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ITacnopt ¢onza oneHOYHBIX CPEACTB MO y4eOHOI AHCHHIIHHE
«Anaautnyeckoe yrenne» ( IV kype)

1.Mopaesn KOHTPOJIHPYEMbIX KOMIETEHIIMIA:
1.1. Komnerenumu, hopmupyembie B npouecce uzydenus aucrummanst (VII-VII ceMecTp):

udgp PopMyJIHPOBKA KOMIIETEHLUH
KOMIETeHIHH
IIpogeccuonanvnore komnemenyuu
OK-4 CrocoGHOCT K KOMMYHHKAlMH B YCTHOH M mNHCbMEHHOH (opMax Ha pycckoM H
MHOCTPaHHOM  sI3bIKaX /I PELUCHMs 3ajJay MEXJIMYHOCTHOTO U  MEXKYJIbTYPHOTO
B3aUMOJEHCTBUS
[K-7 CrocoGHOCTh  OpraHM3OBBIBATE  COTPYAHHYECTBO OOYYAIONIMXCS, MOJIEPIKUBATh  UX

AKTHBHOCTh, HHULIHATUBHOCTh ¥ CAMOCTOSTEIEHOCTD, Pa3BUBATh TBOPUYECCKHUE CIOCOOHOCTH

1.2. Omanvi hopmuposanus komnemenyuii 6 npoyecce uzyueHus OUCYUNIUHbL.

KoneunbiMu pesysbTaTamMu ocBOeHHMs MpOrpaMMbl QUCLMIUIMHBI SBISIOTCS CHOPMHPOBAHHDIE
KOTHUTHBHbIE ~ IECKPUNTOPbI ~ «3HATh», «YMETb», «BIAAETb», pACIHCAHHBIE [0 OTHEIbHBIM
KoMMeTeHUHs M. POpMUPOBAHUE STHX AECKPHIITOPOB MPOMCXOAUT B Teuenue VII-VIII CEMECTPOB B
paMKax NpakTHYECKUX 3aHATHH U CAMOCTOSTEIIbHOM paGoTHI.

@DopmMupoBaHue KOMIETEHIMIi B y4eOHOM mpomnecce

Kontponupyembie
KOMMeTeHIHH Ilnanupyembie pe3yabTaThl 06ydeHus
(wngp (3uaer, ymeeT, Bi1ajeer)
KOMINETEeHLHH)

3HaTb: OCHOBHBIE CTPYKTYPHBIE XapaKTEPUCTUKH Xy I0)KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa; OCHOBHBIE
OKCMPECCUBHBIC M CTHIIMCTUIECKHE NPHEMBI, XapaKTEePHbIE IS XY I0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTA.
YMeTh: CyMMHUpOBATH IVIaBHbIE COOBITHS aHATH3UPYEMOTO TEKCTA, XapaKTepH30BATh TePOEB,
ONMPEAENIATh W XapaKTePU3OBaTh BPEMS M MeECTO JEHCTBHA, ONpexensaTs (opMmy
OK-4, TIK-7 TIOBECTBOBAHMSA;, ONpPENENATh (DYHKLMIO SKCIPECCHBHBIX CPEACTB H  CTHIHCTHYECKUX
NPUEMOB, OCHOBHYIO TEMY W HIEI0 TEKCTA, 3aMbICEJl aBTOPA; BBIpaXKaTh CBO& OTHOLICHUE K
uJiee, 3aMbICy TEKCTa, MacTepCTBY aBTOpa-IIUCATENIA.

Bnagers: HaBblkaMM — CTHJIMCTHKM JEKOAMPOBAHHSA, HABHIKAMH KOMIUIEKCHOTO aHAJM3a
COePXKATEeNbHOW U 3KCIPECCHBHOM CTOPOHBI XYAOXKECTBEHHOIO TEKCTa B COOTBETCTBHH CO
CXEMOI.

1.3. Obwas npoyedypa u cpoxu nposedenus. OYeHOUHbIX MePORPUSIIUL.

OueHnBaHHe pe3y/bTaToB OOYYeHMs CTYACHTOB [0 JMCUMIUIMHE OCYLIECTBISETCS I10
periamenTy TEeKyLIEro KOHTPOJIS H MPOMEXYTOYHOH aTTecTalnH. TeKyLni KOHTPOJIb B ceMecTpe
MPOBOJMTCA C LEJBIO 00eCreyeHus CBOEBPEMEHHOH OOpaTHON CBA3M, Ui KOPPEKIHH OOydYeHHs,
AKTUBHU3ALMH CaMOCTOSITE/IbHOW paboThl CTyJIEHTOB. Pe3ynbraThl TeKylero KOHTPONS MOIBOAATCS IO
1IKaJie GaTbHOM CHCTEMBI.

2. IIporpaMma olleHHBAHHSI KOHTPOJIHPY€EMOii KOMIIeTeHIHM:

Kon
No KonTponnpyembie Moay.in, pasaennl KOHTPOJINPYeMOii HaumenoBanue
B (TemMbl) QUCUHITHHBI KOMIIeTeHUUHU (HJIH ee OLIEHOYHOT0 CpeACTBa
4acTH)

Texymas aTrecramus

VII cemectp

1 Text i “Postor s Honss” by OK-4, TI1K-7 3aJaHUs JUI CaMOTIOATOTOBKH
R.Gordon.

2 ;eziefrom: »To Kill a Mokingbird" by OK-4, TIK-7 3aaHus JUIsl CaMOIIOATOTOBKH

3 | Text from: “W.S.” by L.P.Hartley. OK-4, I1K-7 3aJaHus Ul CaMOTIOArOTOBKH

IIpomeskyTounas aTrecTanus




3auér (1-3) | OK-4, IIK-7 | Bompocs! k 3a4€Ty
VIII cemectp
4 | Text from: ,Ragtime* by E.L.Doctorow, OK-4, TIK-7 3aJaHuA U1 CaMOIIOATOTOBKU
5 | Text from: “The Lumber-Room" by OK-4, TIK-7 3a[[aHus 1S CAMOTIOTOTOBKH
H.Munro.

6 | Text from: “Sredni Vashtar” by H.Munro. OK-4, TIK-7 3alaHusl U1 CaMOTIOATOTOBKM
Hrorosas arrecranus
3auét ¢ oueHkoii (1 —6) OK-4, IIK-7 Bomnpocs! k 3a4&Ty, TEKCTHI

JUIS aHAIM3a

[Ipouenypa npoBeieHUs OLIEHOYHBIX MEPONIPUATHI MMEET CJIETyIOIIUI BUL!

A.Texymuit KOHTPOJIB:

B KoHLe KaXO0ro NMpakTHYECKOro 3aHATHS CTYACHTHI MOMYYAlOT 3a1aHus TS BHEAYIUTOPHOTO
BBITIOJIHEHUSA O COOTBETCTBYIOLIEMY TeKCTy. K 3aKirouMTeNbHOMY 3aHATHIO O pasiey CTYIAEHTHI
FOTOBAT MHCbMEHHOE 3CCe U YCTHYIO ero npeseHtauuio. [loseseHre UTOrOB KOHTPOJIS MPOBOAUTCS TIO
rpaduKy NpOBEAECHUs TeKywlero KOHTposia. OLeHKa JeCKPUITOPOB KOMIETEHIHMH TPOM3BOIMTCS MyTeM
TIPOBEPKM  COZCPIKAHHMSA W KAueCTBa BBINOJHEHMS KaXJOTO MPAKTUYECKOTrO 3ajlaHdsd CTYJAEHTAMH B
COOTBETCTBUM C Ipa(MKOM NPOBEEHHs 3aHATHI. Pe3ysibTaThl OLEHKH YCIEBA8MOCTH 3aHOCATCS B
XKypHal U JOBOJATCA N0 CBEACHHA CTyAeHTOB. CTyJdeHTaM, HE BBINOJIHHMBINMM Y4YeOHBIM IUIaH IO
AUCLUMIUIMHE B TIOJHOM 00beme, BBINAIOTCS MOMOJHHUTENbHBIE 3aJaHHMs HA 3a4eTHOM 3aHATHH B
TPOMEKYTOUHYIO aTTeCTALHIO.

b. ITpomexyrounas arrectaums (VII cemectp — 3auér; VIII cemecTp — 3auéT ¢ OLEHKO).

IIpomesxyTo4Has aTTecTalus npeJHasHaYeHa JyIsi OOBeKTHBHOTO MOATBEPKACHHS U OLICHHBAHHUS
AOCTUTHYTBIX Pe3yJIbTATOB 00y4eHHs T0CIIe 3aBePIUECHUS U3yYEHHs UCLIUTIIMHBL.

Hrorosast arrectauus no AMCUMILIHEE POBOAMTCS B hopMe 3auéTa ¢ ouenkoit VIII cemectpe mo
rpaguxy yveGHoro npouecca. HToropas OLEHKAa ONpeHeNseTcs KaK CyMMa OLEHOK, IMOJIYYeHHBIX B
TEKyLei aTTecTalMi M MO pe3yJbTaTaM oOTBeTa Ha 3auére. I[IpoBepka OTBETOB U OOBABICHHE
pe3yNbTaTOB MPOU3BOAMTCS B ICHB 3aueTa. Pe3y/bTaThl aTTeCTALMK 3aHOCSTCS B 3aUETHYIO BEIOMOCTh U
3aUETHYI0 KHMXKKY CTyzAeHTa. CTYINEHTbI, He MpOLIAIINE MPOMEXYTOUYHYIO aTTECTALMIO MO rpaduKy
CECCHM, NOJDKHBI JIMKBUAUPOBATH 3aI0JDKEHHOCTh B YCTAHOBJICHHOM TOPSJIKE.

2.1. lllkana oyenusanus ycnesaemocmu.

J1s OLEHKM JIeCKpHMNITOPOB KOMIIETEHLMH KCIONB3yeTcs GajibHas IIKana OLEHOK. Jls
omnpezesneHuUs pakTHIECKUX OLIEHOK KaK/0T0 M0KA3aTelIs BBICTABISIOTCS ClEAyIOMMe Gabl:

— Pe3y/bTaT, COACPXKAIMH TMONHBIA MPaBUIBHBIM OTBET, MOJHOCTBIO COOTBETCTBYIOIIMI
TpeGOBaHUAM KPUTEPHUS], — MAKCUMAaJIbHOE KOM4ecTBO Gasuios (85-100);

— Pe3yNbTaT, COACPIKALUMI HETIONHBIH MPAaBUIBHBIA OTBET (CTENEHb IOJHOTHI OTBETA — Gojiee
60%) unm oTBeT, coAepHKaIINil He3HAYMTEIbHBIE HETOYHOCTH, T.€. OTBET, MMEIOLIHI HE3HAUMTETLHbIC
OTCTYIUICHHS OT TpeGOBaHUH KpUTEpHs, — 75% OT MAKCHMAJIBHOTO KoryecTBa 6amios (70-84);

— pe3ysbTarT, COACPIKAIIMI HEMOJIHBIN MPaBUIBHbIM OTBET (CTENEHb MOHOTHI 0TBeTa — oT 30 10
60%) wiu OTBET, ComepXKAIUMH 3HAYMTENIbHBIE HETOYHOCTH, T.6. OTBET, HUMEIOIIMI 3HAYUTEIbHBIC
OTCTYIJIEHHs OT TpeOoBaHNA KpuTepus — 40 % OT MAKCHMAJIBHOTO KomuyecTBa 6anoB (60-69);

— Ppe3yJIbTaT, COAepKAlMK HEMOJIHBIA MpaBUIbHBIA OTBET (CTENEHb IMOJHOTHl OTBETA — MEHEE
30%), HempaBUIBHBIN OTBET (OTBET HE MO CYLIECTBY 3a/laHMs) HJIH OTCYTCTBHE OTBETA, T.e. OTBET, HE
COOTBETCTBYIOIIHMIA TOJHOCTBIO TpeOOBaHUAM kputepus, — 0 % OT MaKCHMaJIbHOTO KOJIMYECTBa OajljioB
(0).

CrynmeHtaM, NpONYCTHBINHM 3aHATHs, HE BBINOJHMBLUIMM MOTOJHUTEIbHBIE 3alaHHS M HeE
OTYUTABLIMMCS I10 TeMaM 3aHATUH, 001K GaJlT 10 TeKyIueMy KOHTPOJIIO CHIbKaeTcs Ha 10% 3a kaxmoe
MPOTyIEHHOE 3aHATHE 6e3 yBaKMTeNbHOH MpUuMHBL CTyIEHTaM, MPOSBHBIUAM aKTHBHOCTB BO BPEMs
3aHATHH, oOwwmi Gann  no  Tekylemy KOHTPONIO  MOXeT ObIThb  yBenuueH Ha 20%.
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3apanus 10151 NpoBeAeHNs TEKYMIEro KOHTPOJIs
10 JMCHHUINIMHE «AHAIMTHYECKOE YTEHHE)
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HanpasJenus «Ilexgaroruyeckoe o6pazoBanue»
npoduisa «HoCcTpaHHBIH SI3BIK» ¢ JOMOTHATEIbHBIM Hpoduiaem « AHOCTPAHHBIN A3BIKY,
VII-VIII cemecTp

Ilpumepnvie 3a0anus Ons camono020mosxu.

Read the first two paragraphs of the extract and say how R. Gordon defines the final examinations and
an examination in general. What stylistic devices are used by the author to express the idea? Comment
upon the tone of the passages.

Read the 3-d and the 4-th paragraphs describing the way medical students prepare for examinations.
What is meant in the phrase “the technical details of the contest””? What stylistic device is it? What other
devices can be met in the passages? What ideas do they imply?

Describe the procedure of the written examination as presented by the author. Comment upon the
stylistic vividness of the 5-th paragraph. What is this vividness achieved by? Define the tone of the 6-th
paragraph. What is such tone created by? Prove your idea by the examples from the text.

Define the role of the 7-th and 8-th paragraphs in the text.

The 9-th paragraph describes Gordon’s idea of the oral examination. Why does he consider it to be
“unpopular”? what stylistic device is it? Explain and discuss the effectiveness of the allusion
“judgement day”. What other devices in the passage convey the idea of student’s fear on the
examinations?

Read the 10-th and the 11-th paragraphs describing the psychological types of students commonly seen
in viva waiting-rooms. What stylistic means make the description convincing? Comment upon some of
the author’s traits of character which may be concluded from the given passages.

Pay special attention to the description of a woman student in the 11-th paragraph. How do you
understand the phrase “inescapable anatomic arrangements”? what device is it? What other stylistic
devices serve to depict the image? Define the tone of the passage and through it the author’s attitude to
women students and to women in general.

Read about the procedure of taking oral examination by R. Gordon (paragraphs 12-14). What is the
emotional atmosphere of the event and what is it expressed by?

Show how the writer conveys a sense of futility and despair in the description of the aftereffect of the
examination on the students (paragraph 15). Bring out the effectiveness of the sustained metaphor in
depicting Richard’s emotions.

Comment upon Grimsdyke’s theory about failing exams (paragraph 16). Observe colloquial vocabulary.
Read the passage from the 17-th up to 24-th paragraphs and say in what way the atmosphere of growing
suspense is created. Pay special attention to the syntax of the 19-th and the 23-d paragraphs: what
syntactical means are employed by the author? What other stylistic devices are used to express the
feeling of expectation, anticipation, tension and excitement?

Comment upon the mood of the last paragraph. How is it conveyed stylistically?

By referring to four examples from the text, comment on the writer’s sense of humour. What other
impressions of Gordon’s character do you derive from the text? What do you think of the author’s style
of writing? How are the facts of Gordon’s biography reflected in the text under the study?

Kputepun onenku:

- OLEHKA KOTJIMYHOY» BBICTABJISIETCS CTYAEHTY, €CJIU BBIMOJHEHO 85-100%.
- OLEHKa «XOpOLLO» €cJIU BbINoJjiHeHO 75-80%.

- OLEHKa «yJIOBJETBOPUTEJIBHOY» €cJIn BhINoaHeHO 60-75%.

- OLIEHKa «HEyOBJIETBOPUTEIbHO» MeHbIIe 60%.



Cxema aHaJIM3a Xy/J0KeCTBEHHOT0 OTPhIBKA HA IK3aMeHe
10 JUCHHUILIMHE KAHAJMTHYIECKOE YTCHHE)»
ans crygedaTos IV kypca
HanpasJienus «Ilegarormueckoe oopazoBanue»
npopuas «IHOCTpaHHBIH A3BIK» ¢ JOMOJIHATEIBLHBIM NPoduaeM «AHOCTPAHHBIH A3BIKY,
VIII 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.

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.

O Y B 9

Hpumepuble mMeKCcmbyl 014 AHAIU3A HA IK3AMEHe:

In Chancery
by John Galsworthy
Chapter 14: His

Madame Lamotte was beginning her breakfast when he (Soames) went down.

She looked at his clothes, said, “Don’t tell me!” and pressed his hand. “Annette is prettee well.
But the doctor say she can never have no more children. You knew that?” Soames nodded. “It is a
pity. Mais la petite est adorable. Du café?”

Soames got away from her as soon as he could. She offended him — solid, matter-of-fact,
quick, clear — French. He could not bear her vowels, her ‘r’s; he resented the way she had looked at
him, as if it were his fault that Annette could never bear him a son! His fault!

He even resented her cheap adoration of the daughter he had not yet seen. Curious how he
jibbed away from sight of his wife and child!

One would have thought he must have rushed up at the first moment. On the contrary, he had
a sort of physical shrinking from it — fastidious possessor that he was. He was afraid of what
Annette was thinking of him, author of her agonies, afraid of the look of the baby, afraid of showing
his disappointment with the present and — the future.

He spent an hour walking up and down the drawing-room before he could screw his courage
up to mount the stairs and knock on the door of their room.

Madame Lamotte opened it.

“Ah! At last you come! Elle vous attend!” She passed him, and Soames went in with his
noiseless step, his jaw firmly set, his eyes furtive.



Annette was very pale and very pretty lying there. The baby was hidden away somewhere; he
could not see it. He went up to the bed, and with sudden emotion bent and kissed her forehead.

“Here you are then, Soames,” she said. “I am not so bad now. But I suffered terribly, terribly.
[ am glad I cannot have any more. Oh! How I suffered!”

Soames stood silent, stroking her hand; words of endearment, of sympathy, absolutely would
not come; the thought passed through him: “An English girl wouldn’t have said that!” At this
moment he knew with certainty that he would never be near to her in spirit and in truth, nor she to
him. He had collected her — that was all! And Jolyon’s words came rushing into his mind: “I should
imagine you will be glad to have your neck out of chancery.” Well, he had got it out! Had he got it
in again?

“We must feed you up,” he said “you’ll soon be strong.”

“Don’t you want to see the baby, Soames? She is asleep.”

“Of course,” said Soames, “very much.”

He passed round the foot of the bed to the other side and stood staring. For the first moment
what he saw was much what he had expected to see — a baby. But as stared at the baby breathed and
made little sleeping movements with its seemed features, it seemed to assume an individual shape,
grew to be like a picture, a thing he could know again; not repulsive, strangely bud-like and
touching. It had dark hair. He touched it with his finger, he wanted to see its eyes. They opened,
they were dark — whether blue or brown he could not tell. The eyes winked, stared, they had a sort
of sleepy depth in them. And suddenly his heart felt queer, warm, as if elated.

“Ma petite fleur!”” Annette said softly.

“Fleur,” repeated Soames: “Fleur! we’ll call her that.”

The sense of triumph and renewed possession swelled within him.

By Gog! this — this thing was his/

The Gift of the Magi
by O. Henry

One dollar and eighty-seven cents. That was all. She had put it aside, one cent and then
another and then another, in her careful buying of meat and other food. Delia counted it three times.
One dollar and eighty seven cents. And the next day would be Christmas.

There was nothing to do but fall on the bed and cry. So Delia did it.

While the lady of the home is slowly growing quieter, we can look at the home. Furnished
rooms at a cost of $8 a week. There is little more to say about it.

In the hall below was a letter-box too small to hold a letter. There was an electric bell, but it
couldn’t make a sound. Also there was a name beside the door: “Mr. James Dillingham Young.”

When the name was placed there, Mr. James Dillingham Young was being paid $30 a week.
Now, when he was being paid only $20 a week, the name seemed too long and important. It should
perhaps have been “Mr. James D. Young.” But when Mr. James Dillingham Young entered the
furnished rooms, his name became very short indeed. Mrs. James Dillingham Young put her arms
about him and called him “Jim”, you have already met her. She is Delia.

Delia finished her crying and cleaned the marks of it from her face. She stood by the window
and looked out with no interest. Tomorrow would be Christmas Day, and she had only $1,87 with
which to buy Jim a gift. She had put aside as much as she could for months, with this result. Twenty
dollars a week is not much. Everything had cost more than she had expected. It always happened
like that.

Only $1,87 to buy a gift for Jim. Her Jim. She had had many happy hours planning something
nice for him. Something nearly good enough. Something almost worth the honor of belonging to
Jim.

There was a looking-glass between the windows of the room. Perhaps you have seen the kind
of looking-glass that is placed in $8 furnished rooms. It was very narrow. A person could see only a



little of himself at a time. However, if he was very thin and moved very quickly, he might be able to
get a good view of himself. Delia, being quite thin, had mastered this art.

Suddenly she turned from the window and stood before the glass. Her eyes were shining
brightly, but her face had lost its color. Quickly she pulled down her hair and let it fall to its
complete length.

The James Dillingham Youngs were very proud of two things, which they owed. One thing
was Jim’s gold watch. It had once belonged to his father. And, long ago, it had belonged to his
father’s father. The other thing was Delia’s hair.

If a queen had lived in the rooms near theirs, Delia would have washed and dried her hair
where the queen could see it. Delia knew her hair was more beautiful than any queen’s jewels and
gifts. If a king had lived in the same house, with all his riches, Jim would have looked at his watch
every time they met. Jim knew that no king had anything so valuable.

So now Delia’s beautiful hair fell about her, shining like a falling stream of brown water. It
reached below her knee. It almost made itself into a dress for her.

And then she put it up on her head again, nervously and quickly. Once she stopped for a
moment and stood still while a tear or two ran down her face.

She put on her old brown coat. She put on her old brown hat. With a bright light still in hr
eyes, she moved quickly out the door and down to the street. Where she stopped, the sign said:
“Mrs. Sofronie. Hair Articles of all Kinds.”

Up to the second floor Delia ran, and stopped to get her breath. Mrs. Sofronie, large, too
white, cold-eyed, looked at her.

“Will you buy my hair?” asked Delia.

“I buy hair,” said Mrs. Sofronie. “Take your hat off and let me look at it.” Down fell her
brown waterfall.

“Twenty dollars,” said Mrs. Sofronie, lifting her hair to feel its weight. “Give it to me quick,”
said Delia.

Oh, and the next two hours seemed to fly. She was going from one shop to another, to find a
gift for Jim. She found it at last. It surely had been made for Jim and no one else. There was no
other like it in any of the shops, and she had looked in every shop in the city.

It was a gold watch chain, very simply made. Its value was in its rich and pure material.
Because it was so plain and simple, you knew that it was very valuable. All good things are like
this.

It was good enough for The Watch.

As soon as she saw it, she knew that Jim must have it. It was like him. Quietness and value —
Jim and the chain both had quietness and value. She paid twenty one dollars for it. And she hurried
home with the chain and eighty-seven cents.

Martin Eden
by J. London

He had many invitations to dinner, some of which he accepted. Persons got themselves
introduced to him in order to invite him to dinner. And he went on puzzling over the little thing that
was becoming a great thing. Bernard Higginbotham invited him to dinner. He puzzled the harder.
He remembered the days of his desperate starvation when no one invited him to dinner. That was
the time he needed dinners, and went weak and faint for lack of them and lost weight from sheer
famine. That was the paradox of it. When he wanted dinners, no one gave them to him, and now
that he could buy a hundred thousand dinners and was loosing his appetite, dinners were thrust upon
him right and left. But why? There was no justice in it, no merit on his part. He was no different.
All the work he had done was even at that time work performed. Mr. and Mrs. Morse had
condemned him for an idler and a shirk and through Ruth had urged that he take a clerk’s position
in an office. Furthermore, they had been aware of his work performed. Manuscript after manuscript



of his had been turned over to them by Ruth. They had read them. It was the very same work that
had put his name in all the papers, and it was his name being in all the papers that led them to invite
him.

One thing was certain: the Morses had not cared to have him for himself or for his work.
Therefore they could not want him now for himself or for his work, but for the fame that was his,
because he was somebody amongst men, and — why not? — because he had a hundred thousand
dollars or so. That was the way bourgeois society valued a man, and who was he to expect it
otherwise? But he was proud. He disdained such valuation. He desired to be valued for himself, or
for his work, which, after all, was an expression of himself. That was the way Lizzie valued him.
The work, with her, did not even count. She valued him, himself. That was the way Jimmy, the
plumber, and all the old gang valued him. That had been proved often enough in the days when he
ran with them; it had been proved that Sunday at Shell Mound Park. His work could go hang. What
they liked, and were willing to scrap for, was just Mart Eden, one of the bunch and a pretty good
guy!

Then there was Ruth. She had liked him for himself, that was indisputable. And yet, much as
she had liked him, she had liked the bourgeois standard of valuation more. She had opposed his
writing, and principally, it seemed to him, because it did not earn money. That had been her
criticism of his “Love-Cycle.” She, too, had urged him to get a job. It was true, she refined it to
“position”, but it meant the same thing, and in his own mind the old nomenclature stuck. He had
read her all that he wrote — poems, stories, essays — “Wiki-Wiki”, “The Shame of the Sun”,
everything. And she had always and consistently urged him to get a job, to go to work — good God!
as if he hadn’t been working, robbing sleep, exhausting life, in order to be worthy of her.

So the little thing grew bigger. He was healthy and normal, ate regularly, slept long hours, and
yet growing little thing was becoming an obsession. Work performed. The phrase haunted his brain.
He sat opposite Bernard Higginbotham at a heavy Sunday dinner over Higginbotham’s Cash Store,
and it was all he could do to restrain himself from shouting out: —

“Tt was work performed! And now you feed me, when then you let me starve, forbade me
your house, and damned me because I wouldn’t get a job. And the work was already done, all done.
And now, when I speak, you check the thought unuttered on your lips and hang on my lips and pay
respectful attention to whatever I choose to say. I tell you your party is rotten and filled with
grafters, and instead of flying into a range you hum and haw and admit there is a great deal in what
I say. And why? Because I’'m famous; because I’ve a lot of money. Not because I’'m Martin Eden, a
pretty good fellow and not particularly a fool. I could tell you the moon is made of green cheese and
you would subscribe to the notion, at least you would not repudiate it, because I’ve got dollars,
mountains of them. And it was all done long ago; it was work performed, I tell you, when you spat
upon me as the dirt under your feet.”



