3AJAHUA IJ151 KOHTPOJIBHBIX PABOT

KonTtponbHas paboTa BBIMOIHSAETCS CTYJACHTAMHU 3a09HON (POPMBI OOYUEHHUS U BKIIOUYAET
B ce0si: TpW TEOPETHUYECKUX BOMpPOCa IO JUCHUIUIMHE, HWHTEPIPETAUI0 OTPBIBKA
XYJI0KECTBEHHOTO ITPOU3BEICHUS U JTOKJIA/.

OTBeTHI HA BOMPOCHI U HHTEPIPETAIIUIO OTPBIBKA MPOU3BEACHUS CIICIYET BBIMOIHITH Ha
muctax (popmarta A-4. JIns BBIMOJHEHUS 33JaHUs HEOOXOAMMO H3YYHTh JIUTEpPATypy IO TEMeE,
OBJIAJICTh TCPMUHOJIOTHEH, TPUMEHUTH 3HAHUS M0 CTHIUCTHUKE. M37105)KEHUE TOJDKHO OTIHYATHCS
KOMITO3UITMOHHON YETKOCTBIO, JOTHYHOCTHIO, TPAMOTHOCTBIO.

Hoknan crienyer opopMIIsITh OTACIBHBIM JIOKYMEHTOM, OH JOJIKEH COIPOBOXKIATHCS
npesenranueir. O6vem moknaga — 10 — 15 crpanun. O6veM mnpeseHTanmuu — a0 15 cinaiijos.
Bpems noxmana — 5-7 munyt. [Ipe3eHTtanus nmpenocTaBisercss Kak aeMoHcTpamnus Power Point
(pacuupenue pps Wiv ppsx). BeicTyIuieHHEe TPOUCXOAUT HA CEMUHAPCKUX 3aHATHUSAX IO JTAHHOM
mucruruinae. CeMUHapCeKoe 3aHsITHE, MPEANISCTBYIONIEE dK3aMEHY, SIBISICTCS IMOCICTHUM IS
BBICTYIIJICHUM.

BapuanT 1
1. PackpoiiTe B3aMMOCBSI3b UHTEPIIPETALIUN TEKCTA KaK HAYKH U TEPMEHEBTUKH.

2. OxapaKTepI/ByﬁTe 3HAYCHU: CJIOBA B XYIOKECCTBECHHOM TCKCTC.

3. OnumrTe 3HaYEHNUE U BUBI 3aT0JIOBKA B TEKCTE.

4. BeimosiHuTe NEpeBOJA U UHTCPIPCTALUIO ITPEAIIOKCHHOI'O OTPhIBKA XYA0KECCTBECHHOT' O

IIPOU3BEACHHUA.

And after all the weather was ideal. They could not have had a more perfect day for a
garden-party if they had ordered it. Windless, warm, the sky without a cloud. Only the blue was
veiled with a haze of light gold, as it is sometimes in early summer. The gardener had been up
since dawn, mowing the lawns and sweeping them, until the grass and the dark flat rosettes
where the daisy plants had been seemed to shine. As for the roses, you could not help feeling
they understood that roses are the only flowers that impress people at garden-parties; the only
flowers that everybody is certain of knowing.

Hundreds, yes, literally hundreds, had come out in a single night; the green bushes bowed
down as though they had been visited by archangels.

Breakfast was not yet over before the men came to put up the marquee.

"Where do you want the marquee put, mother?"

"My dear child, it's no use asking me. I'm determined to leave everything to you children
this year. Forget | am your mother. Treat me as an honoured guest.”

But Meg could not possibly go and supervise the men. She had washed her hair before
breakfast, and she sat drinking her coffee in a green turban, with a dark wet curl stamped on each
cheek. Jose, the butterfly, always came down in a silk petticoat and a kimono jacket.

"You'll have to go, Laura; you're the artistic one."

(“The Garden Party” by Katherine Mansfield)

5. HO,Z[FOTOBBTC AOKJIaA HAa OJJHY U3 IMMPECIIOKCHHBIX TEM (CM. MEpCUCHDb TCM)

Bapuant 2
1. PackpoiiTe NOHSATHE «XYyI0’KECTBEHHBIN TEKCT» KaK OCHOBHOW KOMMYHUKATHBHOMN
CAUHUIBI.
2. OxapakTepu3yiTe MpeioKeHne Kak OCHOBHYIO CHHTAaKCUYECKYIO SIMHHUITY, OMUTINTE
€ro CTUIMCTUYCCKUC (I)yHI(I_II/II/I
3. OnummuTe 3HaYEHUE MMYHKTYAIMH B XYI0’KECTBEHHOM TEKCTE.
4, Brimonanure IEepCBOA U UHTCPHPCTAIIUIO IPCIJIOKCHHOI'O OTPbhIBKA XYAOXKCECTBCHHOI'O
MIPOU3BEACHHUS.
Away Laura flew, still holding her piece of bread-and-butter. It’s so delicious to have an
excuse for eating out of doors, and besides, she loved having to arrange things; she always felt
she could do it so much better than anybody else.



Four men in their shirt-sleeves stood grouped together on the garden path. They carried
staves covered with rolls of canvas, and they had big tool-bags slung on their backs. They looked
impressive. Laura wished now that she had not got the bread-and-butter, but there was nowhere
to put it, and she couldn't possibly throw it away. She blushed and tried to look severe and even a
little bit short-sighted as she came up to them.

"Good morning,” she said, copying her mother's voice. But that sounded so fearfully
affected that she was ashamed, and stammered like a little girl, "Oh — er — have you come —is it
about the marquee?"

"That's right, miss," said the tallest of the men, a lanky, freckle fellow, and he shifted his
tool-bag, knocked back his straw hat and smiled down at her. "That's about it."

His smile was so easy, so friendly that Laura recovered. What nice eyes he had, small,
but such a dark blue! And now she looked at the others, they were smiling too. "Cheer up, we
won't bite," their smile seemed to say. How very nice workmen were! And what a beautiful
morning! She mustn't mention the morning; she must be business-like. The marquee.

"Well, what about the lily-lawn? Would that do?”

And she pointed to the lily-lawn with the hand that didn’t hold the bread-and-butter. They
turned, they stared in the direction. A little fat chap thrust out his under-lip, and the tall fellow
frowned.

"I don't fancy it," said he. "Not conspicuous enough. You see, with a thing like a
marquee,” and he turned to Laura in his easy way, "you want to put it somewhere where it'll give
you a bang slap in the eye, if you follow me."

Laura's upbringing made her wonder for a moment whether it was quite respectful of a
workman to talk to her of bangs slap in the eye. But she did quite follow him. (“The Garden
Party” by Katherine Mansfield)

5. [ToAroTOBUTH JOKJIA]] HA OJIHY U3 MPEIUIOKEHHBIX TEM (CM. IepeUeHb TEM)

Bapuanr 3

1. PaCKpOﬁTe IIOHATHUA «06p8.3», «AKTyalInu3aluus», «10MHUHAHTa».

2. Oxapaktepu3yiTe OCHOBHbIE CHHTAaKCHYECKHE (PUTYPBI PEUH, TPUBEIUTE IPUMEPHI.

3. HaﬁTe OMPCACIICHUC TOHATUIO «XYHOKCCTBCHHAA ACTAJIb), OIMMUIIUTE €€ BUIBI.

4. Brimonaure NNEPEBOA M UHTCPHPETANNIO ITPEATIOKCHHOTO OTPBIBKA XY/TO0KECTBECHHOT'O

IIPpOU3BCACHUS.

"A corner of the tennis-court,” she suggested. "But the band's going to be in one corner.”

"H'm, going to have a band, are you?" said another of the workmen. He was pale. He had
a haggard look as his dark eyes scanned the tennis-court. What was he thinking?

"Only a very small band," said Laura gently. Perhaps he wouldn't mind so much if the
band was quite small. But the tall fellow interrupted.

"Look here, miss, that's the place. Against those trees. Over there. That'll do fine."

Against the karakas. Then the karaka-trees would be hidden. And they were so lovely,
with their broad, gleaming leaves, and their clusters of yellow fruit. They were like trees you
imagined growing on a desert island, proud, solitary, lifting their leaves and fruits to the sun in a
kind of silent splendour. Must they be hidden by a marquee?

They must. Already the men had shouldered their staves and were making for the place.
Only the tall fellow was left. He bent down, pinched a sprig of lavender, put his thumb and
forefinger to his nose and snuffed up the smell. When Laura saw that gesture she forgot all about
the karakas in her wonder at him caring for things like that — caring for the smell of lavender.
How many men that she knew would have done such a thing? Oh, how extraordinarily nice
workmen were, she thought. Why couldn't she have workmen for her friends rather than the silly
boys she danced with and who came to Sunday night supper? She would get on much better with
men like these.

It's all the fault, she decided, as the tall fellow drew something on the back of an
envelope, something that was to be looped up or left to hang, of these absurd class distinctions.



Well, for her part, she didn't feel them. Not a bit, not an atom... And now there came the chock-
chock of wooden hammers. Someone whistled, someone sang out, "Are you right there, matey?"
"Matey!" The friendliness of it, the — the — Just to prove how happy she was, just to show the tall
fellow how at home she felt, and how she despised stupid conventions, Laura took a big bite of
her bread-and-butter as she stared at the little drawing. She felt just like a work-girl.

(“The Garden Party” by Katherine Mansfield)

5. [ToAroToBsTE MOKIIAI HA OJHY U3 MPEIOKECHHBIX TeM (CM. IepeucHb TeM)

PobdE

Bapuanr 4
Onuiure OCTCTUYCCKYIO KaTCrOpHIo O6p8.38. B XYJ1O0XECTBEHHOM TCKCTC.
OxapakTepu3yiTe CTHINCTUIECKIE OCOOCHHOCTH CUHTAKCUIECKOW TPAHCIIO3UITUH.
PaCKpoﬁTe CTUJIMCTHYECKOE 3HAUEHNE aBTOCEMAHTUYHOU JIEKCUKHU.
BBIHOJIHI/ITG HepeBo,u nu I/IHTepHpeTaHI/IIO HpeI[JIO)KeHHOFO XYI[O)KGCTBGHHOFO
IIPOU3BCACHUS.
Mother to Son

Well, son, I’ll tell you:

Life for me ain’t been no crystal stair.
It’s had tacks in it,

And splinters,

And boards torn up,

And places with no carpet on the floor—
Bare.

But all the time

I’se been a-climbin’ on,

And reachin’ landin’s,

And turnin’ corners,

And sometimes goin’ in the dark

Where there ain’t been no light.

So boy, don’t you turn back.

Don’t you set down on the steps

’Cause you finds it’s kinder hard.

Don’t you fall now—

For I’se still goin’, honey,

I’se still climbin’,

And life for me ain’t been no crystal stair. by Langston Hughes

5. IloaroToBpTE MOKIAM HA OIHY U3 NPCIIOKCHHBIX TCM (CM. INEPpCUCHDb TeM)

3.

4.

Bapwuanr 5
Oxapakrepu3yiiTe cucrteMy oO0pa30oB B XYyJI0KECTBEHHOM IPOU3BEACHUU: 00pa3bl
JeWCTBYIOIUX JIMILI, TPUPO/IbI, Belllel, coOMpaTenbHbIe U CIIOBECHBIE 00Pa3bl.

. [Ipoananusupyiite  ynorpebieHMe HMEH COOCTBEHHBIX B  XYJI0)KECTBEHHOM

[IPOU3BEICHUH.
OnunmuTe XapakTepHble YEPThl BHYTPEHHEW PEYM M €€ BHUJIOB: BHYTPEHHHUM JHAJIOT,
BHYTPEHHUN MOHOJIOT, ayTOAUAJIOT.

BeIronHuTE NepeBo M HHTEPIIPETALUIO IPEITI0KEHHOTO OTPBIBKA XYA0KECTBEHHOTO
IIPOU3BEICHHUS.

I was Daddy’s favourite of his seven kids, but still he sent me into exile when | was
thirteen and refused to speak to me for twenty-seven years, nor would he allow me to return to
our house on Crescent Avenue, Perrysburg, New York, even when Grandma died (though he
couldn’t keep me away from the funeral mass at St. Stephen’s and afterward the burial in the



church cemetery, where | stood at a distance, crying) when | was twenty-two. Only in the final
months of his life, when Daddy was weakened with emphysema and the anger leaked from him,
was | allowed to return to help Mom sometimes. Because now Mom needed me. But it was never
the same between us.

Daddy was only seventy-three when he died, but he looked much older, ravaged. Always
he’d driven himself hard, working (plumber, pipe fitter), drinking heavily, smoking, raging. He’d
been involved all his working life with union politics. Feuds with employers, and with other
union members and organizers. Every election, Daddy was in a fever for weeks. One of those
men involved behind the scenes. “Delivering the Perrysburg labor vote.” A hard-muscled man
with a roostery air of self-esteem, yet edgy, suspicious. Daddy was a local character, a known
person. He’d been an amateur boxer, light heavy-weight, in the U.S. Army (1950-52), and
worked out at a downtown gym, had a punching bag and a heavy bag in the garage, sparred with
my brothers, who could never, swift on their feet as they were, stay out of reach of his
“dynamite” right cross. When | was living with relatives across town, in what | call my exile, |
knew my father at a distance: caught glimpses of him on the street, saw his picture in the paper.
Then things changed, younger men were coming up in the union, Daddy and his friends lost
power, Daddy got sick, and one sickness led to another. By the time | was allowed back in the
house on Crescent Avenue, Daddy was under hospice care, and he’d turned into an old man,
shrunken by fifty pounds, furrows in his face like you’d make in a piecrust with a fork. I stared
and stared. Was this my father? That face | knew to be ruddy-skinned, good-looking, now gaunt
and strangely collapsed about the mouth. Even his shrewd eyes were smaller and shifting
worriedly in their sockets as if he was thinking, Is it in the room with me yet?

(“Curly Red” by Joyce Carol Oates)

5. [oaroroBsTe NOKIAA HA OJHY U3 MPEATOKEHHBIX TEM (cM. mepeueHb TEM)

Bapuanr 6

1. Onuuure CTUINCTHYECKUE OCOOEHHOCTH ACHMHACTOHA U ITOJIMCUHACTOHA.

2. IlpoaHanu3upynTe MOHITHE «CHIIbHAS TIO3ULUS» B KOHTEKCTE HHTEPIIPETAIIH.

3. HpI/IBe,I[I/ITC IMPHUMCPLBI cOOCTBEHHO ABTOPCKOI'0 M3JIOKCHUA B XYJOKECCTBCHHOM TCKCTC

Y OMUIINTE €T0 KOMIO3UIIMOHHO-PEUYEBBIE (POPMBI.
4. Bemmonnnte NEepeBOJA U UHTCPHUPCTALUIO NPCIAIIOKCHHOI'O OTPhIBKA XYA0KECCTBCHHOT'O
IIPOU3BCACHUS.

In April 1973, when Jadro Filer was beaten unconscious and died, and the lawyer my
father hired to defend Leo and Mario pleaded their case to prosecutors, the defense of impulsive,
hot-headed boys didn’t work out so well for them, or for my cousin Walt and a neighborhood
friend named Don Brinkhaus. And this time | was involved. Did | know Jadro Filer, or any of his
family? Did I have Negro friends? (“Negro” was the polite, prescribed term.) There’d been a
Negro girl in my fourth-grade class with the strange, beautiful name Skyla I’d been friends with,
but not the kind of friend who invited you to her house, or vice versa. When Skyla dropped out
of school I missed her, but never thought to ask where she’d gone.

Nigger lover, I’d be called. A girl of thirteen.

At this time Leo was nineteen, living in a walk-up apartment downtown and working for
the plumbing contractor our daddy worked for; he’d been accepted into the union. (No Negroes
be-longed. This would come out later, the union thought unfairly, in the media coverage of the
case.) Mario was sixteen, a sophomore in high school, big for his age, bored. Leo and Mario
were together a lot, cruising in Mario’s car, drinking beer with guys mostly Leo’s age. Leo was
discovering what Daddy called “fucking-real life.” He hated working full-time. His girlfriend
had broken up with him because of his drinking and general evil temper. He pissed Daddy off
saying he wished to hell the Vietnam War hadn’t ended so fast, he’d have liked to go over and
“see what that shit was all about.”



At Perrysburg High there’d be isolated incidents involving whiteand Negro boys,
especially following Friday night sports events, but none of these had involved Jadro Filer. In
1971 — 72, his senior year at the school, Leo had known Jadro but there’d been no “bad blood”
between them, he insisted. Mario would deny it, too. Certainly they were aware of Jadro on the
basketball team, who hadn’t been? Perrysburg wasn’t a large school: fewer than five hundred
students. Everybody knew everybody else, in some way. But whites and Negroes didn’t mix
much. On sports teams and in the school band and chorus, in a few of the clubs, maybe. But not
much.

(“Curly Red” by Joyce Carol Oates)

5. IToAroToBsTE JOKIIAA HA OAHY U3 MPEIIOKEHHBIX TeM (CM. IIepeueHb TEM)

Bapuant 7
1. OxapakrepusyiTe TUIBI U3JI0KEHUS B Xy10)KECTBEHHOM TEKCTE.
2. HpoaHaJIHSprﬁTe AKTyaJIn3alrio SA3bIKOBBIX €IHWHUI] B XYJOXCCTBECHHOM TEKCTC Ha
(hoHETHYECKOM U TPaPUUECKOM YPOBHSX.
3. OnumuTe BUIBI UMIUTMKAIIUNA U UX (QYHKITUH.
4. Brimonaure NEPCBOJA U MHTCPHPCTALUIO NPCIIOKCHHOIO OTPBIBKA XYAOXKCCTBCHHOI'O
IIPpOU3BCIACHUA.

"Y'are very snug in here," piped old Mr. Woodifield, and he peered out of the great,
green-leather armchair by his friend the boss's desk as a baby peers out of its pram. His talk was
over; it was time for him to be off. But he did not want to go. Since he had retired, since
his...stroke, the wife and the girls kept him boxed up in the house every day of the week except
Tuesday. On Tuesday he was dressed and brushed and allowed to cut back to the City for the
day. Though what he did there the wife and girls couldn't imagine. Made a nuisance of himself to
his friends, they supposed....Well, perhaps so. All the same, we cling to our last pleasures as the
tree clings to its last leaves. So there sat old Woodifield, smoking a cigar and staring almost
greedily at the boss, who rolled in his office chair, stout, rosy, five years older than he, and still
going strong, still at the helm. It did one good to see him.

Wistfully, admiringly, the old voice added, "It's snug in here, upon my word!"

"Yes, it's comfortable enough,” agreed the boss, and he flipped the Financial Times with
a paper-knife. As a matter of fact he was proud of his room; he liked to have it admired,
especially by old Woodifield. It gave him a feeling of deep, solid satisfaction to be planted there
in the midst of it in full view of that frail old figure in the muffler.

"I've had it done up lately," he explained, as he had explained for the past -- how many? -
- weeks. "New carpet,” and he pointed to the bright red carpet with a pattern of large white rings.
"New furniture,” and he nodded towards the massive bookcase and the table with legs like
twisted treacle. "Electric heating!" He waved almost exultantly towards the five transparent,
pearly sausages glowing so softly in the tilted copper pan.

But he did not draw old Woodifield's attention to the photograph over the table of a
grave-looking boy in uniform standing in one of those spectral photographers' parks with
photographers’ storm-clouds behind him. It was not new. It had been there for over six years.

"There was something | wanted to tell you," said old Woodifield, and his eyes grew dim
remembering. "Now what was it? | had it in my mind when | started out this morning." His
hands began to tremble, and patches of red showed above his beard.

(“The Fly” by Katherine Mansfield)

5. HO,I[I‘OTOBBTC AOKJIaa Ha OJHY M3 MPCAJIOKCHHBIX TEM (CM. nepcUCHb TeM)

Bapnanr 8
1. OnummMre OCHOBHBIE KaTETOPUU XY0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTA.



2. Ilpoananu3upyiTe NEPCOHAKHYIO PEUb B XYH0KECTBEHHOM TeKcTe. ONMUIINTE BHJIBI
MIEPCOHAKHON PEYH M UX OCOOEHHOCTH.

3. Packpoiite criocoObl akTyaM3aIiy S3bIKOBBIX EAMHHII B XYI0KECTBEHHOM TEKCTE Ha
MOP(GEMHOM ypOBHE.

4. BbIIOJHUTE MEPEBOJ M UHTEPIPETALMIO NIPEATIOKEHHOTO OTPHIBKA XYA0XKECTBEHHOIO
IIPOU3BCACHUS.

Poor old chap, he's on his last pins, thought the boss. And, feeling kindly, he winked at
the old man, and said jokingly, "I tell you what. I've got a little drop of something here that'll do
you good before you go out into the cold again. It's beautiful stuff. It wouldn't hurt a child." He
took a key off his watch-chain, unlocked a cupboard below his desk, and drew forth a dark, squat
bottle. "That's the medicine," said he. "And the man from whom I got it told me on the strict Q.T.
it came from the cellars at Windor Castle."

Old Woodifield's mouth fell open at the sight. He couldn't have looked more surprised if
the boss had produced a rabbit.

"It's whisky, ain't it?" he piped feebly.

The boss turned the bottle and lovingly showed him the label. Whisky it was.

"D'you know," said he, peering up at the boss wonderingly, "they won't let me touch it at
home." And he looked as though he was going to cry.

"Ah, that's where we know a bit more than the ladies,"” cried the boss, swooping across
for two tumblers that stood on the table with the water-bottle, and pouring a generous finger into
each. "Drink it down. It'll do you good. And don't put any water with it. It's sacrilege to tamper
with stuff like this. Ah!" He tossed off his, pulled out his handkerchief, hastily wiped his
moustaches, and cocked an eye at old Woodifield, who was rolling his in his chaps.

The old man swallowed, was silent a moment, and then said faintly, "It's nutty!"

But it warmed him; it crept into his chill old brain -- he remembered.

"That was it," he said, heaving himself out of his chair. "I thought you'd like to know.
The girls were in Belgium last week having a look at poor Reggie's grave, and they happened to
come across your boy's. They're quite near each other, it seems."

(“The Fly” by Katherine Mansfield)

5. [oaroroBsTe NOKIAA HA OJHY U3 MPEATOKEHHBIX TEM (CM. [epeUYCHb TeM)

Bapuant 9
1. OnumuTe XapakTepHbIe YePThl HECOOCTBEHHO-TIPSIMOM peuu MpH Nepeaye:
a) 00pa3oB epCcOHAKEH;
0) oOpaza aBTopa.
2. PackpoiiTe KOMIIO3UITMOHHYIO CXEMY XYI0KECTBEHHOT'O TEKCTA M0 TPEYTrOJIbHUKY
I'. ®peiitara. Onpenenute CyTh U 3HaUeHUE (PaOyIIbI.
3. Packpoiite 0COOEHHOCTH coJiepKaTebHO-(PaKTyaIbHOM, KOHLIENITYaJIbHOM,
UMIUTMIUTHON MH(OpPMAaLMK Xy0’KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTA.
4. BpIOMHUTE MEPEBOJI M UHTEPIPETAINIO MPEATOKEHHOTO OTPHIBKA XYA0KECTBEHHOTO
IIPOU3BCACHUS.
“THE MARVELLOUS THING IS THAT IT’S painless,” he said.
“That’s how you know when it starts.”
“Is it really?”
“Absolutely. I'm awfully sorry about the odor though. That must bother you.”
“Don’t! Please don’t.”
“Look at them,” he said. “Now is it sight or is it scent that brings them like that?”
The cot the man lay on was in the wide shade of a mimosa tree and as he looked out past
the shade onto the glare of the plain there were three of the big birds squatted obscenely, while in
the sky a dozen more sailed, making quick-moving shadows as they passed.



“They’ve been there since the day the truck broke down,” he said. “Today’s the first time
any have lit on the ground. | watched the way they sailed very carefully at first in case | ever
wanted to use them in a story. That’s funny now.”

“I wish you wouldn’t,” she said.

“I’m only talking,” he said. “It’s much easier if I talk. But I don’t want to bother you.”

“You know it doesn’t bother me,” she said. “It’s that I’ve gotten so very nervous not
being able to do anything. I think we might make it as easy as we can until the plane comes.”

“Or until the plane doesn’t come.”

“Please tell me what I can do. There must be something I can do.”

“You can take the leg off and that might stop it, though I doubt it. Or you can shoot me.
You’re a good shot now. | taught you to shoot, didn’t 1?”

“Please don’t talk that way. Couldn’t I read to you?”

“Read what?”

“Anything in the book bag that we haven’t read.”

“I can’t listen to it,” he said. “Talking is the easiest. We quarrel and that makes the time
pass.”

“I don’t quarrel. I never want to quarrel. Let’s not quarrel any more. No matter how
nervous we get. Maybe they will be back with another truck today. Maybe the plane will come.”

“I don’t want to move,” the man said. “There is no sense in moving now except to make
it easier for you.”

“That’s cowardly.”

“Can’t you let a man die as comfortably as he can without calling him names? What’s the
use of slanging me?”

“You’re not going to die.”

“Don’t be silly. I'm dying now. Ask those bastards.” He looked over to where the huge,
filthy

birds sat, their naked heads sunk in the hunched feathers. A fourth planed down, to run
quick-legged and then waddle slowly toward the others.

“They are around every camp. You never notice them. You can’t die if you don’t give

up.”

“Where did you read that? You’re such a bloody fool.”

“You might think about some one else.”

“For Christ’s sake,” he said, “that’s been my trade.”
He lay then and was quiet for a while and looked across the heat shimmer of the plain to the edge
of the bush. There were a few Tommies that showed minute and white against the yellow and,
far off, he saw a herd of zebra, white against the green of the bush. This was a pleasant camp
under big trees against a hill, with good water, and close by, a nearly dry water hole where sand
grouse flighted in the mornings.

(“The Snows of Kilimanjaro” by Ernest Hemingway)
5. HO,Z[FOTOBBTC AOKJIaA Ha OJHY M3 MPECAJIOKCHHBIX TEM (CM. INEPpCUCHDb TCM)

Bapuanrt 10
OxapaxkTepu3yiTe BUIbI 3HAUCHHH CIIOBA B Xy/I0)KECTBEHHOM TEKCTE.
2. OxapaKTepI/ByﬁTe TaKUC CTHUIIMCTHYCCKUC CPCACTBA KakK MeTa(popa, MCTOHHUMUAI,
cuHeknoxa. [IpuBennure npumepsl.
3. Packpoiite 0coO€HHOCTH YNOTpPEOICHHUS Pa3HBIX CIIOEB JICKCHUKH, YUYUTBIBAs CTUIIH
peuu.
4. Bemmonunre NEpCBOJA U UHTCPHPCTAUIO NPCIIIOKCHHOI'O OTPBIBKA XYAOXKCCTBCHHOI'O
IIPOU3BCACHUS.
So now it was all over, he thought. So now he would never have a chance to finish it. So
this was the way it ended, in a bickering over a drink. Since the gangrene started in his right leg
he had no pain and with the pain the horror had gone and all he felt now was a great tiredness

=



and anger that this was the end of it. For this, that now was coming, he had very little curiosity.
For years it had obsessed him; but now it meant nothing in itself. It was strange how easy being
tired enough made it.

Now he would never write the things that he had saved to write until he knew enough to
write them well. Well, he would not have to fail at trying to write them either. Maybe you could
never write them, and that was why you put them off and delayed the starting. Well he would
never know, now.

“I wish we’d never come,” the woman said. She was looking at him, holding the glass
and biting her lip. “You never would have gotten anything like this in Paris. You always said you
loved Paris. We could have stayed in Paris or gone anywhere. I’d have gone anywhere. I said I’d
go anywhere you wanted. If you wanted to shoot we could have gone shooting in Hungary and
been comfortable.”

“Your bloody money,” he said.

“That’s not fair,” she said. “It was always yours as much as mine. I left everything and |
went wherever you wanted to go and I’ve done what you wanted to do. But I wish we’d never
come here.”

“You said you loved it.”

“I did when you were all right. But now I hate it. I don’t see why that had to happen to
your leg. What have we done to have that happen to us?”

“I suppose what I did was to forget to put iodine on it when I first scratched it. Then I
didn’t pay any attention to it because | never infect. Then, later, when it got bad, it was probably
using that weak carbolic solution when the other antiseptics ran out that paralyzed the minute
blood vessels and started the gangrene.” He looked at her, “What else?”

“I don’t mean that.”

“If we would have hired a good mechanic instead of a half-baked Kikuyu driver, he would have
checked the oil and never burned out that bearing in the truck.”

“I don’t mean that.”

“If you hadn’t left your own people, your goddamned Old Westbury, Saratoga, Palm
Beach people to take me on—"

“Why, I loved you. That’s not fair. I love you now. I’ll always love you. Don’t you love
me?”

“No,” said the man. “I don’t think so. I never have.”

“Harry, what are you saying? You’re out of your head.”

“No. I haven’t any head to go out of.”

“Don’t drink that,” she said. “Darling, please don’t drink that. We have to do everything
we can.”

“You do it,” he said. “I’'m tired.”

Now in his mind he saw a railway station at Karagatch and he was standing with his
pack and that was the headlight of the Simplon-Orient cutting the dark now and he was leaving
Thrace then after the retreat. That was one of the things he had saved to write, with, in the
morning at breakfast, looking out the window and seeing snow on the mountains in Bulgaria and
Nansen’s Secretary asking the old man if it were snow and the old man looking at it and saying,
No, that’s not snow. It’s too early for snow. And the Secretary repeating to the other girls, No,
you see. It’s not snow and them all saying, It’s not snow we were mistaken. But it was the snow
all right and he sent them on into it when he evolved exchange of populations. And it was snow
they tramped along in until they died that winter.

(“The Snows of Kilimanjaro” by Ernest Hemingway)
5. TToaroToBbTE AOKIA] HA OJHY M3 MPEIOKEHHBIX TeM (CM. TIEPEYCHDb TEM)



TEMbBI IOKJIA/IOB

1.

ok wn

o ~

CrocoObl  Tiepeaud CTHIMCTUYSCKOTO 3HAYEHHUS CHUHTAKCUYCCKUX CIWHHII TPH
nepeBoJie.

Crunuctuyeckre 0COOCHHOCTH CHHTAaKCHYECKOW TPAHCIIO3HIINU.

Jluanor Kak cpeiCTBO XapaKTEPUCTHKH MTEPCOHANKA.

[TpoGiieMb! iepeauu TPOTIOB MPH MEPEBOIC.

Cucrema 00pa3oB Xy/I0KECTBEHHOTO IIPOU3BEICHHSL.

ABTOpcKasi TOYKa 3peHUS M CIOCOObI €€ BBIPAKEHUS B XYJO0KECTBEHHOM
POM3BEACHUY.

CtpyKTypa KJIaCCHYECKOU IpaMbl.

JXKanpoBoe pazHOOOpa3ne MOATHYECKUX TPOU3BEICHHIH.

npoOiieMa  aBTOPCTBA M HMHTEPIPETAIMM  XYIO0KECTBEHHOTO  TEKCTa B
MOCTMOJICPHU3ME.

10. IToaTekcT B Xy0KECTBEHHOM IPOU3BEICHUH.



