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ITacnopT ¢oHAa OLEHOUHBIX CPEACTB MO YIeOHOMH TUCHHNIHHE
«AHAJIMTHYECKOE YTeHHe (AHTJLS3.)»

1. B pesynbrare uM3ydeHHs OUCUMIUIMHBI «AHAIUTHYECKOE UYTEHHE» y OOyUYaroIUXCs JOJKHBI
OBbITh CHOPMHUPOBAHBI CIIEAYIOIIHNE KOMIIETEHIIHH:

Kateropus Koa n HaumeHoBaHHe Koa v HaumMeHOBaHHe HHAMKATOPA AOCTHHKEHUs] YHHBEPCAJIbHOM

(rpynna) KOMIeTeHUHH

KOMIeTeHUH

KomMmyHukauus VK-4. Cnocoben WJT yk-4.1 3HaeT: NIPUHLMITBI KOMMYHHUKALMK B IPO(eCCHOHAIEHON 3THKE;
OCYILECTBIIATH AENOBYIO (bakTOpB! YNIy4IlIeHUs KOMMYHHUKALUM B OpraHU3allMM, KOMMYHHKAlLMOHHbIE
KOMMYHHKALMIO B YCTHOM | TEXHOJOMMM B MNpO()ECCHOHANBEHOM B3aMOACHCTBHM; XapaKTEPHUCTUKH
Y IUCbMEHHBIX (JOpMax Ha | KOMMYHHKALIMOHHBIX TI0TOKOB; 3HAYEHHUE KOMMYHHUKaLHH B
rocylapCTBEHHOM sI3bIKE M | MPO(ECCHOHAIBHOM B3aMMO/IEHCTBHY; METOJbI HCCIIeJOBAHUS
MHOCTPaHHBIX SI3bIKaxX KOMMYHHKAaTHBHOTO  MOTEHLMaNa JIMYHOCTH; COBPEMEHHBIE CPEACTBA

MH(}OPMAalLOHHO-KOMMYHHUKALIMOHHBIX TEXHONIOTUH.

U1 yk42 VYMeer: co3jaBaTh Ha pPYCCKOM H HHOCTPAaHHOM S3BIKE
MHUCBEMEHHBIE TEKCTBl HAay4YHOTO M O(QHIMAILHO-AEIOBOrO CTHJIEH pedd Io
npod)ecCHOHANIBHBIM BONIPOCAM; HCCIIEN0BATh NPOX0XKIeHHE HH(OpManyy o
yIpaBJIeHYECKUM KOMMYHHKAIMAM; ONPENEIATh BHYTPEHHUE KOMMYHHKALUU
B OpraHH3alliM; NPOU3BOAMTH PENAKTOPCKYI0O M KOPPEKTOPCKYIO INpaBKy
TEKCTOB HAYYHOrO ¥ OQMLMAILHO-IENOBOTO CTHNECH PeYM HAa PYCCKOM H
MHOCTPAHHOM SI3bIKC; BNAJETh MPUHLHUIAMU (OPMHPOBAHUSI CHCTEMBI
KOMMYHHKaUMH; aHATM3UPOBATh CHCTEMY KOMMYHHKALMOHHBIX CBsi3eil B
OpraHu3alyu.

UJI vk-43 Bnageer: peanusauueit cnoco60B yCTHON M MUCBMEHHOM BHIOB
KOMMYHHKAlL[U{, B TOM YHCJIE Ha WHOCTPAHHOM SI3BIKE; MPEACTaBICHUEM
IJIaHOB W PE3YJIBTaTOB COOCTBEHHOM M KOMAHIHOM JAESTENBHOCTH C
MICII0JIb30BaHHEM KOMMYHHKATUBHBIX TEXHOJIOTH.

[TKO-5. Cnocoben WJI-1 nko-s [0OTOB NPHUMEHSATH COBPEMEHHBIE METOAUKHU U TEXHOJIOTUH AJIs
TnpernoaaBath yueOHbIe o6ecrieyeHns KauecTBa y4eOHO-BOCIIUTATEIRHOTO MpoLiecca

KypChl JUCLIUTUIMH
(Monyneit) uiy NpoBOANTH
OTZEJILHBIE BHIbI
y4eOHBIX 3aHATUH 110
nporpamMmam
OakanaBpuara U (M)
JAIIT

2. [Iporpamma olleHUBAaHUSI KOHTPOJIHPYEMOii KOMIEeTeHIHH:

Kon
N KoHTposiupyemMmble MOY/IH, pa3aebl KOHTPOJIMPYEMOii HaumeHnoBaHue
- (TeMl:l) JUACHHUIIVIMHBI KOMIIETCHIHNH (“J'IH €e OLICHOYHOI'0 CpeaCTBa
YaCTH)
Texkymas aTrecranus
V cemectp
1 Tzt Iramy ~Thies e in a.Boat" by YK-4, TIKO-5 3aJlaHus JI CaMOIIOJArOTOBKH
Jerome K. Jerome
2 Tex't frorr'lz To Sir, With Love™ by E.R. YK-4, TIKO-5 3aJaHUS IJIS CaMOTIOITOTOBKHU
Braithwaite
3 Te>.(t from; “The Fun They Had" by L YK-4, IIKO-5 3aJaHus IJIS CAaMOTIOIOTOBKHU
Asimov
IIpoMekyTOUHAS ATTECTAIUSA
3auer (1-3) VK-4, TIKO-5 Bompocsl k 3auéty (cxema
aHa.nma), TEKCThI IJIs1 aHaJIkn3a
VI cemectp
4 Text. fron: “Art-for Heart's Sake” hy B. VK-4, I[IKO-5 3aJaHus IS CAMOIIOArOTOBKH
Goldberg
14 kbl
5 Text from: “The Happy Man” by S. VYK-4, [IKO-5 3aJaHus U CaMOIIOATOTOBKH
Maugham
6 Text from: “The Apple-Tree” by J. VK-4, TIKO-5 3aJaHus JJIs CaMOIIOATOTOBKHU
Galsworthy




Hrorosas aTTeCcTanusa

3auér (1-6) YK-4, [IKO-5 Bomnpochi k 3a4€Ty (cxema
AHAJIM3a), TEKCTHI 1A aHAJIH3a

IIpouenypa nposeseHUs OLEHOUHBIX MEpPOIPUATHI UMEET CJIe Y OLHA BHI:

A.Tekymuii KOHTPOIB:

B KOHLIe KaXKIOro MpakTHYeCKOro 3aHATHS CTYZICHTBI TOJlY4alOT 3aJaHUs 11 BHeAyAUTOPHOTO
BBITIONIHEHHA 10 COOTBETCTBYIOIIEMY TeKcTy. K 3akiouuTensHOMy 3aHATHIO 1O paszieny CTYAEHTEI
TOTOBAT MUCBMEHHOE 3CCE M YCTHYIO €ro mpeseHrtauuio. [lonseneHue UTOros KOHTPOJIS TIPOBOAMTCA IO
rpaduKy MpoBeIeHHs TEKYIIero KOHTpons. OueHKa ACCKPUNTOPOB KOMIETEHLMH NPOM3BOAUTCS MyTeM
NMPOBEPKM CONCPXKAHMS M KAueCTBA BBINOJNHEHHS KAKAOTO MPAKTHYECKOro 3aJaHHs CTYJeHTaMH B
COOTBETCTBHHM C TIpa)MKOM TpPOBENSHHS 3aHATHIA. Pesynbratel ouenku ycmesaemoctd 3aHocsTcs B
KYpHalm M NOBOZATCA N0 CBEICHUS CTyneHTOB. CTyIeHTaM, He BBITIONHHBIIHM y4eOHBIH TUIaH 1o
AUCLMIIIMHE B MOJHOM O0GBEME, BBINAIOTCS JOMONHUTENbHbIE 3aJaHHS HA 3aY€THOM 3aHATHH B
MPOMEXYTOUYHYIO ATTECTALHIO.

b. IlpomesxyTouHas arrectauus (V cemecTp — 3a4€T; VI cemectp - 3auér):

IIpomexcyrounas aTTectauus npenHasHaueHa 11s 06bEKTHBHOLO MOATBEPIKACHUS U OLEHUBaHUS
AOCTHTHYTBIX PE3YJIbTATOB O0YYeHHs MOCIIC 3aBEPIIEHHS H3YYSHHS! TUCIIAIIIAHDI.

Hrorosas aTrecraums nmo aucuunivHe NpoBOAUTCA B (opme 3auéToB B V u VI ceMecTpax Io
rpauky ydyeGHoro mnpouecca. MToroeas omnenka OTpPeNeNAeTCA KaK CyMMa OLICHOK, MOJMyYEHHbBIX B
TEKYLIeH aTTecTalMM M MO pe3yNbTaTaM oTBeTAa Ha 3auéTe. Ilposepka oTBeTOB M 0GBsBICHHE
PE3YJILTATOB NPOU3BOJUTCS B I€Hb 3a4€Ta. Pe3y/bTaThl aTTeCTALIM 3aHOCSTCS B 3aYETHYIO BEJOMOCTh H
3a4CTHYIO KHIXKKY CTyleHTa (npu cjave 3auéra). CTyHeHTbI, He NPOLICAIINE MPOMEKYTOUHYIO
aTTeCTAaLMIO MO IPayKy CECCHM, NOIIKHBI JTMKBUANPOBATE 3a/0DKEHHOCTD B YCTaHOBJIEHHOM MOPSIZIKE.

2.1. llxana oyenusanus ycnesaemocmu.,

JUIs OLEHKM NEeCKPUNTOPOB KOMIETEHIHI HCHONb3yeTCss  Ga/ibHasd Iukana oueHok. Jis
ONpPE/IeNICHHs (PAKTHYECKUX OLICHOK KaXKIOr0 [TOKa3aTeNs BbICTABIISIOTCS crenyrouue 6anisl;

~ PE3YIbTatT, COAEpXAIUMA IONHBIH NPaBUIBHBIN OTBET, MONHOCTBHIO COOTBETCTBYIOLIHI
TPEOOBAHHSAM KPUTEPHS, — MAKCUMAIbHOE KOJMYECTBO GaIIOB (85-100);

~ Pe3YIbTaT, COACPXKALIMH HEIONHBIH MPaBUIIBHBIA OTBET (CTENEHb MOTHOTbI OTBETA — Gornee
60%) uu OTBeT, ComepIKALIUI HE3HAUMTETbHBIE HETOYHOCTH, T.€. OTBET, UMEIOIIMMA HE3HAYHTE/ILHDIC
OTCTYIUIEHUs OT TpeOOBaHUH KpUTepHsl, — 75% OT MAKCHMATBHOIO KOJHYCCTRA 6amoB (70-84);

— Pe3YJIbTaT, CONePXKAILHIi HeIIONHbIH NIPABUIIBHBINA OTBET (CTEIeHb TIOJHOTB OTBETA — OT 30 mo
60%) unm oTBeT, comepKALMI 3HAYHTEIbHBIE HCTOYHOCTH, T.C. OTBET, HMEIOLIMHA 3HAYUTEIBbHBIC
OTCTYIIEHHS OT TpeGoBaHui KpuTepus — 40 % OT MAKCUMATBHOTO KOJIHYECTRA OasnoB (60-69);

~ PE3Y/IbTAT, COACPIKALMK HETOHBIH MPaBUIILHBIA OTBET (CTENEHb MONHOTHI OTBETA — MeHee
30%), HempaBHIbHBIK OTBeT (OTBET He MO CYLIECTBY 3alaHMs) WM OTCYTCTBHE OTBETA, T.€. OTBET, HE
COOTBETCTBYIOLIMH IOJHOCTBIO TPeGOBAHHAM kputepus, — 0 % OT MakCUMabHOTO KOJMYECTBA GALIOB
(0).

CTyneHTaMm, TNpONMyCTUBLIMM 3aHATHS, He BBHIIOIHUBIIMM JOIIOJIHUTENBHbIE 3aJaHUS W He
OTIUTABIIMMCA MO TeMaM 3aHATHH, 06LMH Gasmt 1o Tekymemy KOHTpOITIO cHIKaeTcs Ha 10% 3a kaxkmoe
NPOMYIICHHO® 3aHATHE 63 yBaXMTeNbHOM npuunHbl. CTyneHTam, NPOSABUBIIMM aKTMBHOCTH BO BpeMs
3aHATHH, oOwmmid Gamm o TCKYIIEMY  KOHTPOIO ~ MOXET ObITh  yBenudeH Ha 20%.




3axaHus ISl IPOBeIEHHs TEKYIEro KOHTPOJIS
110 JMCUMILINHE «AHAJIUTHYECKOE YTEHUE»
s cryaenTos 111 kypcea
HanpasJieHud «llemaroruueckoe odpazoBanue)

npoduas «IHoCTpaHHBIH A3BIK» ¢ JOMOJHUTEIbHbIM NPopuiaeM «AHOCTPAHHBIN A3BIK,

.

V-VI cemectp

IIpumepnvle 3a0anus 0N camono020mosKu:

Read the extract from “Three Men in a Boat” by Jerome K. Jerome. Work over the new
vocabulary of the text.
Find in the Internet sources some interesting information about the author and the novel under
discussion. Be ready to speak on the author’s biography and his creative work. Write the
summary of the extract.
Discuss the plot: composition, setting, mode of presentation, types of discourse, the tone of
narration.
Study the stylistic peculiarities of the text: epithet, simile, metaphor, hyperbole, antithesis,
irony.
Read the first two paragraphs of the extract and say how Jerome K. Jerome describes the picture
of Sonning. What stylistic devices are used to draw the scenery? Comment upon the tone of the
passages.
Discuss the tone of the major part of the text. What stylistic devices produce the atmosphere?
Describe the characters of the story. Are they depicted directly or indirectly? Prove your idea by
the examples from the text.
Comment on the humour in the story: is it the humour of words or the humour of the situation?
Define the theme and the general idea of the extract.

. Prepare the complex analysis of the text according to the scheme. Be ready to present your
essay orally in the class.

Kputepuu onenku:

- OIIEHKa «OTJIUYHO)» BBICTABISAETCS CTYACHTY, €CITH BBITONHEHO 85-100%.
- OIIEHKA «XOPOII0Y» €CJIX BhINoNHEHO 75-80%.

- OIICHKA «YJOBJIETBOPUTENILHO» €CIIH BhINOIHEHO 60-75%.

- OIIEHKa «HEYJIOBJIETBOPUTENHHO)» MeHbIIe 60%.

Cxema aHaJIM3a Xy/J0KECTBEHHOI'0 OTPHIBKA Ha 3a4éTe
0 JUCHHILINHE «AHAJIUTHYECKOE YTEHHE»
i cryaentos III kypca
HanpaBjeHus «Ileqarornyeckoe o0pasoBanue»
npopuis «AHOCTpaHHBIH A3BIK) ¢ JOMOJTHUTEIbHBIM HpopuieM « AHOCTpaHHBIH A3BIKY,
V-VI cemectp

Speak about the author, his educational and social background, individual style of writing.
Connect the facts from the author’s biography with the text you analyze.

What is the text under analysis about? Summarize in 1-2 sentences its contents.

In whose voice is the story presented? Define the focus of narration.

State the theme of the story, its general idea. Comment upon the title of the text.
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6. Is the plot of great importance or it is just the means of expressing the main idea? Define, if
it is possible, the setting, complication, climax and denouement of the extract.

7. Define the type/types of discourse (narration, description, characters’ dialogue, author’s
digression, Interior monologue) in the text.

8. Determine and comment upon special compositional means, expressive and stylistic devices
used by the author to draw the main images, to convey the general idea and to reveal the
theme.

9. Define the concrete problems touched upon in the text and speak of the author’s messages.

10. Express your opinion concerning the text, the main characters, the author’s individual style
of writing,

11. Arrange all the above mentioned points in logical order.

Ilpumepnsie mexcmol Ona ananuza Ha 3auéme:

The Happy Prince
by O. Wilde

“Why are you weeping then?” asked the Swallow. “You have made me thoroughly wet.”

“When I was alive and had a human heart,” answered the statue, “I did not know what tears
were, for I lived in the Palace of San-Souci, where sorrow is not allowed to enter. In the daytime I
played with my companions in the garden, and in the evening I led the dance in the Great Hall.
Round the garden ran a very high wall, but I never cared to ask what lay beyond it. Everything
about me was so beautiful. My courtiers called me the Happy Prince, and happy, indeed, I was, if
pleasure be happiness. So I lived, and so I died. And now that I am dead, they have put me here so
high that I can see all the ugliness and all the misery of my city. Though my heart is made of lead
yet I cannot choose but weep.”

“What! Is he not solid gold?” said the Swallow to himself. He was too polite to make personal
remarks out loud.

“Far away,” continued the statue in a low musical voice, “far away in a little street there is a
poor house. One of the windows is open, and through it I can see a woman seated at a table. Her
face is thin and worn. She has hoarse, red hands, all pricked by the needle, for she is a seamstress.
She is embroidering passionflowers on a satin gown for the loveliest of the Queen’s maids-of-
honour to wear at the next Court-ball. In a bed in the corner of the room her little boy is lying ill.
He has a fever, and is asking for oranges. His mother has nothing to give him but river water, so he
is crying. Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow, will you bring her the ruby out of my sword-hilt? My
feet are fixed to this pedestal and I cannot move.”

“I am waited for in Egypt,” said the Swallow. “My friends are flying up and down the Nile,
and talking to the large lotus-flowers. Soon they will go to sleep in the tomb of the great King. The
King is there himself in his painted coffin.”

“Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the Prince, “can’t you stay with me for one night,
and be my messenger? The boy is so thirsty, and the mother is so sad.”

“I don’t think I like boys,” answered the Swallow. “Last summer, when I was staying on the
river, there were two rude boys, the miller’s sons, who were always throwing stones at me. They
never hit me, of course; we, swallows, fly too well for that, but still it was a mark of disrespect.”

But the Happy Prince looked so sad that the little Swallow was sorry. “It is very cold here,”
he said, “but I will stay with you for one night, and be your messenger.”

“Thank you, little Swallow,” said the Prince. So the Swallow picked out the great ruby from
the Prince’s sword, and flew away with it over the roofs of the town.




He passed by the cathedral tower, where the white marble angels were sculptured. He passed
by the palace and heard the sound of dancing. A beautiful girl came out on the balcony with her
lover. “How wonderful the stars are,” he said to her, “and how wonderful is the power of love!”

“I hope my dress will be ready in time for the Court-ball,” she answered. “I have ordered
passionflowers to be embroidered on it; but the seamstresses are so lazy.”

The Swallow passed over the river, and saw the lanterns hanging on the masts of the ships. He
passed over the Ghetto, and saw the old Jews bargaining with each other, and weighing out money
in copper scales. At last he reached the poor house and looked in. The boy was lying ill in bed. The
mother was sleeping, she was so tired. The Swallow laid the great ruby on the table. Then he flew
gently round the bed, fanning the boy’s forehead with his wings. “How cold I feel!” said the boy. “I
must be getting better,” and he fell asleep.

The Nightingale and the Rose
by O. Wilde

And when the Moon shone in the heavens the Nightingale flew to the Rose-tree, and set her
breast against the thorn, and the cold crystal Moon leaned down and listened. All night she sang,
and the thorn went deeper into her breast, and her life-blood ebbed away from her.

She sang first of the birth of love in the heart of a boy and a girl. And on the topmost spray of
the Rose-tree there blossomed a marvelous rose, petal following petal, as song followed song. Pale
was it, at first, as the mist that hangs over the river — pale as the feet of the morning, and silver as
the wings of the dawn. As the shadow of a rose in a mirror of silver, as the shadow of a rose in a
water-pool, so was the rose that blossomed on the topmost spray of the Tree.

But the Tree cried to the Nightingale to press closer against the thorn. “Press closer, little
Nightingale,” cried the Tree, “or the Day will come before the rose is finished.”

So the Nightingale pressed closer against the thorn, and louder and louder grew her song, for
she sang of the birth of passion in the soul of a man and a maid.

And a delicate flush of pink came into the leaves of the rose, like the flush in the face of
bridegroom when he kisses the lips of the bride. But the thorn had not yet reached her heart, so the
rose’s heart remained white, for only a Nightingale’s heart’s-blood can crimson the heart of the
rose.

And the Tree cried to the Nightingale to press closer against the thorn. “Press closer, little
Nightingale,” cried the Tree, “or the Day will come before the rose is finished.”

So the Nightingale pressed closer against the thorn, and the thorn touched her heart, and a
pang of pain shot through her. Bitter, bitter was the pain, and wilder and wilder grew her song, for
she sang of the Love that is perfected by Death, of the Love that dies not in the tomb.

And the marvelous rose became crimson, like the rose of the eastern sky. Crimson was the
girdle of petals, and crimson as ruby was the heart.

But the Nightingale’s voice grew fainter, and her little wings began to beat, and a film came
over her eyes. Fainter and fainter grew her song, and she felt something choking her in her throat.

“Look, look!” cried the Tree, “the rose is finished now,” but the Nightingale made no answer,
for she was lying dead in the long grass, with the thorn in her heart.

And at noon the Student opened his window and looked out and he leaned down and plucked
it. Then he put on his hat, and ran up to the Professor’s house with the rose in his hand.

“You said that you would dance with me if I brought you a red rose,” cried the Student. “Here
is the reddest rose in all the world. You will wear it to-night next your heart, and as we dance
together it will tell you how I love you.”

But the girl frowned. “I am afraid it will not go with my dress,” she answered; “and, besides,
the Chamberlain’s nephew has sent me real jewels, and everybody knows that jewels cost far more
than flowers.”

“1



“Well, upon my word, you are very ungrateful,” said the Student angrily; and he threw the
rose into the street, where it fell into the gutter, and a cart-wheel went over it.

“Ungrateful!” said the girl. “T tell you what, you are very rude; and, after all, who are you?
Only a Student. Why, I don’t believe you have ever got silver buckles to your shoes as the
Chamberlain’s nephew has”; and she got up from her chair and into the house.

“What a silly thing Love is,” said the Student as he walked away. “It is not half as useful as
Logic, for it does not prove anything, and it is always telling one of things that are not going to
happen, and making one believe things that are not true.”

Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland
by L. Carroll
Chapter VII: 4 Mad Tea-Party

There was a table set under a tree in front of the house, and the March Hare and the Hatter
were having tea at it: a Dormouse was sitting between them, fast asleep, and the other two were
using it as a cushion, resting their elbows on it, and talking over its head. “Very uncomfortable for
the Dormouse,” thought Alice; “only as it’s asleep, I suppose it doesn’t mind.”

The table was a large one, but the three were all crowded together at one corner of it. “No
room! No room!” they cried out when they saw Alice coming. “There’s plenty of room!” said Alice
indignantly, and she sat down in a large arm-chair at the end of the table.

“Have some wine,” the March Hare said in the encouraging tone.

Alice looked all round the table, but there was nothing on it but tea. “I don’t see any wine,”
she remarked.

“There isn’t any,” said the March Hare.

“Then it wasn’t very civil of you to offer it,” said Alice angrily.

“It wasn’t civil of you to sit down without being invited,” said the March Hare.

“I didn’t know it was your table,” said Alice: “it’s laid for a great many more than three.”

“Your hair wants cutting,” said the Hatter. He had been looking at Alice for some time with
great curiosity, and this was his first speech.

“You should learn not to make personal remarks,” Alice said with some severity: “it’s very
rude.”

The Hatter opened his eyes very wide on hearing this; but all he said was “Why is a raven like
a writing desk?”

“Come, we shall have some fun now!” thought Alice. “I’m glad they’ve begun asking riddles
— I believe I can guess that,” she added aloud.

“Do you mean that you think you can find out the answer to it?” said the March Hare.

“Exactly so,” said Alice.

“Then you should say what you mean,” the March Hare went on.

“I do,” Alice hastily replied; “at least — at least I mean what I say — that’s the same thing you
know.”

“Not the same thing a bit!” said the Hatter. “Why, you might just as well say that “I see what I
eat” is the same thing as “I eat what I see”!”

“You might just as well say,” added the March Hare, “that “I like what I get” is the same
thing as “I get what I like”!”

“You might as well say,” added the Dormouse, which seemed to be talking in its sleep, “that
“I breathe when I sleep” is the same thing as I sleep when I breathe”!”

“It is the same thing with you,” said the Hatter, and here the conversation dropped, and the
party sat silent for a minute, while Alice thought over all she could remember about ravens and
writing desks, which wasn’t much.







