MUWHHUCTEPCTBO OBPA30OBAHUS 1 HAVKH POCCHUMCKOW ®EIEPALIN
DenepansHOE rocyIapeTBEHHOE OIOKETHOE 00pa3oBaTeNIbHOE YUpPeKIeHHE
BBICIIET0 00pa30BaHUA
«MarsuTOropeKuil rocy 1apeTBeH b TexHIYeckuit yauBepenteT uM. I, F1. Hocopay

YTBEPKIAIO:

JIMpeKTop YHCTHTYTA
Gl Kﬁ—o, B. Tnenoic

« Ay Coririadna. 2017T.

PABOYASI [IPOT'PAMMA JHCHHAILIAH (MOJIY.JIS)

JMACKYPC

HaHpaBHCHI/Ie IMOATOTOBKH

44.03.05 ITegarornyeckoe 06pa3zoBanue
HanpasnenHOCTh (TpohHITb) IporpaMMe]
AHITHHCKHUHA A3BIK U HEMelUKHH 351K

YpoBeHb BEICIIEro 00pa3oBaHus — OakaiaBpuar

HporpaMMa MMOJATOTOBKH — aKaJIeMHIeCKHN 6aKaHaBprIaT

®opma obyueHUsI

O4Has
WuctutyT IYMaHUTAPHOTO 00pa3oBaHysl
Kagenpa AHTTIMHCKOTO A3BIKA
Kypc 4-5
Cemectp 8-A
MaruuTtoropck

2017



Pabovas nporpamma cocrasieHa Ha ocHoBe ®PI'OC BO mno nHampaBieHHIO
noarorosku 44.03.05 INenaroruyeckoe obpa3oBaHue, yTBepikAeHO npukazoM MOuH
P® ot 09.02.2016 Ne 91.

PaGouass mporpamma paccMoTpeHa W ofoOpeHa Ha 3acelaHuMu Kadeapsl

aHrmitckoro A3bika 4 centsops 2017 r., mpotokon Ne 1.

3aB. kapenpoi % /~ /M. C. Tannsmosa/

PaGouasi mnporpamma ozmoOpeHa MeTOAMYECKOH KOMHCCHEH HHCTUTyTa
rymanuTapHoro obpaszosanus ot 11 centsdps 2017 r., nporokon Ne 1.

IIpencenareins &/ﬁ /O. B. I'nenak/

Pabouas mporpamma cocTaBrneHa:

K.¢.1., nouent, kapenpsr ASl % /H. C. ConoBséBa/

PenenseHr:

2
Jupextop MOY «COIII Nel6» ﬁ% /0. C. Konbkuna/
!



Jlner pernerpannn u3sMerncumii 1 0o HeHni

Nu
/it

L2

TEXHHHCCKOTO 0DeceueHn
JIHCIM T H B :

2020T.

Jlara.
5 [Tomcs
| Pasnen Kparkoe conepxanne Nu nipororoia
306,
HpOrpaMmbl | H3IMEHEH S/ 0O e HIS 3aceans ]
: Kapeapoii
Kae/ps! '
1.8 ATyt yuebno-MeToHMECKOro i
undopmautonHoro obecrencH s
JIHCIUTUIN L
[porokoen Ne 2
1.9 AKTYAIM3AIH MATEPHAILHO- o1 03 oxTadps
- ) £
TeXHUYCCKOro odecneueHms 2018 . vl
JCIHTLIH
.8 AKTYAIH3UIHA YUeOHO-METOIHCCKOTO 1
HHpOpMalOHHOro olecteyems
SAGIHTUIEE] ITporokon Ne 2
¢ , ) o1 10 okTadpst
1.9 AKTYAIU3AUNA MATEPHATHLHO- "
20 I3
TENHHHMCCKOTO 00ecteyeHns
JIRCHMTLIHB] )
1.8 aKTyanu3anns yuedno-Meroneckoro il
urhopmarutonsoro obecneqeins
WCLUTLTNHEL
R IIpotokom No 1
: ot 03 ceHTAOPS o
1.9 ARTYQJIM3ALHS MATEPHAILHO-




1 esin 0OCBOCHUSA TUCHUTIHHBI (MOTYJIA)

HeasiMmu ocBOeHMS IMCHMIUIMHBI (Moayas) «/luckype» sBASOTCA: TpuoOpeTeHHe
CHOCOOHOCTH K KOMMYHMKAIlUU B YCTHOM M NMUCBMEHHOM (popMax Ha pycCKOM M MHOCTPAHHOM
SI3pIKaX JUId  PELIeHUs 3a7ad MEXKIMYHOCTHOIO U MEXKKYJIBTYPHOTO B3aUMOJEHCTBUS,
CIOCOOHOCTBIO peIllaTh 33Ja4l BOCIUTAHUS U JYXOBHO-HPABCTBEHHOT'O Pa3BUTHs, 00yJaromuxcs
B yueOHOH U BHEY4E€OHOH NesTeIbHOCTH, YMEHHE CBOOOIHO BHIPAXKAaTh CBOM MBICIH, aJIeKBaTHO
UCTIONb3Ys pa3HOOOpa3HBbIE SI3BIKOBBIE CPEICTBA C LIEIIBIO BBIACICHHS PEJIEBAHTHON HH(DOPMALIUH.

2 Mecro aucHuIIMHBI (MOAYJsI) B CTPYKType 00pa3oBaTelbHOH HNPOrpaMmbl
MOJAr0TOBKM 0akaJjiaBpa

Jucunmmna «/luckypc» BXOOUT B BapUaTUBHYIO 4acTh Onoka 1 oOpa3oBarenbHOM
nporpamMmel 1o HarpasieHuto 44.03.05 Ilegarorudeckoe oopazoBanue, Npodiib AHTIUNACKHIA-
HEMELKH S3bIKU U SBISETCS AUCHUIUIMHON IO BBIOODY.

Jlnst u3ydeHus: TUCIUIUIMHBI HEOOXOAMMBI 3HaHUS (YMEHUS, BIaICHUsI), CPOPMUPOBAHHBIE
B pe3ynbTare uizydeHus: «lIpakTuueckuil Kypc IMEpBOrO HWHOCTPAHHOTO SI3bIKa (QHTIUHCKHIMA
A3bIK)», «BBeeHNE B A3bIKO3HAHUEY.

3HaHus (YMEHHMs, BIIAJCHUA), TOJTYYECHHBIC NMPH H3YYCHUM NAHHOW TUCLHUIUIMHBI OyIyT
HEOOXOAUMBI JUId MPOXOXKJIEHHs TOCYylapCTBEHHOW HTOrOBOM aTrrectaliud M Cllauu
roCy/IapCTBEHHOTO dK3aMEHa.

3 Komnerenuuu oOyuyawomerocsi, ¢opMupyeMble B pe3yJbTare OCBOCHUSA
AUCHHUILINHBI (MOAYJIsI) ¥ IVIaHUpYeMble Pe3yJabTaTbl 00y4eHHs

B pesynpTare ocBOeHMS IUCHMIUIMHBI (Moayis) «/luckypc» oOydaromuiics aoikeH
o0agaTh CIeayIOUMMHA KOMIIETEHIHSIMHU:

CTpyKTypHBIi
3JEMEHT [Tnanupyembie pe3yabTaThl O0ydeHUs

KOMIIETCHIIMH
OK-4 cnocoOHOCTBI0O K KOMMYHUKALIMM B YCTHOM W NMHCbMEHHOM (opMax Ha pPycCKOM U
MHOCTPAaHHOM  A3BIKax JUIA pEIIEHUs 3aJad MEXJIMYHOCTHOTO M MEXKYJIBTYPHOIO
B3aUMOJCICTBUS

3Harhb OCHOBHBIE OIIPENICIICHUS U IIOHATHS TEOPUU TUCKYPCa;

OCHOBHBIE BUJIbI AUCKYPCA, IPUMEHSEMBIE B IIPOLIECCE MEKINYHOCTHOU U
MEXKYJIbTYPHOH KOMMYHHUKAIUU;

0COOEHHOCTH BHJIOB aHTJIOA3BIYHOTO TUCKYpCa

YMeTh IIPUMEHSATH TUII JUCKYPCa B COOTBETCTBUM C KOMMYHUKATUBHOW 3a1a4eH;
CTPOUTH MHCbMEHHBIE (POPMBI TUCKYPCa;
CTPOMTH YCTHBIE (POPMBI TUCKYpCa.

Bnaners YCTHBIMHU (pOpMaMU aHTJIOSI3BIYHOTO TUCKYPCa;

MUCHbMEHHBIMU (hOpPMaMU aHTJIOSI3BIYHOTO TUCKYPCa;

HabOpPOM CPEJICTB 00ECIIEYNBAIOIINX YCTHYIO U MUChbMEHHYIO
KOMMYHUKAIMIO HA UHOCTPAHHOM SI3bIKE.

IIK-3 cnocoOHOCTRIO pemiaTh 3aJaydl BOCIHMTAHHUS M JIyXOBHO-HPABCTBEHHOI'O Ppa3BHUTHUS,
o0yJaromuxcsi B y4eOHOW 1 BHEYUEeOHOU e TeIbHOCTH

3Harhb OCHOBHBIE 33/1a41 HPAaBCTBEHHOI'O BOCIIUTAHUS;
OCHOBHBIE HAIIPABIICHUs yXOBHO-HPABCTBEHHOI'O Pa3BUTHS;
OCHOBHBIC BH/JIbl YYCHON M BHEYUEOHOH NesITeIbHOCTH,

YMeTh — pemarth 33a4u HPaBCTBEHHOTO BOCITUTAHUS IIOCPEACTBOM TUCKYPCa;
— HaXOIUTh CIIOCOOBI 3(PHEKTUBHOTO PEIICHUS TyXOBHO-HPABCTBEHHOTO
pa3BUTHS OCPEACTBOM PA3IMYHBIX THUIIOB JUCKYPCa;




CtpyKTypHBIi1

DJIEMEHT [Tnanupyemble pe3yabTaTbl 00ydeHUs
KOMIICTCHIHH
— KOPPEKTHO BBIPAKATh M apTYMEHTHPOBAHHO 0OOCHOBBIBATH B3aUMOCBSI3b
nporiecca BOCIUTAHUS U TyXOBHO-HPABCTBEHHOTO PA3BUTHS yUAIIUXCS C
PA3JIMYHBIMH BUJaMU JUCKYPCaA.
Bnaners — 9] ¢eKTUBHBIMU CIIOCOOAMU PELICHUS 3a/1a4, CBSI3aHHBIX C

HPAaBCTBCHHLIM BOCIIUTAHUCM NTOCPCACTBOM PA3JIMYHBIX TUIIOB JUCKYPCA,
3(PEeKTUBHBIMH METOIUKAMH, HAIPABJIICHHBIMU Ha (HOPMUPOBAHHUE
HPaBCTBEHHO-TYXOBHOTO BOCITUTAHUS TIOCPEICTBOM Pa3IMYHBIX THUIIOB
TUCKYypCa;

Ha0OpOM MTPHEMOB HPABCTBEHHO-YXOBHOTO Pa3BUTHS, IPUMEHICMBIX B
y4eOHOM 1 BHEYUCOHOU NeATEIbHOCTH;

JAIIK-3 ymeeT cBOOOJHO BBIpaXaTh CBOM MBICIIH, aJCKBAaTHO HCIOIB3Ys Pa3HOOOpa3HbIC
SI3BIKOBBIC CPEJICTBA C LENTBIO BBICIICHUS PEJICBAHTHOW HHPOPMALIUU

3HaTh

OCHOBHBIE BUJIbI JUCKYPCAa;

OCHOBHBIE JIEKCHYECKUE ¥ TPAMMATUYECKUE CPEACTBA,CIIONIB3yEMBIE
IIPY IOCTPOCHHUH TUCKYPCa;

JMCKYPCHOHHBIE MapKephl pelieBaHTHOM HH(OpMaInH;

YMmeTn

MPUMEHSATH Pa3JIMYHbIE BU/IbI JUCKYpPCA B 3aBUCUMOCTH OT
KOMMYHUKATUBHON MHTEHIUU;

MPUMEHSTDH JIEKCUYECKHE U TPaMMaTHYEeCKHE CPEACTBA CBSI3H,
UCIIOJIb3YEMBIE B IUCKYPCE;

pacno3HaBaThAUCKYPCHOHHBIE MapKephl peJeBaHTHONW MH(GOpMalun

Bnanets

Pa3IUYHBIMU BUAAMHU JUCKYpCa;
JIEKCUYECKUMHUH ITPaMMaTHYECKUMU CPEJICTBAM MOCTPOEHUS AUCKYpCa;
JTUCKYPCUOHHBIMU MapKepaMu pejieBaHTHOU MH(GOopMaluu

4 CTpyKTypa U coJepkaHue TUCUUIIMHBI (MOXYJIs1)
OO0m1ast Tpy1I0EMKOCTh AUCUUIUIMHBI COCTABISIET [ 3a4€THBIX €AWHUIL] 252 aKaJ. 4acos,

B TOM YHCJIC:

— KoHTakTHast pabora — _105,4 akaj. 4acos:

—aynuropHas — 101 akan. 4acos;
— BHeayauTopHas — _4,4  akaJ. 4acoB

— camocTtosTenbHas padota— _110,9 axkan. gacos;
— IIOJITOTOBKA K dK3aMeHy — 35,7 akaj. Jaca
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1. Pazgen: [uckypc| 8
Kak npeaMer
JTUHTBUCTHYECKOTO
W3YYEHHUSI, €r0 MECTO




Pasnen/ tema
JTUCIMIIINHBI

Cemectp

AynuropHas
KOHTaKTHas
paborta

(B akax. gacax)

JICKOUHN

nmabopar.

3aHATUSA

MPAKTHY.
3aHATHS

CamocrosTenbHas
pabota (B akaj. yacax)

Bun
CaMOCTOSITCIILHOU
paboTsl

®opMa TeKylero
KOHTPOJIS
YCIIEBAEMOCTH U
MPOMEKYTOYHOMN
aTTecTaluu

Kon u cTpykTypHbIit
DIIEMEHT
KOMIIETCHIINH

B pany  Onm3KHX
MOHSTUN JUCKYpCa.

1.1. Tema:
dunocodceko-
METOH0JIOTHYECKHUE
OCHOBAHMS aHaIu3a
SI3BIKOBOT'O  OOILCHHUS.
SI3BIK KaK COIMAILHO-
TICUX OJIOTHYSCKHI
¢denomen. Koposas,
nH(pEepeHIIMOHHAs U
WHTEPAKIIMOHHAS
MOJIENIN
KOMMYHHKAIUH.
HNuTepaxi. MOJIEJIb
0OIIIEeHHS KakK
pa3BUTHE naeu
nuanora M. baxTuHa.

5/4

[N
o1

ITonroroBka K
MPaKTUYECKOMY
3aHSTHIO.

YcTHBIN onpoc.

1.2. Tema:
JluckypcuBHas
OHTOJIOTHS B
MIPUHILINIIA
COLIMAJILHOTO
KOHCTPYKLMOHAIU3Ma
KaK
METO0JIOTUYECKOE
OCHOBaHHUE
IIparMaJMHIBUCTUKH.

BHUIE

4/3

15

ITonroroBka K
MPaKTUYECKOMY
3aHSTHIO.

YcTHBIM onpoc.

OK-4-
3y, 1IK-
3 -3y
JTIK-3
—3y

1.3. Tema: ITogxonrl k
OMPEICICHUIO
JTUCKYypca.

4/3

15,25

ITonroroBka K
MPaKTUYECKOMY
3aHATHIO.
ITonroroska
JIOKJIaza 1o TeMe.

Hroro o pasneny

13

13/10

45,25

YcTHbI onpoc.

Hroro 3a cemecTp

13

13/10

45,25

IIpome:xyTouHast
aTTecTanus —
3a4er

2. Paznen:
CemaHTHKaA U
rpaMMaTHKa
JMCKypca
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2.1. Tema: 4 8/3 8 |IToaroroBka k OK-4-
CemaHTuKa [IPAaKTUYECKOMY 3yB,
JUCKypca: 3aHATHUIO. [1IK-3 -
MIPOIO3UIHS, Breimonnenue 3yB
pedepenus, MPaKTUYECKHUX JITK-3
IKCIIUKATYpa, 3a/laHui TI0 TeMeE. —3yB
UMIUIHKATYpa,
uHpepeHIus,
MPECYNNO3UIMS U JIP.
2.2. Tema: Tema 4 8/3 | 8 |[lomroroBka K| Ycrubiit onpoc.  |OK-4-
IUCKypca. Tema MPAKTHYECKOMY 3YB,
TOBOPSILLETO. 3aHSTHIO. I1K-3 -
KonTekcT nuckypca u Brinosnnenue 3yB
ero THUIIBI. IPAKTUYECKUX JTIK-3
Koruutusueie 3aJaHuH II0 TEME. — 3yB
CTPYKTYpHI TUCKYpCA.
2.3. Tema: PeueBrle 4 8/2 8 |Iloxroroska K| YcrHbii onpoc.  |OK-4-
aKThl, WX  THIIBI, MPAKTHIECKOMY 3YyB,
KOMMYHUKATBHbBIE 3aHATHIO. IK-3 -
aKThI, XOJIbI, OOMEHBI, Breimonnenue 3yB
TpaHCaKIINK, PEYEBbHIC MPAKTUYECKUX JITK-3
COOBITUS KaK 3a/laHui TI0 TeMeE. —3yB
€IMHUIIBI TUCKYpCa.
24. Tema: Mena 2 4/2 | 5,2 |TlonrotoBka K VYernsiii onpoc.  |OK-4-
KOMMYHHKATHUBHBIX MPAKTHYECKOMY 3YB,
pouien, 3aHSTHIO. I1K-3 -
KOMMYHHKATUBHAs Brmonnenue 3yB
cTparerus, Koresusd, PaKTUYECKUX JTIK-3
KOTepeHIus, 3aJJaHuH 10 TeMe. —3yB
METaKOMMyHUKAIIHS
U IEUKCUC TUCKYypca.
Hroro no pazueny 14 28/10| 29,2 KoutpoabHas
n padora
Hroro 3a cemecTp IIpomeskyTouHas
arrecTanus —
3a4yer
3. Pazmen: Tumsl| A
JMCKypca
3.1. Tema: 4 9/4 | 12 |I[loarotoBka K OK-4-
JluckypcuBHOE MPAKTHYECKOMY 3YB,
KOHCTPYMPOBaHUE 3aHSTHIO. I1K-3 -
COLIMAJILHOTO  MHUpaA. Brmonnenue 3yB
«KoHBeHIIHNY, MPaKTUYECKHUX JITK-3
CAHCTUTYT» KaK 3aJJaHu} 10 TeMe. —3yB
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COLIMAJIbHBIE
KaTeropuu JHUCKypca.
32. Tema: Tumsl 4 9/4 | 12 |lloaroroBka K OK-4-
JUCKYypca, chepsl MPAKTHIECKOMY 3yB,
OOIIICHMS, 3aHATHIO. [1IK-3 -
(hopMaIbHOCTB, [Toaroroska 3yB
MpeBapUTEIbHAS IOKJIaJa 1o JIIK-3
IIOTOTOBJIEHHOCTH teme.CocraBiaeHue —3yB
JTUCKYypca. COOO0IIIEHNE B
ConuanbHbIA paMKax OJHOTO U3
JNIEUKCHC. TUMOB JUCKYpCa.
3.3. Tema: OmsIT 3 412 |12,45|TToaroroBka K OK-4-
WHTEPIPETATUBHOTO MIPaKTUYECKOMY 3yB,
JTUCKYpC-aHalln3a. 3aHATHIO. [IK-3 -
Brinosnnenue 3yB
JTUCKYypC-aHaIn3a JITK-3
MIPEIIIOKEHHOTO —3yB
TEKCTA.
Hroro no paznery 11 22/10/36,45 KonTposnbHast
n pabora.
IIucrMeHHbIH
JTUCKYpC-aHAIINU3
TEKCTA.
Hroro 3a cemectp IIpome:xxyTouHast
aTTrecranus —
IK3aMeH
HTroro no 38 63/30{110,9
JUCIHHUIIINHE u

5 O6pa3oBaTesibHbIe H HHGOPMALMOHHbIE TEXHOJIOTHH
[Tpy u3yyeHnn AUCHUIUIMHBI «J{HCKYpC» UCHOIB3YIOTCA CIEAYIONIME 00pa30BaTelbHbIE U

UH(POPMAaLIMOHHbIE

TCXHOJIOI'UH:

TPAAULIUOHHBIC

o0Opa3oBaTeNbHbIC

TCXHOJIOI'HU

(nadopmMalnMoOHHAs JIEKIHS, CEMHHAp), HWHTEPAKTHBHBIC TEXHOJOTHH (CEeMHUHAp-IAMCKYCCHS),
UH(POPMALIMOHHO-KOMMYHUKATUBHBIE 00pa3oBaTelbHbIEe TEXHOJOTHH (JIEKIUA-BU3yaTH3alns,
MPaKTUYECKOE 3aHATHE B (hOpME MPE3CHTAINH ).

6 YueOHO-MeTOAMUYECKOe o0ecnedeHne CaMOCTOATEIbHO padoThl 00yYa0IIMXCS

I1o

NUCHUIIINHE

«luckype»

CaMOCTOSTENIbHAsI paboTa 00yJarOIIMXCS.
AynuTopHas caMoOCTOsITeNbHast paboTa CTYJASHTOB IMPENNojaraeT YCTHBIH Ompoc |
BBINTOJIHEHHUE MTPAKTHYECCKHX 33JaHUH (YIIPa)KHEHHH) Ha TPAKTHYECKUX 3aHATHSIX.
1 Paznen: /luckypce Kak mpeaMeT JIMHTBUCTUYECKOTO U3YUYEHUSs, €r0 MECTO B PSIy OJIM3KUX

MOHATHH JUCKYpCa.

IpeyCMOTpEHA

ayIUTOpHAas

u

BHEAYIUTOpPHAs




Teopernueckue BOIPOCHL:
1) PackpoiiTe moHATHE COIUATBHOTO KOHCTPYKIITMOHAIM3MA KaK METOIOJIOTMYECKOTO OCHOBAHUS
MparMaJuHTBUCTUKH.
2). [lepeuncnure TeOpETHUESCKUE MOJICTH KOMMYHHUKAIIIH.
3) PaccmoTpuTe OAX0/bI K MOHATHUIO «IUCKYpey». JlaliTe onpeneneHue quckypea.
[IpakTrueckue 3agaHus:
[ToaroroBbTe MOKIaA HA CAEAYIOIIUE TEMBI:
1) Huckypc - KaK peaMET U3y4YEeHUs B T'YMaHUTapHBIX HayKax.
2) lllupokoe u y3K0e MOHMMaHUE TEPMHUHA «IUCKYPC»
3) [Toaxop! K MOHATHIO «TUCKYPC» B OTE€UECTBEHHON JIMHTBUCTHUKE.
4) Tloaxobl K MOHSTUIO TUCKYPC B 3aI1aIHON JIMHTBUCTHKE.
5) Tumnosiorust ¥ CTPyKTypa IUCKypca.

2. Pazgen: CemaHTHKa U TpaMMaTHKa JUCKypca
Teoperuyeckue BOIPOCHL:
1). Uro Takoe «pedepeHuus»?
2). Kak coOTHOCSTCS 3KCIUIMKATypa U UMILUIMKaTypa?
3). ChopmynupyiiTe onpeneneHrue TeMbl JUCKypca.
4). Kakumu cpeacTBaMM BBIPAXKAETCsl TEMA FOBOPSILEro?
5) [IpounmocTpupyiTe MpUMepaMu KOTHUTHBHBIE CTPYKTYPBI TUCKYpCa.
6) Uto Takoe peyeBoii akT B TEOpUHU AUCKYypca?
7). PackpoiiTe OCHOBHBIC TTOHSATHS TEOPHH pPEeUYEBbIX akTOB.IlepeuncauTe TUIIBI pEYEBBIX aKTOB.
8) IIpuBenuTe NpUMEpPH KOCBEHHBIX PEYEBBIX AKTOB.
9). Cpenaiite cooOIIeHHME O TaKUX SABJICHUSAX KaK «KOTE3US», «KOTepeHUus» U
«METaKOMMYHHKALIHS.

[IpaxTrueckue 3agaHus:
Haiinure B mpeayioxKEHHBIX TEKCTAX CIEAYIOLINE SIBICHHUS:
1) DxcnuKaus U UMIUTHKAITUS
2) Tema quckypca.
3) Tema roBopsuiero
4) KorautuBHas CTPYKTypa AUCKypca.
5) Onpenenure BUABI PEUEBBIX aKTOB, UCIIOJIB3YEMBIX B C AUAIOTUYECKON PEUr NEPCOHAKEH.
6) Haiimute mpumepsl KOTe3Un U KOTEPESHITHH.

1 The Ultimate Experiment

by Thornton DeKy

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Closer to his work he bent, watching lovingly, fearful least all might not be quite right.
Then his eyes took on a brighter light as he began to see the reaction. He knew the messages that



he had sent out were being received and coordinated into a unit that would stir and grow into
intellect.

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

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

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

The man spoke, the woman remained silent.

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

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

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

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

2. The Girl with Green Eyes

by J. Bassett
‘Of course,’” the man in the brown hat said, ‘there are good policemen and there are bad policemen,
you know.’
“You’re right,” the young man said. ‘Yes. That’s very true. Isn’t it, Julie?” He looked at the young
woman next to him.
Julie didn’t answer and looked bored. She closed her eyes.
‘Julie’s my wife,” the young man told the man in the brown hat. ‘She doesn’t like trains. She
always feels ill on trains.’
‘Oh yes?’ the man in the brown hat said. “Now my wife — she doesn’t like buses. She nearly had
an accident on a bus once. It was last year ... No, no, it wasn’t. It was two years ago. | remember
now. It was in Manchester.” He told a long, boring story about his wife and a bus in Manchester.
It was a hot day and the train was slow. There were seven people in the carriage. There was the
man in the brown hat; the young man and his wife, Julie; a mother and two children; and a tall
dark man in an expensive suit.
The young man’s name was Bill. He had short brown hair and a happy smile. His wife, Julie, had
long red hair and very green eyes — the colour of sea water. They were very beautiful eyes.
The man in the brown hat talked and talked. He had a big red face and a loud voice. He talked to
Bill because Bill liked to talk too. The man in the brown hat laughed a lot, and when he laughed,
Bill laughed too. Bill liked talking and laughing with people. The two children were hot and bored.
They didn’t want to sit down. They wanted to be noisy and run up and down the train.
‘Now sit down and be quiet,” their mother said. She was a small woman with a tired face and a
tired voice.



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Julie read about the weather in Budapest for the third time. Then she looked at the tall man’s hands.
They were long, brown hands, very clean. ‘Nice hands,” she thought. He wore a very expensive
Japanese watch. ‘Japan,” she thought. ‘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? | need a drink too.’

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

The two men stood up and left the carriage.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Oh damn!” she said.

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

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

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

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

‘Yes, she did,” the children’s mother said suddenly. ‘I saw her too. The tall man waited for her on
the platform.” *“He waited for her?” Bill’s mouth was open. ‘But... But he read his newspaper all



the time. He didn’t talk to Julie. And she never talked to him. They didn’t say a word.” “‘People
don’t always need words, young man,’ the children’s mother said.

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

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

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

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

3. The Errors of Santa Claus

By Stephen Leacock
It was Christmas Eve.
The Browns, who lived in the adjoining house, had been dining with the Joneses.
Brown and Jones were sitting over wine and walnuts at the table. The others had gone upstairs.
«What are you giving to your boy for Christmas?» asked Brown.
«A train,» said Jones, «new kind of thing — automatic.»
«Let’s have a look at it,» said Brown.
Jones fetched a parcel from the sideboard and began unwrapping it.
«Ingenious thing, isn’t it?» he said. «Goes on its own rails. Queer how kids love to play with trains,
isn’t it?»
«Yes,» assented Brown. «How are the rails fixed?»
«Wait, I’ll show you,» said Jones. «Just help me to shove these dinner things aside and roll back
the cloth. There! See! You lay the rails like that and fasten them at the ends, so —»
«Oh, yes, | catch on, makes a grade, doesn’t it? just the thing to amuse a child, isn’t it? I got Willy
a toy aeroplane.»
«I know, they’re great. | 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,
ehl»
Half an hour later Brown and Jones were still playing trains on the dining-room table.
But their wives upstairs in the drawing-room hardly noticed their absence. They were too much
interested.
«Oh, I think it’s perfectly sweet,» said Mrs. Brown. «Just the loveliest doll I’ve seen in years. |
must get one like it for Ulvina. Won’t Clarisse be perfectly enchanted?»
«Yes,» answered Mrs. Jones, «and then she’ll have all the fun of arranging the dresses. Children
love that so much. Look, there are three little dresses with the doll, aren’t they cute? All cut out
and ready to stitch together.»
«Oh, how perfectly lovely!» exclaimed Mrs. Brown. «l 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?

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

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

«Thanks,» answered Willie. «I’d like one immensely. 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. | waited till | was twelve.»

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

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

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

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

«Oh, abominable,» shuddered Ulvina. «But your mamma never plays for money, does she?»
«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 Pazpen: Tunsl auckypca
Teoperuyeckue BOIPOCHL:
1) Yro Takoe conmaabHbIC KATErOpUH AUCKypca?
2) KakumH s13bIKOBBIMHU CPEICTBAMH IPOMCXOAUT KOHCTPYHPOBAHUE COLIUAIBHOIO MUpa?
3) KakoBbI OCHOBHBIE KPUTEPHUH BBIICICHUS TOTO WM HHOTO THUIA TUCKypca?
4) UTo Takoe «COLMAIbHBINA JEHKCUCH?

IIpaxkTrueckue 3agaHus:
1) [MoaroroBbTe MOKIAM 00 OJHOM M3 CIEAYIOIIUX BUIOB JUCKypCa:
- CIIOPTUBHBIN AUCKYPC
- IeAaroruYeCcKui JUCKypC
- MEAUMHBINA TUCKYPC
- HAy4YHBIW TUCKYPC
- PEKJIaMHBIN JUCKYPC
- IOPUNYECKUN TUCKYPC
- OJINTUYECKUN THUCKYPC
2) BeInoHUTE TUCHMEHHBIN aHAIN3 TIPETIOKEHHOTO TIUCKYypCa:

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
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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. “l 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—nhe 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.


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

Mainstream Media must clean up its act, FAST!” That is, it must come around to his way of seeing
things fast. And if it doesn’t, then what?

2. A Municipal Report

by O. Henry

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Just before dinner, Major Wentworth Caswell found me. It was impossible to avoid him. He
insisted on buying me a drink and pulled two one-dollar bills from his pocket. Again | saw a torn
dollar fixed with blue paper, with a corner missing. It was the one | gave Uncle Caesar. How
strange, | thought. | 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. | ran to the door and yelled to Uncle Caesar for help. He ran down the
street. Five minutes later, he was back with a doctor.

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

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

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

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

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

| 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, 1 went out for a walk before dinner. A crowd of people were talking
excitedly in front of a store. | pushed my way into the store. Major Caswell was lying on the floor.
He was dead.

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

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

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

3. Cnenaiite cooOIIeHUE, UCTIOIB3Ys OAMH U3 BHIOB JUCKYpCa:
- CIIOPTUBHBIN AUCKYPC
- IeAaroruyecKui JUCKypC



- MEAUNHBIN TUCKYPC

- HAy4YHbIW TUCKYPC

- PEKJIaMHBIN JUCKYPC

- IOPUJUYECKUI TUCKYPC
- MOJINTUYECKUN TUCKYPC

7 OneHo4YHbIe CPpeACTBA JIsl IPOBEACHHUS IIPOMEKYTOYHOM aTTecTaluu
a) [lnanupyemsble pe3ynbTaTbl OOyY€HHMS M OLCHOYHBIE CPEJICTBA JUIsl MPOBEICHMS
IIPOMEKYTOUHOH aTTECTALUU:

CTpyKTypHBIi
AJIIEMEHT

KOMIICTCHII N

[Inanupyemslie pe3ysnbTaTsl
o0yJeHus

OneHouHbIE CpEeICTBA

OK-4 crocoOHOCTPIO K KOMMYHUKAIIMM B YCTHOW W THUCBMEHHOW (opmMax Ha PyCCKOM H

MHOCTPAaHHOM  SI3bIKAX JUISl pELICHUs 3aJa4 MEXJIUYHOCTHOTO U MEXKYJIbTYPHOTO
B3aHUMOJICHCTBHS
3Harb OCHOBHBIC OTIPEICICHUS U MOHATHS |l COPETUYECKHE BOIPOCHI:
TEOPHUH JAUCKYpCa; JlaiiTe onpenenenye ITUCKypcea;
OCHOBHBIC BUIBI JUCKYypCa, PaCKpOﬁTG MOHATHUA: ITPOIO3ULIU,
NpUMEHSIEMBIE B TIPOLIECCE pedepennys, SKCIMKATypa,
MEKIIMYHOCTHOW U MEXKYJIBTYPHON [HMILIMKATYpa, uHdepeHLys,
KOMMYHUKAaINH, MPECYNIITIO3UI .
0COOEHHOCTH BUIIOB PackpoliTe OCHOBHBIE IIOHATHS TEOPUU
AHTIOA3BIYHOTO JUCKYPCa [peueBbIX aKTOB. [lepeuncnure BUIbI
[PEUYEBBIX AKTOB;
Ha30BUTEOCHOBHBIE €IMHUIIBI TUCKYPCA;
HazoBuTe OCHOBHBIE TUIIBI TUCKYPCA;
JlaliTe onpeneneHrue couraabHOTO
neiikcuca;
7 UTO0 OTHOCHUTCA K COIHAILHBIM
KaTeropusiM JAUCKypca.
8 B uyeM 3akimodaeTcsi OCHOBHEIC
OTJINYUSL AHTJIOSI3BIYHBIX TUIIOB JUCKYpPCal
OT TaKHX K€ B PYCCKOM SI3BIKE.
VYMeThb [IpakTHueckue 3amaHus:

MPUMEHSTh THI AUCKYypCa B
COOTBETCTBUHU C KOMMYHUKATUBHOMN
3ajauecii;

CTPOUTH MUCbMEHHBIE (POPMBI
JUCKYpCa;

CTPOUTH YCTHBIC ()OPMBI TUCKYpCA.

— MPOYHMTANTE TECT U COOTHECHUTE THII
ICKypCca Ha COOTBETCTBUE
KOMMYHHUKATHBHOH 3a/1a4e (HayqHas
CTAaTbs, CTaTh HA IMOJIMTUYCCKYIO TCMY
CIIOPTUBHBIA PEMOPTAXK U TIP.):

— - OIpcACIUuTC rpaMMATUYCCKUC U
VICKCHYCCKHUC CPCACTBA HGO6XOI[I/IMBIC JJISL
HaIMCAHUs: HAyYHOU CTaThH,
JICKJIapalluu, IPaBUJI BBIITOJHCHUSA
3aJJaHMid, perenTa IPUTOTOBICHHUS,
[pacckasa, JISKITUH | TIp.

— ONpeAenTe TPaMMaTHYEeCKUE U
NMEKCHYECKUE CPENICTBA HEOOXOMMBIE IS
COCTaBJICHHS TEKCTa YCTHOTO
MOJUTHYECKOTO 3asBJICHUS, BEICHUS
nranora B oOIIECTBEHHON OpraHU3aIlld, B
MarasuHe, Ha TIpueMe y Bpada | Ip.
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1) It was raining as | got off the train in
Nashville, Tennessee — a slow, gray rain.
I was tired so | went straight to my hotel.
A big, heavy man was walking up and
down in the hotel lobby. Something about
the way he moved made me think of a
hungry dog looking for a bone. He had 4
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 | wanted no
more of him. | said good night.

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

2) If ASBOs were given out to sed
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 —
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
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GulDolen, at Johns Hopkins University
School of Medicine. “What our studies
suggest is that certain brain chemicals, or
neurotransmitters, that send signals
between neurons required for these social
behaviours are evolutionarily conserved.”
The team placed four California two-spot
octopuses that had been exposed to
MDMA, one at a time, into a set-up off
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 Délen. “This is very similar
to how humans react to MDMA,; they
touch each other frequently.”

3) President Trump promised a "big
announcement™ Tuesday morning, ahead
of a meeting with Nikki Haley, his
ambassador to the United Nations. Or,
actually, his former ambassador—because
the announcement in question, which to
most political outlets seemed to have come
out of left field, is that Haley is resigning
from her role at the U.N.

Haley had reportedly floated her
resignation to Trump in recent months, he
said, saying that she wanted "a break.” She
will finish out 2018 in her role, with a
replacement likely to be nominated in the
near future. (And Trump's meeting with
Kanye West on Thursday, so that's that
sorted?)
"She's done a fantastic job," Trump said off
Haley during a press conference, adding
that he hopes she will return to his
administration in future. "We’re all happy
for you in one way, but we hate to lose
you," he continued. Haley said that]
"defend[ing] America"” in her role at the

U.N. "has been an honor of a lifetime."



https://www.nytimes.com/2018/10/09/us/politics/nikki-haley-united-nations.html?smid=fb-nytimes&smtyp=cur
https://www.nytimes.com/2018/10/09/us/politics/nikki-haley-united-nations.html?smid=fb-nytimes&smtyp=cur
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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 off
professional rugby Nigel Melville made &
mockery of last year’s Rugby Players
/Association’s impassioned rejection of a
domestic season extension, it wag
reasonable to wonder if those running
English rugby knew the value of anything.
Marler’s England retirement leaves rugby
with questions to answer

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

Minute concessions are to be made to
player 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 a

mandatory five-week rest period (three



https://www.nytimes.com/2018/10/09/us/politics/nikki-haley-united-nations.html?smid=fb-nytimes&smtyp=cur
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weeks of which will not actually involve
resting) was celebrated as some sort of]
triumph when it should in fact have been
doubled.

5.Shirley: Would you like some cookies? |
just made them.

Louise: Thank you. Yes, | would.

Shirley: These are chocolate, and those are
almond-flavored.

Louise: I guess I’ll try a chocolate one first.
Mmmm...this is delicious.

Are they hard to make?

Shirley: No, they’re really quite easy. Wait
a minute, I’ve got the

recipe right here. See...these are the
ingredients, and then

you just follow the directions.

Louise: That does look easy. | think I’ll
make some tonight.

6. Saleslady: Can | help you?

Gloria: Yes, I’m looking for a pair of white
gloves. | think |

wear size Six.

Saleslady: The white gloves are on this
counter. Let’s see... here’s

a size six. These are very nice, and they’re
washable, too.

Gloria: Oh, I’ll try them on. Hmmm... they
seem to fit. How

much are they?

Saleslady: Five dollars.

Gloria: All right. I’ll take them.

Saleslady: That’ll be five-twenty with the
tax.

Bnanets

— ycTHBIMHU (hopmMamu
AHTJIOSI3BIYHOTO AUCKYPCa;

— MHUCHMEHHBIMH (hopMamMH
AHTJIOA3BIYHOI'O0 JUCKYPCA,

— HabOpOM CpEJICTB,
00eCIeunBarOINX YCTHYIO U
NMHUCbMCHHYIO KOMMYHHKAIIUIO Ha
WHOCTPAaHHOM SI3bIKE.

KoMmruiekcHbIe TPOOIeMHBIE 3a/1aHHS:

— COCTaBbTE COOOIEHHE HA 33/IaHHYIO
reMy (TIOUTUYECKOE 3asiBIICHUE, JTEKIIHS,
00BSCHEHNE TPUIHUHBI OMIO3/IAHN,
CIIOPTHBHBIA PEMOPTAX U TIP.) IPHUMEHSISI
MpaBWJIa OpPraHUu3alMK YCTHOTO JUCKypca
— COCTaBbTE B MMCBMEHHOM (hopme
cooOIIeHNE Ha OJIHY U3 33JJaHHBIX TEM,
(HammcaTh JIETI0BOE MHCHEMO B
OpraHHU3aluIo, CTAThIO Ha CIIOPTHBHYIO
TeMY, HOJTUTHIECKUH 0030p TEKYITHX
COOBITUH, ITpaBUIIa TIOBEIICHUS B
00pa3oBaTEeILHOM YUPEKACHUH U TIP.),

MpUMEHSIS CPEICTBA, 00ECIeUNBAIOIINE




CtpyKTypHBIit
AJIIEMEHT

KOMIICTCHII N

[TnaHupyemble pe3yybTaThl
oOydeHus

OneHouHbIE CpeCTBA

MMUCbMCHHYIO KOMMYHHKAIIMIO Ha
MHOCTPAHHOM A3LIKC.

IIK-3 cnocoOGHOCTRIO pemiaTth 3aJaydl BOCIHMTAHUS U JIyXOBHO-HPABCTBEHHOT'O Ppa3BUTHUI,

o0yJaromuxcsi B yaeOHOW ¥ BHEYUeOHOU e TeIbHOCTH
3HaTh — OCHOBHBIE 33/1a4i HPABCTBEHHOrO ([ €OpETUUECKHE BOMIPOCHL:
BOCIIUTAHMS; 1) KakoBbl 3amaul  HPABCTBEHHOTO
— OCHOBHEIE€ HallpaBJICHUA BOCIIMTAHHUA Ha Pa3JIMYHbBIX CTYICHAX
JTyXOBHO-HPaBCTBEHHOT'O Pa3BUTHS, 00yueHus?
— OCHOBHBIC BU/IBI YUCHO 1 2) Kak ¢  HpaBCTBEHHO-yXOBHBIM
BHEY4eOHOI e TEIbHOCTH; BOCIIUTAHWEM  CBsi3aHa JUCKYpCHBHas
KaTeropusi COLIMAILHOTO JieiKcuca?
3) KakoBbl 0COOEHHOCTH TPOSIBICHUS
COLIMAJIBHOTO JIeHKCUca B y4eOHOW M HE
YIeOHOU NesATeTbHOCTH?
— 4) Kak Tema roBopsiero Moxer
OMpPENEIATh BEKTOPhI TyXOBHO-
HPABCTBEHHOT'O Pa3BUTHS yJaIUXCs?
YMeThb [IpakTueckue 3ananus:

— pcaTh 3aJa4 HpaBCTBCHHOI'O
BOCIIUTaHUS ITOCPEICTBOM
JUCKYypCa;

— HaXOIUThH CIIOCOOBI

3¢ PEeKTUBHOTO peIeHUs JyXOBHO-
HPaBCTBEHHOI'O Pa3BUTUSA
MOCPENICTBOM PA3IIUYHBIX THIIOB
TUCKYypCa;

— KOPPEKTHO BBIPAXKaTh U
apryMEHTHPOBaHHO 00OCHOBBIBATH
B3aMMOCBA3b MPOLECCa BOCITUTAHUA
U JIyXOBHO-HPaBCTBEHHOTO
Pa3BUTHA YYAIIKUXCS C PA3IUYHBIMUA
BUJIAMHU JHMCKYpCa.

Bribepute ©u3 TPEMIOKCHHBIX TEKCTOB
ITICKYpPC, CHOCOOCTBYIOIIUN  JTyXOBHO-
HPaBCTBEHHOMY Pa3BUTHIO:

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 | 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
we sat every day, and everyday MrMorelli
in the café said “Good morning!” to my
parents, and then always patted me on the
head like a dog. Every day we walked
down to our red and white umbrella, every
day my father sat on his deckchair and read
the newspaper then went to sleep, every
day my mother went for a swim in the sed
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
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about the weather. Every summer for
twelve years | sat there and read books and
sometimes played volleyball with some of
the other boys and girls who were there,
but I never made any friends.

It was so boring.

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

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

I, of course, hated them.

Richard and Philip, Richard and Philip,
Richard and Philip — it was all 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.

I was sixteen years old the last summer we
went there. Perfect Richard and perfect]
Philip came to the beach one day and said
that they were going to have a barbecue at
lunchtime. They were going to cook for
everyone! “Forget your cheese

sandwiches”, they laughed, “Come and
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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 4
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. Mrs
Moffat always came to the beach wearing
a large hat, a pair of sunglasses and a gold
necklace. She always carried a big bag with
her. She never went swimming, but sat
under her umbrella reading magazines
until lunchtime when she went home.
Richard and Philip, of course, also invited
Mrs Moffat to their barbecue.

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

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

“My bag!!!! My bag!!!” she shouted. “It’s
gone!!l It’s GONE!!!” Everybody on the
beach ran over to Mrs Moffat to see what]
the problem was. “Someone has taken my
bag!!!"” she screamed, “Someone has
stolen my bag!!!”

“Impossible!” said everybody else. “This

is a very safe, friendly beach! There are no
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thieves here!” But it was true. Mrg
Moffat’s big bag wasn’t there anymore.
Nobody had seen any strangers on the
beach during the barbecue, so they thought
that Mrs Moffat had perhaps taken her bag
somewhere and forgotten it. MrMorelli
from the café organised a search of the
beach. Everybody looked everywhere for
MrsMoffat’s big bag.

Eventually, they found it. My father saw it
hidden in the sand under a deckchair. A
green deckchair. Richard and Philip’s
deckchair. My father took it and gave it
back to Mrs Moffat. Everybody looked at
Richard and Philip. Richard and Philip, the
golden boys, stood there looking surprised.
Of course, they didn’t know what to say.
Mrs Moffat looked in her bag. She started
screaming again. Her purse with her
money in it wasn’t in the big bag. “My
purse!” she shouted, “My purse has gone!
Those boys have stolen it! They organised
a barbecue so they could steal my purse!”
Everybody tried to explain to Mrs Moffat
that this couldn’t possibly be true, but Mrs
Moffat called the police. The police arrived
and asked golden Richard and golden
Philip lots of questions. Richard and Philip;
couldn’t answer the questions. Eventually,
they all got into a police car and drove
away to the police station.

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

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

B) The Hunting Bird

by Chris Rose

In the small piece of dry land behind the
house where Samir lived with his family,
there was a bird. It was an old bird which
sat on its perch all day, every day. Samir
had never seen the bird fly. Samir’s
grandfather told him that once, a long time
ago, the bird had been a famous hunting
bird. It was famous not only in their
village, but in many of the other nearby
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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 if]
jumped down off its perch and ate slowly.
Other than that, it never moved. But
sometimes the bird looked at Samir, and
Samir could see that the bird’s eyes were
still bright and clear and awake and alive.

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

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

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

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

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

“It only eats mice. It doesn’t cost us money

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

“Very well then, yes. Show me that the bird
can still hunt, and you can keep it.”

Samir was pleased but also worried. He
didn’t know if the bird could still hunt or|
not. He went to his grandfather and asked
him what to do. That evening, Samir and
his grandfather went to the piece of dry
land behind their house. His grandfather
put on a big leather glove and took the bird
off its perch. The bird stood on his
grandfather’s hand. Together, Samir, his
grandfather and the bird walked away from
their house, out to the edge of the village
where they lived. The bird didn’t move
while they walked. Eventually, they came
to the open land at the end of the village.
Samir’s grandfather stretched out his arm
straight. The bird sat on his hand at the end
of his arm. Then, very quickly, he took his
arm away. Samir thought that the bird
would fall to the ground, but it didn’t.
Instead, in less than a second, it opened its
huge wings and flew upward, up into the
sky so quickly that Samir could hardly see
it. It flew so high that it was difficult to see.
It went so high it almost vanished in the
bright late afternoon sky. Samir could just
see it - a tiny black dot against the sky. He
watched the dot move until he was sure it
was the bird, his bird. The bird seemed to
stop in the middle of the sky. Samir
wondered how it was possible. The bird
held its huge wings open and floated in the
sky like a duck on water, moving slowly
from one side to another. Sometimes, it
moved its wings gently up and down, then
was still again, as if he was on his perch in
the middle of the sky. Then, in a second,

the bird turned, moved its head down and
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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! | told you it was useless! Come on,
Samir, | know you like animals, but you
need to grow up a bit. You have to learn
that we can’t keep things just because you
like them.”

Samir went back to his grandfather and
told him what had happened. His
grandfather told him that a bird wouldn’t
hunt in the morning. The sun was too
bright. He told him to persuade his uncle to
go out again with him, in the late afternoon,
when the light was less strong, when it was
cooler. At that time of day, said Samir’s
grandfather, the bird could see a mouse
from 50 metres up.

Samir had to work hard to persuade his
uncle to come out with him a second time.
“No way, Samir” said his uncle. “I’'m a
busy man. | haven’t got time to waste on &
stupid old bird.”
“Uncle, | promise you. If the bird won’t
hunt this time, then you can get rid of it,
and | won’t say anything ever again.”
His uncle thought for a moment, then
sighed. “Very well, then, last chance.”
Again Samir took the bird from its perch.
Again they went to the open space at the
end of the village. The sun was beginning
to set over the hills in the distance. The air|

was already a little cooler. Samir stood
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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 a quick
thummmpp and looked to where the bird
had touched the ground. His uncle was
impressed. The bird sat there on the ground
before them. It had caught a mouse.
When they saw that it was a mouse, the
expression on Samir’s uncle’s face
changed. He started to laugh again.
“A mouse! A mouse! A tiny little mouse!
That’s all? Very good, I’m sure, but a bird
that can only hunt mice isn’t much use, is
it? We can’t eat mice!” He laughed. “Why
can’t your wonderful hunting bird catch 4
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
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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, or
stupid, or perhaps both!”
“Like you!”

“We want our money  back!”
Samir’s uncle looked very worried.
“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
ustt!”

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 off
the car. Samir opened the door of the car
and took the bird on his arm. He held his
arm out, then quickly moved it away. The
bird flew high, high up into the sky, until
they could hardly see it anymore.

c) A Municipal Report

by O. Henry

It was raining as | got off the train in
Nashville, Tennessee — a slow, gray rain.
I was tired so | went straight to my hotel.
A big, heavy man was walking up and
down in the hotel lobby. Something about
the way he moved made me think of a
hungry dog looking for a bone. He had 4
big, fat, red face and a sleepy expression in
his eyes. He introduced himself as
Wentworth Caswell — Major Wentworth
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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 | wanted no
more of him. | said good night.

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

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

| left the hotel at nine o’clock the next
morning to find Miss Adair. It was still
raining. As soon as | stepped outside | 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 4
military officer’s coat. It was very long and
when it was new it had been gray. But now
rain, sun and age had made it a rainbow of
colors. Only one of the buttons was left. It
was yellow and as big as a fifty cent coin.
Uncle Caesar stood near a horse and
carriage. He opened the carriage door and
said softly, «Step right in, sir. I’ll take you
anywhere in the city.»

«l want to go to eight-sixty-one Jasmine
Street,» | said, and | started to climb intg
the carriage. But the old man stopped me.
«Why do you want to go there, sir?»
«What business is it of yours?» | said
angrily. Uncle Caesar relaxed and smiled.
«Nothing, sir. But it’s a lonely part off
town. Just step in and I’ll take you there

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

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

Azalea Adair herself opened the door when
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 | 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. 1t 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
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angry voice. Azalea Adair stood up. Her
face showed no emotion as she left the
room. | heard the man’s rough voice and
her gentle one. Then a door slammed and
she came back into the room.

«l am sorry, but I won’t be able to offer you
any tea after all,» she said. «It seems that
Mister Baker has no more tea. Perhaps he
will find some for our visit tomorrow.»
\We said good-bye. | went back to my hotel.
Just before dinner, Major Wentworth
Caswell found me. It was impossible to
avoid him. He insisted on buying me 4
drink and pulled two one-dollar bills from
his pocket. Again | saw a torn dollar fixed
with blue paper, with a corner missing. It
was the one | gave Uncle Caesar. How
strange, | thought. | 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. | explained
the agreement to her. She signed it. Then,
as she started to rise from the table, Azaled
Adair fainted and fell to the floor. I picked
her up and carried her to the old red sofa. |
ran to the door and yelled to Uncle Caesar
for help. He ran down the street. Five
minutes later, he was back with a doctor.
The doctor examined Miss Adair and
turned to the old black driver. «Uncle
Caesar,» he said, «run to my house and ask|
my wife for some milk and some eggs.
Hurry!»

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

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

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

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

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

Someone had found his body on the street.
He had been killed in a fight. In fact, his
hands were still closed into tight fists. But
as | stood near his body, Caswell’s right
hand opened. Something fell from it and
rolled near my feet. | put my foot on it, then
picked it up and put it in my pocket.
People said they believed a thief had killed
him. They said Caswell had been showing
everyone that he had fifty dollars. But
when he was found, he had no money on
him.

I left Nashville the next morning. As the
train crossed a river | took out of my pocket]
the object that had dropped from Caswell’s
dead hand. I threw it into the river below.
It was a button. A yellow button... the one
from Uncle Caesar’s coat.

Bnanets

— 3} dexTuBHBIME crIOCOOAMU
pelIeHus 3a/1a4, CBSI3aHHBIX C
HPaBCTBEHHBIM BOCITUTAHUEM
MTOCPEACTBOM PA3TMYHBIX THUIIOB
IHMCKypCa;

— 9} PeKTUBHBIMH METOUKAMH,
HaIpaBlIEHHBIMHA Ha ()OPMUPOBAHUE
HPaBCTBEHHO-TYXOBHOTO
BOCIUTAHMSI IOCPECTBOM
Pa3IMYHBIX THUIIOB JAUCKYpCa;

— HabopoM NpHeMoB
HPABCTBEHHO-IYXOBHOTO Pa3BUTHS,
MPUMEHSEMBIX B y4eOHOU U
BHEYYEOHOM e TEIHHOCTH;

KoMIuiekcHbIe TPOOJIEMHBIE 3a/TaHUS:

CocTtaBbTe JHCKYpPC Ha aAHIJIMHCKOM|
S3bIKE, HAIIPABICHHBII HA Pa3BUTHE
HPaBCTBEHHOT'O-TyXOBHOTO ~ BOCITUTAHUS
y4aIuxcs.

JAIIK-3 ymeeT cBOOOJHO BBIpaXaTh CBOM MBICIIH, aJ€KBATHO HCIOJIB3Ys Pa3HOOOpa3HbIC
SI3BIKOBBIC CPEJICTBA C LIENTBIO BBIICIICHUS PEJICBAHTHOW HHPOPMALIUU
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KOMITETEHITUU 00yHcHH
3HaTh — OCHOBHBIE THIIBI IUCKYPCA; TeopeTnyeckre BOMPOCHI:
—  OCHOBHBIE JICKCHUECKHE U 1) HazoBuTe OCHOBHBIE TUIIBI IUCKYPCA;
rpaMMaTHYECKHE CPECTBA, 2) [lepeuncnuTe OCHOBHBIE JIEKCHUECKHE U
HCIIOJIb3yEMBIE IIPHU IIOCTPOCHUH rpaMMaTH4CCKHUC CpCACTBa,
JUCKYpCa; KCIIOJIb3yEMbIE npu MOCTPOEHUHU
— JUCKYPCHOHHBIE MapKephI CIICAYIOIIHX THIIOB AUCKYypCa.
peneBanTHO# nHOPMAIHH; FOPUANYECKHI MOJTUTUYECKUH,
MeAarornyeckuii, Hay4HbIi U Ip.)
3) Uro cumTaeTcsi JAMCKYPCUOHHBIM|
MapKepoM peJIeBaHTHON HH(OpMannu B
Ka)kKJI0M BUJIE TUCKypca?
YMeThb [IpakTrueckue 3ananus:

— TPUMEHSATH PA3JINYHBIE BUIBI
JUCKypca B 3aBUCHUMOCTH OT
KOMMYHHMKaTUBHOW HHTEHIUH;

— IPUMEHSATH JIEKCUYECKHUE U
rpaMMaTH4ECKHE CPEICTBA CBA3H,
HCIIOJIb3YEMBIE B JUCKYPCE;

— pacno3HaBaTh IUCKYPCHOHHBIE
MapKephl peJIeBaHTHON
nHpopmarun

Haiimure omuOKku, CoOBepIIaeMble IpH
nepeaydl peieBaHTHOW WHGpOpMaluu B
3aJaHHOM TEKCTE, NEPCUUCTIUTE
VICKCUYCCKUC U TPAaMMAaTHYCCKUC CPCACTBA
CBsI31, MUCIIOJIB3YEMBIC B TUCKYPCEC:

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

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

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

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

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

B) «l| 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.

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

possibly do with a thousand dollars?»
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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 4
new bacillus and the rest to establish a
hospital for doing away with it again.
There are one or two small, unimportant
gifts on the side. The butler and the
housekeeper get a seal ring and ten dollars
each. His nephew gets one thousand
dollars.»

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

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

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

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

Bnanets

Pa3IUYHBIMU BUIAMH JIICKYPCa;
— JIeKCHYECKUMH U
rpaMMaTHYeCKUMHU CPEACTBaM
HOCTPOCHUS IUCKYPCa;

— JIMCKYPCUOHHBIMH MapKepamu
peneBaHTHOI MH(OpMAIIH

KomrmiekcHbie MpoOIeMHBIE 3a/1aHUS
1. BeinosHUTE IUCKYypC-aHaIU3 TEKCTA!
The Girl with Green Eyes
by J. Bassett
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‘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; &
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.
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‘l 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 4
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 4
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
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in August. You can have a good time there
too.’

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

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

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

Julie read about the weather in
Budapest for the third time. Then she
looked at the tall man’s hands. They were
long, brown hands, very clean. ‘Nice
hands,” she thought. He wore a very
expensive Japanese watch. ‘Japan,” she
thought. ‘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.’
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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.’
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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
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bag of apples. The bag broke and the
apples went all over the carriage.

‘Oh damn!” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

forget about Julie.”
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2. Cphemaiite cooOlIeHNE HA aHTJIMICKOM

FI3BIKC, BBIpaSI/IB peHGBaHTHYIO
nHpopMaIuto, HEe0OXOINMBIMHA
VICKCUYCCKHUMU n I‘p AMMATHUYCCKUMH]
CpeICTBaMHU:

a) cooOmeHre 00 yCIemHoW craye
BBIITYCKHOTO YK3aMEHa,

0) o moOexe B BbIOOpaX OJHOTO U3
KaHIHIaTOB;

B) coOoOIIeHHe O OJIAroMOIyYHOM HCXO/IE
cyneOHOTO Jena;

) OTYeT O paboTe OT/AeNa;

0) Ilopsinok mpoBeaeHHMs] MPOMEXKYTOUYHOM ATTECTANUM, MOKA3aTeJd M KPHUTEPHH
OLICHMBAHUSA:

3aueT 1o JUCIUILIMHE B § ceMecTpe MPOBOAUTCS B OJMH ATAll U BKJIIOYAET YCTHBIE BOIIPOCHI
0 TeMe. 3a4yeT Mo AMCLHUILIMHE B 9 cemecTpe npoBoauTcs B 2 3tamna. IlepBblil 3Tan BKiIro4aeT
BBITIOJITHEHHUE 33JJaHUM MO TEKCTy, BTOPOM — YCTHOTO OTBETAa HA TEOPETHUYECKHIl BOMPOC, IO
W3Y4EHHOMY MaTepuaiy.

IToxa3aTenn U KPpUTePUH OLICHUBAHUS Ha 3a4eTe:

Ha oneHky «3a4TeH0» — CTYEHT JOJDKEH MOKa3aTh BBICOKUN YPOBEHb 3HAHUU HA YPOBHE
BOCIIPOU3BEICHHS, 00BACHEHUS UH(OPMAIINH, HHTEIUIEKTYaJIbHbIC HABBIKU PEIICHUS IpobIeM u
3a7jad, HaXOXJEHUs OTBETOB K IpoOJeMaM, OLEHKHM M BBIHECEHMS] KPUTHUYECKHX CYKICHHH,
CTYACHT JOJDKEH 00OCHOBAaHHO OTBETUTH HA BOMPOC, aTh ONpeaesieHHe TOHATHIO, PEIIUTh TECT
WIM BBINIOJIHUTH 33JaHUC;

Ha onesky «He 3a4TeHO» — CTyIEHT HE MOXET II0Ka3aTh 3HAHMUS Ha YPOBHE
BOCIIPOU3BECHUS U 00BSCHEHNS HHPOPMALIUY, HE MOXKET TI0Ka3aTh NHTEIIEKTYallbHbIE HaBBIKH
pelIeHNs IPOCTHIX 3a/1a4, CTYIEHT HE OTBEUAET Ha BONPOC, HE AET ONPEECICHNUE TIOHATUIO, HE
peIIaeT TECT WU HE BBIOJHSAECT 3aJaHue.

DK3aMeH MO0 JaHHOM TUCHMIUIMHE MPOBOJUTCS B YCTHOW (hopMe IO 3K3aMEHAIMOHHBIM
omneram. B kaxaom Ousete 3 Bompoca, 3 HUX 2 TEOPETHYECKUX BOMpoca U 1 mpakThuuecKuit.

IMoka3aTenu U KPUTEPUH OIIEHUBAHUSI IK3aMeHAa:

— Ha OIEHKY «OTJHYHO» (5 0ayyIoB) — 00yJarOIIMIACS JEMOHCTPUPYET BBHICOKUI YPOBEHB
c(OPMHUPOBAHHOCTH KOMIIETCHIINH, BCECTOPOHHEE, CHCTEMAaTHYECKOEe H TJIYOOKOEe 3HAHHE
y4eOHOTr0 MaTepuasia, CBOOOJHO BBHIMOJHAET IMPAKTHUECKUE 3aJaHHsl, CBOOOIHO ONEpUpPYET
3HAaHUSMH, YMEHUSMH, IPUMEHSECT UX B CUTYaIUsX TOBBIIICHHOHN CI0KHOCTH.

— Ha OLIEHKY «Xopomo» (4 6amra) — o0yJaromuiicss T1eMOHCTPUPYET CPEAHHI YpPOBEHBb
c(OPMHUPOBAHHOCTH KOMITETCHIIMH: OCHOBHBIC 3HAHHS, YMEHHsS OCBOEHBI, HO JOITyCKAIOTCS
HE3HAYUTENbHbIC OMMOKH, HETOYHOCTH, 3aTPYTHEHUS IMPU AaHATTUTUYECKHUX OIEPAIHsIX, IIEPEHOCE
3HaHWI U yMEHHI HA HOBbIC, HECTAH/IAPTHBIC CUTYAIIHH.

— Ha OICHKY «YIOBJIETBOPUTEJIbHO» (3 Oamia) — oOydyarouuiicss JIeMOHCTPHPYET
MIOPOTOBBIA YPOBEHb C(HOPMHUPOBAHHOCTH KOMIIETEHIIMIA: B XOJI¢ KOHTPOJIBHBIX MEPOIPHUSATHIA
JOMYCKAIOTCS OIIMOKH, TPOSBISETCS OTCYTCTBHE OTACTbHBIX 3HAHWN, YMEHUH, HAaBBIKOB,
00yJaromuicsl UCTBITHIBACT 3HAYUTENBbHBIC 3aTPYAHCHUS TpPU ONEPHUPOBAHWU 3HAHUSIMH H
YMEHHSIMH TPU UX MEPEHOCE Ha HOBBIC CUTYAIIUU.



— Ha OIICHKY «HEYI0BJIETBOPHUTEIbHO» (2 Oana) — 00ydaronuiicss AEMOHCTPUPYET 3HAHUS
He Oonee 20% TeOpeTUUYECKOTro MaTepuana, JOMYCKaeT CYIIECTBEHHbIE OIIMOKHU, HE MOKET
MOKA3aTh UHTEIUICKTya IbHbIC HABBIKU PEIICHHS MPOCTHIX 3a/1a4.

— Ha OIICHKY «HeYJOBJIETBOPHUTEJbHO» (1 Oaymn) — oOyuaromuiics HE MOXKET IMOKa3aTh
3HaHUS Ha YPOBHE BOCIPOU3BEACHHS W OOBACHEHHS HWH(POpMAIMKA, HE MOXET I0Ka3aTh
MHTEJJICKTYaJIbHbIE HABBIKM PELIECHUS MPOCTHIX 3a]1a4.
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KOHCYJIbTAllUU U 3a4UCThI

000pyIOBaHUS

VYuebHble ayIuTOpUHU s | Jlocka, MyJIbTUMEIUUHBIE CPENCTBA XPAHEHHUs, IIepeadn

IIPOBEICHUS 3aHATHH | U IpeAcTaBIeHUs HHPOPMaLUH.

JEKIMOHHOIO TUIA

VYuebHble ayIuTOpUHU s | Jlocka, MyJIbTUMEIUNUHBIN IIPOEKTOP, SKpaH

IIPOBEICHUS IIPAKTUYECKHUX

3aHATUH, IPYHIIOBBIX u

WHIVBUAYAJIBHBIX KOHCYJIBTAllUH,

TEKYLIETO KOHTPOJIS u

MPOMEKYTOYHOM aTTECTALNK

ITomemenus s | [lepconanpHbie KOMIbIOTEpHl ¢ makeromM MS Office,

CaMOCTOSITEIILHOU paboTh! | BBIXOAOM B VIHTEpHET M C AOCTYHNOM B 3JIEKTPOHHYIO

o0yJaromuxcs UH(POPMALIMOHHO-00Pa30BaTEIBbHYIO cpeny
YHHMBEPCUTETA

[Tomemienne gy xpanenuss u | Ulkaper  mns XpaHeHus — y4eOHO-METOAMYECKOMN

PO UITAKTHIECKOTO JTOKYMEHTAIMK, Y4eOHOro oOopymoBaHUsS M Yy4eOHO-

00CITy>)KUBaHUS y4eOHOTO | HArJIATHBIX TOCOOUH.




IMPHUJIO’)KEHHE 1

Jlnist yCHenHoro yCBOSHHsI 3HaHu 1o npenMeTty «Jluckype» HeoOxoaumo:

1) o3HaKOMIICHHE ¢ MaTepuaIaMH JICKITUH, 3HaHUE U TIOHUMaHUE BCEX OMPEICICHUN;

2) akTuBHasg paboTa Ha MPAKTUYECKUX 3aHATHAX, BKIIOYAIONMAS IOATOTOBKY
TEOPETHYECKOr0 BOMPOCAa W BBINOJHEHHE JOKJIaJa HA 33JaHHYK0 TEMY C HCIIOJIb30BAHHEM
JOTIOTHUTETILHOU JTUTePaTyphl, ¢ TAKKE BBHITIOTHEHUE MPAKTHUECKUX 3aTaHUN.

1. Pazgen: /luckypc Kak mpeIMeT TMHTBUCTUYECKOTO U3YUEHUS, €0 MECTO B PsIy OJU3KUX
MOHATUHN JUCKYpCa.

1.1. Tema: ®mnocopCcko-METOAOTOTUUECKHE OCHOBAHUS aHAIU3a SI3LIKOBOTO OOIICHUSI.
S3pIK  KaKk  comMalbHO-TICUXoNorudeckuii  ¢eHomeH. KopoBas, wuHpEpeHIHOHHAS U
MHTEPAKIMOHHAS MOJEIN KOMMYHUKalMK. VHTepakimoHHAs MOJeNb OOIEeHUs KaKk pa3BUTHE
uaen auaimora M. baxTuHa.

O3HakOMbTECh C MaTepHallaMu JIEKIIMH, 0c000e BHUMaHHE OOpaTUTE Ha CIEQYOIIne
BOIPOCHI:

Hcropusi BO3HMKHOBEHUsT M pa3BUTUs «aucKypca». IIparmanuureucruka. Ilonstue
«JIUCKYpC» B COBpEMEHHOM JMHTrBUCTUKE. [loHATHE KOMMyHUKauU. Moaenu KOMMYHUKALIMH.
baxtun M. u ero yuenue o nuckypce. Pazputue uaen M. baxtuna o guanore. MaTepakimonnas
MO/JIeTh OOIIEHUSI.

[TpakTrueckoe (CEMUHAPCKOMN) 3aHSITHE:

[ToaroroBbTE OAMH U3 CIEIYIOLUIUX BOIPOCOB:

1) SI3bIK-KaK COIMATBHO-TICUXOJIOTHYECKUI (heHOM.

2) Uctopust BOBHUKHOBEHUS MOHSATHUS «IUCKYPCH.

3) [IparmanurBucTHKa, Kak mpeaTede yI4eHus O TUCKypce.

4) Moaenu KOMMYHUKALIUH.

5) Yuenue M. baxTtuHa 1 ero BKJIaJ B pa3BUTHE TCOPHH JIUCKYypCa.
JlononHUTEIbHBIE BOPOCHI 10 TEME:

1) OxapakTepu3yiTe OCHOBHBIC MOJICIIM KOMMYHHKAIIHH.

2) [lepeuncnure XxapakTe€pUCTUKH HHTEPAKIIMOHHONW MOJEIIN KOMMYHUKAIUU.

a) OcHoBHas JITepaTypa:

1. Maneko, E. B. CoBpemMeHHBIC TEXHUKH aHAJIN3a TEKCTOB KYJIbTYPHI : yueOHOE TTocodue /
E. B. Maneko ; MI'TVY. - Marauroropck : MI'TY, 2016. - 1 anekrpos. ont. auck (CD-ROM). -
3arm. c TUTYIL. JKpaHa. - URL:
https://magtu.informsystema.ru/uploader/fileUpload?name=2583.pdf&show=dcatalogues/1/1130



399/2583.pdf&view=true (mara obpamenus: 04.10.2019). - Makpoodsekr. - Tekct
3JIEKTPOHHBIN. - CBeneHus nocTymHbl Takke Ha CD-ROM.

0) JJlonmosiHuTeIbHASA JIUTEPATYpA:

1. Byxwunckas, JI. C. Komno3unus ny0iaunucTHueckoro Tekera : yuebnoe nocodue / 1. C.
Byxwunckas, O. U. ConosbeBa ; MI'TYV. - [2-e uz ., moaror. mo mey. u3a. 2014 r.]. - Marauroropck
: MI'TY, 2017. - 1 saektpon. ont. muck (CD-ROM). - 3arn. ¢ tutyn. skpana. - URL:
https://magtu.informsystema.ru/uploader/fileUpload?name=3196.pdf&show=dcatalogues/1/1136
693/3196.pdf&view=true (mata oOpamenus: 04.10.2019). - MakpooObekT. - Tekcr
3JIEKTPOHHBIN. - CBeneHus nocTymHbl Takke Ha CD-ROM.

2. byxwunckas, Jl. C. Kynbrypa peun : yuebnoe nocodue / JI. C. Byxunckas, O. E. UepHoBa
; MI'TY. - Marautoropck : MI'TY, 2015. - 1 3J'ICKTpOH ont. auck (CD-ROM). - 3aru. ¢ TUTYIL
3KpaHa URL:
https://magtu.informsystema. ru/uploader/flIeUpIoad’)name 1393.pdf&show=dcatalogues/1/1123
848/1393.pdf&view=true (mata oOpamenus: 04.10.2019). - Makpoo6sekr. - Tekcr
3JIEKTPOHHBIN. - CBeneHus nocTymHbl Takke Ha CD-ROM.

1.2.  Tema: JluckypcuBHasT OHTOJIOTHSI B  BHAC NPHHIMIA  COLUATHHOTO
KOHCTPYKIIMOHAJIM3Ma KaK METOA0JIOTHY€CKOe OCHOBAHUE MParMaMHI BUCTHKH.
O3HakOMbTECh C MarepHalaMu JIEKIIHH, 0c000e BHUMaHHE OOpaTUTE Ha CIEIYyIOIINe
BOMPOCHI:
Bunel nuckypca. Ero xapakrepuctuku. CTaHOBIIEHUE TOHATHS «IUCKYPC» B COBPEMEHHOM
auHrBHCTHKE. OnpeneneHne MoHATHS «IUCKypey». TeKeT u nuckype. BoickasbiBaHue U IUCKypC.
IIpakTueckoe (CeMMHAPCKOI) 3aHsTHE:
[ToarotroBbTE OJMH U3 CIEAYIOMIUX BOIIPOCOB:
1) Buasl auckypca. Ero xapakTrepucTuki.
2) OnpeneneHue MOHITHS «TUCKYPC».
3) Tekcr u quckypc. Beicka3piBaHue U IUCKYpC.
JlononHuUTENbHBIE BOMPOCHI 110 TEME:
1) Yto Takoe «CcolMaNbHbIi KOHCTPYKTYPATU3M»?
2) Kak COOTHOCATCS aOHATHSI «TEKCT» U «ITUCKYpPCH?

a) OcHoBHas JqUTEpaTypa:

1. Maneko, E. B. CoBpeMeHHbBIE TEXHUKH aHATN3a TEKCTOB KYJIBTYPHI : yueOHOE ocooue /
E. B. Maneko ; MI'TVY. - Maruutoropck : MI'TVY, 2016. - 1 snexktpon. ont. auck (CD-ROM). -
3arn. c TUTYIL JKpaHa. URL:
https://magtu.informsystema.ru/uploader/fileUpload?name=2583. pdf&show-dcatalogues/l/ll30
399/2583.pdf&view=true (mara obpamenus: 04.10.2019). - Makpoobsekr. - Tekct
3JIEKTPOHHBIN. - CBeneHus nocTymHbl Takke Ha CD-ROM.

0) JJonmosiHuTeIbHAS JIUTEPATYpA:

1. Byxunckas, JI. C. Komno3unus ny0iaunucTiueckoro Tekera : yuebnoe nocodue / 1. C.
Byxkwunckas, O. U. ConosbeBa ; MI'TYV. - [2-e uz ., moaror. mo mey. u3a. 2014 r.]. - Marauroropck
: MI'TY, 2017. - 1 saekrtpon. ont. muck (CD-ROM). - 3arn. ¢ tutyn. skpana. - URL:
https://magtu.informsystema.ru/uploader/fileUpload?name=3196.pdf&show=dcatalogues/1/1136
693/3196.pdf&view=true (mata oOpamenus: 04.10.2019). - MakpooObekT. - Tekcr
3JIEKTPOHHBIN. - CBeneHus nocTymHbl Takke Ha CD-ROM.

2. byxwunckas, Jl. C. Kynbrypa peun : yuebnoe nocodue / JI. C. Byxunckas, O. E. UepHoBa
; MI'TY. - Marautoropck : MI'TY, 2015. - 1 3J'ICKTpOH ont. auck (CD-ROM). - 3aru. ¢ TUTYIL
3KpaHa URL:
https://magtu.informsystema. ru/uploader/flIeUpIoad’)name 1393.pdf&show=dcatalogues/1/1123
848/1393.pdf&view=true (mata oOpamenus: 04.10.2019). - Makpoo6sekT. - Tekcr
3JIEKTPOHHBIN. - CBeneHus nocTymHbl Takke Ha CD-ROM.



1.3. Tema: IToxxoapl K OIPENENEHUIO TUCKYpCA.

O3HakoMbTECh C MaTepHajaMM JIEKIIMH, 0cO00€ BHMMaHHE OOpaTUTE Ha CIEeNyHOIue
BOITPOCHI:

[IIupokoe 1 y3Kk0€ MOHMMAaHUE TEPMUHA «IUCKYpPC». TepMUH «IUCKYpC» B TYMaHUTapHBIX
Haykax. OmpejeneHue MOHATUS «IUCKYpC» B 3alaHOM M OTYECTBEHHOW (HIIOIOTHYECKOM
TpaJUuLUN.

[IpakTHyeckoe (CeMHUHAPCKOM) 3aHsTHE:

CaMOCTOATENBHO NOATOTOBBTE TOKJIAA HA CIECAYIOIINE TEMBI:

1) Huckypc - KaK IpeaMeT U3y4YeHUs B T'YMAaHUTapHbIX HayKax.
2) lllupokoe 1 y3Kk0e TOHUMaHUE TEPMUHA «ITUCKYPCH»

3) Iloaxoap! K MOHATHIO «AUCKYPC» B OTEUECTBEHHOM JIMHIBUCTHKE.

4) Tlogxobl K TOHSATHIO TUCKYPC B 3aI1aTHOM JIMHTBUCTHKE.

5) Tunonorus u CTpyKkTypa JUCKypca.

a) OcHoBHas JIMTepaTypa:

1. Manexko, E. B. CoBpemMeHHBIC TEXHUKH aHAJIN3a TEKCTOB KYJIbTYPHI : yueOHOE TTocodue /
E. B. Maneko ; MI'TVY. - Marauroropck : MI'TY, 2016. - 1 anekrpos. ont. auck (CD-ROM). -
3arm. c TUTYIL. JKpaHa. - URL:
https://magtu.informsystema.ru/uploader/fileUpload?name=2583.pdf&show=dcatalogues/1/1130
399/2583.pdf&view=true (mara oOpamenus: 04.10.2019). - MakpooOobekT. - Tekcr
ANIEKTPOHHBIN. - CBeeHus gocTynHbl Takke Ha CD-ROM.

0) /lomoJiHUTe IbHAA IUTEpaTypa:

1. byxkunckas, J[. C. Kommo3umus myoaunucTuaeckoro Tekera : yaeonoe mocoodue / [1. C.
Byxwunckas, O. 1. ConosbeBa ; MI'TY. - [2-e u3a., moArot. mo neu. u3za. 2014 r.]. - Marautoropck
: MI'TY, 2017. - 1 snektpon. ont. muck (CD-ROM). - 3arm. ¢ tutyn. skpana. - URL:
https://magtu.informsystema.ru/uploader/fileUpload?name=3196.pdf&show=dcatalogues/1/1136
693/3196.pdf&view=true (mara oOpamenus: 04.10.2019). - MakpooobekT. - Tekcr
3NIEKTPOHHBIN. - CBeeHus noctynHbl Takke Ha CD-ROM.

2. Byxwunckas, [. C. KynbTypa peun : yueoHoe nocodue / JI. C. bByxunckas, O. E. UepHoBa
; MI'TVY. - Marautoropck : MI'TVY, 2015. - 1 anekrpos. ont. auck (CD-ROM). - 3aru. ¢ Tuty.
JKpaHa. - URL:
https://magtu.informsystema.ru/uploader/fileUpload?name=1393.pdf&show=dcatalogues/1/1123
848/1393.pdf&view=true (mara oOpamenus: 04.10.2019). - MakpooOobekT. - Tekcr
3NIEKTPOHHBIN. - CBeeHus goctynHbl Takke Ha CD-ROM.

2. Paznen: CemaHTHKa ¥ rpaMMaTHKa JUCKypca
2.1. Tema: CemanTHKa TUCKYpCa: MPOMO3UIIUS, peQepeHIIHs, SKCIUTMKATypa, UMIUTUKATYpa,
UH(EpeHIHs, TPECYNIO3UIH U JIP.

O3HakoOMbTECh C MaTepHajaMM JIEKIIMH, 0cO00€ BHMMaHHE OOpaTUTE Ha CIEeayroIue
BOIIPOCBL:

Cemantuka auckypca. CemaHTHdeckue CpeicTBa O(QOPMIICHHMS CEMAaHTUKH IHUCKypca.
Pedepennus, sKcrmkarypa, HMIUIMKaTypa, HWH(QEPEHIMs, NPECYNIO3UIUI U JApYyrue
CEMaHTHYECKHE €AMHUIIBI IUCKYPCa.

[IpakTHyeckoe (CeMHUHAPCKO) 3aHsATHE:

ITonroroBbTe OJMH U3 CIEAYIOMUX BOIIPOCOB:

1) PackpoiiTe CYIIHOCTb MOHATHH «IIPOIO3ULMS, pedepeHIrs, dKCIUTMKATypa, UMILTUKATYpa,
UH(EPEHIHs, TPECYNIO3ULIMDY.

2) KakuMu JIeKCHYEeCKUMU M TPaMMaTUYECKUM CPEACTBAMU O(POPMIISIOTCS STH MOHSTHSA?
JlononHUTENBHBIE BOIPOCHI 110 TEME:



1) Kak cooTHOCATCS MOHATUS «OKCIIMKATypa» U «UMILJIUKaTypa»?
2) UeM OTANYAIOTCS «IPECYITO3HUITU» U «ITPOTIO3HUITHS»?
IIpaxkTrueckue 3agaHus:
Haiinure B mpeayioxKEHHBIX TEKCTAX CIEAYIOLINE SIBICHHUS:
1) DxcnuKkanus U UMIUTHKALTUS;
2) [Ipecynmo3unys u MPOTO3UITHUS;

1 The Ultimate Experiment

by Thornton DeKy

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The man spoke, the woman remained silent.

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

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

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

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



2. The Girl with Green Eyes

by J. Bassett
‘Of course,’” the man in the brown hat said, ‘there are good policemen and there are bad policemen,
you know.’
“You’re right,” the young man said. ‘Yes. That’s very true. Isn’t it, Julie?” He looked at the young
woman next to him.
Julie didn’t answer and looked bored. She closed her eyes.
‘Julie’s my wife,” the young man told the man in the brown hat. ‘She doesn’t like trains. She
always feels ill on trains.’
‘Oh yes?’ the man in the brown hat said. “Now my wife — she doesn’t like buses. She nearly had
an accident on a bus once. It was last year ... No, no, it wasn’t. It was two years ago. | remember
now. It was in Manchester.” He told a long, boring story about his wife and a bus in Manchester.
It was a hot day and the train was slow. There were seven people in the carriage. There was the
man in the brown hat; the young man and his wife, Julie; a mother and two children; and a tall
dark man in an expensive suit.
The young man’s name was Bill. He had short brown hair and a happy smile. His wife, Julie, had
long red hair and very green eyes — the colour of sea water. They were very beautiful eyes.
The man in the brown hat talked and talked. He had a big red face and a loud voice. He talked to
Bill because Bill liked to talk too. The man in the brown hat laughed a lot, and when he laughed,
Bill laughed too. Bill liked talking and laughing with people. The two children were hot and bored.
They didn’t want to sit down. They wanted to be noisy and run up and down the train.
‘Now sit down and be quiet,” their mother said. She was a small woman with a tired face and a
tired voice.
’1 don’t want to sit down,’ the little boy said. ‘I’m thirsty.’
‘Here. Have an orange,” his mother said. She took an orange out of her bag and gave it to him.
‘I want an orange too,’ the little girl said loudly.
‘All right. Here you are,” said her mother. “Eat it nicely, now.’
The children ate their oranges and were quiet for a minute.
Then the little boy said, ‘I want a drink. I’'m thirsty.’
The tall dark man took out his newspaper and began to read. Julie opened her eyes and looked at
the back page of his newspaper. She read about the weather in Budapest and about the football in
Liverpool. She wasn’t interested in Budapest and she didn’t like football, but she didn’t want to
listen to Bill and the man in the brown hat. ‘Talk, talk, talk,” she thought. ‘Bill never stops talking.’
Then suddenly she saw the tall man’s eyes over the top of his newspaper. She could not see his
mouth, but there was a smile in his eyes. Quickly, she looked down at the newspaper and read
about the weather in Budapest again.
The train stopped at Dawlish station and people got on and got off. There was a lot of noise.
‘Is this our station?’ the little girl asked. She went to the window and looked out.
‘No, it isn’t. Now sit down,” her mother said.
‘We’re going to Penzance,’ the little girl told Bill. ‘For our holidays.’
‘Yes,” her mother said. ‘My sister’s got a little hotel by the sea. We’re staying there. It’s cheap,
you see.’
‘Yes,” the man in the brown hat said. “It’s a nice town. | know a man there. He’s got a restaurant
in King Street. A lot of holiday people go there. He makes a lot of money in the summer.” He
laughed loudly. “Yes,” he said again. “You can have a nice holiday in Penzance.’
‘We’re going to St Austell,” Bill said. ‘“Me and Julie. It’s our first holiday. Julie wanted to go to
Spain, but I like St Austell. I always go there for my holidays. It’s nice in August. You can have a
good time there too.’
Julie looked out of the window. “Where is Budapest?” she thought. ‘I want to go there. | want to
go to Vienna, to Paris, to Rome, to Athens.” Her green eyes were bored and angry. Through the
window she watched the little villages and hills of England.



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

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

Julie read about the weather in Budapest for the third time. Then she looked at the tall man’s hands.
They were long, brown hands, very clean. ‘Nice hands,” she thought. He wore a very expensive
Japanese watch. ‘Japan,” she thought. ‘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. | don’t know. How do you remember them all?’

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

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

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

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

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

The two men stood up and left the carriage.

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

‘Oh damn!” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

«I know, they’re great. | 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?

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

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

«Thanks,» answered Willie. «I’d like one immensely. 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. | waited till | was twelve.»

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

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

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

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

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



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

«l 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 roopsiero. KoHTekcT auckypca M €ro THIIBL.
KoruuTtHuBHbBIE CTPYKTYpBI AUCKYpCA.



O3HaKkoMbTECh C MaTepHajaMy JIEKIIMH, 0cO00e BHMMaHHE OOpaTUTe Ha CIeIylolue
BOMPOCHI:

[Tonstue «rema nuckypca». Tema rosopsmiero B auckypce. Cpencra BbIpaXKeHHUs! TEMBI
roBopsimero. KoHTeKCT B MpUMEHEHUH K TUCKypcy. Buabl koHTekcTa auckypca. KorHutuBHbie
CTPYKTYpPBbI TUCKYpCA.

IIpakTyeckoe (CEeMMHApPCKOI) 3aHsTHE:
[ToarotroBbTE OJUH U3 CIEAYIOMIUX BOIIPOCOB:
1) Yro Takoe «rema Iuckypcan?
2) Kakumu cpencTtBaMu BeIpakaeTcsl TeMa TOBOPSIIETO B JUCKypce?
3) [lepeunciute TUNBI KOHTEKCTOB?
4) Uto moHUMaETCS 1MOJ «<KOTHUTUBHBIMH CTPYKTYPaMH JTUCKypCa»?
JlononHUTENBHBIE BOIPOCHI 10 TEME:
1) Kak KOHTEKCT MPUMEHAETCS [0 OTHOIIECHHUIO K TUCKYPCY?
2) IIpuBenuTe npuMepbl KOTHUTUBHBIX CTPYKTYp JUCKYypCa.
[IpakTrueckue 3aganus:
1) Onpenenure, Kak BbIpa’k€Ha TEMa FOBOPSILIETO B TEKCTAX.
2) Haiinute KOHTEKCTHI B MPE/JIOKEHHBIX TEKCTaX.
3) Haiinure B TeKCTaX KOTHUTUBHBIE CTPYKTYPBHI.

1 The Ultimate Experiment

by Thornton DeKy

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But thinking, dreaming, reminiscing would not bring it all back for there was only one
answer to still the longing: work. The others worked and did not dream, but instead kept busy
tending to the thousand and one tasks The Masters had set them to do—had left them doing when



the last Master perished. He too must remember the trust they had placed in his hands and fulfill
it as best he could.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The man spoke, the woman remained silent.



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

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

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

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

2. The Girl with Green Eyes

by J. Bassett
‘Of course,’” the man in the brown hat said, ‘there are good policemen and there are bad policemen,
you know.’
“You’re right,” the young man said. ‘Yes. That’s very true. Isn’t it, Julie?” He looked at the young
woman next to him.
Julie didn’t answer and looked bored. She closed her eyes.
‘Julie’s my wife,” the young man told the man in the brown hat. ‘She doesn’t like trains. She
always feels ill on trains.’
‘Oh yes?’ the man in the brown hat said. “Now my wife — she doesn’t like buses. She nearly had
an accident on a bus once. It was last year ... No, no, it wasn’t. It was two years ago. | remember
now. It was in Manchester.” He told a long, boring story about his wife and a bus in Manchester.
It was a hot day and the train was slow. There were seven people in the carriage. There was the
man in the brown hat; the young man and his wife, Julie; a mother and two children; and a tall
dark man in an expensive suit.
The young man’s name was Bill. He had short brown hair and a happy smile. His wife, Julie, had
long red hair and very green eyes — the colour of sea water. They were very beautiful eyes.
The man in the brown hat talked and talked. He had a big red face and a loud voice. He talked to
Bill because Bill liked to talk too. The man in the brown hat laughed a lot, and when he laughed,
Bill laughed too. Bill liked talking and laughing with people. The two children were hot and bored.
They didn’t want to sit down. They wanted to be noisy and run up and down the train.
‘Now sit down and be quiet,” their mother said. She was a small woman with a tired face and a
tired voice.
’1 don’t want to sit down,’ the little boy said. ‘I’m thirsty.’
‘Here. Have an orange,” his mother said. She took an orange out of her bag and gave it to him.
‘I want an orange too,’ the little girl said loudly.
‘All right. Here you are,” said her mother. “Eat it nicely, now.’
The children ate their oranges and were quiet for a minute.
Then the little boy said, ‘I want a drink. I’m thirsty.’
The tall dark man took out his newspaper and began to read. Julie opened her eyes and looked at
the back page of his newspaper. She read about the weather in Budapest and about the football in
Liverpool. She wasn’t interested in Budapest and she didn’t like football, but she didn’t want to
listen to Bill and the man in the brown hat. ‘Talk, talk, talk,” she thought. ‘Bill never stops talking.’
Then suddenly she saw the tall man’s eyes over the top of his newspaper. She could not see his
mouth, but there was a smile in his eyes. Quickly, she looked down at the newspaper and read
about the weather in Budapest again.
The train stopped at Dawlish station and people got on and got off. There was a lot of noise.



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Julie read about the weather in Budapest for the third time. Then she looked at the tall man’s hands.
They were long, brown hands, very clean. ‘Nice hands,” she thought. He wore a very expensive
Japanese watch. ‘Japan,” she thought. ‘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. | don’t know. How do you remember them all?’

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

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



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

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

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

The two men stood up and left the carriage.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Oh damn!’ she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

3. The Errors of Santa Claus
By Stephen Leacock



It was Christmas Eve.

The Browns, who lived in the adjoining house, had been dining with the Joneses.

Brown and Jones were sitting over wine and walnuts at the table. The others had gone upstairs.
«What are you giving to your boy for Christmas?» asked Brown.

«A train,» said Jones, «new kind of thing — automatic.»

«Let’s have a look at it,» said Brown.

Jones fetched a parcel from the sideboard and began unwrapping it.

«Ingenious thing, isn’t it?» he said. «Goes on its own rails. Queer how kids love to play with trains,
isn’t it?»

«Yes,» assented Brown. «How are the rails fixed?»

«Wait, I’ll show you,» said Jones. «Just help me to shove these dinner things aside and roll back
the cloth. There! See! You lay the rails like that and fasten them at the ends, so —»

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

«I know, they’re great. | 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?

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

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

«Thanks,» answered Willie. «I’d like one immensely. 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. | waited till | was twelve.»



«Me too,» said Edwin, as they lighted their cigarettes. «In fact, 1 wouldn’t buy them now if it
weren’t for Dad. | simply had to give him something from Santa Claus. He believes in Santa Claus
absolutely, you know.»

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

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

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

«Oh, abominable,» shuddered Ulvina. «But your mamma never plays for money, does she?»
«Mamma! Oh, gracious, no. Mamma’s far too slow for that. But 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 akThl, WX THIIBI, KOMMYHHUKATHBHBIC aKThI, XOJbl, OOMECHBI,
TPaAHCAKITNH, PEUYEBBIC COOBITHS KaK €IUHUIIBI JUCKYypCa.

O3HakoMbTeCh C MaTepHalaMH JICKIIMH, 0CO00€ BHMMaHHE OOpaTHUTE Ha CIETYIOIINE
BOIPOCHI:

Teopus pedeBbIXx akTOB. Teopusi pedeBBHIX aKTOB B NMPUMEHEHHH K JTUCKYPCY. THIIBI
pEYEBBIX aKTOB B AHMCKypce. EMMHMIIBI TUCKypca: KOMMYHUKATHBHBIE aKThI, XOIbl, OOMEHHI,
TpPaHCAKIINH, PEYEBbIC COOBITHS KaK €IMHUIIBI JUCKYPCA.

[TpakTrueckoe (CEMUHAPCKOMN) 3aHSTHE:
IToaroroBbTE OJMH U3 CIEAYIOIIUX BOIIPOCOB:
1) PackpoiiTe MpUHITUAIIBI TEOPUH PEUEBBIX aKTOB.
2) Tumbl peueBbIX aKTOB B AUCKYpCE.
3) Enununsl numckypca: KOMMYHHUKATHBHBIE AaKThl, XOJZbl, OOMEHBI, TpPaHCAKIMU, pEueBbIC
COOBITHSI.
JlononHuUTENBHBIE BOMPOCHI 10 TEME:
1) Kak B tuckypce oTpa)xatroTcsi KOCBEHHbBIE pEUEBbIE aKThI?
2) Kakumu rpaMMaTUyecKUMU CpeacTBAaMU 0(hOPMIISIOTCS BUJIBI PEUEBBIX aKTOB B AUCKYypce?
3) Uro Takoe «pedeBbie COOBITHS»?

[IpaxkTrueckue 3agaHus:

Onpenenute BUIbI pEUEBBIX AKTOB, UCIOIB3YEMBIX B C JUATOTMUYECKON PEUH EPCOHAKEN.

1 The Ultimate Experiment

by Thornton DeKy

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Suddenly the machine flashed its little warning red light and automatically snapped off.
Kiron twisted quickly in his seat and threw home the final switch. This, he knew, was the ultimate



test. On the results of the flood of energy impulses that he had set in motion rested the fulfillment
of his success—or failure.

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

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

The man spoke, the woman remained silent.

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

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

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

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

2. The Girl with Green Eyes

by J. Bassett
‘Of course,’” the man in the brown hat said, ‘there are good policemen and there are bad policemen,
you know.’
“You’re right,” the young man said. ‘Yes. That’s very true. Isn’t it, Julie?” He looked at the young
woman next to him.
Julie didn’t answer and looked bored. She closed her eyes.
‘Julie’s my wife,” the young man told the man in the brown hat. ‘She doesn’t like trains. She
always feels ill on trains.’
‘Oh yes?’ the man in the brown hat said. “Now my wife — she doesn’t like buses. She nearly had
an accident on a bus once. It was last year ... No, no, it wasn’t. It was two years ago. | remember
now. It was in Manchester.” He told a long, boring story about his wife and a bus in Manchester.
It was a hot day and the train was slow. There were seven people in the carriage. There was the
man in the brown hat; the young man and his wife, Julie; a mother and two children; and a tall
dark man in an expensive suit.
The young man’s name was Bill. He had short brown hair and a happy smile. His wife, Julie, had
long red hair and very green eyes — the colour of sea water. They were very beautiful eyes.
The man in the brown hat talked and talked. He had a big red face and a loud voice. He talked to
Bill because Bill liked to talk too. The man in the brown hat laughed a lot, and when he laughed,
Bill laughed too. Bill liked talking and laughing with people. The two children were hot and bored.
They didn’t want to sit down. They wanted to be noisy and run up and down the train.
‘Now sit down and be quiet,” their mother said. She was a small woman with a tired face and a
tired voice.
’1 don’t want to sit down,’ the little boy said. ‘I’m thirsty.’
‘Here. Have an orange,” his mother said. She took an orange out of her bag and gave it to him.
‘I want an orange too,’ the little girl said loudly.
‘All right. Here you are,” said her mother. “Eat it nicely, now.’



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

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

The tall dark man took out his newspaper and began to read. Julie opened her eyes and looked at
the back page of his newspaper. She read about the weather in Budapest and about the football in
Liverpool. She wasn’t interested in Budapest and she didn’t like football, but she didn’t want to
listen to Bill and the man in the brown hat. ‘Talk, talk, talk,” she thought. ‘Bill never stops talking.’
Then suddenly she saw the tall man’s eyes over the top of his newspaper. She could not see his
mouth, but there was a smile in his eyes. Quickly, she looked down at the newspaper and read
about the weather in Budapest again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Julie read about the weather in Budapest for the third time. Then she looked at the tall man’s hands.
They were long, brown hands, very clean. ‘Nice hands,” she thought. He wore a very expensive
Japanese watch. ‘Japan,” she thought. ‘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 | don’t understand. Why did she go? What am | going to do?’ Bill’s face was very unhappy.
After a second or two he sat down again. “What am | going to do?’ he said again.

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

3. The Errors of Santa Claus

By Stephen Leacock
It was Christmas Eve.
The Browns, who lived in the adjoining house, had been dining with the Joneses.
Brown and Jones were sitting over wine and walnuts at the table. The others had gone upstairs.
«What are you giving to your boy for Christmas?» asked Brown.
«A train,» said Jones, «new kind of thing — automatic.»
«Let’s have a look at it,» said Brown.
Jones fetched a parcel from the sideboard and began unwrapping it.
«Ingenious thing, isn’t it?» he said. «Goes on its own rails. Queer how kids love to play with trains,
isn’t it?»
«Yes,» assented Brown. «How are the rails fixed?»
«Wait, I’ll show you,» said Jones. «Just help me to shove these dinner things aside and roll back
the cloth. There! See! You lay the rails like that and fasten them at the ends, so —»
«Oh, yes, | catch on, makes a grade, doesn’t it? just the thing to amuse a child, isn’t it? I got Willy
a toy aeroplane.»
«I know, they’re great. | 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,
ehl»
Half an hour later Brown and Jones were still playing trains on the dining-room table.
But their wives upstairs in the drawing-room hardly noticed their absence. They were too much
interested.
«Oh, I think it’s perfectly sweet,» said Mrs. Brown. «Just the loveliest doll I’ve seen in years. |
must get one like it for Ulvina. Won’t Clarisse be perfectly enchanted?»
«Yes,» answered Mrs. Jones, «and then she’ll have all the fun of arranging the dresses. Children
love that so much. Look, there are three little dresses with the doll, aren’t they cute? All cut out
and ready to stitch together.»
«Oh, how perfectly lovely!» exclaimed Mrs. Brown. «l think the mauve one would suit the doll
best, don’t you, with such golden hair? Only don’t you think it would make it much nicer to turn
back the collar, so, and to put a little band — so?»
«What a good idea!» said Mrs. Jones. «Do let’s try it. Just wait, I’ll get a needle in a minute. I’ll
tell Clarisse that Santa Claus sewed it himself. The child believes in Santa Claus absolutely.»
And half an hour later Mrs. Jones and Mrs. Brown were so busy stitching dolls’ clothes that they
could not hear the roaring of the little train up and down the dining table, and had no idea what the
four children were doing.




Nor did the children miss their mothers.

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

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

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

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

«Me too,» said Edwin, as they lighted their cigarettes. «In fact, 1 wouldn’t buy them now if it
weren’t for Dad. | simply had to give him something from Santa Claus. He believes in Santa Claus
absolutely, you know.»

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

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

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

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

«l 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 KOMMYHUKATUBHBIX pOJI€ll, KOMMYHUKATUBHAs CTpaTErus, KOTe3us,

KOTEpEHIIHS, METAKOMMYHUKAIIUS U IEUKCUC AUCKYpCa.

O3HakOMbTECh C MaTepHajlaMu JIEKIIMH, 0c000e BHUMaHHE OOpaTUTEe Ha ClEQyoIlue
BOIPOCHI:

Mena poneii B auckypce. KoMMyHUKaTHBHasi CTpaTervss M CPEICTBA €€ BBIPAKCHUSI.
Kore3us, xorepeHuus, METaKOMMYHUKAIUS U JEHKCUC TUCKYpCa.

[TpakTrueckoe (CEMUHAPCKOMN) 3aHSTHE:

[ToaroroBbTE OAMH U3 CIEIYIOLUIUX BOIPOCOB:
1) Ponu B nuckypce. MeHa posei.
2) Bupl KOMMYHUKAaTUBHBIX CTPAaTErHH.
3) [lonsiTHE «IEKCUCK.
4) Kore3ust u KOrepeHIus.
5) MeTtakoMMyHUKAIUs B TUCKYypPCE.
JononHuTEIbHBIE BOMPOCHI 10 TEME:
1) OGocHyliTe HEOOXOUMOCTh BBEJICHUS IMOHATHS «ICHKCHUC» B TPETHYHYIO MOJIEh IUCKYpCa.
2) Kak mMexay co0oil COOTHOCSITCSI KOTe3HsI U KOT€PEHTHOCTh?

IIpaxkTrueckue 3agaHus:
1) Haiimure B TeKCTax mpuMepbl MEHBI POJICH.
2) Kak B TeKkcTax BbIpaXKeH JEHKCHUC.
3) Haiinute mpumepsl KOre3uu U KOTePEHTHOCTH.

1 The Ultimate Experiment

by Thornton DeKy

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

The man spoke, the woman remained silent.

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

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

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

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

2. The Girl with Green Eyes

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The tall dark man took out his newspaper and began to read. Julie opened her eyes and looked at
the back page of his newspaper. She read about the weather in Budapest and about the football in
Liverpool. She wasn’t interested in Budapest and she didn’t like football, but she didn’t want to
listen to Bill and the man in the brown hat. ‘Talk, talk, talk,” she thought. ‘Bill never stops talking.’
Then suddenly she saw the tall man’s eyes over the top of his newspaper. She could not see his
mouth, but there was a smile in his eyes. Quickly, she looked down at the newspaper and read
about the weather in Budapest again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Julie read about the weather in Budapest for the third time. Then she looked at the tall man’s hands.
They were long, brown hands, very clean. ‘Nice hands,” she thought. He wore a very expensive
Japanese watch. ‘Japan,” she thought. ‘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? | need a drink too.’

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

The two men stood up and left the carriage.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Oh damn!” she said.



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

3. The Errors of Santa Claus

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

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

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

«Thanks,» answered Willie. «I’d like one immensely. 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. | waited till | was twelve.»

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

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

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

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

«Oh, abominable,» shuddered Ulvina. «But your mamma never plays for money, does she?»
«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. Paznen: Tumsl quckypea
3.1. Tema: JIUCKypCMBHOE€ KOHCTPYMpPOBAHHE COLUAIBHOTO Mupa. «KOHBEHIHUS»,
«MHCTUTYT» KaK COLMAJIbHbIE KATETOPUU JTUCKYpCa.
O3HakoMbTECh C MaTepuajgamMH JIeKIMH, 0co00€ BHUMaHUE OOpaTUTE Ha CIEAYIOLIUE
BOIIPOCBI:
Jluckypc Kak cUMyISKp comnuanbHOoro wmwupa. CouManbHble KaTEropuHM JUCKYypca.
«KoHBEHLIMS» U «MHCTUTYT» KaK COLIMAJIbHbIE KATETOPUU JTUCKYpCa.
[TpakTrueckoe (CEMUHAPCKOMN) 3aHSTHE:
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2) CounalibHbIE KATETOPUH TUCKYpCa.
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1) B ueM 3akirouaeTcst CyIIHOCTh «KOHBEHIIMMY KaK COIMAIbHOM KaTEropuu AUCKypca.
2) IlepeuncnuTe OCHOBHBIE XapaKTEPUCTHKU «HUHCTUTYTa», KaK COIMAIBHON KOHBEHLUHU
JIUCKypca.
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3.2. Tema: Tunmsl nauckypca, cdepsl oOmeHus, (HOpMaNbHOCTb, IpeIBapUTENbHAS
MOATrOTOBJIIEHHOCTh AUCKypca. ColuanbHbIid TEUKCHUC.

O3HaKOMBTECh C MaTepHalaMu JIEKIIHH, 0c000e BHUMaHHE OOpaTUTE Ha CIEIYIOIINe
BOMPOCHI:

Tunsl uckypca u ux xapakrepuctuku. Cdepsl 0OIIeHHsI U TUTIBI AUCKypca. DOopMaTbHOCTh

U TpeBapuTeIbHas MOArOTOBIEHHOCTh AUCKypca. ColMambHBIA JEHKCUC, KaK JOIMOJIHEHUE K
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2) Kak B3auMOCBsI3aHbI THITBI JUCKYPCa U chepbl 0OIIECHNUS.
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3.3. Tema: OnbIT HHTEPIIPETATUBHOTO AUCKYPC-aHAIN3A.

O3HakoMbTECh C MaTepHallaMH JIEKIIMH, 0CO00€ BHHUMaHWE OOpaTHUTE Ha CJEAYIOIINE
BOIIPOCHI:

Buaesl ananuza Tekcta W aumckypca. l[lpumep nuckypc-aHaim3a € y4yeToM THNA H
XapaKTEPUCTHUK IUCKypca.

[TpakTrueckoe (CeMUHAPCKOE) 3aHSTHE:

1) IlpoBenute meckypc-aHaau3 IpeaJaraéMblX TEKCTOB C YYETOM BCErO0 HM3yYEHHOIO
TECOPECTUUCCKOI0O MaTcpuasa:

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
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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. “l 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—nhe 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
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https://www.factcheck.org/2018/10/no-evidence-soros-is-funding-immigrant-caravan/
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morning, on Twitter, after complaining about a Times story on his security-precaution-defying
cell-phone habits, he blamed the media even more emphatically: “A very big part of the Anger we
see today in our society is caused by the purposely false and inaccurate reporting of the Mainstream
Media that | refer to as Fake News. It has gotten so bad and hateful that it is beyond description.
Mainstream Media must clean up its act, FAST!” That is, it must come around to his way of seeing
things fast. And if it doesn’t, then what?

2. A Municipal Report

by O. Henry

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

«l am sorry, but 1 won’t be able to offer you any tea after all,» she said. «It seems that Mister
Baker has no more tea. Perhaps he will find some for our visit tomorrow.»

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

2). Cnenaiite cooOIIeHue, UCTIONb3Ysl OJUH U3 BUJOB JHCKYpca:
- CHOPTUBHBIN JTUCKYPC
- IEAArOrMYeCKui TUCKYpC
- MEAUUHBINA TUCKYPC
- HAY4YHBIA JUCKYPC
- pEKJIaMHBIN TUCKYPC
- FOPUANYECKUI TUCKYPC
- MOJIUTUYECKUMN TUCKYPC
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693/3196.pdf&view=true (mara obpamenus: 04.10.2019). - Makpoobsekr. - Tekct
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