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1 IIEJIN 1 3AJTIAYN OCBOEHUSA JTUCHHUILIMHBI (MO Y JIS)

1.1 e

PasButue AYJUTUBHBIX HABBIKOB U COBCPUICHCTBOBAHUC YMCHUS BOCHIPUATHS PIHOCTpaHHOﬁ peuu Ha CIIyX.

1.2 3agaun

Pa3Butrie HaBHIKOB TIOHUMAHUS MHOS3BIYHOM PpCUH Ha CIIyX;

Pa3BUTUC HABBIKOB CBO6OI[HOFO TOBOPCHUS B paMKax Hpe)l)'[O)KeHHOfI CUTyalluu,

TIOBBIICHUEC COHHOKyﬂLTypHOﬁ rpaMOTHOCTH 06y‘IaIOHII/IXCH;

Pa3BUTUC HABBIKOB I'PYIITIOBOI'O BSaHMOZ[CﬁCTBHﬂ.

2 MECTO JUCLUAIJIMHBI (MOY.J151) B CTPYKTYPE OMOII

Biok (paznen) OITOIT:

|K.M.I[B.01.01.10

2.1 TpeGoBaHus K IpeABAPHUTEIbLHON MOAT0TOBKe 00y4al0ILerocs:

MHocTpaHHBIN S3BIK

[IpodeccrnonanbHO-OPHEHTHPOBAHHBIA HHOCTPAHHBIHN SI3BIK

2.2 JIlucuMniInHbI ¥ MPAKTHKH, I KOTOPBIX OCBOEHHE JAHHOI THCIMIIIMHBI (MOIYJIs1) HEO0X0AMMO KaK
npeauIecTByoniee:

HO)IFOTOBKa K IIpoueaype 3alllMThl U 3alIUTa BLIHYCKHOfI KBaJ’IPI(l)PIKaHPIOHHOfI pa60TBI

HpOI/ISBOI[CTBeHHaH IpaKTHUKa. Hpe}]}lI/IHJ'[OMHaH IpaKTUKa

HpOI/ISBOI[CTBeHHaH IpaKTHUKa. Heﬂaroml{ecxaﬂ IMpaKTUKa

BHeypquaﬂ ACATCIBHOCTD 110 UHOCTPAHHOMY SA3BIKY

3 KOMIIETEHIINH OBYYAIOIIETI'OCs, ®OPMHPYEMBIE B PE3YJIBTATE OCBOEHHUSA

JTUCHUATIMHBI (MOY.JIS)

OIIK-3.1: AnekBaTHO HHTEPHNPETHPYET KOMMYHUKATHUBHBIC 11€JIU BLICKA3bIBAHH S, ITOJTHO BbIAABJIACT
PE€ICBAHTHYIO ml(])opmaumo, a/ICKBAaTHO w:[eHTmbmmpyeT NPUHAAJCKHOCTD BBICKA3bIBAHUSA K Oq)PlIIPIaJ'ILHOMy,

HeliTpaIbHOMY H HeoQHIUAILHOMY PerucTpam ooIIeHus.

3HaTh:

TIOPOTOBBIH 3HaeT KOMMYHHMKaTUBHBIE IIEJIM BBICKA3bIBAHNA, OOLIHE ITyTH BBIABICHUS PEICBAHTHON HHPOpPMALIUH,
JKAHPBI PEYeBOr0 MPOU3BEACHUS U €ro PUHAIICKHOCTD K OHUIHAIEHOMY, HSHTPAILHOMY H
HeoHIHaIbHOMY PEerucTpam

NpOJBUHYTHIH | 3HAET KOMMYHUKATUBHBIE LIETIH BBICKA3bIBAHHs, Pa3HOOOPA3HBIE S3BIKOBBIE CPECTBA C LIEIBIO
BBIJIETICHHUS PEIeBaHTHON HH(opMaIyy, o0LHe BEICKa3bIBaHISA, COOTBETCTBYIOIINE OQHLHATEHOMY,
HEWTPaIbHOMY ¥ HEOPHUIUATLHOMY PErHCTPaM OOIICHHS

BBICOKHH 3HaeT aJropUTM MHTEpIpeTali KOMMYHHKATHBHOM IeJH BBICKa3bIBaHUs, U (epeHIInaIbHYIO
crienu(UKy A3BIKOBBIX CPEACTB OQUIHMATBHOTO0, HEUTPAIBEHOTO, HEOPHIIHAIEHOTO PETHCTPOB OOICHUS
U IIyTH BBUBJICHHS PEJIEBAaHTHOM HH(POpMaUH

YMmerb:

TIOPOTOBBIH YMeer onpenensiTh KOMMYHHUKaTHBHBIE LIETH BHICKA3bIBAHHS, U3BJICKATh (DaKTyalIbHYIO,
KOHIENTYAIBHYIO U 3CTETHYECKYIO HH(POPMAIIUIO, ONPEIENATh NPHUHAICKHOCTh BEICKa3bIBAHUS
KO(UIIMATBLHOMY, HEHTPaIbHOMY M HEO(DHIIUATBHOMY PErUCTPaM OOILECHHS

HpOABUMHYTHIH | VMeeT HaeHTH(HUIMPOBATh IPHHAUISKHOCTD BBICKAa3bIBaHHS K OQHIHATEHOMY, HEHTpaIbHOMY U
Heo(UIMaIbHOMY pericTpaM OOLICHHS B COOTBETCTBHU C KOMMYHHKATHBHOM CHTyaluen

BBICOKHH YMeer rpaMoTHO U 3¢ (PEKTHBHO CTPOUTH BBHICKA3bIBAHUS B COOTBETCTBHUH C KOMMYHHUKAaTHBHBIMH
LENSIMH U periucTpamMu o0meHus! (0QUIHATbHBIN, HEUTPAIBHBIN U HEODHUIIUATLHBIH)

Baagern:

TIOPOTOBBIH Biageer ciocoOHOCTBIO BEIPaXKaTh CBOM MBICIIH, aIeKBATHO HCIOJIB3Ys pa3HOOOpa3HbIC S3bIKOBEIC
CpEICTBa C LEebIO BBIICNICHUS PelIeBaHTHOI HH(POpMAIUH

NpoaBUMHYTHIH | BriageeT qUCKYpCHBHBIME CIIOCOOAMH TIOPOXKACHHMS CBSI3HBIX TEKCTOB O(PUIIHAIBEHOI0, HEUTPAJIBHOTO U

HEO(UITATFHOTO PETHCTPOB OOIEHUS

BBICOKHUH

Biageer ciocoOHOCTBIO CBOOOJHO BEIPaXKaTh CBOU MBICIIH B COOTBETCTBHH C KOMMYHUKATHUBHBIMH
LeISIMU M perucTpaMu o0mIeHus (0QUIInaNbHBINA, HEUTPaTbHBIN U HEOPHUIIAATHHBII)

© Kocranaiickuit punmman ®I'BOY BO «Yenl'Y»




Pabouas nmporpamma mucrmiuinesl "[IpakTukym. AyaupoBaHue” 1o HaNpaBJICHUIO TOATOTOBKH (CHEIATEHOCTH)
45.03.02 JInarsucruka HampasiaeHHOCTH (podmmio) [IpenoraBanue aHTIMHCKOr0 M Ka3aXCKOTO SI3BIKOB

cTp. 4

4 OFBEM JUCIUILIMHBI (MOYJIS)

OO0mias TpynoeMKOCTh

43ET

Yaco 1o yueOHOMY IIIaHY :

144

B TOM YHUCIIE :
aylUTOpHbIE 3aHATUs : 24

CaMOCTOATCIIbHAsA pa60Ta :

111

9K3aMeHBI 8

Bubt KOHTPOJISI B CEMECTpax:

4acoB Ha KOHTPOJb : 9
5 CTPYKTYPA U COAEPKAHUE JUCHUIIVIMHBI MOAYJIs)
Kon HaumeHoBaHMe pa3/iesioB H TeM /BH]T Komnere Memm’: TPOBEACHIs
sAHSTHSE saHsTHSL/ Cemectp | Yacos — Jluteparypa | 3aHATHIi, OLEHOYHbIE
cpelacTBa
Paznen 1. MueHust
11 Hlonmusr. Pecropanst. JIroOuMble 8 5 OIIK-3.1| JII.1JI1.2 | KoMMyHHKaTHBHBIH,
6mona. HeoObruHas ena. TeneBuaeHue. JI1.3J12.1 YaCTUYHO-TIOUCKOBBIH
Tenenporpammser ¥ puitbmbl. Tom. /Tlp/ J12.2 METO/IBI
31 52
Bonpocsr a1 yctHOTO
ompoca
Mononor
Jlnamor
Texkcr s mepeBoaa
Bugeoponuku st
YCTHOT0 IiepeBojia
1.2 - paboTa ¢ NPaKTUYECKUM 8 25 OIIK-3.1| JII.1JI1.2 |Hamucanue scce u
MaTepuaioM; JI1.3J12.1 JIMajora, MMCbMEHHBIN
- MOATOTOBKA K MPAKTUIECKOMY 2.2 HEPEBOJI TEKCTOB,
3aHATHIO; 2192 ryI0ccapuii o TeKCTy
- HalMCaHMe 3CCe IO TeMe 3aHATHS;
- COCTaBJIEHHE JIMAJIOra;
-COCTaBJIEHHE TJ10CCapus 10 TEME.
/Cp/
Pazges 2. Mecra
2.1 I'opona. Bonbaunsl. Oducel. Mysen. 8 5 OIIK-3.1| JIL.1JI1.2 |KoMMyHHUKaTUBHBIM,
IMapxu. Kade. Beixoansie. /Ip/ JI1.3J12.1 JaCTHYHO-TIONCKOBBIH
J12.2 METO/IbI
2192
Bonpocs! qiia yctHoro
ompoca
Mononor
Jnamor
Texcr st mepeBoaa
Buneoponuku mns
YCTHOT0 HepeBoaa
2.2 - paboTa ¢ IPaKTHYECKUM 8 30 OIIK-3.1| JI1.1JI1.2 |Hanucanue 3cce u
MaTepHaIoM; JI1.3712.1 JMaora, MMCbMEHHBIN
- IIOATOTOBKA K MPAKTHYECKOMY J12.2 MepeBOJ] TEKCTOB,
3aHSTHIO; 2132 TJIOCCApUH 1O TEKCTY
- HalMCaHMe JCCe 110 TeMe 3aHATHS;
- COCTaBJICHHE JIHAJIOra;
-COCTaBJICHHE TII0CCAPUS IO TEME.
/Cp/
Paznen 3. PyGexnblii KOHTpoab No2
3.1 0O030p NPOIICHHOTO MaTepHaa. 8 2 OIIK-3.1| JI1.1J11.2 | TBOpueckuii MeTOx
3ananus Ha ayauposanue /IIp/ JI1.3J12.1
J12.2 AynupoBaHue ¢
2132 MOJTHBIM TTOHUMAaHHUEM
CMBICIIa TEKCTa U
nepeckas cofep KaHus
Pazpgeu 4. PyGe:xublii KOHTpoJb Nel
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4.1 O0630p MpOHACHHOT0 MaTepuaa. 8 2 OIIK-3.1| JIL.1JI1.2 | TBop4eckwuii MeTOx
3ananue Ha aymuposanue /[1p/ JI1.3J12.1
J12.2 AynupoBaHue C
21092 MMOHUMaHUEM
OCHOBHOT'O CMBICIIA U
BBITIOJTHEHUE 33/TaHUH
Paspnea 5. Undopmanus
5.1 HoBoctu. Cratbu. Caiitel. UHTEpHET. 8 5 OIIK-3.1| JIIL.1JI1.2 | KoMMyHHKaTHBHBIMH,
Crutetnu u npaspa. /TIp/ JI1.3J12.1 YaCTUYHO-TIOMCKOBBIN
J12.2 METO/IbI
31 32
Bonpocs! a1 yctHOTO
omnpoca
Mononor
Jlunamor
Tekcr s nepeBoaa
Buneoponukn st
YCTHOT'O IIepeBoza
5.2 - paboTa C MPaKTHIECKAM 8 28 |OIIK-3.1( JI1.1JI1.2 |Hammcanue scce u
MaTepHajIoM; JI1.3J12.1 JIMaora, MUCbMEHHBIN
- HOJTOTOBKA K MMPAKTUYECKOMY 2.2 MEPEBOJI TEKCTOB,
3aHATHIO; 2192 ryI0ccapuii o TeKCTy
- HaIIMCaHHE HCCe MO TeMe 3aHATHS;
- COCTaBJICHUE ANAJIOTa;
-COCTaBJICHHE IIOCCAPUS TI0 TEME.
/Cp/
Pazgeu 6. IlyremecTBus
6.1 AxTuBHBIH OTIBIX. ['OpBbI. TIsK. 8 5 OIK-3.1| JI1.1J11.2 | KoMMyHHKAaTUBHBIH,
xynrmu. Jleca. Pexu u o3epa. JI1.3J12.1 YaCTUYHO-TIOUCKOBBIi
Typucrtuueckue ctpansl. /TIp/ 2.2 METO/IBI
2192
Bonpocs! 1 yctHoro
ompoca
Mownonor
Jlnamor
Texkcr st mepeBoaa
Buneoponuku mns
YCTHOT0 HepeBoaa
6.2 - paboTa ¢ IPaKTHYECKUM 8 28 OIIK-3.1| JI1.1JI1.2 |Hanucanue scce u
MaTepHuaIoM; JI1.3712.1 JaMaora, MMCbMEHHBIN
- IOATOTOBKA K MIPAKTHUYECKOMY J12.2 MepeBoJ] TEKCTOB,
3aHATHIO; 2192 [JI0CCAapUii MO TEKCTY

- HATMCAHKE ICCe M0 TeME 3aHSITHSI,
- COCTaBJIEHUE JTHAIIOTA;
-COCTABIICHHE TJI0CCAPHS 110 TEME.
/Cp/

6 ®OHJ] OLIEHOYHBIX CPEJCTB

6.1 IlepeyeHb BU/I0B OLIEHOYHBIX CPEJICTB

Tekymuit KOHTPOIB ycreBaeMocTy o aucuuiuinae "llpakTukyMm. AyaupoBaHue" peryisipHO OCYIIECTBIISETCS
MIpernoaBaTelieM B MPOIIecce MPOBEACHUST MPAKTHIECKUX 3aHATHH C ITOMOLIBIO CIEAYIOIIUX OIIEHOYHBIX CPENICTB:
BOIIPOCHI AJIs1 YCTHOTO OMPOca, 3¢Ce MO TeMe MOAYJIS, AUAIIOT TI0 TeME MOAYJISl, BUICOPOIHMKH IS yCTHOTO MEePeBoa,
MIePEBOJI TEKCTA C COCTABIEHHEM TII0CCAPHSL.

PyOexHBIi KOHTPOJIb IIPOBOJUTCS C IIEIBIO ONPEICICHUS CTeeHH C(HOPMUPOBAHHOCTH OTACIBHBIX KOMITCTCHIHN
00y4aroIIMUXCs 10 3aBEPIICHHIO OCBOCHHS OUEPETHOTO pasjesa (TeMbl) Kypca B (hopMe ayAMpPOBaHUsI C TOHUMaHHEM
OCHOBHOI'O CMBICITA U BBITIOTHEHHEM 3aJaHHsl, AyTUPOBAHMEM C TOHUMAHUEM OJIHOTO CMBICIIA U IIEPECKa30M
COIIepIKaHUSL.

IMpomexxyTodHast aTTECTAIHS TIPOBOIUTCS TI0 3aBEPIICHAIO TIEPHOAA O0YIEHUS CEMECTpa C IIENbI0 OMpeIeNeHHs CTEIICHH
JOCTIDKEHNUS 3aIIAHIPOBAHHBIX PE3YIbTaTOB O0yIEHHS IO JUCIUILIMHE 32 CEMECTP U MPOBOAUTCS B (popMe IK3aMeHa
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(KOMHJ’I CKCHas IMMCbMCHHAA pa60Ta).

6.2 TunoBble KOHTPOJILHBIE 32JAHUSA H HHbIe MAaTePHAJIbI Uil TeKYylIell u py0e:KHOI aTTecTaluu

TeKyHII/Iﬁ KOHTPOJIb IPOBOAUTCA PETYIISAPHO HA 3aHATHAX C LEIIBIO ITOJTYICHUS OHepaTHBHOﬁ I/IH(l)OpMaHI/II/I 00 YCBOCHNHA

yaeOHOro MaTepualna u TUarHOCTHKU CPOPMHUPOBAHHOCTH KOMITETECHIIHH.
3anaHus U1 TEKYLIET0 KOHTPOJIS

TunoBbie BONPOCHI ISl YCTHOTO OIPOCca:

Tema Muenus

1. Have you ever been abroad?

2. Where have you been?

3. Are you planning on going anywhere for your next vacation?
4. Are you afraid of going abroad alone?

5. Could you live in another country for the rest of your life?

6. Describe the most interesting person you met on one of your travels.
7. What was your best trip.

8. What was your worst trip.

9. Did your class in high school go on a trip together?

10. Do you have a driver's license?

11. Do you like to travel with children? Why or why not?

12. Do you like to travel with your mother? Why or why not?
13. Do you prefer summer vacations or winter vacations?

14. Do you prefer to travel alone or in a group? Why?

15. Do you prefer to travel by train, bus, plane or ship?

16. Do you prefer traveling by car or by plane?

17. Have you ever been in a difficult situation while traveling?
18. Have you ever been on an airplane?

19. How often do you eat out?

20. Where do you usually go when you eat out?

Tema Mecra

1. What holidays have disappeared in your country?

2. What is your parent's favorite holiday?

3. What new holiday are needed in your country?

4. What holiday should be abolished?

5. What are some of your fondest memories of Thanksgiving?

6. What kind of traditional food do you eat for Thanksgiving?

7. Where is the best place to be for the holidays?

8. Do you think holidays are important? Why?

9. What kinds of thing do you like to do on the holidays?

10. Do you ever feel blue during the holidays? What do you do about it?

11. Do you think pets need holidays? What kinds of holidays would we have for pets?
12. What games do you play during your holidays?

13. How many holidays do you have in your country?

14. What special foods are associated with your favorite holiday?

15. What special clothing/customs are associated with your favorite holiday?
16. What is your favorite holiday memory? Tell us about it.

17. Who is your favorite holiday character (e.g. Santa Claus)? Why?

18. What are three holidays that you like to spend with your family?

19. What is your worst holiday memory? Tell us about it.

20. If you had a long holiday, what will you do with it?

Tema Nudopmarnms

1. How do you commute to your school or your place of work?

2. How far do you travel and how long does it take you?

3. How do you travel? Is it expensive? Is it tiring?

4. What are some of the reasons why people commute?

5. Would you rather work in a nearer place?

6. If you work far from your house, why have you chosen to commute a long way to work?

7. Would you ever travel between countries or states in order to keep a better job? Why or why not?
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8. In your viewpoint, what are the advantages and disadvantages of commuting?

9. If you didn't have any relatives or wife/husband, would you travel abroad for work? Why or why not?
10. Would you like to live abroad? Why or why not?

11. If you moved to another country, what things would you miss about where you live now? Which ones would
you be glad to get away from?

12. Are there certain professions which require commuting?

13. Would you give up your job if you had to commute frequently?

14. Would you accept a job that requires commuting two hours a day one way?

15. Do you feel bad after you have an argument?

16. What are some reason why people argue?

17. What does your family argue about?

18. How do you avoid arguments?

19. Do you think it is best to argue or just walk away? Shy?

20. Do you get along with argumentative people?

Tema IlyremectBus

. Do you have a driver's license?

. Do you like to travel with children? Why or why not?

. Do you like to travel with your mother? Why or why not?

. Do you prefer summer vacations or winter vacations?

. Do you prefer to travel alone or in a group? Why?

. Do you prefer to travel by train, bus, plane or ship?

. Do you prefer traveling by car or by plane?

. Have you ever been in a difficult situation while traveling?

. Where did you spend your last vacation? Your summer vacation? Your Christmas vacation?

10. Where will you go on your next vacation?

11. Would you like to take a cruise? Where to? With who?

12. Do you prefer traveling on a hovercraft or a ferry?

13. Would you prefer to stay at a hotel/motel or camp while on vacation?

14. Would you rather visit another country or travel within your own country?

15. Would you rather go to a place where there are a lot of people or to a place where there are few people?
16. Do you find more fulfillment from your leisure activities including vacations than from your job?
17. Do you think the type of vacation one takes reflects one's social status?

18. Are you afraid of going abroad alone?

19. Could you live in another country for the rest of your life?

20. Describe the most interesting person you met on one of your travels.

OO ~NO O WN -

IIpumepHbIe TEMBI AJIs AcCe:

1. Opinions

2. My favorite place

3. Books and Internet

4. The travel of my dream

[IpumepHbIe TEMBI AT T1ATIOrOB:

1. Tourism in your country and abroad
2. News and gossips

3. Places I’'m going to visit

4. What do you think of...?

TekcTsl U1 IEpEBOAA:

Texker 1.

St Anthony's Church, the site of one of the deadliest Easter Sunday bombings in Sri Lanka, is renowned as a place of
worship open to all faiths, but the attacks have shut its doors for now.

For the first time in its 175-year history, people are being turned away.

The road to the shrine in Colombo's Kochchikade district is a familiar one to many, who - regardless of their religion -
would regularly come here to seek blessings.

Despite being a predominantly Roman Catholic church, its patron has acquired a reputation for being a "miracle worker".
No request, no matter how large, small or strangely specific, is left unanswered by St Anthony, people say.

On Monday, however, a day after the bomb blast ripped through its entrance, things are very different. The attack here
was one of eight across the country which killed 310 people and injured many more.

Police are fanned out near the turn-off to the church, marked by its distinctive large statue of St Anthony, mounted on a
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pedestal. The perimeter of the church itself has been cordoned off with yellow tape and is being guarded by armed
security officers.

Despite this, a sizeable crowd is still gathered outside, veering as close to the perimeter as they dare, most just staring at
the large white building. From a distance it looks untouched, but look harder and hints of the carnage that took place
inside become more visible.

Texkcer 2.

Thousands of emperor penguin chicks drowned when the sea-ice on which they were being raised was destroyed in severe
weather.

The catastrophe occurred in 2016 in Antarctica's Weddell Sea.

Scientists say the colony at the edge of the Brunt Ice Shelf has collapsed with adult birds showing no sign of trying to re-
establish the population.

And it would probably be pointless for them to try as a giant iceberg is about to disrupt the site.

The dramatic loss of the young emperor birds is reported by a team from the British Antarctic Survey (BAS).

Drs Peter Fretwell and Phil Trathan noticed the disappearance of the so-called Halley Bay colony in satellite pictures.

It is possible even from 800km up to spot the animals' excrement, or guano, on the white ice and then to estimate the
likely size of any gathering.

But the Brunt population, which had sustained an average of 14,000 to 25,000 breeding pairs for several decades (5-9% of
the global population), essentially disappeared overnight.

Texkcer 7.

MOCKBA, 11 mas — PUA Hooctu. Hukaxkoil "kanutynsuun" camonpoBo3riameHHbix JJonenkoii u Jlyranckoit
HapOJHBIX PECITyOJIMK OBITH HEe MOXKET, 3asBHJI MOJNpPeR Pocchn Ha eperoBopax KOHTAKTHO# rpymmbsl B Muncke Bopuc
I'pe13110B.

ITo cioBam I'pbI3ii0Ba, Mocneayromue COOBITUS NOATBEPAMIHN, YTO Y xkuTenel JJonbacca Gbu1n Bce OCHOBAHMS JUIS TAKOTO
PpeIIICHUS.

"KueBckas "mapTHs BoiHbI" He ocTaBuia xkuTesiM J[oHenka u JIyrancka HHOTo BbIOOpa, KpOMe caMOCTOSTEIbHOCTH U
camo3auuThl. Bee, uto nomydan Jlonbace ot opumansHoro Kuesa, — 3to arpeccus u 61okazna. Bee, uto ciplman
Houbacc ot odunmansaoro Kuesa, — 310 yrpo3sl u TpeboBaHus catbes. EcTecTBeHHO, HUKAaKOM KanmuTy/siuun J{oHerka
u Jlyrancka He Oyzaet u ObITh He MOxkeT. He uist atoro xwurenu JJTHP u JIHP 3ammTiinm cBoe npaBo Ha jKU3Hb, HA
JOCTOMHOE Oy/yIiee, Ha pOJTHOM SI3bIK M HECTEPTYIO HCTOPHUYECKYIO TAMSATH", — MOIYEPKHYJ TOCTIPE/.

OH Tak)Ke HalOMHMJI, YTO HE0OXOJUMOCTb NpeA0CTaBlIeHUs Tepputopusm Jonerkoii u JIyranckoi obnacreid ocoboro
cTaryca 3aKperuieHa B MEX/IyHapOIHBIX JOKYMEHTaX: B MUHCKHX COMVIANICHUSX, PEIICHUIX "HOPMaH/ICKOM YeTBepKu",
pe3omrou Cosera besonacnoctn OOH.

"3T0 npaBoBas PeaNbHOCTh, BHE 3aBUCUMOCTH OT JIFOOBIX 3asBJICHUH YKPAMHCKUX BJIACTEH, KOTOPBIE, MEX/Y TIPOYHM,
caMy MOJMHKCATIH ¥ MPU3HAIH BCE 3TH JOKYMEHTHI", — 3aKII0um [ phI3IIoB.

Ceronns B JIHP ormeuator Jlenp pecriyonnku. B atot nens B 2014 rony B JloHerkoi 061acTu coCTOsICS peepeHIyM O
caMOOIpeieIeHUH PErnoHa, OpraHU30BaHHBINA CTOPOHHUKAaMU (enepannzammu. Takoi sxe pedepeHym mpouien 1 B
coce/IHeH caMoITpoBOo3MIIallieHHON JIyraHckoi HapoiHOW pecyOuKe.

Buneoponuku asnst ycTHOro nepeBoja:

1. Poccust HacTauBaeT Ha neperopopax ¢ 3anazom 1o npobdsieme nareps "Pyk6an" B Cupun -
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Mg2FOOTHY j0&list=PLLHjKKyQ40aTWvw6msx3Kr9X00gsqsSm6&index=14
2. Ha Ykpaune opunmanbHO onmyOIMKOBAIN Pe3yabTaThl NPE3UICHTCKIX BHIOOPOB -
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=gNRXqgnPq_fA&list=PLLHjKKyQ40aSLC6tLdplgGguAyTHEtLd0&index=32
3. Trump will meet Putin for the first time on the sidelines of G20 - https://www.youtube.com/watch?
v=ncLrG10V3KA&Ilist=PLS3XGZxi7cBVTzEE4Sim9UuNKnUJU9Vkh&index=6

4. UK arms sales to Saudi Arabia ruled lawful - https://www.youtube.com/watch?

v=VI7TMW8cAMNO& list=PLS3XGZxi7cBVTzEE4Sim9UuUNKnUuN9Vkh&index=21

PyOexHblii koHTpoIs Nel
1. IIpocmymmaiite TEKCT, BHITIOTHUTE 3aIaHUS K TEKCTY.

The man who cut off my hair
by Richard Marsh

My name is Judith Lee and | am a teacher. | teach people who are deaf and dumb, and I teach them by lip-reading. When
people say a word, they all move their lips the same way, so if you watch them carefully, you know what they are saying.
My father was one of the first people to teach lip-reading. My mother was deaf, but she could lip-read, so lip-reading has
always been part of my life. And because | have always been able to do it, | was able to play a part in the adventure | am
going to tell you about...

I was thirteen years old when it happened. My mother and father were visiting another country, and | was staying in a
small village, in a cottage which we owned. Mrs Dickson, our servant, was staying there with me.

I was returning home by train one day, after a visit to some friends. There were two people sitting opposite me, a man
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and a woman. The woman got out at a station not far from my home. Then a man got in and sat beside the one who was
already there. They seemed to know each other.

They talked quietly for some minutes, and it was impossible to hear what they said. But | only had to look at their faces. |
was reading a magazine and looked up to see the first man say something which surprised me.

‘...Myrtle Cottage. It’s got a large myrtle tree in the front garden.’

The other man said something in a low voice, but his face was turned away from me. The first man replied, and | read his
lips again. ‘His name is Colegate, and he uses it as a summer cottage. He’s got some of the best old silver in England.’
The other man shook his head and turned so | could see his face. | saw him say: ‘Old silver is no better than new. You can
only melt it.’

The first man’s face became red. ‘Only melt it! Don’t be stupid! I can sell old silver at good prices. And that silver in
Myrtle Cottage must be worth more than a thousand pounds. There’s a silver salt-cellar worth at least a hundred.’

The other man looked at me while I was watching his friend speak. He had fair hair and blue eyes. ‘That child is watching
us,” he whispered. ‘Be careful.’

The look in those blue eyes began to frighten me.

The first man said, ‘Let her watch, she can’t hear us.’

I was alone with them, and | was quite small. So | looked back at my magazine instead of watching the rest of their
conversation. | knew Myrtle Cottage because it was not very far from our own cottage. And | knew Mr Colegate, and
about his old silver. | knew the silver salt-cellar the two men spoke about, and wondered why they were interested in it. |
was very young. I did not think: ‘These two men who speak in whispers may not be honest.’

They both got out at the station before our village.

After tea that evening, | went for a walk without telling Mrs Dickson. My walk took me past Myrtle Cottage. It was small,
and there were no other houses near it. | knew that Mr Colegate was away, but when | went into the garden, | saw that the
front-room window was open. | looked inside. What | saw surprised me very much.

In the room was the first man from the train. All of Mr Colegate’s silver was on the table in front of him, and he was
holding the silver salt-cellar. | did not know what to think. What was he doing there? What should | do? I was still trying
to decide when a hand went round my throat.

‘If you make a sound, I’1l kill you,” said a man’s voice in my ear. ‘Believe me, I will!’

It was the other man, and he recognised me.

‘It’s the girl from the train!” he said.

The first man came to the window. ‘What’s happening?’ he asked. ‘Who’s that child you’re holding?’

The other man pushed my face forwards. ‘Can’t you see? I knew she was listening!’

‘She couldn’t hear us on the train,” said the first man. ‘Nobody could hear our whispers. Give her to me.’

I was passed through the window, and now it was his hands that went round my throat. “‘Who are you?’ he wanted to
know. ‘If you scream, I’ll pull your head right off you!”

I did not move or speak.

‘Cut her throat,” said the other man, and took a long, terrible-looking knife with a silver handle from the table.

“Wait,” said his friend. He took a piece of rope from his bag. Then they pushed me into a chair and tied the rope around
my arms and legs. They also tied something across my mouth to stop me speaking.

The man with blue eyes moved towards me with the knife. | was sure he was going to cut my throat. But he took my long
hair in one hand, and with that terrible knife he cut all of it from my head!

| was more angry than | thought possible. I wanted to take that knife and push it into him! My long hair was more
valuable to me than almost anything. Not because of my own love of it, but because my mother loved it. It pleased her so
much, and she often told me how beautiful it was. And now this man had robbed me of it in the most terrible way. At that
moment, | wanted to kill him.

He hit me across the face with my own hair. ‘It didn’t take me long to cut it off,” he said, ‘but I’1l cut your throat quicker
if you try to move.’

The man with blue eyes let my hair fall all over me. Then the two of them began to put Mr Colegate’s silver into two large
bags. That was when 1 realized they were stealing it, and there was nothing | could do.

The man with blue eyes moved towards the window, carrying one of the bags. The first man put a hand on his arm, and |
watched him whisper, ‘Do you remember the plan?’

The man with blue eyes put his mouth close to the other man’s ear. I watched his lips as he said, ‘Cotterill, Cloakroom,
Victoria Station, Brighton Railway.’

I knew the words were important and promised myself that I would not forget them.

He got out of the window and his bag was passed to him. He turned towards me and said, ‘Sorry I can’t take a piece of
your hair. Perhaps I’ll come back for some later.” Then he went, and anger burned inside me.

His friend did not look at me. He took his bag and went out through the door. I don’t know what happened to him
afterwards. | was left alone, all through that night.

I was not afraid, but the rope hurt my arms and legs. I repeated the words, ‘Cotterill, Cloakroom, Victoria Station
Brighton Railway.’ I was sure they were important.

I did not sleep that night. Day came, and | wondered what Mrs Dickson was doing. Was she looking for me? | had some
friends who lived three or four miles away. Sometimes | stayed the night with them, without telling anyone at home. Did
Mrs Dickson think | was with them?

I do not know what time it was when | heard the sound of feet outside. The day seemed almost over. | watched the open
window, and suddenly a face appeared.
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It was Mr Colegate.

‘Judith!” he said. ‘Judith Lee!”

He was not a young man, but he climbed in through that window as quickly as a boy. He took a knife from his pocket and
cut the rope around my arms and legs, then he uncovered my mouth and at last | could speak.

‘Cotterill, Cloakroom, Victoria Station, Brighton Railway,’ I said. Then I fell into Mr Colegate’s arms.

I knew no more until | woke up in bed with Mrs Dickson standing beside me. With her were Dr Scott, Mr Colegate,
Pierce the village policeman, and another man. | discovered later that he was a detective.

| saw that | was in a room in Myrtle Cottage, and sat up in bed — and remembered everything.

‘He cut off my hair with the long knife!” I said.

My head felt strange. | asked for a mirror, then became angry again when | saw the blue-eyed man’s work. Before anyone
could stop me, | jumped out of bed.

‘Cotterill, Cloakroom, Victoria Station, Brighton Railway,’ I said. “Where are my clothes?’

At first they thought I was crazy. But then I told them my story. ‘Cotterill, Cloakroom, Victoria Station, Brighton
Railway,’ I said again. ‘That’s where I’'m gong to catch the man who cut off my hair. And if we don’t go quickly, we may
be too late.’

Mr Colegate agreed. He wanted to get his silver back as much as | wanted to find the man who cut my hair. So we went
up to London on the first train that we could catch — Mr Colegate, the detective, and an almost hairless child.

We got to Victoria Station and went to the cloakroom.

‘Is there a parcel here in the name of Cotterill?” Asked the detective.

‘One in the name of Cotterill was taken only half a minute ago,” the cloakroom man replied. ‘Didn’t you see him walking
off with it?” He looked along the station. ‘There he is! Someone’s going to speak to him.’

I saw a man carrying a parcel, and I saw the man who was going to speak to him. ‘It’s the man who cut my hair!” I
shouted, and ran towards him as fast as | could go. He looked round and saw me, and quickly realized who | was. He
whispered to the man with the parcel before running away.

I saw clearly what he said. ‘Bantock, 13 Harwood Street, near Oxford Street.” Those were the words. And then he turned
and ran away. Mr Colegate and the detective were close behind me. The man with the parcel saw us, and at once he
dropped the parcel and ran off.

We did no catch him, or the man who cut my hair. The station was full of people coming off a train, which made it easy
for both men to escape. But we got the parcel. It was not big enough to contain Mr Colegate’s silver, we realized that. But
it did contain a much bigger surprise.

Jewels!

A London detective was sent for. He looked at the jewels and said, ‘These are the Duchess of Dachet’s jewels. The police
all over Europe are looking for them.’

The man from the cloakroom was with us. ‘That parcel has been with us for nearly a month,’ he said. ‘The person who
took it out paid for twenty-seven days.’

‘I wish I could catch him,” said the London detective. ‘I have a word or two that [ want to say to him.’

‘I think I know where you can find him,’ I said. ‘Bantock, 13 Harwood Street, near Oxford Street.’

‘Who is Bantock?’ the detective asked.

‘I don’t know,’ I said. ‘But I saw the man who cut off my hair whisper those words before he ran away.’

“You saw him whisper them?’ The London detective looked at the others. “What does she mean? Young lady, you were
fifteen metres away. How could you hear him whisper?’

‘I didn’t say I heard him whisper,’ I replied. ‘I said I saw him. I don’t need to hear to know what a person is saying.’
‘Judith is an excellent lip-reader,” said Mr Colegate. He explained, but the others found it hard to believe.

‘So what did you see him whisper?” asked the detective.

‘T’ll tell you if I can come with you,’ I said.

The detective laughed. He seemed to think that I was amusing, but I don’t know why. He did not understand how angry I
was about my hair. ‘All right,” he said. “You can come. Now, tell me what you saw him whisper.’

So | told him again and he wrote it down.

‘I know Harwood Street, but I don’t know Mr Bantock,’ he said. ‘First I’ll send a message for some help, then we’ll go
and visit Mr Bantock — if there is a Mr Bantock.’

The four of us went in a taxi — the two detectives, Mr Colegate and I. After a while, the taxi stopped on the corner of a
street.

“This is Harwood Street,” said the London detective. ‘We can walk the rest of the way. We don’t want to stop outside the
door. They may guess who we are.’

It was a street full of shops. The shop at number 13 sold jewels and other less valuable things. The name ‘Bantock was
over the top of the window.

As we reached the shop, a taxi stopped outside it and five men got out. The London detective recognized them and did not
look pleased. ‘Now our visit won’t be a surprise,” he said. ‘Come on, let’s go in quickly.’

And we went in, the detective first and me behind him. There were two young men standing close together at the other
side of the shop. When they saw us, I saw one whisper, ‘They’re detectives! Ring the alarm bell!’

‘He’s going to ring the alarm bell!” T shouted.

The men from the other taxi were also detectives.

They came in quickly and held each of the two young men.

There was a door at the end of the shop which the London detective opened. ‘Stairs,” he said. ‘We’ll go up. You men
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wait here until you’re wanted.’

| followed him up the stairs. At the top were two more doors. | could hear voices coming from behind one of them. The
London detective went towards it. He opened the door and went in, and | was close behind him. There were several men
in there, but | was only interested in one. He was standing on the other side of a table.

“That’s the man who cut off my hair!” I cried.

He seemed at first like a man who had seen a ghost, but then he said, ‘I wish I had cut your throat!’

The police caught all the thieves. They were wanted all over the world for other robberies. Mr Colegate got his silver
back. Mr Bantock, who owned the shop, was someone who bought and sold stolen jewels. He and all the other men in that
room were sent to prison.

It took many years for my hair to grow long again, and it never grew as long as before. Each time | looked into a mirror,
some of my anger returned.

But the man who cut my hair was stupid. Before he cut it, the rope hurt me badly and I wasn’t interested in what he and
his friend were doing or saying. But after he cut it, | was very angry indeed, and so | watched every move which they —
and their lips! — made!

1. What is your opinion about the story?
2. Can you describe the main characters of the story?
3. Did the ending of the story surprised you? Why/Why not?

Py6GexHblif KoHTpOIIb Ne2.
1. Ilpocnymaiite TEKCT, BBIIOIHUTE IIEPECKA3.

The Railway Crossing
by Freeman Wills Crofts

Dunstan Thwaite looked at the railway crossing and decided that it was time for John Dunn to die. It was a very suitable
place for a murder. There were trees all around, and they hid the trains which came so fast along the railway line. The
nearest house was Thwaitite’s own, and this was also hidden by the trees. People and traffic did not use the crossing very
often, and the big gates were kept locked. There was a small gate used by passengers going to the station, but at night it
was always quiet.

Thwaite was a worried man. He had to use sleeping powders to help him sleep. But after tonight, things were going to be
different. The time had come to stop the blackmail. The time had come for John Dunn to die.

It all began five years earlier...

Thwaite worked in the offices of a large company, and his only money was the money that the company paid him. It was
not much, but it was enough. Then he met the beautiful Miss Hilda Lorraine and asked her to marry him.

She came from an important family who were supposed to be very rich, but in fact they had less money than Thwaite had
thought. He learned that he would have to pay for the wedding himself. And he did not have enough money for the
expensive kind of wedding that Miss Lorraine wanted. So Thwaite stole a thousand pounds, by changing the figures in the
company’s book. He planned to put the money back after he was married, but someone discovered that it was missing.
Thwaite kept quiet. Another man was thought to be the thief, and he lost his job. Thwaite still said nothing.

But John Dunn worked in the same office. He worked closely with Thwaite and guessed Thwaite’s crime. He searched
through the company’s books until he found what he was looking for. Then he went to Thwaite.

‘Sorry to have ask you, Mr Thwaite,” He said. I need a hundred pounds... for my son. He’s in a bit of trouble , you see...’
‘But you don’t have a son,’ said Thwaite.

And then Thwaite knew that he was being blackmailed.

He paid Dunn one hundred pounds, and Dunn said nothing more for a year. During that time, Thwaite got married.

Then the day came when Dunn asked him for more money.

“Two hundred and fifty pounds,’ he said to Thwaite.

‘I can’t pay—’ began Thwaite.

But he did. Either he paid or he went to prison.

It went on for five years, and each time Dunn wanted more money. Thwaite found it difficult to live on the money that he
was left with. His wife liked expensive things. An expensive house, an expensive car, visit to expensive restaurants. She
also discovered that some of money her husband was paid each year seemed to disappear. He tried to lie about it, but he
knew that she thought he was paying to keep another woman.

Oh, how he hated John Dunn! Something must happen!

And then he remembered the railway crossing.

It was not a new idea. Weeks before, he had thought about what could happen there. The idea came when the doctor gave
him some powders to help him sleep. He thought about giving Dunn enough of them to kill him, but then he got a better
idea. Although he was afraid, Thwaite slowly realized that murder was the only answer to his problem.

Then Dunn asked for more money.

‘Five hundred pounds, Mr Thwaite,” Dunn told him.

‘Five hundred!” said Thwaite. “Why not ask for the moon? You’ll get neither one nor

the other.’
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‘Five hundred,” repeated Dunn, calmly.

It was then that Thwaite decided to murder the other man. He pretended to think about the money for a moment, then he
said, ‘Come to my house tomorrow night and we’ll talk.” He remembered his wife was going to be away in London all
night. ‘And bring those papers from the office which you want me to look at.’

‘All right,” said Dunn.

The following evening, Thwaite put two hundred pounds in his pocket. Then he put half of his sleeping powders into a
whisky bottle. There was only enough whisky for two glasses, but there was an unopened bottle next to it. Next he put a
hammer into one pocket of his overcoat, and a torch into the other pocket. The coat was outside the door of his study.
Lastly, he moved the hands on his watch and on the study clock forward by ten minutes. Those extra ten minutes would
give him his alibi.

Thwaite knew that he must be extra careful.

He knew that people at the office thought there was some secret between him and Dunn. A secret that Thwaite didn’t want
anyone to know.

‘If Dunn is killed.” he thought, ‘they’ll wonder if it was really an accident, or if I murdered him.’

But if his plan went well, the police would believe that he hadn’t left the house.

Thwaite sat down to wait for John Dunn. He thought about what he was going to do. Murder! He could almost see his
hand holding the hammer above Dunn; could hear the awful sound of it crashing down on to the man’s head. He could see
Dunn’s dead body! Dead all except the eyes, which looked at Thwaite... followed him everywhere he went...

He tried to calm himself. He remembered why he was doing this. When Dunn was dead, his problems were over.

Half an hour later, Dunn arrived. Jane opened the door. Jane was the servant who lived in the house with Thwaite and his
wife. She brought Dunn into the study.

Thwaite smiled in a friendly way. ‘Oh, good. You’ve brought those papers for me to see, Dunn. Thank you.’

After Jane left, the two men looked at each other.

‘Give me the papers,” Thwaite said. ‘I’ll look at them now that you’ve brought them.’

Fifteen minutes later, he gave the papers back to Dunn and sat back in his chair.

‘Now, about that other matter.” He got up. ‘But why not have a drink first?’

‘No, thank you,’ said Dunn. He looked afraid.

‘What are you afraid of?’ said Thwaite. He gave Dunn the opened whisky bottle and two glasses. ‘We can both drink the
same whisky, if you like. Here, you do it.’

After a moment, Dunn put whisky into each glass, then he waited until Thwaite drank before he drank his own. Thwaite
watched him. How long before the other man began to feel sleepy? Thwaite needed all of one sleeping powder to make
him sleep, but Dunn did not usually take them.

‘Listen, Dunn,” said Thwaite, ‘I haven’t got five hundred pounds, but I can give you this.” He took the money from his
pocket and put it on the table. Dunn counted it. ‘Two hundred?’ he said, with a laugh. *Are you trying to funny?’

‘I’'m not saying it will be the last,” said Thwaite. *Take it now and be pleased that you’ve got it.’

Dunn shook his head. ‘Five hundred, Mr. Thwaite.’

‘T’ve told you, I can’t do it,” said Thwaite. ‘And I won’t do it. You can tell everyone what I did — I don’t care any more.
It’s been five years, and I’ve done a lot of good work for the company during that time. I saved them a lot more than a
thousand pounds. I’ll go and live in another country and give myself a new name.’

‘And your wife?’ said Dunn.

‘My wife will leave the country first,” Thwaite told him. ‘She’ll wait for me to come out of prison. It won’t be more than
two or three years. So you can take the two hundred pounds, or you can do your worst!’

The powder in the whisky was beginning to make Dunn sleepy. He looked stupidly at Thwaite, and Thwaite began to
worry. Had he given the other man too much? He looked at the clock. There was not much time left.

‘Will you take it, or leave it?” asked Thwaite.

‘Five hundred,’ said Dunn, in a heavy voice. ‘I want five hundred.’

“You can go and do your worst,” said Thwaite.

Dunn held out a shaking hand. ‘Come on, pay me.’

Thwaite began to worry again. ‘Are you feeling all right, Dunn? Have some more whisky.” He opened the other bottle and
put some whisky in Dunn’s glass. Dunn drank it, and it seemed to make him feel better.

“That was strange,’ he said. ‘I didn’t feel very well, but I feel a little better now.’

‘If you’re going to catch your train, you must go,” said Thwaite. ‘Tell me tomorrow what you finally decide to do. Take
the two hundred with you.’

Dunn thought for a moment, then picked up the money. He looked at his watch, then looked at the study clock. ‘Your
clock is wrong,” he said. ‘I have ten more minutes.’

‘Wrong?’ said Thwaite. He looked at his own watch. ‘It’s your watch that’s wrong. Look at mine.’

Dunn looked and seemed unable to understand it. He stood up... and almost fell back again. Thwaite hid a smile. This
was how he wanted Dunn to be. “You’re not feeling well,” he said. ‘I’ll take you to the station. Wait until I get my coat.’
Now that the time was here, Thwaite felt cool and calm. He put on his coat, feeling the hammer in the pocket, then went
back into the study.

‘We’ll go out this way,’ he said.

There was a side door from the study into the garden. Thwaite closed it silently and it locked automatically behind him. It
was his plan to return that way, go in quietly again, and then to change the clock and his watch back to the right time.

© Kocranaiickuit punmman ®I'BOY BO «Yenl'Y»




Pabouas mporpamma mucrmmuiiesl "[IpakTukym. AyaupoBaHue” 1Mo HaIpaBJICHUIO TOATOTOBKH (CHEIHaTbHOCTH)

. crp. 13
45.03.02 JIuarsucruka HampasiaeHHOCTH (podmmo) [IpenoraBanue aHTIMHCKOr0 M Ka3aXCKOTO SI3BIKOB P

Then he would shout ‘Goodnight’, and close the front door very loudly, pretending that somebody had left just then. Next,
he would call Jane and ask for some coffee, making sure that she saw the clock. Then, if the police asked her later, Jane
could say that Thwaite did not leave the house and that Dunn went to catch his train at the right time.

It was a dry night, but very dark. A train carrying freight went slowly by. Thwaite smiled to himself. There were plenty of
freight trains at that time of the night. He needed one of them to hide his crime for him. He planned to hit Dunn on the
head with the hammer, then put his body on the railway line. A freight train would do the rest.

Slowly, the two men walked on, Thwaite holding Dunn’s arm. A light wind moved among the trees. Thwaite gently
pushed the half-asleep Dunn forwards. He put his hand into his pocket for the hammer... And stopped. His keys! They
were still inside the house, and he could not get back in without them! He would have to ring the front door bell. His alibi
was destroyed! It was a bad mistake. Everything was wrong now. He couldn’t go on with the murder.

‘Most murders make mistake,” thought Thwaite, trying to claim himself. ‘I’ve been the same.” But he was shaking with
fear as he thought about the mistake. Suddenly, he could not walk another step with Dunn.

‘Goodnight,” he said to the other man.

And before they reached the crossing, he turned and walked back to the house.

For ten minutes, Thwaite walked up and down outside until he began to feel calm again. Then he rang the bell.

“Thank you, Jane ,” he said. ‘I went to see Mr Dunn over the crossing, and I forgot my keys.’

He went to bed a happier man. He was not a murderer.

When he was eating his breakfast the next morning, he decided what to do. ‘I’ll tell them at the office that I stole the
thousand pounds,” he said to himself. ‘I’ll take my punishment, and then I can have some peace again.’

It suddenly seemed so easy. Until Jane came in.

‘Have you heard the news, sir?’ she said. ‘Mr. Dunn was killed by a train on the crossing last night. A man who was
working on the railway line found him this morning.’

Thwaite slowly went white. Jane was looking at him strangely. What was she thinking? What story did he tell her the
night before? He couldn’t remember!

‘Dunn killed!” he said. ‘How terrible, Jane! I’ll go down.” The body was in a small railway building, near the line. There
was a policeman outside.

‘A sad accident, Mr Thwaite,’ the policeman said. “You knew the man, didn’t you, sir?’

‘He worked in my office,” replied Thwaite. ‘He was with me last night, discussing business. I suppose this happened on
his way home. It’s terrible!’

‘It’s very sad, sir,” said the policeman. ‘But accidents will happen.’

‘I know that,” said Thwaite. ‘But I wish he hadn’t drunk so much of my whisky. I was going to walk with him to the
station.’

The policeman looked closely at Thwaite. ‘And did you, sir?” ‘No,” said Thwasite. ‘The cold night air seemed to make
him feel better. I turned back before the crossing.’

The policeman said no more, but later that day two more policemen came to the office. ‘Have they talked to Jane?’
wondered Thwaite. Again he told them, ‘I left Dunn before we reached the railway crossing.” They wrote down what he
said to them, then went away.

Next day, they came back.

There were things that Thwaite could not explain to them. Why did the whisky bottle contain what was left of a sleeping
powder? Why was the study clock wrong by ten minutes? (At dinner-time earlier on the same evening, Jane had noticed
that it was right.) And why was a hammer found in his overcoat pocket?

Then the police found papers in Dunn’s house. The hand-writing on them was Dunn’s. It told the story of Thwaite and the
thousand pounds, and it told how Thwaite was a thief. The police then discovered that money taken from Thwaite’s bank
account over the last five years always appeared a few days later in Dunn’s bank book. Lastly, the time of death was
known to be 10.30 pm because Dunn’s blood was found on that time. It was also seven minutes before Jane opened the
front door to let Thwaite back in...

At first, Thwaite had no answers to all their questions.

Finally, on his last morning, he told them the true story.

Then he went to his death bravely.

1. Ilpocmymaiite TEKCT, BHIIOTHUTE 33IaHUS 110 TEKCTY.

A Municipal Report
by O. Henry

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

© Kocranaiickuit punmman ®I'BOY BO «Yenl'Y»




Pabouas mporpamma mucrmmuiiesl "[IpakTukym. AyaupoBaHue” 1Mo HaIpaBJICHUIO TOATOTOBKH (CHEIHaTbHOCTH)

o cTp. 14
45.03.02 JIuarsucruka HampasiaeHHOCTH (podmmo) [IpenoraBanue aHTIMHCKOr0 M Ka3aXCKOTO SI3BIKOB P

pocket.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Azalea Adair herself opened the door when | knocked. She was about fifty years old. Her white hair was pulled back from
her small, tired face. She wore a pale yellow dress. It was old, but very clean.

Azalea Adair led me into her living room. A damaged table, three chairs and an old red sofa were in the center of the
floor.

Azalea Adair and I sat down at the table and began to talk. I told her about the magazine’s offer and she told me about
herself. She was from an old southern family. Her father had been a judge.

Azalea Adair told me she had never traveled or even attended school. Her parents taught her at home with private
teachers. We finished our meeting. | promised to return with the agreement the next day, and rose to leave.

At that moment, someone knocked at the back door. Azalea Adair whispered a soft apology and went to answer the caller.
She came back a minute later with bright eyes and pink cheeks. She looked ten years younger. «You must have a cup of
tea before you go,» she said. She shook a little bell on the table, and a small black girl about twelve years old ran into the
room.

Azalea Aair opened a tiny old purse and took out a dollar bill. It had been fixed with a piece of blue paper and the upper
right hand corner was missing. It was the dollar I had given to Uncle Caesar. «Go to Mister Baker’s store, Impy,» she
said, «and get me twenty-five cents’ worth of tea and ten cents’ worth of sugar cakes. And please hurry.»

The child ran out of the room. We heard the back door close. Then the girl screamed. Her cry mixed with a man’s angry
voice. Azalea Adair stood up. Her face showed no emotion as she left the room. I heard the man’s rough voice and her
gentle one. Then a door slammed and she came back into the room.

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

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

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

Uncle Caesar was waiting outside the hotel the next afternoon. He took me to Miss Adair’s house and agreed to wait there
until we had finished our business.

Azalea Adair did not look well. | explained the agreement to her. She signed it. Then, as she started to rise from the table,
Azalea Adair fainted and fell to the floor. | picked her up and carried her to the old red sofa. I ran to the door and yelled to
Uncle Caesar for help. He ran down the street. Five minutes later, he was back with a doctor.

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

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

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

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

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

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

A few hours later, | went out for a walk before dinner. A crowd of people were talking excitedly in front of a store. |
pushed my way into the store. Major Caswell was lying on the floor. He was dead.
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Someone had found his body on the street. He had been Killed in a fight. In fact, his hands were still closed into tight fists.
But as I stood near his body, Caswell’s right hand opened. Something fell from it and rolled near my feet. I put my foot on
it, then picked it up and put it in my pocket.

People said they believed a thief had killed him. They said Caswell had been showing everyone that he had fifty dollars.
But when he was found, he had no money on him.

| left Nashville the next morning. As the train crossed a river | took out of my pocket the object that had dropped from
Caswell’s dead hand. I threw it into the river below.

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

1. How can you describe the main characters of the story?
2. What is your opinion about the story?
3. Who was the killer of Caesar?

1. Ilpocaymraiite TEKCT, BBINOIHUTE NIEpECKa3 TEKCTa.

The Legend of Sleepy Hollow
by Washington Irving

The valley known as Sleepy Hollow hides from the world in the high hills of New York state. There are many stories told
about the quiet valley. But the story that people believe most is about a man who rides a horse at night. The story says the
man died many years ago during the American revolutionary war. His head was shot off. Every night he rises from his
burial place, jumps on his horse and rides through the valley looking for his lost head.

Near Sleepy Hollow is a village called Tarry Town. It was settled many years ago by people from Holland. The village
had a small school. And one teacher, named Ichabod Crane. Ichabod Crane was a good name for him, because he looked
like a tall bird, a crane. He was tall and thin like a crane. His shoulders were small, joined two long arms. His head was
small, too, and flat on top. He had big ears, large glassy green eyes and a long nose.

Ichabod did not make much money as a teacher. And although he was tall and thin, he ate like a fat man. To help him pay
for his food he earned extra money teaching young people to sing. Every Sunday after church Ichabod taught singing.
Among the ladies Ichabod taught was one Katrina VVan Tassel. She was the only daughter of a rich Dutch farmer. She was
a girl in bloom, much like a round red, rosy apple. Ichabod had a soft and foolish heart for the ladies, and soon found
himself interested in Miss Van Tassel.

Ichabod’s eyes opened wide when he saw the riches of Katrina’s farm: the miles of apple trees and wheat fields, and
hundreds of fat farm animals. He saw himself as master of the Van Tassel farm with Katrina as his wife.

But there were many problems blocking the road to Katrina’s heart. One was a strong young man named Brom Van
Brunt. Brom was a hero to all the young ladies. His shoulders were big. His back was wide. And his hair was short and
curly. He always won the horse races in Tarry Town and earned many prizes. Brom was never seen without a horse.
Sometimes late at night Brom and his friends would rush through town shouting loudly from the backs of their horses.
Tired old ladies would awaken from their sleep and say: «Why, there goes Brom Van Brunt leading his wild group
again!»

Such was the enemy Ichabod had to defeat for Katrina’s heart.

Stronger and wiser men would not have tried. But Ichabod had a plan. He could not fight his enemy in the open. So he did
it silently and secretly. He made many visits to Katrina’s farm and made her think he was helping her to sing better.

Time passed, and the town people thought Ichabod was winning. Brom’s horse was never seen at Katrina’s house on
Sunday nights anymore.

One day in autumn Ichabod was asked to come to a big party at the VVan Tassel home. He dressed in his best clothes. A
farmer loaned him an old horse for the long trip to the party.

The house was filled with farmers and their wives, red-faced daughters and clean, washed sons. The tables were filled
with different things to eat. Wine filled many glasses.

Brom Van Brunt rode to the party on his fastest horse called Daredevil. All the young ladies smiled happily when they
saw him. Soon music filled the rooms and everyone began to dance and sing.

Ichabod was happy dancing with Katrina as Brom looked at them with a jealous heart. The night passed. The music
stopped, and the young people sat together to tell stories about the revolutionary war.

Soon stories about Sleepy Hollow were told. The most feared story was about the rider looking for his lost head. One
farmer told how he raced the headless man on a horse. The farmer ran his horse faster and faster. The horseman followed
over bush and stone until they came to the end of the valley. There the headless horseman suddenly stopped. Gone were
his clothes and his skin. All that was left was a man with white bones shining in the moonlight.

The stories ended and time came to leave the party. Ichabod seemed very happy until he said goodnight to Katrina. Was
she ending their romance? He left feeling very sad. Had Katrina been seeing Ichabod just to make Brom Van Brunt
jealous so he would marry her?

Well, Ichabod began his long ride home on the hills that surround Tarry Town. He had never felt so lonely in his life. He
began to whistle as he came close to the tree where a man had been killed years ago by rebels.

He thought he saw something white move in the tree. But no, it was only the moonlight shining and moving on the tree.
Then he heard a noise. His body shook. He kicked his horse faster. The old horse tried to run, but almost fell in the river,
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instead. Ichabod hit the horse again. The horse ran fast and then suddenly stopped, almost throwing Ichabod forward to
the ground.

There, in the dark woods on the side of the river where the bushes grow low, stood an ugly thing. Big and black. It did not
move, but seemed ready to jump like a giant monster.

Ichabod’s hair stood straight up. It was too late to run, and in his fear, he did the only thing he could. His shaking voice
broke the silent valley.

«Who are you?» The thing did not answer. Ichabod asked again. Still no answer. Ichabod’s old horse began to move
forward. The black thing began to move along the side of Ichabod’s horse in the dark. Ichabod made his horse run faster.
The black thing moved with them. Side by side they moved, slowly at first. And not a word was said.

Ichabod felt his heart sink. Up a hill they moved above the shadow of the trees. For a moment the moon shown down and
to Ichabod’s horror he saw it was a horse. And it had a rider. But the rider’s head was not on his body. It was in front of
the rider, resting on the horse.

Ichabod kicked and hit his old horse with all his power. Away they rushed through bushes and trees across the valley of
Sleepy Hollow. Up ahead was the old church bridge where the headless horseman stops and returns to his burial place.
«If only I can get there first, I am safe,» thought Ichabod. He kicked his horse again. The horse jumped on to the bridge
and raced over it like the sound of thunder. Ichabod looked back to see if the headless man had stopped. He saw the man
pick up his head and throw it with a powerful force. The head hit Ichabod in the face and knocked him off his horse to the
dirt below.

They found Ichabod’s horse the next day peacefully eating grass. They could not find Ichabod.

They walked all across the valley. They saw the foot marks of Ichabod’s horse as it had raced through the valley. They
even found Ichabod’s old hat in the dust near the bridge. But they did not find Ichabod. The only other thing they found
was lying near Ichabod’s hat.

It was the broken pieces of a round orange pumpkin.

The town people talked about Ichabod for many weeks. They remembered the frightening stories of the valley. And
finally they came to believe that the headless horseman had carried Ichabod away.

Much later an old farmer returned from a visit to New York City. He said he was sure he saw Ichabod there. He thought
Ichabod silently left Sleepy Hollow because he had lost Katrina.

As for Katrina, her mother and father gave her a big wedding when she married Brom Van Brunt. Many people who went
to the wedding saw that Brom smiled whenever Ichabod’s name was spoken. And they wondered why he laughed out
loud when anyone talked about the broken orange pumpkin found lying near Ichabod’s old dusty hat.

[ToTHOCTBIO OLIEHOYHBIE MaTepPHaIbl M OLICHOYHBIC CPEICTBA JUIsl IPOBEICHUS TEKYIIETO H PYOSKHOIr0 KOHTPOJIeH
ycnieBaemocty npencrabiieHsl B @OC 1o TUCHUTUTHHE.

6.3 TunoBbie KOHTPOJbHbIC BOIIPOCHI U 3aJaHUA QJIsA l'lpOMe)KyTO‘-IHOﬁ aTrecTalum

[IpomesxyTouHas aTTecTanys MPOBOAUTCA 110 3aBEPLICHHIO IIEpHoa 00YUEHHUS CeMeCTpa € LIeNbI0 ONpeeNIeH s CTEeHU
JOCTIDKEHUS 3aIUTAHUPOBAHHBIX PE3YJIbTATOB 00YUEHHMS 110 JUCLMIUIMHE (MOAYIIIO) U IIPOBOAUTCS B (hOpMeE IK3aMeEHa.
OLEeHOYHbIE CPENICTBA ISl POMEXKYTOUHOW aTTECTALMH MPECTABICHBI KOMIICKCHOM MICbMEHHOH paboToi.

[Tpumep KOMIUIEKCHOW MTUCbMEHHOH PabOThI:

1. Ilpocnymaiite Tekct. OnpenenuTe: TIaBHYIO HJICH0, 0XapaKTEPU3YiTe repoeB. BrICKakuTe CBOE MHEHHE O TipodieMe.

The Nightingale and the Rose
by Oscar Wilde

'She said that she would dance with me if I brought her red roses,’ cried the young Student; 'but in all my garden there is
no red rose.'

From her nest in the holm-oak tree the Nightingale heard him, and she looked out through the leaves, and wondered.

'‘No red rose in all my garden!" he cried, and his beautiful eyes filled with tears. 'Ah, on what little things does

happiness depend! | have read all that the wise men have written, and all the secrets of philosophy are mine, yet for want
of a red rose is my life made wretched.'

'Here at last is a true lover,' said the Nightingale. 'Night after night have I sung of him, though I knew him not: night
after night have | told his story to the stars, and now | see him. His hair is dark as the hyacinth-blossom, and his lips are
red as the rose of his desire; but passion has made his lace like pale Ivory, and sorrow has set her seal upon his brow.'
"The Prince gives a ball to-morrow night," murmured the young Student, ‘and my love will be of the company. If | bring
her a red rose she will dance with me till dawn. If | bring her a red rose, | shall hold her in my arms, and she will lean her
head upon my shoulder, and her hand will be clasped in mine. But there is no red rose in my garden, so | shall sit lonely,
and she will pass me by. She will have no heed of me, and my heart will break.'

'Here indeed is the true lover,' said the Nightingale. 'What | sing of he suffers: what is joy to me, to him is pain. Surely
Love is a wonderful thing. It is more precious than emeralds, and dearer than fine opals. Pearls and pomegranates cannot
buy it, nor is it set forth in the market-place. it may not be purchased of the merchants, 'or can it be weighed out in the
balance for gold.'

"The musicians will sit in their gallery,’ said the young Student, ‘and play upon their stringed instruments, and my love
will dance to the sound of the harp and the violin. She will dance so lightly that her feet will not touch the floor, and the
courtiers in their gay dresses will throng round her. But with me she will not dance, for | have no red rose to give her;'
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and he flung himself down on the grass, and buried his face in his hands, and wept.

'‘Why is he weeping?' asked a little Green Lizard, as he ran past him with his tail in the air.

‘Why, indeed?' said a Butterfly, who was fluttering about after a sunbeam.

‘Why, indeed?" whispered a Daisy to his neighbour, in a soft, low voice.

'He is weeping for a red rose,' said the Nightingale.

'For a red rose!" they cried; 'how very ridiculous! and the little Lizard, who was something of a cynic, laughed outright.
But the Nightingale understood the secret of the Student's sorrow, and she sat silent in the oak-tree, and thought about
the mystery of Love.

Suddenly she spread her brown wings for flight, and soared into the air. She passed through the grove like a shadow,
and like a shadow she sailed across the garden.

In the centre of the grass-plot was standing a beautiful Rose-tree, and when she saw it, she flew over to it, and lit upon
a spray.

‘Give me a red rose,' she cried, ‘and | will sing you my sweetest song.'

But the Tree shook its head.

'My roses are white,' it answered; ‘as white as the foam of the sea, and whiter than the snow upon the mountain. But go
to my brother who grows round the old sun-dial, and perhaps he will give you what you want.'

So the Nightingale flew over to the Rose-tree that was growing round the old sun-dial.

‘Give me a red rose,' she cried, ‘and | will sing you my sweetest song.'

But the Tree shook its head.

'‘My roses are yellow,' it answered; 'as yellow as the hair of the mermaiden who sits upon an amber throne, and
yellower than the daffodil that blooms in the meadow before the mower comes with his scythe. But go to my brother who
grows beneath the Student's window, and perhaps he will give you what you want.'

So the Nightingale flew over to the Rose-tree that was growing beneath the Student's window.

'Give me a red rose,' she cried, ‘and | will sing you my sweetest song.'

But the Tree shook its head.

'My roses are red," it answered, ‘as red as the feet of the dove, and redder than the great fans of coral that wave and
wave in the ocean-cavern. But the winter has chilled my veins, and the frost has nipped my buds, and the storm has
broken my branches, and I shall have no roses at all this year.'

'One red rose is all | want,' cried the Nightingale, ‘only one red rose! Is there no way by which | can get it?"

"There is a way," answered the Tree; 'but it is so terrible that | dare not tell it to you.'

"Tell it to me,’ said the Nightingale, 'l am not afraid.’

'If you want a red rose," said the Tree, 'you must build it out of music by moonlight, and stain it with your own heart's-
blood. You must sing to me with your breast against a thorn. All night long you must sing to me, and the thorn must
pierce your heart, and your life-blood must flow into my veins, and become mine.'

'Death is a great price to pay for a red rose,’ cried the Nightingale, 'and Life is very dear to all. It is pleasant to sit in the
green wood, and to watch the Sun in his chariot of gold, and the Moon in her chariot of pearl. Sweet is the scent of the
hawthorn, and sweet are the bluebells that hide in the valley, and the heather that blows on the hill. Yet Love is better than
Life, and what is the heart of a bird compared to the heart of a man?'

So she spread her brown wings for flight, and soared into the air. She swept over the garden like a shadow, and like a
shadow she sailed through the grove.

The young Student was still lying on the grass, where she had left him, and the tears were not yet dry in his beautiful
eyes.

'‘Be happy,' cried the Nightingale, 'be happy; you shall have your red rose. I will build it out of music by moonlight, and
stain it with my own heart's-blood. All that I ask of you in return is that you will be a true lover, for Love is wiser than
Philosophy, though she is wise, and mightier than Power, though he is mighty. Flame-coloured are his wings, and
coloured like flame is his body. His lips are sweet as honey, and his breath is like frankincense.'

The Student looked up from the grass, and listened, but he could not understand what the Nightingale was saying to
him, for he only knew the things that are written down in books.

But the Oak-tree understood, and felt sad, for he was very fond of the little Nightingale who had built her nest in his
branches.

'Sing me one last song," he whispered; 'l shall feel very lonely when you are gone.'

So the Nightingale sang to the Oak-tree, and her voice was like water bubbling from a silver jar.

When she had finished her song the Student got lip, and pulled a note-book and a lead-pencil out of his pocket.

'She has form," he said to himself, as he walked away through the grove - 'that cannot be denied to her; but has she got
feeling? | am afraid not. In fact, she is like most artists; she is all style, without any sincerity. She would not sacrifice
herself for others. She thinks merely of music, and everybody knows that the arts are selfish. Still, it must be admitted that
she has some beautiful notes in her voice. What a pity it is that they do not mean anything, or do any practical good." And
he went into his room, and lay down on his little pallet-bed, and began to think of his love; and, after a time, he fell asleep.
And when the Moon shone in the heavens the Nightingale flew to the Rose-tree, and set her breast against the thorn.
All night long she sang with her breast against the thorn, and the cold crystal Moon leaned down and listened. All night
long she sang, and the thorn went deeper and deeper into her breast, and her life-blood ebbed away from her.

She sang first of the birth of love in the heart of a boy and a girl. And on the topmost spray of the Rose-tree there
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blossomed a marvellous rose, petal following petal, as song followed song. Yale was it, at first, as the mist that hangs over
the river - pale as the feet of the morning, and silver as the wings of the dawn. As the shadow of a rose in a mirror of
silver, as the shadow of a rose in a water-pool, so was the rose that blossomed on the topmost spray of the Tree.

But the Tree cried to the Nightingale to press closer against the thorn. 'Press closer, little Nightingale,' cried the Tree,

‘or the Day will come before the rose is finished.'

So the Nightingale pressed closer against the thorn, and louder and louder grew her song, for she sang of the birth of
passion in the soul of a man and a maid.

And a delicate flush of pink came into the leaves of the rose, like the flush in the face of the bridegroom when he
kisses the lips of the bride. But the thorn had not yet reached her heart, so the rose's heart remained white, for only a
Nightingale's heart's-blood can crimson the heart of a rose.

And the Tree cried to the Nightingale to press closer against the thorn. 'Press closer, little Nightingale,' cried the Tree,
‘or the Day will come before the rose is finished.'

So the Nightingale pressed closer against the thorn, and the thorn touched her heart, and a fierce pang of pain shot
through her. Bitter, bitter was the pain, and wilder and wilder grew her song, for she sang of the Love that is perfected by
Death, of the Love that dies not in the tomb.

And the marvellous rose became crimson, like the rose of the eastern sky. Crimson was the girdle of petals, and
crimson as a ruby was the heart.

But the Nightingale's voice grew fainter, and her little wings began to beat, and a film came over her eyes. Fainter and
fainter grew her song, and she felt something choking her in her throat.

Then she gave one last burst of music. The white Moon heard it, and she forgot the dawn, and lingered on in the sky.
The red rose heard it, and it trembled all over with ecstasy, and opened its petals to the cold morning air. Echo bore it to
her purple cavern in the hills, and woke the sleeping shepherds from their dreams. It floated through the reeds of the river,
and they carried its message to the sea.

'Look, look!' cried the Tree, 'the rose is finished now;' but the Nightingale made no answer, for she was lying dead in
the long grass, with the thorn in her heart.

And at noon the Student opened his window and looked out.

'Why, what a wonderful piece of luck! he cried; 'here is a red rose! | have never seen any rose like it in all my life. It is
so beautiful that | am sure it has a long Latin name;' and he leaned down and plucked it.

Then he put on his hat, and ran up to the Professor's house with the rose in his hand.

The daughter of the Professor was sitting in the doorway winding blue silk on a reel, and her little dog was lying at her
feet.

"You said that you would dance with me if I brought you a red rose,’ cried the Student. Here is the reddest rose in all
the world. You will wear it to-night next your heart, and as we dance together it will tell you how I love you.'

But the girl frowned.

'l am afraid it will not go with my dress,’ she answered; 'and, besides, the Chamberlain's nephew has sent me some real
jewels, and everybody knows that jewels cost far more than flowers."'

'Well, upon my word, you are very ungrateful,’ said the Student angrily; and he threw the rose into the street, where it
fell into the gutter, and a cart-wheel went over it.

‘Ungrateful!’ said the girl. 'l tell you what, you are very rude; and, after all, who are you? Only a Student. Why, | don't
believe you have even got silver buckles to your shoes as the Chamberlain’'s nephew has;' and she got up from her chair
and went into the house.

'What a silly thing Love is," said the Student as he walked away. 'It is not half as useful as Logic, for it does not prove
anything, and it is always telling one of things that are not going to happen, and making one believe things that are not
true. In fact, it is quite unpractical, and, as in this age to be practical is everything, | shall go back to Philosophy and study
Metaphysics.'

So he returned to his room and pulled out a great dusty book, and began to read.

2. Beimonuute pedepaTUBHBIN IEPEBOJI MTPOCTYIIAHHOTO TEKCTA.

3. [IpakTrueckoe 3a1aHue.

1. Describe the following characters: the Student, the Nightingale, the Oak-tree, the girl.

2. Translate the following passages:

a) «Suddenly she spread her brown wings for flight, and soared into the air. She passed through the grove like a shadow,
and like a shadow she sailed across the gardeny.

b) «"Be happy," cried the Nightingale, "be happy; you shall have your red rose. | will build it out of music by moonlight,
and stain it with my own heart's-blood. All that I ask of you in return is that you will be a true lover, for Love is wiser than
Philosophy, though she is wise, and mightier than Power, though he is mighty».

¢) «"Ungrateful!" said the girl. "I tell you what, you are very rude; and, after all, who are you? Only a Student. Why, I
don't believe you have even got silver buckles to your shoes as the Chamberlain's nephew has"; and she got up from her
chair and went into the house».

d) «"What a silly thing Love is," said the Student as he walked away. "It is not half as useful as Logic, for it does not
prove anything, and it is always telling one of things that are not going to happen, and making one believe things that are
not true. In fact, it is quite unpractical, and, as in this age to be practical is everything, I shall go back to Philosophy and
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study Metaphysics"».

6.4 Kpurepun oneHnBanust

Kpurtepnu orieHHBaHUS YK3aMEHa:

OtnuHo - Lens ayaqupoBaHus JOCTUTHYTA MOMHOCTHI0. OOYJarOIUIACs BEPHO OTBEYAEST HAa BCE TIOCTABJICHHBIC BOIIPOCHI
Y BBITIONTHSCT BCE 3aJ1aHKs TI0 TEKCTY. JIeMOHCTPHPYET XOPOIINE HABBIKH ONPE/EIICHHUS THUIA TEKCTa K OCHOBHOM TEMBI;
BEPHO BBIICISACT MPH MOBTOPHOM CITYIIAHUH KITFOUYEBBIC CIIOBA/PEAIN; YMEET COCTABIATH IUIaH B ()OPME 3aroJIOBKOB K
CMBICJIOBBIM KyCcKaM. YMeeT BEpHO MepeiaTh OCHOBHOE COJIEPKAHUE Ha POJJHOM /MHOCTPAHHOM SI3BIKE; TIEPEUHCIIUTh
OCHOBHBIC (haKThl B TOW MOCIIEIOBATEILHOCTH, B KOTOPOW OHM JIaHBI B TeKCTe. BhINonHsieT pedepaTHBHBIN mepeBo 6e3
OLIMOOK MJIH C OJJHOW-IBYMsI HE3HAYUTEIbHBIMU OIIMOKAMH, BEPHO TIEPEAacT MOCISIOBATEIBHOCTh COOBITHIA.
[pakTHdeckoe 3aJaHUe BHITIOJIHEHO MOIHOCTBIO C OJJHOM-IBYMsI HE3HAUYUTEIIbHBIMU OIIHOKaMU.

Xoporo - Llens ayanpoBaHuUs JOCTATHYTA, HO HE B ITOIHOM o0beMe. O0ygaromuiicss BepHO OTBEYACT HA BOIIPOCHI
0011ero XapakTepa, Nonyckas 1-2 ommOKU MpH OTBETE HAa BOIIPOCHI, KACAIOIIUECS OTACIBHBIX JeTalel /GakToB.
JIeMOHCTpUPYET HABBIKH OIPEICIICHHS TUIIA TEKCTa U OCHOBHOM TEMBI, HO JIOMyCKaeT 1-2 ONIMOKH B YMEHHH OTICIATH
TJIABHOE OT BTOPOCTEIICHHOTO. Ay IrOMaTepHUall IOHUMAETCsl 00YJaIOIUMCs BEPHO, HO €CTh 3aTPYIHEHUS TPH ACTCHUN
TEKCTa Ha CMBICJIOBBIC KYCKH. BhImonmHseT pedepaTuBHBIH NEpeBOI ¢ HEOONBIINM KOTHYECTBOM OIIHOOK, BEPHO TepeaacT
MOCJIETIOBATEIBHOCT COOBITHI, HO YITyCKaeT HEKOTOPbIe BakKHbIe (hakThl. [IpakTHiecKoe 3aJaHUe BHITIOIHEHO
MOJIHOCTBIO, HO C HECKOJIbKUMH TPaMMATHISCKUMH U CMBICIIOBBIMH OITHOKAMH.

VYnosierBopuTesbHO - Llenb ayupoBaHust JOCTUTHYTa 4acTUUHO. CMBICH ayTHOTEKCTA MOHAT B OTPaHMICHHOM 00beMe,
COIMOKYJIbTYPHBIC 3HAHHSI MaJIO UCIIOJIb30BAHBI B COOTBETCTBUH C CHTYyaIuel JIeMOHCTpUpyeT HeChOpMHUPOBAHHOCTh
HaBBIKOB OTPEENICHUS THIIA TEKCTa U OCHOBHOW TEMBbI, JIOMyCKAeT 3 ONIMOKK MPU COCTABJICHUH IIaHa. AymuoMarepuan
MOHSIT YACTUYHO, O0YJAIOIINICS HCIIBITHIBACT TPYAHOCTH B OMPENSICHHH OCHOBHOTO COACPIKAHNUS U TIepeiaue ero Ha
MHOCTPaHHOM si3bIKe. PedpepaTHBHBIN MepeBO/T BHITIONHEH HE B MMOJTHOM 00beMe, YITYIIEHbI BAXKHbBIC (haKThl ¥ COOBITHS,
MOCJICOBATENFHOCTh COOBITHIT TIepeiaHa HeBepHO. [IpakTHdecKkoe 3aJaHue BBIMOIHEHO HE MONHOCTBIO, C
rpaMMaTHYECKUMH ¥ CMBICTIOBBIMH ONIHOKAMH.

HeynosieTBopuTenbHO - 3a7aHue He BhINONHEHO. [[enh aymupoBaHus He TOCTUTHYTA. TeMa U cofiepiKaHue He TOHSTHI.
He MOKeT OLIEHUTh TEKCT C TOUKHU 3PEHHUS €r0 3HAYUMOCTH U HH(GOpMATUBHOCTH. MH(OpMAIHS Ha CIyX TOYTH HE
BOCIIpHHUMAETCS. PedhepaTHBHBIN MEepeBOI HE BHIMONHEH. [[pakTHUECKOE 3a1aHKe HE BBITTOIHEHO.

Kpurepuu oneHMBaHMs ayIupOBaHUs TEKCTA:

OmnyHo - Lenb ayaqupoBaHus JOCTUTHYTA MOTHOCTBI. OOyUYaronIMiACs BEPHO COOTHOCHT 3arojIOBKH/ WILTFOCTPALIUH C
coziep)KaHueM TEKCTa, OTBEUaeT Ha BCE MIOCTaBJICHHBIC BOIIPOCH] U BHIIOIHACT BCE 3aAaHus. JIeMOHCTpUpPYET XOpoLIne
HaBBIKH OIIPE/ICNIEHUs TUIIA TEKCTa M OCHOBHOM TEMBbI; BEPHO BBIAETSIET IIPU IOBTOPHOM CIYIIAHWHU KITIOUEBBIE
CJIOBa/peasiuy; yMeeT COCTABIIATH IU1aH B (hOpME 3aroJIOBKOB K CMBICTIOBBIM KycKaM. YMeeT BEpHO IepeaaTh OCHOBHOE
coziepKaHue Ha POJHOM /MHOCTPAHHOM SI3bIKE; IEPEUHCINTD OCHOBHBIE (DAKTHI B TOM IOCIE0BATENBHOCTH, B KOTOPOM
OHH JJaHBI B TEKCTE.

Xopowo - Llens ayanpoBaHus JTOCTUIHYTa, HO HE B ITOJTHOM 00beMe. OOydaronuiics BepHO OTBEYACT Ha BOIPOCHI
o0riero xapakrepa, Jtornyckas 1-2 omuOKy IpH OTBETE Ha BOIIPOCHI, KACAIOIIMECS OTIEIBHBIX JeTalei /(aKToB.
JleMOHCTpUpYET HaBBIKU ONPECICHHUS THUIIA TEKCTa U OCHOBHOW TEMBI, HO JIOMyCKaeT 1-2 omrOKU B YMEHUU OTICNAThH
IJIAaBHOE OT BTOPOCTETIEHHOTO. Ay roMaTeprall IOHUMAaeTCsl 00yJaroIUMCs BEPHO, HO €CTh 3aTPyIHEHHS IPH ACICHUU
TEKCTa Ha CMBICJIOBBIE KYCKH M 03arJIaBIMBaHUE UX.

VY noierBopuTenbHo - Llenb ayanpoBaHust AOCTUTHYTa YacTU4HO. CMBICH ayTMOTEKCTa OHAT B OTPAaHUIEHHOM 00BEME,
COLIMOKYJIbTYPHBIE 3HAHHSI MAJIO UCIIOIb30BAHbI B COOTBETCTBHUM C CUTYyaluel. JleMoHCTpupyeT HechOpMHUPOBAHHOCTD
HaBBIKOB ONpPEeNIeHNs] THIIAa TEKCTa U OCHOBHOM TEMBI, OIyCKAET 3 OUIMOKH NP COCTABICHUH IJIaHa. AynuomMarepuan
MIOHST YACTUYHO, 00yJalOIIniicsl HCIBITBIBAET TPYAHOCTH B ONPENEIEHUN OCHOBHOTO COACPKAHMUS U IIepeiaue ero Ha
HMHOCTPAaHHOM SI3BIKE.

HeynoBnersopurensHo - 3aganve He BBITIOTHEHO. Llens aynmupoBanus He JOCTUTHYTA. TemMa i conepikaHne He MOHSITHI.
He MOXeT oLleHUTb TEKCT C TOUKHU 3PEHUSI €r0 3HAUMMOCTH U HH(OPMATUBHOCTH

Wudopmarys Ha CIyX HOYTH HE BOCOPUHUMAETCSI.

Kputepun onieHHBaHuS 3aJaHUI 110 IPOCITYIIAHHOMY TEKCTY:

OTar4HO - 3a1aHKe BBIIOIHCHO MOJHOCTBIO, OTCYTCTBYIOT IPaAMMAaTHYECKUe, OphorpapuuecKue 1 JISKCUIECKUE OIIHOKH,
MO0 eCTh OJJHA-IBE HE3HAUNTEIIBHBIC OLITHOKH.

Xopotio - 3alaHUE BBIMOIHEHO IOJHOCTHIO, IPUCYTCTBYIOT rpaMMaTHIECKue, OphorpapuaecKue i JICKCHICCKIe
OIITUOKH.

YV IOBIIETBOPUTEIBHO - 3aJaHUE BBIMIOIHEHO HE MOJHOCTHIO JTUOO0 AAaHBI HE MOJHBIC OTBETHI, IIPUCYTCTBYET OOMBIIOE
KOJIMYECTBO TPAMMATHUYECKHX, OphorpaduIecKux 1 JCKCHYSCKUX OLIHOOK.

HeynoBnerBOpuTebHO - 3aJaHUE HE BBIOIHEHO JIHO0 MTOJHOCTHIO HCKAXKEH CMBICI 33 JaHMs.

Kpurepun onlenuBanus 3aqaHuii 1Mo nepecka3y TeKcra:

OtnnuHo - [lepeckas comepKHUT Bee KITIOUEBbIE MOMEHTEHI, TIepeJaHHbIe B HY)KHOW TOCIeJ0BATENEHOCTH, OTCYTCTBYIOT
rpaMMaTH4ecKue, JJIeKCHIeCKUue U (POHETHIECKHE OITHOKH.

Xopormo - [Tepeckas conep KUT Bce KITIOYEBbIE MOMEHTEI, TIepelaHHbIe B HY)KHOH ITOCIIEI0BATEIbHOCTH, C HEOOIBITUMHU
OITYIIEHUSIMU HEKOTOPOU HH(OPMAIIMH, TPUCYTCTBYIOT MAIOE KOTHIECTBO IPAMMATHIECKHX, JIEKCHISCKUX H
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(hOHETHUECKUX OLIHOOK.

YV 1OBIIETBOPUTEIIBHO - B mepeckase omyImeHsl HeKOTOpBIE KITF0YEeBBIC MOMEHTEI, He COOJIIOIaeTCsl OCIIEA0BATENEHOCTb,
HPUCYTCTBYIOT IPAMMATHIECKHE, JISKCHUECKUE H (POHETUIECKUE OMIHOKH.

HeynosnerBopurensHO - B mepeckase oImyIieHbl IPaKTHIECKH BCE KITIOYEBBIE MOMEHTHI, HE COOMIO1aeTCst
MIOCTIEIOBATENBHOCTb, IIPUCYTCTBYET OONBIIOE KOIMIECTBO IPAMMATHYECCKHX, TIEKCHICCKUX U (DOHETHIECKHUX OIIHOOK.

KpI/ITCpI/II/I OLCHHWBAaHWs OTBCTOB Ha BOIIPOCHI 110 YCTHOMY OIIPOCY:

Otnnuno - Ha BOIIPOCHI JaHbl Pa3BEPHYTHIC OTBCTHI, COACPIKAHUC MMOCIICA0BATCIIbHO, OTCYTCTBYIOT I'PAMMATHICCKUC U
JIEKCUYECKHE OIIHMOKH JINOO MNPUCYTCTBYIOT OJHA-/IBC HE3HAUYUTCIIbHBIC OIIMOKH.

XOpOHIO - Ha BOIIPOCHI JaHbI Pa3BEPHYTHIC OTBETHI, COACPIKAHUEC TTOCICAOBATCIIBHO, IPUCYTCTBYIOT TPHU-YCTBIPEC
TrpaMMaTUYCCKUEC UIN JICKCUYCCKUEC OLIOKH.

y)lOBJ'IeTBOpI/ITeJ'ILHO - Ha BOIIPOCHI JaHbI HCIIOJIHBIC OTBETHI, COACPIKAHUEC HECTIOCICAOBATCIIbHO, IPUCYTCTBYIOT
TrpaMMaTUYCCKUEC U JICKCUYCCKUEC OIIMOKY B OOJILIIOM KOJIMYECTBE.

Hey}lOBJ’IeTBOpI/ITeIILHO - Ha BOIIPOCHI JaHbI HCITOJIHBIC OTBETHI 00 He JAaHbI OTBETbI, COACPIKAHNUC HEIIOCICA0BATCIILHO,
0O0JIBIIIOEC KOJTUIECTBO rpaMMaTUYCCKUX U JICKCUICCKUX OIIHOOK.

Kputepun ornieHnBaHus nepeBojia TEKCTOB:

OtinuHo - [lepeBoa NoiHbIA, 0€3 NPONYCKOB U POU3BOJIBHBIX COKpAILlEHUl TEKCTa OPUTHHAIIA, HE COAEPHKUT
¢bakTrueckux omMboK. TepMUHOIOrUS UCIOJIB30BaHA PABUILHO U €IMHOOOPA3HO.

[lepeBo OTBeUaeT CHCTEMHO-SI3BIKOBBIM HOPMaM U CTHIIIO sI3bIKA MepeBoa. AJIEKBaTHO NepeiaHbl KyJIbTYpHbIE U
(yHKIMOHAIBHBIE TAPAMETPhl UCXOAHOI0 TeKcTa. JloMmycKaloTcss HEKOTOPbIE IOIPEIHOCTH B (hopMe NPpebIBICHHS
nepeBoza.

Xopouo - IlepeBos monHbIN, 6€3 IPOIYCKOB M NPOU3BOJIBHBIX COKPALIEHUH TEKCTa OpUTHHANA, TOYCKaeTCcs OIHa
(hakTHueckas omuOKa, P YCIOBUU OTCYTCTBHS MOTEPh HHPOPMALIMHU U CTHIIMCTHYECKUX ITOTPEUTHOCTEH Ha APYTUX
(dparmenTax Tekcra. FiMeroTcsl HeCyleCTBEHHbIE OIPEIIHOCTH B UCIOJIb30BaHUM TepMuHoIoruu. Ilepeson B
JIOCTaTOYHOH CTENEeHH OTBEYaeT CHCTEMHO-SI3bIKOBBIM HOpMaM M CTUIIIO s3bIKa nepeBona. KynbTypHele u
(yHKIMOHAIBHBIE TApaMETPhl HCXOAHOTO TEKCTa B OCHOBHOM aJIeKBaTHO Mepenanbl. KoMMyHUKaTHBHOE 3aaHKe
peaaM30BaHO, HO HEAOCTATOYHO ONTUMANbHO. JlOMycKaloTcss HEKOTOpbIe HapYIIEHUs B (hopMe IIPEbIBICHUS [1€PEBOAA.
VY nosierBoputenbHo - IlepeBon conepsxut  daxruueckue omnoku. Huzkas KOMMYHUKaTHBHOCTB U IUIOXast
«4UTa0ETBHOCTB» TEKCTA 3aTPYJHSIOT €ro oHUMaHue perentopomM. IIpyu nepeBose TepMUHOIOTHUECKOro annapaTa He
co0JII0/1eH IPUHIMI equH000pasusl. B nepeBone HapyleHbl CHCTEMHO-S3bIKOBBIE HOPMBI M CTHIIb SI3bIKA IIEPEBOJA.
HeaznexkBaTHO pereHs! MpoOJieMbl peain3aliid KOMMYHUKATUBHOTO 3a1aHus. VIMetoTcs HapymeHus B hopme
IIPEbSABICHUS NIEPEBO/A.

HeynosnerBoputensHo - [lepeBox comep>kuT MHOro dakTrueckux ommnbok. Hapymiena nonHora nepeBozna, ero
9KBUBAJICHTHOCTD 1 a1€KBaTHOCTH. B nepeBoze rpy0o HapyIIeHbl CUCTEMHO-SI3bIKOBBIE HOPMBI U CTHJIb SI3bIKA IEPEBOIA.
KoMmMyHMKaTHBHOE 3a/laHue He BBINOIHEHO. ['pyOble HapymieHus B popMe NpeabsBiIeHHs IepeBoa.

KpuTepun oLieHUBaHKs YCTHOTO IEPEBOIAa BHICOPOIHKOB JUIS Ay JUPOBAHMS:

OminyHo - [enb ayaqupoBaHus JOCTUTHYTA MOTHOCTI0. OOyUYaronIMiACs BEPHO COOTHOCHT 3arojIOBKH/ WILTFOCTPALIUH C
COIepIKaHUEM TEKCTa, OTBEYACT Ha BCE [TOCTABJICHHBIC BOIPOCHI U BBIMONHSICT BCE 3aJaHus. JIeMOHCTPUPYET XOPOLINe
HABBIKY OMPEICTICHHS TUIA TEKCTa M OCHOBHOM TEMbL;, BEPHO BBIICIISCT IPH MTOBTOPHOM CIIYLIAHHU KIFOYCBBIC
CIIOBa/pealiiy; yMEeT COCTaBILITh [UIaH B (DOPME 3aroJIOBKOB K CMBICIIOBBIM KyCKaM. YMEET BEpHO IepeiaTh OCHOBHOE
COIepIKaHUE HA POITHOM /MHOCTPAHHOM SI3BIKE; TIEPEYHCIIUTh OCHOBHBIC (DAKTHI B TOI IOCIIEI0BATEIBHOCTH, B KOTOPOM
OHH JIaHBI B TEKCTE.

Xoporuo - Lenb ayanpoBaHust JOCTUTHYTA, HO HE B MOIHOM 00beMe. OOYUarOIIUIACsS BEPHO OTBEYACT HA BOIPOCHI
o01iero xapakrepa, 1onyckas 1-2 omuOKy IpH OTBETE HA BOIIPOCHI, KaCAIOIIMECs OTIEIbHBIX jJeTaiieii /GakTos.
JleMOHCTpUpYET HABBIKH OMPEICICHHUS TUIIA TEKCTA K OCHOBHOM TEMBI, HO J0IMycKaeT 1-2 OmHOKH B YMEHUH OT/CIISATH
[JIABHOE OT BTOPOCTEIICHHOT0. A yAnOMAaTeprall MOHUMACSTCs 00YJaroIUMCs BEPHO, HO €CTh 3aTPYAHCHUS IPH JACICHUN
TEKCTa Ha CMBICIIOBBIC KYCKH U 03arJIaBIHBAHHE UX.

VY nonerBopurensHO - Llens ayaupoBadus A0CTHTHYTa YacTHaHO. CMBICT ayJHOTEKCTAa IOHAT B OTPAaHUYCHHOM 00BEME,
COLIMOKY/IBTYPHBIC 3HAHUS MaJIO UCIIOIB30BAHBI B COOTBETCTBUH C CUTYALCH.

JemoHCTpUpyeT HeCHOPMHUPOBAHHOCTD HABBIKOB OMPEICICHHS TUIIA TSKCTa K OCHOBHO# TEMBI, JIOIYCKaeT 3 OLIMOKHU [PU
COCTABJICHHH IUIaHA. AyJHOMATEPHAIl MOHST YaCTUYHO, 00YUYAOIINIACS UCIBITHIBACT TPYAHOCTH B OMPEACICHUN
OCHOBHOI'O COZICPIKaHUsI U [Iepeiaue ero Ha HHOCTPAHHOM SI3bIKE.

HeynosnerBopuresnbHo - 3amanue He BeimonHeHo. Llens ayaupoBanus He ocTuriyTta. Tema u cofepkaHue He TOHATHL.
He MOXeT OLIEHUTh TEKCT C TOYKHU 3PEHHS €ro 3HAYMMOCTH 1 HH(OPMATHBHOCTH.

Wubpopmalws Ha CITyX IOYTH HE BOCTIPUHUMACTCSL.

Ipw MojIBEIEHUH UTOTOB YUUTHIBAIOTCS PE3YIBTATHI TEKYIIETO KOHTPONISL M pyOexHOM arrectaruu. [lonyueHHsie 3a
TEKYIUH KOHTPOJIb U PYOEKHYIO aTTECTAINIO GaJIbl CYMMHUPYIOTCS ¢ OalIaMy, OTYYEHHBIMH 32 KQXK/IBIH 3Tl TIPU
MPOXOXKIEHUH TIPOMEXYTOUHON ATTECTAIIHH:

0-49 6amoB - HeymoieTBopuTensHO (2) - (0-49%)

50-69 6amtoB - ynoierBoputeasHo (3) - (50-74%)

70-90 6amoB - xoporo (4) - (75-89%)
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91-100 6ayutoB - oTmuHo (5) - (90-100%)

7 YYEBHO-METOJUYECKOE 1 TH®OPMAIIMOHHOE OBECIIEYEHUE JUCHUIIVIMHBI (MOAY JIS)

7.1 PexomeHnayemast IMTepaTypa

7.1.1 OcHoBHasl IMTepaTypa

ABTODHI, 3ariaBue WznarenscTBO, Pecype
COCTaBHUTENIU roln
JI1.1 |Tamypa H. 1., B criope poxxaaercs uctuHa: yaeOHoe mocobue Omck: Omckuit 3BC
Bockpecenckas E. ., | (https://biblioclub.ru/index.php?page=book&id=614046) roCyIapCTBEHHbIN
®aszmytauHosa P. P. YHUBEPCUTET UM.
O.M.
JlocToeBcKoro
(OmI'Y), 2020
JI1.2 | Munaesa JI. B., Amnrnmiickuii s3p1k. HaBbixu yctHo# peun (I am all Ears!) + Mocksa: FOpaiir, 3BC
Jlykannna M. B., ayayoMaTepHasl: yaeOHOe ITocodue is By30B 2023
Bapuenko B. B. (https://urait.ru/bcode/514649)
JI1.3 | bapanoBckas T. A., AHTIMiAcKuii 361K 171 akagemuueckux neneit. English for Mocksa: FOpaiir, 3BC
3axaposa A. B., Academic Purposes: yueOHOE mocoOue ai1si By30B 2024
Iocmenosa T. b, (https://urait.ru/bcode/535332)
Cysoposa 0. A.
7.1.2 JlonoTHMTEILHAS JIATEPATYPA
ABTODHI, 3ariaBue WznarenscTBO, Pecype
COCTaBHUTENIU roj
JI2.1 | Apxumogsa JI. B., AynupoBaHue MOHOJIOTMYECKON peunt: ydeOHo- Tam00B: OBC
Hemmosa H. M. METOJUUECKUHA KOMILIEKC TamO6oBCcKuUi
(https://biblioclub.ru/index.php?page=hook &id=498882) roCyIapCTBEHHbIN
TEXHUYECKU I
YHUBEPCUTET
(Tr'TY), 2017
JI2.2 | Munaesa JI. B., Amnrnmiickuii s3p1k. HaBbiky yctHO# peun (I am all Ears!): Mockgsa: IOpaiir, 9BC
Jlykannna M. B., yueOHOe ocobue 11 By30B 2024
Bapuenko B. B. (https://urait.ru/bcode/539270)

7.2 Tlepeyens HHGOPMATMOHHBIX TEXHOJIOTHIA

7.2.1 JInneH3NOHHOE ¥ CBOGOTHO PacpoCTPaHsieMoe NPOrpaMMHoe odecredeHne

Onepanponnas cucrema Microsoft Windows 7 PRO CIS and GE OEM Software (Ceprudukat nogmuanoctu (COA)
HakieeH Ha kopryc 11K).

[Maker npuknaaubix nporpamm «Microsoft Office Professional Plus 2013 Russian Academic OLP License» (JIunen3us
Ne 62650104 ot 08.11.2013 cpok gelicTBus — 6eCCpOUHO).

Anrtusupychoe I10 «Kaspersky Endpoint Security for Educational Renewal Licens» Jluuensust Ne 3440-231106-
040959-980-854 ¢ 07.11.2023 mo 20.11.2024. TIporpamma 3BM «Cpena anexkrponnoro ooyuenus 3KLy», norosop Ne
1166.8 ot 19.01.2024 o 07.02.2025 r.

Onepanponnas cucrema «Microsoft Windows 10 PRO FOR OEM SOFTWARE» (Ceptudukar nomuaaoctu (COA)
HakieeH Ha kopiryc I1K. Cpok meficTBrs MHIleH3UH NpuBsi3aH K cpoky xu3Hu [1K).

[NakeT nmpukagHbIX nporpaMm «BusyansHas cryaust TectupoBanusd (JJoroBop Ne 4270 ot 01.07.2017. beccpouno).
[Iporpammuoe obecriedenue Ast yrpapieHust auHradponHbiM kabuneroM «Rinel-Lingo» (Ceprudukat Nel025 ot
29.04.2019. beccpouHo).

IMepeyens cBOOOIHO PaCHPOCTPAHSIEMOrO MPOrPAMMHOIO  OOECIICUCHS:
Fresh Memory - 3amomuHaH¥e ¢ TIOMOIIIBIO TOBTOPEHHSI

SimpleDict - DiexTpoHHbIH cliOBaph

WordTrain - zyueHre HHOCTPAHHBIX CJIOB

Jalingo - Ipunokenue-caoBaphb

7.2.2 CoBpemeHnble npodeccuoHalbHbIe 0a3bl TaHHBIX, THPOPMAINOHHO-CIIPABOYHbIE CUCTEMbI U YJIEKTPOHHbIE
0M0JHOTEYHbIE CHCTEMbI

- Translation Forum Russia [Qnextponnsrii pecypc]: caiir. — URL: http://tconference.ru/

- Coro3 nepeBogunkoB Poccun [ DnekTpoHHbli pecypce]: ouimansubiii caiit Coro3a nepeBomunkoB Poccuu / CITP. —
Mockaa, 6. r. — URL: http://www.translators-union.ru/

- MYJIBTUTPAH [OnexktpoHHbIH pecypc]: 2eKTpoHHbIH ciioBapb: caidT. — URL: http://www.multitran.ru/
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HarmonanpHast jura nepeBoa4nKkoB [AnekTpoHHbIH pecypc]: caiit. — URL: www.russian-translators.ru/ - Encyclopedia
Britannica [Qnextponsslii pecypc]: caiit. — URL: www.britannica.com

- Oxford University Press [DyekTpoHHBIN pecypc]: 2IeKTpOHHBIH croBapk: caiit. — URL: www.oup.com

- Merriam-Webster dictionary [DmnexTpoHHbI# pecypc]: 3JeKTpoHHBIH cioBaps: cait. — URL: www.m-w.com/dictionary

- Longman Dictionary of Contemporary English Online [DnekTpoHHBIH pecypc]: 2IeKTpOHHBIH croBapsk: caiit. — URL:
www.ldoceonline.com - British National Corpus online [DnexrpoHHblii pecypc]: caiir. — URL: www.natcorp.ox.ac.uk -
ITepeBoasl, Teopus nepeBoja [DnekTpoHHbIi pecypc]: caiit. — URL: www.perevodyt.ru - SI3bikH, THHIBUCTHKA, IEPEBOL
[Dnexrponnsiii pecypc]: caiit. — URL: http://linguistic.ru/

- COOopHUK cTaTell «AKTyaJIbHBIE BOIIPOCHI IEPEBOIOBEIEHUS U IIPAKTHKU IIepeBoa» [DnekTpoHHsIH pecypc]. — URL:
https://www.alba-translating.ru/ru/ru/articles.html

- Emerald Group Publishing [Dnekrponnsiii pecype]: caiir. — URL: http://www.emeraldgrouppublishing.com

- IATE (Interactive Terminology for Europe) [Dsexrponnsiii pecype]. — URL:https://iate.europa.eu/home - Online
Browsing Platform (OBP) [Dsnextponnsiii pecype]. — URL: https://www.iso.org/obp/ui/

- Korpora [Qnexrponnsiii pecype]. — URL: https://www.linguistik.hu-
berlin.de/de/institut/professuren/korpuslinguistik/links/korpora_links

9BC

1. http://e.lanbook.com/ - Uz parensctBo «Jlanb»

2. http://biblioclub.ru - «YHuuBepcuterckas 6ubmroreka - on-line»

3. http:/lurait.ru - UzparenscrBo «FOpaiit»

4. http://elibrary.ru/ - Hayuanast anextpounas 6udinoreka eLIBRARY.RU

5. ndopmanmonHo-npaBoBoii nmopran «lapant» https://internet.garant.ru/

8 MATEPUAJIBHO-TEXHUYECKOE OBECIIEYHEHHUE JUCIHHUIIJIMHBI (MO Y JISA)

VueOHble ayTUTOPUH IS 3aHATUH MPAKTHYECKOro (CEMHHAPCKOI0) THIIA, TPYIIIOBBIX U HHIMBUIYaIbHBIX
KOHCY/IbTallMi, TEKYIIEr0 KOHTPOJIS ¥ POMEKYTOYHOI aTTECTAIMH, TAK)KE MOMEILCHHS VISl CAMOCTOSTEIBHOI PaOOThI
OCHAIIICHBI KOMIIBIOTEPHOI TEXHHKOH C BO3MOKHOCTBIO ITOKITIOUCHHS K ceTH «VHTepHeT» 1 00eCIIeYeHIEM JT0CTyIIa B
AJIEKTPOHHYIO HH(POPMALIMOHHO-00pa30BaTENbHYIO Cpey Quinaa.

VYueOnas aynuropus Ne 308 11 IpoBeCHUS IPAKTHYECKUX, CEMHUHAPCKUX 3aHATHH, TEKYILIETO KOHTPOJIS,
MPOMEXYTOYHOI U pyOCKHOI aTTeCTaIMy, TSl MPOBEICHUS TPYIIOBBIX U HHIUBUIYaJbHBIX KOHCYJIbTALIMIL:

KonnvectBo nocamnounbix Mect — 22. YyebHoe 000opyoBanue: pabodyee MeCTO MpenoaBarels, J0CKa MarHUTHO-
MeIoBast, yueOHast MeOenb, TpUOyHa /IS BRICTYIUICHHUS. TeXHUUeCKoe 000pyA0BaHHE: TEICBU30p, KOMITbIOTED (B
KOMIUTEKTE€ MOHHUTOD, MBILIb, KIIABHATypa), OCHAILICHHBIE JOCTYIIOM K ceTH «VIHTepHeT» 1 AeKTPOHHON
“HPOPMAITMOHHON 00pa30BaTeIbHOM cpene Gumrana.

VYueOHas ayauropus (CrieaaIn3upoBaHHbIN TMHradoHHbIH kabuHeT) Ne 319 1 npoBeieHNs! TPAKTHYECKHX,
CEMHMHAPCKUX 3aHITHH, TEKYILEr0 KOHTPOJIS, IPOMEKYTOYHON U PYOSIKHON aTTeCTalliu, AJIs1 IIPOBEACHHMS IPYIIIOBBIX H
WH/IMBUIYaJIbHBIX KOHCYIJIBTAIMIL:

KonnuectBo nocanounbix Mect — 20, u3 Hux 10 pabounx Mect 000py10BaHbI KOMITBIOTEPAMH.

YueOHoe o0opyaoBaHue: pabodyee MECTO IPEroaaBaTels, T0CKa MapKepHasi, yueOHas MeOerb.

Texunueckue cpeactBa obydenns: kommbrotepsl Intel Pentium G-5400 (Rinel-lingo) B kommexre (10) (cucreMmbIit
6sok, mouutop PHLIPS, knaBuarypa, Mbliib, rapHutypa Asus, aynuokommytatop 1 Rinel-Lingo). Aymutopus
obecriedeHa J0CTYIIOM K HH()OPMALHOHHBIM pecypcam B ceTi «IHTepHeT» U 3IEeKTPOHHOM HH(OPMAILIOHHOM
o0pa3oBaTesbHOM cpeie Gpunaa.

VYueOHast ayiMTOpHs JJIsi CAMOCTOSATENILHON paOoThI U KypcoBbIX pabot Ne 317 obopynoBaHa: pabodyee MecTo
npenogaBatens -1, yaeHHUecKre CTyibs - 20, yaeHuueckue cToibl - 20, Tym6a (Mo oprrexHuKy) -1, mkad (cremnax)
JUISL XpaHEHHUS -1, KOMIIBIOTEPHI B KOMILUIEKTE (CHCTEMHBIH OJIOK, MOHHTOp, KllaBHaTypa, Mbiiib, UBIT) - 17, npuntep -1,
M®YV BbICOKO# pou3BOAUTENBHOCTH -1, 3D npunTep -1. Aynuropus obecrieueHa T0CTynoM K HH(GOpMaIlMOHHBIM
pecypcam B ceTu «IHTEpHET» U 3JIEKTPOHHOM HH(POPMALIMOHHOM 00pa30BaTENbHON cpeie Grinana.
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VYuebnas aymuropust Ne 300 Uit caMOCTOATEIBHOI PaOOTHI, BEITOTHEHHUS KyPCOBBIX pad0T 000pyIOBaHA: KOMITBIOTEPHI B
KOMILTEKTE (CHCTEMHBIH OJIOK, MOHUTOp, KllaBuaTypa, Melb, UBIT) — 20, ydeHmdeckumu cTyiabsMu — 20, CTOIOM
TperiofaBatess — 1, CTyJI0M JUIs IperofaBaTelis — 1, yaeHndecKkoil Jockol (MapkepHas) — 1. Ayauropust obecriedeHa
JOCTYTIOM K HH(OPMAIIOHHEIM pecypcaM B ceTH «MHTepHeT» U 3IeKTpOHHOH HH(OPMAIMOHHON 00pa3oBaTeIbHOI
cpene punmana.

Bubnnoreka (4uuTasbHBIN 3a11).

Bbubnmoreka 06opynoBaHa: KapToTeKa, MOJNKH, CTeIUIaXH, cTol - 50, ctynbs — 100, kpyrislii cron - 1, kommsroteps! — 10,
B KOMILIEKTE (CHCTEMHBIH OJIOK, MOHHTOD, KJIaBUaTypa, Mbliiib, IBIT), TeneBu30p, MOHUTOPBI (7151 KPYIJIOTO CTOMA),
KHUTH 3JekTpoHHbIe PocketBook 614, ocHameHHbIe 10cTYOM K HHG)OPMAIIMOHHBIM pecypcaM B ceTr «HTepHeTY,
ANIEKTPOHHON MH(POPMAIIMOHHOM 00pa3oBaTenbHOM cpeze Grnana. Habopbl JeMOHCTPAIIMOHHOTO 000PYIOBaHHS U
y4eOHO-HAMISIHBIX TTOCOOMIT: MIKag-cTeax — 2, BRICTABKA — 2, BRICTABKA-BUTPUHA — 2, CTEHIT — 2, CTEIIaX
JIEMOHCTPAIIOHHBIH — 1, TeMaTHYeCKHe MOJKH — 6.

9 METOJMYECKHUE YKA3AHUA JJIS1 OBYYAIOIIUXCS 11O OCBOEHUIO JUCHUITIMHBI (MO YJIS)

BuuMaTensHoO ciylaiite peds IpenojgaBatelis U crapaiitech moapaxars eMy. Eciu Bbl He 3HaeTe, Kak IPOM3HECTH TOT
WIN MHOM 3BYK, 00paTUTECh K NpenogaBarTelio. Belyunre mpaBuiia YTeHUs, OBIaJEHTE TPAHCKPUIILIUOHHBIMU 3HAKaMU.
IIpaBunbHOE YTEHHE TPAHCKPUIILIUK — OCHOBA XOPOLIETo IIpou3HoLIeH s YuTaiite 00s13aTeNIbHO BCIIyX, 100UBaliTECh
IIPAaBUJIBHOTO NIPOM3HOLIEHNS, OOpaliaiiTe BHUMaHUE Ha May3bl, yAapeHue, put™, HHToHanuto. Ciymaiite paauo,
CMOTpHUTE Telenepenadn U GUIbMbl HA HHOCTPAHHOM S3bIKE, IMUTUPYS AUKTOpA, IOBTOPSAS 3BYKH, ciioBa. Ciyaiite
IIECHH, pa3yduBaiiTe ci10Ba U MoiiTe caMu. Yuute cTuxu. Mcronb3yiite BO3MOXKHOCTH KOMIIBIOTEPA.

Otarsl paboThl HaJl yIpaKHEHHEM:

1. BuuMaTtenbHO poyuTaiiTe NpaBUiIo U THIATENILHO MPOAHATU3UPYITE IPUMEPbI-00pa3Libl, COCTABETE KOHCIIEKT, CXEMY.
2. BelydanTe npuMepsl-00pasubl HauzycTb. CTapaiiTech 3alIOMHUTD KaK MOXHO OOJIbILE IPUMEPOB-00pa3LI0B, HAYIUTECH
CTPOUTH HOBBIE IIPEJUIOKEHUS 10 3TUM 00pa3Lam.

3. llpucrynas K BBHINOJIHEHUIO YPaKHEHUs, BHUMATEIbHO MPOYUTANTE 3a]aHUSI K HEMY.

4. BeinonHsiiTe ynpa)XXHeHUs CHavasia B YCTHOM, a 3aTeM B MUCBMEHHO# (hopme.

5. Ilpounraiite ynpaKxHEHUE BCIYX HECKOIBKO pa3, TOOMBAsICh OBICTPOrO, XOPOILIEro YTCHUSI.

6. BBINOIHKB yIIpa)KHEHHUE, TIIATEIBLHO MPOBEpbTe HanucaHHoe. O0palaiite BHUMAaHUE Ha COOJIOICHHUE TIPABUIT
rpaMMaTuKu 1 opdorpaduu.

7. B nanbHeiieM cTapaiiTech yallle UCIOIb30BaTh BblyUE€HHbIE TIPAaBUiIa TPAMMATHKU B PEUH.

8. VcnipaBmsist o1IMOKH, ITpOaHANU3UPYHTE, KaKOe IIPAaBUIIO HAPYILEHO, IIOBTOPHUTE €r0, IPUIyMaiTe HECKOIBKO IIPUMEPOB
Ha JaHHOE IPaBHJIO, & 3aTE€M UCIPABbTE OIIUOKY.

9. He ocrapnsiiTe He yCBOSHHBIM HU OJHOTO pa3zieNia, HHOT/A OAHO HENPABUIbHOE WM HE MOJHOCTBIO MIOHATOE U [UI0X0
YCBOEHHOE MPaBUJIO MOXKET CO3J1aTh OOJIbIINE 3aTPYIHEHHS IPH N3yYEHUH JAAbHEHIEero MaTeprana.

© Kocranaiickuit punmman ®I'BOY BO «Yenl'Y»







