearly
had an accident on a bus once. It was last year ... No, no, it wasn’t. It was two years ago. |
remember now. It was in Manchester.” He told a long, boring story about his wife and a bus in
Manchester.



It was a hot day and the train was slow. There were seven people in the carriage. There was the
man in the brown hat; the young man and his wife, Julie; a mother and two children; and a tall
dark man in an expensive suit.

The young man’s name was Bill. He had short brown hair and a happy smile. His wife, Julie, had
long red hair and very green eyes — the colour of sea water. They were very beautiful eyes.

The man in the brown hat talked and talked. He had a big red face and a loud voice. He talked to
Bill because Bill liked to talk too. The man in the brown hat laughed a lot, and when he laughed,
Bill laughed too. Bill liked talking and laughing with people. The two children were hot and
bored. They didn’t want to sit down. They wanted to be noisy and run up and down the train.
‘Now sit down and be quiet,” their mother said. She was a small woman with a tired face and a
tired voice.

’1 don’t want to sit down,’ the little boy said. ‘I’m thirsty.’

‘Here. Have an orange,’ his mother said. She took an orange out of her bag and gave it to him.

‘I want an orange too,” the little girl said loudly.

‘All right. Here you are,” said her mother. ‘Eat it nicely, now.’

The children ate their oranges and were quiet for a minute.

Then the little boy said, ‘I want a drink. I’m thirsty.’

The tall dark man took out his newspaper and began to read. Julie opened her eyes and looked at
the back page of his newspaper. She read about the weather in Budapest and about the football in
Liverpool. She wasn’t interested in Budapest and she didn’t like football, but she didn’t want to
listen to Bill and the man in the brown hat. ‘Talk, talk, talk,” she thought. ‘Bill never stops
talking.’

Then suddenly she saw the tall man’s eyes over the top of his newspaper. She could not see his
mouth, but there was a smile in his eyes. Quickly, she looked down at the newspaper and read
about the weather in Budapest again.

The train stopped at Dawlish station and people got on and got off. There was a lot of noise.

‘Is this our station?’ the little girl asked. She went to the window and looked out.

‘No, it isn’t. Now sit down,” her mother said.

‘We’re going to Penzance,’ the little girl told Bill. “For our holidays.’

“Yes,” her mother said. ‘My sister’s got a little hotel by the sea. We’re staying there. It’s cheap,
you see.’

‘Yes,” the man in the brown hat said. ‘It’s a nice town. | know a man there. He’s got a restaurant
in King Street. A lot of holiday people go there. He makes a lot of money in the summer.” He
laughed loudly. “Yes,” he said again. “You can have a nice holiday in Penzance.’

‘We’re going to St Austell,” Bill said. *‘Me and Julie. It’s our first holiday. Julie wanted to go to
Spain, but I like St Austell. I always go there for my holidays. It’s nice in August. You can have
a good time there too.’

Julie looked out of the window. ‘Where is Budapest?’ she thought. ‘I want to go there. | want to
go to Vienna, to Paris, to Rome, to Athens.” Her green eyes were bored and angry. Through the
window she watched the little villages and hills of England.

The man in the brown hat looked at Julie. “You’re right,” he said to Bill. “You can have a good
time on holiday in England. We always go to Brighton, me and the wife. But the weather! We
went one year, and it rained every day. Morning, afternoon, and night. It’s true. It never stopped
raining.” He laughed loudly. *We nearly went home after the first week.’

Bill laughed too. "What did you do all day, then?’ he asked.

Julie read about the weather in Budapest for the third time. Then she looked at the tall man’s
hands. They were long, brown hands, very clean. ‘Nice hands,” she thought. He wore a very
expensive Japanese watch. ‘Japan,” she thought. ‘1’d like to go to Japan.” She looked up and saw
the man’s eyes again over the top of his newspaper. This time she did not look away. Green eyes
looked into dark brown eyes for a long, slow minute.

After Newton Abbot station the guard came into the carriage to look at their tickets. “Now then,’
he said, “where are we all going?’



“This train’s late,” the man in the brown hat said. ‘Twenty minutes late, by my watch.’

“Ten minutes,” the guard said. ‘That’s all.” He smiled at Julie.

The tall dark man put his newspaper down, found his ticket, and gave it to the guard. The guard
looked at it.

“You’re all right, sir,” he said. ‘“The boat doesn’t leave Plymouth before six o’clock. You’ve got
lots of time.’

The tall man smiled, put his ticket back in his pocket and opened his newspaper again.

Julie didn’t look at him. *A boat,” she thought. ‘He’s taking a boat from Plymouth. Where’s he
going?’ She looked at him again with her long green eyes.

He read his newspaper and didn’t look at her. But his eyes smiled. The train stopped at Totnes
station and more people got on and off.

‘Everybody’s going on holiday,” Bill said. He laughed. “It’s going to be wonderful. No work for
two weeks. It’s a nice, quiet town, St Austell. We can stay in bed in the mornings, and sit and
talk in the afternoons, and have a drink or two in the evenings. Eh, Julie?” He looked at his wife.
‘Are you all right, Julie?’

“Yes, Bill,” she said quietly. ‘I’m OK.” She looked out of the window again. The train went more
quickly now, and it began to rain. Bill and the man in the brown hat talked and talked. Bill told a
long story about two men and a dog, and the man in the brown hat laughed very loudly.

‘That’s a good story,” he said. ‘I like that. You tell it very well. Do you know the story about . . .’
And he told Bill a story about a Frenchman and a bicycle.

‘Why do people laugh at these stories?’ Julie thought. ‘They’re so boring!’

But Bill liked it. Then he told a story about an old woman and a cat, and the man in the brown
hat laughed again. ‘That’s good, too. I don’t know. How do you remember them all?’

‘Because’, Julie thought, ‘he tells them every day.’

‘I don’t understand,’ the little girl said suddenly. She looked at Bill. “Why did the cat die?’
‘Shhh. Be quiet,” her mother said. ‘Come and eat your sandwiches now.’

“That’s all right,” Bill said. ‘I like children.’

The man in the brown hat looked at the children’s sandwiches. ‘“Mmm, I’m hungry, too,” he said.
“You can get sandwiches in the restaurant on this train.” He looked at Bill. “‘Let’s go down to the
restaurant, eh? | need a drink too.’

Bill laughed. “You’re right. It’s thirsty work, telling stories.”

The two men stood up and left the carriage.

The little girl ate her sandwich and looked at Julie. ‘But why did the cat die?’ she asked.

‘I don’t know,” Julie said. ‘Perhaps it wanted to die.’

The little girl came and sat next to Julie. ‘I like your hair,” she said. ‘It’s beautiful.” Julie looked
down at her and smiled.

For some minutes it was quiet in the carriage. Then the tall dark man opened his bag and took
out a book. He put it on the seat next to him, and looked at Julie with a smile. Julie looked back
at him, and then down at the book. Famous towns of Italy, she read. Venice, Florence, Rome,
Naples. She looked away again, out of the window at the rain. “Two weeks in St Austell,” she
thought. ‘With Bill. In the rain.’

After half an hour the two men came back to the carriage. ‘There are a lot of people on this
train,” Bill said. ‘Do you want a sandwich, Julie?’

‘No,” she said. “I’m not hungry. You eat them.’

The train was nearly at Plymouth. Doors opened and people began to move. *A lot of people get
on here,” the man in the brown hat said.

The tall dark man stood up and put his book and his newspaper in his bag. Then he picked up his
bag and left the carriage. The train stopped at the station. A lot of people got on the train, and
two women and an old man came into the carriage. They had a lot of bags with them. Bill and
the man in the brown hat stood up and helped them. One of the women had a big bag of apples.
The bag broke and the apples went all over the carriage.

‘Oh damn!” she said.



Everybody laughed, and helped her to find the apples. The train moved away from Plymouth
station. After a minute or two everybody sat down and the woman gave some apples to the
children.

‘Where’s Julie?” Bill said suddenly. ‘She’s not here.” ‘Perhaps she went to the restaurant,” the
man in the brown hat said.

‘But she wasn’t hungry,” Bill said. ‘She told me.” The little girl looked at Bill. “She got off the
train at

Plymouth,” she said. ‘With the tall dark man. 1 saw them.” ‘Of course she didn’t!” Bill said.
‘She’s on this train. She didn’t get off.’

‘Yes, she did,” the children’s mother said suddenly. ‘I saw her too. The tall man waited for her
on the platform.” “‘He waited for her?’ Bill’s mouth was open. ‘But... But he read his newspaper
all the time. He didn’t talk to Julie. And she never talked to him. They didn’t say a word.’
‘People don’t always need words, young man,’ the children’s mother said.

‘But she’s my wife!” Bill’s face was red and angry. ‘She can’t do that!” he said loudly. He stood
up. ‘I’m going to stop the train.” Everybody looked at him and the two children laughed.

‘No,” the man in the brown hat said, ‘no, you don’t want to do that. Sit down and eat your
sandwiches, my friend.’

‘But | don’t understand. Why did she go? What am | going to do?’ Bill’s face was very unhappy.
After a second or two he sat down again. ‘What am | going to do?’ he said again.

‘Nothing,” the man in the brown hat said. He ate his sandwich slowly. ‘Go and have your holiday
in St Austell. You can have a good time there. Forget about Julie. Those green eyes, now.” He
took out a second sandwich and began to eat it. ‘I knew a woman once with green eyes. She gave
me a very bad time. No, you want to forget about Julie.”

3. The Errors of Santa Claus

By Stephen Leacock
It was Christmas Eve.
The Browns, who lived in the adjoining house, had been dining with the Joneses.
Brown and Jones were sitting over wine and walnuts at the table. The others had gone upstairs.
«What are you giving to your boy for Christmas?» asked Brown.
«A train,» said Jones, «new kind of thing — automatic.»
«Let’s have a look at it,» said Brown.
Jones fetched a parcel from the sideboard and began unwrapping it.
«Ingenious thing, isn’t it?» he said. «Goes on its own rails. Queer how kids love to play with
trains, isn’t it?»
«Yes,» assented Brown. «How are the rails fixed?»
«Wait, I’ll show you,» said Jones. «Just help me to shove these dinner things aside and roll back
the cloth. There! See! You lay the rails like that and fasten them at the ends, so —»
«Oh, yes, | catch on, makes a grade, doesn’t it? just the thing to amuse a child, isn’t it? | got
Willy a toy aeroplane.»
«l know, they’re great. I got Edwin one on his birthday. But | thought I’d get him a train this
time. | told him Santa Claus was going to bring him something altogether new this time. Edwin,
of course, believes in Santa Claus absolutely. Say, look at this locomotive, would you? It has a
spring coiled up inside the fire box.»
«Wind her up,» said Brown with great interest. «Let her go.»
«All right,» said Jones. «Just pile up two or three plates something to lean the end of the rails on.
There, notice way it buzzes before it starts. Isn’t that a great thing for kid, en?»
«Yes,» said Brown. «And say, see this little string to pull the whistle! By Gad, it toots, eh?just
like real?»
«Now then, Brown,» Jones went on, «you hitch on those cars and I’ll start her. I’ll be engineer,
ehl»
Half an hour later Brown and Jones were still playing trains on the dining-room table.



But their wives upstairs in the drawing-room hardly noticed their absence. They were too much
interested.

«Oh, I think it’s perfectly sweet,» said Mrs. Brown. «Just the loveliest doll I’ve seen in years. |
must get one like it for Ulvina. Won’t Clarisse be perfectly enchanted?»

«Yes,» answered Mrs. Jones, «and then she’ll have all the fun of arranging the dresses. Children
love that so much. Look, there are three little dresses with the doll, aren’t they cute? All cut out
and ready to stitch together.»

«Oh, how perfectly lovely!» exclaimed Mrs. Brown. «I think the mauve one would suit the doll
best, don’t you, with such golden hair? Only don’t you think it would make it much nicer to turn
back the collar, so, and to put a little band — so?»

«What a good ideal» said Mrs. Jones. «Do let’s try it. Just wait, I’ll get a needle in a minute. I’ll
tell Clarisse that Santa Claus sewed it himself. The child believes in Santa Claus absolutely.»
And half an hour later Mrs. Jones and Mrs. Brown were so busy stitching dolls’ clothes that they
could not hear the roaring of the little train up and down the dining table, and had no idea what
the four children were doing.

Nor did the children miss their mothers.

«Dandy, aren’t they?» Edwin Jones was saying to little Willie Brown, as they sat in Edwin’s
bedroom. «A hundred in a box, with cork tips, and see, an amber mouthpiece that fits into a little
case at the side. Good present for Dad, eh?

«Fine!» said Willie appreciatively. «I’m giving Father cigars.»

«l know, | thought of cigars too. Men always like cigars and cigarettes. You can’t go wrong on
them. Say, would you like to try one or two of these cigarettes? We can take them from the
bottom. You’ll like them, they’re Russian — away ahead of Egyptian.»

«Thanks,» answered Willie. «I’d like one immensely. | only started smoking last spring — on
my twelfth birthday. | think a feller’s a fool to begin smoking cigarettes too soon, don’t you? It
stunts him. | waited till I was twelve.»

«Me too,» said Edwin, as they lighted their cigarettes. «In fact, I wouldn’t buy them now if it
weren’t for Dad. | simply had to give him something from Santa Claus. He believes in Santa
Claus absolutely, you know.»

And, while this was going on, Clarisse was showing little Ulvina the absolutely lovely little
bridge set that she got for her mother.

«Aren’t these markers perfectly charming?» said Ulvina. «And don’t you love this little Dutch
design — or is it Flemish, darling?»

«Dutch,» said Clarisse. «Isn’t it quaint? And aren’t these the dearest little things, for putting the
money in when you play. | needn’t have got them with it — they’d have sold the rest separately
— but I think it’s too utterly slow playing without money, don’t you?»

«Oh, abominable,» shuddered Ulvina. «But your mamma never plays for money, does she?»
«Mammal! Oh, gracious, no. Mamma’s far too slow for that. But I shall tell her that Santa Claus
insisted on putting in the little money boxes.»

«I suppose she believes in Santa Claus, just as my mamma does.»

«Oh, absolutely,» said Clarisse, and added, «What if we play a little game! With a double
dummy, the French way, or Norwegian Skat, if you like. That only needs two.»

«All right,» agreed Ulvina, and in a few minutes they were deep in a game of cards with a little
pile of pocket money beside them.

About half an hour later, all the members of the two families were again in the drawing-room.
But of course nobody said anything about the presents. In any case they were all too busy
looking at the beautiful big Bible, with maps in it, that the Joneses had brought to give to
Grandfather. They all agreed that, with the help of it, Grandfather could hunt up any place in
Palestine in a moment, day or night.

But upstairs, away upstairs in a sitting-room of his own Grandfather Jones was looking with an
affectionate eye at the presents that stood beside him. There was a beautiful whisky decanter,



with silver filigree outside (and whiskey inside) for Jones, and for the little boy a big nickel-
plated Jew’s harp.

Later on, far in the night, the person, or the influence, or whatever it is called Santa Claus, took
all the presents and placed them in the people’s stockings.

And, being blind as he always has been, he gave the wrong things to the wrong people — in fact,
he gave them just as indicated above.

But the next day, in the course of Christmas morning, the situation straightened itself out, just as
it always does.

Indeed, by ten o’clock, Brown and Jones were playing the with train, and Mrs. Brown and Mrs.
Jones were making dolls’ clothes, and the boys were smoking cigarettes, and Clarisse and Ulvina
were playing cards for their pocket-money.

And upstairs — away up — Grandfather was drinking whisky and playing the Jew’s harp.

And so Christmas, just as it always does, turned out right after all.

3. Paznen: Tumnsl quckypca
3.1. Tema: JIUCKypCHBHO€ KOHCTPYHpPOBAHUE coLMaJbHOrO Mupa. «KoHBeHIUD,
«UHCTUTYT» KaK COLMaIbHbIE KATErOPUH JUCKYpCa.
O3HaKOMBTECh C MaTepUalaMU JIEKIIHH, 0c000€ BHUMaHUE OOpaTUTEe Ha CIEIYIOIIHe
BOIPOCHI:
Jluckypc Kak CHUMYJSKp couuaigbHoro Mupa. ColuanbHble KaTeropuM IUCKypca.
«KoHBeHIIUS» U «MHCTUTYT» KaK COI[HaJIbHbIE KaTerOpUHU AUCKYypca.
[TpakTHyeckoe (ceMuHapCKO) 3aHsATHE:
ITonroroBsTe OJUH U3 CIEAYIOUMX BOIPOCOB!
1) Posb nuckypca B KOHCTPYHPOBAHHUU COI[HATILHOTO MHPA.
2) CouunanpHble KaTeropuu JUCKypca.
JlomoJTHUTENNBbHBIE BOIIPOCHI 110 TEME:
1) B uem 3axmouaercs CyIHOCTb «KOHBEHIIMI KaK COIIMATIbHOM KaTeropuu JUCKypca.
2) llepeuncnuTe OCHOBHBIE XapaKTEPUCTUKH «HUHCTUTYTa», KaK COIMAIbHOW KOHBEHIIMH
JHUCKypca.

3.2. Tema: Tumsl nuckypca, cdepsl oOmeHus, (HopMaabHOCTh, MpeIBaAPUTEIbHASL
MIOATOTOBJIEHHOCTH AN CKypca. ColunanbHbIi AeHKCHC.

O3HakOMbTECh C MaTepuajgaMH JeKIUH, 0co00oe BHUMaHHE OOpaTUTE Ha CIEAYIOIIHe
BOITPOCHI:

Tunel nuckypca u ux xapaktepuctukud. Cdepbl o0OLIEHMST W THIIBI JAMCKYpca.
QOopMaIBHOCTh M MpPEIBapPUTEIbHAS MOATOTOBJICHHOCTh AUCKYypca. CoUHaNbHBIA JEUKCUC, KaK
JIOTIOJTHEHNE K OCHOBHBIM XapakTepUCTHKaM AucKypca. CTeneHb COlUanbHOW AUCTAHLIMM, KAK
Pa3HOBUIHOCTH JIeMKcHUCca.

[IpakTuyeckoe (ceMUHAPCKOE) 3aHATHE:
[ToaroToBBHTE OJIMH U3 CAEAYIOIIMX BOIPOCOB:
1) Ilepeuricnute TUMBI IUCKYpCa U UX XapaKTEPUCTHKH.
2) Kak B3auMOCBSI3aHBI TUTIBI TUCKYpPCa U cPepbl OOIICHUSI.
3) Uto norumaetcs noa (popMaabHOCTHIO U TPEIBAPUTENBHOM MOATOTOBICHHOCTRIO AUCKYpCa.
4) B ueM 3aKkir04yaeTcs CyIIHOCTb COLMAJIBbHOTO IeMKCHuca.
JlonoaHUTEIbHBIE BOIPOCHI IO TEME:
1) OGocHyliTe HEOOXOAMMOCTh BBEJICHUS MTOHATHS «IEHKCUCY.
2) Kak nposiBisieTcs: B JUCKypce CTENeHb COLUaIbHON AU CTaHLIUH.
CaMOCTOSITENIbHO MOATOTOBbTE JJOKJIAJ 00 OJJTHOM U3 CIEeIYIOLINX BUIOB TUCKYypCa:
- CHOPTUBHBIN JTUCKYPC
- IEIarOrHYECKUI JUCKYPC
- MEIMIHBIN AUCKYPC



- HAY4YHBIA TUCKYPC

- PEKJIAMHBIN TUCKYPC

- OPUANYECKUI TUCKYPC
- MOJINTUYECKUI TUCKYPC

3.3. Tema: OnBIT HUHTEPIPETATUBHOTO JUCKYPC-aHATN3A.

O3HaKkoMbTECh C MaTepuajaMu JIEKIMH, 0CO00€ BHHUMaHWE OOpaTUTE HaA CIEAYIOIUe
BOIIPOCHI:

Bunel anammsza Tekcra W auckypca. I[lpumep auckypc-aHaivd3a C y4e€TOM THNA U
XapaKTEepUCTUK JUCKYypCa.

[IpakTrueckoe (ceMHUHAPCKOE) 3aHATHE:

1) HpOBeI[I/ITe JACCKYpC-aHa/IM3 MHpeajaraCMbIX TCKCTOB C YYCTOM BCCro H3Y4YCHHOI'O
TCOPETUUCCKOro MaTCpuraia:

1“The great Maxine Waters—that’s a beauty,” President Donald Trumpsaidat a rally in
Houston on Monday night, at about the same time, it now seems, that packages containing what
appear to be explosive devices were making their way to Congresswoman Waters’s offices in
Washington, D.C., and in her district in California. Others were sent to the former President
Barack Obama; the former Secretary of State Hillary Clinton; the former Vice-President Joe
Biden; the former Attorney General Eric Holder; Robert De Niro, the actor, who has been critical
of Trump; and the former C.I.A. director John Brennan, care of CNN. (At the Houston rally,
when Trump referred to the “fake-news media,” the crowd chanted, “CNN sucks!” He smiled in
response.) An explosive had already been found in a mailbox at the New York state home
of George Soros. Most of the packages had a half-dozen first-class stamps on them and return
labels with the office address and misspelled name of Congresswoman Debbie Wasserman
Schultz; the one sent to Holder was misaddressed, and so was redirected to her. Wasserman
Schultz is a Florida Democrat who, as the chair of the Democratic National Committee, was
often the focus of Trump’s insults and insinuations during the 2016 Presidential campaign.

That rhetorical role is often filled now by, as Trump said in Houston, “Max-eeeeeeeene
Waters.” He drew out the syllable long enough for members of the crowd to summon up an
image of the congresswoman, who is African-American, and remind them of all the blanks they
were supposed to fill in. Just in case, he prodded them. “You get that one? You get that—
Max?She’s going to be in charge of your finances! Maxine—good old Maxine. Low-1.Q.
individual! Low 1.Q.”

Waters could become the chair of the House Financial Services Committee if the Democrats take
back the House. Chairing that committee, which oversees the Fed and bank regulators, isn’t the
same as controlling “your finances,” but it would still allow Waters more authority, apparently,
than Trump thinks she has any call to have. Trump told the crowd that a vote for Democrats was
a vote to “surrender” Congress to her and to other Democrats he insulted. (There was a
Pocahontas reference, to Elizabeth Warren, too.) And the warnings about how they would handle
committees were the tame part. “You know how the caravan started?” Trump said, miming a
person handing out cash. “Does everybody know what this means? Huh?” This was an apparent
reference to a video that a Republican congressman, in what might best be described as an
exercise in imaginative projection, claims depicts someone—perhaps an agent of Soros?—
paying people to join a group of Guatemalan and Honduran migrants headed north through
Mexico, which was widely circulated on social media. This claim is not remotely substantiated,
and Soros’s Open Society Foundation has denied it. But Trump was on the case. “I think the
Democrats had something to do with it,” he said, raising an index finger in the air, like a latter-
day Encyclopedia Brown. The caravan is, he said, “an assault on our country. That’s an assault.”
No one knows at this point who sent the devices, or why. (Nor is it clear yet how effective they
would have been as bombs; press accounts suggest they were crudely constructed and technically
flawed.) These are unsettled times, in which fears have taken hold in many quarters. As my
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colleague John Cassidy, surveying the field, notes, this has included a gun attack on
congressional Republicans playing baseball; someone also sent ricin to Trump and to one of his
in-laws. These tendencies and terrors of hidden forces are present widely in America and always
have been. What is distinct about this moment is that the President himself is so eager to stoke
them. Trump has a homing instinct for where caches of resentment and anxiety are stored, and
how they can be exploited to persuade people that we are in the midst of a crisis that only he can
fix—with the help of his vigilant supporters. The packages also had in common the fact that they
were targeted at people whom the President and his allies have spoken of as extra-judicial actors,
even criminals, masquerading as politicians and civil servants in their efforts to undermine the
country. He has referred to Holder as the person who “protected” Obama and the Clintons; when
he does so, he can sound almost jealous. Others on the list, like Soros and Waters, are people
who, he has implied, have no business being involved in public life at all.

In confronting his enemies and theirs, Trump tells the crowds, the country is already on a
military footing. Tough-minded ICE agents were clearing out MS-13 “nests.” Suburban towns in
Long Island, he told the crowd in Houston, have to be “liberated,” adding, “You see the people,
they’re clapping from their windows. I’m telling you, it’s like a war, a war zone.” Our cities are
beset by the sort of “animal” criminal whose acts are inextricable from “chain migration.”When
he praised Senator Ted Cruz—the ostensible point of the rally was to support Cruz in his race
against Beto O’Rourke, and to give Cruz, who long ago traded dignity for demagoguery, a
chance to abase himself in front of Trump—he said that Cruz had done a good job *“staring down
an angry left-wing mob in our recent Supreme Court battle victory.” He added, “If you want
America to endure as a sovereign, independent nation, go out and vote Republican.” The mob
has a well-ordered plan, apparently, to sell out our sovereignty.

There was another rally—this time in Wisconsin, to support Governor Scott Walker—on

Wednesday, the day when the Time Warner Center, in New York, was evacuated because of the
package that had arrived at CNN’s offices there, with similar scenes at congressional offices, and
news that the Secret Service had intercepted the packages sent to Obama and to Clinton. Trump
began by promising an “aggressive” investigation, and condemned violence perpetrated in the
name of politics. “Great country,” he said. “Going to get along.” As he spoke, he sounded both
like someone reciting an obligatory disclaimer and strangely aggrieved, as though he were the
true victim of the day’s events. When he said that “those engaged in the political arena must stop
treating political opponents as morally defective,” he certainly didn’t seem to be reflecting on his
portrayal of Waters. He added, “No one should carelessly compare political opponents to
historical villains” or “mob people in public places.” Having worked in the word “mob,” his
shorthand for Democrats and all they bring with them, he praised himself for “behaving.”
He also spoke, again, about how America is being “assaulted,” and how the Democrats are
complicit in bringing “known gang members, predators, criminal aliens into our community.”
And he said that the media, whose members had been threatened that same day, has “a
responsibility to set a civil tone and to stop the endless hostility and constant negative and
oftentimes false attacks and stories. Have to do it.” By that, apparently, Trump meant stories
about Trump. The next morning, on Twitter, after complaining about a Times story on his
security-precaution-defying cell-phone habits, he blamed the media even more emphatically: “A
very big part of the Anger we see today in our society is caused by the purposely false and
inaccurate reporting of the Mainstream Media that | refer to as Fake News. It has gotten so bad
and hateful that it is beyond description. Mainstream Media must clean up its act, FAST!” That
IS, it must come around to his way of seeing things fast. And if it doesn’t, then what?

2. A Municipal Report

by O. Henry

It was raining as | got off the train in Nashville, Tennessee — a slow, gray rain. | was tired
so | went straight to my hotel.
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A big, heavy man was walking up and down in the hotel lobby. Something about the way he
moved made me think of a hungry dog looking for a bone. He had a big, fat, red face and a
sleepy expression in his eyes. He introduced himself as Wentworth Caswell — Major
Wentworth Caswell — from «a fine southern family». Caswell pulled me into the hotel’s
barroom and yelled for a waiter. We ordered drinks. While we drank, he talked continually about
himself, his family, his wife and her family. He said his wife was rich. He showed me a handful
of silver coins that he pulled from his coat pocket.

By this time, | had decided that | wanted no more of him. | said good night.

I went up to my room and looked out the window. It was ten o’clock but the town was
silent. «A nice quiet place,» | said to myself as | got ready for bed. Just an ordinary, sleepy
southern town.»

I was born in the south myself. But I live in New York now. | write for a large magazine.
My boss had asked me to go to Nashville. The magazine had received some stories and poems
from a writer in Nashville, named Azalea Adair. The editor liked her work very much. The
publisher asked me to get her to sign an agreement to write only for his magazine.

| left the hotel at nine o’clock the next morning to find Miss Adair. It was still raining. As
soon as | stepped outside I met Uncle Caesar. He was a big, old black man with fuzzy gray hair.

Uncle Caesar was wearing the strangest coat | had ever seen. It must have been a military
officer’s coat. It was very long and when it was new it had been gray. But now rain, sun and age
had made it a rainbow of colors. Only one of the buttons was left. It was yellow and as big as a
fifty cent coin.

Uncle Caesar stood near a horse and carriage. He opened the carriage door and said softly,
«Step right in, sir. I’ll take you anywhere in the city.»

«l want to go to eight-sixty-one Jasmine Street,» | said, and | started to climb into the
carriage. But the old man stopped me. «Why do you want to go there, sir?»

«What business is it of yours?» | said angrily. Uncle Caesar relaxed and smiled. «Nothing,
sir. But it’s a lonely part of town. Just step in and I’ll take you there right away.»

Eight-sixty-one Jasmine Street had been a fine house once, but now it was old and dying. |
got out of the carriage.

«That will be two dollars, sir,» Uncle Caesar said. | gave him two one-dollar bills. As |
handed them to him, | noticed that one had been torn in half and fixed with a piece of blue paper.
Also, the upper right hand corner was missing.

Azalea Adair herself opened the door when I knocked. She was about fifty years old. Her
white hair was pulled back from her small, tired face. She wore a pale yellow dress. It was old,
but very clean.

Azalea Adair led me into her living room. A damaged table, three chairs and an old red sofa
were in the center of the floor.

Azalea Adair and I sat down at the table and began to talk. I told her about the magazine’s
offer and she told me about herself. She was from an old southern family. Her father had been a
judge.

Azalea Adair told me she had never traveled or even attended school. Her parents taught her
at home with private teachers. We finished our meeting. |1 promised to return with the agreement
the next day, and rose to leave.

At that moment, someone knocked at the back door. Azalea Adair whispered a soft apology
and went to answer the caller. She came back a minute later with bright eyes and pink cheeks.
She looked ten years younger. «You must have a cup of tea before you go,» she said. She shook
a little bell on the table, and a small black girl about twelve years old ran into the room.

Azalea Aair opened a tiny old purse and took out a dollar bill. It had been fixed with a piece
of blue paper and the upper right hand corner was missing. It was the dollar I had given to Uncle
Caesar. «Go to Mister Baker’s store, Impy,» she said, «and get me twenty-five cents’ worth of
tea and ten cents” worth of sugar cakes. And please hurry.»



The child ran out of the room. We heard the back door close. Then the girl screamed. Her
cry mixed with a man’s angry voice. Azalea Adair stood up. Her face showed no emotion as she
left the room. | heard the man’s rough voice and her gentle one. Then a door slammed and she
came back into the room.

«l am sorry, but I won’t be able to offer you any tea after all,» she said. «It seems that
Mister Baker has no more tea. Perhaps he will find some for our visit tomorrow.»

We said good-bye. | went back to my hotel.

Just before dinner, Major Wentworth Caswell found me. It was impossible to avoid him. He
insisted on buying me a drink and pulled two one-dollar bills from his pocket. Again | saw a torn
dollar fixed with blue paper, with a corner missing. It was the one | gave Uncle Caesar. How
strange, | thought. I wondered how Caswell got it.

Uncle Caesar was waiting outside the hotel the next afternoon. He took me to Miss Adair’s
house and agreed to wait there until we had finished our business.

Azalea Adair did not look well. I explained the agreement to her. She signed it. Then, as she
started to rise from the table, Azalea Adair fainted and fell to the floor. | picked her up and
carried her to the old red sofa. | ran to the door and yelled to Uncle Caesar for help. He ran down
the street. Five minutes later, he was back with a doctor.

The doctor examined Miss Adair and turned to the old black driver. «Uncle Caesar,» he
said, «run to my house and ask my wife for some milk and some eggs. Hurry!»

Then the doctor turned to me. «She does not get enough to eat,» he said. «She has many
friends who want to help her, but she is proud. Misses Caswell will accept help only from that
old black man. He was once her family’s slave.»

«Misses Caswell.» | said in surprise. «lI thought she was Azalea Adair.»

«She was,» the doctor answered, «until she married Wentworth Caswell twenty years ago.
But he’s a hopeless drunk who takes even the small amount of money that Uncle Caesar gives
her.»

After the doctor left | heard Caesar’s voice in the other room. «Did he take all the money | gave
you yesterday, Miss Azalea?» «Yes, Caesar,» | heard her answer softly. «He took both dollars.»

I went into the room and gave Azalea Adair fifty dollars. | told her it was from the
magazine. Then Uncle Caesar drove me back to the hotel.

A few hours later, 1 went out for a walk before dinner. A crowd of people were talking
excitedly in front of a store. | pushed my way into the store. Major Caswell was lying on the
floor. He was dead.

Someone had found his body on the street. He had been killed in a fight. In fact, his hands
were still closed into tight fists. But as | stood near his body, Caswell’s right hand opened.
Something fell from it and rolled near my feet. | put my foot on it, then picked it up and put it in
my pocket.

People said they believed a thief had killed him. They said Caswell had been showing
everyone that he had fifty dollars. But when he was found, he had no money on him.
| left Nashville the next morning. As the train crossed a river | took out of my pocket the object
that had dropped from Caswell’s dead hand. I threw it into the river below.

It was a button. A yellow button... the one from Uncle Caesar’s coat.

2). Cnenaiite cooOIIEHHE, HCIIONB3Ys OMH U3 BUIO0B JUCKYpCa:
- CHIOPTUBHBII TUCKYPC
- IEIArOrMYECKUI JUCKYPC
- MEAMIHBIN AUCKYPC
- HAy4YHBIN JUCKYPC
- PEKJIaMHBIN JUCKYPC
- OPUANYECKUI TUCKYPC
- MOJINTUYECKUI TUCKYPC
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