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ВСТУП

Мета самостійної роботи – набуття студентами необхідних умінь

перекладацької діяльності й автоматизації набутих навичок, отриманих під час

вивчення лексичного запасу на практичних заняттях з основної іноземної мови.

Завдання самостійної роботи: формування та розвиток комунікативних

навичок студентів щодо вільного володіння англійською мовою й аналізу

текстів різних стилів; ознайомлення студентів із засадами фахового

лігвістичного аналізу текстів різних літературних жанрів задля проведення

структурного аналізу тексту; формування навичок фахового розуміння й уміння

визначати головну ідею тексту та виявлення його лексико-граматичних

особливостей, що в подальшому надасть можливість виконувати адекватні

переклади з англійської мови рідною та з рідної мови англійською, розвивати

навички.

Види самостійної роботи: вправи на лексичний аналіз оригінальних

текстів, опрацювання синонімів й антонімів, мовних кліше, які дозволяють

успішно спілкуватися англійською мовою, підготовка усної відповіді на задану

тему або обговорення проблемних питань, написання есе.

Згідно з вимогами освітньо-професійної програми, вивчення навчальної

дисципліни має сприяти набуттю таких компетентностей як:

– Інтегральна: здатність розв’язувати комплексні теоретичні та практичні

завдання і проблеми під час професійної діяльності у галузі перекладу, або у

процесі навчання, що передбачає застосування теорій та методів системи наук,

що формують лінгвістику;

– Загальні, а саме:

ЗК1. Розуміння та власне осмислення основних світоглядних концепцій і

принципів у навчанні і професійній діяльності

ЗК2. Здатність до критичного мислення, аналізу і синтезу

ЗК4. Здатність шукати, обробляти й аналізувати інформацію з різних

джерел
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ЗК5. Здатність зосереджуватись на якості та результаті під час виконання

завдань

ЗК8. Здатність спілкуватися рідною та англійською мовою

ЗК9. Навички міжособистісної взаємодії

ЗК10.Уміння працювати автономно та в команді

– Спеціальні (фахові) компетентності, а саме:

ФК2. Уміння застосовувати фахові знання на практиці

ФК4. Володіння іноземною мовою (англійською та німецькою) на рівні

B2 за шкалою Ради Європи

ФК5. Практичні навички перекладацької діяльності в різних галузях

народного господарства, науки, культури

ФК6. Здатність виконувати адекватний переклад різностильових текстів

високого рівня складності; вміння здійснювати перекладацький аналіз тексту,

ідентифікувати контекстуальні значення мовних одиниць, застосовувати

лексико-граматичні трансформації; знання правил перекладу кліше, реалій,

фразеологічних одиниць, суспільно-політичної термінології тощо.

У результаті вивчення навчальної дисципліни студент повинен

знати:

– мовленнєві зразки відповідно до комунікативної ситуації;

– тематично орієнтовану лексику;

– синтаксично релевантні структури для адекватного оформлення

вислову.

уміти:

– вільно і правильно спілкуватися іноземною мовою (з дотриманням усіх

фонетичних, лексичних, граматичних норм) у різних комунікативних ситуаціях;

– обговорювати й аналізувати твори з точки зору їх ідейного змісту,

композиційних та індивідуально-стилістичних особливостей;

– реферувати й анотувати іноземною мовою художні твори;



6

– викладати інформацію суспільно-політичного змісту в різних видах

письмових робіт.

Самостійна робота студента проводиться відповідно до заздалегідь

складеного графіка, що гарантує можливість отримання необхідної

консультації або допомоги викладача. Графік консультацій викладачів

доводиться до відома студентів на початку семестру.
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1 ТЕМИ ТА ПОГОДИННИЙ РОЗКЛАД ПРАКТИЧНИХ ЗАНЯТЬ ТА

САМОСТІЙНОЇ РОБОТИ

№

пор

Тема

Денна форма

навчання

К-сть год.
СРС

1 Finding your job. 4

2 Application process. 4

3 Cover letter. 4

4 Resume and CV 4

5 Job interview. 4

6 New style of working. 4

7 Conflict at work place. 4

8 Education systems in different countries. 4

9 Preschool institutions. 4

10 Selective and non-selective secondary education 4

11 Various exams. 4

12 Admission process to the university. 4

13 Types of higher education institutions. 4

14 Different types of characters. 4

15 Emotional intelligence. 4

16 Language and communication. 4

17 English as a world language. Mind your language. 4

18 Body language. Face to face communication. 4

19 The way to hide and decode cheating. 4

20 Communication media. Computers and language. 4

Усього годин за семестр: 80
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2 ПЕРЕЛІК ЗАВДАНЬ ДЛЯ САМОСТІЙНОГО ОПРАЦЮВАННЯ

Змістовий модуль 1

Теми 1-4 Finding your job. Application process. Cover letter. Resume and

CV

Завдання до теми

Read and translate into Ukrainian

Jane Yolen is one of the most famous children’s book writers in the USA. She

published her first books before the 9th form. Since then, she has published over 300

books. She writes stories in every genre, including comedy, drama, romance, science

fiction and fantasy. She has also published over 4,000 poems. She wrote the Birthday

Box story for an anthology of stories. The editor asked 15 authors to write a story

where a child receives a beautiful box for their birthday. When they open the box, it

is empty. Jane Yolen wrote this story of a girl who celebrates her tenth birthday on

the day her mother dies.

Birthday Box

I was ten years old when my mother died. Ten years old on that very day. Still

she gave me a party of sorts. Sick as she was, Mama had seen to it, organizing it at

the hospital. She made sure the doctors and the nurses all brought me presents. We

were good friends with them all by that time, because Mama had been in the hospital

for so long.

The head nurse, V. Louise Higgins (I never did know what the V. stood for),

gave me a little box, which was sort of funny because she was the biggest of all the

nurses there. I mean she was tremendous. And she was the only one who insisted on

wearing all white. Mama had called her the great white shark when she was first

admitted, only not to V. Louise’s face. ‘All those needles,’ Mama had said. ‘Like

teeth.’ But V. Louise was sweet, not shark-like at all, and she’d been so gentle with

Mama.

I opened the little present first. It was a fountain pen, a real one, not a fake one

like you get at Kmart.
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‘Now you can write beautiful stories, Katie,’ V. Louise said to me.

‘I didn’t say that stories come out of your head, not out of a pen. That wouldn’t

have been polite, and Mama – even sick – was real big on politeness.’

‘Thanks, V. Louise,’ I said.

The Stardust Twins – which is what Mama called Patty and Tracey-Lynn

because they reminded her of dancers in an old-fashioned ballroom – gave me a

present together. It was a diary and had a picture of a little girl in pink, reading in a

garden swing. A little young for me, a little too cute. I mean, I read Stephen King

and want to write like him. But as Mama always reminded me whenever Dad finally

remembered to send me something, it was the thought that counted, not the actual

gift.

‘It’s great,’ I told them. ‘I’ll write in it with my new pen.’ And I wrote my

name on the first page just to show them I meant it. They hugged me and winked at

Mama. She tried to wink back but was just too tired and shut both her eyes instead.

Lily, who is from Jamaica, had baked me some sweet bread. Mary Margaret gave me

a gold cross blessed by the pope, which I put on even though mama and I weren’t

churchgoers. That was Dad’s thing.

Then Dr. Dann, the intern who was on days, and Dr. Pucci, the oncologist

(which is the fancy name for cancer doctor) gave me a big box filled to the top with

little presents, each wrapped up individually. All things they knew I’d love –

paperback books and writing paper and erasers with funny animal heads and colored

paper clips and a rubber stamp that printed FROM KATIE’S DESK and other stuff.

They must have raided a stationary store.

There was one box, though, they held out till the end. It was about the size of a

large top hat. The paper was deep blue and covered with stars, not fake stars but real

stars, I mean, like a map of the night sky. The ribbon was two shades of blue with

silver threads running through. There was no name on the card.

‘Who’s it from?’ I asked.
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None of the nurses answered, and the doctors both suddenly were studying the

ceiling tiles with the kind of intensity they usually reserve for X rays. No one spoke.

In fact the only sound for the longest time was Mama’s breathing machine going in

and out and in and out. It was a harsh, horrible, insistent sound, and usually I talked

and talked to cover up the noise. But I was waiting for someone to tell me. At last V.

Louise said, ‘It’s from your mama, Katie. She told us what she wanted. And where to

get it.’

I turned and looked at Mama then, and her eyes were open again. Funny, but

sickness had made her even more beautiful than good health had. Her skin was like

that old paper, the kind they used to write on with quill pens, and stretched out over

her bones so she looked like a model. Her eyes, which had been a deep, brilliant blue,

were now like the fall sky, bleached and softened. She was like a faded photograph of

herself. She smiled a very small smile at me. I knew it was an effort.

‘It’s you,’ she mouthed. I read her lips. I had gotten real good at that. I thought

she meant it was a present for me.

‘Of course it is,’ I said cheerfully. I had gotten good at that, too, being cheerful

when I didn’t feel like it. ‘Of course it is.’

I took the paper off the box carefully, not tearing it but folding it into a tidy

packet. I twisted the ribbons around my hand and then put them on the pillow by her

hand. It made the stark white hospital bed look almost festive. Under the wrapping,

the box was beautiful itself. It was made of heavy cardboard and covered with a linen

material that had a pattern of cloud-filled skies. I opened the box slowly and…

‘It’s empty,’ I said. ‘Is this a joke?’ I turned to ask Mama, but she was gone. I

mean, her body was there but she wasn’t. It was as if she was as empty as the box.

Dr. Pucci leaned over her and listened with a stethoscope, then almost absently patted

Mama’s head. Then, with infinite care, V. Louise closed Mama’s eyes, ran her hand

across Mama’s cheek, and turned off the breathing machine.
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‘Mama!’ I cried. And to the nurses and doctors, I screamed, ‘Do something!’

And because the room had suddenly become so silent, my voice echoed back at me.

‘Mama, do something.’

I cried steadily for, I think, a week. Then I cried at night for a couple of

months. And then for about a year I cried at anniversaries, like Mama’s birthday, or

mine, at Thanksgiving, on Mother’s Day. I stopped writing. I stopped reading except

for school assignments. I was pretty mean to my half brothers and totally rotten to my

stepmother and Dad. I felt empty and angry, and they all left me pretty much alone.

And then one night, right after my first birthday without Mama, I woke up

remembering how she had said, ‘It’s you.’ Not, ‘It’s for you,’ just ‘It’s you.’ Now

Mama had been a high school English teacher and a writer herself. She’d had poems

published in little magazines. She didn’t use words carelessly. In the end she could

hardly use any words at all. So – I asked myself in that dark room – why had she said,

‘It’s you.’ Why were they the very last words she had ever said to me, forced out with

her last breath?

I turned on the bedside light and got out of bed. The room was full of shadows,

not all of them real. Pulling the desk chair over to my closet, I climbed up and felt

along the top shelf, and against the back wall, there was the birthday box, just where I

had thrown it the day I had moved in with my dad.

I pulled it down and opened it up. It was as empty as the day I had put it away.

‘It’s you,’ I whispered to the box. And then suddenly I knew.

Mama had meant that I was the box, solid and sturdy, maybe even beautiful or

at least interesting on the outside. But I had to fill up the box to make it all it could

be. And I had to fill me up as well. She had guessed what might happen to me, had

told me in a subtle way. In the two words she could manage.

I stopped crying and got some paper out of the desk drawer. I got out my

fountain pen. I started writing, and I haven’t stopped since. The first thing I wrote

was about that birthday. I put it in the box, and pretty soon that box was overflowing

with stories. And poems. And memories.
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And so was I.

And so was I.

Cross-cultural commentary

1. Kmart is a store in the US that sells very cheap clothing and items. Usually they

are poor quality.

2. A diary is an empty book that people use to write about themselves. People write

thoughts and secrets in diaries.

3. Stephen King is a famous write in the USA. He writes horror and ghost stories.

4. In US hospitals, interns are students who are studying to become doctors. They

help patients with the doctor.

5. Mother’s Day is a holiday to celebrate mothers. It is always the second Sunday of

May.

6. In the US ‘High School’ is what they call ‘Secondary School” (Forms 9-12)

Translate the word into Ukrainian. Also write the transcription of each word

To die Individually Breath
To organize Map Machine
Tremendous Sky Steadily
To insist Ribbon Carelessly
Needle To answer End
Gentle Sound Shadow
Beautiful Horrible To whisper
Polite To turn Suddenly
Twins Sickness To fill
To remind Model To guess
Swing Faded Subtle
To hug Effort To overflow
To wink Pattern Stories
Instead Empty Poems
To bake Joke Memories
Cross Individually Breath
Fill in the blank space of the sentence with a vocabulary word. Then translate

the sentence into Ukrainian

1. Every day before I leave for school I _________ my mother to say goodbye.

2. In the Birthday Box story the Katie’s mother __________ on her birthday.
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3. At the hospital they give shots using a ____________.

4. I am very _________. I always say, ‘Please’ and ‘Thank You.’

5. People who are nervous are afraid of their own ___________.

6. In summer, when the weather is nice, there is not a cloud in the _________.

7. On Easter my grandmother __________ a bread called ‘Paska’ for the

celebration.

8. My friend tells a lot of funny _________. They always make me laugh.

9. My brother and I are identical __________. We were born at the same time and

look the same.

10. I don’t drink alcohol. At the bar I always drink juice __________ of beer.

11. Taras Shevchenko is a famous Ukrainian writer. He wrote both _________ and

__________.

12. In class when I want to tell someone a secret I always ___________.

13. I always forget about tests in class, but my friend Nastia always ___________ me

to study.

14. On a ________, Ukraine looks very big and the USA looks small, but Ukraine is

the same size as the state of Texas.

15. If I do not ____________ the papers in my backpack I can never find my home

assignments.

Read the sentence and write whether it is true or false. If the sentence is false,

rewrite it so that it is true

1. Katie had a birthday party in the hospital with all of her friends and relatives.

2. Mama called Louise V. a ‘great white shark’ because she had huge teeth.

3. The Stardust twins gave Katie a pink diary for her birthday.

4. The doctor and the intern gave Katie a bag full of candy and cookies for her

birthday.

5. The last thing the Katie’s mother said to her was “I love you.”

6. Katie was very happy when she received the box from her mother.

7. Katie’s mother died as soon as the Katie opened her birthday present.
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8. After Katie’s mother died, Katie went to live with her grandparents.

9. Katie cried every day after her mother died.

10. Katie realized her mother gave her the box because it was very expensive and

rare.

Питання для самоперевірки

1. Why was the Katie’s mother in the hospital?

2. Why were all the nurses and doctors giving Katie presents on her birthday?

3. Why did all the nurses and doctors give her pens, pencils, erasers, paper, etc?

4. How did Katie’s mother buy the birthday box if she could not get out of bed?

5. Who did Katie go to live with after her mother died? Was she happy about this?

6. Why do you think Katie’s mother wants to have a birthday party for her daughter

even though she is very sick? What does this show about her character?

7. Why do you think Katie’s mom did not explain what the box meant before she

died?

8. Do you think this was a good present for Katie’s mother to give? Why or why not?

Література: [9, с. 145-205; 13, с. 45-51; 14].

Теми 5-7 Job interview. New style of working. Conflict at work place.

Завдання до теми

Read and translate into Ukrainian

Amy Tan is a famous Chinese-American writer in the USA. She was born in Oakland,

California to immigrant Chinese parents. When she was a teenager her brother and

father both died of brain cancer. She moved to Switzerland with her mother to live

with extended family. In Switzerland, her mother told Tan about her life in China

before the USA. In China, Tan’s mother was married to an abusive man who was

very mean. She escaped the country but left 4 children in China. Amy used this story

as the plot of her first and most famous novel, The Joy Luck Club, which is about 4

Chinese woman and their daughters who were born in the USA. Tan is interested in

how Chinese-American children feel neither Chinese nor American. She wrote,
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‘When I was a teenager, I rejected everything Chinese…I once felt ashamed to eat

‘horrible’ Chinese meals. I thought I’d grow up to look more American if I ate more

‘American’ foods.’

Fish Cheeks

I fell in love with the minister’s son the winter I turned 14. He was not

Chinese, but as white as Mary in the manger. For Christmas, I prayed for this blond-

haired boy Robert, and a slim new American nose. When I found out that my parents

had invited the minister’s family over for Christmas Eve dinner, I cried. What would

Robert think of our shabby Chinese Christmas? What would he think of our noisy

Chinese relatives who lacked proper American manners? What terrible

disappointment would he feel upon seeing not a roasted turkey and sweet potatoes but

Chinese food?

On Christmas Eve I saw that my mother had outdone herself in creating a

strange menu. She was pulling black veins out of the backs of fleshy prawns. The

kitchen was littered with appalling mounds of raw food: A slimy rock cod with

bulging fish eyes that pleaded not to be thrown in hot oil. Tofu, which looked like

stacked wedges of rubbery white sponges. A bowl soaking dried fungus back to life.

A plate of squid, their backs crisscrossed with knife markings so they resembled

bicycle tires.

And then they arrived – the minister’s family and all my relatives in a clamor

of doorbells and rumpled Christmas packages. Robert grunted hello, and I pretended

he was not worthy of existence.

Dinner threw me deeper into despair. My relatives licked the ends of their

chopsticks and reached across the table, dipping them into the dozen or so plates of

food. Robert and his family waited patiently for platters to be passed to them. My

relatives murmured with pleasure when my mother brought out the whole steamed

fish. Robert grimaced. Then my father poked his chopsticks just below the fish eye

and plucked out the soft meat. ‘Amy, your favorite,’ he said, offering me the tender

fish cheek. I wanted to disappear.
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At the end of the meal my father leaned back and belched loudly, thanking my

mother for her fine cooking. ‘It’s a polite Chinese custom to show you are satisfied,’

explained my father to our astonished guests. Robert was looking down at his plate

with a reddened face. The minister managed to muster up a quiet burp. I was stunned

into silence for the rest of the night.

After everyone had gone, my mother said to me, ‘You want to be the same as

American girls on the outside.’ She handed me an early gift. It was a miniskirt in

beige tweed. ‘But inside you must always be Chinese. You must be proud you are

different. Your only shame is to have shame.’

And even though I didn’t agree with her then, I knew that she understood how

much I had suffered during the evening’s dinner. It wasn’t until many years later –

long after I had gotten over my crush on Robert – that I was able to fully appreciate

her lesson and the true purpose behind our particular menu. For Christmas Eve that

year, she had chosen all my favorite foods.

Cross-cultural commentary

1. A minister is an official in the Protestant religion. He is like a priest, but he is

allowed to get married and have children.

2. A ‘prawn’ is a type of shrimp (usually bigger and black instead of pink).

3. Tofu is made out of soybeans and is high in protein. It is very popular in Asian .

4. Chopsticks – East Asian people use instead of forks and knives.

5. A ‘crush’ in English is when a young person loves another young person without

knowing them very well. It is also called ‘puppy love.’

Translate the word into Ukrainian. Also write the transcription of each word

Immigrant To plead Cheek
To escape Sponge To disappear
To reject Dried To belch
Ashamed Tire Custom
To pray Relatives Astonished
To invite Clamor Burp
Shabby Packages Miniskirt
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Manners To pretend Shame
Disappointment To lick To agree
To outdo Dozen To suffer
Vein Patiently Evening
Appalling Pleasure Purpose
Raw To grimace Particular

Fill in the blank space of the sentence with a vocabulary word. Then translate

the sentence into Ukrainian

1. At the bazaar my mother always buys a ___________ eggs. Sometimes we eat all

12 in one day.

2. When I was little I liked to __________ I was a dog. I would bark at people on

the street.

3. In Ukraine, it is a _____________ for men to shake hands when they see each

other.

4. If I drink a lot of Coke I will have to ____________.

5. In Ukraine people like to eat caviar ___________ but they eat fish cooked or

dried.

6. Once my father drove over glass in the street and he got a flat __________.

7. My ____________ all come to my house on Easter to celebrate. Usually my

aunts, uncles and grandparents all come to eat with us.

8. In Ukraine it is bad ____________ if you do not bring a gift to a person when

they invite you for dinner.

9. When it is cold outside my __________ get red. This also happens when I am

embarrassed.

10. Every Sunday my family goes to church to ___________.

Питання для самоперевірки

1. Who is invited to the Tan’s house for dinner? Why are they invited over?

2. Why does Amy think Robert will be unhappy with the meal?

3. What food is served at the meal? What food is strange to the minister’s family?

4. What are some customs or traditions that seem strange to the minister’s family?
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5. What does Amy’s mother mean when she says ‘Your only shame is to have

shame’?

Література: [9, с. 56-167]

Теми 8-10 Education systems in different countries. Preschool institutions.

Selective and non-selective secondary education.

Завдання до теми

Read and translate into Ukrainian

Gayle Ross is a Native American author in the USA. She is a member of the

Cherokee tribe and is the great-great-great granddaughter of Cherokee chief John

Ross. Gayle Ross is known throughout the country as a storyteller. She learned this

as a child, listening to Cherokee tales from her grandmother. Since she was a child,

her life has been devoted to keeping the tradition of oral storytelling alive. She has

written a number of books filled with Cherokee tales. She has also written extensively

about Native American History. She regularly tells her stories in classrooms and

concert halls around the USA and has told classic Indian tales to Presidents, Vice-

Presidents and other world leaders.

Strawberries

Long ago, in the very first days of the world, there lived the first man and the

first woman. They lived together as husband and wife, and they loved one another

dearly. But one day, they quarreled. Although neither later could remember what

the quarrel was about, the pain grew stronger with every word that was spoken, until

finally, in anger and in grief, the woman left their home and began walking away – to

the east, toward the rising sun.

The man sat alone in his house. But as time went by, he grew lonelier and

lonelier. The anger left him, and all that remained was a terrible grief and despair,

and he began to cry.
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A spirit heard the man crying and took pity on him. The spirit said, ‘Man, why

do you cry?’ The man said, ‘My wife has left me.’

The spirit said, ‘Why did your woman leave?’ The man just hung his head and

said nothing.

The spirit asked, ‘You quarreled with her?’ And the man nodded.

‘Would you quarrel with her again?’ asked the spirit. The man said, ‘No.’ He

wanted only to live with his wife as they had lived before – in peace, in happiness,

and in love.

‘I have seen your woman,’ the spirit said. ‘She is walking east toward the rising

sun.’ The man followed his wife, but he could not overtake her. Everyone knows an

angry woman walks fast.

Finally, the spirit said, ‘I’ll go ahead and see if I can make her slow her steps.’

So the spirit found the woman walking, her footsteps fast and angry and her gaze

fixed straight ahead. There was pain in her heart.

The spirit saw some huckleberry bushes growing along the trail, so with a wave

of his hand, he made the bushes burst into bloom and ripen into fruit. But the

woman’s gaze remained fixed. She looked neither to the right nor to the left, and she

didn’t see the berries. Her footsteps didn’t slow.

And again, the spirit waved his hand, and, one by one, the trees of the forest –

the peach, the pear, the apple, the wild cherry – burst into bloom and ripened into

fruit. But still, the woman’s eyes remained fixed, and even still, she saw nothing but

her anger and pain. And her footsteps did not slow.

Then finally, the spirit thought, ‘I will create an entirely new fruit – one that

grows very, very close to the ground so the woman must forget her anger and bend

her head for a moment.’ So, the spirit waved his hand, and a thick green carpet began

to grow along the trail. Then the carpet became starred with tiny white flowers and

each flower gradually ripened into a berry that was the color and shape of the human

heart.



20

As the woman walked, she crushed the tiny berries, and the delicious aroma

came up through her nose. She stopped and looked down, and she saw the berries.

She picked one and ate it, and she discovered its taste was as sweet as love itself. So

she began walking slowly, picking berries as she went, and as she leaned down to

pick a berry, she saw her husband coming behind her.

The anger had gone from her heart, and all that remained was the love she had

always known. So she stopped for him, and together, they picked and ate the berries.

Finally, they returned to their home, where they lived out their days in peace,

happiness, and love. And that’s how the world’s very first strawberries brought peace

between men and women in the world and why to this day they are called the berries

of love.

Find your own synonyms to the words marked in bold in the text

Translate the word into Ukrainian. Also write the transcription of each

word

Member Alone Ground
Storyteller Lonely To bend
To devote To remain To wave
Oral Despair Thick
Regularly Spirit Gradually
Together Angry To crush
Dearly Slow Berries
To quarrel Gaze Aroma
Quarrel Bushes To pick
Pain Bloom To discover
Grief To ripen To return
East To create Strawberries

Fill in the blank space of the sentence with a vocabulary word. Then

translate the sentence into Ukrainian

1. A rabbit is very fast. A turtle is very ___________.

2. When I do poorly on a test at school my parents become very ______________ at

me.

3. Apples grow on trees. Strawberries grow on _______________.

4. Every day after school I _____________ home and eat lunch.
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5. I live with my parents and my brothers and sisters. We all live _______________

in one big house.

6. I always ___________ with my parents when they say I cannot go to the disco on

the weekends.

7. The rose is my favorite flower because it has a nice ___________. I love to smell

them.

8. When I have a __________ in my head I take tablets or go to the doctor.

9. In the fall we ____________ mushrooms in the forest after it rains.

10. In the winter the __________ is frozen but in the summer it is soft so we can

grow vegetables.

Питання для самоперевірки

1. What is author Gayle Ross famous for? Where did she learn this? Why is this

important to her?

2. Why did the woman leave her husband? Where was she going?

3. Why can’t the man overtake his wife? Why doesn’t the woman notice any of the

blooming fruit?

4. How did the spirit stop the woman from leaving her husband forever? Why is this

story important?

5. What does Strawberries say about anger? What is the lesson of the story?

Література: [9, с.156–160; 14, с. 57–67].

Теми 11–13 Various exams. Admission process to the university. Types of

higher education institutions.

Завдання до теми

Read and translate into Ukrainian

Martin Luther King, Jr. was born on Tuesday, January 15, 1929 in Atlanta,

Georgia. Dr. King is an important figure of the Civil Rights Movement.  The Civil

Rights Movement was a difficult period in American history.  It was a time when

minority citizens spoke out about injustices in American society.  Dr. King is
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recognized as an image of this time.  His non-violent protests gave hope and positive

results.  At the age of thirty-five, Martin Luther King, Jr., was the youngest man to

have received the Nobel Peace Prize.  On the evening of April 4, 1968, while

standing on the balcony of his motel room in Memphis, Tennessee he was

assassinated.

This text is part of one of his most famous speeches, ‘I Have a Dream’. He

gave this speech on August 28, 1963 in Washington, DC in front of the Lincoln

Memorial. It was part of the Million Man March, a famous protest in D.C. where

over a million people walked to the White House to demand Equal Rights for African

Americans.

I Have a Dream

I say to you today, my friends, so even though we face the difficulties of today

and tomorrow, I still have a dream. It is a dream deeply rooted in the American

dream.

I have a dream that one day this nation will rise up and live out the true

meaning of its creed: "We hold these truths to be self-evident: that all men are

created equal."

I have a dream that one day on the red hills of Georgia the sons of former

slaves and the sons of former slave owners will be able to sit down together at the

table of brotherhood.

I have a dream that my four little children will one day live in a nation where

they will not be judged by the color of their skin but by the content of their character.

I have a dream today.

I have a dream that one day every valley shall be exalted, every hill and

mountain shall be made low, the rough places will be made plain, and the crooked

places will be made straight, and the glory of the Lord shall be revealed, and all flesh

shall see it together.

This is our hope. This is the faith that I go back to the South with. With this

faith we will be able to hew out of the mountain of despair a stone of hope.  With this
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faith we will be able to work together, to pray together, to struggle together, to go to

jail together, to stand up for freedom together, knowing that we will be free one day.

This will be the day when all of God's children will be able to sing with a new

meaning, ‘My country, ‘tis of thee, sweet land of liberty, of thee I sing. Land where

my fathers died, land of the pilgrim's pride, from every mountainside, let freedom

ring.’

And if America is to be a great nation this must become true. So let freedom

ring from the prodigious hilltops of New Hampshire. Let freedom ring from the

mighty mountains of New York. Let freedom ring from the heightening Alleghenies

of Pennsylvania!

Let freedom ring from the snowcapped Rockies of Colorado!

Let freedom ring from the slopes of California!

But not only that; let freedom ring from Stone Mountain of Georgia!

Let freedom ring from Lookout Mountain of Tennessee!

Let freedom ring from every hill and molehill of Mississippi. From every

mountainside, let freedom ring.

And when this happens, when we allow freedom to ring, when we let it ring

from every village and every hamlet, from every state and every city, we will be able

to speed up that day when all of God's children, black men and white men, Jews and

Gentiles, Protestants and Catholics, will be able to join hands and sing in the words

of the old Negro spiritual, ‘Free at last! free at last! thank God Almighty, we are free

at last!’

Cross-cultural commentary

Self-evident – understand by yourself

Prodigious – large size

Find your own synonyms to the words marked in bold in the text

Translate the word into Ukrainian. Also write the transcription of each

word

Deeply Slaves Struggle
Rooted Content Freedom
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Dream Exalt Prodigious
Creed Rough Mighty
Hold Crooked Ring
Self-Evident Flesh Join
Equal Hope Spiritual
Former Faith

Fill in the blank space of the sentence with a vocabulary word. Then

translate the sentence into Ukrainian

1. When I am sleeping, I have many about people in my life.

2. If we together, our job will be easier with the two of us doing it.

3. Every person wants to be able to do what they want.

4. Most countries used to have which were people who were

forced to work and were treated badly.

5. In religion there are many which tell people what to believe.

6. There are many different , Catholic, Jewish, Muslim.

7. The painting is it is not straight.

8. Please on while you are on the bus, so you don’t fall.

9. The road is really and bumpy.

10. I that you will feel better before the holidays.

True / false questions

1. Dr. Martin Luther King was a famous businessman.

2. The Civil Rights Movement was a time when minority citizens fought for

freedom and justice in society.

3. Dr. King turned 83 years old in 2011.

4. Dr. King gave this speech on August 28, 1963 in Washington, DC.

5. The “dream” is rooted in the “American dream.”

6. Dr. King has three children.

7. Dr. King wants his children to be judged by the content of their character.

8. The Sears Tower is one of the places where “freedom should ring” in the speech.

9. Dr. King wants white people to have freedom to do what they want.
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Питання для самоперевірки

1. What was the Civil Rights Movement?

2. Why was the Civil Rights Movement important?

3. What does Dr. King want the sons of former slaves and slave owners to do?

4. What does Dr. King want people to do together with the “faith”

5. Name five of the eight places and mountains where Dr. King wants “Freedom to

ring.”

Література: [13, с. 49–62; 14, с. 25–36].

Змістовий модуль 2

Тема 14–16 Different types of characters. Emotional intelligence.

Language and communication.

Завдання до теми

Read and translate into Ukrainian

Edgar Allan Poe was an American author, poet, editor and literary critic.  He

is best known for his mystery stories.  He was born in Boston Massachusetts on

January 19, 1809 and died on October 7, 1849 in Baltimore, Maryland.  Poe was one

of the first American writers who wrote short stories.  He is said to be the inventor of

detective fiction.  Poe was the first American writer who earned a living through

writing alone.  He had trouble with money through his entire life.

The Tell Tale Heart was published in 1843 in The Pioneer. This story is about

an event in which the narrator tries to kill an old man.  He tries to convince the

reader that he is not crazy. This story has been made into several films.

The Tell Tale Heart

True! Nervous. I was nervous then and I am nervous now. But why do you say

that I am mad? Nothing was wrong with me. I could see very well. I could smell. I

could touch. Yes, my friend, and I could hear. I could hear all things in the skies and

in the earth. So why do you think that I am mad? Listen. I will tell you the story. I

will speak quietly. You will understand everything. Listen!
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Why did I want to kill the old man? Ah, this is very difficult. I liked the old

man. No, I loved him! He never hurt me. He was always kind to me. I didn't need his

gold; no, I didn't want that. I think it was his eye – yes, it was this! He had the eye of

a bird. It was a cold, light-blue eye – a horrible eye. I feared it Sometimes I tried to

look at it. But then my blood ran cold. So, after many weeks, I knew I must kill the

old man. His horrible eye must not live. Do you understand?

Now here is the point. You think that I am mad. Madmen know nothing. But

I? I was careful. Oh, I was very careful. Careful, you see? For one long week, I was

very kind to the old man. But every night, at midnight, I opened his door slowly,

carefully. I had a lantern with me. Inside the lantern there was a light. But the sides

of the lantern hid the light. So, first I put the dark lantern through the open door. Then

I put my head in the room. I put it in slowly, very slowly. I didn't want to wake the

old man. Ha! Would a madman be careful, like that? There was no noise, not a sound.

I opened the lantern carefully – very carefully – and slowly. A thin light fell upon the

old man's eye. I held it there. I held it there for a long time. And I did this every night

for seven nights. But always the eye was closed. And so I could not do my work. I

was not angry at the old man, you see. I was angry only at his horrible eye. And every

morning I went into his room happily. I was friendly with him. I asked about his

night. Did he sleep well? Was he all right? And so, you see, he knew nothing.

On the eighth night, I was more careful than before. I know you don't believe

me, but it is true. The clock's hand moved more quickly than my hand. I opened the

door slowly. I put the lantern in the room. The old man moved suddenly in his bed.

But I did not go back. The room was very dark. I knew he could not see me. I put my

head in the room. I began to open the lantern, but my hand hit the side. It made a loud

noise.

The old man sat up quickly in bed. ‘Who’s there?’ he cried.

I stood still and said nothing. For one long hour I did not move a finger. And

he did not lie down. He sat in his bed. He listened. I knew his fear!
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And soon I heard another sound. It came from the old man. It was a horrible

sound, the sound of fear! I knew that sound well. Often, at night, I too have made that

sound. What was in the room? The old man didn't know. He didn’t want to know. But

he knew that he was in danger. Ah, yes, he knew!

And now I began to open the lantern. I opened it just a little. A small thin light

fell upon the horrible blue eye.

It was open – wide, wide open. I could not see the old man’s face or body. But

I saw the eye very well. The horrible bird’s eye. My blood ran cold. At the same time,

anger began to grow inside me.

And now, haven’t I told you that I could hear everything? Now a low, quick

sound came to my ears. It was like the sound of a small wooden clock. I knew that

sound well, too. It was the beating of the old man’s heart!

My fear and anger grew. But I did not move. I stood still. I held the light on the

old man's eye. And the beating of the heart grew. It became quicker and quicker, and

louder and louder every second! I knew that his fear was very great. Louder, do you

hear? I have told you that I am nervous. And this is true. My fear was like the old

man's. But I did not move. I held the light on his eye. But the beating grew louder,

LOUDER! And now a new fear came to me. Someone in the next house would hear!

The old man must die! This was his hour! With a loud cry, I opened the lantern wide.

I ran into the room! The old man cried loudly once — once only. His fear, his fear

killed him! In a second I pulled him from the bed. He lay still. I smiled a little.

Everything was all right. For some minutes, I heard his heart beat softly. Then it

stopped. I put my hand on his body. He was cold. He was like a stone. The old man

was dead. His eye would never look upon me again!

And now I was very, very careful. I worked quickly but quietly. I used a good,

new knife. I cut off the old man's arms and legs and head. Then I took three boards

from the floor of the room. I put everything below the floor. Then I put the boards in

their place again. I cleaned the floor. There was no blood. Nothing was wrong. I was

careful, you see? Ha! Can you still think that I am mad?
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I finished. It was four o’clock – still dark as midnight. Suddenly there was a

beating on the door. Someone was there. But I went down with a happy heart. I had

nothing to fear. Nothing.

Three policemen came into the house. They said that someone in the next

house heard a cry. Was something wrong? Was everyone all right?

‘Of course,’ I said. ‘Please come in.’ I was not nervous. I smiled at the men. I

told them that the old man was in another town. I said he was with his sister. I

showed them his money, his gold. Everything was there, in its place.

I brought chairs. I asked the men to sit. I sat, too. I sat on the boards over the

dead man's body! I talked easily. The policemen smiled.

But after some minutes I became tired. Perhaps I was a little nervous. There

was a low sound in my head, in my ears. I didn't like it. I talked more loudly, more

angrily. Then suddenly I understood. The sound was not in my head or in my ears. It

was there in the room!

Now I know that I became very nervous. It was a low quick sound. It sounded

like a small wooden clock! My eyes opened wide. Could the policemen hear it? I

talked in a louder voice. But the noise did not stop. It grew! I stood up and talked

angrily, dangerously. I walked across the floor and back again. Why wouldn't the

men leave? There was a storm inside my head! And still the noise became louder –

LOUDER – LOUDER! I beat my hands on the table. I said dangerous things in a

loud voice. But still the men talked happily and smiled. Couldn't they hear? Was it

possible? Oh, God! No, no! They heard! They knew! They laughed at my hopes, and

smiled at my fears. I knew it then and I know it now. I couldn’t keep still! Anything

was better than their smiles and laughing! And now – again! – listen! louder!

LOUDER! LOUDER!

‘Stop!’ I cried. ‘Enough! Enough! Pull up the boards! Below the floor! Here,

here! – It is the beating of his horrible heart!’

Find your own synonyms to the words marked in bold in the text
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Translate the word into Ukrainian. Also write the transcription of each

word.

Nervous Point Beat
Smell Mad Stone
Touch Lantern Board
Earth Wake Cry
Fear Suddenly Dangerous
Blood Finger Heart
Kill Wooden

Fill in the blank space of the sentence with a vocabulary word. Then

translate the sentence into Ukrainian

1. When you are sad, often times you will .

2. Everyone has ten and ten toes.

3. I love the of my mother cooking lasagna, it’s wonderful!

4. At night the turn on so people can see in the dark.

5. Watch out!  There is a dog that lives there!

6. Don’t be about the test, you will be okay.

7. People have many : heights, spiders, flying in an airplane, etc.

8. You are not supposed to paintings in a museum.

9. A is a symbol for Valentine’s Day.

10. I can see no in your arguing with me.  I am the teacher and I am

correct.

11. Every morning you must up at 7 o’clock.

12. It is illegal to people.  You will go to jail if you commit this crime

Питання для самоперевірки

1. When and where was Edgar Allan Poe born?  When and where did he die?

2. What kind of stories did Poe write?

3. Why did Poe have problems with money throughout his life?

4. Why did the narrator want to kill the man?

5. Why couldn’t the narrator kill the man for seven days?
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6. What happens when the narrator opens the lantern?

7. What was the sound that came from the old man?

8. What does the old man’s heart sound like?

9. What kills the old man?

10. How does the narrator hide the body of the old man?

11. Why did the policemen come to the house?

12. What happens to the narrator when the policemen are in the house?

13. What does the narrator show the policemen at the end of the story?

Література: [9, с. 159–257, 14 с. 59–68].

Тема 17–18 English as a world language. Body language. Mind your

language. Face to face communication

Завдання до теми

Read and translate into Ukrainian

Edgar Allan Poe was an American author, poet, editor and literary critic.  He

is best known for his mystery stories.  He was born in Boston Massachusetts on

January 19, 1809 and died on October 7, 1849 in Baltimore, Maryland. Poe was one

of the first American writers who wrote short stories.  He is said to be the inventor of

detective fiction.  Poe was the first American writer who earned a living through

writing alone.  He had trouble with money through his entire life.

The Cask of Amontillado is a short story that was published in November 1846.

It is a story of revenge. The narrator believes that his friend insulted him and takes

action.

The Cask of Amontillado

Fortunato and I both were members of very old and important Italian families.

We used to play together when we were children. Fortunato was bigger, richer and

more handsome than I was. And he enjoyed making me look like a fool. He hurt my

feelings a thousand times during the years of my childhood. I never showed my
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anger, however. So, he thought we were good friends. But I promised myself that one

day I would punish Fortunato for his insults to me.

Many years passed. Fortunato married a rich and beautiful woman who gave

him sons. Deep in my heart I hated him, but I never said or did anything that showed

him how I really felt. When I smiled at him, he thought it was because we were

friends. He did not know it was the thought of his death that made me smile.

Everyone in our town respected Fortunato. Some men were afraid of him

because he was so rich and powerful. He had a weak spot, however. He thought he

was an excellent judge of wine. I also was an expert on wine. I spent a lot of money

buying rare and costly wines. I stored the wines in the dark rooms under my family’s

palace. Our palace was one of the oldest buildings in the town. The Montresor family

had lived in it for hundreds of years. We had buried our dead in the rooms under the

palace. These tombs were quiet, dark places that no one but myself ever visited.

Late one evening during carnival season, I happened to meet Fortunato on the

street. He was going home alone from a party. Fortunato was beautiful in his silk suit

made of many colors: yellow, green, purple and red. On his head he wore an orange

cap, covered with little silver bells. I could see he had been drinking too much wine.

He threw his arms around me. He said he was glad to see me.

I said I was glad to see him, too because I had a little problem. ‘What is it?’ he

asked, putting his large hand on my shoulder. ‘My dear Fortunato,’ I said, ‘I’m afraid

I have been very stupid. The man who sells me wine said he had a rare barrel of

Amontillado wine. I believed him and I bought it from him. But now, I am not so

sure that the wine is really Amontillado.’ ‘What!’ he said, ‘A cask of Amontillado at

this time of year. An entire barrel? Impossible!’

‘Yes, I was very stupid. I paid the wine man the full price he wanted without

asking you to taste the wine first. But I couldn’t find you and I was afraid he would

sell the cask of Amontillado to someone else. So I bought it.’ ‘A cask of

Amontillado!’ Fortunato repeated. ‘Where is it?’



32

I pretended I didn’t hear his question. Instead I told him I was going to visit our

friend Lucresi. ‘He will be able to tell me if the wine is really Amontillado,’ I said.

Fortunato laughed in my face. ‘Lucresi cannot tell Amontillado from vinegar.’

I smiled to myself and said ‘But some people say that he is as good a judge of

wine as you are.’ Fortunato grabbed my arm. ‘Take me to it,’ he said. ‘I’ll taste the

Amontillado for you.’

‘But my friend,’ I protested, ‘It is late. The wine is in my wine cellar,

underneath the palace. Those rooms are very damp and cold and the walls drip with

water.’

‘I don’t care,’ he said. ‘I am the only person who can tell you if your wine man

has cheated you. Lucresi cannot!’ Fortunato turned, and still holding me by the arm,

pulled me down the street to my home. The building was empty. My servants were

enjoying carnival. I knew they would be gone all night.

I took two large candles, lit them and gave one to Fortunato. I started down the

dark, twisting stairway with Fortunato close behind me. At the bottom of the stairs,

the damp air wrapped itself around our bodies.

‘Where are we?’ Fortunato asked. ‘I thought you said the cask of Amontillado

was in your wine cellar.’

‘It is,’ I said. ‘The wine cellar is just beyond these tombs where the dead of my

family are kept. Surely, you are not afraid of walking through the tombs.’

He turned and looked into my eyes. ‘Tombs?’ he said. He began to cough. The

silver bells on his cap jingled.

‘My poor friend,’ I said, ‘how long have you had that cough?’

‘It’s nothing,’ he said, but he couldn’t stop coughing.

‘Come,’ I said firmly, ‘we will go back upstairs. Your health is important. You

are rich, respected, admired, and loved. You have a wife and children. Many people

would miss you if you died. We will go back before you get seriously ill. I can go to

Lucresi for help with the wine.’
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‘No!’ he cried. ‘This cough is nothing. It will not kill me. I won’t die from a

cough.’ ‘That is true,’ I said, ‘but you must be careful.’ He took my arm and we

began to walk through the cold, dark rooms. We went deeper and deeper into the

cellar. Finally, we arrived in a small room. Bones were pushed high against one wall.

A doorway in another wall opened to an even smaller room, about one meter wide

and two meters high. Its walls were solid rock.

‘Here we are,’ I said. ‘I hid the cask of Amontillado in there.’ I pointed to the

smaller room. Fortunato lifted his candle and stepped into the tiny room. I

immediately followed him. He stood stupidly staring at two iron handcuffs chained to

a wall of the tiny room. I grabbed his arms and locked them into the metal handcuffs.

It took only a moment. He was too surprised to fight me. I stepped outside the small

room. ‘Where is the Amontillado?’ he cried.

‘Ah yes,’ I said, ‘the cask of Amontillado.’ I leaned over and began pushing

aside the pile of bones against the wall. Under the bones was a basket of stone blocks,

some cement and a small shovel. I had hidden the materials there earlier. I began to

fill the doorway of the tiny room with stones and cement.

By the time I laid the first row of stones Fortunato was no longer drunk. I

heard him moaning inside the tiny room for ten minutes. Then there was a long

silence. I finished the second and third rows of stone blocks. As I began the fourth

row, I heard Fortunato begin to shake the chains that held him to the wall. He was

trying to pull them out of the granite wall. I smiled to myself and stopped working so

that I could better enjoy listening to the noise. After a few minutes, he stopped. I

finished the fifth, the sixth and the seventh rows of stones. The wall I was building in

the doorway was now almost up to my shoulders.

Suddenly, loud screams burst from the throat of the chained man. For a

moment I worried. What if someone heard him? Then I placed my hand on the solid

rock of the walls and felt safe. I looked into the tiny room, where he was still

screaming. And I began to scream, too. My screams grew louder than his and he

stopped. It was now almost midnight. I finished the eighth, the ninth and the tenth
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rows. All that was left was a stone for the last hole in the wall. I was about to push it

in when I heard a low laugh from behind the stones. The laugh made the hair on my

head stand up. Then Fortunato spoke, in a sad voice that no longer sounded like him.

He said, ‘Well, you have played a good joke on me. We will laugh about it soon over

a glass of that Amontillado. But isn’t it getting late? My wife and my friends will be

waiting for us. Let us go.’

‘Yes,’ I replied, ‘let us go.’ I waited for him to say something else. I heard only

my own breathing. ‘Fortunato!’ I called. No answer. I called again. ‘Fortunato!’ Still

no answer. I hurried to put the last stone into the wall and put the cement around it.

Then I pushed the pile of bones in front of the new wall I had built. That was fifty

years ago. For half a century now, no one has touched those bones. ‘May he rest in

peace!’

Find your own synonyms to the words marked in bold in the text

Translate the word into Ukrainian. Also write the transcription of each

word

Revenge Silk Twist
Fool Bell Wrap
Punish Barrel Tomb
Weak Entire Handcuff
Judge Cask Chain
Expert Cellar
Rare Damp

Fill in the blank space of the sentence with a vocabulary word. Then

translate the sentence into Ukrainian

1. Clothes can be made out of cotton, wool, , and other fabrics.

2. Police use to arrest people who are breaking the law.

3. In court there is a who is in charge of the law.

4. Underneath my house we have a where we keep potatoes, beets,

and cans.

5. The air feels after it has rained.

6. This is Napoleon’s , or where he is buried.
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7. All bad actions should be otherwise people will not learn their

lesson.

8. For Christmas we presents in different colored paper.

9. He always tells jokes and is silly, he is such a !

10. Native speakers are on their language.  They know everything about it.

11. A rings at the beginning and end of lessons.

12. Her dog is on a which keeps him in the yard and away from people.

13. Diamonds are which is why they are so expensive.

Питання для самоперевірки

1. What is Edgar Allan Poe most known for?

2. When/Where was Poe born?  When/Where did he die?

3. What is Poe said to invent?

4. Describe Fortunato.  What makes him better?

5. What does the narrator promise himself?

6. What is under the narrator’s palace?

7. What was Fortunato wearing during the carnival?

8. What kind of wine does the narrator claim to have?

9. Where is the wine cellar located?

10. Why does the narrator try to bring Fortunato upstairs?

11. What does the narrator do to Fortunato’s arms in the tiny room?

12. How does the narrator keep Fortunato in the room?

13. For how long has the room remained unopened?

Література: [1 с. 59–137; 10, с. 45–89; 14 с. 16–25].

Теми 19–20 The way to hide and decode cheating. Communication media.

Computers and language

Завдання до теми

Read and translate into Ukrainian
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Jack London was an American author and journalist. He wrote most of his

short stories for magazines and got a lot of money from his writing. Some of the most

popular books by Jack London are White Fang and Call of the Wild. London was

born in San Francisco, California on January 12, 1876.  He died on November 22,

1916 in Glen Ellen, California.

To Build a Fire is a short story by Jack London and was published in 1902.

There are only three characters in this story:  a man, his dog, and nature. Each has

an important part in the story.

To Build A Fire

The man walked down the trail on a cold, gray day. Pure white snow and ice

covered the Earth for as far as he could see. This was his first winter in Alaska. He

was wearing heavy clothes and fur boots. But he still felt cold and uncomfortable.

The man was on his way to a camp near Henderson Creek. His friends were already

there. He expected to reach Henderson Creek by six o’clock that evening. It would be

dark by then. His friends would have a fire and hot food ready for him. A dog walked

behind the man. It was a big gray animal, half dog and half wolf. The dog did not like

the extreme cold. It knew the weather was too cold to travel.

The man continued to walk down the trail. He came to a frozen stream called

Indian Creek. He began to walk on the snow-covered ice. It was a trail that would

lead him straight to Henderson Creek and his friends.

As he walked, he looked carefully at the ice in front of him. Once, he stopped

suddenly, and then walked around a part of the frozen stream. He saw that an

underground spring flowed under the ice at that spot. It made the ice thin. If he

stepped there, he might break through the ice into a pool of water. To get his boots

wet in such cold weather might kill him. His feet would turn to ice quickly. He could

freeze to death.

At about twelve o’clock, the man decided to stop to eat his lunch. He took off

the glove on his right hand. He opened his jacket and shirt, and pulled out his bread

and meat. This took less than twenty seconds. Yet, his fingers began to freeze. He hit
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his hand against his leg several times until he felt a sharp pain. Then he quickly put

his glove on his hand. He made a fire, beginning with small pieces of wood and

adding larger ones. He sat on a snow-covered log and ate his lunch. He enjoyed the

warm fire for a few minutes. Then he stood up and started walking on the frozen

stream again.

A half hour later, it happened. At a place where the snow seemed very solid,

the ice broke. The man’s feet sank into the water. It was not deep, but his legs got wet

to the knees. The man was angry. The accident would delay his arrival at the camp.

He would have to build a fire now to dry his clothes and boots.

He walked over to some small trees. They were covered with snow. In their

branches were pieces of dry grass and wood left by flood waters earlier in the year.

He put several large pieces of wood on the snow, under one of the trees. On top of the

wood, he put some grass and dry branches. He pulled off his gloves, took out his

matches, and lighted the fire. He fed the young flame with more wood. As the fire

grew stronger, he gave it larger pieces of wood.

He worked slowly and carefully. At sixty degrees below zero, a man with wet

feet must not fail in his first attempt to build a fire. While he was walking, his blood

had kept all parts of his body warm. Now that he had stopped, cold was forcing his

blood to withdraw deeper into his body. His wet feet had frozen. He could not feel his

fingers. His nose was frozen, too. The skin all over his body felt cold. Now, however,

his fire was beginning to burn more strongly. He was safe. He sat under the tree and

thought of the old men in Fairbanks. The old men had told him that no man should

travel alone in the Yukon when the temperature is sixty degrees below zero. Yet here

he was. He had had an accident. He was alone. And he had saved himself. He had

built a fire.

Those old men were weak, he thought. A real man could travel alone. If a man

stayed calm, he would be all right. The man's boots were covered with ice. The

strings on his boots were as hard as steel. He would have to cut them with his knife.

He leaned back against the tree to take out his knife. Suddenly, without warning, a
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heavy mass of snow dropped down. His movement had shaken the young tree only a

tiny bit. But it was enough to cause the branches of the tree to drop their heavy load.

The man was shocked. He sat and looked at the place where the fire had been.

The old men had been right, he thought. If he had another man with him, he

would not be in any danger now. The other man could build the fire. Well, it was up

to him to build the fire again. This time, he must not fail. The man collected more

wood. He reached into his pocket for the matches. But his fingers were frozen. He

could not hold them. He began to hit his hands with all his force against his legs.

After a while, feeling came back to his fingers. The man reached again into his

pocket for the matches. But the tremendous cold quickly drove the life out of his

fingers. All the matches fell onto the snow. He tried to pick one up, but failed.

The man pulled on his glove and again beat his hand against his leg. Then he

took the gloves off both hands and picked up all the matches. He gathered them

together. Holding them with both hands, he scratched the matches along his leg. They

immediately caught fire. He held the blazing matches to a piece of wood. After a

while, he became aware that he could smell his hands burning. Then he began to feel

the pain. He opened his hands, and the blazing matches fell on to the snow. The flame

went out in a puff of gray smoke.

The man looked up. The dog was still watching him. The man got an idea. He

would kill the dog and bury his hands inside its warm body. When the feeling came

back to his fingers, he could build another fire. He called to the dog. The dog heard

danger in the man's voice. It backed away. The man called again. This time the dog

came closer. The man reached for his knife. But he had forgotten that he could not

bend his fingers. He could not kill the dog, because he could not hold his knife.

The fear of death came over the man. He jumped up and began to run. The

running began to make him feel better. Maybe running would make his feet warm. If

he ran far enough, he would reach his friends at Henderson Creek. They would take

care of him. It felt strange to run and not feel his feet when they hit the ground. He

fell several times. He decided to rest a while. As he lay in the snow, he noticed that
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he was not shaking. He could not feel his nose or fingers or feet. Yet, he was feeling

quite warm and comfortable. He realized he was going to die.

Well, he decided, he might as well take it like a man. There were worse ways

to die. The man closed his eyes and floated into the most comfortable sleep he had

ever known.

The dog sat facing him, waiting. Finally, the dog moved closer to the man and

caught the smell of death. The animal threw back its head. It let out a long, soft cry to

the cold stars in the black sky. And then it turned and ran toward Henderson

Creek…where it knew there was food and a fire.

Cross-cultural commentary

1. ‘sixty degrees below zero’: -60 degrees Fahrenheit, which is the same as -51

degrees Celsius

2. ‘take it like a man’: To endure or experience something difficult or painful without

complaining (as men are supposed to do)

Translate the word into Ukrainian. Also write the transcription of each

word

Trail Glove Fail
Pure Sharp Attempt
Wolf Log Burn
Extreme Seem Calm
Frozen Sank Load
Lead Accident Shock
Stream Delay Jump
Underground Flood Realize
Spring Branches Face

Fill in the blank space of the sentence with a vocabulary word. Then

translate the sentence into Ukrainian

1. When it rains a lot the river often .

2. It is important to wear your to keep your hands warm in winter.

3. I my tests, I got a one.
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4. There was an on Kovelska, two cars hit each other.

5. There are through the mountains where you can walk to see natural

sites.

6. This knife is really .

7. A lives in cold climates and hunts for other animals.

8. Trees have that can be small or large.

9. Our bus was to L’viv, we arrived an hour late.

10. There is a in the park where you can drink water.

11. The water pipes are .  You cannot see.

12. The lake is so we can go ice skating.

13. The film was ! I could not believe what happened.

Питання для самоперевірки

1. What are the two most popular books written by Jack London?

2. When/Where was Jack London born?  When/Where did he die?

3. Where is To Build a Fire set?

4. Where was the man walking to?

5. What does the dog look like?

6. What flowed under the ice of Indian Creek?

7. What does the man eat for lunch?

8. Describe the accident.

9. What was the temperature?

10. What advice did the old men in Fairbanks give the man?

11. What happens to the first fire the man builds?

12. How did the man burn his hand?

13. What does the man want to do to the dog?

14. What happens to the man at the end of the story?

15. Where does the dog go at the end of the story?

Література: [9, с. 47–90; 13 с. 59–70, 14 с. 19–38].
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3 ПИТАННЯ ДО МОДУЛЬНОГО КОНТРОЛЮ

Змістовий модуль 1

1. In the story Birthday Box, Katie receives a box. At first she is angry but then she

realizes that it is not ‘just a box.’ Instead, it is a special message from her mother.

Write about a present you have received that was more special than you thought at

first.

2. In the ‘About the Text” section, it said the author was asked to write about a story

about a girl who receives an empty box. Write your own story using an empty box.

It can be funny, sad, scary or happy. Whatever you want. But somewhere in the

text there should be an empty box.

3. In the story, the author Amy Tan is very embarrassed by her family. Later, she

realizes that she did not need to be embarrassed. Write about a time your family

embarrassed to you. When you got older did you think about this differently?

4. Rewrite the story from Robert’s point of view. What does he think about the food?

What does he think about Chinese customs? Does the experience make him like

Amy more or less?

5. Strawberries is a myth about why strawberries were created. Pick your favorite

fruit, vegetable or flower. Write a short story about how that plant was created.

Think of the characteristics of the plant (its smell, its color, its taste, where it

grows) to help you with the story.

6. Martin Luther King, Jr. speaks about his dream for America.   Describe what this

dream is.

7. Why do you think this speech was so important? Consider the Civil Rights

Movement and what this is saying about it.

Змістовий модуль 2

1. What is fear? What is the role of fear in this story of Edgar Allan Poe? How is

fear a character? What does fear do to the narrator, to the old man?

2. Do you think that the character in The Tell Tale Heart is mad? Why or Why not?
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3. Why is this story a “revenge story?”  How does the narrator get revenge on

Fortunato?

4. The narrator tries to go back when he is in the cellar. Why do you think that the

narrator is trying to turn around? What is it said about human nature?

5. What are the three characters in the story “To Build a Fire”? Describe each

character?

6. What was the mistake that the man made? What happened because of this

mistake?

7. Do you always take the advice that is given to you? Who do you listen to the

most in your life?
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4 КРИТЕРІЇ ОЦІНЮВАННЯ ЗНАНЬ СТУДЕНТІВ

Осінній семестр – залік. Форма проведення контролю – усна.

№
Вид роботи

Кількість

балів

Максимум балів

за 1
Усього

1 Поточний контроль:

 робота на заняттях;

 усне опитування;

 письмові творчі

роботи

15

10

15

1

5

40

2 Модульний контроль:

 письмова робота 20 10 20

3 Онлайн тести на платформі 20 10 20

4 Самостійна робота:
 переклад художнього
тексту;
 лінгво-стильовий
аналіз тексту

15

5 20

Підсумковий контроль: залік

Усього: 100
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