Bonpoc 3

KaKMe THIEI YCIOBHEIX MPEINoEeHIA CYILE CTEYVIOT B AHITHHCKOM 35K ?

Bonpoc 4

KaKMe CyIlecTEMTEIEHEIE HE NOIIATOT 0BIenMy Mpaguny?

Bonpoc 5

B mamix CIIy4Iad HCTONBE3YVEeTCA MacCHBHEIHA 3anor?




BAPHAHT 4

dopmupyeman(sie) (onenusaeman(pie)) romneTer up a(pm)

VE-4 CnocofeH ocylecTEIATE e 0BVE KOMMYHMKALIMI B YCTHOH M MUCEM eHHOH $OpMAX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHH OM
A3nIKe PoccHiTcHOH el epaiuy B MHOCTPasHoM (B1x) a3sme(ax)

dopMmupyeMbie (01 eHHBAEMBIE) MEIMKATO PBI AOCTHIHEH HA ROMIT&TEeH [IHIT:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETOBYEY KOMMYHMEALHMIO B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH 0 fopMax
Ha HMHOCTpaHHOM(EX) #3piKe(ax), odOpMIATE MHMCEMEHHYKY peub TPaMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMH € MPABHIAMH
op horpadHH HNYHKTYalHH

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTO! - B0y HA MOCYIAPC TESHHEI A351K Po coMc Kol Menep anim 1
(1H) ¢ rocymap cTEEHHOrD A3EEA PO Ha MHDCTp aHHEEH| - Ble)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeBeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHCEMEHH 0H hopMax Ha MHOCTPaHH oM{BIX) 235ke(ax) 1 odopMIIeHM & MHCEMEHH DI PEUM [PAMOTHD, B COOTE ETCTEHK
C MPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad iy M MyHETY aUHH, CoCTRBETe HeBONEIOH MNepeckas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMAry.

[t was six o'clock when Ben Smith, dreadfully tired, arrived home from the school where he was a teacher. He had
had a lot of work and trouble that day. He dreamed of a quiet evening at home. June, his wife, met him at the doctor
smiling radiantly. She asked Ben to be quick with his dinner and change after that. She said she had got everything
arranged and they would go to the theatre.

Only then did Ben remember it was the very night that had been settled for their going out. So June was realizing
her dream. He enwied his daughter Penny, a sixteen-year old girl, who said she would stay indoors and watch television.
But suddenly he was sorry for June who got toolittle entertainment even at weekends.

[t was already past seven when they started for the theatre. The weather was unusually nasty. Ben's nose and feet
were cold. After 20 minutes a number 64 bus stopped. They got on, but the seats were full Unformunately the bus
conductor told Ben to get off as only seven people could stand in the bus. Ben did so forgetting that his wife had got the
tickets. It was pouring now. The road was wet and there was a hole in his shoe. uckily he got on the next number 64 bus
soon enough and found a seat. Ben shut his eyes. When he opened them again, the bus was past the theatre. It was still
raining ashe walked back to it feeling unhappy. Over the doors were the words, "Under the High Trees".

The man at the door said he could not let him in without a ticket. Ben was about to leave when a girl behind the
ticket-office wind ow said: "Are you Mr. Smith? Your wife left your ticket with me "

Ben squeezed to his seat in the dark, stepping on people's feet. He asked June what the play was about. She
whispered she could not understand much as one actor, an old man, spoke very quietly, and the other, a young man,
spoke very quickly.

As soon as the play was over, they ran out. There were no buses, and it was raining. They waited and waited, and
their clothes got wetter. At last Benlost his patience and shouted: "Taxi!" A passing taxi stopped. Ben pushed his wife in.

“Two pounds,” said the driver when they arrived.

"What?"

“After ten o'clock inthe evening the fare is higher"

Unwillingly Ben paid the driver. Besides all the trouble it turned out to be too expensive for them.

"Did you watch television, Penny?" Ben asked his daughter.

"¥es," she said. "You can't imagine how brilliant the play was."

“What was the name of it?" ashked Ben as he picked up his cup of coffee.

“Under the High Trees" was the answer. Ben Smith put his cup of coffee on the kitchen table and went slowly
upstairstobed.

CHTyauHOHHOe 3aaaHHe N22

BRINONHKTE MEPEB0] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTD!-bIX) HA rocyIapeTEeHHENR 235K PoccHilckol defepaniy M (1)
£ FOCYOAP CTEEHH Or0 A35IKA PO HA MHOCTpaHHEN (-ple). OBBAcHHTE cyuas yrnoTpebnedua Future Simple Tense u To Be
Going To.

1. What will you do tomorrow evening? 2. Cio3M He paccrameT cerpeT HUEoMY. 3. [ will be glad to see you again. 4.

3To NeTo BYIeT cMeHb MAPKHM. 5. TyMam, 3K3aMeH GYIeT cmEHEIM. 6. Are you going to ask this question? 7. ¥V Hac
3aroHYMNCd Kode T8, g 3880, 4 nodngy Ky (cofupancs NoATH KynuTe) nonoame. 8. It's so cold! [ think it is going to

snow. 9 A pa3bun a3y cecTpel. OHa MeHda yoeeT! 10. The cop has got a flashlight! He is going to spot us.

TMHCEMEHHBIH OMPOC

Bonpoc1 Ha uro Heobx oMo 0 BpallaTE BHUM AHME TIPH e eB OJIE TTPe I 00 eH M7

Bonpoc 2 Kak obpa3yercd corMacoBaHKMe BPEMeH B AHTIIHI CHOM S3kIHe?




Bonpoc 3

Korma yrnoTpebmar e o eI HHEIE THITE ITPH ATOUHBIX NP ENI0HEHH H B AHTTHACKOM
A3BEHE?

Bonpoc 4

T4 Yero MO oNE3YETCA Yol OBHEIE TIPETI OEHHA B SHIIMH CHOM A3LIKe?

Bonpoc 5

Ha raie THIE IeTATCA MOJaTEHEIE [TTAaros?




BAPHAHT 5

dopmupyeman(sie) (onenusaeman(pie)) romneTer up a(pm)

VE-4 CnocofeH ocylecTEIATE e 0BVE KOMMYHMKALIMI B YCTHOH M MUCEM eHHOH $OpMAX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHH OM
A3nIKe PoccHiTcHOH el epaiuy B MHOCTPasHoM (B1x) a3sme(ax)

dopMupyemMble (O0eHHEaeMble) HEIHKATO PBI J0CTHMKEHHA KOMI e TeH [HI:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETOBYEY KOMMYHMEALHMIO B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH 0 fopMax
Ha HMHOCTpaHHOM(EX) #3piKe(ax), odOpMIATE MHMCEMEHHYKY peub TPaMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMH € MPABHIAMH
op horpadHH HNYHKTYalHH

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTO! - B0y HA MOCYIAPC TESHHEI A351K Po coMc Kol Menep anim 1
(1H) ¢ rocymap cTEEHHOrD A3EEA PO Ha MHDCTp aHHEEH| - Ble)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeBeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHCEMEHH 0H hopMax Ha MHOCTPaHH oM{BIX) 235ke(ax) 1 odopMIIeHM & MHCEMEHH DI PEUM [PAMOTHD, B COOTE ETCTEHK
C MPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad iy M MyHETY aUHH, CoCTRBETe HeBONEIOH MNepeckas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMAry.

[t was six o'clock when Ben Smith, dreadfully tired, arrived home from the school where he was a teacher. He had
had a lot of work and trouble that day. He dreamed of a quiet evening at home. June, his wife, met him at the doctor
smiling radiantly. She asked Ben to be quick with his dinner and change after that. She said she had got everything
arranged and they would go to the theatre.

Only then did Ben remember it was the very night that had been settled for their going out. So June was realizing
her dream. He enwied his daughter Penny, a sixteen-year old girl, who said she would stay indoors and watch television.
But suddenly he was sorry for June who got toolittle entertainment even at weekends.

[t was already past seven when they started for the theatre. The weather was unusually nasty. Ben's nose and feet
were cold. After 20 minutes a number 64 bus stopped. They got on, but the seats were full Unformunately the bus
conductor told Ben to get off as only seven people could stand in the bus. Ben did so forgetting that his wife had got the
tickets. It was pouring now. The road was wet and there was a hole in his shoe. uckily he got on the next number 64 bus
soon enough and found a seat. Ben shut his eyes. When he opened them again, the bus was past the theatre. It was still
raining ashe walked back to it feeling unhappy. Over the doors were the words, "Under the High Trees".

The man at the door said he could not let him in without a ticket. Ben was about to leave when a girl behind the
ticket-office wind ow said: "Are you Mr. Smith? Your wife left your ticket with me "

Ben squeezed to his seat in the dark, stepping on people's feet. He asked June what the play was about. She
whispered she could not understand much as one actor, an old man, spoke very quietly, and the other, a young man,
spoke very quickly.

As soon as the play was over, they ran out. There were no buses, and it was raining. They waited and waited, and
their clothes got wetter. At last Benlost his patience and shouted: "Taxi!" A passing taxi stopped. Ben pushed his wife in.

“Two pounds,” said the driver when they arrived.

"What?"

“After ten o'clock inthe evening the fare is higher"

Unwillingly Ben paid the driver. Besides all the trouble it turned out to be too expensive for them.

"Did you watch television, Penny?" Ben asked his daughter.

"¥es," she said. "You can't imagine how brilliant the play was."

“What was the name of it?" ashked Ben as he picked up his cup of coffee.

“Under the High Trees" was the answer. Ben Smith put his cup of coffee on the kitchen table and went slowly
upstairstobed.

CHTyauHOHHOe 3aaaHHe N22

BRINONHKTE MEPEB0] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTD!-bIX) HA rocyIapeTEeHHENR 235K PoccHilckol defepaniy M (1)
£ FOCYOAP CTEEHH Or0 A35IKA PO HA MHOCTpaHHEN (-ple). OBBAcHHTE cyuas yrnoTpebnedua Future Simple Tense u To Be
Going To.

1. What will you do tomorrow evening? 2. Cio3M He paccrameT cerpeT HUEoMY. 3. [ will be glad to see you again. 4.

3To NeTo BYIeT cMeHb MAPKHM. 5. TyMam, 3K3aMeH GYIeT cmEHEIM. 6. Are you going to ask this question? 7. ¥V Hac
3aroHYMNCd Kode T8, g 3880, 4 nodngy Ky (cofupancs NoATH KynuTe) nonoame. 8. It's so cold! [ think it is going to

snow. 9 A pa3bun a3y cecTpel. OHa MeHda yoeeT! 10. The cop has got a flashlight! He is going to spot us.

TMHCEMEHHBIH OMPOC

B KAKOH dopMe DOIHHE P OKOTH T TeBATE] H A TP 3K THY & CHMX 3AHATHAY MEKIY

Bonpoc1
CTYIeHTaMH?

Bompoc 2 Kaxue NpUCTARKK MCTIOIE3VEOT 0 TIPK CIOB00DPA30EAHWK IIAMDII0E, CYIIEC TEMTEIEH BIX,



HAPETHH W MPMIATETE TEHEDT

Bompoc 3 Yen oTIHYAETCA CI0B0D BPA30BAHHE NPH MOMOLIH TPHCTABOK OT JPYTHX MEeTodoR?
Bonpoc 4 Kar oBpa3yioTea MpHIAraTeTEHEE?
Bonpoc 5 Karue NpaeMna MyHKETYALMHE UCTIONEIVEOTOA TP NMPAMOH M KOCBEHH OH pedax?




Bapuaxmui 3adaHuii dna koHmponsHoi padombi N2 6

BAPHAHT1

dopmupyeman(pie) (onenusaeman(bie)) RoMneTer mp e )

VE-4 CnocofeH ocyLecTBIATE e 0BYE KOMMYHHKALMI B YCTHOH M MHCEM eHHOH $OpMAaX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHHOM
A35IKe PoccHilcHOH el epaiiiy ¥ MHOCTPRHHoM (B1X) a3sme(ax)

dopMupyeMble (oL eHHEAEMBIE) HEIHEATO PBI AOCTHHSHHA KOMITSTEH ITHIL:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETIOBYEY KOMMYHMEALIMI B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH O fopMax
Ha HHOCTpaHHOM(ED!) fA3bKe(ax), odopMIATE MUCEMEHHYE) peuUbL TPAMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMM C MPABMITAMH
opdorpadHi M NYHETY ALK

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOE C MHOCTPAHHOTO!-BDy) HA MOCYIAPC TEEHHEI A351K Po coMAc Kol Menep anim 1
(1H) ¢ rocymap cTEEHHOrD A3EEA PO Ha MHDCTp aHHEEH| - Ble)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeEeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHCEMEHH 0H hOoPMax Ha MHOCTPAHH oM(bIx) A3kIKe(ax) M 0t opMIIEHH & MHCEMEHH OH PEYH IPAMOTHD, B CODTE ETCTEHH
C NPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad iy M NMyHETY aUMK. COCTRBETe HeBoIEILIOH Nepeckas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMAry.

The farm, an old-fashioned stone house, was built in 1673, and for three hundred years the people had been born
and died init and had farmed the surrounding land. George Meadows was a man of fifty and his wife, Mrs. George, was a
year or two younger. They were both fine people in the prime of life. Their three daughters were lovely and their two
sons were handsome and strong. They had no notions about being gentlemen and ladies; they lmew their place, were
happy and deserved their happiness, as they were merry, industrious and kindly.

The master of the house was not George, but his mother, who was twice the man her son was, as they said in the
village. She was a woman of seventy, tall, upright, with gray hair and a wrinkled face. Her eyes were bright and shrewd
and she had a sense of humour. Her word was law in the house and on the farm. In short, she was a character.

One day Mrs. George met me in the street and told me that they had received a letter from their Uncle George,
whom them all thought dead. The letter informed them of his coming. "Just fancy,” she said, "he hasn't been here for
fifty years. And old Mrs. Meadows sits there and smiles to herself! All she says is that he was very good-looking, but not
so steady as his brother Tom!" Mrs. George invited me tolook in and see the old man. I accepted the invitation with joy,
as [ kmew the story of Uncle George Meadows and it amused me because it was like an old ballad. It was touching to
come across such a story in real life. More than fifty years ago, when Mrs. Meadows was Emily Green, a young charming
girl, George and his younger brother Tom both courted her. When Emily married Tom, George had gone to sea. For
twenty years he sent them presents now and then; then there was no more news of him. After her husband's death
Emily wrote George about it, but never received an answer. And the previous day, to their greatest surprise they
received his letter, in which he wrote that he was crippled with rheumatism and feeling he had not much longer to live,
wanted to return to the house in which he was born.

When [ came the whole family was assembled in the kitchen. [ was amused to see that Mrs. Mead ows was wearing
her best silk dress. On the other side of the fireplace sat an old man with a wrinkled yellow face. He was very thin and
his skin hung on his bones like an old suit too large for him. Captain George, ashe had called himself, told us that he had
been so ill he thought he would never be able to get back, but the look of his old home had done him a lot of good. He
said good -humouredly: I feel now better and stronger than [ have for many years, dear Emily!" No one had called Mrs.
Meadows by her Christian name for a generation and it gave me a shock, as though the old man were taking a liberty
with her [t was strange to look at these two old smiling people and to think that nearly half a century ago he had loved
her and she had married another.

When [ asked him if he had ever been married he said he knew too much about women for that. Then he added
looking at Mrs. Meadows: " said I'd never marry anyone but you, Emily, and [ never had" He said it not with regret, but
with some satisfaction. Captain Meadows told us a lot of interesting stories about his adventures and about many
things he had seen and done.

“Well, one thing you haven't done. George, and that is to make a fortune!” said Mrs. Meadows with a thoughtful
smile. "Oh, I'm not one to save money. Make it and spend it, that's my motto. But if [ had a chance of going through my
life again I'd take it. There are not many people who'd wish it! "I looked at this toothless, crippled, penniless old man
with admiration and respect. That was a man who had made a success of his life, because he had enjoyed it.

Next morming [ decided to see the old man again. [ saw Mrs. Meadows in the garden picking white flowers. [ asked
her if Captain Meadows was well "Oh, dear, he had always been a harum-scarum fellow! He boasted that he was so
happy to be back in his old home that he would live for another twenty years. Alas! He died in his sleep” Mrs. Mead ows
smelt the flowers she held in her arms and added thoughtfully: "“Well, I'm glad he came back. After [ married Tom and
George went away, [ was never sure [ had married the right man!"

CHTyauHOoHHOe 3aaHHe N22



BRINOIHKTE NMEPEB0] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOr0(-bIX) HA rocyIapeTEeHHENR 235K PoccHiickod defepaniy M (1)
C ToCYLEpCTEEHHOrD A3bKA PO HA MHOCTpaHHE-ble). OBBACHWTE CIy4ad yHoTpeGneHMd HOHCTPYHUMM Have
Something Done.

1. Mr. Graham is going to get his car fixed. 2. HaM Mexanu orHa 8uepa B 11 yrpa. 3. [ had my shoes repaired. 4. Ham
EIIE HE OTP EMOHTHP OBANH KBApTHPY. 5. Jane will not have her hair colored. 6. Maraaus mucTepa [ eHKMHC A 0rpabim

npomn i Houkko 7. He will be having his car checked at 10 a m. tomorrow. 8. Tebe cTOMT YIANHTE 3y0 MygpocTH. 9. 0t is
worth having your hair colored. 10. MHe coenaioT ocMOTp CIIHHEL

TMHCEM EHHBIH OMPOC
Bonpoc1 Onavers MO oIs3yIoTed Hapeua YacToTRIT
Bonpoc 2 HKagaq cTpyKTYpa MCnolE3YeTod NpH cocTABIeHHH JeloBoro MHCEMa?
Bompoc 3 Kar obpasyeTca naccHEHEIH 337107 B0 BCEX BPEMEHAX M KOHCTPYHLMAX B aHIMHHACKOM A3LIHE?
Bompoc 4 Korma ¥ B KK MY THIAX TP e U 0 eH HH yroTpebnaetcea rmaron shall?
Bompoc 5 Karwe coyduad ynoTpebneHHa yeIoBHEN NP eNN0HeHH A B PEANTEHEIX M Hep e alkH X
CHTYALMAX BEl MOMETE Ha3BATL?




BAPHAHT 2

dopmupyeman(pie) (onenusaeman(bie)) RoMneTer ip apw )

VE-4 CnocofeH ocylecTEIATE e 0BVE KOMMYHMKALIMI B YCTHOH M MUCEM eHHOH $OpMAX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHH OM
A3nIKe PoccHiTcHOH el epaiuy B MHOCTPasHoM (B1x) a3sme(ax)

dopMupyemMble (O0eHHEaeMble) HEIHKATO PBI J0CTHMKEHHA KOMI e TeH [HI:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETOBYEY KOMMYHMEALHMIO B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH 0 fopMax
Ha HMHOCTpaHHOM(EX) #3piKe(ax), odOpMIATE MHMCEMEHHYKY peub TPaMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMH € MPABHIAMH
op horpadHH HNYHKTYalHH

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTO! - B0y HA MOCYIAPC TESHHEI A351K Po coMc Kol Menep anim 1
(1H) ¢ rocymap cTEEHHOrD A3EEA PO Ha MHDCTp aHHEEH| - Ble)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeBeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHCEMEHH 0H hopMax Ha MHOCTPaHH oM{BIX) 235ke(ax) 1 odopMIIeHM & MHCEMEHH DI PEUM [PAMOTHD, B COOTE ETCTEHK
C MPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad iy M MyHETY aUHH, CoCTRBETe HeBONELIOH MNepeckas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMArY.

The farm, an old-fashioned stone house, was built in 1673, and for three hundred years the people had been born
and died init and had farmed the surrounding land. George Mead ows was a man of fifty and his wife, Mrs. George, was a
year or two younger. They were both fine people in the prime of life. Their three daughters were lovely and their two
sons were handsome and strong. They had no notions about being gentlemen and ladies; they lmew their place, were
happy and deserved their happiness, as they were merry, industrious and kindly.

The master of the house was not George, but his mother, who was twice the man her son was, as they said in the
village. She was a woman of seventy, tall, upright, with gray hair and a wrinkled face. Her eyes were bright and shrewd
and she had a sense of humour. Her word was law in the house and on the farm. In short, she was a character.

One day Mrs. George met me in the street and told me that they had received a letter from their Uncle George,
whom them all thought dead. The letter informed them of his coming. "Just fancy,” she said, "he hasn't been here for
fifty years. And old Mrs. Meadows sits there and smiles to herself! All she says is that he was very good-looking, but not
so steady as his brother Tom!" Mrs. George invited me tolook in and see the old man. [ accepted the invitation with joy,
as [ knew the story of Uncle George Meadows and it amused me because it was like an old ballad. It was touching to
come across such a story in real life. More than fifty years ago, when Mrs. Meadows was Emily Green, a young charming
girl, George and his younger brother Tom both courted her. When Emily married Tom, George had gone to sea. For
twenty years he sent them presents now and then; then there was no more news of him. After her husband's death
Emily wrote George about it, but never received an answer. And the previous day, to their greatest surprise they
received his letter, in which he wrote that he was crippled with rheumatism and feeling he had not much longer to live,
wanted to return to the house in which he was born.

When [ came the whole family was assembled in the kitchen. [ was amused to see that Mrs. Mead ows was wearing
her best silk dress. On the other side of the fireplace sat an old man with a wrinkled yellow face. He was very thin and
his skin hung on his bones like an old suit too large for him. Captain George, ashe had called himself, told us that he had
been so ill he thought he would never be able to get back, but the look of his old home had done him a lot of good. He
said good -humouredly: "I feel now better and stronger than [ have for many years, dear Emily!" No one had called Mrs.
Meadows by her Christian name for a generation and it gave me a shock, as though the old man were taking a liberty
with her [t was strange to look at these two old smiling people and to think that nearly half a century ago he had loved
her and she had married another.

When [ asked him if he had ever been married he said he knew too much about women for that. Then he added
looking at Mrs. Meadows: "[ said I'd never marry anyone but you, Emily, and [ never had." He said it not with regret, but
with some satisfaction. Captain Meadows told us a lot of interesting stories about his adventures and about many
things he had seen and done.

“Well, one thing you haven't done. George, and that is to make a fortune!” said Mrs. Meadows with a thoughtful
smile. "Oh, I'm not one to save money. Make it and spend it, that's my motto. But if [ had a chance of going through my
life again I'd take it. There are not many people who'd wish it! "I looked at this toothless, crippled, penniless old man
with admiration and respect. That was a man who had made a success of his life, because he had enjoyed it.

Next morning [ decided to see the old man again. [ saw Mrs. Meadows in the garden picking white flowers. [ asked
her if Captain Meadows was well "Oh, dear, he had always been a harum-scarum fellow! He boasted that he was so
happy to be back in his old home that he would live for another twenty years. Alas! He died in his sleep.” Mrs. Mead ows
smelt the flowers she held in her arms and added thoughtfully: "“Well, I'm glad he came back. After [ married Tom and
George went away, [ was never sure [ had married the right man!"

CHTyauHOoHHOe 3aaHHe N22
BRINOIIHWTE MEpPEED] TEKCTOE C HHOCTpAHHOrD(-bD¢) HA rocyIapCTEeHHEIA A3EIE PoccHi ckoil DelepauH | (M)
C rOCYIapCTEEHHOrD A3kIKA PO HA MHOCTpaHHEMA|-ble). OBBRACHUTE CIyYad yIoTpeGlNeHHA KoHCTPYRUMH Have



Something Done.

1. Mr. Graham is going to get his car fixed. 2. HaM Mexanu orHa 8uepa B 11 yrpa. 3. [ had my shoes repaired. 4. Ham
EIIE HE OTP EMOHTHP OBANH KBApTHPY. 5. Jane will not have her hair colored. 6. Maraaus mucTepa [ eHKMHC A 0rpabim
npomnof Houkko 7. He will be having his car checked at 10 a m. tomorrow. 8. Tebe CTOMT YIANTHTE 3y0 MygpocTH. 9. 0t is
worth having your hair colored. 10. MHe coenaoT ocMoTp CIIHHEL

TMHCEM EHHBIH OMPOC
Bompoc 1 KarMe ®KoMMyHHEALM OHHEIE HABEIKH Pa3BHMEBAIOTCA MPH VIACTHH B TebaTax y cTYIeHTOR?
Bonpoc 2 [MoueMy HEEOTOPEIE TTIATDIIEL COCT OAHKHA HeE3A HCMNONE30BATE Bo BpeMeHax Continuous?
Bonpoc 3 Kar oBpa3yioTea Npolleliiie BpeMeHa BO BCEX THITAX ITPe I (0K BH HH?
Bonpoc 4 B HAKMX CNYYAAX MCTIONE3VETCA MHPHHHTHE M TepyHIHA?
Bompoc 5 ;{:Ellczxfe,gunnnﬂmenhmle criocobEl BEIpaEeHHA By AVIIETD BpEMEeHH B GHTITHI CHOM BEI




BAPHAHT 3

dopmupyeman(pie) (onenusaeman(bie)) RoMneTer ip apw )

VE-4 CnocofeH ocylecTEIATE e 0BVE KOMMYHMKALIMI B YCTHOH M MUCEM eHHOH $OpMAX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHH OM
A3nIKe PoccHiTcHOH el epaiuy B MHOCTPasHoM (B1x) a3sme(ax)

dopMupyemMble (O0eHHEaeMble) HEIHKATO PBI J0CTHMKEHHA KOMI e TeH [HI:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETOBYEY KOMMYHMEALHMIO B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH 0 fopMax
Ha HMHOCTpaHHOM(EX) #3piKe(ax), odOpMIATE MHMCEMEHHYKY peub TPaMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMH € MPABHIAMH
op horpadHH HNYHKTYalHH

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTO! - B0y HA MOCYIAPC TESHHEI A351K Po coMc Kol Menep anim 1
(1H) ¢ rocymap cTEEHHOrD A3EEA PO Ha MHDCTp aHHEEH| - Ble)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeBeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHCEMEHH 0H hopMax Ha MHOCTPaHH oM{BIX) 235ke(ax) 1 odopMIIeHM & MHCEMEHH DI PEUM [PAMOTHD, B COOTE ETCTEHK
C MPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad iy M MyHETY aUHH, CoCTRBETe HeBONELIOH MNepeckas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMArY.

The farm, an old-fashioned stone house, was built in 1673, and for three hundred years the people had been born
and died init and had farmed the surrounding land. George Mead ows was a man of fifty and his wife, Mrs. George, was a
year or two younger. They were both fine people in the prime of life. Their three daughters were lovely and their two
sons were handsome and strong. They had no notions about being gentlemen and ladies; they lmew their place, were
happy and deserved their happiness, as they were merry, industrious and kindly.

The master of the house was not George, but his mother, who was twice the man her son was, as they said in the
village. She was a woman of seventy, tall, upright, with gray hair and a wrinkled face. Her eyes were bright and shrewd
and she had a sense of humour. Her word was law in the house and on the farm. In short, she was a character.

One day Mrs. George met me in the street and told me that they had received a letter from their Uncle George,
whom them all thought dead. The letter informed them of his coming. "Just fancy,” she said, "he hasn't been here for
fifty years. And old Mrs. Meadows sits there and smiles to herself! All she says is that he was very good-looking, but not
so steady as his brother Tom!" Mrs. George invited me tolook in and see the old man. [ accepted the invitation with joy,
as [ knew the story of Uncle George Meadows and it amused me because it was like an old ballad. It was touching to
come across such a story in real life. More than fifty years ago, when Mrs. Meadows was Emily Green, a young charming
girl, George and his younger brother Tom both courted her. When Emily married Tom, George had gone to sea. For
twenty years he sent them presents now and then; then there was no more news of him. After her husband's death
Emily wrote George about it, but never received an answer. And the previous day, to their greatest surprise they
received his letter, in which he wrote that he was crippled with rheumatism and feeling he had not much longer to live,
wanted to return to the house in which he was born.

When [ came the whole family was assembled in the kitchen. [ was amused to see that Mrs. Mead ows was wearing
her best silk dress. On the other side of the fireplace sat an old man with a wrinkled yellow face. He was very thin and
his skin hung on his bones like an old suit too large for him. Captain George, ashe had called himself, told us that he had
been so ill he thought he would never be able to get back, but the look of his old home had done him a lot of good. He
said good -humouredly: "I feel now better and stronger than [ have for many years, dear Emily!" No one had called Mrs.
Meadows by her Christian name for a generation and it gave me a shock, as though the old man were taking a liberty
with her [t was strange to look at these two old smiling people and to think that nearly half a century ago he had loved
her and she had married another.

When [ asked him if he had ever been married he said he knew too much about women for that. Then he added
looking at Mrs. Meadows: "[ said I'd never marry anyone but you, Emily, and [ never had." He said it not with regret, but
with some satisfaction. Captain Meadows told us a lot of interesting stories about his adventures and about many
things he had seen and done.

“Well, one thing you haven't done. George, and that is to make a fortune!” said Mrs. Meadows with a thoughtful
smile. "Oh, I'm not one to save money. Make it and spend it, that's my motto. But if [ had a chance of going through my
life again I'd take it. There are not many people who'd wish it! "I looked at this toothless, crippled, penniless old man
with admiration and respect. That was a man who had made a success of his life, because he had enjoyed it.

Next morning [ decided to see the old man again. [ saw Mrs. Meadows in the garden picking white flowers. [ asked
her if Captain Meadows was well "Oh, dear, he had always been a harum-scarum fellow! He boasted that he was so
happy to be back in his old home that he would live for another twenty years. Alas! He died in his sleep.” Mrs. Mead ows
smelt the flowers she held in her arms and added thoughtfully: "“Well, I'm glad he came back. After [ married Tom and
George went away, [ was never sure [ had married the right man!"

CHTyauHOoHHOe 3aaHHe N22
BRINOIIHWTE MEpPEED] TEKCTOE C HHOCTpAHHOrD(-bD¢) HA rocyIapCTEeHHEIA A3EIE PoccHi ckoil DelepauH | (M)
C rOCYIapCTEEHHOrD A3kIKA PO HA MHOCTpaHHEMA|-ble). OBBRACHUTE CIyYad yIoTpeGlNeHHA KoHCTPYRUMH Have



Something Done.

1. Mr. Graham is going to get his car fixed. 2. HaM Mexanu orHa 8uepa B 11 yrpa. 3. [ had my shoes repaired. 4. Ham
EIIE HE OTP EMOHTHP OBANH KBApTHPY. 5. Jane will not have her hair colored. 6. Maraaus mucTepa [ eHKMHC A 0rpabim
npomnof Houkko 7. He will be having his car checked at 10 a m. tomorrow. 8. Tebe CTOMT YIANTHTE 3y0 MygpocTH. 9. 0t is
worth having your hair colored. 10. MHe coenaoT ocMoTp CIIHHEL

TMHCEM EHHBIH OMPOC
Bonpoc 1 B ramx cnydanax HCMnoik3yeTed Mepefaa NpHKA30E BOCKITHIAH M, KpaTKHX 0TEETOE H
BONPOCHTEIEHEIX APIEIKOE B KDCBEHHOH PeUH.
EBompoc 2 KarMe farTopel HYRHO VIUTEIEATE NP H COCTARIEHMH PE3F0MEe HA AHTTIHIA CHOM A3EIKe?
Bonpoc 3 YeM KOCBEHH 34 PeYE OTIHMYAeTCR OT TPAMOH ?

Kakoro cTina CnenyeT NPpHIEPHHBATECA IMTPH BEIEHHH OelI0BRIX BCTPEY M TP OXOX NEHHH

Eonpogs cobeceloBAHHAT

Bonpoc 5 Kak obpazyoTed MHPHHHTHE H HHOHMHM THEHEIE KOHCTPYELHKH?




BAPHAHT 4

dopmupyeman(pie) (onenusaeman(bie)) RoMneTer ip apw )

VE-4 CnocofeH ocylecTEIATE e 0BVE KOMMYHMKALIMI B YCTHOH M MUCEM eHHOH $OpMAX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHH OM
A3nIKe PoccHiTcHOH el epaiuy B MHOCTPasHoM (B1x) a3sme(ax)

dopMupyemMble (O0eHHEaeMble) HEIHKATO PBI J0CTHMKEHHA KOMI e TeH [HI:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETOBYEY KOMMYHMEALHMIO B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH 0 fopMax
Ha HMHOCTpaHHOM(EX) #3piKe(ax), odOpMIATE MHMCEMEHHYKY peub TPaMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMH € MPABHIAMH
op horpadHH HNYHKTYalHH

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTO! - B0y HA MOCYIAPC TESHHEI A351K Po coMc Kol Menep anim 1
(1H) ¢ rocymap cTEEHHOrD A3EEA PO Ha MHDCTp aHHEEH| - Ble)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeBeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHCEMEHH 0H hopMax Ha MHOCTPaHH oM{BIX) 235ke(ax) 1 odopMIIeHM & MHCEMEHH DI PEUM [PAMOTHD, B COOTE ETCTEHK
C MPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad iy M MyHETY aUHH, CoCTRBETe HeBONELIOH MNepeckas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMArY.

The farm, an old-fashioned stone house, was built in 1673, and for three hundred years the people had been born
and died init and had farmed the surrounding land. George Mead ows was a man of fifty and his wife, Mrs. George, was a
year or two younger. They were both fine people in the prime of life. Their three daughters were lovely and their two
sons were handsome and strong. They had no notions about being gentlemen and ladies; they lmew their place, were
happy and deserved their happiness, as they were merry, industrious and kindly.

The master of the house was not George, but his mother, who was twice the man her son was, as they said in the
village. She was a woman of seventy, tall, upright, with gray hair and a wrinkled face. Her eyes were bright and shrewd
and she had a sense of humour. Her word was law in the house and on the farm. In short, she was a character.

One day Mrs. George met me in the street and told me that they had received a letter from their Uncle George,
whom them all thought dead. The letter informed them of his coming. "Just fancy,” she said, "he hasn't been here for
fifty years. And old Mrs. Meadows sits there and smiles to herself! All she says is that he was very good-looking, but not
so steady as his brother Tom!" Mrs. George invited me tolook in and see the old man. [ accepted the invitation with joy,
as [ knew the story of Uncle George Meadows and it amused me because it was like an old ballad. It was touching to
come across such a story in real life. More than fifty years ago, when Mrs. Meadows was Emily Green, a young charming
girl, George and his younger brother Tom both courted her. When Emily married Tom, George had gone to sea. For
twenty years he sent them presents now and then; then there was no more news of him. After her husband's death
Emily wrote George about it, but never received an answer. And the previous day, to their greatest surprise they
received his letter, in which he wrote that he was crippled with rheumatism and feeling he had not much longer to live,
wanted to return to the house in which he was born.

When [ came the whole family was assembled in the kitchen. [ was amused to see that Mrs. Mead ows was wearing
her best silk dress. On the other side of the fireplace sat an old man with a wrinkled yellow face. He was very thin and
his skin hung on his bones like an old suit too large for him. Captain George, ashe had called himself, told us that he had
been so ill he thought he would never be able to get back, but the look of his old home had done him a lot of good. He
said good -humouredly: "I feel now better and stronger than [ have for many years, dear Emily!" No one had called Mrs.
Meadows by her Christian name for a generation and it gave me a shock, as though the old man were taking a liberty
with her [t was strange to look at these two old smiling people and to think that nearly half a century ago he had loved
her and she had married another.

When [ asked him if he had ever been married he said he knew too much about women for that. Then he added
looking at Mrs. Meadows: "[ said I'd never marry anyone but you, Emily, and [ never had." He said it not with regret, but
with some satisfaction. Captain Meadows told us a lot of interesting stories about his adventures and about many
things he had seen and done.

“Well, one thing you haven't done. George, and that is to make a fortune!” said Mrs. Meadows with a thoughtful
smile. "Oh, I'm not one to save money. Make it and spend it, that's my motto. But if [ had a chance of going through my
life again I'd take it. There are not many people who'd wish it! "I looked at this toothless, crippled, penniless old man
with admiration and respect. That was a man who had made a success of his life, because he had enjoyed it.

Next morning [ decided to see the old man again. [ saw Mrs. Meadows in the garden picking white flowers. [ asked
her if Captain Meadows was well "Oh, dear, he had always been a harum-scarum fellow! He boasted that he was so
happy to be back in his old home that he would live for another twenty years. Alas! He died in his sleep.” Mrs. Mead ows
smelt the flowers she held in her arms and added thoughtfully: "“Well, I'm glad he came back. After [ married Tom and
George went away, [ was never sure [ had married the right man!"

CHTyauHOoHHOe 3aaHHe N22
BRINOIIHWTE MEpPEED] TEKCTOE C HHOCTpAHHOrD(-bD¢) HA rocyIapCTEeHHEIA A3EIE PoccHi ckoil DelepauH | (M)
C rOCYIapCTEEHHOrD A3kIKA PO HA MHOCTpaHHEMA|-ble). OBBRACHUTE CIyYad yIoTpeGlNeHHA KoHCTPYRUMH Have



Something Done.

1. Mr. Graham is going to get his car fixed. 2. HaM Mexanu orHa 8uepa B 11 yrpa. 3. [ had my shoes repaired. 4. Ham
EIIE HE OTP EMOHTHP OBANH KBApTHPY. 5. Jane will not have her hair colored. 6. Maraaus mucTepa [ eHKMHC A 0rpabim
npomnof Houkko 7. He will be having his car checked at 10 a m. tomorrow. 8. Tebe CTOMT YIANTHTE 3y0 MygpocTH. 9. 0t is
worth having your hair colored. 10. MHe coenaoT ocMoTp CIIHHEL

TMHCEM EHHBIH OMPOC
Bonpoc1 Kar oBpa3yioTea BONpOCHTENEHEIE TP e IMEEH WA B KOCEEHH OH peuM?
Bonpoc 2 B KanMx cy4adx MCNoIE3yeTcd MNep el a4 a NpHKa30s, Ip oceh Mpe A Nome HMHA ?
Bonpoc 3 B HAKMX CNYYIAAY MCIONE3VIOTCA MHPHHHTHE M NPHYACTHE B KOHCTPYELMH Complex Object*?
Bonpoc 4 Kamye speMeHHEIR MADKEDE] M CTIOIE3YVEOTCA 19 OIIpeIeleHH A TP olle JITHY BpeMeH ?
Bonpoc 5 KaKue THITE YCIIOBHEX MPeIIOREHHHE CYILECTEYIOT B aH M ACKOM A3EIKe?




BAPHAHT 5

dopmupyeman(pie) (onenusaeman(bie)) RoMneTer ip apw )

VE-4 CnocofeH ocylecTEIATE e 0BVE KOMMYHMKALIMI B YCTHOH M MUCEM eHHOH $OpMAX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHH OM
A3nIKe PoccHiTcHOH el epaiuy B MHOCTPasHoM (B1x) a3sme(ax)

dopMupyemMble (O0eHHEaeMble) HEIHKATO PBI J0CTHMKEHHA KOMI e TeH [HI:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETOBYEY KOMMYHMEALHMIO B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH 0 fopMax
Ha HMHOCTpaHHOM(EX) #3piKe(ax), odOpMIATE MHMCEMEHHYKY peub TPaMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMH € MPABHIAMH
op horpadHH HNYHKTYalHH

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTO! - B0y HA MOCYIAPC TESHHEI A351K Po coMc Kol Menep anim 1
(1H) ¢ rocymap cTEEHHOrD A3EEA PO Ha MHDCTp aHHEEH| - Ble)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeBeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHCEMEHH 0H hopMax Ha MHOCTPaHH oM{BIX) 235ke(ax) 1 odopMIIeHM & MHCEMEHH DI PEUM [PAMOTHD, B COOTE ETCTEHK
C MPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad iy M MyHETY aUHH, CoCTRBETe HeBONELIOH MNepeckas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMArY.

The farm, an old-fashioned stone house, was built in 1673, and for three hundred years the people had been born
and died init and had farmed the surrounding land. George Mead ows was a man of fifty and his wife, Mrs. George, was a
year or two younger. They were both fine people in the prime of life. Their three daughters were lovely and their two
sons were handsome and strong. They had no notions about being gentlemen and ladies; they lmew their place, were
happy and deserved their happiness, as they were merry, industrious and kindly.

The master of the house was not George, but his mother, who was twice the man her son was, as they said in the
village. She was a woman of seventy, tall, upright, with gray hair and a wrinkled face. Her eyes were bright and shrewd
and she had a sense of humour. Her word was law in the house and on the farm. In short, she was a character.

One day Mrs. George met me in the street and told me that they had received a letter from their Uncle George,
whom them all thought dead. The letter informed them of his coming. "Just fancy,” she said, "he hasn't been here for
fifty years. And old Mrs. Meadows sits there and smiles to herself! All she says is that he was very good-looking, but not
so steady as his brother Tom!" Mrs. George invited me tolook in and see the old man. [ accepted the invitation with joy,
as [ knew the story of Uncle George Meadows and it amused me because it was like an old ballad. It was touching to
come across such a story in real life. More than fifty years ago, when Mrs. Meadows was Emily Green, a young charming
girl, George and his younger brother Tom both courted her. When Emily married Tom, George had gone to sea. For
twenty years he sent them presents now and then; then there was no more news of him. After her husband's death
Emily wrote George about it, but never received an answer. And the previous day, to their greatest surprise they
received his letter, in which he wrote that he was crippled with rheumatism and feeling he had not much longer to live,
wanted to return to the house in which he was born.

When [ came the whole family was assembled in the kitchen. [ was amused to see that Mrs. Mead ows was wearing
her best silk dress. On the other side of the fireplace sat an old man with a wrinkled yellow face. He was very thin and
his skin hung on his bones like an old suit too large for him. Captain George, ashe had called himself, told us that he had
been so ill he thought he would never be able to get back, but the look of his old home had done him a lot of good. He
said good -humouredly: "I feel now better and stronger than [ have for many years, dear Emily!" No one had called Mrs.
Meadows by her Christian name for a generation and it gave me a shock, as though the old man were taking a liberty
with her [t was strange to look at these two old smiling people and to think that nearly half a century ago he had loved
her and she had married another.

When [ asked him if he had ever been married he said he knew too much about women for that. Then he added
looking at Mrs. Meadows: "[ said I'd never marry anyone but you, Emily, and [ never had." He said it not with regret, but
with some satisfaction. Captain Meadows told us a lot of interesting stories about his adventures and about many
things he had seen and done.

“Well, one thing you haven't done. George, and that is to make a fortune!” said Mrs. Meadows with a thoughtful
smile. "Oh, I'm not one to save money. Make it and spend it, that's my motto. But if [ had a chance of going through my
life again I'd take it. There are not many people who'd wish it! "I looked at this toothless, crippled, penniless old man
with admiration and respect. That was a man who had made a success of his life, because he had enjoyed it.

Next morning [ decided to see the old man again. [ saw Mrs. Meadows in the garden picking white flowers. [ asked
her if Captain Meadows was well "Oh, dear, he had always been a harum-scarum fellow! He boasted that he was so
happy to be back in his old home that he would live for another twenty years. Alas! He died in his sleep.” Mrs. Mead ows
smelt the flowers she held in her arms and added thoughtfully: "“Well, I'm glad he came back. After [ married Tom and
George went away, [ was never sure [ had married the right man!"

CHTyauHOoHHOe 3aaHHe N22
BRINOIIHWTE MEpPEED] TEKCTOE C HHOCTpAHHOrD(-bD¢) HA rocyIapCTEeHHEIA A3EIE PoccHi ckoil DelepauH | (M)
C rOCYIapCTEEHHOrD A3kIKA PO HA MHOCTpaHHEMA|-ble). OBBRACHUTE CIyYad yIoTpeGlNeHHA KoHCTPYRUMH Have



Something Done.

1. Mr. Graham is going to get his car fixed. 2. HaM Mexanu orHa 8uepa B 11 yrpa. 3. [ had my shoes repaired. 4. Ham
EIIE HE OTP EMOHTHP OBANH KBApTHPY. 5. Jane will not have her hair colored. 6. Maraaus mucTepa [ eHKMHC A 0rpabim
npomnof Houkko 7. He will be having his car checked at 10 a m. tomorrow. 8. Tebe CTOMT YIANTHTE 3y0 MygpocTH. 9. 0t is
worth having your hair colored. 10. MHe coenaoT ocMoTp CIIHHEL

TMHCEM EHHBIH OMPOC
Bonpoc1 HKagaq cTpyKTYpa MCNoIE3YeTod NpH cocTABIeHHH Tel0BOro MHCEMa?
Bonpoc 2 [MoueMy HEEOTOPEIE TTIATDIIEL COCT OAHKHA HeE3A HCMNONE30BATE Bo BpeMeHax Continuous?
Karme IonolHUTeIEHEIE CT10C00 B BEIPaXeHHA By AVIIETD BpEMEeHH B AHTTTHI CHOM BEI
Bonpoc 3
3HaeTe?
Bonpoc 4 Karue THIE yCIOBHEX MPeII0REHHH CYILECTEYIOT B aH M ACKOM A3EIKE?

Bonpoc 5 Karue cyIecTEMTENEHEIE He MO AT 0BIeMy MPaBHTy?




Bapuaxmei 3adaHuii dna koHmponsHoil pafomst N2 7

BAPHAHT1

dopmupyeman(sie) (onenusaeman(pie)) romnererup a(pm)

VE-4 CnocofeH ocyLecTBIATE e 0BYE KOMMYHHKALMI B YCTHOH M MHCEM eHHOH $OpMAaX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHHOM
A35IKe PoccHilcHOH el epaiiiy ¥ MHOCTPRHHoM (B1X) a3sme(ax)

dopMupyeMble (oL eHHEAEMBIE) HEIHEATO PBI AOCTHHSHHA KOMITSTEH ITHIL:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETIOBYEY KOMMYHMEALIMI B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH O fopMax
Ha HHOCTpaHHOM(ED!) fA3bKe(ax), odopMIATE MUCEMEHHYE) peuUbL TPAMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMM C MPABMITAMH
opdorpadHi M NYHETY ALK

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOE C MHOCTPAHHOTO!-BDy) HA MOCYIAPC TEEHHEI A351K Po coMAc Kol Menep anim 1
(1H) ¢ rocymap cTEEHHOrD A3EEA PO Ha MHDCTp aHHEEH| - Ble)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeEeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHMCEMEHH 0H hopMax Ha MHOCTPaHH oM|B1x) 3sme(ax) 1 odopMIeHM & MHCEMEHH O PEYH [PaMOTHD, B COOTE ETCTEHK
C NPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad iy ¥ NMyHETY ALK, COCTRBETe HeBoIEILIOH Nepeckas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMArY.

On Thursday evenings the two librarians at the library in Benham, Pamela Cream and Violet Meade were to work
until nine o'clock. The girls didn't mind staying late; in their small town there was very little for two unmarried girls to
do anything. That's why when Inspector Ellis of the local police offered to give judo lessons to anybody who wanted
them, Pamela was the first to enroll. She began learning judo exactly as she did everything else, thoroughly and with
great interest. She always insisted on doing her best. She was a small woman, but in judo that does not matter. She was
healthy, strong and brave. If not really beautiful she was pleasant to look at and no wonder Inspector Timothy Ellis fell
inlove with his best pupil. They were to get married soon.

That Thursday Tim was to call for her at nine o'clock to take her out to dinner. It was already eight-thirty and
Pamela was returning the books to the shelves, while Violet was serving the remaining readers.

When Pamela was passing the windows near the back door she noticed that the blind was up. She tried to pull it
dowmn, but it kept rolling to the top of the wind ow, making a veryloud noise. Atlast Pamela managed somehow to make
it stay down, then went to the next aisle. To her greatest surprise she saw two men there.

“Oh," she said, "I'm sorry, gentlemen, but readers are not allowed in this section of the library!” "I'm sorry, Miss,"
said the smaller of the two men with an ugly face, who seemed as surprised as Pamela, "we didn't know it" The other
man, much larger than the one who spoke stood with his back to Pamels, leaning against the shelves The smaller man
said: "I'm afraid my friend is feeling rather weak. He wants some fresh air. Could you help me take him out, Miss?" "0Oh,
I'mso sorry,” said Pamela and put her arm about the bigger man who was quite heavy. The smaller man took his friend
by the other arm and the three of them started moving slowly to the back door. Suddenly Pamela stopped in horror. She
saw blood on the man's coat. Looking at him closely she saw he was dead. The wruth flashed in her mind. "You ... you
killed him.. here, in our library!" "Aren't you a smart young lady!" hissed the short man angrily, "go on helping me and
avoid attracting attention, or you'll get what Blackie got" Pamela obeyed. They were in front of the window when
suddenly Pamela had an idea. That new judo hold that Tim had taught her, maybe it would work! She must take her
chance. That murderer was very dangerous, one more dead body that could well be her own wouldn't make him lose
sleep. Oh, if only the hold worked!

Her hand touched the wind ow blind. [t went up with a loud noise. The man, greatly surprised by it, dropped Blackies
arm and Pamela let go of the other arm. The heavy body fell to the floor. The murderer snatched out a knife and rushed
at Pamela, who was ready for him... When the frightened people from the library came running into the back room they
saw two men lying on the floor and white-faced Pamela standing over the unconscious murderer. .

CHTyauHOHHOe 3aaaHHe N22
BRINOIHWTE MEpEBO] TEKCTOE C HHO CTPAHHOro|-bDt) Ha rocyIapCTEeHHEIA A36E PoccHi ckoil DelepauuH | (1)

C POCYOAPCTEEHHOTD A36HA PO Ha MHOCTpaHHEN(-bie). OBRACHUTE CIyYaH yIoTpebleHua KoHCTpYELHK Conditional
Sentences (01).

1. Behave well if you want to go for a walk later. 2. [To3B0HH MHe, 8CITH TEI Iy MAEIE, UTO CM MK EITE BRITIONHWTE 3TY

paboty. 3. If babies are hungry, they cry. 4. 3MeH KycawTCa, KOMNa oHK HAnyraHeL 5. If you want to come, text me before
7:00. 6. Ecni ByIeT CcolHevHD, MBI ToHIeM Ha nporynry. 7. Maria will be sad if Sam leaves. 8. EciiM TH He NOTOP OMHIIECA,

MEl IponycTHM aETo Gy, 9. If it rains tomorrow, we'll stay at home 10. Ecoi y MeHa BYIeT NOCTRTOMHD TEHET, 1 KyTUT0
EOMITBHTED.

TTHCEM EHHBIH OMPOC
Bonpoc1 B HAHMX CNYIAAY HCTIONE3Y eTC HeoNpede e HH BIH apTHEIR?

Bonpoc 2 Ha uto HeobxomMMo o BpallATE BHHUM AHHE TIPH e eB 0J1E TTPe I 05 eH M7



Bonpoc 3

Kak obpa3yercd corMacoBaHKe BPEMeH B GHTIIHI CHOM A3kIRe?

Bonpoc 4

Kornma yrnoTpebmarTes o eI HHEIE THITE TP ATOMHBIX P eI I0MEHHH B AHTTHACKOM
AIREE?

Bonpoc 5

T Yero MM oNB3YETCA Yol OBHEIE TIPeINI OMEeHHA B aHIIMH CHOM A3LIHe?




BAPHAHT 2

dopmupyeman(sie) (onenusaeman(pie)) romneTer up a(pm)

VE-4 CnocofeH ocylecTEIATE e 0BVE KOMMYHMKALIMI B YCTHOH M MUCEM eHHOH $OpMAX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHH OM
A3nIKe PoccHiTcHOH el epaiuy B MHOCTPasHoM (B1x) a3sme(ax)

dopMupyemMble (O0eHHEaeMble) HEIHKATO PBI J0CTHMKEHHA KOMI e TeH [HI:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETOBYEY KOMMYHMEALHMIO B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH 0 fopMax
Ha HMHOCTpaHHOM(EX) #3piKe(ax), odOpMIATE MHMCEMEHHYKY peub TPaMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMH € MPABHIAMH
op horpadHH HNYHKTYalHH

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTO! - B0y HA MOCYIAPC TESHHEI A351K Po coMc Kol Menep anim 1
(1H) ¢ rocymap cTEEHHOrD A3EEA PO Ha MHDCTp aHHEEH| - Ble)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeBeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHCEMEHH 0H hopMax Ha MHOCTPaHH oM{BIX) 235ke(ax) 1 odopMIIeHM & MHCEMEHH DI PEUM [PAMOTHD, B COOTE ETCTEHK
C MPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad iy M MyHETY aUHH, CoCTRBETe HeBOTELIOH MNepeckas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMAry.

On Thursday evenings the two librarians at the library in Benham, Pamela Cream and Violet Meade were to work
until nine o'clock. The girls didn't mind staying late; in their small town there was very little for two unmarried girls to
do anything. That's why when Inspector Ellis of the local police offered to give judo lessons to anybody who wanted
them, Pamela was the first to enroll. She began learning judo exactly as she did everything else, thoroughly and with
great interest. She always insisted on doing her best. She was a small woman, but in judo that does not matter. She was
healthy, strong and brave. If not really beautiful she was pleasant to look at and no wonder Inspector Timothy Ellis fell
inlove with his best pupil. They were to get married soon.

That Thursday Tim was to call for her at nine o'clock to take her out to dinner. It was already eight-thirty and
Pamela was returning the books to the shelves, while Violet was serving the remaining readers.

When Pamela was passing the windows near the back door she noticed that the blind was up. She tried to pull it
dowmn, but it kept rolling to the top of the wind ow, making a veryloud noise. Atlast Pamela managed somehow to make
it stay down, then went to the next aisle. To her greatest surprise she saw two men there.

“0Oh" she said, "I'm sorry, gentlemen, but readers are not allowed in this section of the library!” "I'm sorry, Miss,"
said the smaller of the two men with an ugly face, who seemed as surprised as Pamela, "we didn't know it" The other
man, much larger than the one who spoke stood with his back to Pamela, leaning against the shelves. The smaller man
said: "I'm afraid my friend is feeling rather weak. He wants some fresh air. Could you help me take him out, Miss?" "0Oh,
I'mso sorry,” sald Pamela and put her arm about the bigger man who was quite heavy. The smaller man took his friend
by the other arm and the three of them started moving slowly to the back door. Suddenly Pamela stopped in horror. She
saw blood on the man's coat. Looking at him closely she saw he was dead. The twruth flashed in her mind. "You ... you
killed him.. here, in our library!" "Aren't you a smart young lady!" hissed the short man angrily, "go on helping me and
avoid attracting attention, or you'll get what Blackie got" Pamela obeyed. They were in front of the window when
suddenly Pamela had an idea. That new judo hold that Tim had taught her, maybe it would work! She must take her
chance. That murderer was very dangerous, one more dead body that could well be her own wouldn't make him lose
sleep. Oh, if only the hold worked!

Her hand touched the wind ow blind. It went up with a loud noise. The man, greatly surprised by it, dropped Blackies
arm and Pamela let go of the other arm. The heavy body fell to the floor. The murderer snatched out a knife and rushed
at Pamela, who was ready for him... When the frightened people from the library came running into the back room they
saw two men lying on the floor and white-faced Pamela standing over the unconscious murderer. .

CHuTyauHoHHOe 33 naHde N22
BRINONIHKTE MEPEB0] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTD!-bIX) HA rocyIapeTEeHHENR 235K PoccHilckod defepaniy M (1)
C COCYLAPCTEEHHOTD A36HA P Ha MHoCTpaHHENA(-bie). OBRICHHTE CIyYad yroTpeblesa RoHCTpyEDHK Conditional

Sentences (01).
1. Behave well if you want to go for a walk later. 2. [To3B0HH MHe, 8CITH TEI Iy MAEIE, UTO CM KL b BEINOIHHTE 3TY

paboty. 3. If babies are hungry, they cry. 4. 3MeH KycawTca, KOMNa oHW HAanyraHeL 5. If you want to come, text me before

7.00. 6. Ec BYIeT CoNMHEeYHD, MBI IT0HIeM Ha Nporyney. 7. Maria will be sad if Sam leaves. 8. Eco THI He NoTop ONMMIIECA,
MEI P OIYCTHM aeTobye. 9. IF it rains tomorrow, we'll stay at home. 10, Ecn v MeHa BYIeT DOCTATOMHO JeHEer, A KyIL

EOMITBEOTED.

TMHCEMEHHBIH OMPOC

B KAKOH dopMe DOIHHE P OKOTH T TeBATE] H A TP 3K THY & CHMX 3AHATHAY MEKIY

Bonpoc1
CTYIeHTaMH?

Bompoc 2 Kaxue NpUCTARKK MCTIOIE3VEOT 0 TIPK CIOB00DPA30EAHWK IIAMDII0E, CYIIEC TEMTEIEH BIX,



HAPETHH W MPMIATETE TEHEDT

Bompoc 3 Yen oTIHYAETCA CI0B0D BPA30BAHHE NPH MOMOLIH TPHCTABOK OT JPYTHX MEeTodoR?
Bonpoc 4 Kar oBpa3yioTea MpHIAraTeTEHEE?
Bonpoc 5 Karue NpaeMna MyHKETYALMHE UCTIONEIVEOTOA TP NMPAMOH M KOCBEHH OH pedax?




BAPHAHT 3

dopmupyeman(sie) (onenusaeman(pie)) romneTer up a(pm)

VE-4 CnocofeH ocylecTEIATE e 0BVE KOMMYHMKALIMI B YCTHOH M MUCEM eHHOH $OpMAX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHH OM
A3nIKe PoccHiTcHOH el epaiuy B MHOCTPasHoM (B1x) a3sme(ax)

dopMupyemMble (O0eHHEaeMble) HEIHKATO PBI J0CTHMKEHHA KOMI e TeH [HI:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETOBYEY KOMMYHMEALHMIO B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH 0 fopMax
Ha HMHOCTpaHHOM(EX) #3piKe(ax), odOpMIATE MHMCEMEHHYKY peub TPaMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMH € MPABHIAMH
op horpadHH HNYHKTYalHH

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTO! - B0y HA MOCYIAPC TESHHEI A351K Po coMc Kol Menep anim 1
(1H) ¢ rocymap cTEEHHOrD A3EEA PO Ha MHDCTp aHHEEH| - Ble)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeBeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHCEMEHH 0H hopMax Ha MHOCTPaHH oM{BIX) 235ke(ax) 1 odopMIIeHM & MHCEMEHH DI PEUM [PAMOTHD, B COOTE ETCTEHK
C MPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad iy M MyHETY aUHH, CoCTRBETe HeBOTELIOH MNepeckas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMAry.

On Thursday evenings the two librarians at the library in Benham, Pamela Cream and Violet Meade were to work
until nine o'clock. The girls didn't mind staying late; in their small town there was very little for two unmarried girls to
do anything. That's why when Inspector Ellis of the local police offered to give judo lessons to anybody who wanted
them, Pamela was the first to enroll. She began learning judo exactly as she did everything else, thoroughly and with
great interest. She always insisted on doing her best. She was a small woman, but in judo that does not matter. She was
healthy, strong and brave. If not really beautiful she was pleasant to look at and no wonder Inspector Timothy Ellis fell
inlove with his best pupil. They were to get married soon.

That Thursday Tim was to call for her at nine o'clock to take her out to dinner. It was already eight-thirty and
Pamela was returning the books to the shelves, while Violet was serving the remaining readers.

When Pamela was passing the windows near the back door she noticed that the blind was up. She tried to pull it
dowmn, but it kept rolling to the top of the wind ow, making a veryloud noise. Atlast Pamela managed somehow to make
it stay down, then went to the next aisle. To her greatest surprise she saw two men there.

“0Oh" she said, "I'm sorry, gentlemen, but readers are not allowed in this section of the library!” "I'm sorry, Miss,"
said the smaller of the two men with an ugly face, who seemed as surprised as Pamela, "we didn't know it" The other
man, much larger than the one who spoke stood with his back to Pamela, leaning against the shelves. The smaller man
said: "I'm afraid my friend is feeling rather weak. He wants some fresh air. Could you help me take him out, Miss?" "0Oh,
I'mso sorry,” sald Pamela and put her arm about the bigger man who was quite heavy. The smaller man took his friend
by the other arm and the three of them started moving slowly to the back door. Suddenly Pamela stopped in horror. She
saw blood on the man's coat. Looking at him closely she saw he was dead. The twruth flashed in her mind. "You ... you
killed him.. here, in our library!" "Aren't you a smart young lady!" hissed the short man angrily, "go on helping me and
avoid attracting attention, or you'll get what Blackie got" Pamela obeyed. They were in front of the window when
suddenly Pamela had an idea. That new judo hold that Tim had taught her, maybe it would work! She must take her
chance. That murderer was very dangerous, one more dead body that could well be her own wouldn't make him lose
sleep. Oh, if only the hold worked!

Her hand touched the wind ow blind. It went up with a loud noise. The man, greatly surprised by it, dropped Blackies
arm and Pamela let go of the other arm. The heavy body fell to the floor. The murderer snatched out a knife and rushed
at Pamela, who was ready for him... When the frightened people from the library came running into the back room they
saw two men lying on the floor and white-faced Pamela standing over the unconscious murderer. .

CHuTyauHoHHOe 33 naHde N22
BRINONIHKTE MEPEB0] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTD!-bIX) HA rocyIapeTEeHHENR 235K PoccHilckod defepaniy M (1)
C COCYLAPCTEEHHOTD A36HA P Ha MHoCTpaHHENA(-bie). OBRICHHTE CIyYad yroTpeblesa RoHCTpyEDHK Conditional

Sentences (01).
1. Behave well if you want to go for a walk later. 2. [To3B0HH MHe, 8CITH TEI Iy MAEIE, UTO CM KL b BEINOIHHTE 3TY

paboty. 3. If babies are hungry, they cry. 4. 3MeH KycawTca, KOMNa oHW HAanyraHeL 5. If you want to come, text me before

7.00. 6. Ec BYIeT CoNMHEeYHD, MBI IT0HIeM Ha Nporyney. 7. Maria will be sad if Sam leaves. 8. Eco THI He NoTop ONMMIIECA,
MEI P OIYCTHM aeTobye. 9. IF it rains tomorrow, we'll stay at home. 10, Ecn v MeHa BYIeT DOCTATOMHO JeHEer, A KyIL

EOMITBEOTED.

TMHCEMEHHBIH OMPOC

Bonpoc1 Jdnavers MOn oIs3yioTed Hapeudd YacToTRIT

Bonpoc 2 Kar obpa3yercd NaccHBHEIHR 3AN0T BO BCEX BPEM EHAY M KOHCTPYHLIMAX B AHIMHHCKOM A3bIKE?




Bonpoc 3

Korma ¥ B KK MY THIAX TP e U 0 eH HH yroTpebnaetcea rmaron shall?

Bonpoc 4

KaKMe CIyuaH yIoTp ebne I YoI0BHEX MTPEIN0KEHHH B PEATEHEIX M HED £ ATEHEIX
CHTVALIMAY BEI MOMETE HAIBATE?

Bonpoc 5

B AKX CITYY aAX MCTIONE3VEIOTCA MHGHMHKUTHE M MPHYACTHE?




BAPHAHT 4

dopmupyeman(sie) (onenusaeman(pie)) romneTer up a(pm)

VE-4 CnocofeH ocylecTEIATE e 0BVE KOMMYHMKALIMI B YCTHOH M MUCEM eHHOH $OpMAX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHH OM
A3nIKe PoccHiTcHOH el epaiuy B MHOCTPasHoM (B1x) a3sme(ax)

dopMupyemMble (O0eHHEaeMble) HEIHKATO PBI J0CTHMKEHHA KOMI e TeH [HI:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETOBYEY KOMMYHMEALHMIO B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH 0 fopMax
Ha HMHOCTpaHHOM(EX) #3piKe(ax), odOpMIATE MHMCEMEHHYKY peub TPaMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMH € MPABHIAMH
op horpadHH HNYHKTYalHH

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTO! - B0y HA MOCYIAPC TESHHEI A351K Po coMc Kol Menep anim 1
(1H) ¢ rocymap cTEEHHOrD A3EEA PO Ha MHDCTp aHHEEH| - Ble)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeBeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHCEMEHH 0H hopMax Ha MHOCTPaHH oM{BIX) 235ke(ax) 1 odopMIIeHM & MHCEMEHH DI PEUM [PAMOTHD, B COOTE ETCTEHK
C MPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad iy M MyHETY aUHH, CoCTRBETe HeBOTELIOH MNepeckas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMAry.

On Thursday evenings the two librarians at the library in Benham, Pamela Cream and Violet Meade were to work
until nine o'clock. The girls didn't mind staying late; in their small town there was very little for two unmarried girls to
do anything. That's why when Inspector Ellis of the local police offered to give judo lessons to anybody who wanted
them, Pamela was the first to enroll. She began learning judo exactly as she did everything else, thoroughly and with
great interest. She always insisted on doing her best. She was a small woman, but in judo that does not matter. She was
healthy, strong and brave. If not really beautiful she was pleasant to look at and no wonder Inspector Timothy Ellis fell
inlove with his best pupil. They were to get married soon.

That Thursday Tim was to call for her at nine o'clock to take her out to dinner. It was already eight-thirty and
Pamela was returning the books to the shelves, while Violet was serving the remaining readers.

When Pamela was passing the windows near the back door she noticed that the blind was up. She tried to pull it
dowmn, but it kept rolling to the top of the wind ow, making a veryloud noise. Atlast Pamela managed somehow to make
it stay down, then went to the next aisle. To her greatest surprise she saw two men there.

“0Oh" she said, "I'm sorry, gentlemen, but readers are not allowed in this section of the library!” "I'm sorry, Miss,"
said the smaller of the two men with an ugly face, who seemed as surprised as Pamela, "we didn't know it" The other
man, much larger than the one who spoke stood with his back to Pamela, leaning against the shelves. The smaller man
said: "I'm afraid my friend is feeling rather weak. He wants some fresh air. Could you help me take him out, Miss?" "0Oh,
I'mso sorry,” sald Pamela and put her arm about the bigger man who was quite heavy. The smaller man took his friend
by the other arm and the three of them started moving slowly to the back door. Suddenly Pamela stopped in horror. She
saw blood on the man's coat. Looking at him closely she saw he was dead. The twruth flashed in her mind. "You ... you
killed him.. here, in our library!" "Aren't you a smart young lady!" hissed the short man angrily, "go on helping me and
avoid attracting attention, or you'll get what Blackie got" Pamela obeyed. They were in front of the window when
suddenly Pamela had an idea. That new judo hold that Tim had taught her, maybe it would work! She must take her
chance. That murderer was very dangerous, one more dead body that could well be her own wouldn't make him lose
sleep. Oh, if only the hold worked!

Her hand touched the wind ow blind. It went up with a loud noise. The man, greatly surprised by it, dropped Blackies
arm and Pamela let go of the other arm. The heavy body fell to the floor. The murderer snatched out a knife and rushed
at Pamela, who was ready for him... When the frightened people from the library came running into the back room they
saw two men lying on the floor and white-faced Pamela standing over the unconscious murderer. .

CHuTyauHoHHOe 33 naHde N22
BRINONIHKTE MEPEB0] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTD!-bIX) HA rocyIapeTEeHHENR 235K PoccHilckod defepaniy M (1)
C COCYLAPCTEEHHOTD A36HA P Ha MHoCTpaHHENA(-bie). OBRICHHTE CIyYad yroTpeblesa RoHCTpyEDHK Conditional

Sentences (01).
1. Behave well if you want to go for a walk later. 2. [To3B0HH MHe, 8CITH TEI Iy MAEIE, UTO CM KL b BEINOIHHTE 3TY

paboty. 3. If babies are hungry, they cry. 4. 3MeH KycawTca, KOMNa oHW HAanyraHeL 5. If you want to come, text me before

7.00. 6. Ec BYIeT CoNMHEeYHD, MBI IT0HIeM Ha Nporyney. 7. Maria will be sad if Sam leaves. 8. Eco THI He NoTop ONMMIIECA,
MEI P OIYCTHM aeTobye. 9. IF it rains tomorrow, we'll stay at home. 10, Ecn v MeHa BYIeT DOCTATOMHO JeHEer, A KyIL

EOMITBEOTED.

TMHCEMEHHBIH OMPOC

Bonpoc1 Kax obpa3yoTcea MpoIIeniiie BpeMeHa BO BCEX THITAX ITPe L (0K eH HH?

Bonpoc 2 Karue CyIecTEMTENEHEIE He IO A0TCA 0BIMeMy MPABHITY?




Bonpoc 3

B AKX CITYY A MCTIOIE3YVEIOTCH MHOHMHKUTHE M TePYHITHIA?

Bonpoc 4

Kaxue cyddieckl M CnoIB3yioT 0 IPK CNDE00BPA30EAHNK [TATOJI0E, CYIIECTEMTE/EHELX,
HAPEUMH M MPHIIATETE TEH BT

Bonpoc 5

KaKMe THMEI NPeI0KEHNH CYIIECTEVEOT B AHIMTHHCKOM A3EIKe?




BAPHAHT 5

dopmupyeman(sie) (onenusaeman(pie)) romneTer up a(pm)

VE-4 CnocofeH ocylecTEIATE e 0BVE KOMMYHMKALIMI B YCTHOH M MUCEM eHHOH $OpMAX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHH OM
A3nIKe PoccHiTcHOH el epaiuy B MHOCTPasHoM (B1x) a3sme(ax)

dopMupyemMble (O0eHHEaeMble) HEIHKATO PBI J0CTHMKEHHA KOMI e TeH [HI:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETOBYEY KOMMYHMEALHMIO B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH 0 fopMax
Ha HMHOCTpaHHOM(EX) #3piKe(ax), odOpMIATE MHMCEMEHHYKY peub TPaMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMH € MPABHIAMH
op horpadHH HNYHKTYalHH

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTO! - B0y HA MOCYIAPC TESHHEI A351K Po coMc Kol Menep anim 1
(1H) ¢ rocymap cTEEHHOrD A3EEA PO Ha MHDCTp aHHEEH| - Ble)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeBeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHCEMEHH 0H hopMax Ha MHOCTPaHH oM{BIX) 235ke(ax) 1 odopMIIeHM & MHCEMEHH DI PEUM [PAMOTHD, B COOTE ETCTEHK
C MPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad iy M MyHETY aUHH, CoCTRBETe HeBOTELIOH MNepeckas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMAry.

On Thursday evenings the two librarians at the library in Benham, Pamela Cream and Violet Meade were to work
until nine o'clock. The girls didn't mind staying late; in their small town there was very little for two unmarried girls to
do anything. That's why when Inspector Ellis of the local police offered to give judo lessons to anybody who wanted
them, Pamela was the first to enroll. She began learning judo exactly as she did everything else, thoroughly and with
great interest. She always insisted on doing her best. She was a small woman, but in judo that does not matter. She was
healthy, strong and brave. If not really beautiful she was pleasant to look at and no wonder Inspector Timothy Ellis fell
inlove with his best pupil. They were to get married soon.

That Thursday Tim was to call for her at nine o'clock to take her out to dinner. It was already eight-thirty and
Pamela was returning the books to the shelves, while Violet was serving the remaining readers.

When Pamela was passing the windows near the back door she noticed that the blind was up. She tried to pull it
dowmn, but it kept rolling to the top of the wind ow, making a veryloud noise. Atlast Pamela managed somehow to make
it stay down, then went to the next aisle. To her greatest surprise she saw two men there.

“0Oh" she said, "I'm sorry, gentlemen, but readers are not allowed in this section of the library!” "I'm sorry, Miss,"
said the smaller of the two men with an ugly face, who seemed as surprised as Pamela, "we didn't know it" The other
man, much larger than the one who spoke stood with his back to Pamela, leaning against the shelves. The smaller man
said: "I'm afraid my friend is feeling rather weak. He wants some fresh air. Could you help me take him out, Miss?" "0Oh,
I'mso sorry,” sald Pamela and put her arm about the bigger man who was quite heavy. The smaller man took his friend
by the other arm and the three of them started moving slowly to the back door. Suddenly Pamela stopped in horror. She
saw blood on the man's coat. Looking at him closely she saw he was dead. The twruth flashed in her mind. "You ... you
killed him.. here, in our library!" "Aren't you a smart young lady!" hissed the short man angrily, "go on helping me and
avoid attracting attention, or you'll get what Blackie got" Pamela obeyed. They were in front of the window when
suddenly Pamela had an idea. That new judo hold that Tim had taught her, maybe it would work! She must take her
chance. That murderer was very dangerous, one more dead body that could well be her own wouldn't make him lose
sleep. Oh, if only the hold worked!

Her hand touched the wind ow blind. It went up with a loud noise. The man, greatly surprised by it, dropped Blackies
arm and Pamela let go of the other arm. The heavy body fell to the floor. The murderer snatched out a knife and rushed
at Pamela, who was ready for him... When the frightened people from the library came running into the back room they
saw two men lying on the floor and white-faced Pamela standing over the unconscious murderer. .

CHuTyauHoHHOe 33 naHde N22
BRINONIHKTE MEPEB0] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTD!-bIX) HA rocyIapeTEeHHENR 235K PoccHilckod defepaniy M (1)
C COCYLAPCTEEHHOTD A36HA P Ha MHoCTpaHHENA(-bie). OBRICHHTE CIyYad yroTpeblesa RoHCTpyEDHK Conditional

Sentences (01).
1. Behave well if you want to go for a walk later. 2. [To3B0HH MHe, 8CITH TEI Iy MAEIE, UTO CM KL b BEINOIHHTE 3TY

paboty. 3. If babies are hungry, they cry. 4. 3MeH KycawTca, KOMNa oHW HAanyraHeL 5. If you want to come, text me before

7.00. 6. Ec BYIeT CoNMHEeYHD, MBI IT0HIeM Ha Nporyney. 7. Maria will be sad if Sam leaves. 8. Eco THI He NoTop ONMMIIECA,
MEI P OIYCTHM aeTobye. 9. IF it rains tomorrow, we'll stay at home. 10, Ecn v MeHa BYIeT DOCTATOMHO JeHEer, A KyIL

EOMITBEOTED.

TMHCEMEHHBIH OMPOC
Bonpoc1 YeM KOCBEHH a4 PedEb OTIHMYALTCH OT TPAMOH ?
Bonpoc 2 Kaxoro cTHNA clneqyeT NpHIe pAHBATECA NTPH BEJeHHH JeIDEBIX BCTPeY M NP OX0M IeHHH
cobeceloBaHHAT




Bonpoc 3

Kax obpasyoTed MHGMHUTHE M MHOHHH THEHEIE KOHCTPYHLIHK?

Bonpoc 4

B mamix CIIy4Iad HCTONBE3YVEeTCA MacCHBHEIA 3anor?

Bonpoc 5

KaK 0bpa3yoTea BOCH ML ATETEHEIE [Pe IO EHH?




Bapuaxmui 3adaHuii dna koHmponsHol padombi N2 8

BAPHAHT1

dopmupyeman(sie) (onenusaeman(pie)) romnererup a(pm)

VE-4 CnocofeH ocyLecTBIATE e 0BYE KOMMYHHKALMI B YCTHOH M MHCEM eHHOH $OpMAaX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHHOM
A35IKe PoccHilcHOH el epaiiiy ¥ MHOCTPRHHoM (B1X) a3sme(ax)

dopMupyeMble (oL eHHEAEMBIE) HEIHEATO PBI AOCTHHSHHA KOMITSTEH ITHIL:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETIOBYEY KOMMYHMEALIMI B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH O fopMax
Ha HHOCTpaHHOM(ED!) fA3bKe(ax), odopMIATE MUCEMEHHYE) peuUbL TPAMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMM C MPABMITAMH
opdorpadHi M NYHETY ALK

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOE C MHOCTPAHHOTO!-BDy) HA MOCYIAPC TEEHHEI A351K Po coMAc Kol Menep anim 1
(1H) ¢ rocymap cTEEHHOrD A3EEA PO Ha MHDCTp aHHEEH| - Ble)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeEeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHMCEMEHH 0H hopMax Ha MHOCTPaHH oM|B1x) 3sme(ax) 1 odopMIeHM & MHCEMEHH O PEYH [PaMOTHD, B COOTE ETCTEHK
C NPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad iy ¥ NyHETY aUMH. COCTRBETe He GO EILIOH Nepeckas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMArY.

[ remember going to the British Museum one day to read up the treatment for some slight ailment. [ got d own the
book and read all [ came to read; and then, in an unthinking moment, [ idly turned the leaves and began to study
diseases, generally. [ forgot which was the first, and before [ had glanced half down the list of "premonitory symptoms”, [
was sure that [had got it

[ sat for a while frozen with horror; and then in despair I’ again turned over the pages. [ came to typhoid fever —
read the symptoms — discovered that [ had typhoid fever— began to get interested in my case, and so started
alphabetically. Cholera [ had, with severe complications; and diphtheria [ seemed to have been born with. I looked
through the twenty-six letters, and the only disease [ had not got was housemaid's knee. [ sat and thought what an
interesting case [ must be from a medical point of view. Students would have no need to "walk the hospitals” if they had
me. [ was a hospital in myself. All they need do would be towalkround me, and, after that, take their diploma.

Then [wondered how long [had to live. [ tried to examine myself. [ felt my pulse. [ could not at first feel any pulse at
all Then, all of a sudden, it seemed to start off [ pulled out my watch and timed it [ made it a hundred and forty-seven
to the minute. [ tried to feel my heart. [ could not feel my heart It had stopped beating. [ patted myself all over my front,
from what [ call my waist up tomy head but [ could not feel or hear anything. [ tried tolook at my tongue. [stuck it out as
far as ever it would go, and [ shut one eye and tried to examine it with the other. [ could only see the tip, but I felt more
certain than before that [ had scarlet fever. had walked into the reading-room a happy, healthy man. [ crawled out a
miserable wreck. ['went to my medical man. He is an old chum of mine, and feels my pulse, and looks at my tongue, and
talks about the weather, all for nothing, when [ fancy, I'm ill. So ['went straight up and saw him, and he said:

“Well, what's the matter with you?" [ said:

“Iwill not take up your time, dear boy, with telling you what is the matter with me. Life is short and you might pass
away before [ had finished. But 1 will tell you what is not the matter with me. Everything else, however, [ have got." And [
told him how [ came to discover it all, Then he opened me and looked down me, and took hold of my wrist, and then he
hit me over the chest when [ wasn't expecting it — a cowardly thing to do, [ call it After that, he sat down and wrote out a
prescription, and folded it up and gave it me, and I put it in my pocket and went out. [ did not open it, [ took it to the
nearest chemist's, and handed it in. The man read it, and then handed it back. He said he didn't keep it.

[ said: "You are a chemist?"

Hesaid: "l ama chemist. If [ was a co-operative stores and family hotel combined, I might be able to oblige you."

Iread the prescription. [t ran: "11b. beefsteak, with 1 pt. bitter beer every six hours. 1 ten-mile walk every morming. 1
bed at 11 sharp every night. And don't stuff up your head with things you don't understand”

[ followed the directions with the happy result that my life was preserved and is still going on.

CHTyauHOoHHOe 3aaHHe N22

BRINOIHKTE MEPEB0] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTD!-bIX) HA rocyIapeTEeHHENR 235K PoccHilckod defepaniy M (1)
C FOCYLAPCTEEHHOTD A36IHA PO Ha MHOCTpaHHEN(-bie). OBRICHUTE CIyYaH yIoTpebleHua KoHCTpYELHK Conditional
Sentences (2,3).

1. Ecni BRI f M B BONEMOM FOpolie, 4 OBl KA TeHs 230 Ha MeTpo. 2. If we could ski we would go to the
mountains. 3. A 66 YIMEUICA, eCTH BBl 0H MpHIIen Bospemd. 4. You could save time if you workeed from home. 5 Ecm
BEl 4 3HATNA ee MMA, 4 Okl Tebe crasana. 6. If [ hadn't been late for the test, [ wouldn't have failed it. 7. Ecmw 6E1 I
yrepOHee YUMNACE OHA Be cpana sw3amed. 8. If [ hadn't been sick, we would have gone to Mexico. 9 f 61 TeGe
MOBEPHIA, ECTTH BB TE He Bpan MHe paHeme. 10. [ would have shown you my project if [ had finished it.

THCEMEHHBIH OMPOC




Bonpoc1

B KaKHX CITY4aaX MCIOIEIYeTCd Mep el 84 8 NPUKA 308, D 006, Tpe L noHe HIMH ?

Bonpoc 2 B HAKMX CNYYIAAY MCIONE3VIOTCA MHPHHHTHE M NPHYACTHE B KOHCTPYELMH Complex Object*?
Bonpoc 3 Karue BpeMeHHEIE MAPHEPEl HCTIONEIVEOTCA I8 OTIpedeIeHM A TP e I BpeMeH T
Bomnpoc 4 Kar obpazyercd Byoyiiee BpeMa B aHIMTHACKOM?

Bonpoc 5 Kagaq cTpyKTYpa MCnolE3VeTod NpH cocTABIeHHH JoKIanos?




BAPHAHT 2

dopmupyeman(pie) (onenusaeman(bie)) RoMneTer ip apw )

VE-4 CnocofeH ocylecTEIATE e 0BVE KOMMYHMKALIMI B YCTHOH M MUCEM eHHOH $OpMAX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHH OM
A3nIKe PoccHiTcHOH el epaiuy B MHOCTPasHoM (B1x) a3sme(ax)

dopMupyemMble (O0eHHEaeMble) HEIHKATO PBI J0CTHMKEHHA KOMI e TeH [HI:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETOBYEY KOMMYHMEALHMIO B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH 0 fopMax
Ha HMHOCTpaHHOM(EX) #3piKe(ax), odOpMIATE MHMCEMEHHYKY peub TPaMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMH € MPABHIAMH
op horpadHH HNYHKTYalHH

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTO! - B0y HA MOCYIAPC TESHHEI A351K Po coMc Kol Menep anim 1
(1H) ¢ rocymap cTEEHHOrD A3EEA PO Ha MHDCTp aHHEEH| - Ble)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeBeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHCEMEHH 0H hopMax Ha MHOCTPaHH oM{BIX) 235ke(ax) 1 odopMIIeHM & MHCEMEHH DI PEUM [PAMOTHD, B COOTE ETCTEHK
C MPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad iy M MyHETY aUHH, CoCTRBETe HeBOMEIOH MNepeckKas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMAry.

[ remember going to the British Museum one day to read up the treatment for some slight ailment. [ got down the
book and read all [ came to read; and then, in an unthinking moment, [ idly turned the leaves and began to study
diseases, generally. [ forgot which was the first, and before [ had glanced half down the list of "premonitory symptoms”, [
was sure that [ had got it

I sat for a while frozen with horror; and then in despair I' again turned over the pages. [ came to typhoid fever —
read the symptoms — discovered that [ had typhoid fever— began to get interested in my case, and so started
alphabetically. Cholera [ had, with severe complications; and diphtheria [ seemed to have been born with. I looked
through the twenty-six letters, and the only disease [ had not got was housemaid's knee. [ sat and thought what an
interesting case [ must be from a medical point of view. Studentswould have no need to "walk the hospitals” if they had
me. ['was a hospital in myself. All they need do would be towalkround me, and, after that, take their diploma.

Then [wondered how long [had to live. [ tried to examine myself. [ felt my pulse. [ could not at first feel any pulse at
all Then, all of a sudden, it seemed to start off [ pulled out my watch and timed it [made it a hundred and forty-seven
to the minute. [ tried to feel my heart. [ could not feel my heart. It had stopped beating. [ patted myself all over my front,
from what [ call my waist up tomy head but [ could not feel or hear anything. [ tried tolook at my tongue. [stuck it out as
far as ever it would go, and [ shut one eye and tried to examine it with the other. [ could only see the tip, but I felt more
certain than before that [ had scarlet fever. had walked into the reading-room a happy, healthy man. [ crawled out a
miserable wreck. ['went to my medical man. He is an old chum of mine, and feels my pulse, and looks at my tongue, and
talks about the weather, all for nothing, when [ fancy, I'm ill. So [ went straight up and saw him, and he said:

“Well, what's the matter with you?" [ said:

“I'will not take up your time, dear boy, with telling you what is the matter with me. Life is short and you might pass
away before [ had finished. But 1 will tell you what is not the matter with me. Everything else, however, [ have got." And [
told him how [ came to discover it all, Then he opened me and looked down me, and took hold of my wrist, and then he
hit me over the chest when [ wasn't expecting it — a cowardly thing to do, [ call it After that, he sat down and wrote out a
prescription, and folded it up and gave it me, and [ put it in my pocket and went out. [ did not open it, [ took it to the
nearest chemist's, and handed it in. The man read it, and then handed it back. He said he didn't keep it.

[ said: "You are a chemist?"

He said: "l ama chemist. If [ was a co-operative stores and family hotel combined, I might be able to oblige you "

Iread the prescription. [t ran: "11b. beefsteak, with 1 pt. bitter beer every six hours. 1 ten-mile walk every morming. 1
bed at 11 sharp every night. And don't stuff up your head with things you don't understand”

[ followed the directions with the happy result that my life was preserved and is still going on.

CHTyauHOHHOe 3aaaHHe N22

BRINOIHKUTE MEpeB0] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOrD|-bIX) HA rocyIapeTEeHHENH 235K PoccHiickod defepartiy M (1)
C COCYLAPCTEEHHOTD A36HA P Ha MHoCTpaHHENA(-bie). OBRICHUTE CIyYa yroTpeblesna RoHCTpyEDHK Conditional
Sentences (2,3)

1. Ecnmi BRI f U B BONBMOM COPole, 4 BB KAMIEIH TeHE e30un Ha MeTpo. 2. If we could ski we would go to the
mountains. 3. 4 6u yIUBUICA, ecTH BBl oH MpHIen Bospemda. 4. You could save fime if you workied from home. 5 Ecm
BEl 4 3HATNA ee MMA, 4 Okl Tebe crasana. 6. If [ hadn't been late for the test, [ wouldn't have failed it. 7. Ecmw 6E1 I
yrepOHee YUMNACE OHA Be cpana sw3amed. 8. If [ hadn't been sick, we would have gone to Mexico. 9 f 61 TeGe
MOBEPHIA, ECTTH BB TE He Bpan MHe paHeme. 10. [ would have shown you my project if [ had finished it.

TMHCEMEHHBIH OMPOC

Bonpoc1 [MoyeMy HEKOTOPEIE [MATDIIEL COCT 0AHKHA HelE3d HCNoNE30BATE Bo BpeMeHax Continuous?




Bompoc 2 Karme IonolHUTeIEHEIE C110C00E BEIPaXeHHA By AVIIETD BpEMEHH B AHTTTHI CHOM BEI
3HaeTe?

Bonpoc 3 KaKue THITE CIIOBHEX MPeII0REHHHA CYIIECTEYIOT B aH M ACKOM A3EIKE?

Bonpoc 4 KaKue cymecTEMTENEHEIE He IO AT 0BIeMy MpaBHTy?

Bonpoc 5

B KAKMX CITYY a0 MCTIONE3YETCd A0 CHEHEIN 3371077




BAPHAHT 3

dopmupyeman(pie) (onenusaeman(bie)) RoMneTer ip apw )

VE-4 CnocofeH ocylecTEIATE e 0BVE KOMMYHMKALIMI B YCTHOH M MUCEM eHHOH $OpMAX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHH OM
A3nIKe PoccHiTcHOH el epaiuy B MHOCTPasHoM (B1x) a3sme(ax)

dopMupyemMble (O0eHHEaeMble) HEIHKATO PBI J0CTHMKEHHA KOMI e TeH [HI:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETOBYEY KOMMYHMEALHMIO B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH 0 fopMax
Ha HMHOCTpaHHOM(EX) #3piKe(ax), odOpMIATE MHMCEMEHHYKY peub TPaMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMH € MPABHIAMH
op horpadHH HNYHKTYalHH

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTO! - B0y HA MOCYIAPC TESHHEI A351K Po coMc Kol Menep anim 1
(1H) ¢ rocymap cTEEHHOrD A3EEA PO Ha MHDCTp aHHEEH| - Ble)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeBeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHCEMEHH 0H hopMax Ha MHOCTPaHH oM{BIX) 235ke(ax) 1 odopMIIeHM & MHCEMEHH DI PEUM [PAMOTHD, B COOTE ETCTEHK
C MPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad iy M MyHETY aUHH, CoCTRBETe HeBOMEIOH MNepeckKas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMAry.

[ remember going to the British Museum one day to read up the treatment for some slight ailment. [ got down the
book and read all [ came to read; and then, in an unthinking moment, [ idly turned the leaves and began to study
diseases, generally. [ forgot which was the first, and before [ had glanced half down the list of "premonitory symptoms”, [
was sure that [ had got it

I sat for a while frozen with horror; and then in despair I' again turned over the pages. [ came to typhoid fever —
read the symptoms — discovered that [ had typhoid fever— began to get interested in my case, and so started
alphabetically. Cholera [ had, with severe complications; and diphtheria [ seemed to have been born with. I looked
through the twenty-six letters, and the only disease [ had not got was housemaid's knee. [ sat and thought what an
interesting case [ must be from a medical point of view. Studentswould have no need to "walk the hospitals” if they had
me. ['was a hospital in myself. All they need do would be towalkround me, and, after that, take their diploma.

Then [wondered how long [had to live. [ tried to examine myself. [ felt my pulse. [ could not at first feel any pulse at
all Then, all of a sudden, it seemed to start off [ pulled out my watch and timed it [made it a hundred and forty-seven
to the minute. [ tried to feel my heart. [ could not feel my heart. It had stopped beating. [ patted myself all over my front,
from what [ call my waist up tomy head but [ could not feel or hear anything. [ tried tolook at my tongue. [stuck it out as
far as ever it would go, and [ shut one eye and tried to examine it with the other. [ could only see the tip, but I felt more
certain than before that [ had scarlet fever. had walked into the reading-room a happy, healthy man. [ crawled out a
miserable wreck. ['went to my medical man. He is an old chum of mine, and feels my pulse, and looks at my tongue, and
talks about the weather, all for nothing, when [ fancy, I'm ill. So [ went straight up and saw him, and he said:

“Well, what's the matter with you?" [ said:

“I'will not take up your time, dear boy, with telling you what is the matter with me. Life is short and you might pass
away before [ had finished. But 1 will tell you what is not the matter with me. Everything else, however, [ have got." And [
told him how [ came to discover it all, Then he opened me and looked down me, and took hold of my wrist, and then he
hit me over the chest when [ wasn't expecting it — a cowardly thing to do, [ call it After that, he sat down and wrote out a
prescription, and folded it up and gave it me, and [ put it in my pocket and went out. [ did not open it, [ took it to the
nearest chemist's, and handed it in. The man read it, and then handed it back. He said he didn't keep it.

[ said: "You are a chemist?"

He said: "l ama chemist. If [ was a co-operative stores and family hotel combined, I might be able to oblige you "

Iread the prescription. [t ran: "11b. beefsteak, with 1 pt. bitter beer every six hours. 1 ten-mile walk every morming. 1
bed at 11 sharp every night. And don't stuff up your head with things you don't understand”

[ followed the directions with the happy result that my life was preserved and is still going on.

CHTyauHOHHOe 3aaaHHe N22

BRINOIHKUTE MEpeB0] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOrD|-bIX) HA rocyIapeTEeHHENH 235K PoccHiickod defepartiy M (1)
C COCYLAPCTEEHHOTD A36HA P Ha MHoCTpaHHENA(-bie). OBRICHUTE CIyYa yroTpeblesna RoHCTpyEDHK Conditional
Sentences (2,3)

1. Ecnmi BRI f U B BONBMOM COPole, 4 BB KAMIEIH TeHE e30un Ha MeTpo. 2. If we could ski we would go to the
mountains. 3. 4 6u yIUBUICA, ecTH BBl oH MpHIen Bospemda. 4. You could save fime if you workied from home. 5 Ecm
BEl 4 3HATNA ee MMA, 4 Okl Tebe crasana. 6. If [ hadn't been late for the test, [ wouldn't have failed it. 7. Ecmw 6E1 I
yrepOHee YUMNACE OHA Be cpana sw3amed. 8. If [ hadn't been sick, we would have gone to Mexico. 9 f 61 TeGe
MOBEPHIA, ECTTH BB TE He Bpan MHe paHeme. 10. [ would have shown you my project if [ had finished it.

TMHCEMEHHBIH OMPOC

Bonpoc1 B HAHMX CNYYIAAX MCTIONE3Y eTCH HeoNpele e HH BIH ApTHEIE?




Bonpoc 2 Ha uto Heobx oMo 0 BpallaTE BHHM AHME TIPH e eB 0J1e ITPe I (5 8H M7
Bonpoc 3 Kar oBpazyercd corMacoBaHKe BPEMeH B AHTIIHI CKOM A3EIHe?
Borpoc 4 Korna ynoTpebnamTed oM ellaHHEIE TH LI ITPHIATOUHBIX TP eNI0HFEHHH B aHTTTHICKOM

A3BEHE?

Bonpoc 5

Ia Yero MO oNE3YETCA Yol OBHEIE TIPETI OMEHHA B SHIIMH CHOM A3LIKe?




BAPHAHT 4

dopmupyeman(pie) (onenusaeman(bie)) RoMneTer ip apw )

VE-4 CnocofeH ocylecTEIATE e 0BVE KOMMYHMKALIMI B YCTHOH M MUCEM eHHOH $OpMAX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHH OM
A3nIKe PoccHiTcHOH el epaiuy B MHOCTPasHoM (B1x) a3sme(ax)

dopMupyemMble (O0eHHEaeMble) HEIHKATO PBI J0CTHMKEHHA KOMI e TeH [HI:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETOBYEY KOMMYHMEALHMIO B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH 0 fopMax
Ha HMHOCTpaHHOM(EX) #3piKe(ax), odOpMIATE MHMCEMEHHYKY peub TPaMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMH € MPABHIAMH
op horpadHH HNYHKTYalHH

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTO! - B0y HA MOCYIAPC TESHHEI A351K Po coMc Kol Menep anim 1
(1H) ¢ rocymap cTEEHHOrD A3EEA PO Ha MHDCTp aHHEEH| - Ble)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeBeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHCEMEHH 0H hopMax Ha MHOCTPaHH oM{BIX) 235ke(ax) 1 odopMIIeHM & MHCEMEHH DI PEUM [PAMOTHD, B COOTE ETCTEHK
C MPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad iy M MyHETY aUHH, CoCTRBETe HeBOMEIOH MNepeckKas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMAry.

[ remember going to the British Museum one day to read up the treatment for some slight ailment. [ got down the
book and read all [ came to read; and then, in an unthinking moment, [ idly turned the leaves and began to study
diseases, generally. [ forgot which was the first, and before [ had glanced half down the list of "premonitory symptoms”, [
was sure that [ had got it

I sat for a while frozen with horror; and then in despair I' again turned over the pages. [ came to typhoid fever —
read the symptoms — discovered that [ had typhoid fever— began to get interested in my case, and so started
alphabetically. Cholera [ had, with severe complications; and diphtheria [ seemed to have been born with. I looked
through the twenty-six letters, and the only disease [ had not got was housemaid's knee. [ sat and thought what an
interesting case [ must be from a medical point of view. Studentswould have no need to "walk the hospitals” if they had
me. ['was a hospital in myself. All they need do would be towalkround me, and, after that, take their diploma.

Then [wondered how long [had to live. [ tried to examine myself. [ felt my pulse. [ could not at first feel any pulse at
all Then, all of a sudden, it seemed to start off [ pulled out my watch and timed it [made it a hundred and forty-seven
to the minute. [ tried to feel my heart. [ could not feel my heart. It had stopped beating. [ patted myself all over my front,
from what [ call my waist up tomy head but [ could not feel or hear anything. [ tried tolook at my tongue. [stuck it out as
far as ever it would go, and [ shut one eye and tried to examine it with the other. [ could only see the tip, but I felt more
certain than before that [ had scarlet fever. had walked into the reading-room a happy, healthy man. [ crawled out a
miserable wreck. ['went to my medical man. He is an old chum of mine, and feels my pulse, and looks at my tongue, and
talks about the weather, all for nothing, when [ fancy, I'm ill. So [ went straight up and saw him, and he said:

“Well, what's the matter with you?" [ said:

“I'will not take up your time, dear boy, with telling you what is the matter with me. Life is short and you might pass
away before [ had finished. But 1 will tell you what is not the matter with me. Everything else, however, [ have got." And [
told him how [ came to discover it all, Then he opened me and looked down me, and took hold of my wrist, and then he
hit me over the chest when [ wasn't expecting it — a cowardly thing to do, [ call it After that, he sat down and wrote out a
prescription, and folded it up and gave it me, and [ put it in my pocket and went out. [ did not open it, [ took it to the
nearest chemist's, and handed it in. The man read it, and then handed it back. He said he didn't keep it.

[ said: "You are a chemist?"

He said: "l ama chemist. If [ was a co-operative stores and family hotel combined, I might be able to oblige you "

Iread the prescription. [t ran: "11b. beefsteak, with 1 pt. bitter beer every six hours. 1 ten-mile walk every morming. 1
bed at 11 sharp every night. And don't stuff up your head with things you don't understand”

[ followed the directions with the happy result that my life was preserved and is still going on.

CHTyauHOHHOe 3aaaHHe N22

BRINOIHKUTE MEpeB0] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOrD|-bIX) HA rocyIapeTEeHHENH 235K PoccHiickod defepartiy M (1)
C COCYLAPCTEEHHOTD A36HA P Ha MHoCTpaHHENA(-bie). OBRICHUTE CIyYa yroTpeblesna RoHCTpyEDHK Conditional
Sentences (2,3)

1. Ecnmi BRI f U B BONBMOM COPole, 4 BB KAMIEIH TeHE e30un Ha MeTpo. 2. If we could ski we would go to the
mountains. 3. 4 6u yIUBUICA, ecTH BBl oH MpHIen Bospemda. 4. You could save fime if you workied from home. 5 Ecm
BEl 4 3HATNA ee MMA, 4 Okl Tebe crasana. 6. If [ hadn't been late for the test, [ wouldn't have failed it. 7. Ecmw 6E1 I
yrepOHee YUMNACE OHA Be cpana sw3amed. 8. If [ hadn't been sick, we would have gone to Mexico. 9 f 61 TeGe
MOBEPHIA, ECTTH BB TE He Bpan MHe paHeme. 10. [ would have shown you my project if [ had finished it.

TMHCEMEHHBIH OMPOC

Bompoc 1 B KaKoH dopMe DOMHHE P OKOTH T TeBATE] H A T 3K THY & CHMX 3AHATHAY MEKIY



CTYIeHTaMH?

KaKMe NpUCTABKK MCTIOIE3VEOT 0 TIPH CNIOB00DPA30EAHWH IIAMDII0E, CYIIEC TEMTEIEH BIX,

Bonpoc 2 i

HapeYHH H NP HIaraTelbH b7
Bompoc 3 Yen oTIHYAETCA CI0B0D BPA30BaAHHE NPH MOMOLIH TPHCTABOK OT JPYTHX MEeToA0R?
Bonpoc 4 Kar obpa3yioTea MpHIAraTeTEHEE?

Bonpoc 5

KaKue NpaBMITa MyHETYALHE UCIIOEIVITCA PH NPAMOH H KOCBEHH O peday?




BAPHAHT 5

dopmupyeman(pie) (onenusaeman(bie)) RoMneTer ip apw )

VE-4 CnocofeH ocylecTEIATE e 0BVE KOMMYHMKALIMI B YCTHOH M MUCEM eHHOH $OpMAX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHH OM
A3nIKe PoccHiTcHOH el epaiuy B MHOCTPasHoM (B1x) a3sme(ax)

dopMupyemMble (O0eHHEaeMble) HEIHKATO PBI J0CTHMKEHHA KOMI e TeH [HI:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETOBYEY KOMMYHMEALHMIO B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH 0 fopMax
Ha HMHOCTpaHHOM(EX) #3piKe(ax), odOpMIATE MHMCEMEHHYKY peub TPaMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMH € MPABHIAMH
op horpadHH HNYHKTYalHH

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTO! - B0y HA MOCYIAPC TESHHEI A351K Po coMc Kol Menep anim 1
(1H) ¢ rocymap cTEEHHOrD A3EEA PO Ha MHDCTp aHHEEH| - Ble)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeBeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHCEMEHH 0H hopMax Ha MHOCTPaHH oM{BIX) 235ke(ax) 1 odopMIIeHM & MHCEMEHH DI PEUM [PAMOTHD, B COOTE ETCTEHK
C MPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad iy M MyHETY aUHH, CoCTRBETe HeBOMEIOH MNepeckKas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMAry.

[ remember going to the British Museum one day to read up the treatment for some slight ailment. [ got down the
book and read all [ came to read; and then, in an unthinking moment, [ idly turned the leaves and began to study
diseases, generally. [ forgot which was the first, and before [ had glanced half down the list of "premonitory symptoms”, [
was sure that [ had got it

I sat for a while frozen with horror; and then in despair I' again turned over the pages. [ came to typhoid fever —
read the symptoms — discovered that [ had typhoid fever— began to get interested in my case, and so started
alphabetically. Cholera [ had, with severe complications; and diphtheria [ seemed to have been born with. I looked
through the twenty-six letters, and the only disease [ had not got was housemaid's knee. [ sat and thought what an
interesting case [ must be from a medical point of view. Studentswould have no need to "walk the hospitals” if they had
me. ['was a hospital in myself. All they need do would be towalkround me, and, after that, take their diploma.

Then [wondered how long [had to live. [ tried to examine myself. [ felt my pulse. [ could not at first feel any pulse at
all Then, all of a sudden, it seemed to start off [ pulled out my watch and timed it [made it a hundred and forty-seven
to the minute. [ tried to feel my heart. [ could not feel my heart. It had stopped beating. [ patted myself all over my front,
from what [ call my waist up tomy head but [ could not feel or hear anything. [ tried tolook at my tongue. [stuck it out as
far as ever it would go, and [ shut one eye and tried to examine it with the other. [ could only see the tip, but I felt more
certain than before that [ had scarlet fever. had walked into the reading-room a happy, healthy man. [ crawled out a
miserable wreck. ['went to my medical man. He is an old chum of mine, and feels my pulse, and looks at my tongue, and
talks about the weather, all for nothing, when [ fancy, I'm ill. So [ went straight up and saw him, and he said:

“Well, what's the matter with you?" [ said:

“I'will not take up your time, dear boy, with telling you what is the matter with me. Life is short and you might pass
away before [ had finished. But 1 will tell you what is not the matter with me. Everything else, however, [ have got." And [
told him how [ came to discover it all, Then he opened me and looked down me, and took hold of my wrist, and then he
hit me over the chest when [ wasn't expecting it — a cowardly thing to do, [ call it After that, he sat down and wrote out a
prescription, and folded it up and gave it me, and [ put it in my pocket and went out. [ did not open it, [ took it to the
nearest chemist's, and handed it in. The man read it, and then handed it back. He said he didn't keep it.

[ said: "You are a chemist?"

He said: "l ama chemist. If [ was a co-operative stores and family hotel combined, I might be able to oblige you "

Iread the prescription. [t ran: "11b. beefsteak, with 1 pt. bitter beer every six hours. 1 ten-mile walk every morming. 1
bed at 11 sharp every night. And don't stuff up your head with things you don't understand”

[ followed the directions with the happy result that my life was preserved and is still going on.

CHTyauHOHHOe 3aaaHHe N22

BRINOIHKUTE MEpeB0] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOrD|-bIX) HA rocyIapeTEeHHENH 235K PoccHiickod defepartiy M (1)
C COCYLAPCTEEHHOTD A36HA P Ha MHoCTpaHHENA(-bie). OBRICHUTE CIyYa yroTpeblesna RoHCTpyEDHK Conditional
Sentences (2,3)

1. Ecnmi BRI f U B BONBMOM COPole, 4 BB KAMIEIH TeHE e30un Ha MeTpo. 2. If we could ski we would go to the
mountains. 3. 4 6u yIUBUICA, ecTH BBl oH MpHIen Bospemda. 4. You could save fime if you workied from home. 5 Ecm
BEl 4 3HATNA ee MMA, 4 Okl Tebe crasana. 6. If [ hadn't been late for the test, [ wouldn't have failed it. 7. Ecmw 6E1 I
yrepOHee YUMNACE OHA Be cpana sw3amed. 8. If [ hadn't been sick, we would have gone to Mexico. 9 f 61 TeGe
MOBEPHIA, ECTTH BB TE He Bpan MHe paHeme. 10. [ would have shown you my project if [ had finished it.

TMHCEMEHHBIH OMPOC

Bompoc 1 KaxuM 0Bpa3oM obocobI AT NpU AT (MHEIE TIPEU HKEH MH BDEMEHH M YCIIDBHA B



BHITMHACKOM A3kIKE?

Bonpoc 2 Onavers MO oIs3yIoTed Hapeua YacToTRIT

Bonpoc 3 Kar obpasyeTca naccHEHEIH 337107 B0 BCEX BPEMEHAX M KOHCTPYHLMAX B aHIMTHHACKOM A3LIHe?
Bomnpoc 4 Korma M B KK MY THIAX TP e U 0 eH HH yroTpebnaetcea rmaron shall?

Bompocs Karwe coy4uad ynoTpebneHHa yeIoBHEN NP eNI0HeHH A B PEANTEHEIX M Hep e alkHbIX

CHTYalHAX Bbl MOXETE Ha3BATE?




Bapuaxmubi 3adaHuii dna koHmponsHoi padombi N2 9

BAPHAHT1

dopmupyeman(sie) (onenusaeman(pie)) romnererup a(pm)

VE-4 CnocofeH ocyLecTBIATE e 0BYE KOMMYHHKALMI B YCTHOH M MHCEM eHHOH $OpMAaX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHHOM
A35IKe PoccHilcHOH el epaiiiy ¥ MHOCTPRHHoM (B1X) a3sme(ax)

dopMupyeMble (oL eHHEAEMBIE) HEIHEATO PBI AOCTHHSHHA KOMITSTEH ITHIL:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETIOBYEY KOMMYHMEALIMI B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH O fopMax
Ha HHOCTpaHHOM(ED!) fA3bKe(ax), odopMIATE MUCEMEHHYE) peuUbL TPAMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMM C MPABMITAMH
opdorpadHi M NYHETY ALK

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOE C MHOCTPAHHOTO!-BDy) HA MOCYIAPC TEEHHEI A351K Po coMAc Kol Menep anim 1
(1H) ¢ rocymap cTEEHHOrD A3EEA PO Ha MHDCTp aHHEEH| - Ble)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeEeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHMCEMEHH 0H hopMax Ha MHOCTPaHH oM|B1x) 3sme(ax) 1 odopMIeHM & MHCEMEHH O PEYH [PaMOTHD, B COOTE ETCTEHK
C NPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad i M NMyHETY aUMH. CoCTRBETe He oI EILIOH NepeckKas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMAry.

In June, Diane visited her friends who live in San Francisco, California. This was Diane's first time in the rity, and
she enjoyed her opportunities to walk around and explore.

On the first day of her trip, Diane visited the Golden Gate Bridge. This red suspension bridge measures 17 miles in
length. Diane and her friends did not walk across the bridge. However, they viewed it from the Golden Gate National
Recreation Area, which offers hiking trails, picnicking areas, and presents spectacular views of the bridge and city.
Diane and her friends made sure to take a group photograph here, featuring the bridge in the background.

The next day, Diane and her friends visited Alcatraz Island. This island is located 1.25 miles offshore in the San
Francisco Bay. It used to serve as a lighthouse, military fort, and prison. Diane and her friends took a small tour boat
across bay to reach the island. Their visit included a guided tour through the old military base and prison. They also took
a walk around the island to appreciate some of the native wildlife in addition to the views of the city. Diane and her
friends spent the final day of her visit in San Francisco's downtown area. Diane's favorite part of her entire trip was
taking atrolley to transport her up and down the hilly streets of San Francisco. Diane did a lot of shopping downtown on
her last day. She and her friends celebrated the end of her visit by having dinner at one of San Francisco's best
restaurants.

CHTyauHOoHHOe 3aaHHe N22

BRINOIHKTE MEPEB0] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOr0(-BIX) HA rocyIapeTEeHHENH 235K PoccHiickod denepaniuy M (1)
£ FOCYOap CTEEHH Or0 A36IKA P HA MHO CTP aHHEIA(-ble). OBBacHMTe Cyuad ynotpebnenus Modal Verbs.

1. She might be coming home right now. 2. CTOMT eMy 33KaHYMEBATE 3T0 3anaHMe? 3. She needn't work as her
parents father is rich. 4. Kax TeI cMeelllk FoBOPHTE CO MHOM? 5. You didn't need to go there. 6. OHM T0DHHEL BEITH Ve
3ACENMTECA B 0TeNb. 7 Mary ought to practice more to enter the university. 8. Mory TH 4 oJ0IDEMTE TEOH KOHCTIERT
ceromHA Beuepom? 8 ¥ou should return the book before the library closes. 10. Tl MoMelIE 0TEE3ITH MeHA B BONEHMIY?

TMHCEM EHHBIH OMPOC
Bonpoc 1 KarMe KOMMYHHEALH OHHEIE HRBEIKH PA3BMEBRIOTCA MPH VIACTHH B TebaTax y cTyIeHToB?
Bonpoc 2 Hax cTpyRTYPa MOTHEAIMOHHOTO MHCEM & OTIIHYaeTCd 0T CONpoBOIHTEIRH Or0?
Bonmpoc 3 Kar obpasywTed Npolleniiie BpeM eHA BO BOEX THITAX I pe U 00 eH Hi?
Bonpoc 4 B HAKMX CNYYIAAY MCTIONE3VIOTCA MHPHHHUTHE M MepyHIHHA?
Bonpoc 5 B HAKMX CNYIAAX HCTIONE3YeTCd Heopele NeHH BIH ApTHEIE?




BAPHAHT 2

dopmupyeman(sie) (onenusaeman(pie)) romneTer up a(pm)

VE-4 CnocofeH ocylecTEIATE e 0BVE KOMMYHMKALIMI B YCTHOH M MUCEM eHHOH $OpMAX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHH OM
A3nIKe PoccHiTcHOH el epaiuy B MHOCTPasHoM (B1x) a3sme(ax)

dopMupyemMble (O0eHHEaeMble) HEIHKATO PBI J0CTHMKEHHA KOMI e TeH [HI:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETOBYEY KOMMYHMEALHMIO B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH 0 fopMax
Ha HMHOCTpaHHOM(EX) #3piKe(ax), odOpMIATE MHMCEMEHHYKY peub TPaMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMH € MPABHIAMH
op horpadHH HNYHKTYalHH

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTO! - B0y HA MOCYIAPC TESHHEI A351K Po coMc Kol Menep anim 1
(1H) ¢ rocymap cTEEHHOrD A3EEA PO Ha MHDCTp aHHEEH| - Ble)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeBeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHCEMEHH 0H hopMax Ha MHOCTPaHH oM{BIX) 235ke(ax) 1 odopMIIeHM & MHCEMEHH DI PEUM [PAMOTHD, B COOTE ETCTEHK
C MPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad iy M MyHETY aUHH, CoCTRBETe HeBOEIOH MNepeckas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMArY.

In June, Diane visited her friends who live in San Francisco, California. This was Diane's first time in the rity, and
she enjoyed her opportunities to walk around and explore.

On the first day of her trip, Diane visited the Golden Gate Bridge. This red suspension bridge measures 17 miles in
length. Diane and her friends did not walk across the bridge. However, they viewed it from the Golden Gate National
Recreation Area, which offers hiking trails, picnicking areas, and presents spectacular views of the bridge and city.
Diane and her friends made sure to take a group photograph here, featuring the bridge in the background.

The next day, Diane and her friends visited Alcatraz Island. This island is located 1.25 miles offshore in the San
Francisco Bay. It used to serve as a lighthouse, military fort, and prison. Diane and her friends took a small tour boat
across bay to reach the island. Their visit included a guided tour through the old military base and prison. They also took
a walk around the island to appreciate some of the native wildlife in addition to the views of the city. Diane and her
friends spent the final day of her visit in San Francisco's downtown area. Diane's favorite part of her entire trip was
taking atrolley to transport her up and down the hilly streets of San Francisco. Diane did a lot of shopping downtown on
her last day. She and her friends celebrated the end of her visit by having dinner at one of San Francisco's best
restaurants.

CHTyauHOoHHOe 3aaaHHe N22

BRIMNOIHKTE MEpeB0] TERCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOrD|-biX) HA rocyIapcTEeHHENH 235K PoccHiickol Mefepanuy M (1)
£ FOCYOap CTEEHH Or0 361KA P HA MHO CTp aHHEIA(-ble). OBBacHMTe cyuad ynotpebnenua Modal Verbs.

1. She might be coming home right now. 2. CTOMT eMy 33KaHYMEBATE 3T0 3anaHMe? 3. She needn't work as her
parents father is rich. 4. Kax ThI cMeells roBOpMTE co MHOH? 5 You didn't need to go there. 6. OHH I0IDEHE! BEUTH YHEE
IACENUTECA B OTeNk. 7 Mary ought to practice more to enter the university. 8. Mory 1H 4 oIo/IHTE TROH KOHCIIEKT
ceronHA Beuepom? 8 ¥ou should return the book before the library closes. 10. Tkl MoMRelllk 0TEEITH M eHA B BONEHKHIY?

TMHCEMEHHBIH OMPOC

Bonpoc1 Ha uTo HeobxomHMo 0 BpallATE BHHM AHHE TPH e eB OJ1E ITPe I 00 8H M7

Bompoc 2 B Kamix cy4 aqx HCNoIE3yeTed Nep el aua NPHKA30E BOCKIMLUAHHEH, KPATHHX OTEETOE B
BONPOCHTEEHEIX APNEIEOE B KOCBEHHOH PeTH,

Bompoc 3 Karue darTophl HyHHO VUUTEIBATE MPH COCTABNEHHH Pe30Me HA 3HITHHA CHOM A3EIEe?

Bonpoc 4 YeM HOCBEHH a4 PeEb OTIHMYALTCH 0T TPAMOH?

Bortpoc 5 Haroro cTHNA cIeqyeT NpHIepHHEATRCA NPH BeJeHHH JeI0BRIX BCTPEY H TP OX0M TEHHH
cobecedoBaHHA?




BAPHAHT 3

dopmupyeman(pie) (onenusaeman(bie)) RoMneTer ip apw )

VE-4 CnocofeH ocylecTEIATE e 0BVE KOMMYHMKALIMI B YCTHOH M MUCEM eHHOH $OpMAX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHH OM
A3sIKe PoccHiicroi Qelepauy M HHocTpaHHoM (eix) a3eme(ax)

dopMupyemMble (O0eHHEaeMble) HEIHKATO PBI J0CTHMKEHHA KOMI e TeH [HI:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETOBYEY KOMMYHMEALHMIO B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH 0 fopMax
Ha WHOCTpaHHOM(ED:) fA3piKe(ax), odopMIATE MUCEMEHHYID pPeubL TPAMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMM C TPABHITAMH
op horpadHH HNYHKTYalHH

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTO! - B0y HA MOCYIAPC TESHHEI A351K Po coMc Kol Menep anim 1
(MnH) c rocynapcTEeHHOrO A36IKA PO Ha MH oCTpaHHE(-Ele)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeBeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHCEMEHH 0H hopMax Ha MHOCTPaHH oM{BIX) 235ke(ax) 1 odopMIIeHM & MHCEMEHH DI PEUM [PAMOTHD, B COOTE ETCTEHK
C MPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad iy M MyHETY aUHH, CoCTRBETe HeBOEIOH MNepeckas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMArY.

In June, Diane visited her friends who live in San Francisco, California. This was Diane's first time in the rity, and
she enjoyed her opportunities to walk around and explore.

On the first day of her trip, Diane visited the Golden Gate Bridge. This red suspension bridge measures 17 miles in
length. Diane and her friends did not walk across the bridge. However, they viewed it from the Golden Gate National
Recreation Area, which offers hiking trails, picnicking areas, and presents spectacular views of the bridge and city.
Diane and her friends made sure to take a group photograph here, featuring the bridge in the background.

The next day, Diane and her friends visited Alcatraz Island. This island is located 1.25 miles offshore in the San
Francisco Bay. It used to serve as a lighthouse, military fort, and prison. Diane and her friends took a small tour boat
across bay to reach the island. Their visit included a guided tour through the old military base and prison. They also took
a walk around the island to appreciate some of the native wildlife in addition to the views of the city. Diane and her
friends spent the final day of her visit in San Francisco's downtown area. Diane's favorite part of her entire trip was
taking atrolley to transport her up and down the hilly streets of San Francisco. Diane did a lot of shopping downtown on
her last day. She and her friends celebrated the end of her visit by having dinner at one of San Francisco's best
restaurants.

CHTyauHOoHHOe 3aaaHHe N22

BRIMNOIHKTE MEpeB0] TERCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOrD|-biX) HA rocyIapcTEeHHENH 235K PoccHiickol Mefepanuy M (1)
£ FOCYOap CTEEHH Or0 361KA P HA MHO CTp aHHEIA(-ble). OBBacHMTe cyuad ynotpebnenua Modal Verbs.

1. She might be coming home right now. 2. CTOMT eMy 33KaHYMEBATE 3T0 3anaHMe? 3. She needn't work as her
parents father is rich. 4. Kax ThI cMeells roBOpMTE co MHOH? 5 You didn't need to go there. 6. OHH I0IDEHE! BEUTH YHEE
3JACENHTECA B 0TelNk. 7 Mary ought to practice more to enter the university. 8. Mory IH a4 oJ0IDEMTE TEOH KOHCIEKT
ceronHA Beuepom? 8 ¥ou should return the book before the library closes. 10. Tkl MoMRelllk 0TEEITH M eHA B BONEHKHIY?

TMHCEMEHHBIH OMPOC
Bonpoc1 YTp TAKOR A0 CHEHEIH 3371007
Bonpoc 2 Kar obpa3yercd corMacoBaHKe BPeMeH B AHTIIHI CHOM A3EIHe?
Bonpoc 3 Kar obpa3yioTea BONpoCHTENEHEIR TP eTIHEH U B KOCEEHH OH peuH?
Bonpoc 4 B Hamiy oyd aax MCNoIE3yeTed Mep el a4 a MpHEa 308, P ockh Tpe L Iome HMHA ?
Bompoc 5 B HAKMX CNYYAAY HCMONE3VEOTCA MHPHMHHTHE M MPHYACTHE B KOHCTPYEUMHE Complex Object"?




BAPHAHT 4

dopmupyeman(pie) (onenusaeman(bie)) RoMneTer ip apw )

VE-4 CnocofeH ocylecTEIATE e 0BVE KOMMYHMKALIMI B YCTHOH M MUCEM eHHOH $OpMAX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHH OM
A3sIKe PoccHiicroi Qelepauy M HHocTpaHHoM (eix) a3eme(ax)

dopMupyemMble (O0eHHEaeMble) HEIHKATO PBI J0CTHMKEHHA KOMI e TeH [HI:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETOBYEY KOMMYHMEALHMIO B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH 0 fopMax
Ha WHOCTpaHHOM(ED:) fA3piKe(ax), odopMIATE MUCEMEHHYID pPeubL TPAMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMM C TPABHITAMH
op horpadHH HNYHKTYalHH

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTO! - B0y HA MOCYIAPC TESHHEI A351K Po coMc Kol Menep anim 1
(MnH) c rocynapcTEeHHOrO A36IKA PO Ha MH oCTpaHHE(-Ele)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeBeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHCEMEHH 0H hopMax Ha MHOCTPaHH oM{BIX) 235ke(ax) 1 odopMIIeHM & MHCEMEHH DI PEUM [PAMOTHD, B COOTE ETCTEHK
C MPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad iy M MyHETY aUHH, CoCTRBETe HeBOEIOH MNepeckas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMArY.

In June, Diane visited her friends who live in San Francisco, California. This was Diane's first time in the rity, and
she enjoyed her opportunities to walk around and explore.

On the first day of her trip, Diane visited the Golden Gate Bridge. This red suspension bridge measures 17 miles in
length. Diane and her friends did not walk across the bridge. However, they viewed it from the Golden Gate National
Recreation Area, which offers hiking trails, picnicking areas, and presents spectacular views of the bridge and city.
Diane and her friends made sure to take a group photograph here, featuring the bridge in the background.

The next day, Diane and her friends visited Alcatraz Island. This island is located 1.25 miles offshore in the San
Francisco Bay. It used to serve as a lighthouse, military fort, and prison. Diane and her friends took a small tour boat
across bay to reach the island. Their visit included a guided tour through the old military base and prison. They also took
a walk around the island to appreciate some of the native wildlife in addition to the views of the city. Diane and her
friends spent the final day of her visit in San Francisco's downtown area. Diane's favorite part of her entire trip was
taking atrolley to transport her up and down the hilly streets of San Francisco. Diane did a lot of shopping downtown on
her last day. She and her friends celebrated the end of her visit by having dinner at one of San Francisco's best
restaurants.

CHTyauHOoHHOe 3aaaHHe N22

BRIMNOIHKTE MEpeB0] TERCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOrD|-biX) HA rocyIapcTEeHHENH 235K PoccHiickol Mefepanuy M (1)
£ FOCYOap CTEEHH Or0 361KA P HA MHO CTp aHHEIA(-ble). OBBacHMTe cyuad ynotpebnenua Modal Verbs.

1. She might be coming home right now. 2. CTOMT eMy 33KaHYMEBATE 3T0 3anaHMe? 3. She needn't work as her
parents father is rich. 4. Kax ThI cMeells roBOpMTE co MHOH? 5 You didn't need to go there. 6. OHH I0IDEHE! BEUTH YHEE
3JACENHTECA B 0TelNk. 7 Mary ought to practice more to enter the university. 8. Mory IH a4 oJ0IDEMTE TEOH KOHCIEKT
ceronHA Beuepom? 8 ¥ou should return the book before the library closes. 10. Tkl MoMRelllk 0TEEITH M eHA B BONEHKHIY?

TMHCEMEHHBIH OMPOC
Bonpoc1 Kar meHawoTea dopMel 0Bpa30BaHM A MHGMHUTHER M TEPYHIHA B CIT0MHEIX TPe I IOHeHHIX?
Bonpoc 2 [na ¥ero MCoM oNB3YHTCA YOI OBHEIE TIPeIT 0MEHHA B aHIITME CHOM A3kIHe?
Bonpoc 3 Kar obpa3yioTea MpH AT HELE [TPE I 0H eH M4 BP EMEHH M YCIIDBHA?
Bonpoc 4 Karaq cTpyETYpa MCMoIE3YeTod MpH cocTAaBIeHHH el oBoro MHCEMa?
Bonpoc 5 [MoyeMy HEKOTOPEIE IMATOIIEL COCT 0AHKA HeE3d HCNoTE30BATE Bo BpeMeHax Continuous?




BAPHAHT 5

dopmupyeman(pie) (onenusaeman(bie)) RoMneTer ip apw )

VE-4 CnocofeH ocylecTEIATE e 0BVE KOMMYHMKALIMI B YCTHOH M MUCEM eHHOH $OpMAX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHH OM
A3sIKe PoccHiicroi Qelepauy M HHocTpaHHoM (eix) a3eme(ax)

dopMupyemMble (O0eHHEaeMble) HEIHKATO PBI J0CTHMKEHHA KOMI e TeH [HI:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETOBYEY KOMMYHMEALHMIO B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH 0 fopMax
Ha WHOCTpaHHOM(ED:) fA3piKe(ax), odopMIATE MUCEMEHHYID pPeubL TPAMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMM C TPABHITAMH
op horpadHH HNYHKTYalHH

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTO! - B0y HA MOCYIAPC TESHHEI A351K Po coMc Kol Menep anim 1
(MnH) c rocynapcTEeHHOrO A36IKA PO Ha MH oCTpaHHE(-Ele)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeBeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHCEMEHH 0H hopMax Ha MHOCTPaHH oM{BIX) 235ke(ax) 1 odopMIIeHM & MHCEMEHH DI PEUM [PAMOTHD, B COOTE ETCTEHK
C MPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad iy M MyHETY aUHH, CoCTRBETe HeBOEIOH MNepeckas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMArY.

In June, Diane visited her friends who live in San Francisco, California. This was Diane's first time in the rity, and
she enjoyed her opportunities to walk around and explore.

On the first day of her trip, Diane visited the Golden Gate Bridge. This red suspension bridge measures 17 miles in
length. Diane and her friends did not walk across the bridge. However, they viewed it from the Golden Gate National
Recreation Area, which offers hiking trails, picnicking areas, and presents spectacular views of the bridge and city.
Diane and her friends made sure to take a group photograph here, featuring the bridge in the background.

The next day, Diane and her friends visited Alcatraz Island. This island is located 1.25 miles offshore in the San
Francisco Bay. It used to serve as a lighthouse, military fort, and prison. Diane and her friends took a small tour boat
across bay to reach the island. Their visit included a guided tour through the old military base and prison. They also took
a walk around the island to appreciate some of the native wildlife in addition to the views of the city. Diane and her
friends spent the final day of her visit in San Francisco's downtown area. Diane's favorite part of her entire trip was
taking atrolley to transport her up and down the hilly streets of San Francisco. Diane did a lot of shopping downtown on
her last day. She and her friends celebrated the end of her visit by having dinner at one of San Francisco's best
restaurants.

CHTyauHOoHHOe 3aaaHHe N22

BRIMNOIHKTE MEpeB0] TERCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOrD|-biX) HA rocyIapcTEeHHENH 235K PoccHiickol Mefepanuy M (1)
£ FOCYOap CTEEHH Or0 361KA P HA MHO CTp aHHEIA(-ble). OBBacHMTe cyuad ynotpebnenua Modal Verbs.

1. She might be coming home right now. 2. CTOMT eMy 33KaHYMEBATE 3T0 3anaHMe? 3. She needn't work as her
parents father is rich. 4. Kax ThI cMeells roBOpMTE co MHOH? 5 You didn't need to go there. 6. OHH I0IDEHE! BEUTH YHEE
3JACENHTECA B 0TelNk. 7 Mary ought to practice more to enter the university. 8. Mory IH a4 oJ0IDEMTE TEOH KOHCIEKT
ceronHA Beuepom? 8 ¥ou should return the book before the library closes. 10. Tkl MoMRelllk 0TEEITH M eHA B BONEHKHIY?

TMHCEMEHHBIH OMPOC
Bompoc 1 Kar obpazyercd GyIyiiee BpeMda B aHITTHACKOM?
Bonpoc 2 Kar obpa3yioTea MMYHEIE M Be3NHYHEIE KOHCTPYHLFK?
Bonpoc 3 HKarue DonolHUTRIEHEIE THITE CPABEHEHN A NPHNATATeNEH BIX CYIE CTEYOT?
Bonpoc 4 Kag cTpyxTYpa MOTHEALHOHHOTD MHCEM 8 0TIHYaeTCd 0T CONpoBOIHTEIEH Or0?
Bonpoc 5 B HAKMX CNYYIAAX HCTIONE3Y eTCd HeoNpede e HH BIH ApTHEIE?




Bapuaxmei 3adaHuii dna koHmponsHol pafomsi N2 10

BAPHAHT1

dopmupyeman(pie) (onenusaeman(bie)) RoMneTer mp e )

VE-4 CnocofeH ocyLecTBIATE e 0BYE KOMMYHHKALMI B YCTHOH M MHCEM eHHOH $OpMAaX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHHOM
A35IKe PoccHilcHOH el epaiiiy ¥ MHOCTPRHHoM (B1X) a3sme(ax)

dopMupyeMble (oL eHHEAEMBIE) HEIHEATO PBI AOCTHHSHHA KOMITSTEH ITHIL:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETIOBYEY KOMMYHMEALIMI B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH O fopMax
Ha HHOCTpaHHOM(ED!) fA3bKe(ax), odopMIATE MUCEMEHHYE) peuUbL TPAMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMM C MPABMITAMH
opdorpadHi M NYHETY ALK

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOE C MHOCTPAHHOTO!-BDy) HA MOCYIAPC TEEHHEI A351K Po coMAc Kol Menep anim 1
(1H) ¢ rocymap cTEEHHOrD A3EEA PO Ha MHDCTp aHHEEH| - Ble)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeEeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHCEMEHH 0H hOoPMax Ha MHOCTPAHH oM(bIx) A3kIKe(ax) M 0t opMIIEHH & MHCEMEHH OH PEYH IPAMOTHD, B CODTE ETCTEHH
C NPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad iy U NyHETY aUMH. COCTRBETe HeBoIEILIOH Nepeckas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMAry.

“It's rather a funny story,” he said. "He wasn't a bad chap. [ liked him. He was always well-dressed and smart-
looking. He was handsome in a way, with curly hair and pink-and-white cheeks. Women thought alot of him. There was
no harm in him, you know, he was only wild. Of course, he drank too much. Those sorts of fellows always do. A bit of
money used to come in for him once a quarter and he made a bit more by cardplaying. He won a good deal of mine, [
kmow that”

Burton gave a kindly little chuckle. [ knew from my own experience that he could lose money at bridge with a good
grace. "I suppose that is why he came to me when he went broke, that and the fact that he was a namesake of mine. He
came to see me in my office one day and asked me for a job. [ was rather surprised. He told me that there was no more
money coming from home and he wanted towork. [ asked him how old he was.

"Thirty-five," he said.

"And what have you been doing hitherto?" [ asked him.

"Well, nothing very much," he said.

[ couldn't help laughing.

“I'm afraid [ can't do anything for you just yet," I said. "Come back and see me in another thirty-five years, and I'll
seewhat [cando”

He didn't move He went rather pale. He hesitated for a moment and then told me that he had had bad luck at cards
for some time. He hadn't been willing to stick to bridge, he'd been playing poker, and he'd got trimmed. He hadn't a
penny. He'd pawned everything he had. He couldn't pay his hotel bill and they wouldn't give him any more credit. He was
down and out. If he couldn't get something to do he'd have to commit suicide. [looked at him for a bit. [ could see now
that he was all to pieces. He'd been drinking more than usual and he locked fifty. The girls wouldn't have thought so
much of himif they'd seen him then.

"Well, isn't there anything you can do except play cards?" [ asked him.

“I can swim," he said.

"Swim! "

[ could hardly believe my ears; it seemed such an insane answer to give.

“I swam for my university."55

[ got some glimmering of what he was driving at. ['ve lknown too many men who were little tin gods at their
university to be impressed by it

“I'was a pretty good swimmer myself when [ was a young man,” [ said Suddenly [ had anidea. Pausing in his story,
Burton turmed to me.

“Do you know Kobe?" he asked.

“No,"[said, "Ipassedthrough it once, but [ only spent a night there "

“Then you don't know the Shioya Club. When [ was a young man [ swam from there round the beacon and landed at
the creek of Tarumi. It's over three miles and it's rather difficult on account of the currents round the beacon. Well, I told
my young namesake about it and [ said to him that ifhe'ddo it I'd give him a job. [ could see he wasrather taken aback.

“¥ou say you're a swimmer," [ said.

“I'm not invery good condition,” he answered.

[ didn't say anything. [shrugged my shoulders He looked at me for a moment and then he nodded.

“All right," he said. "When do you want me to do it?" [ looked at my watch. It was just after ten.

“The swim shouldn't take you much over an hour and a quarter. I'll drive round to the creek at half past twelve and
meet you. ['ll take you back to the clubtodress and then we'll have lunch together,”

"Done,” he said.

We shook hands. [ wished him good luck and he left me. [ had a lot of work to do that morning and [ only just
managed toget to the creek at Tarumi at half past twelve. But Ineedn't have hurried; he never turned up.”



"Didhe funkit at toe last moment?" [ asked.

“MNo, he didn't funk it. He started all right. But of course he'd ruined his constitution by drink and dissipation. The
currents round the beacon were more than he could manage. We didn't get the body for about three days" [ didn't say
anything for a moment or two, ['was a trifle shocked. Then [ asked Burton a question.

“When you made him that offer of a job, did you know he'd be drowned?”

He gave a little mild chuckle and he looked at me with those kind and candid blue eyes of his. He rubbed his chin
with his hand.

“Well, [Thadn't got a vacancy in my office at the moment."

CHTyauHOoHHOe 3aaHHe N22

BRIMOIHKTE MEPeB0] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTD!-bIX) HA rocyIapeTEeHHENR 235K PoccHilckod defepanuy M (1)
€ rocyJap CTEEHHOrO A3LIKA PO HA MHO CTPaHHEIH( - Ble). OBBACHHTE CIy4aH ynoTpebnerua Reported Speech.

1. Tom thanked them for helping him out. 2 HnoH BEIpa3HN CEOK BNAMOIAPHOCTE 38 TO, 4TO A NpHien. 3. Mary
begged his pardon for having left his encyclopedia at home. 4. OHa M3EMHUNACE Nepel YIUTENEM 38 0N030aHKe. 5 Bella
advised himto take a cab, as otherwise he might be late for the meeting. 6. OHa NMPeNNOFMIA EMY OEXATE TYIA BMECTE.
7.The man offered to bring her a glass of water. 8 PeBeHOK Y ONAT MaMy He BeCTH ero B My3ei. 8 The father urged his
daughter to take care of her little brother. 10. OHa cra3ana MHe He OTEPEIBATE NEEDE.

THCEMEHHBIH OMPOC
Bonpoc1 Karue cIydaM MCNoNk30BaHHA KOCBEHH 0H PEUH CYIIECTEYIOT B AHIMHHCKO M A3kIHe?
Bonpoc 2 Kak obpa3yercd MHOMEeCTEEHH 08 WHOI O CYILECTEHTE TEHEIX?
Bonpoc 3 B HAHMX CYYIAA MCIIONEIVETCA TMYUHEIE M B3 TMUHbIE KOHCTPYHELIFMH?
Bomnpoc 4 B marux cnydaax yroTpebnaores doprei used to/be used to/get used to?
Bompoc 5 B KaxoH $opMe D0 HHEL NP OXOIHTE A2 BATH HA M aK THY e CHHY 3aHATHAK MeEIY
CTYIeHTaMH?




BAPHAHT 2

dopmupyeman(pie) (onenusaeman(bie)) RoMneTer ip apw )

VE-4 CnocofeH ocylecTEIATE e 0BVE KOMMYHMKALIMI B YCTHOH M MUCEM eHHOH $OpMAX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHH OM
A3nIKe PoccHiTcHOH el epaiuy B MHOCTPasHoM (B1x) a3sme(ax)

dopMupyemMble (O0eHHEaeMble) HEIHKATO PBI J0CTHMKEHHA KOMI e TeH [HI:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETOBYEY KOMMYHMEALHMIO B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH 0 fopMax
Ha HMHOCTpaHHOM(EX) #3piKe(ax), odOpMIATE MHMCEMEHHYKY peub TPaMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMH € MPABHIAMH
op horpadHH HNYHKTYalHH

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTO! - B0y HA MOCYIAPC TESHHEI A351K Po coMc Kol Menep anim 1
(1H) ¢ rocymap cTEEHHOrD A3EEA PO Ha MHDCTp aHHEEH| - Ble)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeBeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHCEMEHH 0H hopMax Ha MHOCTPaHH oM{BIX) 235ke(ax) 1 odopMIIeHM & MHCEMEHH DI PEUM [PAMOTHD, B COOTE ETCTEHK
C MPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad iy M MyHETY aUHH, CoCTRBETe HeBOMELIOH MNepeckKas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMAry.

“It's rather a funny story,” he said. "He wasn't a bad chap. [ liked him. He was always well-dressed and smart-
looking. He was handsome in a way, with curly hair and pink-and-white cheeks. Women thought alot of him. There was
no harm in him, you know, he was only wild. Of course, he drank too much. Those sorts of fellows always do. A bit of
money used to come in for him once a quarter and he made a bit more by cardplaying. He won a good deal of mine, [
know that”

Burton gave a kindly little chuckle. [ knew from my own experience that he could lose money at bridge with a good
grace. "I suppose that is why he came to me when he went broke, that and the fact that he was a namesake of mine. He
came to see me in my office one day and asked me for a job. [ was rather surprised. He told me that there was no more
money coming from home and he wanted towork. [ asked him how old he was.

"Thirty-five," he said.

"And what have you been doing hitherto?" [ asked him.

“Well, nothing very much," he said.

[ couldn't help laughing.

“I'm afraid [ can't do anything for you just yet," I said. "Come back and see me in another thirty-five years, and I'll
seewhat[cando”

He didn't move He went rather pale. He hesitated for a moment and then told me that he had had bad luck at cards
for some time. He hadn't been willing to stick to bridge, he'd been playing poker, and he'd got trimmed. He hadn't a
penny. He'd pawned everything he had. He couldn't pay his hotel bill and they wouldn't give him any more credit. He was
down and out. If he couldn't get something to do he'd have to commit suicide. [looked at him for a bit. [ could see now
that he was all to pieces. He'd been drinking more than usual and he looked fifty. The girls wouldn't have thought so
much ofhimif they'd seen him then.

“Well, isn't there anything you can do except play cards?" [ asked him.

"I can swim," he said.

"Swim! "

[ could hardly believe my ears; it seemed such an insane answer to give.

“I swam for my university."55

I got some glimmering of what he was driving at. ['ve lknown too many men who were little tin gods at their
university to be impressed by it

“I'was a pretty good swimmer myself when [ was a young man," [ said. Suddenly [ had anidea. Pausing in his story,
Burton tumed to me.

“Do you know Eobe?" he asked.

“No," [ said, "Ipassed through it once, but [ only spent a night there "

“Then you don't know the Shioya Club. When [ was a young man [ swam from there round the beacon and landed at
the creek of Tarumi. It's over three miles and it's rather difficult on account of the currents round the beacon. Well, I told
my young namesake about it and [ said to him that ifhe'ddo it I'd give him a job. [ could see he was rather taken aback.

“¥ou say you're a swimmer," [ said.

“I'm not invery good condition,” he answered.

[ didn't say anything. [shrugged my shoulders He looked at me for a moment and then he nodded.

“All right," he said. "When do you want me to do it?" [ looked at my watch. It was just after ten.

“The swim shouldn't take you much over an hour and a quarter. I'll drive round to the creek at half past twelve and
meet you. ['ll take you back to the clubtodress and then we'll have lunch together,

“Done," he said.

We shook hands. [ wished him good luck and he left me. I had a lot of work to do that morning and [ only just
managed toget to the creek at Tarumi at half past twelve. But Ineedn't have hurried; he never turned up.”

"Didhe funkit at toe last moment?" [ asked.



“No, he didn't funk it. He started all right. But of course he'd ruined his constitution by drink and dissipation. The
currents round the beacon were more than he could manage. We didn't get the body for about three days" I didn't say
anything for a moment or two, ['was a trifle shocked. Then [ asked Burton a question.

“When you made him that offer of a job, did you know he'd be drowned?”

He gave a little mild chuckle and he looked at me with those kind and candid blue eyes of his. He rubbed his chin
with his hand.

“Well, [Thadn't got a vacancy in my office at the moment."

CHTyauHOHHOe 3aaaHHe N22

BRIMNOIHKUTE MEpEB0] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOrD|-bIX) HA rocyIapeTEeHHENH 235K PoccHiickod defep aituy M (1)
€ rocyJap cTEEHHOrO A36IKA PO Ha MHO CTpaHHENH| - Ble). OFRACHHTE CITy4aH ynoTpebnesua Reported Speech.

1. Tom thanked them for helping him out. 2. MnoH BrpasMn cB o0 BIATOIAPHOCTE 38 To, YTO 4 NpHmen. 3. Mary
begged his pardon for having left his encyclopedia at home. 4. O0Ha M3EMHUNTACE Nepe] YIMTENEM 38 0N030aHKe. 5 Bella
advised himto take a cab, as otherwise he might be late for the meeting. 6. OHa NPeNNOMMIA MY TOEXATE TV A BMECTE.
7. The man offered to bring her a glass of water. 8 PeBeHOK Y ONAT MaMy He BeCTH ero B My3ei. 8 The father urged his
daughter to take care of her little brother. 10. OHa cra3ana MHe He OTEPEIBATE NEEDE.

THCEMEHHBIH OMPOC
Bonmpoc1 BueM cocTOMT OTNHYHM E TPEX CPABHM TENEHEIX THIIOE MPHIAraTeILHEX T
Bonpoc 2 Karad CTPYRTYPa M OO E3VeTCA TP COCTABIEHWH CT aTei?
Bonpoc 3 Kar obpa3yoTea repyHIHH M PepyHIMA TEHEIE KOHCTPYR LHK?

KaxuM 0Bpa3oM obocoBI 0T NpU AT (MHEIE TIPEU (HKEH MH BDEMEHH U YCIIDBHA B

Bonpoc 4 B
BHITHHACKOM A3EIEe?

Bonpoc 5 Jdnavers MOn oIs3yIoTed Hapeudd YacToTRIT




BAPHAHT 3

dopmupyeman(pie) (onenusaeman(bie)) RoMneTer ip apw )

VE-4 CnocofeH ocylecTEIATE e 0BVE KOMMYHMKALIMI B YCTHOH M MUCEM eHHOH $OpMAX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHH OM
A3nIKe PoccHiTcHOH el epaiuy B MHOCTPasHoM (B1x) a3sme(ax)

dopMupyemMble (O0eHHEaeMble) HEIHKATO PBI J0CTHMKEHHA KOMI e TeH [HI:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETOBYEY KOMMYHMEALHMIO B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH 0 fopMax
Ha HMHOCTpaHHOM(EX) #3piKe(ax), odOpMIATE MHMCEMEHHYKY peub TPaMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMH € MPABHIAMH
op horpadHH HNYHKTYalHH

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTO! - B0y HA MOCYIAPC TESHHEI A351K Po coMc Kol Menep anim 1
(1H) ¢ rocymap cTEEHHOrD A3EEA PO Ha MHDCTp aHHEEH| - Ble)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeBeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHCEMEHH 0H hopMax Ha MHOCTPaHH oM{BIX) 235ke(ax) 1 odopMIIeHM & MHCEMEHH DI PEUM [PAMOTHD, B COOTE ETCTEHK
C MPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad iy M MyHETY aUHH, CoCTRBETe HeBOMELIOH MNepeckKas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMAry.

“It's rather a funny story,” he said. "He wasn't a bad chap. [ liked him. He was always well-dressed and smart-
looking. He was handsome in a way, with curly hair and pink-and-white cheeks. Women thought alot of him. There was
no harm in him, you know, he was only wild. Of course, he drank too much. Those sorts of fellows always do. A bit of
money used to come in for him once a quarter and he made a bit more by cardplaying. He won a good deal of mine, [
know that”

Burton gave a kindly little chuckle. [ knew from my own experience that he could lose money at bridge with a good
grace. "I suppose that is why he came to me when he went broke, that and the fact that he was a namesake of mine. He
came to see me in my office one day and asked me for a job. [ was rather surprised. He told me that there was no more
money coming from home and he wanted towork. [ asked him how old he was.

"Thirty-five," he said.

"And what have you been doing hitherto?" [ asked him.

“Well, nothing very much," he said.

[ couldn't help laughing.

“I'm afraid [ can't do anything for you just yet," I said. "Come back and see me in another thirty-five years, and I'll
seewhat[cando”

He didn't move He went rather pale. He hesitated for a moment and then told me that he had had bad luck at cards
for some time. He hadn't been willing to stick to bridge, he'd been playing poker, and he'd got trimmed. He hadn't a
penny. He'd pawned everything he had. He couldn't pay his hotel bill and they wouldn't give him any more credit. He was
down and out. If he couldn't get something to do he'd have to commit suicide. [looked at him for a bit. [ could see now
that he was all to pieces. He'd been drinking more than usual and he looked fifty. The girls wouldn't have thought so
much ofhimif they'd seen him then.

“Well, isn't there anything you can do except play cards?" [ asked him.

"I can swim," he said.

"Swim! "

[ could hardly believe my ears; it seemed such an insane answer to give.

“I swam for my university."55

I got some glimmering of what he was driving at. ['ve lknown too many men who were little tin gods at their
university to be impressed by it

“I'was a pretty good swimmer myself when [ was a young man," [ said. Suddenly [ had anidea. Pausing in his story,
Burton tumed to me.

“Do you know Eobe?" he asked.

“No," [ said, "Ipassed through it once, but [ only spent a night there "

“Then you don't know the Shioya Club. When [ was a young man [ swam from there round the beacon and landed at
the creek of Tarumi. It's over three miles and it's rather difficult on account of the currents round the beacon. Well, I told
my young namesake about it and [ said to him that ifhe'ddo it I'd give him a job. [ could see he was rather taken aback.

“¥ou say you're a swimmer," [ said.

“I'm not invery good condition,” he answered.

[ didn't say anything. [shrugged my shoulders He looked at me for a moment and then he nodded.

“All right," he said. "When do you want me to do it?" [ looked at my watch. It was just after ten.

“The swim shouldn't take you much over an hour and a quarter. I'll drive round to the creek at half past twelve and
meet you. ['ll take you back to the clubtodress and then we'll have lunch together,

“Done," he said.

We shook hands. [ wished him good luck and he left me. I had a lot of work to do that morning and [ only just
managed toget to the creek at Tarumi at half past twelve. But Ineedn't have hurried; he never turned up.”

"Didhe funkit at toe last moment?" [ asked.



“No, he didn't funk it. He started all right. But of course he'd ruined his constitution by drink and dissipation. The
currents round the beacon were more than he could manage. We didn't get the body for about three days" I didn't say
anything for a moment or two, ['was a trifle shocked. Then [ asked Burton a question.

“When you made him that offer of a job, did you know he'd be drowned?”

He gave a little mild chuckle and he looked at me with those kind and candid blue eyes of his. He rubbed his chin
with his hand.

“Well, [Thadn't got a vacancy in my office at the moment."

CHTyauHOHHOe 3aaaHHe N22

BRIMNOIHKUTE MEpEB0] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOrD|-bIX) HA rocyIapeTEeHHENH 235K PoccHiickod defep aituy M (1)
€ rocyJap cTEEHHOrO A36IKA PO Ha MHO CTpaHHENH| - Ble). OFRACHHTE CITy4aH ynoTpebnesua Reported Speech.

1. Tom thanked them for helping him out. 2. MnoH BrpasMn cB o0 BIATOIAPHOCTE 38 To, YTO 4 NpHmen. 3. Mary
begged his pardon for having left his encyclopedia at home. 4. O0Ha M3EMHUNTACE Nepe] YIMTENEM 38 0N030aHKe. 5 Bella
advised himto take a cab, as otherwise he might be late for the meeting. 6. OHa NPeNNOMMIA MY TOEXATE TV A BMECTE.
7. The man offered to bring her a glass of water. 8 PeBeHOK Y ONAT MaMy He BeCTH ero B My3ei. 8 The father urged his
daughter to take care of her little brother. 10. OHa cra3ana MHe He OTEPEIBATE NEEDE.

THCEMEHHBIH OMPOC
Bompoc 1 Karana NexcHEa MCMOME3Y eTed NPH Teled 0HHOM PA3rBOPE HA BHTIHACKOM A3EIKE?
Bonpoc 2 B HAKMX CNYYIAAY MCIONE3YeTCd N Pele e HH BIH APTHRIIE?
Bonpoc 3 B Kamix cnyyaax HCNoIE3yieTed MpHIATR HELE TPe oReHHT BpeMeHH ¥ yeIoBHa?
Bonpoc 4 Karue KoMMYyHHMKALHM 0HHEIE HABBIKH PA3BMBAKTCA NPH YUACTHH B Te6aTax ¥ CTYIEHTOE?
Bonpoc 5 Kak obpa3yoTea NpoIIeI e BpeMeHa BO BCEX THITAX ITPe I (9K eH HH?




BAPHAHT 4

dopmupyeman(pie) (onenusaeman(bie)) RoMneTer ip apw )

VE-4 CnocofeH ocylecTEIATE e 0BVE KOMMYHMKALIMI B YCTHOH M MUCEM eHHOH $OpMAX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHH OM
A3nIKe PoccHiTcHOH el epaiuy B MHOCTPasHoM (B1x) a3sme(ax)

dopMupyemMble (O0eHHEaeMble) HEIHKATO PBI J0CTHMKEHHA KOMI e TeH [HI:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETOBYEY KOMMYHMEALHMIO B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH 0 fopMax
Ha HMHOCTpaHHOM(EX) #3piKe(ax), odOpMIATE MHMCEMEHHYKY peub TPaMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMH € MPABHIAMH
op horpadHH HNYHKTYalHH

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTO! - B0y HA MOCYIAPC TESHHEI A351K Po coMc Kol Menep anim 1
(1H) ¢ rocymap cTEEHHOrD A3EEA PO Ha MHDCTp aHHEEH| - Ble)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeBeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHCEMEHH 0H hopMax Ha MHOCTPaHH oM{BIX) 235ke(ax) 1 odopMIIeHM & MHCEMEHH DI PEUM [PAMOTHD, B COOTE ETCTEHK
C MPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad iy M MyHETY aUHH, CoCTRBETe HeBOMELIOH MNepeckKas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMAry.

“It's rather a funny story,” he said. "He wasn't a bad chap. [ liked him. He was always well-dressed and smart-
looking. He was handsome in a way, with curly hair and pink-and-white cheeks. Women thought alot of him. There was
no harm in him, you know, he was only wild. Of course, he drank too much. Those sorts of fellows always do. A bit of
money used to come in for him once a quarter and he made a bit more by cardplaying. He won a good deal of mine, [
know that”

Burton gave a kindly little chuckle. [ knew from my own experience that he could lose money at bridge with a good
grace. "I suppose that is why he came to me when he went broke, that and the fact that he was a namesake of mine. He
came to see me in my office one day and asked me for a job. [ was rather surprised. He told me that there was no more
money coming from home and he wanted towork. [ asked him how old he was.

"Thirty-five," he said.

"And what have you been doing hitherto?" [ asked him.

“Well, nothing very much," he said.

[ couldn't help laughing.

“I'm afraid [ can't do anything for you just yet," I said. "Come back and see me in another thirty-five years, and I'll
seewhat[cando”

He didn't move He went rather pale. He hesitated for a moment and then told me that he had had bad luck at cards
for some time. He hadn't been willing to stick to bridge, he'd been playing poker, and he'd got trimmed. He hadn't a
penny. He'd pawned everything he had. He couldn't pay his hotel bill and they wouldn't give him any more credit. He was
down and out. If he couldn't get something to do he'd have to commit suicide. [looked at him for a bit. [ could see now
that he was all to pieces. He'd been drinking more than usual and he looked fifty. The girls wouldn't have thought so
much ofhimif they'd seen him then.

“Well, isn't there anything you can do except play cards?" [ asked him.

"I can swim," he said.

"Swim! "

[ could hardly believe my ears; it seemed such an insane answer to give.

“I swam for my university."55

I got some glimmering of what he was driving at. ['ve lknown too many men who were little tin gods at their
university to be impressed by it

“I'was a pretty good swimmer myself when [ was a young man," [ said. Suddenly [ had anidea. Pausing in his story,
Burton tumed to me.

“Do you know Eobe?" he asked.

“No," [ said, "Ipassed through it once, but [ only spent a night there "

“Then you don't know the Shioya Club. When [ was a young man [ swam from there round the beacon and landed at
the creek of Tarumi. It's over three miles and it's rather difficult on account of the currents round the beacon. Well, I told
my young namesake about it and [ said to him that ifhe'ddo it I'd give him a job. [ could see he was rather taken aback.

“¥ou say you're a swimmer," [ said.

“I'm not invery good condition,” he answered.

[ didn't say anything. [shrugged my shoulders He looked at me for a moment and then he nodded.

“All right," he said. "When do you want me to do it?" [ looked at my watch. It was just after ten.

“The swim shouldn't take you much over an hour and a quarter. I'll drive round to the creek at half past twelve and
meet you. ['ll take you back to the clubtodress and then we'll have lunch together,

“Done," he said.

We shook hands. [ wished him good luck and he left me. I had a lot of work to do that morning and [ only just
managed toget to the creek at Tarumi at half past twelve. But Ineedn't have hurried; he never turned up.”

"Didhe funkit at toe last moment?" [ asked.



“No, he didn't funk it. He started all right. But of course he'd ruined his constitution by drink and dissipation. The
currents round the beacon were more than he could manage. We didn't get the body for about three days" I didn't say
anything for a moment or two, ['was a trifle shocked. Then [ asked Burton a question.

“When you made him that offer of a job, did you know he'd be drowned?”

He gave a little mild chuckle and he looked at me with those kind and candid blue eyes of his. He rubbed his chin
with his hand.

“Well, [Thadn't got a vacancy in my office at the moment."

CHTyauHOHHOe 3aaaHHe N22

BRIMNOIHKUTE MEpEB0] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOrD|-bIX) HA rocyIapeTEeHHENH 235K PoccHiickod defep aituy M (1)
€ rocyJap cTEEHHOrO A36IKA PO Ha MHO CTpaHHENH| - Ble). OFRACHHTE CITy4aH ynoTpebnesua Reported Speech.

1. Tom thanked them for helping him out. 2. MnoH BrpasMn cB o0 BIATOIAPHOCTE 38 To, YTO 4 NpHmen. 3. Mary
begged his pardon for having left his encyclopedia at home. 4. O0Ha M3EMHUNTACE Nepe] YIMTENEM 38 0N030aHKe. 5 Bella
advised himto take a cab, as otherwise he might be late for the meeting. 6. OHa NPeNNOMMIA MY TOEXATE TV A BMECTE.
7. The man offered to bring her a glass of water. 8 PeBeHOK Y ONAT MaMy He BeCTH ero B My3ei. 8 The father urged his
daughter to take care of her little brother. 10. OHa cra3ana MHe He OTEPEIBATE NEEDE.

THCEMEHHBIH OMPOC

Bompoc 1 Kar 0bBpasyroTed peankHEE M HED eANEHEIE THITE VCIOBHEX NP e I0HReHH 7

Bonpoc 2 B KasMx cy4adx MCNoIE3yeTCd Nepel ada NPHKA30E BOCKIMLUAH M, EPaTHHX OTEETOE U
BONPOCHTEEHEX APNEIEOE B KOCEEHHOH PetH,

Bonpoc 3 Karue GarTopEl HYHHO VIHMTRIBATE [PH COCTABIEHHH DE3HMEe HA AHCIHMHA CHOM A3kIHe?

Bonpoc 4 YeM KOCBEHH a4 PeUEb OTIHMYALTCH OT TPAMOH ?

Bompoc 5 Kaxoro cTHIA cieqyeT NpHIe PR HBATLCA TPH BeIeHHH JeIDBRIX BCTPeY M P OXME I HHH
cobeceIoBAHHAT




BAPHAHT 5

dopmupyeman(pie) (onenusaeman(bie)) RoMneTer ip apw )

VE-4 CnocofeH ocylecTEIATE e 0BVE KOMMYHMKALIMI B YCTHOH M MUCEM eHHOH $OpMAX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHH OM
A3nIKe PoccHiTcHOH el epaiuy B MHOCTPasHoM (B1x) a3sme(ax)

dopMupyemMble (O0eHHEaeMble) HEIHKATO PBI J0CTHMKEHHA KOMI e TeH [HI:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETOBYEY KOMMYHMEALHMIO B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH 0 fopMax
Ha HMHOCTpaHHOM(EX) #3piKe(ax), odOpMIATE MHMCEMEHHYKY peub TPaMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMH € MPABHIAMH
op horpadHH HNYHKTYalHH

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTO! - B0y HA MOCYIAPC TESHHEI A351K Po coMc Kol Menep anim 1
(1H) ¢ rocymap cTEEHHOrD A3EEA PO Ha MHDCTp aHHEEH| - Ble)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeBeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHCEMEHH 0H hopMax Ha MHOCTPaHH oM{BIX) 235ke(ax) 1 odopMIIeHM & MHCEMEHH DI PEUM [PAMOTHD, B COOTE ETCTEHK
C MPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad iy M MyHETY aUHH, CoCTRBETe HeBOMELIOH MNepeckKas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMAry.

“It's rather a funny story,” he said. "He wasn't a bad chap. [ liked him. He was always well-dressed and smart-
looking. He was handsome in a way, with curly hair and pink-and-white cheeks. Women thought alot of him. There was
no harm in him, you know, he was only wild. Of course, he drank too much. Those sorts of fellows always do. A bit of
money used to come in for him once a quarter and he made a bit more by cardplaying. He won a good deal of mine, [
know that”

Burton gave a kindly little chuckle. [ knew from my own experience that he could lose money at bridge with a good
grace. "I suppose that is why he came to me when he went broke, that and the fact that he was a namesake of mine. He
came to see me in my office one day and asked me for a job. [ was rather surprised. He told me that there was no more
money coming from home and he wanted towork. [ asked him how old he was.

"Thirty-five," he said.

"And what have you been doing hitherto?" [ asked him.

“Well, nothing very much," he said.

[ couldn't help laughing.

“I'm afraid [ can't do anything for you just yet," I said. "Come back and see me in another thirty-five years, and I'll
seewhat[cando”

He didn't move He went rather pale. He hesitated for a moment and then told me that he had had bad luck at cards
for some time. He hadn't been willing to stick to bridge, he'd been playing poker, and he'd got trimmed. He hadn't a
penny. He'd pawned everything he had. He couldn't pay his hotel bill and they wouldn't give him any more credit. He was
down and out. If he couldn't get something to do he'd have to commit suicide. [looked at him for a bit. [ could see now
that he was all to pieces. He'd been drinking more than usual and he looked fifty. The girls wouldn't have thought so
much ofhimif they'd seen him then.

“Well, isn't there anything you can do except play cards?" [ asked him.

"I can swim," he said.

"Swim! "

[ could hardly believe my ears; it seemed such an insane answer to give.

“I swam for my university."55

I got some glimmering of what he was driving at. ['ve lknown too many men who were little tin gods at their
university to be impressed by it

“I'was a pretty good swimmer myself when [ was a young man," [ said. Suddenly [ had anidea. Pausing in his story,
Burton tumed to me.

“Do you know Eobe?" he asked.

“No," [ said, "Ipassed through it once, but [ only spent a night there "

“Then you don't know the Shioya Club. When [ was a young man [ swam from there round the beacon and landed at
the creek of Tarumi. It's over three miles and it's rather difficult on account of the currents round the beacon. Well, I told
my young namesake about it and [ said to him that ifhe'ddo it I'd give him a job. [ could see he was rather taken aback.

“¥ou say you're a swimmer," [ said.

“I'm not invery good condition,” he answered.

[ didn't say anything. [shrugged my shoulders He looked at me for a moment and then he nodded.

“All right," he said. "When do you want me to do it?" [ looked at my watch. It was just after ten.

“The swim shouldn't take you much over an hour and a quarter. I'll drive round to the creek at half past twelve and
meet you. ['ll take you back to the clubtodress and then we'll have lunch together,

“Done," he said.

We shook hands. [ wished him good luck and he left me. I had a lot of work to do that morning and [ only just
managed toget to the creek at Tarumi at half past twelve. But Ineedn't have hurried; he never turned up.”

"Didhe funkit at toe last moment?" [ asked.



“No, he didn't funk it. He started all right. But of course he'd ruined his constitution by drink and dissipation. The
currents round the beacon were more than he could manage. We didn't get the body for about three days" I didn't say
anything for a moment or two, ['was a trifle shocked. Then [ asked Burton a question.

“When you made him that offer of a job, did you know he'd be drowned?”

He gave a little mild chuckle and he looked at me with those kind and candid blue eyes of his. He rubbed his chin
with his hand.

“Well, [Thadn't got a vacancy in my office at the moment."

CHTyauHOHHOe 3aaaHHe N22

BRIMNOIHKUTE MEpEB0] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOrD|-bIX) HA rocyIapeTEeHHENH 235K PoccHiickod defep aituy M (1)
€ rocyJap cTEEHHOrO A36IKA PO Ha MHO CTpaHHENH| - Ble). OFRACHHTE CITy4aH ynoTpebnesua Reported Speech.

1. Tom thanked them for helping him out. 2. MnoH BrpasMn cB o0 BIATOIAPHOCTE 38 To, YTO 4 NpHmen. 3. Mary
begged his pardon for having left his encyclopedia at home. 4. O0Ha M3EMHUNTACE Nepe] YIMTENEM 38 0N030aHKe. 5 Bella
advised himto take a cab, as otherwise he might be late for the meeting. 6. OHa NPeNNOMMIA MY TOEXATE TV A BMECTE.
7. The man offered to bring her a glass of water. 8 PeBeHOK Y ONAT MaMy He BeCTH ero B My3ei. 8 The father urged his
daughter to take care of her little brother. 10. OHa cra3ana MHe He OTEPEIBATE NEEDE.

THCEMEHHBIH OMPOC
Bonmpoc1 Kar obpazyercd MHOEE CTEEHH 08 WHOI O CYILECTEBHTE TEHEIX?
Bonpoc 2 B HAKMX CNYIAA MCTIONEIVETCA TMYHEIE M He3TMUHEIe KOHCTPYELHK?
Bonpoc 3 B marux cnydaax yroTpebnaores doprei used to/be used to/get used to?
Borpoc 4 B KaxoH dopiMe D0 HHEL NP OXOIHTE A2 BATH HA NP aK THY e CHMX 3aHATHAK MEEIY
CTYIEHTaMH?
Bompoc 5 KarMe MpHCTAaBEM UCMNONEIVEOTCA MPH CI0B00Bpa3cBaHHH TIATMII0E, CYLE CTEMTENEHEL,

HAPETHH W [P MIATATE TEH BT




Bapuaxmei 3adaHuii dna koHmponsHo i padoms N2 11

BAPHAHT1

dopmupyeman(pie) (onenusaeman(bie)) RoMneTer mp e )

VE-4 CnocofeH ocyLecTBIATE e 0BYE KOMMYHHKALMI B YCTHOH M MHCEM eHHOH $OpMAaX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHHOM
A35IKe PoccHilcHOH el epaiiiy ¥ MHOCTPRHHoM (B1X) a3sme(ax)

dopMupyeMble (oL eHHEAEMBIE) HEIHEATO PBI AOCTHHSHHA KOMITSTEH ITHIL:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETIOBYEY KOMMYHMEALIMI B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH O fopMax
Ha HHOCTpaHHOM(ED!) fA3bKe(ax), odopMIATE MUCEMEHHYE) peuUbL TPAMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMM C MPABMITAMH
opdorpadHi M NYHETY ALK

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOE C MHOCTPAHHOTO!-BDy) HA MOCYIAPC TEEHHEI A351K Po coMAc Kol Menep anim 1
(1H) ¢ rocymap cTEEHHOrD A3EEA PO Ha MHDCTp aHHEEH| - Ble)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeEeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHCEMEHH 0H hOoPMax Ha MHOCTPAHH oM(bIx) A3kIKe(ax) M 0t opMIIEHH & MHCEMEHH OH PEYH IPAMOTHD, B CODTE ETCTEHH
C NPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad iy ¥ MyHETY aUMK. COCTRBETe He oI EILIOH Nepeckas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMAry.

We got out at Sonning, and went for a walk round the village. [tis the most fairy-like nook on the whole river. It is
more like a stage village than one built of bricks and mortar. Every house is smothered in roses, and now, in early June,
they were bursting forth in clouds of dainty splendour. If you stop at Sonning, put up at the "Bull”, behind the church. It
i5 a veritable picture of an old country inn, with a green, square courtyard in front, where, on seats beneath the rees,
the old men group of an evening to drink their ale and gossip over village politics; with low quaint rooms and latticed
windows and awkward stairs and winding passages. We roamed about sweet Sonning for an hour or so, and then, it
being too late to push on past Reading, we decided to go back to one of the Shiplake islands, and put up there for the
night. It was still early when we got settled and George said that, as we had plenty of time, it would be a splendid
opportunity to try a good, slap-up supper. He said he would show us what could be done up the river in the way of
cooking, and suggested that, with the vegetables and the remains of the cold beef and general odds and end s, we should
make an [rish stew It seemed a fascinating idea. George gathered wood and made a fire, and Harris and [ started to peel
the potatoes. [ should never have thought that peeling potatoes was such anundertaking.

The job turned out to be the biggest thing of its kind that [ had ever been in. We began cheerfully, one might almost
say skittishly but our light-heartedness was gone by the time the first potato was finished. The more we peeled, the
more peel there seemed to be left on; by the time we had got all the peel off and all the eyes out, there was no potato left
— atleast none worth speaking of George came and had alook at it — it was about the size of peanut. He said: "Oh, that
won't do! You're wasting them. You must scrape them.”

Sowe scraped them and that was harder work than peeling. They are such an extraordinary shape, potatoes — all
bumps and warts and hollows. We worked steadily for five-and -twenty minutes, and did four potatoes. Thenwe struck.
We said we shouldrequire the rest of the evening for scraping ourselves. [ never saw such a thing as potato-scraping for
making a fellow in a mess. It seemed difficult to believe that the potato-scrapings in which Harris and [ stood, half-
smothered, could have come off four potatoes. It shows you what can be done with economy and care. George said it
was absurd to have only four potatoes in an Irish stew, so we washed half a dozen or so more and put them in without
peeling. We also put in a cabbage and about half a peck of peas. George stirred it all up, and then he said that there
seemed to be a lot of room to spare, so we overhauled both the hampers, and picked out all the odds and ends and the
remnants, and added them tothe stew. There were half a pork pie and abit of cold boiled bacon left, and we put them in.
Then George found half a tin of potted salmon, and he emptied that into the pot. He said that was the advantage of Irish
stew: you got rid of such a lot of things. I fished out a couple of eggs that had got cracked, and we put those in. George
said they would thicken the gravy.

[ forget the other ingredients, but [ know nothing was wasted; and [ remember that towards the end, Montmorency,
who had evinced great interest in the proceedings throughout, strolled away with an earnest and thoughtful air,
reappearing, a few minutes afterwards, with a dead water-rat in his mouth, which he evidently wished topresent as his
contribution to the dinner; whether in a sarcastic spirit, or with a general desire to assist, [ cannot say. We had a
discussion as to whether the rat should go in or not. Harris said that he thought it would be all right, mixed up with the
other things, and that every little helped, but George stood up for precedent! He said he had never heard of water-rats
in Irish stew, and he would rather be onthe safe side, and not try experiments. Harris said: "If you never try a new thing
how can you tell what it's like? It's men such as you that hamper the world's progress. Think of the man who first tried
German sausage!”

[t was a great success, that [rish stew [ don't think [ ever enjoyed a meal more. There was something so fresh and
piguant about it. One's palate gets so tired of the old hackneyed things: here was a dish with a new flavour, with a taste
like nothing else on earth. And it was nourishing, too. As George said, there was good stuff in it The peas and potatoes
might have been a bit softer, but we all had good teeth, so that did not matter much; and as for the gravy, it was apoem
— alittle toorich, perhaps, for a weak stomach, but nutritious.



CHTyauHOoHHOe 3aaHHe N22

BRINONHKTE MEPEB0] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTD!-bIX) HA rocyIapeTEeHHENH 235K PoccHiickod defepaniy M (1)
£ FOCY IR CTEEHH Or0 A36IKA PO HA MHO TP aH HE| -ble). OBsacHuTe coyuad yroTpebnenus Passive Voice.

1 It is said that Anna is a gossiper. 2. MagecTHo, 4To IpMK pabotaeT Ha OEP. 3. This rule must be taken into
consideration. 4. HUHOMY He HPABWTCA, KOTHA © HMM obpamatTed rioxo. 5. Has the meeting been cancelled? 6. 3a
IMERTPHUECTBD He TUIATAT C AHBapd. 7. His picture was described as the best artwork of the past year. 8. MecTHBIR
MAEra3HH oTpabMuny 3THM yTpoM. 9. Your delegation will be met at the airport 100 Mo npoexT no aHIMMHCKOR
NHUTepaType HcnopdeH! KTo 3To coenan?

TMHCEMEHHBIH OMPOC
Bonpoc1 KaKraa cTPYRTYPa MCIoNIEIVeTCA P COCTABIEHWH CTATRH?
Bonpoc 2 Kar obpa3yioTea repyHIHH M PepyHIHA TEHEIE KOHCTPYR LHK?
Bompoc 3 Kammunﬁpaanm ob n?cnﬁnslmcn MpPHAAT 0 HEIE MPeUl BREH MM BpEMEHH M YCIOBHA B
BHIMHACEOM A3EIEE?
Bonpoc 4 Onavers MO oIs3YITCd HAapeudd YacToThRIT

Bormpoc 5 Kax obpa3yercd NaccMBHEIH 337107 BD BCEX BPEM EHAY M KOHCTPYHIWAX B AHITTMHACKOM A3kHe?




BAPHAHT 2

dopmupyeman(pie) (onenusaeman(bie)) RoMneTer ip apw )

VE-4 CnocofeH ocylecTEIATE e 0BVE KOMMYHMKALIMI B YCTHOH M MUCEM eHHOH $OpMAX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHH OM
A3nIKe PoccHiTcHOH el epaiuy B MHOCTPasHoM (B1x) a3sme(ax)

dopMupyemMble (O0eHHEaeMble) HEIHKATO PBI J0CTHMKEHHA KOMI e TeH [HI:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETOBYEY KOMMYHMEALHMIO B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH 0 fopMax
Ha HMHOCTpaHHOM(EX) #3piKe(ax), odOpMIATE MHMCEMEHHYKY peub TPaMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMH € MPABHIAMH
op horpadHH HNYHKTYalHH

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTO! - B0y HA MOCYIAPC TESHHEI A351K Po coMc Kol Menep anim 1
(1H) ¢ rocymap cTEEHHOrD A3EEA PO Ha MHDCTp aHHEEH| - Ble)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeBeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHCEMEHH 0H hopMax Ha MHOCTPaHH oM{BIX) 235ke(ax) 1 odopMIIeHM & MHCEMEHH DI PEUM [PAMOTHD, B COOTE ETCTEHK
C MPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad iy M MyHETY aUHH, CoCTRBETe HeBOMELIOH MNepeckas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMArY.

We got out at Sonning, and went for a walk round the village. [t is the most fairy-like nook on the whole river. It is
more like a stage village than one built of bricks and mortar. Every house is smothered in roses, and now, in early June,
they were bursting forth in clouds of dainty splendour. If you stop at Sonning, put up at the "Bull”, behind the church. It
is a veritable picture of an old country inn, with a green, square courtyard in front, where, on seats beneath the trees,
the old men group of an evening to drink their ale and gossip over village politics; with low quaint rooms and latticed
windows and awkward stairs and winding passages. We roamed about sweet Sonning for an hour or so, and then, it
being too late to push on past Reading, we decided to go back to one of the Shiplake islands, and put up there for the
night. It was still early when we got settled and George said that, as we had plenty of time, it would be a splendid
opportunity to try a good, slap-up supper. He said he would show us what could be done up the river in the way of
cooking, and suggested that, with the vegetables and the remains of the cold beef and general odds and end s, we should
make an [rish stew It seemed a fascinating idea. George gathered wood and made a fire, and Harris and [ started to peel
the potatoes. [ should never have thought that peeling potatoes was such anundertaking.

The job turned out to be the biggest thing of its kind that [ had ever been in. We began cheerfully, one might almost
say skittishly but our light-heartedness was gone by the time the first potato was finished. The more we peeled, the
more peel there seemed to be left on; by the time we had got all the peel off and all the eyes out, there was no potato left
— atleast none worth speaking of. George came and had alook atit — itwas about the size of peanut. He said: "Oh, that
won't do! You're wasting them. You must scrape them.”

Sowe scraped them and that was harder work than peeling. They are such an extraordinary shape, potatoes — all
bumps and warts and hollows. We worked steadily for five-and -twenty minutes, and did four potatoes. Thenwe struck.
We said we shouldrequire the rest of the evening for scraping ourselves. [ never saw such a thing as potato-scraping for
making a fellow in a mess. [t seemed difficult to believe that the potato-scrapings in which Harris and [ stood, half-
smothered, could have come off four potatoes. It shows you what can be done with economy and care. George said it
was absurd to have only four potatoes in an Irish stew, so we washed half a dozen or so more and put them in without
peeling. We also put in a cabbage and about half a peck of peas. George stirred it all up, and then he said that there
seemed to be a lot of room to spare, so we overhauled both the hampers, and picked out all the odds and ends and the
remnants, and added themtothe stew. There were half a pork pie and a bit of cold boiled baconleft, and we put them in.
Then George found half a tin of potted salmon, and he emptied that into the pot. He said that was the advantage of Irish
stew: you got rid of such a lot of things. I fished out a couple of eggs that had got cracked, and we put those in. George
said they would thicken the gravy.

[ forget the other ingredients, but [ know nothing was wasted; and [ remember that towards the end, Montmorency,
who had evinced great interest in the proceedings throughout, strolled away with an earnest and thoughtful air,
reappearing, a few minutes afterwards, with a dead water-rat in his mouth, which he evidently wished topresent as his
contribution to the dinner; whether in a sarcastic spirit, or with a general desire to assist, [ cannot say. We had a
discussion as to whether the rat should go in or not. Harris said that he thought it would be all right, mixed up with the
other things, and that every little helped, but George stood up for precedent! He said he had never heard of water-rats
in Irish stew, and he would rather be on the safe side, and not try experiments. Harris said: "If you never try a new thing
how can you tell what it's like? It's men such as you that hamper the world's progress. Think of the man who first tried
German sausage!”

[t was a great success, that [rish stew [ don't think [ ever enjoyed a meal more. There was something so fresh and
piguant about it. One's palate gets so tired of the old hackneyed things: here was a dish with a new flavour, with a taste
like nothing else on earth. And it was nourishing, too. As George said, there was good stuff in it. The peas and potatoes
might have been a bit softer, but we all had good teeth, so that did not matter much; and as for the gravy, it was apoem
— alittle toorich, perhaps, for a weak stomach, but nutritious.



CHTyauHOoHHOe 3aaaHHe N22

BRIMNOIHKTE MEPeB0] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOr0!-bIX) HA rocyIapcTEeHHEN 235K PoccHiickod detepanuy ¥ (1)
C FOCYOAP CTEEHH Oro S361KA P HA MHO CTp aHHEIA| - ble). OBBacHMTe CoyuaM yroTpebneHus Passive Voice.

1 It is said that Anna is a gossiper. 2. MapecTHo, 4To IpuE pabotaeT Ha OBP. 3. This rule must be taken into
consideration. 4. HUKOMY He HPABWTCA, KOTIA ¢ HMM obpamatorea roioxo. 5. Has the meeting been cancelled? 6. 3a
INMERTPHYECTBO He TUIATAT ¢ AHBapa. 7. His picture was described as the best artwork of the past year. 8. MecTHEIR

MAra3HH oTpabuny 3TuM yTpoM. 9. Your delegation will be met at the airport 10, Mol NpoexT No aHIMHHCKOR
NHUTepaType HcnopdeH! KTo 3To coenan?

THCEM EHHBIH OMPOC
Bonpoc1 B HAHMX CNYYIAAX MCIONE3YeTCH 0N PeleIe HH BIH APTHRIIE?
Bompoc 2 B ramx cnyvasx HoMoJIE3YIOTCA NPHIaTOMHEIE ITPe U 0MeHHA Bp eMeHH H YoIoBHA?
Bompoc 3 KarMe ®KOMMyHHEALM OHHEIE HRBEIKH Pa3BHMEBAIOTCA MPH YYACTHH B TebaTax y cTYIeHTOR?
Bonpoc 4 Kar oBpa3yioTea MpolleliiHe BpeMeHa BO BCEX THITAX ITPe I (0K £H HH?
Bonpoc 5 B HAKMX CNYYIAAY MCTIONE3VIOTCA MHPHHHUTHE M MepyHIHHA?




BAPHAHT 3

dopmupyeman(pie) (onenusaeman(bie)) RoMneTer ip apw )

VE-4 CnocofeH ocylecTEIATE e 0BVE KOMMYHMKALIMI B YCTHOH M MUCEM eHHOH $OpMAX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHH OM
A3nIKe PoccHiTcHOH el epaiuy B MHOCTPasHoM (B1x) a3sme(ax)

dopMupyemMble (O0eHHEaeMble) HEIHKATO PBI J0CTHMKEHHA KOMI e TeH [HI:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETOBYEY KOMMYHMEALHMIO B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH 0 fopMax
Ha HMHOCTpaHHOM(EX) #3piKe(ax), odOpMIATE MHMCEMEHHYKY peub TPaMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMH € MPABHIAMH
op horpadHH HNYHKTYalHH

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTO! - B0y HA MOCYIAPC TESHHEI A351K Po coMc Kol Menep anim 1
(1H) ¢ rocymap cTEEHHOrD A3EEA PO Ha MHDCTp aHHEEH| - Ble)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeBeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHCEMEHH 0H hopMax Ha MHOCTPaHH oM{BIX) 235ke(ax) 1 odopMIIeHM & MHCEMEHH DI PEUM [PAMOTHD, B COOTE ETCTEHK
C MPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad iy M MyHETY aUHH, CoCTRBETe HeBOMELIOH MNepeckas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMArY.

We got out at Sonning, and went for a walk round the village. [t is the most fairy-like nook on the whole river. It is
more like a stage village than one built of bricks and mortar. Every house is smothered in roses, and now, in early June,
they were bursting forth in clouds of dainty splendour. If you stop at Sonning, put up at the "Bull”, behind the church. It
is a veritable picture of an old country inn, with a green, square courtyard in front, where, on seats beneath the trees,
the old men group of an evening to drink their ale and gossip over village politics; with low quaint rooms and latticed
windows and awkward stairs and winding passages. We roamed about sweet Sonning for an hour or so, and then, it
being too late to push on past Reading, we decided to go back to one of the Shiplake islands, and put up there for the
night. It was still early when we got settled and George said that, as we had plenty of time, it would be a splendid
opportunity to try a good, slap-up supper. He said he would show us what could be done up the river in the way of
cooking, and suggested that, with the vegetables and the remains of the cold beef and general odds and end s, we should
make an [rish stew It seemed a fascinating idea. George gathered wood and made a fire, and Harris and [ started to peel
the potatoes. [ should never have thought that peeling potatoes was such anundertaking.

The job turned out to be the biggest thing of its kind that [ had ever been in. We began cheerfully, one might almost
say skittishly but our light-heartedness was gone by the time the first potato was finished. The more we peeled, the
more peel there seemed to be left on; by the time we had got all the peel off and all the eyes out, there was no potato left
— atleast none worth speaking of. George came and had alook atit — itwas about the size of peanut. He said: "Oh, that
won't do! You're wasting them. You must scrape them.”

Sowe scraped them and that was harder work than peeling. They are such an extraordinary shape, potatoes — all
bumps and warts and hollows. We worked steadily for five-and -twenty minutes, and did four potatoes. Thenwe struck.
We said we shouldrequire the rest of the evening for scraping ourselves. [ never saw such a thing as potato-scraping for
making a fellow in a mess. [t seemed difficult to believe that the potato-scrapings in which Harris and [ stood, half-
smothered, could have come off four potatoes. It shows you what can be done with economy and care. George said it
was absurd to have only four potatoes in an Irish stew, so we washed half a dozen or so more and put them in without
peeling. We also put in a cabbage and about half a peck of peas. George stirred it all up, and then he said that there
seemed to be a lot of room to spare, so we overhauled both the hampers, and picked out all the odds and ends and the
remnants, and added themtothe stew. There were half a pork pie and a bit of cold boiled baconleft, and we put them in.
Then George found half a tin of potted salmon, and he emptied that into the pot. He said that was the advantage of Irish
stew: you got rid of such a lot of things. I fished out a couple of eggs that had got cracked, and we put those in. George
said they would thicken the gravy.

[ forget the other ingredients, but [ know nothing was wasted; and [ remember that towards the end, Montmorency,
who had evinced great interest in the proceedings throughout, strolled away with an earnest and thoughtful air,
reappearing, a few minutes afterwards, with a dead water-rat in his mouth, which he evidently wished topresent as his
contribution to the dinner; whether in a sarcastic spirit, or with a general desire to assist, [ cannot say. We had a
discussion as to whether the rat should go in or not. Harris said that he thought it would be all right, mixed up with the
other things, and that every little helped, but George stood up for precedent! He said he had never heard of water-rats
in Irish stew, and he would rather be on the safe side, and not try experiments. Harris said: "If you never try a new thing
how can you tell what it's like? It's men such as you that hamper the world's progress. Think of the man who first tried
German sausage!”

[t was a great success, that [rish stew [ don't think [ ever enjoyed a meal more. There was something so fresh and
piguant about it. One's palate gets so tired of the old hackneyed things: here was a dish with a new flavour, with a taste
like nothing else on earth. And it was nourishing, too. As George said, there was good stuff in it. The peas and potatoes
might have been a bit softer, but we all had good teeth, so that did not matter much; and as for the gravy, it was apoem
— alittle toorich, perhaps, for a weak stomach, but nutritious.



CHTyauHOoHHOe 3aaaHHe N22

BRIMNOIHKTE MEPeB0] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOr0!-bIX) HA rocyIapcTEeHHEN 235K PoccHiickod detepanuy ¥ (1)

C FOCYOAP CTEEHH Oro S361KA P HA MHO CTp aHHEIA| - ble). OBBacHMTe CoyuaM yroTpebneHus Passive Voice.

1 It is said that Anna is a gossiper. 2. MapecTHo, 4To IpuE pabotaeT Ha OBP. 3. This rule must be taken into
consideration. 4. HUKOMY He HPABWTCA, KOTIA ¢ HMM obpamatorea roioxo. 5. Has the meeting been cancelled? 6. 3a
INMERTPHYECTBO He TUIATAT ¢ AHBapa. 7. His picture was described as the best artwork of the past year. 8. MecTHEIR
MAra3HH oTpabuny 3TuM yTpoM. 9. Your delegation will be met at the airport 10, Mol NpoexT No aHIMHHCKOR

NHUTepaType HcnopdeH! KTo 3To coenan?

THCEM EHHBIH OMPOC

Bonpoc1

B mamix CIIVIadaX HCIIOIE3YeTCA Mepenada MpHEasos BDCI{JII{U;EI-II{ﬁ. EpPaTEHX OTEETOE H
BOMPp OCHTENBHBIX AP BIKOE B KOCBEHHOMA pedH.

Bonpoc 2 Karue farTopel HYRHO VIUTEIEATE MPH COCTABIEHMH PE3F0MEe HA AHTTIHIA CHOM A3EIKe?

Bonpoc 3 YeM HOCBEHH 34 PeYEb OTIHMYAETCR OT TPAMOH ?

Borpoc 4 KaKoro cTHIA CedyeT NPHIEpHHBATLCA TPH BeJEHHH A0 BRIX BCTPEY M TP OXOM IEHHH
cobeceInBaHHA?

Bonpoc 5 Kak obpazyoTed MHPHHHTHE U HHOHMHM THEHEIE KOHCTPYELHKH?




BAPHAHT 4

dopmupyeman(pie) (onenusaeman(bie)) RoMneTer ip apw )

VE-4 CnocofeH ocylecTEIATE e 0BVE KOMMYHMKALIMI B YCTHOH M MUCEM eHHOH $OpMAX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHH OM
A3nIKe PoccHiTcHOH el epaiuy B MHOCTPasHoM (B1x) a3sme(ax)

dopMupyemMble (O0eHHEaeMble) HEIHKATO PBI J0CTHMKEHHA KOMI e TeH [HI:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETOBYEY KOMMYHMEALHMIO B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH 0 fopMax
Ha HMHOCTpaHHOM(EX) #3piKe(ax), odOpMIATE MHMCEMEHHYKY peub TPaMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMH € MPABHIAMH
op horpadHH HNYHKTYalHH

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTO! - B0y HA MOCYIAPC TESHHEI A351K Po coMc Kol Menep anim 1
(1H) ¢ rocymap cTEEHHOrD A3EEA PO Ha MHDCTp aHHEEH| - Ble)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeBeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHCEMEHH 0H hopMax Ha MHOCTPaHH oM{BIX) 235ke(ax) 1 odopMIIeHM & MHCEMEHH DI PEUM [PAMOTHD, B COOTE ETCTEHK
C MPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad iy M MyHETY aUHH, CoCTRBETe HeBOMELIOH MNepeckas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMArY.

We got out at Sonning, and went for a walk round the village. [t is the most fairy-like nook on the whole river. It is
more like a stage village than one built of bricks and mortar. Every house is smothered in roses, and now, in early June,
they were bursting forth in clouds of dainty splendour. If you stop at Sonning, put up at the "Bull”, behind the church. It
is a veritable picture of an old country inn, with a green, square courtyard in front, where, on seats beneath the trees,
the old men group of an evening to drink their ale and gossip over village politics; with low quaint rooms and latticed
windows and awkward stairs and winding passages. We roamed about sweet Sonning for an hour or so, and then, it
being too late to push on past Reading, we decided to go back to one of the Shiplake islands, and put up there for the
night. It was still early when we got settled and George said that, as we had plenty of time, it would be a splendid
opportunity to try a good, slap-up supper. He said he would show us what could be done up the river in the way of
cooking, and suggested that, with the vegetables and the remains of the cold beef and general odds and end s, we should
make an [rish stew It seemed a fascinating idea. George gathered wood and made a fire, and Harris and [ started to peel
the potatoes. [ should never have thought that peeling potatoes was such anundertaking.

The job turned out to be the biggest thing of its kind that [ had ever been in. We began cheerfully, one might almost
say skittishly but our light-heartedness was gone by the time the first potato was finished. The more we peeled, the
more peel there seemed to be left on; by the time we had got all the peel off and all the eyes out, there was no potato left
— atleast none worth speaking of. George came and had alook atit — itwas about the size of peanut. He said: "Oh, that
won't do! You're wasting them. You must scrape them.”

Sowe scraped them and that was harder work than peeling. They are such an extraordinary shape, potatoes — all
bumps and warts and hollows. We worked steadily for five-and -twenty minutes, and did four potatoes. Thenwe struck.
We said we shouldrequire the rest of the evening for scraping ourselves. [ never saw such a thing as potato-scraping for
making a fellow in a mess. [t seemed difficult to believe that the potato-scrapings in which Harris and [ stood, half-
smothered, could have come off four potatoes. It shows you what can be done with economy and care. George said it
was absurd to have only four potatoes in an Irish stew, so we washed half a dozen or so more and put them in without
peeling. We also put in a cabbage and about half a peck of peas. George stirred it all up, and then he said that there
seemed to be a lot of room to spare, so we overhauled both the hampers, and picked out all the odds and ends and the
remnants, and added themtothe stew. There were half a pork pie and a bit of cold boiled baconleft, and we put them in.
Then George found half a tin of potted salmon, and he emptied that into the pot. He said that was the advantage of Irish
stew: you got rid of such a lot of things. I fished out a couple of eggs that had got cracked, and we put those in. George
said they would thicken the gravy.

[ forget the other ingredients, but [ know nothing was wasted; and [ remember that towards the end, Montmorency,
who had evinced great interest in the proceedings throughout, strolled away with an earnest and thoughtful air,
reappearing, a few minutes afterwards, with a dead water-rat in his mouth, which he evidently wished topresent as his
contribution to the dinner; whether in a sarcastic spirit, or with a general desire to assist, [ cannot say. We had a
discussion as to whether the rat should go in or not. Harris said that he thought it would be all right, mixed up with the
other things, and that every little helped, but George stood up for precedent! He said he had never heard of water-rats
in Irish stew, and he would rather be on the safe side, and not try experiments. Harris said: "If you never try a new thing
how can you tell what it's like? It's men such as you that hamper the world's progress. Think of the man who first tried
German sausage!”

[t was a great success, that [rish stew [ don't think [ ever enjoyed a meal more. There was something so fresh and
piguant about it. One's palate gets so tired of the old hackneyed things: here was a dish with a new flavour, with a taste
like nothing else on earth. And it was nourishing, too. As George said, there was good stuff in it. The peas and potatoes
might have been a bit softer, but we all had good teeth, so that did not matter much; and as for the gravy, it was apoem
— alittle toorich, perhaps, for a weak stomach, but nutritious.



CHTyauHOoHHOe 3aaaHHe N22

BRIMNOIHKTE MEPeB0] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOr0!-bIX) HA rocyIapcTEeHHEN 235K PoccHiickod detepanuy ¥ (1)
C FOCYOAP CTEEHH Oro S361KA P HA MHO CTp aHHEIA| - ble). OBBacHMTe CoyuaM yroTpebneHus Passive Voice.

1 It is said that Anna is a gossiper. 2. MapecTHo, 4To IpuE pabotaeT Ha OBP. 3. This rule must be taken into
consideration. 4. HUKOMY He HPABWTCA, KOTIA ¢ HMM obpamatorea roioxo. 5. Has the meeting been cancelled? 6. 3a
INMERTPHYECTBO He TUIATAT ¢ AHBapa. 7. His picture was described as the best artwork of the past year. 8. MecTHEIR

MAra3HH oTpabuny 3TuM yTpoM. 9. Your delegation will be met at the airport 10, Mol NpoexT No aHIMHHCKOR
NHUTepaType HcnopdeH! KTo 3To coenan?

THCEM EHHBIH OMPOC
Bonpoc1 Kar oBpa3yioTea BONpOCHTENEHEIE TP e IMEEH WA B KOCEEHH OH peuM?
Bonpoc 2 B HanMx cny4adx MCNoIE3yeTcd Mepel a4 a NpHKa30s, P oceh Mpe A Nome HMHA ?
Bonpoc 3 B HAKMX CNYYAAY MCIONE3VIOTCA MHPHHHTHE M NPHYACTHE B KOHCTPYEUMH Complex Object "?
Bonpoc 4 Karue BpeMeHHEIe MAPKEPE! M CTIONBIYIOTCA 1714 oTIpeeleHHM A Mp olle I BpeMeH?
Bonpoc 5 HKakaq cTpyETYpa HCnolE3YeTod MpH cocTAaBIeHHH JoKIa00e?




BAPHAHT 5

dopmupyeman(pie) (onenusaeman(bie)) RoMneTer ip apw )

VE-4 CnocofeH ocylecTEIATE e 0BVE KOMMYHMKALIMI B YCTHOH M MUCEM eHHOH $OpMAX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHH OM
A3nIKe PoccHiTcHOH el epaiuy B MHOCTPasHoM (B1x) a3sme(ax)

dopMupyemMble (O0eHHEaeMble) HEIHKATO PBI J0CTHMKEHHA KOMI e TeH [HI:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETOBYEY KOMMYHMEALHMIO B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH 0 fopMax
Ha HMHOCTpaHHOM(EX) #3piKe(ax), odOpMIATE MHMCEMEHHYKY peub TPaMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMH € MPABHIAMH
op horpadHH HNYHKTYalHH

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTO! - B0y HA MOCYIAPC TESHHEI A351K Po coMc Kol Menep anim 1
(1H) ¢ rocymap cTEEHHOrD A3EEA PO Ha MHDCTp aHHEEH| - Ble)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeBeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHCEMEHH 0H hopMax Ha MHOCTPaHH oM{BIX) 235ke(ax) 1 odopMIIeHM & MHCEMEHH DI PEUM [PAMOTHD, B COOTE ETCTEHK
C MPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad iy M MyHETY aUHH, CoCTRBETe HeBOMELIOH MNepeckas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMArY.

We got out at Sonning, and went for a walk round the village. [t is the most fairy-like nook on the whole river. It is
more like a stage village than one built of bricks and mortar. Every house is smothered in roses, and now, in early June,
they were bursting forth in clouds of dainty splendour. If you stop at Sonning, put up at the "Bull”, behind the church. It
is a veritable picture of an old country inn, with a green, square courtyard in front, where, on seats beneath the trees,
the old men group of an evening to drink their ale and gossip over village politics; with low quaint rooms and latticed
windows and awkward stairs and winding passages. We roamed about sweet Sonning for an hour or so, and then, it
being too late to push on past Reading, we decided to go back to one of the Shiplake islands, and put up there for the
night. It was still early when we got settled and George said that, as we had plenty of time, it would be a splendid
opportunity to try a good, slap-up supper. He said he would show us what could be done up the river in the way of
cooking, and suggested that, with the vegetables and the remains of the cold beef and general odds and end s, we should
make an [rish stew It seemed a fascinating idea. George gathered wood and made a fire, and Harris and [ started to peel
the potatoes. [ should never have thought that peeling potatoes was such anundertaking.

The job turned out to be the biggest thing of its kind that [ had ever been in. We began cheerfully, one might almost
say skittishly but our light-heartedness was gone by the time the first potato was finished. The more we peeled, the
more peel there seemed to be left on; by the time we had got all the peel off and all the eyes out, there was no potato left
— atleast none worth speaking of. George came and had alook atit — itwas about the size of peanut. He said: "Oh, that
won't do! You're wasting them. You must scrape them.”

Sowe scraped them and that was harder work than peeling. They are such an extraordinary shape, potatoes — all
bumps and warts and hollows. We worked steadily for five-and -twenty minutes, and did four potatoes. Thenwe struck.
We said we shouldrequire the rest of the evening for scraping ourselves. [ never saw such a thing as potato-scraping for
making a fellow in a mess. [t seemed difficult to believe that the potato-scrapings in which Harris and [ stood, half-
smothered, could have come off four potatoes. It shows you what can be done with economy and care. George said it
was absurd to have only four potatoes in an Irish stew, so we washed half a dozen or so more and put them in without
peeling. We also put in a cabbage and about half a peck of peas. George stirred it all up, and then he said that there
seemed to be a lot of room to spare, so we overhauled both the hampers, and picked out all the odds and ends and the
remnants, and added themtothe stew. There were half a pork pie and a bit of cold boiled baconleft, and we put them in.
Then George found half a tin of potted salmon, and he emptied that into the pot. He said that was the advantage of Irish
stew: you got rid of such a lot of things. I fished out a couple of eggs that had got cracked, and we put those in. George
said they would thicken the gravy.

[ forget the other ingredients, but [ know nothing was wasted; and [ remember that towards the end, Montmorency,
who had evinced great interest in the proceedings throughout, strolled away with an earnest and thoughtful air,
reappearing, a few minutes afterwards, with a dead water-rat in his mouth, which he evidently wished topresent as his
contribution to the dinner; whether in a sarcastic spirit, or with a general desire to assist, [ cannot say. We had a
discussion as to whether the rat should go in or not. Harris said that he thought it would be all right, mixed up with the
other things, and that every little helped, but George stood up for precedent! He said he had never heard of water-rats
in Irish stew, and he would rather be on the safe side, and not try experiments. Harris said: "If you never try a new thing
how can you tell what it's like? It's men such as you that hamper the world's progress. Think of the man who first tried
German sausage!”

[t was a great success, that [rish stew [ don't think [ ever enjoyed a meal more. There was something so fresh and
piguant about it. One's palate gets so tired of the old hackneyed things: here was a dish with a new flavour, with a taste
like nothing else on earth. And it was nourishing, too. As George said, there was good stuff in it. The peas and potatoes
might have been a bit softer, but we all had good teeth, so that did not matter much; and as for the gravy, it was apoem
— alittle toorich, perhaps, for a weak stomach, but nutritious.



CHTyauHOoHHOe 3aaaHHe N22

BRIMNOIHKTE MEPeB0] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOr0!-bIX) HA rocyIapcTEeHHEN 235K PoccHiickod detepanuy ¥ (1)

C FOCYOAP CTEEHH Oro S361KA P HA MHO CTp aHHEIA| - ble). OBBacHMTe CoyuaM yroTpebneHus Passive Voice.

1 It is said that Anna is a gossiper. 2. MapecTHo, 4To IpuE pabotaeT Ha OBP. 3. This rule must be taken into
consideration. 4. HUKOMY He HPABWTCA, KOTIA ¢ HMM obpamatorea roioxo. 5. Has the meeting been cancelled? 6. 3a
INMERTPHYECTBO He TUIATAT ¢ AHBapa. 7. His picture was described as the best artwork of the past year. 8. MecTHEIR
MAra3HH oTpabuny 3TuM yTpoM. 9. Your delegation will be met at the airport 10, Mol NpoexT No aHIMHHCKOR

NHUTepaType HcnopdeH! KTo 3To coenan?

THCEM EHHBIH OMPOC

Bonpoc1 [MouemMy HEROTOPEIE ITATOEL COCT 0AHMA HEMRE3A HCNMWIEI0EATE Bo BpeMeHax Continuous?
Karie IononHUTeIEHEIE C110C00E BRIPAXeHHA By AVIIETD BpEMEHH B AHTTTHI CHOM BEI

Bonpoc 2
3HaeTe?

Bonpoc 3 Karue THIMEI YoIOBHEX MPeII0REHHH CYIILECTEYIOT B aH M ACKOM ALK ?

Bonpoc 4 Karue cyIecTEMTENEHEIE He MO AT 0BIeMy MPaBHTy?

Bonpoc 5 B HAKMX CNYYIAA MCTI0NEIY eTCA ITAC CHBHEIH 3371007




Bapuaxmei 3adaHuil dna kKoHmponsHot patiomsi N2 12

BAPHAHT1

dopmupyeman(pie) (onenusaeman(bie)) RoMneTer mp e )

VE-4 CnocofeH ocyLecTBIATE e 0BYE KOMMYHHKALMI B YCTHOH M MHCEM eHHOH $OpMAaX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHHOM
A35IKe PoccHilcHOH el epaiiiy ¥ MHOCTPRHHoM (B1X) a3sme(ax)

dopMupyeMble (oL eHHEAEMBIE) HEIHEATO PBI AOCTHHSHHA KOMITSTEH ITHIL:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETIOBYEY KOMMYHMEALIMI B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH O fopMax
Ha HHOCTpaHHOM(ED!) fA3bKe(ax), odopMIATE MUCEMEHHYE) peuUbL TPAMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMM C MPABMITAMH
opdorpadHi M NYHETY ALK

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOE C MHOCTPAHHOTO!-BDy) HA MOCYIAPC TEEHHEI A351K Po coMAc Kol Menep anim 1
(1H) ¢ rocymap cTEEHHOrD A3EEA PO Ha MHDCTp aHHEEH| - Ble)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeEeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHCEMEHH 0H hOoPMax Ha MHOCTPAHH oM(bIx) A3kIKe(ax) M 0t opMIIEHH & MHCEMEHH OH PEYH IPAMOTHD, B CODTE ETCTEHH
C NPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad iy ¥ NyHETY aUMH. CoCTRBETe He oI ELLIOH Nepeckas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMAry.

The First postcard came from Forfar. I thought you might like a picture of Forfar,” it said. “You have always been so
interested in Scotland, and that is one reason why [ am interested inyou. [ have enjoyed all your books, but do you really
get to grips with people? [ doubt it. Try to think of this as a handshake from your devoted admirer, W.5."

Like other novelists, Walter Streeter was used to getting communications from strangers. Usually they were
friendly but sometimes they were critical. In either case he always answered them, for he was conscientious. But
answering them took up the time and energy he needed for his writing, so that he was rather relieved that WS. had
given no address. The photograph of Forfar was uninteresting and he tore it up. His anonymous correspondent’s
criticism, however, lingered in his mind. Did he really fail to come to grips with his characters? Perhaps he did. He was
aware that in most cases they were either projections of his own personality or, in different forms, the antithesis of it.
The Me and the Not Me. Perhaps W.S. had spotted this. Not for the first time Walter made a vow to be more objective.
About ten days later arrived another posteard, this time from Berwick on Tweed.

“What doyou think of Berwick on Tweed " it said. “Like you, it's on the Border. [ hope this doesn't sound rude. [ don't
mean that you are a borderline case! You know how much [ admire your stories. Some people call them otherworldly. [
think you should plump for one world or the other. Another firm handshake from WS." Walter Streeter pondered over
this and began to wonder about the sender. Was his correspondent a man or a woman? [t looked like a man's
handwriting — commercial, unselfconscious — and the criticism was like 3 man's. On the other hand, it was like a
woman to probe — to want to make him feel at the same time flattered and unsure of himself He felt the faint stirrings
of curiosity but soon dismissed them: he was not a man to experiment with acquaintances. 5till it was odd to think of
this unknown person speculating about him, sizing him up. Otherworldly, indeed!1 He reread the last two chapters he
had written. Perhaps they didn't have their feet firm on the ground. Perhaps he was too ready to escape, as other
novelists were nowadays, into an ambiguous world, a world where the conscious mind did not have things too much its
own way. But did that matter? He threw the picture of Berwick on Tweed into his November fire and tried to write; but
the words came haltingly, as though contending with an extra strong barrier of self-criticism.

And as the days passed he became uncomfortably aware of self-division, as though someone had taken hold of his
personality and was pulling it apart. His work was no longer homogeneous, there were two strains in it, unreconciled
and opposing, and it went much slower as he tried toresolve the discord. Mever mind, he thought; perhaps [ was getting
into a groove. These difficulties may be growing pains, [ may have tapped a new source of supply. If only [ could
correlate the two and make their conflict fruitful, as many artists have! The third postcard showed a picture of York
Minster. ‘I kmow you are interested in cathedrals,” it said. “I'm sure this isn't a sign of megalomania in your case, but
smaller churches are sometimes more rewarding. I'm seeing a good many churches on my way south. Are you He tried
toput the thought away from him; he tried to destroy the postcard ashe had the others. But something inhim wanted to
preserve it. It had become a piece of him, he felt. ¥Yielding to an irresistible compulsion, which he dreaded, he found
himself putting it behind the clock onthe chimney piece. He couldn't see it but he knew that it was there. He now had to
admit to himself that the postcard business had become a leading factor in his life. [t had created a new area of
thoughts and feelings and they were most unhelpful His being was strung up in expectation of the next postcard. Yet
whenit came it took him, as the others had, completely by surprise. He could not bring himself to look at the picture. '
hopeyou are well and would like a postcard from Coventry,” heread. "Have you ever been sent to Coventry? Lhave — in
fact you sent me there.

[tisn't a pleasant experience, [ can tell you. [ am getting nearer. Perhaps we shall come to grips after all. [ advised
you to come to grips with your characters, didn't [? Have [ given you any new ideas? If [ have you ought to thank me, for
they are what novelists want, [ understand. [ have beenrereading your novels, living in them, [ might say. Another hard
handshake. As always, WS." A wave of panic surged up in Walter Streeter. How was it that he had never noticed, all this
time, the most significant fact about the posteards — that each one came from a place geographically closer to him than
the last? ‘I am coming nearer.” Had his mind, unconsciously self-protective, worn blinkers? If it had, he wished he could



put them back. He took an atlas and idly traced out W.S.'s itinerary. Aninterval of eighty miles or so seemed to separate
the stopping places Walter lived in a large West Country town about ninety miles from Coventry. Should he show the
posteards to an alienist? But what could an alienist tell him? He would not know, what Walter wanted to know, whether
he had anything to fear from W.S. Better go to the police. The police were used to dealing with poison pens. If they
laughed at him, so much the better. They did not laugh, however. They said they thought the postcards were a hoax and
that W.S. would never showup in the flesh. Then they ashked if there was anyone who had a grudge against him. "No one
that I know of” Walter said. They, too, took the view that the writer was probably a woman. They told him not to worry
but tolet them know if further postcards came.

CHTyauHOoHHOe 3aaHHe N22

BRINOIHKTE MEPEB0] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTD!-bIX) HA rocyIapeTEeHHENR 235K PoccHilckod dMetep ity M (1)
£ FOCY IR CTEEHH Or0 A36IKA Pd Ha MO CcTp aH HEIA| - ble). OBsacHuTe cyuad yrotpebnenus Gerund ¥ Infinitive Forms,

1. C cosganeHHeM CooBMa BAM, IT0 HE CMOTY IMoMous 388TpA. 2. Traveling abroad means arranging many things. 3.
Al MIAHUPYE NOMCKATE paboTy oHnaiH. 4. Let's go on talking. She will not bother us again. 5. [Mocne yGopEM B BAHHOH
OHA HEYANA MEITE KyXHK. 6. Ero 0BBMHMIH B orpabneHMy Mara3vHa. 7. [ saw them cross the road. 8. Ero 3acTaBMIIH
DTBETHTE 33 NocNencTeMA. 9. Olga wrote on Instagram to ask the locals where to buy abottle of good wine in Verona. 10,
OHA HAYYIMIACE MeTh B BO3PACTe 4 NeT, 0HA HACTOAIHH TAnaHT!

THCEMEHHBIH OMPOC
Bonpoc1 Ha uro HeobxomMmMo 0 BpallaTE BHUM AHME TIPH e eB OJ1E TTPe I 00 8H M7
Bonpoc 2 Kar obpa3yercd corMacoBaH e BPEMeH B AHTIIHI CHOM S3kIHe?
Bompoc 3 Korna ynoTpebnamTed oM eliaHHEIE THITLL ITPHIATOUHBIX TP eNI0HFEHHH B AHITIHIICKOM
A3BIEE?
Bonpoc 4 [na uero MCN oNB3VHTCA YOI OBHEIE TIPe I 0MEHHA B AHTIIHI CHOM A3BIHe?
Bonpoc 5 Ha ®HarMe THIEL JeTaTod MO ATEHEIE TTTATOR?




BAPHAHT 2

dopmupyeman(pie) (onenusaeman(bie)) RoMneTer ip apw )

VE-4 CnocofeH ocylecTEIATE e 0BVE KOMMYHMKALIMI B YCTHOH M MUCEM eHHOH $OpMAX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHH OM
A3nIKe PoccHiTcHOH el epaiuy B MHOCTPasHoM (B1x) a3sme(ax)

dopMupyemMble (O0eHHEaeMble) HEIHKATO PBI J0CTHMKEHHA KOMI e TeH [HI:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETOBYEY KOMMYHMEALHMIO B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH 0 fopMax
Ha HMHOCTpaHHOM(EX) #3piKe(ax), odOpMIATE MHMCEMEHHYKY peub TPaMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMH € MPABHIAMH
op horpadHH HNYHKTYalHH

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTO! - B0y HA MOCYIAPC TESHHEI A351K Po coMc Kol Menep anim 1
(1H) ¢ rocymap cTEEHHOrD A3EEA PO Ha MHDCTp aHHEEH| - Ble)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeBeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHCEMEHH 0H hopMax Ha MHOCTPaHH oM{BIX) 235ke(ax) 1 odopMIIeHM & MHCEMEHH DI PEUM [PAMOTHD, B COOTE ETCTEHK
C MPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad iy M MyHETY aUHH, CoCTRBETe HeBOMELIOH MNepeckas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMAry.

The First postcard came from Forfar. I thought you might like a picture of Forfar,” it said. “You have always been so
interested in Scotland, and that is one reason why [ am interested inyou. [ have enjoyed all your books, but do you really
get to grips with people? [ doubt it. Try to think of this as a handshake from your devoted admirer, W.5."

Like other novelists, Walter Streeter was used to getting communications from strangers. Usually they were
friendly but sometimes they were critical. In either case he always answered them, for he was conscientious. But
answering them took up the time and energy he needed for his writing, so that he was rather relieved that WS. had
given no address. The photograph of Forfar was uninteresting and he tore it up. His anonymous correspondent’s
criticism, however, lingered in his mind. Did he really fail to come to grips with his characters? Perhaps he did. He was
aware that in most cases they were either projections of his own personality or, in different forms, the antithesis of it.
The Me and the Not Me. Perhaps W.S. had spotted this. Not for the first time Walter made a vow to be more objective.
About ten days later arrived another posteard, this time from Berwick on Tweed.

“What doyou think of Berwick on Tweed?” it said. “Like you, it's on the Border. [ hope this doesn't sound rude. [ don't
mean that you are a borderline case! You know how much [ admire your stories. Some people call them otherworldly. [
think you should plump for one world or the other. Another firm handshake from WS." Walter Streeter pondered over
this and began to wonder about the sender. Was his correspondent a man or a woman? [t looked like a man's
handwriting — commercial, unselfconscious — and the criticism was like 3 man's. On the other hand, it was like a
woman to probe — to want to make him feel at the same time flattered and unsure of himself He felt the faint stirrings
of curiosity but soon dismissed them: he was not a man to experiment with acquaintances. 5till it was odd to think of
this unknown person speculating about him, sizing him up. Otherworldly, indeed!1 He reread the last two chapters he
had written. Perhaps they didn't have their feet firm on the ground. Perhaps he was too ready to escape, as other
nowvelists were nowadays, into an ambiguous world, a world where the conscious mind did not have things too much its
own way. But did that matter? He threw the picture of Berwick on Tweed into his November fire and tried to write; but
the words came haltingly, as though contending with an extra strong barrier of self-criticism.

And as the days passed he became uncomfortably aware of self-division, as though someone had taken hold of his
personality and was pulling it apart. His work was no longer homogeneous, there were two strains in it, unreconciled
and opposing, and it went much slower as he tried toresolve the discord. Never mind, he thought; perhaps [ was getting
into a groove. These difficulties may be growing pains, I may have tapped a new source of supply. If only [ could
correlate the two and make their conflict fruitful, as many artists have! The third postcard showed a picture of York
Minster. ‘I kmow you are interested in cathedrals,” it said. “I'm sure this isn't a sign of megalomania in your case, but
smaller churches are sometimes more rewarding. I'm seeing a good many churches on my way south. Are you He tried
toput the thought away from him; he tried to destroy the postcard as he had the others. But something in him wanted to
preserve it. It had become a piece of him, he felt. ¥Yielding to an irresistible compulsion, which he dreaded, he found
himself putting it behind the clock onthe chimney piece. He couldn't see it but he knew that it was there. He now had to
admit to himself that the postcard business had become a leading factor in his life. [t had created a new area of
thoughts and feelings and they were most unhelpful His being was strung up in expectation of the next postcard. Yet
when it came it took him, as the others had, completely by surprise. He could not bring himself to look at the picture. '
hope you are well and would like a postcard from Coventry,” heread. "Have you ever been sent to Coventry? [have — in
fact you sent me there.

[tisn't a pleasant experience, [ can tell you. I am getting nearer. Perhaps we shall come to grips after all. [ advised
you to come to grips with your characters, didn't [? Have [ given you any new ideas? If [ have you ought to thank me, for
they are what novelists want, [ understand. [ have beenrereading your novels, living in them, [ might say. Another hard
handshake. As always, WS." A wave of panic surged up in Walter Streeter. How was it that he had never noticed, all this
time, the most significant fact about the posteards — that each one came from a place geographically closer to him than
the last? ‘I am coming nearer.” Had his mind, unconsciously self-protective, worn blinkers? If it had, he wished he could
put them back. He took an atlas and idly traced out W.S.'s itinerary. Aninterval of eighty miles or so seemed to separate



the stopping places Walter lived in a large West Country town about ninety miles from Coventry. Should he show the
posteards to an alienist? But what could an alienist tell him? He would not know, what Walter wanted to know, whether
he had anything to fear from W.S. Better go to the police. The police were used to dealing with poison pens. If they
laughed at him, so much the better. They did not laugh, however. They said they thought the postcards were a hoax and
that W.5. would never showup in the flesh. Then they asked if there was anyone who had a grudge against him. "No one
that [ know of " Walter said. They, too, took the view that the writer was probably a woman. They told him not to worry
but tolet them know if further postcards came.

CHTyauHOHHOe 3aaaHHe N22

BEIMOJIHKUTE NEp eB0]] TEKCTOB C MHOCTPAHHOTO(-bIX) Ha TOCYIAPCTEEHHEIH A3KIK PO CCHIICKOM Qelepalii | (M)
C FOCY AP CTEEHH Oro 361KA P Ha MHO CcTp aHHEIA| - ble). OBmacHuTe cyuad ynotpebnenua Gerund ¥ Infinitive Forms,

1. C cosganeHHeM CooBa BAM, ITO HE CMOryY oMok 3aeTpa. 2. Traveling abroad means arranging many things. 3.
fl MIAHUPYE NOUCKATE paboTy oHnaiH. 4. Let's go on talking. She will not bother us again 5 Mocne yBopEM B BAHHOH
DHA HAYANA MEITE EyXHK. 6. Ero 0BBMHMIH B orpabineHyH MarasvHa. 7. [ saw them cross the road. 8. Ero 3acTaBMITH
OTBETHTE 33 NocnencTeMA. 9. Olga wrote on Instagram to ask the locals where to buy abottle of good wine in Verona. 10,
OHA HAYYIMIACE MeTh B BO3PACTe 4 NeT, 0HA HACTOAIHH TAnaHT!

THCEMEHHBIH OMPOC

Bonpoc 1 KarMe NpHCTAaBEM UCMOIEIVIOTCA MPH CIoB00Bpa3cBaHMH MIATII0E, CYLE CTEMTENEH B,
HAPEYMH M MPHIATATEIEH XY

Bonpoc 2 Yen oTIMYAETCA CI0B00 BPA30BAHHE NPH NOMOLIH NPHCTABOK OT JPYTHX MEeTodoe?

Bonpoc 3 Kak obpa3yoTcea MpUIAraTeIEHEE?

Bonpoc 4 Karue MpaeMna NyHKTYALMKE UCTIONEIYEOTCA TP MPAMOH M KOCBRHHOH pedax?

Bompoc B HAHMX CNYYIAAY MCTIONE3YVIOTCA PA3TOBOPHEIH, GOPMATEHEIN M HEHTD ANEH EIH THITEL
BHIMHICEOrD A3LIKA?




BAPHAHT 3

dopmupyeman(pie) (onenusaeman(bie)) RoMneTer ip apw )

VE-4 CnocofeH ocylecTEIATE e 0BVE KOMMYHMKALIMI B YCTHOH M MUCEM eHHOH $OpMAX HA FOCYIAP CTEEHH OM
A3nIKe PoccHiTcHOH el epaiuy B MHOCTPasHoM (B1x) a3sme(ax)

dopMupyemMble (O0eHHEaeMble) HEIHKATO PBI J0CTHMKEHHA KOMI e TeH [HI:

VHE-4.2 DeMoHCTpHPYET CROCOBHOCTE OCYIECTEIATE NETOBYEY KOMMYHMEALHMIO B YCTHOH M MMCEMEHH 0 fopMax
Ha HMHOCTpaHHOM(EX) #3piKe(ax), odOpMIATE MHMCEMEHHYKY peub TPaMOTHO, B COOTEETCTEMH € MPABHIAMH
op horpadHH HNYHKTYalHH

VE-4.3 BEINoIHAET Nepeso]] TEKCTOR C MHOCTPAHHOTO! - B0y HA MOCYIAPC TESHHEI A351K Po coMc Kol Menep anim 1
(1H) ¢ rocymap cTEEHHOrD A3EEA PO Ha MHDCTp aHHEEH| - Ble)

CHTyauHoHHOe 3aaaHHe N21

[lepeBeIMTE TEKCT, 33J3HTe K HEMY BOMPOCE], JeMOHCTPHPYA OCYINECTEIEHHE Ae0B0H KOMMYHHEALWH B YCTHOH
M MHCEMEHH 0H hopMax Ha MHOCTPaHH oM{BIX) 235ke(ax) 1 odopMIIeHM & MHCEMEHH DI PEUM [PAMOTHD, B COOTE ETCTEHK
C MPABMIAMH 0 pPorpad iy M MyHETY aUHH, CoCTRBETe HeBOMELIOH MNepeckas JaHH O TEKCTA B BMJE SUMIMAry.

The First postcard came from Forfar. I thought you might like a picture of Forfar,” it said. “You have always been so
interested in Scotland, and that is one reason why [ am interested inyou. [ have enjoyed all your books, but do you really
get to grips with people? [ doubt it. Try to think of this as a handshake from your devoted admirer, W.5."

Like other novelists, Walter Streeter was used to getting communications from strangers. Usually they were
friendly but sometimes they were critical. In either case he always answered them, for he was conscientious. But
answering them took up the time and energy he needed for his writing, so that he was rather relieved that WS. had
given no address. The photograph of Forfar was uninteresting and he tore it up. His anonymous correspondent’s
criticism, however, lingered in his mind. Did he really fail to come to grips with his characters? Perhaps he did. He was
aware that in most cases they were either projections of his own personality or, in different forms, the antithesis of it.
The Me and the Not Me. Perhaps W.S. had spotted this. Not for the first time Walter made a vow to be more objective.
About ten days later arrived another posteard, this time from Berwick on Tweed.

“What doyou think of Berwick on Tweed?” it said. “Like you, it's on the Border. [ hope this doesn't sound rude. [ don't
mean that you are a borderline case! You know how much [ admire your stories. Some people call them otherworldly. [
think you should plump for one world or the other. Another firm handshake from WS." Walter Streeter pondered over
this and began to wonder about the sender. Was his correspondent a man or a woman? [t looked like a man's
handwriting — commercial, unselfconscious — and the criticism was like 3 man's. On the other hand, it was like a
woman to probe — to want to make him feel at the same time flattered and unsure of himself He felt the faint stirrings
of curiosity but soon dismissed them: he was not a man to experiment with acquaintances. 5till it was odd to think of
this unknown person speculating about him, sizing him up. Otherworldly, indeed!1 He reread the last two chapters he
had written. Perhaps they didn't have their feet firm on the ground. Perhaps he was too ready to escape, as other
nowvelists were nowadays, into an ambiguous world, a world where the conscious mind did not have things too much its
own way. But did that matter? He threw the picture of Berwick on Tweed into his November fire and tried to write; but
the words came haltingly, as though contending with an extra strong barrier of self-criticism.

And as the days passed he became uncomfortably aware of self-division, as though someone had taken hold of his
personality and was pulling it apart. His work was no longer homogeneous, there were two strains in it, unreconciled
and opposing, and it went much slower as he tried toresolve the discord. Never mind, he thought; perhaps [ was getting
into a groove. These difficulties may be growing pains, I may have tapped a new source of supply. If only [ could
correlate the two and make their conflict fruitful, as many artists have! The third postcard showed a picture of York
Minster. ‘I kmow you are interested in cathedrals,” it said. “I'm sure this isn't a sign of megalomania in your case, but
smaller churches are sometimes more rewarding. I'm seeing a good many churches on my way south. Are you He tried
toput the thought away from him; he tried to destroy the postcard as he had the others. But something in him wanted to
preserve it. It had become a piece of him, he felt. ¥Yielding to an irresistible compulsion, which he dreaded, he found
himself putting it behind the clock onthe chimney piece. He couldn't see it but he knew that it was there. He now had to
admit to himself that the postcard business had become a leading factor in his life. [t had created a new area of
thoughts and feelings and they were most unhelpful His being was strung up in expectation of the next postcard. Yet
when it came it took him, as the others had, completely by surprise. He could not bring himself to look at the picture. '
hope you are well and would like a postcard from Coventry,” heread. "Have you ever been sent to Coventry? [have — in
fact you sent me there.

[tisn't a pleasant experience, [ can tell you. I am getting nearer. Perhaps we shall come to grips after all. [ advised
you to come to grips with your characters, didn't [? Have [ given you any new ideas? If [ have you ought to thank me, for
they are what novelists want, [ understand. [ have beenrereading your novels, living in them, [ might say. Another hard
handshake. As always, WS." A wave of panic surged up in Walter Streeter. How was it that he had never noticed, all this
time, the most significant fact about the posteards — that each one came from a place geographically closer to him than
the last? ‘I am coming nearer.” Had his mind, unconsciously self-protective, worn blinkers? If it had, he wished he could
put them back. He took an atlas and idly traced out W.S.'s itinerary. Aninterval of eighty miles or so seemed to separate



