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JIner akTyanusanuu padoyeil nporpaMmsl

Pabouas mporpamma nepecMoTpeHa, oocyxieHa u ogoopena s peanusanuu B 2027 - 2028
yueOHOM rojly Ha 3acefqanuu Kadeapsl JIMHIBHCTUKHU M IIEPEBO/IA

[Iporokom ot 20 . Ne
3aB. kadenpoii T.B. AxamieBa

Pabouas mporpamma nepecMoTpeHa, oocyxieHa u ogoopena s peanusanuu B 2028 - 2029
yueOHOM rojly Ha 3acefanuu Kadeapsl JIMHIBHCTUKHU M ITEPEBO/IA

IIporokom ot 20 . Ne

3aB. kadeapoii T.B. Axaiesa

PaGouas mporpamma nepecmMoTpeHa, oocyxieHa u ogoopena s peanusanuu B 2029 - 2030
y4eOHOM rojly Ha 3acefqanuu Kadeapsl JIMHIBUCTUKYU M ITEPEBO/IA

IIporokom or 20 . Ne
3aB. kadeapoii T.B. AxamieBa




1 Leau ocBOeHMS TUCHUNIIMHBI (MOIYJIA)

LensiMu oCBOCHMSI TUCHUIUIUHBI (MOayIs) «/luckype» siBisieTcs crnocoOHOCTh
MIPUMEHSTh METOJIUKH U COBPEMEHHBIE Mearornyeckue TEXHOJIOTUN 00yueHus
MHOCTPAHHBIM SI3bIKaM, pa3padaThiBaTh y4eOHO-METOIUUYECKIE MaTEPHAIIBI C YYETOM
COBPEMEHHBIX HAYYHBIX JIOCTH)KEHUH, aHAJTU3UPOBATh MOJIXO0/IbI K 00YYEHHIO U
3¢ (HeKTUBHOCTH Y4EOHBIX 3aHATUN MO JUCHUILINHE «VITHOCTpaHHBIN S3BIKY,

OCYIIECTBIISITH KOHTPOJIb U KOPPEKILIHIO YUeOHO-METOAUYECKOT0 00ecTieueHus
peaM3anuy JUCHUILIMHBL «IHOCTpaHHBIH SI3bIK» B COOTBETCTBUU C TPEOOBAHUAMU
o0pa3oBaTenbHOMN cpeibl

2 MecTo qucHuIIMHBI (MOYJIsI) B CTPYKTYype 00pa3oBaTe/IbHOM NPOrpaMMbl

Jucuunnuza Jluckypc BXOIUT B 4acTh y4eOHOIO Iu1aHa GOpMUPYEMYIO YUaCTHUKAMU
00pa3oBaTeNbHbIX OTHOLIEHUI 00pa30BaTeIbHOM TPOrpaMMBl.

JUis n3yyeHus JUCUUIUIMHBI HE0OXO0AUMBI 3HAaHUS (YMEHUS, BIIa/ICHUs),
c(OpMHPOBAHHBIC B PE3yJIbTATE U3YUCHHS TUCIUILTHH/ TPAKTUK:

HNHocTpaHHbIN A3bIK B TPO(ECCUOHATILHON e TEIbHOCTH

[TpakTUKyM 110 KyJIbTYype Pe4eBOro o0IeHus ( aHMIMHCKUN S3bIK)

3HaHus (YMEHUs, BIa/IeHUs), IOJTYYCHHbIE IPY U3yYEHUU JaHHOM UCIUIUINHBI
OyayT HeOOXOAUMBI [Tl U3YUSHHSI JUCIUTUTHH/TIPAKTHK:

BrimonHenue u 3anmra BBITYCKHON KBaTM(UKAITHOHHON paOOTHI

IIpon3BOACTBEHHAA - IPEANUIIOMHAS IPAKTUKA

3 Komnerenunu odyyaromerocsi, popmupyembie B pe3y/jibTaTe 0CBOEHUSA

AUCHUIIMHBI (MOAYJIsl) ¥ IUVIAHUPYeMble Pe3yJIbTAThl 00y4YeHus

B pesynbrare ocBoeHUS AUCIUIUTHHBI (MOaysi) «Jluckypcy» oO0ydaromuiics 10KeH
O6J'IaI[aTB CICAYIOIUMHU KOMIICTCHIIUSAMMU

KO,[[ HHAUKATOpa I/IHI[I/IKaTop JOCTHIKCHHUA KOMIICTCHIINHN

[TIK-1 Criocoben npuMeHsITh METOAMKH U COBPEMEHHBIE MeJarOTHYECKUE TEXHOIOTUN
00y4eHHSI HHOCTPAHHBIM SI3bIKAM

IK-1.1 Pa3paOaTbIBaeT yueOHO-METOIMYECKHE MaTEPUAIIbl C yUETOM
COBPEMEHHBIX HAYUHBIX JIOCTHKEHUHN

I1K-1.2 AHaIM3UpyeT MOAX0/Ibl K 00y4eHHUI0 U 3(PPEKTUBHOCTh yUeOHBIX
3aHATUHN 10 qucuuIInHe « THOCTpaHHBIN S3bIK)

IK-1.3 OcymecTBIsIeT KOHTPOJIb U KOPPEKIHIO YI€OHO-METOAMYECKOTO
obecrneueHns peann3anuu JUCIUILTUHBI «IHOCTpaHHBIH SI3BIK» B
COOTBETCTBUU C TpeOOBaHUSIMHU 00pa30BaTENbLHON CpeIbl




4. CTpyKTypa, 00HEM U cOlepKaHue TUCHUILIHHBI (MOTYJIs1)

OO6mias TpyA0€MKOCTh JUCIUILUIMHBI COCTABIISIET 3 3aueTHbIX eaunul] 108 akaa. yacoB, B TOM

HHUCJIIC:

— KOHTaKkTHast pabora — 4,4 akaJ. 4yacos:

— ayauTopHas — 4 akaJl. 4acos;
— BHeayauTopHas — 0,4 akaj. 4acos;
— camocTosTenbHas padora — 99,7 akaj. 4acos;
— B (popme npakTudeckoil moaroroBku — 0 akai. yac;

— MOJTrOTOBKA K 3auéty — 3,9 akaj. yac
®dopma arrecTalyu - 3a4eT

AynuropHas g
KOHTaKTHas paboTa E z dopma TeKyIero
= B
B aKaJl. yacax o un KOHTPOJIS
Paszen/ Tema 2 (B axan ) £ . P Kox
> 8 © | camocrosiTenbHON |  yCIIeBa@MOCTH H
JUCLUATUINHBI A £ = . | xommerenuuu
O & paboThI MIPOMEKYTOUHOM
0 mpaxt. | 88
Tex 1a0. paKt. | =Q aTTeCTalnuu
3aH. 3aH. | U &
1. Pazgen 1. luckypc kak
IpeAMET JIMHBUCTHIECKOTO
W3yYEHHsI, €0 MECTO B Py
ONM3KHX MOHATHI THCKypCa.
CemaHTHKa U TpaMMaTHKa
JUCKYpca
1.1 CemanTuka nuckypca:
nporo3uwys, pedepeHuns,
IKCIUIHKATYpa. .
MMILTUKAT ypa ’I/IH(I)e CHLIHSL YreHnue YcTHtii onpoc,
Ybd, MHQGEPCHII, Cemanriuecknii | TTK-1.1, TIK-
npecynno3unus u ap. Tema 2 1221 40 | pexoMEeH/JI0BaHHO
o TIMCKYp-aHaIn3 1.2, IIK-1.3
puckypcea. Tema I IUTEpaTypBhl. TexcTa
ropopsiero. Konreker )
JUCKYpCa M €ro TUIIbI.
KorHuTHBHBIE CTPYKTYPBI
Hroro no pazgeny 221 40
2. Pa3nen 2. EnyHUIE 1
YYaCTHUKH JIUCKYpCa.
2.1 PeueBbie aKThI, UX THIIBI,
KOMMYHHUKATBHbIE aKThI,
XO/Ibl, 0OMEHBI, TPaHCAKIINH,
peveBbie COOBITHS KaK .
eIUHUIIBI JUCKypca. MeHa Yrenue YTl onpoc.
ypea. vieta Ipammaruuecknii | TTK-1.1, TTK-
KOMMYHHKATHBHBIX POJICH, 2 221 | 59,7 | pekOMEHIOBaHHO
N JIMCKYp-aHaJIn3 1.2, TIK-1.3
KOMMYHHKATHBHAs | uTepatypel.
TEKCTA.
CTpaTerusi, Kore3us,
KOTEpEHIHS,
METAaKOMMYHHKAILHS 1
JIeHKCUC TUCKypca.
HWroro no pazaeny 221 | 59,7
Hroro 3a cemectp 221 221 | 99,7 3a4éT
Hroro no aucuuruinae 221 221 | 99,7 3a4er




5 O0pa3oBaTesibHbIE TEXHOJIOTHH

IIpu n3yd4eHn TUCUMILIAHBI «/IUCKYpC» HUCIIOIB3YIOTCS CIIEYIOLe
oOpa3oBaTenbHbIe 1 HH(POPMALIMOHHBIE TEXHOJIOTUH: TPAIUIIMOHHBIE 00pa30BaTEIbHbIC
TEXHOJIOTUH (MH(POPMALMOHHAS JIEKLUS, CEMUHAp ), THTEPAKTHUBHBIC TEXHOJIOTUH (CEMHHAP-
TMCKYCCHST), TH(POPMAITMOHHO-KOMMYHHKAaTHBHBIE 00pa30BaTeIbHbIE TEXHOIOTHH (JICKIIHS-
BU3YaJIM3alUs, IPAKTHYECKOE 3aHATHE B ()OpME MPE3CHTALIUH).

6 YueOHO-MeTOoqUYEeCKOE 0OOecTIeYeHHe CAMOCTOATEIbHOM padoThl 00y4YarommXxcst

[TpencraBieHo B npusaoxeHuu 1.

7 OneHo4YHbIe CPeACTBA 1JIsl IPOBeAeHHUS IPOMEKYTOYHOM aTTecTaluu
[TpencraBieHbl B IPUIOKEHUU 2.

8 YueOHo-MeTOoaMUecKoe M HH(pOpPMALIMOHHOE O0ecTieYeHHe U CUMILTUHBI

a) OcHoBHas JUTEpaTypa:

1) PepkukoBa, M. JI. AHanu3 quckypca: Teopust U MpakTHKa : yuyeOHoe nmocobue / M.
J. PeokukoBa. — Cumdeponons : KOV um. B.U. Bepnanckoro, 2018. — 138 c. — ISBN
978-5-6041133-6-3. — TekcT : anmeKkTpoHHbIH // JIaHb : 3JeKTPOHHO-OMOIHOTEeYHAsI CUCTEMA.
— URL.: https://e.lanbook.com/book/345167 (nara obparuenus: 11.04.2024). — Pexxum
JOCTYMA: JIsl aBTOPU3. MOJIb30BATENEH.

2) Yepnoga, O. E. Tekct u quckypc : yuebHoe nocodue [ass By3os] / O. E. UepHona ;
Marnutoropckuii roc. Texuuueckuid yH-T uM. I'. . HocoBa. - Maruutoropck : MI'TY um. T'.
. Hocoga, 2021. - 1 CD-ROM. - ISBN 978-5-9967-2233-4. - 3ara. ¢ Tutyi. 3kpana. - URL:
https://host.megaprolib.net/MP0109/Download/MObject/3146 (nata oopamenus: 30.01.2026). -
MaxkpooObeKT. - TeKCT : 3eKTpoHHbIN. — CBeieHus 1ocTynHbl Takxke Ha CD-ROM.

0) /lomoJiHUTE IbHAA JIUTEpaTypa:

[TonuauckypcUBHOE MPOCTPAHCTBO: CIIOBO, TEKCT, KOMMYHHUKalus : MoHorpadus / [H.
B. lépuna, T. A. CaBunosa, T. }O. 3anasuna u ap.] ; nox Hay4. pen. H. H. 3epkunoii ; MI'TV. -
Maruutoropck : MI'TVY, 2017. - 1 snekrpon. ont. auck (CD-ROM). - 3ari. ¢ TuTys1. 3KpaHa. -
URL: https://host.megaprolib.net/MP0109/Download/MObject/1831 (matra  oOpamieHwus:
30.01.2026). - MakpooObekT. - TekcT : 3MeKTpoHHBIA. - CBeleHHs IOCTYIHBI TaKKe Ha
CD-ROM.

B) MeToauuyecKkue yKazaHus:

CamocrosTenbHas padoTa CTyI€HTOB By3a : IPakTUKyM / coctaButenu: T. I
Heperuna, H. P. YpasaeBa, E. M. PazymoBa, T. ®@. OpexoBa ; MarHuToropckuii roc.
texuuueckuil yH-T uM. I'. UI. Hocosa. - Marauroropck : MI'TY um. I'. 1. Hocoga, 2019. - 1
CD-ROM. - 3arx. ¢ tutyn. skpana. - URL:
https://host.megaprolib.net/MP0109/Download/MObject/2391 (nara obpaiieHus:

11.04.2024). - MakpooObeKT. - Tekcr : aekTpoHHbId. - CBeneHus AocTymHbI Takke Ha CD-
ROM.


https://host.megaprolib.net/MP0109/Download/MObject/3146

r) [IporpammHuoe obecneuenue u UHTepHeT-pecypceb:

IIporpamMmmHoe o0ecnieuenune

Haumenosanue .
o Ne norosopa Cpoxk nelicTBUS TULIEH3UH
7Zip cB00OOHO pactpoctpansemoe [10 06eccpouHo
FAR Manager cB00OOHO pactpocTpansemoe [10 06eccpouHO
Ipodeccnonanbubie 0a3bl JAHHBIX M HHPOPMALMOHHbIE CIIPABOYHbIE CHCTEMBI
HasBanwne kypca CchluIKa
DnekrponHbie pecypebl oudmmorexk MI'TY um. .. https://host.megaprolib.net/M
Hocoga P0109/Web

https://www.rsl.ru/ru/4readers

Poccuiickas ['ocynapcTBeHHas ounbanoreka. Karamoru
/catalogues/

HannonansHas nHGOpMamoHHO-aHATUTHYECKAS URL:
cuctema — Poccuiickuii nuaekc HayuHoro nutupoBanus | https://elibrary.ru/project_risc.
(PUHIT) asp

9 MaTtepuajJbHO-TEXHHYECKOE o0ecreyeHne TUCUUIINHbI (MOILYJIs1)

MarepualibHO-TEXHUYECKOe 00ECIICUCHNE TUCIUTUTUHBI BKITIOYACT:

MarepuaabHO-TEXHHUECKOE 00ECIICYCHHUE IUCITUTUINHBI BKITFOYALT:

1. Y4eOHbie ayAuTOPUU JUTs TPOBEACHUS 3aHATHIA JICKIIMOHHOTO THIa. OCHAIllCHHE:
MysbTUMEAMIHBIC CPEICTBA XPAHCHNS, IEPEIavd U MPEICTABICHUS HH()OPMAIIHH.

2.Y4eOHble ayIUTOPUH [T IPOBEICHUS MPAKTHUECKUX 3aHATHIMA, TPYIIOBBIX U
WH/IMBUYAIbHBIX KOHCYJBTAIIMN, TEKYIIIET0 KOHTPOJIS U TIPOMEXYTOYHON aTTeCTaIlUH.
ocHaieHue: MynbTUMEIUITHBIC CPEICTBA XPAHCHHUS, TIEPEIavuy U PEICTABICHUS
uHpopmanmu. KoMIuieke TeCTOBBIX 3aIaHUi ISl TIPOBEICHHS POMEKYTOUYHBIX U PYyOSIKHBIX
KOHTPOJIEH.

3. TlomereHus ISt CaMOCTOSATENBHOM paboThl oOyuaronuxcs. OcHaleHue:
[MepconanbHbie KoMIbIOTEPHI ¢ makeTrom MS Office, Beixo0m B IHTEpHET U ¢ OCTYIIOM B
AJIEKTPOHHYIO HH(POPMAIIMOHHO-00pa30BaTEIbHYIO CPEIly YHUBEPCHTETA.

4. TTomerieHue sl XpaHEHHsI U IPOPHIAKTHUECKOTO 00CTy)KUBaHUSI YIeOHOTO
obopynosanus. OcHamenue: [lkadpr 1st XxpaHeHHs yueOHO-METOIUUECKON JOKYMEHTAIUH,
y4eOHOTo 000pYIOBaHUS U YUeOHO-HATIISAHBIX TTOCOOUH.



INPHUJIO)KEHHUE 1
YueOHO-MeTOANYeCKOE 00ecTieYeHre CAMOCTOSITeILHOI padoThl 00y4Yarouxcs

Jist yCHenHoro yCBOSHHS 3HaHUH 1Mo npenmeTty «ucKype» Heo0X0auMo:

1) o3HaKoMIIeHHE ¢ MaTepHajaMM JEKIHH, 3HaHUE U IOHUMaHUE BCEX ONPEACICHUH;

2) akTuBHas pa0oTa Ha MPAKTHUECKUX 3aHATHSAX M BBIIOJHEHHWE CAMOCTOSTEIHHOMN
paboTHI.

1. Pazgen: Jluckypc Kak NpeAMET JUHIBUCTUYECKOTO HM3YyUEHUS, €0 MECTO B psay
OJIM3KUX MOHATUH AUCKYypCa.

1.1. Tema: [Toaxoasl K ONpeAeICHUIO TUCKYypCa.

O3HaKoOMbTECh C MaTepHajaMM JIEKIIMH, 0CO00€ BHHMaHHE OOpaTUTEe Ha CIEIYyIOIIUe

BOIIPOCHI: «TEKCT» U «IUCKYypcy. Tunonorus guckypca. Kanpel nuckypca.

[IpakTuueckoe (ceMUHAPCKOI) 3aHATHE:
[ToarotoBbTE OJUH U3 CIEAYIOUIUX BOIIPOCOB:

1) SI3bIK-KaK cOLUATBbHO-TICUXOJI0rHUeCcKUil heHoM.

2) Ucropusi BOSHUKHOBEHUS MOHATUS «TUCKYPCH.

3) IlparmanurBucTuKa, Kak Mpearede y4eHus o IUCKypce.

4) Mojaenu KOMMYHUKALIUH.

5) Yuenue M. baxTuHa u ero Bki1aJ B pa3BUTHE TEOPUHU AUCKYpCa.
6) Illupokoe 1 y3K0oe MOHUMaHHE TEPMUHA «IUCKYPCH

7) Iloaxopl K MOHATHIO «AUCKYPC» B OTEUECTBEHHOM JIMHIBUCTHUKE.
8) [Toaxo/b! K HOHATHIO JUCKYPC B 3aI1aIHOM JIMHTBUCTHKE.

9) Tunonorus u CTpyKTypa JUCKypca.

JlonomHUTEIBHBIE BOTIPOCHI TT0 TEME:

1) Oxapakrepu3yiiTe OCHOBHbIE MOJIETTH KOMMYHUKAIIHH.

2) [lepeuncnute XxapakKTepUCTUKH HHTEPAKITMOHHONW MO KOMMYHUKAITUH.
3) Uto Takoe «COIMATbHBII KOHCTPYKTYpaTu3M»?

4) Kak COOTHOCSITCSI IOHSTHS «TEKCT» U «IUCKYPCH?

a) OcHOBHas JIUTEpaTypa:

1) PeoxukoBa, M. JI. AHanu3 auckypca: Teopusl M IpakTHka : yuedHoe nocodue / M. J1.
PeokukoBa. — Cumdeponons : KOY um. B.M. Bepnanckoro, 2018. — 138 c. — ISBN
978-5-6041133-6-3. — TekcT : 2MeKTpOoHHBIH // JIaHb : AJIEKTPOHHO-OMOIHOTEYHAs CHCTEMA. —
URL: https://e.lanbook.com/book/345167 (nara oOpamenus: 11.04.2024). — Pexum goctyna:
JUISl aBTOPH3. MOJIb30BaTEIEH.

2) Yepnona, O. E. Tekct u auckypc : yuebHoe mocobue [mis By3oB] / O. E. UepHoBa ;
MarnuTtoropckuii roc. Texunueckuid yH-T uM. I'. M. HocoBa. - MarauTtoropck : MI'TY um. I'. U.
Hocoga, 2021. - 1 CD-ROM. - ISBN 978-5-9967-2233-4. - 3arn. ¢ tuTy’a. skpana. - URL:
https://host.megaprolib.net/MP0109/Download/MObject/3146 (marta obpamienus: 30.01.2026). -
MakpooObekT. - Tekcr : snekTpoHHBId. - CBeneHust jaoctymHbl Takke Ha CD-ROM."0)
JonmonHuTenpHAS TUTEpaATYypa:

0) /lonoJiHUTEIbHAS JINTEpaTypa:

[TonuauckypcuBHOE MPOCTPAHCTBO: CIOBO, TEKCT, KOMMYHHUKaIMs : MoHorpadus / [H. B.
Jépuna, T. A. Caunosa, T. }O. 3anaBuna u np.] ; nox Hayd. pea. H. H. 3epkunoit ; MI'TVY. -
Maruutoropck : MI'TY, 2017. - 1 snekrpon. ont. auck (CD-ROM). - 3ari. ¢ Turyi. 5KpaHa. -
URL:  https://host.megaprolib.net/MP0109/Download/MObject/1831  (mara  oOpateHus:
30.01.2026). - Makpoo0ObeKT. - TekcT : anmekTpoHHbIit. - CBemenus qoctynubl Takke Ha CD-ROM.

B) MeToau4eckne yKazaHus:



https://host.megaprolib.net/MP0109/Download/MObject/3146

CamocrosiTenbHas padoTa CTyIeHTOB By3a : npaktukyM / cocraButenu: T. I'. Heperuna,
H. P. ¥pazaena, E. M. PazymoBa, T. ®@. OpexoBa ; MarHuTOropckuii roc. TEXHUYECKUUA YH-T UM.
I'. U. Hocosa. - Marauroropck : MI'TY um. I'. . Hocosa, 2019. - 1 CD-ROM. - 3arn. ¢ tuTyn.
skpana. - URL: https://host.megaprolib.net/MP0109/Download/MObject/2391 (nata obpamicHus:
11.04.2024). - MakpooObeKT. - TekcT : a1eKTpoHHbIN. - CBeieHus 1ocTynHbI Takke Ha CD-ROM.

2. Paznen 2: CeMaHTHKa U parMaTuKa JUCKypca.

2.1 Tema: CemaHTHKa IUCKYpCa: MPOTO3HIIHS, PePEPEHIINs, IKCIUTUKATYPa, UMIUTHKATYPA,
uHepeHuus, npecynno3unus u ap. Tema auckypca. Tema rosopsimero. KontekcT nuckypea u
ero Tunbl. KOTHUTUBHBIE CTPYKTYPHI IUCKYpCa.

O3HaKoOMbTECh C MaTepHajaMM JIEKIIMH, 0CO00€ BHHMaHHE OOpaTUTEe Ha CIEIYyIOIIUe
BOIPOCHI:

CemanTtuka muckypca. CemMaHTHYeCKHE cpelcTBa O(OpPMIICHHS CEMAaHTHUKH JHCKypca.
Pedepennus, oskcrumkarypa, HWMIDIMKATypa, WHQEPEHIHNs, MPECYNIO3UIUsI U JApYyrue
CEMaHTHYECKUE EAMHHUIIBI TUCKYpCa.

[IpakTnueckoe (ceMUHAPCKOI) 3aHATHE:
IToaroToBbTE OAMH U3 CIEAYIOLIUX BOIIPOCOB:

1) PackpoiiTe CyniHOCTh MOHSATUH «Ipono3unus, pedepeHins, dKCINTMKaTypa, UMIUIHKATypa,
MH(pEpeHLUs, TPECYIIO3ULIUS.

2) Kakumu IeKCUYeCKUMU ¥ TPAMMATUYECKUM CPEICTBAMU O(DOPMIISIOTCS STU MOHATUS?

3) Uto Takoe «rema IucKypca»?

4) Kakumu cpeficTBaMH BhIpa)kaeTcsl TeMa rOBOPSIIETo B IUCKypce?

5) [lepeuncnute TUTIBI KOHTEKCTOB?

6) Uto moHMMaeTcs Mo «KOTHUTUBHBIMH CTPYKTypaMu AUCKypcan?

JlononHUTEIBHBIE BOIPOCHI IO TEME:

1) Kak KOHTEKCT mpUMEHSETCs IO OTHOLIEHHIO K AUCKYpCY?

2) IlpuBeauTe npuMepbl KOTHUTUBHBIX CTPYKTYP AMCKYpCa.

3) Kak COOTHOCSITCS IOHATHS «IKCILTUKATYPa» U «UMIUTHKATypay»?
4) YeM OTIINYAIOTCS «IIPECYNIIOZULUSIY U «IIPOTIOZULUSIN?

[TpoBeauTe cCEMaHTUYECKUI TUCKYpPC-aHAIN3 IPEUI0KEHHBIX TEKCTOB.
1) Onpenenure, Kak BRIpaKEHA TeéMa TOBOPSAIIETO B TEKCTaX.

2) Halinute KOHTEKCTHI B IPEIIOKEHHBIX TEKCTAX.

3) Haiinure B TeKCcTaX KOTHUTUBHbBIE 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.»
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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.

«I 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 I 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. I 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 t0 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.

'l 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. ‘[ 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
vear, 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. Youve 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? I 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.

‘Idon’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 I don’t understand. Why did she go? What am I going to do?’ Bill’s face was very unhappy.
After a second or two he sat down again. ‘What am I 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. ‘l 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, I catch on, makes a grade, doesn’t it? just the thing to amuse a child, isn’t it? I got Willy
a toy aeroplane.»
«I 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, 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,
eh!»
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. 1
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!y 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.»

«I 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. I 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. I 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. I 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 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.
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CTpaTerus, Kore3us, KOrepeHIus, METAKOMMYHHUKAIIHS U JEHKCUC JUCKYypCa.

O3HakoMbTECh C MaTepHaJlaMH JIEKIIUU, 0c000€ BHUMaHHE OOpaTHTE Ha CIEAYIOIINE
BOIIPOCHI:

Teopust pedyeBbIx akTOB. TeopHsi pedyeBbIX AaKTOB B MPUMEHEHHUHM K JUCKYpCY. THIIBI
pEUeBBIX aKTOB B JAMCKYypce. EMWHUIBI AMCKYpca: KOMMYHHKATHBHBIE aKThl, XOJIbI, OOMEHBI,
TPAHCAKIINH, PEYEBbIC COOBITHS KaK €IMHUIIBI JUCKYpCa.

[IpakTueckoe (ceMUHApPCKOI) 3aHATHE:
IToaroToBbTE OAMH U3 CIEAYIOLMIUX BOIIPOCOB:

1) Kak B nuckypce oTpaxaroTcsi KOCBEHHbIE PeUeBbI€ aKThI?

2) Kakumu rpaMMaTUyecKUMU CpeacTBaMU 0(hOPMIISIOTCS BUJIbI PEUEBBIX aKTOB B AUCKypce?

3) PackpoiiTe NpUHLIUIIBI TEOPUN PEUEBBIX AKTOB.

4) Tunsl pedyeBbIX aKTOB B JUCKYypCE.

ITpoBenuTe rpamMmaTHUECKUHd IUCKYp-aHAJIW3 TEKCTOB. OIpenenauTe BHUABI PEUYEBBIX AKTOB,
HCTIOJIb3YEMBIX B C IMAJIOTUYECKON PeUr MEPCOHAKEN.

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.»
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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.

«I 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 I 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. I 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.

'l 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. I 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. ‘[ want to go there. [ want t0 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
vear, 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 Newron 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. Youve 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? I 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.

‘Idon’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 I don’t understand. Why did she go? What am I going to do?’ Bill’s face was very unhappy.
After a second or two he sat down again. ‘What am I 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. ‘l 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, I catch on, makes a grade, doesn’t it? just the thing to amuse a child, isn’t it? I got Willy
a toy aeroplane.»
«I 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, 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,
eh!»
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. 1
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!y 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!y said Willie appreciatively. «I’'m giving Father cigars.»

«I 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. I 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. I 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. I 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. I 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 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.
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I'. . Hocosa. - Maraurtoropck : MI'TY um. I'. 1. Hocoga, 2019. - 1 CD-ROM. - 3ara. ¢ tutym.
skpana. - URL: https://host.megaprolib.net/MP0109/Download/MObject/2391 (nata oGpamieHus:
11.04.2024). - MakpooObeKT. - TekcT : a1eKTpoHHbIN. - CBeieH st 1ocTymHbI Takke Ha CD-ROM.

3. Pazgen: Tunsl quckypca

3.1. Tumer guckypca, chepsl oOmenus, (GOpMaTbHOCTh, IpeIBapPHUTEIbHAS
IOArOTOBJIEHHOCTb JUCKypca. COlMalIbHbIN IEHKCHUC.

O3HaKOMBTECh C MaTepualaMu JIEKIUH, 0co00e BHHUMaHHE OOpaTuTe Ha CIEIyIOIIUe
BOIIPOCBI:

Tuns! nuckypca u ux xapakrepuctuku. Chepsl oOmeHns 1 TuIbl Auckypca. @opmManbHOCTb
U TpeJBapUTEIbHAs MOATOTOBIEHHOCTh JUCKypca. COLMANBHBIA JEMKCUC, KaK JOIOJHEHUE K
OCHOBHBIM XapaKTepuUCTHKaM Auckypca. CTeneHb COLMaIbHOM JUCTAHIINU, KaK Pa3HOBUIHOCTh
JeHKcHca.

[IpakTHyeckoe (CeMUHAPCKOE) 3aHsTHE:

[ToaroroBbTE OJMH U3 CIEAYIOIIUX BOIIPOCOB:

1) [lepeuncnure TUIBI AUCKYPCA U UX XaPAKTEPUCTUKU.

2) Kak B3auMOCBSI3aHbI TUIIBI IUCKYpCca U cepbl 00IIeHUs?

3) Urto nmoHumaercs moja (opMaabHOCTHIO U MIPEIBAPUTENHHOM MOATOTOBIEHHOCTHIO TUCKYpca?
4) B uem 3akioyaeTcs CyIHOCTh COLMANBHOIO AeKcuca?

JlononHUTEIbHBIE BOIIPOCHI IO TEME:

1) OGocHyiiTe HEOOXOUMOCTH BBEICHUS TMMOHATUS «ICHKCHC.

2) Kak nposiBisieTcsi B JUCKYPCE CTENEHb COLIMAIbHON JUCTaHIIUU?

CaMoCTOSTETbHO TOJTOTOBBTE JOKJIAL OO0 OJHOM U3 CIEIYIONIMX BHUAOB JUCKYpca U
IIPOBE/NTE €T0 TUCKYp-aHAIU3:
- CHOPTHUBHBIN JUCKYPC
- IeJaroruyecKui JUCKypc
- MEAUMHBIN TUCKYPC
- HAY4YHBIA JUCKYPC
- PEKJIaMHBIN TUCKYPC
- FOPUIMYECKHI TUCKYPC
- HOJINTUYECKUMN TUCKYPC

a) OcHoBHas TUTEpaTypa:
1) PepkukoBa, M. JI. AHanmu3 AWcKypca: TEOpHUsl U MpakTHKa : ydeObHoe mocoodbue / M. JI.
PeokukoBa. — Cumdeponons : KOY um. B.M. Bepnanckoro, 2018. — 138 c. — ISBN
978-5-6041133-6-3. — TekcT : 2neKTpOoHHBIN // JIaHb : 37EeKTPOHHO-OMOMMOTEeYHAsI CUCTeMa. —



URL: https://e.lanbook.com/book/345167 (nara oOpamenus: 11.04.2024). — Pexxum goctyna:
JIJIs aBTOPU3. TTOJIH30BATENECH.

2) Yepnona, O. E. Tekct u nuckypce : yuebHoe mocobue [mis By3oB] / O. E. UepHosa ;
Marnurtoropckuii roc. Texuuueckuii yu-T uM. I'. 1. HocoBa. - Marautoropck : MI'TY um. I'. W.
Hocogra, 2021. - 1 CD-ROM. - ISBN 978-5-9967-2233-4. - 3arn. ¢ tutyn. skpana. - URL:
https://host.megaprolib.net/MP0109/Download/MObject/3146 (marta obpamienus: 30.01.2026). -
MaxkpooObeKT. - TekcT : anekTpoHHbIi. - CBeneHus goctynHsl Takke Ha CD-ROM."6):

0) JonosHuTebHAS JUTEpaATYypA:

[TonuauckypcUBHOE MPOCTPAHCTBO: CIIOBO, TEKCT, KOMMYHHUKanus : MmoHorpadus / [H. B.
Hépuna, T. A. CaBunona, T. 0. 3anaBuna u ap.] ; nox Hayd. pen. H. H. 3epkunoii ; MI'TVY. -
Marnuroropck : MI'TY, 2017. - 1 anekrpon. ont. auck (CD-ROM). - 3arn. ¢ Tuty:. skpaHa. -
URL:  https://host.megaprolib.net/MP0109/Download/MObject/1831  (mara  oOpareHus:
30.01.2026). - MakpooObeKT. - TekcT : aneKTpoHHbIi. - CBenenus aoctynHbl Takke Ha CD-ROM.

B) MeToanueckue yKa3zaHusi:

CamocTosTenpHas padoTa CTYJACHTOB By3a : IpakTukyM / coctasutenu: T. I'. Heperuna, H.
P. YpazaeBa, E. M. PazymoBa, T. @. OpexoBa ; MarHuTOropckuii roc. TeXHU4€CKUM yH-T uM. [
. Hocora. - Marauroropck : MI'TY um. I'. Y. Hocosa, 2019. - 1 CD-ROM. - 3arxn. ¢ tuty:n.
skpana. - URL: https://host.megaprolib.net/MP0109/Download/MObject/2391 (nata obpamieHus:
11.04.2024). - MakpooObeKT. - TekcT : a1eKTpoHHbIN. - CBeieH st 1ocTymHbI Takke Ha CD-ROM.



ITPUJIOKEHUE 2

OueHoYHbBIE CPeICTBA J1JIs MPOBEJAEHUs MPOMEKYTOYHOM aTTeCTAIIUU

[IpoMesxyTouHast aTTECTAIUS UMEET LIEJIbIO ONPEICIIUTh CTENEHb JOCTHIKEHHS 3allTAaHMPOBAHHBIX PE3YJILTATOB 00YUCHHUS 10 AUCHHUILIHHE «/[HCKype»
2 cemectp B (hopme 3auera.

a) [lnanupyembie pe3ysbTaThl O0YUCHHUS U OLEHOUHBIC CPEICTBA IS IPOBEICHHUS MPOMEIKYTOYHOM aTTECTAIIUH:

Kon unaukaropa

I/IH,I[I/IKaTop JOCTMXKCHUA KOMIICTCHIIN

OrneHOYHBIC CPEICTBA

IIK-1: Cioco0eH NpUMEHATh METOAUKH M COBPEeMEHHbIE NeJaroru4ecKkue TeXHOJI0ruu 00y4eHUus1 HHOCTPAHHBIM f3bIKaM

[K-1.1

Pa3zpabarsiBaer
MaTepHuanbl ¢

y‘I€6HO'MCTOI[I/I‘IeCKI/Ie

y4E€TOM

HAayYHBIX JOCTHKEHUH

COBPEMEHHBIX

Teoperuueckue BOIPOCH:

1) Kak cOOTHOCATCS MOHATUS «TEKCT» U «TUCKYPCH?

Yro Takoe «reMa guckypcan»?

2) Kakumu cpeacTBaMy BbIPa)KaeTCsl TEMa FOBOPSIIIIETO B JUCKypce?
3) Ilepeuuncnute TUIIBI KOHTEKCTOB?

4) Yto noHrMaeTcs NoJ «KKOTHUTUBHBIMU CTPYKTYpaMH JIUCKYypca»?

IIpakTHueckue 3aaHus:

ITpoBenuTe cCEMaHTUYECKUI TUCKYpPC-aHAIN3 IPEUI0KEHHBIX TEKCTOB.
1) Onpenenure, Kak BbIpa’keHa TEMa FOBOPSIIETO B TEKCTaX.

2) HaiiguTe KOHTEKCThI B IPEJIOKEHHBIX TEKCTAX.

3) Haiinure B TekcTaX KOTHUTUBHBIE CTPYKTYPBHI.

KomrmiekcHbie mpobieMHbIe 3a1aHus:
[TpoBenuTe CEMAHTUYECKHN TUCKYpPC-aHAIHM3 TEKCTa M QJalTHPYWTE €ro ¢ Yy4eToM
YPOBHSI BJIaICHUS SI3BIKOM BaIllUX y4aluXCs.

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.’
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‘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. Iz 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.

'l 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.’
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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. I 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
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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, 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
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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? I 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
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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 I don’t understand. Why did she go? What am I going to do?’ Bill’s face was very
unhappy. After a second or two he sat down again. ‘What am I 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
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green eyes. She gave me a very bad time. No, you want to forget about Julie.’

I1K-1.2

AHanmu3upyeT MoAxoabl K OOYYEeHHIO W
3(pheKTUBHOCTh y4YEOHBIX 3aHATHH I10
mucturInHe «MHOCTpaHHBIN S3BIKY

Teoperuueckue BOIPOCH:

1) Kak B nuckypce oTpa)xaroTcsi KOCBEHHbIE PEUEBbIE aKThI?

2) Kakumu rpaMMaTHYeCKUMHU CpPEICTBaMU OGOPMIIIOTCS BHJbl PEYEBHIX AKTOB B
JIucKypce?

3) PackpoiiTe NpuHIMIIBI TEOPUH PEUEBBIX AKTOB.

HpaKTI/I‘IeCKI/Ie 3aJaHusAd:
HpI/IBCI[I/ITe MMpUMEPHI pA3JIMYHBIX BUAOB JUCKYpPCA. OHpe,Z[eJ'II/ITe, KaKHC BUJbI PCUYCBLIX
AKTOB B HUX HUCIIOJIB3YHOTCA.

KomriekcHble mpoOieMHbIe 3a1aHusl.
[Tpoananu3upyiiTe TEKCT M OMpPEEIUTE THIBI PEUYEBBIX AKTOB, MCIOIB3YEMbBIX B HEM.
Pa3zpaboraiiTe KOMIUIEKC YyNpaKHEHWW, HAIpaBJICHHBII Ha yMEHHME YNOTPeONiTh B
JTUATIOTMYECKOM pedr pa3iNydHbIe BUJIbI PEYEBBIX AKTOB.
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
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roll back the cloth. There! See! You lay the rails like that and fasten them at the ends, so
—»

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

«I 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, 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, eh!»

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. I 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.»
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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.»

«I 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. «1’d like one immensely. I 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. I 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. I 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. I 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 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.»
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«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.

IK-1.3

OcyIiecTBISIET KOHTPOJIb W KOPPEKIIHIO
y4e0HO-METOIMYECKOTO obecreueHust
peanu3anuu IUCHUIINHBL «THOCTpaHHBIN
SI3BIK» B COOTBETCTBUU C TPeOOBaHUSMU
00pa3oBaTenbHOMN CpeJIbl

Teopernueckne BOIPOCHI:
1) Ilepeuncnute TUIIBI AUCKYPCA U UX XapAKTEPUCTHKH.
2) Kak B3auMOCBSI3aHbI TUIIBI IUCKYpCa U cepbl OOIIEHUS?
3) Uro moHumaeTcs moj (pOopManbHOCTBIO U TPEIBAPUTENBHOM MOArOTOBIEHHOCTHIO
nucKypca?
4) B ueM 3aKkiIr04aeTcsl CyIHOCTh COIMAILHOTO AelKkcuca?
IIpakTHueckue 3aJaHus:
Hcnonb3ys pa3nuuHble 0a3bl JAaHHBIX W DJIEKTPOHHBIN OWOJIMOTEKH MOJIrOTOBHTE
COOOINEHUSI O JIEKCMYECKMX M TpaMMaTH4YECKHUX OCOOEHHOCTSX OJIHOTO W3 BHJIOB
JUCKypca:
- CIIOPTUBHBIN JUCKYPC
- IeJarOTUYECKUM TUCKYpC
- MEUUHBINA TUCKYPC
- HAY4YHBIA JUCKYPC
- PEKJIaMHBIN JUCKYPC
- FOPUIUYECKUI TUCKYPC




Kon nnauxaropa WNHIuKaTop TOCTIKEHHUS KOMITCTEHIH
OneHouHble CpeacTBa

- IOJIUTHYECKHH AUCKYPC

KommiekcHbie mpoOieMHbIe 3a0aHus:

[Ipoanamu3upyiiTe TEKCTHI INKOJBHOTO Y4YeOHMKA C LEJNBI0 ONPE/ICNCHHUs BHUJIOB
JIUCKypca, conepkauuxca B HeM. CocTtaBbTe cBOe ydeOHOEe mocobOue, copaepkaliee
passinyHble BUbI AUcKypca. O60CHYHTE CBOM BBIOOD.

6) HOpﬂ}IOK MpoOBECACHUA l'[pOMe)KyTO‘{HOi/i aTTeCTallui, MOKa3aTe/Jim U KPUTEPUU OLICHUBaAHUSA:

Iloka3aTe i M KpUTEPUH OLICHMBAHUSA HA 3a4eTe:
Ha omeHky «3auTeHO0» — CTYACHT JOJDKCH MOKa3aTh BHICOKMH YpPOBEHb 3HAHMK Ha YpPOBHE BOCIPOU3BEICHHs, OOBSICHEHUS HH(OpMAINH,

HWHTCJUICKTYAJIbHBIC HABBIKW PCIICHUSA HpO6J’I€M Hn 3aJa4, HaXOXIACHHA OTBCTOB K npo6neMaM, OLCHKHU W BBIHCCCHUA KPUTUYCCKHUX CYDKHCHHﬁ, CTYACHT
JOJIKEH 000CHOBAHHO OTBETUTH Ha BOIIPOC, JaTb ONPCACICHNUEC IMOHATHIO, PCIINUTDb TCCT WUJIM BBIIIOJIHUTDL 3aJIaHUC,

Ha OLCHKY «HE€ 3a4YTEHO» — CTYJACHT HE MOXET IMOKa3aTb 3HAHHUA Ha YPOBHE BOCIPOU3BCIACHUA U 00BSICHEHUS I/IH(I)OpMaI_[I/II/I, HC MOXKCT IIOKa3aTb
HWHTCIJUICKTYAJIbHBIC HABBIKU PCIICHUA IMMPOCTHIX 3aaa4, CTYACHT HC OTBEYACT HA BOIIPOC, HE AACT ONPECACICHUC ITOHATHIO, HC PCIIACT TCCT UJIM HE BBIITOJIHACT

3aJaHuc.




