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1. Mecto pucyuninHsbl B cTpyktype OITIOII

Hucuurnvaa 51.B.[1B.01.01.04 ViHTepnpeTaniyisi TEKCTa Ha aHTJIMHACKOM $I3bIKe 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)

nosyueHHble 3HaHUs1 8
obaacmu meopuu u
ucmopuu 0CHO8HO20
u3yuaemozo s3blka
(a3biK08)

u [Umepamypbil
(rumepamyp),
meopuu
KOMMYHUKayuu,
¢unonozuueckozo
aHanusa u
UHmMepnpemayuu
mekcma e
cobcmeeHHoU
Hay1Ho-
uccnedogamenbCcKoll
desime/sibHOCMU

OCHOBHO20 U3yHaeM020 53blKad
(A3b1K08) U AUmMepamypbl
(numepamyp), meopuu
KOMMYHUKayuu,
¢unonoeuueckoeo aHanusa u
UHmepnpemayuu mekcmd 8
cobcmeeHHOU HAyuHo-
uccnedoeamenbCKoll
OdessmenbHOCMU

IIK-1.2: TIpumensiem 6
cobcmeeHHoL HayuHO-
uccnedoeamenbCKoll
OdesimeabHOCMU 3HAHUS 8
obaacmu meopuu u ucmopuu
OCHOBHO20 U3y4aeMo20 A3bIKA
(s13b1K08) U AUmMepamypbl
(numepamyp), meopuu
KOMMyHUKayuu,
¢unonoeuyeckozo avanusa u
UHmMepnpemayuu mekcma

meopemuueckue noA0XCeHUs U
smanbt ucmopuu 6 cgpepe
OCHOBHO20 U3YUaemoz0 S3blKa
(A3b1K08) U MUmMepamypbl
(numepamyp), meopuu
KOMMYHUKayuu,
¢unonozuueckozo aHaausa u
UHMepnpemayuu mexkcma
Ymeem oyeHugams u
cucmemamu3uposamb
nosyueHHble 3HaHuUs1 8 obaacmu
meopuu U UCMOPUU OCHOBHO2O
U3yyaemoz20 fA3blKa (A3bIK08) U
Aumepamypbl (qumepamyp),
meopuu KOMMYHUKayuu,
unonozuueckozo aHaauza u
UHMepnpemayuu mexkcma
Bnadeem Hagblikamu aHaausa u
CuHMe3a noay4eHHblx ceedeHull
8 obacmu meopuu u ucmopuu
OCHOBHO20 U3yuaemoz0 A3blKa
(s13b1K08) U AUmepamypbl
(numepamyp), meopuu
KOMMYHUKayuu,
¢unonozuueckozo aHaausa u

UHmMepnpemayuu mekcma

IIK-1.2:

3Haem npuHyunbl NpUMeHeHUst 8
cobcmeeHHOU Hay4YHO-
uccnedosamenbCKoll
dessmenbHOCMU 3HAHUSA 6
obsacmu meopuu u ucmopuu

OCHOBHO2O U3yuaemoeo sA3blKd

dopmupyemsbie IlnaHupyeMbie pe3yabTaThl 00yUeHHs M0 AUCHUILUIMHe | HanMeHOBaHHe OLeHOYHOTO CPe/ICTBA
KOMIIeTeHL{UH (Mofgyn0), B  COOTBETCTBMM C€  HHAUKATOPOM
(xof, comep)kaHue | JOCTH)KeHHS KOMIIeTeHIIMH
KOMTIETEHIIVN) Nupukarop poctwkeHusi | PesyabTarsl 00yueHust Jns Tekymiero | /ins
KOMIIeTeHL{UMN o AUCLUIIUHE KOHTPOJIA IPOMEXXyTOUHOH
(xon, coZiepkaHue ycreBaemMoCTH aTrTecTranuu
VHAWKATOpa)
IIK-1: Cnocobex TIK-1.1: Bradeem 3nauusimu 8 |I1K-1.1: IIpakmuueckoe
npumeHsmb obaacmu meopuu u ucmopuu  |3Haem OCHO8Hble 3adaHue

3auém c oyeHkoli:
IIpakmuueckoe

3a0aHue

3auém:
IIpakmuueckoe

3a0aHue




(s13b1K08) U AUmMepamypbl
(numepamyp), meopuu
KOMMYHUKayuu,
unonozuueckozo aHaauza u
UHMepnpemayuu mexkcma
Ymeem npumeHsmsb 8
cobcmeeHHOU Hay4YHO-
uccne0o8amenbcKotl
OesimenbHOCMU 3HAHUS 8
obaacmu meopuu u ucmopuu
OCHOBHO20 U3yHaeM020 53blKa
(s13b1K08) U AUmepamypbl
(numepamyp), meopuu
KOMMYHUKayuu,
¢unonozuueckozo aHaausa u
UHmMepnpemayuu mexkcma
Bnadeem npakmuueckumu
HABbIKAMU NPUMEHEHUs 8
HenocpedocmeeHHoLl
npogeccuoHanbHol
OesimenbHOCMU 3HAHULL 8
obaacmu meopuu u ucmopuu
OCHOBHO20 U3YUaemoz0 si3blKa
(s13b1K08) U AUmepamypbl
(numepamyp), meopuu
KOMMYHUKayuu,
unonozuueckozo aHaauza u
UHMepnpemayuu mexkcma e
cobcmeeHHol HayuHO-
uccnedoeamenbCKoll
OesimenbHOCMU pe3yAbmamos
cobcmeeHHbIX UCCc1e008aHull

IIK-6: CnocobeH
deMoHCMpUposamb
e/1a0eHue Hagblkamu
8blsIBN1CHUS
MexcnpeOMemHbIX
ceszell u3yuaembix
oucyunauH u
YMeHUeM npumeHsimb
nosyueHHble HagblKuU
8 npocheccuoHanbHol
desme/nbHOCMU, 8
mom uucne
yuacmeogamb 8
paspabomke,
op2aHu3ayuu u
peanuzayuu
pasnuyHo20 muna
npoexkmos
06pazosamenbHblX,
HAyuHbIX U
Ky/AbMypHO-
npoceemumenbCcKux
opeaHu3ayusix, 8

IIK-6.1: 3Haem ocHOBHble
NO/0JMCeHUs AUH2BUCMUKLU,
AumepamyposedeHust U Opy2ux
¢unonozuueckux oucyunIuH, a
makdce € 0OCHO8bI OUCYUNAUH
2yMAaHUmMapHo20 Yukid
IIK-6.2: Ymeem eblsignsimb
MedxcnpeOMemHble Cesi3u
usyyaembix OUCYUNAUH U
NpuMeHsimb No/MyUYeHHble
HABbIKU 8 NPOgeCcCUOHaNbHOU
dessmeabHOCMU

IIK-6.3: 3Haem ocHO8bL
paspabomku u peaauzayuu
npoexkma e u3bpaHHoli cpepe
npogeccuoHabHoU
desimenbHOCMU

T1K-6.4: Bradeem Hasblkamu
yuacmusi 8 Op2aHu3ayuu u
pazpabomke npoexkmoa 8

0bpazosamesibHblX, HAYUHbIX U

IIK-6.1:

3Haem oCHOBHbIe NOA0NCEHUS
NUHRBUCMUKU,
JAumepamypoeedeHust U Opy2ux
¢unonoeuueckux oucyuniuH, a
makaice OCHOB8bI OUCYUNAUH
2YMAHUmMapHo20 Yukna;

Ymeem npumensmb 8
npakmuuyeckol destmenbHOCMU
3HaHUs 06 OCHOBAX Meopuu
/UH28UCMUKU,
AumepamypogedeHust U Opyaux
OUCYUNIUH 2yMAHUMAPHO20
yukaa;

Baadeem onbimom
UCNOb308AHUS 8 NPAKMUYECKOll
Oesime/bHOCMU Meopemu4ecKux
3HaHull 06 ocHogax meopuu
/UH2BUCMUKU,
JAumepamypogedeHusi U Opy2ux

OuCyunauH 2yMaHumapHo20

IIpakmuueckoe
3adaHue

CoobujeHue

3auém:
KoumponbHble
80NnpoCh!
IIpakmuueckoe
3a0aHue

3auém c oyenkoli:
KoumposnbHble
80NpoCh!
IIpakmuueckoe
3adaHue




COYUAIbHO-
neodazozuyeckolli,
2YMAHUMApHO-
0p2aHU3AYUOHHOII,
KHU20U30ameabCKoll,
maccmeoutiHoll u
KOMMYHUKAMUEHOil

cepax

Ky/bMypHO-
npoceemumenbcKux
op2aHu3ayusix, 8 COYUaIbHO-
neoazo2uyeckoil,
2yMaHumapHo-
Op2aHU3ayUOHHOLl,
KHU20U30amenbCKoll,
maccmeOoutiHoll u

KOMMyHUKamueHotl cpepax

yukaa

ITIK-6.2:

3Haem cneyuguky
MmedcnpeOMemHbIX cessell
u3yuaemblx OUCYUNIUH;

Ymeem ebiaenamb
MedxcnpedMemHble Cesi3u
usyuaemblx OUCYUNAUH U
NpuMeHsimb NOAYYeHHble HaBbIKU
8 npocheccuoHaNbHOU

desmenbHOCMU;

Baadeem npakmuueckumu
HABbIKAMU NPUMeEHEeHUs 8
npogeccuoHabHoU
OesimeAbHOCMU 3HAHUU O
MexHcnpeOMemHbiX Ces3sX

u3yuaembix OUCYUNAUH

IIK-6.3:

3Haem meopemuyeckue 0CHO8bI
pazpabomku u peanuzayuu
npoekma 8 KOHKpemHoli c¢pepe
npogeccuoHanbHoll
dessmeabHOCMU;

Ymeem npumeHsimb nosyueHHble
3HAHUsA 8 npoyecce paspabomxu
u peanauzayuu npoekma 8
KOHKpemHoli cchepe
npogeccuoHabHoU
desimesibHOCMU;

Bnadeem npakmuueckumu
HaebIKamu pazpabomxu u
peaiauzayuu npoekma 8
KOHKpemHol cgepe
npocgeccuoHanbHol

desimenbHOCMU

IIK-6.4:

3Haem 0CHOBHble NOA0JCEeHUS,
peanameHmupyroujue
pazpabomky npoekmoe 8
06pazoeamenbHbIX, HAYUHbIX U
Ky/IbMypHO-NpoceemumenbCKux
op2aHu3ayusix, 8 COYUaIbHO-
neoazoauueckoil, 2yMaHumapHo-
0p2aHU3AYUOHHOL,
KHU20Uu30ameabCKou, Macc-
MeOuiiHOl U KOMMYHUKAMUGHOL
cepax;

Ymeem pewamb 3a0auu,




c8sA3aHHble ¢ paspabomkoll u
opaaHuzayueli npoekma 8
06pazoeamenbHbIX, HAYUHbIX U
Ky/IbMypHO-NpoceemumenbCKux
op2aHu3ayusix, 8 COYUaIbHO-
neoazoauueckoil, 2yMaHumapHo-
0p2aHU3AYUOHHOL,
KHU20U30amenbCKoll, macc-
MeOuliHOl U KOMMYHUKAMUBHOII
coepax;

Bnadeem npakmuueckumu
HABbIKAMU U ONbIMOM yudcmust 8
opeaHuzayuu u paspabomke

npoekma 8 KOHKpemHoli c¢pepe

npogeccuoHanbHoli

dessmeabHOCMU
IIK/]-5: Cnocobex IIK/]-5.1: BbinonHsem IIK/]-5.1: IIpakmuueckoe
OemoHcmpupoeams pasnuuHble 8Udbl nepesood 3Haem modenu u aneopummbl 3adaHue 3quém:
enadeHue HaBbIKAMU | mokcmos, 8 Mom uucie nepegoda, cnocobb! KonmponbHbie
nepesoda c npogeccuoHanbHbIX MeKcnos | doCmudiceHuUsl CMbICA080l, gonpoce
UHOCMPAHHbIX .
235108 UL HG c LlHOCijGHHOZO S13bIKaA HA cmuﬂucmuuecxotj u TMpaxmuseckoe
uHocmpanHbie s3piku | PYCCKUU npasmamuteckou 3a0aHue

u
npakmuueckue
acnekmbil
aHaAUMuKo-
CcuHmemu4eckou
nepepabomku
PA3NUUHbIX MUNOE
mekcmos

IIK/[-5.2: BbinoaHsiem
pasauuHble 8uobl nepesooa
meKcmos, ekuas
npogeccuoHanbHble meKCmal,
€ pYCCKO20 A3bIKa HA
UHOCMPAHHbILI

TIK/I-5.3: Baraoeem Hasbikamu
AHAAUMUKO-CUHMemuueckoll
nepepabomku pazauyHbIX

munog mekcmos

adekeamHocmu npu nepegooe
Da3AuYHbIX MUNO8 MeKcmoas, 8
mom uucsne npocheccuoHanbHO
OpUEHMUPOBAHHbIX, C
UHOCMPAHHOR0 A3bIKA HA
pycckuii;

Ymeem ananuzuposams,
KOHCMpyupoeamb CMbICA U
UHmMepnpemuposamb
coldepiicaHue mekcma ¢ nosuyuil
MeACKyNbmypHOL
KOMMYHUKayuu, eblbupamnb
obwyio cmpameeuto nepegood;
Bnadeem onbimom nepegooa
PA3AUUHbIX MUNO8 MEeKCMoe,
npuémamu 00CMuHCeHus
CMbIC/N0801, CMUAUCMu4ecKoll u
npasmamuueckot
adekeamHocmu nepegoouMoz2o

mekcma

IIK/]-5.2:

3Haem 6a306ble NpUHYUNBb!
nepegooa pasnuuHbIX munoe
meKcmog, muno/noauu meKcmos,
MoOenu U anzopummbi nepegooda
HAYUHbIX U ny6AUYuUCMu4ecKux
mMeKCcmog ¢ PyCCK020 A3bIKA Ha
UHOCMPAHHbIL;

Ymeem pabomamsb ¢

3auém c oyeHkoli:
KoumposnbHble
80NpOCh!
IIpakmuueckoe

3a0aHue




nepegodumoti uHgpopmayueti,
8bl0e/simb CyujecmeeHHoe 8
ombope u cmpykmypuposaHuu
uH@opmamugHo20 mamepuana
0711 GHHOMUPOBAHUS U
pegepuposarusi, noobupams
cmuaucmuyecku u
npasmamuyecku aoekeamHyro
/leKCUKy 0/151 COOmeemcmayowux
K/H0UeBbIX 3/1eMeHMO8;
Bnadeem onbimom nepegooa u
mpaxcgopmayuu pasnuyHbIX
munoe mekcmos, 8 mom uucsne
npogeccuoHaIbHO
OpUEHMUPOBAHHDIX, C PYCCKO20

A3bIKA HA UHocmpGHHbllj.

IIK/]-5.3:

3Haem meopemuueckue
No/03CeHUs1 MeKCmoeou
OesimenbHOCMU, CNOCOObI
mpaHcgopmayuu mekcmosozo
mamepuana, munoaoauu
mekcmos, cucmemy
JAUH28UCMUYECKUX 3HAHUL,
obecneuugarowyux adanmayuio
HAy4HO20 Unu
nybauyucmuyeckozo mekcma,
HAyYHbIX Mpyooe U
Xy00cecmeeHHbIX
npou3sgedeHutl 05
AGHHOMUPOBAHUS U
peepupo8aHus Ha pyccKkom
u/unu UHOCMPAHHOM A3blKe;
Ymeem ananuzuposams,
mpaHcgopmupogams u
adanmupoeams meKcmoebill
mamepuan 045 pa3AuUYHbIX
npogeccuoHanbHbIX yenel;
Bnadeem onbimom aHaaumuko-
cuHmemuueckoli nepepabomku
DA3AUYHbIX MUNO8 MEeKCMOo8 HA
DYCCKOM U/unu UHOCMpaHHOM

SA3blKe

3. CTpyKTypa U cojepKaHHe AUCIUILIUHbI

3.1 Tpya0oeMKOCTb AUCLUII/IUHBI

OYHasA

O01ias Tpy/j0eMKOCTBb, 3.e.




Yacos 1o yue0HOMY IJIaHY 144
B TOM YHCJIe
ayUTOpPHbIE 3aHATHSA (KOHTAaKTHas padoTa):
- 3aHATHUS JIeKIJHUOHHOI'0 TUIIA 0
- 3aHATUS CEMHHAPCKOI0 TUMA (MpaKTHYeCcKue 3aHATHS / TabopaTopHbIe PadoThi) 42
- KCP 2
caMocTosTe/IbHaA padora 100
ITpomexyTouyHas arTecTanusa 0
3auéT, 3aUéT C OL[eHKOH

3.2. CogepyxaHue JUCHUIIMHDI

(cmpykmypuposaHHoe no memam (paszoenam) C YKA3aHuem OmMBeOeHHO020 HA HUX Koauuecmeda

akademMuyecKux uacoe u 8uobl yueOHbIx 3aHamull)

HanmeHoBaHMe pa3fiesioB U TeM JUCLATLIMHBI Bcero B TOM 4uC/Ie
Yyachbl
( ) KoHrakTHas pabota (paboTa BO
B3aUMO/IEHCTBUH C TIperiofiaBaresnemM),
Yyachl U3 HUX
3aHATHS CamocTosiTesibHast
CeMHHApPCKOro paGora
3aHATus THTA obyuarorerocs,
JIEKLIMOHHOTO | (TIpakTHueckye | Bcero Hackl
THMa 3aHsATHsA/1abopa
TOpHBIE
paboThI), Uackl
d o ¢ o ¢
0 0 0 0 0
TekcToBast GyHKIMS ¥ THITbI TEKCTOB 14 4 4 10
TeMa TeKCTa, ClocoObl paCKphITHS TEMBI B TEKCTe (TIOBECTBOBAHME, 14 4 4 10
onucaHye, 0ObsICHEHHE, aprYMEHTUPOBaHHE)
Peanusaiiyis KaTeropuii KOrepeHTHOCTH 1 KOTe31U B TeKCTe 14 4 4 10
Peanusaniyist KaTeropuu MOZIalbHOCTH B TEKCTe 14 4 4 10
Peanusaiiys KaTeropuy BpeMeHH B TEKCTe 18 8 8 10
CruneBasi IpYHA/IE)KHOCTh TeKCTa 14 4 4 10
UeThIpe OCHOBHBIX 3/IeMeHTa COJiePKaHUsl TeKCTa 14 4 4 10
PeueBble hOpPMBI 1 THUTT pacCKa3urKa B TEKCTE 14 4 4 10
CroBapHBIM COCTaB TEKCTA, CPeJCTBA BHIPA3UTEILHOCTH B TEKCTE 14 4 4 10
Oco6eHHOCTH CHHTAaKCHUECKOT0 MOCTPOEHHsT TeKCTa 12 2 2 10
Arrecrarus 0
KCP 2 2
Wtoro 144 0 42 44 100

Copiep>kaHue pa3/e/ioB U TeM JUCIUIITUHBI

Xy[,0)keCTBEHHBIM TEKCT KaK II03TUYecKast CTPYKTypa.

YPOBHI/I XYyA0XKeCTBEHHOI'O TEKCTa U UX Ue€PAPXMUH. Ces3b Bep6aJII>HOFO U MMO3TUYEeCKOI'o ypOBHEi/JI.




TTpUHLMIIBI CLer/IeHrs] YPOBHeM TT03TUYeCKOT0 TeKCTa. [[pUHLIMT HEeTIOTHOTO n300pakeHusl.

IMostnueckas getanb. Tunsl ¥ GYHKLMM [I03TUUECKUX JleTajled B Xy/10’)KeCTBEHHOM I1POM3Be/leHUHU.

. CTpyKTypHBIe 3jIeMeHTbI OpraHU3aLui XyZ0KeCTBeHHOI 0 TeKCTa

CIOXKeT U ero CTpyKTypa. 3aBs3Ka, pa3paboTka, Ky/JIbMUHALMS U pa3Bs3ka. CriocoObl coueTaHUsl CHOXKeTHBIX
yacTel B

npov3BefieHUH. JIuTepaTypHble MPOM3BeieHus! C HEeTIO/IHBIM HabOPOM CHO’KETHBIX COCTaB/IstoluX. Komro3uwus
U ee

CTPYKTYPHBIE 3/IeMEeHThI: I0BeCTBOBAaHKE, OMMCAHKEe, MOHOJIOT, BHYTPeHHUI MOHOJIOT, JUaJIOr.

[JleHoTaius 1 KOHHOTaLUs B Xy/10’)KECTBEHHOM TeKcTe. KOHHOTaTUBHBIe (DYHKIIUU

rpaMMaTHUeCKHX KaTeroOpyui.

KonHoTaTuBHbIe (DyHKLIMY CTUIMCTUYECKO OTHECEHHOCTH JIEKCUUeCKUX e[JMHUL] TeKCTa. KOHHOTaTUBHBIN
TIOTeHLMan 0COOeHHOCTel aBTOPCKOTO CI0Baps.

CemMaHTHueckuii moBTop. YacToTHas neKCHKa.

MHUKpO- 1 MaKPO KOMITOHEHTbI [T03TUUECKON CTPYKTYPBI.

JlutepatypHbIii 06pa3. Mepapxusi 06pa3oB. TeMa MTepaTypHOro Nipor3BeieHus1. Viziest 1 aBTOPCKU 3aMbicest
Tunel moBecTBOBaHMS. [17aH paccka3urKa  IJlaH nepcoHaxka. Touka 3peHus Kak rpobsiema

KOMITO3ULMY. JKaHp /IMTepaTypHOTro TIpor3BeJeHys v ero GopMel. Bpemsi B MTepaTypHOM MPOU3BEI€HUM.
CooTHollIeHWe CIOKeTHOT'0 Pa3sBUTHUS C pacrpe/ie/ieHeM BbIpa3sUTe/IbHbIX CPeJICTB TeKCTa. TUIIbI BbIBIKEHUS:
KOHBepreHIWs, CrierieHre, 00MaHyToe OXKH/jaHue.

[NonsTHe KOHBepreHLWs B XyZA0KeCTBeHHOM MPOM3BeJ|eHUU.

[Tonarre cuernyieHue B Xy[,0’KeCTBEHHOM ITPOU3BE/IeHUN.

[MoHsTUM 0OMaHyTOe OXKU/JaHUe B XY/10’KeCTBEHHOM TPOU3Be/IeHHH.

[MpakTUyeckue 3aHATUSI /mabopaTopHble pabOTbI OpPraHU3yKOTCS, B TOM 4YucC/e, B (popMe TpaKTHUYeCKOM
TMO/JITOTOBKU, KOTOpasi TipeflyCMaTpyBaeT ydyacTHe OOyYarol[uXCsi B BBITIOJTHEHHWU OT/AEIbHBIX 3/IeMEHTOB
paboT, cBsI3aHHBIX C Oyayliel mpodeccoHaNbHOMN AeTe/TbHOCTBIO.

Ha mpoBefieHre MpakTHUeCKWX 3aHSATHM / 1abopaTopHBIX paboT B (opMe TPAKTUUYECKOM IMOATOTOBKU
OTBOJWTCS: O4Hasi opma obyueHus - 42 u.

4. YueOHO-MeToANUYeCKOe o0ecrieyeHHe CaMOCTOSITe/TbHOW Pad0ThI 00yJarouXCsl

CamocrosiTenibHasi paboTa 0OyuarouU[uxcsi BK/IOUaeT B ceDdsi MOATOTOBKY K KOHTPOJIHBIM BOITPOCAM U
3a[jaHUsIM JIJIsl TeKYILero KOHTPOJIsi U MPOMEXYTOUHOM aTTeCTaliud IO WUTOraM OCBOEHMS JUCLIATIIUHEI
NpYUBeJIeHHBIM B I1. 5.

st obecrieueHUs1 CaMOCTOSITE/TBHOM PabOTHI 00yUarOLUXCS UCTIONB3YFOTCS:
OneKTpOHHBIE KYPChI, CO3/lJaHHbIE B CICTeMe 3/IeKTpOHHOTo o0yuenuss HHI'Y:

WHTepripeTaljusi TeKCTa Ha aHTVIMKCKOM si3biKe, https://e-learning.unn.ru/course/view.php?id=5978.

WHble yueOHO-MeTOAMUECKHE MaTepHaJIbI:

Vcnonb3yemMbie 0Opa3oBaTe/ibHbIE TEXHOIOTUH: TIPAKTHUECKHE 3aHSTHS, CEMUHApPhI.

BHeayauTopHasi camocTosiTe/bHasi paboTa CTyZieHTa OpPUeHTHUPOBAHA Ha MO/TOTOBKY K TPaKTUUYeCKUM
3aHSITUSM B BHJIe YCTHOTO cobece1oBaHuMs, TIOMCKa MH(OPMAIUH T10 TTPe//I0KEHHBIM BOIIPOCaM [Ijist
00Cy)X/IeHUs] Ha TIPAKTUUECKUX 3aHSTHSX.

O6pa3oBare/ibHble  TEXHOJIOTMH, CIIOCOOCTByIOIIME  (POPMHUPOBAHHUIO KOMIIeTeHLIUH,
WCII0J/Ib3y€eMble Ha 3aHATUSIX MPaKTUYeCKOro THIa:
. YaCTUUHO-TIOUCKOBAs /1esiTe/IbHOCTh TPU MOTOTOBKe YCTHBIX COOOIIeHN;



. camocTosiTe/ibHast paboTa Mpu MOAroTOBKe MPOEeKTHOM paboThI;

. pelieHue MPOOJ/IEMHBIX CUTYaIUM IS peajv3aliuM TeXHOJIOTMM  KOJIJIEKTHBHOMU
MBIC/IUTE/ILHOM J1eATelTbHOCTH.

@dopmMoii UTOTOBOTO0 KOHTPOJISI 3HAHUM CTY/I€HTOB MO AUCLIMILIMHE 9K3aMeH, B X0/je KOTOPOro
OLIeHMBAaeTCsl yPOBEHb TEOPeTUUYECKUX 3HAHWI 1 HaBBbIKM pelleHts NMPaKTUYeCKUX 3ajad.

5. @oHA OLEHOYHBIX CPEeACTB /IS TEKYIero KOHTPO/Isi YyCIIeBaeMOCTH W TPOMEXYTOUHOU
aTTecTalMi Mo JUCIUILIMHE (MO/Y/II0)

5.1 TunoBble 3ajjaHusA, HEOOXOAUMBIE /I OLEHKH Pe3y/J1bTaTOB 00yuyeHHs NPH HPOBeJeHHH
TeKYILero KOHTPOJIsl yCIieBaeMOCTH C yKa3aHHeM KpUTepHeB X OLleHUBaHMSA:

5.1.1 TunoBbie 3agaHusa (oueHOUHoe cpeAcTBO - IIpakTHueckoe 3ajaHue) /i1 OLEHKHU
chopmupoBanHocTa KommnereHuu ITK-1:

BoieiuTs MeTadopryecKyie BbIpaXkeHUs M ONIpee/IUThb UX (PyHKIUI0
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There was dancing now on the canvas in the garden; old men pushing young girls backward in eternal
graceless circles, superior couples holding each other tortuously, fashionably, and keeping in the corners—and
a great number of single girls dancing individualistically or relieving the orchestra for a moment of the burden
of the banjo or the traps. By midnight the hilarity had increased. A celebrated tenor had sung in Italian, and a
notorious contralto had sung in jazz, and between the numbers people were doing ‘“stunts” all over the
garden, while happy, vacuous bursts of laughter rose toward the summer sky. A pair of stage twins, who
turned out to be the girls in yellow, did a baby act in costume, and champagne was served in glasses bigger
than finger-bowls. The moon had risen higher, and floating in the Sound was a triangle of silver scales,
trembling a little to the stiff, tinny drip of the banjoes on the lawn.

| was still with Jordan Baker. We were sitting at a table with a man of about my age and a rowdy little
girl, who gave way upon the slightest provocation to uncontrollable laughter. | was enjoying myself now. | had
taken two finger-bowls of champagne, and the scene had changed before my eyes into something significant,
elemental, and profound.

At a lull in the entertainment the man looked at me and smiled.

“Your face is familiar,” he said, politely. “Weren’t you in the First Division during the war?”
“Why, yes. | was in the Twenty-eighth Infantry.”

“l was in the Sixteenth until June nineteen-eighteen. | knew I'd seen you somewhere before.”

We talked for a moment about some wet, gray little villages in France. Evidently he lived in this vicinity,
for he told me that he had just bought a hydroplane, and was going to try it out in the morning.

“Want to go with me, old sport? Just near the shore along the Sound.”

“What time?”

“Any time that suits you best.”

It was on the tip of my tongue to ask his name when Jordan looked around and smiled.

“Having a gay time now?” she inquired.



“Much better.” | turned again to my new acquaintance. “This is an unusual party for me. | haven't even
seen the host. | live over there—" | waved my hand at the invisible hedge in the distance, “and this man Gatsby
sent over his chauffeur with an invitation.”

8 cemectp

He smiled understandingly—much more than understandingly. It was one of those rare smiles with a
quality of eternal reassurance in it, that you may come across four or five times in life. It faced—or seemed to
face—the whole eternal world for an instant, and then concentrated on you with an irresistible prejudice in
your favor. It understood you just so far as you wanted to be understood, believed in you as you would like to
believe in yourself, and assured you that it had precisely the impression of you that, at your best, you hoped to
convey. Precisely at that point it vanished—and | was looking at an elegant young rough-neck, a year or two
over thirty, whose elaborate formality of speech just missed being absurd. Some time before he introduced
himself I'd got a strong impression that he was picking his words with care.

Almost at the moment when Mr. Gatsby identified himself a butler hurried toward him with the
information that Chicago was calling him on the wire. He excused himself with a small bow that included each
of usin turn.

“If you want anything just ask for it, old sport,” he urged me. “Excuse me. | will rejoin you later.”

When he was gone | turned immediately to Jordan—constrained to assure her of my surprise. | had
expected that Mr. Gatsby would be a florid and corpulent person in his middle years.

“Who is he?” | demanded. “Do you know?”
“He’s just a man named Gatsby.”
“Where is he from, | mean? And what does he do?”

“Now you’re started on the subject,” she answered with a wan smile. “Well, he told me once he was
an Oxford man.”

A dim background started to take shape behind him, but at her next remark it faded away.
“However, | don't believe it.”

“Why not?”

“l don’t know,” she insisted, “I just don’t think he went there.”

Something in her tone reminded me of the other girl’s “I think he killed a man,” and had the effect of
stimulating my curiosity. | would have accepted without question the information that Gatsby sprang from the
swamps of Louisiana or from the lower East Side of New York. That was comprehensible. But young men didn’t
—at least in my provincial inexperience | believed they didn’t—drift coolly out of nowhere and buy a palace on
Long Island Sound.

“Anyhow, he gives large parties,” said Jordan, changing the subject with an urban distaste for the
concrete. “And | like large parties. They’re so intimate. At small parties there isn’t any privacy.”

There was the boom of a bass drum, and the voice of the orchestra leader rang out suddenly above
the chatter of the garden.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he cried. “At the request of Mr. Gatsby we are going to play for you Mr.
Vladmir Tostoff’s latest work, which attracted so much attention at Carnegie Hall last May. If you read the
papers you know there was a big sensation.” He smiled with jovial condescension, and added: “Some
sensation!” Whereupon everybody laughed.

5.1.2 TunoBbie 3ajaHus (oleHOYHOe cpeAcTBO - IIpakTHueckoe 3ajiaHHe) i1 OLIEHKH
chopvupoBanHocTa KommereHuu ITK-6:
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OrmnpegenviTe 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."
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Onpe,qeﬂme THII ITOBECTBOBAHMA B TEKCTOBOM ('bpal"MEHTEI

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.
5.1.3 TunoBble 3ajaHusa (oLeHOUHoe cpeAcTBO - IIpakTHueckoe 3ajjaHue) /I OLEHKHU
copmupoBanHocTu KomnereHuuu [TK/I-5:
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Omnpefenure, Kakve MeTaopryecKue CpeZiCTBa UCII0/Ib30BaHbI B JAHHOM 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. cemectp
Omnpefenure, Kakve MeTaopryecKue CpeZiCTBa UCII0/Ib30BaHbl B JAHHOM OTDbIBKE:

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.

Kpurepuu oneHnBaHus (onjeHouHOe cpeJcTBO - IIpakTHUecKoe 3aaHue)

OneHka Kpurepuu orjeHuBaHUs

YpoBeHb 3HaHUH B 06beMe, COOTBETCTBYIOIIIEM TIPOrpPaMMe TIOJrOTOBKH, UK

TPeBOCXOHO i
TIPEBBIIIAIOIIEM €€, TTPY W3/I0KeHUH HeT OLIMO0K

YpoBeHb 3HaHWH B 06bEMe, COOTBETCTBYIOIEM TIPOTPaMMe TO/ITOTOBKH, TTPU

OT/IMYHO
W37I0’KeHUH JI0TYILeHbl HeCyIlleCTBeHHbIe OINOKU

YpoBeHb 3HaHW B 06BEMe, COOTBETCTBYIOIIIEM TIPOrPaMMe TIOATOTOBKH, TIPH
OueHb XOpOLLO
P W37I0’KEeHUH JIOTYILeHbl 1-2 cyljecTBeHHbIe OLIMOKH

YpoBeHb 3HaHUI B 00beMe, COOTBETCTBYIOLL[EM TIPOrPaMMe TIOATOTOBKH, TIPH
XOpOLLO
P W3710’KEeHUH JIOMYILeHO HECKOJIBKO CYIL{eCTBEHHBIX OIINO0K




OueHka Kpurtepuu oLieHUBaHUs

VZI0B/IETBOPUTE/IEHO MuHUMATBHO OMYCTUMbIN YPOBEHb 3HAHUM

HEYJOBJ/IETBOPUTE/ILHO ypOBEHI: 3HAHUI HIPKe MUHUMAJIbHBIX TPE6OBaHI/Iﬁ

710X0 [TonHOe OTCyTCTBUE 3HAHUM 110 IpeMETY

5.1.4 TunoBble 3aanusA (omeHOUYHOe cpeAcTBO - Coo0LeHne) A/IA OLeHKH C(hopMHPOBAHHOCTH
xkomnetrenuu ITK-6:
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e Strategies authors use to create tone and mood in stories?

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

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

Kpurepuu ouenuBanus (oreHouHOe cpeAcTBO - CoolieHne)

OneHka Kputepuu orieHuBaHUs

YpoBeHb 3HaHUH B 06beMe, COOTBETCTBYIOLL[EM TIPOrPaMMe MOATOTOBKH, UIH

TIPEeBOCXOJHO -
TMIPEBBIILIAIOLIEM €€, TTPU W3/I0XKEHUH HeT OLIMO0K

YpoBeHb 3HaHW B 06beMe, COOTBETCTBYIOIIIEM TIPOrPaMMe TIOJrOTOBKH, TIPH

OT/IMYHO
W3/I0’KeHUH JI0TYILeHbl HeCyIlleCTBeHHbIe OIINOKU

YpoBeHb 3HaHWH B 00bEMe, COOTBETCTBYIOIEM TIPOTPaMMe TO/[TOTOBKH, TIPU

OuYeHb XOPOLLO
W3/I0)KEHUH JIOMYITeHbI 1-2 CyIiecTBeHHbIe OITUOKN

YpoBeHb 3HaHui B 06bEMe, COOTBETCTBYIOLIEM TIPOrPaMMe TIOATOTOBKH, TIPH
XOpOILO
P W37I0’KEeHUH JIOMYILeHO HECKOJIBKO CYIL[eCTBEHHBIX OIIMO0K

YAOBJIETBOPDUTE/IBHO MuHMMaIbLHO AOHYCTHMBIﬁ YPOBEHb 3HAHUH

Hey/IOBJIETBOPUTE/IBHO Y POBeHb 3HAHWI HIKe MUHHUMAJIbHBIX TpeboBaHUM

IJIOXO [TosTHOE OTCYTCTBHE 3HAHUM T10 TpeIMeTy

5.2. OnucaHue MIKaJI OIeHUBAaHUA Pe3y/IbTaTOB 00yueHHs MO0 JUCIUIIMHE ITPH MPOMeXyTOYHOMH
arrecTanyu



IMIkana OIl€eHMBAaHUA C(l)OpMI/IPOBaHHOCTI/I KOMHETEHI[PIFI

YpoBen
b
chopmu Hey/I0BJ/IETBOP | Y/AOBJ/IETBO OouYeHb
J10X0 XO0pOoI1110 OT/IUYHO NMPeBOCX0/{HO
POBaHH HUTEe/IbHO pHTe/ILHO XOpo1I0
ocTH
KoMIeT
eHIUH
(uHpUK
aropa
AOCTHK He 3a4YTeHO0 3auTeHOo
eHHUs
KoMIeT
eHIHI)
YpoBeHb
OtcyTcTBUE YpoBeHb poset
o . 3HaHUM B
3HaHUU MuHnManeH | 3HaHUM B oGBeme YpoBeHb
TeopeTHUYecKoro o obneme, ’ 3HaHUH B
YpoBeHb COOTBETCTBY YpoBeHb
MaTepuasa. . JIOMIYCTUMBI | COOTBETCTBY obbeme, o
3HAHWUN HIDKe - oLIeM 3HaHWH B
HeB03MO>KHOCTb Y ypoBeHb 1o1eM COOTBETCTB
MHUHUMAJTbHBIX - rporpamme obneme,
3HaHUS | OL|EHUTb MOJHOTY N 3HaHUM. rporpamMme yIoLLeM
o TpeboBaHUH. MO/rOTOBKU TIpeBBIIIAOLIe
3HaHUU [HormyieHo MOJTOTOBKHU rporpamMme
Nmenu mecto . Jony1eHo M [IpOrpamMMy
BCJIe[ICTBHE MHOTO . JonyieHo MO/JITOTOBK
rpy6bie oIMOKH HEeCKOJIbKO MO/ITOTOBKHU.
OTKasza HerpyobIx HECKOJIbKO u. Ommbok
Hecyl1lecTBe
obyuarolerocs ot omboK HerpyobIx HHEIX HeT.
oTBeTa OInb0oK
ormbok
IIpogemoHc
TPUPOBAHBI
IIpogemoHC PHp
IIpogemoHCc | Bce
[IpogemoHC | TpupoBaHbI
TPUPOBaHbl | OCHOBHbIE
TPUPOBaHbI | BCe
BCE YMEeHUSL. IIpomeMoHCTp
OCHOBHBIe OCHOBHBIe
OTcyTcTBHE OCHOBHBI® PertieHbl HpOBaHbI BCe
ITpu perennn yYMeHUSI. YMeHUSI.
MUHUMaJbHBIX yMeHusl. BCe OCHOBHBI®
o CTaH/IapTHBIX PerreHs! Peruens! Bce
YMeHH. PettieHnl Bce | OCHOBHBIE yYMeHHUs..
3a7iau He TUIIOBbIE OCHOBHBIE
HeBo3moxHOCTB OCHOBHEBIE 3a7,auu C Perens! Bce
MIPOZIEMOHCTPUD | 3a/jauu C 3a7lauu C
OLIeHUTb Ha/IMuKe 3afau. OT[ieJIbHBIM | OCHOBHbBIE
YmeHus N OBaHbI HerpyObIMU | Herpy6bIMU
yMeHU BbinonHeHs! | 1 3ajaum.
OCHOBHbIE olIMOKaMH. | OLIMOKaMHU.
BC/Ie[ICTBHE BCe 33/laHMsl | HecyllecTB | BrinonHeHbl
ymeHnust. imeu | BeinonHeHs! | BeinosHeHb!
OTKasa B [I0JTHOM €HHbIMU BCe 3a/laHus, B
MeCTo rpy0Obie BCE BCe 3aZlaHusI
obyuatorerocs ot obbeme, HO | HeJjoueTaM | TMOJHOM
OIINOKM 3a/laHus, HO | B I1OJIHOM
oTBeTa HEKOTOpbIe U, obneMe 6e3
He B obbeme, HO
o BLITIOJTHEH He/IoueToB
[10JTHOM HEKOTOpble
HefloueTaMu | bl BCe
obbeme c
3ajlaHyis B
HefloueTaMu
10JTHOM
obbeme
Nwmeetcsa
OTcyTcTBUE [Ipomemonc IIpomemonc
MHHUMaJIbH [IpogemoHC
6a30BbIX ITpu perennn o TPHPOBaHbI TPUPOBAHBI
bl Habop TPUPOBaHBI TIpomemMoHCTp
HaBbIKOB. CTaH/|apTHBIX 6a3oBble HaBbIKH
HaBBIKOB 6a3oBbie HPOBaH
HeB03MO0>KHOCTb 3a7lau He HaBbIKU TIPU npu .
b0 41 HaBBIKY TIPA TBOPYeCKHUH
OLIeHUTb HaJIMuMe | MPOJeMOHCTPUD pelLleHnn pelLleHrun
HaBbiku perIeHyst pelLeHnH TIOAXOZ, K
HaBBIKOB oBaHbI 6a30BbIe CTaHJAPTHBI HecTaHzapT
CTaHJapTHbI CTaH/,APTHEI pelLleHuI0
BC/Ie[ICTBHE HaBBIKU. VIMenu X 337jau C HBIX 337a4
X 3a7au C X 3azay 6e3 HeCTaH/|apTHbI
oTKasa MecTo rpy0Obie HEKOTOPBIM 6e3
HEKOTOPbIM omboK u X 3ajau
obyuarorierocsi Ot | OIUOKH u o1IMOOoK U
u HeJIoueToB
oTBeTa HefloueTaMu He/loueToB
He/loueTaMu
IIIkana OLI€CHUBAHHUA ITPH ITIPOMEXYTOUYHOU aTTECTAllUHA
OneHka YpoBeHb NO/rOTOBKH
NPeBOCX0/{HO Bce KommeTeHIMM (YacTW KOMITETeHLMH), Ha ()OPMHpOBaHHe KOTOPLIX HarpaBieHa
3aYTeHo IUCLMIUIMHA, CHOPMUPOBaHBI Ha YPOBHEe He HIDKe «IPEeBOCXOJHO», TPOJEeMOHCTPUPOBAHBI
3HaHWs, YMEHHUs, BJJiIeHHUsl 10 COOTBETCTBYHOIMM KOMIIETEHL[MSIM Ha YpOBHE BbILe




MpelyCMOTPEHHOT'0 TIPOrpaMMoi

OT/INYHO Bce KoMmmeTeHIMM (4YacTW KOMIeTeHLUH), Ha ¢oOpMHpOBaHHMe KOTOPHIX HarpaB/eHa
JUCLITUTAHA, CHOPMHPOBAHBI HAa YPOBHE He HIDKe «OTJIMYHO».

04YeHb XOPOIIIO0 Bce KommeTeHIM (YacTW KOMITeTeHLMH), Ha (OPMHpOBaHHe KOTOPBIX HarpaBieHa
JUCLIMIUIMHA, COPMUPOBAHbI HAa YPOBHE He HIDKe «0UeHb XOPOLLIOo»

XOpOILI0 Bce kommereHUMM (4acTM KOMIeTeHLMH), Ha (OpPMUpPOBaHME KOTOPBIX HarpaB/eHa
JUCLITUTNHA, CHOPMHUPOBAHBI HAa YPOBHE He HIDKE «XOPOLIO».

B/IETBOPUTEIb KOMIleTeHLUM (YacTh KOMIleTeHLui), H MHpOBaHHe KOTOPbIX HarpaB/eH
OBJIETBOPHTE Bce kommere ac omrieTe a ¢o OBaHHe KOTO arpaB/jieHa
HO JUCLIIUTAHA, C)OPMHPOBAHLI HAa YPOBHE He HIDKE «Y/[OBIIeTBOPHTEBHO», IIPY 3TOM XOTS OBI
0[jHa KOMITeTeHL{UsI CHOpMUPOBaHa Ha YPOBHE «YZOBIETBOPUTETEHO»

HeyjoB/eTBopuTe | XOTs Obl O7Ha KOMIIeTeHLMst CHOPMHUPOBaHAa Ha YPOBHE «HEY/|OB/I€TBOPUTEJIBHOY.
JIbHO

He 3a4YTeHO

TJI0X0 XoTs1 6bI 0/JHA KOMITETeHLUs1 COPMUPOBAHA HA YPOBHE «ILIOXO0»

5.3 TunoBble KOHTPOJIbHBIE 3aflaHUsI WM HWHbIe MaTepHa/bl, He00XoAMMBbIe A/ OLIEHKHU
pe3y/IbTaToB 00ydyeHHsi Ha MPOMEXKYTOYHOM aTTeCcTalMM C YKa3aHHeM KpHUTEPHEeB HX
OLIeHUBAHMS:

5.3.1 TunoBbie 3agaHusa (oueHOUHoe cpeAcTBO - IIpakTHueckoe 3ajaHue) /i1 OLEHKHU
chopmupoBaHHocTH KommnereHmuu [TK-1

IIpoBecTH cTH/IMCTHYECKHH aHA/IN3 XY/|0)KeCTBEHHOr0 TeKcTa (45 MHH)
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Ideal interview with our great actor by Stephen Leacock

“And how then,” we asked, intrigued, puzzled and yet delighted, “do you present Hamlet?”
“In brown velvet,” said the Great Actor.

“Great Heavens,” we exclaimed, “this is a revolution.”

“Itis. But that is only one part of my conception. The main thing will be my presentation of what I may call
the psychology of Hamlet.”

“The psychology!” we said.

“Yes,” resumed the Great Actor, “the psychology. To make Hamlet understood, I want to show him as a
man bowed down by a great burden. He is overwhelmed with Weltschmerz. He carries in him the whole
weight of the Zeitgeist; in fact, everlasting negation lies on him ”

“You mean,” we said, trying to speak as cheerfully as we could, “that things are a little bit too much for
him.”

“His will,” went on the Great Actor, disregarding our interruption, “is paralysed. He seeks to move in one
direction and is hurled in another. One moment he sinks into the abyss. The next, he rises above the clouds.
His feet seek the ground, but find only the air ”

“Wonderful,” we said, “but will you not need a good deal of machinery?”

“Machinery!” exclaimed the Great Actor, with a leonine laugh. “The machinery of thought, the mechanism
of power, of magnetism ”



“Ah,” we said, “electricity.”

“Not at all,” said the Great Actor. “You fail to understand. It is all done by my rendering. Take, for
example, the famous soliloquy on death. You know it?”

’»

“‘To be or not to be,”” we began.

“Stop,” said the Great Actor. “Now observe. It is a soliloquy. Precisely. That is the key to it. It is
something that Hamlet says to himself. Not a word of it, in my interpretation, is actually spoken. All is done
in absolute, unbroken silence.”

“How on earth,” we began, “can you do that?”
“Entirely and solely with my face.”

Good heavens! Was it possible? We looked again, this time very closely, at the Great Actor’s face. We
realized with a thrill that it might be done.

“I come before the audience so,” he went on, “and soliloquize thus follow my face, please ”

As the Great Actor spoke, he threw himself into a characteristic pose with folded arms, while gust after gust
of emotion, of expression, of alternate hope, doubt and despair, swept we might say chased themselves
across his features.

“Wonderful!” we gasped.

“Shakespeare’s lines,” said the Great Actor, as his face subsided to its habitual calm, “are not necessary; not,
at least, with my acting. The lines, indeed, are mere stage directions, nothing more. Ileave them out. This
happens again and again in the play. Take, for instance, the familiar scene where Hamlet holds the skull in
his hand: Shakespeare here suggests the words ‘Alas, poor Yorick! Iknew him well *”

29

“Yes, yes!” we interrupted, in spite of ourself, “’a fellow of infinite jest

“Your intonation is awful,” said the Actor. “But listen. In my interpretation I use no words at all. I merely
carry the skull quietly in my hand, very slowly, across the stage. There I lean against a pillar at the side, with
the skull in the palm of my hand, and look at it in silence.”

“Wonderful!” we said.

“I then cross over to the right of the stage, very impressively, and seat myself on a plain wooden bench, and
remain for some time, looking at the skull.”

“Marvellous!”

“I then pass to the back of the stage and lie down on my stomach, still holding the skull before my eyes.
After holding this posture for some time, I crawl slowly forward, portraying by the movement of my legs and
stomach the whole sad history of Yorick. Finally I turn my back on the audience, still holding the skull, and
convey through the spasmodic movements of my back Hamlet’s passionate grief at the loss of his friend.”

“Why!” we exclaimed, beside ourself with excitement, “this is not merely a revolution, it is a revelation.”
“Call it both,” said the Great Actor.
“The meaning of it is,” we went on, “that you practically don’t need Shakespeare at all.”

“Exactly, I do not. I could do better without him. Shakespeare cramps me. What I really mean to convey is
not Shakespeare, but something greater, larger how shall I express it bigger.” The Great Actor paused and
we waited, our pencil poised in the air. Then he murmured, as his eyes lifted in an expression of something
like rapture. “In fact ME.”

He remained thus, motionless, without moving. We slipped gently to our hands and knees and crawled
quietly to the door, and so down the stairs, our notebook in our teeth.



8 cemectp
Jane Eyre by Bronte Chapter IV

Mrs Reed has just told Mr. Brocklehurst of Lowood Institution that Jane tells lies. Jane is deeply
offended.

“Go out of the room; return to the nursery,” was her mandate. My look or something else must have
struck her as offensive, for she spoke with extreme though suppressed irritation. I got up, I went to the
door; I came back again; I walked to the window, across the room, then close up to her. Speak I must: I
had been trodden on severely, and must turn: but how? What strength had I to dart retaliation at my
antagonist? I gathered my energies and launched them in this blunt sentence

“I am not deceitful: if I were, I should say I loved you; but I declare I do not love you: I dislike you the
worst of anybody in the world except John Reed; and this book about the liar, you may give to your
girl, Georgiana, for it is she who tells lies, and not 1.”

Mrs. Reed’s hands still lay on her work inactive: her eye of ice continued to dwell freezingly on mine.

“What more have you to say?” she asked, rather in the tone in which a person might address an
opponent of adult age than such as is ordinarily used to a child.

That eye of hers, that voice stirred every antipathy I had. Shaking from head to foot, thrilled with
ungovernable excitement, I continued —

“I am glad you are no relation of mine: I will never call you aunt again as long as I live. I will never
come to see you when I am grown up; and if any one asks me how I liked you, and how you treated
me, [ will say the very thought of you makes me sick, and that you treated me with miserable cruelty.”

“How dare you affirm that, Jane Eyre?” “How dare I, Mrs. Reed? How dare I? Because it is the truth.
You think I have no feelings, and that I can do without one bit of love or kindness; but I cannot live so:
and you have no pity. I shall remember how you thrust me back — roughly and violently thrust me
back — into the red-room, and locked me up there, to my dying day; though I was in agony; though I
cried out, while suffocating with distress, ‘Have mercy! Have mercy, Aunt Reed!” And that
punishment you made me suffer because your wicked boy struck me — knocked me down for nothing.
I will tell anybody who asks me questions, this exact tale. People think you a good woman, but you are
bad, hard- hearted. You are deceitful!”

Ere I had finished this reply, my soul began to expand, to exult, with the strangest sense of freedom, of
triumph, I ever felt. It seemed as if an invisible bond had burst, and that I had struggled out into
unhoped-for liberty. Not without cause was this sentiment: Mrs. Reed looked frightened; her work had
slipped from her knee; she was lifting up her hands, rocking herself to and fro, and even twisting her
face as if she would cry.

“Jane, you are under a mistake: what is the matter with you? Why do you tremble so violently? Would
you like to drink some water?”

“No, Mrs. Reed.”
“Is there anything else you wish for, Jane? I assure you, I desire to be your friend.”

“Not you. You told Mr. Brocklehurst I had a bad character, a deceitful disposition; and I’ll let
everybody at Lowood know what you are, and what you have done.”

“Jane, you don’t understand these things: children must be corrected for their faults.”

“Deceit is not my fault!” I cried out in a savage, high voice.



“But you are passionate, Jane, that you must allow: and now return to the nursery — there’s a dear —
and lie down a little.”

“I am not your dear; I cannot lie down: send me to school soon, Mrs. Reed, for I hate to live here.”

“I will indeed send her to school soon,” murmured Mrs. Reed sotto voce; and gathering up her work,
she abruptly quitted the apartment.

5.3.2 TunoBble 3agaHusa (oLeHOUHoe cpeAcTBO - IIpakTHueckoe 3ajaHue) /i1 OLEHKHU
copmupoBanHocTu KomnereHu [1K-6
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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.”

5.3.3 TumnoBble 3afaHusa (oLeHOUHOe cpeAcTBO - IIpakTHueckoe 3ajjaHue) /I OLEHKHU
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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.

Kpurepuu oueHnBanus (oneHoYHoe cpeAcTBO - IIpakTHueckoe 3ajaHue)

OueHka Kpurepun oLieHUBaHUs

YPOBBHI: 3HAHUM B O6’b€Me, COOTBETCTBYHOILLEM ITPpOTpaMMe IMOAr0TOBKHU, U/IU

TIPeBOCXOJHO .
TIPEeBBIILIAIOLIEM €€, TTPY W3/I0KeHUH HeT OLIMO0K

YpoBeHb 3HaHui B 06bEMe, COOTBETCTBYIOLIEM TIPOrPaMMe TIOATOTOBKH, TIPH
OT/IMYHO
W37I0’KEeHUH JI0MYILeHbl HeCyIlleCTBeHHbIe OIIHMOKN

YpoBeHb 3HaHUH B 00BeMe, COOTBETCTBYIOII|EM MIPOrpaMMe MOJrOTOBKH, TTPU
OueHb XOPOLLIO0
W3/I0KEHUH JIOMYITeHbl 1-2 CyliecTBeHHbIe OIMOKH

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

XOpOILO
W3/10’KEHUH JI0MYI1LeHO HECKOJIbKO CYIL|eCTBEHHBIX OIINO0K

VZI0B/IETBOPUTE/IEHO MuHUMaTBHO OMYCTUMBIN YPOBEHb 3HAaHUN

HEeYyOBJ/IETBOPUTE/IBHO YPOBBHI: 3HAHUN HIDKe MUHUMAaTbHbBIX TPE6OBaHI/Iﬁ

T710X0 [TonHOe OTCyTCTBUE 3HAHUM 110 IpeMETy
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ERNEST HEMINGWAY
MR. AND MRS. ELIOT

MR. AND MRS. ELLIOT TRIED VERY HARD to have a baby. They tried as often as Mrs. Elliot
could stand it. They tried in Boston after they were married and they tried coming over on the boat.
They did not try very often on the boat because Mrs. Elliot was quite sick. She was sick and when she
was sick she was sick as Southern women are sick. That is women from the Southern part of the
United States. Like all Southern women Mrs. Elliot disintegrated very quickly under sea sickness,
travelling at night, and getting up too early in the morning. Many of the people on the boat took her for
Elliot’s mother. Other people who knew they were married believed she was going to have a baby. In
reality she was forty years old. Her years had been precipitated suddenly when she started travelling.

She had seemed much younger, in fact she had seemed not to have any age at all, when Elliot had
married her after several weeks of making love to her after knowing her for a long time in her tea shop
before he had kissed her one evening.

Hubert Elliot was taking postgraduate work in law at Harvard when he was married. He was a poet
with an income of nearly ten thousand dollars a year. He wrote very long poems very rapidly. He was
twenty-five years old and had never gone to bed with a woman until he married Mrs. Elliot. He wanted
to keep himself pure so that he could bring to his wife the same purity of mind and body that he
expected of her. He called it to himself living straight. He had been in love with various girls before he
kissed Mrs. Elliot and always told them sooner or later that he had led a clean life. Nearly all the girls
lost interest in him. He was shocked and really horrified at the way girls would become engaged to and
marry men whom they must know had dragged themselves through the gutter. He once tried to warn a
girl he knew against a man of whom he had almost proof that he had been a rotter at college and a very
unpleasant incident had resulted.

Mrs. Elliot’s name was Cornelia. She had taught him to call her Calutina, which was her family
nickname in the South. His mother cried when he brought Cornelia home after their marriage but
brightened very much when she learned they were going to live abroad.

Cornelia had said, “You dear sweet boy,” and held him closer than ever when he had told her how he
had kept himself clean for her. Cornelia was pure too. “Kiss me again like that,” she said.

Hubert explained to her that he had learned that way of kissing from hearing a fellow tell a story once.
He was delighted with his experiment and they developed it as far as possible. Sometimes when they
had been kissing together a long time, Cornelia would ask him to tell her again that he had kept
himself really straight for her. The declaration always set her off again.

At first Hubert had no idea of marrying Cornelia. He had never thought of her that way. She had been
such a good friend of his, and then one day in the little back room of the shop they had been dancing to
the gramophone while her girl friend was in the front of the shop and she had looked up into his eyes



and he had kissed her. He could never remember just when it was decided that they were to be
married. But they were married.

They spent the night of the day they were married in a Boston hotel. They were both disappointed but
finally Cornelia went to sleep. Hubert could not sleep and several times went out and walked up and
down the corridor of the hotel in his new Jaeger bathrobe that he had bought forhis wedding trip. As he
walked he saw all the pairs of shoes, small shoes and big shoes, outside the doors of the hotel rooms.
This set his heart to pounding and he hurried back to his own room but Cornelia was asleep. He did not
like to waken her and soon everything was quite all right and he slept peacefully.

The next day they called on his mother and the next day they sailed for Europe. It was possible to try
to have a baby but Cornelia could not attempt it very often although they wanted a baby more than
anything else in the world. They landed at Cherbourg and came to Paris. They tried to have a baby in
Paris. Then they decided to go to Dijon where there was summer school and where a number of people
who crossed on the boat with them had gone. They found there was nothing to do in Dijon. Hubert,
however, was writing a great number of poems and Cornelia typed them for him. They were all very
long poems. He was very severe about mistakes and would make her re-do an entire page if there was
one mistake. She cried a good deal and they tried several times to have a baby before they left Dijon.

8 cemectp

How to Live to be 200 by Stephen Leacock

Twenty years ago | knew a man called Jiggins, who had the Health Habit.

He used to take a cold plunge every morning. He said it opened his pores. After it he
took a hot sponge. He said it closed the pores. He got so that he could open and shut

his pores at will.

Jiggins used to stand and breathe at an open window for half an hour before dressing.
He said it expanded his lungs. He might, of course, have had it done in a shoe-store
with a boot stretcher, but after all it cost him nothing this way, and what is half an

hour?

After he had got his undershirt on, Jiggins used to hitch himself up like a dog in harness

and do Sandow exercises. He did them forwards, backwards, and hind-side up.

He could have got a job as a dog anywhere. He spent all his time at this kind of thing. In
his spare time at the office, he used to lie on his stomach on the floor and see if he

could lift himself up with his knuckles. If he could, then he tried some other way until
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he found one that he couldn't do. Then he would spend the rest of his lunch hour on

his stomach, perfectly happy.

In the evenings in his room he used to lift iron bars, cannon-balls, heave dumb-bells,
and haul himself up to the ceiling with his teeth. You could hear the thumps half a
mile. He liked it.

He spent half the night slinging himself around his room. He said it made his brain
clear. When he got his brain perfectly clear, he went to bed and slept. As soon as he

woke, he began clearing it again.

Jiggins is dead. He was, of course, a pioneer, but the fact that he dumb-belled himself
to death at an early age does not prevent a whole generation of young men from

following in his path.
They are ridden by the Health Mania.
They make themselves a nuisance.

They get up at impossible hours. They go out in silly little suits and run Marathon heats
before breakfast. They chase around barefoot to get the dew on their feet. They hunt
for ozone. They bother about pepsin. They won't eat meat because it has too much
nitrogen. They won't eat fruit because it hasn't any. They prefer albumen and starch
and nitrogen to huckleberry pie and doughnuts. They won't drink water out of a tap.
They won't eat sardines out of a can. They won't use oysters out of a pail. They won't
drink milk out of a glass. They are afraid of alcohol in any shape. Yes, sir, afraid.

"Cowards."

And after all their fuss they presently incur some simple old-fashioned illness and die

like anybody else.

Now people of this sort have no chance to attain any great age. They are on the wrong

track.

Listen. Do you want to live to be really old, to enjoy a grand, green, exuberant, boastful
old age and to make yourself a nuisance to your whole neighbourhood with your

reminiscences?



Then cut out all this nonsense. Cut it out. Get up in the morning at a sensible hour. The
time to get up is when you have to, not before. If your office opens at eleven, get up at
ten-thirty. Take your chance on ozone. There isn't any such thing anyway. Or, if there
is, you can buy a Thermos bottle full for five cents, and put it on a shelf in your
cupboard. If your work begins at seven in the morning, get up at ten minutes to, but

don't be liar enough to say that you like it. It isn't exhilarating, and you know it.

Also, drop all that cold-bath business. You never did it when you were a boy. Don't be
a fool now. If you must take a bath (you don't really need to), take it warm. The
pleasure of getting out of a cold bed and creeping into a hot bath beats a cold plunge
to death. In any case, stop gassing about your tub and your "shower," as if you were

the only man who ever washed.

5.3.5 TumnoBbie 3afaHusa (oLeHOUHOe cpeAcTBO - IIpakTHueckoe 3ajaHue) /I OLEHKHU
copmupoBaHHocTH KomneTeHuu [1K-6

IIpoBeauTe KOMIUIEKCHBINA aHA/IN3 MPOU3BE/[€HUA
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.

5.3.6 TunoBbie 3agaHusa (ouLeHOUHoe cpeAcTBO - IIpakTHueckoe 3ajaHue) /i1 OLEHKHU
cpopmupoBanHocTu KomnereHyuu [1K/I-5

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.

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.


http://www.guinnessworldrecords.com/world-records/oldest-person
http://www.guinnessworldrecords.com/world-records/oldest-person
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

Kputepuu onjeHuBaHus (0LleHOUYHOe cpeAcTBO - [IpakTHUeckoe 3a/jaHue)

OueHka Kpurepuu orjeHrBaHUs

Copep>kaHye TeKCTa PacKphITO MOTHOCTHIO, BBISIBJIEHBI OCHOBHBIE CTPYKTYPHBIE 3/1eMeHTHI, Ha
3aYTeHO BBICOKOM YPOBHe IIPOBeJeH CTU/IMCTHUUeCKUM aHaIu3, BbISIB/IEHb! OCHOBHbIE CTU/IMCTHYECKHe
CpeZCTBa BbIPAa3WTeNLHOCTH, BEPHO YCTAHOB/IEHBI X (PYHKLWHY B IPOM3BeieHUU

Co,qepx(aHI/Ie Te€KCTa PACKPBITO He ITOJTHOCTBIO, HE BbISAB/IEHBI OCHOBHBIE€ CTPYKTYDHBIE 3JIEMEHTHI,
He Hd HU3KOM YpPOBHeE IpOBe/ieH CTUTUCTAUECKUI dHaJ/I1M3, He BbISABJ/IEHbI / BBISIBJIEHBI HE B TIOJTHOM
3aUTeHO Mepe OCHOBHbI€ CTU/IMCTUUECKHUE CPEeACTBA BbIPA3UTE/IBHOCTHU, HE YCTaHOBJIEHBI UX ('l)YHKL[I/II/I B
Mpoun3sBeIeHUN

5.3.7 TunoBble 3apaHusA (oleHOUHOe CpeAcTBO - KOHTpo/sibHbIe BOMPOCHI) A/l OLIEHKH
copmupoBanHocTu KomneTeHuu [1K-6

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

5.3.8 TumnoBbie 3apaHusi (OLeHOUYHOe CPeACTBO - KOHTpoO/IbHBbIE BOMPOCHI) 1A OLEHKH
copmupoBanHocTu KomnereHuu [TK/]-5

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

Kputepuu onjeHnBaHus (0LleHOYHOE CpeACTBO - KOHTPO/IbHBbIE BOIIPOCHI)

Orenka KpuTtepuu orjeHUBaHUS

3aUTeHO Ha Gosbiryto yacts BopocoB (80%) /jaHbI BepHbIE OTBETHI

He 3aUTeHO Ha 6osbinyto yacts BorpocoB (80%) JaHbI HEBEPHbBIE OTBETHI




Ouenka Kputepun ouieHuBaHus

5.3.9 TumnoBbie 3apaHusA (oieHOUHOe CpeACcTBO - KOHTpoO/IbHbIE BOMPOCHI) AJISE OLIEHKH
copmupoBaHHocTH KomnereHnuu [1K-6

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

5.3.10 TunoBble 3ajaHusi (oueHOUYHOe CpeACTBO - KOHTpo/sbHbIE BONPOCHI) ANA OLEHKH
chopmupoBanHocTu KomnereHyuu [1K/I-5

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

Kputepuu oneHuBaHus (01[eHOYHOe CPe/icCTBO - KOHTPO/IbHbIE BOIIPOCHI)

OneHka Kputepuu orjeHuBaHUs

YpoBeHb 3HaHUH B 06beMe, COOTBETCTBYIOIIIEM TIPOrPaMMe TOJrOTOBKH, UK
TIPEBOCX0THO i
P A TIPEBBIILIAIOIIEM €€, TTPY W3/I0KeHUH HeT OLIMO0K

YpoBeHb 3HaHWH B 06bEMe, COOTBETCTBYIOIEM TIPOTPaMMe TO/ITOTOBKH, TTPU

OT/IMYHO
W37I0’KEeHUH JI0MYILeHbl HeCyIleCTBeHHbIe OIINOKU

YpoBeHb 3HaHWi B 06bEMe, COOTBETCTBYIOIIEM TIPOrPaMMe TIOATOTOBKH, TIPH
OueHb XOpOLLO
P W37I0’KEeHUH JIOTYILeHbl 1-2 cyljecTBeHHbIe OLIMOKH

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




OueHka Kpurtepuu oLieHUBaHUs

W37I0’KEeHUH JIOMYILeHO HEeCKOJIBKO CYIL[eCTBEHHBIX OIINO0K

YAOBJ/IETBOPUTE/IEHO MuHuMaIbLHO AOHYCTHMBIﬁ YPOBEHb 3HAHUI

Hey/IOB/IETBOPUTE/IBHO Y POBeHb 3HAHWI HIKe MUHHMMAJIbHBIX TpeboBaHM

IJIOXO [TosTHOE OTCYTCTBHE 3HAHUM 10 IpeIMETY

6. YueOHO-MeTOMUECKOEe H HH(OPMaLMOHHOE o00ecrieyeHne JUCIUILTHHBI (MO/1y/151)

OcHoBHas uTeparypa:

1. bopucosa B. B. XyznoeCcTBeHHbIN TEKCT: aClIeKThl aHa/lvM3a ¥ MHTepIipeTaliy B IIKOJIe U By3e :
yuebHoe mocobue / Bopucora B. B., Illaynos C. C. - Yoa : BI'TIY umenn M. Akmysiel, 2015. - 192 c. -
bubsmorp.: gocTynHa B KapTouke KHUTH, Ha caiite DBC JlaHb. - Kanra u3 kotekiuu BI'TTY umenn M.
AKMYyJIBI - SI3BIKO3HaHKe 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. Xyno)xeCTBeHHbIM TeKCT: TeOpHs U MpakTUka aHanu3a / 'apeeBa P. P. - Ya : BI'TTY
umenn M. Akmysnbl, 2016. - 139 c. - Bubsmorp.: [ocTynHa B KapTOuke KHUTH, Ha caite OBC JlaHb. -
Kunwra u3 konnekiuu BI'TTY umenu M. Akmy/uibl - S3bIK03HaHMe U IWTepaTypoBeieHue., https://e-
lib.unn.ru/MegaPro/UserEntry? Action=FindDocs&ids=717347&idb=0.

[ononHuTenbHas mureparypa:

1. KyuuHa CBeTniaHa AHaTO/IbeBHA. DIeKTPOHHBIN XYZ0KeCTBEHHBIN TEKCT: OCHOBBI
JTMHTBOCEMHUOTHUECKOTO aHa/mu3a : YuebHoe nmocobvie / HoBocuOUpCKUii rocy1apCTBeHHBIN TeXHUUeCKHUA
yHuBepcureT. - HoBocubupck : HoBocnbupckuii rocyjapcTBeHHbIi TexHuueckunid 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. T'ypeBuu B. B. English Stylistics. CTummcTrka aHT/IMICKOTO si3bIKa : yueOHoe rocobue / I'ypeBuu B. B.
- 9-e u3pg,, crep. - Mocksa : ®JIMHTA, 2019. - 72 c. - Kaura u3 kosuekiuu @JIMHTA - f3bik03HaHue U
nutepaTypoBefieHue. - ISBN 978-5-89349-814-1., https://e-lib.unn.ru/MegaPro/UserEntry?
Action=FindDocs&ids=803257&idb=0.

[TporpammHoe oGecrieueHne 1 VIHTepHET-peCcypchl (B COOTBETCTBHHU C COJiep>KaHUeM /IMCIATUIAHBI):

MS Microsoft Office Word 2007
MS Microsoft Office PowerPoint 2007

NHutepHeT-pecypcel

Apnpec KpaTkast XapakTepuCTHKa

http://www.filologia.su/perevodovedenie Bubnmoreka yueO6HOM 1 HayYHOU JTUTEPATyPhI TIO
bunonorun



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

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

http://dic.academic.ru CnoBapu 1 3HLMK/IONIeAUN Ha AKajleMUKe
http://elibrary.ru HayuHasi s;iekTpoHHast 6ubmoreka

http://www.lib.unn.ru ®ynmamenTtanbHast 6ubsoreka HHI'Y vm. H.A.
JlobaueBckoro

7. MaTepHa/IbHO-TeXHHYeCKoe ofecreyeHUe JUCLUILIMHBI (MO/Y /1)

YueOHble ayUTOPUM [i/is TIPOBeJIeHHs yueOHBbIX 3aHSITHM, TpeJyCMOTPEeHHBIX 00pa3oBaTe/bHOU
MPOrpaMMOM, OCHaIlleHbl MYJIbTUMEeJUNHBIM 000py/j0BaHHEeM (TPOEKTOp, 3KpaH), TeXHUUeCKUMHU
cpeAcTBaMU 00yYeHHs, KOMITbFOTEpaMH.

[TomerrieHusi 711 CAaMOCTOSITENTBHON pabOThl 00YYArOIUXCsl OCHAIleHbl KOMITbIOTEPHON TEeXHUKOU C
BO3MOXXHOCTBIO TIOJK/IOUeHUs1 K ceTu "WHTepHeT" U obecrieueHbl [JOCTYTIOM B 37€KTPOHHYIO
WHGOPMAaLIMOHHO-00pa30BaTeIbHYI0 Cpejly.

[Tporpamma cocrtaBieHa B cooTBeTcTBUM ¢ TpeboBanusmu OC HHI'Y mno HampaBieHHO
MOATrOTOBKY/CrietiianbHOCTU 45.03.01 - dunonorus.

ABtop(b1): byiyeBa Jltogmuna AsiekcaHApPOBHA, AOKTOP (DH/I0/IOTMUeCKUX HayK, JOLIeHT.
3aBenytomuii Kadeapoii: BockpeceHckasi HaTanbst AnekcaHIpoBHa, KaHUAAT (DUI0JIOTHUeCKUX HayK.

[Tporpamma ofo6peHa Ha 3acejaHUM MeToAWYecKoi Komuccuu oT 12.01.2024, mporokosn Ne 12.
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