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Conepxanue

[Macnopt (hoH/IA OTICHOYHBIX CPEIICTB

[lepeueHb OIIECHOYHBIX CPENICTB

Onucanue nokasarenaeil 1 KpUTEPUEB OLICHUBAHUS KOMIIETEHIUI

Metonuyeckie MaTepuaibl, OIpPENESIIOIINEe IPOLEAYphl OLICHUBAHUS pe3yJbTaTOB
00yueHus1, XapakTepU3yOLUX dTanbl POPMUPOBAHUS KOMIIETEHIUN

Martepuansl 1Ji IPOBEIEHUS TEKYIIIET0 KOHTPOJIA U IPOMEKYTOYHON aTTecTalluu



1. HACHHOPT ®OHJA OHEHOYHbBIX CPEACTB
1o aucuuiuinHe «llepeBos Xyn0KeCTBEHHOrO TeKCTa (IEpBbIi MHOCTPAHHBIH SI3BIK)»

OueHouHblE CpEACTBA COCTABIAIOTCA B COOTBETCTBMM C  paboueil mporpammoit
JUCLMIUIMHBL U MPEICTaBISIIOT OO0 COBOKYITHOCTh KOHTPOJIbHO-U3MEPUTEIbHBIX MaTepUaloB
(TunmoBble 3anauM (3aJaHus), KOHTPOJIbHbIE pabOTHI, TECThl U Jp.), NMPEAHA3HAUEHHBIX JUIS
M3MEpPEHUs YPOBHS IOCTHKEHUS 00yJaroIMMHKCS YCTAHOBJIEHHBIX PE3yJIbTaTOB O0OyUYEHUSI.

OneHOuHBIE CpEACTBA  HCIOJB3YIOTCS HpPU  MPOBEACHUM TEKYLIEro  KOHTPOJIS
yCIIEBAEMOCTHU U IPOMEXYTOYHOM aTTECTALNH.

Tabnuna 1 - Ilepeuenb koMneTeHIMH, GOpMUPYEMBIX B TPOLIECCE OCBOEHHS! IUCHUTUIMHbI

Kon

KOMIIeTeH HaumeHnoBaHue pe3yabTaTa 00yuyeHuUs
10101
IK-1 CriocobeH TpOBOJIUTH JTUHTBUCTUYECKUN aHAW3 TEKCTa/JUCKypca Ha OCHOBE
CUCTEMHBIX 3HAHWHI COBPEMCHHOT'O IJTalia W MCTOpPUH PA3BUTHUA HN3YYACMBIX
SI3BIKOB
I1K-8 CrocoOeH OCyIIECTBIATh CaMOPEIaKTUPOBAHNE TEKCTa TIEPEBOIA, UCTIOIb30BaTh

TEKCTOBBIE PEAAKTOPHI M CHEIUATN3UPOBAHHOE MPOTPAMMHOE 00ecTieueHne st
ohopMIIEeHHSI TEKCTa TIEPEBOIa

ITK-9 CrocobeH  OCyIIeCTBISATh  MOCTPEJAKTUPOBAHWE  MAIIMHHOTO W (WJIN)
ABTOMATH3UPOBAHHOTO TIEPEBOJIa, BHECCHHE HEOOXOIUMBIX  CMBICIOBBIX,
JICKCHYECKUX, TEPMUHOIOTUICCKUX U CTHIIMCTHKO-TPAMMAaTHIECKUX U3MEHEHHH

KoHeunbiMu pe3ynbTaTaMu OCBOCHHS AUCITUTUIMHBI SBISTFOTCS C(OOPMUPOBAHHBIC KOTHUTHBHBIC
JECKPUIITOPHI «3HATHY, KYMEThY, «BIAJIETh», PACIIUCAHHBIC TI0 OTACITHHBIM KOMITCTECHIIHSIM.
dopMHpOBaHUE IECKPUTITOPOB IPOUCXOIUT B TEUSHHE BCErO CEMECTpa IO dTaraM B paMKax
KOHTAKTHO# paboThI, BKIIOYAIOIICH pa3IMuHbIC BHIbI 3aHATHH U CAMOCTOSTEIILHOW PabOTHI, C
[IPUMEHEHHEM Pa3INYHBIX POPM U METOI0B 00yueHus (Tadi. 2).



Tabnuma 2 - dopMupoBaHUe KOMIICTCHIIUN B

mpoueccCce N3y4CHUA JUCHUITIINHBI:

Kon KoMIie- | YpoBeHb | MIHAuKaTOphI noctwkenust | Bug yueOnbix | Kontponupyembie paszaeinsl u TeMbl | O1leHOYHbIE
TEHIINH OCBOCHHSI | KOMIIETCHIIUM 3aHATHI, JUCIUTUTAHBI CpelcTBa,
KOMIIETEH paboThl, HCIIOJIb3YeMbIC
105051 dbopmbI u JUIsE  OIICHKHU
METO/IbI YpOBHS
o0yueHus, copMUpOoBaH
Croco0CTBYIO HOCTH
e KOMITETEHITHH"
dbopmMupoBanu
10 U Pa3BUTHIO
KOMTIETEHITHI
1IK-1 3HaeT
Cnocoben Henocrar [IK-1.3-1 TlemoHCTPHpYeT [Ipaktrueckue | Cmuib Xy00dHCcecmeeHHOU Aumepamypoi. Ompoc
npoeooumbv OYHBIN o 3aHSITHUS CTUITUCTHYECKHE ocobeHHocTH | Brimonuenue
HEJIOCTAaTOYHbIE 3HAHUSA 0
JIUH2BUCMUYECKU | YPOBEHD IpHENEIAX " MeToax CamocrosATens | XyJ0)KECTBEHHOTO TekcTta. (OCHOBHasg cxema | MPaKTHYECKUX
u aHanus Has paboTa aHaJIM3a dMAYECKOoro npousseneHus. Ilonsatus o | 3aganwuil.
JIMHTBUCTHYECKOTO aHaian3a . N
mexkcma/Ouckyp . WNHTepakTuBH | OOJIBIIION M MaJOH dIHUKE.
TEKCTa/AUCKypca; UMEET CUCTEMHOE
ca Ha OcHose bIC I pammamuuecxue ocobennocmu
npejcTaBieHue 00 OCOOEHHOCTSIX g
cucmemHbix TEXHOJIOTHH Xy002ceCm8eHHOl pelu.
. COBPEMEHHOI0 J3Tala W HUCTOPUU
SHaHuul O6yuyenne B | Tpombl u cTUIUCTHYECKHE (GUTYpPBI SA3BIKA.
pa3BUTHUS U3YYaEMbIX S3BIKOB.
COBPEMEHHO20 LasoBiiii coTpyanuuect | CMbICIIOBas, 3MOLIMOHAJbHAs, JCTETUYECKas U
amana u ypOBEHh I1IK-1.3-1. umeer mnpenacTraBieHUsl O | Be KOMMYHHKaTHBHAs byHKms TPOIIOB.

! JleKuMoHHbIe 3aHATUA, NPaKTUYECKNe 3aHATMA, NabopaTopHble 3aHATMA, caMocToATeNbHas paborTa...
2 Heob6X0AMMO yKa3aTb aKTUBHbIE U MHTEPaKTUBHbIE MeToAbl 06ydeHnA (Hanpumep, MHTePaKTUBHaA NeKkuua, paboTta B Manbix rpynnax, MeToAbl MO3roBoro Wwrypma 1 T.4.),
CNocobCTBYIOLME PA3BUTUIO Y 0BYYaIOLLMXCA HABbIKOB KOMaHAHOM paboTbl, MEXKNNYHOCTHOM KOMMYHUKALMK, NPUHATUA PELUEHUI, NIMAEPCKUX KayecTs.
3 HaumeHoBsaHmMe Tembl (pa3gena) bepeTca us paboyeit nporpamMmbl AUCLUNANHDI.
4 OueHoYHOE CPeCTBO A0/KHO BbIBMPATLCA C YYETOM 3aNNaHUPOBaHHbIX PE3yNbTaTOB OCBOEHUA AUCLMMAMHBI, HAaNPUMep:
«3HaTb» — cobece0BaHMe, KONJIOKBUYM, TECT...

«YMeTb», «Bnagetb» — UHAMBUAYANbHBIN UM TPYNNOBOW NPOEKT, Keilc-3a4a4da, AenioBas (posesas)

urpa, noptdpoauo...




ucmopuu
paseumust
usydaemuvlx
A3bIKO6

IMpHUHOMUIIaAX u METOdax
JIUHI'BUCTHYECKOTI'O aHaJIn3a
TEKCTa/IUCKypca; UMEET CHCTEMHOE
npencraBieHne 00 0COOSHHOCTSX
COBPEMEHHOTO JTana W HCTOPHH

pa3BHUTHS U3y4aeMbIX  SI3BIKOB.
3Hanus HEJOCTATOYHO
CTPYKTYPUPOBAHBI
Cpeninit IMIK-1.3-1. umeer mpencTaBICHHUS O
YPOBCHE MIPUHITAIIAX 51 MeToAax
JINHTBUCTUYECKOTO aHaIM3a
TeKCTa/AUCKypca; uMeeT
MpeACTaBiIeHHE 00 OCOOEHHOCTSIX
COBPEMEHHOTO JdTalma W HCTOPUU
pa3BUTHUSA W3Y4aeMbIX  SI3BIKOB.
HcneITEIBaeT HE3HAYUTEIIbHBIC
TPYOAHOCTH  TIPU  JCMOHCTPALUH
3HAHWH
Bricoxuit [IK-1.3-1. mpuHIMIBI W METOBI
YpOBCHbL JIMHTBUCTHUYECKOTO aHaiIM3a
TEKCTa/IUCKypca; UMETh CHCTEMHOE
MpeACTaBICHUE 00 OCOOEHHOCTSIX
COBPEMEHHOTO J3Tala W HMCTOPUHU
Pa3BUTHS U3Y4aEMBbIX SI3BIKOB.
YmMmeet
Hepocrar | [IK-1.Y-1. He ymeer mnpoBoauts | [Ipaktuueckue
OYHBIN JIMHTBUCTUYECKHI aHaJIN3 | 3aHATUA
YPOBEHb TeKCTa/AuCKypca Ha ocHoBe | CaMOCTOSITEIIh
CUCTEeMHBIX 3HAaHUW COBPEMEHHOTO | Has paboTa
dTama ¥ UCTOpUU  pa3ButTus | IHTepakTUBH
M3Y4aeMBbIX SI3BIKOB. BIE

Oco0eHHOCTH a/IEKBAaTHOIO IIEPEBO/IA TPOTIOB.
Ilepesoo xyodooscecmeennoco mekcma

[IpuHnMTIBI TIEpEBOAA TEKCTa XYJIOYKECTBEHHOU
npo3bl M XYJIOKECTBEHHOW  IMyOJMIIUCTUKU.
[ToMHOUEHHBIN CUHTE3 NPEAMETHO-JIOTUYECKOTO,
(G YHKITMOHATLHO-KOMMYHUKAaTHBHOTO u
HMOIMOHAIIBHO-BO3/IEUCTBYIOIIETO COJIEP KaAHUSI.
OTtpakeHue CTUiIs aBTOpa.

Ilepesoo asmopckoeo mexkcma

AHanmu3 Ccoaep)KaHHWs aBTOPCKOTO 3aMBbICIA.
AHanu3 BHYTPHUTEKCTOBBIX cCBs3el. Ilepemaua
ABTOPCKOM KOHIIEMIIMYA OIHUCHIBAEMBIX COOBITHH,
CUTyallui, NEeUCTBYOIUX JIUL. CTUIMCTUYECKUN
aHaIM3 aBTOPCKOTO TekcTa. [lepenada aBTOpcKux
CTHJIMCTHYECKUX IIPUEMOB. Crenenn
JIOITYCTUMOCTH MCHOJIb30BaHUsS B IIEPEBOJIE MHBIX
NpUEeMOB  (HampuMmep, CpaBHEHHS  BMECTO
MeTaopel) paau  TOCTHDKEHHUSI  aJCKBATHOTO
BO3JeHcTBUs Ha uurarens. IOmop B mepeBoje.
[TpoGnema nepenauu Urphl CIOB.

Ilepeoaua asmopckoii nosuyuu
TepMUHOIOTUYECKUH M JIOTMYECKUN aHaJMU3
ucxogHoro Tekcra. Ilepemaya  oneHOYHBIX
XapaKTEePUCTHUK B MIEPEeBOJIe 0€3 NCKAKEHUS.

Breimonnenue
MPaKTUYECKUX
3aJaHHuH.
KoHTponbHbIi
IepEeBO
ayTEeHTUYHOTO




bazoseiii | [IK-1.Y-1. Ha 6a3oBom ypoBHE

YPOBEHb MIPOBOJIUTH JIMHTBUCTHYECKHI
aHAJIN3 TEKCTa/IUCKypca Ha OCHOBE
CHUCTEMHBIX 3HAaHUN COBPEMEHHOTO
sTama ¥ HUCTOPUU  PA3BUTHUSA
M3y4aeMbIX SI3BIKOB. Ymenue
chopMupOBaHO YaCTHYHO,
HCIIBITHIBAET TPYAHOCTH npu
JEMOHCTPALIMY YMEHUN

Cpenunit TIK-1.V-1. TPOBOJIUTH

YPOBEHB JIMHTBUCTHYECKHI aHaJIN3
TeKCTa/AucKypca Ha OCHOBE
CHUCTEMHBIX 3HAaHUH COBPEMEHHOTO
sTama ¥ HUCTOPUU  DPa3BHUTHUS
M3y4aeMbIX SI3BIKOB. YMmenue
c(hOpMUPOBAHO YACTUIHO

Bricoknit | IIK-1.VY-1. MPOBOJUTH

YPOBEHB JIMHTBUCTHYECKHI aHaJIN3
TeKCTa/IUCKypca Ha OCHOBE
CHUCTEMHBIX 3HAaHUH COBPEMEHHOIO
dTama M HUCTOPUU  Pa3BUTHUSA
M3y4aeMBbIX SI3BIKOB.

Bnaneer

Henocrar | I[IK-1.B-1. He Bmageer HaBbIKaMu

OYHBIN JIMHTBUCTHUYECKOTO aHaIM3a

YpOBEHb TeKCTa/AucKypca Ha OCHOBE
CUCTEMHBIX 3HAaHHMH COBPEMEHHOTO
dTama ¥ UCTOPUU  Pa3BUTHUSA
M3Y4aeMBbIX SI3BIKOB.

bazosBriit I1IK-1.B-1. HaBBIKAMH

YPOBEHb JIMHTBHCTUYECKOIO0 aHalM3a TEKCTa

Ha OCHOBE 3HaHHUU COBpPCMCHHOT'O
oTaria n HCTOPUHU Pa3BUTHA

TEXHOJIOTUU
OO6yuenue B
COTPYIHUYECT
BC

TCKCTa




HU3Yy4aCMbIX SA3BIKOB. HUcneiTeiBaeT

TPYAHOCTH  TPpH  JEMOHCTPAIUU
HAaBBIKOB
Cpennuit TIK-1.B-1. HaBBbIKAMHU
YpOBEHB JUHTBUCTUYECKOTO aHaln3a TEKCTa
Ha OCHOBE 3HAHUM COBPEMEHHOIO
dTalma W UCTOPUU  Pa3BUTHUS
M3Y4aeMbIX SI3bIKOB. VICTIBITHIBAET
HE3HAYUTEIIbHBIE TPYIHOCTH TIpU
JICMOHCTpPAIIMH HABBIKOB
Beicoxmit | I1K-1.B-1. HaBBIKaMH
YpOBEHb JIUHTBUCTUYECKOTO aHanm3a
TeKCTa/AucKypca Ha OCHOBE
CHUCTEMHBIX 3HAaHHH COBPEMEHHOTO
dTama ¥ HUCTOPUU  Pa3BUTHUS
M3Y4YaeMBbIX SI3BIKOB.
IIK-8 Cnocoben 3Haer
ocywecmenams | Hemocrar [IK-8.3-1 TlemoHCTPHpYeT [Ipaktuueckue | Ocobennocmu  nepesoda  XxyoodcecmeeHHol | Y CTHBIA OTIPOC
CamopeoaKkmupo | OYHbIN - 3aHATUS NYOIUYUCTMUKY HA AH2TULICKOM SI3bIKe Brinonnenue
HEJ0CTAaTOYHBIE 3HaHUA 0
6anue mexcma | ypoBEHb CamocTrosrenb MPAKTUYECKUX
MPUHIMIAX  [OCIENEePEeBOIIECKOrO .
nepesooa, Has paboTa CaMopenakTupoBaHH€e MEpeBOJa KOMMEHTAPHUEB, | 3aaHHA.
caMopeIaKTHPOBAHUS u
UCNOIb308aMb WHTEepakTUBH | OYEPKOB, 3CCH. Ocobennoctu
KOHTPOJIBHOTO peAaKTUPOBAHUS
meKcmogule bIC caMOpeIaKTUPOBaHUS TEKCTOB MEPEBO/IA.
TEKCTa TMepeBoJa M MPUHIUIAX
pedakmopvl U TEXHOJIOTHH
WCIOJIb30BAHUS .
cneyuanu3uposa OOyuenne B | Ilepeso0  Xxy0odicecmeeHHOU  NpoO3bl  MAN020
CHEIMATM3UPOBAHHBIX  TEKCTOBBIX
HHOe COTPYIHHUYECT | SNUYECKO20 HCAHPA
pPEAAKTOPOB
npocpamMmuoe = BE
pop BazosBriii [IK-8.3-1. umeer mnpeacraBiaeHUs O
obecneyeHue CaMopenakTupoBaHHe rnepesoja TEKCTa
YpOBEHB MPUHLHUIAX  TOCIENEPEBOTYECKOTO
ons NepeBoJia CTUXOB, 0aCeH, CKa30K, pacCKa3oB.
caMopeIaKTHPOBAHUS U
oopmnenus
KOHTPOJBHOTO pEeIaKTUPOBAHHUS
mekcma Ocobennocmu nepesooa meKkcmos
TEKCTa TMepeBojJia M TMPUHIUIAX
nepesooa Xy002cecmeeHH020 OUCKYpca
WCIOJIb30BaHUS
PenaktupoBanue TmiepeBoja TEKCTa HOBEII,

CIICTIMAJIM3UPOBAHHBIX TCKCTOBBIX




penakTopoB 3HaHUS HEJOCTATOYHO
CTPYKTYPUPOBAHbI

Cpeninit [1K-8.3-1. mmeer mpencTaBICHHUS O
YPOBCHb MPUHIMIAX  [OCJIENEPEBOIIECKOIO
caMOpeIaKTUPOBaHUS u
KOHTPOJIBHOTO peIaKTUPOBAHUS
TEKCTa TepeBoJla U  MNPHUHITUIIAX
HCII0JIb30BAHUS
CHEIUATU3UPOBAHHBIX  TEKCTOBBIX
PEAAKTOPOB
Bricoxuid I1K-8.3-1. TIPUHIMITBI
YPOBCHE MOCJIETIEPEBOTYECKOTO
camMopeIaKTUPOBaHUS "
KOHTPOJIBHOTO
pEeIaKTUPOBAaHUS TEKCTa MEpPEBOja U
TIPUHIIUIIBI UCIIOJIb30BaHUS
CHEIHATM3UPOBAHHBIX  TEKCTOBBIX
pEAaKTOpPOB
YmMmeer
Hemocrar | [IK-8.Y-1. He ymeer ocymectBiath | [IpakTuueckue
OYHBIH MIOCJIETIEPEBOTYECKOE 3aHATUS
yYpOBEHb caMopeaKTHPOBaHUE u | Camocrodrenb
KOHTPOJIbHOE penakTupoBaHue | Has paboTta
TEKCTa IepeBoJa, B TOM uwucie c | MIHTepakTUBH
HCIOJIb30BaHUEM TEKCTOBBIX | bI€
pEeAaKTOpOB U | TEXHOJIOTUU
CHEIHATU3UPOBAHHOTO O0yyenue B
MIPOrPAMMHOTO OOECTIeUeHUSI. COTPYIHHYECT
bazoBeiit | I1K-8.VY-1. OCYILIECTBIIATD | BE
YPOBEHB MIOCJIETIEPEBOTUECKOE
caMOpeIaKTUPOBAHUE u

PECAAKTUPOBAHUC TCKCTA NICPEBOAA, B

MOBECTEM, POMAHOB. Homyctumocthb
pazHoOoOpasusi  MEPEeBOAYECKUX  PEUICHUH |
peanu3anum NnepeBoaYeckoil cTpareruu. Bricokas
CTereHb CBOOOJIBI TEPEBOJA IO OTHOUICHUIO K
OpUTHHATy B COOTBETCTBUM C COOCTBEHHOM,
MOCJIEIOBATENIbHON ~ KOHIIENIIIMEH MepeBOUMKa
TIpU TIEPEBOJIC TEKCTA.

Brinosnenue
MPAKTUYECKUX
3aJaHuH.




TOM 4YHCI€ C HCIOJIb30BaHUEM
TEKCTOBBIX  PEIaKTOPOB. YMEHHE
c(hOPMHUPOBAHO YACTUIHO

Cpenunii
pen T1IK-8.Y-1. OCYIIECTBIISATh
YPOBEHb
MOCJIENIEPEBOTYECKOE
caMOpeIaKTHPOBAHUE "
KOHTPOJILHOE peMaKTHPOBAHUE
TEeKCTa TepeBOJia, B TOM 4YHUCIE C
HCIIOJIb30BAHUEM TEKCTOBBIX
peIaKTopoB "
CHEIHATN3UPOBAHHOTO
MIPOTPAMMHOTO obecrieueHus.
YMenne copMHUPOBAHO YACTUIHO
Bricoknit
TIK-8.V-1. OCYIIECTBIISATh
YPOBEHB
MOCJIETIEPEBOTYECKOE
caMOpeIaKTUPOBAHHUE it
KOHTPOJIBHOE peIaKTUpOBaHUE
TEKCTa TepeBOJia, B TOM 4YHCIE C
HCIIOJIL30BaHUEM TEKCTOBBIX
peIaKTopoB u
CHEIUaTU3UPOBAHHOTO
MIPOTPaMMHOTO 00€CTICUCHUS.
Bnaneer
Henocrat
A z [IK-8.B-1. He Bnameer HaBBIKAMHU
OYHBII
MOCJIETIEPEBOTYECKOTO
yYpOBEHb
caMOpPeTaKTUPOBAHUS 5
KOHTPOJBHOTO pEeIaKTUPOBAHUS
TEKCTa MepeBo/ia.
bazoBrrit
[1K-8.B-1. HaBBIKAMH
YPOBEHb
MOCJIENEPEBOIYECKOTO

CaMOPCHAKTUPOBAHUSA n

KonTpoJibHbIii
IIEPEBO]
AyTEHTUYHOTO
TEKCTa

AHanus
MePEBOTUECKU
X OIINOOK




KOHTPOJBHOTO peIaKTHPOBAHUS
TeKcTa  nepeBoja.  McmeIThiBaeT
TPYAHOCTH  TpH  JCMOHCTpPALUU
HAaBBIKOB
Cpenmuid I1K-8.B-1. HaBBIKAMH
YPOBCHE MOCIIETIEPEBOTIECKOTO
caMOpeIaKTHPOBAHUS "
KOHTPOJBHOTO pEeIaKTHPOBAHWS
TeKcTa  nepeBoja.  McmeIThiBaeT
HE3HAYUTEIIbHBIE TPYIHOCTH TIpH
JIEMOHCTpPAIH HABBIKOB.
Brrcokuii I1K-8.B-1. HaBBIKAMU
YPOBCHE MOCIIENIEPEBOTIECKOTO
caMopeIaKTUPOBaHUS U
KOHTPOJIBHOTO pEeIaKTUPOBAHUS
TEKCTa MepeBoJia.
I1K-9 3Haer
Crniocob6en Hemocrar | [1K-9.3-1. He 3maer mnpunmumnsl | [Ipaktuueckue | Ocobennocmu nocmpedaxmupoganusi nepesoda | Onpoc
OCYILIECTBIISTh OYHBIN peAaKTUPOBAHUS 3aHATUS Xy 002cecmeeHHOl nYyoOIUYUCTNIUKU Ha | Beinonnenue
IIOCTPENAKTUPOB | YPOBEHb MalIMHHOT0/aBTOMAaTU3UPOBaHHOTO | CaMOCTOSITENb | AHRIULICKOM A3bIKe MIPAKTUYECKUX
aHue nepeBojla B COOTBETCTBUM ¢ | Has pabora 3aJlaHuil.
MalIMHHOTO | TpeOOBaHUSIMU HOPM IIEPEBOJIA. WntepaktuBH | OCOOEHHOCTH MOCTPEAAKTUPOBAHUS IEpeBOAa
(nm) bazoswiii | [1K-9.3-1. Nmeer mpencraBienue o | ble KOMMEHTapUeB, OUEPKOB, ICCI.
aBTOMAaTU3UPOBA | ypOBEHb MPUHIIUITAX PEIaKTHPOBAHUS | TEXHOJIOIHH
HHOT'O MaIIMHHOrO/aBToMatu3upoBanHoro | O0ydenue B | [lepeeoo  xyOoowcecmeenHOU  npo3vl  MAN020
nepesoaa, nepesoga B COOTBETCTBUU C | COTPYOAHHUYECT | dNUYECKO20 dicaHupa
BHECEHUE TpeOOBaHUSMU HOPM MEPEBOJIA. BE
HEO0OXO0TUMBIX Cpennuit | I1K-9.3-1. Mmeer mpeacTaBieHHe O [TocTpenakTupoBaHue MepeBojia TEKCTa CTHXOB,
CMBICTIOBBIX, YPOBEHD NPUHIATIAX pEIaKTHPOBAHHUS neceH, 6aceH, CKa30K, PacCKa3oB.
JICKCUYCCKUX, MAaIIMHHOT0/aBTOMAaTU3UPOBAHHOTO
TEPMHUHOJIOTUYE nepeBoga B COOTBETCTBUHM  C Ocobennocmu nepesooa mekcmog
CKuX u TpeOOBaHUSIMU Xy002cecmeenHo2o OUCKypca

HOpDM  TepeBOJa.




CTUJIMCTHKO-
rpaMMaTHYECKH
X U3MEHEHUN

3Hauus
CTPYKTYPUPOBAHBI

HEAOCTATOYHO

Bricokuit
YPOBEHb

ITK-9.3-1.
peraKTupOBaHUA
MaHII/IHHOFO/ ABTOMATU3HWPOBAHHOI'O
nepeBojla B COOTBETCTBUU €
TpeOOBaHUSIMU HOPM TEPEBOIA.

IMPUHIUIIBL

VYMmeer

Henocrat
OYHBII
YPOBEHb

[IK-9.Y-1. He ymeer oOpabarbiBaTh
MalIMHHBI/aBTOMAaTU3UPOBAHHBIN
epeBol TUIs JOCTH)KEHUS
HEOOXOIMMOT0 KadyecTBa C TOYKHU
3peHus TpeboBaHMit
a/IeKBaTHOCTH/PKBUBAJICHTHOCTHU

bazoBrrit
YPOBEHB

I1K-9.V-1. 00pabaTeIBaTh
MaIllMHHBI/aBTOMATU3UPOBAHHBIN
nmepeBoa. Hapymensl TpeOoBaHUS
aJICKBaTHOCTH/3KBUBAJICHTHOCTH.
YMeHune chopMHUpPOBAHO YACTUIHO

Cpenuunit
YPOBEHb

IIK-9.VY-1. 00pabaThIBaTh
MAaIIMHHBIA/aBTOMATH3UPOBAHHBIH
epeBo/l TSt TOCTHXKCHHS
HEOOXOJIMMOTO KayecTBa C TOYKHU
3peHHS TpeOOBaHUit
aJICKBaTHOCTH/9KBUBAJICHTHOCTH.
YMmenue cpopMUpPOBaHO YACTHYHO

Bricokuit
YPOBEHb

[IK-9.V-1. 00pabaThIBaTh
MaIlIMHHBIA/aBTOMaTU3UPOBAHHBIH
epeBo st JOCTHXKEHUS
HE0O0XO/MMOT0 KayecTBa C TOYKHU
3peHus TpeboBaHMit
aJIeKBaTHOCTHU/9KBUBAJIEHTHOCTH

Bnaneer

[IpakTnueckue
3aHSTHS
Camocrosrens
Has paboTa
WNHTepakTHBH
bl€
TEXHOJIOTUH
OOyuenue B
COTPYAHHYECT
BE

[TocTpenakTrpoBaHue nepeBoja TEKCTa HOBEIL,
MOBECTEMN, POMAHOB. Homyctumocthb
pazHoOoOpasusi  MEPEeBOAYECKUX  PEUICHUH |
peanu3anum NnepeBoaYeckoil cTpareruu. Bricokas
CTEreHb CBOOOJIBI TEPEeBOJA IO OTHOUICHUIO K
OpUTHHATYy B COOTBETCTBUHM C COOCTBEHHOM,
MOCJIEIOBATEIbHON  KOHIIEMIMEH MepeBOUMKa
TIpU TIEPEBOJIC TEKCTA.

Brmonaenne
MPaKTUYECKUX
3aJaHuH.
KonTposbHbIii
MepeBO
AyTEHTUYHOTO
TEKCTa
Ananms
MEePEeBOAYECKHU
X OIIHOOK




Henocrat
OYHBII
YPOBEHb

IIK-9.B-1. He Biageer HaBBIKAMH
MOCTPEAAKTUPOBAHUS
MAaITMHHOT0/aBTOMaTU3UPOBAHHOTO
mnepeBojja B COOTBETCTBUU  C
TpeOOBaHUSIMU HOPM TIEPEBO/IA.

ba3osBrrit
YPOBEHB

IIK-9.B-1. 0a30BbIMH HaBBIKAMH
MOCTPETAKTUPOBAHUS

MaIlIMHHOTO/aBTOMAaTH3UPOBAHHOTO
nepeBojla B COOTBETCTBUU  C
TpeOOBaHUSIMU  HOPM  IE€pEBOJA.
HcneITEIBaeT TPYTHOCTH npu
JIEMOHCTpPAITUN HABBIKOB

Cpenunit
YPOBEHB

I1K-9.B-1. HaBBIKAMH
MOCTPETAKTHPOBAHUS
MAaIIMHHOTO/aBTOMaTU3UPOBAHHOTO
nmepeBoJla B COOTBETCTBHH  C
TpeOOBaHUSIMU  HOPM  IE€pEBOJA.
HcnbiThiBaeT HE3HAYUTEIILHBIC
TPYIHOCTH  TIPU  JIEMOHCTpAIUU
HABBIKOB

Bricokuit
YPOBEHb

I1IK-9.B-1. HaBBIKAMHU
MOCTPEIAKTUPOBAHUS
MAaIlTMHHOT0/aBTOMAaTU3UPOBAHHOTO
IepeBojia B COOTBETCTBHH  C
TpeOOBAHUAMHU HOPM IIEPEBOJIA.

Brmmonaenue

MPaKTUYECKUX

3aJaHUN.

KonTposibHblii
epeBo.I

ayTEeHTUYHOTO
TEKCTa
Ananms

MePEBOTUCCKU

X OIINOOK




2. IEPEYEHBb OIEHOYHLIX CPEACTB?®

Tabmuma 3
Ne | HammenoBanue XapakTepucTuKa OLIEHOYHOI'O CPEICTBA IIpencraBienue
OIIEHOYHOTO OIICHOYHOTO CPEJICTBA B
cpencTBa dOC
1 | Ompoc CpencTBo KOHTPOJISI YCBOCHHS yueOHOTO MaTepuajia TeMbI, pa3jiena Wid pa3/eioB JUCIUIUIHHGI, | Bompocsl 1o
OpraHu30BaHHOE B BHJIE coOeceoBaHMs IpenoaBareis ¢ ooydaromumucs. Llenpio onieHouHOTO | TeMam/pasenam
CpeZACTBa SBJSIETCS TOJTYYEHHE OT YJaIIUXCsi OTBETOB Ha 3apaHee COPMYIMPOBAHHBIC BONIPOCHL. | TUCIIMILIIHBI
2 | KonTpomsHbIi CpencTBo KOHTpPOJIS YCBOCHUS yIeOHOTO MaTepHana TeMBI, pa3zesa WK pa3eNioB qucuuiumael, | OOpaszen 3amaHust Ha
epeBO OpPraHu30BaHHOC B BU/JIC MMCbMCHHOTO IMMEPEBOJA AYTCHTUYHOT'O O(bI/IHI/IaJ'II)HO-}IeJ'IOBOFO TEKCTA. KOHTpOJ'II:HI:IfI MepeBOJa
AYTCHTUYHOTO
TEKCTa
3 | Anamus BoisiBnenue mnepeBogyeckMX OMMOOK Ha ©0a3e comocTaBieHHMs aBTOpckoro mnepeBoda c¢ | [Ipumepst TEKCTOB
MIePEeBOTYECKUX MEPEBOJIOM, OCYIIECTBIEHHBIM MPO(ecCHOHAIBHBIN MTEPEBOTIHMKOM. nepeBoja c
[0)1135(310) 4 COOTBETCTBYIOIIUM
3aJJaHUEM.

5 YKa3bIBalOTCA OLLEHOUHbIE CPEACTBA, NPUMEHAEMbIE B XOAe peann3auun pabodeit NporpaMmmbl JaHHOW AUCLMMNHBI.




3. OMMCAHME MMOKA3ATEJIEM U KPUTEPUEB OLIEHUBAHUSI KOMIIETEHIIUI

OrneHnBaHue pe3ysbTaTOB 00yueHUs 1Mo aucnuruinHe «IlepeBoj Xya0KeCTBEHHOTO TEKCTa (MIEPBBIH HHOCTPAHHBINA S3BIK)»
OCYIIECTBISICTCS. B COOTBETCTBUH ¢ IloJIO)KEHMEM O TEKYIIeM KOHTPOJIE YCIEBAEGMOCTH W IPOMEKYTOUYHOW aTTecTaluu
00y4Jaromuxcs.

[TpenycMOTpeHBI CIIEIYIONIUE BUALI KOHTPOJISA: TEKYINIUHA KOHTPOJbL (OCYIIECTBICHHE KOHTPOJII BCEX BHIOB
ayJIMTOPHON W BHEAYJAUTOPHOU JESITEIHHOCTH OOYYAIOIIETOCS C LEIbI0 MONTYUYCHUS NEPBUYHOW MHPOPMAIIUK O XOAC YCBOCHUS
OTJICTBHBIX JJICMEHTOB COJICpXKAHUS JUCHUILIMHBI) W TPOMEXKYTOYHAs arrecTanus (OIEHWBACTCS YPOBEHb M KA4YECTBO
MOJICOTOBKH TIO JUCIUTIIMHE B IICJIOM ).

[Tokazarenmu W KpPUTEPUH OICHUBAHMS KOMIICTCHIIMHA, (OPMHPYEMBIX B IPOIECCE OCBOCHUS JIAHHOW JIMCIMILIAHBI,
OITMCaHBI B Ta0II. 4.

Tabmuna 4.



Kon
KOMIIETEHIINHA

I1K-1

Cnocoben
MIPOBOJUTH
JIMHTBUCTUYECKUI
aHaau3
TeKCTa/UCKypca
Ha OCHOBE
CHCTEMHBIX
3HAHUH
COBPEMEHHOTO
JTana M UCTOPUH
pa3BUTHSA
M3y9IaeMbIX
SI3BIKOB

YpoBeHb OCBOEHUS WHaukaTopbl JOCTHXKEHHSI KOMIIETCHIIUN Kputepuu olieHrBaHMS pe3yIbTaTOB O0yUYCHHSI
KOMITETEHIINH

3Haer
HenocraTouynsbrit I1K-1.3-1. TIPUHITUTIBI u meroabl | [1K-1.3-1. JleMoHCTpUpYET HENOCTATOUHBIC 3HAHMSI O TPUHIIATIAX
YPOBEHB JUHTBUCTUYECKOTO aHall3a TEKCTa/AMCKypCca; | U METOJaX JIMHIBUCTUYECKOIO aHajh3a TEKCTa/IUCKypca; UMEET
Oruenka HUMETh CUCTEMHOE  TIpEACTaBJicHME 00 | CUCTEMHOE NpEIACTaBlIieHuE 00 OCOOCHHOCTAX COBPEMEHHOIO
«HE3AYTCHO», OCO6€HHOCT5[X COBpeMeHHOFO aTaria u I/ICTOpI/II/I aTaria u I/ICTOpI/II/I pa3BI/ITI/IH I/I3y‘{aeMLIX A3BIKOB.

«HCYAOBJICTBOPUTECIILHO»

Pa3BUTHUA N3YUACMBIX SI3LIKOB.

ba3oBblif ypoBEHb

I1K-1.3-1. MIPUHLIMITBI Hu METOJIBI

INIK-1.3-1. uMeer mnpexncraBieHUS O MPHUHIUIAX U METOJaX

OrieHka, «3aUTEHO», | TMHTBUCTUYECKOr0 aHaJiu3a TEKCTa/AUCKypCa; | JUHIBHCTUYECKOrO aHaM3a TEKCTa/IUCKypca; UMEET CUCTEMHOE

«YIIOBJICTBOPHUTEIHHOY HMETh CHCTEMHOE MIPEICTABIICHUE 00 | mpencrabiieHue 00 OCOOCHHOCTSIX COBPEMEHHOrO JTama |
0COOEHHOCTSAX COBPEMEHHOI'O dTala U UCTOPUU | UCTOPHM PAa3BUTHS HM3Y4aeMbIX S3bIKOB. 3HAHUS HEJOCTATOYHO
pa3BUTHS N3y9aeMbIX S3BIKOB. CTPYKTYPHPOBAHBI

Cpennuii ypoBeHb T1K-1.3-1. MIPUHLIMITBI " meroanl | [IK-1.3-1. umeer mnpencraBieHUs O MPUHIMIIAX W METOAAX

Orenka «3aUTEHO», | TMHTBUCTUYECKOr0 aHaliu3a TEKCTa/IUCKypCca; | JUHIBHCTUYECKOTO aHajau3a TEKCTa/IUCKypCa; nMeeT

«XOPOITIO» HMETh CHCTEMHOE TIPEICTABIICHAE 00 | mpencraBierre 00 OCOOCHHOCTAX COBPEMEHHOTO JTama |
OCOOCHHOCTSIX COBPEMEHHOTO dTala U UCTOPUM | ICTOPHHM  PAa3BUTHA  W3YyYaeMBIX  SI3BIKOB.  VICTIBITHIBaeT

Pa3BUTHUA N3YUaCMBIX SI3BIKOB.

HE3HAYUTCIIBHBIC TPYJAHOCTHU ITPU JEMOHCTPAIIMA 3HAHUHU

Bricokuii ypoBeHb IK-1.3-1. TIPUHITHAITHI u meronbl | [TK-1.3-1. mOpuHIUOBL M METOMABI JIMHTBUCTHYECKOTO aHaJM3a
Onenka «3a4TE€HO», | JIMHIBUCTUYECKOTO aHall3a TEKCTa/MUCKypca; | TeKCTa/IMCKypca; HMEThb  CHUCTEMHOE TIpe/cTaBieHHe 00
«OTIIHIHO AMETh  CHCTEeMHOE  IMpe[CTaBieHHe 00 | OCOOEHHOCTSX COBPEMEHHOI'0 JTala W HCTOPUH  Pa3BUTHUSA

0COOEHHOCTSIX COBPEMEHHOT'0 dTana M UCTOPUHU | N3YYaEMBIX SI3BIKOB.

Pa3BUTHS H3yIaeMbIX SI3BIKOB.

Ymeer

Henocrarounsiit I[IK-1.Y-1.  nmpoBogute  smaTBHCcTHYeckni | [IK-1.Y-1. He ymeer mNPOBOIWTH JMHTBUCTHYECKHN aHAIN3
YpOBEHBb aHaJM3 TeKCTa/INCKypca Ha OCHOBE CUCTEMHBIX | TEKCTa/ANCKypca Ha OCHOBE CHCTEMHBIX 3HAHHHA COBPEMEHHOTO
Onenka 3HAHWWA COBPEMEHHOTO JTala W HWCTOPHH | 3Tala M UCTOPHH PA3BUTHS U3yIaeMBbIX SI3BIKOB.
«HE3aYTEHO, Pa3BUTHUS U3yIaeMbIX S3BIKOB.

KHEYOOBJECTBOPUTCIIBHO»

ba3oBrlil ypoBeHb
OreHka, «3aYTCHOY,
«YIOBJIETBOPUTEIIEHO

TIK-1.V-1. MPOBOJUTH JIMHTBUCTUYECKUI
aHaJM3 TeKCTa/INCKypca Ha OCHOBE CHCTEMHBIX
3HAHUWA COBPEMEHHOTO JTala W HWCTOPHH
Pa3BUTHS N3y4aEMBbIX S3BIKOB.

IIK-1.Y-1. Ha 6a3oBOM ypOBHE IPOBOAWUTH JIMHTBHCTHYECKUN
aHalU3 TEKCTa/IUCKypca Ha OCHOBE CHUCTEMHBIX 3HAHUH
COBPEMEHHOI'0 3Tala W MCTOPUU PA3BUTHUSI W3YyYaeMBIX SI3BIKOB.
YMeHue chopMHUpPOBAHO YACTUYHO, UCTIBITHIBAECT TPYAHOCTU IPU
JEMOHCTPAaLMH YMEHHUH

Cpennuil ypoBeHb

T1IK-1.VY-1. MIPOBOAUTH JIMHTBUCTUYECKUI

IIK-1.V-1. MIPOBOJIUTH JIMHTBUCTUYECKUI aHaIn3

Onenka «3a4YTE€HO», | aHAJIU3 TEKCTa/TUCKypca Ha OCHOBE CUCTEMHBIX | TEKCTa/AMCKypca Ha OCHOBE CHCTEMHBIX 3HAHUH COBPEMEHHOIO

«XOPOILIO» 3HAHHA COBPEMEHHOTO JTalna W HWCTOPHH | 3Tama W MCTOPUM PA3BUTUS HM3y4aeMbIX S3BIKOB. Y MEHHE
Pa3BUTHS U3yUAEMBIX SI3BIKOB. c(hOpMHUPOBAHO YACTHYHO

Bericokuii ypoBeHb [IK-1.Y-1. npoBogutp  smHreuctuueckui | IIK-1.Y-1. IIPOBOJUTH JIMHTBUCTUYECKUI aHaIu3




Ornenka «3aUTEHO», | aHAJIM3 TEKCTa/IMCKypca Ha OCHOBE CUCTEMHBIX | TEKCTa/IMCKypCca Ha OCHOBE CHCTEMHBIX 3HAHUH COBPEMEHHOTO
«OTINIHO 3HAHUN COBPEMEHHOTO »JTala ¢ WCTOPHUH | 3Talla U UCTOPUU PA3BUTHSI U3yUAEMBIX SI3BIKOB.
pa3BUTHS N3y4aEeMbIX SI3BIKOB.
Brnaneer

HenocraTounbrit IIK-1.B-1. HaBplkamMu  JmHrBHUcTHYeckoro | I1K-1.B-1. He Biajeer HaBBIKAMH JIMHIBHCTHYECKOIO aHaIn3a
YpOBEHb aHanu3a TeKCTa/InCcKypca Ha OCHOBE | TEKCTa/IUCKypca Ha OCHOBE CHCTEMHBIX 3HAHUN COBPEMEHHOTO
Ornenka CHUCTEMHBIX 3HAHHH COBPEMEHHOrO J3Tara | | 3Tamla U UCTOPUU PA3BUTHS U3yIaEMBIX SI3BIKOB.

«HE3aYTEHOY, HUCTOPUU PA3BUTUS U3YIAEMBIX SI3BIKOB.

«HEYAOBJICTBOPUTECIILHO)»

ba30BbIi1 ypoBEHb
Orienka, «3a4TEeHOY,
«YIIOBJICTBOPHUTEIHHOY

IIK-1.B-1. HaBBIKAMU  JIMHTBHUCTHYECKOI'O
a”aiu3a TeKCTa/AucKypca Ha OCHOBE
CHUCTEMHBIX 3HAHWH COBPEMEHHOr0 J3Tama M
HWCTOPUH PA3BUTHSI H3yJAEMBIX SI3BIKOB.

I1IK-1.B-1. HaBBIKAMM JIMHTBHCTHYECKOrO aHajiM3a TEKCTa Ha
OCHOBE 3HAHWM COBPEMEHHOT'O JTala W WCTOPUH PAa3BHTHUS
Msyqaeme SA3BIKOB. I/ICHBITBIBaeT TPYIIHOCTI/I HpI/I JICMOHCTpaI_II/II/I
HAaBBIKOB

Cpenuuit ypoBeHb
Orenka «3a4TEHOY,
«XOPOIIOY»

T1IK-1.B-1. HaBBIKAMHA  JIMHTBHCTHYECKOTO
aHanu3a TeKCTa/AucKypca Ha OCHOBE
CHUCTEMHBIX 3HAHWM COBPEMEHHOrO J3Tama M
HWCTOPUH PA3BUTHSI H3yJaEMBIX SI3BIKOB.

TIK-1.B-1. HaBBIKAMH JHHIBUCTHYECKOTO aHaIM3a TEKCTa Ha
OCHOBE 3HAHWM COBPEMEHHOT'O JTalma W WCTOPUH Pa3BHTHUS
M3YJaeMbIX S3BIKOB. VICIIBITHIBA€T HE3HAUWTENBHBIC TPYIHOCTH
TIPU IEMOHCTPAIINH HaBBHIKOB

Bricokuit ypoBeHb
Orenka «3a4TEHOY,
«OTITUYHOY

IIK-1.B-1.  HaBpIKaMud  JIMHIBHCTHYECKOI'O
aHaIm3a TeKCTa/AucKypca Ha OCHOBE
CHUCTEMHBIX 3HAHHH COBPEMEHHOr0 JTama u
WCTOPUU Pa3BUTHS U3yIaeMbIX S3BIKOB.

TIK-1.B-1. HaBBIKAMHA JIMHTBUCTHUYECKOT'O aHaim3a
TEKCTa/IUCKypca Ha OCHOBE CHCTEMHBIX 3HAHUH COBPEMEHHOTO
JTana U UCTOPUH Pa3BUTHS U3YIaeMbIX S3bIKOB.




Kon xommereninu

TIK-8 Cnocoben
ocyuecmensime
camopedaxmuposanue
mexcma nepesooaq,
UCNONL306AMb
mexkcmogole
pedaxmopul u
CReYUaIU3UPOBAHHOE
npoSPaAMMHOe
obecneyenue ons
opopmuenus mekcma
nepegooa

YpoBeHb ocBoeHUs | MHAMKATOPHI TOCTUKECHUS KOMIICTCHIIUU Kputepuu olieHHBaHMS pe3yIbTaTOB O0yUYCHHSI
KOMITETECHIIUU
3Haer
HenoctaTounsrit
(fle [1K-8.3-1. npuHnunel | [1K-8.3-1.  JleMoHCTpupyeT  HENOCTaTOYHBIE 3HAHUA O
BEHb
}(;pueHKa MOCJICTIEPEBOTYECKOTO MPUHIIUATIAX TIOCJICTIEPEBOAYECKOr0 CaMOPEIAKTUPOBAHUS U
CHE3AUTCHOY CaMOpPEIaKTUPOBAHUS M KOHTPOJILHOTO KOHTPOJILHOI'O PEIaKTUPOBaHUS TEKCTa MEePEBOAa U MPUHIIUIIAX
’ PENaKTHPOBAaHMsI  TEKCTa  TEPEBOJA U | MCIOJIb30BaHUS CICIHUATN3UPOBAHHBIX TEKCTOBBIX PEIAKTOPOB
«HEYJIOBJICTBOPUTEIILHOY
TIPUHIIUIIBI HCIIONIb30BaHHS
CHCIUATTU3UPOBAHHBIX TEKCTOBBIX
PEAAKTOPOB
bazoBrIit ypoBeHb [K-8.3-1 HpHHIHIIBI I1K-8.3-1. MeeT MIpEJICTaBICHUS 0 MIPUHIIMIIAX
Orenka, «3a4TEHOY, N MOCJICTIEPEBOTYECKOr0 CaMOPEIAKTUPOBAHUSI U KOHTPOJILHOI'O
MOCJICTIEPEBOTYECKOTO
«Y/IOBJICTBOPUTEIILHOY pENaKTUPOBAHHUS TeKCTa nepesojia u MPHUHITUATIAX
CaMOpPEIaKTUPOBAHHUS M KOHTPOJILHOTO
MCIOJIb30BAHMS CICIUATM3UPOBAHHBIX TEKCTOBBIX PEIAKTOPOB
peNaKTHpPOBaHMsI  TEKCTa  IepeBona U
3HaHUS HEIOCTATOYHO CTPYKTYPUPOBAHBI
[IPUHIIMITBI HCITONTb30BAHUS
CHCIUATU3UPOBAHHBIX TEKCTOBBIX
PEAaKTOPOB
CpenHuii ypoBeHb
el yp I1K-8.3-1. npuniunsl | [1K-8.3-1. UMeeT MIPEJACTaBIICHUS 0 MPUHIIMIIAX
Orenka «3a4TEHOY,
CXODOLLOY TTOCJICTIEPEBOAIECKOTO MTOCJICTIEPEBOMUECKOTO CaMOPEIAKTHPOBAHUS W KOHTPOJIHHOTO
P CaMOpEIaKTUPOBAHUS U KOHTPOIBHOTO pEAaKTHPOBAHUS TEeKCTa repeBosa H MIPUHITUTIAX
PEIaKTUPOBAHMS  TEKCTa TIEPEeBOAA U | MCIOJIL30BAHMUS CIICIIHATU3NPOBAHHBIX TEKCTOBBIX PEIaKTOPOB
TIPUHITATIBI HCITOIb30BaHUS
CIIeITUATN3UPOBAHHBIX TEKCTOBBIX
PEOaKTOPOB
Bricokuii ypoBeHB
yp I1K-8.3-1. npusiuns! | T11K-8.3-1. MPUHLUIIBI MIOCJICIIEPEBOTIECKOI0
Orenka «3a4TEHOY,
COTIIIHOY TTOCIIETIEPEBOAIECKOTO CcaMOpPEIaKTHPOBAHUS U KOHTPOJIBHOTO
CcaMOpeNaKTUPOBAHUS M KOHTPOIEHOTO pEeNaKTUPOBAaHUS TEKCTA TIEPEBOJIA U IPHHIIAIBI HCITOIB30BaAHUS
peNaKTHpOBaHMSI  TEKCTa TepeBO/Ja W | CHENHATM3UPOBAHHBIX TEKCTOBBIX PETaKTOPOB
TIPUHIIHATIBI HCIIOIb30BaHUS
CHEeHATN3UPOBAHHBIX TEKCTOBBIX
pPEaKTOpOB
VYmeer
HenocraTouHbri T1IK-8.V-1. ocymectBiATh | [IK-8.Y-1. He yMmeer ocyllecTBIATh MOCIEHEPEBOTUECKOE
YpOBEHb ITOCTIETIEPEBOTIECKOE CaMOPENaKTUPOBAHNE | CAMOPENAKTUPOBAHUE M KOHTPOIBHOE PENaKTHPOBAaHUE TEKCTa
OrneHka U KOHTPOJBHOE pENaKTUPOBAaHWE TEKCTa | MepeBoja, B TOM 4YHCIE C WCIONB30BAHHEM TEKCTOBBIX
«HE3aUTEHOY, IepeBoa, B TOM YHCIIE C HCIIOIIb30BAHUEM | PEJAKTOPOB u CHEHATN3UPOBAHHOTO MPOrpaMMHOTO
«HEYJIOBJICTBOPUTEILHOY» | TEKCTOBBIX pPenaKkTopoB u | oOecIcueHusl.

CrICHaJIN3UPOBAHHOI'O IMPpOrpaMMHOr0




obecneueHus.

ba30Bel1i1 ypoBEHb
Orenka, «3a4TEHOY,
«YIOBJICTBOPUTEIILHOY

[IK-8.Y-1. OCYILECTBIIATh
MIOCJICNIEPEBOUECKOE CaMOpEIaKTUPOBAHNE
U KOHTPOJILHOE pPENaKTHPOBaHUE TEKCTa
nepeBoa, B TOM YHCIE C MCIOIb30BaHUEM
TEKCTOBBIX pEeIaKTopoB u
CHEIUAN3UPOBAHHOTO MPOrpaMMHOTO
obecredeHusl.

IK-8.V-1. OCYLIECTBIIATH IIOCJIETIEPEBOAUECKOE
caMOpelakTUpPOBaHUE U peJaKTUPOBaHUE TEKCTa IEepeBoja, B
TOM YUCJI€ C UCIIOJIB30BAHHUEM TCKCTOBBLIX PCAAKTOPOB. Ymenue
c(hOpMHUPOBAHO YACTUIHO

Cpennuit ypoBeHb
OreHka «3aUYTEHOY,
«XOPOIIOY

[IK-8.Y-1. OCYIIECTBIIATh
HIOCTICTIEPEeBOAYECKOE CaMOPEIaKTHPOBAHHE
U KOHTPOJBHOE pENaKTUPOBAHHWE TEKCTa
mepeBosia, B TOM YHCIIE C MCIOIb30BaHUEM

IK-8.Y-1. OCYILIECTBJISATh MIOCJIETIEPEBOIUECKOE
caMOpeaKTUPOBAaHNWE M KOHTPOJIBHOE pPEAaKTHPOBAHHE TEKCTa
MepeBoia, B TOM HYHCIE C UCIONH30BAHUEM TEKCTOBBIX

PENAaKTOPOB W CHCHHMAIU3WPOBAHHOIO  MPOrPaMMHOTO
TEKCTOBBIX perakTopoB u
oOecrieueHus. Y MeHue c(hopMUpOBaHO YACTHIHO
CHEIHUAIU3UPOBAHHOIO MPOrpaMMHOIO
obecriedeHmsl.
Bricokuii ypoBeHb IIK-8.Y-1. ocymmiecTBIATh
yp ym TIK-8.Y-1. OCYIIECTBIISATH MTOCIIETIEPEBOTIECKOE
Onenka «3aUTEHOY, | MOCTIENepeBOIIECKOe CaMOPEeIaKTHPOBAHNE
caMOpeNaKTUPOBAaHNWE M KOHTPOIBHOE PEIaKTHPOBAHHE TEKCTa
«OTIIUIHO Y KOHTPOJIBbHOE PENaKTHPOBAHUE TEKCTA
mepeBosia, B TOM UYHCIE€ C FKCIOJNb30BAHUEM TEKCTOBBIX
IIepeBOAa, B TOM YHCJIE C UCTIONH30BAHUEM
pPENaKTOpOB W CHENHATU3UPOBAHHOTO  MPOrPaMMHOTO
TEKCTOBBIX PETAKTOPOB U
obecrieueHusI.
CHENUATN3UPOBAHHOTO TPOTPAMMHOTO
obecriedeHusI.
Brnaneer
Henocratounsrit I1K-8.B-1. HaBBIKAMH
IIK-8.B-1. ©He Brmameer HaBBIKAMH ITOCIIEIIEPEBOTUCCKOTO
YpOBEHB ITOCTIENIEPEBOTIECKOTO
CaMOpENaKTHPOBAHUS ¥ KOHTPOJIHHOTO PEAaKTHPOBAHUS TEKCTa
Ornenka CaMOPE/IAKTHPOBAHUA M KOHTPOJNLHOTO | eBOTa
«HE3aYTEHO, peAaKTHPOBAHMSI TEKCTA ITEPEBOAA. p ’

«KHEYOOBJCTBOPUTCIILHO»

ba3oBbIil ypoBeHb [IK-8.B-1. HaBBIKAMU

IIK-8.B-1. HaBbIKAMU MOCJIENIEPEBOAYECKOTO
Orenka, «3aUTEHO», | MOCIENepEeBOTIECKOTO

CcaMOpENaKTUPOBAHUS ¥ KOHTPOJIHHOTI'O PEAAKTHPOBAHUS TEKCTa
«YIOBJIETBOPUTEIIEHO CaMOpPENAaKTUPOBAHUS ©  KOHTPOJBHOTO

nepeBona. cmpIThIBaeT TPYAHOCTH TIpH  JAEMOHCTpAINH

peIaKTHPOBAHMSI TEKCTA MTEPEBOAA.

HaBBIKOB

Cpenguuii ypoBeHb T1IK-8.B-1. HaBBIKAMHA
pea yp [1K-8.B-1. HaBbIKAMU MOCJIENIEPEBOTYECKOT O

Ornenka «3a4TEHOY, | MOCIENEePEBOAUYECKOTrO

CaMOpPENaKTUPOBAHUS ¥ KOHTPOJIHHOTI'O PEAAKTHPOBAHUS TEKCTa
«XOPOIIO» CaMOpEJaKTUPOBAHUS U KOHTPOJIBHOTO

PCAAKTUPOBAHUSA TCKCTA NTCPCBOAA.

nepesoaa. HcnpITEIBaeT HE3HAYUTEIIBHEIC TPYAHOCTHU IIpU




JIEMOHCTPAILIM HABBIKOB.
BeIcokuii ypoBeHb [IK-8.B-1. HAaBBIKAMHU
I1K-8.B-1. HaBBbIKAMHU MOCJIENEPEBOAUECKOT O
Onenka «3aUTEHO», | MOCIENepeBOTIECKOrO
CaMOpEeIaKTUPOBAHUS M KOHTPOJIBHOTO PEJAKTHPOBAHUS TEKCTa
«OTIIYHO» CAMODE/IAKTHPOBAHHA M KOHTPONBHOTO | oo
pEeAaKTHUPOBAHMSI TEKCTA NEPEBOAA. p '




Kon xommereninu

I1K-9

Cnocoben
OCYILECTRIISITh
MOCTPENAaKTUPOBAHUE
MallMHHOTO #  (WJIN)
ABTOMAaTHU3UPOBAHHOIO
NepeBoia, BHECEHHUE
HEOOX OUMBIX
CMEBICTIOBBIX,
JIEKCHYECKHUX,
TEPMUHOJIOTUYECKUX U
CTHUIINCTHKO-
rpaMMaTHYECKUX
H3MEHCHUI

VYpoBeHb OocBOCHHUS | MHAMKATOPBI JOCTHXKEHHSI KOMITETCHIIUU Kputepuu onieHnBaHus pe3yabTaToOB 00yUCHHS
KOMIIETEHLIUU

3Haer 3Haer
HenocraTounsrii MK-9.3-1. npuHuunsel  penaktupoBanus | [1K-9.3-1. HE  3HaeT OPUHOUNBI  peJaKTHPOBAaHUS
YPOBCHb MaIHI/IHHOFO/aBTOMaTH?:HpOBaHHOFO MaIHI/IHHOFO/aBTOMaTI/I?;I/IpOBaHHOFO nepeBoia B COOTBETCTBUU C
Onenka nepeBoia B COOTBETCTBUU C TpeOOBaHUSAMH | TPeOOBAHUSAMU HOPM IEpEeBOJA.
«HE3a4TEHOY, HOPM TIepEeBO/A.

«HCYAOBJICTBOPUTECIILHO»

ba30BbIi1 ypoBEHb
OrieHKa, «3aUYTEHOY,
«YIOBJICTBOPUTEIILHO

[MK-9.3-1. npuHOMOB  pelaKTHPOBAHUS
MaIIMHHOT0/aBTOMATH3UPOBAHHOTO
MepeBo/ia B COOTBETCTBUU C TPeOOBaHUAMU
HOPM I1epeBoia.

I1K-9.3-1. AMeEET MIpE/ICTaBJICHUE 0 MPUHITATIAX
PENaKTUPOBAaHUS MAIIMHHOI'O/aBTOMATU3MPOBAHHOIO IEPEBOA
B COOTBETCTBHHU C TPEOOBAHUSMU HOPM IEPEBOJIA.

Cpennuit ypoBeHb

[MK-9.3-1. npuHOMOB  peNaKTHPOBAHUS

I1K-9.3-1. AMeEET MIpE/ICTaBJICHUE 0 MPUHITATIAX

Orenka «3aYTEHO», | MAIIMHHOI0/aBTOMATH3WPOBAHHOIO pPEeNaKTUPOBAHMUS MAIMHHOI'O/aBTOMATU3MPOBAHHOIO IMEPEBOA
«XOPOIIOY MepeBo/ia B COOTBETCTBUU ¢ TPEOOBAHHMSIMH | B COOTBETCTBUM C TPEOOBAaHUSAMH HOPM IIepeBOjaa. 3HaHHUS

HOPM TIEPEBO/IA. HEIOCTATOYHO CTPYKTYPUPOBAHBI
Bricokwii ypoBeHb [MK-9.3-1. npuHnunel  penaktupoBanus | [1K-9.3-1. MIPUHITUTIBI peIaKTHPOBaHUS
Orenka «3aYTEHO», | MAIIMHHOI0/aBTOMATH3WPOBAHHOIO MAaIIMHHOT0/aBTOMAaTHU3UPOBAHHOIO TIEPEBOJIa B COOTBETCTBUH C
COTIIMYHOY IepeBo/ia B COOTBETCTBUU C TPeOOBAHUSIMH | TPEOOBAaHUSAMH HOPM IIEpEBOIA.

HOPM TIEPEBO/IA.

Ymeer

Henocrarounsrii IIK-9.V-1. obpabateiBath | [1K-9.V-1. HE yMeeT 00pabaThIBaTh
YpOBEHb MAIIIMHHbIH/aBTOMaTH3UPOBAHHBIN TEPEBO | MAIIMHHBIN/aBTOMATU3UPOBAHHBIA IIEPEBOM I JOCTHIKCHHS
Orenka JUTSL TOCTIDKEHUST HEOOXOAMMOT0 KauecTBa C | HEOOXOMUMOro KadecTBa C TOYKH 3peHHs TpeOoBaHUI
«HE3aYTCHO, TOYKH 3peHHs TpeOOBaHMIA | aJCKBATHOCTH/9KBUBAJICHTHOCTH
«HEYJIOBJICTBOPUTENBHOY» | aJeKBATHOCTH/9KBUBAJICHTHOCTH
bazoBerit ypoBeHB T1IK-9.V-1. obpabarteBath | [IK-9.Y-1. o00pabaTeiBaTh MAaNTHHHBIN/aBTOMATH3HUPOBAHHBIHA
OreHKa, «3aYTCHO», | MAIIMHHBIN/aBTOMATU3UPOBAHHBINA IEPEBOA | IIEPEBO/I. Hapyiiensr TpeOOBaHUS
«YIIOBIICTBOPUTEIHHOY JUTSL TOCTHDKEHUST HEOOXOIMOr0 Ka4ecTBa C | aJIcKBATHOCTH/3KBUBAJICHTHOCTH.  YMeHHE  c(HOPMHPOBAHO

TOYKH 3peHUS TpeOOBaHUIA | YACTHYHO

aJeKBAaTHOCTH/9KBHUBAJIEHTHOCTH
Cpenuuii ypoBeHb [IK-9.YV-1. obpabateBath | [IK-9.YV-1. o00pabaTpiBaTh MAIIMHHBINA/aBTOMAaTH3WPOBAHHBIN

Orenka
«XOpOIIIO»

«3a4YTCHO»,

MAaIIHHBII/aBTOMATH3UPOBAHHBIN TTEPEBOJT
JUIsl JOCTHXKEHUSI HEOOXOJUMOr0 Ka4ecTBa C

MepeBoy IS JOCTHKEHUS HEOOXOIMMOIO KadyecTBa C TOYKH
3peHus TpeOOBaHWH aJEeKBAaTHOCTH/SKBHUBAICHTHOCTH. Y MEHUE

TOYKH 3peHust TpeOoBaHMi | cHOPMUPOBAHO YACTUIHO
a/ICKBaTHOCTH/IKBHBAJIEHTHOCTH
Bricokuii ypoBeHb [K-9.V-1. obpabateiBath | [IK-9.YV-1. oOpabarbiBaTh MAalIMHHBIA/aBTOMATU3UPOBAHHBIN

Ornenka
«OTJIAYHO»

«3adYTCHO»,

MAaIIHMHHBIH/ aBTOMaTHBHpOBaHHBIfI nepeBoj
I JOCTHXKCHU A HCO6XOZ[I/IMOFO KadeCTBa C

nepeBoa Ajisd JOCTHIKCHUA HGO6XO,[[I/IMOFO KadyeCTBa C TOYKH
3pCHUA Tpe6OBaHHfI a,Z[GKBaTHOCTI/I/ OKBHBAJICHTHOCTH




TOYKHU 3peHus TpeOoBaHMH
a1eKBaTHOCTHU/DKBUBAJIEHTHOCTH

Bnaneer

HenocraTounbrit
YpOBEHb

Orenka

«HE3aYTEHOY,
«HEYJOBJICTBOPUTEIHHOY

[1K-9.B-1. HaBbIKamMu OCTPENAKTHPOBAHUS
MAaIIMHHOT0/aBTOMATH3UPOBAHHOTO
nepeBojia B COOTBETCTBUH C TPEOOBAHMSIMH
HOPM IIepeBo/a.

IIK-9.B-1. He Bnajeer HaBbIKAMH IIOCTPEIAKTUPOBAHUS
MAaIIMHHOT0/aBTOMAaTH3UPOBAHHOTO TIEPEBO/Ia B COOTBETCTBUH C
TpeOOBaHUSAMH HOPM TIEpPEBOIA.

ba30BbIi1 ypoBEHb
OrieHKa, «3aUYTEHOY,
«YIIOBJICTBOPHUTEIHHOY

[1IK-9.B-1. HaBbIKaMu OCTPEAAKTHPOBAHUS
MaIIMHHOT0/aBTOMATH3UPOBAHHOTO
TIepEBO/Ia B COOTBETCTBUH C TPEeOOBAHUAMHU
HOPM IIepeBOJa.

[IK-9.B-1.  6a30BbIMH  HaBBIKAMH  [OCTPEAAKTUPOBAHHUS
MAaIIMHHOT0/aBTOMAaTH3UPOBAHHOTO TIEPEBO/Ia B COOTBETCTBUH C
TpeOOBaHUSIMH HOPM IepeBoja. VICHBITBIBAET TPYIHOCTH IIPHU
JIEMOHCTPAIIMH HABBIKOB

Cpenuuit ypoBeHb
Orenka «3a4TEHOY,
«XOPOIIOY

[1K-9.B-1. HaBbIKaMu OCTPEAAKTHPOBAHUS
MAaIlIMHHOT0/aBTOMATH3UPOBAHHOTO
NepeBojia B COOTBETCTBUH C TPEOOBAHHSIMH
HOPM IIepeBOaA.

I1IK-9.B-1. HaBBIKAMHU IIOCTPENAKTUPOBAHUS
MaIIMHHOT0/aBTOMAaTH3UPOBAHHOTO TIEPEBO/IA B COOTBETCTBUH C
TpeOOBaHUSAMH HOPM IepeBosia. VICIIBITHIBAET HE3HAUUTEIHHbBIE
TPYZHOCTH IIPU JEMOHCTPAIIH HABBIKOB

Bricokuit ypoBeHb
Orenka «3a4TEHOY,
«OTITUYHOY

I1K-9.B-1. HaBBIKaMU TTOCTPETAKTUPOBAHIS
MAaIIMHHOT0/aBTOMATH3UPOBAHHOTO
NIepeBO/Ia B COOTBETCTBUU C TPEOOBAHMSIMH
HOPM TIepEeBOJIA.

TIK-9.B-1. HaBBIKAMH MTOCTPEAAKTHPOBAHUS
MAaIIMHHOT0/aBTOMATH3UPOBAHHOTO TIEPEBO/Ia B COOTBETCTBUH C
TpeOOBAHUIMHI HOPM TIEPEBO/IA.




4. MeTroanueckue MaTepuaJibl, onpeaesiionye mpoueaypsbl

OLICHUBAHUA Pe3yJIbTATOB 00yUYCHHUA

4.1. Onpoc

YceTHbll onpoc - HauboJiee pacpOCTPaHEHHBIH METOJ] KOHTPOJIA 3HAHUN 00ydaluxcs.
IIpy ycTHOM OIpoCe yCTaHaBIMBAETCS HEMOCPEACTBEHHBIM KOHTAaKT MEXKJy IPENOJaBaTeIeM U
y4YaluMcsi, B TIPOILIECCE KOTOPOTO TPENoJaBaTeNb IOIy4aeT INUPOKHE BO3MOKHOCTH IS
W3yUYEHHs] HHIUBHUIyaIbHBIX BO3MOKHOCTEH YCBOCHHSI YUAIIUMUCS YIeOHOTO MaTepuara.

YcrHpIid  ompoc  TpeOyeT OT IpemojaBaTeliss IpeIBapUTENbHOW  TOJATOTOBKH:
TIIATEIBHOTO OTOOpa COJAEp)KaHMs, BCECTOPOHHETO TPOIYMBIBAHHS BOIPOCOB, 3a7ad |
MIPUMEPOB, KOTOpbIE OYyAyT MPESIOKEHbI, MyTell aKTUBU3AIMK JIEATEIbHOCTH BCEX YyYallUXCs
Tpynmbel B TpOIEcCe TPOBEPKH, CO3/JaHUS Ha 3aHATHH JIEJIOBOM W J10OpOXkKemaTenbHOH
00CTaHOBKHU.

OCHOBY YCTHOTO KOHTPOJISI COCTaBJISIET MOHOJIOTUYECKOE BBICKA3bIBAHHE YUAIIECTOCS HITH
BOTIPOCHO-OTBeTHasi (popma — Oecema, B KOTOPOW MPENoaBaTelb CTABUT BOMPOCH M OXKHIACT
OTBETAa yYalllerocs. T0 MOXKET ObITh M paccKa3 CTy/IEHTa 10 ONpEAEICHHON TeMe, a TaKKe ero
o0BsicHeHue i coodmieHne. C IOMOIIBIO OITPOca MOYKHO OXBAaTHTh MPOBEPKOH OJHOBPEMEHHO
BCEX CTYACHTOB TIpyHIlbl, UHTCHCHUBHO AKTHUBU3HWPOBATh HX MbIIIJICHUC, IIaMsATb, BHHUMAaHHC,
YCKOPATh PEUeBYIO0 peakiuio, oOydarouuil 3Q¢ext, a Takke ONpoc JaeT BO3MOXKHOCTbH
OIICHNUBATH (HOCTaBI/ITL OTMeTKI/I) 3a OAMH M TOT K€ OTPE30K BPEMECHH BCCX WU OOJILIIIMHCTBO
yuamuxcs rpynmsl. [Ipu ¢ppoHTanbHOM KOHTpOJIE BCE yJalluecsl HaXOIITCsl B HAPSKEHUH, Tak
KaK 3HAOT, YTO MX B JIIOOYI0O MUHYTY MOTYT BBI3BaTh, MOATOMY MX BHUMAaHHE COCPEIOTOUYEHO, a
MBICIIM CKOHIIEHTPUPOBaHbI BOKPYT TOM pabOThI, KOTOpas BEETCA B IPYIIIE.

4.2. IlucbMeHHbI MepeBo NMpeaycMaTPUBaeT:

- OCYIIECTBJICHHME TEpPEeBOJAUECKOr0 aHaiu3a MCXOJAHOTO TEKCTa, aHalh3 €ro
MOBEPXHOCTHON U BBISBJICHHE TIJIYOMHHOW CMBICIIOBOMl CTPYKTYpbhl, BBISBIICGHHE BCei
coJiepskalieiics B Tekcte nHpopMalnuy, KoTopast MOAJICKHT Mepeiade Mpu MepeBoe;

- BbIOOp OOmIel cTpaTerud IMepeBoja C Y4ETOM €ro CMBICIOBOTO HAMOJIHEHHUS,
(YHKIIMOHATBHO-CTUIMCTUYECKON XapaKTepUCTUKHU, KAHPOBOW MPUHAAICIKHOCTH, a TaKXKe C
y4eToM IIeld, aJipecara MepeBoia U IPyrux SKCTPaTMHIBUCTUYECKUX (DaKTOPOB;

- aQpryMEHTHPOBAHHOE 0O0CHOBAHKE CBOUX MEPEBOJUECKUX PELICHUII;

- oopmileHHEe TeKCTa MepeBOjia B COOTBETCTBUU C HOPMOUM W TUIOJIOTHEH TEKCTOB Ha
SI3BIKE TIEPEBOJIA;

- TpodeCCHOHATBFHOE HCIOIb30BaHUE CIIOBapel, CIPaBOYHUKOB, OAHKOB JaHHBIX W
JIPYTUX UCTOYHUKOB JOTIOJHUTENbHON HHpOpMAIINH;

- TpUMEHEHUE CBOMX 3HAHUN B 00JacTU JHMHTBUCTUKU T[€peBOJIa K OICHKE U
KPUTHYECKOMY aHAJIHN3y YyXKUX MEPEBOIOB, PEIaKTHPOBAHKUE MMChMEHHBIX TEPEBO/IOB.

4.3. AHAIU3 NepeBOI4eCKHX OIHOOK BKIIOUACT B ceOs:

- BBISICHEHHWE NPUYMHBI OIINUOKH, YTOOBI CTYJEHT, 3Has €€, MOl IPUHUMATh IPaBUIbHOE
NEPEBOAYECKOE PELICHNUE;

- T depeHIIMPOBAHHOE TPOTHO3UPOBAHNE U aHAIN3 OIMOOK B COOCTBEHHOM IIE€PEBOJIE -
CTYEHT JI0JDKEH 3HaTh OIIMOKH, KOTOPbIE OH 4YacTO JOMYCKAeT, MOHMMaTh, MOYEMY OH HX
JOITyCKAaeT, U 3HaTh, KaK UX N30€KaTh;

- IIOCJIEJOBATEIbHOE NPHUMEHEHUE KPUTEPHUEB OLIEHKH, KOTOpBIE, B 3aBUCUMOCTU OT
KOHKPETHOM 3a7jauil 00y4eHUsl, TAt0T IPHOPUTET TEM MII UHBIM aCHIEKTaM.



5. MarepuaJbl 1J151 NPOBeleHUS TEKYIIero KOHTPOJISA U MPOMeKYTOYHOM

arrecTalnuu
Omnpoc

Jlexmmsg 1.

Ornpenenenue CTUis Xy105KECTBEHHOM JINTEpaTypHI.
Jlexusg 2.

I'pammaTiveckne 0cCOOEHHOCTH XY/I0KECTBEHHOU PEYH.
Jlexuus 3.

Tpormbl u cTHIIMCTHYECKHE QUTYPHI S3bIKA.

Kontponmupyemsie komnerentun: [1K-1, K-8, TTK-9
OrieHKa KOMIIETEHIIUNA OCYIIECTBIISIETCSI B COOTBETCTBUHM ¢ Tadnwuiieit 4.

e Tekynui KOHTPOJIb —

IMepeBoaueckoe 3axanue (MpuMepbI)
Give the written translation of the extract:

Texkcrt 1.

https://royallib.com/read/Burke James/last car to elysian fields.html#20

Burke J. L. The Last Car to Elysian Fields (2003, Ch.1)

Long before Hispanic and black caricatures acted out self-created roles as gangsters on MTVj
white street gangs in New Orleans fought with chains, steel pipes, and zip guns over urban
territory that a self-respecting Bedouin wouldn't live in. During the 1950s, the territorial war was
between the Cats and the Frats. Frats lived uptown, in the Garden District and along St. Charles
Avenue. Cats lived in the Irish Channel, or downtown or in the projects or out by the Industrial
Canal. Cats were usually Irish or Italian or a mixture of both, parochial school bust-outs who
rolled drunks and homosexuals and group-stomped their adversaries, giving no quarter and
asking for none in return. In a back-alley, chain-swinging rumble, their ferocity and raw
physical courage could probably be compared only to that of their historical cousins in Southie,
the Five Points, and Hell's Kitchen. Along Bourbon Street, after twelve on Saturday nights, the
Dixieland bands would pack up their instruments and be replaced by rock 'n' roll groups that
played until sunrise. The kids spilling out the front doors of Sharkey Bonnano's Dream Room,
drinking paper cup beer and smoking cigarettes on the sidewalks, their motorcycle caps and
leather jackets rippling with neon, made most tourists wet their pants. But Jumpin' Merchie
Flannigan could not be easily categorized as a blue-collar street kid who had made good in the
larger world. In fact, | always had suspicions that Jumpin' Merchie joined a gang for reasons
very different from his friends in the Iberville. Unlike most of them, he was not only streetwise
but good in school and naturally intelligent. Merchie's problem really wasn't Merchie. It was his
parents. In New lberia Merchie's father was thought of as a decent but weak and ineffectual


https://royallib.com/read/Burke_James/last_car_to_elysian_fields.html#20

man whose rundown religious store was almost an extension of its owner's personality. Many
nights a sympathetic police officer would take Mr. Flannigan out the back door of the Frederic
Hotel bar and drive him to his house by the railroad tracks. Merchie's mother tried to compensate
for the father's failure by constantly treating Merchie as a vulnerable child, protecting him,
making him wear short pants at school until he was in the fifth grade, denying him entry into a
world that to her was as unloving as her marriage. But | always felt her protectiveness was of a
selfish kind, and in reality she was not only sentimental rather than loving, she could also be
terribly cruel.  After the family moved to New Orleans and took up life in the Iberville, Merchie
became known as a mama's boy who was anybody's punching bag or hard-up pump. But at age
fifteen, he threw a black kid from the Gird Town Deuces off a fire escape onto the cab of a
passing produce truck, then outraced a half dozen cops across a series of rooftops, finally leaping
out into space, plummeting two stories through the ceiling of a massage parlor. His newly
acquired nickname cost him a broken leg and a one-bit in the Louisiana reformatory, but Jumpin'
Merchie Flannigan came back to Canal Street and the Iberville Project with magic painted on
him.  When | called him at home he was gregarious and ingratiating, and said he wanted to see
me. In fact, he said it with such sincerity that | believed him. His home, of which he was very
proud, was a gray architectural monstrosity designed to look like a medieval castle, inside acres
of pecan and live oak trees, all of it in an unzoned area that mixed pipe yards and welding shops
with thoroughbred horse barns and red-clay tennis courts. He greeted me in the front yard,
athletic, trim, wearing pleated tan slacks, half-top, slip-on boots, and a polo shirt, his long hair so
blond it was almost white, a VV-shaped receded area at the part the only sign of age I could see in
him. The yard was covered in shadow now, the chrysanthemums denting in the wind, the sky
veined with electricity. In the midst of it all Merchie seemed to glow not so much with health
and prosperity as confidence that God was truly in His heaven and there was justice in the world
for a kid from the Iberville. He meshed his fingers, as though making a tent, then pointed the

tips at me.
"You were out at the Crudup farm in St. James Parish today,” he said.
"Who told you?" I asked.
"I'm trying to clean up the place," he replied.
"Think it might take a hydrogen bomb?"

"So give me the gen on it," he said.

Texcr 2
https://onlinereadfreenovel.com/tony-abbott/page,2,63116-sorcerer.html
Abbott T. Sorcerer (2015, Ch 1.)

“Much worse!” added Kem. “I’ve seen him in action. I know. He does terrible stuff.” The troll
gasped at Kem. “Did your dog just say something? It sounded almost like ... words!” Kem
grumbled. “Oh, let him hear me, Sparr. It’s so boring talking only to you.” I chuckled, then
snapped my fingers with a brief whisper. When Kem spoke this time, repeating what he had first
said, the troll understood every word. Beffo’s eyes went wide. “Well, you’re certainly both very
strange. And magical! Perhaps if | offer you soup you won’t put a spell on us? Besides, with this
storm, there’s no getting off the island until nightfall, so you might as well share our meal with



us!” I narrowed my eyes at the troll. “How do you know how long the storm will last?” He
took the ladle from the monkey and stirred his giant pot so vigorously that it hissed. “I study the
clouds, you know. That’s my thing. So, now, tell me. What is your name?”  “Lord Sparr,” I
said. “Sorcerer! Magician!” “Magician!” he yelped. “I love magic! In fact, I like to imagine I’'m
a great and powerful wizard who can change shape and travel around in time! But, hee-hee, I’'m
simply a troll!” At that moment, the doors creaked open and four more green monkeys trotted
in. They chirped and chattered to one another when they saw Kem and me, then settled by the
fire next to Beffo. “You know,” I said, observing the monkeys closely, “if we weren’t almost
halfway across the world, I’d say your friends are monkeys from the Bangledorn Forest». A
sudden wind moved over the jungle outside and, as before, it sang with the sound of chimes.
What caused me to clutch the stone in my pocket then, I cannot say. But as I did, the troll’s fire
leaped up around the pot, licking its sides with tongues of gold. Whether the flames suddenly
affected me, or | was influencing them, or it was the bump on my head, or the strange and
beautiful island itself, 1 do not know. But | could not take my eyes from the fire. And it seemed
to me that the tighter | held that black stone, the more | began to see shapes appearing among the
hearth’s dancing wisps of flame. At once, | began to remember things from when | was a boy. |
was overcome with recollections of times gone by. A long-forgotten story surfaced from the
depths of my memory. My eyes stung, and | closed them. “What is it?” said the troll, sipping
from his ladle, then continuing to stir. “You want to travel in time, old fellow? Well, I’ll take
you back. I’m beginning to remember something ... about myself....” “Oh, wonderful,” snorted
Kem. “This is all he needs. An audience to listen to him talk about himself. You’ll never stop
him now.” The more the flames flitted up the sides of the pot, the more | seemed to see a figure.
No ... two figures. They were running....

Tekct 3
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Solomon S.  Sabbath (2018, Ch 1.)

“Damn, rush hour traffic’s brutal,” my father complained, though the words he actually used
were a bit more colorful. Forehead wrinkled, he slammed his hand on the steering wheel. For all
the movement on it, the Belt Parkway to Brooklyn might as well have been a sculpture garden.
Car engines revved next to us, in front of us, behind us. That September afternoon was
unseasonably hot. As if the rubber had melted and fused to the pavement, tires tried fruitlessly to
inch ahead. With no air-conditioning in our 1961 Buick Roadmaster, the windows were cranked
down so that an ocean breeze could cool us. Except there was no breeze. The only relief from the
monotony of an endless train of cars was a few billowing sails on the Atlantic Ocean beyond the
wide sandbar that lined the road. “Damn!” Dad leaned on the horn. The smell of smoke from
tailpipes drifted through my window. Maybe the carbon monoxide would kill me, | thought.
Hoped. | wasn't looking forward to what loomed ahead. Dinner with my grandparents. Boring.
Instead of a night with my friends, I’d wind up watching television while my parents and
grandparents talked about old people I didn’t know. If my prayer was answered, the traffic would
annoy my father enough that he’d turn us around and head back home. «Knock off the attitude,”
Dad said. | screwed up my face. How did he always know what | was thinking? One day short



of fifteen, | sulked in the back seat. My brother, four years younger, squirmed next to me, his
hair Brillcreamed back, his shirttail pulled from his chinos. “Get off me!” I hissed at him. He
reached for my hair. “Ouch! Make him stop.” I smacked his hand. Without turning around, my
mother said, “Robert, don’t tease your sister.” My brother stuck his tongue out then tried to hug
me. There was a bump when | shoved him against the door, as far from me as he could get and
still be in the car. “Stop it, Susan.” My father eyed me in the rearview mirror. Fine. Now it was
my fault? “Put your lip back in,” my mother said. “What’s the matter with you?” Robert started
acting up and | got blamed—what did she think was the matter? “Can’t you do something about
this, Lou?” My mother leaned forward, as if that would propel us past the line of cars blocking
our way. “Pull off at the next exit, and take side streets. We’re going to be so late.” Dad stared
straight ahead. «Wouldn’t be caught in this traffic if you’d have let me stay home,” I muttered.
“Susan!” Dad said. “What? It’s Friday. All the kids are gonna be at Kathy’s house. Not me. I’'m
gonna have dinner with Grandma and Grandpa.” I saw my father’s shoulders tense. “Knock of
the sarcasm.” Reflected in the rearview mirror, his lips were as tight as the line of cars in front of
us. Mom touched his arm, then twisted to look at me over the back of her seat. “Grandma
specifically asked to see you.” In the silent language of mothers and daughters, her eyes added,
Please stop complaining. Three weeks ago my grandmother had been rushed to Downstate
Medical Center, her lungs filled with fluid. Congestive heart failure, my parents had called it.
That morning the doctor had signed her release. “I can see her any time. Why’d it have to be
tonight? Kathy’s having a party.” “Because tomorrow’s your birthday,” Mom said. “She’s afraid
she might not be here for many more.” “Yeah, but...” “That’s enough, Susan!” Dad’s voice,
sounding like that of my high school’s principal, warned that his patience had worn as thin as his
lips. His blue eyes were locked on the road ahead, searching for a break in the line of traffic. A
clear space he could race into and get to his mother a moment sooner.

Tekct 4
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Berendt J. Midnight in the Garden of Good and Evil (1999, Ch.18)

Minerva looked across the table at Williams. “You done, baby?”

“Yes,” he said.

“Okay. Now, you know how dead time works. Dead time lasts for one hour—from half an hour
before midnight to half an hour after midnight. The half hour before midnight is for doin’ good.
The half hour after midnight is for doin’ evil.” “Right,” said Williams. “Seems like we need a
little of both tonight,” said Minerva, “so we best be on our way. Put the paper in your pocket
where the dimes is, and take your bottle of water. We goin’ to the flower garden.”

Minerva picked up her shopping bag and headed out the back door. We followed close behind
as she made her way down the lane with a slow and ponderous stride. As she approached the
next house, an old man got up from a chair on the porch and went inside. A window in another
house closed. A door shut somewhere. Two men standing beside an oleander bush parted when
they caught sight of Minerva and withdrew into the darkness. In a few moments, we reached the
end of the lane. The sliver of a new moon hung like a slender cradle over a grove of tall, dark
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trees. We were at the edge of a graveyard. On the far side, a hundred yards beyond the trees, a
floodlit basketball court cast a pale gray light into the graveyard. A boy was bouncing a ball and
taking shots at the basketball hoop. Thunk, thunk, thunk ... proinnng. Otherwise, the graveyard
was deserted.

“A lot a people does this kind of work,” Minerva said. “But it look like we got the garden all to
ourselves tonight.”

We walked single file into the graveyard, taking a winding route and stopping finally at a grave
under a large cedar tree. My first thought was that this was a new grave, because unlike the
others the soil appeared to be freshly spread on top of it. Minerva knelt by the headstone. She
reached into the shopping bag and gave Williams a trowel.

“Go to the other end and dig a hole four inches deep with this spade,” she said. “Drop one of
the dimes into it and cover it up.” Williams did as she said. The earth came up with no effort at
all. The grave had clearly been dug into and churned so often that the soil was as loose as sand in
a sandbox.

| stood a few yards back and watched. Minerva and Williams were like two people kneeling at
the opposite ends of a picnic blanket. They faced each other over the bones of Dr. Buzzard.

“Now’s the time for doin’ good,” said Minerva. “First we gotta get that boy to ease off a little.
Tell me somethin’ about him.”

“He tried to kill me,” said Williams.

“I know that. Tell me something before that.”

“Well.” Williams cleared his throat. “Danny was always getting into fights. He got mad at his
landlord once and threw a chair through the man’s window. Then he went outside and tore up his
car with a brick. Another time, he got angry at an exterminator who’d been hired to spray his
apartment, so he punched him in the eye, banged his head on the pavement and then later, after
the man had sworn out a police warrant against him, took a baseball bat and chased him around
Madison Square, screaming that he was going to kill him. He bragged to me once that he’d fired
five shots from a pistol at some guy on a motorcycle because the guy was trying to date the same
barmaid Danny was seeing at the time. One bullet hit the guy in the foot. His mother had to get
police protection from him. She took out a peace warrant against him, which meant if he came
within fifty feet of her he’d be arrested.”

Minerva wrapped her arms around herself and shivered. “It ain’t doin’ no good,” she said.
“That boy is still workin’ hard against you.” She thought for a moment. “Tell me somethin’ good
he done.”

“I can’t think of anything,” said Williams.

“All he ever done was bad things? What made him happy?”’

“His Camaro,” said Williams. “He loved that Camaro. He used to zoom around in it and see
how many wheels he could get off the ground at once. If he turned a corner real fast, he could
usually get two wheels in the air. When he drove out to Tybee, he liked to shoot up over that
bump in the road leading onto the Lazaretto Creek Bridge, because if he hit it just right he could
get all four wheels off the ground at the same time. He loved doing that. He wouldn’t let
anybody touch that car. It was his pride and joy. He painted it with a spray can, flat black, just
the way he wanted it. He’d spend hours fixing it and cleaning it and painting those racing stripes
on it. And he was very good at that, painting those stripes and the little curlicues. He was very
creative. That’s something most people didn’t understand about Danny. He was an artist. He
flunked every subject in school but art. He always got an A in art. Of course, his talent wasn’t



developed. He didn’t have the patience. I have a couple of his paintings. They’re full of fantasy
and they’re wild, but you can see he had talent. I used to tell him, ‘Danny, do something with
this. You’re good at it.” But he could never apply himself to anything. He never got past the
eighth grade, but he was quickwitted and bright. One time | paid him to dismantle two crystal
chandeliers at Mercer House and clean them. When he was just about finished reassembling
them, I noticed he’d attached all the little prisms backwards. There were hundreds of them. I
explained that each of the prisms was like a diamond ring and that the flat surface had to face out
and the pointed surface had to face inward, otherwise it wouldn’t sparkle. I told him he’d have to
take them all off and put them back on the right way. I said I’d pay him for the extra time it took.
Well, he looked at that chandelier. He looked at it real long like it was a rattlesnake. Then he
climbed down from the ladder and said, ‘The hell with it. I’'m outta here. I ain’t servin’ no prism
sentence!’ I laughed at his pun. I thought it was delightful. He turned around and stormed out of
the house, but I could see the corner of his mouth was turned up in a little grin. It pleased him
that I’d laughed at his joke.”

Minerva smiled. “I felt him backin’ off a little,” she said.

“What do you mean?” asked Williams.

“I felt it just as you was sayin’ those things about him. I felt that boy ease up some.”

“Why do you suppose that happened?”” Williams asked.

“He heard you say you loved him,” Minerva said.
“What?! But that’s ... he tried to kill me!”
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W. Somerset Maugham  «Asenden or the British Agent» (1928, Ch. 1)

It was not till the beginning of September that Ashenden, a writer by profession, who had
been abroad at the outbreak of the war, managed to get back to England. He chanced soon after
his arrival to go to a party and was there introduced to a middle-aged Colonel whose name he did
not catch. He had some talk with him. As he was about to leave this officer came up to him and
asked:

"I say, | wonder if you'd mind coming to see me. I'd rather like to have a chat with you."
"Certainly," said Ashenden. "Whenever you like."

"What about to-morrow at eleven?"”

"All right."

"I'll just write down my address. Have you a card on you?"

Ashenden gave him one and on this the Colonel scribbled in pencil the name of a street and the
number of a house. When Ashenden walked along next morning to keep his appointment he
found himself in a street of rather vulgar red-brick houses in a part of London that had once been
fashionable, but was now fallen in the esteem of the house-hunter who wanted a good address.
On the house at which Ashenden had been asked to call there was a board up to announce that it
was for sale, the shutters were closed and there was no sign that anyone lived in it. He rang the
bell and the door was opened by a non-commissioned officer so promptly that he was startled.
He was not asked his business, but led immediately into a long room at the back, once evidently
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a dining-room, the florid decoration of which looked oddly out of keeping with the office
furniture, shabby and sparse, that was in it. It gave Ashenden the impression of a room in which
the brokers had taken possession. The Colonel, who was known in the Intelligence Department,
as Ashenden later discovered, by the letter R., rose when he came in and shook hands with him.
He was a man somewhat above the middle height, lean, with a yellow, deeply-lined face, thin
grey hair and a toothbrush moustache. The thing immediately noticeable about him was the
closeness with which his blue eyes were set. He only just escaped a squint. They were hard and
cruel eyes, and very wary; and they gave him a cunning, shifty look. Here was a man that you
could neither like nor trust at first sight. His manner was pleasant and cordial. He asked
Ashenden a good many questions and then, without further to-do, suggested that he had
particular qualifications for the secret service. Ashenden was acquainted with several European
languages and his profession was excellent cover; on the pretext that he was writing a book he
could without attracting attention visit any neutral country. It was while they were discussing this
point that R. said:

"You know you ought to get material that would be very useful to you in your work."

"I shouldn't mind that," said Ashenden.

"I'll tell you an incident that occurred only the other day and | can vouch for its truth. I thought at
the time it would make a damned good story. One of the French ministers went down to Nice to
recover from a cold and he had some very important documents with him that he kept in a
dispatch-case. They were very important indeed. Well, a day or two after he arrived he picked up
a yellow-haired lady at some restaurant or other where there was dancing, and he got very
friendly with her. To cut a long story short, he took her back to his hotel—of course it was a very
imprudent thing to do—and when he came to himself in the morning the lady and the dispatch-
case had disappeared. They had one or two drinks up in his room and his theory is that when his
back was turned the woman slipped a drug into his glass."

R. finished and looked at Ashenden with a gleam in his close-set eyes.

"Dramatic, isn't it?" he asked.
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W. SOMERSET MAUGHAM BOOKS AND YOU 1940 (Ch.1)

One isn't always as careful of what one says as one should be. When | stated in a book of
mine called The Summing Up that young people often came to me for advice on the books they
would do well to read, I did not reckon with the consequences. | received a multitude of letters
from all manner of persons, asking me what the advice was that | gave. | answered them as best |
could, but it is not possible to deal fully with such a matter in a private letter; and as many people
seem to desire such guidance as | can offer, it has occurred to me that they might like to have a
brief account of what suggestions | have to make from my own experience for pleasant and
profitable reading. The first thing | want to insist on is that reading should be enjoyable. Of
course, there are many books that we all have to read, either to pass examinations or to acquire
information, from which it is impossible to extract enjoyment. We are reading them for
instruction, and the best we can hope is that our need for it will enable us to get through them
without tedium. Such books we read with resignation rather than with alacrity. But that is not the
sort of reading | have in mind. The books I shall mention in due course will help you neither to
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get a degree nor to earn your living, they will not teach you to sail a boat or get a stalled motor to
run, but they will help you to live more fully. That, however, they cannot do unless you enjoy
reading them. The "you™ | address is the adult whose avocations give him a certain leisure and
who would like to read the books which cannot without loss be left unread. I do not address the
bookworm. He can find his own way. His curiosity leads him along many unfrequented paths
and he gathers delight in the discovery of half-forgotten excellence. | wish to deal only with the
masterpieces which the consensus of opinion for a long time has accepted as supreme. We are all
supposed to have read them; it is a pity that so few of us have. But there are masterpieces which
are acknowledged to be such by all the best critics and to which the historians of literature devote
considerable space, yet which no ordinary person can now read with enjoyment. They are
important to the student, but changing times and changing tastes have robbed them of their
savour and it is hard to read them now without an effort of will. Let me give one instance: | have
read George Eliot's Adam Bede, but I cannot put my hand on my heart and say that it was with
pleasure. | read it from a sense of duty: | finished it with a sigh of relief.

Now of such books as this I mean to say nothing. Every man is his own best critic.
Whatever the learned say about a book, however unanimous they are in their praise of it, unless
it interests you it is no business of yours. Don't forget that critics often make mistakes, the
history of criticism is full of the blunders the most eminent of them have made, and you who
read are the final judge of the value to you of the book you are reading. This, of course, applies
to the books I am going to recommend to your attention. We are none of us exactly like everyone
else, only rather like, and it would be unreasonable to suppose that the books that have meant a
great deal to me should be precisely those that will mean a great deal to you. But they are books
that | feel the richer for having read, and I think I should not be quite the man I am if | had not
read them. And so | beg of you, if any of you who read these pages are tempted to read the books
| suggest and cannot get on with them, just put them down; they will be of no service to you if
you do not enjoy them. No one is under an obligation to read poetry or fiction or the
miscellaneous literature which is classed as belles-lettres. (I wish I knew the English term for
this, but I don't think there is one.) He must read them for pleasure, and who can claim that what
pleases one man must necessarily please another? But let no one think that pleasure is immoral.
Pleasure in itself is a great good, all pleasure, but its consequences may be such that the sensible
person eschews certain varieties of it. Nor need pleasure be gross and sensual. They are wise in
their generation who have discovered that intellectual pleasure is the most satisfying and the
most enduring. It is well to acquire the habit of reading. There are few sports in which you can
engage to your own satisfaction after you have passed the prime of life; there are no games
except patience, chess problems and crossword puzzles that you can play without someone to
play them with you. Reading suffers from no such disadvantages; there is no occupation—except
perhaps needlework, but that leaves the restless spirit at liberty—which you can more easily take
up at any moment, for any period, and more easily put aside when other calls press upon you;
there is no other amusement that can be obtained in these happy days of public libraries and
cheap editions at so small a cost. To acquire the habit of reading is to construct for yourself a
refuge from almost all the miseries of life. Almost all, | say, for I would not go so far as to
pretend that to read a book will assuage the pangs of hunger or still the pain of unrequited love;
but half a dozen good detective stories and a hot-water bottle will enable anyone to snap his
fingers at the worst cold in the head. But who is going to acquire the habit of reading for
reading's sake, if he is bidden to read books that bore him?
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Belloc H.  Mr. Clutterbuck's Election (1908, Ch.1)

TowaARDSs the end of the late Queen Victoria's reign there resided in the suburban town of
Croydon a gentleman of the name of Clutterbuck, who, upon a modest capital inherited from his
father, contrived by various negotiations at his office in the City of London to gain an income of
now some seven hundred, now more nearly a thousand, pounds in the year. It will be
remembered that a war of unprecedented dimensions was raging, at the time of which I speak, in
the sub-continent of South Africa. The President of the South African Republic, thinking the
moment propitious for a conquest of our dominions, had invaded our territory after an ultimatum
of incredible insolence, and, as though it were not sufficient that we should grapple foe to foe
upon equal terms, the whole weight of the Orange Free State was thrown into the scale against
us. The struggle against the combined armies which had united to destroy this country was long
and arduous, and had we been compelled to rely upon our regular forces alone things might have
gone ill. As it was, the enthusiasm of Colonial manhood and the genius of the generals prevailed.
The names of Kitchener, Methuen, Baden-Powell, and Rhodes will ever remain associated with
that of the Commander-in-Chief himself, Lord Roberts, who in less than three years from the
decisive victory of Paardeburg imposed peace upon the enemy. Their territories were annexed in
a series of thirty-seven proclamations, and form to-day the brightest jewel in the Imperial crown.
These facts—which must be familiar to many of my readers—I only recall in order to show what
influence they had in the surprising revolutions of fortune which enabled Mr. Clutterbuck to pass
from ease to affluence, and launched him upon public life. The business which Mr. Clutterbuck
had inherited from his father was a small agency chiefly concerned with the Baltic trade. This
business had declined; for Mr. Clutterbuck's father had failed to follow the rapid concentration of
commercial effort which is the mark of our time. But Mr. Clutterbuck had inherited, besides the
business, a sum of close upon ten thousand pounds in various securities: it was upon the
manipulation of this that he principally depended, and though he maintained the sign of the old
agency at the office, it was the cautious buying and selling of stocks which he carefully watched,
various opportunities of promotion in a small way, commissions, and occasional speculations in
kind, that procured his constant though somewhat irregular income. To these sources he would
sometimes add private advances or covering mortgages upon the stock of personal friends. It was
a venture of the latter sort which began the transformation of his life. The last negotiations of the
war were not yet wholly completed, nor had the coronation of his present Majesty taken place
when, in the early summer of 1902, a neighbour of the name of Boyle called one evening at Mr.
Clutterbuck’s house.

Mr. Boyle, a man of Mr. Clutterbuck's own age, close upon fifty, and himself a bachelor,
had long enjoyed the acquaintance both of Mr. Clutterbuck and of his wife. Some years ago,
indeed, when Mr. Boyle resided at the EIms, the acquaintance had almost ripened into
friendship, but Mr. Boyle's ill-health, not unconnected with financial worries, and later his
change of residence to John Bright Gardens had somewhat estranged the two households. It was
therefore with a certain solemnity that Mr. Boyle was received into the neat sitting-room where
the Clutterbucks were accustomed to pass the time between tea and the hour of their retirement.
They were shocked to see how aged Mr. Boyle appeared: he formed, as he sat there opposite



them, the most complete contrast with the man whose counsel and support he had come to seek.
For Mr. Clutterbuck was somewhat stout in figure, of a roundish face with a thick and short
moustache making a crescent upon it. He was bald as to the top of his head, and brushed across it
a large thin fan of his still dark hair. His forehead was high, since he was bald; his complexion
healthy. But Mr. Boyle, clean-shaven, with deep-set, restless grey eyes, and a forehead
ornamented with corners, seemed almost foreign; so hard were the lines of his face and so
abundant his curly and crisp grey hair. His gestures also were nervous. He clasped and unclasped
his hands, and as he delivered—at long intervals—his first common-place remarks, his eyes
darted from one object to another, but never met his host's: he was very ill.His evident hesitation
instructed Mrs. Clutterbuck that he had come upon some important matter; she therefore
gathered up the yellow satin centre, upon the embroidery of which she had been engaged, and
delicately left the room. When she had noiselessly shut the door behind her, Mr. Boyle, looking
earnestly at the fire, said abruptly: "What | have come about to-night, Mr. Clutterbuck, is a
business proposition.” Having said this, he extended the fore and middle fingers of his right hand
in the gesture of an episcopal benediction, and tapped them twice upon the palm of his left;
which done, he repeated his phrase: "A business proposition”; cleared his throat and said no
more.

Tekcr 8.
Berendt J. Midnight in the Garden of Good and Evil (1999, Ch.25)

Mrs. Strong’s own daughter, Dutton, was an angel-faced beauty with long red hair and not the
slightest inclination to be a princess or a ballerina, both of which Mrs. Strong had set her heart
on. Dutton obediently started ballet lessons at the age of four, and soon she was dancing with her
mother’s ballet company. Dutton’s debutante party was the only one ever held at the Telfair
museum; Vera Strong hired Peter Duchin and his orchestra and commissioned a twelve-foot ice
sculpture of the Eiffel Tower to highlight the “April in Paris” theme of the party. It was not until
Dutton went away to school that a streak of independence began to assert itself. She skipped
classes, stopped dancing, and finally dropped out of school. She came back home to Savannah,
where she spent a year aimlessly hanging around the house and doing battle with her mother. “I
never wanted to be a ballerina!” Dutton would bellow. “You’re the one who wanted to be a
ballerina!” But Mrs. Strong would have none of it. “That’s nonsense! You loved dancing, or you
never would have been so good at it!” After one especially energetic quarrel, Dutton stormed out
of the house and moved into an apartment with an older woman who had been her mother’s
poodle breeder. Dutton cut her long hair short, took to wearing jeans instead of skirts, put on
weight, and stopped wearing lipstick. Then one afternoon she came to see her mother to
announce that she had at long last decided on a career. She would go to the police academy and
become a Savannah cop. Vera Strong took the news with uncharacteristic calm. “If that’s what
you really want,” she said, “I pray it turns out to be everything you’re hoping for.” Mrs. Strong
attended her daughter’s graduation at the police academy with a pasted-on smile. She wore the
same smile at Christmas dinner when her daughter, the former ballerina-debutante, arrived
wearing a navy-blue polyester pants suit with a .38 revolver on one hip and a Mace can and
handcuffs on the other. Refusing to admit defeat, Vera Strong decided to view her daughter’s
choice of profession as a selfless gesture of civic-mindedness rather than a betrayal of the family



heritage. In the spring, she called the Oglethorpe Club to reserve a table for Easter dinner,
making a point of telling the club manager that Dutton would be going on duty immediately
afterward and would therefore be in uniform. Sensing a crisis of protocol, the manager demurred
and said he would have to confer with the board. Ten minutes later he called back with profound
apologies: The no-trousers rule for women had never been lifted before and the board dared not
do it now. Mrs. Strong forthwith denounced the manager, the board, and the Oglethorpe Club as
only she could do. She then slammed down the telephone and booked a table at the more
amenable but less exclusive Chatham Club. The Savannah Morning News proved to be more
tractable than the Oglethorpe Club. Stung by Mrs. Strong’s vituperative letter, the paper
reinstated its society gossip column. Understandably, the column never made reference to the
red-headed ballerina and her astonishing leap from Coppélia to cop, or to the continuing anguish
that it caused her mother.

Tekct 9.
THREE MEN IN A BOAT, J.K. Jerome (extract)

We got out at Sonning, and went for a walk round the village. It is the most fairy-like little
nook on the whole river. It is more like a stage village than one built of bricks and mortar. Every
house is smothered in roses, and now, in early June, they were bursting forth in clouds of dainty
splendour. If you stop at Sonning, put up at the "Bull,” behind the church. It is a veritable picture
of an old country inn, with green, square courtyard in front, where, on seats beneath the trees, the
old men group of an evening to drink their ale and gossip over village politics; with low, quaint
rooms and latticed windows, and awkward stairs and winding passages.

We roamed about sweet Sonning for an hour or so, and then, it being too late to push on
past Reading, we decided to go back to one of the Shiplake islands, and put up there for the
night. It was still early when we got settled, and George said that, as we had plenty of time, it
would be a splendid opportunity to try a good, slap-up supper. He said he would show us what
could be done up the river in the way of cooking, and suggested that, with the vegetables and the
remains of the cold beef and general odds and ends, we should make an Irish stew.

It seemed a fascinating idea. George gathered wood and made a fire, and Harris and |
started to peel the potatoes. | should never have thought that peeling potatoes was such an
undertaking. The job turned out to be the biggest thing of its kind that | had ever been in. We
began cheerfully, one might almost say skittishly, but our light-heartedness was gone by the time
the first potato was finished. The more we peeled, the more peel there seemed to be left on; by
the time we had got all the peel off and all the eyes out, there was no potato left - at least none
worth speaking of. George came and had a look at it - it was about the size of a pea-nut. He said:
- Oh, that won't do! You're wasting them. You must scrape them.



Tekcr 10.
TO SIR, WITH LOVE by E.R.Braithwaite (extract)

Each Friday morning the whole school spent the pre-recess pe-riod in writing their Weekly
Review. This was one of the old Man's pet schemes: and one about which he would brook no
interference. Each child would review the events of his school week in his own words, in his own
way; he was free to comment, to criticise, to agree or disagree, with any person, subject or method, as
long as it was in some way associated with the school. No one and nothing was sacred, from the

Headmaster down, and the child, moreover, was safe from any form of reprisal.

"Look at it this way," Mr. Florian said. "It is of advantage to both pupils and teacher. If a child
wants to write about something which matters to him, he will take some pains to set it down as
carefully and with as much detail as possible; that must in some way improve his written English in
terms of spelling, constructionand style. Week by week we are able, through his review, to follow and
observe his progress in such things. As for the teachers, we soon get a pretty good idea what the
children think of us and whether or not we are getting close to them... You will discover that these
children are reasonably fair, even when they comment on us. If we are careless about our clothing,
manners or person they will soon notice it, and it would be pointless to be angry with them for
pointing such things out. Finally, from the reviews, the sensibleteacher will observe the trend of

individual and collective interests and plan his work accordingly.”’

On the first Friday of my association with the class | was anxious to discover what sort of figure
| cut in front of them, and what kind of comment they would make about me. I read through some of
the reviews at lunch-time, and must admit to a mixture of relief and disappointment at discovering
that, apart from mentioning that they had a new "blackie™ teacher, very little attention was given to me
... It occurred to me that they probably imagined I would be as transient as my many predecessors, and
therefore saw no point in wasting either time or effort in writing about me. But if | had made so little
impression on them, it must be my own fault, | decided. It was up to me to find some way to get

through to them.

Thereafter | tried very hard to be a successful teacher with my class, but somehow, as day
followed day in painful procession, | realized that | was not making the grade. | bought and read
books on the psychology of teaching in an effort to discover some way of providing the children with
the sort of intellectual challenge to which they would respond, but the suggested methods somehow
did not meet my particular need, and just did not work. It was as if | were trying to reach the children

through a thick pane of glass, so remote and uninterested they seemed.



Texkcr 11.
THE ORPHANED SWIMMING POOL by John Updike (extract)

Marriages, like chemical unions, release upon dissolution packets of the energy locked up
in their bonding. There is the piano no one wants, the cocker spaniel no one can take care of.
Shelves of books suddenly stand revealed as burdensomely dated and unlikely to be reread;
indeed, it is difficult to remember who read them in the first place. And what of those old skis in
the attic? Or the doll house waiting to be repaired in the basement? The piano goes out of tune,
the dog goes mad. The summer that the Turners got their divorce, their swimming pool had
neither a master nor a mistress, though the sun beat down day after day, and a state of drought
was declared in Connecticut.

It was a young pool, only two years old, of the fragile type fashioned by laying a plastic
liner within a carefully carved hole in the ground. The Turners' side yard looked infernal while it
was being done; one bulldozer sank into the mud and had to be pulled free by another. But by
midsummer the new grass was sprouting, the encircling flagstones were in place, the blue plastic
tinted the water a heavenly blue, and it had to be admitted that the Turners had scored again.
They were always a little in advance of their friends. He was a tall, hairy-backed man with long
arms, and a nose flattened by football, and a sullen look of too much blood; she was a fine-boned
blonde with dry blue eyes and lips usually held parted and crinkled as if about to ask a
worrisome, or whimsical, question. They never seemed happier, nor their marriage healthier,
than those two summers. They grew brown and supple and smooth with swimming. Ted would
begin his day with a swim, before dressing to catch the train, and Linda would hold court all day
amid crowds of wet matrons and children, and Ted would return from work to find a poolside
cocktail party in progress, and the couple would end their day at midnight, when their friends
had finally left, by swimming nude, before bed. What ecstasy! In darkness the water felt mild as
milk and buoyant as helium, and the swimmers became giants, gliding from side to side in a
single languorous stroke.

Tekcr 12.
THE LOTTERY by Shirley Jackson (extract)

The morning of June 27th was clear and sunny, with the fresh warmth of a full-summer
day; the flowers were blossoming profusely and the grass was richly green. The people of the
village began to gather in the square, between the post office and the bank, around ten o'clock; in
some towns there were so many people that the lottery took two days and had to be started on
June 2th. but in this village, where there were only about three hundred people, the whole lottery
took less than two hours, so it could begin at ten o'clock in the morning and still be through in
time to allow the villagers to get home for noon dinner.

The children assembled first, of course. School was recently over for the summer, and the
feeling of liberty sat uneasily on most of them; they tended to gather together quietly for a while
before they broke into boisterous play. and their talk was still of the classroom and the teacher,
of books and reprimands. Bobby Martin had already stuffed his pockets full of stones, and the
other boys soon followed his example, selecting the smoothest and roundest stones; Bobby and
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Harry Jones and Dickie Delacroix-- the villagers pronounced this name "Dellacroy"--eventually
made a great pile of stones in one corner of the square and guarded it against the raids of the
other boys. The girls stood aside, talking among themselves, looking over their shoulders at the
boys. and the very small children rolled in the dust or clung to the hands of their older brothers
or sisters.

Soon the men began to gather. surveying their own children, speaking of planting and rain,
tractors and taxes. They stood together, away from the pile of stones in the corner, and their
jokes were quiet and they smiled rather than laughed. The women, wearing faded house dresses
and sweaters, came shortly after their menfolk. They greeted one another and exchanged bits of
gossip as they went to join their husbands. Soon the women, standing by their husbands, began
to call to their children, and the children came reluctantly, having to be called four or five times.
Bobby Martin ducked under his mother's grasping hand and ran, laughing, back to the pile of
stones. His father spoke up sharply, and Bobby came quickly and took his place between his
father and his oldest brother.

The lottery was conducted--as were the square dances, the teen club, the Halloween
program--by Mr. Summers. who had time and energy to devote to civic activities. He was a
round-faced, jovial man and he ran the coal business, and people were sorry for him. because he
had no children and his wife was a scold. When he arrived in the square, carrying the black
wooden box, there was a murmur of conversation among the villagers, and he waved and called.
"Little late today, folks." The postmaster, Mr. Graves, followed him, carrying a three- legged
stool, and the stool was put in the center of the square and Mr. Summers set the black box down
on it. The villagers kept their distance, leaving a space between themselves and the stool. and
when Mr. Summers said, "Some of you fellows want to give me a hand?" there was a hesitation
before two men. Mr. Martin and his oldest son, Baxter. came forward to hold the box steady on
the stool while Mr. Summers stirred up the papers inside it.

Tekcr 13.
TIME by H.E.Bates (extract)

Sitting on an iron seat fixed about the body of a great chestnut tree breaking into pink-
flushed blossom, two old men gazed dumbly at the sunlit emptiness of a town square.
The morning sun burned in a sky of marvellous blue serenity, making the drooping leaves of the
tree most brilliant and the pale blossoms expand to fullest beauty. The eyes of the old men were
also blue, but the brilliance of the summer sky made a mockery of the dim and somnolent light in
them. Their thin white hair and drooping skin, their faltering lips and rusted clothes, the huddling
bones of their bodies had come to winter. Their hands tottered, their lips were wet and dribbling,
and they stared with a kind of earnest vacancy, seeing the world as a stillness of amber mist.
They were perpetually silent, for the deafness of one made speech a ghastly effort of shouting
and misinterpretation. With their worn sticks between their knees and their worn hands knotted
over their sticks they sat as though time had ceased to exist for them.
Nevertheless every movement across the square was an event. Their eyes missed nothing that
came within sight. It was as if the passing of every vehicle held for them the possibility of
catastrophe; the appearance of a strange face was a revolution; the apparitions of young ladies in



light summer dresses gliding on legs of shellpink silk had on them something of the effect of
goddesses on the minds of young heroes. There were, sometimes, subtle changes of light in their
eyes.

Across the square, they observed an approaching figure. They watched it with a new intensity,
exchanging also, for the first time, a glance with one another. For the first time also they spoke.
"Who is it?" said one.

"Duke, ain't it?"
"Looks like Duke," the other said. "But | can't see that far."

Leaning forward on their sticks, they watched the approach of this figure with intent
expectancy. He, too, was old. Beside him, indeed, it was as if they were adolescent. He was
patriarchal. He resembled a Biblical prophet, bearded and white and immemorial. He was
timeless.

But though he looked like a patriarch he came across the square with the haste of a man in a
walking race. He moved with a nimbleness and airiness that were miraculous. Seeing the old
men on the seat he waved his stick with an amazing gaiety at them. It was like the brandishing of
a youthful sword. Ten vyards away he bellowed their names lustily in greeting.

Tekcr 14.
ANOTHER CASE OF INGRATITUDE by John Reed (extract)

Walking late down Fifth Avenue, | saw him ahead of me, on the dim stretch of sidewalk
between two arc-lights. It was biting cold. Head sunk between hunched-up shoulders, hands in
his pockets, he shuffled along, never lifting his feet from the ground. Even as | watched him, he
turned, as if in a daze, and leaned against the wall of a building, where he made an angle out of
the wind. At first | thought it was shelter he sought, but as | drew nearer | discerned the unnatural
stiffness of his legs, the way his cheek pressed against the cold stone, and the glimmer of light
that played on his sunken, closed eyes. The man was asleep!

Asleep—the bitter wind searching his flimsy clothes and the holes in his shapeless shoes;
upright against the hard wall, with his legs rigid as an epileptic's. There was something bestial in
such gluttony of sleep.

| shook him by the shoulder. He slowly opened an eye, cringing as though he were often
disturbed by rougher hands than mine, and gazed at me with hardly a trace of intelligence.

"What's the matter—sick?" | asked.

Faintly and dully he mumbles something, and at the same time stepped out as if to move
away. | asked him what he said, bending close to hear.

"No sleep for two nights," came the thick voice. "Nothing to eat for three days." He stood
there obediently under the touch of my hand, swaying a little, staring vacantly at me with eyes
that hung listlessly between opening and shutting.

"Well, come on," | said, "we'll go get something to eat and I'll fix you up with a bed."
Docilely he followed me, stumbling along like a man in a dream, falling forward and then



balancing himself with a step. From time to time his thick lips gave utterance to husky, irrelevant
words and phrases. "Got to sleep waking around,” he said again and again. "They keep moving
me on."

| took his arm and guided him into the white door of an all-night lunchroom. | sat him at a
table, where he dropped into a dead sleep. | set before him roast beef, and mashed potatoes, and
two ham sandwiches, and a cup of coffee, and bread and butter, and a big piece of pie. And then
I woke him up. He looked up at me with a dawning meaning in his expression. The look of
humble gratitude, love, devotion, was almost canine in its intensity. It sent a thrill of Christian
brotherhood all through my veins. | sat back and watched him eat.

At first he went at it awkwardly, as if he had lost the habit. Mechanically he employed
little tricks of table manners--perhaps his mother had taught them to him. He fumblingly changed
knife and fork from right hand to left, and then put down his knife and took a dainty piece of
bread in his left hand; removed the spoon from his coffee cup before he drank, and spread butter
thinly and painstakingly on his bread. His motions were so somnambulistic istic that that | had a
strange feeling of looking on a previous incarnation of the man.

Tekcr 15.
LOVE by Jesse Stuart (extract)

Yesterday when the bright sun blazed down on the wilted corn my father and | walked
around the edge of the new ground to plan a fence. The cows kept coming through the chestnut
oaks on the cliff and running over the young corn. They bit off the tips of the corn and trampled
down the stubble.

My father walked in the cornbalk. Bob, our Collie, walked in front of my father. We heard
a ground squirrel whistle down over the bluff among the dead treetops at the clearing's edge.
"Whoop, take him, Bob," said my father. He lifted up a young stalk of corn, with wilted dried
roots, where the ground squirrel had dug it up for the sweet grain of corn left on its tender roots.
This has been a dry spring and the corn has kept well in the earth where the grain has sprouted.
The ground squirrels love this corn. They dig up rows of it and eat the sweet grains. The young
corn stalks are killed and we have to replant the corn. | can see my father keep sicking Bob after
the ground squirrel. He jumped over the corn rows. He started to run toward the ground squirrel.
I, too, started running toward the clearing's edge where Bob was jumping and barking. The dust
flew in tiny swirls behind our feet. There was a cloud of dust behind us.
"It's a big bull blacksnake," said my father. "Kill him, Bob! Kill him, Bob!"

Bob was jumping and snapping at the snake so as to make it strike and throw itself off
guard. Bob had killed twenty-eight copperheads this spring. He knows how to kill a snake. He
doesnt rush to do it. He takes his time and does the job well
"Let's don't Kill the snake," I said. "A blacksnake is a harmless snake. It kills poison snakes. It
kills the copperhead. It catches more mice from the fields than a cat."
| could see the snake didn't want to fight the dog. The snake wanted to get away. Bob wouldn't
let it. | wondered why it was crawling toward a heap of black loamy earth at the bench of the



hill. I wondered why it had come from the chestnut oak sprouts and the matted greenbriars on the
cliff. 1 looked as the snake lifted its pretty head in response to one of Bob's jumps. "It's not a bull
blacksnake,” | said. "It's a she-snake. Look at the white on her throat."
"A snake is an enemy to me," my father snapped. "I hate a snake. Kill it, Bob. Go in there and
get that snake and quit playing with it!"

Bob obeyed my father. | hated to see him take this snake by the throat. She was so
beautifully poised in the sunlight. Bob grabbed the white patch on her throat. He cracked her
long body like an ox whip in the wind. He cracked it against the wind only. The blood spurted
from her fine-curved throat. Something hit against my legs like pellets. Bob threw the snake
down. | looked to see what had struck my legs. It was snake eggs. Bob had slung them from her
body. She was going to the sand heap to lay her eggs, where the sun is the setting-hen that warms
them and hatches them.

Bob grabbed her body there on the earth where the red blood was running down on the
gray-piled loam. Her body was still writhing in pain. She acted like a greenweed held over a
new-ground fire. Bob slung her viciously many times. He cracked her limp body against the
wind. She was now limber as a shoestring in the wind. Bob threw her riddled body back on the
sand. She quivered like a leaf in the lazy wind, then her riddled body lay perfectly still. The
blood colored the loamy earth around the snake.

Tekcr 16.
THE PLEASURES OF SOLITUDE by John Cheever (extract)

One evening when Ellen Goodrich had just returned from the office to her room in
Chelsea, she heard a light knock on her door. She knew no one in the city intimately; there was
no one she could expect. She opened the door and found two small boys standing in the hallway.
She supposed they were ten or eleven. Their clothing was thin and they were shaking with cold.
"Florence Valle live here?" one of them asked. "I don't know anyone by that name,” Ellen said.
"Perhaps if you ask the landlady - she lives on the first floor.”
"We're looking for Florence Valle. She's his cousin," the second boy said, pointing to his friend."
he used to live here.” "I'm very sorry,” Ellen said, "but I don't know her." "Maybe she's moved,"
he said. "We walked all the way over here..." Ellen very seldom felt that she could afford pity
and sympathy for other people, but the boys looked frightened and cold, and her desire to help
them was stronger than her reserve. She noticed them staring beyond her to a dish of candy in the
room. When she invited them to have a piece, they refused with a shy and elaborate politeness
that made her want to take them in her arms. She suggested that they each take a piece of candy
home and went into the room for the dish. They followed her. "You got a nice place here, Miss."
"Yuh, you got a nice place here."

Their faces were thin and solemn and their voices were hoarse. "Haven't you any
overcoats, you boys?" she asked. "Are you going around in the cold dressed like that?"
"We ain't got any overcoats, Miss." "'l should think you'd take cold, walking around like that."
"We ain't got any overcoats."



They told her their names and ages when she asked for them, and said that they lived on
the lower East Side. She had walked through the slums herself and she could imagine the squalor
and neglect in which they must live. While she was talking with them she realized that it was the
first time in more than a year that she had allowed anyone other than the landlady to come into
her room. Having the boys there pleased her and she kept asking them questions until she caught
the tone of her own excited voice. She stopped abruptly. "I guess you had better go now," she
said. "l have some things to do." They thanked her for the candy and backed out of the room.
Altogether, the encounter left her feeling generous and happy.

Ellen was not a generous person. She lived in a Chelsea rooming house in order to bank as
much of her salary as possible toward purchasing an annuity. It had always been difficult for her
to find friends. During the ten years she had lived in New York she had suffered a great deal
from loneliness, but this suffering was forgotten now because of the care with which she
arranged her solitude. She could be unmerciful with herself and others. Her mother had once
written asking if she would help her younger brother with a loan. "I think it will be better,” Ellen
replied, "if Harold experiences a little hardship. It is only in knowing hardship that he can
understand the value of money. | don't pretend to be poor, but the little I have in the bank was
put at a great sacrifice and | have no intention of lending it to Harold when we all know that he
could have done as well himself if he tried. I think he owes it to you to do more than I have done,
for, after all, you and Father spent more on his education than you spent on mine." She was
twenty-eight at the time.

Tekcr 17.

THE ROMANCE OF A BUSY BROKER by O. Henry (extract)

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

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

Pitcher, still mildly curious, noticed a difference in her ways this morning. Instead of going
straight into the adjoining room, where her desk was, she lingered, slightly irresolute, in the outer



office. Once she moved over by Maxwell's desk, near enough for him to be aware of her
presence.

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

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

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

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

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

"I will do the work as usual, then," said the young lady, "until some one comes to fill the
place.” And she went to her desk at once and hung the black turban hat with the gold-green
macaw wing in its accustomed place.
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Give the written translation of the extract:

Texer 1. ALONG WALK HOME by Jason Bocarro

I grew up in the south of Spain in a little community called Estepona. | was 16 when one
morning, my father told me | could drive him into a remote village called Mijas, about 18 miles
away, on the condition that | take the car in to be serviced at a nearby garage. Having just
learned to drive and hardly ever having the opportunity to use the car, | readily accepted. | drove
Dad into Mijas and promised to pick him up at 4 p.m., then drove to a nearby garage and
dropped off the car. Because | had a few hours to spare, | decided to catch a couple of movies at
a theater near the garage. However, | became so immersed in the films that I completely lost
track of time. When the last movie had finished, I looked down at my watch. It was six o'clock. |
was two hours late! | knew Dad would be angry if he found out I'd been watching movies. He'd
never let me drive again. | decided to tell him that the car needed some repairs and that they had
taken longer than had been expected. | drove up to the place where we had planned to meet and
saw Dad waiting patiently on the corner. | apologized for being late and told him that I'd come as
quickly as I could, but the car had needed some major repairs. I'll never forget the look he gave
me. "I'm disappointed that you feel you have to lie to me, Jason."What do you mean? I'm telling
the truth."”



Dad looked at me again. "When you did not show up, | called the garage to ask if there
were any problems, and they told me that you had not yet picked up the car. So you see, | know
there were no problems with the car.” A rush of guilt ran through me as | feebly confessed to my
trip to the movie theater and the real reason for my tardiness. Dad listened intently as a sadness
passed through him.

"I'm angry, not with you but with myself. You see, | realize that | have failed as a father if
after all these years you feel that you have to lie to me. | have failed because | have brought up a
son who cannot even tell the truth to his own father. I'm going to walk home now and
contemplate where | have gone wrong all these years."”

"But Dad, it's 18 miles to home. It's dark. You can't walk home."

My protests, fry apologies and the rest of my utterances were useless. | had let my father
down, and | was about to learn one of the most painful lessons of my life. Dad began walking
along the dusty roads. | quickly jumped in the car and followed behind, hoping he would
relent.l01 pleaded all the way, telling him how sorry | was, but he simply ignored me, continuing
on silently, thoughtfully and painfully. For 18 miles | drove behind him, averaging about five
miles per hour. Seeing my father in so much physical and emotional pain was the most
distressing and painful experience that | have ever faced. However, it was also the most
successful lesson. I have never lied to him since.

Texker 2. J.R.R. Tolkien “The Hobbit”

Suddenly Bilbo understood. Forgetting all danger he stood on the ledge and hailed the
dwarves, shouting and waving. Those that were nearest came tumbling over the rocks and as
fast as they could along the ledge to him, wondering what on earth was the matter; the others

shouted to be hauled up the ropes [...]

Quickly Bilbo explained. They all fell silent: the hobbit standing by the grey stone, and
the dwarves with wagging beards watching impatiently. The sun sank lower and lower, and their
hopes fell. It sank into a belt of reddened cloud and disappeared. The dwarves groaned, but still
Bilbo stood almost without moving. The little moon was dipping to the horizon. Evening was
coming on. Then suddenly when their hope was lowest a red ray of the sun escaped like a finger
through a rent in the cloud. A gleam of light came straight through the opening into the bay and
fell on the smooth rock-face. The old thrush, who had been watching from a high perch with
beady eyes and head cocked on one side, gave a sudden trill. There was a loud crack. A flake of
rock split from the wall and fell. A hole appeared suddenly about three feet from the ground.

Quickly, trembling lest the chance should fade, the dwarves rushed to the rock and
pushed — in vain.

“The key! The key!” cried Bilbo. “Where is Thorin?”
Thorin hurried up.

“The key!” shouted Bilbo. “The key that went with the map! Try it now while there is
still time!”

Then Thorin stepped up and drew the key on its chain from round his neck. He put it to
the hole. It fitted and it turned! Snap! The gleam went out, the sun sank, the moon was gone, and
evening sprang into the sky.



Now they all pushed together, and slowly a part of the rock-wall gave way. Long straight
cracks appeared and widened. A door five feet high and three broad was outlined, and slowly
without a sound swung inwards. It seemed as if darkness flowed out like a vapour from the hole
in the mountain-side, and deep darkness in which nothing could be seen lay before their eyes, a
yawning mouth leading in and down.

Texcer 3. Pelham G. Wodehouse: “Do Thrillers Need Heroines?”

Whoever first got the idea that anyone wants a beastly girl messing about and getting in
the way when the automatics are popping | am at a loss to imagine. Nobody has a greater respect
than myself for girls in their proper place. Apart from anything else, woman seems to me to lose
her queenly dignity when she is being shoved into cupboards with a bag over her head. And
something of that sort will be happening to the heroine of a thriller. For, though beautiful, with
large grey eyes and hair the colour of ripe corn, the heroine of the thriller is almost never a very
intelligent girl. Indeed, it would scarcely be overstating it to say that her mentality is that of a
cockroach — and not an ordinary cockroach, but one which has been dropped on its head as a
baby. She may have escaped death a dozen times. She may know perfectly well that the
notorious Blackbird Gang is after her to secure the papers. The police may have warned her on
no account to stir outside her house. But when a messenger calls at half-past two in the morning
with an unsigned note saying “Come at once”, she just snatches at her hat and goes. The
messenger is a one-eyed Chinaman with a pock-marked face and an evil grin, so she trusts him
immediately and, having accompanied him to the closed car with steel shutters over the
windows, bowls off in it to ruined cottage in the swamp. And when the hero, at great risk and
inconvenience to himself, comes to rescue her, she will have nothing to do with him because she
has been told by a mulatto with half a nose that it was he who murdered her brother Jim.

This girl must go. We readers demand it. We know that the publishers want a female in
the story so that they can put her on the jacket with her hands clasped and a wild look of agony
in her eyes, but nevertheless we stick to it that she must go. Better a jacket with only a masked
man pushing a paper-knife into a millionaire in his library than this continued poisoning of
fiction with imbeciles like Myrtle or Gladys or Elaine or whatever her name may be.

Texer 4. W. Irving: “Rip Van Winkle”

The following are the traveling notes from a memorandum-book of Mr. Knickerbocker:

“The Kaatsberg, or Catskill Mountains, have always been a region full of fable. The Indians
considered them the abode of spirits, who influenced the weather, spreading sunshine or clouds
over the landscape, and sending good or bad hunting seasons. They were ruled by an old squaw
spirit, said to be their mother. She dwelt on the highest pack of the Catskills, and had charge of
the doors of day and night, to open and shut them at the proper hour. She hung up the new



moons in the skies, and cut up the old ones into stars. In times of drought she would spin light
summer clouds out of cobwebs and morning dew, and send them off from the crest of the
mountain, flake after flake, to float in the air, until, dissolved by the heat of the sun, they would
fall in gentle showers. If displeased, she would brew up clouds black as ink, sitting in the midst
of them like a bottle-bellied spider in the midst of its web; and when these clouds broke, woe
betide the valleys!

In old times there was a kind of Manitou or Spirit, who kept about the wildest recesses of
the Catskill Mountains and took a mischievous pleasure in wreaking all kinds of evils upon the
red men. The favorite abode of this Manitou is a great rock or cliff on the loneliest part of the
mountains. Near the foot of it there is a small lake. This place was held in great awe by the
Indians, insomuch that the boldest hunter who had lost his way penetrated to the Garden Rock,
where he beheld a number of gourds. One of these he seized and made off with, but in the hurry
of his retreat he let it fall among the rocks, when a great stream gushed forth, which washed him
away and swept him down precipices, where he was dashed to pieces, and the stream made its
way to the Hudson, and continues to flow to the present day, being the identical stream known
by the name of the Kaaters-kill.”

Texer 5. Ayn Rand: “We the Living”

It was St. Petersburg; the war made it Petrograd; the revolution made it Leningrad. It is a
city of stone, and those living in it think not of stone brought upon a green earth and piled block
on block to raise a city, but of one huge rock carved into streets, bridges, houses, and earth
brought in handfuls, scattered, ground into the stone to remind them of that which lies beyond
the city. Its trees are rare strangers, sickly foreigners in a climate of granite, forlorn and
superfluous. Its parks are reluctant concessions. In spring a rare dandelion sticks a bright yellow
head through the stones of its embankments, and men smile at it incredulously as at an impudent
child. Its spring does not rise from the soil; its first violets, and very red tulips, and very blue
hyacinths come in the hands of men, on street corners. Petrograd was not born; it was created.
The will of a man raised it where men did not choose to settle.

In 1924, a man named Lenin died and the city was ordered to be called Leningrad. The
revolution also brought posters to the city’s walls, and red banners to its houses, and sunflower-
seed shells to its cobblestones. It cut a proletarian poem into the pedestal of the statue of
Alexander 111, and put a red rag on a stick into the hands of Catherine Il in a small garden off
Nevsky. It called Nevsky “Prospect of October 25", and Sadovaya, a cross street — “Street of
July 3", in honor of dates it wanted remembered. In the early summer of 1925 the State Textile
Trust put out new cotton prints. And women smiled in the streets, women wearing dresses made
of new materials for the first time in many years. But there were only half-a-dozen patterns of
prints in the city. Women in black and white checks passed women in black and white checks;
women in red-dotted white met women in green-dotted white; women with spirals of blue on a
grey dress met women with the same spirals of brown on a tan dress. They passed by like
inmates of a huge orphanage, frowning, sullen, uncomfortable, losing all joy in their new
garments.



AHaJIU3 NepeBOI4YECKUX OIIUOOK
3aganue:
1. BrinonnuTe nepeBoj1 OTphIBKA

AYTCHTUYHOTI'O XYyOOXKCCTBCHHOI'O TCKCTAa U
CpaBHHUTC C MPCAJIOKCHHBIM BaApUaHTOM

nepeBoaa
2. Brinenute cBOM nepeBoaueCcKue

OIMOKH, MOSCHUTE UX TPUPOTY 3a/IaHue:
Text 1. Three Men in a Boat by J.K. Jerome
There were four of us - George, and William

Samuel Harris, and myself, and

Montmorency. We were sitting in my room,
smoking, and talking about how bad we were
- bad from a medical point of view | mean, of

course.

We were all feeling seedy, and we were

getting quite nervous about it. Harris said he
felt such extraordinary fits of giddiness come
over him at times, that he hardly knew what
he was doing; and then George said that HE
had fits of giddiness too, and hardly knew
what HE was doing. With me, it was my liver

that was out of order.

I knew it was my liver that was out of order,
because | had just been reading a patent liver-

pill circular, in which were detailed the

various symptoms by which a man could tell
when his liver was out of order. | had them

all.

It is a most extraordinary thing, but I never
read a patent medicine advertisement without
being impelled to the conclusion that | am
suffering from the particular disease therein

dealt with in its most virulent form. The

diagnosis seems in every case to correspond
exactly with all the sensations that | have ever

felt.

| remember going to the British Museum one
day to read up the treatment for some slight
ailment of which | had a touch - hay fever, |

Hac 6wu10 yerBepo: xopmk, Yunbam
Comronne [Nappuc, s 1 MouMopaHcH.
MpbI cuzenu B MOEH KOMHATE, KypUIIU
Y pa3roBapuBaJIM O TOM, KaK TJI0OX
KaK]IbIM U3 HAC, - TUIOX, 5, KOHEYHO,
UMEI0 B BU/Y, B MEIUIIMHCKOM
CMBICITE.

Bce MbI uyBcTBOBaNM ce0st HEBaXKHO,
U 3TO HAc 04eHb TpeBoKmo. ["appuc
CKazall, 4TO Y Hero ObIBAIOT CTpalIHbIE
MPUCTYIBI TOJIOBOKPYXEHUS, BO
BpeMS KOTOPBIX OH MPOCTO HUYETO HE
coobOpaskaeT; 1 Toraa JHxopmx ckasai,
YTO y HEro TOKe ObIBAIOT MPUCTYIIBI
rOJIOBOKPY’KEHHS U OH TOKE€ HUYETO
He cooOpaxaet. UTo kacaercst MeHs,
TO y MeHs ObljIa HE B IOPSI/IKE NI€YEHb.

S 3Ham, 9TO y MEHS HE B OPSAKE
UMEHHO I€4YeHb, TOTOMY YTO Ha JHIX
IpOYEeIT peKIaMy MaTeHTOBAHHBIX
MUIIONIb OT 0O0JIE3HU MIEYEHH, T'1Ie
NEPEYUCIISITUCH TIPU3HAKH, T10
KOTOPBIM YEJIOBEK MOXKET
OTIPEIeNIUTh, YTO Y HETO HE B MOPSIKE
nedeHb. Bee oM ObLIN Yy MEHS
HAJIULIO.

CrtpaHHOE J1e710: CTOUT MHE IIPOYECTh
00BsIBIICHUE O KAKOM-HHOY b
NaTeHTOBAHHOM CPEJCTBE, KaK 5
MPUXO0KY K BBIBOJY, YTO CTPAJar0 TON
camoii 00JIe3HbI0, O KOTOPOH HAET
peub, IpUYEM B HauOTIaCHEHIIeH
dopme. Bo Bcex cryuasx
OTIMCHIBAEMbIE CUMIITOMBI TOYHO
COBMA/AI0T C MOMMH OIYIEHUSMHU.

Kak-To pa3 s 3amen B OubIuoTexy
Bputanckoro mysest, 4TOObl HaBeCTH
CIPaBKY O CpeACTBE IPOTUB
NYCTSIYHOM 00JIE3HU, KOTOPYIO S I/Ie-
TO MOJEMHII, - KaXKETCsl, CCHHOU
JUXOpaaKU. 51 B3sUT CIPAaBOYHMK U

fancy it was. I got down the book, and read all mamen Tam Bce, uTo MHE OBLIIO HY)KHO;

| came to read; and then, in an unthinking

a II0TOM, OT HCYCTO J€J1aTh, Ha4all

moment, | idly turned the leaves, and began to nmepenucTbIBaTh KHUTY,

indolently study diseases, generally. | forget

MpoCMaTpuBaTh TO, 4YTO TaM CKa3aHO O

which was the first distemper I plunged into - pasubix apyrux 6osesnsx. 5 yxe

some fearful, devastating scourge, | know -

1103a0bLJ1, B KAKOH HEIYT S MOTPY3HIICS

and. before | had alanced half down the list of paubIIe BCero. - 3Hai0 TOILKO. YTO 3TO



Text 2. The Great Gatsby Author: F. Scott Fitzgerald

Chapter 1

In my younger and more vulnerable years my
father gave me some advice that I've been turning
over in my mind ever since.

"Whenever you feel like criticizing any one," he
told me, "just remember that all the people in this
world haven't had the advantages that you've
had."

He didn't say any more, but we've always been
unusually communicative in a reserved way, and |
understood that he meant a great deal more than
that. In consequence, I'm inclined to reserve all
judgments, a habit that has opened up many
curious natures to me and also made me the
victim of not a few veteran bores. The abnormal
mind is quick to detect and attach itself to this
quality when it appears in a normal person, and so
it came about that in college | was unjustly
accused of being a politician, because | was privy
to the secret griefs of wild, unknown men. Most
of the confidences were unsought—frequently |
have feigned sleep, preoccupation, or a hostile
levity when | realized by some unmistakable sign
that an intimate revelation was quivering on the
horizon; for the intimate revelations of young
men, or at least the terms in which they express
them, are usually plagiaristic and marred by
obvious suppressions. Reserving judgments is a
matter of infinite hope. | am still a little afraid of
missing something if | forget that, as my father
snobbishly suggested, and | snobbishly repeat, a
sense of the fundamental decencies is parcelled
out unequally at birth.

And, after boasting this way of my tolerance, |
come to the admission that it has a limit. Conduct
may be founded on the hard rock or the wet
marshes, but after a certain point | don't care what
it's founded on. When | came back from the East
last autumn | felt that | wanted the world to be in

TJIABA 1

B ronoreckue roanl, KOrjaa 4eIoBeK 0COOEHHO
BOCIIPUHUMYMB, 51 KAK-TO MOJIy4HJI OT OTLIa COBET,
HaJ0Jr0 3alaBIIiil MHE B IIaMATh.

— Ecnu tebe BApyT 3aX04eTcs OCYAUTH KOTO TO, —
cKa3aJl OH, — BCIIOMHH, YTO HE BCE JIFOAM Ha CBETE
00JIaJIal0T TEMHU IIPEUMYIIECTBAMH, KOTOPBIMHU
o0J1agai THI.

K 9TOMY OH HHUYCTO HE ):[O6aBI/IJ], HO MBI C HUM BCEraa
MPEeKpacHO MOHUMAJIH APYT Apyra 6e3 JUIIHUX CIIOB, U
MHe OBLIO SICHO, YTO JyMaJjl OH ropasJio OOJIbIIe, YeM
ckaszaji. Bor oTKy1a B3s1ach Y MEHsSI IPUBBIUKA K
CACPKAHHOCTHU B CYXKJICHUAX — IPUBBIYKA, KOTOpasd
YacTO CIYXXHUJIa MHE KITFOUOM K CAMbIM CJIOKHBIM
HaTypaM M eIlle Yale Jefaga MEeHs )KepTBOH MaTephIX
Hanoed. He3mopoBblid yM Beerjia cpasy 4yeT 3Ty
CIEeP>KaHHOCTb, €CIT OHA TIPOSIBIIAETCS B
OOBIKHOBEHHOM, HOPMAJIFHOM YEJIOBEKE, U CIENIUT 32
Hee YIENUTHCS; ellle B KOJUTeHKe MEHS He3acyKEHHO
OOBUHSIIH B MOJTUTUKAHCTBE, IOTOMY YTO CaMbIe
HEIIOJUMBIE ¥ 3AMKHYTHIE CTYIEHTHI TIOBEPSUTH MHE
CBOM TaitHBIC TOpE cTa. 51 BOBCE HE UCKAJ ITOI00HOTO
JIOBEPHS] — CKOJIBKO pa3, 3aMETHB HEKOTOPHIE
CUMITOMBI, TIPEABEIIAIOINE 0UepPEeTHOE HHTUMHOE
MIpU3HAHKE, S TPUHIMAJICSI COHHO 3€BaTh, CIIEIIHI
YTKHYTBHCS B KHUTY WIIH HAITyCKaJ Ha ce0sl 3a0pHO-
JIETKOMBICIICHHBIN TOH; Be/lb MHTUMHBIE IPU3HAHIS
MOJIOJIBIX JIFOZEH, TIO KpaiiHel Mepe Ta ClIoBecHas
(hopMma, B KOTOPYIO OHH 00JI€UEHBI, TPEACTABISIOT
co0O0H, KaK MPaBHIIO, TUTATHAT U K TOMY XK€ CTPaJIaloT
SIBHBIMU HeZJOMONBKaMu. CIIepKaHHOCTh B CY>KISHHSIX
— 3aJI0T HeHCccsKaeMoil Haaexapl. S 1o cux mop
0I1acaroCch yIyCTUTh YTO-TO, €CIH 103a0yy, u4To (Kak
He 0e3 CHOOM3M? TOBOPIT MO OTeI[ U He 0e3
CHOOM3Ma TIOBTOPSIIO 32 HUM $1) YyThe K OCHOBHBIM
HPAaBCTBEHHBIM IIEHHOCTSIM OTIIYIIEHO MPUPOIOH He
BCEM B OJJMHAKOBOM Mepe.

A Tenepp, MOXBAJIMBIINCH CBOCH TEPIIMMOCTBIO, 5
JOJDKEH CO3HATBCS, YTO 3T TEPIMMOCTh HUMEET
npenensl. [loBenenne yenoseka MoOXeT HMETh MO
co00i1 pa3HyI0 IOUYBY — TBEPAbIA TPAaHUT WU BSI3KYIO
TPSICHHY; HO B KAKO-TO MOMEHT MHE CTaHOBHUTCS
HaIIeBaTh, Kakas TaM 1o HuM rnousa. Korna s



uniform and at a sort of moral attention forever; |
wanted no more riotous excursions with
privileged glimpses into the human heart. Only
Gatsby, the man who gives his name to this book,
was exempt from my reaction—Gatsby, who
represented everything for which I have an
unaffected scorn. If personality is an unbroken
series of successful gestures, then there was
something gorgeous about him, some heightened
sensitivity to the promises of life, as if he were
related to one of those intricate machines that
register earthquakes ten thousand miles away.
This responsiveness had nothing to do with that
flabby impressionability which is dignified under
the name of the "creative temperament."—it was
an extraordinary gift for hope, a romantic
readiness such as | have never found in any other
person and which it is not likely | shall ever find
again. No—Gatsby turned out all right at the end;
it is what preyed on Gatsby, what foul dust
floated in the wake of his dreams that temporarily
closed out my interest in the abortive sorrows and
short-winded elations of men.

My family have been prominent, well-to-do
people in this Middle Western city for three
generations. The Carraways are something of a
clan, and we have a tradition that we're descended
from the Dukes of Buccleuch, but the actual
founder of my line was my grandfather's brother,
who came here in fifty-one, sent a substitute to
the Civil War, and started the wholesale hardware
business that my father carries on to-day.

I never saw this great-uncle, but I'm supposed to
look like him—uwith special reference to the
rather hard-boiled painting that hangs in father's
office | graduated from New Haven in 1915, just
a quarter of a century after my father, and a little
later | participated in that delayed Teutonic
migration known as the Great War. | enjoyed the
counter-raid so thoroughly that I came back
restless. Instead of being the warm centre of the
world, the Middle West now seemed like the

TIPOILLIOi OCeHbIo BepHycs n3 Hpto-Mopka, MHe
XOTEJIOCh, YTOOBI BECh MHP OBLT MOPAJIbHO 3aTIHYT B
MYHAUD U JepKaics 1mo croike "cmupHO'. S Gomnbie
HE CTPEMUJICS K YBJICKATENbHBIM BbUIA3KaM C
MIPUBUJICTHEH 3aryIsABIBATh B UEIIOBEUECKUE AYIIIH.
Tonbko mis ['3TcOn, yemoBeka, YbuM UMEHEM Ha3BaHa
3Ta KHUTA, 5 JieNial UCKITtoYeHne, — ['3T1comu,
Ka3aJI0Ch, BOILIOIIABIIETO COOOM BCE, UTO 1 UCKPEHHE
mpe3upa u nmpe3uparo. Eciu MepuTh TMIHOCTH €€
YMEHUEM ceOsl IPOSIBIIATH, TO B 3TOM YEJIOBEKE OBLIO
MONCTHHE HEYTO BEITUKOJICITHOE, KaKas-TO
MOBBIIICHHAS YyBCTBUTENEHOCTH KO BCEM TOCYJIaM
JKU3HH, CJIOBHO OH OBbLT YaCThIO OJTHOIO U3 TEX
CJIOXKHBIX MTPUOOPOB, KOTOPBIE PErHCTPUPYIOT
MTO/I3EMHBIE TOYKH T/IE-TO 3 JCCATKU THICSI MUJIb.
Ora cocoOHOCTh K MTHOBEHHOMY OTKIIMKY HE MMelia
HHAYEro o0IIero ¢ apsoJI10il BIIEYaTIINTEIHFHOCTHIO,
MIBIIITHO UMEHYEMOH "apTUCTUYECKUM
TeMIiepaMeHToM", — 3TO OBLT PEIKOCTHBIN J1ap
HaJISKIbI, POMAaHTHYCCKUN 3amat, KaKoro sk HA B KOM
0oJBIIIe HE BCTpEYal U, HaBEPHO, He BCTpedy. Her,
I'>1cbu cebst orpaBaan moa KOHEIT; HE OH, a TO, YTO
HaJl HIM TSTOTENO, Ta SIIOBUTAS MBLIb, YTO
B3/IbIMaJIaCh BOKPYT €0 MEYThI, — BOT YTO 3aCTAaBUJIO
MeHsI Ha BpeMsI YTPaTUTh BCSIKUI MHTEPEC K JIIOJICKUM
CKOPOTEYHBIM T€YajIsiM B PaIOCTSIM BITOIIBIXAX.

51 mpuHaANexKy K MOYTEHHOMY 3aKUTOYHOMY
CEMEINCTBY, BOT YK€ B TPETHEM ITOKOJIIEHUHU
UTPAIOIIEMY BUAHYIO POJb B )KM3HH HAIIIETO
cpenHezanagHoro ropoaka. Kappaysu — 3to nenslii
KJIaH, U, TI0 CEMEHHOMY MPETaHHIO, OH BEJIET CBOIO
POIOCIOBHYIO OT repuoroB bakiy, HO
POIOHAYATEHUKOM HAIlle BETBU HYXKHO CUATATh
OpaTa MOero IeAyIIKu, TOTo, YTO Mprexai CrIa B
1851 roxy, mocnax 3a cebs HaeMHIKa B DenepanbHyIO
APMHUIO U OTKPBLI COOCTBEHHOE JIEN0 110 ONTOBOM
TOPTOBJIE CKOOSTHBIM TOBapOM, KOTOPOE HEIHE
BO3IJIABJISIET MO OTEL.

51 HUKOTrAa HEe BUJAJ 3TOr0 CBOEro MpeKa, HO
CUUTAETCSI, YTO 51 HA HEro MOX0XK, YeMy OyaTo Obl
CIIy’KHUT JJOKa3aTeIbCTBOM JOBOJIBHO MpPAaUYHbIN
HOPTPET, BUCALIMN y OTLa B KOHTOpE. Sl OKOHUMII
Menbckuit yansepenter B 1915 rofy, poBHO uepes
YETBEPTH BEKa I0CJIE MOEr0 OTLA, @ HEMHOTO CIIYCTS 5
MPUHAN y4acTue B Benmukoil MUpOBOi BoliHE —
Ha3BaHUE, KOTOPOE MPUHATO JaBaTh 3a03JaJI0N
MUTpaIuy TEBTOHCKUX MieMeH. KonTpHacTyrieHne
HACTOJIBKO MEHS YBJIEKJIO, UTO, BEPHYBIIUCH JOMOH, 5



ragged edge of the universe—so | decided to go
East and learn the bond business. Everybody |
knew was in the bond business, so | supposed it
could support one more single man. All my aunts
and uncles talked it over as if they were choosing
a prep school for me, and finally said, "Why—
ye—es," with very grave, hesitant faces. Father
agreed to finance me for a year, and after various
delays | came East, permanently, | thought, in the
spring of twenty-two.

The practical thing was to find rooms in the city,
but it was a warm season, and | had just left a
country of wide lawns and friendly trees, so when
a young man at the office suggested that we take
a house together in a commuting town, it sounded
like a great idea. He found the house, a weather-
beaten cardboard bungalow at eighty a month, but
at the last minute the firm ordered him to
Washington, and | went out to the country alone. |
had a dog—at least | had him for a few days until
he ran away—and an old Dodge and a Finnish
woman, who made my bed and cooked breakfast
and muttered Finnish wisdom to herself over the
electric stove.

It was lonely for a day or so until one morning
some man, more recently arrived than |, stopped
me on the road.

"How do you get to West Egg village?" he asked
helplessly.

I told him. And as | walked on | was lonely no
longer. | was a guide, a pathfinder, an original
settler. He had casually conferred on me the
freedom of the neighborhood.

And so with the sunshine and the great bursts of
leaves growing on the trees, just as things grow in
fast movies, | had that familiar conviction that life

HUKaK He MOr' HaiiTu cebe mokos. CpenHuii 3anaj
Ka3aJicsi MHE Terlepb He KUMTyYHM LEHTPOM
MUPO3JaHHsl, @ CKopee 00TpenaHHbIM MOJ0JIOM
BCEJICHHOW; U B KOHIIC KOHIIOB 51 PEHINJ yeXaTb Ha
BocTok 1 3aHAThCS M3ydeHHeM KpeauTHoro aena. Bee
MOU 3HAKOMBIC CITYXKWJIA I10 erI[HTHOﬁ qacCTH, TaK
HEeYXellu TaM He Haiiierca MecTa ewle s OJHOT O
yenoBeka? boll co3BaH Bech CeMEHHBIM CHHKIIUT,
CIIOBHO peub 1ILIa O BEIOOPE AJIst MEHS TTOIXO/ISIIETO
Y4e0HOr0 3aBEJCHUS;, TETYIIKH M JIAIFOIIKHA JIOITO
COBENIAJINCh, 03200YEHHO. XMYPS JIOBI, 1 HAKOHEI]
HepemuTenbHo BeiroBopuiu: "Hy uro-o xk..." Oren
COTJIacHJICS B T€YEHHE OJHOTO T0/1a OKAa3bIBaTh MHE
(hMHAHCOBYIO MOIEPIKKY, U BOT, ITOCIIE JOJITUX
MpOBOJIOYEK, BecHOM 1922 rona s mpuexan B Heto-
Mopk, kak MHE B Ty TI0pY JyMajoch — HABCETJa.

bnaropasymneli 651510 Ob1 HATH KBapTHPY B CAMOM
Hiero-Mopke, HO 11110 1O K JIETy, a 5 elle He YCIel
OTBBIKHYTH OT IIMPOKUX 3€JICHBIX T'Aa30HOB 1 JIACKOBOH
TEHHU JIePEBbEB, M TIOTOMY, KOTJIa OJIH MOJIOIOH
COCITY>KUBEI TPEIOKIIT TIOCETUTHCS BMECTE C HUM
rae-HuOynp B IPUTOpoJie, MHE 3Ta HJIEsI OUeHb
noHpasuiack. OH MOABICKAT U JOM — KPBITYIO TOJIEM
Xx10apKy 3a BOCEMBJECST JOJIJIAPOB B MECALI, HO B
HOCJIEAHIOI MUHYTY (pHpMa OTKOMaHUPOBaja ero B
BamuHIrTOH, 1 MHE IPUIIUIOCH YCTPAUBATHCS CAMOMY.
A 3aBen cobaky, — TpaBja, OHa cOexana Jepes
HECKOJIBKO JTHEH, — KYyIWJI CTapeHbKUH "MoK" 1
HaHSUI TOXWITYI0 GUHKY, KOTOpast 10 yTpaM youpana
MOIO IIOCTE€JIb ¥ TOTOBHJIA 3aBTPAK HA 3JIEKTPUUECKOH
IuTe, OopMoUa cede 1Mo HoC Kakue-To (PHHCKHE
npemyzapocty. [lonadany st yyBcTBOBaN cedst
OJMHOKHM, HO Ha TPEThE WM YETBEPTOE yTPO MEHS
OCTaHOBHJI OJIM3 BOK3aJ1a KAKOH-TO YEIOBEK, BUIUMO
TOJIBKO YTO COLIEIUINI C MOoe3/1a.

— He ckakere nu, Kak monacTb B Y3CT-Or1r? —
PacCTepsIHHO CIIPOCHIT OH.

51 oObsicann. U korga st 3amaran fanpliie, 9yBCTBa
OJTMHOYECTBA KaK He ObIBaio. 5 OBUT CTapOXKUIIOM,
TIEPBOIIOCENEHIIEM, YKa3bIBaTElIeM JIOpOr. JTa BCTpeda
0CcBO0OIMIIa MEHS OT HEBOJIBLHOM CKOBAaHHOCTH
TIPHIIENBIIA.

COJ'IHL[G C KaXXAbIM THEM HPUT'PCBAJIO CHHLHeﬁ, ITOYKH
PacnnyCKaJIMCh MPAMO Ha rja3ax, Kak B KHHO IIpU
3aMe,Z[J'I€HHOI>i CbCMKEC, U BO MHC YK€ KpCILlIa
3HAaKOMas1, IpuxXoAuBIIasa KaKA0€ JICTO YBEPCHHOCTD,



was beginning over again with the summer.

There was so much to read, for one thing, and so
much fine health to be pulled down out of the
young breath-giving air. | bought a dozen
volumes on banking and credit and investment
securities, and they stood on my shelf in red and
gold like new money from the mint, promising to
unfold the shining secrets that only Midas and
Morgan and Maecenas knew. And | had the high
intention of reading many other books besides. |
was rather literary in college—one year | wrote a
series of very solemn and obvious editorials for
the "Yale News."—and now | was going to bring
back all such things into my life and become
again that most limited of all specialists, the
"well-rounded man." This isn't just an epigram—
life is much more successfully looked at from a
single window, after all.

It was a matter of chance that I should have rented
a house in one of the strangest communities in
North America. It was on that slender riotous
island which extends itself due east of New
York—and where there are, among other natural
curiosities, two unusual formations of land.
Twenty miles from the city a pair of enormous
eggs, identical in contour and separated only by a
courtesy bay, jut out into the most domesticated
body of salt water in the Western hemisphere, the
great wet barnyard of Long Island Sound. they are
not perfect ovals—Ilike the egg in the Columbus
story, they are both crushed flat at the contact
end—»but their physical resemblance must be a
source of perpetual confusion to the gulls that fly
overhead. to the wingless a more arresting
phenomenon is their dissimilarity in every
particular except shape and size.

I lived at West Egg, the—well, the less
fashionable of the two, though this is a most
superficial tag to express the bizarre and not a
little sinister contrast between them. my house
was at the very tip of the egg, only fifty yards

YTO XU3Hb HAYMHACTCA CBI3HOBA.

Tax MHOTO MOKHO OBLIO MPOYECTHh KHUT, TAK MHOTO
BIIUTAaTh )KUBOTBOPHBIX CUJI U3 HATIOEHHOT'O
CBEXKECTBIO BO3yxa. Sl HaKynmui y4eOHHKOB TIO
3KOHOMHKE KaIllUTaJIOBIOKEHUH, 0 OAHKOBCKOMY U
KpPEIUTHOMY Iy, 1, BRICTPOUBIINCH Ha KHUKHOM
IIOJIKE, OTJINBAsl YEPBOHHBIM 30JI0TOM, TOYHO MOHETBI
HOBOW YEKAaHKH, OHU CYJIUIIU PACKPBITh NIEPENO MHOI
CBEpKAIOIlKE TallHbI, U3BECTHBIE UL Muacy,
Moprany u Menenary. Ho g1 He HamepeH ObLT
OIPaHUYUTH ce0sl YUTEHWEM TOJIbKO ATHX KHHT. B
KOJUIEPKE Y MEHSI OOHAPYKUIIHCH JINTEPaTypPHBIE
CKJIOHHOCTH — 51 KaK-TO HaIlUCaJl CEPUIO0 BECbMA
ITyOOKOMBICIIEHHBIX U YOIUTENBHBIX MEPETOBUIL JIS
"Menbckoro BecTHUKA", — ¥ Teleph 5 HAMEPEH ObLT
CHOBA B3SIThCS 32 IIEPO U CHOBA CTAaTh CAMBIM Y3KUM U3
BCEX Y3KUX CHELMAINCTOB — TaK Ha3bIBAEMBIM
YEJIOBEKOM IIMPOKOr0 KPyro3opa. ITO HE mapaioKke
napajzokca paju; Belb, B KOHIIE KOHIOB, )KU3Hb
BHIUIIIB JTy4IlE BCEr0, KOTJa HaOIOIaelb ee U3
€MHCTBEHHOI'O OKHA.

Cirygaro yrogHo ObUIO cieiaTh MEHSI 0OuTaTeIeM
OITHOT'O M3 CaMBIX CBOe0Opa3HbIX MecTeuek CeBepHOit
Awmepuku. Ha mmmHHOM, IPUXOTIUBOH (HOPMBI
OCTpOBeE, NPOTAHYBIIEMCS K BOCTOKY 0T Hpbro-Iopka,
€CTh Cpely MPOYNX Kapr30B IPHUPOIBI ABA
HEOOBITHBIX TIOYBEHHBIX 00pa3oBaHusl. MUJISIX B
MBAJIATH OT TOPOJIa, Ha 3aABOpKax mponmBa JIoHT-
AfineHs, caMoro 00KUTOro Kycka BOJHOTO
MIPOCTPAHCTBA BO BCEM 3allaIHOM ITONyIIApHH,
BJIAIOTCS B BOAY /IBa COBEPIIICHHO OJMHAKOBBIX MBICA,
pa3JeneHHbIX UMb HEMUPOKOi OyxToukon. Kaxaprit
W3 HUX MPEJCTaBIIIEeT cOOO0I MOYTH MPaBIIIBHBINA OBAJl
— TONBKO, Mo00HO KomyMOoBY sifIly, CILTIOCHYTHIH
Yy OCHOBaHHS; ITPH ATOM OHU HACTOIBKO TIOBTOPSIIOT
JIPYT Apyra O4epTaHUsMHU U pa3MepaMu, 9To,
BEPOSITHO, YalKW, JeTask Ha/l HUMH, HE TIEPECTAIOT
YIUBISTHCS 3TOMY HEOOBIKHOBEHHOMY CXO/ICTBY. UTO
JI0 OECKPBUIBIX KHUBBIX CYIIECTB, TO OHH MOTYT
HaOmoaTh (peHoMeH erie Oosiee yIUBUTENbHBIA —
MIOJTHOE pa3lInyrie BO BCEM, KpOMe OYepTaHHH U
pa3MepoB.

S mocenuics B YacT-Orre, MeHee, — HY, CKaXEM Tak:
MeHee (hereHe0eTbHOM U3 JIBYX TOCENIKOB, XOTS 3TOT
CJTIOBECHBIH SIPJIBIK JAJICKO HE BhIpaXkaeTt
NPUYYIATIUBOTO U JaXKe HECKOJIBKO 3JIOBEIIETO
KOHTpPACTa, 0 KOTOPOM HJAET pedub. MO# TOMUK CTOSIT y



from the Sound, and squeezed between two huge camoii OKOHEYHOCTH MbICa, B TOIYCOTHE SIPJOB OT
places that rented for twelve or fifteen thousand a Gepera, 3aTUCHYTBIII MEKITy ABYMSI POCKOLIHBIMU
season. the one on my right was a colossal affair  BuIaMu, U3 Tex, 3a KOTOpBIE MIATST O ABEHAIATH
by any standard—it was a factual imitation of — MSTHAJATH THICSY B ce30H. OCOOCHHO

some Hotel de Ville in Normandy, with a tower  BemukonenHa OblTa BUIa CIIpaBa — TOYHAS KOTHS
on one side, spanking new under a thin beard of ~ kakoro-un6ynws Hotel de Ville 8 Hopmanauwu, ¢

raw ivy, and a marble swimming pool, and more yrioBoii OarHe#, r1e HOBEeHbKas KiaIKa

than forty acres of lawn and garden. it was MIPOCBEYMBAJIA CKBO3b PEIKYIO €Il 3aBeCy IUTIOIIA, C
Gatsby's mansion. Or, rather, as I didn't know Mr. mpamopHBsIM 6acceliHoM ISt IIJIABAHUS U CalOM B
Gatsby, it was a mansion inhabited by a COPOK C JIMIITHUM aKpoB 3eMyH. S 3HaJ, 4TO 3TO
gentleman of that name. My own house was an  ycaasba I'aTcOu. ToumHel, 9T0 OHA TPHHAUIEKUAT
eyesore, but it was a small eyesore, and it had KOMY-TO 110 (hametun ['9TcOu, Tak Kak GONbIIe 5 0
been overlooked, so | had a view of the water, a  Hem Huvero He 3Ham. Mol JOMHUK OBUT TYT OGETEMOM
partial view of my neighbor's lawn, and the Ha TJ1a3y, HO OeJIbMOM aKUM KPOIICYHBIM, YTO €ro U
consoling proximity of millionaires—all for HE 3aMeyall HUKTO, U TIOTOMY sl KIMEJT BO3MOXKHOCTb,
eighty dollars a month. ITOMHUMO BH/Ia HA MOpE, HAaClIaX/IaThCs €Ile BUAOM Ha

KYCOYCK 4YyXKOro caja v MpusATHBIM CO3HaAaHUEM
HEMOCPEACTBECHHOI'O COCC/ICTBA MUJULIMOHEPOB — BCE
3a BOCEMBACCAT NOJJIAPOB B MCCHII.

Across the courtesy bay the white palaces of Ha npyroii cTopoHe OYXTBI CBEpKaIX HaJl BOJOM
fashionable East Egg glittered along the water, 6enprie qBopubl derrenebensuoro Mcr-Orra, 1, B
and the history of the summer really begins on the cymHocTH TOBOPS, HCTOPHS 3TOTO JIETa HAYUHAETCS C
evening | drove over there to have dinner with the toro Beuepa, korma s cen B cBoit "momk" u moexaj Ha
Tom Buchanans. Daisy was my second cousin Ty CTOpOHY, K Briokenenam B roctu. [[33u Berokenen

once removed, and I'd known Tom in college. IPUXOANIACE MHE TPOIOPOIHOM cecTpoif, a ToMa st
And just after the war | spent two days with them 3main emie mo yausepcurery. M Kak-T0, BCKOpE TOCIIE
in Chicago. BOWHBI, 51 1B JHS MIPOTOCTHI Y HUX B UnKaro.

Bomnpochl Kk 3a4ery:

1. [luceMeHHBIN TMepeBO ayTEHTHMYHOTO TEKCTa, OTHOCALIETOCs K OJHOMY U3
M3YYEHHBIX )KaHpoB (pa3mep: 1 meuarHas crpanuia popmara A4). YCTHBIN MpeanepeBoI4eCKHii
aHaJlu3  TEKCTa, OOBSICHUTH YHNOTpeOlieHHe BCeX MEepPEeBOAUECKUX  MpeoOpa3oBaHHIA
(mpeaHa3HAYEHO 7Sl CHIIBHBIX CTYICHTOB).

2. YcTHBI aHanM3 MapajielbHBIX TEKCTOB IO OCHOBHBIM —MEPEBOIUYECKUM
napamerpam. BrisiBiieHHe cllaObIX U CUIIBHBIX CTOPOH MepeBoa (s CnalbIX CTYIEHTOB).
KonTtponupyemsie komnerennuu: [1K-1, TTK-8, TTK-9.

O0pasen TekcTa Juisd epeBoa.

W. SOMERSET MAUGHAM BOOKS AND YOU  (Ch.1)

One isn't always as careful of what one says as one should be. When | stated in a book of
mine called The Summing Up that young people often came to me for advice on the books they
would do well to read, I did not reckon with the consequences. I received a multitude of letters
from all manner of persons, asking me what the advice was that | gave. | answered them as best |



could, but it is not possible to deal fully with such a matter in a private letter; and as many people
seem to desire such guidance as | can offer, it has occurred to me that they might like to have a
brief account of what suggestions | have to make from my own experience for pleasant and
profitable reading. The first thing | want to insist on is that reading should be enjoyable. Of
course, there are many books that we all have to read, either to pass examinations or to acquire
information, from which it is impossible to extract enjoyment. We are reading them for
instruction, and the best we can hope is that our need for it will enable us to get through them
without tedium. Such books we read with resignation rather than with alacrity. But that is not the
sort of reading | have in mind. The books I shall mention in due course will help you neither to
get a degree nor to earn your living, they will not teach you to sail a boat or get a stalled motor to
run, but they will help you to live more fully. That, however, they cannot do unless you enjoy
reading them. The "you™ I address is the adult whose avocations give him a certain leisure and
who would like to read the books which cannot without loss be left unread. | do not address the
bookworm. He can find his own way. His curiosity leads him along many unfrequented paths
and he gathers delight in the discovery of half-forgotten excellence. | wish to deal only with the
masterpieces which the consensus of opinion for a long time has accepted as supreme. We are all
supposed to have read them; it is a pity that so few of us have. But there are masterpieces which
are acknowledged to be such by all the best critics and to which the historians of literature devote
considerable space, yet which no ordinary person can now read with enjoyment. They are
important to the student, but changing times and changing tastes have robbed them of their
savour and it is hard to read them now without an effort of will. Let me give one instance: | have
read George Eliot's Adam Bede, but I cannot put my hand on my heart and say that it was with
pleasure. | read it from a sense of duty: I finished it with a sigh of relief. Now of such books as
this I mean to say nothing. Every man is his own best critic. Whatever the learned say about a
book, however unanimous they are in their praise of it, unless it interests you it is no business of
yours. Don't forget that critics often make mistakes, the history of criticism is full of the blunders
the most eminent of them have made, and you who read are the final judge of the value to you of
the book you are reading. This, of course, applies to the books | am going to recommend to your
attention. We are none of us exactly like everyone else, only rather like, and it would be
unreasonable to suppose that the books that have meant a great deal to me should be precisely
those that will mean a great deal to you. But they are books that I feel the richer for having read,
and | think I should not be quite the man | am if | had not read them. And so | beg of you, if any
of you who read these pages are tempted to read the books | suggest and cannot get on with
them, just put them down; they will be of no service to you if you do not enjoy them.

KonTponupyemsie komnerenuuu: [1K-1, ITK-8, TTK-9
OrneHka KOMIETEHIINH OCYIIECTBISETCS B COOTBETCTBUH C TabnuIei 4.



	Текст 17.
	The Romance of a Busy Broker by O. Henry  (extract)
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