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1. HACIIOPT ®OHJIA OIIEHOYHBIX CPEJACTB

Hanpasnenue noarorosku: 45.03.02 «JIMHrBUCTHKAY.
Hampasnennocts (mpoduis): [lepeBon u nepeBojoBEICHHE.
Juctumnauna: CTUIMCTHKA.

Cemectp (ceMecTphl) U3YUYCHHS: 7 CEMECTP.
®opma ((hopMbI) TPOMEKYTOYHON aTTECTAIMU: IK3AMEH.

OrennBanue

pe3ynbTaToB

y4eOHOH

JACATCIIBHOCTHU

oOyJaromuxcsi 0OpU  HU3Y4YEHUU

AUCHUIIIIMHBI OCYHICCTBIISICTCS 11O 68J'IJ'ILHO-pCI>iTPIHFOBOfI CHUCTEMC

2. KOMIIETEHIIUM, 3AKPEILIEHHBIE 3A TUCHUILIMHOM
Nzydyenne nucnuruimabl « CTUIMCTHKAY HAMPABICHO HA (POPMUPOBAHUE CIICITYIOIIHX

KOMIIETCHIINN:
Konsr ConepxaHye KOMIIETCHIUH Ilepedens muaHUpyeMbIX Pe3yIbTaTOB 00yUCHHS 1O
KOMIIETEHIINH (110 cormacHo ®I'OC JUCLUILINHE
DI oC)
1 2 3

OIIK-1 CIOCOOHOCTEIO ucmnoinb3oBath | [Toporoselil ypoBeHb:
MOHATUHHBINA anmapar | 3HaTh: 3Ha4eHHE, POJb M MECTO MH(POPMAIUH B PA3BUTHH
¢unocodun, TeopeTmdyeckoil W | coOBpeMeHHOro  oOmiecTBa; — mpeaMeT  Quiocoduu,
MPUKJIATHON JIMHTBUCTHKH, | OCHOBHBIE (HIOCO()CKUE MPUHINIBI, 3aKOHBI, KaTETOPHH,
TIepEBOJIOBE/ICHHS, a TaKXKe MX CoJIepKaHHEe M B3aUMOCBSI3H;

JIMHI'BOAUJAKTUKH u TCOPUN
MEXKYIBTYPHOM KOMMYHHKALUU
JUISt peIIeHHsI
npodeccuoHaNbHBIX 3a/1a4

YMeTh: NPUMEHSTh KadeCTBEHHBIE M KOJIMYECTBEHHBIC
METOABl B  IICHXOJOTMYECKHX M  MeJarorn4ecKux
HCCIICIOBAaHMUAX;  pealM30BaTh  HABBIKM  OOydYeHUs
(doHeTHKe,  JIEeKCHKe, TIpaMMaThke, ayIUpPOBaHUIO,
TOBOPEHHIO, YTEHUIO, MTUCBMEHHON peun u
JIMHTBOCTPAHOBEICHUIO B IPAKTUYECKON NeATETBHOCTH;
Brnaners: MOHATHIHBIM M TEPMHHOJIOTUYECKUM aIllapaToM
N3y4aeMOH JTUCIUIIIINHBL;

[IpoBUHYTHII YPOBEHB:

3HaTh: METOJbI OIEHKH 00bEéMa MH(pOpMAINU U CKOPOCTH
e€ mepeaayn; METO/bI IIOMCKa aKTyaJIbHOM MH(pOPMAINH B
TTT00ATBHBIX KOMITBIOTEPHBIX CETSIX;

YMeTh: HCHONB30BaTh METOJBI M HHCTPYMEHTAIbHBIE
CpeACTBa  MOJCIHMPOBAHMS  IPU  MCCIENOBAHUH U
MPOEKTUPOBAHUU HH(OPMAI[IOHHBIX CHCTEM;

Bnaners:  OCHOBHBIMH  METOAaMH,  CHOCOOaMH |
CpeACTBAMH  TOJIYYCHHUS,  XpaHEHWs,  MepepabdoTKu
nndopmanuy;

Beicokuil ypoBeHb:

3HaTh: cocTaB HH(GOPMAIIMOHHBIX MOJIENICH NaHHBIX, THITBI
JIOTHYECKUX MOJIENICH, ATambl IMPOEKTUPOBAHHA 0a3bl
JAHHBIX; poJb GHIocopun B GOpMUPOBAHHU IEHHOCTHBIX
OpHUEHTAINH B IPO(PECCHOHATBHON eI TETbHOCTH;

YMeTh: MPUMEHATh (MIOCO(CKHE TPUHIMIIEI U 3aKOHBI,
GOpMBI W METONBI TO3HAHWA B NPOGECCHOHATHLHOU
JIESITeTTFHOCTH;

Bnagers:HaBblkaMu (HUIOCO(CKOTO aHawM3a Pa3sIUIHBIX
TUTIOB  MHPOBO33PEHHS, HCIIONB30BAHUS  PA3NUIHBIX
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¢dunocodckux METOOB AN aHANMN3a TCHACHINH Pa3BUTHSA
COBPEMEHHOTO oOrrecTna, ¢unocodcko-
KyJIBTYPOJIOTHYECKOrO aHaIN3a.
OIIK-2 CHOCOOHOCTEIO BuneTh | [loporoBeli ypoBeHs:
MEKIUCIUIUINHAPHBIE CBSI3M | 3HATh: OCHOBHBIC IIOHATHS CMEXHBIX CO CTHIHMCTHKOH
M3y4aeMBbIX JUCLHIUIMH, | IUCLMIUIMH U X TPAKTOBKH;
MOHUMAaeT MX 3Ha4eHHEe Ui | YMETh: NPUMEHATh NMOHATHUS CMEXHBIX AUCLHUIUIUH TIPU
Oymyei npodeccroHaIbHON | M3yYE€HHH OCHOBHBIX TEOpUH B 0OJAaCTH CTHIMCTHKH M
JIeSITETTbHOCTH OOBSICHATH UX IPUMEHEHHE;
Brnanets: OCHOBAMHM  METOJOJIOTMH  IPUMEHEHHUSA
CTHJIUCTUYECKHUX 3HaHUH Ui U3yUYCHUS
(YHKIIMOHUPOBAHUS SI3BIKOB M JUI1  (DHIIOJIOTHIECKOTO
TEKCTa;
[IpoaBUHYTHII YPOBEHB:
3HaTh: OCOOCHHOCTH PAa3[eNioB CTWINCTHKH Kak 0a30BOM
HayKH;
YMeTb: OPUMEHATh MOHATUS PAa3[eNIOB CTUINCTHKE IPH
H3yYeHUH TEOPUHU U NIPAKTUKU NEepeBoJa;
BnaneTrs: ciocOGHOCTBIO HCTIONB30BaTh JaHHBIC CMEKHBIX
HayK B XOJ€¢ aHaJIN3a CTWINCTHYECKUX eIUHHUII;
Boicokuil ypoBeHb:
3HaTh: COBPEMEHHBIEC HAyYHbIE JOCTHKECHUS B CTUIMCTHKE
1 CMEXHBIX 00JIACTSIX HAYYHOTO 3HAHUS,;
YMeTh: KOMOMHHPOBATH JTaHHBIE CTHIIMCTHKH U CMEXHBIX
HayK B CAMOCTOSITEIIbHOM HCCIEJOBAaHUU U NIEPEBO/IE;
Bnanets: JaHHBIMH JIEKCHUKOJIOTHMM M APYTHUX OTpaciei
CTHJIMCTUKH JUIS aHAJIW3a 3HAYEHHS M POIH JIEKCHYECKON
€AMHUIIBI B TUCKYPCE.
OIIK-3 BJIa/ICHUEM cuctemoit | IToporoBblil ypoBEHb:
JIMHTBUCTUYECKUX 3HaHMH, | 3HATh: OCHOBHbIC TOHATUS (POHETUYECKUX, JIEKCUUECKHX,
BKIIIOUaromed B ce0s 3HaHWE | TPAMMATHYECKHX, CIOBOOOPA30BATENBHBIX SBICHHH W
OCHOBHBIX (doHeTHUeCKUX, | 3aKOHOMEPHOCTEH (DYHKIIMOHUPOBAHUS SI3bIKA;
JIEKCUYECKUX, T'PaMMAaTHYECKHX, | YMETh: IEMOHCTPUPOBATh 3HAHWE OCHOBHBIX IOJOXKEHUI
CII0BOOOPA30BaTEIbHBIX SABJICHUN | M KOHIEMIUI Kypca CTHJIMCTHKH aHTJIIMHCKOTO S3bIKa MPH
u 3aKOHOMEPHOCTEH | M3y4eHHH MOCIETYIONUX JINHTBUCTHUECKUX KYyPCOB;
(yHKIMOHMpPOBaHUS H3ydaeMoro | Braners: OCHOBHBIMH TIOHATUSAMU JTAHHOTO
MHOCTPAHHOTO SI3BIKA, €ro | TeOpeTHYECKOro Kypca; OCHOBHBIMHU METOJaMU
(YHKIIMOHAIBHBIX JIEKCUKOJIOTMH U 00J1a/1aTh CIIOCOOHOCTHIO UX NPUMEHEHUS
Pa3sHOBUAHOCTEH Ha MPAKTUKE; METOAAMU aJalTalluy HOBBIX 3HAHUH B X0JI€

penieHust mpodecCHOHANBHBIX 33/1a4;

IIpoaBUHYTEINA ypOBEHB:!

3HaTh: OCHOBHBIE CTHIIMCTUYECKUE SBICHUS, XapaKTePHBIE
JUIsl TUCBMEHHOM U yCTHOM pedu, UAMOMAaTUKY pedl;
YMeTb:  COCTaBIATh  BBICKA3bIBAHUE II0 TEME C
HCIOJIb30BAHUEM U3YyYaEMBbIX CTHJIMCTUYECKUX €IMHULL

BHa}IeTLZ CTpaTrerusdMu CO3JaHUA BBICKA3bIBAHHM C
HCIIOJIb30BAHUEM MHOFOO6pa3HOFO CTHIIMCTHYCCKOTO
MaTtepuaia,

Beicokuil ypoBeHb:

3HaTh: TEOPETUUECKUE OCHOBBI CTHIUCTUKA HHOCTPAHHOTO
SI3bIKA; €JUHMLBI SA3BIKOBOTO CTPOSl M MEXAaHU3MBl HUX
B3aUMOJICHCTBUS C MMO3ULIMHA COBPEMEHHON HAYKU;

YMeTh: packpblBaTh CHCTEMHBIA XapakTep CIOBApHOTO
cocTaBa aHTIMHCKOTO S3bIKa, HCTOYHHUKU €r0 000TaIeHus
1 SBOJTIONINH,
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Brnagers: HaBBIKAMH CTHIIMCTHYSCKOTO aHaJIH3a TCKCTOB,

KOMMYHHKaTUBHBIMH YMCHHSMU: pa3BUBATDH
npeylaraeMylo  TeMy — Oecelbl,  KOHKPETH3HPOBATb,
WILTIOCTPUPOBATH u 0000mIaTs COOCTBEHHEIC

BBICKA3bIBAHU M BBICKA3bIBAHUS CO6€C€I[HI/IK?1.

3. OHEHOYHBIE CPEACTBA JJUIA ITPOBEAEHUA TEKYIIEI'O KOHTPOJIA

3.1 CTpyKTYypa OLleHOYHBIX CPEACTB

Kon xomnerenuu/
KonTponupyembie TeMbl/ HanmMenoBaHue OIICHOYHOTO CpeiCcTBa
Neri/mt TUTAHUPYEMBbIE PE3YIBTATHI
pasaenst JUTSL TEKYIIETO KOHTPOJISt
00y4eHuUs
OIIK-1, OIIK-2, OTIK-3 Crunmuctuka kak pazzaen | B.B. I'ypeBuu, Ctunuctuka
SI3BIKO3HAHUS, Crp. 3-12
Crunuctuyeckas crp. 12-23
1 CEMacCHOJIOTHS baiinukosa H. JI., Cmocapr O. B.,
CTHUINCTHKA aHTIIMICKOTO S3bIKa
Crp. 15-31
BrimonmHeHue CTHITHCTHICCKOTO
aHaJmM3a TeKCTOB
OIIK-1, OIIK-2, OIIK-3 CrriMcTHaecKas B.B. I'ypeBuu, Ctuiinctuka
JIEKCHKOJIOTHS, Crp. 26-36
CTUITUCTHYCCKUI ctp. 37-51
2 CHHTAKCHUC baiinukosa H. JI., Cmocapr O. B.,
CTWIIMCTHKA aHTJIMICKOTO SI3bIKa
Crp. 42-89
Brinonnenue CTHJTUCTUYECKOTO
aHaJin3a TeKCTOB
OIIK-1, OIIK-2, OTIK-3 OyukioHaidpHble cTuiM, | B.B. I'ypeBuu, Ctunuctika
Crumuctuka u  mepesof, | Crp. 52-61
AHanu3 TEeKCTOB baiinukosa H. JI., Cmocaps O. B,
3 CTUIMCTHKA aHTIIMICKOTO S3bIKa
Crp. 99-149
Crp. 189-204
BrImosTHEHUE CTHITUCTHYECKOTO
aHajin3a TEeKCTOB

3.2 CoaepsxkaHue OLIEHOYHBIX CPe/ICTB
OreHoOuUHBIE CpeACTBA MPECTABICHBI B BUJE TEKCTOB JUI CTHIIMCTUYECKOTO aHaIM3a.

3.2.1 ba3a TeKkCTOB AJIs CTUIIMCTAYECKOTO aHAIH3A.

Tekcr 1.

«My aunt will be down presently, Mr. Nuttel,» said a very self-possessed young lady
of fifteen; «in the meantime you must try and put up with me.»

FramtonNuttelendeavoured to say the correct something which should duly flatter the
niece of the moment without unduly discounting the aunt that was to come. Privately he
doubted more than ever whether these formal visits on a succession of total strangers would
do much towards helping the nerve cure which he was supposed to be undergoing.

«I know how it will be,» his sister had said when he was preparing to migrate to this
rural retreat; «you will bury yourself down there and not speak to a living soul, and your

© Kocranaiickuit punnan ®I'E0Y BO «Henl'Y»
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nerves will be worse than ever from moping. | shall just give you letters of introduction to all
the people | know there. Some of them, as far as | can remember, were quite nice.»

Framton wondered whether Mrs. Sappleton, the lady to whom he was presenting one
of the letters of introduction, came into the nice division.

«Do you know many of the people round here?» asked the niece, when she judged that
they had had sufficient silent communion.

«Hardly a soul,» said Framton. «My sister was staying here, at the rectory, you know,
some four years ago, and she gave me letters of introduction to some of the people here.»

He made the last statement in a tone of distinct regret.

«Then you know practically nothing about my aunt?» pursued the self-possessed
young lady.

«Only her name and address,» admitted the caller. He was wondering whether Mrs.
Sappleton was in the married or widowed state. An undefinable something about the room
seemed to suggest masculine habitation.

«Her great tragedy happened just three years ago,» said the child; «that would be since
your sister’s time.»

«Her tragedy?» asked Framton; somehow in this restful country spot tragedies seemed
out of place.

«You may wonder why we keep that window wide open on an October afternoon,»
said the niece, indicating a large French window that opened on to a lawn.

«It is quite warm for the time of the year,» said Framton; «but has that window got
anything to do with the tragedy?»

«Out through that window, three years ago to a day, her husband and her two young
brothers went off for their day’s shooting. They never came back. In crossing the moor to
their favourite snipe-shooting ground they were all three engulfed in a treacherous piece of
bog. It had been that dreadful wet summer, you know, and places that were safe in other years
gave way suddenly without warning. Their bodies were never recovered. That was the
dreadful part of it.» Here the child’s voice lost its self-possessed note and became falteringly
human «Poor aunt always thinks that they will come back some day, they and the little brown
spaniel that was lost with them, and walk in at that window just as they used to do. That is
why the window is kept open every evening till it is quite dusk. Poor dear aunt, she has often
told me how they went out, her husband with his white waterproof coat over his arm, and
Ronnie, her youngest brother, singing ‘Bertie, why do you bound?’ as he always did to tease
her, because she said it got on her nerves. Do you know, sometimes on still, quiet evenings
like this, | almost get a creepy feeling that they will all walk in through that window — »

She broke off with a little shudder. It was a relief to Framton when the aunt bustled
into the room with a whirl of apologies for being late in making her appearance.

«I hope Vera has been amusing you?» she said.

«She has been very interesting,» said Framton.

«I hope you don’t mind the open window,» said Mrs. Sappleton briskly; «my husband
and brothers will be home directly from shooting, and they always come in this way. They’ve
been out for snipe in the marshes to-day, so they’ll make a fine mess over my poor carpets. SO
like you men-folk, isn’t it?»

Tekcr 2.

© Kocranaiickuit punnan ®I'E0Y BO «Henl'Y»
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It is quite impossible to say whether this thing really happened. It depends entirely on
the word of R.M. Harringay, who is an artist.

Following his version of the affair, the narrative deposes that Harringay went into his
studio about ten o’clock to see what he could make of the head that he had been working at
the day before. The head in question was that of an Italian organ-grinder, and Harringay
thought — but was not quite sure — that the title would be the «Vigil.» So far he is frank, and
his narrative bears the stamp of truth. He had seen the man expectant for pennies, and with a
promptness that suggested genius, had had him in at once.

«Kneel. Look up at that bracket,» said Harringay. «As if you expected pennies.»

«Don’t grin!» said Harringay. «I don’t want to paint your gums. Look as though you
were unhappy.»

Now, after a night’s rest, the picture proved decidedly unsatisfactory. «It’s good
work,» said Harringay. «That little bit in the neck ... But.»

He walked about the studio and looked at the thing from this point and from that. Then
he said a wicked word. In the original the word is given.

«Painting,» he says he said. «Just a painting of an organ-grinder — a mere portrait. If
it was a live organ-grinder I wouldn’t mind. But somehow I never make things alive. I wonder
if my imagination is wrong.» This, too, has a truthful air. His imagination is wrong.

«That creative touch! To take canvas and pigment and make a man — as Adam was
made of red ochre! But this thing! If you met it walking about the streets you would know it
was only a studio production. The little boys would tell it to ‘Garnome and gitfrimed.” Some
little touch ... Well — it won’t do as it is.»

He went to the blinds and began to pull them down. They were made of blue holland
with the rollers at the bottom of the window, so that you pull them down to get more light. He
gathered his palette, brushes, and mahl stick from his table. Then he turned to the picture and
put a speck of brown in the corner of the mouth; and shifted his attention thence to the pupil
of the eye. Then he decided that the chin was a trifle too impassive for a vigil.

Presently he put down his impedimenta, and lighting a pipe surveyed the progress of
his work. «I’m hanged if the thing isn’t sneering at me,» said Harringay, and he still believes
it sneered.

The animation of the figure had certainly increased, but scarcely in the direction he
wished. There was no mistake about the sneer. «Vigil of the Unbeliever,» said Harringay.
«Rather subtle and clever that! But the left eyebrow isn’t cynical enough.»

Teker 3.

Down below there was only a vast white sea of clouds. Above there was the sun, and
the sun was white like the clouds, because it is never yellow when one looks at it from high in
the air.

He was still flying the Spitfire.* His right hand was on the controls. It was quite easy.
The machine was flying well. He knew what he was doing.

Everything is fine, he thought. I know my way home. I’ll be there in half an hour.
When I land I shall switch off my engine and say, ‘Help me to get out, will you?’ I shall make
my voice sound ordinary and natural and none of them will take any notice. Then I shall say,
‘Someone help me to get out. I can’t do it alone because I’ve lost one of my legs.” They’ll all
laugh and think I’m joking and I shall say, ‘All right, come and have a look.” Then Yorky will
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climb up on to the wing and look inside. He’ll probably be sick because of all the blood and
the mess. I shall laugh and say, ‘For God’s sake, help me get out.’

He glanced down again at his right leg. There was not much of it left. The bullets had
hit him, just above the knee, and now there was nothing but a great mess and a lot of blood.
But there was no pain. When he looked down, he felt as if he were seeing something that did
not belong to him. It was just a mess which was there; something strange and unusual and
rather interesting. It was like finding a dead cat on the sofa.

He still felt fine, and because he still felt fine, he felt excited and unafraid.

I won’t even bother to radio for the ambulance, he thought. It isn’t necessary. And
when I land I'll sit there quite normally and say, ‘Some of you fellows come and help me out,
will you, because I’ve lost one of my legs.” I’ll laugh a little while I’'m saying it; I'll say it
calmly and slowly, and they’ll think I’'m joking. Then when I get out I’ll make my report.
Later I’'ll go up to London. I’ll take that bottle of whisky with me and I’ll give it to Bluey.
We’ll sit in her room and drink it. When it’s time to go to bed, I'll say, ‘Bluey, I’ve got a
surprise for you. I lost a leg today. But I don’t mind if you don’t. It doesn’t even hurt ...’
We’ll go everywhere in cars. I always hated walking.

Then he saw the sun shining on the engine cover of his plane. He saw the sun shining
on the metal, and he remembered the aeroplane and remembered where he was. He realized
that he was no longer feeling good; that he was sick and his head was spinning. His head kept
falling forward on to his chest because his neck no longer seemed to have any strength. But he
knew that he was flying the Spitfire. Between the fingers of his right hand he could feel the
handle of the stick which guided it.

I’'m going to faint, he thought. He looked at the controls. Seven thousand metres. To
test himself he tried to read the hundreds as well as the thousands. Seven thousand and what?
As he looked, he had difficulty reading the dial and he could not even see the needle. He
knew then that he must get out; that there was not a second to lose, otherwise he would
become unconscious. Quickly he tried to slide back the top, but he didn’t have the strength.
For a second he took his right hand off the stick and with both hands managed to push the top
back. The cold air on his face seemed to help. He had a moment of great clearness. His
actions became automatic. That is what happens with a good pilot. He took some deep breaths
from his oxygen mask, and as he did so, he looked out over the side. Down below there was
only a vast white sea of cloud and he realized that he did not know where he was.

Tekcr 4.

Rex Dillot was nearly twenty-four, almost good-looking and quite penniless. His
mother was supposed to make him some sort of an allowance out of what her creditors
allowed her, and Rex occasionally strayed into the ranks of those who earn fitful salaries as
secretaries or companions to people who are unable to cope unaided with their
correspondence or their leisure. For a few months he had been assistant editor and business
manager of a paper devoted to fancy mice, but the devotion had been all on one side, and the
paper disappeared with a certain abruptness from club reading-rooms and other haunts where
it had made a gratuitous appearance. Still, Rex lived with some air of comfort and well-being,
as one can live if one is born with a genius for that sort of thing, and a kindly Providence
usually arranged that his week-end invitations coincided with the dates on which his one
white dinner-waistcoat was in a laundry-returned condition of dazzling cleanness.
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He played most games badly, and was shrewd enough to recognise the fact, but he had
developed a marvellously accurate judgement in estimating the play and chances of other
people, whether in a golf match, billiard handicap, or croquet tournament. By dint of parading
his opinion of such and such a player’s superiority with a sufficient degree of youthful
assertiveness he usually succeeded in provoking a wager at liberal odds, and he looked to his
week-end winnings to carry him through the financial embarrassments of his mid-week
existence. The trouble was, as he confided to Clovis Sangrail, that he never had enough
available or even prospective cash at his command to enable him to fix the wager at a figure
really worth winning.

«Some day,» he said, «I shall come across a really safe thing, a bet that simply can’t
go astray, and then I shall put it up for all I’'m worth, or rather for a good deal more than I’'m
worth if you sold me up to the last button.»

«It would be awkward if it didn’t happen to come off,» said Clovis.

«It would be more than awkward,» said Rex; «it would be a tragedy. All the same, it
would be extremely amusing to bring it off. Fancy awaking in the morning with about three
hundred pounds standing to one’s credit. I should go and clear out my hostess’s pigeon-loft
before breakfast out of sheer good-temper.»

«Your hostess of the moment mightn’t have a pigeon-loft,» said Clovis.

«I always choose hostesses that have,» said Rex; «a pigeon-loft is indicative of a
careless, extravagant, genial disposition, such as | like to see around me. People who strew
corn broadcast for a lot of feathered inanities that just sit about cooing and giving each other
the glad eye in a Louis Quatorze manner are pretty certain to do you well.»

«Young Strinnit is coming down this afternoon,» said Clovis reflectively; «I dare say
you won’t find it difficult to get him to back himself at billiards. He plays a pretty useful
game, but he’s not quite as good as he fancies he is.»

«I know one member of the party who can walk round him,» said Rex softly, an alert
look coming into his eyes; «that cadaverous-looking Major who arrived last night. I’ve seen
him play at St. Moritz. If | could get Strinnit to lay odds on himself against the Major the
money would be safe in my pocket. This looks like the good thing I’ve been watching and
praying for.»

«Don’t be rash,»counselled Clovis, «Strinnit may play up to his self-imagined form
once in a blue moon.»

«I intend to be rash,» said Rex quietly, and the look on his face corroborated his
words.

«Are you all going to flock to the billiard-room?» asked Teresa Thundleford, after
dinner, with an air of some disapproval and a good deal of annoyance. «I can’t see what
particular amusement you find in watching two men prodding little ivory balls about on
atable.»

«Oh, well,» said her hostess, «it’s a way of passing the time, you know.»

«A very poor way, to my mind,» said Mrs. Thundleford; «now I was going to have
shown all of you the photographs I took in Venice last summer.»

«You showed them to us last night,» said Mrs. Cuvering hastily.

«Those were the ones I took in Florence. These are quite a different lot.»

«Oh, well, some time tomorrow we can look at them. You can leave them down in the
drawing-room, and then everyone can have a look.»
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«I should prefer to show them when you are all gathered together, as I have quite a lot
of explanatory remarks to make, about Venetian art and architecture, on the same lines as my
remarks last night on the Florentine galleries. Also, there are some verses of mine that |
should like to read you, on the rebuilding of the Campanile. But, of course, if you all prefer to
watch Major Latton and Mr. Strinnit knocking balls about on a table—»

«They are both supposed to be first-rate players,» said the hostess.

«I have yet to learn that my verses and my art causerie are of second-rate quality,»
said Mrs. Thundleford with acerbity. «However, as you all seem bent on watching a silly
game, there’s no more to be said. I shall go upstairs and finish some writing. Later on,
perhaps, I will come down and join you.»

Tekcr 5.

James Milner’s hands were shaking as he sat down at his desk. The man sitting at the
computer terminal next to him laughed.

“First time on one of these machines, is it?”

“No!” lied James, as convincingly as he could. “I could use one of these things in my
sleep!” James looked at the computer screen in front of him with its mysterious programme,
and hoped that he was a convincing liar.

“That’s a good job then” laughed his new colleague, “because I often do!” They both
laughed again. James hoped that his laugh would cover up how nervous he was. His new
colleague sitting next to him turned back to his computer screen and started typing furiously,
then shouting lots of instructions into the telephone headset he had. James put on the
telephone headset he had by the side of his desk. “At least if I put this on I’ll look like I know
what I’'m doing”, he thought. Then he stared at the computer screen in front of him with the
mysterious programme. There were hundreds of numbers and dates and names of cities
written on it, as well as lots of strange names like “NYSE” and “CAC40” and other things. He
had no idea what any of it meant.

The telephone headset was ok though. At least he knew what that was. His only other
job ever had been in a fast food restaurant in London. They used the telephone headsets there
too. But in the fast food restaurant it was easy. The instructions he heard through his
telephone headset in the fast food restaurant were nothing more complicated than “two
cheeseburgers without ketchup!”, “extra french fries now!”, “triple special burger with extra
cheese!”. All he had had to do was listen to the instructions, put the pieces of frozen food in
the microwave oven, then pull them out again after a few seconds, put them in a little box and
give them to the person next to him. That had been easy. This job, his new job, his first “real”
job, he now realised, was going to be a lot more difficult.

When he put the telephone headset on here he didn’t hear orders for extra french fries
and different types of hamburgers, but excited men in faraway places shouting orders at him
like “2000 Taipei heavy! Sell! Sell!! Sell!!!” or “Drop coming up on the NYSE! Buy! Buy!!
Buy!!!” At first he sat there and tried to pretend he knew what he was doing. He tried pressing
a few keys on the computer in front of him, but nothing seemed to happen to the screen. Lots
of numbers appeared, frequently. Then they disappeared. After the first couple of hours on his
new job, he turned round to the man sitting next to him, and tried to laugh again.

“Phew! This is pretty tiring, isn’t it?”
“This is nothing!” said the other man. “You’d better be thankful that today is a quiet
He laughed his big laugh again. Then he held out a big hand to James and said “Davy.

"’

day!
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Davy Peterson. Good to meet you. Sorry I didn’t introduce myself before, but it always a bit
busy here first thing in the morning, catching the late end of the Asian markets...you know
how it is!!!”

“Yeah, sure!” laughed James, even though he didn’t have a clue about how it was.

James Milner had always been an average boy. At school he had never done very well,
but he hadn’t done very badly either. When it came to the end of the year, he always just
passed his exams, though he never got great marks. When his teachers wrote their annual
reports, James knew that the teachers didn’t even know who he was.

After he had left school, he had gone to university, one of those universities which is
just ok, not a great university, but not a bad one either. He had studied economics and
commerce there, and got a degree. He didn’t have a great mark, but he didn’t have a bad one
either. James didn’t really want to be a great businessman, a fantastic entrepreneur, an
accountant or even a politician, even though his father pushed him a lot. James Milner came
from quite a wealthy family, and he had always felt the pressure of his father’s expectations
breathing down his neck. James didn’t really want to do very much at all in life really. He
liked to take it easy, sleep a lot, and to travel. His father, however, had great expectations for
his son. James’ father thought that he should become a great businessman, an entrepreneur, at
least an accountant, or — if he couldn’t even become an accountant — then that he should go
into politics. The problem was that James just didn’t care.

Tekcr 6.

Everyone was enjoying the cruise. The weather was warm and sunny, the sea was
calm, and the passengers hadn’t complained about anything, which was unusual. Even the
chief engineer wasn’t bad-tempered, which was very unusual. Until, one morning, the ship
suddenly stopped.

‘What’s going on?’ roared the captain from the bridge. The jolt had spilled his
morning coffee all over his uniform.

‘Don’t know, sir!’ the third mate shouted back. ‘But I think we’ve snagged our
propeller on something!’

The chief engineer hastily shut down the engines (which did make him badtempered),
and the trouble was investigated. The propeller was snagged, all right. An enormous chain
was wrapped around it, and if the engineer had not acted so quickly the blades would have
been mashed beyond repair.

‘What idiot left a thundering great chain drifting around in the sea?’ the captain
growled.

‘Don’t know, sir,” the third mate said again, gloomily. ‘But it’s going to take some
clearing.’

The captain sighed and looked around. It could have been worse, he supposed. The sea
was dotted with small islands fringed by white beaches on which waves broke gently. The sun
shone from a cloudless sky. If the purser organised a few deck games, then with any luck the
crew could free the propeller before the passengers started grumbling.They set to work, and
by lunchtime they had untangled the propeller. But the captain was curious. The freed chain
disappeared down into the sea, with no end in sight. Who on earth had put it there, and why?
He wanted to find out, and another hour wouldn’t hurt.

‘Haul it in,” he ordered the second mate (the third mate was off duty by now).
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‘Let’s find out if it’s attached to anything. If it isn’t, I’'ll complain to the local
coastguards—it’s a hazard to shipping!’

The crew started to heave the chain aboard. It came easily enough, but there was a lot
of it. Half an hour passed, and they were still hauling. Then suddenly the chain became harder
to winch in.

‘I think we’re nearly there, sir!” the second mate panted.

The captain did not reply. He was staring at the nearest island. Strange... the beach
looked much bigger than before. And the low cliffs weren’t low any more, but seemed to have
grown.

‘Sir!” bawled the second mate. ‘Come and look at this!’

The captain hurried to the winch. The crew had reached the end of the chain. Attached
to it, bumping and clanging against the ship’s side as it was heaved up, was a circular object
about five metres across. The captain frowned. It reminded him of something. In fact he had a
thing just like it, though much, much smaller, in the bath in his private cabin. It was...

A plug?

He looked at the islands again. The beaches were getting bigger. The cliffs were
getting higher. As if the sea level was dropping...

‘Oops...” said the captain.

Tekcr 7.

Pitcher, confidential clerk in the office of Harvey Maxwell, broker, allowed a look of
mild interest and surprise to visit his usually expressionless countenance when his employer
briskly entered at half-past nine in company with his young lady stenographer. With a snappy
«Good morning. Pitcher», Maxwell dashed at his desk as though he were intending to leap
over it, and then plunged into the great heap of letters and telegrams waiting there for him.

The young lady had been Maxwell’s stenographer for a year. She was beautiful in a
way that was decidedly unstenographic. She forwent the pomp of the alluring pompadour.
She wore no chains, bracelets or lockets. She had not the air of being about to accept an
invitation to luncheon. Her dress was grey and plain, but it fitted her figure with fidelity and
discretion. In her neat black turban hat was the gold-green wing of a macaw. On this morning
she was softly and shyly radiant. Her eyes were dreamily bright, her cheeks genuinely peach
blow, her expression a happy one, tinged with reminiscence.

Pitcher, still mildly curious, noticed a difference in her ways this morning; instead of
going straight into the adjoining room, where her desk was, she lingered, slightly irresolute, in
the outer office. Once she moved over by Maxwell’s desk, near enough for him to be aware of
her presence.

The machine sitting at that desk was no longer a man; it was a busy New York broker,
moved by buzzing wheels and uncoiling springs.

«Well — what is it? Anything?» asked Maxwell sharply. His opened mail lay like a
bank of stage snow on his crowded desk. His keen grey eye, impersonal and brusque, flashed
upon her half impatiently.

«Nothing,» answered the stenographer moving away with a little smile.

«Mr. Pitcher,» she said to the confidential clerk, «did Mr. Maxwell say anything
yesterday about engaging another stenographer?»
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«He did,» answered Pitcher. «He told me to get another one. I notified the agency
yesterday afternoon to send over a few samples this morning. It’s 9.45 o’clock, and not a
single picture hat or piece of pineapple chewing gum has showed up yet.»

«I will do the work as usual, then,» said the young lady, «until someone comes to fill
the place.» And she went to her desk at once and hung the black turban hat with the gold-
green macaw wing in its accustomed place.

He who has been denied the spectacle of a busy Manhattan broker during a rush of
business is handicapped for the profession of anthropology. The poet sings of the «crowded
hour of glorious life.» The broker’s hour is not only crowded, but the minutes are hanging to
all the straps and packing both front and rear platforms.

And this day was Harvey Maxwell’s busy day. The ticker began to reel out jerkily its
fitful coils of tape, the desk telephone had a chronic attack of buzzing. Men began to throng
into the office and call at him over the railings, jovially, sharply, viciously, excitedly.
Messenger boys ran in and out with messages and telegrams. The clerks in the office jumped
about like sailors during a storm. Even Pitcher’s face relaxed into something resembling
animation.

On the Exchange there were hurricanes and landslides and snowstorms and glaciers
and volcanoes, and those elemental disturbances were reproduced in miniature in the broker’s
offices. Maxwell shoved his chair against the wall and transacted business after the manner of
a toe-dancer. He jumped from ticker to phone, from desk to door with the trained agility of a
harlequin.

In the midst of this growing and important stress the broker became suddenly aware of
a high-rolled fringe of golden hair under a nodding canopy of velvet and ostrich tips, an
imitation sealskin sacque and a string of beads as large as hickory nuts, ending near the floor
with a silver heart. There was a self-possessed young lady connected with these accessories;
and Pitcher was there to construe her.

«Lady from the Stenographer’s Agency to see about the position», said Pitcher.

Maxwell turned half around, with his hands full of papers and ticker tape.

«What position?» he asked, with a frown.

«Position of stenographer,» said Pitcher. «You told me yesterday to call them up and
have one sent over this morning.

«You are losing your mind, Pitcher», said Maxwell. «Why should I have given you
any such instructions? Miss Leslie has given perfect satisfaction during the year she has been
here. The place is hers as long as she chooses to retain it. There’s no place open here, madam.
Countermand the order with the agency, Pitcher, and don’t bring any more of’em in here.»

The silver heart left the office, swinging and banging itself independently against the
office furniture as it indignantly departed. Pitcher seized a moment to remark to the
bookkeeper that the «old man» seemed to get more absent-minded and forgetful every day of
the world.

Tekcr 8.

Promptly at the beginning of twilight, came again to that quiet corner of that quiet,
small park the girl in gray. She sat upon a bench and read a book, for there was yet to come a
half hour in which print could be accomplished.

To repeat: Her dress was gray, and plain enough to mask its impeccancy of style and
fit. A largemeshed veil imprisoned her turban hat and a face that shone through it with a calm
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and unconscious beauty. She had come there at the same hour on the day previous, and on the
day before that; and there was one who knew it.

The young man who knew it hovered near, relying upon burnt sacrifices to the great
joss, Luck. His piety was rewarded, for, in turning a page, her book slipped from her fingers
and bounded from the bench a full yard away.

The young man pounced upon it with instant avidity, returning it to its owner with that
air that seems to flourish in parks and public places — a compound of gallantry and hope,
tempered with respect for the policeman on the beat. In a pleasant voice, he risked an
inconsequent remark upon the weather that introductory topic responsible for so much of the
world’s unhappiness-and stood poised for a moment, awaiting his fate.

The girl looked him over leisurely; at his ordinary, neat dress and his features
distinguished by nothing particular in the way of expression.

«You may sit down, if you like,» she said, in a full, deliberate contralto. «Really, I
would like to have you do so. The light is too bad for reading. I would prefer to talk.»

The vassal of Luck slid upon the seat by her side with complaisance.

«Do you know,» he said, speaking the formula with which park chairmen open their
meetings, «that you are quite the stunningest girl I have seen in a long time? I had my eye on
you yesterday. Didn’t know somebody was bowled over by those pretty lamps of yours, did
you, honeysuckle?»

«Whoever you are,» said the girl, in icy tones, «you must remember that [ am a lady. I
will excuse the remark you have just made because the mistake was, doubtless, not an
unnatural one — in your circle. | asked you to sit down; if the invitation must constitute me
your honeysuckle, consider it withdrawn.»

«I earnestly beg your pardon,» pleaded the young man. His expression of satisfaction
had changed to one of penitence and humility. It was my fault, you know -1 mean, there are
girls in parks, you know — that is, of course, you don’t know, but — »

«Abandon the subject, if you please. Of course I know. Now, tell me about these
people passing and crowding, each way, along these paths. Where are they going? Why do
they hurry so? Are they happy?»

The young man had promptly abandoned his air of coquetry. His cue was now for a
waiting part; he could not guess the role be would be expected to play.

«It is interesting to watch them,» he replied, postulating her mood. «It is the wonderful
drama of life. Some are going to supper and some to — er -other places. One wonders what
their histories are.»

«I do not,» said the girl; «I am not so inquisitive. I come here to sit because here, only,
can | be tear the great, common, throbbing heart of humanity. My part in life is cast where its
beats are never felt. Can you surmise why | spoke to you, Mr. — ?»

«Parkenstacker,» supplied the young man. Then he looked eager and hopeful.

«No,» said the girl, holding up a slender finger, and smiling slightly. «You would
recognize it immediately. It is impossible to keep one’s name out of print. Or even one’s
portrait. This veil and this hat of my maid furnish me with an incog. You should have seen the
chauffeur stare at it when he thought I did not see. Candidly, there are five or six names that
belong in the holy of holies, and mine, by the accident of birth, is one of them. I spoke to you,
Mr. Stackenpot — »

«Parkenstacker,» corrected the young man, modestly.
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«— Mr. Parkenstacker, because | wanted to talk, for once, with a natural man — one
unspoiled by the despicable gloss of wealth and supposed social superiority. Oh! you do not
know how weary | am of it — money, money, money! And of the men who surround me,
dancing like little marionettes all cut by the same pattern. | am sick of pleasure, of jewels, of
travel, of society, of luxuries of all kinds.»

«I always had an idea,» ventured the young man, hesitatingly, «that money must be a
pretty good thing.»

«A competence is to be desired. But when you leave so many millions that — !» She
concluded the sentence with a gesture of despair. «It is the mootony of it» she continued,
«that palls. Drives, dinners, theatres, balls, suppers, with the gilding of superfluous wealth
over it all. Sometimes the very tinkle of the ice in my champagne glass nearly drives me
mad.»

Tekcr 9.

You’ve known this your whole life.

Kissing my husband goodbye this morning made my stomach roll over in a way it
never had.

Why?

Because early this morning something happened. Something I can’t explain.

| woke up at 3:06 AM. | remember, because when | woke up | opened my eyes to the
glowing red numerals of our alarm clock. Why does that matter?

Because the alarm clock is on my husband’s night stand.

| yawned and rolled onto my back, staring at the ceiling, confused as to how I got to
his side of the bed. When | looked over to my side, every muscle in my body froze.

My husband lay on his back, his mouth wide open.

My husband never sleeps that way. He says that laying on his back gives him sleep
paralysis.

That doesn’t matter though, that’s not what made me freeze.

A little girl stood on my husband’s chest, bent at the hips, her long black hair hanging
down from her head and just brushing his cheeks.

The girl’s knobby knees stuck out from under her dress. Her knees were covered in
spider webs of tiny black veins, spreading from the front of her knees to the backs. Her dress
was white, but stained black in places.

| remember biting back a scream as the girl scratched at her leg and a chunk of grey
flesh fell to the mattress. It hit my husband’s right arm and rolled to a stop against my chest. I
could feel the little girl’s flesh squirm with life and baking heat.

Before I could pull away, the girl’s arm shot out and grabbed the chunk. I watched as
she brought the grey meat to my husband’s mouth, dropping it in as she let out a deep,
gurgling giggle.

The girl brought both hands to my husband’s chin and proceeded to work his jaw,
making my husband chew what she placed in his mouth.

“Swallow,” I heard the deep voice say from behind the little girl’s hair.

My husband swallowed on command for the voice.

“Open,” the voice whispered.
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My husband opened his mouth and tiny black things began to fall into his mouth. The
girl’s head turned towards me as she hummed a song I couldn’t place. A nursery rhyme, I
think.

When she brushed her hair away from her face, | threw myself out of bed. Dark-edged
creamy white pustules nested at both corners of the girl’s mouth, crisscrossed with trails of
black veins.

Up until that point, I thought | was experiencing sleep paralysis, but the moment my
ass hit the carpet and my feet started kicking back towards the corner of the room, | knew that
I was fully awake and this was happening.

The little girl winked at me, torn lips pulling back in a smile that made me want to
scream.

The girl only had one eye, but it was nothing more than a milky white orb whose
surface was riddled with rotting pock marks. Where the girl’s left eye should have been was a
cave.

Sharp black teeth glistened in the faint light as more of the black things fell from the
girl’s mouth into my husband’s.

It was at that moment that | finally realized what the black things were.

The little girl nodded at me like she’d heard what I was thinking, before whispering,
“Dead flies.”

Bile rose in my throat.

The little girl perched on my husband’s chest as she turned to face me.

“Now you know,” a deep voice whispered from within the smiling little girl, even
though her mouth never moved. “Most of you can’t see us, but all can feel us. That itch on
your face right before you drift off to sleep that keeps returning?”’

The little girl giggled deeply and touched her long hair.

“Ever wake up in the middle of the night and feel the need to clear your throat?”

The little girl opened her gaping mouth a little wider and more of the dead flies rained
down upon my husband’s face.

You’ve known this your whole life.

Tekct 10.

One afternoon | was sitting outside the Cafe cie la Paix in Paris, watching the people
passing along the street. | was wondering why some people were very poor while others were
SO rich.

Suddenly I heard somebody call my name.

| turned round and saw Lord Murchison.We had not met since we were at Oxford
University together, nearly ten years before, and | was pleased to see him again. We shook
hands warmly.

| had liked him very much at Oxford, and we had been very good friends. He had been
so handsome, so full of life, and a very honest young man. We used to say that he would be
the best person in the world if he was not always so honest. But | think we really admired him
for his honesty.

Now, looking at him ten years later, he seemed different. He looked anxious and
worried, and he seemed to have doubts about something. I could not believe that he was in
doubt about religion or politics, because he always had such definite opinions about
everything. So | thought the problem must be a woman.
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| asked him if he was married yet.

‘I don’t understand women well enough to marry one,” he answered.

‘My dear Gerald,’ I said, ‘it is our job to love women, not to understand them.’

‘I can’t love anyone that I can’t trust,” he answered.

‘I think you have a mystery in your life, Gerald,’ I said. ‘Tell me about it.’

‘Let’s go for a drive,” he answered. ‘It’s too crowded here. No, not a yellow carriage —
there, that dark green one will be all right.’

And in a few moments we were driven away from the cafe.

“Where shall we go to?’ | said.

‘Oh, I don’t mind!” he answered. ‘The restaurant in the Bois de Boulogne? We can
have dinner there, and you can tell me about yourself.’

‘I want to hear about you first,” I said. ‘Tell me about your mystery.’

He took a little leather case from his pocket and gave it to me. | opened it. Inside was a
photograph of a woman. She was tall and beautiful, with long hair, and large secretive eyes.
Her clothes looked very expensive.

‘What do you think of that face,” he said.’ Is it an honest face?’

| examined the face in the photograph carefully. It seemed to me to be the face of a
woman with a secret. But | could not say if that secret was good or bad. The beauty of the
face was full of mystery, and the faint smile on the lips made me think of the smile of the
Egyptian Sphinx in the moonlight. Or was it the mysterious smile that vou sometimes see on
the face of Leonardo’s painting, the Mona Lisa, in the Louvre in Paris?

‘Well,” he cried impatiently, ‘what do you think?’

‘A beautiful sphinx,” I answered.’ Tell me all about her.’

‘Not now,’ he said. ‘After dinner.

When we were drinking our coffee and smoking our cigarettes after dinner, | reminded
him, and he told me this story:

‘One evening,” he said, ‘I was walking down Bond Street in London at about five
o’clock. There were a lot of carriages, and the traffic was moving very slowly. There was a
small yellow carriage on my side of the road which, for some reason or other, caught my
attention. As the carriage passed, | saw the face that | showed you in the photograph earlier. It
went straight to my heart. All that night, | thought about the face, and all the next day. I
looked for the yellow carriage in the usual places, but I couldn’t find it. I began to think that
the beautiful stranger was only something from a dream.

‘About a week later, I went to have dinner with Madame de Rastail. Dinner was for
eight o’clock, but at half past eight we were still waiting in the sitting room. Finally the
servant threw open the door and said «Lady Alroy». A woman entered the room — and it was
the woman | was looking for! The woman in the yellow carriage.

‘She came into the sitting room very slowly, looking lovely in a grey dress. I was
pleased and excited when Madame de Rastail asked me to take Lady Alroy in to dinner. Lady
Alroy then sat next to me at the table.

‘After we sat down, I said quite innocently, «I think I saw you in Bond Street not long
ago, Lady Alroy.»

‘She became very pale, and said to me in a low voice, «Please don’t talk so loudly.
Someone may hear you.»

© Kocranaiickuit punnan ®I'E0Y BO «Henl'Y»



Ol

MHHOBPHAYKH POCCUN
DenepanbHOE TOCYTapCTBEHHOE OIOMKETHOE 00Pa30BaTeIbHOE YIPEIKICHUE BHICIIIETO 00pa30BaHuUs
«Yensbunckuii rocynapcreeHHbli yHuBepcuter (PI'BOY BO «HenlVy»)

Kocranaiickuii Gpumman
Kadenpa ¢punonorun

®DOH/1 OLIEHOYHBIX CPENICTB MO AUCHUILTHHE (MOAYITI0) «CTHIMCTHKA
0 OCHOBHOH Npo()ecCHOHANBHONH 00pa3oBaTeNbHON MporpaMMe BBICIIEro 00pa3oBaHUS — MPOTrpamMMme
OaxanaBpuara «llepeBoa 1 mepeBoIOBEACHIE) M0 HanpaBieHUI0 oAroToBKU 45.03.02 JIuHrBucTHKA

Bepcus noxymenra - 1

ctp. 18 u3 19

IlepBsiit 3x3eMILIAP

KOITHA Ne

‘I felt unhappy about such a bad start to our conversation, and | started talking quickly
about French theatre and other unimportant things. She spoke very little, always in the same
low musical voice. She seemed to be afraid that someone might be listening.

‘I fell madly in love, and I was excited by the mystery that seemed to surround her. I
wanted to know more — much more — about this mysterious lady.
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75-89% 50-74% 0-49%
Crunuctryecknit 27-30 23-26 15-22 0-14
aHaIN3 TEKCTa

B cootBercTBuu ¢ [lonoxkeHnnem o 6aIbHO-PEUTUHIOBOM CUCTEME OLIEHKH
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Otiau4Ho Xopomuio YnoBJieTBOPUTEIHLHO HeynossieTBopuTeJILHO
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Bricokuit ypoBeHnb ocBoeHust | CpeqHuil ypoBeHb BbazoBblit ypoBeHb Henocrarounsiil ypoBeHb
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MIPOBEPSEMBIX MIPOBEPSAEMBIX KOMIIETCHIIHIA KOMITETEHITU I
KOMIETEHIUI

Han momHbIH, JsorndHbIH, | O6Hapyxun xopouee | Cnaboe 3HaHue | [TokazaHo HEe3HaHHe
apryMEHTUPOBAaHHBIM OTBET |3HAHWE W IMOHUMAHME | TEOPETUUYECKOIO MaTepHalia | TEOPETUYECKOro Marepuaja |
Ha BOIIPOCHI IO | TEOPETHYECKOTO I HEYMEHUE | HEyMEHHE aHaJU3UpPOBaTh TEKCT
TEOPETHYCCKOMY MaTepHally, | MaTepuala,  YMEHHE | aHATM3UPOBATh TEKCT, €CJH |(HET  BEPHBIX  OTBETOB  IIO
BUJIEH  JIMYHBIA  BKJIA[ | aHAIU3UPOBAThH aHau3 MOJMEHSCTCSI | OONBIINHCTBY u3 ITyHKTOB
CTyIeHTa B TIEPepabOTKY | XyI0KECTBCHHBIH Nepecka3oM; B OTBETE |aHalIHM3a), B OTBETE MMEIOTCA
TEOPETHUYECKOTO MaTepuaa | TeKCT, TpUBEN | OTCYTCTBYIOT HEOOXOAMMBIE | MHOKECTBEHHBIE rpyOsIe
(ucmonp30BaHUE HEOOXOIUMBIE WUTIOCTPAINH, OTCYTCTBYET |JIEKCHYECKHe M TpaMMaTHYeCKH
JOTIOTTHUTEIIEHON WUTIOCTPAIlA, yMEET [JIOTHKa B W3JI0KEHUH | OIITHOKH, HE HCTIONB3yeTCs
JUTEPaTypHI, moa0op | u3MaraTh CBOM MBICTH | MaTepHaa, HET | TEepMHHOJIOTHUS TUCTIUIUIHHBL.
WJUTFOCTPATUBHBIX TOCJIEIOBATENbHO U | HEOOXOJUMBIX  000O0IICHMIA
MIPUMEPOB); TPaMOTHBIM | [paMOTHO. B OTBeTe | M caMOCTOSATENBHON OLEHKU
CTUJIMCTUYECKUN aHaJIN3 | MOXKET OBITH | PaKTOB; B OTBETE MUMECIOTCS
XyIOXKECTBEHHOTO  TEKCTa | HEJOCTaTOYHO MOJIHO | MHO)KECTBEHHbIE  IpyOble
BBIIIOJJHEH HAa  BBICOKOM | pa3BEepHYyTa JIEKCUYECKHUe u
YPOBHE, CTYZIEHT | apryMeHTalus, rpaMMaTHYECKH OLITHOKH.
MIPOAEMOHCTPUPOBAIL BO3MOXKHBI OTJIEbHBIE
YMEHHME  HM3JIaraTb  CBOM | 3aTPYIHEHUS B
MBICTIH TTOCIIEIOBATENEHO C | HOPMYITHPOBKE
HEOOXOIUMBIMHU BBIBOJIOB,
0000IIEHUSIMI 1 BBIBOJIAMH, | HILTIOCTPATHBHBII
n3JaraeT  Marepual  Ha|MaTrepual MOXET OBITh
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MPaBWJIBLHOM JIUTEPATYPHOM | IPEJCTABICH
SI3BIKE. HEJI0CTaTOYHO,
OTJIEJIbHBIE
TIOTPELIHOCTH B
pedeBoM 0ohOpPMIICHHN
BBICKA3bIBAaHUH.
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