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Tema 1. IlpennepeBoayecKkuii aHAIU3 Xy/105KeCTBEHHOI0 TEKCTA

O6pasen anroput™a npeanepeBoYecKOro aHain3a:
1. Coop enewmnux ceedenuit 0 mexcme.

DTO aBTOp TEKCTa, BpeMs CO3[laHus U MyOJIMKAIMu Mpou3Be[eHUs. Bce 3T BHeNIHUE CBEICHUS
Ccpa3y MHOT'O CKa)XXyT HaM O TOM, YTO MOXHO M Yero HeJb3s JOMyCKaTh B mepeBojae. Hampumep,
€CIM TEeKCT — TMpOLUIOro BeKa, MpU IMepeBoje HeoOXOAUMO OTAaBaTh MPEANOYTCHUE
yCTapeBaIOIUM CIIOBaM U CTPYKTYpPaM.

2. Kmo — komy?

OueHb BaXHO ONPEICIUTh, KEM TEKCT TIOPOXKIICH U JUI KOTO MpeiHa3HavyeH. Hampumep, eciiu Tekct
MpeHa3HaYeH JeTsIM, B HEM HEOOXOJWMO COXPaHUTh MPOCTOW CHHTAKCHUC, JOCTYIHBIH ICTSIM
mo0op CJOB, IPKYI0 0OPa3HOCTD.

3. Cocmae ungpopmayuu

B XynoxkecTBeHHBIX TEKCTax JOMUHHUPYET JCTeTHYeckas HH(oOpmaunus, MU TEepeBOIUTh HX
HEOOXOAMMO Ha YpOBHE TEKCTa, YUYHUTHIBasg WHIWBUIYAJIbHBIM CTHJIb aBTOpa M €ro 4YyBCTBO
MPEKPACHOTO.

4, K'ommyuukamueuoe 3a0anue mekcma
Moxet 3By4aTh IIO-pa3HOMY: COO6I_I_[I/ITB BaXXHBIC HOBBLIC CBCIACHUA, YGGIII/ITB B CBoeM IpaBOTE,
HaJIaJuTb KOHTAKT U T. 1.

5. Peuesoit scanp (GyHKIIMOHATBHBINA CTUIIB)

3Has CTUIIEBBIE OCOOEHHOCTH TEKCTa, MEPEBOTYMK MOXKET JIETKO BHIOpPATh T€ MOMEHTHI, Ha
KOTOpBIE clielyeT OOpaTHTh aKTUBHOE BHUMAaHUE (HallpuMep, MOBTOPHI, KIIHIIE, YMOITUOHAIBHO
OKPAIICHHYIO JEKCUKY).

ITocaenoBaTeILHOCTE AEHCTBHUH:
1. OxapakrepusyiTe UCTOYHUK TEKCTA U ONpeaenuTe: (MOTEHIIMATbHOIO PELUITUEHTa; TUIT TEKCTA, €T

YKAHPOBYIO TPUHAUICKHOCT; TEMY; MPOOJIEMBI, 3aTPOHYThIC B TEKCTE; KOMIO3UIIMOHHYIO CTPYKTYPY
TEKCTA.)



2. OHpGI[CJII/ITe, CCThb JIM B TCKCTC: TCPMUHBI, PCAJINH, KJIIUIIC, TCMAaTUYCCKHU OPUCHTUPOBAHHAA JICKCHKA,
CTHITUCTHYECKU MapKUPOBAHHAs JICKCUKA.

3. Ilpemioxure BapHaHTHl MEpeIavYd peajuii, KIUIIe, TEMAaTUICCKd OPUCHTHUPOBAHHON JEKCUKU U
CTHITUCTHYECKU MapKUPOBAHHOM JICKCUKU U3 33/1aHUSI.

4. Cnenaiite 4yepHOBOM TEKCT MEPEBOJIa IS NajdbHEHIIeH paOOThI.

IIpakTH4yeckoe 3aganue
Buinonnume npeonepesodueckuii ananusz hpazmenma uz xyooxucecmeenno2o mekcma

THE door opened and Michael Gosselyn looked up. Julia came in.

"Hulloa! I won't keep you a minute. | was just sighing some letters."

"No hurry. I only came to see what seats had been sent to the Dennorants. What's that young man doing
here?"

With the experienced actress's instinct to fit the gesture to the word, by a movement of her neat head she
indicated the room through which she had just passed.

"He's the accountant. He comes from Lawrence and Hamphreys. He's been here three days."

"He looks very young."

"He's an articled clerk*. He seems to know his job. He can't get over the way our accounts are kept. He told
me he never expected a theatre to be run on such businesslike lines. He says the way some of those firms in
the city keep their accounts is enough to turn your hair grey."

Julia smiled at the complacency™* on her husband's handsome face.

"He's a young man of tact."

"He finishes today. | thought we might take him back with us and give him a spot of lunch. He's quite a
gentleman."

"Is that a sufficient reason to ask him to lunch?" Michael did not notice the faint irony of her tone. "I won't
ask him if you don't want him. I merely thought it would be a treat for him. He admires you tremendously.
He's been to see the play three times. He's crazy to be introduced to you."

Michael touched a button and in a moment his secretary came in.

"Here are the letters, Margery. What appointments have | got for this afternoon?"

Julia with half an ear listened to the list Margery read out and, though she knew the room so well, idly
looked about her. It was a very proper room for the manager of a first-class theatre. The walls had been
panelled (at cost price) by a good decorator and on them hung engravings of theatrical pictures by Zoffany and
de Wilde. The armchairs were large and comfortable. Michael sat in a heavily carved Chippendale* chair, a
reproduction but made by a well-known firm, and his Chippendale table, with heavy ball and claw feet, was
immensely solid. On it stood in a massive silver frame a photograph of herself and to balance it a photograph
of Roger, their son. Between these was a magnificent silver ink-stand that she had herself given him on one of
his birthdays and behind it a rack in red morocco, heavily gilt, in which he kept his private paper in case he
wanted to write a letter in his own hand. The paper bore the address, Siddons Theatre, and the envelope his
crest, a boar's head with the motto underneath: Nemo me impune lacessit. A bunch of yellow tulips in a silver
bowl, which he had got through winning the theatrical golf tournament three times running, showed Margery's
care. Julia gave her a reflective glance. Notwithstanding* her cropped peroxide hair and her heavily-painted
lips she had the neutral look that marks the perfect secretary. She had been with Michael for five years. In that
time she must have got to know him inside and out. Julia wondered if she could be such a fool as to be in love
with him.

But Michael rose from his chair.

"Now, darling, I'm ready for you."

Margery gave him his black Homburg hat and opened the door for Julia and Michael to go out. As they
entered the office the young man Julia had noticed turned round and stood up.

"I should like to introduce you to Miss Lambert," said Michael. Then with the air of an ambassador
presenting an attache to the sovereign of the court to which he is accredited: "This is the gentleman who is



good enough to put some order into the mess we make of our accounts.”

The young man went scarlet. He smiled stiffly in answer to Julia's warm, ready smile and she felt the palm
of his hand wet with sweat when she cordially* grasped it. His confusion was touching. That was how people
had felt when they were presented to Sarah Siddons. She thought that she had not been very gracious to
Michael when he had proposed asking the boy to luncheon. She looked straight into his eyes. Her own were
large, of a very dark brown, and starry. It was no effort to her, it was as instinctive as brushing away a fly that
was buzzing round her, to suggest now a faintly amused, friendly tenderness.

"I wonder if we could persuade you to come and eat a chop with us. Michael will drive you back after

lunch."

The young man blushed again and his adam's apple moved in his thin neck.
"It's awfully kind of you." He gave his clothes a troubled look. "I'm absolutely filthy."
"You can have a wash and brush up when we get home."

(Extract from “Theatre” by William Somerset Maugham)

Tema 2. AHa/IM3 Xy/10:KeCTBEHHBIX IePeBOJIHbIX TEKCTOB.

IIpakTH4yeckoe 3aganue

[Ipoananu3upyiite, ¢ KakUMU TPYAHOCTSIMH CTOJIKHYJcA mnepeBoquuk P.Paiitr Kosanésa mpu mnepeBoze
npoussenenus Jxepoma Conunmkepa «Han mpomacteio Bo pxku» (The Catcher in the Rye). Onpenenure
CTETIEHb U YPOBEHBb IKBUBAIECHTHOCTH NlepeBoa. Kakne npruémsl mepeBoa Mpyu 3TOM UCTIOIb3YIOTCS?

Some things are hard to remember. I'm thinking now
of when Stradlater got back from his date with Jane. |
mean | can't remember exactly what | was doing when
I heard his goddam stupid footsteps coming down the
corridor. | probably was still looking out the window,
but I swear I can't remember. | was so damn worried,
that's why.

When | really worry about something, | don't just fool
around. | even have to go to the bathroom when |
worry about something. Only, | don't go. I'm too
worried to go. | don't want to interrupt my worrying to
go. If you knew Stradlater, you'd have been worried,
too. I'd double-dated with that bastard a couple of
times, and | know what I'm talking about. He was
unscrupulous. He really was.

Anyway, the corridor was all linoleum and all, and
you could hear his goddam footsteps coming right
towards the room. I don't even remember where | was
sitting when he came in—at the window, or in my
chair or his. I swear | can't remember.

He came in griping about how cold it was out. Then he
said,

“Where the hell is everybody? It's like a goddam

EI)IBaCT, YTO HUIIOYEM HE MOXCIIb BCIIOMHHNTD, KaK 3TO
obu10. S Bce mymato - koraa xe CTpaaneiitep BepHyICsS
co ceuganus ¢ Jxeitn? [loauMaere, s1 HUKaK HE
BCIIOMHIO, 4YTO 4 JA€JI1ajl, KOTraa BAPYT YCJbIIIaJI €ro maru
B KOpHUI0pe, Harjble, rpoMkue. HaBepHo, s Bee eme
CMOTpPEJI B OKHO, HO BCIOMHUTH TOYHO HE MOT'y, XOTh
yOeii. Y>kacHO 51 BOJIHOBAJICS, HOTOMY U HE MOTY
BCIIOMHHTbD, KaK OBLJIO.

A yX ecld 51 BOJIHYIOCb, TaK 3TO HE IPUTBOPCTBO. MHe
Jaxe XxoueTcsl B yOOpHyo, Koraa st BoHytock. Ho s He
uay. Bonuytocs, orToro u He uny. Eciu 661 BB 3HaIH
Crpaaneiirepa, Bbl Obl TOXE BOJHOBAINCH. S pa3a aBa
XOJIMJI BMECTE C 3THM TOJJIEIIOM Ha CBUAaHUA. S 3HaIO,
PO YTO TOBOPIO. Y HETrO COBECTH HET HU KAaIlH, ei-
Oory, HeT.

A B KOpHJOpE Y HacC - CIIJIOLUIHOM JINHOJIEYM, TaK 4To
M3J1aH OBLIO CIIBIIIHO, KaK OH, MEP3aBell, MOIXOIHT K
Halled komHare. Sl gaxke He MOMHIO, TZie 5 CHJIeN, KOraa
OH BOIIIETI, - B CBOEM KpecJie, UIN Y OKHA, MJI B €T0
Kpecie. UecTHOe CI10BO, HE MOT'Y BCIIOMHUTb.

OH Bo1IEI U cpa3y cTal KaJIoBaThCs, KAKOW XONOJ,.
IToroMm cnpaiBaer:

- Kyna x uepty Bce nmponanmu? Hu >xuBoit gymm -



morgue around here.”

I didn't even bother to answer him. If he was so
goddam stupid not to realize it was Saturday night and
everybody was out or asleep or home for the week
end, | wasn't going to break my neck telling him. He
started getting undressed. He didn't say one goddam
word about Jane. Not one. Neither did I. | just watched
him. All he did was thank me for letting him wear my
hound's-tooth. He hung it up on a hanger and put it in
the closet.

Then when he was taking off his tie, he asked me if I'd
written his goddam composition for him. | told him it
was over on his goddam bed. He walked over and read
it while he was unbuttoning his shirt. He stood there,
reading it, and sort of stroking his bare chest and
stomach, with this very stupid expression on his face.

He was always stroking his stomach or his chest. He
was mad about himself.

All of a sudden, he said,

“For Chrissake, Holden. This is about a goddam
baseball glove.”

“So what?” I said. Cold as hell.

“Wuddaya mean so what? | told ya it had to be about a
goddam room or a house or something.”

“You said it had to be descriptive. What the hell's the
difference if it's about a baseball glove?”

“God damn it.” He was sore as hell. He was really
furious. “You always do everything backasswards.”
He looked at me. “No wonder you're flunking the hell
out of here,” he said. “You don't do one damn thing
the way you're supposed to. | mean it. Not one damn
thing.”

“All right, give it back to me, then,” I said. I went over
and pulled it right out of his goddam hand. Then | tore
it up. “What the hellja do that for?” he said. I didn't
even answer him. | just threw the pieces in the
wastebasket.

Then | lay down on my bed, and we both didn't say

(hOpMEHHBIN MOPT.

S emy u He mogyMan oTBedats. Eciu oH, 6onBaH, He
MOHUMAET, YTO B CyOOOTY BeuepoM BCE YILUIH, HIIH CIIST,
WM yeXaH K POJHBIM, Y€ro pajai MHE JIe3Th BOH 3
KOXH 00BsCHATH eMy. OH cTall pa3eBarhes. A mMpo
[xeiin - Hu cnoBa. Hu equnoro cinoBeuka. U s monuy.
Toabko cMoTpro Ha Hero. [IpaBna, oH MeHd
noGnarogapui 3a KypTKy. Hanen ee Ha mieunku u
MTOBECHJI B IIKadQ.

A Korna oH pa3BsI3bIBaJI TAJICTYK, CIIPOCHUIT MEHH,
Hamucal JId 5 3a Hero 3TO AypalKkoe counHeHue. S
CKaszall, 9TO BOH OHO, Ha ero coOcTBeHHON KpoBaTu. OH
MOJIOUIET U CTaJ YUTATh, IOKA PACCTErHBal PyOaxy.
Crout ynTaet, a caM rIaauT ceOs o TONOH rpyau ¢
CaMbIM UINOTCKHUM BBIPAXXCHHUCM JIMIIA.

BeuHo oH riagui ce0s TO Mo Irpyau, TO 1o XuBOTY. OH
ce0st mpocTo 000XKaI.

U Bapyr rosopur:

- Uro 3a yeproBuuHa, XonaeH? TyT mpo Kakyro-To
JypalKylo pyKaBuiy!

- Hy Tak uto xe? - crpamuBaro 5. JIeIssHbIM To10coM.

- To ecTh Kak 370 - uTO %)e? S ke Tebe TOBOpUII, HAZ0
ommcaTh KOMHATY HJTH JIOM, Oarma!

- TwI ckazall, Hy’)KHO Kakoe-HUOy/b onucanue. He Bce
JIY paBHO, YTO OIUCHIBATH - PYKABHILY HIIU €IIIe YTO?

- DX, uept ObI TeOs moapai! - OH pa303/IUiICs HE Ha
myTKy. [IpocTo paccBupenen. - Bee ol genaemnns yepe3
XK... KyBbIpKOM. - TyT oH mocMoTpen Ha MeHs. - Huuero
YAUBHUTEIBHOTO, YTO TEOS OTCIO/Ia BEIKUHYIIH, -
roBOpHUT. - HUKOT1a THI HUYETo HE C/IeNacilb 10-
gyenoBeueckn. Hukorma! [orsut?

- JJagno, nagHo, otnait nucrox! - rosopro. [loxormen,
BBIXBAaTUJI Y HET'O OTOT TpCKHSITBIﬁ JIMCTOK, B3I K
pazopBai.

- Yro 3a uept? - TOBOPUT. - 3a4€M THI pa3opBai?

S emy naxe He oTBeTWI. Bpocun KJIOYKH B KOP3UHKY, U
BCE.

[ToTom ner Ha KpoBaTh, M MBI 00a J0aT0 MOTdaH. OH



anything for a long time. He got all undressed, down
to his shorts, and | lay on my bed and lit a cigarette.
You weren't allowed to smoke in the dorm, but you
could do it late at night when everybody was asleep or
out and nobody could smell the smoke. Besides, | did
it to annoy Stradlater. It drove him crazy when you
broke any rules. He never smoked in the dorm. It was
only me.

He still didn't say one single solitary word about Jane.
So finally | said,

“You're back pretty goddam late if she only signed out
for nine-thirty. Did you make her be late signing in?”
He was sitting on the edge of his bed, cutting his
goddam toenails, when | asked him that.

“Coupla minutes,” he said. “Who the hell signs out for
nine-thirty on a Saturday night?”

God, how | hated him.

“Did you go to New York?” I said.

“Ya crazy? How the hell could we go to New York if
she only signed out for nine-thirty?”

“That's tough.”

He looked up at me.

“Listen,” he said, “if you're gonna smoke in the room,
how 'bout going down to the can and do it? You may
be getting the hell out of here, but I have to stick
around long enough to graduate.”

I ignored him. I really did. | went right on smoking
like a madman. All I did was sort of turn over on my
side and watched him cut his damn toenails. What a
school. You were always watching somebody cut their
damn toenails or squeeze their pimples or something.

paszencs, ocTajics B Tpycax, a s 3aKypuI, JexKa Ha
KpoBatu. KypHTh B cajibHAX HE MOJAraeTcs, HO MO3HO
BEUEPOM, KOT'/Ia OJHHU CIISIT, a APYTUE YVIILTH, HUKTO HE
3aMETHUT, YTO IaxXHET AIMOM. U IIOTOM MHE XOTEIIOCh
mo3auTh Ctpamieiitepa. OH U3 ceOs BRIXOMMI, KOTIa
Hapymaau npasuia. CaM OH HUKOT/a B CHAJIbHE HE
Kypuil. A s KypuiIL.

Tak oH 1 HE cKa3an HU €AUHOTO CI0BeUKa npo JKeilH,
Hudero. Torma s cam 3aroBOpuI:

- [To31HO k€ ThI BUJICS, YEPT MOOEPH, ECITH e
OTITyCTHITH TOJILKO JI0 AeBATH Tpuaatu. OHa u3-3a
TeOs He 0To3/ala, BEpHyJIach BOBpeMs?

OH cuzen Ha Kparo CBOEH KOMKU U CTPUT HOI'TU Ha
HOTax, KOr/a si ¢ HUM 3arOBOPHIL.

- Camyr0 MaJIOCTh OT03/1aJ1a, - TOBOPHUT. - A Kakoro
yepTa e ObIJIO OTHPAIIUBATHECS TOJNBKO JIO0 TOJIOBUHBI
JIECSITOTO, J1a eIle B cy00oTy?

O rocnoau, Kax 51 ero HEHaBUENI B 3Ty MUHYTY!

- B Heto-Mopk e3ammm? - cpanmsaro.

- Toi crisTin? Kak Mb1 Mormu nioracts B Heio-Mopk,
€CJIM OHa OTIIPOCHIIACH TOJIBKO /10 TOJIOBUHBI AECATOTrO?
- Kanp, xxanb! - ckazan s.

OH mocMoTpesn Ha MEHS.

- Cnyuraii, ecnu Te0e X04eTCsl KypUTh, IIeT OBl THI B
yoopHyto. ThI-TO 0TCIOAa BBIMETACIIbCSA, @ MHE TOPYATh
B IIKOJI€, TOKA HE OKOHYY.

51 Ha Hero pa)xe BHUMaHUS HE 00paThiI, OyATO ero u
HeT. Kypro kak cymacmenmui, u Bce. TONbKO
MOBEPHYJICS Ha OOK ¥ CMOTPIO, KaK OH CTPUKET CBOU
noyibie HOrTu. [la, Huuero cebe mkona! Beuno npu
Tebe TO MPBIIIH JIABAT, TO HOT'TH Ha HOTaX CTPHUTYT.

Tema 3. ConocTaBuTeIbHBIN aHATN3 NIEPEBOI0B TEKCTOB XY/10:KeCTBEHHOI JINTEPaTypPhbl.

IIpakTH4Yeckoe 3aganue

Cpasnume nepesodvl ompuieka u3z paccxkasa P.bpadbepu, evinoanennvie pasmuvimu nepegoouuxamu. Kaxou
nepegoo 8am npedcmaesnsiemcs Ooee adeKeamHyIM U noyemy?

DARK THEY WERE, AND GOLDEN-EYED
By Ray Bradbury



The rocket metal cooled in the meadow winds. Its lid gave a bulging pop. From its clock interior stepped a
man, a woman, and three children. The other passengers whispered away across the Martian meadow, leaving
the man alone among his family.
The man felt his hair flutter and the tissues of his body draw tight as if he were standing at the center of a
vacuum. His wife, before him, seemed almost to whirl away in smoke. The children, small
seeds, might at any instant be sown to all the Martian climes. The children looked up at him, as people look to
the sun to tell time of their life it is. His face was cold.
«What’s wrong?» asked his wife.
« Let’s get back on the rocket.»
«Go back to Earth?»
«Yes! Listen!»
The wind blew as if to flake away their identities. At any moment the Martian air might draw his soul from
him, as marrow comes from a white bone. He felt submerged in a chemical that could dissolve his intellect and
bum away his past.
They looked at Martian hills that time had worn with a pressure of years. They saw the old cities, lost in their
meadows, lying like children's delicate bones among the blowing lakes of dress.

«Chin up, Harry,» said his wife. «It's too late. We've come over million miles.»
The children with their yellow hair hollered at the deep dome of Martian sky. There was no answer but the
racing hiss of wind through the stiff grass.
He picked up the luggage in his cold hands. «Here we go,» hi said — a man standing on the edge of a sea,
ready to wade in and be drowned.

They walked into town.

1. BbLJIM OHU CMYTIBIE U 30J1I0TOI'JIA3BIE
Ilepesoo H. I'anv

Pakera octeiBana, o6xyBaemast BeTpoM ¢ nyros. Lllenkayna u pacnaxHyiack nsepua. M3 jtoka BBICTYIHIH
MY>KYHHA, KEHIIWHA U Tpoe AeTel. Jlpyrue naccaxupsl yKe yXOIWJIHU, IePEelIenThIBASICh, 10 MAPCUAHCKOMY
JIyTY, M 3TOT YEJIOBEK OCTAJICS OJIUH CO CBOEU CEMBEM.

Bosocsl ero tpemneranu Ha BeTpy, Kaxaas KJIETOYKa B TEJE HAIPSIIACh, YyBCTBO OBLIO TaKOE€, CIOBHO OH
OYYTHJICSI TIOZ] KOJIIIAaKOM, OTKYyJa BBIKaYMBAIOT BO3AyX. JKeHa cTosula Ha Iar BIEpeAH, U eMy Kazajloch —
celyac OHa YyJIETUT, pacceercs Kak AbIM. W neTeld — IyIMHKY OJlyBaHYMKA — BOT-BOT Pa3HECET BETPaMH BO
Bce Mapca.

JIM TOJIOBBI U TIOCMOTPEJIN Ha HETO — TaK CMOTPSIT JIFOJM Ha COJIHIE, YTOO ONpeenuTh, 4TO 3a I0pa HacTaia B
UX HU. JIuno ero 3acThLIoO.

HE Tak? — CIIPOCHJIa )KCHA.

— TrI XO4elb BEpHYTHCS HA 3EMITIO?

— Jla. Cirymaii!

Hyn Berep, OyATO XOTeN pa3BesiTh MX B MbUTh. KaxkeTcs, MUT — u BO3JyX Mapca BBICOCET €ro AyIlry, Kak
BBICACBIBAIOT MO3T M3 KOCTH. OH CJOBHO NOTPY3WiIcd B KaKOH-TO XHMMHYECKHMH COCTaB. B KOTOPOM
pPacTBOPSIETCS pa3yM U CrOpPaeT MPOIUIOE.

Onu CMOTpPEIIM HAa HEBBICOKME MapCUaHCKHUE I'OPbI, IMPUAABJICHHBIMHA TAXKECTBIO TBHICSTUETIETHH. CMOTpeJ'II/I Ha
JpeBHHE TOPO/Ia, 3aTEPSIHHBIC B Jyrax, OyATO XpyNKHUE IETCKHE KOCTOUKH, B 3bI0KHX 03epax Tpas.

— BeImte rosnoBy, 'appu,- ckazana xeHa.- OTCTyNaTh MWECThAECAT C JUIIKOM MIJIJTMOHOB MHJIb.

JETH TPOMKO 3aKpHYaiy, CIIOBHO Opocasi MmapcuaHckoMmy HeOy. Ho oTkimka He ObLI0, TOJBKO OBICTPBIN BeTep
CBUCTEJ B )KECTKOU TpaBe.

[ToxonoaeBmMMHU pyKamMH 4eJIOBEK TOAXBATUI YEMOJAHBI.

- [Tonum.

OH ckazai 3To Tak, Kak OyJITo CTOsUI Ha Oepery — | HaJlo ObUIO B MOpe U YTOHYTh. OHHU BCTYITUIIN B TOPOJI.

2. OHH BbIUIM CMYTIVJIBIE U 30JIOTOI'JIA3BIE

Ilepe6od 3.506wipy

Bertep ¢ noneit o6ayBan AbIMALIMICS MeTa pakeTsl. [ 1yxo 5, oTkpeiiack ABeph. [1epBbIM BhIILIEN MY>KYKHA,
nmotoM la ¢ Tpems AEeTbMH, 32 HUMH OCTanbHble. Bce momum depe3 MapcHMaHCKHME Jyra K HEZaBHO
[IOCTPOEHHOMY IIOCEJIKY, HO My>KYHHA C CEMbEH OCTAJICSA OJIUH.



Betep meBenni eMy BOJIOCHI, TENIO HANPATAIOCH, CIIOBHO €IIIe TIOTPYKeHHOe B 6€3MepHOCTh MyCTOTHL. JKeHa
cTosa psAAoM; ee Omia Apokb. JleTH, kKak MaleHbKHe CeMEHa, JTOJDKHBI OBLTH BpacTaTh OTHBIHE B TOYBY
Mapca.
JleT cMOTpenu CHHU3Y BBEpX B JIMIIO OTIA, KAK CMOTPAT HA COJIHIIC, YTOOBI y3HATh, Kakas MOpa >KU3HH
npunuia. JInmo ObUT0 XOJOIHBIM, CYPOBBIM.
— UYrto ¢ ToO0#? — crpocuita xKeHa.
— BepHemcs B pakerTy.
— W na 3emro?
— Jla. TeI capImmme?
BeTep IyJ, He mepecTtaBas. UTo, €CIM MapCUAaHCKUI BBICOCET Y HUX AYIIY, KaK MO3T U3 KocTei? MyxuuHa
YyBCTBOBAJI Ce0sl MOTPYKEHHBIM B KaKyIO-TO >KHJKOCTb, MOTYIIYK) PAacTBOPUTH €ro pa3yM U BBDKCUYb
BocnioMuHaHMA. OH B3TJISHYJ Ha CTiIaKeHHBIE HEYMOJIMMOW PyKOW BPEMEHH, Ha pa3BaliMiHbBI 3aTepsBIINECT B
MOpE TPaBbl.
-Cmenee ['appu,—oTO3BaIach €ro »eHa. — YK€ CIUIIKOM TO3IHO. 32 HAMH JISKHT MIECTHAECAT IISTh
MMJIJIHOHOB MHJIb, €CIH HE OOJIBIIIE,
CBeTJIOBOJIOCHIE JIETH PAa3HOTOJIOCO HIeOeTalnH MOJ, CBOJAOM MapcuaHckoro Heba. MM oTBewanu CBHUCT U
LIUIIEHUE BETPA B )KECTKOU TpaBe. My»K4HMHA CXBATUIICS 3a YEMOJAHBL.
— Unem, — mpomnsHec OH, KaK YeJI0BeK, CTOAIINI Ha Oepery MOpS ¥ TOTOBBIH IJIBITh i YTOHYTh.
OHU ABUHYJIUCH K MOCENKY.

Tema 4. IIpakTUKa nepeBoAa Xy10KeCTBEHHOI'0 TEKCTA ¢ AHIJIMIICKOr0 HA PYCCKHIl A3BIK.
IIpakTHYeckoe 3a1aHue

Ilepeseoume ¢hpazmenm xy0oscecmeeHHo20 MeKCma Ha PyCcCKUll A3blK, coOM00as. HOPMbL NeKCULECKOU
IKBUBATIEHMHOCU, DAMMAMUYECKUe, CUHMAKCUYECKUe U CIMUTUCIUYECKUE HOPMbL PYCCKO20 A3bIKA. .

Robert Langdon awoke slowly. A telephone was ringing in the darkness—a tinny, unfamiliar ring. He fumbled
for the bedside lamp and turned it on. Squinting at his surroundings he saw a plush Renaissance bedroom with
Louis XV furniture, hand-frescoed walls, and a colossal mahogany four-poster bed. Where the hell am 1? The
jacquard bathrobe hanging on his bedpost bore the monogram: Hotel Ritz Paris Slowly, the fog began to lift.
Langdon picked up the receiver. “Hello?” “Monsieur Langdon?” a man’s voice said. “I hope I have not
awoken you?” Dazed, Langdon looked at the bedside clock. It was 12:32 A.M. He had been asleep only an
hour, but he felt like the dead.

“This is the concierge, monsieur. [ apologize for this intrusion, but you have a visitor. He insists it is urgent.”
Langdon still felt fuzzy. A visitor? His eyes focused now on a crumpled flyer on his bedside table. The
American University of Paris proudly presents An Evening with Robert Langdon Professor of Religious
Symbology, Harvard University Langdon groaned. Tonight’s lecture—a slide show about pagan symbolism
hidden in the stones of Chartres Cathedral—had probably ruffled some conservative feathers in the audience.
Most likely, some religious scholar had trailed him home to pick a fight. “I’m sorry,” Langdon said, “but I'm
very tired and—"

“Mais, monsieur,” the concierge pressed, lowering his voice to an urgent whisper. “Your guest is an important
man.” Langdon had little doubt. His books on religious paintings and cult symbology had made him a
reluctant celebrity in the art world, and last year Langdon’s visibility had increased a hundredfold after his
involvement in a widely publicized incident at the Vatican. Since then, the stream of self-important historians
and art buffs arriving at his door had seemed never-ending. “If you would be so kind,” Langdon said, doing his
best to remain polite, “could you take the man’s name and number, and tell him I’ll try to call him before I
leave Paris on Tuesday? Thank you.” He hung up before the concierge could protest. Sitting up now, Langdon
frowned at his bedside Guest Relations Handbook, whose cover boasted: Sleep Like a Baby in the City of
Lights. Slumber at the Paris Ritz . He turned and gazed tiredly into the full-length mirror across the room. The
man staring back at him was a stranger—tousled and weary. You need a vacation, Robert. The past year had
taken a heavy toll on him, but he didn’t appreciate seeing proof in the mirror. His usually sharp blue eyes
looked hazy and drawn tonight. A dark stubble was shrouding his strong jaw and dimpled chin. Around his
temples, the gray highlights were advancing, making their way deeper into his thicket of coarse black hair.



Although his female colleagues insisted the gray only accentuated his bookish appeal, Langdon knew better. If
Boston Magazine could see me now. Last month, much to Langdon’s embarrassment, Boston Magazine had
listed him as one of that city’s top ten most intriguing people—a dubious honor that made him the brunt of
endless ribbing by his Harvard colleagues. Tonight, three thousand miles from home, the accolade had
resurfaced to haunt him at the lecture he had given. “Ladies and gentlemen . . .” the hostess had announced to
a full house at the American University of Paris’s Pavilion Dauphine, “Our guest tonight needs no
introduction. He is the author of numerous books: The Symbology of Secret Sects, The Art of the IHluminati,
The Lost Language of Ideograms, and when | say he wrote the book on Religious Iconology, | mean that quite
literally. Many of you use his textbooks in class.” The students in the crowd nodded enthusiastically. “I had
planned to introduce him tonight by sharing his impressive curriculum vitae. However . . .” She glanced
playfully at Langdon, who was seated onstage. “An audience member has just handed me a far more, shall we
say . . . intriguing introduction.” She held up a copy of Boston Magazine. Langdon cringed. Where the hell did
she get that?

(Extract from “The Da Vinci Code” by Dan Brown)

Bomnpocs! 1uist ycTHOrO onpoca:
Crnenuguka Xyn0KecTBEHHOT0 TeKcTa. MeXaHN3MBbl XyI0’KECTBEHHOI'O IIEpeBOAa
e HazoBure cnenuduueckiue 0coOEHHOCTH XyI0’KECTBEHHBIX TEKCTOB U MEXaHU3MbI XYA0KECTBEHHOTO
nepeBoa.
o [IpommmocTpupyiiTe Ha MpUMEPax OCOOCHHOCTH MEPEBOIa XYA0KECTBEHHBIX TEKCTOB.
I'pammaTHueckue, JIEKCHUYECKUE U CTUINCTHYECKHE 0COOEHHOCTH Xy I0KECTBEHHOTO MepPeBoia
e HazoBute nekcuueckue, rpaMMaTHUECKUE, CTHIINCTHYECKIE 0COOEHHOCTH XYI0’KECTBEHHBIX TEKCTOB.
o [IpommmocTpupyiiTe Ha MpUMEPax OCOOCHHOCTH MEPEBOJIa XYA0KECTBEHHBIX TEKCTOB.

Kounrpoasnas padora, 8 cemecTp

BeinonHute npeanepeBoaYecKuil aHamM3 (parMeHTa XyJ0)KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa M3 MPOU3BEICHHS
Pride and Prejudice by Jane Austen. YkaxuTe Ha CTHIMCTHYECKUE ACTIEKTHI, TPEOYIOIIUE 0CO00TO
BHHMaHus1. Ha30BHUTe MpUeMBbI IIepeBo/ia TEKCTa IS TOCTHIKCHHUS SKBUBATICHTHOCTH B MIEPEBOJIE.

Mr. Bennet’s property consisted almost entirely in an estate of two thousand a year, which, unfortunately for
his daughters, was entailed, in default of heirs male, on a distant relation; and their mother’s fortune, though
ample for her situation in life, could but ill supply the deficiency of his. Her father had been an attorney in
Meryton, and had left her four thousand pounds.

She had a sister married to a Mr. Phillips, who had been a clerk to their father and succeeded him in the
business, and a brother settled in London in a respectable line of trade.

The village of Longbourn was only one mile from Meryton; a most convenient distance for the young ladies,
who were usually tempted thither three or four times a week, to pay their duty to their aunt and to a milliner’s
shop just over the way. The two youngest of the family, Catherine and Lydia, were particularly frequent in
these attentions; their minds were more vacant than their sisters’, and when nothing better offered, a walk to
Meryton was necessary to amuse their morning hours and furnish conversation for the evening; and however
bare of news the country in general might be, they always contrived to learn some from their aunt. At present,
indeed, they were well supplied both with news and happiness by the recent arrival of a militia regiment in the
neighbourhood; it was to remain the whole winter, and Meryton was the headquarters.

Their visits to Mrs. Phillips were now productive of the most interesting intelligence. Every day added
something to their knowledge of the officers’ names and connections. Their lodgings were not long a secret,
and at length they began to know the officers themselves. Mr. Phillips visited them all, and this opened to his
nieces a store of felicity unknown before. They could talk of nothing but officers; and Mr. Bingley’s large
fortune, the mention of which gave animation to their mother, was worthless in their eyes when opposed to the
regimentals of an ensign.

After listening one morning to their effusions on this subject, Mr. Bennet coolly observed: “From all that I can
collect by your manner of talking, you must be two of the silliest girls in the country. I have suspected it some
time, but I am now convinced.”



Catherine was disconcerted, and made no answer; but Lydia, with perfect indifference, continued to express
her admiration of Captain Carter, and her hope of seeing him in the course of the day, as he was going the next
morning to London.

“T am astonished, my dear,” said Mrs. Bennet, “that you should be so ready to think your own children silly. If
I wished to think slightingly of anybody’s children, it should not be of my own, however.”

https://prideandprejudice.bib.bz/chapter-7

Cemectp 8

IIpoBenenne MPoMe:KyTOUHOI aTTeCTAIMU MPOXOAUT B BHJ/IE 3a4eTa. 3alaHusI HA 3a4eTe
CO/IeP:KAT OJIMH TeOPeTHYECKHIT BONPOC U IBA MPAKTHYECKHX 3aIaHHS.

3ananuel. Ha3oBute nekcuueckue, rpaMMaTHYeCKHE, CTHIIMCTHYECKHE OCOOCHHOCTH XYJ0)KECTBEHHBIX
TEKCTOB, IPOWJLTIOCTPUPYITE Ha IpUMEpax 0COOEHHOCTH NEPEBOAA XyA0KECTBEHHBIX TEKCTOB.

3aganue 2. BrinosnHuTe npeanepeBoauecKuil aHanu3 Tekcta. HazoBuTe npuemsl nepeBoja TeKCTa
JUIs1 JOCTHXKEHMsI SKBUBAJIEHTHOCTH B I1€pPEBO/Ie, 00Opallias BHUMaHUE Ha CUCTEMY JIMHIBUCTUYECKUX
3HaHui. [lepeBeuTe TEKCT MUCHbMEHHO C YYETOM CBOE0Opa3rs MHOS3bIUHBIX KYJIBTYP.

They had moved into that house two years before, and he knew, and Julia knew, that they had put it into the
hands of an expensive decorator when they were going on tour, and he had agreed to have it completely ready
for them, at cost price in return for the work they promised him in the theatre, by the time they came back. But
it was unnecessary to impart* such tedious details to a young man whose name even they did not know. The
house was furnished in extremely good taste, with a judicious* mixture of the antique and the modern, and
Michael was right when he said that it was quite obviously a gentleman's house. Julia, however, had insisted
that she must have her bedroom as she liked, and having had exactly the bedroom that pleased her in the old
house in Regent's Park which they had occupied since the end of the war she brought it over bodily. The bed
and the dressing-table were upholstered in pink silk, the chaise-longue and the armchair in Nattier blue; over
the bed there were fat little gilt cherubs* who dangled a lamp with a pink shade, and fat little gilt cherubs
swarmed all round the mirror on the dressing-table. On satinwood tables were signed photographs, richly
framed, of actors and actresses and members of the royal family. The decorator had raised his supercilious
eyebrows, but it was the only room in the house in which Julia felt completely at home. She wrote her letters
at a satinwood desk, seated on a gilt Hamlet stool.
Luncheon was announced and they went downstairs.

"l hope you'll have enough to eat,” said Julia. "Michael and | have very small appetites.”

In point of fact there was grilled sole, grilled cutlets and spinach, and stewed fruit. It was a meal designed to
satisfy legitimate hunger, but not to produce fat. The cook, warned by Margery that there was a guest to
luncheon had hurriedly made some fried potatoes. They looked crisp and smelt appetizing. Only the young
man took them. Julia gave them a wistful look before she shook her head in refusal. Michael stared at them
gravely for a moment as though he could not quite tell what they were, and then with a little start, breaking out
of a brown study, said No thank you. They sat at a refectory table*, Julia and Michael at either end in very
grand Italian chairs, and the young man in the middle on a chair that was not at all comfortable, but perfectly
in character. Julia noticed that he seemed to be looking at the sideboard and with her engaging smile, leaned
forward.
(Extract from “Theatre” by William Somerset Maugham)

3aganue 3.

HepeBe)]I/ITe MMPEATIOXKCHUA, CO6J'IIO)Ia$I TpaMMaTHYCCKUEC, CHHTAKCUUCCKHUE U CTUJIMCTHUYCCKUC HOPMBI
PYCCKOTO A3bIKa U IIOMHA O TOM, YTO IIPpHU IEPEBOAC MEPECTAaHOBKA BTOPOCTCIICHHBIX YJICHOB
NpCaAIOKCHUA HUCXOJHOIO TCKCTa IIO3BOJIACT IIOGI/IBaTBCH BIICUATIICHUA KHUBOCTH u
CCTCCTBCHHOCTHU pCYU.
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1.Mrs Einsford Hill: ...Don’t you think so, Colonel Pickering? Pickering: Don’t ask me. I’ve been
away in India for several years; and manners have changed so much... (Shaw)

2. Mrs Einsford Hill: ...But the boy is nice. Don’t you think so? Mrs Higgins: Oh, quite nice. I shall
always be delighted to see him. (Shaw)

3. Let me say in advance that in over ten thousand miles, in thirty-four states, I was not recognized
even once. (Stein.)

4. |1 took my old hunting hat out of my pocket while I walked, and put it on. (Sal.)



