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PaGouas nporpamma cocrasiena Ha ociope ®I'OC BO no nHanpas/ieHHIO NOANOTOBKH
44.04.01 Ilepmarormueckoe oOpasoBanue (ypoBeHb MarucTparypsl) (npukaz MunoOpHayku
Poccum o1 22.02.2018 r. Ne 126)

PaGouas nporpamma paccMoTpena 1 oso0peHa Ha 3aceanuu Kadeaps! JIMHIBHCTHKH U
nepesozia

19.02.2020, nporokon Ne 6 /
3as. kadeapoii % ~~__T.B. Axamesa

PaGouas rnporpamma o106peHa METOANYECKOH KOMHCCHEN

03.03.2020 r. nporokon Ne 6 =
ITpencenarens / T.E. Abpam3on

PaGouast nporpamma cocrasiieHa: %/

nouenT kadeaps: JIull, kaua. punon. Hayk H.C. Conossena

Penensenr:

noueHT Kadeaps! SAull, kana. nea. Hayk AJL CongatyeHKo



Jluer akTyanuzauuu padoyei nporpaMmsl

PaGouast mporpaMma repecMoTpeHa, oocyskaeHa u ogodpena st peanusanuu B 2020 - 2021
y4eOHOM rojy Ha 3aceqaHuu Kadenpsl JIMHIBHCTHKH M IepeBoja

Mpotokonor 3, £.9 . 204/r. Ne L
3aB. kadeapoit f %’K// T.B. AxameBa

PaGouasi nporpamma riepecMoTpeHa, oocyxkzaeHa u onodpena st peanusanuu B 2021 - 2022
y4eOHOM rojy Ha 3acenanuu Kadeapsl JIMHrBUCTHKH M epeBoJa

[Iporokon or 20 1. N
3as. kadenpoii T.B. Akaea

PaGouas mporpamma nepecMoTpeHa, oocyxkaeHa u ogodpena uist peanusanuu B 2022 - 2023
y4eOHOM rozty Ha 3acenanuu Kadenpsl JIMHIBUCTHKH H nepeBoJa

[Tporokomor 20 . N
3aB. kadeapoit T.B. Axaesa

PaGouast mporpaMma riepecMoTpeHa, obcyxaeHa u oo06pena st peanusanuu B 2023 - 2024
y4eOHOM roy Ha 3acenanuu kadeapbl JIMHIBUCTHKH M IepeBoa

[Ipotokom o 20 r. N
3aB. kahenpoit T.B. AxameBa

PaGouas nporpamma nepecMoTpeHa, oocyxaeHa 1 ofgodpeHna juis peanusanuu B 2024 - 2025
y4eOHOM rojy Ha 3acenanuu Kadeapsl JIMHIBUCTHKH M epeBoja

ITporokomor 20 1, No
3aB. kadenpoit T.B. Akamesa




1 Iles1u ocBOEHUSI IMCHUTLTHHBI (MOLYJIs1)

HenssmMu ocBOEHUST AUCHUIUIHMHBI (MOays) «JlucKkypc» SBISIOTCSA: yMEHHUE TMPUMEHSTH
MOHSTHIHBIN anmapaT U aJeKBaTHYIO HCCIICIOBATEIbCKYI0 METOIOJIOTHIO B U30paHHON o0mIacTu
Hay4HOH / TPOEKTHBHOM JAEATENbHOCTH, (OPMYJIHUpOBATh ICIH W 3aJa4d  HAYIHOTO
uccieoBanus / MPOEKTa, a TAKXKE JCMOHCTPUPOBATh YMEHUE YUUTHIBATH OIBIT UCCIICAOBAHHI B
CMEKHBIX 00J1acTsX; OOOCHOBBIBATH BBIBOJABI 10 pe3yJIbTaTaM HAy4YHOrO HCCAeIOBaHus /[
poekTa, (OPMYJIIUPOBATh M APTYMEHTHPOBATH aKTyallbHOCTh, TEOPETUYECKYIO 3HAYUMOCTHh H
NPAaKTUYECKYIO IICHHOCTh HCCIICAOBAHUS / MPOEKTa; MCIIOIb30BaTh Pa3IndyHbIC 0a3bl JaHHBIX,
DJIGKTPOHHBIE OWOJMOTEKH U DIIEKTPOHHBIE PECYPChl, HEOOXOIWMBIC MJII OpTaHU3AIHH
HCCJIEI0BATENIbCKOM, TPOCKTHOW W WHOM JESATEIbHOCTH OOydYarolmuxcsi 10 MporpaMMam
OakanaBpuata u (vum) JI1IT;

2 MecTO TUCHUILTUHBI (MOYJIs1) B CTPYKTYpe 00pa3oBaTeibHO NPOrpaMMbl

JucuuruinHa JIuCKype BXOJIUT B 4acTh y4eOHOIo IUIaHa (opMUPYyEeMyIO y4acTHHKaMH
00pa30BaTeNIbHbIX OTHOLLIEHUI 00pa30BaTEIbHOM IPOrPAMMBI.

Jns  W3ydyeHus  JUCLUIUIMHBI ~ HEOOXOOUMBbI  3HaHUS  (YMEHMs,  BIIAJCHUs),
c(hopMHpOBaHHEIC B PE3YJIbTATE U3YUEHHUS AUCIUTIINH/ IPAKTHK:

Jlis M3ydeHus: AaHHOW TUCLMIUIMHBI HEOOXOOUMBI 3HAHUS M YMEHHs IOJy4YEHHbIE B
Kypce oOyueHus Ha OakaaBpuaTe.

3HaHus (YMEHHMs, BIaJleHHs), IOJYUYEeHHbIE NIPU U3YUYEHUU AAHHOW TUCLHUIUIMHBEI OyIyT
H€06XO[[I/IMI)I AJI1 U3YUCHUA III/ICIII/IHJII/IH/ IMPAKTHK:

AKaIIeMI/IIIeCKOG IMUCbMO Ha NHOCTPAHHOM S3bIKC

IIparmaTuka Tekcra

3 Komnerenuuu ody4yarouierocsi, opmMupyembie B pe3yabTaTe 0CBOEHUsI

AUCHUILTUHBI (MOYJIs1) ¥ IIJIAHUPYEMBbIE Pe3yJabTAThl 00yUeHH s

B pesynbrare ocBoeHus MUCHMIUIMHBI (Momynsi) «Jluckypc» oOydaromiuiicss JoJKeH
001a1aTh CIeAYIOIMMU KOMIIETEHITUSIMU:

KO,[[ HHJUKATOpa I/IHI[I/IKaTOp JOCTHIXKCHHUA KOMIICTCHIIMH

[1K-2 CnocoOeH NMpUMEHATh B NMPaKTHKE YCTHOW M NMHUCHBMEHHOH peud HOPMBI COBPEMEHHOTO
MHOCTPAHHOTI'O SI3bIKA

[TK-2.1 IIPUMEHSAET TOHATHWHBIA ammapaT M aJcKBATHYIO HMCCIEI0BATENbCKYIO
METOJIOJIOTHIO B W30paHHON obmacté HayuHOil / TNPOEKTUBHOM
JEATeNILHOCTH, (HOPMYJIMPYET LeNd U 3aJaud HAydyHOro HuccienoBaHus /
IIPOEKTA, & TAK)KE JEMOHCTPUPYET YMEHHUE YUUTHIBATDH OIBIT UCCIIEIOBAHUN
B CMEKHBIX 00JIacTX;

[1K-2.2 00OCHOBBIBACT BBIBOABI 110 pe3yidbTaTaM HAY4YHOTO HCclenoBaHus /[
MpoeKTa, GOpMYyJIUPYET U apryMEHTUPYET aKTyaJbHOCTb, TEOPETUUYECKYIO
3HAYUMOCTb M IPAKTUYECKYIO IICHHOCTh MCCIIEI0BaHNUS / TPOCKTA;

[TK-2.3 UCIONIb3YeT pa3NuyHble 0a3bl JaHHBIX, JJIEKTPOHHBIE OHOTMOTEKH U
ANEKTPOHHBIC pecypcHl, HEOOXOTUMBIC TUTST OpraHH3aIiH
HCCIIEeIOBATENLCKOM, MPOCKTHOW M WHOW AEATETbHOCTH O0YYaromuxcs 1o
nporpamMmam 6akanaspuaTa u (vm) JIIIIT;




4. CTpyKTypa, 00bEM U COlepKaHNe TUCHUUTLTHHBI (MOIYJIs1)
OO6mmas TpyI0eMKOCTh JUCHMILTUHBI cOocTaBiseT 4 3aueTHbIX eauHull 144 akan. 4acoB, B TOM

qyuce:

— KoHTakTHas padora — 10,7 akaz. 4acos:
— ayautopHas — 10 akaj. 4acos;

— BHeayautopHas — 0,7 akaJ1. 4acoB

— caMocTosiTenbHas padbora — 129,4 akan. 4acos;

— MOJTOTOBKA K 3auéTty — 3,9 akaj. yaca
dopma arTecTaluy - 3a4eT

AynutopHas
KOHTaKTHas paboTa

Pasien/ Tema (B akaz. gacax)

Kypc

JUCHOUITIIIMHBI

11a0.
3aH.

Jlek.
3aH.

NPaKT.

CamMmocrogreabHas
paboTa cTyaeHTa

Bun
CaMOCTOSTEIIFHON
paboThI

®dopma TeKymero
KOHTPOJIS
YCIIEBaeMOCTH U
MIPOMEXYTOUHOU
aTTecTaluu

Kon
KOMIIETEHI[N

1. JIuckypc Kak  MpeaMer
JMHTBUCTUYECKOTO  HM3y4YCHHS,
€ro MeCcTo B psay OJHM3KUX
MOHSITUH AMCKypca.

1.1 TToxxonsl K
OTIPEJIENICHUIO nonstust| 1 1
"muckypce".

/11

20

Yrenue
PEKOMEHI0BaHHO
W TUTEPATYPBI.

VYerHbll onpoc.

IK-2.1, TIK-
2.2,1IK-2.3

Hroro no pazneny 1 /11

20

2. CeMaHTHKa W TpaMMaTHKa
JIICKYypca

2.1 CemaHTuKa auckypca:
NPOTIO3HIHS, pedepeHIHs,
9KCILIHKATypa,

UMILTHKATypa,

uH(pepeHnus,

NPECYyNIO3uIsI H  JIp.
Tema  guckypca. Tema
TOBOPSILIETO. Konreker
JUCKypca M €ro THIIBL
KOrHUTHBHBIE CTPYKTYpBI

1 2/11

30

Urenue
PEKOMEHI0BAaHHO
1 IUTEpaTypBHI.

VYerHbll onpoc.

CeMaHTHYECKHI

JUCKypC-aHaIn3
TEKCTa.

IK-2.1, TIK-
2.2,TIK-2.3

2.2 PeueBble
THIBI, KOMMYHHUKATBHbIC
aKThl,  XOHbl, OOMEHHBI,
TpaHCaKI[1H, peueBbie
COOBITHS ~ KaK  €IUHMIIBI
JIMCKYypca. Mena
KOMMYHHKATHBHBIX POJICH,
KOMMYHHKaTHBHAS
cTparerus,

KOTEPEHITHS,

METAaKOMMYHUKAIHS u
JISHKCHC JIUCKypca.

aKTbl, HX 1

KOre3us,

30

Urenune
PEKOMEHI0BaHHO
W TUTEpaTypHL.

VYerHblit onpoc.
I'pammaTuyeckuit
JHUCKypC-aHan3
TEKCTa.

IK-2.1, TIK-
2.2,1IK-2.3

3/11

Uroro no pazneny 3

60

3. Tumsl qucKypca




3.1 Tumel  amckypca,

cthepsr o0meHws, .

gopmamssocrs, 2211 | 494 | pexovemtonamio | Tnexype-ananns | 2 11K

npeBapUTeIbHAS R A yp 2.2, TIK-2.3
1 TUTepaTypHL. TEKCTa.

MOJITOTOBJICHHOCTD

JIUCKYypca. ConrabHbIN

Wroro no paszneny 2121 | 49,4

HWroro 3a cemectp 6/41 (129,4 3a4€T

Hroro o aucumruinye 6/41 1129,4 3a4er




5 O0pa3oBaTejibHbIE TEXHOJIOTHH

[Tpu n3yueHnn TUCIUILTHHBI «J{UCKYpC» MCIIONB3YIOTCS CIEAYIONIHE 00pa3oBaTeIbHbIC U
nH(pOpPMaIMOHHBIE TEXHOJIOTHH: TPaAUIINOHHBIE o0Opa3oBaTelbHbIC TEXHOJIOTHH
(uHpOpMAIIMOHHAS JICKIUS, CEMHUHAP), MHTCPAKTHBHBIC TEXHOJIOTHH (CEMHHApP-IUCKYCCHS),
WH(OPMAIIMOHHO-KOMMYHHUKATHBHBIE 00Pa30BaTEeNbHBIC TEXHOJIOTHH (JICKIUs-BU3YaTH3aIHs,
NPaKTUYECKOE 3aHATHE B (hOpME TPE3CHTAIIHH).

6 YueOHO-MeTOANYeCKOe 00ecreueHHe CaMOCTOSITeIbHOI padoThI 00y4alomuXcst
[IpencrarneHo B mpuioxeHuu 1.

7 OneHOYHBIE CPeACTBA AJIsl IPOBeeHH s IPOMEKYTOYHOM aTTeCTaluN
[IpencraBieHbl B IPUIIOKEHUH 2.

8 YueOHo-MeTOAMYecKOe M MHPOPMAIMOHHOE 00ecneuyeHue JUCIUTITIHHBI (MO/YJIs1)

a) OcHoBHas1 IMTEpaTypa:

a) OcHOBHas TUTEpaATYypA:

1. Maneko, E. B. CoBpeMeHHbIC TEXHUKH aHaJIM3a TEKCTOB KYJIBTYPHI : yueOHOE TTocoOue
/ E. B. Maneko ; MI'TY. - Maraurtoropck : MI'TY, 2016. - 1 anektpos. ont. auck (CD-ROM). -
3arn. c TUTYJL. 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). - MakpooOsekT. - Tekcr
3JICKTPOHHBIN. - CBeieHus 1oCcTyIHBI Takke Ha CD-ROM.

2. Byxwunckas, JI. C. Kynbrypa peun : yuebHoe mocodue / JI. C. Byxkunckas, O. E.
Yepuosa ; MI'TY. - Marauroropck : MI'TV, 2015. - 1 snektpon. onrt. auck (CD-ROM). - 3ari. ¢
TUTYI. 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). - MakpooOsekT. - Tekcr
9JIEKTPOHHBIN. - CBenieHns nocTynHbl Takke Ha CD-ROM.

0) lonmotHuTeEIBHAS TUTEPaTypa:

Byxunckas, JI. C. Komnosunumsi myOnuipctadeckoro tekcra : ydeonoe mocobue / JI. C.
byxwunckas, O. U. ComnoBseBa ; MI'TY. - [2-e wu3a., moaror. mo med. w3a. 2014 r.]. -
Marnurtoropck : MI'TY, 2017. - 1 snektpon. ont. auck (CD-ROM). - 3ari. ¢ Turyi. skpaHa. -
URL:
https://magtu.informsystema.ru/uploader/fileUpload?name=3196.pdf&show=dcatalogues/1/1136
693/3196.pdf&view=true  (mara oOpamenus: 04.10.2019). - MakpooosekT. - Tekcr
ANIEKTPOHHBIN. - CBefeHus noctynHel Takke Ha CD-ROM.

B) MeToanyeckne ykazaHus:


https://magtu.informsystema.ru/uploader/fileUpload?name=2583.pdf&show=dcatalogues/1/1130399/2583.pdf&view=true
https://magtu.informsystema.ru/uploader/fileUpload?name=2583.pdf&show=dcatalogues/1/1130399/2583.pdf&view=true
https://magtu.informsystema.ru/uploader/fileUpload?name=1393.pdf&show=dcatalogues/1/1123848/1393.pdf&view=true
https://magtu.informsystema.ru/uploader/fileUpload?name=1393.pdf&show=dcatalogues/1/1123848/1393.pdf&view=true
https://magtu.informsystema.ru/uploader/fileUpload?name=3196.pdf&show=dcatalogues/1/1136693/3196.pdf&view=true
https://magtu.informsystema.ru/uploader/fileUpload?name=3196.pdf&show=dcatalogues/1/1136693/3196.pdf&view=true

CamocrosTenpHas paboTa CTyIAeHTOB By3a . npakTukyM / coctasutenu: T. I'. Heperuna, H. P.
Vpazaera, E. M. Pazymona, T. @. OpexoBa ; MarHuTOropckuii roc. TeXxHuue-ckuit yu-t um. I'. 1.
Hocoga. - Marauroropck : MI'TY um. I'. Y. Hocoga, 2019. - CD-ROM. - 3arun. ¢ TUTYyJ1. 9KpaHa. -
URL:
https://magtu.informsystema.ru/uploader/fileUpload?name=3816.pdf&show=dcatalogues/1/1530
261/3816.pdf&view=true (mara oOpamenus: 18.10.2019). - MakpooObekt. - Tekcr : aiiek-
TPOHHBIN. - CBeieHus JocTyIHbI Takke Ha CD-ROM.



https://magtu.informsystema.ru/uploader/fileUpload?name=3816.pdf&show=dcatalogues/1/1530261/3816.pdf&view=true
https://magtu.informsystema.ru/uploader/fileUpload?name=3816.pdf&show=dcatalogues/1/1530261/3816.pdf&view=true

r) [Iporpammuoe obecneuenue u UnTepuer-pecypcebi:

IIporpammHoe o0ecnieueHue

Haumenosanue I1O Ne norosopa Cpok nercTBus JIMIEH3UN
MS Windows 7
Professional (st N-1227-18 ot 08.10.2018 11.10.2021
KJIACCOB)
MS Office 2007 Ne 135 ot 17.09.2007 Gecepouro
Professional
FAR Manager CBOOONIHO 06eccpodHo
pacrpocTpaHsemMoe
. cBOOOIHO
7Zip pacmpoctpaunsemoe [10 Oecepormo

HpO(l)eCCI/IOHaJIbeIe 0a3bl JAaHHbIX ]/IH(l)OpMaIII/IOHHbIe CIIPpaBOYHbIEC CUCTEMBI

HasBanue kypca

CchUIKa

OnekTpoHHas 0asza mepuoandeckux uimaHuin East
View Information Services, OO0 «UBUC»

https://dlib.eastview.com /

Hanuonanenas umH(OpMaLMOHHO-aHATUTHYECKAS
cucreMa — Poccuiickuil HMHAEKC  HAy4HOTO
unutupoBanus (PHLI)

URL: https://elibrary.ru/project risc.asp

IMouckosas cuctema Axamemus Google (Google
Scholar)

URL: https://scholar.google.ru /

Wudopmammonnass cucrema - EnuHoe
JIOCTyTa K MHPOPMAIIMOHHBIM pecypcam

OKHO

URL: http://window.edu.ru/

Poccuiickas OnonMoTeKa.

Kartanorn

l'ocynapcTBennas

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

OnextpoHHblEe pecypcbl Ooubmmoreku MITY unm.
I''"1. HocoBa

http://magtu.ru:8085/marcweb2/Default.asp

YHI/IBepCI/ITeTCKaﬂ I/IH(i)OpMaHI/IOHHaH cucremMa https://ui )
POCCUA pS://ulsrussia.msu.ru
MC)K,I[YHapO,E[HaH HAayKOMCTpHUYCCKaA

pedeparuBHas M TIOJIHOTEKCTOBas 0Oas3a JaHHBIX
Hay4HbIX u3nanuii «\Web of science»

http://webofscience.com

nu
JaHHBIX

MesxmyHapogHast pedepaTuBHas
NOJIHOTEKCTOBasi ~ clipaBo4yHas  Oasza
HAYYHBIX M3IaHUH «SCOPUS»

http://scopus.com

MexnyHapoaHas 6a3a MOJTHOTEKCTOBBIX JKYPHAJIOB
Springer Journals

http://link.springer.com/

9 MaTepuaJiIbHO-TeXHHYeCKOe o0ecneyeHue TUCIUIIUHBI (MOTYJIs1)



https://dlib.eastview.com/
https://elibrary.ru/project_risc.asp
https://scholar.google.ru/
http://window.edu.ru/
https://www.rsl.ru/ru/4readers/catalogues/
http://magtu.ru:8085/marcweb2/Default.asp
https://uisrussia.msu.ru/
http://webofscience.com/
http://scopus.com/
http://link.springer.com/

MarepuanbHO-TEXHHUECKOE 00ecIeueHUe JUCIUTUINHBI BKITFOUACT:

1. YueOHple aynuTOpuUu AJis MPOBEACHUS 3aHATUN JEKIMOHHOTO THma. OCHAaIICHUE:
MynbTHMEAUIHBIC CPEICTBA XPAHCHHUS, IIEPEIauH U MPEICTaBICHIS HHPOPMAIUH.

2.YueOHble ayJAUTOPUHM I TPOBEACHHS MPAKTUYCCKUX 3aHITHH, TPYIMIOBBIX U
WH/IMBUIYAIBHBIX KOHCYJIBTAIlMi, TEKYIIEr0 KOHTPOJII M TPOMEXKYTOYHOW aTTECTAIUH.
ocHarieHue: MyJbTUMEIMIHHBIC CPEACTBA XPAaHCHHUS, TICpEIauy U MPEICTaBICHIS HHOOPMAITHH.
Komruieke TeCTOBBIX 3aJaHUi TSI TIPOBEIICHHSI IPOMEXYTOUHBIX U PYOCIKHBIX KOHTPOJICH.

3. Tlomemenuss maJis CaMOCTOATENbHOW paboThl oOydaromuxcs. OcHameHue:
[Tepconanbubie KoMIbiOTepbl ¢ makerom MS Office, Beixogom B MHTEpHET M ¢ J0OCTYyNOM B
AIIEKTPOHHYIO HH(POPMAIIIOHHO-00pa30BaTENIbHYIO CPEly YHUBEPCHUTETA.

4. TlomemeHue s XpaHEHHS W TPOPUIAKTUYECKOTO OOCITY)XKMBaHUS Yy4eOHOTO
obopynoBanus. OcnHamenue: [lIkader 11 xpaHeHus y4eOHO-METOAMYECKON JTOKYMEHTAIIHH,
y4eOHOTr0 000PYI0BaHUS M yI€OHO-HATJISTHBIX TTOCOOMI



INPHJIO’)KEHUE 1

Y4eOHO-MeTOAMYECKOE 00ecTedeHHe CAMOCTOATEILHOM PadoThl 00yYAOIIUXCS
JlJis ycTienmHoro yCBOCHHMsI 3HAHUH 10 mpeaMeTy «/Iuckype» HeoOXoaumo:
1) o3HakomiIeHHE ¢ MaTepuaiamMu JICKIIUH, 3HaHUE U IOHUMAHUE BCEX OMPEICICHUM;
2) akTuBHas paboTa Ha MPAKTUYECKHX 3aHATHUAX W BBIMIOJHCHHE CAaMOCTOSATEIbHOMN
paboTHI.
1. Paznmen: Jluckypc Kak MNpeaMeT JMHTBUCTHYECKOIO H3YUEHHS, €r0 MECTO B Py
OJIM3KKUX MOHSATUHN JUCKYypCa.
1.1. Tema: IToaxoapl K onpeaeaeHUI0 JUCKypca.
O3HakoMbTeCh C MaTepHaJaMH JIEKIIMH, 0CO00€ BHHUMAHHE OOpAaTUTE Ha CICAYIOIINE

BOIIPOCHI: KTCKCT» U «AUCKYPCH. Tunonorus AUCKYypCa. H(aHpBI AUCKYpPCa.

[IpakTnueckoe (ceMUHAPCKOIN) 3aHATHE:
IToaroToBbTE OAMH U3 CIEAYIOLMIUX BOIIPOCOB:

1) SI3bIK-KaK COUATBLHO-TICUXOJIOTHYECKUH (heHoM.

2) Ucropust BOSHUKHOBEHUS MOHSTUS «TUCKYPC».

3) IlparmanurBucTHKa, KaK IpeaTede yueHus o TUCKypCe.

4) Mojenu KOMMYHHKALUU.

5) Yuenue M. baxTuHa u ero Bkiiaj B pa3BUTHE TEOPUU JAUCKYpCa.
6) Illupokoe 1 y3k0oe MOHUMaHUE TEPMUHA «IAUCKYPCH

7) Ioaxoapl K MOHATHIO «JUCKYpPC» B OT€UECTBEHHOM JIMHIBUCTHKE.
8) [Toxxop! K MOHATHIO JUCKYPC B 3aMaHOMN JTMHTBUCTHKE.

9) Tunonorus u CTpykTypa JUCKypca.

JlonoTHUTEIFHBIE BOTIPOCHI 110 TEME:

1) OxapakTepu3yiiTe OCHOBHbIE MO KOMMYHHUKAITHH.

2) [lepeuncnure xapaKTepUCTUKH HMHTEPAKITMIOHHON MOJIENIA KOMMYHHUKAITUH.
3) UTo Takoe «COIHalbHbII KOHCTPYKTYpaTU3M»?

4) Kak COOTHOCSITCSI HOHSTHS «TEKCT» U «IUCKYypCH?

a) OcHoBHas JUTEpaTypa:

1. Maneko, E. B. CoBpeMeHHbIE TEXHUKH aHATN3a TEKCTOB KYJIbTYpHI : yueOHoe mocodue /
E. B. Maneko ; MI'TVY. - Marautoropck : MI'TVY, 2016. - 1 snekrpon. ont. auck (CD-ROM). -
3aru. c TUTYJL. JKpaHa. URL:
https://magtu.informsystema.ru/uploader/fileUpload?name=2583. pdf&show-dcatalogues/1/1130
399/2583.pdf&view=true (mata oOpamenus: 04.10.2019). - MakpooOwsekT. - Tekcr
JIEKTPOHHBIN. - CBeieHus AocTymHbI Takke Ha CD-ROM.

0) lono/IHUTeILHAS JINTEPATYPA!

1. Byxwunckas, JI. C. KoMno3unus my0aunucTHueckoro Tekera : yuebnoe nocodue / 1. C.
byxwunckas, O. U. ComnoBseBa ; MI'TY. - [2-e wu3a., moaror. mo med. m3a. 2014 r.].
Marnutoropck : MI'TY, 2017. - 1 anektpos. ont. auck (CD-ROM). - 3ari. ¢ TuTyn. 3kpaHa. -
URL:
https://magtu.informsystema.ru/uploader/fileUpload?name=3196.pdf&show=dcatalogues/1/1136
693/3196.pdf&view=true (mara ooOpamenus: 04.10.2019). - Makpooobekr. - Tekcr
AIIEKTPOHHBIN. - CBenenus noctynHsl Takke Ha CD-ROM.

2. byxwunckas, J[. C. Kynbprypa peun : yueO6HOe mocobue / JI. C. byxkunckas, O. E.
Yepuosa ; MI'TY. - Marauroropck : MI'TY, 2015. - 1 snekrpon. ont. auck (CD-ROM). - 3arm.
c TUTYJL. JKpaHa. URL:



https://magtu.informsystema.ru/uploader/fileUpload?name=1393.pdf&show=dcatalogues/1/1123
848/1393.pdf&view=true (mara ooOpamenus: 04.10.2019). - MakpooObekr. - TekcT
3JIEKTPOHHBIN. - CBeneHus 1ocTynHbI Takke Ha CD-ROM.

2. Paznen 2: CeMaHTHKA U parMaTuka JUCKypca.

2.1 Tema: CemaHTHKA AUCKYpCa: MPOTO3UIHS, pedepeHIINs, IKCIUIMKATypa, UMILTUKATYPA,
uHpepeHuus, npecynno3uims u ap. Tema nuckypca. Tema ropopsiero. Konteker auckypca u
ero Tunbl. KOTHUTUBHBIE CTPYKTYPHI TUCKYpCa.

O3HakOMbTECh C MaTepHalaMH JIeKIIMH, 0c000e BHHUMaHHME OOpaTHTE Ha CIEAYIOLIUe

BOIIPOCBI:

Cemanrtuka auckypca. CemaHTHdeckue cpeacTtBa o(GopMIIeHHS CEMAaHTUKU AMCKYpCa.
Pedepennus, »skcrimkatypa, UMIUIMKaTypa, HWHQEpEHLUs, MOPEeCcynno3ulus U JApyrue
CEMaHTHUYECKHUE €TMHULIBI JUCKYpCa.

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

1) PackpoiiTe CymIHOCTh MOHATHH «IIPOTO3UIHS, pedepeHnrs, IKCIUIMKATYpa, UMILIUKATYpa,
UH(pEepeHIUs, TPECYIO3ULIU.

2) KakuMmu JIeKCHYECKUMHU B TPaMMaTHYECKUM CPEICTBAMU O()OPMIISIFOTCS STH MTOHATHUS ?

3) Uto Takoe «Tema auckypca»?

4) Kakumu cpefcTBamMu BbIpa)kaeTcsi TeMa roBOPSLIETo B IUCKypce?

5) Ilepeunciute TUITBI KOHTEKCTOB?

6) Uto noHuMaeTcs 1oj «KOrHUTUBHBIMH CTPYKTYPaMH JUCKypca»?

JlononHUTENBHBIE BOMPOCHI 110 TEME:

1) Kak KOHTEKCT MpUMEHSETCs 110 OTHOLIEHUIO K AUCKYpCy?

2) [IpuBenute npuMepbl KOTHUTUBHBIX CTPYKTYp JUCKYypCa.

3) Kak cooTHOCATCS OHATHS «IKCIUTUKATYpa» U «MMILUIHKATypay?
4) YeM OTINYAIOTCS «IIPECYNIO3ULIUS» U KIIPOTIO3ULIUS»?

[TpoBeauTe ceMaHTUYECKUI TUCKYpC-aHAIN3 MPEI0KEHHbBIX TEKCTOB.
1) Onpenenure, Kak BbIpayK€Ha TeMa FOBOPSIIETO B TEKCTAX.

2) Haiinute KOHTEKCTHI B IPEAJIOKEHHBIX TEKCTaX.

3) Haiigure B TeKCTax KOTHUTUBHBIE CTPYKTYPBI.

1 The Ultimate Experiment

by Thornton DeKy

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

The man spoke, the woman remained silent.

«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.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The two men stood up and left the carriage.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Oh damn!’ she said.

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

3. The Errors of Santa Claus

By Stephen Leacock
It was Christmas Eve.
The Browns, who lived in the adjoining house, had been dining with the Joneses.
Brown and Jones were sitting over wine and walnuts at the table. The others had gone upstairs.
«What are you giving to your boy for Christmas?» asked Brown.
«A train,» said Jones, «new kind of thing — automatic.»
«Let’s have a look at it,» said Brown.
Jones fetched a parcel from the sideboard and began unwrapping it.
«Ingenious thing, isn’t it?» he said. «Goes on its own rails. Queer how kids love to play with
trains, isn’t it?»
«Yes,» assented Brown. «How are the rails fixed?»
«Wait, I'll show you,» said Jones. «Just help me to shove these dinner things aside and roll back
the cloth. There! See! You lay the rails like that and fasten them at the ends, so —»
«Oh, yes, I catch on, makes a grade, doesn’t it? just the thing to amuse a child, isn’t it? I got
Willy a toy aeroplane.»
«I know, they’re great. I got Edwin one on his birthday. But I thought 1'd get him a train this
time. I told him Santa Claus was going to bring him something altogether new this time. Edwin,
of course, believes in Santa Claus absolutely. Say, look at this locomotive, would you? It has a
spring coiled up inside the fire box.»
«Wind her up,» said Brown with great interest. «Let her go.»
«All right,» said Jones. «Just pile up two or three plates something to lean the end of the rails
on. There, notice way it buzzes before it starts. Isn’t that a great thing for kid, eh?»
«Yes,» said Brown. «And say, see this little string to pull the whistle! By Gad, it toots, eh?just
like real? »
«Now then, Brown,» Jones went on, «you hitch on those cars and I'll start her. I'll be engineer,
eh!»
Half an hour later Brown and Jones were still playing trains on the dining-room table.
But their wives upstairs in the drawing-room hardly noticed their absence. They were too much
interested.
«Oh, I think it’s perfectly sweet,» said Mrs. Brown. «Just the loveliest doll I've seen in years. |
must get one like it for Ulvina. Won't Clarisse be perfectly enchanted? »
«Yes,» answered Mrs. Jones, «and then she’ll have all the fun of arranging the dresses. Children
love that so much. Look, there are three little dresses with the doll, aren’t they cute? All cut out
and ready to stitch together.»



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

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

Nor did the children miss their mothers.

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

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

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

«Thanks,» answered Willie. «1'd like one immensely. I only started smoking last spring — on my
twelfth birthday. I think a feller’s a fool to begin smoking cigarettes too soon, don’t you? It
stunts him. I waited till I was twelve. »

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

And so Christmas, just as it always does, turned out right after all.
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2.2. Tema: PeueBble aKThl, WX THIIBI, KOMMYHUKATBHBIE AaKThl, XOJbl, OOMEHHBI,
TpPaHCAKIIMHM, PEUYEBBbIC COOBITHS KaK EIUHUIBI JUCKypca. MeHa KOMMYHUKATUBHBIX POJIEH,
KOMMYHUKATHUBHAs CTPATErHsi, KOT€3Msl, KOT€pEHLINs, METAKOMMYHHKALIUS U IEHKCHUC IUCKYypCa.

O3HakoMbTeCh C MaTepHaJaMH JIEKIIMH, 0CO00€ BHHUMAHHE OOpAaTUTE Ha CICAYIOIINE
BOITPOCHI:

Teopus pedeBbIX akTOB. Teopusi peueBBIX aKTOB B NMPUMEHEHHH K IUCKYpCY. THIIBI
pEUeBBIX aKTOB B JAMCKYypce. ENWHUIBI AMCKYpca: KOMMYHHKATHBHBIE aKThl, XOJIbI, OOMEHBI,
TPAHCAKIINH, PEYEBbIE COOBITHS KaK €IMHUIIBI JUCKYPCA.

[IpakTueckoe (ceMUHAPCKOIT) 3aHATHE:
IloaroroBbTE OJMH U3 CIEAYIOIINX BOIIPOCOB:

1) Kak B tuckypce oTpa)karoTcsi KOCBEHHBIE pEYEBBIE AKThI?

2) Kakumu rpaMMaTUYeCKUMU CpeaCcTBaMHU 0(hOPMIISIOTCS BUJIbI PEUEBBIX aKTOB B AUCKYypCe?

3) PackpoliTe NpUHLIUIIBI TEOPUU PEUEBBIX aKTOB.

4) Tunsl pedyeBbIX aKTOB B JUCKYypCE.

ITpoBenuTe rpamMmaTHUECKUHd IUCKyp-aHAIM3 TEKCTOB. OIpenenuTe BHUABI PEUYEBBIX AKTOB,
HCIOJIb3YEMBIX B C TUATIOTMYECKON peyy MepCOHaKeH.

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.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The man in the brown hat looked at Julie. ‘You're right,” he said to Bill. ‘You can have a good
time on holiday in England. We always go to Brighton, me and the wife. But the weather! We
went one year, and it rained every day. Morning, afternoon, and night. I¢’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
vou all right, Julie?’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The two men stood up and left the carriage.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



‘Oh damn!’ she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

3. The Errors of Santa Claus

By Stephen Leacock
It was Christmas Eve.
The Browns, who lived in the adjoining house, had been dining with the Joneses.
Brown and Jones were sitting over wine and walnuts at the table. The others had gone upstairs.
«What are you giving to your boy for Christmas?» asked Brown.
«A train,» said Jones, «new kind of thing — automatic.»
«Let’s have a look at it,» said Brown.
Jones fetched a parcel from the sideboard and began unwrapping it.
«Ingenious thing, isn’t it?» he said. «Goes on its own rails. Queer how kids love to play with
trains, isn’t it?»
«Yes,» assented Brown. «How are the rails fixed?»
«Wait, I'll show you,» said Jones. «Just help me to shove these dinner things aside and roll back
the cloth. There! See! You lay the rails like that and fasten them at the ends, so —»
«Oh, yes, I catch on, makes a grade, doesn’t it? just the thing to amuse a child, isn’t it? I got
Willy a toy aeroplane.»
«I know, they’re great. I got Edwin one on his birthday. But I thought 1I'd get him a train this
time. | told him Santa Claus was going to bring him something altogether new this time. Edwin,
of course, believes in Santa Claus absolutely. Say, look at this locomotive, would you? It has a
spring coiled up inside the fire box.»
«Wind her up,» said Brown with great interest. «Let her go.»
«All right,» said Jones. «Just pile up two or three plates something to lean the end of the rails
on. There, notice way it buzzes before it starts. Isn’t that a great thing for kid, 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 ['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!y exclaimed Mrs. Brown. «I think the mauve one would suit the doll
best, don’t you, with such golden hair? Only don’t you think it would make it much nicer to turn
back the collar, so, and to put a little band — so?»

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

Nor did the children miss their mothers.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

And so Christmas, just as it always does, turned out right after all.
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3. Pazgen: Tumsl quckypca

3.1. Tumel nuckypca, chepsl oOmeHus, (GOpMaIbHOCTb, IpeIBapUTENIbHAs
MIOATOTOBJIIEHHOCTh JucKypca. COoluanbHbIN TEHKCHC.

O3HaKOMBTECH C MaTepuajaMu JIeKIUH, 0co00oe BHHUMaHUE OOpaTuTe Ha CleIyIolIe
BOIIPOCHI:

Tunbl auckypca W uX xapakrtepucTuku. Cdepbl OOmEHHs M TUIBI JTUCKypca.
®opMaTbHOCTh U MPEABAPUTENIbHAS MOATOTOBIEHHOCTh JUCKypca. ColuanbHbIA AEHKCUC, KaK
JIOTIOJIHEHWE K OCHOBHBIM XapaKTepUCTHKaM JIuckypca. CTeneHb COLMaIbHOW TUCTaHIMM, KaK
Pa3HOBUIHOCTH JIEMKCHCA.

[IpakTHyeckoe (CeMUHAPCKOE) 3aHsTHE:
IloaroroBbTE OJMH U3 CIEAYIOIINX BOIIPOCOB:
1) [lepeuncnure TUIBI AUCKYPCA U UX XaPAKTEPUCTUKH.
2) Kak B3anMocCBsI3aHbI TUITBI JUCKYpca U cepbl 001meHus?
3) Uro nornumaetcst moa popManbHOCTHIO U IPEABAPUTEILHON TTOATOTOBIEHHOCTRIO TUCKYypca?
4) B uem 3akir04yaeTcsl CyIIHOCTh COLMAIBHOIO AeiKkcuca?
JlononHUTENBHBIE BOIPOCHI 10 TEME:
1) OGocHyiiTe HEOOXOIUMOCTh BBEICHUS TIOHATHS «ICHKCHC.
2) Kak nposiBisieTcs B JUCKYpPCE CTENEHb COLMAIbHOM IUCTaHIU?



CaMoCTOSATENbHO HOJArOTOBBTE JOKIJIAJ 00 OJHOM H3 CIEAYIOUIMX BUAOB JHMCKypca U
MIPOBENTE €T0 IUCKYp-aHAIU3:
- CIIOPTUBHBIN AUCKYPC
- IeJarOTUYECKHUI TUCKYpC
- MEAUMHBIA TUCKYPC
- HAYYHBIN TUCKYypC
- PEKJIaMHBIN JUCKYPC
- FOPUIMYECKUI TUCKYPC
- NOJINTUYECKUN TUCKYPC
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IMPHUJIO)KEHUE 2

OIIeHO‘leIe cpeacrea AJisd MpoBEACHUSA l'[pOMe)KyTO‘{H()ﬁ aTrreCcTalum

HpOMe)KYTO‘IHaSI arrecralusd HMECT LCJIbIO ONPCACINTL CTCICHL AOOCTHXXCHUA 3alJIAHUPOBAHHBIX PE3YJIBTATOB 06y‘-ICHI/ISI o JUCHUIIINHEC

«Jluckype» 1 cemectp B hopme 3auera.
a) [Tnanupyembie pe3yabTaThl 00y4EHHUS U OLIEHOYHBIC CPEICTBA IS TPOBEICHUS IPOMEKYTOUHOM aTTECTAIINH:

Konx nnaukaropa

Nuaukatop JOCTHKEHUS] KOMIIETEHIUA

OneHouyHbIE CpeaCTBA

IIK-2: cmoco0en NMPUMCEHATD B IIPAKTUKE yCTHOﬁ M MUCbMEHHOM pe€4ia HOPMBbI COBPEMECHHOI'0 HHOCTPAHHOI'0 A3BIKA

[1K-2.1

IIPUMEHSAECT TOHATUMHBIA anmapar u
aJICKBaTHYIO UCCJIE0BATEIBCKYIO
METOJOJIOTUI0 B W30paHHON o0oOJacTu
Hay4YHOH / MPOEKTUBHON JEsATEIbHOCTH,
dbopMynupyeT 1eau U 3a7adyd Hay4dHOIo
UCCNIeIOBaHUsT / TpPOEKTa, a TaKke
JEMOHCTPUPYET YMEHUE YUUTHIBATh OIBIT
HCCIIEIOBAaHHUM B CMEKHBIX 00J1aCTAX;

Teopernueckue BOIPOCHI:

1) Uto Takoe «couuanbHbIi KOHCTPYKTYpaIu3M»?

2) Kak cOOTHOCATCSI IOHATUS «TEKCT» U «IUCKYpPCH?

Yro Takoe «reMa IucKypca»?

3) Kakumu cpesncTBaMu BbIpa)kaeTcsi TeMa TOBOPSILETro B AUCKypce?
4) Ilepeuncaute TUIBI KOHTEKCTOB?

5) Uto noHMMaeTcs 1oj «KOTHUTUBHBIMH CTPYKTYPaMH JUCKYpca»?

IIpakTHueckue 3aaHus:

ITpoBeauTe ceMaHTUYECKUI TUCKYPC-aHAIN3 IPEUI0KEHHBIX TEKCTOB.
1) Onpenenure, Kak BbIpa’k€Ha TEMa FOBOPSIIIETO B TEKCTaX.

2) HaiiguTe KOHTEKCThI B IPEUIOKEHHBIX TEKCTaX.

3) Haiinure B TeKcTaX KOTHUTUBHBIE CTPYKTYPHI.

KommuiekcHbie mpo6iieMHbIE 3a/1aHuUs:

HpOBe,Z[I/ITC CEeMaHTUYECKUU JAUCKYPC-aHAJIN3 TCKCTA.
The Girl with Green Eyes
by J. Bassett

‘Of course,’ the man in the brown hat said, ‘there are good policemen and there are

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Julie read about the weather in Budapest for the third time. Then she looked at the tall
man’s hands. They were long, brown hands, very clean. ‘Nice hands,’ she thought. He
wore a very expensive Japanese watch. ‘Japan,’ she thought. ‘I'd like to go to Japan.’
She looked up and saw the man’s eyes again over the top of his newspaper. This time
she did not look away. Green eyes looked into dark brown eyes for a long, slow minute.
After Newton Abbot station the guard came into the carriage to look at their tickets.
‘Now then,’ he said, ‘where are we all going?’

‘This train’s late,” the man in the brown hat said. ‘Twenty minutes late, by my watch.’
‘Ten minutes,’ the guard said. ‘That’s all.” He smiled at Julie.

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

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

The tall man smiled, put his ticket back in his pocket and opened his newspaper again.
Julie didn’t look at him. ‘A boat,’ she thought. ‘He’s taking a boat from Plymouth.
Where's he going?’ She looked at him again with her long green eyes.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The two men stood up and left the carriage.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Oh damn!’ she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

[1K-2.2

000CHOBBIBAECT BBIBOABI IIO0 pE3yjibTaTaM

HAy4yHOTO HCCIENOBaHUS / TIPOEKTa,
dbopmynupyer u apryMEeHTUPYET
aKTyaJIbHOCTb, TEOPETUYECKYIO

S3HAYUMOCTb U IPAKTHYCCKYHO HCHHOCTH
HUCCICIOBaHUsA / IMPOCKTA,

Teopernueckue BOIPOCHI:

1) Kak B quckypce oTpaxaroTcs KOCBEHHbIE PEUEBbIE aKThI?

2) KakuMu rpaMMaTU4ecKMMU CpeICTBaMU OGOPMIISIOTCS BUABI PEUYEBBIX AKTOB B
nuckypcee?

3) PackpoiiTe NpuHIMIIBI TEOPHH PEUEBBIX AKTOB.

IIpaxTHueckue 3agaHus:
[TpuBenuTe npuMepsl pa3IMuHbIX BUIOB JucKypca. OnpenenuTe, Kakue BUIbl peYEeBbIX
aKTOB B HUX UCIIOJIb3YIOTCH.

KomruiekcHbie mpoOieMHbIE 3a/1aHus.

[Tpoananu3upyiTe TEKCT U ONMPEACITUTE THUITBI PEYCBBIX AKTOB, UCTIOIB3YEMBIX B HEM.

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

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

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

«I know, they’re great. I got Edwin one on his birthday. But I thought I'd get him a train
this time. | 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!y

Half an hour later Brown and Jones were still playing trains on the dining-room table.
But their wives upstairs in the drawing-room hardly noticed their absence. They were
too much interested.

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

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

«Oh, how perfectly lovely!y exclaimed Mrs. Brown. «I think the mauve one would suit
the doll best, don’t you, with such golden hair? Only don’t you think it would make it
much nicer to turn back the collar, so, and to put a little band — so?»
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«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. «1’d like one immensely. | only started smoking last spring
— on my twelfth birthday. I think a feller’s a fool to begin smoking cigarettes too soon,
don’t you? It stunts him. I waited till I was twelve.»

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

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

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

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

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

I1K-2.3

UCIONIb3YeT pa3iuyHble 0aszbl JaHHBIX,
BJIEKTPOHHbBIE OnOIMOTEKH u
ANEKTPOHHBIE PECypChl, HEOOXOIUMBIE
JUIL  OpraHu3alyyd  MCCIEeA0BaTEIbCKOM,
MPOEKTHOM W  WHOM  JEATEIIbHOCTH
oOyJaromuxcst 1o MporpaMMam
OakanaBpuata u (wm) JAI1IT;

Teopernueckue BOIPOCHI:

1) [lepeuncnure THIBI AUCKYpPCA U UX XaPaKTEPUCTUKH.

2) Kak B3anMocCBsI3aHbI TUIIBI JUCKYpca U cepbl 001meHus?

3) Uro nmonumaercs nojJ (popMambHOCTBIO U TPEABAPUTEIBHON IMOATOTOBIEHHOCTHIO
quckypea?

4) B uem 3akir04yaeTcs CyIIHOCTh COLMAIBHOIO Jeikcuca?

ITpakTrueckue 3a1aHus:

Hcnone3ys pasnuuHble 0a3bl JaHHBIX W AJIEKTPOHHBIM OWUOIMOTEKHM MOATOTOBBTE
COOOIIeHNS O JIEKCHMYECKMX W TpaMMaTH4YEeCKMX OCOOEHHOCTSX OJHOTO M3 BHUIOB
JUCKypca:

- CIIOPTUBHBIN IUCKYPC

- IEeJarOrTMYECKUN TUCKYPC
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- MEAUWHBIA TUCKYPC

- Hay4HBIN TUCKYPC

- PEKJIaMHBIN JUCKYPC

- JOPUIUYECKUN TUCKYPC

- NOJINTHYECKUN TUCKYPC

KommnekcHble mpoGieMHble 3a1aHus:

[IpoBeanTe MOIHBIN IUCKYp-aHAIN3 OJHOIO U3 BUIOB IHCKYypCa.

0) [lopsioK NpoBeaeHNUsI MPOMEKYTOYHOM ATTECTAIUM, TOKA3aTeJ I M KPUTEPUH OLCHUBAHMS:

IMoka3aTeiu M KpUTEPUM OLIECHNBAHMS HA 3a4eTe:

Ha ouenky «3auTeH0» — CTYIEHT JOJDKEH IIOKa3aTh BHICOKHMI YpOBEHb 3HAHMI HA YPOBHE BOCIPOU3BEACHUS, OOBSCHEHHS HH(Opmanuu,
HWHTCJUICKTYAJIbHBIC HABBIKHW PCHICHUA HpO6JIeM H 3aa4, HaXO0XKIACHHUA OTBCTOB K HpO6JICMaM, OLCHKH W BBIHCCCHUSA KPHUTHYCCKUX CY)KIICHI/If/'I, CTYACHT
JOTKeH 000CHOBAaHHO OTBETUTH Ha BOIPOC, AaTh OMPE/EICHNE TOHITUIO, PEIIUTh TECT UJIH BBITIOIHUTH 33JaHHE;

Ha OILICHKY «HE€ 3a4YTEHO» — CTYACHT HC MOXCT IMOKa3aTb 3HAHUA Ha YPOBHC BOCIIPOM3BCIACHUS U 00BSICHEHHS HH(bOpMaHHH, HE MOXET I10Ka3aThb
WHTEJUICKTyaJIbHbIE HAaBBIKM PELIEHUs MPOCTHIX 3a7ad, CTYJEHT HE OTBEYAeT Ha BOMNPOC, HE JAET OINPEJCICHHUE MOHATHIO, HE PEIIaeT TECT WU HE
BBIITOJIHACT 3aJaHUC.




