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I'OCYJIAPCTBEHHBIN DK3AMEH
IO TEOPUU AHIJIMMCKOI'O SI3BIKA
KAK YACTHh UTOI'OBOM 'OCYJAPCTBEHHOM ATTECTAIIUA
BBIITYCKHUKOB HIJTY um. H.A. IOBOJIFOBOBA

OO0mme mMoJI0KeHus
[{es1bt0 UTOTOBOM TOCYNApPCTBEHHOM aTTECTALIMU SIBJISICTCS YCTAHOBJIEHUE
YPOBHSI TOATOTOBJIEHHOCTH BBIITYCKHUKA YHUBEPCHUTETA K BBHIMOJIHEHUIO MPO-
(beccnoHaNbHBIX 3a/1a4 U COOTBETCTBUS €T0 MOATOTOBKUA TPEOOBAHUSM TrOCyap-
CTBEHHOTO 00pa30BaTEIbLHOTO CTaHJApTa BHICIHIETO MPOGECcCHOHAIBHOTO 00pa-
30BaHMS.

['ocynapCTBEHHBIN HSK3aMEH IO TEOPUM AHTJIMHUCKOTO S3bIKa SIBJISIETCA
00s13aTeNIbHBIM IJI1 CTYACHTOB, BBITIOJHSIOMINX JUINIOMHYIO PabOTy MO METO-
JIMKE TPETOIaBaHUs AHTJIUUCKOTO SI3bIKA.

K rocyaapcTBeHHOMY 3K3aMEHY [OIMYCKalOTCS CTYACHTBI, YCHEUIHO 3a-
BEPIIMBIIME OCBOCHHE OCHOBHON 00Opa30oBaTeIbHON MPOrpaMMbl: MOIHOCTHIO
BBITIOJTHUBIIINE YYEOHBIN TUIaH, HE MMEIOIIUE 3aJI0JDKEHHOCTEH, CIIaBIIME BCE
AK3aMEHbI U 3a4Y€Thl, B TOM YHCJI€ UMEIOIIUE 3a4YET 3a KOHTPOJIbHYIO padoTy 1O
TEOPHUU aHTJIMICKOTO SI3bIKA (CM. HHXKE).

Pe3ynbTaThl TOCYJapCTBEHHOTO 3K3aMEHA OMPEAECISAIOTCS OLIEHKAMH «OT-
JUYHOY, «XOPOIIO0», «yIAOBIECTBOPUTEIBHOY, «HEYTOBICTBOPUTEIHLHO» U O00BSIB-
JISIFOTCS B IEHb 3K3aMEHA 110 OKOHYaHUU MPOLEAYPHI.

CryneHTam, 3aBEpIIUBIIUM OCBOCHHE OCHOBHOM 00pa3oBaTelIbHON IMPO-
rpaMMbl U HE MOATBEPJIMBIIUM COOTBETCTBHE MOJTOTOBKH TPEOOBAHMSIM TOCY-
JAPCTBEHHOTO 00pa30BaTEIbHOIO CTaHJapTa (TO €CTh MOJYyYUBIIUM HEYJIOBJIE-
TBOPUTENIbHYIO OLIEHKY Ha TOCYAapCTBEHHOM »HK3aMEHE) Ha3Ha4daroTCs IIOo-
BTOPHBIE AaTTECTAI[MOHHBIEC UCIBITAHUS C MOJHOW MX OIUJIATOM, HE paHee ueM
yepe3 OJMHHAILATh MECSLEB U HE MO3KE YEM Yepe3 IATh JIET MOCIE MPOXO0KIe-
HUs UTOTOBOM TOCYJAPCTBEHHOU aTTECTAllMU BIIEPBBIE.

TpeGoBanus K 3K3aMeHY M OPraHU3ALMOHHbIC BONIPOCHI

Ha sk3aMeHe CTyIeHThI JOJKHBI IPOJIEMOHCTPUPOBATH 3HAHUE OCHOBHBIX
IIOJIOKEHUI MPOCIYIIAHHBIX TEOPETUYECKUX KYpPCOB, OPUEHTUPYSACH HA CIIHUCOK
HK3aMEHALOHHBIX BOIIPOCOB.

I'ocynapcTBeHHBIM 3K3aMEH II0 TEOPUM AHIVIMKMCKOTO S3bIKA BKJIKOYAECT
TEOPETHUYECKYIO U IIPaKTU4YECKyro dyacThu. CTyeHTy IpeajaracTcs aTh pa3Bep-
HYTBIE OTBETHI Ha JIBAa TEOPETHYECKUX BOIIPOCA B PaMKAX M3Yy4aBIIMXCS JUCLU-
IUIMH: JICKCUKOJIOTUM, CTUJIMCTUKH, UCTOPUM AHTJIMHCKOTO $3bIKA, TEOpPETHUYE-
CKOIl rpaMMaTuKH, TeopeTnueckoil ¢onetuku. [IpakTuueckast yacTb mpecTaB-
asieT coOOM JIMHTBUCTHYECKUHA aHAIM3 TEKCTa COBPEMEHHOM aHTJIOS3BIYHOMN
IIPO3bI, OCYIIECTBISIEMBIN 110 ACIEKTaM: CTWJIMCTHKA, JICKCUKOJIOTHS, TpaMma-
TUKAa, UCTOPHS SI3bIKA (B JTFOOOM MOPSIAKE).



AHaIIU3 TEKCTA SIBJISIETCS MHULHUATHUBHBIM: CTYJEHT CAMOCTOSITENIBHO OT-
Oupaer M3 TEKCTa A3BIKOBbIE MaHU(ECTalUU, MPEACTABISIIONIME, IO €ro MHe-
HUIO, UHTEPEC I aHaJIu3a C TOYKU 3PEHUS] Ha3BaHHBIX JIMHTBUCTUYECKHX ac-
NeKkToB. [IpumepHON cxeMol aHanu3a, MOMUMO IPEIAracMOr0 HUKE IUIaHa,
MOTYT CIIYKUTh SK3aMEHAIMOHHBIE BOIIPOCHI, a TAaK)KE€ KOHTPOJIbHBIE 3aJaHUS
KAaK 10 TEOPUU AHTJIMUCKOTO SA3BbIKA B IIE€JIOM, TaK M IO KAKJIOU U3 TEOpEeTHYE-
CKHMX JHUCIUIUIMH B OTAEIBHOCTH (cM. YMM 10 MCTOpUU aHTIMUCKOTO SI3bIKa,
TEOPETHUYECKONW TI'PaMMATHKE, JIEKCUKOJIOTUH, CTUJINCTUKE).

[TocnenoBaTenbHOCTh OTBETa MOXET OBIThH JIF00O0H, HA YCMOTpEHHE dK3a-
MeHaTopoB. OObEM OTBETa TakK€ HE perjlaMEeHTHpPYETCs. DK3aMeHATOp UMeeT
IIPABO OCTAHOBUTH CTYJIEHTA U NPEIOKUTH €My IEPEUTH K APYroMy acIIEKTy
aHaJau3a WM JPYroMy IYHKTY TEOPETHYECKOIO BOIPOCA, MPOUIUIIOCTPUPOBATH
MaTepHaoM TEKCTa TO WJIA WHOE MOJ0KEHHE, IPOKOMMEHTUPOBATH JIIOOYIO U3
IIPEJCTABIICHHBIX B TEKCTE €WUHHII.

CryneHTy npeocTaBiIeTCs OT MOJYTOpa 10 JBYX YaCOB JUJIS MOATOTOBKH
kK otrBery. IIpu 3TOM paspemaercs MOJb30BATHCA HACTOALUMMU Y4eOHO-
METOANYECKUMU MATEPHUAIAMH, aHTJIO-PYCCKUM M AHTJIO-aHTJIMMCKUM CJIOBapsi-
Mu. OCHOBHAsl 4acThb BPEMEHH, OTBEIECHHOIO Ha ITOATOTOBKY K OTBETY, JOJKHA
ObITh yJeneHa padboTre Haja TeKCToM. [1oAroToBNEeHHBIM aHAU3 TEKCTa CleayeT
3amMcarth Kak MOXHO HOJApoOHee, 4TOObl YCKOPUTH MPOLENYpPY IK3aMEHA.
Hanpotus, oTBeT Ha TEOPETUUECKHM BOIIPOC 3aIMCHIBACTCS JIUILIb B BUJIE IUIAHA,
COIIPOBOKIAOIIETOCs SI3bIKOBBIMU IIPUMEPAMU, MIPEAIIOYTUTEIIBHO U3 aHAIIU3U-
pyemoro tekcra. He nomyckaercs 10CI0BHOE KOHCIIEKTUPOBAHUE OTBETA C I10-
CICAYIOUIUM €ro yreHueMm. B 2ToM ciydae 4ieHbl KOMHUCCUHM MOTYT IIpEpBaTh
OTBEYAIOUIEr0 M 33JaTh YTOUHSIONIME BOMPOCHL. CTYAEHT OJKEH CBOOOIHO
BJIAJICTh MAaTEPUAIIOM U IPOJEMOHCTPUPOBATH 3TO B MPOLECCE DK3aAMEHA. 3aIu-
CH UCIIOJIB3YIOTCS JTUIIB JUISl WIUTFOCTPALMU TEOPETUYECKUX MTOJI0KEHUM.

CrnenyeT pemmTensHO M30€raTh XPECTOMATUHHBIX MPUMEPOB, MPHUBOIHU-
MBIX B y4€OHBIX TOCOOMSIX M JIEKIIMOHHBIX KypcaX, MOCKOJIbKY HMEHHO CIIOCO0-
HOCTbH NPOMJUTIOCTPUPOBATH OCHOBHBIE IOJIOKEHHSI OTBETa MAaTEPUATIOM TEKCTA
SIBJSICTCS OJHUM U3 OCHOBHBIX KPUTEPUEB OLIEHKH OTBETA HA IOCYIAPCTBEHHOM
JK3aMEHE.

Heobxoaumo Takxke UMETh B BUIY, YTO MpeajaracéMblii HIKE IJIAH aHa-
JM3a TeKCTa SIBIsETCS 000OUIEHHBIM M MPUOIU3UTENBHBIM: COCTaBUTENH TOCO-
OUsl CTPEMIUIUCH BKIIIOUUTHh B HETO KaK MOXXHO OOJIbIlI€ BO3MOXKHBIX ACIEKTOB
aHau3a SI3bIKOBBIX ABJIEHUMN. Pazymeercs, He Bce yYIOMSHYTHIE B ILUIAHE SIBJICHUS
MOHO (M Hy»XHO) HaliTu B Tekcre. Cneayer, npexae Bcero, odOpamarb BHUMA-
HUE Ha CIIOpHbIE, HECTAaHAAPTHbIC, HHTEPECHBIE CIy4yau, u3berasi TPUBHUAIbHBIX
KOHCTaTauui (Hamp., «table» - cyliecTBUTENbHOE €AMHCTBEHHOTO YHCIA).



Kpurepuu oueHku
Pemenue 00 oneHKax MPUHUMAETCS TOCYAapCTBEHHOW aTTeCTallMOHHOM
KOMHUCCHUEW IO OKOHYAaHHUM Mpoleaypbl sk3ameHa. OIeHKa CKIIaJbIBAETCsA W3
CJIeIYIOLIUX MapaMeTPOB:

1. TlonHOTa pacKkphITUS HAYYHOM MPOOJEMAaTUKU, 3aTPOHYTONH B OTBETE Ha BO-
poc.

2. CnocoOHOCTh MPOWLUTIOCTPUPOBATH OCHOBHBIE MOJIOXKEHHUSI OTBETAa MaTepua-
JIOM TEKCTA.

3. 'nmyOuHa mMOHUMAaHUS H3JIaraeMoro Marepuana, ClocoOHOCTh K 00OCHOBa-
HUIO BBIJABUTAEMBIX IOJIOKEHUW, JOTUYHOCTh apIyMEHTALIUM.

4. IlomHOTa M KOPPEKTHOCTh MPAKTUYECKOr0 aHAIN3a, THULUATUBHOCTh U OpH-
ITMHAJIBHOCTh B OTOOpPE SI3BIKOBBIX CPEJNICTB, OTCYTCTBHE IIAOJOHHBIX, Xpe-
CTOMAaTUHHBIX IIPUMEPOB.

5. YpoBeHb BlaJieHUsI MaTepUajIoM, CIIOCOOHOCTh CBOOOAHO OPUEHTHUPOBATHCS
B Mpo0JieMax COBPEMEHHOW JIMHIBUCTUKH, MPOBOAUTH aHAJIOTHH, COMOCTAB-
JISITh A3bIKOBBIE SIBJIEHUS, UCIIOJIb30BAaTh MEKIPEIMETHBIE CBS3H.

JK3aMeHALMOHHbIE BONIPOCHI
Jlekcukosorus

1. ITHMOJIOrHYECKHIi COCTAB JIEKCHKH COBPEMEHHOI0 AHIVIMICKOr0 A3bIKA

VIcKOHHO-aHTIIMIICKAsl JIEKCUKA, €€ OCHOBHBIE XAapAaKTEpUCTUKHU. ['pymra
OOLIEHI0EBPONIEHCKON JIEKCUKU (OIpenesieHne, TeMaTuyeckas MpeaCcTaBlIeH-
HOCTb). ['pynna obmierepmMancko JIEKCUKH (OIpeiesieHne, TeMaTudecKas mpe-
CTaBJICHHOCTh). 3aMMCTBOBaHHas Jiekcuka. [Ipsimoe 3aumcTBoBanue. Kocsennoe
3aMMCTBOBaHUE. fI3bIK-HCTOYHUK. S3BIK-TTIOCPEAHUK. YCTHBIA U NUCHMEHHBIN
nyTH 3auMCcTBOBaHUS. OCHOBHBIE CIOCOOBI 3aMMCTBOBAaHMS (TpaHCIUTEpalus,
KAJIbKUPOBAHHME, CEMAHTHYECKOE KaJlbKupoBaHue). Accummianus. CTeneHu ac-
cuMmuwisanuu. [lomHoCTRIO accumuinupoBaHHas Jekcuka. CroBa-rubpunbl. Ya-
CTUYHO aCCUMWJIMPOBAHHAS JEKCHUKa (CEMaHTUYECKH, TPaMMaTU4YECKH, (DOHETH-
YeckH, rpauyecku He acCUMHWJIMpOBaHHas JieKcuka). HeaccumuimpoBaHHas
JeKcuka (BapBapu3Mbl). OJTHUMOJOrMYeckue nyoserbl. MHTepHAlMOHATU3MBI.
Tunonoruyeckre XxapakTepUCTUKHN 3aMMCTBOBAHUMN U3 PA3JIMYHBIX S3BIKOB (Ipe-
YECKOTO, JIATUHCKOTO, CKaHJAMHABCKOIO, KEJIbTCKOro, (hpaHIly3CKOro, UTaIbsSH-
CKOTr'0, MCIIAHCKOT0, MOPTYTaJbCKOr0, TOJUIaHACKOr0, HEMEIKOI0, PyCCKOTO H
Jp.).
2. Cnoco0blI cJ10B000pa30BaHKMs B COBPEMEHHOM AHIIMHCKOM fI3bIKE

Tunel Mopdosoruyeckoit cTpykTyphl cioBa. McTtopuueckoe m3meHeHUE
(ompoleHne) CTpyKTypbl clioBa. MeTo bl aHaIu3a MOp(OJIOrnYECKON CTPYKTY-
pHI cioBa (MOp(hOJIOTUYECKUH, CI0BOOOpa30BaTeNIbHbIN, METO] HEMOCPEACTBEH-
HO COCTAaBIIIOIINX, TpaHchopmarmonHslii). [IpoaykTuBHbBIE CIOCOOBI CIO0BOOO-
paszoBanus. Addukcamnus (nmpedukcanus, cypdurcaius). OCHOBHBIC MPUHITATIHI
kinaccuukanuu ahGUKCOB (TPAaHCHIOHHUPYIOMIAS CIOCOOHOCTH, ATUMOJIOTHS,



3HAQYE€HHE, BAJICHTHOCTb, IPOJYKTUBHOCTb, YAaCTOTHOCTb, CTHJIMCTHYECKAs
okpacka). Koueepcus. I[IpyunHbl IMPOKOro pacupOCTPaHEHUsI KOHBEPCUU B aH-
IJIMMCKOM sA3bIKe. OCHOBHBIE KOHBEPCHOHHBIE Moziesd. Kputepun onpenencHus
HaIIpaBJICHUS MPOU3BOJHOCTH B KOHBEPCHUOHHBIX Mapax. CnoBocioxeHue. I'pa-
buueckuii, GOHETUUECKUIN, CEMAHTUYECKUM, CTPYKTYPHBIA, MOp(dOoIOornYecKuii
CUHTAKCUYECKUM KPUTEPUU CIIOKHOTO ciioBa. Kimaccudukanuu cioXKHbBIX CIIOB
10 pa3nuyHbIM npuHIUnaM. Crnenuduka cIoBOCIOKEHUS B aHTJIMICKOM SI3bIKE.
O6patHoe cioBooOpa3oBanue. Cokpamienue. Yceuenue. HUITMaIbHOE COKpa-
menue. ['paduueckas abbpeBuanms. Teneckonus. ManonpoayKTUBHBIE CIIOCO-
Obl cioBOOOpa3oBaHMs. 3ByKomoapaxkanue. Pemymnukanus. HenponykTuBHble
crocoOrI ciioBooOpa3zoBanus. YepeqoBanue 3BykoB. 3MeHeHne yiapeHus.
3. 3navenune cioBa. U3meHenne 3HaYeHus1 caoBa. IIpuynHbI M3MEHEHUA
3HAYEHUs CJIOBA

Tunsl 3HayeHuii ciosa. ' paMmmarnueckoe 3Hauenue. Jlekcuyeckoe 3Haue-
Hue. CTpykTypa JEKCHYECKOro 3HAa4eHHUs CioBa. [[eHOTAaTUBHBII KOMIIOHEHT
3HaueHUsl. KOHHOTaTUBHBIA KOMIIOHEHT 3HadyeHUsSl. CTUIMCTUYECKUH, SMOTHB-
HO-OLIEHOYHBIA KOMIIOHEHTbl KOHHOTAlMH. METOJI KOMIOHEHTHOIO aHaIu3a.
MoOTHUBUPOBAaHHOCTH CJIOBa. TUIbI MOTUBUPOBAHHOCTHU ((hoHeTHueckas, Mopdo-
joruyeckas, cemMaHtuyeckas). Jlearnmonoruzanms. HaponHas stumosorus.
OKCTpAJIMHTBUCTUYECKHE IPUYMHBI U3MEHEHUS 3HA4eHUs cioBa. IIcuxonornue-
CKH€ MPHUYMHBL. DB(peMUu3Mbl. JIMHIBUCTHUECKHUE NMPUUYUHBI CEMAHTUYECKUX H3-
MeHeHUH (amunc, nuddepeHnuanisi CHHOHUMOB, MMOCTOSIHHBIM KOHTEKCT, 3a-
KOH aHaznoruu). [Ipupona cemanTuueckux usmeHeHuil. Meradopuueckuii nepe-
Hoc. Mojenu metagopudeckoro nepeHoca. Meronnmuueckuit nepenoc. Moe-
JM METOHUMHYECKOTO IepeHoca. Pe3ynbTaThl CEMaHTUYECKUX HW3MEHEHUH.
CyxeHnue (crnenuanu3aius) U paciuiupeHue (reHepanusaius) 3Ha4eHus. YXy-
HIEHUE U YIy4YlIEHUE 3HaYEHUS.
4. Tloaucemuss 1 oMOHNMUSL. CHHOHMMHSA. AHTOHUMMS

CwmpbiciioBas (cemaHTHUUECKAs) CTPYKTypa CJIOBA. Jlekcuko-
ceManTuyeckuil BapuaHT. IIpobnema pasrpanuuenust JICB cnosa. CemanTnue-
CKUN, KOHCTPYKTHUBHBIN, ()pa30BbId THUIBI KOHTEKCTA. THIBI OpraHu3aluu ce-
MaHTHUYECKON CTPYKTYpPHI MOJMCEMAHTUYECKOTO cioBa. PaguanbHas cBasb. Lle-
nouyeyHast cBa3b. OMoHumus. [Ipobnema knaccuduxanum omonumoB. Knaccu-
(uKanus Mo CTENeHu WAECHTUYHOCTHU (IIOJIHbIE, HEMOJIHbIE — OMO(OHBI, OMOIpa-
¢nr1). Kitaccugukanys no THMy pazanyaroliero 3Ha4eHust (JIEKCUYECKue, JIEKCHU-
KO-TpaMMaTH4YecKue, rpaMMarudeckue). MoaenupoBanHas omoHumus. Kiac-
cudpukauus npod. A.M. CmupHuLkoro. ICTOUHMKH OMOHUMUM (3BYKOBasi KOH-
BEpreHIus, pacnaj nojauceMun ). Kpurepun pasrpaHiueHus MOJIUCEMHUH U OMO-
Humun. CemanTuueckuii kputepuid. J{uctpuOyTuBHbINA KpuTepuid. ['padudeckuii
kputepuil. CuHonumuda. Kpurepun cHHOHUMHUYHOCTH. CHHOHUMUYECKAU PSI.
JloMrHaHTa CHHOHUMUYeckoro psana. Kinaccudukanuss CHHOHUMOB MO CTEIIEHU
HKBHUBAJIEHTHOCTH (MOJHBIE, YACTUYHBIE, KOHTEKCTYaJIbHbIE CHHOHUMBI); 11O BbI-
noJHseMbIM  (QYHKIUSAM (Uaeorpaduueckue, CTUIUCTHYECKHUE, CEMaHTUKO-



CTUJIMCTHYECKUE CUHOHUMBI). ICTOUHUKNM CHHOHUMHUU. AHTOHUMUSA. THUIIBI aH-
TOHUMOB.
5. ®paseosornyeckue CJI0BOCOYECTAHUA B COBPEMEHHOM AHIVIMHCKOM SI3bIKE
[IpobGiiema pasrpaHuyeHHUs CBOOOJHBIX, YCTOMYMBBLIX Hedpazeonoruye-
CKHX, (hpa3zeonorunyeckux coueraHui. @paszeosornueckue eauHuiibl. Kpurepuu
ycroiunBocTy (ppazeosnornueckux eaunui. Kraccubukanus ¢paszeonoruye-
ckux enuauIl. Knaccudukanus B.B. Bunorpanosa (¢ppaseonornueckue cparie-
HUsA, (pa3eosornyecKkue eANHCTBa, Ppaseonornueckue couetanus). Kmaccudu-
kammst AWM. CmupnHuikoro (mo QpyHKIIMOHAIBHOMY TpH3HAKY: (pazeonoruye-
CKHME€ E€IMHUIIbI, UANOMBI; 10 CTPYKTYpE: OJAHOBEPIIWHHBIC, JIBYXBEPIIUHHEIE,
MHOTOBepIIMHHBIE (Ppazeonorusmel). Knaccudukanus H.H. AmocoBoit (ppaze-
Mbl, uanoMel). Knaccupukanus A.H. KyHuHa (HOMUHaTHBHbIE, HOMUHATUBHO-
KOMMYHUKATHBHBIC, KOMMYHHUKATHBHBIC, MEKJIOMETHBIE (Ppa3eoIOTHUCCKHE
eauHulbl). Mctounnku (pazeonornyeckux eIuHuIl.

CTuiaucruka

1. Cruaucruyeckasi Kiaccupukaumus JeKCHKH

TpanuuMOHHO BBIAENAEMbIE KJIACChl CJIOB; HEAOCTATKH TPaJAULIMOHHON
kiaccudukanum nexcuku. Crunmcruyeckas kinaccudukanus FO.M. CkpebHena,
ee kpurepud. CTHIMCTUYECKH HEUTpaJbHASI M CTUIMCTUYECKH OKpAIICHHAS
nexcuka. CyOHeHTpalibHasi U CynepHelTpainbHas JIEKCUKa. Tpu CTENeHu BO3-
BBIILIEHHOCTH/CHUKEHHOCTH JIEKCUKU. KpaTkas xapaKTepucTHKa TPaIuLMOHHO
BBIACIIIEMBIX ~ CTWIMCTHMYECKMX TpyHHI  CJIOB:  CTENEHb  BO3BBILICHHO-
CTH/CHM>KEHHOCTH, OTIMYHUE OT CMEXHBIX IPYI, GYHKIUH B Xy10)KECTBEHHOM
Ttekcre. CyOHelTpanpHas JIEKCHMKA: KOJUIOKBHAIU3MBbI, MNPO(HECCHOHATU3MBI,
JUATEKTU3Mbl, CJIEHTH3MBbI, >KaproOHU3MbI, ByJbrapusmbl. CynepHeWTpanbHas
JIEKCHUKA: OOIETUTEPATYPHBIE CIIOBA, BAPBAPU3MBI, TEPMUHBI, KaHLEIIPU3MBI,
apXau3Mbl, IOATU3MBI.
2. Ctuincrnyeckasi pOHEeTHKA U CTWINCTHYECKas Mopdosorus

[Ipenmer u 3amaun crunuctuueckoi ¢oneruku. Knaccuduxamus ctumu-
CTHYECKHX (DOHETHYECKHUX CPENCTB M MX (PYHKIMU B XYHOKECTBEHHOM MPOU3-
BefeHH. DOHETHUECKHE CPEACTBA PEUYEBOM XapaKTEpUCTUKU (OMpEesIeHus,
npuMepsl). ABTOpPCKHE (OHETHYECKHE CpelncTBa (ONpeneeHus, IPUMEpPHI).
[Ipenmer u 3a7auu CTUIMCTHYECKONH MOpQosoruu. CTUIUCTUYECKH 3HAYMMBbIE
TPAHCIIO3ULIUU TpammaTHueckux gopm. Tpancnozuuuu mectommeHuil. TpaHc-
HO3UIMH I11arojioB. TpaHCIO3UIIMK CYIIECTBUTENbHBIX. BappupoBanue mopgem.
3. ®urypsl 3amMelieHU s

[IpeameT u 3aa4u CTHIIMCTHYECKOW CEMACUOJIOTHH. DUTypbl 3aMelECHUs
KaK MPUEMBI, OCHOBaHHbIE Ha INepeHoce 3HadeHus. lloHstue Tpoma. Ourypsl
konnuecTBa. ['unepbona. Metiosuc. JIutota kak pa3sHOBHIHOCTH Meiio3uca. du-
rypel kauectBa. MeTtoHnmus. CUHEK10Xa KaK pa3HOBUIHOCTh METOHUMHH. Me-
tadopa. OnuueTBopeHne Kak pa3HOBUAHOCTh MeTadopsl. poHust u ee pa3Ho-



BUJITHOCTH (MPOHHUS KaK TPOII, UPOHUS KaK aBTOpckoe oTHoieHue). [Ipoune ¢u-
T'Yphl 3aMEIICHUS: aHTOHOMACHSI, aJUTIO3HS, SIUTET, Iepudpas, aieropus.
4. @urypsl cCOBMeEICHUS

[IpeaMeT u 3agaun CTUIIMCTHYECKOW ceMacuoliorun. Ourypel coBmele-
HUS KaK MPUEMbl, OCHOBAaHHbIE HA KOMOWHAIIMM 3HaYeHU. DUTYpHI paBEHCTRA.
CpaBuenue. Otnnune cpaBHeHUs OT MeTadopbl. CuHOHUMBI-3aMeHuTenu. Pu-
rypel  HepaBeHCTBa.  CUHOHUMBI-yTOUHUTENU. OTiIMYMEe  CHUHOHHMOB-
3aMEHHUTENIe OT CHHOHUMOB-yTouHHUTeNe. Hapacranue. Paspsanka. KamamOyp.
3eBrma. @urypsl KoHTpacTta. AHTUTE3a. OKCIOMOPOH.
5. CtuincTu4ecKuii CHHTaKCUC

Knaccudukanuys CHHTAKCHUECKUX CTHUIMCTHYECKUX cpeAcTB. [Ipuemst,
ocHOBaHHble (1) Ha HEIOCTAaTKE CTPYKTYPHBIX 3JIEMEHTOB (3JUIUNTHYECKUE
MPEII0KEHHS, HOMUHATUBHbBIE MPEJI0KEHU, allOCHOIIe3a, AaCHHJETOH, OIylIe-
HUE BCIIOMOTATEJIbHBIX 3JIEMEHTOB); (2) Ha WM3OBITOYHOCTH CTPYKTYPHBIX 3Jie-
MEHTOB (ITPOCTOM MOBTOP, MOJMCUHAETOH, IPOJIEINC, CUHTAKCUYECKash TaBTOJIO-
rus); (3) Ha HEOOBIYHOM pPa3MEIICHUU KOMIIOHEHTOB MpPEJIOkKeHUs (MHBEPCHS
(mosiHast, yacTU4Has1), 000co0IeHue, MapenTesa); (4) Ha TPAHCIO3UIUNA CUHTAK-
CUYECKUX  CTPYKTYp  (IICEBAOYTBEPAUTEIIbHBIE  MPEJIOKEHUS;  TICEBJIO-
OTpUILIATETFHBIE MPEJIOKEHUS;, TICEBAONIO0YIUTENBHBIE MPEIOKEHUS; TICEBIO-
BOIIPOCUTEILHBIE TIPEASIOKEHHS); (5) Ha COBMEIIEHUH CUHTaKCUYECKUX CTPYK-
Typ (anadopa, snudopa, anHaaumIo3uc, oopaMmacHUE, Xua3m).

IIpu oTBeTe HA TEOPETUUYECKHUIN BOIPOC MO CTUIMCTHKE CTYISHT JIOHKCH
IPOJIEMOHCTPHUPOBATH:
1. 3HaHWe HOMEHKJIATYPhl COOTBETCTBYIOIIMX SKCIPECCUBHBIX CTUITMCTHICCKUX
CPEICTB, YMEHUE JaTh KaXJIOMY TOYHOE TCPMHHOJOTUYECKOE OMPEICICHUE W
MIPUBECTH TIPUMEP Ha aHTJIMACKOM s3bIKe. Eciu CTylIeHT He MOXKET MPUBECTH
IpUMeEp CTHUIMCTHYECKOTO TMpHUEMa WM AaeT MPUMEPHl Ha PYCCKOM S3BIKE,
OIIEHKAa MOJKET OBITH CHIKEHA Ha OaJIll.
2. 3HaHue KiIaccU(UKAIUN CTHIMCTHYECKUX CPEACTB, YMEHHE OOBSICHHUTH OC-
HOBaHUs (KpUTEpUM) Kiaccuukamu. B ciaydae, eciu CTYyJIeHT JIMIIb Ha3bIBACT
KJIacChl (TIPHEMBI), COCTABJISIONINE KIIACCU(PHUKAIINIO, HO HE MOXKET OOBSICHUTD,
MOYEeMY TOT WJIM MHOM IIPHEM BKJIFOYCH B JaHHYIO TPYINTY (HAIpHMEp, IOYeMy
MeTadopa OTHOCUTCS K (UTypaM 3aMEIICHHs], a OKCFOMOPOH — K ()UTypaM COB-
MEILICHHS ), OLICHKA MOXET ObITh CHUKEHA Ha 0aJsul.

TeopeTnueckasi rpaMMaTHKA

1. AMeHHbIe YacTH peuyH (CyLUeCTBUTEIbHOE, NpUIararejbHoe, C10Ba Ka-
TErOpuu COCTOSTHMSA, MECTOMMEHHE), UX CeMaHTH4YecKHe, Mopdoaoruye-
CKHe H (PYHKIIMOHAJIbHbIE XapaKTEePUCTHKHU

Wmsi cylecTBUTENbHOE KaK YacTh peyd (CeMaHTH4ecKHue, Mopdooruyie-
ckue, (yHKUMOHaNbHBIE XapakTepucTuku). Kareropus manexa. Pazmuunble

TPAKTOBKHM KaTErOPHUHM IaJiexka (IBYXNaJAeKHAsI TEOPHS; YEThIPEXIAaAEKHas T€O-
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pusi; TEOpUs OTCYTCTBUS MAASKHBIX pa3iauuuii). Posib mpeaioros B BeIpaXXeHUU
naJe)KHbIX OTHOLIEHUH. [IpobieMa agbekTUBAaMKU CylleCcTBUTENbHBIX. Kartero-
pus uyncna. OTKPBITBIE U 3aKPBIThIE MOJEIN MHOKECTBEHHOTO YUCJIA CYLIECTBHU-
TenbHBIX. HeTpanunnonHoe omnpenenenue kareropun uucia. Kareropus pona.
TpakTOBKM KaTeropuu poja UMEHH CYLIECTBUTEIBHOTO B OTEUYECTBEHHOM U 3a-
pyOexxHol nuHrBucTuke. Kareropust gerepMuHaIii MMEHH CyIIECTBUTEIBHOTO,
JIEKCUYECKHE UM CUHTAKCUYECKUE NETEPMUHATUBBI B COBPEMEHHOM aHIITIMHACKOM
s3bike. MIMsl mpuiaraTenbHOe Kak 4acTh peud (CeMaHTHYeCKHe, MOp(oJoruyie-
CKUE, (PYHKIMOHAJbHBIE XapaKTepuUcTUKu). KauecTBeHHbIE U OTHOCUTENIbHBIC
npuiiarateiabHbie. ['paMmaTudeckas KaTeropus crenenei cpaBuenus. [Ipo6iaema
aHaAMUTHYECKUX QopM crerneHel cpaBHeHus (PpopMbl ¢ more, most, less, least).
[Tonsitue ansarusa. [Ipobiema nMoaHOM U YACTUYHOW CyOCTaHTHBAIMU IpUJara-
TenabHBIX. Cl0Ba KaTeropuu cocrosinus. [IpobnemMHblil XapakTep JIMHTBUCTAYE-
CKOr0 CTaTyca CJIOB KaTE€rOpUHM COCTOSHHMS. | €TepOreHHbI XapakTep MeCTo-
UMEHUN Kak yacTu peud. Pa3psasl mecrommenuid. [IpobieMa rpammaTndeckoit
OMOHUMHH B CUCTEME MECTOMMEHHM.
2. T'naroJ. I'paMmmMaTHyecKkue KaTeropuM rjiaroJia

['maron kak yacth peuu. [IpuHumnel kiaaccuuKaluu riaroja B OTede-
CTBEHHOHN U 3apyOekHOM NMHTBUCTUKE. Karteropus BpeMeHU Kak yHUBEpCalb-
Hasi rpamMMmaTtuueckas kareropus. IIpoOrema koinyecTBa BpEeMEHHBIX (popMm B
COBPEMEHHOM aHIJIMKWCKOM s3bIke. HeuTpanusanuus v TpaHCIIO3ULHS BPEMEH-
HBIX ¢popM. KaTeropuu nuua, uncna. Kateropus Buna. [lonsitue kateropun Buja
B OTEUYECTBEHHON M 3apyOe:xHOM nuHrBucTuKe. [IpoOnemHbIil xapakTtep BUIa
KAaK IpaMMaTUYECKONM U CEMAaHTUYECKOM KaTeropuu. TpaHCHO3uLMs M HEWTpa-
au3anusi BUIOBBIX (opM. Kareropuss BpeMEHHOW OTHECEHHOCTH. TpakToBKa
ATOW KaTeropuH B OTEYECTBEHHOU M 3apyOekHoil nmuHrBHcTHKe. Karteropus 3a-
jora. [IpoGnemMa CHHTETHUECKUX M AHATUTUYECKUX 3aJOTOBBIX GopMm (popmbl
CpEIHEro, BO3BPATHOI0, B3AMMHOTO 3aj10ra). JIMHrBUCTUYECKUI cTaTyC rpaMma-
tudyeckux gopm to be + Participle II, to get + Participle II. Kareropus nakmone-
HUsl. XapaKTEPUCTUKA U3BIBUTENBHOTO HAKJIIOHEHH. [loBenuTenbHOE HAKIIOHE-
HUE, KaTeropuaiabHble (OPMBI MMOBEIUTEIHLHOTO HakIOHeHUs. [Ipobiema craTy-
ca AHWIUTUYECKUX (OpM MOBEIUTEIBHOrO HakioHeHus. (CocnaraTelbHoe
HakJoHeHue. JIuHrBucTuueckui craryc (opM coclarareiabHOro HaKJIOHEHUS.
ITpoGyiema KonMuecTBa 1 HOMEHKJIATYPbl (POPM COCIAraTeIbHOrO HaKJIOHEHHUS.
3. Heauunble d¢opmbl riaarosa. Ilpodaema craryca HeJM4HbIX (opM.

CMemaHHbIN XapaKkTep CBOWCTB HeJIMYHBIX (popM riiarojia

JInunble n HenuuHbIe popmbl rnarona. Kareropus ¢unutHOCTH. [Ipeanka-
TUBHOCTh KaK KaTerOpualbHbIM MpU3HAK JTUYHBIX (popm riarona. Hemmunbie
¢dopmbl rrarona. [Ipobnema mpuHAIIEKHOCTH HETHMYHBIX (OPM IiIaroja K 4a-
ctsaM peun. MHpuuuTuB. ['naronbHble 1 UMEHHBIE CBoMicTBAa MHPUHUTHBA. KOH-
CTPYKLIMHU BTOPUYHOM mpeaukaimu ¢ uHpuHUTHBOM. ['epynnuit. Ilpuuactue 1.
['maronpHble M UMEHHBIE CBOMCTBa repyHausi, npuyactus [. IIpoGiema omoHM-
MUH Ing-OBbIX (OpM (TepyHIUH, OTIIIaroiabHOe UMs, mpuyactue I, ums npunara-
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tenpHOE). [Ipobnema nonyrepyuaus. [lpuuactue 11. [Ipobiema omonnmumn Gopm

V+ed (npuuactue 11, ums npunararensHoe). KOHCTpYKIIMKM BTOPUYHOM MpearKa-

uuu ¢ npudactueM. KOHCTpyKIIMY BTOPUYHOM TPENUKALIMN C TEPYHIUEM.

4. IIpodsema onpenesieHus caoBocouyeranus. Kiaccupukauus ciaoBocoue-
Tanuil. CounHeHre W MOJAYMHEHHE KAK OCHOBHbIE THIIbI CHHTAKCHYe-
CKHX CBsi3el B ciioBocovyeranuu. IlpeankaTuBHoOe cJI0BOCOYETAHHE

[IpoGnema pasrpaHWyueHUs CIIOBOCOUYCTAHUS W TpeioKeHus. JIMHTBU-

CTUYECKUU cTaTyc cioBocoueTanus. CHHTakcudeckas W Mopdomornyeckas

kiaccudukaius cinoBocoueTannii. COUMHUTEIBHBIE CIIOBOCOUETAHUS, UX XapaK-

tepuctuka. [logquuHUTENbHBIE CTIOBOCOYETAHUS, UX XapakTepucTuka. [Ipobiema

MpPEAUKATUBHOIO clioBocodyeTaHus. CorilacoBaHue, YNpaBJeHUE, TPUMBIKAHUE,

3aMBIKaHWE KaK OCHOBHBIC TUIIbI CBA3W KOMIIOHEHTOB MOJYUHUTEIBHBIX CIOBO-

coueranuil. Knaccudukanus cioBocoyeTaHUil B OTE€YECTBEHHON U 3apyOexHOM

JIMHTBUCTHKE.

5. Ipemjioxenne Kak ypoBeHb CHHTAKCHYECKOro aHaiau3za. Meroabl aHa-
Ju3a (AMcTPpUOYTUBHBIA aHAJIM3, AHAJIU3 [0 HENMOCPEACTBEHHO COCTAB-
JAIIMUM, TPaHcPOPMALMOHHAS TPAMMATHKA, AKTYAJIbHOE YICHEHHE)

HuctpuOyTtuBHasg moaens Y.@pu3za. [IpuHuunel aHanu3a U TMHEHHBIA Xa-
paKTep OTHOILLIEHUN MEXK/Y CIIOBAMU B IPEI0KEHUNA. MeTO1 HEITOCPEACTBEHHO
coctasisitonux. [Ipunnunsl ananuza. Hegocratku merona. Tpancdopmanmon-

Hasg Mozenb. [I[puHIuMnbl aHanu3a. SaepHble U MOBEPXHOCTHBIE CTPYKTYphI. CH-

crema 0a3oBbIX TpaHchopmaruii. Henoctatku merona. AKTyalabHOE YJICHEHHE

NPEIVIOKEHHS. SI3bIKOBBIE CPEACTBA BBIPAKEHUS TEMbI U peMbl. COOTHOIIICHHE

TEMa-PEMATUYECKOTO U TPAAULIHUOHHOTO ACJICHUS MPENJIOKEHUS Ha TJIABHbIE U

BTOPOCTENEHHBIE WieHbl. CTENEHH KOMMYHUKAaTUBHOIO TuHamu3ma. Henocrar-

KM METOJA.

6. IIpoOsiema ompenesieHusi npenyio:keHusi. KoMMyHMKATHBHBIE U CTPYK-
TYPHbI€ THIBI NPeaI0KeHn . OCHOBHbIE MP00IeMbI

Onpenenenue npepioxenus. KareropuaibHble NPU3HAKU MPEAJIOKEHUS:

PEeIUKAaTUBHOCTh, MOJAATbHOCTh, HHTOHAITMOHHOE O(OpMIICHHE, OTpeAeICHHAs

rpamMmMaruueckas opranuzaiusi. CTpyKTYpHbIA, CEMaHTUYECKHUH, MparmaTuye-

CKUW aCTeKThl MpeJIoKeHUs, uxX B3aumojaeicteue. CTpykTypHas kiaccuduka-

LUs TPEMIOKEHNUN, €€ TUXOTOMUYECKUN XapaKTep: MPOCTbIE — CIIOKHBIE; MOJI-

HbIE — JJUTUNITHYECKNE; OAHOCOCTABHBIE — IByCOCTABHBIE; PACIIPOCTPAHEHHBIE —

HepacnpocTpaHeHHble. KoMMmyHHMKaTUBHBIE TUNBI MpeioxeHui. [Ipobiema

BOCKJIMIIATEIBHBIX U OTPUUATEIBHBIX NpeasiokeHui. IIpocToe npennoxeHue,

€ro OCHOBHBIE CTPYKTYPHO-CEMAHTUUECKHE TUTIBL. OCIIOKHEHHOE MPEJI0KEHUE.

Tunbl ocnoXXHEHHBIX Tpeioxkennil. CnoxHoe npemioxenue. OnpeaeneHue u

KJIaCCU(pUKALMs CIOXKHBIX TpenioxeHui. ClI0KHOCOUNHEHHOE MPEIJIOKEHHUE.

JIMHTBUCTUYECKUI CTATYC €r0 COCTABIIOIIUX. THIBI CIOKHONOJIYHMHEHHBIX

MPEIOKCHUM, MPUHITUTIBI UX KJIAaCCU(PDUKAIIUU.
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7. HieHbl npeaioKeHust

TpagumonHas MoAeNb YWiEeHOB npemioxkenud. [Ipunuunsl ananuza. Cra-
TyC IJIaBHBIX 4lI€HOB mnpeanoxeHus. [lomnexamee. Tunbl nomnexamero. Cka-
3yeMoe. Tumbl ckazyeMoro. /IMCKYCCHMOHHBIM XapaKTEP BTOPOCTENEHHBIX YJIe-
HOB mnpemoxeHud. Jlonmonnenue. Tunbl gononHeHus. Omnpenenenue. Tumsbl
onpeneneHusi. O6cToaTenscTBO. THUIBI 00CTOATETHCTBA.

HcTopust aHTIIMMCKOTO SI3bIKA

1. ®oHeTHYECKHE 0COOEHHOCTH TePMAHCKHX A3BIKOB. OCHOBHBbIC (POHETH-
YyecKHe NMpouecchl B 001erepMaHCKOM U IPEBHEAHTJIMCKOM

NupoeBponenickas U repMaHcKas CUCTEMBbI INIaCHbIX. He3aBucumbie us-
MEHEHHUs riacHbIX. ['epMaHckoe npenomiieHne. AOJayT B MHIOEBPONEHCKOM U
ob1merepManckoM. CHCTEMBI COTJIACHBIX B MHIOEBPONEHCKOM M OOIIerepMaH-
ckoMm. IlepBoe nepenuxenue cornacHbix (3akoH ['pumma). 3akon BepHepa.

doHeTHyecKas cUCTeMa JAPEBHEAHTIMICKOro s3bika. [lamaTanpHas mepe-
rmacoBka (i-ymjayT). YmiuHeHue riacHbiX. [lamatanuzanms COTJIACHBIX.
OrnyiieHre U 03BOHUEHHME IeNeBbIX. OTpakeHUE 3TUX SIBJICHUM B COBPEMEH-
HOM aHTJIMMCKOM SI3BIKE.

2. OcHoBHbIe N3MeHEeHUsI (OHETHYECKOH CHUCTEMBbI B CPEIHEAHIIHIICKOM H
HOBOAHIJIMHCKOM

Penykuust HeyJapHbIX TJIACHBIX, €€ MPUYUHBI U rocaeacTBus. CokpaiieHue
U yJIMHEHUE TJIACHBIX. MOHO(TOHTH3AIMS APEBHEAHTIIMACKUX TU(TOHTOB U
BO3HUKHOBEHHE HOBBIX JU(PTOHrOB. MI3MEeHEHUE OTIENbHBIX TJIACHBIX B CpEJIHE-
anrnuiickoM. Bo3HukHOBeHHE mumsanmx u apdpuxar. DoHonoruzamnus miesne-
BbIX. Benukuil caBur riaacHeix. [[pyrue n3aMeHeHus IIaCHbIX B HOBOAHTJIMMCKOM.
H3MeHeHus B CUCTEME COTJIaCHBIX B HOBOAHTJIMMCKOM. O3BOHYEHHUE TIIYXUX IIIE-
JIEBBIX COTJIACHBIX, BOKAJIU3AIUS T, YNPOIICHUE COUYETAHUN COTJIACHBIX.

3. Pa3BuTHe cCHCTEMBbI CYIIECTBUTEJbHBIX OT /PEBHEAHIJIMICKOTO 10
HAIIUX JHEeH

CtpykTypa MHAOEBPOINEHCKOr0 MMEHH W €€ HBOJIOLMS B OOIlllerepMaH-
ckoM. CriibHOE U c1ab0e CKIIOHEHHWE CYIIECTBUTEIBHBIX B IPEBHEAHTIIMICKOM.
KopHeBbie ocHOBBI. BropocTeneHHbIe TUIbI CKJIOHEHUS. [ pamMmMaTuueckue Kate-
TOPUH CYLIECTBUTEIBHOTO.

Crupanue pa3nuiuil MeXy CHIIbHBIM U CJIa0bIM CKIIOHEHHUEM B CpejHe-
aHrMiCKOM. M3MeHeHusa B rpamMmaThyeckux kKareropusix. IIpoucxoxneHue u
pacnpocTpaHEHUE MPUTSHKATEIBHOTO Majexka U QIEeKCuu -S I BhIpAKEHUS
MHOECTBEHHOTO YHCJIA UMEH CYLIECTBUTENbHBIX. OCTaTKN APEBHEAHTIUNCKUX
¢dbopM MHOKECTBEHHOTO YHCJIa B CHCTEME CYIIECTBUTEIHLHBIX HOBOAHTIUHCKOTO
MepUo/Ia.



13

4. Pa3BurHe cucreMbl MECTOMMEHHMH M NPHJIaraTeJbHbIX OT JApPeBHEaH-
IJIMHACKOT0 10 HAILIUX JHeH

JInyHblE M yKa3aTeNbHbIE MECTOMMEHHS B JPEBHEAHTIIMACKOM: STUMOJIO-
THYECKUe Mapajuiesid, rpaMMaTuyeckue kareropuu. CuiibHOE U cilaboe CKIIOHE-
HUE NpUJIaraTeabHbIX, CTETICHU CPABHEHMUSI.

N3MeHeHns B mapagurMe JUYHbIX MECTOMMEHHUH B CPEIHEAHTIIMICKOM,
pa3BUTHE yKa3aTeIbHBIX MecToMMeHuid. CTaHOBJICHHE CUCTEMBI apTukiist. OOpa-
30BaHUE HOBBIX TPYIIl MECTOMMEHHI. Pacmaa cucTtembl CKIOHEHHs IMpujiara-
TEJbHBIX, YTpaTa rpaMMaTUUYECKUX KaTeropuil, pa3BUTUE KAaTETOPUU CPABHEHUSI.
5. PazBurHe JUYHBIX (popM riarojia OT APEBHEAHIJIMHCKOrO0 A0 HAIIMX

JTHeH

Mopdonoruueckass kinaccuduKanus TJIAroJOB B JIPEBHEAHTJIMICKOM.
CunpHble r1arosbl; abiayT B JPEBHEAHIIIMHACKOM CHJIBHOM Tiaroje. Cialble
IJIaroJibl Kak repMaHckasi HHHoBauus. [Ipereputo-npe3eHTHhIE, aHOMAJIbHbIE U
CYNIUICTUBHBIC TJIArojbl. [’ paMMaTHUeCKUE KaTerOpuM IJarojia, CUCTemMa Crpsi-
YKEHHUS.

N3menenus B cucremMe MOp(OJOrHYECKUX KJIACCOB B CPETHEAHTIIMICKOM.
Pa3BuTHE TN1aroyibHBIX KaTeropuil, BOSHUKHOBEHUE HOBBIX IJIarojbHbIX (GOPM U
kareropui. HoBas rpynnupoBKa riarojioB B HOBOAQHIVIMMCKUHN TTEPUOI.

6. PazBuTHe HeTMYHBIX (OPM IJ1aros1a M CTPYKTYP BTOPHUYHON  NpeauKa-
UM OT JPEBHEAHIJIMHCKOIO 10 HAIIIUX THEH

Henuunsie dhopmbl riarojga B IpeBHEAHTVIMMCKOM: WH(OUHHUTHUB, MpUYa-
ctue. IX uMeHHble U riarojbHble 4epThl. KOHCTpyKIMKM BTOPUYHOW Mpeauka-
[[MU: BUHUTEIbHBIN C MHPUHUTUBOM, BUHUTEIBHBIN C MPUYACTHEM, J1aTEIbHBIM
abcomoTHbIN. PazBuTe MHQUHUTHBA U PUYACTHUS B CPEIHEAHTIIMUCKOM U HO-
BOAHTJIMMCKOM: yTpaTa MMEHHBIX XAPAKTEPUCTUK, YCUIICHUE TJIATOJIbHBIX Xa-
pakTepucTUK. Bo3HUKHOBEHUE repyHus. Pa3BuTre BTOPUYHO MPEIUKATUBHBIX
KOHCTPYKIIMM KakK MPOSIBIICHUE TEHACHLMHU K YCIOKHEHHIO CUHTAKCHCA IHCh-
MEHHOU peym.

7. JBONOLIMSA CHHTAKCUYECKUX €IMHMIl OT JPEBHEAHTJIMHCKOI0 10 HAIIHUX
JTHeH

Tunbel CHHTAKCMYECKOW CBSI3U M CIOCOOBI €€ BBIPAXKEHHS B JPEBHEAH-
rimiickoM.  [Ipocroe mpemnoxenue. Ilopsgok cnoB. Otpunanue. CrnoxHOE
MPEVIOKEHHE, CPEACTBA CBSA3M MEXKIY €r0 4acTAMH, TUIBI TPUAATOUYHBIX. POJb
KOPPEJSILMU B CTPYKTYPE CIO0KHOTO TIPEJIOKEHHUS.

N3menenus B croco0ax BhIpaXKEHUS MOJUMHUTEIILHON CBSI3U B CpEHEAH-
[JIMICKOM M HOBOAHIVIMMCKOM. M3MEHEHHS B CTPYKType MPOCTOrO MpEIIoxKe-
HUsl. MI3MeHeHus1 B CTPYKTYpE CIIOAKHOTO MPEMIOKEHUS, PA3BUTHE CPENICTB CBSl-
3.
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Teoperuueckas ¢poHeTuka

1. Teopus ponembl
Mentammctuaeckuit nogxon (M. A. boxyan ne Kyprens). Jlebununms
dboneMbl Kak adcTpakTHOM equHuUIIbI s3bika (D. ge Coccrop). OYyHKIMOHATBHBIN
noaxon (H.C. Tpy6enkoit). Hedbunurusa gonemsr JI. IxoyHza. Onpenenenue
(GbOHEMBI TIPENCTABUTEIIIMH aMEPUKAHCKOW JHHTBUCTHYECKOW TKOIbI  (JI.
baymdunen u np.). dedununus ponems! akagemuka JI.B. [lepOsr.
2. CermeHTHBIe (POHEMBI AHIVIMICKOTO SI3bIKA, MX JAUCTHHKTHBHbIE NpPH-
3HAKHU
JINCTUHKTUBHBIC TPU3HAKU TJACHBIX (hoHEeM. JIMCTUHKTHUBHBIC MPU3HAKU
COTJIaCHBIX (hOHEM.
3. CynepcermeHTHbIe (OHEMBbI AHTJIUICKOr0 si3bika. KoMIOHEHTHI MHTO-
HAIMU M UX PYHKUUH
Onpenenenue uHTOHANMU. KomMnoHeHTsl MHTOHauuu. OpasoBoe yaape-
HUe U ero pyHkuuu. ToH ronoca u ero GpyHkuuu. Temn u ero GpyHkuuu. Putm u
ero pynkuuu. [Mayzanus u ee pynkuun. TemOp ronoca u ero GyHKIIHUH.
4. ®onocTniancTuka. CerMeHTHbIE U CylIpacerMeHTHbIe (POHOCTHIIUCTHYe-
CKHMe XapaKTePUCTUKH
Omnpenenenue GoHocTHIUCTUKN. CErMEHTHBI ypOBEHb: O(UIIMAIbHBIN
(popmanbHbIil) 1 HeodUIIUATEHBIN (HehOpMaTbHBIN) (DOHOCTIIIA U UX XapaKTe-
puctuku. CynpacerMeHTHBIM ypOBEHb: WHOOPMAIMOHHBINA (OPUITHATBHBIN),
aKaJIeMUYCCKHUM, JCKIaMaIlMOHHBIM, MyOJUIIMUCTHYECKUM M KOJUIOKBHAJIBHBIN
(pa3roBOpPHBIN) MHTOHAIIMOHHBIE CTHJIM U UX XaPAKTEPUCTUKH.
5. Opdornuueckass HopMa. BapuaHThI AaHIVIHIICKOT0 NPOU3HOLICHHUS
[IpousHocutenbHblii cTannapT BenukoOputanuu. PernoHanbHble THUIBI
npousHolleHus B BenmkoOpuranuu. HanmoHaiabHblE BapHaHTBl aHTIJIMKACKOTO
a3bika. [Iponsnocurenbubiii crangapt B CILIA (cpaBHUTEIbHAS XapaKTEPUCTHKA
C MPOM3HOCHUTEIBHBIM CTaHAapTOM BenukoObputanum).

IIpuMepHBIH NUIAH AHAJIHU3A TEKCTA
Cruiaucruka

CTUIMCTHYECKUH aHATN3 OMUPAETCS HA CMBICIIOBYIO COCTABJISIONIYIO TEK-
cta. IIpexxae 4eM NPUCTYNHUTh K CTHJIMCTHYECKOMY aHAIN3y, HYKHO IOJIHO-
CTBIO, B MEJIbUANIINX JETANIAX MOHATH CO/IEPKaHUe MOJYYSHHOTO OTphIBKA. Pe-
KOMEHJyeTCs IPOYECTh €r0 HECKOJIBKO Pa3, BHIIUCHIBAS U UICHTH(PHUIUPYS CTH-
muctudeckue npuemsl. (I[lepeBoa HE3HAKOMBIX CIIOB HYKHO MTOCMOTPETH B CJIO-
Bape). [logymaiite, 11 mepenayn KakMX KOHKPETHBIX CMBICIIOB UCHOIb3YIOTCS
HallJICHHbIE BaMH CTUJIMCTHYECKHUE CPEJICTBA. 3aTeM HM3JI0KUTE Balll aHAIHU3 B
BUJIE PELICH3UH, KPaTKo GOopMyIupys coaepaHue u 0ojiee moapoOHO paccMart-
puBasi SI3BIKOBOM AaCMeKT SKCIPECCHUBHOCTU. [IpakThyeckue peKoMeHAAlNH,
IpUBEICHHbIE HM)KE B CHOCKAX, MOMOTYT M30eXaTh HanboJiee 4acTo BCTPEUaro-
IIUXCS OIINOOK.
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I. Kpatko (B 3-4 mpeioxeHusix) oxapakTepuzyhuTe oOlIyl0 UACH aHAIU3U-
PYEMOrO OTPHIBKa'.
II. Jlalite QyHKIMOHAIBHYIO XapaKTEPUCTUKY TEKCTA: YKaKUTE THUIIbI I10-
BECTBOBaHMS (MpsAMas peyb NEPCOHa)ka, aBTOPCKOE IOBECTBOBaHUE, HECOO-
CTBEHHO-TIPSIMAs pe4b) U UX OCHOBHBIE NIPU3HAKH.
III. Crnimcrnyeckasi GoHeTHKA

Hatimure n onummre (HOHETUYECKUE CTHIIMCTHUECKHUE MPUEMBI, UCIIONb-
3yeMble JIJIsl pEUeBOM XapaKTEPUCTHKHU MEePCOHaxel: (hOHETHUECKOe BapbUPOBa-
HUe (ONyILEeHHE, 3aMEHa, PEAYKIHUS 3BYKOB) U IPOCOJINYECKHE CTHIIMCTHYECKUE
cpenctBa (3MdaTudecKoe yaapeHue, MHTOHAIMS, Tay3bl, puT™M). OnummTe aB-
TOPCKHE CTUIMCTHYECKHE CPEACTBA (AIUIUTEPALMs, OHOMATOMES U P.)>
IV. Ctunucrudyeckast mopgosorust

Hailinute B TekcTe ciayyan MOpP(OIOrHYECKUX TPAHCIO3UIIUN (MECTOUME-
HUH, TJIaroJioB, CYIIECTBUTENbHBIX U JIp.), CTUIMCTUYECKH 3HAUUMOIO MOBTOPA
¥ BapbUPOBaHHUs Mopdhem*,
V. CtunucTu4yeckas JIeKCHKOJIOTUs

! He JIOMyCKAaeTcsl mepeckas TekcTa. He Hy)XKHO ONHMCHIBATh KOHKPETHBIC JIETad, HOBOPOTHI CIOKETA (B 3TOM
cilydae KOMUCCHSI MOXKeT IpepBaTh 0TBeT). Heo0XxoanMo aTh npesieibHO KpaTKoe CMbICIOBOE pe3tome. Hamp.:
Heesepno: B ompulgke pacckasvieaemcst 0 mom, KaK 2epous no umenu Joicynus, npuessicaem Ha 60K3dl 6
Jlonoone, Kyda Oondrcen npudbvims ee ObiWIULL 8031100 NeHHbLI. [[oHcyaus oueHb 8onHyemcs, 60AcL 0ono30ams Ha
ecmpeuy. OHa cavluum 368yKu npubvléaiouje2o noe3od, u nepeo Hetl CMaiom KapmuHvl RPOULL020, K020d OHU C
Jliconom (mak 38anu ee 80311001eHHO20) PACCMANUCH NOYMU 0eCAMb Jlem HA3a0, K020d eMy NPUuioch yexams
u3 Anenuu no 10#cHOMy 008uHeHUIo. J{icyaus 6cnomunaem, Kax [oicon, ye3ocas ... u m.n.

Bepno: B ompuiske onucvlgaemcsi, Kaxk noe30 npubaudicaemcs K 60K3any D0Ibuo20 eopooa, 20e 2epounst 0Jicu-
oaem npuesoa 4eno8exd, KOmopo2o OHa T0OULA U ¢ KOMOPbIM CYObba paziyuuna ee MHo2o aem Hazao. Texcm
coz0aem ammocpepy HanpPsANCEHHO20 0AHCUOAHUS U BOTHEHUS 2epOUHU. ABMOp pucyem Kapmuny npoucxoosue2o
¢ ee mouxu 3perust. C 9motil yeavio UCHOIb3YEeMCsl KOHBEPLEHYUSL CIUTUCMUYECKUX NPUEMOB...

2 Crnenyet m30eraTh GOpMaTbHON XapaKTEPHUCTHUKH BBISBICHHBIX THUIIOB ITOBECTBOBAHUS (IIPOCTOTO TEpEUHCIIe-
HHSI COOTBETCTBYIOLIHMX MPHU3HAKOB). HeoOX0MMMO KaKAbIi TE3UC MOJKPEIUIATh KOHKPETHBIMU MPHUMEPaMH K3
Texcta Hamp.: B oTpbIBKE MpencTaBieHBI aBTOPCKAst peub U pedb MepcoHaxa. Peub mepcoHaka HOCUT pa3roBop-
HBII XapakTep Onaronapst KojulokBuansHOW napentese (Well..., after all), snmmunTiyeckum npeaoxeHusM (-
Tired?- Not at all) , Hamumro cTsbkeHHBIX (it’s, can’t) ¥ MpocTopevHsIX (ain’t) GopM, KOIIOKBHAIIBHBIX U Cy0-
KOJUIOKBHAJIBHBIX CJIOB M BhIpaxkeHud (chap; Buck up, darling). B peun aBTOopa, KoTOpas HOCUT KHUKHBIA Xa-
paktep, mpeobianaeT obmenuTepaTypHas jekcuka (considerate, worship), MHOTO CIIOKHBIX U OCJOXHEHHBIX
npemroxkenuit: (1) Michael had never heard Fleur cry, and to see her, flung down across the bed, smothering her
sobs in the quilt, gave him a feeling akin to panic. (2) She struggled up and sat cross-legged, her flushed face
smudged with tears, her hair disordered)

3 Benu B OTPBIBKE BBISIBIICHBI IIPUEMBI HA YPOBHE CTHIMCTUYECKON (DOHETHKH, CIenyeT He MPOCTO HAa3BaTh UX, a
PacKpBITh XapakTep 3KCIpPeccCHBHOro 3 ¢deKTa 1 MexaHn3M ero cozaanus. Hanp.:

Heegepno: B ompuigxe ucnonvsyemces npuem amumepayuu (Homebody. Helpmate) u smpamuueckoe yoaperue
(W-I-F-E).

Bepno: Pasopadicenue 2eposi HEROHAMAUBOCHbIO CODECEOHUKA OMPANCEHO C NOMOUbIO (POHEMUYECKUX CHIUTU-
cmudeckux cpedcms. Impamuieckoe yoapeHue nepeddemcs HAnUCaHuem 3a2i1asHblMu OyKeamu yepes oeqpuc
(W-I-F-E). IIpuem annumepayuu (nO8MOP HAYAIbHBIX CO2NACHLIX 8 CMeXxCHblX c1o8ax) - Homebody. Helpmate —
npudaem 8blCKA3bIBAHUIO OONOTHUMETbHYIO CMbICIOBVIO 6€COMOCHTb.

4 Honck  crumuernyecku peNeBaHTHBIX Mopdoiorndeckux (GopM He sBIsieTcs camollenbio. [Ipu ananmze Ha
YPOBHE CTHIIMCTHYECKOU MOP(HOIOTHH HY>KHO HE OTPAHUYHMBATHCS OOIMUMU (Pppa3aMu, a KaK MOKHO KOHKPETHEE
OXapaKTepU30BaTh CO3/IaBaEMbIil CTUIIMCTHUKO-CMBICIIOBOM 3¢ dext. Hampumep:

Hegepno: B mexcme ecmbo cayyaii Mopghoioeuueckol mpancnosuyuu ¢ yeavio amgpasvl (She did shoot the man).
Bepno: Tpancnosuyus gcnomoeamenvhozo enazoia do 6 penauxe 2eposi (She did shoot the man) nepedaem un-
MoHayuu Hemepnenusi U HACMOUYUGOCHIU.
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OxapakTepu3ynTe ¢ TOYKU 3PEHHS IKCIPECCUBHO-CTUIMCTUYECKOTO TIO-
TEHLIMaJa JIGKCUKY aHAJIM3UPYEeMOro oTphiBKa. He Hy»KHO cTpeMutbest K Qop-
MaJIbHOMY BBIJACJICHUIO B TEKCTE PA3JIMYHBIX CTHJIIMCTUYECKHX KIIACCOB CJIOB.
Heo6xonuma mpuBsizka K CMBICJIOBOM KaHBE aHalM3Upyemoro Tekcta. [lpu ot-
CYTCTBUM 3HAUYUMBIX B CMBICJIOBOM OTHOIIICHUU MPHUEMOB Ha JJAHHOM YPOBHE
MOYKHO MEPENTU K CTUIIUCTUYECKON CEMACUOJIOTHH.

VI. CTuiimctu4eckas ceMacuoJI0rust

Haiinure u onummte 3-4 CTUIMCTHYECKUX MTPUEMA HA YPOBHE CEMACHOJIO-
run (purypsl 3amernieHuss U GUTYpPH COBMEIIEHUS). AHANN3y CTUIMCTHUECKUX
MIPUEMOB Ha 3TOM YPOBHE CJIEIYeT YICIUTh 0CO00€ BHUMAHHUE BBUIY WX TOBBI-
IICHHOM CMBICIIOBOM «BECOMOCTH». Hy’KHO HE TOJIBKO YBUIETh IPUEM, HO U pac-
KPBITh €r0 CMBICJIIOBYIO Harpy3Ky, yMETh OOBSICHUTh MEXaHU3M CO3/IaHMS CTUJIU-
ctuaeckoro 3¢gdekra. B ciaydae TporoB, Hanpumep, MOKHO Ha3BaTh IMPSIMOE U
MEPEHOCHOE 3HAYEHUE U TMOSICHUTh OTHOIICHUE MEXy HUMH (IIEPEHOC MO CXO/I-
CTBY, CMEXHOCTH, KOHTpacTy). [IpuBeTcTByeTCS, €ciau B Xoj€ aHaiu3a OyayT
MPOJIEMOHCTPUPOBAHBI 3HAHUS TEOPUU (MECTa MpueMa B KiacCUpUKaIMU CTUITU-
CTHUUYECKUX CPEICTB) U BBISBIIEHBI CIyYan CTHIMCTUYECKON KOHBEPTEHIMH ",

VII. CTHIMCTHYECKHA CHHTAKCHUC

Haiinnte u onummTe CTWIMCTUYECKHE MPHUEMbl HA YPOBHE CHHTAKCHCA,
CTapasiCh «IPUBA3aTH» X K CMBICJIOBON CTOPOHE TEKCTA U BCKPHITh UCTOUHUKH
(MEXaHU3MBI CO3IaHMs ) SKCIPECCUBHOCTH® .

JlekcukoJsorus

I. Tumonorus

1. TlpuBenute npuUMepbl MCKOHHO-AaHTJIMUCKON JIEKCHKU (OOIIEHHI0EBPOIICH-
CKOM M 0OIIerepMaHCKON), oxapakTepusyite ee ocooeHHocTH. [lpuBenurte co-
OTBETCTBUS B POJACTBEHHBIX SI3bIKAX.

2. lIpuBenute mpuMeEphl 3aMMCTBOBAHHBIX CJIOB, YCTAHOBUTE UX 3TUMOJIOTHIO.
YKaxuTe CTeleHb aCCUMUIISALINH.

3 Hamp.: Memadgopuuecxuti snumem (sleepy trees) nepedaem cnoxoticmeue u Oe3MAMEN’CHOCMb NPUPOObl,
oxpysrcagutell 2epos. Uneepmuposannvliil snumem (mountain of a man) daem 3KCHPECCUSHYIO XAPAKMEPUCMUKY
BHEWHOCMU 2€PO3L - 2PY3HO20, HENOBOPOMIUBO20 HEN08EKd - U NPeOCMABanem co00l KOHBEP2EHYUIO MemAadopbl
(nepenoca no cxoocmey) u eunepbonsi (npeyseruuenusy). Cmepmas anmumesa 6 covemaHuu ¢ aiiumepayuell
(now or never) nepedaem pewumMocms cepounu He omcmynamo. Pueypa Kommpacma — oKCioMopoH adoring
hatred — nomozaem nepedams NPOMUBOPEHUBOCMb YYECBA, UCTILIMbIEAEMO20 NPU IMOM 2ePOUHEIL.

6 [IpuBeTcTBYeTCS 3HaHUE TEOpUH (MecTa mpuema B kiaccudukaiuu). Eciau B TeKcTe UMEIOTCS TPaHCTIO3ULIUH
CHHTAKCHUIECKUX CTPYKTYP, HEOOXOAMMO Ha3BaTh (M OOBSICHUTD) BU TPAHCTIO3HIIHH.

Heesepno: B ompuigke ucnoav3oeansl npuemsl napaiieiusma ¢ avagopoii (People staggering and falling. Peo-
ple fighting and cursing) u nooxeama (...people. People...). C mouxu 3peHuss cCmuiucmuiecko20 aHaiu3a unme-
pecen makdce pumopuyeckutl gonpoc (Who knows?).

Bepno: B onucanuu moansi asmop ucnoib3yem KoHeepeeHyuto cmuaucmuyeckux cpedcms. Ilooxseam (...people.
People...) oononusiemes u ycunueaemcs anagpopuueckum nosmopom cioea “‘people’ 6 cepuu napanienpHulx
xoncmpykyuti (People staggering and falling. People fighting and cursing). Omu npuemvl 6 couemanuu ¢ aHmu-
mes3oii (into gates, coming out of gates) co30arom coomeemcmeyWull pUMMUYECKULL PUCYHOK U nepedarom xa-
omu4YHOCMb 08UNCEHUSA NT00ell 8 moane, ammocghepy oxcecmouenus). Pumopuueckuii gonpoc (Who knows?)
npedcmaeisem cooou smpamuueckoe ompuyanue (ncesoo- ompuyamenbHoe NPediodceHue 8 Kiaccugduxayuu
npogeccopa FO. M. Cxkpebresa).
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3. IlpuBenure mnpuUMEpbl STUMOJOTUYECKUX THOPUAOB U STUMOJIOTHYECKUX
yOJIeTOB.

4. Haiigute B TEKCTE€ MHTEPHALIMOHAIBHBIE CJIOBA.

II. Mopddosoruyeckasi CTpyKTypa cJIoBa

1. Bbigenure HECKOJBKO CIIOB C Pa3iuyHON MOP(OJIOTHYECKONU CTPYKTYPOM.
[Tpoananusupyiite UX, UCIOIB3YsI METOABI MOP(OIOrHUECKOT0, CIOBOOOPa30-
BaTEJIbHOTO aHaau30B, aHanu3a no HC.

2. TlpuBenuTte MpUMEpPHI CJIOB C OMPOIIEHHON MOP(OTOTUUECKON CTPYKTYPOM.
III. CaoBooOpa3oBanue

1. Bwimenute cioBa, oOpa3oBaHHbBIE C TOMOIIBIO addukcanuu, TauTe MOJHYIO
XapaKTEePUCTHKY aUKCOB.

2. TlpuBenute npuMepsl CIOXKHBIX CIIOB, 0XaPAKTEPU3YHUTE UX C TOUKU 3PECHHUS
Croco0OB, C MOMOIIBIO KOTOPBIX COEAMHSIIOTCS KOMIIOHEHTBI, CEeMaHTHYECKOM
HE3aBUCUMOCTH, THUIIA OCHOBBI, CTPYKTYpPbl HEMOCPEACTBEHHO COCTABISIOIINUX U
[0 CTENEHU MOTHUBUPOBAHHOCTU. [IpOKOMMEHTHPYHTE OCOOEHHOCTH CIIOBOCIIO-
YKEHUS B aHIJIMIICKOM SI3bIKE Ha OCHOBE MaTepHalia TEKCTA.

3. Halimute npumepsl cioB, 00pa3oBaHHBIX MO KOHBepcuu. BoccranoBute
HaIlpaBJIeHUE JEPUBALIMOHHOTO MPOLIECCA, YCTAHOBUTE THI CEMAHTHUYECKUX OT-
HOUIIEHUN MEXKy KOMIIOHEHTaMU KOHBEPCUOHHBIX Map.

4. Bwigenure cioBa, 00pa30BaHHbIE C MOMOILBIO: COKPAIIEHUs, PEBEPCHUH, 3BY-
KOIOJpakaHusl, TEJIECKONUH, PEAYIUIMKALIUA, U3MEHEHUSI YAapEeHUs1, YepeaoBa-
HUS 3BYKOB.

IV. Cemacuosorus

1. HalinuTe B TEKCTE CI0Ba, WUIKOCTPUPYIOLIME PA3JIMYHBIE TUIIBI U CTEIECHH
MOTHUBHUPOBAHHOCTH.

2. VYKaXWTE CIIOBA, 3HAYEHUE KOTOPBIX SBIIETCS PE3YJIBTATOM PACIIAPEHHS,
CY)KEHHUsI, YXYALICHUs, YIydlleHus: 3HaueHusi. OnpeaenanTe TUIl CEMaHTUYECKO-
ro mepeHoca (Metagopa, METOHUMHUS) B OTOOPAHHBIX U3 TEKCTa CIIOBAaX M 00b-
SICHUTE MPOLECC.

3. Ilogbepure mpuMepsl MHOTO3HAYHBIX CJIOB, ONPENEIUTE TUIl OpraHU3ALMH
CEMAHTUYECKON CTPYKTYPBI.

4. TlonGepuTe OMOHHUMBI K HECKOJIBKUM CIIOBaM W3 TEKCTa, OMPEEIUTe THUI U
UCTOYHUK OMOHHMUMU.

5. Ilonbepute CHHOHMMBI K HECKOJBKUM CIIOBaM M3 TEKCTa, ONPEACIUTE TUI U
VUCTOYHUK CHHOHUMUMU.

6. [logbepure aHTOHUMBI K HECKOJBKHM CIIOBaM W3 TEKCTa, ONMPEEIUTE THII
AHTOHUMOB.

V. ®pa3zeosorus

1. BeiOepeTe u3 TekcTa (M0 BO3MOXKHOCTH) (ppazeosiornyeckrue eIuHUIbI 1 0Xa-
pakTepu3yiTe UX COTIACHO CYIIECTBYIOMNM KIACCU(PUKALIUSM.
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HUcropus si3bika

I. MWcropuuyeckas poHeTuKa

1. Haiinure B TekcTe MpUMEPHI, WLIIOCTpUpYIOUIUE (HOHETUUYECKUE SBIICHUS
0011IeTepMaHCKOro Mepuoia: mepBbii nepedoil cornacHeIX (3akoH I'pumma), 3a-
KoH BepHepa, poTanusm, oOiierepMaHcKoe MpeoOMIICHHE, CIIOHTAaHHbIE H3Me-
HEHUS TJIACHBIX, a0nayT.

2. Haiigute B TekcTe ocTaTKu (DOHETHUECKUX SIBJIICHUI APEBHEAHTIIMHCKOTO I1e-
puojaa (i-ymiayT, YAJMHEHUE IJIaCHBIX, MajaTalnu3alys COTIACHBIX, OTIyIIEHUE
Y 03BOHUYCHHUE IICJIEBBIX).

3. Ilpocnenure QoHETHYECKOE pa3BUTHE HECKOJIbKHX ciioB (3-4 cinoBa) oT
JPEBHEAHTIIUICKOTO Mepuoja 10 Hamux AHEH (cM. YMM 1o ucropuu s3bIka).
[IpokoMMeHTUpYTE U3MEeHEHUs B opdorpadun.

II. MHcropuueckass mopgoaorus

1. Haiinure B TEKCT€ HECKOJBKO CYIIECTBUTENbHBIX, UCTOPUUYECKH OTHOCHB-
HIMXCS K Pa3JIMYHBIM TUIIAM CKJIOHEHMS: OCTATKM OCHOB Ha IJIaCHYI0, OCTAaTKH N-
OCHOB, KOPHEBBIX OCHOB (TI0 BO3MOYKHOCTH ).

2. TIpoKOMMEHTUPYITE MPOUCXOKACHUE MHOKECTBEHHOI'O YHUCIA U MPUTSKA-
TEJIBHOTO Majie’ka CyIIEeCTBUTENBHOr0. OOBSICHUTE HEPETryJIsipHble (POPMBI MHO-
YKECTBEHHOTO Yucia (€CIM OHU MPEICTABIEHBI B TEKCTE).

3. IIpokoMMEHTHpYHTE IPOUCXOXKIECHHE CTEIEHEW CpaBHEHHUs IpUIIarareib-
HBIX, IPEJICTABICHHBIX B TEKCTE.

4. Haiigute B TEKCTE OCTATKU APEBHEAHTIIMUCKHUX MapagurMaTuueckux (Gopm
JIMYHBIX, YKA3aTEJIbHbBIX, BO3BPATHBIX, OTHOCUTEIBHBIX MECTOUMEHUM.

5. HalimuTe B TEKCTE I1arojibl, ICTOPUYECKU OTHOCHBIIMECSA K PA3TUYHBIM TH-
naMm CHpsDKeHHUs! (CHIbHbIE, cCi1al0ble, MPETEPUTO-NPE3CHTHBIE, AHOMAJIbHBIE,
cyniuieTuBHbIE). [I[pOKOMMEHTUPYHTE TPOUCXOKIECHUE PA3IUYHBIX TJIArOJbHbIX
dbopm u kateropuii (Oynyuiee Bpemsi, HacCUB, NEPPEKT, NTUTEIbHBIA BU).

6. [IpokOMMEHTUpPYHTE MPOUCXOKACHUE U PAa3BUTHE HEIMYHBIX QopMm (MHU-
HUTUB, IPUYACTHE, TEPYHAUIN), IPEACTABICHHBIX B TEKCTE.

III. HcTropuyecKknil CHHTAKCUC

1. IIpoKOMMEHTHUPYITE HA MaTEepUAJIE TEKCTA YACTOTHOCTHh PA3JIUYHBIX THUIIOB
MOAYMHUTEIBLHON CBA3UM B COBPEMEHHOM AaHIJIMMCKOM SI3BIKE MO CPABHEHHUIO C
JPEBHEAHTIINMCKUM.

2. CpaBHUTE CTPYKTYpYy IIPOCTOrO MPEIJIOKEHUS B JPEBHEAHTIIMICKOM B HOBO-
aHTJIMHACKOM (TTOPSIIOK CJIOB, OTPUIIAHUE).

3. CpaBHHUTE CTPYKTYpPY CJHOKHOTO MPEJIOKEHUS U CUCTEMY CPEICTB CBS3U B
JPEBHEAHTIINCKOM U HOBOAHTJIMHCKOM.

Teopernyeckasi rpaMMaTHKA

I. Mopdoaorus
1. BoigenuTe U oxapakTepu3yiTe pa3iudHble THIBI MopdeM (JIeKCHYecKue —
rpaMMaTHYeCcKhe; CBOOOTHBIE — CBSI3aHHBIE; (POPMAILHO BBIpa)KEHHBIE — (HOp-
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MaJbHO HEBBIpAXKEHHbIEC; MOPGBI TOMOJHEHUS — MOP(DBI 3aMELIEHUS; HETIPEPDI-
BUCTBIE — MIPEPHIBUCTHIE).

2. Halimute B TEKCTe pa3iWyHbIE BUBI OMIO3UIIMI (OMHApHBIE — MHOTOYJICH-
HbI€; IPUBATUBHbBIEC — rpaJyajbHble — SKBUIOJIEHTHbIE). HazoBUTe rpammaruye-
CKHME KaTerOpUH, KOTOPbIE OHU PEMPE3CHTUPYIOT.

Haiinure npumepsl HEUTpAIU3aLUKA U TPAHCIIO3ULIUA OIITO3ULUH.
[TpuBeauTe NpUMEPHI U3 TEKCTA, UILTFOCTPUPYIOLIHE:

pasnudre MEeX1y 3HAMEHATEILHBIMU U CIIY)KEOHBIMU YaCTSIMU PEUU;
pUMEPHI Iepexoia U3 OJHOM YacTH peyH B APYTYIO;

HEOJHO3HAYHbIEC TPAKTOBKHU CTATyCa PA3JIMYHbBIX YACTEH pEeUH.
[IponsmrocTpupyiTe MaTepUaioM TEKCTA:

pa3IuyuHbIE CIIOCOOBI 00pa30BaHKs MHOKECTBEHHOTO YHCIIA CYIIECTBUTEIIBHBIX;
cyliecTBUTeNbHbBIE singularia tantum u pluralia tantum;

pa3nuyHbIe CIIOCOOBI BRIPAKEHUS MAJEAKHBIX OTHOLICHUH;

CIIOCOOBI BBIPAXKEHUS KATETOPUHU POJIA y CYIIECTBUTEIHHBIX.

IIpuBenure npumepsl, WLTFOCTPUPYIOIMINE CUHTETUYECKUM, aHAJTUTHYECKUM,
CYNIUIETUBHBIA CIIOCOOBI 00pa30BaHUs CTEMEHEH CpaBHEHUS MPUJIAraTelbHbIX;
pas3IuYHbIC CTENIEHU CyOCTaHTUBAITUY TPUIIATaTeIIbHBIX.

7. Bblgenute MECTOMMEHHUS PA3IUYHBIX THUIOB, YKAKHUTE CIydaW JEKCHKO-
rpaMMaTUYECKOM OMOHUMUU.

8. Hainure B TEKCTE:

® [JIaroJibl Pa3JIMYHbIX TUIIOB COTJIACHO CYHIECTBYIOUIUM KIIaCCU(PUKALIUAM;

® [PUMEPHI, WIUTIOCTPUPYIOIINE CUHTETUYECKUHN, aHATMTUYECKUHM, CYNIIJIETUB-
HBI CITOCOOBI BBIPAXKEHUS PA3IMYHBIX TJIArOJbHBIX KaTeropuit (Bpemsi, BUJI, 3a-
JIOT, HAaKJIIOHEHUE, BPEMEHHAass OTHECEHHOCTh); HA30BUTE 3THU KaTETOPHUH; IIPO-
KOMMEHTUPYHUTE UX HEOJTHO3HAYHBIN CTATYC;

® [puUMEpbl HEIMYHbIX (QopM Triarosia (MHQUHUTUB, TEPYHIUM, MPUYACTHUE),
YKa)KUT€ UMEHHBIE U TJIaroJIbHbIE XapaKTePUCTUKHU JAHHOU (OpPMBI, €€ CUHTaK-
CUYECKYI0 (DYHKIMIO B JAHHOM MPEJI0KEHNUN, TPUBEAUTE OMIO3UIIMH.

II. CuHrakcuc

1. TlpowmmocTpupyiiTe MaTepuasoM TeKCTa: MOP(OJOrHYecKyro Kiaccuuka-
IIUI0 CJIOBOCOYETAHUM (TI0 XapaKTepy CTEP>KHEBOTO KOMIIOHEHTA); Kilaccu(urKa-
[IMIO TI0O OTHOIICHHSIM MEXIy KOMIOHEHTaMH (COYMHEHUE, TTOAYNHEHUE, TTPEIu-
Kalys); pa3iuyHble TUIbI TOJIYMHUTEIHLHOM CBSI3U (COTJIacOBaHUE, YIIPaBICHUE,
MpUMBIKaHUE, 3aMbIKkaHue); kinaccudukamuio JI. brymbunsaa (sHg011eHTpUYE-
CKH€/ DK30IIEHTPUUECKHE).

2. IlpuBenute mpuMephl pa3IndHbIX KOMMYHUKATUBHBIX U CTPYKTYPHBIX THUIIOB
MPEIIOKEHUH COMIACHO CYIIECTBYIOMUM KIacCU(BUKALIUIM.

3. Beigenure TiIaBHbIE M BTOPOCTENEHHBIE WICHBI MPEIJIOKEHUS Pa3INYHbIX
THUIIOB.

.O\.....Qll...:hpd
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4. TlpoaHanu3upyiTe NPOCTbIE MPEIOKEHUS C TOYKM 3PEHHUS aHalu3a [0
HEIMOCPEJICTBEHHO COCTABIISIONINM, TPAaHC(POPMAITMOHHOTO aHAIN3a, AKTYaJIbHO-
IO WICHEHUS PEI0KEHUS.

5. IlpuBenure mpuMepbl U YKaXKUTE TUIT CYOCTUTYLIUU U PENPE3CHTAIUH.

KOHTPOJIBHASA PABOTA
IO TEOPUU AHTJIMVCKOT' O SI3BIKA

O0bsicHUTeIbHASA 3aNIMCKA

Hacrosimre KoHTpoJIbHBIE 33JaHUs OXBATHIBAIOT MIPOTPAMMHBII MaTepuan
TEOPETUYECKUX JTUCUUIUIMH, HM3Yy4YaBIIMXCA CTYJACHTAMHU B COOTBETCTBUM C
y4e€OHBIM TUIAHOM: JIEKCUKOJIOTUH, TEOPETUYECKON IPAMMATHKHU, CTHIIMCTHUKH,
VCTOPUHU aHTJIMICKOTO S3bIKA.

['maBHast uenab KOHTPOJIBHOM pabOThl — MOMOYb CTYJIEHTY BbIpabOTaTh
HABBIKH JIMHIBUCTUYECKOIO aHaJU3a, SBJIAIOIIETOCs YacThlO0 TOCYAapCTBEHHOTO
JK3aMEHa MO0 TEOPUU AHTIIMKUCKOro si3bika. COOTHECEHUE NPEICTABICHHBIX B
TEKCTE SI3bIKOBBIX CPEICTB C COOTBETCTBYIOIIMMH pa3feiaMu TEOPUHU S3bIKa
CIOCOOCTBYET CUCTEMAaTU3AlUK UMEIOIUXCS Yy CTYACHTOB 3HAHUN MO TEOPETH-
YECKHM JUCUUILIMHAM, TOMOTAET B3TJIIHYTh Ha U3BECTHBIC SIBJICHUS 110l HOBBIM
yrioM 3peHus. Kpome Toro, pabora mo3BoJiieT NPOKOHTPOJIMPOBATh YCBOECHUE
CTYJIEHTOM IPOTPaMMHOIO MaTepuajga U CTEIEHb IOATOTOBIEHHOCTH K IOCY-
JAPCTBEHHOMY JK3aMEHY.

BrinonHeHne 3aiaHuil OCYHIECTBIIAETCS HA MaTepUalie OTPHIBKOB U3 aH-
IJIOSI3BIYHON MPOo3bl XX BEKA, MPEACTABICHHBIX B CIIUCKE TEKCTOB JUI aHAJIA3A
(Bcero 20 BapuaHTOB).

Homep BapuaHTa Ha3HauaeTCsl MpENojaBaTeeM B COOTBETCTBHH C (ax-
TUYECKUM CIUCKOM CTYAEHTOB. CIMCOK C HOMEpaMu KOHTPOJBHBIX paboT Xpa-
HuTcs B yueOHOM oTaene O30. PaGoThl, HE COOTBETCTBYIOIIME HyMEpalUK, HE
3aUUTHIBAIOTCS U BO3BPAIIAKOTCS CTYJIEHTY 0€3 OLICHKHU.

KonTponbHbie paboThl cal0TCs HE MO3HEE, YeM 3a JBE HEACNIU 0 Haua-
Ja TOCYapCTBEHHBIX AK3aMEHOB. B mpoTHBHOM cilydae kadenpa He rapaHTHPY-
€T UX MPOBEPKY.

OuneHka KOHTPOJILHOU PadoThI

OreHka «3auem» CTaBUTCS IPU COOJTIOICHUH CIICTYIOIMINX YCIOBUM:
BeImoiHEeHBI Bee 3a1aHusl KOHTPOJIBHON pabOTHI.
KoymaecTBO 0TOOpaHHBIX IPUMEPOB COOTBETCTBYET YKAa3aHHOMY B 3aJIaHHSIX.
Odopmiienne 3a1aHu COOTBETCTBYET 00pasiry.
Pabota B 11€J10M JEMOHCTPHPYET YCBOCHHUE CTYACHTOM IPOTPAMMHOIO MaTe-
puana.

el S
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O1ieHKa «Hezauem» CTaBUTCA B CICIYIOIMIMNX CIydasix:

1. Homep TekcTa HE COOTBETCTBYET Ha3HAYECHHOMY IIpernojaBareiieM HOMEpPY
BapHaHTa.

2. JIBe uiu 6oJiee pabOTHI OKA3bIBAIOTCS UICHTUYHBIMH.

3amaHusl BBITIOJIHCHBI HE B TIOJHOM 00BbeMe (Hampumep, HE BBITTOJIHCHA Ka-

Kasi-Tn00 4acTh 3aJIaHUs, BMECTO TISITH IPUMEPOB JIaHBI TPH U T.I1.)

4. OmmOKu, TOMyIIEHHbIE CTYJACHTOM, CBUJETEIHCTBYIOT O HE3HAHUH 0a30BBIX
MOHSATUH, OTCYTCTBUHM JIOTHKH, HETIOHUMAHUN OCHOBHBIX CBSI3€HM U CYIIHOCTH
SI3BIKOBBIX SIBJICHUM.

W

MeToauyeckue peKOMeEHIalMU

1. Tlepen BbITIOJIHEHHEM KOHTPOJIBHBIX 33JaHUI TOBTOPUTE TEOPETUUECKHUI Ma-
Tepuaj, HCIHOJb3ysl PEKOMEHJOBAaHHbIE YUYEOHMKH W Y4E€OHBIE IMOCOOuS,
YMM u neKUMOHHBIE KYPCHI.

2. BHMMaTENpHO NPOYUTAWTE TEKCT ISl AHAIM3a, MOCTAPaUTECh IMOJIHOCTHIO
MOHSTH €r0 COJIepKAHUE.

3. IIpy BBHINOJHEHHMH KOHTPOJBHON pPabOThl MOJB3YHTECh AHIJIO-PYCCKHM,
AHTJIO-aHTJIMUCKUM U 3TUMOJIOTUYECKHMM CIIOBAPSIMHU, CIIOBAPEM CHHOHUMOB
U Jp.

4. B xoJ1e CTUIMCTUYECKOTO aHaJIN3a NOJIb3YUTECh PEKOMEHIALUAMMU, TaHHBIMU
BBIIIIE [10 AaHAJIM3Y TEKCTa Ha IOCYIapCTBEHHOM JK3aMEHE.

5. Anamusupys ing-hopmy (dpopmy cocnaraTelIbHOIO HAKJIOHEHUS U JIp.), TIPH-
BEIUTE IMPEAJIOKEHUE WM €ro 4acTh, 4TOObI (popma Obula ymoTpeOseHa B
KOHTEKCTE.

6. Ilpu BbimoHEeHUU 3amanuii 4.3. (3TUMONIOrHYecKue 1yoseTsl); 6.3. (CHHOHHU-
Mbl); 6.4. (OMOHUMBI) OOpaTUTE BHUMAHHE Ha TO, YTO B TEKCTE HE 00si3a-
TEIBHO JOJKHBI OBITH 00a YjieHa Maphl; JOCTATOYHO OJHOI0, BTOPOM HYKHO
MIPUBECTU CAMUM.

7. llpuBoas mpuMepbl 3aMMCTBOBAaHHBIX CJIOB, CJIOB, WIUTFOCTPUPYIOIIMX pas-
JIMYHBIE CTIOCOOBI CII0BOOOpa30BaHUs, HE CIIEYET MOBTOPATHCS, HY>KHO TIPH-
BOJUTH IO OAHOMY IPUMEPY KAKJIOTO BUJA.

KoHnTpoJbHbIe 3a1aHusA

3ananue 1. Kparko (3-4 npemioxeHus) oxapakTepu3ynuTe TEKCT ¢ TOUKH 3pe-
HUSL €ro COJEp)KaHMs: OCHOBHAs MJEs TEKCTa, TEepOM, UX XapakTe-
PBI/OTHOIIICHUS/ IS CTBUSI.

3apanme 2. Onpenenute TUIBI TMOBECTBOBAHHUS, MCIOJIb30BAHHBIE B OTPBIBKE
(aBTOpCKasi peub, peyb MEPCOHaKa, HECOOCTBEHHO-IIPsIMAsi pedb), U OMHILIUTE
crenu(puIecKre 3JIEMEHThl Ha YpOBHE (OHETUKU, MOP(POJIOTUH, JTEKCUKHU, CUH-
TaKCHCa, XapaKTEPHbIE IS KaXKI0r0 TUIIA.

3aganue 3. Haiinute B TekcTe 7-8 CTUIMCTHYECKUX MPUEMOB ((OHETHUECKHUE
AKCIIPECCUBHBIE CPENICTBA, TPOIBI U (PUTYPHI PEUH, IKCIIPECCUBHBIE MOP(HOIOTH-
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YeCKMe M CUHTAaKCH4ecKue (OopMbl), ONpPENeTUuTe UX TEPMHUHOJIOTUYECKU, O0B-
SICHUTE MPUPOJLY UX IKCIIPECCUBHOCTU U CMBICIIOBYIO HAIPY3KY B TEKCTE.
3ananue 4. Haiinure B TEKCTE:

1) 7 3aMMCTBOBAaHHBIX CJIOB (M3 Pa3HBIX SA3BIKOB), YCTAHOBUTE MX ITUMOJIO-
TUI0, YKQKUTE CTENEeHb ACCUMUIISIIINN;

2) mpuMepbl 3TUMOJIOTUYECKUX THOPUAOB (2);

3) mpuMepsl STUMOJIOTHYECKUX Ty0s1eToB (2);

4) uHTepHalMOHAJIbHBIE CI0BA (2).

3ananme 5. Beigenute 5 cii0B, WILTIOCTPUPYIOMIMX PA3IUYHbBIE CIIOCOOBI CIOBO-
oOpazoBanus. [I[pokoMMeHTHPYHTE UX MOP(POTOTUUECKYIO CTPYKTYPY.
3aganune 6. Haiinure B TekcTe:

1) 5 cioB, 3HaUYE€HHE KOTOPBIX SIBISETCS PE3YJIbTATOM DPACIIUPEHUs, CYy>Ke-
HUS, YXYAUICHUS WM YJIy4dlleHUs 3HaYeHUs, MeTa(hOpuuecKoro u MeTo-
HUMUYECKOTO MEPEHOCA;

2) 2 npuMepa MHOTO3HAYHBIX CIIOB (OIpEAEUTE TUI OpraHU3alli CEMaH-
TUYECKON CTPYKTYPBI);

3) nmoabepuTe CHHOHUMBI K 2 CJIOBaM M3 TEKCTa, YKAKUTE TUI U UCTOUHHK
CUHOHUMUM;

4) nmoxpOepuTe OMOHUMBI K 2 CJIOBAaM M3 TEKCTa, YKAXUTE THUI U HUCTOYHHUK
OMOHHMHMUH.

3ananme 7.
1. Bpimumure no 2 mpuMepa CUHTETHYECKUX U aHATUTHYECKUX (OPM, BBI-
paxaroumx:
a) rJ1arojbHbIe KaTerOpHH;
0) Mmaie’)xu UMEHU CYIIECTBUTEIIHLHOTO;
B) CTENIEHU CPABHEHUSI UMEHHU MTPUIIAraTeabHOTO.
HazoBute 3111 (hOpMBI.
2. Bribepute ogny hopmy U 0OBSICHUTE €€ MPOOIEMHBIN CTaTyC.
3. Bemmummure ing-¢opMy, uaeHTUGUIUPYIITE ee (MpuuacTue, repyHanid, OT-
[JIaroJIbHOE CYIIECTBUTENBHOE), IPUBEIUTE apryMEHTHI B IMOJIb3Y Balleil
TPAKTOBKH, YKaXKUTE UMEHHBIC U TJIaroJIbHbIC YePThl JaHHOU (HOPMBI.
3ananme 8. [IpomnmocTpupyiite MaTepuaioM TeKcTa (1o JiBa MpuMepa):
a) Mop(onornyeckyro kiaccupUKaIio cIoBOCOYETaHUH (IT0 XapaKTepy CTepxK-
HEBOT'O0 KOMITOHEHTA);
0) kimaccuUKaIUIo MO TUIY CUHTAKCHMYECKOW CBA3M MEXIY KOMIIOHEHTaAMHU:
COYMHEHHE, TOJUMHEHNE (YKKUTE MOJBHJ: COTJIACOBAaHUE, YIpaBJieHUE, MPH-
MBbIKaHUE, 3aMbIKaHHE ), TPEAUKAIUS;
B) knaccudukaruto JI. baymdunpaa (s3ug01IEHTpHUYECKIE/ SK30TICHTPHIECKHE).
3amanue 9. Boimuimre 13 TEKCTa NPEATIOKEHUS PA3TUYHBIX CTPYKTYPHBIX THUIIOB:
a) MPOCTOoe (AIUIUNITUYECKHUE/OTHOCOCTABHOE) — 110 OJTHOMY;
0) OCIOKHEHHOE C Pa3IUYHBIMU OCJIOKHSIOUIUMH 3JE€MEHTaMU, B TOM YHCIIE,
KOHCTPYKITUSIMUA BTOPUYHON TIPEIUKAITUN — TPH.

[TpoKOMMEHTUPYHTE TUIIOJIOTHYECKUE XaPAKTEPUCTUKH KaXKIOTO U3 HUX.
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3aganmue 10.

1. Bpimumure U3 TEKCTA MATh CJIOB UHAOEBPOIEHCKOTO TPOUCXOKIECHUS.

2. Jlns Tpex CIOB JAWTE Mapajuiesid B HETEPMAHCKHUX SI3bIKAX MHIOEBPOIICH-
CKOM CeMbU — PYCCKOM, JIATUHCKOM, I'pedyeckoM (o xpectomatuu A.U.
CMUPHUIIKOTO WU APYTUM XPECTOMATUSIM U3 CIIUCKA JTUTEPaTyphl); TPO-
KOMMEHTUPYHTE (DOHETUYECKHE COOTBETCTBUS MEXIY POJCTBEHHBIMH
cinoBamu (3akoHbl ['pumMma u BepHepa, repmaHcKoe MpelioMIIeHHUE, He3a-
BUCUMbIE U3MEHEHUS TJTACHBIX ).

3. BpmuimuTe 0aTh CJIOB F€PMAHCKOTO MPOUCXO0XKICHUSI.

3amanue 11. BeimumnTe U3 TeKCTa TPU CIOBA, WLIIOCTPUPYIOIIUE PACXOXKIE-
HUE MEXIY COBPEMEHHOMN aHTJIMKCKOW opdorpadueii U MpoOU3HOIMICHUEM, 00b-
SACHUTE 3TO PACXO0XKJICHUE C TOUYKHU 3PECHUSI UCTOPUYECKOTO Pa3BUTHS, HA30BUTE
(dhoHeTHUECKUE MPOIIECChI, BRI3BABIINE ATU U3MEHEHUSI.

3aganme 12.

1. BpInuimre U3 TEKCTA MSATh UICTOPUUYECKUA CHIIBHBIX IJIAr0JIOB; HA30BUTE THUII
abJyayTa u KJacc, K KOTOpOMY OTHOCHJICS TJIarojl B IPEBHEAHTIIUHCKOM.

2. BpINUIINUTE TATh UCTOPUUYECKH CIA0BIX TJIAr0J0B, BBIICTUTE ACHTATbHBIN

cyhduxkc.

OO0pa3sen BbINOJHEHUS] KOHTPOJbHOM PadoThI
Texer (W.M. Thackeray Vanity Fair)

Some time after this interview, it happened that Mr. Cuff, on a sunny af-
ternoon, was in the neighbourhood of poor William Dobbin, who was lying un-
der a tree in the playground, spelling over a favourite copy of the Arabian
Nights which he had — apart from the rest of the school, who were pursuing their
various sports — quite lonely, and almost happy. If people would but leave chil-
dren to themselves; if teachers would cease to bully them; if parents would not
insist upon directing their thoughts, and dominating their feelings — those feel-
ings and thoughts which are a mystery to all (for how much do you and I know
of each other, of our children, of our fathers, of our neighbour, and how far more
beautiful and sacred are the thoughts of the poor lad or girl whom you govern
likely to be, than those of the dull and world-corrupted person who rules him?) —
if, I say, parents and masters would leave their children alone a little more, —
small harm would accrue, although a less quantity of as in preesenti might be
acquired.

Well, William Dobbin had for once forgotten the world, and was away
with Sinbad the Sailor in the Valley of Diamonds, or with Prince Ahmed and the
Fairy Peribanou in that delightful cavern where the Prince found her, and whith-
er we should all like to make a tour; when shrill cries, as of a little fellow weep-
ing, woke up his pleasant reverie; and looking up, he saw Cuff before him, bela-
bouring a little boy.

It was the lad who had peached upon him about the grocer’s cart, but he
bore little malice, not at least towards the young and small...
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‘Hold out your other hand, sir,” roars Cuff to his little schoolfellow, whose
face was distorted with pain. Dobbin quivered, and gathered himself up in his
narrow old clothes.

‘Take that, you little devil!” cried Mr. Cuff, and down came the wicket
again on the child’s hand. — Don’t be horrified, ladies, every boy at a public
school has done it. Your children will so do and be done by, in all probability.
Down came the wicket again; and Dobbin started up.

I can’t tell what his motive was. Torture in a public school is as much li-
censed as the knout in Russia. It would be ungentlemanlike (in a manner) to re-
sist it. Perhaps Dobbin’s foolish soul revolted against that exercise of tyranny; or
perhaps he had a hankering feeling of revenge in his mind, and longed to meas-
ure himself against that splendid bully and tyrant, who had all the glory, pride,
pomp, circumstance, banners flying, drums beating, guards saluting, in the
place. Whatever may have been his incentive, however, up he sprang, and
screamed out, ‘Hold off, Cuff; don’t bully that child any more; or I’ll -

‘Or you’ll what?’ Cuff asked in amazement at this interruption. ‘Hold out
your hand, you little beast.’

‘I’1l give you the worst thrashing you ever had in your life,” Dobbin said,
in reply to the first part of Cuff’s sentence; and little Osborne, gasping and in
tears, looked up with wonder and incredulity at seeing this amazing champion
put up suddenly to defend him: while Cuff’s astonishment was scarcely less.
Fancy our late monarch George III when he heard of the revolt of the North
American colonies: fancy brazen Goliath when little David stepped forward and
claimed a meeting, and you have the feelings of Mr. Reginald Cuff when this
rencontre was proposed to him...

Yes, when the hour of battle came, little Osborne was almost ashamed to
say ‘Go it, Figs;” and not a single other boy in the place uttered that cry for the
first two or three rounds of this famous combat; at the commencement of which
the scientific Cuff, with a contemptuous smile on his face, and as light and as
gay as if he was at a ball, planted his blows upon his adversary, and floored that
unlucky champion three times running. At each fall there was a cheer; and eve-
rybody was anxious to have the honour of offering the conqueror a knee.

... Figs, all whose limbs were in a quiver, and whose nostrils were breath-
ing rage, put his little bottle-holder aside, and went in for a fourth time.

As he did not in the least know how to parry the blows that were aimed at
himself, and Cuff had begun the attack on the three preceding occasions, without
ever allowing his enemy to strike, Figs now determined that he would com-
mence the engagement by a charge on his own part; and accordingly, being a
left-handed man, brought that arm into action, and hit out a couple of times with
all his might — once at Mr. Cuff’s left eye, and once on his beautiful Roman
nose.
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Cuff went down this time, to the astonishment of the assembly. ‘Well hit,
by Jove,” says little Osborne, with the air of a connoisseur, clapping his man on
the back. ‘Give it him with the left, Figs my boy.’

Fig’s left made terrific play during all the rest of the combat. Cuff went
down every time. At the sixth round, there were almost as many fellows shout-
ing out, ‘Go it, Figs,” as there were youths exclaiming ‘Go it, Cuff.” At the
twelfth round the latter champion was all abroad, as the saying is, and had lost
all presence of mind and power of attack or defence. Figs, on the contrary, was
as calm as a quaker. His face being quite pale, his eyes shining open, and a great
cut on his under lip bleeding profusely, gave this young fellow a fierce and
ghastly air, which perhaps struck terror into many spectators. Nevertheless, his
intrepid adversary prepared to close for the thirteenth time.

If I had the pen of a Napier, or a Bell’s Life, I should like to describe this
combat properly. It was the last charge of the Guard — (that is, it would have
been, only Waterloo had not yet taken place) — it was Ney’s column breasting
the hill of La Haye Sainte, bristling with ten thousand bayonets, and crowned
with twenty eagles — it was the shout of the beef-eating British, as leaping down
the hill they rushed to hug the enemy in the savage arms of battle — in other
words, Cuff coming up full of pluck, but quite reeling and groggy, the Fig-
merchant put in his left as usual on his adversary’s nose, and sent him down for
the last time.

‘I think that will do for him,” Figs said, as his opponent dropped as neatly
on the green as [ have seen Jack Spot’s ball plump into the pocket at billiards;
and the fact is, when time was called, Mr. Reginald Cuff was not able, or did not
choose, to stand up again.

And Dobbin’s spirit rose with his altered circumstances. He made won-
derful advances in scholastic learning. The superb Cuff himself, at whose con-
descension Dobbin could only blush and wonder, helped him on with his Latin
verses; ‘coached’ him in play-hours; carried him triumphantly out of the little-
boy class into the middle-sized form; and even there got a fair place for him. It
was discovered, that although dull at classical learning, at mathematics he was
uncommonly quick. To the contentment of all he passed third in algebra, and got
a French prize-book at the public Midsummer examination... All the boys
clapped hands in token of applause and sympathy. His blushes, his stumbles, his
awkwardness, and the number of feet which he crushed as he went back to his
place, who shall describe or calculate?...

Dobbin was much too modest a young fellow to suppose that this happy
change in all his circumstances arose from his own generous and manly disposi-
tion: he chose, from some perverseness, to attribute his good fortune to the sole
agency and benevolence of little George Osborne, to whom henceforth he
vowed such a love and affection as is only felt by children — such an affection,
as we read in the charming fairy-book, uncouth Orson had for splendid young
Valentine his conqueror. He flung himself down at little Osborne’s feet, and
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loved him. Even before they were acquainted, he had admired Osborne in secret.
Now he was his valet, his dog, his man Friday. He believed Osborne to be the
possessor of every perfection, to be the handsomest, the bravest, the most active,
the cleverest, the most generous of created boys. He shared his money with him:
bought him uncountable presents of knives, pencil-cases, gold seals, toffee, Lit-
tle Warblers, and romantic books, with large coloured pictures of knights and
robbers, in many of which later you might read inscriptions to George Sedley
Osborne, Esquire, from his attached friend William Dobbin — the which tokens
of homage George received very graciously, as became his superior merit.

3apanme 1. Kparkas xapakrepucTruka coaep>KaHHs OTPbIBKA.

B oTpbiBKE npejcTaBieHbl ABa reposi-aHTUIOa: HaJIMEHHBIN 3aaupa, 00-
rau Pemxunanea Kadd, u Omaropomusiii 6eansk Ywibsam Jlo60un. 1o60uH
BCTymaer B Apaky ¢ Kadgdom, 4ToObl 3ammTuTh mKoabHuKa Jxopmxa OcoopHa,
U o0exaaeT HeroAss. Jta nodeia MEHSET K JTydllleMy MHOTOE B €0 KU3HHU.
3ananme 2. OyHKIMOHAIbHAS XapAKTEPUCTUKA TEKCTA.

Texcr nmpencraisier coO0M aBTOPCKYIO peyb C BKpAIUICHUSMHU MPSMOUN
peun mepcoHaxke. Peub aBTOpa HOCUT KHWKHBIM Xapakrep. B Hew mupoko
MIPEICTABIICHBI OOIIETUTEPATYpPHAs JIEKCUKA U CJIOBA BHICOKOTO CTHIIMCTUYECKO-
ro peructpa (dominating, tyranny, reverie, commencement, intrepid adversary,
benevolence n 1.11.). KoHHOTaTHBHAS BO3BHINICHHOCTh W TPUBHUATbHAS pedepeH-
I[MajbHasi OTHECEHHOCTh MHOTHMX M3 HUX (HaIp., yJIW4YHAas JpaKa UMEHYETCS
«BBIJIAIOIIAMCST CPOXKECHUEM» - famous combat) MOTYEPKUBAIOT UPOHUUYECKHMA
TOH TOBECTBOBaHUsA. J[JIT aBTOPCKON peun XapaKTepHbl Ooratas oOpa3HOCTh
(cM. mpuMephl HUXKE) U CII0KHOCTh CUHTAKCUYECKON CTPYKTYpPbI MPEIOKEHUM
C MHOTOYHCIIEHHBIMU MPUIATOUYHBIMU U BBOJHBIMU KOHCTPYKUUSMH (Hamp., If
people would but leave children to themselves, if teachers would cease to bully
them; if parents would not insist upon directing their thoughts, and dominating
their feelings — those feelings and thoughts which are a mystery to all (for how
much do you and I know of each other, of our children, of our fathers, of our
neighbours ... n T.11.).

Peun mepcoHakeln HOCUT pa3roBOPHBIM XapakTep, MPU3HAKAMH KOTOPOTO
SIBISIIOTCS CTsDKeHHBIC popMbl (1), bamumnbsipasie oOpamenus (you little devil,
you little beast, my boy), monbaapuBaroIye BHIKPUKU 3€BaK, HAOIIOJAIONIUX 32
npaxoit (Go it); smbaTudeckoe yaapeHue, nepeaaBaeMoe Ha MUChbMe KypCUBOM
(I think that will do for him).
3aganue 3. CTuincTHYeCKasi MHTEPIIPETALMS OTACIbHBIX IPUEMOB U (hparMeH-
TOB TEKCTA.

B nepBoM, BBOJIHOM, a03alie aBTOPCKUE pa3MBIILIEHUsT O HE Bcernaa Ona-
TONPUSATHON PO B3POCIBIX B BOCIIMTAHUM JIETEH MpEACTaBiIeHbI B popMe pu-
TOPUYECKOT0 BoIpoca (MCEeBAO-OTPUIIATEILHOTO MPEIIOKEHHs): ... for how
much do you and I know of each other, of our children, of our fathers, of our
neighbours, and how far more beautiful and sacred are the thoughts of the poor
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lad or girl whom you govern likely to be, than those of the dull and world-
corrupted person who rules him?

OcoOeHHOCThIO aBTOPCKOTO CTUJIS SIBJISIETCSl oOuiine nepudpazon, odpas-
HO XapaKTEepU3YIOIIUX T'e€POEB U UX MOCTYNKHU — that splendid bully and tyrant
(Cuff), that exercise of tyranny (Cuff bullying little Osborn), this amazing cham-
pion (Dobbin), n nepupacTUIECKUX AJUTIO3UH B KOHBEPTEHIIUU C THIEPOOIION
u anadopoii: Fancy our late monarch George Il when he heard of the revolt of
the North American colonies: fancy brazen Goliath when little David stepped
forward and claimed a meeting, and you have the feelings of Mr. Reginald Cuff
when this rencontre was proposed to him...

ABTOPOM HEOJHOKPATHO WCHOJB3YIOTCS CHHOHUMBI-YTOUHUTEIH: ()
wonder and incredulity - mpu omucaHuM H3yMJIEHUS MajieHbkoro JDxopmka
Ocb6opHa, Korja Ha BeIpyuky emy npuiien Y. Jloo6un; (0) reeling and groggy -
B onucanuu nodexaennoro {oo66unom Kadda; (B) love and affection — B onu-
canuu 4yBcTB Jlo06uHa k J[>x. OcOopHy.

[Ipenannocts [[oO60MHA cBOEMy HOBOMY NIPYTy XapaKTepU3YET BBIPA3U-
TeIbHO MeTadopa, ycuiieHHas acuHAeTOHOM (he was his valet, his dog, his man
Friday) u cpaBHeHre B KOHBEPreHIIUM C TurnepOonon (such an affection, as we
read in the charming fairy-book, uncouth Orson had for splendid young Valen-
tine his conqueror).
3apanue 4. Haiinure B TekcTE:

1) 7 3aMMCTBOBaHHBIX CJIOB (M3 Pa3HbBIX S3BIKOB), YCTAHOBUTE MX 3TUMOJO-

THIO, YKAKUTE CTETICHh AaCCUMUJISIITUU:
stumble — (Sc) — MOJIHOCTHIO aCCUMUITUPOBAHHOE;
connoisseur — (Fr) — He accuMuupoBaHHOe POHETUYECKU U TPahUUECKU;
devil — (Lat-Gk) — mosiHOCTBIO aCCUMMIIMPOBAHHOE;
knout — (Russ) — He aCCUMUITUPOBAHHOE CEMAHTUYECKH;
mystery — (Lat-Gk) — He accumunupoBaHHoe Tpauiecky;
monarch — (Lat-Gk) — He accumuiinpoBanHo€e rpadUyecKy;
algebra — (Arabic) — HOJIHOCTBIO aCCUMUIIMPOBAHHOE;

2) mpuMepbl 3TUMOJIOTUYECKUX THOPUAOB (2):
ungentlemanlike — un (Native) — gentle (Fr-Lat) — man (Native) — like (Native);
schoolfellow — school (Lat-Gk) — fellow (Sc);
3) mpuMepsl STUMOJIOTHYECKUX 1y0I1eToB (2):
master (Lat) — magistrate (Lat);
gentle (Fr-Lat) — genteel (Fr);
4) wHTEpHAIMOHATBHBIE clloBa (2):
tyranny — (Fr-Lat-Gk);
opponent — (Lat).
3amanue 5. Beigenure 5 OB, WIUTIOCTPUPYIOIIUX PA3IUYHBIE CIIOCOOBI CIIOBO-
oOpazoBanus. [[pokoMMeHTHPYITE HX MOP(POTOTUUECKYIO CTPYKTYpPY:
roar — 3ByKOIIO/IpakKaHHe; KOPHEBOE CIIOBO;
left-handed — croBocOXKEHNUE; CITOKHO-TIPOU3BOTHOE CIIOBO;
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neighbour — c0BOCI0KEHHUE; ONPOIIEHHE MOP(POIOTMIECKON CTPYKTYPHI;
belabour — nmpedukcanms; MPoOU3BOIHOE CIOBO;

breath — (to) breathe — cmemannoe uepegoBanue (YepeOoBaHUE IIACHBIX U CO-
TJIACHBIX);

cut (n) — KOHBEPCHS; MPOU3BOJAHOE CJIOBO; MOJieb V—N; TUIT CeMaHTUUYECKUX
OTHOILIEHUI: JEUCTBUE — PE3YJILTAT IEUCTBHUS.

3aganue 6. Haiinure B TekcTe:

1) 5 cioB, 3HaUE€HHUE KOTOPBIX SIBISETCS PE3yJIbTaTOM PACIIUPEHUS, CYyXKe-
HUS, YXYIIICHUS, YIYUIICHUs] 3Ha4eHUsI, MeTahOpHUIeCcKOro, METOHUMHU-
YEeCKOro nepeHoca:

knight — ymyumenue 3uauenus; OE «cmyray;

girl — cyxxenue 3Hauenusi; ME «pebeHok J11000ro mnonay;
teach — pacmmpeHnue 3HaYCHUS;

to hug the enemy — metadopa;

the arms of battle — meTadopa;

2) 2 mpuMepa MOJMCEMAHTHICCKUX CJIOB (OMpEeIUTe THIT OpPTaHU3aIuHU Ce-

MaHTHYECKON CTPYKTYPBHI):

hand — 1. either of the movable parts at the end of a person’s arm, including the
fingers; 2. a pointer or needle on a clock, machine, measuring instrument; 3.
handwriting; 4. a) a game of cards; b) a set of playing cards held by one person
in a game; 5. a unit equal to 0,1 metres, used in measuring a horse’s height at the
shoulder; 6. a sailor on a ship; 7. a worker; 8. someone with skill, knowledge, or
experience of the stated kind; 9. encouragement given by clapping the hands, a
burst of applause; 10. help; 11. an influence or share in some action or event; 12.
control, power or responsibility. Tun opranuzauuu ceMaHTUYECKON CTPYKTYPBI
— panuaIbHO-TIETIOYETHAS TIOJTUCEMUS

3) moabepuTe CHHOHUMBI K 2 CJIOBaM W3 TEKCTA, YKAKUTE THUI U MCTOYHHK

CUHOHUMUHU:
rage (Fr-Lat) — anger (Sc) — indignation (Fr-Lat) — fury (Fr-Lat) — ire (Fr-Lat) —
wrath (native); CEeMaHTHKO-CTUITUCTUICCKNE CHHOHUMBI; UCTOYHUK — 3aUMCTBO-
BaHWE U3 IPYTUX SI3BIKOB;

4) moxpbepuTe OMOHUMBI K 2 CIIOBaM M3 TEKCTa, YKAXHUTEC THUI U UCTOYHHK

OMOHUMUH:
seal (Fr-Lat) — the official mark of a government, company, made by pressing a
pattern into red wax, which is fixed to certain formal and official writings; seal
(CGmc) — a large fish-eating animal living mostly on cool seacoasts and floating
ice; MOJIHbIE JIEKCUYECKNE OMOHHUMBI; ICTOYHHK — 3BYKOBasi KOHBEPTEHITH.
3aganmue 7.
1. Beimummre mo 2 mpuMepa CHHTETHYECKHX M aHATMTUYECKUX (HOpM, BhIpa-

KAFOTIHX:

a) THarojbHBIE KaTeropuu (BpeMs, BpeMEHHash OTHECEHHOCTh, BHWJ, 3aJior,
HaKJIOHECHHE):
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would accrue (small harm would accrue) — ananuTudeckuit cnocod odpaszoBa-
HUS HAKJIOHEHUS (YCIIOBHOE HAKJIOHEHHUE);
had admired — ananuTu4eckuii crnocod 0Opa3zoBaHus KaTErOpUud BPEMEHHOM OT-
HECEHHOCTH (TmepdeKkTHass BpeMEHHasi OTHECEHHOCTh ),
had (If I had the pen of a Napier) — cuHTeTHYeCKHiI crioco® 00pa3oBaHMS
HakJIoHeHus (cocnararenbHoe I, HacTosiee Bpems);
0) majeXu IMEHU CYIIECTBUTEIHLHOTO:
grocer’s cart — CHHTETUYECKUI CItoco0 00pa3oBaHUs pOJAUTEILHOTO MaJeXKa;
a feeling of revenge — ananutuyeckuii crmocod 0O6pa3oBaHUs POAUTEILHOTO Ta-
nexa (mpemior of);
inscriptions to George Sedley Osborne — ananuTrueckuii cnoco6 oOpazoBaHUS
JaTeILHOTO Majiexka (mpeajor to);
B) CTCTICHU CPaBHEHUS UMEHU IPHIIaraTeIbHOTO:
handsomest, bravest, cleverest — cuHTeTHUeCcKui croco0d 0Opa3oBaHUs TPEBOC-
XOJHOM CTETNIEHU CPABHCHMUS,
most active, most generous — aHaIUTHYECKUM CIIOCOO 00pa30BaHUS MPEBOCXO/I-
HOM CTEIEHHU CPaBHEHU.

2. BriOepute onHy popMy U 00BSCHUTE €€ TPOOIEMHBINA CTaTyC:
had (If I had the pen of a Napier) — He UMeeT 0JJHO3HAYHOTO TOJIKOBAHUS,
A.N. CmupHuiikuii — cocnararenasHoe 1, HacTosee Bpems;
JI.C. bapxynapoB — (hopma mpoIiieaiero BpeMeHn B 0COO0OM CHUHTaKCUYECKOM
OKPYKEHUU;
b.A. nbum — HepeabHOE YCIOBUE.

3. Bemummure ing-popmy, uneHtudunupyite ee (mpuyactue, repyHauil, oT-
IJIaroJIbHOE CYIIECTBUTENILHOE), IPUBEINTE apryMEHTHI B MMOJIb3y Bamei
TPaKTOBKH, YKKUTE UMEHHBIC U TJIarOJIbHBIC YePTHI JAHHOU (OPMEI:

offering (the honour of offering the conqueror a knee) — repynnuii, nericTBu-
TEJIbHBIA 3aJ10T, HenepeKTHas BPEeMEHHAsi OTHECEHHOCTh, OOLIUN BUII; 3TO Tre-
PYHIIM, T.K. UMEET CIEeAYIOLINE UMEHHbLE XAPAKMEPUCTUKU

® yHoTpeOsIeTCs C MPEIOroM;

® BBITIOJIHSICT (PYHKITUIO MTOCTIO3UTUBHOTO MIPEJIOKHOTO OMPEICIICHNUS,

2/1a20/IbHble XapaKmepUCmuKy 2epyHous:

e wuMeeT kaTeroputo 3aiora (offering — being offered);

® MeEeT KaTeropuio BpeMeHHoil oTHeceHHOCTH (offering — having offered);

® HMEET IIArOJIbHYI0 COYETaeMOCTh (MPUHUMAET MPSIMOE JOMOJHEHHE — a

knee).

3amanue 8. [IponmocTpupyiite MaTepraioM TeKcTa (1o ABa MpuMepa):

a) MOp(OJTOTHYECKYIO KIaCCU(HUKAITUIO CIIOBOCOUETAHUH (IO XapaKTepy CTEPK-
HEBOT'O KOMITIOHEHTA):

quite lonely, almost happy — anbeKTUBHBIE CIOBOCOYETAHUS;

struck terror, dropped neatly — riarosibpHbI€ CIIOBOCOUYETAHUS;

our children, romantic books — UMEHHBIC CTOBOCOYCTAHUS,
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0) kaccuuUKaIMIo MO TUITY CUHTAKCUYECKON CBSI3M MEXIY KOMIIOHEHTaMH CO-
YUHEHUE, MOJUMHEeHNE (YKaKUTE MOABU: COTJIaCOBaHUE, YIpaBiICHUE, MPUMBbI-
KaHHE, 3aMbIKaHUE), PETUKALIMS:

shall describe or calculate, blush and wonder — counnenue;

this time, that arm — corimacoBanue;

to him, rules him — ynpasnenue;

his circumstances, wonderful advances — npumbIKaHue;

the middle-sized form, a great cut — 3ambIkanue;

Dobbin started up, ball plump (I have seen Jack Spot’s ball plump into the pock-
et at billiards) — npenuxarus;

B) kiaccudukanuto JI. baymdunsaa (sH101IEHTpHUYECKHUE/ SK30IIEHTPUUECKHE):
uncountable presents, reeling and groggy — SHIOLIEHTPUUECKHUE;

George received, for him — sk301eHTpHUECKHE.

3aganme 9. BrimummTe U3 TEKCTa MPEIIOKESHUS PA3INIHBIX CTPYKTYPHBIX TH-
TOB:

a) MpoCTOoe (AIUTUIITUYECKHUE/ OJHOCOCTAaBHOE) (2):

It would be ungentlemanlike (in a manner) to resist it — mpocToe JByCOCTaBHOE
MIOJTHOE TIPEJIOKEHUE;

0) OCJIOKHEHHOE C PA3TUYHBIMH OCTIOKHSIOIIMME dJIeMeHTaMH (3):

Dobbin guivered, and gathered himself up in his narrow old clothes — npemo-
KEHHUE, OCII0)KHEHHOE COUMHEHHEM (OTHOPOIHBIEC CKa3yeMbIe);

He believed Osborne to be the possessor of every perfection, to be the handsom-
est, the bravest, the most active, the cleverest, the most generous of created
boys. — mpensioxkeHue, OCI0KHEHHOE MOJYMHEHUEM (KOHCTPYKIUS BTOPUYHOM
npeaukanuu, the objective-with-the infinitive).

3ananme 10.

1. BeImummTe u3 TEKCTA MATh CJIIOB UHAOEBPOIIENCKOTO MTPOUCXOKICHHUS:

tree; love; do; eye; young; light.

2. Jlug Tpex CI0B AauTe Mapajjieiad B HETEPMAHCKUX SI3bIKaX WHIIOEBPOIIEH-
CKOW CEMbH — PYCCKOM, JIATUHCKOM, TpeueckoM (mo xpectomatuu A.N.
CMHPHHUIIKOTO WU JPYTUM XPECTOMATHSIM U3 CIIMCKA JTUTEPATYPHI); TPO-
KOMMEHTHUPYITE (POHETUYECKHE COOTBETCTBUSI MEXIY POJACTBEHHBIMU
cioBamu (3akoHbl ['pumMa u BepHepa, repmManckoe MpeioMIIeHHEe, He3a-
BUCHMbIEC U3MEHEHUS TJIACHBIX):

book — aar. fagus, pyc. OykBa
WE bh — repm. b, nart. f— 3-ii akT nepBoro nepedos CoriacHbIX (3akoH [ 'pumma);
HE g — repm. k — 2-ii akt 3akoHa ['pumma;
HE a — repM. 0 — He3aBUCUMBIE U3MEHEHHUS TJIACHBIX.
mind — j1aT. mentis
HE t — repm. d — 3akon Bepuepa;
HE e — repm. 1 — repMaHckoe npeaomiieHue (mepea n + corjacHblif).
3. BemmmmTe mATh CJI0B FepMaHCKOTO MPOUCXOXKICHHS:
little; find; learn; give; like.
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3aganme 11. Beimumure u3 TEKCTa TPU CJIOBA, WUIIOCTPUPYIOLINE PACXOAKIEC-
HUE MEXIY COBPEMEHHOU aHTIMicKkol opdorpadueid U mMpou3HOIICHUEM, 00b-
SCHUTE 3TO PACXOXKJICHUE C TOUYKHU 3PECHUSI UCTOPUYECKOTO PA3BUTHS, HA30BUTE
dboHeTUUECKHE MPOIIECChI, BRI3BABIINE ATH U3MEHEHUS:
might [mait] — IA miht [mixt]
Hurpad gh BBenen B CA i 0603HaueHHs 3ByKa [X];
B HA [x] Bbiman nepen t;
[IpenuecTByOMMN KPaTKUM TJIaCHBIN YIATUHUJICS;
Jonruii [1:] meperen B [ai] — BEJIUKHUI CABUT TJIACHBIX.
book [buk] — JIA boc [bo:K]
B CA ponrora riiacHoro crajga 0003Ha4aThCsl yJIBOCHHBIM 00;
bykBa ¢ 3ameHeHna OykBoii k;
[0:] = [u:] — BenuKuil CABUT IJIaCHBIX;
[u:] = [u] — cokpalienre raacHOro nepen K.
3ananme 12.
1. Bemwuimmre U3 TEKCTa MSATh UCTOPUYECKU CUITBHBIX TJIaroJIOB; HA30BUTE THUI
abJyayTa u KJacc, K KOTOpOMY OTHOCHJICS TJIarojl B IPEBHEAHTIIMICKOM:
bore (mpomr. ot bear) JIA beran, IV knacc, kauecTBeHHbIN a0ayT;
2. BpINUIINUTE TATh UCTOPUUYECKH CIA0BIX TJIAr0J0B, BBIICIUTE ACHTAIbHBIN
cypduxc:
told (mpor. ot tell)
liked

TekcThl A9 aHAJIHN3Aa

Tekcr 1 (Katherine Mansfield Je Ne Parle Pas Francais)

I do not know why I have such a fancy for this little café. It’s dirty and
sad, sad. It’s not as if it had anything to distinguish it from a hundred others — it
hasn’t; or as if the same strange types came here every day, whom one could
watch from one’s corner and recognize and more or less (with a strong accent on
the less) get the hang of.

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

... There are no portmanteaux to be examined here because the clientele
of this cafe, ladies and gentlemen, does not sit down. No, it stands at the counter,
and it consists of a handful of workmen who come up from the river, all pow-
dered over with white flour, lime or something, and a few soldiers, bringing with
them thin, dark girls with silver rings in their ears and market baskets on their
arms....
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Do you believe that every place has its hour of the day when it really does
come alive? That’s not exactly what I mean. It’s more like this. There does seem
to be a moment when you realize that, quite by accident, you happen to have
come on to the stage at exactly the moment you were expected. Everything is
arranged for you - waiting for you. Ah, master of the situation! You fill with im-
portant breath. And at the same time you smile, secretly, slyly, because Life
seems to be opposed to granting you these entrances, seems indeed to be en-
gaged in snatching them from you and making them impossible, keeping you in
the wings until it is too late, in fact . . . Just for one you’ve beaten the old hag.

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

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

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

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

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

It was very quiet in the cafe. Outside, one could just see through the dusk
that it had begun to snow. One could just see the shapes of horses and carts and
people, soft and white, moving through the feathery air. The waiter disappeared
and reappeared with an armful of straw. He strewed it over the floor from the
door to the counter and round about the stove with humble, almost adoring ges-
tures. One would not have been surprised if the door had opened and the Virgin
Mary had come in, riding upon an ass, her meek hands folded over her big bel-
ly...

I reached over to the next table for a writing-pad.

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

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

But then, quite suddenly, at the bottom of the page, written in green ink, I
fell on to that stupid, stale little phrase: Je ne parle pas francais.
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There! it had come — the moment — the geste! And although I was so
ready, it caught me, it tumbled me over; I was simply overwhelmed. And the
physical feeling was so curious, so particular. It was as if all of me, except my
head and arms, all over me that was under the table, had simply dissolved, melt-
ed, turned into water. Just my head remained and two sticks of arms pressing on
to the table. But, ah! the agony of that moment! How can I describe it? I didn’t
think of anything. I didn’t even cry out to myself. Just for one moment I was
not. [ was Agony, Agony, Agony.

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

And up I puffed and puffed, blowing off finally with: ‘After all I must be
first-rate. No second-rate mind could have experienced such an intensity of feel-
ing so ... purely.’

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

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

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

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

‘It was a ... false ... alarm. She’s nowhere ... to ... be seen.’

‘Lie down then! Lie down! Lie down!’

Tekcr 2 (Katherine Mansfield Je Ne Parle Pas Francais)

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

Ah, I can see myself that first evening, after the furniture men had gone
and I’d managed to get rid of my atrocious old concierge — walking about on tip-
toe, arranging and standing in front of the glass with my hands in my pockets
and saying to that radiant vision: ‘I am a young man who has his own flat. I
write for two newspapers. | am going in for serious literature. I am starting a ca-
reer. The book that I shall bring out will simply stagger the critics. I am going to
write about things that have never been touched on before. I am going to make a
name for myself as a writer about the submerged world. But not as others have
done before me. Oh, no! Very naively, with a sort of tender humour and from
the inside, as though it were all quite simple, quite natural. I see my way quite
perfectly. Nobody has ever done it as I shall do it because none of the others
have lived my experiences. I’'m rich — I’'m rich.’

I met Dick Harmon at an evening party given by the editor of a new re-
view. It was a very select, very fashionable affair. One or two of the older men
were there and the ladies were extremely comme il faut. They sat on cubist sofas
in full evening dress and allowed us to hand them thimbles of cherry brandy and
to talk to them about their poetry. For, as far as I can remember, they were all
poetesses.

It was impossible not to notice Dick. He was the only Englishman present,
and instead of circulating gracefully round the room as we all did, he stayed in
one place leaning against the wall, his hands in his pockets, that dreamy half
smile on his lips, and replying in excellent French in his low, soft voice to any-
body who spoke to him.

‘Who is he?’

‘An Englishman. From London. A writer. And he is making a special
study of modern French literature.’

That was enough for me. My little book, Fake Coins, had just been pub-
lished. I was a young, serious writer who was making a special study of modern
English literature.

But I really had not time to fling my line before he said, giving himself a
soft shake, coming right out of the water after the bait, as it were: “Won’t you
come and see me at my hotel? Come about five o’clock and we can have a talk
before going out to dinner.’

‘Enchanted!’

I was so deeply, deeply flattered that I had to leave him then and there to
preen and preen myself before the cubist sofas. What a catch! An Englishman,
reserved, serious, making a special study of French literature...
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That same night a copy of Fake Coins with a carefully cordial inscription
was posted off, and a day or two later we did dine together and spent the even-
ing talking.

Talking — but not only of literature. I discovered to my relief that it wasn’t
necessary to keep to the tendency of the modern novel, the need of a new form,
or the reason why our young men appeared to be just missing it. Now and again,
as if by accident, I threw in a card that seemed to have nothing to do with the
game, just to see how he’d take it. But each time he gathered it into his hands
with his dreamy look and smile unchanged. Perhaps he murmured: ‘That’s very
curious.” But not as if it were curious at all.

That calm acceptance went to my head at last. It fascinated me. It led me
on and on till T threw every card that I possessed at him and sat back and
watched him arrange them in his hand.

‘Very curious and interesting...’

By that time we were both fairly drunk, and he began to sing his song
very soft, very low, about the man who walked up and down seeking his dinner.

But I was quite breathless at the thought of what I had done. I had shown
somebody both sides of my life. Told him everything as sincerely and truthfully
as I could. Taken immense pains to explain things about my submerged life that
really were disgusting and never could possibly see the light of literary day. On
the whole I had made myself out far worse than I was — more boastful, more
cynical, more calculating.

And there sat the man I had confided in, singing to himself and smiling...
It moved me so that real tears came into my eyes. | saw them glittering on my
long silky lashes — so charming.

Texcr 3 (Katherine Mansfield Psychology)

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

‘Not busy?’

‘No. Just going to have tea.’

‘And you are not expecting anybody?’

‘Nobody at all.’

Ah! That’s good.’

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

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

Their secret selves whispered: ‘Why should we speak? Isn’t this enough?’

‘More than enough. I never realized until this moment...’

‘How good it is just to be with you ...”
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‘Like this...’

‘It’s more than enough.’

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

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

‘No. Not longing.’

‘Well, I am.’

‘Oh, you.” He thumped the Armenian cushion and flung on to the som-
mier. ‘You're a perfect little Chinee.’

‘Yes, I am,” she laughed. ‘I long for tea as strong men long for wine.’

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

Yes, that was what he waited for and so did she. Yes, while she shook the
teapot hot and dry over the spirit flame she saw those other two, him, leaning
back, taking his ease among the cushions, and her, curled up en escargot in the
blue shell armchair. The picture was so clear and so minute it might have been
painted on the blue teapot lid. And yet she couldn’t hurry. She could almost
have cried: ‘Give me time.” She must have time in which to grow calm. She
wanted time in which to free herself from all these familiar things with which
she lived so vividly. For all these gay things round her were part of her - her off-
spring — and they knew it and made the largest, most vehement claims. But now
they must go. They must be swept away, shooed away — like children sent up the
shadowy stairs, packed into bed and commanded to go to sleep — at once — with-
out a murmur!

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

And the best of it was they were both of them old enough to enjoy their
adventure to the full without any stupid emotional complication Passion would
have ruined everything; they quite saw that. Besides, all that sort of thing was
over and done with for both of them — he was thirty-one, she was thirty — they
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had had their experiences, and very rich and varied they had been, but now was
the time for harvest — harvest.

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

‘Do realize how good it 1s,” she implored. ‘Eat it imaginatively. Roll your

eyes if you can and taste it on the breath. It’s not a sandwich from the hatter’s
bag — it’s the kind of cake that might have been mentioned in the Book of Gene-
sis ... And God said: “Let there be cake. And there was cake. And God saw that
it was good.”
“You needn’t entreat me,” said he. ‘Really you needn’t. It’s a queer thing but |
always do notice what I eat here and never anywhere else. I suppose it comes of
living alone so long and always reading while I feed ... my habit of looking up-
on food as just food . . . something that’s there, at certain times ... to be devoured
... to be ... not there.” He laughed. ‘That shocks you. Doesn’t it?’

‘To the bone,’ said she.

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

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

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

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

Tekcr 4 (Katherine Mansfield Psychology)

A new silence came between them. Nothing in the least like the satisfacto-
ry pause that had followed their greetings — the ‘Well, here we are together
again, and there’s no reason why we shouldn’t go on from just where we left off
last time.” That silence could be contained in the circle of warm, delightful fire
and lamplight. How many times hadn’t they flung something into it just for the
fun of watching the ripples break on the easy shores. But into this unfamiliar
pool the head of the little boy sleeping his timeless sleep dropped — and the rip-
ples flowed away, away — boundlessly far — into deep glittering darkness.
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And then both of them broke it. She said: ‘I must make up the fire,” and
he said: ‘I have been trying a new ... * Both of them escaped. She made up the
fire and put the table back, the blue chair was wheeled forward, she curled up
and he lay back among the cushions. Quickly! Quickly! They must stop it from
happening again.

‘Well, I read the book you left last time.’

‘Oh, what do you think of it?’

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

She lifted her head. ‘It’s raining,” she murmured.

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

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

‘Do you mean you feel there’s quite a chance that the mysterious non-
existent creatures — the young writers of today — are trying simply to jump the
psychoanalyst’s claim?’

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

‘But oh,” she wailed. ‘What a dreadfully dismal outlook.’

‘Not at all,” said he. ‘Look here . . . ¢ On the talk went. And now it seemed
they really had succeeded. She turned in her chair to look at him while she an-
swered. Her smile said: “We have won.” And he smiled back, confident: ‘Abso-
lutely.’

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

‘What have we been talking about?’ thought he. He was so utterly bored
he almost groaned.
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‘What a spectacle we have made of ourselves,” thought she. And she saw
him laboriously — oh, laboriously — laying out the grounds and herself running
after, putting here a tree and there a flowery shrub and here a handful of glitter-
ing fish in a pool. They were silent this time from sheer dismay.

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘You’ve hurt me — hurt me,” said her heart. “Why don’t you go? No, don’t
go. Stay. No — go!” And she looked out upon the night... It was too late to do
anything now. Was it too late? Yes, it was. A cold snatch of hateful wind blew
into the garden. Curse life! He heard her cry ‘au revoir’ and the door slammed.

Running back into the studio she behaved so strangely. She ran up and
down lifting her arms and crying: ‘Oh! Oh! How stupid! How imbecile! How
stupid!” And then she flung herself down on the sommier thinking of nothing —
just lying there in her rage. All was over. What was over? Oh — something was.
And she’d never see him again — never. After a long long time (or perhaps ten
minutes) had passed in that black gulf her bell rang a sharp quick jingle. It was
he, of course. And equally, of course, she oughtn’t to have paid the slightest at-
tention to it but just let it go on ringing and ringing. She flew to answer.

Texct 5 (Hal Porter First Love)

My paternal grandfather was English, military and long-nosed. He mar-
ried twice, and had seven sons and four daughters. My maternal grandfather,
Swiss, agricultural and long-nosed, married once but had six sons and six daugh-
ters. As a child, therefore, I was well-provided not only with ancestral aunts and
uncles but also with the uncle-husbands and wife-aunts they had married. Since
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each of these couples were abundantly productive, long-nosed cousins of all ag-
es, from braggart striplings and chatterbox young women to india-rubber babies
like tempestuous Queen Victorias with bonnets awry congested my boyhood. It
seems to me now that what my grandparents imported to Australia along with
fecundity and long noses was largely noise. Noise, in their case, can be enlarged
to cover vivacity bordering on uproar, devil-may-care wildness, a febrile intensi-
ty about issues of great unimportance. From the most feckless uncle to the most
social aunt, from bread-line-treading aunts to rich uncles, all were afflicted by
this rowdy insouciance. My mother, essentially provincial, was nevertheless
giddy as a porpoise, and lived like a windmill rotating to alternate gusts of tem-
per and charm.

In this uproarious tribal whirlpool I was odd boy out. A throwback inher-
itance of some less mettlesome blood braked me. I had the same passion for
decorous behaviour as they had for fits-and-starts behaviour, for conversations
at full pitch, for gambling and gipsying about. This perversity of self-restraint
caused me to lag behind, to be a some-time observer rather than a full-time par-
ticipant. Yet, oddly enough, I also had maximum esprit de corps. Nor was I nim-
iny-piminy and stand-offish. Japan-shaped scabs blotched my fruit-stealer’s
country boy knees; my bare soles were as ring-like as fire-walkers’. I could
swim like a toad, swear like a cow-cocky and smoke like a debutante. These
abilities and simulated ferocities were, however, strictly conventional. In their
execution I went just so far. I drew a line. Other members of the family always
went farther and further. I would not, for example, kill snakes as Uncle Foster
and cousins and brothers did by cracking them like whips. Sticks did me. As
well as affecting protective discretions such as this, and making withdrawals
from hereditary bravura, I often broke the wrong rules. My brothers and country
cousins each had a dog, usually a bossy fox-terrier or a smart-alec mong with
lots of heeler in it. I had a cat. I found its relative muteness and disdainful inde-
pendence preferable to the ostentatious servility and noisily neurasthenic de-
mands of dogs. Need I say that I wore spectacles and spoke in polysyllables?
Not only did I violate the clan code by visible nonconformity but [ was mentally
and invisibly rebellious... I became the tree for believers not to stand by when
lightning flashed...

As the one child in this riotous shuffling to and fro who was family-
obsessed and a born archivist, I was a magpie of a different colour. I wanted
facts, dates, the how and why and where, all possible information about the past
of the living gods and goddesses I paid homage to. I begged postcards of all
sorts ... and spring-cleaning aunts sent me packets of photographs; uncles put
aside for me dim, henna-coloured snapshots or postcards of magenta-nosed
drunks with crayfish semaphoring from their hip-pockets which they had dug
out of drawers holding the treasures of a lifetime ... sovereign-cases, insurance
policies, opal tie-pins, wives’ first love-letters, and the halves of pairs of cuff-
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links. On my behalf, archaeology into their own racy and cluttered pasts became
an accepted pastime of my aunts and uncles.

Alas!

At the height of ray miniature fame, at the unornamental age of ten, a bee-
keeper stung by his own bee, I fell in love with a photograph, I fell deeply, un-
falteringly and hauntedly in love.

The photograph came in a packet of postcards from Aunt Meta. Had I not
been alone in the house, with nobody peering over my shoulder, I could have
been saved a long ecstasy and a savage destruction. Alone I was, however, when
the postman came; alone I unwrapped my gift and, among postcards of Gaiety
Girls, and snapshots of bowler-hatted uncles in jinkers, and ant-waisted aunts
leaning on or being leaned on by bicycles, alone I came upon my fate. Nothing
can undo what was done that instant, that day.

I saw the photograph. The door of the one addled world I had known
closed softly behind me. I was in the anteroom to Paradise. Its bejewelled throne
was mine. | perceived that all loves experienced in the back room past were im-
aginary, were delusions, were nothing. I had been wastefully librating above
shadows — however spirited; visions — however cock-a-hoop; hollow beings; de-
ceptive shapes; creatures of gauze; dresses empty of women; names without
men to them. I had had merely a bowing acquaintance with love.

The photograph was of a girl about my own age. She was dressed in Dolly
Vardenish costume. Since she held a shepherd’s crook feminized by a large bow
I gathered she was being Bo Peep for a fancy dress party. Or was she Bo Peep
herself? There was nothing on the photograph to tell. The tilted oval of the hat
with its rosebuds and ribbons, the black hatching of the elbow-length mittens,
the criss-cross-laced bodice, all excited me romantically. What flooded into my
being, however, to reveal inner depths and expanses never revealed before, was
the illumination from the smile and the eyes. It did not occur to me that what re-
ally confronted the smile and the eyes were a camera like half-a-concertina on a
tripod which was concealed with a nameless human under a black cloth. No!
That faintly scented smile was for me. Those eyes, bottomless, and yet of dark
sharpness, were looking into me. A gale of voices whirled through the galleries
of my consciousness, aromatizing them, purging them of all former presences,
and calling out deliciously “Thou!” “Thou!”

I was eavesdropping on eternity. Eternity is time’s victim. Eternity had
scarcely begun when I heard my mother at the front door. With the unflurried
movements of a master criminal I put the photograph in an inside pocket. I was
aware that the pocket was on the left, and the divine face deliberately turned in-
wards. The eyes looked directly into my heart which I imagined crimson as a
playing-card heart, plump as an artichoke, and composed of a material with the
texture of magnolia petals. I extinguished the lights in my face, swept up the
other photographs with a gambler’s gesture and, as my mother entered, cried out
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... oh, perfect imitation of a frank and guileless boy ... “Look what Aunt Meta
sent!” Not a word about the divinity staring into my heart, not a word.

Texcr 6 (John Galsworthy The Apple Tree)

He awoke feeling as if he had eaten heavily overnight instead of having
eaten nothing. And far off, unreal, seemed yesterday’s romance! Yet it was a
golden morning. Full spring had burst at last — in one night the ‘goldie-cups,’
as the little boys called them, seemed to have made the field their own, and from
his window he could see apple blossoms covering the orchard as with a rose and
white quilt. He went down almost dreading to see Megan: and yet, when not she
but Mrs. Narracombe brought in his breakfast, he felt vexed and disappointed.
The woman’s quick eye and snaky neck seemed to have a new alacrity this
morning. Has she noticed?

‘So you an’ the moon went walkin’ last night, Mr. Ashurst! Did ye have
your supper anywheres?’

Ashurst shook his head.

‘We kept it for you, but I suppose you was too busy in your brain to think
o’ such a thing as that?’

Was she mocking him, in that voice of hers, which still kept some Welsh
crispness against the invading burr of the West Country? If she knew! And at
that moment he thought: ‘No, no; I’ll clear out. I won’t put myself in such a
beastly false position.’

But, after breakfast, the longing to see Megan began and increased with
every minute, together with fear lest something should have been said to her
which had spoiled everything. Sinister that she had not appeared, not given him
even a glimpse of her! And the love poem, whose manufacture had been so im-
portant and absorbing yesterday afternoon under the apple trees, now seemed so
paltry that he tore it up and rolled it into pipe spills. What had he known of love,
till she seized his hand and kissed it! And now — what did he not know? But to
write of it seemed mere insipidity! He went up to his bedroom to get a book, and
his heart began to beat violently, for she was in there making the bed. He stood
in the doorway watching; and suddenly, with turbulent joy, he saw her stoop and
kiss his pillow, just at the hollow made by his head last night. How let her know
he had seen that pretty act of devotion? And yet, if she heard him stealing away,
it would be even worse. She took the pillow up, holding it as if reluctant to
shake out the impress of his cheek, dropped it, and turned round.

‘Megan!’

She put her hands up to her cheeks, but her eyes seemed to look right into
him. He had never before realised the depth and purity and touching faithfulness
in those dew-bright, and he stammered:

‘It was sweet of you to wait up for me last night.’

She still said nothing, and he stammered on:
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‘I was wandering about on the moor; it was such a jolly night. I — I’ve just
come up for a book.’

Then, the kiss he had seen her give the pillow afflicted him with sudden
headiness, and he went up to her. Touching her eyes with his lips, he thought
with queer excitemeat: ‘I’ve done it! Yesterday all was sudden — anyhow; but
now — I’ve done it!” The girl let her forehead rest against his lips, which moved
downwards till they reached hers. That first real lover’s kiss — strange, wonder-
ful, still almost innocent — in which heart did it make the most disturbance?

‘Come to the big apple tree to-night, after they've gone to bed. Megan —
promise!’

She whispered back: ‘I promise.” Then, scared at her white face, scared at
everything, he let her go, and went downstairs again. Yes! he had done it now!
Accepted her love, declared his own. He went out to the green chair as devoid of
a book as ever; and there he sat staring vacantly before him, triumphant and re-
morseful, while under his nose and behind his back the work of the farm went
on. How long he had been sitting in that curious state of vacancy he had no no-
tion when he saw Joe standing a little behind him to the right. The youth had ev-
idently come from hard work in the fields, and stood shifting his feet, breathing
loudly, his face coloured like a setting sun, and his arms, below the rolled-up
sleeves of his blue shirt, showing the hue and furry sheen of ripe peaches. His
red lips were open, his blue eyes with their flaxen lashes stared fixedly at
Ashurst, who said ironically:

‘Well, Joe, anything I can do for you?’

‘Yeas.’

‘What, then?’

“Yu can goo away from yere. Us don’ want yu.’

Ashurst’s face, never too humble, assumed its most lordly look.

‘Very good of you, but, do you know, I prefer the others should speak for
themselves.’

The youth moved a pace or two nearer, and the scent of his honest heat af-
flicted Ashurst’s nostrils.

‘What d’yu stay yere for?’

‘Because it pleases me.’

¢ ‘Twon’t please yu when I’ve bashed yure head in!’

‘Indeed! When would you like to begin that?’

Joe answered only with the loudness of his breathing, but his eyes looked
like those of a young and angry bull. Then a sort of spasm seemed to convulse
his face.

‘Megan don’ want yu.’

A rush of jealousy, of contempt, and anger with this thick, loud-breathing
rustic got the better of Ashurst’s self-possession; he jumped up, and pushed back
his chair.

“You can go to the devil!’
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And as he said those simple words, he saw Megan in the doorway with a
tiny brown spaniel puppy in her arms. She came up to him quickly:

‘Its eyes are blue!’ she said.

Joe turned away; the back of his neck was literally crimson. Ashurst put
his finger to the mouth of the little brown bull-frog of a creature in her arms.
How cosy it looked against her!

‘It’s fond of you already. Ah! Megan, everything is fond of you.’

Texkcr 7 (John Galsworthy The Apple Tree)

‘She’s sensitive, that’s why.’

‘What’s that?’

‘I mean, she feels everything.’

‘Ah! She’m very lovin'-'earted.’

Ashurst, who felt colour coming into his cheeks, held out his tobacco
pouch.

‘Have a fill, Jim?’

“Thank ‘ee, sir. She’m one in an ‘underd, I think.’

‘I expect so,” said Ashurst shortly, and folding up his pouch, walked on.

‘Lovin'-hearted!” Yes! And what was he doing! What were his intentions
— as they say — towards this loving-hearted girl? The thought dogged him, wan-
dering through fields bright with buttercups, where the little red calves were
feeding, and the swallows flying high. Yes, the oaks were before the ashes,
brown-gold already every tree in different stage and hue. The cuckoos and a
thousand birds were singing; the little streams were very bright. The ancients be-
lieved in a golden age, in the garden of the Hesperides!...

Ashurst crossed out unchallenged to the hillside above the stream. From
that slope a tor mounted to its crown of rocks. The ground there was covered
with a mist of blue-bells, and nearly a score of crab-apple trees were in full
bloom. He threw himself down on the grass. The change from the buttercup glo-
ry and oak-goldarned glamour of the fields to this entereal beauty under the grey
tor filled him with a sort of wonder; nothing the same, save the sound of running
water and the songs of the cuckoos. He lay there a long time, watching the sun-
light wheel till the crab-trees threw shadows over the bluebells, his only com-
panions a few wild bees. He was not quite sane, thinking of that morning’s kiss,
and of tonight under the apple tree. In such a spot as this, fauns and dryads sure-
ly lived: nymphs, white as the crab-apple blossom, retired within those trees:
fauns, brown as the dead bracken, with pointed ears, lay in wait for them. The
cuckoos were still calling when he woke... ‘Tonight!” he thought. Just as from
the earth everything was pushing up, unfolding under the soft insistent fingers of
an unseen hand, so were his heart and senses being pushed, unfolded. He got up
and broke off a spray from a crab-apple tree. The buds were like Megan — shell-
like, rose-pink, wild, and fresh: and so, too, the opening flowers, white, and
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wild, and touching. He put the spray into his coat. And all the rush of the spring
within him escaped in a triumphant sigh.

It was nearly eleven that night when Ashurst put down the pocket ‘Odys-
sey’ which for half an hour he had held in his hands without reading, and slipped
through the yard down to the orchard. The moon had just risen, very golden,
over the hill, and like a bright, powerful, watching spirit peered through the bars
of an ash tree’s half-naked boughs. In among the apple trees it was still dark,
and he stood making sure of his direction, feeling the rough grass with his feet.
A black mass close behind him stirred with a heavy grunting sound, and three
large pigs settled down again close to each other, under the wall. He listened.
There was no wind, but the stream’s burbling whispering chuckle had gained
twice its day-time strength. One bird, he could not tell what, cried ‘Pip — pip,’
‘Pip — pip,” with perfect monotony: he could hear a night-jar spinning very far
off: an owl hooting. Ashurst moved a step or two, and again halted, aware of a
dim living whiteness all round his head. On the dark unstirring trees innumera-
ble flowers and buds all soft and blurred were being bewitched to life by the
creeping moonlight. He had the oddest feeling of actual companionship, as if a
million white moths or spirits had floated in and settled between dark sky and
darker ground, and were opening and shutting their wings on a level with his
eyes. In the bewildering, still, scentless beauty of that moment he almost lost
memory of why he had come to the orchard. The flying glamour which had
clothed the earth all day had not gone now that night had fallen, but only
changed into this new form. He moved on through the thicket of stems and
boughs covered with that live powdering whiteness, till he reached the big apple
tree. No mistaking that, even in the dark, nearly twice the height and size of any
other, and leaning out towards the open meadows and the stream. Under the
thick branches he stood still again, to listen. The same sounds exactly, and a
faint grunting from the sleepy pigs. He put his hands on the dry, almost warm
tree trunk, whose rough mossy surface gave forth a peaty scent at his touch.
Would she come — would she! And among these quivering, haunted, moon-
witched trees he was seized with doubts of everything! All was unearthly here,
fit for no earthly lovers: fit only for god and goddess, faun and nymph — not be
almost a relief if she did not come. But all the time he was listening. And still
that unknown bird went ‘Pip — pip,” ‘Pip — pip,” and there rose the busy chatter
of the little trout stream, whereon the moon was flinging glances through the
bars of her treeprison. The blossom on a level with his eyes seemed to grow
more living every moment, seemed with its mysterious white beauty more a part
of his suspense. He plucked a fragment and held it close — three blossoms. Sacri-
lege to pluck fruit-tree blossom — soft, sacred, young blossom — and throw it
away! Then suddenly he heard the gate close, the pigs stirring again grunting;
and leaning against the trunk, he pressed his hands to its mossy sides behind
him, and held his breath. She might have been a spirit threading the trees, for all
the noise she made! Then he saw her quite close — her dark form part of a little
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tree, for her white face part of its blossom: so still, and peering towards him. He
whispered: ‘Megan!” and held out his hands. She ran forward, straight to his
breast. When he felt her heart beating against him, Ashurst knew to the full the
sensations of chivalry and passion. Because she was not of his world, because
she was so simple and young and headlong, adoring and defenceless, how could
he be other than her protector in the dark! Because she was all simple Nature
and beauty, as much a part of this spring night as was the living blossom, how
should he not take all that she would give him — how not fulfil the spring in her
heart and his! And torn between these tow emotions he clasped her close, and
kissed her hair. How long they stood there without speaking he knew not. The
stream went on chattering, the owls hooting, the moon kept stealing up and
growing whiter; the blossom all round them and above brightened in suspense of
living beauty. Their lips had sought each other’s, and they did not speak. The
moment speech began all would be unreal! Spring has no speech, nothing but
rustling and whispering. Spring has so much more than speech in its unfolding
flowers and leaves, and the coursing of its streams, and in its sweet restless seek-
ing! And sometimes spring will come alive, and, like a mysterious Presence
stand, encircling lovers with its arms, laying on them the fingers of enchant-
ment, so that, standing lips to lips, they forget everything but just a kiss. While
her heart beat against him, and her lips quivered on his, Ashurst felt nothing but
simple rapture — Destiny meant her for his arms, Love could not be flouted! But
when their lips parted for breath, division began again at once.

Tekcer 8 (F. Scott Fitzgerald Winter Dreams)

... And one day it came to pass that Mr. Jones — himself and not his ghost
— came up to Dexter with tears in his eyes and said that Dexter was the best cad-
dy in the club, and wouldn’t he decide not to quit if Mr. Jones made it worth his
while, because every other — — caddy in the club lost one ball a hole for him —
regularly —

‘No, sir,” said Dexter decisively, ‘I don’t want to caddy any more.” Then,
after a pause: ‘I’m too old.’

‘You’re not more than fourteen. Why the devil did you decide just this
morning that you wanted to quit? You promised that next week you’d go over to
the state tournament with me.’

‘I decided I was too old.” Dexter handed in his ‘A Class’ badge, collected
what money was due him from the caddy master, and walked home to Black
Bear Village.

‘The best — — caddy I ever saw,” shouted Mr. Mortimer Jones over a drink
that afternoon. ‘Never lost a ball! Willing! Intelligent! Quiet! Honest! Grateful!’

The little girl who had done this was eleven — beautifully ugly as little
girls are apt to be who are destined after a few years to be inexpressibly lovely
and bring no end of misery to a great number of men. The spark, however, was
perceptible. There was a general ungodliness in the way her lips twisted down at
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the corners when she smiled, and in the — Heaven help us! — in the almost pas-
sionate quality of her eyes. Vitality is born early in such women. It was utterly
in evidence now, shining through her thin frame in a sort of glow.

She had come eagerly out on to the course at nine o’clock with a white
linen nurse and five small new golf-clubs in a white canvas bag which the nurse
was carrying. When Dexter first saw her she was standing by the caddy house,
rather ill at ease and trying to conceal the fact by engaging her nurse in an obvi-
ously unnatural conversation graced by startling and irrelevant grimaces from
herself.

‘Well, it’s certainly a nice day, Hilda,” Dexter heard her say. She drew
down the corners of her mouth, smiled, and glanced furtively around, her eyes in
transit falling for an instant on Dexter.

Then to the nurse:

‘Well, 1 guess there aren’t very many people out here this morning, are
there?

The smile again — radiant, blatantly artificial — convincing.

‘I don't know what we’re supposed to do now,’ said the nurse, looking
nowhere in particular.

‘Oh, that’s all right. I’ll fix it up.’

Dexter stood perfectly still, his mouth slightly ajar. He knew that if he
moved forward a step his stare would be in her line of vision — if he moved
backward he would lose his full view of her face. For a moment he had not real-
ized how young she was. Now he remembered having seen her several times the
year before — in bloomers.

Suddenly, involuntarily, he laughed, a short abrupt laugh — then, startled
by himself, he turned and began to walk quickly away.

‘Boy!’

Dexter stopped.

“Boy

Beyond question he was addressed. Not only that, but he was treated to
that absurd smile, that preposterous smile — the memory of which at least a doz-
en men were to carry into middle age...

The situation was resolved by the fortuitous appearance of the caddy-
master, who was appealed to immediately by the nurse.

‘Miss Jones is to have a little caddy, and this one says he can’t go.’

‘Mr. McKenna said I was to wait here till you came,’ said Dexter quickly.

‘Well, he’s here now.” Miss Jones smiled cheerfully at the caddy-master.
Then she dropped her bag and set off at a haughty mince toward the first tee.

‘Well?’ The caddy-master turned to Dexter. ‘What you standing there like
a dummy for? Go pick up the young lady’s clubs.’

‘I don’t think I’ll go out to-day,’ said Dexter.

‘Youdon’t -~

‘I think I’1l quit.”
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The enormity of his decision frightened him. He was a favorite caddy, and
the thirty dollars a month he earned through the summer were not to be made
elsewhere around the lake. But he had received a strong emotional shock, and
his perturbation required a violent and immediate outlet...

When he was twenty-three Mr. Hart — one of the gray-haired men who
like to say ‘Now there’s a boy’ — gave him a guest card to the Sherry Island Golf
Club for a week-end. It was a curious day, slashed abruptly with fleeting, famil-
iar impressions. One minute he had the sense of being a trespasser — in the next
he was impressed by the tremendous superiority he felt toward Mr. T. A.
Hedrick, who was a bore and not even a good golfer any more.

Then, because of a ball Mr. Hart lost near the fifteenth green, an enor-
mous thing happened. While they were marching the stiff grasses of the rough
there was a clear call of ‘Fore!” from behind a hill in their rear. And as they all
turned abruptly from their search a bright new ball sliced abruptly over the hill
and Mr. T. A. Hedrick in the abdomen.

‘By Gad!” cried Mr. T. A. Hedrick, ‘they ought to put some of these crazy
women off the course. It’s getting to be outrageous’ ...

‘That Judy Jones!” remarked Mr. Hedrick on the next tee, as they waited
— some moments — for her to play on ahead. ‘All she needs is to be turned up
and spanked for six months and then to be married off to an old-fashioned caval-
ry captain.’

‘My God, she’s good-looking!” said Mr. Sandwood, who was just over
thirty.

‘Good-looking!’ cried Mr. Hedrick contemptuously, ‘she always looks as
if she wanted to be kissed! Turning those big cow-eyes on every calf in town!’

It was doubtful if Mr. Hedrick intended a reference to the maternal in-
stinct.

‘She’d play pretty good golf if she’d try,” said Mr. Sandwood.

‘She has no form,’ said Mr. Hedrick solemnly.

‘She has a nice figure,” said Mr. Sandwood.

‘Better thank the Lord she doesn’t drive a swifter ball,” said Mr. Hart,
winking at Dexter.

Later in the afternoon the sun went down with a riotous swirl of gold and
varying blues and scarlets, and left the dry, rustling night of Western summer.
Dexter watched from the veranda of the Golf Club, watched the even overlap of
the waters in the little wind, silver molasses under the harvest-moon. Then the
moon held a finger to her lips and the lake became a clear pool, pale and quiet.
Dexter put on his bathing-suit and swam out to the farthest raft, where he
stretched dripping on the wet canvas of the springboard.

Texcr 9 (O. Henry Lost on Dress Parade)
Mr. Towers Chandler was pressing his evening suit in his hall bedroom.
One iron was heating on a small gas stove; the other was being pushed vigorous-
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ly back and forth to make the desirable crease that would be seen later on ex-
tending in straight lines from Mr. Chandler’s patent leather shoes to the edge of
his low-cut vest. So much of the hero’s toilet may be entrusted to our confi-
dence. The remainder may be guessed by those whom genteel poverty has driv-
en to ignoble expedient. Our next view of him shall be as he descends the steps
of his lodging-house immaculately and correctly clothed; calm, assured, hand-
some-in appearance the typical New York young clubman setting out, slightly
bored, to inaugurate the pleasures of the evening.

Chandler’s honorarium was $18 per week... Out of each week’s earnings
Chandler set aside $1. At the end of each ten weeks with the extra capital thus
accumulated he purchased one gentleman’s evening from the bargain counter of
stingy old Father Time. He arrayed himself in the regalia of millionaires and
presidents; he took himself to the quarter where life is brightest and showiest,
and there dined with taste and luxury. With ten dollars a man may, for a few
hours, play the wealthy idler to perfection. The sum is ample for a well consid-
ered meal, a bottle bearing a respectable label, commensurate tips, a smoke, cab
fare, and the ordinary etceteras.

This one delectable evening culled from each dull seventy was to Chan-
dler a source of renascent bliss. To the society bud comes but one debut, it
stands alone sweet in her memory when her hair has whitened, but to Chandler
each ten weeks brought a joy as keen, as thrilling, as new as the first had been.
To sit among bon vivants under palms in the swirl of concealed music, to look
upon the habitués of such a paradise and to be looked upon by them — what is a
girl’s first dance and short-sleeved tulle compared with this?

Up Broadway Chandler moved with the vespertine dress parade. For this
evening he was an exhibit as well as a gazer. For the next sixty-nine evenings he
would be dining in cheviot and worsted at dubious table d’hotes, at whirlwind
lunch counters, on sandwiches and beer in his hall bedroom. He was willing to
do that, for he was a true son of the great city of razzle-dazzle and to him one
evening in the limelight made up for many dark ones.

Chandler protracted his walk until the Forties began to intersect the great
and glittering primrose way, for the evening was yet young, and when one is of
the beau monde only one day in seventy, one loves to protract the pleasure. Eyes
bright, sinister, curious, admiring, provocative, alluring were bent upon him, for
his garb and air proclaimed him a devote to the hour of solace and pleasure.

At a certain corner he came to a standstill, proposing to himself the ques-
tion of turning back toward the showy and fashionable restaurant in which he
usually dined on the evenings of his special luxury. Just then a girl scuttled
lightly around the corner, slipped on a patch of icy snow and fell plump upon the
sidewalk. Chandler assisted her to her feet with instant and solicitous courtesy.
The girl hobbled to the wall of the building, leaned against it and thanked him
demurely.

‘I think my ankle is strained,’ she said. ‘It twisted when I fell.’
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‘Does it pain you much?’ inquired Chandler.

‘Only when I rest my weight upon it. I think I will be able to walk in a
minute or two.’

‘If I can be of any further service,” suggested the young man, ‘I will call a
cab, or -’

‘Thank, you,” said the girl, softly but heartily. ‘I am sure you need not
trouble yourself any further. It was so awkward of me. And my shoe heels are
horridly commonsense; I can’t blame them at all.’

...I think,” he said to her, with frank gravity, ‘that your foot needs a
longer rest than you suppose. Now, I am going to suggest a way in which you
can give it that and at the same time do me a favor. I was on my way to dine all
by my lonely self when you came tumbling round the corner. You come with me
and we’ll have a cozy dinner and a pleasant talk together, and by that time your
game ankle will carry you home very nicely, I am sure.’

...When the two were established at a well-appointed table, with a prom-
ising waiter hovering in attendance, Chandler began to experience the real joy
that this regular outing always brought to him...

Then it was that the Madness of Manhattan, the Frenzy of Fuss and Feath-
ers, the Bacillus of Brag, the Provincial Plague of Pose seized upon Towers
Chandler. He was on Broadway, surrounded by pomp and style, and there were
eyes to look at him. On the stage of that comedy he had assumed to play the
one-night part of a butterfly of fashion and an idler of means and taste. He was
dressed for the part, and all his good angels had not the power to prevent him
from acting it.

So he began to prate to Miss Marian of clubs, of teas, of golf and riding
and kennels and cotillions and tours abroad and threw out hints of a yacht lying
at Larchmont. He could see that she was vastly impressed by this vague talk, so
he endorsed his pose by random insinuations concerning great wealth, and men-
tioned familiarly a few names that are handled reverently by the proletariat. It
was Chandler’s short little day, and he was wringing from it the best that could
be had, as he saw it. And yet once or twice he saw the pure gold of this girl
shine through the mist that his egotism had raised between him and all objects.

“This way of living that you speak of, she said, ‘sounds so futile and pur-
poseless. Haven’t you work to do in the world that might interest you more?’

‘My dear Miss Marian,” he exclaimed. ‘Work! Think of dressing every
day for dinner, of making half a dozen calls in an afternoon — with a policeman
at every corner ready to jump into your auto and take you to the station, if you
get up any greater speed than a donkey cart’s gait. We do-nothings are the hard-
est workers in the land.’

The dinner was concluded, the waiter generously feed, and the two
walked out to the corner where they had met. Miss Marian walked very well
now; her limp was scarcely noticeable.
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... In his chilly bedroom Chandler laid away his evening clothes for a six-
ty-nine days’ rest. He went about it thoughtfully. ‘That was a stunning girl,” he
said to himself. ‘She’s all right, too. I’d be sworn, even if she does have to work.
Perhaps if I’d told her the truth instead of all that razzle-dazzle we might — but,
confound it. I had to play up to my clothes.” Thus spoke the brave who was born
and reared in the wigwams of the tribe of the Manhattans.

The girl, after leaving her entertainer, sped swiftly cross-town until she ar-
rived at a handsome and sedate mansion two squares to the east, facing on that
avenue which is the highway of Mammon and the auxiliary gods. Here she en-
tered hurriedly and ascended to a room where a handsome young lady in an
elaborate house dress was looking anxiously out the window.

‘Oh, you madcap!” exclaimed the elder girl, when the other entered.
‘When will you quit frightening us this way? It’s two hours since you ran out in
that rag of an old dress and Marie’s hat. Mamma has been so alarmed. She sent
Louis in the auto to try to find you. You are a bad, thoughtless Puss.’

‘Don’t scold, Sis. My costume and Marie’s hat were just what I needed.
Every one thought I was a shop-girl, I am sure.’

Tekcer 10 (O. Henry The Gift of the Magi)

One dollar and eighty-seven cents. That was all. And sixty cents of it was
in pennies. Pennies saved one and two at a time by bulldozing the grocer and the
vegetable man and the butcher until one’s cheeks burned with the silent imputa-
tion of parsimony that such close dealing implied. Three times Delia counted it.
One dollar and eighty-seven cents. And the next day would be Christmas.

There was clearly nothing to do but flop down on the shabby little couch
and howl. So Delia did it. Which instigates the moral reflection that life is made
up of sobs, sniffles, and smiles, with sniffles predominating.

While the mistress of the home i1s gradually subsiding from the first stage
to the second, take a look at the home. A furnished flat at $8 per week. It did not
exactly beggar description, but it certainly had that word on the look-out for the
mendicancy squad.

In the vestibule below was a letter-box into which no letter would go, and
an electric button from which no mortal finger could coax a ring. Also apper-
taining thereunto was a card bearing the name ‘Mr. James Dillingham Young’.

The ‘Dillingham’ had been flung to the breeze during a former period of
prosperity when its possessor was being paid $30 per week. Now, when the in-
come was shrunk to $20 the letters of ‘Dillingham’ looked blurred, as though
they were thinking seriously of contracting to a modest and unassuming D. But
whenever Mr. James Dillingham Young came home and reached his flat above
he was called ‘Jim’ and greatly hugged by Mrs. James Dillingham Young, al-
ready introduced to you as Delia. Which is all very good.

Delia finished her cry and attended to her cheeks with the powder rag. She
stood by the window and looked out dully at a gray cat walking a gray fence in a
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gray backyard. Tomorrow would be Christmas Day, and she had only $1.87 with
which to buy Jim a present. She had been saving every penny she could for
months, with this result. Twenty dollars a week doesn’t go far. Expenses had
been greater than she had calculated. They always are. Only $ 1.87 to buy a pre-
sent for Jim. Her Jim. Many a happy hour she had spent planning for something
nice for him. Something fine and rare and sterling — something just a little bit
near to being worthy of the honor of being owned by Jim.

There was a pier-glass between the windows of the room. Perhaps you
have seen a pier-glass in an $ 8 flat. A very thin mid very agile person may, by
observing his reflection in a rapid sequence of longitudinal strips, obtain a fairly
accurate conception of his looks. Delia, being slender, had mastered the art.

Suddenly she whirled from the window and stood before the glass. Her
eyes were shining brilliantly, but her face had lost its color within twenty sec-
onds. Rapidly she pulled down her hair and let it fall to its full length.

Now, there were two possessions of the James Dillingham Youngs in
which they both took a mighty pride. One was Jim’s gold watch that had been
his father’s and his grandfather’s. The other was Delia’s hair. Had the Queen of
Sheba lived in the flat across the airshaft, Delia would have let her hair hang out
the window some day to dry just to depreciate Her Majesty’s jewels and gifts.
Had King Solomon been the janitor, with all his treasures piled up in the base-
ment, Jim would have pulled out his watch every time he passed, just to see him
pluck at his beard from envy.

So now Delia’s beautiful hair fell about her rippling and shining like a
cascade of brown waters. It reached below her knee and made itself almost a
garment for her. And then she did it up again nervously and quickly. Once she
faltered for a minute and stood still while a tear or two splashed on the worn red
carpet.

On went her old brown jacket; on went her old brown hat. With a whirl of
skirts and with the brilliant sparkle still in her eyes, she fluttered out the door
and down the stairs to the street.

Where she stopped the sign read: ‘Mme. Sofronie. Hair Goods of All
Kinds’. One flight up Delia ran, and collected herself, panting. Madame, large,
too white, chilly, hardly looked the ‘Sofronie’.

‘Will you buy my hair?’ asked Delia.

‘I buy hair,” said Madame. ‘Take your hat off and let’s have a sight at the
looks of it.’

Down rippled the brown cascade.

‘Twenty dollars,” said Madame, lifting the mass with a practised hand.

‘Give it to me quick,’ said Delia.

Oh, and the next two hours tripped by on rosy wings. Forget the hashed
metaphor. She was ransacking the stores for Jim’s present.

She found it at last. It surely had been made for Jim and no one else.
There was no other like it in any of the stores, and she had turned all of them in-



53

side out. It was a platinum fob chain simple and chaste in design, properly pro-
claiming its value by substance alone and not by meretricious ornamentation —
as all good things should do. It was even worthy of The Watch. As soon as she
saw it she knew that it must be Jim’s. It was like him. Quietness and value — the
description applied to both. Twenty-one dollars they took from her for it, and
she hurried home with the 87 cents. With that chain on his watch Jim might be
properly anxious about the time in any company. Grand as the watch was, he
sometimes looked at it on the sly on account of the old leather strap that he used
in place of a chain.

When Delia reached home her intoxication gave way a little to prudence
and reason. She got out her curling irons and lighted the gas and went to work
repairing the ravages made by generosity added to love. Which is always a tre-
mendous task, dear friends — a mammoth task.

Within forty minutes her head was covered with tiny, close-lying curls
that made her look wonderfully like a truant schoolboy. She looked at her reflec-
tion in the mirror long, carefully, and critically.

‘If Jim doesn’t kill me,” she said to herself, ‘before he takes a second look
at me, he’ll say I look like a Coney Island chorus girl. But what could I do — oh!
what could I do with a dollar and eighty-seven cents?’...

The door opened and Jim stepped in and closed it. He looked thin and
very serious. Poor fellow, he was only twenty-two — and to be burdened with a
family! He needed a new overcoat and he was without gloves.

Jim stopped inside the door, as immovable as a setter at the scent of quail.
His eyes were fixed upon Delia, and there was an impression in them that she
could not read, and it terrified her. It was not anger, nor surprise, nor disapprov-
al, nor horror, nor any of the sentiments that she had been prepared for. He
simply stared at her fixedly with that peculiar expression on his face.

Texcr 11 (O. Wilde The Picture of Dorian Gray)

The studio was filled with the rich odour of roses, and when the light
summer wind stirred amidst the trees of the garden, there came through the open
door the heavy scent of the lilac, or the more delicate perfume of the pink-
flowering thorn.

From the corner of the divan of Persian saddlebags on which he was ly-
ing, smoking, as was his custom, innumerable cigarettes, Lord Henry Wotton
could just catch the gleam of the honey-sweet and honey-coloured blossoms of a
laburnum, whose tremulous branches seemed hardly able to bear the burden of a
beauty so flame-like as theirs; and now and then the fantastic shadows of birds
in flight flitted across the long tussore-silk curtains that were stretched in front
of the huge window, producing a kind of momentary Japanese effect, and mak-
ing him think of those pallid jade-faced painters of Tokio who, through the me-
dium of an art that is necessarily immobile, seek to convey the sense of swift-
ness and motion. The sullen murmur of the bees shouldering their way through
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the long unmown grass, or circling with monotonous insistence round the dusty
gilt horns of the straggling woodbine, seemed to make the stillness more oppres-
sive. The dim roar of London was like the bourdon note of a distant organ.

In the centre of the room, clamped to an upright easel, stood the full-
length portrait of a young man of extraordinary personal beauty, and in front of
it, some little distance away, was sitting the artist himself, Basil Hallward,
whose sudden disappearance some years ago caused, at the time, such public ex-
citement, and gave rise to so many strange conjectures.

As the painter looked at the gracious and comely form he had so skilfully
mirrored in his art, a smile of pleasure passed across his face, and seemed about
to linger there. But he suddenly started up, and, closing his eyes, placed his fin-
gers upon the lids, as though he sought to imprison within his brain some curi-
ous dream from which he feared he might awake.

‘It is your best work, Basil, the best thing you have ever done,’ said Lord
Henry, languidly. “You must certainly send it next year to the Grosvenor. The
Academy is too large and too vulgar. Whenever I have gone there, there have
been either so many people that I have not been able to see the pictures, which
was dreadful, or so many pictures that I have not been able to see the people,
which was worse. The Grosvenor is really the only place.’

‘I don’t think I shall send it anywhere,” he answered, tossing his head
back in that odd way that used to make his friends laugh at him at Oxford. ‘No: I
won’t send it anywhere.’

Lord Henry elevated his eyebrows, and looked at him in amazement
through the thin blue wreaths of smoke that curled up in such fanciful whorls
from his heavy opium-tainted cigarette. ‘Not send it anywhere? My dear fellow,
why? Have you any reason? What odd chaps you painters are! You do anything
in the world to gain a reputation. As soon as you have one, you seem to want to
throw it away. It is silly of you, for there is only one thing in the world worse
than being talked about, and that is not being talked about. A portrait like this
would set you far above all the young men in England, and make the old men
quite jealous, if old men are ever capable of any emotion.’

‘I know you will laugh at me,” he replied, ‘but I really can’t exhibit it. |
have put too much of myself into it.’

Lord Henry stretched himself out on the divan and laughed.

‘Yes, I knew you would; but it is quite true, all the same.’

‘Too much of yourself in it! Upon my word, Basil, I didn’t know you
were so vain; and I really can’t see any resemblance between you, with your
rugged strong face and your coal-black hair, and this young Adonis, who looks
as i1f he was made out of ivory and rose-leaves. Why, my dear Basil, he is a Nar-
cissus, and you - well, of course you have an intellectual expression, and all that.
But beauty, real beauty, ends where an intellectual expression begins. Intellect is
in itself a mode of exaggeration, and destroys the harmony of any face. The
moment one sits down to think, one becomes all nose, or all forehead, or some-
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thing horrid. Look at the successful men in any of the learned professions. How
perfectly hideous they are! Except, of course, in the Church. But then in the
Church they don’t think. A bishop keeps on saying at the age of eighty what he
was told to say when he was a boy of eighteen, and as a natural consequence he
always looks absolutely delightful. Your mysterious young friend, whose name
you have never told me, but whose picture really fascinates me, never thinks. I
feel quite sure of that. He is some brainless, beautiful creature, who should be
always here in winter when we have no flowers to look at, and always here in
summer when we want something to chill our intelligence. Don’t flatter your-
self, Basil: you are not in the least like him.’

‘You don’t understand me, Harry,” answered the artist. ‘Of course I am
not like him. I know that perfectly well. Indeed, I should be sorry to look like
him. You shrug your shoulders? I am telling you the truth. There is a fatality
about all physical and intellectual distinction, the sort of fatality that seems to
dog through history the faltering steps of kings. It is better not to be different
from one’s fellows. The ugly and the stupid have the best of it in this world.
They can sit at their ease and gape at the play. If they know nothing of victory,
they are at least spared the knowledge of defeat. They live as we all should live,
undisturbed, indifferent, and without disquiet. They neither bring ruin upon oth-
ers, nor ever receive it from alien hands. Your rank and wealth, Harry; my
brains, such as they are — my art, whatever it may be worth; Dorian Gray’s good
looks — we shall all suffer for what the gods have given us, suffer terribly.’

Texcr 12 (O. Wilde The Picture of Dorian Gray)

After a pause, Lord Henry pulled out his watch. ‘I am afraid I must be
going, Basil,” he murmured, ‘and before I go, I insist on your answering a ques-
tion I put to you some time ago.’

‘What is that?’ said the painter, keeping his eyes fixed on the ground.

“You know quite well.’

‘I do not, Harry.’

‘Well, T will tell you what it is. I want you to explain to me why you
won’t exhibit Dorian Gray’s picture. I want the real reason.’

‘I told you the real reason.’

‘No, you did not. You said it was because there was too much of yourself
in it. Now, that is childish.’

‘Harry,” said Basil Hallward, looking him straight in the face, ‘every por-
trait that is painted with feeling is a portrait of the artist, not of the sitter. The sit-
ter is merely the accident, the occasion. It is not he who is revealed by the paint-
er; it is rather the painter who, on the coloured canvas, reveals himself. The rea-
son | will not exhibit this picture is that [ am afraid that [ have shown in it the
secret of my own soul.’

Lord Henry laughed. ‘And what is that?’ he asked.
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‘I will tell you,” said Hallward; but an expression of perplexity came over
his face.

‘I am all expectation, Basil,” continued his companion, glancing at him.

‘Oh, there is really very little to tell, Harry,” answered the painter; ‘and I
am afraid you will hardly understand it. Perhaps you will hardly believe it.’

Lord Henry smiled, and, leaning down, plucked a pink-petalled daisy
from the grass, and examined it. ‘I am quite sure I shall understand it,” he re-
plied, gazing intently at the little golden white-feathered disk, ‘and as for believ-
ing things, I can believe anything, provided that it is quite incredible.’

The wind shook some blossoms from the trees, and the heavy lilac-
blooms, with their clustering stars, moved to and fro in the languid air. A grass-
hopper began to chirrup by the wall, and like a blue thread a long thin dragon-fly
floated past on its brown gauze wings. Lord Henry felt as if he could hear Basil
Hallward’s heart beating, and wondered what was coming.

‘The story is simply this,” said the painter after some time. ‘Two months
ago I went to a crush at Lady Brandon’s. You know we poor artists have to
show ourselves in society from time to time, just to remind the public that we
are not savages. With an evening coat and a white tie, as you told me once, any-
body, even a stockbroker, can gain a reputation for being civilised. Well, after I
had been in the room about ten minutes, talking to huge overdressed dowagers
and tedious Academicians, I suddenly became conscious that someone was
looking at me. I turned halfway round, and saw Dorian Gray for the first time.
When our eyes met, | felt that I was growing pale. A curious sensation of terror
came over me. | knew that I had come face to face with someone whose mere
personality was so fascinating that, if I allowed it to do so, it would absorb my
whole nature, my whole soul, my very art itself. I did not want any external in-
fluence in my life. You know yourself, Harry, how independent I am by nature. I
have always been my own master; had at least always been so, till I met Dorian
Gray. Then — but I don’t know how to explain it to you. Something seemed to
tell me that I was on the verge of a terrible crisis in my life. I had a strange feel-
ing that Fate had in store for me exquisite joys and exquisite sorrows. I grew
afraid, and turned to quit the room. It was not conscience that made me do so; it
was a sort of cowardice. I take no credit to myself for trying to escape.’

‘Conscience and cowardice are really the same things, Basil. Conscience
is the trade-name of the firm. That is all.’

‘I don’t believe that, Harry, and I don’t believe you do either. However,
whatever was my motive — and it may have been pride, for I used to be very
proud — I certainly struggled to the door. There, of course, I stumbled against
Lady Brandon. “You are not going to run away so soon, Mr. Hallward?” she
screamed out. You know her curiously shrill voice?’

‘Yes; she is a peacock in everything but beauty,’ said Lord Henry, pulling
the daisy to bits with his long, nervous fingers.
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‘I could not get rid of her. She brought me up to Royalties, and people
with Stars and Garters, and elderly ladies with gigantic tiaras and parrot noses.
She spoke of me as her dearest friend. I had only met her once before, but she
took it into her head to lionise me. I believe some picture of mine had made a
great success at the time, at least had been chattered about in the penny newspa-
pers, which is the nineteenth-century standard of immortality. Suddenly I found
myself face to face with the young man whose personality had so strangely
stirred me. We were quite close, almost touching. Our eyes met again. It was
reckless of me, but I asked Lady Brandon to introduce me to him. Perhaps it was
not so reckless, after all. It was simply inevitable. We would have spoken to
each other without any introduction. I am sure of that. Dorian told me so after-
wards. He, too, felt that we were destined to know each other.’

‘And how did Lady Brandon describe this wonderful young man?’ asked
my companion. ‘I know she goes in for giving a rapid precis of all her guests. I
remember her bringing me up to a truculent and red-faced old gentleman cov-
ered all over with orders and ribbons, and hissing into my ear, in a tragic whis-
per which must have been perfectly audible to everybody in the room, the most
astounding details. I simply fled. I like to find out people for myself. But Lady
Brandon treats her guests exactly as an auctioneer treats his goods. She either
explains them entirely away, or tells one everything about them except what one
wants to know.’

‘Poor Lady Brandon! You are hard on her, Harry!” said Hallward, listlessly.

‘My dear fellow, she tried to found a salon, and only succeeded in open-
ing a restaurant. How could I admire her? But tell me, what did she say about
Mr. Dorian Gray?’

‘Oh, something like, “Charming boy — poor dear mother and I absolutely
inseparable. Quite forget what he does — afraid he — doesn’t do anything — oh,
yes, plays the piano — or is it the violin, dear Mr. Gray?” Neither of us could
help laughing, and we became friends at once.’

‘Laughter is not at all a bad beginning for a friendship, and it is for the
best ending for one,’ said the young lord, plucking another daisy.

Hallward shook his head. ‘You don’t understand what friendship is, Har-
ry,” he murmured — ‘or what enmity is, for that matter. You like everyone; that is
to say, you are indifferent to everyone.’

‘How horribly unjust of you!” cried Lord Henry, tilting his hat back, and
looking up at the little clouds that, like ravelled skeins of glossy white silk, were
drifting across the hollowed turquoise of the summer sky. ‘Yes; horribly unjust
of you. I make a great difference between people. I choose my friends for their
good looks, my acquaintances for their good characters, and my enemies for
their good intellects. A man cannot be too careful in the choice of his enemies. I
have not got one who is a fool. They are all men of some intellectual power, and
consequently they all appreciate me. Is that very vain of me? I think it is rather
vain.’
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Lord Henry stroked his pointed brown beard, and tapped the toe of his pa-
tent-leather boot with a tasselled ebony cane. ‘How English you are, Basil! That
is the second time you have made that observation. If one puts forward an idea
to a true Englishman — always a rash thing to do — he never dreams of consider-
ing whether the idea is right or wrong. The only thing he considers of any im-
portance is whether one believes it oneself. Now, the value of an idea has noth-
ing whatsoever to do with the sincerity of the man who expresses it. Indeed, the
probabilities are that the more insincere the man is, the more purely intellectual
will the idea be, as in that case it will not be coloured by either his wants, his de-
sires, or his prejudices. However, I don’t propose to discuss politics, sociology,
or metaphysics with you. I like persons better than principles, and I like persons
with no principles better than anything else in the world. Tell me more about
Mr. Dorian Gray. How often do you see him?’

‘Every day. I couldn’t be happy if I didn’t see him every day. He is abso-
lutely necessary to me.’

‘How extraordinary! I thought you would never care for anything but your
art.”

‘He is all my art to me now,’ said the painter, gravely. ‘I sometimes think,
Harry, that there are only two eras of any importance in the world’s history. The
first is the appearance of a new medium for art, and the second is the appearance
of a new personality for art also. What the invention of oil-painting was to the
Venetians, the face of Antinoiis was to late Greek sculpture, and the face of Do-
rian Gray will some day be to me. It is not merely that I paint from him, draw
from him, sketch from him. Of course I have done all that. But he is much more
to me than a model or a sitter. I won’t tell you that I am dissatisfied with what I
have done of him, or that his beauty is such that Art cannot express it. There is
nothing that Art cannot express, and I know that the work I have done, since I
met Dorian Gray, is good work, is the best work of my life. But in some curious
way — I wonder will you understand me? — his personality has suggested to me
an entirely new manner in art, an entirely new mode of style. I see things differ-
ently, I think of them differently. I can now recreate life in a way that was hid-
den from me before. "A dream of form in days of thought:" — who is it who says
that? 1 forget; but it is what Dorian Gray has been to me. The merely visible
presence of this lad — for he seems to me little more than a lad, though he is real-
ly over twenty — his merely visible presence — ah! I wonder can you realise all
that that means? Unconsciously he defines for me the lines of a fresh school, a
school that is to have in it all the passion of the romantic spirit, all the perfection
of the spirit that is Greek. The harmony of soul and body — how much that is!
We in our madness, have separated the two, and have invented a realism that is
vulgar, an ideality that is void. Harry! if you only knew what Dorian Gray is to
me! You remember that landscape of mine, for which Agnew offered me such a
huge price, but which I would not part with? It is one of the best things I have
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ever done. And why is it so? Because, while I was painting it, Dorian Gray sat
beside me. Some subtle influence passed from him to me, and for the first time
in my life I saw in the plain woodland the wonder I had always looked for, and
always missed.’

‘Basil, this is extraordinary! I must see Dorian Gray.’

Hallward got up from the seat, and walked up and down the garden. After
some time he came back. ‘Harry,” he said, ‘Dorian Gray is to me simply a mo-
tive in art. You might see nothing in him. I see everything in him. He is never
more present in my work than when no image of him is there. He is a sugges-
tion, as I have said, of a new manner. I find him in the curves of certain lines, in
the loveliness and subtleties of certain colours. That is all.’

‘Then why won’t you exhibit his portrait?’ asked Lord Henry.

‘Because, without intending it, I have put into it some expression of all
this curious artistic idolatry, of which, of course, I have never cared to speak to
him. He knows nothing about it. He shall never know anything about it. But the
world might guess it; and I will not bare my soul to their shallow prying eyes.
My heart shall never be put under their microscope. There is too much of myself
in the thing, Harry — too much of myself!’

‘Poets are not so scrupulous as you are. They know how useful passion is
for publication. Nowadays a broken heart will run to many editions.’

‘I hate them for it,” cried Hallward. ‘An artist should create beautiful
things, but should put nothing of his own life into them. We live in an age when
men treat art as if it were meant to be a form of autobiography. We have lost the
abstract sense of beauty. Some day I will show world what it is; and for that rea-
son the world shall never see my portrait of Dorian Gray.’

‘I think you are wrong, Basil, but I won’t argue with you. It is only the in-
tellectually lost who ever argue. Tell me, i1s Dorian Gray very fond of you?’

The painter considered for a few moments. ‘He likes me,” he answered,
after a pause; ‘I know he likes me. Of course 1 flatter him dreadfully. I find a
strange pleasure in saying things to him that I know I shall be sorry for having
said. As a rule, he is charming to me, and we all in the studio and talk of a thou-
sand things. Now and then, however, horribly thoughtless, and seems to take a
real delight in giving me pain. Then I feel, Harry, that 1 have given away my
whole soul to someone who treats it as if it were a flower to put in his coat, a bit
of decoration to charm his vanity, an ornament for a summer’s day.’

‘Days in summer, Basil, are apt to linger,” murmured Lord Henry. ‘Per-
haps you will tire sooner than he will. It is a sad thing to think of, but there is no
doubt that Genius lasts longer than Beauty. That accounts for the fact that we all
take such pains to over-educate ourselves. In the wild struggle for existence, we
want to have something that endures, and so we fill our minds with rubbish and
facts, in the silly hope of keeping our place. The thoroughly well-informed man
— that is the modern ideal. And the mind of the thoroughly well-informed man is
a dreadful thing. It is like a bric-a-brac shop, all monsters and dust, with every-
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thing priced above its proper value. I think you will tire first, all the same. Some
day you will look at your friend, and he will seem to you to be a little out of
drawing, or you won’t like his tone of colour, or something. You will bitterly
reproach him in your own heart, and seriously think that he has behaved very
badly to you. The next time he calls, you will be perfectly cold and indifferent. It
will be a great pity, for it will alter you. What you have told me is quite a ro-
mance, a romance of art one might call it, and the worst of having a romance of
any kind is that it leaves one so unromantic.’

Tekcr 14 (O. Wilde The Picture of Dorian Gray)

As soon as it was over, Dorian Gray rushed behind the scenes into the
greenroom. The girl was standing there alone, with a look of triumph on her
face. Her eyes were lit with an exquisite fire. There was a radiance about her.
Her parted lips were smiling over some secret of their own.

When he entered, she looked at him, and an expression of infinite joy
came over her. ‘How badly I acted tonight, Dorian!” she cried.

‘Horribly!” he answered, gazing at her in amazement — ‘horribly! It was
dreadful. Are you ill? You have no idea what it was. You have no idea what I
suffered.’

The girl smiled. ‘Dorian,” she answered, lingering over his name with
long-drawn music in her voice, as though it were sweeter than honey to the red
petals of her mouth — ‘Dorian, you should have understood. But you understand
now, don’t you?’

‘Understand what?’ he asked, angrily.

‘Why I was so bad tonight. Why I shall always be bad. Why I shall never
act well again.’

He shrugged his shoulders. ‘You are ill, I suppose. When you are ill you
shouldn’t act. You make yourself ridiculous. My friends were bored. 1 was
bored.’

She seemed not to listen to him. She was transfigured with joy. An ecstasy
of happiness dominated her.

‘Dorian, Dorian,” she cried, ‘before I knew you, acting was the one reality
of my life. It was only in the theatre that I lived. I thought that it was all true. I
was Rosalind one night, and Portia the other. The joy of Beatrice was my joy,
and the sorrows of Cordelia were mine also. I believed in everything. The com-
mon people who acted with me seemed to me to be godlike. The painted scenes
were my world. I knew nothing but shadows, and I thought them real. You came
— oh, my beautiful love! — and you freed my soul from prison. You taught me
what reality really is. Tonight, for the first time in my life, I saw through the hol-
lowness, the sham, the silliness of the empty pageant in which I had always
played. Tonight, for the first time, I became conscious that the Romeo was hide-
ous, and old, and painted, that the moonlight in the orchard was false, that the
scenery was vulgar, and that the words I had to speak were unreal, were not my
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words, were not what I wanted to say. You had brought me something higher,
something of which all art is but a reflection. You had made me understand what
love really is. My love! my love! Prince Charming! Prince of life!

I have grown sick of shadows. You are more to me than all art can ever
be. What have I to do with the puppets of a play? When I came on tonight, 1
could not understand how it was that everything had gone from me. I thought
that I was going to be wonderful. I found that I could do nothing. Suddenly it
dawned on my soul what it all meant. The knowledge was exquisite to me. I
heard them hissing, and I smiled. What could they know of love such as ours?
Take me away, Dorian — take me away with you, where we can be quite alone. I
hate the stage. I might mimic a passion that I do not feel, but I cannot mimic one
that burns me like fire. Oh, Dorian, Dorian, you understand now what it signi-
fies? Even if I could do it, it would be profanation for me to play at being in
love. You have made me see that.’

He flung himself down on the sofa, and turned away his face. “You have
killed my love,” he muttered.

She looked at him in wonder, and laughed. He made no answer. She came
across to him, and with her little fingers stroked his hair. She knelt down and
pressed his hands to her lips. He drew them away, and a shudder ran through
him.

Then he leaped up, and went to the door: ‘Yes,” he cried, ‘you have killed
my love. You used to stir my imagination. Now you don’t even stir my curiosi-
ty. You simply produce no effects. I loved you because you were marvellous,
because you had genius and intellect, because you realised the dreams of great
poets and gave shape and substance to the shadows of art. You have thrown it all
away. You are shallow and stupid. My God! how mad I was to love you! What a
fool I have been! You are nothing to me now. I will never see you again. I will
never think of you. I will never mention your name. You don’t know what you
were to me, once. Why, once . . . Oh, I can’t bear to think of it! I wish I had nev-
er laid eyes upon you! You have spoiled the romance of my life. How little you
can know of love, if you say it mars your art! Without your art you are nothing. I
would have made you famous, splendid, magnificent. The world would have
worshipped you, and you would have borne my name. What are you now? A
third-rate actress with a pretty face.’

The girl grew white, and trembled. She clenched her hands together, and
her voice seemed to catch in her throat. “You are not serious, Dorian?’ she mur-
mured. ‘You are acting.’

‘Acting! I leave that to you. You do it so well,” he answered, bitterly.

She rose from her knees, and, with a piteous expression of pain in her face
came across the room to him. She put her hand upon his arm, and looked into his
eyes. He thrust her back. ‘Don't touch me!” he cried.

A low moan broke from her, and she flung herself at his feet, and lay there
like a trampled flower. ‘Dorian, Dorian, don’t leave me!” she whispered. ‘I am
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so sorry I didn’t act well. I was thinking of you all the time. But I will try — in-
deed, I will try. It came so suddenly across me, my love for you. I think I should
never have known it if you had not kissed me — if we had not kissed each other.
Kiss me again, my love. Don’t go away from me. I couldn’t bear it. Oh! don’t go
away from me. My brother ... No; never mind. He didn’t mean it. He was in
jest... But you, oh! can’t you forgive me for tonight? I will work so hard, and try
to improve. Don’t be cruel to me because I love you better than anything in the
world. After all, it is only once that I have not pleased you. But you are quite
right, Dorian. I should have shown myself more of an artist. It was foolish of
me; and yet I couldn’t help it. Oh, don’t leave me, don’t leave me.” A fit of pas-
sionate sobbing choked her. She crouched on the floor like a wounded thing, and
Dorian Gray, with his beautiful eyes, looked down at her, and his chiselled lips
curled in exquisite disdain. There 1s always something ridiculous about the emo-
tions of people whom one has ceased to love. Sibyl Vane seemed to him to be
absurdly melodramatic. Her tears and sobs annoyed him.

‘I am going,” he said at last, in his calm, clear voice. ‘I don’t wish to be
unkind, but I can’t see you again. You have disappointed me.’

She wept silently, and made no answer, but crept nearer. Her little hands
stretched blindly out, and appeared to be seeking for him. He turned on his heel,
and left the room. In a few moments he was out of the theatre.

Texcr 15 (O. Wilde The Picture of Dorian Gray)

Where he went to he hardly knew. He remembered wandering through
dimly-lit streets, past gaunt black-shadowed archways and evil-looking houses.
Women with hoarse voices and harsh laughter had called after him. Drunkards
had reeled by cursing, and chattering to themselves like monstrous apes. He had
seen grotesque children huddled upon doorsteps, and heard shrieks and oaths
from gloomy courts.

As the dawn was just breaking he found himself close to Covent Garden.
The darkness lifted, and, flushed with feint fires, the sky hollowed itself into a
perfect pearl. Huge carts filled with nodding lilies rumbled slowly down the pol-
ished empty street. The air was heavy with the perfume of the flowers, and their
beauty seemed to bring him an anodyne for his pain. He followed into the mar-
ket, and watched the men unloading their waggons... Under the portico, with its
grey sun-bleached pillars, loitered a troop of draggled bareheaded girls, waiting
for the auction to be over... Some of the drivers were lying asleep on a pile of
sacks. Iris-necked, and pink-footed, the pigeons ran about picking up seeds.

After a little while, he hailed a hansom, and drove home. For a few mo-
ments he loitered upon the doorstep, looking round at the silent Square with its
blank, close-shuttered windows, and its staring blinds. The sky was pure opal
now, and the roofs of the houses glistened like silver against it. From some
chimney opposite a thin wreath of smoke was rising. It curled, a violet riband,
through the nacre-coloured air.
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In the huge gilt Venetian lantern, spoil of some Doge’s barge, that hung
from the ceiling of the great oak-panelled hall of entrance, lights were still burn-
ing from three flickering jets: thin blue petals of flame they seemed, rimmed
with white fire. He turned them out, and, having thrown his hat and cape on the
table, passed through the library towards the door of his bedroom, a large octag-
onal chamber on the ground floor that, in his new-born feeling for luxury, he had
just had decorated for himself, and hung with some curious Renaissance tapes-
tries that had been discovered stored in a disused attic at Selby Royal. As he was
turning the handle of the door, his eye fell upon the portrait Basil Hallward had
painted of him. He started back as if in surprise... In the dim arrested light that
struggled through the cream-coloured silk blinds, the face appeared to him to be
a little changed. The expression looked different. One would have said that there
was a touch of cruelty in the mouth. It was certainly strange.

He turned round, and, walking to the window, drew up the blind. The
bright dawn flooded the room, and swept the fantastic shadows into dusty cor-
ners, where they lay shuddering. But the strange expression that he had noticed
in the face of the portrait seemed to linger there, to be more intensified even.
The quivering, ardent sunlight showed him the lines of cruelty round the mouth
as clearly as if he had been looking into a mirror after he had done some dread-
ful thing...

He threw himself into a chair, and began to think. Suddenly there flashed
across his mind what he had said in Basil Hallward’s studio the day the picture
had been finished. Yes, he remembered it perfectly. He had uttered a mad wish
that he himself might remain young, and the portrait grow old; that his own
beauty might be untarnished, and the face on the canvas bear the burden of his
passions and his sins; that the painted image might be seared with the lines of
suffering and thought, and that he might keep all the delicate bloom and loveli-
ness of his then jus conscious boyhood. Surely his wish had not been fulfilled?
Such things were impossible. It seemed monstrous even to think of them. And,
yet, there was the picture before him, with the touch of cruelty in the mouth.

Cruelty! Had he been cruel? It was the girl’s fault, not his. He had
dreamed of her as a great artist, had given his love to her because he had thought
her great. Then she had disappointed him. She had been shallow and unworthy.
And, yet, a feeling of infinite regret came over him, as he thought of her lying at
his feet sobbing like a little child. He remembered with what callousness he had
watched her. Why had he been made like that? Why had such a soul been given
to him? But he had suffered also. During the three terrible hours that the play
had lasted, he had lived centuries of pain, @on upon &on of torture. His life was
well worth hers. She had marred him for a moment, if he had wounded her for
an age. Besides, women were better suited to bear sorrow than men. They lived
on their emotions. They only thought of their emotions. When they took lovers,
it was merely to have someone with whom they could have scenes. Lord Henry
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had told him that, and Lord Henry knew what women were. Why should he
trouble about Sibyl Vane? She was nothing to him now.

But the picture? What was he to say of that? It held the secret of his life,
and told his story. It had taught him to love his own beauty. Would it teach him
to loathe his own soul? Would he ever look at it again?

No; it was merely an illusion wrought on the troubled senses. The horrible
night that he had passed had left phantoms behind it. Suddenly there had fallen
upon his brain that tiny scarlet speck that makes men mad. The picture had not
changed. It was folly to think so.

Yet it was watching him, with its beautiful marred face and its cruel smile.
Its bright hair gleamed in the early sunlight. Its blue eyes met his own. A sense
of infinite pity, not for himself, but for the painted image of himself, came over
him. It had altered already, and would alter more. Its gold would wither into
grey. Its red and white roses would die. For every sin that he committed, a stain
would fleck and wreck its fairness. But he would not sin. The picture, changed
or unchanged, would be to him the visible emblem of conscience. He would re-
sist temptation. He would not see Lord Henry any more — would not, at any rate,
listen to those subtle poisonous theories that in Basil Hallward’s garden had first
stirred within him the passion for impossible things. He would go back to Sibyl
Vane, make her amends, marry her, try to love her again. Yes, it was his duty to
do so. She must have suffered more than he had. Poor child! He had been selfish
and cruel to her. The fascination that she had exercised over him would return.
They would be happy together. His life with her would be beautiful and pure.

He got up from his chair, and drew a large screen right in front of the por-
trait, shuddering as he glanced at it. ‘How horrible!” he murmured to himself,
and he walked across to the window and opened it. When he stepped out on to
the grass, he drew a deep breath. The fresh morning air seemed to drive away all
his sombre passions. He thought only of Sibyl. A faint echo of his love came
back to him. He repeated her name over and over again. The birds that were
singing in the dew-drenched garden seemed to be telling the flowers about her.

Teker 16 (O. Wilde The Picture of Dorian Gray)

‘...But how are you going to begin?’

‘By marrying Sibyl Vane.’

‘Marrying Sibyl Vane!’ cried Lord Henry, standing up, and looking at him
in perplexed amazement. ‘But, my dear Dorian —’

‘Yes, Harry, I know what you are going to say. Something dreadful about
marriage. Don’t say it. Don’t ever say things of that kind to me again. Two days
ago I asked Sibyl to marry me. I am not going to break my word to her. She is to
be my wife.’

‘Your wife! Dorian! ... Didn’t you get my letter? I wrote to you this morn-
ing, and sent the note down, by my own man.’
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“Your letter? Oh, yes, I remember. I have not read it yet, Harry. I was
afraid there might be something in it that I wouldn’t like. You cut life to pieces
with your epigrams.’

“You know nothing then?’

‘What do you mean?’

Lord Henry walked across the room, and, sitting down by Dorian Gray,
took both his hands in his own, and held them tightly. ‘Dorian,” he said, ‘my let-
ter — don’t be frightened — was to tell you that Sibyl Vane is dead.’

A cry of pain broke from the lad’s lips, and he leaped to his feet, tearing
his hands away from Lord Henry’s grasp. ‘Dead! Sibyl dead! It is not true! It is
a horrible lie! How dare you say it?’

‘It 1s quite true, Dorian,’ said Lord Henry, gravely. ‘It is in all the morning
papers. I wrote down to you to ask you not to see anyone till I came. There will
have to be an inquest, of course, and you must not be mixed up in it. Things like
that make a man fashionable in Paris. But in London people are so prejudiced.
Here, one should never make one’s début with a scandal. One should reserve
that to give an interest to one’s old age. I suppose they don’t know your name at
the theatre? If they don’t, it is all right. Did any one see you going round to her
room? That is an important point.’

Dorian did not answer for a few moments. He was dazed with horror. Fi-
nally he stammered, in a stifled voice, ‘Harry, did you say an inquest? What did
you mean by that? Did Sibyl —? Oh, Harry, I can’t bear it! But be quick. Tell me
everything at once.’

‘I have no doubt it was not an accident, Dorian, though it must be put in
that way to the public. It seems that as she was leaving the theatre with her
mother, about half-past twelve or so, she said she had forgotten something up-
stairs. They waited some time for her, but she did not come down again. They
ultimately found her lying dead on the floor of her dressing-room. She had swal-
lowed something by mistake, some dreadful thing they use at theatres. I don’t
know what it was, but it had either prussic acid or white lead in it. I should fancy
it was prussic acid, as she seems to have died instantaneously.’

‘Harry, Harry, it is terrible!” cried the lad.

‘Yes; it is very tragic, of course, but you must not get yourself mixed up
in it. | see by The Standard that she was seventeen. | should have thought she
was almost younger than that. She looked such a child, and seemed to know so
little about acting. Dorian, you mustn’t let this thing get on your nerves. You
must come and dine with me, and afterwards we will look in at the Opera. It is a
Patti night, and everybody will be there. You can come to my sister’s box. She
has got some smart women with her.’

‘So I have murdered Sibyl Vane,” said Dorian Gray, half to himself —
‘murdered her as surely as if [ had cut her little throat with a knife. Yet the roses
are not less lovely for all that. The birds sing just as happily in my garden. And
tonight I am to dine with you, and then go on to the Opera, and sup somewhere,
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I suppose, afterwards. How extraordinarily dramatic life is! If [ had read all this
in a book, Harry, I think I would have wept over it. Somehow, now that it has
happened actually, and to me, it seems far too wonderful for tears. Here is the
first passionate love-letter I have ever written in my life. Strange, that my first
passionate love-letter should have been addressed to a dead girl. Can they feel, 1
wonder, those white silent people we call the dead? Sibyl! Can she feel, or
know, or listen? Oh, Harry, how I loved her once! It seems years ago to me now.
She was everything to me. Then came that dreadful night — was it really only
last night? — when she played so badly, and my heart almost broke. She ex-
plained it all to me. It was terribly pathetic. But I was not moved a bit. I thought
her shallow. Suddenly something happened that made me afraid. I can’t tell you
what it was, but it was terrible. I said I would go back to her. I felt I had done
wrong. And now she is dead. My God! my God! Harry, what shall I do? You
don’t know the danger I am in, and there is nothing to keep me straight. She
would have done that for me. She had no right to kill herself. It was selfish of
her.’

‘My dear Dorian,” answered Lord Henry, taking a cigarette from his case,
and producing a gold-latten matchbox, ‘the only way a woman can ever reform a
man is by boring him so completely that he loses all the possible interest in life.
If you had married this girl you would have been wretched. Of course you
would have treated her kindly. One can always be kind to people about whom
one cares nothing. But she would have soon found out that you were absolutely
indifferent to her. And when a woman finds that out about her husband, she ei-
ther becomes dreadfully dowdy, or wears very smart bonnets that some other
woman’s husband has to pay for. I say nothing about the social mistake, which
would have been abject, which, of course, I would not have allowed, but I assure
you that in any case the whole thing would have been an absolute failure.’

‘I suppose it would,” muttered the lad, walking up and down the room,
and looking horribly pale. ‘But I thought it was my duty. It is not my fault that
this terrible tragedy has prevented my doing what was right. I remember your
saying once that there is a fatality about good resolutions — that they are always
made too late. Mine certainly were.’

‘Good resolutions are useless attempts to interfere with scientific laws.
Their origin is pure vanity. Their result is absolutely nil. They give us, now and
then, some of those luxurious sterile emotions that have a certain charm for the
weak. That is all that can be said for them. They are simply cheques that men
draw on a bank where they have no account.’

Texcr 17 (O. Wilde The Picture of Dorian Gray)
There was a silence. The evening darkened in the room. Noiselessly, and
with silver feet, the shadows crept in from the garden. The colours faded wearily
out of things.
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After some time Dorian Gray looked up. ‘You have explained me to my-
self, Harry,” he murmured, with something of a sigh of relief. ‘I felt all that you
have said, but somehow I was afraid of it, and I could not express it to myself.
How well you know me! But we will not talk again of what has happened. It has
been a marvellous experience. That is all. I wonder if life has still in store for me
anything as marvellous.’

‘Life has everything in store for you, Dorian. There is nothing that you,
with your extraordinary good looks, will not be able to do.’

‘But suppose, Harry, I became haggard, and old, and wrinkled? What
then?’

‘Ah, then,” said Lord Henry, rising to go — ‘then, my dear Dorian, you
would have to fight for your victories. As it is, they are brought to you. No, you
must keep your good looks. We live in an age that reads too much to be wise,
and that thinks too much to be beautiful. We cannot spare you. And now you
had better dress, and drive down to the club. We are rather late, as it 1s.’

‘I think I shall join you at the Opera, Harry. I feel too tired to eat anything.
What is the number of your sister’s box?’

‘Twenty-seven, I believe. It is on the grand tier. You will see her name on
the door. But I am sorry you won’t come and dine.’

‘I don't feel up to it,” said Dorian, listlessly. ‘But I am awfully obliged to
you for all that you have said to me. You are certainly my best friend. No one
has ever understood me as you have.’

‘We are only at the beginning of our friendship, Dorian,” answered Lord
Henry, shaking him by the hand. ‘Good-bye. I shall see you before nine-thirty, I
hope. Remember, Patti is singing.’

As he closed the door behind him, Dorian Gray touched the bell, and in a
few minutes Victor appeared with the lamps and drew the blinds down. He wait-
ed impatiently for him to go. The man seemed to take an interminable time over
everything.

As soon as he had left, he rushed to the screen, and drew it back. No; there
was no further change in the picture. It had received the news of Sibyl Vane’s
death before he had known of it himself. It was conscious of the events of life as
they occurred. The vicious cruelty that marred the fine lines of the mouth had,
no doubt, appeared at the very moment that the girl had drunk the poison, what-
ever it was. Or was it indifferent to results? Did it merely take cognizance of
what passed within the soul? He wondered, and hoped that some day he would
see the change taking place before his very eyes, shuddering as he hoped it.

Poor Sibyl! what a romance it had all been! She had often mimicked death
on the stage. Then Death himself had touched her, and taken her with him. How
had she played that dreadful last scene? Had she cursed him, as she died? No;
she had died for love of him, and love would always be a sacrament to him now.
She had atoned for everything, by the sacrifice she had made of her life. He
would not think any more of what she had made him go through, on that horrible
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night at the theatre. When he thought of her, it would be as a wonderful tragic
figure sent on to the world’s stage to show the supreme reality of Love. A won-
derful tragic figure? Tears came to his eyes as he remembered her childlike look,
and winsome fanciful ways, and shy tremulous grace. He brushed them away
hastily, and looked again at the picture.

He felt that the time had really come for making his choice. Or had his
choice already been made? Yes, life had decided that for him — life, and his own
infinite curiosity about life. Eternal youth, infinite passion, pleasures subtle and
secret, wild joys and wilder sins — he was to have all these things. The portrait
was to bear the burden of his shame: that was all.

A feeling of pain crept over him as he thought of the desecration that was
in store for the fair face on the canvas. Once, in boyish mockery of Narcissus, he
had kissed, or feigned to kiss, those painted lips that now smiled so cruelly at
him. Morning after morning he had sat before the portrait wondering at its beau-
ty, almost enamoured of it, as it seemed to him at times. Was it to alter now with
every mood to which he yielded? Was it to become a monstrous and loathsome
thing, to be hidden away in a locked room, to be shut out from the sunlight that
had so often touched to brighter gold the waving wonder of its hair? The pity of
it! the pity of it!

For a moment he thought of praying that the horrible sympathy that exist-

ed between him and the picture might cease. It had changed in answer to a pray-
er; perhaps in answer to a prayer it might remain unchanged. And, yet, who, that
knew anything about Life, would surrender the chance of remaining always
young, however fantastic that chance might be, or with what fateful conse-
quences it might be fraught? Besides, was it really under his control? Had it in-
deed been prayer that had produced the substitution? Might there not be some
curious scientific reason for it all? If thought could exercise its influence upon a
living organism, might not thought exercise an influence upon dead and inorgan-
ic things? Nay, without thought or conscious desire, might not things external to
ourselves vibrate in unison with our moods and passions, atom calling to atom in
secret love or strange affinity? But the reason was of no importance. He would
never again tempt by a prayer any terrible power. If the picture was to alter, it
was to alter. That was all. Why inquire too closely into it?
For there would be a real pleasure in watching it. He would be able to follow his
mind into its secret places. This portrait would be to him the most magical of
mirrors. As it had revealed to him his own body, so it would reveal to him his
own soul. And when winter came upon it, he would still be standing where
spring trembles on the verge of summer. When the blood crept from its face, and
left behind a pallid mask of chalk with leaden eyes, he would keep the glamour
of boyhood. Not one blossom of his loveliness would ever fade. Not one pulse
of his life would ever weaken. Like the gods of the Greeks, he would be strong,
and fleet, and joyous. What did it matter what happened to the coloured image
on the canvas? He would be safe. That was everything.
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He drew the screen back into its former place in front of the picture, smil-
ing as he did so, and passed into his bedroom, where his valet was already wait-
ing for him. An hour later he was at the Opera, and Lord Henry was leaning over
his chair.

Texer 18 (W.M. Thackeray Vanity Fair)

Although schoolmistresses’ letters are to be trusted no more nor less than
churchyard epitaphs; yet, as it sometimes happens that a person departs this life,
who is really deserving of all the praises the stone-cutter carves over his bones;
who is a good Christian, a good parent, child, wife, or husband; who actually
does leave a disconsolate family to mourn his loss; so in academies of the male
and female sex it occurs every now and then, that the pupil is fully worthy of the
praises bestowed by the disinterested instructor. Now, Miss Amelia Sedley was
a young lady of this singular species; and deserved not only all that Miss Pinker-
ton said in her praise, but had many charming qualities which that pompous old
Minerva of a woman could not see from the differences of rank and age between
her pupil and herself.

For she could not only sing like a lark, or a Mrs. Billington, and dance
like Hillisberg or Parisot; and embroider beautifully; and spell as well as a Dix-
onary itself; but she had such a kindly, smiling, tender, gentle, generous heart of
her own, as won the love of everybody who came near her, from Minerva her-
self down to the poor girl in the scullery, and the one-eyed tart-woman’s daugh-
ter, who was permitted to vend her wares once a week to the young ladies in the
Mall. She had twelve intimate and bosom friends out of the twenty-four young
ladies...

But as we are to see a great deal of Amelia, there is no harm in saying, at
the outset of our acquaintance, that she was a dear little creature; and a great
mercy it is, both in life and in novels, which (and the latter especially) abound in
villains of the most sombre sort, that we are to have for a constant companion,
so guileless and good-natured a person...

The flowers, and the presents, and the trunks, and bonnet-boxes of Miss
Sedley having been arranged by Mr. Sambo in the carriage, together with a very
small and weather-beaten old cow’s-skin trunk with Miss Sharp’s card neatly
nailed upon it, which was delivered by Sambo with a grin, and packed by the
coachman with a corresponding sneer — the hour for parting came; and the grief
of that moment was considerably lessened by the admirable discourse which
Miss Pinkerton addressed to her pupil. Not that the parting speech caused
Amelia to philosophise, or that it armed her in any way with a calmness, the re-
sult of argument; but it was intolerably dull, pompous, and tedious; and having
the fear of her schoolmistress greatly before her eyes, Miss Sedley did not ven-
ture, in her presence, to give way to any ebullitions of private grief. A seed-cake
and a bottle of wine were produced in the drawing-room, as on the solemn occa-
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sions of the visits of parents, and these refreshments being partaken of, Miss
Sedley was at liberty to depart.

‘You’ll go in and say good-by to Miss Pinkerton, Becky!” said Miss Jem-
ima to a young lady of whom nobody took any notice, and who was coming
down stairs with her own bandbox.

‘I suppose I must,” said Miss Sharp calmly, and much to the wonder of
Miss Jemima; and the latter having knocked at the door, and receiving permis-
sion to come in, Miss Sharp advanced in a very unconcerned manner, and said in
French, and with a perfect accent, ‘Mademoiselle, je viens vous faire mes
adieux.’

Miss Pinkerton did not understand French; she only directed those who
did: but biting her lips and throwing up her venerable and Roman-nosed head,
(on the top of which figured a large and solemn turban,) she said, ‘Miss Sharp, I
wish you a good morning.” As the Hammersmith Semiramis spoke, she waved
one hand, both by way of adieu, and to give Miss Sharp an opportunity of shak-
ing one of the fingers of the hand which was left out for that purpose.

Miss Sharp only folded her own hands with a very frigid smile and bow,
and quite declined to accept the proffered honour; on which Semiramis tossed
up her turban more indignantly than ever. In fact, it was a little battle between
the young lady and the old one, and the latter was worsted. ‘Heaven bless you,
my child,” said she, embracing Amelia, and scowling the while over the girl’s
shoulder at Miss Sharp. ‘Come away, Becky,” said Miss Jemima, pulling the
young woman away in great alarm, and the drawing-room door closed upon
them for ever.

Then came the struggle and parting below. Words refuse to tell it. All the
servants were there in the hall — all the dear friends — all the young ladies — the
dancing-master who had just arrived; and there was such a scuffling, and hug-
ging, and kissing, and crying, with the hysterical yoops of Miss Swartz, the par-
lour-boarder, from her room, as no pen can depict, and as the tender heart would
fain pass over. The embracing was over; they parted — that 1s, Miss Sedley part-
ed from her friends. Miss Sharp had demurely entered the carriage some minutes
before. Nobody cried for leaving Zer.

Sambo of the bandy-legs slammed the carriage-door on his young weep-
ing mistress. He sprang up behind the carriage. ‘Stop!’ cried Miss Jemima, rush-
ing to the gate with a parcel.

‘It’s some sandwiches, my dear,” said she to Amelia. “You may be hun-
gry, you know; and Becky, Becky Sharp, here’s a book for you that my sister —
that is, I — Johnson’s Dixonary, you know; you mustn’t leave us without that.
Good-by. Drive on, coachman. God bless you!” And the kind creature retreated
into the garden, overcome with emotions.

But, lo! and just as the coach drove off, Miss Sharp put her pale face out
of the window, and actually flung the book back into the garden.
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This almost caused Jemima to faint with terror. ‘Well, I never,” — said she
— ‘what an audacious’ — Emotion prevented her from completing either sentence.
The carriage rolled away; the great gates were closed; the bell rang for the danc-
ing lesson. The world is before the two young ladies; and so, farewell to Chis-
wick Mall.

Texer 19 (W.M. Thackeray Vanity Fair)

‘How could you do so, Rebecca?’ at last she said, after a pause.

‘Why, do you think Miss Pinkerton will come out and order me back to
the black-hole?’ said Rebecca, laughing.

‘No: but —

‘I hate the whole house,” continued Miss Sharp in a fury. ‘I hope I may
never set eyes on it again. I wish it were in the bottom of the Thames, I do; and
if Miss Pinkerton were there, I wouldn’t pick her out, that I wouldn’t. O how 1
should like to see her floating in the water yonder, turban and all, with her train
streaming after her, and her nose like the beak of a wherry.’

‘Hush!’ cried Miss Sedley.

‘Why, will the black footman tell tales?’ cried Miss Rebecca, laughing.
‘He may go back and tell Miss Pinkerton that I hate her with all my soul; and I
wish he would; and I wish I had a means of proving it, too. For two years I have
only had insults and outrage from her. I have been treated worse than any serv-
ant in the kitchen. I have never had a friend or a kind word, except from you. I
have been made to tend the little girls in the lower schoolroom, and to talk
French to the Misses, until I grew sick of my mother-tongue. But that talking
French to Miss Pinkerton was capital fun, wasn’t it? She doesn’t know a word of
French, and was too proud to confess it. I believe it was that which made her
part with me; and so thank Heaven for French. Vive la France! Vive [’Empereur!
Vive Bonaparte!’

‘O Rebecca, Rebecca, for shame!” cried Miss Sedley; for this was the
greatest blasphemy Rebecca had as yet uttered; and in those days, in England, to
say, ‘Long live Bonaparte!” was as much as to say, ‘Long live Lucifer!” ‘How
can you — how dare you have such wicked, revengeful thoughts?’

‘Revenge may be wicked, but it’s natural,” answered Miss Rebecca. ‘I’'m
no angel.” And, to say the truth, she certainly was not.

... All the world used her ill, said this young misanthropist, and we may
be pretty certain that persons whom all the world treats ill, deserve entirely the
treatment they get. The world is a looking-glass, and gives back to every man
the reflection of his own face. Frown at it, and it will in turn look sourly upon
you; laugh at it and with it, and it is a jolly kind companion; and so let all young
persons take their choice. This is certain, that if the world neglected Miss Sharp,
she never was known to have done a good action in behalf of anybody; nor can
it be expected that twenty-four young ladies should all be as amiable as the hero-
ine of this work, Miss Sedley (whom we have selected for the very reason that
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she was the best-natured of all, otherwise what on earth was to have prevented
us from putting up Miss Swartz, or Miss Crump, or Miss Hopkins, as heroine in
her place?) — it could not be expected that every one should be of the humble
and gentle temper of Miss Amelia Sedley; should take every opportunity to van-
quish Rebecca’s hard-heartedness and ill-humour; and, by a thousand kind
words and offices, overcome, for once at least, her hostility to her kind.

Miss Sharp’s father was an artist, and in that quality had given lessons of
drawing at Miss Pinkerton’s school. He was a clever man; a pleasant compan-
ion; a careless student; with a great propensity for running into debt, and a par-
tiality for the tavern. When he was drunk, he used to beat his wife and daughter;
and the next morning, with a headache, he would rail at the world for its neglect
of his genius, and abuse, with a good deal of cleverness, and sometimes with
perfect reason, the fools, his brother painters. As it was with the utmost difficul-
ty that he could keep himself, and as he owed money for a mile round Soho,
where he lived, he thought to better his circumstances by marrying a young
woman of the French nation, who was by profession an opera-girl. The humble
calling of her female parent, Miss Sharp never alluded to, but used to state sub-
sequently that the Entrechats were a noble family of Gascony, and took great
pride in her descent from them. And curious it is, that as she advanced in life
this young lady’s ancestors increased in rank and splendour.

Rebecca’s mother had had some education somewhere, and her daughter
spoke French with purity and a Parisian accent. It was in those days rather a rare
accomplishment and led to her engagement with the orthodox Miss Pinkerton.
For her mother being dead, her father, finding himself not likely to recover, after
his third attack of delirium tremens, wrote a manly and pathetic letter to Miss
Pinkerton, recommending the orphan child to her protection, and so descended
to the grave, after two bailiffs had quarrelled over his corpse. Rebecca was sev-
enteen when she came to Chiswick, and was bound over as an articled pupil; her
duties being to talk French, as we have seen; and her privileges to live cost free,
and, with a few guineas a year, to gather scraps of knowledge from the profes-
sors who attended the school.

She was small and slight in person; pale, sandy-haired, and with eyes ha-
bitually cast down: when they looked up they were very large, odd, and attrac-
tive; so attractive, that the Reverend Mr. Crisp, fresh from Oxford, and curate to
the Vicar of Chiswick, the Reverend Mr. Flowerdew, fell in love with Miss
Sharp; being shot dead by a glance of her eyes which was fired all the way
across Chiswick Church from the school-pew to the reading-desk. This infatuat-
ed young man used sometimes to take tea with Miss Pinkerton, to whom he had
been presented by his mamma, and actually proposed something like marriage in
an intercepted note, which the one-eyed apple-woman was charged to deliver.
Mrs. Crisp was summoned from Buxton, and abruptly carried off her darling
boy; but the idea, even, of such an eagle in the Chiswick dovecot caused a great
flutter in the breast of Miss Pinkerton, who would have sent away Miss Sharp,
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but that she was bound to her under a forfeit, and who never could thoroughly
believe the young lady’s protestations that she had never exchanged a single
word with Mr. Crisp, except under her own eyes on the two occasions when she
had met him at tea.

By the side of many tall and bouncing young ladies in the establishment,
Rebecca Sharp looked like a child. But she had the dismal precocity of poverty.
Many a dun had she talked to, and turned away from her father’s door; many a
tradesman had she coaxed and wheedled into good-humour, and into the grant-
ing of one meal more. She sate commonly with her father, who was very proud
of her wit, and heard the talk of many of his wild companions — often but ill-
suited for a girl to hear. But she never had been a girl, she said; she had been a
woman since she was eight years old. O why did Miss Pinkerton let such a dan-
gerous bird into her cage?

... The catastrophe came, and she was brought to the Mall as to her home.
The rigid formality of the place suffocated her: the prayers and the meals, the
lessons and the walks, which were arranged with a conventual regularity, op-
pressed her almost beyond endurance; and she looked back to the freedom and
the beggary of the old studio in Soho with so much regret, that everybody, her-
self included, fancied she was consumed with grief for her father. She had a lit-
tle room in the garret, where the maids heard her walking and sobbing at night;
but it was with rage, and not with grief. She had not been much of a dissembler,
until now her loneliness taught her to feign. She had never mingled in the socie-
ty of women: her father, reprobate as he was, was a man of talent; his conversa-
tion was a thousand times more agreeable to her than the talk of such of her own
sex as she now encountered. The pompous vanity of the old schoolmistress, the
foolish good-humour of her sister, the silly chat and scandal of the elder girls,
and the frigid correctness of the governesses equally annoyed her; and she had
no soft maternal heart, this unlucky girl, otherwise the prattle and talk of the
younger children, with whose care she was chiefly entrusted, might have
soothed and interested her; but she lived among them two years, and not one
was sorry that she went away. The gentle tender-hearted Amelia Sedley was the
only person to whom she could attach herself in the least; and who could help
attaching herself to Amelia?

Texcr 20 (W.M. Thackeray Vanity Fair)

So that when Lieutenant Osborne, coming to Russell Square on the day of
the Vauxhall party, said to the ladies, ‘Mrs. Sedley, Ma’am, I hope you have
room; I’ve asked Dobbin of ours to come and dine here, and go with us to
Vauxhall. He’s almost as modest as Jos.’

‘Modesty! pooh,” said the stout gentleman, casting a vainqueur look at
Miss Sharp.

‘He 1s — but you are incomparably more graceful, Sedley,” Osborne added,
laughing. ‘I met him at the Bedford, when I went to look for you; and I told him
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that Miss Amelia was come home, and that we were all bent on going out for a
night’s pleasuring; and that Mrs. Sedley had forgiven his breaking the punch-
bowl at the child’s party. Don’t you remember the catastrophe, Ma’am, seven
years ago?’

‘Over Mrs. Flamingo’s crimson silk gown,” said good-natured Mrs.
Sedley. ‘What a gawky it was! And his sisters are not much more graceful. Lady
Dobbin was at Highbury last night with three of them. Such figures! my dears.’

‘The Alderman’s very rich, isn’t he?’ Osborne said archly. ‘Don’t you
think one of the daughters would be a good spec for me, Ma’am?’

“You foolish creature! Who would take you, 1 should like to know, with
your yellow face?’

‘Mine a yellow face? Stop till you see Dobbin. Why, he had the yellow
fever three times; twice at Nassau, and once at St. Kitts.’

‘Well, well; yours is quite yellow enough for us. Isn’t it, Emmy?’ Mrs.
Sedley said: at which speech Miss Amelia only made a smile and a blush; and
looking at Mr. George Osborne’s pale countenance, and those beautiful black,
curling, shining whiskers, which the young gentleman himself regarded with no
ordinary complacency, she thought in her little heart, that in His Majesty’s army,
or in the wide world, there never was such a face or such a hero. ‘I don’t care
about Captain Dobbin’s complexion,” she said, ‘or about his awkwardness. [
shall always like him, I know,” her little reason being, that he was the friend and
champion of George.

‘There’s not a finer fellow in the service,” Osborne said, ‘nor a better of-
ficer, though he is not an Adonis, certainly.” And he looked towards the glass
himself with much naiveté; and in so doing, caught Miss Sharp’s eye fixed
keenly upon him, at which he blushed a little, and Rebecca thought in her heart,
"Ah, mon beau Monsieur! 1 think I have your gauge,” — the little artful minx!

That evening, when Amelia came tripping into the drawing-room in a
white muslin frock, prepared for conquest at Vauxhall, singing like a lark, and as
fresh as a rose — a very tall ungainly gentleman, with large hands and feet, and
large ears, set off by a closely cropped head of black hair, and in the hideous
military frogged coat and cocked-hat of those times, advanced to meet her, and
made her one of the clumsiest bows that was ever performed by a mortal.

This was no other than Captain William Dobbin, of his Majesty’s — Regi-
ment of Foot, returned from yellow fever, in the West Indies, to which the for-
tune of the service had ordered his regiment, whilst so many of his gallant com-
rades were reaping glory in the Peninsula.

He had arrived with a knock so very timid and quiet, that it was inaudible
to the ladies upstairs: otherwise, you may be sure Miss Amelia would never have
been so bold as to come singing into the room. As it was, the sweet fresh little
voice went right into the Captain’s heart, and nestled there. When she held out
her hand for him to shake, before he enveloped it in his own, he paused, and
thought — ‘Well, is it possible — are you the little maid I remember in the pink
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frock, such a short time ago — the night I upset the punch-bowl, just after I was
gazetted? Are you the little girl that George Osborne said should marry him?
What a blooming young creature you seem, and what a prize the rogue has got!’
All this he thought, before he took Amelia’s hand into his own, and as he let his
cocked-hat fall.

His history since he left school, until the very moment when we have the
pleasure of meeting him again, although not fully narrated, has yet, I think, been
indicated sufficiently for an ingenious reader by the conversation in the last
page. Dobbin, the despised grocer, was Alderman Dobbin — Alderman Dobbin
was Colonel of the City Light Horse, then burning with military ardour to resist
the French Invasion. Colonel Dobbin’s corps, in which old Mr. Osborne himself
was but an indifferent corporal, had been reviewed by the Sovereign and the
Duke of York; and the colonel and alderman had been knighted. His son had en-
tered the army: and young Osborne followed presently in the same regiment.
They had served in the West Indies and in Canada. Their regiment had just come
home, and the attachment of Dobbin to George Osborne was as warm and gen-
erous now as it had been when the two were schoolboys.

So these worthy people sat down to dinner presently. They talked about
war and glory, and Boney and Lord Wellington, and the last Gazette. In those
famous days every gazette had a victory in it, and the two gallant young men
longed to see their own names in the glorious list, and cursed their unlucky fate
to belong to a regiment which had been away from the chances of honour. Miss
Sharp kindled with this exciting talk, but Miss Sedley trembled and grew quite
faint as she heard it. Mr. Jos told several of his tiger-hunting stories, finished the
one about Miss Cutler and Lance the surgeon; helped Rebecca to everything on
the table, and himself gobbled and drank a great deal.

He sprang to open the door for the ladies, when they retired, with the most
killing grace — and coming back to the table, filled himself bumper after bumper
of claret, which he swallowed with nervous rapidity.

‘He’s priming himself,” Osborne whispered to Dobbin, and at length the
hour and the carriage arrived for Vauxhall.
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