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1 esu ocBoeHMSI AUCUMIITIMHBI (MOXYJIS)

HeassMu oCBOeHHMS] JAUCUMILIMHBI (Moaynast) «JlUCKype» SBISIIOTCSL  OBJIAJICHHE
CIIOCOOHOCTHIO K KOMMYHHKAIIMU B YCTHOW M MUChbMEHHOU (hopMax Ha pyCCKOM M MHOCTPAaHHOM
S3bIKaxX I PElICHHMS 3aJa4 MEXJIUYHOCTHOIO M MEKKYJbTYPHOIO B3aMMOJICUCTBUA,
CIOCOOHOCTBIO  pemIaTh 3aJa4d  BOCHUTAHUS W JyXOBHO-HPAaBCTBEHHOTO  Pa3BHUTHS,
oOyJaromuxcsi B y4eOHOM W BHEYYCOHOW IESATEIHLHOCTH, CBOOOJHO BBIpaXaTh CBOM MBICIIH,
aJICKBaTHO HCIIOJIB3YsI PA3HOOOpPA3HBIC S3BIKOBBIE CPEICTBA C IIENIbIO BBIJICICHUS PEJICBAaHTHOM
nH(popMaLnH.

2 MecTo AUCHUILIMHBI (MOAYJIsI) B CTPYKType 00pa3oBaTe/ibHOH NPOrpaMMbl
MOAr0TOBKM 0akajiaBpa

HucuumnuHa «Jluckypc» BXOAMT B BapuUaTUBHYIO d4acTh Onoka 1 oOpazoBarenbHOU
nporpaMMbl 1o HampasieHuto 44.03.05 Ilemarornueckoe oOpasoBanue (¢ 2 mnpoduisMu
noArotoBku). Ilpodunb aHrIUNACKUNA S3bIK M HEMEUKHUHM SI3bIK U SIBIISIETCA AMCLUUILIMHOW IO
BBIOODY.

Jlig u3y4yeHus: AMCUUILIIMHBI HEOOX0AMMBI 3HaHUS (YMEHUs, BIaJIeHUs ), CPOPMUPOBAaHHbBIE
B pe3ynbrare usydeHus «llpakTuueckuil Kypc NHEepBOro MHOCTPAHHOTO S3bIKA (AHIJIMHCKUIL
A3bIK)», «BBeneHue B A3bIKO3HAHUE.

3HaHus (yMEHUSs, BIIAJCHMS), MOJIYYEHHbIE NMPU W3YYEHUM JAHHOW IUCLUIUIMHBI OyAyT
HEOOXOIUMBI Al TMPOXOXKJIEHUS TOCYJapCTBEHHOM WTOTOBOM aTTecTalud W claadu
roCyIapCTBEHHOIO DK3aMEHa.

3 Komnerenuuu oOy4yawmerocs, @QopMupyemMble B pe3yjabTare OCBOCHUS
AUCHUILIMHBI (MOAYJIs1) U IUVIAaHUPYeMble Pe3yJbTaThl 00y4eHHs

B pesynbrate ocBoeHust AMCUMIUIMHBL (MoAayns) «Jluckype» oOydaromuiics I0KEH
00JanaTh CIEeIyIOIUMU KOMIIETEHIUSAMMU:

CrpyKkTypHBIi
JIEMEHT [Inanupyemble pe3ynbTaThl O0y4eHUS

KOMIICTCHIIUHN

OK-4 crocoOHOCThIO K KOMMYHUKAallUM B YCTHOM M NHCbMEHHON (opmax Ha pPycCKOM U
MHOCTPAHHOM  sI3bIKax Ui pElIeHHUs 3aJad  MEXJIUYHOCTHOTO M MEXKKYJIbTYPHOIO
B3aUMOJICHCTBUS

3narb — OCHOBHBIE OIIPE/EIICHU U ITIOHATHS TEOPUU TUCKYPCa;

— OCHOBHBIE BHJIbI JUCKYpCa, IPUMEHSAEMBIE B IIPOLIECCE MEKINYHOCTHON U
MEKKYJIbTYPHOH KOMMYHUKAIUU;

— 0COOEHHOCTH BUJOB aHIJIOS3BIUHOTO JUCKYpca

YMeTh — IPUMEHATH THII JUCKYPCA B COOTBETCTBUU C KOMMYHHMKAaTUBHOM 3a7a4ei;
— CTpPOUTbH MUCbMEHHBIE (POPMBI AUCKYPCA;
— CTPOUTH YCTHBIE GOPMBI TUCKYpCa.

Braners — YCTHBIMHU (pOpMaMHM aHTJIOS3BIYHOTO AUCKYPCA;

— MHCbMEHHBIMU (POpPMaMU aHTJIOA3BIYHOTO JUCKYPCa;

— Ha0oOpoM  CpelIcTB  OOecleyuBaIOLIMX  YCTHYHO M IHUCHbMEHHYIO
KOMMYHHUKAIIMIO HA HHOCTPAHHOM SI3BIKE.

IIK-3 crnocoOHOCTBIO pelaTh 3aJaud BOCIUTAHUS U JIyXOBHO-HPaBCTBEHHOI'O Ppa3BUTHS,
oOyuaronuxcs B yueOHOM 1 BHEYUEOHOU NeSTEIbHOCTH

3HaTh — OCHOBHBIC 3aJa4M HPABCTBCHHOI'O BOCIIUTAHUSA,
OCHOBHBIC HAITPABJICHUA AYXOBHO-HPABCTBCHHOI'O pa3BUTH,
OCHOBHBIC BU/IbI y‘IGHOI\/'I n BH€y‘I€6HOI>i JACATCIIBHOCTH,

VYmern

pelaTh 3a/1a4l HpaBCTBEHHOT'O BOCIIUTAHUS TIOCPEICTBOM JIUCKYpCa;
HaXOJUTh CHocoObl 3G (EKTUBHOIO PpEHIeHUs] JTyXOBHO-HPABCTBEHHOTO




CrpyKTypHBIi

JNEMEHT [Tmanupyemplie pe3yabTaTbl 00ydIeHUs
KOMIETCHITNU
Pa3BUTHS MOCPEICTBOM PA3IMIHBIX THIIOB AUCKYPCa;
— KOPPEKTHO BBIpa)KaThb M apryMEHTHPOBAHHO OOOCHOBBHIBATH B3aWMOCBS3b
mporiecca BOCIHTAaHUS U JyXOBHO-HPAaBCTBEHHOTO PAa3BHTHS yYaIIUXCSA C
pa3IMYHBIMU BHJIAMH JIMICKYpCa.
Brnaners — 3(hdexTUBHBIMEU criOCOOaMM peIlIeHUs 3a7a4, CBI3aHHBIX C HPAaBCTBEHHBIM

BOCIIUTAHUEM MOCPEICTBOM PA3IUYHbBIX TUIIOB JIUCKYpCa;
3¢(GEeKTUBHBIMU METOJMKAMM, HANpaBJIEHHbIMU Ha (OpPMHUPOBaHUE
HPaBCTBEHHO-JYXOBHOTO BOCHMTAaHHS IOCPEACTBOM PpAa3JIMYHBIX THUIIOB
IMCKYpCa;

HabOpOM IPHUEMOB HPABCTBEHHO-TYXOBHOTO DPa3BUTHUS, NPUMEHSIEMbIX B
yueOHOM 1 BHEYUEOHO! NesITeNIbHOCTH;

JAIK-3 ymeer CcBOOOIHO BBIpaKaThb CBOM MBICIH, AJCKBATHO WCIOJIB3Ysl pPa3HOOOpa3HbIe
SI3BIKOBBIE CPEJICTBA C LIEJIbIO BbIIEICHUS pelIeBaHTHON UH(pOpMALUU

3HaTh — OCHOBHBIE BU/JIbI IUCKYpCa;
— OCHOBHBIC JICKCUYCCKHEC U I'paMMaTHUYCCKUC CPCACTBA,MUCII0JIb3YCMBIC ITPU
MOCTPOCHUH JTUCKYPCa;
— JIUCKYPCHOHHBIE MapKephl pesIeBaHTHOM MH(OpMaLUu;
YMeTh — THPHUMCHATDH Pa3INYHBIC BUAbI AUCKYpCa B 3aBUCHUMOCTH oT
KOMMYHHUKATHBHOU MHTCHI U,
— THNPHUMCHATH JICKCUYCCKHUC u rpaMMaTUYCCKUC cpeacTBa CBs3HU,
UCII0JIb3YEMBIE B TUCKYPCE;
— pacno3HaBaThAMCKYPCHOHHBIE MapKephl PEIEBAHTHON HH(POPMALIUH
BJ'[a)ICTB — Pa3JIWYHBIMH BUJAMH JUCKYpPCA,
— JICKCMYCCKMMHU I'PaMMAaTHUYCCKUMU CPCACTBAM IMOCTPOCHUA JUCKYpPCA,
— JIUCKYPCHOHHBIMHM MapKepamH peieBaHTHON HHPOpMAaIIN

4 CTpyKTypa u cofepkaHue JUCUMILIMHBI (MOLYJI5)
OO01as TpyI0eMKOCTh AUCUUILIUHBI COCTABISIET 7 3a4€THBIX €AMHULl 252 aKaj. yacos,

B TOM YHCIJIC:

— KOHTakTHas padota — 105.4 axaj. 4acos:
—aymuropHast — 101 akan. 4yacos;
— BHeayauTopHas —_4.4  akaJl. 4acoB
— camocTosTenbHas padora— 110,9 axaj. gacos;
— MOJITOTOBKA K dK3aMeHy — 35,7 akaj. yaca
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1. Paszmen: [uckypc| 8
KaK npeaMeT
JIMHTBHCTHYECKOTO




Pasznen/ tema
JOUCIIUIIIINHBI

Cemectp

AynutopHas
KOHTaKTHast
paborta
(B akan. yacax)

JICKIUU
nabopar.
3aHITHS
NPaKTUY.
3aHIATHS

CamocrosTeabHas
pabora (B akaj. yacax)

Bun

CaMOCTOATEILHON

paboThI

dopma TeKymero
KOHTPOJIS
yCIIEBAEMOCTH U
IIPOMEKYTOUHOU
aTTecTaluuu

Kon u ctpykTypHbIit
DIIEMEHT
KOMTIETCHITHH

W3Yy4YeHUs, €r0 MECTO
B pany  OIM3KHX
MOHATUI JUCKYpCa.

1.1. Tema:
dunocodcko-
METOI0JIOTHYECKHE
OCHOBaHMS  aHajIu3a
SI3BIKOBOTO  OOIICHUS.
SI3BIK KaK COITMAILHO-
IICUXOJIOTHISCKHI
¢denomen. Komonas,
uH(pEepeHIIMOHHas U
WHTEpaKIIMOHHAS
MOJCIT
KOMMYHUKAITUH.
WNHrepaku.  moxens
0O0IIeHHUS KakK
pazBuTHE Haeu
nuanora M. baxTuna.

5 5/4

IloaroroBka K
MPAKTUYECKOMY
3aHATHIO.

VYcrHblii onpoc.

OK-4-
3y, IIK-
3 -3y
JIIK-3
—3y

1.2. Tema:
JluckypcuBHas
OHTOJIOTHS B
MpUHIIHUIA
COLIMAIBHOTO
KOHCTPYKIIMOHAIU3Ma
KaK
METOJI0JIOTHYECKOE
OCHOBaHUE
IIparMaJMHI BUCTHKHU.

BUJIE

4 4/3

15

IloaroroBka K
MPAKTUYECKOMY
3aHSITUIO.

VYcTHbIi onpoc.

OK-4-
3y, IIK-
3 -3y
JIIK-3
—3y

1.3. Tema: Tloaxoasl
K OTIPENICTICHUTO
TUCKYypca.

4 4/3

15,25

ITonroroBka K
MPAKTUYECKOMY
3aHATHIO.
ITonroroBka
JIOKJIaa 110 TeMeE.

OK-4-

3yB,
[IK-3 —

3yB
JIIK-3

Hroro no pazneny

13 13/10

45,25

VYcTHbIi onpoc.

Hroro 3a cemecTp

13 13/10

45,25

IIpomexyTouHas
arrecranus —
3a4yer

2. Paspen: Cemanruka
%1 Fp aMMaTHuKa
JMCKypca
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2.1. Tewma: 4 8/3 8 |IlogroroBka K OK-4-
CemanTuka MPAKTUYECKOMY 3yB,
JICKypca: 3aHATHIO. [IK-3 —
TIPOTIO3UIIHS, Brinosnenue 3yB
pedepens, NPAKTHIECKHAX JIIK-3
SKCILTHKATYDA, 3aJlaHuM TI0 TEMeE. —3yB
UMIUIMKATYpa,
uH(pepeHuus,
MPECYNIO3ULUS U JIp.
2.2. Tema: Tema 4 8/3 | 8 |IlogroroBka K|Ycrubiii onpoc.  |OK-4-
JUCKYypca. Tema IIPAKTHYECKOMY 3yB,
TOBOPSIIIETO. 3aHATHIO. TIK-3 —
Konrekcr nuckypea u Beinonuenue 3yB
ero TUIIBL. MPAKTUYECKUX AIIK-3
KoruuTHBHEIE 3aJIaHU 10 TEME. — 3yB
CTPYKTYpPBI JUCKYypCa.
2.3. Tema: Peuesble 4 8/2 | 8 |IllogroroBka K|Ycrubiit onpoc.  |OK-4-
aKkThl, = HUX  THIIBI, MPaKTUUYECKOMY 3yB,
KOMMYHUKATBHBIE 3aHATHIO. [K-3 —
aKThI, XOJbI, 0OMEHEI, Brimonnenne 3yB
TPAHCAKIINH, PEUYCBBIC TIPAKTHHCCKUX JIIK-3
COGEITHS KaK 3aJlaHuM TI0 TEMeE. — 3yB
€IMHHULIBI TUCKYpCa.
2.4. Tema: MeHa 2 4/2 | 5,2 |[loaroroBka Kk Yerusiii onpoc.  |OK-4-
KOMMYHHMKATHUBHBIX MIPaKTUYECKOMY 3yB,
poen, 3aHSTHIO. [IK-3 -
KOMMYHHKaTHUBHAas Brinosinenue 3yB
CTparerusi, KOTe3Hs, MPAKTUYECKUX AIIK-3
KOTepeHIus, 3a/IaHUM 10 TEME. — 3yB
METaKOMMYHUKALIUS
U JIEUKCUC TUCKYypCa.
Utoro no pazneny 14 28/10{ 29,2 KouTtponbsHas
paborta
Hroro 3a cemectp 14 28/10| 29,2 IIpomexyTouHas
17 aTTrecTanus —
3auyer
3. Pazgem: Tumsr| A
JHCKypca
3.1. Tewma: 4 9/4 | 12 |[loaroroBka K OK-4-
JluckypcuBHOE MPaKTUYECKOMY 3yB,
KOHCTPYUPOBAHUE 3aHATHIO. [K-3 —
COLMANBHOTO  MHMPA. Beinonaenne 3yB
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«KoHBeHIIMA, MIPAKTUYECKUX JIIK-3
«AHCTUTYT» KaK 3aJlaHuM TI0 TEMeE. — 3yB
COLIMAJIbHBIE
KaTeropuu JAUCKypca.
3.2. Tema: Twumel 4 9/4 | 12 |IloaroroBka K OK-4-
JHCKYypca, cdepbl MPaKTUYECKOMY 3yB,
OOIICHH, 3aHATHIO. IIK-3 —
dbopmansHOCTS, Hoxroroeka 3yB
MpeBapUTEIbHAS AOKJIaza 110 JIIK-3
1O JIFOTOBJIEHHOCTh teme.CocraBieHue —3yB
JHCKypCa. coo0I1eHue B
CoLHaIBHEL pamMKax 0JJHOTO W3
i TUIIOB JAUCKYpCa.
33. Tema: OmpIT 3 4/2 112,45|IloaroToBka K OK-4-
MHTEPIPETAaTUBHOTO MIPaKTUYECKOMY 3yB,
IUCKYypC-aHaJIn3a. 3aHATHIO. [K-3 —
Brmonnenne 3yB
JIUCKypC-aHaIn3a JIIK-3
IIPEI0KEHHOTO —3yB
TEKCTa.
Utoro no pazneny 11 22/10|36,45 KouTtponbsHas
pabora.
[TnceMeHHbII
JMCKYpC-aHau3
TEKCTa.
Hroro 3a cemectp 11 22/10|36,45 IIpomexyTouHas
" aTTecTanus —
IK3aMeH
Hroro mno 38 63/30(110,9
JUCHMIITIMHE n

5 O0pa3oBaTe/ibHbIC U HH(POPMALMOHHBIEC TEXHOJIOTHH

[Ipu u3yyeHun TUCHUILIMHBI «/{HCKYypC» MCHOJB3YIOTCS cleyrouue o0pa3oBaTelbHble U

nH(pOpMaLlMOHHbIE

TEXHOJIOTUH:

TpaaAuLIMOHHBLIC

00pa3zoBaTeIbHBIC

TCXHOJIOTHH

(uHpOpManMOHHAs JIEKIUS, CEMUHAp), MHTEPAKTUBHbIE TEXHOJOTUHU (CEMUHAp-IUCKycCus),
MH(}OPMaLlMOHHO-KOMMYHUKATUBHbIE 00pa30BaTe/bHbIE TEXHOJOIUU (JEKUUA-BU3yaTU3aLUs,
MIPaKTUYECKOE 3aHATHE B (hOpME MTPE3EHTAIIUHN).

6 YueOHO-MeTOAMYECKOE O0ecniedeHHe CAMOCTOATEIbHOI padoThl 00y4YaomMXCst

Ilo

JUCIHUITIIIMHE

«JIuckype»

camocTosiTeNbHasE paboTa 00y4aromuxcsl.

IpeycCMOTpeHa

ayJUTOpHas

u

BHEAYJUTOPHAS




AynuTopHas caMmocCTOsiTelIbHasg paboTa CTYAEHTOB NpeAIoJiaraeT YCTHBIM oOmpoc u
BBINIOJIHEHUE MPAKTUYECKUX 3a/laHuH (YIpaKHEHUI) Ha IPAKTUUYECKUX 3aHATHUSAX.

1 Pazgen: Jluckypc Kak nmpeaMeT JUHIBUCTHUECKOIO U3YUYEHHUS, €r0 MECTO B PsILy OIM3KUX
MOHATUI JUCKYpCa.

TeopeTnueckue BOIPOCHI:
1) PackpoiiTe noHATHE COLMAIBHOTO KOHCTPYKIIMOHAIN3MA KaK METOJ0JI0TMYE€CKOr0 OCHOBAHUS
IparMajJuHI BUCTHUKH.
2). Ilepeuncaute TEOpETUIECKHE MOJCIIA KOMMYHHUKAITUH.
3) PaccmoTpuTe Moaxoabl K NOHITUIO «AUCKYpey. JlaiiTe onpenenenue AucKypcea.

[IpakTrnueckue 3agaHus:

[ToaroroBeTe NOKIAN HA CAEAYIOIINE TEMBI:
1) Huckypc - KaK npeaMer U3y4eHus B ryMaHUTapHbIX HayKax.
2) llIupoxoe 1 y3K0€ MOHUMaHUE TEPMUHA «IUCKYPCH
3) [loaxopl K MOHATHUIO «JIUCKYPC» B OT€YECTBEHHOW JTMHIBUCTHUKE.
4) Iloaxo1bl K HOHATHIO JTUCKYPC B 3aI1aJHOU JIMHTBUCTHKE.
5) Tunosnorus U CTpyKTypa JUcKypca.

2. Paznen: CemaHTHKa ¥ TpaMMaTHKa AUCKypCca
TeopeTndeckue BOIPOCHI:
1). Uto Takoe «pedepeHuiusi»?
2). Kak cOOTHOCSTCS 9KCIUTMKATypa U UMILTUKATypa?
3). ChopmynupyiiTe onpeaeneHne TeMbI TUCKypca.
4). Kakumu cpeacTBamMu BbIpakaeTcsi TeMa roBOPSIIEro?
5) [IpoumntocTpupyiite npumMepaMu KOrHUTUBHBIE CTPYKTYPBI JUCKYypCa.
6) Uro Takoe peueBoil akT B TEOpUU AUCKYypca?
7). PackpoiiTe OCHOBHBIE MOHATHS TEOPUU peueBbIX akToB.[lepeuncnure TUIBI peUeBbIX aKTOB.
8) IlpuBenuTe nprMepbl KOCBEHHBIX PEYEBBIX aKTOB.
9). Cpnenaiite cooOmeHHe O TaKuUX SBICHUSAX KaK «KOTE3Us», «KOTEpPEeHLUs» U
«METaKOMMYHHUKALIHSI.

[IpakTnueckue 3agaHus:
Haitaure B npenyioKEHHbBIX TEKCTAX CACAYIOLINE SIBIICHUS:
1) DkcrmuKaus ¥ UMIUTUKALINS:
2) Tema auckypca.
3) Tema roBopsiiero
4) KorautuBHas CTpyKTypa JUCKypca.
5) Onpenenute BUABI PEYEBBIX AaKTOB, UCIIOJIB3YEMbIX B C IMAJIOTUYECKON PEUH MEPCOHAKEH.
6) Haiigure npumepbl KOre3uu U KOrepeHI|H.

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 grave
ships 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. I 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.

’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. ‘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 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 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 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 I’d get him a train this
time. I 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. |
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.»

«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.

3 Paznen: Tunsr quckypca
TeopeTnueckue BOIPOCHI:
1) Yro Takoe conranbHble KaTErOpuM AucKypca?
2) Kakumu S3bIKOBBIMU CPEJICTBAMU MTPOUCXOAUT KOHCTPYHPOBAHUE COLIMAIBHOTO MUpa?
3) KakoBbl OCHOBHBIE KPUTEPHUH BbIACIECHUS TOTO WM UHOTO THIA JUCKypca?
4) YTo Takoe «COIMaTBHBIA JEHKCHCH?

[IpakTrueckue 3aaHus:
1) IloaroroBbTe MOKIaA 00 OJHOM U3 CIAEAYIOIIUX BUJIOB JUCKYpCa:
- CLIOPTUBHBIN JUCKYPC
- IEJarOTUYECKUN TUCKYPC
- MEIMUHBIN TUCKYPC
- HAY4YHBIN TUCKYypC
- PEKJIAMHBIN TUCKYPC
- IOPUJIMYECKUI TUCKYPC
- TOJIUTUYECKHUI AUCKYPC
2) BeInosHMTE MMCHMEHHBINA aHATU3 TIPEITIOKEHHOTO JTUCKYypCa:

1“The great Maxine Waters—that’s a beauty,” President Donald Trump said at 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
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 I 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
1s, 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 I got off the train in Nashville, Tennessee — a slow, gray rain. [ was tired
so I 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, I had decided that I 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,» I said to myself as I got ready for bed. Just an ordinary, sleepy
southern town.»

I was born in the south myself. But I live in New York now. I 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.

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 I 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.»

«I want to go to eight-sixty-one Jasmine Street,» I said, and I 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?» I 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. I
got out of the carriage.

«That will be two dollars, sir,» Uncle Caesar said. I 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 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. I 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. I heard the man’s rough voice and her gentle one. Then a door slammed and she
came back into the room.

«I 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. I 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 I saw a torn
dollar fixed with blue paper, with a corner missing. It was the one I 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. I picked her up and
carried her to the old red sofa. I 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.» I said in surprise. «I 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 I heard Caesar’s voice in the other room. «Did he take all the money I gave
you yesterday, Miss Azalea?» «Yes, Caesar,» I heard her answer softly. «He took both dollars.»

I went into the room and gave Azalea Adair fifty dollars. I 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. I 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 I stood near his body, Caswell’s right hand opened.



Something fell from it and rolled near my feet. I 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 I 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. Caenaiite cooOleHre, NCIoIb3ysl OJIUH U3 BUIOB IUCKYypCa:
- CLIOPTUBHBIN JUCKYPC
- IEJarOTUYECKUNA TUCKYPC
- MEIMUHBIN TUCKYPC
- HAY4YHBIN TUCKYpC
- PEKJIAaMHBIN TUCKYPC
- IOPUANYECKUI JUCKYPC
- TOJIUTUYECKHUI AUCKYPC

7 O1ieHOYHBIE Cpeacrea Jid MpoBEACHUSA l'lpOMe)KyTO‘lHOﬁ aTreCcTanmmu

a) HJIaHI/IpyeMLIe PeE3yJdbTaThbl Oﬁy‘leHI/lﬂ H OCHOYHBIC CpEeaACTBAa IJd NPOBECACHUSA
HpOMe)KyTO‘IHOﬁ aTrTreCcTalmu:

CTpYKTYPHBIN
PYKTYP [Inanupyembie pe3ysbTaThl
SJIEMEHT OrneHouHBIC CpEeACTBA
0o0y4eHus
KOMIIETEHIIMHA

OK-4 cnocoGHOCTHI0O K KOMMYHUKAllUM B YCTHOW W TNHUCBMEHHOM (opMax Ha pPyCCKOM M
MHOCTPAaHHOM  fI3bIKax JUId pELIeHUs 3aJad MEXKJIMYHOCTHOIO U MEXKYJIbTYpPHOIO
B3aUMOJICICTBUSA

3HaTh — OCHOBHBIE ONpeeIICHUS U Teopernueckre BONIPOCHI:

MOHSTHUS TEOPUU JTIUCKYPCA; 1. JlaiiTe onpenesieHUE JUCKYpCa;

— OCHOBHBIE  BHJBl  JIHCKYypca, 2. Packpoiite HOHATHA:

IIPUMCHSIEMbIC B mpoIiecce IIPOIO3UI KA, pe(bepeHuHﬂ, OKCILIMKaTypa,

MEXJIMYHOCTHOM M MEXKYJIbTYpHOU MMILIMKATYPA, uH(pepeHus,

KOMMYHHUKAIINH, [IPECYMITO3UIIHAL.

—  0COOCHHOCTH BUJIOB 3. PackpoiiTe OCHOBHBIC TOHATHS]

aHTJIOA3BIYHOTO JUCKypca TEOpUM pedeBbIX akToB. Ilepeuncnure

BUIbl PEUEBBIX AKTOB;
4. Ha3oBUTE CHOBHEIC €IMHUIIB]

ICKypca;

5. HazoBute OCHOBHEIC THUIIB]
ICKypca;

6. Maiite olpezeNeHue]

COIMAJILHOTO JEHKCHCA;
7. Uto OTHOCHUTCA K COIIMAIbHBIM
KaTerOpHusM JHCKypca.
8. B dueM 3akmro4yaeTcs OCHOBHBLIC
OTJINYMSL AHTJIOSI3BIYHBIX THIIOB JHUCKYpCA
OT TaKUX )K€ B PYCCKOM SI3BIKE.

VMers — INPUMEHATh THI JUCKypca B [TpakTHdeckue 3a1aHus:
COOTBETCTBUU C KOMMYHUKATUBHOMW |- MPOYHUTANUTE TECT M COOTHECHUTE THI]
3aauen; FCKypca Ha COOTBETCTBHE]

— CTPOMTh IHUCHMEHHBIE (POPMBI KOMMYHMKATUBHOW  3amade  (Hay4Has|
CTaThsi, CTaThi HA NOJUTHYECKYIO TEMY|




CrpyKTypHBIi

[Inanupyemsle pe3ysbTaThl

AIIEMEHT OrneHOYHBIE CPECTBA
00y4eHus
KOMITCTECHITUHT
JHMCKYpCa; CIIOPTUBHBIA PETIOPTAXK U TIP.):
— CTpOHWTH YCTHBIE GOpMEI |- - oOmpeneauTe TIpaMMATHYCCKUE H
IHCKypca. TIEKCHUYECKHE CPENICTBA HEOOXOMMBIE IS

HaIMCaHUs: HAyYHOU CTaThH, JIeKIapaluu,
[paBWJI BBINOJHEHUS 33JaHUN, pEeLenTa)
[IPUTOTOBJICHUS, pacCKa3a, JEKIUH U IIp.

— OIpeAenuTe  IpaMMarTH4ecKue U
JIEKCUYECKHE CpeACTBa HEOOXOAUMBbIE /IS
COCTaBJICHUS TEKCTa YCTHOTO
[MOJINTUYECKOTO  3asIBJICHUS,  BEJICHUS]
naniora B 00ILECTBEHHOM opraHu3aliy, B
Mara3uHe, Ha [IpUeMe y Bpaya U Ip.

1) It was raining as I got off the train in|
Nashville, Tennessee — a slow, gray rain.
I was tired so I 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, I had decided that I wanted
no more of him. I said good night.

[ went up to my room and looked out the|
window. It was ten o’clock but the town
was silent. «A nice quiet place,» I 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 — a
psychoactive drug also known as ecstasy —|
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makes them so sociable that they touch
and 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
GiilDo6len, at Johns Hopkins University|
School of Medicine. “What our studies|
suggest is that certain brain chemicals, of
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 a 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
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will finish out 2018 in her role, with 4
replacement likely to be nominated in the|
near future. (And Trump's meeting with
Kanye West on Thursday, so that's that
sorted?)
"She's done a fantastic job," Trump said of
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
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KOMIICTCHIIUN O6quHI/I$I
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 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 is sustainable — as Premier|
Rugby’s juggernaut ploughs on.
For some reason, the retention of 4
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, I would.
Shirley: These are chocolate, and those are
almondflavored.
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, [’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’l]
make some tonight.
6. Saleslady: Can I help you?
Gloria: Yes, I'm looking for a pair of
white gloves. I think I
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 fivetwenty with the
tax.

Bnanern —  YCTHBIMH dopmamu KoMIuieKCHbIE poOIeMHBIE 3aJaHUS:

AHIJIOA3BIYHOI'0 JUCKYpPCa,

— COCTaBbTE COOOIIEHUE Ha 3aIaHHYIO|
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AIIEMEHT OrneHOYHBIE CPECTBA
00y4eHus
KOMITCTECHITUHT
— TNHCHMCHHBIMU (dopmamu [TeMy (TOJUTHYECKOE 3asBICHME, JIEKLHUS,
AHTJIOSI3BITHOTO JINCKYPCa; 0OBsICHEHUE TIPUYHHBI OTIO3/IaHUH,
— HabopoMm cpezcTB, CIOPTUBHBIA PENOPTAXK M MP.) NPUMEHSIS]
obecreunBaroIux YCTHYIO W [MpaBMIIa OpraHu3aIuy YCTHOTO TUCKYypCca

IMUCbMCHHYIO KOMMYHUKAlIlUIO Ha
HHOCTPAHHOM SA3BIKE.

— COCTaBbT€ B IUCbMEHHOU (opme
coOOIIIeHNe Ha OJIHY W3 3a/JaHHBIX TEM,
(Hamucathb JIEIIOBOE MMHUCHMO B

OpraHu3aliio, CTAaThI0 Ha CIOPTHBHYIO
TeMy, TMOJUTUYECKUH 0030p TEKYIIHX
COOBITHIA, IpaBujla  IIOBEIEHUA B
00pa3oBaTEeIbHOM YUPEXJIECHUU U Tp.),
[PUMEHSSL CPENCTBA, OO0ECICUNBAIONING
IMNCbMCHHYIO KOMMYHHKAIIUIO HAQ
MHOCTPAHHOM S3BIKC.

IIK-3 cnocoOGHOCTRIO pemaTh 3aJayd BOCIUTAHUS M JyXOBHO-HPABCTBEHHOI'O pPa3BUTHS,

00yJarommxcsi B yaeOHOM 1 BHEYUY€OHOU ACSITEIIBHOCTH
3HaTh — OCHOBHBIE 3a[a49M HPAaBCTBEHHOTO |l €OPETUUECKHE BOTIPOCHI:
BOCIIUTAHHS; 1) KakoBbl 3amaud  HPABCTBEHHOTO
— OCHOBHBIE HaIIPaBJIECHUS TyXOBHO- BOCIIMTAHWA Ha PAa3JIUWYHBIX CTYIICHAX|
HPABCTBEHHOT'O PA3BUTHS; o0OyueHus?
— OCHOBHble BHmbl yueHoii u|2) Kak ¢ HPaBCTBEHHO-IYXOBHBIM
BHEYIEOHOI ICSTEIbHOCTH BOCIIUTAHHMEM  CBsi3aHa  JAMCKYpCHBHas
KaTeropus COLMAIBHOTO Jieikcnca?
3) KakoBbl 0coOE€HHOCTH MIPOSIBIICHUS]
COLIMANIBHOTO JeiiKkcuca B y4ueOHOM U He
Y4€OHOM 1eATeTLHOCTH ?
— 4) Kak Tema TroBOpSILIErO MOXKeT|
OTPENeIATh BEKTOPbI JTyXOBHO-
HPaBCTBEHHOI'O Pa3BUTHUS ydaIIuXcsi?
YmMmern [IpakTHuecKkue 3aJaHus:

— pflatb 3aJa4d HPABCTBCHHOI'O

BOCIIUTAHUSA MTOCPEIICTBOM
JMCKypCa;
— HaXOIOUTh CITOCOOBI

3¢ (GEeKTUBHOIO pEIIeHHs] JTyXOBHO-
HPaBCTBEHHOTO pa3BUTUS
MOCPEJCTBOM  PA3JIUYHBIX  THUIIOB
IMCKYpCa;

— KOPPEKTHO BbIpaXaTh u
apryMEHTUPOBAaHHO 0OOCHOBBIBATH
B3aMMOCBSI3b IpOliecca BOCHUTAHUS
u JyXOBHO-HPABCTBEHHOT'O
Pa3BUTHSI y4YAIIMXCS C Pa3IHMYHbIMU
BUJIaMU JHCKYpCa.

Bribepute u3 NPEUIOKEHHBIX TEKCTOB
TUCKYPC, CIOCOOCTBYIOIIMKM  JTyXOBHO-
HpPaBCTBEHHOMY Pa3BUTUIO:

a) The Golden Boys

by Chris Rose

Every August. Every August for twelve
years. Every August for twelve years we
went to the same small town on holiday.
Every August for twelve years we went to|
the same beach. Every August for twelve
years my parents rented the same small
house in the same small town near the
same beach, so every morning of every|
August for twelve years I woke up 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
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we sat every day, and everyday MrMorellj
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. 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 I sat there|
and read books and sometimes played
volleyball with some of the other boys and
girls who were there, but I never made anyj
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.
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Richard and Philip, Richard and Philip,
Richard and Philip — it was all I 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.

[ 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. 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.
Mrs 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. Mrg
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 Mrg
Hamilton how wonderful their sons were. |
ate one hamburger and didn’t talk to
anybody. After a while, I left, and made
sure that nobody saw me leave.

Mrs Moffat ate three plates of chicken and
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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
gone!!! It’s GONE!!!” Everybody on the
beach ran over to Mrs Moffat to see what
the problem was. “Someone has taken myj
bag!!!” she screamed, “Someone has
stolen my bag!!!”

“Impossible!” said everybody else. “This
is a very safe, friendly beach! There are no
thieves here!” But it was true. Mrs
Moftat’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 af]
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.

I sat there, pretending to read my book and

trying to hide a big, fat purse under the
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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 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. Buf
sometimes the bird looked at Samir, and
Samir could see that the bird’s eyes werg]
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|
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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
ofit.”

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. I
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.
“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 1it?”
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 ox
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 hig
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
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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
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 his 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! I told you it was useless! Come on,|
Samir, I 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.”
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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. I haven’t got time to waste on a|
stupid old bird.”
“Uncle, I promise you. If the bird won’t
hunt this time, then you can get rid of it,
and I 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.
“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 aj
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

mousc.
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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.
His 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 I 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.
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, o
stupid, or perhaps both!”
“Like you!”

“We  want our money  back!”
Samir’s uncle looked very worried.
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“Look” he started to say, “I 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
us!!!”

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

(UToOmI IIPOCITYIIATh ayIM03aIuCH
pacckaza, Ha)XKMHUTE Ha TPEYTrOJIbHUK)

[t was raining as | got off the train in
Nashville, Tennessee — a slow, gray rain.
[ was tired so I 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, I had decided that I wanted
no more of him. I said good night.

[ went up to my room and looked out the|
window. It was ten o’clock but the town
was silent. «A nice quiet place,» I said to

myself as [ got ready for bed. Just an
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ordinary, sleepy southern town.»

[ was born in the south myself. But I live
in New York now. I 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 I 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.»

«I want to go to eight-sixty-one Jasming
Street,» I said, and I 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?» I 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. I got out of the carriage.

«That will be two dollars, sir,» Uncle
Caesar said. I gave him two one-dollar
bills. As I 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 I knocked. She was about fifty years
old. Her white hair was pulled back from

her small, tired face. She wore a pale
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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 1 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 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.

«I 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. I went back to my
hotel.

Just before dinner, Major Wentworth

Caswell found me. It was impossible to
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avoid him. He insisted on buying me a|
drink and pulled two one-dollar bills from
his pocket. Again I saw a torn dollar fixed|
with blue paper, with a corner missing. It
was the one I 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. I picked her up and carried her to the
old red sofa. I 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 I heard Caesar’s voice
in the other room. «Did he take all the
money | gave you yesterday, Miss
Azalea?» «Yes, Caesar,» 1 heard hen
answer softly. «He took both dollars.»
I went into the room and gave Azalea
Adair fifty dollars. I 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
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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. I 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 I took out of myj
pocket the object that had dropped from
Caswell’s dead hand. 1 threw it into the
river below.

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

Bnazetrs

— 3¢ heKTUBHBIMU crioco0aMu
pemieHusi  3ajad, CBSI3aHHBIX C
HPABCTBEHHBIM BOCITUTAHUEM
MMOCPEACTBOM  PA3UYHBIX  THIIOB
JMCKypca;

— 3¢GdEeKTUBHBIMH  METOJIMKAMH,
HaIpaBJIeHHBIMU Ha (HOPMHUPOBAHHE

HPaBCTBEHHO-/TyXOBHOI'O

BOCTIMTAHUS MOCPENICTBOM
PAa3JIMYHBIX TUIIOB JUCKYPCA;
— HabopoMm MIPUEMOB

HPaBCTBEHHO-IyXOBHOI'O Pa3BHUTHS,
NpUMEHSEeMbIX B  y4eOHOH H
BHEY4EOHOM NIeATEIbHOCTH;

KomruiekcHbie mpoOIeMHBIC 3a/1aHUS:

CocTaBpTe JUCKYpPC HA  aHTJIUHCKOM
SI3bIKE, HAIPaBJICHHBI Ha  Pa3BUTHC
HPaBCTBEHHOTO-TyXOBHOTO  BOCITUTAHUS

Y4aIHuXCsl.

AIK-3 ymeer cBOOOJHO BBIpa)kaTh CBOUW MBICTH, aJIEKBaTHO HCIIOJIB3ySd pPa3HOOOpa3HbIC
SI3BIKOBBIE CPEJICTBA C LIEJIbIO BbIICICHUS peIeBaHTHON UH(pOpMALUU

3HaTh

— OCHOBHBIC THIIBI JUCKYpPCA,

— OCHOBHBIE  JIGKCHYCCKHE U
rpaMMaTHYECKHE Cpe/CTBa,
HCIIOJIb3YEMBIC pu IMOCTPOCHNU
JIMCKYypCa;

— JUCKYPCHOHHBIC MapKEPLI

pelieBaHTHOM UH(pOpMAIIY;

TeopeTnueckue BOIPOCHI:
1) HazoBuTe OCHOBHBIE TUIIBI JUCKYpCa;
2) [lepeuncianTe OCHOBHbIE JIEKCUUECKUE U

rpaMMaTHYECKUE CpencTBa,
VCIIOJIb3YEMbIE pu IIOCTPOECHUY|
CJIEIYIOLUX THUIIOB JUCKypca:
FOPUINYECKUI MOJIUTHYECKHUIA,
[egarornyeckuii, HaydHbIH U 1p.)

3) UYto cuuTaercsi JAUCKYPCHOHHBIM|
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KOMITETCHIINU
MapKepoM peleBaHTHOW WH(OpManuu B
Ka)KJIOM BHJIE JTUCKypca?
Ymerhb — I[PUMCHATHL pPaA3JIMYHBIC BHUJbI HpaKTI/I‘{eCKI/Ie 3aJJaHusd:

JTUCKypca B 3aBUCUMOCTH  OT
KOMMYHUKAaTHBHON MHTEHIIHH;

NPUMEHATh  JIGKCUYECKUe U
IrpaMMAaTUYECKUE CpEACTBA CBA3H,

HCIIOJIb3YEMBIC B TUCKYPCEC,

— pacmo3HaBaTh JUCKYPCHOHHBIE
MapKepbl peneBaHTHOM
uHpopmanuu

Haiigure ommOku, coBepliaeMble Ipy
reperaud pesieBaHTHOM HHGpOpMaluu B
3aJaHHOM TEKCTE; MIEPEUHCITUTE
JICKCHUYCCKHUEC U I'PaMMaTUICCKHUE CPECACTBA
CBSI3H, HCIIOJIb3YEMEbIE B TUCKYpCE:

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. I remember now. It
was in Manchester.” He told a long, boring
story about his wife and a bus in
Manchester.

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

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

[’ve just come from a meeting with myj
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. «I
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
a lot of his money to an organism. That is,

part of it goes to the man who invents a
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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. I forgot to say that she was in
on the ring and ten dollar joke, too. I 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 ong
reasonable thing you could do. You can go
and buy Miss LottalLauriere a diamond
necklace with the money and then take
yourself off to Idaho and inflict your
presence upon a ranch. I advise a sheep|
ranch, as I have a particular dislike for
sheep.”

Bnazetrs

— Pa3JIWYHBIMH BUJAMH JUCKYpPCA,

—  JIECKCUYECKHMHH
IrpaMMaTUYECKUMH cpencTBam
IIOCTPOCHHS TUCKYPCa;

— JMCKYPCHOHHBIMH  MapKepaMH

pelieBaHTHOM UHpOpMALUU

KomrutekcHbIe IpOOIeMHBIE 3aJaHHS:
1. BeInosHUTE JUCKYpC-aHAIN3 TEKCTA!
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. 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.

’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
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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]
gir] 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.
[t’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
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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. ‘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.
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‘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. ‘Whyj
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?’
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she asked.

‘I don’t know,’ Julie said. ‘Perhaps if]
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.
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‘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 mothern
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]
g0? 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.’

2. Chenaiite cooOIIeHNE HA AHTIUICKOM

SI3BIKE, BBIPA3UB peNeBaHTHYIO
nH(pOopMaIIo, He00X0IMMBIMY|
JMEKCUYEeCKUMHU ¥ TPaMMaTUYECKUMHU|
CpelICTBaMu:

a) cooOmeHne 00 yCIemHoOW caaye
BBIITYCKHOT'O 5K3aMCHA,
06) o mobeme B BHIOOpPaX OJJHOTO U3
KaHIU1aTOB,
B) cooOlieHre o 01aronojydyHOM HCXOJE

cyneGHOTO Jena;
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) OT4eT 0 paboTe OTAeNA;

0) Ilopsinok mnpoBeaeHUs] NMPOMEKYTOYHON aTTeCTALMH, NMOKa3aTeJM M KPHUTEPHH
OLICHUBAHMSA:

3aueT mo AMCUUIUIMHE B 8 ceMecTpe MPOBOJIUTCS B OJMH 3Tal M BKIIOYAET YCTHbBIE
BOIIPOCHI IO TeMe. 3aydeT Mo AUCLMILIMHE B 9 cemecTpe mpoBoauTcs B 2 srana. llepsblil stan
BKJIFOYAET BBIITOJHEHUE 3aJaHHUM II0 TEKCTY, BTOPOM — YCTHOIO OTBETAa HA TEOPETUYECKUU
BOIIPOC, 110 U3y4EHHOMY MaTepUaly.

Ioka3aTenu U KpUTEPUHU OLICHUBAHMSA Ha 3a4eTe:

Ha onenky «3auTeH0» — CTYACHT JOJDKEH IIOKa3aTh BBICOKWN YPOBEHb 3HAHHMM HA YPOBHE
BOCITPOU3BE/IeHUs, 00BbsACHEHUS HH(OPMALIMY, UHTEIIEKTyalbHble HABBIKU PEIICHUs MPoOeM U
3a/la4, HaXO0XJCHUSI OTBETOB K IpoOiemMaM, OIEHKHM M BBIHECEHHS KPUTUYECKUX CYXICHH,
CTYIEHT JAO0JHKEH 0OOCHOBAHHO OTBETUTH HA BOMPOC, AATh OINpPEAETICHUE NOHITHUIO, PEUIUTh TECT
WJIY BBIIIOJIHATH 331aHUE;

Ha onenky «He 3a4TeHO» — CTyA€HT HE MOXET II0Ka3aThb 3HAHMS Ha YpPOBHE
BOCITPOU3BE/ICHUS U 00BbsACHEHUSI HH(OPMALIUY, HE MOXKET TI0Ka3aTh MHTEIJIEKTyalbHble HABBIKU
penieHust NpoCThIX 3a/1a4, CTYACHT HE OTBEYAET HAa BONPOC, HE JACT OIPEAEIICHNE NOHATHIO, HE
peuIaeT TECT WIN HE BBIIOJIHSET 3aJaHUE.

DK3aMeH 10 JaHHOH IUCIMIUIMHE MPOBOIUTCS B YCTHOW (hopMe 1O 3K3aMEHAIMOHHBIM
ouneram. B 6unerax 3 Bormpoca: 2 TEOpETHUECKUX U | IPaKTHUECKUH.

IMoka3aTeu U KPUTEPUH OLEHUBAHHUS IK3aMeHA:

— Ha OLEHKY «OTJIHYHO» (5 6ayjioB) — 00ydaromuiics JEMOHCTPUPYET BBICOKHI YpOBEHb
C(OPMHUPOBAHHOCTH KOMIIETCHIINH, BCECTOPOHHEE, CHCTEMAaTHYeCKOe M TIyOOKOe 3HaHHE
y4eOHOTro Marepuana, CBOOOJHO BBINOJIHAET NPAKTUYECKUE 3aJaHUs, CBOOOTHO OINEpPUPYET
3HAaHUSIMHU, YMEHUSIMH, IPAMEHSET UX B CUTYAIUSX ITOBBIIIEHHON CIIOKHOCTH.

— Ha OLEHKY «Xxopomo» (4 Oamia) — 00yJaroImuiicss 1eMOHCTPUPYET CPEAHUIA YPOBEHb
C(OPMHUPOBAHHOCTH KOMIIETCHIIMH: OCHOBHBIC 3HAHHs, YMEHHsS OCBOCHBI, HO JIOIYCKAIOTCS
HE3HAYUTENbHBIC OINMOKH, HETOYHOCTH, 3aTPyAHEHHUS TP aHATUTHUYECKUX OTICpAIHsX,
NepeHoCce 3HAaHUI U YMEHHI Ha HOBBIC, HECTAH/IAPTHBIC CUTYAIIHH.

— Ha OIICHKY «YAOBJETBOPUTEIBLHO» (3 Oamia) — oOy4yaromwuiicss IEMOHCTPUPYET
MIOPOTOBEIN YpOBEHb CPOPMHPOBAHHOCTH KOMIIETEHIIMA: B XO0Ji¢ KOHTPOJIBHBIX MEPOIPUSTHIM
JOITyCKAIOTCSl OIMUOKH, TPOSIBISIETCS OTCYTCTBHE OTICIBHBIX 3HAHWH, YMEHUWH, HAaBBIKOB,
0OyJaroIUiCs WCIBITHIBACT 3HAYMTENFHBIC 3aTPYAHEHHS TPU OIEPHPOBAHUM 3HAHUSAMH U
YMEHHUSIMU TIPU UX TIEPEHOCE Ha HOBBIE CUTYAIIHH.

— Ha OIICHKY «HEeYJ0BJETBOPHUTEJbHO» (2 Oamia) — oOyyarouuics JIEeMOHCTPUPYET
3HaHus He Oonee 20% TeopeTHyeckoro Marepuania, JOIYCKaeT CYIIECTBEHHbIE OLIMOKH, HE
MOJKET IMOKa3aTh HHTEIICKTYaIbHBIC HABBIKH PEIICHUS MTPOCTHIX 3aj1ad.

— Ha OIICHKY «HeYJ0BJIETBOPHUTEJAbHO» (1 Oayn) — oOywaronuiics HE MOXET IMOKa3aTh
3HaHUSI HAa YPOBHE BOCIPOM3BEICHHS W OOBSACHEHHS WH(POpPMAIMK, HE MOXET IOKa3aTh
MHTEIUICKTYaJIbHbIEe HABBIKHA PEIICHUS IPOCTHIX 33/1a4.

8 YuebHo-MeTOAMUYecKOe U MH(POpMALIMOHHOE 00ecTiedeHHe JUCIHUIITUHBI (MO/TYJ151)

a) OcHoBHas JMTEpaTypa:

1. Maneko, E. B. CoBpeMeHHbIE TEXHUKH aHATN3a TEKCTOB KYJIBTYPHI : yueOHOE TTocodue /
E. B. Maneko ; MI'TY. - Marautoropck : MI'TY, 2016. - 1 sanexrpon. ont. auck (CD-ROM). -
3ari. C TUTY. JKpaHa. - URL:



https://magtu.informsystema.ru/uploader/fileUpload ?name=2583.pdf&show=dcatalogues/1/1130
399/2583.pdf&view=true = (mara oOpamenusa: 04.10.2019). - Makpooobekr. - Tekct
AJIEKTPOHHBIN. - CBeieHus noctynHbl Takke Ha CD-ROM.

0) JlonosiHuTeIbHASA JIUTEPATYypa:

1. Byxunckas, /. C. Komno3unus myoaunuctTiieckoro Tekcra : yueobnoe nocoodue / /1. C.
byxunckas, O. U. ConoBeeBa ; MITY. - [2-¢ u3n., moaroT. mo med. u3n. 2014 r.]. -
Marnutoropck : MI'TY, 2017. - 1 snekrpon. ont. nuck (CD-ROM). - 3ari. ¢ TuTyn. 3KpaHa. -
URL:
https://magtu.informsystema.ru/uploader/fileUpload?name=3196.pdf&show=dcatalogues/1/1136
693/3196.pdf&view=true = (mara oOpamenusa: 04.10.2019). - Makpooobekr. - Tekct
ANIEKTPOHHBIN. - CBeieHus nocTynHbl Takke Ha CD-ROM.

2. byxwunckas, . C. Kynbrypa peun : yueOHoe nocobue / JI. C. Byxunckas, O. E.
Uepnosa ; MI'TY. - Marauroropck : MI'TY, 2015. - 1 anektpon. ont. auck (CD-ROM). - 3arm.
c THUTYIL. JKpaHa. - URL:
https://magtu.informsystema.ru/uploader/fileUpload?name=1393.pdf&show=dcatalogues/1/1123
848/1393.pdf&view=true = (mata oOpamenus: 04.10.2019). - Makpooobekr. - Tekct
AJIEKTPOHHBIN. - CBeieHus nocTynHbl Takke Ha CD-ROM.

B) Meroanueckue ykazanus: [lpusioxkenue 1

r) Ilporpammuoe odecnieuenne 1 MHTEpHET-pecypcehl:

Haumenosanue 110 Ne norosopa Cpoxk nelcTBUS TUIIEH3UU
MS Windows 7 1-1227 ot 08.10.2018 11.10.2021
H-757-17 ot 27.06.2017 H- | 27.07.2018
593-16 ot 20.05.2016 20.05.2017
MS Office 2007 No 135 o1 17.09.2007 06eccpodyHo
FAR Manager CBOOOJIHO pacmpocTpaHsieMoe | 0eccpodHO
7Zip CBOOOJIHO pacmpocTpaHsieMoe | 0eccpodHO
1) HanmonaneHass uH(QOpMalMOHHO-aHAIIUTUYECKasi cucreMa — Poccuiickuil HHIEKC

naygnoro mutupoBanus (PUHL]) URL: https://elibrary.ru/project risc.asp

2) DnektpoHHast 0aza mepuoaunyeckux usganuii East View Information Services, OOO
«MBUC»  https://dlib.eastview.com/

3) INouckoBas cucrema Axanemus Google (Google Scholar) URL:
https://scholar.google.ru/

4) Uadopmarnmonnas cuctema - EauHoe OKHO mocTyna K wHGOPMAIMOHHBIM pecypcam
URL: http://window.edu.ru/

5) Poccuiickas l'ocynapcrBennas OoubmmoTeKa. Karamoru
https://www.rsl.ru/ru/4readers/catalogues/

6) DIEeKTpOHHBIE pecypchl OMOIMOTEKHN MITY UM. I'.n. Hocoga
http://magtu.ru:8085/marcweb2/Default.asp

7) Yuusepcurerckas napopmanunonnas cucrema POCCHUS https://uisrussia.msu.ru

8) MexayHnapoaHas HayKoMeTpHueckas pedeparuBHas U MOJTHOTEKCTOBas 0a3a JaHHBIX
HayyHbIX U3ganuilt « Web of science» http://webofscience.com

9) MexnyHnapoaHasi pedepaTiBHas U MOJTHOTEKCTOBAs CIIpaBOYHAs 0a3a TaHHBIX HAYYHBIX
m3mpanuii «Scopusy» http://scopus.com

10) MexnaynaponHas ~ 0a3a  MOJHOTEKCTOBBIX  KypHaJoB  Springer  Journals
http://link.springer.com/

9. MaTepuaJbHO-TEXHHYECKOe ofecreyeHHe JUCIUIIUHBI BKJIIOYAeT:




B cootBercTBUM € ydeOHBIM IJJAHOM MO JUCHMIUIMHE «J{MCKypCc» NperycMOTPEHbI
CIIEAyIOIMe BUIbl 3aHATUNA: JIEKIUHU, MPAKTUUYECKUE 3aHATHUSA, CaMOCTOsTeNbHas paloTa,
KOHCYJIBTAIIUU U 3a4€ThI

VYueOHbie ayIuTOpUn s | Jlocka, MyabTUMEIUUHBIE CPEICTBA XpaHEHUsI, Iiepeadu
IIPOBEJICHUS 3aHSTUH | U IPEJCTaBICHUs HH(DOPMALIUH.
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oOyuaroumxcs nH(}OpMaLlMOHHO-00pa30BaTeNbHYIO CPEAY YHUBEPCUTETA
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o0cyKUBaHUS y4e0OHOr0 | HarJISIAHBIX TOCOOUIA.
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HPUJIOKEHHUE 1

JIy1st ycrienrHoro yCBOSHUS 3HAHHH 10 TIpeaAMeETy «JIucKkype» HeoOXxoaumo:

1) o3HakomileHHE C MaTepualaMH JIEKIU, 3HAaHUE U IOHUMAaHUE BCEX ONPECIICHUI;

2) aktuBHag padoTa Ha MPAKTUYECKUX 3aHATUAX, BKIIOYAIOUIas IOJATOTOBKY
TEOPETUYECKOTO BOIIPOCA W BBHIIIOJHEHHE JOKJIAJa Ha 3aJaHHYK0 TEMY C HCIIOJIb30BAHHEM
JOTIOTHUTEIBHOU JTUTEPATYphl, ¢ TaKKe BBIIIOJIHEHUE MPAKTUYECKUX 3a/laHUH.

1. Pazpen: JluckypC Kak HpeaMeT JIMHTBUCTHYECKOTO H3Y4YEHHUsS, €r0 MECTO B PALy
ONMM3KUX MOHATHH TUCKypca.

1.1. Tema: ®unocohcko-MEeTOAOIOTUUECKIE OCHOBAHUS aHANM3a SI3BIKOBOTO OOIICHUS.
A3pIk  Kak  conManbHO-TIcuXojornyeckuit  (¢enomen. KopoBas, wuH(pepeHUIHOHHAaT U
MHTEPAKIIMOHHAs MOJENM KOMMYHHMKaIMK. VHTepakunoHHas Mojeiab OOLIEHUS KaK pa3BUTHE
naen puainora M. baxtuna.

O3HakoMbTeCh C MarepuajgamH JIEKIIMH, 0CO00€ BHHUMaHUE OOpaTHUTE Ha CIEIYIOIIHE
BOITPOCBHI:

HcTopuss BO3HHMKHOBEHUS U pa3BUTUS «auckypcay. IIparmanunreuctuka. [lonsitne
«UCKYpC» B COBpPEMEHHOU JUHrBUCTUKE. [loHATHE KOMMyHUKanuu. Mojen KOMMYHUKALUU.
baxtur M. u ero yuenue o quckypce. Passutue nnen M. baxtuna o quanore. IHTepakuroHHast
MOJeNb OOIIEHHUS.

[IpakTueckoe (ceMUHAPCKOMN) 3aHATHUE!

[ToaroroBpTe OAVH U3 CIEIYIOLIUX BOIPOCOB:

1) S3bIK-KaK COLMAIbHO-TICUXOJIOTHYECKUI PEeHOM.

2) Ucropus BOSBHUKHOBEHHUS MOHITUSI «IUCKYPCH.

3) [IparmManurBucTuKa, Kak Npeareye y4eHus o JUCKYpCe.

4) Moien KOMMYHHUKAITUH.

5) Yuenue M. baxTuHa u ero BkiaJ B pa3BUTHE TEOPUU JTUCKYpCa.
JIOTIOJTHUTEBHBIE BOIIPOCHI 110 TEME:

1) OxapakTepu3yiiTe OCHOBHBIC MOJIEITH KOMMYHHUKAIIHH.

2) IlepeuncanTe XapakKTepUCTUKU UHTEPAKIIMOHHOW MOJEIN KOMMYHHUKAIUH.

a) OcHoBHas JMTEpaTypa:

1. byxunckas, . C. Kynbrypa peun : yueOHoe mocobue / JI. C. byxunckas, O. E.
Uepnosa ; MI'TY. - Marauroropck : MI'TY, 2015. - 1 anektpon. ont. auck (CD-ROM). - 3arm.
c TUTYIL. JKpaHa. - URL:
https://magtu.informsystema.ru/uploader/fileUpload?name=1393.pdf&show=dcatalogues/1/1123
848/1393.pdf&view=true (mata oOpamenus: 04.10.2019). - MakpooOobekT. - Tekct
AJIEKTPOHHBIN. - CBeieHus nocTynHbl Takke Ha CD-ROM.

a) OcHoBHas JMTEpaTypa:

1. Maneko, E. B. CoBpeMeHHbIE TEXHUKH aHATN3a TEKCTOB KYJIBTYPHI : yueOHOE TTocodue /
E. B. Maneko ; MI'TVY. - Maruutoropck : MI'TY, 2016. - 1 anextpoHn. ont. guck (CD-ROM). -
3ari. C TUTYI. JKpaHa. - URL:
https://magtu.informsystema.ru/uploader/fileUpload?name=2583.pdf&show=dcatalogues/1/1130
399/2583.pdf&view=true (marta oOpamenus: 04.10.2019). - MaxkpooOsekr. - Tekct
AJIEKTPOHHBIN. - CBeieHus nocTynHbl Takke Ha CD-ROM.

0) JlonosiHuTeIbHASA JIUTEPATYypa:

1. byxwunckas, J[. C. Komno3umus myOJIumucTH4ecKoro TekcTa : yaeonoe nmocooue / 1. C.
byxunckas, O. U. ConoBeeBa ; MITY. - [2-¢ u3n., moaroT. mo med. u3n. 2014 r.]. -
Marnutoropck : MI'TY, 2017. - 1 snekrpon. ont. nuck (CD-ROM). - 3ari. ¢ TuTyn. 3KpaHa. -
URL:
https://magtu.informsystema.ru/uploader/fileUpload?name=3196.pdf&show=dcatalogues/1/1136



693/3196.pdf&view=true (marta oOpamenus: 04.10.2019). - MakpooOsekr. - Tekct
AJIEKTPOHHBIN. - CBeieHus nocTynHbl Takke Ha CD-ROM.

2. byxwunckas, . C. Kynbrypa peun : yueOHoe nocobue / JI. C. Byxunckas, O. E.
Uepnosa ; MI'TY. - Marauroropck : MI'TY, 2015. - 1 anektpon. ont. auck (CD-ROM). - 3arm.
c TUTYIL. JKpaHa. URL:
https://magtu.informsystema.ru/uploader/fileUpload?name=1393. pdf&show—dcatalogues/ 1/1123
848/1393.pdf&view=true (mata oOpamenus: 04.10.2019). - MakpooOobekT. - Tekct
AJIEKTPOHHBIN. - CBeieHus nocTynHbl Takke Ha CD-ROM.

1.2. Tewma: JlucKypcUBHAsi ~ OHTOJIOTMS B BHJAE€  IPUHLOUNA  COLMAIBHOIO
KOHCTPYKLMOHAJIN3Ma KaK METO/I0JIOTHYECKOE OCHOBAHHUE MparMaJIuHI BUCTHUKH.

O3HakoMbTeCh C MarepuajgamH JIKIIMH, 0CO00€ BHHUMaHUE OOpaTHUTE Ha CIEIYIOIIHE
BOIIPOCHI:

Bunet guckypca. Ero xapakrepuctuku. CTaHOBIEHHE MOHSATHS (JIUCKYpC» B
COBpPEMEHHOHN JnuHrBUCTHKE. OrmnpeneneHue MOHATUA <«JIUCKypc». TeKcT U Juckype.
Bricka3piBaHME U AUCKYPC.

[IpakTnueckoe (ceMUHAPCKOMN) 3aHATHE!

[ToaroToBbTE OJIMH U3 CIEIYIOUINX BOIPOCOB:

1) Bunel nuckypca. Ero xapakTepucTHKU.

2) OnpeneneHue MOHATUS «TUCKYPC».

3) TekcT u nuckypc. BeickazbiBaHue U TUCKYpC.
JlonoTHUTENbHBIE BOIPOCHI IO TEME:

1) Uto Takoe «COIMaIbHBIA KOHCTPYKTYpaTu3M»?
2) Kak coOTHOCATCSl QOHSTUS «TEKCT» U «IUCKYpPC»?

a) OcHOBHas JMTEpaTypa:

1. Maneko, E. B. CoBpeMeHHbIE TEXHUKH aHAIN3a TEKCTOB KYJIBTYPHI : yueOHOE mmocodue /
E. B. Maneko ; MI'TVY. - Maruutoropck : MI'TY, 2016. - 1 anextpoHn. ont. guck (CD-ROM). -
3ari. C TUTYI. JKpaHa. - URL:
https://magtu.informsystema.ru/uploader/fileUpload?name=2583.pdf&show=dcatalogues/1/1130
399/2583.pdf&view=true (marta oOpamenus: 04.10.2019). - MaxkpooOsekr. - Tekct
AJIEKTPOHHBIN. - CBeieHus nocTynHbl Takke Ha CD-ROM.

0) JlonosHuTeIbHASA JUTEpPaTypa:

1. Byxunckas, /. C. Komno3unus mydaunuctiuieckoro Tekcra : yueonoe nocodue / 1. C.
byxunckas, O. U. ConoBeeBa ; MITY. - [2-¢ u3n., moaroT. mo med. u3n. 2014 r.]. -
Marnutoropck : MI'TY, 2017. - 1 snekrpon. ont. auck (CD-ROM). - 3ari. ¢ TuTyn. 3KpaHa. -
URL:
https://magtu.informsystema.ru/uploader/fileUpload?name=3196.pdf&show=dcatalogues/1/1136
693/3196.pdf&view=true (marta oOpamenus: 04.10.2019). - MakpooOsekr. - Tekct
AJIEKTPOHHBIN. - CBeieHus nocTynHbl Takke Ha CD-ROM.

2. byxwunckas, II. C. Kynbrypa peun : yue6Hoe mocobue / JI. C. byxunckas, O. E.
Uepnosa ; MI'TY. - Marauroropck : MI'TY, 2015. - 1 anektpon. ont. auck (CD-ROM). - 3arm.
c THUTYIL. JKpaHa. URL:
https://magtu.informsystema.ru/uploader/fileUpload?name=1393. pdf&show—dcatalogues/ 1/1123
848/1393.pdf&view=true (mata oOpamenus: 04.10.2019). - MakpooOobekT. - Tekct
AJIEKTPOHHBIN. - CBeieHus nocTynHbl Takke Ha CD-ROM.

1.3. Tema: [Togxoabl K ONPENEICHHUIO TUCKYpCa.
O3HakoMbTeCh C MarepuajgamH JIEKIIMH, 0CO00€ BHHUMaHUE OOpaTHUTE Ha CIEIYIOIIHE
BOIIPOCHI:



[llnpoxoe u y3KO0€ NOHUMAHUE TEPMHHA <JIHUCKYpc». TepMHH <« IHCKypc» B
ryMaHUTapHbIX HaykaX. OrmnpejeneHue MNOHITUS «JIUCKYpC» B 3alaJHOM M OTYECTBEHHOM
(bUITOIOTHYECKOH TPaTUIINH.

[IpakTnueckoe (ceMUHAPCKOMN) 3aHATHE!

CaMOCTOSTENBHO MOArOTOBLTE AOKJIA/ HA CIIEIYIOIINE TEMBI:

1) Huckypc — KaK peameT N3y4eHUs B T'YMaHUTAapHBIX HayKax.
2) llIupoxoe u y3K0€ MOHUMaHUE TEPMUHA «IUCKYPCH

3) [loaxo1pl K MOHATHUIO «JIUCKYPC» B OT€UECTBEHHOW JTMHIBUCTHUKE.

4) Iloaxo1bl K HOHATHIO TUCKYPC B 3aI1aJHOU JIMHTBUCTHUKE.

5) Tunosnorus U CTpyKTypa JUCKypca.

a) OcHOBHas JMTEpaTypa:

1. Maneko, E. B. CoBpeMeHHbIE TEXHUKHN aHATN3a TEKCTOB KYJIBTYPHI : yueOHOE rmocodue /
E. B. Maneko ; MI'TY. - Marautoropck : MI'TY, 2016. - 1 snekrpon. ont. auck (CD-ROM). -
3ari. C TUTY. JKpaHa. URL:
https://magtu.informsystema.ru/uploader/fileUpload ?7name=2583. pdf&show—dcatalogues/ 1/1130
399/2583.pdf&view=true (mata oOpamenus: 04.10.2019). - MaxkpooOsekr. - Tekct
AJIEKTPOHHBIN. - CBeieHus nocTynHbl Takke Ha CD-ROM.

0) JlonmosiHuTeIbHASA JIUTEpPATYypa:

1. Byxunckas, /. C. Komno3unus myoaunuctTiieckoro Tekcra : yueobnoe nocoodue / /1. C.
byxunckas, O. U. ConoBeeBa ; MITY. - [2-¢ u3n., moaroT. mo med. u3n. 2014 r.]. -
Marnutoropck : MI'TY, 2017. - 1 snekrpon. ont. nuck (CD-ROM). - 3ari. ¢ TuTyn. 3KpaHa. -
URL:
https://magtu.informsystema.ru/uploader/fileUpload?name=3196.pdf&show=dcatalogues/1/1136
693/3196.pdf&view=true (marta oOpamenus: 04.10.2019). - MaxkpooOsekr. - Tekct
AJIEKTPOHHBIN. - CBeieHus nocTynHbl Takke Ha CD-ROM.

2. byxunckas, II. C. Kynbrypa peun : yueOHoe mocobue / JI. C. Byxkunckas, O. E.
Uepnosa ; MI'TY. - Marauroropck : MI'TY, 2015. - 1 anektpon. ont. auck (CD-ROM). - 3arm.
c TUTYIL. JKpaHa. URL:
https://magtu.informsystema.ru/uploader/fileUpload?name=1393. pdf&show—dcatalogues/ 1/1123
848/1393.pdf&view=true (mata oOpamenus: 04.10.2019). - MakpooOobekT. - Tekct
AJIEKTPOHHBIN. - CBeieHus nocTynHbl Takke Ha CD-ROM.

2. Paznen: CemaHTHKa ¥ TpaMMaTHKa AUCKypca
2.1. Tema: CemaHTHKa JWCKypca: NpOMO3UIUsA, pedepeHius, OKCILTUKATYpa,
UMIUIMKATypa, UH(EepEeHIHs, TPeCcyno3uLus U ap.

O3HakoMbTeCh C MarepuajgamH JIKIIMH, 0CO00€ BHUMaHUE OOpaTHUTE Ha CIEIYIOIIHE
BOIIPOCHI:

Cemantuka muckypca. CemaHTHYecKue cpeacTBa OGOPMIICHHS CEMaHTHUKH JHCKypca.
Pedepennus, okcmiumkarypa, UWMIUIMKaTypa, HWHQEpEHLHUs, MPEeCcynno3uiuuss U JApyrue
CEMaHTHYECKUE €UHUILIBI JUCKYpCa.

[IpakTnueckoe (ceMUHAPCKOMN) 3aHATHE!

[ToaroToBbTE OJIMH U3 CIEIYIOUINX BOPOCOB:
1) Packpoiite CymHOCTb HMOHSTUH «IPONO3ULUS, peepeHIus, SKCIUIMKATypa, UMIUIMKATypa,
HH(pEpeHLHs, TPECYIIOZULUS.
2) Kakumu JIeKCHUECKUMHU U TPaMMaTHUYECKUM CPEeICTBAMU O(POPMIISIOTCS 3TU MOHATHA?
JlonoTHUTENbHBIE BOIPOCHI IO TEME:
1) Kak cOOTHOCSTCSI IOHATHS «OKCIUIUKATYpa» U «UMILIUKATYpa»?
2) YUeM 0TIIMYAIOTCS «IPECYNIIO3ZULIUSY) U «IIPOTO3ULIUS»?

[IpakTnueckue 3agaHus:

HaiiauTe B npenyioKEHHbIX TEKCTAX CACAYIOLINE SIBIICHUS:



1) DkcrMKaus ¥ UMIUTUKALIHS;
2) Ilpecynmo3uius ¥ MPONO3UIINS;

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.

«I am Adam Two,» he said. «Created, by you Kiron from a formula they left, in their
image. I 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. |
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. 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. 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. ‘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 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 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 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 I’d get him a train this
time. I 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. |
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.»

«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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2.2. Tema: Tema nuckypca. Tema rosopsmero. KoHTEKCT AHMCKypca M €ro THIBL.
KoruutuBHbBIE CTPYKTYpPBI IUCKYpCA.

O3HakOMbTECh C MaTepualaMu JIEKIIMH, 0CO00€ BHUMaHHE OOpaTUTE Ha CIEIYIOLIue
BOTIPOCHI:

[TonsiTne «rema muckypca». Tema roBopsiero B auckypce. CpencTBa BbIpaKSHUS TEMBI
roBOpAMICTO. Konrekcr B INPUMCHCHUHN K JUCKYPCY. BI/I}II)I KOHTCKCTAa JUCKYpCa. Koruntusueie

CTPYKTYpPBI TUCKYpCa.

[IpakTnueckoe (ceMUHAPCKOM) 3aHSTHE:
[ToaroToBbTE OJIMH U3 CIEIYIOUIUX BOIPOCOB:
1) Uto Takoe «Tema auckypca»?
2) Kakumu cpeacTBaMu BbIpakaeTcs TeMa roOBOPSIIEro B AUCKypce?
3) Ilepeuncnute TUITHI KOHTEKCTOB?
4) Yto noHuMaeTcs 1oJi «KKOTHUTUBHBIMU CTPYKTYpaMu JAUCKYypca»?
JlonoTHUTENbHBIE BOIPOCHI IO TEME:!
1) Kak KOHTEKCT npuMeHsIeTCsl 10 OTHOILEHHUIO K TUCKYpCY?
2) [IpuBeauTte nmpuMepbl KOTHUTUBHBIX CTPYKTYP JUCKYpCa.
[IpakTrueckue 3agaHus:
1) Onpenenure, Kak BeIpakeHa TeMa FOBOPSALIETO B TEKCTAX.
2) HaiiguTe KOHTEKCTHI B IPEAJIOKEHHBIX TEKCTaX.
3) Haiigure B TekcTax KOTHUTUBHBIE CTPYKTYPBI.

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.

«I am Adam Two,» he said. «Created, by you Kiron from a formula they left, in their
image. I 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. [
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. 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. 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. ‘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 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 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 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 I’d get him a train this
time. I 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. |
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.»

«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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2.3. Tema: PeueBble aKkThl, MX THUIIbl, KOMMYHUKATHBHBIE aKTbhl, XOJbl, OOMEHBI,
TpPaHCAKI1H, pedeBble COOBITHSI KaK €IMHULIbI TUCKYpCa.

O3HakOMbTECh C MaTepualaMy JIEKIUH, 0c000€ BHHMaHUE O0paTuTe Ha CJENYyIOIIHe
BOIIPOCHI:

Teopust peueBblx akTOB. Teopus pedeBBIX AaKTOB B IIPUMEHEHUH K JHUCKYypCy. THIbI
peueBbIX aKTOB B AMCKypce. EaMHMIIBI TUCKypca: KOMMYHUKAaTHUBHBIE aKTbl, XOJbl, OOMEHBI,
TpPaHCAKI1H, pedeBble COOBITHS KaK €IMHUIBI TUCKYpCa.

[IpakTnueckoe (ceMUHAPCKOMN) 3aHATHE!
[ToaroToBbTE OJIMH U3 CIEIYIOUINX BOIPOCOB:
1) PackpoiiTe npuHIUIIBI TEOPHH PEUEBBIX AKTOB.
2) Tunsl pedyeBbIX aKTOB B JUCKYpCE.
3) Enununel amckypca: KOMMYHHMKaTHUBHBIE aKThl, XOJbl, OOMEHBI, TpPaHCAKIIUH, pEUEBbIC
COOBITHSL.
JlonoHUTENbHBIE BOIPOCHI IO TEME:
1) Kak B auckypce oTpakaroTcs KOCBEHHbIE PEUEBbIE aKThI?
2) Kakumu rpaMMaTHYECKUMHU CPEICTBAMU O(OPMIISIIOTCSI BU/IBI PEUEBBIX aKTOB B IUCKypce?
3) Uto Takoe «peueBbie COOBITHS?

[IpakTrnueckue 3agaHus:

OHpC)ICJ'II/ITe BHBI pCUYCBLIX aKTOB, HCIIOJIb3YEMEIX B C I[PIEU'IOFH‘-ICCKOﬁ pcun HepCOHa)KCI;’I.

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.

«I am Adam Two,» he said. «Created, by you Kiron from a formula they left, in their
image. I 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.

’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. ‘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 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 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 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 I’d get him a train this
time. I 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. [sn’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. |
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.»

«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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2.4. Tema: MeHa KOMMYHUKAaTUBHBIX pOJieH, KOMMYHUKAaTUBHas CTpaTerusi, Koreswus,

KOrepeHLUs, MeTAKOMMYHHUKAIUS U AEUKCHC TUCKypCa.

O3HakoMbTECh C MaTepuajgamMu JICKIIMHA, 0CO00€ BHUMaHWE OOpaTHUTE Ha CIICIYIOIINE
BOIIPOCHI:

Mena pouneli B auckypce. KoMMyHHKaTHBHAsi CTpaTerusi U CpEICTBA €€ BBIPAKEHUS.
Kore3us, korepeHiys, METAKOMMYHUKALIUS U JEHKCUC AUCKYpCa.

[IpakTnueckoe (ceMUHAPCKOMN) 3aHSATHE!

[ToaroToBbTE OJIMH U3 CIEIYIOUIUX BOIPOCOB:
1) Ponu B muckypce. Mena posieid.
2) Busibl KOMMYHUKAaTUBHBIX CTPaTErHil.
3) [onsTue «exkcucy.
4) Kore3us u KOrepeHIusl.
5) MeTtakoMMyHHUKaIus B JUCKYypCeE.
JlonoTHUTENbHBIE BOIPOCHI IO TEME:
1) O6ocHyiiTe HEOOXOIUMOCTh BBEACHUS IOHATHUS «JIEUKCHUCY B TPETUUHYIO MOJIENb TUCKYpCa.



2) Kak mexay coboi COOTHOCATCS KOT€3Hsl U KOT€pEHTHOCTh?

[IpakTrueckue 3agaHus:
1) Haiigute B TekcTax npuMepbl MEHBI POJICH.
2) Kak B TekcTax BbIpa)k€H JAECUKCHC.
3) Haiigure npumepsl KOre3un U KOT€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.

«I am Adam Two,» he said. «Created, by you Kiron from a formula they left, in their
image. I 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.
’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. ‘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 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 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 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 I’d get him a train this
time. I 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. [sn’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. |
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.»

«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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3.3. Tema: OnbIT HHTEPIPETATUBHOIO JUCKYPC-aHATIU3A.
O3HakoMbTeCh C MaTepuallaMH JIEKIIUH, 0CO00€ BHUMaHHWE OOpaTUTE Ha CJCAYIOIINE
BOTIPOCHI:
Bunpl amanmm3a Tekcta W auckypca. llpumep amMcKypc-aHanm3a € y4eTOM THNA H
XapaKTePUCTHK TUCKYypCa.
[TpakTrdeckoe (ceMUHApCKOE) 3aHATHE:
1) IlpoBeauTe HECKypc-aHANIW3 IpEIaraéMbIX TEKCTOB C YY€TOM BCETO H3YYEHHOTO
TEOPETHUECKOTO MaTepHraa;
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
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 I 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 I got off the train in Nashville, Tennessee — a slow, gray rain. I was tired
so I 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, I had decided that I 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,» I said to myself as I got ready for bed. Just an ordinary, sleepy
southern town.»

I was born in the south myself. But I live in New York now. I 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.

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 I 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.»

«I want to go to eight-sixty-one Jasmine Street,» I said, and I 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?» I 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. 1
got out of the carriage.

«That will be two dollars, sir,» Uncle Caesar said. I gave him two one-dollar bills. As I
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 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. I 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. I heard the man’s rough voice and her gentle one. Then a door slammed and she
came back into the room.

«I 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. I 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 I saw a torn
dollar fixed with blue paper, with a corner missing. It was the one I gave Uncle Caesar. How
strange, I 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. I picked her up and
carried her to the old red sofa. I 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. «I 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 I heard Caesar’s voice in the other room. «Did he take all the money I gave
you yesterday, Miss Azalea?» «Yes, Caesar,» I heard her answer softly. «He took both dollars.»

I went into the room and gave Azalea Adair fifty dollars. I 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. I 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 I stood near his body, Caswell’s right hand opened.
Something fell from it and rolled near my feet. I 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 I 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). Caemnaiite cooOlieHne, CIoIb3ys OJIMH U3 BUAOB IUCKYypCa:
- CLIOPTUBHBIN JUCKYPC
- IEJTarOTUYECKUNA TUCKYPC
- MEIMUHBIN TUCKYPC
- HAY4YHBIN TUCKYpC
- PEKJIaMHBIN TUCKYPC
- IOPUANYECKUI JUCKYPC
- OJIUTUYECKHUI AUCKYPC



