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1.IlepevyeHb KOMIETEHIUI C YKa3aHUEM ITAMOB UX (POPMHUPOBAHUS B TIPOIIECCE OCBOCHUS
00pa3zoBaTeNbHON MTPOTPaMMBbI

eMecTp

HanmenoBanue QuCLMIIIHHEL

IIK-4

b1.5.10 Ilenaroruka + + +

b1.B.O/1.9 UcTopust ”HOCTpaHHOTO +
S3BIKA

b1.B.O/1.14 ®unonoruveckuii
aHaIIN3 XyI0’KECTBEHHBIX TEKCTOB

b1.B.O/lI.15®unonornyeckuii +
aHaIN3 HEXYI0MKECTBEHHBIX
TEKCTOB

b1.B.O/1.16 [lenaroruueckue +
TEXHOJIOTHH B paMKax HU3y4eHUs
WHOCTPAHHOTO SI3BIKa

b1.B.O/I.17 IlpakTudeckuii Kypc + + + + + +
HUHOCTPAHHOTO S3bIKA

b1.B./IB.9.2 Buzeo Ha ypokax +
AHTJIMHCKOTO SI3bIKa

B1.B.JIB.12.1 OcHoBBI +
TICUXOJTMHTBUCTUKH

b1.B.JIB.12.2 MexKynbTypHBbIi +
MOAX0A B 00y4E€HUH HHOCTPAaHHOMY
SI3BIKY

b1.B.[IB.13.2 Uctopus u KyapTypa +
Benmukoopurannu u CIIA

b1.B.JIB.16.2 TBopueckoe MUCEMO +

Bb1.B.JIB.17.1 UnTepmperarys +
TEKCTOB IyOJIMIMCTHIECKOTO
Xapakrepa

b1.B./IB.17.2 PennepupoBanue +
ra3eTHBIX TEKCTOB

b1.B.[IB.19.1 Ananurndeckoe
YTEeHUE




ITtansl GopMUPOBAHHUS 1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8
KOMIIeTeH il

K-7

b1.5.10 Ilemaroruka + + +

b1.B.O/1.14
dunonornyeckuii aHaiuz
XYJI0KECTBEHHBIX TEKCTOB

b1.B.OJ1.15®unonorundecKuii +
aHaJIU3 HEXYJI0KECTBEHHBIX
TEKCTOB

b1.B./IB.14.1
HNuTepnperanus
MOATUYECKOTO TEKCTa

b1.B./IB.14.2 bputanckas
M033Us OT CPETHEBEKOBBS 110
COBPEMEHHOCTHU

b1.B.[IB.15.2 CoBpemennas
aMepuKaHCKas Ipo3a

b1.B.JIB.19.1
AHaIATHYECKOE UTEHHUE

Ortansl GOPMUPOBAHMS 1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8
KOMIIeTeH U

* B xauectBe 3TanoB (popMHpoOBaHMS KOMIETEHILUH B MpoOllecce OCBOEHUsI 00pa3oBaTeIbHON
pOrpaMMBbl OIIPEIENEHbl CEMECTPHI.

2. Onucanue moka3arejeii W KpUTepHeB OlEHUBAHUS KOMIETEHIUH Ha
Pa3IMYHBIX 3Tanax uX (GOPpMHUPOBAHUS, ONIMCAHUE IIKAJI OLlCHUBAHUSA
KoHTponb kadyecTBa OCBOGHMS AMCLUMILUIMHBI BKIJIIOYAeT B ce€0sl TEKyIIUMH KOHTPOJIb
YCIIEBAEMOCTU M INPOMEXKYTOYHYIO aTTecTauuio. TeKylluid KOHTPOJIb YCIEBAEMOCTH U
MIPOMEXKYTOUHAsl aTTecTalsl 00ydaroluXcsl IPOBOAATCA B LENSIX YCTAHOBJIEHHUS COOTBETCTBUS
JOCTIDKEHUH  00y4aromuxcst MO3TAalHbIM TpeOOBaHUSAM 00pa30BaTENbHOM MPOTrpaMMbl K
pe3ynbraTaM 00y4deHHus 1 pOpMHUPOBAHUS KOMIIETEHIIUH.

2.1 Ilokazamenu u Kpumepuu oyeHUBAHUA KOMNEMEHUUIl HA PA3IUYHBIX IMANAX
ux ghopmuposanun (npomexcymounas ammecmayus)

v ol E o Kpurepun B coorBeTcTBUM € ypoBHEM ocBoeHus OIl o =




MOPOTOBBIA CTaHIAPTHBIN ATaJTOHHBIN
(Y1OBJIETBOPUTEIBHO) (xopor10) (oTIMYHO)

55-69 Gannos 70-84 Ganna 85-100 6asoB
TEPMHUHOJIOTUYECKYIO | OCHOBHBIE MPUHIUIIBI | O XYI0XKECTBEHHOU U
CUCTEMY MpEeIMETHON | MHTepHpeTaluu S3BIKOBOM  IIEHHOCTH 54

A obnactu XYI0KECTBEHHOTO XYJI0°KECTBEHHOTO ol
s TeKcTa MIPOU3BEICHUS BO E %
ot BCei ero| § F
MHOTOIJIaHOBOCTHU <
OTIPEACIUTh KaHP pasrpaHu4ymTh BBISIBUTH  YKAHPOBBIE o
< E AHAIU3UPYEMOIO NMOHATHA JKaHPa M | KAHOHBI U cienupuKy % %
é § TeKcTa XKaHPOBOU popmbl JTUTEPaTyPHBIX < ;
J)KaHPOB BO BCEM HUX | <€ 3|
MHOT'000pa3uu s
npueMamMu 3HAaHHUEM OCHOBHBIX TOTOBHOCTBIO
paccMOTpeHHUs 3aKOHOB U COOTHECTH  MoOJieNb | X
§ XYyJ10’KECTBEHHOTO 0ocoOeHHOCTEN Mupa B| X
= TeKCTa Kak OpraHu3aluu JTUTEpaTypHOM % %
5 JIUHTBUCTUYECKOTO U | JIUTEPATYPHOTO [IPOU3BEIECHUN c| & &
ACTETUYECKOTO MIPOU3BEICHUS PEAbHOCTHIO <
¢dbenomena
0 He0OX0IMMOCTH Bnagerp HaBbIKaMU | METOAaMH
poheccuoHaIbHOTO | caMo- COLMAIIU3AIUN .
pa3BUTHSA, pa3BUTHUA U YMEIIO HX | MpodeccrnoHalIbHOTO §
0 pacIIMpeHHst UCIIOJIb3YET JUIsS | caMOoTIpeiesIeHus o
s Kpyrosopa, MOBBIIICHUS oOyuJaromnmxcs, =
o OOHOBIICHUSI 3HAHUU U | JINYHOMN U | IOATOTOBKM HX K| *
TOTOBHOCTHU K | MpodecCUOHANBHON | CO3HATEIBHOMY =
MIOCTOSIHHOMY KOHKYPEHTOCTOc00- | BbIOOPY mpodeccun §
CaMOPA3BUTHIO HOCTH <
CaMOCTOSITENIbHO apryMEeHTHPOBAHHO CaMOCTOSITEIILHO ©
pa3BUBAaTh CBOIO OTCTauBaTh CBOIO | ONPEJEINTD 5
~ . KBATH(UKAIIIO U | TOUKY 3peHus, | CTpaTeruto npogec- GE
é 5 MacTepCTBO JIEMOHCTPUPYS CHOHAJIBHOTO =
; aKTUBHYIO pasBuTHs, ::
IPaKJAHCKYIO pacIIMpeHust =
TTO3UIIHIO Kpyrosopa, E
OOHOBJICHUS 3HAHUH <
HaBBIKAMHU TOTOBHOCTBIO TOTOBHOCTBIO ©
MyOTMYHBIX UHTEPIPETUPOBATH COBEPILIEHCTBOBATH é
A BI)ICTyl'IJ'Ie‘IJ-II/II\/'I, MOJTYYCHHBIC 3HAHUS | KBATH(UKAIIMOHHYIO S
o JIUCKYCCHUH, MPUMEHUTEIBHO K MOATOTOBKY Ha | =
= caMoIIpe3eHTaIi acrieKTam MTOCJIETYIOIITUX o
M MpPEnoiaBaHus YPOBHSIX 00Y4YECHHUS =
AHTJIMHCKOTO SI3bIKA B é

HIKOJIC




2.2. Kpumepuu u wKaivl OUeHUGAHUA De3YbMamos o00y4eHUs Nnpu npoeedeHuu
meKyuiezo KOHmpos ycneeaemocmu

Texymuii KOHTPOJb MpenHa3HaueH Ui NPOBEPKU XOJa M KadecTBa (POPMHUPOBAHUS
KOMIIETCHIINI, CTUMYIHUPOBaHUs yueOHON paboThl 00yd4aeMbIX U COBEPIICHCTBOBAHUS METOTUKU
OCBOEHHUsI HOBbIX 3HaHuUU. OH oOecreynBaeTcs MPOBEICHHEM CEMUHAPOB, OLIEHWBAHUEM
KOHTPOJIbHBIX 33JIaHUi, MPOBEPKONM KOHCHEKTOB JICKLHW, BBINOJHEHUEM WHIWBUIAYAJIBHBIX U
TBOPUYECKUX 3aJIlaHU, IEPUOIUYECKUM OIPOCOM OOydaromuxcs Ha 3aHsaTusX. Konrponupyembie
pa3zeinsl (TeMbI) JUCIUTINHBI, KOMIIETCHIIUY U OLIEHOYHBIC CPEJICTBA MIPEICTABJICHEI B TAOJIHIIC.

Kon

i HaunmenoBanue
KonTponupyemsle pazaensl (TEMBbI) KOHTpOIMpyeMon

No OLIEHOYHOT'O
CIIAIUTHHBI® KOMIETEHIINHU A

*
/T cpencTaa

1 | The general characteristic of a text Beimonnenue
analysis. TIK-4, TIK-7 aHaM3a
XYAOXKECTBCHHOTI'O
TEKCTa
2 | Verbal aspect of Text Analysis. Beimonnenue
TK-4, [TK-7 anaisa
XYAOXKECTBCHHOI'O
TEKCTa
3 | Extra-verbal aspect of Text Analysis. Beinonnenue
TK-4, TIK-7 anasa
XYAOXKECCTBCHHOTI'O
TEKCTa
4 | Different  approaches to  text Brinonunenue
interpretation TIK-4, TIK-7 aHaIM3a
XYAOXKECCTBCHHOTI'O
TEKCTa
* Haumenosanue memsl (pazoena) unu mem (pasoenos) bepemcs uz pabouei npocpammol
OUCYUNTUHDL.
- Ilpumepvl npoyedyp oyenHusanus: mecmuposaHue, KOHMPOIbHAS padboma, 3cce,
peqbepam, KOJUJIOK8UYM, 6blNOJIHEHUE Keﬁca, peuteHue cumyayuOrHblX 361061'{, Hanucarue
ouxmaunma u m.o.

KpnTepml N IIKaJa OCHUBAHUA AHAJTIU3A XY/T0KECTBEHHOI'0 TEKCTA

Onenka Kpurepuii onieHKn

OOyuaromuiics NOJIHO U apT'yMEHTHPOBAHHO MTPUMEHSET Ha
MIPaKTHKE TEOPETUUECKUN MaTepua; 1aéT MpaBUIbHOE ONpeiesieHne
MOHATHI; 0OHAPYKMBaeT rTyOOKOe MOHUMaHHUe BCEX YPOBHEH
«OTIUYHOY XyJ0’KECTBEHHOT'0 TEKCTA, MOKET 00OCHOBATh CBOM CYKJIEHUS,
CaMOCTOSITENIHO MPUBE/S HEOOXOIMMBIE IPUMEPHI; U3J1araet
MaTepual MocieI0BaTeIbHO U MIPaBHIIBHO C TOUKH 3PEHUSI HOPM
JUTEPATYPHOTO SA3BIKA.

OOyuarommiics, B I[EJIOM, TTOJTHO ¥ TIOCIIEIOBATEIHFHO MPUMEHSET Ha

«Xopouro» o ..
MMPAKTUKEC TCOPCTUYCCKUU MATCPUATI; HACT MPABUIIBHOC OIMPCACIICHUC
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MOYTH BCEX MOHATHIL; 0OHAPYKUBAET XOpOoIllee MOHUMaHHE BCEX
YPOBHEH XYI0KECTBEHHOT'O TEKCTA, MOXKET 000CHOBATH CBOU
CYXKICHHSI, CAMOCTOSITEIbHO IIPUBE/IE HEOOXOJUMbIE TIPUMEPBL;
M3JIaraeT MaTepHall MOCJIeI0BaTEIbHO U MPABWIBHO C TOUKHU 3PEHUS
HOPM JINTEPATYPHOTO S3bIKa, 6€3 BUAMMBIX HapYIICHUH JTOTHYECKON
110CJIEI0BATEIBHOCTH.

OOyuaronuiicst 3aTpyIHsA€TCS B IPUMEHEHUU Ha MPAKTUKE
TEOPETUYECKOI0 MaTeEpHaa; 1aeT HETOYHbIE OIIPEAETICHUS
«yIOBJICTBOPUTEIIBHO» | DIIEMEHTOB XY/I0)KECTBEHHOI'O TEKCTA; C TPYJAOM 0OOCHOBBIBAET CBOU
CYKIEHHS U IPUBOJAUT IPUMEPBI; U3JIaraeT MaTepuali ¢
HapyLEHUAMHU JIOTHYECKOU MOCIEI0BATEIbHOCTH.

OO0yuaromuiicst 0OHapyKMBaeT He3HAHUE OOJBIIEH YacTh

«HEYOOBJCTBOPUTCIBHO
COOTBETCTBYIOIICTO pa3aciia U3yd4acMOro Mmarcpuajia.

2.3. Kpumepuu u wKanbl oueHueamus pe3yibmamos o00yueHUs NpU NpPoedeHuU
RPOMENHCYMOUHOU ammecmayuu

[TpomexyTouHasi aTTecTauus (3a4eT, IK3aMeH) IpeJHa3HadeHa JUIsl ONpPEAEICHUS YPOBHS
OCBOEHHS BCETOo 00beMa y4yeOHON MUCHUILIMHBL [l71s olleHnBaHus pe3ylbTaToB OOyueHUs MpU

TIPOBEICHNN TIPOMEKYTOUHON aTTecTanuu ucnonbsyercs 100-6annbnas mkana (ykasvieaemes
wiKana ooyyenus 6 COomeemcmeuu ¢ mabauyet).

OcHOBHBIC BUJbI CUCTCM OLCHHMBAHUA

EBponeiickas | 100-6amuipHas 4-GamnpHas 2-0aibHas
A 94-100
A- 90-94 OTJINYHO
B+ 85-89
B 80-84
B- 75-79 XOpOIIO 3a4TEHO
C+ 70-74
C 65-69
C- 60-64 YJIOBJICTBOPUTEIIEHO
D 55-59
F 50-54 HEYJOBJIETBOPUTEIBHO | HE 3a4TEHO

[IpomexyrouHas arrecranus (3aueT, HK3aMEH) MpeAHa3HAuY€Ha IS OMNPEJENICHUsS YPOBHS
OCBOCHMS BCero oobema ydeOHON MUCHMIUIMHBL [l OLIEHUBaHUS pe3yabTaToB OOyuYeHHs MpHU
MIPOBECHUH MPOMEKYTOUHON aTTECTALUN UCIIONB3YETCs yeThlpexOamibHas mkana: «OTIMdHO,
«Xopouio», «Y 10BIETBOPUTEIBLHOY, «Heyn0BIETBOPUTEIBHO.

YpoBeHb
Ikana
Kpurepun OCBOCHUS
OIlCHUBaHUA
KOMIIETCHIIUH
OTIu4HOo HaJau4ue TTyOOKMX M MCUYEPIBIBAIOIINX 3HAHWN B 00beMe
OPOUIEHHOTO HPOrpaMMHOr0 MaTrepualia, IIpaBHJIbHBIE U o
poua P p P » 1P DTaIOHHBII
YBEPEHHBIC JICUCTBHUS 10 TPUMEHEHUIO TOJIYYEHHBIX
3HAHMWW Ha NPAKTHKE, TPAMOTHOE M JIOTMYECKH CTPOMHOE
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U3JIOKEHHE Marepuala npu OTBETE, 3HaHUE
JIOTIOJIHUTEILHO PEKOMEHI0BAHHOM JIUTEPATYPHI

Xopo1o Hajau4yue TBEPAbIX M JOCTAaTOYHO IIOJIHBIX 3HAHWMU
IPOrpaMMHOIO MaTepuasia, He3HaYUTEJIbHbIE OIIUOKH MpH
OCBEIIIEHNU 3aJaHHBIX BOIIPOCOB, MpaBUiIbHBbIE AecTBUs | CTaHIapTHBIN
10 NIPUMEHECHUIO 3HAHUHM HA NPAKTUKE, YETKOE U3JI0KECHUE

Marepuasa
VYrnoBrneTBopuTe | HAJIMYME TBEPAbIX 3HAHUW MPOIJEHHOTO Marepuana,
JILHO U3JI0KEHHE OTBETOB c OLITUOKAMH, YBEpPEHHO

HUCIIPABILIEMBIMHA  TIOCJIE  JOIIOJIHUTCIIBHBIX  BOIIPOCOB, HOpOFOBBIﬁ
H€06XOI[I/IMOCTB HaBOAAIIHUX  BOIPOCOB, IIPaBUJILHBIC
HeﬁCTBHH 110 IPUMCHCHUIO 3HAHUM Ha ITPAKTHUKE

He- HaJIMYME TPYyObIX OIMMOOK B OTBeTe, HemoHuMaHue | KomrereHunuun
YIOBIIETBOPHUTEN | CYLTHOCTH HM3JIaraeMoro BOIPOCa, HEYMEHHE INPHUMEHSTh HE
BHO 3HaHWS Ha TIPAKTUKE, HEYBEPEHHOCTh M HETOYHOCTH
chopMHUpOBaH

OTBCTOB Ha JOMOJIHHUTCIBHBIC U HABOAAIINWEC BOIIPOCHI.
bI

3. TunoBble KOHTPOJIbHbIE 3aJaHUSl WJIM HHbIe MaTepHAaJbl, HEOOXOAUMbIE s
OLlEHKM 3HAHWIi, YMEHUIl, HABBIKOB WU (MJIH) ONBITA JESITEJILHOCTH, XapaKTepPHU3YIIIUX
Tanbl GoOpMHUPOBaHNSI KOMIIETEHUMH B Mpoliecce 0CBOEHUS 00pa30BaTeIbHOI MPOrPaMMbl

3.1. Ouyenounvie cpedocmea meKyuieco KOHmMpPOJis ycneeaemocmu

Ne | Kontponupyemsble pazfensl | 3agaHus Ul aHAJIU3a XYA0KECTBEHHOIO TEKCTa
JUCIUILINHBI
1 | The general characteristic of
a text analysis. CMm.: IIpumepHBIil nepedyeHb XyI0KECTBEHHBIX TEKCTOB
2 | Verbal aspect of Text | (s oleHKH ypOBHS BJIaJICHUS IPHEMaMH aHAIIN3a)
Analysis.
3 | Extra-verbal aspect of Text
Analysis.
4 | Different approaches to
text interpretation

IlpumepHnulit nepeuens Xy00rcecmeeHHbIX MEKCM o (011 OUeHKU YPOBHA 6/1a0eHUA
npuemamu QuionocuuecKo2o aHaiu3a)

Text 1. THE IDIOTS by Joseph Conrad (fragment))

We were driving along the road from Treguier to Kervanda. We passed at a smart trot between
the hedges topping an earth wall on each side of the road; then at the foot of the steep ascent
before Ploumar the horse dropped into a walk, and the driver jumped down heavily from the box.
He flicked his whip and climbed the incline, stepping clumsily uphill by the side of the carriage,
one hand on the footboard, his eyes on the ground. After a while he lifted his head, pointed up
the road with the end of the whip, and said--

"The idiot!"

The sun was shining violently upon the undulating surface of the land. The rises were topped by
clumps of meagre trees, with their branches showing high on the sky as if they had been perched
upon stilts. The small fields, cut up by hedges and stone walls that zig-zagged over the slopes,
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lay in rectangular patches of vivid greens and yellows, resembling the unskilful daubs of a naive
picture. And the landscape was divided in two by the white streak of a road stretching in long
loops far away, like a river of dust crawling out of the hills on its way to the sea.

"Here he is," said the driver, again.

In the long grass bordering the road a face glided past the carriage at the level of the wheels as
we drove slowly by. The imbecile face was red, and the bullet head with close-cropped hair
seemed to lie alone, its chin in the dust. The body was lost in the bushes growing thick along the
bottom of the deep ditch.

It was a boy's face. He might have been sixteen, judging from the size--perhaps less, perhaps
more. Such creatures are forgotten by time, and live untouched by years till death gathers them
up into its compassionate bosom; the faithful death that never forgets in the press of work the
most insignificant of its children.

"Ah! there's another," said the man, with a certain satisfaction in his tone, as if he had caught
sight of something expected.

There was another. That one stood nearly in the middle of the road in the blaze of sunshine at the
end of his own short shadow. And he stood with hands pushed into the opposite sleeves of his
long coat, his head sunk between the shoulders, all hunched up in the flood of heat. From a
distance he had the aspect of one suffering from intense cold.

"Those are twins," explained the driver.

The idiot shuffled two paces out of the way and looked at us over his shoulder when we brushed
past him. The glance was unseeing and staring, a fascinated glance; but he did not turn to look
after us. Probably the image passed before the eyes without leaving any trace on the misshapen
brain of the creature. When we had topped the ascent | looked over the hood. He stood in the
road just where we had left him.

The driver clambered into his seat, clicked his tongue, and we went downhill. The brake
squeaked horribly from time to time. At the foot he eased off the noisy mechanism and said,
turning half round on his box--

"We shall see some more of them by-and-by."

"More idiots? How many of them are there, then?" | asked.

"There's four of them--children of a farmer near Ploumar here. . . . The parents are dead now," he
added, after a while. "The grandmother lives on the farm. In the daytime they knock about on
this road, and they come home at dusk along with the cattle. . . . It's a good farm."

We saw the other two: a boy and a girl, as the driver said. They were dressed exactly alike, in
shapeless garments with petticoat-like skirts. The imperfect thing that lived within them moved
those beings to howl at us from the top of the bank, where they sprawled amongst the tough
stalks of furze. Their cropped black heads stuck out from the bright yellow wall of countless
small blossoms. The faces were purple with the strain of yelling; the voices sounded blank and
cracked like a mechanical imitation of old people's voices; and suddenly ceased when we turned
into a lane.

| saw them many times in my wandering about the country. They lived on that road, drifting
along its length here and there, according to the inexplicable impulses of their monstrous
darkness. They were an offence to the sunshine, a reproach to empty heaven, a blight on the
concentrated and purposeful vigour of the wild landscape. In time the story of their parents
shaped itself before me out of the listless answers to my questions, out of the indifferent words
heard in wayside inns or on the very road those idiots haunted. Some of it was told by an
emaciated and sceptical old fellow with a tremendous whip, while we trudged together over the
sands by the side of a two-wheeled cart loaded with dripping seaweed. Then at other times other
people confirmed and completed the story: till it stood at last before me, a tale formidable and
simple, as they always are, those disclosures of obscure trials endured by ignorant hearts.

Text 2. THE IDIOTS by Joseph Conrad (fragment)
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...After the third child, also a boy, was born, Jean-Pierre went about his work with tense
hopefulness. His lips seemed more narrow, more tightly compressed than before; as if for fear of
letting the earth he tilled hear the voice of hope that murmured within his breast. He watched the
child, stepping up to the cot with a heavy clang of sabots on the stone floor, and glanced in,
along his shoulder, with that indifference which is like a deformity of peasant humanity. Like the
earth they master and serve, those men, slow of eye and speech, do not show the inner fire; so
that, at last, it becomes a question with them as with the earth, what there is in the core: heat,
violence, a force mysterious and terrible--or nothing but a clod, a mass fertile and inert, cold and
unfeeling, ready to bear a crop of plants that sustain life or give death.

The mother watched with other eyes; listened with otherwise expectant ears. Under the high
hanging shelves supporting great sides of bacon overhead, her body was busy by the great
fireplace, attentive to the pot swinging on iron gallows, scrubbing the long table where the field
hands would sit down directly to their evening meal. Her mind remained by the cradle, night and
day on the watch, to hope and suffer. That child, like the other two, never smiled, never stretched
its hands to her, never spoke; never had a glance of recognition for her in its big black eyes,
which could only stare fixedly at any glitter, but failed hopelessly to follow the brilliance of a
sun-ray slipping slowly along the floor. When the men were at work she spent long days between
her three idiot children and the childish grandfather, who sat grim, angular, and immovable, with
his feet near the warm ashes of the fire. The feeble old fellow seemed to suspect that there was
something wrong with his grandsons. Only once, moved either by affection or by the sense of
proprieties, he attempted to nurse the youngest. He took the boy up from the floor, clicked his
tongue at him, and essayed a shaky gallop of his bony knees. Then he looked closely with his
misty eyes at the child's face and deposited him down gently on the floor again. And he sat, his
lean shanks crossed, nodding at the steam escaping from the cooking-pot with a gaze senile and
worried.

Then mute affliction dwelt in Bacadou's farmhouse, sharing the breath and the bread of its
inhabitants; and the priest of the Ploumar parish had great cause for congratulation. He called
upon the rich landowner, the Marquis de Chavanes, on purpose to deliver himself with joyful
unction of solemn platitudes about the inscrutable ways of Providence. In the vast dimness of the
curtained drawing-room, the little man, resembling a black bolster, leaned towards a couch, his
hat on his knees, and gesticulated with a fat hand at the elongated, gracefully-flowing lines of the
clear Parisian toilette from which the half-amused, half-bored marquise listened with gracious
languor. He was exulting and humble, proud and awed. The impossible had come to pass. Jean-
Pierre Bacadou, the enraged republican farmer, had been to mass last Sunday--had proposed to
entertain the visiting priests at the next festival of Ploumar! It was a triumph for the Church and
for the good cause. "I thought | would come at once to tell Monsieur le Marquis. | know how
anxious he is for the welfare of our country,” declared the priest, wiping his face. He was asked
to stay to dinner.

The Chavanes returning that evening, after seeing their guest to the main gate of the park,
discussed the matter while they strolled in the moonlight, trailing their long shadows up the
straight avenue of chestnuts. The marquise, a royalist of course, had been mayor of the commune
which includes Ploumar, the scattered hamlets of the coast, and the stony islands that fringe the
yellow flatness of the sands. He had felt his position insecure, for there was a strong republican
element in that part of the country; but now the conversion of Jean-Pierre made him safe. He was
very pleased. "You have no idea how influential those people are,” he explained to his wife.
"Now, | am sure, the next communal election will go all right. I shall be re- elected.” ™Your
ambition is perfectly insatiable, Charles," exclaimed the marquise, gaily. "But, ma chere amie,"
argued the husband, seriously, "it's most important that the right man should be mayor this year,
because of the elections to the Chamber. If you think it amuses me . . ."

Jean-Pierre had surrendered to his wife's mother. Madame Levaille was a woman of business,
known and respected within a radius of at least fifteen miles. Thick-set and stout, she was seen
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about the country, on foot or in an acquaintance's cart, perpetually moving, in spite of her fifty-
eight years, in steady pursuit of business. She had houses in all the hamlets, she worked quarries
of granite, she freighted coasters with stone--even traded with the Channel Islands. She was
broad-cheeked, wide-eyed, persuasive in speech: carrying her point with the placid and
invincible obstinacy of an old woman who knows her own mind. She very seldom slept for two
nights together in the same house; and the wayside inns were the best places to inquire in as to
her whereabouts. She had either passed, or was expected to pass there at six; or somebody,
coming in, had seen her in the morning, or expected to meet her that evening. After the inns that
command the roads, the churches were the buildings she frequented most. Men of liberal
opinions would induce small children to run into sacred edifices to see whether Madame Levaille
was there, and to tell her that so-and-so was in the road waiting to speak to her about potatoes, or
flour, or stones, or houses; and she would curtail her devotions, come out blinking and crossing
herself into the sunshine; ready to discuss business matters in a calm, sensible way across a table
in the kitchen of the inn opposite. Latterly she had stayed for a few days several times with her
son-in-law, arguing against sorrow and misfortune with composed face and gentle tones. Jean-
Pierre felt the convictions imbibed in the regiment torn out of his breast--not by arguments but
by facts. Striding over his fields he thought it over. There were three of them. Three! All alike!
Why? Such things did not happen to everybody--to nobody he ever heard of. One--might pass.
But three! All three. Forever useless, to be fed while he lived and . . . What would become of the
land when he died? This must be seen to. He would sacrifice his convictions. One day he told his
wife--

"See what your God will do for us. Pay for some masses."

Susan embraced her man. He stood unbending, then turned on his heels and went out. But
afterwards, when a black soutane darkened his doorway, he did not object; even offered some
cider himself to the priest. He listened to the talk meekly; went to mass between the two women;
accomplished what the priest called "his religious duties" at Easter. That morning he felt like a
man who had sold his soul.

Text 3. THE BRIDE COMES TO YELLOW SKY by Stephen Crane (fragment)

The great pullman was whirling onward with such dignity of motion that a glance from the
window seemed simply to prove that the plains of Texas were pouring eastward. Vast flats of
green grass, dull-hued spaces of mesquite and cactus, little groups of frame houses, woods of
light and tender trees, all were sweeping into the east, sweeping over the horizon, a precipice.

A newly married pair had boarded this coach at San Antonio. The man's face was reddened
from many days in the wind and sun, and a direct result of his new black clothes was that his
brick-colored hands were constantly performing in a most conscious fashion. From time to time
he looked down respectfully at his attire. He sat with a hand on each knee, like a man waiting in
a barber's shop. The glances he devoted to other passengers were furtive and shy.

The bride was not pretty, nor was she very young. She wore a dress of blue cashmere, with
small reservations of velvet here and there and with steel buttons abounding. She continually
twisted her head to regard her puff sleeves, very stiff, straight, and high. They embarrassed her.
It was quite apparent that she had cooked, and that she expected to cook, dutifully. The blushes
caused by the careless scrutiny of some passengers as she had entered the car were strange to see
upon this plain, under-class countenance, which was drawn in placid, almost emotionless lines.

They were evidently very happy. "Ever been in a parlor-car before?" he asked, smiling with
delight.

"No," she answered, "I never was. It's fine, ain't it?"



"Great! And then after a while we'll go forward to the diner and get a big layout. Finest meal in
the world. Charge a dollar.”

"Oh, do they?" cried the bride. "Charge a dollar? Why, that's too much -- for us -- ain't it,
Jack?"

"Not this trip, anyhow," he answered bravely. "We're going to go the whole thing."”

Later, he explained to her about the trains. "You see, it's a thousand miles from one end of
Texas to the other, and this train runs right across it and never stops but four times.” He had the
pride of an owner. He pointed out to her the dazzling fittings of the coach, and in truth her eyes
opened wider as she contemplated the sea-green figured velvet, the shining brass, silver, and
glass, the wood that gleamed as darkly brilliant as the surface of a pool of oil. At one end a
bronze figure sturdily held a support for a separated chamber, and at convenient places on the
ceiling were frescoes in olive and silver.

To the minds of the pair, their surroundings reflected the glory of their marriage that morning
in San Antonio. This was the environment of their new estate, and the man's face in particular
beamed with an elation that made him appear ridiculous to the negro porter. This individual at
times surveyed them from afar with an amused and superior grin. On other occasions he bullied
them with skill in ways that did not make it exactly plain to them that they were being bullied.
He subtly used all the manners of the most unconquerable kind of snobbery. He oppressed them,
but of this oppression they had small knowledge, and they speedily forgot that infrequently a
number of travelers covered them with stares of derisive enjoyment. Historically there was
supposed to be something infinitely humorous in their situation.

"We are due in Yellow Sky at 3:42," he said, looking tenderly into her eyes.

"Oh, are we?" she said, as if she had not been aware of it. To evince surprise at her husband's
statement was part of her wifely amiability. She took from a pocket a little silver watch, and as
she held it before her and stared at it with a frown of attention, the new husband's face shone.

"I bought it in San Anton’ from a friend of mine," he told her gleefully.

"It's seventeen minutes past twelve," she said, looking up at him with a kind of shy and clumsy
coquetry. A passenger, noting this play, grew excessively sardonic, and winked at himself in one
of the numerous mirrors.

At last they went to the dining-car. Two rows of negro waiters, in glowing white suits,
surveyed their entrance with the interest and also the equanimity of men who had been
forewarned. The pair fell to the lot of a waiter who happened to feel pleasure in steering them
through their meal. He viewed them with the manner of a fatherly pilot, his countenance radiant
with benevolence. The patronage, entwined with the ordinary deference, was not plain to them.
And yet, as they returned to their coach, they showed in their faces a sense of escape.

To the left, miles down a long purple slope, was a little ribbon of mist where moved the
keening Rio Grande. The train was approaching it at an angle, and the apex was Yellow Sky.
Presently it was apparent that, as the distance from Yellow Sky grew shorter, the husband
became commensurately restless. His brick-red hands were more insistent in their prominence.
Occasionally he was even rather absent-minded and far-away when the bride leaned forward and
addressed him.

As a matter of truth, Jack Potter was beginning to find the shadow of a deed weigh upon him
like a leaden slab. He, the town marshal of Yellow Sky, a man known, liked, and feared in his
corner, a prominent person, had gone to San Antonio to meet a girl he believed he loved, and
there, after the usual prayers, had actually induced her to marry him, without consulting Yellow
Sky for any part of the transaction. He was now bringing his bride before an innocent and
unsuspecting community.

Text 4. THE BRIDE COMES TO YELLOW SKY by Stephen Crane (fragment)

10



THE California Express on the Southern Railway was due at Yellow Sky in twenty-one
minutes. There were six men at the bar of the "Weary Gentleman" saloon. One was a drummer
who talked a great deal and rapidly; three were Texans who did not care to talk at that time; and
two were Mexican sheep-herders who did not talk as a general practice in the "Weary
Gentleman" saloon. The barkeeper's dog lay on the board walk that crossed in front of the door.
His head was on his paws, and he glanced drowsily here and there with the constant vigilance of
a dog that is kicked on occasion. Across the sandy street were some vivid green grass plots, so
wonderful in appearance amid the sands that burned near them in a blazing sun that they caused
a doubt in the mind. They exactly resembled the grass mats used to represent lawns on the stage.
At the cooler end of the railway station a man without a coat sat in a tilted chair and smoked his
pipe. The fresh-cut bank of the Rio Grande circled near the town, and there could be seen beyond
it a great, plum-colored plain of mesquite.

Save for the busy drummer and his companions in the saloon, Yellow Sky was dozing. The
new-comer leaned gracefully upon the bar, and recited many tales with the confidence of a bard
who has come upon a new field.

" -- and at the moment that the old man fell down stairs with the bureau in his arms, the old
woman was coming up with two scuttles of coal, and, of course -- "

The drummer's tale was interrupted by a young man who suddenly appeared in the open door.
He cried: "Scratchy Wilson's drunk, and has turned loose with both hands.” The two Mexicans at
once set down their glasses and faded out of the rear entrance of the saloon.

The drummer, innocent and jocular, answered: "All right, old man. S'pose he has. Come in and
have a drink, anyhow."

But the information had made such an obvious cleft in every skull in the room that the
drummer was obliged to see its importance. All had become instantly solemn. "Say," said he,
mystified, "what is this?" His three companions made the introductory gesture of eloguent
speech, but the young man at the door forestalled them.

"It means, my friend,” he answered, as he came into the saloon, "that for the next two hours
this town won't be a health resort."”

The barkeeper went to the door and locked and barred it. Reaching out of the window, he
pulled in heavy wooden shutters and barred them. Immediately a solemn, chapel-like gloom was
upon the place. The drummer was looking from one to another.

"But, say," he cried, "what is this, anyhow? You don't mean there is going to be a gun-fight?"

"Don't know whether there'll be a fight or not,” answered one man grimly. "But there'll be
some shootin' -- some good shootin'."

The young man who had warned them waved his hand. "Oh, there'll be a fight fast enough if
anyone wants it. Anybody can get a fight out there in the street. There's a fight just waiting."

The drummer seemed to be swayed between the interest of a foreigner and a perception of
personal danger.

"What did you say his name was?" he asked.

"Scratchy Wilson," they answered in chorus.

"And will he kill anybody? What are you going to do? Does this happen often? Does he
rampage around like this once a week or so? Can he break in that door?"

"No, he can't break down that door,"” replied the barkeeper. "He's tried it three times. But when
he comes you'd better lay down on the floor, stranger. He's dead sure to shoot at it, and a bullet
may come through."

Thereafter the drummer kept a strict eye upon the door. The time had not yet been called for
him to hug the floor, but, as a minor precaution, he sidled near to the wall. "Will he kill
anybody?" he said again.

The men laughed low and scornfully at the question.

"He's out to shoot, and he's out for trouble. Don't see any good in experimentin' with him."

"But what do you do in a case like this? What do you do?"

A man responded: "Why, he and Jack Potter -- "
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"But," in chorus, the other men interrupted, "Jack Potter's in San Anton'."

"Well, who is he? What's he got to do with it?"

"Oh, he's the town marshal. He goes out and fights Scratchy when he gets on one of these
tears."

"Wow," said the drummer, mopping his brow. "Nice job he's got."

The voices had toned away to mere whisperings. The drummer wished to ask further questions
which were born of an increasing anxiety and bewilderment; but when he attempted them, the
men merely looked at him in irritation and motioned him to remain silent. A tense waiting hush
was upon them. In the deep shadows of the room their eyes shone as they listened for sounds
from the street. One man made three gestures at the barkeeper, and the latter, moving like a
ghost, handed him a glass and a bottle. The man poured a full glass of whisky, and set down the
bottle noiselessly. He gulped the whisky in a swallow, and turned again toward the door in
immovable silence. The drummer saw that the barkeeper, without a sound, had taken a
Winchester from beneath the bar. Later he saw this individual beckoning to him, so he tiptoed
across the room.

"You better come with me back of the bar."

"No, thanks," said the drummer, perspiring. "I'd rather be where | can make a break for the
back door."

Whereupon the man of bottles made a kindly but peremptory gesture. The drummer
obeyed it, and finding himself seated on a box with his head below the level of the bar, balm
was laid upon his soul at sight of various zinc and copper fittings that bore a resemblance to
armor

3.2. Ouenounvle cpedcmea npomexncymounoii ammecmayuu

B nannoMm paszzene npeacTaBisitoTCs TEOPETUUECKUE BOIIPOCHI JUIsl OLICHKU 3HAHUM.

Ilepeuens meopemuueckux 60npocog (0141 OYeHKu 3HAHUIL):

The purpose of a textual analysis.

Principles of imaginative representation.

Literary text as a general poetic structure.

The verbal aspect of a text analysis. The functional styles.
The lexical stylistic devices.

The syntactical stylistic devices.

The phonetic structure of a literary text.

The extra verbal aspect. The literary work as a phenomenon of art.
The theme in a literary text. The principal types of themes.
10. The problem in a literary work and its defining.

11. The world of ideas in a literary work. Pathos.

12. The artistic detail.

13. The forms of literary convention.

14. Literary time and space. Chronotope.

15. The author’s attitude to the text.

CoNoOARWNE

4. MeToanyecKue MaTepuabl, ONpele/sioliue NMPoueAypPyY OLEHUBAHUS 3HAHMI,
YMeHMi, HaBBIKOB M (MJIM) ONBITA [AeATEJbHOCTH, XaPaKTePU3YKOIIHMX ITAlbl
(opMupoBaHus KOMIETEHIMA

4.1. Onucanue npoyedyp npogedeHus meKyuiezo KOHmpoOa yCneeaemocmu cmyo0eHmos
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B Tabnume mpencraBieHO omMHMcaHWE MPOLEAYP MPOBEACHHUS KOHTPOIHLHO-OLIEHOYHBIX

MEPONPUITHI TEKYIIEro KOHTPOJII YCIEBAaEMOCTH CTYIEHTOB, B COOTBETCTBHUHM C paboueit
IPOrpaMMOM JIMCUUIUIMHBI, U IPOLELYp OLIEHHWBAHUS PE3YyJIbTaTOB OOYyYEHHs C IOMOIIbIO
CIJITAHUPOBAHHBIX OLICHOYHBIX CPEJICTB.

HaunmenoBanue
OLEHOTHOrO Onucanus npoueaypsl NPOBEACHUS KOHTPOJbHO-OLIEHOYHOTO
MEPONPUSITHUS U MPOLEYPhI OLIEHUBAHUS PE3YJIbTATOB 00yUYEHUs
CpEeACTBA
AHanms TekcTel sl  aHalv3a BBIJAIOTCA HA  MPAKTHYECKUX  3aHATHUSAX,
XYJI0KECTBEHHONO MPEIIECTBYIONUX U3YUYEHUIO MPEJIaraeMoi TeMbI. AHAIN3 JTOJKEH OBITh
TgKCTa BBITIOJIHEH B MUCHBMEHHOH (OpME C YYETOM TEOPETHYECCKUX IOJIOKCHHM,
M3YYECHHBIX CAMOCTOSITEIBHO.

4.2. Onucanue npoueoyp npogedeHuUss RPOMeHCymouHol ammecmayuu
3auem

[Ipu ompeneneHuu ypoBHS IOCTHKEHHH OOydarommx Ha 3adere oOpamiaercss ocoboe

BHUMAaHHC HA CJICAYIOLICC:

JIaH IIOJIHBIM, pa3BEPHYTHIN OTBET HA IIOCTABIICHHBIN BOIIPOC;

[IOKa3aHa  COBOKYIIHOCTb OCO3HAaHHBIX 3HAHUH 00 O00bekTe, MNPOSBIAIOIIAACA B
CBOOOZHOM ONEPUPOBAHMM TOHATUSMH, YMEHHMM BBIJIEIUTH CYIIECTBEHHbIE U
HECYLIECTBEHHbIE IIPU3HAKY, IPUYMHHO-CIICICTBEHHBIE CBS3H;

3HaHue 00 OOBEKTe NEMOHCTPUPYIOTCS Ha (hOHE MOHHMMAHHS €ro B CHCTEME IaHHOM
JUCLUIUINHBL U MEXIUCLHUIUIMHAPHBIX CBS3EH;

OTBET (OpMyJUpYEeTCsl B TEPMHUHAX IUCUUIUIMHBI, U3JI0KEH JIUTEPATYPHBIM S3BIKOM,
JIOTMYEH, J0Ka3aTelIeH, IEMOHCTPUPYET aBTOPCKYIO MO3UIMIO 00YUaIOIIerocs;
TEOPETHYECKHUE MOCTYNIATHI TOATBEPKIAIOTCS IPUMEPAMU U3 MPAKTUKH.

3auem npoeooumcs 6 opme cobecedosanus nNo nepeunio Meopemuieckux 0Npocos U

pe3yibmamaoe 6blNOJIHEHUSl MEKYUUX 3a0aHUll 8 cemecmpe. HepeueHb meopemu4ecKux 6onpocoe
06yqa;0u¢uec;1 noayyaiom e Hauaie cemecmpad.
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