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1. OPT AHM3AIIMOHHO-METOIMYECKUN PA3IET

1.1. He.]'ll/l U 3aja94 U3yJYCeHUl JUCHUIIJIMHBI:

I_[e.m, AUCHUIIVIMHBI — O3HAKOMUTL CTYACHTOB C OCHOBHBIMH MOZACIIIMU U TPYAHOCTAMU
XYOO0XXCCTBCHHOTO IICPEBOAAa Ha OCHOBC COIIOCTABJICHUA TCKCTOB PYCCKOIro H aHTJTUHMCKOTO
SA3BIKOB.

Joctrxenue qaHHO# ey npearnosaraeT peiieHue 3a1ay.
- pa3BUTh HaBBIK OIpEACIICHHUs OOIIEH CTpaTeruy IepeBoja M MPEOAOJEHUS KOHKPETHBIX
MEePEBOUECKUX TPYAHOCTEH;
- pa3BUTh YMEHHE pAaclO3HaBaTh OCHOBHBIC (YHKIIMOHAJIBHO-CTHJIMCTHUYECKHE W KAHPOBBIC
Pa3HOBHUIHOCTH XY/I0’KECTBEHHOTO MEPEBO/IA;
- copMHpOBATh MPEJCTABICHUE O KYJIbTYPOJIOTHYECKOW HHTEPIIPETAIIUU XYT0KECTBEHHOTO
TEKCTa;
- pa3BUTh HABBIK UCIIOJIB30BaHUS MOJICNICH MEPEeBOAa XYI0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTA.

1.2. Mecto IMCHUILUIMHBI B CTPYKTYype o0pa3oBaTeIbHOH NPOrpamMMbl
cnequagasHocTu: 51.B.05

«IlepeBoll XyIOXKECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa (TIEPBBIM BTOPOW SI3BIK)» MPEACTABISAECT COOOM
JUCLUIUIMHY 10 BbIOOPY. [l OCBOEHUS NaHHOM JUCHMILIMHBI CTYJEHT JOJIKEH OCBOUTH TaKue
JUCIMIUIMHBL, Kak «[IpakThueckuii Kypc TIepeBojla BTOPOrO HHOCTPAHHOTO  SI3BIKAY,
«Ctunuctuka», «Teopus nepeBoja». OOydaromuiics JOJKEH BIAAETh TEPMUHOJIOTMYECKUM
amnmapaTroM, 3HaTh CJEQYIOLIMEe KaTeropuM: SKBHMBAJEHTHOCTh U aJE€KBAaTHOCTb IE€PEBOJA;
nparMaTtuyeckas ajanrtanus IepeBoja; MOJENU IepeBoja; IepeBOJYEecKHe TpaHChOopMalluH;
[EPEeBOUECKHE COOTBETCTBHUSA; CIIOCOObI Iepenadn Oe3d9KBUBAJEHTHOW Jekcuku. OcBoeHHe
JUCLUIUIMHBI HEOOXOIMMO JUIsl YCIIEHIHOM peaiu3aluy NepeBOIYeCKON MPaKTUKU, HAIUCAHUS
TEKCTa BBIMTYCKHOHN KBaTU(PUKAMOHHON pabOTHI.

1.3. TpeGoBaHus K pe3yJbTaTaM OCBOEHHS Y4eOHOW JUCIUINIMHBI

[Tpouecc ocBoeHMs y4eOHON AUCHIUTIIMHBI HaMpaBieH Ha GOPMHUPOBAHHE Y O0yUYaIOITNXCS
CIEAYIOIMX KOMIETECHIINM:

Kon Conepxanue WNHanKkaTopsl JOCTUKEHHSI KOMITETEHIIUN

KOMIIET | KOMIIETEHIINH

SHINH

I1K-1 CnocoOeH  mpoBOJUTH | 3Haem MPUHLHUIIBI U METOABI TMHTBUCTUYECKOTO aHAIN3a
JTMHTBUCTHYCCKHUE TEKCTa/IUCKypca; UMEET CHUCTEMHOE TpENCTaBlIeHuEe 00

0COOEHHOCTSX COBpPCMCHHOT'O 3Tala u
HUCTOPUHU PA3BUTHUA U3YUACMBIX A3bIKOB.

aHaJu3 TEeKCTa/TUuCKypca
Ha OCHOBC CHUCTCMHBIX

. Vmeem ~ mpoBOAMTH ~ JMHTBUCTHYECKHH  aHAIM3
SHAHMM — COBPEMCHHOTO | roycra/muckypca Ha  OCHOBE  CHCTEMHBIX — 3HAHMIA
dSTama " UCTOPUH | coppeMEHHOI0 ATana M HUCTOPHH PAa3BUTHS HM3y4aeMbIX
pa3sBUTHA U3Y4aeMBIX | s3BbIKOB. Biadeem HaBBIKAMH  JIMHIBHCTHUYECKOI'O
SI3BIKOB aHaAJIN3a TEKCTa/IUCKypca Ha OCHOBE CUCTEMHBIX 3HAHUIMA

COBPEMEHHOTO 3Tala M WCTOPUH Pa3BUTHs HM3ydaeMbIX
SI3BIKOB.

[1K-8 CriocoOeH oCymecTBISTh
caMopelaKTHPOBAHUE
TEeKCTa IepeBoia,
UCIIOJIb30BATh TEKCTOBBIC

3naem MMPUHIUIIEI TTOCIICIEPEBOAYCCKOTO
CaMOPCAaKTHPOBAHUS U KOHTPOJIBHOT'O
PEAAKTUPOBAHUA TCKCTA NNIEPCBOJA U ITPUHIIUIIBL
HCIIOJIB30BAHM A CIICIUAJIM3VUPOBAHHBIX TCKCTOBBIX




PEIaKTOPHI U
CHEIMAIM3UPOBAHHOE
POrpPaMMHOE
o0OecrieueHue st

0o OopMIICHHUS TEKCTa
nepeBojia

PEaKTOpOB.

Ymeem OCYHICCTBJIATH MOCIICIICPEBOAUCCKOC
CaMOPCAAKTHUPOBAHUC 1 KOHTPOJILHOC
PEAAKTUPOBAHUEC TCKCTA IIEPEBOAA, B TOM YHCIIE C
HCIIOJIb30BAHHUEM TCKCTOBBIX PCHAKTOPOB 1
CIICHUAIM3UPOBAHHOI'O IIPOrpaMMHOTI'O obecreyeHusI.

Braoeem HaBbIKaMU IIOCIIENIEPEBOAYECKOTO
CaMOpPENAKTUPOBAHUSA U KOHTPOJIBLHOTO
pelakTUPOBaHMsI TEKCTa EPEBOJIA.

I1K-9

Crioco0eH oCyIIecTBIsATh
MOCTPEIaKTUPOBAHKE
MAIIMHHOIO U (WJIH)
aBTOMAaTHU3UPOBAHHOTO
NepeBo/a, BHECCHUE
HEO0OXOIUMBIX
CMBICJIOBBIX,
JIEKCHYECKHX,
TEPMHHOJIOTHYCCKHUX U
CTHJIMCTHKO-
rpaMMaTHICCKUX
W3MEHEHHI

3Haem NPUHIUIIBI PEAKTUPOBAHUS
MaITMHHOT0/aBTOMAaTH3WPOBAHHOTO TIEPEBO/IA B
COOTBETCTBHUH C TPEOOBAHUSMU HOPM IEPEBOJIA.
Ymeem obpabaThiBaTh
MaIlTMHHBIH/aBTOMATH3UPOBAHHBIN TIEPEBOJT JIJIS
JTOCTH)KEHHSI HEOOXO0IMMOT'0 Ka4eCTBa C TOYKH 3PEHUS
TpeOOBaHMI1 a/IeKBAaTHOCTH/9KBUBAJICHTHOCTH
Braoeem naBbIKaMH MOCTPEAAKTHPOBAHUS
MalIMHHOT0/aBTOMATH3UPOBAHHOTO IIEPEBO/IA B
COOTBETCTBHUU C TPEOOBAHUSIMH HOPM IIEPEBOA.

2.1. O6beM yueOHOM TMCUMILIHHBI.
O6bem quctumnHbl «llepeBo Xya05)KeCTBEHHOTO TEKCTa» COCTABIIeT 2 3a4eTHbHIE

2. CTPYKTYPA ¥ COJAEP)KAHUE YUYEBHOM JUCIUILINHBI

enuHULbl 72 gaca.

Buo yueonoit pabomut Ounas gopma
Cemectp 8,
4acoB

AyauTopHasi padora 00y4ammXxcs ¢ npenogasaresieM (1o 36

BH/IaM Y4eOHBIX 3aHSAATHIi), BCEro B TOM YHUCJIE:

Jlexnun (JI) 8

B tom uncne, npakruueckas noaroroska (JIIIII)

IpakTuyeckne 3ansatus (I113) 28

B tom uucne, npakruueckas noaroroska (I13I1IT) 8

CamocrosiTesibHast pa6ora odyuarwuuxcs (CP) 36

B tom uucne, npakruueckas noaroroska (CPIIII) 10

ITpomesxyTounas arrecranus (TIOATOTOBKA M CAa4a), BCETO:

3auer

Hroro: 72 (23.e.)

2.2. Coep:kaHue pa3/iesioB YUeOHOM AU CHHMILINHBI

Ne | HanmenoBanue Copepxanue pasfena (TemMaTuka 3aHsATHI) dopmup

n/m | pasaena (TeMbl) yeMblIe
KOMIIETe
HITUU
(uHIIEKC)




Crumib Crwictuueckre ocobeHHocTH XynokectBeHHOro | [1K-1,
XY/IO’KECTBEHHO | TEKCTa. OcHoBHasg cxema aHanu3a snuyeckoro | ITK-8,
JHTePaTYpBL npousBenenus. Ilonstus o Oompmoi u wmamoi | [1K-9
snuke. Poman. Hoemma. Pacckaz.  AHeknAoT.
bacus. Ckaska. Occe.
I'pammaruueckue | Tpomsl u  crunmctuueckue  Qurypsr  sswika. | [1K-1,
0COOEHHOCTH CwmbiciioBasi, SMoIMOHaNbHasA, Jctetnueckas u | [1K-8,
XYA0)KECTBEHHON | KOMMyHUKaTHUBHas QpyHKIus TpornoB. Ocobennoctu | I1K-9
peun. aJICKBaTHOTO MEPEBOJIA TPOIIOB.
[TepeBon Xya0xKeCTBEeHHAs ITPO3a U XY10°KECTBEHHA IK-1,
XYA0XKECTBEHHOI | myOnuiuctuka. [IpuHuuns! nepesoaa I1K-8,
0 TEKCTa XyJI0’)KECTBEHHOT'O TeKCTA. [I0JIHOLEHHBIN CUHTES [1K-9
MPEIMETHO-JIOTMYECKOT0, (PYHKIIMOHATIBHO-
KOMMYHUKaTUBHOI'O ¥ SMOIIMOHAIbHO-
BO3JIEUCTBYIOIIETO coaepkanusi. OTpakeHHUe CTUIIS
aBTOpA.
[lepeBon AHanu3 conepkaHusi aBTopckoro 3ameicna. Ananus | [1K-1,
aBTOPCKOIO BHYTPUTEKCTOBBIX CBsA3eH. [lepenada aBTOpcKoi [1K-8,
TEKCTa KOHIICTIIIUH OTHMCHIBAEMbBIX COOBITUMN, CUTYAIIHH, I1K-9
nercTByromux Jiuil. CTHINCTUYECKUI aHaTn3
aBTOpcKoro Tekcra. [lepenaua aBTopckux
CTUJIMCTUYECKUX ITprueMoB. CTeneHb JOIMyCTUMOCTH
HCIIOJIb30BaHU B IEPEBOJIE UHBIX TPUEMOB
(HampuMep, CpaBHEHHSI BMECTO MeTadophl) paau
JIOCTH)KEHHUS aJIEKBaTHOI'O BO3/ICHCTBUS Ha
gyuratens. KOmop B nepeBoae. [IpoGiema nepenaun
UTPBHI CIIOB.
[Tepenaua Ormpenenenue  oneHOYHOM — mo3umuu  aBropa. | [1K-1,
aBTOPCKOI BrisiBiaenue wuaeonorndyeckux B3rasaoB  aBTopa. | [1K-8,
ITO3ULIAN BcenomorarensHbie CpelcTBa onpenenenus | [1K-9
NIEPEBOAUYNKOM aBTOPCKOU MTO3ULUH.
TepmuHOIOTMYECKN W JIOTMYECKMM  aHAIU3
ucxomHoro  Ttekcra.  Ilepemaua  OLIEHOYHBIX
XapaKTEPUCTHK B EpeBOie O€3 NCKaKEHUSI.
Pa3noobpazue JonyctumocTs pazHooOpaszust nepeBoueckux pemre- | I1K-1,
[IEPEBOTYECKUX HU. BbipaboTka nepeBo14ecKoi cTpaTeruu. [1K-8,
peleHui BrisiBnenue noarexcra. Crenens cBo6os! nepesoga | [1K-9

10 OTHOILIEHUIO K opuruHainy. ®opmupoBanue
MEPEBOUYMKOM COOCTBEHHOM, TTOCIEI0BATEILHON
KOHIICTIIIMK TEKCTA. AHAIN3 EPEBOJIOB,
BBIITOJIHEHHBIX PA3JIMYHBIMU [IEPEBOTUMKAMH, C
TOYKH 3PCHHUA PA3HBIX IMTEPEBOTYCCKUX
VMHTEPIPETALNNA aBTOPCKON KOHIIETILINHU.




2.3. Pa3zgeapl AUCHUIJINH M BUABI 3aHATHI

Ne | HaumeHnoBaHue paszaena
n/m AynuTtopHas Breayn. | O6bem
pabora pabora | Byacax
J [13/JIP CP Bceero
B TOM B TOM B TOM B TOM
qucie, | YuUCIe, qucie, | YucIe,
JITIIT [I3I1I1/ CPIIII [1I1
JIPTIIT
1 | Cruib XyJ10’)KECTBEHHOM JINTEPATYPHI. 2 4 6 12
2 | I'pammaTr4eckue 0COOEHHOCTH 4 4 6 14
XYJI0)KECTBEHHOW PEYH.
3 | [lepeBoa Xym0)KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTA. 4 6 10
4 | IlepeBoj aBTOPCKOIO TEKCTA. 4 6 10
5 | Ilepenaya aBTOPCKOM NO3ULIUU. 4 6 10
6 | PazHooOpa3ue nepeBOUECKUX pelIeHUN 2 8 6 16
Hmoeo: 8 28 36 72
Bceeo: 8 28 36 72
2.4. IlnaHbl JeKIMOHHBIX 3aHATHI
Ne | HaumeHoBaHue TeM JIEKUIUIA Koun-Bo yacoB B
9 cemectpe 1o
BHJIaM pabOThI
JI B TOM
qrcIe,
JITITT
9 cemectp
1 Ctuib XyI0’)KECTBEHHOM JTUTEPATYPHI.
IMousTUs 0 GONBILON U MAJIOH JITUKE. 2 -
OcHOBHasl cxema aHajn3a YMHYECKOT0 MPOU3BEICHUS.
2 I'pammaTrueckue 0cCOOEHHOCTH XYA0KECTBEHHOU peyH.
Tpomnsl U cTunucTHYecKHUe (QUTYPHI S3bIKA.
CMBICITOBAsT, SMOITMOHATIBHAS, 3CTETHYECKAst © KOMMYyHHUKATHBHAS 4 -
(GyHKIHS TPOTOB.
Oco0eHHOCTH aJIeKBaTHOT'O EPEBOJIa TPOTIOB.
3 PaznooOpasue nepeBoI4ecKuX perieHui.
BripaOoTka nepeBojiueckoii ctpareruu. BoisiBieHue nmoarekcra.
CreneHb CBOOO/IBI TIEPEBO/IA 110 OTHOIICHHUIO K OpUTHHATY. 2 -
PopMHpOBAHKE MOCIEA0BATEILHON KOHIIETIIINY TEKCTA. AHAIIN3
TIEPEBOJIOB, BHIMIOIHEHHBIX Pa3TMYHBIMU MIEPEBOTINKAMHU.
2.5. Il;ianbl NPaKTHYECKUX 3aHATHIA
Ne | HaumeHoBaHUE TeM MPAKTUYECKUX 3aHATUI Kon-Bo yacoB B

9 cemecTpe 1o
BUJIaM paOOTHI

113

B TOM
Yyucne,

7




131111
9 cemecTp
1. Ctuib Xy10°K€CTBEHHOM JIUTEPATYpPHI. 1
Crunuctuyeckre 0COOEHHOCTH XY10°)KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa.
OcHOBHas cxeMa aHaju3a dMuYeckoro npoussenenus. [louarus o
Oosbioit u Masol snuke. Poman. Hoemnna. Paccka3. AHeEkIOT.
Bachusa. Ckaszka. Dcce.
2. ['pamMmaTHueckre 0COOEHHOCTH XYI0KECTBEHHON PEYH. 1
Tpomnsl u cTrMcTHYECKHE (GUTYPHI s13bIKAa. CMBICIIOBAS,
SMOIIMOHAIbHAS, ICTETUYECKAsi 1 KOMMYHUKAaTUBHAs QYyHKIUS
TporoB. OCOOCHHOCTH aJIEKBATHOTO MEPEBO/IA TPOIIOB.
3. ITepeBo1 Xy10’)KECTBEHHOT'O TEKCTA. 1
XynoxKecTBeHHas Mpo3a U XyI0/KECTBEHHAs! MyOIMIIMCTHKA.
[TpuHuMITEI IEpEBOAA XYI0KECTBEHHOTO TeKCTA. [I0MHOLEHHBIN
CHHTE3 MTPEIMETHO-TIOTHUECKOT0, () yHKIIMOHAIILHO-
KOMMYHHKATUBHOTO U YMOIIMOHAIBHO-BO3/IEUCTBYIOIIETO
conepkanus. OTpaxeHre CTUJIS aBTOpA.
4, [lepeBoa aBTOPCKOTO TEKCTA. 1
AHanu3 cofiep>kaHusi aBTOPCKOTO 3aMbIciia. AHAIN3
BHYTPHUTEKCTOBBIX CBsi3ell. [lepenada aBTOPCKOI KOHLIETIIMU
OTMCBHIBAEMBIX COOBITUM, CUTYAIN, NEHCTBYIOIIUX JIUII.
Crunuctuyeckuil aHainu3 aBTOpCKoro tekcra. I[lepenaua aBTopekux
CTHJIUCTUYECKUX MTprUeMoB. CTeneHb JOIMyCTUMOCTH UCTIOIb30BaHHUS
B IIEPEBOJIC UHBIX MPUEMOB (HAIIpUMEP, CPABHEHUSI BMECTO
MeTadopsl) paau JOCTHKEHUS aIeKBaTHOTO BO3/ICHCTBHS Ha
yutatesss. KOmop B nepeBojie. [IpoGiema nepenaym Urpsl CIoB.
5. [Tepenaua aBTOPCKOM MTO3UINU. 1
Orpenenenre OlIeHOYHOU MO3UIIMK aBTOpa. BrisiBrieHne
UJEO0JIOTMYECKHX B3IJIS10B aBTOpa. BcoMmorarenbHbIe cpe/icTBa
oTpeiesieHUs] IEPEBOTYMKOM aBTOPCKON MTO3HUITUH.
TepMHUHOIOTMYECKUI U JIOTHYECKHUM aHATTU3 UCXOJHOTO TEKCTA.
Ilepenaya O1eHOYHBIX XapaKTEPUCTUK B TIEPEBOJIC O€3 MCKAKECHHSI.
6. Pa3zHooOpaszue rnepeBoJuecKuX pereH . 3
JlonycTuMocTh pa3HOOOpa3us epeBoJUecKuX perieHuid. BeipaboTka
NepeBOIYECKOi cTpareruu. BrisBienne noarexcra. CteneHb cBOOOIBI
TIepeBO/Ia 10 OTHOIICHUIO K opuruHainy. dopmupoBanue
MEPEBOAYMKOM COOCTBEHHOM, TTOCIEe0BATEIFHON KOHIIEMIINU TEKCTA.
AHanu3 nepeBoI0B, BHIIOJHEHHBIX Pa3IMUYHBIMU TIEPEBOAUNKAMU, C
TOYKH 3PEHUS Pa3HbIX EPEBOTYECKUX MHTEPITPETALIMI aBTOPCKOM
KOHTICTIIHH.
2.6. [11aHbI NPAKTHYECKOH MOATOTOBKHU
Ne | HaumeHoBaHUE TEM U 3JIEMEHTOB PaldOT, CBA3aHHBIX C ®opma Kon-Bo
Oynyiieit mpodeccHoHaATBHON AeSITENFHOCTHIO MPOBEACHUS | YacOB B
(JITIIT, 9
TI3I1IT, CceMecTpe
JIPIIII,
CPTIIIT)
9 cemectp




CTuiib XyJ10°)KECTBEHHOM JINTEPATYPHI.

Crunuctuyeckre 0COOCHHOCTH XYI0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa.
OcHOBHas cxeMa aHaJu3a SMUYECKOr0 MPOU3BEACHHUS.
[TousiTus o OoJbIION 1 Mastoi snuke. Poman. Hosesna.
Pacckas. Aunexknot. bacus. Ckaska. Dcce.

TI3I1IT

CPIIII

['pammaTHYecKkre 0COOEHHOCTH XYA0KECTBEHHON PEeUH.
Tponsl u cTunucTHdeckue GUrypsl s3bika. CMbICIOBas,
AMOLMOHAJIbHAS, ICTETUYECKAsl U KOMMYHUKATUBHAs
¢byukus TpornoB. OcoOEHHOCTH a/IeKBAaTHOT'O NEPEBOa
TPOIIOB.

T13I1I1T

CPIIII

IlepeBo Xy105K€CTBEHHOI'O TEKCTA.

XyHoKecTBeHHas ITPo3a U XyA0KECTBEHHAs! yOIMIIMCTHKA.
[TpuHLMITBI TEpEBOIA XY 10KECTBEHHOT'O TEKCTA.
I10JIHOLIEHHBIN CHHTE3 NIPEAMETHO-JIOTUYECKOTO,
(GYHKIIMOHATTLHO-KOMMYHHKATUBHOTO M YMOLIMOHAIILHO-
BO3JICUCTBYIOMIETO cofepkanusi. OTpakeHrue CTUIIS
aBTOpA.

T13I1I1T

CPIIIT

ITepeBo1 aBTOPCKOI'O TEKCTA.

AHanum3 coJiep:KkaHus aBTOPCKOTO 3aMbIciia. AHAIU3
BHYTPUTEKCTOBBIX cBsA3eil. [lepenaua aBTopckoit
KOHIIETIIMH OTIMUCHIBAEMBIX COOBITUM, CUTYaIIUH,
JercTByOMUX Jull. CTUIMCTUYECKHUI aHaIn3 aBTOPCKOTO
tekcra. [lepegada aBTOPCKUX CTUIIMCTUYECKUX TIPUEMOB.
CreneHp 10MyCTUMOCTHY MCIOJIb30BAHUS B IEPEBOJIE UHBIX
preMoB (HarmpuMep, CPaBHEHUSI BMECTO MeTa(opsl) paau
JIOCTUKEHUS aJICKBAaTHOTO BO3ICHCTBUS HA YATATEIS.
KOmop B nepeBogie. [IpoGnema nepenayum Urpsl CIoB.

TI3I1IT

CPIIII

Ilepenaya aBTOPCKOM MO3ULIUN.

Ornpenenenre OlEHOYHOU MO3UIIMK aBTOpa. BrisiBrieHne
MJIE0JIOTMUECKUX B3IVISII0B aBTOpa. BeroMorarenbHbie
CpECTBA ONPEACICHUS TEPEBOAUMKOM aBTOPCKOM
MO3ULMHU. TEPMUHOIOTHYECKUN U JIOTUYECKUNA aHAIIN3
MCXOIHOrO TeKcTa. [lepenaya OlleHOYHBIX XapaKTEPUCTUK
B MIepeBo/Ie 0€3 UCKAKEHUSI.

TT3I1IT

CPIIIT

Pa3noo0pazue nepeBoI4eCKUX peIeHHH.

JlormycTuMOoCTh pa3HOO0pa3us EPEBOTIECKUX PEIIICHUH.
BeipaboTtka nepeBomueckoii crpareruu. BoisiBnenne
noarekcTa. CteneHb cBOOOIbI IEPEBO/IA MO OTHOIIEHUIO K
opuruHaiy. @opMHpOBaHUE NEPEBOTUMKOM COOCTBEHHOM,
MOCJIeI0BAaTEIbHON KOHLIEMIIUY TeKCTa. AHAIN3 IEPEBOIOB,
BBINOJIHEHHBIX PA3IMYHBIMU [IEPEBOTUMKAMH, C TOUKH
3pEHUs Pa3HbIX EPEBOAUECKUX NHTEPIIPETALNN aBTOPCKOU
KOHIETILIVH.
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3. OCOBEHHOCTHU OBYYEHMUs UHBAJIMAOB U JIUL C OB3

[Tpu opranuzanuu o0y4eHHs CTYACHTOB C OTPAHUYCHHBIMU BO3MOKHOCTSIMH 37I0POBbS
(OB3) HEOOXOIUMO YYUTHIBATH ONIPEACICHHBIC YCIOBUS:

- yueOHbIE 3aHATHSI OPTaHU3YIOTCS UCXOJIS U3 TICUXO(PHU3MUECKOTO Pa3BUTHS U COCTOSHHS
3p0poBbs MLl ¢ OB3 coBMeCTHO ¢ IpyruMu oOydaroluMHcs B OOIIMX TIPYyMINax, a TaKxke
WH/IMBUYaJIbHO, B COOTBETCTBUH C TPAUKOM MHAWBUAYAIBHBIX 3aHITUM;

- IpU OpraHu3aluM y4eOHBIX 3aHATHH B OOIIMX IpyNIax HCHOJIb3YIOTCA COLMAIbHO-
AKTUBHBIC M pe(IIEKCUBHBIE METOABI 0O0YUYECHHUsI, TEXHOJIOTHH COLMOKYIBTYPHON peabuInTauu ¢
LEJIbI0 OKa3aHWs IOMOIIM B YCTAHOBJIEHHM IOJHOLEHHBIX MEXIMYHOCTHBIX OTHOILEHWH,
co3/1aHusI KOM(OPTHOTO IICUXOJIOTMYECKOTO KJIMMAaTa B TPYIIIIE;

- B Iporiecce 00pa30BaTeNIbHON IEATEIbHOCTH PUMEHSIOTCS MaTepUAIbHO-TEXHUYECKOE
OCHAILIEHUE, CHEIUAJIN3UpPOBAaHHBIE TEXHUYECKHE CpEICTBAa IpUeMa-liepeaud  ydyeOHOMU
uHpopMalMu B JOCTYHHBIX (opmMax JUIsl CTYAEHTOB C pasIMYHBIMM HapyLICHUSIMH,
AIIEKTPOHHBIE 00pa30BaTEIbHbBIC PECYPCHI B 3IalITHPOBAHHBIX (hOpMax.

- obecrieyeHue  CTYAEHTOB  TEKCTaMM  KOHCIEKTOB  (IpU  3aTPyAHEHUH C
KOHCIIEKTUPOBAaHUEM );

- HCIIOJIb30BaHHE IIPU IPOBEPKE YCBOCHMs Marepuana METOJUK, He TpeOyroIux
BBITIOJIHEHUSI PYKONHMCHBIX pa0OT WM W3JI0XKEHUS BCIYX (MPH 3aTPYAHEHUSAX C THCHMOM M
pEeubl0) — HaIpUMeEp, TECTOBBIX OJIAHKOB.

[Ipu mpoBeneHUN MPOLEAYPHI OLCHUBAHUS PE3YyIbTATOB OOYUYCHHsSI MHBAIHMJIOB U JIMII C
OTrPaHUYEHHBIMH BO3MOXXHOCTSIMU 3[0POBbsS IO JMCLHUIUIMHE OO0ECIeYMBAETCsl BBINOJIHEHUE
CJICAYIOIIMX JIOMOJHUTEIBHBIX TPEOOBAaHUN B 3aBUCIMOCTH OT WHAMBHUIYAIBHBIX OCOOCHHOCTEH
o0yJaromuxcs:

1. MHCcTpyKuMs 1O MOPSIAKY IPOBENCHUS MPOLEAYpbl OLEHUBAHUS IPEIOCTABISAETCS B
JoCTynHOW ¢opme (YCTHO, B NMHUCBMEHHOH (opMme, Ha 3JIEKTPOHHOM HOCHUTENE, B IE€YaTHOU
(dopMe yBETMUEHHBIM IIPUPTOM U T.I1.);

2. HoctynHass ¢opma MNperocTaBiIeHUs 3aJaHUH OLICHOYHBIX CpeACTB (B MeyaTHOH
¢dopme, B meyaTHO# popMe yBeTHUSHHBIM MPU(TOM, B GOPME IIEKTPOHHOTO JTOKYMEHTA);

3. JlocrtynHas ¢opma mpeaocTaBiIeHHMs OTBETOB Ha 3aJaHus (IMMCbMEHHO Ha Oymare,
HaOOp OTBETOB HAa KOMIIBIOTEPE, YCTHO, JIp.).

ITpu HeoOX0AMMOCTH 17151 OOYUAIOIIMXCS ¢ OTPAHUYEHHBIMU BO3MOXKHOCTSIMU 3/I0POBbS U
MHBAJIMJIOB IMIpOlLIeAypa OLICHUBAHMUSI PpE3ylbTaTOB OOY4YeHHMs] 1O JAUCHMILUIMHE MOKET
IPOBOJUTHCS B HECKOJIBKO ATAIIOB.

B ocBOGHMHM MUCHMITIMHBI WHBAIWIAAMU H JIMIIAMH C OTPAHUYECHHBIMH BO3MOXKHOCTSIMHU
3/10pOBbsI OOJIBIIOE 3HAUEHHE MMEET MHAMBMIyanbHas padota. Ilog MHAMBHIYaIbHON paboToH
nozipazymeBaercs JBe (OpMbI B3aMMOJCIHCTBHS C MpernojaBaTesieM: UHAWBHyallbHas ydueOHas
pabota (KOHCYJbTAaLlMU), T.€. JONOJHHUTENIbHOE pa3bsCHEHHE Y4eOHOro Mmarepuaiga u
yriayOJeHHOe U3yYeHHe MaTepuaia ¢ TEMH 00y4arolIMMUCS, KOTOPhIE B 3TOM 3aUHTEPECOBAHBI,
U UHAMBUIyalbHas BOCHHTaTesbHass pabota. MHAMBHIyanbHblE KOHCYJIbTAllMU 1O MPEAMETY
ABIIAIOTCS  B@XHBIM  (DAaKTOPOM, CIIOCOOCTBYIOIIMM  WHIUBUAYyalIM3aluu oOydeHus u
YCTQHOBJICHUIO BOCIUTATEIBHOIO KOHTaKTa MEXIy IpenojaBareieM U 0OydarolmmMmcs
MHBAJINIOM WM O0YYaIOLUIUMCS C OTPAaHUYEHHBIMH BO3MOYKHOCTSMH 3/I0POBBSI.

4. VYEBHO-METOJWYECKOE OBECIIEYEHUE CAMOCTOSTEJILHOM PABOTHI
OBYYAIOLIUXCS

ZIJ'IH IMOATOTOBKH K IMPAKTUYCCKUM 3aHATHUAM 06yqafom1/1ecs[ AOJIKHBI IEPEBECTU OTPBIBKU
XYO0XKXCCTBCHHBIX TCKCTOB PAa3HLIX KaHPOB Ha CICAYIOIINX cairax:

https://www.bookfrom.net/john-berendt/page,35,35712-midnight in the garden
_of _good_and_evil.html
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https://www.bookfrom.net/john-berendt/page,35,35712-midnight_in_the_garden

https://qutenberg.ca/ebooks/maughamws-ashenden/maughamws-ashenden-00-h.html

https://qutenberg.ca/ebooks/maughamws-booksandyou/maughamws-booksandyou-00-h.html

https://onlinereadfreenovel.com/tony-abbott/page,2,63116-sorcerer.html

5. ObPA30OBATEJIBHBIE TEXHOJIOI'MH

IIpn peanuzanum mnporpaMMmbl JUCHMIUIMHBL «llepeBoi  XymoKECTBEHHOIO TEKCTa
(TIepBbIil MHOCTPAHHBIN S3BIK)» HCIOJIB3YIOTCA CIEAYIONINEe UHTEPAKTUBHbBIE 00pa30BaTEIbHbIE
TEXHOJIOTUH:

C Bun Hcnonb3yeMble HHTEPAKTUBHBIE Komiyectso
eMecTp
3aHATHUSA 00pa3oBaTenbHbIE TEXHOIOTHH 4acoB
8 J HKT - TexHonOrNu 2
[1P OOyueHue B COTpYAHUYECTBE 8
HUroro: 10

6. OLEHOYHBIE CPEACTBA JUISI TEKVIIET'O KOHTPOJIAL VCIIEBAEMOCTH 1
I[TPOMEXYTOYHOU ATTECTALINU

6.1. Opranu3anus BXOAHOI0, TEKYIIero 1 MPOMe:KyTOYHOI0 KOHTPOJISAA 00y4YeHUs! :

B nayane oOydeHUs: MPOBOAUTCS BXOJHOE TECTHUPOBAHUE C LIENbIO ONpPENENIEeHUsl YPOBHS
BIAJICHUs. CTyJAeHTaMu npuémamu mnepeBojga. Pas B CeMecTp MpOBOAMUTCSA oOImas
NPOMEXKYTOUHAsI aTTecTanus (pyOeKHbIH KOHTPOJIb), B KOHIIC AUCIMIUIAHBI - 3a4ET

6.2. Opranu3anusi KOHTPOJIA:

(npumep)
¢ BxoaHoe TecTHpoBaHUE —
Give the written translation of the episode:

https://www.bookfrom.net/john-berendt/page,35,35712-midnight in the garden
_of _good_and_evil.html

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

11



https://gutenberg.ca/ebooks/maughamws-ashenden/maughamws-ashenden-00-h.html
https://gutenberg.ca/ebooks/maughamws-booksandyou/maughamws-booksandyou-00-h.html
https://www.bookfrom.net/john-berendt/page,35,35712-midnight_in_the_garden

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.

e Texkynui KOHTPOJIb —
Give the written translation of the episode:

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
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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.

6.3. Bonpocsl k 3a4éTy:

IlepeBenute OTPHIBOK ayTEHTUYHOT'O aHIJIOSA3BIYHOIO TEKCTA.
[Ipumeps! TEKCTOB!

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.

W. Irving: “Rip Van Winkle”
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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.”

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.

6.4. KoHTpOJIb OCBOEHUS] KOMMETEHIHIT
‘ Bun koHTpOIS ‘ Kontpommpyemsie teMbl | KomnereHium, KOMITOHEHTBI ’
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(paznaenbn) KOTOPBIX KOHTPOIUPYIOTCS

YcrHbI onpoc 1,2,3,4,5,6 IIK-1, IIK-8, I1K-9

7. YYEBHO-METOAMYECKOE U MH®OPMAILIMOHHOE OBECIIEYHEHUE

YUYEBHOM JUCLATUINHEI

7.1. OcHoBHas JUTEpaTypa

1. TexHoiorus mocCIeIOBaTSIBHOrO IepeBoaa: ydeOHoe mocooue / JI.A. ['aBpuios,
P.U. 3apumnosB. — 2-e usn., ucnp. u gon. — MockBa: DOPYM : UHDPA-M, 2019. — 146 c. -
www.dx.doi.org/10.12737/24842. - Tekcr: AIIEKTPOHHBIH. - URL:
https://new.znanium.com/catalog/product/1002045

2. T'ap6oBckuit H. K. Teopust mepeBoia: y4eOHUK M TPAKTHKYM JUISI aKaJAEMHYECKOTO
OakanaBpuata / H. K. T'apboBckuii. — 3-e¢ m3xd., ucnp. u gon. — MockBa : M3marenbcTBo
IOpaiit, 2019. — 387 c. — (bakanaBp. Akagemudeckuii kypc). — ISBN 978-5-534-07251-8. —
Tekcr: anexrponusiii // DBC FOpaiir [caiit]. — URL: https://biblio-online.ru/bcode/432812

7.2. lonotHUTE/ILHAS JIUTEPATypa

1. IMpommua 3.T. Teopust mepeBomga: yueOHOe mocobwe aiasi  By30B/
3.I'. llpomuna. — 4-e wu3n.,, ucnp. u gpon. — Mocksa: W3parensctBo FOpaiit, 2019. —
320 c. — (Bsicmiee o6pazoBanue). — ISBN 978-5-534-11444-7. — Tekcr: snexTpouHslii // DbC
FOpaiir [caiit]. — URL: https://urait.ru/bcode/445357

2. CunenphukoBa JI.  H.  CTUXOTBOpHBI  TEKCT:  MEXAUCHMILTUHApPHAS
uHTepnperamnus : Mmonorpadus / JILH. CunensaukoBa. — MockBa: UHOPA-M, 2019. — 267
c. — (Hayunas mbician). — Www.dX.doi.org/10.12737/monography_5bf2857d4ef7¢7.78706997.
- ISBN 978-5-16-107074-1. - Teker : AJIEKTPOHHBIH. - URL:
https://new.znanium.com/catalog/product/991858

7.3. UHTepHET-pecypChl

1) Tapudymmua A. M. KynbTyposnorudeckas MapKHPOBaHHOCTh a/UTIO3MH B paMKax
XynoxkectBeHHOro muckypca J[. daymnsa : monorpadus / A.M. Tapudpymmmaa. — 2-¢
u3M., ucnp. u gomn. — Mocksa : UHOPA-M, 2019. — 120 c. — (Hayunas mbichb). —
www.dx.doi.org/10.12737/monography 5c3c4cb22b7ea2 30369821. - ISBN 978-5-16-
106644-7. - Tekcr IIEKTPOHHBIH. - URL:
https://new.znanium. com/catalog/product/967570

2) Jlateimer JI. K. TexHosorust mepeBojia: yd4eOHUK W MPAKTUKYM UIS aKaJeMHUYECKOTO
6axanaspuara / JI. K. Jlateimies, H. }O. CeBepoBa. — 4-e wuzn., mepepab. u Jom. —
MockBa : WzpatenbctBo HOpaiit, 2019. — 263 c. — (bakamaBp. AkamzeMu4yecKuit
kypc). — ISBN 978-5-534-00493-9. — Tekcr : anexrponnsiii // ObC IOpa#T [caiiT]. —
URL.: https://urait.ru/bcode/432097

3) JlymraukoBa I'' W. CoBpemeHHas aHIJIOS3bIYHAsA JMTEpaTypa: TpPaAULMU
1 sKkcriepuMeHT : MoHorpadwus / I'.W. JIymaukosa, T.}O. Ocamguas. — Mocksa : UHOPA-
M, 2018. — 170 c.— (Hayunas MBICJIb). —
www.dx.doi.org/10.12737/monography 5b34b79865e664.44235113. - ISBN 978-5-16-
106579-2. - Tekcr: AJIEKTPOHHBIH. - URL:
https://new.znanium.com/catalog/product/961979

4) Mycar P. Il. XynoxecTBeHHass KapTHHAa MHpa B YHHUBEPCYME MHPOBO33PEHUYCCKUX
denomenoB: Monorpadus / Mycat P.I1. - Kpacnosipck: COY, 2016. - 172 c.: ISBN 978-
5-7638-3544-1. - Tekcr : AJIEKTPOHHBIN. - URL:
https://new.znanium.com/catalog/product/967089
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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
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
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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 I 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 I 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.

Tema 2
https://onlinereadfreenovel.com/tony-abbott/page,2,63116-sorcerer.html
Abbott T. Sorcerer (2015, Ch1.)

“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
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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 Foresty. 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, I do not know. But | could not take my eyes from the fire. And it seemed
to me that the tighter I 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’1l 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....

Tema 3
https://www.storyshares.org/book/169/read/
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, I 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
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acting up and I 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.

Tema 4
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Belloc H.  Mr. Clutterbuck's Election (1908, Ch.1)

TowARDS 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
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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.

Tema 5

https://qutenberg.ca/ebooks/maughamws-booksandyou/maughamws-booksandyou-00-h.html

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
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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 1 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™ | 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 | 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 | 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 | feel the richer for having read, and | think | 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. No one is under an obligation to read poetry or fiction or the
miscellaneous literature which is classed as belles-lettres. (I wish | knew the English term for
this, but 1 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
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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 |1 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?

Tema 6
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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
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
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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 I can vouch for its truth. | 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.

https: //www.bookfrom.net/john-berendt/page,26 12-midnight in the garden
of _good_and_evil.html

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
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.
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“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
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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!”

Sting Lyrics (1985, "Dream of the Blue Turtles" album)
https://www.azlyrics.com/s/sting.html

"Love Is the Seventh Wave"

In the empire of the senses

You're the queen of all you survey

All the cities, all the nations

Everything that falls your way, | say

There is a deeper world than this that you don't understand
There is a deeper world that this tugging at your hand
Every ripple on the ocean

Every leaf on every tree

Every sand dune in the desert

Every power we never see

There is a deeper wave than this, swelling in the world
There is a deeper wave than this, listen to me girl

Feel it rising in the cities

Feel it sweeping overland

Over borders, over frontiers

Nothing will its power withstand, | say

There is no deeper wave than this rising in the world
There is no deeper wave than this listen to me girl

All the bloodshed, all the anger

All the weapons, all the gree

All the weapons, all the greed

All the armies, all the missiles

All the symbols of our fear, | say

There is a deeper wave than this rising in the world
There is a deeper wave than this, listen to me girl
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At the still point of destruction

At the centre of the fury

All the angels, all the devils

All around us, can't you see?

There is a deeper wave than this rising in the land
There is a deeper wave than this nothing will withstand

I say love is the seventh wave
I say love is the seventh wave
I say love is the seventh wave
I say love is the seventh wave
I say love is the seventh wave
I say love is the seventh wave
| say love

Every ripple on the ocean

Every leaf on every tree

Every sand dune in the desert

Every breath you take with me

Every breath you take, every move you make
Every cake you bake, every leg you break

"Fortress Around Your Heart"

Under the ruins of a walled city

Crumbling towers in beams of yellow light

No flags of truce, no cries of pity

The siege guns had been pounding through the night
It took a day to build the city

We walked through its streets in the afternoon
As | returned across the fields I'd known

I recognised the walls that | once made

| had to stop in my tracks for fear

Of walking on the mines I'd laid

And if I've built this fortress around your heart
Encircled you in trenches and barbed wire
Then let me build a bridge

For I cannot fill the chasm

And let me set the battlements on fire

Then | went off to fight some battle

That I'd invented inside my head

Away so long for years and years

You probably thought, or even wished that | was dead
While the armies all are sleeping

Beneath the tattered flag we'd made

I had to stop in my tracks for fear

Of walking on the mines I'd laid



And if I've built this fortress around your heart
Encircled you in trenches and barbed wire
Then let me build a bridge

For I cannot fill the chasm

And let me set the battlements on fire

This prison has now become your home

A sentence you seem prepared to pay

It took a day to build the city

We walked through its streets in the afternoon
As | returned across the lands I'd known

I recognised the fields where I'd once played

| had to stop in my tracks for fear

Of walking on the mines I'd laid

And if I've built this fortress around your heart
Encircled you in trenches and barbed wire
Then let me build a bridge

For I cannot fill the chasm

And let me set the battlements on fire

"If You Love Somebody Set Them Free"

Free, free, set them free

Free, free, set them free

Free, free, set them free

If you need somebody

Call my name

If you want someone

You can do the same

If you want to keep something precious
You got to lock it up and throw away the key
If you want to hold onto your possession
Don't even think about me

If you love somebody

If you love someone

If you love somebody

If you love someone, set them free
Set them free

Set them free

Set them free

If it's a mirror you want

Just look into my eyes

Or a whipping boy

Someone to despise

Or a prisoner in the dark

Tied up in chains you just can't see
Or a beast in a gilded cage

That's all some people ever want to be
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If you love somebody

If you love someone

If you love somebody

If you love someone, set them free
Set them free

Set them free

Set them free

You can't control an independent heart

Can't tear the one you love apart

Forever conditioned to believe that we can't live
We can't live here and be happy with less

So many riches

So many souls

With everything we see that we want to possess

If you need somebody

Call my name

If you want someone

You can do the same

If you want to keep something precious

You got to lock it up and throw away the key
You want to hold onto your possession

Don't even think about me

If you love somebody

If you love someone

If you love somebody

If you love someone, set them free
Set them free

Set them free

Set them free

Set them free

Freddie Mercury - Queen lyrics
https://www.stlyrics.com/songs/f/freddiemercury7874/theshowmustgoon278793.html

The Show Must Go On

Empty spaces - what are we living for
Abandoned places - | guess we know the score
On and on

Does anybody know what we are looking for
Another hero another mindless crime

Behind the curtain in the pantomime

Hold the line

Does anybody want to take it anymore

The show must go on

The show must go on



Inside my heart is breaking

My make-up may be flaking

But my smile still stays on

Whatever happens I'll leave it all to chance
Another heartache another failed romance
On and on

Does anybody know what we are living for
I guess I'm learning

I must be warmer now

I'll soon be turning round the corner now
Outside the dawn is breaking

But inside in the dark I'm aching to be free
The show must go on

The show must go on - yeah

Ooh inside my heart is breaking

My make-up may be flaking

But my smile still stays on

Yeah, oh oh oh

My soul is painted like the wings of butterflies
Fairy tales of yesterday will grow but never die
| can fly - my friends

The show must go on - yeah

The show must go on

I'll face it with a grin

I'm never giving in

On with the show

I'll top the bill

I'll overkill

I have to find the will to carry on

On with the

On with the show

The show must go on, go on, go on, go on, ...

Bohemian Rhapsody
Is this the real life-
Is this just fantasy-
Caught in a landslide-
No escape from reality-
Open your eyes
Look up to the skies and see-
I'm just a poor boy, | need no sympathy-
Because I'm easy come, easy go,
A little high, little low,
Anyway the wind blows, doesn't really matter to me,
To me
Mama, just killed a man,
Put a gun against his head,
Pulled my trigger, now he's dead,
Mama, life had just begun,
But now I've gone and thrown it all away-
Mama 000,
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Didn't mean to make you cry-

If I'm not back again this time tomorrow-

Carry on, carry on, as if nothing really matters-

Too late, my time has come,

Sends shivers down my spine-

Bodys aching all the time,

Goodbye everybody-Ive got to go-

Gotta leave you all behind and face the truth-

Mama 000- (any way the wind blows)

I don't want to die,

I sometimes wish I'd never been born at all-

| see a little silhouetto of a man,

Scaramouche, scaramouche will you do the fandango-
Thunderbolt and lightning-very very frightening me-
Galileo, galileo,

Galileo galileo

Galileo figaro-magnifico-

But I'm just a poor boy and nobody loves me-

He's just a poor boy from a poor family-

Spare him his life from this monstrosity-

Easy come easy go-, will you let me go-

Bismillah! no-, we will not let you go-let him go-
Bismillah! we will not let you go-let him go
Bismillah! we will not let you go-let me go

Will not let you go-let me go

Will not let you go let me go

No, no, no, no, no, no, no-

Mama mia, mama mia, mama mia let me go-
Beelzebub has a devil put aside for me, for me, for me-
So you think you can stone me and spit in my eye-
So you think you can love me and leave me to die-
Oh baby-cant do this to me baby-

Just gotta get out-just gotta get right outta here-
Nothing really matters,

Anyone can see,

Nothing really matters-, nothing really matters to me,
Any way the wind blows...

| Was Born To Love You (Original 1985 Extended Version)

An amazing feeling coming through...

I was born to love you

With every single beat of my heart

Yes, | was born to take care of you

Every single day of my life

You are the one for me, I am the man for you,
You were made for me, you're my ecstasy

If I was given every opportunity I'd kill for your love
So take a chance with me

Let me romance with you

I'm caught in a dream, and my dreams come true
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It's so hard to believe this is happening to me

An amazing feeling coming through...

I was born to love you

With every single beat of my heart

Yes, | was born to take care of you

Every single day of my life

I wanna love you, | love evry little thing about you

I wanna love you, love you, love you

Born to love you, born to love you, yes | was born to love you
Born to love you, born to love you every single day of my life
| was born to take care of you every single day of my life

My life, Hay hay, every single day of my life

I was born to love you

With every single beat of my heart

Yes, | was born to take care of you, honey

Every single day of my life.
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