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1. MACHHOPT ®OHJAA OIIEHOYHBIX CPEJACTB

1.1. O61acTh NPUMEHEHHA

®onpa oneHouHblx cpeactB (POC) — HeoThemieMas YacTh pabouei
IpOrpamMMbl JTUCLHMIUIMHBI «JIMHIBUCTUYECKUI aHalu3 TEKCTa» WU MpeJHA3HAYEH
JUIsl KOHTPOJIA M OLEHKH 00pa30BaTEIbHBIX JOCTHKEHUN CTYACHTOB, OCBOMBILIUX
porpamMMmy JTUCUUTLIUHBI.

1.2. Hesaun u 3aqa4u (pOHIA OLIEHOYHBIX CPEACTB

LHenp @®OC — yCTaHOBUTH COOTBETCTBHE YPOBHS  MOJTOTOBKH
oOyuarorierocsi TpeboBanusim PI'OC BO wMaructparypa MO HampaBlICHUIO
noarotoBku 45.04.02 JIuHrBUCTHKA, YTBEPXKIACHHBIM NpUKa3oM MUHHCTEPCTBA
HAyKU U BbIciero oopasoanusi Poccuiickoii denepanuu ot 12 aBrycra 2020 rona
Ne 992 (c uameHenusiMu u JonojaHeHUsIMU)U [IpodeccuoHanbHBIM CTaHIAPTOM,
yTBepKIeHHbIM [Ipukazom MuHncTepcTBa TpyJa M COUMAIBHOW  3allMTHI
Poccuiickoit ®enepanuu, «llegaror (memarormyeckas AesTENbHOCTh B cdepe
JIOIIKOJIBHOTO, HAYaJbHOTO OOIIEro, OCHOBHOTO OOIIEro, CpeaHero oOIIero
oOpa3oBaHusi) (BOCHHTaTeldb, YYHTENb)» OT 18 okTadpst 2013 Ne 544n
(c u3MeHeHusAMH U JAomnoNHeHusMU), «llemaror MOMOJHUTENBHOrO OOpa30BAHUSA
neTeit u B3pocibix» oT 22 ceHtsaops 2021, Ne 652H.

1.3. Ilepeyenb kommeTeHUMii, (popMHPYEMBIX B HpoIEcce OCBOEHHS
OCHOBHOI1 00pa30BaTe/IbHOI MPOrpaMMBbI

[Iporiecc ocBOeHUS NMUCHIUIUIMHBI HAMpPABICH HA OBJAJEHUE CIEAYIOIIUMU
KOMITETCHIIUSIMHU;

Koa mo ®I'OC BO ‘ NHauKaTop 10CTHKEHUS

[IpodeccuonanbHble

[IK-4  CnocoGen  BbmmonHATh  Hayuble | [IK-4.1. Hcnonb3yeT NOHATUHHBIA anmapar
uccienoBaHuss B cdepe  JMHIBUCTUKH, | GUIOCODUH, TEOPETUYECKOM W MPUKIaJHOU
JIMHTBOJUIaKTUKH, TEOPUHU NIEPEBOa; padOTaTh | IUHTBUCTUKH, JIMHTBOAMJAKTUKH, TEOpUU
¢  MH(QOPMAIMOHHBIMH  HCTOYHUKAMHU U | IEpeBOJja U MEXKYJIbTYPHOH KOMMYHHKAIMU
aHAIN3UPOBATh TEOPETUYECKUIT U | JUid pelieHus: npodecCuoHaIbHBIX 3ajay.

npakTHdyeckuid Marepuan B cooTBercTBUM C | [IK-4.2 [lpumensier teopeTtndeckue 3HaHUS B
n30panHoit cdepoil U 1ETBI0  HAYYHOTO | 00JIACTH JIMHTBUCTUKH, JIMHTBOJIUIAKTUKH B

UCCIIEIOBAHNS LIEJIOM U TEOPHUH IEPEBOJIa B YACTHOCTH.
[1K-4.3. Haxonwr, AHAJIM3UPYET 51
KJaccuuuupyer MH(pOPMAaIOHHbIE

WCTOYHUKA B COOTBETCTBUH CO cdepoit
Hay4YHBIX UCCIICIOBAHHIA.

1.4. Dranbl ¢GopMUpoOBaHMS KOMIETEHUHA M CpPeACTBA OlEHMBAHMSA
YPOBHS UX ¢OPMHPOBAHHOCTH

Jrtansl GopMHPOBAHUA Komnerenuuun KoHnTpoabHo-01IeHOYHBIE
KOMIIeTeHI U cpeacrsa / cnocod
OLICHUBAHMS

5 cemecTp




JIunrsuctuka tekcra kak HayuHas | [IK-4 YCTHBI  OIIPOC,  BBIIIOJHEHUE

00J1aCTh SI3PIKO3HAHHMS 3a/IaHMI.

[TonsTHE O TEKCTE [1K-4 Y CTHBIN ONpOC, BHINOJHEHHE
3aaHUN.

Metonabl ucciieoBaHUS TEKCTA TIK-4 YCTHBIN 0npOC, BHINOJHEHUE
3aaHUN.

IIpomexyToUHast arrecTanus [1K-4 3auer

1.5. Onucanue nokasareseil GopMupoBaHus KOMIETEHIUH

Kong xommerenimn

IInanupyemsble pe3yjbTaThbl 00y4eHHs (MOKA3ATEJIN)

[1IK-4

3HaeT: COBpPEMEHHbIC HAy4YHBIE HCCIEAOBaHUS B cdepe IMHTBUCTUKH,
JUHTBOAMIAKTUKH, TEOPUH TNepeBoAa; HH(MOPMALMOHHBIE WCTOYHHKH;
aKTyaJbHbIE TPOOJIEMBI COBPEMEHHOW HAyKH, METOAMKH U TPUEMBI
9KCTIEPTHOW OLEHKH IPOrPaMM JIMHTBUCTUYECKON HAIIPABICHHOCTH

VYMeer: BBINOJNHATH HAyYHBIE WCCIEAOBAaHUS B c(depe JIMHTBUCTHUKH,
JMHTBOAMIAKTUKY, TEOPHH IepeBoja; padoraTh C HHGOPMALUOHHBIMU
MCTOYHUKAMHU ¥ aHAIM3MPOBATH TEOPETUUECKUN M MPAKTHUYECKUI MaTepual
B COOTBETCTBUH C M30paHHOW C(epodl M LENbI0 HAyYHOrO HCCIICAOBAHUS;
aHAJM3UPOBATh PE3YJbTaThl HAYYHBIX MCCICIOBAHUN U NMPUMEHATh UX TPHU
pELICHNN KOHKPETHBIX OO0pa3oBaTENbHBIX M HCCIIEIOBATEILCKUX 3a71ad,
OCYWIECTBIISITh ~ OKCHEPTHYIO  OLEHKY  MPOTPAMMHBIX  IPOIYKTOB
JMHTBHCTHYECKOTO MTPOQHISL

Brnanmeer: HaBbIKaMU BBINIOJHEHHsI HAyYHOTO HCCIIENOBaHUS B cdepe
JUHTBUCTUKH,  JIMHTBOAMJAKTHKH, TEOpPUHM  IEpeBoAa; paboTel ¢
WHOOPMAIIMOHHBIMA ~ WCTOYHMKAMH,  aHaJlM3a  TEOPETHYECKOT0 U
MIPAKTUYECKOT0 MaTepuajia B COOTBETCTBUU ¢ M30paHHOU chepoil U 1enbio
HAy4YHOTO  HCCIIEIOBaHMSA; CIIOCOOHOCTBIO  (hOPMHPOBATH  PECYPCHO-
uHpopMallMOHHbIE 0a3bl s peuleHuss MNpoecCHOHATIBHBIX — 3aj]ad,
HaBBIKAMU M TIPHEMaMHU JKCIIEPTHOH OIICHKH MPOTpamMM JHHTBUCTHYECKON
HanpaBIeHHOCTH

1.6. Kputepuu oueHUBAHHWSI KOMIIETEHIHII HAa Pa3HbLIX 3Tanax X

¢popmupoBanus

BaJuibl, KOTOpBIE MOJY4Yal0T CTY/ICHTHI AHeBHOM (opMBbI 00yUeHUs1

KonauyectBo
Bup y4yeoHoii padoThI 0aJ10B

O®0 | 0-390 3900

[TpakTHueckue 3aHsATHS - 50 -

CamocrosTenbHas paboTa CTyIeHTa - 30 -

3auer

- 20 -

Bcero

100




HaxonurenbHas cucreMa oneHuBanud mo 100-6ayibH0M mKaJje

YerpipexdaiiibHas
CHCTeMa OLleHHBAHUSA
IK3aMeHa

100-0ainbHas
IKaJjaa

BykBeHHasl IKAJIa, COOTBETCTBYIOIIAS
100-6anybHOM MIKAaJIe

Cucrema
OLeHUBAHUS
3ayera

OTINYHO

90-100

A — OTIMYHO — TEOPETUYECKOE COICPIKaHHEC
Kypca OCBOEHO IIOJIHOCTBIO, 0Oe3 IMpo0eIos;
HEOOXOIUMbIC MPAKTHYCCKHE HABBIKU PAOOTHI
C OCBOCHHBIM MaTepHaioM c(hopMUPOBaHEI;
BCE MPEyCMOTPCHHBIC porpamMmoit
oOyueHHs ydYeOHBIC 3aJaHHs BBIMOJHCHBI,
Ka4eCTBO MX BBIMOIHECHUS OICHEHO YHCIOM
0aJII0B, OJIM3KUM K MaKCHUMaJIbHOMY

Xopoio

83-89

B — o4eHb XOpomIO — TEOPETHYECKOE
CoZlep)KaHHe Kypca OCBOEHO IOJIHOCTBIO, Ge3
mpo0OesoB;  HEOOXOIWMBIE  MPAKTUIECKHE
HaBBIKU PabOTHl ¢ OCBOCHHBIM MAaTEpPHAJIOM B
OCHOBHOM c(hOpMHUPOBAHBI; BCE
MPEAYyCMOTPECHHBIE TMPOrpaMMONl  O0YyYCHHUS
y’-Ie6HI>IC 3aJaHus  BBIIIOJIHCHBI, Ka4dCCTBO
BBITTIOJIHCHUSA 6OJ'II:IHI/IHCTBa U3 HHUX OLCHCHO
YHCIIOM 0aJIJIOB, OJIM3KUM K MaKCUMaJIbHOMY

Xopowo

75-82

C — XOpolo — TEopeTHUecKoe CoJep>KaHue
Kypca OCBOEHO TOJHOCTBIO; HEKOTOpHIE
MPaKTUYECKHE HABBIKH PAaOOTHI C OCBOCHHBIM
MaTepuajoM C(HOPMHPOBAHBI HEIOCTATOYHO;
BCE TIPeIyCMOTPECHHBIC poTrpamMMoit
oOydueHHs ydYeOHbIC 3aJaHHUA BBHITIOJHEHEI,
Ka4yeCTBO BBINOJHEHHUS HU OJHOTO M3 HHUX HE
OLIECHEHO MHHHMAJIBHBIM YHCIOM OalljIoB,
HEKOTOpBbIE BBl 3aJlaHUi BBITIOJHEHBI C
OIIHNOKaMH

VY 10BIIETBOPUTEIBHO

63-74

D — yZoBIEeTBOPUTETHHO — TEOPETHUECKOE
COJIep’KaHUE Kypca OCBOEHO YaCTHYHO, HO
npoOensl HE  HOCAT — CYLIECTBEHHOTO
XapakTepa, HEOOXOAMMBIE  MPAaKTHYECKHE
HaBBIKK pabOTHI C OCBOCHHBIM MaTepHajioM B
OCHOBHOM  C()OPMHPOBAHBI;  OOJBIIMHCTBO
MPEyCMOTPEHHBIX NPOrpaMMON  00ydeHUs
y4eOHBIX 33/1aHUH BBINIOJHEHO, HEKOTOPHIC U3
BBITIOJTHEHHBIX 3aJJaHUH coJep)KaT OMHMOKH

Y,I[OBJ'ICTBOpI/ITGHLHO

50-62

E- MOCPEACTBEHHO —TEOPETHIECKOe
coJiep’kaHMe Kypca OCBOEHO  YaCTHUHO;
HEKOTOpHIE MPAKTHYECKUE HABBIKKA pabOTHI HE
c(OpMHUPOBAHBI, MHOTHE NPEAYCMOTPEHHBIE
y4eOHOIl mporpammon oOy4deHHs ydeOHBIE
3aaHisI HE BBIIOJHEHBI JHMOO KadecTBO
BBINTOJIHEHHBIX HEKOTOPBIX W3 HHUX OILIEHEHO
9rCcIOM 0aIoB, OJIM3KUM K MEHUMAJIEHOMY

3aureHo

HeynosnerBoputesbHo

21-49

FX — Hey1OBIIETBOPHUTENBEHO — TEOPETUIECKOE
COJiep)KaHWe  Kypca OCBOEHO  YaCTHYHO;
HEoOXOANMbIe PAaKTHYECKHUE HAaBBIKK PaOOTHI
c OCBOEHHBIM MarepuaioM HE
c(OpPMHUPOBAHBI; GOJIBIINHCTBO
NPEyCMOTPEHHBIX ~ Y4eOHOH  IporpaMmMoit
o0y4eHust y4eOHBIX 3aJaHUi HE BBIIIOJIHEHO
a0 KauyecTBO WX BBIIOJIHEHHSI OLCHEHO
quciioM 0ajuioB, OMM3KMM K MUHAMAIBHOMY;
OpH  JOTOJHUTENFHO  CaMOCTOSITENILHOM
paboTe Haj MaTepualoM Kypca BO3MOXKHO
MOBBIIIEHNE KAa4ecTBa BBITIOJIHCHUS Y4EOHBIX
3aJaHuK

HeynoBneTBOpUTENBEHO

0-20

F - HCYIOBJCTBOPUTCIBHO — TCOPETHUUCCKOC

He 3auteno




coJIepiKaHne Kypca HE OCBOEHO;
HEoOX0ANMbIe NPAaKTHYECKUE HAaBBIKK PaOOTHI
He c(hOpPMHPOBaHBI; BCE  BBIIOJIHEHHBIC
yueOHbIe 3a1aHus CoJiepKaT IpyOble OIINOKY;
JIOTIOJTHUTENbHAsT caMOCTosITeNbHast pabora
HaJl MaTepHajoM Kypca He TpHBEIET K
KakOMy-THOO  3HaYMMOMY  IIOBBIIICHHUIO
Ka4eCcTBa BBIIIOJIHCHHUS YUCOHBIX 3aJaHUH

2. KOHTPOJIBHO-OIEHOYHBIE CPEACTBA

2.1. OueHoYHBbIE CPEACTBA TEKYIIEr0 KOHTPOJISA

1. ldentify and analyze the following text
fragments. Dwell on incorporation on different levels.

1) It was a shame and bad taste to be an alien, and it is no use pretending
otherwise. There is no way out of it. A criminal may improve and become a decent
member of society. A foreigner cannot improve. Once a foreigner, always a
foreigner.

There is no way out for him. He may become British; he can never become
English.

So it is better to reconcile yourself to the sorrowful reality. There are some
noble English people who might forgive you. There are some magnanimous souls
who realize that it is not your fault, only your misfortune. They will treat you with
condescension, understanding and sympathy. They will invite you to their homes.
Just as they keep lap-dogs and other pets, they are quite prepared to keep a few
foreigners. (J. Mikesh)

2) When Lord Henry entered the room, he found his uncle sitting in a rough
shooting car, smoking a cheroot and grumbling over The Times. “Well, Harry,”
said the old gentleman, “what brings you out soearly? I thought you dandies never
got up till two, and were not visible till five.”

“Pure family affection, I assure you, Uncle George. I want to get something
out of you.” “Money, I suppose,” said Lord Fermor, making a wry face. “Well, sit
down and tell me all about it. Young people, nowadays, imagine that money is
everything.” (O. Wilde)

3) Once you have been remembering — isn’t this so? — one image springs
another; they run through your head in all directions, scampering animals flushed
from coverts. Memory’s not a reel, not a film you can run backwards and forwards
at will: 1t’s that flash of startled fur, the slither of silk between the fingers, the
duplicated texture of hair or bone. It’s an image blurring, caught on the move: as if
in one of my family snapshots, taken before cameras got so foolproof that any fool
could capture the moment.

| remember this.

| am six years old, and | have been ill. After this illness | am returning to
school. It is a spring morning, water gurgling in the gutters, a keen wind. | am still




shaky, unused to going out, and I have to hold tight to my mother’s hand as she
leads me through the school gate (H. Mantel).

4) Margaret went home so painfully occupied with what she had heard and
seen that she hardly knew how to rouse herself up to the duties which awaited her;
the necessity for keeping up a constant flow of cheerful conversation for her
mother, who now when she was unable to go out, always looked to Margaret’s
return from the shortest walk as bringing in some news.

“And can your factory friend come on Thursday to see you dressed?”

“She was so ill I never thought of asking her,” said Margaret dolefully (E.
Gaskell).

5) “Mother, mother, I am so happy!” whispered the girl, burying her face in
the lap of the faded, tired-looking woman who, with back turned to the shrill
intrusive light, was sitting in the one arm-chair that their dingy sitting-room
contained. “I am so happy!” she repeated, “and you must be happy too!”

Mr. Vane winced, and put her thin bismuth whitened hands on her
daughter’s head. “Happy!” she echoed. “I am only happy, Sybil, when I see you
act. You mustn’t think of anything but your acting. Mr. Isaacs has been very good
to us, and we owe him money.” (O. Wilde)

6) | found Niall the year before our O-Levels, at our town’s central library
down by the market-place. The boys from the local Catholic grammar school
congregated there in the early evening, when they were not at their various games
practices, and scuffed up the pages of the encyclopedias while they covertly
scrutinized the girls who came and went. | got into the habit of dropping into the
library on my way home; there was nothing in the school rules to prohibit hanging
around in a reference section. I can’t have cut much of a figure, with my velour hat
like an inverted dish on my head, but we must suppose that | inspired in Niall a
wish to see me otherwise (H. Mantel).

7) Dorian started, and peered round. “This will do,* he answered, and having
got out hastily, and given the driver the extra fare he had promised him, he walked
quickly in the direction of the quay. Here and there a lantern gleamed at the stern
of some huge merchant-man. The light shook and splintered in the puddles. A red
glare came from an out ward-bound steamer that was coaling. The slimy pavement
looked like a wet mackintosh.

He hurried on towards the left, glancing back now and then to see if he was
being followed. In about seven or eight minutes he reached a small shabby house,
that was wedged in between two gaunt factories. In one of the top-windows stood a
lamp. He stopped and gave a peculiar knock (O. Wilde).

8) “I am very selfish,” said she; “but it will not be for long. "Frederick bent
down and kissed the feeble hand that imprisoned him. This state of tranquility
could not endure for many hours; so Dr. Donaldson assured Margaret. After the
kind doctor had gone away, she stole down to Frederick, who, during the visit, had
been adjured to remain quietly concealed in the back parlor, usually Dixon’s
bedroom, but now given up to him (E. Gaskell).

9) Margaret did not refuse to go, though she was loth to leave her father
alone. She needed the relief of solitude after a day of busy thinking, and busier



repenting. But she seemed much as usual the next day; the lingering gravity and
sadness, and the occasional absence of mind, were not unnatural symptoms in the
early day of grief. And almost in proportion to her re-establishment in health was
her father’s relapse into his abstracted musings upon the wife he had lost, and the
past era in his life that was closed to him for ever (E. Gaskell).

10) Robin tossed her head scornfully. She was disappointed, having
glimpsed the possibility of returning from this expedition into the cultural heart of
darkness with some creditable achievement to report to Charles and Penny Black.
Wilcox turned on some lights above the board table on the other side of the room.
He went to the window, where the daylight was already fading, and looked out
between the vertical louvers of the blind. “It’s snowing again. Maybe you should
be on your way. The roads will be difficult.” “It’s only half past two,” said Robin.
“I thought I was supposed to stay with you all day.” (D. Lodge)

2.2. OleHOYHBIE CPEACTBA JJIA IPOMEKYTOUHOM aTTEeCTAMH
Bomnpocs k 3auery:

1. KakoBblI IpeNOChUTKY TUHTBUCTUYECKOTO aHAJIN3a TeKCTa?

2. HazoBuTE OCHOBHBIE ACIIEKTHI U HAIpaBJICHUS U3yUYEHHUs TEKCTa?

3. B yem oTiMuMe IMHTBUCTUYECKOTO aHANIM3a TEKCTa OT (PHIIOJIOTHYECKOT0?

4. Yro sBsieTcs IPEIMETOM U OOBbEKTOM JIMHTBUCTUYECKOTO aHAIN3a TeKCTa?

5. IlokaxuTe 0COOEHHOCTH U3YyUYEHHSI TEKCTA B ICUXOJUHIBUCTUYECKOM OCBEILIEHUM.
6. KakoBbI OCHOBHBIE aCTIEKThI U3yUCHHUS TEKCTa B IParMaTHYECKOM acreKTe?

7. Packpoiite cBoeoOpa3ue KOTHUTUBHOTO HANPABJICHUS B U3yUYEHUH TEKCTA.

8. UeM oTiiM4aeTcs XyA0’KeCTBEHHBIN TEKCT OT APYTHX TUTIOB TeKCTa?

9. Kak cootHOcsATCS TeKCT M AMCKypc? UeM OTIMYaroTCsl OMpeeNieHus TUCKypca y
pa3HbIX aBTOPOB?

10. HazoBHTE OCHOBHBIE KATETOPUH U CBOMCTBA TEKCTA, PACKPONTE MX COEpKaHHE.
11. Kak BbI TOHUMAETE KaTErOPUIO 3aBEPIIICHHOCTU XYI0KECTBEHHOTO TeKCTa?

12. TToueMy TOBOPSIT «O TPEX aHTPOIOLIEHTPaX» XyA0KECTBEHHOTO TeKCTa?

13. PackpoiiTe MOHSTHS «YPOBHH TEKCTa» U «ypOBHHM aHaim3a Tekctay. Kak oHM
COOTHOCSTCSA?

14. KakoBbl OCHOBHBIE aCIIEKThI H3yUEHUsI TEKCTA B MPOCTPAHCTBEHHOM M3MEPEHUN?
15. PackpoiiTe CyIIHOCTh TIOHSTHS «CEMaHTHYECKOE ITPOCTPAHCTBO TEKCTa» U
MOKQKUTE €r0 CTPYKTYPY.

15. OcBeTuTe OCHOBHBIE MCXOAHBIE TEOPETUYECKHE MOJIOKEHUS KOHLENTYaIbHOTO
aHaM3a.

16. Packpoiite =~ cogepkaHW€  TEPMHMHAa  «KOHIENT» W  MOKAXHUTE  €ro
COOTHOCHUTEIBHOCTh C KOHLIENITYaIbHbIM aHATH30M.

17. TlokaxkuTe CTPYKTYpPHYIO OpraHu3alMio KOHIeNTocepbl M PpPacKpouTe ee
OCHOBHbIE cocTapistonre. KakoBa poib MUPOBO33peHHUsT aBTOpa B (HOPMUPOBAHUU
KOHIIENTOC(EPBI €ro MPOU3BEICHHIA?

18. Uto Takoe neHOTaTUBHOE MPOCTPAHCTBO TEKCTA U KAKOBA €T0 CTPYKTypa?



19. KakoBbl MPHUHLMIIBI  TUIOJOTHHM  JIUTEPATYPHO-XYJA0KECTBEHHBIX  MOJETeH
OpocTpaHCTBa  (TICHXOJIOTMYECKOE,  pealibHOe  reorpauyeckoe,  TOYEUHOE
3aMKHYTO€/OTKPBITOE HE3aMKHYTOE, (paHTacTUUECKOe, KOCMUYECKOe, coltnainbHoe)? B
YeM 3aKTI0UaeTCs Crieu(pHKa TUTEPaTyPHO-XYI0KECTBEHHOTO BPEMEHH?

20. PackpoiiTe OCHOBHBIE TTPOOJIEMBI U3yUEHUS SMOTUBHON CEMAaHTHKH TEKCTA.

21. KakoBo coaepkaHWE TEPMHUHOB  <OMOIHS», «IMOTHBHAs  CEMaHTHKA,
«AMOTUBHOCTBY», «IMOLIMOHAIbHAS KAPTUHA MUPa»?

22. Yto Takoe YMOTUBHOE MIPOCTPAHCTBO TEKCTA M KAKOBA €0 CTPYKTypa?

23.Yto Takoe SMOIMOHAIbHAS TOHAJIBLHOCTh U MOJAIBHOCTh TEKCTa, M KaKOB
XapakTep UX COOTHOCUTEIBHOCTH?

24.B ueMm 3aKIIOYaeTcs SMOILMOHAIBLHO-OIICHOYHAS! TO3MIMS aBTOpAa W KAKOBBI
CpEIICTBA €€ BBIPAKEHUSA?

25. KakoBbI 0COOEHHOCTH IMOTHUBHBIX CMBICIIOB B CTPYKTYpe 0Opa3a aBropa’?

26. ChopmynupyiiTe acrmeKThl H3ydeHHs] WICHHMMOCTH TeKcTa. B dem cocrout
CYLIHOCTb CTPYKTYPHO-CMBICIIOBOTO WIEHEHHSI TEKCTA?

27. OxapakTepr3yiTe OCHOBHBIC KOMITO3UITMOHHO-PEYEBEIC ()OPMBI, yUACTBYIOIITUC B
KOHTEKCTHOBapUATUBHOM UYJICHEHUU TEKCTA.

28. [lokaxxure  OCOOCHHOCTM  WM3YYCHHS  XYyJIOKECTBEHHOTO  TEKCTa B
KOMMYHHUKAaTUBHOM aCIIEKTE.

29. PackpoiiTe MOHATHE JTUHTBUCTHYECKON TOMUHAHTHI XY/I0’KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTA.

30. HazoBute u oxapakTepusyiite (QYHKIUM €IWHUI] PEYEBOM  CTPYKTYpbI
XYJI0°)KECTBEHHOT'O TEKCTA.

31. laiire ompeneneHue KIIOYEBOIO CIIOBA B  JIGKCHKO-CMBICJIOBOM CHUCTEME
XYJI0°)KECTBEHHOT'O TEKCTA.

32. JIMHrBUCTHKA TEKCTa KaK Hay4Hasi 00JIACTh S3bIKO3HAHMUSI.

33. [lonsiTue o Tekcre.

34. MeToapl cceTIOBaHHS TEKCTA.

35. OWITOIOTHYECKHIA aHAITN3 TEKCTA.

36. JIMHrBUCTUYECKHUI aHAIIN3 TEKCTA.

37. I1lapaMeTpbl TUHTBUCTHYECKOTO aHAJIN3a TEKCTA.

38. Ctunuctuieckast XapakTepUCTHKA.

39. TekcT Kak 3aKOHYEHHOE MH(POPMAITMOHHOE U CTPYKTYPHOE I1EJIOE.

40. EquHuie TeKCTA.

41. YpoBHU CBSI3HOCTH TEKCTA.

42. TTonHbIM CHHTAKCHYECKUI aHAIN3 TEKCTA.

43. MopdotornuecKkuii aHaIu3.

44. TTonHblil TMHTBUCTUYECKUI aHAITU3 TEKCTA.

45. TlpeanepeBoIueCKUi aHaTU3 TEKCTA.

46. OcoOeHHOCTH XYH0KECTBEHHOTO TeKcTa. OCHOBHBIE ACHEKThl M3YyUEHHs 3THUX
TEKCTOB.

47. DKCTpAIMHIBUCTUYECKHE NTApaMETPhI TEKCTA.

48. TekcT U KyabpTypa.

49. YKanpoBo-cTUiIEBast OpraHU3aIUs TEKCTA.

50. ba3zoBbie KaTeropuu U CBOMCTBA TEKCTA.

51. Opranuzanus Tekcra (CTpyKTypHast, KOMMYHUKATUBHAS).



52. AHanu3 peyeBoi CTPYKTYpPbI XyA0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTA.

53. AHanu3 napaauHTBUCTHYECKHUX CPEJICTB XYA0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa.

54. ANropyT™M KOMILIEKCHOTO JIMHIBHCTUYECKOTO aHAIN3a Xy 10’KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTA.
55. TlonsiTHs TEKCTa U AUCKYpCa, UX BUIBL, 3aBUCUMOCTD OT (JOPMBI PEUH.

56. Vcropust ¥ CTAaHOBJICHUE JIMHTBUCTUKHU TEKCTA.

57. OCHOBHBIE ITPU3HAKHU TEKCTA.

58. CBs3HOCTH CEMaHTHYECKas M CBA3HOCTh CTPYKTYpHas (KOT€pEHTHOCTb U
KOTe3us).

59. MukpoTema 1 MakpoTeMa TEKCTa.

60. Buapl uabopManuy 1 poiib (haTHIECKUX CPEICTB.

61. OcHOBHbIE OCOOCHHOCTH XYyJIO)KECTBEHHOIO TEKCTa, €ro OTIMYHhE OT
HEXYJ10’)KECTBEHHOM MPO3BI.

62. [IpyHIIUITEI OpTaHK3AIMU TIOATUYECKOTO U MPO3aUYECKOTO TEKCTA.

63. CooTHOIIIEHHE TIOA3UH U TTPO3BI.

64. JIuarBucTHKA TEKCTA U JIMHTBOTIO3THKA.

65. Pasrpanndenne MexIy MOITHUECKUM SI3bIKOM M TO3TUYECKOW Pedbio B paboTax
B.B. Bunorpanosa, I'. Bunokypa, P. flko6coHa u Jip. U ux JanbHeiiiee pa3BUTHE B
COBPEMEHHOM JIMHIBUCTHUKE.

66. BrlpasuTenpHBIE CpeICcTBa W CpeACTBAa BO3JCHCTBUS Ha  ajpecara:
CHHTaKCHUYECKHI TapajUleNin3M, YTOUYHSIOMKE OOOpOTHI, MapUeUusI, pPoJib
PUTOPUUYECKON KAaTErOpUU pasroBOPHOCTH, KOMMYHHUKATUBHON KaTETOPUU UYKIIOCTH,
TPOIOB, PUTOPUUECKUX (UTYD, MPEIEICHTHBIX (PEHOMEHOB, UCIIOIL30BAHHUE JIMYHBIX
MMEH KaK HapHIIaTeIIbHBIX.

67. Opranu3zanus TeKCTa: 3arojoBOK, Bpe3Ka, Hauaso, pa3BUTHE, KOHIIOBKA, a03aIiHoe
YJICHEHUE MHUCbMEHHBIX TEKCTOB, POJb TMOPSAIKA CIOB M aKTyaJIbHOTO YJICHEHUS
NPEATIOKEHUSI.

68. I'paMmaTrdeckue cpecTBa CBI3HOCTH BHYTPH TEKCTa: MOJAILHBIE CIIOBA, BHIIO-
BpPEMEHHAsi COOTHECEHHOCThb, IIeTHAsl CBs3b, aHadopuyeckas W Katadopudeckas
CBSI3b.

69. Tema u pema. PeTpocnekiys ¥ MpOCHEKIUS B TEKCTE.

70. AHamm3 TEKCTOB C TOUYKM 3PEHHUS BBIIBICHHS WX COOTBETCTBUS IIENTH, POJH
3aroJIOBKa, a03aIlHOTO YICHEHWs, BBIACTICHUS CPEACTB KOTE3WH M BO3JCHCTBHS Ha
azpecara u T.JI.

I[OHOJIHI/ITGJ'H)HBIG MaTCpUaJIbl JJIA TCKYHIICTO U ITPOMCIKYTOYHOT'O KOHTPOJIA:

PRACTICAL PART

INTEGRATON OF THE TEXT BY COMPONENTS
1.1. UNITS OF PHONETIC LEVEL
The phoneme is defined as the unit without its own meaning, but as sign-
distinctor. The second function of the phoneme (participation in the expression of
the content) is obvious in the text. We define primary (based on imitation — crack,
whisper, hiss) and secondary sound-symbolism (correspondence of sounding and
meaning). For example:



The Raven
Once upon a midnight dreary, whilel pondered, weak and weary,
Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore -
While | nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping,

As of some one gently rapping,rapping at my chamber door.

"This some visitor," | muttered, "tapping at my chamber door -
Only this, and nothing more."

And the silken sad uncertain rustling of each purple curtain
Thrilled me - filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before;
So that now, to still the beating of my heart, | stood repeating;

"This some visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door -

Some late visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door; -

This it is, and nothing more."

And the Raven never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting,
On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door;

And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon’s that is dreaming,
And the lamp-light o'er him streaming throws his shadow on the floor;
And my soul form out that shadow that lies floating on the floor
Shall be lifted - nevermore!

To create the atmosphere units of different levels are taken. The poet uses
the objects of the world, which cause the idea of loneliness: vainly | had sought to
borrow / From my books surcease of sorrow - sorrow for the lost Lenore; Thrilled
me - filled me with fantastic terrors / while | pondered, weak and weary
...Repetition of the same sounds and complexes plays a great role inthe creation of
the atmosphere (-st, -ist, -ear, -eas, -ap). Sound-meaning correlations are of three
types: lexical, kinesthetical and acoustical. Lexical associations are based on
similarity of sounding of words, which belong to the same thematic class: dreary,
weary, weak. If we compare the meaning, occasional (contexual) synonymy is
defined: dreary - dismal, gloomy, dull; weak - wanting in strength or power,
fragile, easy broken; weary - tired,dispirited, with energy abated.

Kinesthetical associations appear as the result of close articulate feelings:
And the Raven never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting, On the pallid bust
ofPallas just above my chamber door; And his eyes have all the seeming of a
demon's that is dreaming.

Acoustic associations are caused by physical characteristics of the sound and
are connected with sound-imitation: And the silken sad uncertain rustling ofeach
purple curtain / As of some one gently rapping, rapping at mychamber door /
tapping at my chamber door (illusion of slight knock and rustle).

In this piece the associative meaning of the sounds creates the image of a
room filled with whisper, noise. One of the phenomena of the sound-structure is
paronimous attraction (the words which correlate in sounding and morphs: dreary,
weary; tapping, rapping; thrilled, filled;flirt, flutter, still, sitting ...Here the refrain
is based on the combination of the vowel (0) and the consonant (r).



1.2. UNITS OF LEXICAL LEVEL

Additional meanings, not fixed in the dictionary, is the result of text
incorporation.

For example:

| remember on one of the schooners | had | was taking a parcel of labour to
Samoa from the New Hebrides and we got caught in a hurricane. | told them
savages to pop over the side pretty damn quick, and | put out to sea and for three
days | never closed my eyes. Lost our sails, lost our mainmast, lost our boats.
Rough weather! Don't talk to me about rough weather, young fellow.

Give him a tot of rum, George. If he's a sailor-man he don't want that
stinking whisky of yours (S. Maugham).

Vulgarisms: he don't want that stinking whisky of yours, | told them savages
to pop over the side pretty damn quick transfer a definite information about a
person — the image of an old rude sailor.

In the following example the words, neutral in the system and in the sphere
of common usage, characterize a person:

He (Soames) didn't believe a word of it, on the other hand, it was a form of
insurance which could not safely be neglected, in case there might be something in
it after all.

Too fond of her. He was like a man uninsured, with his ship at sea.

Fleur longing for Jon and despair made Soames regret one cannot insure
happiness from going down.

Why couldn't one put happiness into Local Loans, gild its edges,insure it
against
going down (J. Galsworthy).

Repetition of the words insure, insuranceused usually in papers creates the
image of Soame’s . Even thinking about his daughter he uses these terms.

Sometimes we don’t come across the divergence of meaning. On the
contrary the realization of co-meanings is realized on the background of the main
meaning For example, slang and dialect which are used by MikleMont (slang) and
Bicket (dialect) in “The White Monkey” by J. Galsworthy. Cockney (dialect) is a
signal of class organization of the society, rooted in education. Slang here (Monte)
is a signal of independence, non-conformism of the youth.

Sorry, Bickett, Mr. Desert has been in, but it's no go. - No, sir?

Keep your pecker up (slang),you'll get something. - I'm afryde (cockney)
not, sir. Well, thank you very ‘eartily(cockney)and | thank Mr.Desert (J.
Galsworthy)

1.3. UNITS OF MORPHOLOGICAL LEVEL
On the morphological level the influence ofintegral relations can be found
dealing with articles, pronouns and Tense forms. For example:
The storm broke over the house. Rain fell in dark diagonals across the
summer lawn. An abrupt wing bent willow trees,tore sumac, shook elms. (G.
Vidal)



The abstract opens the novel, but the usage of the definite article creates the
illusion
of continuation. Besides, one of the main functions of the pronoun is the role of
substitute.

2. OVERPHRASAL UNITY (COMPLEX SYNTACTICAL UNITY)

Over phrasal unity (OPU) is the main unit of the text. It includes a fragment
of the text, which is characterized by semantic and functional completion, close
logical, grammatical and lexical cohesion. It can include more than one sentence.
The main criterion here is semantic, but all traits should be taken into account
when identifying OPU: semantic, logical, syntactical, rhythmical, emotional,
pragmatic, the intuition of the author.

OPU can include not only a monologue, but a dialogue. Comparing OPU
and the indentation we can state that these two units can coincide but the yare not
the same.

How to be an alien

| believe, without undue modesty, that | have certain qualifications to write
on "how to be an alien". I am an alien myself. What is more, | have been an alien
all my life. Only during the first twenty-six years of my life | was not aware of this
plain fact. | was living in my own country, a country full of aliens, and | noticed
nothing particular or irregular about myself; then | came to England, and you can
imagine my painful surprise. (J. Mikesh)

The first OPU is introductive. It introduces the whole theme of the text — the
egocentrism of Englishmen. Through antithesis Englishmen/not-Englishmen is the
main in the semantics on the text. The first sentence | believe, without undue
modesty, that I have certain qualifications to write on "how to be an alien” has the
thesis. Then we see synthesis | am an alien myself, and, at last, the antithesis opens
the next OPU, connected with the first one by logical, semantic, grammatical,
lexical means. It is introduced with the help of the conjunction only. The end of the
second OPU coincides with the end of the indentation. It develops the theme.

As for the means of cohesion, all three sentences in the first OPU are
connected by semantic - logical cohesion and represent the development of the
thesis. When two OPU coincide cohesion weakens. Transmission of snobbery is
obvious on the lexical level. The semantic centre is the key word alien. In the
fragment we come across situational rapprochement of the word with the following
words: foreigner, particular, irregular. The content of the text is reflected in the
title of the text. Conjunctions then, and can be considered connectors between the
sentences.

2.1. TASK 1. IDENTIFY AND ANALYZE OPU
IN THE FOLLOWING TEXT FRAGMENTS. DWELL ON
INCORPORATION ON DIFFERENT LEVELS

1) It was a shame and bad taste to be an alien, and it is no use pretending
otherwise. There is no way out of it. A criminal may improve and become a decent
member of society. A foreigner cannot improve. Once a foreigner, always a
foreigner.



There is no way out for him. He may become British; he can never become
English.

So it is better to reconcile yourself to the sorrowful reality. There are some
noble English people who might forgive you. There are some magnanimous souls
who realize that it is not your fault, only your misfortune. They will treat you with
condescension, understanding and sympathy. They will invite you to their homes.
Just as they keep lap-dogs and other pets, they are quite prepared to keep a few
foreigners. (J. Mikesh)

2) When Lord Henry entered the room, he found his uncle sitting in a rough
shooting car, smoking a cheroot and grumbling over The Times. “Well, Harry,”
said the old gentleman, “what brings you out soearly? I thought you dandies never
got up till two, and were not visible till five.”

“Pure family affection, I assure you, Uncle George. I want to get something
out of you.” “Money, I suppose,” said Lord Fermor, making a wry face. “Well, sit
down and tell me all about it. Young people, nowadays, imagine that money is
everything.” (O. Wilde)

3) Once you have been remembering — isn’t this so? — one image springs
another; they run through your head in all directions, scampering animals flushed
from coverts. Memory’s not a reel, not a film you can run backwards and forwards
at will: 1t’s that flash of startled fur, the slither of silk between the fingers, the
duplicated texture of hair or bone. It’s an image blurring, caught on the move: as if
in one of my family snapshots, taken before cameras got so foolproof that any fool
could capture the moment.

| remember this.

| am six years old, and | have been ill. After this illness I am returning to
school. It is a spring morning, water gurgling in the gutters, a keen wind. | am still
shaky, unused to going out, and I have to hold tight to my mother’s hand as she
leads me through the school gate (H. Mantel).

4) Margaret went home so painfully occupied with what she had heard and
seen that she hardly knew how to rouse herself up to the duties which awaited her;
the necessity for keeping up a constant flow of cheerful conversation for her
mother, who now when she was unable to go out, always looked to Margaret’s
return from the shortest walk as bringing in some news.

“And can your factory friend come on Thursday to see you dressed?”

“She was so ill I never thought of asking her,” said Margaret dolefully (E.
Gaskell).

5) “Mother, mother, I am so happy!” whispered the girl, burying her face in
the lap of the faded, tired-looking woman who, with back turned to the shrill
intrusive light, was sitting in the one arm-chair that their dingy sitting-room
contained. “I am so happy!” she repeated, “and you must be happy too!”

Mr. Vane winced, and put her thin bismuth whitened hands on her
daughter’s head. “Happy!” she echoed. “I am only happy, Sybil, when I see you
act. You mustn’t think of anything but your acting. Mr. Isaacs has been very good
to us, and we owe him money.” (O. Wilde)



6) | found Niall the year before our O-Levels, at our town’s central library
down by the market-place. The boys from the local Catholic grammar school
congregated there in the early evening, when they were not at their various games
practices, and scuffed up the pages of the encyclopedias while they covertly
scrutinized the girls who came and went. | got into the habit of dropping into the
library on my way home; there was nothing in the school rules to prohibit hanging
around in a reference section. I can’t have cut much of a figure, with my velour hat
like an inverted dish on my head, but we must suppose that | inspired in Niall a
wish to see me otherwise (H. Mantel).

7) Dorian started, and peered round. “This will do, he answered, and having
got out hastily, and given the driver the extra fare he had promised him, he walked
quickly in the direction of the quay. Here and there a lantern gleamed at the stern
of some huge merchant-man. The light shook and splintered in the puddles. A red
glare came from an out ward-bound steamer that was coaling. The slimy pavement
looked like a wet mackintosh.

He hurried on towards the left, glancing back now and then to see if he was
being followed. In about seven or eight minutes he reached a small shabby house,
that was wedged in between two gaunt factories. In one of the top-windows stood a
lamp. He stopped and gave a peculiar knock (O. Wilde).

8) “I am very selfish,” said she; “but it will not be for long. ”Frederick bent
down and kissed the feeble hand that imprisoned him. This state of tranquility
could not endure for many hours; so Dr. Donaldson assured Margaret. After the
kind doctor had gone away, she stole down to Frederick, who, during the visit, had
been adjured to remain quietly concealed in the back parlor, usually Dixon’s
bedroom, but now given up to him (E. Gaskell).

9) Margaret did not refuse to go, though she was loth to leave her father
alone. She needed the relief of solitude after a day of busy thinking, and busier
repenting. But she seemed much as usual the next day; the lingering gravity and
sadness, and the occasional absence of mind, were not unnatural symptoms in the
early day of grief. And almost in proportion to her re-establishment in health was
her father’s relapse into his abstracted musings upon the wife he had lost, and the
past era in his life that was closed to him for ever (E. Gaskell).

10) Robin tossed her head scornfully. She was disappointed, having
glimpsed the possibility of returning from this expedition into the cultural heart of
darkness with some creditable achievement to report to Charles and Penny Black.
Wilcox turned on some lights above the board table on the other side of the room.
He went to the window, where the daylight was already fading, and looked out
between the vertical louvers of the blind. “It’s snowing again. Maybe you should
be on your way. The roads will be difficult.” “It’s only half past two,” said Robin.
“I thought I was supposed to stay with you all day.” (D. Lodge)

3. TEXT DIVISION
Nowadays there are several kinds of text division in modern linguistics. The
main types are the following:



1) linear and non-linear. If the linear type of narration prevails the division
can be considered objective and the events (actions) are represented in successive
order.

For example:

It was the middle of Friday morning. The sun shone gold-brown on the expanse of
parquet floor.

The furniture was to be delivered during the course of the following week, some on
Monday, some on Thursday. The English nurse was to arrive on Monday morning
(M. Spark). If the author according to his own image of the world strikes out some
important facts, the division of the text can be considered subjective or non-linear.

For example:

The baby was asleep, tucked into a white pillow. She had laid it on the floor in the
big drawing room. The house was very still.

The door of the room started to shift open as if moved by a slight breeze.
She started walking across the room to close it properly. But in lumbered tall red-
faced Billy O'Brien, her husband's oldest friend. How had he got into the flat? This
man irritated her cropping up as he did. But then she was relieved to see him for
the sale of the news he might have brought (M. Spark).

2) Composite-speech forms: narration, description, reasoning. In the text we
often come across mixture of the forms. Description reflects contemplative
attitude, it rarely reflects dynamic of action.

Narration — manifestation of man’s ability for abstract thinking, finding
cause effect connections between events.

When | think of all the grey memorials erected in London to equestrian
generals, the heroes of old colonial wars, and to frock-coated politicians who are
even more deeply forgotten, | can find no reason to mock the modest stone that
commemorates Jones on the far side of the international road which he failed to
cross in a country far from home ... (G. Green).

Reasoning reflects dynamic of the plot. Inthe following example reasoning is
followed by description.

Off the screen Annabel looked a puny little thing as in fact she had looked
on the screen until fairly recently. To those who had not first seen her in the new
films or in publicity pictures, she still looked puny, an English girl from
Wakefield, with a peaky face and mousey hair. Billy O'Brien had known her since
she was twenty, that is to say for twelve years. She had then just married his friend
Frederick with whom he had been to a school of drama. (M. Spark).

3) Communicative organization. Structurally OPU consists of Beginning
(introduction), Development and Ending. OPU can be incomplete, in other words it
can consist of only two parts. Beginning is considered complete if five global
categories are mentioned (participant ofthe situation; the action, event, process,
fact; time; place; estimation).

Otherwise if there are less then 5 categories mentioned the Beginning is
reduced. The Ending in its turn can be all-resulted (5categories mentioned) and
partially-resulted.



Every part of OPU can be auto semantic (independent of the previous text)
or sin semantic (closely-connected, dependant on the previous fragment).

For example:

During next week's poker game, Hugo saw that he didn't win too much. He
let himself get caught bluffing several times and deliberately bet into hands that he
knew were stronger than his. There was no sense in being greedy and killing the
goose that laid the golden eggs. Even so, he came out almost $ 2000ahead. Fallon
lost nearly $ 500, so nobody had reason for complaint (B. Shaw).

The Beginning (During next week's poker game, Hugo saw to it that he
didn't win too much) is auto semantic and incomplete, because only 4 categories
are mentioned here: participant of the situation - Hugo; the action — he didn’t win;
time — during next week’s poker game; estimation — too much.

The development is sin semantic, the categories mentioned are revealed and
developed. Cohesion is based on different types of repetition and other means of
cohesion.

The Ending (so nobody had reason for complaint) is sin semantic and
incomplete, because (participant of the sit The type of narration is linear, and the
main type of composite-speech form is narration as well. Also we come across
elements of reasoning inside the text (There was no sense in being greedy and
killing the goose that laid the golden eggs).uation - nobody; the event — had
reason).

3.1. TASK 2

Dwell on text division of the fragment, define the type of narration,
composite-speech forms and communicative organization

1) The telegram was not only unexpected but ominous. That Katherine,
sunk in grief as she was, should leave her house and come to me at that time
seemed almost incredible. I could think of only two things: either that Jim had told
her of the danger in which he stood, or that something had aroused her suspicions
as to Howard's death. In any event her coming was certainly significant, and | am
not ashamed to say that | took a small glass of sherry before | left for the station
(Rinehart).

2) “New Street,” said Mr. Hale. “This, I believe, is the principal street in
Milton. Bell has often spoken to me about it. It was the opening of this street from
a lane into a great thoroughfare, thirty year ago, which has caused his property to
rise so much in value. Mr. Thornton’s mill must be somewhere not very far off, for
he is Mr. Bell’s tenant. But | fancy he dates from his warehouse.” (E. Gaskell)

3) The University clock strikes eleven, its chimes overlapping with the
chimes of other clocks near and far. All over Rimmidge and its environs, people
are at work — or not, as the case may be. Robyn Penrose is making her way to
Lecture Room A, along corridors and down staircases thronged with students
changing classes. They part before her, like waves before the prow of a stately
ship. He smile sat those she recognizes. Some fall in behind her, and follow her to
the lecture theatre, so that she appears to be leading a little procession, a female
Pied Piper (D. Lodge).



4) Niall went to the wash-basin and ran the taps. He bent over it and
splashed water on to his face, reached for the soap and scrubbed. “I had no Idea,”
he said. “That this town was so filthy.” I had ceased to notice, I suppose: the grime
that ran out of my hair when | washed it, the grime that edged white underwear
with grey. | handed him a towel. “You’ve changed,” he said. “London has changed
you. I knew it would.” (H. Mantel).

5) When she got there, she found Bessy lying on the settle, moved close to
the fire, though the day was oppressive. She was laid down quite flat, as if resting
languidly after some paroxysm of pain. Margaret felt sure she ought to have the
greater freedom of breathing which a more sitting posture would procure; and,
without a word, she raised her up, and so arranged the pillows that Bessy was more
at ease, though very languid (E. Gaskell).

6) Brian Evert rope led Robyn a tortuous route through streets lined with
factories, many of them closed down, some displaying “For Sale” or “For Lease”
signs on them, some derelict beyond the hope of restoration, with snow blowing
through their smashed windows. There was not a soul to be seen on the pavements
(D. Lodge).

7) It was on the ninth of November, the eve of his own twenty-eighth
birthday, as he often remembered afterwards. He was walking home about eleven
o’clock from Lord Henry’s, where he had been dining, and was wrapped in heavy
furs, as the night was cold and foggy. At the corner of Grosvenor Square and South
Audrey Street a man passed him in the mist, walking very fast, and with the collar
of his grey ulster turned up. He had a bag in his hand. Dorian recognized him. It
was Basil Hallward. A strange sense of fear, for which he could not account, came
over him. He made no sign of recognition, and went on quickly in the direction of
his own house (O. Wilde).

8) It was that night, on our way home, Karina and | began to talk about the
entrance exam. All day we had preserved a silence, a no man’s land between us;
partly tact, partly squeamishness. “What did you pick for the home of a badger?”
Karina said.

“Set.”

“Oh, right. What did you pick for the female type of sheep?”

“Ewe.” (H. Mantel)

9) Just as Margaret had exhausted her last subject of conversation that could
hardly be called which consisted of so few and such short speeches — her father
came in, and, with his pleasant gentlemanly courteousness of apology, reinstated
his name and family in Mr. Thornton’s good opinion. Mr. Hale and his visitor had
a good deal to say respecting their mutual friend, Mr. Bell; and Margaret, glad that
her part of entertaining the visitor was over, went to the window to try and make
herself more familiar with the strange aspect of the street (E. Gaskell).

10) He was not disappointed. When he knocked on the door of her room at
the appointed time, she appeared at the threshold wearing a dress he had never seen
before, something silky and filmy and swirling, in a mute pattern of brown, blue
and green, with different shoes and different earrings, and a different handbag,
from the ones she’d worn earlier that day.



‘You look wonderful,” he said (D. Lodge).

4. ACTUAL DIVISION OF THE TEXT
4.1. ACTUAL DIVISION OF THE SENTENCE

Actual division is possible in the process of communication. Analyzing
communicative organization of the utterance, the sentence is commonly divided
into initial information (Theme — T) and new information, in other words what is
stated in the utterance (Rheme — R). Theme is connected with the previous text and
can be understood from the context. Based on the idea two zones are defined —
thematic and rhematic, where but for Theme and Rheme secondary words called
dilators are included. For example:

A girl (R) entered the room (T).

In some cases an additionalzone (diffusive) is defined. It can be situated
after T, between T and R, after R. For example:

And the birds (T), flying sadly (D), don’t feel pity about anything (R).The
Theme of diarrheic utterance (the utterance with two zones) can be explicit out of
the limits of the sentence, for example:

Alone (T) ... Standing near the tree (R). The way is free. Second
rhematization can be identified when some parts of the utterance are put out of the
limits of the utterance. These parts could be compared to the second rheme,
developing the meaning of the first one. For example:

| was born later(R). In June(R). In 1945(R).

4.2. TASK 3

Dwell upon the actual division of the sentences

1) | cannot allow the examination to be held if one of the papers has been
tampered with.

2) He heard her singing in her snatchy fashion.

3) I must take some definite actions tonight.

4) It was Mr. Eccles I particularly wanted to see.

5) For me to get up early was something like a deed.

6) Again he wasn't sure - rather vague, the whole thing.

7) The exterior of the building was a masterpiece of architecture, elegant and

graceful.

8) Why not walk down tothe village after tea?

9) With a little flash of triumph, she lifted a pair of pearl ear-rings from the
small box.

10) Mary, light a fire, quickly.

11) I’d like to know whatyou think of her. Go and see Dr. Rose first.

12) Why not walk down to the village after tea?

13) Suppose you fetch your bricks and build a nice house, or an engine.

14) Mr. Smith, if ever you put forward your full powers, | implore you to do
SO Now.

15) Can the leopard change his spots?



1) Dwell upon the actual division of the dicteme

1. "In that case, your Grace, since you have yourself stated that any
unhappiness in your married life was caused by his presence, | would suggest that
you make such amends as you can to the Duchess, and that you try to resume those
relations which have been so unhappily interrupted." "That also | have arranged."

2. Aunt Ada was silent until Tuppence had gone out of the door with Miss
Packard and Tommy followed her. "Come back, you," said Aunt Ada, raising her
voice. | know you perfectly. You're Thomas." (A. Christie)

3. Desperately you want something to do to amuse yourself so you try on
some public character and see what it feels like when you are it (A. Christie).

4. "I would strongly advise you, Mr. Worthing, to try and acquire some
relations as soon as possible, and to make a definite effort to produce at any rate
one parent, of either sex, before season is quite over.” (O. Wilde)

5. "Would you please remain in the room? Stand over there near the
bedroom door. Now, Soames, | am going to ask you to have the great kindness to
go up to the room of young Gilchrist, and to ask him to step down into yours". (C.
Doyle)

6. "We can be perfectly frank with each other. We want to know, Mr.
Gilchrist, how you, an honorable man, ever came to commit such an action as that
of yesterday?" (C. Doyle)

7. “You don’t want to go mixing yourself up in things that are no business
of yours — “There’s noting to be mixed up in according to you.” said Tuppence. So
you needn’t worry at all.” (A. Christie)

8. “And there are people who are terribly unhappy, who can’t help being
unhappy. But what else is one to do, Tommy?”” “What can anyone do except be as
careful as possible.” (A. Christie)

9. “The Duke is greatly agitated — and as to me, you have seen yourself the
state of nervous prostration to which the suspense and the responsibility have
reduced me.” (C. Doyle)

10. That night I dreamt of the food | used to eat when | was three years old,
when my grandmother was alive: food with the tint and the perfume of living flesh
and skin. | dreamt of the rich dark smell of nutmeg that rose from rice pudding, the
straw-colored sweetness of long-backed milk: of sponge rich as egg-yolk, and the
trembling speckled surface of backed custard (H. Mantel).

2) Dwell upon the actual division of the text. Divide them into OPU if
necessary

1) "l am taking care of myself", he said, "so you must not trouble; I passed
the whole of yesterday afternoon in idleness, leaning back in that comfortable chair
you gave me, and scribbling nonsense on a sheet of paper. No, no; | will not
overdo my work; | shall be well enough in a week or two, depend upon it." Yet in
spite of his assurances | could see that he grew no better but rather worse; he
would enter the drawing room with a face all miserably wrinkled and despondent
... (Nachan).

2) The next day the ghost was very weak and tired. The terrible excitement
of the last four weeks was beginning to have its effect. His nerves were completely



shattered, and he started at the slightest noise. For five days he kept his room, and
at last made up his mind to give up the point of the bloodstain on the library floor.
Of the Otis family didn’t want it, they clearly didn’t deserve it. They were
evidently people on a low, material plane of existence, and quite incapable of
appreciating the symbolic value of sensuous phenomena (O. Wilde).

3) "l am going to give you an impersonal estimate of your abilities, Pleiss.
You're slow, you have a miserable pair of hands ... And you get fooled on plays
that would have made a high school cheer leader roar with laughter in 1910. Have |
left out anything?" "Not that | can think of, sir”, Hugo said. "With all that" the
coach went on, "you have saved three games in a row for us. You make a mockery
out of the holy sport of football, but you have saved three games in a row for us

4) Harris said he thought it would be humpy. He said he knew the sort of
place I meant; where everybody went to bed at eight o’clock, and you couldn't get
a Referee for love or money, and had to walk ten miles to get your baccy. "No,"
said Harris, "if you want rest and change, and can't beat a sea trip." | objected to
the sea trip strongly. A sea trip does you goodwhen you are going to have a couple
of months of it, but, for a week, it is wicked (J .K. Jerome).

5) He could hear nothing but the drip, drip on the threadbare carpet. He
opened the door and went out on the landing. The house was absolutely quiet. No
one was about. For a few seconds he stood bending over the balustrade, and
peering down into the black seething well of darkness. Then he took out the key
and return to the room, locking himself in as he did so (O. Wilde).

6) "What we want is rest,” said George. The overstrain upon our brains has
produced a general depression throughout the system. Change of scene and
absence of the necessity for thought, will restore the mental equilibrium.” George
has a cousin, who is usually described in the charge-sheet as a medical student, so
that he naturally has a somewhat family-physicianary way of putting things (J. K.
Jerome).

7) There was a hairdressing-room up on the sixth floor, with wash-basins
and hand-held showers over them. Some of us used to go up there and
experimentally dye our hair with solutions that called themselves “shampoo in,
shampoo out”. They didn’t, of cause, and one day in the seventh’s week of term,
by some accident of mistiming and absent mindedness, I colored my hair a flaming
red. What | had been after was a discreet enhancement of my moth-wing tufts:
when | looked in the mirror | was appalled, but secretly gratified. A frail wisp crept
in, a sad little scholar who missed her straw hat; an incendiary woman swept out
(H. Mantel).

8) After the meeting had dispersed, Vic found Robyn sitting in his office,
reading a book.

“Thanks for getting rid of the girl,” he said. “Know her, do you?”

“She is one of my students,” said Robyn. She has no grant and her parents won’t
pay for her maintenance, so she has to work.”

“You call that work?”



“I disapprove of its sexist aspects naturally. But it’s quite well-paid, and it doesn’t
take up too much of her time...” (D. Lodge)
5. TEXT COHESION

All components of the text must be connected with each other and the
content as well. Intratexual means of cohesion must be found on semantic,
grammatical and pragmatic levels.

5.1. LOGIC AND SEMANTIC MEANS OF COHESION

These means are based on different types of repetition, which can be distant
and contact, complete and partial.

1. Repetition of the words with the same root, with less changes of semantics
but with possible positional changes.

a) Exact (complete) repetition — when the same form of the word (with the
same root) is repeated. This type of repetition can be complicated by
intensifications (adjectival and adverbial in character), which can show the grade
of the indication (so, very...).

b) Paradigmatic repetition — repeated words have the same root but changes
of grammatical form of the word take place.

c) Derivative repetition — repetition contains derivatives of the word.

2. Lexical, semantical and positional repetitions

a) Synonymous repetition — this type of repetition can be used as the means
of phrase connection, it can lead to variety of nominations and expressiveness of
the text. Synonyms sometimes can be contexual, which means that the words can
be considered synonyms only in this context (in other cases they are not
synonyms).

b) Antonymous repetition, which can be used not only as the means of
cohesion, but as expressive means. It is often used to stress contradictions in
psychological condition of a person.

¢) Hyponymous (gender-aspectual) repetition, which is based on
rapprochement of the words of the same class, which are in gender-aspectual
relations. Usually two types of word can be found here — hyperonym (a word with
a general meaning) and hyponyms (words with narrow meaning). We can
sometimes come across hyperonyms expressed by all, somebody, ect ...

d) Homonymous and neohomonymous repetition

But for homonyms we can use homoforms (different types of speech with
the same sounding). Sometimes a word can correspond in sounding even with a
sentence. Homonymous repetition can consist of interlinguistic homonyms (words
of different languages have the same sounding but different meaning).
Homographs, which have the same writing but different sounding (different stress,
for instance), are played up in the limits of this type of repetition.

e) Paronymous repetition — repetition of the words with similar sounding but
different meaning (the words havethe same root but different affixes, for instance).
Here the words must belong to the same part of speech.

f) Universal logical and semantic relations as the means of cohesion. The
main means hare are conjunctions, which are repeated in the text.



g) Thematic (semantic) repetition — the words used must have common sems
(really or potentially).

5.2. GRAMMATICAL MEANS OF COHESION

The basis of this type — repetition of grammatical semantics, grammatical
agreement of word-forms and syntactic constructions.

a. Agreement of grammatical semantics (sequence of Tenses and aspect).
For instance, existence of the dominant time.

b. Adverbial participle.

c. Syntactic parallelism. But for being a means of cohesion it can serve
stylistic purposes of strengthening the meaning or its gradation. Syntactic
parallelism usually goes with lexical repetition.

d. Incompleteness of syntactic constructions (ellipsis), which can be found
only in the text. It is based on the text in the sphere of content and, that’s why used
separately, they lose their meaning. Such constructions also can be used in every-
day speech, dialogues.

5.3. PRAGMATIC MEANS OF COHESION

These means are based on creative intention of the author, but aren’t limited
by the text. They are hard to identify and are directed to the reader’s cooperation,
his cultural and literal competence.

1) Associative means. Any text is connected with the texts, written before,
historical facts, current events. That’s why creating a text the author programmes
different associations: cultural, social, ect.

2) Figurative means. This means has intratexual character and is revealed
with the help of epithets, metaphors, comparisons, ect. So, let’s dwell on the means
of cohesion in the text fragment: Ten minutes later, with face blanched by terror,
and eyes wild with grief, Lord Arthur Savile rushed from Bentnick House,
crushing his way through the crowd of fur coated footmen that stood round the
large striped awing and seeming not to see or hear anything. The night was bitter
cold, and the gas-lamps round the square flared and flickered in the keen wind; but
his hands were hot fever, and his forehead burned like fire. On and on he went,
almost with the gait of a drunken man. A policeman looked curiously at him as he
passed, and a beggar, who slouched from an archway to ask for alms, grew
frightened, seeing misery greater than his own. Once he stopped under a lamp, and
looked at his hands. He thought he could detect the stain of blood already upon
them, and a faint cry broke from his trembling lips. Murder! That is what the
cheiromantist had seen there. Murder! The very night seemed to know it, and the
desolate wind to howl it in his ears. The dark corners of the streets were full of it. It
grinned at him from the roofs of the houses.

First he came to the Park, whose somber woodland seemed to fascinate him.
He leaned wearily up against the railings, cooling his brow against the wet metal,
and listening to the tremulous silence of the trees. "Murder! Murder!" he kept
repeating, as though iteration could dim the horror of the word. The sound of his
own voice made him shudder, yet he almost hoped that Echo might hear him, and
wake the slumbering city from its dreams. He felt a mad desire to stop the casual
passer-by, and tell him everything. (O. Wilde)



The principal means of cohesion is repetition of different kinds:

1) Logic and semantic:

a) Repetition of the words with the same root: exact repetition - Murder!
That is what the cheiromantist had seen there. Murder!, repetition of the pronouns
he and it (substitution the murder) repetition of the words describing the
background “night”, “dark”, “wind”, “on and on” Also we come across derivative
repetition: passed -passer-by.

b) Synonymous repetition: “with his face blanched with terror”, “the horror
of the word”, “eyes wild with grief”, “seeing misery”; verbs of motion: “rushed,
crashed through, came”; describing the background we see the following
adjectives: dim, dark, somber; contextual synonyms: but his hands were hot fever,
and his forehead burned like fire

¢) Hyponymous (gender-aspectual) repetition: Lord Arthur — he, his; the
murder — it, the word, everything.

d) Thematic (semantic) repetition. The whole piece deals with the
description of the main character’s agitated state of mind after he had learned his
fate. The following lexical units contribute to the thematic unity of the text: face
blanched by terror, eyes wild with grief, rushed, crushing his way, his hands were
hot fever, his forehead burned like fire, the gait of a drunken man, misery, could
detect the stain of blood, a faint cry, trembling lips, desolate wind, learned wearily,
the horror of the world, shudder, a mad desire. Besides the function of connector is
performed by conjunctions: but, and, yet.

2) Grammatical means of cohesion. In the text we come across agreement of
grammatical semantics, which is shown by a dominant tense — Past Simple.
Syntactic parallelism also exists in the text — but for a direct word-order in the
sentence using the same tense we see the construction - with face blanched by
terror, and eyes wild with grief.

3) Pragmatic means of cohesion. A great number of figurative means can be
found here: epithets (bitter cold, keen wind, desolate wind, ect.),comparisons (his
forehead burned like fire, ect.), personification(murder grinned, ect.)

5.4. TASK 5. DWELL ON THE MEANS OFCOHESION IN THE
TEXT FRAGMENT

1) Now, so far as this went, everything fitted in finally and rationally
enough. Valentin had learned by his inquiries that morning that a Father Brown
from Essex was bringing up a silver cross with sapphires, a relic of considerate
value, to show some of the foreign priests at the congress. This undoubtedly was
the "silver with blue stones"; and Father Brown undoubtedly was the little
greenhorn in the train. Now there was nothing wonderful about the fact that what
Valentin had found out Flambeau had also found out; Flambeau found out
everything. Also there was nothing wonderful in the fact that when Flambeau
heard of a sapphire cross he should try to steal it; that was the most natural thing in
all natural history. And most certainly there was nothing wonderful about the fact
that Flambeau should have it all his own way with such a silly sheep as the man
with the umbrella and parcels. He was the sort of man whom anybody could lead



on a string to the North Pole; it was not surprising that an actor like Flambeau,
addressed as another priest, could lead him to Hampstead Health.

So far the crime seemed clear enough; and while the detective pitied the
priest for the helplessness, he almost despised Flambeau for condescending to so
gullible a victim. But when Valentin thought of all that had happened in-between,
of all that had him to his triumph, he racked his brains for the smallest rhyme or
reason in it. What had the stealing of a blue-and-silver cross from a priest from
Essex to do with chucking soup at wall paper? What had it to do with calling nuts
oranges, or with playing for windows first and breaking them afterwards? He had
come to the end of his chase; yet somehow he had missed the middle of it. When
he failed (which was seldom), he had usually grasped the clue, but nevertheless
missed the criminal. Here he had grasped the criminal, but still he could not grasp
the clue (G. K. Chesterton).

2) | had decided that | would have to restrict my food intake severely in the
new term, because it was almost the only head of expenditure | could control. | did
not intend to be caught out again without the carrier’s fee, and have to borrow; |
must re-jig my budget. | will have one luxury, | thought, just one, | will buy myself
a garment; as for my diet, the toast will help, toast in the morning and toast at
night. | can still go to my Labour Club meetings if | can come home and have
toast. It was the butter that had always been problematical. Our rooms at Tonbridge
Hall were maintained at such a ferocious temperature that it dissolve into fat
yellow streams. We had to keep it out on the windowsill, high above the street. |
was putting out the butter one night when | realized that, when | was outside
Tonbridge Hall, I was usually cold. I will knit myself a jumper, | thought.

At first | thought in terms of some serviceable object in dark green, plain as
possible, knit one purl one, easy for me. But then | thought: no, why? Why should
I be bored? I’ll knit a jumper that my mother would have been proud of, if she’d
done it herself: one that would have made her gasp. Since the days of kettle-
holders, | am sure my fingers are nimbler. After all,I now have the expectation of
success. In the new term — as in the old — my essays came back from my tutors
scrawled with approbation. If there had been a medal for, let us say, A Flying Start
in Tort, I’m sure I would have carried it off. My triumphs should have warmed me;
but I could not escape the feeling that my application to texts was a despicable
zealotry, and the others — like — Julianne — achieved the same results with more
grace; | was afraid that my elbows were out, that my hunger showed on my face.
Besides, | missed Niall very much, and while ambition gnawed like a pain behind
my ribs | felt another gnawing too, of loneliness; | felt | was being eaten away
from the inside out. Six weeks, we’d said, six weeks to endure and then he’d visit
me; weeks, then we’d know it was only four to go until Easter (H. Mantel).

3) The two figures that they followed were crawling like black flies across
the huge green contour of a hill. They were evidently sunk in conversation, and
perhaps did not notice where they were going; but they were certainly going to the
wilder and more silent heights of the Health. As their pursuers gained on them, the
latter had to use the undignified attitudes of the deer stalker, to crouch behind
clumps of trees and even to crawl prostrate in deep grass. By these ungainly



ingenuities the hunters even came close enough to the quarry to hear the murmur
of the discussion, but no word "reason" recurring frequently in a high and almost
childish voice.

Once over an abrupt dip of land and a dense tangle of thickets, the detectives
actually lost the two figures they were following. They did not find the trail again
for agonizing ten minutes, and then it led round the brow of a great dome of hill
overlooking an amphitheatre of rich and desolate sunset scenery. Under a tree in
this commanding yet neglected spot was an old ramshackle wooden seat. On this
seat sat the two priests still in serious speech together. The gorgeous green and
gold still clung to the darkening horizon; but the dome above was turning slowly
from peacock-green to peacock-blue; and the stars detached themselves more and
more like solid jewels. Mutely motioning to his followers, Valentin contrived to
creep up behind the big branching tree, and, standing there in deathly silence,
heard the words of the strange priests for the first time. (G. K. Chesterton)

4) My mother was sitting by the fire, poorly in health, and very low in
spirits, looking at it through her tears, and desponding heavily about herself and the
fatherless little stranger, who was already welcomed by some grosses of prophetic
pins, in a drawer upstairs, to a world not at all excited on the subject of his arrival;
my mother, | say, was sitting by the fire, that bright, windy March afternoon, very
timid and sad, and very doubtful of ever coming alive out of the trial that was
before her, when, lifting her eyes as she dried them, to the whole opposite, she saw
a strange lady coming up the garden.

My mother had a sure foreboding at the second glance, that it was Miss
Betsey. The setting sun was glowing on the strange lady, over the garden fence,
and she came walking up to the door with a fell rigidity of figure and composure of
countenance that could have belonged to nobody else. When she reached the
house, she gave another proof of her identity. My father had often hinted that she
seldom conducted herself like any ordinary Christian; and now, instead of ringing
the bell, she came and looked in at that identical window, pressing the end of her
nose against the glass to that extent, that my poor dear mother used to say it
became perfectly flat and white in a moment. She gave my mother such a turn, that
| have always been convinced | am indebted to Miss Betsey for having been born
on a Friday. My mother had left her chair in her agitation, and gone behind it in the
corner. Miss Betsey, looking round the room, slowly and inquiringly, began on the
other side, and carried her eyes on, like a Saracen’s Head in a Dutch Clock, until
they reached my mother. Then she made a frown and a gesture to my mother, like
one who was accustomed to be obeyed to come and open the door. My mother
went (Ch. Dickens),

5) We sat there for half-an-hour, describing to each other our maladies. |
explained to George and Harris how | felt when | got in the morning and William
Harris told us how he felt when he went to bed; and George stood on the hearth-
rug, and gave us a clever and powerful piece of acting, illustrative of how he felt in
the night. George FANCIES he is ill; but there’s not anything really the matter
with him, you know.



At this point, Mrs. Poppet knocked at the door to know if we were ready for
supper. We smiled sadly at one another, and said we supposed we’d better try to
smile a bit. Harris said a little something in one’s stomach often kept the disease in
check; and Mrs. Poppet brought the tray in and we drew up to the table, and toyed
with a little steak and onions, and some rhubarb tart.

| must have been very weak at the time; because | know, after the first half-
hour or so, | seemed to take no interest whatever in my food — an unusual thing for
me — and I didn’t want any cheese. This duty done, we refilled our glasses, lit our
pipes, and resumed the discussion upon our state of health. What it was actually
the matter with us, none of us could be sure of; but the unanimous opinion was that
it — whatever it was — had been brought on by overwork. “What we want is rest,”
said Harris.

“Rest and a complete change,” said George. “The overstrain upon our brains
has produced a general depression throughout the system. Change of scene, and
absence of necessity for thought, will restore the mental equilibrium.”

George has a cousin, who is usually described in the charge-sheet as a
medical student, so that he naturally has a somewhat family-physician way of
putting things. | agreed with George, and suggested that we should seek out some
retired and old-world spot, far from the madding crowd, and dream away a sunny
week among its drowsy lanes — some half-forgotten nook, hidden away by the
fairies, out of reach of the noisy world — some quaint-perched nook on the cliffs of
Time, from whence the surging waves of the nineteenth century would sound far-
off and faint (J. K. Jerome).

6) Julia and Lynette were both wearing boots, as if they might need to
whistle up a horse and make an escape; they exchanged glances that suggested this.
Julia’s were comfortable, scuffed, baggy boots with stacked heels; Lynette’s were
guardsman’s boots, tall and correct and burnished. Lynette wore a sweeping skirt
of indeterminate darkness, and a soft mohair sweater the colourof charcoal; on her
left hand, a huge emerald. She twisted it apologetically about her finger.
“Grandma’s,” she said, “I thought I’d flash it. At our guest, because after all, didn’t
I read she married a millionaire?”

The Secretary of State put forth fingers, and accepted a glass of sherry from
the warden. Her eye was bright and sharp and small; she tilted her head, the better
to see. Her dress was of the shape that is called ageless, and of a length that is
called safe; it was sewn all over with little crystal beads. Her pale hair lay against
her head in doughy curves, like unbaked sausage rolls.

When we came into proximity, Lynette began to laugh politely into her
hand; some of her sherry came out through her nose. “Very nice cocktail dress,”
she spluttered. “My mother had one of those, but she gave it to a charity shop.”
The warden surged up to us, to give us our designated places at table. | felt that
these had been changed, at the last minute. “Miss McBain,” she said, staring hard
at my chest and waving me away to the last place on a wing. “Miss Lipcott ...”
She banished Julia — whose medal bounced over her left breast — to an equally
remote spot.



We took our places. Soup was served — non-standard soup — and rolls which
were hot and definitely not yesterday’s. At our highish table, we didn’t have to
pries out the frozen tiny chippings from their foil; we had butter shaved especially
for us, curled into glass dishes.

Just as the guests were putting down their soup spoons, Sue rose from her
chair, as if it were time for the speeches. She looked wildly up and down the table;
then, holding her napkin to her mouth, she bolted. “Fifi!” Julia cried.

For a micro-second our guest looked up. Lynette smiled down at me from
High Table; 1 nodded, rose and slid unobtrusively into Sue’s place near the
secretary of

State. The warden glanced at me and nodded, as if she believed some breach
in etiquette had been mended (H. Mantel).

7) One night we started for Bradford. Bradford is a tiny village not far from
Nottingham. Nottingham is a very old city. A city is usually a rather large town,
with a cathedral. A cathedral is a large, beautifully decorated church, the chief one
of a Christian Diocese. Diocese is the area under the control of a bishop. A bishop
IS a high-ranking priest in charge of all the churches and priests in a large area. A
bishop can be moved any number of squares from one corner towards the opposite
corner. Poets’ Corner 1s a part of Westminster abbey where many famous English
poets and writers are buried, one of them is Geoffrey Chaucer. Chaucer is best
known for his long poem “The Canterbury tales”. The Archbishop of Canterbury is
the head of the Church of England. In England there are many old cities, one of
them is Nottingham, not far from which is Bradford. We started for Bradford in the
first sentence of this story (J. K. Jerome).

8) When we arrived at the bus-stop near the market place, Susan Millington
was there, standing at the head of the queue. She was in her Holy Redeemer
summer uniform, her striped blazer and boater, and this shocked me slightly;
obviously, some concession of any sort would be made. Susan Millington leant on
her hockey stick, which was turned inwards between her feet. Her hands were bare,
clothed neither in white cotton gloves nor grey woolen gloves; and they were
brown because — as everyone was aware — she had recently returned from a family
holiday in Portugal. “Susan”, I said. “Hello there.”

Susan Millington turned to me her long horse-face. She looked down at me
and moved her lip, as if she were whinnying. Then she tuned away, and spoke to
her companion, and both of them laughed in a long hectic gust of horse-laughter.
Karina pulled at my coat sleeve. “You can’t speak to her! Her dad’s a dentist” Both
of us licked our teeth, as if we were licking blood from them. Denistry was done in
large houses by the park; Mr. Millington’s had strained-glass in the windows and a
laurel hedge. They’d had a bathroom, my mother said, when such things were
undreamt of in this vicinity; they also took shower-baths, because Mr. Millington
believed it was more hygienic. She could dress well, my motherclaimed, on a
quarter of what Mrs. Millington spent in Manchester, at Kendal Milne and in those
madam shops round St Ann’s Square (H. Mantel).

9) Margaret had not expected much pleasure to herself from Mr. Bell’s visit
— she had only looked forward to it on her father’s account; but, when her



godfather came she at once fell into the most natural position of friendship in the
world. He said she had no merit in being what she was, a girl so entirely after her
heart; it was a hereditary power which she had, to walk in and take possession of
his regard; while she, in reply, gave him much credit for being so fresh and young
under his cap and gown.

“Fresh and young in warmth and kindness, I mean. I’m afraid I must own,
that | think your opinions are the oldest and mustiest | have met with this long
time. “

“Hear this daughter of yours, Hale! Her residence in Milton had quite
corrupted her. She’s a democrat, a red republican, a member of the peace society, a
socialist” —

“Papa, it’s all because I’'m standing upfor the progress of commerce. Mr.
Bell would have had it keep still at exchanging wild-beast skins for acorns.”

“No, no. I’ll dig the ground and grow potatoes. And I’d shave the wild-beast
skins and make the wool into broad cloth. Don’t exaggerate, missy. But I’'m tired
of this bustle. Everybody rushing over everybody, in their hurry to get rich.”

“It 1s not every one who can sit comfortably in a set of college rooms, and let
his riches grow without any exertion of his own. No doubt there is many a man
here who would be thankful if his property would increase as yours has done,
without his taking any trouble about it,” said Mr. Hale.

“I don’t believe they would. It’s the bustle and the struggle they like. As for
sitting still, and learning from the past, or shaping cut the future by faithful work
done in a prophetic spirit — why! Pooh! I don’t believe there’s a man in Milton who
knows how to sit still; and it is a great art.”

“Milton people, I suspect, think oxford men don’t know how to move. It
would be a very good thing if they mixed a little more.*

“It might be good for the Miltoners. Many things might be good for them
which would be very disagreeable for other people.”

“Are you not a Milton man yourself?” asked Margaret. “I should have
thought you would have been proud of your town.”

“I confess I don’t see what there is to be proud of. If you’ll only come to
Oxford, Margaret, I will show you a place to glory in.”

“Well!” said Mr. Hale, “Mr. Thornton is coming to drink tea with us to-
night, and he is as proud of Milton as you of Oxford. You two must try and make
each other a little more liberal-minded.”

“I don’t want to be more liberal-minded, thank you”, said Mr. Bell (E.
Gaskell).

6. FINAL ANALIZYZ

Analyze the text, using the following scheme:

1) Identify and analyze OPU in the following text fragments. Dwell on
incorporation on different levels (p. 5)

2) Define the type of narration, composite-speech forms and communicative
organization (p.9)

3) Dwell on the means of cohesion in the text fragment (p. 18)



1) It was 2 p.m. on the afternoon of May 7, 1915. The Lusitania had been
struck by two torpedoes in succession and was sinking rapidly, while the boats
were being launched with all possible speed. The women and children were being
lined up awaiting their turn. Some still clung desperately to their husbands and
fathers; other clutched their children closely totheir breasts. One girl stood alone,
slightly apart from the rest. She was quite young, not more than eighteen. She did
not seem afraid, and her grave, steadfast eyes looked straight ahead.

"I beg your pardon.” A man's voice beside her made her start and turn. She
had noticed the speaker more than once amongst the first-class passengers. There
had been a hint of mystery about him which had appealed to her imagination. He
spoke to no one. If anyone spoke to him he was quick to rebuff the overture. Also
he had a nervous way of looking over his shoulder with a swift, suspicious glance.

She noticed now that he was greatly agitated. There were beads of
perspiration on his brow. He was evidently in a state of overmastering fear. And
yet he did not strike her as the kind of man who would be afraid to meet death! (A.
Christie)

2) Standing on the steps to receive them was an old woman, neatly dressed
in black silk, with a white cap and apron. This was Mrs. Umney, the housekeeper,
whom Mrs. Otis, at Lady Canterville’s earnest request, had consented to keep on in
her former position. She made them each a low courtesy as they alighted, and said
in a quaint, old-fashioned manner. “I bid you welcome to Canterville Chase.”
Following her, they passed through the fine Tudor hall into the library, a long, low
room, paneled in black oak, at the end of which was a large stained-glass window.
Here they found tea laid out for them, and, after taking off their wraps, they sat
down and began to look round, while Mrs. Umney waited for them. Suddenly Mrs.
Otis caught sight of a dull red stain on the floor just by the fireplace and, quite
unconscious of what is really signified, said to Mrs. Umney, “I am afraid
something has been split there.”

“Yes, madam,“ replied the old housekeeper in a low voice, “blood has been
split on that spot.” “How horrid,” cried Mrs. Otis; “I don’t at all care for
bloodstains in a sitting-room. It must be removed at once.” The old woman smiled,
and answered in the same low, mysterious voice, “It is the blood of Lady Eleanore
de Canterville, who was murdered on that very spot by her own husband, Sir
Simon de Canterville, in 1575. Sir Simon survived her nine years, and disappeared
suddenly under very mysterious circumstances. His body has never been
discovered, but his guilty spirit still haunts the Chase.T he bloodstain has been
much admired by tourists and others, and cannot be removed.”

“That is all nonsense,” cried Washington Otis; “Pinkerton’s Champion Stain
Remover and Paragon Detergent will clean it up in no time,” and before a terrified
housekeeper could interfere he had fallen upon his knees, and was rapidly scouring
the floor with a small stick of what looked like a black cosmetic. In a few moments
no trace of the bloodstain could be seen (O. Wilde).

3) “I'm off for the weekend,” Julianne said. “Leave the field clear for you.”
“What, going home?” “Yes.” She was packing a case already; but looking at her
back I sensed reluctance in her. “Don’t feel you must. I mean, you could throw



your mattress in Lynette’s room.” ‘Oh, no. I’d be afraid Karina would roll out of
bed in the middle of the night and fall on me and crush me to death.”

“You could go in with Sue and Claire.” “Oh, God, no! Either it’s a revivalist
meeting, or we’re on the topic of bloody Roger and his many wonders.” She
mimicked Sue’s whine: “We’ve been talking over where we’d like to live, me and
Roger, never too early to see my estate agents ... Of cause, | want a career ...”
Silly bitch. The only career she’ll get is washing her socks in a council flat. “Jule,”
I said, “you’re not taking much for the weekend, are you?” “I’ve got what I need.
I’ve clothes at home.” She usually took something special, when she went back
north; she’d fall in with her old tennis-club set, and they’d go dancing, drive out to
Cheshire restaurants with log fires and prawn cocktails. | thought, is the devious
bitch not going home at all, has she got some secret new man that she’s not telling
me about? | could hardly ask to see her train ticket. Jule snapped shut the clasp of
her white vanity case, fastened the strap. Her expression was joyless, remote.
“Here I go then,” she said, picking up her handbag. “Then at the door — it was quite
unlike her — she hesitated: she swung back towards me and kissed my cheek. “Take
care, Carmel,” she said. “Of course, you always do.” (H. Mantel)

4) No, he had never written about Paris. Not the Paris that he cared about.
But what about the rest that he had never written? What about the ranch and the
silvered gray of the sage brush, the quick, clear water in the irrigation ditches, and
the heavy green of the alfalfa. The trail went up into the hills and the cattle in the
summer were shy as deer. The bawling and the steady noise and slow-moving
mass raising a dust as you brought them in the fall.

And behind the mountains, the clear sharpness of the peak in the evening
light and, riding down along the trail in the moonlight, bright across the valley.
Now he remembered coming down through the timber in the dark holding the
horse’s tail when you could not see and all the stories that he meant to write.

About the half-wit chore boy who was left at the ranch that time and told not
to let any one get and hay, and that old bastard from the Forks who had beaten the
boy when he had worked for him stopping to get some food. The boy refused and
the old man saying he would beat him again. The boy got the rifle from the kitchen
and shot him when he tried to come into the barn and when they came back to the
ranch he’d been dead a week, frozen in the corral, and the dogs had eaten part of
him. But what was left you packed on a shed wrapped in a blanket and roped on
and you go the boy to help you haul it, and the two of you took it out over the road
on skis, and 60 miles down to town to turn the boy over. He having no idea that he
would be arrested. Thinking he had done his duty and that you were his friends and
he would be rewarded. He’d helped to haul the old man in so everybody could
know how bad the old man had been and how he’d tried to steal some food that
didn’t belong to him, and when the sheriff put the hand-cuffs an the boy he
couldn’t believe it. Then he started to cry. That was one story he had saved to
write. He knew at least twenty good stories from out there and he had never written
one. Why? (E. Hemingway)

5) This morning in the newspaper | saw a picture of Julia. She was standing
on the threshold of her house in Highgate, where she receives her patients: a tall



woman, wrapped in some kind of Indian shawl. There was a blur where her face
should be, and yet | noted the confident set of her arms, and I could imagine her
expression: professionally watchful, maternal, with that broad cold smile which |
have known since | was eleven years old. In the foreground, a skeletal teenaged
child tottered towards her, from a limousine parked at the kerb: Miss Linzi Simon,
well-loved family entertainer and junior megastar, victim of the Slimmer’s
Disease. Julia’s therapies, the publicity they have received, have made us aware
that people at any age may decide to starve. Ladies of eighty-five see out their lives
on tea; infants a few hours old turn their head from the bottle and push away the
breast. Just as the people of Africa cannot be kept alive by the bags of grain we
send them, so our own practitioners of starvation cannotbe sustained by bottles and
tubes. They must decide on nourishment, they must choose. Unable to cure famine
— uninterested, perhaps, not everyone has large concerns — Julia treats the children
of the rich, whose malaise is tractable. No doubt her patients go to her toavoid the
grim behaviorists in the private hospitals, where they take away the children’s
toothbrushes and hairbrushes and clothes, and give them back in return for so
many calories ingested. In this way, having broken their spirits, they salvage their
flesh.

| found myself, this morning, staring so hardhat the page that the print
seemed to blur; as if somewhere in the fabric of the paper, somewhere in its weave,
I might find a thread which would lead me through my life, from where | was then
to where I am today. “Psychotherapist Julia Lipcott”, said the caption. Ah, still
Lipcott, | said to myself. Although, of cause, she might have married. As a girl she
wouldn’t change her underwear for a man, so I doubt if she’d change her name (H.
Mantel).

6) Mrs. Hale was curiously amused and interested by the idea of the
Thornton dinner-party. She kept wondering about the details, with something of
the simplicity of a little child, who wants to have all its anticipated pleasure
described beforehand. But the monotonous life led by invalids often makes them
like children, inasmuch, as they have neither of them any sense of proportion in
events, and seem each to believe that the walls and curtains which shut in their
world, and shut out everything else, must of necessity be larger than everything
hidden beyond. Besides, Mrs. Hale had had her vanities as a girl; had perhaps
unduly felt their mortification when she became a poor clergyman’s wife; - they
had been smothered and kept down; but they were not extinct; and she liked to
think of seeing Margaret dressed for a party, and dressed what she should wear,
with an unsettled anxiety that amused Margaret, who had been more accustomed to
society in her one year in Harley street than her mother in five and twenty years in
Helston.

“Then you think you should wear your white silk? Are you sure it will fit?
It’s nearly a year since Edith was married!”

“Oh yes, mamma! Mrs. Murray made it, and it’s sure to be right; it may be
fat or thin. But I don’t think I’ve altered in the least.”

“Hadn’t it better let Dixon see it? It may have yellow with lying by.” “If you
like, mamma. But, if the worst comes to the worst, I’ve a very nice pink gauze



which Aunt Shaw gave me, only two or three months before Edith was married.
That can’t have gone yellow.”

“No! But it may have faded.”

“Well! Then I’ve a green silk. I feel more as if it was the embarrassment of
riches.”

“I wish I knew what you ought to wear,” said Mrs. Hale nervously.

Margaret’s manner changed instantly. “Shall I go and put them one after
another, mama, and then you could see which you liked best?” “But — yes! Perhaps
that will be best.” (E. Gaskell)

7) For some reason or other, the house was crowded that night, and the fat
Jew manager who met them at the door was beaming from ear to ear with an oily,
tremulous smile. He escorted them to their box with a sort of pompous humility,
waving his fat jeweled hands, and talking at the top of his voice. Dorian Grey hated
him more than ever. He felt as if he had come to look for Miranda and had been
met by Calibean. Lord Henry, upon the other hand, rather liked him. At least he
declared he did, and insisted on shaking him by the hand, and assuring him that he
was proud to meet a man who had discovered a real genius and gone bankrupt over
a poet. Hall wart amused himself with watching the faces in the pit. The heat was
terribly oppressive, and the huge sunlight flamed like a monstrous dahlia with
petals of yellow fire.

The youths in the gallery had taken off their coats and waist coats and hung
them over the side. They talked to each their across the theatre, and shared their
oranges with the tawdry girls who sat beside them. Some women were laughing in
the pit. Their voices were horribly shrill and discordant. The sound of the propping
of corks came from the bar.

“What a place to find one’s divinity in!” said Lord Henry.

“Yes!” answered Dorian Grey. “It was here I found her, and she is divine
beyond all living things. When she acts you will forget everything. These common,
rough people, with their coarse faces and brutal stage, become quite different when
she is on the stage. They sit silently and watch her. They weep and laugh as she
wills them to do. She makes them as responsible as a violin. She spiritualizes them,
and one feels that they are of the same flesh and blood as oneself.” “The same flesh
and blood as oneself! Oh, I hope not!” exclaimed Lord Henry, who was scanning
the occupants of the gallery through his opera-glass (O. Wilde).

8) In the first few weeks of term at Ton bridge Hall, we didn’t see as much
of Karina as I’d imagined we would. Sometimes when | was going in to breakfast
she would be leaving, setting off for Euston Square and her college on Mile End
Road. “The mysterious East”, Julianne called it. Karina would grant a good
morning, and I’d say, “Everything all right?” and of cause she wouldn’t reply,
because why should she reply to a question as daft as that? One night Lynette came
to our room, looking defeated and carrying a box of bonbons and candied fruits
from Fortnum and Mason. She popped the box on to our coffee table, sat down on
Julianne’s bed, massaged her tired calves and sighed. “I’ve tried to break the ice,”
she complained. “But Karina, it’s like — oh, go on, let’s have a mixed metaphor —
it’s like pounding my head on a bleed in’ brick wall.”



She finished her sentence with a flourish, a brilliant imitation of Sue’s
peculiar accent. I said, “She has a problem with people.”

“A chip on her shoulder,” Julianne said.

“We know her, you see.”

“What language does she speak?” Lynette asked.

“English.”

‘Yes, but with her parents — what did she talk at home?”

“English.” I explained the situation, so far as I could.

Lynette frowned. She had been looking forward, she said, to trying out a
smattering of this and that, in the cause of making Karina feel more at home. She
had done an exchange year, and her Russian was quite fluent. “I don’t think she is
Russian,” I said. “Her father was frightened of Russians, my mother said. He used
to take precautions against them. “Double locking the door” At one time I’d been
able to come and go freely from Karina’s house, but since her mother had taken ill
that had changed. Her father was a man who never responded to a greeting with
more than a grunt, was now as sociable as a corpse. The gas man and the district
nurse were let in, if it suited him; they could not rely on it. If old habit drove me to
Karina’s door in the morning, I had to stand in the street, while mechanism grated
and clanked and chains were lifted from their grooves; when the door opened a
crack, Karina had skillfully extruded her body on to

Curzon Street without permitting me even a glimpse of the vestibule (H.

Mantel).
“I could not come sooner: the superintendent would — Where is she?” He looked
round the dining-room, and then almost fiercelyat his mother, who was quietly
rearranging the disturbed furniture, and did not instantly reply. “Where isMiss
Hale?”” asked he again.

“Gone home,” said she, rather shortly.

“Gone home!”

“Yes. She was a great deal better. Indeed, I don’t believe it was so very
much of a hurt; only some people faint at the least thing.”

I am sorry she is gone home, “ said he, walking uneasily about. ”’She could
have been fit for it.”

‘She said she was; and Mr. Lowe said she was. I went for him myself.”

“Thank you, mother.” He stopped, and partly held out his hand to give her a
grateful shake. But she didn’t notice the movement.

‘What have you done with your Irish people?”

“Sent to the Dragon for a good meal for them, poor wretches. And then,
luckily, I caught Father Grady, and I’ve asked him in to speak to them, and
dissuade them from going off in a body. How did Miss Hale go home? | am sure
she couldn’t walk.”

“She had a cab. Everything was done properly, even to the paying. Let us
talk of something else. She has caused disturbance enough.”

“I don’t know where I should have been but for her.”

“Are you become so helpless as to have to be defended by a girl?” asked
Mrs.



Thornton scornfully. He reddened. “Not many girls would have taken the
blows on herself which were meant for me; - meant with right down goodwill,
too.”

“A girl in love will do a good deal,” replied Mrs. Thornton shortly.

“Mother!” He made a step forward; stood still; heaved with passion. She was
a little startled at the evident force he used to keep himself calm. She was not sure
of the nature of the emotions she had provoked. It was only their violence that was
clear. Was it anger? His eyes glowed, his figure was dilated, his breath came thick
and fast. It was a mixture of joy, of anger, of pride, of glad surprise, of panting
doubt; but she couldn’t read it (E. Gaskell).



