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1. Mecto pucyuninHsbl B cTpyktype OITIOII

Hucuurnvaa 51.B.[1B.01.01.02 MiHTepnpeTaniyisi TEKCTa Ha aHTJIMHMCKOM sI3bIKe OTHOCHTCS K UaCTH,
dbopmMHpyeMOl yuacTHUKaMU 00pa30BaTe/TbHBIX OTHOIIIEHUH 00pa3oBaTe/IbHOM MTPOTrpaMMBI.

2. IInanupyembie pe3y/ibTaThl O0yYeHHsI MO JAUCIUIUIMHE, COOTHECEHHbI€ C TUIAHUPYEMBIMH
pe3y/ibTaTaMi OCBOeHUsI 00pa3oBaTe/bHON MpPorpaMmbl (KOMIETeHHMAMH M HWH/UKATOPaMH
AOCTYDKeHHsI KOMITeTeHI[Ui)

dopmupyemsbie IlnaHupyeMbie pe3yabTaThl 00yUeHHs M0 AUCHUILUIMHe | HanMeHOBaHHe OLeHOYHOTO CPe/ICTBA
KOMIIeTeHI{NHU (Mofgyn0), B  COOTBETCTBMM C€  HHAUKATOPOM
(xof, comep)kaHue | JOCTH)KeHHS KOMIIeTeHIIMH
KOMTIETEHIIVN) Nupukarop poctwkeHusi | PesyabTarsl 00yueHust Jns Tekymiero | /ins
KOMIIeTeHI{MU 10 JUCLUII/INHE KOHTPOJIA MPOMEe)XyTOUHOMH
(xog, coZiepkaHue ycreBaemMoCTH aTTecTanuu
VHAWKATOpa)
ITIK-4: Cnocobex IIK-4.1: Pewuaem 8 IIK-4.1: KoumponbHas
ucnonb308amsb 8 npogeccuoHanbHol 3Haem ucmoputo, cogpemeHHoe paboma 3quém:
NnpoGeccuoHanbHol | doameannocmu 3adau, COCMOsIHUE U NepcneKmushbl Tecm
desimenibHOCMU, 8 Konmponhbie
oM uLioe UCNnonb3ys 3HAHUA 06 paseumust ﬂu:—lesljchKu e yeaom | Ilpakmuueckoe gonpoce
nedazozuueckod, ucmopuu, co8peMeHHOM u ee KOHKpemHoii obaacmu ¢ 3adaHue TMpaxmuseckoe
npedcmaenenue o6 COCMOSIHUU U Nepcnekmueax — |yuemom HanpaeneHHOCMu 3a0aHLe
ucmopuu, paseumus AUH2BUCMUKU 8 (npoguns) obpasosamenbHoU
CO8peMEeHHOM Yesn0M U ee KOHKpemHou npo2pammbl;
cocmosHuu u obaacmu ¢ yuemom 3auém c oyenkol:
nepcnekmueax Hanpaenennocmu (npocpuns) Konmponshbie
paseumus obpaszosamenbHOll npoepammbl | Ymeem ucnonb3o8ams 8 60npochb!
JAUH2BUCMUKU 8 uueﬂOM npogeccuonanbHoil Ipakmuueckoe
Zga’:r):uxpemmu desimenbHOCMU 3HAHUS NO 3adaHue
¢ yuemom ucmopuu, cospeMeHHOM
HanpaeneHHoCMU COCMOSIHUU U nepcnekmusax
(npocpuns) paseumust AUH2BUCMUKU 8 Ue/10M
obpasosamenbHoll u ee KOHKpemHoti obnacmu ¢
npo2pammbl yuemom HanpaeaeHHoCcmu
(npocpuns) obpazoeamenvHoli
npo2pammbl;
Bnadeem onbimom peuwieHust
3a0au npogeccuoHanbHoll
OesimenbHOCMU, UCNOAB3YA
3HaHus 06 ucmopuu,
CO8peMeHHOM COCMOSIHUU U
nepcnekmueax AUH28UCMUKU 8
Yesn0M U ee KOHKpemHou
obaacmu c yuemom
HanpaeaeHHocmu (npoguns)
obpazosamenbHOL Npo2pammbl
IIK-7: CnocobeH IIK-7.1: IIpumeHsiem 8 IIK-7.1: IIpakmuueckoe
OeMoHcmpupoeamb npakmuueckotl 0esimeabHocmu | 3Haem OCHOBHble NOAOHCEHUS! 3a0aHue 3quém:
8/1a0eHUe HABLIKAMU | o cnogubie notodiceHus AUH28UCMUKU, CoobueHue KoHmposbHble




8blsIBNCHUS
MexHcnpeOMemHbIX
ces3ell usyuaembix
oucyunauH u
YMeHUeM npumMeHsimb
nosyueHHble HagblKU
6 npocpeccuoHanbHol
desime/nibHOCMU, 8

/NIUH2BUCMUKLU,
JAumepamypogedeHusi U Opy2ux
¢unonozuueckux oucyuniuH, a
makaice 0CHOBbl OUCYUNAUH
2yMAaHUmMAapHo20 Yukia
IIK-7.2: Bbisigasiem

MedcnpeoMemHble cesi3u

AumepamypogedeHusi U Opy2ux
¢unonozuueckux oucyuniuH, a
makaice 0CHOBbl OUCYUNAUH

2YMAHUMAPHO20 YUKAA;

Ymeem npumeHsmsb 8

npakmuueckol destmeabHOCMU

80NpOoCh!
IIpakmuueckoe

3a0aHue

3auém c oyeHkoli:
KoumposnbHble

80NnpoChl
mom uucsne u3yuaembix OUCYUNIUH U 3HaHUs 06 0CHOBAX Meopuu IMpakmuueckoe
yuacmeosamb 6 npumersiem nosnyueHHble AUH2B8UCMUKU, 3adaHue
paspabomxe, HaebIKU 8 NpohecCUOHANBHOU | umepamypoeedeHus U Opy2ux
Opearusayuu u desimenbHoCMU QUCYUNAUH 2yMAHUMAPHO20
peanuzayuu
yukaa;
pasnuyHo20 muna
npoexkmos
06pazoeamenbHbIX, Bnadeem onvimom
HAYUHbIX U UCNONb308AHUSA 8 NPAKMUYECKOU
Ky/AbMypHO- OesimenbHOCMU Meopemu4ecKux
npoceemumenbCKux 3HaHuli 06 ocHosax meopuu
opeaHu3ayusix, 8 AUM2BLUCTMUKY,
CoYUanLHO- . AumepamypogedeHust U Opyaux
nedazozuueckolli,
OUCYUNIUH 2yMAHUMAPHO20
2YMaHUMmMapHo-
. yukaa
0p2aHU3AYUOHHOL,
KHU20u30amenbCcKol,
maccmeoutiHotl u TIK-7.2:
KOMMYHUKAMU@HOoil
3Haem cneyucpuky
cepax .
MedcnpedMemHbix cesizell
u3yuaemblx OUCYUNIUH;
Ymeem ebisienamp
MedicnpeOMemHble Cesiu
u3yuaemMbiX OUCYUNIUH U
NpuMeHsimb NO/YYeHHble HaBbIKU
8 npogeccuoHanbHoll
dessme/nbHOCMU;
Bnadeem npakmuueckumu
HABbIKAMU NPUMEHEeHUs 8
npogeccuoHanbHou
OesimenbHOCMU 3HAHUL O
MexHcnpeOMemHbIX Ces3sX
usyyaembix OUCYUNAUH
IIK/T-6: CnocobeH IIK/]-6.3: Ocywecmensiem IIK/]-6.3: IIpakmuueckoe
OemoHCMpuposamb AHANUMUKO-CUHMemuyuecKylo  |3Haem meopemuuecKkue 3a0aHue 3quém:
@1a0enue HaBbIKaMU | nenenaGomiy pasauuHbIX NOAOHCEHUS MeKCMOBoil KOHMDObHbIE
nepesoda c P

UHOCMPAHHbIX
A3bIKOB U HA
UHOCMPAHHble A3bIKU
u

npakmuueckue
acnekmbil
AHAAUMUKO-
cuHmemu4eckou
nepepabomku
DA3NUUHbIX MUNO8

munog mekcmos

OesimenbHOCMU, CNOCOObI
mpaHcgopmayuu mekcmogozo
mamepuana, munosnoauu
mekcmos, cucmemy
JIUH2BUCMUYECKUX 3HAHUL,
obecneuugaiowjux adanmayuio
HAY4YHO20 UU
ny6auyucmuyeckoeo mekcmd,

HAy4YHbIX Mpyoos U

80NnpoCh!
IIpakmuueckoe
3a0aHue

3auém c oyenkoli:
KoumponbHble
80NnpoCh!
IIpakmuueckoe
3adaHue




mekcmos

Xy002HcecmeeHHbIX
npou3sgedeHutl 05
AaHHOMUPOBAHUS U
pecepuposaHus Ha pycckom
u/unu UHOCMPAHHOM fI3blKe;
Ymeem ananuzupogams,
mpaxcgopmuposamn u
adanmupoeams meKCcmoebill
mamepuan 045 pazAuUHbIx
npogeccuoHanbHbIX Yeneli;
Bnadeem onbimom aHaaumuko-
CcuHmemuueckoli nepepabomku
DA3AUYHbIX MUNO8 MEeKCMo8 Ha

PyCCKOM u/unu UHOCMPAHHOM

A3bIKe
IIK/T-7: CnocobeH TIK/I-7.3: AoekgamHo IIK/]-7.3: KonmponbHas
ocywecme/isimb HA uHmepnpemupyem u 3Haem mexHono2uu paboma 3quém:
6azosom ypoeHe cOOp | iy yensem 6 uHmepnpemayuu pesyasmamos | IIpakmuueckoe KoHmposbHble
U GHAU3 ASBIKOSLIX U npogeccuoHanbHoU aHaau3a cobpaHHbIX s3bIKOBbIX 3a0aHue
AUmepammypHbIx desimesbHOCMU pe3yabmambl | (pakmoe u mekcmoe pasauumbix | Tecm conpocy!
¢akmos, IIpakmuueckoe
O aHanu3a cobpaHHbIX cmuveil U JcaHpos; sa0aHue
aHanu3 u A3bIKOBbIX (hakmoe u mekcmoeg | Ymeem adekeamHo
UHMepnpemayuio PasauuHbIX cmusell U %CaHpo8 | uHmepnpemuposams u
mekcma npumeHsmb 8 3auém c oyenkol:
npocpeccuoHanbHoil KonmposHbie
desimenbHOCMU pe3yAbmambl 60npochl
aHAAU3a COBPAHHDIX A3bIKOBBIX Ipaxmuueckoe
(hakmos u mekcmos pazauuHbIX 3a0aue
cmueli u #caHpos;
Bnadeem npakmuueckumu
HABBIKAMU UCNOAb308AHUS 8
npogeccuoHanbHou
desimesibHOCMU, 8 MOM Uuc/e
nedazoauueckoll, pe3yabmamos
aHanu3a cO6PaHHbIX A3bIKOBbIX
(hakmoe u mekcmos pasuUHbIX
cmusell U #CaHpoas.
3. CTpyKTypa U cojepKaHHe AUCIUILIUHbI
3.1 TpyAoeMKOCTb AMCLUTI/TUHBI
oyHas
OO01IasA TPY/0EMKOCTD, 3.e. 4
Yacos 1o yue0HOMY IJIaHY 144
B TOM UHCJIe
ayMTOPHBIE 3aHATHSA (KOHTAKTHas1 padora):
- 3aHATHSA JIeKIIUOHHOI0 THUMA 0




- 3aHATUS CEMHHAPCKOr0 TUMNA (MpaKTHYeCcKue 3aHATHS / TabopaTopHbIe PadoThb) 42
- KCP 2
caMocTosTe/IbHaA padora 100
IIpome)xyTouHasi aTTecTamus 0
3auéT, 3aUéT C OLeHKO

3.2. CozepxaHWe JUCIUIIIMHbI
(cmpykmypupogaHHoe no memam (paszoenam) C YKa3aHuem OmMBeO0eHHO020 HA HUX Ko/auyecmeda

akademMuyecKux uacos u 8uobl yuebHbIx 3aHamull)

HavmeHoOBaHMe pa3[e/noB U TeM JUCLAIUIMHBI Bcero B TOM 4HUC/Ie
Yyachbl
( ) KonrakrHas pa6ota (paboTa Bo
B3aUMO/IeHCTBUH C IperiofjaBaTesnem),
Yyackl U3 HUX
SaHSTHS CamocTosTe/bHas
CEeMHHAPCKOro pabora
3aHATUA TUIA obyuarowerocs,
JIeKLIMOHHOTO | (TIpakTHueckue | Bcero qacel
TUMa 3aHsaTHs/1abopa
TOpHBIE
paboThI), yackl
b b b b ¢
0 0 0 0 0
TexcroBast yHKIIMS ¥ THITHI TEKCTOB 14 4 4 10
TeMma TeKCTa, CIocoObI PaCKpHITHS TEMBI B TEKCTe (TI0BeCTBOBAHME, 14 4 4 10
orcaHue, 00bsiCHEeHHe, apryMEeHTHPOBAHHE)
Peanu3aiius KaTeropuii KOrepeHTHOCTH U KOT€3UH B TEKCTe 14 4 4 10
Peanusanyst KaTeropuu MOZIallbHOCTH B TEKCTe 14 4 4 10
Peanu3aniusi KaTeropu BpeMeHH B TeKCTe 18 8 8 10
CruneBast NPUHA/IEKHOCTb TEKCTa 14 4 4 10
UeTbIpe OCHOBHBIX 3/1eMeHTa COZlepKaHus TeKCTa 14 4 4 10
PeueBsie opMBbI 1 THIT pacCKa3uMKa B TEKCTe 14 4 4 10
CrnoBapHBbIM COCTaB TEKCTa, CPe/iCTBa BHIPA3UTE/IbHOCTH B TEKCTe 14 4 4 10
Oco6eHHOCTH CHHTAaKCHUECKOTO MOCTPOEHHs TeKCTa 12 2 2 10
Arrecrarust 0
KCP 2 2
Utoro 144 0 42 44 100

Xy,Z[O)KECTBEHHbIﬁ TEKCT KdK ITO3TUYECKas CTPYKTYpa.

CojepkaHue pa3/ie/ioB M TeM JAUCIUIUTHHBI

YPOBHM Xy/10’)KECTBEHHOT'O TeKCTa 1 UX vepapxusi. CBsi3b BepOasbHOTO ¥ MO3TUYECKOTO YPOBHEH.
ITpUHIMIIBI CLer/IeHysT YPOBHeH TI03TUYeCKOTo TeKcTa. [IpUHLIUI HeTloTHOTO M300paXkeHusI.

[Mostrueckast feTanb. TUIBI U GYHKIUY TTO3THUECKUX JleTasell B Xy/10’KeCTBeHHOM TIPOU3Be/IeHUH .

. CTPYKTyprIe 3JIEMEHTBI OpPTraHr3allUM XYA0KEeCTBEHHOI'O TEKCTa

CroXeT ¥ ero CTpyKTypa. 3aBsi3ka, pa3paboTKa, KyJIbMUHALMA U pa3Bs3ka. CriocoObl coUeTaHUsT CEOXKETHBIX




yacreii B

nipor3BefieHNH. JIuTepaTypHbIe MPOM3BeeHNs] C HEeTIOIHBIM HaOOPOM CHO’KETHBIX COCTaBIIsIIOIIMX. Komrio3urus
U ee

CTPYKTYPHBbIE 3/IeMeHTbI: [10BeCTBOBaHMe, OMMCAHKE, MOHOJIOT, BHYTPEHHUI MOHOJIOT, AHaror.

[JeHoTaiusi 1 KOHHOTaLWs B Xy/10’KeCTBeHHOM TeKcTe. KOHHOTaTHBHbIe (DYHKLIMH

rpamMMaTH4ecKuX KaTeropui.

KonHoTaTuBHbIe QyHKLMN CTUIMCTUYECKON OTHECEHHOCTH JIEKCUUEeCKUX eZIMHUL] TeKCTa. KOHHOTaTUBHBIN
TIOTeHL{aI 0COOeHHOCTeH aBTOPCKOTO C/I0Bapsl.

CemaHTuueckuii nosrop. YacToTHast 1eKCHKa.

MUKpO- 1 MaKpO KOMITOHEHTbI TTO3TUYECKOM CTPYKTYPEI.

JluTeparypHslii 06pa3. Mepapxus o6pa3oB. Tema nurepatypHoro npousBeieHust. Vijiest 1 aBTOPCKUiA 3aMblcest
Turel moBecTBOBaHus. [1/1aH paccKa3uMKa ¥ TlaH TlepcoHaXka. Touka 3peHus Kak rmpobsiema

KOMIO3ULIMU. JKaHp /IMTepaTypHOT0 NIPOM3BeJeHNs U ero (popMbl. BpeMsi B iuTepaTypHOM MpPOM3BeJeHUH.
CooTHolIIeHWe CIOKEeTHOTO Pa3BUTHS C pacrpe/ie/ieHueM BbIpa3sUTe/IbHbIX CPeJICTB TeKCTa. TUIIbI BbIJIBIKEHUS:
KOHBepreHIUs, CLerieHre, 00MaHyToe OXKH/jaHue.

[TonaTre KoHBepreHUUs B XyZ0KeCTBEHHOM NIPOU3Be|eHUN.

ITonsiTHe cLervieHre B Xy/J0KeCTBeHHOM IIPOU3BeleHUN.

ITonatun obMaHyTOe 0)KHJaHUE B XY/J0)KeCTBEHHOM TPOM3Be/|eHHH.

[TpakTueckre 3aHATHsS /nabopaTopHble pabOThI OPraHU3YIOTCS, B TOM 4HWciie, B (opMe MpaKTHUeCKOU
TIOATOTOBKH, KOTOpasi TpelyCMaTPUBAeT ydacThe OOyuaroIuXcsi B BBITIOJHEHUH OT/ebHBIX 371eMEHTOB
paboT, cBsi3aHHBIX C OyAyIIiel TpodeccroHaMbHOMN /1esTeTbHOCTHIO.

Ha mpoBefeHre MpakTHUeCKWX 3aHATHHA / 1abopaTopHbIX paboT B (opMe MpaKTUYECKOW TOATOTOBKU
oTBOAUTCS: ouHasi hopma oOyueHust - 42 4.

4. YueGHO-MeTO/fUUECKOe 00ecrieueHHe CaMOCTOSITe/IbHO PadoThI 00yUaromuxcs

CamocrosTenbHasi paboTa o0ydaroL[uXcsi BK/IOUaeT B cebsi MOATOTOBKY K KOHTPOJIbHBIM BOIIPOCAM U
33/laHusIM [l TEKYIlero KOHTPOJSi U MPOMEXYTOYHOM aTTecTaly MO WTOraM OCBOEHUS AUCLIUILIMHbI
TPUBEIeHHBIM B TI. 5.

I/ICHOJ'II)3yeMI)Ie 06pa30BaT€J'II)HbIe TEXHOJIOTHHU: TIPAKTHYEeCKHEe 3aHATHA, CEeMHUHAPBHI.

BHeay,ZLI/ITOpHaH CaMOCTOsATe/IbHadA pa60Ta CTy[eHTa ODUEHTUPOBAHA Hd MOATOTOBKY K ITPaKTU4Y€CKUM
3dHATUAM B B € YCTHOT'O CO6€C€,I[OB&1HI/IH, TTOHCKa I/IH(bOpMaI_[I/II/I I10 11peJjI0>KeHHBIM BOIIPOCaM AJid
O6Cy>K,E[€HI/IH Ha TIPAKTHY€CKUX 3aHATHUAX.

OOpa3oBareibHble  TEXHOJIOTHH, CIOCOOCTBYyIOIMEe  (POPMHUPOBAHUIO KOMITeTeHIU,
WCII0/Ib3yeMble Ha 3aHATHUSIX MPaKTUYeCKOoro TUIIa:

. YaCTUYHO-TIOMCKOBAs /IeATeIbHOCTD TIPH TMOATOTOBKE YCTHBIX COOOITeHUH;

. caMmocTosTe/IbHas paboTa MpH MOATOTOBKE MPOEKTHOM paboTh;

. peleHye Mpo0IeMHBIX CUTYaLWi [/ peanu3aliiM TEeXHOJOTMH  KOJJIEKTUBHOMN

MBIC/IUTe/TEHOM AedaTe/IbHOCTH.
q)OpMOﬁ HUTOTrOBOI'O KOHTPOJIA 3HaHUI CTYAEHTOB I10 JUCLIUIIJIMHE 3K3dM€EH, B X0€ KOTOPOro
OLIEHMBAETCH YPOBEHb TEOPDETUYECKUX 3HAHMI 1 HaBLIKU pemieHus IPpAKTUYEeCKUX 3d/a4.

5. @OoHJ OLEHOUYHBIX CPEeACTB /I TeKYIlero KOHTPOJ/Is YCleBaeMOCTH U TPOMEeXYyTOUHOM
aTrTecTalyi Mo ANCHMILIMHE (MOJYJII0)



5.1 TunoBble 3afiaHusA, He00X0JUMBbIe [JIsi OLEHKH pe3y/IbTaTOB 00y4YeHHUsI MPU MPOBeJeHUH
TeKyIlero KOHTPOJisl yCIieBaeMOCTH C yKa3aHHeM KpHuTepHeB MX OLleHUBaHHUSA:

5.1.1 TunoBble 3ajaHust (oreHOYHOe cpeAcTBO - KoHTposbHasi padora) /il OLIEHKH
copmupoBaHHocTH Komnerennuu I1K-4:

7 cemecTp

3agaHue:
Read the text and answer the questions below. Come up with the message of the text

Three-year-old Teddy Lasry was napping yesterday in his cowboy outfit yesterday at his family's Fifth Ave.
apartment when he shot up in bed screaming. A 3-foot-long black-and-white snake was coiled around his left
arm and had just bitten his pinky.

"The baby-sitter freaked out," said Teddy's father, David Lasry, who, along with his wife, Evelyn, was at work
when the reptile showed up about 4 p.m.

The horrified nanny called 911 and the building's doorman. The doorman and two cable TV workers helped
pry the snake off the boy's arm and stow it in a garbage bag, Lasry said.

Police rushed Teddy to Mount Sinai Medical Center, where his parents said he spent two hours attached to a
heart monitor as a precaution in case the snake was poisonous.

1. What did the babysitter do?
She ran out of the apartment.
She took the snake off Teddy's arm.

She called for help.

She called the television company.
8 cemectp
Read the text and answer the questions below. Come up with the message of the text

IS SHE REALLY GOING OUT WITH HIM?

The latest census in the UK has confirmed that inter-racial marriages are increasingly
common, leading many journalists to claim that we are a totally tolerant society. However, despite
what the census might suggest, the truth is that the vast majority of us tend to eventually marry a
partner not only of the same race, but also of the same religion, class, age and background. While
mixed marriages of various descriptions may be on the increase, prejudice and social and family
pressures are still very much alive, and love cannot always overcome them.

A Religious Divide. Rachel McCarthy and David Brown decided to leave Belfast, the city in
Northern Ireland that they both grew up in and where their parents still live, when they got married last
year. Rachel is a Catholic and David is Protestant. The two halves of the Christian religion are still



deeply divided in Northern Ireland, and although the bombing and killing which occurred between the
two communities has largely stopped, as Rachel and David know, people in mixed marriages are often
ostracized and verbally abused. “We actually found it difficult to find a place to live in Belfast
because areas tend to be either Catholic or Protestant. That’s really why we left. Over here, we just
look the same as everyone else and no one really knows — or cares — that we have different
backgrounds. It has been very difficult, though, because we haven’t had any support from our
families. Neither sets of parents have really come to terms with our relationship and that’s obviously
been very painful.

The Age Gap. Jamie Brodlin is twenty now and has been going out with his partner, Jane
Fisher, for three years. Believe it or not, Jane has just turned sixty! They met when Jamie was out
clubbing with three friends. Jane was working in the cloakroom and when Jamie came up to her and
started chatting her up, she thought he was pulling her leg. “I thought he was just some lad with too
many beers inside him who was doing it all for a bet. It was only later when he phoned me up to ask
me out on a date, I realized just how mature and sensible he really is”.

Answer the following questions:
1. Do you think the two relationships described in the article are likely to last? Why / why not?
2. What do you think a mixed marriage is? What advantages and disadvantages do you think there
are to mixed marriages?

5.1.2 TumnoBble 3ajaHus (oueHOUYHOe cpeAcTBO - KOHTpo/ibHasg padora) I OLEHKH
chopmupoBanHocTu KomnereHyuu ITK/I-7:

7 cemecTp
Read the texts and state the means of cohesion and the message in writing.

“CHAUVINIST” HUSBAND DIVORCED

The “male chauvinism” of Mr. Andrew Hulford earnt his wife Lucy a divorce yesterday. Mrs.
Hulford liked to go out and meet people and have some independence. Mr. Hulford, aged 44, believed
a wife’s place was in the home and her duty was to look after her husband and children.

When Mrs. Hulford, aged 33, dressed up to go out, her husband made snide comments about
smartening herself up ti try to attract other men.

If she met other men, he would become jealous, Mr. Justice Sheldon said in the High Court
Family Division. He begrudged her any independent life.

The judge said that Mr. Hulford had behaved reprehensibly. His wife could no longer be
expected to put up with the plague of repetitive suspicion.

Although Mr. Hulford denied behaving badly and that his marriage had broken down. Mr.
Justice Sheldon granted Mrs. Hulford’s decree nisi.



The couple, who have a young son and daughter and live in the same house at Elsehnam,
Essex, married in 1997. Both had been married before.

Mr. Justice Sheldon said that about three years ago there was a serious rift in their relationship.
They stopped making love in 2007.

Mr. Hulford said afterwards: “I don’t see myself as having the attitudes of a Victorian husband.
I do not accept that I was domineering or chauvinist. I just consider myself to be an ordinary English
husband. I like to come home from work and see my wife to stay at home with me in the evening. Any
husband would. T still think there is hope for our marriage even after what has happened. I still love

b3

her”.
8 cemecTp

Read the texts and answer the questions below. State the means of cohesion and the message in
writing.

WHY IS IT OK TO BE MEAN TO THE UGLY?
David Brooks, an opinion columnist for The New York Times contemplates on how beauty influences
our views.

A manager sits behind a table and decides he’s going to fire a woman because he doesn’t like her skin.
If he fires her because her skin is brown, we call that racism and there is legal recourse. If he fires her because
her skin is female, we call that sexism and there is legal recourse. If he fires her because her skin is
pockmarked and he finds her unattractive, well, we don’t talk about that much and, in most places in America,
there is no legal recourse.

This is puzzling. We live in a society that abhors discrimination on the basis of many traits. And yet
one of the major forms of discrimination is lookism, prejudice against the unattractive. And this gets almost no

attention and sparks little outrage. Why?
Lookism starts, like every form of bigetry, with prejudice and stereotypes.

Studies show that most people consider an “attractive” face to have clean, symmetrical features. We
find it easier to recognize and categorize these prototypical faces than we do irregular and “unattractive” ones.

So we find it easier — from a brain processing perspective — to look at attractive people.

Attractive people thus start off with a slight physical advantage. But then people project all sorts of widely
unrelated stereotypes onto them. In survey after survey, beautiful people are described as trustworthy,
competent, friendly, likable and intelligent, while ugly people get the opposite labels. This is a version of the
halo effect.

Not all the time, but often, the attractive get the first-class treatment. Research suggests they are more likely to
be offered job interviews, more likely to be hired when interviewed and more likely to be promoted than less
attractive individuals. They are more likely to receive loans and more likely to receive lower interest rates on
those loans.

The discriminatory effects of lookism are pervasive. Attractive economists are more likely to study at
high-ranked graduate programs and their papers are cited more often than papers from their less attractive peers.


https://papers.ssrn.com/sol3/papers.cfm?abstract_id=3805308
https://law.stanford.edu/press/who-speaks-for-the-ugly/
https://www.cambridge.org/core/journals/behavioral-and-brain-sciences/article/abs/explaining-financial-and-prosocial-biases-in-favor-of-attractive-people-interdisciplinary-perspectives-from-economics-social-psychology-and-evolutionary-psychology/BB9900C25A6052CBE71D0BD4FF9B29E8
https://www.apa.org/monitor/oct06/pretty

One study found that when unattractive criminals committed a moderate misdemeanor, their fines were
about four times as large as those of attractive criminals.

Daniel Hamermesh, a leading scholar in this field, observed that an American worker who is among the
bottom one-seventh in looks earns about 10 to 15 percent less a year than one in the top third. An unattractive

person misses out on nearly a quarter-million dollars in earnings over a lifetime.

Why are we so blasé about this kind of discrimination? Maybe people think lookism is baked into human
nature and there’s not much they can do about it. Maybe it’s because there’s no National Association of Ugly
People lobbying for change. The economist Tyler Cowen notices that it’s often the educated coastal class that
most strictly enforces norms about thinness and dress. Maybe we don’t like policing the bigotry we’re most
guilty of?

My general answer is that it’s very hard to buck the core values of your culture, even when you know
it’s the right thing to do.

Over the past few decades, social media, the meritocracy and celebrity culture have fused to form a
modern culture that is almost pagan in its values. That is, it places tremendous emphasis on competitive
display, personal achievement and the idea that physical beauty is an external sign of moral beauty and overall

worth.

Pagan culture holds up a certain ideal hero — those who are genetically endowed in the realms of
athleticism, intelligence and beauty. This culture looks at obesity as a moral weakness and a sign that you’re in a

lower social class.

Our pagan culture places great emphasis on the sports arena, the university and the social media screen, where
beauty, strength and I.Q. can be most impressively displayed.

This ethos underlies many athletic shoe and gym ads, which hold up heroes in whom physical endowments and
moral goodness are one. It’s the paganism of the C.E.O. who likes to be flanked by a team of hot staffers (“I
must be a winner because I’m surrounded by the beautiful”) It’s the fashion magazine in which articles about
social justice are interspersed with photo spreads of the impossibly beautiful (“We believe in social equality, as
long as you’re gorgeous”) It’s the lookist one-upmanship of TikTok.

A society that celebrates beauty this obsessively is going to be a social context in which the less beautiful will
be slighted. The only solution is to shift the norms and practices. One positive example comes, oddly, from
Victoria’s Secret, which replaced its “Angels” with seven women of more diverse body types. When Victoria’s
Secret is on the cutting edge of the fight against lookism, the rest of us have some catching up to do.

Answer the following questions:

1. What does the phrase “a modern culture is almost pagan in its values” mean? Do you agree
with this point of view?

2. Do you agree that modern media celebrates beauty and slights imperfection, and manipulates
people into thinking what is beauty and what is not?


https://www.nytimes.com/2021/06/16/business/victorias-secret-collective-megan-rapinoe.html
https://www.nytimes.com/2011/08/28/opinion/sunday/ugly-you-may-have-a-case.html
https://journals.sagepub.com/doi/abs/10.1177/0146167291175009

Kputepuu oneHuBanus (oeHOUHOe cpeAcTBO - KoHTpo/ibHas padoTa)

OneHka Kpurepuu orjeHrBaHUs

YpoBeHb 3HaHUI B 00beMe, COOTBETCTBYIOLL[EM TIPOrpaMMe TIOATOTOBKH, WIH

MpeBOCXO0JHO ..
IMMpeBLIIIA0IIEM €€, ITPU U3/I0KEHHNU HET (0)i11%(10) 4

YpoBeHb 3HaHUI B 00beMe, COOTBETCTBYIOLL[EM TIPOrPaMMe TIOATOTOBKH, TIPH

OT/IMYHO
H3J/I0KEHHHU AOITyIIeHbI HeCYIeCTBEHHbIE OLLIOKU

YpoBeHb 3HaHUI B 00beMe, COOTBETCTBYIOLL[EM TIPOrPaMMe TIOATOTOBKH, TIPH
OueHb XOPOLIO
P W3/I0’KEeHUH JI0MYILeHbl 1-2 CyljecTBeHHbIe OLIMOKH

YpoBeHb 3HaHUM B 00beMe, COOTBETCTBYIOLL[EM TIPOTPaMMe TOATOTOBKH, TIPH
XOpOLLO
P W3/I0’KeHUH JIOMYILeHO HeCKOJIBKO CYIL[eCTBEeHHBIX OIIMO0K

YA0BJeTBOPUTETHHO MuHMMaBHO AOIMyCTUMBINA YPOBeHb 3HAaHUN

Hey/IOB/IETBOPUTE/IBHO Y POBeHb 3HAHWH HU)Ke MUHHUMAJIbHBIX TpeOOBaHHH

I1JI0X0 [TonHoe OTCYTCTBHE 3HAHUM T10 rnpeaMeTy

5.1.3 TunoBble 3ajaHus (oueHo4yHOe cpeAcTBO - TecT) ANAA oHeHKM C(HOPMHPOBAHHOCTH
komneteniuu ITK-4:

7 cemecTp

1. Xy}I[O)KECTBEHHaH HHTeEpIIpeTanud TEKCTA — 3TO

a) TIpoIlecc MepeBo/ia TEKCTa C COOJTI0ZIEHHEM TepMEHEBTHUECKHUX MPUHIIUTIOBR
6) rnpounecc CMBICJIOBOH O6pa6OTKI/I TE€KCTa a/jpeCaToOM, YyruTaTe/1eM, CIyliaTe/ieM

B) TIPOIIECC XYZ0KECTBEHHOM 00pabOTKHU TeKCTa IpY TTIOMOIIM COBPEMEHHBIX TTPOrpaMM aHau3a
TeKCTa

T') TIPOLIeCC MPeoOpa3oBaHus TEKCTA B O0/iee CKaTyr0 (OPMY C MCITO/Ib30BaHUEM TPOIIOB
2. lucKypc — 310
a) TeKCT KOJ/IJIEKTUBHOI'O aBTOPCTBA

0) criocob mpe/iCTaBIeHNsI TEKCTa TIPU TTOMOILIIY 37IEMEHTOB KOPITyCHOM JIMHTBUCTHKH B) CIIOCO0
MHTepIIpeTaluy TeKCTa a/jpecaTom



F) CBSI3HBIN TEKCT B COBOKYIIHOCTH C f-)KCTpaJ'[I/IHl"BI/ICTI/IIJéCKI/IMI/I — [NparMdTH4e€CKMMH,
COOHOKYJIbTYPHBIMH, IMCUXOJIOTUYECKUMHU U [IP. q)aKTOPaM

3. Tun moBeCTBOBAHHUA — 3TO

a) crocob 06H_[eHI/IH dBTOpa U YUTaTe/id IoCpeaCTBOM TeKCTa

0) n30uMpaeMbIii aBTOPOM XYZI0>KECTBEHHOT'O TIPOU3Be/IeHHsI CITI0CO0 BOTIIOIIEHUsI CFOXKeTa B TEKCTE
B) crioco0 opraHu3anyu repeaBaeMoii THGoOpMaLuK Yepe3 XyJ0)KeCTBeHHOe TIPOM3Be/ieHHe T)
crocob pacKphITHSI UHPOPMALIMK B XyJ0)KECTBEHHOM TEKCTe

8 cemecTp

1.Kakoe U3 JaHHBIX C/IOB COOTBETCTBYeT O(HULMAIBHO-[e/I0BOMY CTHTIO?
a) to elaborate

0) to say

B) to tell

2. Kakoe U3 yKa3aHHbBIX BbIDayKeHUH sIB/IsieTCsT MeTadopoii?

a) life is a rollercoaster

b) life is good

c) my life

3. Kakoe cTunmctryeckoe CpeAiCcTBO UCTOb3yeTcs B BeipaskeHuu Fight like cats and dogs?
a) hyperbole

b) simile

C) oXymoron

5.1.4 TunoBble 3ajaHus (oneHouYHOe cpeAcTBO - TecT) sl OLEHKH C(HOPMHPOBAHHOCTH
Kommnereniuu [1K/1-7:

7 cemecCTp

1. IBdemMusm - 310

a) HeliTpanbHOe 10 CMBICITY
Y SMOLMOHA/IBHOM «Harpy3Ke» CJIOBO, UCIIO/Ib3yeMoe [ijisl 3aMeHbI IPYTHX, CUUTAIOIUXCS HEePUIMYHBIMH WIN
HEYMEeCTHBIMU

0) crunmicTrueckas (GUrypa npeyBeiiueHus], C Lebi0 YCUIeHUS BbIPa3UTeTbHOCTU U TTOTYEPKUBAHUS
CKa3aHHOU MBIC/IH.

B) CTU/IMCTAYeCKast GUrypa, 3aK/IF0UaloIIascs B HaMepeHHOM TTOBTOPEHUH B 0003pUMOM yuacTKe
TEeKCTa OJJHOTO U TOTO Ke C/I0Ba JIMOO0 peueBol KOHCTPYKIUU

F) CTU/IMCTHYeCKasd ¢)Hrypa, pA4, OAHOPOAHBIX CJ/IOB U Bpra)KEHHﬁ, noc/jienoBare/IbHO HarHeTArOIIKUX WU
TMOHM)XAIIKWX CMBICJIOBYIO WM SMOIJUOHA/IBHYIO 3HAYMMOCTb.


https://ru.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A4%D0%B8%D0%B3%D1%83%D1%80%D0%B0_(%D1%80%D0%B8%D1%82%D0%BE%D1%80%D0%B8%D0%BA%D0%B0)
https://ru.wikipedia.org/w/index.php?title=%D0%92%D1%8B%D1%80%D0%B0%D0%B7%D0%B8%D1%82%D0%B5%D0%BB%D1%8C%D0%BD%D0%BE%D1%81%D1%82%D1%8C&action=edit&redlink=1
https://ru.wikipedia.org/w/index.php?title=%D0%9F%D1%80%D0%B5%D1%83%D0%B2%D0%B5%D0%BB%D0%B8%D1%87%D0%B5%D0%BD%D0%B8%D0%B5&action=edit&redlink=1
https://ru.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%A1%D1%82%D0%B8%D0%BB%D0%B8%D1%81%D1%82%D0%B8%D1%87%D0%B5%D1%81%D0%BA%D0%B0%D1%8F_%D1%84%D0%B8%D0%B3%D1%83%D1%80%D0%B0
http://dic.academic.ru/dic.nsf/ruwiki/5410
http://dic.academic.ru/dic.nsf/ruwiki/5460

1. KosbLieBasi KOMIO3HUIUA - 3TO

a) XpPOHOJIOTMYeCKoe U306pakeHHe BCeX COOBITHIT TTOBECTBOBAHMUS
0) axpOHO/IOTHUECKOEe U300pakeHHe BCeX COOLITUI MOBECTBOBAHUS

B) BKJIFOUeHHe J0TIOJHUTeTbHON UCTOPUY B KaHBY ITOBECTBOBAHUS T)
3aBepllieHre MIOBECTBOBAHMS COOBITHSIMU Hauaaa UCTOPUU

1. OKCHOMOpOH — 3TO

a) coeZiHeHKe TIPOTHUBOITO/IOKHBIX TI0 CMBIC/TY CJIOB, 00pa3HO PacKPHIBAIOIINX ITPOTUBOPEUHBYIO CYIIJHOCTD
0003HaYaeMoro

6) pasHOBUJHOCTb METOHMMMUH, B OCHOBE KOTOPOI1 JIEXKUT OTHOLIIEHHe YacTH U 11e/I0ro
B) CTU/IMCTUYECKUH TIPHEM, 3aK/TIOUAIOIINICS B YIIOTpeOIeHNH CI0Ba He B MPSIMOM, a B [1ePeHOCHOM 3HaYeHUH
T') 9TO TIO3THUECKOe OTpe/ie/ieHre, BhIpakaeMoe 00BIYHO TIpH/IaraTe/TbHbIM

Kpurepumu orjeHnBaHus (oLjeHOUHOe cpeAcTBO - Tecr)

OneHka Kpurepuu orjeHrBaHUs

YpoBeHb 3HaHUI B 00beMe, COOTBETCTBYIOIL[EM TIPOrpaMMe TIOATOTOBKH, WIH

IMpeBOCXO0JHO ..
MpeBbIIIAIOIIEM ee, TTPU N3/I0’KeHUU HeT omnboK

YpoBeHb 3HaHUI B 00beMe, COOTBETCTBYIOLL[EM TIPOrpaMMe TIOATOTOBKH, TIPH

OT/IMYHO
H3J/I0)KEHUH [OITYyLIEeHbl HeCyIeCTBEHHbIE OILLIOKU

YpoBeHb 3HaHUI B 00beMe, COOTBETCTBYIOIL[EM TIPOrpaMMe TIOATOTOBKH, TIPH

OYeHb XOPOLIO
W3/I0KEHUH J0MyIIeHbl 1-2 cyliecTBeHHbIe OIIMOKH

YpoBeHb 3HaHUI B 00beMe, COOTBETCTBYIOLL[EM TIPOrpaMMe MOATOTOBKH, TIPH
XOpOLLO
P W3/I0)KEHUH [OMYIIeHO HEeCKOBbKO CYIIeCTBeHHBIX OIIMO0K

YZI0B/IETBOPUTE/ILHO MuHUMaTBHO JOMyCTUMBIN YPOBEHb 3HAaHUM

HeyJOBJ/JIETBOPUTE/IbHO ypOBEHb 3HAHMUI HIDKE MUHUMAJIBHBIX TPE6OB3HHﬁ

T1710X0 [TonHoe oTCyTCTBUE 3HAHUI 110 IpeMETY

5.1.5 TunoBble 3ajaHusa (ouLeHOUHoe cpeAcTBO - IIpakTHueckoe 3ajaHue) /I OLEHKHU
copmupoBanHocTu KomnereHuu [TK-4:

7 cemecTp



OHPEAEHHTE, Kakne CTUWIMCTUUeCKHe IprueMbl NCI0/Ib30BadHbI B IdAHHOM OTDLIBKE!:

Once more he shouldered his burden (how light it seemed now) and hastened down the path, through the
shadows and the moonlight, to the little hut in the valley. Beneath the kitchen floor was a walled closet for
food, which was covered and hidden from view. There the son hid his mother,

supplying her with everything she needed, continually watching and fearing she would be discovered.
Time passed, and he was beginning to feel safe when again the governor sent forth heralds bearing an
unreasonable order, seemingly as a boast of his power. His demand was that his subjects should present
him with a rope of ashes.

8 cemecTp

OHPEA'GJ'II/ITQ, KaKuWe CTUWINCTHUYeCKre IIprueMbl NCII0/1b30BaHbl B JdHHOM OTPLIBKeE:

It was a remarkable coincidence perhaps, but it was nevertheless a fact, that Mr. Jingle within
five minutes of his arrival at Manor Farm on the preceding night, had inwardly resolved to lay siege to
the heart of the spinster aunt, without delay. He had observation enough to see, that his off-hand
manner was by no means disagreeable to the fair object of his attack; and he had more than a strong
suspicion that she possessed that most desirable of all requisites, a small independence. The imperative
necessity of ousting his rival by some means or other, flashed quickly upon him, and he immediately
resolved to adopt certain proceedings tending to that end and object, without a moment’s delay.
Fielding tells us that man is fire, and woman tow, and the Prince of Darkness sets a light to ‘em. Mr.
Jingle knew that young men, to spinster aunts, are as lighted gas to gunpowder, and he determined to
essay the effect of an explosion without loss of time.

5.1.6 TumnoBble 3ajaHus (omeHO4YHOe cpeAcTBO - IIpakTH4yeckoe 3ajaHue) AJAA OLIEHKH
copmupoBanHocTu KomnereHuuu I[TK-7:

7 cemecTp
OrmpeenviTe TUTI TIOBECTBOBAHUS B TEKCTOBOM (hparMeHTe:

Some people — not you nor I, because we are so awfully self-possessed--but some people, find

great difficulty in saying good-bye when making a call or spending the evening. As the moment draws
near when the visitor feels that he is fairly entitled to go away he rises and says abruptly, "Well, I think
I..." Then the people say, "Oh, must you go now? Surely it's early yet!" and a pitiful struggle ensues.

I think the saddest case of this kind of thing that I ever knew was that of my poor friend

Melpomenus Jones, a curate--such a dear young man, and only twenty-three! He simply couldn't get away
from people. He was too modest to tell a lie, and too religious to wish to appear rude. Now it happened that
he went to call on some friends of his on the very first afternoon of his

summer vacation. The next six weeks were entirely his own--absolutely nothing to do. He chatted awhile, d
rank two cups of tea, then braced himself for the effort and said suddenly:

"Well, I think I..."

But the lady of the house said, "Oh, no! Mr. Jones, can't you really stay a little longer?" Jones was
always truthful. "Oh, yes," he said, "of course, I--er--can stay."



"Then please don't go."

8 cemecTp

OHpe,ZLEJII/ITe THII ITOBECTBOBAHMA B TEKCTOBOM Cbpal"MEHTEZ

1. To all appearances and according to all accounts, Juanita is a character who does not reflect
credit upon her family or her native town of Rock Springs. I first met her there three years ago i
n the little back room behind her father's store. She seemed very shy, and inclined to efface herself; a he
roic feat to attempt, considering the narrow confines of the room; and a hopeless one, in view of her

five-feet-ten, and more than two-hundred pounds of substantial flesh, which, on that occasion, and every

subsequent one when I saw her, was clad in a soiled calico "Mother Hubbard."? Her face, and

particularly her mouth, had a certain fresh and sensuous beauty though I would rather not say "beauty,"
if I might say anything else.
5.1.7 TunoBble 3ajaHusa (oLeHOUHoe cpeAcTBO - IIpakTHueckoe 3ajjaHue) /JIA OLIEHKHU
copmupoBanHocTu KomnereHuu [TK/I-6:

7 cemecTp

Onpe,qem/ITe, KaKne MeTa(l)OpI/I‘JECKI/Ie CpeacCTBa UCII0J/Ib30BaHbI B IdAHHOM OTDBIBKE:

a. So now Delia's beautiful hair fell about her rippling and shining like
a cascade of brown waters.... Down rippled the brown cascade [Henry].

b. A red moon rides on the humps of the low river hills [Sandburg].

c. Slowly, inch by inch, with the pain shouting mutely from his livid face, he raised himself... [Sha
w]

d. ... he actually could see stars, pale and small, in the thin corridor of heaven visible over the
street

[ibid.].

e. Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow? [Shakespeare]
f. Humid seal of soft affections, Tend'rest pledge of future bliss, Dearest tie of young connections,

Love's first snow-drop, virgin kiss [Burns].

g. Through tatter'd clothes small vices do appear; Robes and furr'd gowns hide all.

Plate sin with gold, And the strong lance of justice hurtless breaks; Arm it in rags, a pigmy's straw
does pierce it [Shakespeare].



h.... the vast walls of night Stand erect to the stars [Jeffers].

1. 8 cemecTp

Onpepenure, Kakue MeTadopruuecKre Cpe/iCTBa UCI0/Ib30BaHbl B JaHHOM OTpbIBKE:

Now, if there was one individual in the whole world, of whom the spinster aunt entertained a mortal and
deep-rooted jealousy, it was this identical niece. The colour rushed over her face and neck, and she tossed her
head in silence with an air of ineffable contempt. At last, biting her thin lips, and bridling up, she said—

‘It can’t be. I won’t believe it.’

‘Watch ‘em,’ said Jingle.

‘I will,” said the aunt.

‘Watch his looks.’

‘Twill.’

5.1.8 TunoBble 3ajaHusa (oLeHOUHoe cpeAcTBO - IIpakTHueckoe 3ajjaHue) /I OLIEHKHU
copmupoBanHocTu KomnereHyuu ITK/I-7:

7 ceMecTp (CTW/IMCTUYECKHI aHA/IN3)
Ormpesente criocod pacKpBITHSI TEMBI B TEKCTOBBIX (hparMeHTax:

1. Some people — not you nor I, because we are so awfully self-possessed--but some people, find
great difficulty in saying good-bye when making a call or spending the evening. As the momen
t draws
near when the visitor feels that he is fairly entitled to go away he rises and says abruptly, "Well,
I think L..." Then the people say, "Oh, must you go now? Surely it's early yet!" and a pitiful
struggle ensues.

I think the saddest case of this kind of thing that I ever knew was that of my poor friend

Melpomenus Jones, a curate--such a dear young man, and only twenty-three! He simply couldn't get away
from people. He was too modest to tell a lie, and too religious to wish to appear rude. Now it happened that
he went to call on some friends of his on the very first afternoon of his

summer vacation. The next six weeks were entirely his own--absolutely nothing to do. He chatted awhile, d
rank two cups of tea, then braced himself for the effort and said suddenly:

"Well, I think I..."
But the lady of the house said, "Oh, no! Mr. Jones, can't you really stay a little longer?" Jones was
always truthful. "Oh, yes," he said, "of course, I--er--can stay."

"Then please don't go."



1. To all appearances and according to all accounts, Juanita is a character who does not reflect
credit upon her family or her native town of Rock Springs. I first met her there three years ago i
n the

little back room behind her father's store. She seemed very shy, and inclined to efface herself; a heroic feat
to attempt, considering the narrow confines of the room; and a hopeless one, in view of her

five-feet-ten, and more than two-hundred pounds of substantial flesh, which, on that occasion, and

every subsequent one when I saw her, was clad in a soiled calico "Mother Hubbard."!

Her face, and particularly her mouth, had a certain fresh and sensuous beauty though I would rather not say
"beauty," if I might say anything else.

1. Long, long ago there lived at the foot of the mountain a poor farmer and his aged, widowed
mother. They owned a bit of land which supplied them with food, and they were humble, peacef
ul, and happy.

Shining was governed by a despotic leader who though a warrior, had a great and cowardly

shrinking from anything suggestive of failing health and strength. This caused him to send out a cruel
proclamation. The entire province was given strict orders to immediately put to death all aged people.
Those were barbarous days, and the custom of abandoning old people to die was not uncommon. The poor
farmer loved his aged mother with tender reverence, and the order filled his heart with sorrow.

But no one ever thought twice about obeying the mandate of the governor, so with many deep and
hopeless sighs, the youth prepared for what at that time was considered the kindest mode of death.

1 Mother Hubbard — a big, baggy dress.

IIpakTnueckoe 3afanue 8 cemecTp (CTUWIMCTHUECKHI aHATU3)
YKakuTe S13bIKOBbIE CpeaCTBa, 06EC1'IEI-II/IBEII-OIJ_[I/IE CBSAI3HOCTB CJIEAYIOIUX TEKCTOBBIX (bpal"MEHTOBI

1. Just at sundown, when his day’s work was ended, he took a quantity of unwhitened rice which
was the principal food for the poor, and he cooked, dried it, and tied it in a square cloth, which
he swung in a bundle around his neck along with a gourd filled with cool, sweet water. Then he
lifted his helpless old mother to his back and started on his painful journey up the
mountain. The road was long and steep; the narrow road was crossed and re-crossed by many
paths made by the hunters and woodcutters. In some place, they lost and confues, but he gave
no heed. One path or another, it mattered not. On he went, climbing blindly upward -- ever
upward towards the high bare summit of what is known as Obatsuyama, the mountain of the
“abandoning of the aged”.



1. Once more he shouldered his burden (how light it seemed now) and hastened down the path,
through the shadows and the moonlight, to the little hut in the valley. Beneath the kitchen floor
was a walled closet for food, which was covered and hidden from view. There the son hid his
mother, supplying her with everything she needed, continually watching and fearing she would
be discovered. Time passed, and he was beginning to feel safe when again the governor sent
forth heralds bearing an unreasonable order, seemingly as a boast of his power. His demand
was that his subjects should present him with a rope of ashes.

Kpurepuu oneHnBaHus (onjeHoUHOe cpejcTBO - IIpakTHUecKkoe 3aaHue)

OneHka Kpurepuu orieHMBaHUs

YpoBeHb 3HaHWH B 00bEMe, COOTBETCTBYIOIEM TIPOTPaMMe TMO/[TOTOBKH, WK
TPEBOCX0/THO i
P A TIPEBBIILIAIOIIEM €€, TTPY W3/I0KeHUH HeT OLIMO0K

YpoBeHb 3HaHWH B 06bEMe, COOTBETCTBYIOIEM TIPOTPaMMe TO/[TOTOBKH, TIPU

OT/IMYHO
W37I0’KEeHUH JIOTyIL{eHbl HeCyIlleCTBeHHbIe OIINOKN

YpoBeHb 3HaHuI B 06BeMe, COOTBETCTBYIOLIEM TIPOrpPaMMe TOATOTOBKH, TIPH
OueHb XOpOLLO
P W3710’KEeHUH JIOTYILeHbl 1-2 cylijecTBeHHbIe OLIMOKH

YpoBeHb 3HaHUI B 00beMe, COOTBETCTBYIOLL[EM TIPOrpaMMe TOATOTOBKH, TIPU
XOpOLLO
P W3710’KEHUH JIOMYILeHO HEeCKOJIBKO CYIL{eCTBEHHBIX OIINO0K

YA0BJETBOPUTENTBHO MwuHMMaIBHO AOMYCTUMBIA YPOBEHb 3HAHUM

HeyIOBJIETBOPUTEJIBHO YPOBEHB 3HAHUN HIDKe MUHUMAaTbHbBIX TPEGOBHHI/Iﬁ

IJIOXO IlosTHOE OTCYTCTBHE 3HAHUM I10 TpeIMeTy

5.1.9 TunoBble 3aganus (oreHOYHOe cpeAcTBO - CoolmieHne) s oueHKH chOpMHUPOBAHHOCTH
Komnerenuyu I1K-7:

7 cemecTp

e Strategies authors use to create tone and mood in stories?

¢ Hyperbole as a tool to express the characteristics of a character
8 cemecTp

e Imagery as a tool that authors use to create tone and mood in stories
® Metaphor as a tool to express the characteristics of a character.

Kpurtepuu oueHuBanus (orjeHouHOoe cpeAcTBO - CooliieHmne)

OueHka Kpurtepru oLieHUBaHUS

TPEeBOCXOHO YpoBeHb 3HaHUI B 00beMe, COOTBETCTBYIOLL[EM TIPOrPaMMe TIOATOTOBKH, UIH




OueHka Kpurtepuu oLieHUBaHUs

TIPEeBBIILIAIOIIEM €€, TTPY W3/I0KeHUH HeT OLIMO0K

YpoBeHb 3HaHU B 06BEMe, COOTBETCTBYIOIIIEM TIPOTPaMMe TIOATOTOBKH, TIPH
OT/IMYHO
W3/I0’KEeHUH JIOMYILeHbl HeCyIlleCTBeHHbIe OINOKN

YpoBeHb 3HaHUH B 06beMe, COOTBETCTBYIOII|EM TIPOrpaMMe TOJrOTOBKH, TTPH
OueHb XOPOLLIOo
P W3/I0KEHUH JIOTYITeHbl 1-2 CyIrieCTBeHHbIE OIMOKH

YpoBeHb 3HaHUI B 00beMe, COOTBETCTBYIOLL[EM TIPOrPaMMe TIOATOTOBKH, TIPH

XOpOILO
W3/10’KEHUH JIOMYILeHO HEeCKOJIBKO CYIL|eCTBEHHBIX OIINO0K

Y0BJIETBOPUTENTBHO MuHUMaTBEHO J0MyCTUMBINA yPOBEHb 3HAHUN

HEYyOBJ/IETBOPUTE/IBHO YPOBEHI: 3HAHUN HIDKe MUHUMAaTbHbBIX TPE6OBaHI/Iﬁ

T710X0 [TosiHOE OTCYTCTBUE 3HAHUM IO TIPeAMETY

5.2. OnucaHue MKaJl OLeHNBAaHUA Pe3y/IbTaToB 00y4yeHHs M0 JUCIUIIMHE ITPH TPOMEe)XyTOYHOMH
arTecTanuu

IITkana oneHUBaHUsI C)OPMHPOBAHHOCTH KOMIIeTeHLINMI

YpoBeHn
b
chopmu Hey/I0BJIETBOP | Y/AOBJIETBO OouYeHb
J10X0 XO0pOoI1110 OT/IUYHO NMPeBOCX0/{HO
POBaHH HUTe/IbHO puTeIbHO XOpo1Io
ocTH
KoMIIeT
eHIUH
(uHANK
aropa
AOCTHIK He 3aYTeHO 3auTeHO
eHHUSs
KOMITIET
eHIHI)
YpoBeHb
OtcytcTBHE YpoBeHb poBet
o . 3HaHUM B
3HaHUU MuHnManeH | 3HaHUM B oGBeme YpoBeHb
TeopeTUYeCcKoro o] obbeme, ’ 3HaHUH B
YpoBeHb COOTBETCTBY YpoBeHb
MaTepuasa. . JIONyCTUMBI | COOTBETCTBY obbeme, .
3HAHUU HUXKe . 1o1emM 3HAaHUH B
HeB03MO>KHOCTb 1l ypoBeHb oLeM COOTBETCTB
MUHUMA/TbHBIX o rporpamMme o6neme,
3HaHWS | OL|EHUTb MOJHOTY N 3HaHUM. rporpamMme yiolemM
o TpeboBaHMH. MO/IrOTOBKU TpeBbIlIatolLe
3HaHUN HoryiieHo MOJTOTOBKU rporpaMme
Nwmenu mecto . JonyieHo M porpamMMmy
BC/Ie[ICTBHE MHOTO . JonymeHo TO/JITOTOBK
rpy6bie oIMOKH HEeCKOJIbKO M0/ITOTOBKHU.
OTKasa HerpyobIx HECKOJIbKO u. Ommbok
Hecyl1lecTBe
obyuarolerocs ot omboK HerpyobIx HHEIX HeT.
oTBeTa ormboK
ormbok
OtcyTcTBUE Iy DeleHI IIpogemonc | Ilpogemonc | Ilpogemonc | Ilposemonc | ITpopemMoHCTp
MUHUMAJTbHBIX CT[;H pa THBIX TPUPOBaHbI | TPUPOBaHBbI | TPHUPOBAaHbI | TPUPOBaHBI | WPOBAHHI BCE
YMeHHH. 5 Elfll Ife OCHOBHBIe BCe BCe BCE OCHOBHbIE
HeB03MO>KHOCTb an YMeHUSL. OCHOBHBI® OCHOBHBIe OCHOBHbIE YMeHUS.
TPOAEMOHCTPUP
OLIeHUTb Ha/Inure Perenst yMeHusl. yMeHusl. YMeHUSL. Perwens! Bce
YMmenus . OBaHbI
yYMeHUH OCHOBHBIE TUIIOBbIE Pemuiensl Bce | Perennl Bce | PelieHbl OCHOBHbI®
BC/Ie[ICTBHE 3aJ,auu C OCHOBHBbIE OCHOBHBIE BCE 3a/aum.
ymenus. Vimenu
OTKasza MECTO FDVBBLE HerpyObIMU | 3azauu C 3a7auM. OCHOBHbIe BrimosHeHb1
obyuarorierocsi ot OLLII/I6KI/Ipy ommbkamu. | HerpyObiMu | BeimonHeHs! | 3azauu C BCe 3a/laHusl, B
oTBeTa BbirosiHeHs! | OmMOKaMU. | BCe 3a/laHUST | OTAENBHBIM | TOJHOM




u
HeCylIL|eCcTB
BeinonHeHsl ym
B TOJIHOM €HHBIMU
BCE BCe 3aJ]aHUs
obneme, HO HejoueTamM
3a/laHusl, HO | B IIOJIHOM
HEKOTOpbIe | H, obneme Ge3
He B obbeMe, HO
c BBITIOJIHEH | HE/I0YeTOB
TIOJTHOM HEKOTOpbIe
HeJjoueTaMH | bl BCe
obneme d
3a/laHus B
HefloueTaMu
TIOJTHOM
obbeme
Nwmeetcsa
OtcyTcTBUE IIpogemoHC IIpogemoHc
MWHHUMaJIbH [Tpomemonc
0a30BbIX ITpu pereHnn . TPUPOBaHBI TPHPOBaHBI
bl Habop TPHPOBaHbI IIpogeMoHCTp
HaBBIKOB. CTaHZapTHBIX 6asoBble HaBBIKH
HaBBIKOB 6asoBble WpOBaH
HeB03MO>XXHOCTb 3a/jay He HaBBIKU NIPU Tpu .
JUist HaBBIKU IIPU TBOPYECKUN
OLIEHWTDb Ha/lure | TIPOZIeMOHCTPHP peleHnn pelIeHnn
Hagblku pelleHust pelueHnr TOAIXO[, K
HaBBLIKOB OBaHbI 6a30BbIe CTaH/|apTHBI HecTaHzAapT
CTaHJapTHBI CTaHZApTHBI peLLEeHHI0
BCJIe/ICTBUE HaBbIKY. VIMenu X 33714 C HBIX 3a/ja4
X 3a/ja4 ¢ X 3a7a4 6e3 HeCTaHZapTHBI
OTKaza MecTo rpy0Obie HEKOTOPBbIM Oe3
HEKOTOPBIM ommuboK 1 X 3a7iau
obyuatorjerocsi OT | OMHOKK u o1IMOOoK U
u He/[0YeToB
oTBeTa HeJjoueTaMu HeJloueToB
He/0YeTaMHu
IITkasa oLeHUBAHUA NPU MPOMEXYTOYHOMN aTTeCTaluu
OneHka YpoBeHb NO/IrOTOBKH
MPeBOCX0/{HO Bce komrmeTeHIMM (YacTd KOMIlETeHIMH), Ha (OpMUpOBaHME KOTOPLIX HarlpaBjeHa
[UMCLIUIJIMHA, COPMHUPOBAHBI HA YPOBHE He HIDKE «IIPEBOCXOJHO», MPOJEMOHCTPHUPOBAHBI
3HAaHWs, YMEHHWs, BAJileHUs [0 COOTBETCTBYIOLIMM KOMIIETEHLIMSIM Ha YPOBHE BBIIlIe
Tpe/lyCMOTPEHHOT 0 TIPOrpaMMoi
OT/IHYHO Bce xomnereHUMM (Y4acTM KOMIIeTeHLMH), Ha (OpPMUpOBaHME KOTOPBIX Harpas/eHa
JUCLIMIUINHA, CHOPMHUPOBAHBI HA YPOBHE He HIDKe «OTJIMYHO».
3auTeHo O04YeHb XOPOIIIo Bce xkomrmeTeHIMM (YacTd KOMIIETeHIMH), Ha (OpMHUpOBaHMe KOTODLIX HarlpaBjeHa
JMCLUIUIMHA, COPMHUPOBaHbI HAa YPOBHE He HUXKe «0UeHb XOPOLLO»
XOPOILIO Bce xommnereHUMM (Y4acTW KOMIeTeHLMH), Ha (OpPMUpOBaHME KOTOPBIX HarpasjeHa
JUCLIMIUINHA, COPMHUPOBAHBI HAa YPOBHE He HIDKE «XOPOLIO».
yAOBJeTBOpHUTE/Nb | Bce KommeTeHIMM (YacTH KOMIIETeHIMH), Ha (OpPMHMpOBaHHEe KOTOPbIX HarpaB/ieHa
HO JUCLIMIUIAHA, c()OPMUPOBAHBI HAa YPOBHE He HIDKe «Y/[OBIeTBOPHTEILHO», TP 3TOM XOTS OBI
0JiHa KOMIIeTeHL{Usi CpOpMHUPOBaHa Ha YPOBHE «YZIOB/IETBOPUTEIEHO»
HeyjoB/eTBopuTe | X0Ts Obl O{Ha KOMIIeTeHLMst CHOPMHUPOBaHA Ha YPOBHE «HEY/|OB/IETBOPUTE/IBHOY.
JIBHO
He 3aUTeHO
TJI0X0 XoTs1 6bI 0ZJHA KOMITETeHLMs1 CHOPMUPOBAHA Ha YPOBHE «ILIOXO»

5.3 TumnoBble KOHTPOJ/IbHBbIE 3a/laHMsl WIH HHbIE MaTepHa/ibl, He00X0JUMbIe ISl OLEeHKH
pe3y/ibTaToB 00yuyeHHsi Ha MPOMEXKYTOYHOM aTTecTalMM C YKa3aHHeM KpHUTepUeB HX
OIleHUBaHMS:

5.3.1 TumnoBbie 3apaHus (oLeHOUHOe CPeACTBO - KOHTpO/JbHBbIE BOMPOCHI) /[ OLEHKHU
chopmupoBaHHocTH KomnereHuu [1K-4

7 ceMecTp



The purpose of analytical reading
The structure of a typical plot and its possible deviations

8 cemectp

The difference between the scenic and panoramic narratives
The peculiarities of metaphor

5.3.2 TumnoBbie 3apaHusi (OLeHOUHOe CPeACTBO - KOHTpoO/IbHbIE BOMPOCHI) /I OLEHKH
copmupoBanHocTH KomneTeHuu [1K-7

7 cemMecTp

The notions of theme, ideas, problems, and conflicts of a literary text

The distinctive features of represented
speech

8 cemectp

The notions of an image, a trope and a figure of speech.

The notion of symbol

5.3.3 TumnoBbie 3apaHusa (oneHOUHOe CpeAcTBO - KOHTpO/IbHbIE BOMPOCHI) AJISI OLEHKH
copmupoBanHocTa KomnereHmu [TK/I-6

7 cemMecTp

The difference between the narration told in the third and in the first person. The varieties of narrators
The essence of a literary genre. The differences between prose and
drama in terms of various types of discourse

8 cemectp
Predicates typical of a narrative? (b) description. Dynamic description.
Tropes and autologous images

5.3.4 TumnoBbie 3apaHusi (OLeHOUHOe CPeACTBO - KOHTpo/IbHbIE BOMPOCHI) /A OLEHKHU
copmupoBanHocTu KomnereHymu [TK/I-7

7 ceMeCTp

The difference between the terms plot and composition. The types of composition.

Major and minor syntax of a text. The meanings of a loose, periodic and balanced sentence and
paragraph.

8 cemectp

The difference between direct speech, indirect speech and represented speech.

The notion of symbol.

Kpurepuu oneHMBaHus (0LjeHOUHOe cpeJcTBO - KOHTpo/IbHBIE BOMPOCHI)



Ouenka Kputepun ouieHuBaHus
3aUTeHO Ha Gosbiryto yacts BorpocoB (80%) /jaHbI BepHbIE OTBETHI
He 3aYTeHO Ha 6onb1yto gacts Boripocos (80%) maHbl HeBepHLIE OTBETHI
5.3.5 TunoBbie 3apaHusa (oreHOUHOe CpeAcTBO - KOHTpo/IbHbIE BONPOCHI) A/ OLIEHKH

chopmupoBaHHocTH KommereHuu [1K-4

7 cemecTp

The purpose of analytical reading

The structure of a typical plot and its possible deviations

8 cemecTp

The difference between the scenic and panoramic narratives

5.3.6 TunoBbie 3afaHusA (oeHOUHOe CpeACTBO - KOHTpO/IbHbIE BOMPOCHI) AJISI OLIEHKH
copmupoBaHHocTH KomnereHnuu [1K-7

7 cemecTp

The notions of theme, ideas, problems, and conflicts of a literary text

The distinctive features of represented
speech

8 cemecTp
The notions of an image, a trope and a figure of speech.
The notion of symbol

5.3.7 TunoBble 3apaHus (oneHOUHOe CpeAcTBO - KOHTpo/sibHbIE BOMPOCHI) A/ OLIEHKH
chopmupoBanHocTu KomnereHymu [1K/I-6

7 cemecTp

The difference between the narration told in the third and in the first person. The
varieties of narrators

The essence of a literary genre. The differences between prose and
drama in terms of various types of discourse

8 cemecTp

Predicates typical of a narrative? (b) description. Dynamic description.
Tropes and autologous images

5.3.8 TumnoBbie 3afaHusa (oieHOUHOe CpeAcTBO - KOHTpO/IbHBbIE BOMPOCHI) JAJISI OLIEHKH
copmupoBaHHocTH KomneTeHnuu [TK/I-7

7 cemecTp



The difference between the terms plot and composition. The types
of composition.

Major and minor syntax of a text. The meanings of a loose, periodic and balanced
sentence and paragraph.

8 cemecTp
The difference between direct speech, indirect speech and represented speech.

Kputepun onjeHuBaHus (0L{eHOUHOe CPeACTBO - KOHTpOo/IbHBIE BONPOCHI)

Onenka Kpurepuu orjeHrBaHUs

YpoBeHb 3HaHUI B 00beMe, COOTBETCTBYIOLL[EM TIPOrpaMMe TIOATOTOBKH, WIH
IIPeBOCXOZHO .
P TIPEeBBIILIAIOLIEM €€, TTPY U3/I0KeHUH HeT OLIMO0K

YpoBeHb 3HaHUI B 00beMe, COOTBETCTBYIOLL[EM TIPOrpaMMe TIOATOTOBKH, TIPU
OTJINYHO
W3/10’KEHUH JI0MYI1L{eHb] HeCyllleCTBeHHbIe OINOKU

YpoBeHb 3HaHUI B 00beMe, COOTBETCTBYIOIL[EM IIPOrpaMMe TIOATOTOBKH, TIPH

OYeHb XOPOLIO
W3/I0KEHUH J0MyIIeHbl 1-2 cyliecTBeHHbIe OIIMOKH

YpoBeHb 3HaHUI B 00beMe, COOTBETCTBYIOLL[EM TIPOrpaMMe TOATOTOBKH, TIPH

XOpOILO
W3/I0’KEeHUH JI0MYILeHO HEeCKOJIBKO CYIL[eCTBEeHHBIX OIIMO0K

VZI0B/IETBOPUTE/ILHO MuHHUMaBHO AOMYCTUMBIN YPOBEHb 3HaHUM

HeyJOBJ/JIETBOPUTE/IbHO ypOBEHB 3HAHMUI HIDKE MUHUMAJIBHBIX TPE6OB3HHﬁ

T1710X0 [TonHoe oTCyTCTBUE 3HAHUI 110 IpeMETY

5.3.9 TunoBbie 3ajaHusa (oLeHOUHoe cpeAcTBO - IIpakTHueckoe 3ajaHue) /I OLEHKH
copmupoBaHHocTu KomnereHiuu [1K-4

[IpoBesuTe KOMIIJIEKCHYIO UHTEpPIpeTaL1I0 XY/ |0)KeCTBEHHOr0 TeKCTa (BpeMsl Ha MOATOTOBKY — 45 MUHYT)

TeKCTBI A1 UHTepnpeTanyuy 7 ceMecTp

Caline
by Kate Chopin



THE sun was just far enough in the west to send inviting shadows. In the centre of a small field, and in the
shade of a haystack which was there, a girl lay sleeping. She had slept long and soundly, when something
awoke her as suddenly as if it had been a blow. She opened her eyes and stared a moment up in the
cloudless sky. She yawned and stretched her long brown legs and arms, lazily. Then she arose, never
minding the bits of straw that clung to her black hair, to her red bodice, and the blue cotonade skirt that did
not reach her naked ankles.

The log cabin in which she dwelt with her parents was just outside the enclosure in which she had been
sleeping. Beyond was a small clearing that did duty as a cotton field. All else was dense wood, except the
long stretch that curved round the brow of the hill, and in which glittered the steel rails of the Texas and
Pacific road.

When Caline emerged from the shadow she saw a long train of passenger coaches standing in

view, where they must have stopped abruptly. It was that sudden stopping which had awakened her; for
such a thing had not happened before within her recollection, and she looked stupid, at first, with
astonishment. There seemed to be something wrong with the engine; and some of the passengers who
dismounted went forward to investigate the trouble. Others came strolling along in the direction of the
cabin, where Caline stood under an old gnarled mulberry tree, staring. Her father had halted his mule at the
end of the cotton row, and stood staring also, leaning upon his plow.

There were ladies in the party. They walked awkwardly in their high-heeled boots over the rough, uneven
ground, and held up their skirts mincingly. They twirled parasols over their shoulders, and laughed
immoderately at the funny things which their masculine companions were saying.

They tried to talk to Caline, but could not understand the French patois with which she answered
them.
One of the men - a pleasant-faced youngster - drew a sketch book from his pocket and began to

make a picture of the girl. She stayed motionless, her hands behind her, and her wide eyes fixed earnestly
upon him.

Before he had finished there was a summons from the train; and all went scampering hurriedly
away. The engine screeched, it sent a few lazy puffs into the still air, and in another moment or two had
vanished, bearing its human cargo with it.

Caline could not feel the same after that. She looked with new and strange interest upon the trains of cars
that passed so swiftly back and forth across her vision, each day; and wondered whence these people came,
and whither they were going.

Her mother and father could not tell her, except to say that they came from "loin la bas," and were going
"Djieu sait é ou."

One day she walked miles down the track to talk with the old flagman, who stayed down there by the big
water tank. Yes, he knew. Those people came from the great cities in the north, and were going to the city
in the south. He knew all about the city; it was a grand place. He had lived there once. His sister lived there
now; and she would be glad enough to have so fine a girl as Caline to help her cook and scrub, and tend the
babies. And he thought Caline might earn as much as five dollars a month, in the city.

8 cemecTp



Carbohydrates are causing an obesity epidemic and fats silt up your arteries. But protein? It provides the
building blocks for essential stuff such as cells, muscles, bone, nails, hormones and enzymes. The word
“protein” comes from the Greek and means first, as in most important. We can’t get enough of it.
Bodybuilders take protein supplements in the form of milkshakes, energy drinks or bars to build up their
muscle bulk. But even ordinary folk see protein as their new best dietary friend. The world market for
protein supplements is now firmly mainstream and estimated to reach £8bn a year by 2017.

The solution

The UK government’s dietary guidelines state that men need 55.5g and women 45g of protein a day. A
chicken breast has at least 23.5g while a 100g steak has 20.9g. In western Europe and the US, people are
already eating twice as much protein as recommended by the World Health Organisation. The most recent
US dietary guidelines warn that teenage boys and adult men should “reduce overall intake of protein foods”
and eat more vegetables. Teenage girls, who often have disturbed eating patterns, and elderly people, who
are prone to lose muscle mass as well as appetite, were the only groups identified as being protein-deficient.
The New York Times has an ongoing debate about the risks and benefits of protein. Last

week, its print edition carried an article with the headline “Is protein a magic bullet?”, though the online
version asked “Can you get too much protein?”.

Alarm bells sounded after research published in the journal Cell Metabolism in 2014 (using data from more
than 6,000 Americans) concluded that people aged between 50 and 65 who got 20% or more of their
calories from protein were 74% more likely to die from cancer than those who ate less protein. The study
has been criticised for taking dietary records for only 24 hours. It also surprisingly found that a high-protein
diet actually reduced the risk of dying early in those aged over 65. It’s not clear why the results should be so
different for the two age groups.

The evidence on protein remains inconclusive. Some studies show that more protein — and fewer
carbohydrates — reduces blood pressure and protects against heart disease. What the evidence does suggest
is that red or processed meat as a main source of protein is linked to an increase in colon cancer, while fish,
chicken and plant sources of protein are healthier. You can only absorb 20g to 40g of protein in one sitting
and I could find no robust evidence that guzzling it will increase muscle mass. So, unless you are old,
poorly and not eating, you are probably getting enough protein and are unlikely to benefit from supplements
— whatever they promise you.

5.3.10 TunoBbie 3ajaHus (oLleHOUYHOe cpeAcTBO - IIpakTHuecKoe 3ajaHue) AJIA OLIEHKH
chopmupoBaHHocTH KommereHnuu [1K-7

IIpoBeguTe KOMILJIEKCHBIN aHA/IN3 MPOU3BeeHUSs
7 cemecTp
THE LONELY HOUSE by Emily Dickinson

I know some lonely houses off the road A
robber 'd like the look of, — Wooden barred,

And windows hanging low, Inviting
to

A portico,

Where two could creep:



One hand the tools,

The other peep

To make sure all's asleep.
Old-fashioned eyes,

Not easy to surprise!

How orderly the kitchen 'd look by night, With just
a clock, —

But they could gag the tick, And
mice won't bark;

And so the walls don't tell, None
will.

A pair of spectacles ajar just stir — An
almanac's aware.

Was it the mat winked, Or a
nervous star?

The moon slides down the stair To see
who's there.

8 cemecTp

HECTOR HUGH MUNRO (SAKI). TEA

James Cushat-Prinkly was a young man who had always had a settled conviction that one of
these days he would marry; up to the age of thirty-four he had done nothing to justify that conviction.

He liked and admired a great many women collectively and dispassionately without

singling out one for especial matrimonial consideration, just as one might admire the Alps without feeling
that one wanted any particular peak as one's own private property. His lack of initiative in this matter
aroused a certain amount of impatience among the sentimentally-minded

women-folk of his home circle; his mother, his sisters, an aunt-in-residence, and two or three intimate
matronly friends regarded his dilatory approach to the married state with a disapproval that was far from
being inarticulate. His most innocent flirtations were watched with the straining eagerness which a group of
unexercised terriers concentrates on the slightest movements of a human being who may be reasonably
considered likely to take them for a walk. No decent-souled mortal can long resist the

pleading of several pairs of walk-beseeching dog-eyes; James Cushat-Prinkly was not sufficiently



obstinate or indifferent to home influences to disregard the obviously expressed wish of his family that he
should become enamoured of some nice marriageable girl, and when his Uncle Jules departed this life and
bequeathed him a comfortable little legacy it really seemed the correct thing to do to set about discovering
some one to share it with him. The process of discovery was carried on more by the force of suggestion and
the weight of public opinion than by any initiative of his own; a clear working majority of his female
relatives and the aforesaid matronly friends had pitched on Joan Sebastable as the most suitable young
woman in his range of acquaintance to whom he might propose marriage, and James became gradually
accustomed to the idea that he and Joan would go together through the prescribed stages of congratulations,
present-receiving, Norwegian or Mediterranean hotels, and eventual domesticity. It

was necessary, however to ask the lady what she thought about the matter; the family had so far conducted
and directed the flirtation with ability and discretion, but the actual proposal would have to be an individual
effort.

Cushat-Prinkly walked across the Park towards the Sebastable residence in a frame of mind that was
moderately complacent. As the thing was going to be done he was glad to feel that he was going to get it
settled and off his mind that afternoon. Proposing marriage, even to a nice girllike Joan, was a rather
irksome business, but one could not have a honeymoon in Minorca and a subsequent life of married
happiness without such preliminary. He wondered what Minorca was really like as a place to stop in; in his
mind's eye it was an island in perpetual half-mourning, with black or white Minorca hens running all over
it. Probably it would not be a bit like that when one came to examine it. People who had been in Russia had
told him that they did not remember having seen any Muscovy ducks there, so it was possible that there
would be no Minorca fowls on the island.

5.3.11 TunoBbie 3ajaHus (OLleHOYHOe cpeAcTBO - IIpakTHuecKoe 3ajaHue) A OLIEHKH
chopmupoBanHocTu KomnereHyuu [1K/I-6

ITpoBeanTE KOMILUIEKCHBIN CTH/IUCTHUYECKHI aHA/IU3 TeKcTa (45 MUH)
7 cemecTp

JOHN GALSWORTHY. THE JAPANESE QUINCE

As Mr. Nilson, well known in the City, opened the window of his dressing-room on Campden Hill, he
experienced a peculiar sweetish sensation in the back of his throat, and a feeling of emptiness

just under his fifth rib. Hooking the window back, he noticed that a little tree in the Square Gardens

had come out in blossom, and that the thermometer stood at sixty. 'Perfect morning,’ he thought; 'spring at
last!"

Resuming some meditations on the price of Tintos, he took up an' ivory-backed hand-glass and scrutinized
his face. His firm, well-coloured cheeks, with their neat brown moustaches, and his round, well-

opened, clear grey eyes, wore a reassuring appearance of good health. Putting on his black frock-coat, he
went downstairs.

In the dining-room his morning paper was laid out on the sideboard. Mr. Nilson had scarcely taken it in his
hand when he again became aware of that queer feeling. Somewhat concerned, he went to the French
window and descended the scrolled iron steps into the fresh air. A cuckoo clock struck eight.

'Half an hour to breakfast,' he thought; I’ll take a turn in the Gardens.'



He had them to himself, and proceeded to pace the circular path with his morning paper clasped behind.He
had scarcely made two revolutions, however, when it was borne in on him that, instead of going

away in the fresh air, the feeling had increased. He drew several deep breaths, having heard deep breathing
recommended by his wife's doctor; but they augmented rather than diminished the sensation—as of some
sweetish liquor in course within him, together with a faint aching just above his heart. Running over what
he had eaten the night before, he could recollect no unusual dish, and it

occurred to him that it might possibly be some smell affecting him. But he could detect nothing except a
faint sweet lemony scent, rather agreeable than otherwise, which evidently emanated from the bushes
budding in the sunshine. He was on the point of resuming his promenade, when a blackbird close by burst
into song, and looking up, Mr.Nilson saw at a distance of perhaps 5 yards a little tree, in the heart of whose
branches the bird was perched. He stood staring curiously at this tree, recognizing it for that which he had
noticed from his window. It was covered with young blossoms, pink and white, and little bright green
leaves round and spiky; &on all this blossom and these leaves the sunlight glistened. Mr.Nilson smiled; the
little tree was so alive and pretty! And instead of passing on,he stayed there smiling at the it.

'Morning like this!" he thought; 'and here I am the only person in the Square who has the—to come out and
—!" But he had no sooner conceived this thought than he saw quite near him a man with his hands behind
him, who was also staring up and smiling at the little tree. Rather taken aback, Mr.Nilson ceased to smile,
and looked furtively at the stranger. It was his next-door neighbour, Mr.Tandram, well known in the City,
who had occupied the adjoining house for some five years. Mr.Nilson perceived at once the awkwardness
of his position, for, being married, they had not yet had occasion to speak to one

another. Doubtful as to his proper conduct, he decided at last to murmur 'Fine morning!' and was passing
on, when Mr.Tandramanswered:'Beautiful, for the time of year!'Detecting a slight nervousness in his
neighbour's voice, Mr.Nilson was emboldened to regard him openly. He was of about Mr.Nilson's own
height, with firm, well-coloured cheeks, neat brown moustaches, and round, well-opened, clear grey
eyes;&he was wearing a black frock-coat. Mr.Nilson noticed that he had his morning paper clasped behind
as he looked up at the little tree. And visited somehow by the feeling that he had been caught out, he said
abruptly:'Er-can you give me the name of that tree?'

Mr. Tandramanswered:'T was about to ask you that," and stepped towards it. Mr. Nilson also approached the
tree.

'Sure to have its name on, I should think,' he said.

8 cemecTp
A man who claimed to be the world’s longest living human has died aged 146.

According to his papers, Indonesian national Sodimedjo, also known as Mbah Ghoto (Grandpa Ghoto), was
born in December 1870. He would have been 43 at the start of the first world war and turned 70 during the
second world war.

Mbah Ghoto was not the recognised longest living human as Indonesia only started recording births in
1900. However, officials told the BBC his residency card, which has his birthdate on it, was valid based on
documents and interviews with him.

His grandson Suyanto told the BBC that when he came home, he started to eat less and less.


http://www.bbc.co.uk/news/world-asia-39768321?ocid=socialflow_twitter
http://www.bbc.com/news/av/world-asia-37283642/the-man-who-believes-hes-145

It only lasted a couple of days. From that moment on to his death, he refused to eat and drink,” he added.
“He didn’t ask much. Before he died, he just wanted us, his family, to let him go.”

Mbah Ghoto was buried on Monday morning in a local cemetery plot he had bought, which included a
gravestone he had procured years before he died.

A former farmer and fisherman, Mbah Ghoto said last year that he lived “a long life because I have people
that love me looking after me”. He was a local hero and would recount stories of life under Japanese and
Dutch colonisers.

“Life is only a matter of accepting your destiny wholeheartedly. I have wanted to die for a long time,”

He leaves behind five children, 12 grandchildren, 17 great-grandchildren and two great-great-
grandchildren.As Mbah Gotho’s age was not independently verified, he does not take the mantle

of oldest living human in recorded history from Frenchwoman Jeanne Calment, who died in 1997 aged 122.
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The world’s oldest person alive today is Violet Brown, a 117-year-old Jamaican woman, according to
the Gerontology Research Group.

Severe turbulence has injured 27 people on an Aeroflot flight from Moscow to Bangkok, with passengers
thrown into the aircraft’s ceiling, leaving some with broken bones.

The Boeing 777 hit a pocket of “clear air” turbulence — where there is no telltale cloud pattern or radar
presence to warn pilots of the change in air pressure — as the flight prepared to land in Bangkok, shortly
after midnight on Monday.

Denis Antonyuk, an official at Russia’s embassy in Bangkok said 24 Russian nationals and three Thai
citizens were injured on flight SU270.

“Fifteen Russians and two Thais are still in hospital,” he told AFP, adding the rest had been discharged.

Aeroflot said none of the passengers were in a serious condition, and although several had broken bones,
none had suffered spinal compression fractures, as had been reported earlier on Monday.

The turbulence hit about 40 minutes before the aircraft was due to land, and was “impossible to foresee”,
with the crew unable to warn passengers to return to their seats and buckle their seatbelts, Aeroflot said.
The flight was operated by an experienced crew, it added, including a pilot who had logged more than
23,000 flight hours.

The Russian embassy in Bangkok told Reuters: “The reason behind the injuries was that some of the
passengers had not had their seatbelts fastened.”

Images taken by a passenger and posted on Instagram showed the aircraft’s cabin in disarray, with
passengers lying in the aisles and items scattered on the floor in the galleys.

“We were hurled up into the roof of the plane, it was practically impossible to hold on,” a passenger, who
gave her first name Yevgenia, told Rossiya 24 by phone. “It felt like the shaking wouldn’t stop, that we
would just crash.”


https://www.instagram.com/p/BTiWcB9jbQe/?taken-by=krlrgstk
http://www.aeroflot.ru/ru-en/new/60407
http://www.grg.org/SC/WorldSCRankingsList.html
https://www.theguardian.com/society/2017/apr/17/violet-brown-jamaican-oldest-person-117-emma-morano
http://www.guinnessworldrecords.com/world-records/oldest-person
http://www.guinnessworldrecords.com/world-records/oldest-person

During the Soviet era, Aeroflot had an appalling safety record, with 27 accidents killing 780 people in 1973
alone. It had 721 accidents in 44 years, though Aeroflot was the largest airline in the world at the time,
carrying many times more passengers than its international rivals.

The airline’s safety record has improved since the collapse of the Soviet Union, although 88 passengers and
crew were killed in 2008 when a plane crashed preparing to land in Perm, Russia.

The airline is ranked 37 out of 60 in the 2017 airline safety rankings compiled by the Jet Airliner Crash
Data Evaluation Center, above Alitalia and Air France.

8 cemecTp

The Road Not Taken by Robert Frost

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood, And sorry I could not travel both

And be one traveler, long I stood

And looked down one as far as I could To where it bent in the undergrowth;

Then took the other, as just as fair, And having perhaps the better claim,

Because it was grassy and wanted wear; Though as for that the passing there Had worn them really
about the same,

And both that morning equally lay In leaves no step had trodden black. Oh, I kept the first for another
day!

Yet knowing how way leads on to way, I doubted if I should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh Somewhere ages and ages hence:

Two roads diverged in a wood, and I - I took the one less traveled by,

And that has made all the difference.

Kpurepuu ouenuBanus (oneHoYHOe cpecTBO - IIpakTHueckoe 3ajaHue)

OueHka KpuTtepuu orjeHMBaHNA

Co,qepx&aHHe TEKCTa PACKPBITO ITO/IHOCTBIO, BbIAAB/JI€HBI OCHOBHbIE CTDYKTYPHBIE 3/IEMEHTHBI, Ha
3dUTeHO BBICOKOM YPOBHe ITpOBeJeH CTU/IMCTHAYE CKUM dHaJ/IN3, BbIAB/IEHBI OCHOBHbIE CTH/IMCTHUYECKHEe
CpeaiCTBa BbIPA3UTE/JIbHOCTH, BEDHO YCTAaHOBJIEHBI KX (I)YHKI_H/II/I B IIpOM3BeJeHNU

CopiepykaHre TeKCTa PaCKPbITO He TIOJTHOCTBIO, He BhISIB/IEHbl OCHOBHBIE CTPYKTYPHbIE 37IeMEHTHI,
He Ha HU3KOM YPOBHE MPOBe/leH CTUIMCTUYECKUM aHau3, He BbISIB/IEHB! / BbISBJIEHBI HE B MOJTHOU
3aYTeHO Mepe OCHOBHbIE CTUJIMCTHUUECKHE CPe/iCTBa BbIPa3UTe/IbHOCTH, He yCTaHOB/IeHbl MX (YHKLMU B
TpOoM3Be/|eHUH
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The Road Not Taken by Robert Frost


https://www.theguardian.com/world/2008/sep/15/russia.theairlineindustry
https://www.theguardian.com/world/2008/sep/15/russia.theairlineindustry
https://www.theguardian.com/world/2008/sep/15/russia.theairlineindustry
http://www.telegraph.co.uk/travel/news/Aeroflot-from-worlds-deadliest-airline-to-one-of-the-safest-in-the-sky/

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood, And sorry I could not travel both

And be one traveler, long I stood

And looked down one as far as I could To where it bent in the undergrowth;

Then took the other, as just as fair, And having perhaps the better claim,

Because it was grassy and wanted wear; Though as for that the passing there Had worn them really
about the same,

And both that morning equally lay In leaves no step had trodden black. Oh, I kept the first for another
day!

Yet knowing how way leads on to way, I doubted if I should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh Somewhere ages and ages hence:

Two roads diverged in a wood, and I - I took the one less traveled by,

And that has made all the difference.

8 cemecTp

KATE CHOPIN. THE STORY OF AN HOUR (1894)

Knowing that Mrs. Mallard was afflicted with a heart trouble, great care was taken to break to

her as gently as possible the news of her husband's death. It was her sister Josephine who told her, in

broken sentences; veiled hints that revealed in half concealing. Her husband's friend Richards was there,
too, near her. It was he who had been in the newspaper office when intelligence of the railroad disaster was
received, with Brently Mallard's name leading the list of "killed." He had only taken the time to assure
himself of its truth by a second telegram, and had hastened to forestall any less careful, less tender friend in
bearing the sad message.

She did not hear the story as many women have heard the same, with a paralyzed inability to

accept its significance. She wept at once, with sudden, wild abandonment, in her sister's arms. When
the storm of grief had spent itself she went away to her room alone. She would have no one follow her.
There stood, facing the open window, a comfortable, roomy armchair. Into this she sank,

pressed down by a physical exhaustion that haunted her body and seemed to reach into her soul.

She could see in the open square before her house the tops of trees that were all aquiver with the new spring
life. The delicious breath of rain was in the air. In the street below a peddler was crying his wares. The
notes of a distant song which some one was singing reached her faintly, and countless sparrows were
twittering in the eaves.

There were patches of blue sky showing here and there through the clouds that had met and piled one above
the other in the west facing her window. She sat with her head thrown back upon the cushion of the chair,
quite motionless, except when a sob came up into her throat and shook her, as a child who has cried itself to
sleep continues to sob in its dreams. She was young, with a fair, calm face, whose lines bespoke repression
and even a certain strength. But now there was a dull stare in her eyes, whose gaze was fixed away off
yonder on one of those patches of blue sky. It was not a glance of reflection, but rather indicated a
suspension of intelligent thought.
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A MAN WHO HAD NO EYES
by M. Kantor

A beggar was coming down the avenue just as Mr. Parsons emerged from his hotel.

He was a blind beggar, carrying the traditional battered can, and thumping his way before him with the
cautious, half-furtive effort of the sightless. He was a shaggy, thick-necked fellow; his coat was greasy
about the lapels and pockets, and his hand splayed over the cane’s crook with a futile sort of clinging.
He wore a black pouch slung over his shoulder. Apparently he had something to sell.

The air was rich with spring; sun was warm and yellowed on the asphalt. Mr. Parsons,
standing there in front of his hotel and noting the clack-clack approach of the sightless man, felt a
sudden and foolish sort of pity for all blind creatures.

And, thought Mr. Parsons, he was very glad to be alive. A few years ago he had been

little more than a skilled laborer; now he was successful, respected, admired...

Insurance... And he had done it alone, unaided, struggling beneath handicaps... And he

was still young. The blue air of spring, fresh from its memories of windy pools and lush shrubbery,
could thrill him with eagerness.

He took a step forward just as the tap-tapping blind man passed him by. Quickly the
shabby fellow turned.

"Listen guv’nor. Just a minute of your time."

Mr. Parsons said, "It’s late. I have an appointment. Do you want me to
give you something?"

"I ain’t no beggar, guv’nor. You bet I ain’t. I got a handy little article here" he
fumbled a small article into Mr. Parsons’ hand " that I sell. One buck. Best cigarette
lighter made."

Mr. Parsons stood there, somewhat annoyed and embarrassed. He was a handsome figure with his
immaculate grey suit and grey hat and malacca stick. Of course, the man with the cigarette lighter
could not see him...

"But I don’t smoke," he said.

"Listen. I bet you know plenty people who smoke. Nice little present," wheedled the man. "And,
mister, you wouldn’t mind helping a poor guy out?" He clung to Mr. Parsons’
sleeve.

Mr. Parsons sighed and felt in his vest pocket. He brought out two half dollars and

pressed them into the man’s hand. "Certainly I’1l help you out. As you say, I can give it to someone.
Maybe the elevator boy would " He hesitated, not wishing to be boorish and inquisitive, even with a
blind peddlar. "Have you lost your sight entirely?"

The shabby man pocketed the two half dollars. "Fourteen years, guv’nor." Then he added with an
insane sort of pride: "Westbury, sir, I was one of ‘em."

8 cemectp

Emily Bronte. Wuthering Heights Chapter IX



Nelly is singing quietly while Heathcliff is sitting and maybe sleeping in a darkened part of the room where he
cannot be see. Nelly is angry because Catherine has recently insulted both herself and Edgar Linton. Catherine
comes in and wants to talk to her.

“Are you alone, Nelly?”
“Yes, miss,” | replied.

She entered and approached the hearth. |, supposing she was going to say something, looked up. The
expression of her face seemed disturbed and anxious. Her lips were half asunder, as if she meant to speak, and
she drew a breath; but it escaped in a sigh instead of a sentence. | resumed my song; not having forgotten her
recent behaviour.

“Where's Heathcliff?” she said, interrupting me.
“About his work in the stable,” was my answer.

He did not contradict me; perhaps he had fallen into a doze. There followed another long pause, during which |
perceived a drop or two trickle from Catherine’s cheek to the flags. Is she sorry for her shameful conduct? |
asked myself. That will be a novelty: but she may come to the point as she will—I shan’t help her! No, she felt
small trouble regarding any subject, save her own concerns.

“Oh, dear!” she cried at last. “I'm very unhappy!”

“A pity,” observed I. “You're hard to please: so many friends and so few cares, and can’t make yourself

'"

content

“Nelly, will you keep a secret for me?” she pursued, kneeling down by me, and lifting her winsome eyes to my
face with that sort of look which turns off bad temper, even when one has all the right in the world to indulge
it.

“Is it worth keeping?” | enquired.

“Yes, and it worries me, and | must let it out! | want to know what | should do. To-day, Edgar Linton has asked
me to marry him, and I've given him an answer. Now, before | tell you whether it was a consent or denial, you
tell me which it ought to have been.”

“Really, Miss Catherine, how can | know?” | replied. “To be sure, considering the exhibition you performed in
his presence this afternoon, | might say it would be wise to refuse him: since he asked you after that, he must
either be hopelessly stupid or a venturesome fool.”

“If you talk so, | won't tell you any more,” she returned, peevishly, rising to her feet. “I accepted him, Nelly. Be
quick, and say whether | was wrong!”

“You accepted him! then what good is it discussing the matter? You have pledged your word, and cannot
retract.”

“But, say whether | should have done so—do!” she exclaimed in an irritated tone; chafing her hands together,
and frowning.

“There are many things to be considered before that question can be answered properly,” | said sententiously.
“First and foremost, do you love Mr. Edgar?”

“Who can help it? Of course | do,” she answered.



Then | put her through the following catechism: for a girl of twenty-two it was not injudicious.
“Why do you love him, Miss Cathy?”

“Nonsense, | do—that’s sufficient.”

“By no means; you must say why?”

“Well, because he is handsome, and pleasant to be with.”

“Bad!” was my commentary.

“Because he is young and cheerful.”

“Bad still.”

“And because he loves me.”
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Carlos Williams Carlos
THE USE OF FORCE

They were new patients to me, all I had was the name, Olson. Please come down as soon as you can;
my daughter is very sick.

When I arrived I was met by the mother, a big startled looking woman, very clean and apologetic who
merely said, Is this the doctor? and let me in. In the back, she added. You must excuse us, doctor, we
have her in the kitchen where it is warm. It is very damp here sometimes.

The child was fully dressed and sitting on her father's lap near the kitchen table. He tried to get up, but
I motioned for him not to bother, took off my overcoat and started to look things over. I could see that
they were all very nervous, eyeing me up and down distrustfully. As often, in such cases, they weren't
telling me more than they had to, it was up to me to tell them; that's why they were spending three
dollars on me.

The child was fairly eating me up with her cold, steady eyes, and no expression to her face whatever.
She did not move and seemed, inwardly, quiet; an unusually attractive little thing, and as strong as a
heifer in appearance. But her face was flushed, she was breathing rapidly, and I realized that she had a
high fever. She had magnificent blonde hair, in profusion. One of those picture children often
reproduced in advertising leaflets and the photogravure sections of the Sunday papers.

She's had a fever for three days, began the father and we don't know what it comes from. My wife has
given her things, you know, like people do, but it don't do no good. And there's been a lot of sickness
around. So we tho't you'd better look her over and tell us what is the matter.

As doctors often do I took a trial shot at it as a point of departure. Has she had a sore throat?

Both parents answered me together, No . . . No, she says her throat don't hurt her.



Does your throat hurt you? added the mother to the child. But the little girl's expression didn't change
nor did she move her eyes from my face.
Have you looked?

I tried to, said the mother, but I couldn't see.

As it happens we had been having a number of cases of diphtheria in the school to which this child
went during that month and we were all, quite apparently, thinking of that, though no one had as yet
spoken of the thing.

Well, I said, suppose we take a look at the throat first. I smiled in my best professional manner and
asking for the child's first name I said, come on, Mathilda, open your mouth and let's take a look at
your throat.

Nothing doing.

Aw, come on, I coaxed, just open your mouth wide and let me take a look. Look, I said opening both
hands wide, I haven't anything in my hands. Just open up and let me see.

Such a nice man, put in the mother. Look how kind he is to you. Come on, do what he tells you to. He
won't hurt you.

At that I ground my teeth in disgust. If only they wouldn't use the word "hurt" I might be able to get
somewhere. But I did not allow myself to be hurried or disturbed but speaking quietly and slowly I
approached the child again

As I moved my chair a little nearer suddenly with one catlike movement both her hands clawed
instinctively for my eyes and she almost reached them too. In fact she knocked my glasses flying and
they fell, though unbroken, several feet away from me on the kitchen floor.

Both the mother and father almost turned themselves inside out in embarrassment and apology. You
bad girl, said the mother, taking her and shaking her by one arm. Look what you've done The nice
man...

For Heaven's sake, I broke in. Don' t call me a nice man to her. I'm here to look at her throat on the
chance that she might have diptheria and possibly die of it. But that's nothing to her. Look here I said
to the child, we are going to look at your throat. You're old enough to understand what I'm saying. Will
you open it now by yourself or shall we have to open it for you?

Not a move. Even her expression hadn't changed. Her breaths however were coming faster and faster.
Then the battle began I had to do it. I had to have a throat culture for her own protection. But first I
told the parents that it was entirely up to them. I explained the danger but said I would not insist on an
examination so long as they would take the responsibility. If you don't do what the doctor says you'll
have to go to the hospital, the mother admonished her severely.

Oh yeah? I had to smile to myself. After all, I had already fallen in love with the savage brat, the
parents were contempable to me. In the ensuing struggle they grew more and more abject, crushed,
exhausted while she surely rose to magnificent heights of insane fury of effort bred of her terror of me.

8 cemectp
A.Carter Wise Children Chapter II

Dora (the narrator) and her twin sister are in their eighties and looking back at their lives. Their
father, the famous actor, disowned them at birth and when at the age of thirteen, his brother, Perry,
took them to see their father, he pretended he did not know who they were.

Perry takes Nora and Dora to see their actor father at the end of one of his performances



But, more than anything else in the world, I longed and longed to push through the glass doors
and feast my eyes on the sight of my father, my gloriously handsome father, my gifted, sensationally
applauded genius of a father, and I knew, without speech, without even so much as glancing at her,
that Nora, too, wanted it more than anything. I reached out for Nora’s hand. It was hot and sticky, still
a child’s hand, although I suppose we looked like quite young ladies, already, being tall for our ages
and we had on the yellow dresses Perry picked out for us in Paris, from Chanel, and the bows on our
heads, more coquette than finishing school, to tell the truth. Nymphettes, I suppose they’d call us now.
Jail-bait. Nora and I clutched each other’s hands. ‘Grandma will be wondering where we are,” said
Nora. ‘She’ll worry.” But she never budged and her voice broke on ‘worry’, she wailed. Perry looked
from one to the other of us forlorn little creatures, tears standing in our eyes, love locked out.
‘Dammit,” he said. ‘Come with me.’

And grabbed our arms and raced us to the stage door, where a bank note changed hands.
Whisked up a draughty backstairs, another bank note went to the dresser who let us into our father’s
empty dressing room, put his finger on his lips to tell us to keep our mouths shut, and left us. Perry
parked us on the sofa and we gazed with moonstruck adoration at the very towel our father had dried
his hands on, the razor he’d shaved with, the greasepaint he’d put on his beloved face — all these things
had far more intimate relations with him than we did and seemed almost holy, in our eyes. His mirror,
that had the joy and honour of reflecting him. I badly wanted to reach out and pinch a stick of his No.
7, to remember him by, but I didn’t dare.

There was a photo, head and shoulders, of a sheep in a tiara; we eyed it askance. We knew full well
who she was; hadn’t we seen her on his arm at the first matinée, when we fell in love with him? (Little
did we know then that we’d share our twilight years with her, poor old thing.) But don’t think we
ransacked the room. Just to sit there and breathe in air he had breathed out was more, much more than
we’d ever hoped for. Now we knew for certain that Perry was better than a conjurer, was a genuine
magician who could divine our most secret desire of all, the one we’d never confided even to one
another because we hadn’t needed to, because I knew she knew and she knew I knew. God, we were
humble. We’d sneaked off, now and then, now we knew what was what, paid our sixpences, sat in the
gods and watched him strut and fret his hour upon the stage, happy with just the sight of him. But as
soon as we were in his very dressing room, where we’d never even dared to hope we might one day
find ourselves, we grew ambitious. Perhaps, discovering us here so unexpectedly, his lovely girls, lost
before birth and now rediscovered on the springtime verge of blossoming (as Irish would have put it),
he might let us touch his hand, even allow us to kiss his cheek . . . and we might be permitted, just the
once, to say the word we’d never used in all our lives: ‘Father.” Father! The very thought made our
skins prickle. Perry, meanwhile, was gazing absently out of the open window at the roof and chimneys
and brick backs; a seagull landed on a chimneystack and mewed. There was a gust of military brass
brought on the wind from the seafront bandstand: ‘Colonel Bogey’. He drummed his fingertips on the
window ledge. If I hadn’t been so stunned and glorified by the prospect at last of meeting him, I might
have noted that, for once, our Perry was suffering second thoughts and, if I’d done that, I might have
worried more about our welcome. But I was too overwhelmed to make much of it, at the time. It was
warm

and close in the dressing room, our armpits moistened. All of a sudden I wanted to pee.

Enormous volumes of applause surged through the old building and, when it faded away, then,
more quickly than we thought could have been possible, so that we had no time at all to prepare
ourselves, as if he’d flown from the stage to the dressing room on wires, there he was. He was tall,
dark and handsome. God, he was handsome, in those days. And smashing legs, which a man must have
for Shakespeare, especially the Scottish play; you need a good calf to get away with a kilt. I do believe
we get the legs from him, as well as the cheekbones. I did piss myself when I saw him, in fact, but only
a little bit, hardly enough to stain the sofa. Such eyes! Melchior’s eyes, warm and dark and sexy as the



inside of a London cab in wartime. His eyes. But those very eyes, those knicker-shifting, unfasten-
yourbrassiere-from-the-back-of-the-gallery eyes, were the bitterest disappointment of my life till then.
No. Of all my life, before and since. No disappointment ever after measured up to it. Because those
eyes of his looked at us but did not see us, even as we sat there, glowing because we couldn’t help it;
our helpless mouths started to smile. To see him fail to see me wiped that smile right off my face, I can
tell you, and off Nora’s, too. Our father’s eyes skidded right over us, never touched us, didn’t make
contact. They came to rest on Perry. ‘Peregrine!’ he cried. His voice still sends a shiver down my spine
to this day. Up he pops on the telly, tamping down his pipe. ‘Rich, dark, fruity . ..” You can say that,
again. He held out his hands in greeting to Perry, to Perry only. ‘Peregrine . . . how nice of you to
come and visit me.” And then, and only then, we got our little crumb of attention although it shot us
down like the same bullet through both hearts.

5.3.16 TumnoBbie 3ajaHus (OLleHOUYHOe cpeAcTBO - IIpakTHuecKoe 3ajaHue) MJIA OLIEHKH
chopmupoBanHocTu KomneTeHmu [TK/I-7

IIpoBeauTe KOMIUIEKCHBIA CTH/IMCTHYECKHH aHA/INA3 XY/[0)KeCTBEHHOT0 TeKcTa (45 MUH)
7 cemecTp

Charles Dickens, Pickwick Papers, Ch. VIII

It was a remarkable coincidence perhaps, but it was nevertheless a fact, that Mr. Jingle within five
minutes of his arrival at Manor Farm on the preceding night, had inwardly resolved to lay siege to the
heart of the spinster aunt, without delay. He had observation enough to see, that his off-hand manner
was by no means disagreeable to the fair object of his attack; and he had more than a strong suspicion
that she possessed that most desirable of all requisites, a small independence. The imperative necessity
of ousting his rival by some means or other, flashed quickly upon him, and he immediately resolved to
adopt certain proceedings tending to that end and object, without a moment’s delay. Fielding tells us
that man is fire, and woman tow, and the Prince of Darkness sets a light to ‘em. Mr. Jingle knew that
young men, to spinster aunts, are as lighted gas to gunpowder, and he determined to essay the effect of

an explosion without loss of time.

independence — here: an income sufficient for a livelihood

to lay siege — to surround (a city) and wait for the people in it to stop fighting or resisting
off-hand - ungraciously or offensively nonchalant or cool in manner

to oust = to force someone to leave a position of power, job, place

tow = TIeHbKa, NpsAeBO

to essay = to try to do something

* Sk ok

‘Mr. Jingle,” said the aunt, ‘I entreat—I implore you, if there is any dreadful mystery connected with Mr.
Tupman, reveal it.’


https://www.collinsdictionary.com/dictionary/english/resist
https://www.collinsdictionary.com/dictionary/english/fight
https://www.collinsdictionary.com/dictionary/english/stop
https://www.collinsdictionary.com/dictionary/english/wait
https://www.collinsdictionary.com/dictionary/english/livelihood
https://www.collinsdictionary.com/dictionary/english/sufficient
https://www.collinsdictionary.com/dictionary/english/income

‘Can |,’ said Mr. Jingle, fixing his eyes on the aunt’s face — ‘can | see—lovely creature—sacrificed at the
shrine—heartless avarice!’ He appeared to be struggling with various conflicting emotions for a few seconds,
and then said in a low voice — ‘Tupman only wants your money.’

‘The wretch!” exclaimed the spinster, with energetic indignation. (Mr. Jingle’s doubts were resolved. She
had money.)

‘More than that,’ said Jingle — ‘loves another.’
‘Another!’ ejaculated the spinster. ‘Who?’
Short girl —black eyes — niece Emily.’

There was a pause.

Now, if there was one individual in the whole world, of whom the spinster aunt entertained a mortal and
deep-rooted jealousy, it was this identical niece. The colour rushed over her face and neck, and she tossed her
head in silence with an air of ineffable contempt. At last, biting her thin lips, and bridling up, she said—

‘It can’t be. | won't believe it.’

‘Watch ‘em,’ said Jingle.

‘I will,” said the aunt.

‘Watch his looks.’

‘T will.’

‘His whispers.’

‘1T will.’

‘He'll sit next her at table.’

‘Let him.’

‘He'll flatter her.’

‘Let him.’

‘He'll pay her every possible attention.’

‘Let him.’

‘And he'll cut you.’

‘Cut me!’ screamed the spinster aunt. ‘he cut me; will he!” and she trembled with rage and disappointment.
“You will convince yourself?’ said Jingle.

“Twill.’

‘You'll show your spirit?’

“Twill.’

You'll not have him afterwards?’

‘Never.’

‘You'll take somebody else?’

Yes.'
‘You shall.’

Mr. Jingle fell on his knees, remained thereupon for five minutes thereafter; and rose the accepted lover of
the spinster aunt—conditionally upon Mr. Tupman'’s perjury being made clear and manifest.

8 cemectp

Kate Chopin



JUANITA

To all appearances and according to all accounts, Juanita is a character who does not reflect
credit upon her family or her native town of Rock Springs. I first met her there three years ago in the
little back room behind her father's store. She seemed very shy, and inclined to efface herself; a heroic
feat to attempt, considering the narrow confines of the room; and a hopeless one, in view of her five-
feet-ten, and more than two-hundred pounds of substantial flesh, which, on that occasion, and every
subsequent one when I saw her, was clad in a soiled calico "Mother Hubbard."[1]

Her face, and particularly her mouth, had a certain fresh and sensuous beauty though I would
rather not say "beauty," if I might say anything else.

I often saw Juanita that summer, simply because it was so difficult for the poor thing not to be
seen. She usually sat in some obscure corner of their small garden, or behind an angle of the house,
preparing vegetables for dinner or sorting her mother's flower-seed.

It was even at that day said, with some amusement, that Juanita was not so attractive to men as
her appearance might indicate; that she had more than one admirer, and great hopes of marrying well if
not brilliantly.

Upon my return to the "Springs" this summer, in asking news of the various persons who had
interested me three years ago, Juanita came naturally to my mind, and her name to my lips. There were
many ready to tell me of Juanita's career since I had seen her.

The father had died and she and the mother had had ups and downs, but still continued to keep
the store. Whatever else happened, however, Juanita has never ceased to attract admirers, yound and
old. They hung on her fence at all hours; they met her in the lanes; they penetrated to the store and
back to the living-room. It was even talked about that a gentleman in a plaid suit had come all the way
from the city by train for no other purpose than to call upon her. It is not astonishing, in the face of
these persistent attentions, that speculation grew rife in Rock Springs as to whom and what Juanita
would marry in the end.

For a while she was said to be engaged to a wealthy South Missouri farmer, though no one could
guess when or where she had met him. Then it was learned that the man of her choice was a Texas
millionaire who possessed a hundred white horses, one of which spirited animals Juanita began to
drive about that time.

But in the midst of speculation and counter speculation on the subject of Juanita and her lovers,
there suddenly appeared upon the scene a one-legged man; a very poor and shabby, and decidedly one-
legged man. He first became known to the public through Juanita's soliciting subscriptions towards
buying the unhappy individual cork-leg.

But in the midst of the speculation and counter speculation on the subject of Juanita and her
lovers, there suddenly appeared upon the scene a one-legged man; a very poor and shabby and
decidedly one-legged man. He first became know to the public through Juanita's soliciting
subscriptions towards buying the unhappy individual a cork-leg.

Her interest in the one-legged man continued to show itself in various ways, not always apparent
to a curious public; as was proven one morning when Juanita became the mother of a baby, whose
father, she announced, was her husband, the one-legged man. The story of a wandering preacher was
told; a secret marriage in the state of Illinois; and a lost certificate.



[1] Mother Hubbard — a big, baggy dress.

Kpurepuu oueHnBanus (oneHoYHoe cpeAcTBO - IIpakTHueckoe 3ajaHue)

OueHka Kpurepuu oLieHMBaHUs

YpoBeHb 3HaHUH B 06beMe, COOTBETCTBYIOLL|EM TIPOrpaMMe MOAr0TOBKH, HJIH
MPeBOCXOJHO .
P A TIPEeBBIILIAIOIIEM €€, TTPY W3/I0KeHUH HeT OLIMO0K

YpoBeHb 3HaHUi B 06bEMe, COOTBETCTBYIOIIIEM TIPOrPaMMe TIOATOTOBKH, TIPH
OT/IMYHO
W3/I0’KEeHUH JIOTYILeHbl HeCyIlleCTBeHHbIe OIHMOKN

YpoBeHb 3HaHUH B 06beMe, COOTBETCTBYIOII|EM TIPOrpaMMe TOJrOTOBKH, TTPH
OueHb XOPOLLOo
P W3/I0KEHUH JIOTYITeHbI 1-2 CyIrieCTBeHHbIE OIMOKH

YpoBeHb 3HaHUI B 00beMe, COOTBETCTBYIOLL[EM TIPOrPaMMe TIOATOTOBKH, TIPH

XOpOILO
W3/10’KEHUH JI0MYILeHO HECKOJIBKO CYIL|eCTBEHHBIX OIINO0K

Y0BJIETBOPUTENTBHO MuHMMaIBHO A0y CTUMBIA YPOBEHb 3HAHUN

HEYyOBJ/IETBOPUTE/IBHO YPOBBHI: 3HAHUN HIDKe MUHUMAaTbHbBIX TPE6OBaHHﬁ

T710X0 [TonHOe OTCyTCTBHE 3HAHUM 110 TIpeIMETY

6. YueOHO-MeTOfMUeCKOe M HH(OPMaLMOHHOE o00ecrieyeHHe JUCHMILTHHBI (MO/y/1s1)

OcHoBHasi TUTeparypa:

1. bopucosa B. B. Xy0keCcTBeHHbIM TEKCT: aClieKThl aHa/IM3a ¥ UHTePIpeTaliuy B 111KOJie U By3e :
yuebHoe 11ocobue / bopucosa B. B., Illaysos C. C. - Yda : BI'TIY umenu M. Akmymiel, 2015. - 192 c. -
Bubmuorp.: focTyIiHa B KapTouke KHUTH, Ha caiite DBC Jlanb. - Kaura u3 Komtekuuu BI'TTY nmenu M.
AkMmyel - f3bIK03HaHKe U uTeparyposesenue. - [ISBN 978-5-87978-919-5.,
https://e-lib.unn.ru/MegaPro/UserEntry? Action=FindDocs&ids=715844&idb=0.

2. apeeBa P. P. Xyn0o)xeCcTBeHHbIM TeKCT: TeOpHs U MpakTyka aHanu3a / 'apeesa P. P. - Ya : BI'TIY
umeHu M. Akmysuiel, 2016. - 139 c. - Bubmvorp.: focTynHa B KapTouke KHUTH, Ha caiite OBC JlaHb. -
Knura u3 koyutekuyu BI'TTY vivenu M. Akmyiuiel - S13bIK03HaHUMe U IMTepaTypoBe/ieHue., https://e-
lib.unn.ru/MegaPro/UserEntry? Action=FindDocs&ids=717347&idb=0.

[oronHuTebHast IUTepaTypa:

1. Kyuuna CeeTsiaHa AHaTO/beBHA. DJIeKTPOHHBIN XY/ [0’KECTBEHHBIN TEKCT: OCHOBBI
JTMHIBOCEMHUOTHUECKOTO aHan3a : YuebHoe rocobre / HoBoCHOUPCKUI roCy1apCTBEHHbBIN TeXHUYeCKUA
yHuBepcureT. - HoBocubupck : HoBocubupckuii rocyiapcTBeHHbIN TexHUueckuit yauBepcuret (HI'TY),
2020. - 159 c. - BO - Maructparypa. - ISBN 978-5-7782-4158-9.,
https://e-lib.unn.ru/MegaPro/UserEntry? Action=FindDocs&ids=833601&idb=0.



2. I'ypeBuu B. B. English Stylistics. CTunrcTiKa aHI/IMicKoro sisblka : yuebHoe rocobue / I'ypesuu B. B.
- 9-e u3pg., crep. - Mockgsa : ®JIMHTA, 2019. - 72 c. - Kaura u3 kosnekiuu @JIMHTA - fI3bIk03HaHue 1
nuteparypoBezieHue. - ISBN 978-5-89349-814-1., https://e-lib.unn.ru/MegaPro/UserEntry?
Action=FindDocs&ids=803257&idb=0.

[TporpammHoe obecrieueHrie 1 VIHTepHeT-peCcypChl (B COOTBETCTBUU C CO/lePKaHUEM IMCIUTUIAHBI):

MS Microsoft Office Word 2007
MS Microsoft Office PowerPoint 2007

NHuTepHeT-pecypcsl

Appec KpaTkasi xapakTepuCTHKa

http://www.filologia.su/perevodovedenie bubsioreka yuebHOM 1 HayuHOU JTUTEPATYPHI TIO
dbunonorun

http://translation-blog.ru Caiit 1151 mepeBolUMKOB

http://www.Bokabyma.pd Bokabyma. DHIMK/IONe U, C/IOBapU U CTIPABOYHUKH
OHJIalH

http://dic.academic.ru CnoBapu U 3HLMK/IOTIeUH Ha AKajleMUKe
http://elibrary.ru HayuHasi anekTpoHHasi bubimoreka

http://www.lib.unn.ru ®yHnamenranbHas 6ubmioreka HHI'Y um. H.U.
Jlob6aueBcKoOro

7. MaTepHua/IbHO-TeXHHYEeCKoe ofecreyeHUe JUCHUIIMHBI (MOY /1)

YueOHble ayUTOpWU [/ TIPOBeJieHHs] y4eOHbIX 3aHATHM, MpPeAyCMOTPeHHBIX 00Opa3oBaTenbHON
MPOrpaMMO#, OCHall[eHbl MYJbTUMeAUUHBIM 000pyZoBaHUeM (TIPOEKTOp, 9KpaH), TeXHUUeCKUMHU
cpe/icTBaMH 00yueHHsI, KOMITbIOTePaMH.

[TomerieHust 711 CaMOCTOSITe/TbHOM paboThl 0OYYaroIUXCsl OCHAI[eHbl KOMITHIOTEDHOM TEXHUKOU C
BO3MOKHOCTBIO TMOAK/IOUeHUss K ceTd "VHTepHeT" u obecrieueHbl [OCTYIIOM B 3/€KTPOHHYIO
WHGOPMAaILIMOHHO-00pa30BaTeIbHYI0 Cpejly.

[Mporpamma cocrtaBiieHa B cooTBeTcTBUM ¢ TpeboBanusmu OI'OC BO mno HarpaBiIeHHUIO
MOAr0TOBKU/CrierfuaibHOCTU 45.03.02 - JIMHrBUCTHKA.

ABtop(bl): byiyeBa Jltogmuna AsiekcaHApPOBHA, AOKTOP (hU/I0/IOrMUeCKUX HayK, JOLIeHT.
3aBenytomuii Kadeapoii: BockpeceHckasi HaTanbst AnekcaH/IpoBHa, KaHIUAAT (DUIOJIOTHUeCKUX HayK.

[Tporpamma oobpeHa Ha 3ace/jJaHUM MeTOANUYeCKOW Komuccru oT 14 mapta 2025 r., mpoTtokosn Ne 11.



	Рабочая программа дисциплины
	to oust – to force someone to leave a position of power, job, place 
	tow – пенька, прядево
	to essay – to try to do something
	 
	* * *

