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Pabovas mporpamma aucouminHs! "TIpakTukyM. AynupoBanue” 1o HaIpaBJICHHIO TTOATOTOBKH (CIIENNaIbHOCTH)
45.03.02 JIuarsucryka HampasiaeHHOCTH (npodmto) [IpenogaBanne aHIIHHCKOTO SI3bIKa

cTp. 3

1 IIEJIN 11 3AJTIAYY OCBOEHUS JTUCHUILIMHBI (MO Y JIST)

1.1 e

PasButue AYJAUTUBHBIX HABBIKOB M COBCPUICHCTBOBAHUC YMCHUS BOCHPUATHS I/IHOCTpaHHOI\/'I pCuu Ha CIIyX.

1.2 3agaun

Pa3Butrie HAaBBIKOB TOHUMAaHUS HHOS3BIYHOM PpCUH Ha CIIyX;

Pa3BUTUC HABBIKOB CBO6OI[HOFO TOBOPCHUS B paMKax Hpeﬂﬂo)KeHHOilI CUTYyalluH;

TIOBBILICHUEC COIII/IOKyJILTypHOﬁ rpaMOTHOCTH 06yqa}0mnxc>1;

Pa3BUTUC HABBIKOB I'PYIITIOBOI'O BSaHMOZ[CﬁCTBHﬂ.

2 MECTO JUCLUIJIMHBI (MOY.J151) B CTPYKTYPE ONOII

Binok (paznen) OITOIL:

|K.M.05.11

2.1 TpeGoBaHus K NpeABAPHUTEILHON MOATOTOBKe 00y4al01Lerocs:

MHocTpaHHBIN SA3BIK

[IpodeccrnonanbHO-OPHEHTHPOBAHHBIA HHOCTPAHHBIN SI3BIK

JICKCHUKOJIOTHSI aHTJIMICKOTO S3bIKa

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

HO}IFOTOBKa K Ipoueaype 3alllMThl U 3alllUTa BBIHYCKHOﬁ KBaJTPI(i)HKaL[PIOHHOﬁ pa6OTBI

HpOI/ISBOI[CTBeHHaH IpaKTHUKa. HpeZIZII/IHJ'[OMHaH IpaKTUKa

HpOI/ISBOI[CTBeHHaH IpaKTHUKa. Heﬂaroml{ecxaﬂ IpaKTUKa

BHeypquaﬂ ACATCIBHOCTD 110 NHOCTPAHHOMY SA3BIKY

3 KOMIIETEHIINA OBYYAIOIIETI'OCs1, ®OPMHPYEMBIE B PE3YJIBTATE OCBOEHUSA JUCIIUILINHBI

(MOJLYJIST)

OIIK-3.1: ATeKBaTHO MHTePIPETHPYET KOMMYHMKATHBHBIE IIEJTH BHICKA3bIBAHMS, TIOJHO BBISIBJISIET PeJIEBAHTHYIO
WH(}OpMANHIO, aTeKBATHO HIEHTH(GHIMPYET MPHHANIEKHOCTh BBICKAa3bIBaHUSA K 0QHIHAILHOMY, HEHTPAJIbHOMY H

HeoUIUATLHOMY PErHcTpaM o0IeHus.

3HaThb:

TIOPOTOBBIH 3HaeT KOMMYHHMKATHBHBIC LEJIM BBICKA3bIBaHUs, OOLIME IMyTH BBIABICHMS DEJICBaHTHOM HH(opMaimy,
KAHPBl PEYeBOr0 MPOU3BENCHUS M €ro IPHHAUISKHOCT, K O(UIMAIBHOMY, HEHTpaJbHOMY H
HeopUIHaIbHOMY PEerucTpam

TPOJBUHYTHIH |3HAaeT KOMMYHHKATUBHBIE 1IEIM BBICKa3bIBaHHSA, Pa3HOOOPA3HbIE SI3BIKOBBIE CPENICTBA C LIEIbIO BBIIEICHUS
perneBaHTHOW MH(pOpManuy, OOIIMe BHICKa3bIBaHUS, COOTBETCTBYIONINE OQHIMAIEHOMY, HEUTPAIbHOMY H
HEO(PHUIUATLHOMY PETHCTPaM OOIICHHS

BBICOKHH 3HaeT aJIrOPUTM MHTEPIPETALi KOMMYHUKaTUBHOW LIEJIH BBICKa3bIBaHMA, IU(PepeHIIHANBHYI0 ceHHUKyY
SI3BIKOBBIX CPEACTB O(HULIUAIBHOrO, HEUTPaJIbHOTrO, HEO(HLIMAILHOTO PEruCTpOB OOLICHHS U IyTH
BBISIBJICHUS PEJIEBaHTHON HH(OpMaIUK

YMmerb:

TIOPOTOBBIH YMeer onpenensiTh KOMMYHUKaTHBHBIE LIETTH BBICKAa3bIBaHHs, U3BJIEKATh (PaKTyalbHYI0, KOHIETITYaIbHYIO H
JCTETHYECKYI0  HH(MOpPMAlWIO,  ONpeNeNsATh  NPUHAUIC)KHOCTh  BBICKAa3bIBaHHMSA  KODHLIHAIEHOMY,
HEUTpaTbHOMY U HEOPUIHATHPHOMY PETHCTPaM OOIICHHS

TPOJBUHYTBIA |YMEeT HICHTH()UIMPOBATh INPHUHAIEKHOCTh BBICKA3BbIBAHUA K O(UIMATBHOMY, HEWTpalbHOMY U
HeoUIMaTbHOMY perrcTpaM OOIICHHUS B COOTBETCTBHU ¢ KOMMYHHKATHBHOM CHTyalluen

BBICOKHH YMeer rpaMoTHO 1 3P ()EKTUBHO CTPOUTH BBHICKA3bIBAHUS B COOTBETCTBHU C KOMMYHHKATUBHBIMH LISISMHU H
peructpamu obueHus (0QUIMATBHBIN, HEUTPATBHBIN U HEOPUIHATBHBIN)

Baagern:

TIOPOTOBBIH Biageer criocoGHOCTBIO BBIpaXkaTh CBOM MBICIIH, aJIEeKBATHO UCIIONB3YS pa3HOOOpa3HbIe SI3BIKOBBIE CPEACTBA
C LETIBIO BBIICNICHHS PeNIeBaHTHOH HH(POpMAIUH

Hpo/BUHYTEIA |BrameeT QUCKypCHBHBIMH CIIOCOOAMH TOPOXKJICHHS CBSA3HBIX TEKCTOB O(HIINAIBHOIO, HEUTPAIBHOTO U

HEO(UIATFHOTO PETUCTPOB OOIICHUS

BBICOKHUH

Biageer ciocoGHOCTBIO CBOOOTHO BBIpaXKaTh CBOM MBICIH B COOTBETCTBUHM C KOMMYHHKATHBHBIMH LEISIMH H
peructpamu oOmeHus (OQUIHATBHBIN, HEUTPaIbHBIN 1 HeO(DUIHATHHBIIN)
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Pabouas mporpamma aucouminHs! "TIpakTukyM. AynupoBaHue" 1o HaIlpaBJICHHIO TTOATOTOBKH (CIIENNaIbHOCTH)

45.03.02 JIuarsucryka HampasiaeHHOCTH (npodmto) [IpenogaBanne aHIIHHCKOTO SI3bIKa

cTp. 4

4 OFBEM JUCIUILIMHBI (MOYJIS)

OO0mias TpynoeMKOCTh

4 3ET

YacoB 1o yueOHOMY ILIaHY :

144

B TOM YHCIIC :

AYAUTOPHBIC 3aHATHUSA :

16

caMocCTosTeNnbHas padora : 74

JaCcoOB Ha KOHTPOJIb

54

SK3aMCHEI 7

Buibt KOHTpPOJII B CEMECTpax:

5 CTPYKTYPA U COAEP)KAHUE JUCIUIIVIMHBI (MOAYJIST)

MeTtonbl NPOBeaCHHS

Kon HaumeHoBaHMe pa3/iesioB H TeM /BH] Komnere .
SAHSTTHS sanstTust/ Cemectp | Yacos S Jluteparypa | 3aHATHIi, OLEHOYHbIE
cpencTaa
Pa3nen 1. Muenus
11 Hlonmusr. Pecropanst. JIroOuMble 7 2 OIIK-3.1 [ JI1.1 JI1.2]J12.1 [KOoMMYyHUKaTHBHBIH,
omona. HeoOwrunas ena. TeneBuneHue. J12.2 YaCTUYHO-TIOUCKOBBIH
Tenenporpammser ¥ puitbmbl. Tom. /Tp/ 21092 METOJIBI
Borpock! 17151 yCTHOTO
orpoca
Mononor
Jlnamor
Tekcr s mepeBoaa
Bugeoponuku st
YCTHOTO TiepeBoIa
1.2 - paboTa ¢ IPaKTUYECKUM MaTEPHUATIOM; 7 18 OIIK-3.1 [ JI1.1 JI1.2J12.1 [Hamucanue 3cce u
- TIOATOTOBKA K MPAKTHIECCKOMY 3aHATHIO; 2.2 Jtajiora, MMChMEHHBIN
- HaMMCaHKeE CCEe 0 TeMe 3aHATHS; 21 MePEBOJT TEKCTOB,
- COCTaBJICHHE JHUAJIOra; ryIoccapuii mo TeKCTy
-COCTaBJIEHHE TJ10CCapus 10 TEME.
/Cp/
Pa3nen 2. Pybe:xnblii konTpoJb Nel
2.1 O030p NpoiiICHHOr0 MaTepHaa. 7 2 OIIK-3.1 | JI1.1 JI1.2J12.1 | TBOpueckuii MeTos,
3ananue Ha ayauposanue /I1p/ J12.2
€] AynupoBaHue ¢
MOHUMaHUEM OCHOBHOT'O
CMBICTIa ¥ BHITIOTHEHNE
3a/1aHui
Pazpgen 3. Mecra
3.1 T'opona. bonbauipl. Oducel. Myzeu. 7 2 OIIK-3.1 [ JI1.1 JI1.2J12.1 | KoMMyHHKATUBHBIH,
IMapxu. Kage. Beixoansie. /T1p/ J12.2 YaCTUYHO-TIOUCKOBBIH
21 METO/IbI
Bonpocsr miis yetHoro
ompoca
Momnomnor
Jnamor
Texcr st mepeBoaa
Buneoponuku mnst
YCTHOTO HiepeBoaa
3.2 - paboTa ¢ IPaKTHYECKUM MaTepPHAIIOM; 7 19 OIIK-3.1 [ JI1.1 JI1.2J12.1 |Hamucanue 3cce u
- MOJITOTOBKA K MPaKTUIECKOMY 3aHSTHIO; JI2.2 JMaora, MMCbMeHHBIN
- HaIMCaHUE ACCE MO TEME 3aHATHS, 21 MepeBOJ] TEKCTOB,

- COCTaBJIEHUE JTHAIIOTA;
-COCTABJICHHE TJI0CCAPHS 110 TEME.
/Cp/

TJIOCCApUH 10 TEKCTY

Pazpgeu 4. PyGe:xnblii KOHTPoJIb Ne2
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Pabouas mporpamma aucouminHs! "TIpakTukyM. AynupoBaHue" 1o HaIlpaBJICHHIO TTOATOTOBKH (CIIENNaIbHOCTH)

45.03.02 JIuarsucruka HampasieHHOCTH (npodmto) [IpenogaBanne aHIIHHCKOTO SI3bIKa

crp. 5

4.1 O630p npoifeHHOro MaTepraa. 3afaHus 7 2 OIIK-3.1 [ JI1.1 JI1.2]J12.1 | TBOpUecKkmii MeTOx
Ha ayquposanue /I1p/ J12.2
o1 AynupoBaHue C IOJHBIM
MOHMMAHUEM CMBICITA
TEKCTa U MepecKas
COJIepIKaHUS
Pazgen 5. Unopmanus
5.1 HoBoctu. Cratbu. CaiiTel. IHTEpHET. 7 2 OIIK-3.1 [ JI1.1 JI1.2]J12.1 [KOoMMyHUKaTHBHBIH,
Crutetnu u npaspa. /TIp/ 2.2 YaCTUYHO-TIOMCKOBBIN
€] METO/IbI
Bonpocs! mi1s yctHOTO
ompoca
Mononor
Jlunamor
Tekcr s nepeBoaa
Buneoponukn s
YCTHOTO IIepeBoza
5.2 - paboTa ¢ IpakTUYECKUM MaTepHalioM; 7 18 OIIK-3.1 [ JI1.1 JI1.2J12.1 |HamucaHue 3cce u
- IONTOTOBKA K MPAKTHIECKOMY 3aHSATHIO; 2.2 Jtajiora, MMChMEHHBIN
- HaIMCaHHE HCCce MO TeMe 3aHATHS; 31 HEPEBOJI TEKCTOB,
- COCTaBJICHHE JIMAJIOra; rJI0CcCapHil O TEKCTY
-COCTaBJIEHHE IJI0Ccapus 10 TEME.
/Cp/
Pazgeu 6. PyGe:xublii KOHTpoJb Ne3
6.1 O030p NMPOKICHHBIX TeM. 3a/laHus Ha 7 2 OIIK-3.1 [ JI1.1 JI1.2J12.1 | TBOpUeckuii MeTOx
aynuposanue /I1p/ J12.2
o1 AyaupoBaHKe ¢ MOJHBIM
MIOHUMaHUEM CMBICIIA
TEKCTa U BBIIOTHEHHE
3alaHui
Pazpen 7. IlyremecTBust
7.1 AxTuBHBIH OTIBIX. ['OpBbI. TIsK. 7 2 OIIK-3.1 [ JI1.1 JI1.2J12.1 | KoMMyHHKATUBHBIH,
Joxynrmu. Jleca. Pexu u o3epa. J12.2 YaCTUYHO-TTIOUCKOBBII
Typucrtuueckue ctpansl. /TIp/ 21 METO/IbI
Bonpocsr qiis yctHoro
ompoca
MoHnonor
Jnamor
Texcr mist mepeBoaa
Buneoponuku mnst
YCTHOTO HiepeBoaa
7.2 - paboTa ¢ IPaKTUYECKUM MaTEpPHAIIOM; 7 19 OIIK-3.1 [ JI1.1 JI1.2J12.1 |Hamucanue 3cce u
- MOJITOTOBKA K MTPAKTHUECKOMY 3aHSTHIO; J12.2 JIMaJora, MUCbMEHHBII
- HaIMCaHUE ACCE IO TEME 3aHATHS, 21 MepeBOJ] TEKCTOB,

- COCTaBJIEHUE JTHAIIOTA;
-COCTABJICHHE TJI0CCAPHS 110 TEME.
/Cp/

TJI0CCapui IO TEKCTY

Paznen 8. PyGexnbiii koHTpoab Ned
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Pabouas mporpamma aucouminHs! "TIpakTukyM. AynupoBaHue" 1o HaIlpaBJICHHIO TTOATOTOBKH (CIIENNaIbHOCTH)

45.03.02 JIuarsucruka HarmpasieHHOCTH (npodmto) [IpenogaBanne aHIIIHHCKOTO SI3bIKa ctp. 6
8.1 O030p MPOWACHHBIX TeM. 3a1aHHs Ha 7 2 OIIK-3.1 | JI1.1 JI1.2J12.1 | TBOpUeckuii MeTOx
ayauposanwus /I1p/ J12.2
o1 AynupoBaHue C MOJHBIM

IIOHUMMaHHUEM CMbICJIa
TCKCTa U IIEPECKa3
TCKCTa

6 ®OHJI OLEHOYHbBIX CPE/JICTB

6.1 ITepeyeHbL BU/IOB OLICHOYHBIX CPEACTB

Texymuii KOHTpoIb ycneBaemocTH 1o aucuuiuiniae "lIpaktukym AynupoBanue" peryiisipHO OCYIIECTBISETCS IPEIoAaBaTeNeM B
IpoIiecce MPOBEICHUS MPAKTUUECKUX 3aHATHH C MOMOIIBIO CIEIYIOUINX OLEHOUHBIX CPEACTB: BOIIPOCHI ISl YCTHOTO OMpoca,
3cce [0 TeME MOJYIIS, MAJIOr 110 TeME MOYJIsl, BUEOPOIUKH JUIl YCTHOT'O IIEPEBO/A, IEPEBOA TEKCTA C COCTaBJICHUEM INIOCCAPHSL.

Py6€>KHLII‘/‘I KOHTPOJIb MPOBOAUTCSA C LEJIbIO ONPCACIICHUA CTCIICHU C(i)OpMI/IpOBaHHOCTI/I OT/ACIBHBIX KOMITCTEHIIUHM 06yt{a}o1unxcx
T10 3aBCPIICHUIO OCBOCHUS OUCPEAHOI0 pasaciia (TCMI)I) Kypca B (bOpMe ayaAupoOBaHus C MTIOHUMaHUEM OCHOBHOI'O CMbICJIa U
BBITIOJIHCHUEM 3a/IaHUA, ayJUPOBAHHUCM C TIOHUMAHHUEM ITOJIHOT'O CMBICIIAa U TIEPECKA30M COACPIKaHU.

ITpoMexxyTodHast aTTeCcTalHs POBOIUTCS 110 3aBEPIICHHIO NepHoAa 00yUIEHUS CEMECTpa C LEebI0 ONPEACICHUS CTEIICHN
JOCTHOKEHUS 3aIUTAHUPOBAHHBIX PE3yJIbTATOB O0YUCHHUS MO JUCIMILUTHHE 32 CEMECTpP U MPOBOIUTCS B (hOpMe SK3aMeHa
(KoMIIEeKCHast MUCbMEHHas paboTa).

6.2 TunoBnie KOHTPOJBbHBIC 3a/ITaHMsl H HHbIC MaTepUuaJIbl VI Telcymeﬁ H pyﬁemnoﬁ arreCcrauu

Texymuii KOHTPOJIb IPOBOAUTCS PETYIIIPHO HA 3aHATHUSX C LEJIbIO NOTYYEHHS OllepaTUBHOM HH(OpMAIMU 00 YyCBOSHUH y4eOHOro
MaTepuaa 1 IMarHoCTUKU ¢(hOPMUPOBAHHOCTH KOMIIETEHIIUH.

3aiaHust U1 TEKYLIET0 KOHTPOJIS
TunoBbie BONPOCHI JyIsi yCTHOTO OMpoca:
Tema Muenus

. Have you ever been abroad?

. Where have you been?

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

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

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

. What was your worst trip.

. 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?

OCO~NOUTDWN P

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?

© Kocranaiickuii punman ®I'BOY BO «Yenl'V»




Pabovas mporpamma aucouminHs! "TIpakTukyM. AynupoBanue” 1o HaIpaBJICHHIO TTOATOTOBKH (CIIENNaIbHOCTH)

o crp. 7
45.03.02 JIuarsucruka HampasiaeHHOCTH (npodmto) [IpenogaBanne aHIITHICKOTO SI3bIKa P

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 Nndopmarust

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?
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?

Tewma IlyremectBust

. 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 P

[IpumepHBIe TeMBbI A7 3cce:
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1. Opinions

2. My favorite place

3. Books and Internet

4. The travel of my dream

HpI/IMepHI)IC TEMbI 1JI JUAJIOTOB:

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:

Texkcer 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 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.

Texcr 7.

MOCKBA, 11 mas — PUA HoBoctu. Hukakoii "kanuTymsinnu" camonpoBo3riiamieHHbIx JJonerkoi u JIyrancKkol HapOoJHBIX
pecriyOnuK ObITh HE MOXKET, 3asBUII Mojnpen Poccuu Ha neperoBopax KOHTaKTHOM rpymnbl B Muncke bopuc ['pei3ios.

ITo cnoBam I'prIznoBa, mocieayronMe COObITHS TTOATBEPIUIIN, YTO Y skuTenei JJonbacca ObLIM BCe OCHOBAHUS ISl TAKOTO
peuIeHus.

"KueBckas "mapTus BOWHBI" He ocTaBuIIa xutessam Jlonerka u JlyraHcka HHOTO BBIOOpa, KPOME CAMOCTOSATEIbHOCTH U
camo3anutel. Bee, uto nomyuan Jlonbace ot odurmansHoro Kuesa, — 3rto arpeccus u 6iokazna. Bee, uto cibimain Jlonbacc ot
odunmansHoro Kuea, — 31o yrpo3sl u TpeOOBaHUs ciaThcs. EcTecTBEHHO, HUKaKoM KanuTyisiiuu JloHelka u JIyrancka He
Oyner u ObiTh He MOXkeT. He ayist aToro xxurenu JJTHP u JIHP 3amuTunu cBoe mpaBo Ha KU3Hb, HA JOCTOHHOE Oyayllee, Ha pOTHOM
SI3BIK M HECTEPTYIO HCTOPUUYECKYIO AMSATB'", — MOAYEPKHYI HOCTIPEI.

OH Tak)Ke HAaIOMHMJI, YTO HE0OXOUMOCTb TIPEA0CTaBIICHUs TeppuTopusaM JloHenkoi u Jlyranckoit obnacreii ocodoro craryca
3aKpervieHa B MEeXAyHAPOIHBIX TOKYMEHTaX: B MUHCKHX COTJIAIICHUAX, PEIICHUIX "HOPMAHICKON YeTBEpKHU', pe30ITIOLNN
Cogera besonacuoctu OOH.

"3T0 MpaBoBas PeaJIbHOCTh, BHE 3aBUCUMOCTH OT JIFOOBIX 3asIBIICHUH YKPAUHCKUX BJIACTEH, KOTOPBIE, MEX/Y IPOYHM, CAMU
TOJMTUCANIHA Y TIPU3HATN BCE OTH JOKYMEHTHI", — 3aKII0UYI [ pBI3IIOB.

Ceronus B JIHP ormeuator Jlenb pecriyonnku. B atot nens B 2014 rony B JloHelkoii oGnactu cocTosics pedepeHaym o
CaMOOITPE/ICNICHUH PErMOHa, OPTaHU30BaHHBIN CTOPOHHUKaMHU (enepanuzaiun. Takoii ke pedepeHayM MPOIIe U B COCEAHEH
camMonpoBo3rialieHHoi JIyranckoi HapoHOH peciyOInKe.
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BI/IHGOpOJ'H/IKI/I JUIA yCTHOI'O I€peBoOaa:

1. Poccnst HacTamBaet Ha IeperoBopax ¢ 3amajjoM 1o npooieme sareps "Pyxban" B Cupun -
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Mg2FOOTHYj0&list=PLL HjK KyQ40aTWwvw6msx3Kr9X00qgsqsSm6&index=14
2. Ha Ykpante opHIHaIbHO OMyOIMKOBAIN Pe3yIbTaThl IPE3HISHTCKUX BBIOOPOB - hitps://www.youtube.com/watch?
v=gNRXgnPq_fA&Ilist=PLLHjKKyQ40aSLC6tLdplgGguAyTHEtLd0&index=32

3. Trump will meet Putin for the first time on the sidelines of G20 - https://www.youtube.com/watch?
v=ncLrG10V3KA&list=PLS3XGZxi7cBVTzEE4Sim9UuUNKnUJU9VKh&index=6

4. UK arms sales to Saudi Arabia ruled lawful - https://www.youtube.com/watch?
v=VITMWB8cAMNO&Iist=PLS3XGZxi7cBVTzEE4Sim9UUNKnUUN9Vkh&index=21

Py6exHblii koHTpOIIb Nel
1. Ilpocaymaiite TEKCT, BBINOIHUTE 3a1aHUS 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...

| 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 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 I 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 I could see his face. I 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 I 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. | 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 I 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. I did not know what to think. What was he doing there? What should | do? | was still trying to decide when a hand
went round my throat.

‘If you make a sound, I'll 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!
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I was more angry than | thought possible. | 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’ll 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 | 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 | 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. I 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.

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 I woke up in bed with Mrs Dickson standing beside me. With her were Dr Scott, Mr Colegate, Pierce the
village policeman, and another man. I 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 | 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.’

| 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
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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.

‘I’1l 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 I 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 . 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 ofthe 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!” I 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 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 I 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?

PyOexHblii KOHTpOITb No2.
1. IIpocnymaiite TEKCT, BHITIOIHUTE MIEPECKas.

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.
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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.’

‘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’1l 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. Y ou 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’1l go
and live in another country and give myself a new name.’
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‘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. 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. | 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
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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.

Py6exHblif koHTpOIIb Ne3.
1. IIpocimymaiTe TEKCT, BBIIOJIHUTE 3aaHHS 10 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 pocket.

By this time, | had decided that | wanted no more of him. I 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’1l take you there right away.»

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

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

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

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

Aczalea 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.
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«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 | 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. I picked her up and carried her to the old red sofa. | ran to the door and yelled to Uncle Caesar for
help. He ran down the street. Five minutes later, he was back with a doctor.

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

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

«Misses Caswell.» 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.

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. Butas |
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.

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

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

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?

PyOexHblii kKOHTpOITb No4.
1. IIpocnymaiiTe TEKCT, BHIOIHUTE 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 hame 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 Van 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 VVan 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!»
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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 Van 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, 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 OLIEHOYHBIC MATEPHAIbl M OLICHOYHBIC CPEICTBA JUIsl MPOBEICHUS TEKYIIErO U PYOSKHOI0 KOHTPOJIeH yCIeBaeMOCTH
npencrasiessl B @OC no nucumimHe.

6.3 TunoBbie KOHTPOJIbHbIC¢ BOITPOCHI M 3alaHUsA AJI l'lpOMemyTO'lHOﬁ aTTeCcTaluu

[pomesxyTouHas aTTecTanys MPOBOANUTCS IO 3aBEPLICHHIO NIEPHOAa OOYUEHHUS CEMECTpa C LIENbIO ONpeeeHHs CTEIeHI
JOCTIDKEHUS 3aITaHUPOBAaHHBIX PE3YAbTATOB O0YUEHHUS MO JUCIHUIUIMHE (MOIYIIIO) U TPOBOTUTCS B hopMe dk3aMeHa. OLeHOUHbIE
CpeCTBa IS IPOMEXKYTOYHOM aTTeCTAIMH MPEICTABICHBI KOMIUICKCHON TMCBMEHHOW paboTOM.

[Tpumep KOMIUIEKCHOW TUCbMEHHOM padOoTHhI:

1. IIpocmymaiite TekcT. OnpenenuTe: TIaBHYIO HAECI0, OXapaKTepu3yHTe repoeB. BeIckakuTe cBoe MHEHHE O TIpodiIeMe.
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The Nightingale and the Rose
by Oscar Wilde

‘She said that she would dance with me if | 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 | 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 I 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;' 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 I 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 I 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 I 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 |
shall have no roses at all this year.'

'One red rose is all I want,’ cried the Nightingale, ‘only one red rose! Is there no way by which I 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
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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. | will build it out of music by moonlight, and stain it with
my own heart's-blood. All that | 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? I 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 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! I 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 | 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.

‘I 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

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




Pabovas mporpamma aucouminHs! "TIpakTukyM. AynupoBanue” 1o HaIpaBJICHHIO TTOATOTOBKH (CIIENNaIbHOCTH)

. crp. 19
45.03.02 JIuaresucruka HampasiaeHHOCTH (npodmto) [IpenonaBane aHTIHIACKOTO SI3bIKa P

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. BeimonHuTe pedepaTHBHBIIN HEpPEeBO MPOCITYIIAHHOTO TEKCTA.

3. IIpakTHueckoe 3a/laHue.

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 | 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 halfas 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 study Metaphysics"».

6.4 Kpurepnu oueHuBaHus

Kpurtepuu orieHHBaHUs IK3aMeHa:

OtnuHo - [ens ayaupoBaHust JOCTUTHYTA MOJIHOCTBI0. OOYJYaroIIUiicss BEPHO OTBEYAET HAa BCE MOCTABJICHHBIE BOMPOCHI U
BBINOJIHAET BCE 3a1aHMS 110 TEKCTY. JIeMOHCTpUPYET XOpOLINe HaBBIKK ONpeeTIeHuUsI THIIAa TEKCTa U OCHOBHOW TEMBbI; BEPHO
BBIJIETISIET [IPU IIOBTOPHOM CIIYIIAHMH KIIFOUEBBIE CIIOBA/PEallut; yMEeT COCTABIIATH IUIaH B ()OPME 3ar0JIOBKOB K CMBICIIOBBIM
KycKaM. YMeeT BepHO IiepelaTh OCHOBHOE COJIep KaHHe HAa POJHOM /MHOCTPAHHOM S3bIKE; IIEPEUHUCIUTE OCHOBHBIE (DaKThI B TOH
10CJIeI0BATENILHOCTH, B KOTOPOH OHM JIaHbI B TEKCTE. BhINonHseT pedepaTuBHbIN nepeBoj 0€3 OMUOOK HIH ¢ OAHOH-IBYMS
HE3HAYUTENbHBIMY OIIMOKaMHU, BEPHO IEPEAAET MOCIEeI0BaTEIHOCTE cOObITHI. [IpakTHyeckoe 3aJaHue BBINOIHEHO MOITHOCTBIO €
OJHOM-BYMsI HE3HAUUTEIbHBIMU OIIMOKAMH.

Xoporo - Llenp aynupoBaHus TOCTUTHYTA, HO HE B ITOJTHOM 00beme. OOyJaroluiics BEpHO OTBEYAET Ha BOMPOCHI OOLIETO
XapakTepa, Aomyckas 1-2 ommoOKy Mpy OTBETE Ha BOMPOCHI, KACAIOIINECS OT/ACIbHBIX JieTalei /pakToB. JleMOHCTpUPYET HaBBIKH
OIIPE/IENEHNs TUIIA TEKCTa U OCHOBHOM TEMBI, HO JOIYCKaeT 1-2 omMOKY B YMEHHH OTIEINATD TIIaBHOE OT BTOPOCTETICHHOTO.
AyanomMaTepual IIOHUMAETCsl 00yJaroLUIMMCs BEPHO, HO €CTh 3aTPyAHEHHUS IIPHU JIEJICHUH TEKCTa HAa CMBICJIOBBIE KYCKH.
Beinonusier pedepaTHBHBII TEpeBO]] C HEOONBIIMM KOJTHYECTBOM OIIHMOOK, BEPHO MEPENAET MOCIEN0BATEIEHOCTh COOBITHIA, HO
yITyCcKaeT HEKOTOpble BakHbIe (hakThl. [IpakTHueckoe 3aaaHKe BBIIOIHEHO TOJHOCTHIO, HO ¢ HECKOIBKUMH TPaMMAaTHYECKUMHU
CMBICJIOBBIMH OIINOKAaMHU.

VY nonerBoputenbHo - Llens ayanpoBaHust AOCTUTHYTa 4acTU4HO. CMBICH ayTMOTEKCTa OHAT B OTPAaHUIEHHOM 00BEME,
COLIMOKYJIbTYPHBIE 3HAaHHSI MaJIO UCIIOJIb30BaHbI B COOTBETCTBUH C CHTYyaluel JleMoHCTpupyeT HecopMUPOBAHHOCTH HABBIKOB
OIIPE/IENIEHNs TUIIA TEKCTa U OCHOBHOM TEMBI, IOMTyCKaeT 3 OMMOKU MPU COCTaBICHUH IUIaHa. AyaroMaTepral IOHAT YaCTHYHO,
00y4Jalomuiicss NCTIBITBIBAET TPYAHOCTH B ONPEACTICHUN OCHOBHOT'O COACPKaHMS U IIepeiaue ero Ha HHOCTPAHHOM SI3BIKE.
PedepaTuBHBIi IEpEeBO/] BHITIOIIHEH HE B IMOJHOM 00bEME, YIYIICHbI BAKHBIC (PAKTHI U COOBITHSI, TIOCIIEI0BATEILHOCTh COOBITHI
nepenana HeBepHo. [IpakTudeckoe 3aaHue BHIIOTHEHO HE TIOTHOCTHIO, ¢ TPAMMATHIECKHIMH U CMBICIIOBBIMHU OITHOKaMHU.
HeynosnersopurensHo - 3aanue He BRIIONHEHO. Llens ayaupoBaHus He TocTUrHYTa. Tema u cofepkanue He moHSATh. He moxer
OLIEHUTH TEKCT C TOUKH 3PEHUsI €ro 3HaUMMOCTH U nHpopMaTuBHOCTH. IH(pOpMAIKs HA CITyX MTOYTH HE BOCIIPUHUMAETCSL.
PedepaTtuBHBIi epeBo] He BBINOIHEH. [IpakTHieckoe 3ajaHne He BBITOJTHEHO.

Kpurepun oneHnBaHus ayIupOBaHHs TEKCTA:

OmnnyHo - [enb ayaupoBaHus JOCTUTHYTA MOTHOCTBI0. OOyUYaronIMicsi BEpHO COOTHOCHUT 3arojIOBKH/ WILTFOCTPALIUH C
COofIep)KaHNWEeM TEKCTa, OTBEUAeT Ha BCE MIOCTaBJICHHBIE BOIIPOCHI U BHITIOIHSET BCE 3aJaHus. JJeMOHCTPUPYET XOPOIINE HaBBIKH
OIIpEe/IeNEHNs TUTIA TEKCTa U OCHOBHOM TEMBI; BEPHO BBIIEISET MPH TIOBTOPHOM CITYIIAHUH KITFOUEBBIE CIIOBA/PEANTUM; yMEET
COCTaBJIATH TUIAH B ()OpPME 3aTOJIOBKOB K CMBICIIOBBIM KyCKaM. YMeeT BEpPHO IepeaTh OCHOBHOE COJepKaHHe Ha POIHOM
/MHOCTPaHHOM $I3bIKE; IEPEYUCIUTh OCHOBHBIE (DAKTHI B TOM MOCIIEIOBATEIBHOCTH, B KOTOPOI OHU JJAHBI B TEKCTE.

Xoporo - Llenp aynupoBaHus TOCTUTHYTA, HO HE B OJTHOM o0beme. OOyJaromuiics BEpHO OTBEYAET HA BOIIPOCHI OOIIETO
xXapakTepa, Aomyckas 1-2 ommOKH Mpy OTBETE Ha BOMPOCHI, KACAIOIINECS OTACIbHBIX JeTalei /(hakToB. J[eMOHCTpUPYET HaBBIKK
OIpEe/IeNEHHs TUTIA TEKCTa U OCHOBHON TEMBI, HO JOMYCKaeT 1-2 omMOKH B YMEHHH OTHEISATD TIIaBHOE OT BTOPOCTEIIEHHOTO.
AyanroMaTepual IIOHUMaeTcsl 00yJalonMcs BEPHO, HO €CTh 3aTPYyAHEHUS MPHU IeNeHUN
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TEKCTa Ha CMBICJIOBBIE KYCKU M 03arjIaBJIMBaHUE HX.
VY nosierBopuTenbHO - Llenb ayaupoBaHust JOCTUTHYTa 4acTUUHO. CMBICI ayTHOTEKCTA TIOHAT B OTPaHHICHHOM 00beMe,
COILMOKYJIbTYPHBIE 3HAHHSI MaJIO UCIIOJIh30BAHBI B COOTBETCTBUH C CHTYaIHeil. JleMoHCTprpyeT Hec(hOPMUPOBAHHOCTh HABBIKOB
OIpE/ICIICHHS TUTIA TEKCTa U OCHOBHOMW TEMBI, JIOITYCKAaeT 3 OIMOKY IPH COCTABJICHUY TUIaHA. AyJIHOMAaTEePHAN OHAT YaCTHYHO,
00y4JaloINICs HCIIBITBIBAET TPYAHOCTH B ONPEICTICHUH OCHOBHOT'O COIEPKAHUSI U Iiepeiade ero Ha MHOCTPAHHOM SI3BIKE.
HeynosnerBopurenbHo - 3aaHue He BHINONHEHO. Llenb ayaupoBaHus He JOCTUTHYTa. Tema u cofepaHue He MoHAThHL. He Moxer
OLICHUTH TEKCT C TOYKHU 3PEHUSI €ro 3HAYUMOCTH ¥ HH()OPMATUBHOCTH

Hudopmanys Ha CIyX MOYTH HE BOCIPUHAMALTCS.

Kpurepuu onieHrBanys 3a1aHUM 110 IPOCIIYIIAHHOMY TEKCTY:

OTr4HO - 3agaHKe BHIIOIHEHO IOJTHOCTBIO, OTCYTCTBYIOT TPaMMaTH4eCKue, oporpapuueckue 1 JISKCHISCKUE OIIMOKH, JIHO0
€CTb O/{HA-J[BE HE3HAYHTEIEHbIE OLTHOKH.

Xoporo - 3aiaHue BEIOIHEHO IOTHOCTBIO, IIPUCYTCTBYIOT IPaMMaTHIECKUE, OphorpaguiecKkue 1 JISKCHISCKUE OIIHOKHL.

V 10BNETBOPUTENBHO - 3a/IaHUE BBINOIHEHO HE MOJHOCTBIO TMOO0 JAaHbI HE TTOHBIE OTBETHI, IPUCYTCTBYET OONBIIOE KOTUYECTBO
rpaMMaTH4eCcKUX, opdorpahuuecKux U JEKCUIECKUX OIUOOK.

HeynoBnerBoputensHo - 3a/jaHie He BBIOTHEHO JTMO0 MOTHOCTBIO HCKaXKEH CMBICI 3aJjaHHs.

Kputepru orieHrBaHus 3a1aHUH MO TIepecKa3y TeKCTa:

OtnuHo - [lepeckas comepKUT Bee KITFOUEBbIE MOMEHTBI, IEPEIaHHbBIC B HYXKHOU TOCIIEI0BATENbHOCTH, OTCYTCTBYIOT
rpaMMaTHYECKHe, JTEKCHUSCKUE U POHETHIESCKUE ONIHOKH.

Xoporo - [Tepeckas COISPKUT BCE KITIOUESBBIC MOMEHTBI, IEPEIaHHBIC B HY)KHOH MOCIIEIOBATEILHOCTH, C HEOONBIINMH
OIYIICHUSMHU HEKOTOPOU MH(POPMAIIHH, TPUCYTCTBYIOT MaIoe KOIMIESCTBO IPAMMATHICCKHX, JIEKCHISCKUX 1 (POHETUUECKHX
OIIINOOK.

VY noBieTBOpUTEBHO - B miepeckase omyIeHbl HEKOTOpPbIE KIIFOYEBbIE MOMEHTHI, HE COOJTIOIASTCSI OCIIEIOBATEIbHOCTD,
MIPUCYTCTBYIOT TPAMMATHUYECKHUE, JIEKCHIECKUE U (DOHETHIECKHIE OIIMOKH.

HeynoieTBopuTenbHO - B riepeckase OmyIieHbl MPaKTHYSCKH BCE KITFOUEBbIE MOMEHTHI, HE COOJTFOIACTCS TIOCAEI0BATENBHOCTD,
MIPUCYTCTBYET OOJBINOE KOTHIECTBO IPAMMATHICCKUX, JTEKCHUSCKUX U (DOHETHUECKHUX OIITHOOK.

Kputepuu orleHHBaHHs OTBETOB Ha BOIPOCHI 10 YCTHOMY OIPOCY:

OTtnuHo - Ha BOIpOCkI JaHbl pa3BepHYThIE OTBETHI, COACPIKAHUE MOCIECIOBATENBHO, OTCYTCTBYIOT IPAMMATHIECKHE U
JIEKCHYECKHE OLTHOKH JIMOO MPUCYTCTBYIOT OJIHA-ABE HE3HAUUTEIBHBIC OLIMOKH.

Xoporo - Ha BOpocs! JaHbl pa3BepHYTHIC OTBETHI, CO/ICPIKAHUE MTOCIICIOBATEIBHO, IIPUCYTCTBYIOT TPH-YETHIPE IPAMMATHICCKUE
WJIH JICKCUYECKUE OIIUOKH.

YV noBNIeTBOPUTENBHO - Ha BOIIPOCH! TaHBI HEMOJIHBIE OTBETHI, COJICPIKAHUE HEMOCIICOBATEIBHO, IPHCYTCTBYIOT IPaMMaTHYECKUE
1 JIEKCHYECKHE OLTMOKU B OOJIBIIOM KOJTUYECTBE.

HeynosnerBopuresbHO - Ha BOIPOCHI TaHBI HENOIHBIE OTBETHI JIMOO HE AaHbI OTBETHI, COCPIKaHUE HEIIOCICA0BATEIBLHO, OOITBIIOE
KOJIMYECTBO FPAMMATHYECKUX H JICKCHYCCKHX OLINOOK.

Kpurepun onieHrBaHus epeBoia TEKCTOB:

OtnnuHo - [IepeBoa MONMHEIA, 6€3 MPOMYCKOB U MPOU3BOJIBHBIX COKPAILEHUH TEKCTa OPUTHHATIA, HE CONEPKUT (PAaKTHUECKUX
omnboK. TepMHUHOIOTHS MCHONB30BaHA IPABUIIBHO U ANHOOOPA3HO.

[epeBon OTBE4aET CHCTEMHO-SI3BIKOBBIM HOPMaM M CTHIIIO S3bIKa MepeBoa. AJIEKBATHO NepelaHbl KyAbTypPHBIE U
(GyHKIMOHATBHBIE TapaMeTPhl HCXOAHOTO TeKcTa. J{oMmycKaloTcs HEKOTOPbIE IIOTPEIIHOCTH B hopMe MpeIbsIBICHHUS epeBOIa.
Xoporuo - [TepeBoa momHkIi, 6€3 MPOMYCKOB U MPOU3BOJILHBIX COKPAIIICHHI TEKCTa OPUTHHANA, AOMYCKAETCs O/iHa PaKTHYecKas
omnoOKa, MPH yCIOBUM OTCYTCTBUSI MOTEPh MH(YOPMAIIMH M CTUIIMCTUUECKHUX MOTPEIHOCTEeN Ha IPYruX (hparMeHTax TeKCTa.
VMeroTcst HeCyIeCTBEHHBIE IOTPEITHOCTH B UCIIOIb30BAaHUH TepMUHOIOruu. [lepeBon B JOCTaTOUHOM CTENICHN OTBEYAET
CHCTEMHO-SI3BIKOBBIM HOPMaM U CTHJIIO sI3bIKa niepeBoa. KynbTypHble 1 pyHKIMOHATIBHBIE TApaMETPhl HICXOJHOTO TEKCTa B
OCHOBHOM a/IEKBaTHO Tepeaansl. KoMMyHHKAaTHBHOE 3a/laHUE Pealn30BaHO, HO HEJOCTATOYHO ONTUMAJIBHO. JlomycKatoTest
HEKOTOpbIE HapyLIeHHus B popMe TpeabsBICHHS epeBOa.

VY nosnerBoputensHo - [lepeBon conepskut  daxrnueckue omnoOku. Hu3kass KOMMYHUKAaTHBHOCTD | IJIOXasl «IUTA0ETbHOCTDY
TEKCTa 3aTPyJHSAIOT €ro MOHUMaHKe penentopoM. [Ipu mepeBone TepMUHOIOTHYECKOTO anmapara He COOII0AeH MPUHIIUIT
ennHoo0Opasus. B mepeBoze HapyIIeHB CHCTEMHO-SI3BIKOBBIE HOPMBI 1 CTHJIb SI3bIKa TiepeBoa. HeanekBaTHO penieHsl mpoOieMbl
peanu3aniy KOMMYHUKaTUBHOTO 3a1aHus. FIMeloTcs HapymeHus B (opMe MpeabsIBICHUS IEPeBO/a.

HeynosnerBopurensHo - [lepeBon conepskut MHOTO akTHuecKuX omuOok. HapyiieHna moinHoTa nepeBosa, ero 3KBUBAIEHTHOCTD
1 a/IeKBaTHOCTH. B mepeBosie rpy0o HapyIIeHbl CHCTEMHO-S3bIKOBBIE HOPMBI M CTHIIB SI3bIKa IepeBoga. KoMMyHHKaTHBHOE 3aJaHUE
He BBINIONHEHO. [ pyOble HapymeHus B popme NpeabsaBiIeHus IepeBoa.

Kpureprn oneHrBaHus YCTHOTO MEPEBOAa BUIEOPOIUKOB ISl 2y JUPOBAHHUS:
OmnyHo - [enb ayqupoBaHus OCTUTHYTA MOTHOCTBI0. OOyUYaronIMicsi BEPHO COOTHOCHUT 3arojIOBKH/ WILTFOCTPALIUH C
cofiep)KaHWEeM TEKCTa, OTBEUAeT Ha BCE MIOCTaBIICHHBIE BOIIPOCHI U BHITIOJHSET BCE 3aJaHusl. JJIeMOHCTPHUPYET XOpOIIHre
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HaBBIKH OIPEJIETICHHs TUIA TEKCTA 1 OCHOBHOM TEMBI; BEPHO BEIJIEISCT IIPH MTOBTOPHOM CITYIIAHWH KITIOYEBBIE CII0BA/PEaIni;
YMEET COCTaBJIATH IUIaH B (hOpMe 3aroJIOBKOB K CMBICIIOBBIM KyCKaM. YMeeT BepHO IepefiaTh OCHOBHOE COJCPKAHIE Ha POTHOM
/MHOCTPaHHOM SI3bIKE; IIEPEUUCIUTH OCHOBHBIE (haKTHI B TOH ITOCIIEIOBATEIIFHOCTH, B KOTOPOH OHH JaHBI B TEKCTE.

Xoporo - Llens ayanpoBaHUs JOCTATHYTA, HO HE B ITOTHOM 00BbeMe. OOyUaoImuUiics BEpPHO OTBEYAET Ha BOIPOCHI O0IIETo
Xapakrepa, IoImyckas 1-2 omiOKH IIpU OTBETE Ha BOIIPOCH, KACAIOINECs OTENBHBIX JeTateil /hakToB. J[eMOHCTPHPYET HaBBIKH
OIIpE/IENIEHNs] TUIIA TEKCTa U OCHOBHOM TEMbI, HO JOIyCKaeT 1-2 omuOKY B YMEHUU OTJIEIATh TIaBHOE OT BTOPOCTEIIEHHOTLO.
AynuoMaTepHai IOHNMAeTCs 00yJaroIMCs BEPHO, HO €CTh 3aTPYIHEHHUS IIPH ACICHNH TEKCTA Ha CMBICJIOBBIC KYCKH U
03arJIaBIUBaHUE UX.

VY noBieTBopuTenbHO - Llenb ayaupoBaHust AOCTUTHYTa 4acTU4HO. CMBICH ayIMOTEKCTa IIOHAT B OTPaHUIEHHOM 00bEME,
COLMOKYJIbTYPHBIE 3HaHUsI MaJIO UCIIOIb30BAHbI B COOTBETCTBUU C CUTYallUEH.

JleMOHCTpHpYeT HeC(hOPMHUPOBAHHOCTE HABBIKOB ONPEJICIICHHS TUIIA TSKCTa X OCHOBHOM TEMBI, TOITYCKAeT 3 OMIMOKH IpU
COCTaBJICHHH IUIaHa. AyJHOMaTepHall MOHAT YaCTUYHO, O0YHaIOIINIACS UCIBITHIBACT TPYIHOCTH B ONPEISIICHIN OCHOBHOI'O
COZIepKaHUs U Nepesiaue ero Ha UHOCTPAHHOM SI3BIKE.

HeynonerBoputenbHo - 3a7anue He BbINOIHEHO. Llenb ayaupoBaHus He JocTUrHyTa. Tema u cozeprkaHue He NoHAThl. He Moker
OLICHHUTH TEKCT C TOYKH 3PEHHUS €ro 3HAYNMOCTH M HH(OPMATHBHOCTH.

Wudopmarys Ha cIyX HOYTH HE BOCIIPUHUMAETCS.

ITpy MOIBEIEHNH HTOIOB YUUTHIBAKOTCS PE3YNBTATHI TEKYILETO KOHTPONIS | pyOexHoi arrectanuu. [ToaydeHHbIE 32 TEKYIHI
KOHTPOJIb U PYOEKHYIO aTTECTAIMIO 0AIIBI CyMMUPYIOTCS ¢ GasyIaMH, TIOTYIEHHBIME 32 KaXKIbIH TAll IPH TIPOXOKIECHAN
MPOMEXKYTOUHOM aTTECTALNH:

0-49 6ayuios - HeynosierBoputensHo (2) - (0-49%)

50-69 6ayutos - ynosinersoputensHo (3) - (50-74%)

70-90 6auto - xoporuo (4) - (75-89%)

91-100 6ayutos - ormuHo (5) - (90-100%)

7 YYHEBHO-METO/IMYECKOE U TH®OPMAIIMOHHOE OBECIIEYEHHME JUCHUIIJIMHBI (MO Y JISA)

7.1 Pexomenyemasi qureparypa

7.1.1 OcHoBHAasl IUTepaTypa

ABTOpBI, COCTABUTENHN 3armasiie WznarenscTBo, rox| p ecype
JI1.1 |Tamypa H. U., B cniope poxxgaercst uctuHa: yueOHoe rmocodue Omck: OmMckuit 9BC
Bockpecenckas E. ., [(https://biblioclub.ru/index.php?page=book&id=614046) rocy1apCTBEHHbIN
®aszmytaunosa P. P. YHUBEPCUTET UM.
oM.
JlocToeBCcKOTO
(OMmI'Y), 2020
JI1.2 [Munaesa JI. B., Amnrnmiickuit s3e1k. HaBeiku yerHoit peun (1 am all Ears!) + Mockga: FOpaiiT, OBC
Jlykanuna M. B., ayaroMartepuaisl: yaeOHoe ocoOue 1Jisi By30B 2023
Bapuenko B. B. (https://urait.ru/bcode/514649)
7.1.2 lonoHuTENBHAS JIUTEPATYypa
ABTOpBI, COCTaBUTENH 3armasie H3patenbCcTBO, roj Pecype
JI2.1 |Apxunoga JI. B., AynupoBaHHE MOHOJIOTHUECKOW peun: ydeOHo- MeToauueckuii | TamOoB: 9BC
Hemmosa H. M. KOMIUITEKC TamboBckuit
(https://biblioclub.ru/index.php?page=book &id=498882) TOCYIapCTBEHHBIH
TEeXHUUECKU I
YHUBEPCHUTET
(Tr'TY), 2017
JI2.2 |BapanoBckas T. A., AHTIMiCKuiA A3BIK 17151 akageMuueckux meneit. English for Mockga: FOpaiir, 2BC
3axaposa A. B., Academic Purposes: yueOHOE mocoOue 1Jisi By30B 2023
Ilocrenosa T. B., (https://urait.ru/bcode/511748)
Cysopoga 10O. A.

7.2 llepevyeHb MHGPOPMAITHOHHBIX TEXHOJIOTHA

7.2.1 JInueH3uoHHOE ¥ CBOOOIHO pacpocTPpaHsieMoe NMPOrpaMMHoe odecredyeHue

AnTtuBHpycHOE porpamMmHoe obecrieuerue «Kaspersky Endpoint Security for Educational Renewal License» (JInmersust Ne
2 FA8-221114-061421-236-1377 ¢ 18.11.2022 nmo 20.11.2023).

Ornepanmonnas cucrema «Microsoft Windows 10 PRO FOR OEM SOFTWARE» (Ceprudukat mommanoct (COA)
HakyeeH Ha kopiryc I1K. Cpok aefcTBHs THIIEH3UN MIPHUBsI3aH K cpoky xm3an [1K).

Omnepanmonnas cucrema «Microsoft Windows 7 PRO CIS and GE OEM Software» (Ceprudukar nommuaaoctu (COA)
HaxsieeH Ha kopiryc I1K).

[Taker npukmaaHeIx mporpamm «Microsoft Office Professional Plus 2013 Russian Academic OLP
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License» (JIunensust Ne 62650104 ot 08.11.2013. Cpoxk aeiicTBusI — OECCPOUHO).

[Maker npuknaaHbIX nporpamm «BuzyanbHast cTyaus TectupoBanus» (Jorosop Ne 4270 ot 01.07.2017. Beccpouno).
[porpammuoe obecrieueHue sl yrpasieHus tuHragonHbM kabuHeToM «Rinel-Lingoy (Ceprudukat Nel025 ot
29.04.2019. beccpouHo).

INepeueHb cBOOOIHO PaCIPOCTPAHIEMOro MPOrPaMMHOTO  00CCIICUCHHUSL:
Fresh Memory - 3amomuHaH#e ¢ TIOMOIIIBIO TOBTOPECHUSI

SimpleDict - DaexkTpoHHbI# croBaph

WordTrain - M3ydeHne HHOCTPaHHBIX CIIOB

Jalingo - Ipunoxenue-cioBapb

7.2.2 CoBpeMeHHBIe NPo(ecCHOHATBHBIE 6a3bl JAHHBIX, HHGOPMALIMOHHO-CIIPABOYHbIE CHCTEMbI U 3JICKTPOHHbIE
0u0/IMOTeYHbIEe CHCTEMbI

- Translation Forum Russia [Dnexrponnsiii pecypc]: caitr. — URL: http://tconference.ru/

- Coto3 nepeBoaunkoB Poccun [DnekTpoHHsIN pecypc]: odurmansHblii caiit Coro3a nepeBoaunkoB Poccun / CITP. — Mockga, 0. T.
— URL: http://www.translators-union.ru/

- MVJIBTUTPAH [DnekTpoHHbI pecypc]: aneKTpoHHbIH cioBapb: caidt. — URL: http://www.multitran.ru/

HarmonanbHast jura nepeBodukoB [DnekTpoHHsbIi pecypc]: caiit. — URL: www.russian-translators.ru/ - Encyclopedia Britannica
[Dnexrponnsiii pecypc]: caiit. — URL: www.britannica.com

- Oxford University Press [DiexkTpoHHbI# pecype]: 3JeKTpOHHBIHN clioBapb: caiir. — URL: www.oup.com

- Merriam-Webster dictionary [nexTpoHHbIii pecypc]: 37eKTPOHHBIH clioBapk: caiit. — URL: www.m-w.com/dictionary

- Longman Dictionary of Contemporary English Online [DnexrpoHHsIii pecypc]: 2eKTpoHHBIH citoBaps: caiit. — URL:
www.ldoceonline.com - British National Corpus online [nektponnsiii pecypc]: caiir. — URL: www.natcorp.ox.ac.uk - TlepeBopi,
TeopHs nepeBoa [InekTpoHHbIH pecype]: caitr. — URL: www.perevodyt.ru - SI3bIKu, THHIBUCTHKA, IEPEBOJ [ DIEKTPOHHBIIH
pecypc]: caiit. — URL: http:/linguistic.ru/

- COopHHK cTaTeil «AKTyalIbHBIE BOIPOCHI IIEPEBOIOBECHHUS M PAKTUKHU TIepeBoaay» [ nekTpoHHbIi pecypc]. — URL:
https://www.alba-translating.ru/ru/ru/articles.htmi

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

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

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

3BC

1. http://e.lanbook.com/ - N3aatenpctBO «JIaHb»

2. http://biblioclub.ru - «YauBepcuterckas 6ubnmmorexa - on-liney

3. http://urait.ru - UsgarenanctBo «FOpaiit»

4. http://elibrary.ru/ - Hayunas snextponnas o6udamoreka eELIBRARY.RU

5. adopmannonno-npaBoBoii mopran  «[apaum https://internet.garant.ru/

8 MATEPUAJIBHO-TEXHUYECKOE OBECIIEYEHHUE JUCHUIIJIMHBI (MO Y JIS)

VueOHble ayTUTOPUH IS 3aHATHI PAKTHIECKOro (CEMHHAPCKOI0) TUIIA, IPYIIIOBBIX U HHIMBUIYATbHBIX KOHCYIIBTALHIA,
TEKYLIEro KOHTPOJISI M IPOMEKYTOYHOM aTTECTALIMH, TAKKE MOMEIICHHS ISl CAMOCTOSTEIBHON PabOThI OCHAIICHBI
KOMITBIOTEPHOM TEXHHKON C BO3MOXKHOCTBIO MOAKITIOUCHUsSI K ceTr «HTepHeT» U obecreueHneM JO0CTya B JICKTPOHHYFO
MHPOPMAITMOHHO-00pa30BaTeNIbHYIO cpeay (hunuana.

VYueOnas aynuropus Ne 308 111 mpoBeicHUS IPAKTUICCKUX, CEMHUHAPCKUX 3aHATHI, TEKYIETO KOHTPOJIS, TIPOMEKYTOUHON U
pyOeXHOH aTTecTayu, A MPOBEACHHS TPYMITOBBIX U HHAWBUIYAIBHBIX KOHCYIbTAIN:

KonuuectBo nocamounsix Mect — 22. YyeoHoe o0opyaoBanue: pabodee MecTo MpenoaaBatelis, 10CKa MAarHUTHO- MEJToBas,
yueOHast MeOelb, TpuOyHa JUIS BhICTyIUICHUs. TexHrnYeckoe 000pyI0BaHUE: TENIEBU30P, KOMITBIOTED (B KOMIUIEKTE MOHUTOP,
MBIIIIb, KJIABHATYpPa), OCHAIIICHHBIE JOCTYOM K ceTH «VHTepHeT» U 3JIeKTPOHHON HH(POPMALIMOHHONH 00pa30BaTelIbHON Cpejie
¢winana.
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VYueOHast aymuTopus (CHEMATN3HPOBAHHBII THHTa(OHHBIH KabuHeT) Ne 216 [u1st poBeIeHHS TPAKTHIECKUX, CEMIHAPCKUX
3aHATHH, TEKYIETr0 KOHTPOIIS, IPOMEXYTOTHOH 1 pyOeXKHOI aTTeCTaIuy, JUIsl IPOBENCHUS TPYIIIOBBIX U HHWBHUIY ATbHBIX
KOHCYJIbTallAi:

KommaectBo mocamounslx Mect — 20, n3 Hux 10 pabodnx MecT 000pya0BaHbI KOMITBIOTEpaMH.

VYuebHOoe 00opynoBaHHe: pabodee MECTO IPEnoaBaTes, JOCka MapKepHas, yaeOHast MeOelb.

Texuuueckue cpencTsa o0yuenus: kommsroteps! Intel Pentium G-5400 (Rinel-lingo) B komruiekte (10) (cucTemHbli 610K,
monutop PHLIPS, knaBuarypa, mpiib, rapautypa Asus, ayanokommytarop 1 Rinel-Lingo). Ayauropus obecriedeHa JoCcTynom K
MH(OPMALIOHHBIM pecypcaM B ceTH «/HTepHeT» 1 3IIeKTPOHHOH HH(OPMAIMOHHON 00pa3oBaTeNbHOI cpee Grmana.

VyeOHast ayqUTOPHS ISl CAMOCTOSITETIbHON paboThl M KypcoBbIX paboT Ne 317 obopynoBana: pabouee MecTo mpernonaBaTens -1,
y4eHHYecKne CTybs - 20, yaeHngeckue ctousl - 20, Tym0a (101 OPITeXHUKY) -1, mkad (cTemrax) a1 XpaHEeHHS -1, KOMITBIOTEPHI
B KOMILJIEKTE (CUCTEMHBII OJI0K, MOHUTOp, K1aBuatypa, Muliib, BIT) - 17, npunrep -1, MOY BbICOKOI IPOU3BOAUTENHLHOCTH -1,
3D mpuHTEp -1. AynuTopus obecriedeHa JoCTynoM K HHPOPMAIMOHHBIM pecypcaM B ceTH «VIHTepHeT» U 3JIeKTPOHHOI
nH(OPMAIIOHHOH 00pa3oBaTeNbHOM cpefe prmana.

VYuebnas aynuropus Ne 300 111 caMOCTOATENbHON paboThI, BBINOIHEHUS KYPCOBBIX Pab0T 000py10BaHA: KOMIIBIOTEPHI B
KOMILIEKTE (CHUCTEeMHBIN OJI0K, MOHUTOp, KllaBuaTypa, Mbitib, UBIT) — 20, yueHnmueckumu crynbsimu — 20, cToIOM
Ipenopasarels — 1, cTynoM ais npenogasarens — 1, yueHn4eckoil jockoil (MapkepHast) — 1. Aynuropus obecredeHa J0CTyIoM K
nH(OPMALIMOHHBIM pecypcaM B ceTH «MIHTepHEeT» U 3JIeKTPOHHOM HH(OpMaLMOHHON 00pa3oBaTeNbHON cpene duiuana.

bubnuorexa (UuTaNbHbIHA 3a1).

Bbubnnorexa o60pynoBaHa: KapTOTeKa, MOJIKH, CTeIIaXH, ¢Tol - 50, crynbs — 100, kpyrislit ctoin - 1, komneioTeps! — 10, B
KOMIDICKTE (CHCTEMHBII OJI0K, MOHUTOP, KJIaBHaTypa, Mblb, VIBIT), TeeBH30p, MOHUTOPHI (JUTs KPYTIIOrO CTOJA), KHUTH
anekTponnsie PocketBook 614, ocatieHHbie JOCTYIOM K HHGOPMAIMOHHBIM pecypcaM B cetr «HTepHeT», dIeKTPOHHON
“HPOpPMaLIMOHHOHN 00pa3oBaTenbHOM cpene Gunrana. Habopsl 1eMOHCTpaliMOHHOT0 000pYyI0BaHHS U Y4eOHO-HATIISHBIX
mocoOwuii: mkad-cremiax — 2, BRICTaBKa — 2, BBICTABKa-BUTPUHA — 2, CTEHJT — 2, CTEJIaX JEMOHCTPAIIMOHHBINH — 1, TeMaTHYECKUe
oNKHU — 6.

CrienaabHOE TIOMEIIIEHHE ISl XPaHEHUS ¥ MTPOPUIAKTHUECKOT0 00CTy)KUBaHUs yueOHoro obopynoBanust Ne 309.

O6opynoBanue: cToi Ui NpopUIaKTUKK y4eOHOro 000pyI0BaHHUs, CTYJI, CTEIUIAXK I 3aMIACHBIX YacTeH KOMITLIOTEPOB U
0(hHUCHOM TEXHHUKH, BO3AYIIHBII KOMIIPECCOp, MasIbHask CTAHIIMS, TBLIECOC, CTCH/ ISl TECTUPOBaHKS KOMIIBIOTEPHBIX
KOMIUICKTYIOLINX, JTAMITBL.

CrienaabHOE TIOMEIIEHHE /ISl XPaHEHUS U POPHIAKTHYECKOr0 00CTy)KUBaHusl yueOHOTro obopynoBanus Ne 316.

O6opynoBanue: cToi Ui NpopUIaKTUKK y4eOHOro 000pyIOBaHuUs, CTYJ, KA I XpaHEeHHs y4eOHOro 000pya0BaHMS;
ACCOPTUMEHT OTBEPTOK, KHCTOUCK, MUHU-MYJIBTHMETP, Homonautensabie USB Flash wakomurenu, cymka aims CD/DVD aunckos.

9 METOJJUYECKHUE YKA3AHUA JJI1 OBYYAIOIIUXCS IO OCBOEHUIO JUCHUIIJIMHBI (MO YJISA)

BranmMarensHO ciymiaiiTe pedb npernoaaBaTens U cTapalTech moapaXkaTs eMy. Eciu Bbl He 3HaeTe, Kak POU3HECTH TOT WM WHOM
3BYK, 00paTUTECh K MpenoaaBaTelio. BelyunTe npaBuia YTeHus, OBIaAeHTe TPAHCKPUIILIOHHBIME 3HaKaMu. [IpaBuiibHOE YTEHUE
TPaHCKPHIILMY — OCHOBA XOPOIIETo NPOM3HOIIeHUs. Yuraiite 00s3aTeNnbHO BCTyX, 10OUBANTECh NPAaBIIBLHOIO IPOM3HOLICHUS,
oOpaiaiite BHUMaHHE Ha May3bl, yIapeHue, pUTM, HHTOHAIMIO. CiymaiTe paauo, CMOTpUTE Telenepeaayn 1 GUIbMbI Ha
HWHOCTPAHHOM SI3bIKE, IMUTHPYS AUKTOPA, TOBTOPSISI 3BYKH, cinoBa. Ciyrmaiite mecHu, pa3ydruBaiTe Cl10Ba U IOWTE caMu. YUuTe
ctuxu. Mconp3yiiTe BO3MOKHOCTH KOMIIBIOTEPA.

Oramnsl paboTl HaJ| YIPAKHECHUEM:

1. BHUMaTeNnbHO IPOYMTANTE PABUIIO U THIATEIBHO MTPOAHATU3UPYHUTE TPUMEPBI-00pa3Iibl, COCTABHTE KOHCIIEKT, CXEMY.

2. Beiyuute npumepbi-o0pasiibl Hau3ycTb. CTapalTech 3alIOMHUTEL KAK MOKHO OOJIBIIIE IPUMEPOB-00pa3IOB, HAYYUTECh CTPOHUTH
HOBBIE MTPEATIOKEHHUS 110 ITUM 00pa3aM.

3. IIpuctynasi K BBINOJIHEHUIO YIIPaKHEHUS, BHUMATEIFHO MIPOYUTANTE 3aIaHHSI K HEMY.

4. BeInonHsiiTe ynpa)XXHeHUs CHayaJia B YCTHOM, a 3aTeM B MUCBMEHHO# (hopme.

5. Ilpounraiite ynpakHEHUE BCIYX HECKOJIBKO pa3, J00MUBasCh OBICTPOrO, XOPOIIIEro YTCHHUSI.

6. BoimonHuB ynpakHeHHe, TIIATeNbHO MPOoBephTe HanucanHoe. O0parialiTe BHUMaHUe Ha COOMIOCHIE TIPaBHI IPAaMMaTUKH U
opdorpadum.

7. B nanbHeiinieM cTapaiTech Yallle UCIONb30BaTh BEIyUCHHBIE [IPAaBUIIA IPAMMATUKY B PEUU.

8. Ucmpasisis ommoOKy, MpoaHATH3UPYHTE, KaKoe MPaBIIIO HAPYILIEHO, IOBTOPHUTE €ro, MPUAYMaiTe HECKOIBKO IPUMEPOB Ha
JTAHHOE TIPaBHJIO, @ 3aTeM HCIPABbTE OIINOKY.
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9. He ocramsiiTe He YCBOCHHBIM HH OTHOI'O pa3eia, MHOrJa OAHO HENPABUIbHOC WJIN HE ITOJIHOCTBIO MOHATOC U IIJIOXO

YCBOCHHOC IIPaBUJIO MOXKET CO34aTh OOJIBIIHE 3aTPYAHCHUS ITIPU U3YUCHUUN HaﬂbHeﬁHIel"O Marepuala.
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PELEH3NA
Ha pabouyto nNporpaMmmy AUCLUUNINHBI «MpakTUKYM. AyAVpOoBaHME», pean3yemyto B COOTBETCTBUM
¢ Tpe6oBaHusamMn PrOC BO no OCHOBHOW MpOdecCHOHaNbHON 06pa3oBaTe/lbHOM MNporpaMme
BbicLLero obpasoBaHus «[lpenojaBaHvie aHIMUACKOrO A3blka» HarpaeneHus Noarotosku 45.03.02
JlnHreunctuka.

Pabouad nporpamMma AucumnivHbl  «lpakTUKym. AyaupoBaHue» NpefHa3HaveHa [AJis
peanu3aummn rocyfapcTBeHHbIX Tpe6oBaHU/ K YPOBHKO MOArOTOBKM 6GakanaBpoB, YCTaHOB/IEHHbIX
depepaibHbIM  3aKOHOM «O6 06pa3oBaHuM B P®» oT 29 pfekabps 2012 r. Ne273-d3, «O6
yTBEPXAeHUN [lopsaka opraHuM3auum 1 OCYLLEeCTBAeHMs 06pa3oBaTeNibHOM [esTeNbHOCTM Mo
o6pasoBaTte/ibHbIM MporpaMMaM BbiCLLEro 06pa3oBaHnsa — nNporpaMMam 6akanaspuara, nNporpaMmmam
cneynanuteTa, NporpammamM MarucTpartypbl», YTBEPXAEHHbIM MpYKasom MWHUCTePCTBa HayKu 1
BbICLLEro obpasoBaHusa Poccuiickoin degepaumm ot 06 anpens 2021 roga Ne 245, u degepasibHbIM
rocy4apCTBeHHbIM 06pa3oBaTe/lbHbIM CTaHAAPTOM  BbICLLEr0 06pa3oBaHWA M0  HarnpasNeHUo
noarotoBku 45.03.02 JINHIBUCTUKA, YTBEPXKAEHHBLIM MprKazom MuHobpHaykm Poccum oT 12 aBrycra
2020 roga Ne 969.

CTpyktypa  paboyeli  nporpammbl  AUCUMMIUHBLI  «[pakTUKyM.  AyaypoBaHue»,
NpPeacTaB/eHHON Ha pPeLeH3NpoBaHMe, COOTBETCTBYET TPebOBaHMAM K pa3paboTke paboumx
nporpamMmm 1 COLEPXXUT CneayroLime 3/1eMeHTbI: TUTY/bHBIA JINCT, XapaKTepUCTUKY U HasHavyeHue
OUNCLUMNINHBI, MECTO AMCUMNAWHBI B CTPYKTYpPe OCHOBHOW MNpOeccroHaIbHOW 06pa30BaTebHOW
nporpaMmbl, NepeyveHb NAaHNPYyeMbIX pesysibTaToB 00yUYeHUs Mo AUCUUNIMHE; 06beM ANCUMNINHBI
B 3a4eTHbIX eAuMHMLAX C YKasaHVWeM aKafeMWYeCKMX YacoB, BbIAENIEHHbIX HA KOHTAKTHYHO |
CaMOCTOATE/IbHYKO PaboTy CO CTYAEeHTOM; TeMaTMYeCKUin nnaH W CoAepXXaHwe AUCUMMIVHGI;
nepeyeHb  OCHOBHOM ¥ [ONOMHWUTENbHOM  NITepaTypbl,  PECYpCoB  MH(OPMaLMOHHO-
TENEKOMMYHUKaLUNOHHON  CceTU  «VHTepHeT», MH(OPMaLNOHHBIX TEXHOMOMMA, NpPOorpaMMHbIX
CPefCTB, UCMOJb3yeMbIX B y4eOHOM npoLecce; POHZ, OLIEHOYHbIX CPeACTB; METOAMNYECKUE YKa3aHWs
06yyaroLLMMCA N0 OCBOEHUIO AUCLMMNIIUHBI, MaTepuaibHO-TEXHUYECKas 6a3y, HeobXoaumMyo A1
OCYLLECTB/IEHNA Y4YeOHbIX 3aHATUIA N0 AUCUMNANHE, B TOM 4uCle Habop [eMOHCTPaLVUOHHOrOo
obopyfoBaHMs M MaTepuaioB ANs MNPOBEAEHUA NPaKTUYeCKMX 3aHATWA. Paboyas nporpaMma
OMCUMNIIMHBI OPUEHTUPOBAHA TakXKe Ha MHK/3VMBHOE 00y4YeHWe CTYEeHTOB.

MporpammMa chopMmpoBaHa NnocefoBaTeNbHO, IOMMYECKN BEPHO, YTO NO3BONSET 06eCneunTb
He0oOXOAMMBIA YPOBEHb YCBOEHMSI OMNLLENPOMPECCUOHAIbHBIX KOMMETEHUUIA. ABTOPOM MPOrpammbl
yKasaHbl pas3nyHble (opMbl  y4ebHOM paboTbl (MPaKTUYECKMe 3aHATMS), a Takke BUabl
CamMoCTOATE/IbHOM PaboTbl CTYAEHTOB C PacyeTOM 4acoB M PEMTMHIa Mo KakAOMY BUAY Y4eOHOM
LeaTenbHoCTU.  ToOMMMO  TPaAMUMOHHBIX  METOLOB  MPOBEAEHUS  3aHATWUIA,  MpefyCMOTPEHO
MCMOMb30BaHNE aKTMBHbLIX METOLOB 00yYeHus.

Ha ocHOBaHUM BbILLEN3/IOXKEHHOTO paboyas mnporpamma  AUCLUMNIVHBIL - «[TpakTUKYM.
Ay[MpoBaHMe» MOXET ObITb MCMO/b30BaHa A/1 METOAMYECKOrO 0becrneyeHuns y4ebHOro npowecca B
pamMKax OCHOBHOW MpOMeccroHaNIbHON 06pa3oBaTe/lbHOM NporpamMmmMbl  BbICLLErO  06pa30BaHus
«[penojaBaHne aHrIMACKOrO A3blka» MO HanpasfeHo NoarotoBkn 45.03.02 JIMHIBUCTUKA.

PeLieH3eHT,

W. 0. accouMMpoBaHHOro npodeccopa

Kateapbl MHOCTPaHHOW hrnonorun

HAO  «KocTaHalickuii  pernoHasnbHbli

yHuBepcUTeT uMeHU A. baliTypcbiHOBa»,

KaHanaaT MNoNornyecknx Hayk C.C. )XKabaeBa
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