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1. HACHIOPT ®OHJJA OHEHOYHBIX CPEJCTB

Hampasnenue nogarorosku: 45.03.01 ®unonorus
HampasnenHocts (nmpoduis): «OtedecTBeHHAs GUiIoaorus (PyCCKHi SI3bIK U JTUTEPATypa)»
Hucuunnuna: [TyreBoauress o aMepuKaHCKOW JINTEpaType

CemecTp (ceMecTphl) U3yUYCHHS: 8

®opma (hopMbI) TPOMEKYTOUHON aTTECTAIUU — 3a4ET
st orleHUBaHMsI TUCIUIUIMHBI UCIIONIb3yeTCs 0aUIbHO-pPEHTHHIOBAs cUCTEMA

2. IEPEYEHb ®OPMHUPYEMbBIX KOMIIETEHIIUN

2.1. KomneTeHnuu, 3aKpeniéHHbIe 32 U CIUININHON
N3yuenune nucuurubbl «IlyTeBoauTens Mo aMepUKaHCKOM JINTEPATYPE) HAMPABICHO Ha
dbopMupoBaHUE CIEAYIOUUX KOMIIETEHITHI:

Koa u HammMeHoBaHHe
KOMIIETEeHIMH

NHaukaTopsl 10CTHKEHUS
KoMmnereHui coraacuo OIIOIT

Ilepeyens MIAHUPYEMBIX pPe3yJbTATOB
00y4eHHs M0 JUCHUIIJIMHE

coraacuo ®IoC BO
1 2 3
VK-5. Cnocoben | YK-5.1. OGnamaer 0a3oBBIMU | 3Hamb:
BOCIIPUHHMATD 3HAHHUSIMH 00 OCHOBHEIX | KirroueBbie 0COOEHHOCTH u
MEXKYJIbTYPHOE 3aKOHOMEPHOCTSIX COLIMATIBHO- | 3aKOHOMEPHOCTH Pa3BUTHUS KYJIBTYPHI H

pasHooOpas3ue oO0ImecTBa B
COIHATIBHO-UCTOPHYECKOM,
STHYECKOM U (HUITOCOGCKOM
KOHTEKCTaX

HCTOPHUYECKOTO Pa3BUTHUs 00IIeCTBa
U €ro KyJIbTYPHOM MHOr000pa3uu
VK-5.2. [leMOHCTpHpYyeT yMeHHUe

MOHUMATh u TOJICPAHTHO
BOCIIPHHHMATh KyJbTYpHOE
MHOT000pasue obmecTBa B
COLIMAIIBHO-UCTOPUYECKOM,
STHYECKOM u tmocohckom
KOHTEKCTax

YK-5.3. OpueHnTupyercs B
KYJIbTYPHOM pasHooOpa3uu

o0l111ecTBa U co6n}oz[aeT OTHYCCKHE
HOPMBI ITOBEACHUA

conuansHelx  uHcTUTyTOB  CIHA B
KOHTEKCTE UCTOPUH Pa3BUTHSI CTPAHBI
Ymems:

AekBaTHO BOCIIPUHUMATD
AKCHUOJIOTHYECKHE Da3In4us, a TakKke
0COOEHHOCTH HAIlMOHAJILHOTO
MEHTAJIUTETA, JIEMOHCTPUPYEMEIE

BEJYILIMMHU IPOU3BEACHUSIMH JTUTEPATY P
CUIA un cobnroiaTb MOpabHO-3THUECKHE
HOPMBI TNpH  OOCYXIEHHH BOIPOCOB
KyJbTYPHBIX pa3iuyuil W  CTpaTeruit
pa3BUTHS aMEPHKAaHCKOH KyJNbTyphl H
JIUTEPATyPBI

Braoems:

Hagpikamu OpPUEHTUPOBAHHUS B
LEHHOCTHOM u COLIUOKYIBTYPHOM
CBOEOOpa3UM KyJbTYyphl W JIUTEPATYpHI
CIIOA, a Taxke MOpPaIbHO-3TUYECKUMU

HOpMaMH npu 00CyXIeHUH
JINTEPATyPHBIX NPOU3BEIACHUN
[IK-1: Cnocoben co3naBate | [IK-1.1. JlemoHcTpupyer 3HaHue | 3uams.

u o0pabaTbIBaTh
pa3iUYHbIE THIBI TEKCTOB
(B TOM qrcie IS
pa3MeIIeHUs B CONAANBHBIX
CeTsX, Ha caiTtax, hopymax,
TeMaTHYECKHUX TOpTaJIax)

OCHOBHBIX IIPHUHIIMIIOB CO3JaHUS,
opaboTKH 1 00pabOTKH pa3THIHBIX
THUIIOB TEKCTOB.

I[IK-1.2. [IeMOHCTpUpyET yMeHHE
co3JaBaTh  TEKCTHl  Pa3IMYHOM
TEMAaTHKH B  COOTBETCTBUU  C
HOPMaMH PYCCKOTO JIUTEPATypHOTO
S3bIKA.

IIK-1.3. JleMOHCTpHpYET yMEHHE

KaHpoBylo cHuCTEMYy XYJOKECTBEHHOU
JUTEpaTyphl W IyOIUIUCTHKH (B TOM
YUClie  CEeTeBOM) W OCOOCHHOCTH
HAy4HOrO, HAYy4YHO-MIOMYJISIPHOTO,
My OJIMIMCTUYECKOTO U XYA0KECTBEHHOTO
CTUJISL aHTJIMMCKOTO SA3BbIKa

Ymemns:

Co3maBaTh TEKCTBI PA3IMYHBIX >KaHPOB
(MCTOPUKO-THTEPATYPHBII KOMMEHTAPHIH,
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JnopabareiBaTh, 00pabaThiBaTh U | 3CC€, PELEH3US W JAp.) HA AHTIIUICKOM

Moau(pHUIIPOBATH TEKCThI | SA3BIKE o TeMaTHKe HUCTOPUH
pa3NUIHON TeMaTHKH aMEpUKAHCKOW JIMTEPATypHl, €€ BEeIYIIIX
MpeacTaBuTeNei u KJIFOYEBBIX
[IPOU3BEACHUN
Bnaoems:

HaBbikamu 00pabOTKH, pelaKkTHPOBAHUS
i TpaHchopmanuu aHTJIOS3BIYHOTO
KOHTGHTa [0 TEMAaTHKe, CBS3aHHON ¢
uctopueit muteparypsl CIIA
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3. COAEP) KAHUE OHEHOYHBLIX CPEJICTB IO JUCHUIIJIUHE
3.1. Buabl OLlIeHOYHBIX CPeICTB

IlepeueHnn nIaHNPyeMbIX KonTtposupyemsie Cemectp Homep |HammenoBaHme
Kon, HaumeHoBaHue| pe3yJbTaToB 00yUYeHUs 1O TeMbl/ 3a/laHNsA | OLEHOYHOIO
KOMIIeTeHIINH AUCHHUTIIINHE pa3nensl (HomMep U cpeacTBa
corsiacHo ®IrocC Ha3BaHMe pa3jesia u3
PIIJ n.2.2)
YK-5. Cnocoben [2.1. 3HaTh: 8 - Hrorosoe scce
BOCIIPUHUMATh STHOKYJIETYpPHBIE,
MEXKYJIbTypHOE  |KOH(EcCHOHAIIbHBIE u
pasHooOpasue axcuonorudeckue ocobeHnoctu| Pasmen 1. Geography of
obiecTBa B [pa3iIM4yHbBIX HallMOHAJIBHBIX| American literature
COIIMAIBbHO- muTepartyp, 00YCIIOBIICHHBIE]
HCTOPHYECKOM, COIIMATBHO-UCTOPHIECKUMHU
STHYECKOM 1 |pakropamu pa3BuTHs 00IIECTBA
¢dunocopcxom 1 MIPOBO33PEHUS YeTIOBEKa 8 _ HTorosoe scce
KOHTEKCTax 2.2. YMeTh:
a/IeKBaTHO BOCIIPUHHUMATh
[pa3JIN4Ins B CUCTEME LIeHHOCTefI Pa3l[e.]'[ 2. EthnlC ldentlty
11 yOCKICHHIA, a TaKKe in American Literature
0COOEHHOCTH HAIIMOHAIBHOTO
MCHTAJINTETA,
IEMOHCTPHpPYEMBIE BETyIIMMHU
[TPOM3BEICHUSIMA MHPOBOM 3 — JITOroBOG 5000
muTepaTyphl U coONIOATh . :
MOpPaJIbHO-ITHYECKHE HOPMBI Pasnen 3 The.matlc Guide
U 06CYK/ICHHH BOMPOCOB to American literature
KYJIbTYPHBIX pa3Iudyuid u
CTpaTeruil pa3BUTHS L - Hrorosoe acce
[pa3HOOOPa3HBIX CETMEHTOB Paszen 4. .Gc.anre. diversity
MHUPOBOH JINTEPATYPbI and . orl.gmahty of
b.3. Baajers American literature
HaBBIKAMHU MOCTPOCHHS 3 _ ITOroBoG 5cce
MEXXKYJIbTYPHOTO Jauajiora B . .
pamKkax oGcyskieHns mpobiem| [a3A€n 5. Major American
pasBuTHS MHPOBOii literary movements
TuTepaTypBhIL.
IIK-1. Crmoco6en|3.1. 3nath: 8 - Hrorosoe scce
CO3/1aBaTh UpKaHPOBbIE W CTHWJIMCTUYECKHUE
00pabaThIBaTH [PU3HAKK Hay4yHbIX (cTaThs,
pa3iuyHbIe TUNBI0030p, aHHOTAaUMs, HOKIan U

TEKCTOB (B TOM YHCIIE
Ul pa3MElIeHHs B
COLIMANIBHBIX ~ CETAX,
Ha caiftax, popymax,
TEMaTHIECKUX
mopTaax)

np.) ©u  OyONUIUCTHYCCKHX|
(perieH3us, OT3BIB, IIPECC-PEeNn3
U Jp.) TEKCTOB pPa3IMYHOTO|
TWIIa, B TOM 4HCIIE C Y4ETOM
0coOeHHOCTEH JKAHPOB,
OBITYIOLIMX B COBPEMEHHOM
MeIMarnpocTpaHCTBE
(OykTpeiinep, MOCT B COIICETSIX
U T.I1.)

Pazmen 1. Geography of
American literature
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3.2. Ymers: 8 - Utorosoe scce
cO31aBaTh TEKCTEI AL Pazgen 2. Ethnic identity
TEMaTIICCKIX PECYPCOB! i1y American Literature
(TTa0IMKOB B COIICETSX,

CIIEI[AJIBHBIX CAaHTOB, POPYMOB

YUTATEILCKUX  COOOIIECTB U ) ) 8 N Hrrorosoe scce
KPHTHKO-THTEPATYPHBIX Pasnen 3 Th@matlc Guide
oObeuHeHMHt M T.L) | to American literature
HAIIPaBJICHHBIC Ha
MHTEPITPETALUIO u L 8 - Hrorosoe scce

prip .| Pazmen 4. Genre diversity
MTOITYJISIPU3AIHAI0 COBPEMEHHOMH] L

. and originality of
3apyOc:)KHOW  JHTEpaTypsl ¢ . .
.| American literature

YIeTOM IIOTEHIMAIILHOM]
AyJTUTOPUU U B COOTBETCTBUU C ] _ HWTorosoe scce

HOPpMaMH PpPYCCKOIo sA3blKa U
Tpe60BaHI/IHMI/I CTHJIA U )KaHpa

3.3. Baaners:

HaBBIKAMU obpabotku,| Pa3mexn 5. Major American
[peaKTUpOBaHUS, literary movements
MOTU(DUIIPOBAHHS

NH()OPMAIIIOHHOTO KOHTEHTA IIO|

TeMaTHKe COBPEMEHHOI]]

3apy0eKHOH JTUTEpaTyphl

TunoBsle 3aaHusl, KPUTEPUHU U MTOKA3AaTEIU OLEHUBAHUSA B PaMKax TEKYIIEro KOHTPOJIA
MIPEJCTaBICHBI B pabodeil mporpaMme TUCITUTUTHHEI (MOIyIisi). [ToHBIE KOMITJIEKTHI OIIEHOYHBIX
CPEICTB ¥ KOHTPOJIbHO-U3MEPUTENBHBIX MaTepuasoB XpaHATcs Ha Kadeape.

3.2 CoaepxxaHue OLEHOYHbBIX CPEICTB

OLICHOUHBIM ~ CPEICTBOM  SIBISIETCA:  HMTOTOBOE  3cce  (MCTOPUKO-IUTEpaTypHBIN
KOMMEHTAPH1).

[{esib: MPOBEPHUTH CIIOCOOHOCTH CTYAEHTOB MPOKOMMEHTHPOBATH HA AHTIIMICKOM SI3BIKE
XYA0KECTBEHHbIN WM IMyOJUIMCTUYECKUN TEKCT aMEpUKAaHCKOro aBTOpa JIIoOOH 3MOXM Kak B
dbopMe HUCTOPUKO-TUTEPATYPHOH CHpaBKH, TaK M B IUIaHE OOBSICHEHUS «TEMHBIX MECT» H
cneuupuyeckux (MIM  apXaWyHbIX) IOHATHM, a Takke B IUJaHE  LEJIOCTHOTO
JUTEPATypOBEIUECKOTO aHAJIH3A. .

3ajjaHue: 03HAKOMBTECH C MPEAJIOKEHHBIM TEKCTOM (OTPHIBOK OJHOTO M3 MPOrPaMMHBIX
NPOM3BEACHUI O CIIUCKY-MUHHUMYMY O0OBEMOM He Oosiee ofHO# crpanuibl A-4), omnpenenure
TEKCT U €ro aBTopa, MPOAHAIU3UPYHTE U COCTABbTE CBA3HBIM TEKCT UCTOPHKO-IUTEPATYpPHOIO
KOMMEHTapusi, COACP)KAIIMNA KpaTKhe, HO NMPUHIUIHAIBHBIE Uil MOHUMAaHHUS JAaHHOTO TEKCTa
cBeieHus: 00 aBTOpe, O BPEMEHH U MCTOPHM CO3[AHUS IIPOM3BEACHUS, €ro JKaHpe, TEMaTUKEe U
npobiaemMaTuke, 0COOCHHOCTAX CTHISA. Bruimmre ero B KOHTEKCT 3MO0XM M IpOIecca Pa3BUTHA
BCEMHPHON JIUTEPATypbl TOTO BPEMEHU U IMOCIEAYIOIIUX NepuojoB. [lokaxure Tunuueckue u
HOBAaTOPCKUE YEPTHI JAHHOTO TEKCTA, a TAK)KE OXapaKTEPU3YHTE MECTO U POJIb AaHATH3UPYEMOTO
OTpBIBKA B NpOU3BeJIeHUH. VcTopuueckue pealuu, UMeHa COOCTBEHHbIE, TEPMUHBI, MU(DOHUMBI
U T.Il. KOMMEHTHPYIOTCS B alipaBUTHOM mopsake. O0beM KOMMEHTapusi — HE MEHEe CTPAHUIIBI
TekcTa A-4.
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Text 1

In compliance with the request of a friend of mine, who wrote me from the East, I called
on good-natured, garrulous old Simon Wheeler, and inquired after my friend's friend, Leonidas
W. Smiley, as requested to do, and I hereunto append the result. I have a lurking suspicion that
Leonidas W. Smiley is a myth; that my friend never knew such a personage; and that he only
conjectured that if I asked old Wheeler about him, it would remind him of his infamous Jim
Smiley, and he would go to work and bore me to death with some exasperating reminiscence of
him as long and as tedious as it should be useless to me. If that was the design, it succeeded.

I found Simon Wheeler dozing comfortably by the barroom stove of the dilapidated
tavern in the decayed mining camp of Angel's, and I noticed that he was fat and bald-headed, and
had an expression of winning gentleness and simplicity upon his tranquil countenance. He
roused up, and gave me good-day. I told him a friend of mine had commissioned me to make
some inquiries about a cherished companion of his boyhood named Leonidas W. Smiley—Rev.
Leonidas W. Smiley, a young minister of the Gospel, who he had heard was at one time a
resident of Angel's Camp. I added that if Mr. Wheeler could tell me anything about this Rev.
Leonidas W. Smiley, I would feel under many obligations to him.

Simon Wheeler backed me into a corner and blockaded me there with his chair, and then
sat down and reeled off the monotonous narrative which follows this paragraph. He never
smiled, he never frowned, he never changed his voice from the gentle-flowing key to which he
tuned his initial sentence, he never betrayed the slightest suspicion of enthusiasm; but all through
the interminable narrative there ran a vein of impressive earnestness and sincerity, which showed
me plainly that, so far from his imagining that there was anything ridiculous or funny about his
story, he regarded it as a really important matter, and admired its two heroes as men of
transcendent genius in finesse. I let him go on in his own way, and never interrupted him once.

Rev. Leonidas W. H'm, Reverend Le—well, there was a feller here once by the name of
Jim Smiley, in the winter of '49—or may be it was the spring of '50—I don't recollect exactly,
somehow, though what makes me think it was one or the other is because I remember the big
flume warn't finished when he first come to the camp; but any way, he was the curiosest man
about always betting on anything that turned up you ever see, if he could get anybody to bet on
the other side; and if he couldn't he'd change sides. Any way that suited the other man would suit
him—any way j u s t so's he got a bet, he was satisfied. But still he was lucky, uncommon lucky;
he most always come out winner. He was always ready and laying for a chance; there couldn't be
no solit'ry thing mentioned but that feller'd offer to bet on it, and take ary side you please, as |
was j u s t telling you. If there was a horse-race, you'd find him flush or you'd find him busted at
the end of it; if there was a dog-fight, he'd bet on it; if there was a cat-fight, he'd bet on it; if there
was a chickenfight, he'd bet on it; why, if there was two birds setting on a fence, he would bet
you which one would fly first; or if there was a camp-meeting, he would be there reg'lar to bet on
Parson Walker, which he judged to be the best exhorter about here, and so he was too, and a
good man. If he even see a straddle-bug start to go anywheres, he would bet you how long it
would take him to get to—to wherever he was going to, and if you took him up, he would foller
that straddle-bug to Mexico but what he would find out where he was bound for and how long he
was on the road. Lots of the boys here has seen that Smiley, and can tell you about him. Why, it
never made no difference to him—he'd bet on any thing—the dangdest feller. Parson Walker's
wife laid very sick once, for a good while, and it seemed as if they warn't going to save her; but
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one morning he come in, and Smiley up and asked him how she was, and he said she was
considable better—thank the Lord for his inf'nite mercy—and coming on so smart that with the
blessing of Prov'dence she'd get well yet; and Smiley, before he thought says, "Well, I'll resk
twoand- a-half she don't anyway."

Thish-yer Smiley had a mare—the boys called her the fifteen-minute nag, but that was
only in fun, you know, because of course she was faster than that—and he used to win money on
that horse, for all she was so slow and always had the asthma, or the distemper, or the
consumption, or something of that kind. They used to give her two or three hundred yards start,
and then pass her under way; but always at the fag end of the race she'd get excited and
desperate-like, and come cavorting and straddling up, and scattering her legs around limber,
sometimes in the air, and sometimes out to one side among the fences, and kicking up m-o-r-e
dust and raising m-o-r-e¢ racket with her coughing and sneezing and blowing her nose—and
always fetch up at the stand just about a neck ahead, as near as you could cipher it down. <...>

Text 2

The light of the cheerful fire shone on the rug and carpet of a cosey parlor, and glittered
on the sides of the tea-cups and well-brightened tea-pot, as Senator Bird was drawing off his
boots, preparatory to inserting his feet in a pair of new handsome slippers, which his wife had
been working for him while away on his senatorial tour. Mrs. Bird, looking the very picture of
delight, was superintending the arrangements of the table, ever and anon mingling admonitory
remarks to a number of frolicsome juveniles, who were effervescing in all those modes of untold
gambol and mischief that have astonished mothers ever since the flood.

"Tom, let the door-knob alone,—there's a man! Mary! Mary! don't pull the cat's tail,—
poor pussy! Jim, you mustn't climb on that table,—no, no!—You don't know, my dear, what a
surprise it is to us all, to see you here to-night!" said she, at last, when she found a space to say
something to her husband. "Yes, yes, I thought I'd j u s t make a run down, spend the night, and
have a little comfort at home. I'm tired to death, and my head aches!" Mrs. Bird cast a glance at a
camphor-bottle, which stood in the halfopen closet, and appeared to meditate an approach to it,
but her husband interposed.

"No, no, Mary, no doctoring! a cup of your good hot tea, and some of our good home
living, is what I want. It's a tiresome business, this legislating!" And the senator smiled, as if he
rather liked the idea of considering himself a sacrifice to his country.

"Well," said his wife, after the business of the tea-table was getting rather slack, "and
what have they been doing in the Senate?"

Now, it was a very unusual thing for gentle little Mrs. Bird ever to trouble her head with
what was going on in the house of the state, very wisely considering that she had enough to do to
mind her own. Mr. Bird, therefore, opened his eyes in surprise, and said, "Not very much of
importance."

"Well; but is it true that they have been passing a law forbidding people to give meat and
drink to those poor colored folks that come along? I heard they were talking of some such law,
but I didn't think any Christian legislature would pass it!"

"Why, Mary, you are getting to be a politician, all at once."

"No, nonsense! 1 wouldn't give a fip for all your politics, generally, but I think this is
something downright cruel and unchristian. I hope, my dear, no such law has been passed."
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"There has been a law passed forbidding people to help off the slaves that come over
from Kentucky, my dear; so much of that thing has been done by these reckless Abolitionists,
that our brethren in Kentucky are very strongly excited, and it seems necessary, and no more
than Christian and kind, that something should be done by our state to quiet the excitement."

"And what is the law? It don't forbid us to shelter these poor creatures a night, does it, and
to give 'em something comfortable to eat, and a few old clothes, and send them quietly about
their business?"

"Why, yes, my dear; that would be aiding and abetting, you know." Mrs. Bird was a
timid, blushing little woman, of about four feet in height, and with mild blue eyes, and a peach-
blow complexion, and the gentlest, sweetest voice in the world;—as for courage, a moderate-
sized cock-turkey had been known to put her to rout at the very first gobble, and a stout
housedog, of moderate capacity, would bring her into subjection merely by a show of his teeth.
Her husband and children were her entire world, and in these she ruled more by entreaty and
persuasion than by command or argument. There was only one thing that was capable of
arousing her, and that provocation came in on the side of her unusually gentle and sympathetic
nature;— anything in the shape of cruelty would throw her into a passion, which was the more
alarming and inexplicable in proportion to the general softness of her nature. Generally the most
indulgent and easy to be entreated of all mothers, still her boys had a very reverent remembrance
of a most vehement chastisement she once bestowed on them, because she found them leagued
with several graceless boys of the neighborhood, stoning a defenceless kitten. "I'll tell you what,"
Master Bill used to say, "I was scared that time. Mother came at me so that I thought she was
crazy, and I was whipped and tumbled off to bed, without any supper, before I could get over
wondering what had come about; and, after that, I heard mother crying outside the door, which
made me feel worse than all the rest. I'll tell you what," he'd say, "we boys never stoned another
kitten!"

On the present occasion, Mrs. Bird rose quickly, with very red cheeks, which quite
improved her general appearance, and walked up to her husband, with quite a resolute air, and
said, in a determined tone, "Now, John, I want to know if you think such a law as that is right
and Christian?"

"You won't shoot me, now, Mary, if I say [ do!"

"I never could have thought it of you, John; you didn't vote for it?"

"Even so, my fair politician."

"You ought to be ashamed, John! Poor, homeless, houseless creatures! It's a shameful,
wicked, abominable law, and I'll break it, for one, the first time I get a chance; and I hope I shall
have a chance, I do! Things have got to a pretty pass, if a woman can't give a warm supper and a
bed to poor, starving creatures, j u s t because they are slaves, and have been abused and
oppressed all their lives, poor things!"

"But, Mary, just listen to me. Your feelings are all quite right, dear, and interesting, and I
love you for them; but, then, dear, we mustn't suffer our feelings to run away with our judgment;
you must consider it's not a matter of private feeling,—there are great public interests involved,
—there is such a state of public agitation rising, that we must put aside our private feelings."
"Now, John, I don't know anything about politics, but I can read my Bible; and there I see that |
must feed the hungry, clothe the naked, and comfort the desolate; and that Bible I mean to
follow."
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"But in cases where your doing so would involve a great public evil—"

"Obeying God never brings on public evils. I know it can't. It's always safest, all round, to
do as He bids us." "Now, listen to me, Mary, and I can state to you a very clear argument, to
show—"

"O, nonsense, John! you can talk all night, but you wouldn't do it. I put it to you, John,—
would you now turn away a poor, shivering, hungry creature from your door, because he was a
runaway? Would you, now?"

Now, if the truth must be told, our senator had the misfortune to be a man who had a
particularly humane and accessible nature, and turning away anybody that was in trouble never
had been his forte; and what was worse for him in this particular pinch of the argument was, that
his wife knew it, and, of course, was making an assault on rather an indefensible point. S o he
had recourse to the usual means of gaining time for such cases made and provided; he said
"ahem," and coughed several times, took out his pocket handkerchief, and began to wipe his
glasses. Mrs. Bird, seeing the defenceless condition of the enemy's territory, had no more
conscience than to push her advantage.

"I should like to see you doing that, John—I really should! Turning a woman out of doors
in a snow-storm, for instance; or, may be you'd take her up and put her in jail, wouldn't you? You
would make a great hand at that!"

"Of course, it would be a very painful duty," began Mr. Bird, in a moderate tone.

"Duty, John! don't use that word! You know it isn't a duty—it can't be a duty! If folks
want to keep their slaves from running away, let 'em treat 'em well,—that's my doctrine. If I had
slaves (as I hope I never shall have), I'd risk their wanting to run away from me, or you either,
John. I tell you folks don't run away when they are happy; and when they do run, poor creatures!
they suffer enough with cold and hunger and fear, without everybody's turning against them;
and, law or no law, I never will, so help me God!"

"Mary! Mary! My dear, let me reason with you."

"I hate reasoning, John,—especially reasoning on such subjects. There's a way you
political folks have of coming round and round a plain right thing; and you don't believe in it
yourselves, when it comes to practice. I know yow well enough, John. You don't believe it's right
any more than I do; and you wouldn't do it any sooner than 1."

At this critical juncture, old Cudjoe, the black man-of-all-work, put his head in at the
door, and wished "Missis would come into the kitchen;" and our senator, tolerably relieved,
looked after his little wife with a whimsical mixture of amusement and vexation, and, seating
himself in the arm-chair, began to read the papers.
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Text 3

I was born in Tuckahoe, near Hillsborough, and about twelve miles from Easton, in
Talbot county, Maryland. I have no accurate knowledge of my age, never having seen any
authentic record containing it. By far the larger part of the slaves know as little of their ages as
horses know of theirs, and it is the wish of most masters within my knowledge to keep their
slaves thus ignorant. I do not remember to have ever met a slave who could tell of his birthday.
They seldom come nearer to it than planting-time, harvest-time, cherry-time, spring-time, or fall-
time. A want of information concerning my own was a source of unhappiness to me even during
childhood. The white children could tell their ages. I could not tell why I ought to be deprived of
the same privilege. I was not allowed to make any inquiries of my master concerning it. He
deemed all such inquiries on the part of a slave improper and impertinent, and evidence of a
restless spirit. The nearest estimate I can give makes me now between twenty-seven and twenty-
eight years of age. I come to this, from hearing my master say, some time during 1835, I was
about seventeen years old.

My mother was named Harriet Bailey. She was the daughter of Isaac and Betsey Bailey,
both colored, and quite dark. My mother was of a darker complexion than either my grandmother
or grandfather.

My father was a white man. He was admitted to be such by all I ever heard speak of my
parentage. The opinion was also whispered that my master was my father; but of the correctness
of this opinion, I know nothing; the means of knowing was withheld from me. My mother and I
were separated when I was but an infant—before I knew her as my mother. It is a common
custom, in the part of Maryland from which I ran away, to part children from their mothers at a
very early age. Frequently, before the child has reached its twelfth month, its mother is taken
from it, and hired out on some farm a considerable distance off, and the child is placed under the
care of an old woman, too old for field labor. For what this separation is done, I do not know,
unless it be to hinder the development of the child's affection toward its mother, and to blunt and
destroy the natural affection of the mother for the child. This is the inevitable result.

I never saw my mother, to know her as such, more than four or five times in my life; and
each of these times was very short in duration, and at night. She was hired by a Mr. Stewart, who
lived about twelve miles from my home. She made her journeys to see me in the night, travelling
the whole distance on foot, after the performance of her day's work. She was a field hand, and a
whipping is the penalty of not being in the field at sunrise, unless a slave has special permission
from his or her master to the contrary—a permission which they seldom get, and one that gives
to him that gives it the proud name of being a kind master. I do not recollect of ever seeing my
mother by the light of day. She was with me in the night. She would lie down with me, and get
me to sleep, but long before I waked she was gone. Very little communication ever took place
between us. Death soon ended what little we could have while she lived, and with it her
hardships and suffering. She died when I was about seven years old, on one of my master's
farms, near Lee's Mill. I was not allowed to be present during her illness, at her death, or burial.
She was gone long before I knew any thing about it. Never having enjoyed, to any considerable
extent, her soothing presence, her tender and watchful care, I received the tidings of her death
with much the same emotions I should have probably felt at the death of a stranger.

Called thus suddenly away, she left me without the slightest intimation of who my father
was. The whisper that my master was my father, may or may not be true; and, true or false, it is
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of but little consequence to my purpose whilst the fact remains, in all its glaring odiousness, that
slaveholders have ordained, and by law established, that the children of slave women shall in all
cases follow the condition of their mothers; and this is done too obviously to administer to their
own lusts, and make a gratification of their wicked desires profitable as well as pleasurable; for
by this cunning arrangement, the slaveholder, in cases not a few, sustains to his slaves the double
relation of master and father.

I know of such cases; and it is worthy of remark that such slaves invariably suffer greater
hardships, and have more to contend with, than others. They are, in the first place, a constant
offence to their mistress. She is ever disposed to find fault with them; they can seldom do any
thing to please her; she is never better pleased than when she sees them under the lash, especially
when she suspects her husband of showing to his mulatto children favors which he withholds
from his black slaves. The master is frequently compelled to sell this class of his slaves, out of
deference to the feelings of his white wife; and, cruel as the deed may strike any one to be, for a
man to sell his own children to human flesh-mongers, it is often the dictate of humanity for him
to do so; for, unless he does this, he must not only whip them himself, but must stand by and see
one white son tie up his brother, of but few shades darker complexion than himself, and ply the
gory lash to his naked back; and if he lisp one word of disapproval, it is set down to his parental
partiality, and only makes a bad matter worse, both for himself and the slave whom he would
protect and defend.

Every year brings with it multitudes of this class of slaves. It was doubtless in
consequence of a knowledge of this fact, that one great statesman of the south predicted the
downfall of slavery by the inevitable laws of population. Whether this prophecy is ever fulfilled
or not, it is nevertheless plain that a very different-looking class of people are springing up at the
south, and are now held in slavery, from those originally brought to this country from Africa;
and if their increase will do no other good, it will do away the force of the argument, that God
cursed Ham,2 and therefore American slavery is right. If the lineal descendants of Ham are alone
to be scripturally enslaved, it is certain that slavery at the south must soon become unscriptural,;
for thousands are ushered into the world, annually, who, like myself, owe their existence to white
fathers, and those fathers most frequently their own masters.




MHMNHOBPHAYKU POCCUN
denepanbHOE rocyiapcTBEHHOE OI0PKETHOE 00pa30BaTeIbHOE

@” YUpEKACHUE BBICHICTO 06pa30BaHI/I}I

«Yensbunckuii rocynapcrseHHslit yausepeute» (PI'BOY BO «Uenl'Vy»)
Hcropuko-hunnonorndeckuil GpakyapTeT

®DOHJ] OLICHOYHBIX CPE/ICTB 10 JUCHUILTHHE (MOIy0) «IlyTeBoANTENb 110 aMepPUKAHCKO JIHTEepaType»
TI0 HanpaBiIeHHIo MoAroToBKH 45.03.01 «Dunonorus» HanpasneHHocTH (Tpodmto) «OrtedecTBeHHas ¢unonorus» GI'EOY BO
«Henl'V»

Bepcus noxymenra - 1 crp. 13 u3 21 IlepBelit 3x3eMILIAp KOITHUA Ne

Text 4.

So the next day we all said, " Sh e will killherself;and we said it would be the best
thing. When she had first begun to be seen with Homer Barron, we had said, "She will marry
him." Then we said, "She will persuade him yet," because Homer himself had remarked—he
liked men, and it was known that he drank with the younger men in the Elks' Club—that he was
not a marrying man. Later we said, "Poor Emily," behind the jalousies as they passed on Sunday
afternoon in the glittering buggy, Miss Emily with her head high and Homer Barron with his hat
cocked and a cigar in his teeth, reins and whip in a yellow glove.

Then some of the ladies began to say that it was a disgrace to the town and a bad example
to the young people. The men did not want to interfere, but at last the ladies forced the Baptist
minister—Miss Emily's people were Episcopal—to call upon her. He would never divulge what
happened during that interview, but he refused to go back again. The next Sunday they again
drove about the streets, and the following day the minister's wife wrote to Miss Emily's relations
in Alabama.

So she had blood-kin under her roof again and we sat back to watch developments. At
first nothing happened. Then we were sure that they were to be married. We learned that Miss
Emily had been to the jeweler's and ordered a man's toilet set in silver, with the letters H. B. on
each piece. Two days later we learned that she had bought a complete outfit of men's clothing,
including a nightshirt, and we said, "They are married." We were really glad. We were glad
because the two female cousins were even more Grierson than Miss Emily had ever been.

So we were not surprised when Homer Barron—the streets had been finished some time
since—was gone. We were a little disappointed that there was not a public blowing-off, but we
believed that he had gone on to prepare for Miss Emily's coming, or to give her a chance to get
rid of the cousins. (By that time it was a cabal, and we were all Miss Emily's allies to help
circumvent the cousins.) Sure enough, after another week they departed. And, as we had
expected all along, within three days Homer Barron was back in town. A neighbor saw the
Negro man admit him at the kitchen door at dusk one evening.

And that was the last we saw of Homer Barron. And of Miss Emily for some time. The
Negro man went in and out with the market basket, but the front door remained closed. Now and
then we would see her at a window for a moment, as the men did that night when they sprinkled
the lime, but for almost six months she did not appear on the streets. Then we knew that this was
to be expected too; as if that quality of her father which had thwarted her woman's life so many
times had been too virulent and too furious to die. When we next saw Miss Emily, she had
grown fat and her hair was turning gray. During the next few years it grew grayer and grayer
until it attained an even pepper-and-salt iron-gray, when it ceased turning. Up to the day of her
death at seventy-four it was still that vigorous iron-gray, like the hair of an active man.

From that time on her front door remained closed, save for a period of six or seven years,
when she was about forty, during which she gave lessons in china-painting. She fitted up a studio
in one of the downstairs rooms, where the daughters and granddaughters of Colonel Sartoris'
contemporaries were sent to her with the same regularity and in the same spirit that they were
sent on Sundays with a twenty-five-cent piece for the collection plate. Meanwhile her taxes had
been remitted.
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Then the newer generation became the backbone and the spirit of the town, and the
painting pupils grew up and fell away and did not send their children to her with boxes of color
and tedious brushes and pictures cut from the ladies' magazines. The front door closed upon the
last one and remained closed for good. When the town got free postal delivery Miss Emily alone
refused to let them fasten the metal numbers above her door and attach a mailbox to it. She
would not listen to them.

Daily, monthly, yearly we watched the Negro grow grayer and more stooped, going in
and out with the market basket. Each December we sent her a tax notice, which would be
returned by the post office a week later, unclaimed. Now and then we would see her in one of the
downstairs windows— she had evidently shut up the top floor of the house-—Ilike the carven
torso of an idol in a niche, looking or not looking at us, we could never tell which. Thus she
passed from generation to generation—dear, inescapable, impervious, tranquil, and perverse.

And so she died. Fell ill in the house filled with dust and shadows, with only a doddering
Negro man to wait on her. We did not even know she was sick; we had long since given up
trying to get any information from the Negro. He talked to no one, probably not even to her, for
his voice had grown harsh and rusty, as if from disuse.

She died in one of the downstairs rooms, in a heavy walnut bed with a curtain, her gray
head propped on a pillow yellow and moldy with age and

lack of sunlight.

<...>

The Negro met the first of the ladies at the front door and let them in, with their hushed,
sibilant voices and their quick, curious glances, and then he disappeared. He walked right
through the house and out the back and was not seen again.

The two female cousins came at once. They held the funeral on the second day, with the
town coming to look at Miss Emily beneath a mass of bought flowers, with the crayon face of
her father musing profoundly above the bier and the ladies sibilant and macabre; and the very old
men—some in their brushed Confederate uniforms—on the porch and the lawn, talking of Miss
Emily as if she had been a contemporary of theirs, believing that they had danced with her and
courted her perhaps, confusing time with its mathematical progression, as the old do, to whom
all the past is not a diminishing road, but, instead, a huge meadow which no winter ever quite
touches, divided from them now by the narrow bottle-neck of the most recent decade of years.

Already we knew that there was one room in that region above stairs which no one had
seen in forty years, and which would have to be forced. They waited until Miss Emily was
decently in the ground before they opened it. The violence of breaking down the door seemed to
fill this room with pervading dust. A thin, acrid pall as of the tomb seemed to lie everywhere
upon this room decked and furnished as for a bridal: upon the valance curtains of faded rose
color, upon the rose-shaded lights, upon the dressing table, upon the delicate array of crystal and
the man's toilet things backed with tarnished silver, silver so tarnished that the monogram was
obscured. Among them lay a collar and tie, as if they had just been removed, which, lifted, left
upon the surface a pale crescent in the dust. Upon a chair hung the suit, carefully folded; beneath
it the two mute shoes and the discarded socks.

The man himself lay in the bed.

For a long while we j u s t stood there, looking down at the profound and fleshless grin.
The body had apparently once lain in the attitude of an embrace, but now the long sleep that
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outlasts love, that conquers even the grimace of love, had cuckolded him. What was left of him,
rotted beneath what was left of the nightshirt, had become inextricable from the bed in which he
lay; and upon him and upon the pillow beside him lay that even coating of the patient and biding
dust.

Then we noticed that in the second pillow was the indentation of a head.

One of us lifted something from it, and leaning forward, that faint and invisible dust dry
and acrid in the nostrils, we saw a long strand of iron-gray hair.
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Text S.

My mother danced all night and Roberta's was sick. That's why we were taken to St.
Bonny's. People want to put their arms around you when you tell them you were in a shelter, but
it really wasn't bad. No big long room with one hundred beds like Bellevue.1 There were four to
a room, and when Roberta and me came, there was a shortage of state kids, so we were the only
ones assigned to 406 and could go from bed to bed if we wanted to. And we wanted to, too. We
changed beds every night and for the whole four months we were there we never picked one out
as our own permanent bed. It didn't start out that way. The minute I walked in and the Big Bozo
introduced us, I got sick to my stomach. It was one thing to be taken out of your own bed early in
the morning—it was something else to be stuck in a strange place with a girl from a whole other
race. And Mary, that's my mother, she was right. Every now and then she would stop dancing
long enough to tell me something important and one of the things she said was that they never
washed their hair and they smelled funny. Roberta sure did. Smell funny, I mean. So when the
Big Bozo (nobody ever called her Mrs. Itkin, just like nobody ever said St. Bonaventure)—when
she said, "Twyla, this is Roberta. Roberta, this is Twyla. Make each other welcome." I said, "My
mother won't like you putting me in here."

"Good," said Bozo. "Maybe then she'll come and take you home." How's that for mean?
If Roberta had laughed I would have killed her, but she didn't. She just walked over to the
window and stood with her back to us.

"Turn around," said the Bozo. "Don't be rude. Now Twyla. Roberta. When

you hear a loud buzzer, that's the call for dinner. Come down to the first floor. Any fights
and no movie." And then, j u s t to make sure we knew what we would be missing, "The Wizard
ofOz."

Roberta must have thought I meant that my mother would be mad about my being put in
the shelter. Not about rooming with her, because as soon as Bozo left she came over to me and
said, "Is your mother sick too?"

"N o, " Isaid. "She j u s t likes to dance all night."

"Oh," she nodded her head and I liked the way she understood things so fast. So for the
moment it didn't matter that we looked like salt and pepper standing there and that's what the
other kids called us sometimes. We were eight years old and got F's all the time. Me because |
couldn't remember what I read or what the teacher said. And Roberta because she couldn't read
at all and didn't even listen to the teacher. She wasn't good at anything except

jacks, at which she was a killer: pow scoop pow scoop pow scoop. We didn't like each
other all that much at first, but nobody else wanted to play with us because we weren't real
orphans with beautiful dead parents in the sky. We were dumped. Even the New York City
Puerto Ricans and the upstate Indians ignored us. All kinds of kids were in there, black ones,
white ones, even two Koreans. The food was good, though. At least I thought so. Roberta hated
it and left whole pieces of things on her plate: Spam, Salisbury steak—even jello with fruit
cocktail in it, and she didn't care if I ate what she wouldn't. Mary's idea of supper was popcorn
and a can of Yoo- Hoo.3 Hot mashed potatoes and two weenies was like Thanksgiving for me. It
really wasn't bad, St. Bonny's. The big girls on the second floor pushed us around now and then.
But that was all. They wore lipstick and eyebrow pencil and wobbled their knees while they
watched TV. Fifteen, sixteen, even, some of them were. They were put-out girls, scared
runaways most of them. Poor little girls who fought their uncles off but looked tough to us, and
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mean. God did they look mean. The staff tried to keep them separate from the younger children,
but sometimes they caught us watching them in the orchard where they played radios and danced
with each other. They'd light out after us and pull our hair or twist our arms. We were scared of
them, Roberta and me, but neither of us wanted the other one to know it. So we got a good list of
dirty names we could shout back when we ran from them through the orchard. I used to dream a
lot and almost always the orchard was there. Two acres, four maybe, of these little apple trees.
Hundreds of them. Empty and crooked like beggar women when I first came to

St. Bonny's but fat with flowers when I left. [ don't know why I dreamt about that orchard
so much. Nothing really happened there. Nothing all that important, I mean. J u s t the big girls
dancing and playing the radio. Roberta and me watching. Maggie fell down there once. The
kitchen woman with legs like parentheses. And the big girls laughed at her. We should have
helped her up, I know, but we were scared of those girls with lipstick and eyebrow pencil.
Maggie couldn't talk. The kids said she had her tongue cut out, but I think she was just born that
way: mute. She was old and sandy-colored and she worked in the kitchen. I don't know if she
was nice or not. I j u s t remember her legs like parentheses and how she rocked when she
walked. She worked from early in the morning till two o'clock, and if she was late, if she had too
much cleaning and didn't get out till two-fifteen or so, she'd cut through the orchard so she
wouldn't miss her bus and have to wait another hour. She wore this really stupid little hat—a
kid's hat with ear flaps—and she wasn't much taller than we were. A really awful little hat. Even
for a mute, it was dumb—dressing like a kid and never saying anything at all. "But what about if
somebody tries to kill her?" I used to wonder about that. "Or what if she wants to cry? Can she
cry?"

"Sure, " Roberta said. "But just tears. No sounds come out."

"She can't scream?"

"Nope. Nothing."

"Can she hear?"

"I guess."

"Let's call her," I said. And we did.

"Dummy! Dummy!" She never turned her head.

"Bow legs! Bow legs!" Nothing. She just rocked on, the chin straps of her baby-boy hat
swaying from side to side. I think we were wrong. I think she could hear and didn't let on. And it
shames me even now to think there was somebody in there after all who heard us call her those
names and couldn't tell on us.

We got along all right, Roberta and me. Changed beds every night, got F's in civics and
communication skills and gym. The Bozo was disappointed in us, she said. Out of 130 of us state
cases, 90 were under twelve. Almost all were real orphans with beautiful dead parents in the sky.
We were the only ones dumped and the only ones with F's in three classes including gym. So we
got along—what with her leaving whole pieces of things on her plate and being nice about not
asking questions.

I think it was the day before Maggie fell down that we found out our mothers were
coming to visit us on the same Sunday. We had been at the shelter twenty-eight days (Roberta
twenty-eight and a half) and this was their first visit with us. Our mothers would come at ten
o'clock in time for chapel, then lunch with us in the teachers' lounge. I thought if my dancing
mother met her sick mother it might be good for her. And Roberta thought her sick mother
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would get a big bang out of a dancing one. We got excited about it and curled each other's hair.
After breakfast we sat on the bed watching the road from the window. Roberta's socks were still
wet. She washed them the night before and put them on the radiator to dry. They hadn't, but she
put them on anyway because their tops were so pretty—scalloped in pink. Each of us had a
purple construction-paper basket that we had made in craft class. Mine had a yellow crayon
rabbit on it. Roberta's had eggs with wiggly lines of color. Inside were cellophane grass and just
the jelly beans because I'd eaten the two marshmallow eggs they gave us. The Big Bozo came
herself to get us. Smiling she told us we looked very nice and to come downstairs. We were so
surprised by the smile we'd never seen before, neither of us moved.

"Don't you want to see your mommies?"

I stood up first and spilled the jelly beans all over the floor. Bozo's smile disappeared
while we scrambled to get the candy up off the floor and put it back in the grass.

She escorted us downstairs to the first floor, where the other girls were lining up to file
into the chapel. A bunch of grown-ups stood to one side. Viewers mostly. The old biddies who
wanted servants and the fags who wanted company looking for children they might want to
adopt. Once in a while a grandmother. Almost never anybody young or anybody whose face
wouldn't scare you in the night. Because if any of the real orphans had young relatives they
wouldn't be real orphans. I saw Mary right away. She had on those green slacks I hated and hated
even more now because didn't she know we were going to chapel? And that fur jacket with the
pocket linings so ripped she had to pull to get her hands out of them. But her face was pretty—
like always, and she smiled and waved like she was the little girl looking for her mother—not
me.
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4. TIOPSIZIOK ITPOBEJIEHMS 1 KPUTEPMM OLIEHUBAHMS [TPOMEXY TOUHOM
ATTECTALIMA

4.1. Ilopsiok nMpoBeAeHUs MPOMEKYTOYHON aTTeCTAllUH
[TpomexxyTouHass arrecTrans NPOBOAUTCS B 1 3Tam M IpeAmnonaraeT HalUCaHUE 3cce
(JIuTEpaTypHO-CTPAHOBEAUECKOTO KOMMEHTApHsI), HA KOTOpoe OoTBOAUTCS 60 MUHYT.

4.2. Kputepuu olleHMBAHUA MPOMEKYTOUYHOM aTTECTALMU 10 BUIAM OlI€HOUYHBIX CPeICTB
Kpurepuu oueHuBanus 3cce (JIMTEPATYPHO-CTPAHOBEIYECKOI0 KOMMEHTAPHS):

Kpurepun onenku MakcumanbHbIN
Oamn
IlonHoTa  HMCTOPUKO-JIMTEPATypPHOIO  aHAJIM3a TEKCTAa, YMEHHE 5

OIpesieNATh 0COOEHHOCTH TBOPYECKOI'O METO/a, MEepHOJa Pa3BUTHS
JUTEpPATyphl, CTHJIA, )KaHpa, THIMYECKUE U HOBATOPCKUE YEPTHI

KoppekTHocTh JIUTEPATyPOBETIECKOTO TEPMHUHOJIOTUYECKOTO 5
arrapara, COOTBCTCTBUC JKaHpy KOMMCHTAapus, JJOT'M4YHOCTB,
IrpPaMOTHOCTh

['myOvHa 3HAHHS KOHTEKCTa (MCTOPUYECKOTO, Ouorpadudeckoro, 5

OCTCTHYCCKOIO M T.H.) YMCHHEC BIIMCATb aHaHI/ISPIpyeMBIﬁ TCKCT B
COOTBCTCTBYIOIIMEC KOHTCKCTBI, OTCYTCTBUC q)aKTI/I‘-IeCKI/IX OIIMOOK

Bnagenue HaBbIKaMH aHaliM3a TEKCTOBOI'O (bpar MCHTAa YMCHUAMHU 5
OMpCaACIMTL €TI0 MECTO U POJIb B TCKCTC KaK CANMHOM XYJOKECTBCHHOM
nenaom. Mnu BnajgeHne HaBpIKaMM aHaJIM3a MOATHYECKOTO TCKCTA,

CoOmrofieHNEe S3BIKOBBIX M PEYEBBIX HOPM aHTIUHCKOTO SI3bIKA, 5
I'PaMOTHOCTh M pa3HOOOpa3ue peun
Utoro 25

PaGoTa cunTaercs BBHITOJHEHHON MPHU TOJYYCHUH CTYJEHTOM HEe MeHee 15 6aiios.

JTAJIOHHBIN BAPUAHT 3cce (Te3uCHbIN MJIaH) Ha npuMepe Tekcra 1.
1. This excerpt is from the novel «The Famous Jumping Frog of Calaveras» by Mark Twain
(1865).
2. Genre: humorous story.
3. Stylized under the folklore genre of fables, tales (tall-tales)
4. Method and style: realism, "local color", the tradition of humor of the South-West
5. The plot is borrowed from the folklore of the South-West, but transformed by the author: the
emphasis is shifted to portraying the characters and mores of the inhabitants of the frontier.
6. Artistic means: grotesque, hyperbole, irony.
7. Problems: in the center - the image of an inveterate debater Smiley, ready to bet on anything
and on anything. The components of the image are his "wonderful" helpers - animals - a horse, a
bulldog and a frog. For the sake of money, like their hosts, they are ready for any deeds. The




MHMNHOBPHAYKU POCCUN
denepanbHOE rocyiapcTBEHHOE OI0PKETHOE 00pa30BaTeIbHOE

@” YUpEKACHUE BBICHICTO 06pa30BaHI/I}I

«Yensbunckuii rocynapcrseHHslit yausepeute» (PI'BOY BO «Uenl'Vy»)
Hcropuko-hunnonorndeckuil GpakyapTeT

®DOHJ] OLICHOYHBIX CPE/ICTB 10 JUCHUILTHHE (MOIy0) «IlyTeBoANTENb 110 aMepPUKAHCKO JIHTEepaType»
TI0 HanpaBiIeHHIo MoAroToBKH 45.03.01 «Dunonorus» HanpasneHHocTH (Tpodmto) «OrtedecTBeHHas ¢unonorus» GI'EOY BO
«Henl'V»

Bepcus noxymenra - 1 ctp. 20 u3 21 IlepBelit 3x3eMILIAp KOITHUA Ne

purpose of the novel is to characterize the morals of the people of the frontier and the atmosphere
of life in this space.

8. The core of the plot is the episode of the competition of frogs, which includes the motives of
cheating and eccentricity, traditional for short stories.

9. Many means of creating a comic effect are used: comic positions, comic characters, speech
comic.

10. Language: the novella is close to the genre of the tale, since it is a story within a story, and a
large role is played by the figure of the narrator Simon Wheeler and his speech manner (funny
and serious, real and incredible is told with an equally imperturbable expression on his face), a
large number of dialectisms are used and conversational turnover.

Ilepeuens mexkcmog onsa umoz06020 Icce:
Tekct 1. Mapk TBeH «3HameHuTas ckauyias asarymka u3 Kanasepacay
Tekct 2. I'appuet buuep Ctoy «XmxuHa asau Tomay
Tekct 3. @penepuk [yrnac «Kusneonucanune @penepuka lyriacay
Tekct 4. V. ®onknep «Po3bl a1t OMuiim»
Teker 5. Tonu Moppucon «Peueratusy

4.3. Pe3yabTaTbl NPOMEKYTOYHOH AaTTeCTAlMM M YPOBHH C(POPMHPOBAHHOCTH
KOMIIETEeHI U
OreHka 3a 3a4eT CKJIabIBACTCS U3 IBYX COCTABIISIONINX:

1) Tekymeil ycneBaeMOCTH — KOJIMYECTBO HAOpaHHBIX B TEUYEHHE cemecTpa OauioB (IO
pe3yJbTaTaM BCeX BHUAOB JAEATEIBHOCTH CTYICHTAa M TEKYIIEro KOHTPOJS: IOCEIeHHE
JIEKIMH, BBITIOJIHEHUE YUEOHBIX 3a]1a4, BHICTYIJICHHE HA CEMUHAPCKUX 3aHATHX);

2) xonuyecTBa 0aJIOB 3a dcce.

Kpumepuu oyenueanus 3auema:
0-49 6a/IoB — «HE 3aUYTEHOY;
50-100 6amIoB — «3aUuTEHOY;

Oco0eHHOCTH TIPOBEJICHUH TPOIEAYPHl OIICHUBAHUS PE3YJIHTATOB O0yUEHHUS WHBAIHIOB
U JUI] C OTPAaHWYCHHBIMH BO3MOXHOCTSIMH 3JI0pOBbsi 0003HAUEHBI B paboueill mporpamme
JUCUUILITUHBI (MOJYJISA).

Ypoenu cghopmuposeannocmu komnemenyuii onpedensemcs cnedyioumum oopazom:
1. Buicokuii yposens chopMUPOBAHHOCTU KOMIIETEHIIUN COOTBETCTBYET OLIEHKE «OTIUYHON:
- mpeanonaraeT (HOpMUPOBAHHE KOMIIETEHIUH Ha BBICOKOM YpPOBHE: (HhOPMHUPYIOTCS
HaBBIKM CAMOCTOSATEIBHOIO YCIEIIHOTO OPUEHTUPOBAHUS B IIEHHOCTHOM U COLMOKYJBTYPHOM
cBoeoOpa3uu KyiabTypbl M autepatypsl CIIIA, HaBbIKM BIaJeHUs MOPAIbHO-3TUUYECKUMHU
HOpPMaMHu MpU OOCYXXIACHUM JMTEpPaTypHBIX IPOU3BEACHUN, a TakXkKe HaBbIKM 00paboTKH,
pelakTUpOBaHMA U TpaHC(hOpPMAIMM AHIJIOA3BIYHOTO KOHTEHTa IO TEMAaTUKE, CBS3aHHOM ¢
uctopueil nureparypsl CHIA;
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- CTYIOEHT CIOCOOEH BBICTpaMBATh pPa3BEPHYTHIC, APTYMEHTHUPOBAHHBIC, JOTHYECKH
HENPOTUBOPEUYMBBIE BBICKA3bIBAaHUS HA AHIJIMHCKOM SI3bIKE 110 BCEM BOIIpOCaM Kypca Kak B
MUCHbMEHHOM, TaK ¥ B YCTHOU (hopMe HA YPOBHE HE HUXKE OL[CHKHU «XOPOILIOH.

2. CpeoHnuii yposeHb COOTBETCTBYET OIICHKE XOPOIIIO:

- mpennosaraer (HopMHpOBaHHE KOMIIETEHIIMH Ha JIOCTAaTOYHO BBICOKOM YpOBHE::
dbopMuUpYIOTCS KIIIOUEBBIE HAaBBIKM OPHUEHTHPOBAHHS B IIEHHOCTHOM M COIMOKYJIBTYPHOM
cBoeoOpasun KynbTypsl M jureparypsl CIIA, OCHOBHbIE HAaBBIKM BIAJEHUS KIIIOUEBBIMU
MOpaIbHO-3TUYECKUMU HOpPMaMU TPU OOCYKIEHUU JHUTEPATYpPHBIX MPOU3BEICHUM, a TaKxke
0a30BbIe HABBIKM 00pPaOOTKH, pEIaKTUPOBAHUS M TPaHC(HOPMAIIUN aHTIIOSA3BIYHOTO KOHTEHTA 1O
TeMaTHuKe, CBA3aHHOMU ¢ uctopueit nureparypsl CILA;

- CTYJEHT CIIOCOOEH BBICTPaMBATH COJIEPKATEIbHBIC BHICKA3bIBAHUS Ha AHTIIMHCKOM
SI3BIKE TI0 KJIFOUEBBIM BOIPOCAM Kypca Kak B MMCbMEHHOM, TaKk U B YCTHOH (hopMe Ha ypOBHE He
HUKE OIICHKHU «YJAOBIETBOPUTEIHLHOM.

3. ba3zoewiti yposensb COOTBETCTBYET OLIEHKE y/10BIETBOPUTENIBHO:

- mpenmnonaraet (GpopMHUpOBaHUE KOMIETEHIIMI HAa HAYalbHOM YpOBHE: INPEAINOaracT
(dbopMUpOBaHNE KOMIIETEHIIMI Ha BBICOKOM ypOBHE: (POPMHUPYIOTCS OTENbHbIC HABBIKU 0a30BOTO
OpUEHTUPOBAHUS B LIEHHOCTHOM M COLMOKYJIBTYPHOM CBOEOOpa3sUM KYJbTYpbl U JUTEPATYyphI
CIIA, HaBbIKM BJaJCHUS KIIOYEBBIMH MOPAIBbHO-3TUYECKUMH HOPMAaMH MPHU OOCYKICHUU
JUTEPATypPHBIX MPOU3BEACHUM, a TaKKe NEepBUYHbIE HABBIKM 0OpaOOTKM, pEeNaKTUPOBAaHUS U
TpaHncopMaIlK aHTIOSI3bIYHOTO KOHTEHTA M0 TEMaTHKe, CBSI3aHHOW C MCTOpUEH JIUTEpaTyphl
CHIA;

- CTYIEHT crmocoOeH JaTh OO0Ire OTBEThl HA OCHOBHBIE BOIMPOCHI MO TUCIHUIUINHE WM
BBITIOTHUTh ~ KOHTPOJIbHYIO ~ pa0OTy HA  aHTIIMHACKOM  s3bIKE HE  HUXKE  OIICHKH
«YAOBJIETBOPUTEIILHOM.

4. Hu3skuil ypoeHb COOTBETCTBYET OLIEHKE HEYIOBJIETBOPUTEIBHO.

- CryneHT He HMeeT JJIEMEHTapHbIX HAaBBIKOB OPHEHTHUPOBAHUSA B IIEHHOCTHOM H
COLIMOKYJIBTYPHOM CBO€0oOpazuu KyibTypbl U JutTepaTypbl CIIIA, He AeMOHCTpUPYET HaBBIKU
BIIQJICHUS MOPATbHO-3THYECKHMH HOPMaMHU MPHU OOCYKICHHUH JTUTEPATypPHBIX MPOU3BEICHUH, a
TaKk)Ke HaBBIKM 0OpaOOTKH, PEaKTHPOBAHUSA U TpaHC(HOPMALMU AHTJIOA3BIYHOIO KOHTEHTA IO
TEMaTHKE, CBSI3aHHOU ¢ uctopueil nureparypsl CHIA;

- CTYIEHT HE CIIOCOOEH OTBETUTh HA TEOPETHUECKUN BOMPOC WIIM BBIMIOJHUTH 3aJaHUS
0 aHAJIM3Y XYJI0’KeCTBEHHOro TekcTa autepaTypsl CILIA Ha aHTTTUHCKOM SI3BIKE.




45.03.01 duitonorus, OreuecreeHHas ¢guiionorus, Ilyresoauresb Mo aMepuKaHCKOI JIuTeparype,
ouHasi, 2026

@oHJ OLIEHOYHBIX CPEACTB TUCHUILIUHBI (MOAYJIs) 0100PEeH U PeKOMEHI0BAH:

ITpopekTop 1o yueOHOH paboTe yTBepxkaeHo 27.02.26 A.A. CanamaToB
Y4eHBIM COBETOM UCTOPUKO-(PHIIOIOTHIECKOTO (PaKyIbTeTa

ITporoxon 3aceqanust Ne 7 ot 09.02.2026

[Ipencenarens YdeHoro coBera

HCTOPUKO-(PHUIIOIOTHIECKOTO

(hakynwsreTa COITIaCOBaHO H. B. I'pumnna
3acenanueM kadeapbl PyCCKOro si3bIKa U JIUTEPaTyphl

ITporoxon 3aceqanust Ne 7 ot 29.01.2026

3aBenyromui kapenpoi COITIaCOBaHO E.I. benoycosa

ABTOD (COCTaBUTEIIH) E.T". benoycoa

CTpykTrypa ¢oHI0B OLIEHOYHBIX CPEICTB COOTBETCTBYET npukasy pekropa @®I'bOY BO «Heal ¥V» ot
27 centsiops 2022 Ne573-1
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