OauMnunana CTyIeHTOB U BbINYCKHUKOB «Bbicmas jgura», 2 stam, 2021 r.

HanpasJienue: «130. JIuteparypHoe MacTepcTBO»

Tpexku:
«Xyno:kecTBeHHAs MPO3a» Koa —130.1
«Xyn0KecTBEeHHBIH IepeBoI» Kona —130.2
Bpems BbinosHenust — 240 MuH.
MaxkcumaibHbIii 6a1 — 150.
NHBAPUAHTHASA YACTb

3ananue 1 (50 6a/10B).

Hanummre scce Ha TeMy (MEXKAy yJ4aCTHHUKAMU CIydallHBIM 00pa3oM ObUIH pacIpeieicHbl TPpU
TEMBl):

1. 3auem JIOAM YUTAIOT KHUTH?

2. MOo:XHO JIM HAYYUTh YeJIOBeKa MUCATH MPo3y?

3. YeM mepeBoIYMK MOXO0K HA MHCATEJIA, A YeM OTJIMYAETCH OT Hero?

O06bEm Tekcta — He 6onee 6 000 3HaKOB ¢ mpobOenamu (MOKHO BOCIOJIB30BATHCS CTOPOHHUM
TEKCTOBBIM peIakTopoM, Hampumep, Word, /uis NpOBEpKH TEKCTa M HANHUCAHUS YEPHOBOTO
BapHaHTa 3cce)

BAPUATHUBHASA YACTb

Tpexk 130.1. «Xyno:xxecTBeHHasi IPO3a»

3ananue 2 (50 6a/10B).

Hanummre xynoxecTBeHHbIN MpO3andeckuil TEKCT Ha 3a/laHHyI0 TeMy. B TekcTe N0KHO OBITH
Hayajo, OCHOBHAs YacTb IIOBECTBOBaHMsS W JIOTWYHbIM ¢Quuan. OueHuBaTbest Oyner
BBIPA3UTEIBHOCT W OPUTMHAIBHOCTb  MCIIOJIB30BAaHHBIX  XYIO0XKECTBEHHBIX  CPENCTB,
CIOCOOHOCTh aBTOPA PAacCKa3aTh YBJIEKATEIbHYIO U TPAMOTHO BBICTPOEHHYIO HCTOPUIO.

Tema (Mexy ydacTHUKaMH CIy4dailHbIM 00pa3oM ObLIN paclpeeieHbl IATh TEM):

1. Pomamika
2. Tumuna
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3. Moii cocen — HHOMJIAHETSIHNH
4. TlopTper Moero Bpara
5. Jlo6aBbTe COJIEHBII orypell, MoKaJyicTa

O0béM TekcTa — He Oonee 6 000 3HAKOB ¢ mMpobenamu (MOKHO BOCIOJB30BATHCS CTOPOHHUM
TEKCTOBBIM pelakTopoM, Hampumep, Word, Uis TpOBEpKH TEKCTa M HAMUCAHUS YEPHOBOTO
BapHaHTa 3CCe)

Tpek 130.2. «Xya0xkecTBEHHbIH MEepeBOI)
3ananue 3 (50 6a710B).
IlepeBeaure nmpeaI0KeHHbINH GparMeHT.

Daniel Mason
THE WINTER SOLDIER

No, from the beginning he hadn’t belonged among them, an accidental sixth child born years
after the doctor told his mother she couldn’t conceive again. Were he not the spitting image of
his father—tall and big-pawed, with skin pale as alabaster, a shock of blond hair fit for an
Icelander, and old man’s ducktail eyebrows even as a little boy—he might have wondered if he
was another’s child. But the flushes of ruddiness that gave his father the hale glow of a knight
who has just removed his jouster’s helmet, in Lucius looked more like blotches of an
embarrassed blush. Watching his brothers and sisters glide through his mother’s receptions, he
could never understand their ease, their grace, their force. No matter what he tried—holding a
stone in his pocket as a reminder to smile, writing lists of “Chatting Topics”—spontaneity eluded
him. Before the parties, he would slink through the salon, attaching to each piece of artwork an
idea for conversation: when he saw the portrait of Sobieski he was to speak of holidays; the bust
of Chopin should spur him to ask about his guest. Yet, no matter how he prepared, it happened:
there would be a moment, a pause—just a second—just a catch—before he—spoke. He could
move easily through the shifting choreography of soft gowns and pressed field marshal trousers.
But the moment that he approached a cluster of other children, their laughter stopped.

He wondered if he had grown up in another time or place—among a different, silent people—his
discomfort would never have been noticed. But in Vienna, among the eloquent, where frivolity
had been cultivated into a faith, he knew that others saw him falter. Lucius: the name, chosen by
his father after the legendary kings of Rome, itself was mockery; he was anything but light. By
his thirteenth birthday, so terrified by his mother’s disapproval, so increasingly uncertain of
anything to say at all, his unease began to appear in a quiver of his lip, a nervous twisting of his
fingers, and at last, a stutter.
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In the beginning, he had been accused of feigning. Stutters appear in childhood, his mother told
him, not in a boy his age. He didn’t stutter when he was alone, nor when he spoke of his science
magazines or the bird’s nest outside his window. Nor did it afflict him at the aquarium in the
Imperial Zoological Collections, where he went to stare for hours at the Grottenolm, blind,
translucent salamanders from the Southern Empire, in whom one could watch the magical
pulsing of their blood.

But at last, conceding that something might be wrong, she hired a speech expert from Munich,
famous for his Textbook of the Disorders of Speech and Language and a metal device called the
Zungenapparat, which isolated the labial, palatal, and glottal movements from one another and so
promised the repair of sound and speech.
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