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1. lleanb ocBOeHNSI AUCUUILIHHBI

Lenp aucuuruidHel:  (GopMUpOBaHHE TMPEICTABICHUA 00 OCHOBHBIX  ITOJIOKEHHSIX
JIEKCUKOJIOTMM AHIJIMMCKOTO $I3bIKA, OBJAJEHUE COBPEMEHHBIMHU METOJAMHU JIEKCUKOJIOTHYECKOTO
aHanM3a sl TOCTH)KEHUS] METalpeMETHBIX U MPEAMETHBIX Pe3yIbTaTOB 00ydeHUs U 00ecTieueHHs
KayecTBa y4eOHO-BOCIIUTATENILHOTO MPOIecca CPeICTBAMU IIPENOAaBAEMOr0 y4eOHOr0 peIMeTa.

3amaun  OUCHMIUIMHBI: O3HAKOMIJIGHME C OOIIMMH XapaKTEpPUCTHKAMH COBPEMEHHOTO
COCTOSIHUSI CIIOBApPHOTO COCTaBa AHIJIMMCKOrO f3bIKa U €ro crneuu(puueckuMu OCOOEHHOCTSIMU,
pa3sBUTHE YMEHHMU B OOJIACTH aHajHM3a OTJICJIBHBIX JEKCHYECKHX EIMHUI] U 3aKOHOMEPHOCTEH HX
(GYHKIIMOHUPOBAHUSI B peUU B KOHTEKCTE OyayIiei nmpodeccnoHalbHOM e TeIbHOCTH.

2. Mecro mucuuniannbl B crpykrype OIIOITI BO
N3yuenne aucruriuHbl "JIGKCUKOJIOTHS aHTJIMMCKOTO s3bIKa" Oa3upyeTcss Ha HM3yYCHUH
BY30BCKHUX KypcoB "[IpakTuka yCTHON M MMCbMEHHOW peur aHTIMUCKOro si3bika", "S3biko3Hanue" u
"Ucropust aHriauickoro s3pika". YTIyOJieHHE W pacUIMpPEHHE BOIMPOCOB, M3JIOKEHHBIX B JaHHOM
Kypce, Oy/IeT OCyIIEeCTBIAThHCS B Xo/1e Hanucanus BKP.

3. IliannpyeMble pe3y/abTaThbl 00y4eHHs M0 JUCUMILINHE
[Tnaaupyemble pe3yabTaThl OOYYCHHS 1O TUCIHIUIMHE, COOTHECCHHBIC C IUIAHUPYEMBIMH
pesynbratamu ocBoeHust OITOII (koMneTeHIUsIMHU U UHANKATOPaAMH JTIOCTHXKEHUSI KOMIIETEHIINN )

dopmupyeMbIe [TnannpyemMsble pe3yapTaThl 0OydEeHUs 10 AUCIUIUINHE, B
KOMIICTCHIIMU (KO[[, COOTBCTCTBUU C HHAUKATOPOM JOCTHMIKCHUS KOMICTCHINH HauMmenoBanue OLICHOYHOI'O
coJiepxKaHue WHnukaTop TOCTHXEHUS Pe3ynbraTel 00ydeHus Mo cpencTaa
KOMITETEHIIMH) KOMIETEHINH JVCIUIIINHE
I1IK-1 Cnocoben I1K-1.1 Mcnonb3yeT TeopHio 3HaTh TEOPETHUYECKHE Tecr, 3ananus 1
OCBauBaTh U AHTJIMICKOTO S3BIKA JUTA OCHOBBI JIEKCHKOJIOTHH JIEKCHKOJIOTHYECKOTO aHAIN3a
HCTIONH30BaTh aHanM3a JUHTBUCTHYCCKUX AHIJINICKOTO S3bIKA U

6a30BbIC HAYYHO- SIBTICHUH B KOHTEKCTE 3aKOHOMEPHOCTH Pa3BUTHS

TEOPETHYECKNE Pa3IMYHbIX OTpacien CJIOBApPHOTO COCTaBa
3HAHUSA U (UITOTOTHYECKOH HAYKH anrnuiickoro s3pika (ITK-1.1)
MPaKTUYeCKHe YMeThb ono3HaBaTh U
HaBBIKH M YMEHHUS IO MOHUMATH JIEKCHYECKHe
npeaMery o0yueHus SIBJICHUS QHTJIMHCKOTO SI3BIKa
(TTIK-1.1)

I1K-4 Criocoben I1K-4.1 Peanuzyer 3HaTh METOJIBI Tecr, 3ananus aiis
OCYIIECTBIIATH pa3BUBAIOIIKIT TOTEHITHAT JIEKCUKOJIOTHYECKOTO JIEKCUKOJIOTMYECKOT0 aHaIn3a
Pa3BUBAOIILYIO y4eOHOTO mpeaMeTa ananmsa (11K-4.1)

JEATEIILHOCTD B «IHOCTpaHHBIH S3BIK» B YMeTh aHanu3upoBaTh
OpraHu3aIsIX, OpraHU3aIHsIX, JIEKCHYECKHE SBJICHUS B

OCYIIECTBIISIOIINX OCYIIECTBIISIOIINX AHTJIOA3BIYHOM JICKYpCE
00pa3oBaTeNBHYIO 00pa3oBaTeNBHYIO (TIK-4.1)
JeATeIbHOCTh JIeATeIbHOCTh




4. CTpyKTYypa H coepkaHne TUCHUILTHHbBI
OO01mmast Tpy10€MKOCTh TUCHUTUIHHBI COCTABIISIET 2 3a4ETHBIX SIUHUIIBI, 72 Yaca.

4.1. ®opma o0y4eHHsI: OUHAS
YpoBeHb 6a30BOro 00pa3oBaHusi: CpeHee ooIee.

Cpoxk oOyueHust Si.

4.1.1. CTpyKTypa IMCHUNINHBI
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TectupoBanue, yCcTHbIH
2 Crpykrypa cioBa 8|2 ]| 2 9 ormoc
3 CnoBoobOpazoBaHue 8|2 ]| 2 9 Tecmpo(‘;i‘;’g‘z’ YCTHEIH
4 Cemacuonorus 8|14 |4 9 | Tecruposamue, ycTheiit
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5 ®dpazeonorus 82| 2 10,55 | Tecruposanue, yeribiii
orpoc
Bcero 3a cemectp 72 12 12 1,2 10,25 | 46,55 3ay. ¢ o1l
Htoro 72 12 12 1,2 10,25 | 46,55
4.1.2. CoaepskaHue TUCUMILIMHBI
4.1.2.1. IlepeyeHnb JeKUM i
Cemectp 8
Paszoen 1. Omumonoeus
Jlexknus 1.
WckonHO aHrMiicKast JeKCMKa. 3aMMCTBOBAaHHAs JIEKCHKA. ACCUMUIISIUS 3aUMCTBOBaHUM (2
Jaca).
Pazoen 2. Cmpyxmypa cnosa
Jleknus 2.

Kiaccudukanms mopdem (2 gaca).
Pasoen 3. Cnosoobpazosarnue
Jlekums 3.
CrnoBomnpousBoicTBO. CrioBocnokeHue (2 Jaca).




Pa3zoen 4. Cemacuonocus
Jleknus 4.
Jlexcuueckoe 3HaueHue ciioBa. CeMaHTHUECKUE U3MEHEHHS B ClIoBe (2 yaca).
Jlexnus 5.
[Tonucemust. Omonumus. CuHOHUMUSA. AHTOHUMUSA (2 Jaca).
Pazoen 5. @paszeonoeus
Jlexknus 6.
Knaccudukanms ¢gpazeonorndeckux enuuuil (2 gaca).

4.1.2.2. IlepeyeHb NPAKTUYECKUX 3AHATHI

Cemectp 8
Paszoen 1. Omumonoeus
IIpakTnyeckoe 3ansitue 1

HckonHo anrnuiickas JeKcuka. 3aMMCTBOBaHHAs JIEKCUKA. ACCUMUIISIIIUS 3aMMCTBOBAaHUH (2
yaca).
Pa3zoen 2. Cmpyxmypa cnosa
IpakTnyeckoe 3ansiTue 2

Knaccudukanus mopdem (2 gaca).
Pasoen 3. Cnosoobpazosanue
IIpakTnyeckoe 3ansaTHE 3

CnoBonpousBoacTBo. CiioBocnoxeHue (2 yaca).
Pasoen 4. Cemacuonozus
IpakTnyeckoe 3ansiTue 4

Jlexcuueckoe 3HaueHue cioBa. CeMaHTHUECKUE U3MEHEHHS B CJIoBe (2 yaca).
IIpakTH4yeckoe 3aHsiTHe S

[Tonucemuss. Omonnmus. CuHOHUMUSA. AHTOHUMUS (2 Jaca).
Pazoen 5. @paszeonoecus
IIpakTHyeckoe 3ansATHE 6

Knaccudukanms ¢gpazeonorndeckux enuuuil (2 gaca).

4.1.2.3. Ilepeuennb J1adopaTOpHbIX padboT
He mnanupyercs.

4.1.2.4. IlepeyeHb TeM U y4eOHO-MeTOAMUYECKOE O0ecliedeHue CAMOCTOATEIbHOM

padoThI

IlepeueHb TeEM, BBIHECEHHBIX Ha CAMOCTOSITEIIBHOE U3yUEHUE:
1. UHTepHannoHanbHbIE C10BAa. DTUMOJIOTUYECKUE TYOJIETHI.
2. Mopdonoruyeckast CTpyKTypa CjI0Ba.
3. Bropocrenennsie criocoObl cIOBOOOpa30OBaHMS.
4. MOTUBUPOBAaHHOCTH CJIOBA.
5. IlocnoBHIIBI ¥ TOTOBOPKH.

Jlisi  caMOCTOSITENTbHOM paboOThl HMCMONB3YIOTCS METOJUYECKHE YKa3aHHs IO OCBOECHHUIO
JTUCIUIUIMHBI U U3JIaHUS U3 CIHCKA MPUBEJCHHON HI)KE OCHOBHOM U TOTIOJIHUTEIBHON JIUTEPATYPHI.

4.1.2.5. IlepeyeHb TeM KOHTPOJIbHBIX padoT, pedepartos, TP, PI'P, PIIP

He mnanupyercs.

4.1.2.6. llpumepHblii nepeyeHb TeM KyPCOBBIX padoT (IPOEeKTOB)
He mnanupyercs.

5. O0pa3oBare/ibHbIE TEXHOJIOTHH
B nponecce M3ydCHHUA OUCHHUIIIMHBL "JIeKCUKOJIOTHS aHTJIMMCKOro SA3bIKa' IMPUMCHSAIOTCA
HHTCPAKTUBHBIC TCXHOJIOTUH.



6. OueHovHbIe cpeacTBa /51 TEKYLIEro KOHTPOJIA YCIeBaeMOCTH,

HpOMe)I(yTOqHOﬁ aTreCTaluu 110 uToraMm OCBOCHHUA JUMCHUIIIMHDBI.
@DOH/IbI OIICHOYHBIX MATEPHAIIOB (CPEICTB) MPUBEICHBI B IPHIIOKEHUU.

7. YueOHO-MeTOANYeCKOe U HHPOPMAITMOHHOE o0ecniedyeHne JUCHUIIIMHBI.

7.1. OcHOBHas1 y4eOHO-METOAMYECKAS JIUTEPATypa M0 AMCHUILIIMHE

1. Jlekcukomorusi aHTIIMHACKOTO sA3bika: KOHCHEKT JEeKIMil A CTyIeHTOB 00pa30oBaTelbHOM
nporpammbl 44.03.05 Tlemarorudeckoe oOpaszoBaHue (C IBYMS MPOPWISIMH MOATOTOBKH) / COCT.
Jlebener A.P. [Onextponnblli pecypc]. — DnekTtpoH. TekctoBble naH. (0,55 MO). - Mypom: MU
Bal'y, 2017. - pErucTpalOHHBIN HOMEp 0321702934. -
https://evrika.mivlgu.ru/index.php?mod=book_inf&com=view_inf&book id=3008

2. JlekcUKOIIOTHSI aHTIHMICKOrO si3bIKa: IIpakTHKyM JUIsi CTYAEHTOB 0Opa30BaTEebHON
nporpammbl 44.03.05 Tlegarormdeckoe oOpazoBaHue (C IByMs NpoUISIMH TMOATOTOBKH) / COCT.
JlebeneB A.P. [DnmexktpoHHBIN pecypc]|. — DnekTpoH. TekctoBbie maH. (0,59 M6). - Mypom: MU
Bal'V, 2017. - perucTpaluOHHbIN HOMEp 0321702935. -
https://evrika.mivlgu.ru/index.php?mod=book_inf&com=view_inf&book_id=3007

3. AutpymmHa, I'. b. Jlekcukonorust aHrmuiCKOTOo s3bIKa: Y4eOH. M0CcOo0. Al CTY/IEHTOB Me/.
By30B / I'. b. Autpymmna, O. B. AdanaceeBa, H. H. Mopo3zoBa. — 7-e u3a., crepeotur. — M.: JIpoda,
2007.-287 c. -29 sk3.

4. 3pikoBa U. B. Ilpaktuueckuil Kypc aHMIHCKOW Jiekcukoioruu = A Practical Course in
English Lexicology: yue0. nocoOue st cTy. JIMHIB. By30B U (pak. uH. si3pikoB / W. B. 3pikoBa. — 2-¢
u3., uctp. — M.: U3narenbckuii uentp «Axkagemusi», 2007. — 288 c. - 10 3k3.

7.2. JlonoJIHUTEIbHAS Y4eOHO-MeTOAUYEeCKasi JIUTEPATypa M0 AUCHUILINHE
1. KpyrimkoBa E.A. JIeKCHKOJIOTHSI aHTJIMICKOTO S3bIKa : ydeOHoe mocobue / Kpyrimmkosa
E.A.. — Kpacnosipck : Cubupckuii denepanpubiii yauBepeuret, 2016. — 162 ¢. — ISBN 978-5-
7638-3479-6. —  Tekcr : oanekrponnsii //  IPR SMART : [cailiT]. -
https://www.iprbookshop.ru/84368.html
2. Bomipocsr si3pik0o3HaHMs. - M.: Poccuiickast akagemus Hayk: Hayka - 2013-2021 rr. - I1

7.3. Ilepeyenb HHGPOPMAIMOHHBIX TEXHOJIOT Ui, HCIOJIb3yEeMbIX NPH
OCYLLECTBJIECHHH 00pa30BaTeIbHOI0 NMpoLecca 1o AUCHUIINHE, BRJIYast
nepeyeHb MPOrpaMMHOI0 odecrevdeHnsi 1 UHPOPMAIMOHHBIX CIIPABOYHBIX

CHUCTEM

B  oOpa3zoBatenbHOM  TpoIlECCe  UCMOIB3YIOTCS ~ MH(POPMAIMOHHBIE  TEXHOJIOTHH,
peaqn3oBaHHbIE  HAa  OCHOBE  HMH(OPMAIMOHHO-00pa30BaTENILHOTO  MOpTajia  MHCTUTYTa
(www.mivlgu.ru/iop), 1 UH)OKOMMYHUKAIIMOHHOW CETH UHCTUTYTA:

- IPEeI0CTaBIEHUE YUeOHO-METOAUYECKUX MaTepPHUajIOB B JIEKTPOHHOM BHJIE;

- B3aMMOJICHCTBHE YYaCTHHKOB 0Opa30BaTENbHOTO TMIpoIlecca depe3 JIOKAIBHYI0 CeTh
uHCTUTYyTa U VIHTEpHEeT;

- TIPEZIOCTaBIICHUE CBEICHUI O pe3yybTaTax y4eOHOW NeSTETbHOCTH B 3JICKTPOHHOM JIMYHOM
KaOWHETe 00yJaroIIerocs.

WNHupopmanioHHble CLIPaBOYHBIE CUCTEMBI:

1. Omnunaitn CIIOBaph MynbTUTpaH, pexXUM J0CTymna
http://www.multitran.ru/c/m.exe?a=1&SHL=2

2. OwunailH crnoBapu M DHUMKIONEAMHM Ha  «AKaJeMHKe», pPEXKUM  JOCTyma
http://translate.academic.ru/

3. Onnaiin cinoBapb 266u JIunrBo, pexxuM goctyna https://www.lingvolive.com/ru-ru

4. OunaiiH cioBapu aHMIMHCKOro si3blka OKC(HOPACKOTO YHHUBEPCUTETA, PEKUM JOCTyMa
https://en.oxforddictionaries.com/



5. OunaiiH cioBaph aHTIHMICKOro si3bika KeMOpHIKCKOTOo YHMBEpPCHTETAa, PEXHUM JOCTyIa
http://dictionary.cambridge.org/ru/

6. Omnnaitn  MepuaM-Y30CTepCKUil  CcIOBaph aHTJIMHCKOTO  fA3bIKA, PEXHUM JOCTyMa
http://www.merriam-webster.com/

7. OHNaiH STUMOJIOTUYECKUIA CIIOBaph, p&KUM AocTyna http://www.etymonline.com

[IporpamMMHoe obecrieueHue:

7-Zip (GNU LGPL)

Microsoft Office Standard 2010 Open License Pack No Level Academic Edition
(CocynapcrBennsbiii konTpakT Nel ot 10.01.2012 roza)

Zoom (CBoboano pacnpoctpansemoe [10 Freemium)

Free Commander XE (Jlunensuonnoe cornamnienue FreeCommander)

Adobe Reader XI (O0uue ycimoBus ucronb3oBanus mpoaykToB Adobe)

Kaspersky Endpoint Security ans 6usneca - Cranaaptasiii Russian Edition. 500-999 Node 2
year Educational Renewal (npomienne) (I'paxgaHCKO-TIpaBOBOM 1I0TOBOP OFOPKETHOTO YUPEIKICHUS
Ne2020.526633 ot 23.11.2020 rozna)

Microsoft Windows 7 Professional (ITporpamma Microsoft Azure Dev Tools for Teaching
(Order Number: 1IM126433))

Open Office (Apache License 2.0)

7.4. Ilepeyennb pecypcoB HH(POPMALMOHHO-TEJIEKOMMYHUKAIIMOHHOM CeTH

«AHTEpHET», HEOOXOAUMBIX JIJIA OCBOCHHUS TN CIIUILIMHBI
evrika.mivlgu.ru
iprbookshop.ru
multitran.ru
translate.academic.ru
lingvolive.com
dictionary.cambridge.org
merriam-webster.com
etymonline.com
mivlgu.ru/iop

8. MarepuajbHO-TEXHUYECKOE O0eceYeHue U CIUTITHHbI
KommnbroTepHslit kinacc
11 KOMIUIEKTOB ayAMOTapHUTYPHI; KOMIUIEKT y4eOHO-METOJUYECKUX ITOCOOMIA; KOMIUIEKT
npoekioHHoro obopynoBanus (nmpoekrop NEC V302XG + npoeKkIMOHHBIN 3KpaH); MiIa3MEHHBINH
teneBu3op Panasonic 42VS80; DVD mneep V315S; 11 komnberotepos: monutop LCD 19” Samsung;
cuct. 0ok Intel E2160/1.8/2048Mb/DVD-RW; knaBuarypa, Meiiib. Jloctym k cetu IHTepHeT.

JIekuMoHHAs ayUTOpUs

11 KOMIIJIEKTOB ayIuOTapHUTYPbI; KOMIUIEKT y4€OHO-METOIUYECKHX MOCOOMMH; KOMILJIEKT
npoeknuronHoro obopynoBanus (mpoektop NEC V302XG + mpoeKnHOHHBIA 3KpaH); MJIa3MEHHBIH
teneBu3op Panasonic 42VS80; DVD mneep V315S; 11 komnberotepos: monutop LCD 19” Samsung;
cuct. 610k Intel E2160/1.8/2048Mb/DVD-RW; knaBuatypa, mbiiib. JlocTyn k cetu MIHTEepHET.

9. MCTOI[I’I‘ICCKI/IG YKa3aHud 110 OCBOCHUIO TUCHHUIIJIMHBI

JUisi  yCIIEIIHOTO OCBOCHMSI TEOPETHUECKOro MarepHaia OO0yJarolIuiics: 3HAKOMHTCS CO
CIIMCKOM PEKOMEHJIYEMON OCHOBHOW M JOIOJIHUTENIBHOW JINTEPATYphl; YTOUHSAET y MPENoJaBaTess,
KakUM JONOJHHUTENbHBIM MOCOOUSM CIIeAyeT OTIaTh MPENNOYTeHHE; BEeIeT KOHCHEKT JIEKIUH U
npopalaThIBaeT JEKIMOHHBIN MaTeprall, OJIb3YsICh KaK KOHCIIEKTOM, TaK U yUeOHBIMU MTOCOOUSIMHU.

[IpakTrueckue 3aHATHS NPOBOAATCS Ha U3y4acMOM s3blke. PaccMoTpeHue KakI0M TeMbI
HauMHAeTcs C¢ oOpamieHUs K MHGOpMaIUH, TMOJIYYEHHOHM Ha COOTBETCTBYIOIIMX Jekiusax. [Ipu
U3y4EeHHUH TOTO0 WM MHOTO JIEKCHYECKOTO SBJICHUS BHUMaHHE CTYAEHTOB oOpaliaercs Ha
orpezeneHusi, 0COOEHHOCTH, 3aKOHOMEPHOCTH, Kinaccupuxanuu. CTyIeHTaM MpeaiaraeTcsi OTBETUTD
Ha BONPOCHI M0 OCHOBHBIM TEOPETUYECKUM MpoOiIeMaM, MOCIe Yero BBIMOJIHSIOTCS MPAaKTUYECKHe



3aJ]aHUsl, CBSI3AHHBIE C JIEKCHUKOJIOTMYECKMM aHAJM30M TEKCTOBOIO HHOA3BIYHOIO Marepuaia. B
Clay4yae 3aTpyJHEHHUs CTYJIEHTOB MpENofaBareiab JaeT JONOJHHUTEIbHbBIE KOMMEHTAapUH IO
KOHKPCTHOMY  JICKCHUYCCKOMY  SIBJICHUIO. 3aHsaTHE 3aBCPUIACTCA IOoABCACHUCM HUTOI'OB u
OnpefieiecHueM BHEAyAUTOPHOM CaMOCTOSTENbHOM paldOThl, HALEICHHOW Ha JaJbHEHIIYIO
TPEHUPOBKY U 3aKPEIJICHUE U3YYaEMBbIX JICKCUUECKUX SBJICHUM.

CaMmocrosiTenbHasi paboTa OKa3blBa€T Ba)XXHOE BIUSHUE HAa (HOPMHUPOBAHHE JMYHOCTH
OyIyIIEero CIennaaucTa, OHa MIIAaHUPYEeTCsS 00YJarOIIMMCS CaMOCTOSATENbHO. Kax b1l o0yJaronuiics
CaMOCTOSITENILHO OIpEAEIseT PEKUM CBOEH padoThl U Mepy Tpy/a, 3aTPauyuBaeMOro Ha OBJIAJICHHE
y4eOHBIM COACpXKAHUEM JUCHUIUIMHBL. OH BBITIOTHSET BHEAYTUTOPHYIO pPAadOTy W H3Y4YCHHE
pa3esioB, BHIHOCUMBIX Ha CaMOCTOSATENbHYIO PaldOoTy, MO JTUYHOMY WHAMBUAYAIBHOMY IUIaHY, B
3aBUCHMOCTH OT €r0 MOJArOTOBKH, BPEMEHH U IPYTUX YCIOBUM.

dopMa 3aKIHOYUTEIBHOTO KOHTPOJIA IIPU MPOMEXKYTOUHOM aTTECTALIMU — 3a4eT C OLICHKOM.
Jns mpoBeneHUss MPOMEKYTOYHOM aTTECTALMU M0 IUCLUIUIMHE pa3pa60TaHbl q)OH;[ OLICHOYHBIX
CpelCcTB U OaUIbHO-PEUTHUHIOBAs CHCTEMa OLEHKH y4eOHOH NesTeNbHOCTH CTyJAeHTOB. OleHKa Mo
JUCHUIIIIMHE BBICTABJIICTCA B I/IH(i)OpMaLIHOHHOfI CUCTEMC M HOCUT HHTerHpOBaHHBIfI XapakTep,
YUHUTHIBAOIINI PE3yNbTaThl OLIEHUBAHUS Y4AaCTHUs CTYICHTOB B ayJAMTOPHBIX 3aHATHAX, KauecTBa U
CBOCBPCMCHHOCTH BbLIIIOJIHCHHA 3az[aH1/1171 B XOAC M3YUCHUSA JUCHUIUIMHBI M HpOMe)I(yTOQHOﬁ
aTTeCTaluu.



[Iporpamma cocraBieHa B cooTBeTcTBUH ¢ TpeOoaHusMu OI'OC BO mo HampaBieHUIO
44.03.05 Ileoacocuueckoe obpazosanue (¢ 08yms npohuasimu no02omosKku) u PoQPUITIO MOATOTOBKH
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Ilpunoscenue
DoH/I OLIEHOYHBIX MAaTEPHAJIOB (CPeICTB) MO AUCHHUIINHE
JIEGKCHUKOJIOTHS aHTTUICKOTO SI3bIKa

1. OHeHO‘IHbIe MaTepuaJbl AJ NPOBCACHUS TEKYIICI0 KOHTPOJISA yCII€EBAEMOCTH

o IMCIOMIIJIMHE

OneHouHbIe CPECTBA A1 TEKYILEr0 KOHTPOJISL BKIIFOYAIOT CIIEAYIOLIEE.

TECTUPOBAHUE

BoinonHuTe TECT B COOTBETCTBYMOLIEM 31eKTpoHHOM Kypce B MOII MuBal'V. TectoBbie
3a/laHHsl OXBATBIBAIOT COAEPKAHUE M3YYECHHBIX TeM. MIHAMBUAYaIbHbBIA TECT BKJIIOYAET BOIPOCHI U
(dopmupyeTcsi B aBTOMAaTHYECKOM PEKMME Ha OCHOBE THUIOBBIX 3ahaHuil. OleHHBaHUE PE3yIbTaTOB
OCYIIIECTBIISICTCS MPOMOPIMOHATHLHO MPOLIEHTaM BBIIIOJIHEHUS TECTOBOI pabOTHI.

Tecr gns  Ttekymiero koHTposns pasmemieH B MOII MUBAal'V no  ccbuike:
https://www.mivlgu.ru/iop/course/view.php?id=3023.

JIEKCUKOJIOTUYECKUI AHAJIN3

[Ipoananu3upyiTe JIEKCUYECKOE SIBJICHUE, ONMPAACh HA MPEAJIaraeMyr0 MOJEIb. 3alUIINTe
Pe3yIabTAThI JEKCHKOJIOTHYECKOTO aHAJIN3a M BBICTYIIHTE C KPATKUM COOOIICHUEM.

Metoauyeckie yka3zaHuss U Y4eOHO-METOAMYECKHE MaTepHalbl MO JIUCHUIUIMHE IS
BbITIOJIHEHUS 3a1anuii mpuBeaeHsl Ha MO MU Bal'V B cooTBeTCTBYIOIIEM 3JIEKTPOHHOM KypCe 0
ccpiike: https://www.mivlgu.ru/iop/course/view.php?id=3023.

Kpurepuu o1ieHKH JIEKCUKOJIOTHYECKOI0 aHaIN3a (CTENEHb IOJHOThI, KOPPEKTHOCTD)

JleTanbHbli aHaIU3, KOPPEKTHBIN aHAJIN3 — OTIMYHO.

Henonnelii ananus, UMeeTcst HECYLIECTBEHHBIN HEA0YET — XOPOLIO.

YacTuuHbIN aHATIU3, UMEETCS CYIIECTBEHHBIN HET0YET — YAOBIETBOPUTEIBHO.

@parMeHTapHbIN aHAJIN3, UMEIOTCS CYLIECTBEHHBIE HEIOYETHI — HEYIOBIETBOPUTEIBHO.

Oo6uiee pacnpeneseHne 6ajJJI0B TEKYIIEr0 KOHTPOJISI 0 BUAAM Y4eOHBIX PadoT 115l CTY1€HTOB

Pelitunr-konrpons 1 TectupoBanue, ycTHblil orpoc | 10 10
PelTuHr-KOHTpOIH 2 TectupoBanue, ycTHbli onpoc | 1o 10
Peittunr-kontposs 3 TectupoBanue, ycTHbIH orpoc | 10 20
Ilocemmenne 3aHATHN CTYACHTOM 105
JlormomHUTEIEHBIC OaJLTBI

1o 5
(6oHyCHBI)
BrinosHeHue cemecTpoBoro
IJIaHa CaMOCTOSITENIbHOM 1o 10
paboTHI

2. IIpoMeskyTOUYHASI ATTECTAIIMS 1O AMCIUTLIHUHE
ITepeyenb BONpoCoOB K IK3aMeHYy / 3a4eTy / 3a4eTy ¢ OLleHKOHM.
Ilepeuenn npakTHYecKUX 3a1a4 / 3aJaHMii K IK3aMeHY / 3a4eTy / 3a4eTy ¢ OlleHKoH (nmpu
HAJTHYMH)

ITpomesxyTouHas arTectanus (3a4eT ¢ OLIEHKOIN)

3ananue 1. BeimosiHUTE TECT, KOTOPBIN OXBATHIBAET COACPIKAHNE N3YUEHHBIX TEM.

Tect pasmeleH B NOII MU Bal'Y o CCBUIKE:
https://www.mivlgu.ru/iop/mod/quiz/view.php?id=55795

3ananue 2. BpINOIHUTE JEKCUKOIOTMYECKU aHAIN3 TEKCTa 0 CIeAYIOUIEMY IUIaHy.

1. Find several native words. Determine their types, characterise their peculiarities.

2. Give several examples of borrowings. Characterise them according to their origin (source)
and degree of assimilation.




3. Analyse several words according to their morphemic types.

4. Characterise several examples of different ways of word-formation.
5. Characterise some cases of metaphor and metonymy.

6. Characterise several examples of different results of semantic change.
7. Find homonyms to several words from the text, determine their types.
8. Find synonyms to several words from the text, determine their types.
9. Find antonyms to several words from the text, determine their types.
10. Find a phraseological unit and determine its type.

Texts for analysis

Text 1

When she opened the door and saw him standing there she was more pleased than ever
before, and he, too, as he followed her into the studio, seemed very very happy to have come.

"Not busy?"

"No. Just going to have tea."

"And you are not expecting anybody?"

"Nobody at all."

"Ah! That's good."

He laid aside his coat and hat gently, lingeringly, as though he had time and to spare for
everything, or as though he were taking leave of them for ever, and came over to the fire and held out
his hands to the quick, leaping flame.

Just for a moment both of them stood silent in that leaping light. Still, as it were, they tasted
on their smiling lips the sweet shock of their greeting. Their secret selves whispered:

"Why should we speak? Isn't this enough?"

"More than enough. I never realized until this moment . .. "

"How good it is just to be with you. . .. "

"Like this. ... "

"It's more than enough.”

But suddenly he turned and looked at her and she moved quickly away.

"Have a cigarette? I'll put the kettle on. Are you longing for tea?"

"No. Not longing."”

"Well, I am."”

"Oh, you." He thumped the Armenian cushion and flung on to the sommier. "You're a perfect
little Chinee."”

"Yes, | am," she laughed. "I long for tea as strong men long for wine."

She lighted the lamp under its broad orange shade, pulled the curtains, and drew up the tea
table. Two birds sang in the kettle; the fire fluttered. He sat up clasping his knees. It was delightful—
this business of having tea—and she always had delicious things to eat-little sharp sandwiches, short
sweet almond fingers, and a dark, rich cake tasting of rum—but it was an interruption. He wanted it
over, the table pushed away, their two chairs drawn up to the light, and the moment came when he
took out his pipe, filled it, and said, pressing the tobacco tight into the bowl: "I have been thinking
over what you said last time and it seemstome. ... "

("Psychology" by Katherine Mansfield)

Text 2

Yes, that was what he waited for and so did she. Yes, while she shook the teapot hot and dry
over the spirit flame she saw those other two, him, leaning back, taking his ease among the cushions,
and her, curled up en escargot in the blue shell arm-chair. The picture was so clear and so minute it
might have been painted on the blue teapot lid. And yet she couldn't hurry. She could almost have
cried: "Give me time." She must have time in which to grow calm. She wanted time in which to free
herself from all these familiar things with which she lived so vividly. For all these gay things round
her were part of her—her offspring—and they knew it and made the largest, most vehement claims. But
now they must go. They must be swept away, shooed away—like children, sent up the shadowy stairs,
packed into bed, and commanded to go to sleep—at once—without a murmur!



For the special thrilling quality of their friendship was in their complete surrender. Like two
open cities in the midst of some vast plain their two minds lay open to each other. And it wasn't as if
he rode into hers like a conqueror, armed to the eyebrows and seeing nothing but a gay silken flutter—
nor did she enter his like a queen walking soft on petals. No, they were eager, serious travellers,
absorbed in understanding what was to be seen and discovering what was hidden—making the most of
this extraordinary absolute chance which made it possible for him to be utterly truthful to her and for
her to be utterly sincere with him.

And the best of it was they were both of them old enough to enjoy their adventure to the full
without any stupid emotional complication. Passion would have ruined everything; they quite saw
that. Besides, all that sort of thing was over and done with for both of them—he was thirty-one, she
was thirty—they had had their experiences, and very rich and varied they had been, but now was the
time for harvest—harvest. Weren't his novels to be very big novels indeed? And her plays. Who else
had her exquisite sense of real English Comedy? . . .

("Psychology" by Katherine Mansfield)

Text 3

Carefully she cut the cake into thick little wads and he reached across for a piece.

"Do you realize how good it is," she implored. "Eat it imaginatively. Roll your eyes if you can
and taste it on the breath. It's not a sandwich from the hatter's bag—it's the kind of cake that might
have been mentioned in the Book of Genesis. . . . And God said: 'Let there be cake. And there was
cake. And God saw that it was good.™

"You needn't entreat me," said he. "Really you needn't. It's a queer thing but I always do
notice what | eat here and never anywhere else. | suppose it comes of living alone so long and always
reading while | feed . . . my habit of looking upon food as just food . . . something that's there, at
certain times . . . to be devoured . . . to be . . . not there." He laughed. "That shocks you. Doesn't it?"

"To the bone," said she.

"But-look here—" He pushed away his cup and began to speak very fast. "I simply haven't got
any external life at all. I don't know the names of things a bit-trees and so on-and | never notice
places or furniture or what people look like. One room is just like another to me—a place to sit and
read or talk in—except,” and here he paused, smiled in a strange naive way, and said, "except this
studio.” He looked round him and then at her; he laughed in his astonishment and pleasure. He was
like a man who wakes up in a train to find that he has arrived, already, at the journey's end.

"Here's another queer thing. If 1 shut my eyes I can see this place down to every detail—every
detail. . . . Now | come to think of it-I've never realized this consciously before. Often when | am
away from here I revisit it in spirit— wander about among your red chairs, stare at the bow! of fruit on
the black table—-and just touch, very lightly, that marvel of a sleeping boy's head."

("Psychology" by Katherine Mansfield)

Text 4

He looked at it as he spoke. It stood on the corner of the mantelpiece; the head to one side
down-drooping, the lips parted, as though in his sleep the little boy listened to some sweet sound. . . .

"I love that little boy," he murmured. And then they both were silent.

A new silence came between them. Nothing in the least like the satisfactory pause that had
followed their greetings— the "Well, here we are together again, and there's no reason why we
shouldn't go on from just where we left off last time.” That silence could be contained in the circle of
warm, delightful fire and lamplight. How many times hadn't they flung something into it just for the
fun of watching the ripples break on the easy shores. But into this unfamiliar pool the head of the
little boy sleeping his timeless sleep dropped—and the ripples flowed away, away-boundlessly far—
into deep glittering darkness.

And then both of them broke it. She said: "I must make up the fire," and he said: "l have been
trying a new . . . " Both of them escaped. She made up the fire and put the table back, the blue chair
was wheeled forward, she curled up and he lay back among the cushions. Quickly! Quickly! They
must stop it from happening again.

"Well, | read the book you left last time."



"Oh, what do you think of it?"

They were off and all was as usual. But was it? Weren't they just a little too quick, too prompt
with their replies, too ready to take each other up? Was this really anything more than a wonderfully
good imitation of other occasions? His heart beat; her cheek burned and the stupid thing was she
could not discover where exactly they were or what exactly was happening. She hadn't time to glance
back. And just as she had got so far it happened again. They faltered, wavered, broke down, were
silent. Again they were conscious of the boundless, questioning dark. Again, there they were—two
hunters, bending over their fire, but hearing suddenly from the jungle beyond a shake of wind and a
loud, questioningcry . . ..

("Psychology" by Katherine Mansfield)

Text 5

She lifted her head. "It's raining,” she murmured. And her voice was like his when he had
said: "I love that little boy."

Well. Why didn't they just give way to it-yield—and see what will happen then? But no.
Vague and troubled though they were, they knew enough to realize their precious friendship was in
danger. She was the one who would be destroyed—not they—and they'd be no party to that.

He got up, knocked out his pipe, ran his hand through his hair, and said: "l have been
wondering very much lately whether the novel of the future will be a psychological novel or not.
How sure are you that psychology qua psychology has got anything to do with literature at all?"

"Do you mean you feel there's quite a chance that the mysterious non-existent creatures—the
young writers of to-day-are trying simply to jump the psycho-analyst's claim?"

"Yes, | do. And I think it's because this generation is just wise enough to know that it is sick
and to realize that its only chance of recovery is by going into its symptoms—making an exhaustive
study of them—tracking them down-trying to get at the root of the trouble.”

"But oh," she wailed. "What a dreadfully dismal outlook."

"Not at all,” said he. "Look here . . . " On the talk went. And now it seemed they really had
succeeded. She turned in her chair to look at him while she answered. Her smile said: "We have
won." And he smiled back, confident: "Absolutely."

But the smile undid them. It lasted too long; it became a grin. They saw themselves as two
little grinning puppets jigging away in nothingness.

"What have we been talking about?" thought he. He was so utterly bored he almost groaned.

"What a spectacle we have made of ourselves,” thought she. And she saw him laboriously—oh,
laboriously—laying out the grounds and herself running after, puffing here a tree and there a flowery
shrub and here a handful of glittering fish in a pool. They were silent this time from sheer dismay.

("Psychology" by Katherine Mansfield)

Text 6

The clock struck six merry little pings and the fire made a soft flutter. What fools they were—
heavy, stodgy, elderly—with positively upholstered minds.

And now the silence put a spell upon them like solemn music. It was anguish—anguish for her
to bear it and he would die-he'd die if it were broken. . . . And yet he longed to break it. Not by
speech. At any rate not by their ordinary maddening chatter. There was another way for them to
speak to each other, and in the new way he wanted to murmur: "Do you feel this too? Do you
understand it at all?" . . .

Instead, to his horror, he heard himself say: "I must be off; I'm meeting Brand at six."

What devil made him say that instead of the other? She jumped-simply jumped out of her
chair, and he heard her crying: "You must rush, then. He's so punctual. Why didn't you say so
before?"

"You've hurt me; you've hurt me! We've failed!" said her secret self while she handed him his
hat and stick, smiling gaily. She wouldn't give him a moment for another word, but ran along the
passage and opened the big outer door.

Could they leave each other like this? How could they? He stood on the step and she just
inside holding the door. It was not raining now.



"You've hurt me-hurt me," said her heart. "Why don't you go? No, don't go. Stay. No—go!"
And she looked out upon the night.

She saw the beautiful fall of the steps, the dark garden ringed with glittering ivy, on the other
side of the road the huge bare willows and above them the sky big and bright with stars. But of
course he would see nothing of all this. He was superior to it all. He—with his wonderful "spiritual™
vision!

She was right. He did see nothing at all. Misery! He'd missed it. It was too late to do anything
now. Was it too late? Yes, it was. A cold snatch of hateful wind blew into the garden. Curse life! He
heard her cry "au revoir" and the door slammed.

("Psychology" by Katherine Mansfield)

Text 7

On the doorstep there stood an elderly virgin, a pathetic creature who simply idolized her
(heaven knows why) and had this habit of turning up and ringing the bell and then saying, when she
opened the door: "My dear, send me away!" She never did. As a rule she asked her in and let her
admire everything and accepted the bunch of slightly soiled looking flowers—more than graciously.
But to-day . . .

"Oh, | am so sorry," she cried. "But I've got someone with me. We are working on some
wood-cuts. I'm hopelessly busy all evening."

"It doesn't matter. It doesn't matter at all, darling,” said the good friend. "I was just passing
and | thought I'd leave you some violets." She fumbled down among the ribs of a large old umbrella.
"I put them down here. Such a good place to keep flowers out of the wind. Here they are,” she said,
shaking out a little dead bunch.

For a moment she did not take the violets. But while she stood just inside, holding the door, a
strange thing happened. Again she saw the beautiful fall of the steps, the dark garden ringed with
glittering ivy, the willows, the big bright sky. Again she felt the silence that was like a question. But
this time she did not hesitate. She moved forward. Very softly and gently, as though fearful of
making a ripple in that boundless pool of quiet she put her arms round her friend.

"My dear,” murmured her happy friend, quite overcome by this gratitude. "They are really
nothing. Just the simplest little thrippenny bunch."

But as she spoke she was enfolded—more tenderly, more beautifully embraced, held by such a
sweet pressure and for so long that the poor dear's mind positively reeled and she just had the
strength to quaver: "Then you really don't mind me too much?"

"Good night, my friend," whispered the other. "Come again soon."

"Oh, 1 will. T will."

This time she walked back to the studio slowly, and standing in the middle of the room with
half-shut eyes she felt so light, so rested, as if she had woken up out of a childish sleep. Even the act
of breathing was a joy. . . .

("Psychology" by Katherine Mansfield)

Text 8

But pray don't imagine that those brackets are a confession of my humility before the mystery
of the human soul. Not at all; I don't believe in the human soul. | never have. | believe that people are
like portmanteaux—packed with certain things, started going, thrown about, tossed away, dumped
down, lost and found, half emptied suddenly, or squeezed fatter than ever, until finally the Ultimate
Porter swings them on to the Ultimate Train and away they rattle. . . .

Not but what these portmanteaux can be very fascinating. Oh, but very! | see myself standing
in front of them, don't you know, like a Customs official.

"Have you anything to declare? Any wines, spirits, cigars, perfumes, silks?"

And the moment of hesitation as to whether I am going to be fooled just before I chalk that
squiggle, and then the other moment of hesitation just after, as to whether | have been, are perhaps
the most thrilling instants in life. Yes, they are, to me.

But before | started that long and rather far-fetched and not frightfully original digression,
what | meant to say quite simply was that there are no portmanteaux to be examined here because the



clientele of this café, ladies and gentlemen, does not sit down. No, it stands at the counter, and it
consists of a handful of workmen who come up from the river, all powdered over with white flour,
lime or something, and a few soldiers, bringing with them thin, dark girls with silver rings in their
ears and market baskets on their arms.

Madame is thin and dark, too, with white cheeks and white hands. In certain lights she looks
quite transparent, shining out of her black shawl with an extraordinary effect. When she is not
serving she sits on a stool with her face turned, always, to the window. Her dark-ringed eyes search
among and follow after the people passing, but not as if she was looking for somebody. Perhaps,
fifteen years ago, she was; but now the pose has become a habit. You can tell from her air of fatigue
and hopelessness that she must have given them up for the last ten years, at least...

("Je Ne Parle Pas Francais." by Katherine Mansfield)

Text 9

And then there is the waiter. Not pathetic—decidedly not comic. Never making one of those
perfectly insignificant remarks which amaze you so coming from a waiter (as though the poor wretch
were a sort of coffee-pot and a wine bottle and not expected to hold so much as a drop of anything
else). He is grey, flat-footed, and withered, with long, brittle nails that set your nerves on edge while
he scrapes up your two sous. When he is not smearing over the table or flicking at a dead fly or two,
he stands with one hand on the back of a chair, in his far too long apron, and over his other arm the
three-cornered dip of dirty napkin, waiting to be photographed in connexion with some wretched
murder. "Interior of Café where Body was Found." You've seen him hundreds of times.

Do you believe that every place has its hour of the day when it really does come alive? That's
not exactly what | mean. It's more like this. There does seem to be a moment when you realize that,
quite by accident, you happen to have come on to the stage at exactly the moment you were expected.
Everything is arranged for you—waiting for you. Ah, master of the situation ! You fill with important
breath. And at the same time you smile, secretly, slyly, because Life seems to be opposed to granting
you these entrances, seems indeed to be engaged in snatching them from you and making them
impossible, keeping you in the wings until it is too late, in fact. . . . Just for once you've beaten the
old hag.

| enjoyed one of these moments the first time | ever came in here. That's why | keep coming
back, | suppose. Revisiting the scene of my triumph, or the scene of the crime where | had the old
bitch by the throat for once and did what | pleased with her.

("Je Ne Parle Pas Francais." by Katherine Mansfield)

Text 10

Query: Why am 1 so bitter against Life? And why do | see her as a rag-picker on the
American cinema, shuffling along wrapped in a filthy shawl with her old claws crooked over a stick?

Answer: The direct result of the American cinema acting upon a weak mind.

Anyhow, the "short winter afternoon was drawing to a close,” as they say, and | was drifting
along, either going home or not going home, when | found myself in here, walking over to this seat in
the corner.

| hung up my English overcoat and grey felt hat on that same peg behind me, and after | had
allowed the waiter time for at least twenty photographers to snap their fill of him, I ordered a coffee.

He poured me out a glass of the familiar, purplish stuff with a green wandering light playing
over it, and shuffled off, and | sat pressing my hands against the glass because it was bitterly cold
outside.

Suddenly I realized that quite apart from myself, I was smiling. Slowly | raised my head and
saw myself in the mirror opposite. Yes, there | sat, leaning on the table, smiling my deep, sly smile,
the glass of coffee with its vague plume of steam before me and beside it the ring of white saucer
with two pieces of sugar.

| opened my eyes very wide. There | had been for all eternity, as it were, and now at last | was
coming to life. . . .

It was very quiet in the café. Outside, one could just see through the dusk that it had begun to
snow. One could just see the shapes of horses and carts and people, soft and white, moving through



the feathery air. The waiter disappeared and reappeared with an armful of straw. He strewed it over
the floor from the door to the counter and round about the stove with humble, almost adoring
gestures. One would not have been surprised if the door had opened and the Virgin Mary had come
in, riding upon an ass, her meek hands folded over her big belly. . ..

("Je Ne Parle Pas Francais." by Katherine Mansfield)

Text 11

That's rather nice, don't you think, that bit about the Virgin? It comes from the pen so gently;
it has such a "dying fall." | thought so at the time and decided to make a note of it. One never knows
when a little tag like that may come in useful to round off a paragraph. So, taking care to move as
little as possible because the "spell™ was still unbroken (you know that?), | reached over to the next
table for a writing pad.

No paper or envelopes, of course. Only a morsel of pink blotting-paper, incredibly soft and
limp and almost moist, like the tongue of a little dead kitten, which I've never felt.

| sat—but always underneath, in this state of expectation, rolling the little dead kitten's tongue
round my finger and rolling the soft phrase round my mind while my eyes took in the girls' names
and dirty jokes and drawings of bottles and cups that would not sit in the saucers, scattered over the
writing pad.

They are always the same, you know. The girls always have the same names, the cups never
sit in the saucers; all the hearts are stuck and tied up with ribbons.

But then, quite suddenly, at the bottom of the page, written in green ink, | fell on to that
stupid, stale little phrase: Je ne parle pas francais.

There ! it had come—the moment-the geste! and although | was so ready, it caught me, it
tumbled me over; | was simply overwhelmed. And the physical feeling was so curious, so particular.
It was as if all of me, except my head and arms, all of me that was under the table, had simply
dissolved, melted, turned into water. Just my head remained and two sticks of arms pressing on to the
table. But, ah! the agony of that moment! How can | describe it? | didn't think of anything. | didn't
even cry out to myself. Just for one moment | was not. | was Agony, Agony, Agony.

("Je Ne Parle Pas Francais." by Katherine Mansfield)

Text 12

Then it passed, and the very second after | was thinking: "Good God! Am | capable of feeling
as strongly as that? But | was absolutely unconscious! | hadn't a phrase to meet it with! | was
overcome! | was swept off my feet! | didn't even try, in the dimmest way, to put it down!"

And up | puffed and puffed, blowing off finally with: "After all 1 must be first-rate. No
second-rate mind could have experienced such an intensity of feeling so . . . purely."”

The waiter has touched a spill at the red stove and lighted a bubble of gas under a spreading
shade. It is no use looking out of the window, Madame; it is quite dark now. Your white hands hover
over your dark shawl. They are like two birds that have come home to roost. They are restless,
restless. . . . You tuck them, finally, under your warm little armpits.

Now the waiter has taken a long pole and dashed the curtains together. "All gone,” as children
say.

And besides, I've no patience with people who can't let go of things, who will follow after and
cry out. When a thing's gone, it's gone. It's over and done with. Let it go then ! Ignore it, and comfort
yourself, if you do want comforting, with the thought that you never do recover the same thing that
you lose. It's always a new thing. The moment it leaves you it's changed. Why, that's even true of a
hat you chase after; and | don't mean superficially —I mean profoundly speaking . . . | have made it a
rule of my life never to regret and never to look back. Regret is an appalling waste of energy, and no
one who intends to be a writer can afford to indulge in it. You can't get it into shape; you can't build
on it; it's only good for wallowing in. Looking back, of course, is equally fatal to Art. It's keeping
yourself poor. Art can't and won't stand poverty.

("Je Ne Parle Pas Francais." by Katherine Mansfield)

Text 13



Je ne parle pas francais. Je ne parle pas francais. All the while I wrote that last page my other
self has been chasing up and down out in the dark there. It left me just when | began to analyse my
grand moment, dashed off distracted, like a lost dog who thinks at last, at last, he hears the familiar
step again.

"Mouse! Mouse! Where are you? Are you near? Is that you leaning from the high window and
stretching out your arms for the wings of the shutters? Are you this soft bundle moving towards me
through the feathery snow? Are you this little girl pressing through the swing-doors of the restaurant?
Is that your dark shadow bending forward in the cab? Where are you? Where are you? Which way
must | turn? Which way shall I run? And every moment | stand here hesitating you are farther away
again. Mouse! Mouse!"

Now the poor dog has come back into the cafg, his tail between his legs, quite exhausted.

“Itwasa...false...alarm. She's nowhere...to...be seen.”

"Lie down then! Lie down! Lie down!"

My name is Raoul Duquette. | am twenty-six years old and a Parisian, a true Parisian. About
my family—it really doesn't matter. I have no family; I don't want any. | never think about my
childhood. I've forgotten it. In fact, there's only one memory that stands out at all. That is rather
interesting because it seems to me now so very significant as regards myself from the literary point of
view. It is this.

When | was about ten our laundress was an African woman, very big, very dark, with a check
handkerchief over her frizzy hair. When she came to our house she always took particular notice of
me, and after the clothes had been taken out of the basket she would lift me up into it and give me a
rock while | held tight to the handles and screamed for joy and fright. | was tiny for my age, and pale,
with a lovely little half-open mouth—I feel sure of that.

("Je Ne Parle Pas Francais." by Katherine Mansfield)

Text 14

One day when | was standing at the door, watching her go, she turned round and beckoned to
me, nodding and smiling in a strange secret way. | never thought of not following. She took me into a
little outhouse at the end of the passage, caught me up in her arms and began kissing me. Ah, those
kisses! Especially those kisses inside my ears that nearly deafened me.

When she set me down she took from her pocket a little round fried cake covered with sugar,
and | reeled along the passage back to our door.

As this performance was repeated once a week it is no wonder that | remember it so vividly.
Besides, from that very first afternoon, my childhood was, to put it prettily, "kissed away." | became
very languid, very caressing, and greedy beyond measure. And so quickened, so sharpened, | seemed
to understand everybody and be able to do what I liked with everybody.

| suppose | was in a state of more or less physical excitement, and that was what appealed to
them. For all Parisians are more than half-oh, well, enough of that. And enough of my childhood,
too. Bury it under a laundry basket instead of a shower of roses and passons oultre.

| date myself from the moment that | became the tenant of a small bachelor flat on the fifth
floor of a tall, not too shabby house, in a street that might or might not be discreet. Very useful, that. .
.. There | emerged, came out into the light, and put out my two horns with a study and a bedroom
and a kitchen on my back. And real furniture planted in the rooms. In the bedroom a wardrobe with a
long glass, a big bed covered with a yellow puffed-up quilt, a bed table with a marbled top, and a
toilet set sprinkled with tiny apples. In my study—English writing table with drawers, writing chair
with leather cushions, books, arm-chair, side table with paper-knife and lamp on it, and some nude
studies on the walls. I didn't use the kitchen except to throw old papers into.

("Je Ne Parle Pas Francais." by Katherine Mansfield)

Text 15
All the same | had no more money than | have now. It's extraordinary how one can live
without money. . . . | have quantities of good clothes, silk underwear, two evening suits, four pairs of

patent leather boots with light uppers, all sorts of little things, like gloves and powder boxes and a
manicure set, perfumes, very good soap, and nothing is paid for. If I find myself in need of right-



down cash—well, there's always an African laundress and an outhouse, and | am very frank and bon
enfant about plenty of sugar on the little fried cake afterwards. . . .

And here | should like to put something on record. Not from any strutting conceit, but rather
with a mild sense of wonder. I've never yet made the first advances to any woman. It isn't as though
I've known only one class of woman—not by any means. But from little prostitutes and kept women
and elderly widows and shop girls and wives of respectable men, and even advanced modern literary
ladies at the most select dinners and soirées (I've been there), I've met invariably with not only the
same readiness, but with the same positive invitation. It surprised me at first. | used to look across the
table and think "Is that very distinguished young lady, discussing le Kipling with the gentleman with
the brown beard, really pressing my foot?" And | was never really certain until | had pressed hers.

Curious, isn'tit? 1 don't look at all like a maiden's dream. . . .

| am little and light with an olive skin, black eyes with long lashes, black silky hair cut short,
tiny square teeth that show when | smile. My hands are supple and small. A woman in a bread shop
once said to me: "You have the hands for making fine little pastries.” I confess, without my clothes I
am rather charming. Plump, almost like a girl, with smooth shoulders, and | wear a thin gold bracelet
above my left elbow.

("Je Ne Parle Pas Francais." by Katherine Mansfield)

MeToauuyecKkue MaTepHuaJibl, XapaKTCPU3YIOIIUE NNPOLUHECAYPLI OLICHUBAHUA

[IpomexxyTounast arrecranus (3a4eT ¢ OI[EHKOMN)

3ayeT C OLIEHKOW MPOBOAUTCS B ABYX (opmMax B COOTBETCTBHH C KOHTPOJIUPYEMBIMH
pe3yabTaTaMu 00pa3OBaHUS:

1) anextponnas popma — rectupoBanue B MOIT MOODLE (I1K-1, I[1K-4. bnok 1 — 3HaTh);

2) anektponHas ¢opma — tectupoBanue B MOITI MOODLE (T1K-1, TTIK-4. biok 2 — ymeTh);

WuauBHUayanbHbIA TecT (OPMHPYETCS B aBTOMATHUYECKOM PEXHME Ha OCHOBE THIIOBBIX
3a1aHUM.

3) yctHas dhopMma — nekcukoiornueckuii ananus tekcra ( [IK-4. brnok 2 — ymers).

Tewmpbl, BBIHOCHMBIE Ha 3a4€T C OLIEHKON

Tema 1. HMckOHHO aHrIMWiicKas JIEKCHMKA. 3aMMCTBOBAaHHAsA JIEKCHKA. ACCHMUIISIIIUI
3aMCTBOBAaHUH.

Tewma 2. UHTEepHAIIMOHATBHBIE CTTOBA. ITUMOJIOTHYECKUE TyOIIETHI.

Tema 3. Knaccudukanus mopgem.

Tewma 4. Mopdoioruueckasi CTpyKTypa ClIoBa.

Tema 5. CnioBonpon3BoAcTBO. CIOBOCIOKEHHE.

Tewma 6. Bropoctenennsie criocoObl CIIOBOOOpa30BaHUSI.

Tema 7. Jlekcuueckoe 3HaueHHe cioBa. CeMaHTHUYECKUE U3MEHEHUS B CIIOBE.

Tema 8. MOTUBUPOBAaHHOCTH CJIOBA.

Tema 9. [Nonucemusi. OMourMusa. CHHOHUMUS. AHTOHUMUS.

Tema 10. Knaccuduxanus dppazeonornuecknx equHuil. [10ciIoBUIIBI U TOTOBOPKH.

OLHIEHMBAHME PE3YJIbTATOB
Biok 1 — 3Hanug — 10 0awioB
biok 2 — YMmenusa — 30 OamwoB

Kputepun onieHKH JTEKCHKOJIOTHYECKOTO aHaJIi3a TeKCTa

1. CreneHp NOJHOTHI aHATIM3A

JleranpHblid ananu3. B memom Bee sBeHus npoaHanusupoBasl. — 10-11 6amios

Henonupiit  ananmus. MMeercs  psx HEJOYETOB, HE  HCKAXAlOIIUX  MOHUMaHHE
JIMHTBUCTUYECKOTO MOCTPOEHUS TeKCTa. — /-9 6ayios

Yactnuneld aHanu3. OmUOKM 3aTpyAHSIOT TOHUMAaHHME JIMHTBUCTHUYECKOTO MOCTPOCHUS
TeKCTa. — 2-6 OaIIoB



@®parmenTapHblii aHanu3. OmHMOKH MCKaXXAIOT MOHUMAaHUE JIMHTBUCTUYECKOTO MOCTPOCHHS
Tekcra. — 1 Gamn

2. KoppekTtHocTh aHanm3a

KoppekThebiit ananmm3 (nonmyckaercs 1-2 HerpyOsie ommoku) — 10-11 6anmios

HenocraTouHo KOppeKTHBIN aHanu3 (Homyckaercs He 6onee 4 ommbok) — 7-9 6aios

YacTu4HO KOPPEKTHBIN aHAIN3 (TomyckaeTcst 6-7 ommbok B 3 pa3aenax) — 2-6 6amion

HexoppekTtHblii ananu3 (nomyckaercs 6osee 7 ommbOK BO Beex paszzaenax) — 1 6amn

MaxkcumanbsHasi cymMmMa 6ayuioB, Habupaemasi CTYACHTOM 1o aucuuiuiiHe pasHa 100.

OrneHka
B
Oaiutax

OreHKa 110 mKaje

Oo0ocHOBaHue

Yposenw
chopmuposannocmu
KomnemeHnuuil

bonee
80

«OTnInyHO»

CopepxaHue Kypca OCBOCHO
MOJIHOCTHIO, 0€3 MpoOeIIioB,
HEOOXOTUMBIC TTPAKTUICCKHE HABBIKU
pabOThI C OCBOCHHBIM MaTEPHAIOM
c(hopMUpOBaHbI, BCE
IPEYCMOTPEHHBIC IPOTPAMMOi
o0yueHHsI yueOHbIE 3aJaHHs
BBIIIOJIHEHBI, KAYECTBO UX BBIMOJIHCHUS
OI[EHEHO YKCJIOM 0ajIoB, OJIM3KUM K
MaKCHUMAaJIbHOMY

Buvicoxuii yposens

66-80

«Xopouo»

Copneprxanue Kypca OCBOCHO
MIOJIHOCTBIO, 0€3 POOEsIoB, HEKOTOPhIE
IPAaKTUYECKHE HaBBIKU PaOOTHI €
OCBOCHHBIM MaTcpruajioMm
chopMHUPOBaHbI HEJOCTATOYHO, BCE
IIPEAYCMOTPEHHBIE TPOTPAMMOM
o0yuyeHHsl yueOHbIe 3aJaHUs
BBIINIOJIHEHBI, KAYECTBO BBLIIIOJTHECHUA HU
OJIHOTO U3 HUX HE OLICHEHO
MHWHUMAJIBHBIM YHCJIOM 6aJ'IJ'IOB,
HEKOTOPbIE BUbI 33/1aHUI BBITIOTHEHBI
C oIMOKamMu

IIpoosunymutii
ypoeeHb

50-65

«Y IOBJIETB OPHUTCIIBHO»

Coneprxanue Kypca OCBOCHO
JaCTHU4YHO, HO HpO6€J’II>I HE HOCAT
CYILLIECTBEHHOI'O XapaKTepa,
H€06XOI[I/IMBI€ IMPAKTUYCCKNUEC HABBIKA
paboThI ¢ OCBOCHHBIM MaTEPUAJIOM B
OCHOBHOM C()OPMHUPOBAHBI,
OOJIBLITMHCTBO MPETyCMOTPEHHBIX
porpaMMoil 00ydeHus ydeOHbIX
3aJJaHUH BBIIIOJIHEHO, HEKOTOPBIE U3
BBIITOJIHEHHEIX 3aJJaHUM, BO3MOKHO,
coJiepxkar OINOKH

Ilopozoeviit yposens

Memnee
50

((Hey,Z[OBHCTBOpI/ITCJIBHO»

ConepxxaHue Kypca HE OCBOEHO,
HCO6X0}II/IMBIC IMPAKTUYCCKHUE HABBIKU
paboThl HEe CPOPMUPOBAHBI,
BBIIIOJIHEHHBIC y‘-Ie6HBIe 3aJaHus
cojJiepxar rpyobie onOKH

Komnemenyuu ne
cghopmuposanui




3. 3axanus B TeCTOBOI (popme MO JUCHUITIMHE
[Ipumeps! 3anaHuit:
[Tpumep 3amaHust 3aKpPHITOrO TUNA.
to be sent to Coventry is ...
a phraseological fusion
a phraseological combination
a phraseological unity

[Ipumep 3a1aHKsT OTKPHITOTO THIIA.

What is lexicology? How many answers are correct?

It is the study of the form, meaning and behaviour of words.

It is the study of the overall structure and history of the vocabulary of a language.
It is the study of the origin and history of words and their meanings.

It is the theory and practice of writing dictionaries.

[TonHbIi IepedeHb TECTOBBIX 3aJJaHUi C YKa3aHUEM MPABHIbHBIX OTBETOB, pa3MeIleH B OaHKe
BOIIPOCOB Ha I/IH(I)OpMaLII/IOHHO-06pa30BaTeJ'ILHOM rnopraie HHCTUTYTA 10 CCBIJIKEC
https://www.mivlgu.ru/iop/question/edit.php?courseid=3023

OreHKa pacCUMTHIBACTCS KaK MPOILCHT MPABUJIBHO BBIIOJHEHHBIX TECTOBBIX 3aJaHUN M3 UX
o01rero gucia.



