«PaccMoTpeHo» Ha «CorjaacoBaHo»: «YTBepxKIaO»:
3acemaguu LTI

I'yMAHHTAPHOTO IEKIA 3aMecTuTeNnb TUpeKTopa Hupekrop MKOVY «COHI .

A.B. Ko63eBa MKOY «COMUI 1. Onera» no YBP Onmbra»
.B. K.M. KansmaeBa M.A. Mopo3zoBa
2024
« » r « » 2024 . Mpuxas
oT«___» 2024r.

I'onoBasi npoMexyTOUHASI ATTeCTALUS
10 AHTJINICKOMY fI3BIKY 9 Kiace
(nemoBepcus)
Konrtponbnas kaptouka Ne 0.

Packpoiime ckobku, ynompebue oanmnvie 8 HUX C108a 8 HYHCHOU ePAMMAMUYLECKOU
Gopme, maxk 4umobbl OHU COOMBEMCMBOBANIU COOEPHCAHUIO MEKCMA (UCNOb3YeM
2PAMMAMUYECKULL MAMEPUAT, U3YUEeHHbIU 3d 200).

Dana Miller was a bus driver in the city of Philadelphia. Her working hours
from 10.00 pm till 6:00 am.

It was a hard job and very few worked as bus drivers in
those days but Dana loved her job very much.

One of her regular passengers was a guitar player. Every Friday night he got on the
bus carrying his guitar. The guitar of wood, not plasticand MAKE
Dana liked the way it sounded.

“You should come to see our show,” the guitarist kept saying to Dana.
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“I it one day,” Dana promised each time,
but she never said when exactly she . Another passenger who GO
often used Dana’s bus was a Biscuit Lady.
She worked at the biscuit factory and often Dana a small bag

o GIVE
of biscuits.
Dana sweets and pastries very much, but she could never

. — NOT/LIKE

resist those biscuits — they were so fresh and tasty.
“How was night?” Dana’s husband liked to ask her when she
came home. YOU
“Good music, good food and a great view of the city,” she cheerfully answered.
“I wish I my work as much as you enjoy yours,” her husband ENJOY

said, “ but I’'m going to have just another boring day at the office.”

MaxkcumMalibHOE KOJIM4eCcTBO 0ayuioB: 9.
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