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MHMWHOBPHAYKH POCCHU
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Kocranaiickuii Gpumman

Kadenpa ¢unonorun

@®DoHI OLIE€H 0 YHIEX 1 PRASIB: M) HH# I immne (Moymo) «CTHIHCTHKA AHIIHHCKOTO S3BIKAY
10 OCHOBHOH NPOQECCHOHAILHOW 00pa3oBaTeNbHOM INpOorpaMMe BBICHIErO OOpa3oBaHUS — IPOTpamMMe
OakanaBpuara «[IpemonaBaHne aHTITHICKOTO A3bIKay M0 HATpaBlIeHUIO MOAT0TOBKU 45.03.02 JIunrBucTrka

Bepcus noxymenra - 1 cTp. 2u3 19 IlepBelii 3x3eMILIAp KOITA Ne

Yuénubim coBetoM Kocranaiickoro ¢puimana ®I'bOY BO «Uenl'Y»
[Iporokou 3acenanus Ne 10 ot 25 «mas» 2023 r.

[Ipencenarens y4€HOro coBera
bunmana

Cexperapp y4E€HOTO COBETA H.A. KpaBuenko

bunmana

q)OHIl OLCHOYHBIX CPEACTB PEKOMECHIAOBAH

VYuebno-metoanueckum copetom Kocranaiickoro gpunmnana ®I'bOY BO «Yenl 'V

[IpoTtoxon 3acenanuns Ne 10 ot 18 «mas» 2023 r.

[Ipencenarens

VY4eOHO-METOIMYECKOTO COBETA H.A. Hanusko
DoH/ OLICHOYHBIX CPeICTB pa3padoTaH 1 PeKOMeHI0BaH Kadeapoi
dunosorun

[IpoToxoun 3acenanust Ne 09 ot 10 «mas» 2023 r.

3aBenyromuii kadeapoi C.M. MopaanoBa
ABTOp (COCTaBUTEIb) Cagoiickas H.I1., noueHt kadeapol
dbunonoruu, KaHAUAAT PUIOJIOTHIECKUX HAYK; Kpamapenko 10.A.,

CTapIInii pernoiaBaresb Kageapsbl GUIoIoruu
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DenepanbHOE TOCYApCTBEHHOE OIOMKETHOE 00pa30BaTeIbHOE YUPEIKICHUE BBICIIIETO 00pa30BaHUs
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Kocranaiickuii Gpumman
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DOH/I OLIEHOYHBIX CPEACTB MO AUCHMIUTHHE (MOAY0) « CTHIMCTHKA aHITIMACKOTO S3bIKa»
MO0 OCHOBHOH MpPO(eCcCHOHATBHOW 00pa3oBaTeNbHON MporpaMMe BBICIIETO O0pa3oBaHUs — MpPOTpaMMme
OakanaBpuara «[IpernonaBaHne aHTITHICKOTO A3bIKay 10 HApaBleHUIO MoAroTOBKU 45.03.02 JIunreuctrka

Bepcus noxymenra - 1 ctp. 3mu3 19 IlepBslii 3x3eMILIAP KOITA Ne

1. MACIIOPT ®OHJA ONEHOYHBIX CPEJACTB

Hanpasnenue noaroroku: 45.03.02 «JIMHrBUCTHKAY.
Hanpasnennocts (npouis): [IpenonaBanue aHrIHICKOTO SI3BIKA.
Hucuunnmna: CTUIMCTUKA aHTITMHCKOTO S3bIKA.

CemecTp (cemecTpbl) U3yUEHHUS: 5 cemecTp.

®dopma (hopMbI) TPOMEKYTOUHON aTTECTAIIAN: IK3aMEH.

OneHuBaHue pe3yabTaToB y4eOHOH A€ATEIIbHOCTH 00YYarOIUXCs IPU U3YUYSHUH AUCHUIUINHBI
OCYIIECTBJISIETCS MO OAJIIIbHO-PEUTUHIOBOW CUCTEME

2. KOMIETEHIIUMH, 3AKPEILTEHHBIE 3A JUCHUATLTMHOM
Nzyuenne qucrurumibl « CTUIIMCTHKA aHTIIMICKOTO S3bIKa» HAPaBICHO HA (OPMUPOBAHUE
CEeYIOIIMUX KOMIETECHIIMM:

Pesynbrats! Wnauxatop YposeHnb
Konpr ocoenus OI1 JOCTHKCHUS
N [TepeueHb MIaHUPYEMBIX PE3yIHTATOB O0yUCHHUS
KOMITETEH- Conepxanue KOMIIETEeHIIUH U
. 0 JUCLUIUINHE
uu (1o KOMITeTEHINH €ro cofepKaHue
droc) corigacHo ®I'OC
1 2 3 4 5
OI1K-1 CriocobeH OIIK-1.1: [ToporoBerii
puMersTs crictemy| Asexsatio 3HATD: OCHOBHBIE XapaKTEePUCTUKU
CHHXPOHHYECKOTO u JTIUaX POHUYECKOTO
J'II/IHI‘BI:ICTI/IHGCKI/IX aHAITU3UPYeT [OTXO/IA K H3YUEHHIO A3HIKOR
SHAHI 06 OCHOBHBIC 'YMeTh: JIEMOHCTPUPOBATh  ITOHUMaHHE
OCHOBHBIX ABJICHIA 1 lcymuocTn CHHXPOHMYECKOTO u
(onernieckix, Tiponecceel, MAaXPOHMYECKOr0  MOAXOJa K aHaum3y
TIEKCHYECKHUX, OTPAKAIOMINE  |q3pIKOBBIX SIRIICHHI
rpaMMaTH4CCKHX, (byHKIMOHKMPOB BiageTb: OCHOBHBIMH HaBBIKAMU aHAJIN3a
CcJI0BOOOpa3oBare aHHE s3bIKa B S3BIKOBBIX ~ SIBJIEHMH W MHPOLECCOB O]
JIBHBIX SIBICHUSX, CHHXPOHMM U [pYKOBOJCTBOM IIPEIIONABATEINS
opdorpapun  u JTUaX POHHH. 3HATB: oOmme ocobenHocTH  ([IpoBUHYTHIN
[IyHKTyallUd, O (hyHKIIMOHMPOBAHUS U3Y9aeMBIX SI3BIKOB B
3aKOHOMEPHOCTSAX CHHXPOHHMH U THAXPOHHH
(hyHKIIHOHHPOBAaHNUS 'YMeTh: YUUTHIBATD 0COOCHHOCTH
M3y4aeMoro CHHXPOHHYECKOTO u JTUaX POHUYECKOTO
MHOCTPAaHHOTO [10/TX0/1a TIPH aHAJIN3€ A3BIKOBBIX SBICHUI
ST3BIKA, ero M3y4aeMbIX A3BIKOB
(I)YHKIII/IOHaHBHLI X BianeTs: CII0OCOOHOCTBIO aHaJIM3HUPOBATh
PasHOBUAHOCTAX SI3bIKOBBIE SIBJICHUS U IPOLIECCHI C MMO3ULIUN
CUHXPOHMM Y  JUaXpOHUH C  Y4ETOM
MEKITPEIMETHBIX CBS3EH
3HATh: B  COBEpUIEHCTBE  (DOHETHUYECKHE, |BBICOKHIA
TIeKCHYEeCKUe, TPaMMaTHIeCKie 0COOSHHOCTH
M3y4aeMoro si3bIKa, CIIOBOOOpa3oBaTeIbHbIC
SIBJICHUSI, IpaBuiIa oporpaduu u myHKTyauu B
CHHXPOHHUH U THAXPOHHH
'YMeTh: CONOCTAaBJIATH  Pa3IWYHbIE  TOYKHU
3PEHUs U apryMEHTHPOBAHHO 0OOCHOBATH CBOIO
Hay4YHYIO MTO3UIUIO B XO/I€ aHAJIN3a SI3bIKOBBIX
SIBJICHUI




MHMWHOBPHAYKHN POCCHU

DenepaibHOE TOCYIAPCTBEHHOE OIOIKETHOE 00pa30BaTeIbHOE YUPEKICHHE BBICIIIETO 00pa30BaHMs
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Kocranaiickuii Gpumman
Kadenpa ¢rnonorun

DOH/I OLIEHOYHBIX CPEACTB MO AUCHMIUTHHE (MOAY0) « CTHIMCTHKA aHITIMACKOTO S3bIKa»

10 OCHOBHOHM IpodeccHoHaIbHONH 00pa30BaTeNbHOW IMporpaMMe BBICIIEr0 00pa3oBaHHWsS — IpOrpaMMme
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Bnanets: KOMIIJIEKCOM HaBBIKOB
CaMOCTOSTENIEHOTO aHanm3a SI3BIKOBBIX
SIBJICHUH W MPOLECCOB C NO3ULMI CHUHXPOHUHU U
TUAXPOHHH.

OIIK-1.2: 3HAaTh: OCHOBHBIE XapaKTEPUCTUKU sI3BIKOBBIX|[IOpOroBbIii
AIeKBaTHO YPOBHEMN U OJACUCTEM U3Y4YaeMBbIX SI3bIKOB Y METh:
MHTEPIPETUPYET OIpeNieNATh OCHOBHBIE MPOSIBICHUS

OCHOBHBIE  [B3aHMOCBS3U MEXTy YPOBHAMU u

MIPOSIBIICHUS MOJCHCTEMAMH S3BIKOB IIPH AHAIM3€ SI3BIKOBBIX
B3aMMOCBS3H SIBIICHUI M IIPOLIECCOB
SI3BIKOBBIX Brnanets: MEPBUYHBIMU HaBBIKAMHU
YpOBHEH U [MHTepIpeTaluu OCHOBHBIX MIPOSIBIICHUH

B3aMMOOTHOIIIC- [B3aUMOCBSI3H S3BIKOBBIX YPOBHEW H TOICHCTEM

HHA IIOJJCHUCTEM
SI3BIKA.

SI3BIKA

3HaTh: CTPYKTYpHBIE OCOOEHHOCTH SI3BIKOBBIX
ypoBHEH u MOJCUCTEM  SI3BIKOB B
COTIOCTABUTEIILHOM acleKTe

YMeTh: yuuTBIBaTh W HMHTEPIPETHPOBATH
B3aMMOCBSI3b MEXIy S3BIKOBBIMH YPOBHAMH U
[OJICICTEMaMM S3BIKOB IIPH aHAJHM3€ S3BIKOBBIX
SIBIICHUH 1 ITPOIIECCOB

Brnaners: HaBBIKAMHM y4eTa (YHKIMOHHUPOBAHMA
SI3bIKA KaK CHCTEMBI U (YHKIIMOHATBHBIX
CTHJIEH NIPH CO3JIaHUH TEKCTOB

[IponBUHYTHII

3HATh:  0COOCGHHOCTH  (PYHKIMOHHpOBaHUS |BbICOKmMit
SI3BIKOBBIX YPOBHEH U MOJICHUCTEM SI3BIKOB Ha
OCHOBE
'YMeTb: yuuThIBAaTb W HMHTEPIPETHUPOBATH
B3aMMOCBSI3b MEX/y SA3BIKOBBIMU YPOBHSIMH U
[OJCHCTEMAMH S3bIKOB MIPU aHATU3E SI3BIKOBBIX
SIBIICHUI M IIPOLIECCOB
BrnasneTs: HaBBIKAMH CHCTEMHOT'O TIPUMEHEHUS
BHAHUIT O  CTPYKTYpHBIX  OCOOEHHOCTSX
M3y4aeMBbIX S3BIKOB IIPU CO3/JaHUH TEKCTOB
Pa3nUYIHLIX HYHKIMOHAIBHBIX CTHICH
OI1K-1.3: 3HATH: OCHOBHBIE  Hay4YHBIE noHatus  |[loporossrii
AIEKBaTHO M3y4aeMbIX AUCIMIUINH, 001IMe TPeOOBaHMS K
[pUMEHSET HayYHOMY CTHUIIIO M3JI0KEHUS
[TOHSTUMHBII 'YMeTb: co374aBaTh OCHOBHBIE THUIIBI TEKCTOB
amnmapar HAy4YHOT'O CTUJIS B YCTHON M MUCHbMEHHOW peunt
n3ydaeMon Bragers: NepBUYHBIMU HaBBIKAMH TPUMEHEHUS
TUCTIMTUTAHBL OCHOBHBIX NOHSATHH N3y4aeMON TUCIUITINHEI ITPH
coOuroiaer CO3/TaHUH TEKCTOB HAYYHOTO CTHIIS
OCHOBHBIE 3HATh:  HAy4YHBIC NOHATHSL ~ u3ydaeMbix |[[IpoJBHHYTBIN
0COOEHHOCTH TUCLMIUIMH C YYETOM MEKIIPEIMETHBIX CBSI3EH,

TpeOOBaHUs K HAYYHOMY CTHIIIO C yYETOM
0COOCHHOCTEW YCTHOW M MICEMEHHON peun
'YMeTh: aJeKBaTHO MPHMEHATh HAYYHYIO
TEPMUHOJIOTHIO B COOTBETCTBUH C THIIOM TEKCTA
Hay4HOTO CTHJIS U popMoii n3noxeHus Bianers:
YCTOMYMBBIMHU HaBbIKAMH YCTHOM M TUCbMEHHOU
peun B paMKax HAYYHOTO CTHIIA C
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DOH/I OLIEHOYHBIX CPEACTB MO AUCHMIUTHHE (MOAY0) « CTHIMCTHKA aHITIMACKOTO S3bIKa»

10 OCHOBHOHM IpodeccHoHaIbHONH 00pa30BaTeNbHOW IMporpaMMe BBICIIEr0 00pa3oBaHHWsS — IpOrpaMMme
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Y4eToM O0COOEHHOCTEeH NOHATHUIHOrO anmapara
3ydaeMON TUCIUIIITHHBL

3HaTh: MOHATHIHBIM ammapar U3y4yaeMbIX
UCLAIUIMH C y4YETOM MEXIPEIMETHBIX CBS3€ll,
TpeOOBaHMS K HAyYHOMY CTHIIO C Y4YETOM
ocoOeHHOCTEH MOJCTUIICH u
KOMMYHHUKATHBHBIX LIEeJIeH

'YMeTb: c034aBaTh TEKCTBl HAYYHOIO CTHIS C
Y4eTOM IEJIEBBIX YCTaHOBOK, MEXIPEIMETHBIX
CBsi3ei, crHeuuUKH  TEPMUHOIOTHYECKOTO
anmapara Hay9HOTO HaIpaBICHUS

Brnaners: COBEpIIEHHBIMH HaBBIKAMU CO3AHUA
[Pa3IUYHBIX THUIIOB TEKCTOB HAyYHOTO CTWIA C
TPaMOTHBIM  NPHUMEHEHHEM  MOHATHHHOIO
anmapara M3y4aeMOH JUCLHUIUIMHBL M y4eTOM
MEXIPEIMETHBIX CBSI3€H

Bricoknii

YK-1

CriocobeH
OCYIIIECTBIISTH
MOHCK,
KPUTUYECKHUI
QHAIN3 U CHHTE3
HHpOpMALNH,
PUMEHSTH
CUCTEMHBIN MOJXO0]T
TS peLIeHus
MMOCTaBJICHHBIX
3anayq

VK-1.2:
[Ipumenser
KpUTUYECKUI
aHaIIH3,
CHCTEMaTH3aI[HI0 U
00001IEHNE
MHQOPMALINH IS
pereHust
[TOCTaBJICHHBIX
3amad.

3HATD: CTPYKTYPY, BUJIBI, METOJIBI
KPUTUYECKOTO aHalmM3a M NPUHIMIBL  €ro
[IPUMEHEHHUS AJIs peIeHHs] TOCTABICHHBIX 3a/1ay.
'YMeTh: aHaIM3MPOBAaTh MOCTABICHHYIO 3aiady,
KaK CHCTEMY, BBISBIISS €€ COCTaBIISAIONINE U CBSI3U
MEXITY HUMH, WCTIONB3YS JIOTUKO-
METOJIOJIOTUYECKHH ~ MHCTPYMEHTapu Ui
KPUTHYECKOTO aHAJIH3A.

BrnaneTs: HaBBIKAMM KPUTUYECKOTO aHAIH3a

[loporosebiit

3HaTh: MPUHIMIBL, BUJIBI M CIIOCOOBI
crcTEMAaTH3aIui, 0000IIEHHS nHPOPMALIUU

JJI pCIICHU A [TOCTABJICHHBIX 3a/1a4.

'YMerh: peoOpa3oBbIBaTh HHPOPMAIIUIO B
YIOOHYI0O JUISI WCHOJB30BAaHUS, XpaHEHUI W
anbHEHIIEeTOo MIPUMEHEHHUS dopmy,

yCTaHABIMBATh CMBICH, 3HAYCHHE COOPaHHOMN
HH(MOPMAIINY JIUTS PEIIeHHs TOCTABJICHHBIX 3a/1a4.
BrageTs:  HaBbIKAMH  CHCTEMAaTH3alUH U
0000meHnst  (uHTEpIpeTanuyu) — MHGOpManuH,
MOJlydeHHOW W3  PasHBIX  HCTOYHHKOB;
YCTAHOBJICHHSI  TOJMHOTBI W JIOCTOBEPHOCTH
uMeroleics — uHpopMauMM UL PELICHHUs
[OCTaBIICHHBIX 337124

[IpoBUHYTHII

3HATH: OCHOBHEBIC
KPUTHYECKOTO  aHAIN3a,
0000meHnss  mH(OpManuH,
[OCTaBIICHHBIX 3a71a.
V3HaTh:  paccMaTpuBaTh M IpeAaraTh
BO3MOXKHBIC BApHAHTBl PELICHHS IMOCTABICHHOMN
3amaun, BeiEENssT e 0a30Bble COCTABIISIOIIHE,

TIPUHIUIIBI 1 METOAbI
CHUCTEMaATU3allun
JJIA peuieHuss

)51

OIlCHMBasT WX JIOCTOMHCTBA M HEIOCTaTKH;
omnpenenseT, UHTEPOPETUPYET U  PaHKUPYET
nHQOpMALMIO, TONYYEHHYI0 W3  pa3HBIX

Bricokuii
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Kadenpa ¢rnonorun

DOH/I OLIEHOYHBIX CPEACTB MO AUCHMIUTHHE (MOAY0) « CTHIMCTHKA aHITIMACKOTO S3bIKa»

10 OCHOBHOHM IpodeccHoHaIbHONH 00pa30BaTeNbHOW IMporpaMMe BBICIIEr0 00pa3oBaHHWsS — IpOrpaMMme
OakasaBpraTa «IIpernoaBanne aHIIMICKOTO SI3BIKay» MO HApaBIeHHIo moarotoBky 45.03.02 JlunrBucTHKa

Bepcus noxymenra - 1 cTp. 6 m3 19 IlepBslii 3x3eMILIAP KOIIMA Ne
HMCTOYHHUKOB, HEOOXOIUMYIO IUISI PEIICHUS 3a1a9u
B COOTBETCTBUU C €€ YCIIOBUSIMHU.
Brnagerb: HaBbIKAMM KPUTHYECKOTO aHaju3a,
CHCTeMaTH3alud W 0000menns wuHpOpMAaIny,
MCIONIb30BAHUSl ~ CHUCTEMHOTO  MOAXOAa s
[pEIICHHUS TOCTABJICHHBIX 3a7a4.

OI1K-3 Criocobex OI1K-3.1: 3HATH: KOMMYHHUKATHBHEIC nenmn  {[TloporoBsrid
MOPOXKIATh U AZICKBaTHO BBICKA3BIBAHMUS, OOIIME IyTH  BBIABICHUSA
MMOHUMATD YCTHBIC M [AHTEPIIPETUPYET [PEIICBAHTHOW HWH(POPMAIIUH, JKAaHPBI PEUCBOIO
[MMCbMEHHbIE KOMMYHHKATHUBHBI [MPOM3BEACHUS U  €r0  MPUHAIJIEKHOCTh K
TEKCThI Ha € Lenu odunraTEHOMY, HEHUTPATILHOMY u
M3ydaeMoM BBICKA3bIBAHUS,  |[HCO(PHUIMAILHOMY PETUCTPAM
MHOCTPAHHOM S3BIKE[[IOJTHO BBISBISIET |[YMETh: ONpeAeNsTh KOMMYHHKATHBHBIE LIEJH|
[IPUMEHHUTENIBHO K |peIeBaHTHYIO BBICKAa3bIBAHU,  W3BICKATh  (haKTyalbHYIO,
OCHOBHBIM MHPOPMALHIO, KOHLENTYaIbHYIO u 3CTETHUYECKYIO
(YHKIMOHAIBHBIM  [a/[EKBATHO MHPOPMALIUIO, ONPENCNIATh  MPUHAAICIKHOCTh
CTUJISIM B MICHTU(QUIMPYET |[BHICKA3bIBAHUS K oHIHATEHOMY,
o(puLMATLHOH 1 MPUHAIIC)KHOCTh |[HEHTPANEHOMY H HEO(DHIIMATBHOMY pPETHCTpaM
HEO PUIHATEHOM BBICKA3bIBAHUS K [0OIIEHUS
chepax oOmenus odunuansHOMy, |Brazers: CIOCOOHOCTBIO  BBIpAXKaTh  CBOHU

HEHTpPaTFHOMY U [MBICITH, aJEKBAaTHO WCIIONB3ys pa3HOOOpa3HbIC

HEO(DUIIMATFHOMY [SI3BIKOBBIE ~ CPEICTBa C IENBI0  BBIICICHHA

perucrTpam [pelieBaHTHOM WH(pOPMALIUU

0OTIIeHUS 3HATh: KOMMYHHUKaTUBHBIE uenu  [IpoaBUHYTHII
BBICKA3bIBAHUS, pa3HooOpa3HbIe SI3BIKOBBIE
CpelcTBa C IENbIO BBIJEICHUS] PEICBAHTHON
MH(pOpMAaIInH, oOmue BBICKA3bIBAHUS,
COOTBETCTBYIOLINE odunHaTEHOMY,
HEHTpATbHOMY W HEO(DHIIMATBHOMY PErUCTpam
001IIeHIS
'YMeTh: HMIeHTH(OUIUPOBATH IPHUHAUICKHOCTD
BBICKA3bIBaHUS K odunHaTEHOMY,

HEHTpATbHOMY W HEO(DHIIMATBHOMY PErUCTpam
OOIICHUS B COOTBETCTBHH C KOMMYHHKATHBHOMN
cuTyauuen

Bragets: JIUCKYPCHUBHBIMU crocobamu
MOPOXKIIEHUST CBSI3HBIX TEKCTOB OMUIMATBHOTO,
HEHTPAbHOTO ¥ HEO(UIUAIBHOTO PErHCTPOB
0OIIIEHUS

3HATB: NTOPUTM HHTEpIpETAINN
KOMMYHHKAaTHBHOW  IIEJIM  BBICKAa3bIBAHHUS,
nmuddepeHManTbHyl0  cienu(uKy  S3BIKOBBIX
CpEICTB oUIHANEHOTO,  HEHTPAIBHOTO,

HEO(HUIMATBLHOTO PETUCTPOB OOIICHUS W IyTH
BBISIBJICHUSI PEJIEBAHTHON MH(BOPMAIN

YMeTb: TpaMOTHO U 3((HEKTUBHO CTPOUTH
BHICKA3bIBAHHS B COOTBETCTBUH c
KOMMYHUKATHBHBIMH ~1IEIIMH U PETHCTPaMH
oOmennss  (oGUUMANbHBIM, HEUTPAIBHBIA H
Heo(UIaTbHbIH)

BiageTh: CHOCOOHOCTHIO CBOOOIHO BBIPAXKATH
CBOM MBICIIH B COOTBETCTBHH c

Bricoknii
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KOMMYHHKATHBHBIMU IICTIIMH U PETHCTPaMU
0OIIeHUS (O(PUIUANEHBIA, HEUTPATBHBIA U
HEOPUIMATHHBIN)

3. (QIEHOYHBIE |[CPEJCTBA JUIA TPOBEJEHUSA TEKYIIET'O [TPOJIA

3.1 CTpyKTypa OLlEHOYHBIX CPEACTB

Ner/nn IUIAaHUPYEMBIE PE3yIbTaThI

Kon xomnerenmmm/
a B Kontponupyembie |HanMeHOBaHHE OLIEHOYHOTO CPECTBA IS TEKYILETO

TEMBI/ pa3Ienbl KOHTPOJIS
00yUCHHS
OIIK-1.1, OIIK-1.2, OTIK-1.3, |CtuioucTuka kak ([lucemenHas pabota c TEKCTOM u
VK-1.2, OIIK-3.1 pa3Jien sI3BIKO3HAHMS, |CTHJIHMCTHYCCKUMU MPHUEMaMu, coOeceT0BaHNE
CruincTuyeckas
CEMaCHOJIOTHS
OIIK-1.1, OIIK-1.2, OIIK-1.3, |CtuaucTthyeckas TlucemenHas pabota c TEKCTOM u
VK-1.2, OIIK-3.1 IICKCHUKOJIOT S, CTHIIICTHICCKAMU TIpHeMaMu, cobeceToBaHne
CTUINCTHYCCKHUI

CHHTAKCHC

OIIK-1.1, OIIK-1.2, OIIK-1.3, |®yHKUMOHAIBHEIE IIuceMeHHas pabota c TEKCTOM u
VK-1.2, OIIK-3.1 ctriy, CTHIINCTAKA U [CTHIIMCTHYSCKIMHY IIPUEeMaMH, coOece1oBaHne
[epeBo, Ananus
TEKCTOB

OIIK-1.1, OIIK-1.2, OIIK-1.3, |®yHKIMOHAIbHBIE AHann3 (OyHKIIMOHAIBHBIX CTHIICH
VK-1.2, OIIK-3.1 CTHIIH

3.2 |omepskaHHe OLIEHOYHBIX CPEICTB
OHGHO‘-IHBIG CpeacTBa NMpeaACTaBJICHBI B BUAC TCKCTOB IJIA CTUJIMCTUYECKOI'O aHaIn3a.
3.2.1 baza TeKCTOB I CTUIMCTHYCCKOTO aHaI13a.
Tekcr 1.

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

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

«I know how it will be,» his sister had said when he was preparing to migrate to this rural
retreat; «you will bury yourself down there and not speak to a living soul, and your nerves will be
worse than ever from moping. | shall just give you letters of introduction to all the people | know
there. Some of them, as far as | can remember, were quite nice.»

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

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

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

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

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

«Only her name and address,» admitted the caller. He was wondering whether Mrs.
Sappleton was in the married or widowed state. An undefinable something about the room seemed
to suggest masculine habitation.
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«Her great tragedy happened just three years ago,» said the child; «that would be since your
sister’s time.»

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

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

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

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

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

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

«She has been very interesting,» said Framton.

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

Tekcr 2.

It is quite impossible to say whether this thing really happened. It depends entirely on the
word of R.M. Harringay, who is an artist.

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

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

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

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

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

«Painting,» he says he said. «Just a painting of an organ-grinder — a mere portrait. If it was
a live organ-grinder I wouldn’t mind. But somehow I never make things alive. 1 wonder if my
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imagination is wrong.» This, too, has a truthful air. His imagination is wrong.

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

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

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

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

Texkcr 3.

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

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

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

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

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

I won’t even bother to radio for the ambulance, he thought. It isn’t necessary. And when I
land I’ll sit there quite normally and say, ‘Some of you fellows come and help me out, will you,
because I’ve lost one of my legs.” I’ll laugh a little while I’'m saying it; I’ll say it calmly and slowly,
and they’ll think I’'m joking. Then when I get out I’ll make my report. Later I’ll go up to London.
I’1l take that bottle of whisky with me and I’ll give it to Bluey. We’ll sit in her room and drink it.
When it’s time to go to bed, I'll say, ‘Bluey, I’ve got a surprise for you. I lost a leg today. But I
don’t mind if you don’t. It doesn’t even hurt .” We’ll go everywhere in cars. I always hated walking.

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

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

TekcT 4.

Rex Dillot was nearly twenty-four, almost good-looking and quite penniless. His mother was
supposed to make him some sort of an allowance out of what her creditors allowed her, and Rex
occasionally strayed into the ranks of those who earn fitful salaries as secretaries or companions to
people who are unable to cope unaided with their correspondence or their leisure. For a few months
he had been assistant editor and business manager of a paper devoted to fancy mice, but the
devotion had been all on one side, and the paper disappeared with a certain abruptness from club
reading-rooms and other haunts where it had made a gratuitous appearance. Still, Rex lived with
some air of comfort and well-being, as one can live if one is born with a genius for that sort of thing,
and a kindly Providence usually arranged that his week-end invitations coincided with the dates on
which his one white dinner-waistcoat was in a laundry-returned condition of dazzling cleanness.

He played most games badly, and was shrewd enough to recognise the fact, but he had
developed a marvellously accurate judgement in estimating the play and chances of other people,
whether in a golf match, billiard handicap, or croquet tournament. By dint of parading his opinion of
such and such a player’s superiority with a sufficient degree of youthful assertiveness he usually
succeeded in provoking a wager at liberal odds, and he looked to his week-end winnings to carry
him through the financial embarrassments of his mid-week existence. The trouble was, as he
confided to Clovis Sangrail, that he never had enough available or even prospective cash at his
command to enable him to fix the wager at a figure really worth winning.

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

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

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

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

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

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

«l know one member of the party who can walk round him,» said Rex softly, an alert look
coming into his eyes; «that cadaverous-looking Major who arrived last night. I’ve seen him play at
St. Moritz. If | could get Strinnit to lay odds on himself against the Major the money would be safe
in my pocket. This looks like the good thing I’ve been watching and praying for.»
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«Don’t be rash,»counselled Clovis, «Strinnit may play up to his self-imagined form once in a
blue moon.»

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

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

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

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

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

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

«Oh, well, some time tomorrow we can look at them. You can leave them down in the
drawing-room, and then everyone can have a look.»

«I should prefer to show them when you are all gathered together, as | have quite a lot of
explanatory remarks to make, about Venetian art and architecture, on the same lines as my remarks
last night on the Florentine galleries. Also, there are some verses of mine that | should like to read
you, on the rebuilding of the Campanile. But, of course, if you all prefer to watch Major Latton and
Mr. Strinnit knocking balls about on a table—»

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

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

TekcT 5.

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

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

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

“That’s a good job then” laughed his new colleague, “because I often do!” They both
laughed again. James hoped that his laugh would cover up how nervous he was. His new

colleague sitting next to him turned back to his computer screen and started typing furiously, then
shouting lots of instructions into the telephone headset he had. James put on the telephone headset
he had by the side of his desk. “At least if I put this on I’ll look like I know what I’'m doing”, he
thought. Then he stared at the computer screen in front of him with the mysterious programme.
There were hundreds of numbers and dates and names of cities written on it, as well as lots of
strange names like “NYSE” and “CAC40” and other things. He had no idea what any of it meant.
The telephone headset was ok though. At least he knew what that was. His only other job
ever had been in a fast food restaurant in London. They used the telephone headsets there too. But in
the fast food restaurant it was easy. The instructions he heard through his telephone headset in the
fast food restaurant were nothing more complicated than “two cheeseburgers without ketchup!”,
“extra french fries now!”, “triple special burger with extra cheese!”. All he had had to do was listen
to the instructions, put the pieces of frozen food in the microwave oven, then pull them out again
after a few seconds, put them in a little box and give them to the person next to him. That had been
easy. This job, his new job, his first “real” job, he now realised, was going to be a lot more difficult.
When he put the telephone headset on here he didn’t hear orders for extra french fries and
different types of hamburgers, but excited men in faraway places shouting orders at him like “2000
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Taipei heavy! Sell! Sell!! Sell!!!”” or “Drop coming up on the NYSE! Buy! Buy!! Buy!!!” At first he
sat there and tried to pretend he knew what he was doing. He tried pressing a few keys on the
computer in front of him, but nothing seemed to happen to the screen. Lots of numbers appeared,
frequently. Then they disappeared. After the first couple of hours on his new job, he turned round to
the man sitting next to him, and tried to laugh again.

“Phew! This is pretty tiring, isn’t it?”

“This is nothing!” said the other man. “You’d better be thankful that today is a quiet day!!”
He laughed his big laugh again. Then he held out a big hand to James and said “Davy. Davy
Peterson. Good to meet you. Sorry I didn’t introduce myself before, but it always a bit busy here
first thing in the morning, catching the late end of the Asian markets.. .you know how it is!!!”

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

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

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

TekcT 6.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Haul it in,” he ordered the second mate (the third mate was off duty by now).

‘Let’s find out if it’s attached to anything. If it isn’t, I’ll complain to the local coastguards—
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it’s a hazard to shipping!’

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

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

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

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

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

A plug?

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

‘Oops.’ said the captain.

Tekcr 7.

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

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

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

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

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

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

«Mr. Pitcher,» she said to the confidential clerk, «did Mr. Maxwell say anything yesterday
about engaging another stenographer?»

«He did,» answered Pitcher. «He told me to get another one. | notified the agency yesterday
afternoon to send over a few samples this morning. It’s 9.45 o’clock, and not a single picture hat or
piece of pineapple chewing gum has showed up yet.»

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Tekcr 8.

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

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

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

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

The girl looked him over leisurely; at his ordinary, neat dress and his features distinguished
by nothing particular in the way of expression.
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«You may sit down, if you like,» she said, in a full, deliberate contralto. «Really, | would
like to have you do so. The light is too bad for reading. | would prefer to talk.»

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

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

«Whoever you are,» said the girl, in icy tones, «you must remember that | am a lady. | will
excuse the remark you have just made because the mistake was, doubtless, not an

unnatural one — in your circle. | asked you to sit down; if the invitation must constitute me your
honeysuckle, consider it withdrawn.»

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

«Parkenstacker,» corrected the young man, modestly.

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

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

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

Teker 9.

You’ve known this your whole life.

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



MHMWHOBPHAYKHN POCCHU

DenepanbHOE TOCYApCTBEHHOE OIOMKETHOE 00pa30BaTeIbHOE YUPEIKICHUE BBICIIIETO 00pa30BaHUs
@” «UYensbunckuii rocynapcerBenHslii yausepcure (PI'BOY BO «Uenl Y»)

Kocranaiickuii Gpumman

Kadenpa ¢rnonorun

DOH/I OLIEHOYHBIX CPEACTB MO AUCHMIUTHHE (MOAY0) « CTHIMCTHKA aHITIMACKOTO S3bIKa»
MO0 OCHOBHOH MpPO(eCcCHOHATBHOW 00pa3oBaTeNbHON MporpaMMe BBICIIETO O0pa3oBaHUs — MpPOTpaMMme
OakanaBpuara «[IpernonaBaHne aHTITHICKOTO A3bIKay 10 HApaBleHUIO MoAroTOBKU 45.03.02 JIunreuctrka

Bepcus noxymenra - 1 cTp. 16 n3 19 IlepBslii 3x3eMILIAP KOITA Ne

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My husband swallowed on command for the voice.

“Open,” the voice whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Bile rose in my throat.

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

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

The little girl giggled deeply and touched her long hair.
“Ever wake up in the middle of the night and feel the need to clear your throat?”
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The little girl opened her gaping mouth a little wider and more of the dead flies rained down
upon my husband’s face.
You’ve known this your whole life.

Tekcr 10.

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

Suddenly | heard somebody call my name.

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

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

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

I asked him if he was married yet.

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Where shall we no to?’ I said.

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

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

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

MOTPELIHOCTH B

[peueBoM 0(OPMIICHHH

BBICKA3bIBAHHH.

OTMETKH O NPOJICHUU CPOKA IEUCTBUSA

DoHJ OLIEHOYHBIX CPEACT

B IIPOJIOHTHPOBAH Ha




MHMWHOBPHAYKHN POCCHU

DenepanbHOE TOCYApCTBEHHOE OIOMKETHOE 00pa30BaTeIbHOE YUPEIKICHUE BBICIIIETO 00pa30BaHUs
@” «UYensbunckuii rocynapcerBenHslii yausepcure (PI'BOY BO «Uenl Y»)

Kocranaiickuii Gpumman

Kadenpa ¢rnonorun

DOH/I OLIEHOYHBIX CPEACTB MO AUCHMIUTHHE (MOAY0) « CTHIMCTHKA aHITIMACKOTO S3bIKa»
10 OCHOBHOW MNpOo()eCCHOHANBHON 00pa30BaTEIFHONH MPOTpaMMe BBICIIETO O0pa30BaHUS — MPOTpaMMe
OakanaBpuara «[IpernonaBaHne aHTITHICKOTO A3bIKay 10 HApaBleHUIO MoAroTOBKU 45.03.02 JIunreuctrka

Bepcus noxymenra - 1 cTp. 19 m3 19 IlepBslii 3x3eMILIAP KOITA Ne

2022 /2023 yueOHbIi Tox penienrneM yuéHoro coBera Kocrtanatickoro ¢ummana ®T'BOY BO «Uenl V» ot «26» mas
2022 r. IIporoxon Ne 12

@DOHJ OLIEHOYHBIX CPEJCTB MPOJIOHTUPOBAH Ha

2023 /2024 yueOHBIN TO PEIICHUEM YYEHOTO COBETA
Kocranaiickoro ¢unmmana ®I'bOY BO «Uenl'Y»

oT «25» mas 2023 r. I[Iporokon Ne 10



