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1 Iles1u ocBOCHUS TN CHMILTHHBI (MOYJI51)

LlenssMu  ocBOeHHMST AWMCHMIUIMHBI (Momynsi) «/luckype» sBisieTcs CIIOCOOHOCTD
NPUMEHATh METOJAWKH M COBPEMEHHBIE MEAarOrHUeCKUe TEXHOJIOTHH O0y4YeHHS MHOCTPAHHBIM
s3bIKaM, pa3padaTbiBaTh y4eOHO-METOAMYECKAE MATEPUANIBl C YUETOM COBPEMEHHBIX HAayYHBIX
JOCTHKEHUH, aHAJTM3UPOBATh MOJAXOAbI K 00y4eHHI0 M 3(P(PEKTUBHOCTh YYEOHBIX 3aHATHUN I10
aucturInHe «IHOCTpaHHBIH SI3BIKY,

OCYIIECTBIISITh KOHTPOIb H  KOPPEKIHIO  YyU4eOHO-METOJUYECKOro o0OecredeHus
peanu3any  TUCUUIUIMHBL  «/HOCTpaHHBIA SI3BIK» B COOTBETCTBHHM C TpeOOBaHUSAMHU
00pa30BaTeNbHOM CpeIbl

2 MecTo TMCHHMIIMHBI (MO/1YJIsI) B CTPYKTYpe 00pa3oBaTe/bHOil POrpaMMbl

JucuuruinHa JIMCKype BXOIUT B 4acTh Y4€OHOro IUIaHa (OpMUPYEMYIO Y4aCTHHKaMH
00pa30BaTebHbIX OTHOLLIEHUI 00pa30BaTEIbHOM IPOTrPAMMBI.

Jns  u3ydeHUs  JUCLUIUIMHBI ~ HEOOXOOUMbI  3HaHUS  (YMEHMs,  BIJIAJICHUsA),
c(OpMHUPOBAHHBIC B PE3YIIbTATE U3YUCHHS JUCITUTUTUH/ IPAKTUK:

WHocTpaHHBIN SI36IK B TPOPECCHOHATBLHON NS TETbHOCTH

[TpakTUKyM 10 KyJIbTYpE peueBOro o0IieHus ( aHTTHHCKHI SI3BIK)

3HaHus (YMEHHUs, BIaJIeHHs), OJIYYEeHHbIE MIPU U3YYEHUHU AAHHOW TUCLUIUIMHBI OyqyT
HEOOXOAUMBI [Tl U3yYCHUS TUCIUTLTH/TIPAKTHK:

BrimonHeHue u 3anuTa BEITYCKHOM KBATH(UKAIMOHHOM paboTHI

IIponsBoacTBeHHAas - IPEAUIIIIOMHAs IPAKTUKA

3 Komnerenuun ody4aromierocs, (popMupyembie B pe3y/ibTaTe 0CBOCHUS

AUCHUILINHBI (MOAYJIS1) ¥ IJIAHUPYEMble Pe3yJIbTAThl 00yUeHu st

B pesynbrare ocBOeHMs AUCHMIUIMHBL (MOAynst) «/luckypc» oOywaromuiicss J0JKeH
00Ja1aTh CIEAYIOIMMU KOMIIETEHIIUSIMU:

KO)I HHJUKaTOopa I/IHILI/IKaTOp JOCTHIXXCHUA KOMIICTCHIITNN

ITK-1 Cnocoben MNPUMCHATH METOJAUKHU U COBPEMCHHBIC MIEAArOTHYCCKUC TEXHOJIOTUN O6y‘ICHI/IH
NHOCTPAHHBIM A3bIKAM

IK-1.1 Pa3pabarbiBaeT yueOHO-METOJUUECKHE MATEPHAIIBI C YIETOM COBPEMEHHBIX
HAYYHbIX JIOCTUKEHUHN

I1K-1.2 AHanuzupyer noaxosl K o0y4yeHuto U 3p(HEKTUBHOCTh YUEOHBIX 3aHATHUI
1o gucuuIninHe «THOCTpaHHBIHN S3BIK)

[1K-1.3 OcymiecTBiseT  KOHTPOJIb U KOPPEKUHUI0  Yu4eOHO-METOJUYECKOTro

o0OecreyeHus pcaim3an  AUCHUIIIIAHBI ((I/IHOCTpaHHLIﬁ A3BIK» B
COOTBCTCTBHHU C TDC6OBaHI/I$IMI/I 06pa3OBaTCJIBHOI>'I CpECabl




4. CTpyKTypa, 00b€EM U colepkaHNe TUCHUIINHBI (MOLYJI5)
OO0mas TpyI0eMKOCTh JUCIUIUIMHBI COCTAaBisieT 3 3a4eTHBIX enuuuil 108 akaa. gacoB, B TOM

qyuce:

— KOHTaKTHas padora — 4,4 akaJ. 4acos:

— ayuTopHas — 4 akaJl. yacos;

— BHeaynutopHas — 0,4 akaJl. 4acoB;

— caMocTosTeNnbHas pabora — 99,7 aka. yacos;

— B (hopMe MpaKkTUIECKOM o AroToBku — 0 akaj. Jyac;,

— IMOATOTOBKA K 3a4éTy — 3,9 akaj. yac
dopma aTTeCcTaIiy - 3a4€T

AynutopHast ) =
KOHTaKTHas paboTa E 3 ®dopma TeKyILero
=
B aKaJl. yacax 2] Bu KOHTPOJISI
Pazzen/ Tema 2, (B axaz. acax) S A . p Kon
> 3 © | caMocTOATENBHOW | yCIIeBaEMOCTH U
JTACIUTUTAHBI R [ ., | KommeTeHIuU
o & padoThI TIPOMEKYTOYHOH
na6. | mpakr. | 8 3
Tlex. - | HPAKT. | = o aTTecTalyy
3aH. 3aH. | O &
1. Pasmen 1. Juckypc Kak
npeaMer JIMHTBUCTUYECKOTO
U3yYEHHs, €ro MeCTO B pSIy
ONM3KMX TOHSATHA JAHCKypca.
CemaHTHKa M IpaMMaTuka
JICKypca
1.1 CemanTHka AmcKypca:
npomno3uiys, pedepeHuus,
IKCILTHKATYpa. .
pa, VYerHslii onpoc.
UMILIUKATYpa, Yrenue N IK-1.1,
CeMaHTHIECKHA
UH(EpeHIHS, 2| 22 40 | pexomeHIOBaHHO I1K-1.2,
- JTUCKYpC-aHaJIn3
npecynno3uuus u ap. Tema I IUTEpaTypHI. reKeTa MK-1.3
JIACKYpca. Tema ’
TOBOPSILLETO. Konteker
JCKypca H €ro THIBL
HWroro no pazaeny 2/2 40
2. Pasmen 2. EpguHunusl u
YYaCTHHUKHU JIUCKYpCa.
2.1 PeueBble aKThl, WX
TUIBI, KOMMYHHUKATBHEIC
aKThl, XOHbl, OOMECHBI,
TpaHCaKIHH, pedeBbie
COOBITHSI KAk  €IUHHUIBI VYerHbIN onpoc.

HCKypca : Mef{a Hrenne I aMMaTquI;KI/H‘/'I IK-1.1,
fmckypea. .| 2 2/2 | 59,7 | pexoMeHI0BaHHO p I1K-1.2,
KOMMYHHKATHBHBIX POJIEH, . JTUCKYpC-aHaJIn3

W JIUTEpaTyphl. IK-1.3
KOMMYHHKATHBHAS TEKCTa.
cTparerus, KOTE3Hsl,
KOTepEHITHS,
METAaKOMMYHHKAIHS U
JIEWKCHC AUCKypca.
HWroro mo paszgeny 22 | 59,7
Hroro 3a cemectp 212 212 99,7 3a4€T
Wtoro no aucuuringe 2/2 2/2 99,7 3a4eT




5 O0pa3oBaTte/ibHbIE TEXHOJIOTHH

[Ipu u3ydeHun TUCHUIUIMHBI «/{UCKYypC» HCMIONB3YIOTCS CleAyIolue 00pa3oBaTeabHbIe
U MHQOPMAIMOHHBIE  TEXHOJOTHH:  TPAaIUIMOHHBIE  OOpa3oBaTeIbHBIE  TEXHOJOTHU
(uHopMalOHHAs JIEKLHsI, CEMHHAp), WHTEPAKTUBHBIC TEXHOJOTUU (CEMUHAp-AUCKYCCHUS),
WH(OPMAIIMOHHO-KOMMYHUKATUBHBIE 00pa30BaTEIbHBIE TEXHOJOTUH (JICKIHS-BU3yaTu3allus,
MIPAKTHUYECKOE 3aHATHE B (popMe Ipe3eHTalun).

6 YueOHO-MeTOAUYeCKOe 00ecreueHHe CaMOCTOSITeIbHOI padoThI 00yYalommxcst
[Ipencrasneno B npuioxxenuu 1.

7 OueHoYHbIE CPeICTBA IJIf IPOBEIeHUs POMEKYTOUYHOM aTTecTauuu
[IpencraBieHbl B IPUIOKEHUU 2.

8 YueOHo-MeTOAMYecKOe H HH(POPMALIMOHHOE O0ecneyeHue TUCIHUIIHHbBI (MOYJIs1)

a) OcHoBHas TUTEpaTYypAa:

PeokukoBa, M. JI. AHanu3 AMcKypca: TEOpHs M MpakThka . yueOHoe mocobue / M. 1.
PeokukoBa. — Cumdepornons : KOV um. B.U. Bepnaackoro, 2018. — 138 c. — ISBN
978-5-6041133-6-3. — Tekcrt : anekTpoHHbIi // JIaHb : 3eKTPOHHO-OMOIHOTEYHAS CUCTEMa. —
URL: https://e.lanbook.com/book/345167 (mara obopamienus: 11.04.2024). — Pexum noctyma:
JUIS1 aBTOPU3. MOJIb30BATEIIEH.

0) JlonosiHuTebHAS JIUTEPATYpA:

1. Byxwunckas, J{. C. Komnosumnus nyonuuucTudeckoro tekera : yueonoe mocodue / /1. C.
byxunckas, O. U. ComoseBa ; MI'TY. - [2-¢ w3, moaror. mo med. u3a. 2014 r.]. -
Maruutoropek : MI'TY, 2017. - 1 snektpon. ont. auck (CD-ROM). - 3ari. ¢ TuTy/. sKpaHa. -
URL: https://host.megaprolib.net/MP0109/Download/MObject/20392 (maTa oOpareHus:
11.04.2023). - MakpooObekT. - TekcT : 2meKkTpoHHbIA. - CBeleHHsi JOCTYIHBI TaKKe Ha
CD-ROM.

2. Byxwunckas, J|. C. Kommo3umus putopudeckoro tekcra : ydeonoe mocodue / JI. C.
Bbyxunckas, O. H. ConosseBa ; MI'TY. - Marautoropck : MI'TVY, 2015. - 1 371eKTpoOH. ONT. TUCK
(CD-ROM). - 3ard. c THUTYJL. JKpaHa. - URL:
https://host.megaprolib.net/MP0109/Download/MObject/204 (nara obpamenus: 11.04.2024). -
Maxkpoo0beKT. - TeKCT : aneKTpoHHBIN. - CBeieHHs 10ocTynHbI Takke Ha CD-ROM.

B) MeTtoauyeckue yka3anus:

CamocrosiTenbHas paboTa CTyIeHTOB By3a : mpaktukym / cocraButenu: T. I'. HepeTtuna,
H. P. Ypazaesa, E. M. PazymoBa, T. ®. OpexoBa ; MarHuTOropckuii roc. TEXHUYECKUM YH-T UM.
I'. 1. Hocoga. - Maruutoropck : MI'TY um. I'. U1. Hocoga, 2019. - 1 CD-ROM. - 3arz. ¢ Tutyi.
skpana. - URL: https://host.megaprolib.net/MP0109/Download/MObject/2391 (mara
obpamenus: 11.04.2024). - MakpooObeKT. - TekcT : aeKTpOHHBIH. - CBeACHUS JOCTYITHBI TAKKe
Ha CD-ROM.

r) [Iporpammuoe obecneuenue u UHTepuer-pecypcebi:

IIporpammHoe o0ecnneuenne

Haumenosanue 110 Ne norosopa CpoOK IeiCTBUS TUIEH3UN
7Zip c¢B000IHO pacapocTpanseMmoe I10O 0eccpoyHO
FAR Manager cB000THO pactpoctpansemoe [10 0ECCPOYHO

IIpodeccnonanbHbie 0a3bl JaHHBIX U HHPOPMALIMOHHbIE CIIPABOYHbIE CUCTEMbI
| Haszpanue kypca | Ccblika



https://e.lanbook.com/book/345167
https://host.megaprolib.net/MP0109/Download/MObject/20392
https://host.megaprolib.net/MP0109/Download/MObject/204
https://host.megaprolib.net/MP0109/Download/MObject/2391

OnekTpoHHBIE pecypchl Onbmmoreku MI'TY um. https://host. megaprolib.net/MP0109/Web
I".'". HocoBa

Poccuiickas  T'ocynapcrsennas  OMOMMOTEKA. | pyoe . rsl.ru/ru/4readers/catalogues/
Karanoru

ITouckoBas cucrema Akamemust Google (Google URL: https://scholar.google.ru/

Scholar) ' ' ' '
HanuonanbHas MH(GOPMAaLMOHHO-aHAINTHYECKAS

cucreMa — Poccuiickuii muzekc Hayunoro|URL: https://elibrary.ru/project_risc.asp
mutuposanus (PMHIL)

9 MaTepHaJbLHO-TEXHHYECKOE o0ecneuyeHne TN CIHIINHBI (MOLYJIf)

MarepuanbHO-TEXHUYECKOE 00ecTIedeHUe AUCIIUIUTMHBI BKITIOYACT:

* [{eHTp qUCTaHIMOHHBIX 00PAa30BaTEIbHBIX TEXHOIOTHI:

MynbTUMEIUIHBIE CPEICTBA XpPAHEHWs, MEpeNadyd M MPeICTaBICHHUs WHGOPMAIHU.
Komruteke TecToBBIX 3aJaHN# 1Sl IPOBEICHUS TPOMEKYTOUHBIX M PyOSIKHBIX KOHTPOJICH.

[Mepconanbhbie KoMIbIOTEpHI ¢ akeTrom MS Office, Beixonom B UHTEpHET 1 ¢ 10CcTyIOM
B JIEKTPOHHYIO HH()OPMALIMOHHO-00pa30BaTeIbHYIO Cpely YHUBEPCUTETA.

OGopynoBanme i TPOBEACHUS OH-JTAWH 3aHATH: HacTonmpHbIi crnimkepdoH
PlantronocsCalistro 620

Hoxyment kamepa AverMediaAverVisionU15, Epson

I'paduueckuii mranmer WacomIntuosPTH

Beb-kamepa Logitech HD Pro C920 Lod-960-000769

Cucrema HacTosbHast akycTrdeckas GeniusSW-S2/1 200RMS

Buneoxamepa kynonbsnas PraxisPP-2010L 4-9

AyarocucTeMa ¢ neTanyHbIM paganoMukpodonom ArthurFortyU-960B

Cucrema nntepaktuBHas SmartBoard480 (sxpan+mpoekTop)

[ToBopoTHast BeG-kamepa ¢ motonouHbM noasecomLogitechBCC950 10G-960-000867

Kommnekr s nepenaun curxana

[TyneT ynpaenenus npesentaipeit LogitechWirelessPresenterR400

Crepeorapuutypa (MUKpOGOH € IIIyMOTIO/IaBJICHUEM )

Hcrounuk 6ecnepedoitnoro nutauus POWERCOMIMD-1500AP

[Tomernenust st CaMOCTOATETHLHOM PAaOOTHI 00YUAIOITUXCSI:

[TepconanbHblie KommbloTepsl ¢ maketom MS Office, Beixogom B IHTEpHET U ¢ 10CTYIIOM
B JICKTPOHHYIO HHPOPMAIIMOHHO-00Pa30BaTENbHYIO CpeAy YHHBEPCUTETA

[Tomemenne uis  XpaHeHMs M NPO(PUIAKTHYECKOrO OOCIYXMBAaHUS Yy4eOHOTO
000pyI0BaHUS:

kads! 11 XpaHeHUs! y4eOHO-METOIMUECKOI TOKYMEHTaluu, yueOHOro 000py10BaHuUs
U y4eOHO-HarJIsTHBIX TOCOOH.



MNPUJIO)KEHHUE 1
Y4eOHO-MeTOAMYECKOE 00ecTedeHHe CAMOCTOSATEIbHOM PadoThl 00y4aAOINXCSI

JUis ycnemHoro ycBoeH s 3HaHUH 10 npeaMeTy «JlucKkype» MarucTpaHty HeoOX0IuMo:

1) o3HaKoMmIIeHHE C MaTepUallaMu JIEKIUi1, 3HAHUE U TIOHUMaHUE BCEX ONPEIEIICHUN;

2) akTHBHas paboTa Ha MPAKTUYECKUX 3aHATHUAX U BBIIOJIHEHHE CAMOCTOATEILHON paboThI.

1. Pa3pen: Jluckypc Kak IpeaMeT JIMHITBUCTUYECKOIO HU3Y4YEHMs, €r0 MECTO B psAAy ONM3KHUX
HOHATHUH TUCKYpca.

1.1. Tema: Ilonxoapl kK onpeneneHUI0 TUCKypca.

O3HaKOMbTECH C MaTepUallaMH JIEKLIUH, 0C000€ BHUMaHUE 0OpaTUTE Ha CIEAYIOLINE BOIPOCHI:
«TEKCT» U «AucKypey». Tunonorus auckypea. KaHpbl 1uckypea.

[IpakTuueckoe (CEMUHAPCKOMN) 3aHSITHE:

[loaroToBpTE OIUH U3 CIEIYIOUIUX BOIPOCOB:

1) SI3BIK-KaK COLMATBHO-TICUXOJIOTHYECKUN (hEHOM.

2) Uctopust BOSHUKHOBEHUS IOHATHUS TUCKYPC».

3) IlparmanurBucTUKa, KaK Mpearede YUeHus o IUCKypce.

4) Monenn KOMMYHUKALIUH.

5) Yuenue M. baxTuHa u ero BKJIaJ B pa3BUTHE TEOPUHU AUCKYpCa.
6) Hlupokoe 1 y3x0€ NOHUMAHUE TEPMUHA TUCKYPC»

7) Iloaxoap! K MOHATHIO «AUCKYPC» B OTEUECTBEHHOM TMHTBUCTHUKE.
8) Iloaxoap! K MOHITHUIO TUCKYPC B 3a11aJHOU JIMHTBUCTHUKE.

9) Tunosnorus U CTpyKTypa AUCKypca.

JlonomHUTEIbHBIE BOIIPOCHI 110 TEME:!

1) OxapakTepusyiTe OCHOBHBIC MOJCIIM KOMMYHHKAIIUH.

2) Ilepeuncnure XapakTepUCTUKU UHTEPAKIIMOHHON MOJIeIM KOMMYHHKAIIUH.
3) Uto Takoe «COUMATbHBIM KOHCTPYKTYpaIU3M»?

4) Kak COOTHOCSTCS MOHATHUS «TEKCT» U «IUCKYPCH?

a) OcHoBHas JIMTEpaTYypa:

PeoxukoBa, M. JI. AHanu3 AucKypca: TeopHs U pakTuka : yaeoHoe mocobue / M. J1. PeokukoBa.
— Cumopeporons : K®Y wum. B.M. Bepnaackoro, 2018. — 138 c. — ISBN
978-5-6041133-6-3. — Tekcr : anmexkTpoHHbIH // JIaHb : 3IeKTPOHHO-OMOIHOTEYHAS CHCTEMA. —
URL: https://e.lanbook.com/book/345167 (nata obOpamenus: 11.04.2024). — Pexxum jgoctymna:
JUIS1 aBTOPU3. MOJIb30BaTEIIEH.

0) lonoJtHMTEILHAS JIUTEpaTypa:

1. Byxwunckas, . C. Kommosunus nmydaunucTuyeckoro tekcra : yyeOHoe mocobme / 1. C.
byxunckas, O. U. ComoeeBa ; MI'TY. - [2-e u3a., moaror. mo me4. u3a. 2014 r.]. -
Marnutoropck : MI'TY, 2017. - 1 snextpos. ont. auck (CD-ROM). - 3arm. ¢ TuTyi. skpaHa. -
URL:  https://host.megaprolib.net/MP0109/Download/MObject/20392 (nara oOpamieHus:
11.04.2023). - MakpooObekT. - TekcT : anmeKTpoHHBIH. - CBeneHHs IOCTYIHBI TaKke Ha
CD-ROM.

2. byxwunckas, JI. C. Kommosunus puropuueckoro tekcra : yueonoe nocodue / 1. C. Byxunckas,
O. U. Conoseesa ; MI'TVY. - Marautoropck : MI'TY, 2015. - 1 sanektpon. onT. auck (CD-ROM).
- 3arn. ¢ tutyn. skpana. - URL: https://host.megaprolib.net/MP0109/Download/MObject/204
(mata oopamenus: 11.04.2024). - MakpooObeKT. - TEKCT : 37eKTPOHHBIH. - CBEIEHHUS TOCTYITHBI
takke Ha CD-ROM.

B) MeTtoauyeckue yka3anus:


https://e.lanbook.com/book/345167
https://host.megaprolib.net/MP0109/Download/MObject/20392
https://host.megaprolib.net/MP0109/Download/MObject/204

CamocrostenbHas pabota CTyJICHTOB By3a : mpakTukym / cocraButenu: T. I'. Heperuna, H. P.
VYpazaesa, E. M. PazymoBa, T. @. OpexoBa ; MarouToropckuii roc. TeXHu4eckuii yu-t um. I'. U.
Hocoga. - Marautoropck : MI'TY um. I'. U. Hocosa, 2019. - 1 CD-ROM. - 3arn. ¢ Turym.
skpana. - URL:  https://host.megaprolib.net/MP0109/Download/MObject/2391  (mara
obpaenus: 11.04.2024). - MakpooObeKT. - TeKCT : 3JIeKTPOHHBIN. - CBEACHUS JOCTYITHBI TAKIKE
Ha CD-ROM.

2. Paznen 2: CemaHTHKa U IIparMaThKa JUCKypca.

2.1 Tema: CemaHTuKa AMCKypca: MPOMO3UILMS, pedepeHIus, SKCIUTUKaTypa, UMILTUKATYypa,
uH(pepeHnus, npecynno3umus u ap. Tema muckypca. Tema roBopsimero. KoHTeKCT nuckypea u
ero Tunbl. KOrHUTUBHBIE CTPYKTYpBI IUCKYpCAa.

O3HaKOMBTECH C MaTepHaIaMH JICKIH, 0c000e BHUMaHKe 00paTUTe Ha CIEAYIOIINE BOIIPOCHL:
Cemantuka auckypca. CemaHTHYeCKHE CpelACTBa OQOPMIICHHS CEMaHTHKU JIUCKYypca.
Pedepenmus, oskcrumkarypa, HWMIDIMKATypa, WHQEPEHIHUs, MNPECYNIO3UIUsI U JApYyrue
CEMaHTHYECKUE EAMHUIIBI IUCKYpCa.

[TpakTHyeckoe (ceMUHAPCKOI) 3aHATHE:

[ToaroToBHTE OJUH U3 CIEAYIOLUIUX BOIPOCOB:

1) PackpoiiTe CyIIHOCTh MOHSATUH «IIPOMO3ULIMS, pedepeHIrs], IKCIUTMKATypa, UMILIUKATypa,
MH(pEpEeHLUs, TPECYIIO3ULIUS.

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

3) Uto Takoe «rema IucKypca»?

4) Kakumu cpeficTBaMH BhIpa)kaeTcsl TeMa FOBOPSIIEro B TUCKypce?

5) [lepeunciute TUIIBI KOHTEKCTOB?

6) Uto moHMMaeTcs Moj «KOTHUTUBHBIMH CTPYKTypaMu AUCKypcan?

JIOTOITHUTEIBHBIE BOIIPOCHI 10 TEME:

1) Kak KOHTEKCT mpUMEHSETCs IO OTHOLICHHIO K IUCKYpCY?

2) [IpuBenuTe npUMepbl KOTHUTUBHBIX CTPYKTYP JUCKYypCa.

3) Kak cooTHOCATCS MOHATHS «IKCIUTMKATypa» U «UMIUIUKATypa»?
4) YeM OTIMYAIOTCS «ITPECYIITO3UIIUS» U «IIPOTIO3ULIUSI»?

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

2) Haiiaute KOHTEKCTHI B IPEITI0KEHHBIX TEKCTaX.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

«No one now,» Kiron thought to himself as he studied his handiwork. Then he walked unhurriedly
to the cabinet in the laboratory corner and took from it a pair of earphones resembling those of a
long forgotten radio set. Just as unhurriedly, though his mind was filled with turmoil and his being
with excitement, he walked back and connected the earphones to the box upon his bench. The
phones dangled into the liquid bath before him as he adjusted them to suit his requirements.
Slowly he checked over every step of his experiments before he went farther. Then, as he proved
them for the last time, his hand went slowly to the small knife switch upon the box at his elbow.
Next he threw into connection the larger switch upon his laboratory wall bringing into his
laboratory the broadcast power of the crysolite city.



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

Closer to his work he bent, watching lovingly, fearful least all might not be quite right. Then his
eyes took on a brighter light as he began to see the reaction. He knew the messages that he had
sent out were being received and coordinated into a unit that would stir and grow into intellect.
Suddenly the machine flashed its little warning red light and automatically snapped off. Kiron
twisted quickly in his seat and threw home the final switch. This, he knew, was the ultimate test. On
the results of the flood of energy impulses that he had set in motion rested the fulfillment of his
success—or failure.

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

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

The man spoke, the woman remained silent.

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

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

Kiron smiled too within his pumping heart. The words the Man had intoned had been placed in his
still pregnable mind by the tele-teach phones and record that the last Master had prepared before
death had halted his experiments. The actions of the Man toward the Woman, Kiron knew, was
caused by the natural constituents that went to form his chemical body and govern his humanness.
He, Kiron, had created a living man and woman. The Masters lived again because of him. They
would sing and play and again people the magnificent crysolite city because he loved them and
had kept on until success had been his. But then why not such a turnabout? Hadn't they, The
Masters, created him a superb, thinking robot?

2. The Girl with Green Eyes

by J. Bassett

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

'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.

‘Were 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 week.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The two men stood up and left the carriage.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Oh damn!’ she said.

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

3. The Errors of Santa Claus

By Stephen Leacock

It was Christmas Eve.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

«I know, they 're great. I got Edwin one on his birthday. But I thought 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 ['ve seen in years. 1
must get one like it for Ulvina. Won't Clarisse be perfectly enchanted? »

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

«Oh, how perfectly lovely!» 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. | 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 aKkThl, UX THUIbI, KOMMYHHUKAaTBHbIE aKTbl, XOJbl, OOMEHbI, TPaHCAKIIHH,
PCUYCBELIC COOBITHS KaK CANMHUIBI JUCKYpPCAa. Mena KOMMYHUKATHBHBIX pOJ'ICfI, KOMMYHUKATHBHAaA
CTpaTerusi, Kore3usi, KOrepeHIus, MeTaKOMMYHHKAIIHS U IEHKCUC TUCKYpCa.

O3HaKOMbTECH C MaTepUalaMHy JIEKIIMU, 0c000€ BHUMaHHE OOpaTUTE Ha CIEAYIOIINE BOIPOCHI:

Teopm{ PCYCBBIX AKTOB. TCOPI/IH PCYCBLBIX AKTOB B IMPUMCHCHUHU K AHUCKYPCY. Tumsr PCYCBLIX
aAKTOB B JUCKYpPCC. E,ZII/IHI/ILIBI JUCKYypCa: KOMMYHUKATUBHBIC aKTbl, XObI, 06MCHLI, TpaHCAKIHUHU,
PCYCBLIC COOBITHS KaK CAMHUIBI JUCKYPCA.

[TpakTHueckoe (ceMUHAapCKOW) 3aHATHE:!

[ToaroToBeTE OJUH U3 CIEAYIOIHUX BOIIPOCOB:

1) Kak B nmuckypce oTpa)xaroTcsi KOCBEHHbIE peUEeBbIE aKThI?

2) KakuMu rpaMMaTHYECKUMH CPeJICTBAMU O(OPMIISIOTCS BUIbI PEYEBBIX aKTOB B JUCKYypce?

3) PackpoiiTe NpUHLUITBI TEOPUU PEUEBBIX aKTOB.

4) Tunel pedeBbIX aKTOB B JUCKYpCE.

[IpoBeauTe rpaMMaTHYECKUMH IOUCKYyp-aHAIN3 TEKCTOB. Ompenenure BHIbl PEUYEBBIX aAKTOB,
UCIIOJIB3YEMBIX B C JUAJIOTHYECKON peYU NIEPCOHAKEN.

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
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across space to leave behind it, upon Earth, a noxious, lethal gas vapor, had done its work too
well. »

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

Closer to his work he bent, watching lovingly, fearful least all might not be quite right. Then his
eyes took on a brighter light as he began to see the reaction. He knew the messages that he had
sent out were being received and coordinated into a unit that would stir and grow into intellect.
Suddenly the machine flashed its little warning red light and automatically snapped off. Kiron
twisted quickly in his seat and threw home the final switch. This, he knew, was the ultimate test. On
the results of the flood of energy impulses that he had set in motion rested the fulfillment of his
success—or failure.

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

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

The man spoke, the woman remained silent.

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

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

Kiron smiled too within his pumping heart. The words the Man had intoned had been placed in his
still pregnable mind by the tele-teach phones and record that the last Master had prepared before
death had halted his experiments. The actions of the Man toward the Woman, Kiron knew, was
caused by the natural constituents that went to form his chemical body and govern his humanness.
He, Kiron, had created a living man and woman. The Masters lived again because of him. They
would sing and play and again people the magnificent crysolite city because he loved them and
had kept on until success had been his. But then why not such a turnabout? Hadn't they, The
Masters, created him a superb, thinking robot?

2. The Girl with Green Eyes
by J. Bassett

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

'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 t0 go
to Vienna, to Paris, to Rome, to Athens.” Her green eyes were bored and angry. Through the
window she watched the little villages and hills of England.

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

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

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

After 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.

‘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? | 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. 1
must get one like it for Ulvina. Won't Clarisse be perfectly enchanted? »

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



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

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

Nor did the children miss their mothers.

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

«Finely 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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- 3arn. ¢ tutyn. skpana. - URL: https://host.megaprolib.net/MP0109/Download/MObject/204
(mata oopamenus: 11.04.2024). - MakpooObeKT. - TEeKCT : 3JeKTPOHHBIH. - CBEICHHUS TOCTYITHBI
takke Ha CD-ROM.

B) MeToanyeckne yKazaHus:

CamocrosiTenbHas paboTa CTyACHTOB By3a : mpaktukym / cocraputenu: T. I'. Heperuna, H. P.
Vpazaea, E. M. PazymoBa, T. ®. OpexoBa ; MarauToropckuii roc. Texuuueckuii yu-t um. I'. U.
HocoBa. - Marauroropck : MI'TY um. I . HocoBa, 2019. - 1 CD-ROM. - 3arn. ¢ turyim.
skpaHa. - URL:  https://host.megaprolib.net/MP0109/Download/MObject/2391  (mata
obpamienus: 11.04.2024). - MakpooObekT. - TeKCT : aMeKTpOHHBIH. - CBEICHUS JOCTYITHbI TAKKE
Ha CD-ROM.

3. Pazgen: Tumsl quckypca

3.1. Tunsl nuckypcea, cdepbl o0uieHns, GopMalbHOCTh, MPEIBApUTENIbHAS MOATOTOBIEHHOCTh
nuckypca. CouuanbHbIN IEMKCHC.

O3HaKOMbBTECH C MaTepHallaMH JIEKIIMH, 0c000e BHUMaHHe 00paTUTe Ha CIEAYIOIINE BOIPOCHL:
Tunsl quckypca U ux xapaktepuctuku. Cdepsl 00IIeHNs U TUIBI TUCKypca. POpMaNbHOCTh U
IIpeBapUTeNbHAs MOATOTOBIEHHOCTh aucKypca. ColManbHBIA JIEHKCHUC, KaK JOMOJIHEHHE K
OCHOBHBIM XapakTepucTHUKaM Auckypca. CTeneHb COLMaNbHOM TUCTAHIIUU, KaK Pa3HOBUAHOCTH
JIeHKcuca.

[TpakTHueckoe (ceMUHapPCKOE) 3aHATHE:

IToaroToBETE OIMH W3 CIEAYIOIINX BOIIPOCOB:

1) Ilepeuncnure TUIBI AUCKYPCA U UX XaPAKTEPUCTHKU.

2) Kak B3auMoCBsI3aHbI TUIIBI AUCKYpPCa U chepbl 00mmeHus ?

3) Uro monumaetcs moja (opMalbHOCTBIO U TIPEIBAPUTEIBHOM MTOATOTOBICHHOCTBIO TUCKYpca?
4) B uem 3akioyaeTcs CyIHOCTh COLMAIBHOIO AeKcuca?

JlononHuTEIBHBIE BOIIPOCHI 110 TEME:

1) O6ocHyiiTe HEOOXOIUMOCTh BBEICHUS TIOHATHUS «IEHKCUCY.

2) Kak mposiBisieTcsi B JUCKYPCE CTETICHb COIIMAILHON JUCTAHITUHN?

CamocCTOsATeILHO MOATOTOBLTE JIOKJIA 00 OAHOM U3 CICAYIONIUX BUIOB JUCKypCa U MPOBEINTE
€ro JUCKyp-aHaJn3:
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- CIIOPTUBHBIN JUCKYPC

- IeJarOTUYECKHUI TUCKYpC
- MEAUMHBINA TUCKYPC

- HAy4HbIH TUCKYPC

- PEKJIaMHBIN JUCKYPC

- FOPUIUYECKUI TUCKYPC

- NOJINTUYECKUN TUCKYPC

a) OcHoBHas JIUTEpaTypa:

PeoxukoBa, M. JI. AHanu3 AucKypca: TeopHs U IpakTuka : yaeoHoe mocobue / M. /1. PeokukoBa.
— Cumbeporons : KOV wum. B.M. Bepnanckoro, 2018, — 138 c¢. — ISBN
978-5-6041133-6-3. — Tekcr : anexkTpoHHbIH // JIaHb : 371eKTPOHHO-OMOIHOTEYHAS CHCTEMA. —
URL.: https://e.lanbook.com/book/345167 (nara obpamenus: 11.04.2024). — Pexxum gocryma:
JUIS1 aBTOPU3. MOJIb30BATEIIEH.

0) JlonmostHuTEIbHAS JIUTEPATYpA:

1. Byxkunckas, JI. C. Kommosuius nyOnuuucTHYeCKOro Tekcra : yueOnoe nocodue / 1. C.
byxunckas, O. U. ConosbeBa ; MI'TY. - [2-e u3a., moaror. mo me4. u3a. 2014 r.]. -
Maruutoropcek : MI'TY, 2017. - 1 snexrpon. ont. auck (CD-ROM). - 3ari. ¢ TuTyi. sKpaHa. -
URL:  https://host.megaprolib.net/MP0109/Download/MObject/20392  (nara oOpamieHus:
11.04.2023). - MakpooObekT. - TekcT : 3meKTpoHHBIA. - CBemeHHs IOCTYIHBI TaKke Ha
CD-ROM.

2. byxwunckas, /1. C. Kommosuius puroprueckoro tekcra : yueonoe nocooue / 1. C. Byxuuckas,
O. U. Conoseera ; MI'TVY. - Marautoropck : MI'TY, 2015. - 1 snektpoH. ont. quck (CD-ROM).
- 3arn. ¢ tutyn. skpana. - URL: https://host.megaprolib.net/MP0109/Download/MObject/204
(mara oopamienus: 11.04.2024). - MakpooOBeKT. - TEKCT : 3JeKTPOHHBIH. - CBEICHUS TOCTYITHBI
takke Ha CD-ROM.

B) MeToanyeckne yKazaHus:

CamocrosiTenbHast paboTa CTyACHTOB By3a : mpaktukym / cocraputenu: T. I'. Heperuna, H. P.
Vpazaera, E. M. PazymoBa, T. ®. OpexoBa ; MarauToropckuii roc. Texuuueckuii yu-t um. I'. U.
HocoBa. - Marauroropck : MI'TY um. I 1. HocoBa, 2019. - 1 CD-ROM. - 3arn. ¢ turyim.
skpaHa. - URL:  https://host.megaprolib.net/MP0109/Download/MObject/2391  (nmata
obpamienus: 11.04.2024). - MakpooObekT. - TeKCT : aMeKTpOHHBIH. - CBEICHUS JOCTYITHbI TAKKE
Ha CD-ROM.
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INPUJIO’)KEHHUE 2

OueHouHbIe CpeACTBA J1JIsl MPOBeEIEeHUs MPOMEKYTOUHOM aTTecTAlNMU

IIpoMexyTouHass arrectauusi HMMEET LEIbI0 ONPENEIUTh CTENEHb  JOCTHUIKCHMS
3aIJIaHUPOBAHHBIX PE3yJIbTaTOB OOyueHHs Mo aucuuiuinHe «Jluckypey» 2 cemectp B Qopme

3a4ycTa.

a) Ilnanupyembie pe3ynabTaThl OOYYEHHMS W OLIEHOYHBIE CPEJCTBA Il TMPOBEIACHUS
IIPOMEKYTOUHOM aTTeCTal[Uu:

Kon
WHJIMKaTOpa

NHnukaTop JOCTHKEHUS
KOMIIETEHIINHU

OneHouyHble CpeacTBa

IIK-1: Cnocob6eH npuMeHSITb METOAUKHM M COBPeMEHHbIEe MeJarornyecKkue TeXHOJIOTHU
00yuYeHHUs1 MHOCTPAHHBIM SI3bIKAM

IK-1.1

Pa3zpabarsiBaer
y4e0HO-METOINYECKUE
MaTepualibl C  Y4ETOM
COBPEMEHHBIX HAyYHBIX
OCTUKEHUU

TeopeTtnueckre BOIPOCHI:

1) Kak cOOTHOCATCSI IOHATUSI «TEKCT» U «TUCKYpPCH?
Uro Takoe «rema JucKypcay?

2) Kakumu cpenctBamMu BbIpayKaeTcsi TEMA FOBOPSIIIETO
B UcKypce?

3) [lepeuncnure TUITBI KOHTEKCTOB?

4) Yto moHUMAaeTCs MoJi «KKOTHUTUBHBIMU CTPYKTYpaMu
TUCKypca»?

[IpakTrueckue 3ananus:

IIposenure CEMaHTHYECKUN JUCKYypC-aHaJIN3
MIPE/IJIOKEHHBIX TEKCTOB.

1) Ompenenute, Kak BbIpa)keHa TeMa TOBOPSILETO B
TEKCTaxX.

2) Haiinte KOHTEKCTHI B IPEIIOKCHHBIX TEKCTaX.

3) Haiinure B TekcTaX KOTHUTUBHBIE CTPYKTYPBI.

KoMriekcHbIe TpoOIeMHBIC 3a/TaHUS
[IpoBenuTe ceMaHTUYECKUH AUCKYpC-aHAIN3 TEKCTa U
QIANTUPYUTE €r0 ¢ YUYETOM YPOBHS BIIQJICHUS SI3BIKOM
BaIlTNX YYalIUXCA.

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’tit, 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.’
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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
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our holidays.’

‘Yes,” her mother said. ‘My sister’s got a little hotel by
the sea. Were 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. Youve got lots of time.’
The tall man smiled, put his ticket back in his pocket
and opened his newspaper again.

Julie didn’t look at him. ‘A boat,” she thought. ‘He’s




Kon
WHJIUKATOpa

Nuaukatop qocTHxREHUs
KOMIICTCHIINN

OneHouyHble CpeaCcTBa

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
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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 1
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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.’

I1K-1.2

AHaNMM3UpyeT MOJIXO0/bl K
00y4YeHHIO u
3¢ PEeKTUBHOCTD yUeOHBIX
3aHATHN 10 JUCHUTUIMHE
«IHOCTpaHHBIN SI3BIK)

Teopernueckue BOIpoCH:

1) Kak B auckypce oTpa)xaroTcsi KOCBEHHBIE pEUeBbIE
aKThl?

2) Kaknmu rpaMMaTU4ECKUMU cpencTBamMu
0o(opMIISIOTCSI BUbI PEUYEBBIX aKTOB B JUCKYypce?

3) Packpoiite NpUHIUIIEI TEOPUU PEUEBHIX AKTOB.

[IpakTrueckue 3aganus:

[IpuBenure npuMepbl pa3IMYHBIX BUIOB JHCKypCa.
Onpenenure, Kakue BUABI PEUEBBIX AaKTOB B HHX
HCIIONb3YIOTCH.

KomriekcHbie mpoOiieMHbIE 3a/1aHusl.
[Ipoananu3upyiTe TEKCT U ONPEACIIUTE TUITH PEUEBBIX
aKTOB, UCTIOJB3YeMbIX B HeM. Pa3paboTaiiTe KOMITIEKC
YOPA)KHEHUM,  HalpaBJICHHBIN Ha  yMEHHUE
yIoTPeOIsATh B TUATOTUYECKON pedr pa3InyHble BUIIBI
pPEYEBBIX aKTOB.

The Errors of Santa Claus
By Stephen Leacock

It was Christmas Eve.
The Browns, who lived in the adjoining house, had been
dining with the Joneses.
Brown and Jones were sitting over wine and walnuts at
the table. The others had gone upstairs.
«What are you giving to your boy for Christmas?»
asked Brown.
«A train,» said Jones, «new kind of thing — automatic.»
«Let’s have a look at it,» said Brown.
Jones fetched a parcel from the sideboard and began
unwrapping it.
«Ingenious thing, isn’t it?» he said. «Goes on its own
rails. Queer how kids love to play with trains, isn’t it? »
«Yes,» assented Brown. «How are the rails fixed? »
«Wait, I'll show you,» said Jones. «Just help me to
shove these dinner things aside and 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
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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. I must get one
like it for Ulvina. Won't Clarisse be perfectly
enchanted? »

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

«Oh, how perfectly lovely!» exclaimed Mrs. Brown. «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
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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?

«Finely 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. |
simply had to give him something from Santa Claus. He
believes in Santa Claus absolutely, you know.»

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

«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
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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.

[1K-1.3

Ocy1iecTBiieT KOHTPOIb
u KOPPEKIIHIO
y4e0HO-METOIUIECKOTO

o0eCIeUeHUs peain3aluu

JHACIUATLINHEI
«/IHOCTpaHHBIN SA3BIK» B
COOTBETCTBUH c
TpeOOBaHUSIMHU

00pa3oBaTeNbHON CPebl

Teopernyeckue BOIPOCHI:
1) I[lepeuncante TUIIBI TUCKYpCa U UX XaPAKTEPUCTUKU.
2) Kak B3amMOCBSI3aHBI THITBI JUCKypca U chepbl
o0wmenus?
3) UYro noHumaercs 1oA  (QOPMAIBHOCTBIO U
IIPEIBAPUTEIILHOM MOATOTOBIEHHOCTBIO JUCKYypca?
4) B dyem 3akirodaercs CYIIHOCTb COLIMAJIbHOTO
nerkcuca?
[IpakTrueckue 3aganus:
Hcnonb3ys pasnnysble 0a3bl JaHHBIX U 3JIEKTPOHHBIN
OMOIMOTEKH MOATOTOBBTE COOOIIEHUS O JEKCHYECKUX
U TpaMMaTHYECKMX OCOOCHHOCTSIX OJHOTO U3 BHUJIOB
JUCKypca:

- CIIOPTHUBHBIN IUCKYPC
- IEJarornYeCcKui TUCKYpC
- MEJUIHBIA TUCKYPC
- HAY4YHBIN TUCKYypC
- peKIaMHBIN JUCKYpC
- FOPUANYECKUI JUCKYPC
- IOJIMTUYECKUI TUCKYPC
KomriexcHble mpoOiieMHbIe 3a/1aHus:
[Ipoananu3upyiite TEKCThl IIKOJBHOTO Y4eOHMKA C
LebI0 ONpEeJIeleHHs] BUJIOB AUCKYpCa, CONIEPIKALUXCS
B HeM. CocTaBbTe CBOE yueOHOe Imocodue, cosepxkaliee
paznuuHble BUBI 1uckypca. O60cHyiTe CBOI BHIOOP.

0) Ilopsinok mnpoBeneHUs] NMPOMEKYTOYHOH aTTECTALMH, NOKa3aTeJd M KPUTEPUH
OlleHUBAHUSA:

IToxa3aTenn U KPpUTEepHH OLICHNBAHUS HA 3a4eTe:

Ha oneHky «3a4TeHo» — CTyJIeHT JOJKEeH MOKa3aTh BHICOKUI YpOBEHb 3HAHHMM Ha ypOBHE
BOCIIPOU3BEICHHS, 0OBSICHEHUsI HH(POPMAILIUY, HHTEIUIEKTyalbHbIe HABBIKM PELICHUs MPo0JieM U
3aJa4, HaXOXJEHUS OTBETOB K IpobOiieMaM, OLEHKH U BBIHECEHUS KPUTHUECKUX CYKIIEHUH,
CTYAEHT JOJDKEH 000OCHOBAaHHO OTBETUTH HA BOMPOC, JaTh ONpeesieHHe MOHATHIO, PEIIUTh TECT
WIN BBIIIOJIHUTD 33JJaHUE;

Ha oneHky «He 3a4TeHO» — CTyIEHT HE MOXKET II0Ka3aTh 3HAHHWA Ha YpPOBHE
BOCIIPOU3BECHUS U OOBSICHEHUSI HHPOPMALINHU, HE MOKET IM0Ka3aTh UHTEIEKTyaIbHbIC HABBIKU
pelIeHusl IPOCTBIX 3a]1a4, CTYJEHT HE OTBEYAEeT Ha BOIIPOC, HE AAET ONpPEAEICHUE MOHATHIO, HE

pe€macT TECT U1K HE BBIMMOJIHACT 3a1aHUC.




