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1. IlepeueHb MIAHMPYEMBIX P€3y/IbTAaTOB 00yUeHHs M0 AUCHUIIMHE, COOTHECEHHBIX C
YCTAHOB/IEHHBIMH B 00pa30BaTe/IbHOM MPOrpaMMe HHANKATOPAMH A0CTH)XKeHHUS
KOMIIeTeHIui

ITo utoram oCBOEHUs AUCLATUTUHBI 00YUarOIINICS 10/DKEH 0CTUYD CIeAYIOIINUX Pe3y/IbTaToB

o0yueHus:

Kareropus (rpymnma)
KOMIeTeHI[uH (Tpu
Hamuny OITK)

dopmupyeMast
KoMreTeHLust (C
yKa3aHueM Ko/ja)

Kopn v HaumMeHOBaHMe
WHUKaTopa
JIOCTH)KEeHUS
KOMITeTeHL[UU

Pe3ynbraThl 00y4eHust
T0 TUCLIUTITAHE

KommyHuKarys

Crniocoben
OCYIIEeCTB/ISATh [Ie/I0BYIO
KOMMYHUKALUIO B
YCTHOU U MUCbMEHHOU
¢opmax Ha
rOCyJapCTBEHHOM $13bIKe
Poccutickoit ®enepaiiyuu
Y UHOCTPaHHOM(bIX)
s3bike(ax) (YK-4);

YK-4.1. 3HaTb HOpMBI
PYCCKOTO JIUTepaTypHOro
SI3bIKA; SI3bIKOBbIE
0COOEHHOCTH Pa3HbIX
chep KOMMYHHUKAIWY;
pa3nuuHblie HOpMBI,
BU/Ibl YCTHOM U
MMCbMEeHHOU
KOMMYHHUKAIUUA Ha
HWHOCTPaHHOM (bIX)
A3bIKe(ax); S3bIKOBbIE
Cpe/iCTBa UHOCTPaHHOI'O
(bIx) s13bIKa (OB) pa3HbIX
ripoeccroHaNbHbIX

cdep

3HaTh pa3/IMyHbIe
(hopMbl, BU/IbI YCTHOMU U
MMCbMeHHOU
KOMMYHUKaL[UU Ha
VMHOCTPaHHOM (BIX)
s13bIKe(ax);A3bIKOBbIe
CpefiCTBa MHOCTPAHHOTIO
(bIX) s13bIKa (OB) pa3HbIX
ripoeccroHaIbHBIX

coep

YK-4.2. YmeTb
WCTI0/Ib30BaTh $13bIKOBbIE
CpeZiCTBa B YCTHOU U
MUCbMEHHOU peunt
[1e/I0BOM KOMMYHUKAaLUH
B COOTBETCTBUHM C
HOpPMaMH pyCCKOTO
JIUTEepPaTypHOTO SI3bIKa;
WCTI0/1b30BaTh
pa3nuuHble (hOPMBI,
BU/Ibl YCTHOU U
MYMCbMEeHHOU
KOMMYHUKaLMU Ha
VHOCTPaHHOM (bIX)
si3bIKe(ax);
WCTI0/Ib30BaTh $13bIKOBbIE
CpefcTBa [
JOCTHDKEeHUST
ripoecCcroHaNbHBIX
Ljesield Ha THOCTPaHHOM
(bIX) s13bIKE(aX);
BOCTIPUHUMATh,
aHaJIM3UpPOBaTh U
KPUTUYECKH OL|eHUBaTh
YCTHYIO Y TUCbMEHHYO

YMeTb UCII0/Ib30BaTh
pa3nuuHble (POpMBI,
BU/Ibl YCTHOU U
MMCbMeHHOU
KOMMYHHKaL[U1 Ha
HMHOCTPaHHOM (BbIX)
s13bIKe(ax );MCII0/Ib30BaTh
SI3bIKOBbBIE CPeJCTBA /ISl
JOCTYDKEeHUST
rpodeCCUOHATbHBIX
Liejiel Ha UTHOCTPaHHOM
(bIx) s13bIKE(ax);
BOCIIPUHUMaTh,
aHa/IM3UpOBaTh U
KPUTUUECKH OLeHUBATh
YCTHYIO U TTMCbMEHHYO
[le7IoBy10 MH(OPMaLIUIO
Ha MHOCTPaHHOM (BbIX)
s13biKe(ax).




JleJIOBYIO0 MH(OpMaL[1IO
Ha MHOCTPAHHOM (bIX)
s3bIKe(ax).

YK-4.3. Bnagetb
HaBbIKaMu
OCY11leCTB/IeHUS
[1e/I0BOM KOMMYHUKAaLUA
B YCTHOM M MMCbMEHHOMN
(hopmMax Ha pyccKom
sI3bIKe; HaBbIKaMU
OCYy1L{eCTB/IeHUS
Jle7I0BOM KOMMYHHKAaLIX
B YCTHOU U MUCbMEHHOU
(opmax Ha
HMHOCTPaHHOM(bIX)
A3bIKe(ax)

BaseTs HaBbIKaMM
OCYILleCTB/IeHHS
[1e7I0BOM KOMMYHUKaLMX
B YCTHOM U MUCbMEHHOMN
(opmax Ha
HWHOCTPaHHOM(bIX)
s13bIKe(ax)

HayuHble 0CHOBBI
reZlaroruveckomn
JlesITeIbHOCTH

CnocobeH
OCYILIeCTBISATh
Te/laroruyecKyro
JlesiTe/TbHOCTh Ha OCHOBE
CrieLiManbHbIX HayUHbIX
3HaHui (OIIK-8);

OIIK-8.1. 3Harb
Hay4YHble OCHOBBI
re/laroruue CcKou
JlesiTeNTbHOCTH,
npeMeTHYI0 06/1aCTh
0a30BbIX JUCLIUIIIMH U
(Mnm) AUCLUTIIVH,
aKTyabHBIX /IS
OCBOEHHS OCHOBHBIX
JTUCLUTUIAH TIPOGUIS

3HaThb MpeJMeTHYIO
00/1aCTh JUCLIUTI/TMHBI

OIlK-8.2. YmeTh
HCII0/Ib30BaTh
crielia/ibHbIe HayYHbIe
3HaHUS [IJ151
OCYIIIeCTB/IeHUS
Tielaroruue CKom
JlesATe/TbHOCTH

YMeTb HCI0/Ib30BaTh
crieljasibHble HayuHble
3HaHUS [J1s1
OCYLLeCTB/IeHHUS
reJjaroruue CKou
JesiTeIbHOCTH

OIIK-8.3. Bnageth
OTLITOM U HaBbIKAMH
OCYI1eCTBJIeHUs
re/laroruuecKom
JlesiTeJTbHOCTH Ha OCHOBe
CreL[MaIbHbIX HayUHbIX
3HaHUM

BnazgeTs onbiTOM U
HaBbIKaMH
OCYILeCTB/IEHUS
Trelaroruue CKou
JlesATeJIbHOCTH Ha OCHOBE
CreLMa/bHbIX HayUHbIX
3HaHUM




2. Ilenp 1 MeCTO AUCIUILIMHBI B CTPYKTYpe 00pa3oBaTe/IbHOM NPOrpaMMbl

HMucomrimHa «[IpakTiueckuit Kype aHIVIMHMCKOrO si3bIKa: I1pakTrKa yCTHOM M MMCbMEHHOM pedn»
OTHOCHTCSI K 00s13aTe/IbHOM YacTH.

HOucuunnuHa usyvaercs Ha _ 1,23 Kypce B 1.2.3.4,5.6 cemecrTpe.

Llenb v3yueHUs AUCLMIUTMHBL: (POPMUpPOBaHMe 3HAaHWM, YMeHUW U Ba/leHu B 00/1IaCTU YCTHOM U
MMCbMEHHOW peuM Ha aHITIMKCKOM $SI3bIKe /ISl OCYLLeCTB/IeHUs MeJaroruueckoi JiesaTelbHOCTU Ha OCHOBe
CrelMa/IbHbIX HAyUHbIX 3HAaHWUM C MPUMEHEeHWeM CUMCTEMHOIO MOAXOAAa AJisl pelLleHUs] MOCTaBAeHHbIX
3ajau.

3. Copaepxanue padoueil mporpamMmsbl (00beM AVCIUIUIUHBI, TUNBI H BH/IbI YUeOHBIX 3aHATHH,
y4eOHO-MeToAnYecKoe o0ecneyeHrne CaMOCTOSITe/TbHON PadoThI 00yJaroIIXCs)



®I'BOY BO «YOMMCKNN YHUBEPCUTET HAYKU Y TEXHOJIOTU»
BUPCKUI ®UTNAJT YYHuT
®AKYIETET ®UJIOJIOT MU Y MEXKKY/IETYPHBIX KOMMYHUKAITN

COJIEPKAHUE PABOYEW ITPOT PAMMBI

JycLuIuiiHel «IIpakTrueckuii Kypc aHITIMMCKOTO s3blKa: [IpakTika yCTHOM U MMCbMEHHOW peun» Ha
1,2,3.4.5.6 cemMecTp

OYHas
topma obyueHws
Bup paboTsl O0BeM AMCIUIIITHHBI
OO6rast TpygoeMKocThb auciumuinHbl (3ET / uacoB) 24/864
YyeOHBIX YaCOB Ha KOHTAKTHYIO pabOTy C MperojjaBaTesiem: 418
JIeKIUH 0
MPAKTUYECKUX/ CEMUHAPCKUX 0
nabopaTopHBIX 410
KOHTPOJIb camocTosiTesibHoU paboTel (KCP) 0

Jpyrux (rpymnmnoBasi, UHAUBUya/lbHasl KOHCY/IbTALMsl ¥ UHbIe BH/bI
yueOHOI [iesTeNTbHOCTH, TIpe/lyCMaTpHBatoLiye paboTy o0yuaromuxcs ¢

riperniogaBatesiem) OKP 8
YueOHBIX YaCOB Ha CaMOCTOsITe/IbHYIO paboty obyuaromuxcsi (CPC) 306.8
YueOHbIX YaCOB Ha MOATOTOBKY K

3K3aMeny, aud3avery (KoHTpoIib) 139.2

dopma KOHTPOJIA:
HOudzauet 5 cemecTp
Ok3ameH 1,2,4,6 cemecTp



Ne /11

Tema u copeprxaHue

dopMa u3y4yeHUst

MaTepura/IoB: JIEKLINH,

TIPaKTUYECKHe 3aHSATHS,
CeMHMHApCKHe 3aHsATHS,
nabopatopHbie paboThI,
camocTosiTe/bHas pabora
Y TPYZI0EMKOCTb (B
yacax)

J1ab

13

JK

KoP

CP

OcHOBHas 1
JIOTIO/THUTE TbHAs
JIUTEepaTypa,
peKomeHlyemast
CTyZileHTaM (Homepa
13 CIMCKA)

3a/iaHus 110
CaMOCTOSITe/IbHON
paboTe CTy/eHTOB

dopma TekyI11ero
KOHTDOJISI
yCIrieBaeMoCTH
(KOM/IOKBUYMBI,
KOHTPOJTbHbIE
paboThI,
KOMITbIOTE@PHbIe
TeCTbI U T.11.)

1 Kypc

/1 cemecTtp

XapakTep ¥ BHEIIHOCTb Ye/ioBeKa

JIMyHOCTHBIE KaueCTBa yesioBeka. V3yueHue
JIEKCUKH, 0TPabOTKA U3yUeHHOU JIEKCUKHU C
MOMOLLBIO yrpaXkHeHul. OnucaHue
XapakTepa U BHEILlIHOCTH YesloBeKa.
OTpaboTKa U3yueHHO! JIEKCUKH C TIOMOII[bIO
ynpakHeHWi, iMaiorTy 110 TeMe, OrrcaHue
yesioBeKa. KTo siBasieTcst ycrnemHbiM
yesioBekoM? OrmrcaHrie KapTUHOK C
n300pakeHreM 3HaMEeHUTOCTeH

22

24

OcH. mt-pa NeNe 1,2

Hor. mat-pa Ne 1

Ketic-3amanus,
ITpakTryeckoe
3a/jaHue

YcTHBIM onpoc,
Keiic-3aganus

CeMbda

CemeliHasi >ku3Hb. OTHOILIEHHS B CEMbe.
Mud 06 ugeanbHOI cembe. PaboTa ¢
tekcToM “Family life”. CemeliHast uctopus,
TpaguIy U 00brvau. [Touemy oHU Tak
Ba)XHBI? PaboTa C HOBOI JIeKCHKOMH,
npocMoTp dhunbpMa o cembe. OOCyKaeHre
TIPOCMOTPEHHOT0 (hUIbMA, JUCKYCCHSI TI0
teme. CeMeiiHble KOH(IUKTBHI.

26

22

OcH. ut-pa NelNe 1,2

Hom. mur-pa Ne 1

IIpakTnyeckoe
3a/iaHue,
ITpesenTanus

Huckyccus, Ketic-
3a/jaHus




[IpencTaBieHue IPOEKTOB O CBOEM CEMbe.
bpak. ITogroroBka k cBazibbe. [IMcKyccust Ha
TeMy «bpak 1o 068U 1 Opak 1o pacyeTy».
PoseBast urpa no teme «CeMbsi».

3 Hom. [Tom MeuTsl 24 25. | OcH. muT-pa NeNe 1,2 | Ketic-3amanus, Huckyccus, Ketic-
5 | HOomn. mut-pa NeNe 1,2 | TIpakTHueckoe 3a/laHusA
Paznuunsble Tumnel 1omMoB. V3yueHre HOBOM 3aJjaHue
JleKCuKH, TekcT “House”. Hat fgom - 310
Halla Kpernocts. OnrcaHye CBOero JoMa
WuTepbep noma. Onvcanve UHTepbepa JoMa
110 KapTHHKe. VjeanbHbIN IPOEKT AoMa.
[IpencTaBneHye MPOEKTOB /l0Ma CBOeM
MeUThI.
4 KonTtponbHasi pabora 0.5
5 OK3aMeH 36
Wroro 1o 1 Kypcy 1 cemecTpy 72 108
1 kypc / 2 cemecTp
1 Pacriopsiiok gHsi. Yueba. Pabora o fomy. |16 18 |OcH. mut-pa NelNe 1,2 | Kelic-3azaHus, Huckyccus, Ketic-

CBobozHOe Bpemsi

CTusib )KW3HU UesioBeka. Pabora c TekcTom
“My working day”. Moii pacriopsiiox AHsl.
Tekct ”Daily routine”. /TomarHue
o6si3aHHOCTH. PaboTa Hafi TEKCTOM
“Domestic chores”, yripaxHeHUsI T10
JIeKCHKe, posieBasi Urpa. Xo66u. Pabora Haz
JIEKCUKOM, COCTaB/IeHHe JUajioroB I10 TeMe
Yro nroau [esatoT B CBOOOHOE BpeMst?

Homn. mur-pa Ne 2

IIpakTrueckoe
3ajaHue

3aJaHUs




YripaxkHeHUs1 ¢ ieKcuKoi. Kak /moau u3
JPYTUX CTPaH MPOBOAAT CBOOOHOE BpeMs?

ITokynku. Marasussl

ITokyrnika ozexxapl. [Juanoru mo teme,
0TpaboTKa JIeKCUKH uepe3 yrpaXKHeHUsl.
[Tokymka oTpebuTebCKUX TOBapoB. TekcT
“shopping for consumer goods”. ITokymka
TOBApOB [i/151 ieTeld. Posib pekyiaMbl B XKU3HU
Jmojiel. SIBnsieTech /M BbI IIOMIOTOJIMKOM?
CocraByieHrie MOHOJIOTOB, [JUAJIOrOB.

16

18

OcH. mut-pa NeNe 1,2
Homn. mur-pa Ne 1

[IpakTrueckoe
3ajaHue

Keiic-3aanus,
Juckyccus

Epna. [IpopykTel nuTaHus

Yro epsar B Benuko6puranuu? TekcT Ha
niepeBoz “English meals, TemaTrueckue
muanoru,Pycckast KyxHs. Tekct “The
Russian cuisine”, 1uckyccus 1o teme.
TpagyLoHHas npasgHUYHas efa. TekcT
“meals”, npescTaB/ieHNe IPOEKTOB T10 TEMe.
TpaguiLoHHbBIE ceMeliHble Omofa.
[TogroroBka K rnpuemy rocreu.
IIpescraBieHue IIPOEKTOB 110 TeMe.

22

17.

OcH. mut-pa NeNe 1,2

Ketic-3amanus,
[IpakTrueckoe
3a/jaHue

Acce, [Tuckyccus

KonTtponbHast pabora

0.5

DJK3aMeH

36

Wtoro no 1 Kypcy 2 cemecTpy

54

90

2 Kypc / 3 cemecTtp

1

Otapix. Buge! otapixa B Bemkobputanum u
Poccum.

10



1.1

Crnioco6pbI TIpOBe/ieHHs OT/IbIXa B
Benkobpuranuu

1. PaznuuHsble (hopMbl IpOBe/IeHHs j0CyTa U
OTAbIXa. AKTUBHBIW U CTTIOKOWHBIN OTJBIX,
MoOUMBbIe BUZBI TIPOBE/IEHHsT JOCYTa,
x0001.2. TpaZinlIMOHHBIE BUBI OT/IbIXA B
Poccuu u Benkobputanuu. [emmii Typusm
— TPaJULIMOHHBIN BH/J| aKTUBHOI'O OT/bIXa B
Bemikobpuranuu.3. Pa3iuuHble yCioBuUs
MPOKMBaHWs, MpeoCTaB/isieMble TypUCTaM B
Benmkobputanuu (rOCTUHHULIBI, OOILIEeXUTHS
JU1s1 CTYZIEHTOB, TIAHCHOH, JI0M Ha
Kojiécax).4. Pacckas o IeTHUX KaHUKYJIaX.
Otzbix Moel MeuTsl. Ilomny/nsipHbIe BUABI
OT/bIXa B pecrnybnuke barmkoprocras.

16

12

OcH. mut-pa NeNe 1,2
Homn. mr-pa NeNe 1,2

Acce, CoobireHue

YcTHBIN OMpOC,
IIpesenranus,
Huckyccus, Keric-
3a/laHus,
TectrpoBaHue

[TyremectBue.

2.1

Pa3nuHble criocoObl mmyTerecTBus. Mx
MperMylleCcTBa U HeJOCTaTKU.

Pa3nuunble BU/BI My TeLIeCTBUM.
BponuvpoBanue nyteBoK. [TyTerectsust no
cTpaHe u 3a pyoexxom. IlyTteriectBue
aBTOCTOIOM. Y/lauHbl{ OTIYCK,
VCTIOPUEHHBIN OTIYCK (TpobsieMsl, ¢
KOTOPBIMU MOT'YT CTOJIKHYTBbCSI OT/bIXaroIIHe
BO BpeMs IyTelleCTBYs).Pa3inuHble BU/bI
TpaHcnopra. VX npeumy1iecrsa u
HeJJ0CTaTKU. 3aka3 ouseros. [TyTerecTBue

16

12

OcH. mut-pa NeNe 1,2
Hom. mur-pa NeNe 1,2

Jcce, IIpakTrueckoe
3a/iaHue

TecTtupoBanue,
Iuckyccus, Ketic-
3a/laHust

11



roe310M (BU/IbI TT0€3/]0B, TJIalIKapTHbIM

BaroH, KyIerHbIM BarOH, BarOH-peCTOpaH, Ha

rieppoHe, Ha BOK3aJsie, cZlaya Oaraxka u
T.4.).IlyTemecTtBre camoneTom (B
a3pOIIOPTY, perucTparys, caada baraxa, B
caJjioHe camMoJIeTa, BJIeT,
rocagka).IlyTeliecTBre TernaoxoA0M (Ha
OopTy Teryoxo/a, KarThl, Manyoa,
OpraHM30BaHHbBIN JOCYT, KauKa, MOpCKasi
0osie3Hb, IOPT, Maccaxupkl).IlyTemecTere
Ha aBTOOyCe, aBTOMOOM/Ie, aBTOCTOTIOM

T'opofia u JocTONpUMeYaTeTbHOCTU

3.1

JK13HBL B Merariojifice u B Ce/IbCKOU
MECTHOCTH: IIpeMYILeCTBa U HEJOCTATKHU.

Pab6ora ¢ Tekcrom Only a Madman Would
Choose Living In a Big Modern
City.[Juckyccuu 1o Teme IIpenmyiijecrsa u

HeJOCTAaTKH XXWU3HU B 00J/IBIIIOM 1 Ma/IeHbKOM

ropoge.lIpe3senTtanuu Ha TeMy My
Hometown

10

OcH. mut-pa NeNe 1,2
Hom. mr-pa NeNe 1,2

Kelic-3aganus

Huckyccus

3.2

3HaKOMCTBO C JIOH/I0HOM.
HocrtorpuMeuarebHOCTU JIOH/0Ha.

JIoH/10H — cTonviia BemmkobpuTaHuu.
Wctopus JIoHgoHa. Posib puMCKOTo 1
HOPMAaHHCKOT'O 3aBO€BaHUM B Pa3BUTUU
JloHgoHa. JIoHI0H B cpegHUe Beka. Uyma
1665 ropa. [Toxkap 1666 r. CoBpeMeHHbIM
JIoHIOH U ero HacesmeHre. OCHOBHbBIE
paiioHbl. JlocTonpumeydaTeibHOCTH

10

OcH. mut-pa NeNe 1,2
Hom. mur-pa NeNe 1,2

ITpakTryeckoe
3a/jaHue

TectupoBanue, Keiic-
3a/laHus,
ITpe3enTarus
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(MaMsITHUKH, My3€eH, TeaTphl, TapKu, MeTPO).

lepemonuu u Tpaguuu JIogoHa.

3.3

Mocksa

VicTopyuueckue U Ky/lbTypHbIe MeCTa U
namsiITHUKY ropozia.KpacHas nioma/p.

Kpemsis. My3eu 1 KapTUHHBIE Tajlepeu.

9.5

OcH. mut-pa NeNe 1,2
Homn. mr-pa NeNe 1,2

[Ipesenranus

Coobirenue,
Juckyccus

KonTtponbHasi pabora

0.5

Wroro 1o 2 Kypcy 3 ceMecTpy

54

54

2 Kypc / 4 cemecTp

1

310pOoBbIii 00pa3 KU3HMU.

1.1

Bomne3nu u ux neuexdue.

3mopoBbIi 00pa3 XKKU3HU. 34,0pOBOe
nutaHye.lIpo6sieMbl o 37,0pOBBEM,
3ab0/1eBaHus 1 CUIMITTOMBI.
Jleuenne.MeauiiuHa. MeguLiMHCKOe
o0cy)KuBaHUE B

Benvkobpuranuu. MeauiiHCKoe
o0cy>KBaH1e B POZIHOM CTpaHe.
CrauuyoHapHOe 1 amOy/iaTopHOe
JleyeHvie. Bu3nT K Bpauy (TeparieBTy,

JAHTUCTY U T.74.). OcmoTp Bpaua. CoBeTsl
Bpaua.CTpecc B )KU3HU JTIOfeH U CrIoCoObI

60pBOBI CO cTpeccom. ATbTepHaTUBHAS
MeIUIHA.

24

12

OcH. mt-pa NeNe 1,2
Hom. mr-pa NeNe 1,2

Jcce

[Ipesenranus,
TectrpoBaHue,
Huckyccus, Keric-
3a/jaHus

CriopT ¥ CTIIOpPTUBHBIN 00pa3 KU3HU

13



2.1

Ponb CI1OpTAa B XKU3HU ]'[I-O,E[GI‘/JI

UreHue, nepeBof, 006CyKieH1e TeKCTa
Return to Cansas City Vpsuna [oy. (T.A.
bapa6suHa Stories for discussion).Pa6ora c
BOKaOy/sipoM K TekcTy.IlomysnsipHbie BU/bI
criopta U urpsl Benmkobpuranuu.
Temarnueckue TeKCThI, JUAJIOTH,
nipe3eHTaluu.[lonynspHble BU/bI CriIOpTa U
urpsl Poccuu. Tematnueckue TeKCTHI,
[Maiory, rpe3eHTaluUOKCTpeMaslbHble
BU/pl criopra.llpenmyiecrsa u
HepocraTky. Mctopust OTMMIIUNCKUX UTP.
CoBpeMeHHble ONMUMIUNCKHUE UTPbI

24

12

OcH. mt-pa NeNe 1,2
Hor. mut-pa NeNe 1,2

IIpakTrueckoe
3a/iaHue

HJuckyccus,
[Ipesenranus,
TectupoBaHue, Keiic-
3a/jaHus

OJKOJIOTUA

3.1

3ammuTa OKpy»Karolel cpe/ibl

['mobanbHbIe 9KOIOTUYeCcKre
nipo6/ieMbl.3alUTa OKPY Karolliei cpefibl Kak
roCyZapCTBeHHasi ¥ 00IIeMUpOBast
3agaua.OpraHu3aiuy, JeHCTBYOIIMe B
HMHTepecax 3all[UThbl OKPY>Katollei
cpezibl.Moe OTHOIIIeHNE K 3eJIeHOMY
JBIKeHUI0. Mot BK/Ia/| B IeJ10 3all[UThl U
COXpaHeHHs! IKOJIOTHUEeCKOTO
6anaHca.CoBpeMeHHOe 3KO0/I0ru4YecKoe
obpa3oBaHue.

22

13.

OcH. mt-pa NeNe 1,2
Hor. mat-pa NelNe 1,2

3cce

TectupoBaHue, Keiic-
3a/laHus,
IIpe3enranus,
Huckyccust

KonTtponbHast pabora

0.5

14



5 JK3aMeH 36
Wtoro no 2 Kypcy 4 cemecTpy 70 74
3 Kypc / 5 cemecTp
1 Hpyx06a
1.1 [py3bs. Ponb Apy3eli B Halllel )KU3HU. 12 6  |OcH. mut-pa NeNe 1,2 | CoobijeHne YcTHBIM onpoc,
Hor. mut-pa NeNe 1,2 [TpakTrueckoe
YreHue 1 00CyK/ieHe TeMaTH4eCKUX 3ajanue, [Tuckyccus,
TEKCTOB, paboTa C BOKaOy/sipoMm. Acce
2 Bocniuranue feteit
2.1 «The Fun They Had» A. A3umMoB 8 4 |OcH. muT-pa NeNe 1,2 | Occe [TpakTHueckoe
Hort. mut-pa NeNe 1,2 3ajanue, [uckyccus
Urenue, nepeBof TekcTa «The Fun They
Had» A.A3umoBa.O6cyxaeHre
TekcTa. TemaTueCckuii C/10Bapsb.
2.2 [Tpo6sieMbI BOCITUTaHUSs, poJib poautener B | 10 6 OcH. mut-pa NeNe 1,2 | Occe Ketic-3amanus,
BOCITUTaHUM. Hor. mut-pa NeNe 1,2 Hdwvckyccus,
ITpakTueckoe
[Tpo6siemMbl BOCTIUTaHUSI, POJTb POJUTENEH B 3a/jaHue,
BOCITUTAHUH: BOKaOy/IsIp 110 TeMe, UTeHHe U TectupoBaHue
00Cy>K/ieHe TeKCTOB T10 TeMe
2.3 TpyaHOCTH MOJPOCTKOBOIO BO3pPacTa, 14 8 | OcH. muT-pa NeNe 1,2 | CoobirjeHue Ketic-3amanus,
MO3ULMS poJWTesIel IIPU B3aUMOZ,eNCTBUU C Hor. mut-pa NeNe 1,2 TecTupoBaHue,
MOAPOCTKaMH. [IpakTnueckoe

TpyaHOCTH MOAPOCTKOBOTO BO3pacTa,

3azanue, [Tuckyccus

15




TO3ULIUS pOoJIUTe el TIPU B3aMOZENCTBUY C
TIOZIPOCTKaMU: paboTa c BOKady/sipom,
yTeHUe U 00CyKeHre TeKCTOB T10 TeMe

24

BocnuraHue caMOCTOATeIbHOCTH U
OTBETCTBEHHOCTH Y JleTer

Bocrvranve caMoCToSITENTBHOCTU U
OTBETCTBEHHOCTH Y JleTeli: cOCTaB/ieHHe
BOKaOysisipa, uTeHue U 00CY>KeHre TeKCTOB
110 Teme. AyaupoBaHue.

14

OcH. mut-pa NeNe 1,2
Hor. mut-pa NeNe 1,2

CoobrieHue

Huckyccus,
TectrpoBaHue,
IIpakTryeckoe
3aiaHue, Keric-
3a/laHus

AHanmm3 TexkcTa

3.1

CTUIUCTUYECKUM U CMBIC/JIOBOU aHaINu3
TeKCTa

Yrenue, mepeBoy TekcTa.Pabora c
BOKaOy/1sIpOM TeKcTa. AHamu3
TekcTa./ITOroBble Manory Ha OCHOBe
aHa/IM3a TeKCTa U C UCII0/Tb30BaHUEM
W3yUueHHOTO BOKalysisipa.

12

5.3

OcH. muT-pa Ne 2
Hor. mut-pa NeNe 1,2

Keiic-3aganus

ITpakTueckoe
3a/laHue

3.2

KonTtpospHasi pabora

0.5

3.3

OuddepeHLipoBaHHbIN 3aueT

0.2

Wtoro 1o 3 Kypcy 5 ceMecTpy

70

38

3 Kypc / 6 cemecTp

1

Kuno kak HNCKYCCTBO Halllero BpeMeHHU

16



1.1 Beigarompecs pexxuccepsl. TekcT «Interview |8 8 |OcH. mut-pa NeNe 1,2 | Occe dwvckyccusi,
with Ingmar Bergman» Hor. mut-pa NeNe 1,2 [IpakTrueckoe
3a/laHue,
Briparoiuecs pexxuccepsl. TekcT «Interview Coo0ujenwue, Ketic-
with Ingmar Bergman».Tematrnueckuii 3a[aHUs
ciioBapb.O0CYy>KeHre TPOCMOTPEHHBIX
(UIBMOB, UX KPUTUYECKUI aHa/In3.
1.2 MynbsTUIIIMKALIUA: ee pa3BUTHe U PO/ib B 14 8 | OcH. mut-pa NeNe 1,2 | Ketic-3amanus HJuckyccus,
COBpPEMEHHOM 0011[eCTBe Hom. mur-pa NeNe 1,2 TectrpoBaHue,
Coobirenue,
TexHomorus IIpakTryeckoe
KUHOIIPOU3BOACTBA. My nbTurinkauuys. Posb 3a/jaHue
My/IbT()UIEMOB B BOCIIUTAHWUN
neteii.CocraBneHnue 0030poB Ha
MY/IBT(DUTBEMBI.
1.3 N3BecTHBIE KWHOAKTepHI. 10 8 | OcH. mut-pa NeNe 1,2 | Coob1ijeHne Ketic-3apanus,
Hor. mat-pa NelNe 1,2 Huckyccus, Jcce,
N3BecTHbIE IIpakTrueckoe
KnuHoakTepbl. KuHodectuBamm. ictopusi 3a/jlaHue
pasBUTUSA KUHO B Poccuu u
3apy6e>kom.CoBpeMeHHOe KHHO.
2 ’Kusonuch
2.1 NckyccrBo. Buabl UCKyccTBa 18 10 | OcH. mut-pa NeNe 1,2 | Dcce [IpakTueckoe
Hor. mut-pa NeNe 1,2 3ajjaHue,
Temarnueckuii cioBapb. Trends of Art. Coobiienwe,
English Painting. UreHue u o6cyxaeHre TectrpoBanue

tekctoB.W.Hogarth. J.Reynolds.
Th.Gainsborough. The Metropolitan
Museum of Art. The Hermitage.
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2.2 OnucaHve KapTUH 18 3.5 |OcH. mut-pa NelNe 1,2 | Dcce CoobireHnue,
Hor. mut-pa NeNe 1,2 TectupoBaHue, Keiic-

Onucanue KapTUH C UCII0/Ib30BaHUEM 3a/jaHus,
TemMaThueCKOM JIeKCUKHU U (pakTHyeCcKoro [TpakTHueckoe
MaTtepuasa.Posib )XKUBOIMCH B BOCIIUTAHUA 3a/jaHue
JleTel.

3 Amnanus TekcTa

3.1 CTUIUCTAYEeCKH U CMBICIIOBOM aHaJU3 22 16 Ketic-3amanus IIpakTryeckoe
TeKCTa Hor. mut-pa NeNe 1,2 3a/laHue
YreHue, nepeBoy Tekcra. Pabora c
BOKaOy/isipoM TeKCTaAHaM3 TeKCTa.
WTorosble franoru Ha OCHOBe aHaIU3a
TEKCTa U C UCI0/b30BaHUEM U3YUEeHHOI0
BOKaOyrisipa

4 KoHTtpospHast pabora 0.5

5) OK3aMeH 36

Wroro 1o 3 Kypcy 6 cemecTpy 90 90

Nroro mo gucuuruiviHe 410 454
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4. @DOHJA OLEHOYHBIX CPeJCTB M0 JUCLUII/INHe

4.1. IlepeueHb KOMIETeHI[UI U UH/IUKATOPOB JOCTIDKeHHs KOMIIeTeHI[HI C yKa3aHHeM
COOTHECeHHBIX C HUMH 3all/IAHUPOBAHHBIX Pe3y/IbTaToB 00yueHHs 10 AucHunIaHe. OnucaHue
KpHUTEPHEB U IIKaJ/I OLleHUBAaHUA Pe3y/IbTaToB 00y4YeHUs M0 AUCIUIUIHHE.

Kox n ¢opmympoBka kommereHLur: CriocobeH OCYyL[eCTBATh IeAarorHuecKyro /esiTe/lbHOCTb Ha
OCHOBe creljanbHbIX HayuyHbIX 3HaHul (OITK-8);

Kop n Pesynbrare! Kpurepun oueHrBaHus pe3ynabratoB o0yuenus ([Jud3aver)
HauMeHOBaHHe |00yueHuUs 10 2 3 4 (Xopoo) 5 (OT/mAuHO)
MHAMKATOpa AACLIITIAHE (HeynoBnetBop |(YnoBneTBOPUT

AOCTIDKEHN WTEeJIbHO) e/TbHO)

KOMIMETeHL[UU

OIIK-8.1. 3uatb | 3HaThb 3HaHuA He 3HaHUA 3HaHusA 3HaHus
HayuHbIe TipeIMEeTHYO c(hopMHpOBaHbI | HEJOCTAaTOUHO | CPOPMUPOBAHBI,  [TOJHOCTHIO
OCHOBBI 006s1acTh chOopMHUPOBaHbI, | HO UMEIOT cchopMUpPOBaHbI
reJaroruuecko | TUCLUTLIAHBI HeCUCTEMHBI OTJleNTbHbIe

i npo0ebl 1

JlesiTeIbHOCTH, HETOUHOCTH

MpeMEeTHYHO

o6sacThb

0a30BBIX

JWCLIATIIMH U

(nmm)

JWCLIATLIVH,

aKTya/IbHbIX

JI71s1 OCBOEHUs

OCHOBHBIX

JIWCLIATIIAH

ripousis

OIIK-8.2. Y™meTb YMeHus He YMeHus He YMeHus B YMmenus
YmeTn WCII0/Tb30BaTh | C(hOPMHUPOBaHbI | [IOJTHOCTBIO OCHOBHOM TMOJIHOCTBEO
WCII0/Ib30BaTh | CIieLjuasibHbIe chopmupoBaHbl | CpOpMUPOBaHbI | CPOPMHPOBAHBI
CrieLMajbHble | Hay4yHble

HayuHbIe 3HaHUS /151

3HaHUSA /151 OCYLL[eCTBJIEHHUS

OCYILeCTB/IeHHS | [1e[JarOruyeCcKo

MeJjaroruuecko | U JesiTeIbHOCTH

1 JesiTeNTbHOCTH

OIIK-8.3. Bnanets Bnanenue Bnanenue Bnanenue Bnapnenue
Bnagets OMBITOM U HaBbIKAMU He | HaBbIKaMH HaBbIKAMH B HaBbIKAMU
OMBITOM U HaBbIKaMU chopMHUPOBaHO |HEyBepeHHOe OCHOBHOM yBepeHHOe
HaBbIKaMH OCYLL[eCTBJIeHHUS chopMrpOBaHO
OCYLLeCTBJ/IeHUS | 1e[JarOrnyecKo

relaroruuecko | i JesTebHOCTH

U [1esiTeNTIbHOCTH | HA OCHOBe

Ha OCHOBe CrieL{MajbHbIX

CrelMajibHbIX | HAyYHbIX

Hay4HbIX 3HaHUMU

3HaHUM
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Kog u Pesynbrarthl KpuTepuu olieHMBaHuUs pe3y/ibTaToB 00yueHus (DK3aMeH)
HauMeHOBaHUe |00yueHuUs 110 2 3 4 (Xoporio) 5 (OtmaHo)
MH/MKATOpa AUCLUTITHE (HeynoBnetBop |(¥YnoBneTBOpUT

AOCTIDKEHIS WTe/bHO) e/bHO)

KOMITeTeHL[UU

OIIK-8.1. 3Hath | 3HaTh 3HaHMs He 3HaHUs 3HaHUs 3HaHus
HayuHbIe MpeMEeTHYHO chopMUpPOBaHbI | HEJJOCTAaTOUHO | COPMUPOBAHBI,  TTOTHOCTHIO
OCHOBBI obmactb c(hopMHpOBaHbI, | HO UMEIOT chopMHUpOBaHbI
relaroruuecko | AUCLUATUIUHBI HeCHCTeMHBI OT/le/IbHbIe

71 ripobenbl U

JlesiTeTbHOCTH, HETOYHOCTH

rpeiMeTHYO

obmacTb

6a30BbIX

JUCLIUTITMH U

()

JUCLIUTIIUH,

aKTyaJIbHbIX

JlJIS1 OCBOEHUS

OCHOBHBIX

JUACLIUTITUH

npousis

OIlK-8.2. YmeTb YmeHus He YmMmeHus He YmeHus B Ymenus
YMmeTb WCII0/1b30BaTh | COPMHUPOBAHbI | TOJTHOCTBIO OCHOBHOM TOJIHOCTBIO
WCII0/Tb30BaTh | CTieljuasibHbIe cchopmupoBaHsl | chopMUPOBaHbl | CYOPMUPOBAHbI
crieljdajbHble | HayuyHble

HayuHble 3HaAHUSA JJ/151

3HaHUS [J151 OCYlL|eCTBJIeHUs

OCYLL[eCTBJIeHHUS | [1e[jaroruueckKo

reJjaroruuecko | i JesTelbHOCTH

U [1eaTeIbHOCTH

OIIK-8.3. Bnagets Bnanenuve Bnanenue Bnanenue Bnanenue
Bnagets OMBITOM U HaBbIKAMU He | HaBbIKaMU HaBbIKAMU B HaBbIKAMU
OTMBITOM U HaBbIKaMH chopMHpPOBaHO |HeyBepeHHOe OCHOBHOM yBepEeHHOe
HaBbIKaMU OCYy1L[eCTBJIeHHUS chopMHpOBaHO
OCYLL[eCTBJIeHHUS | [1eZjaroruueckKo

reJjaroruuecko | i JesiTelbHOCTH

1 1eaTelbHOCTH | HA OCHOBE

Ha OCHOBe CreL{haTbHbIX

CreLMajbHbIX | HayYHbIX

HayUHbIX 3HaHUM

3HaHWM

Koz u ¢opmympoBka komrereHIyu: CriocoO0eH OCyIIeCTB/SATh AeIOBYI0 KOMMYHHUKALIMIO B YCTHOW U
NMUCcbMeHHOW (opMax Ha rocyAapcTBeHHOM s3bike Poccuiickoii Pefepalui W HWHOCTPAHHOM(BIX)
s3bike(ax) (YK-4);

Koz u

Pesynbrarhl

Kpurepun oueHrBanus pe3yabsratoB oOyuenus ([Jud3aver)
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HauMeHOBaHUe |00yueHHs 10 2 3 4 (Xoporiio) 5 (OTnuHO)
WHJUKaTopa JUCLUIUIMHE (HeynoBnetBop |(¥YnoBneTBOpUT

JIOCTHKeHUST WTe/bHO) e/bHO)

KOMIIEeTeHL[UU

YK-4.1. 3nate | 3HaTh 3HaHuA He 3HaHUA 3HaHusA 3HaHus
HOPMBI pasuuHbIe c(hopMHpOBaHbI |HEJOCTAaTOUHO | CPOPMUPOBAHBI,  [TOJHOCTHIO
PYCCKOTO (hopMbI, BUJTBI chOopMUPOBaHbI, | HO UMEIOT cchopMUpPOBaHbI
JIMTEPaTypHOIO |yCTHOM U HeCHCTeMHBbI OT/ZeNbHbIe

3bIKa; MMCbMEeHHOU npo0ebl 1

SI3bIKOBbIE KOMMYHUKaLUU HETOUHOCTHU
0COOeHHOCTH  |Ha

pasHbIX cpep  |MHOCTPaHHOM

KOMMYHUKaLY; | (bIX)

pas/vyHble s3bIKe(ax);a3bIK

(hopMbI, BUJBI | OBbIE CPE/ICTBA

yCTHOU U WHOCTPaHHOTO

MUCbMEHHOU (bIX) s13bIKa (OB)

KOMMYHHUKAL[UM | pa3HBIX

Ha ripoeccroHasb

WHOCTPAaHHOM | HBIX cdep

(bIX) s13bIKE(ax);

SI3bIKOBbIE

cpeAcTBa

MHOCTPaHHOTO

(bIX) s13bIKa (OB)

pasHbIX

ripoeccroHasb

HBIX c(ep

YK-4.2. YmeTb | YMeTb YMeHus He YMmeHus He YMeHus B Ymenus
WCII0/Ib30BaTh | MCMO/b30BaTh | C(POPMUPOBAHBI |[TOJIHOCTHIO OCHOBHOM MOJTHOCTBEO
SI3bIKOBbBIE pasnuHbIe cchopmupoBaHsl | chopMUPOBaHbl | CPOPMUPOBAHbI
CpeiCTBa B (hopMbI, BUJIBI

YCTHOU U YCTHOU U

MMCbMeHHOU MMCbMEeHHOU

peuu /1eJIoBOM | KOMMYHUKALIUU

KOMMYHHUKaI[UM |Ha

B COOTBETCTBUU | MHOCTPAaHHOM

C HOpMamu (bIX)

PYCCKOTO s13bIKe(ax);UCro

JIUTEepPaTypHOIO |J/1b30BaTh

A3bIKa; SI3bIKOBbBIE

WCII0/Ib30BaTh | CpPeACTBa It

pa3/IuHbIe JIOCTVKeHUST

(opMbl, BUJBl | IPO(eCcCHOHATb

YCTHOU U HBIX LleJled Ha

MUCbMEeHHOU VHOCTPaHHOM

KOMMYHUKaLuK | (bIX) si3bike(ax);

Ha BOCTIPUHUMATh,

WHOCTPAaHHOM | aHa/IM3UpPOBATh

(b1x) s3bIKe(ax); | KpUTHUECKHU

WCII0/Tb30BaTh | OLIEHHBAaTh
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SI3bIKOBbBIE YCTHYIO U
CpeACTBa 711 | MMCbMEHHYIO

JIOCTVDKEHUSI JIeJI0BYIO

npodeccroHasnb | UH(GOpMaLKIo

HBIX Ile/leli Ha | Ha

MHOCTPaHHOM | MIHOCTPaHHOM

(b1x) s13bIKe(ax); | (bIX) si3bIKe(ax).

BOCTIPUHUMATb,

aHa/IM3UPOBaTh

Y KDUTHYECKU

OLIeHMBaTh

YCTHYIO U

MMCbMEHHY0

JIeJI0BYHO

H“H(opMal[io

Ha

MHOCTPaHHOM

(bIx) sA3bIKE(ax).

YK-4.3. Bnagners Bnapenue Bnaznenue Bnagenne Bnagenue
Bnagetsb HaBbIKaMu HaBbIKaMU He | HaBbIKaMHU HaBbIKaMH B HaBbIKaMH
HaBbIKaMU ocy1iecTB/ieHus1 | ChOPMUPOBAaHO |HEYBEepeHHOe | OCHOBHOM yBepeHHOe
OCYIL|eCTB/IEHUS | [Ie/I0BOM chopMHpPOBaHO

(i (0):l071 KOMMYHUKaL[U1

KOMMYHHUKAI[UM |B YCTHOM U

B YCTHOM U MACbMEeHHOU

MMCbMeHHOU (dhopmax Ha

dbopmax Ha HWHOCTPaHHOM(bI

PYCCKOM $I3bIKe; | X) s13bIKe(ax)

HaBbIKaMU

OCYI1leCTB/IeHUS

JleJIOBOM

KOMMYHHKaL[UU

B YCTHOM U

MMCbMeHHOU

dbopmax Ha

WHOCTPaHHOM(bI

X) si3bIKe(ax)

Kopg u Pesynbratsl Kpurtepuu olieHUBaHUs pe3y/ibTaToB 00ydyeHus (DK3aMeH)
HauMeHOBaHUe |00yueHuUs 10 2 3 4 (Xoporio) 5 (OT/mAuHO)
MIH/MKATOpa AMCLIATIIHE (HeyzmoBnetBop |(Y10BNeTBOPUT

AOCTIKEHUA WTEe/TbHO) e/IbHO)

KOMIEeTeHL[U!

YK-4.1. 3nate | 3HaTh 3HaHUS He 3HaHUs 3HaHUs 3HaHusA
HODPMBI pasjiiyHble chopMUpPOBaHbI | HEJOCTAaTOUHO | COPMUPOBAHBI,  [TOHOCTHIO
PYCCKOTO (hopMbI, BUJTBI c(hOpMHUPOBaHbI, | HO UMEIOT cthopMUPOBaHbI
JIUTEepPaTypHOTO |yCTHOM U HeCUCTEMHBI OTJie/IbHbIe

SI3bIKa; MUCbMEHHOU npo0ebl 1

SI3bIKOBbIE KOMMYHHKaLUX HETOUHOCTH

0COOEeHHOCTH  |Ha
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pasHbIX cep | MHOCTPaHHOM
KOMMYHHUKAL[1Y; | (bIX)
pa3/inyHble s13bIKe(ax);a3bIK
¢opMmbl, BUJbI | OBbIe Cpe/ICTBA
YCTHOU U HMHOCTPaHHOTO
MACbMEHHOU (bIX) sA3bIKa (OB)
KOMMYHUKAL[UM | Pa3HbIX

Ha ripoeccroHasb
WHOCTPaHHOM  |HbIX cdep

(bIx) A3bIKE(ax);

SI3bIKOBbBIE

cpefcTBa

HMHOCTPaHHOTO

(bIX) s3bIKa (OB)

pasHbIX

nipodeccroHab

HBIX cep

YK-4.2. YMeTb | YMeTb YmeHus He YMmeHus He YmeHus B YmMmenus
WCII0/Tb30BaTh | MCMO/b30BaTh | C(POPMUPOBAHbI | [TOTHOCTHIO OCHOBHOM TMOJTHOCTBIO
SI3bIKOBbIE pas/inyHbIe chopmupoBaHbl | chopMUPOBaHbI | ChOPMUPOBAHBI
CpeJCTBa B (hopMbI, BUJTBI
YCTHOU U YCTHOU U
MMCbMEHHOU MACbMEeHHOU
peuu [1e/ioBoM | KOMMYHMKALIUU
KOMMYHUKaI[UM |Ha

B COOTBETCTBUM | IHOCTPAaHHOM
C HOpMaMu (BIX)

PYCCKOTo s13bIKe(ax);UCIo
JIUTEepaTypHOTO |/1b30BaTh
s13bIKa; SI3bIKOBbIE
WCII0/Tb30BaTh | CPeACTBa Jijist
pa3UuHbIe JIOCTVKEHUST
dbopMbl, BUJBI | IpOdeCcCHOHANTb
YCTHOU U HBIX Liesiel Ha
MMCbMEHHOU WHOCTPaHHOM
KOMMYHUKaLUK | (bIX) s3blKe(ax);
Ha BOCIIPUHUMATh,
WHOCTPAaHHOM | aHa/IW3UPOBaTh
(bIX) sA3bIKe(ax); | M KPUTHYECKU
WCTIO0/Mb30BaTh | OLleHHBaTh
SI3bIKOBbBIE YCTHYIO U
CpeAcTBa il | MMCbMEHHYHO
JIOCTVDKeHUSI JleTIOBYIO
rpoeccroHab | MHGOpMaLUIo
HbIX 1]e/lel Ha | Ha
WHOCTPAaHHOM | MIHOCTPaHHOM
(b1x) si3bike(ax); |(bIX) si3bIKe(ax).
BOCTIpUHUMATh,

aHa/IM3UPOBaTh

Y KPUTHUE CKH

OLIeHHBaTh
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YCTHYIO U
MUCbMEHHY10
JIeJIOBYHO
rH(opMaL1io
Ha
MHOCTPaHHOM
(bIX) s13bIKE(aX).

YK-4.3.
Bnagetsb
HaBbIKaMU
OCY1LleCTB/IeHUS
JleJIoBOM
KOMMYHHKaL[UU
B YCTHOU U
MMMCbMEeHHOU
(opmax Ha
PYCCKOM $I3bIKE;
HaBbIKaMU
OCYILleCTB/I€HUS
JleJIoBOM
KOMMYHHKaL[UU
B YCTHOU U
MMMCbMEHHOU
(opmax Ha
HWHOCTPaHHOM(bI
X) si3bIKe(ax)

Bnagetn
HaBbIKaMU
OCY11|eCTBJIeHUs
JleJIOBOM
KOMMYHUKAaL[U1
B YCTHOM U
MMCbMeHHOM
dhopmax Ha
WHOCTPaHHOM(bI
X) si3bIKe(ax)

Bnanenue
HaBbIKaMU He
cchopmMupoBaHO

Bnanenue
HaBbIKaMH
HeyBepeHHOe

Bnanenue
HaBbIKaMH B
OCHOBHOM
cchopMrpOBaHO

Bnapgenue
HaBbIKaMH
yBepEeHHOe

KpurepusiMi OlIeHUBAHUsSI SIBJSIFOTCS Oasiibl, KOTOpbIE BBICTAB/ISIOTCS 3a BHU/BI [1€STETbHOCTH
(olLleHOUHBbIE CpeACTBa) IO WTOraM HW3ydyeHWsT MoAyJel (pa3ze/oB AUCLUIUIMHBI), Tepeurc/ieHHbIX B
pPeUTHHT-TI/IaHe JUCLUTUIUHLI. Basljibl, BICTaB/sieMble 3a KOHKPETHbIE BU/IbI 1eATe/TbHOCTU TIpe/|CTaB/IeHbI

HIWXe.

4.2. TunoBble KOHTPOJ/IbHBIE 33/JaHUA WIM HHbIe MaTepHa/ibl, HeOOXoAUMbIe //ii OLleHHBAHHA
pe3y/IbTaToB 00yYeHHUsl MO AUCIUIUINHE, COOTHECEHHBIX C YCTAHOB/IEHHBIMH B 00pa3oBaTe/IbHOM

nmporpamMme

HHAUKATOPAMH

AOCTHIKEeHHUA

KOMIIeTeHI[HH.

MeToauuecKue

onpe/e/AOIHe MPOLeAyPhI OLleHUBAHUsI Pe3y/IbTaTOB 00yueHHs M0 JUCLUILIHHE,

Marepua’bl,

KOMIIeTeHLIH

Koa 1 HamMeHOBaHUe
WHJUKATOpa [JOCTUKEeHUS

PesyneraThl 00y4eHus 1o
JUCLUIIVHE

O1eHOUHEBIE Cpe/iCTBA

OIIK-8.1. 3HaTb HayuHble
OCHOBBI T1e/]Jaroruye CKou
JlesiTeIbHOCTH, TIPeIMETHYHO
006/1acTh 0A30BBIX AUCLUIIIMH U
(W1K) AUCLUIIVH, aKTyaTbHbIX
JL7IS OCBOEHUSI OCHOBHBIX
JUCLUTUIAH TIPOGUIS

3HaTh MpeJMeTHYI0 00/1aCTh
AVCLIUTITAHBI

KonTtponbHas pabora 3.1,
Coobiienue 2.1, YCTHBIN OMpoC
3.1

OIIK-8.2. YMeTh UCII0/130BaTh
crieljdajibHble HayuHble 3HaHUS
JL7IS1 OCYLL[e CTBJIeHUS

YMeTns ucronb308aTh
crieljMaabHble HayuHble 3HaHUSI
J1s1 OCYLLe CTBJIEHUS

[IpakTrueckoe 3ajanue 1.1,
Huckyccus 2.1, TectupoBaHue
3.2, KontpospHas pabora 3.1
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refjaroruueckom JesiTeTlbHOCTH

reflaroruueckoi JesiTelbHOCTU

OIIK-8.3. BnazieTb OMbITOM U
HaBbIKaMU OCYI1leCTB/IEHUSI
reJjaroruueckom JesiTelbHOCTH
Ha OCHOBe CTelMalbHbIX
HAy4YHbIX 3HAHUH

BiiagieTh onbITOM U HaBbIKaMU
OCyIIleCTB/IeHUS Tieflaroruue CKou
JlesITeIbHOCTH Ha OCHOBE
CrelMabHbIX HayUYHbIX 3HAHUN

Ketic-3amanue 2.1, Kelic-3aaHue
1.1, ITpaktrueckoe 3ajanue 1.1,
KonTposnbHas pabora 3.1, Keiic-
3asanue 3.1

YK-4.1. 3HaTb HOPMBI PyCCKOI'O
JIUTEPATYPHOTO s13bIKa; SI3bIKOBbIE
0COOEHHOCTH pa3HbIX cdep
KOMMYHUKALK; pa3/inyHble
(hopMbl, BUJbI YCTHOM U
MUCbMEeHHOW KOMMYHUKAIMK Ha
HWHOCTPaHHOM (bIX) si3bIKe(ax);
SI3bIKOBbIE CPe/ICTBa
HWHOCTPaHHOTO (bIX) si3bIKa (OB)
pa3HbIX MPodeCcCUOHaTbHBIX

coep

3HaTb pa3/inyHble (YOPMbI, BU/IbI
YCTHOU U MACbMEeHHOU
KOMMYHHUKaL[MM Ha UHOCTPaHHOM
(bIx) s13bIKe(ax);sA3bIKOBbIE
CpeAiCTBa MHOCTPAHHOTO (bIX)
s13bIKa (OB) pa3HbIX
nipodeccroHanbHbIX cdep

Tect 3.1, Tect 2.1

YK-4.2. ¥YMeTb UCI0/Ib30BaTh
SI3bIKOBbI€ CPE/ICTBA B YCTHOM U
MMCbMEeHHOU peuu [1e/I0BOU
KOMMYHMKAI[MU B COOTBETCTBUU C
HOpMaMU PyCCKOTO
JIUTEPaTyPHOTO $513bIKa;
WCII0/Tb30BaTh pa3/iMuHbIe
(hopMbI, BU/bI YCTHOM U
MMCbMEHHOW KOMMYHUKAL[MKU Ha
HWHOCTPaHHOM (bIX) s13bIKe(ax);
WCII0/Tb30BaTh SI3bIKOBbIE
CpeJiCTBa [i/1s 10CTUXKEHHS
rpodeccroHanbHBIX 1jesiei Ha
HMHOCTPaHHOM (bIX) s13bIKe(ax);
BOCIIPUHHUMATh, aHAJTM3UPOBATh U
KPUTHUUECKU OLIeHUBaTh YCTHYIO U
MMCbMEHHYIO [1e/IOBYHO
rH(MOpMaI[1I0 Ha UHOCTPaHHOM
(bIX) s13bIKE(axX).

YMeTb UCI0/Ib30BaTh pa3/inyHble
(hopMbI, BU/IbI YCTHOM U
MMCbMEHHOM KOMMYHMKALUU Ha
VHOCTPaHHOM (BbIX)

s13bIKe(ax); UCII0b30BaTh
SI3bIKOBbIE CpeZICTBa J1/Isi
JOCTKeHUs MpodeCCUOHANTBHBIX
1je/iell Ha UHOCTPAHHOM (BbIX)
s13bIKe(ax); BOCITPUHUMATh,
aHa/IM3UPOBaTh U KPUTUUECKU
OLIeHMBaTh YCTHYIO U
MMCbMEHHYO0 [1e/I0BYIO
vH(OpMaI[1I0 Ha UTHOCTPaHHOM
(bIX) s13bIKE(aX).

KoHTposnbHas pabora 2.2,
IIpe3senranus 2.1, [luckyccus
1.1, Ananus tekcra 3.1, Tect 3.1

YK-4.3. Bnafets HaBbIKamMu
OCYIL[eCTBJIeHUSI [IeJIOBOU
KOMMYHUKAI[MU B YCTHOU U
MMCbMeHHOU (popMax Ha pyCCKOM
sI3bIKe; HaBbIKaMU
OCYIL[eCTBJIeHUSI [1e/IOBOU
KOMMYHUKAI[MU B YCTHOU U
MMCcbMeHHOU (opMax Ha
HMHOCTpPaHHOM(bIX) A3bIKe(ax)

BnageTs HaBbIKaMu
OCYI1[eCTBJIeHHUs [le/IOBOU
KOMMYHUKAIUU B YCTHOU U
NrMcbMeHHOM (popmax Ha
VHOCTpPaHHOM(bIX) s13bIKe(ax)

Ketic-3apanue 1.1, KonTponbHas
pabota 2.2, Scce 2.2

KputepusiMi OLIeHWUBAHUS TIPU MOAY/JIBHO-DEHTHUHIOBOM CHUCTeMe SIBJISIOTCS 0asuibl, KOTOpbIe
BBICTABJISIIOTCS TIpernojjaBaTesieM 3a BUbI /1edTe/IbHOCTUA (OL[@eHOUHbIe CPe/CTBA) MO UTOraM H3y4yeHusi
Mozy/eit (pa3zienoB JUCLUIIMHEI), IePeUrC/IeHHbIX B PeUTUHT-T/IaHe AUCLIUTLTUHbI
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6as110B, TIOOIIpUTE/IbHBIE 6aibl — MakcuMyM 10;

0/151 5K3aMeHa: TeKyIIWi KOHTPOsIb — MakcMyM 40 6asioB; pyOexXHbIl KOHTPO/Ib — MakcumyMm 30

[ITkase!l OLleHUBaHUA:

0/151 3K3ameHa:

ot 45 10 59 6anIoB — «yIOBIETBOPUTETHHO;

ot 60 1o 79 6asoB — «XOPOIIIO»;
ot 80 6a//I0B — «OT/IMUHO».

TecToBbIe 3aaHus

Onucanve TeCTOBBIX 3alaHUW: TeCTOBbIe 3aJaHMSl BK/IKOYAIOT TeCThbl 3aKpLITOrO THUMa (C OFHUM
MpaBWIbHBIM OTBETOM), TeCTbl Ha YCTAaHOBAEHUM TMOC/Ae/I0BaTeIbHOCTU M Ha YCTaHOB/IeHUE
coorBeTcTBUs. OLleHKa 3a BBINIOJIHEHME TeCTOBBIX 3aJaHUM BBICTABJISETCS HAa OCHOBAaHUM IIPOLIEHTa
3a/laHWM, BBITIOJIHEHHBIX CTYJeHTaMUd B TIpoLiecce TIPOXOXKJEeHUsI TPOMEXYTOUHOTO U PYOeXXHOTro
KOHTPOJIS1 3HAHUU

Tect 2

=

NERERrWNDEERRWONERERLRLUNERERONDEERERLONERRBLDND R

Give the English equivalent for the following phrases from your active vocabulary:

MPOBOJUTH OTIYCK
to rest

to have a rest

to spend one’s holiday

to relax

3aroparb

to lie on the sun

to get tanned

to lie in the sun

to lay on the sun

ciaBaThb KOMHATy

to sell a room

to rent a room

to be accommodated

to lend a room

HU3MepHUTb KPOBsSIHOe /laB/IeHHe
to test one’s blood pressure

to look through one’s blood pressure
to take one’s blood pressure

to examine once blood pressure
BbUIEUHUTH 00/IbHOTO

to treat the patient

to cure the patient

to examine the patient

to look at the patient

C/ie/1IaTh YKOJI

to carry out an injection

to do an injection

to give an injection

to perform an injection
0)XUBJIEHHOE YJINUHOe /IBIDKeHHe
hard traffic

numerous traffic
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endless traffic

heavy traffic

0CMOTpeTh My3eil

to see museum

to look at the museum

to do a museum

to make a museum

YBH/IeTb UTO-/TH00 Me/IbKOM
to catch a glimpse of something
to get a glint of something

to have a glitter of something
to see a glimpse of something
NPOUTPaTh UIPY

to leave a game

to lose a game

to break a game

to beat a game

PONPEERRLOUNERERRONERBAD

Tect 3.1

TecToBbIe 3aJlaHUA OTKPBITOr0 TUIIA

1: GyaromoyyHasi JOMallHsIs 00CTaHOBKA
a) safe backgrounds

b) good atmosphere at home

c) happy home backgrounds

d) satisfactory situation at home

2: CMOTpeTh Ha KOTr0-JIM0O0 C MPeBOCXOACTBOM
a) to look at smb with superior eyes

b) to look at smb superior

c) to look at smb with superb eyes

d) to look at smb with magnificence

3: to offend

a) somebody’s dreams

b) somebody’s self-respect

c) somebody’s best friend

d) somebody’s affection

Tect 3.1

TecToBbIe 3alaHUS HA MOC/Ie/|0BATE/ILHOCTH

Arrangement of the suggested forms of punishment as increasing towards the most desirable.
: beating the daylights out of a child

: spanking a child

: screamimg at a child

: labeling a child

: giving a child a direct reprimand

: listening to a child with understanding and sympathy

: letting a child know that you are behind him, not after him

NOUThA, WN -

TectupoBanue 3.2

TecToBbIe 3aJaHUA OTKPBITOT0 THIIA
1: A film made again is called a ###.



2: A short cinema film of news is known as a ###

3: The actors in a film or play are called a ###.

4: An actor who plays funny parts in plays or films is known as a ###.

5: The people listening to or watching a performance or speech are called ###.

MeTO,I[I/IIJECKI/Ie MaTepHuaJibl, OIpejedroiie rnmpoueaypy oeHrMBaHWS BbINIO/THEHHUA T€CTOBBIX 38,[[8HI/Iﬁ

OrnrcaHre MeTOAWKH OLieHHBaHMS BBITTOTHEHUS TECTOBBIX 3a/laHMi: OL[eHKa 3a BbIMIOJTHEHUE TeCTOBbIX
3a/laHUI CTaBUTCS HA OCHOBAHWU TI0/iCUeTa MPOLeHTa MPaBU/IbHO BBIIOJIHEHHBIX TECTOBBIX 3a/JaHUM.
Kpurepuu onenku (B 6amiax):

- 9-10 6aI0B BBICTAB/ISIETCS CTYAEHTY, €CJTH MPOLIEHT MPABUIHLHO BBITOJTHEHHBIX TECTOBBIX 3aJJaHUN
cocrtaBisieT 81 — 100 %;

- 7-8 6anIoB BBICTABJISIETCS CTY/IEHTY, €C/IA TIPOLIEHT TIPAaBU/IBHO BBITIOJTHEHHBIX TeCTOBBIX 3alaHUI
cocrasisieT 61 — 80 %;

- 4-6 6anUIOB BBICTABJISIETCS CTY/IEHTY, €C/TA TIPOLIEHT TPAaBU/IBHO BBITIOTHEHHBIX T€CTOBBIX 3alaHUi
cocrtasnsieT 41 — 60 %;

- 0 4 6aJINIoB BBICTAB/ISIETCS CTYAEHTY, eCJTH MPOLIEHT MPABU/IBLHO BBITTOJTHEHHBIX TeCTOBBIX 3a[jaHUN
cocrtaBnsieT 40 %;

YcTHbIi onpoc

YcTHBIN OIpoC MPpUMEHSETCA KaK MeTO/, ITPOBEPKKU 3HaHUH 06y‘~IaI-OU_[I/IXCH 110 KOHKpETHOﬁ TeMdTHKe

YctHbiii onpoc 3.1

Answer the following questions using the topical vocabulary:
What are the basic principles of bringing up children?
What are the basic qualities of a child’s happiness?
What should parents do to handle their children?

How can parents praise their children?

What forms of punishment do you know?

What atmosphere should a child be brought up in?

ek

ME‘TO'E[I/I‘JECKI/IE MaTepudJibl, Orpeesdronre rpoueaypy oleHrMBaHWA BBITIO/THEHKWA YCTHOI'O OIMpOCa

[Tpu oLieHKe YCTHOr0 ONpoca MakCUMaabHOe BHUMaHHe [JO/DKHO ye/sTbCsl TOMY, HACKO/IBbKO ITOJTHO
PacKpbITO COZepKaHue Marepuasa, UeTKO Y MPaBUIbHO [jaHbl ONpe/ie/ieHus], pACKPBITO COZlepyKaHue
TIOHSITH, BEPHO HCII0/Ib30BaHbl HAyUHble TEPMUHBI.

2 6as11a BBICTABIISETCS CTYAEHTY, eC/IM TI0JTHO PacKpPBITO COZiepyKaHre MaTepHara; UeTKO U TIPaBUIbHO
[laHbI OTIpeZiesieH!s, PaCKpbITO COZlep>KaHue MOHATHH; [/1s1 0Ka3aTe/1bCTBa UCII0/Ib30BaHbl apryMeHThI;
OTBET CaMOCTOSTe/bHBIN, UCI0/Ib30BaHbI paHee MpUOOpeTeHHbIe 3HAHUST; YeTKO TIPOC/IeKUBAETCs
Me>XXIIpeJMeTHas! CBsI3b; OTBET JHaeKTUUeCKUH, paCKpbITbl IPUUMHHO-CJIe/ICTBEHHbIE CBS3U.

1 6a/1 BBICTAB/ISIETCS CTY/EHTY, eC/IA PAaCKPhITO OCHOBHOE COZiepyKaHue MaTepHrasia; B OCHOBHOM
NIPaBU/IBHO JlaHbl OTpe/iesieHHs TIOHATHH; OTBET CaMOCTOSATe/IbHBIN; /IS J0Ka3aTebCTBA UCIIO/Ib3YHOTCS
apryMeHTbl, JOMyIlleHbl He3HauuTe/IbHble HapYLLIEeHUs B [0C/1e/10BaTe/IbHOCTU HU3/I0KEHUS.

0 6a/1/10B BBHICTaB/ISIETCS CTY/IEHTY, €C/IM He YCBOEHO OCHOBHOE CO/iepyKaHre yueOHOro MaTepuarna,
W3/I0)KeHO (hparMeHTapHO, He MO0C/IeJ0BaTe/IbHO; AOMYILeHbl 3HaUNTe/IbHbIe OIIMOKY U HETOUHOCTH B
o(opM/IeHMH BbICKa3bIBaHUH; 1eMOHCTPUP

KonTponbHas pabora
KonTposnbHas pabora 2.2

Vocabulary Test 2
(Term 4)
1. Give English idioms for the following phrases.
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To feel fine

To be nervous

To get a disease by being infected

To make someone live

To look healthy

Give synonyms to the following words and phrases.
Illness

High temperature

Ache

Sleep deprivation

To treat smb.

Give antonyms to the following words and phrases.
Low-calorie food

To gain weight

To fall ill with a disease

Painful operation

To be alive and kicking

Fill in prepositions.

To bring ... the fever

To write ... a prescription

To be short ... breath

To be laid ... ... smth.

To treat smb. ... smth.

Guess what is meant

To let the air suddenly through the nose and the mouth when having a cold
Difficulty in digesting food

A special choice of food ordered by a doctor

A doctor’s notice with instructions

The regular beating of the arteries

Fill in the missing word from the given list.

Therapy, examine, remedy, sore, cure.

—

PERPEEREREEREREERERERPORRNDEROLBLN

My arm is really ... and I can’t move it.

Many rock stars seem to end up in drug ... .

Do you think a ... for cancer will ever be found?

I lifted my shirt so the doctor could ... my chest.

My granny uses an old-fashioned ... for her arthritis.

Match to make sentences.

It is said that people who eat poorly are likely... a) on with lasers these days?
Did you know that you can have your eyes operated... b) going to the gym more often?
I’'m getting really tired of ... c) losing a bit of weight?

Why don’t you try ... d) telling my dad to give up smoking

It really is worth... e) to have health problems

Choose the correct answer

Hello? I’d like to ... an appointment with Dr. Fletcher, please.
form b) do c) break d) make

Eat your vegetables. They’ll ... you good.

make b) get c) do d) have

Being ... an injection wasn’t as painful as I thought.

given b) done c) made d) taken

I like to ... fit by going to the gym at least twice a week.
continue b) make c) keep d) set

I was told to ... the medicine three times a day before each meal.
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eat b) take c) get d) have

Complete the sentence by changing the form of the word given in capitals
Most people seem to be .... of the harmful effects of their diet. ( AWARE )
I’m .... to oranges, so I have to be very careful what I eat. (ALLERGY )
Luckily, Ted’s ... were not serious and he was sent home. (INJURE )

Our unique service consists of a series of ... the will give you the results you’ve always wanted. (

INJECT)

The ... period after this operation is very short. ( RECOVER )

Translate the following sentences into English

51 He MOTy TOBOPUTh TPOMKO, ¥ MeHs1 O0/TUT ropJio.

Ecnu 651 ThI IpUHUMAJT JIEKAPCTBO PETYNSIPHO, Y Tebsi Obl He ObIJIO 0CIOKHEHHH.
51 fomKHO OBITH MPOCTYAWIACK, TAK Y MEHS >Kap.

MHe HpaBUTCS 3TOT BpPay, [IOTOMY YTO OH He TIPOITMCHIBAET MHOTO JIEKapCTB.
[pugep>xuBaiics AMeThl U3 OBOLLeH U (PYKTOB U BO3/IEP>KUBACS OT ajIKOTOJIsl.
Y MeHs 4TO-TO C cep/LieM, C/ielaiiTe MHe YKOI.

Moii cbiH 607eH BeTPSIHKOM, OH /J0/DKeH HeCKOJIBKO JIHeH 10JieXaTh B MOCTesTH.
51 TO/TBKO UTO BBI3ZOPOBE/IA OT BOCIA/EHHS JIETKUX.

Bpau ocmoTpen MeHsl, U3MepW/I [iaB/ieHue 1 BbINMCa PeLierT.

0 Ecnu BeI He Oyziete 3a60TUThCS 0 cebe, y BaC MOXKeT OBbITh HEPBHOE PaCCTPOMCTBO.

KonTtponbHas pabora 3.1

Bringing up children

Fill in the prepositions

Art

1.

9.

PN A WD

to progress _ one’s development

to gain independence _ parents

to grow _

to be sensitive _ one’s feelings

to have full faith _

to keep anger _ control

to win smb. _

to let steam _

to exaggerate praise _ _ all propotion

10. to concentrate _ a child’ strength
Translate

1.

AR

HLoONo Uk WN

3ame[|JIeHHOe Pa3BUTHE
NooIpsSTh pebeHKa

OBITB 3pesbIM

OTBETCTBEHHbIE B3POCIIbIe

TOBOPHUThH PEIIUTEEHO

OBITh JIOTUUHBIM, [TOC/Ie0BATETbHBIM
J00aB/IATh Mac/ia B OTOHb

He C03/1aBaTh HATPSDKEHUST

CKa3aTh Cropsiua, B TIOPhLIBe

. TIepexBa/IMBaTh pebeHKa

Agree or disagree:

The National Gallery is the largest picture gallery in the Commonwealth.
William Hogarth was the first President of the Royal Academy.

Th. Gainsborough was particularly good at depicting animals, especially horses.

Portrait art was the main kind of painting in England in the XVIIT ¢,

The English School of painting in the XIX™ ¢. was best represented by J. Constable, J.M.W.

Turner, Th. Lawrence and the Preraphaelites.
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2. Translate the following sentences into English:

1. Ha creHax MacTepckoii Bucenu HabpoCKU 1 KapTUHBI 6e3 paM, I71aBHbIM 00pa3oM, KOTTMU C KapTHH
cTapbix MacTepoB. 2. Ha Monb0epTe Bo3/ie CTO/IA CTOST IOPTPET MOJIOZAOM XKeHIIMHBI. JTO ObLT ITOPTPeT
BO Becb pocT. 3. K cTeHe Obi/1 TPUCTIOHEH XOJICT, @ Ha T0JTy Jie)Kald KUCTU, TFOOUKU € KPaCcKoM U MamTpa.
4. OH ObIT MaCTepoOM TOPTPeTa U 3aBOeBasl OOJIBILYIO0 U3BECTHOCTh. 5. OH HATSHYJT XOJICT, YKPETUT
MO/16epT U TMPUTOTOBU/I KPAaCKHU U TIA/IUTPY. 6. XyI0)KHUK CUMTAJI Lie/IbI0 CBOEH »KU3HU U300pakeHue
yesIOBeKa 1 ero xapakrepa. 7. MassuuK He 3Has, Kak TPYAHO PHCOBATh KUBYIO Mogenb. 8. Ecyiu 6b1 oH
XOTeJl CTaTb XyA0KHUKOM, OH Obl yunsicsi pucoBaTh. 9. CoueTaHre cBeTa U TeHU B KaPTHHE 3amMeyaresibHoO.
10. MukenbaHzpKeno ObLT U3yMUTETBHBIN MacTep pucyHka. 11. B XVII Beke mopTpeT 6bu1 paripocTpaHeH
BO Bcell EBporie. 12. OTOT aBTONOPTPeT HaNMCaH XyJ0XKHUKOM B MOC/Ie/IHHE TOAbl )KU3HHU. 13. XyJ0)KHUK
HaIMcasl LeTyro CepPUI0 TIOSICHBIX TTIOPTPETOB U TIOPTPETOB BO BeCh POCT. 14 . JKaHpoBasi )KUBOMKCH Obla
ocobenHo momyssipHa B [omianauu B X VII Beke. ['oiaHzCKYe >KUBOTTHCI[BI TTHCAA )KaHPOBBIE CLIEHKH,
apXUTEKTypHble UHTPbePbl, HATFOPMOPTHI U3 LIBETOB, a TAK)Ke (PPYKTOB U yTBapH.

MeTtoznueckrie MaTepuyasbl, OTpe/iestoLiye TIPoLelypy OLieHHBaHWsI KOHTPOJIbHOM paboThl

OrnicaHrie METOIUKY OLIeHUBAHUS: TIPU OLIeHKe BBITIOTHEHUS CTYAeHTOM KOHTPOJIbHOU PabOoThI
MaKCHMMa/lbHOe BHUMaHHe CJielyeT yAeasaTh CAeyIOIUM acrieKTaM: HaCKOIbKO MIO/THO B TeOpeTUUe CKOM
BOIPOCE PACKPBITO COJiep>KaHre MaTepuasa, UeTKO U NIPaBU/IbHO JlaHbl OTpe/esieHus], PaCKpbITO
cofiep>kaHue MOHSATUM; BEpPHO UCII0/Ib30BaHbl HAyYHble TEPMUHbI; EMOHCTPUPYIOTCS] BBICOKHI YPOBEHb
YMeHHUs1 OIleprpoBaTh HayUHbIMU KaTeropysiMH, aHa/IM3UpOoBaTh MH(POPMaLMIO, B/lafleHHe HaBbIKaMU
MIpaKTUUeCKOU [1esiTeIbHOCTH; KeC-3a/laHre pelleHO Ha BBICOKOM YPOBHE, COZIePXKUT apryMeHTaL1Io U
TIOSICHEHUSI.

Kpurtepuu ouenku (B 6a/1ax):

- 9-10 6anIoB BBICTABMSETCS CTY[EHTY, eC/IM B TEOPETHUeCKOM BOTIPOCE TTOJTHO PAaCKPBITO COZlepKaHue
MaTepuasa; YeTKO M MPaBU/IbHO JiaHbl OTpe/ie/ieHHs], paCKPbITO COJiepyKaHue MOHATHMH; BEPHO
VCTI0/1b30BaHbl HAYYHbIE TEPMUHBI; eMOHCTPUPYIOTCSI BBICOKMI YPOBEHb YMEHUsI OIleprupoBaTh
Hay4YHbIMM KaTeropUsiMM, aHaIM3upoBaTh UH(OPMaLIMIO, BllaJleHre HaBblKaMU NPaKTHUe CKOM
JiesTe/IbHOCTH; KelC-3a/laHue pellieHO Ha BBICOKOM YPOBHE, COJlep KUT TOsSICHEHHsT; TeCTOBbIe 3aZlaHus
pelleHs! cBbille, yeM Ha 80%; ypoBeHb 3HaHUM, YMEHUM, B/laIeHUH — BBICOKHI;

- 7-8 6asI0B BHICTAB/ISETCS CTYAEHTY, eC/Id B TeopeTHuecKoM BOIIpOCe pacKpbITO OCHOBHOE COZlepyKaHue
MaTepuasa; B OCHOBHOM INPaBUIbHO [laHbl OMpe/iesieHus TIOHATHUM M UCTI0/Ib30BaHbl HAyUHble TEPMUHBI;
OTBET CaMOCTOSATe/bHBIN; ONpe/iesieHrs IOHATUN HelloJHbIe, J0MyLleHbl He3HauuTe/IbHble HapylLleHus B
TI0C/IeZI0BaTeIbHOCTH U3/I0)KeHHsT; HeOOoTbIlMe HeJ0CTaTKK TIPU UCTI0/Ib30BaHUM HayUHBIX TEPMUHOB,;
KelCc-3a/jaH1e pelleHO BepHO, HO pellleHye He J0Be/leHO /0 3aBepLIatolliero 3Tara; TeCThl pelleHsl Ha 60-
80%. YpoBeHb 3HaHUM, yMeHUH, BlaIecHU — CpeIHU;

- 5-6 6a//I0B BHICTAB/ISETCS CTYAEHTY, €CJIM B TEOPETHUECKOM BOTIPOCE YCBOEHO OCHOBHOE, HO
Heroc/ieloBaTe/IbHO; OIpe/ie/ieHNs MOHSITUM HeZJ0CTaTOYHO YeTKHe; He MCI0/Ib30BaHbl B KaueCcTBe
JIOKa3aTebCTBa BBIBOJBI M 000011jeHs 13 HAaO/MIOie !, MPAKTHYeCKUX 3aHSITHH; YPOBEHb YMeHUsT
OIepupOBaTh HayYHbIMH KaTeropusiMu, aHaIM3MpoBaTh UH(POPMALIMIO, BjaleHHsl HaBbIKaMy1

TIpaKTUUe CKOU JlesiTeJTbHOCTA HeBBICOKMM, HAO/IOat0TCst MPO0Oerbl ¥ HETOUHOCTH; B PellleHue Keiic-
3a/laHus BEPHO BBITTOJIHEHBI HEKOTOPbIE 3Tallbl; TeCThl pelieHbl Ha 40-60%; ypoBeHb 3HaHUM, YMEHUH,
B/IaZIeHUM — yJOB/IETBOPUTE/bHBIN;

- MeHee 5 0aJlJIOB BBICTAB/ISIETCS CTYEHTY, eC/TM B TEOPETUYECKOM BOTIPOCE He U3/I0KEHO OCHOBHOE
cozepkaHue yueOHOTO MaTepurarna, U3oKeHre pparMeHTapHOe, He TI0C/Ie/IoBaTe/TbHOe; OTpe/ieieHust
TIOHSITHI He UeTKHe; He UCI0/Ib30BaHbl B KaueCTBe Jl0Ka3aTe/bCTBa BbIBO/bI M 000011IeHus U3
Ha0/Tr0/1eHNH, ypOBEeHb YMEHHsI OTIepPUPOBATh HAyUHBIMH KaTerOpusiMU, aHa/IM3UPOBaTh HHPOPMALIHIO,
B/1a/leHN1s1 HaBbIKaMU MMPaKTUYeCKOM /leATe/TIbHOCTA OYeHb HU3KHWI; TECThI pellieHbl MeHee, ueM Ha 40 %;
YPOBeHb 3HaHUM, YMEHUH, B/la/leHUN — HeZJlOCTaTOYHBbIM.

Coo01enue

Coo0rieHne- myO/uHOe BBICTYTIZIEHHE WM JOKYMEHT, KOTOpble COZiepKaT MH(GOPMAIMI0 M OTPaXKaroT
CyTb BOMPOCA WM UCC/Ie[J0BaHKsI IPUMEHNUTENBHO K JAHHOW CUTYaluu
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Coo0ijerue 2.1

TembI CO00IEHHH

1. Tell about the popular types of holidays in Great Britain. What are the most popular holiday
destinations for British people?2. What types of holiday accommodation do you know?3. What’s your
favourite means of transport? What do you think is the most comfortable one?4. Tell about your last
holiday experience? Where did you go? Did you stay at a hotel or did you choose other type of
accommodation? What places did you see?5. What is your most memorable holiday? Was it in Russia or
did you go abroad? Did you go sightseeing?6. Do you like active holidays? Are you fond of walking and
hiking?7. Where do you plan to go for your next holidays?

METO,E[I/I‘JECKI/IE MaTepHaJibl, Oripeie/drolre Ipoueaypy OoLeHrMBaHWA COO6LL[EHI/IH

[Tpu orjeHKe COOOIIEHHsT MaKCHMaTbHOe BHUMaHUe JI0/DKHO YAESITHCS TOMY, HACKOJIBKO TTOJTHO
PacKpbITO COZiepyKaHue Marepuasa, UeTKO Y MPaBUIbHO JjaHbl ONpe/ie/ieHus], PACKPBITO COZlepyKaHue
TIOHSITH, BEPHO HCII0/Ib30BaHbl HAyUHble TEPMUHBI.

2 0as1a BBICTAB/ISIETCS CTYEHTY, eC/IM TIOTHO PAaCKpPhITO COZlepykaHKe MaTepuasa; YeTKO U IpPaBUIbHO
[laHbI OTIpeZie/ieH!s, PaCKpbITO COZlep>KaHue MOHATHH; [/1S1 J0Ka3aTe/IbCTBa UCI0/Ib30BaHbl apryMeHThI;
OTBET CaMOCTOSITe/IbHBIN, UCI0/Ib30BaHbI paHee MpUOOpeTeHHbIe 3HAHUST; YeTKO TIPOC/IeKUBAETCS
Me>XXIIpeJMeTHas! CBsi3b; OTBET JMaeKTUUeCKUH, paCKpbITbl IPUUMHHO-CJIe/ICTBEHHbIE CBSI3U.

1 6as11 BBICTaB/ISIETCS CTY/IEHTY, eC/TM PACKPBITO OCHOBHOE COZiep>KaHue MaTepHrasia; B OCHOBHOM
NIPaBU/IBHO JlaHbl OTIpe/iesieHUs TIOHATHH; OTBET CaMOCTOSTe/IbHBIN; /IS J0Ka3aTeIbCTBa UCII0/b3YHOTCS
apryMeHTbl, JOMyIlleHbl He3HauuTe/IbHble HapYLLIEeHUs B [0C/1e/10BaTe/IbHOCTU HU3/I0KEHUS.

0 6a/1/10B BBHICTaB/ISIETCS CTY/IEHTY, €C/IM He YCBOEHO OCHOBHOE CO/iepyKaHre yueOHOro MaTepuarna,
M37I0’)KeHO (hparMeHTapHO, He T0C/e[j0BaTe/IbHO; A0MNYyIleHbl 3HaUKTe/IbHbIe OIIMOKHA U HETOYHOCTU B
o(opM/IeHNH BbICKa3bIBaHUH; eMOHCTPUPYIOTCS OUeHb HU3KUI ypPOBEHb YMEHUs BOCIIPOM3BOJUTh
CBSI3HbIE BbICKa3bIBaHUS 110 TeMe

Keilic-3ajanun

OmvcaHve KelC-33[jaHWl: KeliC-3a/jaHye TIpeJCTaB/sseT COO0M CUTYal[MOHHYIO 3a7iauy, TpeOyrolyro
OCMBIC/IeHUs], aHa/Ii3a, a 3aTeM pellleHus. PellileHre Kelic-3a/laHus JODKHO ObITh apryMeHTHMPOBAHHBIM,
cofiep>KaThb MOSICHEHUSI.

Keric-3apanne 1.1

1 Draw your "family tree" telling who your ancestors were, where they came from, etc. Writethe
names of your relatives. Next to each name, write down their relationship to you; e.g.mother, sister-
in-law, cousin, nephew, etc.Catherine = Davidmother fatherJack Billson sonMary Jim Sue Peter
Dianadaughter son daughter son daughter2 Give your partner your family tree and let him / her test
you on the names of your relatives. Give interesting facts about members of your family.

Keiic-3aganme 1.1

Find out about your groupmates (their countries of residence, birthplace, nationality, age,family,
etc.). Use the following dialogues as models.M od e 1 A : — What's your full name?— My full name is
Ivanov Alexander Petrovich. Ivanov is mysurname (family name). Alexander (Alex for short) is
myChristian (first, personal) name. Petrovich is my patronimic. Callme Alex by my first name.Susan —
Suzy Robert — BobElizabeth — Betsy, Liz Richard — DickDorothy — Dot Patrick — PatM od e | B :
— Where do you live?— I live at number 15, Pushkin street.— What's your address?— My address is:
15, Pushkin street, Minsk, Belarus, 220089.— Have you got a telephone? What's your telephone number?
— It's 253-88-01 (two, five, three, double, eight, o, one).M od e I C : — How old are you? When and
where were you born?— I was born on October 9, 1982, so I'm nearly 18. I come fromBrest, Actually I'm
Belarusian, though my grandmother was aPole.M od e I D : — Have you got a family?— I'm not married
yet and I live in my parents' house.— What relation is Mrs. Black to you?— She is my aunt.
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— Is Kate any relation to you?— No, she is a distant relation of mine.

Keric-3amanue 2.1

Task 1. Make up a conversation in which three friends argue about how they should travel to a distant
city for a long weekend. One thinks it would be best to go by car, the second is for going by train, the
third would prefer to go by coach.

Task 2. Role-play: To really enjoy a round-the world trip you need to spend quite a long time in each
place. This probably means being away from home for much longer than one month.

What problems do you think you would have being away from home for up to one year, for instance?
Talk to your partner about the following things:

Clothes money health luggage family accommodation

Keiic-3aganme 3.1

The situation “I am an early childhood educator”:

 BbI nipezcTaBnsieTe nearornyeckyii yHUBEPCUTET Ha sipMapKe NpodeccrHoHanisHOTo 00pa3oBaHusl.
[ToAroTOBLTE TIPE3€HTAL|I0 O MPOQeCCHU MPeoAaBaTesisi U PaCCKaKUTe 0 TOM, UTO HeoOXoguMo
JUTSL TOTO, YTOOBI CTaTh MPOGeCCHOHAIOM B 3TOM 00/1aCTH ¥ KAKUMH UepTaMu 00/1a/jafoT
CMeL[UaTCThI-TIe/IarOr v,

* BbI — CTyZeHT nefaroruueckoro yHMBepCUTeTa 1 MPUHMUMAaeTe yuacTHe B MeXKAYHapOJHON
KOH(epeHLH, TIOCBSIILEHHOW BOIIPOCaM JIOIIKOILHOTO U IIKO/IbHOTO 00pa30BaHUs M BOCITUTAHUSI.
Paccripocute 3apy0e>KHOTO KOJIIETy O TOM, UTO TpeOyeTcs AJisi TOro, YTOOBI CTaTh CHeLaiicTOM
B 00/1aCTH paHHero o0yueHus 1eTe.

METO,E[I/I‘JECKI/IQ MaTepudJibl, Orpeesdronye rnpoueaypy oneHrMBaHWS BbITTO/THEHUA KEﬁC—BaAaHHfI

OmnucaHue MeTOAWKH OIIeHUBaHMSI: TIPY OIIEHKe PeIleHus Kelc-3a/iaHnsl HauboJibiliee BHUMaHUe JIO/DKHO
OBbITH yZie/IeHO TOMY, HaCKOJIBKO TIOJTHO PaCKpPBITO COZlepyKaHKe MaTepuara, YeTKO U MPaBUILHO JaHbI JIU
oripeie/ieHus], PaCKPbITO CO/leP>KaHue TIOHATHH, BePHO JIW UCTIOb30BaHbl HAyUHbIe TEPMUHBI,
WCTI0/Tb30BaHbl JIM apTyMeHTHPOBaHHbIe /10Ka3aTe/IbCTBa, OTBIT JesTeTbHOCTH, UCITO/Ib30BaHbI JIU paHee
TIproOpeTeHHbIe 3HAaHKSI, PACKPBITHI JId TIPUUUHHO-C/Ie/[CTBEHHbBIE CBSI3U, HACKOIBKO BLICOK YPOBEHb
YMEeHHUSI OTlepUPOBaHUsI HayYHBIMU KaTeropysIMH, aHau3a WH(GOPMalL[iH, Ba/[eHUsI HaBbIKaMU

TIPAKTUUe CKOU J1esiTe/IbHOCTH.

Kpurepuu ouenku (B 6a/1ax) (70/DKHBI CTPOTO COOTBETCTBOBATh PEHTUHT T/IaHY 110 MaKC. U MUH.
KO/TWY. 6aJI/IoB U TOJIBKO /IJISl T€X, KTO YUUTCS C UCIIO/Tb30BaHHEM MOAY/TbHO-PEUTUHTOBOM CHCTEMBI
00y4eHUs ¥ OLIEHKU yCIIeBaeMOCTH CTY/I€HTOB):

- 2 Gasu1a BBICTAB/ISIETCS CTYEHTY, eC/IU 3alaHue TPaMOTHO TIPOAaHAIM3UPOBAHO, YCTAHOB/IEHEI
TIPUYMHHO-C/Ie/ICTBEHHBIE CBSI3H, IEMOHCTPUPYIOTCS YMeHUs1 paboTaTh C NCTOUHUKaMH UH(MOpPMaLIWH,
B/Ia/leHre HaBbIKaMU MPaKTHUUeCKOU /leATeTbHOCTH, Hal/[eHO ONMTUMa/IbHOe pellleHue Kelic-3alaHue;

- 1 Gasu BBICTAB/ISIETCS CTY/IEHTY, €C/H 3a/jaHKe TIPOaHaTM3UPOBAHO MIOBEPXHOCTHO, He YCTaHOB/IEHbI
TIPUYMHHO-CJIe[ICTBEHHbBIE CBSI3H, IEMOHCTPUPYIOTCS Cabble yMeHHs paboTaTh C MCTOUHWKAMU
ynHbopMaluK, HeyBepeHHOe BilaZleHre HaBbIKaMU MPaKTUUeCKOM JesaTe/TbHOCTH, HalileHO pellieHe Kelc-
3a/laHusl, HO UMeeT 3HaUUTe/TbHbIe He/I0UeThl;

- 0 6asTOB BHICTAB/SIETCS CTY[EHTY, €C/TU 3aJlaHre He TTPoaHa/M3UPOBaHO, He YCTaHOB/IEeHbI IPUUHWHHO-
CJIeICTBEHHBIE CBSA3H, IEMOHCTPUPYETCS OTCYTCTBUE YMEHHs paboTaTh C UCTOUHUKAMU UH(POPMAILUH, He
chopMHpOBaHbI HAaBBIKY TIPAKTUUECKOM /lesITe/IbHOCTH, PellleHre Kekc-3a/laHusl He HaliZieHo.

Acce

BrinonHeHnue 3cce npeaHa3sHa4ye€HO [JId Pa3BUTHA HABBIKOB CAMOCTOATE/IbHOI'O TBOPUYECKOT'O MBIIIJIEHWA U
MMMCbMEHHOT0 M3J/I0KeHHUs] COOCTBEHHBLIX MBIC/IEH.
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Jcce 2.2

Write an essay on the following points.

NOOUT A WN -

8. Medical care in Russia.
9. A sound mind in a sound body.
10. Live not to eat, but eat to live.

. My keep-fit programme helps me to avoid diseases.
. Good health is above wealth.
. Diseases are the interests of pleasure.

. Health is not valued till sickness comes.

. Heredity is the main factor of our condition.
. My last visit to the doctor.
. Our condition does not depend on us.

MeToauueckre MaTepuabl, Orpe/estolye MpoLefypy OLleHUBaHUs BbITIOJIHEHUS 3CCe

basnel Perenue Oprannsanusa | Jlekcuka I'pammaruka Opdorpadus u
KOMMYHUKATHBH | TEKCTa IYHKTYaLust
oM 3ajauu
(copeprkaHue)

2 3ajanue BrickasbiBanue |Mcnonb3yemslii | Vcrnonb3yrorcs
BBITO/IHEHO JIOTUUHO: CJIOBapHbIT rpamMmaruyecku
TIOJTHOCTBIO: cpe/CTBa 3amnac e CTPYKTYpbI B
CoZiep>KaHue JIOTUYeCKO COOTBETCTBYeT |COOTBETCTBUM C
OTpa’kaeT BCeé | CBsI3U BbIOpaHBI |IOCTaB/IeHHOW | TIOCTaBIeHHOU
aCTeKThl, NIPaBU/IBbHO; 3aziaue; 3a/jaueil.
yKa3aHHbIE B TeKCT pa3fiefieH | TnpakThuuecku | Ilpakthuecku
3a/laHuY; Ha ab3aupr; HeT HapylleHUH | OTCYyTCTBYIOT
CTU/IeBOE ¢hopmat B OLIMOKH.
odopmreHre BBICKA3bIBaHUsI |MCII0/Ib30BaHUH | (1-2 ommbKn)
peuu BbIOpaHO | BbIOpaH JIEKCUKU.

MPaBUJIBHO C MPaBU/IbHO (1-2 ombkn)
y4eToM Lieu

BbICKa3bIBaHUSI

W ajpecara;

Co0MHOIeHbI

TIPUHSIThIE B

s13bIKE HOPMBI

BEXJIMBOCTH.

1 3asaHue BrickaspiBanue |Vcnone3yemsiii | Mmeetcs psg, Opdorpaduuec
BBITIO/THEHO: B OCHOBHOM CJI0BapHbIN rpaMMaTU4ecKy | Kve OIUOKU
HEeKOTOpble JIOTUUHO; 3amac X OIMOOK, He | TIPaKTHUeCKH
aCreKTsl, VIMEIOTCS COOTBETCTBYET |3aTPyAHSIIOLIUX |OTCYTCTBYIOT.
yKa3aHHbIe B OT/le/IbHbIe MOCTaB/eHHON | [TOHUMaHue TekcT paszesneH
3a/laHuM1 He/I0CTaTKU MpH | 3ajjaye, OHAKO |TeKCTa Ha
PaCKpBITBI HE | WCIIOJIb30BaHUM |BCTpevaroTcsi | (3-7 ommboK) | mpezioykeHus C
TIOJIHOCTHIO; CpeJCTB OT/le/IbHBIe TMIPaBU/IbHBIM
HMMEHTCS JIOTUYeCKOr HETOUHOCTH B MyHKTyal[OHH
OT/ie/IbHBIe CBSI3U; UMEIOTCS | yIIoTpebIeHuH BIM
HapyLleHNs OT/le/IbHbIe c/ioB b0 oopmieHreM
CTUJIEBOTO He/I0CTaTKY TpY | CJIOBapHbIN (1-2 ommbkn)
oopmeHus JleJleHUU TeKCTa |3arac
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peuy; B Ha ab3a1ipl; orpanuueH. Ho
OCHOBHOM VMerTCs JIeKCHKa
co0sttozieHbI OT/Ze/IbHbIe WCII0/Tb30BaHa
TIPUHSATHIE B HapyLIeHUs MpaBUILHO
s3bIKe HOPMbI | popmaTa (3-7 ommboK)
BEXX/IMBOCTU BBICKa3bIBaHUsI
3aziaHue BrickasbiBanue |Mcrnonb3oBaH | JInOo yacTo Nwmeetcd psp
BBITIOJTHEHO He | He Bcerja HEeOTpaBJaHHO |BCTpeyarTcs | opdorpaduueck
TMOJTHOCTBIO: JIOTUUHO: OrpaHUYEHHBIN | OLIUOKH WX WU
Cofiep>KaHue He | UMeroTCst CJIOBapHbIT 3/IEMEHTapHOTO | MyHKTYaLMOHH
OTpa)kaeT BCe  |HeJJOCTaTKU WJIM | 3arac; 4acTo YPOBHS, TUO0 | bIX OIIMOOK,
acTIeKThl, OLIMOKH B BCTPEYaroTCsl | OMMOKHU KOTOpbIe
yKa3aHHbIe B WCTIO/Tb30BaHUM |HApYIlIeHUsI B | HEMHOTOUKCJ/IEH | 3HAYMTETbHO
3a/laHWH; YacTo |CPe/CTB WCTIO0/Ib30BaHUU | HBI, HO 3aTpYAHSIOT
BCTpEUaroTCsl | JIOrUueCcKou JIeKCUKH, 3aTPYJHSIOT TOHUMaHue
HapyLIeHUs CBSI3U, UX HEKOTOpble U3 | [IOHUMaHue TeKCTa
CTUJIEBOTO BBIOOD KOTOPBIX MOTYT |T€KCTa (3-10 ourn6oK)
o(opmJIeHus; B | OTpaHHYEH; 3aTpYAHATh (8-12 o1mboK)
OCHOBHOM He |/leJieHHe TeKCTa |[IOHUMaHUe
cobmofaroTcsi | Ha ab3aribl TeKCTa
TIPUHSITHIE B HEeJIOTUYHO WU/TN
sI3bIKe HOPMBI | OTCYTCTBYET;
BEXX/IUBOCTH UMEIOTCS

MHOTOUHMC/IeHH

bIe OITMOKK B

dbopmare

BBbICKa3bIBaHUSI

Juckyccus

Iuckyccust siBisieTCsl CriocOOOM OpraHu3aljii COBMECTHOM JesATeNbHOCTU C Iie/ibl0 MHTeHCHU(UKaIK
mporiecca TIPUHSITHS PEIlleHWs B TPYINe a Takke TMPUMEHSIETCS KaK METOJ, aKTHMBHOTO OOyueHws,
OCHOBAHHBIM Ha TyOMMUHOM O0OCYXJeHUM TMpoOsieMbl, 1ieJlb KOTOPOTO BBISICHEHHWE M COTOCTaBJieHHe
Pa3/IMYHbIX TOUEK 3PEHUs], HAaXOXK/IE€HWe TMPABWILHOTO PEIeHUs] CIIOPHOTO BOMpOCA- MeTo[ 00ydeHus,
TIOBBILIAOIIUN UHTEHCUBHOCTb U 3()(eKTHBHOCTh MpoLiecca BOCIIPUSTUS 3a CUET aKTUBHOTO BK/IHOUEHUS
00y4aeMbIX B KOJUIEKTUBHBIN MTOMCK UCTHUHBI.

Huckyccus 1.1

Read the text and then choose the best hobby for each of these people from the box. Work in groups
of 3-4 people.Susan is a pharmacist and spends most of her day working alone. She has several hobbies
— she makes her own clothes and enjoys gardening — but she would like to get out of the house and
meet people.

John has a very stressful job in an advertising agency. His friends think he is a workaholic and he does not
have much time for hobbies. However, he would like to find a hobby which is both stimulating and
relaxing.

Mary used to be a teacher, but she has been unemployed for almost a year. She spends most of her day
reading but is now getting very bored. She is also very worried about her future.

Brian is a machine operator. His job is tiring but very monotonous. He spends most of his spare time
watching his local football team and listening to jazz, but he would like an active, creative hobby which
would give him more personal satisfaction.
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Huckyccus 2.1

Holiday-Making

Talking Points:

1. Where would you spend your ideal holiday? What kind of accommodation would you stay in? How
would you spend your time?

2. Holidaymaking in Britain and in Russia. What makes them alike and different?
3. Speak about the weekend plans of the following people:

a) a married couple with children;

b) a young businesswoman ;

c) a student living away from home;

d) a football fan;

e) a breakfast-in-bed and Sunday paper enthusiast.

Air Travel

Conversation Questions:

How old were you when you went on your first flight?

Where did you go?

Do you like to travel by airplane?

What was the longest flight you have ever taken?

What seat do you prefer: window, center or aisle?

What are three things you're supposed to do before the flight takes off?
What do you like to do during the flight?

Does the plane provide anything to do to pass the time?

What are some movies you remember seeing on the plane?

What do you do when you experience turbulence?

Have you ever met anyone or established any relationships during a flight?
What should be done with obese people who practically take up two seats?
Can you sleep during the flight?

Have you ever seen a female pilot?

Why do you think that most pilots are men?

Would you like to be a flight attendant?

What are the benefits and /or downfalls?

Are most flight attendants female?

Is being a flight attendant considered a good job in your country?

What do you think are the qualifications?

Are planes really safer than cars?

What are the advantages of traveling by airplane?

What are the disadvantages?

Do you know someone who is afraid of flying in an airplane?

MeToauueckre MaTepurasbl, Orpe/esitolye MpoLefypy OLleHUBaHUs BbIMOIHEHUS JUCKYCCUU

[1pu o1jeHKe yyacTHs CTy/leHTa B JUCKYCCHH MaKCHMMaabHOe BHUMaHUe [JOJDKHO YZe/sAThCS TOMY,
HACKOJIbKO aKTUBHO CTYZIeHT Y4YaBCTBYeT B [JUCKYCCHH, HACKOJIBKO TIOJTHO PaCKPBITO COZlepKaHHue
MaTepuasa, YeTKO U NPaBWIbHO /IaHbl OIpe/ieieHHs], PACKPBITO COZiepKaHue MOHSATHI, BEPHO
VCTI0/1b30BaHbl HAYYHbIE TEPMUHBI.

2 0as1a BBICTAB/ISIETCS CTYEHTY, eC/IM TIOTHO PAaCKpPhITO COZlepykaHKe MaTepuasa; YeTKO U paBUIbHO
[laHbl OTpeZiesieHts, PaCKpbITO COZlepyKaHue MOHSATHUH; [/ 0Ka3aTe/IbCTBa MCIO0Ib30BaHbl apryMeHThI U
KOHTPapryMeHTbl; OTBET CaMOCTOSITe/TbHBIM, UCII0/Ib30BaHbI paHee NIpUoOpeTeHHbIe 3HAHMUST; YeTKO
NIPOC/IeXKUBAETCS] MeXKTIPeIMeTHasi CBf3b; OTBET JiManeKTHYeCKUM, PaCKPbIThl IPUUUHHO-C/1e[ICTBEHHbIe
CBSI3U; BbICKa3bIBaHKe JIOTUUHOe; COO/II0ieHa KOPPEKTHOCTh 10 OTHOILIEHUIO K OTITIOHEHTY
(To/IepaHTHOCTb, yBa)KeHHe APYTUX B3IVIS/IOB, OTCYTCTBHE JIMUHOCTHBIX HarazlokK).
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1 6as1 BBICTAB/ISIETCS CTY/IEHTY, eC/TH PACKPBITO OCHOBHOE COJiep>KaHKe MaTepHrasia; B OCHOBHOM
TIPaBU/IbHO JlaHbl OMNpe/iesieHus TIOHATHU; OTBET CaMOCTOSITe/IbHBIN; /1/1s1 l0Ka3aTebCTBa UCIO/Ib3yOTCS
apryMeHTbIl, OMyll|eHbl He3HaYUTe/IbHbIe HapylleH!s B M0C/Ie/l0BaTe/IbHOCTH U3/I0’KeHUS; BbICKa3blBaHUe
He [J0CTaTOYHO JIOTUYHOE; He J0CTaTOuHO COO/I0/leHa KOPPeKTHOCTD 10 OTHOLLEHHUIO K OITIIOHEHTY
(To/IepaHTHOCTb, yBa)KeHHe APYTUX B3IVIS/IOB, OTCYTCTBHE JIMUHOCTHBIX HarazlokK).

0 6a/1/10B BHICTaB/ISIETCS CTY/IEHTY, €C/IM He YCBOEHO OCHOBHOE COZiepykaHue yueOHOro Marepuarna,
M3/I0)KeHO (hparMeHTapHO, He M0C/IeJ0BaTe/IbHO; AOMYILeHbl 3HaUNTe IbHbIe OIIMOKM ¥ HETOUHOCTH B
o(opM/IeHUM BbICKa3bIBaHWM; J€MOHCTPUPYIOTCS OUeHb HU3KUM YPOBEHb YMEHHsI BOCIIPOM3BOAUTD
CBSI3HbI@ BbICKa3bIBaHHS 10 TeMe; CTYJ,eHT HeaKTUBHO Y4YacTBYeT B JUCKYCCUU U He [IeMOCTpUpYyeT
yMeHHe OPUeHTHPOBaThCsl B MEHSIOILENCsl CUTYaL[1K.

IIpe3enTanus
IIpesenranusa 2.1

Presentation.

Create a presentation on country versus city. Try your best to compare the relative advantages of
living in the city or living in the country. Express your personal opinion of where you would like to
live if ypu were given a choice.

MeToauueckre MaTepyrabl, OrpeieNstoliye MpoLeiypy OLleHUBaHUS BbITIO/IHEHUS Mpe3eHTaLu

«[Ipe3eHTanus» B nepeBojie C aHIVIMMCKOIO f3bIKa — IMpefcTasaeHre. MynbTuMenliHbIe Mpe3eHTaluy -
criocob mpescTaBieHus WHGOPMALMK C TIOMOILBI0 KOMIbIOTepPHbIX TporpamMM PowerPoint, Windows
Movie Maker, sinsiroruxcst y00HbIM 1 3¢h)(heKTUBHBIM CIIOCOO0M, KOTOPBIN codeTaeT B cebe TUHAMUKY,
3ByK W H300pakeHue, T.e. (akTopbl, oObeguHstOImMe B cebe BCE, UTO CIIOCOOCTBYeT Y/epKUBAHHUIO
HeIPOM3BOJILHOTO BHUMAaHM U JIy4llleMy YCBOEHHWIO M3y4yaeMoro MaTepuarna.

TpeboBaHusI K CO3JaHUIO TIpe3eHTaLui

Ha nepsom cranzie pasmelnaercs:

- Ha3BaHMe Ipe3eHTaL1y;

- asrop: ®UO, rpymnma, Ha3BaHWe yueOHOro yupexJeHHs (COaBTOPHI YKAa3bIBAalOTCS B and)aBUTHOM
TopsifiKe);

- TOA.

Ha Bropom csiaiiie yka3biBaeTcsi cojiep)kKaHue paboThl, KOTopoe Jiyullle 0OPMHUTh B BUJle THUTIEPCCHITIOK
(#7151 THTEPAKTUBHOCTHU TPEe3eHTaL|N).

Ha mnocnegHem cnaiijle yka3bIBaeTCsl CIIMCOK HCIIO/b3yeMOM JIMTepaTypbl B COOTBETCTBUM C
TpeboBaHusAIMH, VIHTEepHET-peCypChl yKa3bIBalOTCS B MOC/IEHIO OYepeb.

Kputepuu orieHrBaHus:

Onenka «5» (OWIMYHO) BBICTAB/ISETCS, €CAM CTyHAeHT CO3Jaj IIpe3eHTalMl0 CaMOCTOSITe/IbHO;
rpe3eHTalUsl COAepXUT He MeHee 15-20 cnaiijoB WHGOpMaLMK; 3CTeTUYECKH OQOpMIIeHa; HMeeT
WIJTFOCTPaliY; Cojiep)kaHhe COOTBETCTBYeT TeMe; MpaBW/IbHasi CTPYKTYpPHMPOBAaHHOCTh MH(OpMalUy; B
TIpe3eHTaluM TPOC/IeXUBAETCS Haauuve JIOTUUeCKOW CBSI3U W3/I0)KeHHOM HWH(OpMAaLUK; TOJTHOCTHIO
PacKpbUI NPeJIOKEHHYIO TeMy (COOTBeTCTBHME BBIBOAOB M DPe3y/bTaTOB UCC/Ie0BaHUS IOCTaBIeHHOM
1|e/I1); TPaMOTHO COCTaBWJI IIpe3eHTalui0, MO0C/e0BaTe/IbHO W3/I0KKMB HH(OPMALMIO; KCII0/Ib30Baj
JOTIONHUTEe/IbHbIe UCTOUHWKKM HWH(opMmarun (Internet, AOMOMHUTENBHYIO JUTEPATYpy, MyO/MMKaLMK B
npecce U T.J.); paspaboran Au3aiiH Ipe3eHTalMH, COOTBETCTBYIOIIUI TeMe TpOeKTa; WCIOIb30Bal B
npe3eHTal[MM pa3/uyHble aHUMalMOHHble >S((eKTbl; MCIO0Ab30Bal TUIEPCChIIKM U yIpaB/soLUe
KHOITIKW; UMEeTCsl CoZlep>KaHKe M CIIMCOK UCTOYHUKOB MH(OpMaLun

Onenka «4» (XOpOLIO) BBICTABSETCS, €CIW CTYAeHT CO374a/l IIpe3eHTAljui0 CaMOCTOSITEe/IbHO;
Tpe3eHTalUsl COJEP)KUT He MeHee 15 criaijoB MH(pOpMaly; 3CTETUUECKU O(OpPMIIeHa; pacKpbLI
NIpeJ/IKEHHYH0 TeMy, JOIyCKas He3HauuTe/IbHble HEeTOYHOCTH; COCTaBW/I IIPe3eHTaLUio0, AOIyCcKas
HEKOTOPYH0 HerocC/ie/loBaTelbHOCTb ~ W3J/IOXKeHUsl Marepuana; pas3paboTan Au3aiiH  Tpe3eHTaL[UH,
COOTBETCTBYHOIIIMM TeMe T[IPOeKTa; MCIO0/b30Bajl pas3/dyHble aHUMalMOHHble S((eKTbl; HMeeTCs
cofiep)kaHWe ¥ CIMCOK WCTOYHMKOB MH(OpMAaLMW. COZep)XKaHWe COOTBETCTBYET TeMe; IMpaBU/IbHast
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CTPYKTYPUPOBaHHOCTb UH(OPMALIUK; B TIPe3eHTallUM He BCeraa MpOC/Ie)KUBaeTCsl Ha/uure JI0ruuecKoi
CBSI3U U3J/I0)KeHHOM MH(OpPMAaLUH; CTY[EeHT Npe/iCTaB/sieT CBOIO MIPe3eHTaLUI0 B CPOK.

Ouenka «3» (y[OB/eTBOPUTENbHO) BbICTAB/SIETCS, €C/IU CTY[eHT pacKpbll TeMy, AOMyCcTUB 2 — 4
cepbe3Hble TIOTPEIIHOCTH; COCTaBW/I TMpe3eHTalyio, OeccrucTeMHO W3/I0KMB MaTepuas; pa3paboran
[V3aliH Tpe3eHTalliy; MCIO/b30Ba/ll aHUMALIMOHHbIe 3(PQeKThbl; Tpe3eHTalUsi CO/[ePKUT MeHee 15
cnangoB; odopMieHa He 5CTeTUYeCKH, He KMMeeT WIIKCTpalWW; COJep)KaHue He B IIOJHOW Mepe
COOTBETCTBYeT TeMe; B TMpe3eHTAllMd He TPOC/eXUBAeTCsl Ha/lduyue JIOTUYeCKOW CBSI3M M3/I0KeHHOM
vH(OpMaLK; CTy[eHT He TIpeJCTaB/isieT CBOK Mpe3eHTallIo B CPOK.

Ounenka «2» (Hey[OB/IeTBOPUTENbHO) BBICTAB/SETCS, €C/Id CTY[eHT He caM CO037aj Tpe3eHTalluo;
npe3eHTalusi cofepxxut MeHee 10 caiifioB; odopmsieHa C HapylleHHWeM TpeOOBaHU, He HMeeT
WJTIOCTPALUM; COJlep)KaHre He COOTBETCTBYeT TeMe; BbICTPOeHA He JIOTMUHO; CTyAEeHT He Tpe/CTaBU/
CBOIO Mpe3eHTalMI0 B CPOK

IIpakTHUyecKoe 3afaHue
Amnanus tekcra 3.1

[TpakTrueckue 3afanus 1o pasgeny "AHanu3 Tekcra"
Chapters 1-10 (Fresh from the Country by Miss Read)

1. Speak about Elm Hill and the school, Mrs. Flinn’s sharp business methods and her terms for

letting rooms, Ann’s parents.

2. Speak about Miss Enderby as a perfect headmistress. What is your idea of a good headmistress?
Make up a dialogue in which Ann talks with her mother about the members of the school staff.
Organize a Parents' Association meeting. Act as a teacher. Ask questions to cover the content of
the problem raised in Chapter 4.

Make a detailed analysis of Miss Hobbs’ methods of conducting a lesson.

Present character sketches of the teachers described in Chapter 5-6.

Make up a list of problems Ann faced at school and suggest possible solutions.

Summarize Tom’s life-story. What are his views of teaching? Characterize Alan Foster. What

impression on the reader is intended by his conversation with Anna?

9. Compare Miss Anderson’s classes with those at Elm Hill school. What school would you prefer to
work?

10. Write a summary of one chapter.
11. Prepare a passage for good reading and translation.

[IpakTrueckoe 3ajanve 1.1

w

&

PN,

Read the text and share your opinions on the problem discussed.What Is in a Name? A young couple
I know has been trying to choose a name for their child, which will arrive soon. It hasn't been easy. They
don't want to name their baby after a relative, a famous person or themselves. They want something
distinctive, but not unusual. They ask if I had any suggestions, since I went through the same thing a
couple of times. When my first son was born, and I saw how big he was, I wanted to name him Bronko.
With the name of Bronko he would probably get in high position on an American football team, get
through college free and make a lot of money. But instead of Bronko, he was called David. David is a fine
name. It doesn't have any mud or coal dust on it. It's a clean, refined, sensitive name.So what happened to
my firstborn. There he stands today, about 6,5 feet high, huge arms, strong back, and not once in his life
has he ever knocked anybody unconscious. Instead he's a shrink, a musician and a scholar. As I explained
to that couple, his name helped his career.Then they showed me one of those books of names to help
parents make a choice. "It even has a list of the most popular names today", the husband said, "and a list
of the names that were popular years ago, when you were a kid". I looked at the list and wasn't surprised.
EverybodyI know has a kid with a trendy name.Girls are being named Heather, Jennifer, Jessica,
Kimberly, Allison and Melissa. Boys are being named Jason, Joshua, Christopher, Scott, Mark, Jeffrey.
When I was a kid, I didn't know anybody named Heather or Joshua. In my neighbourhood, boys had
solid, workmanlikenames: Stanley, Walter, Albert, Henry or Joe. Girls had in-the-kitchen names like
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Mildred, Dorothy, Helen, Eleanor, Bertha and Gertrude. So I suggested that they go for an old-
fashionedname, maybe Gertrude, so they could call her Gert. "I'm not .going to name my daughter Gert",
the woman said. "That's awful". I suggested Phoebe. But they didn't like that any better. "If it's a girl", the
husband said, "I'm leaning toward Lisa". I warned them that by the year 2000, one out of every five
young females in America would be named Lisa. And they would all marry guysnamed Mark. Better to
call her Pearl, so she'll stand out. And if it's a boy, Elmer. "Elmer," she cried, "That's horrible". As I was
leaving, they were pondering Samantha. The wife said: "We could call her Sam. That's cute". I told them
that if they wanted to give her a man's name, why not just call her Horace and be done with it. A name
choice is a serious matter, and many people have been embarrassed by the label they're stuck with. I'm
sure people remember the famous case of Joe Crapp, who went to court to get his name changed. The
judge said: "I don't blame you for wanting a new name, Joe. What have you chosen?" And Joe Grapp
responded: "I want my name changed to John Grapp. I'm tired of people always saying: "Whaddaya
know, Joe?"

1. Is it difficult to choose a name for a child ?2. What will you call your children? Why?3. Is it normal to
name a child after a famous person (a dead relative) ?4. How do you understand the word "trendy name"?
Can you give an exampleof Russian "trendy name"?5. How important do you think a good name is for
pop and film stars?6. How important is a good name for commercial products like shampoo,soap, cars or
cigars? Can you think of any examples of names which haveruined a product's success?

MeToaudecKrie MaTepuasbl, ONpeesitole MpoLeAypy OLleHUBAHUS BLITIOJTHEHUS TIPAKTHYe CKOTO
3a/jaHust

[Tpu oLieHKe BBINO/JTHEHHUS CTYAeHTOM NMPaKTHYeCKOro 3aaHuA MaKCMMa/lbHOe BHUMaHe cjieflyeT
yZensaTb 3HaHUIO TeMbl, 1eJId U 3aJjau paboThl, IPUMeHsIeMbIX MeTO/IMK HUCC/IeIoBaH s, 3HAaHUIO
(hakTHUYECKOTO MaTepuarna o TeMe, yMeHHIO paboTaTh C MaTepuaaoM, IPUMEeHSITh 3HaHHWs Ha TIPAaKTHKe,
aHa/IM3MpOBaTh pe3y/bTaThbl paboThl, MPOC/IEKUBATh TPUUMHHO-C/IeJCTBeHHbIe CBsI3H, B/Ia/IeHUI0
HaBbIKaMU MPaKTUUECKOH [1esiTe/IbHOCTH.

2 Gas1a BBICTAB/ISIETCS CTYIEHTY, eC/TU AEMOHCTPUPYIOTCS 3HaHKWE TeMBI, LIe/d ¥ 3aia4 TIPaKTU4YeCKOro
3af1aHusl, X07ia paboThl, MPUMEeHsIeMbIX MEeTOIUK MCC/IeI0BAHMS; IEMOHCTPHPYETCS TT0JTHOe 3HaHHe
(haKTUUYECKOTO MaTepuasa 1o Teme paboThI (B mpoLiecce 00CY>KAeHUs, TIPH OTBeTe Ha KOHTPOJIbHbIE
BOIPOCHI); IEMOHCTPUPYIOTCSI YMEHUS BOCIIPOM3BOJUTE CBSI3HbIE BbICKA3bIBaHUsI, IPUMEHSTh 3HaHUS Ha
TIpaKTHKe, aHa/IM31POBaTh Pe3y/bTaThl IIPAKTUUeCKOro 3a/laHusi U JOpPMYIMPOBaTh BLHIBOJRI,
TIPOC/IE)KUBATH IPUYUHHO-C/IEJCTBEHHBIE CBSI3H, J€MOHCTPHUPYETCsI CBOOOHOE BlajileHre HaBbIKaMU
BOCIIPOW3BO/UTE BbICKa3bIBaHKe.

1 6as1 BBICTAB/ISIETCS CTY/IEHTY, eC/TH IeMOHCTPHPYIOTCST HETIONIHOe 3HaHWe TeMBbl, Lie/Id U 3afiau
MIPaKTUUeCKOro 3a/laHusl, Xo/la paboThbl, MPUMeHsIeMbIX METOAMK UCC/e[J0BaHUS; IEMOHCTPUPYeTCs
HernoJHoe 3HaHHue (aKTUYeCKOro MaTepuara 1o TeMe paboTsl (B mporjecce o0CyKaeHus, TIPX OTBeTe Ha
KOHTDOJIbHBIE BOTIPOCHI); J€MOHCTPUPYIOTCS 3HAUMTe/TbHbIe HeTOUHOCTU B CBSI3HBIX BbICKA3bIBaHUSX, B
YMEeHUU NPUMEHSTh 3HaHUs Ha MPaKTHKe; JeMOHCTPUPYIOTCS 3aMeTHbIe He[0CTaTKX B YMEHUU
aHa/IM3MPOBaTh pe3y/bTaThl MPAaKTUUeCKOro 3a/laHusi U (Y OpMY/IMPOBaTh BbIBO/IbI, TIPOC/IEKUBATh
NIPUYMHHO-C/IeZICTBEHHBIE CBSI3U, 1eMOHCTPUPYyeTcsi 6a30Boe BaJieHre B/la/ileHUH HaBbIKaMH
BOCIIPOM3BO/IUTh BbICKa3bIBaHKe.

0 6a/1/10B BBHICTAB/ISIETCS CTYEHTY, €C/TH JeMOHCTPUPYIOTCS TIOJTHOE OTCYTCTBHE 3HaHUSI TeMBI, LIeTH U
3a/1ay MpaKTUYeCcKOro 3aJjaHusl, XoZia paboThl, IPUMeHsieMbIX METOJUK UCC/Ie/J0OBaHuUs; 1eMOHCTPUPYETCS
TIO/THOe OTCYTCTBHE 3HaHUs (PaKTUUeCcKOoro MaTepuasa o TeMe paboTsl (B mpoiiecce 00CyKeHus, TIpy
OTBeTe Ha KOHTPOJIbHbIE BOMPOCHI); IEMOHCTPUPYIOTCS SIBHbIe HETOUHOCTH B CBSI3HBIX BbICKa3bIBaHUSIX, B
YMeHUU NPUMEHSTh 3HaHUsI Ha NPaKTHKe; JeMOHCTPUPYIOTCSl 3HAUMTe/IbHbIe HeIOCTaTKU B YMEHUU
aHa/IM3MPOBaTh pe3y/bTaThl MPAaKTUUeCKOro 3a/laHusi U (hOpMY/IMPOBaTh BbIBO/IbI, TIPOC/IEKUBATh
NIPUYMHHO-C/IeZICTBEHHBIE CBSI3U, He IeMOHCTPUPYeTCst 6a30Boe Biia/ieHre Bila/leHNY HaBbIKaMU
BOCIIPOM3BO/IUTE BbICKa3bIBaHKe.
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JMuddepeHuypoBaHHbIH 3aueT

[TpumepHbIe BONpOCHI K Ard3aueTy, 3 Kypc / 5 cemecTp

Anna Lacey is a beginner at school.

A rum lot of the teaching staff at EIm Hill School.

The school system in England.

Miss Florence Enderby is a perfect headmistress.

The advantages and disadvantages of “a mechanical teacher” if compared to “a man teacher”.
Basic principles of bringing up children (handling children, punishment, discipline,
communication).

7. The problem of punishment and discipline in a family.

8. Excessive permissiveness. Teaching responsibility.

9. School problems. Generation gap.

10. The importance of having friends in your life.

11. Read, translate and retell Text 1. Put ten questions to the text. Analyze the given extract.
12. Read, translate and retell Text 2. Put ten questions to the text. Analyze the given extract.
13. Read, translate and retell Text 3. Put ten questions to the text. Analyze the given extract.
14. Read, translate and retell Text 4. Put ten questions to the text. Analyze the given extract.
15. Read, translate and retell Text 5. Put ten questions to the text. Analyze the given extract.
16. Read, translate and retell Text 6. Put ten questions to the text. Analyze the given extract.
17. Read, translate and retell Text 7. Put ten questions to the text. Analyze the given extract.
18. Read, translate and retell Text 8. Put ten questions to the text. Analyze the given extract.
19. Read, translate and retell Text 9. Put ten questions to the text. Analyze the given extract.
20. Read, translate and retell Text 10. Put ten questions to the text. Analyze the given extract.

kW=

Metozanueckre MaTepuasbl, ONIpeesiolye NpoLeAypy OLleHMBaHUs OTBeTa Ha AU depeHMpOBaHHOM
3aueTe

KpurtepusiMu oLieHUBaHUsI SIBISIFOTCsE Oasl/ibl, KOTOPbIe BHICTABJISIOTCS 3@ BU/IbI ZIeITe/TbHOCTH (OLIeHOYHbIe
CpeJiCTBa) 10 UTOraM U3yueHUs MOAYel (pasfiesioB JUCLMILIMHEI), TIePEUHC/IEHHbIX B PeUTHUHI-TI/IaHe
JUCLIMTUTAHBL: TEKYIIUH KOHTPOJIb — MakcuMyM 40 6asioB; py6eKHbIN KOHTPOJIb — MakcuMyM 30 6arios,
TIOOLIpUTebHBIe OarTbl — MakcuMyMm 10.

[Tpu onjeHKe oTBeTa Ha Au((epeHLIMPOBAHHOM 3aueTe MaKCUMabHOe BHUMaHUe [I0/DKHO Y/ ensThCs
TOMY, HaCKOJIBKO ITOJIHO PaCKpbITO COZiepyKaHue Marepuasa, YeTKO Y NPaBUIbHO [JaHbl ONpeiesleHus,
PacKpbITO COZiepyKaHue MOHSATHM, BEPHO JIM UCTOIb30BaHbl HAyUHble TEDMUHBI, HACKOJIBKO OTBET
CaMOCTOSITe/TbHBIH, UCII0/Ib30BaHbI /I PaHee MPHUOOpeTeHHbIe 3HaHWS, PACKPBITHI T PACKPBITHI
TIPUUMHHO-C/Ie/ICTBEHHbIE CBSI3U, HACKOIBKO BBICOKUM YPOBEHb YMEHUs OIIepUPOBaHUs HAyUHbIMU
KaTeropusiMy, aHanu3a MHGOopMalvy, BiajileH!s] HaBbIKaMU NTPaKTUUeCKOU JiesiTelTbHOCTH.

Kpurepuu onenku (B 6amiax):

- 25-30 6a//10B BBICTAB/ISIETCS CTY/IEHTY, €C/TU CTYZI€HT Jia/l TIOHbIe, Pa3BepHYThIe OTBETHI Ha BCE
TeopeThyeCcKue BOMPOCH! OrseTa, MPoAeMOHCTPUPOBAJ 3HaHHWe (YHKL[MOHATbHBIX BO3MOXKHOCTEH,
TePMHUHOJIOTUH, OCHOBHBIX 3JIEMEHTOB, yMeHHe NIPUMEHATh TeOpeTH4eCKHe 3HaHWs MPY BBITIOJTHEHNUN
NpaKTUUeCcKUX 3aiaHuil. CTyzeHT Oe3 3aTpyiHeHUI OTBETHJI Ha BCe JOTOTHUTE/IbHbIE BOTIPOCHI.
[TpakTHUeckast YacTb pabOTHI BBITIOJTHEHA TIOTHOCTBIO Oe3 HETOUHOCTeH 1 OIIMOO0K;

- 17-24 6a1/10B BBICTaB/ISIETCS CTY/I€HTY, €C/IU CTYZ|eHT PacKpbLT B OCHOBHOM TeOpeTHYeCKHre BOTIPOCHI,
O/JHAaKO JIOIyILl[eHbl HeTOYHOCTH B OIpe/ie/IeHUU OCHOBHBIX MOHATHM. [Ipy oTBeTe Ha [JONONIHUTEIbHbIe
BOIPOCHI JI0MyI11leHbl HeOoJIbIle HeTOYHOCTU. [1py BBIMOTHEHUH TIPaKTHUeCKOW 4acTH paboThl
JOTyIIIeHbl HeCylieCTBeHHbIe OLINOKY;

- 10-16 6asI0B BBICTAB/SIETCS CTYAEHTY, €C/TH MPH OTBeTe Ha TeopeTHUeCKre BOMPOChH] CTYI€HTOM
JIOTYIIIeHO HeCKOJIbKO CyIIleCTBEHHBIX OIIMOOK B TOJIKOBAaHUM OCHOBHBIX MOHATHUH. JIOTHKa 1 TIO/THOTa
OTBeTa CTPaJal0T 3aMeTHBIMHU U3bsiHAMU. 3aMeTHbI MPo0e/ibl B 3HAHUU OCHOBHBIX METO/IOB.
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TeopeTnueckyre BOIPOCHI B I1€/I0M H3/I0’KEHbI I0CTaTOYHO, HO C TIPOITyCKaMH Matepuasna. Vimerorcst
TIPUHLIMITMA/IbHBIE OITMOKY B JIOTHKE MOCTPOEHUsT OTBeTa Ha Borpoc. CTYeHT He perus 3a/iauy Wi Mpu
pellieHnH OMyIIeHbI rpyObie OIMOKY;

- 1-10 6a/10B BBICTAB/ISIETCS CTYAEHTY, eC/I OTBET Ha TeOpeTHYeCKHe BOMPOCHI CBUZETE/THCTBYET O
HelOHMMAaHWH 1 KpaiiHe HeroJTHOM 3HaHWM OCHOBHBIX MOHSTUN U MeToZi0oB. OOHapyKMUBaeTCs
OTCYTCTBHE HaBBIKOB IIPUMEHEHHS] TeOPETUYeCKUX 3HAHUM TPY BITTOJTHEHUM TTPAKTHUECKUX 3a/[aHUH.
CTyzeHT He CMOT OTBETHUTbH HU Ha OfH [IOTIOJTHUTE/TBHBIN BOIIPOC.

I[TepeBop orjerku u3 100-6a/IbHOM B UeThIpex0alIbHYO TIPOU3BOJUTCS CJIEYIOIMM 00pa3om:
- oinyHO — 0T 80 A0 110 6ansios (Bktouast 10 mooipuTebHBIX 6asioB);

- xopoto — oT 60 fo 79 6annos;

- YJIOB/IETBOPUTEBHO — OT 45 710 59 6asnos.;

- HEYZIOB/IETBOPUTEIBHO — MeHee 45 6asioB.

JK3aMeHaIMOHHbIe 0H/IeThI

OK3aMeH (3aueT) sIB/IsSIeTCSl OLIeHOYHBIM CPe/ICTBOM [I/Isl BCEX 3TArloB OCBOeHUs1 KomrieTeHI[ui. CTpyKTypa
9K3aMeHallMOHHOTO OusieTta: B OmsieTe yka3biBaeTcs KadeJpa B paMKaxX Harpy3kKu KOTOPOUM pean3yeTcs
JaHHas AUCLIMITIMHA, (hopMa oOyueHusi, HarpaBeHWe U TTPodU/Ib TIOATOTOBKH, ZiaTa yTBepKAeHus; Ouer
MOYKeT BK/TFOUaTh B cebsi TeopeTruecKuii(vie) Borpoc(bl) U IpaKTHUeCKoe 3a/jaHue (Kelc-3alaHue).

[IprmMepHbIe BONPOCHI K 3K3aMeHy, 1 Kypc / 1 cemectp

1. Speak on the following topic .
MY FAMILY. Speak about yourself. Describe the members of your family. What are your parents'
occupations? Do you have many relatives? How do you spend your free time with your family?
Do you have family traditions?

2. Speak on the following topic .
MY FRIEND'S FAMILY. Speak about your best friend. Describe the members of her/his family.
What are his/her parents? How does your friend spend free time with his/her family?

3. Speak on the following topic .
AN IDEAL WIFE. What makes an ideal wife? What does your ideal wife look like? What traits of
character are important for a good wife?

4. Speak on the following topic .
AN IDEAL HUSBAND. What makes an ideal husband? What does your ideal husband look like?
What traits of character are important for a good husband?

5. Speak on the following topic .
A FAMOUS PERSON I ADMIRE. What famous person is the model to followfor you? Why do
you want to resemble her/him? Describe her/his appearance. What is she/he like? Does she/he
have any negative traits of character?

6. Speak on the following topic .
MY GROUPMATES. What do I like my groupmates for? Can you say that they have become your
family? What is characteristic of every person in your group? What are positive/negative traits of
their character? What was your first impression about your group?

7. Speak on the following topic .

MY HOUSE. Describe your house. Do you like it? What rooms do you have? How is your house
furnished? What would you change in your house and why?
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8.

10.

11.

Speak on the following topic .
MY FRIEND'S HOUSE. Describe your friend's house. What do you like about it? Compare it
with your house.

Speak on the following topic .
THE HOUSE OF MY DREAM. Describe the house of your dream. Have you ever been to an
ideal house? What kind of house is it? How many rooms are there in it? How is it furnished?

Speak on the following topic .

DOMESTIC CHORES. What domestic chores do you like? Which of them are a part of your daily
routine? Should huspand and wife have equal share of work about the house? At what age should
children start helping about the house?

Read and translate a passage from a short story by W. S. Maugham, retell it, put 10
questions to the text.

RAW MATERIALI HAVE LONG HAD in mind a novel in which a card-sharper was the principal
character; and, going up and down the world, I have kept my eyes open for members of this
profession. Because the idea is prevalent that it is a slightly dishonourable one the persons who
follow it do not openly acknowledge the fact. Their reticence is such that it is often not till you
have become quite closely acquainted with them, or even have played cards with them two or
three times, that you discover in what fashion they earn their living. But even then they have a
disinclination to enlarge upon the mysteries of their craft. They have a weakness for passing
themselves off for cavalrymen, commercial agents, or landed proprietors. This snobbish attitude
makes them the most difficult class in the world for the novelist to study. It has been my good
fortune to meet a number of these gentlemen, and though I have found them affable, obliging, and
debonair, I have no sooner hinted, however discreetly, at my curiosity (after all purely
professional) in the technique of their calling than they have grown shy and uncommunicative. An
airy reference on my part to stacking the cards has made them assume immediately the appearance
of a clam. I am not easily discouraged, and learning by experience that I could hope for no good
results from a direct method, I have adopted the oblique. I have been childlike with them and
bland. I have found that they gave me their attention and even their sympathy. Though they
confessed honestly that they had never read a word I had written they were interested by the fact
that I was a writer. I suppose they felt obscurely that I too followed a calling that the Philistine
regarded without indulgence. But I have been forced to gather my facts by a bold surmise. It has
needed patience and industry.It may be imagined with what enthusiasm I made the acquaintance a
little while ago of two gentlemen who seemed likely to add appreciably to my small store of
information. I was travelling from Haiphong on a French liner going East, and they joined the ship
at Hong-Kong. They had gone there for the races and were now on their way back to Shanghai. I
was going there too, and thence to Peking. I soon learned that they had come from New York for a
trip, were bound for Peking also, and by a happy coincidence meant to return to America in the
ship in which I had myself booked a passage. I was naturally attracted to them, for they were
pleasant fellows, but it was not till a fellow-passenger warned me that they were professional
gamblers that I settled down to complete enjoyment of their acquaintance. I had no hope that they
would ever discuss with frankness their interesting occupation, but I expected from a hint here,
from a casual remark there, to learn some very useful things.One-Campbell was his name-was a
man in the late thirties, small, but so well built as not to look short, slender, with large, melancholy
eyes and beautiful hands. But for a premature baldness he would have been more than commonly
good-looking. He was neatly dressed. He spoke slowly, in a low voice, and his movements were
deliberate. The other was made on another pattern. He was a big, burly man with a red face and
crisp black hair, of powerful appearance, strong in the arm and pugnacious. His name was
Peterson.The merits of the combination were obvious. The elegant, exquisite Campbell had the
subtle brain, the knowledge of character, and the deft hands; but the hazards of the card-sharper’s
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life are many, and when it came to a scrap Peterson’s ready fist must often have proved invaluable.
I do not know how it spread through the ship so quickly that a blow of Peterson’s would stretch
any man out. But during the short voyage from Hong-Kong to Shanghai they never even
suggested a game of cards. Perhaps they had done well during the race-week and felt entitled to a
holiday. They were certainly enjoying the advantages of not living for the time in a dry country
and I do not think I do them an injustice if I say that for the most part they were far from sober.
Each one talked little of himself but willingly of the other. Campbell informed me that Peterson
was one of the most distinguished mining engineers in New York and Peterson assured me that
Campbell was an eminent banker. He said that his wealth was fabulous. And who was I not to
accept ingenuously all that was told me? But I thought it negligent of Campbell not to wear
jewellery of a more expensive character. It seemed to me that to use a silver cigarette case was
rather careless.I stayed but a day in Shanghai, and though I met the pair again in Peking I was then
so much engaged that I saw little of them. I thought it a little odd that Campbell should spend his
entire time in the hotel. I do not think he even went to see the Temple of Heaven. But I could quite
understand that from his point of view Peking was unsatisfactory and I was not surprised when the
pair returned to Shanghai, where, I knew, the wealthy merchants played for big money. I met them
again in the ship that was to take us across the Pacific and I could not but sympathize with my
friends when I saw that the passengers were little inclined to gamble. There were no rich people
among them. It was a dull crowd. Campbell indeed suggested a game of poker, but no one would
play more than twenty-dollar table stakes, and Peterson, evidently not thinking it worth while,
would not join. Although we played afternoon and evening through the journey he sat down with
us only on the last day. I suppose he thought he might just as well make his bar chits, and this he
did very satisfactorily in a single sitting. But Campbell evidently loved the game for itself. Of
course it is only if you have a passion for the business by which you earn your living that you can
make a success of it. The stakes were nothing to him and he played all day and every day. It
fascinated me to see the way in which he dealt the cards, very slowly, with his delicate hands. His
eyes seemed to bore through the back of each one. He drank heavily, but remained quiet and self-
controlled. His face was expressionless. I judged him to be a perfect card-player and I wished that
I could see him at work. It increased my esteem for him to see that he could take what was only a
relaxation so seriously.I parted with the pair at Victoria and concluded that I should never see
them again. I set about sorting my impressions and made notes of the various points that I thought
would prove useful. When I arrived in New York I found an invitation to luncheon at the Ritz with
an old friend of mine. When I went she said to me:“It’s quite a small party. A man is coming
whom I think you’ll like. He’s a prominent banker; he’s bringing a friend with him.”The words
were hardly out of her mouth when I saw coming up to us Campbell and Peterson. The truth
flashed across me: Campbell really was an opulent banker; Peterson really was a distinguished
engineer; they were not card-sharpers at all. I flatter myself I kept my face, but as I blandly shook
hands with them I muttered under my breath furiously:“Impostors!”

Read and translate a passage from a short story by W. S. Maugham, retell it, put 10
questions to the text.

MAYHEWTHE LIVES OF MOST MEN are determined by their environment. They accept the
circumstances amid which fate has thrown them not only with resignation but even with good
will. They are like streetcars running contentedly on their rails and they despise the sprightly
flivver that dashes in and out of the traffic and speeds so jauntily across the open country. I respect
them; they are good citizens, good husbands, and good fathers, and of course somebody has to pay
the taxes; but I do not find them exciting. I am fascinated by the men, few enough in all
conscience, who take life in their own hands and seem to mould it to their own liking. It may be
that we have no such thing as free will, but at all events we have the illusion of it. At a crossroad it
does seem to us that we might go either to the right or to the left, and the choice once made, Tt is
difficult to see that the whole course of the world’s history obliged us to take the turning we did.I
never met a more interesting man than Mayhew. He was a lawyer in Detroit. He was an able and a

43



successful one. By the time he was thirty-five he had a large and a lucrative practice, he had
amassed a competence, and he stood on the threshold of a distinguished career. He had an acute
brain, an attractive personality, and uprightness. There was no reason why he should not become,
financially or politically, a power in the land. One evening he was sitting in his club with a group
of friends and they were perhaps a little the worse (or the better) for liquor. One of them had
recently come from Italy and he told them of a house he had seen at Capri, a house on the hill,
overlooking the Bay of Naples, with a large and shady garden. He described to them the beauty of
the most beautiful island in the Mediterranean.“It sounds fine,” said Mayhew. “Is that house for
sale?”“Everything is for sale in Italy.”“Let’s send ’em a cable and make an offer for it.”“What in
heaven’s name would you do with a house in Capri?”“Live in it,” said Mayhew.He sent for a cable
form, wrote it out, and dispatched it. In a few hours the reply came back. The offer was accepted.
Mayhew was no hypocrite and he made no secret of the fact that he would never have done so
wild a thing if he had been sober, but when he was he did not regret it. He was neither an
impulsive nor an emotional man, but a very honest and sincere one. He would never have
continued from bravado in a course that he had come to the conclusion was unwise. He made up
his mind to do cxactly as he had said. He did not care for wealth and he had enough money on
which to live in Italy. He thought he could do more with life than spend it on composing the trivial
quarrels of unimportant people. He had no definite plan. He merely wanted to get away from a life
that had given him all it had to offer. I suppose his friends thought him crazy; some must have
done all they could to dissuade him. He arranged his affairs, packed up his furniture and
started.Capri is a gaunt rock of austere outline, bathed in a deep blue sea; but its vineyards, green
and smiling, give it a soft and easy grace. It is friendly, remote and debonair. I find it strange that
Mayhew should have settled on this lovely island, for I never knew a man more insensible to
beauty. I do not know what he sought there: happiness, freedom, or merely leisure; I know what
he found. In this place which appeals so extravagantly to the senses he lived a life entirely of the
spirit. For the island is rich with historic associations and over it broods always the enigmatic
memory of Tiberius the Emperor. From his windows which overlooked the Bay of Naples, with
the noble shape of Vesuvius changing in colour with the changing light, Mayhew saw a hundred
places that recalled the Romans and the Greeks. The past began to haunt him. All that he saw for
the first time, for he had never been abroad before, excited his fancy; and in his soul stirred the
creative imagination. He was a man of energy. Presently he made up his mind to write a history.
For some time he looked about for a subject, and at last decided on the second century of the
Roman Empire. It was little known and it seemed to him to offer problems analogous with those
of our own day.He began to collect books and soon he had an immense library. His legal training
had taught him to read quickly. He settled down to work. At first he had been accustomed to
foregather in the evening with the painters, writers and such like who met in the little tavern near
the piazza, but presently he withdrew himself, for his absorption in his studies became more
pressing. He had been accustomed to bathe in that bland sea and to take long walks among the
pleasant vineyards, but little by little, grudging the time, he ceased to do so. He worked harder
than he had ever worked in Detroit. He would start at noon and work all through the night till the
whistle of the steamer that goes every morning from Capri to Naples told him that it was five
o’clock and time to go to bed. His subject opened out before him, vaster and more significant, and
he imagined a work that would put him for ever beside the great historians of the past. As the
years went by he was to be found seldom in the haunts of men. He could be tempted to come out
of his house only by a game of chess or the chance of an argument. He loved to set his brain
against another’s. He was widely read now, not only in history, but in philosophy and science; and
he was a skilful controversialist, quick, logical and incisive. But he had good-humour and
kindliness; though he took a very human pleasure in victory, he did not exult in it to your
mortification.When first he came to the island he was a big, brawny fellow, with thick black hair
and a black beard, of a powerful physique; but gradually his skin became pale and waxy; he grew
thin and frail. It was an odd contradiction in the most logical of men that, though a convinced and
impetuous materialist, he despised the body; he looked upon it as a vile instrument which he could
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force to do the spirit’s bidding. Neither illness nor lassitude prevented him from going on with his
work. For fourteen years he toiled unremittingly. He made thousands and thousands of notes. He
sorted and classified them. He had his subject at his finger ends, and at last was ready to begin. He
sat down to write.He died.The body that he, the materialist, had treated so contumeliously took its
revenge on him.That vast accumulation of knowledge is lost for ever. Vain was that ambition,
surely not an ignoble one, to set his name beside those of Gibbon and Mommsen. His memory is
treasured in the hearts of a few friends, fewer, alas! as the years pass on, and to the world he is
unknown in death as he was in life.And yet to me his life was a success. The pattern is good and
complete. He did what he wanted, and he died when his goal was in sight and never knew the
bitterness of an end achieved.

Read and translate a passage from a short story by W. S. Maugham, retell it, put 10
questions to the text.

GERMAN HARRYI WAS IN Thursday Island and I wanted very much to go to New Guinea.
Now the only way in which I could do this was by getting a pearling lugger to take me across the
Arafura Sea. The pearl fishery at that time was in a bad way and a flock of neat little craft lay
anchored in the harbour. I found a skipper with nothing much to do (the journey to Merauke and
back could hardly take him less than a month) and with him [ made the necessary arrangements.
He engaged four Torres Straits islanders as crew (the boat was but nineteen tons) and we
ransacked the local store for canned goods. A day or two before I sailed a man who owned a
number of pearlers came to me and asked whether on my way I would stop at the island of
Trebucket and leave a sack of flour, another of rice, and some magazines for the hermit who lived
there.I pricked up my ears. It appeared that the hermit had lived by himself on this remote and tiny
island for thirty years, and when opportunity occurred provisions were sent to him by kindly souls.
He said that he was a Dane, but in the Torres Straits he was known as German Harry. His history
went back a long way. Thirty years before, he had been an able seaman on a sailing vessel that
was wrecked in those treacherous waters. Two boats managed to get away and eventually hit upon
the desert island of Trebucket. This is well out of the line of traffic and it was three years before
any ship sighted the castaways. Sixteen men had landed on the island, but when at last a schooner,
driven from her course by stress of weather, put in for shelter, no more than five were left. When
the storm abated the skipper took four of these on board and eventually landed them at Sydney.
German Harry refused to go with them. He said that during those three years he had seen such
terrible things that he had a horror of his fellow men and wished never to live with them again. He
would say no more. He was absolutely fixed in his determination to stay, entirely by himself, in
that lonely place. Though now and then opportunity had been given him to leave he had never
taken it.A strange man and a strange story. I learned more about him as we sailed across the
desolate sea. The Torres Straits arc peppered with islands and at night we anchored on the lea of
one or other of them. Of late new pearling grounds have been discovered near Trebucket and in
the fall pearlers, visiting it now and then, have given German Harry various necessities so that he
has been able to make himself sufficiently comfortable. They bring him papers, bags of flour and
rice, and canned meats. He has a whale boat and used to go fishing in it, but now he is no longer
strong enough to manage its unwieldy bulk. There is abundant pearl shell on the reef that
surrounds his island and this he used to collect and sell to the pearlers for tobacco, and sometimes
he found a good pearl for which he got a considerable sum. It is believed that he has, hidden away
somewhere, a collection of magnificent pearls. During the war no pearlers came out and for years
he never saw a living soul. For all he knew a terrible epidemic had killed off the entire human race
and he was the only man alive. He was asked later what he thought.“I thought something had
happened,” he said.He ran out of matches and was afraid that his fire would go out, so he only
slept in snatches, putting wood on his fire from time to time all day and all night. He came to the
end of his provisions and lived on chickens, fish and coconuts. Sometimes he got a turtle.During
the last four months of the year there may be two or three pearlers about and not infrequently after
the day’s work they will row in and spend an evening with him. They try to make him drunk and
then they ask him what happened during those three years after the two boatloads came to the
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island. How was it that sixteen landed and at the end of that time only five were left? He never
says a word. Drunk or sober he is equally silent on that subject and if they insist grows angry and
leaves them.I forget if it was four or five days before we sighted the hermit’s little kingdom. We
had been driven by bad weather to take shelter and had spent a couple of days at an island on the
way. Trebucket is a low island, perhaps a mile round, covered with coconuts, just raised above the
level of the sea and surrounded by a reef so that it can be approached only on one side. There is no
opening in the reef and the lugger had to anchor a mile from the shore. We got into a dinghy with
the provisions. It was a stiff pull and even within the reef the sea was choppy. I saw the little hut,
sheltered by trees, in which German Harry lived, and as we approached he sauntered down slowly
to the water’s edge. We shouted a greeting, but he did not answer. He was a man of over seventy,
very bald, hatchet faced, with a grey beard, and he walked with a roll so that you could never have
taken him for anything but a seafaring man. His sunburn made his blue eyes look very pale and
they were surrounded by wrinkles as though for long years he had spent interminable hours
scanning the vacant sea. He wore dungarees and a singlet, patched, but neat and clean. The house
to which he presently led us consisted of a single room with a roof of corrugated iron. There was a
bed in it, some rough stools which he himself had made, a table, and his various household
utensils. Under a tree in front of it were a table and a bench. Behind was an enclosed run for his
chickens.I cannot say that he was pleased to see us. He accepted our gifts as a right, without
thanks, and grumbled a little because something or other he needed had not been brought. He was
silent and morose. He was not interested in the news we had to give him, for the outside world
was no concern of his: the only thing he cared about was his island. He looked upon it with a
jealous, proprietary right; he called it “my health resort” and he feared that the coconuts that
covered it would tempt some enterprising trader. He looked at me with suspicion. He was
sombrely curious to know what I was doing in these seas. He used words with difficulty, talking to
himself rather than to us, and it was a little uncanny to hear him mumble away as though we were
not there. But he was moved when my skipper told him that an old man of his own age whom he
had known for a long time was dead.“Old Charlie dead—that’s too bad. Old Charlie dead.”He
repeated it over and over again. I asked him if he read.“Not much,” he answered indifferently.He
seemed to be occupied with nothing but his food, his dogs and his chickens. If what they tell us in
books were true his long communion with nature and the sea should have taught him many subtle
secrets. It hadn’t. He was a savage. He was nothing but a narrow, ignorant and cantankerous
seafaring man. As I looked at the wrinkled, mean old face I wondered what was the story of those
three dreadful years that had made him welcome this long imprisonment. I sought to see behind
those pale blue eyes of his what secrets they were that he would carry to his grave. And then I
foresaw the end. One day a pearl fisher would land on the island and German Harry would not be
waiting for him, silent and suspicious, at the water’s edge. He would go up to the hut and there,
lying on the bed, unrecognizable, he would see all that remained of what had once been a man.
Perhaps then he would hunt high and low for the great mass of pearls that has haunted the fancy of
so many adventurers. But I do not believe he would find it: German Harry would have seen to it
that none should discover the treasure, and the pearls would rot in their hiding place. Then the
pearl fisher would get back into his dinghy and the island once more be deserted of man.

Read and translate a passage from a short story by W. S. Maugham, retell it, put 10
questions to the text.

THE HAPPY MANIT IS A DANGEROUS THING to order the lives of others and I have often
wondered at the self-confidence of politicians, reformers and such like who are prepared to force
upon their fellows measures that must alter their manners, habits and points of view. I have always
hesitated to give advice, for how can one advise another how to act unless one knows that other as
well as one knows oneself? Heavens knows, I know little enough of myself: I know nothing of
others. We can only guess at the thoughts and emotions of our neighbours. Each one of us is a
prisoner in a solitary tower and he communicates with the other prisoners, who form mankind, by
conventional signs that have not quite the same meaning for them as for himself. And life,
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unfortunately, is something that you can lead but once; mistakes are often irreparable, and who am
I that I should tell this one and that how he should lead it? Life is a difficult business and I have
found it hard enough to make my own a complete and rounded thing; I have not been tempted to
teach my neighbour what he should do with his. But there are men who flounder at the journey’s
start, the way before them is confused and hazardous, and on occasion, however unwillingly, I
have been forced to point the finger of fate. Sometimes men have said to me, what shall I do with
my life? and I have seen myself for a moment wrapped in the dark cloak of Destiny.Once I know
that I advised well.I was a young man and I lived in a modest apartment in London near Victoria
Station. Late one afternoon, when I was beginning to think that I had worked enough for that day,
I heard a ring at the bell. I opened the door to a total stranger. He asked me my name; I told him.
He asked if he might come in.“Certainly.”I led him into my sitting-room and begged him to sit
down. He seemed a trifle embarrassed. I offered him a cigarette and he had some difficulty in
lighting it without letting go of his hat. When he had satisfactorily achieved this feat I asked him if
I should not put it on a chair for him. He quickly did this and while doing it dropped his
umbrella.“I hope you don’t mind my coming to see you like this,” he said. “My name is Stephens
and I am a doctor. You’re in the medical, I believe?”“Yes, but I don’t practise.”*“No, I know. I've
just read a book of yours about Spain and I wanted to ask you about it.”“It’s not a very good book,
I’m afraid.”“The fact remains that you know something about Spain and there’s no one else I
know who does. And I thought perhaps you wouldn’t mind giving me some information.”“I shall
be very glad.”He was silent for a moment. He reached out for his hat and holding it in one hand
absentmindedly stroked it with the other. I surmised that it gave him confidence.“I hope you won’t
think it very odd for a perfect stranger to talk to you like this.” He gave an apologetic laugh. “I’m
not going to tell you the story of my life.”When people say this to me I always know that it is
precisely what they are going to do. I do not mind. In fact I rather like it.“I was brought up by two
old aunts. I’ve never been anywhere. I’ve never done anything. I’ve been married for six years. I
have no children. I’'m medical officer at the Camberwell Infirmary. I can’t stick it any

more.” There was something very striking in the short, sharp sentences he used. They had a
forcible ring. I had not given him more than a cursory glance, but now I looked at him with
curiosity. He was a little man, thickset and stout, of thirty perhaps, with a round red face from
which shone small, dark and very bright eyes. His black hair was cropped close to a bullet-shaped
head. He was dressed in a blue suit a good deal the worse for wear. It was baggy at the knees and
the pockets bulged untidily.“You know what the duties are of a medical officer in an infirmary.
One day is pretty much like another. And that’s all I've got to look forward to for the rest of my
life. Do you think it’s worth it?” “It’s a means of livelihood,” I answered.“Yes, I know. The
money’s pretty good.”“I don’t exactly know why you’ve come to me.” “Well, I wanted to know
whether you thought there would be any chance for an English doctor in Spain?”“Why Spain?”“I
don’t know, I just have a fancy for it.”“It’s not like Carmen, you know,” I smiled. “But there’s
sunshine there, and there’s good wine, and there’

s colour, and there’s air you can breathe. Let me say what I have to say straight out. I heard by
accident that there was no English doctor in Seville. Do you think I could earn a living there? Is it
madness to give up a good safe job for an uncertainty?”“What does your wife think about
it?”“She’s willing.”“It’s a great risk.”“I know. But if you say take it, I will: if you say stay where
you are, I’ll stay.”He was looking at me intently with those bright dark eyes of his and I knew that
he meant what he said. I reflected for a moment.“Your whole future is concerned: you must decide
for yourself. But this I can tell you : if you don’t want money but are content to earn just enough
to keep body and soul together, then go. For you will lead a wonderful life.”He left me, I thought
about him for a day or two, and then forgot. The episode passed completely from my
memory.Many years later, fifteen at least, I happened to be in Seville and having some trifling
indisposition asked the hotel porter whether there was an English doctor in the town. He said there
was and gave me the address. I took a cab and as I drove up to the house a little fat man came out
of it. He hesitated when he caught sight of me.“Have you come to see me?” he said. “I’m the
English doctor.”I explained my errand and he asked me to come in. He lived in an ordinary
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Spanish house, with a patio, and his consulting room which led out of it was littered with papers,
books, medical appliances and lumber. The sight of it would have startled a squeamish patient. We
did our business and then I asked the doctor what his fee was. He shook his head and
smiled.“There’s no fee.”“Why on earth not?”“Don’t you remember me? Why, I’m here because of
something you said to me. You changed my whole life for me. I'm Stephens.”

I had not the least notion what he was talking about. He reminded me of our interview, he repeated
to me what we had said, and gradually, out of the night, a dim recollection of the incident came
back to me.“I was wondering if I’d ever see you again,” he said, “I was wondering if ever I’d have
a chance of thanking you for all you’ve done for me.”“It’s been a success then?”I looked at him.
He was very fat now and bald, but his eyes twinkled gaily and his fleshy, red face bore an
expression of perfect good-humour. The clothes he wore, terribly shabby they were, had been
made obviously by a Spanish tailor and his hat was the wide-brimmed sombrero of the Spaniard.
He looked to me as though he knew a good bottle of wine when he saw it. He had a dissipated,
though entirely sympathetic, appearance. You might have hesitated to let him remove your
appendix, but you could not have imagined a more delightful creature to drink a glass of wine
with.“Surely you were married?” I said.“Yes. My wife didn’t like Spain, she went back to
Camberwell, she was more at home there.”“Oh, I’'m sorry for that."His black eyes flashed a
bacchanalian smile. He really had somewhat the look of a young Silenus.“Life is full of
compensations,” he murmured.The words were hardly out of his mouth when a Spanish woman,
no longer in her first youth, but still boldly and voluptuously beautiful, appeared at the door. She
spoke to him in Spanish, and I could not fail to perceive that she was the mistress of the house.As
he stood at the door to let me out he said to me:“You told me when last I saw you that if I came
here I should earn just enough money to keep body and soul together, but that I should lead a
wonderful life. Well, I want to tell you that you were right. Poor I have been and poor I shall
always be, but by heaven I've enjoyed myself. I wouldn’t exchange the life I’ve had with that of
any king in the world.”

Read and translate a passage from a short story by W. S. Maugham, retell it, put 10
questions to the text.

THE DREAMIT CHANCED that in August 1917 the work upon which I was then engaged
obliged me to go from New York to Petrograd, and I was instructed for safety’s sake to travel by
way of Vladivostok. I landed there in the morning and passed an idle day as best I could. The
trans-Siberian train was due to start, so far as I remember, at about nine in the evening. I dined at
the station restaurant by myself. It was crowded and I shared a small table with a man whose
appearance entertained me. He was a Russian, a tall fellow, but amazingly stout, and he had so
vast a paunch that he was obliged to sit well away from the table. His hands, small for his size,
were buried in rolls of fat. His hair, long, dark, and thin, was brushed carefully across his crown in
order to conceal his baldness, and his huge sallow face, with its enormous double chin, clean-
shaven, gave you an impression of indecent nakedness. His nose was small, a funny little button
upon that mass of flesh, and his black shining eyes were small too. But he had a large, red, and
sensual mouth. He was dressed neatly enough in a black suit. It was not worn but shabby; it
looked as if it had been neither pressed nor brushed since he had had it.The service was bad and it
was almost impossible to attract the attention of a waiter. We soon got into conversation. The
Russian spoke good and fluent English. His accent was marked but not tiresome. He asked me
many questions about myself and my plans, which-my occupation at the time making caution
necessary-I answered with a show of frankness but with dissimulation. I told him I was a
journalist. He asked me whether I wrote fiction and when I confessed that in my leisure moments I
did, he began to talk of the later Russian novelists. He spoke intelligently. It was plain that he was
a man of education.By this time we had persuaded the waiter to bring us some cabbage soup, and
my acquaintance pulled a small bottle of vodka from his pocket which he invited me to share. I do
not know whether it was the vodka or the natural loquaciousness of his race that made him
communicative, but presently he told me, unasked, a good deal about himself. He was of noble
birth, it appeared, a lawyer by profession, and a radical. Some trouble with the authorities had
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made it necessary for him to be much abroad, but now he was on his way home. Business had
detained him at Vladivostok, but he expected to start for Moscow in a week and if I went there he
would be charmed to see me.“Are you married?” he asked me.I did not see what business it was of
his, but I told him that I was. He sighed a little.“I am a widower,” he said. “My wife was a Swiss,
a native of Geneva. She was a very cultivated woman. She spoke English, German, and Italian
perfectly. French, of course, was her native tongue. Her Russian was much above the average for a
foreigner. She had scarcely the trace of an accent.”He called a waiter who was passing with a tray
full of dishes and asked him, I suppose-for then I knew hardly any Russian-how much longer we
were going to wait for the next course. The waiter, with a rapid but presumably reassuring
exclamation, hurried on, and my friend sighed.“Since the revolution the waiting in restaurants has
become abominable.”He lighted his twentieth cigarette and I, looking at my watch, wondered
whether I should get a square meal before it was time for me to start.“My wife was a very
remarkable woman,” he continued. “She taught languages at one of the best schools for the
daughters of noblemen in Petrograd. For a good many years we lived together on perfectly
friendly terms. She was, however, of a jealous temperament and unfortunately she loved me to
distraction.”It was difficult for me to keep a straight face. He was one of the ugliest men I had
ever seen. There is sometimes a certain charm in the rubicund and jovial fat man, but this
saturnine obesity was repulsive.“I do not pretend that I was faithful to her. She was not young
when I married her and we had been married for ten years. She was small and thin, and she had a
bad complexion. She had a bitter tongue. She was a woman who suffered from a fury of
possession, and she could not bear me to be attracted to anyone but her. She was jealous not only
of the women I knew, but of my friends, my cat, and my books. On one occasion in my absence
she gave away a coat of mine merely because I liked none of my coats so well. But I am of an
equable temperament. I will not deny that she bored me, but I accepted her acrimonious
disposition as an act of God and no more thought of rebelling against it than I would against bad
weather or a cold in the head. I denied her accusations as long as it was possible to deny them, and
when it was impossible I shrugged my shoulders and smoked a cigarette.“The constant scenes she
made me did not very much affect me. I led my own life. Sometimes, indeed, I wondered whether
it was passionate love she felt for me or passionate hate. It seemed to me that love and hate were
very near allied.“So we might have continued to the end of the chapter if one night a very curious
thing had not happened. I was awakened by a piercing scream from my wife. Startled, I asked her
what was the matter. She told me that she had had a fearful nightmare; she had dreamt that I was
trying to kill her. We lived at the top of a large house and the well round which the stairs climbed
was broad. She had dreamt that just as we had arrived at our own floor I had caught hold of her
and attempted to throw her over the balusters. It was six storeys to the stone floor at the bottom
and it meant certain death.“She was much shaken. I did my best to soothe her. But next morning,
and for two or three days after, she referred to the subject again and, notwithstanding my laughter,
I saw that it dwelt in her mind. I could not help thinking of it either, for this dream showed me
something that I had never suspected. She thought I hated her, she thought I would gladly be rid of
her; she knew of course that she was insufferable, and at some time or other the idea had evidently
occurred to her that I was capable of murdering her. The thoughts of men are incalculable and
ideas enter our minds that we should be ashamed to confess. Sometimes I had wished that she
might run away with a lover, sometimes that a painless and sudden death might give me my
freedom; but never, never had the idea come to me that I might deliberately rid myself of an
intolerable burden.“The dream made an extraordinary impression upon both of us. It frightened
my wife, and she became for a little less bitter and more tolerant. But when I walked up the stairs
to our apartment it was impossible for me not to look over the balusters and reflect how easy it
would be to do what she had dreamt. The balusters were dangerously low. A quick gesture and the
thing was done. It was hard to put the thought out of my mind. Then some months later my wife
awakened me one night. I was very tired and I was exasperated. She was white and trembling. She
had had the dream again. She burst into tears and asked me if I hated her. I swore by all the saints
of the Russian calendar that I loved her. At last she went to sleep again. It was more than I could
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do. I lay awake. I seemed to see her falling down the well of the stairs, and I heard her shriek and
the thud as she struck the stone floor. I could not help shivering.”The Russian stopped and beads
of sweat stood on his forehead. He had told the story well and fluently so that I had listened with
attention. There was still some vodka in the bottle; he poured it out and swallowed it at a
gulp.“And how did your wife eventually die?” I asked after a pause.He took out a dirty
handkerchief and wiped his forehead.“By an extraordinary coincidence she was found late one
night at the bottom of the stairs with her neck broken.”“Who found her?”“She was found by one
of the lodgers who came in shortly after the catastrophe.”*And where were you?”I cannot describe
the look he gave me of malicious cunning. His little black eyes sparkled.“I was spending the
evening with a friend of mine. I did not come in till an hour later.” At that moment the waiter
brought us the dish of meat that we had ordered, and the Russian fell upon it with good appetite.
He shovelled the food into his mouth in enormous mouthfuls.I was taken aback. Had he really
been telling me in this hardly veiled manner that he had murdered his wife? That obese and
sluggish man did not look like a murderer; I could not believe that he would have had the courage.
Or was he making a sardonic joke at my expense?In a few minutes it was time for me to go and
catch my train. I left him and I have not seen him since. But I have never been able to make up my
mind whether he was serious or jesting.

Read and translate a passage from a short story by W. S. Maugham, retell it, put 10
questions to the text.

IN A STRANGE LANDI AM OF A ROVING DISPOSITION; but I travel not to see imposing
monuments, which indeed somewhat bore me, nor beautiful scenery, of which I soon tire; I travel
to see men. I avoid the great. I would not cross the road to meet a president or a king; I am content
to know the writer in the pages of his book and the painter in his picture; but I have journeyed a
hundred leagues to see a missionary of whom I had heard a strange story and I have spent a
fortnight in a vile hotel in order to improve my acquaintance with a billiard marker. I should be
inclined to say that I am not surprised to meet any sort of person were it not that there is one sort
that I am constantly running against and that never fails to give me a little shock of amused
astonishment. This is the elderly Englishwoman, generally of adequate means, who is to be found
living alone, up and down the world, in unexpected places. You do not wonder when you hear of
her living in a villa on a hill outside a small Italian town, the only Englishwoman in the
neighbourhood, and you are almost prepared for it when a lonely hacienda is pointed out to you in
Andalusia and you are told that there has dwelt for many years an English lady. But it is more
surprising when you hear that the only white person in a Chinese city is an Englishwoman, not a
missionary, who lives there none knows why; and there is another who inhabits an island in the
South Seas and a third who has a bungalow on the outskirts of a large village in the centre of Java.
They live solitary lives, these women, without friends, and they do not welcome the stranger.
Though they may not have seen one of their own race for months they will pass you on the road as
though they did not see you, and if, presuming on your nationality, you should call, as likely as not
they will decline to sec you; but if they do, they will give you a cup of tea from a silver teapot and
on a plate of Old Worcester you will find Scotch scones. They will talk to you politely, as though
they were entertaining you in a Kentish vicarage, but when you take your leave will show no
particular desire to continue the acquaintance. One wonders in vain what strange instinct it is that
has driven them to separate themselves from their kith and kin and thus to live apart from all their
natural interests in an alien land. Is it romance they have sought or freedom?But of all these
Englishwomen whom I have met or perhaps only heard of (for as I have said they are difficult of
access) the one who remains most vividly in my memory is an elderly person who lived in Asia
Minor. I had arrived after a tedious journey at a little town from which I proposed to make the
ascent of a celebrated mountain and I was taken to a rambling hotel that stood at its foot. I arrived
late at night and signed my name in the book. I went up to my room. It was cold and I shivered as
I undressed, but in a moment there was a knock at the door and the dragoman came in.“Signora
Niccolini’s compliments,” he said.To my astonishment he handed me a hot-water bottle. I took it
with grateful hands.“Who is Signora Niccolini?” I asked.“She is the proprietor of this hotel.”I sent
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her my thanks and he withdrew. The last thing I expected in a scrubby hotel in Asia Minor kept by
an old Italian woman was a beautiful hot-water bottle. There is nothing I like more (if we were not
all sick to death of the war I would tell you the story of how six men risked their lives to fetch a
hot-water bottle from a chateau in Flanders that was being bombarded) ; and next morning, so that
I might thank her in person, I asked if I might see the Signora Niccolini. While I waited for her I
racked my brains to think what hot-water bottle could possibly be in Italian. In a moment she
came in. She was a little stout woman, not without dignity, and she wore a black apron trimmed
with lace and a small black lace cap. She stood with her hands crossed. I was astonished at her
appearance for she looked exactly like a housekeeper in a great English house.“Did you wish to
speak to me, sir?”She was an Englishwoman and in those few words I surely recognized the trace
of a cockney accent.“I wanted to thank you for the hot-water bottle,” I replied in some
confusion.“I saw by the visitors’ book that you were English, sir, and I always send up a ’ot-water
bottle to English gentlemen.”“Believe me, it was very welcome.”“I was for many years in the
service of the late Lord Ormskirk, sir. He always used to travel with a ’ot-water bottle. Is there
anything else, sir?” “Not at the moment, thank you.”She gave me a polite little nod and withdrew.
I wondered how on earth it came about that a funny old Englishwoman like that should be the
landlady of a hotel in Asia Minor. It was not easy to make her acquaintance, for she knew her
place, as she would herself have put it, and she kept me at a distance. It was not for nothing that
she had been in service in a noble English family. But I was persistent and I induced her at last to
ask me to have a cup of tea in her own little parlour. I learnt that she had been lady’s maid to a
certain Lady Orms-kirk, and Signor Niccolini (for she never alluded to her deceased husband in
any other way) had been his lordship’s chef. Signor Niccolini was a very handsome man and for
some years there had been an “understanding” between them. When they had both saved a certain
amount of money they were married, retired from service, and looked about for a hotel. They had
bought this one on an advertisement because Signor Niccolini thought he would like to see
something of the world. That was nearly thirty years ago and Signor Niccolini had been dead for
fifteen. His widow had not once been back to England. I asked her if she was never homesick.“I
don’t say as I wouldn’t like to go back on a visit, though I expect I’d find many changes. But my
family didn’t like the idea of me marrying a foreigner and I ’aven’t spoken to them since. Of
course there are many things here that are not the same as what they ’ave at ’ome, but it’s
surprising what you get used to. I see a lot of life. I don’t know as I should care to live the
’umdrum life they do in a place like London.”I smiled. For what she said was strangely
incongruous with her manner. She was a pattern of decorum. It was extraordinary that she could
have lived for thirty years in this wild, and almost barbaric, country without its having touched
her. Though I knew no Turkish and she spoke it with ease I was convinced that she spoke it most
incorrectly and with a cockney accent. I suppose she had remained the precise, prim English
lady’s maid, knowing her place, through all these vicissitudes because she had no faculty of
surprise. She took everything that came as a matter of course. She looked upon everyone who
wasn’t English as a foreigner and therefore as someone, almost imbecile, for whom allowances
must be made. She ruled her staff despotically—for did she not know how an upper servant in a
great house should exercise his authority over the under servants?—and everything about the hotel
was clean and neat.“I do my best,” she said, when I congratulated her on this, standing, as always
when she spoke to me, with her hands respectfully crossed. “Of course one can’t expect foreigners
to ’ave the same ideas as we ’ave, but as his lordship used to say to me, what we’ve got to do,
Parker, he said to me, what we’ve got to do in this life is to make the best of our raw material.”But
she kept her greatest surprise for the eve of my departure.“I’m glad you’re not going before
you’ve seen my two sons, sir.”“I didn’t know you had any.”“They’ve been away on business, but
they’ve just come back. You’ll be surprised when you’ve seen them. I’ve trained them with me
own ’ands so to speak, and when I’m gone they’ll carry on the ’otel between them.”

In a moment two tall, swarthy, strapping young fellows entered the hall. Her eyes lit up with
pleasure. They went up to her and took her in their arms and gave her resounding kisses.“They
don’t speak English, sir, but they understand a little, and of course they speak Turkish like natives,
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and Greek and Italian.”I shook hands with the pair and then Signora Niccolini said something to
them and they went away.“They’re handsome fellows, signora,” I said. “You must be very proud
of them.”“I am, sir, and they’re good boys, both of them. They’ve never give me a moment’s
trouble from the day they was born and they’re the very image of Signor Niccolini.”“I must say no
one would think they had an English mother.”“I’m not exactly their mother, sir. I’ve just sent them
along to say ow do you do to ’er.”’I dare say I looked a little confused.“They’re the sons that
Signor Niccolini ’ad by a Greek girl that used to work in the ’otel, and ’aving no children of me
own I adopted them."I sought for some remark to make.”I ’ope you don’t think there’s any blame
attaches to Signor Niccolini,” she said, drawing herself up a little. “I shouldn’t like you to think
that, sir.” She folded her hands again and with a mixture of pride, primness and satisfaction added
the final word: “Signor Niccolini was a very full-blooded man.”

Read and translate a passage from a short story by W. S. Maugham, retell it, put 10
questions to the text.

THE LUNCHEONI CAUGHT SIGHT of her at the play and in answer to her bcckoning I went
over during the interval and sat down beside her. It was long since I had last seen her and if
someone had not mentioned her name I hardly think I would have recognized her. She addressed
me brightly.“Well, it’s many years since we first met. How time does fly! We’re none of us getting
any younger. Do you remember the first time I saw you? You asked me to luncheon.”Did I
remember?It was twenty years ago and I was living in Paris. I had a tiny apartment in the Latin
Quarter overlooking a cemetery and I was earning barely enough money to keep body and soul
together. She had read a book of mine and had written to me about it. I answered, thanking her,
and presently I received from her another letter saying that she was passing through Paris and
would like to have a chat with me; but her time was limited and the only free moment she had was
on the following Thursday; she was spending the morning at the Luxembourg and would I give
her a little luncheon at Foyot’s after-42 wards? Foyot’s is a restaurant at which the French senators
cat and it was so far beyond my means that I had never even thought of going there. But I was
flattered and I was too young to have learned to say no to a woman. (Few men, I may add, learn
this until they are too old to make it of any consequence to a woman what they say.) I had eighty
francs (gold francs) to last me the rest of the month and a modest luncheon should not cost more
than fifteen. If I cut out coffee for the next two weeks I could manage well enough.I answered that
I would meet my friend—by correspondence—at Foyot’s on Thursday at halfpast twelve. She was
not so young as I expected and in appearance imposing rather than attractive. She was in fact a
woman of forty (a charming age, but not one that excites a sudden and devastating passion at first
sight), and she gave me the impression of having more teeth, white and large and even, than were
necessary for any practical purpose. She was talkative, but since she seemed inclined to talk about
me I was prepared to be an attentive listener.I was startled when the bill of fare was brought, for
the prices were a great deal higher than I had anticipated. But she reassured me.“I never eat
anything for luncheon,” she said.“Oh, don’t say that!” I answered generously.“I never cat more
than one thing. I think people eat far too much nowadays. A little fish, perhaps. I wonder if they
have any salmon.”Well, it was early in the year for salmon and it was not on the bill of fare, but I
asked the waiter if there was any. Yes, a beautiful salmon had just come in, it was the first they
had had. I ordered it for my guest. The waiter asked her if she would have something while it was
being cooked.“No,” she answered, “I never eat more than one thing. Unless you had a little
caviare. I never mind caviare.”My heart sank a little. I knew I could not afford caviare, but I could
not very well tell her that. I told the waiter by all means to bring caviare. For myself I chose the
cheapest dish on the menu and that was a mutton chop.“I think you’re unwise to cat meat,” she
said. “I don’t know how you can expect to work after eating heavy things like chops. I don’t
believe in overloading my stomach.”Then came the question of drink.“I never drink anything for
luncheon,” she said. “Neither do I,” I answered promptly.“Except white wine,” she proceeded as
though I had not spoken. “These French white wines are so light. They’re wonderful for the
digestion.”“What would you like?” I asked, hospitable still, but not exactly effusive.She gave me
a bright and amicable flash of her white teeth.“My doctor won’t let me drink anything but
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champagne.”l fancy I turned a trifle pale. I ordered half a bottle. I mentioned casually that my
doctor had absolutely forbidden me to drink champagne.“What are you going to drink,
then?”“Water.”She ate the caviare and she ate the salmon. She talked gaily of art and literature and
music. But I wondered what the bill would come to. When my mutton chop arrived she took me
quite seriously to task.“I see that you’re in the habit of eating a heavy luncheon. I’'m sure it’s a
mistake. Why don’t you follow my example and just eat one thing? I’m sure you’d feel ever so
much better for it.”“I am only going to eat one thing,” I said, as the waiter came again with the bill
of fare.She waved him aside with an airy gesture.“No, no, I never eat anything for luncheon. Just a
bite, I never want more than that, and I eat that more as an excuse for conversation than anything
else. I couldn’t possibly eat anything more—unless they had some of those giant asparagus. I
should be sorry to leave Paris without having some of them.”My heart sank. I had seen them in the
shops and I knew that they were horribly expensive. My mouth had often watered at the sight of
them.“Madame wants to know if you have any of those giant asparagus,” I asked the waiter.I tried
with all my might to will him to say no. A happy smile spread over his broad, priest-like face, and
he assured me that they had some so large, so splendid, so tender, that it was a marvel.“I’m not in
the least hungry,” my guest sighed, “but if you insist I don’t mind having some asparagus.”l
ordered them.“Aren’t you going to have any?”“No, I never eat asparagus.”“I know there are
people who don’t like them. The fact is, you ruin your palate by all the meat you eat.”We waited
for the asparagus to be cooked. Panic seized me. It was not a question now how much money I
should have left over for the rest of the month, but whether I had enough to pay the bill. It would
be mortifying to find myself ten francs short and be obliged to borrow from my guest. I could not
bring myself to do that. I knew exactly how much I had and if the bill came to more I made up my
mind that I would put my hand in my pocket and with a dramatic cry start up and say it had been
picked. Of course it would be awkward if she had not money enough either to pay the bill. Then
the only thing would be to leave my watch and say I would come back and pay later.The
asparagus appeared. They were enormous, succulent and appetizing. The smell of the melted
butter tickled my nostrils as the nostrils of Jehovah were tickled by the burned offerings of the
virtuous Semites. | watched the abandoned woman thrust them down her throat in large
voluptuous mouthfuls and in my polite way I discoursed on the condition of the drama in the
Balkans. At last she finished.“Coffee?” I said.“Yes, just an ice cream and coffee,” she answered.I
was past caring now, so I ordered coffee for myself and an ice cream and coffee for her.“You
know, there’s one thing I thoroughly believe in,” she said, as she ate the ice cream. “One should
always get up from a meal feeling one could eat a little more.”“Are you still hungry?” I asked
faintly.“Oh, no, I’m not hungry; you see, I don’t eat luncheon. I have a cup of coffee in the
morning and then dinner, but I never eat more than one thing for luncheon. I was speaking for
you.”“Oh, I see!”Then a terrible thing happened. While we were waiting for the coffee, the head
waiter, with an ingratiating smile on his false face, came up to us bearing a large basket full of
huge peaches. They had the blush of an innocent girl; they had the rich tone of an Italian
landscape. But surely peaches were not in season then ? Lord knew what they cost. I knew too—a
little later, for my guest, going on with her conversation, absent-mindedly took one.“You see,
you’ve filled your stomach with a lot of meat”—my one miserable little chop—*“and you can’t eat
any more. But I’ve just had a snack and I shall enjoy a peach.”The bill came and when I paid it I
found that I had only enough for a quite inadequate tip. Her eyes rested for an instant on the three
francs I left for the waiter and I knew that she thought me mean. But when I walked out of the
restaurant I had the whole month before me and not a penny in my pocket.“Follow my example,”
she said as we shook hands, “and never eat more than one thing for luncheon.”“I’ll do better than
that,” I retorted. “I’ll eat nothing for dinner tonight.”“Humorist!” she cried gaily, jumping into a
cab. “You’re quite a humorist!”But I have had my revenge at last. I do not believe that I am a
vindictive man, but when the immortal gods take a hand in the matter it is pardonable to observe
the result with complacency. Today she weighs three hundred pounds.

Read and translate a passage from a short story by W. S. Maugham, retell it, put 10
questions to the text.
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SALVATORE

I WONDER if I can do it.

I knew Salvatore first when he was a boy of fifteen with a pleasant, ugly face, a laughing mouth
and carefree eyes. He used to spend the morning lying about the beach with next to nothing on and
his brown body was as thin as a rail. He was full of grace. He was in and out of the sea all the
time, swimming with the clumsy, effortless stroke common to the fisher boys. Scrambling up the
jagged rocks on his hard feet, for except on Sundays he never wore shoes, he would throw himself
into the deep water with a cry of delight. His father was a fisherman who owned his own little
vineyard and Salvatore acted as nursemaid to his two younger brothers. He shouted to them to
come in shore when they ventured out too far and made them dress when it was time to climb the
hot vine-clad hill for the frugal midday meal.

But boys in those Southern parts grow apace and in a little while he was madly in love with a
pretty girl who lived on the Grande Marina. She had eyes like forest pools and held herself like a
daughter of the Caesars. They were affianced, but they could not marry till Salvatore had done his
military service, and when he left the island which he had never left in his life before, to become a
sailor in the navy of King Victor Emmanuel, he wept like a child. It was hard for one who had
never been less free than the birds to be at the beck and call of others; it was harder still to live in a
battleship with strangers instead of in a little white cottage among the vines; and when he was
ashore, to walk in noisy, friendless cities with streets so crowded that he was frightened to cross
them, when he had been used to silent paths and the mountains and the sea. I suppose it had never
struck him that Ischia, which he looked at every evening (it was like a fairy island in the sunset) to
see what the weather would be like next day, or Vesuvius, pearly in the dawn, had anything to do
with him at all; but when he ceased to have them before his eyes he realized in some dim fashion
that they were as much part of him as his hands and his feet. He was dreadfully homesick. But it
was hardest of all to be parted from the girl he loved with all his passionate young heart. He wrote
to her (in his childlike handwriting) long, ill-spelt letters in which he told her how constantly he
thought of her and how much he longed to be back. He was sent here and there, to Spezzia, to
Venice, to Bari and finally to China. Here he fell ill of some mysterious ailment that kept him in
hospital for months. He bore it with the mute and uncomprehending patience of a dog. When he
learnt that it was a form of rheumatism that made him unfit for further service his heart exulted,
for he could go home; and he did not bother, in fact he scarcely listened, when the doctors told
him that he would never again be quite well. What did he care when he was going back to the little
island he loved so well and the girl who was waiting for him?

When he got into the rowing-boat that met the steamer from Naples and was rowed ashore he saw
his father and mother standing on the jetty and his two brothers, big boys now, and he waved to
them. His eyes searched among the crowd that waited there for the girl. He could not see her.
There was a great deal of kissing when he jumped up the steps and they all, emotional creatures,
cried a little as they exchanged their greetings. He asked where the girl was. His mother told him
that she did not know; they had not seen her for two or three weeks; so in the evening when the
moon was shining over the placid sea and the lights of Naples twinkled in the distance he walked
down to the Grande Marina to her house. She was sitting on the doorstep with her mother. He was
a little shy because he had not seen her for so long. He asked her if she had not received the letter
that he had written to her to say that he was coming home. Yes, they had received a letter, and they
had been told by another of the island boys that he was ill. Yes, that was why he was back; was it
not a piece of luck? Oh, but they had heard that he would never be quite well again. The doctors
talked a lot of nonsense, but he knew very well that now he was home again he would recover.
They were silent for a little, and then the mother nudged the girl. She did not try to soften the
blow. She told him straight out, with the blunt directness of her race, that she could not marry a
man who would never be strong enough to work like a man. They had made up their minds, her
mother and father and she, and her father would never give his consent.

When Salvatore went home he found that they all knew. The girl’s father had been to tell them
what they had decided, but they had lacked the courage to tell him themselves. He wept on his
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mother’s bosom. He was terribly unhappy, but he did not blame the girl. A fisherman’s life is hard
and it needs strength and endurance. He knew very well that a girl could not afford to marry a man
who might not be able to support her. His smile was very sad and his eyes had the look of a dog
that has been beaten, but he did not complain, and he never said a hard word of the girl he had
loved so well. Then, a few months later, when he had settled down to the common round, working
in his father’s vineyard and fishing, his mother told him that there was a young woman in the
village who was willing to marry him. Her name was Assunta.

“She’s as ugly as the devil,” he said.

She was older than he, twenty-four or twenty-five, and she had been engaged to a man who, while
doing his military service, had been killed in Africa. She had a little money of her own and if
Salvatore married her she could buy him a boat of his own and they could take a vineyard that by
a happy chance happened at that moment to be without a tenant. His mother told him that Assunta
had seen him at the festa and had fallen in love with him. Salvatore smiled his sweet smile and
said he would think about it. On the following Sunday, dressed in the stiff black clothes in which
he looked so much less well than in the ragged shirt and trousers of every day, he went up to High
Mass at the parish church and placed himself so that he could have a good look at the young
woman. When he came down again he told his mother that he was willing.

Well, they were married and they settled down in a tiny whitewashed house in the middle of a
handsome vineyard. Salvatore was now a great big husky fellow, tall and broad, but still with that
ingenuous smile and those trusting, kindly eyes that he had had as a boy. He had the most
beautiful manners I have ever seen in my life. Assunta was a grim-visaged female, with decided
features, and she looked old for her years. But she had a good heart and she was no fool. I used to
be amused by the little smile of devotion that she gave her husband when he was being very
masculine and masterful; she never ceased to be touched by his gentle sweetness. But she could
not bear the girl who had thrown him over, and notwithstanding Salvatore’s smiling expostulations
she had nothing but harsh words for her. Presently children were born to them.

It was a hard enough life. All through the fishing season towards evening he set out in his boat
with one of his brothers for the fishing grounds. It was a long pull of six or seven miles and he
spent the night catching the profitable cuttlefish. Then there was the long row back again in order
to sell the catch in time for it to go on the early boat to Naples. At other times he was working in
his vineyard from dawn till the heat drove him to rest and then again, when it was a trifle cooler,
till dusk. Often his rheumatism prevented him from doing anything at all and then he would lie
about the beach, smoking cigarettes, with a pleasant word for everyone notwithstanding the pain
that racked his limbs. The foreigners who came down to bathe and saw him there said that these
Italian fishermen were lazy devils.

Sometimes he used to bring his children down to give them a bath. They were both boys and at
this time the elder was three and the younger less than two. They sprawled about at the water’s
edge stark naked and Salvatore, standing on a rock, would dip them in the water. The elder one
bore it with stoicism, but the baby screamed lustily. Salvatore had enormous hands, like legs of
mutton, coarse and hard from constant toil, but when he bathed his children, holding them so
tenderly, drying them with delicate care, upon my word they were like flowers. He would seat the
naked baby on the palm of his hand and hold him up, laughing a little at his smallness, and his
laugh was like the laughter of an angel. His eyes then were as candid as his child’s.

I started by saying that I wondered if I could do it and now I must tell you what it is that I have
tried to do. I wanted to see whether I could hold your attention for a few pages while I drew for
you the portrait of a man, just an ordinary Italian fisherman who possessed nothing in the world
except a quality which is the rarest, the most precious and the loveliest that anyone can have.
Heaven only knows why he should so strangely and unexpectedly have possessed it. All I know is
that it shone in him with a radiance that, if it had not been so unconscious and so humble, would
have been to the common run of men hardly bearable. And in case you have not guessed what the
quality was I will tell you. Goodness, just goodness.
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19. Read and translate a passage from a short story by W. S. Maugham, retell it, put 10
questions to the text.
HOME
THE FARM LAY in a hollow among the Somersetshire hills, an old-fashioned stone house
surrounded by barns and pens and outhouses. Over the doorway the date when it was built had
been carved in the elegant figures of the period, 1673, and the house, gray and weather-beaten,
looked as much a part of the landscape as the trees that sheltered it. An avenue of splendid elms
that would have been the pride of many a squire’s mansion led from the road to the trim garden.
The people who lived here were as stolid, sturdy and unpretentious as the house; their only boast
was that ever since it was built from father to son in one unbroken line they had been born and
died in it. For three hundred years they had farmed the surrounding land. George Meadows was
now a man of fifty, and his wife was a year or two younger. They were both fine, upstanding
people in the prime of life; and their children, two sons and three girls, were handsome and strong.
They had no newfangled notions about being gentlemen and ladies; they knew their place and
were proud of it. I have never seen a more united household. They were merry, industrious and
kindly.
Their life was patriarchal. It had a completeness that gave it a beauty as definite as that of a
symphony by Beethoven or a picture by Titian. They were happy and they deserved their
happiness. But the master of the house was not George Meadows (not by a long chalk, they said in
the village) : it was his mother. She was twice the man her son was, they said. She was a woman
of seventy, tall, upright and dignified, with gray hair, and though her face was much wrinkled, her
eyes were bright and shrewd. Her word was law in the house and on the farm; but she had
humour, and if her rule was despotic it was also kindly. People laughed at her jokes and repeated
them. She was a good business woman and you had to get up very early in the morning to best her
in a bargain. She was a character. She combined in a rare degree good will with an alert sense of
the ridiculous.
One day Mrs George stopped me on my way home. She was all in a flutter. (Her mother-in-law
was the only Mrs Meadows we knew: George’s wife was known only as Mrs George.)
“Whoever do you think is coming here today?” she asked me. “Uncle George Meadows. You
know, him as was in China.”
“Why, I thought he was dead.”
“We all thought he was dead.”
I had heard the story of Uncle George Meadows a dozen times and it had amused me because it
had the savour of an old ballad: it was oddly touching to come across it in real life. For Uncle
George Meadows and Tom, his younger brother, had both courted Mrs Meadows when she was
Emily Green, fifty years and more ago, and when she married Tom, George had gone away to sea.
They heard of him on the China coast. For twenty years now and then he sent them presents; then
there was no more news of him; when Tom Meadows died his widow wrote and told him, but
received no answer; and at last they came to the conclusion that he must be dead. But two or three
days ago to their astonishment they had received a letter from the matron of the sailors’ home at
Portsmouth. It appeared that for the last ten years George Meadows, crippled with rheumatism,
had been an inmate and now, feeling that he had not much longer to live, wanted to see once more
the house in which he was born. Albert Meadows, his great-nephew, had gone over to Portsmouth
in the Ford to fetch him and he was to arrive that afternoon.
“Just fancy,” said Mrs George, “he’s not been here for more than fifty years. He’s never even seen
my George who’s fifty-one next birthday.”
“And what does Mrs Meadows think of it?” I asked.
“Well, you know what she is. She sits there and smiles to herself. All she says is, ‘He was a good-
looking young fellow when he left, but not so steady as his brother.” That’s why she chose my
George’s father. ‘But he’s probably quietened down by now,’ she says.”
Mrs George asked me to look in and see him. With the simplicity of a countrywoman who had
never been further from her home than London, she thought that because we had both been in
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China we must have something in common. Of course I accepted. I found the whole family
assembled when I arrived; they were sitting in the great old kitchen, with its stone floor, Mrs
Meadows in her usual chair by the fire, very upright, and I was amused to see that she had put on
her best silk dress, while her son and his wife sat at the table with their children. On the other side
of the fireplace sat an old man, bunched up in a chair. He was very thin and his skin hung on his
bones like an old suit much too large for him; his face was wrinkled and yellow and he had lost
nearly all his teeth.

I shook hands with him.

“Well, I’m glad to see you’ve got here safely, Mr Meadows,” I said.

“Captain,” he corrected.

“He walked here,” Albert, his great-nephew, told me. “When he got to the gate he made me stop
the car and said he wanted to walk.”

“And mind you, I’ve not been out of me bed for two years. They carried me down and put me in
the car. I thought I’d never walk again, but when I see them elm trees, I remember my father set a
lot of store by them elm trees, I felt I could walk. I walked down that drive fifty-two years ago
when I went away and now I’ve walked back again.” “Silly, I call it,” said Mrs Meadows.

“It’s done me good. I feel better and stronger than I have for ten years. I’ll see you out yet, Emily.”
“Don’t you be too sure,” she answered.

I suppose no one had called Mrs Meadows by her first name for a generation. It gave me a little
shock, as though the old man were taking a liberty with her. She looked at him with a shrewd
smile in her eyes and he, talking to her, grinned with his toothless gums. It was strange to look at
them, these two old people who had not seen one another for half a century, and to think that all
that long time ago he had loved her and she had loved another. I wondered if they remembered
what they had felt then and what they had said to one another.

I wondered if it seemed to him strange now that for that old woman he had left the home of his
fathers, his lawful inheritance, and lived an exile’s life.

“Have you ever been married, Captain Meadows?” I asked.

“Not me,” he said, in his quavering voice, with a grin. “I know too much about women for that.”
“That’s what you say,” retorted Mrs Meadows. “If the truth was known I shouldn’t be surprised to
hear as how you’d had half-a-dozen black wives in your day.”

“They’re not black in China, Emily, you ought to know better than that, they’re yellow.”
“Perhaps that’s why you’ve got so yellow yourself. When I saw you, I said to myself, why, he’s
got jaundice.”

“I said I’d never marry anyone but you, Emily, and I never have.”

He said this not with pathos or resentment, but as a mere statement of fact, as a man might say, I
said I’d walk twenty miles and I’ve done it. There was a trace of satisfaction in the speech.
“Well, you might have regretted it if you had,” she answered.

I talked a little with the old man about China.

“There’s not a port in China that I don’t know better than you know your coat pocket. Where a
ship can go I’ve been. I could keep you sitting here all day long for six months and not tell you
half the things I’ve seen in my day.”

“Well, one thing you’ve not done, George, as far as I can see,” said Mrs Meadows, the mocking
but not unkindly smile still in her eyes, “and that’s to make a fortune.”

“I’m not one to save money. Make it and spend it: that’s my motto. But one thing I can say for
myself : if I had the chance of going through my life again I'd take it. And there’s not many as’ll
say that.”

“No, indeed,” I said.

I looked at him with admiration and respect. he was a toothless, crippled, penniless old man, but
he had made a success of life, for he had enjoyed it. When I left him he asked me to come and see
him again next day. If I was interested in China he would tell me all the stories 1 wanted to hear.
Next morning I thought I would go and ask if the old man would like to see me. I strolled down
the magnificent avenue of elm trees and when I came to the garden saw Mrs Meadows picking
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20.

flowers. I bade her good morning and she raised herself. She had a huge armful of white flowers. I
glanced at the house and saw that the blinds were drawn: I was surprised, for Mrs Meadows liked
the sunshine.

“Time enough to live in the dark when you’re buried,” she always said.

“How’s Captain Meadows?” I asked her.

“He always was a harum-scarum fellow,” she answered. “When Lizzie took him in a cup of tea
this morning she found he was dead.”

“Dead?”

“Yes. Died in his sleep. I was just picking these flowers to put in the room. Well, I’'m glad he died
in that old house. It always means a lot to them Meadows to do that.”

They had had a good deal of difficulty in persuading him to go to bed. He had talked to them of all
the things that had happened to him in his long life. He was happy to be back in his old home. He
was proud that he had walked up the drive without assistance, and he boasted that he would live
for another twenty years. But fate had been kind: death had written the full stop in the right place.
Mrs Meadows smelt the white flowers that she held in her arms.

“Well, I’'m glad he came back,” she said. “After I married Tom Meadows and George went away,
the fact is I was never quite sure that I’d married the right one.”

Read and translate a passage from a short story by W. S. Maugham, retell it, put 10
questions to the text.

THE ESCAPE

I HAVE ALWAYS BEEN CONVINCED that if a woman once made up her mind to marry a man
nothing but instant flight could save him. Not always that; for once a friend of mine, seeing the
inevitable loom menacingly before him, took ship from a certain port (with a tooth-brush for all
his luggage, so conscious was he of his danger and the necessity for immediate action) and spent a
year travelling round the world; but when, thinking himself safe (women are fickle, he said, and in
twelve months she will have forgotten all about me), he landed at the selfsame port the first person
he saw gaily waving to him from the quay was the little lady from whom he had fled. I have only
once known a man who in such circumstances managed to extricate himself. His name was Roger
Charing. He was no longer young when he fell in love with Ruth Barlow and he had had sufficient
experience to make him careful; but Ruth Barlow had a gift (or should I call it a quality?) that
renders most men defenceless, and it was this that dispossessed Roger of his commonsense, his
prudence, and his worldly wisdom. He went down like a row of ninepins. This was the gift of
pathos. Mrs Barlow, for she was twice a widow, had splendid dark eyes and they were the most
moving I ever saw; they seemed to be ever on the point of filling with tears; they suggested that
the world was too much for her, and you felt that, poor dear, her sufferings had been more than
anyone should be asked to bear. If, like Roger Charing, you were a strong, hefty fellow with
plenty of money, it was almost inevitable that you should say to yourself: I must stand between the
hazards of life and this helpless little thing, oh, how wonderful it would be to take the sadness out
of those big and lovely eyes! I gathered from Roger that everyone had treated Mrs Barlow very
badly. She was apparently one of those unfortunate persons with whom nothing by any chance
goes right. If she married a husband he beat her; if she employed a broker he cheated her; if she
engaged a cook she drank. She never had a little lamb but it was sure to die.

When Roger told me that he had at last persuaded her to marry him, I wished him joy.

“I hope you’ll be good friends,” he said. “She’s a little afraid of you, you know; she thinks you’re
callous.”

“Upon my word I don’t know why she should think that.”

“You do like her, don’t you?”

“Very much.”

“She’s had a rotten time, poor dear. I feel so dreadfully sorry for her.”

“Yes,” I said.

I couldn’t say less. I knew she was stupid and I thought she was scheming. My own belief was
that she was as hard as nails.
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The first time [ met her we had played bridge together and when she was my partner she twice
trumped my best card. I behaved like an angel, but I confess that I thought if the tears were going
to well up into anybody’s eyes they should have been mine rather than hers. And when, having by
the end of the evening lost a good deal of money to me, she said she would send me a cheque and
never did, I could not but think that I and not she should have worn a pathetic expression when
next we met.

Roger introduced her to his friends. He gave her lovely jewels. He took her here, there, and
everywhere. Their marriage was announced for the immediate future. Roger was very happy. He
was committing a good action and at the same time doing something he had very much a mind to.
It is an uncommon situation and it is not surprising if he was a trifle more pleased with himself
than was altogether becoming.

Then, on a sudden, he fell out of love. I do not know why. It could hardly have been that he grew
tired of her conversation, for she had never had any conversation. Perhaps it was merely that this
pathetic look of hers ceased to wring his heart-strings. His eyes were opened and he was once
more the shrewd man of the world he had been. He became acutely conscious that Ruth Barlow
had made up her mind to marry him and he swore a solemn oath that nothing would induce him to
marry Ruth Barlow. But he was in a quandary. Now that he was in possession of his senses he saw
with clearness the sort of woman he had to deal with and he was aware that, if he asked her to
release him, she would (in her appealing way) assess her wounded feelings at an immoderately
high figure. Besides, it is always awkward for a man to jilt a woman. People are apt to think he
has behaved badly.

Roger kept his own counsel. He gave neither by word nor gesture an indication that his feelings
towards Ruth Barlow had changed. He remained attentive to all her wishes; he took her to dine at
restaurants, they went to the play together, he sent her flowers; he was sympathetic and charming.
They had made up their minds that they would be married as soon as they found a house that
suited them, for he lived in chambers and she in furnished rooms; and they set about looking at
desirable residences. The agents sent Roger orders to view and he took Ruth to see a number of
houses. It was very hard to find anything that was quite satisfactory. Roger applied to more agents.
They visited house after house. They went over them thoroughly, examining them from the cellars
in the basement to the attics under the roof. Sometimes they were too large and sometimes they
were too small; sometimes they were too far from the centre of things and sometimes they were
too close; sometimes they were too expensive and sometimes they wanted too many repairs;
sometimes they were too stuffy and sometimes they were too airy; sometimes they were too dark
and sometimes they were too bleak. Roger always found a fault that made the house unsuitable.
Of course he was hard to please; he could not bear to ask his dear Ruth to live in any but the
perfect house, and the perfect house wanted finding. House-hunting is a tiring and a tiresome
business and presently Ruth began to grow peevish. Roger begged her to have patience;
somewhere, surely, existed the very house they were looking for, and it only needed a little
perseverance and they would find it. They looked at hundreds of houses; they climbed thousands
of stairs; they inspected innumerable kitchens. Ruth was exhausted and more than once lost her
temper.

“If you don’t find a house soon,” she said, “I shall have to reconsider my position. Why, if you go
on like this we shan’t be married for years.”

“Don’t say that,” he answered, “I beseech you to have patience. I’ve just received some entirely
new lists from agents I’ve only just heard of. There must be at least sixty houses on them.”

They set out on the chase again. They looked at more houses and more houses. For two years they
looked at houses. Ruth grew silent and scornful: her pathetic, beautiful eyes acquired an
expression that was almost sullen. There are limits to human endurance. Mrs Barlow had the
patience of an angel, but at last she revolted.

“Do you want to marry me or do you not?” she asked him.

There was an unaccustomed hardness in her voice, but it did not affect the gentleness of his reply.
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“Of course I do. We’ll be married the very moment we find a house. By the way, I’ve just heard of
something that might suit us.”
“I don’t feel well enough to look at any more houses just yet.”
“Poor dear, I was afraid you were looking rather tired.”
Ruth Barlow took to her bed. She would not see Roger and he had to content himself with calling
at her lodgings to inquire and sending her flowers. He was as ever assiduous and gallant. Every
day he wrote and told her that he had heard of another house for them to look at. A week passed
and then he received the following letter:
Roger
I do not think you really love me. I have found someone who is anxious to take care of me and I
am going to be married to him today.

Ruth
He sent back his reply by special messenger:
Ruth
Your news shatters me. I shall never get over the blow, but of course your happiness must be my
first consideration. I send you herewith seven orders to view; they arrived by this morning’s post
and I am quite sure you will find among them a house that will exactly suit you.
Roger
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Work with a partner. Speak on the situation.
A famous person I would like to resemble.

Work with a partner. Speak on the situation.
Family ties.

Work with a partner. Speak on the situation.
The Day of a Person Is a Picture of This Person.

Work with a partner. Speak on the situation.
Are you a shopaholic?

Work with a partner. Speak on the situation.
The Day Everything Went Wrong.

Work with a partner. Speak on the situation.
The Main Principles I Observe When I Shop for Food.

Work with a partner. Speak on the situation.
Men's and Women's Shopping Styles.

Work with a partner. Speak on the situation.
Non-Traditional Food — Pros and Cons.

Work with a partner. Speak on the situation.
Better Cooks — Men or Women?

Work with a partner. Speak on the situation.

Serving a perfect meal.
Read, translate and analyze the passage.
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THE door opened and Michael Gosselyn looked up. Julia came in.

"Hulloa! I won't keep you a minute. I was just signing some letters."

"No hurry. I only came to see what seats had been sent to the Dennorants. What's that young man
doing here?"

With the experienced actress's instinct to fit the gesture to the word, by a movement of her neat
head she indicated the room through which she had just passed.

"He's the accountant. He comes from Lawrence and Hamphreys. He's been here three days."

"He looks very young."

"He's an articled clerk. He seems to know his job. He can't get over the way our accounts are kept.
He told me he never expected a theatre to be run on such businesslike lines. He says the way some
of those firms in the city keep their accounts is enough to turn your hair grey."

Julia smiled at the complacency on her husband's handsome face.

"He's a young man of tact."

"He finishes today. I thought we might take him back with us and give him a spot of lunch. He's
quite a gentleman."

"Is that a sufficient reason to ask him to lunch?" Michael did not notice the faint irony of her tone.
"I won't ask him if you don't want him. I merely thought it would be a treat for him. He admires
you tremendously. He's been to see the play three times. He's crazy to be introduced to you."
Michael touched a button and in a moment his secretary came in.

"Here are the letters, Margery. What appointments have I got for this afternoon?"

Julia with half an ear listened to the list Margery read out and, though she knew the room so well,
idly looked about her. It was a very proper room for the manager of a first-class theatre. The walls
had been panelled (at cost price) by a good decorator and on them hung engravings of theatrical
pictures by Zoffany and de Wilde. The armchairs were large and comfortable. Michael sat in a
heavily carved Chippendale* chair, a reproduction but made by a well-known firm, and his
Chippendale table, with heavy ball and claw feet, was immensely solid. On it stood in a massive
silver frame a photograph of herself and to balance it a photograph of Roger, their son. Between
these was a magnificent silver ink-stand that she had herself given him on one of his birthdays and
behind it a rack in red morocco, heavily gilt, in which he kept his private paper in case he wanted
to write a letter in his own hand. The paper bore the address, Siddons Theatre, and the envelope
his crest, a boar's head with the motto underneath: Nemo me impune lacessit.* A bunch of yellow
tulips in a silver bowl, which he had got through winning the theatrical golf tournament three
times running, showed Margery's care. Julia gave her a reflective glance. Notwithstanding her
cropped peroxide hair and her heavily-painted lips she had the neutral look that marks the perfect
secretary. She had been with Michael for five years. In that time she must have got to know him
inside and out. Julia wondered if she could be such a fool as to be in love with him.

But Michael rose from his chair.

"Now, darling, I'm ready for you."

Margery gave him his black Homburg* hat and opened the door for Julia and Michael to go out.
As they entered the office the young man Julia had noticed turned round and stood up.

"I should like to introduce you to Miss Lambert," said Michael. Then with the air of an
ambassador presenting an attache to the sovereign of the court to which he is accredited: "This is
the gentleman who is good enough to put some order into the mess we make of our accounts."
The young man went scarlet. He smiled stiffly in answer to Julia's warm, ready smile and she felt
the palm of his hand wet with sweat when she cordially grasped it. His confusion was touching.
That was how people had felt when they were presented to Sarah Siddons. She thought that she
had not been very gracious to Michael when he had proposed asking the boy to luncheon. She
looked straight into his eyes. Her own were large, of a very dark brown, and starry. It was no eftort
to her, it was as instinctive as brushing away a fly that was buzzing round her, to suggest now a
faintly amused, friendly tenderness.
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"I wonder if we could persuade you to come and eat a chop with us. Michael will drive you back
after lunch."

The young man blushed again and his adam's apple moved in his thin neck.

"It's awfully kind of you." He gave his clothes a troubled look. "I'm absolutely filthy."

"You can have a wash and brush up when we get home."

The car was waiting for them at the stage door, a long car in black and chromium, upholstered in
silver leather, and with Michael's crest discreetly emblazoned on the doors. Julia got in.

"Come and sit with me. Michael is going to drive."

They lived in Stanhope Place, and when they arrived Julia told the butler to show the young man
where he could wash his hands. She went up to the drawing-room. She was painting her lips when
Michael joined her.

"I've told him to come up as soon as he's ready."

"By the way, what's his name?"

"I haven't a notion."

"Darling, we must know. I'll ask him to write in our book."

"Damn it, he's not important enough for that." Michael asked only very distinguished people to
write in their book. "We shall never see him again."”

Read, translate and analyze the passage.

WHEN the two men had gone she looked through the photographs again before putting them
back.

"Not bad for a woman of forty-six," she smiled. "They are like me, there's no denying that." She
looked round the room for a mirror, but there wasn't one. "These damned decorators. Poor
Michael, no wonder he never uses this room. Of course I never have photographed well."

She had an impulse to look at some of her old photographs. Michael was a tidy, business-like man,
and her photographs were kept in large cardboard cases, dated and chronologically arranged. His
were in other cardboard cases in the same cupboard.

"When someone comes along and wants to write the story of our careers he'll find all the material
ready to his hand," he said.

With the same laudable* object he had had all their press cuttings from the very beginning pasted
in a series of large books.

There were photographs of Julia when she was a child, and photographs of her as a young girl,
photographs of her in her first parts, photographs of her as a young married woman, with Michael,
and then with Roger, her son, as a baby. There was one photograph of the three of them, Michael
very manly and incredibly handsome, herself all tenderness looking down at Roger with maternal
feeling, and Roger a little boy with a curly head, which had been an enormous success. All the
illustrated papers had given it a full page and they had used it on the programmes. Reduced to
picture-postcard size it had sold in the provinces for years. It was such a bore that Roger when he
got to Eton refused to be photographed with her any more. It seemed so funny of him not to want
to be in the papers.

"People will think you're deformed or something," she told him. "And it's not as if it weren't good
form. You should just go to a first night and see the society people how they mob the
photographers, cabinet ministers and judges and everyone. They may pretend they don't like it, but
just see them posing when they think the camera-man's got his eye on them." But he was
obstinate.

Julia came across a photograph of herself as Beatrice. It was the only Shakespearean part she had
ever played. She knew that she didn't look well in costume; she could never understand why,
because no one could wear modern clothes as well as she could. She had her clothes made in
Paris, both for the stage and for private life, and the dressmakers said that no one brought them
more orders. She had a lovely figure, everyone admitted that; she was fairly tall for a woman, and
she had long legs. It was a pity she had never had a chance of playing Rosalind, she would have
looked all right in boy's clothes, of course it was too late now, but perhaps it was just as well she
hadn't risked it. Though you would have thought, with her brilliance, her roguishness, her sense of
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comedy she would have been perfect. The critics hadn't really liked her Beatrice. It was that
damned blank verse. Her voice, her rather low rich voice, with that effective hoarseness, which
wrung your heart in an emotional passage or gave so much humour to a comedy line, seemed to
sound all wrong when she spoke it. And then her articulation; it was so distinct that, without
raising her voice, she could make you hear her every word in the last row of the gallery; they said
it made verse sound like prose. The fact was, she supposed, that she was much too modern.
Michael had started with Shakespeare. That was before she knew him. He had played Romeo at
Cambridge, and when he came down, after a year at a dramatic school, Benson had engaged him.
He toured the country and played a great variety of parts. But he realized that Shakespeare would
get him nowhere and that if he wanted to become a leading actor he must gain experience in
modern plays. A man called James Langton was running a repertory theatre at Middlepool that
was attracting a good deal of attention; and after Michael had been with Benson for three years,
when the company was going to Middlepool on its annual visit, he wrote to Langton and asked
whether he would see him. Jimmie Langton, a fat, bald-headed, rubicund man of forty-five, who
looked like one of Rubens' prosperous burghers, had a passion for the theatre. He was an
eccentric, arrogant, exuberant, vain and charming fellow. He loved acting, but his physique
prevented him from playing any but a few parts, which was fortunate, for he was a bad actor. He
could not subdue his natural flamboyance, and every part he played, though he studied it with care
and gave it thought, he turned into a grotesque. He broadened every gesture, he exaggerated every
intonation. But it was a very different matter when he rehearsed his cast; then he would suffer
nothing artificial. His ear was perfect, and though he could not produce the right intonation
himself he would never let a false one pass in anyone else.

"Don't be natural," he told his company. "The stage isn't the place for that. The stage is make-
believe. But seem natural."

He worked his company hard. They rehearsed every morning from ten till two, when he sent them
home to learn their parts and rest before the evening's performance. He bullied them, he screamed
at them, he mocked them. He underpaid them. But if they played a moving scene well he cried
like a child, and when they said an amusing line as he wanted it said he bellowed with laughter.
He would skip about the stage on one leg if he was pleased, and if he was angry would throw the
script down and stamp on it while tears of rage ran down his cheeks. The company laughed at him
and abused him and did everything they could to please him. He aroused a protective instinct in
them, so that one and all they felt that they couldn't let him down. Though they said he drove them
like slaves, and they never had a moment to themselves, flesh and blood couldn't stand it, it gave
them a sort of horrible satisfaction to comply with his outrageous demands. When he wrung an old
trooper's hand, who was getting seven pounds a week, and said, by God, laddie, you're
stupendous, the old trooper felt like Charles Kean.

Read, translate and analyze the passage.

When Julia was sixteen and went to the Royal Academy of Dramatic Art in Gower Street she
knew already much that they could teach her there. She had to get rid of a certain number of tricks
that were out of date and she had to acquire a more conversational style. But she won every prize
that was open to her, and when she was finished with the school her good French got her almost
immediately a small part in London as a French maid. It looked for a while as though her
knowledge of French would specialize her in parts needing a foreign accent, for after this she was
engaged to play an Austrian waitress. It was two years later that Jimmie Langton discovered her.
She was on tour in a melodrama that had been successful in London; in the part of an Italian
adventuress, whose machinations were eventually exposed, she was trying somewhat inadequately
to represent a woman of forty. Since the heroine, a blonde person of mature years, was playing a
young girl, the performance lacked verisimilitude. Jimmie was taking a short holiday which he
spent in going every night to the theatre in one town after another. At the end of the piece he went
round to see Julia. He was well enough known in the theatrical world for her to be flattered by the
compliments he paid her, and when he asked her to lunch with him next day she accepted.

They had no sooner sat down to table than he went straight to the point.
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"I never slept a wink all night for thinking of you," he said.

"This is very sudden. Is your proposal honourable or dishonourable?"

He took no notice of the flippant rejoinder.

"I've been at this game for twenty-five years. I've been a call-boy, a stage-hand, a stage-manager,
an actor, a publicity man, damn it, I've even been a critic. I've lived in the theatre since I was a kid
just out of a board school, and what I don't know about acting isn't worth knowing. I think you're a
genius."

"It's sweet of you to say so."

"Shut up. Leave me to do the talking. You've got everything. You're the right height, you've got a
good figure, you've got an indiarubber* face."

"Flattering, aren't you?"

"That's just what I am. That's the face an actress wants. The face that can look anything, even
beautiful, the face that can show every thought that passes through the mind. That's the face
Duse's got. Last night even though you weren't really thinking about what you were doing every
now and then the words you were saying wrote themselves on your face."

"It's such a rotten part. How could I give it my attention? Did you hear the things I had to say?"
"Actors are rotten, not parts. You've got a wonderful voice, the voice that can wring an audience's
heart, I don't know about your comedy, I'm prepared to risk that."

"What d'you mean by that?"

"Your timing is almost perfect. That couldn't have been taught, you must have that by nature.
That's the far, far better way. Now let's come down to brass tacks. I've been making inquiries
about you. It appears you speak French like a Frenchwoman and so they give you broken English
parts. That's not going to lead you anywhere, you know."

"That's all I can get."

"Are you satisfied to go on playing those sort of parts for ever? You'll get stuck in them and the
public won't take you in anything else. Seconds, that's all you'll play. Twenty pounds a week at the
outside and a great talent wasted."

"I've always thought that some day or other I should get a chance of a straight part."”

"When? You may have to wait ten years. How old are you now?"

"Twenty."

"What are you getting?"

"Fifteen pounds a week."

"That's a lie. You're getting twelve, and it's a damned sight more than you're worth. You've got
everything to learn. Your gestures are commonplace. You don't know that every gesture must
mean something. You don't know how to get an audience to look at you before you speak. You
make up too much. With your sort of face the less make-up the better. Wouldn't you like to be a
star?"

"Who wouldn't?"

"Come to me and I'll make you the greatest actress in England. Are you a quick study? You ought
to be at your age."

"I think I can be word-perfect in any part in forty-eight hours."

"It's experience you want and me to produce you. Come to me and I'll let you play twenty parts a
year. Ibsen, Shaw, Barker, Sudermann, Hankin, Galsworthy. You've got magnetism and you don't
seem to have an idea how to use it." He chuckled. "By God, if you had, that old hag would have
had you out of the play you're in now before you could say knife.* You've got to take an audience
by the throat and say, now, you dogs, you pay attention to me. You've got to dominate them. If you
haven't got the gift no one can give it you, but if you have you can be taught how to use it. I tell
you, you've got the makings of a great actress. I've never been so sure of anything in my life."

"I know I want experience. I'd have to think it over of course. I wouldn't mind coming to you for a
season."

"Go to hell. Do you think I can make an actress of you in a season? Do you think I'm going to
work my guts out to make you give a few decent performances and then have you go away to play
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some twopenny-halfpenny part in a commercial play in London? What sort of a bloody fool do
you take me for? I'll give you a three years' contract, I'll give you eight pounds a week and you'll
have to work like a horse."

"Eight pounds a week's absurd. I couldn't possibly take that."

"Oh yes, you could. It's all you're worth and it's all you're going to get."

Julia had been on the stage for three years and had learnt a good deal. Besides, Jane Taitbout, no
strict moralist, had given her a lot of useful information.

"And are you under the impression by any chance, that for that I'm going to let you sleep with me
as well?"

"My God, do you think I've got time to go to bed with the members of my company? I've got
much more important things to do than that, my girl. And you'll find that after you've rehearsed for
four hours and played a part at night to my satisfaction, besides a couple of matinees, you won't
have much time or much inclination to make love to anybody. When you go to bed all you'll want
to do is to sleep."”

But Jimmie Langton was wrong there.

Read, translate and analyze the passage.

JULIA now was looking at the photograph of herself in her wedding-dress.

"Christ, what a sight I looked."

They decided to keep their engagement to themselves, and Julia told no one about it but Jimmie
Langton, two or three girls in the company and her dresser. She vowed them to secrecy and could
not understand how within forty-eight hours everyone in the theatre seemed to know all about it.
Julia was divinely happy. She loved Michael more passionately than ever and would gladly have
married him there and then, but his good sense prevailed. They were at present no more than a
couple of provincial actors, and to start their conquest of London as a married couple would
jeopardize their chances. Julia showed him as clearly as she knew how, and this was very clearly
indeed, that she was quite willing to become his mistress, but this he refused. He was too
honourable to take advantage of her.

"I could not love thee, dear, so much, loved I not honour more," he quoted.

He felt sure that when they were married they would bitterly regret it if they had lived together
before as man and wife. Julia was proud of his principles. He was a kind and affectionate lover,
but in a very short while seemed to take her a trifle for granted; by his manner, friendly but casual,
you might have thought they had been married for years. But he showed great good nature in
allowing Julia to make love to him. She adored to sit cuddled up to him with his arm round her
waist, her face against his, and it was heaven when she could press her eager mouth against his
rather thin lips. Though when they sat side by side like that he preferred to talk of the parts they
were studying or make plans for the future, he made her very happy. She never tired of praising
his beauty. It was heavenly, when she told him how exquisite his nose was and how lovely his
russet, curly hair, to feel his hold on her tighten a little and to see the tenderness in his eyes.
"Darling, you'll make me as vain as a peacock."

"It would be so silly to pretend you weren't divinely handsome."

Julia thought he was, and she said it because she liked saying it, but she said it also because she
knew he liked to hear it. He had affection and admiration for her, he felt at ease with her, and he
had confidence in her, but she was well aware that he was not in love with her. She consoled
herself by thinking that he loved her as much as he was capable of loving, and she thought that
when they were married, when they slept together, her own passion would excite an equal passion
in him. Meanwhile she exercised all her tact and all her self-control. She knew she could not
afford to bore him. She knew she must never let him feel that she was a burden or a responsibility.
He might desert her for a game of golf, or to lunch with a casual acquaintance, she never let him
see for a moment that she was hurt. And with an inkling that her success as an actress strengthened
his feeling for her she worked like a dog to play well.

When they had been engaged for rather more than a year an American manager, looking for talent
and having heard of Jimmie Langton's repertory company, came to Middlepool and was greatly
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taken by Michael. He sent him round a note asking him to come to his hotel on the following
afternoon. Michael, breathless with excitement, showed it to Julia; it could only mean that he was
going to offer him a part. Her heart sank, but she pretended that she was as excited as he, and went
with him next day to the hotel. She was to wait in the lobby while Michael saw the great man.
"Wish me luck," he whispered, as he turned from her to enter the lift. "It's almost too good to be
true."

Julia sat in a great leather armchair willing with all her might the American manager to offer a part
that Michael would refuse or a salary that he felt it would be beneath his dignity to accept. Or
alternatively that he should get Michael to read the part he had in view and come to the conclusion
that he could not touch it. But when she saw Michael coming towards her half an hour later, his
eyes bright and his step swinging, she knew he had clicked. For a moment she thought she was
going to be sick, and when she forced on her face an eager, happy smile, she felt that her muscles
were stiff and hard.

"It's all right. He says it's a damned good part, a boy's part, nineteen. Eight or ten weeks in New
York and then on the road. It's a safe forty weeks with John Drew. Two hundred and fifty dollars a
week."

"Oh, darling, how wonderful for you."

It was quite clear that he had accepted with alacrity. The thought of refusing had never even
occurred to him.

"And I - I," she thought, "if they'd offered me a thousand dollars a week I wouldn't have gone if it
meant being separated from Michael."

Black despair seized her. She could do nothing. She must pretend to be as delighted as he was. He
was too much excited to sit still and took her out into the crowded street to walk.

"It's a wonderful chance. Of course America's expensive, but I ought to be able to live on fifty
dollars a week at the outside, they say the Americans are awfully hospitable and I shall get a lot of
free meals. I don't see why I shouldn't save eight thousand dollars in the forty weeks and that's
sixteen hundred pounds."

("He doesn't love me. He doesn't care a damn about me. I hate him. I'd like to kill him. Blast that
American manager.")

"And if he takes me on for a second year I'm to get three hundred. That means that in two years I'd
have the best part of four thousand pounds. Almost enough to start management on."

"A second year!" For a moment Julia lost control of herself and her voice was heavy with tears.
"D'you mean to say you'll be gone two years?"

"Oh, I should come back next summer of course. They pay my fare back and I'd go and live at
home so as not to spend any money."

"I don't know how I'm going to get on without you."

She said the words very brightly, so that they sounded polite, but somewhat casual.

"Well, we can have a grand time together in the summer and you know a year, two years at the
outside, well, it passes like a flash of lightning."

Michael had been walking at random, but Julia without his noticing had guided him in the
direction she wished, and now they arrived in front of the theatre. She stopped.

"I'll see you later. I've got to pop up and see Jimmie."

His face fell.

"You're not going to leave me now! I must talk to somebody. I thought we might go and have a
snack together before the show."

"I'm terribly sorry. Jimmie's expecting me and you know what he is."

Michael gave her his sweet, good-natured smile.

"Oh, well, go on then. I'm not going to hold it up against you because for once you've let me
down."

Read, translate and analyze the passage.

AFTER a fortnight of rehearsals, Michael was thrown out of the part for which he had been
engaged, and for three or four weeks was left to kick his heels about till something else could be
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found for him. He opened in due course in a play that ran less than a month in New York. It was
sent on the road; but languished and was withdrawn. After another wait he was given a part in a
costume play where his good looks shone to such advantage that his indifferent acting was little
noticed, and in this he finished the season. There was no talk of renewing his contract. Indeed the
manager who had engaged him was caustic in his comments.

"Gee, I'd give something to get even with that fellow Langton, the son of a bitch," he said. "He
knew what he was doing all right when he landed me with that stick."

Julia wrote to Michael constantly, pages and pages of love and gossip, while he answered once a
week, four pages exactly in a neat, precise hand. He always ended up by sending her his best love
and signing himself hers very affectionately, but the rest of his letter was more informative than
passionate. Yet she awaited its coming in an agony of impatience and read it over and over again.
Though he wrote cheerfully, saying little about the theatre except that the parts they gave him
were rotten and the plays in which he was expected to act beneath contempt, news travels in the
theatrical world, and Julia knew that he had not made good.

"I suppose it's beastly of me," she thought, "but thank God, thank God."

When he announced the date of his sailing she could not contain her joy. She got Jimmie so to
arrange his programme that she might go and meet him at Liverpool.

"If the boat comes in late I shall probably stay the night," she told Jimmie.

He smiled ironically.

"I suppose you think that in the excitement of homecoming you may work the trick."

"What a beastly little man you are."”

"Come off it, dear. My advice to you is, get him a bit tight and then lock yourself in a room with
him and tell him you won't let him out till he's made a dishonest woman of you."

But when she was starting he came to the station with her. As she was getting into the carriage he
took her hand and patted it.

"Feeling nervous, dear?"

"Oh, Jimmie dear, wild with happiness and sick with anxiety."

"Well, good luck to you. And don't forget you're much too good for him. You're young and pretty
and you're the greatest actress in England."

When the train steamed out Jimmie went to the station bar and had a whisky and soda. "Lord,
what fools these mortals be," he sighed. But Julia stood up in the empty carriage and looked at
herself in the glass.

"Mouth too large, face too puddingy, nose too fleshy. Thank God, I've got good eyes and good
legs. Exquisite legs. I wonder if I've got too much make-up on. He doesn't like make-up off the
stage. I look bloody without rouge. My eyelashes are all right. Damn it all, I don't look so bad."
Uncertain till the last moment whether Jimmie would allow her to go, Julia had not been able to
let Michael know that she was meeting him. He was surprised and frankly delighted to see her. His
beautiful eyes beamed with pleasure.

"You're more lovely than ever," she said.

"Oh, don't be so silly," he laughed, squeezing her arm affectionately. "You haven't got to go back
till after dinner, have you?"

"I haven't got to go back till tomorrow. I've taken a couple of rooms at the Adelphi, so that we can
have a real talk."

"The Adelphi's a bit grand, isn't it?"

"Oh, well, you don't come back from America every day. Damn the expense."

"Extravagant little thing, aren't you? I didn't know when we'd dock, so I told my people I'd wire
when I was getting down to Cheltenham. I'll tell them I'll be coming along tomorrow."

When they got to the hotel Michael came to Julia's room, at her suggestion, so that they could talk
in peace and quiet. She sat on his knees, with her arm round his neck, her cheek against his.

"Oh, it's so good to be home again," she sighed.

"You don't have to tell me that," he said, not understanding that she referred to his arms and not to
his arrival.
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"D'you still like me?"
"Rather."
She kissed him fondly.
"Oh, you don't know how I've missed you."
"I was an awful flop in America," he said. "I didn't tell you in my letters, because I thought it
would only worry you. They thought me rotten."
"Michael," she cried, as though she could not believe him.
"The fact is, I suppose, I'm too English. They don't want me another year. I didn't think they did,
but just as a matter of form I asked them if they were going to exercise their option and they said
no, not at any price."
Julia was silent. She looked deeply concerned, but her heart was beating with exultation.
"I honestly don't care, you know. I didn't like America. It's a smack in the eye of course, it's no
good denying that, but the only thing is to grin and bear it. If you only knew the people one has to
deal with! Why, compared with some of them, Jimmie Langton's a great gentleman. Even if they
had wanted me to stay I should have refused.”
Though he put a brave face on it, Julia felt that he was deeply mortified. He must have had to put
up with a good deal of unpleasantness. She hated him to have been made unhappy, but, oh, she
was so relieved.
"What are you going to do now?" she asked quietly.
"Well, T shall go home for a bit and think things over. Then I shall go to London and see if I can't
get a part."
She knew that it was no good suggesting that he should come back to Middlepool. Jimmie
Langton would not have him.
"You wouldn't like to come with me, I suppose?"
Julia could hardly believe her ears.
"Me? Darling, you know I'd go anywhere in the world with you."
"Your contract's up at the end of this season, and if you want to get anywhere you've got to make a
stab at London soon. I saved every bob* I could in America, they all called me a tight-wad but I
just let them talk, I've brought back between twelve and fifteen hundred pounds.”
"Michael, how on earth can you have done that?"
"I didn't give much away, you know," he smiled happily. "Of course it's not enough to start
management on, but it's enough to get married on, I mean we'd have something to fall back on if
we didn't get parts right away or happened to be out of a job for a few months."
It took Julia a second or two to understand what he meant.
"D'you mean to say, get married now?"
"Of course it's a risk, without anything in prospect, but one has to take a risk sometimes."
Julia took his head in both her hands and pressed his iips with hers. Then she gave a sigh.
"Darling, you're wonderful and you're as beautiful as a Greek god, but you're the biggest damned
fool I've ever known in my life."
They went to a theatre that night and at supper drank champagne to celebrate their reunion and
toast their future. When Michael accompanied her to her room she held up her face to his.
"D'you want me to say good night to you in the passage? I'll just come in for a minute."
"Better not, darling," she said with quiet dignity.
She felt like a high-born damsel, with all the traditions of a great and ancient family to keep up;
her purity was a pearl of great price; she also felt that she was making a wonderfully good
impression: of course he was a great gentleman, and "damn it all" it behoved her to be a great
lady. She was so pleased with her performance that when she had got into her room and somewhat
noisily locked the door, she paraded up and down bowing right and left graciously to her
obsequious retainers. She stretched out her lily white hand for the trembling old steward to kiss (as
a baby he had often dandled her on his knee), and when he pressed it with his pallid lips she felt
something fall upon it. A tear.

16. Read, translate and analyze the passage.
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THE first year of their marriage would have been stormy except for Michael's placidity. It needed
the excitement of getting a part or a first night, the gaiety of a party where he had drunk several
glasses of champagne, to turn his practical mind to thoughts of love. No flattery, no allurements,
could tempt him when he had an engagement next day for which he had to keep his brain clear or
a round of golf for which he needed a steady eye. Julia made him frantic scenes. She was jealous
of his friends at the Green Room Club, jealous of the games that took him away from her, and
jealous of the men's luncheons he went to under the pretext that he must cultivate people who
might be useful to them. It infuriated her that when she worked herself up into a passion of tears
he should sit there quite calmly, with his hands crossed and a good-humoured smile on his
handsome face, as though she were merely making herself ridiculous.

"You don't think I'm running after any other woman, do you?" he asked.

"How do I know? It's quite obvious that you don't care two straws* for me."

"You know you're the only woman in the world for me."

"My God!"

"I don't know what you want."

"I want love. I thought I'd married the handsomest man in England and I've married a tailor's
dummy."

"Don't be so silly. I'm just the ordinary normal Englishman. I'm not an Italian organ-grinder."*
She swept up and down the room. They had a small flat at Buckingham Gate and there was not
much space, but she did her best. She threw up her hands to heaven.

"I might be squint-eyed and hump-backed. I might be fifty. Am I so unattractive as all that? It's so
humiliating to have to beg for love. Misery, misery."

"That was a good movement, dear. As if you were throwing a cricket ball. Remember that."

She gave him a look of scorn.

"That's all you can think of. My heart is breaking, and you can talk of a movement that I made
quite accidentally."

But he saw by the expression of her face that she was registering it in her memory, and he knew
that when the occasion arose she would make effective use of it.

"After all love isn't everything. It's all very well at its proper time and in its proper place. We had a
lot of fun on our honeymoon, that's what a honeymoon's for, but now we've got to get down to
work."

They had been lucky. They had managed to get fairly good parts together in a play that had proved
a success. Julia had one good acting scene in which she had brought down the house, and
Michael's astonishing beauty had made a sensation. Michael with his gentlemanly push, with his
breezy good-nature, had got them both a lot of publicity and their photographs appeared in the
illustrated papers. They were asked to a number of parties and Michael, notwithstanding his
thriftiness, did not hesitate to spend money on entertaining people who might be of service. Julia
was impressed by his lavish-ness on these occasions. An actor-manager offered Julia the leading
part in his next play, and though there was no part for Michael and she was anxious to refuse it, he
would not let her. He said they could not afford to let sentiment stand in the way of business. He
eventually got a part in a costume play.

They were both acting when the war broke out. To Julia's pride and anguish Michael enlisted at
once, but with the help of his father, one of whose old brother officers was an important personage
at the War Office, he very soon got a commission. When he went out to France Julia bitterly
regretted the reproaches she had so often heaped upon him, and made up her mind that if he were
killed she would commit suicide. She wanted to become a nurse so that she could go out to France
too and at least be on the same soil as he, but he made her understand that patriotism demanded
that she should go on acting, and she could not resist what might very well be his dying request.
Michael thoroughly enjoyed the war. He was popular in the regimental mess, and the officers of
the old army accepted him almost at once, even though he was an actor, as one of themselves. It
was as though the family of soldiers from which he was born had set a seal on him so that he fell
instinctively into the manner and way of thinking of the professional soldier. He had tact and a
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pleasant manner, and he knew how to pull strings adroitly; it was inevitable that he should get on
the staff of some general. He showed himself possessed of considerable organizing capacity and
the last three years of the war he passed at G.H.Q.* He ended it as a major, with the Military Cross
and the Legion of Honour.

Meanwhile Julia had been playing a succession of important parts and was recognized as the best
of the younger actresses. Throughout the war the theatre was very prosperous, and she profited by
being seen in plays that had long runs. Salaries went up, and with Michael to advise her she was
able to extort eighty pounds a week from reluctant managers. Michael came over to England on
his leaves and Julia was divinely happy. Though he was in no more danger than if he had been
sheep-farming in New Zealand, she acted as though the brief periods he spent with her were the
last days the doomed man would ever enjoy on earth. She treated him as though he had just come
from the horror of the trenches and was tender, considerate, and unexacting.

It was just before the end of the war that she fell out of love with him.

She was pregnant at the time. Michael had judged it imprudent to have a baby just then, but she
was nearly thirty and thought that if they were going to have one at all they ought to delay no
longer; she was so well established on the stage that she could afford not to appear for a few
months, and with the possibility that Michael might be killed at any moment - it was true he said
he was as safe as a house, he only said that to reassure her, and even generals were killed
sometimes - if she was to go on living she must have a child by him. The baby was expected at the
end of the year. She looked forward to Michael's next leave as she had never done before. She was
feeling very well, but she had a great yearning to feel his arms around her, she felt a little lost, a
little helpless, and she wanted his protective strength. He came, looking wonderfully handsome in
his well-cut uniform, with the red tabs and the crown on his shoulder-straps. He had filled out a
good deal as the result of the hardships of G.H.Q. and his skin was tanned. With his close-cropped
hair, breezy manner and military carriage he looked every inch a soldier. He was in great spirits,
not only because he was home for a few days, but because the end of the war was in sight. He
meant to get out of the army as quickly as possible. What was the good of having a bit of
influence if you didn't use it? So many young men had left the stage, either from patriotism or
because life was made intolerable for them by the patriotic who stayed at home, and finally owing
to conscription, that leading parts had been in the hands either of people who were inapt for
military service or those who had been so badly wounded that they had got their discharge. There
was a wonderful opening, and Michael saw that if he were available quickly he could get his
choice of parts. When he had recalled himself to the recollection of the public they could look
about for a theatre, and with the reputation Julia had now acquired it would be safe to start in
management.

Read, translate and analyze the passage.

THEY put on the play, and it was a success. After that they continued to produce plays year after
year. Because Michael ran the theatre with the method and thrift with which he ran his home they
lost little over the failures, which of course they sometimes had, and made every possible penny
out of their successes. Michael flattered himself that there was not a management in London
where less money was spent on the productions. He exercised great ingenuity in disguising old
sets so that they looked new, and by ringing the changes on the furniture that he gradually
collected in the store-room saved the expense of hiring. They gained the reputation of being an
enterprising management because Michael in order not to pay the high royalties of well-known
authors was always willing to give an unknown one a trial. He sought out actors who had never
been given a chance and whose salaries were small. He thus made some very profitable
discoveries.

When they had been in management for three years they were sufficiently well established for
Michael to be able to borrow from the bank enough money to buy the lease of a theatre that had
just been built. After much discussion they decided to call it the Siddons Theatre. They opened
with a failure and this was succeeded by another. Julia was frightened and discouraged. She
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thought that the theatre was unlucky and that the public were getting sick of her. It was then that
Michael showed himself at his best. He was unperturbed.

"In this business you have to take the rough with the smooth. You're the best actress in England.
There are only three people who bring money into the theatre regardless of the play, and you're
one of them. We've had a couple of duds.* The next play's bound to be all right and then we shall
get back all we've lost and a packet into the bargain."*

As soon as Michael had felt himself safe he had tried to buy Dolly de Vries out, but she would not
listen to his persuasion and was indifferent to his coldness. For once his cunning found its match.
Dolly saw no reason to sell out an investment that seemed sound, and her half share in the
partnership kept her in close touch with Julia. But now with great courage he made another effort
to get rid of her. Dolly indignantly refused to desert them when they were in difficulties, and he-
gave it up as a bad job. He consoled himself by thinking that Dolly might leave Roger, her
godson, a great deal of money. She had no one belonging to her but nephews in South Africa, and
you could not look at her without suspecting that she had a high blood pressure. Meanwhile it was
convenient to have the house near Guildford to go to whenever they wished. It saved the expense
of having a country house of their own. The third play was a winner, and Michael did not hesitate
to point out how right he had been. He spoke as though he was directly responsible for its success.
Julia could almost have wished that it had failed like the others in order to take him down a peg or
two.* For his conceit was outrageous. Of course you had to admit that he had a sort of cleverness,
shrewdness rather, but he was not nearly so clever as he thought himself. There was nothing in
which he did not think that he knew better than anybody else.

As time went on he began to act less frequently. He found himself much more interested in
management.

"I want to run my theatre in as business-like way as a city office," he said.

And he felt that he could more profitably spend his evenings, when Julia was acting, by going to
outlying theatres and trying to find talent. He kept a little book in which he made a note of every
actor who seemed to show promise. Then he had taken to directing. It had always grizzled him
that directors should ask so much money for rehearsing a play, and of late some of them had even
insisted on a percentage on the gross. At last an occasion came when the two directors Julia liked
best were engaged and the only other one she trusted was acting and thus could not give them all
his time.

"I've got a good mind to have a shot at it myself," said Michael.

Julia was doubtful. He had no fantasy and his ideas were commonplace. She was not sure that he
would have authority over the cast. But the only available director demanded a fee that they both
thought exorbitant and there was nothing left but to let Michael try. He made a much better job of
it than Julia expected. He was thorough; he worked hard. Julia, strangely enough, felt that he was
getting more out of her than any other director had done. He knew what she was capable of, and,
familiar with her every inflection, every glance of her wonderful eyes, every graceful movement
of her body, he was able to give her suggestions out of which she managed to build up the best
performance of her career. With the cast he was at once conciliatory and exacting. When tempers
were frayed his good humour, his real kindliness, smoothed things over. After that there was no
question but that he should continue to direct their plays. Authors liked him because, being
unimaginative, he was forced to let the plays speak for themselves and often not being quite sure
what they meant he was obliged to listen to them.

Julia was now a rich woman. She could not but admit that Michael was as careful of her money as
of his own. He watched her investments and was as pleased when he could sell stocks at a profit
on her account as if he had made the money for himself. He put her down-for a very large salary,
and was proud to be able to say that she was the most highly paid actress in London, but when he
himself acted he never put himself down for a higher salary than he thought the part was worth.
When he directed a play he put down on the expense account the fee that a director of the second
rank would have received. They shared the expenses of the house and the cost of Roger's
education. Roger had been entered for Eton within a week of his birth. It was impossible to deny
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that Michael was scrupulously fair and honest. When Julia realized how much richer she was than
he she wanted to pay all these expenses herself.

"There's no reason why you should," said Michael. "As long as I can pay my whack* I'll pay it.
You earn more than I do because you're worth more. I put you down for a good salary because you
draw it."

No one could do other than admire the self-abnegation with which he sacrificed himself for her
sake. Any ambition he may have had for himself he had abandoned in order to foster her career.
Read, translate and analyze the passage.

THERE was a knock at the door.

"Come in," said Julia.

Evie entered.

"Aren't you going to bed today, Miss Lambert?" She saw Julia sitting on the floor surrounded by
masses of photographs. "Whatever are you doing?"

"Dreaming." She took up two of the photographs. "Look here upon this picture, and on this."

One was of Michael as Mercutio in all the radiant beauty of his youth and the other of Michael in
the last part he had played, in a white topper and a morning coat, with a pair of field-glasses slung
over his shoulder. He looked unbelievably self-satisfied.

Evie sniffed.

"Oh, well, it's no good crying over spilt milk."

"I've been thinking of the past and I'm as blue as the devil."*

"I don't wonder. When you start thinking of the past it means you ain't got no future, don't it?"
"You shut your trap, you old cow," said Julia, who could be very vulgar when she chose.

"Come on now, or you'll be fit for nothing tonight. I'll clear up all this mess."

Evie was Julia's dresser and maid. She had come to her first at Middlepool and had accompanied
her to London. She was a cockney, a thin, raddled, angular woman, with red hair which was
always untidy and looked as if it much needed washing, two of her front teeth were missing but,
notwithstanding Julia's offer, repeated for years, to provide her with new ones she would not have
them replaced.

"For the little I eat I've got all the teeth I want. It'd only fidget me to 'ave a lot of elephant's tusks
in me mouth."

Michael had long wanted Julia at least to get a maid whose appearance was more suitable to their
position, and he had tried to persuade Evie that the work was too much for her, but Evie would not
hear of it.

"You can say what you like, Mr. Gosselyn, but no one's going to maid Miss Lambert as long as
I've got me 'ealth and strength."

"We're all getting on, you know, Evie. We're not so young as we were."

Evie drew her forefinger across the base of her nostrils and sniffed.

"As long as Miss Lambert's young enough to play women of twenty-five, I'm young enough to
dress 'er. And maid 'er." Evie gave him a sharp look. "An' what d'you want to pay two lots of
wages for, when you can get the work done for one?"

Michael chuckled in his good-humoured way.

"There's something in that, Evie dear."

She bustled Julia upstairs. When she had no matinee Julia went to bed for a couple of hours in the
afternoon and then had a light massage. She undressed now and slipped between the sheets.
"Damn, my hot water bottle's nearly stone cold."

She looked at the clock on the chimney-piece. It was no wonder. It must have been there an hour.
She had no notion that she had stayed so long in Michael's room, looking at those photographs and
idly thinking of the past.

"Forty-six. Forty-six. Forty-six. I shall retire when I'm sixty. At fifty-eight South Africa and
Australia. Michael says we can clean up there. Twenty thousand pounds. I can play all my old
parts. Of course even at sixty I could play women of forty-five. But what about parts? Those
bloody dramatists."
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Trying to remember any plays in which there was a first-rate part for a woman of five-and-forty
she fell asleep. She slept soundly till Evie came to awake her because the masseuse was there.
Evie brought her the evening paper, and Julia, stripped, while the masseuse rubbed her long slim
legs and her belly, putting on her spectacles, read the same theatrical intelligence she had read that
morning, the gossip column and the woman's page. Presently Michael came in and sat on her bed.
He often came at that hour to have a little chat with her.

"Well, what was his name?" asked Julia.

"Whose name?"

"The boy who came to lunch?"

"I haven't a notion. I drove him back to the theatre. I never gave him another thought."

Miss Phillips, the masseuse, liked Michael. You knew where you were with him. He always said
the same things and you knew exactly what to answer. No side to him. And terribly good-looking.
My word.

"Well, Miss Phillips, fat coming off nicely?"

"Oh, Mr. Gosselyn, there's not an ounce of fat on Miss Lambert. I think it's wonderful the way she
keeps her figure."

"Pity I can't have you to massage me, Miss Phillips. You might be able to do something about
mine."

"How you talk, Mr. Gosselyn. Why, you've got the figure of a boy of twenty. I dont' know how
you do it, upon my word I don't.”

"Plain living and high thinking, Miss Phillips."

Julia was paying no attention to what they said but Miss Phillips's reply reached her.

"Of course there's nothing like massage, I always say that, but you've got to be careful of your
diet. That there's no doubt about at all."

"Diet!" she thought. "When I'm sixty I shall let myself go. I shall eat all the bread and butter I like.
I'll have hot rolls for breakfast, I'll have potatoes for lunch and potatoes for dinner. And beer. God,
how I like beer. Pea soup and tomato soup; treacle pudding and cherry tart. Cream, cream, cream.
And so help me God, I'll never eat spinach again as long as I live."

When the massage was finished Evie brought her a cup of tea, a slice of ham from which the fat
had been cut, and some dry toast. Julia got up, dressed, and went down with Michael to the
theatre. She liked to be there an hour before the curtain rang up. Michael went on to dine at his
club. Evie had preceded her in a cab and when she got into her dressing-room everything was
ready for her. She undressed once more and put on a dressing-gown. As she sat down at her
dressing-table to make up she noticed some fresh flowers in a vase.

"Hulloa, who sent them? Mrs. de Vries?" Dolly always sent her a huge basket on her first nights,
and on the hundredth night, and the two hundredth if there was one, and in between, whenever she
ordered flowers for her own house, had some sent to Julia.

"No, miss."

"Lord Charles?"

Lord Charles Tamerley was the oldest and the most constant of Julia's admirers, and when he
passed a florist's he was very apt to drop in and order some roses for her.

"Here's the card," said Evie.

Julia looked at it. Mr. Thomas Fennell. Tavistock Square.

"What a place to live. Who the hell d'you suppose he is, Evie?"

"Some feller knocked all of a heap by your fatal beauty, I expect.”

"They must have cost all of a pound. Tavistock Square doesn't look very prosperous to me. For all
you know he may have gone without his dinner for a week to buy them."

"I don't think."

Julia plastered her face with grease paint.

"You're so damned unromantic, Evie. Just because I'm not a chorus girl you can't understand why
anyone should send me flowers. And God knows, I've got better legs than most of them."

"You and your legs," said Evie.
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"Well, I don't mind telling you I think it's a bit of all right having an unknown young man sending
me flowers at my time of life. I mean it just shows you."

"If he saw you now 'e wouldn't, not if I know anything about men."

"Go to hell," said Julia.

But when she was made up to her satisfaction, and Evie had put on her stockings and her shoes,
having a few minutes still to spare she sat down at her desk and in her straggling bold hand wrote
to Mr. Thomas Fennell a gushing note of thanks for his beautiful flowers. She was naturally polite
and it was, besides, a principle with her to answer all fan letters. That was how she kept in touch
with her public. Having addressed the envelope she threw the card in the wastepaper basket and
was ready to slip into her first act dress. The call-boy came round knocking at the dressing-room
doors.

"Beginners, please."

Those words, though heaven only knew how often she had heard them, still gave her a thrill. They
braced her like a tonic. Life acquired significance. She was about to step from the world of make-
believe into the world of reality.

Read, translate and analyze the passage.

She decided that he must come again to Stanhope Place. It was not long before an opportunity
presented itself.

"You know that young accountant of yours," she said to Michael. "Tom Fennell's his name. I met
him out at supper the other night and I've asked him to dinner next Sunday. We want an extra
man."

"Oh, d'you think he'll fit in?"

It was rather a grand party. It was on that account she had asked him. She thought it would please
him to meet some of the people he had known only from their pictures. She had realized already
that he was a bit of a snob. Well, that was all to the good; she could give him all the smart people
he wanted. For Julia was shrewd, and she knew very well that Tom was not in love with her. To
have an affair with her flattered his vanity. He was a highly-sexed young man and enjoyed sexual
exercise. From hints, from stories that she had dragged out of him, she discovered that since he
was seventeen he had had a great many women. He loved the act rather than the person. He
looked upon it as the greatest lark in the world. And she could understand why he had so much
success. There was something appealing in his slightness, his body was just skin and bone, that
was why his clothes sat on him so well, and something charming in his clean freshness. His
shyness and his effrontery combined to make him irresistible. It was strangely flattering for a
woman to be treated as a little bit of fluff* that you just tumbled on to a bed.

"What he's got, of course, is sex appeal.”

She knew that his good looks were due to his youth. He would grow wizened as he grew older,
dried up and haggard; that charming flush on his cheeks would turn into a purple glow and his
delicate skin would go lined and sallow; but the feeling that what she loved in him would endure
so short a time increased her tenderness. She felt a strange compassion for him. He had the high
spirits of youth, and she lapped them up as a kitten laps up milk. But he was not amusing. Though
he laughed when Julia said a funny thing he never said one himself. She did not mind. She found
his dullness restful. She never felt so light-hearted as in his company, and she could be brilliant
enough for two.

People kept on telling Julia that she was looking ten years younger and that she had never acted
better. She knew it was true and she knew the reason. But it behoved her to walk warily. She must
keep her head. Charles Tamerley always said that what an actress needed was not intelligence, but
sensibility, and he might be right; perhaps she wasn't clever, but her feelings were alert and she
trusted them. They told her now that she must never tell Tom that she loved him. She was careful
to make it plain to him that she laid no claims on him and that he was free to do whatever he liked.
She took up the attitude that the whole thing was a bit of nonsense to which neither of them must
attach importance. But she left nothing undone to bind him to her. He liked parties and she took
him to parties. She got Dolly and Charles Tamerley to ask him to luncheon. He was fond of
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dancing and she got him cards for balls. For his sake she would go to them herself for an hour, and
she was conscious of the satisfaction he got out of seeing how much fuss people made of her. She
knew that he was dazzled by the great, and she introduced him to eminent persons. Fortunately
Michael took a fancy to him. Michael liked to talk, and Tom was a good listener. He was clever at
his business. One day Michael said to her:

"Smart fellow, Tom. He knows a lot about income-tax. I believe he's shown me a way of saving
two or three hundred pounds on my next return."”

Michael, looking for new talent, often took him to the play in the evenings, either in London or the
suburbs; they would fetch Julia after the performance, and the three of them supped together. Now
and then Michael asked Tom to play golf with him on Sundays and then if there was no party
would bring him home to dinner.

"Nice to have a young fellow like that around," he said. "It keeps one from growing rusty."

Tom was very pleasant about the house. He would play backgammon* with Michael, or patience
with Julia, and when they turned on the gramophone he was always there to change the records.
"He'll be a nice friend for Roger," said Michael. "Tom's got his head screwed on his shoulders the
right way, and he's a lot older than Roger. He ought to have a good influence on him. Why don't
you ask him to come and spend his holiday with us?"

("Lucky I'm a good actress.") But it wanted an effort to keep the joy out of her voice and to
prevent her face from showing the exultation that made her heart beat so violently. "That's not a
bad idea," she answered. I'll ask him if you like."

Their play was running through August, and Michael had taken a house at Taplow so that they
could spend the height of the summer there. Julia was to come up for her performances and
Michael when business needed it, but she would have the day in the country and Sundays. Tom
had a fortnight's holiday; he accepted the invitation with alacrity.

Read, translate and analyze the passage.

Julia looked forward to Tom's visit to Taplow with excitement. It would be lovely to go on the
river with him in the morning and in the afternoon sit about the garden with him. With Roger in
the house she was determined that there should be no nonsense between her and Tom; decency
forbade. But it would be heaven to spend nearly all day with him. When she had matinees he
could amuse himself with Roger.

But things did not turn out at all as she expected. It had never occurred to her that Roger and Tom
would take a great fancy to one another. There were five years between them and she thought, or
would have if she had thought about it at all, that Tom would look upon Roger as a hobbledehoy,*
quite nice of course, but whom you treated as such, who fetched and carried for you and whom
you told to go and play when you did not want to be bothered with him. Roger was seventeen. He
was a nice-looking boy, with reddish hair and blue eyes, but that was the best you could say of
him. He had neither his mother's vivacity and changing expression nor his father's beauty of
feature. Julia was somewhat disappointed in him. As a child when she had been so constantly
photographed with him he was lovely. He was rather stolid now and he had a serious look. Really
when you came to examine him his only good features were his teeth and his hair. Julia was very
fond of him, but she could not but find him a trifle dull. When she was alone with him the time
hung somewhat heavily on her hands. She exhibited a lively interest in the things she supposed
must interest him, cricket and such like, but he did not seem to have much to say about them. She
was afraid he was not very intelligent.

"Of course he's young," she said hopefully. "Perhaps he'll improve as he grows older."

From the time that he first went to his preparatory school she had seen little of him. During the
holidays she was always acting at night and he went out with his father or with a boy friend, and
on Sundays he and his father played golf together. If she happened to be lunching out it often
happened that she did not see him for two or three days together except for a few minutes in the
morning when he came to her room. It was a pity he could not always have remained a sweetly
pretty little boy who could play in her room without disturbing her and be photographed, smiling
into the camera, with his arm round her neck. She went down to see him at Eton occasionally and
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had tea with him. It flattered her that there were several photographs of her in his room. She was
conscious that when she went to Eton it created quite a little excitement, and Mr. Brackenbridge,
in whose house he was, made a point of being very polite to her. When the half ended Michael and
Julia had already moved to Taplow and Roger came straight there. Julia kissed him emotionally.
He was not so much excited at getting home as she had expected him to be. He was rather casual.
He seemed suddenly to have grown very sophisticated.

He told Julia at once that he desired to leave Eton at Christmas, he thought he had got everything
out of it that he could, and he wanted to go to Vienna for a few months and learn German before
going up to Cambridge. Michael had wished him to go into the army, but this he had set his face
against. He did not yet know what he wanted to be. Both Julia and Michael had from the first been
obsessed by the fear that he would go on the stage, but for this apparently he had no inclination.
"Anyhow he wouldn't be any good," said Julia.

He led his own life. He went out on the river and lay about the garden reading. On his seventeenth
birthday Julia had given him a very smart roadster, and in this he careered about the country at
breakneck speeds.

"There's one comfort," said Julia. "He's no bother. He seems quite capable of amusing himself."
On Sundays they had a good many people down for the day, actors and actresses, an occasional
writer, and a sprinkling of some of their grander friends. Julia found these parties very amusing
and she knew that people liked to come to them. On the first Sunday after Roger's arrival there
was a great mob. Roger was very polite to the guests. He did his duty as part host like a man of the
world. But it seemed to Julia that he held himself in some curious way aloof, as though he were
playing a part in which he had not lost himself, and she had an uneasy feeling that he was not
accepting all these people, but coolly judging them. She had an impression that he took none of
them very seriously.

Tom had arranged to come on the following Saturday and she drove him down after the theatre. It
was a moonlit night and at that hour the roads were empty. The drive was enchanting. Julia would
have liked it to go on for ever. She nestled against him and every now and then in the darkness he
kissed her.

"Are you happy?" she asked.

"Absolutely."

Michael and Roger had gone to bed, but supper was waiting for them in the dining-room. The
silent house gave them the feeling of being there without leave. They might have been a couple of
wanderers who had strolled out of the night into a strange house and found a copious repast laid
out for them. It was romantic. It had a little the air of a tale in the Arabian Nights. Julia showed
him his room, which was next door to Roger's, and then went to bed. She did not wake till late
next morning. It was a lovely day. So that she might have Tom all to herself she had not asked
anybody down. When she was dressed they would go on the river together. She had her breakfast
and her bath. She put on a little white frock that suited the sunny riverside and her, and a large-
brimmed red straw hat whose colour threw a warm glow on her face. She was very little made-up.
She looked at herself in the glass and smiled with satisfaction. She really looked very pretty and
young. She strolled down into the garden. There was a lawn that stretched down to the river, and
here she saw Michael surrounded by the Sunday papers. He was alone.

"I thought you'd gone to play golf."

"No, the boys have gone. I thought they'd have more fun if I let them go alone." He smiled in his
friendly way. "They're a bit too active for me. They were bathing at eight o'clock this morning,
and as soon as they'd swallowed their breakfast they bolted off in Roger's car."

"I'm glad they've made friends."

Julia meant it. She was slightly disappointed that she would not be able to go on the river with
Tom, but she was anxious that Roger should like him, she had a feeling that Roger did not like
people indiscriminately; and after all she had the next fortnight to be with Tom.

"They make me feel damned middle-aged, I don't mind telling you that," Michael remarked.
"What nonsense. You're much more beautiful than either of them, and well you know it, my pet."
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Michael thrust out his jaw a little and pulled in his belly.

[IprmepHbIe BONPOCHI K 3K3aMeHY, 2 KypcC / 4 cemecTp

1.

2.

10.

11.

12.

13.
14.
15.
16.
17.
18.
19.
20.
21.
22.
23.
24.

Read and translate the text C.P. Snow “Time of Hope” pp. 85-86. Summarize and analyze the
given extract.

Read and translate the text C.P. Snow “Time of Hope” pp. 285-286. Summarize and analyze the
given extract.

Read and translate the text C.P. Snow “Time of Hope” pp. 282-284. Summarize and analyze the
given extract.

Read and translate the text C.P. Snow “Time of Hope” pp. 230-231. Summarize and analyze the
given extract.

Read and translate the text C.P. Snow “Time of Hope” pp. 206-207. Summarize and analyze the
given extract.

Read and translate the text C.P. Snow “Time of Hope” pp. 25-26. Summarize and analyze the
given extract.

Read and translate the text D. Cusack “Say No to Death” pp. 199-200. Summarize and analyze the
given extract.

Read and translate the text D. Cusack “Say No to Death” pp. 264-266. Summarize and analyze the
given extract.

Read and translate the text D. Cusack “Say No to Death” pp. 61-63. Summarize and analyze the
given extract.

Read and translate the text D. Cusack “Say No to Death” pp. 43-44. Summarize and analyze the
given extract.

Read and translate the text D. Cusack “Say No to Death” pp. 97-98. Summarize and analyze the
given extract.

Read and translate the text D. Cusack “Say No to Death” pp. 80-81. Summarize and analyze the
given extract.

Speak Speak on the topic "At the Doctor's"

Speak on the topic "At the Dentist's"

Speak on the topic "In the Hospital"

Speak on the topic " Stress in people's life"

Speak on the topic "Healthy and unhealthy eating habits and dieting".

Speak on the topic " Advantages and disadvantages of alternative medicine"

Speak on the topic "Bad habits and their negative effect on our health"

Speak on the topic "Doing sport is fun"

Speak on the topic "Extreme sports: pros and cons"

Speak on the topic "Types of pollution. Environmental protection".

Speak on the topic "Global disasters. Save our planet"”

Speak on the topic " Reduce, reuse, recycle".

[TprmepHbIe BONPOCHI K 3K3aMeHY, 3 Kypc / 6 cemecTp

1.

v

The appreciation of pictures is a special faculty which only a few can possess. A great painting
enriches our experience of life, just as a great poem does or a great musical composition.
“Aesthetic effects” make art especially engaging and illuminating. Description of a picture.
Prominent artists become either famous for their unique style or the character they exude to the
world of art. (John Constable, Thomas Gainsborough, Joseph Turner and others).

Cinema can help a lot in the field of education. The role of animated cartoons in upbringing.
Literary works should not be adapted for the screen as people simply stop reading fiction: seeing a
film is “easier” than reading a book.
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Give a review of a film that like and dislike. Be sure to provide sound arguments for whatever you
say.

Charles Strickland’s life in the world of art.

The movies as an art of contemporary life.

History of painting.

10. Art trends.
11. Well-known Russian artists.
12. Well-known English artists.

O6pas3el] 5K3aMeHalMOHHOTO buseTa

MUWHOBPHAYKUA P®
SOENEPAJIBHOE 'OCYJAPCTBEHHOE BHOPDKETHOE
OBPA3OBATEJIBHOE YUPEXXIEHUWE BBICIIEI'O OBPASOBAHUA
«YOVIMCKINI YHUBEPCUTET HAYKU U TEXHOJIOT M1»
BUPCKII ®UTNAJI YYHuT
Kadezpa pomaHO-repMaHCKOM (DUMTOIOTHN U TMHTBOAUJAKTUKU

Hucounuvna: IlpakTrueckuid Kype Kypcossle 5k3amens! 20__-20__ 1.

aHIVIMKACKOTO sA3bIKa: [IpakTHKa yCTHOU 1 Harpasnenue 44.03.05 Ilegaroruyeckoe
MMCbMEHHOW peun obpa3oBaHue (C AByMs NMPOGUISIMHU TIOATOTOBKH)
ouHasi (popma oOyueHUs [Tpodune: THOCTpaHHBIN S3bIK (QHIVIMHACKUIN),

1 kypc 1 cemectp VHoCTpaHHbIM A3bIK ((ppaHLy3CKUN)

IK3aMeHaIrMoOHHbIH OuteT Ne 1
1. Speak on the following topic .
MY FRIEND'S FAMILY. Speak about your best friend. Describe the members of her/his
family. What are his/her parents? How does your friend spend free time with his/her
family?

2. Read and translate a passage from a short story by W. S. Maugham, retell it, put 10
questions to the text.

MAYHEWTHE LIVES OF MOST MEN are determined by their environment. They accept
the circumstances amid which fate has thrown them not only with resignation but even with
good will. They are like streetcars running contentedly on their rails and they despise the
sprightly flivver that dashes in and out of the traffic and speeds so jauntily across the open
country. I respect them; they are good citizens, good husbands, and good fathers, and of
course somebody has to pay the taxes; but I do not find them exciting. I am fascinated by
the men, few enough in all conscience, who take life in their own hands and seem to mould
it to their own liking. It may be that we have no such thing as free will, but at all events we
have the illusion of it. At a crossroad it does seem to us that we might go either to the right
or to the left, and the choice once made, Tt is difficult to see that the whole course of the
world’s history obliged us to take the turning we did.I never met a more interesting man
than Mayhew. He was a lawyer in Detroit. He was an able and a successful one. By the
time he was thirty-five he had a large and a lucrative practice, he had amassed a
competence, and he stood on the threshold of a distinguished career. He had an acute brain,
an attractive personality, and uprightness. There was no reason why he should not become,
financially or politically, a power in the land. One evening he was sitting in his club with a
group of friends and they were perhaps a little the worse (or the better) for liquor. One of
them had recently come from Italy and he told them of a house he had seen at Capri, a
house on the hill, overlooking the Bay of Naples, with a large and shady garden. He
described to them the beauty of the most beautiful island in the Mediterranean.“It sounds
fine,” said Mayhew. “Is that house for sale?”“Everything is for sale in Italy.”“Let’s send
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’em a cable and make an offer for it.”“What in heaven’s name would you do with a house
in Capri?”“Live in it,” said Mayhew.He sent for a cable form, wrote it out, and dispatched
it. In a few hours the reply came back. The offer was accepted.

Mayhew was no hypocrite and he made no secret of the fact that he would never have done
so wild a thing if he had been sober, but when he was he did not regret it. He was neither an
impulsive nor an emotional man, but a very honest and sincere one. He would never have
continued from bravado in a course that he had come to the conclusion was unwise. He
made up his mind to do cxactly as he had said. He did not care for wealth and he had
enough money on which to live in Italy. He thought he could do more with life than spend
it on composing the trivial quarrels of unimportant people. He had no definite plan. He
merely wanted to get away from a life that had given him all it had to offer. I suppose his
friends thought him crazy; some must have done all they could to dissuade him. He
arranged his affairs, packed up his furniture and started.Capri is a gaunt rock of austere
outline, bathed in a deep blue sea; but its vineyards, green and smiling, give it a soft and
easy grace. It is friendly, remote and debonair. I find it strange that Mayhew should have
settled on this lovely island, for I never knew a man more insensible to beauty. I do not
know what he sought there: happiness, freedom, or merely leisure; I know what he found.
In this place which appeals so extravagantly to the senses he lived a life entirely of the
spirit. For the island is rich with historic associations and over it broods always the
enigmatic memory of Tiberius the Emperor. From his windows which overlooked the Bay
of Naples, with the noble shape of Vesuvius changing in colour with the changing light,
Mayhew saw a hundred places that recalled the Romans and the Greeks. The past began to
haunt him. All that he saw for the first time, for he had never been abroad before, excited
his fancy; and in his soul stirred the creative imagination. He was a man of energy.
Presently he made up his mind to write a history. For some time he looked about for a
subject, and at last decided on the second century of the Roman Empire. It was little known
and it seemed to him to offer problems analogous with those of our own day.He began to
collect books and soon he had an immense library. His legal training had taught him to read
quickly. He settled down to work. At first he had been accustomed to foregather in the
evening with the painters, writers and such like who met in the little tavern near the piazza,
but presently he withdrew himself, for his absorption in his studies became more pressing.
He had been accustomed to bathe in that bland sea and to take long walks among the
pleasant vineyards, but little by little, grudging the time, he ceased to do so. He worked
harder than he had ever worked in Detroit. He would start at noon and work all through the
night till the whistle of the steamer that goes every morning from Capri to Naples told him
that it was five o’clock and time to go to bed. His subject opened out before him, vaster and
more significant, and he imagined a work that would put him for ever beside the great
historians of the past. As the years went by he was to be found seldom in the haunts of men.
He could be tempted to come out of his house only by a game of chess or the chance of an
argument. He loved to set his brain against another’s. He was widely read now, not only in
history, but in philosophy and science; and he was a skilful controversialist, quick, logical
and incisive. But he had good-humour and kindliness; though he took a very human
pleasure in victory, he did not exult in it to your mortification.When first he came to the
island he was a big, brawny fellow, with thick black hair and a black beard, of a powerful
physique; but gradually his skin became pale and waxy; he grew thin and frail. It was an
odd contradiction in the most logical of men that, though a convinced and impetuous
materialist, he despised the body; he looked upon it as a vile instrument which he could
force to do the spirit’s bidding. Neither illness nor lassitude prevented him from going on
with his work. For fourteen years he toiled unremittingly. He made thousands and
thousands of notes. He sorted and classified them. He had his subject at his finger ends, and
at last was ready to begin. He sat down to write.He died.The body that he, the materialist,
had treated so contumeliously took its revenge on him.That vast accumulation of
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knowledge is lost for ever. Vain was that ambition, surely not an ignoble one, to set his
name beside those of Gibbon and Mommsen. His memory is treasured in the hearts of a
few friends, fewer, alas! as the years pass on, and to the world he is unknown in death as he
was in life.And yet to me his life was a success. The pattern is good and complete. He did
what he wanted, and he died when his goal was in sight and never knew the bitterness of an
end achieved.

[ata yTBep)KaeHus:: __.__. 3aBeayroiyii Kadeapoi

Metoguueckre MaTepuabl, Orpe/enstoliye MpoLefypy OlleHUBaHMs OTBeTa Ha 5K3aMeHe

Kpurepusimu oLjeHUBaHUS SIB/ISIOTCS 0asIibl, KOTOPBIE BBLICTABJISIOTCS 3a BU/IBI eSTETBHOCTH (OL[eHOYHbIe
Cpe/ACTBa) MO0 WTOraM M3yueHUsl MoOAy/ed (pa3fe/ioB AUCLIUILIIMHGI), epeUrCcIeHHbIX B PEUTHUHI-TI/IaHe
JVICLIUTIIMHBL: TEKYIIHI KOHTPOJb — MakcuMyM 40 6arioB; pybesKHbIN KOHTPOJb — MakcumyMm 30 6arios,
TrioolpuTesbHbIe Oanbl — Makcumym 10.

ITpu onjeHKe OTBeTa Ha SK3aMeHe MaKCMMa/bHOe BHUMaHHe [JOJDKHO yAesIsTbCSI TOMY, HACKOJIBKO TIOTHO
PacKphITO CoZlepyKaHue MaTepyalsia, YeTKO U MPaBWIbLHO JjaHbl OIlpe/ie/ieHus], PaCKpPbITO COJep)KaHue
TIOHATHMN, BEPHO JIA UCII0/Ib30BaHbl Hay4YHbIe TEPMUHBI, HACKOJIBKO OTBET CaMOCTOSATE/IbHbIN,
WCTI0/Ib30BaHbl JIM paHee MpUobpeTeHHbIe 3HAHWS, PACKPBITHI JIU PACKPBITHI TPUYMHHO-C/IeJCTBEHHbIe
CB$131, HACKOJIBKO BBICOKWI YPOBEHb YMEHMsI OIlePUPOBAHUs HAyUHbIMU KaTeropysiMy, aHaivsa
vH(OopMal1H, B/laZleHHs HaBbIKaMU NPaKTUUYeCKOU J1esITe/IbHOCTH.

Kpurepuu onenku (B 6a/1ax):

- 25-30 6a/1/10B BBICTAB/ISIETCS CTY/IEHTY, €C/IU CTYZeHT Jia/l TIoHbIe, Pa3BepHYThie OTBETHI Ha BCe
TeopeTHUeCKHe BOIIPOCHI OrieTa, IPOAEeMOHCTPUPOBA 3HaHHUe (YHKIIMOHATBHBIX BO3MO)KHOCTEH,
TePMHUHOJIOTYH, OCHOBHBIX 3/IeMEHTOB, yMeHVe IIPUMEHSITh TeopeThUYeCK1e 3HaHUS [PY BbITIOJIHEHUU
NpakTUUeCcKuX 3a7aHnii. CTyzeHT 6e3 3aTpyJHEeHUI OTBETU/I Ha BCE /IOTIOTHUTE/TbHBIE BOTIPOCH.
[TpakTHyeckast YacTb pabOTHI BBITIOJTHEHA TIOIHOCTHIO Oe3 HeTOYHOCTe! 1 OIINO0K;

- 17-24 6a/1/10B BBICTAB/ISIETCS CTY/IEHTY, €C/TM CTYZI€HT PACKPBLT B OCHOBHOM TeOpeTHYeCKHe BOTIPOCHI,
O/JHAaKO JIOMYy1Ll{eHbl HETOYHOCTH B OTpe/ie/IeHUU OCHOBHBIX MOHATHI. [Ipy oTBeTe Ha JONONHUTETbHbIE
BOIIPOCHI /I0MyI[eHbI HeOobIre HeTOYHOCTH. [1py BBITIOTHEHNY TIPAKTHYeCKOM YacTy paboThl
JIOTy11[eHbl HecylljeCTBeHHbIe OINOKY;

- 10-16 GanioB BHICTAB/SIETCS CTYJEHTY, €C/IA TIPH OTBETe Ha TeOPeTUUYEeCKHe BOTIPOCHI CTYZeHTOM
JIOTTY11[eHO HeCKOJIbKO CYIIleCTBeHHBIX OIIMOOK B TOJIKOBAHWU OCHOBHBIX TIOHSITHH. JIOTHKa U MOTHOTa
OTBeTa CTPAJal0T 3aMeTHBIMH U3bssHAMU. 3aMeTHBI MPO0Oebl B 3HAHUK OCHOBHBIX METO/IOB.
TeopeTryeckre BOIIPOCHI B L[e/IOM U3/I0KeHBbI JOCTAaTOUHO, HO C IIPOIlyCcKamMu Marepuasa. Mimerorcs
NPUHLIMIIMA/IbHBIE OIIMOKH B JIOTHKe MTOCTPOeHHsI OTBeTa Ha Borpoc. CTyZeHT He perus 3a/iauy Wi Ipu
pellieHUH AOMyIeHbl rpyObie OMOKMY;

- 1-10 6a/1/10B BBICTAB/ISIETCS CTY/I€HTY, €C/T OTBET Ha TeOpPeTHUeCKHe BOTIPOCHI CBU/IETEbCTBYET O
HEerOHMMAaHWU U KpaiiHe HeroJIHOM 3HaHUM OCHOBHBIX MOHATHN U MeTozioB. O6HapyK1BaeTCst
OTCYTCTBHe HaBBIKOB ITIPUMEHEHHs] TeOPeTUYeCKUX 3HAaHWHU TIPU BBITIOJTHEHUU NTPAKTUYeCKUX 3a/JaHuM.
CTyzileHT He CMOT OTBETUTb HU Ha OZIMH [IOTIOJIHUTE/bHBIN BOTIPOC.

[MepeBof orjeHku 13 100-6a/11bHOM B ueTbipexba/uIbHYHO MPOU3BOJUTCS CIeyIOLIUM 0bpa3oM:
- ot/uHO — 0T 80 10 110 6astoB (Bk/IrOUast 10 moolpuTe/bHBIX OaiioB);

- xopoiiio — oT 60 10 79 6anios;

- YIOBIETBOPUTENILHO — OT 45 710 59 6asios;

- HeY/I0B/IETBOPUTE/ILHO — MeHee 45 6asoB.

1.3. PeMTHHI-TVIaH JUCIUILIHHBI
Tabsuria epeBosia 6asyIoB TEKYIET0 KOHTPOJIS B 0a/UIbl peUTHHTa
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PelTUHT-IIaH JUCHUIIIUHLL IpeacTaBaeH B IIpunokenuu 1.

2. YuyebOHoO-MeToanYecKoe H HHGoOpMaILIOHHOE 00eceyeHHe JHCIUIUITHHBI
5.1. ITepeueHb OCHOBHOM U /JOMO/THUTE/IGHOM yUeOHOU JIMTepaTyphl, He00X0UMO¥ /ISl 0CBOEHHSA
AV CIUILINHBI
OcHoBHas 1uTeparypa
1. T'ymosckas I'. H. AHmmiickuii si3bIK podeccronanbHoro obienust = LSP: English for
professional communication: yue6Hoe mocobue YueObHuKY u yueGHbIe mocobust gyt BY30B. -
Mockga: M3parenbctBo «®PnvHTar, 2016. - 218 c. https://biblioclub.ru/index.php?
page=book_red&id=482145&sr=1
2. TlpakTvKa yCTHOU M MMCbMEHHOM peun [ DieKTpOHHbIN pecypc]: yueOGHO-MeToguuecKoe mocobve
JJIsI CTyAeHTOB (HaripapsieHust oArotoBku 44.03.01 IMegaroruueckoe obpa3oBaHue, Mpodusib
«VHOCTpaHHBIH S3bIK» («AHIIMICKUH s13BIK» ), 44.03.05 Ilegarornueckoe obpa3oBaHue, MPOGUIb
«/IHOCTpaHHBIN SA3bIK» («AHIVIMHACKUU 53bIK», «PpaHLy3CKUM 53bIK») / Balikupckuii
roCy[,apCTBeHHbIN yHUBepcUTeT , bupckuii punman; aBT. - cocT. A.P. boaysnesa;O.B.
lazetgunoBa ; E.A. KygucoBa. — bupck: bupckuii ¢pvmman baml'y, 2018. — DnekTpoH. Bepcust
ney. myomukaip. — JocTyr Bo3MoykeH uepe3 J1eKTpoHHY0 6ubmioreky baml'y. —
<URL:https://elib.bashedu.ru/dl/read/Boduleva i dr_Praktika ustnoj i pismennoj
rechi_ump_Birsk_2018.pdf>.

JonoHUTe/IbHAA IUTeparypa

1. Epodeesa JI.A. Modern English in Conversation: [3/1eKTpoHHBIH pecypc] yueb. mocobue 1o
COBpPEMEHHOMY pasrOBOPHOMY aHIIMKCKOMY s13bIKY / JI.A. TumodeeBa. — 3-e u3J., CTepeoTHIl. —
M.: ®nunTa, 2016 — 341 c. URL: https://biblioclub.ru/index.php?
page=book_view_red&book_id=83205

2. Anekcanzposa, JI.U. Write effectively=ITuiiem 3¢dhekTHBHO : yueOHO-MeTOqHUeCKOe TTocobue /
JI.W. AnekcaHzposa. - 2-e u3f., crep. - Mocksa : @nunTa, 2016. - 184 c.; To e [Sn1eKTpOHHbIN
pecypc]. -: http://biblioclub.ru/index.php?page=book&id=57618

5.2. [TepeueHnb pecypcoB HH(GOPMAI[HOHHO-TeIeKOMMYHHKAI[UOHHOM ceTU «/IHTepHeT» U
MPOrpaMMHOr0 00ecneyeHHsi, He0OX0UMBIX AJ/IsI OCBOEHHUS JUCIUITHHBI

1. Hayunas 3nekrpoHHas 6u6muoreka eLIBRARY.RU [OnekTpoHHbIi pecypc]. — Pexxum goctyma:
https://elibrary.ru/.

2. DneKkTpoHHasi bubMoTeuHast cucteMa «JIaHb» [eKTpoHHbIN pecypc]. — Pexxum poctyma: https://
e.lanbook.com/.

3. YHuBepcuTeTcKas 6ub/oTeka oHsaiiH biblioclub.ru [SnekTponHkbIit pecypc]. — Pexkum goctyma:
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https://e.lanbook.com/

http://biblioclub.ru/.

4. OnektpoHHas bubmmoreka YYHUT [SnekTpoHHBIN pecypc]. — Pexxum gocTyma:
https://elib.bashedu.ru/.

5. Poccutiickas rocynapcTBeHHasi Oubmioteka [OneKTpoHHbIN pecypc]. — Pexxum foctymna:
https://www.rsl.ru/.

6. HarmoHanbHas anekTpoHHasi bubaroTeka [OnekTpoHHbIN pecypc]. — Pexxum gocTyna: https:/xn--
90ax2c.xn--plai/viewers/.

7. HartmonasnbHas rartdopma OTKpeIToro o6pa3oBaHust npoed.ru [Dy1eKTpOHHBIHN pecypc]. — Pexxum
pocryna: http:/npoed.ru/.

8. DnekTpoHHOe obpa3oBaHue Pecriybsvku BamikopTroctaH [DneKTpoHHbIN pecypc]. — Pexxum
pocrymna: https://edu.bashkortostan.ru/.

9. WHpopmaroHHO-11paBoBoy nopTas ["'apaHT.py [OneKTpoHHBIM pecypc]. — Pexkum foctyna: http:/

www.garant.ru/.

IlepeueHb peKOMeH/[yeMbIX peCypcoB HH()OPMaLIOHHO-Te/IeEKOMMYHUKAI{MOHHOU CeTH
«/HTEepHeT», HAXOJAIUXCA B CBOOOJHOM J0CTyIe

1. http://www.cambridgeesol.org/TKT

2. http://www.learnenglish.org.uk

3. http://www.multitran

IIporpamMMHoe obecrieueHue

1. Office Professional Plus - JoroBop Ne0301100003620000022 ot 29.06.2020, JoroBop Ne 2159-
I10/2021 ot 15.06.2021, Joroeop Ne32110448500 ot 30.07.2021

2. Windows - JoroBop Ne0301100003620000022 ot 29.06.2020, Joroop Ne 2159- [10/2021 ot
15.06.2021, Jorosop Ne32110448500 ot 30.07.2021

3. Bpayzep Google Chrome - BecriiatHasi ivijeH3us
https://www.google.com/intl/ru_ALL/chrome/privacy/eula_text.html

4. Bpaysep fAngekc - becrinatHas nvieH3us https://yandex.ru/legal/browser_agreement/index.html

5. TIporpammHoe obecrieueHue /st TMHradoHHOTO KabrHeTa JInHko v8.2 - [loroop Ne31503024759

or 14.12.2015r

6. MarepuanbHO-TexHUYecKass 0a3a, HeoOXoAuMasi /i1 OCYIIeCTB/IEHHs 00pa3oBaTe/IbHOIO

nponecca 1mo JucCijuIijinHe

HanmeHoBaHue Bup 3aHATHI HanmeHoBaHue 000pyoBaHHUs,
CMeI[UaTM3UPOBAHHBIX MPOrpaMMHOTO 00ecIeueHust
ayJIUTOPHH, KAOMHETOB,

naboparopuit

Aynutopus 12(b®P)

i1 XxpaHeHus1 060py0BaHUs

Yye6Hasi Mebe/Tb, KOMITbIOTEPHI B
cbope, Kcepokc canon pc860,
M@y nazepHoe xerox phraser
3100 mfp/s, mdy canon i-sensys
mf4410, ipuHTEp J1a3epHBIMA
samsung 1210, npuHTep
na3epHbiit canon lbp-810, HeTOYK
lenovo idea pads10-3c, HOyTOyK
asus k401j, HoyTOyK asus x501a
intel b970, creHp,
"BHyTpHKadeapaabHbIi",
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yueOHO-MeTouuecKast
JIUTeparypa.
[TporpaMmMHOe obecrieueHHe
1. Office Professional Plus
2. Windows

Ayputopus 13(bD)

CemuHapckas, s
KOHCY/IbTalWH, 171 KOHTpO/is U
aTTecTalyu

KommyTarop d-link-16 port,
yueOHast Mebeib, KOMITbIOTEPHI B
cbope.
[TporpammMHOe obecrieueHue

1. Office Professional Plus

Aynutopusi 14(BD)

JlekumonHas, Cemunapckas, s
KOHCY/IbTalMM, JI/11 KOHTpO/S U
arrecralyu

OKpaH Jy1g [IPOeKTopa,
MY/IBTUMeIUMHBIN POEKTOP
vivitek, yueOHasi mebesib, TOCKa.

Aynutopus 16(b®P)

JlekumonHas, CemuHapckas, s
KOHCY/IbTaUuui, [171s1 KOHTpOJIsi U
arTecTaluyu

YuebOHas mebesib, JOCKa.

Aynutopus 176(B®)

JlexunoHHast, CemuHapckas, s
KOHCYJ/IbTallK, [1/191 KOHTposis 1
arrecTtalyu

[Tna3menHsiii TesieBu3o0p 1g 60 pv,
yueOHasi Mmebeb, JOCKa.

Aynutopus 18(b®P)

JlekumonHas, CemuHapckas, s
KOHCY/IbTalMH, [I/11 KOHTPO/S U
arrecralyu

YuyebHast Mmebeib, JOCKa,
VMHTepaKTUBHasl I0CKa smart
board 680 v, MynbTHUMeAUIHbIN
nipoekTop vivitek ds09.

Aynutopus 18a(b®d)

JlekumonHas, Cemunapckas, s
KOHCY/IbTalH, JI/11 KOHTpO/S U
arrecralyu

YuyebHast Mebeb, JOCKa,
KOMITbIOTephI B cbope usn
business s1-346, HaymHUKN
philips shp-1900, HaymHuku
creative hs 880 draco, poektop
acer/arm media projector-4,
3KpaH [y1sl PoeKTopoB classic
scutum180x180w.
[TporpammMHOe obecrieueHue
1. Office Professional Plus
2. IIporpammHoe
obecrnieueHue st
nHTaOHHOTO KabuHeTa
JInuHko v8.2

Ayputopus 2a(b®)

[ln1st caMoCTOSITeNTbHOM PabOTHI

Iocka, yueGHasi Me0OeJb,
KOMITBIOTEPBI B cOOpe.
[TporpamMHOe obecrieueHue

1. Windows

2. Bpayzep Google Chrome

3. bpaysep Aunpexc

Aynutopus 420(dM)

[ln1st caMoCTOSITeNTbHOM PabOTHI

Het0Oyxk lenovo, rpuHTep canon
Ibp3010b, ckanep mustek, skpan
Ha mratuBe (155x155), yueOHast
MebeJTb, KOMIIBIOTEPHI B cOope,
TIPOEKTOP NepPeHOCHOMU.
[TporpaMmMHOe obecrieueHHe

83




1. Office Professional Plus
2. Windows
3. bpay3ep Google Chrome

Ayputopus 6(b®)

JlexunoHHast, CemuHapckas, s
KOHCy/IbTalliH, 111 KOHTPO/IS U
arrecraluu

YuebHast mebesib, IOCKa.
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