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Pabouasi mporpaMma cCOCTaB/ieHa Ha OCHOBAHWMM YyueOHOrO TulaHa OCHOBHOMU
npodeccoHanbHOM  oOpa3oBarenbHOM — mporpamMmel  44.03.05  Tlemaroruyeckoe
obpa3oBaHue (C JAByMs TpoGWIAMU TIOATOTOBKH) Tipoduab VHOCTpaHHBIM SI3bIK
(anrnuiickuii), JomnomHutensHoe obpa3oBaHue ([TepeBojoBefeHe), 0100PEHHOTO YUeHbIM
coBetoM bupckoro dbunuana YPpumMckoro yHHUBepcUTeTa HayKU U T€XHOIOTHH (TTPOTOKO/
No5 ot 28.12.2023 1) ¥ yTBep»K/jeHHOT0 AvpeKkTopoM bupckoro dunumana 28.12.2023.

3aB.kadenpoli  KadeApbl  pOMaHO-TepMaHCKOM _noonucaHo DLIIT XamupaynmHa JLK.
¢buionornd U JIMHTBOAWJAKTUKU  (HauMeHoBaHue

kaghedpbl pazpabomuuka npoepammbi)

Pa3paboTurK Mporpammbl noonucavo JIIIT Kynuncosa E.A.

PykoBoguTe/b 06pa3oBaTeIbHOM MPOrpamMMbl noonucaxo ST XamupysuiHa JILK.




1. Henp pucuumiuebl. [lepeyeHb NMyIaHUPYeMBIX pe3y/IbTaTOB O0ydeHHsT IO
AUCLIUI/IMHE, COOTHECEHHBIX C MJ/IAaHUPYeMbIMHU pe3y/IbTaTaMH OCBO€HMSI OCHOBHOM
npodeccnoHaTbHON 00pa3oBaTe/IbHOM MPOrPaMMbI

1.1. Iles1b AUCHUIIMHBI

Llesib U3yyeHusi AUCLUIUIMHBL: (POPMUPOBaHUe 3HAaHWH, yMeHUI U BiaZleHWi B 06/1aCTH yCTHOM U
MMCbMEHHOW peuM Ha aHIVIMKACKOM SI3bIKe /ISl OCYLLeCTB/IeHUs MeJ,aroruueckoi JesaTelbHOCTU Ha OCHOBe
CreljMa/IbHbIX HAyUHBbIX 3HAaHUM C MPUMEHEeHWeM CHCTEMHOIO MOAXOAAa AJisl pelLleHus] MOCTaBAeHHbIX
3ajau.

1.2. IlepeueHsb MJIAHUPYEMBIX Pe3y/IGTAaTOB 00yUeHHUsI M0 AUCLUILINHE, COOTHECEHHBIX C
IJIAHUPYEeMBbIMH pe3y/IbTaTaMH 0CBOeHHUsI 0CHOBHOM npogdeccuoHaIbHOM 00pa3oBaTe/IbHOM
NMpOrpaMmsbI

Tabnuiia 1. — Pe3ybTaThl 00yUeHUs 110 JUCLUATUTHE

[Tnanupyemsle pe3ysbTaThl 0cBoeHUs | Kogi 1 HariMeHOBaHMe UHJMKATOpa [JOCTHKEeHHUsT KOMITeTeHLIWY,
OCHOBHOM npodeccroHa/IbHON 3aKperuIeHHOT 0 3a JUCLATIIMHOMN

oOpa3oBaTeIbHOM TIPOTPaMMBI
(KoMITeTeHIIMM, 3aKperyIeHHbIe 3a

JIWCLIATIIMHOMN)

KO/, HavMeHOBaHNe

KOMIIETeH |KOMITeTeHLIH

LU

OIIK-1 Criocoben ocyijectisate | OITK-1.1. 3HaTh TeopeTHUeCKe OCHOBBI TIPOdeCCUOHATLHOM
npodeCcCUOHaNbHYO JlesiTe/IbHOCTH, HOpMaTUBHbIE TPaBOBbIe aKThl B cdepe
JlesiTeNIbHOCTD B o0pa3oBaHusi, HOPMbI PO eCCUOHATbHON 3TUKH
COOTBETCTBUHM C

OIIK-1.2. YMeTb oriepupoBarh 3HaHUSIMU OCHOB
npodeCCUOHA/IbHOM ZleATeIbHOCTH, 3HAaHUSIMHA HOPMaTUBHBIX
TIPaBOBBIX aKTOB B c(epe 0Opa3oBaHMs], HOPM
rpodeCcCHOHaNTbHOM 3TUKHU

HOPMAaTHUBHBIMH
MPaBOBLIMU aKTaMH B
cthepe obpa3zoBaHus U

HOpMaMH
npodeccuonanbhoit stuku | OTIK-1.3. BragieTs orbiToM 1 HaBBIKAMU OCYIIeCTB/IEHHS

ripodeCcCHOHABLHOM /leITe/IbHOCTHA B COOTBETCTBUU C
HOPMAaTUBHBIMH IPABOBLIMU aKTaMH B cepe 0Opa3oBaHus, U C
HOpMaMHU MpodeCcCUOHATLHOM 3TUKU

OIlIK-2 Criocoben yuactBoBath B | OIIK-2.1. 3HaTh TpeboBaHus dhefepanbHBIX FOCYJapCTBEHHBIX

pa3paboTKe OCHOBHBIX U oOpa3oBaTe/bHBIX CTAHJAPTOB K CTPYKTYPe U COZlep>KaHHI0
JOTIO/THUTETbHBIX OCHOBHOI 06pa3oBaTe/lbHOM MPOrpaMMbl, HOPMaTUBHO-
obpasoBaTe/bHbIX TIpaBoBYIO 6a3y, Orpe/esIoIly0 CofiepyKaHue U CTPYKTYpy

rporpamm, pa3pabaTbiBaTh | AOTIOTHUTEIbHOM 00pa30BaTebHO MPOrpaMMmBbl,
OT/IeNIbHbIe UX KOMITOHEHTBI | BO3MOXKHOCTH M 00/1aCTH NMPUMeHeHUs] UH(HOPMAaIMOHHO-

(B TOM uMCIIE C KOMMYHHUKAI[MOHHBIX TeXHOJIOTWU; 3HaTh MPeJMeTHYI0 00/1acTh
HCTIO/Tb30BaHUEM JUCLIATITUH, HeOOXOAMMBIX /1711 OCBOEHHST OCHOBHBIX
MH(POPMaLMOHHO- JUCLIMTUTAH TIPOQUIS

KOMMYHHUKAI[MOHHBIX

OTIIK-2.2. YmeTb pa3pabaTbiBaTh KOMIIOHEHTbI OCHOBHBIX U
JIOTIOJTHUTE TbHBIX 00pa30BaTe/bHbIX MPOrPaMM, UCIOIb30BaTh
BO3MO)XHOCTH MH(OPMAaLMOHHO-KOMMYHHKAL[MOHHBIX
TeXHOJIOTUM /1J1si pa3pabOTKKA OCHOBHBIX U IOTIOTHATE/bHBIX
oOpa3oBaTe/bHBIX MTPOTPAMM, HCII0/Ib30BaTh 3HAHMUS

TeXHOJIOTHI)




rpeiMeTHOM 06/1acTH AVCLATIIH /11 pa3paboTKy
KOMITOHEHTOB 00pa30BaTe/IbHBIX MPOrPaMM

OIIK-2.3. BnaseTs HaBbIKaM# pa3pabOTKH KOMITOHEHTOB
OCHOBHBIX U JIOTIOJIHATE/IbHBIX 00pa3oBaTe/ibHbIX MPOrpamm,
MCT0/1b30BaHUs MH(POPMAaLMOHHO-KOMMYHHKAL[MOHHBIX
TeXHOJIOTUM /1J1s1 pa3pabOTKKA OCHOBHBIX U IOTIOTHATE/bHBIX
obpa3oBarebHbIX TIPOrPaMM

OIlK-3 Criocoben opranu3oBbiBath | OITK-3.1. 3HaTh MICUXOIOTO-TIeJaroruyeckrie 0CHOBBI
COBMECTHYIO U COBMECTHOM W WH/IUBU/YaTbHOW yueOHO-BOCITUTATeTbHOU
WH/IUBU/yaIbHYI0 YueOHYIO | 1esITe/IbHOCTH 00YYaloIMXCsl, B TOM YKCJIe JIUL] C 0COOBIMU
Y BOCITUTaTe/IbHYIO0 obpa3oBareIbHBIMU TIOTPeOHOCTSIMU U CTIOCOOBI OpraHU3aluu
JlesiTeNIbHOCTh COBMECTHOM U MH/IMBU/YabHOU yueOHO-BOCIUTATeIbHOU
00yyJaroIuxcs, B TOM UHC/IE | IeATeIbHOCTH 00ydJaroluxcs, TpeboBaHus (egepaabHbIX
C 0coObIMU rocy/iapCTBeHHbIX 00pa30BaTebHbIX CTaH/JapTOB
obpasoBaTe/bHbMH OTIIK-3.2. YMeTb UCIO0/Ib30BaTh MCHUX0JIOr0-TIe/larorundyecKre
TIOTPeOHOCTAMH, B 3HaHUs /11 OpraHu3al[ii COBMeCTHOU U MHAUBU/ya/IbHOM
COOTBETCTBUM C yueOHO-BOCIIUTATe/TbHOU /IeATeTbHOCTA 00yUYaroIuXxcs, B TOM
TpeGoBaHMAMA yHc/ie ¢ 0COOBIMU 00pa30BaTeIbHBIMHU MTOTPEOHOCTSIMH,
(bepepabHbIX OTepypoBaTh MOHATUSIMU (pefiepabHBIX TOCYAapCTBEHHBIX
TOCYAApCTBEHHBIX obpa3oBaTre/lbHbIX CTaHAPTOB
obpa3oBaTebHbIX
CTaH/IapTOB OIIK-3.3. BsazieTs OIBITOM U HaBbIKaMU OpraHu3aluu

COBMECTHOM M MHJWBHUAYaTbHON yueOHO-BOCTIMTATeTbHOM
JiesTeIbHOCTH 00YJaroIuXxcsi, B TOM YHUC/Ie C 0COObIMU
obpa3oBare/lbHBIMH MOTPEOHOCTSIMH, HaBbIKAMH
WCII0/Th30BaHMsI TpeOoBaHMi (hefiepabHBIX TOCYAAPCTBEHHBIX
obpa3oBare/bHbIX CTaHZAPTOB [I/Isl OpraHU3al[il yueOHo-
BOCITUTATe/IbHOU J1esITe/IbHOCTH

OIIK-4 Cniocoben ocymiectiats | OITK-4.1. 3HaTh OCHOBBI [yXOBHO-HPaBCTBEHHOTO BOCIIUTAHMS
JlyXOBHO-HPaBCTBEHHOE oOyuaroruxcs, 6a30Bble HalJMOHa/IbHbIE [IEHHOCTU
BOCIHTaHHe 06yHaroIpxCs OIIK-4.2. YMeTb OCyILeCTB/IATh AYXOBHO-HPABCTBEHHOE
Ha OCHOBE 6a30BbIX . |BOCTIMTaHMeE 00yYaroIIMXCsl, OTIePUPOBATh TIOHATHUSIMUA OA30BBIX
HALMOHAMBHBIX UEHHOCTEH | oy o o by T1eHHOCTSIX

OIIK-4.3. BiageTs OMBITOM Y HAaBBIKAMU OCYILe CTB/IEHUS
JYXOBHO-HPaBCTBEHHOTO BOCITUTAHUS 00YUarOIINXCS,
HaBBbIKaMU MCII0/Tb30BaHMsI 3HAaHUH 0 6a30BbIX HALIMOHATBHBIX
LEHHOCTSX /IJI51 ;YXOBHO-HPaBCTBEHHOI'O BOCIIUTAHUS

OIIK-5 Criocoben ocymectsisite | OINK-5.1. 3HaTh MCUX0IOTO-TIeJjaroruyeckrie 3aKOHOMEPHOCTH,

KOHTDOJIb U OIIeHKY
(hopmupoBaHus
pe3ysibTaTtoB 00pa30BaHUs
00yuaroIUXCsl, BBISBIAT U
KOPPEKTHUPOBATh TPYAHOCTH
B 00yueHuHn

TIPUHITUIIBI K METOIYeCKHe 0COOEHHOCTH OCYIIe CTBIEHUS
KOHTDOJISI ¥ OLIeHKH C(hopMUPOBAaHHOCTU 06pa30BaTeTbHbIX
pe3y/ibTaToB 00yYaroL[UXCsl, CIIOCOObI BBISIBJIEHUS U
TICUXOJIOTHYeCKOM KOPPEKLUY TPYAHOCTel B 00yUueHUH; 3HaTh
TpeZIMeTHYI0 00/1aCTh JUCITUITIMH, HEOOXOJUMBIX /151
OCBOEHHsI 0CHOBHBIX [JUCLIMIUIMH TIPOhUIs

OIIK-5.2. YMmeTb oripefiesiiTb MeTO/ibl, (JOPMBI U Cpe/iCTBa
OCYI1IeCTB/IeHUSI KOHTPOJISI U OLIeHKU C(hOPMUPOBaHHOCTU
obpa3oBare/ibHbIX Pe3y/bTaToOB 00yUaroIuXCsl, BBISB/ISATL U
KOPPEKTHUPOBATh TPYITHOCTU B 0OyUYeHUH, UCTIONb30BaTh 3HAaHUS
ripeMeTHOM 06/1aCTH /iJis KOHTPOJISI M OL[eHKHU Pe3yJ/IbTaToB




obpa3oBaHust 00yUaroIHUXCS

OIIK-5.3. BsiazieTb OIBITOM M HaBbIKaMU KOHTPOJISI U OLIEHKH
copmMupoBaHHOCTH 00pa30BaTebHBIX Pe3y/IbTaToB
00yyaroIXCsl, BbISIB/IEHUS TICUXO/I0TMYeCKO KOPPeKLU
TPYZHOCTeN B 00yueHUH, KOHTPOJISI U OLIeHKH
copMupoBaHHOCTH 0Opa3oBaTe/IbHbIX pe3y/1bTaToB
o0yyJaroIxcst

OIIK-6 CriocobeH UCI0/1b30BaTh OIIK-6.1. 3HaTh UHVBUAYa/IbHbIE U BO3PACTHBIE 0COOEHHOCTH
TICUXO0JIOTO-TIe/JarorMuecKre | pa3BUTHsI 00yUaroI{XCsl, OCHOBBI MTPOLIECCOB
TeXHOJIOTUH B WH/MBH/ya3alii 00yueHus, pa3BUTHsI, BOCTIUTAHUs, 3HATh
npodeCcCUOHa/IBHOU TICUXO0JIOrO-TelaroruuyeCcKre TeXHOIOTUH /1St
JlesiTeIbHOCTH, VH/IMBU/yai3aLyu 1poLeccoB o00yueHusl, pa3BUTHS,
HeoOXoquMbIe IS BOCTIMUTaHUS, B TOM UHCJIe /I/Is1 00yUaroIuxcsi ¢ 0COObIMU
VHUBUYanu3aLuu oOpa3oBaTeIbHBIMU MTOTPeOHOCTAMU
00yuenus, passuTHs, OIIK-6.2. YMmeTb OLjeHMBaTh UHAVBUAYa/IbHbIe U BO3paCTHbIE
BOCIMTaHMA, B TOM HHCIE | o GennocTi pasBUTHsT 06y YaOIXCS, OIIEPHPOBATH
06yuatonpixca ¢ 0coGLMM 3HaHUSIMHU TICUXO0JIOrO-TIe/laroruueCKUX TeXHOJIOTUN 1
0pasoBare/LHLIMK VH/IMBH/yaIr3aliiy TIPOL{eCCoB 00yueHusi, pa3BUTHS,
TIOTPeGHOCTAMH BOCITUTAHUSI, B TOM YUCJIe /71t 00yJaromuyxcsi ¢ 0cOObIMU
obpa3oBare/TbHBIMHU MOTPEOHOCTSIMH
OIIK-6.3. BnageTs OMbITOM Y HaBbIKAMU OLIEHKU
VH/IUBU/ya/IbHBIX U BO3PACTHBIX 0COOEHHOCTEN pa3BUTHS
00yuaroIuXCsl, UCIO/b30BaHMsI TICKXO0/IOT0-TIejarornye CKux
TeXHOJIOTUH /I/1s1 MUHAVBU/lyanu3aLluu 00yJyeHusi, pa3BUTHS,
BOCITUTAHUS UHAWBUAYaIM3aLu 00yUYeHusi, Pa3BUTHSI,
BOCITUTAHUS, B TOM 4ucIIe /s 00yJaroIyxcsi ¢ 0coObIMuU
oOpa3oBaTeIbHBIMU MTOTPeOHOCTIMU
OIIK-7 Cnocoben OIIK-7.1. 3HaTb npaBoOBbIe U TUYECKHUE HOPMbI
B3aUMOZeliCTBOBATH C B3aMMO/IEMCTBHUSI YUaCTHUKOB 00pa30oBaTe/IbHbIX OTHOIIIEHHH B
y4aCTHUKaMU paMKax peasn3ariiy 06pa3oBaTebHBIX IPOTrPaMM
06p 430BaTe/IbHbIX OIIK-7.2. YMeTb BbIOMpATh U UCIO/IB30BaTh YOPMBI, METO/bI 1
OTHOLLIEHMI B paMKax CpeZiCTBa B3aMMO/IeMCTBHS C YIaCTHHKaMU 00pa30BaTeIbHOTO
pea/3alim Tpoliecca B paMKaX peasv3alyii 00pa3oBaTe/bHbIX ITPOrPaMM
obpa3oBaTebHbIX
rporpamm OIIK-7.3. BnageTs ONbITOM U HaBbIKaMU B3aMMO/|eHCTBUS C
y4yacTHUKaMH 06pa3oBaTe/ibHbIX OTHOILIEHUH B paMKax
peanu3aluy 00pa3oBaTe/IbHBIX MPOrPaMM
OIlK-8 Criocoben ocymectsisite | OINK-8.1. 3HaTh HayuHbIe OCHOBBI TIeJarOrue CKOM
reflaroru4yecKyo JiesTeIbHOCTH, TIpeIMEeTHYI0 00/1acTh 0a30BbIX JUCLIUTUIUH U
JlesiTe/IbHOCTb Ha OCHOBE (M) AUCLUIUIVH, aKTyasbHbIX /11 0CBOEHUsI OCHOBHBIX
Creljia/IbHbIX HayYHbIX JUCLIMTUIAH TIPOQUIS
SHaHH OIIK-8.2. ¥YMeTh UCITI0/1b30BaTh CIIeLjia/ibHbIe HayYHble 3HAHUS
JJ/1S1 OCy1LleCTB/IEHUS 11e[jarOTYeCcKou JesTeJIbHOCTH
OIIK-8.3. BiazieTb OIBITOM M HAaBbIKAMU OCYLLIeCTB/ICHUS
Telaroruueckou essTelbHOCTH Ha OCHOBE CIielhaTbHbIX
HayYHbIX 3HAHUUN
OIIK-9 CriocobeH OHUMAaTh OITK-9.1. TToHUMaeT NMPUHIMUIBI PaO0THI COBPEMEHHBIX

TIPUHLIUTTBI PabOTHI

VMH(OPMaLMOHHBIX TeXHOJIOTUI




COBPEMEHHBIX
MH(OPMaLMOHHBIX
TeXHOJIOTUH U
WCT0/b30BaTh UX /IS
periieHus 3a7a4

OITK-9.2. Beibupaet uHbOpMaI[MOHHbIE TEXHOTOTUU IS
pellieHus] KOHKPeTHBIX 3aZiay MpodeccuoHabHON
JlesiTeIbHOCTH

OIIK-9.3. Ncnonb3yeT coBpeMeHHble UHPOPMALIMOHHbIE
TeXHOJIOTUH /IJIs pellleHus 3a/iau HayuyHOM U MpaKTU4eCcKoi

ripodeccroHaIbHON eATeMbHOCTH
JlesiTeIbHOCTH
[TK-1 CriocobeH UCI0/b30BaTh [IK-1.1. 3HaTh copeprkaHue, 3aKOHOMEePHOCTH, ITPUHLIMIIBI 1
0a30BbIe HayuHO- 0COOEHHOCTH M3yYaeMbIX SIB/IEHUH U MPOLIeCCOB, Oa30BbIe
TeopeTHuYeCcKue 3HaHUS, TeopUH B TIpeIMeTHOM 06s1acTu
TpAKTIHUECKHIE yMEHUA 1 [IK-1.2. YMeTb aHanIU3MpoOBarTh CozeprkaHue, 3aKOHOMEepPHOCTH,
HABBIKM TI0 HPEAMETY VI | i el M 0COBEHHOCTH M3yYaeMBbIX sIBIeHHH 1 IPOLIeCCOB,
TPOEKTHPOBAHIA 1 0a30BbIe TEOPUU B TIPEIMETHOM 00/1acTh
peaymsaLuu
06pa3oBaTebHOr0 ITK-1.3. BnazeTk OMbITOM U HaBbIKaMH MCIOIb30BaHUS 3HAHUM
rpoljecca B Y YMEHUI Y HaBBIKOB B TIPeIMETHOM 00/1aCTH /15t
06pa3oBaTe/bHBIX TIPOEKTUPOBAHUS 1 peanu3aliiy o6pa3oBaTe/bHOTO Iporiecca B
OpraHM3aLKsIX O6IIero oOpa3oBaTe/IbHBIX OpraHU3aLysaX 001ero 0Opa3oBaHUs
obpa3oBaHUs
[1K-2 CriocobeH UCTOMb30BaTh ITK-2.1. 3HaTh NpegMeTHYI0 00/1aCTh MPOPHIBHBIX JUCLIUTIIUH
GasoBLIe HAYHO- [1K-2.2. YMeTb aHanu31pOBaTh NpeiMeTHYI0 00/1acTb
TeopeTHUYeCcKue 3HaHUS, R ———
TIpaKTUYeCKUe YMeHUs U
HaBbIKM 10 ripeaMety s | 11K-2.3. BrazieTs onbITOM 1 HaBBIKAMH MICTIONB30BaHMS 3HaHWU
TIPOEKTHPOBAHHS 1 Y YMeHUI ¥ HaBBbIKOB B MPeIMeTHOM 00/1acTy Jj1st
peanu3aLum TIPOEKTUPOBAHUS 1 pear3auy 00pa3oBaTebHOTO Mporjecca
06pa3oBaTe/IbHOr0 TIO JIOTIOJTHUTE/IbHBIM 00111e00pa3oBaTeibHbIM IIporpaMMam
riporiecca 1o
JIOTIO/THUTEe/IbHBIM
o6111e00pa3oBaTeIbHBIM
rporpaMMam
IK-3 Criocoben opranu3oBbiBath |[1K-3.1. 3HaTh OCHOBBI POEKTHO-UCC/IE0BATE/THCKOM
MIPOEKTHO- JiesITeIbHOCTH 00yJaroIyxcst
HMCCIE/0BATE/TBCKYTO [1K-3.2. ¥YMmeTs n1aHUpOBaTh, peajn30BbIBaTh,
ACATEBHOCTD KOHTPOJIMPOBATh IMPOEKTHO-UCC/Ie[0BaTe/IbCKYIO [esiTe/IbHOCTh
00yyJaroLuxcst [1st oGyuaroUXCs
JIOCTW)KEHUS pe3y/IbTaToB
obyuenus [1K-3.3. BrazieTb OIBITOM M HaBbIKaM{ OpraHM3aLuu
TIPOEKTHO-MCCIe0BaTe/TECKOU AeATeTbHOCTH 00yJaroIXCst
[1K-4 CriocobeH UCI0/1b30BaTh [1K-4.1. 3HaTh copeprkaHue, 3aKOHOMEePHOCTH, TTPUHLIUIIBL 1

0a30BbIe HayuHO-
TeopeTHUeCcKre 3HaHUS,
TIPaKTUYeCKUe YMeHHUs U
HaBBIKH T10 TIPEeAMETY IS
TIPOEKTUPOBAHUS U
peanu3auyu
obpa3oBaresIbHOTO
Tporjecca 1o mporpaMMam
CpeJHero
npo¢ecCcroHaTBEHOTO

0COOEHHOCTH M3yYaeMbIX SIB/IEHUH U MPOLIeCCOB, Oa30BbIe
TEOpHH B MPeIMETHOM 00/1acTh

[1K-4.2. YMeTb aHa/IM3MPOBaTh COZlepyKaHue, 3aKOHOMEePHOCTH,
TIPUHIUIIBI U 0COOEHHOCTH M3y4YaeMbIX SIBJIEHUH U TIPOLIeCCOB,
0a3oBble TeOpUH B MPeAMETHOM 06/1acTh

[1K-4.3. BnasieTh OnbITOM U HaBbIKAMM MCII0/Ib30BaHUS 3HAHUH
Y YMEHUI 1 HaBBIKOB B TIpeIMEeTHOM 00/1aCTH /15t
TIPOEKTUPOBAHUS U peasnn3aliuy 06pa3oBaTesibHOTO MpoLecca B
oOpa3oBare/lbHbIX OpraHU3aIusx 001ero oopa3oBaHus




obpa3oBaHus

YK-1 Criocoben ocymectensite | YK-1.1. 3HaTh OCHOBBI ITOMCKa MH(POPMALIUU B
MOUCK, KPUTHYEeCKUN O6ubsmmorpadyecKrx NCTOYHUKAX U B ceTh VIHTepHeT; OCHOBBI
aHa/In3 U CUHTe3 KPUTHYECKOr0 aHa/iM3a U CUHTe3a UH(OpMaLiy; OCHOBbI
vHbopMalLuy, MPUMEHSITh | CHCTeMHOTO T0/[X0/ja TIPY PellieHUH MOCTaB/IeHHbIX 3a/1a4
CHCTEMHBIH HOAXOA /1A YK-1.2. ¥YMeTb 0Cyl1leCTB/IATh MOMCK UH(POPMaLIUU B
PEHICHI TMOCTABMEHHDIX 6ubsmmorpadryeckrx UICTOYHUKAX U B ceTu VIHTepHeT;
3ajad aHa/IM3UPOBaTh U CUHTEe3HWPOBaTh UH(POPMaL[1I0; MPUMEHSITh
CUCTeMHbIM MOAXO0/, [Jisl pellieHus TTI0CTaB/IeHHbIX 3a/ja4u
YK-1.3. BrajieTh HaBbIKaMU 1MOMCKa UH(GOpMaLUK;
KPUTHUECKOTO aHa/TM3a U CUHTe3a UH(OpMaLUu; IPUMeHeHuUs
CUCTEMHOT0 MO/IX0/a JJisl pellieHus TTIOCTaB/IeHHbIX 3a/jau
YK-10 CriocobeH hopMHUpOBaTh YK-10.1. 3HaTb NoHSATHE, TPU3HAKU MPOSIBJIEHUH
HEeTEepIIMMOe OTHOLLEHHWE K | 9KCTpeMU3Ma, Teppopu3Ma, KOPPYILMOHHOTO [TOBe/IeHus],
TMPOSIB/IEHUSIM MpaBOBbIe U OPraHU3alMOHHbIE OCHOBBI TTPOTUBOAEUCTBUS UM
9KCTpeMH3Ma, TePpOpu3Ma, |B MpodeccruoHanbHON JesiTeTbHOCTH
KOppYHHH1OHHOMY YK-10.2. YmeTsb pacrio3HaBaTh [POSIB/IEHUS] IKCTPEMU3Ma,
TOBE/AEHHIO 1 Teppopr3Ma U KOPPYILIMOHHOTO TIOBe/|eHUs,
TMpOTHBOAEHUCTBOBATE M B MPOTHUBO/ENCTBOBATh U (POPMUPOBATh HETEPITMUMOE OTHOIIIEHHe
NpO(heCCHOHAMEHOR K HUM B TIpo(heCCHOHA/IbHOM /lesTeTbHOCTH
JlesiTeIbHOCTH
YK-10.3. BiageTs HaBbIKaMU UCIT0/Ib30BaHUS TIPABOBBIX U
OpraHU3al[MOHHBIX 3HaHUH B 00/1aCTH MPOTHUBOAEUCTBUS
5KCTPeMHU3MY, TepPOPU3MY U KOPPYMNLIMOHHOMY MOBe/IeHHUIO,
dhopMUpOBaHUsl HETEPITUMOTO OTHOILIEHHSI K HUM B
NpogeCcCUOHaNBbHOM /1eATeNTbHOCTH
YK-2 CriocobeH orpeieniath KpyT | YK-2.1. 3HaTh NPUHIMITHI 1ie/Iero/laraHus, MOCTaHOBKY 3a/1ay,
3a/jau B paMKax Croco0bI UX pellieHUsT; 0CHOBBI OLIEHKU UMEOIIUXCST peCypPCOB
MOCTaB/IeHHOM LleJiu U Y OTPaHWYeHUH; CUCTeMY POCCUMCKOIO U MeXXyHapOAHOI0
BLIOMPATh OMTUMAasbHbIE rpaBa
CrI0Co0k! X DELIEHMA, YK-2.2. ¥YmMeTb opMynupoBarh Lien U 3a/iaull, BbIOMpaTh
MCXOAA U3 ACUCTBYIOIMX | ey Hble CIIOCOGBI HX PeILeHHMsT; YUUTHIBATh MMEIOLIHeCs
TpaBOBBIX HOPM, pecypcChl U OTpaHUYUEHUs [/151 JOCTU)KEeHUS MOCTaB/IeHHbIX
MMEIOILIMXCA PECYPCOB 1 Ljesield ¥ 3a/jau; IPUMEHSITh IPaBOBble HOPMBI MPU peLleHUH
OrpaHMHeHIn MOCTAaBJIEHHBIX Lieiel U 3ajau
YK-2.3. Bnazietb HaBbIKaMU IMOCTAaHOBKH 1ieJiel, BbIOOpa
OTITUMAJTBHBIX CITIOCOOOB pellieHus TI0CTaB/IeHHbIX Le/eld 1
3a/lau; OLIeHKU UMEIOILIMXCs PeCypCoB U OTpaHUUeHuH;
TpUMeHeHUsI TIPaBOBLIX HOPM /1JIsl pellieHUsl TIOCTaB/IeHHbIX
Liesiel U 3a7a4u
YK-3 Criocoben ocymectsisite | YK-3.1. 3HaTh OCHOBBI TICUXOJIOTHH JIMYHOCTHU, CPepbl,

coranbHOe
B3aUMO/IeliCTBYE U
peasii30BbIBaTh CBOKO POJIb
B KOMaH/ie

T'PYIIIIbI, KO/IVIEKTHBA, OCHOBBI IM€4arorukv JIMYHOCTHU, CPEABI,
I'pyIIibl, KOJUIEKTHBA, 0COOEHHOCTHU COLMA/IBHOI'O
BBEII/IMO,Z[GI‘/JICTBI/IH B KOJ/IJIGKTHBE, ITPUHIUIIBI KOMaH,Z[HOI‘/’I pa6OTbI

YK-3.2. ¥YMeThb orieprpoBaTh MOHITHUSIMHA ICUXOJIOTUA
JIMYHOCTHU, CPeJbl, TPYIIIIbl, KOJ/IJIEKTUBA; OTIePUPOBaTh
TIOHATUSIMU T1€JarOTMKX JIMYHOCTH, CPe/ibl, TPYIIIIHI,
KOJUIEKTHBA; OTIEPUPOBATh 3HAHUAMHU 00 0COOEHHOCTSIX




COLMa/IbHOTO B3aUMO/IEMCTBYSI B KOMaH/le, IPUHLUIMAX
KOMaHZHOU paboThI

YK-3.3. BriageTb HaBbIKaMU COL[MATbHOTO B3aUMOZENCTBUS U
peasnv3aly CBOEM poJiv B KOMaH e

YK-4

CriocobeH oCy11eCTBIIATh
JIeJIOBYH0 KOMMYHUKALIMIO B
YCTHOU U MUCbMEHHOU
(opmax Ha
rOCyZapCTBEHHOM $13bIKe
Poccutickoit ®efepaliuu u
HMHOCTPaHHOM(bIX)
A3bIKe(ax)

YK-4.1. 3HaTb HOPMBI PYCCKOI'0 JIMTePaTypPHOIO A3bIKa;
SI3bIKOBbIe 0COOEHHOCTH Pa3HbIX chep KOMMYHUKALUY;
pa3nuuHblie (HOPMbI, BU/IbI YCTHON U MUCbMEHHOM
KOMMYHMKAL[MM Ha MHOCTPaHHOM (bIX) SI3bIKe(ax); s3bIKOBbIe
CpeACcTBa MHOCTPAHHOTO (bIX) si3bIKa (OB) pa3HbIX
npo¢eCcCHOHaNbHBIX Ccep

YK-4.2. YMeTb UCII0/1b30BaTh SI3bIKOBbIE CPE/ICTBA B YCTHOW U
MMCbMEHHOW peuu /1e/I0BOM KOMMYHHKALIMKA B COOTBETCTBUM C
HOpPMaMH PyCCKOTO JINTepaTypHOTO si3bIKa; UCIOIb30BaTh
pasnnuHbie (POPMbI, BU/IbI YCTHON ¥ MTUCbMEHHOMN
KOMMYHHUKAL[MM Ha UHOCTPAaHHOM (bIX) si3bIKe(ax);
WCTI0/Tb30BaTh SI3bIKOBbIE CPeJCTBA /IS 10CTHXKEeHHS
npodeCcCOHaBHBIX Lie/ieid Ha UHOCTPaHHOM (bIX) si3bIKe(ax);
BOCIIPUHMMATh, aHa/IM3MPOBaTh U KPUTHUYECKH OLIeHUBaTh
YCTHYIO ¥ TMCbMEHHYIO /leJIOBYI0 MH(OPMALIMIO Ha
HMHOCTpPaHHOM (bIX) s13bIKe(ax).

YK-4.3. Bnagets HaBbIKaMy OCYLLeCTB/IeHUS [1eJI0BOU
KOMMYHMKAaI[MY B YCTHOW U MUCbMeHHOU (popMax Ha pyCCKOM
s13bIKe; HaBbIKAMU OCYILleCTB/IeHHS 1e/I0BOM KOMMYHHUKAL[UU B
YCTHOU U MCbMeHHOU popMax Ha MHOCTPaHHOM(bIX)
s13bIKe(ax)

YK-5

CriocobeH BOCTIPpUHUMATD
ME>XXKY/IbTypHOE
pa3HoobOpa3ue o01ecTBa B
COLMa/IbHO-UCTOPUYECKOM,
3TUUeCKOM U ¢unocodckom
KOHTEKCTax

YK-5.1. 3Hath coljanbHO-UCTOPUYECKUe, ITUYeCKue,
¢dunocodckre 0CHOBBI MEXKKYJ/IBTYPHOTO pa3Hoobpasus
00111eCTBAa; MICUXO/IOTUUECKHEe OCHOBBI MEXKKY/TETYPHOTO
B3aUMO/IeHCTBUS

YK-5.2. ¥YMeTb yuUThIBaTb COLUA/IbHO-UCTOPUYECKIE
3aKOHOMEPHOCTH (POPMHPOBaHUSI MEXKYJIBTYPHOTO
pa3HooOpa3ust 00I1IecTBa; UCIO/IBL30BaTh ITUUECKHE HOPMBI ;
MPOBOAUTH COLIMATbHO-(DUI0COPCKUM aHa/In3
3aKOHOMepHOCTel Ky/IbTyPHOTO Pa3BUTHs 00IIecTBa 1
(opMHUpPOBaHUSI MEXKKY/TETYPHOTO pa3HOOOpasus;
OCYIIEeCTB/IATh MEXKKY/IBTYPHOE B3aUMO/IeHCTBIE

YK-5.3. BiiafieTb HaBbIKaMU OLI@HKU MEeKKY/IbTYPHOI'O
pa3Hoo0pa3ust 0011[eCTBa C yUeTOM COLMATbHO-UCTOPUUECKOTO
KOHTEKCTa; UCII0/Ib30BaHUsI STUYECKHUX HOPM B YCJIOBUSIX
ME>KKY/ITYPHOTO pa3HO00Opa3wust 0011ieCTBa; COLMaabHO-
dunocodckoro aHamM3a 3aKOHOMEPHOCTeH KY/IBTYPHOTO
pa3ButHs 001IecTBa ¥ HOPMHUPOBAHUST MEXKKYJ/ILTYPHOTO
pa3Hoo0pasusi; HaBbIKAMH MEXXKYJIBTYPHOTO B3aUMO/IeCTBHS

YK-6

CriocobeH yTipaB/sTh
CBOUM BpEMEHEM,
BBICTPAUBaTh U
peasi30BbIBaTh
TPaeKTOPUIO CaMOPa3BUTHS

YK-6.1. 3HaTh OCHOBBLI CaMOOpraHu3aliy, CaMOpa3BUTHS,
camM000pa30BaHusl; TIPUHLIUAIIEI 00pa30BaHus

YK-6.2. ¥YMeTb BbICTpauBaTh CTPATeruio U COLepyKaHue,
peanu30BbIBaTh TPAEKTOPHUIO CAMOOPraHMU3aLiui, CaMOpa3BUTHUS
Y caM0o00pa30BaHusl; yUUTHIBATh TIPUHLUITLI 00pa30BaHus /IS




Ha OCHOBE TIPUHIIUIIOB
o0pa3oBaHUs B TeueHHE
BCeM »KU3HU

CaMOpda3BUTHA, CaAMOOPraHr3dliMi B Te€UeHHE BCeM >KU3HHU

YK-6.3. BriageTs HaBbIKAMU CaMOOpPraHU3aLiy,
caMopa3BUTHsI, CaM000pa30BaHus; BLICTPAWBAHUS 1
peasv3aliy TPAeKTOPUM CaMOPa3BUTHSI B TeUeHHe BCeW XKU3HU
Ha OCHOBe TIPUHLIUIIOB 00pa30BaHMUs

YK-7 Criocoben noagep>kuBath | YK-7.1. 3HaTh OCHOBBI (hr31UeCKOM MMOATOTOBKH,
JIOJDKHBIN YPOBEHb HeoOXxoauMo i1t 06ecrieueHus TOJTHOLIEHHOM COoL[UabHON 1
(buzryeckoi rpogeCcCcroHaIbHOU [leATe/TbHOCTH
TOATOTOBNIEHHOCTH I |y 7 9 Yivern TIOZI/leP)KUBATh J10JDKHBIM ypOBeHb (hr3ryeCcKoi
OGeCHequIfH TNOHOUEHHON | 1y roroBIeHHO CTH, HEOGXOAMMOI /11 06GecTeueH st
COLHAIbHON 1 . TIOJTHOLIEHHOM COLMabHOM U TIPodeCcCUOHaIbHOU
rpogeccroHaIbHOU [IeTeLHOCTH
JlesiTeIbHOCTH
YK-7.3. BriageTe HaBbIKaMU IO/ epyKaHUs YPOBHS
(bur3UUeCKOU TTOTOTOB/IEHHOCTH, HeOOX0IUMOM [17Ist
obecrieueHus1 TIOTHOLIEHHOW COL[HA/IbHOU U
ripodeCcCHOHaTBLHOM JleATe/TbHOCTH
YK-8 CriocobeH co3/aBaTh U YK-8.1. 3HaTh MeTOAbI CO3/IaHUsI U TIOA/IeP>KaHusT 6e30IMaCcHBIX
Mo/iJiep>K1BaTh B yCJIOBU >KWU3He|esiTeIbHOCTH B TIOBCEJTHEBHOM )KU3HHU U B
MOBCE/IHEBHOM )XKU3HU U B | MPOQ)eCCUOHATBHOM JeSITeJIbHOCTU, KpUTEPUH COXPaHeHUsI
ripoeccroHaNbHON TIPUPO/IHOM Cpe/ibl, YCTOMUMBOTO Pa3BUTHs 00IIIeCTBa, B TOM
JiesiTe/TbHOCTH Oe30racHbie | UKcjie TPU yrpo3e U BO3HUKHOBEHWH Upe3BbIUaliHbIX CUTyaLUit
yCJIOBUSI Y BOEHHbIX KOH(JIUKTOB
PKUSHEACATENBHOCTH /T YK-8.2. ¥YMeTb co37jaBaTh U MOAep)KUBaTh B TIOBCEAHEBHOM
COXPaHEHH [PHPOAHOM JKU3HU U B TIPOode CCHOHATBHOM /IesiTe/TbHOCTH Oe30TacHbIe
CPEADL, obecreuennsa YCJIOBUS )KU3HE|eATeIbHOCTH J1JI1 COXpaHeHUs1 IPUPOJHOU
YCTOMAHMBOTO pasBUTHA cpezibl, obecrieueHNst yCTOMYMBOTO pa3BUTHS 00OIIeCTBa, B TOM
0011ieCTBa, B TOM HHC/E NPy yuCJie MpY yrpo3e U BOSHUKHOBEHUH Ype3BbIUaiHbIX CUTYal[ui
YIPO3€ M BOSHUKHOBEHUM | ) poopypyp iy KOH(JTUKTOB
ype3BbIUalHBIX CUTYALIUH U
BOEHHBIX KOH(IMKTOB YK-8.3. BriageTe HaBbIKAMU CO3/JjaHus1 U MO eP>KaHUs B
TIOBCEZIHEBHOM )KU3HU U B IPOQeCCUOHATbHOM /1eATeIbHOCTH
Ge3ormacHble yC/IOBUS XKU3HEesITeTbHOCTH [Ijis COXpaHeHust
TIPUPOJHOM Cpe/ibl, 00ecrieueHrsl yCTOMUMBOTO Pa3BUTHS
o01ecTBa, B TOM UHC/ie TIPH YyTPo3e U BO3HUKHOBEHUU
ype3BbIUaliHbIX CUTYaLIU ¥ BOEHHBIX KOH(JIUKTOB
YK-9 CriocobeH MpUHUMATh YK-9.1. 3HaTb OCHOBbI 9KOHOMUYECKOU KY/IbTypPbl U

000CHOBaHHbIE
9KOHOMHYECKHE PellIeHus B
Pa3/IMYHBIX 00/1aCTAX
YKU3HEAeATeTbHOCTU

¢rHaHCOBOM rPaMOTHOCTHU

YK-9.2. YmeTb puHUMaTh 000CHOBaHHbIE IKOHOMUYECKHe
pellieHUsl B Pa3/IMUHBIX 00/1aCTsX KU3HeJesiTe/TbHOCTH

YK-9.3. Bnaziets HaBbIKaMH MPUHSTHSL 000 CHOBAHHBIX
9KOHOMHUECKUX PEeIIeHUH B Pa3/IMYHbIX 00/1acTsxX
JKU3HeZIeTe/IbHOCTU

dKaJeMHueCKHX 4aCOB.

2. CTpyKTypa M TPYA0EMKOCTH AUCLUIIMHBI
OO01jast Tpy0eMKOCTh (00beM) AMCLUIUIMHBI COCTaB/sgseT 26 3aueTHble eAMHUIBI (3.e.), 936



Tabsuia 2 — O0beM JUCLUIIINHEI

o Bcero, KonmuecTBo yacoB B
Bugpl yueOHOM paboThI
4yacoB ceMecTpe
OO0111ast TPYZI0EMKOCTD AUCIUTTUHBI 936 1 cemecTp - 324
3 cemecTp - 324
5 cemectp - 288
KoHTakTHast paboTta 0OyyaroIuxcst ¢ pernozaBaTesieM 1o 520 1 cemectp - 180
BU/IaM yueOHBIX 3aHSATHI (BCETO) 3 cemecTp - 180
5 cemectp - 160
B TOM YHUCJIE:
JIEKITUU 0
nabopaTopHble 3aHATHS 520 1 cemecTp - 180
3 cemectp - 180
5 cemectp - 160
MPaKTHUYeCKUe 3aHATUS 0
Ipyrue Buap pabot B cooTBeTCTBUU C YTI:
KOHTpOJIbHasi paboTa 2.5 1 cemecTp - 2
3 cemectp - 1
5 cemectp - 2
KOHCYJIbTaLlu1 5 1 cemecTp - 2
3 cemecTp - 2
5 cemectp - 1
CamocTosiTenibHast paboTa o6ydaromuxcst (Bcero) 402.3 1 cemecTp - 144
3 cemectp - 144
5 cemectp - 128
KonTtakTHast paboTa 1o mpoMeKyTOYHOW aTTeCcTaliu
B TOM UHCJIe:
3auer 0
3a4eT C OL[eHKOM 0.2 5 cemecTp - 1
KypcoBasi pabora (TIpoeKT) 0
9K3aMeH 6 1 cemecTp - 2
3 cemecTp - 2
5 cemectp - 1

3 Copep:xaHue JUCLUIIMHBI

Tabmria 3 — Cogep>kaHue JUCLIATUIAHBI

Ne |Pa3gen (TeMa) AMCLIUTUIMHBI Bugel gearensHOCTH dopmMma Teky11ero
n/n a6, |13, |2k, |KoP, |cPC, 'XOHTPOMS
yac. |uvac. |uac. |uac. |uac., |YCHEBAEMOCTH
1 kypc / 1 cemectp
1 | XapakTep ¥ BHEILIHOCTh YeI0BeKa 28 8 Ketic-3amanus,

JInuHOCTHBIE KauecTBa yesioBeka. M3yueHue
JIeKCHUKH, 0TPabOTKa M3yUeHHOU JIEKCUKH C
TOMOLLBI0 YTIpaXkKHeHuH. OmnrcaHye
XapakTepa U BHELIHOCTH YesIoBeKa.
OTtpaboTKa W3y4eHHOM JIEKCUKU C TIOMOIIIbIO
yOpa)KHeHW, Uaory 1o TeMe, OTrcaHue
yesioBeka. KTo siBisieTcs1 ycrnelHbiM

YcTHBIN OMIpOC

10



yenoBekom? OrricaHre KapTUHOK C
n300paykeHreM 3HaMEeHUTOCTeH

Cembg

CemeiiHast >xu3Hb. OTHOILIEHUS B ceMbe. Mud
06 npeanbHOM ceMbe. PaboTta ¢ TeKCcTOM
“Family life”. CemeliHas ncropusi, TpaguLiun
v obbryau. [Touemy oHu Tak BaykHbI? Pabota ¢
HOBOM JIEKCUKOW, IPOCMOTP (u/IbMa O CeMbe.
Ob6cy»/ieHre MPOCMOTPEHHOTO (HUbMa,
auckyccus 1o teme. CeMeliHble KOHQJTUKTBHI.
[IpescTaBieHre IPOEKTOB O CBOEU CEMbe.
bpak. [ToaroroBka k cBagbOe. JJuckyccus Ha
TeMy «bpak 1o /1006BY U Opak 1o pacueTy».
Ponesas vrpa no teme «CeMbsi».

32

Keiic-3aganus,
Juckyccus

Hom. [JoM MeuTsl

Pa3nuunble UMbl f1oMOB. V3yueHre HOBOM
JIeKCUKH, TeKCT “House”. Haiu oM - 310
Haula KpernocTb. OmnucaHye CBOero joMa
Nureprep goma. OnucaHve UHTepbepa Joma
10 KapTUHKe. VjeanbHbIN NPOEKT AoMa.
[IpencraBieHre IPOEKTOB loMa CBOEN MeuThl.

30

1.5

HJuckyccus,
Keiic-3aganus

KonTtpospHas pabota

0.5

JK3aMeH

36

Wroro 1o 1 kypcy 1 cemecTpy

90

54

1 kypc / 1 cemecTp

1

Pacniopsiiok gHs1. Yueba. Pabora o gomy.
CBobOoziHOE Bpemst

CTuib KU3HHU YesioBeka. Pabora ¢ TekcTom
“My working day”. Moii pacriopsiioK JHSI.
Tekct ”Daily routine”. [JomaiiiHue
obsi3anHOCTH. Pabora Haz TekcToM “Domestic
chores”, ynpa)kHeHusI 110 JIeKCHKe, posieBast
urpa. Xo66u. PaboTa Hafi IEKCUKOH,
COCTaBJieHUe IUajioroB 1o TeMe YTo mogu
JieslatoT B CBOOOJHOE BpeMsI? YTIpa>kHEHHUSI C
JIeKCUKOM. Kak oy U3 Apyrux cTpaH
TIPOBOASAT CBOOOZIHOE BpeMsi?

26

18

duckyccus,
Keiic-3aganust

ITokyriku. MarasuHsbl

ITokyrika omexabl. JInamoru 1o teme,
0TpabOTKa JIEKCUKH uepe3 yIpaKHEeHUS.
[TokyTiKa 1oTpeObuTe/TIbCKUX TOBAapOB. TeKCT

34

18

duckyccus,
Ketlic-3apanus

11




“shopping for consumer goods”. ITokyrika
TOBApOB /1/1s1 ieTeii. Posib pekiambl B XKU3HU
nrofeit. SBnsieTech iU BbI IIOTIOTOTUKOM ?
CocraB/ieHre MOHOJIOTOB, IUAa/IOTOB.

Epa. IIpoayKTsl nUTaHUA

Yro enst B Benmukobpuranuu? TekcT Ha
nepeBoy, “English meals, Tematuueckue
mmanoru,Pycckas kyxss. Tekct “The Russian
cuisine”, TUCKyccus 1o teMe. TpaguLOHHAass
npa3gHuYHas efa. TekcT “meals”,
Tipe/iCTaB/IeHre TIPOEKTOB 10 TeMe.
TpaauIioHHBIE CeMeliHbIe O/TF/A.
[TogroroBka K pueMy rocTei.
[IpencraBneHre MPOEKTOB IO TEMe.

30

17.5

Hduckyccus, Dcce

KoHTtponbHas pabora

0.5

JK3aMeH

36

Nroro o 1 kypcy 1 cemectpy

90

90

2 Kypc / 3 cemecTp

1

Otapix. Bugpl otpixa B BemmkoOpuTanuu u
Poccun.

1.1

CriocoObI MPoBeZieHNsT OT/IbIXa B
BenmmkoOputanuu

1. Pa3znuuHble (hopMbl MPOBeIeHNs JOCyTa U
OTAbIXa. AKTHBHBIN U CTTIOKOWMHBIN OT/BIX,
nMroOVMbIe BUABI POBEZIEHHS IOCYTa,
x0001.2. TpaIMI[MOHHBIE BUBI OT/[bIXA B
Poccuu u Benmkobpuranuu. [emmii Typrsm
— TPaJIULIMOHHBIN BU/J] aKTUBHOTO OT/IbIXa B
Benmkobpuranun.3. Pa3muuHbie yCioBuUs
TPOXKUBAHUS, MPel0CTaB/IsieMble TYPUCTaM B
BenmmkoOputanny (TOCTUHULIBI, OOILEXUTHS
JJ1s1 CTYZIeHTOB, [TAHCHOH, [IOM Ha Konécax).4.
Paccka3s o yieTHUX KaHUKy/Max. OTAbIX Moei
Meuthl. [TonynsipHbie BU/bI OT/AbIXa B
pecrtybvke BamkoprocTaH.

24

10

YcTHBIM onipoc,
[Tpe3enTarjys,
TecTupoBaHue,
Huckyccus,
Kelic-3apanus

[TyTemecTsue.

2.1

Pa3nuyHeble criocobb! myTemecTByst. Mx
rpeuMyliiecTBa U HeJOCTaTKHU.

30

10

Keiic-3aganus,
TectrpoBaHue,

12




Pa3nuuHble BUBI Ty TeIIeCTBUIA.
BbponuvpoBanue nyTeBoK. IlyTeliecTsus 1o
cTpaHe u 3a pyoexom. [lyTterectue
aBTOCTOIIOM. ¥/JauHbI! OTITyCK, UCITOPUeHHbIM
oTnycK (rpo06siemMbl, C KOTOPBIMU MOTYT
CTOJIKHYTBCS1 OT/bIXatoIl1ie BO BpeMs
TMyTelecTBYs1). Pa3mMuHble BU/IbI TPAHCTIOPTA.
Vx npeumylijecTBa U HeJOCTAaTKU. 3aKa3
ounetos. [TyTerecTBre moe3aom (BUbI
T110e3/10B, TUIalIKapTHbIN BaroH, KymenWHbIi
BaroH, BaroH-pecTopaH, Ha NeppoHe, Ha
BOK3asie, cjjaua baraxa u T.7.).ITyreriectBre
CaMoJIeToM (B a3pOIOPTY, perucrpaLus, cadya
Oaraska, B caJloHe CaMoJieTa, BIIET,
nocagka).ITyTemecTtBue Terioxonom (Ha
O0pTy Teryoxo/ja, KaroThl, Manyoba,
OpraHM30BaHHBIN JOCYT, Kauka, MOpCKast
6ose3Hb, MopT, nmaccaxupsl).IlyTelecTBre Ha
aBTOOYyCe, aBTOMOOM/IE, aBTOCTOTIOM

Huckyccust

Topoga 1 focTonprMeydaTebHOCTH

3.1

JKu3Hb B MeramnoJivce U B CeJIbCKOM
MECTHOCTHU: IIpeMYIeCTBd U HEJOCTATKH.

Pabora c Tekctom Only a Madman Would
Choose Living In a Big Modern
City.Juckyccuu 1o Teme Ilpenmylijectsa u
HeJJOCTaTKU >KU3HU B OOJIBIIIOM ¥ Ma/IeHbKOM
ropoge.lIpesenraunu Ha TeMy My Hometown

22

10

Juckyccus

3.2

3HaKOMCTBO C JIOHJOHOM.
HocroripumeuarenbHOCTH JIOHZ0HA.

JIoH10H — cTonviia BenukobputaHuw.
Uctopus JloHgoHa. Posib puMCKOro u
HOPMAaHHCKOT'O 3aBO€BaHUM B Pa3BUTHUU
JlongoHa. JIoHIOH B cpegHUe Beka. Uyma
1665 ropa. [Toxkap 1666 r. CoBpemeHHbIM
JIoHA0H U ero HaceneHre. OCHOBHbIE
paiionsl. JlocTonpumeuaTeibHOCTH
(MaMATHUKH, My3eH, TeaTpbl, MapKU, METPO).
lepemonuu u Tpaguu JIongoHa.

10

Keiic-3aganus,
TectupoBaHue,
[Tpe3enTarus

3.3

Mocksa

Wcropuueckue 1 Ky/IbTypHbIe MeCTa U
NaMsaTHUKU ropoza.KpacHas miomjazs.
Kpemsib. My3en 1 KapTUHHBIE Tajiepeu.

14

duckyccus,
Coo01eHne

JK3aMeH

36

13



Uroro 1o 2 Kypcy 3 ceMecTpy

90

90

2 Kypc / 3 cemecTtp

1

310poBbIii 00pa3 >KU3HM.

1.1

Bone3Hu u ux jseuedue.

3m0poBbIii 00pa3 KU3HU. 30POBOe

nutaHye. I1po6ieMbl o 3710pOBbEM,
3a00/1eBaHUS U CUMITTOMBI.
Jleuenne.MenuiyiHa. MeauLIMHCKOE
00C/Ty)KUBaHUE B

Benmmkobpuranny. MeuIiiHCKOe
00C/Ty)KUBaHUE B POJTHOM CTpaHe.
CrarjpoHapHoe 1 aM0Oy/1aTOpHOe
neueHue.BU3UT K Bpauy (TepareBTy, JaHTUCTY
u T.1.). OcmoTp Bpaua. CoBeThl Bpadya.CTpecc
B >KU3HU JTIOZIEN U CIIoCcoObl 60pbOBI CO
cTpeccoM.AibTepHaTUBHAs MeIULIMHA.

36

IIpe3enranus,
Keiic-3aganus,
duckyccus,

TecTtupoBaHue

CriopT ¥ CrIOpPTUBHBIN 00pa3 XKU3HU

2.1

Posnb criopra B »Xu3HU Mr0fen

Yrenwue, mepeBo, o0CyxaeHre TeKcTa Return
to Cansas City Vpsuna Lloy. (T.A.
Bapabmuna Stories for discussion).Pabora c
BOKaOy/sipoM K TekcTy.IlomnysisipHbie BUbI
CIIopTa U Urpsl Besnmkobputanuu.
TemaTnueckue TeKCThI, JUAJIOTH,
nipeseHTaluu.[lonmynsapHele BUAbI Criopta 1
urpel Poccun. Tematnueckye TEKCTHI,
[MAJIOTH, TIpe3eHTalMMOKCTPeMaslbHble BU/IbI
criopra.llpeumyiiecrsa u

Hepocratku. Mctopus OJIMMIIMUCKUX UTP.
CoBpemeHHble OJIMMITMICKYE UTPbI

34

10

TectrpoBaHue,
IIpesenranus,
Keiic-3aganus,
Juckyccus

JKOJIOTUA

3.1

3allyTa OKpyyKarollel cpefibl

['mobasibHbIE IKO/IOTHYECKHe

nipo0/1eMbI. 3all[UTa OKPY>KaroITiel Cpezibl Kak
rocyzapCcTBeHHasi U 0011jeMUpoBast
3agaua.Opranusaiuy, JeNCcTByoLue B
VHTepecax 3alUThl OKpysKarollei cpesbl.Moe
OTHOLLIEHYE K 3e/IleHOMY JBYKeHH0. Moi
BKJIaJ| B J1e/I0 3alUThl U COXpaHEeHUsI

20

1.5

duckyccus,

IIpe3enranus,
Keiic-3aganus,
TecTupoBaHue

14



sKosioruueckoro Hanarca.CoBpeMeHHOe
9KOJIOTUYeckoe 0Opa3oBaHHMe.

4 | KouTposbHas pabota 0.5
5 |3Jk3aMmeH 36
Wroro no 2 Kypcy 3 ceMecTpy 90 54
3 Kypc / 5 cemecTp
1 | dpyx6a
1.1 | py3bs. Posb Apy3el B Halllel KU3HU. 12 12 YcTHBIM OMpOC,
IIpakTryeckoe
YreHue 1 00Cy>KeHUe TeMaThueCKUX 3ajlaHue, Jcce,
TeKCTOB, paboTa C BOKaOy/IsIpoM. Huckyccus
2 |BocniuraHue feten
2.1 | «The Fun They Had» A. A3umos 8 4 Hduckyccus,
IIpakTrueckoe
Urtenue, nepeBoy Tekcta «The Fun They 3a/laHue
Had» A.A3umoBa.O6cyxeHue
TekcTa. TeMaTUueCKHii C/IOBaphb.
2.2 | TIpo6sieMbI BOCITUTAHUS, POJIb POAUTENIEN B 10 12 duckyccus,
BOCIIMTaHUM. Keric-3amanus,
TectrpoBaHue,
[TpobieMbI BOCTIUTaHUS, POJb POAUTENEH B [IpakTueckoe
BOCTIUTAHUM: BOKaby/isip 10 TeMe, uTeHue 1 3a/jaHue
00Cy>KIeH1e TeKCTOB T10 TeMe
2.3 | TpyzHOCTH ITOAPOCTKOBOIO BO3pacTa, 14 14 [IpakTrueckoe
MO3WLIUS pOJWTe/IeN PU B3aUMOJEUCTBUU C 3a/laHue,
10 POCTKaMU. HJuckyccus,
Keiic-3aganus,
TpyZHOCTH OAPOCTKOBOIO BO3pacTa, TectupoBaHue
MO3WLIUS pOAWTe/IeN PYU B3aUMOJEUCTBUU C
TMOZIPOCTKaMU: paboTa c BOKaOy/isipoMm, uTeHre
1 00Cy>KZieHre TeKCTOB T10 TeMe
2.4 | BocriraHye CaMOCTOSITe/IbHOCTUA U 14 14.3 | duckyccus,
OTBETCTBEHHOCTH y JleTei TectrpoBaHue,
ITpakTueckoe
Bocrnuranue caMmoCTOATeTbHOCTU U 3apanue, Keric-
OTBETCTBEHHOCTH Y JleTeli: COCTaB/eHue 3a/laHus
BOKaOy/isipa, uTeHre U 00CyK/IeHe TEKCTOB
1o Teme. AyIpOBaHuUe.
3 | AHanus TekcTa

15



3.1 | CTunncTtryecKr U CMbICJIOBOM aHa/Iu3 12 17 [TpakTrueckoe
TeKCTa 3a/jaHue
Yrenue, nepeBoy, TekcTa.Pabora c
BOKaOy/sipoM TeKcTa. AHamu3
TeKkcTa.lIToroBele [yanoru Ha OCHOBe
aHa/Ii3a TeKCTa ¥ C UCII0/Ib30BaHeM
M3yueHHOTO BOKaOyJisipa.

3.2 | KontponbHas pabora 0.5

3.3 | JuddepeHIIMpOBaHHBIM 3aueT 0.2

Wroro 1o 3 Kypcy 5 ceMecTpy 70 74

3 Kypc / 5 cemecTp

1 |KuHO Kak UCKyCCTBO Hallero BpeMeHu

1.1 | Beigaromjuecs pexxuccepsl. TekcT «Interview |8 2 IIpakTrueckoe
with Ingmar Bergman» 3a/jaHue,

Hduckyccus,
Brigarommecst pexxuccepsl. TekcT «Interview Ketic-3apanus,
with Ingmar Bergman».Tematuueckuii CoobreHue
ciioBapb.O0CY>KeHre TPOCMOTPEHHBIX
¢GUIBMOB, X KPUTUUYECKUI aHaM3.

1.2 | My/IbTUIUIMKaLMS: €e Pa3BUTHE U POJIb B 14 2 TecTtrpoBaHue,

COBpPEMEHHOM 00I11eCTBe Coo01jeHue,
duckyccus,

TexHonorus [IpakTueckoe

KWHONPOM3BoAcTBa. My nbTurinkanus. Posb 3a/aHue

MY/IBT(QUIBMOB B BOCIIUTaHUU

neteii.CocraBneHue 0630poB Ha

MY/IBT(QUIBMBI.

1.3 | i3BecTHbIE KUHOAKTEPBI. 10 2 Acce, Keric-

3a/jaHus,

N3BecTHBIE Hduckyccus,

KrHoakTepbl. Kunodectusanu. Mcropus [TpakTHueckoe

pasBuTHs KUHO B Poccum n 3a/jaHue

3apybe>xom.CoBpeMeHHOe KHHO.

2 | KuBonuch

2.1 | ckyccTBO. BHabl ncKyccTBa 18 4 ITpakTueckoe

3a/jaHue,
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Temarnueckuii ciioBapb. Trends of Art.
English Painting. Urenue u obcy>xaeHue
tekctoB.W.Hogarth. J.Reynolds.
Th.Gainsborough. The Metropolitan Museum
of Art. The Hermitage.

CoobieHnue,
TecTupoBaHue

2.2

OrnvicaHue KapTUH

OrnrcaHue KapTHH C MCI0J/Ib30BaHUEM
TeMaThueCKOU JIeKCUKHU U (PaKTUueCKOro
MaTepuasia.Posib )KUBOIKCH B BOCIIUTAaHUU
JleTeu.

18

3.5

IIpakTryeckoe
3a/jaHue,
CoobireHue,
TectrpoBaHue,
Ketic-3apanus

Awnanus Tekcra

3.1

CTunmcTUUe CKUM U CMBIC/IOBOM aHa/Iu3
TeKCTa

Yrenue, mepeBo/ Tekcta. Pabora ¢
BOKaOy/sipoM TeKcTaAHa/M3 TeKCTa.
WToroBele fuanoru Ha OCHOBe aHa/u3a
TEKCTa U C UCI0/Ib30BaHHEM U3yUEeHHOT0
BOKaOy/1sipa

22

IIpakTrueckoe
3a/jaHue

KonTtponbHas pabora

0.5

OJK3aMeH

36

Uroro mo 3 Kypcy 5 cemecTpy

90

54

WToro no aucuuriviHe

520

416

Tabmmria 4 — JTabopaTopHble paboThbI

/11

HaumeHoBaHue 1ab0paTOpHBIX paboT

O6wewMm, yac.

17



4. ®oHJ| OLIeHOYHBIX CPEJCTB //IA MPOBeeHHUs MPOMe)XYTOUHOH aTTecTanuu
00yUaIOIIMXCS 110 JUCI{HII/THHE

KputepusiMi OLIeHUBAaHUsI SIBSIFOTCS Oasiibl, KOTOpbIe BBICTAB/ISIOTCS 3a BUABI [IeSITeTbHOCTH
(oLleHOUHBIE CpeACTBa) MO WTOraM M3ydyeHUs: MOAy/ed (pa3fesoB AUCLMIUIMHBI), MEePeYrCc/IeHHbIX B
PEUTUHI-TI/IaHe AUCLIMIUINHBL. banibl, BbICTaB/issieMble 38 KOHKPETHbIe BH/bI JeSITe/IbHOCTU MPe/iCTaB/IeHbl
HIDKE.

KoHTponbHbIe 3ajaHus /11 IPOBeieHus
TeKyLlero KOHTPOJIs1 ycieBaeMoCTH

TecToBbIe 3agaHusI

OmucaHue TeCTOBbIX 3a/laHWI: TeCTOBble 3aJaHWs BK/IIOUAIOT TeCThl 3aKPhITOrO THMa (C OAHUM
MPaBWILHBIM OTBETOM), TeCTbl Ha YCTAaHOBAEHUM TOC/Ae0BaTeIbHOCTU UM Ha YCTaHOBJ/IEHHE
cootBeTcTBUs. OlleHKa 3a BBHITIOJIHEHWE TECTOBBIX 3a/laHWM BBICTAB/ISETCS Ha OCHOBAHWUHM TIPOL[eHTa
3a/laHUl, BBITIOJIHEHHBIX CTYJeHTAMU B TMPOLeCCe TIPOXOXKIAEHUs TPOMEXKYTOUHOTO U PYOEXKHOTO
KOHTPOJIs1 3HAaHUM

Tect 2.1

Tect 2

=

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

CAAaBaTh KOMHATy

to sell a room

to rent a room

to be accommodated

to lend a room

U3MePUTHb KPOBSIHOE /JaB/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/IHOTO

to treat the patient

to cure the patient

to examine the patient

to look at the patient

C/ie/IaTh YKOJI

to carry out an injection

to do an injection

to give an injection

WP ERL_,LNNERERRONEERRLONERDLBLDND =R
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to perform an injection
0)XUBJIEHHOE YJINUHOe /IBIDKeHHe
hard traffic

numerous traffic

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-/IH00 Me/JIbKOM
to catch a glimpse of something
to get a glint of something

to have a glitter of something
to see a glimpse of something
MPOUTrPaTh UTPy

to leave a game

to lose a game

to break a game

to beat a game

PONPERER,R,LONERERRONDERRLNDEREB

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 -

Tect 3.1

TecToBbIe 3alaHUA OTKPBITOrO0 THUIIA

1: GnaroroyuHast JoOMaIHss 00CTaHOBKA
a) safe backgrounds

b) good atmosphere at home

c) happy home backgrounds

d) satisfactory situation at home

2: CMOTpeThb Ha KOro-1Mb0 C TIPeBOCXOZACTBOM
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



Tectuposanue 3.2

TecToBbIe 3aJaHUA OTKPBITOr0 THUIIA

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/I‘JECKI/IE MaTepHuaJibl, OIpejedroiie rnmpoueaypy oeHrMBaHWA BbINIO/THEHHUA T€CTOBBIX 38,[[8HI/Iﬁ

OnucaHre MeTOIMKM OLIeHUBaHUS BBITIOJIHEHHS TECTOBBIX 3a/IlaHUM: OLIeHKa 3a BBITOJIHEHUE TeCTOBbIX
3a/laHUM CTAaBUTCSI HA OCHOBAHMWU T0/[cUeTa MPOLieHTa MPaBU/IbHO BbITTOIHEHHBIX T€CTOBBIX 3a/laHUM.
Kpurepuu onenku (B 6an1ax):

- 9-10 6a/I0B BLICTAB/ISAETCS CTY/IEHTY, €C/IU TIPOLIEHT MPaBU/ILHO BLITIOTHEHHBIX T@CTOBBIX 3a/laHUM
coctaBsieT 81 — 100 %;

- 7-8 6assIoB BBICTAB/SETCS CTYAEHTY, eCJTH MPOLIEHT TTPABW/IbHO BBITOJIHEHHBIX TECTOBBIX 3a/[aHUI
cocrtaBnsieT 61 — 80 %;

- 4-6 6assIOB BBICTAB/SETCS CTYAEHTY, eCJTH MPOLIEHT TTPABU/IbHO BBITOJIHEHHBIX TECTOBBIX 3a/[aHUI
cocrtaBnsieT 41 — 60 %;

- 10 4 6aJINIoB BLICTAB/ISIETCS CTY/EHTY, eC/IU MPOLIEHT TPaBUILHO BBITIOJTHEHHBIX TeCTOBBIX 3aZlaHUM
coctaBnseT 40 %;

YcTHbIH onpoc

YcTHBIN OIpoC MpUMEHSETCA 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?

SRl S

MeToauuecKre MaTepuasibl, ONpe/essitoliye MpoLefypy OLleHUBaHUs BbINO/IHEHHS yCTHOTO OIpoca

[Tpu oLieHKe YCTHOT0 ONpoca MakCUMaabHOe BHUMaHHe [JO/DKHO yZe/sThCsl TOMY, HAaCKO/IBbKO ITOJTHO
PacKpbITO COZepKaHue Marepuasa, UeTKO M MPaBUIbHO JjaHbl ONpe/ie/ieHus], pACKPBITO COZlepyKaHue
TIOHSITH, BEPHO HCII0/Ib30BaHbl HAyUHble TEPMUHBI.

2 6as171a BBICTABIISETCS CTYAEHTY, eC/IM TI0JTHO PacKpPBITO COZiepyKaHre MaTepHara; UeTKO U TIPaBUIbHO
[laHbI OTpeZie/ieH!s], PaCKpbITO COZlepyKaHue MOHATHH; [/ 0Ka3aTe/bCTBa UCII0/b30BaHbl apryMeHThI;
OTBET CaMOCTOSITe/IbHBIN, UCI0/Ib30BaHbl paHee MpUOOpeTeHHbIe 3HAHUST; YeTKO TIPOC/IeKUBAETCs
Me>XXIIpeJMeTHas! CBsI3b; OTBET JHaeKTUUeCKUH, paCKpbITbl IPUUMHHO-CJIe/ICTBEHHbIE CBSI3U.

1 6a/1 BBICTAB/ISIETCS CTY/EHTY, eC/Id PAaCKPhITO OCHOBHOE COZiep)KaH/e 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 CTYIEHTY, €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/IeHNY BbICKa3bIBaHUH; 1eMOHCTPUP
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KoHnTtposibHas padora

KonTtponbHas pabora 2.2

Vocabulary Test 2
(Term 4)

1.

RO RrLUNNERORWONERORLRNERORONDEROLBDND =

Give English idioms for the following phrases.
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.

—

PERrOORONONEEROR LN

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

21




Fill

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.

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 )

PLOUNRRRPRPRRRPRRRRERR

INJECT)

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

Translate the following sentences into English

51 He MOT'Y TOBOPHUTB TPOMKO, Y MeHsI OOJTUT TOPJIO.

Ecsu Ob1 ThI IPUHUMAJT JIEKapPCTBO PerynsipHoO, y Tebsi 661 He ObI/I0 0C/IOXKHEHUIA.
51 mo/mKHO OBITH IPOCTYANIACK, TAK Y MEHS Kap.

MHe HpaBUTCSI 3TOT Bpay, IOTOMY UTO OH He MPOIKChIBAET MHOTO JIEKAapCTB.
[Tpuaep>kuBaiics AMeTsl U3 OBOLLEN U (PPYKTOB U BO3/iep>KUBAMCs OT aKOroJisl.
Y MeHs uTO-TO C cepALeM, CAeanTe MHe YKOII.

Moii cbiH O0/eH BETPSHKOM, OH /IO/DKEH HEeCKOJTBKO /IHEH M0JIeXaTh B IOCTEeTH.
1 To/IbKO UTO BBI3Z0OPOBE/A OT BOCIA/IeHUS JIeTKUX.

Bpau ocMoTpesn MeHs1, U3MepuII JlaBieHre U BbINKCa/ peLierT.

’—‘LOPO.\].C“.U"P.W!\’!—‘?‘.U"

KonTposnbHas pabora 3.1

Bringing up children
in the prepositions
1. 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 _
9. to exaggerate praise _ _ all propotion
10. to concentrate _ a child’ strength

PNk WwWN

Translate

Art

1. 3amepieHHOe pasBUTHE

2. ToouIpsTh pebeHKa

3. OBITh 3pesbiM

4. OTBeTCTBEHHbIE B3POC/bIe

5. TOBOPUTH peLInTe/IbHO

6. OBITb JIOTMUHBIM, TIOC/Ie0BATE/TEHBIM
7. nobaBisSTh Macja B OTOHb

8. He co3zaBaTh HarpsDKeHUs

9. ckasartb Cropsiya, B IopbiBe

10. mepexBanuBath pebeHKa

0 Ecnu BeI He OyzieTe 3a00TUTBCS 0 cebe, y BaC MOXKeT ObITh HEPBHOE PaCCTPOKCTBO.

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

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

2. Translate the following sentences into English:

1. Ha cTeHax macTepcKoii Buce/ HAOPOCKH 1 KapTHHBI Oe3 paM, I7IaBHbIM 00pa30M, KOTTMU C KapTHH
cTapbix MacTepoB. 2. Ha MoyibbepTe Bo3/ie CTO/Ia CTOSIT TOPTPET MOJIOJ0M >KeHIIUHBL. ITO ObUT TOPTPeT
BO BeCh pocT. 3. K cTeHe ObUT IPUC/IOHEH XOJICT, @ Ha TOMTY JieyKa/ld KMCTH, TFOOUMKY C KPaCKOH U TaJIuTpa.
4. OH ObLT MacTepoM TIOPTPeTa U 3aBoeBajl 0OJIBILYI0 U3BECTHOCTb. 5. OH HaTSAHY/T XOJICT, YKPEeITr/T
MO/IOepT ¥ TPUTOTOBU/I KPACKU M TAUTPY. 6. XyI0XKHUK CUMTAI LIeJIbI0 CBOEH )KU3HU U300pakeHue
ye/iOBeKa U ero Xapakrepa. 7. MajBuuK He 3HaJl, KaK TPYZIHO PUCOBATh >KUBYIO Mojiesib. 8. Ecu Ob1 oH
XOTeJI CTaTh Xy/I0XKHUKOM, OH ObI yursicsi pucoBath. 9. CoueTaHre CBeTa U TeHHW B KapTUHE 3aMeuaTesibHo.
10. MukenbaHpKes10 ObIT U3yMUTEbHBIN MacTep prucyHka. 11. B XVII Beke moptpeT 66T parpocTpaHeH
BO Bcerd EBporne. 12. DTOT aBTONOPTPeT HAaMKCaH XYA0KHUKOM B MOC/AeAHUE TOAbl )KU3HU. 13. XyZ0KHUK
HarMcas Leyro Cepuio TIOsICHBIX TIOPTPETOB U MOPTPETOB BO BeCh POCT. 14 . JKaHpoBast KMBOTHUCH Obla
ocobenHo monyssipHa B ['omnanguu B X VII Beke. ['o/aHjcKye )KUBOITHCIBI TIMCA/TA KaHPOBBIE CIIEHKH,
apXUTEKTYpHble UHTPbePhl, HATFOPMOPTHI 13 LIBETOB, a TaKKe (PPYKTOB U yTBAPH.

AR

MeToauuecKrie MaTepHrabl, OTpe/esoliie MMpoLeypy OLleHHBaHUsSI KOHTPOILHOM paboThI

OmucaHue MeTOAUKU OLIeHUBaHUS: TIPU OLIeHKe BBITIOJTHEHHS CTYAeHTOM KOHTPOJIbHON paboThl
MaKCUMa/IbHOe BHUMaHUe C/leflyeT yAe/saTh CJIeyOLUM aclieKTaM: HaCKOJIbKO ITO/THO B TeOpeTUYeCKOM
BOIIPOCE PacKpbITO COZlepKaHre MaTepuasa, YeTKO Y IIPaBU/IbHO JJaHbl Olpe/ie/ieHUs], paCKpbITO
cofiep>kaHue MOHSATUM; BePHO HUCII0/Ib30BaHbl HayYHble TEPMUHBI; eMOHCTPUPYIOTCS BBICOKHY YPOBEHb
YMeHUs OTNleprpoBaTh HAyUHbIMU KaTeropusMU, aHaIUu3upoBaTh MH(OPMALMIO, Bla/leHue HaBblIKaMU
NIPaKTUUeCKOU [lesiTeIbHOCTH; Kerc-3a/laHre pellleHO Ha BBICOKOM YPOBHE, COZIeP)KUT apryMeHTaL1Io U
TIOSICHEHUSI.

Kpurtepuu onenku (B 6am1ax):

- 9-10 6a/110B BBICTAB/ISIETCS CTY/IEHTY, €C/TH B TEOPETUYEeCKOM BOTIPOCE TIOJTHO PACKPBITO COZIepyKaHHue
MaTepuasla; YeTKO U MPaBU/IbHO JlaHbl OIpe/ie/IeHHs], PaCKpbITO COJiepyKaHue MOHATHM; BePHO
VICTI0/Tb30BaHbl HayUHbIe TEPMUHBI; JEMOHCTPUPYIOTCS BBICOKMI YPOBEHb YMEHHsI ONlepHpOBaTh
HayUHbIMHM KaTeropusiMH, aHa/IM3MpOBaTh MH(POPMALMIO, B/la/leHHe HaBbIKaMU MIPaKTHYeCKOU
JlesiITe/IbHOCTH; Kelc-3a/laHre pelleHO Ha BBICOKOM YPOBHE, COZIePKUT MOsSICHEHUS; TECTOBbIE 3a/IaHuUs
pellieHbl CBbIlIe, ueM Ha 80%; ypoBeHb 3HAaHUM, YMEHHWH, B/laleHU — BBICOKHUH;

- 7-8 GanioB BHICTAB/ISIETCS CTYIEHTY, e B TeopeTHueckoM BOTIPOCe PACKPBITO OCHOBHOE COZlepyKaHue
MaTepuasa; B OCHOBHOM IIPaBWILHO [JaHbl ONpe/iesIeHuUs TIOHATUM M UCTI0/Ib30BaHbl HAyUHble TePMUHBI;
OTBET CaMOCTOSITe/IbHBIN; ONpe/ie/ieHNs TTIOHATUI HeTlo/THbIe, 0MYLeHbl He3HaUWTe/IbHble HapyIlIeH s B
TI0C/IeZI0BaTe/IbHOCTH U3/I0’KeHHsT; HeOO/TbIlMe HeJ0CTaTKU TIPU UCTI0/Ib30BaHUH HayUHBIX TEPMUHOB,;
Kelic-3a/laHKe pelleHO BepHO, HO pellleHre He 10Be/IeHO /10 3aBepLUIalolero 3Tara; TecTsl pelieHbl Ha 60-
80%. YpoBeHb 3HaHUM, YMEHWH, BlaIeHUU — CPeJIHUN;

- 5-6 6asI0B BHICTAB/ISIETCS CTY/IEHTY, €C/IA B TeOpPeTHUeCKOM BOTIPOCe YCBOEHO OCHOBHOE, HO
HeIroc/IeZloBaTe/IbHO; OIpe/ie/leHNst MOHATUM HeZJl0CTaTOYHO YeTKHe; He UCI0/Ib30BaHbl B KaueCTBe
Jl0Ka3aTesibCTBa BBIBOZBI U 0000111eHNs 13 HaO/II0/IeHHH, TIPAaKTUYeCKUX 3aHSITUM; YPOBEHb YMeHUs
OrepupoBaTh HayUHbIMU KaTeropysiMH, aHa/IM3UpoBaTh MH(GOPMaLMIO, B/lafleH!s] HaBbIKaMU
TIPaKTUYeCKOU ZiesTelTbHOCTU HEeBBICOKHH, HabmoAatoTcst ipobesibl U HETOUHOCTH; B pellieHue Kelc-
3a/laHus BEPHO BBIITOJIHEHBI HEKOTOPBIE 3Tallbl; TeCThl pelieHbl Ha 40-60%; ypoBeHb 3HaHUM, YMEHUH,
B/Ia/IeHUN — yJOB/IETBOPUTE/IbHBIM;

- MeHee 5 0asIJIOB BBICTAB/SIETCS CTYZEHTY, eC/IM B TEOPEeTUYeCKOM BOTIPOCE He M3/I0KEHO OCHOBHOE
cofiep>kaHue yueOHOTO MaTepHara, U3ioXkeHHe )parMeHTapHOe, He TI0C/Ie/I0BaTe/IbHOe; OTIpe/ie/leH st
TIOHSITHI He YeTKHe; He UCII0/Ib30BaHbl B KaueCTBe I0Ka3aTe/IbCTBa BHIBOABI M 00001IeHus 13
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HaO/TI0/1eHNH, yPOBEeHb YMEHHSI OTTIePUPOBATh HAyUYHBIMH KaTerOpUsiIMU, aHA/TM3UPOBATh MHPOPMALIHIO,
B/1a/leHNs1 HaBbIKaMH MMPaKTUUeCKOH /leATe/TbHOCTA OYeHb HU3KWI; TECThI pellieHbl MeHee, ueM Ha 40 %;
YPOBeHb 3HaHUM, YMEHUH, B/laJleHU — HeZlOCTaTOYHBbIM.

Coobmenue

Coo01ieHne- mybMUyHOe BBICTYIUIEHHE WX JOKYMEeHT, KOTOpbie cojiepKaT MH(OpMAaIUi0 W OTpaXkaroT
CyTb BOIIPOCA WM UCC/Ie[0BaHUS IPUMEHUTE/TBHO K JaHHOW CUTYyaLiu

Coo0ijerue 2.1

TembI cO00IEHUM

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?

MeToznueckre MaTepyasbl, OTIpe/ieIsiolye TIpoLelypy OLieHHBaHHUs COOOLeH s

[Tpu orjeHKe COOOIIEHHUsT MaKCHMaTbHOE BHUMAaHUe JI0/DKHO YAESIThCS TOMY, HAaCKO/IBKO TTOJTHO
PacKpbITO COZepKaHue Marepuasa, YUeTKO M MPaBUIbHO JjaHbl 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 OTpeZie/ieH!s], PaCKpbITO COZlepyKaHue MOHATHH; [/ 0Ka3aTe/bCTBa UCII0/b30BaHbl apryMeHThI;
OTBET CaMOCTOSITe/IbHBIN, 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/Id PAaCKPhITO OCHOBHOE COZiep)KaH/e MaTepHrasa; B OCHOBHOM
NIPaBU/IBHO JlaHbl OTpe/iesieHHs IOHATHH; OTBET CaMOCTOSATe/IbHBIN; /IS 0Ka3aTebCTBA UCIIO/Ib3YHOTCS
apryMeHTbl, JOMyIlleHbl He3HauuTe/IbHble HapYLLIEeHUs B [0C/1e/10BaTe/IbHOCTU HU3/I0KEHUS.

0 6a/1/10B BHICTaB/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(hopM/IeHMM BbICKa3bIBaHUH; JeMOHCTPHUPYIOTCS OUeHb HHU3KUK yPOBEHb YMEeHUsI BOCIIPOM3BOJUTh
CBSI3HbIE BbICKa3bIBaHUS 10 TeMe

Keiic-3ajanusn

OmnucaHue Keiic-3aflaHWM: Kelc-3aJjaHue TIpeJcTaB/sieT COOOM CUTYal[MOHHYIO 3aj/jauy, TpeOyroIyro
OCMBIC/IEHUs], aHa/IM3a, a 3aTeM pellleHus1. PellieHre KeliC-3a/laHuUs OJDKHO OBITh apryMeHTHPOBAHHBIM,
COJZlep>KaThb MOSICHEeHUS.

Keiic-3aganme 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-3amanme 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 | A : — What's your full name?— My full name is
Ivanov Alexander Petrovich. Ivanov is mysurname (family name). Alexander (Alex for short) is
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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.

— Is Kate any relation to you?— No, she is a distant relation of mine.

Keric-3apanue 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 nefarornyeckyii yHUBEPCUTET Ha sipMapKe NpodeccrHoHaisHOT0 00pa3oBaHusl.
[ToAroTOBLTE TIPE3€HTALMI0 O MPOQeCCHU MPeoAaBaTesisi U paCCKaKUTe 0 TOM, UTO HeoOXoguMo
JUTSL TOTO, YTOOBI CTaTh MPOeCCUOHAIOM B 3TOM 00/1aCTH ¥ KaKUMH UepTaMu 00/1a/jaroT
CMeL[UaTCThI-TIe/IarOr v,

* BbI — CTyZeHT nefaroruueckoro yHMBepCUTeTa 1 MPUHMMAaeTe yuacTHe B MeXKAYHapOJHON
KOH(epeHLUH, TIOCBSIILEHHOW BOIIPOCaM /IOIIKOILHOTO U IIKO/IbHOTO 00pa30BaHUs M BOCITUTAHUSI.
Paccripocute 3apy0e>KHOTO KOJIIETy O TOM, UTO TpeOyeTcs AJisi TOro, YTOOBI CTaTh CHeLMauCTOM
B 00/1aCTH paHHero o0yueHust 1eTe.

MeTtoauueckuie MaTepuasbl, ONpeJesitole MpoLeAypy OLleHWBaHUs BbITIOJTHEHUST KelC-3alaHuM

OmnucaHue MEeTOAWKH OLIeHUBaHMSI: TIPY OIIEHKe PeIleHus Kelc-3a/iaHusl HauboJibiliee BHUMaHUe JI0/DKHO
OBbITH yZie/IeHO TOMY, HaCKOJIBKO TIOJTHO PaCKpPBITO COZlepyKaHKe MaTepuara, YeTKO U MPaBUILHO JaHBI JIU
oripeiesieHusi, PaCKPbITO CO/leP>KaHue TIOHATHH, BePHO JIW UCTIOb30BaHbl HAyUHbIe TEPMUHBI,
WCTI0/Tb30BaHbl JIM apTyMEeHTHPOBaHHbIe /10Ka3aTe/IbCTBa, OTBIT JesTeTbHOCTH, UCITO/Ib30BaHbI JIU paHee
TIproOpeTeHHbIe 3HAaHKS, PACKPBITHI JI TIPUUUHHO-C/Ie/[CTBEHHbBIE CBSI3U, HACKOIBKO BLICOK YPOBEHb
YMEeHHUSI OTlepUPOBaHUsI HayYHBIMU KaTerOpysIMH, aHau3a WH(POPMalL[iH, Bla/[eHHs] HaBbIKaMU

TIPAKTUUe CKOU J1esiTe/TbHOCTH.

Kpurepuu ouenku (B 6a/1ax) (70/DKHBI CTPOTO COOTBETCTBOBATh PEUTUHT T/IaHY 110 MaKC. U MUH.
KO/TWY. 6aJI/IOB U TOJIBKO /IJIS1 T€X, KTO YUUTCS C UCITO/Tb30BaHHEM MOAY/TbHO-PEUTUHTOBOM CHCTEMBI
00y4eHUs ¥ OLIEHKU yCIIeBaeMOCTH CTY/I€HTOB):

- 2 Gasu1a BBICTAB/ISIETCS CTYJEHTY, eC/IU 3aZlaHue TPaMOTHO TIPOAaHAIM3UPOBAHO, YCTAHOB/IEHEI
TIPUYMHHO-C/Ie/ICTBEHHbBIE CBSI3H, IEMOHCTPUPYIOTCS YMeHUs1 paboTaTh C NCTOUHUKaMH WH(MOpPMaLIWH,
B/Ia/leHre HaBbIKaMU MPaKTHUUeCKOM /leATeTbHOCTH, Hal/leHO ONMTUMa/ibHOe pellleHue Kelic-3aflaHue;

- 1 Gasu BBICTAB/ISIETCS CTY/IEHTY, €C/ 3a/jaHue TIPOaHaTM3UPOBAHO TIOBEPXHOCTHO, He YCTaHOB/IEHbI
TIPUYMHHO-CJIeICTBEHHbBIE CBSI3H, IEMOHCTPUPYIOTCS Cabble yMeHHs paboTaTh C UCTOUHWKAMU
vuHbopMaluK, HeyBepeHHOe BilaZleHre HaBbIKaMU MPaKTUUeCKOoM esaTeTbHOCTH, HalileHO pellieHe Kelc-
3a/laHusl, HO UMeeT 3HaUUTe/TbHbIe He/I0UeThl;

25



- 0 6asIOB BBLICTAB/ISIETCS CTYAEHTY, €C/IU 3a/jaHre He TIPOaHa/TM3UPOBaHO, He YCTaHOB/IEHbI IPUUHMHHO-
CJie/ICTBeHHbIe CBsI3U, JeMOHCTPUPYETCsl OTCYTCTBUE YMeHUs paboTaTh C MCTOUHMKaMU UH(POPMaLH, He
chopMHpOBaHbl HAaBbIKW NIPAKTUUECKOW JieITelIbHOCTH, PellleHHe KeliC-3a/laHusl He Hal/leHo.

Acce

BrimonHeHue 3cce npegHa3HA4Ye€HO /i Pa3BUTHA HaBBIKOB CAMOCTOSATE/IBHOI'O TBOPYECKOI'O MBILIJIEHWUA U
IMMCHLMEHHOI0 U3/I0’KeHUsI COOCTBEHHBIX MBIC/IEH.

Jcce 2.2

Write an essay on the following points.

OO UThA, WN -

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.
. Medical care in Russia.

. A sound mind in a sound body.

METO,E[I/I‘—IECKI/IE‘ MaTepHaJibl, OIpeJedroiiye rnmpoueaypy olueHrMBaHNWSA BbITIOJTHEHHA 3CCe

bannbl Pemenne Opranusaius | Jlekcuka I'pammaTHKa Opdorpadus u
KOMMYHUKaTHBH | TEKCTa IYHKTYyaLust
oM 3ajauu
(copeprkaHue)

2 3asaHue BrickasbiBanue |Vcnonb3yemsidd | Mcnonb3yrorcs
BBITTOJTHEHO JIOTUUHO: CJIOBapHbIT rpamMmarriecku
TMOJTHOCTBIO: CpezcTBa 3amnac e CTPYKTYpbI B
cofiep>KaHue JIOTUYeCKoi COOTBETCTBYeT |COOTBETCTBUH C
OTpa’kaeT BCeé | CBSI3U BbIOPAHBI |IOCTAB/IEHHOW | TIOCTaBIEHHOU
acTIeKThl, TIPaBU/IbHO; 3aziaye; 3afiaueil.
yKa3aHHbIe B TEeKCT pa3fiefieH |npakThueckyd | IIpakTuuecku
3a/laHuY; Ha ab3a1ipbl; HeT HapylleHUH | OTCYyTCTBYIOT
CTUJIEBOE ¢dopmar B OLIMOKH.
odopmeHre BBICKa3bIBaHUsl |MCIOMb30BaHUM | (1-2 OmmbKN)
peuu BEIOpAHO | BBIOpaH JIeKCHKHU.

TIPaBUJIBHO C IIPaBU/IbHO (1-2 ombkn)
yUeToM Lieu

BbICKa3bIBaHUS

Y ajipecara;

coOJTroieHbI

TIpUHSATHIE B

sI3bIKe HOPMBI

BEXX/IUBOCTH.

1 3ajaHue BrickasbiBanue |Mcnonb3yeMslil |Mimeetcs psif Opdorpaduuec
BBITOJIHEHO: B OCHOBHOM CJIOBapHbIT rpaMMaTHYecKy | Kve OIuOKU
HEeKOTOpble JIOTUUHO; 3amnac X OLIMOOK, He | TIPaKTHUeCKH
aCTeKThl, UMelTCs COOTBETCTBYET | 3aTPYAHSIOLUX | OTCYTCTBYIOT.
yKa3aHHbIe B OT/le/IbHbIe MOCTaB/eHHOW | [TOHUMaHue TekcT paszesneH
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3a/laHuM He/I0CTaTKy MpH | 3ajiaue, OHAKO |TeKCTa Ha
PACKpBITHI HE | WCIIO/Ib30BaHUM |BCTpevaroTcsi | (3-7 ommboK) | mpejioyKeHust C
TOJTHOCTHIO; Cpe/CTB OT/ie/IbHBIE TIPaBU/IbHBIM
HMMEITCS JIOTUYeCKOMi HETOUHOCTH B MyHKTyal[OHH
OT/ie/IbHbIE CBSI3U; UMEIOTCS | yioTpebieHun BIM
HapyLlIeHUs OT/le/IbHbIe cs10B b0 odopmeHremM
CTHUJIEBOTO HeZI0CTaTKK TIPU | CJIOBapHbI (1-2 ommbxm)
odopmenus Jle/leHUU TeKCTa | 3arac
peuy; B Ha ab3a1ipl; orpanuueH. Ho
OCHOBHOM UMerTCs JIeKCHKa
co0sttozieHbI OT/Ze/IbHbIe WCII0/Tb30BaHa
TIPUHSITHIE B HapyLIeHUs MpaBUILHO
s3bIKe HOPMbI | popmaTa (3-7 ommboK)
BEXX/IMBOCTU BBICKa3bIBaHUs
3aziaHue BrickasbiBanue |Mcnonb3oBan | JInOo yacTo Nwmeetcs psp
BBITIOJTHEHO He | He Bcerja HEeOTpaBJaHHO |BCTpeyarTcs | opdorpaduueck
TMOJTHOCTBIO: JIOTUYHO: OrpaHUYEHHBIN | OLIUOKH WX WU
cofiep>KaHue He | UMeroTCst CJIOBapHbIT 3/IEMEHTapHOTO | MyHKTYaLMOHH
OTpa)kaeT BCe  |HeJJOCTaTKU WJIM | 3arac; 4acTo YPOBHSI, TUO0 | bIX OIIMOOK,
acTIeKThl, oLIMOKH B BCTPEYaroTCsl | OMMOKHU KOTOpbIe
yKa3aHHbIe B WCTIO/Tb30BaHUM |HApYIlIeHUsI B | HEMHOTOUKMCJ/IEH | 3HAYMTETbHO
3a/laHWH; YacTo |Cpe/CTB WCTI0/Ib30BaHUU | HBI, HO 3aTpyAHSIOT
BCTpEUaroTCsl | JIOrMueCKou JIeKCUKH, 3aTPYJHSIOT TOHUMaHue
HapyLIeHUs CBSI3U, UX HEKOTOpble U3 | [IOHUMaHue TeKCTa
CTUJIEBOTO BBIOOD KOTOPBIX MOTYT |T€KCTa (3-10 ounboK)
o(opmJIeHus]; B | OTpaHHYEH; 3aTpyAHATh (8-12 o1mbok)
OCHOBHOM He |/leJieHUe TeKCTa |[IOHUMaHUe
cobmofaroTcsi | Ha ab3aribl TeKCTa
TIPUHSITHIE B HEeJIOTUUHO WU
sI3bIKe HOPMbI | OTCYTCTBYET;
BEXX/IUBOCTH UMEIOTCS

MHOTOUHMC/IeHH

bIe OITMOKK B

dhopmare

BBbICKa3bIBaHUSI

Juckyccus

Iuckyccust siBsieTCsi CriocOOOM OpraHu3aljii COBMECTHOM JesTeNbHOCTU C Iie/Tbl0 MHTeHCHU(UKaIIK
mporiecca TIPUHSITHS PEIlleHWs B TPYINe a Takke TMPUMEHSIETCS KaKk METOJ, aKTHMBHOTO OOyueHws,
OCHOBAHHBIM Ha TyOMMUHOM O0OCYXJeHUM MpoOsieMbl, 1ieJlb KOTOPOTO BBISICHEHHWE M COTOCTaBJIeHHe
Pa3/IMYHbIX TOUEK 3PEHUs], HAaXO)XK/IE€HHWe TMPABWILHOTO PEIeHUs] CIIOPHOTO BOMPOCA- MeToJ 00yueHus,
TIOBBILIAOIIUN UHTEHCUBHOCTb U 3()(eKTHBHOCTh MpoLiecca BOCIPUSTUS 3a CUET aKTUBHOTO BK/IHOUEHUS
00y4aeMbIX B KOJUIEKTUBHBIN MTOUCK 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.
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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.

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?

METO,E[I/I‘JECKI/IE MaTepudJibl, OrpeAesdronye rpoueaypy oueHrUBaHWs BBITIO/IHEHUA AUCKYCCHUA

HPI/I OLIEHKE y4dCTHUA CTyJA€HTd B JUCKYCCHH MdKCHMMa/IbHO€ BHUMaHHE NO/DKHO YAE/TIATbCA TOMY,
HACKOJIBKO aKTUBHO CTYAEHT YUdBCTBYeT B IMCKYCCHH, HACKOJIBKO ITOJTHO PACKPBITO COAEPKaHKUE
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Marepuasa, YeTKO Y MPaBUILHO /IaHbI OMpe/ie/ieHus], PaCKPbITO COZiepyKaHHe TIOHSATH, BEPHO
VICTI0/Tb30BaHbl HAayUHbIE TEPMUHBI.

2 0as1a BBICTAB/ISIETCS CTYEHTY, eC/IM TIOTHO PACKPHITO COZiepyKaHue MaTeprasa; YeTKO U TIPaBU/IbHO
JlaHbl OTIpe/iesieHus], paCKpbITO COZlep)KaHre TIOHATHM; [J1s J0Ka3aTe/IbCTBa UCI0/Ib30BaHbl apIryMEHThI U
KOHTpPapIryMeHTbI; OTBET CaMOCTOSITe/TbHBIN, MCTI0/Ib30BaHbl paHee TIPHOOpeTeHHbIe 3HAHUST; YeTKO
MIPOC/IEXKUBAETCSI MeXXIPeMeTHas CBsA3b; OTBET JAHUaNeKTUUYeCKUM, paCKpbIThl IPUYUHHO-CJIEICTBEHHbIE
CBSI3U; BbICKa3bIBaHHe JIOTHUHOE; COOMoieHa KOPPEKTHOCTD 110 OTHOLIEHHIO K ONIIOHEHTY
(TONepaHTHOCTB, YBaXKeHUe JPYTUX B3IVISIZI0OB, OTCYTCTBUE TMYHOCTHBIX HArazokK).

1 6as1 BBICTAB/ISIETCS CTY/IEHTY, eC/TH PACKPBITO OCHOBHOE COJiep>KaHHe MaTepHrasia; B OCHOBHOM
TIPaBUJIbHO JlaHbl OMNpe/iesieHus TIOHATHU; OTBET CaMOCTOSITe/IbHBIN; /1/1s1 l0Ka3aTe bCTBa UCIO/Ib3yOTCS
apryMeHTbI, OMyll|eHbl He3HaYUTe/IbHbIe HapylleH!s B M0C/Ie/l0BaTe/IbHOCTH U3/I0’KeHUS; BbICKa3blBaHUe
He [J0CTaTOYHO JIOTUYHOE; He J0CTAaTOuHO COO/I0/leHa KOPPeKTHOCTD 110 OTHOLLEHHUIO K OITIIOHEHTY
(To/IepaHTHOCTb, yBa)KeHHe APYTUX B3IVIS/I0B, OTCYTCTBHE JIMUHOCTHBIX HarazlokK).

0 6a/1/10B BBHICTaB/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/IeHMM BbICKa3bIBaHWM; J€MOHCTPUPYIOTCS OUeHb HU3KUU YPOBEHb YMEHHsI BOCIIPOU3BOAUTD
CBSI3HbIe BbICKa3bIBaHHS 10 TeEMe; CTY[,eHT HeaKTUBHO y4acTBYeT B JUCKYCCUU U He [IeMOCTpUpYyeT
yMeHHe OPUeHTHPOBaThCsl B MEHSIOILENCsl CUTYaL[1K.

IIpe3enTanus
IIpesenranumsa 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 MaTepyrasbl, OrpeieNstoliye MpoLeAypy OLleHUBaHUS BbITIO/IHEHUS Mpe3eHTaLu

«[Ipe3eHTanusa» B nepeBojie C aHIVIMMCKOIO f3bIKa — IpefcTasaeHre. MynbTuMeUliHbIe Mpe3eHTaluy -
criocob mpescTaBieHus WHGOPMALMK C TIOMOILBI0 KOMIIbIOTepPHbIX TporpamMM PowerPoint, Windows
Movie Maker, siBnsiroruxcst y700HbIM 1 3¢h(heKTUBHBIM CIIOCOO0M, KOTOPBIN codeTaeT B cebe TUHAMUKY,
3ByK W H300pakeHue, T.e. (akTopbl, oO0beguHstomMe B cebe BCE, UTO CrIOCOOCTBYeT Y/epKUBAHHUIO
HeIPOM3BOJILHOTO BHUMAaHMA U JIy4llleMy YCBOEHHWIO M3y4aeMoro MaTepuarna.

TpeboBaHus K CO3aHUIO TIpe3eHTaLui

Ha nepsom cranzie pasmeliaercs:

- Ha3BaHMe Ipe3eHTaL1y;

- asrop: ®UO, rpymnmna, Ha3BaHWe yueOHOro yupexJeHHsi (COaBTOPHI YKa3bIBAalOTCS B and)aBUTHOM
TopsifiKe);

- TOA.

Ha Bropom csiaiifie yka3biBaeTcs cojiep)kKaHue paboThl, KOTopoe Jiyullle 0OpMUTh B BUJle THUTIEPCCHITIOK
(#7151 THTEPAKTUBHOCTHU TMPe3eHTaL|N).

Ha mnocnegHem cnaiijle yka3bIBaeTCsl CIIMCOK HCIIO/Ib3yeMOM JIMTepaTypbl B COOTBETCTBUM C
TpeboBaHusAIMH, VIHTEpHET-peCypChl yKa3bIBalOTCS B TIOC/IEHIO OYepeb.

Kputepuu orieHrBaHus:

Onenka «5» (OWIMYHO) BBICTAB/ISETCS, €CAM CTYAeHT CO3Jaj IIpe3eHTall0 CaMOCTOSITe/IbHO;
Tpe3eHTalUsl COAepXUT He MeHee 15-20 cnaiijoB WHGOpMalLMK; 3CTeTUYECKH OQOpMI/IeHa; HMeeT
WIJTFOCTPalUY; Cojiep)kaHhe COOTBEeTCTBYeT TeMe; MpaBW/IbHasi CTPYKTYpPHMPOBAaHHOCTh MH(OpMalUy; B
TIpe3eHTaluu TPOC/IeXUBAETCS Haauuve JIOTUUeCKOW CBSI3U W3/I0)KeHHOM HWH(OpMAaLUH; IOJHOCTHIO
PaCKpbUI NPeJIOKEHHYIO TeMy (COOTBeTCTBHME BBIBOAOB M DPe3y/bTaTOB MCC/Ie0BaHUS IOCTaBIeHHOM
1|e/I1); TPaMOTHO COCTaBWJI IIpe3eHTalui0, MOC/e0BaTe/IbHO M3/I0KMB HH(OPMALMIO; KCII0/Ib30Baj
JOTIONHUTE IbHbIe UCTOUHWKKM HH(opmarun (Internet, AOTMOMHUTENBHYIO JUTEPATYpy, MyO/MMKaLMU B
npecce U T.J.); paspaboran Au3aiiH Tpe3eHTALMH, COOTBETCTBYIOIIUI TeMe TpOeKTa; WCIOb30Bal B
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npe3eHTal[UM pas3/uyHble aHUMAalMOHHble >S((eKThbl; MCIO0Ab30Bal TUIEPCChIIKM U yIpaB/soLUe
KHOTIKY; UMeeTCsI Co/iepKaHre U CITUCOK MCTOUHUKOB MH(OPMaLU

OneHka «4» (XOpOLIO) BBICTAB/ASETCS, €CAW CTY[4eHT COo3[an Ipe3eHTalui CaMOCTOSITeIbHO;
Tpe3eHTalUsl COJEP)KUT He MeHee 15 criaijoB MH(pOpMalLMy; 3CTETUUECKH O(OPMJIeHa; pacKpbLI
NIpe/IIOKEHHYIO TeMy, J[OMyCKasi He3HauuTe/bHble HETOYHOCTH; COCTaBW/ Tpe3eHTal|io, [OoIycKas
HEKOTOPYH0 HerocC/ie/loBaTe/lbHOCTb ~ W3J/IOXKeHUsl Marepuana; pas3paboTan Au3aiiH  Tpe3eHTal[UH,
COOTBETCTBYHOIIIMM TeMe T[IPOeKTa; MCIO0/b30Bajl pas3/dyHble aHUMalMOHHble S((eKTbl; HMeeTCs
cofiep)kaHue M CITMCOK MCTOYHMKOB HWHGOpMAaLMU. COZiep>KaHHe COOTBETCTBYeT TeMe; TpaBU/IbHAs
CTPYKTYpPHUPOBAHHOCTbh MH(OpMalUY; B Mpe3eHTalliy He Bcerja Mpoc/ie)XuBaeTcsl Haluuyue JIOruueCKou
CB$I3U U3J/I0)KeHHOM MH(OpPMAaLUH; CTY[EeHT Mpe/iCTaB/sieT CBOIO IIPe3eHTaLUI0 B CPOK.

Onenka «3» (yZOB/IeTBOPUTEIbHO) BBICTAB/SETCS, €CAU CTY[EeHT packpbul TeMy, JOMycTuB 2 — 4
cepbe3Hble TIOTPEIIHOCTH; COCTaBW/I TMpe3eHTalyio, OeccrucTeMHO W3/I0KMB Matepuas; pa3paboran
JM3aiiH TIpe3eHTal|UM; MCI0/Ib30Ba/ll aHUMaLMOHHble 3(QeKTbl; Mpe3eHTalysl COAep)KUT MeHee 15
cnangoB; odopMieHa He 5CTeTUYeCKH, He KMeeT WIIKCTpalW{; COJep)KaHue He B IIOJTHOW Mepe
COOTBETCTBYeT TeMe; B Ipe3eHTalldd He TMPOC/IeXHUBAeTCsl Haluuue JIOTUYeCKOW CBfI3U H3/I0)KeHHOU
vH(OpMaLMK; CTyJeHT He TIpeJCTaB/isieT CBOK MPe3eHTallIo B CPOK.

OuneHka «2» (HeylOB/IETBOPUTENbHO) BBLICTAB/SETCS, €C/IM CTyJAeHT He caM Co3jas Ipe3eHTalyio;
npe3eHTalusi cofepxxut MeHee 10 califioB; odopmsieHa C HapylleHuWeM TpeOOBaHU, He HMeeT
WIJTFOCTPaLM; COZlep’KaHue He COOTBETCTBYeT TeMe; BBICTPOeHAa He JIOTMYHO; CTY[EeHT He Mpe/CTaBuII
CBOO 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.
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.

W

&
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[IpakTrueckoe 3azanve 1.1

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
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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
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

ITpu oLieHKe BBINO/THEHHUS CTYAeHTOM NMPaKTHYeCKOro 3aaHuA MaKCMMa/lbHOe BHUMaHUe ciieflyeT
yZensTb 3HaHUIO TeMbl, 1eJId U 3aJjau paboThl, MPUMeHsIeMbIX MeTO/IMK HCC/IeI0BaHUsl, 3HAaHUIO
(hakTHUYECKOTO MaTepuarna o TeMe, yMeHHIO paboTaTh C MaTepyuaaoM, IPUMEeHSITh 3HaHHWS Ha TIPAaKTHKe,
aHa/IM3MpOBaTh pe3y/bTaThl paboThl, MPOC/IEKHUBATh TPUYMHHO-C/IeJCTBeHHbIe CBsI3H, B/a/IeHUI0
HaBbIKaM¥ MPaKTUUECKOH /1esiTe/IbHOCTH.

2 Gas1a BBICTAB/ISIETCS CTYIEHTY, eC/TU IEMOHCTPUPYIOTCS 3HaHKWEe TeMBI, LIe/d ¥ 3aia4 TIPaKTU4YeCKOro
3afiaHusl, X07ia paboThl, MPUMEeHsIeMbIX MEeTOMK MCC/IeI0BaHMS; IEMOHCTPHPYETCS TT0JTHOe 3HaHHe
(hakTUUYECKOTO MaTepuasa 1o Teme paboThI (B mpoLjecce 00CY>KAeHUs, TIPH OTBETe Ha KOHTPOJIbHbIE
BOIPOCHI); IEMOHCTPUPYIOTCSI YMEHUS BOCIIPOM3BOJUTE CBSI3HbIE BbICKA3bIBaHUsI, IPUMEHSTh 3HAaHUS Ha
TIpaKTHKe, aHa/IM3UPOBaTh Pe3y/bTaThl IPAaKTUUeCKOro 3a/laHusi U POPMYIMPOBaTh BHIBOJRI,
TIPOCJIE)KUBATh IPUYUHHO-C/IEJCTBEHHbIE CBSI3H, J€MOHCTPUPYETCs CBOOOHOE BlajieHre HaBbIKaMU
BOCIIPOM3BO/IUTh BbICKa3bIBaHKe.

1 6as1 BBICTAB/ISIETCS CTY/IEHTY, eC/TH IeMOHCTPHPYIOTCST HETIONIHOe 3HaHWe TeMBbl, Lie/Id U 3a7iau
MIPaKTUUeCKOro 3a/laHusl, Xo/la paboThbl, MPUMeHsIeMbIX METOAMK UCCIe[J0BaHUS; IEMOHCTPUPYeTCs
HernoJHoe 3HaHHe (aKTUYeCKOro MaTepuara 1o TeMe paboTsl (B mporjecce o0CyKeHus, TIPX OTBeTe Ha
KOHTDOJIbHBIE BOTIPOCHI); J€MOHCTPUPYIOTCS 3HAUMTe/TbHbIe HeTOUHOCTU B CBSI3HBIX BbICKA3bIBaHUSIX, B
YMeHUU NPUMEHSTh 3HaHUs Ha MPaKTHKe; JeMOHCTPUPYIOTCS 3aMeTHbIe He[0CTaTKX B YMeHUU
aHa/IM3MPOBaTh pe3y/bTaThl MPAaKTUUeCKOro 3a/laHusi U (hOpMY/IMPOBaTh BbIBO/IbI, TIPOC/IEKUBATh
NIPUYMHHO-C/IeZICTBEHHBIE CBSI3U, 1eMOHCTPUPYyeTcsi 6a30Boe BaJieHre B/la/|leHUH HaBbIKaMH
BOCIIPOM3BO/IUTE BbICKa3bIBaHKe.

0 6a/1/10B BBHICTAB/ISIETCS CTYEHTY, €C/TH JEMOHCTPUPYIOTCS TIOJTHOE OTCYTCTBHE 3HaHUSI TeMBI, LIeTH U
3a/1a4 MpaKTUYeCcKOro 3aJjaHusl, Xoia paboThl, IPUMeHsIeMbIX METOJUK UCC/Ie/J0OBaHus; 1eMOHCTPUPYETCS
TIO/THOE OTCYTCTBHE 3HaHUs (haKTHUUeCcKoro MaTepuasa o TeMe paboTsl (B mpoiiecce 00CyXeHus, Ipy
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OTBeTe Ha KOHTPOJIbHbIE BOMPOCHI); IEMOHCTPUPYIOTCS SIBHbIe HETOUHOCTH B CBSI3HBIX BbICKa3bIBaHUSX, B
YMeHUU NIPUMEHSTh 3HaHUS Ha NIPAKTHUKe; IeMOHCTPUPYIOTCS 3HAUMTE/IbHbIE HEJOCTAaTKU B YMEHUU
aHa/IM3MPOBaTh pe3y/ibTaThl MPAKTUUeCKOTo 3a/laHus U (hOpPMY/IMPOBaTh BbIBO/IbI, ITPOC/IEXUBATh
TIPUYMHHO-C/Ie[ICTBEHHbIe CBSI3U, He IeMOHCTpUpPYeTcst 6a30Boe BiiajieHue B/la/leHUM HaBbIKaMy
BOCIIPOW3BO/IUTh BbICKa3bIBaHKe.

JMuddepeHuypoBaHHbIH 3aueT

[TpumepHbIe BONpPOCHI 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=

Metoznueckre MaTepuasbl, ONIpeZe/siolye NpoLeAypy OLleHMBaHUs OTBeTa Ha AU depeHMpOBaHHOM
3aueTe

KpurtepusiMu oLieHUBaHUsI SIBISIFOTCsE Oaslyibl, KOTOPbIe BHICTABJISIOTCS 3@ BU/IbI ZIeITe/TbHOCTH (OLIeHOYHbIe
CpeJiCTBa) TI0 UTOraM U3yueHus MOAYel (pasfiesioB JUCLIMILIMHEI), TIePEUHC/IeHHbIX B PeUTHHI-TI/IaHe
JUCLIMTUIAHBL: TEKYIUM 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/ esThCs
TOMY, HaCKOJIBKO ITOJIHO PaCKpbITO COZlepyKaHue Marepuasa, YeTKO Y NPaBUIbHO [JaHbl ONpeziesleHus,
PacKpbITO COZiepyKaHue MOHSATHM, BEPHO JIM UCTOIb30BaHbl HAyUHble TEDMUHBI, HACKOJIBKO OTBET
CaMOCTOSITe/TbHBIH, UCIIO/Ib30BaHbI /TN PaHee MPHUOOpeTeHHbIe 3HaHWS, PACKPBITHI T PaCKPBITHI
TIPUUMHHO-C/Ie/ICTBEHHbIE CBSI3U, HACKOIBKO BBICOKUW YPOBEHb YMEHUs OTIepUPOBaHMs 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;
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- 17-24 6a/1/10B BBICTAB/ISIETCS CTY/IEHTY, €C/TM CTYZI€HT PACKPBLT B OCHOBHOM TeOpPeTHYeCKHe BOTIPOCHI,
O/JHAaKO JI0MYy1Ll{eHbl HETOYHOCTH B OTpe/ie/IeHUU OCHOBHBIX MOHATHI. [Ipy oTBeTe Ha JONONIHUTEIbHbIE
BOITIPOCHI /IOMyI1[eHbI HeOobIrie HeTOYHOCTH. [1py BBITIOTHEHNHY TIPAKTHYeCKOM YacTy paboThl
JIOTTy11[eHbl HecyllleCTBeHHbIe OINOKY;

- 10-16 GanIoB BHICTAB/SIETCS CTY[EHTY, €C/IA TIPH OTBETe Ha TeOPeTUUYEeCKHe BOTIPOCHI CTYZEeHTOM
JIOTY11[eHO HeCKOJIbKO CYIIleCTBeHHBIX OIIMOOK B TOJIKOBAHWU OCHOBHBIX TIOHSITHH. JIOTHKa U MOTHOTa
OTBeTa CTPAJAl0T 3aMeTHBIMH U3bssHAMU. 3aMeTHBI MPO0Oebl B 3HAHUK OCHOBHBIX METO/IOB.
TeopeTrueckre 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/jauy Wi Ipy
pellieHUH AOMyIeHbl rpyObie oMOKHY;

- 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 MeTozi0B. O6Hapy K1BaeTcst
OTCYTCTBHe HaBBIKOB IIPUMEHEHHs] TeOPeTUYeCKMX 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 OaioB);

- xopoiiio — oT 60 10 79 6anios;

- YIOBIETBOPUTENILHO — OT 45 710 59 6asios;

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

9K3aMeHaI[HOHHbIe OH/IeThI

OK3ameH (3aueT) sIB/IsSIeTCsI OLIEHOUHBIM CPeZICTBOM /jisi BCEX 3TaroB 0CBOeHUs KomrmeTeHLyd. CTpyKTypa
3K3aMeHalMOHHOTo OusieTta: B OmsieTe ykasbiBaeTcsi KaeJpa B paMKaxX Harpy3ku KOTODOM peanu3yeTcs
JaHHas1 AUCLUTUIMHA, opMa oOyueHus], HarpaB/ieHHe U MPodU/b MOJTOTOBKHY, /laTa yTBEPXKAeHUsT; OuieT
MOJKET BK/TFOUaTh B cebsi TeopeTuueckuii(re) Borpoc(bl) ¥ MpakTHUeCKoe 3a/jaHue (Keiic-3a/jaHue).

[TprmepHbIe 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 .
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11.

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?

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?

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
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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
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 [ 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

35



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 ’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
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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 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 I 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
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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
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.
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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,
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
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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
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
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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
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
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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
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

42



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
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,
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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,
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

44



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
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.”]
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
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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.

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
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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
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.
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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.

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.
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“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
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.”
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“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 [ 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
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.
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“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.

The first time I 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.”
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“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.
“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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1.

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.
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11.

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.

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."
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12.

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.

"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.
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13.

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
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.
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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.

"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
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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
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
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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
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.
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"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
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."
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"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.

"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, I 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.
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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.

Read, translate and analyze the passage.

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
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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
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
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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
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.
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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
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.
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"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."

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?"
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"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.

"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.
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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
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
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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
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.
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"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."
Michael thrust out his jaw a little and pulled in his belly.

[IprMmepHbIe BONPOCHI K 3K3aMeHY, 2 Kypc / 3 cemecCTp

Read, translate and retell Text 1. Put ten questions to the text. Analyze the given extract.
Read, translate and retell Text 2. Put ten questions to the text. Analyze the given extract.
Read, translate and retell Text 3. Put ten questions to the text. Analyze the given extract.
Read, translate and retell Text 4. Put ten questions to the text. Analyze the given extract.
Read, translate and retell Text 5. Put ten questions to the text. Analyze the given extract.
Read, translate and retell Text 6. Put ten questions to the text. Analyze the given extract.
Read, translate and retell Text 7. Put ten questions to the text. Analyze the given extract.
Read, translate and retell Text 8. Put ten questions to the text. Analyze the given extract.
Read, translate and retell Text 9. Put ten questions to the text. Analyze the given extract.

. Read, translate and retell Text 10. Put ten questions to the text. Analyze the given extract.

. Speak on the topic "Holiday Making in Britain". (Speak about different ways of holiday-making
in GB: seaside hotels and boarding houses, holiday camps, youth hostels and caravanning.
Compare them and say what their main advantages and disadvantages are.)

12. Speak on the topic "Holiday Making in Russia". (Speak about the traditional ways of rest in
Russia. Which of them are more popular with the young people and elderly people? Are Russian
people always ready to take to new places? What is your favourite way of holiday-making?)

13. Speak on the topic "The Way I Would Like to Vacation". (Speak about your ideal holiday. What
places would you like to go to and why? What attracts you in this kind of rest. Would you like to
go on this kind of holiday alone or with your friends and relatives?)

14. Speak on the topic "What Attracts People in the Idea of Travelling?" (Speak about the reasons for
which people usually travel? Which of them seem to be rather universal and which are rather odd?
Is the romantic aspect of traveling still alive?)

15. Speak on the topic "New Ways of Tourism: pros and cons". (Speak about new ways of tourism
which have recently developed in the world and gain much popularity among people of all ages:
grief tourism, sex tourism, disaster tourism, poor tourism and health tourism. Would you like to
try some of them?)

16. Speak about the Advantages and Disadvantages of Travelling by Plane and by Train.

17. Speak about the Advantages and Disadvantages of Travelling by Water and on Foot. Do many
people nowadays travel on foot? Why are they labeled as legless men? What is Hitch-hiking?

18. Speak on the topic "Only a Madman Should Choose Living in a Big City". (Compare life in a big
city and a small provincial town or village. Would you like to swap your life in your native place
for a different one, full of attractions and entertainment?

19. Speak on the topic "London: historic and dynamic".

20. Speak on the topic "My hometown. Why should a foreign tourist visit it?"

PEE0oNoUhkwN e
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[TprmepHbIe BOMPOCHI K 3K3aMeHY, 2 KypcC / 3 cemecTp
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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 KypcC / 5 cemecTp

1.

N

v

® N

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.

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

12.

Well-known English artists.

O6pa3er] 7K3aMeHaIMOHHOTO OusieTa

MUWHOBPHAYKU PD
SOENEPAJIBHOE 'OCYJAPCTBEHHOE BHOI)KETHOE
OBPA3OBATEJIBHOE YUYPEXIEHWE BBICIIET'O OBPA3OBAHUA
«YOVIMCKINI YHUBEPCUTET HAYKU U TEXHOJIOI'U1»
BUPCKUI ®UINAJT YYHuT
Kadeapa pomaHo-repMaHCKOM (PUI0/IOTHN U JIMHTBOAUIAKTUKU

HJucomrvnza: IlpakTruecknid Kype Kypcossle 5k3amensb! 20 -20__ 1.

aHIVIMKACKOTO sA3bIKa: [IpakThKa yCTHOU U Harpasnenue 44.03.05 [legarornyeckoe

MMCbMEHHOU peuu obpa3oBanue (C AByMsI MPOGUISIMU TIOATOTOBKH)

ouHas (popma oOyueHHst [Tpodunb: THOCTpaHHBIN SA3bIK (QHIIMACKUN),

1 kypc 1 cemecTp HomnonHuTeIbHOE 0Opa3oBaHue
(ITepeBonoBEsIEHNIE)

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?

. 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
’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
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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
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
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what he wanted, and he died when his goal was in sight and never knew the bitterness of an
end achieved.

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

Metoguueckre MaTepuabl, Orpe/eNsoliue MpoLelypy OlleHUBaHMs OTBeTa Ha 5K3aMeHe

Kpurepusimu oLjeHUBaHUS SIB/ISIOTCS 0asIibl, KOTOPBIE BLICTABJISIOTCS 3a BU/IBI IeATETBHOCTH (OL[eHOYHbIe
Cpe/ACTBa) MO0 WTOraM M3yueHUsl MOAy/ed (pa3fe/ioB AUCLIUILIIMHBI), MepeUrCIeHHbIX B PEUTHUHI-TI/IaHe
JVICLIUTIIMHBL: TEKYIIHI KOHTPOJb — MakcuMyM 40 6arioB; pyOesKHbIN KOHTPOJb — MakcumyMm 30 6arios,
TroolpuUTesbHbIe 0anbl — Makcumym 10.

ITpu onjeHKe OTBeTa Ha SK3aMeHe MaKCMMa/bHOe BHUMaHHe [JOJDKHO yZAesIsITbCSl TOMY, HACKOJIBKO TOTHO
PacKpBITO CoZlepyKaHue MaTepyalia, YeTKO M IPaBUWIbLHO JjaHbl OIpe/ie/ieHus], PaCKpbITO 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 BBICOKWY YPOBEHb YMEHUsI OIlePUPOBAHUs HAyUYHbIMU KaTeropysiMy, aHasivsa
vH(OopMal1H, B/laZleHHs HaBbIKaMU NPaKTUUYeCKOW J1esITe/IbHOCTH.

Kpurepuu ouenku (B 6a/1ax):

- 25-30 6a/1/10B BBICTAB/ISIETCS CTY/IEHTY, €C/IU CTYZeHT Jia/l TIo/HbIe, Pa3BepHYyThie OTBETHI Ha BCe
TeopeTHUeCKHe BOIIPOCHI OrieTa, IPOAEMOHCTPUPOBA 3HaHHUe (YHKIIMOHATBHBIX BO3MO)KHOCTEH,
TePMHUHOJIOTYH, OCHOBHBIX 3/IeMEHTOB, YMeHVe TIPUMEHSITh TeopeThUeCK1e 3HaHUs [PY BbITIOJIHEHUU
NpakTUUeCKuX 3a7aHuii. CTyzeHT 6e3 3aTpyJjHEeHUI OTBETU/I Ha BCE /IOTIOJTHUTE/IbHBIE BOTIPOCH.
[TpakTHyeckast YacTb pabOTHI BBITIOJTHEHA TIOIHOCTHIO Oe3 HeTOYHOCTeN 1 OIINOO0K;

- 17-24 6a/1/10B BBICTAB/ISIETCS CTY/IEHTY, €C/IM CTYZI€HT PACKPbLT B OCHOBHOM TeOpPeTHYeCKHe BOTIPOCHI,
O/JHAaKO JI0MYyll{eHbl HETOYHOCTH B OTpe/ie/IeHUU OCHOBHBIX MOHATHI. [Ipy oTBeTe Ha JONONIHUTETbHbIE
BOIIPOCHI /IOMyII[eHbI HeOoIbIie HeTOYHOCTH. [1py BBITIOTHEHUH TIPAKTHYeCKOM YacTy paboThl
JIOTTy11[eHbl HecyllleCTBeHHbIe OINOKY;

- 10-16 Gan1oB BHICTAB/SETCS CTYJEHTY, €C/IA TIPH OTBETe Ha TeOPeTUUYEeCKHe BOTIPOCHI CTYZeHTOM
JIOTY11[eHO HeCKOJIbKO CYIIleCTBeHHBIX OIIMOOK B TOJIKOBAHWW 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 IIPOIlyCcKamu Marepuasa. Mimerorcs
NPUHLIMIMA/IbHBIE OIIMOKH B JIOTHKe MTOCTPOEHHsI OTBeTa Ha Bonpoc. CTyZeHT He perus 3a/iauy Wi Ipu
pelleHUH AOMyIeHbl rpyObie oMOKY;

- 1-10 6a/1/10B BBICTAB/ISIETCS CTY/I€HTY, €C/T OTBET Ha TeOpeTHUeCKHe BOTIPOCHI CBU/IETEbCTBYET O
HEerOHMMAaHWU U KpaiiHe HeroJIHOM 3HaHUM OCHOBHBIX MOHATHN U MeToz10B. OGHapyK1BaeTCst
OTCYTCTBHe HaBBIKOB ITIPUMEHEHHs] TeOPeTUYeCKUX 3HAHWHU TIPU BBITIOJTHEHUU NTPAKTUYeCKUX 3a/JaHuM.
CTyzileHT He CMOT OTBETUTb HU Ha OZIMH [IOTIOJIHUTE/IbHBIN BOTIPOC.

[MepeBog orjeHku 13 100-6a/11bHOM B ueTbipex6a/uIbHYO MTPOU3BOJUTCS CIeyIOLUM 0bpa3oM:
- ot/uHO — 0T 80 10 110 6astoB (Bk/IroUast 10 moolpuTe/bHBIX 0aioB);

- xopoiiio — oT 60 10 79 6anios;

- YIOBIETBOPUTENILHO — OT 45 710 59 6asios;

- HeY/I0B/IETBOPUTENILHO — MeHee 45 6asoB.

Ba}l[al-[l/lﬂ AJIA IIPOBEACHUSA HpOME)KYTO‘lHOﬁ aTTeCTdllun oﬁyqamnmxca

ITpomesicymouHas ammecmayusi 1o AUCLIMIVIMHE IPOBOJUTCS B (hopMe:

5 cemecTp - aud3auert, 1,3,5 cemecTp - 5K3aMeH.

[TpoBepsieMbIM{ Ha TMPOMEXYTOUHOM aTTeCTalldd 37eMeHTaMU CO/Iep>KaHUsl SIB/ISIFOTCSI TeMbl
JVCLIUTIVHBL.

17151 TpOBEepPKY 3HAHULI UCTIO/B3YIOTCS BOMPOCHI U 3a[jaHKsl B Pa3/IMUHBIX (pOpMax.
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YmeHus,, Haeblku (uau onbim OesimenbHOCMU) U KOMNemeHyuu TIPOBEPSIIOTCS C TIOMOLIbIO
KOMITeTEHTHOCTHO-ODUEHTHMPOBaHHbIX 3a/au (CUTyallMOHHBIX, MPOU3BOJCTBEHHBIX WM KeHCOBOIro
XapakTepa) ¥ pa3/IMUHOro B1/la KOHCTPYKTOPOB.

Bce 3ajauv sBASIOTCS MHOrOXOZOBbIMU. HekoTopble 3amaud, TIpOBepSItOLME  YDPOBEHb
c(OpMHUPOBAaHHOCTH KOMIIETEHLIMH, SIBJSIFOTCS MHOTrOBapuMaHTHbIMUA. YacTb yMeHWI, HaBBIKOB U
KOMTIeTeHI[MM TpsiMO He oOTpakeHa B (HOPMY/IMPOBKax 3ajau, HO OHHU MOTYT ObITb IPOSIBIEHBI
00yuaroLMMKUCS TTPU UX PeleHNH.

B kak/Ibli1 BApMAHT BKJIFOYAIOTCS 3a/laHusl 110 KaKJOMY [POBEPsIeMOMY 37IeMEHTY COJEeprKaHusi BO
BCeX IIepeurc/IeHHbIX BbIllle (OpMax U Pa3HOTO0 YPOBHS CIOKHOCTUA. Takoil ¢opmaT I03BOJsieT
OOBEKTUBHO OTpe/ie/IiTh KauyeCTBO OCBOEHMs] OOyuaroIMMHCS OCHOBHBIX 3/IEMEHTOB COjlepKaHUs
JUCLIMIUIMHBI ¥ YPOBeHb C(POPMHPOBAHHOCTH KOMITeTEHLIMH.

@DoH/I OLI€HOYHBIX CPe/ICTB /ISl MPOBeleHUsl MPOMeKyTOUHOH
arrecTanyy 00yJaroIuXcA Mo AUCHHUILIMHE P HCII0/Ib30BaHUH MOJY/TbHO-
PEeUTHHIOBOM CHUCTeMbI

KpurepusiMi OLIEHUBAHUS TIPU MOAY/IbHO-DEHTHHIOBOM CHUCTEME SIBJISIOTCS 0asuibl, KOTOpbIE
BBICTABJISIIOTCS TIperojjaBaTesieM 3a BU/bI JedaTebHOCTA (OLieHOYHble CPeJCTBa) M0 WUTOram M3yueHusi
Mozy/et (pa3zienoB JUCIUIUIMHEL), TIepeUUC/IeHHBIX B PeATHHT-TI/IaHe JUCLIUTTAHBL:

0/11 5K3aMeHa: TeKYIL[UH KOHTPOJIb — MakcuMyM 40 6asiioB; pyOeXXHbIN KOHTPOJIb — MakCuMyM 30
6a/uI0B, MOOIIPUTE/TBHBIE OaTbl — MakcuMyM 10.

IIIkasbl OLleHUBaHUS:

0/151 3K3aMeHd:

ot 45 10 59 6anIoB — «yIOBIETBOPUTETHHO;

oT 60 10 79 6asIoB — «XOPOILIOo»;

ot 80 6a/I0B — «OT/IMUHO».

PeliTHHI-TVIaH AV CIUTITUHBI
Tabsuiia epeBo/ia 6ayIoB TEKYIEr0 KOHTPOJIS B 0A/UIbI pEUTHHTA

5| 5| 5|5 5| 5[ 5| 5| 5] 5
0 0 0] 0]J]0O] 0] O] O] 0] O] O
1 5| 3| 22| 1] 1] 1| 1] 1]1
2 S| 4131 2 2121 2] 2|1
3 5S|4 3| 3| 3| 2| 2] 2
4 5| 4] 4] 3| 3| 3| 2
5 5| 5| 4| 4] 3] 3
6 5| 5| 4] 4] 3
7 5| 5] 4| 4
8 5| 5| 4
9 5| 5
10 5

PelTHHI-N/1aH JWCUWIIMHBI IpeJcTaBaeH B [TpunoxeHunu 1.

5. IlepeyeHb OCHOBHOWI ¥ [JONO/JIHHUTE/IbHON Yue0HOM JIMTeparyphbl,
Heo0X0AMMOM /I/Isl 0CBOEHHSA JUCIHIT/TUHBI

5.1. OcHoBHas yuyeOHas MTepaTypa
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1. T'ymoBckas I'. H. Anmmiickuii s13bIK mpodeccronanbHoro obienust = LSP: English for
professional communication: yuebHoe nocobue Yue6HUKM U yueOHbIe ocobusi st BY3oB. -
Mockga: M3parenbctBo «PnvHTar, 2016. - 218 c. https://biblioclub.ru/index.php?
page=book_red&id=482145&sr=1

2. TlpakTvKa yCTHOU M NMMCbMEHHOM peun [ DieKTpOHHbIN pecypc]: yueOGHO-MeTouuecKoe mocobve
JJIsI CTyAeHTOB (HaripapsieHust oArotoBku 44.03.01 Iegaroruueckoe obpa3oBaHue, Mpodusib
«/HOCTpaHHBIH 3bIK» («AHIIMICKUN S13BIK» ), 44.03.05 Ilegarornueckoe obpa3oBaHue, MPOGUIH
«/HOCTpaHHbIN SI3bIK» («AHIVIMHACKWH 53bIK», « PpaHLy3CKWM 53bIK») / BallIkupckui
roCy/lapCTBeHHbIN yHUBepcUuTeT , bupckuii punman; aBr. - cocT. A.P. Bogynesa;O.B.
lazetgunoBa ; E.A. KygucoBa. — bupck: bupckuii pvnman baml'y, 2018. — DnekTpoH. Bepcusi
niey. myommKaipi. — JlocTyr Bo3MoyKeH uepe3 JneKTpoHHY0 6ubmoreky baml'y. —
<URL:https://elib.bashedu.ru/dl/read/Boduleva i dr_Praktika ustnoj i pismennoj
rechi_ump_Birsk_2018.pdf>.

5.2. lonostHUTe/IbHAsA yuyeOHas MTeparypa

1. Epodeesa JI.A. Modern English in Conversation: [37mekTpoHHBIN pecypc] yueb. rnocobue mo
COBPEMEHHOMY pa3rOBOPHOMY aHITIMKCKOMY 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. AnekcanzapoBa, JI.W. Write effectively=TTuitiem 3¢pdekTriBHO : yueOHO-MeToAMUECKOe TTocobre /
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

5.3. /lpyrue yue0HO-MeTOANUYECKHE MaTepHa/Ibl

IlepeueHb peKOMeH/[yeMbIX pecCypcoB 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

6. Ilepeuenr WHGPOPMAIMOHHBIX TEXHOJIOTHH, HMCHOJb3yeMBIX TPH
OCyLIIeCTB/IeHUH 00pPa30BaTe/IbHOr0 TMpoILjecca Mo AUCHUIUIMHE, BK/IOYas MepeyeHb
NMPOrpaMMHOr0 ofecrieyeHusi M HWHGPOPMALMOHHBIX CHPABOYHBIX cUCTeM (MPHU
He00X0AMMOCTH)

ITepeuensb pecypcoB HH(}OPMALMOHHO-Te/IEKOMMYHUKALUOHHOH ceTU «VIHTepHeT» M
MPOrpaMMHOr0 o0ecrieueHHs], He0OX0AUMBbIX /I/Isi 0CBOEHHS JUCIUIT/IUHBI

1. Hayunas snektponHas 6ubmioreka eLIBRARY.RU [DnexrponHsiii pecypc]. — Pexxum gocryma:
https://elibrary.ru/.

2. DnekTpoHHasi bubmoTeuHast cucteMa «JlaHb» [DneKTpoHHbIN pecypc]. — Pexxum poctyma: https://
e.lanbook.com/.

3. YuuBepcureTckas 6ubmoreka onnaiiH biblioclub.ru [Dnekrponssiii pecypc]. — Pexxum gocryma:

http://biblioclub.ru/.
4. DnektpoHHasi bubmioreka YYHuT [DnekrpoHHbIH pecypc]. — Pexxum poctymna:

https://elib.bashedu.ru/.

5. Poccuiickas rocygapcTBeHHast Oubmoreka [ neKTpoHHBIN pecypc]. — Pexxum focryma:
https://www.rsl.ru/.

6. HauwoHanbHas smeKTpoHHast 6ubroTeka [DnekTpoHHbIHN pecypc]. — Pexxum goctyma: https:/xn--
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90ax2c.xn--plai/viewers/.

7. HamwmonasnbHas miardopma OTKpeITOro obpa3oBanus npoed.ru [DyeKTpoHHBIHM pecypc]. — Pexxum
pocryna: http:/npoed.ru/.

8. DrnexkTpoHHOe obpa3oBaHue Pecrybnvku barikoproctaH [ Dn1eKTpoHHbIN pecypc]. — Pexxum
pocrymna: https://edu.bashkortostan.ru/.

9. WHdopmaroHHO-11paBoBoy nopTas ["'apaHT.py [OneKTpoHHBIM pecypc]. — Pexkum goctyna: http:/
www.garant.ru/.

ITporpaMmMHoe obecrieueHue

1. Pyccko-6amkupcKuii oHIalH c/ioBaph U NepeBourK - becriiatHas uiensus https://ufa-all.ru/

2. Visual Studio Community - becrinatHas mmueH3us https://visualstudio.microsoft.com/ru/free-
developer-offers/

3. Office Professional Plus - Torosop Ne0301100003620000022 ot 29.06.2020, Joroop Ne 2159-
[10/2021 ot 15.06.2021, Joroeop Ne32110448500 ot 30.07.2021

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

5. Bbpaysep Google Chrome - becriiatHast nuiieH3ust
https://www.google.com/intl/ru_ALL/chrome/privacy/eula_text.html

6. Pascalabc, Pascal ABC.NET - BecniiatHast iviensus https://pascal-abc.ru, http://pascalabc.net

7. TlporpammMHoe obecrieueHue Aisi iuHraoHHOTO KabuHeTa JIuHKo v8.2 - [loroBop Ne31503024759
ot 14.12.2015r

7. OnucaHue MaTepua/IbHO-TEXHHUYECKOW  0a3bl, HeoOXxoguMMoOWM /IS
OCYyIIleCTB/IEHUS 00pa30BaTe/IbHOT0 MPoIjecca Mo AUCHUIUTHHE

HarimeHoBaH1e Bup 3ansTuii HanmeHoBaHue 000pyfoBaHuMs,
CrieLiaIM3upOBaHHbIX MPOrpaMMHOTO 0becTieueHust
ayIUTOPHH, KAOMHETOB,

naboparopwuii

Aynutopus 12(b®P) Ilnst xpaHeHust 060pymOBaHUS Komristotep, KCcepokc, MebeJib,

My, HeTOyK, HOYTOYK, TIPHUHTE,
CTeH/l, yueOHO-MeTouue CKast
JmTeparypa.
[TporpaMmMHOe obecrieueHHe

1. Office Professional Plus

2. Windows
Aynutopust 13(B®D) [lnst KypcoBoro npoekTrupoBaHusi, | KommyTaTop, KOMITbIOTEp,
st KoHCynbTaLui, s MebeJb.
KOHTDOJIS U aTTeCTaljii ITporpamMmHOe obecrieueHre

1. Pyccko-6amkupckuii
OHJIalH CJIOBaphb U
TepeBOTUUK

2. Office Professional Plus

3. Pascalabc,
PascalABC.NET

4. Windows

Aynutopus 14(b®P) JlekiuonHast, CemuHapckasi, ns | [locka, mebenb, POeKTop, SKpaH.
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KOHCY/IbTalWM, J1/1s1 KOHTPOS U
aTTecTaluu

[TporpaMmMHOe obecrieueHHe
1. Windows

Aynutopus 176(B®)

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

Iocka, mebestb, TeeBU30P.

Ayputopus 18(b®)

JlexunoHHast, CemuHapckas, s
KOHCY/IbTaliH, 111 KOHTPO/IA U
arrecraluu

Iocka, mebestb, TPOeKTop.

Aypurtopus 18a(bd)

JlexunoHHast, CemuHapckas, s
KOHCY/IbTalMH, [1/11 KOHTposisl 1
arrecTralyu

ITocka, KomrboTep, MebeJb,
HayLITHUKHU, IPOEKTOP, IKPaH.
[TporpamMHOe obecrieueHue
1. Office Professional Plus
2. IIporpammHoe
obecnieuenue st
mHTa)OHHOTO KabuHeTa
JIvHKo v8.2

Aynutopus 420(DPM)

[ln1st caMoCTOSITeNTbHOM PabOTHI

KomristoTep, mebesnib, HETOYK,
TIPUHTED, TIPOEKTOP, CKaHEeP
mustek, yueOHO-MeTOANYECKHE
roco6us1, yueOHO-Har/IsJHbIe
MaTrepuarbl, SKpaH.
[TporpaMmMHOe obecrieueHHe

1. Visual Studio Community

2. Office Professional Plus

3. Windows

4. bpaysep Google Chrome

Ayputopus 6(b®)

JlexunoHHast, CemuHapckas, s
KOHCy/IbTaliH, 111 KOHTPO/IA U
arrecrauuu

Mocka, Me0OeJb.
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