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OO01Me moJIoKeHus

Hactosmas nporpamma pa3padotana B cooTBeTcTBuM ¢ DenepanbHbIM 3aKOHOM OT
29 nexabdps 2012 r. Ne 273-03 «O6 obpazoanuu B Poccuiickoit @eneparumn», [lopsakom
MIPOBEICHMS TOCYITAPCTBEHHON UTOrOBOM aTTeCTalliy MO 00pa3oBaTEIbHBIM IIPOrpaMMaM
BBICIIET0 OOpa3oBaHUs — IporpamMmaM OakajaBpuaTa, MporpaMMmaM CHEIMaIUTeTa U
nporpaMmam OakajnaBpHaTa, yYTBEP>KIEHHBIM IMpuKazoM MuHucTepcTBa 00pa3oBaHUs U
Hayku Poccuiickoit ®eneparu ot 29 wuroHs 2015 1. Ne 636; denepanbHbM
rocyJapCTBEHHbIM 00pa30BaTENbHBIM CTAHJAPTOM BBICIIETO 0Opa3oBaHus (Janee —
OI'OC BO) mno wnanpasnenuto mnoarotroBku 45.03.01 dwunonorusi, yTBEepkKIACHHBIM
npukazoM MuHHCTEpCTBAa 00pa3oBaHus W Hayku Poccuiickoit deneparuu ot 07 aBrycra
2014 1. Neo 947, VYcraom [ocymapcTBeHHOT0 aBTOHOMHOTO 00pa30BaTEILHOTO
yupexaeHus: Bbicuiero oOpa3zoBaHus ropojga MockBbl «MOCKOBCKHI TOpOACKOMN
MeIarOTUYeCKUd YHUBEpPCUTET» (nanee — YHuBepcuter), [lonoxxkeHneM o TpoBEACHUU
roCyJapCTBEHHOM MTOrOBOM aTTecTalMy MO 00pa30BaTEIbHBIM MPOrpaMMaM CpPEIHEro
MpO(ECCHOHAIBHOTO W BBICHIEr0 oOpa3oBaHuWd — IporpamMmaM OakajaBpuara,
mporpaMmaM CHEMAJIMTETa MW M[porpamMmaMm OakanaBpuata B [ocygapcTBeHHOM
ABTOHOMHOM 00pa30BaTEIbHOM YUYPEKIEHUU BBICIIET0 00pa3oBaHHs ropoaa MOCKBBI
«MOCKOBCKUI IOPOJICKOU MEAArOTUUYECKUN YHUBEPCUTET.

['ocynapctBennast urtoroBas atrtectanus (gaiee — ['MA) 3aBepriaer ocBoeHHE
oOpa3oBaTeNbHBIX  MPOTPaMM,  HMMEIOIIMX  TOCYJAapCTBEHHYIO  aKKpPEIUTAIHUIO,
OpeacTaBisieT coboi (opMy OLEHKHM CTENEHH U YpPOBHS OCBOCHUS OO0YYarOUIUMUCS
00pa3oBaTeNbHOM MPOrPaMMBI U SIBIISIETCS 00s13aTEIBHOM.

1. Ieau u 3agaun I'NA

Hempro ['MA sBisgeTcs oONpeneneHue COOTBETCTBUSA PE3YJIbTATOB OCBOCHUS
oOyyaromumucs o0pa3oBarelbHOM mporpamMmbl  TpeboBanusiMm DPI'OC  BO 1o
HarnpasiaeHuto moarotoBku 45.03.01 dumnonmorwus.

3amaueit ['MA sdBisieTcsl OLIEHKA CTENEHW M YPOBHS OCBOEHHUS 00yYarolMMCS
o0pa3oBaTeNbHON  MPOrpaMMbl,  XapaKTepU3YIIlas  €ro  MOJArOTOBIEHHOCTb K
CaMOCTOSITEIbBHOMY  BBINIOJIHEHUIO  OMNpPEACNIEHHBIX  BUAOB  MpO(eccCHOHAIbHOM
NEeATENBHOCTH.

2. Crpykrypa I'HA

Ha ocHOBaHMM pelIeHHS YYEHOTO COBETa WHCTUTYTa TyMAaHUTApHBIX HayK
(mpoTtokon 3acemanus ot «11» mapra 2026 r. Ne®). 'MA BkiIrOYaeT rocyaapcTBEHHBIH
AK3aMEH U 3alIUTY BBITYCKHON KBATM(PUKALMOHHOMN paboThl (nanee - BKP).

3. IlepeyeHb KOMIIETEHI[UI, KOTOPBIMH J0JI2KHbI OBJIA/IETh 00y4Yarouuecs B
pe3yJjbTaTe 0CBOCHHUS NPOrpamMMbl DakajiaBpuara
[Ipu mpoxoxaenun ['MA oOygarommecss NOMKHBI MMOKa3aTh YPOBEHb BIIAJICHUS
CJIEIYIOIMMHU KOMIIETEHIIMSIMU C YYETOM TpeboBaHUH NMpodeccuoHaIbHBIX CTaHAAPTOB:



TpynoBble neiicTBust

HanMeHoBaHHe KOMIIETEHIIHH
dI'OC BO, HeoOxoaumMoii 1
BBITIOJIHEHH S TPY0BOI0 AeiCTBUS

Ilnanupyemblie pe3ybTaThl 0CBOCHHUS 00pa30BaTeIbHOI MPOrpaMMbl

YHUBEPCAJIbHBIE KOMIIETEHIIUH

Crioco0eH oCyIecTBIATh MOUCK,
KPUTHYCCKHI aHAIIU3 U CUHTE3
uH(pOpMAIIMH, TPUMCHSTh
CHCTEMHBI TIOIXOJT IS PEIICHUSI
nocTaBieHHbIX 3a1a4 (YK-1)

3HaeT: NPUHIUIBI MCIOJIB30BAHUS CUCTEMHOIO MOJAXOAA; AITOPUTMbl IPUHSTHS
peleHus (B TOM YUCIle, METOAUKH ITIOCTAaHOBKH 33/1a4M, MOJIEJIMPOBAHNS, BIOOpA U
IIPUHSTHS PEILIECHNUS)

YMeTb: HaxXoAWTh, KPUTHUYECKU AaHAJIU3UPOBaThb U BbIOMpaTh HH(OpMAIUIO,
HEOOXOIUMYI0 JJIi pELIeHHs] IOCTaBJIEHHOW 3aJaud; aHaJu3upoBaTh 3ajauy,
BBIJICJIAS JTalbl €€ PpEelIeHUs, ACUCTBUS IO PELICHMIO 33/a4d OLEHMBATh UX
[IPEUMYIIECTBA U PUCKH; T'PAMOTHO, JIOTMYHO, apr'yMEHTUPOBAHHO (hOpPMUPOBATH
COOCTBEHHBIE CYXJEHHUS M OLIEHKH; OIpeNeNATh M OLICHWBAaTh IPAKTHYECKUE
MOCJIEACTBHSI BO3MOXHBIX PELICHUN 3a/1a4uu

Buaanerr HaBbIKaMHM (ONBITOM JIeSIT€ILHOCTH): HaBbIKAMU I[PUMEHEHUS
CUCTEMHOI'O MOAXOAAa JJsi OLEHKHM COBPEMEHHBIX HAay4HbIX JOCTH)KEHUH H
HNPUHATHS PEIIEHUH B COLMANBHON U MPO(ECCHOHANBHOM NesTeTbHOCTH

CrnocoOeH omnpenensaTs Kpyr 3a1a4 B
paMKax MOCTaBJIEHHOHU LETH U
BBIOMPATH ONTHMAJIBHBIE CITOCOOBI
UX pELIeHHUs, UCXOJ U3
JEHCTBYIOIINX MTPABOBBIX HOPM,
UMEIOILUXCS PECYPCOB U
orpanunyenunit (YK-2)

3HaTh: 3aKOHOMEPHOCTH LIeJIeNoaralus U MyTH JOCTH>KEHUS [TOCTaBJIEHHON LIENH;
IpaBOBbIE HOPMBI B c(hepe peann3aly NpoeKkTa (1esTeIbHOCTH, UCCIEJOBAHNUA)
YMers: popMyIupoBaTh 3a/1a4u, 00€CIIEYUBAIOLINE JOCTH)KEHUE ITOCTABICHHOU
1eNu paboThl, MPOTHO3UPOBAThH 0XKMIAEMbIe PE3YIbTAThl PEIICHHSI TOCTABICHHBIX
3aJa4, pelaTh KOHKPETHBIE 3a/1a4M MPOEKTa (IeATENIbHOCTH, UCCIIEIOBAHMUS),
BbIOMpAsi ONITUMAJIBHBIN CIIOCO0 UX pEIIeHUs], UCXO0/1s U3 AEHCTBYIOLIMX MPAaBOBBIX
HOPM M UMEIOLIUXCS PECYPCOB M OTPAaHUYEHUN, KAUECTBEHHO PEIIATh KOHKPETHBIE
3aJ]auyl MPOEKTa (MCCIIEOBAHUS, IEITEILHOCTH) C YI€TOM UMEIOIIUXCS PECYPCOB U
OTrpaHHYEHUH, MyOJUYHO IPEICTABIATH PE3YJIbTAaThl PEIICHUS 3a]a4 TPOEKTa
(1eATeNnbHOCTH, UCCIIEI0BAHUA)

Biiajgerb HaBbIKAMU (ONBITOM JI€ATEILHOCTH):

HaBBIKAMU TPHHATUS PELICHUH B PA3IUYHBIX cpepax AEAaTelIbHOCTH C Y4YETOM
JIEHCTBYIOIINX MPABOBBIX HOPM, UMEIOIINXCS PECYPCOB U OTPaHUYECHU I, HABBIKAMU
OCYILECTBIICHUS IPOCKTHOM AEATEIIBHOCTH

CniocoOeH OCyIIECTBISITh

3HaeT: O0COOEHHOCTH NPUHATUS COBMECTHBIX pEIIEHUH B KOMAaHJE U YCJIOBHM
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CcolLlMaIbHOE B3aUMOCHCTBHE U
peann30BbIBATh CBOIO POJIb B
komanje (YK-3)

COTpYAHMYECTBA IIPU MX peaau3alyy, KOMaHIHBIE pPOJIM MU 3aKOHOMEPHOCTH
MOBEJICHUSI WICHOB KOMAaH/[Ibl, UX PEaIU3YIOLIMX OCHOBHBIE TEOPUU MOTHUBAIUU U
JMJIEPCTBA, CTUIIN JIUJICPCTBA U BO3MOKHOCTH UX IPUMEHEHHS B TPYIIIOBOM paboTe
Ymeer: onpenensaT CBOI POJb B KOMaHJE Ha OCHOBE HMCIOJb30BaHUSl CTPATErHHU
COTPYAHUYECTBA JUIA JOCTHKEHHS TIOCTABICHHOMN LIEJIH, TOHUMAaTh 3((PEKTUBHOCTD
HCIIOJIb30BAaHUs CTPATETUH COTPYAHUYECTBA JUISl TOCTUIKEHUS TIOCTABICHHOW LEH,
OIIPEEIIATh CBOIO POJIb B KOMaH/I€, OLICHUBATh PE3YyJbTaThl (IIOCIEICTBUSA) TUUHBIX
JIEMCTBUM M IJIAHUPOBATh TOCJIEI0BATEIbHOCTh IATOB ISl TOCTUKEHUS 33JaHHOTO
pe3yibTara, 3G (HeKTHBHO B3aMMOACHCTBOBATH C IPYTHMMHU WICHAMUA KOMaHIBL, B T.4.
y4acTBOBaTh B OOMeHe WH(oOpManued, 3HAHUSMH H OIBITOM, M IPE3CHTAIUH
pe3yNbTaTOB pabOTHI KOMaH/IbI

Baaneer (HaBbIKAMH M/WJIM ONBITOM [eSITeJIbHOCTH): HAaBbIKAMU OpraHHU3alUU
paboTel B KOMaHIE JUIS  JOCTIDKEHUS ~ OOImMX  LeJeil, HaBbIKaMH
apryMEeHTUPOBAHHOI'O U3JI0KEHUSI COOCTBEHHOM TOUKM 3pEHMS, BEAEHUS JUCKYCCUU
Y TIOJIEMUKHU

Crioco6eH oCyIEeCTBISTh JIEIOBYIO
KOMMYHHUKAIINIO B YCTHOU U
NUCbMEHHOU (hopmax Ha
rOCyJapCTBEHHOM SI3bIKE
Poccniickoit denepanuu n
WHOCTPaHHOM(BIX) SI3bIKE(AX)
(YK-4)

3HaTh: OCHOBBI JENOBOM KOMMYHHMKAIIMH, OCOOCHHOCTH €€ OCYIIECTBIICHHS B
YCTHOM W MUCHhMEHHOU (popmax Ha pyccKOM HU(HMIIM) MHOCTPAaHHOM(BIX) sI3bIKe(ax),
OCHOBHBIE HOPMBI COBPEMEHHOTO PYCCKOTO JINTEPATYpPHOTO S3bIKa, 0COOEHHOCTH
COBPEMEHHBIX KOMMYHMKATHBHO-IIPArMaTUYECKUX TPaBWJI M OSTHKH PEUYEBOrO
oOIIeHHUsI, TpaBWJIia JIEJIOBOTO OSTHKETa W TPUEMBl  COBEPIICHCTBOBAHHUS
roJIOCOPEYEBOM TEXHUKHU

YMerb: BbIOMpAaTh KOMMYHHUKATHBHO IPHEMIIEMBbIE CTHIIM JI€JIOBOTO OOIICHUS,
BepOaJbHblE M HeBepOaJbHBIE CpEACTBAa B3aUMOJICHWCTBUS C MapTHEpamu
UCTIOJIB30BaTh MH(POPMAMOHHO-KOMMYHHUKAIIHOHHBIE TEXHOJOTHH IIPH TTOWCKE
Heo0XouMol nH(pOpMalUU B MpOIecce PELIeHUs Pa3InYHbIX KOMMYHUKATHBHBIX
3ajad, BECTH JEJOBYIO TIIEPENHCKY, YYHUTHIBasi OCOOCHHOCTH  CTHIIMCTHKH
oUIMaNbHBIX U HEO(PUIMATBHBIX MHCEM, COLIMOKYIbTYPHBIE pa3nuuus B (hopmaTe
KOPPECTIOH/ICHIINHA, BECTH YCTHBIC JIEJOBBIE TIIEPETOBOPHI C YYETOM HOPM
npo¢eCcCHOHATBLHON 3TUKH; BBIIIOIHATH MIEPEBOJI TEKCTOB

Baaners: HaBbIKaMM J1€JI0BOM KOMMYHHKAIIMHM B YCTHOM M MHUCbMEHHOM (popmax Ha
PYCCKOM M MHOCTPaHHOM(BIX) sI3bIKe(aX), COCOOAMH yCTAaHOBJIEHHS KOHTAaKTOB U
MOJICP)KaHUSI  B3aMMOJICHCTBHSI B YCIIOBUSIX  TOJHMKYJIBTYPHOW  CpEJBI,
MHOCTPAaHHBIM(MMHM)  sI3BIKOM(aMH) TSI  peayi3alud  NpodeccHOHANbHOM
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ACATCIIBHOCTH U B CUTYalUAX ITOBCCAHCBHOT'O 06H_[€HI/IH

CriocoOeH BOCTIPHHUMATH
MEXKYJIbTYPHOE pa3HOOOpasue
o01IecTBa B COIMAIBHO-
UCTOPUYECKOM, STHYECKOM U
dunocopckom kouTekcrax (YK-5)

3HaTh: OCHOBBI U IPUHLMIIBI MEXKYJIBTYPHOTO B3aUMOJIEHUCTBUSA B 3aBUCMOCTH OT
COLMAIBHO-UCTOPHYECKOTO, 3TUYECKOTO U (PHUI0CO(CKOTO KOHTEKCTA;
MHOIrooOpasue KyJlIbTyp U LIUBUIIN3ALUN B UX B3aUMOJIEHCTBUM, OCHOBHbBIE TIOHATHS
HUCTOPHUM, 3aKOHOMEPHOCTM U JTallbl pa3BUTUSA JIYXOBHOW M MaTepUalbHOU
KYJIBTYPbl HAPOJIOB MHPa, OCHOBHBIE TIOAXObI K U3YUYEHUIO KYJIBTYPHBIX SIBICHU,
POJIb HAYKH B Pa3BUTUU LIUBUIN3ALUU

YMeTb: HaXOAUTh U MCIOJb30BaTh UH(OPMAIMIO O KYJIbTYPHBIX OCOOCHHOCTSX U
TPAAULMAX PA3JIMYHBIX COLMAIBHBIX TIPYNN; JEMOHCTPUPOBATH YBAKUTEIBHOE
OTHOLIEHHE K HCTOPHUYECKOMY HACJIECIUI0 M COLUOKYJIBTYPHBIM TpaguLUsM
Pa3IMYHBIX COLUAIBHBIX TPYIIIL, TOJEPAHTHO U KOHCTPYKTUBHO B3aUMOJIEHCTBOBATh
C Ppa3IUYHBIMU COLMAIbHBIMU TIpynnamu (UX HOPEICTaBUTENSAMU) C Y4YETOM HX
COLIMOKYJIBTYPHBIX OCOOCHHOCTEN

Baagers: crnocobaMy  MEXKYJIBTYPHOTO  B3aUMOAEHMCTBHUS B Pa3IUYHbIX
COLIMOKYJIBTYPHBIX CUTYaLUAX

Crioco0eH yrpaBJsiTh CBOUM
BpPEMEHEM, BBICTPAUBATh U
peaTn30BBIBATh TPACKTOPHIO
CaMOpPa3BHUTHUs HA OCHOBE
NPUHITUIIOB 00pa30BaHKsI B TCUCHHE
Bceil sxu3nu (YK-6)

3HaeT: CYyIIHOCTb JMYHOCTU M HWHAMBUAYAJIBHOCTH, CTPYKTYpY JIMYHOCTU U
JBIDKYIME CHJIBI €€ Ppa3BUTHUS, CIOCOObI YIpaBJIEHUS CBOMM BpEMEHEM,
TEXHOJIOTMH MPOEKTUPOBAHNUS U PEANN3aLUN TPACKTOPUH CAMOPa3BUTHSA

Ymeer: onpenensaTs CBOU JIMYHBIE PECYpPCHI, BO3MOKHOCTU W OIPAHUYEHHUS UL
JOCTHKEHMSI  ITOCTaBJIEHHOM  I€NM, IUIAHUPOBAaTb  IIEPCIEKTHBHBIE  LEIU
CaMOPA3BUTHs C YYETOM YCIOBMH, CPEIACTB, JIMYHOCTHBIX BO3MOKHOCTEH, HTAIlOB
KapbepHOTO pPOCTa W IEPCHEKTHB PA3BUTUA pBIHKA TpyJa, YNPaBIATH
UH/IMBUYaJIbHOM TpaeKTopuel caMopa3BUTHS M 00pa3oBaHMs, KPUTHUYECKH
olieHUBaTh 3((HEKTUBHOCTh HCIOIB30BAaHUS BPEMEHU M JPYIHX PECypcoB Npu
PELICHUH TIOCTABJICHHBIX 3a1a4

Baaneer (HaBbIKaMU M/WJIM ONBITOM JeSITE€JIbHOCTH): HaBbIKAMH OCYILECTBICHHUS
npoeCCUOHATIBHON JEATENbHOCTH (B TOM YHCIIE B paMKaX MEXINYHOCTHOTO
B3aMMOJICHCTBHS) C YYETOM COLMANbHBIX, STHUYECKHX, KOH()ECCHOHANBHBIX H
KYJIBTYPHBIX pa3JIMuni

Cnioco6eH noiiep>KuBaTh JOHKHBINA
YpOBEHb (HUZUYECKOM
IIOATOTOBJICHHOCTH IJIs1

3HaeT: OCHOBBI U NIpaBUJIa 30pPOBOro 00pa3a KU3HU
OCHOBHBIE (POPMBI OpPraHU3AIMK 3aHATUH MO (PU3MUECKOW KYJIbType U CIOPTY,
3HayeHue (U3MUECKON KyNbTYpbl U CHOpPTa B (POPMUPOBAHUU OOIIEH KYIbTYpHI
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obecrieueHust MOJTHOIICHHOM
COIMABHOM U PO ECCUOHATHHON
nesrensHOCTH (YK-7)

JUYHOCTH, MPUOOMICHUH K OOIICUYEIIOBEYSCKUM IICHHOCTSAM U 3I0POBOMY 00pa3y
JKU3HU

YMeeT: moAnep>KUBATh JODKHBIA YPOBEHb (PM3WYECKON IMOATOTOBICHHOCTH JIS
o0ecrieyeHHs MOJIHOLEHHOM COLMAIbHOW M NPO(PECCHOHANBHON NESITEeIbHOCTH U
coOIII0/IaTh HOPMBI 30pOBOTO 00pa3a >KU3HHU, UCIIOJIb30BaTh OCHOBHI (PU3UUECKOM
KYJIBTYpPBI U1 OCO3HAaHHOI'O BBIOOPA 3/10pOBbECOEPEratoMX TEXHOIOTUH C y4ETOM
BHYTPCHHUX W BHEIIHHX YCJIOBHH peaju3alil KOHKPETHOW MpodecCHOHATBHOM
JEATEIIBHOCTH

Banapneer: HaBblkamMH COONIOACHMSI W MONYJISpPU3aLUU HOPM 3JI0pOBOrO 00pasa
JKU3HU

CriocobeH co3niaBaTh U
NOJJIEP’KUBATh B IOBCEIHEBHOMN
KHU3HU U B IPOoPecCuoHaIbHON
JESTEIbBHOCTH 0€30I1aCHbIE YCIOBHUS
KU3HEJEATEIBHOCTH IS
COXpaHEHHUs IPUPOTHOMN Cpebl,
o0ecreyeHus: yCTONYMBOIO
pa3BUTHS OOIIECTBA, B TOM UHUCIIE
IIPY YTPO3€ U BOSHUKHOBEHHUH
YpEe3BbIYAHBIX CUTYallUN U
BOoeHHbBIX KOH(DMKTOB (YK-8)

3HaeT: OCHOBBI M IIpaBWJa oOecreueHUs O€30MACHOCTH JKU3HEAEATENbHOCTH,
Hay4yHbl€ OCHOBBI 0O€30MACHOCTH >KU3HENEATEIbHOCTH, OCHOBHBIE IOHSTHS,
KJIacCU(UKALMIO OMACHBIX M BpeIHBIX (DAaKTOPOB cpeabl OOUTaHMS YeJIOBEKa,
[IPABOBbIE U OPraHMU3AllIOHHBIE OCHOBBI 0E€30MACHOCTH KU3HEIESATEIIbHOCTH;
o0ecreyeHne HKOJIOrMUeCcKoi 6e3011aCHOCTH

YMmeer: obecrieunBaTh  YCIOBHSL ~ O€30MACHOM  Cpenpl, CIOCOOCTBYIOMICH
COXPAaHEHMIO JKU3HU M 3/I0POBbsI YEJIOBEKA, BBISBIIATH MPOOJIEMBI, CBSI3aHHBIE C
HapyILICHUSIMH TEXHUKU 0€30I1aCHOCTH Ha paboueM MecTe U B ObITY, OCYIIECTBIIATh
JEUCTBUS 1O TPENOTBPAILCHUIO BO3HUKHOBEHHMS 4YPE3BBIYAMHBIX CHUTYyalUi
(MIpUpPOJHOTO U TEXHOTEHHOI'O IMPOUCXOXACHHSA) Ha paboueM MecTe W B OBbITY,
OLICHMBATh CTENEHb IOTEHLUUAIbHONM OIACHOCTHM M HCIIOJIB30BAaTh CPENCTBA
VHIUBUIYAIBHON U KOJIJIEKTUBHOM 3aIUThI

Buaaneer:  HaBblkamMM — oOecriedeHHss  O€30MACHOCTH  YKU3HEAEATENbHOCTH,
aJIeKBaTHOTO TIOBEJICHUS B YPE3BBIYAIHBIX CUTYallUAX, HABBIKAMHU HCIIOJIb30BAHUS
WHIVBUAYAJIBHBIX U KOJUIEKTUBHBIX CPEJICTB 3aLUTHI

Crnoco0eH ucnoiab30BaTh 0a30BbIE
neQeKTOIornyecKre 3HaHus B
COLIMATILHON U TPO(heCCUOHATILHOM
chepax (YK-9)

3HaeT: NOHATHE U CTPYKTYPY MHKIIFO3UBHON KOMITETCHIINH

0a3oBble AeeKToIornyeckue 3HaHU B COLMANBbHON U MpodeccHoHaNbHOM chepax
0COOEHHOCTH MpPUMEHEHUs! 0a30BbIX 1e(EKTOIOrHUYEeCKUX 3HAaHUN B COLIMAIBHOU U
npodeccuoHaIbHOM chepax

YMeeT: IIaHUPOBATH M OCYHIECTBISTH TPO(PECCHOHATBHYIO JESTEIhHOCTh C
JTUIAMH ¢ OTPAaHUYEHHBIMHA BO3MOYKHOCTSIMU 3/I0POBbS M HHBATTUAAMHU
B3aMMOJICHICTBOBATh B COIMAIBHON M TpodeccHoHanbHON cdepax ¢ JuIamMu ¢
OTPaHUYEHHBIMHA BO3MOKHOCTSIMU 3JJOPOBBSI M1 HHBATTUAAMHU




Buiajneer: CriocOOHOCTBIO MCHOJIB30BATh 0a30BbIE NE(PEKTOIOTHUECKUE 3HAHUS B
COLMAIBHOM U IpodeccnoHaIbHON chepax

Crniocoben NPUHUMATD
000CHOBaHHBIC YKOHOMHYECKHE
pelIeHHsT B PAa3IUYHBIX 00JACTAX
xusuenestensHoct (YK-10)

3HaeT: NOHATHE U CTPYKTYPY UHKITIO3UBHOW KOMIETCHITHH

0a3oBbIe Ae(PEKTONOTUYCCKHIE 3HAHUI B COIIMATIBHON 1 NMpodeccrHoHabHOU chepax,
0COOEHHOCTH MPUMEHEHUS 0a30BBIX /1€()EKTONOTHUECKUX 3HAHUI B COIMAIBHON M
npodeccuoHalIbHON chepax

YMeeT: MIaHUPOBATH M OCYIIECTBIATH MPOPECCHOHAIBHYIO NEATEIHHOCTh C
JWIIAMA C OTPAHMYCHHBIMH BO3MOXXHOCTSMH  370pPOBbS M  WHBAIUIAMH,
B3aMIMOJICHICTBOBATh B COIMAIBLHON W mMpodeccHoHabHON cdepax ¢ JMnaMu ¢
OTPaHMYCHHBIMH BO3MOXHOCTSIMH 3JJOPOBBSI M HHBAJTUIAMH
Biaaneer (HaBbIKAMH W/WIH  ONBITOM  1€ATEJIbLHOCTH):
UCIIONIb30BaTh  0a30BBIC  JACPEKTOJNOTUYCCKUE 3HAHUS B
npodeccuoHalbHON chepax

CIOCOOHOCTBIO
COLMAIbHOU U

Crniocoben (dhopmMHupoBaTh
HEeTepI1Moe OTHOILICHHE K
KoppynuuoHHoMmy noseneHuto (YK-
11)

3HaeT: OCHOBHBIE 3aKOHbl U 3aKOHOMEPHOCTH (PYHKIIMOHUPOBAHUS SKOHOMMKH,
OCHOBBI 5KOHOMHYECKOM TeOpHHU, HEOOXOAUMBIE Ul pelieHus] TPOodeCCHOHATBHBIX
Y COLIMAJIbHBIX 33]1a4

Ymeer: NpUMEHATb DKOHOMHMYECKHE 3HAHUSA IIPU BBINOJHEHUU IIPAKTUYECKHUX
3a/1a4, UCIIOJIb30BaTh OCHOBHBIE ITOJIOKEHUS M METOJbl SKOHOMUYECKHX HAYK IPH
PELICHUH COLUANBHBIX U MPO(pECCHOHATBHBIX 3a]1a4

Baaneer (HaBbIKAMHU M/WJIM ONIBITOM /1eSIT€JIbHOCTH): CIIOCOOHOCTBIO MPUHUMATD
O00OCHOBaHHbIE  SKOHOMHYECKHE  pEUIeHHWs B  pa3IMYHbIX  00JacTax
JKU3HEACITEIBHOCTH

OBIIEINTPO®PECCHUOHAJIBHBIE KOMIIETEHIIHN

Cnoco0eH ucnoab30BaTh B
npodecCuOHAIBHOMN 1eSTeTbHOCTH,
B TOM YHCJIC IEAArOTHISCKOM,
npejcTaBieHne 00 UCTOPHH,
COBPEMEHHOM COCTOSIHHU U
NEePCHEeKTHBAaX Pa3BUTHUS (PUIOIOTHH
B II€JIOM M €€ KOHKPETHOW 00J1acTH ¢
Y4€TOM HarpaBJIeHHOCTH (IIpoduiis)
00pa30BaTeNbHOM MPOrpaMMbl

3HaeT: OCHOBHBIC TOJIOKEHUSI W KOHIICTIHH B 00JAacTH (DUIIOJIOTHH, UCTOPUIO U
COBPEMEHHOE COCTOSHUE (PHUIIOIOTUU C YUETOM HAIpPaBIEHHOCTH 00pa30BaTEeIbHOM
MpOrpamMMBbl, TPEJACTaBICHUE O TIEPCIEKTUBHBIX TOAXO0AaX B CTPYKTYPHBIX H
(GYHKIIMOHATBHBIX HUCCIEIOBAHUSAX U3yYaEMBIX SI3bIKOB

YMeeT: MpUMEHSITh aKTyaJIbHBIC TEOPETUUECKHE MOJIOKEHUS U METOO0JIOTUUECKHE
MOAXOJbl (PUIIOJIOTMM B HAaYyYHO-HCCIEAOBATEIbCKON JEATETbHOCTH C Yy4YETOM
HarmpaBjaeHHOCTH (Tpoduiisi) 00pa3oBaTENbHOM MPOTPAMMBI,  HMCIOJIB30BATh
OCHOBHBIE TEOPETHUECKHUE TMOJOXKEHUS (DUIOJOTUU B TPENOJaBaHUU H3y4aeMOro
SI3bIKA




(OIIK-1)

Binageer (HaBbIKAMH W/MJIH  ONBITOM JA€ATEJBHOCTH):  CIIOCOOHOCTHIO
UCTIOJIB30BaTh B MPOPECCUOHATILHON NEATETLHOCTH, B TOM YHCIIE TIearorn4ecKoi,
MPEJICTABICHHE 00 UCTOPUU, COBPEMEHHOM COCTOSHUU U TMEPCIEKTHBAX Pa3BUTHS
(UITOJIOTHH ¢ YYETOM HaIpaBJIeHHOCTH (poduiisi) oOpa3oBaTeIbHON MIPOrPaMMBbI

Crioco0eH UCToabh30BaTh B
poeCCUOHATILHOM JIeITETLHOCTH,
B TOM YHCJII€ II€IarOoruuecKo,
OCHOBHBIE TTOJIOKEHUS H KOHIICTIIIUT
B 00JIaCTH OOIIEro A3LIKO3HAHUS,
TEOPUHU U HCTOPUUA OCHOBHOTO
M3Yy4aeMOTO SI3bIKa (S3BIKOB),
teopun kommyHukanuu (OI1K-2)

3HaeT: OCHOBHBLIC ITOJOKEHHS M KOHIIEHIMA B 0O0JACTH OOIICrO S3BIKO3HAHMS,
OCHOBHBIC TIOJIOKCHUSI TEOPETHYECKUX MCCIICIOBAHUM M3y4aeMbIX S3BIKOB H
Pa3HBIX UX YPOBHEU, OCHOBHBIE MOJOKEHUS U KOHIENIIUN TEOPUU KOMMYHUKAIIUU
YMeeT: UCIIOIB30BaTh OCHOBHBIE ITOJIOKEHUS U KOHLEIIIUH OOIIEro A3bIKO3HAHUS,
TEOPHUH U UCTOPUH M3YYaEMBIX SI3BIKOB, a TAK)KE TEOPUH KOMMYHUKAIIMU B HAYYHO-
WCCJICIOBATEIbCKOM M TEJaroruyeckorl  IeATeNbHOCTH, HMHTEPIPETUPOBATH
SI3LIKOBBIC M PEUYCBBIC SIBJICHUS B TEOPETHUYECCKOM M MPUKIIATHOM acIeKTax

Baaneer (HaBbIKAMH W/WJIH  ONBITOM  JIEATEAbHOCTH):  CIIOCOOHOCTBHIO
HCITOJIB30BaTh B MPO(ECCHOHAILHON IESITEIIBHOCTH, B TOM YHCIIC TIearoru4ecKom,
OCHOBHBIC TOJIOKEHUS W KOHIEMIWUA B 00JACTH OOIIETO SI3bIKO3HAHUS, TEOPUHU H
HCTOPUU M3yYaEMbIX SI3bIKOB, TEOPUH KOMMYHUKAIHH

Crnoco0eH UCTI0NIb30BAaTh B
npodeccuoHaIbHOMN 1eSTeTbHOCTH,
B TOM YHCJIIE TIeTarOruueCKo,
OCHOBHBIE TTOJIOKEHUS M KOHIIETILIUU
B 00J1aCTH TEOPUU JIUTEPATYPHI,
UCTOPUHU OTEYECTBEHHOM
JIUTepaTypsl (JIUTEpaTyp) U MUPOBOI
JUTEPATyphl; UCTOPUU
JUTEPATYPHOU KPUTHUKH,
HpeJCTaBICHNUE O PA3TUUYHBIX
JUTEPATYPHBIX U (HOIBKIOPHBIX
*aHpax, oubnuorpadudeckoi
kyabType (OITK-3)

3HaeT: OCHOBHbBIE IIOJIOKEHUS M KOHIENUMHU B OO0JIACTH TEOPHM JIUTEPATYpHI,
UCTOPUH OTEYECTBEHHOW M MHMPOBOH JHUTEpaTypbl, OCOOEHHOCTH OCHOBHBIX
JUTEPATypHBIX M (QOJBKIOPHBIX JKaHPOB, HCTOPHUIO JINTEPATYpPHOH KPHUTHKH,
OCHOBBI OHOIMOrpaduueckoil KyIbTyphl

Ymeer: npoBOOUTH COMOCTABUTENBHBIM JIMTEPATYPOBEAUYECKUN aHAIU3 TEKCTOB
Pa3IMYHBIX JMTEPATYPHBIX M (POIBKIOPHBIX JKAaHPOB C OMNOPOH Ha OCHOBHBIE
MOJIO)KEHNST W KOHILENUHUU TEOPUU JIUTEPaTypbl, HWCTOPUU OTEYECTBEHHOH W
MHUPOBOW JIUTEpPATyphl, OTOUPATh TEKCThl Pa3HbIX JUTEPATYPHBIX U (DOJIBKIOPHBIX
JKQHPOB Il KOHKPETHBIX LieJell Mpu OO0y4eHHMM H3Yy4aeMOMY S3BIKYy Kak
MHOCTPAaHHOMY, TI0JIb30BATHCS CIPABOYHBIM OMOIMOrpadUuecKUM anmnapaTom
Baaneer (HaBbIKAMH W/WJIH  ONBITOM  JI€ATEJbLHOCTH):  CIIOCOOHOCTBHIO
UCIOJIb30BaTh B MPO(PECCHOHATIBHON AESITETbHOCTH, B TOM YHCIIE TeJarorndeckoi,
OCHOBHbIE TOJOXEHUS M KOHILENIHUUA B O0JIACTH TEOPHH JIMTEPATyphbl, UCTOPUU
OTEUECTBEHHOW M MHPOBOM JIUTEpATypbl; HCTOPUU JIUTEPATypHOU KPHUTHKH,
MPEJICTAaBICHUE O PA3IMYHBIX JIMTEPATypHBIX M  (ONBKIOPHBIX KaHpax,
oubnmorpaduyeckoit KyabType)

CnocoOeH oCylIeCTBIATh Ha

3HaeT: OCHOBHBIE METO/BI cOOpa U aHANU3a SI3BIKOBBIX U JIMTEPATYpPHBIX (PAKTOB,
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6a30BOM ypOBHE cOOp U aHATH3
SI3BIKOBBIX U JINTEPATYPHBIX (DAaKTOB,
(UITOTOTHYECKHIA aHATH3 U
untepnperanuto Tekcrta (OIIK-4)

OCHOBHBIC TPUHIUNBI U MPUEMBbl (DUIOJOTUYECKOTO aHAIN3a W WHTEPIPETANH
TEKCTa, CTUJIMCTUYECKHUE TUITBI TEKCTOB Ha M3YYaeMBIX SI3BIKaX, X OCOOCHHOCTH C
TOUYKH 3pEHUs1 00pa30BaTENbHbIX LEJIeH

YMeeT: HCHOJB30BaTh KJIACCHMUYECKHME UM  COBPEMEHHBIE METOIbl  cOopa
JTUTEPATypPHBIX U SI3BIKOBBIX (DAKTOB, KOMIUIEKCHO HCCIIEIOBATh JIMTEPATYPHBIE U
SI3LIKOBBIC (DAKTBHI C OTIOPOM HAa OCHOBHBIC MOJIOKEHUS (PHIIOJOTHYECKOTO aHAIM3a
TEKCTa, MPOBOAUTH (DUIIOJOTUICCKHI aHATN3 U HHTEPIPETAIUIO TEKCTa

Baageer (HaBbIKAMH HW/WJIH  ONBITOM  [eATEJBLHOCTH): CIIOCOOHOCTBHIO
OCYIIECTBIISATh HAa 0a30BOM YpOBHE COOp M aHaIu3 SA3BIKOBBIX U JIMTEPATYPHBIX
(hakToB, PUIOIOTHUSCKAN aHAIU3 U UHTEPIIPETAIIHIO TEKCTA

Cnoco0eH UCoab30BaTh B
poeCCHOHAIBHON JESATEIHHOCTH,
B TOM YHCIIE TI€IarOTUYECKOI,
CBOOOJHOE BJIaJIEHUE OCHOBHBIM
U3Y4aeMBbIM SI3bIKOM B €T0
auTepatypHoi Gopme, 6a30BBIMU
METOJIaMH U MPUEMaMH Pa3uIHbIX
THIIOB YCTHOW M MMCbMEHHOMN

KOMMYHUKAIIUH Ha JaHHOM S3BIKC
(OTIK-5)

3HaeT: NPUHUOUOBI M 3aKOHOMEPHOCTH (YHKIIMOHHUPOBAHUS (OHETUUYECKOM,
JIEKCUYECKOW W TpaMMaTHYECKON TIOJCUCTEM H3Y4aeMBbIX S3BIKOB B €IMHCTBE
peaiu3yeMbIX WMU KOMMYHHUKATHBHBIX ¥ KOTHUTUBHBIX (YHKUIUH, OCHOBHBIC
KaTeTOpUU W EIUHMIBI BCEX YPOBHEH ((poHeTHUEeCKOro, MOpP(}OIIOTHYECKOTO,
CEMaHTHYECKOTO, CHHTAKCHMYECKOIro, TEKCTa) HM3y4aeMbIX SI3BIKOB, OCOOEHHOCTH
YCTHOUW ¥ MUChbMEHHON KOMMYHHUKAIIMHA B PAMKAX U3y4aeMbIX SI3bIKOB

YmeeT: CBOOOJHO M aJ€KBATHO CUTYallMM BBIPAXKAaTb CBOU MBICIH, HCIIONb3YS
pPa3HOOOpa3HbIE SA3BIKOBBIE CPEACTBA HM3YYa€MBIX S3BIKOB M perias 3aaqu
npo(ecCHOHANFHOTO, B TOM YHCJE TMEeJIaroru4eckoro OOIIEHHUs, HCIOJIb30BaTh
pa3Hble CTpaTeTud TOHWMAHMS YCTHBIX M TMHCHBMEHHBIX TEKCTOB B pPaMKax
M3Y4YaeMbIX SI3BIKOB, CO3/1aBaTh PAa3JIMUHBIE THUIbl TEKCTOB HAa M3Y4YaeMbIX S3bIKaX
TSI TIOCTIETYFOIIETO UX MCIOIB30BaHus B yueOHOM Tpoliecce

Baaneer (HaBbIKAMH M/WJIH  ONBITOM  JIeSIT€IbHOCTH):  CIIOCOOHOCTBIO
HCIIO0JIH30BaTh B MPO(ECCHOHATILHOMN JIESITEIHHOCTH, B TOM YHUCIIE MEJarorn4ecKomu,
CBOOOZHOE BJa/IeHHE U3yU4aeMbIMH SI3bIKaMU B UX JTUTepaTypHoii (popme, 6a30BbIMU
METOJaMH ¥ TIPHEMaMH Pa3INIHBIX THIIOB YCTON W MUCHbMEHHOM KOMMYHHKAITUN Ha
JIAaHHBIX S3BIKAX

Crnoco0eH pemiath cTaHAapTHBIE
3aJauu 110 OPTaHU3AIOHHOMY U
JIOKYMEHTAIlMOHHOMY 00€CIIeYeHHIO
npodecCHOHATIBHOMN eI TETLHOCTH C
MMPUMEHCHUEM COBPEMEHHBIX
TEXHUYECKUX CPEJICTB,

3Haer: TIPUHITATIBI MIPUMEHEHUS COBPEMEHHBIX nH(pOpMAITMOHHO-
KOMMYHHUKAITUOHHBIX ~ TEXHOJOTUHM B  MPOPECCHOHANBHONW  JEeSATENbHOCTH,
TpeOOBaHUs W TIpaBUiIa WHOOPMAITMOHHONW 0€30MaCHOCTH, OCHOBBI HCITOIh30BaHUS
COBPEMEHHBIX TEXHUYECKUX CPEJICTB B MPO(HEeCCHOHATBLHOM NeTEIbHOCTH

VYmeer: npuUMEHSITH  COBpPEMEHHBIE  HWH(POPMAIMOHHO-KOMMYHHUKAIIMOHHBIE
TEXHOJIOTHH JJIsl pEIIeHUsI MPOPECCUOHANBHBIX 33/1a4, UCTIOJIb30BaTh COBPEMEHHBIE
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UH(POPMALIMOHHO-
KOMMYHHKAIIHOHHBIX TEXHOJIOTHH C
y4eToM TpeOOoBaHU
nH(pOpMaIMOHHOM 0€30MMacHOCTH
(OIIK-6)

TEXHUYECKHUE CPEICTBa [UIsl peuieHus NpodeCCHOHATBHBIX 3a71a4, COOII0IaTh
npaBuiIa HHPOPMAIIMOHHOM 0€301MacHOCTH

Binaneer (HaBbIKAMH W/WJM ONBITOM JeSITEJIbHOCTH): CIOCOOHOCTBHIO peIIaTh
CTaHJAPTHBIC 33/1a4H 110 OPraHU3AIMOHHOMY U JIOKYMEHTAIIHOHHOMY 00ECTICUCHHIO
HpO(i)eCCI/IOHaJIBHOI;'I ACATCIIBHOCTH C IMPUMCHCHHEM COBPCMCHHBIX TCXHUUYCCKHX
CpeACTB,  MH(POPMAIUOHHO-KOMMYHHKAIIMOHHBIX  TEXHOJOTHH €  Y4EeTOM
TpeboBaHU MHPOPMAITMOHHOHN 0€30MacHOCTH

CriocobeH TOHUMATh PUHITHUITHI
paboThl COBPEMEHHBIX
UHGOPMALIMOHHBIX TEXHOJIOTUI U
UCIIOJIB30BaTh MX JIJISI PEIICHHS
3a/1a4 mpodecCHOHATBHON
nestensHocTH (OITK-7)

3HaeT: TEXHMYECKHE CpEACTBAa pealu3alud HH()OPMAIMOHHBIX IPOLECCOB,
COBPEMEHHOE IpOorpaMMHOE OOecCredyeHrne, MPUHLUIBI pPadOThl COBPEMEHHBIX
MH(POPMALMOHHBIX TEXHOJIOTHIA

YMeeT: OpUEHTHPOBAaTHCS B COBPEMEHHOM IPOrpaMMHOM  OOecledyeHuH,
00OCHOBaHHO BBIOMPATh COBPEMEHHBIE HWH(POPMALMOHHBIE TEXHOJIOTUU  JUIS
pelLeHHs] KOHKPETHBIX 3a/1a4 IPOo(pEeCCHOHATBHON 1eATEIbHOCTH

Baaneer (HaBbIKAMHM W/WJIM ONBITOM AeAITEJIHOCTH): TMPHHIUIAMH pPabOTHI
COBPEMEHHBIX  MH()OPMAIMOHHBIX  TEXHOJOTMH  JAJs  pelleHus  3aj1ad
PO eCCHOHAIBHON JIEATEHHOCTH

IMPOPECCHUOHAJIBHBIE KOMIIETEHIIUHA (IIK)

[ToaroToBka 351eMEHTOB
JTOKYMEHTAIIH, IPOSKTOB
IUTAHOB U IIPOrpamMM
MIPOBE/ICHUS OTACTBHBIX
3TanoB paboT

Cnoco0eH npoBOIUTH HAyYHbIE
UCCIIEIOBaHMsI B KOHKPETHOM

00JyacTi (HUITOIOTHYECKOTO 3HAHUS
(TTIK-1.1)

3Haer: npuHUMIBI pabOThl ¢ MCTOYHMKaAMH HHGPOpMaluu U METoJbl ee cbopa
(uHTEepBbIO, HAOMIOJEHUs, paboTa C JOKYMEHTaMH, HCIOJIb30BaHHE HWHTEPHET-
PECYpPCOB), OTEUECTBEHHBIN M MEXTYHAPOIHBII OMBIT B COOTBETCTBYIOIIEH 00JIaCTH
UCCIICIOBaHUM, METOJbl €ro aHaiau3a, oOpabOTKHM, TEXHUYECKHE M ATHYECKHE
TpeOOBaHUS K UCIOJIB30BAaHUIO IIPU MTPOBEICHUN CAMOCTOATEIBLHOTO NCCIIEI0OBAaHUS
METO/BI U CHOCOOBI MHTEPNPETALNU Pe3yJIbTaTOB HCCIEIOBaHUS (B TOM 4YHCIE B
pamMKax MEXIUCUUIUIMHAPHOTO TMOAXO0/a), MOpSAJOoK U TpeOoBaHUS K HUX
IIPEJICTaBICHUIO U 3aIUTE

YMeeT: NpUMEHSTHh aKTyaldbHYIO HAY4YHYIO HH(QOpPMAIMI0 B KOHKPETHOW Y3KOU
001acTH (PUIIOIOTHYECKOTO 3HAHUS, TPUMEHATh METObI aHaJIM3a U UHTEPIIPETaIlH
Hay4YyHOU MH(pOpMAIUH, BBISBIATH U aHAJIM3UPOBATh aKTyaJbHbIE COOBITHS B KH3HU
oOIiecTBa, OLEHUBATh pPE3YyNbTaThl MX HCCIENOBaHHUS (B TOM YHCIE B paMKax
MEXIUCITUTTMHAPHOTO MOAX0/1a)

Buaaneer (HaBbIKaMM W/MJIM ONBITOM JIeSITEJILHOCTH): CTIOCOOHOCTBIO MTPOBOJIUTH
Hay4yHbIE UCCIIEJOBAHMS B KOHKPETHOM 00J1acTH (PHIIOIOrHYECKOT0 3HaHUS
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[ToxroroBka K myOnuKanuu
COOCTBEHHBIX
MaTepuanos/pabora B apupe

Crioco6eH coCTaBIsATh HAyYHBIE
0030p5bl, aHHOTAIMH, pedepaTsl U
Ooubmuorpaduro Mo TeMaTuKe
npoBoauMbIX uccienoBanuid (ITK-
1.2)

3Haer: npuembl OuOIMOrpaUIecKOro ONUCcaHus, OCHOBHBIE OHOIHMOrpaduyeckue
UCTOYHHKH M TIOMCKOBBIE CHUCTEMBI, TPEOOBAaHHS K CTPYKTYpE M COJACPKAHHUIO
nyOJIMKanuii, MOPSAOK YCTHOTO, MUCHbMEHHOTO M BHUPTYaJbHOTO (pa3MelleHue B
MH()OPMAIIMOHHBIX CETSAX) MPEICTABICHUS MaTePHAJIOB HCCICIOBAHUS

YMeeT: HCIONB30BaTh CTUJIIMCTUKY PA3IMYHBIX KAHPOB M METOJIUKY HAIHMCAHUS
NyOJIMKanui pa3IUYHbIX TUIIOB (HAay4HBIE 0030pbI, aHHOTAIMH, pedepaThl, CTaThH,
3aMETKH, pELUEH3WH) B  MNpPO(EecCHOHANBHON  AEATENbHOCTH,  ONPEACIATH
HNPUOPHUTETHBIC TEMBI IS ITyOJIMKAIIMN

Buaneer (HaBBIKAMM H/MJIU ONBITOM /IeSITE€ILHOCTH):

CIIOCOOHOCTBIO  COCTaBJISTh HAay4HbIE O030pBI, aHHOTAIUH, pedepaTsl |
Oubarorpaduio Mo TeMaTUKe MPOBOIUMBIX HCCIICIOBAHNI

Crioco0eH K pa3paboTke,
OpraHHU3aluH U MPOBEACHHUIO
skckypewmit (ITK-3.1)

3Haer: COACPIKAHUC JIMTCPATYPHBIX HCTOYHHUKOB 11O TEMATUKC SKCKYPCHUH, TCXHUKY
NyOJIMYHBIX BBICTYIUICHUM, NPUHIUIBI OPraHU3alMM U METOIMKH INPOBEIEHUS
IKCKypCUi

YMeer:  pa3pabarbiBaTb  SKCKYpPCHOHHBIE  IPOrpaMMbl;  KOPPEKTHPOBATh
9KCKYPCHOHHYIO TPOTPaMMY B CBSI3U C HENPEIBUICHHBIMUA OOCTOSTEIHCTBAMH,
ONpeNeNiaTh METOAMYECKHE HpPUEeMbl IPOBEIEHUS SKCKYpCUH, IOJ0HpaTh
JUTEpaTypHble HCTOYHUKU IO TEMAaTHUKE SKCKYPCHUM C Y4Y€TOM OCOOEHHOCTEH
JKCKYPCHUOHHOM TPYIIIIBI

Baageer (HaBbIKaMH W/MJIHM  ONBITOM  JIeATEJBHOCTH):  CIIOCOOHOCTBHIO
pa3pabaTbIBaTh, OPraHU30BBIBATh U MPOBOJUTH IKCKYPCHH

PenaktupoBanue
MaTepHUaIoB

Crnoco0eH K co3ianHuto, 1opaboTKe U
00paboTke (KOPpEeKTUPOBAHHE,
pelaKTHpPOBaHHUE,
KOMMEHTHPOBaHue, pedepupoBanme
U T.I1.) pa3JIMYHBIX TUIIOB TEKCTOB

(TTK-3.2)

3naer: 3aga4u MW MCETOJbI, TCXHOJIOTUA KW TCXHUKY CO3OaHHA KYPHAIUCTCKHUX
myOIMKaIui, UX coJepKaTellbHas U CTPYKTYPHO-KOMITO3UIIMOHHA criennprKa
OCHOBHBIC JKAaHPBI KXYPHAJIUCTHKHU, UX CTUIUCTUYCCKUC OCO6€HHOCTI/I, 3THYCCKHUEC
HOPMBI U TIPUHIIUIIBI pA0OTHI C aBTOPCKUM TEKCTOM

YMeeT: BLISBISITL CHIIBHBIE U CJIA0LIE CTOPOHBI NPEAOCTABIICHHBIX aBTOpaMH
MaTepuasoB, COCTaBISTh M KOPPEKTUPOBATH CIIEHApUU MYyOJIMKAIMH, TPOBOAUTH
paboTBl  TO  KOPPEKTUPOBAHUIO,  PEAAKTUPOBAHUIO, KOMMEHTHUPOBAHUIO,
pedepupOBaHHIO PA3TMYHBIX THUIIOB aBTOPCKUX TEKCTOB, BHOCUTH MPEIIOKEHUSI U
PEKOMEHOAIUKU 110 JOINOJIHCHUIO W KOPPCKTUPOBKE IPCACTABICHHBIX aBTOPOM
MaTepHuaioB

Baaneer (HaBbIKAMM M/WJIH ONBITOM JAeSITEIbHOCTH): CIIOCOOHOCTHIO CO3/1aBaTh,
nopabaTeIBaTh M 00padaThIBaTh pa3HbIEe THIIBI TEKCTOB
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4. MeToauyeckue MaTepuaJbl, onpeaesione Npoueaypbl OeHNBaHUs
pe3yJbTaTOB 0OCBOCHHME NPOrPaMMBbl faKajJaBpuaTa

4.1. T'ocynapcTBeHHBbIH 3K3aMeH

['ocynapcTBeHHBI HSK3aME€H NPOBOJUTCA B YCTHOH (opme, HMeeT
MEXIUCUUIUIMHAPHBIA XapakTep M BKJIOYAeT B Ce€Osl OLIEHKY KOMIIETEHIU,
Cc()OPMUPOBAHHBIX B X0J1€ OCBOEHUS NUCHUIUIMH «OCHOBBI (punonorun», «Beenenue
B s3bIKO3HaHUE», «BBeneHue B cHen@uIONOrui C MpakTukymom», «Mcropus
OCHOBHOI'O HMHOCTPAHHOTO S3bIKa C IPAKTUKyMOM», «OCHOBBI MEXKYJIbTYpPHON
KOMMyHUKammu», «Teopus mnepeBoma», «Teopermyecknii Kypc OCHOBHOIO
UHOCTPaHHOIO s3bIKa ((OHETHKA, TIpaMMaTUKa, JIEKCUKOJOTHUS, CTUJIMCTUKA,
JMHTBUCTUYECKUI aHallM3 TEeKCTa)» 00pa3oBaTENbHON MPOrpamMMbl, PpPE3yJbTaTh
OCBOCHHSI KOTOPBIX HMEIOT ONpENeNsIollee 3HayeHue s MpodecCHuOHANbHOU
NEeATEIbHOCTH  BBIIYCKHHMKA, C YYETOM  OIpPEACICHHbIX  00pa30oBaTeIbHOM
nporpammoit (nanee — OIT BO) BunoB nmpodeccuoHaNbHON NEATEIBHOCTH.

[Ipouenypa mnpoBeAeHUS TOCYJAPCTBEHHOTO  3K3aME€Ha  OINpEeAesieTcs
[lonoxeHneM O TPOBEACHWH TOCYIAPCTBEHHOM HWTOTOBOM  aTTECTAlMM IO
o0pa30BaTeNbHBIM IpOrpaMMaM CpPEJHEr0 MPOPECCHOHATBHOTO U BBICIIETO
oOpa3oBaHus — TMporpaMMaM OakajaBpuara, IporpamMmaMm CHEIUaJIUTeTa |
nporpaMMaM Maructparypbl B locygapcTBEHHOM aBTOHOMHOM 00pa3oBaTeIbHOM
YUPEXJIEHUU BbICIIErO0 oOpa3oBaHusi ropoga MockBbel «MOCKOBCKHMI TOpPOJICKON
NEe1arorueCcKUil YHUBEPCUTET» C yUETOM CHEU(PUKN 00pa30BaTeIbHON IPOrPaMMBI.

4.1.1. TunoBbie KOHTPOJIbHbIEC BONPOCHI U 3aJaHUS K TOCYJAaPCTBEHHOMY
IK3aMeHY, He00X0IMMbIe [IVIsl OLIEHKHU Pe3yJbTATOB 0CBOECHUSI MPOTPAMMbI
O0akaJjiaBpuara

DK3aMEeHallMOHHBIA OWJIEeT BKJIOYaeT 3 Bompoca (TEOpPEeTHUYECKUM BOIpPOC,
TEKCT JIJIsl aHAJIM3a U MEPEeBOJia, MPAKTUYECKOE 3aJaHUE), OTPAKAIOIINX TPEOOBAHUS
K YPOBHIO C(OOPMHPOBAHHOCTH KOMIIETEHIIUI 00y4aroIIerocs.

IIpumepHbIN NepevYeHb TEOPETHIECKUX BOIIPOCOB

1. Jlexcukonorus Kak paszzien si3blko3HaHusl. CUHXPOHUYECKUN U JUAXPOHUYECKUN
IIOAXObI K U3YYEHUIO JIEKCHYECKOTO COCTaBa S3bIKA. THUIIBI MOTUBUPOBAHHOCTH
ClIOBa: KjaccHU(PHUKanus M mpumepbl. JIMHaAMHMKa CEMAHTUYECKUX W3MEHEHHUM:
TUIBl CEMAHTUYECKUX CABHUTOB. OB(pEMH3alUs: NPUUYUHBI BO3HUKHOBEHUS U
cnerudurka.

2. IlpoucxoxneHue U CTpyKTypa rpedeckoil Tpareauu. Bxiag Benukux aduUHCKUX
TparukoB (Dcxuna, Codoxkina, EBpunuaa) B pazButue xkaHpa. AHaIU3 Tpareauu
Ocxuina «IIpomeTteit npukoBanHbli» (uiu Tparenu «llepceny, Tparenuu Codoxna
«app Opun», omHoM wu3 mnbec EBpunmpma. Apucrorens o0 Tpareauu:
IIPOUCXOKICHHUE, «IPEAMET» M CTPYKTypa >KaHpa, YYEHHE O KaTapcHuce,
COIIOCTABJICHUE C JIIOCOM.
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10.

11.

12.

13.

14,

15.

TBopuectBo JlanTe Anurbepu Ha pyOexke CpemHeBekoBbs u PeHeccaHca: sTambl
TBOPYECKOW  JBOJIIOLMH,  TOJTUYECKUE  Tpaguuuu, KaHpel.  Kparkas
XapaKTepUCTUKA pPAHHEro TBOpYECTBA. AHaIN3 «bOXKECTBEHHON KOMEIUN»:
UCTOpUS CO3/IaHMsI, KaHPOBOE CBOEOOpa3ue U HUACHHO-CMBICIOBAs CTPYKTYpa,
CIO)KET M KOMIIO3UIMS, BaKHEHIIMe MepCOHaXU, CTpoduka, cTuib. Tembl u
o0pa3bl «bokecTBEHHON KOMEIUN» B UCTOPUU MUPOBOU KYJIbTYPHI.
XynoxxecTBeHHbIe HarpaBiieHus JutepaTtypsl XVII - XVIII BB.: 0apokko,
KJIACCUIIN3M, CEHTHMEHTAJIM3M, TIPOCBETHTEIbCKUN peanusM. AHaim3 2-3
MPOU3BEACHUM, BOIIOMIAIOIIUX YE€PThI JIMTEPATYPHOUH AIOXH.

PoMaHTU3M Kak JUTEpaTypHOE HAMpaBJICHWE W  TBOPYECKUH  METOJ:
ucropuueckne, GUIOCOPCKH ¥ JUTEPATypHBIC TNPEANOCHUTIKH, OCHOBHBIC
MOJIOKEHHUS] POMAHTUYECKOM HScTeTuku. OOmasi XapakTepUCTHKAa OJIHOTO U3
HallUOHAJIBHBIX ~ BAapUAHTOB  POMAHTUYECKOW  JIMTEpATyphl:  HEMEIKHUH,
aHTIIMHACKUY,  (QpaHIy3CKUM, aMEepUKaHCKUM  pomMaHTU3M. AHamu3 2-3
MPOU3BEACHUHN, BOJOMIAIOIIUX YEPTHl POMAHTUYECKON ICTETHKHU.

Peanu3m kak nuTepaTypHOE HalpaBieHUE W TBopueckuid meroj. Cnenuduka
dpaniry3ckoro peanusma. Bxmanm B craHoBieHHME W pa3Butue peanuzma O.
Crenpansg u O. ne banp3aka. AHanu3 TBOPYECTBA OJIHOIO M3 MPEICTABUTEICH
HaIlpaBJICHUS.

OOmiasi xapakTepucTuKa JUTepaTypHoro mpoiecca pyodexka XIX - XX BB.:
HaIpaBJICHUS, TCUCHUS, TEMbI, BBIIAIOIIUECS MacTepa XyA0KECTBEHHON MPO3BI,
no33uu, Apamarypruu 3anagaoi EBpomnsl u CIIIA. Aranmus 2-3 npon3BeACHUIA.
[Tucbmo u ero Bunbl. OCHOBHBIC ATalbl pa3BUTUs NMuchbMa. [IpUHIMIBI MpaBUI
opdorpadun kak cuctembl. Tunbl kaaccuukanuii si3pIkoB. Turnonoruueckas u
reHeajioruueckasi Kjraccuukauu.

CpaBHuTENBHAA XapaKTepUCTUKA MECTOMMEHUI JIPEBHEAHTIIMICKOTO,
CPEOHEAHTJIMMCKOTO U PAHHEHOBOAHTJIMMCKOTO MEPHUOJIOB.

Monepuusm: reHe3uc, (GUIOCOPCKUE OCHOBBI, SCTETHUUECKHE MPHUHIIMIIBL.
MopaepHusM U aBaHrapau3M. AHIVIMIUCKHA MOAEPHU3M M €ro PoJib B HUCTOPUH
auteparypsl XX B. AHanu3 1-2 npousBeieHuid Ha BEIOOP.

OO0mast xapakTepucTUKa JIUTepaTypHoro mnpoiecca B 3anagHoit Esporne u CIIIA
nepBoi mojoBuHBI XX Beka. AHanu3 2-3 mpousBeeHU Ha BBIOOD.

OO0mast xapakTepucTUKa JTUTEpaTypHoro mpoiecca B 3anagHoit Espore u CIIIA
BTOPOM MOJIOBUHBI XX BeKa. AHAIIN3 2-3 MPOU3BEACHHUIN HA BHIOOP.
[ToctMonepHu3M Kak (GopMa XyI0KECTBEHHOTO BHAeHUS Mupa. OCcoOEHHOCTH
MOCTMOJIEPHUCTCKOM ~ ACTETUKHU. 3apyOeKHbIE  MHUCATEIU-TIOCTMOIACPHUCTHI,
OTPENICIIUBIINE BEKTOP Pa3BUTHUS MMOCTMOJAEPHUCTCKOM JUuTeparypbl. AHanmu3 1-2
MPOU3BEICHUN.

['pammaTrka Kak paszzien s3biko3HaHus. OCHOBHBIE €IUHMIIBI FPAMMATHUUYECKOTO
CTpos si3bIKa. [IoHsATHE TPAaMMATHYECKOTO 3HAYEHUS U CTIIOCOOBI €T0 BBIPAKEHUSI.
[TonsiTne rpaMMaTudeckor HOPMBI ¥ TPAMMATHUECKOM Mapa T Mbl.

Kareropun rnarojoB B JIpEBHEAHTIIMMCKOM IIepuojie. 3apoxkaeHue ¢opm
neppekTa W MPOJOHKEHHOTO BpPEMEHH B CPEIHEAHTJIMHCKOM TEPHOJIC.
['pammaTHyecKue KaTeropuu riiarojia B paHHEHOBOAHTJIMCKOM MEPUOJIE.
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16.

17.

18.

19.

20.

21,

22,

23.

24,

25,

26.

dyHmaMeHTanbHbIe 3a7a4d  s3bIko3HaHWs. Crenuduka sS3BIKO3HAHUS KAk
oOmiecTBeHHON Hayku. CymHOCTD (pa3jMdHble MOAXO0/bl) U OCHOBHbIE (DYHKIIUU
A3bIKA.

SA3bIk Kak obuiecTBeHHOE siBiieHHe. ConuanbHbie (POPMBbI CYIIIECTBOBAHMS S3BIKA.
[ToHATHE S3BIKOBOM NOJUTUKU. CTHIIH SI3bIKA.

SI3BIK ¥ peub: MOHATUE U UX COOTHOILIEeHHE. OCHOBHbBIE Haen KoHuenuu O. ne
Coccropa, B. ¢on I'ym6onbaTa u JI.B.11{epObl 00 acniekTax si3bIKa.

S3bIK Kak cucteMa U CTpykTypa. [loHsiTHEe enuHUI] A3bIKa, PU3HAKHU S3BIKOBBIX
€AUHUIl U HX OCHOBHBIC THUIBL. THUIBI OTHOWICHUN MEXIY SI3bIKOBBIMHU
eauHuiiaMu. OCHOBHBIE ATallbl pa3BUTHUSA s13bIka. [IporcxokaeHne HallMOHATBHBIX
s3bIKOB.  COOTHOIIICHWE HAIMOHAIBHOTO SI3bIKA U OOCTY)KHBAEMOTO WM
rocynapctpa/conuyma. [lytu oOpa3oBaHust HAITMOHAIBHOTO S3BIKA.

Cuctema  opdorpaduu  APEeBHEAHTIMHCKOTO,  CPEIHEAHTIUUCKOTO U
paHHEHOBOAHTIIMHCKOrOo nepuoaoB. Pegopmer opdorpadun.

OCHOBHBIE 3aKOHOMEPHOCTHM HUCTOPUYECKOTO pa3BUTUA s3blKa. BHyTpeHHHE
3aKOHBI pa3BUTUA s3blka. (OCHOBHBIE TIPOLIECCHI pa3BUTUS U (HOPMBI
B3aMMOJICHCTBUSL  SI3bIKOB. Pe3ynbTartbel cMmemeHus s3blkoB. llonsitTue o
KOHTAKTHBIX SI3bIKaX. POJCTBO S3BIKOB U SI3BIKOBBIE COIO3bl. OCHOBHBIE TEOPUU
MPOUCXOKICHUS SI3bIKA.

[Tonsitue o poneme u ee Pyukiuu. [Honstue nozunmu B ponosoruu. CuibHbIC U
ciabble MTO3UIIIHU dboHeM. doHosIorN4ecKast cucrema SI3bIKA.
Penyxuns. DOHOTOTUYECKUE TIKOJIBL.

doHeTHKa KakK pas3jen si3biko3Hanust. Moaudukaim 38yKOB B pe4€BOM MOTOKE.
S3pik  m wmpimuieHue.  Konnenuwss — JI.C.Bwirorckoro.  fI3plku  MbICIH
(H..)Kunkun). S3bIk U co3HaHue. S3bIK Kak SIBJIEHHWE MPUPOALI U KYJILTYPHI.
Konuenuuss B. ¢on I'ymGonpara. HeorymOonparuancTBo.  I'mmotesa
JIMHTBUCTUYECKONH OTHOCUTEIBHOCTH.

[Tonsitue poxactBa s3bIKOB. CrocoObl  YCTAHOBJICHUSI SI3BIKOBOTO  POJICTBA.
[IpuHiunel  reHeanmornyeckor kimaccudukanuu  s3bikoB.  CeMbsi, TpyIa,
MOATPYyNIa, BETBb POACTBEHHBIX S3bIKOB. IIOHATHS mpasi3blka W TMPApPOJUHBI.
PexoHCTpyKIMS TTpas3bIKa.

®pazeonorus. dtumornorus. Jlekcukorpadusi, TUIIBI CIOBApEi.

IIpumepHbIii IepeyeHb TEKCTOB VIS AaHAJIN3A U NlepeBo/a
B pamkax BBINOJHEHUS] JAHHOTO 3K3aMEHAIIMOHHOT'O BOIPOCA OCYIIECTBIISIETCS

HpCﬂHCpCBOJI‘ICCKHfI, CTUIUCTUYCCKUM U KOMMYHHKaTHBHBIﬁ aHaJIn3 OPUTHHAJILHOI'O
HHOCTPAHHOTI'O TCKCTA.

Text 1. W.S. Maughham The Luncheon

| caught sight of her at the play, and in answer to her beckoning, I went over

during the interval and sat down beside her. It was long since | had last seen her, and
if someone had not mentioned her name | hardly think | would have recognized her.
She addressed me brightly. "Well, it's many years since we first met. How time does
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fly! We're none of us getting any younger. Do you remember the first time | saw you?
You asked me to luncheon.”

Did | remember? It was twenty years ago and | was living in Paris. | had a tiny
apartment in the Latin quarter overlooking a cemetery, and | was earning barely
enough money to keep body and soul together. She had read a book of mine and had
written to me about it. | answered, thanking her, and presently | received from her
another letter saying that she was passing through Paris and would like to have a chat
with me; but her time was limited, and the only free moment she had was on the
following Thursday; she was spending the morning at the Luxembourg and would |
give her a little luncheon at Foyot's afterwards? Foyot's is a restaurant at which the
French senators eat, and it was so far beyond my means that | had never even thought
of going there. But | was flattered, and | was too young to have learned to say no to a
woman. (Few men, | may add, learn this until they are too old to make it of any
consequence to a woman what they say.) | had eighty francs (gold francs) to last me
the rest of the month, and a modest luncheon should not cost more than fifteen. If |
cut out coffee for the next two weeks | could manage well enough.

| answered that | would meet my friend-by correspondence-at Foyot's on
Thursday at half-past twelve. She was not so young as | expected and in appearance
imposing rather than attractive. She was, in fact, a woman of forty (a charming age,
but not one that excites a sudden and devastating passion at first sight), and she gave
me the impression of having more teeth, white and large and even, than were
necessary for any practical purpose. She was talkative, but since she seemed inclined
to talk about me | was prepared to be an attentive listener.

| was startled when the bill of fare was brought, for the prices were a great
deal higher than I had anticipated. But she reassured me. "I never eat anything for
luncheon,"” she said. "Oh, don't say that!" | answered generously. "l never eat more
than one thing. | think people eat far too much nowadays. A little fish, perhaps. |
wonder if they have any salmon."

Well, it was early in the year for salmon and it was not on the bill of fare, but |
asked the waiter if there was any. Yes, a beautiful salmon had just come in, it was the
first they had had. | ordered it for my guest. The waiter asked her if she would have
something while it was being cooked. "No," she answered, "I never eat more than one
thing unless you have a little caviare, |1 never mind caviare." My heart sank a little. |
knew | could not afford caviare, but | could not very well tell her that. | told the
waiter by all means to bring caviare. For myself | chose the cheapest dish on the
menu and that was a mutton chop. "I think you are unwise to eat meat," she said. "I
don't know how you can expect to work after eating heavy things like chops. | don't
believe in overloading my stomach."

Then came the question of drink. "I never drink anything for luncheon," she said.
"Neither do I," I answered promptly. "Except white wine," she proceeded as though |
had not spoken. "These French white wines are so light. They're wonderful for the
digestion.” "What would you like?" | asked, hospitable still, but not exactly effusive.
She gave me a bright and amicable flash of her white teeth. "My doctor won't let me
drink anything but champagne.” | fancy | turned a trifle pale. | ordered half a bottle. |
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mentioned casually that my doctor had absolutely forbidden me to drink champagne.
"What are you going to drink, then?" "Water."

She ate the caviare and she ate the salmon. She talked gaily of art and literature
and music. But | wondered what the bill would come to. When my mutton chop
arrived she took me quite seriously to task. "I see that you're in the habit of eating a
heavy luncheon. I'm sure it's a mistake. Why don't you follow my example and just
eat one thing? I'm sure you'd feel ever so much better for it." "I am only going to eat
one thing." | said, as the waiter came again with the bill of fare. She waved him aside
with an airy gesture. "No. no. | never eat anything for luncheon. Just a bite, | never
want more than that, and | eat that more as an excuse for conversation than anything
else. | couldn't possibly eat anything more unless they had some of those giant
asparagus. | should be sorry to leave Paris without having some of them." My heart
sank. | had seen them in the shops, and | knew that they were horribly expensive. My
mouth had often watered at the sight of them. "Madame wants to know if you have
any of those giant asparagus.” | asked the waiter. | tried with all my might to will him
to say no. A happy smile spread over his broad, priest-like face, and he assured me
that they had some so large, so splendid, so tender, that it was a marvel. "I'm not in
the least hungry,” my guest sighed, "but if you insist I don't mind having some
asparagus.” | ordered them. "Aren't you going to have any?" "No, | never eat
asparagus.” "l know there are people who don't like them. The fact is, you ruin your
palate by all the meat you eat."”

We waited for the asparagus to be cooked. Panic seized me. It was not a question
now of how much money | should have left over for the rest of the month, but
whether | had enough to pay the bill. It would be mortifying to find myself ten francs
short and be obliged to borrow from my guest. | could not bring myself to do that. |
knew exactly how much | had, and if the bill came to more | had made up my mind
that | would put my hand in my pocket and with a dramatic cry start up and say it had
been picked. Of course, it would be awkward if she had not money enough either to
pay the bill. Then the only thing would be to leave my watch and say | would come
back and pay later.

The asparagus appeared. They were enormous, succulent, and appetizing. The
smell of the melted butter tickled my nostrils as the nostrils of Jehovah were tickled
by the burned offerings of the virtuous Semites. | watched the abandoned woman
thrust them down her throat in large voluptuous mouthfuls, and in my polite way |
discoursed on the condition of the drama in the Balkans. At last she finished.

"Coffee?" I said. "Yes, just an ice cream and coffee,” she answered. I was past
caring now. So | ordered coffee for myself and an ice cream and coffee for her. "You
know, there's one thing | thoroughly believe in," she said, as she ate the ice cream.
"One should always get up from a meal feeling one could eat a little more." "Are you
still hungry?" I asked faintly. "Oh, no, I'm not hungry; you see, | don't eat luncheon. |
have a cup of coffee in the morning and then dinner, but | never eat more than one
thing for luncheon. | was speaking for you." "Oh, | see!"

Then a terrible thing happened. While we were waiting for the coffee, the head
waiter, with an ingratiating smile on his false face, came up to us bearing a large
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basket full of huge peaches. They had the blush of an innocent girl; they had the rich
tone of an Italian landscape. But surely peaches were not in season then? Lord knew
what they cost. | knew too what they cost-a little later, for my guest, going on with
her conversation, absentmindedly took one. "You see, you've filled your stomach
with a lot of meat"-my one miserable little chop- "and you can't eat any more. But
I've just had a snack and I shall enjoy a peach."

The bill came and when | paid it | found that | had only enough for a quite
inadequate tip. Her eyes rested for an instant on the three francs | left for the waiter,
and | knew that she thought me mean. But when | walked out of the restaurant | had
the whole month before me and not a penny in my pocket.

"Follow my example," she said as we shook hand, "and never eat more than one
thing for luncheon.” "I'll do better than that," I retorted. "I'll eat nothing for dinner to-
night.” "Humorist!" she cried gaily, jumping into a cab, "you're quite a humorist!"

But I have had my revenge at last. | do not believe that | am a vindictive man, but
when the immortal gods take a hand in the matter it is pardonable to observe the
result with complacency. Today she weighs twenty-one stone.

Text 2. Hector Munro Fate

Rex Dillot was nearly twenty-four, almost good-looking and quite penniless.
His mother was supposed to make him some sort of an allowance out of what her
creditors allowed her, and Rex occasionally strayed into the ranks of those who earn
fitful salaries as secretaries or companions to people who are unable to cope unaided
with their correspondence or their leisure. For a few months he had been assistant
editor and business manager of a paper devoted to fancy mice, but the devotion had
been all on one side, and the paper disappeared with a certain abruptness from club
reading-rooms and other haunts where it had made a gratuitous appearance. Still, Rex
lived with some air of comfort and well- being, as one can live if one is born with a
genius for that sort of thing, and a kindly Providence usually arranged that his week-
end invitations coincided with the dates on which his one white dinner- waistcoat was
in a laundry-returned condition of dazzling cleanness. He played most games badly,
and was shrewd enough to recognise the fact, but he had developed a marvellously
accurate judgement in estimating the play and chances of other people, whether in a
golf match, billiard handicap, or croguet tournament. By dint of parading his opinion
of such and such a player’s superiority with a sufficient degree of youthful
assertiveness he usually succeeded in provoking a wager at liberal odds, and he
looked to his week-end winnings to carry him through the financial embarrassments
of his mid-week existence. The trouble was, as he confided to Clovis Sangrail, that he
never had enough available or even prospective cash at his command to enable him to
fix the wager at a figure really worth winning.
“Some day,” he said, “I shall come across a really safe thing, a bet that simply can’t
go astray, and then I shall put it up for all I’'m worth, or rather for a good deal more
than I’'m worth if you sold me up to the last button.” “It would be awkward if it
didn’t happen to come off,” said Clovis. “It would be more than awkward,” said
Rex; “it would be a tragedy. All the same, it would be extremely amusing to bring it
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off. Fancy awaking in the morning with about three hundred pounds standing to one’s
credit. I should go and clear out my hostess’s pigeon-loft before breakfast out of
sheer good-temper.” ““Your hostess of the moment mightn’t have a pigeon-loft,” said
Clovis. “T always choose hostesses that have,” said Rex; “a pigeon-loft is indicative
of a careless, extravagant, genial disposition, such as | like to see around me. People
who strew corn broadcast for a lot of feathered inanities that just sit about cooing and
giving each other the glad eye in a Louis Quatorze manner are pretty certain to do
you well.” “Young Strinnit is coming down this afternoon,” said Clovis reflectively;
“I dare say you won’t find it difficult to get him to back himself at billiards. He plays
a pretty useful game, but he’s not quite as good as he fancies he is.” “I know one
member of the party who can walk round him,” said Rex softly, an alert look coming
into his eyes; “that cadaverous-looking Major who arrived last night. I’ve seen him
play at St. Moritz. If | could get Strinnit to lay odds on himself against the Major the
money would be safe in my pocket. This looks like the good thing I’ve been watching
and praying for.”

“Don’t be rash,” counselled Clovis, “Strinnit may play up to his self-imagined form
once in a blue moon.” “I intend to be rash,” said Rex quietly, and the look on his face
corroborated his words. “Are you all going to flock to the billiard-room?” asked
Teresa Thundleford, after dinner, with an air of some disapproval and a good deal of
annoyance. “I can’t see what particular amusement you find in watching two men
prodding little ivory balls about on a table.” “Oh, well,” said her hostess, “it’s a way
of passing the time, you know.” “A very poor way, to my mind,” said Mrs.
Thundleford; “now I was going to have shown all of you the photographs | took in
Venice last summer.” “You showed them to us last night,” said Mrs. Cuvering
hastily. “Those were the ones I took in Florence. These are quite a different lot.” “Oh,
well, some time to-morrow we can look at them. You can leave them down in the
drawing-room, and then every one can have a look.”

“I should prefer to show them when you are all gathered together, as I have quite a lot
of explanatory remarks to make, about Venetian art and architecture, on the same
lines as my remarks last night on the Florentine galleries. Also, there are some verses
of mine that | should like to read you, on the rebuilding of the Campanile. But, of
course, if you all prefer to watch Major Latton and Mr. Strinnit knocking balls about
on a table— “They are both supposed to be first-rate players,” said the hostess. “I
have yet to learn that my verses and my art causerie are of second-rate quality,” said
Mrs. Thundleford with acerbity. “However, as you all seem bent on watching a silly
game, there’s no more to be said. I shall go upstairs and finish some writing. Later
on, perhaps, I will come down and join you.”

To one, at least, of the onlookers the game was anything but silly. It was absorbing,
exciting, exasperating, nerve-stretching, and finally it grew to be tragic. The Major
with the St. Moritz reputation was playing a long way below his form, young Strinnit
was playing slightly above his, and had all the luck of the game as well. From the
very start the balls seemed possessed by a demon of contrariness; they trundled about
complacently for one player, they would go nowhere for the other.
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“A hundred and seventy, seventy-four,” sang out the youth who was marking. In a
game of two hundred and fifty up it was an enormous lead to hold. Clovis watched
the flush of excitement die away from Dillot’s face, and a hard white look take its
place. “How much have you go on?” whispered Clovis. The other whispered the sum
through dry, shaking lips. It was more than he or any one connected with him could
pay; he had done what he had said he would do. He had been rash. “Two hundred and
siX, ninety-eight.”

Rex heard a clock strike ten somewhere in the hall, then another somewhere else, and
another, and another; the house seemed full of striking clocks. Then in the distance
the stable clock chimed in. In another hour they would all be striking eleven, and he
would be listening to them as a disgraced outcast, unable to pay, even in part, the
wager he had challenged.

“Two hundred and eighteen, a hundred and three.” The game was as good as over.
Rex was as good as done for. He longed desperately for the ceiling to fall in, for the
house to catch fire, for anything to happen that would put an end to that horrible
rolling to and fro of red and white ivory that was jostling him nearer and nearer to his
doom.

“Two hundred and twenty-eight, a hundred and seven.”

Rex opened his cigarette-case; it was empty. That at least gave him a pretext to slip
away from the room for the purpose of refilling it; he would spare himself the drawn-
out torture of watching that hopeless game played out to the bitter end. He backed
away from the circle of absorbed watchers and made his way up a short stairway to a
long, silent corridor of bedrooms, each with a guests’ name written in a little square
on the door. In the hush that reigned in this part of the house he could still hear the
hateful click-click of the balls; if he waited for a few minutes longer he would hear
the little outbreak of clapping and buzz of congratulation that would hail Strinnit’s
victory. On the alert tension of his nerves there broke another sound, the aggressive,
wrath-inducing breathing of one who sleeps in heavy after-dinner slumber. The sound
came from a room just at his elbow; the card on the door bore the announcement
“Mrs. Thundleford.” The door was just slightly ajar; Rex pushed it open an inch or
two more and looked in. The august Teresa had fallen asleep over an illustrated guide
to Florentine art-galleries; at her side, somewhat dangerously near the edge of the
table, was a reading-lamp. If Fate had been decently kind to him, thought Rex,
bitterly, that lamp would have been knocked over by the sleeper and would have
given them something to think of besides billiard matches.

There are occasions when one must take one’s Fate in one’s hands. Rex took the
lamp in his.

“Two hundred and thirty-seven, one hundred and fifteen.” Strinnit was at the table,
and the balls lay in good position for him; he had a choice of two fairly easy shots, a
choice which he was never to decide. A sudden hurricane of shrieks and a rush of
stumbling feet sent every one flocking to the door. The Dillot boy crashed into the
room, carrying in his arms the vociferous and somewhat dishevelled Teresa
Thundleford; her clothing was certainly not a mass of flames, as the more excitable
members of the party afterwards declared, but the edge of her skirt and part of the
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table-cover in which she had been hastily wrapped were alight in a flickering, half-
hearted manner. Rex flung his struggling burden on the billiard table, and for one
breathless minute the work of beating out the sparks with rugs and cushions and
playing on them with soda-water syphons engrossed the energies of the entire
company.

“It was lucky I was passing when it happened,” panted Rex; “some one had better see
to the room, I think the carpet is alight.”

As a matter of fact the promptitude and energy of the rescuer had prevented any great
damage being done, either to the victim or her surroundings. The billiard table had
suffered most, and had to be laid up for repairs; perhaps it was not the best place to
have chosen for the scene of salvage operations; but then, as Clovis remarked, when
one is rushing about with a blazing woman in one’s arms one can’t stop to think out
exactly where one is going to put her.

Text 3. Hector Munro Bertie's Christmas Eve

It was Christmas Eve, and the family circle of Luke Steffink, Esq., was aglow with
the amiability and random mirth which the occasion demanded. A long and lavish
dinner had been partaken of, waits had been round and sung carols; the house-party
had regaled itself with more caroling on its own account, and there had been romping
which, even in a pulpit reference, could not have been condemned as ragging. In the
midst of the general glow, however, there was one black unkindled cinder.

Bertie Steffink, nephew of the aforementioned Luke, had early in life adopted the
profession of ne’er-do-weel; his father had been something of the kind before him. At
the age of eighteen Bertie had commenced that round of visits to our Colonial
possessions, so seemly and desirable in the case of a Prince of the Blood, so
suggestive of insincerity in a young man of the middle-class. He had gone to grow tea
in Ceylon and fruit in British Columbia, and to help sheep to grow wool in Australia.
At the age of twenty he had just returned from some similar errand in Canada, from
which it may be gathered that the trial he gave to these various experiments was of
the summary drum-head nature. Luke Steffink, who fulfilled the troubled role of
guardian and deputy-parent to Bertie, deplored the persistent manifestation of the
homing instinct on his nephew’s part, and his solemn thanks earlier in the day for the
blessing of reporting a united family had no reference to Bertie’s return.
Arrangements had been promptly made for packing the youth off to a distant corner
of Rhodesia, whence return would be a difficult matter; the journey to this uninviting
destination was imminent, in fact a more careful and willing traveller would have
already begun to think about his packing. Hence Bertie was in no mood to share in
the festive spirit which displayed itself around him, and resentment smouldered
within him at the eager, self-absorbed discussion of social plans for the coming
months which he heard on all sides. Beyond depressing his uncle and the family
circle generally by singing “Say au revoir, and not good-bye,” he had taken no part in
the evening’s conviviality.

Eleven o’clock had struck some half-hour ago, and the elder Steffinks began to throw
out suggestions leading up to that process which they called retiring for the night.
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“Come, Teddie, it’s time you were in your little bed, you know,” said Luke Steffink
to his thirteen-year-old son. “That’s where we all ought to be,” said Mrs. Steffink.
“There wouldn’t be room,” said Bertie. The remark was considered to border on the
scandalous; everybody ate raisins and almonds with the nervous industry of sheep
feeding during threatening weather.

“In Russia,” said Horace Bordenby, who was staying in the house as a Christmas
guest, “I’ve read that the peasants believe that if you go into a cow-house or stable at
midnight on Christmas Eve you will hear the animals talk. They’re supposed to have
the gift of speech at that one moment of the year.” “Oh, DO let’s ALL go down to the
cow-house and listen to what they’ve got to say!” exclaimed Beryl, to whom
anything was thrilling and amusing if you did it in a troop.

Mrs. Steffink made a laughing protest, but gave a virtual consent by saying, “We
must all wrap up well, then.” The idea seemed a scatterbrained one to her, and almost
heathenish, but if afforded an opportunity for “throwing the young people together,”
and as such she welcomed it. Mr. Horace Bordenby was a young man with quite
substantial prospects, and he had danced with Beryl at a local subscription ball a
sufficient number of times to warrant the authorised inquiry on the part of the
neighbours whether “there was anything in it.” Though Mrs. Steffink would not have
put it in so many words, she shared the idea of the Russian peasantry that on this
night the beast might speak.

The cow-house stood at the junction of the garden with a small paddock, an isolated
survival, in a suburban neighbourhood; of what had once been a small farm. Luke
Steffink was complacently proud of his cow-house and his two cows; he felt that they
gave him a stamp of solidity which no number of Wyandottes or Orpingtons could
impart. They even seemed to link him in a sort of inconsequent way with those
patriarchs who derived importance from their floating capital of flocks and herbs, he-
asses and she-asses. It had been an anxious and momentous occasion when he had
had to decide definitely between “the Byre” and “the Ranch” for the naming of his
villa residence. A December midnight was hardly the moment he would have chosen
for showing his farm-building to visitors, but since it was a fine night, and the young
people were anxious for an excuse for a mild frolic, Luke consented to chaperon the
expedition. The servants had long since gone to bed, so the house was left in charge
of Bertie, who scornfully declined to stir out on the pretext of listening to bovine
conversation. “We must go quietly,” said Luke, as he headed the procession of
giggling young folk, brought up in the rear by the shawled and hooded figure of Mrs.
Steffink; “I’ve always laid stress on keeping this a quiet and orderly neighbourhood.”
It was a few minutes to midnight when the party reached the cow- house and made its
way in by the light of Luke’s stable lantern. For a moment every one stood in silence,
almost with a feeling of being in church. “Daisy—the one lying down-is by a
shorthorn bull out of a Guernsey cow,” announced Luke in a hushed voice, which
was in keeping with the foregoing impression. “Is she?” said Bordenby, rather as if
he had expected her to be by Rembrandt. “Myrtle is—

Myrtle’s family history was cut short by a little scream from the women of the party.
The cow-house door had closed noiselessly behind them and the key had turned

22



gratingly in the lock; then they heard Bertie’s voice pleasantly wishing them good-
night and his footsteps retreating along the garden path. Luke Steffink strode to the
window; it was a small square opening of the old-fashioned sort, with iron bars let
into the stonework. “Unlock the door this instant,” he shouted, with as much air of
menacing authority as a hen might assume when screaming through the bars of a
coop at a marauding hawk. In reply to his summons the hall-door closed with a
defiant bang.

A neighbouring clock struck the hour of midnight. If the cows had received the gift of
human speech at that moment they would not have been able to make themselves
heard. Seven or eight other voices were engaged in describing Bertie’s present
conduct and his general character at a high pressure of excitement and indignation. In
the course of half an hour or so everything that it was permissible to say about Bertie
had been said some dozens of times, and other topics began to come to the front—the
extreme mustiness of the cow-house, the possibility of it catching fire, and the
probability of it being a Rowton House for the vagrant rats of the neighbourhood.
And still no sign of deliverance came to the unwilling vigil-keepers.

Towards one o’clock the sound of rather boisterous and undisciplined carol-singing
approached rapidly, and came to a sudden anchorage, apparently just outside the
garden-gate. A motor-load of youthful “bloods,” in a high state of conviviality, had
made a temporary halt for repairs; the stoppage, however, did not extend to the vocal
efforts of the party, and the watchers in the cow-shed were treated to a highly
unauthorised rendering of “Good King Wenceslas,” in which the adjective “good”
appeared to be very carelessly applied. The noise had the effect of bringing Bertie out
into the garden, but he utterly ignored the pale, angry faces peering out at the cow-
house window, and concentrated his attention on the revellers outside the gate.
“Wassail, you chaps!” he shouted.  “Wassail, old sport!” they shouted back; “we’d
jolly well drink y’r health, only we’ve nothing to drink it in.” “Come and wassail
inside,” said Bertie hospitably; “I’m all alone, and there’s heap’s of ‘wet’.”

They were total strangers, but his touch of kindness made them instantly his kin. In
another moment the unauthorised version of King Wenceslas, which, like many other
scandals, grew worse on repetition, went echoing up the garden path; two of the
revellers gave an impromptu performance on the way by executing the staircase waltz
up the terraces of what Luke Steffink, hitherto with some justification, called his
rock-garden. The rock part of it was still there when the waltz had been accorded its
third encore. Luke, more than ever like a cooped hen behind the cow-house bars, was
in a position to realise the feelings of concert-goers unable to countermand the call
for an encore which they neither desire or deserve.

The hall door closed with a bang on Bertie’s guests, and the sounds of merriment
became faint and muffled to the weary watchers at the other end of the garden. Some
forty minutes later the hall door opened and disgorged a crowd that had thrown off
any restraint of shyness that might have influenced its earlier actions. Its vocal efforts
in the direction of carol singing were now supplemented by instrumental music; a
Christmas-tree that had been prepared for the children of the gardener and other
household retainers had yielded a rich spoil of tin trumpets, rattles, and drums. The
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life-story of King Wenceslas had been dropped, Luke was thankful to notice, but it
was intensely irritating for the chilled prisoners in the cow-house to be told that it was
a hot time in the old town to-night, together with some accurate but entirely
superfluous information as to the imminence of Christmas morning. Judging by the
protests which began to be shouted from the upper windows of neighbouring houses
the sentiments prevailing in the cow-house were heartily echoed in other quarters.
The revelers found their car, and, what was more remarkable, managed to drive off in
it, with a parting fanfare of tin trumpets. The lively beat of a drum disclosed the fact
that the master of the revels remained on the scene. “Bertie!” came in an angry,
imploring chorus of shouts and screams from the cow-house window.

“Hullo,” cried the owner of the name, turning his rather errant steps in the direction
of the summons; “are you people still there? Must have heard everything cows got to
say by this time. If you haven’t, no use waiting. After all, it’s a Russian legend, and
Russian Chrismush Eve not due for ‘nother fortnight. Better come out.”

After one or two ineffectual attempts he managed to pitch the key of the cow-house
door in through the window. Then, lifting his voice in the strains of “I’m afraid to go
home in the dark,” with a lusty drum accompaniment, he led the way back to the
house. The hurried procession of the released that followed in his steps came in for a
good deal of the adverse comment that his exuberant display had evoked.

It was the happiest Christmas Eve he had ever spent. To quote his own words, he had
a rotten Christmas.

Text 4. John Fowles The Tree

Children are notoriously blind towards their parents, and nowhere more than in
failing to see the childlike in them — the inescapable conditioning of the past. In the
beginning we all try to attribute to our parents what used to be attributed to God:
limitless power to intervene, indisputable wisdom. The theological concept was
clearly no more than an idealization of this. Its flaw is the inevitable confusion
between authority and free will — the jointly held delusion that possessing one must
entail possessing the other. | am sure in retrospect that the decision to return to
suburbia was well beyond my father’s free will; he could not not do it, any more than
he could prevent that terrible memory from the Great War bubbling to the surface
when he lay on his deathbed. But | did at that moment guess what had truly inspired
the retreat from Devon.

It was not financial caution or love of suburbia in itself, it was not anything but his
trees and the sanctuary they offered... in no sense, in that minute garden, a physical
sanctuary, but a kind of poetic one, however banal the surroundings: a place he could
control, that was different from all around it, not least in its huge annual yield of fruit.
It stood in effect as the very antithesis of a battlefield, including the metaphorical one
of wild nature; and of course it could not be reproduced anywhere else, since he had
personally created and cherished it. We lived in Devon surrounded by farm orchards,
but what he needed was the fruits of his own cultivation, the knowledge he had
gained of every habit, every whim, every fruiting spur (all infertile shoots were
ruthlessly extirpated) of each of his score of trees. He had himself been severely
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pruned by history and family circumstance, and this was his answer, his
reconciliation to his fate — his platonic ideal of the strictly controlled and safe, his
Garden of Eden. All my adolescent and older loathing of its social and physical
environment — and my mother was on my side — can have only deepened his
attachment.

Those trees were in fact his truest philosophy, and his love of actual philosophy, the
world of abstract ideas, was essentially (like his love of trenchant lawyers, with
secateurs in their mouths) no more than a facet of his hatred of natural disorder. Good
philosophers prune the chaos of reality and train it into fixed shapes, thereby forcing
it to yield valuable and delicious fruit — or at least in theory. One of my father’s
heroes was Bertrand Russell, for whose incisive intellect and more popular
philosophical works he had the greatest admiration; yet he had the very reverse for
Russell’s later political attitudes. It was almost as if he had let one of his cordons
grow as it liked, a blasphemous breaking of his own eleventh commandment: Thou
shalt prune all trees.

| had always seen it as the great difference between us; and puzzling, genetically
mysterious. What he abhorred, I adored. My own ‘orchards’ were, from the moments
| first knew them, the forgotten and increasingly deserted copses and woods of the
West of England, and later, of France. I still grow some of my father’s favorite
apples, such as James Grieve, and some of my own, like aromatic D’ Arcy Spice, but |
won’t use sprays and don’t prune properly — with no excuse, since he taught me the
rudiments of that art. Yet | see now that our very different attitudes to these things
were really the same phenomenon, the same tree. His refusal to be moved by what
moved me in nature was perhaps largely a product of his own conditioning; but its
function (without my realizing it, of course) was very similar to what pruning does
for young fruit trees — that is, to direct their growth and determine their future.
Successful artistic parents seem very rarely to give birth to equally successful artistic
sons and daughters, and | suspect it may be because the urge to create, which must
always be partly the need to escape everyday reality, is better fostered — despite
modern educational theory — not by a sympathetic and ‘creative’ childhood
environment, but the very opposite, by pruning and confining natural instinct. (Nine-
tenths of all artistic creation derives its basic energy from the engine of repression
and sublimation, and well beyond the strict Freudian definition of those terms.) That |
should have differed so much from my father in this seems to me in retrospect not in
the least a matter for Oedipal guilt, but a healthy natural process, just as the branches
of a healthy tree do not try to occupy one another’s territory. The tree in fact has
biochemical and light-sensitive systems to prevent this pointless and wasteful
secondary invasion of one branch’s occupied space by another. The fact that the two
branches grow in different directions and ways does not mean that they do not share a
same mechanism of need, a same set of deeper rules.

It is immaterial that | do not cultivate trees in any sense that my father would
recognize or could approve. I think I truly horrified him only once in my life, which
was when, soon after coming into possession, | first took him around my present
exceedingly unkempt, unmanaged and unmanageable garden. | had previously
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shocked him by buying a derelict farm; but its thirty acres of scrub and rough pasture
were sanity (at least | let the keep and got some token yield from it) beside this new
revelation of folly. He thought it madness to take on such a ‘jungle’, and did not
believe me when | said | saw no need to take it on, only to leave it largely alone, in
effect to my co-tenants, its wild birds and beasts, its plants and insects. He would
never have conceded that it was my equivalent of his own beautifully disciplined
apples and pears, and just as much cultivated, though not in a literal sense. He would
not have understood that something | saw down there just an hour ago, at this
moment | write — two tawny owlets fresh out of the nest, sitting on a sycamore branch
like a pair of badly knitted Christmas stockings and ogling down at this intruder into
their garden — means to me exactly what the Horticultural Society cups on his
sideboard used to mean to him: a token of order in unjust chaos, the reward of
perseverance in a right philosophy. That his chaos happens to be my order is not, |
think, very important.

He sent me two cordon pear trees to plant, soon after that first visit. They must be
nearly fifteen years old now; and every year, my soil being far too thin and dry for
their liking, they produce a few miserable fruit, or more often none at all. | would
never have them out. It touches my that they should so completely take his side; and
reminds me that practically everyone else in my life — even friends who profess to be
naturalists — has also taken his side. No fruit for those who do not prune; no fruit for
those who question knowledge; no fruit for those who hide in trees untouched by
man; no fruit for traitors to the human cause.

Text 5. J. Austen Emma

Chapter 11

Mr. Weston was a native of Highbury, and born of a respectable family, which for the
last two or three generations had been rising into gentility and property. He had
received a good education, but, on succeeding early in life to a small independence,
had become indisposed for any of the more homely pursuits in which his brothers
were engaged, and had satisfied an active, cheerful mind and social temper by
entering into the militia of his county, then embodied.

Captain Weston was a general favourite; and when the chances of his military life
had introduced him to Miss Churchill, of a great Yorkshire family, and Miss
Churchill fell in love with him, nobody was surprized, except her brother and his
wife, who had never seen him, and who were full of pride and importance, which the
connexion would offend.

Miss Churchill, however, being of age, and with the full command of her fortune—
though her fortune bore no proportion to the family-estate—was not to be dissuaded
from the marriage, and it took place, to the infinite mortification of Mr. and Mrs.
Churchill, who threw her off with due decorum. It was an unsuitable connexion, and
did not produce much happiness. Mrs. Weston ought to have found more in it, for she
had a husband whose warm heart and sweet temper made him think every thing due
to her in return for the great goodness of being in love with him; but though she had
one sort of spirit, she had not the best. She had resolution enough to pursue her own
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will in spite of her brother, but not enough to refrain from unreasonable regrets at that
brother's unreasonable anger, nor from missing the luxuries of her former home. They
lived beyond their income, but still it was nothing in comparison of Enscombe: she
did not cease to love her husband, but she wanted at once to be the wife of Captain
Weston, and Miss Churchill of Enscombe.

Captain Weston, who had been considered, especially by the Churchills, as making
such an amazing match, was proved to have much the worst of the bargain; for when
his wife died, after a three years' marriage, he was rather a poorer man than at first,
and with a child to maintain. From the expense of the child, however, he was soon
relieved. The boy had, with the additional softening claim of a lingering illness of his
mother's, been the means of a sort of reconciliation; and Mr. and Mrs. Churchill,
having no children of their own, nor any other young creature of equal kindred to
care for, offered to take the whole charge of the little Frank soon after her decease.
Some scruples and some reluctance the widower-father may be supposed to have felt;
but as they were overcome by other considerations, the child was given up to the care
and the wealth of the Churchills, and he had only his own comfort to seek, and his
own situation to improve as he could.

A complete change of life became desirable. He quitted the militia and engaged in
trade, having brothers already established in a good way in London, which afforded
him a favourable opening. It was a concern which brought just employment enough.
He had still a small house in Highbury, where most of his leisure days were spent;
and between useful occupation and the pleasures of society, the next eighteen or
twenty years of his life passed cheerfully away. He had, by that time, realised an easy
competence—enough to secure the purchase of a little estate adjoining Highbury,
which he had always longed for—enough to marry a woman as portionless even as
Miss Taylor, and to live according to the wishes of his own friendly and social
disposition.

It was now some time since Miss Taylor had begun to influence his schemes; but as it
was not the tyrannic influence of youth on youth, it had not shaken his determination
of never settling till he could purchase Randalls, and the sale of Randalls was long
looked forward to; but he had gone steadily on, with these objects in view, till they
were accomplished. He had made his fortune, bought his house, and obtained his
wife; and was beginning a new period of existence, with every probability of greater
happiness than in any yet passed through. He had never been an unhappy man; his
own temper had secured him from that, even in his first marriage; but his second
must shew him how delightful a well-judging and truly amiable woman could be, and
must give him the pleasantest proof of its being a great deal better to choose than to
be chosen, to excite gratitude than to feel it.

He had only himself to please in his choice: his fortune was his own; for as to Frank,
it was more than being tacitly brought up as his uncle's heir, it had become so avowed
an adoption as to have him assume the name of Churchill on coming of age. It was
most unlikely, therefore, that he should ever want his father's assistance. His father
had no apprehension of it. The aunt was a capricious woman, and governed her
husband entirely; but it was not in Mr. Weston's nature to imagine that any caprice
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could be strong enough to affect one so dear, and, as he believed, so deservedly dear.
He saw his son every year in London, and was proud of him; and his fond report of
him as a very fine young man had made Highbury feel a sort of pride in him too. He
was looked on as sufficiently belonging to the place to make his merits and prospects
a kind of common concern.

Mr. Frank Churchill was one of the boasts of Highbury, and a lively curiosity to see
him prevailed, though the compliment was so little returned that he had never been
there in his life. His coming to visit his father had been often talked of but never
achieved.

Now, upon his father's marriage, it was very generally proposed, as a most proper
attention, that the visit should take place. There was not a dissentient voice on the
subject, either when Mrs. Perry drank tea with Mrs. and Miss Bates, or when Mrs.
and Miss Bates returned the visit. Now was the time for Mr. Frank Churchill to come
among them; and the hope strengthened when it was understood that he had written
to his new mother on the occasion. For a few days, every morning visit in Highbury
included some mention of the handsome letter Mrs. Weston had received. "l suppose
you have heard of the handsome letter Mr. Frank Churchill has written to Mrs.
Weston? | understand it was a very handsome letter, indeed. Mr. Woodhouse told me
of it. Mr. Woodhouse saw the letter, and he says he never saw such a handsome letter
in his life."

It was, indeed, a highly prized letter. Mrs. Weston had, of course, formed a very
favourable idea of the young man; and such a pleasing attention was an irresistible
proof of his great good sense, and a most welcome addition to every source and every
expression of congratulation which her marriage had already secured. She felt herself
a most fortunate woman; and she had lived long enough to know how fortunate she
might well be thought, where the only regret was for a partial separation from friends
whose friendship for her had never cooled, and who could ill bear to part with her.
She knew that at times she must be missed; and could not think, without pain, of
Emma’s losing a single pleasure, or suffering an hour's ennui, from the want of her
companionableness: but dear Emma was of no feeble character; she was more equal
to her situation than most girls would have been, and had sense, and energy, and
spirits that might be hoped would bear her well and happily through its little
difficulties and privations. And then there was such comfort in the very easy distance
of Randalls from Hartfield, so convenient for even solitary female walking, and in
Mr. Weston's disposition and circumstances, which would make the approaching
season no hindrance to their spending half the evenings in the week together.

Her situation was altogether the subject of hours of gratitude to Mrs. Weston, and of
moments only of regret; and her satisfaction—her more than satisfaction—her
cheerful enjoyment, was so just and so apparent, that Emma, well as she knew her
father, was sometimes taken by surprize at his being still able to pity '‘poor Miss
Taylor," when they left her at Randalls in the centre of every domestic comfort, or
saw her go away in the evening attended by her pleasant husband to a carriage of her
own. But never did she go without Mr. Woodhouse's giving a gentle sigh, and saying,
"Ah, poor Miss Taylor! She would be very glad to stay."
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There was no recovering Miss Taylor—nor much likelihood of ceasing to pity her;
but a few weeks brought some alleviation to Mr. Woodhouse. The compliments of his
neighbours were over; he was no longer teased by being wished joy of so sorrowful
an event; and the wedding-cake, which had been a great distress to him, was all eat
up. His own stomach could bear nothing rich, and he could never believe other
people to be different from himself. What was unwholesome to him he regarded as
unfit for any body; and he had, therefore, earnestly tried to dissuade them from
having any wedding-cake at all, and when that proved vain, as earnestly tried to
prevent any body's eating it. He had been at the pains of consulting Mr. Perry, the
apothecary, on the subject. Mr. Perry was an intelligent, gentlemanlike man, whose
frequent visits were one of the comforts of Mr. Woodhouse's life; and upon being
applied to, he could not but acknowledge (though it seemed rather against the bias of
inclination) that wedding-cake might certainly disagree with many—perhaps with
most people, unless taken moderately. With such an opinion, in confirmation of his
own, Mr. Woodhouse hoped to influence every visitor of the newly married pair; but
still the cake was eaten; and there was no rest for his benevolent nerves till it was all
gone.

There was a strange rumour in Highbury of all the little Perrys being seen with a slice
of Mrs. Weston's wedding-cake in their hands: but Mr. Woodhouse would never
believe it.

Text 6. George Lakoff Metaphor, Morality, and Politics, or, Why Conservatives
Have Left Liberals in the Dust

[...] The Family

At this point, a natural question arises. What gives rise of the cluster of conservative
moral metaphors? Why should those metaphors fit together as they do? The answer,
interestingly enough, is the family. Conservatives share an ideal model of what a
family should be. I will refer to as the Strict Father Model.

The Strict Father Model. A traditional nuclear family with the father having primary
responsibility for the well-being of the household. The mother has day-to-day
responsibility for the care of the house and details of raising the children. But the
father has primary responsibility for setting overall family policy, and the mother's
job is to be supportive of the father and to help carry out the father's views on what
should be done. Ideally, she respects his views and supports them.

Life is seen as fundamentally difficult and the world as fundamentally dangerous.
Evil is conceptualized as a force in the world, and it is the father's job to support his
family and protect it from evils -- both external and internal. External evils include
enemies, hardships, and temptations. Internal evils come in the form of uncontrolled
desires and are as threatening as external ones. The father embodies the values
needed to make one's way in the world and to support a family: he is morally strong,
self-disciplined, frugal, temperate, and restrained. He sets an example by holding
himself to high standards. He insists on his moral authority, commands obedience,
and when he doesn't get it, metes out retribution as fairly and justly as he knows how.
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It is his job to protect and support his family, and he believes that safety comes out of
strength.

In addition to support and protection, the father's primary duty is tell his children
what is right and wrong, punish them when they do wrong, and to bring them up to be
self-disciplined and self-reliant. Through self-denial, the children can build strength
against internal evils. In this way, he teaches his children to be self-disciplined,
industrious, polite, trustworthy, and respectful of authority.

The strict father provides nurturance and expresses his devotion to his family by
supporting and protecting them, but just as importantly by setting and enforcing strict
moral bounds and by inculcating self-discipline and self-reliance through hard work
and self-denial. This builds character. For the strict father, strictness is a form of
nurturance and love -- tough love.

The strict father is restrained in showing affection and emotion overtly, and prefers
the appearance of strength and calm. He gives to charity as an expression of
compassion for those less fortunate than he and as an expression of gratitude for his
own good fortune.

Once his children are grown -- once they have become self-disciplined and self-
reliant -- they are on their own and must succeed or fail by themselves; he does not
meddle in their lives, just as he doesn't want any external authority meddling in his
life.

This model of the family (often referred to as "paternalistic™) is what groups together
the conservative metaphors for morality. Those metaphorical priorities define a
family-based morality, what I will call "strict father morality.” Though many features
of this model are widespread across cultures, the No-meddling Condition -- that
grown children are on their own and parents cannot meddle in their lives -- is a
peculiarly American feature, and it accounts for a peculiar feature of American
conservatism, namely, the antipathy toward government.

Conservatives speak of the government meddling in people's lives with the
resentment normally reserved for meddling parents. The very term "meddling” is
carried over metaphorically from family life to government. Senator Robert Dole,
addressing the Senate during the debate over the Balanced Budget Amendment,
described liberals as those who think "Washington knows best." The force of the
phrase comes from the saying "Father knows best" which became the title of a
popular TV sitcom. It appears that the antipathy to government shown by American
conservatives derives from the part of the strict father model, in which grown
children are expected to go off on their own and be self-reliant and then deeply resent
parents who continue to tell them how they should live.

Despite the fact that strict father models of the family occur throughout the world,
this aspect of the Strict Father model appears to be uniquely American. For example,
in strict-father families in Spain or Italy or France or Israel or China, grown children
are not expected to leave and go off on their own, with a proscription on parents
playing a major role in guiding the life of the child. Similarly, conservative politics in
such countries does not involve a powerful resentment toward the "meddling" of
government.
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The centrality of the Strict Father model to conservative politics also explains the
attitudes of conservatives to feminism, abortion, homosexuality, and gun control. In
the Strict Father model of the family, the mother is subordinated to running the day-
to-day affairs of the home and raising the children according to the father's direction.
It is the father that bears the major responsibility and makes the major decisions. The
Strict Father model is exactly the model that feminism is in the business of
overthrowing. Hence, the appropriate antipathy of conservatives to feminism
(although there is the recent phenomenon of conservative feminists, namely, women
who function with the values of conservative men such as self-discipline, self-
reliance, the pursuit of self-interest, etc.). The conservative opposition to
homosexuality comes from the same source. Homosexuality in itself is inherently
opposed to the Strict Father model of the family.

The conservative position on abortion is a consequence of the view of women that
comes out of the strict family model. On the whole, there are two classes of women
who want abortions: unmarried teenagers, whose pregnancies have resulted from lust
and carelessness, and women who want to delay conception for the sake of a career,
but have accidentally conceived. From the point of view of the strict father model,
both classes of women violate the morality characterized by the model. The first class
consists of young women who are immoral by virtue of having shown a lack of
sexual self-control. The second class consists of women who want to control their
own destinies, and who are therefore immoral for contesting the strict father model
itself, since it is that model that defines what morality is. For these reasons, those
who abide by Strict Father morality tend to oppose abortion.

It is important to understand that conservative opposition to abortion is not just an
overriding respect for all life. If it were, conservatives would not favor the death
penalty. Nor is it a matter of protecting the lives of innocent children waiting to be
born. If it were, conservatives would be working to lower the infant mortality rate by
supporting prenatal care programs. The fact the conservatives oppose such programs
means that they are not simply in favor of the right-to-life for all the unborn. Instead,
there is a deep and abiding, but usually unacknowledged, reason why conservatives
oppose abortion, namely, that it is inconsistent with Strict Father morality.

The protection function of the strict father leads to conservative support for a strong
military and criminal justice system. It also leads to an opposition to gun control.
Since it is the job of the strict father to protect his family from criminals, and since
criminals have guns, he too must be able to use guns if he is to do his job of
protecting the family against evil people who would harm them. Although the NRA
talks lot about hunting, the conservative talk shows all talk about protecting one's
family as the main motivation for opposing gun control.

Text 7. F. Scott Fitzgerald The Great Gatsby

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
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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 I don't care what it's founded on. When | came back from the East last
autumn | felt that | wanted the world to be in 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 | 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 I 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.

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.

| 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 from the Sound, and
squeezed between two huge places that rented for twelve or fifteen thousand a
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season. Across the courtesy bay the white palaces of fashionable East Egg glittered
along the water, and the history of the summer really begins on the evening I drove
over there to have dinner with the Tom Buchanans. Daisy was my second cousin
once removed, and I'd known Tom in college. And just after the war | spent two days
with them in Chicago. And so it happened that on a warm windy evening | drove over
to East Egg to see two old friends whom | scarcely knew at all. Their house was even
more elaborate than | expected, a cheerful red-and-white Georgian Colonial mansion,
overlooking the bay. The lawn started at the beach and ran toward the front door for a
quarter of a mile, jumping over sun-dials and brick walks and burning gardens—
finally when it reached the house drifting up the side in bright vines as though from
the momentum of its run.

The front was broken by a line of French windows, glowing now with reflected gold
and wide open to the warm windy afternoon, and Tom Buchanan in riding clothes
was standing with his legs apart on the front porch. He had changed since his New
Haven years. Now he was a sturdy straw-haired man of thirty with a rather hard
mouth and a supercilious manner. Two shining arrogant eyes had established
dominance over his face and gave him the appearance of always leaning aggressively
forward. Not even the effeminate swank of his riding clothes could hide the
enormous power of that body—he seemed to fill those glistening boots until he
strained the top lacing, and you could see a great pack of muscle shifting when his
shoulder moved under his thin coat. It was a body capable of enormous leverage—a
cruel body. His speaking voice, a gruff husky tenor, added to the impression of
fractiousness he conveyed. There was a touch of paternal contempt in it, even toward
people he liked—and there were men at New Haven who had hated his guts. "Now,
don't think my opinion on these matters is final," he seemed to say, "just because I'm
stronger and more of a man than you are." We were in the same senior society, and
while we were never intimate | always had the impression that he approved of me and
wanted me to like him with some harsh, defiant wistfulness of his own.

We walked through a high hallway into a bright rosy-colored space, fragilely bound
into the house by French windows at either end. The windows were ajar and
gleaming white against the fresh grass outside that seemed to grow a little way into
the house. A breeze blew through the room, blew curtains in at one end and out the
other like pale flags, twisting them up toward the frosted wedding-cake of the ceiling,
and then rippled over the wine-colored rug, making a shadow on it as wind does on
the sea. The only completely stationary object in the room was an enormous couch
on which two young women were buoyed up as though upon an anchored balloon.
They were both in white, and their dresses were rippling and fluttering as if they had
just been blown back in after a short flight around the house. | must have stood for a
few moments listening to the whip and snap of the curtains and the groan of a picture
on the wall. Then there was a boom as Tom Buchanan shut the rear windows and the
caught wind died out about the room, and the curtains and the rugs and the two young
women ballooned slowly to the floor.

The younger of the two was a stranger to me. She was extended full length at her end
of the divan, completely motionless, and with her chin raised a little, as if she were
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balancing something on it which was quite likely to fall. If she saw me out of the
corner of her eyes she gave no hint of it—indeed, | was almost surprised into
murmuring an apology for having disturbed her by coming in. The other girl, Daisy,
made an attempt to rise—she leaned slightly forward with a conscientious
expression—then she laughed, an absurd, charming little laugh, and I laughed too and
came forward into the room. "I'm p-paralyzed with happiness.” She laughed again, as
if she said something very witty, and held my hand for a moment, looking up into my
face, promising that there was no one in the world she so much wanted to see. That
was a way she had. She hinted in a murmur that the surname of the balancing girl was
Baker. (I've heard it said that Daisy's murmur was only to make people lean toward
her; an irrelevant criticism that made it no less charming.) At any rate, Miss Baker's
lips fluttered, she nodded at me almost imperceptibly, and then quickly tipped her
head back again—the object she was balancing had obviously tottered a little and
given her something of a fright. Again a sort of apology arose to my lips. Almost any
exhibition of complete self-sufficiency draws a stunned tribute from me.

| looked back at my cousin, who began to ask me questions in her low, thrilling
voice. It was the kind of voice that the ear follows up and down, as if each speech is
an arrangement of notes that will never be played again. Her face was sad and lovely
with bright things in it, bright eyes and a bright passionate mouth, but there was an
excitement in her voice that men who had cared for her found difficult to forget: a
singing compulsion, a whispered "Listen,” a promise that she had done gay, exciting
things just a while since and that there were gay, exciting things hovering in the next
hour. <...> I looked at Miss Baker... I enjoyed looking at her. She was a slender,
small-breasted girl, with an erect carriage, which she accentuated by throwing her
body backward at the shoulders like a young cadet. Her gray sun-strained eyes looked
back at me with polite reciprocal curiosity out of a wan, charming, discontented face.
It occurred to me now that | had seen her, or a picture of her, somewhere before.
<...>when I reached my estate at West Egg I ran the car under its shed and sat for a
while on an abandoned grass roller in the yard. The wind had blown off, leaving a
loud, bright night, with wings beating in the trees and a persistent organ sound as the
full bellows of the earth blew the frogs full of life. The silhouette of a moving cat
wavered across the moonlight, and turning my head to watch it, | saw that | was not
alone—fifty feet away a figure had emerged from the shadow of my neighbor's
mansion and was standing with his hands in his pockets regarding the silver pepper of
the stars. Something in his leisurely movements and the secure position of his feet
upon the lawn suggested that it was Mr. Gatsby himself, come out to determine what
share was his of our local heavens. | decided to call to him. Miss Baker had
mentioned him at dinner, and that would do for an introduction. But | didn't call to
him, for he gave a sudden intimation that he was content to be alone—he stretched
out his arms toward the dark water in a curious way, and, far as | was from him, |
could have sworn he was trembling. Involuntarily | glanced seaward—and
distinguished nothing except a single green light, minute and far away, that might
have been the end of a dock. When | looked once more for Gatsby he had vanished,
and | was alone again in the unquiet darkness.
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Text 8. Deborah Tannen Discourse Analysis—What Speakers Do in Conversation
Discourse analysis is sometimes defined as the analysis of language 'beyond the
sentence’. This contrasts with types of analysis more typical of modern linguistics,
which are chiefly concerned with the study of grammar: the study of smaller bits of
language, such as sounds (phonetics and phonology), parts of words (morphology),
meaning (semantics), and the order of words in sentences (syntax). Discourse
analysts study larger chunks of language as they flow together.

Some discourse analysts consider the larger discourse context in order to understand
how it affects the meaning of the sentence. For example, Charles Fillmore points out
that two sentences taken together as a single discourse can have meanings different
from each one taken separately. To illustrate, he asks you to imagine two independent
signs at a swimming pool: "Please use the toilet, not the pool,” says one. The other
announces, "Pool for members only." If you regard each sign independently, they
seem quite reasonable. But taking them together as a single discourse makes you go
back and revise your interpretation of the first sentence after you've read the second.
Discourse and Frames

'‘Reframing’ is a way to talk about going back and re-interpreting the meaning of the
first sentence. Frame analysis is a type of discourse analysis that asks, What activity
are speakers engaged in when they say this? What do they think they are doing by
talking in this way at this time? Consider how hard it is to make sense of what you
are hearing or reading if you don't know who's talking or what the general topic is.
When you read a newspaper, you need to know whether you are reading a news story,
an editorial, or an advertisement in order to properly interpret the text you are
reading. Years ago, when Orson Welles' radio play "The War of the Worlds" was
broadcast, some listeners who tuned in late panicked, thinking they were hearing the
actual end of the world. They mistook the frame for news instead of drama.
Turn-taking

Conversation is an enterprise in which one person speaks, and another listens.
Discourse analysts who study conversation note that speakers have systems for
determining when one person's turn is over and the next person's turn begins. This
exchange of turns or ‘floors' is signaled by such linguistic means as intonation,
pausing, and phrasing. Some people await a clear pause before beginning to speak,
but others assume that ‘winding down' is an invitation to someone else to take the
floor. When speakers have different assumptions about how turn exchanges are
signaled, they may inadvertently interrupt or feel interrupted. On the other hand,
speakers also frequently take the floor even though they know the other speaker has
not invited them to do so.

Listenership too may be signaled in different ways. Some people expect frequent
nodding as well as listener feedback such as ‘'mhm’, 'uhuh’, and 'yeah'. Less of this
than you expect can create the impression that someone is not listening; more than
you expect can give the impression that you are being rushed along. For some, eye
contact is expected nearly continually; for others, it should only be intermittent. The
type of listener response you get can change how you speak: If someone seems
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uninterested or uncomprehending (whether or not they truly are), you may slow
down, repeat, or overexplain, giving the impression you are ‘talking down.' Frederick
Erickson has shown that this can occur in conversations between black and white
speakers, because of different habits with regard to showing listenership.

Discourse Markers

‘Discourse markers' is the term linguists give to the little words like ‘well’, ‘oh’, 'but’,
and 'and' that break our speech up into parts and show the relation between parts. 'Oh'
prepares the hearer for a surprising or just-remembered item, and 'but' indicates that
sentence to follow is in opposition to the one before. However, these markers don't
necessarily mean what the dictionary says they mean. Some people use 'and' just to
start a new thought, and some people put 'but' at the end of their sentences, as a way
of trailing off gently. Realizing that these words can function as discourse markers is
important to prevent the frustration that can be experienced if you expect every word
to have its dictionary meaning every time it's used.

Speech Acts

Speech act analysis asks not what form the utterance takes but what it does. Saying "I
now pronounce you man and wife" enacts a marriage. Studying speech acts such as
complimenting allows discourse analysts to ask what counts as a compliment, who
gives compliments to whom, and what other function they can serve. For example,
linguists have observed that women are more likely both to give compliments and to
get them. There are also cultural differences; in India, politeness requires that if
someone compliments one of your possessions, you should offer to give the item as a
gift, so complimenting can be a way of asking for things. An Indian woman who had
just met her son's American wife was shocked to hear her new daughter-in-law praise
her beautiful saris. She commented, “"What kind of girl did he marry? She wants
everything!" By comparing how people in different cultures use language, discourse
analysts hope to make a contribution to improving cross-cultural understanding.

Text 9. Universal Declaration of Human Rights

Preamble

Whereas recognition of the inherent dignity and of the equal and inalienable rights of
all members of the human family is the foundation of freedom, justice and peace in
the world, Whereas disregard and contempt for human rights have resulted in
barbarous acts which have outraged the conscience of mankind, and the advent of a
world in which human beings shall enjoy freedom of speech and belief and freedom
from fear and want has been proclaimed as the highest aspiration of the common
people, Whereas it is essential, if man is not to be compelled to have recourse, as a
last resort, to rebellion against tyranny and oppression, that human rights should be
protected by the rule of law, Whereas it is essential to promote the development of
friendly relations between nations, Whereas the peoples of the United Nations have in
the Charter reaffirmed their faith in fundamental human rights, in the dignity and
worth of the human person and in the equal rights of men and women and have
determined to promote social progress and better standards of life in larger freedom,
Whereas Member States have pledged themselves to achieve, in cooperation with the
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United Nations, the promotion of universal respect for and observance of human
rights and fundamental freedoms, Whereas a common understanding of these rights
and freedoms is of the greatest importance for the full realization of this pledge, Now,
therefore, The General Assembly, Proclaims this Universal Declaration of Human
Rights as a common standard of achievement for all peoples and all nations, to the
end that every individual and every organ of society, keeping this Declaration
constantly in mind, shall strive by teaching and education to promote respect for
these rights and freedoms and by progressive measures, national and international, to
secure their universal and effective recognition and observance, both among the
peoples of Member States themselves and among the peoples of territories under their
jurisdiction.

Article |

All human beings are born free and equal in dignity and rights. They are endowed
with reason and conscience and should act towards one another in a spirit of
brotherhood.

Article 2

Everyone is entitled to all the rights and freedoms set forth in this Declaration,
without distinction of any kind, such as race, colour, sex, language, religion, political
or other opinion, national or social origin, property, birth or other status. Furthermore,
no distinction shall be made on the basis of the political, jurisdictional or
international status of the country or territory to which a person belongs, whether it
be independent, trust, non-self-governing or under any other limitation of
sovereignty.

Article 3

Everyone has the right to life, liberty and the security of person.

Article 4

No one shall be held in slavery or servitude; slavery and the slave trade shall be
prohibited in all their forms.

Article 5

No one shall be subjected to torture or to cruel, inhuman or degrading treatment or
punishment.

Article 6

Everyone has the right to recognition everywhere as a person before the law.

Article 7

All are equal before the law and are entitled without any discrimination to equal
protection of the law. All are entitled to equal protection against any discrimination in
violation of this Declaration and against any incitement to such discrimination.
Article 8

Everyone has the right to an effective remedy by the competent national tribunals for
acts violating the fundamental rights granted him by the constitution or by law.
Article 9

No one shall be subjected to arbitrary arrest, detention or exile.

Article 10
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Everyone is entitled in full equality to a fair and public hearing by an independent
and impartial tribunal, in the determination of his rights and obligations and of any
criminal charge against him.

Article 11

1. Everyone charged with a penal offence has the right to be presumed innocent until
proved guilty according to law in a public trial at which he has had all the guarantees
necessary for his defence.

2. No one shall be held guilty of any penal offence on account of any act or omission
which did not constitute a penal offence, under national or international law, at the
time when it was committed. Nor shall a heavier penalty be imposed than the one
that was applicable at the time the penal offence was committed.

Article 12

No one shall be subjected to arbitrary interference with his privacy, family, home or
correspondence, nor to attacks upon his honour and reputation. Everyone has the
right to the protection of the law against such interference or attack.

Article 13

1. Everyone has the right to freedom of movement and residence within the borders
of each State.

2. Everyone has the right to leave any country, including his own, and to return to his
country.

Article 14

1. Everyone has the right to seek and to enjoy in other countries asylum from
persecution.

2. This right may not be invoked in the case of prosecutions genuinely arising from
non-political crimes or from acts contrary to the purposes and principles of the United
Nations.

Article 15

1. Everyone has the right to a nationality.

2. No one shall be arbitrarily deprived of his nationality nor denied the right to
change his nationality.

Article 16

1. Men and women of full age, without any limitation due to race, nationality or
religion, have the right to marry and to found a family. They are entitled to equal
rights as to marriage, during marriage and at its dissolution.

2. Marriage shall be entered into only with the free and full consent of the intending
Spouses.

3. The family is the natural and fundamental group unit of society and is entitled to
protection by society and the State.

Article 17

1. Everyone has the right to own property alone as well as in association with others.
2. No one shall be arbitrarily deprived of his property.

Article 18

Everyone has the right to freedom of thought, conscience and religion; this right
includes freedom to change his religion or belief, and freedom, either alone or in
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community with others and in public or private, to manifest his religion or belief in
teaching, practice, worship and observance.

Article 19

Everyone has the right to freedom of opinion and expression; this right includes
freedom to hold opinions without interference and to seek, receive and impart
information and ideas through any media and regardless of frontiers.

Text 10. O. Wilde The Picture of Dorian Gray

Chapter 7

A quarter of an hour afterwards, amidst an extraordinary turmoil of applause, Sibyl
Vane stepped on to the stage. Yes, she was certainly lovely to look at—one of the
loveliest creatures, Lord Henry thought, that he had ever seen. There was something
of the fawn in her shy grace and startled eyes. A faint blush, like the shadow of a rose
in a mirror of silver, came to her cheeks as she glanced at the crowded enthusiastic
house. She stepped back a few paces and her lips seemed to tremble. Basil Hallward
leaped to his feet and began to applaud. Motionless, and as one in a dream, sat Dorian
Gray, gazing at her. Lord Henry peered through his glasses, murmuring, “Charming!
charming!"

The scene was the hall of Capulet's house, and Romeo in his pilgrim's dress had
entered with Mercutio and his other friends. The band, such as it was, struck up a few
bars of music, and the dance began. Through the crowd of ungainly, shabbily dressed
actors, Sibyl Vane moved like a creature from a finer world. Her body swayed, while
she danced, as a plant sways in the water. The curves of her throat were the curves of
a white lily. Her hands seemed to be made of cool ivory. Yet she was curiously
listless. She showed no sign of joy when her eyes rested on Romeo. The few words
she had to speak— with the brief dialogue that follows, were spoken in a thoroughly
artificial manner. The voice was exquisite, but from the point of view of tone it was
absolutely false. It was wrong in colour. It took away all the life from the verse. It
made the passion unreal. Dorian Gray grew pale as he watched her. He was puzzled
and anxious. Neither of his friends dared to say anything to him. She seemed to them
to be absolutely incompetent. They were horribly disappointed. Yet they felt that the
true test of any Juliet is the balcony scene of the second act. They waited for that. If
she failed there, there was nothing in her. She looked charming as she came out in the
moonlight. That could not be denied. But the staginess of her acting was unbearable,
and grew worse as she went on. Her gestures became absurdly artificial. She
overemphasized everything that she had to say. The beautiful passage was declaimed
with the painful precision of a schoolgirl who has been taught to recite by some
second-rate professor of elocution. When she leaned over the balcony and came to
those wonderful lines she spoke the words as though they conveyed no meaning to
her. It was not nervousness. Indeed, so far from being nervous, she was absolutely
self-contained. It was simply bad art. She was a complete failure.

When the second act was over, there came a storm of hisses, and Lord Henry got up
from his chair and put on his coat. "She is quite beautiful, Dorian," he said, "but she
can't act. Let us go." "l am going to see the play through," answered the lad, in a hard
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bitter voice. "I am awfully sorry that | have made you waste an evening, Harry. |
apologize to you both." "My dear Dorian, | should think Miss Vane was ill,"
interrupted Hallward. "We will come some other night." "I wish she were ill," he
rejoined. "But she seems to me to be simply callous and cold. She has entirely
altered. Last night she was a great artist. This evening she is merely a commonplace
mediocre actress.” "Don't talk like that about any one you love, Dorian. Love is a
more wonderful thing than art." "They are both simply forms of imitation," remarked
Lord Henry. "But do let us go. Dorian, you must not stay here any longer. It is not
good for one's morals to see bad acting. Besides, | don't suppose you will want your
wife to act, so what does it matter if she plays Juliet like a wooden doll? She is very
lovely, and if she knows as little about life as she does about acting, she will be a
delightful experience. There are only two kinds of people who are really
fascinating—people who know absolutely everything, and people who know
absolutely nothing. Good heavens, my dear boy, don't look so tragic! The secret of
remaining young is never to have an emotion that is unbecoming. Come to the club
with Basil and myself. We will smoke cigarettes and drink to the beauty of Sibyl
Vane. She is beautiful. What more can you want?"

A few moments afterwards the footlights flared up and the curtain rose on the third
act. Dorian Gray went back to his seat. He looked pale, and proud, and indifferent.
The play dragged on, and seemed interminable. Half of the audience went out,
tramping in heavy boots and laughing. The whole thing was a fiasco. The last act was
played to almost empty benches. The curtain went down on a titter and some groans.
As soon as it was over, Dorian Gray rushed behind the scenes into the greenroom.
The girl was standing there alone, with a look of triumph on her face. Her eyes were
lit with an exquisite fire. There was a radiance about her. Her parted lips were smiling
over some secret of their own.

When he entered, she looked at him, and an expression of infinite joy came over her.
"How badly I acted to-night, Dorian!" she cried. "Horribly!" he answered, gazing at
her in amazement. "Horribly! It was dreadful. Are you ill? You have

no idea what it was. You have no idea what | suffered.” The girl smiled. She seemed
not to listen to him. She was transfigured with joy. An ecstasy of happiness
dominated her. "Dorian, Dorian," she cried, "before I knew you, acting was the one
reality of my life. It was only in the theatre that I lived. | thought that it was all true. |
was Rosalind one night and Portia the other. The joy of Beatrice was my joy, and the
sorrows of Cordelia were mine also. | believed in everything. The common people
who acted with me seemed to me to be godlike. The painted scenes were my world. |
knew nothing but shadows, and | thought them real. You came—oh, my beautiful
love!l-—and you freed my soul from prison. You taught me what reality really is. To-
night, for the first time in my life, | saw through the hollowness, the sham, the
silliness of the empty pageant in which | had always played. To-night, for the first
time, | became conscious that the Romeo was hideous, and old, and painted, that the
moonlight in the orchard was false, that the scenery was vulgar, and that the words |
had to speak were unreal, were not my words, were not what | wanted to say. You
had brought me something higher, something of which all art is but a reflection. You

40



had made me understand what love really is. My love! My love! Prince Charming!
Prince of life! | have grown sick of shadows. You are more to me than all art can ever
be. What have | to do with the puppets of a play? When | came on to-night, | could
not understand how it was that everything had gone from me. | thought that | was
going to be wonderful. I found that I could do nothing. Suddenly it dawned on my
soul what it all meant. The knowledge was exquisite to me. | heard them hissing, and
| smiled. What could they know of love such as ours? Take me away, Dorian—take
me away with you, where we can be quite alone. | hate the stage. | might mimic a
passion that | do not feel, but I cannot mimic one that burns me like fire. Oh, Dorian,
Dorian, you understand now what it signifies? Even if | could do it, it would be
profanation for me to play at being in love. You have made me see that.”

He flung himself down on the sofa and turned away his face. "You have killed my
love," he muttered. Then he leaped up and went to the door. "Yes," he cried, "you
have killed my love. You used to stir my imagination. Now you don't even stir my
curiosity. You simply produce no effect. | loved you because you were marvellous,
because you had genius and intellect, because you realized the dreams of great poets
and gave shape and substance to the shadows of art. You have thrown it all away.
You are shallow and stupid. My God! how mad | was to love you! What a fool I have
been! You are nothing to me now. | will never see you again. | will never think of
you. | will never mention your name. You don't know what you were to me, once.
Why, once ... Oh, I can't bear to think of it! | wish | had never laid eyes upon you!
You have spoiled the romance of my life. How little you can know of love, if you say
it mars your art! Without your art, you are nothing. | would have made you famous,
splendid, magnificent. The world would have worshipped you, and you would have
borne my name. What are you now? A third-rate actress with a pretty face."”

A low moan broke from her, and she flung herself at his feet and lay there like a
trampled flower. "Dorian, Dorian, don't leave me!" she whispered. "I am so sorry |
didn't act well. I was thinking of you all the time. But | will try—indeed, | will try. It
came so suddenly across me, my love for you. I think | should never have known it if
you had not kissed me—if we had not kissed each other. Kiss me again, my love.
Don't go away from me. | couldn't bear it. Oh! don't go away from me. My brother ...
No; never mind. He didn't mean it. He was in jest.... But you, oh! can't you forgive
me for to-night? | will work so hard and try to improve. Don't be cruel to me, because
| love you better than anything in the world. After all, it is only once that | have not
pleased you. But you are quite right, Dorian. | should have shown myself more of an
artist. It was foolish of me, and yet | couldn't help it. Oh, don't leave me, don't leave
me." A fit of passionate sobbing choked her. She crouched on the floor like a
wounded thing, and Dorian Gray, with his beautiful eyes, looked down at her, and his
chiselled lips curled in exquisite disdain. There is always something ridiculous about
the emotions of people whom one has ceased to love. Sibyl Vane seemed to him to be
absurdly melodramatic. Her tears and sobs annoyed him.

As the dawn was just breaking, he found himself close to Covent Garden. The
darkness lifted, and, flushed with faint fires, the sky hollowed itself into a perfect
pearl. Huge carts filled with nodding lilies rumbled slowly down the polished empty
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street. The air was heavy with the perfume of the flowers, and their beauty seemed to
bring him an anodyne for his pain. After a little while, he hailed a hansom and drove
home. For a few moments he loitered upon the doorstep, looking round at the silent
square, with its blank, close-shuttered windows and its staring blinds. The sky was
pure opal now, and the roofs of the houses glistened like silver against it. From some
chimney opposite a thin wreath of smoke was rising. It curled, a violet riband,
through the nacre-coloured air.

Text 11. Stephen Leacock. How We Kept Mother’s Day. As Related by a Member of
the Family

Of all the different ideas that have been started lately, | think that the very best
is the notion of celebrating once a year “Mother’s Day.” | don't wonder that May the
eleventh is becoming such a popular date all over America and | am sure the idea will
spread to England too.

It is specially in a big family like ours that such an idea takes hold. So we
decided to have a special celebration of Mother’s Day. We thought it a fine idea. It
made us all realize how much Mother had done for us for years, and all the efforts
and sacrifice that she had made for our sake.

So we decided that we'd make it a great day, a holiday for all the family, and
do everything we could to make Mother happy. Father decided to take a holiday from
his office, so as to help in celebrating the day, and my sister Anne and | stayed home
from college classes, and Mary and my brother Will stayed home from High School.

It was our plan to make it a day just like Xmas or any big holiday, and so we
decided to decorate the house with flowers and with mottoes over the mantelpieces,
and all that kind of thing. We got Mother to make mottoes and arrange the
decoration, because she always does it at Xmas.

The two girls thought it would be a nice thing to dress in our very best for such
a big occasion, and so they both got new hats. Mother trimmed both the hats, and
they looked fine, and Father had bought four-in-hand silk ties for himself and us boys
as a souvenir of the day to remember Mother by. We were going to get Mother a new
hat too, but it turned out that she seemed to really like her old grey bonnet better than
a new one, and both the girls said that it was awfully becoming to her.

Well, after breakfast we had it arranged as a surprise for Mother that we would
hire a motor car and take her for a beautiful drive away into the country. Mother is
hardly ever able to have a treat like that, because we can only afford to keep one
maid, and so Mother is busy in the house nearly all the time. And of course the
country is so lovely now that it would be just grand for her to have a lovely morning,
driving for miles and miles.

But on the very morning of the day we changed the plan a little bit, because it
occurred to Father that a thing it would be better to do even than to take Mother for a
motor drive would be to take her fishing. Father said that as the car was hired and
paid for, we might just as well use it for a drive up into the hills where the streams
are. As Father said, if you just go out driving without any object, you have a sense of
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aimlessness, but if you are going to fish, there is a definite purpose in front of you to
heighten the enjoyment.

So we all felt that it would be nicer for Mother to have a definite purpose; and
anyway, it turned out that Father had just got a new rod the day before, which made
the idea of fishing all the more appropriate, and he said that Mother could use it if she
wanted to; in fact, he said it was practically for her, only Mother said she would
much rather watch him fish and not try to fish herself.

So we got everything arranged for the trip, and we got Mother to cut up some
sandwiches and make up a sort of lunch in case we got hungry, though of course we
were to come back home again to a big dinner in the middle of the day, just like
Xmas or New Year’s Day. Mother packed it all up in a basket for us ready to go in
the motor.

Well, when the car came to the door, it turned out that there hardly seemed as
much room in it as we had supposed, because we hadn't reckoned on Father’s fishing
basket and the rods and the lunch, and it was plain enough that we couldn't all get in.

Father said not to mind him, he said that he could just as well stay home, and
that he was sure that he could put in the time working in the garden; he said that there
was a lot of rough dirty work that he could do, like digging a trench for the garbage,
that would save hiring a man, and so he said that he'd stay home; he said that we were
not to let the fact of his not having had a real holiday for three years stand in our way;
he wanted us to go right ahead and be happy and have a big day, and not to mind him.
He said that he could plug away all day, and in fact he said he'd been a fool to think
there'd be any holiday for him.

But of course we all felt that it would never do to let Father stay home,
especially as we knew he would make trouble if he did. The two girls, Anne and
Mary, would gladly have stayed and helped the maid get dinner, only it seemed such
a pity to, on a lovely day like this, having their new hats. But they both said that
Mother had only to say the word, and they’d gladly stay home and work. Will and |
would have dropped out, but unfortunately we wouldn't have been any use in getting
the dinner.

So in the end it was decided that Mother would stay home and just have a
lovely restful day round the house, and get the dinner. It turned out anyway that
Mother doesn't care for fishing, and also it was just a little bit cold and fresh out of
doors, though it was lovely and sunny, and Father was rather afraid that Mother
might take cold if she came.

He said he would never forgive himself if he dragged Mother round the
country and let her take a severe cold at a time when she might be having a beautiful
rest. He said it was our duty to try and let Mother get all the rest and quiet that she
could, after all that she had done for all of us, and he said that that was principally
why he had fallen in with this idea of a fishing trip, so as to give Mother a little quiet.
He said that young people seldom realize how much quiet means to people who are
getting old. As to himself, he could still stand the racket, but he was glad to shelter
Mother from it.

43



So we all drove away with three cheers for Mother, and Mother stood and
watched us from the verandah for as long as she could see us, and Father waved his
hand back to her every few minutes till he hit his hand on the back edge of the car,
and then said that he didn't think that Mother could see us any longer.

Well, we had the loveliest day up among the hills that you could possibly
imagine, and Father caught such big specimens that he felt sure that Mother couldn’t
have landed them anyway, if she had been fishing for them, and Will and 1 fished too,
though we didn't get so many as Father, and the two girls met quite a lot of people
that they knew as we drove along, and there were some young men friends of theirs
that they met along the stream and talked to, and so we all had a splendid time.

It was quite late when we got back, nearly seven o'clock in the evening, but
Mother had guessed that we would be late, so she had kept back the dinner so as to
have it just nicely ready and hot for us. Only first she had to get towels and soap for
Father and clean things for him to put on, because he always gets so messed up with
fishing, and that kept Mother busy for a little while, that and helping the girls get
ready.

But at last everything was ready, and we sat down to the grandest kind of
dinner — roast turkey and all sorts of things like on Xmas Day. Mother had to get up
and down a good bit during the meal fetching things back and forward, but at the end
Father noticed it and said she simply mustn't do it, that he wanted her to spare herself,
and he got up and fetched the walnuts over from the sideboard himself.

The dinner lasted a long while, and was great fun, and when it was over all of
us wanted to help clear the things up and wash the dishes, only Mother said that she
would really much rather do it, and so we let her, because we wanted just for once to
humour her.

It was quite late when it was all over, and when we all kissed Mother before
going to bed, she said it had been the most wonderful day in her life, and | think there
were tears in her eyes. So we all felt awfully repaid for all that we had done.

Text 12. K. Mansfield Her First Ball

Exactly when the ball began Leila would have found it hard to say. Perhaps her first
real partner was the cab. It did not matter that she shared the cab with the Sheridan
girls and their brother. She sat back in her own little corner of it, and the bolster on
which her hand rested felt like the sleeve of an unknown young man's dress suit; and
away they bowled, past waltzing lamp-posts and houses and fences and trees. "Have
you really never been to a ball before, Leila? But, my child, how too weird--" cried
the Sheridan girls. "Our nearest neighbour was fifteen miles,"” said Leila softly, gently
opening and shutting her fan.

Oh dear, how hard it was to be indifferent like the others! She tried not to smile too
much; she tried not to care. But every single thing was so new and exciting ... Meg's
tuberoses, Jose's long loop of amber, Laura's little dark head, pushing above her white
fur like a flower through snow. She would remember for ever. It even gave her a
pang to see her cousin Laurie throw away the wisps of tissue paper he pulled from the
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fastenings of his new gloves. She would like to have kept those wisps as a keepsake,
as a remembrance. Laurie leaned forward and put his hand on Laura's knee.

"Look here, darling," he said. "The third and the ninth as usual. Twig?"

Oh, how marvellous to have a brother! In her excitement Leila felt that if there had
been time, if it hadn't been impossible, she couldn't have helped crying because she
was an only child, and no brother had ever said "Twig?" to her; no sister would ever
say, as Meg said to Jose that moment, "I've never known your hair go up more
successfully than it has to-night!" But, of course, there was no time. They were at the
drill hall already; there were cabs in front of them and cabs behind. The road was
bright on either side with moving fan-like lights, and on the pavement gay couples
seemed to float through the air; little satin shoes chased each other like birds.

"Hold on to me, Leila; you'll get lost,” said Laura. "Come on, girls, let's make a dash
for it," said Laurie. Leila put two fingers on Laura's pink velvet cloak, and they were
somehow lifted past the big golden lantern, carried along the passage, and pushed
into the little room marked "Ladies." Here the crowd was so great there was hardly
space to take off their things; the noise was deafening. Two benches on either side
were stacked high with wraps. Two old women in white aprons ran up and down
tossing fresh armfuls. And everybody was pressing forward trying to get at the little
dressing-table and mirror at the far end.

A great quivering jet of gas lighted the ladies' room. It couldn't wait; it was dancing
already. When the door opened again and there came a burst of tuning from the drill
hall, it leaped almost to the ceiling. Dark girls, fair girls were patting their hair,
tying ribbons again, tucking handkerchiefs down the fronts of their bodices,
smoothing marble-white gloves. And because they were all laughing it seemed to
Leila that they were all lovely.

"Aren't there any invisible hair-pins?" cried a voice. "How most extraordinary! | can't
see a single invisible hair-pin." "Powder my back, there's a darling,” cried some one
else. "But | must have a needle and cotton. I've torn simply miles and miles of the
frill," wailed a third. Then, "Pass them along, pass them along!" The straw basket of
programmes was tossed from arm to arm. Darling little pink-and-silver programmes,
with pink pencils and fluffy tassels. Leila's fingers shook as she took one out of the
basket. She wanted to ask some one, "Am | meant to have one too?" but she had just
time to read: "Waltz 3. 'Two, Two in a Canoe.' Polka 4. 'Making the Feathers Fly,"
when Meg cried, "Ready, Leila?" and they pressed their way through the crush in the
passage towards the big double doors of the drill hall.

Dancing had not begun yet, but the band had stopped tuning, and the noise was so
great it seemed that when it did begin to play it would never be heard. Leila, pressing
close to Meg, looking over Meg's shoulder, felt that even the little quivering coloured
flags strung across the ceiling were talking. She quite forgot to be shy; she forgot
how in the middle of dressing she had sat down on the bed with one shoe off and one
shoe on and begged her mother to ring up her cousins and say she couldn't go after
all. And the rush of longing she had had to be sitting on the veranda of their forsaken
up-country home, listening to the baby owls crying "More pork" in the moonlight,
was changed to a rush of joy so sweet that it was hard to bear alone. She clutched her
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fan, and, gazing at the gleaming, golden floor, the azaleas, the lanterns, the stage at
one end with its red carpet and gilt chairs and the band in a corner, she thought
breathlessly, "How heavenly; how simply heavenly!"

All the girls stood grouped together at one side of the doors, the men at the other, and
the chaperones in dark dresses, smiling rather foolishly, walked with little careful
steps over the polished floor towards the stage. "This is my little country cousin
Leila. Be nice to her. Find her partners; she's under my wing," said Meg, going up to
one girl after another.

Strange faces smiled at Leila - sweetly, vaguely. Strange voices answered, "Of
course, my dear." But Leila felt the girls didn't really see her. They were looking
towards the men. Why didn't the men begin? What were they waiting for? There they
stood, smoothing their gloves, patting their glossy hair and smiling among
themselves. Then, quite suddenly, as if they had only just made up their minds that
that was what they had to do, the men came gliding over the parquet. There was a
joyful flutter among the girls. A tall, fair man flew up to Meg, seized her programme,
scribbled something; Meg passed him on to Leila. "May | have the pleasure?" He
ducked and smiled. There came a dark man wearing an eyeglass, then cousin Laurie
with a friend, and Laura with a little freckled fellow whose tie was crooked. Then
quite an old man - fat, with a big bald patch on his head - took her programme and
murmured, "Let me see, let me see!™ And he was a long time comparing his
programme, which looked black with names, with hers. It seemed to give him so
much trouble that Leila was ashamed. "Oh, please don't bother," she said eagerly. But
instead of replying the fat man wrote something, glanced at her again. "Do |
remember this bright little face?" he said softly. "Is it known to me of yore?" At that
moment the band began playing; the fat man disappeared. He was tossed away on a
great wave of music that came flying over the gleaming floor, breaking the groups up
into couples, scattering them, sending them spinning ...

Leila had learned to dance at boarding school. Every Saturday afternoon the boarders
were hurried off to a little corrugated iron mission hall where Miss Eccles (of
London) held her "select™ classes. But the difference between that dusty-smelling hall
- with calico texts on the walls, the poor terrified little woman in a brown velvet
toque with rabbit's ears thumping the cold piano, Miss Eccles poking the girls' feet
with her long white wand - and this was so tremendous that Leila was sure if her
partner didn't come and she had to listen to that marvellous music and to watch the
others sliding, gliding over the golden floor, she would die at least, or faint, or lift her
arms and fly out of one of those dark windows that showed the stars.

"Ours, | think--" Some one bowed, smiled, and offered her his arm; she hadn't to
die after all... He steered so beautifully. That was the great difference between
dancing with girls and men, Leila decided. Girls banged into each other, and stamped
on each other's feet; the girl who was gentleman always clutched you so. The azaleas
were separate flowers no longer; they were pink and white flags streaming by.

"Enjoying yourself, Leila?" asked Jose, nodding her golden head. Laura passed
and gave her the faintest little wink; it made Leila wonder for a moment whether she
was quite grown up after all. Certainly her partner did not say very much. He
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coughed, tucked his handkerchief away, pulled down his waistcoat, took a minute
thread off his sleeve. But it didn't matter. Almost immediately the band started and
her second partner seemed to spring from the ceiling.

"Floor's not bad," said the new voice. Did one always begin with the floor? And
then, "Were you at the Neaves' on Tuesday?" And again Leila explained. Perhaps it
was a little strange that her partners were not more interested. For it was thrilling. Her
first ball! She was only at the beginning of everything. It seemed to her that she had
never known what the night was like before. Up till now it had been dark, silent,
beautiful very often - oh yes - but mournful somehow. Solemn. And now it would
never be like that again - it had opened dazzling bright.

"Care for an ice?" said her partner. And they went through the swing doors, down
the passage, to the supper room. Her cheeks burned, she was fearfully thirsty. How
sweet the ices looked on little glass plates and how cold the frosted spoon was, iced
too! And when they came back to the hall there was the fat man waiting for her by
the door. It gave her quite a shock again to see how old he was; he ought to have been
on the stage with the fathers and mothers. And when Leila compared him with her
other partners he looked shabby. His waistcoat was creased, there was a button off his
glove, his coat looked as if it was dusty with French chalk.

"Come along, little lady,"” said the fat man. He scarcely troubled to clasp her, and
they moved away so gently, it was more like walking than dancing. But he said not a
word about the floor. "Your first dance, isn't it?" he murmured.

"How did you know?"

"Ah," said the fat man, "that's what it is to be old!" He wheezed faintly as he
steered her past an awkward couple. "You see, I've been doing this kind of thing for
the last thirty years."

"Thirty years?" cried Leila. Twelve years before she was born!

"It hardly bears thinking about, does it?" said the fat man gloomily. Leila looked
at his bald head, and she felt quite sorry for him.

"I think it's marvellous to be still going on," she said kindly.

... presently a soft, melting, ravishing tune began, and a young man with curly hair
bowed before her. She would have to dance, out of politeness, until she could find
Meg. Very stiffly she walked into the middle; very haughtily she put her hand on his
sleeve. But in one minute, in one turn, her feet glided, glided. The lights, the azaleas,
the dresses, the pink faces, the velvet chairs, all became one beautiful flying wheel.
And when her next partner bumped her into the fat man and he said, "Pardon," she
smiled at him more radiantly than ever. She didn't even recognise him again.

Text 13. M. Atwood Under Glass

I’m feeling better. For once the sky is out, there’s a breeze, I’'m walking through
the ellipses and arranged vistas of the park, the trees come solidly up through the
earth as though they belong there, nothing wavers. | have confidence in the grass and
the distant buildings, they can take care of themselves, they don’t need my attention
on them to keep them together, my eyes holding them down.
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The steam-covered mothers and shrill, hyperthyroid children of yesterday’s trip to the
zoo are far away, the traces they have left in me are faint as grease smudges and
scratchings of twigs on window panes. That was a risk I shouldn’t have taken, it
would have been cleverer to have waited, but | managed it. | even made it through the
Moonlight Pavilion, darkened tunnels full of screaming, the goggling rodents and
shrunken foetal-headed primates deluded by the grey light into going about their
lives, so publicly, behind the soundproof panels. I enjoy knowing | can do it without
anyone to help.

| pass the 7-B greenhouse: it glitters, it beckons. Inside are the plants that look like
stones, their fleshy lobed leaves knuckle-sized and mottled so that they blend
perfectly with the pebbles. | was pleased at first to have discovered them. | think with
a kind of horror at myself of the hours I’ve spent watching them, all of us keeping
quite still. Today, however, the greenhouse has no attraction: | walk on two legs, |
wear clothes.

In the street outside the station | go shopping. It feels new, my legs ripple as though
I’ve just gotten out of a wheelchair. I buy little brown paper parcels and stow them
away inside my serviceable black bag with handles on it like a doctor’s. Bread and
butter, grapes, greengages which he has probably never had before but we must all
try different experiences. Before | zip the bag I rearrange the packages to safeguard
the rose, encased in plastic wrap with stem swathed in wet toilet paper. Redundant.
It’s a gift though and I’'m proud of myself for being able, we don’t do much of that. I
cut it in the garden, which isn’t mine. I admire roses but I’ve never wanted to be one,
maybe that’s why I’m not worrying much about whether the stem hurts.

What part of a rose bush is the body? Last night | dreamed | had a baby which was
the right size and colour. It’s a healthy sign, maybe I’ll be able to after all, the way
other women are supposed to. Usually when | dream of babies they are scrawny as
kittens, pale greenish and highly intelligent; they talk in polysyllables and | know
they aren’t mine but are creatures from another planet sent to take over the earth, or
that they are dead. Sometimes they’re covered with fur. But last night’s was pink and
reassuringly illiterate; it cried. He ought to find this promising, he wants to have sons.
I’ve thought about it, [’ve even gone so far as to read a couple of books on exercises
and what they call natural childbirth, though having a gourd or a tomato would surely
be more pleasant and useful these days than having a baby, the world has no need of
my genes. That’s an excuse though.

I put the bag on my knees and keep hold of the handles. It’s playing house, we both
know I can’t cook him anything till he gets his stove repaired, which somehow he
postpones: still it’s the first domestic thing I’ve ever done for him. He ought to
approve, he’s obliged to approve, he’ll see it’s getting better. I’'m feeling so good 1
even look at other people in the train, their faces and clothes, noticing them,
wondering about their lives. See how kind | am, what a cornucopia.

The cement stairway going down to his door smells of piss and antiseptic; | hold my
breath as usual. I look in through the letter flap: he isn’t up, so I let myself in with my
key. His two-room flat is more untidy than last time but it’s been worse. Today the
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dust and litter leave my skin alone. | set my black bag on the table and go through to
the bedroom.

He’s on the bed, asleep in a tangled net of blankets, on his back with his knees up.
I’'m always afraid to wake him: I remember the stories about men who kill in their
sleep with their eyes open, thinking the woman is a burglar or an enemy soldier. You
can’t be convicted for it. I touch him on the leg and stand back, ready to run, but he
wakes immediately and turns his head towards me.

“Hi,” he says. “Jesus I’'m hung over.”

It’s rude of him to be hung over when I’ve come all this way to see him. “I brought
you a flower,” I say, determined to be calm and cheerful.

| go out to the other room and unwind the rose from its toilet paper and look for
something to put it in. There’s a stack of never-used plates in his cupboard, the rest of
the space is books and papers. | find a lone glass and fill it with water at the sink.
Forks and knives, also unused, are rusting in the drainer. | list to myself the things he
needs: a vase, more glasses, a dishtowel.

| carry the rose in to him and he sniffs at it dutifully and | set the glass beside the
alarm clock on the improvised table, two chairs and a board. He would really like to
go back to sleep, but he compromises by pulling me down beside him and involving
me in the blankets. His head seeks the hollow between my shoulder and collarbone
and he closes his eyes.

“I’ve missed you,” he says. Why should he have missed me, I’ve only been gone five
days. The last time wasn’t good, I was nervous, the wallpaper was bothering me and
the bright peel-off stick-on butterflies on the cupboard, not his, prior to him. He
kisses me: he does have a hangover, his mouth tastes of used wine, tobacco resin and
urban decay. He doesn’t want to make love, I can tell, I stroke his head
understandingly; he nuzzles. | think again of the Moonlight Pavilion, the Slow Loris
creeping cautiously through its artificial world, water dishes and withering branches,
its eyes large with apprehension, its baby clutched to its fur.

“Want to have lunch?” he says. This is his way of telling me he’s in no shape.

“I brought it. Or most of it anyway. I’'ll go round the corner and get the rest. It’s
healthier than those greasy hamburgers and chips.” “Great,” he says, but he makes no
move to get up. “Have you been taking your vitamin pills?” They were my idea, |
was afraid he’d get scurvy, eating the way he does. I always take them myself. | feel
him nod ritualistically.

I can’t see whether he’s telling the truth. I turn over so I’'m looking down at
him. “Who were you drinking with? Did you go out after you moved the furniture?”
“The furniture was already moved when I got there. She couldn’t call to tell me.”
That’s true, he has no phone; our conversations take place in booths. “She wanted to
go out and drink instead. I spilled chop suey all over myself,” he says with self-pity.

I am supposed to commiserate. “Was it digested or undigested?” I ask.

“I hadn’t touched a bite of it.”

I’m surprised at her for being so obvious, but then she’s always seemed unsubtle,
blunt and straightforward, captain of a women’s basketball team, no, high school gym
teacher with whistle in mouth. An old friend. No nonsense. Mine had bloomers and
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skinny legs and made jokes about what she called The Cramps in a way that
suggested we weren’t supposed to have them. Trampolines, the body contorted, made
to perform, the mind barking orders.

| am sitting in a brand-new hamburger palace; across the table from me is a man
eating a cheeseburger. Feeding places are the only chances | have to watch him: the
rest of the time I’m looking at the blurs through taxi windows or tracing the
unfamiliar wallpaper designs. The colour of his face matches the Formica tabletops:
off-white. At other tables are other men, also eating cheeseburgers and being watched
by other women. We all have our coats on. The air shimmers with rock music and the
smell of exhausted french fries. Though it is winter the room reminds me of a beach,
even to the crumpled .paper napkins and pop bottles discarded here and there and the
slightly gritty texture of the cheeseburgers.

He pushes away his cole slaw. “You should eat it,” I say. “No no; can’t eat vegies,”
he says. The suppressed dietician in me notes that he is probably suffering from a
vitamin A deficiency. | should have been a health inspector, or maybe an organic
farmer. “I’ll trade you then,” I say. “I’ll eat your cole slaw if you’ll finish my
cheeseburger.”

He thinks there’s a catch somewhere but decides to risk it. The switch is made and we
both examine our halves of the deal. Beyond the plate-glass window slush drifts from
the night sky, inside though we are lighted, safe and warm, filtering music through
our gills as though it’s oxygen.

He finishes my cheeseburger and lights a cigarette. I'm annoyed with him for some
reason, though I can’t recall which. I thumb my card-file of nasty remarks, choose
one: You make love like a cowboy raping a sheep. I’ve been waiting for the right
time to say that, but maybe peace is more important.

Not for him; hunger satisfied, he turns back to an earlier argument. | see it so
clearly, in such an ordinary light, I know what he did, how he moved, what he said
even, one warm body attracts another, it’s how people behave and I want to be sick.
More, | want to take my carefully selected brown paper parcels and shove them down
his never-cleaned toilet, which | even—crown of idiocy—had thoughts of cleaning
for him, poor thing, no one ever showed him how to do it. Where they belong. So this
is what it would be like, me picking up his dirty socks and cigarette butts in my
experienced way, woman’s greatest joy, safely eight months pregnant so you can’t
get out of it now, grunting away at the natural childbirth exercises while he’s off
screwing whatever was propped against him when he hit the mystic number of
drinks. A spiritual relationship with you, he said, and merely physical ones with the
others. Shove that. What does he think | saw in him in the first place, his remarkable
soul?

Text 14. M. Atwood Hair Jewellery

There must be some approach to this, a method, a technique, that’s the word |
want, it kills germs. Some technique then, a way of thinking about it that would be
bloodless and therefore painless; devotion recollected in tranquility. | try to conjure
up an image of myself at that time, also one of you, but it’s like conjuring the dead.
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How do I know I’m not inventing both of us, and if ’'m not inventing then it really is
like conjuring the dead, a dangerous game. Why should | disturb those sleepers,
sleepwalkers, as they make their automaton rounds through the streets where we once
lived, fading from year to year, their voices thinning to the sound of a thumb drawn
across a wet window: an insect squeak, transparent as glass, no words. You can never
tell with the dead whether it is they who wish to return or the living who want them
to. The usual explanation is that they have something to tell us. I’'m not sure I believe
it; in this case it’s more likely that [ have something to tell them.

Be careful, I want to write. There is a future, God’s hand on the temple wall, clear
and unavoidable in the new snow, just in front of them where they are walking—I see
it as December—along the brick sidewalk in Boston, city of rotting dignities, she in
her wavering high heels, getting her feet wet from sheer vanity. Boots were ugly then,
heavy shapeless rubber like rhinoceros paws, flight boots they called them, or furred
at the tops like old ladies’ or bedroom slippers, with stringy bows; or there were those
plastic wedge-shaped rainboots, they would yellow quickly and become encrusted
with dirt on the inside, they looked like buried teeth.

That’s my technique, I resurrect myself through clothes. In fact it’s impossible for
me to remember what | did, what happened to me, unless | can remember what | was
wearing, and every time | discard a sweater or a dress | am discarding a part of my
life. | shed identities like a snake, leaving them pale and shrivelled behind me, a trail
of them, and if | want any memories at all | have to collect, one by one, those cotton
and wool fragments, piece them together, achieving at last a patchwork self, no
defence anyway against the cold. | concentrate, and this particular lost soul rises
miasmic from the Crippled Civilians’ Clothing Donation Box in the Loblaws parking
lot in downtown Toronto, where | finally ditched that coat.

The coat was long and black. It was good quality— good quality mattered then,
and the women’s magazines had articles about basic wardrobes and correct pressing
and how to get spots out of camel’s hair—but it was far too big for me, the sleeves
came to my knuckles, the hem to the tops of my plastic rainboots, which did not fit
either. When | bought it | meant to alter it, but | never did. Most of my clothes were
the same, they were all too big, perhaps | believed that if my clothes were large and
shapeless, if they formed a sort of tent around me, | would be less visible. But the
reverse was true; | must have been more noticeable than most as | billowed along the
streets in my black wool shroud, my head swathed in, was it a plaid angora scarf, also
good quality; at any rate, my head swathed.

| bought these clothes, when | bought clothes at all- for you must remember that,
like you, | was poor, which accounts for at least some of our desperation—in Filene’s
Basement, where good quality clothes that failed to sell at the more genteel levels
were disposed of at slashed prices. You often had to try them on in the aisles as there
were few dressing rooms, and the cellar, for it was a cellar, low-ceilinged, dimly lit,
dank with the smell of anxious armpits and harassed feet, was filled on bargain days
with struggling women in slips and bras, stuffing themselves into torn and soiled
designer originals to the sound of heavy breathing and a hundred sticking zippers. It
IS customary to laugh at bargain-hunting women, at their voraciousness, their
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hysteria, but Filene’s Basement was, in its own way, tragic. No one went there who
did not aspire to a shape-change, a transformation, a new life; but the things never did
quite fit.

Under the black coat | wear a heavy tweed skirt, grey in colour, and a brown
sweater with only one not very noticeable hole, valued by me because it was your
cigarette that burned it. Under the sweater | have a slip (too long), a brassiere (too
small), some panties with little
pink roses on them, also from Filene’s Basement, only twenty-five cents, five for a
dollar, and a pair of nylon stockings held up by a garter belt which, being too large, is
travelling around my waist, causing the seams at the backs of my legs to spiral like
barbers’ poles. I am lugging a suitcase which is far too heavy—no one carried
packsacks then except at summer camp—as it contains another set of my weighty,
oversized clothes as well as six nineteenth-century Gothic novels and a sheaf of clean
paper. On the other side, counterbalancing the suitcase, are my portable typewriter
and my Filene’s Basement handbag, gargantuan, bottomless as the tomb. It is
February, the wind whips the black coat out behind me, my plastic rainboots skid on
the ice of the sidewalk, in a passing store window | see a woman thick and red-faced
and bundled. | am hopelessly in love and | am going to the train station to escape.

If | had been richer it would have been the airport. I would have gone to
California, Algiers, somewhere oily and alien and above all warm. As it was, | had
just enough money for a return ticket and three days in Salem, the only other place
both accessible and notable being Walden Pond, which was not much good in winter.
| had already justified the trip to myself: it would be more educational to go to Salem
than to Algiers, for | was supposed to be “doing work” on Nathaniel Hawthorne.
“Doing work,” they called it; they still call it that. I would be able to soak up
atmosphere; perhaps from this experience, to which | did not look forward, the
academic paper required for my survival as a scholar would emerge, like a stunted
dandelion from a crack in the sidewalk. Those dismal streets, that Puritanical
melancholy combined with the sodden February seawinds would be like a plunge into
cold water, shocking into action my critical faculties, my talent for word-chopping
and the construction of plausible footnotes which had assured so far the trickle of
scholarship money on which | subsisted. For the past two months these abilities had
been paralyzed by unrequited love. | thought that several days away from you would
give me time to think things over. In my subsequent experience, this does no good at
all.,

Unrequited love was, at that period of my life, the only kind | seemed to be
capable of feeling. This caused me much pain, but in retrospect | see it had
advantages. It provided all the emotional jolts of the other kind without any of the
risks, it did not interfere with my life, which, although meagre, was mine and
predictable, and it involved no decisions. In the world of stark physical reality it
might call for the removal of my ill-fitting garments (in the dark or the bathroom, if
possible: no woman wants a man to see her safety pins), but it left undisturbed their
metaphysical counterparts. At that time | believed in metaphysics. My Platonic
version of myself resembled an Egyptian mummy, a mysteriously wrapped object
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that might or might not fall into dust if uncovered. But unrequited love demanded no
stripteases.

If, as had happened several times, my love was requited, if it became a question
of the future, of making a decision that would lead inevitably to the sound of one’s
beloved shaving with an electric razor while one scraped congealed egg from his
breakfast plate, | was filled with panic. My academic researches had made me
familiar with the moment at which one’s closest friend and most trusted companion
grows fangs or turns into a bat; this moment was expected, and held few terrors for
me. Far more disconcerting was that other moment, when the scales would fall from
my eyes and my current lover would be revealed not as a demigod or a monster,
impersonal and irresistible, but as a human being. What Psyche saw with the candle
was not a god with wings but a pigeon-chested youth with pimples, and that’s why it
took her so long to win her way back to true love. It is easier to love a daemon than a
man, though less heroic.

You were, of course, the perfect object. No banal shadow of lawnmowers and
bungalows lurked in your melancholy eyes, opaque as black marble, recondite as
urns, you coughed like Roderick Usher, you were, in your own eyes and therefore in
mine, doomed and restless as Dracula. Why is it that dolefulness and a sense of
futility are so irresistible to young women? | watch this syndrome among my
students: those febrile young men who sprawl on the carpets which this institution of
higher learning has so thoughtfully provided for them, grubby and slack as
hookworm victims, each with some girl in tow who buys cigarettes and coffee for
him and who receives in turn his outpourings of spleen, his condemnations of the
world and his mockery of her in particular, of the way she dresses, of the recreation
room and two television sets owned by her parents, who may be in fact identical to
his, of her friends, of what she reads, of how she thinks. Why do they put up with it?
Perhaps it makes them feel, by contrast, healthful and life-giving; or perhaps these
men are their mirrors, reflecting the misery and chaos they contain but are afraid to
acknowledge.

Our case was different only in externals; the desperation, I’m sure, was identical.
| had ended up in academia because | did not want to be a secretary, or, to put it
another way, because | did not want always to have to buy my good-quality clothes in
Filene’s Basement; you, because you did not want to be drafted, and at that time the
university dodge still worked. We were both from small, unimportant cities, whose
Rotary Club denizens, unaware of our actual condition, believed that their minute
bursaries were helping us to pursue arcane but glamorous careers which would in
some vague way reflect credit on the community. But neither of us wanted to be
professional scholars, and the real ones, some of whom had brushcuts and efficient
briefcases and looked like junior executives of shoe companies, filled us with dismay.
Instead of “doing work” we would spend our time drinking draft beer in the cheapest
of the local German restaurants, ridiculing the pomposity of our seminars and the
intellectual mannerisms of our fellow students. Or we would wander through the
stacks of the library, searching for recondite titles no one could possibly have heard
of so we could drop them into the next literary debate in that reverential tone soon
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mastered by every future departmental chairman, and watch the ripples of dismay
spread through the eyes of our fellow inmates. Sometimes we would sneak into the
Music Department, co-opt a vacant piano and sing maudlin Victorian favourites or
bouncy choruses from Gilbert and Sullivan, or a plaintive ballad by Edward Lear
from which we had been compelled, earlier in the year, to extract the Freudian
symbols. | associate it with a certain brown corduroy skirt which | had made myself,
the hem of which was stapled in several places because | had not had the moral
energy to sew it.

Text 15. K. Chopin The Kiss

It was still quite light out of doors, but inside with the curtains drawn and the
smouldering fire sending out a dim, uncertain glow, the room was full of deep
shadows.

Brantain sat in one of these shadows; it had overtaken him and he did not mind. The
obscurity lent him courage to keep his eves fastened as ardently as he liked upon the
girl who sat in the firelight.

She was very handsome, with a certain fine, rich coloring that belongs to the healthy
brune type. She was quite composed, as she idly stroked the satiny coat of the cat that
lay curled in her lap, and she occasionally sent a slow glance into the shadow where
her companion sat. They were talking low, of indifferent things which plainly were
not the things that occupied their thoughts. She knew that he loved her--a frank,
blustering fellow without guile enough to conceal his feelings, and no desire to do so.
For two weeks past he had sought her society eagerly and persistently. She was
confidently waiting for him to declare himself and she meant to accept him. The
rather insignificant and unattractive Brantain was enormously rich; and she liked and
required the entourage which wealth could give her.

During one of the pauses between their talk of the last tea and the next reception the
door opened and a young man entered whom Brantain knew quite well. The girl
turned her face toward him. A stride or two brought him to her side, and bending over
her chair--before she could suspect his intention, for she did not realize that he had
not seen her visitor--he pressed an ardent, lingering kiss upon her lips.

Brantain slowly arose; so did the girl arise, but quickly, and the newcomer stood
between them, a little amusement and some defiance struggling with the confusion in
his face.

"l believe," stammered Brantain, "l see that | have stayed too long. I--1 had no idea--
that is, I must wish you good-by." He was clutching his hat with both hands, and
probably did not perceive that she was extending her hand to him, her presence of
mind had not completely deserted her; but she could not have trusted herself to speak.
"Hang me if | saw him sitting there, Nattie! | know it's deuced awkward for you. But
| hope you'll forgive me this once--this very first break. Why, what's the matter?"
"Don't touch me; don't come near me," she returned angrily. "What do you mean by
entering the house without ringing?"

"l came in with your brother, as | often do," he answered coldly, in self-justification.
"We came in the side way. He went upstairs and | came in here hoping to find you.
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The explanation is simple enough and ought to satisfy you that the misadventure was
unavoidable. But do say that you forgive me, Nathalie," he entreated, softening.
"Forgive you! You don't know what you are talking about. Let me pass. It depends
upon--a good deal whether | ever forgive you."

At that next reception which she and Brantain had been talking about she approached
the young man with a delicious frankness of manner when she saw him there.

"Will you let me speak to you a moment or two, Mr. Brantain?" she asked with an
engaging but perturbed smile. He seemed extremely unhappy; but when she took his
arm and walked away with him, seeking a retired corner, a ray of hope mingled with
the almost comical misery of his expression. She was apparently very outspoken.
"Perhaps | should not have sought this interview, Mr. Brantain; but--but, oh, | have
been very uncomfortable, almost miserable since that little encounter the other
afternoon. When | thought how you might have misinterpreted it, and believed
things" --hope was plainly gaining the ascendancy over misery in Brantain's round,
guileless face--"Of course, | know it is nothing to you, but for my own sake | do want
you to understand that Mr. Harvy is an intimate friend of long standing. Why, we
have always been like cousins--like brother and sister, I may say. He is my brother's
most intimate associate and often fancies that he is entitled to the same privileges as
the family. Oh, | know it is absurd, uncalled for, to tell you this; undignified even,"
she was almost weeping, "but it makes so much difference to me what you think of--
of me." Her voice had grown very low and agitated. The misery had all disappeared
from Brantain's face.

"Then you do really care what | think, Miss Nathalie? May | call you Miss Nathalie?"
They turned into a long, dim corridor that was lined on either side with tall, graceful
plants. They walked slowly to the very end of it. When they turned to retrace their
steps Brantain's face was radiant and hers was triumphant.

Harvy was among the guests at the wedding; and he sought her out in a rare moment
when she stood alone.

"Your husband,"” he said, smiling, "has sent me over to kiss you. "

A quick blush suffused her face and round polished throat. "I suppose it's natural for a
man to feel and act generously on an occasion of this kind. He tells me he doesn't
want his marriage to interrupt wholly that pleasant intimacy which has existed
between you and me. | don't know what you've been telling him," with an insolent
smile, "but he has sent me here to kiss you."

She felt like a chess player who, by the clever handling of his pieces, sees the game
taking the course intended. Her eyes were bright and tender with a smile as they
glanced up into his; and her lips looked hungry for the kiss which they invited.

"But, you know," he went on quietly, "I didn't tell him so, it would have seemed
ungrateful, but I can tell you. I've stopped kissing women; it's dangerous."

Well, she had Brantain and his million left. A person can't have everything in this
world; and it was a little unreasonable of her to expect it.

Text 16. K. Chopin A Pair of Silk Stockings
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Little Mrs. Sommers one day found herself the unexpected possessor of fifteen
dollars. It seemed to her a very large amount of money, and the way in which it
stuffed and bulged her worn old porte-monnaie gave her a feeling of importance such
as she had not enjoyed for years.

The question of investment was one that occupied her greatly. For a day or two she
walked about apparently in a dreamy state, but really absorbed in speculation and
calculation. She did not wish to act hastily, to do anything she might afterward regret.
But it was during the still hours of the night when she lay awake revolving plans in
her mind that she seemed to see her way clearly toward a proper and judicious use of
the money. A dollar or two should be added to the price usually paid for Janie's
shoes, which would insure their lasting an appreciable time longer than they usually
did. She would buy so and so many yardsof percale for new shirt waists for the boys
and Janie and Mag. She had intended to make the old ones do by skilful patching.
Mag should have another gown. She had seen some beautiful patterns, veritable
bargains in the shop windows. And still there would be left enough for new stockings
-- two pairs apiece -- and what darning that would save for a while! She would get
caps for the boys and sailor-hats for the girls. The vision of her little brood looking
fresh and dainty and new for once in their lives excited her and made her restless and
wakeful with anticipation.

The neighbors sometimes talked of certain "better days" that little Mrs. Sommers had
known before she had ever thought of being Mrs. Sommers. She herself indulged in
no such morbid retrospection. She had no time -- no second of time to devote to the
past. The needs of the present absorbed her every faculty. A vision of the future like
some dim, gaunt monster sometimes appalled her, but luckily to-morrow never
comes. Mrs. Sommers was one who knew the value of bargains; who could stand for
hours making her way inch by inch toward the desired object that was selling below
cost. She could elbow her way if need be; she had learned to clutch a piece of goods
and hold it and stick to it with persistence and determination till her turn came to be
served, no matter when it came. But that day she was a little faint and tired. She had
swallowed a light luncheon -- no! when she came to think of it, between getting the
children fed and the place righted, and preparing herself for the shopping bout, she
had actually forgotten to eat any luncheon at all!

She sat herself upon a revolving stool before a counter that was comparatively
deserted, trying to gather strength and courage to charge through an eager multitude
that was besieging breastworks of shirting and figured lawn. An all-gone limp feeling
had come over her and she rested her hand aimlessly upon the counter. She wore no
gloves. By degrees she grew aware that her hand had encountered something very
soothing, very pleasant to touch. She looked down to see that her hand lay upon a pile
of silk stockings. A placard near by announced that they had been reduced in price
from two dollars and fifty cents to one dollar and ninety-eight cents; and a young girl
who stood behind the counter asked her if she wished to examine their line of silk
hosiery. She smiled, just as if she had been asked to inspect a tiara of diamonds with
the ultimate view of purchasing it. But she went on feeling the soft, sheeny luxurious
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things -- with both hands now, holding them up to see them glisten, and to feel them
glide serpent-like through her fingers.

Two hectic blotches came suddenly into her pale cheeks. She looked up at the girl.
"Do you think there are any eights-and-a-half among these?"  There were any
number of eights-and-a-half. In fact, there were more of that size than any other. Here
was a light-blue pair; there were some lavender, some all black and various shades of
tan and gray. Mrs. Sommers selected a black pair and looked at them very long and
closely. She pretended to be examining their texture, which the clerk assured her was
excellent. "A dollar and ninety-eight cents,” she mused aloud. "Well, I'll take this
pair." She handed the girl a five-dollar bill and waited for her change and for her
parcel. What a very small parcel it was! It seemed lost in the depths of her shabby old
shopping-bag.

Mrs. Sommers after that did not move in the direction of the bargain counter. She
took the elevator, which carried her to an upper floor into the region of the ladies'
waiting-rooms. Here, in a retired corner, she exchanged her cotton stockings for the
new silk ones which she had just bought. She was not going through any acute mental
process or reasoning with herself, nor was she striving to explain to her satisfaction
the motive of her action. She was not thinking at all. She seemed for the time to be
taking a rest from that laborious and fatiguing function and to have abandoned herself
to some mechanical impulse that directed her actions and freed her of responsibility.
How good was the touch of the raw silk to her flesh! She felt like lying back in the
cushioned chair and reveling for a while in the luxury of it. She did for a little while.
Then she replaced her shoes, rolled the cotton stockings together and thrust them into
her bag. After doing this she crossed straight over to the shoe department and took
her seat to be fitted. She was fastidious. The clerk could not make her out; he could
not reconcile her shoes with her stockings, and she was not too easily pleased. She
held back her skirts and turned her feet one way and her head another way as she
glanced down at the polished, pointed-tipped boots. Her foot and ankle looked very
pretty. She could not realize that they belonged to her and were a part of herself. She
wanted an excellent and stylish fit, she told the young fellow who served her, and she
did not mind the difference of a dollar or two more in the price so long as she got
what she desired. It was a long time since Mrs. Sommers had been fitted with gloves.
On rare occasions when she had bought a pair they were always "bargains,” so cheap
that it would have been preposterous and unreasonable to have expected them to be
fitted to the hand. Now she rested her elbow on the cushion of the glove counter, and
a pretty, pleasant young creature, delicate and deft of touch, drew a long-wristed
"kid" over Mrs. Sommers's hand. She smoothed it down over the wrist and buttoned
it neatly, and both lost themselves for a second or two in admiring contemplation of
the little symmetrical gloved hand. But there were other places where money might
be spent.

There were books and magazines piled up in the window of a stall a few paces down
the street. Mrs. Sommers bought two high-priced magazines such as she had been
accustomed to read in the days when she had been accustomed to other pleasant
things. She carried them without wrapping. As well as she could she lifted her skirts
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at the crossings. Her stockings and boots and well fitting gloves had worked marvels
in her bearing -- had given her a feeling of assurance, a sense of belonging to the
well-dressed multitude.

She was very hungry. Another time she would have stilled the cravings for food until
reaching her own home, where she would have brewed herself a cup of tea and taken
a snack of anything that was available. But the impulse that was guiding her would
not suffer her to entertain any such thought. There was a restaurant at the corner. She
had never entered its doors; from the outside she had sometimes caught glimpses of
spotless damask and shining crystal, and soft-stepping waiters serving people of
fashion.

When she entered her appearance created no surprise, no consternation, as she had
half feared it might. She seated herself at a small table alone, and an attentive waiter
at once approached to take her order. She did not want a profusion; she craved a nice
and tasty bite — a half dozen blue-points, a plump chop with cress, a something sweet
— a créme-frappée, for instance; a glass of Rhine wine, and after all a small cup of
black coffee. While waiting to be served she removed her gloves very leisurely and
laid them beside her. Then she picked up a magazine and glanced through it, cutting
the pages with a blunt edge of her knife. It was all very agreeable. The damask was
even more spotless than it had seemed through the window, and the crystal more
sparkling. There were quiet ladies and gentlemen, who did not notice her, lunching at
the small tables like her own. A soft, pleasing strain of music could be heard, and a
gentle breeze, was blowing through the window. She tasted a bite, and she read a
word or two, and she sipped the amber wine and wiggled her toes in the silk
stockings. The price of it made no difference. She counted the money out to the
waiter and left an extra coin on his tray, whereupon he bowed before her as before a
princess of royal blood.

There was still money in her purse, and her next temptation presented itself in the
shape of a matinée poster.

It was a little later when she entered the theatre, the play had begun and the house
seemed to her to be packed. But there were vacant seats here and there, and into one
of them she was ushered, between brilliantly dressed women who had gone there to
kill time and eat candy and display their gaudy attire. There were many others who
were there solely for the play and acting. It is safe to say there was no one present
who bore quite the attitude which Mrs. Sommers did to her surroundings. She
gathered in the whole — stage and players and people in one wide impression, and
absorbed it and enjoyed it. She laughed at the comedy and wept — she and the gaudy
woman next to her wept over the tragedy. And they talked a little together over it.
And the gaudy woman wiped her eyes and sniffled on a tiny square of filmy,
perfumed lace and passed little Mrs. Sommers her box of candy.

The play was over, the music ceased, the crowd filed out. It was like a dream ended.
People scattered in all directions. Mrs. Sommers went to the corner and waited for the
cable car.

A man with keen eyes, who sat opposite to her, seemed to like the study of her small,
pale face. It puzzled him to decipher what he saw there. In truth, he saw nothing —

58



unless he were wizard enough to detect a poignant wish, a powerful longing that the
cable car would never stop anywhere, but go on and on with her forever

Text 17. Frank O’Connor The First Confession

All the trouble began when my grandfather died and my grand-mother - my father's
mother - came to live with us. Relations in the one house are a strain at the best of
times, but, to make matters worse, my grandmother was a real old countrywoman and
quite unsuited to the life in town. She had a fat, wrinkled old face, and, to Mother's
great indignation, went round the house in bare feet-the boots had her crippled, she
said. For dinner she had a jug of porter and a pot of potatoes with-some-times-a bit of
salt fish, and she poured out the potatoes on the table and ate them slowly, with great
relish, using her fingers by way of a fork. Now, girls are supposed to be fastidious,
but | was the one who suffered most from this. Nora, my sister, just sucked up to the
old woman for the penny she got every Friday out of the old-age pension, a thing |
could not do. I was too honest, that was my trouble; and when | was playing with Bill
Connell, the sergeant-major's son, and saw my grandmother steering up the path with
the jug of porter sticking out from beneath her shawl, | was mortified. | made excuses
not to let him come into the house, because | could never be sure what she would be
up to when we went in. When Mother was at work and my grandmother made the
dinner | wouldn't touch it. Nora once tried to make me, but I hid under the table from
her and took the bread-knife with me for protection. Nora let on to be very indignant
(she wasn't, of course, but she knew Mother saw through her, so she sided with Gran)
and came after me. | lashed out at her with the bread-knife, and after that she left me
alone. | stayed there till Mother came in from work and made my dinner, but when
Father came in later, Nora said in a shocked voice: "Oh, Dadda, do you know what
Jackie did at dinnertime?" Then, of course, it all came out; Father gave me a flaking;
Mother interfered, and for days after that he didn't speak to me and Mother barely
spoke to Nora.

And all because of that old woman ! God knows, | was heart-scalded. Then, to crown
my misfortunes, | had to make my first confession and communion. It was an old
woman called Ryan who prepared us for these. She was about the one age with Gran;
she was well-to-do, lived in a big house on Montenotte, wore a black cloak and
bonnet, and came every day to school at three o'clock when we should have been
going home, and talked to us of hell. She may have mentioned the other place as well,
but that could only have been by accident, for hell had the first place in her heart.

She lit a candle, took out a new half-crown, and offered it to the first boy who would
hold one finger, only one finger! - in the flame for five minutes by the school clock.
Being always very ambitious | was tempted to volunteer, but | thought it might look
greedy. Then she asked were we afraid of holding one finger-only one finger! - in a
little candle flame for five minutes and not afraid of burning all over in roasting hot
furnaces for all eternity. "All eternity! Just think of that! A whole lifetime goes by
and it's nothing, not even a drop in the ocean of your sufferings." The woman was
really interesting about hell, but my attention was all fixed on the half-crown. At the
end of the lesson she put it back in her purse. It was a great disappointment; a
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religious woman like that, you wouldn't think she'd bother about a thing like a half-
crown. Another day she said she knew a priest who woke one night to find a fellow
he didn't recognise leaning over the end of his bed. The priest was a bit frightened,
naturally enough but he asked the fellow what he wanted, and the fellow said in a
deep, husky voice that he wanted to go to confession. The priest said it was an
awkward time and wouldn't it do in the morning, but the fellow said that last time he
went to confession, there was one sin he kept back, being ashamed to mention it, and
now it was always on his mind. Then the priest knew it was a bad case, because the
fellow was after making a bad confession and committing a mortal sin. He got up to
dress, and just then the cock crew in the yard outside, and lo and behold! - when the
priest looked round there was no sign of the fellow, only a smell of burning timber,
and when the priest looked at his bed didn't he see the print of two hands burned in it?
That was because the fellow had made a bad confession. This story made a shocking
impression on me.

But the worst of all was when she showed us how to examine our conscience. Did we
take the name of the Lord, our God, in vain? Did we honour our father and our
mother? (I asked her did this include grandmothers and she said it did.) Did we love
our neighbours as ourselves? Did we covet our neighbour 5 goods? (I thought of the
way | felt about the penny that Nora got every Friday.) | decided that, between one
thing and another, I must have broken the whole ten commandments, all on account
of that old woman, and so far as | could see, so long as she remained in the house, |
had no hope of ever doing anything else.

| was scared to death of confession. The day the whole class went, | let on to have a
toothache, hoping my absence wouldn't be noticed, but at three o'clock, just as | was
feeling safe, along comes a chap with a message from Mrs. Ryan that | was to go to
confession myself on Saturday and be at the chapel for communion with the rest. To
make it worse, Mother couldn't come with me and sent Nora instead.

Now, that girl had ways of tormenting me that Mother never knew of. She held my
hand as we went down the hill, smiling sadly and saying how sorry she was for me,
as if she were bringing me to the hospital for an operation. "Oh, God help us!" she
moaned. "Isn't it a terrible pity you weren't a good boy? Oh, Jackie, my heart bleeds
for you! How will you ever think of all your sins? Don't forget you have to tell him
about the time you kicked Gran on the shin." Lemme go! " | said, trying to drag
myself free of her. " | don't want to go to confession at all." But sure, you'll have to
go to confession, Jackie! she replied in the same regretful tone. "Sure, if you didn't,
the parish priest would be up to the house, looking for you. 'Tisn't, God knows, that
I'm not sorry for you. Do you remember the time you tried to kill me with the bread-
knife under the table? And the language you used to me? | don't know what he'll do
with you at all, Jackie. He might have to send you up to the bishop."

| remember thinking bitterly that she didn't know the half of what | had to tell-if I told
it. I knew | couldn't tell it, and understood perfectly why the fellow in Mrs. Ryan's
story made a bad confession; it seemed to me a great shame that people wouldn't stop
criticising him. | remember that steep hill down to the church, and the sunlit hillsides
beyond the valley of the river, which | saw in the gaps between the houses like
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Adam's last glimpse of Paradise. Then, when she had manoeuvred me down the long
flight of steps to the chapel yard, Nora suddenly changed her tone. She became the
raging malicious devil she really was. "There you are ! "she said with a yelp of
triumph, hurling me through the church door. "And | hope he'll give you the
penitential psalms, you dirty little caffler.” I knew then | was lost, given up to eternal
justice. The door with the coloured-glass panels swung shut behind me, the sunlight
went out and gave place to deep shadow, and the wind whistled outside so that the
silence within seemed to crackle like ice under my feet. Nora sat in front of me by the
confession box. There were a couple of old women ahead of her, and then a
miserable-looking poor devil came and wedged me in at the other side, so that |
couldn't escape even if | had the courage. He joined his hands and rolled his eyes in
the direction of the roof, muttering aspirations in an anguished tone, and | wondered
had he a grandmother too. Only a grandmother could account for a fellow behaving
in that heartbroken way, but he was better off than I, for he at least could go and
confess his sins; while I would make a bad confession and then die in the night and
be continually coming back and burning people's furniture.

Nora's turn came, and | heard the sound of something slamming, and then her voice
as if butter wouldn't melt in her mouth, and then another slam, and out she came.
God, the hypocrisy of women! Her eyes were lowered, her head was bowed, and her
hands were joined very low down on her stomach, and she walked up the aisle to the
side altar looking like a saint. You never saw such an exhibition of devotion; and |
remembered the devilish malice with which she had tormented me all the way from
our door, and wondered were all religious people like that, really. It was my turn
now. With the fear of damnation in my soul | went in, and the confessional door
closed of itself behind me. It was pitch-dark and I couldn't see priest or anything else.
Then | really began to be frightened. In the darkness it was a matter between God and
me, and He had all the odds. He knew what my intentions were before | even started;
| had no chance. All | had ever been told about confession got mixed up in my mind,
and | knelt to one wall and said: "Bless me, father, for | have sinned; this is my first
confession.” | waited for a few minutes, but nothing happened, so I tried it on the
other wall. Nothing happened there either. He had me spotted all right.

It must have been then that | noticed the shelf at about one height with my head. It
was really a place for grown-up people to rest their elbows, but in my distracted state
| thought it was probably the place you were supposed to kneel. Of course, it was on
the high side and not very deep, but | was always good at climbing and managed to
get up all right. Staying up was the trouble. There was room only for my knees, and
nothing you could get a grip on but a sort of wooden moulding a bit above it. | held
on to the moulding and repeated the words a little louder, and this time something
happened all right. A slide was slammed back; a little light entered the box, and a
man's voice said "Who's there?""'Tis me, father,” | said for fear he mightn't see me
and go away again. | couldn't see him at all. The place the voice came from was
under the moulding, about level with my knees, so I took a good grip of the moulding
and swung myself down till I saw the astonished face of a young priest looking up at
me. He had to put his head on one side to see me, and | had to put mine on one side to
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see him, so we were more or less talking to one another upside-down. It struck me as
a queer way of hearing confessions, but | didn't feel it my place to criticise. "Bless
me, father, for | have sinned ; this is my first confession" | rattled off all in one
breath, and swung myself down the least shade more to make it easier for him.

Text 18. Katherine Mansfield The Lady's Maid

Eleven o'clock. A knock at the door...I hope | haven't disturbed you, madam. You
weren't asleep--were you? But I've just given my lady her tea, and there was such a
nice cup over, | thought, perhaps...

...Not at all, madam. | always make a cup of tea last thing. She drinks it in bed after
her prayers to warm her up. | put the kettle on when she kneels down and | say to it,
"Now you needn't be in too much of a hurry to say your prayers." But it's always
boiling before my lady is half through. You see, madam, we know such a lot of
people, and they've all got to be prayed for--every one. My lady keeps a list of the
names in a little red book. Oh dear! whenever some one new has been to see us and
my lady says afterwards, "Ellen, give me my little red book," | feel quite wild, I do.
"There's another," | think, "keeping her out of her bed in all weathers.” And she won't
have a cushion, you know, madam; she kneels on the hard carpet. It fidgets me
something dreadful to see her, knowing her as | do. I've tried to cheat her; I've spread
out the eiderdown. But the first time | did it--oh, she gave me such a look--holy it
was, madam. "Did our Lord have an eiderdown, Ellen?" she said. But--1 was younger
at the time--1 felt inclined to say, "No, but our Lord wasn't your age, and he didn't
know what it was to have your lumbago." Wicked--wasn't it? But she's too good, you
know, madam. When | tucked her up just now and seen--saw her lying back, her
hands outside and her head on the pillow--so pretty--I couldn't help thinking, "Now
you look just like your dear mother when | laid her out!"

...Yes, madam, it was all left to me. Oh, she did look sweet. | did her hair, soft-like,
round her forehead, all in dainty curls, and just to one side of her neck I put a bunch
of most beautiful purple pansies. Those pansies made a picture of her, madam! | shall
never forget them. | thought to-night, when I looked at my lady, "Now, if only the
pansies was there no one could tell the difference.”

...0Only the last year, madam. Only after she'd got a little--well--feeble as you might
say. Of course, she was never dangerous; she was the sweetest old lady. But how it
took her was--she thought she'd lost something. She couldn't keep still, she couldn't
settle. All day long she'd be up and down, up and down; you'd meet her everywhere,--
on the stairs, in the porch, making for the kitchen. And she'd look up at you, and she'd
say--just like a child, "I've lost it, I've lost it." "Come along," I'd say, "come along,
and I'll lay out your patience for you." But she'd catch me by the hand--l1 was a
favourite of hers--and whisper, "Find it for me, Ellen. Find it for me." Sad, wasn't it?
...No, she never recovered, madam. She had a stroke at the end. Last words she ever
said was--very slow, "Look in--the--Look--in--" And then she was gone.

...No, madam, | can't say | noticed it. Perhaps some girls. But you see, it's like this,
I've got nobody but my lady. My mother died of consumption when | was four, and |
lived with my grandfather, who kept a hair-dresser's shop. | used to spend all my time
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in the shop under a table dressing my doll's hair--copying the assistants, | suppose.
They were ever so kind to me. Used to make me little wigs, all colours, the latest
fashions and all. And there I'd sit all day, quiet as quiet--the customers never knew.
Only now and again I'd take my peep from under the table-cloth.

...But one day | managed to get a pair of scissors and--would you believe it, madam?
| cut off all my hair; snipped it off all in bits, like the little monkey | was. Grandfather
was furious! He caught hold of the tongs--1 shall never forget it--grabbed me by the
hand and shut my fingers in them. "That'll teach you!" he said. It was a fearful burn.
I've got the mark of it to-day.

...Well, you see, madam, he'd taken such pride in my hair. He used to sit me up on the
counter, before the customers came, and do it something beautiful--big, soft curls and
waved over the top. | remember the assistants standing round, and me ever so solemn
with the penny grandfather gave me to hold while it was being done...But he always
took the penny back afterwards. Poor grandfather! Wild, he was, at the fright I'd
made of myself. But he frightened me that time. Do you know what | did, madam? |
ran away. Yes, | did, round the corners, in and out, I don't know how far I didn't run.
Oh, dear, | must have looked a sight, with my hand rolled up in my pinny and my hair
sticking out. People must have laughed when they saw me...

...No, madam, grandfather never got over it. He couldn't bear the sight of me after.
Couldn't eat his dinner, even, if | was there. So my aunt took me. She was a cripple,
an upholstress. Tiny! She had to stand on the sofas when she wanted to cut out the
backs. And it was helping her I met my lady...

...Not so very, madam. | was thirteen, turned. And | don't remember ever feeling--
well--a child, as you might say. You see there was my uniform, and one thing and
another. My lady put me into collars and cuffs from the first. Oh yes--once | did!
That was--funny! It was like this. My lady had her two little nieces staying with her--
we were at Sheldon at the time- -and there was a fair on the common.

"Now, Ellen," she said, "I want you to take the two young ladies for a ride on the
donkeys." Off we went; solemn little loves they were; each had a hand. But when we
came to the donkeys they were too shy to go on. So we stood and watched instead.
Beautiful those donkeys were! They were the first I'd seen out of a cart--for pleasure
as you might say. They were a lovely silver-grey, with little red saddles and blue
bridles and bells jing-a-jingling on their ears. And quite big girls--older than me,
even-- were riding them, ever so gay. Not at all common, | don't mean, madam, just
enjoying themselves. And | don't know what it was, but the way the little feet went,
and the eyes--so gentle--and the soft ears--made me want to go on a donkey more
than anything in the world!

...Of course, | couldn't. I had my young ladies. And what would | have looked like
perched up there in my uniform? But all the rest of the day it was donkeys--donkeys
on the brain with me. | felt | should have burst if | didn't tell some one; and who was
there to tell? But when | went to bed--1 was sleeping in Mrs. James's bedroom, our
cook that was, at the time--as soon as the lights was out, there they were, my
donkeys, jingling along, with their neat little feet and sad eyes...Well, madam, would
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you believe it, | waited for a long time and pretended to be asleep, and then suddenly
| sat up and called out as loud as | could, "I do want to go on a donkey. | do want a
donkey-ride!" You see, | had to say it, and | thought they wouldn't laugh at me if they
knew I was only dreaming. Artful--wasn't it? Just what a silly child would think...
...No, madam, never now. Of course, | did think of it at one time. But it wasn't to be.
He had a little flower-shop just down the road and across from where we was living.
Funny--wasn't it? And me such a one for flowers. We were having a lot of company
at the time, and | was in and out of the shop more often than not, as the saying is. And
Harry and | (his name was Harry) got to quarrelling about how things ought to be
arranged-- and that began it. Flowers! you wouldn't believe it, madam, the flowers he
used to bring me. He'd stop at nothing. It was lilies-of-the-valley more than once, and
I'm not exaggerating! Well, of course, we were going to be married and live over the
shop, and it was all going to be just so, and | was to have the window to arrange...Oh,
how I've done that window of a Saturday! Not really, of course, madam, just
dreaming, as you might say. I've done it for Christmas--motto in holly, and all--and
I've had my Easter lilies with a gorgeous star all daffodils in the middle. I've hung--
well, that's enough of that. The day came he was to call for me to choose the
furniture. Shall | ever forget it? It was a Tuesday. My lady wasn't quite herself that
afternoon. Not that she'd said anything, of course; she never does or will. But | knew
by the way that she kept wrapping herself up and asking me if it was cold--and her
little nose looked...pinched. I didn't like leaving her; | knew I'd be worrying all the
time. At last | asked her if she'd rather | put it off. "Oh no, Ellen," she said, "you
mustn't mind about me. You mustn't disappoint your young man." And so cheerful,
you know, madam, never thinking about herself. It made me feel worse than ever. |
began to wonder...then she dropped her handkerchief and began to stoop down to
pick it up herself--a thing she never did. "Whatever are you doing!" | cried, running
to stop her. "Well," she said, smiling, you know, madam, "I shall have to begin to
practise.” Oh, it was all | could do not to burst out crying. | went over to the dressing-
table and made believe to rub up the silver, and | couldn't keep myself in, and | asked
her if she'd rather I...didn't get married. "No, Ellen," she said-- that was her voice,
madam, like I'm giving you--"No, Ellen, not for the wide world!" But while she said
it, madam--1 was looking in her glass; of course, she didn't know I could see her--she
put her little hand on her heart just like her dear mother used to, and lifted her
eyes...Oh, madam!

When Harry came | had his letters all ready, and the ring and a ducky little brooch
he'd given me--a silver bird it was, with a chain in its beak, and on the end of the
chain a heart with a dagger. Quite the thing! | opened the door to him. | never gave
him time for a word. "There you are," | said. "Take them all back,” I said, "it's all
over. I'm not going to marry you," | said, "l can't leave my lady." White! he turned as
white as a woman. | had to slam the door, and there | stood, all of a tremble, till |
knew he had gone. When | opened the door--believe me or not, madam- -that man
was gone! | ran out into the road just as | was, in my apron and my house-shoes, and
there | stayed in the middle of the road...staring. People must have laughed if they
saw me...
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...Goodness gracious!--What's that? It's the clock striking! And here I've been keeping
you awake. Oh, madam, you ought to have stopped me...Can I tuck in your feet? |
always tuck in my lady's feet, every night, just the same. And she says, "Good night,
Ellen. Sleep sound and wake early!" | don't know what | should do if she didn't say
that, now.

...Oh dear, | sometimes think...whatever should I do if anything were to...But, there,
thinking's no good to any one--is it, madam? Thinking won't help. Not that I do it
often. And if ever | do | pull myself up sharp, "Now, then, Ellen. At it again--you
silly girl! If you can't find anything better to do than to start thinking!..."

Text 19. O Henry The Cactus

The most notable thing about Time is that it is so purely relative. A large amount of
reminiscence is, by common consent, conceded to the drowning man; and it is not
past belief that one may review an entire courtship while removing one's gloves.

That is what Trysdale was doing, standing by a table in his bachelor apartments. On
the table stood a singular-looking green plant in a red earthen jar. The plant was one
of the species of cacti, and was provided with long, tentacular leaves that perpetually
swayed with the slightest breeze with a peculiar beckoning motion.

Trysdale's friend, the brother of the bride, stood at a sideboard complaining at being
allowed to drink alone. Both men were in evening dress. White favors like stars upon
their coats shone through the gloom of the apartment.

As he slowly unbuttoned his gloves, there passed through Trysdale's mind a swift,
scarifying retrospect of the last few hours. It seemed that in his nostrils was still the
scent of the flowers that had been banked in odorous masses about the church, and in
his ears the lowpitched hum of a thousand well-bred voices, the rustle of crisp
garments, and, most insistently recurring, the drawling words of the minister
irrevocably binding her to another.

From this last hopeless point of view he still strove, as if it had become a habit of his
mind, to reach some conjecture as to why and how he had lost her. Shaken rudely by
the uncompromising fact, he had suddenly found himself confronted by a thing he
had never before faced --his own innermost, unmitigated, arid unbedecked self. He
saw all the garbs of pretence and egoism that he had worn now turn to rags of folly.
He shuddered at the thought that to others, before now, the garments of his soul must
have appeared sorry and threadbare. Vanity and conceit? These were the joints in his
armor. And how free from either she had always been--But why--

As she had slowly moved up the aisle toward the altar he had felt an unworthy, sullen
exultation that had served to support him. He had told himself that her paleness was
from thoughts of another than the man to whom she was about to give herself. But
even that poor consolation had been wrenched from him. For, when he saw that swift,
limpid, upward look that she gave the man when he took her hand, he knew himself
to be forgotten. Once that same look had been raised to him, and he had gauged its
meaning. Indeed, his conceit had crumbled; its last prop was gone. Why had it ended
thus? There had been no quarrel between them, nothing--
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For the thousandth time he remarshalled in his mind the events of those last few days
before the tide had so suddenly turned.

She had always insisted upon placing him upon a pedestal, and he had accepted her
homage with royal grandeur. It had been a very sweet incense that she had burned
before him; so modest (he told himself); so childlike and worshipful, and (he would
once have sworn) so sincere. She had invested him with an almost supernatural
number of high attributes and excellencies and talents, and he had absorbed the
oblation as a desert drinks the rain that can coax from it no promise of blossom or
fruit.

As Trysdale grimly wrenched apart the seam of his last glove, the crowning instance
of his fatuous and tardily mourned egoism came vividly back to him. The scene was
the night when he had asked her to come up on his pedestal with him and share his
greatness. He could not, now, for the pain of it, allow his mind to dwell upon the
memory of her convincing beauty that night--the careless wave of her hair, the
tenderness and virginal charm of her looks and words. But they had been enough, and
they had brought him to speak. During their conversation she had said:

"And Captain Carruthers tells me that you speak the Spanish language like a native.
Why have you hidden this accomplishment from me? Is there anything you do not
know?"

Now, Carruthers was an idiot. No doubt he (Trysdale) had been guilty (he sometimes
did such things) of airing at the club some old, canting Castilian proverb dug from the
hotchpotch at the back of dictionaries. Carruthers, who was one of his incontinent
admirers, was the very man to have magnified this exhibition of doubtful erudition.
But, alas! the incense of her admiration had been so sweet and flattering. He allowed
the imputation to pass without denial. Without protest, he allowed her to twine about
his brow this spurious bay of Spanish scholarship. He let it grace his conquering
head, and, among its soft convolutions, he did not feel the prick of the thorn that was
to pierce him later.

How glad, how shy, how tremulous she was! How she fluttered like a shared bird
when he laid his mightiness at her feet! He could have sworn, and he could swear
now, that unmistakable consent was in her eyes, but, coyly, she would give him no
direct answer. "l will send you my answer to-morrow,"” she said; and he, the
indulgent, confident victor, smilingly granted the delay. The next day he waited,
impatient, in his rooms for the word. At noon her groom came to the door and left the
strange cactus in the red earthen jar. There was no note, no message, merely a tag
upon the plant bearing a barbarous foreign or botanical name. He waited until night,
but her answer did not come. His large pride and hurt vanity kept him from seeking
her. Two evenings later they met at a dinner. Their greetings were conventional, but
she looked at him, breathless, wondering, eager. He was courteous, adamant, waiting
her explanation. With womanly swiftness she took her cue from his manner, and
turned to snow and ice. Thus, and wider from this on, they had drifted apart. Where
was his fault? Who had been to blame? Humbled now, he sought the answer amid the
ruins of his self-conceit. If--
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The voice of the other man in the room, querulously intruding upon his thoughts,
aroused him.

"l say, Trysdale, what the deuce is the matter with you? You look unhappy as if you
yourself had been married instead of having acted merely as an accomplice. Look at
me, another accessory, come two thousand miles on a garlicky, cockroachy banana
steamer all the way from South America to connive at the sacrifice--please to observe
how lightly my guilt rests upon my shoulders. Only little sister | had, too, and now
she's gone. Come now! take something to ease your conscience."

"l don't drink just now, thanks," said Trysdale.

"Your brandy," resumed the other, coming over and joining him, "is abominable. Run
down to see me some time at Punta Redonda, and try some of our stuff that old
Garcia smuggles in. It's worth the, trip. Hallo! here's an old acquaintance. Wherever
did you rake up this cactus, Trysdale?"

"A present,” said Trysdale, "from a friend. Know the species?"

"Very well. It's a tropical concern. See hundreds of 'em around Punta every day.
Here's the name on this tag tied to it. Know any Spanish, Trysdale?"

"No," said Trysdale, with the bitter wraith of a smile--"Is it Spanish?"

"Yes. The natives imagine the leaves are reaching out and beckoning to you. They
call it by this name--Ventomarme. Name means in English, ‘Come and take me.™

Text 20. W.S. Maugham A Friend in Need

For thirty years now | have been studying my fellow-men. | do not know very much
about them. I suppose it is on, the face that for the most part we judge the persons we
meet. We draw our conclusions from the shape of the jaw, the look in the eyes, the
shape of the mouth. | shrug my shoulders when people tell me that their first
impressions of a person are always right. For my own part | find that the longer |
know people the more they puzzle me: my oldest friends are just those of whom I can
say that | don't know anything about them.

These thoughts have occurred to me because | read in this morning's paper that
Edward Hyde Burton had died at Kobe. He was a merchant and he had been in Japan
for many years. | knew him very little, but he interested me because once he gave me
a great surprise. If I had not heard the story from his own lips | should never have
believed that he was capable of such an action. It was the more startling because both
his appearance and his manner gave the impression of a very different man. He was a
tiny little fellow, very slender, with white hair, a red face much wrinkled, and blue
eyes. | suppose he was about sixty when | knew him. He was always neatly and
quietly dressed in accordance with his age and station.

Though his offices were in Kobe Burton often came down to Yokohama. |
happened on one occasion to be spending a few days there, waiting for a ship, and |
was introduced to him at the British Club. We played bridge together. He played a
good game and a generous one. He did not talk very much, either then or later when
we were having drinks, but what he said was sensible. He had a quiet, dry humour.
He seemed to be popular at the club and afterwards, when he had gone, they
described him as one of the best. It happened that we were both staying at the Grand
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Hotel and next day he asked me to dine with him. I met his wife, fat, elderly and
smiling, and his two daughters. It was evidently a united and loving family. | think
the chief thing that struck me about Burton was his kindliness. There was something
very pleasing in his mild blue eyes. His voice was gentle; you could not imagine that
he could raise it in anger; his smile was kind. Here was a man who attracted you
because you felt in him a real love for his fellows. He had charm. But there was
nothing sentimental about him: he liked his game of cards and his cocktail, he could
tell a good and spicy story, and in his youth he had been something of an athlete. He
was a rich man and he had made every penny himself. | suppose one thing that made
you like him was that he was so small and frail; he aroused your instincts of
protection. You felt that he would not hurt a fly.

One afternoon | was sitting in the lounge of the Grand Hotel. From the windows
you had an excellent view of the harbour with its crowded traffic. There were great
liners; merchant ships of all nations, junks and boats sailing in and out. It was a busy
scene and yet, | do not know why, restful to the spirit.

Burton came into the lounge presently and caught sight of me. He seated himself
in the chair next to mine.

"What do you say to a little drink?"

He clapped his hands for a boy and ordered two drinks. As the boy brought them
a man passed along the street outside and seeing me waved his hand.

"Do you know Turner?" said Burton as | nodded a greeting.

"I've met him at the club. I'm told he's a remittance man."

"Yes, | believe he is. We have a good many here."

"He plays bridge well."

"They generally do. There was a fellow here last year, a namesake of mine, who
was the best bridge player | ever met. | suppose you never came across him in
London. Lenny Burton he called himself."”

"No. | don't believe | remember the name."

"He was quite a remarkable player. He seemed to have an instinct about the
cards. It was uncanny. | used to play with him a lot. He was in Kobe for some time."

Burton sipped his gin.

"It's rather a funny story,"”, he said. "He wasn't a bad chap. | liked him. He was
always well-dressed and he was handsome in a way, with curly hair and pink-and-
white cheeks. Women thought a lot of him. There was no harm in him, you know, he
was only wild. Of course he drank too much. Fellows like him always do. A bit of
money used to come in for him once a quarter and he made a bit more by card-
playing. He won a good deal of mine, | know that."

Burton gave a kindly little chuckle.

"I suppose that is why he came to me when he went broke, that and the fact that
he was a namesake of mine. He came to see me in my office one day and asked me
for a job. | was rather surprised. He told me that there was no more money coming
from home and he wanted to work. | asked him how old he was.

"Thirty five," he said.

"'And what have you been doing before?' | asked him.
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""Well, nothing very much," he said.

"I couldn't help laughing.

"'I'm afraid | can't do anything for you just now,' | said. ‘Come back and see me
in another thirty-five years, and I'll see what I can do.’

"He didn't move. He went rather pale. He hesitated for a moment and then he told
me that he had had bad luck at cards for some time. He hadn't a penny. He'd pawned
everything he had. He couldn't pay his hotel bill and they wouldn't give him any more
credit. He was down and out. If he couldn't get a job he'd have to commit suicide.

"l looked at him for a bit. I could see now that he was all to pieces. He'd been
drinking more than usual and he looked fifty.

""Well, isn't there anything you can do except play cards?' | asked him.

"'l can swim," he said.

"'Swim!'

"I could hardly believe my ears; it seemed such a silly answer.

"I swam for my university.'

"I was a pretty good swimmer myself when | was a young man," | said.

"Suddenly | had an idea.

Pausing in his story, Burton turned to me.

"Do you know Kobe?" he asked.

"No," I said, "I passed through it once, but I only spent a night there."

"Then you don't know the Shioya Club. When | was a young man | swam from
there round the beacon and landed at the creek of Tarumi. It's over three miles and it's
rather difficult on account of the currents round the beacon. Well, | told my young
namesake about it and | said to him that if he'd do it I'd give him a job.

"I could see he was rather taken aback.

""You say you're a swimmer," | said.

"'I'm not in very good condition,' he answered.

"I didn't say anything. | shrugged my shoulders. He looked at me for a moment
and then he nodded.

"All right,’ he said. "When do you want me to do it?'

"I looked at my watch. It was just after ten.

"The swim shouldn't take you much over an hour and a quarter. I'll drive round to
the creek at half-past twelve and meet you. I'll take you back to the club to dress and
then we'll have lunch together.’

"'Done,' he said.

"We shook hands. | wished him good luck and he left me. | had a lot of work to
do that morning and | only just managed to get to the creek at half past twelve. |
waited for him there, but in vain."

"Did he get frightened at the last moment?" | asked.

"No, he didn't. He started swimming. But of course he'd ruined his health by
drink. The currents round the beacon were more than he could manage.' We didn't get
the body for about three days."

| didn't say anything for a moment or two. | was a little shocked. Then | asked
Burton a question.
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"When you offered him the job, did you know that he'd be drowned?"

He gave a little mild chuckle and he looked at me with those kind blue eyes of
his. He rubbed his chin with his hand.

"Well, | hadn't got a vacancy in my office at the moment."

Text 21. Explanatory Memorandum on the Updated OECD Definition of an Al
System. OECD ARTIFICIAL INTELLIGENCE PAPERS, March 2024 No. 8

Topics typically encompassed by the term “AI”. Topics typically
encompassed by the term “AI” and in the definition of an Al system include
categories of techniques such as machine learning and knowledge-based approaches,
and application areas such as computer vision, natural language processing, speech
recognition, intelligent decision support systems, intelligent robotic systems, as
well as the novel application of these tools to various domains. Al technologies
are developing at a rapid pace and additional techniques and applications will likely
emerge in the future. The OECD definition aims to be flexible by reflecting a broad
understanding of Al, and actors using this definition are encouraged to exercise
judgement on its relevant scope, depending on the context it is being used in.

Al system autonomy (contained in both the original and the revised definition
of an Al system) means the degree to which a system can learn or act without human
involvement following the delegation of autonomy and process automation by
humans. Human supervision can occur at any stage of the Al system lifecycle, such as
during Al system design, data collection and processing, development, verification,
validation, deployment, or operation and monitoring. Some Al systems can generate
outputs without these outputs being explicitly described in the Al system’s objective
and without specific instructions from a human.

Adaptiveness (contained in the revised definition of an Al system) is usually
related to Al systems based on machine learning that can continue to evolve after
initial development. The system modifies its behaviour through direct interaction
with input and data before or after deployment. Examples include a speech
recognition system that adapts to an individual’s voice or a personalised music
recommender system. Al systems can be trained once, periodically, or continually
and operate by inferring patterns and relationships in data. Through such training,
some Al systems may develop the ability to perform new forms of inference not
initially envisioned by their programmers.

Environment or context. An environment or context in relation to an Al
system is an observable or partially observable space perceived using data and
sensor inputs and influenced through actions (through actuators). The
environments influenced by Al systems can be physical or virtual and include
environments describing aspects of human activity, such as biological signals or
human behaviour. Sensors and actuators are either humans or components of
machines or devices.

Al system objectives. Al system objectives can be explicit or implicit; for
example, they can belong to the following categories, which may overlap in some
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systems:

Explicit and human-defined — where the developer encodes the objective directly
into the system (e.g., through an objective function). Examples of systems with
explicit objectives include simple classifiers, game-playing systems, reinforcement
learning systems, combinatorial problem-solving systems, planning algorithms, and
dynamic programming algorithms.

Implicit in (typically human-specified) rules — rules dictate the action to be taken by
the Al system according to the current circumstance. For example, a driving system
might have a rule, “If the traffic light is red, stop.” However, these systems’
underlying objectives, such as compliance with the law or avoiding accidents, are not
explicit, even though they are typically human-specified.

Implicit in training data — where the ultimate objective is not explicitly programmed
but incorporated through training data and a system architecture that learns to
emulate those data (e.g., rewarding large language models for generating a plausible
response);

Not fully known in advance — some examples include recommender systems
that use reinforcement learning to gradually narrow down a model of individual
users’ preferences.

Input, including data. Input is used both during development and after
deployment. Input can take the form of knowledge, rules and code humans put into
the system during development or data. Humans and machines can provide input.
During development, input is leveraged to build Al systems, e.g., with machine
learning that produces a model from training data and/or human input. Input is also
used by a system in operation, for instance, to infer how to generate outputs. Input
can include data relevant to the task to be performed or take the form of, for example,
a user prompt or a search query.

Building Al systems and models. Prior to deployment, an Al system is
typically built by combining one or more models developed manually or
automatically (e.g., with reasoning and decision-making algorithms) based on
machine and/or human inputs/data.

Machine learning is a set of techniques that allows machines to improve their
performance and usually generate models in an automated manner through exposure to
training data, which can help identify patterns and regularities rather than through
explicit instructions from a human. The process of improving a system’s performance
using machine learning techniques is known as “training”.

Symbolic or knowledge-based Al systems typically use logical and/or probabilistic
representations, which may be human-generated or machine-generated, to infer
outputs such as predictions and decisions. These representations rely onexplicit
descriptions of variables andof their interrelations. For example, a system that
reasons about manufacturing processes might have variables representing
factories, goods, workers, vehicles, machines, and so on.

In addition, symbolic Al may use machine learning. For example, inductive logic
programming learns symbolic logical representations from data, and decision-tree
learning learns symbolic logical rules in the form of a tree of logical conditions.
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Output(s). The output(s) generated by an Al system generally reflect different
functions performed by Al systems. Al system outputs generally belong to the broad
categories of recommendations, predictions, and decisions. These categories
correspond to different levels of human involvement, with “decisions” being the
most autonomous type of output (the Al system affects its environment directly or

directs another entity to do so) and “predictions”6 the least autonomous. For
example, a driver-assist system might “predict” that a pixel region in its camera
input is a pedestrian; it might “recommend” braking, or it might “decide” to apply the
brake. Generative Al systems that produce “content” —including text, image, audio,
and video—have gained significant momentum. Although one could, for example,
view the generation of text as a sequence of decisions to output particular words (or
predictions of words that would be likely to appear in a specific context), content
generation systems have become such an important class of Al systems that they are
included as their own output category in the present revised definition.

Application of the updated definition. The updated definition of Al is
inclusive and encompasses systems ranging from simple to complex. Al represents
a set of technologies and techniques applicable to many different situations.
Specific techniques, such as machine learning, may raise particular considerations for
policymakers, such as bias, transparency, and explainability, and some contexts of
use (e.g., decisions about public benefits) may raise more significant concerns than
others. For that reason, when applied in practice, additional criteria may be needed to
narrow or otherwise tailor the definition when used in a specific context.

Text 22. Fears Language Degrees at Risk as Erasmus Replacement Focuses on
UK Trade Agenda

Study of modern languages at university has fallen by 38% in 10 years. Will the post-
Brexit Turing scheme make things worse?

The dramatic fall in students taking language degrees in the UK could accelerate if
the government fails to fund the year abroad in Europe after next year, universities
are warning.

Students of modern languages have to spend their third year studying or working
abroad in order to pass their degree, and academics say this is the main attraction of
many courses. Now, with the UK no longer taking part in the EU Erasmus scheme,
there are fears for the future of the traditional European year abroad and for many
language courses, with 2020 admissions already down 38% on 10 years ago.

About 15,000 British students a year, across all subjects, used Erasmus to travel to
universities in Europe for three to 12 months during their degree. But the universities
minister, Michelle Donelan, said earlier this month that Erasmus did not offer “value
for money” for taxpayers.

Instead, the government’s replacement programme, the £110m Turing scheme, has a
new emphasis on “worldwide” rather than European travel, to countries such as
Australia or the US. It is only a one-year commitment, running from September 2021
to August 2022, which leaves a big question mark over placements starting next

72



autumn — when those now in their first year of a language course will be due to set
off abroad.

Prof Adam Watt, head of modern languages and cultures at the University of Exeter,
a member of the Russell group, says: “If I’'m an 18-year-old signing up to do a
language degree now, I want to know I’ll have a guaranteed place on a year abroad in
two years’ time with financial support. But we can’t make that promise. We can’t
confirm there is definitely a scheme in place.”

Language degrees have taken a battering, with numbers of modern language
undergraduates more than halving between 2008-9 and 2017-18, and universities fear
the current uncertainty could cause even more serious damage. According to the
admissions service, Ucas, 3,830 students were accepted on to modern language
degrees in 2020, down 38% from 6,165 in 2010. At least nine modern languages
departments have closed in the past decade.

Prof Adam Watt, head of modern languages at Exeter University, says universities
cannot promise future students a guaranteed year abroad under the current Turing
scheme.

Under Erasmus, UK universities formed partnerships with specific universities in
Europe and agreed to host each other’s students. Universities are fighting to shore up
relationships with European institutions they know their students want to go to, but
fear links will be broken because no arrangement is on offer to welcome students
back.

Claire Gorrara, professor of French at Cardiff University and chair of the University
Council of Modern Languages, says exchange links stretching back decades are at
risk. “These are trusted partnerships built upon an equitable and reciprocal
relationship. It is not clear to us how we continue those long term,” she says.
Language academics say less well-known institutions may find it particularly difficult
to secure places for their students at partner institutions abroad. Some prestigious
universities are saying privately they will fund the year in Europe for their language
students if the government refuses

to do so. But academics say that with declining numbers, less wealthy institutions
may drop courses altogether.

Watt, an expert in French and comparative literature, says his faculty at Exeter has
lots of exchange partnerships with universities across Europe and is racing to work
out if there is “any way [we] can carry on an understanding with them”. But, he says,
“it 1s an immensely difficult sell when we can’t offer them a package for their
students coming here”.

He says that under Erasmus, home students saw a student from abroad in their
seminar and realised that the following year they would be in their shoes, sitting in a
foreign classroom trying to fit in, which made them think differently about “attitudes
to otherness” and the need to be hospitable.

Like most academics in his field, Watt is adamant that the year abroad is compulsory
for good reason. “Students choosing to study a language course say ‘the year abroad
is what attracted me’, and students finishing a language degree say ‘it was what |
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enjoyed most’,” he says. “It’s about language proficiency, but it’s also about self-
confidence, resilience and independence.”

However, with funding and partnerships no longer guaranteed, Watt says there are
fears in some universities that language degrees may have to be reduced to three
years, with only one term abroad. This idea is “very unpopular” with academics, who
think it would be much less effective.

Kate Suffolk says working-class students will be hardest hit. “Students would be
strongly encouraged to spend time abroad in their vacations,” he adds. “But of
course, you can only spend your vacation staying abroad if you can afford it, so that
would have huge implications.”

Kate Suffolk, a second-year student of Spanish at the University of Warwick, says
working-class students are already disadvantaged, and this would make it worse. “I
went to a state school where not many people went to university and | was so proud
of myself for getting into a Russell group university. But I soon realised things aren’t
equal when you get here. Other students could afford to go to Spain in the summer
and improve their language, but | had to do a full-time job at home.”

Suffolk, who is due to go on her year abroad in September and has places to study at
the universities of Malaga and Valencia, feels strongly that a short stay abroad would
not be enough for a language degree. “How would you properly immerse yourself,
make friends and get to know the locals and the culture in just a term?” Academics
say the new Turing website barely mentions improving language skills. Instead, the
scheme is promoting links with countries outside Europe as part of the government’s
post-Brexit vision of “global Britain”. Many people fear the government wants
students to ditch Spain or Germany in favour of potential trading partners, such as
Australia or the US.

It is not only languages academics who are worried about the Turing scheme. Jim
Murdoch, professor of public law at the University of Glasgow, says the government
is using the scheme to help build links with target countries to advance its own post-
Brexit trade agenda. “Turing isn’t primarily about the needs of students,” he says.
“Decisions about study destinations should be for academic subject-areas to take, and
not for politicians.”

On the day the Berlin Wall fell, Murdoch was visiting Germany to set up the law
school’s first Erasmus exchange partnership; since then the fact that 60% of
Glasgow’s law students do an Erasmus year abroad has become “a real selling point”
for prospective students. He says that studying in another European country is more
“culturally relevant” than another English-speaking country, as well as more
stretching. “When they return, their enhanced self-confidence as learners is quite
remarkable,” he says.

He adds: “I remind students that Australia is Britain with sunshine. Spending a year
in Sydney would still be a valuable experience, but it wouldn’t be as challenging.”
Prof Anton Muscatelli, Glasgow’s vice-chancellor, says: “We have relationships with
Anglophone countries anyway, so it’s not as if that was missing.”

Scotland’s first minister, Nicola Sturgeon, has called the UK withdrawal from
Erasmus “cultural vandalism”. The Scottish government, along with Wales, tried to
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stay in the scheme but earlier this week the EU president, Ursula von der Leyen,
announced that as a “constituent nation” of the UK, Scotland could not take part.
Muscatelli says Glasgow University will continue to offer language students a year
abroad. “We will just have to do it ourselves if funding is not in place.”

Text 23. It’s not Rocket Science: The Importance of Psychology in Space Travel
With manned missions to Mars expected to take 2.5 years, small astronaut crews will
face a truly unprecedented form of isolation. Before | went to space, | made a cassette
with 90 minutes of music from every continent on Earth,” recalls Reinhold Ewald, a
German physicist who spent 20 days on the International Space Station in 1997. In
the hour and a half it took him to complete his orbit, he would watch the planet pass
below him and listen to its people’s music. This timeout was a perfect way to
decompress from his high-pressure job, far from his family and normal hobbies.

Most astronauts today spend a few months at a time in space, with the longest
continual sojourn being a 14-month mission undertaken by cosmonaut Valeri
Polyakov in 1994-5. However, if humans travel to Mars, as space agencies plan in the
coming decade, the time away from Earth will be much longer. A one way, 170
million-kilometre journey takes roughly six months. If astronauts land on the red
planet and spend time there, a mission will likely last two and a half years.

The psychological strains of such intense and long-lasting isolation are easy to
imagine. How much of a problem are they, and how do space agencies prepare their
staff for the inevitable stresses that will occur on such missions?

Ever since people have thought about travelling to other celestial bodies, the
psychological issues have been discussed too. In a 1954 article on the challenges of a
voyage to Mars, engineer Wernher von Braun asked: “Can a man retain his sanity
while cooped up with many other men in a crowded area, perhaps twice the length of
your living room, for more than 30 months? Little mannerisms — the way a man
cracks his knuckles, blows his nose, the way he grins, talks, or gestures — create
tension and hatred which could lead to murder.”

In the early days of space flight, psychological preparation was more of an
afterthought. But over the decades space agencies have come to see psychological
and behavioural preparation as vital.

This makes sense since astronauts face enormous pressures. To start with, they spend
their days in a hostile environment. Microgravity makes it much harder to do your job
and does odd things to your body. Many complain of feeling worn down and fatigued
as they adjust to the alien environment. You can’t get a proper night’s sleep either,
since there are multiple sunrises and sunsets every “day”.

Sometimes space causes more significant psychological issues. For example, a 1976
Soviet mission was stopped when crew members began to report a strange odour in
the ship. The source of the smell was never found, and the replacement team didn’t
notice anything unusual, which suggests the first crew were experiencing a shared
delusion. Another mission was affected when a cosmonaut fell into depression. And
Ewald recalls the story of one astronaut whose relationship with mission control
deteriorated to the point that he refused to talk with them.
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Kim Binsted, a scientist at the University of Hawalii, is the lead researcher on HI-
SEAS, a project on a remote landscape of Mauna Loa that is reminiscent of Mars’
surface. Several crews of five or six astronauts have been sent to the location for up
to 12 months at a time. Once they arrive they live in a pod and perform experiments
as if they were on the planet itself. One of the research goals is to assess the
psychological effects of time in this environment.

Isolation can do funny things to the mind, Binsted explains. One astronaut, Kate
Green, reported a particularly long moment of jamais vu a few months into her
mission. Jamais vu usually lasts no

more than an instant, yet Green just couldn’t recognise one of her colleagues for
about half a minute.

Then there’s loneliness. Until now, all astronauts have had the experience of seeing
their home planet pass below them. But there is concern that the distance covered on
a Mars trip could have profound psychological consequences. With their home planet
either invisible or nothing but a faint blue dot in the heavens, what might this do to an
already-stressed astronaut’s mental health?

It is important to note that in all of humanity’s space history, there have never been
any serious psychological episodes reported. Even the occasional conflicts between
crew members are largely ironed out and there is usually enough room to get away
from one another.

Indeed, many astronauts have a wonderful time floating above the planet. Nick
Kanas, a retired professor emeritus in psychiatry at the University of California has
studied the psychological states of astronauts. “The one thing that almost all of them
say improves the mission is the fact of seecing the Earth below them.” Watching the
planet slowly spinning on its axis in all its beauty means many have something of a
universalist experience. “They love seeing the planet and realising there are no
boundaries between us, and that we are all one people.”

Early astronauts were normally selected from a military background and were
portrayed as heroes in the popular media. Selection involved seeking out people with
specific physical and mental characteristics, or the “right stuff” as a 1979 Tom Wolfe
book on early astronauts put it.

Over time, however, our ideas around astronaut selection have advanced. Dr Manzey
of the ESA describes the kinds of people that space agencies seek out. “It is not
necessary for astronauts to have peak performance in all areas” — whether that’s in
terms of mental abilities, emotional skills or interpersonal capabilities. “Instead, you
need people who do not have weaknesses in any areas.” So besides being
academically brilliant, selection teams are looking for an all-rounder who is fit and
healthy, deals with stress well and doesn’t go to the extremes on any measure of
personality. “This kind of person is quite rare,” Manzey notes.

Manzey adds that “it is beneficial for the mission to be a little more introverted”.
Astronaut selection teams are looking for “the sort of individual who can be satisfied
with just themselves and a little social company — not too introvert or too extrovert”.
An astronaut also has to be patient and determined. You could spend 20 years being
officially employed by a space agency but never spend more than a few months or
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even days in space. Ewald, who is now retired, recalls that “you have to cope with a
lot of disappointment”, having missions cancelled or not being selected.

Astronauts are also very high achievers, used to being the best in their class at most
things they do. But in space they have relatively little control over their time and
tasks. Manzey says: “You want a sort of brave, highly curious person, but at the same
time someone who will accept having very little freedom over what they do.”
Psychological and social research with astronauts has led to a number of innovations
in the way crews are composed and their missions planned.

One of Stuster’s research projects for Nasa involved an analysis of historical journeys
where people have been isolated for long periods in harsh circumstances — missions
to Antarctica or the bottom of the ocean, for instance. By studying the coping
mechanisms of earlier explorers, he developed several recommendations for activities
that dissipate tension or avoid the formation of conflicting sub-groups on space
missions. This might be things like writing a journal to blow off steam, eating a meal
together each day or celebrating special events such as birthdays.

Right now, several space agencies and private companies have talked about plans for
a manned voyage to Mars, and it’s plausible that humans will have reached the planet
before the end of this decade.

Whoever is finally selected for that first mission can certainly expect fame and glory
on their return. After all, being the first people to set foot on another planet is rather
special. But after living through several months of lockdown, the rest of us will also
know that the realities that crew experiences might not be quite so pleasurable either.

Text 24. Martin Luther King, Jr. | Have a Dream. Delivered 28 August 1963, at
the Lincoln Memorial, Washington D.C.

| am happy to join with you today in what will go down in history as the greatest
demonstration for freedom in the history of our nation.

Five score years ago, a great American, in whose symbolic shadow we stand today,
signed the Emancipation Proclamation. This momentous decree came as a great
beacon light of hope to millions of Negro slaves who had been seared in the flames of
withering injustice. It came as a joyous daybreak to end the long night of their
captivity.

But one hundred years later, the Negro still is not free. One hundred years later, the
life of the Negro is still sadly crippled by the manacles of segregation and the chains
of discrimination. One hundred years later, the Negro lives on a lonely island of
poverty in the midst of a vast ocean of material prosperity. One hundred years later,
the Negro is still languished in the corners of American society and finds himself an
exile in his own land. And so we've come here today to dramatize a shameful
condition.

In a sense we've come to our nation's capital to cash a check. When the architects of
our republic wrote the magnificent words of the Constitution and the Declaration of
Independence, they were signing a promissory note to which every American was to
fall heir. This note was a promise that all men, yes, black men as well as white men,
would be guaranteed the "unalienable Rights" of "Life, Liberty and the pursuit of
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Happiness." It is obvious today that America has defaulted on this promissory note,
insofar as her citizens of color are concerned. Instead of honoring this sacred
obligation, America has given the Negro people a bad check, a check which has come
back marked "insufficient funds."

But we refuse to believe that the bank of justice is bankrupt. We refuse to believe that
there are insufficient funds in the great vaults of opportunity of this nation. And so,
we've come to cash this check, a check that will give us upon demand the riches of
freedom and the security of justice.

We have also come to this hallowed spot to remind America of the fierce urgency of
Now. This is no time to engage in the luxury of cooling off or to take the
tranquilizing drug of gradualism. Now is the time to make real the promises of
democracy. Now is the time to rise from the dark and desolate valley of segregation
to the sunlit path of racial justice. Now is the time to lift our nation from the
quicksands of racial injustice to the solid rock of brotherhood. Now is the time to
make justice a reality for all of God's children.

It would be fatal for the nation to overlook the urgency of the moment. This
sweltering summer of the Negro's legitimate discontent will not pass until there is an
invigorating autumn of freedom and equality. Nineteen sixty-three is not an end, but a
beginning. And those who hope that the Negro needed to blow off steam and will
now be content will have a rude awakening if the nation returns to business as usual.
And there will be neither rest nor tranquility in America until the Negro is granted his
citizenship rights. The whirlwinds of revolt will continue to shake the foundations of
our nation until the bright day of justice emerges.

But there is something that | must say to my people, who stand on the warm threshold
which leads into the palace of justice: In the process of gaining our rightful place, we
must not be guilty of wrongful deeds. Let us not seek to satisfy our thirst for freedom
by drinking from the cup of bitterness and hatred. We must forever conduct our
struggle on the high plane of dignity and discipline. We must not allow our creative
protest to degenerate into physical violence. Again and again, we must rise to the
majestic heights of meeting physical force with soul force.

The marvelous new militancy which has engulfed the Negro community must not
lead us to a distrust of all white people, for many of our white brothers, as evidenced
by their presence here today, have come to realize that their destiny is tied up with
our destiny. And they have come to realize that their freedom is inextricably bound to
our freedom.

We cannot walk alone.

And as we walk, we must make the pledge that we shall always march ahead.

We cannot turn back.

There are those who are asking the devotees of civil rights, "When will you be
satisfied?" We can never be satisfied as long as the Negro is the victim of the
unspeakable horrors of police brutality. We can never be satisfied as long as our
bodies, heavy with the fatigue of travel, cannot gain lodging in the motels of the
highways and the hotels of the cities. **We cannot be satisfied as long as the negro's
basic mobility is from a smaller ghetto to a larger one. We can never be satisfied as
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long as our children are stripped of their self-hood and robbed of their dignity by
signs stating: "For Whites Only." We cannot be satisfied as long as a Negro in
Mississippi cannot vote and a Negro in New York believes he has nothing for which
to vote. No, no, we are not satisfied, and we will not be satisfied until “justice rolls
down like waters, and righteousness like a mighty stream."

| am not unmindful that some of you have come here out of great trials and
tribulations. Some of you have come fresh from narrow jail cells. And some of you
have come from areas where your quest -- quest for freedom left you battered by the
storms of persecution and staggered by the winds of police brutality. You have been
the veterans of creative suffering. Continue to work with the faith that unearned
suffering is redemptive. Go back to Mississippi, go back to Alabama, go back to
South Carolina, go back to Georgia, go back to Louisiana, go back to the slums and
ghettos of our northern cities, knowing that somehow this situation can and will be
changed.

Let us not wallow in the valley of despair, | say to you today, my friends.

And so even though we face the difficulties of today and tomorrow, | still have a
dream. It is a dream deeply rooted in the American dream.

| have a dream that one day this nation will rise up and live out the true meaning of
its creed: "We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all men are created equal.”

| have a dream that one day on the red hills of Georgia, the sons of former slaves and
the sons of former slave owners will be able to sit down together at the table of
brotherhood.

| have a dream that one day even the state of Mississippi, a state sweltering with the
heat of injustice, sweltering with the heat of oppression, will be transformed into an
oasis of freedom and justice.

| have a dream that my four little children will one day live in a nation where they
will not be judged by the color of their skin but by the content of their character.

| have a dream today!

| have a dream that one day, down in Alabama, with its vicious racists, with its
governor having his lips dripping with the words of "interposition” and "nullification”
-- one day right there in Alabama little black boys and black girls will be able to join
hands with little white boys and white girls as sisters and brothers.

| have a dream today!

| have a dream that one day every valley shall be exalted, and every hill and mountain
shall be made low, the rough places will be made plain, and the crooked places will
be made straight; "and the glory of the Lord shall be revealed and all flesh shall see it
together."

This is our hope, and this is the faith that | go back to the South with.

With this faith, we will be able to hew out of the mountain of despair a stone of hope.
With this faith, we will be able to transform the jangling discords of our nation into a
beautiful symphony of brotherhood. With this faith, we will be able to work together,
to pray together, to struggle together, to go to jail together, to stand up for freedom
together, knowing that we will be free one day.
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And this will be the day -- this will be the day when all of God's children will be able
to sing with new meaning:

My country 'tis of thee, sweet land of liberty, of thee I sing.

Land where my fathers died, land of the Pilgrim's pride,
From every mountainside, let freedom ring!

And if America is to be a great nation, this must become true.
And so let freedom ring from the prodigious hilltops of New Hampshire.

Let freedom ring from the mighty mountains of New York.

Let freedom ring from the heightening Alleghenies of Pennsylvania.
Let freedom ring from the snow-capped Rockies of Colorado.

Let freedom ring from the curvaceous slopes of California.

But not only that:
Let freedom ring from Stone Mountain of Georgia.
Let freedom ring from Lookout Mountain of Tennessee.
Let freedom ring from every hill and molehill of Mississippi.
From every mountainside, let freedom ring.
And when this happens, and when we allow freedom ring, when we let it ring from
every village and every hamlet, from every state and every city, we will be able to
speed up that day when all of God's children, black men and white men, Jews and
Gentiles, Protestants and Catholics, will be able to join hands and sing in the words of
the old Negro spiritual:
Free at last! Free at last!
Thank God Almighty, we are free at last!

Text 25. Donald John Trump's Second Inaugural Address (abridged). Delivered
inside the Capitol Rotunda in Washington, D.C. on 20 January 2025

Vice President Vance, Speaker Johnson, Senator Thune, Chief Justice Roberts,
Justices of the United States Supreme Court, President Clinton, President Bush,
President Obama, President Biden, Vice President Harris, and my fellow citizens, the
golden age of America begins right now.

From this day forward, our country will flourish and be respected again all over the
world. We will be the envy of every nation, and we will not allow ourselves to be
taken advantage of any longer. During every single day of the Trump administration,
| will very simply put America first.

Our sovereignty will be reclaimed. Our safety will be restored. The scales of justice
will be rebalanced. The vicious, violent, and unfair weaponization of the Justice
Department and our government will end.

America will soon be greater, stronger, and far more exceptional than ever before.

| return to the presidency confident and optimistic that we are at the start of a thrilling
new era of national success. A tide of change is sweeping the country, sunlight is
pouring over the entire world, and America has the chance to seize this opportunity
like never before.
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But first, we must be honest about the challenges we face. While they are plentiful,
they will be annihilated by this great momentum that the world is now witnessing in
the United States of America.

As we gather today, our government confronts a crisis of trust. For many years, a
radical and corrupt establishment has extracted power and wealth from our citizens
while the pillars of our society lay broken and seemingly in complete disrepair.

We now have a government that cannot manage even a simple crisis at home while,
at the same time, stumbling into a continuing catalogue of catastrophic events abroad.
It fails to protect our magnificent, law-abiding American citizens but provides
sanctuary and protection for dangerous criminals, many from prisons and mental
institutions, that have illegally entered our country from all over the world.

We have a government that has given unlimited funding to the defense of foreign
borders but refuses to defend American borders or, more importantly, its own people.
Our country can no longer deliver basic services in times of emergency, as recently
shown by the wonderful people of North Carolina—who have been treated so
badly—and other states who are still suffering from a hurricane that took place many
months ago or, more recently, Los Angeles, where we are watching fires still
tragically burn from weeks ago without even a token of defense. They’re raging
through the houses and communities, even affecting some of the wealthiest and most
powerful individuals in our country—some of whom are sitting here right now. They
don’t have a home any longer. That’s interesting. But we can’t let this happen.
Everyone is unable to do anything about it. That’s going to change.

We have a public health system that does not deliver in times of disaster, yet more
money is spent on it than any country anywhere in the world.

And we have an education system that teaches our children to be ashamed of
themselves—in many cases, to hate our country despite the love that we try so
desperately to provide to them. All of this will change starting today, and it will
change very quickly.

My recent election is a mandate to completely and totally reverse a horrible betrayal
and all of these many betrayals that have taken place and to give the people back their
faith, their wealth, their democracy, and, indeed, their freedom. From this moment
on, America’s decline is over.

Our liberties and our nation’s glorious destiny will no longer be denied. And we will
immediately restore the integrity, competency, and loyalty of America’s government.
Over the past eight years, | have been tested and challenged more than any president
in our 250-year history, and I’ve learned a lot along the way.

The journey to reclaim our republic has not been an easy one—that, | can tell you.
Those who wish to stop our cause have tried to take my freedom and, indeed, to take
my life.

Just a few months ago, in a beautiful Pennsylvania field, an assassin’s bullet ripped
through my ear. But | felt then and believe even more so now that my life was saved
for a reason. | was saved by God to Make America Great Again.

That is why each day under our administration of American patriots, we will be
working to meet every crisis with dignity and power and strength. We will move with
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purpose and speed to bring back hope, prosperity, safety, and peace for citizens of
every race, religion, color, and creed.

For American citizens, January 20th, 2025, is Liberation Day. It is my hope that our
recent presidential election will be remembered as the greatest and most
consequential election in the history of our country.

As our victory showed, the entire nation is rapidly unifying behind our agenda with
dramatic increases in support from virtually every element of our society: young and
old, men and women, African Americans, Hispanic Americans, Asian Americans,
urban, suburban, rural. And very importantly, we had a powerful win in all seven
swing states—and the popular vote, we won by millions of people.

National unity is now returning to America, and confidence and pride is soaring like
never before. In everything we do, my administration will be inspired by a strong
pursuit of excellence and unrelenting success. We will not forget our country, we will
not forget our Constitution, and we will not forget our God. Can’t do that.

Today, | will sign a series of historic executive orders. With these actions, we will
begin the complete restoration of America and the revolution of common sense. It’s
all about common sense.

First, I will declare a national emergency at our southern border.

All illegal entry will immediately be halted, and we will begin the process of
returning millions and millions of criminal aliens back to the places from which they
came. We will reinstate my Remain in Mexico policy.

Under the orders | sign today, we will also be designating the cartels as foreign
terrorist organizations.

As commander in chief, 1 have no higher responsibility than to defend our country
from threats and invasions, and that is exactly what | am going to do. We will do it at
a level that nobody has ever seen before.

Next, | will direct all members of my cabinet to marshal the vast powers at their
disposal to defeat what was record inflation and rapidly bring down costs and prices.
The inflation crisis was caused by massive overspending and escalating energy
prices, and that is why today | will also declare a national energy emergency. We will
drill, baby, drill.

America will be a manufacturing nation once again, and we have something that no
other manufacturing nation will ever have—the largest amount of oil and gas of any
country on earth—and we are going to use it. We’ll use it.

We will bring prices down, fill our strategic reserves up again right to the top, and
export American energy all over the world.

This week, | will also end the government policy of trying to socially engineer race
and gender into every aspect of public and private life. We will forge a society that is
colorblind and merit-based.

As of today, it will henceforth be the official policy of the United States government
that there are only two genders: male and female.

Like in 2017, we will again build the strongest military the world has ever seen. We
will measure our success not only by the battles we win but also by the wars that we
end—and perhaps most importantly, the wars we never get into.
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My proudest legacy will be that of a peacemaker and unifier. That’s what I want to
be: a peacemaker and a unifier.

I’m pleased to say that as of yesterday, one day before | assumed office, the hostages
in the Middle East are coming back home to their families.

America will reclaim its rightful place as the greatest, most powerful, most respected
nation on earth, inspiring the awe and admiration of the entire world.

A short time from now, we are going to be changing the name of the Gulf of Mexico
to the Gulf of America—and we will restore the name of a great president, William
McKinley to Mount McKinley, where it should be and where it belongs.

President McKinley made our country very rich through tariffs and through talent—
he was a natural businessman—and gave Teddy Roosevelt the money for many of the
great things he did, including the Panama Canal, which has foolishly been given to
the country of Panama after the United States spent more money than ever spent on a
project before and lost 38,000 lives in the building of the Panama Canal.

And above all, China is operating the Panama Canal. And we didn’t give it to China.
We gave it to Panama, and we’re taking it back.

Above all, my message to Americans today is that it is time for us to once again act
with courage, vigor, and the vitality of history’s greatest civilization.

Many people thought it was impossible for me to stage such a historic political
comeback. But as you see today, here | am. The American people have spoken.

| stand before you now as proof that you should never believe that something is
impossible to do. In America, the impossible is what we do best.

After all we have been through together, we stand on the verge of the four greatest
years in American history. With your help, we will restore America promise and we
will rebuild the nation that we love—and we love it so much.

We are one people, one family, and one glorious nation under God. So, to every
parent who dreams for their child and every child who dreams for their future, | am
with you, I will fight for you, and I will win for you. We’re going to win like never
before.

In recent years, our nation has suffered greatly. But we are going to bring it back and
make it great again, greater than ever before.

We will be a nation like no other, full of compassion, courage, and exceptionalism.
Our power will stop all wars and bring a new spirit of unity to a world that has been
angry, violent, and totally unpredictable.

America will be respected again and admired again, including by people of religion,
faith, and goodwill. We will be prosperous, we will be proud, we will be strong, and
we will win like never before.

We will not be conquered, we will not be intimidated, we will not be broken, and we
will not fail. From this day on, the United States of America will be a free, sovereign,
and independent nation.

We will stand bravely, we will live proudly, we will dream boldly, and nothing will
stand in our way because we are Americans. The future is ours, and our golden age
has just begun.
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Thank you. God bless America. Thank you all. Thank you. Thank you very much.
Thank you very much. Thank you.

Text 26. Winston Leonard Spencer Churchill. Broadcast on the Soviet-German
War. London, 22 June 1941

| have taken occasion to speak to you tonight because we have reached one of the
climacterics of the war. In the first of these intense turning points, a year ago, France
fell prostrate under the German hammer and we had to face the storm alone.

The second was when the Royal Air Force beat the Hun raiders out of the daylight air
raid and thus warded off the Nazi invasion of our islands while we were still ill-
armed and ill-prepared.

The third turning point was when the President and Congress of the United States
passed the lease and lend enactment, devoting nearly 2,000,000,000 sterling of the
wealth of the New World to help us defend our liberties and their own.

Those were the three climacterics.

The fourth is now upon us.

At 4 o'clock this morning Hitler attacked and invaded Russia. All his usual
formalities of perfidy were observed with scrupulous technique. A non-aggression
treaty had been solemnly signed and was in force between the two countries. No
complaint had been made by Germany of its non-fulfillment. Under its cloak of false
confidence the German armies drew up in immense strength along a line which
stretched from the White Sea to the Black Sea and their air fleets and armoured
divisions slowly and methodically took up their stations.

Then, suddenly, without declaration of war, without even an ultimatum, the German
bombs rained down from the sky upon the Russian cities; the German troops violated
the Russian frontiers and an hour later the German Ambassador, who till the night
before was lavishing his assurances of friendship, almost of alliance, upon the
Russians, called upon the Russian Foreign Minister to tell him that a state of war
existed between Germany and Russia.

Thus was repeated on a far larger scale the same kind of outrage against every form
of signed compact and international faith which we have witnessed in Norway, in
Denmark, in Holland, in Belgium and which Hitler's accomplice and jackal,
Mussolini, so faithfully imitated in the case of Greece.

All this was no surprise to me. In fact | gave clear and precise warnings to Stalin of
what was coming. | gave him warnings, as | have given warnings to others before. |
can only hope that these warnings did not fall unheeded.

All we know at present is that the Russian people are defending their native soil and
that their leaders have called upon them to resist to the utmost.

Hitler is a monster of wickedness, insatiable in his lust for blood and plunder. Not
content with having all Europe under his heel or else terrorized into various forms of
abject submission, he must now carry his work of butchery and desolation among the
vast multitudes of Russia and of Asia. The terrible military machine which we and
the rest of the civilized world so foolishly, so supinely, so insensately allowed the
Nazi gangsters to build up year by year from almost nothing-this machine cannot
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stand idle, lest it rust or fall to pieces. It must be in continual motion, grinding up
human lives and trampling down the homes and the rights of hundreds of millions of
men.

Moreover, it must be fed not only with flesh but with oil. So now this bloodthirsty
guttersnipe must launch his mechanized armies upon new fields of slaughter, pillage
and devastation. Poor as are the Russian peasants, workmen and soldiers, he must
steal from them their daily bread. He must devour their harvests. He must rob them of
the oil which drives their ploughs and thus produce a famine without example in
human history.

And even the carnage and ruin which his victory, should he gain it-though he's not
gained it yet-will bring upon the Russian people, will itself be only a stepping stone
to the attempt to plunge four or five hundred millions who live in China and the
350,000,000 who live in India into that bottomless pit of human degradation over
which the diabolic emblem of the swastika flaunts itself.

It is not too much to say here this pleasant summer evening that the lives and
happiness of a thousand million additional human beings are now menaced with
brutal Nazi violence. That is enough to make us hold our breath.

But presently | shall show you something else that lies behind and something that
touches very nearly the life of Britain and of the United States.

The Nazi regime is indistinguishable from the worst features of Communism. It is
devoid of all theme and principle except appetite and racial domination. It excels in
all forms of human wickedness, in the efficiency of its cruelty and ferocious
aggression. No one has been a more consistent opponent of Communism than | have
for the last twenty-five years. | will unsay no words that I've spoken about it. But all
this fades away before the spectacle which is now unfolding.

The past, with its crimes, its follies and its tragedies, flashes away. | see the Russian
soldiers standing on the threshold of their native land, guarding the fields which their
fathers have tilled from time immemorial. | see them guarding their homes; their
mothers and wives pray, ah yes, for there are times when all pray for the safety of
their loved ones, for the return of the breadwinner, of the champion, of their
protectors.

| see the 10,000 villages of Russia, where the means of existence was wrung so
hardly from the soil, but where there are still primordial human joys, where maidens
laugh and children play | see advancing upon all this, in hideous onslaught, the Nazi
war machine, with its clanking, heel-clicking, dandified Prussian officers, its crafty
expert agents, fresh from the cowing and tying down of a dozen countries. | see also
the dull, drilled, docile brutish masses of the Hun soldiery, plodding on like a swarm
of crawling locusts. | see the German bombers and fighters in the sky, still smarting
from many a British whipping, so delighted to find what they believe is an easier and
a safer prey. And behind all this glare, behind all this storm, | see that small group of
villainous men who planned, organized and launched this cataract of horrors upon
mankind.

And then my mind goes back across the years to the days when the Russian armies
were our Allies against the same deadly foe when they fought with so much valour
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and constancy and helped to gain a victory, from all share in which, alas, they were,
through no fault of ours, utterly cut off.

| have lived through all this and you will pardon me if | express my feelings and the
stir of old memories. But now | have to declare the decision of His Majesty's
Government, and | feel sure it is a decision in which the great Dominions will, in due
course, concur. And that we must speak of now, at once, without a day's delay. | have
to make the declaration, but can you doubt what our policy will be?

We have but one aim and one single irrevocable purpose. We are resolved to destroy
Hitler and every vestige of the Nazi regime. From this nothing will turn us. Nothing.
We will never parley; we will never negotiate with Hitler or any of his gang. We shall
fight him by land; we shall fight him by sea; we shall fight him in the air, until, with
God's help, we have rid the earth of his shadow and liberated its people from his
yoke.

Any man or State who fights against Nazism will have our aid. Any man or State who
marches with Hitler is our foe. This applies not only to organized States but to all
representatives of that vile race of Quislings who make themselves the tools and
agents of the Nazi regime against their fellow-countrymen and against the lands of
their births. These Quislings, like the Nazi leaders themselves, if not disposed of by
their fellow-countrymen, which would save trouble, will be delivered by us on the
morrow of victory to the justice of the Allied tribunals. That is our policy and that is
our declaration.

It follows, therefore, that we shall give whatever help we can to Russia and to the
Russian people. We shall appeal to all our friends and Allies in every part of the
world to take the same course and pursue it as we shall, faithfully and steadfastly to
the end.

We have offered to the Government of Soviet Russia any technical or economic
assistance which is in our power and which is likely to be of service to them. We
shall bomb Germany by day as well as by night in ever-increasing measure, casting
upon them month by month a heavier discharge of bombs and making the German
people taste and gulp each month a sharper dose of the miseries they have showered
upon mankind.

It is noteworthy that only yesterday the Royal Air Force, striking inland over France,
cut down with very small loss to themselves twenty-eight of the Hun fighting
machines in the air above the French soil they have invaded, defiled and profess to
hold.

But this is only a beginning. From now henceforward the main expansion of our air
force proceeds with gathering speed. In another six months the weight of the help we
are receiving from the United States in war materials of all kinds, especially in heavy
bombers, will begin to tell. This is no class war. It is a war in which the whole British
Empire and Commonwealth of Nations is engaged without distinction of race, creed
or party.

It is not for me to speak of the action of the United States, but this | will say: If Hitler
imagines that his attack on Soviet Russia will cause the slightest division of aims or
slackening of effort in the great democracies, who are resolved upon his doom, he is
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woefully mistaken. On the contrary, we shall be fortified and encouraged in our
efforts to rescue mankind from his tyranny. We shall be strengthened and not
weakened in our determination and in our resources.

This is no time to moralize upon the follies of countries and governments which have
allowed themselves to be struck down one by one when by united action they could
so easily have saved themselves and saved the world from this catastrophe.

But, when | spoke a few minutes ago of Hitler's bloodlust and the hateful appetites
which have impelled or lured him on his Russian adventure, | said there was one
deeper motive behind his outrage. He wishes to destroy the Russian power because
he hopes that if he succeeds in this he will be able to bring back the main strength of
his army and air force from the East and hurl it upon this island, which he knows he
must conquer or suffer the penalty of his crimes.

His invasion of Russia is no more than a prelude to an attempted invasion of the
British Isles. He hopes, no doubt, that all this may be accomplished before the Winter
comes and that he can overwhelm Great Britain before the fleets and air power of the
United States will intervene. He hopes that he may once again repeat upon a greater
scale than ever before that process of destroying his enemies one by one, by which he
has so long thrived and prospered, and that then the scene will be clear for the final
act, without which all his conquests would be in vain, namely, the subjugation of the
Western Hemisphere to his will and to his system.

The Russian danger is therefore our danger and the danger of the United States just as
the cause of any Russian fighting for his hearth and home is the cause of free men
and free peoples in every quarter of the globe.

Let us learn the lessons already taught by such cruel experience. Let us redouble our
exertions and strike with united strength while life and power remain.

IIpumepHBIN NepeYyeHb NPAKTHYECKUX 3a1aHUM

B pamkax BBITIOJIHEHUS JAHHOTO 3K3aMEHAIIMOHHOTO BOIMPOCa, 00ydaronuecs
JEMOHCTPUPYIOT HABBIKA TOBOPEHHUS — BJIQJICHUS HHOS3BIYHON MyOIMYHON PEUbIO.
IIpakTnueckoe 3aganue Ne 1.

1. The peculiarities of public speaking as compared to everyday conversation.

2. Speak on the following topic: “Keeping animals in zoos”.

IIpakTuueckoe 3axanue Ne 2,

1. The elements of speech communication.

2. Speak on the following topic: “Who are better teachers: men or women”.
IIpakTuueckoe 3axanue Ne 3.

1. Communication apprehension: its causes and techniques to build confidence.

2. Speak on the following topic: “Should the government place a tax on junk food
and fatty snacks?”

IIpakTnueckoe 3aganue Ne 4.

1. The major stages in the development of the art of public speaking (The Middle
Ages, The Renaissance).

2. Speak on the following topic: “Should teachers have a dress code?”
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IIpakTHuyeckoe 3aganue Ne S.

1. Ethics in public speaking. Plagiarism.

2. Speak on the following topic: “Is fashion important?”

IIpakTuyeckoe 3axanue Ne 6.

1. Speaking competencies.

2. Speak on the following topic: “Should boys and girls learn in separate classes?”
IIpakTuyeckoe 3axanue Ne 7.

1. The major stages in the development of the art of public speaking (The modern
period).

2. Speak on the following topic: “What is the appropriate age for dating?”
IIpakTnueckoe 3aganue Ne 8.

1. Types of audience analysis. Ways of getting information about the audience.

2. Speak on the following topic: “Is the death penalty effective?”

IIpakTuyeckoe 3axanmne Ne 9.

1. The major stages in the development of the art of public speaking (The ancient
Greeks, The Roman republic).

2. Speak on the following topic: “Are actors and professional athletes paid too
much?”

IIpakTrueckoe 3aganmne Ne 10.

1. Supporting materials to back up the ideas of a speech.

2. Speak on the following topic: “You should not be Telegram friends with your
mom”.

IIpakTnueckoe 3aganue Ne 11.

1. The use of voice in public speaking.

2. You have a guest coming to speak to your group. Prepare and deliver a speech of
introduction for this person.

IIpakTueckoe 3aganmne Ne 12.

1. Presentation aids: their functions and types.

2. You are to give a speech as a fund-raiser. Persuade your audience to donate to the
cause you are advocating.

IIpakTnueckoe 3aganmne Ne 13.

1. Types of connectives.

2. Speak on the following topic: “Are people morally obligated to help the poor?”
IIpakTnueckoe 3aganue Ne 14.

1. The art of listening. Causes of poor listening.

2. Speak on the following topic: “Bullying: the past, the present and the future”.
IIpakTuyeckoe 3axanue Ne 15,

1. Beginning and ending the speech.

2. Speak on the following topic: “Music has the power to heal”.

IpakTnueckoe 3aganue Ne 16.

1. Basic methods of delivering a speech.

2. You are volunteering for an animal shelter. Persuade your audience to join you.
IIpakTuyeckoe 3aganue Ne 17.

1. Types of informative speeches.
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2. You are in an interview for a student scholarship. The winner will participate in a
student exchange programme at Oxford University. Explain to the selection board
why you are the best candidate.

IIpakTuyeckoe 3axanue Ne 18.

1. Guidelines for using language in a public speech.

2. Speak on the following topic: “If things go wrong, your horoscope is to blame”.
IIpakTuyeckoe 3axanue Ne 19.

1. Strategic organization of a speech.

2. Speak on the following topic: “Should elementary and high school students be
allowed to use cell phones at school?”

IpakTueckoe 3aganue Ne 20.

1. Persuasive speech.

2. You have been asked to speak to high school graduates about their future career.
Persuade them to enter Moscow City University.

IIpakTuyeckoe 3axanue Ne 21.

1. Characteristics of a good public speaker.

2. You are to speak on behalf of all the graduating students at the commencement
ceremony at your university. Prepare and deliver a speech for this occasion.
IIpakTuyeckoe 3axanue Ne 22,

1. Nonverbal communication in public speaking.

2. You are a strong advocate of Green Movement. Convince your audience of the
advisability to join it.

IIpakTnueckoe 3aganue Ne 23,

1. Types of fallacies in building up an argument.

2. You have been working as a teacher at a secondary school for some time and now
you are leaving. Prepare and deliver a farewell speech.

IIpakTueckoe 3aganmne Ne 24,

1. Types of entertaining speeches.

2. You are at a staff party and you decide to amuse your colleagues with a funny
story. Prepare and deliver a story for maximum impact.

IIpakTueckoe 3aganmne Ne 25,

1. Critical thinking.

2. You have just returned from a trip. Persuade your audience to visit the place you
have been to.

IIpakTuueckoe 3axanue Ne 26.

1. An example of a great public speaker.

2. Advertise and persuade your audience to buy something you have on you.

4.1.2. Crincok peKoMeHIyeMOH JTUTepPaTypbl

a) OcHOBHas JiUTEepaTypa:

1. bonotnora, H. C. ®unonorndeckuii aHain3 TEKCTa: yueOHOE TTOCOOHE I By30B
/H. C. bootHoBa. — MockBa: ®nunaTa: Hayka, 2009. — 520 c.
2. Benenwue B repmanckyto ¢unonoruto. Mocksa: «I'ICy», 2000.
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Pabunosuu, B.C. Ucrtopus 3apyOexHoii mutepaTtypbl XIX Beka: poMaHTHU3M:
yuebHoe mocobue / B.C. PabunoBuu. — 4-e¢ uza., crep. — MockBa: ®JIMHTA,
2018. - 88 c.

Teopernueckasi rpaMMaTuKa U TeopeTrudeckas (POHETUKA aHTIUHCKOro si3bIKa (3—
4 xypcbl, OakanaBpuaT) : TMpakTUKyMm / aBT.-cocT. : M. A. MomnyaHoBa,
E. C. Heuaena ; JlenaprameHnt o6pa3oBanusi r. Mockssl, ['oc. Groker. 0b6paso-
BaT. yUpeXKJICHHUE BhICII. IIpod. oOpazoBanus r. Mocksel "Mock. Top. ned. yH-T"
(F'BOY BIIO MI'T1Y), Un-T uHOCTp. 53., Kad. aHTIHCTHKN B MEXKYIBTYp. KOM-
MyHuKkauuu. — Mocksa : MI'TIY, 2013. — 131 c.

TeopeTtnueckas QoHeTHKa aHTJIMKACKOTO sA3bIKA : y4eO. mocoOue Ajisi CTYJIEHTOB,
oOyuatomuxcs 1no HanpasieHuto 45.03.01 - ®unonorus (Ilpoduns — [Ipenoxasa-
HUE (QUIOJ. JUCUUIUIMH (aHTJ. 53. U pyc. s3. Kak uHOCTp.)) / E. E. MarBeesa,
. B. CrekonbmukoBa, E. C. Abaesa ; peu. : J. A. Copokuna, K. H. Bypnakoga.
— Mockaa : DxoH-UHbopm, 2022. — 94 c.

Cvmupaunkuiit A.W. Jlekuuy no UCTOPUU aHTJIMHCKOTO SI3bIKa : [CPEHEAHTI. U
HOBOaHI1. mepuoibl] / A. . Cmupnautikuii ; [mog pexa. O. A. CMupHULKo# |. — 4-¢
u3a. — Mocksa: Jloopocser: KV, 2011. — 235 c.

CoxonoBa M.A., I'matoBT K.II., Tuxonosa N.C., Tuxonosa P.M. Teoperudeckas
dboHeTrKa aHrMiickoro si3pika. Mocksa, 2003. — 286 c.

Tpouckuii, 1. M. Uctopust aHTUUHOM TUTEpaTyphl : yueOHUK 11 By30B / 1. M.
Tponckunii. — Mocksa : U3narensctBo FOpaiit, 2018. — 484 c.

[llepuenko T.M. Teoperuueckas (QoHETHKA aHIVIMICKOTO fA3bIKa. — MOCKBa,
2006. — 272 c.

0) JonmosiHuTe ILHAS JIUTEPATYPA

1.

2.
3.

9.

BacuiibeB B.B. ®oHeTnka aHIIMHCKOTO A3bIKa. TeopeTtnyecku Kypc. Mockaa.,
1980. 256 c.

Tpy6ernkoit H.C. OcnoBbl ¢pononoruu. Mocksa, 2000. 327 c.

Jlexcuxonorusi aHrmiickoro s3eika. ApoexoBa T.M. Yue0. mocobue. Mocksa:
Bricmas mkona, 1997. 240 c.

biox M.A. bnox M.A. Teopernmueckas rpaMmaThKa AaHIVIMMCKOTO s3bIKa.
MockBa, Beicmas mikosa, 2006

Kobopuna H.A., bBomgeipe H.H., XynskoB A.A. Teoperuueckas rpaMmmaTuka
COBPEMEHHOI'0 aHTJIMMCKOTO s3bIka. MockBa: Bricmias mkosna, 2007.
[aneniepun WM.P. CTunucTvka aHTIMHACKOrO sA3bIKa: YUEOHUK (HAa aHTIMHCKOM
s3bike). 3a.4-e. MockBa: Knuxusiit nom « IMBPUKOM», 2012. 336 c.
Kyxapenko B.A. IIpakTukyMm MO CTHJIMCTHKE aHTJIMHCKOTO si3bIKa. Seminars in
Stylistics: yue6. mocodue. 5-¢ uza. Mocksa: ®JIMHTA: Hayka, 2011. 184 c.
babenko JLII. ®unonorudeckuit anamu3 Tekcta. OCHOBBI TEOPUH, MPUHIIUATIBI U
acreKkThl aHanmu3a: YUYeOHMK I BY30B. MockBa: AKaJeMUYECKHIl MPOEKT;
ExarepunOypr: Jlenoas kaura, 2004. 464 c.

Banruna H. C. Teopus tekcra: Yue6Hoe mocodue. Mocksa: Jloroc, 2003. 280 c.

10. Buapl TMHTBUCTHYECKOTO aHaM3a: Y4el. mocodue Mjisi CTYyAeHTOB (-Ta pyc. s3.
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U JIUT. TeJ. UH-TOB U yuuteneu cpen. mkonsl / [log pea. B. ®. Kunpusinona.
Brnagumup, 1977. 122 c.

11. AmocoBa H.H. DTumonorudyeckue OCHOBBI CJIOBAapPHOIO COCTaBa COBPEMEHHOTO
aHTJIMICKOro si3bika. MockBa: Hayka, 1969

HNuTepHeT-pecypesbl:

1. DnexTpoHHas oubnuoTexa ['ymep (ryMaHHUTapHbBIC HayKH)
http://www.gumer.info/

Linguist List - http:/linguistlist.org/sp/GetWRLIistings.cfim?WRAbbrev=Projects
Linguistics - http://en.citizendium.org/wiki/linguistics

Linguistics - http://en.citizendium.org/wiki/linguistics

MODERN LINGUISTICS VERSUS TRADITIONAL HERMENEUTICS
http://www.tms.edu/tmsj/tmsj14b.pdf

6. The main linguistic tendencies at the beginning of the XX century and text

abswn

analysis http://waucondastore.com/main-linguistic-tendencies-beginning-xx-
century-text-analysis/ T
7. THEORETICAL RESOURCES OFF- AND ON-LINE

http://www.phillwebb.net/topics/communication/xLinguistics.htm

8. Bcepoccuiickas rocynapcTBeHHas OHOJIMOTEKa WHOCTPAHHOW JIUTEPATYpPHI
(BI'BWJT) um. M.U. Pynomuno. URL: http://www.libfl.ru/ (nata obparienus:)

9. bubmmotexka WHcTuTyTa HaydHOM wuH(pOpMammu 1O OOIIECTBEHHBIM HayKaMm
Poccwmiickoii akanemuun Hayk (oubmmoreka MHMOH). URL: http://www.inion.ru/
(mata oOpareHus:)

10. Hayunass OuOnmoreka MOCKOBCKOTO TOCYJapCTBEHHOTO YHUBEPCUTETa WM.
M.B. JlomonocoBa (Hayunas OmOmmorexka MI'Y). URL: http://www.nbmgu.ru/
(mata oOpareHus:)

11. Poccutickas rocynapctBenHas oubaroreka (PI'B). URL: http://www.rsl.ru/ (nara
oOparieHus:)

12. denepanbHOE TOCYAAPCTBEHHOE YUpekIeHue KylnbTypbl «locymapcTBeHHas
nyOnuyHas ucropuueckas Oubnuoreka Poccum» (I'TIMB Poccum). URL:
http://www.shpl.ru/

4.1.3. Iloka3aTe/iu ¥ KPUTEPUM OLIEHUBAHUSA KOMIIETEHIUI 110
pe3yJibTaTaM rocyJapcTBEHHOI0 IK3aMeHa, IKAJIbI X OlleHMBAHUS

IIpu arrectanuu ypoBHS CGHOPMHUPOBAHHOCTH KOMIIETEHUUH U (WJIN)
TPYJOBOTO JACUCTBUS OOY4YAIOMIMXCS Ha TOCYAApPCTBEHHOM SK3aMEHE BBICTYIAIOT
CJIEIYIOIME UX JJIEMEHTHI U pa3pab0TaH KOMILJIEKT OLIEHOYHBIX CPEJICTB:

JUist  ycTaHoBIieHUsS YpOBHS C(OPMUPOBAHHOCTH KOMIETEHUUH U (WJIN)
TPYAOBOI'O JEHCTBUS OOYyYaroIMXCs Ha FOCYJapCTBEHHOM JK3aMEHE pa3padOTaHbI
CJIEIyIOLIME KPUTEPUH OLEHKH PE3YJIbTaTOB IOCYIapCTBEHHOIO HK3aMEHa!

No TTokaszarenu Komu- | O6mas
n/_n Kputepuu onieHkun YeCcTBO | OLICHKA
OaJUIOB
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1. [TonHOTA PaCKpBITHS BOITPOCOB MIPEACTABJICH 10 0-10
9K3aMEHAIIMOHHOT O Ousera | YacCTUYHO MPECTaBICH 7
BBITMIOJTHEHHSI PAKTUYECKOTO 3a/1aHus HE [IPEACTaBIICH 0

2. AprymMeHTUpOBaHHOCTh OTBETa IIPEJICTaBJIEH 10 0-10
oOyuaromerocs YaCTUYHO IMPEeJICTaBJIeH l

HE MPeJICTaBIICH 0

3. CrocoOGHOCTh aHAJIM3UPOBATH u MpeICTaBJICH 10 0-10
CpaBHUBATL PpPa3IMYHBIC IIOAXOABI K YaCTUYHO IIPEJICTABIICH 7
PEIIEHUIO TIOCTaBIEHHOH IPOOIIEMBI He IPE/CTABICH 0

4, ['oToBHOCTH OOywaromerocsi OTBeYaTh MpeJICTaBICH 10 0-10
Ha  OOHNOJHHUTCIBHBIC BOIPOCHI 11O YJaCTUYHO IIPEACTaBICH 7
CYIIECTBY SK3aMEHAIIMOHHOTO OuieTa He TPE/ICTABIIEH 0

5. Hasbixku 3aIUATHI CcOOCTBEHHBIX MpEJICTaBICH 10 0-10
HAy4YHBIX MJAEH, MPEIOKCHHMH M | YaCTUYHO MPEIICTABJICH 7
pEeKOMEeH 1 HE MPEJICTaBIICH 0

6. OO0wmuii ypoBeHb KYJIbTYphl OOLIEHUS IIpeJICTaBJIEeH 10 0-10

YaCTUYHO MPEJICTaBJICH 7
HE MPEeJICTaBIICH 0

1. ['oToBHOCTB K IPAKTHYECKON IIpe/ICTaBJIEeH 10 0-10
JESTEIIbBHOCTH B YCIOBHUSX PHIHOYHOMN
HYKOHOMHUKH, WU3MEHEHUS npu
HEO00XOIMMOCTHU HanpaBieHns | oC O TPEACTaBIcH !
MpoPECCHOHAIBHON  JIESITEIbHOCTH B
paMKax HpeﬂMeTHOﬁ obnactu 3HaHHI>'I, HE IPEACTABICH 0
YMEHUH 1 MPAKTUYECKUX HABBIKOB

8. YMenune pa3pabarbIBaTh yMeeT 10 0-10
PEKOMEHAANNH | TTPEIIOKEHUS

yMeeT (pparMeHTapHO 7
HE yMeeT 0

9. HaBbIku ¥ ONBIT IPUMEHEHNS 3HAHUN B o0nagaroT 10 0-10

TpaKTHike 00J1a1a10T YaCTUYHO 7
He 00J1a1ar0T 0
10. | Y™menue HOJIKPEIUIATh OTBET YMEET 10 0-10
pUMEpaMH U3 MPAKTHKH yMeeT parMeHTapHO 7
HE YMEEeT 0
Hroro: 0-100
P€3y.HBTaTBI TroCyaapCTBCHHOI'O 9K3aM€Ha OIIpCACIIAIOTCSA OLCHKaMH

«COTIIMYHO», «XOPOUIO», «KYAOBJICTBOPHUTCIILHO», «HCYAOBJIICTBOPUTCILHO.

Kpurepun oinenkn cpopMUpPOBAaHHOCTH KOMMETEHIUMH W (WJIM) TPYAOBOIO
NENCTBUS 00yUarOUINXCs HAa TOCYJapCTBEHHOM DK3aMEHE:

Ne
KoanuecTBo 0a1710B Onenka
n/n
1. 81-100 «OTInYHO»
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2. 66-80 «XopomIoy»
51-65 «Y TOBJIETBOPUTEILHO

w

4, >50 «HeynoBiaeTBOpHUTEIIBHOY

4.2. BoinyckHasi KBaJu(puKanuoHHas padora

4.2.1. TpeOoBaHusI K OPraHU3aUM U NpoBeaeHuIo 3amuTsl BKP

Omnpenensarorcss  [lonoxkenueM o0 TPOBENEHUH TOCYJapCTBEHHONM HWTOrOBOM
aTTecTallud 10 00pa3oBaTelbHBIM IPOrpaMMaM CPEIHEro MPO(ECCHOHAIBHOTO U
BbICILIET0 00pa3oBaHMsI — MporpaMmam OakajiaBpuara, IporpaMMaM CHelUaInTeTa U
nporpaMMaM MarucTpatypel B ['ocynapCcTBEHHOM aBTOHOMHOM O0pa3oBaTeIbHOM
YUPEXJIEHUU BBICIIETO OOpa3oBaHMsi ropoaa MockBbl «MOCKOBCKUII TOpOACKON
[1€JarOTUYECKUN YHUBEPCUTET.

4.2.2. lTopsiaok noarorosku BKP

[TonrotoBka BKP ocymecTBisiercss B COOTBETCTBUM € MeTOIUYECKUMU
pekoMeHaamusaMu 1o noaroropke BKP, yTBepkAeHHbIMH y4YE€HBIM COBETOM
WHCTUTYTa TYMaHHUTAPHBIX HAyK (MPOTOKOJ 3acemaHus oT «11» mapra 2026 r. Ne§)
(ITpunoxxenue).

4.2.3. Ilepeuennr Tem BKP

ITepeuenb Tem BKP yTBepK/1eH yUeHBIM COBETOM MHCTUTYTA T'YMAaHUTAPHBIX

HayK (TIPOTOKOJI 3aceiaHust OT «26» HosIOpst 20251, Ne4).

1. Peanmuzanus wmotuBa Oe3ymuss B pomanax H. Illycrepmana «besnna
Yemnenmpxepa» u P. O3exku «Kaura Gopsl u mycToTs».

2. CnoBooOpazoBarenbHbie MOJieNH live-cienra (Ha mpumepe ctpumMoB Twitch).

3. Tlpeuenentrrie peHOMEHBI U UX poib B ¢paHTE3M Jxopmka P.P. Maptuna «Urpst
IIPECTOJIOBY.

4. JIMHTBUCTHYECKHE CPEJCTBA pealM3alui AyaJbHOCTH apXETHUIMUYECKUX 00pa3oB
MIPOTarOHUCTOB B aMepUKaHCKOM cepuaie «HacTtosuil 1eTeKTuB» (Ha puMepe
MEPBOIO CE30HA).

5. KoMMyHUKaTHBHBIC CTpaTeTMd W TaKTHKH aHTHUITAPTU3aHCKOW HAIMCTCKOU
MPOTIaraHjibl Ha PyCCKOM M HEMEIIKOM SI3BIKAX.

6. Kunematorpadudeckue MoTuBsl B pomane C. Pymiau «3o0m0Toi 1oM».

7. Cnemuduka aHTJIOS3BIYHBIX 3aWMCTBOBAHHI B COBPEMEHHOM PYCCKOSI3BIYHOM
PR-nuckypce.

8. IlIpoOnemHBIE acmeKThl TEPEBOJIa TEKCTA MPOU3BEACHUS JETCKOW JIMTEPATyPHI C
aHTJIMIICKOTO Ha PYCCKUM S3bIK C MOMOIIBIO HelpoceTu (Ha npumepe «Moapu
[Tormmuucey [Tamensr Tpasepc).

9. JIMHTBOCTUIIMCTUYECKHE OCOOEHHOCTH COBPEMEHHOTO AHTJIOSI3bIYHOIO POMaHa
HanpaBieHuss New Adult (Ha mpumepe pomaHoB «l'umoresa J0OBU» Aju
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10.

11.
12.

13.

14,
15.

16.

17.

18.

19.

20.

21,
22,

23.

24,

25,

26.

217.

28.

29.

30.

31.

XeizenByn, «Ot JlykoBa ¢ m060Bbio» Mapuansl 3amatel, «Bcé 3akoHYMTCS Ha
Hac» Konun ['yBep).

[IparmaiuHrBUCTUYECKHE  OCOOCHHOCTH  peajiu3allii  MaHUITYJISITUBHOIO
BO3JICIICTBUS B IECEHHBIX TEKCTAX 3J10/1ceB J(MCHES HA aHTJIMHACKOM SI3BIKE.
PenpesenTtanus oOpasa Bpara B mucbMax ¢ ppoHToB BTOpOi MHUpOBOI BOMHBEI.
OcobOenHoctu (HOPMHUPOBAHUSI BTOPUYHOM SI3BIKOBOM JIMYHOCTH TOCPEICTBOM
MIECEHHOT'0 TEKCTA.

JIuHrBucTHYECKHE OCOOEHHOCTH  PYCCKOSA3BIYHOM 51 AHIJIOA3BIYHON
DKOJIOTHYECKOM PEKIIAMBI: CPABHUTEIBHBIN aHAIU3.

Oco0eHHOCTH YIOTPeOICHUS aHTTUIIU3MOB B PYCCKOSI3bIYHOM JIUCKYPCE MOJIBI.
CeMaHTHYECKHE  TapaMeTpbl  TJArojbHOrO  MpeAuKaTa  Kak  CIoco0
KOHCTPYHUPOBAHUS IreHjepa (Ha MaTepualie aHTJIMACKUX CKa30K).

CrocoObl  penpe3eHTalMi HOBBIX T'€HAEPHBIX MOJEIEl B COBPEMEHHBIX
aHrnoA3paHbIX CMU.

KoMMyHUKaTHBHBIE CTPATETHHU M TAKTUKH B CO3IaHUH 00pa3a MpoyKTa B Meiia-
TEKCTaXx.

JIuarsucTuyeckue 0COOEHHOCTH TEKCTOB ABUAIMOHHO-TEXHUYECKON
HAIpPaBJIEHHOCTHU U CIIOCOOBI UX MEPEBO/A C aHTTIUICKOTO Ha PYCCKUIM SI3BIK.
Oco0eHHOCTH XyJIOKECTBEHHOTO BpeMmeHu B pomane [[. Meiicona «CeBepHblit
Jecy.

AJUTI03MM B MOJIOJIEKHBIX aHIJIOS3BIUHBIX cepuaiax M CIocoObl UX MepeBojia Ha
PYCCKUU SI3BIK.

Crnenuduxa 6putanckoro cienra XXI Beka (Ha mpumepe cepuania “Skins”).
CTuiucTu4ecKue OCOOEHHOCTM KOMMYECKOro JucKypca (Ha Marepuale
PYCCKOSI3bIYHOTO U aHTJIOA3BIYHOTO CTEHAAMNA).

Cneunduka opranuszanuu croxxkera B pomanax K. Bonneryra «boiiHs HOMep
sath» U J[k.C. @oepa «XKyTko rpoMKo u 3ampeieIbHO OJIU3KOY.

OcoOeHHOCTH perpe3eHTaluu KEeHCKUX o00pa3oB B mpousBeneHusix @. C.
Ouiypkepanbaa (Ha npumepe pomana « Houb HexkHa» U Maioil PoO3bl aBTOPA).
MotuB aBoitHO# *ku3HU B pomaHax O. Yaitnna «Iloptper Jopuana I'pesi» u b.1.
Onnuca «AMEpUKaHCKUI TICUXO0MaT.

OO6pa3bl «peBymux aBaanareix» B pomanax D.C. dwurypkepanpna «Bemukuit
[1com» u Y. Bo «Mep3kast mioTe.

Crunuctuyeckue (pyHKIMU ajNIMTEpaliu, OBTOpa U PU(MBI B AHTJIOSI3BIYHON
[IEYaTHOM peKIIame.

MoTuB Urpbl B YHUBEPCUTETCKUX poMaHax «TavHas ucropus» [JoHHsl TapTTr 1
«CnoBHO MEI 31051em» M.JI. Pno.

Crneunduka TpO3BUIIHBIX HOMUHALUKA OpYyXusi BTopoil MHpOBOl BOWHBI B
PYCCKOM, aHTJIMACKOM M HEMELIKOM SI3bIKaX.

Crunuctuyeckue OCOOEGHHOCTH KHHONEpeBoJa (HAa MaTepuane HayyHo-
dantactnyeckux (uabmoB «berymmuit mo nesBuio» u «berymmit mo Je3BuIO
2049»).

JlunrBokynbTypHas crenupuka peun repoeB B ¢uiabmax [as Puum kak
OTpaXK€HHE COLMAIBHOIO MOJOKEHUS: OCOOCHHOCTH Mepelaydl UMILTUIIUTHOTO
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32.
33.

34,

35.

36.

37.
38.

39.
40.

41.

42.

43.

44,

45.
46.

CMBbICIIA.
Kenckue o6passl B «lllokomanHoit Terpamorumn» Jx. Xappuc.

JIMHTBUCTHYECKHE  CMOCOOBI  pENpe3eHTAallud MPOHMM M capka3ma B
AHTJIOA3BIYHEIX TEKCTAX ITOM-KOMITO3UIMH 2020-X ro10B.

MotuB momyanusa B pomane [Ix. C. @oepa «KyTKO rpoMKO M 3ampeiesibHO
OJIU3KOY.

JlekoHCTpyKITus >kaHpa BecTepHa B rpaduueckoit antonoruu "The Big Book of
Weird Wild West" JI)xona Yoaiiiena.

SA3bIKOBas penpe3eHTalus KyJbTypHBIX KOJOB B TekcTax rpymmsl “Twenty One
Pilots™.

Ponp sxdpacuca B pomane M. [Ipunca «Jlatuauctkay.

SI3BIKOBBIE  OCOOCGHHOCTHU  AHTJIOSI3BIYHOTO W PYCCKOSI3BIUHOTO  JIUCKypca
COLMAIBHON PEKIIAMBI.

Jlexcuko-cemantuueckoe nose “Love” B Tekctax ucnonautens The Weeknd.
JucKypc MENaHXOJIMM B CKAaHJWHABCKOM M aMEpPUKAHCKOW MOAPOCTKOBOM
mureparype XX-XXI Beka.

TpynHocTH amanTauuyd FOMOPUCTUYECKOTO TEKCTa M3 AHIVIOA3BIYHBIX CEPUATIOB
IIPU NIEPEBOJE AJISI PYCCKOSI3bIYHOM ayIUTOPUM.

Crunuctudyeckue 0COOEHHOCTU POK-IMCKYypca (Ha MaTepuale MeceH PoK-TPYIIbI
Muse).

S3bikoBbie ocobeHHocTH unuoctuiisa Jx. Cadpana Poepa (Ha martepuane
pomaHOB «XKyTKO rpOMKO U 3anpeiebHo 01n3ko» U «lloHas MLTIOMUAHAITISY ).
OYHKIIMOHUPOBAHUE MEIUIMHCKOW TEPMUHOJOTMM B  AHIJIOSI3BIYHOM U
HEMEIIKOS3bIYHOM UHTEPHET-IUCKYPCE.

CBoeoOpasue xponotona B pomane Y. Jlukkenca «J/loMOu 1 Cbiny.
Jlexcuko-cemantuueckoe noje “Fashion” B pomane JI. BaiicGeprep “The Devil
Wears Prada”.
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IIpunoxenue

YTBEPXIEHO

Ha 3aceJaHMH YYEHOI'0 COBETa
HHuCcTUTYyTa TyMaHUTAPHBIX HAYK
«11» mapra 2026 r.

MeToanuyeckue peKoMeH aluu
110 MOATOTOBKE
BbIIYCKHOM KBAJTH(PUKALMOHHON Pad0ThI
AJIM 00y4AKIIMXCH 110 IPOrpaMMamM 0akajiaBpuara,
NporpamMMamM MarucTparypbl
HHCTUTYTA TYMAHUTAPHBIX HAYK
TI'ocyrapcTBEeHHOI0 aBTOHOMHOI0 00Pa30BaTeIbLHOI0 YUpPeKACHUS
BbICIIEr0 00pa3oBaHus ropoaa MocKBbI
«MOCKOBCKHH rOPOJACKOM NEAArOri4eCKuil YHUBEPCUTED)

Mocksa, 2026
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Conep:xkanue

Paznen 1. Ilopsimok BeIOOpa TEMBbI M TOJITOTOBKHU BBIMTYCKHOM KBaTU(UKAITMOHHON PabOTHI.
Paznen 2. UccinenoBarenbCkuii BU BBITYCKHON KBaJTM(PUKAIIMOHHOM pabOThI.

Paznen 3. [IpoekTHBIN BU BBITYCKHON KBaTU(DUKAIIMOHHONW PAOOTHI.

Pazpnen 4. TpeboBanus kK 0hOpPMIICHUIO BBITYCKHON KBATU(UKAIIMOHHON paOOTHI.

Paznen 5. IlpaBuna npuMEHEHMS T€HEPATMBHOIO HCKYCCTBEHHOIO WHTEJUIEKTA IIpU
noarotoBke BKP.
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Paspnen 1. llopsaaok BbIOOpa TeMbI M IOATOTOBKH
BbINIYCKHOM KBAJIM(PUKAITUOHHON PadoThI

1. Beimycknas kBanmudukanmonHas padorta (manee — BKP) mpencrarisier coboi
CaMOCTOSITENIbHOE,  JIOTUYECKH  BBICTPOEHHOE W 3aKOHYEHHOE  HCCIEIOBaHUE,
npeajararoniee pelneHne akTyalbHOM HayYHOU /UK TIPAKTUYECKOM 3aauH.

2. Tema BKP ¢opmynupyercss B COOTBETCTBHH C HAalpaBlIEHUEM MOJATOTOBKU U
HaIpaBJICHHOCTHIO (TMpoduiaeM) 00pa3oBaTENbHOW MPOTPaMMbl U yYTBEPKIACTCS
pacHopsKEHUEM JTUPEKTOpa MHCTUTYTAa HE MO3JHEE YEeM 3a LIECTh MECALEB J0 Hayaia
rocyJIapCTBEHHOM UTOroBoM arrecramuu (naiee — ['MA).

3. OOyuaromuiics 1Mo coriacoBaHuio ¢ pykoogutenem BKP moxeT mpenioxuTs
ceoro temy BKP B ciyuae 00OCHOBaHUS 11€J1€COOOPA3HOCTH €€ pa3padOTKu ISt
MPAKTUYECKOTO TMPUMEHEHHS B COOTBETCTBYIOIIEH o0mactu MpodecCHOHATBHON
JeSTeIbHOCTH U/UITM HA KOHKPETHOM O00BEKTE MPOPECCHOHAIBHOMN IS TEIBHOCTH.

4. TloaroroBka BKP ocymiecTBisieTcs B COOTBETCTBUM C KaJCHAAPHBIM ILJIAHOM
BeinosineHuss BKP (Ilpunoxenue 1), paspaboTaHHBIM M TOANMUCAHHBIM O0YYaIOMIUMCS U
pykoBoguteneM BKP u yTBep:KI€HHBIM PYKOBOJUTEIEM BBITYCKAIOIIETO JeNapTaMEHTa
UHCTUTYTA.

5. Ilpu moxarotoke m 3amure BKP oOyuaromuiicss 7eMOHCTpUPYET CIICIYIOIINE
CIIOCOOHOCTH:

CaMOCTOSITEJILHO BECTH HayUHbIN MOUCK (KCCIIeI0BaHUE);

OMPENIENATh KPYT HAYYHOU JIMTEPATYPhl U HCTOUHUKOB;

BBISBJISITh MPOOJIEMBI B HCCIAEAYEeMOW 00JIACTM W OMNpEeNessiTh CTpaTeruu HUX
pelieHus;

CTaBUTh 33Ja4d M OOECNeyrBaTh WX IOCJIEIOBATEIBLHOE PEIIEHUE IMOCPEACTBOM
IPUMEHEHUSI HAyYHO 0OOCHOBAaHHBIX METOJIOB;

(GbopMyIMpOBaTh BBIBOJIBI B COOTBETCTBUU C IMOCTABJICHHBIMH IIEJbI0 U 3aJadyaMu
UCCIIEOBAHUS.

6. Crenenr  aBrOopctBa BKP  mpoBepsiercss yepe3  cucteMy  TEKCTOBBIX
3aMMCTBOBaHUN «AHTUIIaruat». ABTop BKP Hecer mNoiHYyH0 OTBETCTBEHHOCTH 3a
CaMOCTOSITEIILHOCTh M JIOCTOBEPHOCTH CBOEH pabOTHI.

7. Ilpouent aBTopckoro tekcta BKP cocrasmuser:

JUTsl ypoBHS OakanaBpuaTa — He MeHee 60%;

JUJIs. YPOBHSI Maructparypsl — He meHee 70%.

8.IlogrotoBiieHHbie W O(QOpPMIICHHBIE B COOTBETCTBUU ¢ TpeOoBanusimu BKP,
crpaBka 00 o0beMe 3aMMCTBOBAHUN M aHHOTALUS MPEIOCTABISIOTCS B BBIMYCKAIOIINI
JenapTaMeHT UHCTUTYTa (CPOK — HE MO3JHEE TPeX Helelb 10 AaThl 3amuTel BKP):

B JICKTPOHHOM BHJIE — JJIA IPOBEPKU U pa3MelleHUs] Ha caiiTe oOpa3oBaTelIbHOM
OpraHu3alluy;

B OyMa)KHOM BHJI€ (TBEPBIN MEPEIIET) — ISl MPEOCTABICHUS B TOCYAAPCTBEHHYIO
AK3aMEHAIMOHHYIO0 KOMUCCHIO.

9. Bunsr BKP:

VICCJIEI0BATEIIBCKHUE;
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ITPOEKTHBIE.
Paznen 2. UccienoBareibCKMd BU/I BHINYCKHOM KBAJTU(PUKANUOHHOI padoThI

1. UccnenoBarensckue BKP mpeacraBisitor coboif OTYET O CaMOCTOSITENIBHO
CIUTAHUPOBAHHOM U MTPOBEJICHHOM 00YYaIOIUMCSI HAYyYHOM UCCJIEIOBAaHUU, B TOM YHUCIIE O
MOJIYYCHHBIX PE3yJbTaTax M MX HHTEPIpPETAlH, BBIBOJAX, KOTOPHIE IO3BOJMIN ObI
pacIIMpUTh 3HAHUS 00 M3y4aeMbIX MPOOIEeMax U BO3MOKHBIX IMyTAX UX PELICHUS.

2. TpeOoBanus k uccineaopareabckum BKP:

COOTBETCTBHE TeMBI conepxkannio BKP;

IUIAHUPOBAHKE 3TAIIOB UCCIIEI0BAHMS;

JIOTUYECKAs MOCIEI0BATENbHOCTh B U3JI0)KEHUH MaTepuara;

OTCYTCTBUE KOMIWISITUBHOCTH;

HaJIM4KMe HAYYHOU W/WJTU IPAKTUYECKON 3HAYMMOCTH MPOBEIACHHOTO HCCIICIOBAHUS;

odopmieHHslit B cooTBeTcTBUU ¢ [[OCT HayuyHO-CIIpaBOYHBIH anmapar.

3. Pexomenayemsbiit 00beM uccienoparenbckux BKP:

JUTst ypoBHs OakanaBpuata — 60-80 crpanwuir;

Ju1st ypoBHst Maructparypbl — 80-130 ctpanui.

4. Ctpykrypa uccienoparenbckoii BKP:

TUTYJIbHBIN JIUCT;

COJIEp>KaHHUE;

BBEJICHME;

OCHOBHAsl 4acTh (IOMyCKaeTcs JEJNEHUE Ha TJaBbl, BKIIOYAIOMIKE naparpadbl, WM
Ha pa3fielbl, KOTOpbIE HE TPEOYIOT JIeJIeHUsl Ha naparpadnl);

3aKJIIOYEHUE;

CIIUCOK MCTOYHUKOB (MPU HATUYUH);

CITUCOK JINTEPATYPHI;

MPWIOKEHUS (TIPU HATTUYHH).

5. TutynbHbId JUCT siBsieTcsi mepBod crpanunied BKP u ciyxuT mcrtouHukom
uH(popMaIi, He0OX0IUMOI 1715 TorcKa U 00paboTku nokymenta ([Ipunoxenue 2, 3).

6. ConmepkaHue TMpEACTaBIsIET CO00M TMepedyeHb CTPYKTypHbIX eauHul; BKP ¢
yKa3aHUEM CTpPaHHUII, Ha KOTOPhIX OHU pa3menieHbl ([Ipunoxenue 4).

TpeboBanus K 0OPMIICHUIO COACPIKAHUS:

ryaBbl (pa3zaensl), naparpadbl HyMepyroTCs apaOCKUMU UPpaMu;

Ha3BaHUs aB (pa3zaenoB), naparpadoB B COAEPKAHUM JTOHKHBI TOYHO MOBTOPSTH
Ha3BaHUs TJIaB (paszesioB), maparpadoB B TEKCTE (COKpaIlleHUe WM U3MEHEHUE Ha3BaHUM
r1aB (pa3zesnon), maparpadoB He A0MyCKaeTcs);

NocJieTHeE CJI0BO B HA3BaHUU IJ1aB (pa3/ienioB), maparpaoB COCUHSIIOT OTTOYUEM C
COOTBETCTBYIOIIUM €MY HOMEPOM CTPaHUIIbI B PABOM CTOJIONE COJIEP KAHMUSI.

[Tpunoxenus (Mpu HATWMYKUK) JODKHBI OBITH TiepeunciieHsbl B coaepxkanuu BKP c
YKa3aHHEM UX HOMEPOB U CTPAHMUII.

Hywmepamus crpanui] Bo Bcem Tekcte BKP (Bxurouast mpuiioxkeHus) JoMKHA OBITH
CKBO3Hasl.
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7. Bo BBenenuu nccnenoparenbcko BKP 006s13aTenbHO yKa3bIBatOTCS (BBIIETSIOTCS
MOJTY>KUPHBIM HIPUGTOM):

AKTYaJIbHOCTb TeMbl UCCJICIOBAHNS;

CTeleHb ee pa3padoTaAHHOCTH;

00bEKT M MpeaMeT UCCIeTOBAHNS;

neJb U 3a1a4u;

000CHOBaHME/aHAJIU3 UCTOYHMKOBOM 0a3bl (MPY HAJTMYNHN);

METOA0JI0THA U METOAbI HCCJICJOBAHNS;

TeopeTu4ecKasi /UM NPaKTU4ecKasi 3HAYUMOCTh PadoThI;

anpodauus pe3yJbTATOB MCCIE0BAHUSA (IPU HAIUYUN);

HHOe (ecnu TMpPeIyCMOTPEHO MPOPMIBHOCTBIO TMOATOTOBKH —0O0YyYaroIIerocs
(HanmpuMep, XPOHOJIOTMYECKUE W/WIM  TEPPUTOPUAIBHBIE PaMKHA  HMCCIEIOBAHMS,
MIPUMEHSEMBIN TOHATUMHBIA anmnapar, IMEPEYNCIICHUE HCIIOJIb3yEMBIX COKpALIEHUW |
T.IL.)).

8. OcHoBHas 4acTh uccienoBatenbckoit BKP nomkHa BriItouaTs HE MeHee 2-X TJaB,
KaXkJasi U3 KOTOPBIX COCTOMT HE MeHee, ueM u3 2-X maparpadoB. B ciayuae neneHust Ha
pazzensl — He MeHee 4 pa3zelioB.

9. I'maBs1 1 maparpadsl/pa3ienbl coaepxar:

MOCJEAOBATEIbHOE  W3JIOKEHHUE  MaTepualoB, COOTBETCTBYIOIIMX  3Tamnam
uccienoBanus (popmMyIupoBKa JOIKHA COOTHOCUTHCS C 11e1bi0 U 3a1auamu BKP);

obocHoBanue no3unnu aBropa BKP no uccnegyemoit npodieme;

ONMHMCAHWE  BBIMOJHEHHBIX  aBropoM  BKP  Teopernmueckux/mpukiiagHbIX/
anpoOalMOHHBIX UCCIIEIOBAHUM (B TOM YHCIIE€ TPUMEHSIEMBIX METOI0B HCCIIEIOBAHUS);

OLICHKY 1 00001IEHUE pe3ybTaTOB COOTBETCTBYIOIIETO 3TAIA UCCIEAOBAHUS.

10. B 3akmioueHnn ykaswiBaroTcst obmme pe3ynbtaTtel BKP, ux cooTHomenue c
LEJbI0 U 33Jja4aMU, MIPEACTABICHHBIMUA BO BBEIACHUU, (POPMYIIUPYIOTCS BBIBOJBI, a TAKKE
NPEAJIOKEHNUS] U BO3MOXKHBIE MEPCHEKTUBBI NMPUMEHEHUS IMOJIYYECHHBIX pPE3yJbTaTOB Ha
MIPAKTUKE W/HWIIW JUTsl TajdbHEer e paboThl HaJl TEMOM.

11. B npuiioskeHust TI0 corjiacoBaHuio ¢ pykoBoautesneM BKP MoryT BeIHOCUThCS:

TaOJINIIBL;

rpaduyeckue n300paxKeHus;

JIeTaJIbHbIE PAaCUEThI;

CXEMBI;

KapThl;

U T. 1.

[Tpunoxenus: JOMKHBI ObITh MPOHYMEPOBAHBI, HA KaXI0€ MPUIOKEHUE ENaeTCs
ccbka B Tekcte BKP.

[IpunokeHus: pacnoynararoT B MOPSAIAKE CCbIIOK Ha HUX B TekcTe BKP.

12. JlononuutensHo k BKP Ha ornenbHOM jucTe mnpuiiaraeTcsi aHHOTAIMS, B
KOTOPOH yKa3bIBaeTCs MpobiieMa ncciaea0BaHus, CPOPMYITMPOBAHHBIE UCCIIEIOBATEIHCKUE
BOIIPOCHI, TIPEJICTABISACTCS METOMOJIOTHS W METOJbI HCCIENOBAaHUSA, a TaKXke oOIue
pe3ynbTaThl M BBIBOJABI MO TPOBEICHHOMY HccieAaoBaHuio. OObeM aHHOTAIMHM JOJDKEH
cocTaBlsATh He Oosiee 150 crnoB. AHHOTAIMSI TOJDKHA 3aBEPIIATHCS KIFOYEBBIMH CIOBAMHU
(5-7 cios/cnoBocoueranwuii) (ITpunoxenue 5).
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Pa3znen 3. IIpoeKkTHBIN BHI BLINTYCKHON KBAJIN(UKAIMOHHON PadoThI

1. [TogroroBka mpoektHOM BKP mnpencrapnser coOoli WMHIWBHAYAIbHYIO WIIH
IPYNIOBYIO JIEATENBHOCTh OOYYalOIIMXCs, OCYIIECTBISIEMYI0O B paMKax pa3paboTKu
OpoeKTa JUIsl pelIeHUs NPUKIAAHOW NpoOsieMbl B MPOQPECCHOHAIBHOM 00y1acTH,
COOTBETCTBYIOIIEH  HAMNpPAaBJICHUIO TMOATOTOBKM W  HANpaBIEHHOCTH  (MpoQuIio)
00pa3oBaTeIbHOI MPOrPaMMBI.

NuauBrUayallbHBIA TPOEKT MPEACTaBISET CO00M HMHIMBHIYAIbHYIO pa3pabOTKy
MIPOEKTHOT'O MPOAYKTA.

['pynnoBoil NPOEKT MPEACTAaBISIET COOOM  COMIACOBAHHYIO  KOMILIEKCHYIO
pa3pabOTKy €IMHOr0 MPOEKTHOIO MPOAyKTa. B ciydae BBIIIOJHEHHS MPOEKTa TPYNHION B
Hee BKirodaercss He Ooisiee 3-x 4yenoBeK. CocTaB MPOEKTHOM TPYNIbl YTBEPKIAETCA
PYKOBOJUTEIIEM BBIITYCKAIOIIETO AeNapTaMEHTa HHCTUTYTA.

2. Tema mnpoextHoit BKP ompenensercs cnenudukoil NpPOEKTHBIX HWHHUIIMATUB
(uaeit) 1 BEIOOPOM HAWITYUIIICH W/MIIM ONTHMAJIbHON albTEPHATUBBI PeaH3allMy MPOCKTAa
Y COTJIaCOBBIBAETCS C PYKOBOJMTEINIEM BBITYCKAOIIETO JIECIapTaMEHTa HHCTUTYTA.

[TpusetcTByeTcs BhinonHeHue npoekTHeIX BKP no 3ampocy, chopmynupoBanHOMy
OpraHU3alUSIMU-3aKa3UNKAMH.

3. Pesynbrar mpoektHoii BKP — coznanue wnm neneHamnpaBieHHOE H3MEHEHHE
OTUYXJAEMOI'0 MPOEKTHOTO MTPOAYKTA.

4. TpeboBanus k nmpoekTHbIM BKP:

HaJIM4YME€ TPAKTUYECKOHM 3HAYMMOCTH MPOEKTHOrO MpoAyKTa i chepsl
npeanosaraeMo mpoeCCUOHATBHON JIESITEIbHOCTH BBIMYCKHUKA (OBITH peabHO WU
MOTEHIIMAIBHO BOCTPEOOBAHHBIM);

BBIOOp NMPOEKTHON HMHUIIMATHUBBI (MIE€H) OCYIIECTBIISIETCS Ha OCHOBE MPOEKTHOTO
aHajM3a, BKIIOYAIONIETO MAPKETUHTOBBIA AHAJU3/TEXHOJOTMYECKUN aHaIM3/aHalu3
TPYJIOBBIX (KaJApPOBBIX) PECYPCOB/MHCTUTYIIMOHATIBHBIN aHATN3, U JOJKEH ONMUPATHhCS Ha
OMyOJMKOBAaHHbIE  Hay4Hble pa0OThl  (TEOpETHYECKHEe, MPUKIAIHBIE), HAyYHbIE
uccienoBanuss (MIPOTHO3HBIC, BBIMIOJIHEHHBIE M ONMYOJWKOBaHHBIC MPU3HAHHBIMU
UCCJIeI0BATETLCKIUMH OPTaHU3AIUSAMH );

OINKCaHue pa3pabOTaHHOTO MPOEKTHOIO MPOAYKTa JOKHO OBITh MPEACTABICHO B
OTAENBHOM paszaene nmpoektHorn BKP;

B mnpoekTHOl BKP pomxHBI OBITH MNPEIIOKEHBl KPUTEPUM M METOIbl OLEHKH
3¢ (PEeKTUBHOCTU MPOEKTHOrO MPOAYKTa, MEPHI M0 MPOTHO3UPOBAHUIO U/WJIU YIIPABICHUIO
pUCKaMU;

tekcT BKP noikeH ObITh JIOTMYHO CTPYKTYPUPOBAH M HAIMKUCAH SI3bIKOM, MTOHSATHBIM
JUISl COOTBETCTBYIONIETO MPOGECCUOHAIBHOTO COOOIIECTRA.

5. Pexomenayemblit 00beM mpoekTHBIX BKP:

11t ypoBHs OakanaBpuata — 40-60 c1p.;

JUTsl ypoBHST Maructpartypsl — 60-80 cTp.

6. Ctpykrypa npoektaoit BKP:

TUTYJIbHBIN JIUCT;

COJIEpKaHHE;

101



BBEJICHHE;

aHaIu3 IPOOJIEMHON CUTYAIlUH;

MPOEKTHBIN aHAJIU3;

JIOpO’KHAs KapTa MpoeKkTa (BKJII0Yasi OMKUCAHUE MTPOCKTA);

OIMKMCAaHKE MPOEKTHOTO MPOIYKTA U Pe3yJbTaTOB €ro arpoOaluu;

3aKJII0YCHUE;

CIIMCOK UCTOYHHUKOB (TIPH HAJTUIHH)

CIIUCOK JINTEPATypPhI;

NPWIOKEHUS (PU HATUYHH).

7. TUTYABHBIA JUCT ©  coiepxkaHue O(OPMISIOTCI B  COOTBETCTBHH C
MPUWIOKEHUAMU 2-4.

8. Beenenune M0MKHO COEPKATH:

000CHOBaHHUE aKTYaJbHOCTH Pa3padOTKU U BHEAPEHUS MIPOCKTA;

eJb U 321244 NPOEKTA,;

o0uue TpedGOBAHNS K Pe3yJbTaTy NPOEKTHPOBAHHUA.

Bo BBeneHnu 0003Ha4Yar0TCs IPaHUIbI, 32 KOTOPHIE MPOEKT HE OyNIeT BBIXOIUTH,
YKa3bIBAIOTCS (DAKTOpbI, HAXOJSIIIMECS BHE KOHTPOJS aBTOpa (aBTOPOB) TPOEKTA,
CYILIECTBYIOIIUE PUCKHU, KOTOPBIE MOTYT MOBJIMATH Ha UTOTOBBIN YCIIEX MMPOEKTA.

9. AHanu3 npo6JIEeMHON CUTYaIIMH JIOJKEH COICPKATh:

TeopeTH4eCKHe OCHOBAHUSI NPOCKTHPOBAHUS — OINUCAHUE U AHAIN3
TEOPHIA/KOHIETIIINNA, C TIOMOIIBI0 KOTOPBIX MOXET OBITh paccMOTpEHa MpeaMeTHasI
00J1acTh MPOEKTA;

NpPaKTHYEeCKHEe OCHOBAHUSI TNPOEKTA — aHaIU3 pe3yJbTaTOB COBPEMEHHBIX
MCCJIEI0BAHMM B MPEIMETHON 00JIaCTH MPOEKTA.

10. [IpoexTHBIN aHATN3 COACPKHUT OMHCAHWE METOMOJOTHH BBITIOJHEHHS MPOEKTA.
Bb1600p MeTOA070TMN TPOEKTUPOBAHUS TOJIKEH 00ECTIEUNTh:

OIICHKY aJIbTEPHATUBHBIX MPOEKTHBIX MUK 1 000CHOBaHUE BHIOOPA OJHON U3 HUX;

pa3paboTKy KOHEYHOI'0 IPOEKTHOTO IIPOJIYKTAa, COOTBETCTBYIOILIETO
chopMyITMpOBaHHBIM BO BBEACHUN TPEOOBAHUSM.

11. JlopoxHasi KapTa MpOEKTa COJEPKUT TUTaH-TpaduK MPOEKTa, ONMKUCAHUE TAMOB
(cTammii) BBIMOTHEHUS TPOEKTA, IUIAHUPYEMBIX TMPOMEKYTOYHBIX M  KOHEYHBIX
pE3yNbTAaTOB.

12. B onucanuu mpoeKTHOTO MPOAYKTA U PE3yJIbTATOB €r0 anpoOaIvu MPOBOIATCS
JETaNbHBIA aHaJIM3 TMOJIYYEHHBIX pe3yJbTAaTOB, BBIABISIIOTCS CYLIECTBEHHbBIE PHUCKH,
CBSA3aHHBIE C HCIOJb30BAHWEM pPa3padOTAaHHOIO WM IIEJICHANPABIEHHO HW3MEHEHHOIO
POEKTHOTO MPOAYKTA, & TAKXKE MPEAJIaraloTCsa Mephl M0 X HUBEJIMPOBAHMUIO.

13. B 3akitoueHnnd 00O0OIIAIOTCS MOJIYYEHHBIE pPE3YJIbTaThl, IENAIOTCS BBIBOABI O
NEPCHEeKTUBAX MPUMEHEHMs/pealiu3allii  pa3padOTaHHOTO WM  LEJICHANpPABICHHO
MU3MEHEHHOr'0 MPOEKTHOIO MPOAYKTA, MPEIIaraloTcsi MEPHI MO €ro YIYUIISHHIO, TIJIaHbl 110
JaJIbHENIIEMY MTPOJBUKEHHUIO.

14. NononuutenbHo k BKP Ha oTnenbHOM JHMCTE Npuiaraercs aHHOTALUsS, B
KOTOPOM YKa3bIBACTCA:

LeJdb NPOEKTa MO CO3JaHHUI0 WIM IEJICHANPABIEHHOMY H3MEHEHHIO IMPOEKTHOTrO
MPOJIYKTA;
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KpUTEpUHU BbIOOpA MPOEKTHON MHULIMATUBEI (UICH);

MPOEKTHAs Ujiesl, MOJO0KEHHAs B OCHOBY pa3pabOTKU MPOEKTHOIO MPOAYKTa;
METO/0JI0THsl pabOThI Ha BCEX ATarnax (CTaausx) BHIMOIHEHUS IPOEKTa;

KpaTKoe onucaHue pa3paboTaHHOTO MPOEKTHOTO MPOIYKTa;

pe3ynbTaThl €ro OLEHKU U BHIBOJIBI.

O6bem anHoTanuu coctaniseT He 6onee 150 cno (Ilpunoxenue 5).

AHHOTaIUs JIOJIKHA 3aBepIIaThCA KJTFOUEBBIMU CJI0BaMu (5-7

cnos/cioBocouetanuii) (ITpumoxxenue 5).

Paznen 4. TpeboBanus k opopMieHUI0
BbINYCKHOM KBAJTM(PUKAITMOHHOM PadoThI

1. BKP BeInonHsiercs neyaTHbIM CIIOCOOOM Ha OJHOM CTOpPOHE JUcTa Oenoi Oymaru
dbopmata A4, 6€3 IepeHOCoB.

2. pudrt Times New Roman 14, iset mpudra - depHbIii, uHTEpBa - 1,5.

3. s BeIIENIEHUS B TEKCTE UCTIOIB3YETCS TOJIBKO MOMYKUPHbIN MIPUPT.

4. Tlpumensitorcs oTCTymb: JieBoe - 30 MM, npaBoe - 10 MM, BepxHee U HIkHee - 20
MM.

5. AO3alHbId OTCTYI JOJKEH OBITh OJAMHAKOBBIM 10 BceMy TekcTy BKP u pasen
1,25 cm.

6. [lepen ab3ariem 1 mociie HEro UHTEPBAJIbI HE IETAIOTCS.

7.7. Mexny uudppamu 115 00O3HAYEHUS BPEMEHHOTO Mepuoia, Iuara3oHa
CTpaHUIl Be3Jl¢ CTABUTCSA cpeaHee Tupe 0e3 mpobernoB, He Aeduc (mpumep: BEpPHOE
obo3nauenwue: 20-25; Hesepuoie: 20-25; 20 — 25).

8. 8. Mexnay OykBoi «C.» (COKpalieHUe CI0Ba «CTpaHMIA») U IMUPPON U B UHBIX
noA00HBIX ciydasx (mpumep: T. MockBa, 1970 1.) HEOOXOAMMO CTaBUTH HEPa3PHIBHBIN
npo6en Bo u3bekaHue pa3pbiBa B ’TOM MECTE CTPOKH.

9. HazBanust ocHoBHBIX CTpyKTypHBIX 35ieMeHToB BKP (BBEJAEHMUWE, I''IABbBI
(PA3JEJIBI), BAKJIFOYEHMUE) cnenyer pacnosiaraTh B cepeiMHE CTPOKU 0€3 TOUKU B
KOHIIE, IPOIMCHBIMU OYKBaMH, HE NTOTYEPKHUBAsI.

Kaxxnpiii ocHOBHOHM cTpyKkTypHbIN snemeHT BKP HaumHaroT ¢ HoBoro smcra (duepes
OMILIMIO «pa3pbIB cTpaHUIlbl»). [Taparpadpl BXOASAT B CTPYKTYpY TJIaBbl U C HOBOTO JIMCTA
HE HAaYMHAIOTCA.

10. Ha3Banus rnaBbl U naparpada, pa3MenieHHbIX Ha OJJHOW CTpaHHUIIe, OTAESIIOTCS
IpYT OT Apyra IByMs CBOOOJHBIMU CTPOKaMu ¢ MHTepBayioM 1,0.

11. Ha3panus maparpadoB ciaeAayeT HauMHATh ¢ ab3alHOTO OTCTyNa U pa3MeniaTh
MocJie MOPSIIKOBOIO HOMEpA, MevaTaTh ¢ IPOMUCHONW OYKBBI, MOIY>KUPHBIM IpU(TOM, HE
MOTYEPKUBATh, 0€3 TOUKU B KOHIIE.

Ilpumep:
I'JIABA 1. TEOPETUYECKHUE OCHOBBI PAZBUTHUS TTHA

1.1 'MA xkak HHCTPYMEHT BHEIIHEr0 KOHTPOJIsI KauecTBAa 00pa3oBaHus
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Texkct Tekcr TexkceT Tekct Tekcer Teker Texet Tekct Tekcer Texker Tekcr.

12. Hymepanus rias (pa3nenoB) BKP ckBosnas, Hymeparius naparpadoB CKBO3Has
B npenenax riaassl BKP.

13. Crpannniet BKP  cnenyer wymepoBarh apaOckumu mudpaMu, CoOJ01as
CKBO3HYIO HyMEpaIuio TI0 BCEMY TEKCTY, BKITIOUas TIPUIIOKEHHUSI.

Howmep cTpaHUIIBI MPOCTABISAETCS B MPABOM BEPXHEM YTIIy CTPAHUIIBI O€3 TOUKH.

Homep cTpaHuilel Ha TUTYJIBHOM JINCTE W COJACPKAHWU HE CTaBUTCSA. Hymeparus
CTPaHWI] HAYWHACTCS C JINCTA BBEJACHUS (KaK MPaBWIIO, C TPETHEH CTPAHUIIBI).

14. IludpoBoii maTepuan AOMKEH OGOpPMIATECS B Buiae Tabmui. TaGmuiisl
MPUMEHSIOT I HATJSIAHOCTA W yA0OCTBa CpaBHEHHS IMOKa3aTeled W O(OpMIISIOTCS B
CJIETYIOIIEM MOPSIKE:

TaONMIly CJIEAyeT pacroyiaraTh HEMOCPEACTBEHHO IOCIE TEKCTa, B KOTOPOM OHa
YIIOMHHAETCS BIIEPBBIC, WU Ha CIIEAYIOIICH CTPaHUIIE;

Ha Bce Tabnuibl B TekcTe BKP 10mKHBI OBITH CCBHUIKHM, TIPU CCBUIKE CIEAYET YKa3aTh
CJIOBO «TabnuIa» u ee HoMep (Harpumep, Tadnuina 1);

HAaMMEHOBAaHUE TaOJMIIBl JIOJDKHO OTpa)xxaTh €€ COJAep)KaHue, ObITh TOYHBIM H
KpaTKUM, €ro CieIyeT MoMemniaTh HaJ Tabmuiel ciieBa, 6e3 ab3alHOrO OTCTYyNa B OJIHY
CTPOKY C €¢ HOMEPOM 4epe3 TUPE;

HyMmepalus Tabaul] — ckBo3Has 1o Tekcty BKP.

Ilpumep:
Taomuna 1 — HanmeHoBanue TaOIAIIBI

15. Unmoctpanuu (depTexu, rpaduk, CXeMbl, TuarpamMmbl, (GOTOCHUMKA U T.I1.)
cnenyet pacnojiarats B Tekcre BKP, rie onn ynomuHaroTcs BepBble, WA Ha CIEAYIOLIEH
cTpanuiie (1o BO3MOXXHOCTHU OJIHKE K COOTBETCTBYIONUM dacTsim BKP).

Ha Bce wmmoctpanimu B BKP nomksHbl ObITh JaHbl cchUlkU. [Ipu  cchuike
HEOOXOJIMMO MHCaTh CJIOBO «PUCYHOK» M €ro HOMEp, HAalpUMEp: «B COOTBETCTBUH C
PUCYHKOM 1» M T.A., HyMepanus — cKkBo3Has 1o tekcty BKP.

HanmenoBaHue pucyHKa pacnoJiaratoT B LIEHTPE MO PUCYHKOM 0€3 TOUKH B KOHIIE
B cieaytomeM (opmare: cioBo «PUCYHOK», €ro HOMEp W 4epe3 THUpEe HAUMEHOBaHUE
PUCYHKA.

Ilpumep:
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6 - 5.00 (5%)
5 - 26.00 (25%)

N\

7-18.00 (17%)

ot
mEEa

4-12.00 (11%]
1-10.00 (10%)

2-4.00 (4%)

3 -30.00 (29%)

Pucynok 1 — HaumenoBanue pucyHka

Ecnin HanMeHOBaHME pPHUCYHKa COCTOMT W3 HECKOJIBKHUX CTPOK, TO €ro CJexyeT
3aMuChIBaTh Yepe3 OJAMH MEKCTPOUYHBIM MHTepBal. HanMeHOBaHHE pUCYHKAa MPUBOJISAT C
POINUCHON OYyKBBI 0€3 TOUKM B KOHIE. [lepeHoc CoB B HaMMEHOBAHUH TPapUUYECKOTO
MaTepHalia He JOMyCKaeTCsl.

16. Vcnonb3yembie B BKP uctounuku (mpu HaIM4uu) U JIUTEpATypa AOJHKHBI ObITh
OTpa)X€Hbl B TIOJICTPOYHBIX CCBhUIKaX (CHOCKax), Mpu OMOPMICHUH KOTOPBIX CIEAyeT
pykoBoactBoBathcsi ['OCT P 7.0.5-2008 «bubnuorpaduueckas ccpuika. OOrime
TpeOOBaHMS U MIPABUIIA COCTABJICHUSI .

17. TloacTpouHble CChUIKM (CHOCKH) Ha ucnoib3dyembie B BKP MaTepuaibl 10omKHbI
OBITH BBITIOJTHEHBI ABTOMATHYCCKH, C TOCTPAHWIHOW HyMepanued (CChIIKA Ha KaKIOoh
CTpaHMIEe HauMHAOTCA ¢ 1), Keryb — 12; maTepBan — 1, 6e3 ab3aHOro OTCTYIIA.

18. B texcre BKP 3amsras, Touka ¢ 3amsaToOM, ABOCTOYME U TOYKA CTABATCS IOCIC
3Haka CcChUIKM (CHOCKM): ...%, ...%; ...% ... BompocuTenbHBIl MM BOCKIMIATEIHHBIN
3HAKU, MHOTOTOYME ¥ KABBIUKM CTaBATCA IEpe]] 3HAKOM cchuiky (cHockm): ...?2% . 1t .1

oot

Ilpumepvr  opopmaenus noOCmMpPOUHBIX CCBLIOK (CHOCOK) HA UCMOYHUKU U
aumepamypy:

Monorpaduu
1 ABpex A. S. Ilapu3sm u TpeTbentonbekas cucreMa. M., 1966. C. 48.

Crarbu B :KypHajIax
2 CmupnoB U. U. Cranosnenue mapinamentapusma // Bectauk Cankt-IlerepOyprckoro yHuBEpCHTETA.
Uctopus. 2008. T. 56. Bem. 3. C. 330-336
3 NaBwi0B A. FO. CBO6OHAs Koonepanus B Poccun (10 okTsa6ps 1917) // Bonpock! nctopuu. 1996. Ne 1.
C. 29.

CraTrbu U3 COOPHUKOB
! Tepopr ®. 5. BHyTpeHHss HOIUTHKA IEPBOTO PYCCKOTo UMIepaTopa / POMaHOBBI: akTyaIbHbIE
HarpasJieHus uccaeaoanuii / ots. pea. H. M. 3otos. CII6., 2012. T. 3. C. 169.

JAucceprauuu
2 Maxkcumos K. B. Monapxudeckoe aprkenue B Poccun: 1905-1917 rr. (Ha maTepuanax Y pumckoit
ryOepHHHM) : TUC. ... KaH[. UCT. HayK. M., 2004. 131 c.
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ABTOpedepaTsl JUccepTaLMil
3 Pomos P. B. ®paxknuu nipaBbix B | T'ocynapcteennoit yme (1907—-1912) : aBToped. auc. ... kaH.
uct. Hayk. M., 2003. 30 c.
I'azeTnl
4 Cesepnblif kpaii. 1907. 23 mapTa. Ne 54.
ApXHUBHBbIE MATEPHUAJIbI
S TocynapcTBenHbIi apxus Poccuiickoiit @enepanun (TAP®). ®. 26. Om. 2. J1. 1765. J1. 1.

DJIEKTPOHHBbIE PecypcChl

® Cmupros A. 1. Undopmanmonnas robammsanus 1 Poccus [DneKTpoHHEIH pecypc] : BHI30BBI U
BO3MOKHOCTH. M., 2005. 1 1. ont. guck (CD-ROM).

CraTbu U3 JIEKTPOHHBIX KYPHAJIOB
" I'myxapes H. H. ®opmupoanne o6pazos 6ymymero 8 CCCP B 1920-e . // Genesis: HCTOpHYECKHE
uccnenosanus. 2024. Ne 1. C. 28-43. URL: https://www.e-notabene.ru/hr/contents_2024 1.html. [lara
myomukaruu: 15.01.2024.

CTaTbHu B MeYaTHLIX H3TIaHUAX, HUMCIOIIHNX IJICKTPOHHYIO BEPCHIO
8 MocrkoBckast A. A., bepennse A. A., Mocksuna A. 0. Mexnay conuanbHbIM M SKOHOMHUYECKUM
OmaroM: KOH(IUKT TPOEKTOB JIETUTUMALMU COIHMAIBLHOTO TNpeANpHHUMarenscTBa B Poccum  //
MOHHUTOPHUHT 00IIECTBEHHOTO MHEHHSI: SKOHOMHUUYECKHE U colrasibHbIe epeMenbl. 2017. Ne 6. C. 31-35.
URL: http://wciom.ru/fileadmin/file/monitoring/2017/142/2017_142_02_Moskovskaya.pdf (mara
obpamenus: 13.03.2024).

3aKOHOIlaTeJII)H]>le MaTEpHaJIbl
¥ Poccuiickas ®enepanus. 3akoHsl. O6 0OIMX NPUHIMIAX OPTaHU3AIMH MECTHOTO CaMOYNPAaBICHUS B
Poccuiickoit @enepanun : Genep. 3akon Ne 131-D3 : [mpunsr ['oc. Hdymoi 16 centsops 2003 rona :
onoopen Coerom Deneparuu 24 centsops 2003 roxa]. M., 2017. 158 c.
10 ®enepanbrbli 3ak0H oT 29.12.2012 Ne 273-®d3 «O6 ob6pasosanmu B Poccuiickoit deneparmmy //
KoncynprantlIimroc oduir. CaT. 2019. URL:
http://www.consultant. ru/cgllonllne cgi?reg=doc&base+LAW&N=320453 (nara obpamenus: 10.11.2019).

[Ipy MOBTOPHOM CCBHUIKE HAa MATEpPHUAIBI MPUBOJUTCSA TOJBKO €r0 COKPAIIEHHOE
Ha3BaHUE, HAITPUMED:
IlosHOCE HA3BaHUE:

11 Cmupros M. Y. Cranosnenne mapnamentapusma / Bectauk Cankr-IleTepGyprekoro yHHBEpCHTETA.
Hctopus. 2008. T. 56. Beim. 3. C. 330-336.

CoxpaluieHHoe Ha3BaHuUeE:
12CMI/IpHOB N. U. Cranosnenue napiamentapusma. C. 330.

[Ipu mocnenoBaTeNbHOM PACIIOJIOKEHUM HAa OJHOM CTPAHULE IEPBUYHOM U
MMOBTOPHOM CCBHUIOK (CHOCOK) TEKCT MOBTOPHOM CCHUIKHM 3aMEHSIOT ciioBaMH «Tam xe». B
MMOBTOPHOM CCBHUIKE (CHOCKE) Ha IPYTYIO CTpaHUIly K ciioBaM «Tam jxke» 100aBIsIIOT HOMEp
CTpaHMIbl (4acTH, BBITyCKa W T. 1.). Ha criemyromel cTpaHuIile NMpUMEHSETCS oOiee
MpaBuiIo 0(hOPMIICHUS CCHUIKU (CHOCKH):

BTam xe.
YTam xe. C. 331.

19. Cnucok HCTOYHMKOB (IIPU HAJIMYMHM) U JUTEpPATypbl pa3MEIIaeTCs IMOCIIe
ocHoBHOTO Tekcta BKP 1o mpunoxxenuii (mpu HAIM4un).
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AndaBuTHbIN criocod — Oubnmuorpaduyeckue 3amucu pacroiaraloT mo audaButy
(baMuuii aBTOPOB WJIM TIEPBBIX CJIOB 3arjaBUi IOKYMEHTOB; OUOIHOrpapuiecKkue 3anucu
POU3BEICHUN aBTOPOB-0AHO(DAMIIIBIIEB paCTIOIaraloT B aiaBuTe UX MHUIIHAJIOB.

Cucremaruueckas (TeMaTUyeckasl) TPYNIUpOBKa — OuOIuorpaduyeckue 3amucu
pacrnoJiaraloT B ONPEIEICHHON JOTrHYeCKON IMOCIeI0BaTeIbHOCTH B COOTBETCTBUU C
OPUHATOM cucTeMol Kiaccupukanuu (apXuBHbIE JOKYMEHTHI, AKTOBBIE JOKYMEHTHI,
UCTOYHUKH JIMYHOTO TPOUCXOXKACHUS U T.1.), aildaBUTHBIA TOPAIOK TPU ITOM
coOmro1aeTcs B KaXKI0H KaTeTOPHH.

XPpOHOJIOTUYECKHA TIOPSAJOK TPYNIUPOBKH — Oubamorpaduyueckue 3armcu
pacmoJiararoT B XpOHOJIOTHH OITyOJIMKOBAHUS JOKYMEHTOB U MaT€PHAJIOB.

20. Tlpu HanM4WH B CIIMCKE UCTOYHHUKOB U JINTEPATYPhl HA IPYTUX SI3bIKAX, KPOME
PYCCKOTO, 00pa3yeTcs JOTMOTHUTEIbHBINA alI(paBUTHBIN Psifl, KOTOPBIN pacIonararT MOCIe
M3aHUN Ha PYCCKOM si3bIKe. J[OMONHUTENbHBIN andaBUTHBIN psij U3AaHUN 00pa3yeTcs
MOCJIEIOBATENBHO MPU HAJIMYUMU B CIHCKE JUCCEpTaluii, aBTopedepaToB, 3JIEKTPOHHBIX
pecypcoB.

21. Ilpu odopmieHHH CHUCKa HCTOYHUKOB (MpU HAIWYUU) W JUTEPATyphl
cinenyer pykoBojgcTtBoBaTthess ['OCT P 7.0.100-2018 «bubnmnorpadbuyeckas 3amuck.
bubnuorpaduyeckoe onrcanue: o0IMe TpeOOBAHUS U IPABUIIA COCTABICHUS.

Ilpumepst oghopmnenus cnucka ucCmoOYHUKO8 U TUMEPAMYPbL:
Ilpumep oghopmnenus cnucka ucmoYHUKO8:

I'ocynapctBennsiii apxuB Poccuiickoit @enepauu (TAP®D). — @. 26. — On. 2. — JI. 1765.
—JL. 1.

Konctutymus Poccuiickoit deaepanuu : odui. Teket. — Mocksa : Mapkertunr, 2001. — 39
C.

3aroproeB A. JI. Metononoruss M METOIbl H3Y4YEHUS BOEHHO-NPOPECCUOHATBHON
HaNpaBJIE€HHOCTU TOAPOCTKOB : OTYET O Hay4HO-UCCleNoBaTenabckoil padore / A. JL
3aroproeB. — ExarepunOypr : YpanbCkuii MHCTUTYT npakTuueckoi ncuxonoruu. — 2008. —
102 c. CeBepnbiii kpaii. — 1907. — 23 mapra. — Ne 54.

Cemeiinbiii koaeke Poccuiickoit denepaumu : [denep. 3akoH : npunaT ['oc. Jlymoit 8
nekadpss 1995 r. : mo cocrosauro Ha 3 sHB. 2001 1.]. — Cankr-IletepOypr : Victory :
Crayn-Kantpu, 2001. — 94 c.

DJIEKTPOHHBbIE Pecypchl
XyI0KECTBEHHAs! DHITUKIIONEINS 3apy0eKHOT0 KJIACCUMYECKOrO0 MCKYCCTBA. — DJIEKTPOH.
naH. — Mocksa : bonbmas Poccuiickas DHiuknoneausi, 1996. — 1 snekTpoH., ONT. TUCK
(CD-ROM).

Ilpumep ohopmnenua cnucka numepamypeol:
ABpex A. 4. Llapusm u Tpetbentonbekas cuctema / A. 5. ABpex. — Mocksa : Hayka, 1966.
— 233 c.

HaseinoB A. FO. CBo6omHas kooneparust B Poccuu (1o oxtsa6pst 1917) / A. YO. laBeinos //
Bompocsr ucropun. —1996. — Ne 1. — C. 24-40.
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Jlepopt ®. 5. BHyTpeHHss moauTHKa nepBoro pycckoro ummeparopa / @. A. Jlepopt //
PomaHOBBI: akTyasbHBIC HallpaBlieHUs uccienoBanuii / otB. pen. H. M. 3oroB. — CaHkT-
[TerepOypr : Hecrop-Uctopus. — 2012. — T. 3. — C. 155-172.

CmupuoB U. U. Cranosnenue mapiaamentapuszma / . M. CmupnoB // BectHuk CaHKT-
[TerepOyprckoro ynusepcurera. Ucropus. — 2008. — T. 56, Beim. 3. — C. 322-334.

MakcumoB K. B. Monapxuueckoe npmwxkeHue B Poccun: 1905-1917 rr. (Ha martepuanax
Ydumckoit rybepaun) : auc. ... ka"a. uct. Hayk : 07.00.02 / MakcumoB KoHcTaHTHH
BukropoBuu. — Mocksa, 2004. — 131 c.

Pomos P. b. ®pakuuu npassix B Il T'ocynapcteennoii yme (1907-1912) : aBToped. auc.
... Kau. uct. Hayk : 07.00.00, 07.00.02 / PomoB Poman bopucosuu. — Mocksa, 2003. — 30
c.

CraTbH U3 YIEKTPOHHBIX KYPHAJIOB
I'myxapes H. H. ®opmupoBanue oOpazoB Oyaymero B CCCP B 1920-e r. / H. H.
I'myxapeB // Genesis: ucropuueckue uccienoBanus. — 2024. — Ne 1. — C. 28-43. — URL:
https://www.e-notabene.ru/hr/contents_2024 1.html. [Jara myomukanuu: 15.01.2024.

Crarbu B neYaTHBIX H3TaHUAX, HMCIOIIHUX JJICKTPOHHYI0O BEPCHUIO

I'pszeB A. «Ilycroe 3anstue»: ko aumaetr Poccuro npaBa Beto B Cb OOH: 8 'A OOH
B0O300HOBIICHBI ieperoBopkl 1o pedopme CoBera bezonacnoctu / A. I'psizeB // I'azera.ru :
[caiiT]. — 2018. — 2 dbenp. — URL:
https://www.gazeta.ru/politics/2018/02/02_a_ 11634385.shtml (mata oOpareHus:
09.02.2022).

MockoBckast A. A. Mexly colMaabHbIM M 9KOHOMUYECKUM OJIaroM: KOH(IIUKT TPOEKTOB
JIETUTUMAIIMM COLIMAIBHOTO TpeanpuHuMaresbctBa B Poccun / A. A. MockoBckas, A. A.
bepennsier, A. FO0. MocksuHa // MOHUTOPUHT OOIIIECTBEHHOTO MHEHHUS: IKOHOMHUYECKUE U
commanbHple  mepemennl. — 2017. - Ne 6. - C. 31-35. - URL:
http://wciom.ru/fileadmin/file/monitoring/2017/142/2017 142 02_Moskovskaya.pdf
(mara ob6pamenusi: 13.03.2024).

HaceipoBa I'. A. Mojenu rocyJapCTBEHHOTO PETYJIUPOBAHUS CTPaXOBOM AEATEILHOCTH /
I'. A. HaceipoBa // Bectnuk ®@unancoBoit akagemuu. — 2003. — Ne 4 (28). — C. 38-49. —
URL.: http://vestnik.fa.ru/4(28)2003/4.html (nara ooparenus: 13.03.2024).

Pa3znea 5. IlpaBuiia npuMeHeHHUs TeHEPATUBHOIO
HCKYCCTBEHHOI'0 MHTE/JIEKTA npu noaroroske BKP

1. HckyccTBeHHbI nHTEIEKT (nanee — M) MoOXKeT Ccily>KUTh HHCTPYMEHTOM IS
IIOMCKa, TeHEepalun UJAEH, MPOBEPKU TEKCTAa W APYTHX BCIIOMOTATENbHBIX 3a/1ad, HO HE
3aMEHSET CaMOCTOSITENIbHYIO paboTy CTyACHTA.

2. Hapymenuem tpe6oBanuii npumenenust M npu noaroroke BKP sBisieTcs:
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co3nanue ¢ nomoiibio MU 1nenocTHeIX (pparMeHTOB TEKCTa M UX MPEICTaBICHUE B
KauecTBE COOCTBEHHOTO MHTEIUIEKTYaIbHOTO MPOIYKTa;

dbopMyIMpoBaHKE  KIIOUEBBIX  HAy4YHBIX  BBIBOJOB M AHAJIUTHYECKHUX
yMo3akiitoueHuid (Hanmpumep, npumeHeHue WU nns uHTEepnperanud HCTOPUYECKHUX
MCTOYHUKOB, YCTaHOBJICHUS IPUYUHHO-CJIEICTBEHHBIX CBSI3€EH, BBISIBIICHUS
3aKOHOMEPHOCTEN ¥ POPMUPOBAHUS HAYUYHON apryMEHTAIUH )

3. B cnyuae npumenenus MU ctyneHT o0s3aH:

B Tekcte BKP oopMHTE CCBUIKY (HampuMmep, ‘CreHEpHPOBAHO ¢ UCHOIb30BAHUEM
ChatGPT [DOnexrponnsiii pecypc]. — URL: https://chat.openai.com;

yka3zath B pasneine «bubmmorpadus», uro mpu moaroroske BKP mpumensnuch
WHCTPYMEHTHI UCKYCCTBEHHOTO nHTeUIekTa (Hanmpumep, ChatGPT, GPT-4 u np.).

4. CTygeHT HeceT OTBETCTBEHHOCTh 3a KaueCTBO M OPUTHMHAIBHOCTH CBOEH
paboThl, a Takxke 3a coOmtoaeHue mpaBui mnpumeHeHus WM B cooTBeTcTBUU C
HACTOSIIIIMMHU PEKOMEHTallUsSMH.

5. HayunoMy pykoBoauTeNtO0 MpH OleHKE KadecTBa BbinojgHeHHs BKP (B ToMm
YlCJIe B YaCTU BBISIBICHUA NTpUMeHeHus ctyaeHnToM M) pekomengyercs:

IIPOBEPUTH CBA3HOCTh TEKCTA U HAIMYME CMBICIIOBOM HArpy3KH;

IPOCJIEIUTH JIOTUKY U CBSI3b CTEHEPUPOBAHHBIX ()PArMEHTOB C OCTAJIbHBIM TEKCTOM;

YAOCTOBEPUTHCA B HAJIWYUM M KOPPEKTHOCTH CCBUIOK Ha HCIIOJIb30BaHHBIE
VUCTOYHUKH.

Hamnune ~ HapymieHMM — BBIIIENIEPEYHCICHHBIX ~ IYHKTOB  CBHJETEIIBCTBYET O
HEMPaBOMEPHOM 3aMMCTBOBAaHUM W/WJIM HEKOPPEKTHOM LIUTUPOBAHUHU, YTO MOXKET
IIPUPABHUBATHCS K IJIArMaTy U CIIYXKUT ITOBOAOM i OTKIOHEeHUs: BKP.

109



[Ipunoxenue 1
KAJIEHJIAPTHBIN IVIAH BBIIIOJIHEHUSI BKP

YTBEPKJIAIO
Havanbuuk AcIIapTaMCHTA

(DUO, yuenasn cmenens, yueHoe 36anue)

KasiengapHblii JIaH BBINIOJIHEHUA
BbIIYCKHOI KBAJTH(PHUKAIMOHHOI Pad0ThI

obOyyarorerocs

(PHO)
Hanpasnenue noarotoBku

(k00, Haumenosanue)
Hanpasnennocts (mpoduis) oOpa3oBaTeabHON TPOrpaMMBbl

(raumenosanue)

Tema BbIyCKHOM KBaTU(UKAITMOHHON PabOTHI

KonunyectBo

CTpaHH aThl
Ne Jrtanbl padoThl MO panii Cpok A
TEeKCTa nposenenusi | [Ipumeuanue

n/n noaroroske BKP BBINOJHEHHU A .

WJIM Ipyrue KOHCYJIbTalMI

MOKa3aTeJIn

1. | Beibop Buma u TeMsl
BKP, xoHcynpranmus c
pykoBoautenem BKP mo
BOIIPOCAM  BBIIIOJIHEHUS
BKP

2. | Pabora c nmuteparypoii u
UCTOYHHKAMU
(pu HATMYKH)

3. | Onpenenenune
METOIOJIOTUH
Beinostaenust BKP

4. | Ananus OIbITa
MIPAKTUYECKOTO
peuieHuss uccienyeMon
npobeMbl/oTnpeieNieHne
MIPOEKTHOTO MPOJTYKTa

5. | Obcyxnenue c
pykoBogutenem  BKP
MIPOMEKYTOUHBIX
pe3yNbTaToB

Beinostaenust BKP

6. | ®opmynupoBka
BBIBO10OB )41
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MPAKTUYECKUX
MPEJI0KEHU N

[IpenocraBienue
3aBEPUICHHOU BKP
PYKOBOAMTEITIO

HopaboTka u/unu
yCTpaHEeHHUE
OTMCUYCHHBIX
PYKOBOJIUTEIIEM
3aMEYaHHi

10.

OkoHYaTeNbHBIN
IIPOCMOTP BKP
pykoBoauteinem  BKP,
MPUHATAE pEUICHUusI O
TOTOBHOCTH K 3aIllUTE

11.

[Ipoxoxnaenue 3Tanos

MpOLIEAYpPbI
MIPEA3aAITUTHI

12.

3ammmra BKP

CoryiacoBaHo

«

(noonucw pyxosooumenss BKP)
» 20 r.

OOGyuaronuiics

(®HO pykosooumens BKP)
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[Ipunoxenue 2

OBPA3EIl TUTYJHHOI'O JINCTA
(BAKAJIABPHAT)

JlemaptamMeHT 00pa30BaHus U HAyKHU ropojia MoCKBbI
['ocynapcTBeHHOE aBTOHOMHOE 00pa30BaTENbHOE YUPEKIEHNUE BBICILIETO
oOpazoBanus ropoaa MOCKBBI
«MOCKOBCKMI FOPOACKON MENATOTMYECKUA YHUBEPCUTET
HNHCTUTYT ryMaHUTapHBIX HAYK
JlenaptaMeHT QHUIIOIOTUA

NBanosa Exarepuna lBanHoBHa
N3ydenue sxaHPOBBIX 1 KOMIIO3UIIMOHHBIX OCOOCHHOCTEH
pomana U. C. TypreneBa «OTIbI U JETH»
B 10 xiacce 061eo0pa3oBaTeIbHOM IITIKOJIBI
BBIITYCKHA A KBAJIMOUKAIIMOHHASI PABOTA

Hanpasnenue noarotoBku
45.03.01 ®unonorus

Hanpasnennocts (mpoduiis) oOpa3oBaTeaIbHON TPOTrpaMMBbl
3apytoexxHas puionorus (aHrIUHCKUN 1 HEMETIKUH S3bIKH U 3apyOeKHas JIUTepaTypa)

(ouHast hopma 00yueHuUs)

PykoBoaurens BKP:

JTOKTOP (UIT0JIOTHYECKUX HAYK,
npodeccop

ITerpoBa Taresina CepreeBHa

(noonucw)

Mocksa, 2026
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[Ipunoxenue 3
OBPA3ENl TUTYJIBHOI'O JIMCTA
(MATUCTPATYPA)
JlemmapTaMeHT 0Opa3oBaHus U HaAyKH Topoaa MOCKBBI
['ocynapcTBeHHOE aBTOHOMHOE 00pa30BaTEIbHOE YUPEKICHHE BBICIIIECTO
o0OpazoBaHus Topojia MOCKBBI
«MOCKOBCKHI TOPOJICKOW MENATOTUUECKUNA YHUBEPCUTET»
NHCTUTYT ryMaHUTApHBIX HAYK
JlermapTaMeHT UCTOPUH

Ceprees I1aBen OneroBuu
JIBopsiHckas ceMmbst XVII1-XIX BB.: KynapTypa 00111€HNS TOKOJIEHUI

BbITIYCKHAS KBAJINMOUKAIITMOHHAA PABOTA

Hanpasienue noaroToBku
45.03.01 ®unonorusa

HamnpasnennocTts (poduiib) 00pa3oBaTeIbHON TPOTPaMMBI

SI3BIK, KyJIbTypa, KOMMYHUKAIIUsI B COBPEMEHHOW ITUBWIIM3aNU mocTMozepHa (Language,

Culture, and Human Communication in Postmodern Civilization)
(ounas popma 00yueHus)

PykoBonurens BKP:

KaHauaaT GUI0JIOTHICCKUX HAYK,
JIOLICHT

ITaBioB AHTOH AleKCeeBUY

(noonucw)

Peuenszenr:

JOKTOp (DPUITOJIOTHUECKUX HAYK,
podeccop

BacunseB Muxaun IOpreBuu

(noonucs)

Mocksa, 2026
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[Ipunoxenue 4

COJEPKAHME

BBEIEHHUE. ... e
I''TABA 1. HAUMEHOBAHUE TJIABBI ...
1.1 HauMEHOBAHME MAPATPAMDA .. ..vveeenete ettt eetieeeiteeeeeeeeeeeeneeereneeraneans
1.2 HaiMEHOBAHME TAPATPADA . .nnveeeeie ettt et et e e e eeeeaeeeanans
I'TABA 2. HAUMEHOBAHUE I'JIABBI. ...
2.1 HauMEHOBAHHUE MAPATPAMDA . .veenteenteeitt et et eteeeeee et enteeaaieeeenees
2.2 HanMEHOBAHUE TTAPATPAMDA . ...uveenttintteete et et eanteeeeaeeeteenneenneeanans
BAKITHOUEHHME ... .o e,
CITUCOK UCTOUYHHKOB ...
CITUCOK JIMTEPATYPBL. ...,
MPUJIOKEHHUE 1 e,
MPUJIOKEHHUE 2.....o e
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COJEPKAHME

BBEIEHHUE. ... e,
Pa3znen 1. HAUMEHOBAHMUME PABJAEJIA. ...,
Pa3znen 2. HAUMEHOBAHUE PABJEJIA. ...
Paznen 3. HAUMEHOBAHMUME PA3JAEJIA. ...,
Pa3znen 4. HAUMEHOBAHUE PABJAEJIA. ...
Paznen S. HAUMEHOBAHMUME PA3JAEJIA. ...,
Paznen 6. HAUMEHOBAHUE PA3JAEJIA. ...,
BAKITIOUEHHUE. ...,
CIIMCOK UCTOUYHHKOB. ...
CIIUCOK JIMTEPATYPDBL. ...
HPUJIOKEHHUE 1 ... e
IMPUJIOKEHUE 2.,
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[Ipunoxenue 5

Annomayus'

[IpencraBien 0030p JUTEPATYPHI, MOCBSAIICHHON MPoOeMe pa3BUTHUS MPOIIEAYPHI U
TEXHOJIOTHI TOCYAapCTBEHHOW UTOTOBOM aTTECTALlMU B YCIOBHSX BBICIIETO 0OpPa30BaAHMS.
[IpoananusupoBana crierudpuka OpraHu3aluu TOCyIapCTBEHHON WTOTOBOW aTTECTAIlMH B
pa3HBIX MPEeAMETHBIX 00nacTsax. Omucan OnbIT pealn3aly MpoIeIyphl TOCY1apCTBEHHON
WUTOTOBOM arrecTaud W noAroToBKM K ['MMA B 00pa3oBaTelbHBIX OpraHU3aIUsX.
[IpoBeneH cpaBHHUTENBHBIM aHaW3 pesyapratuBHOCTH [MA 3a mocnemnue 5 er.
[IpennoxxeHsl HOBBIE HWHCTPpYMEHTHl A mnpoBeneHus [MA B pamkax mnpeamera
«MHOCTpaHHBIM  s3bIK». AmpoOupoBaHbl HOBble HHCTpyMeHTHl [MIA Ha mnpumepe
oOpa3oBarenpHON MporpaMMbl 1o HarpasieHuto noArotoBku 44.04.01 Ilemarormyeckoe
oOpazoBanue. [lpennokeHbl METOAMYECKHME PEKOMEHJAIMHM 110 MPUMEHEHUI0 HOBBIX
uHcTpymeHTOB [ A.

Knrwueswvie cnosa: rocyagapCTBCHHAA HUTOIOBasA aTTCCTAallUA, I/IHOCTpaHHHﬁ SA3BIK, 0611166
O6pa3OBaHI/I}I, TCXHOJIOTHUH, HHCTPYMCHTHEI, FI/IA, MCTOANYICCKUC PCKOMCHIAIINHU

! Aunotanusa npuiaraercs kK BKP Ha otaensHOM nucte, He nepermieraercst ¢ Tekctom BKP
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