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1 HOSACHUTEJIBHAS 3AIINCKA

1.1 Ilesib 0oCBOEGHUSA TUCHUIIUHBI:

(dbopMHpOBaHKE IEIOCTHOTO BOCHPHUATHS XYIOKECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa 4epe3 aHaiu3 u 00oOuieHne
SI3BIKOBBIX CPEJICTB, MEPEAAIOIINX UACHHO-TEMAaTHUECKOE U 3CTETUYECKOE CO3eplIaHne MPOU3BEACHUS
Y OKa3bIBAIOUIUX IMO3HABATEIbHOE BO3ACHCTBUE HA YUTATEIIS.

1.2 MecTo 1MCHUIVIMHBI B CTPYKTYPe 00pa3oBaTe/IbHOM MPOrpaMMbl

[IporpaMma nuCHUIUIMHBL pa3paboTaHa B COOTBETCTBUU C (eAepalbHBIM TOCYAapCTBEHHBIM
00pa3oBaTeNbHBIM CTAaHAAPTOM BBICIIETO O00pa3oBaHUs IO HampaBieHHIO moaAroToBku 44.03.05
[legarornyeckoe oOpa3oBaHue (¢ IBYMs NPOPWISIMH TOATOTOBKH), YTBEPKICHHBIM IMPUKA30M
Muno6praaykun Poccum ot 22.02.2018 1. Nel25, mpodeccHoHanbHBIMH CTaHIAPTaMH: IEJaror
(memaroruyeckasi 1esATENbHOCTh B c(epe JOIMIKOIBHOTO, HA4YalbHOTO OOIIEro, OCHOBHOTO OOIMIero,
cpemHero odmiero oopa3oBanus) (BOCIUTATENb, YUUTENh), YTBEPKACHHBIM IPHUKa30M MHUHUCTEPCTBA
Tpyaa M couuanbHoM 3amuThl Poccuiickoit ®enepauuu ot 18.10.2013 r. Ne544n, nenaror
JIOTIOJTHUTEIBHOTO 00pa3oBaHusl JETe W B3POCIBIX, YTBEPXKACHHBIM NpHUKa30oM MHHHCTEpPCTBA
TpyZJa u conpanbHoi 3amuThl Poccuiickoit @enepannn ot 05.05.2018 1. Ne298H.

JlucuuminHa OTHOCUTCS K 4YacTH, (opMHpyeMON ydacTHHKaMH OOpa30BaTENIbHBIX OTHOIICHUMN
6moka 1 «JlucuurmumHe»y ydeOHOro mjaHa oOpa30BaTENbHOM Mporpammsl, u3y4daercs B 7, 8, 9
cemectpax. Tpymoemkocth nucuurmuidabl: 8 3E / 288 wacoB, B ToMm umcie 92 yaca - KOHTaKTHas
pabota ¢ nmpenogaBateneM, 162 gaca - camocrosiTenbHas padoTa (Tabnuna 2).

1.3 Ilnanupyemblie pe3yabTaTbl 00y4eHUS MO AUCHHUILIHHE

JlucuumivuHa HanpaBieHa Ha (POPMUPOBAHUE KOMIIETEHITNH(-UH), IPEICTABICHHBIX B Ta0HIIe 1.

Tabnuya 1
Ilnannpyemble pe3yabTaThbl 00yUeHHs 0 TUCIUILIMHE

KOI[ 1 HAUMCHOBAHUEC KOMIICTCHIIUN

[Inanupyemblie pe3yibTaThl
NHaukatopel JOCTHKEHUST KOMIIETCHITUN 00y4eHUs IO TUCIUIUINHE

YK-4 Cnioco0eH ocymecTBJIATH /1€JI0BYI0 KOMMYHHUKAIUIO B YCTHOM U MUCbMEHHO (popmMax Ha
rocya1apcrBeHHoM si3bike Poccmiickoii Deepannu M HHOCTPAHHOM(BIX) si3bIKe(aX)

VYK-4.1 BeiOupaer Ha rocy1apcTBEHHOM M MHOCTPAHHOM (-bIX)[3HATH:

A3bIKaX KOMMYHHKaTHMBHO IpPUEMJIEMbIE CTUJIb JEJIOBOIO|- CHCTEMY U CTPYKTYpY
oOmieHusi,  BepOaJbHBIE M HEBepOaJbHBIE  CPEICTBA|HHOCTPAHHOTO S3bIKA,
B3aMMOJICHCTBHSI C TAPTHEPAMH. BO3MOXHOCTH peaan3aluu

VYK-4.2 Hcnonsdyer uHGOPMAIMOHHO-KOMMYHUKAITMOHHBIC|I3BIKOBBIX CPEJICTB B TEKCTE;
TEXHOJOTWH TMPU IOUCKE HEOOXOaUMOW WH(pOPMAIMK B|- HEOOXOIMMbIE CTUINCTHYECKHE
MPOLIECCe PEIICHUS PA3JIMYHBIX KOMMYHUKATHMBHBIX 3aJad Ha|H SMOLMOHAIBHO-MOJAIbLHEIE
TOCYJIapCTBEHHOM U MHOCTPAHHOM (-bIX) SI3bIKaX. CpENCTBa SI3bIKA;

VK-4.3 Bener AeNoBYI0 NEPENHCKY, yYUTbIBas OCOOEHHOCTH|- KYJIbTYPY, TPAIULHUU U OObIMau
CTHJIMCTHKH  OQDUIHMATIBLHBIX M HEOQHIHMAIBHBIX  [HCEM,|H3Y4aeMOM CTPAHBI, pealuy
COLIMOKYNIbTYPHBIE pa3nuyus B (opMare KOPPECHOHIECHIIMU Ha|CTPAHbI U3y4aeMOT0 s3bIKa.
rOCy/IapCTBEHHOM U MHOCTPAHHOM (-bIX) SI3bIKaX. YMers:

VK-4.4 VYMeer KOMMYHHUKAaTHUBHO M KYJbTYpHO IpuemMjieMo|- IPaBUIbHO B
OCYIIECTBIATD YCTHOE  JIEJIOBOE€  B3aMMOJICHCTBUE Ha|rpaduro-opdorpadpuyeckom,
rOCyJapCTBEHHOM M HHOCTPAHHOM (-bIX) SI3bIKaX. JICKCHECKOM, 'PaMMaTHICCKOM 1

VYK-4.5 JleMOHCTpUpyeT yMEHHUE  BBINOJHATH  MepeBoj|CTHIMCTHIECKOM OTHOLICHNN
aKaJeMHUYECKUX  TEKCTOB C  HMHOCTPAHHOrO  (-bIX)  Ha|BPIPXKATH CBOM MBICIIM B YCTHOH

rOCy/1apCTBEHHBIN S3bIK. Y MMCEMEHHOM (hopMax;
- UCTIOJIB30BaTh 3HAHUS O

SI36IKOBOM CTPOE B IIE€JIOM U
OT/ICJIbHBIX SI3bIKOBBIX YPOBHSIX.
Bnaners:

- 3HaHUSIMH O CUCTEME U
CTPYKTYPE MHOCTPAHHOTO SI3bIKA U
BO3MOYKHOCTSIX MX peallu3aluu;

- OINPEJIETICHHBIM YPOBHEM
KOMMYHUKaTUBHOM,
JIMHTBUCTUYECKOM,




COIIMOJIMHTBUCTUUECKOM,
COLIMOKYJIBTYPHOU, TUCKYPCUBHOU
KOMIIETCHIMSIMH.

IIK-3 cnoco0eH NpuMeHSITh NMpeAMeTHbIE 3HAHUSA NPHU pPeajiM3aluu 00pa3oBaTe/JIbHOI0

npouecca

IIK-3.1 3HaeT: 3aKOHOMEPHOCTH, MPUHLUIBI U YpPOBHHU
dbopMHUpOBaHHMS W peaTu3aluh COJEpPKaHUs 00pa30BaHUS;
CTPYKTYpPY, COCTaB M AMJAKTHUYECKUE EAWHUIBI COJCPKAHUS
npeaMera.

[TK-3.2 YmeeT: ocymecTBIATh 0TOOp Y4EOHOTO COMEPIKAHMS ISt
peanu3ayy B pa3iIuyHbIX (GopMax oOydeHHUs B COOTBETCTBUU C
IUIAKTHYECKUMHU TEISIMH W BO3PAaCTHBIMH OCOOCHHOCTSIMH
y4aruxcs.

[1K-3.3 BnazgeeT: mpeaMeTHBIM COAEp)KaHHEM O0Opa3oBaHMS IO
IpeaMeTy; YMEHMSAMU OTOOpa BapHaTHUBHOIO COZIEp)KaHUS C
Y4ETOM B3aUMOCBS3H YPOUHOU U BHEYPOUHOU (hOpMBI O0yUCHHUS.

3HaTh:

- (hopMupoBaHUE 1IETOCTHOTO
BOCIIPUATHUSA XYTO0KCCTBCHHOT'O
TEKCTa Yepe3 aHajau3 u 00001IeHne
SI3BIKOBBIX CPELICTB, IEPEAAIOIINX
UIEHHO-TEMATHUECKOE U
ACTETUYECKOE CO3EPLIAHUE
MIPOU3BEICHUS

1 OKa3bIBAKOIIINX ITO3HABATCIIBHOC
BO3JICHCTBYE HA YUTATEIIA.

YMeTh:

- IOTUYHO ¥ TPAMOTHO BBIPAXKATh
CBOE OTHOIIEHUE TIPH
00CYKJIEHUU TE€M, 3aTparuBaeMbIX
B XyJI0’KECTBEHHBIX
MIPOU3BEICHUSX;

- HCTIOJIb30BaTh MOJTyYEHHBIE
TEOPETUYECKHE 3HAHUS B
MPaKTUYECKOU JIEATETLHOCTH MPU
aHaAJIN3E XY10)KECTBEHHOTO
MIPOU3BEICHNUS;

Bnanets:

- TEPMHUHOJIOTHYECKUM aIlapaToM;
- YMEHHSIMH 1 HaBBIKaMU aHAIIN3a
XyJI0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTA,

- JIEKCUYECKUMU U
rpaMMaTHYECKUMH €THHUIIAMH,
YCBOCHHBIMH B PE3yJIbTaTe
paboTHI HAJ| TEKCTOM.
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2 COAEP KAHUE JJUCHUIIJINHbBI
Ceabmoii cemecTp
Tema 1. “Doctor in the House” by R.Gordon

Speech Patterns, word -

of the
analysis of the

Tema 2. “To kill a Mockingbird” by H.Lee

Speech Patterns, word -

of the
analysis of the

Tema 3. “W.S.” by L.P.Hartley.
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of the
analysis of the

BocbMmoii cemecTp
Tema 1. “Ragtime” by E.L.Doctorow

Speech Patterns, word -

of the
analysis of the

Tema 2. “The Lumber — Room” by H.Munro

Speech Patterns, word -

of the
analysis of the

Tema 3. “The time of my life” by D. Healey
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analysis of the

JeBATBIN cemecTp
Tema 1. “The Passionate Year” by James Hilton
analysis of the
of Narrative
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Tabauya 2
[5)

Bunsl 1 popmbl paboTsl, yac S B
= Q =9
Coneprxanue paboThI KonTaktHas pabora | & g = S = =
cElecgspels” = 2
Cenbmoii cemecT
YK-4, IIK-
Tema 1. “Doctor in the House” by R.Gordon 10 14 24 3
YK-4, TIK-
Tema 2. “To kill a Mockingbird” by H.Lee 10 14 24 3
YK-4, IIK-
Tema 3. “W.S.” by L.P.Hartley. 10 14 24 3
YK-4, TIK-
ITonroroBka k 3a4ery 3
BocbMmoii cemecT
YK-4, IIK-
Tema 1. “Ragtime” by E.L.Doctorow 10 14 24 3
YK-4, TIK-
Tema 2. “The Lumber — Room” by H.Munro 10 14 24 3
YK-4, IIK-
Tema 3. “The time of my life” by D. Healey 10 14 24 3
YK-4, TIK-
IToaroToBka K 3a4eTy ¢ OLIEHKOH 3
JeBsATHIN cemecT
Tema 1. “The Passionate Year” by James YK-4, IIK-
Hilton 10 26 36 3
Tema 2. Text “The Escape” by Somerset YK-4, TIK-
Maugham 10 26 36 3
YK-4, IIK-
Tema 3. Text “One Stair Up” by C. Nairne 10 26 36 3
YK-4, TIK-
[ToaroroBka K 9K3aMeHy 2 34 36 3
Wroro no aucuurimae 90 | 2 | 196 288




3 METOANYECKHUE YKA3AHUSA IS OBYYAIOIUXCA 11O OCBOEHUIO
JAUCHUIIJINHBI
Jljig ycrientHoro OCBOEHUsI AUCLUILINHBI CIIEAYET O3HAKOMUTHCS C COAECPKAHUEM Pa3/esioB U TEM IO
OUCLUUIUIMHE (CM. I. 2), cleloBaThb TEXHOJIOTMYECKOH KapTe NpPU BBINOJHEHMHM CAMOCTOSTEIbHON
pabotbl (Tabi. 3), UCMONB30BaTh PEKOMEHJIOBAHHBIE pecypchl (M. 4) W BBINOJHATH TPEOOBaHMSA
BHYTPEHHHUX CTaHIapPTOB YHHUBEPCHUTETA.



4 YYEBHO-METOJNYECKOE OBECIIEYEHHUE JUCHUIIJINHBI
4.1 OcHoBHasi yueOHasi IMTEpaTYpa
4.2 JlonoHuTEbHAS yUeOHasi IUTepaTypa
4.3 Pecypchbl OTKPBITOTO 10CTYIA

4.4 TexHonornyeckass KapTa CaMOCTOSITEILHON PadoThI CTyIeHTA
Tabnuya 3



5 PECYPCBI, HEOBXOJMUMBIE JIUISA OCYIHECTBJIEHUA OBPA3OBATEJIBHOI'O
IMPOLECCA 1O JUCIUIIJIMHE

5.1 UudopManmoHHbIE TEXHOJIOTHH
OOpa3oBaTeNbHbI MPOLIECC OCYIIECTBIACTCS C MPUMEHEHHEM JIOKAIBHBIX U paclpelieleHHBIX

WH(POPMAITMOHHBIX TEXHOJOTHH (Ta0IuIlEI 4, 5).

JlokajibHbIe MH(POPMAITMOHHbIE TEXHOJIOTHH

Tabauya 4
[Iepeuenb TMUEH3MOHHOTO U
cBOOOIHO PacIpOCTPAHIEMOTO PexkBu3uTHI
['pynma nporpaMMHBIX Aynutop
CpEICTB MPOrPaMMHOTO OOeCTIeueHus, B st MOATBEPKIAIOILIETO
p TOM YHCJIE OTE€YECTBEHHOTO JOKYMEHTa
MIPOU3BOJICTBA
Pacnpenesiennblie HHGOPMAITMOHHBIE TEXHOJIOTHU
Tabauya 5
I'pynna HanmenoBanue
bubnmoreku u o6pazoBareabHbIE
pecypchl (B TOM YHUCIIE MIEPCOHATBHBIC OnektponHas ouommoreka HI'TTY http://lib.nspu.ru
caiitel npenoaasareneit HI'TIY)
5.2 MaTepuajibHO-TeXHUYeCKoe o0ecneyeHue TUCHUIIHHbI
Tabauya 6
Anpec mecta
Howmep n HaumeHoBanue
OCYIIIECTBIICHUS
(Tpu HAJTUYKH) TIOMETIEHUS .
o0pa3oBaTenbHOMI
JUTSL OCYIIECTBICHUS [TepeueHb OCHOBHOTO 00OPYIOBaHUS
. NEeSITEIIbHOCTH
o0Opa3oBaTeNnbHOI
(MECTOI0I0KEHHE
NEeSITEIIbHOCTH
COTJIACHO JIUTICH3HH)




6 OUEHOYHBIE MATEPHUAJIbI
6.1 OneHoYHbIE MaTEePHAJIbI J1JIA IPOBeIeHHSI TEKYIEero KOHTPOJIA yCIeBaeMOCTH

Tabauya 7
Nern/n | HanmeHoBaHuE TEMBI | Kox komnerentun | DopMbl POBEpKH
CenpMmoli ceMectp
L Tema 1. “Doctor in the House” by VK-4, TIK-3
R.Gordon
5 Tema 2. “To kill a Mockingbird VK-4, TIK-3
by H.Lee
3 Tema 3. “W.S.” by L.P Hartley. VK-4, IIK-3
BoceMmoli cemectp
Tema 1. “Ragtime” by
4 E.L.Doctorow i, TS
5 Tema 2. “The Lumber — Room” by VK-4, TIK-3
H.Munro
5 Tema 3. “The time of my life” by VK-4, TIK-3
D. Healey
JIeBATBIN ceMecTp
7 Tema 1. “The Passionate Year” by VK-4, TIK-3
James Hilton
g Tema 2. Text “The Escape” by VK-4, TIK-3
Somerset Maugham
9 Tema 3. Text “One Stair Up” by C. VK-4, TIK-3
Nairne

6.2 OneHOYHbIE MATEPHUAJIbI JJISl IPOBEIeHUS IPOMEKYTOYHOM aTTeCTANMH 00YYAIOIIUXCS
Tabauya 8

OneHouyHble MaTepUaibl 1J11 IPOMEKYTOUHOM aTTecTaluu

CeabMoii cemectp (3auer)

Kox xomnerenuun: YK-4

1. Ananu3s Tekcra.

BETTE GREENE
| dial the number that for more than twenty years has been committed to memory and then begin
counting the rings. One... two... three... four... five... six — Christ! What's wrong with -
“Newton North High School, good morning.” “Jeannette? Oh, good morning. This is Armanda
Brooks. Look, I may be a few minutes late today. Something came up - no, dear, I'm fine, thanks for
asking. It's just a... a family matter that 1 must take care of. | shouldn't be more than ten to twenty
minutes late for my first class, and | was wondering if you'd kindly ask one of my students,
Dani Nikas, to start reading to the class from where we left off in The Chocolate War?... Oh, that
would help a lot... Thanks, Jeannette, thanks a lot.”
Aimlessly | wander from bookcase to armchair to table and finally to the large French window
that looks out upon my street. Like yesterday and so many yesterdays before, my neighbor's
paneled station wagon is parked in the exact spot | halfway up their blue asphalt driveway. And
today, like yesterday, Roderick Street continues to be shaded by a combination of mature oaks and
young Japanese maples.
How can everything look the same when nothing really feels the same? Good Lord, Mandy Brooks,
how old are you going to have to be before you finally get it into your head that the world takes no
interest in your losses?
The grandfather clock in the hall begins chiming out the hour of seven and suddenly fear gnaws at
my stomach. What am | afraid of now? For one thing, all those minutes. At least thirty of them that
I'l have to face alone, here, with just my thoughts.
Calm down now! It's only thirty minutes. Why, the last thing the locksmith said last night was that
he'd be here first thing this morning. “Between seven thirty and eight for sure!”
Anyway, nobody can make me think when | still have the kitchen counter to wipe and breakfast
dishes to put into the dishwasher. Thinking hasn't come this hard since Steve's death on the eve of
our eighteenth anniversary. That was major league pain all right, but so dear God is this. So is this...




No time for that now — no time? Tidying up the kitchen is | the only thing that | want to think
about. But upon entering the kitchen, | see that with the exception of a mug still half full of
undrunk coffee, there is really nothing to do. | pour the now cold coffee into the sink before
examining the mug with all those miniature red hearts revolving around the single word MOM.
It was a gift from Caren and not all that long ago either. Maybe a year, but certainty no more than a
year ago. But even then | had had suspicions that something wasn't right. Maybe without Caren's
loving gift coming at me out of the blue, | would have followed my instincts and checked things out.
But frankly 1 doubt that. The thing is that I wanted - needed - to believe in my daughter.
And going through her drawers in search of I-knew-not-what offended me. It goes against my sense
that everybody, even a seventeen-year-old, deserves privacy.
You make me sick, Mandy Brooks, you really do! Just when did you get to be such a defender of the
constitutional rights of minors? Why don't you at least have the courage to come on out and tell the
truth. Say that, at all costs, you had to protect yourself from the truth. The terrible truth that your
daughter, your lovely daughter is a junkie I !
Stopit! Stopit! I'm not listening to you anymore! And there's nothing you can do to make me! Steve...
Steve, oh my God, Steve, how | need you! There hasn't been a day, or even an hour, in all these
twenty-two months since you left Caren and me that | haven't needed you. Don't believe those people
who observe me from safe distances before patting my wrists and commenting on how strong |
am. “How wonderfully you're carrying on alone”.
Maybe | walk pretty much the same and talk pretty much the same, but, Steve, | don't feel the same.
The moment | saw them close the coffin over you, Steve, | knew then what | know now. That the
part of me that was most alive and loving got buried down there with you.
2. IlepeBon MIPEMIOKECHUN c AKTUBHBIM BOKaOYJISIpOM.
1. 5 ©6b1 HUKOT A HE MMOyMalla, YTO TAaKOW YPaBHOBEIICHHBIN YEJIOBEK, KaK /[»KOH, MOXKET MomacTh B
6€I[y, TOJIBKO IIOTOMY, 4YTO Cro ImnOoCTOdHHasA CHYyTHHIA JICTKO O6B€Ha €ro BOKpPYyr' IMaJbla.
2. «Tak He mo#AeT, 3TO CKopee, MOX0XKe Ha OE3BKYCHYIO Maccy, 4YeM Ha pary, a kaprodeiab B HEM
paszmepoM ¢ ropox. Tl JoXKeH ObUT CKpecTH, a He YUCTHUTh ero. K Tomy xke, KacTproJis TpecHysa, 1
BECh MOMJIWB BBITeK. Ha Beskui ciydaid 100aBb €IIe BOJbI, MYKH, BCE OCTaTKM M TIIATEIHHO

nepememaii. Sl aymaro, 4TOo M3 OTOrO IOJIYYHUTCS POCKOLIHBIM YKHH», — cKasan JKopmk ¢
CEPbE3HBIM BUJIOM.
3. B Havane nera OH Hamucal CTAaTblO M MECTHOM Ta3eThl, IJ€ SBISAETCS IOCTOSHHBIM
KOPPECIOHIEHTOM.

4. Tynas 10  HM3BWIMCTBIM  JOpOKKaM  IapKa, OH  YCIbINAA  IIEIYOK  PY¥KbSL.
5. I[IpounTaB o0 cebe B KOJOHKE CKaHIaJTbHBIX HOBOCTEH, OHA IMOYYBCTBOBAIA c€0s HECUACTHOM.

Koa xommerenmun: IK-3

1. Ananu3 Tekcra.

BETTE GREENE
I dial the number that for more than twenty years has been committed to memory and then begin
counting the rings. One... two... three... four... five... six — Christ! What's wrong with —
“Newton North High School, good morning.” “Jeannette? Oh, good morning. This is Armanda
Brooks. Look, | may be a few minutes late today. Something came up - no, dear, I'm fine, thanks for
asking. It's just a... a family matter that I must take care of. | shouldn't be more than ten to twenty
minutes late for my first class, and | was wondering if you'd kindly ask one of my students,
Dani Nikas, to start reading to the class from where we left off in The Chocolate War?... Oh, that
would help a lot... Thanks, Jeannette, thanks a lot.”
Aimlessly | wander from bookcase to armchair to table and finally to the large French window
that looks out upon my street. Like yesterday and so many yesterdays before, my neighbor's
paneled station wagon is parked in the exact spot | halfway up their blue asphalt driveway. And
today, like yesterday, Roderick Street continues to be shaded by a combination of mature oaks and
young Japanese maples.
How can everything look the same when nothing really feels the same? Good Lord, Mandy Brooks,
how old are you going to have to be before you finally get it into your head that the world takes no
interest in your losses?
The grandfather clock in the hall begins chiming out the hour of seven and suddenly fear gnaws at
my stomach. What am | afraid of now? For one thing, all those minutes. At least thirty of them that
I' have to face alone, here, with just my thoughts.




Calm down now! It's only thirty minutes. Why, the last thing the locksmith said last night was that
he'd be here first thing this morning. “Between seven thirty and eight for sure!”
Anyway, nobody can make me think when 1 still have the kitchen counter to wipe and breakfast
dishes to put into the dishwasher. Thinking hasn't come this hard since Steve's death on the eve of
our eighteenth anniversary. That was major league pain all right, but so dear God is this. So is this...
No time for that now — no time? Tidying up the kitchen is | the only thing that | want to think
about. But upon entering the kitchen, | see that with the exception of a mug still half full of
undrunk coffee, there is really nothing to do. | pour the now cold coffee into the sink before
examining the mug with all those miniature red hearts revolving around the single word MOM.
It was a gift from Caren and not all that long ago either. Maybe a year, but certainty no more than a
year ago. But even then | had had suspicions that something wasn't right. Maybe without Caren's
loving gift coming at me out of the blue, I would have followed my instincts and checked things out.
But frankly 1 doubt that. The thing is that I wanted - needed - to believe in my daughter.
And going through her drawers in search of I-knew-not-what offended me. It goes against my sense
that everybody, even a seventeen-year-old, deserves privacy.
You make me sick, Mandy Brooks, you really do! Just when did you get to be such a defender of the
constitutional rights of minors? Why don't you at least have the courage to come on out and tell the
truth. Say that, at all costs, you had to protect yourself from the truth. The terrible truth that your
daughter, your lovely daughter IS a junkie I !
Stopit! Stopit! I'm not listening to you anymore! And there's nothing you can do to make me! Steve...
Steve, oh my God, Steve, how I need you! There hasn't been a day, or even an hour, in all these
twenty-two months since you left Caren and me that | haven't needed you. Don't believe those people
who observe me from safe distances before patting my wrists and commenting on how strong |
am. “How wonderfully you're carrying on alone”.
Maybe | walk pretty much the same and talk pretty much the same, but, Steve, | don't feel the same.
The moment | saw them close the coffin over you, Steve, | knew then what | know now. That the
part of me that was most alive and loving got buried down there with you.
2. [TepeBon NPEeJI0KEHU N c AKTUBHBIM BOKaOYIISIPOM.
1. 5 GBI HUKOT/IA HE TIOyMaja, YTO TAaKOW ypaBHOBEIICHHBIN YeI0BEK, Kak J[>KOH, MOXET MOIacTh B
Oemy, TOJIBKO TOTOMY, YTO €ro TIIOCTOSIHHas CHyTHHIIA JIETKO OOBella €ro BOKPYT THajblia.
2. «Tak He moiineT, 3TO CKOopee, MOX0Ke Ha OE3BKYCHYIO Maccy, 4eM Ha pary, a KapTtodelb B HEM
pasMepoM ¢ Topox. Thl JOXKKEH ObUT CKPECTH, a HE YUCTUTH ero. K Tomy ke, KacTprojisi TpecHysa, u
BECh MOJMB BbITeK. Ha Bcskuil cimywail no0aBb emie BOJBI, MYKH, BCE OCTaTKM W TIIATEIHHO

nepememniaii. S aymaro, 4TO M3 3TOrO MOJYYUTCA POCKOIIHBIM YXKUH», — ckazan Jxopik ¢
CepBCSHBIM BHUJIOM.
3. B mHavane nera OH HamWcal CTaThl0 JIT MECTHOM Ta3eThl, TAC SBISICTCS ITOCTOSHHBIM
KOPPECTIOH/IEHTOM.

4. Tynas 1o  HM3BWIMCTBIM  JOpPOXKKaM  IapKa, OH  YCIBINAA  IIEIYOK  PY¥Kbs.
5. IlpounTaB 0 cebe B KOJIOHKE CKaHJAIbHBIX HOBOCTEH, OHAa MOYYBCTBOBAJIA Ce0s1 HECYACTHOM.

Bocbsmoii cemecTp (3auer ¢ on1eHKOI)

Kox xomnerenuun: YK-4

1. AHanu3 Tekcra.

COLD SALT WATER
Maria C. Mccarthy
He comes in with his shirt splattered with blood, and | say, 'Honest to God, Kieran.'
'‘Don't fuss, Mum,' he says like it's nothing to walk in the house with your nose spread across your
face.

‘What in  Jesus’ name  happened? No answer. 'Who were you  with?

‘John and Chris.'
‘And are they hurt too?'
‘Leave it, Mum.'
I put my hand up to his face, but he dips from it. 'It's a rough old place, that dancehall. Tiffany's
was it?'
It's a disco, Mum, not a dancehall.'

And then his father's in the doorway, and | say, 'Will you look at the state of Kieran?' But he's
three  sheets to the wind himself, so I send him off to bed.




Well, | try to whip the shirt off the boy, but he holds it close around him. So I get a bucket ready:
cold water with a good dash of salt. 'Come on now, Kieran,' | say, 'Let's have that shirt." It's one of his
good ones, a Ben Sherman. He unbuttons it. There are bruises like footprints on his chest.
‘Did you get a look at them? Could vyou describpe them to the police?
'Please, Mum. It doesn't matter.'
"You've bruises all over!'
He flinches as | touch him. I can see that he's trying to hold on to the tears. | know the wobble in
that lip, like when his father used to tell him that boys don't cry, so he'd sniff the snot back up into
his nose, and pretend he was all right. But a mother knows. But a mother only knows by rummaging
in his chest of drawers when he's out, through the piles of pennies and silver in the top drawer from
his turned out pockets. I go in there when I'm short of money for the milkman, or need a 50p when
the electric's gone. He doesn't like the rattle of the coins in his pockets, and how they spoil the line of
his trousers. So they pyramid higher in the drawer, silver on copper, and slip like the coal in the
bunker as the drawer opens, heavier each time | pull it out. And that's where | found that thing once,
from a packet of three as they call it, and only the one left. | told him what Fr Westland would say.
He just laughed. Though there have been times when I've thought, wouldn't we have been glad of
one?

He's been worse since he's been working, acting like he's man of the house. Home at six, he slams
the back door open against the kitchen dresser — there's a hole in the hardboard now — then he shouts,
‘Where's my dinner?' When he was small, | could slap him across the back of the legs, but now he
stands above me. | need to stand on a chair to look him in the eye.
I'm off to bed,” Kieran says. | watch as he climbs the stairs, every step an effort. Whether he
sleeps or not, I don't know, but I lie awake next to his snoring father. Every time | close my eyes, |
can't stop seeing the footprints on my boy's chest.
In the morning, he's so stiff he can hardly raise an arm, so | knock at Mick Bennett's house, and
ask would he tell them at the factory that Kieran won't be in. Then | run Kieran a hot bath to see
would it ease him a little, and make him egg and bacon when he's out and dressed. Although it hurts
to see him like that, it's nice, in a way, to have my boy to myself, with Jack and the children off for
the day.
I've the radio on in the kitchen, and the news headlines come over, of the latest from the IRA, a
pub in Guildford, not ten miles up the road. I know there'll be hard stares when 1 ask for the veg at
the greengrocer, when | open my mouth to speak, as if it was me that laid that bomb. 'Are you ready
to tell me?' | say, as he wipes the yolk of his egg off the plate with a half-bitten slice of fried bread.
He holds up his mug, and | pour some more tea. 'Shall we go to the police?' He half-drains the mug,
then slams it down on the table. The tea splashes up the sides then settles again. 'Or was it you that
started it? I know your temper.'
The full story of the bombing comes on the radio. 'Switch it off’ he says.
'‘God knows why your father stands up for that lot," I say, 'it doesn't do us any good, those of us that
have to live here.' He stares at his plate, his fingertips pressing into the edge of the table. 'Is that what

the fight was over?' I say.
I's nothing to do with me, what the Irish get up to,’ he says, 'l ain't Irish.
I wipe my hands on a tea towel and turn to him. 'Only every ounce of blood that flows through
your veins.'

‘It don't make me Irish." He butters a slice of bread. I can see how it's bothering him to eat, with
his top lip split. Part of me wants to slap him, and the rest of me wants to cradle him. I picture him
lying on the ground as the heavy boots hit his chest. And | think of how he's stopped going to the
Tara club, how it's Tiffany's on a Saturday night, out with his packet of three: Durex, approved to
British standards.
I go to the bucket where I'd steeped the shirt the night before. The water is pink, the blood seeping
into the crystals. I drain the bucket into the sink, rinse the shirt, then run more cold water into the
bucket, emptying the remainder of the packet of Saxa into it. | watch the shirt sink, pushing it down
o) it's covered.

2. [TepeBon NPEeJI0KEHU N c AKTUBHBIM BOKaOYIISIPOM.
1. Otrnuunble yCioBus, HOpPCAOCTABICHHBIC [JIsI OSKCIICPUMCHTA, B 3HAYUTECIBHON CTEICHU
CIOCOOCTBOBAIIN €ro yCcrexy.




2. Henp3s mnepeonenuts Bkiax JL.ToacToro B MHUPOBYIO XYIOKECTBEHHYIO JIUTEPATYpY.
3. Ha crapt! Buaumanue! Mapmi!
4. OHa ¢ TpyAOM HaKONWJIa HEKOTOPYI0 CYMMy, U B Hayaje 3UMbl OTIIpaBUJIAach OAHA B AJIBIIBIL.
5. «BpeMms BbIILIO, Opa 3aKaHYUBATh», - C IPUIOJHATHIM HAcTpoeHUEM oOO0bsBUI JIKek.
6. Mbl noaro Opoaiid MO Jiecy, M, HaKOHEIl, HaIllJIM TO MECTO, IJie OCTAaHABIMBAJIUCH B MPOILIBIIA
pa3, HO ¢ COKaJICHUEM OOHAPYXHJIM, YTO HAM HE yJacTCs YCTPOUTHCS, TaK KakK IOBCIOAY ObUI MyCOp
Y OCTaTKH MUIIH.

Koa xomnerenuun: IK-3

1. AHanu3 Tekcra.

COLD SALT WATER
Maria C. Mccarthy
He comes in with his shirt splattered with blood, and | say, 'Honest to God, Kieran.'
'‘Don't fuss, Mum,' he says like it's nothing to walk in the house with your nose spread across your
face.

'What in  Jesus’ name  happened? No answer. 'Who were you  with?

‘John and Chris.'
‘And are they hurt too?'
‘Leave it, Mum.'
I put my hand up to his face, but he dips from it. 'It's a rough old place, that dancehall. Tiffany's
was it?'
It's a disco, Mum, not a dancehall.'
And then his father's in the doorway, and | say, 'Will you look at the state of Kieran?' But he's
three  sheets to the  wind himself, S0 I send him  off to  bed.

Well, | try to whip the shirt off the boy, but he holds it close around him. So | get a bucket ready:
cold water with a good dash of salt. 'Come on now, Kieran,' | say, 'Let's have that shirt." It's one of his
good ones, a Ben Sherman. He unbuttons it. There are bruises like footprints on his chest.
Did you get a look at them? Could you describe them to the police?
'Please, Mum. It doesn't matter.'
"You've bruises all over!’
He flinches as | touch him. | can see that he's trying to hold on to the tears. | know the wobble in
that lip, like when his father used to tell him that boys don't cry, so he'd sniff the snot back up into
his nose, and pretend he was all right. But a mother knows. But a mother only knows by rummaging
in his chest of drawers when he's out, through the piles of pennies and silver in the top drawer from
his turned out pockets. I go in there when I'm short of money for the milkman, or need a 50p when
the electric's gone. He doesn't like the rattle of the coins in his pockets, and how they spoil the line of
his trousers. So they pyramid higher in the drawer, silver on copper, and slip like the coal in the
bunker as the drawer opens, heavier each time I pull it out. And that's where | found that thing once,
from a packet of three as they call it, and only the one left. I told him what Fr Westland would say.
He just laughed. Though there have been times when I've thought, wouldn't we have been glad of
one?

He's been worse since he's been working, acting like he's man of the house. Home at six, he slams
the back door open against the kitchen dresser — there's a hole in the hardboard now — then he shouts,
‘Where's my dinner?' When he was small, | could slap him across the back of the legs, but now he
stands above me. | need to stand on a chair to look him in the eye.
'I'm off to bed," Kieran says. | watch as he climbs the stairs, every step an effort. Whether he
sleeps or not, | don't know, but I lie awake next to his snoring father. Every time | close my eyes, |
can't stop seeing the footprints on my boy's chest.
In the morning, he's so stiff he can hardly raise an arm, so | knock at Mick Bennett's house, and
ask would he tell them at the factory that Kieran won't be in. Then | run Kieran a hot bath to see
would it ease him a little, and make him egg and bacon when he's out and dressed. Although it hurts
to see him like that, it's nice, in a way, to have my boy to myself, with Jack and the children off for
the day.
I've the radio on in the kitchen, and the news headlines come over, of the latest from the IRA, a
pub in Guildford, not ten miles up the road. I know there'll be hard stares when | ask for the veg at
the greengrocer, when | open my mouth to speak, as if it was me that laid that bomb. 'Are you ready
to tell me?' | say, as he wipes the yolk of his egg off the plate with a half-bitten slice of fried bread.




He holds up his mug, and | pour some more tea. 'Shall we go to the police?' He half-drains the mug,
then slams it down on the table. The tea splashes up the sides then settles again. 'Or was it you that
started it? I know your temper.'
The full story of the bombing comes on the radio. 'Switch it off’ he says.
'‘God knows why your father stands up for that lot," I say, 'it doesn't do us any good, those of us that
have to live here.' He stares at his plate, his fingertips pressing into the edge of the table. 'Is that what

the fight was over?' I say.
‘I's nothing to do with me, what the Irish get up to,’ he says, 'l aint Irish.
I wipe my hands on a tea towel and turn to him. 'Only every ounce of blood that flows through
your veins.'

‘It don't make me Irish." He butters a slice of bread. | can see how it's bothering him to eat, with
his top lip split. Part of me wants to slap him, and the rest of me wants to cradle him. I picture him
lying on the ground as the heavy boots hit his chest. And | think of how he's stopped going to the
Tara club, how it's Tiffany's on a Saturday night, out with his packet of three: Durex, approved to
British standards.
I go to the bucket where I'd steeped the shirt the night before. The water is pink, the blood seeping
into the crystals. | drain the bucket into the sink, rinse the shirt, then run more cold water into the
bucket, emptying the remainder of the packet of Saxa into it. | watch the shirt sink, pushing it down

SO it's covered.
2. IlepeBon MIPEAIOKECHUN c AKTUBHBIM BOKaOYJISIpOM.
1. Otnuusble YyCIOBHS, NPENOCTAaBICHHBIC [UI DKCICPUMEHTa, B 3HAYUTCIBHOM CTCICHH
CIIOCOOCTBOBANIU ero ycriexy.
2. Henp3s mnepeoueHuts BkiIan JL.Toiactoro B MHPOBYIO XYI0KECTBEHHYIO JIUTEPATYPY.
3. Ha crapr! Buumanue! Mapuu!
4. OHa ¢ TpyAOM HaKONWIA HEKOTOPYIO CYMMy, M B Hadajle 3UMBbl OTIIPAaBUIACH OAHA B AJIBIIBIL.
5. «BpeMms BBIILIO, IMOpa 3aKaHYUBATB», - C NPUIOTHATHIM HACTpOEHHUEM OObBsBHI JIKek.

6. Mb1 1oaro Opoauiau 1o Jiecy, W, HaKOHEIl, HallUTK TO MECTO, T/ OCTAHABIMBAINUCH B MPOIILIBII
pa3, HO C COKaJICHHEeM OOHAPYKUJIU, YTO HAM HE yJaCTCsl YCTPOUTHCS, TaK KaK MOBCIOAY OBLIT MyCOp
M OCTATKH ITHIIH.

JeBsaTolii cemecTp (IK3aMeH)

Ko xomnerenunu: YK-4

1. Analyse the text

IIpumepHBIit TEKCT
COLD SALT WATER
Maria c Mccarthy

He comes in with his shirt splattered with blood, and | say, 'Honest to God, Kieran.'
'‘Don't fuss, Mum,' he says like it's nothing to walk in the house with your nose spread across your
face.

'What in  Jesus’ name  happened? No answer. 'Who were you  with?

‘John and Chris.'
‘And are they hurt too?'
‘Leave it, Mum.'
I put my hand up to his face, but he dips from it. 'It's a rough old place, that dancehall. Tiffany's
was it?'
It's a disco, Mum, not a dancehall.'
And then his father's in the doorway, and | say, 'Will you look at the state of Kieran?' But he's
three  sheets to the  wind himself, S0 I send him off to  bed.

Well, | try to whip the shirt off the boy, but he holds it close around him. So | get a bucket ready:
cold water with a good dash of salt. 'Come on now, Kieran,' | say, 'Let's have that shirt." It's one of his
good ones, a Ben Sherman. He unbuttons it. There are bruises like footprints on his chest.
‘Did you get a look at them? Could you describe them to the police?
'Please, Mum. It doesn't matter.'
"You've bruises all over!’
He flinches as | touch him. | can see that he's trying to hold on to the tears. | know the wobble in
that lip, like when his father used to tell him that boys don't cry, so he'd sniff the snot back up into




his nose, and pretend he was all right. But a mother knows. But a mother only knows by rummaging
in his chest of drawers when he's out, through the piles of pennies and silver in the top drawer from
his turned out pockets. I go in there when I'm short of money for the milkman, or need a 50p when
the electric's gone. He doesn't like the rattle of the coins in his pockets, and how they spoil the line of
his trousers. So they pyramid higher in the drawer, silver on copper, and slip like the coal in the
bunker as the drawer opens, heavier each time | pull it out. And that's where | found that thing once,
from a packet of three as they call it, and only the one left. I told him what Fr Westland would say.
He just laughed. Though there have been times when I've thought, wouldn't we have been glad of
one?

He's been worse since he's been working, acting like he's man of the house. Home at six, he slams
the back door open against the kitchen dresser — there's a hole in the hardboard now — then he shouts,
‘Where's my dinner?' When he was small, | could slap him across the back of the legs, but now he
stands above me. | need to stand on a chair to look him in the eye.
I'm off to bed,” Kieran says. | watch as he climbs the stairs, every step an effort. Whether he
sleeps or not, I don't know, but I lie awake next to his snoring father. Every time | close my eyes, |
can't stop seeing the footprints on my boy's chest.
In the morning, he's so stiff he can hardly raise an arm, so | knock at Mick Bennett's house, and
ask would he tell them at the factory that Kieran won't be in. Then | run Kieran a hot bath to see
would it ease him a little, and make him egg and bacon when he's out and dressed. Although it hurts
to see him like that, it's nice, in a way, to have my boy to myself, with Jack and the children off for
the day.
I've the radio on in the kitchen, and the news headlines come over, of the latest from the IRA, a
pub in Guildford, not ten miles up the road. | know there'll be hard stares when 1 ask for the veg at
the greengrocer, when | open my mouth to speak, as if it was me that laid that bomb. 'Are you ready
to tell me?' | say, as he wipes the yolk of his egg off the plate with a half-bitten slice of fried bread.
He holds up his mug, and | pour some more tea. 'Shall we go to the police?' He half-drains the mug,
then slams it down on the table. The tea splashes up the sides then settles again. 'Or was it you that
started it? I know your temper.'
The full story of the bombing comes on the radio. 'Switch it off’ he says.
'‘God knows why your father stands up for that lot," I say, 'it doesn't do us any good, those of us that
have to live here.' He stares at his plate, his fingertips pressing into the edge of the table. 'Is that what
the fight was over?' I say.
'It's nothing to do with me, what the Irish get up to," he says, 'l ain't Irish.'

Koa xomnerenuun: IK-3

1. Analyse the text

[TpumepHbIit TEKCT
COLD SALT WATER
Maria c Mccarthy

He comes in with his shirt splattered with blood, and | say, 'Honest to God, Kieran.'
'‘Don't fuss, Mum," he says like it's nothing to walk in the house with your nose spread across your
face.

‘What in  Jesus’ name  happened? No answer. ‘'Who were you  with?

‘John and Chris.'
‘And are they hurt too?'
‘Leave it, Mum.'
I put my hand up to his face, but he dips from it. 'It's a rough old place, that dancehall. Tiffany's
was it?'
It's a disco, Mum, not a dancehall.’
And then his father's in the doorway, and | say, 'Will you look at the state of Kieran?' But he's
three  sheets to the wind himself, so | send him off to bed.

Well, | try to whip the shirt off the boy, but he holds it close around him. So I get a bucket ready:
cold water with a good dash of salt. 'Come on now, Kieran,' | say, 'Let's have that shirt." It's one of his
good ones, a Ben Sherman. He unbuttons it. There are bruises like footprints on his chest.
‘Did you get a look at them? Could vyou describpe them to the police?
'Please, Mum. It doesn't matter.'
'You've bruises all over!’




He flinches as | touch him. | can see that he's trying to hold on to the tears. | know the wobble in
that lip, like when his father used to tell him that boys don't cry, so he'd sniff the snot back up into
his nose, and pretend he was all right. But a mother knows. But a mother only knows by rummaging
in his chest of drawers when he's out, through the piles of pennies and silver in the top drawer from
his turned out pockets. I go in there when I'm short of money for the milkman, or need a 50p when
the electric's gone. He doesn't like the rattle of the coins in his pockets, and how they spoil the line of
his trousers. So they pyramid higher in the drawer, silver on copper, and slip like the coal in the
bunker as the drawer opens, heavier each time | pull it out. And that's where | found that thing once,
from a packet of three as they call it, and only the one left. | told him what Fr Westland would say.
He just laughed. Though there have been times when I've thought, wouldn't we have been glad of
one?

He's been worse since he's been working, acting like he's man of the house. Home at six, he slams
the back door open against the kitchen dresser — there's a hole in the hardboard now — then he shouts,
‘Where's my dinner?' When he was small, | could slap him across the back of the legs, but now he
stands above me. | need to stand on a chair to look him in the eye.
I'm off to bed,” Kieran says. | watch as he climbs the stairs, every step an effort. Whether he
sleeps or not, I don't know, but I lie awake next to his snoring father. Every time | close my eyes, |
can't stop seeing the footprints on my boy's chest.
In the morning, he's so stiff he can hardly raise an arm, so | knock at Mick Bennett's house, and
ask would he tell them at the factory that Kieran won't be in. Then | run Kieran a hot bath to see
would it ease him a little, and make him egg and bacon when he's out and dressed. Although it hurts
to see him like that, it's nice, in a way, to have my boy to myself, with Jack and the children off for
the day.
I've the radio on in the kitchen, and the news headlines come over, of the latest from the IRA, a
pub in Guildford, not ten miles up the road. I know there'll be hard stares when 1 ask for the veg at
the greengrocer, when | open my mouth to speak, as if it was me that laid that bomb. 'Are you ready
to tell me?' | say, as he wipes the yolk of his egg off the plate with a half-bitten slice of fried bread.
He holds up his mug, and I pour some more tea. 'Shall we go to the police?' He half-drains the mug,
then slams it down on the table. The tea splashes up the sides then settles again. 'Or was it you that
started it? I know your temper.'
The full story of the bombing comes on the radio. 'Switch it off,’ he says.
'‘God knows why your father stands up for that lot," I say, 'it doesn't do us any good, those of us that
have to live here.' He stares at his plate, his fingertips pressing into the edge of the table. 'Is that what
the fight was over?' I say.
'It's nothing to do with me, what the Irish get up to," he says, 'l ain't Irish.'

Kpurtepnu BbicTaBIeHUSI 0TMETOK

OTMeTKa «OTJIIMYHO» / <«3a4T€HO» (BBICOKHI YpOBEHb C(OPMHPOBAHHOCTH KOMIETEHIMH (-
UH))BBICTABIISIETCS  OOydYarolleMycs, KOTOpPBIH B IPOLIECCEe HW3YyYEHUs JUCLUUIUIMHBL M 10
Pe3yabTaTaMIPOMEKYTOUHOW AaTTEeCTallMu:- OOHAPYKWJI CHCTEMHBIC 3HAaHUS IO BCEM pa3lieinaM
IporpaMMbl  JTUCHMIUIMHBI / MOIYJsSl /NIPakTHKH, IPOAEMOHCTPUPOBAI CIOCOOHOCTh K HX
CaMOCTOSITEIbHOMY TIONOJHEHHIO, B TOMYHCIE B PaMKax y4eOHO-MCCIEJI0BATEIbCKOW M HAy4YHO-
UCCIIEI0BATENbCKON JEATEIbHOCTH;- IPU BBIOJHEHUU 33/1aHUl, MPETyCMOTPEHHBIX MPOTrPAMMON,
YCIICIIHO MPOJAEMOHCTPHPOBAJIOCBAUBAEMbIE B paMKax JIUCHMIUIMHBI / MOAYyNs / TPaKTHUKU
npodeCCHOHANIbHBIE YMEHHUSA;- IPEICTaBUI  Pe3yJbTaThl  BBIIOJHEHMs BCeX  3aJaHuUil s

CaMOCTOSITEIIbHOU pabOTHIMONHOCTEIO M KAa4eCTBEHHO, Ha TBOPYECKOM  YpPOBHE, BBIPa3WII
JUYHOCTHYIO 3HAYMMOCTBJAEATEIBHOCTH;- INPU YCTHOM OTBETE BBICKA3al CaMOCTOSITEIBHOE
CYKJICHHE Ha OCHOBE UCCIIEIOBAaHUATEOPETUUECKUX HCTOYHUKOB, JIOTUYHO U
apryMEHTUPOBAHHO U3JI0KAT MaTepua, CBA3AJITEOPUI0 C MPAKTUKOM IOCPEICTBOM

WUTIOCTPUPYIOIIUX TPUMEPOB, CBOOOJIHO OTBETHJI HA/IOTIOJIHUTENIBHBIE BOMPOCHI;- MIPH BBIOJHEHUN
MMUCBbMEHHOTO 33/IaHUsI TIPEICTABIII COJIEPIKATEIIbHBIA, CTPYKTYPHUPOBAHHBIN,IITYOOKHI aHAIN3 CYTH U
myTel pereHuss NpoOieMbl (3a1adyu, 3aJaHusi);- [PU BHINOJHEHHWH TECTOBBIX 3aJlaHUN  Jal
MpaBUJIbHbIE OTBEThI Ha 85 - 100 % 3aJaHUMN.

OtMmeTka «xopomio» / «3adTeHo» (CpemHHil ypoBeHb C(HOPMHUPOBAHHOCTH KOMIIETEHIIUNA (-
UH))BBICTABIISIETCS  O0ydalomieMycsi, KOTOpPBI B TPOIECCEe W3YYEHUS JUCLUUIUIMHBL M 110



PE3yNbTaTaMIIPOMEKYTOUYHON aTTecTaluu:- OOHAPYXWJI 3HAHHE OCHOBHOI'O MaTrepuajia IO BCEM
paszenaM IpOorpaMMbl JUCHUTIIMHBI /MOJYJIs / TIPAaKTHKH B 00bEME, HEOOXOAMMOM JIJIsl TallbHEHUIIeH
yaeObl ¥ TpenacTosimeid paboThIo mpodeccuu, MPOJAEMOHCTPUPOBAT CHOCOOHOCTh K  HUX
CaMOCTOSITEJIbHOMY TIOTIOJTHCHHIO;- TPU BBIMOJHCHUN 3aJIaHUH, MPEAYCMOTPEHHBIX MPOTPaAMMOM,

cMor NpoOACMOHCTPHUPOBATHLOCBANBACMBIC Hpoq)eCCHOHaHBHBIG YMCHUA, HO A0IYCTHUIT
HCIIPUHIUIINAJIBHBIC OIINOKH B HNXBBITIOJIHEHUH, KOTOPBIC CMOI' MCIIPABHUTH IIPpU HE3HAUYNTEIIFHOM
ImoMOoIIHr IMperoaaBaTeClis;- npeacTaBuil PE3YIbTAThI BBIINTOJIHCHU S BCECX 3aI[aHHﬁ JJIA

CaMOCTOSITENIbHOM  pabOThL, yKa3aHHBIX B MPOTrpaMMe JUCIUIUIMHBI / MOAYJS / MPaKTUKH, P 3TOM
3aJlaHus BBITOJIHCHBITIOTHOCTRIO M KAUECTBEHHO;- TPH yCTHOM OTBETE OOBSCHWUI  y4eOHBIH

MaTepua, HUHTEPIIPETUPOBAII COJIEp>KaHNE,IKCTPAIIOIUPOBATl  BBIBOJIbI;- IPH  BBINOJIHEHUU
NMHUCBbMCHHOTO 3adaHuA NpCACTaBUI PCHPOAYKTHBHYIO IMO3UIIUIO 3JICMCHTHIAHAIN3a B OIIMCaHUHU
CyTH W  TyTed  pemieHus  NpoOIeMbl (3amauw, 3aJIaHus ), W3JI0KUIIIOTHIECKYIO
MoCJICA0BATCIIBHOCTL BOIPOCOB TCMbI;- IPHU BBIIOJHCHHUU TCECTOBBIX Ba[[aHI/II\/'I Aajl TPaBUJIbHBIC
OTBETHI Ha 75 - 84 % 3aJaHUH.
OtmeTka «yIIOBJIETBOPUTEIILHO / «3aUTEHOY (oporoBbIit YpOBEHB

c(OPMHPOBAHHOCTUKOMIIETEHIIMI (-MM)) BBICTABISETCS OO0ydYalolmeMycsi, KOTOpPBIH B TIpolecce
W3YYEHUSIUCIUIUIMHBL U TI0 pe3yjabTaTaM IPOMEXYTOYHOH aTTecTaluu:- OOHApYXWJ 3HaHUE
OCHOBHOT'O MaTepuaia 1o BCEM pasJiesiaM MPOrpaMMBbl AUCHUIUIMHBI /MOIYNs / IPAaKTUKU B 00BEME,
HEOOXOIUMOM IS JalbHEHIIeH y4eObl W mpeactosmeid padboThino npodeccuu, HO 3HAHUS MMEIOT
pooebI U TI0XO CTPYKTYPUPOBAHBI;
- npu BBINIOJIHEHUH 3aJJaHuH, IPEIYCMOTPEHHBIX IPOTPAMMOH, B LEJIOM
CMOITIPOJIEMOHCTPUPOBATh OCBaMBaeMble NPO(ECCHOHAIBHBIE YMEHHs, HO JOIMYCTHJI OIIMOKU B
UXBBIIIOJHEHUU, KOTOPbIE CMOI HCHPaBUTb NPU HE3HAYUTEIbHOM MOMOILM MpPENoAaBaATENs;-
MIPEICTaBUI pe3yabTaThI BBITTOJTHEHHS BCEX 3aJJaHuif st CaMOCTOSITENTbHON
palboThL,yKa3aHHBIX B MpPOrpaMMe JUCUUIUIMHBI / MOIYNsl / TpPakTHUKU, INPH 3TOM 3aJaHUs
BBINTOJIHEHBI()OPMAIbHO, KpPaTKO, pe(IEKCHsi HEemoiHas WM HOCUT (OpMalbHBIM Xapakrtep,
IIPEJCTaBICHONIOBEPXHOCTHOE OMUCAHUE.- IIPU YCTHOM OTBETE MPOJEMOHCTPUPOBAN 3HAaHHE 0A30BBIX
MOJIOKEHUH M KITIOUEBBIX TOHSATHI,BEPHO BOCIPOU3BEN yueOHOe cojepkaHue 0e3 HCIOIb30BAHUS

JOTIOTHUTEILHOTO ~ MaTepuajia;- TMPU  BHINOJHCHWH  THCBMEHHOTO  3aJaHUsl  MPEICTaBUI
PENPOAYKTUBHYIO TTO3UIMIO B ONMUCAHUHUCYTH W IyTeH pelIeHus mpoOieMbl (3a1auu, 3aJaHusl);- PH
BBIMIOJJHEHUM TECTOBBIX 3aJaHUW Jan mpaBujiibHble OTBeTHI Ha 60 — 74 % 3amanuil.

OTMeTKa «HEeYAOBIETBOPUTEIBHOY / «HE 3a4TEHOY (KOMIIETEHIIUSI(-U1) HE



copmupoBaHa(-bl))BBICTABIAETCS 00ydJaroUIeMycsi, KOTOPBIl B Mpolecce M3y4eHUs! TUCHUIUTMHBI U
10 Pe3yJbTaTaMIIPOMEKYTOYHOM aTTECTAIMH:- OOHAPYKUJI OTCYTCTBUE 3HAHUH MO0 parMeHTapHbIE
3HaHUS TI0 OCHOBHBIM pa3eiaMIpOrpaMMbl TUCIHMILIMHBI / MO/ / MPAKTHKH;- MIPH BBITOJTHEHUN
3aJIaHAK, TPETYCMOTPEHHBIX  MPOTPaMMOM, HE CMOT  IPOJEMOHCTPHUPOBATHOCBAMBAEMEBIE
HpO(beCCI/IOHa.HBHBIe YMGHI/I}I (,Z[OHyCTI/IJI HpI/IHI_II/IHI/Ia.HBHBIe OH_II/I6KI/I B HUXBBIIIOJIHCHUH,
KOTOpPBIC HE CMOT UCIPABUThH MPHU yKa3aHWHM HA HUX TPErojiaBaresieM), MO0 HEBBIMOIHUI 3aaHuUs;-
HE BBIOJHWI MPEIYyCMOTPEHHBIE YYEOHBIM IUIAHOM MpPAaKTUYECKHE, J1a0OpaTOpHbIC 3aJaHMs;- He
MMOJIHOCTEIO BBIIIOJTHUI 3aJJaHUs IS CaMOCTOSTEILHON paboTHI, yKa3aHHBIX B
HpOFpaMMeﬂI/ICI_[I/IHJII/IHBI / MO,Z[yJIH / HpaKTI/IKI/I, .HI/I6O 3aJaHUsI BBIITOJIHCHBI HeBepHO, OUYCBUACH
IJarvar;- TpU  YCTHOM  OTBETE€  JONMYCTHJI  (aKTHYeCKue OMHMOKM B  HMCIOJIb30BAaHUU
HAYYHOHUTEPMHHOJIOTUA M M3JI0KEHUH Y4eOHOTO COJEpXaHUA, CHeNal JIOKHBIE BBIBOJBI;- TPU
BBITTOJTHEHUH TECTOBBIX 3aJlaHKi Jas MpaBuiIbHbIE OTBETHI HA 0 — 59 % 3ananuii.
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